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I sighed as I opened the door to the house I had left almost a year ago. My girlfriend at the time had wanted to travel to Europe, and I had gone with her somewhat reluctantly. I'd begun regretting it almost immediately. I had kept travelling with her in the hope that she'd want to return home eventually, but instead she'd grown tired of me and left me alone somewhere in France with barely enough money for a plane ticket home. So here I was, crawling back to my parents' house broke and dejected.
My parents had been happy enough to let me come back, they were mostly just glad I'd come to my senses and could now get a proper job or go back to school. I wasn't nearly as excited about that aspect of returning as they were.
I had purposely arrived mid-afternoon, while my parents were at work, to at least give myself a few hours before having to deal with them. In hindsight though, that may not have been the best idea. It meant having to deal with my sister alone, with no buffer zone of inquisitive and semi-helpful parents.
My younger sister Kaylee and I had been fairly close growing up and I knew her well enough to know that while our parents might be happy I was back, she'd still be pissed that I left. It had been a sudden decision for me and I'd left without even talking to her about it, leaving only a short note explaining where I'd gone. Hell, I'd even missed her eighteenth birthday while I was gone. We'd always made a point of spending birthdays together and I'd missed one of the most important ones to her. I knew I deserved any anger she might direct toward me, but I certainly wasn't looking forward to it.
"Kaylee, you home?" I called, finally entering the house. I half hoped she wasn't so I could put off the inevitable a little longer. Then I heard a door open upstairs and knew I had no such luck. She appeared at the top of the stairs, her dark hair spilling across her face as she stopped. She kept her hair around shoulder length, and it always seemed to be getting in her way. I'd never seen it bother her though, even if it would have driven me crazy.
"Oh, you're back," she said while pushing her hair back, sounding almost disgusted. I flinched at the tone of her voice, dreading what else she might say. Instead she just turned around and went back to her room, closing the door with a definite slam.
"Could have been worse," I muttered, attempting to reassure myself. In reality I probably would have preferred a little yelling, anything to take my mind off my own feeling of guilt.
****
Days passed and I hadn't had a chance to talk to my sister. She mostly stayed in her room, ignoring me when I tried knocking on her door. She did come out of her room for meals, but I didn't want to talk to her with our parents around. So I waited.
Finally one evening around midnight I left my room to watch a movie in the living room, figuring everyone else would be in bed. Hearing the TV from down the hall, I realized Kaylee must already be watching something. I wasn't particularly surprised, she'd gotten into the habit of staying up late watching movies after everyone else had gone to bed a few months before I'd left. Sometimes I had stayed up with her, but that left me tired and cranky the next day. She had never seemed to need as much sleep as I did. Our mother had initially tried to enforce an earlier bedtime, but had given up before too long. Kaylee almost always got her way when it came to our parents, something I had found rather irritating when we were younger.
Stepping into the living room, I smiled as I found my sister in the middle of a car chase from a movie I didn't immediately recognize. Our mutual love of action movies, both good and bad, had been one of the few interests we had shared growing up. One of the things I'd missed most while I was away was spending endless hours on rainy weekends sitting on the couch with my sister curled up next to me watching gunfights and explosions, and laughing at horrible dialogue and flimsy plots.
"Hey," I said sitting down on the other end of the couch.
"Hey," she said back, not taking her eyes off the movie.
"Look, I know I fucked up. I never should have left, and I definitely shouldn't have left without telling you. I'm sorry." I looked over at my sister, who finally looked back at me.
"Whatever, I guess your girlfriend was just more important to you than I was." Her tone was neutral, but I still flinched and looked away. The words were more than sufficient for me to see that my apology hadn't been accepted.
"Kay, it wasn't that she was more important, I only thought we'd be gone maybe a month, I never meant to be away so long. I thought I'd lose her if I didn't go with her." I looked back over to my sister. "Do you know what it's like thinking someone you love might leave and you'd never see them again?"
"Yes," she said, "I do." With that statement she got up off the couch and went back to her room. I sat on the couch staring at the TV and cursing myself silently for my choice of words.
****
The next day it was my turn to confine myself to my room, only going out for food when I felt sure nobody was around. I felt miserable. My sister, the only person I really cared about anymore, hated me. I didn't really blame her, but I'd hoped she could have forgiven me.
I was lying on my bed feeling sorry for myself when I heard the knock on my door. I ignored it and the knock that followed, but Kaylee opened the door anyway. I was glad I was facing away from the door, I didn't know if I could face her right now.
"Supper's ready," she said.
"M'not hungry," I mumbled.
"You're never 'not hungry'" she said taking a step toward me, "come on let's go before mom starts yelling for us."
"I'm not hungry," I repeated more emphatically.
"Are you alright?" she asked, sounding concerned now.
"Of course I'm not alright. My girlfriend left me, I'm broke, and you hate me. What exactly should I feel alright about?"
"I don't hate you" she said in a soft voice. I felt her sit down on the bed beside me, and I rolled onto my back to look at her. "I've been miserable while you've been gone. I've spent months being angry at you and worried about you... and sad." She was looking down at the floor now. Her hair had fallen across her face again and I reached up to brush it back, like I'd done countless times before. She looked back at me and smiled briefly. "I wasn't angry at you because I hate you, it was because I love you."
I started to respond, but she interrupted me. "I know you feel bad about it," she said, "you don't deserve how I've been acting toward you."
"Yes I do," I said, "it was the stupidest thing I've ever done. Hell, I probably deserve worse."
She looked very seriously at me for a second before leaning down and kissing me gently. It felt amazing, but at the same time it felt a little weird. It wasn't something she'd ever done before.
After a few seconds she straightened back up, looking happier than I'd seen her since I got back. "There, I forgive you. Now let's go eat."
****
I was feeling a lot better after our conversation, now that I knew my sister didn't actually hate me. I felt like doing things again. I'd started doing some work around the house; doing the dishes, mowing the lawn and some general yard work. I'd also started seriously looking for a job, although I was having some trouble with that one so far. Best of all, Kaylee and I had started watching movies together again. Since I didn't have to get up in the mornings, I could even keep up with her preferred schedule.
She'd been on a Jason Statham kick recently, in the past couple days we'd watched Crank and Death Race. Tonight, since it was Friday, we were watching all three Transporter movies. I never liked the second two as much as the first one, but she insisted we watch all three together and I went along with it. I would pretty much have agreed to anything now that we were getting along again.
We'd gotten through the first two already, with Kaylee curled up next to me like she always used to. After the kiss she'd given me though, I couldn't help but feel like it wasn't quite as innocent as it had seemed in the past. I kept getting distracted when she'd shift slightly or rest her head against my shoulder. I kept reminding myself to focus on the movie, but I wasn't having much success.
Kaylee decided she wanted to get ready for bed before we started the third movie, and I said that was fine with me. Assuming she would only be a few minutes, I waited for her on the couch staring at the DVD's menu screen, watching scenes loop in the background. Eventually though I grew impatient and headed to her room to see what was taking so long. Finding her door closed, I assumed she must still be changing and knocked a couple times just to let her know I was waiting.
"Come in," she said, so I opened the door and walked in.
"Hey, what's taking... so..." I trailed off. She was still wearing the skirt she'd been wearing earlier, but she was no longer wearing her shirt. Or any shirt, for that matter. She was sideways to me, and I could see the side of one of her breasts. It wasn't particularly large, but it was nicely shaped and was moving in very interesting ways as my sister dug through her shirt drawer.
"I can't find my Batman shirt," she explained, breaking me out of my trance. I had given her a Batman t-shirt for her birthday a couple years ago. It was too big for her, but she had loved it anyway and had taken to wearing it as a nightshirt. Her statement was enough to make me realize I'd been staring, and I forced myself to direct my gaze toward the other side of her room.
"You know, you could have just told me to wait a minute if you weren't done changing."
"Yeah, I guess," she replied as she straightened up and turned toward me. Her movement drew my attention back toward her, but somehow I maintained eye contact this time.
We stood watching one another for a minute before she walked up to me and hugged me, wrapping her arms around my back. I returned her hug, and tried without success not to notice her breasts pressing into my chest or how nice her naked back felt under my hands. Despite my best efforts I felt myself getting hard. I didn't think Kaylee had noticed yet, but given how close she was to me that wouldn't last forever.
"I really did miss you, you know," she said. I appreciated the sentiment, but at the same time I was trying to figure out a way to break contact before she noticed my growing erection.
"Kaylee..." I started, not really certain what I wanted to say, just that I had to do something quickly. She looked up at me curiously. When I didn't immediately continue, she lowered her head back down and started softly kissing my upper chest through my shirt. "Kaylee..." I repeated, a whisper this time.
She ignored me and continued her gentle kisses as I felt her hands sliding down my back to the bottom of my shirt. Slowly she lifted my it up until it was just beneath my arms. She looked up at me and raised an eyebrow, issuing a silent challenge: she'd taken her top off, now it was my turn. I remained stationary for a few more seconds, then raised my arms helping her to remove my shirt. It joined other articles of clothing on the floor of her room before she was once again in my arms.
She felt even better against me now with nothing between us, nothing between her breasts and my skin. I rubbed her back with my hands, feeling the softness of her skin. She started rubbing her leg slightly against my erection. Only moments ago I'd been trying desperately to hide it from her, but now I just enjoyed the feeling. I tried to remind myself that this was my baby sister in my arms, but I was having more and more trouble caring about that.
I felt my sister starting to move downward and I removed my hands from her back, watching as she knelt down in front of me. She started undoing my belt and removing my pants while I ran a hand through her soft, silky hair. My heart was beating like crazy now. I didn't know exactly what she was planning to do, but I found myself desperately wanting whatever it was. Finally, as I stepped out of my underwear, I stood before my little sister fully naked. She was staring at my cock, now fully erect. She reached and brushed it gently with her fingertips, then looked up at me to see my reaction.
Not seeing any disapproval from me, her grip became firmer on my cock and she started stroking it up and down. I closed my eyes and let her rub me for a few minutes, enjoying the feeling of my baby sister's hand on me.
I opened my eyes when her hand stopped and was just in time to see the tip of my penis enter her mouth. I let out a soft groan as she started working me deeper into her mouth with quick, steady strokes. The blowjob itself was amazing. The fact that it was my baby sister giving me the blowjob just amplified the effect for me. Idly I wondered if her apparent skill meant she had done this before, and had to fight off a sudden surge of jealousy. I had no right to be jealous, regardless of whether she'd done this before or not.
I felt my cock hitting the back of her throat now and as I saw her look up at me lovingly, my beautiful little sister, I knew I was going to cum soon.
"Kay, I... I'm cumming," I managed to say, giving her a few seconds warning.
She kept going until the first spurt of cum hit her mouth, then she pulled back letting the cum hit her neck and breasts with the last shot landing on her stomach. It was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen, my baby sister kneeling in front of me with my cum splashed across her chest.
I knelt down on the floor in front of her, reaching for my discarded shirt and using it to gently wipe off the semen that had landed on her. She pushed my hand away before I was finished and wrapped her arms around my neck to kiss me. I returned her kiss, letting her exploring tongue enter my mouth. I could taste traces of myself on her tongue and lips from the blowjob she'd just given me.
Finally breaking the kiss when I ran out of air, I looked at her as we both gasped for breath. I knew what I wanted to do now. I stood up, pulling my sister with me, and led her to the bed. She sat down on it and leaned back while I reached for her skirt, wanting to remove it.
"Wait," she said, grabbing my hand before it got to her skirt. I looked at her, confused why she didn't want me to take her skirt off. "Faster this way," she said pulling her skirt up and revealing her naked pussy to me. I wondered, briefly, if she had been panty-less all evening. At this point it wouldn't have surprised me.
Her little cunt looked so beautiful lying exposed before me. It was completely smooth, devoid of any hair whatsoever. I didn't know if she kept herself shaved all the time, or if she'd done it just for me. Either way I liked it.
Hesitantly I brought my hand to her pussy, barely touching the skin. I traced the contours of her body as my fingers circled my eventual target. When I felt her squirming under my touch I gave in and lowered my head to lick the length of her pussy lips. She settled down as she felt the long, smooth strokes of my tongue on her labia. After a few minutes I pulled my head back and spread her lips apart with my fingers. Locating her clit, I lowered my head and gave it a tentative lick. She let out a soft moan and I felt her hands on the back of my head holding me in position.
I continued licking her clit while I brought my right hand to her pussy and started slowly inserting a single finger. She was tight, but so wet that I had no trouble pushing into her. At least I had no trouble until my finger encountered a barrier inside her pussy. I stopped licking and frowned, that couldn't be right.
"Don't do it yet," Kaylee pleaded, her voice almost a whisper, "you don't know how hard it was saving it for you."
Not only did she still have her virginity, she was giving it to me. All traces of my earlier jealousy evaporated. Whatever she'd done with other guys, I could see now how much my sister loved me. Abandoning her pussy I joined her on the bed and kissed her passionately, my tongue invading her mouth this time. My cock was hard again and Kaylee was thrusting her hips against it, wanting me inside her. I wanted to oblige her, more than I'd ever wanted anything, but I didn't want to chance getting her pregnant.
"Come on, it'll be ok," she said, sensing my hesitation.
"I can't... what if..." I started.
"I need you so bad. Just do it," she pleaded.
What little resistance I had left abandoned me. I wanted her, she wanted me. We could deal with everything else later. She sighed happily as I gave in and pushed my way inside her opening. Just as with my finger minutes earlier she was incredibly tight around me, but I had little difficulty working my way deeper. I stopped briefly when I felt her hymen against the end of my penis.
"This is probably going to hurt," I warned her. She just nodded and closed her eyes.
I pushed forward again, as gently as I could, but I felt her tense up against me as I broke through. She didn't make a sound, and I stayed as still as I could until I felt her relax a little.
"Keep going," she whispered.
I started moving again, penetrating as deep into my sister as I could. I just barely felt the edge of her cervix as I bottomed out in her. It figured that we fit perfectly together. I started picking up speed, thrusting harder into my sister's cunt. She wrapped her legs around me and buried her face in my shoulder trying to muffle any sound that she made. The last thing we wanted was to wake up our parents now.
Her teeth sank into my shoulder and her whole body tensed up as her orgasm hit her. She was absolutely silent the whole time, but my shoulder was paying for it. Finally she released me as her entire body relaxed. I hoped she hadn't drawn blood.
"I'm sorry," she said, noticing the teeth marks she'd left. Delicately she kissed each tiny indentation on my skin. "Better?" she asked. Strangely it actually did seem to help with the pain.
Instead of answering her I pressed my mouth to hers just for a few seconds, just long enough to tell her I forgave her for the injury. I was already breathing too hard for a long kiss. I was getting close, thrusting with more urgency as I approached my second orgasm. Kaylee, sensing my increased movement, raised her mouth to my ear.
"Cum for me," she encouraged, "cum for your little sister. Cum inside her pussy. She wants it inside her so bad."
I couldn't have resisted her if I wanted to. She held me tight as I came, stroking my hair with one hand and whispering something I couldn't quite make out.
When I finally finished, I managed to roll off my sister before collapsing on her bed. She curled up beside me and rested her head on my shoulder, fortunately not the one she'd bitten earlier. I wrapped my arm around her and held her against me.
"I love you," she said.
"I love you too," I told her. I turned my head to face her "even if I do stupid shit sometimes, I'll always love my baby sister."
The last thing I remember before falling asleep is how she smiled when I said that.
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I had accepted somewhat reluctantly when my parents had invited me and my sister to a cottage by the beach for a week. It meant taking time off work at short-notice as well as spending time with my parents, which could be incredibly frustrating sometimes.
I had mainly accepted because Jenny had already said she would come and I was looking forward to seeing her. Ever since my sister had gone off to university and I had dropped out of university and started working we had hardly seen each other. We hadn't stayed in touch very well either. When I did occasionally have the urge to call her I knew I would have to call mom first to get her number, and I just kept putting it off for later.
As I lay on the sand though, my eyes closed and my hands folded on my chest, I had to admit that it was a pretty nice spot. I had been spending far too much time inside recently and the sun felt good on my skin. I had removed my shoes and socks before coming down to the beach, and had removed my shirt shortly after hitting the sand. I was currently debating whether I should go for a swim before lunch, knowing it was only about half an hour away.
"Ow ow ow, goddamn son of a bitch."
The sudden outburst startled me out of my day-dreaming. I hadn't noticed anyone approaching me, but I recognized the voice as soon as I heard it. Besides, of the few people it could possibly be only one would have started swearing so freely around me. My sister had finally arrived it seemed.
"Goddamn rock," she complained as she flopped down on the sand beside me, "one rock on the entire sodding beach and I step on it."
"Maybe you shoulda wore shoes," I replied, not opening my eyes.
"It's a beach. It's made of sand. How was I supposed to know I'd still manage to injure myself." She was silent for a moment. "It still hurts, does it look ok to you?" she asked eventually.
I opened my eyes to find her foot a few inches from my face.
"Yeah, it's fine. Just a little red, that's all. Probably just feels worse cause you have girly feet."
"I'm a girl, I'm allowed to have girly feet," she said, sticking her tongue out at me.
I smiled and settled back down on the sand. I had actually missed these conversations with my sister, juvenile as they sometimes were. It was nice to see some things didn't change. On the other hand, I reflected, my sister had actually changed quite a bit physically. I realized it had been almost two years since I had last seen her, and she looked a lot more like a woman than I remember.
"How's Rachel doing? Mom said she might come, but I didn't see her when I came in. Is she in the cottage somewhere?" Jenny asked.
I grimaced at the questions. Rachel had been my most recent girlfriend, but we weren't together anymore. I had only told mom that news after I had arrived, there was always the off-chance she would try to set me up with someone if she had advance warning. Clearly Jenny hadn't yet been informed.
"We're... not seeing each other anymore," I answered.
"Oh, sorry," she apologized.
"It's ok, it wasn't really working."
"Well you'll find someone else soon anyway," she said, brightening up.
She was probably right, I didn't have much trouble finding girls. Maintaining a relationship, however, was a lot more difficult for me. I could be pretty difficult to live with at times. That was one reason I liked spending time with Jenny. I didn't have to worry about being easy to get along with, she knew exactly how irritating I could be and she still put up with me.
"I'm gonna go in the water," she said suddenly as she stood up and pulled off her shirt. She had a blue bikini top on underneath that was way more revealing than anything I remember her wearing to the beach before.
"Jesus Jen I know you're a poor university student and everything, but I'm sure mom would have bought you a suit that fit if you'd asked."
"Shut up, there's nothing wrong with it," she said as she bent over to pull down her shorts. The matching bottom half of her suit wasn't covering much more than her top was.
"Come on, you'd have to be a stripper to think that suit is appropriate." I sat up and looked at her curiously, "you aren't secretly a stripper are you?"
"Dammit, no I'm not," she said, punching me on the shoulder. "I just want to at least wear it once. I bought it a while ago, but I never feel comfortable wearing it around other people."
"So I don't count as people then?" I asked as I rubbed my shoulder. I had forgotten how hard she could hit.
"You're my brother, that's different," she replied as she headed down to the water.
Any other day I would have agreed with her. She was my sister and that did make her different. But as she walked away from me, I found myself watching her the same as I would if she were any other girl.
"Goddamn it" I muttered under my breath. I could feel myself being affected by the sight of her swaying, barely covered ass. The last thing I needed was a hard-on now, with no way to hide it from Jenny.
I sighed and got up to follow my sister into the water. Swimming might help, and if not at least she wouldn't be able see anything.
The water was cool, almost cold as I stepped into it. It felt good after laying out in the sun for a while. Jenny was already out in the deep water, but when she saw me coming in she turned around and started swimming toward me. She reached me just as the water was starting to hit my chest.
"Nice isn't it," she said, pushing her wet hair back.
"Yeah," I replied absently. Her top hadn't magically started covering her breasts any better than it had been, and now it was all wet and clingy. Fantastic.
"I meant the water," she said, smiling at me.
Great, and now she had caught me staring. I jerked my gaze away, feeling the heat rise in my face. This was not going well.
"I told you it was too small," I said defensively.
"Don't worry, it's not a big deal," she tried to reassure me.
She took a step toward me just as a small wave hit her from behind, pushing her closer than she had intended. I felt her leg brush against my semi-erect cock and saw her freeze. Fuck, she definitely felt that.
I turned away from her and started trudging through the water toward shore. I didn't know where I was going to go once I got there, I hadn't even brought a towel with me. I just had to get away from her, I could deal with everything else later.
"Hey come on, wait up," she called as she started after me.
I ignored her, there was no way I could face her right now. I was almost out of the water now, but I still didn't have a clue where I was going.
"Come on, don't be mad," she pleaded, struggling to catch up with me.
I did pause when she said that. Did she think I was angry with her? Angry with myself maybe.
"I'm not mad Jen," I said turning just enough so I could see her. "You should be mad at me, if anything."
She stopped a few feet away from me and looked at me. She was chewing on her lip slightly, trying to decide what to say. I had to force myself to look away from her again, she really did look amazing in that bikini. Seeing my reaction seemed to make up her mind for her.
"I was kinda hoping you'd like the suit actually," she said softly. "I'm not an idiot, it's not like I had no idea... this... would happen," she continued as she glanced briefly toward my shorts, which were still angled away from her enough that she couldn't see anything.
"Then why..." I trailed off, unsure how to phrase the question.
"Because of all the times I had to watch you walk around without a shirt, just like you're doing now. You think I never noticed? That it never... affected me?"
I knew girls tended to find me fairly attractive, that was the main reason I had any success with them at all. I had not, however, realized that my sister might feel the same way.
"I felt like such a freak," she continued, "feeling that way about my own brother. I guess I just wanted to see if I could get a reaction from you. Maybe... maybe if you felt like I did, it might just be a normal thing. It might mean I'm not a complete weirdo."
"Oh Jen..." I said, putting a hand on her shoulder, "of course you're a weirdo."
I dodged backwards quickly, anticipating the punch she threw at me, but I tripped over my own feet and landed on my back in the sand. I started laughing, but she sat down hard on my stomach, knocking the wind out of me.
"I'm just kidding," I said after I had regained enough breath. "Seriously though, you saw what you did to me. If you're a weirdo, I guess we can both be weird together."
"Has anyone told you that you can be incredibly irritating sometimes?" she asked, giving me a half-smile.
"Not counting you? Only about..." I paused and pretended to count on my fingers. "Every girl ever," I finished.
She rolled her eyes at me and shook her head slightly in exasperation. "I don't know why I put up with you," she told me.
"My dashing good looks and charming disposition?"
"No, that's not it. I'm probably just too stupid to learn any better." She shifted slightly on top of me, drawing my attention once again to how good she looked in that damn bikini.
"You should probably get off soon," I told her in a low voice.
"What, before you have to get off you mean?" she asked, raising an eyebrow at me.
I snorted at that, the joke catching me completely off-guard. She smiled, but she did get off me and even gave me a hand up off the ground.
"Your back's all sandy," she told me.
"There's a hose up by the cottage, I'll wash it off there."
We picked up our clothes and, mercifully, she put her shirt back on as we headed up for lunch.
****
I woke late the next day, I hadn't slept very well. I kept seeing images of my sister in my head and I had to restrain myself from jerking off to them. Even though I had joked about it yesterday, I still felt kind of weird thinking of her that way.
Jenny was the only one in the kitchen when I finally made it down. She was busy chewing on a piece of toast, but she set it down and smiled when she saw me enter the room.
"Sleep ok?" she asked me.
"Not really," I answered, making my way over to the coffee pot.
"Oh, too busy jerking off?"
I almost dropped my mug on the floor as I whirled around toward her. She had a huge grin on her face and it just got bigger from seeing my reaction.
"Ha ha," I said turning back to coffee. "Not that it's any of your business, but no I wasn't."
We were both silent for a few minutes as I sipped on my coffee and she played with her toast.
"I'm gonna go for a walk along the beach later," she finally said. "You wanna come? I promise I won't wear that suit again."
"Oh," I said, faking disappointment, "I was kinda hoping you would wear it."
I was a little too slow ducking this time, and the half piece of toast she threw caught me on the top of my forehead. She was still grinning though, so I knew she wasn't really mad.
****
Jenny had decided on a t-shirt and shorts for our walk. They were fairly tight on her, but were still a significant improvement over yesterday's wardrobe. We both went barefoot so we could walk along the edge of the water without getting anything wet except our feet.
We talked idly as we made our way along the shoreline. It had been a while since we had a chance to really talk, so we had no shortage of topics to catch up on. Eventually we hit relationships and Jenny made me tell her about all the girls I had been with since the last time we had seen each other. I skipped over a lot of details, not wanting to get too deep into those memories, but it seemed to satisfy her.
"What about you?" I asked her after I had finished.
She shrugged, "I dunno, there were a couple guys. Nothing really major. Only one lasted more than a few weeks anyway."
"What about girls?"
I expected another punch on the shoulder for that question, but she took me by surprise and shoved me hard enough that I landed in the water. It was only about up to my waist sitting down, but it did get me fairly wet.
"Jerk," she said while smiling.
I smiled back, I had deserved that and we both knew it. I stood up carefully and wrung out the bottom of my shirt where it had landed in the water. Jenny made sure to stay out of reach, knowing I was not above seeking retribution. I took a step toward shallower water then jerked my foot back as though I had stepped on something.
"Ow, fuck!" I swore as I grabbed my foot in my hand.
Jenny took a step toward me, falling for it for just a second before she realized what I was doing. She tried to pull away but I had already reached out and grabbed her arm. She squealed, but instead of trying to pull away like I thought she would, she instead grabbed onto me tightly. Maybe she thought I wouldn't throw her in if it meant throwing myself in at the same time. It wasn't going to work though, I was already half soaked.
I dragged both of us out a little farther, then let myself fall over bringing my sister along with me. We let go of each other when we hit the water and reoriented ourselves. I got myself into a sitting position, the water was just deep enough to hit the bottom of my chest. Jenny was kneeling next to me, busy pushing her now wet hair back out of her face.
I smiled at her and she stuck her tongue out at me. I started to say something to her when she splashed me.
"Hey!" I protested, but she just splashed me again.
I grabbed her wrist in an attempt to stop her so she started splashing me with the other hand. I had more trouble grabbing her other wrist, but I managed to get a hold of it.
"There, now what?" I asked her.
"I guess I'm your prisoner," she replied and settled down on my lap.
She was uncomfortably close to me now and her breasts were pressing against my chest through our shirts. Dammit, I was getting hard again. I wasn't thinking clearly, I could have just let her go. Instead I maintained my hold on her wrists.
She looked surprised at me when she felt my growing erection against her leg, but then she smiled. She started rocking against me slightly turning me on even more. I finally released her arms and shifted my hands down to her legs. She sighed in disappointment, assuming I was going to lift her off me. Instead I adjusted our positions so I was more comfortable and let her continue straddling my lap.
She looked at me curiously and I returned her gaze as we communicated silently. She resumed her back and forth movements against me as I placed my hands on her back, helping to hold her in place against the push of the occasional wave. Her crotch rubbing against my now fully hard cock felt really good, partly because I had been horny since yesterday and had refused to masturbate.
I could feel her moving more urgently against me as she started letting out small whimpers. I placed my hands on her ass and helped her thrust against me as she made a sound almost like a sob and slowed down her movements. I let her come down from her orgasm before I started thrusting back against her, desperate for my own release. She took the hint and resumed her earlier pace.
Horny as I was it wasn't long before I felt my own orgasm start. I pulled my sister to me more firmly as I spurted cum inside my shorts. I would have to change later, but at least for now my shorts were wet anyway and nobody would notice.
Jenny allowed me to hold her in place until I finished, then settled back slightly as I let go of her. We sat staring at each other as we regained our breath, trying to see how the other would react to what we had just done.
"We should probably head back," I said eventually.
"Yeah," she agreed, standing up.
I pulled myself up after her and we started walking back in silence. After a few minutes I felt her hand brush against mine. I ignored it, but then it happened again. I looked down her hand, confused, before I got it. I slipped my hand into hers, letting our fingers intertwine. I looked over at her face and she smiled back at me. I returned her smile then turned my head forward again. I felt incredibly content as we made our way back, in no particular hurry, holding her hand in mine.
****
I had an even harder time falling asleep that night. I was plagued by even more images of my sister, as well as the memory of... whatever it was we had done underwater. It hadn't been masturbation exactly, or sex.
It didn't help that it was too warm for my taste and there was no air conditioning or even a fan. I had almost gone to bed naked, but had decided on a pair of shorts just in case someone decided to come in before I was up. I had long ago thrown my sheet to the end of the bed, not that it had helped much.
I turned over for about the hundredth time trying to find a position that would let me fall asleep. I could see my watch on the table by my bed in the moonlight. The moon was bright enough that by holding my watch at the right angle to the window I could make out the time. I sighed, it was almost two and I had precious little hope of falling asleep any time soon. I may as well not even bother at this rate.
I wondered if Jenny would still be up. It was worth a shot anyway, I wasn't accomplishing anything here.
I got out of bed, still clad only in my shorts, and made my way to her room. It wasn't much of a walk, her door was only a couple feet from mine. I hesitated at the door for a minute trying to decide whether I should knock. Eventually I just tried the knob and found it unlocked.
"Jenny," I called softly as I opened the door. "Jenny, you awake?"
There was no response from her. The same moonlight from my room was pouring through her window as well, allowing me to see fairly well even without any lights. She was lying on her side facing away from me, her sheet pushed down to her waist. All I could see of her was her dark hair pooled on her pillow and the back of her shirt.
"Jenny?" I whispered, creeping closer.
She remained totally unresponsive to me and I decided she must be asleep. I don't know why I had expected otherwise, it had been hours since she had gone to bed.
I stood at the edge of her bed for many long minutes just watching her as she slept. I knew I should just go back to my own bed, that standing here like this was somehow wrong. On the other hand if I returned to my bed I would just continue obsessing over her. I really wished she had been awake, at least I could have talked to her or something.
Eventually I lay down beside her on the bed. Just lying there wouldn't be so bad, certainly not any worse than what we had already done. I shifted my position until I was mimicking my sister's, settling down on my side a few inches from her. I draped my arm across her side and over her stomach, preparing for several more hours of insomnia but hoping maybe her proximity would help me sleep somehow.
"I was hoping for at least a little groping," she mumbled, nearly giving me a heart attack.
"Dammit Jen, were you awake that whole time?"
"Yeah, I wanted to see what you'd do if you thought I was asleep. Nothing interesting apparently."
"Oh come on, I wouldn't do anything while you were asleep."
"And how 'bout now that you know I'm awake?" she asked.
A very good question, I still didn't know why I had come to her room to begin with. I felt Jenny take my hand and guide it up to her breast, giving me a very clear invitation.
"There, guilt-free now right?"
"Well... kinda, I guess," I answered hesitantly, even as I began stroking her breast through her shirt.
"Aside from me being your sister you mean?"
"Well yeah, I'm still having some trouble with that one," I told her as I traced circles around her nipple with my finger.
She went quiet for a moment, then I felt her hand take mine once again guiding it downward this time. She kicked the sheet off her legs and brought my hand under the bottom of her shirt and up to her crotch. I was expecting to feel the material of her panties, but instead found only the bare flesh of her pussy.



"Do you feel that? Do you feel what you do to me?" she whispered, pushing my middle finger between her pussy lips and causing it to penetrate her slightly.
"Yeah," I responded distractedly.
I worked my middle finger deeper into her wet pussy, causing my other fingers to make small strokes across her incredibly smooth pussy lips. I was getting really turned on and I had to adjust myself awkwardly with my free hand. My sister, feeling my movements on the bed, pushed herself back against me eliminating the small gap between us.
I let out a groan as I felt her ass pressing against my cock, trapping it between our bodies. She started making small movements with her hips, rubbing her butt against my erection. After a few seconds I began rocking back against her, getting myself off on my sister's butt.
As we rubbed against each other I worked a second finger into her pussy and started thrusting them in and out more vigorously. I felt one of her hands brush against mine as she started playing with her clit.
We continued our bizarre mutual masturbation in silence for a few minutes until I felt her hand pick up speed on her clit and guessed she was close to orgasm. I placed a few soft kisses on the exposed side of her neck as she tensed up and jammed her arm across her mouth to stifle any noises she made.
I slowed down the motion of my fingers inside her as I felt her relax, eventually pulling them out. They were covered in her juices and they shone as I held them up to the moonlight. I brought my fingers to her mouth and offered them to her. Without hesitation she took them in her mouth and sucked on them gently, cleaning them with her tongue.
"Hang on a second," I said. I rolled onto my back and tugged my shorts down around my ankles before kicking them off. With my cock now free, I resumed my previous position against my sister.
With only the thin material of Jenny's shirt between us the stimulation on my cock was increased dramatically. I pushed her shirt deeper and deeper between her ass cheeks with my dick as I brought myself closer to my own orgasm.
As my thrusts became longer I felt the head of my cock slide under the edge of my sister's shirt and suddenly it was touching her skin directly. At the unexpected contact I found myself cumming, pumping my semen onto Jenny's back and shirt, as well as my own stomach.
As I recovered I noticed that my sister's hand had returned to her pussy and she was currently working her way to another orgasm. I wrapped my arm around her and just held her as she got herself off again.
"G'night," she mumbled sleepily.
"Night," I replied as we fell asleep together.
****
I woke up the next morning to find myself alone in Jenny's room. It was pretty late in the morning judging by the sun streaming in through the window. I wished there was a clock or something around so I could figure out what time it was for sure. I decided I should probably get moving, I had already taken a pretty big risk spending the night in my sister's bed and the sooner I got back to my own room and got dressed the better.
Just as I started to get out of bed and look for the pair of shorts I had removed the previous night, the door started to open and I froze in a moment of absolute terror.
"Morning," said Jenny, closing the door behind her.
"God damn, are you trying to kill me?" I asked as I flopped back down on the bed and waited for my heart rate to drop back to normal.
She smiled as she grabbed a hairbrush from the nightstand beside her bed and started brushing out her hair. She was wearing a different shirt than the one she had on last night, probably a good idea considering the mess I had made of it. It came down halfway to her knees and I found myself wondering if she was wearing panties underneath. Probably not, I decided.
"I didn't even know you were up yet. I waited for you to wake up, but you took forever and I had to use the bathroom," she explained.
"S'ok, my heart probably needed the exercise anyway right?"
I sat up and spotted my shorts on the floor by the end of the bed. I tried to ignore my sister as I picked them up and slipped them on, but I saw her watching me out of the corner of my eye.
"Can you check the hall, make sure it's safe?" I asked her.
"Sure," she replied.
She walked over to the door and threw it wide open, making a big show of looking around to make sure nobody was there. I ran to the door and shut it as quickly as I could without slamming it as Jenny burst out laughing.
"That's not funny Jen," I hissed, "we could be in serious trouble if we get caught."
"It actually is kinda funny," she said when she had calmed down enough. "Mom and dad are gonna be gone 'til mid-afternoon. They left while you were still sleeping. We have the whole place to ourselves."
"All to ourselves, eh? In that case, you know what I'm going to do?" I asked her. She shook her head, but she had a hopeful look on her face. "I'm going to... go take a shower."
I opened the door before she could react and raced to the bathroom, locking the door behind me.
"Jerk!" she yelled from outside the door.
****
After I finished showering and got dressed I made my way down to the kitchen. Jenny was already at the table and halfway through a bowl of cereal. She glared at me as I entered the room, but I could see she was having trouble holding it.
"You deserved that and you know it," I said.
"Yeah, but you should have seen the look on your face," she said, breaking into a wide grin, "it was totally worth it."
She went back to her cereal as I sat down and poured a bowl for myself. We ate in near silence for a few minutes, then she looked up at me.
"You know what?" she asked.
"I doubt it."
"I'm on the pill," she said, causing me to choke on my mouthful of cereal.
"And you're telling me this why exactly?"
She shrugged, "just in case you were curious." She stood up from the table and stretched, raising the edge of her t-shirt dangerously high. "I'm gonna go shower now, then maybe go lie on my bed naked for a while. See if anybody shows up."
She took a few steps toward the bathroom then, turning her head to make sure she had my complete attention, she lifted the bottom of her shirt up over her butt. I watched her bare ass swing as she walked away from me, feeling my cock stiffen beneath the table. I had to force myself not to go after her, I knew she would just lock herself in the bathroom the same as I had done to her.
I sighed and went back to my cereal. I was pretty sure she was serious about her not-so-subtle invitation for after her shower. What worried me is that I was ready to accept it. I finished my breakfast and returned to my room to wait. I lay on my bed for what seemed like hours listening to the faint sound of the shower running and waiting nervously for it to stop.
Eventually the sound of running water did fade away and I left my room to go wait outside the bathroom door. A few minutes later my sister came out wrapped in a large towel. She didn't look even a little surprised to find me waiting for her. I followed her as she walked past me to her room, neither of us saying a word. I closed the door behind me and locked it, not wanting to take any unnecessary chances.
"Jen are you sure you want to do this?" I asked.
"Yeah, I think so," she said, tilting her head slightly as she looked at me.
She took hold of her towel at the top and pulled it apart before letting it drop to the floor. I stared at her like an idiot as I saw her fully naked for the first time. Her breasts especially fascinated me, I had played with them the night before but I hadn't realized how just how perfect they were. I felt like I could have spent hours just staring at them.
Jenny wasn't that patient though, she knelt down on the floor in front of me and grabbed hold of my shorts. She looked up at me for any sign of resistance as she pulled them down slowly, but I offered none. I simply let strip me from the waist down to expose my erect cock. She grabbed it happily in one hand and ran her fingertips across its length.
I closed my eyes and let my sister play with my cock. She might have gotten impatient with my staring, but I would let her do this all day if she wanted.
"So," she asked finally, "are you gonna fuck your baby sister now?"
I reopened my eyes and looked down at her. She was looking up at me curiously, probably wondering how far I was actually willing to go. Somehow she looked completely adorable and incredibly sexy at the same time.
"Get on the bed," I told her.
She smiled and climbed up on the bed while I pulled off my shirt. Instead of lying down like I expected she got on her hands and knees facing away from me. She turned her head to watch me as I knelt behind her on the bed and wiggled her butt at me.
"I thought about you while I was in the shower," she told me as I placed my hands on either side of her ass. "I got horny and I wanted to masturbate, but I didn't so you better take care of me now."
I smiled and slapped her ass with one hand, not hard but enough to sting a little. She squealed and flinched away for a second, but then stuck her butt back out at me. I ran a hand over her smooth pussy, feeling her soft skin, before tentatively inserting a finger. I could tell by how wet she was already that she hadn't been lying about being horny, not that she had any reason to lie.
"You're definitely sure?" I asked.
"Yes dammit! You don't take a hint easy do you?"
"Just checking."
I guided the tip of my cock to my sister's pussy and she sighed happily as I slowly pushed it in. I worked my way in and out of her, penetrating deeper and deeper into her cunt. Jenny was getting impatient again though and started rocking back against me trying to get me inside her faster. I decided to oblige her and grabbed hold of her firmly before thrusting the rest of the way inside.
She moaned in pleasure and sank to her elbows as I held myself buried completely in my sister's pussy. After a few seconds I started moving again, sliding my cock back and forth inside her in longer and longer strokes.
As we fucked, Jenny shifted her weight to support herself on one arm and brought her other hand to her clit. I increased the force of my thrusts as part of me subconsciously tried to make her to lose her balance, but she stayed fairly stable. My cock was coming almost all the way out of her before I slammed it back in and I was starting to breathe hard at the exertion.
Jenny's hand started going crazy on her clit as her upper body collapsed on the bed and she muffled a scream in the mattress. As she came down from her orgasm I could feel my own getting close. I continued for a few more strokes then pulled out of her as I started cumming. I knew she had told me she was on the pill, but I still felt safer spraying my semen on her ass and lower back.
I collapsed on the bed when I finished, and Jenny rolled over onto her side facing me. We watched each other for a few minutes as we regained our breath.
"Jen," I said eventually, "you gotta give me your number before we leave. I think we need to stay in touch a little better."
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"Hey Jeff!"
I was standing outside the bus station waiting to picked up when I heard someone call my name from behind me. I turned around to see my older sister Jennifer walking toward me. I smiled and dropped my duffle bag as she wrapped her arms around me.
"Hey Jen," I responded as I returned her hug.
"So," she asked, finally releasing me, "are you staying this time, or are you just here for the summer again?"
"Nah, I think four years was enough," I answered as I picked up my bag and followed her to her car.
I had been going to university for the past few years, returning home only during summer breaks. I had finally finished my four years and now I had no idea what I was going to do with my life, except that I was definitely through with school for a while. Jennifer had gone to university for three years, but she had moved home when dad died a few years ago. She had never gone back, but she had managed to find a pretty decent job that she seemed happy enough with.
"How are mom and Katie doing?" I asked when we got into the car.
"Well mom's got a new boyfriend and Kate's not taking it well," Jennifer said as she drove us home. "His name's Eric and he seems like a pretty good guy, but Katie doesn't like him so they spend a lot of time out of the house and that just makes Kate resent him more for taking mom away." She sighed, "I just don't know what to do about it."
Our eighteen year old younger sister had taken it pretty hard when dad died, almost as hard as mom had. I was happy for mom that she had found someone else, but I understood that it would be rough on Katie. Hopefully my presence in the house would help some, even just to reassure her that she wasn't being abandoned.
We talked about other stuff for a while, just catching up, until Jennifer finally pulled into our driveway. I grabbed my bag and followed her into the house.
"Katie's probably up in her room, that's where she spends most of her time these days. You should go let her know you're home, she'll be happy to see you," Jennifer told me as we entered.
"I was kinda planning on doing that anyway. Did you think I was just going to ignore her or something?" I replied.
"Shut up, just go do it."
After dumping my stuff in my room I walked down the hall to Katie's room where I could hear music coming through her door. It wasn't really loud, but it had probably been enough to keep her from hearing us come in. I opened the door carefully and peeked in. Katie was sitting at her computer almost with her back to me. I was trying to decide whether or not to sneak up on her when she happened to turn her head just enough to see me out of the corner of her eye.
"Jeff!" she squealed, bolting out of her chair and launching herself at me.
"Whoa, hi," I said, catching her as she jumped into my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist. I held her for a few seconds until she released me somewhat reluctantly and dropped her feet back to the floor.
"You're staying aren't you? Jen said she thought you were but she wasn't sure," she said looking at me hopefully.
"I don't plan on going anywhere for a while," I said, making her smile. "Anyway, I'm gonna go unpack before supper."
Katie followed me as I left her room and returned to my own. She sat down on my bed with her knees pulled up to her chest and watched for a while as I pulled stuff out of my bag.
"So how are things?" I asked her.
She shrugged, "I dunno, ok I guess."
"I hear mom has a new boyfriend."
"Yeah, I dunno, I guess I should be happy for her right?" Katie was quiet for a moment. "Sometimes I feel like I'm the only one who still misses dad. It's like everyone except me is moving on, and Eric... I just don't like him. I'm probably just being selfish though, I know he makes mom happy."
I emptied my bag and tossed it in the closet before sitting down next to her on the bed. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and she leaned her head against me.
"I don't know what to tell you. Life's fucked up sometimes, not much you can do about it. Just try not to worry about it too much."
"So, ignore it and hope it goes away? Is that your advice?" she asked.
"That's the best I can do, sorry." Katie did give me a half-smile and we sat in silence for a while.
"Supper's ready!" Jennifer called from the kitchen.
Katie untangled herself from me and I followed her downstairs. Mom had just gotten home and we hugged as I entered the kitchen. I had to admit she did look happier than the last time I had seen her.
****
I was lying in bed that night, staring up at the dark ceiling, when I heard my bedroom door open. There was just enough light that I could make out the shape of Jennifer's body as she carefully closed the door behind her and walked over to my bed.
"You took your time," I said.
"I had to make sure mom was asleep," she replied as she climbed in beside me, "Katie's still up but she never comes out of her room anyway, so we should be fine." Her hand made its way up my chest to my face as she located my mouth in the dark before lowering her head and kissing me softly. "I missed you," she told me, breaking the kiss after a few seconds.
"Me too," I said and pulled her head back down for a more forceful kiss.
Jennifer moaned softly into my mouth before sitting up and swinging one leg across me to straddle my hips. I could feel my cock stiffening as she rocked back and forth on it slowly through my boxers. I put my hands on her legs and slowly slid them up to her ass, feeling her smooth skin as I went.
"God it's been a while," she said as she stopped rocking.
I felt her grab the waistband of my boxers and tugged them down my legs. She shifted briefly so she could get them all the way off then settled back across my thighs. She wrapped a hand around my cock and stroked it gently.
As she masturbated me I slid a hand over her thigh and under her shirt. Unsurprisingly to me, she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. I closed my eyes as I felt the bare skin of her pussy lips against my fingers.
"I shaved it for you," she whispered, "I know you like it that way."
"Mmmm, you're amazing you know that?" I asked as I traced one finger along her slit.
I could feel her wetness as I slowly pushed my finger into her pussy and I knew she must be as horny as I was. I pulled my finger out and brought it to my mouth, loving the way she tasted.
"Fuck me Jenny," I told her.
"'Kay," she said, giggling softly.
She raised herself over my cock, still maintaining her grip on it, and guided herself down toward it. She stopped briefly as her pussy made contact with the tip of my dick, then lowered herself down with more pressure. I grabbed her waist with my hands as I felt my cock entering her and helped her work her way down. She sighed happily as she reached the base of my cock.
It had been far too long since I had felt Jennifer's pussy wrapped around my cock, or any other girl's pussy for that matter. Because of my relationship with my sister I hadn't felt comfortable with fucking other girls while I was at university. For all I knew Jennifer might have been okay with it, but I had never worked up the nerve to ask her.
Jennifer leaned forward and placed her hands beside my shoulders on the bed to support herself as she started rocking her hips. With her upper body suddenly much closer to me I slid one hand from her waist to cup her breast over her shirt. I alternated between stroking it and tracing circles around the nipple with my finger.
"You like playing with your sister's boobs?" she asked, lowering her mouth to my ear. "You like playing with them while she fucks you?"
"Mmm yeah, I love my big sister's tits." My hand left her breast and I rolled us over so she was on her back. "I also," I said as I started thrusting in and out of her, "love fucking her hot little pussy." She moaned and wrapped her legs around my waist as I picked up speed. "Do you like that? Do you like feeling your brother's cock inside you?"
She didn't answer me, but I guessed it was probably because she was close to cumming. I leaned my head down to kiss her neck the way she liked as she made small whimpering noises and grabbed the back of my head with her hands. I continued fucking her through her orgasm, feeling my own approaching.
"God, Jeff, that felt good," she told me as she regained her breath and released her grip on my head. I didn't answer her, I was focused only on my need to cum. "Come on baby," she encouraged, sensing my need, "cum for me. Cum in your sister's pussy."
It wasn't long after that before my own orgasm started. I continued thrusting as I sprayed my semen inside my sister while she rubbed my back gently with one hand and held my head against her shoulder with the other. I rolled over before collapsing on the bed beside her and felt her curl up against me. I managed to pull the blanket up over us before we fell asleep.
****
I woke up the next morning to find Jennifer halfway out of bed, but she sat back down when she saw my eyes open.
"Sorry, I tried not to wake you. I gotta go to work," she said, stroking my hair.
"S'ok, have a good day," I mumbled sleepily.
She smiled and leaned down for a quick kiss before standing up and leaving the room. I watched her walk away in her nightshirt, loving that she was naked under it, then rolled over and drifted in and out of sleep for a while.
A while later I heard the door open and rolled over, confused as to why Jennifer hadn't left yet. It wasn't Jennifer though, it was Katie, which was only slightly less confusing.
"Aren't you supposed to be in school?" I asked.
"Good morning to you too," she replied, sitting down at the bottom of my bed and crossing her legs.
She yawned and stretched, pulling her shirt up over her bare legs until her crotch was almost uncovered. Recalling Jennifer's wardrobe choice I wondered if Katie was wearing anything underneath, then jerked my gaze away and berated myself silently. I shouldn't even think that about my little sister. I was suddenly uncomfortably aware that I was naked under the blanket and pulled up a little higher.
"Seriously though, it's not a holiday is it?" I asked.
Katie shrugged, "I missed the bus, and Mom and Jenny both left already."
I doubted that she had missed the bus accidentally, partly because of the timing and partly because she hadn't even bothered getting dressed yet. Still, there wasn't a lot I could do about it.
"Alright, whatever. If you get me the number I'll call the school, tell them you're sick or something."
"Thanks Jeff," she said, throwing her arms around me in hug that I found somewhat awkward given my state of undress.
"Okay, okay, give me a minute to get dressed would you," I said as I pried her arms off of me.
Katie looked at my exposed chest, then her eyes traveled downward to where I was carefully keeping my bottom half covered. I knew she hadn't seen anything, but she smiled in a way that suggested she had guessed I was naked underneath the blanket. Thankfully she left without commenting and allowed me to get dressed in peace.
After dressing I made my way down to the kitchen where I found Katie already at the table with a bowl of cereal in front of her.
"What do you want to do today?" Katie asked as I poured a bowl for myself.
"I dunno, I hadn't thought about it. I guess I probably need to start looking for a job," I answered.
"Oh come on, you don't have to start worrying about that right away do you?"
"Not really, I just hadn't really made any plans," I said, shrugging noncommittally. "Unless you have something in mind."
"I dunno, we could watch a movie or something maybe. I just want to spend some time together, that's all," she said, pouting at me from across the table.
"Yeah, why not." I stood up from the table with my cereal and started walking toward the living room. Katie was a few seconds behind me standing up, but she raced past me to get to the shelf of DVDs first. I sat down on the sofa and let her choose, not wanting to get in an argument over which movie to watch. "You better not pick anything girly," I warned her.
****
Jennifer called around mid-afternoon to say she would be fairly late getting out of work. Katie answered the phone so I didn't get any details, but she told me that Jenny didn't really know when she might be getting home. I stayed awake in bed for a while waiting for her, but eventually drifted off.
I woke up a while later when my bedroom door opened. I had no idea what time it was, but I was glad to see Jennifer had gotten home. She stood hesitantly in the doorway, probably thinking I was asleep and not wanting to wake me. After all this time she still didn't seem to understand how little it takes to wake me up.
"C'mere," I mumbled, pulling back the blanket for her.
She shut the door behind her and walked carefully over to my bed, not wanting to trip over anything in the dark. She lay down on her side facing away from me and I snuggled up behind her. I pulled the blanket up around us and wrapped my arm around her stomach before drifting off again.
Sometime early the next morning, or early for me anyway, I awoke to find Jennifer still in bed next to me. Opening my eyes all I could see was the dark hair on the back of her head since she was still facing away from me. Her hair smelled different then it had the night before, I guessed that she had used a different shampoo.
The way we were lying, my cock was pressed up against my sister's butt and I could feel it slowly getting hard. I wanted to roll Jenny over and fuck her, but she was still sleeping so I decided against that course of action.
Instead I rubbed her stomach softly over her shirt and gradually worked my way over her body. I initially left her breasts alone as my hand explored her soft curves, but eventually gave in. I slipped my hand up from her stomach to her breast and caressed it through her shirt. It felt a little bit smaller than I remembered, but that could have just been because it was lying differently.
I focused on her nipple for a while and felt it harden under my fingers, then I switched to her other breast and repeated my actions. Jenny's breathing had changed and I could feel her nipples poking through the material of her shirt, but she didn't wake up. It amazed me sometimes what she could sleep through.
Abandoning her breasts, I reached my hand under Jennifer's shirt to her pussy. Surprisingly, she was actually wearing panties. Usually she didn't bother when she spent the night with me, she said they just got in the way. I traced her pussy lips through the material of her panties, then smiled as I felt her rocking her hips back against my fingers. I didn't think she was quite awake yet, but she probably would be soon.
I slipped my hand inside her panties, loving the feel of her smooth pussy against my fingers once again. I caressed her pussy lips briefly before attempting to slide a finger inside her. She was wet enough that my probing digit had no trouble slipping into her pussy up to the second knuckle. I finger-fucked her gently for a few minutes before I heard her moan softly and decided she must be awake.
A second finger joined the first in her pussy and I felt the movement of her hips increase to meet my fingers' thrusts. I fumbled for her clit with my thumb and rubbed it awkwardly, knowing that she was close to cumming.
"Oh god," she said breathlessly, her voice almost a whisper.
I froze as she came on my fingers, the muscles of her pussy squeezing them tightly as she came. I knew that voice, but it wasn't Jennifer's.
"Katie?" I asked, dreading the answer.
"Mmm, morning," she said, stretching out beside me.
I jerked my hand away from her and rolled onto my back, eliminating the contact between my hard-on and her body as quickly as I could.
"Shit Katie, I'm sorry. I thought... I dunno, fuck." I tried to organize my thoughts but I was close to absolute panic. I couldn't believe I had just accidentally molested my little sister.
"That's okay," she said as she rolled over to face me. "Dreaming of one of your girlfriends from university?"
"Something like that." There was no way I was going to tell her the truth about that one. I turned my head to toward her but I couldn't bring myself to look her in the eye. I found it disconcerting that she didn't seem mad or freaked out at all.
"Well, I have to get ready for school," she said and hopped out of bed.
I couldn't make sense of what had just happened. Of all Katie's possible reactions to the situation, indifference was not the one I would have guessed. Not quite indifference actually, more like a quiet contentment; almost like she was happy about what had happened.
The thought crossed my mind momentarily that I might just be having a fucked up dream, but everything seemed too real for me to believe that. I eventually decided to go take a shower and try to get my mind off the subject before it drove me crazy.
The mornings events played through my mind over and over as I stood under the spraying water. My cock stiffened involuntarily as I remembered the feel of Katie's breasts and the sensation of my fingers inside her pussy. It wasn't so bad was it? I was already fucking Jennifer and had long ago come to terms with that; this wasn't really any worse.
I shut off the water, disgusted with myself. I shouldn't be trying to rationalize it, this was my little sister I was thinking about. I was supposed to look after her and protect her, not rape her in her sleep.
I dried myself off and wrapped the towel around my waist before stepping out into the hallway. My cock was still noticeably half-erect under the towel, but since everyone else should have been gone already I felt safe enough making the short journey to my room. I had just passed Jennifer's room when I heard her door open.
"Hey," she said.
"Hey, shouldn't you be at work?"
She shrugged, "I'm running a little slow this morning. I worked late enough yesterday nobody's going to mind though." She stretched in front of me, raising the edge of her nightshirt dangerously high. "I might even have time for a little fun before I go," she said, gazing pointedly at my erection coming back to life under my towel. She grabbed the towel before I had a chance to respond and tossed it on the floor.
"Jesus, let's at least go to your room first," I hissed, listening for any sign that someone else was around.
"Relax," she said as she pulled her shirt off, "mom and Katie are gone, we have the house to ourselves."
I was still nervous, but Jennifer was right; there was basically no chance of getting caught. I had to admit it was kind of exciting too, both of us standing naked in the hallway with that possibility of someone catching us still lurking at the back of my mind.
Jenny was watching me with an expression on her face like she was daring me to fuck her in the middle of the hallway. I took a step toward her, then pushed her into the wall a little more roughly then I meant too. She didn't seem to mind though as her mouth found mine and I felt her tongue push its way past my lips.
I guided the head of my cock to Jennifer's pussy and pushed it in slightly. She moaned into my mouth as she felt me enter her and grabbed my ass trying to push me in further. She was already incredibly wet and my cock slid into her without any difficulty. Jennifer had wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and was thrusting back against me, but I found the angle wasn't working for me.
"Turn around," I told her.
She made a small sound of disappointment as I pulled my cock out, but she turned around like I had asked. She turned her head around to watch me as she leaned forward against the wall and wiggled her ass at me in invitation. I grabbed her hips to hold them still and drove my cock back inside her pussy. She sighed happily as I began thrusting inside her again and dropped a hand down to play with her clit.



It was rare that I got to watch Jenny while we fucked; with the threat of being discovered looming over our heads we mostly only had sex when one of us snuck over to the other's bedroom in the middle of the night. Between the sight of her naked body pressed up against the wall and being outside the safety of a locked bedroom, I knew I wasn't going to last much longer.
"I'm close Jenny," I warned her.
"Little more... just a little more..." she panted, frigging her clit furiously.
I fucked her as hard as I dared while I started cumming, trying to get her to her orgasm as well. As I sprayed my semen inside her she let out a muffled scream and collapsed against the wall, letting me pin her there while her pussy spasmed around my cock.
When I had recovered enough I pushed myself back from the wall and let Jennifer stand up. She looked down at her pussy then turned toward me.
"Good thing I needed a shower anyway," she said with a smile. I looked down and saw a trail of cum running down the inside of her leg. She started to turn toward the bathroom, but I grabbed her wrist to stop her.
"Jenny, I need to tell you something."
"Oh? Something important?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Well," I started, somewhat nervous about Jennifer's reaction, "Katie slept with me last night. In my bed I mean."
"Oh, that," she said, sounding unsurprised.
"You knew about it already?"
"Well duh, why do you think I didn't come in? It was just so cute, Katie all curled up in her big brother's arms." She smiled at me in a way that I knew meant she was teasing me. "I almost went to get my camera, but that would have definitely woke you up. I'm almost surprised I didn't wake you actually, I must be getting sneakier."
"So you're not mad then?" I felt relieved, but tried not to show it.
"Nah, it's not like I can have you all to myself, she's your sister too. Besides, she needs you more than I do right now."
I stood in the hall for a minute as Jennifer walked to the bathroom and closed the door. I couldn't decide whether I should tell her what else had happened, or if I should just leave it. The sound of the shower turning on snapped me out of my trance and I tossed Jenny's discarded shirt into her room before heading back to my own room to get dressed.
****
I replayed what Jennifer had said over and over in my head throughout the morning, trying to figure out exactly what she meant by not being able to have me all to herself. I didn't know whether she was speaking just as a sister, or if she meant something more by it.
Eventually it started to drive me crazy and I went down to the living room to watch some TV to try and take my mind off it. I flipped channels until I found some mindless cartoons and settled down to watch them for a while.
I must have fallen asleep because suddenly Katie was sitting on the arm of the couch. "Ungh, what time is it? I asked as I stretched.
"About quarter after three," she said with an amused expression on her face. I sat up to give her space on the couch but she stayed where she was.
She looked like she wanted to say something.
"How was your day?" I asked.
"Fine," she said. She looked at the TV for a minute, then turned back to me. "Jeff, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"This morning, did you think I was Jennifer?" I stared at her like an idiot and she looked back at me nervously, but with a touch of defiance.
"You knew about that?" I finally managed.
"Not really, not until this morning," she said, looking down at her hands and fidgeting nervously. "She was just always different when you were around, and she was always sneaking over to your room at night. I thought you two might be..." she trailed off, looking like she was about to cry.
"Come here," I said, holding my arm out for her. She slid over to me on the couch and I wrapped my arm around her waist. She trembled slightly against me, but it seemed to help some.
"I'm sorry," Katie said almost in a whisper. "I just got so jealous of her. She seems so happy with you and I know it's stupid but I thought... I don't know. I don't even know what I expected."
"You don't have to be jealous Katie, I love you and I know Jenny does too." I tried to reassure her, but I could tell she wasn't convinced.
"It's different though, the way you feel about her. This morning, for a few minutes, I hoped maybe you felt the same way about me. But it was only because you thought I was Jenny." I didn't know what to say to that. Katie, noting my silence, stood up looking embarrassed. "You probably don't want to hear this, I'm sorry."
"Sit down," I said, pulling her back down beside me. I looked at her, trying to convey sincerity. "Katie, I meant it when I said I love you. You and Jenny are the most important people in the entire world to me, but you've always been my little sister and it's hard for me to see you any other way. This whole situation's a little fucked up, you have to give me time to work it out."
She thought it over for a few minutes before turning to me and giving me a tentative smile. "I guess that's better than I was expecting," she said.
Katie sat and watched TV with me for a while, seeming perfectly happy to be snuggled up with me on the couch. After a while I noticed her eyes were closed and I wondered if she had fallen asleep on me. She looked so innocent, so like the little sister I remembered, and yet I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she was. She had grown up, and I hadn't noticed. Maybe I hadn't wanted to notice.
I heard the sound of mom's car pulling in the driveway and Katie stood up abruptly and headed for the stairs, she hadn't been sleeping after all. As I watched her walk away I realized that I was actually staring at her ass, something I had never done before. The weird part was that I didn't even feel bad about it. Something had changed between us.
Mom never said a word to me as she came in the house. Probably she didn't even realize I was there, the TV wasn't on very loud. It was just as well, I was too absorbed in my own thoughts to make conversation with her anyway.
Jennifer arrived not too long after that. Unlike mom she seemed to know exactly where I was and came straight in to see me. Her, at least, I was glad to see; she was the one person I could really talk to at this point.
"Hey," she said. She sat down sideways on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck while I wrapped mine around her waist. The casual intimacy I had with Jenny was nice, I knew where I stood with her.
"Hey," I said back.
"Have a good day?"
"It was okay. A little weird." I ran a hand up her side and across her stomach before slipping it under her shirt.
"The thing with Katie still bugging you?"
"Yeah. We talked some, but I don't really know how to feel about it. Or how you feel about it." My hand had reached the bottom of Jenny's breasts and I traced their curves over the material of her bra.
"Don't worry, I'll take care of it. That's what your big sister is for isn't it?" Jennifer gave me a quick kiss before pulling my hand out from under her shirt and getting off my lap.
"Among other things," I said.
Jennifer smiled at me before turning to leave the room. "I'll go talk to Katie," she said over her shoulder. She paused in the doorway, "and Jeff, sometimes you just need to let things happen."
What the hell did she mean by that?
****
Jennifer and Katie exchanged looks across the table all through supper, communicating silently with the occasional glance in my direction. It made me feel nervous, though I didn't think either of them was actually planning anything bad for me. At the first opportunity I left the table and retreated to my room, feeling safer behind the closed door even though I was pretty sure I was just being paranoid.
A while later I heard a knock on my door, then it opened before I had a chance to answer. "Hey Jeff, Katie and me are going to watch a movie, you should join us," said Jennifer from the doorway. She sensed my hesitation and stepped over to me and pulled on my arm. "Come oooooooon," she said, "mom went out with Eric, it's just us three. It'll be fun." There was something about the way she said 'fun' that made my resistance crumble.
"Alright, alright," I said, standing up.
I followed her downstairs to the living room where Katie was already sitting at one end of the couch. Jenny sat down at the other end leaving me the middle.
The movie they had picked was some romantic comedy I couldn't force myself to be interested in. I tried to wait it out, but just as I was getting bored enough to say something I felt Jennifer's hand on my leg. She ran her hand over my leg, moving it gradually higher up my thigh. I looked at her curiously but she was staring at the TV screen, apparently riveted by the movie. A quick glance at Katie revealed that she too was ignoring Jenny's actions.
Jennifer's hand reached my crotch and I felt my cock respond to her touch. She fumbled around for my zipper before pulling it down slowly and reaching into my pants. I knew Katie had to have heard it, but she was still pointedly ignoring us.
Jennifer pulled my cock out and stroked it softly as it grew fully erect. I slid lower on the couch to give her better access and reached my hand over to her lap. She immediately grabbed my hand and removed it from her leg before resuming her grip on my erection. If she wanted to be in control, fine. I closed my eyes and let Jenny do what she wanted.
After a few minutes I felt Jenny's hand leave me and opened my eyes to see Katie's hand replacing it. They were both still staring straight ahead, but I could see Katie struggling not to look as her fingers closed around my cock.
Katie wasn't as experienced as Jenny, her movements were tentative at first but she seemed to be gaining confidence. As she settled into a rhythm I lay my hand to her leg to see how she would react. Unlike Jenny, she made no move to stop me as I ran my hand over her. She sighed and spread her legs wider for me as my hand reached her pussy. Her pants were in the way, preventing the access I wanted, and I debated whether I should try to slip my hand under them.
"Take your pants off for him Katie," said Jennifer. I had almost forgotten she was still sitting there.
Without hesitation Katie stood up and pulled her pants down. She looked embarrassed, but also excited, as she stood naked from the waist down and looked at me for approval. She had either taken her panties off along with her pants or she hadn't been wearing any to begin with.
"God Katie," I breathed. She looked incredibly beautiful standing before me in the soft glow of the TV screen, and incredibly hot. She smiled at my reaction and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear.
"Just let things happen," Jennifer whispered. She smiled encouragingly at me then looked over at Katie.
I knew what she meant this time, and I knew what I wanted. I held my arms out for Katie and wrapped them around her back as she settled into my lap. Her hips started moving, almost on their own, grinding her pussy against my cock. I ran a hand up her back, dragging my fingernails up her spine, before lowering my hands to her bare ass.
"Mmm, feels good," Katie said softly in my ear. I lifted her up to position her pussy right at the tip of my cock and held her there for a moment.
"Tell me what you want Katie, tell me exactly what you want."
"I want you," she said. "I want your cock. I want... I want you to fuck me. Pleeeease," she begged.
I lowered her slowly, letting my cock slip inside her. She sighed happily as I filled her and rested her head against my shoulder. She held herself still for a moment, enjoying the feeling, and I took the opportunity to look over at Jennifer.
Jenny had her hand down the front of her pants, playing with herself as she watched us. I caught her eye as she masturbated and she shrugged.
"Take off your shirt," I mouthed. She rolled her eyes but pulled it off over her head and tossed it on the floor.
"Happy?" she mouthed back. I smiled and nodded, making her roll her eyes again as she resumed masturbating.
Katie started moving on my cock and I turned my attention back to her. I ran my fingers up and down her back as we fucked, she seemed to like it. She raised her head to look at me and I pressed my mouth against hers, placing my hand behind her head to hold it steady. She let my tongue pass her lips and met it with her own.
I broke the kiss after a few moments and turned back toward Jennifer as I caught my breath. Katie followed my gaze and saw Jenny masturbating topless beside us. Again there was silent communication between the two and suddenly Jenny leaned toward Katie and kissed her as forcefully as I had.
The sight of my two beautiful, half-naked sisters locked in their embrace was way too hot for me and I felt my orgasm hitting. I sprayed my cum inside my little sister's pussy as she broke her kiss with Jennifer and settled back into my lap.
"I'm sorry Katie, I couldn't help it," I said. "I really wanted you to cum before I did."
"That's okay." She snuggled against me and I held her tightly as my cock softened inside her.
"You know it's Saturday tomorrow right?" asked Jennifer as she continued playing with herself. "We've got the whole day together. You'll get another chance."
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"Emily, don't forget Jeff and Stephanie are going to be here soon," my mother called as I headed to my room. "You need to clean up your room so we can put a mattress on the floor for your cousin."
"Yes mom," I called back, repressing a sigh.
It wasn't that I didn't like having my older brother and cousin around, I had actually been looking forward to seeing them. It was just that growing up they had always seemed to like spending time with each other more than me. It wasn't like they ignored me, they let me hang out with them and everything, but I often got the feeling that I was intruding somehow. The way mom had been going on about their visit just reminded me of those feelings of being left out.
I sometimes mentally blamed it on the age difference, I was about two years younger than they were while they were only about a month apart. It wasn't such a big deal these days mind you, me at eighteen and them at twenty was not as significant a gap as when we were younger. There was nothing I could do at this point though, they had been really close growing up and had moved into an apartment together after high school; there was just no way I could compete.
Still, it would be nice to have them around for a few days. They didn't live particularly far away, but far enough that I hardly got to see them anymore. I had been toying with the idea of finding a place closer to them when I moved out. Being eighteen and almost done school all I could think about was finally getting a place of my own, even if it was just a tiny apartment somewhere.
I was distracted enough by my thoughts and cleaning up that I didn't even notice Jeff standing in the doorway until I happened to turn around. He was leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed just watching me.
"Oh my god Jeff, how long have you been standing there?" I demanded.
"Couple minutes," he answered.
He had an amazing poker face when he wanted to, and he was giving no indication of what he was thinking. Even though I couldn't read his face I decided he probably wasn't up to anything. He must have just wanted to see how long it would take me to notice him. I stepped into his arms as he opened them for me and we hugged. I lingered a little longer than I usually would have; it had been a while since my last boyfriend and the contact with a guy felt good, even if he was my brother.
"Where's Steph?" I asked, finally releasing him.
"Downstairs, still talking." He wasn't always much for conversation either.
I gave him a light shove and he backed up, letting me past him in the hallway. I turned the corner to find Stephanie just reaching the top of stairs.
"Stephanie!" I hurried the last few steps and threw my arms around her.
"Hey Emmy," she replied. She pushed me back to arm length after a moment and looked me up and down. "You're getting bigger."
I gave her a confused look, "I don't think I'm any taller since last time you were here."
"I meant your boobs. They seem bigger."
I blushed and made sure Jeff wasn't within earshot. "Yeah, they've been growing some."
"They look nice."
Stephanie's last comment confused me a little, but I didn't worry about it for too long. She followed me back to my room and sat down on the bed cross-legged. Unlike Jeff, Stephanie loved talking and she kept me entertained while I finished cleaning up the room.
****
That night, after putting on my nightshirt, I settled in on the far side of my bed and waited for Stephanie to get back from the bathroom. We had gotten the mattress set up for her, but I didn't think she would actually use it. We always slept together in my bed when she stayed over, it had plenty of room and neither of us had a problem with sharing. Mom didn't seem to understand that though and I had given up trying to argue the point with her.
She closed the door and turned off the light before walking over to the bed and climbing in beside me. We stayed up for a while just talking and giggling before eventually falling asleep.
I woke sometime early in the morning and found that I had rolled onto my side facing away from Stephanie, and that at some point she had curled up behind me and draped her arm across me. I thought about shifting or waking her up, but it actually felt kind of nice and it wasn't doing any harm. I lay there for a while feeling the warmth of her body wrapped around me before drifting off again.
When I awoke the second time the sunlight was beginning to pour through the window and I knew I had to get up soon. I gently lifted Stephanie's arm and started to slide out, trying not to wake her.
"Mmph, don't go, you're so cuddly," she mumbled. She freed her arm from my grasp and wrapped it back around my waist, holding me tight.
"I gotta go to school Steph," I said, tugging at her wrist.
"Just five more minutes."
"Stepha-neeeeeee," I whined.
"Okay, okay." She pulled her arm off me and let me crawl over her to get off the bed.
I had a quick shower and grabbed some toast before just barely catching my bus. School was predictably tedious, made worse that day because I actually had a reason to want to get home afterward. The main thing that kept me from completely giving up on it was the knowledge that I only had to get through a few more months and then I was done.
****
Mom went to bed early that night, she had a rough day at work apparently. I stayed up for a while watching a movie with Jeff and Stephanie, then went to bed when it was over. Unlike them I still had to get up in the morning. Stephanie said she would be up before too long, but I fell asleep before then.
I woke up about an hour later and found the space next to me still empty. She might have fallen asleep downstairs on the couch, it had been known to happen.
I could have just stayed where I was, if Stephanie spent the night on the couch that was her own fault. At the same time, I had kind of been looking forward to spending another night with her. Much as I would protest if anyone accused me, part of me was hoping that she would cuddle up with me again.
I got out of bed and padded down the hall to the stairs. I would just check, just make sure where she was. If she was sleeping I would leave her be I told myself.
The lights were out in the living room, but as I entered the doorway I could make out Stephanie's head and shoulder silhouetted by the faint light of the TV. She was sitting sideways on the couch and seemed to be moving slightly, almost a rocking motion. She was breathing heavily and gave no indication of noticing me as I crept closer, but I couldn't figure out what she was doing.
I was about to say something when I realized that along with Stephanie's breathing I could hear someone else's. I had sudden suspicion what was going on, but I had to be wrong. There was no way they would be....
I snuck up to the side of the couch Stephanie was facing away from, I had to know for sure. I took a couple deep but quiet breaths to try and calm myself, then I peeked up over the arm of the couch.
She was naked, there was enough light that I had no doubt of that. Someone's legs were sticking out from under her as she rocked gently back and forth on top of them. Even though I couldn't see who they belonged to, I knew who it had to be.
I sank down to the floor, out of sight in case Stephanie turned around. I was so nervous my hands started shaking. What if they caught me? How was going to explain what I was doing sneaking around on the floor? I had to get out, back to my room. Just get back to my bed and go back to sleep, pretend I never saw anything.
Constantly looking over my shoulder to make sure Stephanie didn't see me as I snuck back out of the room proved to be a bad idea. I ran straight into the doorframe and my knee banged off the wall. I managed to hold back a curse, but even as I turned around I knew they had heard.
"Emmy?" Stephanie was staring at me, trying to figure out who I was in the darkness. Of course her first guess had been right, there were only so many people it could be.
Jeff sat up as well to look over the back of the couch, and as I stared stupidly back at the two of them it suddenly occurred to me that they probably weren't any happier about being caught than I was. I was just starting to process that they had actually been fucking, and it almost certainly wasn't the first time.
They were cousins, what the hell were they thinking? And why the hell did they think fucking on the couch was a good idea? That was almost asking to be caught.
"Em?" Jeff sounded confused, maybe even worried.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean... I'm sorry," I babbled. I wanted to run, to get out of there, but I couldn't make myself move.
"Em, you're not going to tell anyone are you?" Jeff asked.
Of course I wouldn't tell anyone, we had always kept each other's secrets growing up and I wasn't about tell on him now. Besides, who would I tell about something like this?
"N-no," I managed to say. It was hard to tell in the dark, but Jeff looked relieved.
My legs finally responded to my commands and I fled back to my bed, pulling the blanket over my head as I curled up into a ball. Stephanie came in a little while later and flopped down on the mattress beside the bed. I felt relieved that she hadn't decided to sleep on the bed beside me again; I wasn't sure how I would handle it given what I had just experienced.
****
"Morning," said Stephanie as she bounced down beside me.
"Mmph," I replied sleepily. I stretched as I rolled over to face her. She was looking at me thoughtfully, chewing slowly on her lip.
"Emmy, are you mad at me? About, y'know, last night."
I didn't know how to feel about what I had seen, but I was pretty sure I wasn't angry.
"No Steph, I'm not mad." I tried to hold back a yawn and failed.
"Okay, you just seemed upset last night. I mean, you had every reason to be, but... anyway I'm glad you're not," she finished.
I shrugged somewhat awkwardly as I lay on my side. "It's not really any of my business what you guys do. It is kinda weird for me though, I won't deny that."
Stephanie didn't say anything for a few minutes and I almost drifted back to sleep.
"Do you want to go shopping with me?" she asked suddenly. The abrupt non-sequitur threw me off for a moment.
"Uh, okay," I said, still trying to figure out where that had come from. "How about right after school?"
"Actually I thought maybe you could skip classes and we could go this morning," she suggested. "If you want to that is," she continued quickly, "no pressure or anything."
I wasn't in the habit of skipping school, but the idea really appealed to me today. I knew I would just be obsessing over Jeff and Stephanie's relationship all day anyway, not like I was going to learn much.
"You know what, fuck it. Let's do it."
Stephanie squealed and clapped her hands as she jumped off the bed. She paused halfway to the door and turned back to me.
"I was thinking about making pancakes, you want some?" she asked.
"Sure."
I lay there for a few more minutes, then forced myself to get up when it became clear I was just going to fall asleep again otherwise. I took a quick shower before wandering sleepily downstairs to the kitchen.
Stephanie was humming something to herself as I walked in and she set a plate of pancakes in front of me even as I sat down at the table. It was way too early to be that cheerful, if she hadn't just made me pancakes I would probably have been annoyed.
After breakfast we headed for the mall in Stephanie's car. I stared blankly out the window for most of the ride, preoccupied with my own thoughts, as Stephanie sang along with songs on the radio. Tried to sing along anyway. I smiled every now and then when she clearly had no idea what the words were but it didn't seem to bother her.
We wandered around various stores for a bit until Stephanie dragged me into a lingerie store. I was a little uncomfortable, I had never been inside one before. I followed her around as she examined the various articles on display trying not to look out of place.
"Oh my god Emmy, you have to try these on!" Stephanie held up the smallest pair of panties I think I had ever seen.
"I can't wear those, they're tiny," I said, looking around to make sure nobody was watching us and trying not to blush.
"They'll look so good on you. Come on just try them on, you don't have to get them if you don't want to."
I reluctantly let her push me inside a dressing room before holding up the panties she had given me. They still looked tiny but I reminded myself that nobody else was going to see them; I just had to try them on to make Stephanie happy. I double checked the lock on the door before slipping out of my pants and underwear and pulling them on. I was glad a kept my pussy hair trimmed because they really were as small as they looked and barely covered what little I had down there as it was.
As I turned to see them at different angles in the mirror I realized that Stephanie was right, they did look good on me. Still, there was no way I was going to get them; I would be too embarrassed to ever wear them.
"Open up Emmy, let me see." Stephanie's voice startled me and I realized I had gotten caught up looking at my own reflection.
"No way Steph, I told you they're too little."
"Come on, just a peek," she whined, "don't make me make a scene."
The last thing I wanted was to draw attention to myself. Besides, for all my protesting I kind of wanted her to see me. I carefully unlocked the door and opened it just far enough for her to slide in with me.
"Oh my god, you look totally hot in those. I told you," she exclaimed.
I blushed as she looked me over, but I couldn't help feeling a surge of pride at her words; she thought I looked hot. She turned me toward the mirror and stood behind me, looking over my shoulder.
"You should wear those for Jeff," she said, "he'd like them I bet."
"Shut up, no he wouldn't."
Stephanie smirked at me in the mirror. "Sure he would. I've seen the way he looks at you sometimes, he'd love to see you in those."
"Liar," I shot back without much conviction. I remembered how I had caught him watching me while I cleaned my room. It hadn't meant anything to me then, but now I could see it in a different light.
"I'm not lying Emmy, but it's okay if you don't believe me." She made small adjustments to the panties and I felt my heart beat faster at her touch. "I really do think you look hot in them though."
Her body was pressed up against mine as her fingers lingered on the bare skin of my legs and I felt her breasts pressing against my back. Usually I hardly noticed them but all of a sudden I was extremely aware of their presence.
Almost as if she could read my thoughts her hand brushed across my crotch and my legs suddenly felt weak. I didn't know where it was coming from but I wanted her to touch me, I wanted to feel her hands on me.
"Does that feel good," she whispered in my ear.
I didn't answer, I couldn't form a sentence in my head let alone in my throat. Her hand was on my pussy again, stroking it softly through the thin panties. I closed my eyes so I wouldn't have to see what she was doing in the mirror, so I could pretend I wasn't letting this happen.
Stephanie slipped her hand underneath the panties to touch my pussy lips directly. Her hands were more experienced than my own, she seemed to know exactly where to touch me.
I lost my balance as she slid a finger inside me and fell against the mirror. I couldn't believe I was letting her do this to me, in the middle of a store no less. I couldn't bring myself to stop her; it felt so good, so incredibly good.
Suddenly her thumb was on my clit and I lost control. Stephanie held me up as I came, I did everything I could not to make a sound. It was the most amazing feeling I ever had. The combination of my cousin masturbating me and the public location made my orgasm way more intense than any I had before.
Stephanie reluctantly released me when I recovered enough to stand up. I smoothed out my hair with my hands then reached for my own panties to change back into them. Her hand grabbed mine halfway there, stopping my movement.
"You should wear those out," she said.
"Are you crazy?" I hissed, "I can't do that."
She shrugged, "your choice, but they're pretty wet. I didn't think you'd want anybody else noticing."
I was horrified to discover she was right, the panties I had tried on were completely soaked. I could either put my pants on over them and deal with them at home or leave them here with the knowledge that someone else would find them.
I decided Stephanie's suggestion was the lesser of two evils, as far as I was concerned anyway. I pulled my pants back on and stuffed my underwear in my pocket before following her out of the changing room.
Stephanie bought a couple things she had picked out and she chatted nonchalantly with the salesgirl while I stood awkwardly behind her, certain someone would guess what I had done. Amazingly nobody said anything and we walked out of the store unharassed.
"I can't believe I did that," I whispered to Stephanie.
"What, the shoplifting or before that?" she asked.
"Both I guess," I admitted.
Thankfully we went straight home after that. Stephanie wanted to stop at a couple more stores on the way out, but I managed to convince her that I had enough for one day.
I rushed up to my room as soon as we arrived and closed the door. I changed out of the wet panties and threw them in my laundry basket. Since I mostly did my own laundry I was pretty sure I could get them washed without anyone else seeing.
Stephanie was in the living room telling Jeff about our shopping trip when I came back downstairs. He seemed pretty focused on whatever was on TV, but I guess he must have been paying enough attention to her to keep her happy.
"You should see what Emily got," she said as she saw me approaching.
"Oh yeah?" he said without taking his eyes off the screen.
"Stephanie shut up!" I almost yelled.
"Don't worry Emmy, I'm just teasing. That's for you to show him when you want to." Stephanie patted the spot beside her on the couch, right in the middle between them, inviting me to sit down. "I left out some other details too, girl stuff y'know?"
I sat down feeling relieved that she hadn't told Jeff any of the embarrassing parts of our day. Stephanie immediately snuggled up against me and laid her head on my shoulder. I glanced at Jeff but he wasn't paying any attention to us. When I thought about it our closeness was not particularly unusual, it just seemed that way to me because of what had happened earlier.
"Can we change the channel, this is boring," said Stephanie, startling me out of my thoughts.
"I'm watching it," said Jeff.
"C'mon Jeff, give me the remote." He held the remote out to her, then snatched it away as soon as she reached for it. "You jerk," she pouted.
Before I knew what was happening Stephanie climbed onto my lap and pulled my chin up as she leaned her head toward me. Her lips felt so soft on mine as she kissed me, her tongue just barely tracing the opening of my mouth. It was so different from the boys I had kissed before, so much gentler and somehow more passionate at the same time.
Stephanie held her hand up in triumph as she pulled away from me, the remote clutched in her fingers. Jeff was staring at us and I realized that she had just kissed me as a distraction. She sat back down beside me and started flipping channels, looking for something to watch.
The full impact of what had just happened suddenly hit me and I stood up suddenly and ran to the stairs. Once again I found myself desperately needing to escape the living room.
"Emmy, where you going?" Stephanie called out behind me, obviously confused as to why I just took off.



I didn't answer her, I just ran up the stairs to my room and curled up in a ball on my bed. I felt like crying but I managed to hold off my tears.
It wasn't long before I heard someone approaching my room, Stephanie coming to check on me I assumed. I didn't know what I was going to say to her.
"You okay Em?"
I actually looked over my shoulder to make sure I had heard that right. Jeff had come instead of Stephanie, I hadn't expected that. I shrugged miserably, not trusting myself to speak, and felt him sit down at the end of the bed.
"Sorry we freaked you out. I know it's weird, what we do," he said.
"It's not that," I managed to say without my voice breaking, "it's just... it's Stephanie. When we were shopping today she did things. We did things. I don't know." I paused and wiped my eyes with the corner of my blanket. "I think I liked it too, I was okay with it."
Jeff was just sitting and listening to me as I tried to explain what I was feeling. Listening was something I could usually rely on him for.
"Then she kissed me, and I liked that too. But she didn't care. She didn't even care that it was our first kiss. It was just a game for her, she only wanted to get the remote." I felt like crying again and I did my best to hold it back.
"Em, it's not just a game for her," Jeff said quietly. "Steph's impulsive, if she wants to do something she just does it. She doesn't always think it through. She cares about you though, I know that."
"You're right," I said as I sniffed and wiped at my eyes again, "I'm probably just overreacting. I just panicked a little I guess."
"No, I don't think you overreacted, Steph should have been more careful. I'll talk to her about it."
We sat in silence for a few minutes as I tried to sort out my thoughts. I was feeling a little better after Jeff's reassurances and I knew he was right about Stephanie, that she wouldn't purposely try to hurt me.
"Jeff, rub my back?" I asked. I rolled onto my stomach as I felt him shift closer to me. He lay his hand on back and started making small circles up and down my spine.
Jeff used to give me back rubs sometimes when I was upset or stressed out; they always helped me relax. It had been a long time since he had given me one, although a lot of that had to do with him moving out.
I lay still for a while and let him work, feeling some of the tension drain from me. As nice as it felt though, there were still things lurking in my mind that I had to deal with.
"Jeff?" I asked tentatively.
"Yeah?"
"How do you feel about it? Me and Stephanie I mean."
He didn't immediately answer but I didn't press him, I was pretty sure he was just thinking about how to answer. His hand slipped under my shirt to make direct contact with my skin.
"As long as you're both happy," was all he said.
"That's it? You don't care who she sleeps with as long as she's happy?"
"I didn't say that Em, if it was somebody else...." His hand stopped moving for a moment. "But I don't feel jealous of you, I don't know that I could."
"And you don't mind her seducing your little sister?"
"Like I said, as long as you're happy."
What he was saying actually made a certain amount of sense to me. I ran it through my head a couple times as Jeff slowly pushed my shirt further up, trying to get to my upper back.
I rolled over suddenly, causing Jeff's hand to slide onto my bare tummy where he left it. My shirt was bunched up somewhat but it was still pulled tight over my breasts.
"Jeff, Stephanie said something before, something about you. Now I'm curious." He waited patiently for me to continue as I worked out how I wanted to say it. "When you first got here, you stood in the doorway watching me." It wasn't really a question, but I was looking for a confirmation.
"Yeah."
"Is it because my boobs are bigger now?"
Jeff looked away for a second, actually seeming somewhat embarrassed, before turning back and looking me in the eye very deliberately. "They look nice," he said.
I met his gaze as evenly as I could. "How do they feel?"
My thinly veiled invitation hung in the air and I hardly dared to breathe as I watched for any sign of movement from Jeff. He seemed frozen in place, unsure how to proceed.
I gently took hold of his wrist and guided it up my body until he was cupping my breast. I let my arm fall back to my side and looked up at Jeff. His eyes were closed and his mouth slightly open, his breathing sounded a little heavier than it had been.
I wished I wasn't wearing a bra under my shirt, it was too late to remove it now. It would have been nice to feel his hand through just my t-shirt. I considered getting him to slide his hand under my shirt.
"It's okay to feel a little," I whispered.
His eyes snapped open and he looked down at me. I tried to smile encouragingly and I felt his fingers finally start to explore.
My bra really was getting in the way as he toyed with my nipple, but I felt it harden at his touch anyway. He switched to my other breast and repeated the treatment until both my nipples were noticeably poking through my shirt.
"So how do they feel?" I repeated my earlier question.
"Good... nice." He was staring at my hardened nipples, seemingly fascinated by them. "Steph's don't do that, don't get that hard," he explained, catching my amused smile.
I chewed on my lip for a moment. "If you took off my bra you could feel them better," I offered.
My position made it awkward, but I managed to reach behind me and unclip my bra. I settled back onto the bed and lifted an eyebrow at Jeff.
He wasn't nearly as slow this time, sliding his hands under my shirt almost immediately. He took hold of my bra and carefully dragged it down my stomach, letting his fingers brush across my breasts in the process. I shivered as his fingertips briefly made contact with my nipples, but all too soon they left my breasts again.
"I should probably get back down soon," he said reluctantly.
"Aw, so soon," I pouted.
He leaned down and gently kissed me once on each nipple. I wanted to grab the back of his head and hold him against my chest, but I knew he was strong enough to break away from me if he wanted to.
"Jeff," I said as he stood up and headed for the door.
"Yeah?" He half-turned toward me.
"You can play with them again sometime if you want."
I saw the hint of a smile form on his lips. "Em, I think Steph's a bad influence on you."
He was probably right.
****
I actually made it to school the next day and sat through another long and boring day of classes. I stopped by my friend's house for a while since we had an assignment to work on so I was late getting home. Stephanie was in the kitchen cooking something when I arrived.
"Hey Steph, what's up?" I asked cheerfully as I pulled some juice out of the fridge and poured myself a glass.
Jeff had talked to Stephanie like he said he would, and she had come to me later apologizing profusely. She had even been willing to sleep on the mattress but I was okay with sharing my bed at that point, provided sleeping was all we did. I only had to swat her hand away a couple times as we fell asleep.
Somehow we had still woken up cuddled together and I found that I wasn't bothered. I enjoyed the intimacy I had with Stephanie and I had been worried that my freak-out might have changed things between us. As I lay sleepily in her arms that morning I knew that everything was alright.
"Just making supper," she replied as she stirred a pot on the stove.
I sat down at the table and sipped on my juice. Neither of us spoke but I didn't mind, it was nice just to watch Stephanie as she worked by the stove. She eventually looked over her shoulder and saw me staring at her.
"If you're looking for something to do you could cut up some vegetables for me," she said.
"Okay," I shrugged.
I set my glass on the table and walked over to the counter. Stephanie already had the vegetables layed out so I grabbed a knife and started cutting.
We were standing directly beside each other and I felt her brush against me occasionally. Every time I felt the brief contact I lost my concentration and wanted to move closer to her, to feel her against me.
I didn't even notice when I cut myself but suddenly there was blood on my finger. I stood there looking stupidly at it, unable to understand how it had happened or why it didn't seem to hurt.
"Oh shit Emmy!" I heard Stephanie yell as she noticed me.
She grabbed my hand and stuck my injured finger in her mouth. She sucked on it delicately and felt out the cut with her tongue. Her sucking grew slower as we made eye contact and she seemed to suddenly realize what she was doing.
"S'not that bad," I mumbled.
She opened her mouth and let go of my hand looking sheepish. The cut really wasn't very bad, the bleeding had already stopped.
"Sorry," she said.
She was being more careful about her actions around me and I appreciated it, but at the same time I didn't want her to feel like we couldn't do anything. I kissed her quickly before she could react and tugged lightly on her bottom lip with my teeth as I pulled away.
I held her gaze for a few seconds then turned back to chopping the onion I had been working on. My cuts were slow and deliberate partly because I didn't want to injure myself again, and partly because my hands were shaking with anticipation as I waited to see what she would do.
Eventually I sensed her move behind me just before her arms snaked themselves around my stomach. She rested her chin on my shoulder and nuzzled my ear gently.
"You're driving me crazy, you know that?" she whispered.
"Sorry," I whispered back.
Her lips found my neck and I put down my knife as she trailed kisses down to the collar of my shirt. I leaned harder on the counter and tried to hold as still as I could. I didn't want to offer any sign of protest, I wanted her to know that it was okay.
The front door opened and Stephanie was back at the stove almost before I understood what was happening.
"Something smells good," said mom as she poked her head into the kitchen.
"We're just cooking supper," said Stephanie nonchalantly.
I envied her ability to act naturally as I attempted to look like I was doing something useful. Luckily mom didn't seem to notice that I was chopping the same piece of onion over and over.
"Thanks girls, I've got to go change then I'll be back to help," mom called as she left the room.
I sighed heavily in relief as Stephanie turned back toward me.
"I'll finish up here, you go watch TV with Jeff or something," she suggested. I wasn't about to argue the point, not when I knew mom would be returning soon.
Jeff was lying on the couch just where Stephanie said he would be. He was on his side leaving me enough room to sit down on the middle cushion and lean back against his stomach.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey. What's up?" he asked.
"Not much, just got kicked out of the kitchen." He made a sound of acknowledgement but didn't say anything else. "So you wanna feel my boobs again?" I asked after a few minutes.
"What, here? We'll get caught," he protested.
I looked toward the doorway and made sure it was clear before grabbing his wrist.
"I'll keep watch, nobody can see us through the couch."
His hand followed mine unresistingly under my shirt. About halfway up my stomach I released his hand and let him take control. He moved excruciatingly slowly up my body, caressing my skin as he went.
Not wanting him to have all the fun I brushed my arm over his crotch, almost as if by accident. He was starting to get hard, I could feel that, and I brushed against him again.
Just as his fingers closed over my nipple I pressed my palm against his semi-erect cock through his pants. He gasped involuntarily as he felt the contact.
"Em," he hissed.
"What?" I replied as innocently as I could manage.
Jeff tried to check the doorway but couldn't see it from where he was lying. "You know what."
"You don't like it?" I pouted.
He was almost fully erect and I wanted desperately to slip my hand into his pants, but I knew that was taking too big a risk.
"God Em. You and Steph, I don't know who's worse." He closed his eyes in submission and let me have my fun.
"You could find out," I said quietly.
"What?" he asked. Either he hadn't heard me or he didn't understand what I meant.
I took a deep breath. I had been wrestling with the idea all day and hadn't come to a firm conclusion, but I knew then what my decision was.
"Jeff, are we gonna have sex?"
He didn't answer right away, not that I expected him to, and the suspense was killing me. There was always the chance he would say no.
"Do you want to?" he finally asked.
"I think so, yeah."
Again there was a pause and I stared straight ahead, not daring to look at him.
"We'll have to be careful," he said.
His words were what I wanted to hear and the pressure that had been building inside me dissipated almost instantly. It was out in the open, we both knew what was going to happen. All we needed was an opportunity.
****
It didn't take Stephanie long that night to start groping me. Her hands were on me almost as soon as she got into bed beside me, and this time I didn't stop her.
"Mmm, no interruptions this time," she purred.
I ran my fingers through her hair as her lips returned to my neck where she left off that afternoon. I was still horny from playing Jeff earlier and hoped that Stephanie would take care of that for me.
She rubbed my bare thigh with one hand and I spread my legs wider for her, urging her onward. She moaned appreciatively into my neck as she reached my pussy and discovered I wasn't wearing any panties. I knew she could feel how wet I was as her fingers caressed me.
"Let me help with that Emmy, please." Her lips were right on my ear as she whispered to me.
Her palm was resting directly over my clit and I pressed back against it as hard as I could. There was no way I would say no to her, not in the state I was in. She nibbled on my ear as she waited for my response.
"Yes Stephanie, oh god I need it."
"Don't worry baby, I'll make it better," she promised.
Stephanie tugged at my shirt and I helped as best I could to pull it over my head. I lay naked on the bed as she tossed my shirt on the floor before straddling my hips. Slowly, oh so slowly, she kissed her way down my body from my throat to my belly button. I wriggled and squirmed in her grasp, I was so turned on already I wanted her to skip all the teasing.
She took pity on me and suddenly I felt her warm breath on my damp pussy. Her fingers spread my lips apart and I gasped as I felt her tongue on me. She licked my slit up and down before penetrating almost impossibly deep inside me. The feeling was incredible, her tongue was a completely different sensation from anything I had in my pussy before.
All too soon she withdrew, much to my dismay. I whimpered, wanting her exquisite tongue back, but she just patted my hip reassuringly. Her finger replaced her tongue inside my pussy and was quickly joined by a second. I rocked against her hand as she thrust her fingers in me, but it wasn't the same.
Then I felt her tongue on my clit, just a short lick across the tip, and I was ready to explode. Her lips wrapped around my little nub as my orgasm washed over me and I held the back of her head desperately against me.
"Holy fuck Stephanie," I managed eventually.
Her fingers were still inside me, but moving so gently I hardly noticed them.
"Want to go for another one?" she asked.
"I don't know if I could."
She ignored me and lowered her mouth back to my clit, not teasing me this time. It was a little tender but soon I gave in to the pleasure as she sucked on my clit and finger fucked me. I was still coming down from my last orgasm and it didn't take long before I felt ready to cum again.
"Fuck Stephanie, oh god oh fuck," I groaned almost incoherently.
I had to pull a pillow over my face to muffle the sounds I was making, I didn't have enough self control left. I was cumming again before I even realized it, not as intensely as the first time but enough to leave me drained.
"Feel better now?" asked Stephanie as she lay back down beside me.
I nodded as she pulled me tight to her, not caring if she could see the movement or not. Her breast was against my cheek and suddenly all I wanted to do was suck on it. She giggled as she felt me trying to get to her nipple through her shirt.
"Just a sec baby," she said. She pulled her shirt off before guiding me back to her nipple. I latched onto it instinctively, sucking gently as she stroked my hair. "Night Emmy," she whispered to me just before I drifted off in her arms.
****
It was almost nine-thirty when I woke up the next morning. I started to get up, wondering why nobody had woken me, then remembered that it was Saturday and collapsed back into bed.
Stephanie was nowhere to be seen, probably she simply hadn't wanted to wake me when she got up. I started to remember what we had done the previous night and felt myself getting horny again. I wished she would walk in the door so we could repeat last night's activities; maybe even try something new.
Eventually I gave in and climbed out of bed. I had a view of the driveway from my window and I saw that both mom and Stephanie's cars were gone. That meant it was just me and Jeff in the house, as long as he hadn't gone somewhere too. There was an easy way to find out.
I grabbed a shirt off the floor and put it on before padding down the hall to his room and opening the door. He was still sleeping and I could hear his soft snores from the doorway. I sat down on his bed and watched him for a while.
His chest was half uncovered where his blanket had been pulled down and he wasn't wearing a shirt underneath. I traced his skin with my finger where it was uncovered and gradually slid the blanket down to his waist. He seemed to be getting more restless, like he could wake up anytime. I leaned down and kissed him just as his eyes opened.
"Morning sleepyhead," I said, not bothering to mention that I had only been up for about fifteen minutes.
"That's Steph's shirt," he said as he ran a hand up my side.
"Oops, guess I can't wear that," I replied mischievously.
I pulled the shirt over my head and dropped it casually on the floor. Jeff's eyes opened wide as I sat naked on the side of his bed.
"Do you have a shirt I can borrow?" I asked innocently. "I really shouldn't be wandering around without any clothes. Someone might take advantage."
I walked over to his dresser and turned sideways to him as I dug around his shirt drawer, giving him a good look. I pretended not to notice as he stood up and came over to me. He grabbed me roughly and I squealed as he threw me on his bed.
"Hey, that wasn't very nice." I mock pouted at him as he stood in front of me. My eyes were drawn to the obvious tent in his boxers which he wasn't even trying to hide from me.
"Shouldn't wander around without clothes on," he repeated my own words to me, "someone might take advantage."
"Not my big brother, he wouldn't do that to his little sister would he? His helpless, innocent baby sister?" I protested.
He was getting into this game we were playing, so was I for that matter. He pulled down his boxers and let his cock free. It was nearly fully erect and sticking out at me.
"Helpless, innocent baby sisters don't tease their brothers like that. You've been bad." I made as if to protest again, but he clapped a hand over my mouth stifling my words. His cock brushed against my leg and I shuddered at the contact. "You're going to be a good girl for me aren't you?" he asked.
I nodded since his hand was still on my mouth and tried to convey compliance with my eyes. "What are you going to do to me?" I asked in my best little girl voice as he removed his hand.



"What do you think I should do?"
My answer to that was obvious; I wanted him to fuck me. I dropped my hand to my pussy and ran my fingers over it while looking at him. Never mind the game. Never mind the pretense. I wanted his cock in me.
"I'm so hor-neee Jeff," I whined. I was openly masturbating as he watched me and it was turning me on even more.
"I need to hear you say it Em," he said.
I knew what he meant, he wouldn't touch me unless I was okay with it. He was a good brother.
"Fuck me Jeff."
He was on me instantly, his mouth pressing roughly onto mine as he dragged my hand away from my pussy. His cock was poking into me and I tried to move to let it enter me, but he held me firmly in place. I relaxed and let him take control.
His cock penetrated me agonizingly slowly at first, then suddenly he pushed it the rest of the way in all at once. I gasped into his shoulder and wrapped my legs around him as he started thrusting in and out of my pussy. It wasn't like with Stephanie, it was so much rougher. But it felt so good.
I realized my nails were digging into his back, but I couldn't seem to pry them free. I hoped he wasn't bleeding. There was nothing I could do about it anyway, we weren't stopping for something as minor as that.
"I'm cumming Jeff," I panted almost before I realized it myself.
He grunted and fucked me harder, if that was even possible. I let myself scream when I came this time, nobody else to hear us I thought. At some point Jeff's orgasm must have hit too because I suddenly felt his cum spraying inside me as I regained my senses.
He pulled out of me and flopped onto his back beside me breathing heavily. I was trying to summon enough energy to cuddle up with him when the door burst open.
"Goddammit guys, I can't believe you didn't even let me watch!"
I looked at Stephanie standing in the doorway and suddenly I was giggling uncontrollably. The situation seemed so funny to me for some reason; I had just fucked my brother and she was mad that she didn't get to watch of all things.
Jeff was trying to keep a straight face and failing. "Don't worry Steph, we'll make it up to you," he promised.
"Yeah you better." She was studying my breasts and it occurred to me that she hadn't actually seen then before even though she had felt them a few times. She looked up to my face after a moment and chewed on her lip. "Emmy," she said more hesitantly than I remember her being for a long time, "me and Jeff were talking yesterday, do you want to move in with us this summer? After you're finished with school of course."
"Really?" I glanced over at Jeff, who just nodded at me, then turned back to Stephanie.
"Really," she said.
"That would be awesome." I couldn't keep a huge grin from spreading across my face. Now I just had to wait for summer to get here.
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Sean was my older brother and for a long time I'd had a crush on him. He was pretty much the worst guy I could possibly be attracted to as far as I was concerned. For starters, there next to no chance he would ever feel the same way about his annoying, eighteen-year-old little sister as I felt about him.
It wasn't just that he was completely unattainable, that was pretty common for crushes as far as I could tell. It was always having him around, never getting a break from the fantasies floating around in my head. Every time I met him in the hallway coming out of the shower with his hair still damp and a towel wrapped around his waist, every time I watched him swimming laps in the pool in our backyard, thoughts would surface in my head and drive me crazy.
He really was good looking, it wasn't just me who thought so. My friends talked about it sometimes, occasionally admitting their own crushes on him, but of course I could never tell them how I felt. That was one of the worst parts about it; I had nobody to talk to.
The guilt had been really bad when I first realized how I felt about him, but that had faded over time. These days the main concern I had as I lay in bed at night masturbating to images of my brother was that someone would find out. In my mind that would be disaster. Who would ever want to hang out with me if they knew something like that about me? Especially Sean. He was a pretty good older brother to me once he grew out of constantly picking on me but I was sure if he ever found out about my crush he would want nothing to do with me.
Fortunately he seemed completely oblivious to the attention I paid him. Given all the times I had caught myself staring at him it was a wonder he hadn't yet noticed.
****
I was lying out on a lounger beside our pool working on my tan, nothing uncommon for me during the summer. Sean was just finishing up mowing the lawn and I had of course been surreptitiously watching him whenever he came into view. I had gotten quite good at leaving my eyelids open just enough to see through without anyone being able to tell. And when that was too difficult I could always fall back on simply wearing a pair of sunglasses.
Eventually he put the mower away in the garage and came over to sit down on the chair next to mine. He didn't speak for a minute or two, and I did my best to pretend I didn't even notice him.
"How's the tan coming Ashley?" he asked.
I shrugged, "not bad. Need more sunny days like this, it's been too cloudy lately."
"Should make sure you don't burn," he said casually.
"I'm being careful," I replied, completely failing to pick up on his tone.
"Just in case maybe we should cool you off."
I squealed as he picked me up, finally catching on to what he was up to. "Sean wait, I..."
He ignored me and tossed me into the pool. As I surfaced and pushed my hair back out of my face I saw him staring stupidly at me and starting to blush.
"Could I have my top please?" I asked quietly.
I had been lying on my stomach and had untied my bikini top to avoid getting a tan line across my back. Sean didn't realize that when he picked me up but he had definitely become aware.
"Yeah sure," he mumbled before throwing me my top. He turned away as I put it on, giving me what privacy he could. "Sorry about that Ash, I really didn't... it wasn't...."
"I know it wasn't on purpose, it's okay. Really."
I probably should have been as embarrassed as he was, probably should have been at least a little upset; I wasn't though. It really was just an accident, not like he was being mean. Aside from throwing me in the pool anyway.
He offered a hand to me and helped pull me out of the water. If I was feeling vindictive I would have given him a shove toward the pool as he stood there awkwardly. Instead I picked up my towel and headed inside. A new fantasy was already building in my mind and I wanted to get to my room as quickly as possible. I forced myself to dry off properly first, no point dripping water over the floor and getting in trouble later.
Once safely inside my room with the door locked I was naked on my bed within seconds. Various scenarios played out in my head as my fingers worked furiously on my pussy.
Sometimes Sean would refuse to give me my top, forcing me to climb out of the water and try to retrieve it on my own. He would grab my breasts as I passed him and I would pretend not to like it but he would ignore me. I would end up on the ground running my fingers through his hair as he sucked on my nipples and stroked my pussy with his hand.
Other times it went much like it actually did, only Sean would admit to me that he liked seeing my breasts. I would offer to let him feel them and eventually he would. I would just stand there as he felt me up, then our eyes would meet and he would kiss me. It would be gentle at first, then his tongue would press into my mouth and his hand would hold my head firmly against his.
Somehow we always ended up fucking beside the pool, that was the part that turned me on the most. I came three times just thinking about it and eventually had to stop masturbating for a while.
As I lay on my back waiting for my breath to return to normal I looked over at the clock beside my bed. I had been at it for almost an hour which was a pretty long time even for me. My hand lazily stroked the side of my thigh and worked its way back to my clit. I just had to hope I didn't overdo it and pass out from dehydration or something, that would be extremely awkward.
****
"You mean he actually saw you topless?"
I was talking to Julie on the phone when the story slipped out. I hadn't actually decided whether I should tell anyone about it, but she was my best friend and I knew she would keep it secret.
"Yeah. It was kinda funny actually when he realized what he did. He was so embarrassed," I said.
"Do you think its going to be awkward between you guys?" she asked.
"Nah, I don't think its a big deal really. He probably doesn't even care except that I might be mad."
There was a pause on the other end and I almost thought we might have gotten disconnected.
"I dunno Ash, he might have been embarrassed because he liked seeing you, y'know, topless," she said hesitantly.
Her comment freaked me out for a second, I was worried that she somehow found out about my fantasies. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. She didn't actually know anything, she was just speculating. It might even have just been a joke except that didn't seem like something she would joke about.
"Yeah right, I'm sure Sean wants to see his little sister naked," I shot back, hoping my pause hadn't been too long.
"Whatever you say. But it does happen Ash, I'm just saying."
I chewed on my lip as my mind raced. She didn't seem to be bothered by the idea of Sean wanting to look at me. The question was whether she would be bothered by what I wanted to tell her. I was so tired of keeping it secret that the opportunity was too much to pass up.
"Julie," I said slowly, "I want to tell you something, but it has to be a secret. Like you can't tell anybody, ever. And I really hope it doesn't freak you out."
"I promise Ashley, cross my heart."
She sounded intrigued, excited even. Only because she didn't know what I was going to tell her; the best I could hope for after that was indifference.
"I kinda... have thoughts about Sean. Like bad thoughts. Where he's... naked and stuff." I was making a mess of what I wanted to say, it wasn't coming out right.
"Oh, yeah. I figured," she replied. It took a moment for her statement to sink in, I couldn't even comprehend its significance.
"Wait, what? You knew?"
That was bad. That was very bad. Not that she knew so much, she clearly wasn't all that upset. But I had never told anyone as far as I could recall which meant it must be obvious how I felt. Fuck, maybe everyone knew. Maybe they were all laughing about it behind my back. I was just the girl with a crush on her own brother and couldn't even keep it a secret.
"Yeah, sorry Ash. I've been pretty sure for a while that something was going on there. You know how I say you talk in your sleep? Well his name comes up a lot when you're dreaming. Among other things"
I was relieved to say the least. If Julie had only worked it out because of what I said in my sleep then I was probably safe. She was the only person who had slept in the same room as me for a long time, so I didn't have to worry about anybody else knowing.
****
Being able to talk to Julie helped a lot; I didn't feel nearly so alone anymore. All the worrying I'd done about telling her seemed silly in hindsight since she was nothing but supportive toward me. If she felt any negative feelings toward me at all she never showed so much as a hint of them.
The rest of my life remained pretty consistent, I still fantasized about Sean and masturbated way too much. He was unsurprisingly awkward around me at times, particularly when I was sunbathing. I ignored it for the most part since I assumed everything would get back to normal soon.
Everything did not, however, get back to normal. I was usually really good about keeping my door locked when I was feeling horny, someone would have caught me masturbating long ago if I wasn't. Obviously I wasn't quite as meticulous about it as I should have been.
I was just coming down from yet another self-inflicted orgasm when I saw Sean standing in the doorway, his hand still on the doorknob. We stared at each other stupidly as we shared a moment of panic for what seemed like hours.
"I thought I heard my name..." he mumbled and looked down at the floor.
"Jesus fuck Sean, get out!" I shouted, finally reacting to the situation.
I pulled my blanket over my naked body even though it was too late to do much good, then pulled it over my head before burying my face in my pillow. Hiding wouldn't help but I couldn't think of what else to do. The floorboards creaked quietly as Sean approached the bed.
"Go away!" I tried to yell but my words lacked the proper force.
Tears were welling up in my eyes, he knew my secret now. He heard me say his name, I didn't remember doing do but it could easily have slipped out while I was cumming. He definitely knew I was masturbating when I said it too. Maybe if I'd had clothes on at the time I could have passed it off as something else, but getting caught naked with my hand still lying on my cunt was pretty incriminating.
"Ashley, are you okay?" He sat down beside me on the bed. Why wouldn't he just leave me alone?
"Th'fuck do you think?" I said, still talking into my pillow.
"I think you're upset." I was going to say something sarcastic to that but he cut me off. "Ash, I think things are getting weird between us and I don't want that. For what it's worth I'm willing to pretend this didn't happen. It's not worth losing our relationship over."
I didn't answer immediately. What did he mean 'pretend it didn't happen' anyway? It was still going to be lurking at the back of his mind whenever he saw me. Can't just reset everything.
On the other hand he wasn't reacting nearly as badly as he could be so that was something. He could have been angry, or pitying, or even disgusted with me instead of trying to work things out. The least I could do was play along.
"M'sorry," I mumbled.
"It's alright Ash, you can't always help...."
I waited for him to finish his sentence, but instead he abruptly rose and walked out of the room. I knew what he was thinking though; you can't always help who you're attracted to. I knew that all too well.
****
Despite what he had said Sean didn't do a very good job of pretending nothing was different. He was the one watching me now instead of the other way around. It wasn't just paranoia, I had watched him long enough to notice him doing the same to me. I ignored it for a while, again hoping that time would take care of my problems for me; but of course it didn't.
"I thought you said things weren't going to change," I said abruptly as Sean and I were eating breakfast.
"What?" He looked up at me confused.
"Look, I know I made things all weird but could you at least not stare at me so much."
I pushed away from the table and headed to my room without giving him a chance to respond. I was getting upset more easily these days, what I really needed was to talk to Julie and I decided to give her a call. She picked up almost immediately and agreed to come over for a few hours. She said she would bring her swimsuit so we could hang out by the pool.
Thinking Sean must have left by the time I hung up I headed back to the kitchen to clean up from breakfast. He was still sitting there even though it looked like he had been done for a while.
"Ashley, I'm sorry. I did say I would pretend it never happened, but I can't," he said.
I picked up my dishes as well as his and set them on the counter.
"Fine, whatever," I said.
Strangely it didn't bother me so much once he said it out loud. Sure he thought I was a complete freak but at least there was a certainty to it now.
"I can't stop thinking about you, even in my dreams. I don't know how you put up with it."
That did stop me, this was taking a very different turn from what I expected.
"What do you mean?" I asked. My hand was developing that slight tremble it got when I was nervous.
"I mean you're beautiful Ash. I know I shouldn't but I keep picturing you naked on your bed."
He was standing right behind me and I turned around toward him.
"Don't mess with me Sean, don't you dare," I whispered.
"I'm not."
He brushed my hair back out of my face as we looked at each other. We moved to each other at the same instant and my eyes closed as our lips met. It was so much better than all the times I had imagined it. His arms wrapped around my back and pulled my close as our kiss seemed to go on and on.
Suddenly he pushed me away and backed off. I looked at him uncomprehendingly and took a hesitant step toward him.
"I'm sorry Ash, I shouldn't have done that," he said.
"It's okay Sean, it's really okay."
"I'm sorry. We can't, you know we can't."
I took another step but he backed off further. The momentary happiness that had been building inside me came crashing down. Why was he doing this to me?
"This isn't funny Sean, I told you not to mess with me."
"I'm not messing with you, we just can't. I'm sorry."
"Asshole!" I shouted after him as he fled upstairs.
I sank down onto the floor feeling completely stunned. It wasn't fair. Having my fantasies constantly dangled just out of reach was nothing new, but to actually touch one and have it yanked away cruelly was too much.
Julie showed up shortly after and found me with my arms wrapped around my knees still on the kitchen floor. I told her everything about what happened with Sean, all the details as best I could remember. She didn't say anything until I finished.
"You know you can stay with me for a while if you want, until this blows over," she offered. "It might help to get some distance from him."
"Thanks Julie, I think I'm okay though. Maybe this was what I needed, a sign that I need to stop obsessing over him."
I wasn't really feeling as good as I pretended to be but I didn't want to worry Julie too much with my problems. We put our bikinis on and went outside where we lay down on two of the loungers that were side by side.
It didn't take me long to notice movement in one of the windows on the second floor of the house. All that time secretly observing my brother was paying off.
"That little shit," I muttered.
"What?"
"He's up there watching us, even after what he just did. Probably thinks I don't see him."
To her credit Julie didn't look straight toward the window and give away we knew he was there. Instead she casually stretched out and moved her head enough to get a look at Sean's window.
"Are you sure? I don't see anything," she said.
"Trust me, he's there."
An idea was forming in my head; if Sean wanted to watch then we would give him what he wanted. I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and flipped over onto my stomach.
"Hey Julie could you do my back?" I asked as I undid the string on my top.
She smiled, understanding immediately what I was up to. "You're bad," she said even as she moved toward me.
Her hands rubbed the sunscreen delicately over my back, being far more thorough than necessary. I folded my arms under my head and closed my eyes as I let her work. She wasn't shy about where she touched, she spent a long time on my ass before finally finishing off on my legs.
"You want me to do your front too?" she asked.
"I think maybe you're enjoying this," I said with a smile as I turned back over.
"Maybe a little," she admitted.
I pulled my bikini top off and dropped it on the ground beside me. Julie sucked in her breath softly as my naked breasts were uncovered right in front of her. Neither of us was particularly into girls but I had to admit I was kind of enjoying the attention, and if Julie was having fun too that was fine with me.
Once again I closed my eyes and let Julie proceed at her own pace. At first she traced the faint tan lines that had developed on my breasts from always being covered but soon she was rubbing them with her whole hand. Sean had to know what we were doing by now but that was okay, the main thing was to show him what he was missing.
Julie eventually moved onto my stomach before finishing off on my legs again. She leaned down to my ear before she got up and whispered to me.
"Think that's enough?"
"Mm-hm, thanks Julie," I whispered back.
As she was straightening back up she paused and leaned back toward me. Her lips brushed mine gently then pulled away again so quickly I barely understood what happened.
"Just for good measure," she said as she returned to her seat.
****
I didn't bother locking my door that night. If Sean came in it would mean I had gotten to him, and honestly I didn't really care if he caught me masturbating again. It would bother him more than me anyway.
Sure enough just as I was getting ready to go to sleep the door swung open followed by my brother. He wasn't even fazed this time when he saw that I was naked.
"You're not playing fair Ash," he said.
"All's fair in love and war dear brother."
"And which is this?" he asked, clearly staring at my breasts.
"Right now? Both."
It turned me on to have him watching me openly with no pretending between us. I could feel I was close to getting everything I wanted. His eyes followed my hand as it strayed back down to my pussy and stroked it softly.
"You know we can't right? There's stuff we just can't do," he said.
He was trying to convince himself as much as me. That he was in my room was evidence enough he wasn't succeeding. I decided to see how far I could push him.
"If you're gonna stay you have to let me see your cock," I told him.
"What?"
"I don't mind if you want to watch but you don't get a free show."
Sean swallowed as my finger slipped into my pussy, obviously torn. If he stayed it would be a victory for me and we both knew it. The question was whether he had enough willpower left to leave.
"It's just looking," I said, trying to convince him. "No touching or anything. Just watching each other, that's all."
Abruptly he reached down and undid his belt. I tired not to smile too widely but it was difficult. Soon his pants were around his knees and he sat down awkwardly on the bed beside me trying to find a position that let him see me without getting too close. He was almost fully hard already just from watching me and I felt my clit throb as it finished stiffening before me.
It was the first time I had actually seen his dick even after all the times I had imagined it. My pussy was getting so wet that my finger was making squishing sounds and I soon added a second. Sean grabbed his erection as I played with myself and began stroking it. I didn't have much, or any, experience with his masturbation habits but it didn't look to me like he was going to last very long.



As I expected streams of cum soon sprayed out of the tip of his cock onto my sheets. Some actually landed on my stomach which seemed was a pretty impressive distance as far as I was concerned. It was so hot watching him cum and then feel his semen landing on me that I felt my orgasm hit soon after. Sean sat beside me, barely inches away, as I came. He looked like he wanted to touch me but was holding back from crossing that particular barrier.
"That wasn't so bad was it?" I asked.
"No, it wasn't. That's the problem."
He straightened up his clothes and left the room as I experimentally prodded the cum drying on my tummy. God, my brother's cum on me; I was getting horny again. My clit throbbed between my legs and I could tell it was going to need a lot more attention before I would get any sleep.
****
"You seem happier today," Julie said. She had come over again for another round of sunbathing and I planned to just relax instead of teasing Sean this time.
"Yeah, I think Sean's coming around."
"Really? What happened?"
I was about to tell her when Sean came out of the house in a pair of swim trunks.
"Looks like someone wants another show," I said loud enough that he could hear. He blushed slightly but didn't respond as he sat down near us. "You know the rules Sean, no freebies," I continued.
Sean looked at Julie before looking back to me. Julie just looked confused as the significance of what I said was lost on her. I gazed steadily back at Sean, not giving in.
"Come on, you going to tell me these aren't worth it." I untied my top and held it in place over my breasts with my hands to let him know it would be gone as soon as his shorts came off.
Sighing he stood up and slid his trunks down and kicked them off. Julie gasped as his cock came into view, already starting to stiffen before us. Keeping my end of the deal I let my top fall to the ground too. Julie's eyes were bugging out as she looked back and forth between us trying to figure out what was going on.
"Would you do my sunscreen again please?" I asked Julie.
She was clearly still confused but she complied and started rubbing sunscreen on my breasts. She was looking over at Sean pretty frequently and I could guess why.
"Nice isn't it?" I whispered so he couldn't hear. Julie just nodded. "You wanna go..." I gestured toward Sean with my head.
"What? I can't do that," she hissed, "he's your... it wouldn't...." I could tell she wanted to but she also didn't want to upset me.
"Julie, go for it. It's okay, I promise."
Hesitantly she got up and walked slowly over to Sean who had been lightly stroking his cock. As she knelt down in front of him he looked at me nervously and I smiled reassuringly back at him. Julie's hand replaced his on his dick and he let out a sigh of contentment as he leaned back. I knew he wouldn't say no to her; she was hot and, more importantly, not his sister.
I grazed my hand over the material of my bikini bottoms and felt how much my pussy had already soaked them. Glancing over to make sure the other two weren't paying attention I brought a finger to my mouth and licked it. Tasting my own pussy juices wasn't something I did often but sometimes it just felt sexy. I rolled onto my side to get a better view of the action as I slid my hand down to my clit.
Julie was sucking on the head of Sean's cock and working it deeper into her mouth. I tried to pretend it was me over there instead of her but what I was witnessing was hot enough that I gave that up quickly. Besides, in a few days maybe it actually would be me playing with his cock. He was breaking, already he had no problem with us watching each other. I just had to work him up to touching.
I moved my hand faster on my clit keeping time with Julie as her head picked up speed on Sean's cock. He looked like he was going to cum soon and I didn't blame him the way Julie was working him. Suddenly he tensed up and I knew I was right about him having been close. Julie stayed on him the whole time, letting him cum in her mouth.
She stood up after he finished looking satisfied with her work. Surprisingly she came over to where I was laying and curled up right next to me. I glanced over at Sean but he wasn't paying any attention to us. I shrugged mentally as I put my arm around her waist and settled in for a while.
****
I had trouble sleeping that night. Not only did I have the day's events running through my head constantly but I also held myself back from masturbating in case Sean showed up again. Getting a blowjob from Julie earlier might have been enough for him but I held out hope that he would want to watch me again. My hand kept idly slipping down to stroke my pussy as I lay there waiting and I had to keep forcing myself to pull it away. Finally the door opened and Sean stepped quietly into my room.
"You still awake?" he whispered.
"Yeah."
After carefully closing the door behind him he walked over to my bed and sat down.
"Are you okay with what happened today?" he asked.
"You mean you and Julie? I was the one who told her it was okay, wasn't I?"
"I know, I just thought it might be weird since... because of how you felt. That's all."
I shrugged, "nah, if you're not going to touch me at least I got to watch someone else. It's kind of like a consolation prize or whatever."
"It's not that I don't want to, you know that right?" he said. "It's just that we can't have a real relationship and it wouldn't be fair to either of us to try. We'd have to keep it a secret all the time and what if we ever decided to 'break up' or whatever the equivalent is? Or what-"
"Fuck's sake Sean," I interrupted, "I just want to fuck you. I understand we can't get married and have kids and live happily ever after. Jesus Christ that's not even what I want."
"Ashley," he started slowly, "you know how I backed off yesterday after I kissed you?"
"Yes," I growled, letting him know I was still not happy about that.
"I probably should have handled that differently I admit," he at least sounded a little sheepish about it which I appreciated, "but I really did have good intentions. Anyway, point is if you know what kind of limits we have, and you're okay with them, maybe... maybe it would be okay."
My heart pounded unnaturally hard in my chest. I thought I understood what he was saying but I was still wary. "Don't you dare mess with me again Sean, I'll fucking kill you if you are," I threatened.
"I'm not Ash, I'm really not. But I need you to understand that anything we do, it can't be a substitute for other people. I might meet someone else, or you might, and we need to be ready to accept that."
"I know. Just... just fuck me Sean. Please."
He pulled my blanket off of me in one swift motion, completely exposing my naked body to him. His hand went to my breast and grabbed it somewhat roughly, not that I minded. Our mouths found each other even as I fumbled with his boxers trying to get to his cock. Almost as soon as I managed to get it free he was on top of me. His hard shaft rubbed against the entrance of my pussy already so well lubricated he could slip in without any trouble.
Sean looked at me like he wanted to make sure I was ready, as if that was ever an issue. I thrust my hips upward desperately against him trying simultaneously to convey both that I was ready for him and to increase the stimulation of his cock running over my clit. If he waited much longer I knew I would cum just from that.
The tip of his cock penetrated the entrance to my pussy and as we both thrust against each other he slipped almost halfway inside me. I came immediately, burying my face in his shoulder and holding onto him tightly. He fucked me gently through my orgasm and I felt his cock going deeper with every movement of his hips.
As he felt me relax he picked up speed and force until he was bottoming out on each thrust. He was still be gentler than he needed to be which was fine with me, I would let him do it all night if he wanted. I wanted him to feel good too though, especially since I figured there was more chance of this happening again if he did.
"You can do it harder," I whispered as I nuzzled his neck.
"Don't want to hurt you," he grunted back.
"I'm not gonna break, just do whatever feels good."
He did start fucking me harder although I think he was still holding back a little. I ran my hands through his hair and over his back as I kissed his shoulder and neck. Soon I felt him tense up just before the first shot of cum hit my pussy. I held him as he came then let him roll off of me.
"M'sorry Ash," he said. I was about to protest that he had nothing to be sorry about but he interrupted. "I know I don't have to be so gentle with you but you're still my little sister you know? Can't help feeling a little protective."
"Well, we can work on that."
****
"Hey Julie, can I ask you something?"
She was sitting on the floor beside my bed carefully painting each of her toenails with a different colour of nail polish. It had been raining pretty hard for a few days and we were both pretty bored. I had already told her that me and Sean were fucking pretty much every night these days but after that we had run short of things to talk about.
"Mm-hm," she responded without looking up from her toes.
"Do you like Sean? I mean would you go out with him or anything?"
"Like if you two weren't already together? Yeah I guess I probably would." She finished a toe and selected another bottle of polish from my overly extensive collection.
"I think he'd like having an actual girlfriend. And I'm pretty sure he likes you, so if you wanted to...."
She looked at me confused. "I thought things were going good between you two."
"They are, but there's some things that we just can't have because I'm his sister and I'm okay with that but I don't think Sean is. We basically agreed that at some point one or both of us might want to see someone else. I just thought if he's gonna want to be with another girl I'd like it to be you. If you don't mind sharing that is."
Her left pinkie toe remained half-painted and forgotten as Julie thought about what I said. I was apprehensive about her answer since I knew that what I was proposing could fail spectacularly and I needed her to either accept it fully or reject it.
"Do you really think he'd be okay with it?" she finally asked.
"I haven't talked to him about it yet since I wanted to see what you thought first, but I can go ask him now," I said, smiling in relief.
Sean was home as far as I knew and probably just hanging out in his room since there was precious little else to do. I didn't think he would take much convincing; he really did seem to like Julie, not that he would ever admit it to me. I walked over to his room and knocked on his half-open door. He was sitting at his computer and turned around toward me as I pushed the door the rest of the way open.
"What's up?" he asked.
"Not much," I said casually, "I just think I might have found you a girlfriend."
Sean narrowed his eyes suspiciously. "What do you mean?"
"I mean Julie's interested in, I dunno, dating you or fucking or whatever. We didn't go into that much detail. Point is I think you like her and you could have a real girlfriend like you wanted."
He stared at me for moment. "She actually said that?"
"Yeah, what did think that I'd make it up?"
"And you're okay with me and her...."
"Beats you going out and finding some other girl."
"I wouldn't just... you know what, never mind." He sighed and stood up from his chair. "Ashley do you mind if I talk to her alone?"
"Sure, she's in my room. I'll go find something to do downstairs."
I went downstairs to the living room and turned on the tv. There was nothing on as usual but I flipped channels for a while anyway. I caught the tail end of Iron Man on one of the movie channels which kept me busy for about fifteen minutes but after that I was too curious to restrain myself; I needed to see how it was going.
I almost expected they would be having sex on my bed by then but as it turns out I was only half right. As I peeked in I saw Julie had her shirt off and Sean was sucking on her nipple. She saw me looking and smiled at me as I smiled back. I wanted to stay and watch, it was my room after all, but decided to give them their privacy this time.
****
"Mmm, how was that?" I asked as rolled off of Sean onto the bed.
"Amazing, as always," he replied.
It had been a few months since we first had sex and, if nothing else, he had at least learned the art of answering that question properly. I noticed Julie was no longer in the room. She had been watching me and Sean fuck but she must have left at some point.
"I'm gonna go find Julie okay?" I kissed Sean softly and threw on some clothes before padding out of the room.
I found her sitting by herself out by the pool. She was dangling her legs in the water and just sort of kicking them idly, looking like she was lost in thought.
"Hey, what's up?" I said as I sat down beside her.
She jumped a little when I spoke but calmed down immediately. "Just thinking 'bout stuff."
"Like what?" I dipped my legs in the water beside hers. The weather was getting a little cooler but the water still felt nice.
"Like when to tell you..." she looked at me nervously. "I'm pregnant Ash."
I had been on the pill for years and it hadn't even occurred to me that she wasn't. I stared stupidly at her for a few seconds before remembering to respond. "Really? What are you going to do?"
"I kinda wanted to see what you thought before I decided. If you were okay with it."
"Julie," I said firmly, "it's got nothing to do with me or anyone else except you. It's your decision and I'll back you up whatever you choose."
She lay a hand on her belly which hadn't started to grow yet, not that I could see anyway. "I always wanted kids," she said softly, "but this isn't how I expected it to happen y'know?"
"Maybe it's not ideal Julie, but you know I'll help out as much as I can. And Sean will too or I'll kick his ass."
She shifted closer to me and rested her head on my shoulder. "Thanks Ash."
I slipped my arm around her waist and placed my hand over her tummy even though I knew it was way too early to feel anything. A kind of deep excitement was growing slowly inside me as we sat together. I was going to be an aunt.
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I wasn't planning on doing much of anything that evening. It was raining pretty hard out and I didn't have anything I really needed to get done anyway. Then the phone rang.
"Michael, have you seen your sister?" It was my mother's voice on the other end, she sounded worried.
"No, why?"
"It's just, she ran off and we don't know where. We called some of her friends' houses but nobody's seen her. I hoped maybe... maybe you would know where she was." She was close to panic.
"What do you mean ran off? Night like this where would she go? Actually never mind, I'm going to go look for her."
I hung up the phone ignoring whatever mom tried to tell me after that. If my eighteen year old little sister really was wandering around out there on a night like this I needed to go find her. I couldn't imagine what would have caused her to take off though, unlike me she always seemed to get along fine with our parents. Not that we had a terrible relationship or anything but there had been arguments that got pretty heated.
It was even worse out than I expected, I could barely see where I was going half the time the rain was hitting the windshield so hard. I really hoped mom was just misinformed, that Katie had just gone over to a neighbour's house or something. Surely she wouldn't have tried to walk all the way to my house, not in this weather.
Then I saw her, just a tiny figure hunched over miserably in the rain. It might not be her I told myself even as I executed an extremely dangerous turn in the middle of the road. It was though, I could tell as soon as I stepped out of the car.
"Come on Katie get in the car," I almost had to yell to be heard as I tugged on her arm.
She looked startled for a moment, like she hadn't even noticed me approaching, then let me drag her to the passenger seat. I wished I had thought to bring a blanket or something but I had to settle for turning the heat all the way up. I was uncomfortably warm by the time we got back to my house but she had only just stopped shivering.
"M'sorry I got your car wet," she said as we walked through the door, the first thing she had said since I found her.
I shrugged. "Doesn't matter Katie, it's just a car. You're still cold aren't you?" She had her arms wrapped around her and she nodded at me emphatically. "Okay, you go take a shower and I'll see if I can find some dry clothes for you."
I left her at the bathroom and went to see what I could find that might fit her. Luckily I had a handful of clothes left behind by an ex-girlfriend who was much closer to Katie's size than I was. I grabbed a pair of her pants and a shirt as well as one of my sweaters. The sweater would be too big but at least it would be warm. If she didn't want to wear it that was okay too.
"Katie, I'm just going to open the door far enough to throw some clothes in okay?" I called through the bathroom door.
"'Kay," she called back.
Facing away from the door I awkwardly opened it and tossed in the bundle I had been carrying. I had to call mom, let her know Katie was with me. That was going to be a difficult conversation to keep short.
In fact it took almost fifteen minutes to get her off the phone. She kept wanting to talk to Katie even thought I told her she was taking a shower several times. Eventually I reassured her enough that Katie was fine that she let me go without me having to hang up on her again.
"Hey."
I had been sitting on the couch staring into space and didn't hear Katie approaching. She looked even smaller than she was wearing my oversized sweater. She hadn't even bothered to roll up the sleeves and they were hanging down over her hands.
"Hey," I replied. "Feeling better?"
"Yeah, thanks for coming to get me." She sat down beside me and pulled her knees up to her chest. "How'd you know where I was?"
"I didn't really. Mom said you ran off and I thought there was a chance you were coming here so I just drove toward where you would be coming from. That's all." She didn't say anything else for a while and I would have left it at that except I was still curious what she had been doing out there. "So, what happened?" I almost thought she didn't hear me and was about to repeat myself when she finally spoke.
"I just... I had to go to the store," she started. "I took dad's car, I wasn't going to be long. Just went to the store, that's all. And then it was raining so hard, I didn't think it was that bad." I nodded at that, I knew how bad it was driving out there. "I didn't mean to Mike, I really didn't, but I went in the ditch."
She was getting upset and I didn't blame her; crashing a car, dad's car no less, would be pretty upsetting even if it wasn't that bad. I checked her out quickly for bruises or cuts but of course I couldn't see much of her under that shirt. I had to assume any injuries she had sustained weren't serious or she would have said something by now. I slid closer to her and put my arm around her shoulder as I waited for her to continue.
"He wouldn't stop yelling. I know I shouldn't have taken his car without asking but I didn't mean to crash it. I tried to tell him. He wouldn't stop yelling." She was curling up against me as much as she could, almost burrowing into my side.
"He never yells at you," I said quietly. I don't think I had ever once heard him so much as raise his voice to her. She was his perfect little girl, she couldn't do anything wrong as far as he was concerned. "He was probably just scared."
"You think?"
"Yeah, I mean if I heard you were in an accident I'd be scared too. That doesn't mean he should have yelled at you but I don't think he was angry, not really." She seemed somewhat reassured by my words even though I had no idea if what I was saying was true or not. For all I knew dad really was just pissed about his car getting damaged. "Anyway I told mom I'd drive you home tomorrow if you're okay with spending the night here."
"Oh, okay."
Katie seemed a little hesitant about accepting but I think that was just because she was worried about returning home. We sat together on the couch for a while until I noticed she had fallen asleep on me. I rolled my eyes but I didn't really mind, it might help her to get some sleep. Maybe she would feel better in the morning.
I picked her up as gently as I could and carried her to the guest bedroom. She was a little heavier than I remember but still light enough that I didn't have much trouble lifting her. She woke up as I tried to get her under the covers and looked over at me sleepily.
"Sorry," I whispered, "I tried not to wake you."
"S'okay," she said. I finished tucking her in and turned to leave when she called to me softly. "Mike, can you stay? Just for a little bit?"
"Sure."
I lay down on the bed leaving some space between us and stared up at the dark ceiling. If my presence helped her sleep I was fine with staying a while. I listened to the sound of her breathing intending to head to my own room when she drifted off.
****
I woke up confused not to be in my room before remembering I had stayed with Katie last night and must have fallen asleep there. She wasn't in the room anymore and somehow the blanket was pulled up over me. Whether I had done that or if Katie had I didn't know.
After stumbling downstairs I found Katie in the kitchen by the stove. She was still wearing the clothes I found for her except she had removed my sweater. She turned around as she heard me enter the room.
"Morning," she greeted me. "I'm just making some breakfast. It's only eggs and toast, that's all I could find."
"That's fine," I assured her as I sat down at the table.
Soon she set a plate of scrambled eggs and toast down in front of me. She sat across from me with a plate of her own. She seemed happier to me, almost cheerful.
"These are good," I said after a few mouthfuls.
"That's probably just 'cause you only eat junk all the time. Not used to real food. I've never seen a fridge that empty I swear."
I smiled as she chastised me, she was definitely feeling better. "I eat healthy sometimes."
"Whatever, you need to get a girlfriend to take care of you. Otherwise you're going to die of malnutrition before you're thirty."
I dropped her off at our parents' house after we finished eating. I wanted to stay and make sure everything was okay but I was already running late for work and had to just hope things worked out.
****
A few days later Katie was back. She was sitting on the front step of my house, evidently waiting for me to return from work. She didn't seem upset as far as I could tell which left me curious what she was up to.
"Hey Mike," she called as I stepped out of my car.
"Hey, what's up?"
She shrugged. "Not much. I was over at a friend's house and it's only like a ten minute walk from here so I thought I'd come hang out for a bit. If that's okay."
"Of course it's okay. You can come over any time you want Katie. Actually why don't I give you a spare key so you don't get stuck waiting for me to get home."
My kitchen is the first room after the entryway to my house and Katie was immediately drawn to it as I let her in.
"Don't you ever do dishes?" she called to me as I was still untying my shoes.
There was getting to be a decent pile on the counter I will admit, but living by myself I didn't really have to do them that often. Especially since I rarely cooked anything that required more than one dish. I heard water running in the sink and guessed Katie was planning to wash them.
"You don't have to do that you know," I said, finally making my way into the kitchen.
"Someone has to take care of you, you obviously aren't," she countered.
"I appreciate it Katie, I just don't want you to feel like have to do that stuff when you're over here. You cooked breakfast last time you were over too. Seems like taking advantage or something."
She made a dismissive sound and submerged a stack of plates in the water. "It's not really taking advantage if I want to do it for you is it? Anyway, speaking of cooking would you mind running out for a few things if I make you a list? I'm thinking of just making spaghetti, something simple."
I rolled my eyes but couldn't say I really minded if she wanted to cook for me. She always made better food than what I was used to.
****
Katie started coming over fairly often, usually without warning but that wasn't an issue for me. Sometimes, mostly on weekends, she would sleep at my house but more commonly I would drive her home or someone would pick her up. She even started leaving a few sets of clothes at my house.
She always cooked for me and I had to get used to keeping more ingredients in stock for her. I also wound up doing dishes more frequently so she wouldn't feel like she had to do them for me.
It got so that I was looking forward to getting home every night to see if she was there waiting for me. It led to a lot of disappointments but I reminded myself that she had better things to do than spend all her time 'looking after her brother' as she put it.
"Don't you ever get tired of that?" I asked Katie one day as I sat in the kitchen watching her work.
"No, it's kind of fun actually. I like cooking but I don't get to do much at home, mom usually takes care of it. Plus I can experiment as much as I want 'cause you'll eat anything," she teased.
"What about that time you forgot the baking powder in the pancakes?"
"Okay, almost anything," she conceded.
"To be fair though your food is usually amazing. You're going to have a very lucky boyfriend some day."
"Sometimes I wish you weren't my brother so you could be my boyfriend," she said in almost a whisper.
"Katie...."
"I'm sorry, that was a stupid thing to say." She had stiffened noticeably even with her back toward me.
"It's okay, I know what you mean," I said reassuringly.
She half turned toward me and our eyes met. For the first time I realized that my feelings for her were not entirely brotherly. She was still my sister and I was happy with that, I wouldn't trade it away for anything. If she wasn't my sister though....
"I have to go," she mumbled suddenly and bolted from the room.
"Katie!" I called, but she was already gone.
I heard the front door slam shut and sighed as I made my way out to the driveway. I could see her several houses away still running. She had been a faster runner than me ever since my age had stopped being an overwhelming advantage, I would never catch her. All I could do was follow and hope she stopped before I lost her.
Luckily I saw Katie head into the local park which limited the area she had to run somewhat. On the other hand I had no idea where she might have gone once she was inside. I shrugged and started down the main path, she might be upset enough to have just taken the most obvious route. Could be I was wasting my time, if she really wanted to elude me she would have no difficulty doing so.
I almost missed her as I walked by the bench she was sitting on but I caught a glimpse out of the corner of my eye of the same colour of blue as the shirt she had been wearing. The bench was actually facing away from the path so she didn't see me coming until I sat down next to her. She had her knees pulled up against her chest with her arms wrapped around them.
"Hey," I said.
"I always ruin things lately," she said without looking at me. "I wrecked dad's car and Rachel's mad at me and now you're going to-"
"Katie," I interrupted firmly, "you didn't ruin anything. The car wasn't hurt that bad and I don't know about Rachel but I'm sure things aren't that bad." Rachel had been one of Katie's best friends for as long as I could remember and even though I didn't actually know what had happened between them I was pretty sure it couldn't be all that serious. "And as for me I'm your brother and I love you. Nothing you can do is ever going to change that."
"Maybe, but I can still make things weird." She didn't sound cheered up all that much and she still refused to look at me.
"C'mon," I said and grabbed her hand. She resisted for a moment but even if I couldn't run as fast as her I could still drag her around by her arm if I wanted to.
"Where are we going?" she demanded.
"Just for a walk. Maybe I can't be your boyfriend Katie, but we can pretend for a little while."
"Mike we can't," she protested.
"It's only walking, it's harmless. Nobody around we know anyway, not that I've seen yet."
We walked for a while and the space between us gradually closed as Katie calmed down. Soon we were almost shoulder to shoulder and I'm sure we looked like a real couple to anyone passing us.
"Mike?" she asked eventually.
"Yeah?"
"I know it's stupid but I just want to know. If I wasn't your sister would you... do you think we could be together?"
The way she asked the question I knew what answer she was looking for. She wanted me to say yes and if I did it would probably make things a lot easier.
"I don't know Katie, I really don't." I sighed and stared at the ground moving under my feet. "I never thought about it before today, it's just not something I wanted to think about you know? But now... now I can't stop thinking about it."
"It probably doesn't matter anyway. Can't change what things are."
"You can change some things," I said.
She looked at me confused, hell I didn't even know what I meant by that. As she stared at me I saw not only my little sister but also a girl I cared about more than maybe anyone else on the planet. There were things we weren't supposed to do, I had been taught that by my parents and by society for a long time. What did they know though? They couldn't understand what I was feeling. What we were feeling.
"What-" Katie started to ask as I jerked to stop.
She had such a cute face when she was confused, I wonder if anybody had ever told her that. I interrupted her question by pulling her to me and kissing her lightly on her lips. She froze for a second then melted into me. I held it only briefly but it seemed so much longer. She was fighting a smile as I broke away, trying to look serious.
"That was a really dumb thing to do," she said quietly.
"I know."
She looked around us quickly but nobody was paying any undue attention to us. "It was nice though," she continued in the same hushed tone.
"Katie, I'm still not sure exactly...."
She stopped me with a finger on my lips. It was probably for the best, I didn't really know how to explain what I felt anyway.
"Let's just keep walking okay?"
I smiled against her finger. "Okay," I agreed.
We eventually stopped by a pond a sat down on the grass beside it. Thankfully things didn't seem to have gotten awkward between us as they could have done very easily.
"Are things okay at home?" I asked. "You brought up the car again earlier, dad's not still on about that is he?"
"Things are... not bad I guess. Dad hasn't said anything about the car since that evening. I'm just, I dunno, tired of living there."
"I know what you mean," I agreed.
She threw a rock into the water and watched the ripples fade away before continuing. "Sometimes it feels like they're just watching me, waiting for me to something wrong. Like when I crashed the car. I want to get out but I'm... scared I suppose."
"You could come live with me," I offered.
She looked at me with a half-smile on her face. "I'd like to Mike, I really would, but how long would it be before we do something we'd both regret?"
I didn't know how to answer that and she knew it.
****
Katie came to my room that night; I don't know when exactly. I woke up while the sky was just starting to lighten outside and found her beside me. She was on her side facing toward me and breathing softly, still asleep. She had carefully stayed just far enough away from me not to make contact except where her fingers brushed against my arm.
I watched her sleep for a while, fascinated for some reason even though she hardly moved. A few strands of hair had fallen across her face and I resisted the urge to brush them back. Finally she shifted slightly and I snapped my eyes shut as she began to wake up.
"Mike?" she whispered.
She repeated my name once more a little louder but I continued feigning slumber. I don't know why exactly, she was the one who had come to me; I shouldn't have had to pretend. At the time it seemed the safer course of action.
Satisfied that I remained oblivious to her presence, Katie slipped out of the bed and padded across the floor. I had my eyes opened to slits and saw her pause briefly in the doorway to gaze back at me before stepping into the hallway.
****
Things went on for a few weeks without any change. Neither of us brought up the subject of our relationship although Katie continued to sneak into my bed when she stayed over. I pretended not to know and I figured as long as she didn't say anything I wouldn't either. Then she said something that threw me off completely.
"So a guy asked me out yesterday," she said, avoiding eye contact.
We were sitting at the table eating and I paused with my fork halfway to my mouth. She stared fixedly at her plate as I tried to figure out how to respond to her.
"Are you going to go?" I asked.
"I don't know."
She was waiting for me to tell her what I thought, I just didn't know what that was supposed to be. I didn't want her to go out with whoever this guy was and maybe that was what she wanted to hear. On the other hand maybe she did want to go and she wanted to know that it was okay, that I wouldn't mind. I almost wished we had taken the time to figure out exactly what was going on between us and whether or not seeing other people was okay.
Oh what the hell was I thinking? She was my sister, of course she should be dating someone else. It would be better for her and maybe it would help relieve some of the tension between us. I just really, really, didn't like the thought of her with some other guy.



In the end I said nothing, not the best decision but hopefully not the worst either. Katie played with her food silently and finally looked up at me.
"Mike, can you take me home?" she asked.
"Oh, okay."
She had never wanted to leave so early before. I knew it was because I hadn't answered her, I should have said something. Might have saved her being upset with me. We got in my car but instead of starting it I just sat there staring at the steering wheel.
"You have to turn the key," Katie said. It wasn't sarcastic, not much, she only wanted to snap me out of my trance. It worked.
I started the engine and pulled out of the driveway. Our parents' house wasn't very far away and I knew I had to say something before we got there. I didn't want her to stay upset and more importantly I didn't want her to leave me. She might not come back for a long time.
"Don't go," I said.
"What?"
"That guy who asked you out, don't go. I know I can't tell you what to do, but I just... I don't want you to."
"Good, 'cause I don't really want to either." She was fidgeting with her hands and looking out her window.
"Then why tell me about it? Why ask me what I thought?" There was a note of anger in my voice, much as I tried to control it. I wasn't really that upset but I was starting to feel conflicting emotions about the situation.
"Because I should. I should do things with guys who aren't my brother. It would make things easier," she said softly.
Understanding dawned on me. "And you wanted me to tell you it was okay." She nodded affirmatively, still staring out the side of the car. "Sorry, I don't think I can."
"I know. You missed our road by the way."
I had noticed the turn. I had driven the route enough times I could hardly have failed to see it. We weren't through talking though and I didn't want to have to drop her off.
"Do you want me to turn around?" I asked.
"Not really."
I kept driving, not heading anywhere in particular. Katie turned on the stereo and I fully expected her to immediately switch to the radio. I had an Iron Maiden cd in and I knew she wasn't really into the heavier stuff that I liked. Surprisingly she left it on and went back to staring out the window.
"Sometimes... sometimes I just want something different in my life, you know?" she said. "I make plans to, I don't know, hop on a bus and see how far I get. Then I get scared. I always worry too much to actually do anything. S'why I'm still living at home I guess."
"Is that all I am? Something different?"
"No, that's not what I mean," she said quickly. "I really do... you're not just...."
She was stumbling over her words trying to explain. I knew what she meant, my questions were unfair. She was scared of what was going on between us.
"Come stay with me Katie," I offered for the second time. "You already spend so much time at my place you might as well make it official. Maybe it would help."
"What would mom and dad think about that? How long before they get suspicious?" she asked.
I started to ask what they would be suspicious of but stopped myself. Nothing had happened yet, not really, but I understood what she meant.
"We can pass it off as an independence thing. You just want to get out of the house, that's all. They'll be happier about that than if you were to go live with someone they didn't even know." I spoke slowly, reasoning for myself as much as for Katie.
"And then what?"
"Then we'll see."
****
Katie came back with me to my house for the night. She didn't agree to anything even though I could tell she wanted to. She at least said she would think it over though.
I lay awake for a long time that night waiting to see if she would come sleep with me again. I didn't think she would but I waited anyway just in case. When I felt it had been long enough I went to her instead. The door to her room was slightly ajar and I pushed it open carefully. The moon was bright that night and streaming in directly through her window giving me more than enough light to see.
She seemed asleep, her eyes were closed and her breathing was soft and regular. She was lying on her back with her head tilted partially toward me. I approached her quietly and watched her for a few minutes, studying the lines of her barely parted lips and the rhythmic rise and fall of the blanket across her chest. If she was only faking sleep she was doing an excellent job.
There wasn't much room beside Katie on the bed but there was enough for me to lie down. I slipped under the blanket and positioned myself so that I was mere inches away from her yet not touching at any point. Then I placed my hand palm-down on her stomach over her nightshirt. Still no response from her.
I slid my hand down to the bottom of her shirt and then underneath it to rest on the bare flesh of her tummy directly. Her skin felt smooth and perfect as I caressed it. I thought I heard her breathing change slightly but could have been mistaken. Gradually my fingers traced their way upward to just below her breasts.
Katie's hand was suddenly on mine, holding it firmly in place. I looked up at her face to find her staring back at me.
"What are you doing?" she asked sleepily but with enough alertness that I'm sure she understood exactly what I was up to.
"What do you think I'm doing?" I countered.
I tested her hold on my hand and she let it slide unresistingly onto her breast.
"We shouldn't," she mumbled unconvincingly.
"Tell me to stop and I will. I'll go back to my room right now if that's what you want."
She turned her head away from me. "You know it's not," she whispered.
Katie's shirt was bunching up over her chest and getting in the way. I started tugging on it and she silently helped me pull it over her head.
"Did I ever tell you how beautiful you are?" I asked as she lay back down.
"You're only saying that 'cause you can see my boobies." Despite her attempt to dismiss my comment there was a hint of a smile on her face as she spoke.
"It doesn't hurt," I admitted.
I ran my fingers over Katie's now exposed breasts before lowering my head to suck on one of her nipples. She arched her back and raised her chest toward me slightly, which I took as a sign of encouragement. She moaned softly as I switched to her other breast and I felt her hand come to rest on the back of my head.
Katie still had her panties on and I ran the back of my hand over them a few times until I felt her hips respond to my movements. I lifted my head from her chest and watched her face as I positioned my leg so that my knee was directly against her crotch. She made a low noise in her throat and I felt her start to grind her pussy against my leg in small motions.
"Do it," she told me. "Do it now before I think about it too much."
I managed to pull myself off of my sister long enough to awkwardly remove my boxers. She watched me intensely as I knelt next to her and grabbed either side of her panties. I slowly slid them down her legs letting my hands feel her bare skin as I went. She made no movement except to raise her legs off the bed slightly but she maintained her gaze on me the whole time. Finally she lay naked and fully exposed in front of me and I took a moment to explore her body fully with my eyes.
"What?" she asked, blushing at the attention I was giving her.
"Nothing. You just really are beautiful, even if you don't believe me."
Katie rolled her eyes at me but I noticed her legs spread a little wider for me. I positioned myself above her and guided my cock to the entrance of her pussy. It was so wet I could feel it even as the tip of my dick barely penetrated her. I pushed slowly into her until my erection was fully buried inside her then held still for a moment to see her reaction.
"Is that okay?" I asked.
"So good," she whispered back.
Her eyelids were half-closed and she had a look of extreme satisfaction. She reached around to my back and tried to pull me closer to her. I was supporting myself on my hands since I was worried about hurting her but dropped down to my elbows since she seemed so insistent. Her arms wrapped around me instantly and I felt her legs around my waist. I thought I wouldn't be able to move for a second but as I tried tentatively to pull out a little I found she allowed her legs to move enough that I had no difficulty.
I started to get into a rhythm of thrusting with Katie pulling me into her as forcefully as she could with her legs on every down-stroke. Her pussy was so tight around me, yet lubricated well enough that my cock slid inside her without any difficulty. The fact that she was my little sister didn't escape me either. Somehow knowing it was her seemed to increase the sensations I was feeling, like some part of me understood that I was fucking the one girl in the entire world that was deemed off limits and was celebrating my triumph over society.
She had her eyes closed and her mouth partially open below me and I bent my head down to kiss her. She responded almost immediately pressing her lips back against mine until I had to break off for air.
"I'm cumming Katie," I breathed.
She nodded but said nothing in response. I didn't know whether it was safe to cum in her but it was too late to ask her and she wouldn't relax her legs enough for me to pull out. I let my semen shoot into my sister's pussy and finally felt her release me. I rolled off her onto my back and stared stupidly at the ceiling. Probably we shouldn't have done what we just did but I was feeling too good to care even slightly. Eventually I sat up and swung my feet out onto the floor in preparation to leave.
"You're not going to stay?" I heard her voice from behind me.
"Do you want me to?"
She nodded vigorously at me so I lay back down. She crawled the few inches over to me and lay her head on my shoulder seeming reassured as I pulled her tight against me with my arm. I wanted to stay awake for a while and enjoy the feeling her naked body against mine but I fell asleep within minutes.
****
Katie wanted to cook breakfast the next morning, like usual, but I convinced her to let me take her out instead. Not that the food would necessarily be any better but it seemed like the right thing to do. We sat in our booth at the restaurant exchanging nervous smiles and I'm sure we looked like a couple that had just gotten together, which we sort of were. Conversation was a little awkward but not nearly as bad as it could have been.
"So... I guess we really did it," Katie said as she toyed with a piece of bacon on her plate.
"Yeah, we did. You still okay with it?" I was almost halfway through my food while she had hardly started hers. I usually ate faster but not to that extent and I was worried something might be up.
She nodded, "I think so. I just... do you think I was any good? I don't have much experience and...." She shrugged and studied the table to avoid looking at me.
I smiled in relief, if that's all she was worried about then everything was probably fine.
"Katie, last night was amazing. I mean I don't have that much experience either, believe it or not, but that was pretty much the best it's ever been for me."
"Really?"
"Swear to god," I said as I raised my hand to take a mock oath. She smiled at me finally, a real smile not one of the weird ones we had been giving each other all morning. "Besides, I can't say I'm disappointed to hear that you haven't been with many other guys."
"Actually, no other guys," she blushed. "You were the first one."
I almost choked on my water. "Wait so that was your first time?"
"Kinda." She was playing with her hair and was once again fascinated by the surface of the table. "I mean I've used a vibrator and stuff before, and I did mess around with another girl a couple times, but I never actually...."
"So I was your first guy huh?" I mused aloud.
"Is that too weird?"
"No, not weird. It's good. It means my little sister is all mine, I don't have to be jealous of any other guys."
She hissed at me as I said the word 'sister' and checked to make sure nobody was listening. It was early though and the place was mostly empty so I wasn't too worried.
"You shouldn't say that, someone could hear," she chastised me.
"What, hear about how I'm fucking my baby sister?" I bit back a curse as she kicked me hard under the table. I deserved it anyway. "Seriously though? We probably should decide what we're going to be in public; if we're going to be brother and sister or if we're going to be a couple."
Katie visibly considered it for a couple minutes then looked resigned as she came to a conclusion.
"It wouldn't work. If we pretend we aren't related we'll eventually run into someone who already knows us."
"Yeah, you're right. Can't take that risk," I agreed. "Still, as long as we're at my house we can pretty much do whatever we want."
As soon as I said it images started forming in my mind; all of them involving my sister with significantly fewer clothes on. The way she looked at me I knew she was having similar thoughts.
"I'm pretty much done here..." she said in a thinly veiled suggestion.
"I'll just go pay and meet you in the car," I replied as I slid out of the booth.
I managed not to crash on the way back although I was distracted enough that I did come pretty close to jumping the curb a couple times. Katie was out of the car and inside the house ahead of me and lead me directly to my room.
"It's closer," she explained as if I cared.
She was already pulling her shirt off as I closed the door and locked it. Nobody else was around but it still felt safer somehow.
There was no slowly pulling off each other's clothes, no gentle embracing. We each stripped as fast as possible, or at least as fast as possible while trying to watch the other the whole time. As soon as we were both naked I tackled Katie onto the bed and kissed her hard. She moaned low in the back of her throat and I felt her hands already fumbling with my cock trying to guide it to her pussy.
"Are you ready?" I asked, not wanting to attempt penetration if she wasn't wet enough yet.
"I've been ready since we left the restaurant," she said. "You should have felt my panties, they were soaked. Just the thought of what we're going to do...."
Sure enough she was more than ready for me and she sighed happily as I entered her for the second time. She didn't cling to me so desperately this time, she lay back and let me move at my own rhythm.
"I love feeling you inside me," Katie murmured.
Her breasts looked inviting but were in an awkward position for me to suck on so I settled for kissing a line across her neck to her shoulder. She seemed to appreciate it and ran her fingers lovingly through my hair.
"Still can't believe we're actually doing this," I said.
"Mmm I know, we're bad," she giggled. "But it's so good."
I shifted my body slightly and Katie stiffened beneath me.
"Ooh, keep doing that," she begged.
I obligingly held my position as best I could and soon watched her orgasm roll over her. The look of contentment that came over her face was so beautiful I would have tried to repeat it if not for my own overwhelming need to cum. I increased my pace as I felt the warning signs approaching.
"Gonna cum in your baby sister? So bad," she cooed.
I buried myself deep inside my sister's pussy and felt my semen shoot into her. She smiled at me as I rolled off of her onto my back. We lay side by side for a little while recovering before Katie spoke again.
"You know, if I'm going to live here you're going to have to help me move all my stuff."
"I think I can live with that," I replied.
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I was lying on my bed staring at the ceiling and feeling sorry for myself for the third night in a row. The girl troubles of an eighteen year old guy still in highschool were not that critical in the grand scheme of things; I fully understood that yet somehow the thought did little to cheer me up. I rolled over onto my side and tried once again to think of something else, anything else, just to take my mind of her for a little while.
Andrea had been my girlfriend for almost two years and things had been going really well I thought, particularly as I watched the constant string of breakups happening around me. Then her family decided to move away. Some bullshit about her father's job I guess, I hadn't really paid attention at that point of the conversation. She had been as upset as I was over the whole affair but there was precious little we could do; neither of us were independent enough to leave our families and live on our own.
"Hey Alex," came a soft voice from the doorway.
Even with my back turned away from her I recognized my older sister's voice immediately, she must have finally gotten home. The day Andrea actually left it hit me pretty hard and, naturally, the one person I could have talked to about it wasn't around.
"Hi Megan," I mumbled back.
"You want to talk?" she asked.
Mom had no doubt told her what happened as soon as she walked in the door, it would at least save me the trouble. I wasn't really sure if I wanted to talk though, I was getting to the point where I almost enjoyed the self-pity in a weird sort of way.
"You miss her pretty bad, don't you," she said without really making it a question.
I nodded and felt Megan sit down on the bed behind me and reach out to ruffle my hair the way she did sometimes.
"It's stupid, I know," I said. "Just a highschool crush, we probably wouldn't have lasted anyway. Even people who get married don't last very long."
"But now you'll never know," Megan said with that note of understanding in her voice that I loved to hear.
My parents loved me and they did their best to empathize with me but they were a different generation and they just didn't understand. Megan was different; she didn't always have advice for me but she listened and, more importantly, she never judged. That was the main thing that set her apart from my parents and even my friends, I could tell her the most embarrassing and terrible things I'd done or thought and she wouldn't so much as flinch.
"Yeah, that's part of it I guess," I said.
I returned to my previous position on my back and looked up at my sister. She was sitting with her knees pulled up to her chest and looking at me with a completely neutral expression.
"It's not really a big deal though is it," I continued. "People are starving and dying all over the place and I'm whining about a girl. Suck it up, right?"
"Alex," she said slowly, "just because yours isn't the worst problem in the world doesn't mean you're not allowed to care about it. It's okay to be sad that Andrea's gone, even I'm going to miss her."
I felt tears welling up and blinked them away quickly. Megan wouldn't care but I hated to cry even when I was alone, it made me feel pathetic. Or maybe it was just because I only cried when I was already feeling pathetic, hard to say.
"I dreamt about her," I said quietly. "The past two nights I wake up and she's in the room with me, it seems so real. She doesn't talk or anything even when I talk to her. Then I try to touch her and I realize she was never there." I snorted, "more of a hallucination than a dream I guess, since I'm awake and all."
Megan nodded thoughtfully and I noticed she was chewing on a few strands of her hair in the corner of her mouth. Usually that was sign she was focused on something and not paying attention to what she was doing.
"Sometimes that happens to me," she said. "When I'm stressed or worried sometimes I get hallucinations like that. One time I woke up and was convinced there was a massive hole in the floor. I had to go to the bathroom but I was terrified I would fall if I got out of bed. I think I ended up actually jumping off the end of the bed where I thought it was safe. Funny what you remember sometimes isn't it?" she finished, smiling at the bizarre memory.
"Yeah," I agreed, forcing a weak smile of my own.
"Anyway, think you'll be okay?" she asked.
"I think so, probably just going to sulk for a while then I'll be fine," I told her.
"Alright, well I'll be around if you need me," she said as she got up to leave.
"Thanks Megan," I said before she made it out the doorway.
"Anytime little brother," she called back.
****
Just like the previous two nights I woke up disoriented in my darkened room. Andrea was standing beside the bed watching me and I smiled happily at her.
"You're back," I whispered.
"Just checking on you," she whispered back. "You were making noises like... I don't know, bad dream maybe?"
She ruffled my hair fondly the same way Megan always did and I enjoyed the feeling for a moment before realizing what was different.
"You talked," I accused her.
"Yeah, so?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
"You never talked last time Andrea, how come you can this time?"
She paused for a long moment, long enough for it to dawn on me that she had touched me too. When I had tried to touch her the previous two nights she had simply vanished like a ghost. Pushing my luck I reached out and gently felt her arm. It seemed solid and, better yet, she stayed exactly where she was.
"Maybe your imagination's just getting better," she said softly.
"Maybe," I agreed. "Can you stay with me a while?"
"Sure Alex, just for a little while."
She lay down next to me on the bed facing me as I shifted to give her enough room.
"I'm glad you're here," I told her. "I miss you so much already."
I leaned in to kiss her and felt her hesitate for a second before pulling away. I frowned in confusion and backed off.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing, just... it's nothing," she said.
I tried again and this time she didn't back away when I kissed her, although she didn't seem to be responding much either. Then again, I reminded myself, she was just a figment of my imagination. I stroked her bare arm up and down and felt her slowly relax under my hand. When she seemed calm enough I reached for her breast and gently cupped it in my palm.
"Alex!" she protested as she grabbed my wrist.
"Shhh," I hushed her.
Even with her loose grip around my wrist I began fondling her breast delicately before pinching her nipple a little roughly the way she liked it. I heard her gasp and smiled to myself before pulling my hand free of her fingers and sliding it down across her tummy. Her legs were bare which I found odd since I could have sworn she had been wearing pants when she climbed into bed with me but I didn't dwell on it long. It was just another inconsistent detail to remind me that it wasn't really Andrea in my bed, just a facsimile created by my mind.
She was tensing up again as I caressed her thigh and slowly worked my hand under her shirt. Still I was unprepared for her reaction when my fingers reached her panties.
"No!," she yelled sharply.
I jerked away instantly as though I had been burned. She may have seemed reluctant before, but that was a flat out order to stop.
"I'm sorry, I didn't... I'm sorry," I apologized.
Her face softened as she saw how upset I was getting and she pulled my head to her shoulder.
"Hey, it's okay, I'm not mad. Just go to sleep Alex, just go to sleep," she repeated soothingly.
She rocked me gently in her arms for a while and I felt myself gradually calm down before finally drifting back to sleep.
****
"Man that was a weird night," I told Megan the next morning.
"Why's that?" she asked.
"Just the dreams. Hallucinations. Whatever."
We were eating breakfast and I was taking advantage of the time before our parents showed up to talk to my sister before I had to go to school. I was worried my memory of the previous night would bug me all day and was hoping Megan might say something that would help.
"Andrea showed up again," I continued. "It was different thought, more real. Like she was actually there almost. She... she didn't want me to touch her though, I don't know what that means."
"Could be nothing," Megan suggested. "Could just be your brain could only handle so much."
"I don't think so," I said, shaking my head. "I remember she held me after that, like it wasn't the contact that was bad just the, y'know, sexual stuff."
I felt my cheeks get slightly warmer even though Megan didn't so much as blink. It wasn't the mention of sex that embarrassed me, we had talked about that stuff many times before, but when I said it out loud I realized how dumb it sounded that I had tried to fuck the product of my own imagination. Still, I guess if I had been thinking clearly at the time it wouldn't have been much of a hallucination.
"Maybe it's just my subconscious trying to tell me something," I sighed. "Like I wasn't good enough for her." I smiled wryly, "I probably wasn't, you know."
"Don't say that Alex, don't ever."
I was taken aback by how firmly my sister said those words, like the idea that I didn't deserve Andrea bothered her more than me.
"Well, whatever. There must be a reason for it though," I persisted.
"Maybe," Megan said thoughtfully. "Just try not to dwell on it too much, alright?"
"Alright, I'll try," I agreed even as I doubted my ability to follow through.
****
I had a hard time getting to sleep that night, I spent what seemed like hours tossing and turning in my bed. The thought that maybe I really hadn't deserved Andrea while I'd had her surfaced occasionally but really I was more worried about her showing up again in the middle of the night. The memory of how she had reacted when I had tried to touch her really bothered me.
I felt myself being shaken and stared around in confusion. I didn't remember sleeping but the clock on my dresser said it was almost three in the morning so I guessed I must have. Andrea was once again beside my bed, this time with her hand on my shoulder looking concerned.
"You seemed like you were having a bad dream again," she whispered.
"I don't remember having any dreams," I shrugged dismissively. "But anyway, can you tell me something though while you're here? Last night, did I do something wrong?"
"No, nothing wrong. I'm sorry about last night, that was my fault," she said, smiling faintly at me.
She climbed into bed with me and this time I made sure she had plenty of space and made no move to touch her.
"Alex, I love you, you know that right?" she asked.
"Yeah Andrea, I know. I love you too."
She flinched a little as I said her name. That seemed weird to me, if anything I would have expected her to flinch when I said I loved her.
"This might be the last time I'll be here," she told me. "I want you to understand how much I care for you so... we can do anything tonight Alex, anything you want. I won't stop you."
"Are you sure? We don't have to if you don't want to," I replied.
"I'm sure, anything you want just for tonight."
I tentatively reached out and brushed her cheek, it felt as real as last night and this time she didn't back away or tense up at all. When I kissed her lips they parted for me giving me as much access as I wanted. I let my hand fall to her breast and caressed it lightly over her shirt feeling the nipple harden under my touch.
All the things Andrea used to like when we had sex were flashing through my mind and I was determined to make her happy, especially since she said this might be the last time I saw her. I gently kissed her earlobe, barely brushing it with my lips, before nibbling on it as delicately as I could. She moaned quietly as I traced my lips down the side of her neck to the collar of her shirt; that would have to go.
"Sit up a little," I whispered as I found the bottom of her shirt.
With her help I pulled the shirt up over her head and dropped it on the floor. Her breasts were as amazing as I remember, even in my darkened room. If anything I would almost have said they looked better.
"Mmm, you like them Alex?" she asked.
I nodded affirmatively with my mouth already locked on the underside of her left breast where I knew it was most sensitive. She was still completely passive, letting me do all the work, but at least she seemed responsive to my efforts; every now and then she would let out a low moan and squirm a little on the bed.
Eventually I slid down toward the bottom of the bed, stopping briefly to nuzzle her tummy as she lay on her back watching me. Her panties were damp and I breathed in deeply, enjoying her smell immensely as I had so many times before.
"This okay?" I asked with my hands in the waist of her panties.
Again there was that slight hesitation before her answer.
"Mm-hm, anything you want tonight li- Alex," she whispered.
I caught the stutter in her voice but ignored it, the one piece of clothing remaining on her body occupied my entire conscious mind. Slowly, so slowly, I pulled her panties down her legs and over her feet. She lay before me then fully naked and so beautiful to me I could do nothing but stare for a long moment.
"What you going to do now?" she whispered nervously.
Her words jolted me into action and I spread her legs farther apart before leaning in close. She was trembling beneath me and I stopped momentarily to look up at her.
"Are you scared Andrea? Nothing to be nervous about," I promised.
"I know, I'm just... waiting."
I shrugged to myself and leaned back to her waiting pussy. Stroking her pussy lips up and down with my fingers I gradually parted them to reveal her firm clit that seemed to be begging for attention. I gave it a quick lick and felt a surge of satisfaction as I heard the small whimper from the head of the bed.
My tongue danced across her clit, giving her the short, fast touches she liked as I slowly pushed one finger inside her pussy. Her pussy muscles clamped down when my finger was only halfway inside and I stopped for a moment until she relaxed. When I felt her pussy loosen up sufficiently I inserted a second finger and started pumping them in and out without letting up on her clit.
Soon her breathing was becoming noticeably more ragged and her hips were wriggling beneath me. I closed my lips around her clit and licked just the tip in long, smooth movements. I thrust my fingers as rapidly as I dared and kept my tongue in position as much as possible while she came, then sat back grinning.
"Mmm, that was nice Alex," she breathed.
My smile spread wider and I crawled up to kiss her again, letting her taste her pussy juice on my chin. I was so horny at that point and my cock was straining uncomfortably against my shorts. I reluctantly pulled away from my lover long enough to strip them off then climbed back on top of her.
The nervousness had returned to her face but there was also lust evident in her eyes as my cock brushed against her wet pussy. I let my erection slide up and down the entrance to her warm cunt until I felt her hips rocking against me, then gently pushed inside her. She immediately stopped moving and closed her eyes as I worked my way deeper.
"You miss that?" I whispered into her ear.
She didn't say anything but simply nodded slowly in response. I began thrusting my cock in a slow, gentle rhythm inside her pussy letting her get used to my presence. I ran my hand over her breasts as we fucked, alternating simple caresses and swirling my fingertips across her nipples. When her hips began rising and falling to meet my movements I increased my pace, thrusting inside her faster but still not too hard.
"Oh god Alex, keep doing that," she moaned.
I was close to cumming at that point but held on as best I could while maintaining my pace. The fingers of her left hand sank into my upper arm as she buried her face in my shoulder while her pussy convulsed around my cock. I couldn't hold myself back any longer as I felt her orgasm hit but fortunately I didn't need to. My cum sprayed deep inside her still spasming pussy just as her orgasm was beginning to fade.
My arms strained to support me any longer as the last of my semen emptied itself from my softening cock and I barely managed to roll off of her before collapsing. I lay there for a few minutes listening to the sounds of our breathing returning to normal before turning to her.
"Fell better now?" she inquired.
"Yeah," I said. "I really do."
"Good."
****
A few weeks went by after that night and I was definitely feeling like I was over the worst of it. I still missed Andrea sometimes but it certainly wasn't as constant or as painful anymore. I knew the last encounter with her had been a dream, it was pretty obvious afterward even if it had felt so real at the time, but somehow I think it helped anyway.
I found myself spending a lot more time with Megan at least partly because she was, once again, the only girl in my life. She didn't seem to mind me following her around like a lost puppy either, just another testament to how much patience she always had for me.
We were sitting around in her room talking about nothing in particular, me on the bed and Megan at her computer, when I noticed the box on her dresser. I had seen it there earlier and hadn't paid it any attention, but when I took the time to read the writing on the side I realized what it was and froze.
"What?" asked Megan, turning away from the game of solitaire she had been idly playing when I stopped mid-sentence.
Following my gaze she saw what I was looking at and a look of resignation passed over her face. On her dresser was the box for a pregnancy test kit, and it was open.
"I'm sorry," I said and felt myself blushing. "That's none of my business."
"No, it was stupid of me leaving that lying around. I just didn't think... well I didn't think, let's leave it at that."
Megan got up and tossed the box in her garbage can before sitting back down. I wondered if I should leave, the situation was pretty awkward and I didn't know what to do short of hoping it would blow over given time.
"I'm not pregnant," she blurted out finally.
"Oh, okay."
"I just got nervous," Megan continued. "There was a guy about a month ago and...." She shrugged helplessly and visibly tried to gauge my reaction. "You're not going to tell mom or dad, right?"
"Come on Megan, you know I wouldn't do that. I am kind of glad you're not pregnant though," I admitted. "I don't think I'm ready to be an uncle."
"And I'm not ready to be a mom," she replied, seeming a little more relaxed. "Hopefully I won't be as dumb in the future."
It bugged me a little that Megan had even considered that I might tell on her, but I consoled myself with the thought that she was probably just nervous about the whole ordeal. She had been hiding it pretty well up until then, I hadn't even noticed anything different.
****
It wasn't until that night while I was lying in bed that a disturbing thought crossed my mind. I pushed away immediately the first time but it kept returning, just gnawing at the back of my mind.
It was almost a month since the last time Andrea, imaginary Andrea rather, had shown up which would put it about the same time Megan said she might have gotten pregnant. Just coincidence I assured myself, that's all it could be. And yet when I recalled how real Andrea had seemed at the time, how real the sex had been, I couldn't help but think there might be more to it.
Eventually I got tired of the speculation, what my mind was suggesting was not something I should ever think about. Just the thought that I had somehow mistaken my sister for my ex-girlfriend and....



No, it was simple; all I had to do was go ask Megan who the guy was and put the matter to rest. I didn't like prying into her life like that but I was prepared to do it anyway given the circumstances.
"Megan," I called softly as I reached her room.
"Hmm? What is it?"
I must have caught her before she fell asleep since she answered almost immediately. She sat up in her bed and stifled a yawn as I stepped closer to her.
"I need to know something and it might seem a little weird," I explained. "Who was the guy you were talking about? The one from a month ago."
She didn't answer right away so I asked again.
"Megan, who was he?"
A hint of desperation was creeping into my voice that I couldn't fully control. Megan continued to stare at me and I realized that I hadn't been imagining things.
"Alex, I don't remember alright," she said finally.
"Yes you do," I replied numbly.
I felt sick at the thought of what I had done. All the times my sister had been there for me, everything she had done for me, and I had....
"I'm sorry Megan, oh god I'm sorry."
I stumbled away from her into the hallway trying to make it back to my room. I had fucked my sister, that was clear to me now. Looking back it seemed so clear, so many things that should have given it away that I hadn't wanted to see.
I collapsed on the floor beside my bed not having the strength to do anything more than curl up in a ball. She didn't deserve what I had done to her, I could never apologize enough.
"Alex," Megan called softly.
She had followed me to my room, I couldn't understand why she would do that knowing how sick I was. Except... except my sister would never hate me even after what I had done. The thought upset me even more and I tried to curl up further and somehow disappear into myself. No, I didn't deserve to ever see her again, I would have to leave; that was all I could do for her now.
"Alex please look at me."
The sound of her voice cracking midway through her plea almost made me look out of pure reflex. My sister was upset and I instinctively wanted to help, but of course I couldn't. Not this time.
"I'm so sorry Megan," I whispered. "So, so sorry."
She knelt beside me and suddenly her hand was on my head, gently stroking my hair.
"It's not your fault little brother, it was me. You didn't even know what you were doing."
"I should have though, I should have realized."
My eyelids were starting to hurt where I was squeezing them shut so tightly and my arms were beginning to tremble.
"Is it really so disgusting to you, Alex? Does the thought of us together bother you that much?"
The hurt in her voice broke my resolve and I opened my eyes finally. The tears running down her cheeks were the first things I noticed and I moved my hand to wipe them off before realizing what I was doing and jerked back.
"I didn't mean to hurt you," I mumbled.
"You didn't, you never have. I let you do what you wanted, remember? I knew what was happening and it was my decision."
"But why?"
Megan shifted slightly to lean back against the bed and settled in more comfortably.
"Because you were hurting little brother, and I knew I could make it better. It could be my secret and you would never have to know." She smiled a little sadly at me. "It would have worked too, if I'd really wanted it to be a secret."
"I don't understand," I said in genuine confusion.
She looked away for a moment, long enough that I was getting ready to verbally prod her again.
"I was selfish Alex," she said softly. "I got careless and I know it's because deep down I wanted you to know what I... what we did. I hoped maybe someday you would feel the same about me that I feel about you."
She stood up as I stared at her in shock, unable to fully process what she was telling me.
"I know it was a stupid thing to do, stupid and selfish," she said. "But it's done now and... really I just hope you won't hate me for it."
She flashed me another one of those sad smiles and stepped out the doorway. She paused in the hallway and looked like she was going to say something else but stopped herself and walked away.
****
Things were naturally kind of awkward between Megan and me the next few days. She did her best to make things easy on me, she didn't try to pressure me into talking and generally gave me my space. I could tell she was hurting though, it was obvious every time we passed each other in the hallway or had to pretend like nothing was different as we sat around the dinner table. Obvious to me anyway, our parents didn't seem to notice anything different but that could just be because I was looking for it and they weren't.
I missed her too, as weird as that sounds. We still lived in the same house and saw each other every day yet I still missed her. Sometimes I would feel like going to talk to her and would start heading to her room before remembering that it wasn't that simple anymore. For the first time in a long while there were issues between us that needed resolved before we could just sit down and talk like we used to.
Of course I wasn't even sure we could go back to the way things were, Megan had as much as said that I was more than a brother to her but I didn't know if I could feel the same about her. Sure I loved her but she was still my sister and there were lines we just weren't supposed to cross; except of course that we had already crossed pretty much the biggest line there was.
If only she wasn't my sister, or if society had evolved differently somehow, then we could have done whatever we wanted. That was the real question I had to answer, all else being equal what would I want my relationship with Megan to be? When I thought about it like that it seemed simpler; I wanted her to be happy and if that meant we would be closer than before, closer than we should be, then that was okay.
The first time I decided that I was okay with the idea of having sex with my sister I angrily threw the thought from my head and did my best not to think about it again. Gradually I realized that it wasn't just a sick fantasy, I actually was okay with it. If I'd had more time to think about it before confronting Megan I might not have gotten upset at all.
The problem was that I still had to deal with the real world and that meant that my relationship with my sister could never be that way; too many people could get hurt.
"Hey Alex, you in there?" came Megan's voice through my door, startling me from my daydreaming.
"Uh, yeah," I called back.
"The pizza just got here, I'm just going to leave it in the kitchen whenever you're ready," she told me.
"Okay thanks."
Our parents were gone for the evening so Megan had ordered pizza for us. I sighed as I realized that once again she was thinking of me and not forcing me to so much as be in the same room as her just long enough to grab some food. She was so good to me, always had been, and I was being a horrible brother. So what if people could get hurt? Megan was already hurting, and so was I for that matter.
Reaching a decision I made my way downstairs and put a couple slices of pizza on a plate before heading to the living room. Megan looked up at me in surprise as I sat down on the far end of the couch.
"Hey," I said simply.
"Hey," she said back, giving me a small but real smile; the first one in what seemed like a very long time.
We didn't say anything else for a while but I think my presence was enough for Megan. I stole glances at her every now and then and she definitely seemed happier than she had the past few days.
I got up eventually to take my plate back to the kitchen and when I returned to the living room I took the opportunity to sit down right next to Megan. She immediately leaned against me and I wrapped my arm around her pulling her tight to me.
"I'm sorry about the last few days Megan," I whispered.
She shook her head, "no, I understand."
"That doesn't make it okay. You're always there for me when I need you, but I... I reacted badly and I'm really sorry."
Megan snuggled up closer to me until I could feel her hair tickling my neck. I took that as I sign of her accepting my apology even if she didn't think I needed to.
"It doesn't have to be different you know," she said. "I mean, I can't do anything about what already happened but we don't have to ever do that again, not if you don't want to. I'm just glad that you don't hate me for it."
"Honestly Megan I don't know what to think about it. All I really decided was that I want you to be happy, you deserve it."
She gave me a cryptic look for a second then slowly brought her face closer to mine. She kissed me gently, then pulled away to gauge my reaction. Before she could say anything I leaned forward and kissed her more firmly, pulling her onto my lap in the process.
"That didn't take long," Megan said when we broke off again.
"Can't help it, you feel too good."
The feeling of holding my sister so close, her face mere inches from mine, cut through the all the problems I still had not resolved. I wanted to be with her, and if that meant an unconventional relationship then at least we could deal with the consequences together.
I let Megan push me onto my back across the seat of the couch as she manoeuvred herself to straddle my waist. Her hands ran over my chest and then moved downward to slide under my shirt. I pulled her head closer for another kiss and let her hair fall down around us, trapping us in our own little world.
It was only when I felt her try to pull my shirt over my head that I finally grabbed her wrists to stop her.
"Shouldn't do it here," I said.
Our parents weren't supposed to be back for a while but there was no point taking stupid risks. I saw Megan frown as she had the same thought that I did, then she shrugged and stood up.
"Alright, come on."
She gave me a hand off the couch then practically dragged me up the stairs to her room where she pushed me playfully onto her bed. Before I could say anything she had pulled off her top and dropped it to the floor. She then resumed her attempt to remove my shirt as I stared at her bra-covered breasts.
"You can touch them if you want," she said, finally tugging my shirt over my head.
I let my hands roam over my sister's breasts, paying particular attention to the edges that weren't fully covered by her bra and revelling in the feeling of her bare skin. I fumbled with the clasp briefly but actually managed to unhook her bra fairly quickly and let it fall away from her chest.
"You like them?" she asked.
I nodded dumbly and stared at her perfect breasts with their tiny pink nipples poking out at me. Megan let me stare for a minute, then turned sideways to give me a different angle as well as allow her to work on removing my pants. Feeling her fingers around my crotch sent shivers up my spine even before she began tugging my pants down my legs.
Finally I lay naked on my sister's bed, my fully hard cock pointed up at the ceiling with her eyes fixed unashamedly upon it. Her hand reached out but she quickly caught herself.
"Can I?" she whispered.
"I don't think I could say no at this point."
She stroked my cock a few times, letting her fingers run delicately up and down before inexplicably starting to giggle.
"What?" I demanded.
"Nothing. Just, my brother's dick in my hand you know? We're being kinda bad."
"Yeah," I conceded. "That is kinda bad."
"We could be worse though," Megan purred.
She stood up and began swaying back and forth rhythmically as she unbuttoned her pants and slid them down to the floor. I sucked in a long breath as my sister stood before me in nothing but a pair of panties, slowly twirling to let me see her from every angle. It suddenly dawned on me that it was really going to happen, we were going to have sex again.
"Megan, I don't have any condoms with me...."
She stopped moving and gave me a wide smile.
"I'm on the pill now, ever since that night. Well, a few days after anyway." Her smile turned seductive, almost predatory, as she continued. "That means you can have me anytime you want little brother. Don't have to worry about that."
With no further teasing she shed her panties and climbed back on the bed, once again straddling my waist. Her pussy was mere centimetres from my waiting erection and I had to force myself to lie still and not pull her down on top of me.
"You ready Alex? Ready for you big sister?"
I didn't trust myself to speak and instead just nodded affirmatively. Megan lowered herself painfully slowly and I groaned in pleasure as her warm pussy gradually engulfed my cock. I had been inside her once already but actually knowing it was my sister this time made the experience so much more intense.
Finally she bottomed out on me and was still for a moment, practically sitting on my lap. Then she began rocking back and forth on me, letting my cock slip a few inches out before sliding back in. The position was a new experience for me but certainly not an unpleasant one.
Her breasts were awkward to reach from my position so I settled for running my hands freely over her naked legs and ass. Megan cooed happily when I let my exploring hand brush her clit so I left it there and did my best to rub it smoothly even though her movements made that difficult.
"M'gonna cum soon," I warned her.
I could feel my orgasm approaching though it hadn't quite reached the urgent stage yet.
"Okay baby, but just give me a minute first," she panted. "You can do that for your big sister can't you?"
I didn't know for sure that I could hold out that long but I was going to do my best. Feeling a burst of inspiration I thumbed my sister's clit roughly as she rode me harder and almost instantly her mouth opened in an expression of pleasure.
"Oh my god, oh fuck," she nearly yelled, making me glad our parents were still out.
The arrival of my sister's orgasm preceded my own by mere seconds, though the full impact of the fortunate timing was lost on me at the time. Megan continued riding me until both our orgasms subsided then slid off me onto to the bed.
"Wow," I said, unable to come up with anything more eloquent than that.
"Yeah," she agreed.
"So what now?" I asked after a moment.
"Well, we still have about an hour and a half until mom and dad get back," Megan said thoughtfully. "So until then I guess we could do... anything we want."
Anything we want, I liked the sound of that.
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My mother had invited me and my girlfriend to come stay for a few days. She of course 'just happened' to mention that my twenty year old younger sister Elizabeth would be there too and it had been such a long time since the whole family had been together. I'm sure she did miss us but I think the invitation really had more to do with her wanting to meet Rachel, who I had been seeing for just over six months but had never met my parents. Rachel said she was okay with it so I shrugged and told mom we would be there.
The weather actually turned out to be pretty nice while we were there and we spent a lot of time outside. Rachel hit it off quite well with both my parents and my sister but still stuck fairly close to me most of the time. One afternoon were sitting out next to the pool sipping on drinks when she made a comment that almost made me spit mine back out.
"You know, your sister kinda has a nice ass," she said.
A quick glance around the area confirmed that no one else was close enough to hear; dad was still at the barbecue, mom was inside somewhere and Liz had just surfaced from diving into the pool. Presumably Rachel had taken the opportunity to check her out before she had jumped in.
One thing I had never figured out about Rachel was whether or not she was actually into girls. I'm pretty sure she just liked teasing me, and let's face it there are significantly worse ways to be teased, but every now and then she would say something that left me unsure. Like remarking on my sister's ass for instance.
"What the hell Rachel?" I hissed.
She broke out into that weird smile she always gives me when she messes with me and tilted her head a little.
"What's the matter? You know I'm right." I shook my head but she persisted. "You gonna tell me you never once checked her out? Not once?"
"Okay, maybe a couple times," I relented hoping it would satisfy her. "But she's my baby sister, you don't think about that kind of thing y'know?"
"I know, I'm just teasing. You still love me right?"
Rachel whipped out her puppy dog eyes on me and I sighed dramatically.
"You know I do, even if I don't understand why sometimes."
"It's 'cause I'm hot and I put up with you," she explained patiently.
"Oh yeah, that's it."
I smiled and leaned in for her apology kiss before settling back into my chair. Only a few minutes afterward Elizabeth pulled herself out of the pool and I shook my head slightly to myself. I didn't understand the idea of swimming for a couple minutes at a time then taking a break but she seemed to enjoy it so who was I to say anything.
Despite my protests I found my attention drawn to my sister's body as she picked up her towel and dried off. It's not like it was my fault she looked good in a swimsuit was it? Realizing Rachel would be watching me I turned back to her to find her smirking knowingly at me.
"Whatever, you're just jealous you don't have a hot sister," I said.
I closed my eyes and leaned back hoping to avoid any further teasing but was actually surprised by her response.
"I kinda am actually," Rachel said wistfully. "I never had siblings growing up, you're lucky."
She seemed completely serious which, while not unheard of, did throw me off balance a little.
"Well it's not always that great really," I said. "I mean don't get me wrong I love my sister, but I've heard horror stories from other people and even me and Liz don't always get along."
"Always wanted a big brother," she said, completely ignoring me. "I used to have a friend who lived a few houses down the road who had an older brother. I think he was probably my first crush. Bit weird crushing on an older brother figure I guess, but what can you do?" She looked at me with her head tilted slightly. "You think Liz ever thought about you that way? Maybe we could compare notes."
And we were back to the teasing, that didn't take long. I was saved from a conversation I was unprepared to deal with by my sister who came over to join us with her towel draped over one shoulder.
"Hey, what you guys talking about?" Elizabeth asked.
"Siblings," I said. "Rach thinks you're lucky for having a brother."
"Aw, of course I'm lucky. I wuvs my big bwuvver," she said and gave me a big hug.
I noticed immediately that although she had towelled off, her suit was still wet. Her top left a big damp spot on my shirt causing both girls to giggle as Liz sat down on the chair beside us. I didn't really care about the shirt but I was somewhat concerned about the hug. My sister had pressed her boobs into my chest pretty firmly in order to get me as wet as possible and I couldn't help but notice how nice they felt against me; just like if they had belonged to any other girl.
I wished Rachel hadn't said anything because now that I had started thinking about Liz I was finding it difficult to get it out of my head. It would have been nice if there was some mechanism in my brain that would leave me incapable of viewing my sister as anything other than my sister. All I really had was a half-assed self-inflicted mental slap on the wrist anytime my thoughts turned inappropriate.
Fortunately with Rachel and Elizabeth getting along the way they were they could mostly carry the conversation themselves and leave me to my own devices. The only problem was if one of them decided to pick on me the other tended to back them up. Mostly I didn't worry about that so much but Rachel's comments regarding my sister had hit uncomfortably close to home and those kinds of thoughts were not ones I wanted anyone else to know.
****
I made it to bedtime without any further mishaps much to my relief. Rachel and I were sharing my old room which was right next to Elizabeth's. When I entered the room after going to the bathroom I found Rachel sitting on the bed in her nightshirt waiting for me. Oddly she had her hair up in a ponytail which was not something she usually did just before bedtime.
"Hey big brother," she greeted me cheerfully.
"Uh, what?"
"I'm glad you're back, I miss you so much when you're away," she continued. "Do you mind if I stay with you for a while? We hardly get a chance to be alone anymore."
So Rachel was pretending to be my little sister now, what the hell was that about? Unless our earlier conversation hadn't been quite as much about teasing me as I thought. I recalled her mentioning a brother fantasy earlier and despite myself I felt a small shiver run up my spine.
"Yeah, sure," I croaked.
She smiled and scooted over on the bed to make room for me. She lay on her side facing away from me and I instinctively spooned up against her and wrapped my arm around her waist.
"Mmm, you're so warm," Rachel cooed. "I wish we could sleep together every night big brother."
There was a subtle emphasis on her final two words as though she was trying to make sure I was going to play along.
"I bet you do, but I don't think that's all you want."
"What do you mean?" she asked, feigning innocence.
"I mean you jump in my bed with hardly any clothes on, you're being bad aren't you little sister?" Emulating Rachel I stressed the last two words of my question.
"Nuh-uh, I wouldn't do that," she protested, shaking her head.
"Really? I think you would. Are you even wearing panties under your shirt?"
I was gambling a little on that one, but knowing Rachel I didn't think there was much risk of being wrong. When she didn't answer me I knew I guessed correctly.
"Well, aren't you going to answer? Do I need to check for myself?" I asked.
Rachel continued to shake her head into the pillow but made no move to stop me as I slid my hand up her bare leg under her shirt. I took my time running my fingers lightly over her thigh and I felt her legs part slightly for me.
"Just what I thought little sister, you're being a bad girl aren't you?"
"I'm sorry, I can't help that I'm like that. Please don't tell daddy," she begged.
I had to admit this new game was really turning me on. If I had known this was what Rachel was working toward when she had been teasing me earlier I probably would have even played along a little.
"Don't worry baby," I whispered in her ear. "You may be a bad little girl, but you're my bad little girl. I wouldn't let anything happen to you."
"Promise?"
"I promise," I assured her. "I love my little sister and I'm going to take care of her always."
Rachel squealed softly and squirmed against me as my fingers ran gently over her pussy. She usually kept it nicely trimmed but as I explored further I realized that she had shaved her it completely bare. I had no idea when she had found time to do that but I didn't really care either, I was too busy enjoying the feeling of her smooth cunt.
"Mmm, you feel so good down there. So wet," I added as I slid a finger between her pussy lips.
"You like it? I didn't know if it would be okay," she told me nervously.
God Rachel was playing her part well.
"I love it baby. And it's all mine isn't it?"
"Yes," she hissed as I slid a second finger inside her. "It's all yours, anytime you want. No one else will... ooh," she trailed off as I found her clit with my thumb.
Rachel moaned appreciatively as my experienced hand worked her toward a quick orgasm. I was beginning to get worried about the level of noise she was making but there wasn't much I could do about it. My free hand was trapped between us and there was no way I was going to stop masturbating her while she was on the verge of cumming; I knew better than that.
Before long I felt the familiar tensing of her muscles as she came on my fingers and I smiled to myself. I was getting pretty good at that. When her moaning subsided and her body relaxed I carefully pulled my hand away from her pussy. Before I could move them far she grabbed them and pulled them to her mouth.
"I made a mess didn't I big brother? Don't worry, I'll clean you up," she said.
First she licked one finger up and down then the other before sucking them both into her mouth. I groaned as she cleaned her own juices off of me and pressed my body in tighter against her.
"Hey, who's being bad now?" Rachel giggled after releasing my hand.
My cock was poking into her butt pretty firmly and I had no doubt that was what she was referring to.
"Don't worry, your sister will take care of you," she continued as she slid down to my waist.
She pulled down my shorts and gasped as my erection sprung free. Her hand was on it almost instantly and she looked up at me mischievously.
"It's so big," she breathed. "I don't know if it will all fit in my mouth."
I knew for a fact that Rachel could get my entire cock in her mouth without much difficulty, but for the purposes of the game I said nothing. She worked it in clumsily, pulling back every so often to give it small licks up and down the shaft with the tip of her tongue. Eventually I caught on that she had no intention of actually giving me a proper blowjob.
"Are you having trouble baby?" I asked. "I know somewhere it might fit easier."
Her eyes widened in a good approximation of shock as she sat up.
"We can't do that!" she exclaimed. "That's..."
"Bad? I know. You're my bad little girl aren't you?"
She smiled happily at me before biting her lip and raising herself up so her hips were poised above mine. Her pussy was so close to my cock I could almost feel the heat coming from it and I had to fight the urge to pull her down onto me.
"Are you sure?" she asked nervously.
"I'm sure. I love you and I want you, it can be our secret."
Rachel looked away from me for a second and I think she actually managed a real blush for a moment.
"Okay, I'll do it for you big brother. Anything you want," she said, the last part barely a whisper.
She had the bottom of her shirt pulled up around her waist giving me an unobstructed view as she sank down onto my cock. I had been inside her many times before but I felt this time I wouldn't last as long as usual, not with how turned on I was. This time she didn't pretend to have any problems and soon my erection was completely buried inside her.
"Ooh," she cooed. "I'm so full, feels so good."
Rachel started rocking on top of me, letting my cock slide out a few inches before disappearing back inside her. I tugged at the bottom of her shirt and without hesitation she pulled it over her head. She leaned forward and placed her hands on the bed to either side of me as she increased her pace. Her eyes had a wild look to them and I could tell she was losing focus on our game.
"I'm gonna cum soon baby," I whispered as I ran my hand up her naked thigh to her ass and back down her leg.
She nodded in acknowledgement but said nothing. I felt my first jets of cum spurt into her pussy moments later and saw a feral smile cross her face briefly before she slowed her movements and finally climbed off me.
"How was that big brother," she murmured as she stretched out beside me on the bed.
"That was good baby, so good."
I enfolded Rachel in my arms and kissed her gently on the top of her head before settling in comfortably.
"That was kinda hot," she whispered, breaking the silence.
"Yeah, it was," I agreed. "I just hope Liz didn't hear it."
"Are you kidding? She's like three feet away through a little-bitty wall, she heard everything."
"Whatever," I said dismissively as I failed to hold back a yawn.
I knew she was just teasing again, but at the same time I worried she might be right.
****
It didn't take long the next morning before I began to suspect that my sister had indeed heard more of our role-playing than I would have liked. All through breakfast I felt as though she was looking at me funny and she seemed quieter than normal. I had to remind myself that I could just be imagining things and the best thing to do was just act normal until I had something more definite to go on.
Rachel of course didn't seem the least bit bothered by the possibility that we had been overheard. Then again, it wasn't her sister we might have weirded out. I was glad she was still her usual talkative self though because between her and mom the rest of us hardly needed to say anything.
After breakfast I retreated to the back yard to try and get at least a little time on my own to think. I had pretty much decided that I wasn't too bothered by the shared fantasy Rachel and I had acted out the previous night. Much as I had never liked to think about that sort of thing, the fact was that it was only a fantasy and wasn't hurting anyone. Besides, even though it was a little sick I could hardly deny to myself that I had enjoyed it. Mainly I just really, really hoped that Elizabeth didn't know what we had been up to. That could be awkward.
"Hey, what ya doing?" called Rachel.
"Nothing. Thinking, you know," I replied as she came over to sit beside me.
"About last night still? Me too," she purred.
"Yeah, but not like that," I said, rolling my eyes. "And they say it's guys who only think about sex."
"Speaking of sex, your mom just went for a walk and your dad's already gone to work...."
She reached her hand out to cup my crotch through my shorts and I had to quickly pull it off. It hadn't escaped me that she had purposefully failed to mention my sister.
"And what about Liz?" I asked.
"Oh, I dunno. Inside somewhere I guess," Rachel replied with a shrug. "Come on, what's the big deal? She already got to listen to us fucking last night."
"You don't know that," I argued unconvincingly.
"Puh-wese big brother," she pouted. "I want to try with my mouth again, I think I can do better this time."
I sucked in my breath involuntarily, her little girl voice was getting better and I had always had a difficult time saying no to her as it was. Seeing my resistance crumbling Rachel knelt in front of me and worked my slowly hardening cock from my shorts. She happily licked and stroked my growing erection until it achieved its full length before wrapping her lips around taking it her mouth.
I groaned and leaned back in my chair as I watched her, my fear of getting caught being replaced gradually by pleasure. Rachel could give an excellent blowjob when she wanted to, and she was doing just that.
My earlier fear turned out to be well founded however as I noticed movement in the corner of my eye and whipped my head around toward the house just in time to see Elizabeth closing the door behind her. She clearly didn't catch on to what was happening immediately as she took a few steps toward us before stopping short. Rachel, sensing the sudden tensing of my muscles, paused long enough to look up and see what was going on.
"Oh, hey Liz," she called cheerfully before lowering her mouth back over my cock.
I was beginning to understand what a deer caught in the headlights feels; I knew something was happening but I wasn't entirely certain what it was or how I should react. Elizabeth looked at me curiously and took a few hesitant steps closer before locking gazes with me briefly. When I didn't say anything right away she shrugged and sat down on a nearby chair, pulling her legs up to her chest and resting her head on her knee as she watched us.
Rachel, ignoring the silent exchange between my sister and I, had been working steadily on my cock the whole time. Despite my apprehensions at having Elizabeth present her mouth was having the desired effect on me and I was seconds away from orgasm. She dutifully swallowed my cum as it shot onto her waiting tongue then stood up with a contented smile.
"All gone," she chirped.
I accepted a quick kiss before she headed back inside and left me alone with Elizabeth. Belatedly I remembered to tuck my cock back into my shorts and readjust myself, not daring to look at my sister as I did.
"I'm sorry 'bout that," I mumbled eventually.
"Whatever, I could have gone back inside," Elizabeth replied. "Besides, I'm pretty sure your girlfriend's the one getting you in trouble rather than the other way round."
At the neutrality in her voice I risked a glance at my sister. She didn't look upset, but then I supposed if she was upset she most likely would not still be sitting outside with me.
"I'm kind of a sick puppy I guess," she said softly. "I know I shouldn't watch but when I saw you two, you know, doing stuff..." she shrugged. "But then, I'm not the only one who's a little messed up am I?"
At that I knew for certain she had heard Rachel and me. It was almost a let down after all the worrying I had done to find out that she didn't really seem to care that much, but on the other hand it was certainly better than the alternative.
"You don't mind?" I asked to be sure.
"Not really, it's not like I haven't had twisted fantasies of my own over the years. Although I do try to be a little more discreet about them," she added with a smirk.
"Yeah yeah, whatever. It's not like I planned on... any of this," I said, waving my hands in an attempt to make my point more clear.
"I know, I'm just teasing. If it makes you feel any better about being a weirdo, I got off last night listening to you two. You're not the only one."
After her last statement Elizabeth got up and returned to the house once again leaving me on my own. I don't know that her attempt at reassurance actually helped any, if anything I think it left me even more confused as to where we stood.
****
I kept to myself for most of the day even though I understood the danger of leaving the girls alone together. I figured whatever scheming they might get up to against me would be manageable if I could at least get my head straightened out.
In the end I may as well have just hung out with them for all the good introspection did me. My thoughts inevitably turned sexual, mostly focused on Rachel with her hair up in a ponytail and that adorably innocent look on her face that she had used when she was pretending to be my little sister. Sometimes though she was replaced by Elizabeth, and as the day went on I was slower and slower to shake her image from my head.



I consoled myself with the thought that nothing seemed to have changed between my sister and me, and that fantasies that stayed firmly in my mind weren't going to hurt anyone. Even if we had thoughts about each other it didn't mean it would go any farther than that. We could still just be a brother and sister who happened to be a little twisted, that's all. At least I thought we could.
It wasn't until that night that I discovered that the girls had other plans. I had just finished stripping down to my boxers and was getting ready for bed when Rachel entered the room followed closely by Elizabeth. The first thing I noticed was they were dressed near identically in skirts and matching pink shirts as well as each having pulled their hair up into ponytails.
"Hey, what's up?" Rachel greeted me cheerfully.
"Um, not much," I answered slowly.
Warning sirens were going off in my head and I tried desperately to come up with a reason to quickly leave the room. It wouldn't have done any good of course, not when I would have to return at some point to go to sleep, but I wasn't thinking entirely rationally.
"Good, 'cause me and Liz had an idea that we need you for," Rachel continued, nodding her head toward my sister. "We were thinking that it's not really fair that she had to listen to us last night and didn't even get to watch."
"What?" I responded stupidly.
Rachel just stared at me expectantly, knowing full well that I understood what she was getting at.
"Rach, that's not... we can't...." My attempts at forming an argument were failing pretty hard so instead I turned to my sister. "Liz, what's going on?"
"I told you I'm a little twisted didn't I?" Elizabeth shrugged.
"Yeah but still, I mean...."
"Oh come on you big baby," Rachel interrupted. "She's just going to watch, it's not the end of the world. I promise I can make it worth your while," she added.
I resisted the urge to ask how she was going to do that, but it didn't really matter. Not waiting for my response Rachel had taken Elizabeth's hand and pulled her gently closer. There was a moment of silent communication between the girls as they stood face to face before Rachel leaned in slowly to kiss my sister. It was only a brief kiss, their lips barely brushed before they separated, but it was followed almost immediately by a longer one.
As my sister and girlfriend made out in front of me I could do nothing but stare like an idiot. They were obviously doing it just to get to me but that hardly mattered, it was still working. I was struck suddenly by the thought that dressed identically as they were they probably could actually pass for sisters. I resolved to keep that firmly to myself, they clearly didn't need any help messing with me.
Finally they broke apart and turned back to me, both somewhat out of breath but looking quite pleased with themselves. Even without looking down I knew my boxers were tented prominently and that the girls could hardly failed to have noticed.
"I still don't believe you like girls," I mumbled.
"Whatever," Rachel dismissed me cheerfully. "It gets better too."
She looked at Elizabeth and nodded before moving to stand behind me with her arms around my waist. Elizabeth at least now seemed a little bit nervous too which reassured me that she had some hesitation about whatever was going to happen as well.
She hesitantly hooked her fingers in the waist of her skirt then, with a look of determination, pulled it down to the floor in one swift movement. I drew a sharp breath as she stood back up wearing only her panties and t-shirt, shifting her weight apprehensively from one foot to the other.
"Nice, isn't it?" Rachel whispered in my ear.
I closed my eyes and just nodded, not daring to look at my sister as I did. When I reopened them Elizabeth was still in the same position but with a small smile on her face as if she had been waiting for my approval.
After giving me few seconds to stare Rachel guided me to the bed and had me lay down. I focused gratefully on the ceiling as she pulled my boxers down since that meant I didn't have to watch Elizabeth's reaction as my erect cock came into view. Once finished with me Rachel immediately began pulling off her own clothes with none of the self-conscious reluctance shown by either my sister or me. Then again, she didn't have a sibling watching her.
As soon as she finished stripping Rachel attacked my crotch, sucking and licking with intensity driven no doubt by her wanting to put on a show for my sister. Working up my courage I turned my head to find Elizabeth sitting in the chair by the wall, the only other place in the room to sit besides the bed. Her hand had at some point slid beneath her panties and I found myself insanely wishing she had removed them as well.
"See, not so bad," said Rachel, pulling her mouth away from my cock and beginning to reposition herself.
No, not so bad. Fucked up certainly, but I couldn't deny that I was enjoying myself.
Rachel had moved to straddle my waist and as she began lowering herself I once again admired her perfectly smooth pussy lips. It was a good look on her and I decided I might have to suggest she keep them that way.
My attention was temporarily drawn away from the sight of my cock disappearing further inside Rachel's cunt by the sound of Elizabeth's breathing which had become much louder and more ragged in the past few minutes. She had a glazed look in her eyes and her hand was moving frantically under her panties as she watched us. Rachel followed my gaze and smiled.
"Guess she likes it too," she said.
"Mm-hm," I agreed absently.
The sight of my sister masturbating openly combined with the feeling of my girlfriend riding my cock was getting to be too much for me.
"Gonna cum Rach," I whispered.
"Mmm, good boy," Rachel moaned. "That's it, cum in me right where your sister can watch."
I wasn't paying enough attention to know for sure but I think Elizabeth and me must have hit our orgasms at almost the same time. As the last of my cum emptied into Rachel's eager pussy I noticed my sister was leaning back in her chair with a satisfied look on her face.
Not having gotten off yet Rachel rolled off me and soon had her fingers buried in her cunt. With my attention drawn to her I didn't even realize Elizabeth had moved until I felt her weight shift the mattress.
"What are you doing?" I asked her.
"Going to sleep, duh."
My sister curled up next to me apparently with no intention of returning to her own bed. Any other time being naked in bed with her would have been incredibly awkward, but given what had just happened I couldn't bring myself to care.
Eventually Rachel finished up as well and had the foresight to go turn off the light before settling in beside me across from Elizabeth. From the sounds of their breathing the girls both fell asleep with relatively little trouble. I, however, remained awake for quite some time. Partially because I was enjoying the feeling of having two girls in bed with me, but also because I was worrying about what exactly that meant for my relationship with my sister.
****
I was awakened the following morning by Elizabeth getting out of bed. She was obviously trying to move gently to avoid waking Rachel and me but I had been sleeping lightly and even the slight shifting of the mattress was enough to rouse me.
"Where you going?" I mumbled, catching the back of her shirt as she attempted to stand.
"Gotta pee you jerk," she whispered back, swatting my hand away.
I followed her with my eyes as she made her way out to the hallway. She still had on her t-shirt from the night before but as I gazed lower I realized I couldn't see any trace of her panties. My cock twitched beneath the sheets at the thought of her walking through the house completely bottomless but I quickly dismissed it as my simply not being fully awake.
"Mmm, that's a nice sight to wake up to," commented Rachel sleepily from behind me.
"Sorry, didn't mean to wake you," I said.
"S'okay," she replied before falling silent for a moment. "Your sister's still got a nice ass," she said eventually, as if daring me to argue the point again.
Silently I agreed with her, having gotten past most of my reservations on the issue, but I refused to answer on principle.
Shortly after Elizabeth returned and walked quickly back over to the bed. Not quickly enough that I didn't have time to confirm my earlier suspicion.
"Where are your panties?" I managed to ask as she slipped back beneath the covers.
"They were too soggy, had to take them off," she replied as if it was no big deal. "They're on the floor somewhere I think."
I groaned and closed my eyes as my sister snuggled back up to me.
"Goddammit Rach, you're a bad influence on her," I accused.
"Yeah, I know."
I suspect all three of us would have been content to just lay there for the better part of the morning but the sounds of our parents getting up forced us to move. Probably they wouldn't bother checking on us for quite a while, however the consequences of getting caught were more than I wanted to imagine.
For the first little while of the morning I worried that mom or dad would catch on. There was no reason they would of course, but my mind couldn't help playing out various terrifying scenarios anyway. I mused idly that it was a bit of a weird family visit when I spent most of my time trying to avoid one family member or another. Then again, that was probably normal for some people.
Dad had to go to work again before too long, which meant one less person to worry about much to my relief. Shortly thereafter Rachel informed me that she and my mother were going out shopping together. I could understand mom wanting some time alone with my girlfriend but I was less clear on Rachel's motivation.
I was standing at the window watching them pull out of the driveway when Elizabeth walked up behind me.
"Hey Liz," I said. "Mom and Rach just left. I'm kinda surprised you didn't want to go with them."
"Enh, I gotta pack. Have to be back for tomorrow you know."
Something about the way she answered struck me wrong. I was pretty sure she had actually mentioned leaving early that afternoon so I didn't think she was making that up. Maybe it was just something about the way she said it.
I didn't know what else to say so I waited to see if Elizabeth would anything. She also seemed to be waiting for me but eventually gave up with a shrug and turned away.
It occurred to me a few minutes later that she might have wanted to talk to me while we had the opportunity to do so uninterrupted. Certainly there was lots to talk about regarding what was going on between us, but I didn't understand why she didn't say anything if that was the case. Still, if there was anything that she needed to discuss it would be better to do it before she left.
As she said she would be I found Elizabeth in her room in the middle of throwing her clothes in her bag. She glanced over her shoulder as she heard me approach but said nothing.
"Do we need to talk?" I asked bluntly.
"What about?" she replied, giving me a curious look.
"I dunno. It just seemed like there was something on your mind but I could be wrong. Thought I should at least ask."
Elizabeth continued packing for a moment, possibly considering what she wanted to say.
"You gonna come down again next summer?" she said finally.
"Yeah," I nodded slowly. "I probably could do that, have to talk to Rachel of course. Be nice to see each other a little more often."
After I said it I realized that 'seeing each other' now held a somewhat different meaning for us than it used too.
"You'd like that would you?" Elizabeth asked with a raised eyebrow.
"I would," I stated, determined not to backtrack on my words.
"You're going to have a long wait."
Her tone was meant to be teasing, but I don't think her heart was really in it. Whatever was going to happen between us I think we both would have liked more time to work it out. I moved behind her and placed my hands on her hips as she finished with the last of her clothing and zipped up her bag.
"When did you say you have to go?" I asked.
"I planned on getting out a little early, get home around mid-afternoon. Give me some time to myself."
Left unspoken, but implied, was the confirmation that she didn't really have to leave for a little while. Not if she didn't want to. I let my hands slip under her shirt but kept them around her waist, caressing the skin just above her waistband.
"What are you doing?" Elizabeth demanded.
"Just being close to my sister. That's okay isn't it?"
"Being a perv more like," she accused.
"Not the only one," I countered.
My hands were roaming more freely under her shirt, though still not going any further than the soft curve of her tummy.
"They'll be gone at least an hour or two," she mused. "Rachel said she'd call if they were going to be back any sooner."
"Uh huh, and why would she do that?"
Elizabeth turned around to face me, leaving my hands to settle on her back.
"So we could get some time alone," she said simply.
"So we can talk?"
"Come on," she said, rolling her eyes dramatically, "even you're not that slow."
"Try me."
She stared at me a second, then grabbed my wrists and pulled them down until my hands were cupping her butt. The look on her face was one that promised violence if I continued to pretend innocence.
"You sure Liz?"
"Completely. Fucking twisted isn't it." Her fingers played with the hem of my shirt, drawing it slowly upward. "Long time 'til next summer though and I'm not that patient," she continued softly.
I raised my arms and allowed Elizabeth to pull my shirt off over my head. A bizarre feeling of calm took hold as she began gently kissing my chest, completely the opposite of the urgent sense of wrongness I should have felt.
I traced the length of her spine with my fingertips until I located the clasp of her bra. Unable to see it I fumbled for a moment before unhooking it and letting the material fall to the floor without disturbing her shirt.
"If you can get my panties off before my shorts, then I'll be impressed," she said teasingly.
"Even I'm not that good," I replied, shaking my head.
"Oh well, take what I can get I suppose."
Elizabeth lay back on the bed with her legs partially spread and waited for me. I took the time to finish stripping before joining her, aware of her gaze fixing itself instantly on my cock as it came into view.
Demonstrating her lack of patience my sister had already pulled her shorts halfway down her legs before I even reached her. I took over and tugged them the rest of the way off, then knelt between her legs.
"Hurry up," she urged, wiggling her hips on the bed.
I ignored her and took my time to study the damp spot on the front of her panties and breathe in the scent of her obvious arousal. In an effort to speed things up Elizabeth soon began struggling out of her shirt while still lying flat on her back.
"I swear, any other guy I tell to hurry up and fuck me wouldn't hesitate for a second," she complained.
"And how many guys have you said that too?" I asked.
"None of your goddamn business. But if you're gonna be this slow I'll have to go see if I can find one."
Giving in I finally grasped the waistband of my sister's panties and pulled them down to her feet. She lay on her back looking up at me with lust evident in her eyes, lust for her own brother.
"You know we can't go back from this," I warned.
"I know, I don't want to."
Elizabeth sighed happily as I positioned myself on top of her and my erection brushed against her waiting pussy. I didn't tease her anymore, simply guiding my cock inside her and slowly pushing deeper.
"Fuck, so wrong. So fucking wrong," she murmured beneath, watching me beneath half-closed eyelids.
"Mm-hm," I grunted in agreement.
"This is going to ruin me you know, ruin regular sex. Nothing else is going to be quite as interesting."
Her hands seemed to be all over my back and shoulders, tracing my skin with the tips of her fingernails. I was mostly watching her face as we fucked, loving the way the corner of her mouth twitched upward every time I bottomed out inside her.
"Maybe you need to... find someone with a... sister fetish," I panted.
"Mmm, maybe. Something to think about."
We were both approaching orgasm, or at least I assumed Elizabeth was too by the small whimpering noise she had started making. One of her hands moved down to her clit and began rubbing it frantically as she grew closer.
"Oh fuck," she breathed as she came.
The muscles in her pussy convulsed around me as a look of pure ecstasy washed over her face. It was that look that did it for me I think, that look of pure sexual bliss that I given to my little sister. I let my cum spurt inside her as she gazed at me adoringly with a satisfied smile on her face.
I rolled off of her and lay staring at the ceiling for perhaps a moment or two before Elizabeth broke the silence.
"Feels nice having your cum inside me," she told me. "So dirty. Might leave it there for a while, feel it squishing around."
"Oh god, shut up Liz. You're gonna get me hard again and we'll be here all day."
"There are worse ways to spend time though, aren't there?" she asked, crawling over to me.
There certainly were worse fates imaginable I conceded mentally. And besides, it was a long time until next summer.
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I'm not sure exactly when it was I realized my step-father didn't think of me as his kid. I had always considered him to be my dad since he had been around since I was a baby and I never knew my real father. At some point though it started becoming more and more obvious to me that the feeling was not completely mutual. Not that he ever treated me badly growing up or anything, but there were little things that bothered me at times.
It was particularly clear to me when I watched him interact with my younger sister Julie, who recently turned eighteen. She was my half-sister really, but again she had always been a sister to me and that was the way I saw her. When he talked to her there was an obvious affection in his voice and in his eyes that I had never received.
If Julie and me hadn't gotten along the way we did I think it may have become a serious problem. As it was though I couldn't find it in me to resent her. Much like me she considered me to be her brother regardless of what our actual genes were and never made so much as an offhand remark about our parentage.
Which is not to say we didn't ever fight. I don't think anyone who grew up with one or more siblings can honestly say they have never fought about anything. The difference to me was that there was never any serious problem between us that lasted for any great length of time.
Possibly our closeness actually bothered dad because as we grew older he became more and more 'concerned' about us spending too much time together. We were absolutely not allowed to sleep in the same room and even if we did something like stay up late watching a movie he would stay up too until we went to bed despite it making him cranky the next day.
I didn't understand what that was all about until I was probably about sixteen or seventeen. To me of course Julie was not just another girl, but I don't think dad realized that. He didn't consider us true siblings and so he assumed that was the way we thought as well.
In my last year of high school dad mentioned me moving out quite frequently. When I decided to go to the local university however mom overruled him as she usually did when things got too out of hand between us. He grudgingly relented but started keeping an even closer eye on me. Things were only getting worse between us and I knew it was just a matter of time before something happened to really piss him off.
Surprisingly it all came down to an unfortunate choice of outfit from my sister. Julie had gone out shopping earlier that day, apparently to buy more clothing for herself despite already having what I considered a more than sufficient wardrobe. I was sitting in my room messing around on my computer when she walked in to show off her favourite purchase.
"You like my new skirt?" she asked.
I had to turn around to see her and as I did she did a twirl to show it off to me.
"It's okay I guess. I don't know where you think you're going to wear something that short though," I answered.
The edge of the skirt only came down about an inch or two past her butt and I knew dad would have a fit about her wearing it around the house, let alone anywhere else. I wasn't particularly happy about the idea of her wearing it around random guys either when it came right down to it.
"It's for just in case," Julie shrugged. "Never know when I might need something sexy. Besides, I'm old enough I can wear what I want."
"That's what you think."
"Oh right, what are you going to do about it?" she challenged me with a raised eyebrow.
Thinking she made her point Julie turned to leave and as she did I grabbed her wrist and pulled her back toward my bed. As she recovered her balance I quickly moved between her and the doorway, blocking her exit.
"What you think I can't stop you?" I asked.
She smirked and tried to walk past me but I gave her a gentle shove back.
"Hey, let me out," she demanded, with a hint of a giggle creeping into her voice.
"Tell me you won't wear that skirt," I countered.
Julie shook her head defiantly and tried to lunge past me but I grabbed her and started mercilessly tickling her sides where I knew she was most vulnerable.
"Lemme go you jerk," she shrieked, pounding ineffectually at my shoulder.
"You promise?"
"Okay okay, argh, stop it," she said breathlessly as I finally relented.
As soon as I let go Julie made another dash for the hallway. I just barely managed to catch her around the waist and spun around to toss her on the bed. She propped herself up on her elbows and grinned at me as I smiled cautiously back, waiting for her next move.
Her skirt had pulled up when she landed on the bed and the bottom of her panties was clearly visible. That fact barely registered to me until I heard the strangled sound of someone clearing their throat behind me. Then I knew I was in trouble.
"What the hell is going on?" demanded our father, slowly enunciating every word.
"Just messing around," I said, stepping back from the bed.
"I was just showing him my new-" Julie started.
"Julie, out," he said, cutting her off.
"Daddy," she protested.
"Julie!"
She stood up and made her way past me, tossing me a worried glance as she went. She knew as well as I did that I would be catching some flak for this one, never mind how innocent it actually had been.
"I want you out of this house," he told me as soon as Julie was out of earshot.
"Oh for fuck's sake," I said, not bothering to watch my language. "You know we weren't doing anything right?"
"You have a week," he said, ignoring me completely.
"Fine whatever. Might even be nice not to have you looking over my shoulder all the time. You never trusted me at all, did you?"
"One week," he repeated and stalked away.
"Makes me wonder how you'd treat Julie if she weren't yours either," I called after him, baiting him purposefully.
He looked like he was going to stop for a second, but shrugged it off and continued downstairs.
I sighed and flopped down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling. It had been coming for a long time but I still hadn't expected to have to leave so suddenly. I didn't even have clue about trying to find somewhere else to live. I almost didn't even notice Julie quietly reenter the room after a few minutes.
"Sorry," she apologized as she sat down beside me. "I didn't mean for that to happen. I thought he was still outside."
She had changed out of her skirt and into a pair of jeans, probably for the best.
"It's not your fault, it would have happened eventually anyway," I said. "You heard the whole exchange I take it."
"Yeah," she nodded. "But I think me and mom can still get him to change his mind after he cools off."
"Thanks Julie, but it's only going to get worse if I stay around," I said. "Might not be such a bad thing for me to get out of here anyway."
"Oh," she said, sounding disappointed. "Well, if you think it would be better that way...."
She slid toward the edge of the bed as if to leave.
"Hey, that's not what I mean. I'm not going to be that far away, we'll still be able to see each other. And when we do we won't have to worry about him watching us."
"I guess," she agreed reluctantly. "But it won't be the same, I'll still want you to be here."
"I know, but I think we just have to deal with it. It'll be okay," I promised.
****
In the end I stayed just over another two weeks. Mom refused to let dad kick me out until I had somewhere to go and in fact almost certainly would have made him change his stance completely if I hadn't convinced her not to bother. If I didn't leave then something else would no doubt come up to get him pissed off all over again. I really was tired of his constantly monitoring me.
I managed to find a decent apartment, lucked out really considering I had no idea what I was doing. It was small but relatively cheap and I wouldn't have to put up with a roommate. It was even within decent walking distance of home which meant that it wouldn't much of a problem for Julie to come over.
A few days after I had settled in she did just that.
"Why is mom talking about you dropping out of university," were the first words out of her mouth as I opened the door.
"Fine thanks, how are you?" I responded sarcastically.
Julie shot me a look like she wasn't in the mood as she brushed past me into the apartment.
"Alright, alright," I sighed. "Look, I need to pay for this place and I'm just not up to working and going to classes at the same time. Plus paying for said classes at the same time."
"That's no excuse, our parents were still going to pay for school and the apartment."
"Oh yeah, like I'm going to take his money now," I snorted.
"It's not just him, it's mom too and she doesn't want to see you working some crap minimum wage job. Hurts her enough that you and dad can't get along."
I knew mom would be upset about my decision but I hadn't expected Julie to care so much. I could tell by the way she stood that she was prepared to argue this with me as long as it took.
"Look, it's not-" I started.
"At least do it for me," she interrupted.
We stared at each other for several long moments in silent defiance. As I knew would happen right from the beginning I blinked first, so to speak, and turned my head away.
"Please," she pleaded softly.
She walked into my opened arms and hugged me tightly as I returned the embrace more out of reflex than anything.
"Dammit Julie," I whispered. "You know it's hard for me to say no to you."
"I know. It's better this way though, you'll see."
She looked up at me from her two inch disadvantage in height and gave me a tentative smile. I shook my head in exasperation, more at myself than at her, and shoved her lightly away. Her grin grew more confident as she realized that I wasn't really mad at her and she turned away to study the apartment.
"It's not a bad place is it?" she remarked.
"No, it's pretty good."
Julie flopped down on the couch and I moved to sit on the opposite end.
"He didn't want me coming to see you," she said, in reference to our father no doubt. "I'm getting really tired of his problems with you, I'd like to be able to see my brother without having to get written permission first."
She propped her feet up across my lap and I idly lay my hand on her lower leg, letting my finger trace patterns on her skin.
"Sometimes I think he just gets jealous really easy, like he doesn't want you showing affection to any other guys," I mused. "Remember that time you tried bringing your boyfriend home?"
"Yeah," she nodded thoughtfully. "He didn't like that much either."
"Anyway, how're things going other than that?" I asked, deciding it was time to change the subject.
"Pretty good I guess, nothing big happening recently."
We talked a while longer about nothing in particular before Julie eventually had to leave. It seemed unwise to both of us for her to stay too long without a cover story. She promised she would come visit me more when she got the opportunity.
****
It was actually almost three weeks before Julie came over again. As before she didn't bother to call ahead of time, she just showed up at my door again. After greeting me she immediately lay down across the length of my couch with a groan. I smiled in amusement and perched myself on the arm.
"Problems?" I inquired simply.
"Ugh, yeah. Frigging school," she muttered. "Actually, frigging everything as long as I'm at it. You ever have times when everything goes shitty all at once?"
"I believe the process is known as 'being a teenager' in some circles."
"Not helping," Julie said, rolling her eyes at me. "And I thought I was over that, eighteen hardly even counts as being a teenager."
"Eight-teen, teen-ager," I said, exaggerating the syllables. "That's kinda how it goes."
"Whatever."
Julie flipped onto her stomach, perhaps to demonstrate her distaste of my advice thus far.
"It's bad then is it?" I asked a little more sympathetically.
I moved around the couch and sat down on the edge of the middle cushion.
"Not really, not when I think about it," she said eventually. "That's the problem with thinking about things too much; makes me feel like the stuff I care about isn't that important."
"Mmm, it's tricky that way," I agreed.
I started rubbing her back as we talked. Even just applying gentle pressure I could feel how tense her muscles were.
"Anything I can help with?" I asked.
"No, not really," she sighed. "Just felt like talking to someone, don't know why. It's not like there's much you could do."
"Especially when you don't tell me anything specific," I hinted, wondering if there actually was something I could do that she was hesitant to tell me about.
Julie was silent for a few minutes and I continued to simply rub her back for a while since it seemed to be helping somewhat.
"I probably gotta go home soon," she mumbled eventually, clearly not wanting to move.
She stretched out beneath my hands as though preparing to get up, but then settled back in.
"You could stay if you want you know," I offered.
"Oh?" She turned her head and gave me a funny look.
"You'd have to sleep on the couch though," I continued.
"Mmm, I could be okay with that. It's kinda nice right here." I didn't think she was referring to the couch so much but I let it slide. "I don't know if I could get away with it though."
"So what, you have to start living your own life at some point. As rebellions go, it's not that big a deal."
"That's just how it starts. First I stay at some boy's place for the night, tomorrow I'll have a tattoo. By next week I'll passing out drunk every night."
"You might look good with a tattoo though," I mused.
"Okay, okay," she giggled. "But we're gonna have to order pizza or something; I'm hungry and I don't trust your cooking. Or mine for that matter."
"Just as well, I've been living off cereal and sandwiches the past few weeks."
As I got up to find my phone I wondered why exactly I had offered to let Julie spend the night. Not that I wouldn't like having her over, but I knew it could easily cause more problems for us.
****
I got Julie set up on the couch for the night, giving her a blanket and the spare pillow off my bed. I honestly didn't know how comfortable it would be for her but I assumed she would let me know in the morning. If it was too uncomfortable I would probably hear her complaining long before that actually, given the small size of the apartment.
Sometime in the middle of the night I woke up needing to use the bathroom. With my sleep fogged brain I actually managed to forget that Julie was even there until I heard a small noise from the couch on my way back to my room. Realizing I shouldn't have flushed the toilet with my sister sleeping so nearby I walked over to check on her.
Fortunately she was still sleeping, or at least I was reasonably certain she was. Her eyes remained closed as I watched her from over the back of the couch and her breathing was about as regular as could be expected. It had been a long time since I had seen Julie sleeping, outside of a few seconds every now and then when I had to go wake her up. She looked so beautiful, so peaceful, lying there with only her chest moving as she breathed.
I jerked my head away as I realized what I was thinking. I did my best to keep thoughts like that out of my head but I wasn't perfect. Deep down I suspected that what really bugged me about dad's accusations was that I worried he might be right.
It had nothing to do with Julie not being my full biological sister though, that remained irrelevant to me. She would always be my sister and I would always love her as a sister; if I had anything to do with it that would never change. Sometimes though, like that night, I got a feeling like there was something more between us, even if I wasn't sure what.
I sighed heavily and sat down in front of the couch, leaning my back up against it. At least having the apartment meant Julie and I could get some time alone without having to worry about not getting too close. I hated having to constantly be aware of what was going on around us when we spent time together.
"What ya doing?" Julie mumbled sleepily from behind me.
She must have just awakened, but I didn't know if it was because of me or simple coincidence.
"Nothing, just thinking. Go back to sleep," I said.
She didn't say anything else but I did feel her fingers run clumsily through my hair and then down to my shoulder. The next thing I knew she was slipping head-first off the couch and across my legs before sitting up and clutching me possessively like a big teddy bear. Wearing only my boxers I felt a worrying amount of bare flesh slide against my own as she settled in. I did feel the material of her bra against my chest though, so I guessed she must at least still have her underwear on.
"I meant go back to sleep where you were," I said as I wrapped my arms around her waist almost automatically.
"What were you thinking about?" Julie asked, ignoring me completely.
"I don't know, just stuff," I said evasively.
"Thinking about me?"
Sitting out by the couch like I was it was pretty obvious that I must have been thinking about her at least a little bit, why else would I be out there? Besides which, the feeling of her hair moving against my shoulder was getting quite distracting and I doubted I would be able to lie convincingly anyway.
"Yeah," I grunted.
"I think about you sometimes too," she whispered. "'Specially tonight, sleeping on your couch. It's different than at home you know, even though our rooms were right next to each other."
"It is a little different," I added absently.
My hands had minds of their own, wanting desperately to feel more of that smooth, perfect skin that lay beneath them. Julie continued speaking, oblivious, or perhaps not so oblivious, to my growing discomfort.
"It's hard not to think about it isn't it? Almost impossible when dad keeps acting so suspicious of us, can't keep my mind from going there."
She pushed herself back from me slightly to look at me seriously for a moment.
"It wouldn't be so bad would it? I mean not that we... not us necessarily. But just being with someone you know loves you, someone you trust. Why's it have to be such a bad thing?"
"I don't know," I answered truthfully. "But that's how some relationships are seen. They're so often labelled as wrong that even if the two people involved really love each other, no one cares."
"Do you think it's wrong?"
She asked the question so quietly with her head once again buried in my upper chest that I barely heard it.
Had any other person asked me I would most likely have said of course it was wrong without a second thought. I was so used to denying any inappropriate feelings between my sister and I that wouldn't have taken the chance of doing otherwise. With Julie though, with her I felt safe talking about it. And there was no doubt in my mind that she was looking for an honest answer from me.
"It's not wrong Julie, not always," I said.
"Good."
She turned on my lap until she was straddling my legs instead of sitting across them. I jumped slightly as I felt her hand on my semi-hard cock over top of my boxers.
"What are you doing?" I demanded, grabbing her wrist almost instantly.
"It's been poking me in the butt for a few minutes now," she said. "You told me it was okay."
"That's not what I said. It's more complicated than that."
"So how come it's okay for you to feel me up but I can't touch you?"
I wouldn't have called it feeling her up, but I couldn't help enjoying the sensation of her mostly naked body against me. I thought I had been doing a pretty good job keeping my hands mostly in the same place on her back.
Julie jerked her arm free from my grasp as I hesitated. Almost instantly I felt her delicate fingers return to my increasingly full erection. She pulled my cock free from my boxers before I could manage to grab her wrist once again.



A smile crept onto her face that I had no difficulty recognizing; it was nearly the same smile she had when she had shown me her new skirt those few weeks past. It was a game to her now, and this time she knew she was winning. I didn't really want to stop her and my responses to her actions were getting slower and slower.
I grabbed her other hand as she made a predictable move with it and held them both out to the side. Instead of simply wrestling them back from me, Julie shifted her weight onto her knees and shoved her panty covered crotch directly against mine. I groaned in both pleasure and defeat as she ground against me roughly.
"You're not gonna win this one," she told me.
"I know."
I hadn't been ready for this, and I clearly hadn't thought it out nearly as much as my sister had. Nevertheless now that it was happening it wasn't exactly what I would call an ordeal.
Releasing Julie's arms I returned my hands to their comfortable positions on her back. I wasn't nearly so concerned about keeping them stationary anymore and let them roam freely over the area between her bra and panties.
Julie hadn't settled back down when I let go of her wrists and continued grinding steadily on me. I didn't know what material her panties were made of except that they felt really good, slippery but with enough friction that it wasn't all a waste of time.
"God that feels good," I breathed.
"Mmm, it does," she whispered back, her eyes half closed.
I reached up and stroked her cheek, partially just to make sure I had her attention.
"You know I love you right?" I asked once she focused on me.
"Of course I know that," she replied as if it was obvious.
"I just want to make sure you know... it's not that I didn't want this."
She smiled at me and leaned in close.
"I understand. It's not like it was easy for me to figure out."
Then she kissed me. Her lips were so soft on mine, so loving, that I temporarily lost interest in everything else. We barely moved for a long moment and I felt as though I could be perfectly happy just sitting there with her forever.
She pulled away from me finally, her eyes seeming to glow even in the darkened room. Her hand returned to my cock unopposed now that I had no intention of resisting her further. I sighed happily at the sensation of her delicate fingers applying pressure that far outmatched what she had been able to manage by grinding her crotch against me.
"I imagined how it might happen so many times," she told me quietly. "But it's so different from what I thought. So much more real. Almost feels like a dream though, in some ways," she added.
"Don't usually have dreams this good."
Julie gave me a crooked smile for that, then leaned forward to kiss me again. I bit down gently on her bottom lip and heard her let out a faint moan in response. Her fingers curled more tightly around my straining erection as our mouths duelled, her hand moving purposefully toward my release.
I felt my orgasm approaching rapidly and tried to pull my head away long enough to give her a little warning. Julie wasn't having any of that though and followed me dedicatedly until the back of my head hit the couch cushion. Despite that she didn't seem at all surprised when my cum began spurting out onto her exposed stomach. The only indication she had noticed at all was the small sound she made, almost like a satisfied purr.
When I finished she brought her hand up to her face, examining the semen that had landed on it, then wiped it off on my boxers. Rearranging herself into a more comfortable position she settled in against me with her head resting against my shoulder. I was starting to get uncomfortable sitting on the floor but I wasn't ready to get up just yet and assumed that she would move in a few minutes anyway, so I let her be. Instead we fell asleep where we were.
****
The phone rang the next morning at what felt like an ungodly early hour. Judging by the sunlight coming through the window though it was probably quite a bit later than it seemed to me.
Luckily I had left my phone on the table beside the couch last night, just barely within my reach. Julie was still occupying my lap and I don't think I would have woken her up for anything short of a fire.
"Hello?" I said groggily.
"Is your sister there?"
It actually took me a second to recognize my mother's voice on the other end. There was a note of urgency in her tone that I didn't often hear from her, and not even bothering to greet me properly was almost unheard of.
"Uh, yeah."
"Well, your father just left here, he thinks she's at your place. It would probably be best if he didn't find her there."
For all that she didn't like to admit that there were problems in our family, mom was well aware of them and tried her best to smooth things over where possible. I didn't want to imagine what would happen if dad found Julie here, particularly only half dressed with my cum still drying on her skin. Not that mom could possibly know about that part, but still.
"Okay, thanks mom," I said.
Reality had burst back into the world Julie and I had created for ourselves the previous night. I loved her and I always would, but once again there were obstacles between us. We couldn't be together, not properly, it just wouldn't work. Unless we ran away somewhere, away from anyone who knew us. I considered the idea briefly as set the phone back on the table, it definitely held a certain amount of appeal.
As much as I had tried not to wake her Julie began shifting around on me, visibly beginning to wake up. Probably just as well since she had to get up soon anyway. Whether she had heard any or all of the conversation I wasn't sure.
"Hey, you should probably get up," I told her.
"Don't wanna," she mumbled.
"Dad's on his way over, thinks you're here for some reason."
"Well he's right."
Despite her protests Julie did stand up and stretched out from what I'm sure was a somewhat uncomfortable position to have spent the night in.
"How long do we have?" she asked.
"I don't know. He'll be taking his car though, so not long."
"Hmph, I won't time for a shower then," she said as she poked thoughtfully at the dried cum covering her lower stomach.
"Just throw your shirt on over it, it'll be fine. It's been there a few hours already."
"Yeah, I guess."
I watched as she put on her clothes that she had left folded carefully on the floor beside the couch. She seemed to take a little longer pulling her jeans up over her ass than necessary, probably for my benefit.
Once she was dressed I walked her to the door and she turned around just before we got there to hug me. It was a completely normal hug, the same as she would have given me any other time before. Somehow though it mostly reminded me of how much more familiar I was with her body now.
After Julie was gone I threw on a t-shirt and waited. It was only maybe five minutes later when the insistent knocking started signalling the arrival of our father. It was good thing she left when she did. I sighed and tried to keep my expression as neutral as possible while I opened the door.
"What are you doing here?" I asked, predictably finding my father on the other side.
It was somewhat difficult trying to look sleepy, surprised, and suspicious all at once. Fortunately I don't think he was even paying attention to me.
"Where's Julie?" he demanded.
"I dunno, at home? Or no wait, at school I guess," I said, glancing at the lone clock in the room.
"She didn't come home last night, don't think I didn't notice."
He pushed past me into the apartment, looking around wildly as though sheer determination would make her appear.
"No please, come in," I mumbled sarcastically, leaning against the wall without bothering to shut the door.
Not being a big apartment I knew it wouldn't take him long to search it. I didn't particularly like having him looking around my room but I also didn't want to try stopping him.
Before long it became evident to him that Julie really wasn't around. I refrained from tossing him any snide remarks as he stormed out, judging by the look on his face he may even have been more angry not to find her there than if he had.
Alone at last I went into my bedroom and flopped down wearily on my bed. So much seemed to have changed in my life just from one event the previous night. Julie and I needed to talk about it at some point, that was pretty clear to me, but I didn't know when we would next get a chance to be together. She already had to be careful about spending too much time with me and now even more care was needed.
I chuckled softly as I realized dad may have been right about us all along. Although since it was at least partially his fault for putting the idea in our heads, maybe it didn't count.
I sighed as I heard someone knocking on my door for the second time that morning. It didn't sound like dad returning, the knocking was much too gentle for that, but I couldn't think who else it would be.
"It's open," I called, not caring enough to get up.
It was Julie. I should have known because, really, who else was it going to be?
"I thought you left," I said as she made her way into the room.
"Yeah, but I came back," she said, stating the obvious for me.
"Don't you have school or something to be at?"
"Don't you?"
"...okay, I'm prepared to concede the point."
Julie giggled softly and climbed on the bed with me. I was still lying on my back with my legs dangling off the end and she sat down right next to my head. Lifting it up slightly she scooted underneath so that my head rested on her lap when she released it.
"That's kinda nice," I said as she toyed idly with my hair.
"Mm-hm," she replied, paying more attention to getting my hair in order than to me.
Looking up gave me a decent view of the underside of her breasts, what there was to see through her shirt anyway.
"We need to stop this," I said eventually, not quite summoning enough willpower to sit up.
"Why?" she asked unconcernedly.
"Because I'm in real danger of falling in love with you."
"Thought you already loved me. You told me you did last night."
"Yeah," I said, rubbing my face wearily, "but I mean, like, different love. The kind that's way too dangerous for us."
"We could make it work." She sounded absolutely confident about it, as though she held no doubts that everything would be okay. "It's hard right now, but dad promised he'd get me a car when I graduate. We could go anywhere, whenever we want. Or I could sneak over here every night if you'd rather."
"You think he won't notice?"
"Do you care?"
That was an interesting point, I really didn't care all that much what dad thought about me anymore. What he thought about Julie was a different story.
"It's not me that's the worry, it's you. I've already been kicked out."
"If it's my problem then let me take the risk if I want to," she said firmly. "Or else I'm going to have to go home and cry myself to sleep every night 'cause my brother doesn't love me."
I sighed in resignation and threw my arms open in surrender.
"Goddamn you don't play fair," I complained.
"I know," she smiled, bending over to kiss me softly on the forehead. "But at least when I play dirty it's in your interest as much as mine. Anyway, I'm gonna go borrow your shower now, still need to clean up from last night."
So saying, Julie carefully slid back off the bed and headed for my bathroom. I could hear the water running as soon as it came on and the sound quickly began conjuring images in my mind. My sister would be naked in there, naked and wet. It would be so easy just to walk in and, when I thought about it, she probably wouldn't even mind.
I resisted the urge for a little while and simply imagined what she would look like in the shower. The events of the previous night gave me a pretty good starting point, even if I hadn't seen everything.
Finally I gave in and stood up with a groan. It wasn't like Julie would mind if I perved on her a little, or at least I would find it fairly strange if she did considering recent events.
It was only when I reached the bathroom door that I realized I no could longer hear the shower running. That was somewhat weird since I didn't think she would have been done already. Shrugging to myself I opened the door anyway without bothering to knock. Julie was standing in front of the mirror wrapped in a towel and trying to straighten out her damp hair with her fingers. She didn't even turn to look at me as I entered, although that may have been because she could see me in the mirror easily enough.
"You should really learn to knock, I could've been naked in here," she chastised without looking the least bit upset.
"That's what I was going for. Since when do your showers not take forever?"
"I told you I just wanted to clean up a little. It's not like I expect to stay clean for very long."
Her reflection was making definite eye contact with me, possibly to gauge my reaction.
"That's really your own fault," I said as I moved behind her. "I at least made a token effort to stop."
"Very noble of you."
My hands went to her hips and I stood close enough to her that I brushed against her towel. I nuzzled the exposed side of her neck until she gave up pretending like she was still focused on her hair and tilted her head to give me better access.
"That's kinda nice," she said softly.
"Could be even better," I replied, reaching for the top of her towel where she had folded it together.
"Uh-uh," she said, shaking her head and intercepting my hand. "You first."
I didn't fully understand why she cared who went first, but then it didn't really matter that much to me anyway. Julie watched me in the mirror as I pulled off my shirt and boxers, even though her line of sight was blocked by her own body, until I resumed my previous position. Now fully naked with my sister covered only in a towel directly in front of me I could feel my cock hardening and pressed it gently into her butt.
"Okay now?" I asked, once again preparing to remove her towel.
She hesitated a moment but then nodded.
"Yeah, alright. Do it."
I let Julie's towel fall to the floor at our feet leaving her completely exposed in front of me. She actually looked slightly nervous as I studied her body which struck me as odd until I remembered that this was the first time she had actually been naked around me. She hadn't had much on last night but it was probably still a different experience for her.
"God you're beautiful," I breathed, attempting to reassure her.
It seemed to work as she turned around to face me with a small smile forming on her lips. Her grin grew even broader as she took in the sight of my nearly full erection pointed straight at her.
"You gonna put that in me?" she asked innocently.
"That's the idea."
I pushed her gently back against the wall and moved in close until my cock was rubbing her pussy lips every time I shifted. She reached around my neck to pull my mouth onto hers as I let my hands fall to her hips. I was as hard as I could get and it was beginning to get painful having my cock trapped between us the way it was.
"Do you want to go to the bedroom?" I suggested as we disengaged slightly.
"No," she shook her head. "We can later if you want, but here's good for now. The room's not that important."
It wasn't the most romantic of locations but if Julie didn't mind then I didn't either. I stroked her pussy a few times, then slowly pushed a finger inside her to make sure she was ready. I didn't need to worry because she was wet enough already that my finger slid in with no difficulty.
I tried to watch her face as I guided my cock to the space recently vacated by my finger but she had buried her head in my neck. She clutched me tightly and made small sounds of pleasure until finally I was buried completely within her. Only when she felt me stop moving did she look up at me through half closed eyes.
Her hips started rocking back and forth in the limited space available between my body and the wall as I bent down to kiss her again. Taking the hint I thrust back against her, doing my best to stay in synch with her movements.
I closed my eyes for a few moments concentrate purely on the feeling of the whole experience, to try and memorize every detail. This was not something I was ever going to forget regardless, but I wanted to be able to remember it as vividly as possible.
When I reopened my eyes the first thing I noticed was the look on Julie's face and I nearly stopped, thinking I was hurting her somehow. Almost immediately thought I realized that it was an expression of pleasure rather than pain.
"You cumming?" I whispered.
"Mm-hm," she confirmed after a short delay while her gaze slowly refocused on me. "That was so... different. Good though. Really, really good. Are you gonna cum soon too?"
"Why, you tired of it already?"
"No, I could do this all day. I just want to feel it inside me."
"Soon, m'almost there."
After a few moments I felt my orgasm nearing and soon my cum began shooting into Julie's waiting pussy. I slowed down my movement as I finished and finally pulled out of her and stood there unsure what to do.
"You know this is the first time I got to feel cum running out my pussy," she said idly as we watched a trickle of semen make its was down the inside of her thigh. "Makes me feel kind of sexy."
"Well don't be too sexy or I'll never let you leave," I said, only partly joking.
"I'd be okay with that," she replied.
There was a short awkward silence after that, both of us knowing that she couldn't stay all the time.
"Julie, you know that-" I started.
"I know," she interrupted. "We still have things to work out. But we can make it work, I know we can."
As she stepped into my arms and we hugged each other tightly I still wasn't as confident about our chances as she was, but I was more than willing to give it a try.
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My mother and her sister were always pretty close which meant that our two families ended spending a decent amount of time together. We didn't live close enough that we could just pop over whenever, but we got together on most of the major holidays and usually for a week or two during the summer as well. There was a particular cabin on the edge of the woods that our parents liked to rent out that we had been going to for as long as I could remember. The summer after I turned eighteen was no exception.
I tended to enjoy myself most of the time even if the location wouldn't have been my first choice. I liked spending time with my cousins Erin and Laura, and even my sister Megan since we didn't always hang out all that much when we were at home. The four of us had long since grown out of the 'boys against girls' mentality that had left me rather outnumbered when we were younger, and neither had it escaped my attention that the girls had been getting increasingly attractive over the years.
The fact that they were all older than me and therefore had developed physically faster than I had probably contributed somewhat. I was aware that I probably wasn't supposed to pay any attention, but it never seemed particularly wrong to me on a moral level to acknowledge beauty. I was always more worried that I would get caught somehow, that one of the girls would catch me staring at them. I did my best to be discreet but I wasn't perfect.
The "kids", as we still got called by our parents, were mostly in charge of keeping ourselves occupied during those summer vacations. We got quite a bit of leeway as to what we did, even getting the use of a car if we wanted. One common activity for us was to spend a night or two out in the woods by a nearby lake camping, with tents and a fire and everything. The thrill of playing unsupervised with the fire had worn off a while ago, but it was still a good time.
As we headed off into the woods for our traditional camp out, I once again got stuck with the heaviest bag much to no one's surprise. Taking a little longer to get it settled comfortably I ended up lagging behind the girls a little, although I caught up fairly quickly since we weren't moving all that fast.
I ended up walking just behind Laura, who was the closest to me in terms of age being only a few months older. Probably purely because of our similar ages I felt as though I could relate to her better than to either Megan or Erin. I unashamedly let my gaze settle on her butt more than once as we traveled, though I had to be careful because she glanced over her shoulder every now and then to ask me something.
Finally we arrived at the site we had been using for years. The old logs we used to sit on were still there beside the faint outline where we built our campfire. If anybody else had visited the spot since last time it wasn't obvious.
"Alright," said Erin after setting her pack down and stretching, "I'm going to get some firewood. Someone needs to start getting tents set up."
"Aw, we just got here. There's still plenty of daylight," Laura pouted.
"But if we wait it won't get done until we're all too tired to do it properly. We've tried that before remember?" pointed out Erin.
"She's right," added Megan. "And I call firewood duty too."
That left Laura and me to set up the tents. I purposefully remained silent during the exchange because I knew it wouldn't help the outcome either way.
"Argh fine, let's just get this done. I want to go swimming," Laura said as the other two headed off.
"It won't take that long," I assured her.
We had enough practice setting up tents that it really wasn't a big deal, which is not to say I was any more interested in doing it than she was. I simply recognized that it was faster just to get it done than to complain about it, and probably Laura understood that as well even if she didn't show it. We actually finished before Erin and Megan got back which cheered her up somewhat.
"Okay let's go swimming now," she urged.
"We could wait for the other two, they won't be long," I suggested.
"Oh whatever," she scoffed. "They stick us with this job they deserve getting left behind. Besides, it'll give you a chance to perv on me a little more," she added with a smirk.
"Ah, you noticed that," I said, blushing and looking away.
"Yeah, but whatever. I don't care that much," she said, trying to dismiss my concern quickly once she realized her teasing might actually slow the process down.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, not sure of what else to say.
"Come on, don't be such a baby about it." Laura grabbed my hand and tugged me in the direction of the lake. "You aren't exactly the first guy to check out my ass, it's not a big deal."
Since it seemed like she truly didn't mind that much, I decided to give up trying to apologize and just go along with her. It was, admittedly, kind of a relief to know she wasn't angry about it.
I remained quiet during the short walk to the lake, still trying to process the new information. Once we got to the water I knew there was potential for the situation to become awkward once again since rather than bathing suits we usually just stripped down to our underwear. Actually, even having bathing suits might not help all that much.
Laura didn't make things awkward though, she simply started pulling off clothes when we reached the shoreline. She looked back at me as she finished removing her shorts and smiled to see I had only managed to deal with my sneakers and socks. She stood there for a few more seconds, long enough for me to pull my shirt over my head, then walked casually into the water.
"Slowpoke," she called over her shoulder.
"Yeah, yeah," I muttered.
Erin and Megan showed up not too long after I got onto the water as well, helping to distract me from my thoughts. I tried to act casual while they stripped out of their clothes too but I think that just amused Laura even more. She at least didn't say anything, which I appreciated.
With the four of us together things devolved pretty quickly into splash fights and games of how long we could stay underwater without taking a breath. I gradually began to relax and enjoy myself as time went on, almost able to forget I had any problems at all. Until it came time to get out of the water and dry off anyway.
We didn't have towels with us so it was basically just a matter of letting the sun dry us off. I flopped down on the grass beside the shoreline and was joined shortly by Laura. I immediately noticed that her bra had gone semi-transparent from being wet and her nipples were poking rather prominently against the material. From the smile playing on her lips I could tell that she knew it too.
"You're enjoying this aren't you?" I sighed.
"A little. I never realized it was this easy to get a reaction out of you or I might have tried it before." She paused to pull her hair back out of her face. "Besides, I kinda like getting some attention now and then."
"From me? You must be desperate," I joked.
"Says the guy who likes staring at his cousin's ass," she retorted immediately.
I shut up after that, knowing it was not a fight I would win. I just hoped she wasn't planning on bringing it up whenever she wanted to win an argument with me.
****
Later on, after it got dark, the four of us were sitting around our fire when Erin started passing out wine coolers. Being the oldest she had always been the instigator among us, and so naturally had been the one to start smuggling out booze on our camping trips. Not that was such a big deal this year since even Laura and me were almost legal, and I suspected our parents knew about it as well.
I wasn't much of a drinker but I accepted the offered cooler anyway. They actually tasted alright and I wasn't in the mood for being teased about not taking one. I ended up downing two more before feigning being more tired than I was and crawling into my sleeping bag in one of the tents. I hoped maybe I would feel better after getting some sleep, I didn't want to spend the whole time feeling weird.
I listened to the girls talking and giggling for a while before drifting off into a light sleep. I woke up again instantly it seemed when Laura entered and claimed the sleeping bag next to mine, although it must have been longer than that.
"Were you asleep?" she whispered.
"Yeah."
"Sorry," she giggled. "Erin and Megan took the other tent, so you get me tonight."
I stayed silent and wished she had phrased her statement a little bit differently. Laura seemed to be just tipsy enough not to think about what she was saying, but not to the point of being truly drunk.
"You should have stayed out there a little longer," she continued after winning her fight with the zipper on the sleeping bag. "Our sisters totally made out."
"How many drinks did you say you had?" I asked after a short pause, thinking I must have misjudged her inebriation level.
"No really, they...." she paused briefly in thought. "Well I don't remember exactly how it happened, but I'm not making it up. I think your sister was a little more drunk than she thought she was."
"What and Erin wasn't? She went along with this too if I understand correctly."
Laura didn't answer for a moment and I started to think she had fallen asleep on me.
"You know she's into girls right?" she finally said.
"Who Erin, seriously? No, how the hell would I know?"
"I dunno, I just thought you knew. It never occurred to me that you didn't. You probably shouldn't say anything to the parents though, she still hasn't told them. Ours or yours."
"Shit, that's... wow I just don't even know what to think."
"Does it bother you?"
"Well, not really," I replied thoughtfully. "I mean it's not like it's any of my business what she does. Still seems a bit weird her and Megan doing... whatever it was they did."
"Yeah, I guess," Laura said quietly.
"It's too bad it wasn't you and Megan, it would have given me something to throw back at you next time you make fun of me about checking you out," I teased.
She didn't say anything after that and I just assumed she was tired. I hadn't slept very long but it seemed to have been enough that I didn't feel like going back to sleep immediately. Instead I let my thoughts drift toward the idea of Megan and Erin making out, and tried to imagine what it would look like. Times like that I knew I deserved every accusation of being a perv that I got, and probably more still.
A little while later I heard Laura slip quietly out of her sleeping bag and make her way to the front of the tent. I turned my head to watch her just as she started unzipping the entrance.
"Where you going?" I asked.
She looked back at me startled as though she thought I had been asleep, probably a fair assumption given how long I had been lying there.
"Can't sleep," she said. "I'm gonna go for a swim. Never went at night before, always wanted to go swimming in the moonlight. You know, romantic girly shit."
"Oh, okay."
I settled back down and waited for her to go, but instead she remained in her crouched position for a moment and fiddled with the tent flap.
"You want to come too?" she asked finally.
I was tempted to say no, I had managed to get pretty comfortable where I was and felt like I was almost to the point of getting back to sleep. There was something in the way she asked though, like she wanted me to say yes more than she let on.
"Alright, sure," I said.
The air was a little cooler than it had been during the day, but still warm enough that I wasn't worried about being too cold when we got back out of the water. The thought did lead me to another potential problem though.
"How are we going to dry off after?" I asked.
When the sun had been out it hadn't been an issue, but that wouldn't work in the middle of the night.
"Skin'll dry fine," she replied. "Anything else, you're on your own."
I didn't grasp immediately what Laura meant until halfway through taking my clothes off when I realized that she had removed her bra and was starting to pull down her panties as well. I stood there looking like an idiot as she ignored me completely and glided into the water.
"So what was this all about? Just to see my reaction?" I asked as I joined her finally.
We were standing where the water came just up to our necks. Laura had been staring up at the moon while she waited for me but now turned back toward me.
"I planned on being alone to start with," she pointed out. "But I decided there's something I should probably tell you, something that might help explain things. Maybe I shouldn't say anything though, I don't know."
"You know I won't tell anybody, whatever it is," I assured her, guessing at the reason for her hesitation.
She watched me silently for a long moment before finally speaking again.
"Alright, well you know how I said Erin's into girls before?" she asked.
"Yeah, so?"
"Well... me and her did stuff a few times. Sex stuff I mean."
"Oh."
I had definitely not seen that one coming and was unable to come up with anything that seemed like a proper response. Laura had gone back to staring at the moon, probably to avoid looking at me.
"So when I say it doesn't bug me that you check me out sometimes, I really mean it. I've done worse," she whispered.
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," I said slowly. "Wait, so does that mean that you're into girls too? Not that it's any of my business," I added hastily when I realized that my question sounded like an accusation.
"I dunno. Some of them sure, but not to the extent my sister does or anything. I still prefer guys most of the time."
"And does that have anything to do with why you invited me along?"
"Maybe," she shrugged. "I'm in kind of a weird mood tonight. I don't really know what I want."
I put my hand on her shoulder, feeling her bare skin underneath my palm. I hadn't exactly forgotten that we were both naked beneath the surface of the water, but I still felt a shiver run up my spine at the reminder.
"What happens if I don't know either?" I asked.
"Then nothing happens, I suppose."
Her lips seemed to shine in the moonlight, I wanted to kiss her so badly then. It would be so easy to forget that she was my cousin, to forget that back in the real world we couldn't be together.
Instead I let go and drifted away from her slightly. Part of me was hoping she would force the issue, that she would make the decision for us. I wanted to but I couldn't bring myself to be the one to break that barrier.
We stayed in the water for a little while, swimming around or floating wherever the small currents took us. The mood had changed though, there was a tension between us that was making me rather uncomfortable.
"I think I'm gonna get out now," I said finally.
"Yeah, okay," Laura replied, heading for shore as well.
She strode back onto dry land ahead of me, almost seeming annoyed. As soon as she reached our clothes she bent down to start getting dressed.
"Shouldn't we at least dry off some first?" I asked.
Despite the tension between us, I couldn't ignore the fact that my cousin was completely naked and no longer obscured by the water.
"Enh, whatever. It's not my clothes getting wet."
As she straightened up I saw that she had put on my shirt rather than hers. She then bundled up her clothes in her arms and waited patiently for me. I gave up and pulled on my boxers and shorts, leaving me still topless which didn't seem to bother Laura at all.
"At least you look hot in that," I remarked as we started heading back.
My shirt was bigger on her, but not enough that it came down farther than the edge of her butt by more than an inch or two.
"Didn't take you long to get back to perving on me."
"Hey, it's not that I don't want to do anything else. It just seems, I don't know...."
"Wrong?" she suggested.
"No, not really. It's more...." I waved my hand in the air as if it would help, then sighed helplessly. "I have no idea what I'm trying to say."
"So what's new?"
We soon made it back to the tent and crawled inside. Once Laura had climbed back into her sleeping bag she squirmed around briefly then held out my shirt to me.
"Here, you can have it back now," she said.
"Yeah thanks."
It was a bit damp as I expected it to be and I threw it to the side to deal with it in the morning. Laura rolled over to face away from me as I did, obviously not planning on talking to me anymore.
"I should have just kissed you, shouldn't I?" I finally said into the silence.
"Yeah, you should have," she confirmed. "But it's not really your fault, I don't even know what I expected. I had it built up in my head like it would work out somehow."
"And that's the thing, I don't know for certain what you want me to do. I don't want to do the wrong thing."
When she didn't respond further I scooted closer to her, hoping wildly I had some idea what I was doing. I unzipped her sleeping bag down to about her waist, then slipped my arm inside until my hand reached her bare stomach. I slowly caressed her tummy until I was certain she wasn't going to tell me to stop.
As I felt my way higher up her body her hand suddenly landed on mine and I expected her to pull it away. Instead she simply let it rest and follow my movements as I tentatively let my fingers continue their path. Finally my palm closed around the soft contours of her breast and I breathed out a deep sigh of relief as she still didn't remove my hand or tell me to let go.
Suddenly she whirled around and launched herself at me, kissing me fiercely before I had a chance to react.
"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I just... I just needed to know."
"You could have just asked," I said.
"It wasn't that sim...." She stopped long enough to let out a deep sigh. "Can we please just leave it for now?"
I nodded my assent and wrapped my arms around my beautiful, naked cousin as she attacked me with her mouth again. My sleeping bag very quickly started getting in the way and the two of us fumbled at until it was opened and nothing else lay between us except my shorts.
"My ass feel as good as it looks?" Laura asked teasingly.
My hands had been running all over her back and down her longs, smooth legs, but I had admittedly been focusing mostly on her butt. After all the time I had spent staring at it I couldn't help wanting to feel every inch of it.
"It's absolutely perfect," I breathed in reply.
"Bullshit, there is no way my ass is perfect. You get points for the answer though."
She smiled predatorily and slid slowly down my body and I felt the warm air from her mouth trail from my neck down to my stomach. She efficiently stripped me out of my shorts and underwear, tossing them toward her pile of clothes on the other side of the tent. Then the warmth of her breath returned where it had left off just above my increasingly full erection.
I jumped slightly when she first touched it, not with her fingers but with her tongue in a quick, testing lick. She followed it with a longer stroke, licking all the way from the base of my cock right up to the tip.
With her mouth held directly at the apex of my erection she delicately wrapped her lips around it and slowly lowered her head. In one smooth, deliberate motion she took me inside her until I could feel the back of her throat. Then, even more carefully, she pushed further until she reached the base of my cock, actually taking part of it into her throat.
"Holy shit," I groaned.
Laura pulled back off of me and sat up grinning.
"You like that? With all the practice I put in it's nice to have someone appreciate it," she said.
"Practice?" I inquired with a raised eyebrow.
"Yeah, just on toys though, just in case I wanted to be able to do it sometime. You're not going all jealous on me already are you?"



"No, not... well maybe a little. I just got worried about how much practicing was going on."
"If you play your cards right I might be doing a lot more in the near future," she promised.
As she raised herself on her knees to straddle my waist I grabbed her hips gently to help steady her. Her pussy grazed the tip of my erection then settled on top of it. With no hesitation she lowered herself until the head of my cock penetrated inside her about an inch, then she stopped.
Initially I had no intention of rushing her, I was happy to let her be in control. After a few moments though I did start to get impatient.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
She leaned forward and brought her finger to my lip where I took it delicately between my teeth.
"Yeah, everything's good," she whispered. "I love feeling you inside me, feeling my cousin's cock in me. God that's so bad. You telling me that doesn't do anything for you?"
"It does, but I don't have that kind of self control. It's really, really difficult for me to stay still here."
"Then don't," she suggested simply.
I took Laura's advice and thrust my hips upward tentatively, then more confidently when she began to respond. She followed my rhythm, matching my strokes from the opposite direction until I was fully inside her.
"Oh yeah, that's it," she purred, arching her back in pleasure.
We continued in near silence for a while and I let my ears focus on the sound of her breathing, punctuated occasionally by a soft moan. All of a sudden her movements became erratic and her pussy seemed to quiver around my cock as her orgasm hit.
"Oh fuck," she breathed.
"Oh fuck is right," I agreed.
Finally Laura pulled herself off me much to my regret, but she hurried to reassure me.
"Don't worry, I'm gonna take care of you too," she said.
Her fingers wrapped quickly around my cock and she lowered her head until I felt her lips touch the very tip. Unlike her showing off earlier she gave a much more standard blowjob, using both her hand and mouth.
I was already primed so it wasn't long before I came, shooting my semen directly into my cousin's waiting throat. She stayed with me all the way, only releasing me when she was certain I was done.
Laura sat back up looking satisfied before stretching out beside me and snuggling up. She pulled her sleeping bag over top of us as she adjusted her position to get comfortable.
"So I guess I should explain about earlier," she said eventually.
"You don't have to Laura. You had your reasons, that's enough for me."
"You're full of shit sometimes, you know that?" she said with a smile. "You already got into my pants, so to speak, you don't have to worry about that anymore." She placed a finger on my lips to stop my protests before continuing. "It wasn't very nice of me to tease you like that and expect you to figure out what I wanted."
"Okay, it was a little frustrating I'll admit," I said.
"That's better." She lay her head down on my shoulder and draped her arm across my chest. "Anyway, back on topic. So Erin is basically the only girl I've experimented with right?"
"Sure," I agreed, not that I could possibly know any different if she was making that up.
"Well, there was one of my friends I was kind of interested in at one point. I thought she seemed interested in me too, but I didn't really have much experience."
She paused momentarily, possibly to figure out how best to explain what she wanted to tell me.
"Basically I brought it up at one point because it didn't seem like anything was going to happen otherwise," she continued. "It wasn't like I was professing my undying love or anything, just sort of hinting that I was up for trying some things with her if she wanted."
Laura sighed heavily and I held her a little tighter to me.
"I think it just freaked her out. We're not really very close anymore, it's hard to be when she cringes every time I so much as brush against her accidentally."
"That sucks," I said.
"Yeah, it does. And it could have been even worse with you. Would have made every family event so awkward."
"You don't think it's going to be awkward imagining fucking each other while we're sitting around with our parents and everyone?" I mused.
"Maybe, but I think I could live with that," she said with a faint hint of a giggle in her voice.
"Yeah, me too."
She gave me a soft kiss then settled back against me and we both drifted off to sleep.
****
I woke up somewhat disoriented the next morning for a second or two, then recalled everything that had happened the previous night. I smiled to find Laura still curled up against me, our tangled bodies covered haphazardly by our makeshift blanket.
If not for the knowledge that we didn't have quite the privacy I would have liked, I most likely would have simply lain there for a while. As it was I could tell it was light out but had no idea what time it was beyond that. There was no way to know how long we had before Megan or Erin decided to come check on us.
"Hey," I said, nudging my sleeping cousin gently. "Come on, time to wake up."
"Mmph," she protested, shutting her eyes more tightly in response to my efforts.
"I know, I know, but we're not going to be able to stay here all day. Not if we don't want to get caught."
"Fine," she grumbled. "Don't know what you're worried about though, they're probably not even up yet."
"Oh yeah? What time is it exactly?" When she didn't answer she confirmed my suspicion that she had no better idea than I did. "That's what I thought, let's get moving."
Laura rolled off me and stretched out the length of the tent, a process I could have watched all day. I somehow managed to tear myself away and locate my clothes which had gotten pushed right to the very edge of the tent at some point. They had dried somewhat overnight and so weren't too uncomfortable.
Finally, both fully clothed, we emerged into the outside world once more. Our sisters had indeed beaten us to it as I suspected they would, and they lapsed into silence from whatever they had been talking about as they noticed us.
"Well, good morning to you two," called Erin cheerfully. "Almost good afternoon, but who's counting."
My sister said nothing and seemed to be staring off into the distance rather than at Laura or me.
"Uh, hey. What'd we miss?" I asked.
"We were talking about staying out here another day if there are no objections," Erin answered.
"Fine with me," I said, glancing at Laura.
"Yeah, me too," she agreed.
"Great, okay Megan you and your brother are in charge of getting more supplies," Erin said. "Me and Laura will take care of things here."
We had breakfast before heading out; despite Erin's teasing she and Megan hadn't been up that long before Laura and I. There was no particular logic to the pairings as far as I could tell, and since my sister still looked like something was bugging her I wished Erin could have at least hinted at what it was before we left. All I could do was try to stay quiet as we walked at least until I could feel the situation out a little bit.
"What?" Megan finally demanded in response to my sidelong glances.
"Nothing," I said. "Just, is everything okay? You seem... quiet."
"I've been trying to figure out how to say this, and mentally swearing at Erin for making me deal with it."
"Deal with what?" I asked, even though I was fairly sure I knew what she was going to say.
"You and Laura," she said simply. "Jesus, you know those tents aren't even close to soundproof right?"
I had indeed been aware of that somewhere in the back of my head. I had not, however, realized that we had been making enough noise to be overheard.
"I guess that makes for my worst kept secret of all time then," I mumbled. "So, what happens now."
"Fuck, like I know. Erin doesn't even seem to care except that she thought you two should know that we know." Megan rubbed angrily at her face and sighed heavily. "I just don't even know what to think."
"Are you going to tell me how it's wrong and everything?"
"No," she snorted. "As if I have any moral high ground there. Laura must have told you about me and Erin last night, she seemed amused enough by it at the time. I'm usually more careful about when we...."
Megan stopped short of actually saying it, but I guessed she meant that hadn't been her first time.
"Erin can be quite persuasive when she wants to be," my sister continued, as if she felt the need to explain her actions.
I nodded at that but didn't comment, unsure of whether Megan knew about Erin's interactions with Laura or not. She might not mind that much either way, but just in case I didn't want to be the one to bring it up.
"So you must understand my position at least a little then," I suggested.
"Yeah, I understand why you two did... well, whatever you ended up doing. And I don't need specifics," she warned as though she thought I might start divulging. "I guess it goes without saying you need to be more careful in the future."
I nodded at the advice that did indeed go without saying. Getting caught by anyone other than our sisters would almost certainly be much, much worse.
"I'm glad you're okay with it," I said after a short pause. "It'll be nice to have someone I don't have to keep it a secret from. And someone I can talk to if necessary."
"Don't know how much good I'd be, I can't even sort out my own life. I still don't know how to feel about what I'm doing with Erin, much less about your problems."
"Talking can go both ways you know, I am here if you want," I offered.
That seemed to get a genuine smile from my sister, albeit a small one.
"Our own fucked up little support group," she said wryly.
"Something like that," I agreed.
Our conversation drifted away from the subject after that, but I think we both felt a little better not having to hide our respective relationships from each other.
****
Erin and Laura were nowhere to be seen by the time we made it back. Our best guess was they had simply gone swimming again while awaiting our return, so Megan and I dropped off the food and clothing we picked up and headed to the lake.
As we approached I started hearing low noises and it took me a moment to realize what they were. Megan seemingly didn't catch on until she stopped short just before leaving the cover of the trees. I had been walking slightly behind her and so was a second later confirming my suspicion.
Our cousins were clearly visible lying on the grass where the four of us had dried off just yesterday. Their clothes lay in a pile off to the side. We didn't have a particularly good angle of view, but seeing Laura on her back with her sister's head between her legs made it pretty easy to figure out what was going on.
A glance at my sister confirmed that she didn't seem all that surprised by what she saw, although her face was difficult to read beyond that. She returned my gaze when she noticed me looking at her and we communicated silently for a brief moment.
"What do you think?" I whispered when it became obvious she wasn't going to say anything.
"I don't know," she whispered back. "I'm trying to decide whether I should go back to the campsite until they're done or... stay and watch," she admitted.
"If they really wanted privacy they would have been a little sneakier than this," I observed.
Megan nodded and bit her lip, weighing her options. I already knew I would stay, my decision made easier by my certainty that the girls had fully intended to be caught.
"Together?" Megan finally suggested.
I nodded and the two of us walked somewhat hesitantly into the clearing. Laura spotted us fairly quickly and gave us a lopsided smile from her position on the ground but did not otherwise greet us. She was visibly busy concentrating more on the pleasure being provided by her sister than she was to the return of her cousins.
Erin glanced at us as we came into her line of view but dedicatedly kept her mouth attached to Laura's clit. She appeared to have one or more fingers inside her younger sister's pussy, though her head was blocking the area too much for me to be sure.
Megan and I sat down with our backs against a nearby rock of a decent size. That left us pretty close to the action, but far enough back to give the girls some space and not interrupt.
What struck me most about the scene in front of me was not how hot it was, oddly enough. With all my previous experience of girl-on-girl coming from porn, what I noticed was the difference it made when the girls involved clearly cared about each other and weren't simply pretending to get each other off. The differences were subtle enough that I'm not sure I could adequately describe even to myself, yet overwhelmingly present at the same time.
It was pretty clear that the girls had been going at it for a while, though it was impossible to know how long exactly. Even as I sat down the gradual changes in Laura's face and movements were apparent as she was finally pushed over the edge. She was strangely quiet through her orgasm, although far from completely silent. Erin stayed with her the whole way with her tongue and fingers working as fast as they possibly could.
Finally Erin sat up grinning with Laura's pussy juices covering the lower part of her face. She crawled up beside her exhausted sister and tenderly kissed her before lying down on her side with her head propped up on her hand.
"Wow," Megan breathed, a sentiment I mentally agreed with. "I'm kinda glad I stayed now."
"You liked that huh?" Erin asked, idly stroking her sister's tummy with her free hand and seemingly unconcerned about still being naked in front of us.
"I know you told me you two did stuff like that, but that was just... so different from what I imagined," Megan continued. "Then again, I'm not really sure what I thought it would look like."
"It was beautiful," I added.
Erin smiled fondly down at Laura who still looked nearly comatose.
"I do love my sister," she said. "It's nice to get some time with her now and then. We've got our own things going on lately, it's been getting harder. I take it you two have never... done anything together," she said, looking back up.
"No," Megan and I said at almost the same time.
"I figured looking was about the extent of how far we'd go," I continued with a sideways glance to better assess Megan's reaction.
"But did you ever want to do more?" Erin pressed. "Like if Megan showed up in your bedroom naked or something. Just hypothetically I mean," she added as she got a glare from my sister.
"I'm probably too horny right now to answer that question safely," I said, trying to make a joke of it. Sensing that no one was buying it I gave up and went for a more honest approach. "Okay, okay. Under the right circumstances, yeah I think I probably would."
"And what about you?" Erin asked, rounding on Megan.
I turned toward my sister cautiously and, to my relief, found that she seemed thoughtful rather than any of the more negative emotions she could have been expressing about my admission.
"God help me, I'm actually considering it," Megan sighed. "You're a really bad influence on the rest of us, you know that," she accused Erin, who simply smiled wider as though it was a compliment.
"This is a safe place Megan," Erin said. "It's just the four of us, no one else ever has to know what happens here."
"They better damn well not," Megan growled in a tone that left me unsure what she was thinking.
My sister, who with her advantage in age had always seemed to understand the world better than I did as we grew up, looked so vulnerable just then. She tried to hide it, but she was visibly unsure what to do and lacked the privacy to work it out on her own time.
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to," I said as I placed my hand on top of hers, trying to reassure her.
Megan looked down at our joined hands, then back up at me.
"Just kiss me already," she said in a voice barely above a whisper.
Without any hesitation I leaned in until our lips met. It was not a particularly forceful kiss, not the sort shared by experienced lovers. It was tentative at first, and little more than confirmation of what we were about to do. Just before Megan pulled away I sensed a growing confidence in her as though she had finally quashed any lingering arguments in her own mind.
"Alright, let's do this," she said, sounding much more certain now of what she wanted.
Megan stood up and grabbed the bottom of her shirt to pull it off. The change in her was incredible; it was as though all she had needed was to stop worrying about the consequences and simply make a decision.
I kept and eye on my sister as I undressed myself, watching each new part of her body come into view. She glanced over at me every now and then as well, but not to the same extent. Only when we were both naked did she take the time to study me.
"Lie down," she said.
I obeyed and settled myself down in the grass on my back letting my long since full erection stick up into the air. I felt the eyes of all three girls upon me, but my attention was solely on my sister. I had unintentionally given myself an interesting angle of view of her naked form; in particular, with her legs slightly spread, her pussy was almost completely unobstructed before me. Seemingly unaware of my interest, or perhaps not caring, Megan moved over me and carefully lowered herself to straddle my stomach.
"Just so we're clear, this doesn't necessarily change anything," she warned. "This may not ever happen again, and I don't want you whining about it."
"No whining, I promise," I said, gasping slightly as her butt made brief contact with my waiting cock.
"Good," she replied, sounding satisfied with my answer.
Megan raised herself temporarily in order moved further down my body, then grasped my cock in one hand. Slowly she brought her pussy into contact with the shaft and rubbed herself up and down on it. I could feel the moisture she left behind on my skin, confirming how horny watching our cousins had made her.
She didn't tease me for long and on one upstroke she simply let herself go a bit higher so that the head of my cock slid beneath her. I had penetrated her by almost two inches before I fully realized what was happening.
"Oh fuck Megan," I groaned as she worked on getting me further inside her.
"That's the idea," came the comment from off to the side.
It sounded like Erin's voice but I didn't turn to check. I wasted only enough of my concentration to lift my arm and extend my middle finger in her direction, never once taking my eyes off my sister. My action elicited only a chuckle from my older cousin.
Using gravity to her advantage, Megan soon had my cock completely engulfed inside her. She rested for a moment, practically sitting on my lap, before leaning forward to take some of her weight on her arms. With her legs now able to move a little more freely she began rocking back and forth on top of me, raising herself up by a few inches then sliding back down in powerful thrusts.
My sister's position meant that her breasts were now rather close to my face, and her torso was stable enough that they weren't constantly being jerked away. I had to crane my neck a little farther than was comfortable but I managed to reach one of her nipples and suck it between my lips.
I felt Megan shift her weight once again and as I pulled my head away from her chest to give my neck a break I could see that she was now leaning on only one hand. Her other hand was down between her legs, furiously rubbing her clit. That combined with her panting led me to realize she was more turned on by everything than I thought. It was understandable though; watching your cousins go at it followed immediately by fucking your sibling for the first time was pretty intense, to put it mildly.



I switched breasts and attacked Megan's other nipple, both because it was enjoyable and I figured it might help her hit her orgasm quicker. It turned out that she had things under control all by herself and it was only a matter of seconds before she cried out and I felt her pussy muscles going crazy. Her breast was pulled away from my mouth as she slumped forward onto my chest.
"You okay?" I asked softly, pulling her hair back from where it had fallen into her face.
"Yeah," Megan replied, her voice cracking even during only one syllable. After clearing her throat she tried again. "I just got carried away there. I don't think I ever wanted to cum so bad in my life."
She rose on unsteady legs and moved back to her spot by the rock, leaning back against it gratefully. While I appreciated that she needed to rest, I still hadn't gotten off yet. As I weighed my options for doing so, Laura snuck up on me from the side I wasn't watching and knelt down beside me. She seemed to have recovered somewhat from before but still wasn't looking particularly energetic.
"Didn't cum yet huh?" she asked. Her fingertips lightly brushed the shaft of my cock making me long for release all the more. "Good, 'cause I still need to claim you."
I wasn't entirely sure what Laura meant by that, but I understood her invitation perfectly as she lay on her back and spread her legs for me. I eagerly climbed on top of her and positioned my cock at the entrance to her waiting pussy. She was still so wet from having sex with Erin that I slid easily inside her, or possibly it was from watching Megan and me. Maybe a little of both.
"I don't mind you and Megan doing stuff," Laura whispered into my ear as I worked myself toward orgasm. "But I want you to cum in me first. So you remember that you're mine."
"I'm not likely to forget," I protested.
"Not for now," she agreed. "But when you go home it'll just be you two, and I can guess what's going to happen then. I know what it's like having a sister around that you constantly want to fuck."
My cock had gotten a bit of a break between girls, allowing me to calm down some. Despite that I was getting close to cumming again and was having difficulty maintaining my train of thought.
"You're okay with it though?" I asked just to confirm.
"Mm-hm, just so long as you make some time for me when we get a chance to be together," Laura smiled. "And as long as you're okay with me totally thinking about you two doing it when I masturbate."
"I think I can live with that," I replied, matching her smile.
Soon after I exploded inside my cousin's pussy, adding my cum to the copious amounts of her own. As I finished I rolled over so as not to put my weight on her, then happily accepted her into my arms as she cuddled up with me.
Finally getting a chance to look around I quickly checked on Megan and Erin, finding them pretty much where I expected them to be. Of the four of us Erin seemed to be the only one to still have some energy left. She had her hand down at her clit, idly working on getting herself off again.
Although we still had the rest of the day free to spend together, I knew that after the end of the week I probably wouldn't be seeing my cousins again for a while. I let my mind wander in order to explore different ways Laura and I could get together a little more frequently, and where we could get some privacy.
"Wat'cha thinking?" Laura asked, apparently noticing my thoughts were elsewhere.
"Just wondering if there's somewhere between our houses we could meet up sometimes," I said. "It's kinda hard without either of us having a car, but maybe there's somewhere we could get by bus or something."
"Aw, you missing me already?"
"Well we don't have that much time together, and who knows when our next chance is going to be."
"Yeah, that's true," she agreed thoughtfully. "We should make the most of the time we do have." Raising her voice so the other two could hear she called out, "hey, how's everyone feel about spending the rest of the week out here."
Getting two quick affirmatives from Megan and Erin, Laura smiled at me.
"There, now we have all week to plan. Maybe some time for other stuff too, if you can think of anything."
Despite everything I felt my cock start to twitch back to life at the suggestiveness in Laura's tone. I ran my hand over her tummy and up to her breast, causing her to giggle softly.
"I'm sure we'll come up with something," I said.
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It was almost eleven and I was still lazing around in bed. Days like this made me especially thankful for Saturdays. Heather, my eighteen year old little sister, must have woken up long before I did since she was nowhere to be seen. She didn't tend to have the same trouble sleeping that I experienced.
As sisters growing up with parents who were all too often not around, we grew closer than perhaps other siblings did. Many of my friends complained about their younger brother or sister and how annoying they could be, but I never felt that way about Heather. Then again, she was a somewhat quiet girl and she respected my space so maybe that was all it took.
Back when we were just kids Heather would sometimes have bad dreams or get lonely at night. I can't remember when but at some point it stopped being mom she ran to, and instead she started coming to my room. I tried to be a good big sister and do my best to help her when she needed it, even if I didn't understand at the time why she came to me.
It was never all that frequent, but every now and then after I was in bed she would carefully open my door and stand there silently until I said it was okay to come in. I don't remember her ever waking me up so it could be she was simply checking to see if I was already asleep. Sometimes, in particular if she had a nightmare, we would stay up talking for a while, but mostly she just snuggled up to me and we eventually drifted off to sleep.
I always assumed she would grow out of it but even now, just a few months shy of her nineteenth birthday, she still slept with me every now and then. Lately it seemed to be happening more frequently than usual but it was probably just my imagination.
The problem was that whatever reason Heather had for continuing to visit me at night, many other things about her had changed. It was a rather large shock to me when I first realized that I had feelings for my sister. Not in a sisterly sense either, but legitimately as another human being to whom I happened to be particularly close.
It was much like discovering I was attracted to one of my friends and constantly being afraid of losing them, only worse. Not only would the potential fallout be even harder on those affected but our relationship was also incredibly unlikely to develop into anything more than it already was, however much part of me might hope otherwise. All I could do was try to appreciate what I had even if doing so led to aggravating obsession at times. The small movements as she breathed or the feeling of her bare legs against mine became fascinating to me to the point where they could easily keep me up for hours.
All of which led my current state of still lying in bed tired even after having slept in as long as I did. The fact that her visits were rare was the only thing that allowed me to keep a mostly normal sleeping schedule.
I eventually did manage to drag myself out of bed and head downstairs. The window in the kitchen looked out onto the driveway allowing me to note the absence of either parent's car. Heather and I would have the house to ourselves, assuming she hadn't gone somewhere as well.
Picking up the faint sound of the television, I wandered farther through the house to the living room. It could have simply been left on by someone, but as I secretly hoped I found my sister sitting on the couch focused on painting her toenails. I could tell right away that she was using more than one colour on each nail, a sure sign that she was bored.
"Morning," she chirped.
"Hey," I answered back less cheerfully, still not fully awake. "Busy day I see."
"Not really," she responded, picking up on my sarcasm but not acknowledging it. "I'm going out with some friends later on, probably be out late. Nothing happening right now though."
"Good to know," I said, lacking anything more to add.
I was starting to get hungry and tried to decide what I wanted for breakfast. Or maybe I would just skip to lunch since it was closer.
"Can I ask you something?" Heather asked suddenly.
"Uh, yeah sure. What's up?"
It had to be something fairly important to her or she would have just asked. That and the fact that she was still staring down at her toes instead of looking at me suggested that it was something she had to work herself up to.
"Were you ever... I mean was there ever a girl you were..." she blurted, stumbling over her words. "Was there ever one you thought you liked?" she finished.
"Yes," I answered simply. "I think a lot of people have at least been curious about stuff like that."
I refrained from telling her that she was one of the girls I had thought about.
"But how do you know?" she persisted. "What if you're not sure?"
"It's not such a big deal these days, mostly. You could always just find someone to try things with. See if you like it or not. I think if you're really into someone you'll probably just know. It's not always a matter of liking one gender and only that gender."
Heather looked thoughtful for a moment then finally lifted her head to meet my gaze.
"So have you, like, kissed a girl before?" she asked tentatively.
"Yeah," I said, nodding my head.
"What was it like? Was it the same as with a guy?"
"No, not really. I mean the basics are pretty much the same, but it's still different. Kind of like different flavours of ice cream," I added, hitting an analogy that seemed to work. "It's probably different with every person too, but from what little experience I have I would say that girls tend to focus more on the kiss. Guys usually seem more interested in what comes after that, although not necessarily on a conscious level."
My sister slowly nodded as she processed what I said as though it made sense to her. I hoped it wasn't completely wrong but, as I told her, I hadn't really been with very many people, let alone very many girls.
"Yeah, that makes sense," she said. "I was hoping for a simpler answer, but I should have known better. I guess I'll just have to wait for an opportunity sometime."
"You could try it now, if you want," I heard myself say.
I couldn't believe I had actually suggested it, the words seemed to come out before I had a chance to think about them. I waited nervously to see Heather's reaction hoping wildly that she wouldn't think it was too weird.
"You mean with you?" she asked, her eyes widening to an almost comical extent as she realized what I was offering.
"Only if you want to," I said. "Just thought it might help."
She hadn't immediately dismissed the idea which gave me some hope. Even if she said no the fact that she hadn't reacted negatively outright meant that my imagined worst case scenarios were fairly unlikely to occur.
"I think maybe... maybe it would be good, just to try," she said, blushing noticeably.
She sounded as nervous as I felt, which at least meant we were in similar mental territory. I shifted closer to her on the couch until our legs were touching.
"Relax," I said, as much to reassure myself as my sister. "It's not going to hurt."
My heart was pounding so hard in my chest I almost worried that Heather could hear it. I couldn't believe that she actually said yes.
Part of me was protesting, telling me that I was taking advantage of the situation for my own benefit. The rest of me quickly overruled the voice of dissent, rationalizing like a professional. I wasn't forcing my sister to do anything, I simply made the offer and she accepted. Besides, it would be a one time thing, after this there was no reason to think it would ever happen again.
"Okay, I'm ready," Heather said after taking a few deep breaths.
She still looked nervous, but defiant too as though she wasn't going to let even her own doubts stop her. I leaned in slowly and, after a small hesitation, she matched my movement.
When our lips met it was like a shock to my system wiping out all other feelings. My sleepiness was replaced by a weird, excited energy and my hunger was completely forgotten. The forbidden desire I held for so long was finally being realized. All those time lying together in my bed when I imagined situations like this but held myself back because of my sense of sisterly responsibility, and now it was actually happening. I held the kiss for several seconds before pulling away. The last thing I wanted to do was be too insistent and scare her off.
Heather's eyes were partially closed and as I watched she reached up to brush her lips softly with her fingertips where my mouth had been. What looked like a hint of a smile appeared on her face which I took as good sign.
"How was that?" I asked.
"Good," she answered quickly. "But it was kinda short."
I held myself back as best I could from grinning like an idiot as my sister told me exactly what I wanted to hear. The way she was responding I didn't feel as though I had to hold back so much and as I kissed her for the second time I put a little more force into it, a little more passion. In return she made a low sound of pleasure deep in her throat confirming that she was enjoying herself.
Since Heather was reacting so positively so far I decided to push a little to see far she would let me go. I stuck my tongue out to where our mouths met and delicately traced the curve of her bottom lip with the tip. At my touch her lips parted slightly seemingly of their own volition allowing me better access. For the moment I didn't let my tongue venture any farther, but I felt certain she would be okay with it if I did.
Finally running out of air I had to break off once again. Heather looked disappointed even though she was panting just as hard as I was. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes had a glazed look to them; she seemed to be getting into it as much as I was if not more. We sat watching each other for a few minutes until our breathing had calmed down to the point where we weren't in danger of suffocating in the middle of the living room.
In a surprisingly aggressive move considering her behaviour so far Heather climbed into my lap and straddled my legs facing me, leaving us even closer to each other than before. Her hands went to my waist, helping to hold herself steady, as her eyes searched mine for any hint of disapproval.
"Still okay?" I asked despite the obviousness of the answer.
She nodded affirmatively and moved her head mere inches from mine where she held it waiting, apparently still unready to fully take the lead. I snaked my arms around her back, reveling in the feeling of holding her so close to me. Not that we didn't get pretty close when we slept together, but that had always been strictly platonic. What we were doing now was overtly sexual and the differences were so very, very important to me.
I gradually lost any sense of time as I focused solely on my sister's body, naturally paying particular attention to her lips as we kissed. We had moved well past the point of innocent experimentation and I'm sure Heather knew that as well as I did even if neither of us vocally admitted it.
I grew bolder as long minutes passed, slowly but constantly taking it further, seeing how much I could get away with. My tongue probed farther into Heather's accepting mouth until it reached its limit; my hands ran freely over her back, then slipped under her shirt to her warm bare skin. Eventually I brought one hand around to her front and caressed the soft curve of her tummy. In the back of my mind I suspected that I was really pushing my luck, but I couldn't bring myself to stop.
If I wasn't already breathing heavily, I would have drawn a sharp breath as my fingers brushed the very bottom edge of her bra. She had to be able to feel where my hand was yet she gave no more indication of it than when my hand had still been on her back. Only when my palm finally cupped her breast did she show any sign of acknowledging it. We sat staring at each other for a moment before she looked down at her shirt, misshapen with my knuckles poking out against the material. She didn't say anything but I sensed I had pushed things as far as they would go. Sliding my fingers longingly against the curve of her breast so as to maintain contact for as long as possible, I removed my arm from her chest and lowered it to rest on her leg.
"Sorry, that was probably a bit much," I apologized.
"No, it's okay," she responded with a shake of her head. "I was really getting into it too. It's just, maybe that's enough for now."
Heather climbed off me and stretched as she stood up. Her shirt pulled up a bit to reveal part of her tummy as she did, and despite everything that just happened I couldn't help catching a quick glimpse of her exposed skin.
"I'm gonna go get ready to go," she said.
I recalled somewhere in the back of my mind that she said she was going out for a while. It seemed like days since she told me, though it had obviously been nowhere near that long.
My initial reaction was to ask her not to go, but I vetoed it immediately. Giving her some space at that point would be better in the long run and it would give me time to calm down as well. I had let myself get too out of control and I would need to restrain myself better in the future.
****
I had the house completely to myself for the afternoon and I fully intended to take advantage of it. As soon as Heather left I was in my room masturbating furiously, the recent images and sensations of my little sister still fresh in my head. A couple orgasms later and I began to feel a little more normal, my residual horniness down to at least manageable levels.
My earlier hunger had returned with a vengeance and eventually forced me out of my room. I noted on my way out that if Heather had returned because she forgot something she could easily have caught me since I left my door open and her room was farther down the hall than mine. As much as I would be okay with that, it was also another reminder that I had to be more careful not to freak her out. Usually I was better about locking my door when I needed 'alone time'.
I grabbed a quick sandwich to satisfy my current most pressing need, then hopped in the shower. With the mood I was in I was unable to resist getting off again with some assistance from the shower head, and I emerged from the bathroom feeling much calmer than I had since I first woke up.
Having no idea when my parents would be back, and not really being sure how long Heather would be gone either, I did take the time to get properly dressed before spending a few hours not doing much of anything. At first I tried to distract myself from my thoughts by wandering around the house and trying to settle into something. When neither my computer nor the tv managed to capture my attention and I couldn't muster enough enthusiasm to go swimming in the back yard pool, I decided maybe being somewhere else would help.
A handful of phone calls later, and an identical number of friends who were either already had plans or wouldn't answer their phone, and I was ready to give up. I retreated to my room and started some music playing on my computer before flopping down on my bed. Being alone at least meant I could play my music as loud as I wanted without getting any complaints and I took advantage of it.
After settling in I closed my eyes and let my mind wander since it seemed intent on doing so anyway. My thoughts naturally focused somewhat on my sister, but gradually drifted onto other related subjects like my past relationships and how different I assumed my life would turn out to be when I was younger.
An indeterminate time later I heard a sound just barely loud enough to be heard above my music, like someone wanted my attention. Opening my eyes I found Heather standing awkwardly at the foot of my bed. I reached over and hit the button on my computer's speakers to turn them off, the sudden silence almost seemed unnatural for a moment until I adjusted.
"Thought you were going to be out later," I said.
"I was, I came home early," she replied.
I scooted over to give her room on the bed and she sat down beside me, pulling her hair back behind her ear and fidgeting with her skirt.
"Weren't having any fun?" I hazarded when she didn't elaborate.
"No, it was okay. But I just kept thinking about this morning and I decided I wanted to be here more," she stated.
"Really?"
"Yeah. I liked what we did, and I know you were just helping me but it seemed like you maybe liked it too. I mean maybe I'm wrong and I don't want to be annoying or anything but..." she trailed off.
"Trust me, you're far from annoying me," I reassured her, reaching out to take her hand in mine. "And you're right, I did like it."
She brightened up upon hearing my confirmation and seemed to lose some of her nervousness.
"I was more worried about your reaction," I continued. "I thought I might have freaked you out when I was feeling you up."
"You did kinda," she admitted. "But only 'cause it made me realize how much I was into it. I had a chance to think it over and I think I'm okay with it now."
"You sure?" I asked carefully. "Even though I'm your sister and everything?"
"I'm sure," she answered, sounding surprisingly confident about her decision. "I know this might sound weird but even when I first thought I might like girls it was because of you, even if I wouldn't admit it to myself. It just feels so good having you hold me as I fall asleep. Or when I wake up before you and I get to watch you sleep for a little while, I always liked that because you seem so happy and peaceful. Stuff like that."
Heather was blushing by the time she finished, embarrassed by her admission but wanting me to know at the same time. It seemed like her experiences when we shared a bed may not have been as disconnected as I originally thought, even if my thoughts had been more sexual than hers.
Still lying on my back I motioned for her to come over to me and after only a brief second of hesitation she slid closer and lay down. Instinctively her head came to rest on my shoulder and my arm wrapped around her waist, each of us seeking the closeness we had so often experienced in my bed. We lay there together for a long moment before I broke the silence.
"You might have guessed already, but I had feelings for you before today too," I said quietly. "You drove me crazy so many nights when I had to lie there with you right next to me, not being able to do any of the things I wanted."
"Sorry," she apologized with a small smile. "If it helps any you can do anything you want now."
"Anything?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Mm-hm. I don't really know what I'm doing, but I trust you. I'm pretty sure you won't take advantage of your little sister... too much."
There was a hint of teasing in her voice as she tried to hide her remaining nervousness from me. I was sure she meant what she was saying, but she still held that fear of the unknown that everybody seems to experience at times. I would just have to see if I could help get her mind off it.
I gently pushed Heather's shoulder to roll her onto her back and she complied unresistingly. After levering myself up to my hands and knees I decided to start with kissing her since I already knew she liked that. Already she seemed more comfortable with it and not nearly as passive as she had been earlier. Her tongue met mine almost as soon as my lips opened and I followed her lead, letting her take control when she wanted to.
"I want to take your shirt off," I told her after a few minutes.
Heather just nodded and sat up a little to help me pull it over her head. Our mouths had been separated for only a matter of seconds, but still it seemed too long and I was upon her again as soon as her shirt was out of the way. My hands now had nearly free reign over her upper body, her soft skin lay bare beneath me except for the one area I most wanted. Her bra had to go just as soon as I could tear myself away again long enough to deal with it.



Seeming to sense my intentions, my sister surprised me once more by arching her back and reaching around to unfasten her bra without me so much as having to suggest it. My hand actually trembled slightly as I pulled away the small, yet significant, piece of material from her chest and gazing upon her naked breasts for the first time.
They were small and as perfect as I could possibly have hoped, fitting beautifully on her body. Her lips, recently the main focus of my attention, were forgotten as I lowered my head to one breast while simultaneously caressing the other with my hand. I sucked happily on her nipple for a minute, then switched to the other one. I felt like a kid who just got the two best toys ever and couldn't decide which one to play with.
It wasn't long before Heather was squirming around underneath me and squeezing her legs together trying to combat her excitement. More than once I watched her hand stray toward her skirt before she caught herself.
"Are you going to spend all day playing with my boobies?" she finally asked, clearly hoping I would move on.
"Why, you have something else in mind?" I teased. "Something else you want me to play with?"
"Don't be mean. You're getting me all horny and if you don't fix it soon I'm just gonna have to go deal with it myself," she threatened.
She tried to look as though she meant it even though it was quite possibly the most obviously empty threat I had ever heard. In other circumstances I might have called her on it, but given the current situation it wouldn't accomplish anything.
"Don't worry baby, I'm gonna take care of you. How 'bout if I take some clothes off first, would you like that?" I offered.
"Yeah," she mumbled.
I still wasn't giving Heather the stimulation she craved, but her desire to see more of my body was at least temporarily overriding that desire. I smiled to see her eyes fixed on me as I lifted my shirt over my head in one smooth motion and tossed it on the floor. Now certain I had her attention I turned around and started on my jeans, taking my time to give her more of a show. They weren't a particularly tight pair since I had intended to simply lie around the house all day, but I pretended to have difficulty getting them off and wiggled my hips back and forth far more than necessary as I slowly pulled them down my legs.
At some point, perhaps unconsciously, Heather's hand had slipped under the waistband of her skirt as she watched me. She whimpered pathetically as I dragged it back out and set it firmly on the bed.
"Just hang on baby," I whispered in her ear. "It's going to be worth it I promise."
I knew my sister didn't have the willpower to sit still for very long so I quickly removed my bra and moved between her legs. The expression on her face as she stared at my breasts was probably similar to the one I had made when I saw hers.
As soon as my fingers latched on to her skirt her hips lifted up off the bed making it easy for me to remove it. Soon all that remained was her panties and even though they really weren't anything special, at that moment they were the sexiest pair I had ever seen. Within seconds they too were tossed carelessly to the side.
Heather's pussy was shaved wonderfully bare which I hadn't expected, and I almost paused to admire it. There would be time enough for that later on though, first I needed to take care of my sister like I promised.
Not bothering with anything fancy, and not wanting to risk further teasing, I quickly found her clit with my tongue and inserted a finger easily into her hungry pussy. I got a massive sigh of relief for my efforts and a moan of approval as I added another finger. I worked up to a steady rhythm with my hand as I finger-fucked my little sister and kept my tongue flicking over her clit to give her as much stimulation as I could.
As I expected, in the state she was in it didn't take long at all for Heather to get off. A small thrust of her hips was all the warning I got before my fingers were squeezed in a death grip by the contracting muscles surrounding them. Her legs thrashed around to the point where I gave up trying to maintain contact with her clit and simply watched her orgasm play out. Once she finally calmed down enough I resumed sliding my fingers in and out of her, but kept my movements slower than before. Just enough to keep at a moderate level of excitement.
"Better now?" I asked.
"Mmm, yeah," she answered. "I never needed it that bad before."
I smiled to myself and settled back in at my sister's pussy, once again appreciating her perfectly smooth skin. Since I had more freedom to take my time now, I paused occasionally from licking her clit to just nuzzle the soft flesh below her waist. Even though I kept my pussy shaved as well and could easily feel it whenever I wanted, it just wasn't nearly the same experience.
Despite not being as obvious about it I was getting to the point of needing release fairly soon too. I wished I could get my free hand down between my own legs, but with the position I was in there was no way to manage it short of abandoning Heather and I didn't want to do that when I could sense her approaching another orgasm. I increased the pace of both my tongue and fingers causing a gasp from my sister at the unexpected increase in stimulation.
I felt a small surge of satisfaction as she came once again on my fingers. She may not have been the most difficult girl in the world to please, but I wasn't terribly experienced either. All in all I thought I was doing pretty well.
As soon as Heather seemed to be done I rolled away from her and frantically slid my tired fingers, still covered in my new lover's pussy juices, under my panties. Being much more familiar with getting myself off than someone else, and also being much hornier than usual, I don't think I even lasted as long as my sister did on her first orgasm. I came explosively mere moments later and lay on my back panting, finally allowing my hand to rest.
I didn't feel like I wanted to move for a very long time, and fortunately I didn't have to. Heather, having recovered somewhat in the interim, gathered up the blanket that had been kicked onto the floor at some point and crawled over to me. She delicately removed my now very damp panties before spreading the blanket out over us both and curled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder.
"Next time you're going to let me have a turn on you, right?" she asked.
"Yeah baby," I smiled as I idly stroked her hair. "You'll have lots of chances for that, I promise."
****
I lay on my bed cuddling with Heather for an indefinite amount of time, never quite falling asleep but not fully awake either. We each took the opportunity to explore each other's bodies a little more, letting our hands slide slowly over naked skin and soft curves. There was no need to rush anything, we had nowhere to go and it felt as though we had all the time in the world.
Eventually though the passage of time had it's effect and I felt stomach begin to protest. Thinking back I realized I had only really eaten that one sandwich all day, it was no wonder I was hungry again.
"Hey," I said, nudging my sister gently. "You hungry? I probably need to go eat soon."
Heather giggled as my stomach rumbled as if to emphasize my point. She carefully extracted herself from where we had become tangled together and sat up. The blanket fell away as she stretched out and I felt the thrill of seeing her beautiful, naked body once again.
"Sounds good," she replied.
She was already searching for her clothes by the time I struggled free of the blanket and, as I watched, she bent over triumphantly to pick up her shirt. I failed to repress the shiver that ran up my spine as her cute little butt was completely exposed to me for a moment, but did somehow manage to restrain myself from pulling her back to bed.
As I surveyed the clothing scattered across the floor and decided it might be easier just to grab a new outfit, I noticed Heather was standing by the door waiting for me wearing only the shirt she had recovered. It only came down to her waist leaving her pussy completely uncovered, yet she didn't seem to be concerned about that.
"Aren't you going to wear anything else?" I asked.
"Why, you think I need more clothes on?" she pouted.
"I would love for you to run around half-naked," I assured her. "But I have no idea when mom and dad are getting back and it seems like a bad idea for them to see you like that."
She tilted her head slightly, then smiled in understanding.
"Oh, I never told you did I? I was up before they left, they're not going to be back until probably tomorrow evening."
Turning away from me she opened the door and walked out into the hallway, glancing behind her to see if I was following. I shrugged and gave up on getting dressed, it probably wouldn't be worth the effort anyway.
Lagging behind my sister at least gave me an excellent view of her playfully swaying hips all the way to the kitchen. For all that she gave the impression of being far too innocent for it, she seemed more than capable of pushing my buttons when she wanted too.
"So what do you think?" Heather asked, opening the fridge to assess its contents. "There's not much in here. There's probably some cans of soup or something on the shelves, or like spaghetti maybe. Or..." she paused briefly to check the freezer. "There's half a pack of hotdogs in here and a frozen pizza. Could throw the pizza in the oven, it's easy and it'd give us about twenty minutes to do whatever."
The 'whatever' was clearly an invitation, and watching her walk around naked from the waist down like it was completely normal had put me in the mood to accept.
"Works for me," I agreed.
Heather got the oven ready and the pizza cooking before turning to me. I grabbed her wrists and backed myself up against the counter, pulling her along with me. Once I had something supporting me from behind I brought one of her hands to my pussy and held it there for few seconds. Her eyes went wide at first, then she broke out into a wide grin.
Remaining standing only long enough to shed her shirt, my little sister was soon kneeling in front of me staring directly at my waiting pussy. She seemed fascinated by it and reached her hand out to hesitantly stroke my smooth pussy lips.
"So what do I do?" she asked, looking up at me adorably.
"Just licking it's a good start, and you can put a couple fingers in once you know it's ready. You always want to make sure it's wet before doing too much of course. Basically just do what you think would feel good to be done to you."
As I tried to think of any more advice I give, Heather nodded and leaned in toward me. When her tongue first made contact with my skin in was even more tentative than her fingers had been, but soon she was licking eagerly at my increasingly wet slit. I was briefly concerned that something was wrong when she stopped suddenly, but she soon looked up at me smiling.
"I never tasted anyone else's pussy before," she told me. "It's kinda nice."
"Mmm, it is isn't it?" I breathed.
I lovingly ran my fingers through her hair as her small, warm tongue continued to work on me, worming it's way between the folds of my pussy lips. When she could get no farther, she withdrew her mouth and slowly pushed an exploratory finger inside me. She looked up at me again with her digit halfway inside me, this time for my approval and I nodded reassuringly at her. With growing confidence she inserted a second finger and gently moved them in and out as I had done to her earlier.
Heather continued licking the top part of my pussy even as she finger-fucked me and I felt a jolt of pleasure every time her tongue accidentally made contact with my clit. My orgasm was building up inside me, but I needed more to get me there.
"Harder," I urged. "Don't worry about hurting me."
She obeyed instantly and her arm began thrusting significantly faster as her fingers pistoned inside me. I wished there was something more substantial at hand for her to use but nothing presented itself. I made a mental note to show her some of my toys in the near future.
Perhaps sensing that it still wasn't quite enough, Heather used her free hand to expose my clit and all of a sudden I felt her tongue focusing madly on it. That was all I needed and I came hard on my sister's hand, grabbing onto the counter with both hands to steady myself.
Once it was apparent I was finished Heather stood up facing me, my pussy juices evident on her beaming face. I pulled her closer and kissed her passionately, tasting myself on her lips.
"I love you baby," I whispered.
"Mmm, I love you too," she replied.
We held our embrace for a long moment, then slowly released each other. The timer on the oven was counting down from thirty, and as Heather turned away to check on the pizza I couldn't help thinking about all the things I wanted to do with her. The nights we spent together were going to be a lot more fun for both of us.
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I sighed heavily as I flopped down on my brother's bed, not caring how obvious a ploy for attention it was. Ryan glanced over his shoulder at me, then turned back to his computer. It seemed like having his little sister barging in unannounced the way I tended to should have been irritating but he rarely seemed all that annoyed. Maybe he was just used to it.
"What's up Ash?" he asked.
"Well," I started, "it's Friday night and I'm sitting around at home. So basically nothing's up. That's the problem."
"Ah," he said, as though that explained everything.
I waited for him to continue but he remained silent.
"I'm almost surprised you're not out with one of your many adoring girlfriends," I said, hoping to provoke a response. "They all busy?"
"Something like that," he agreed, not taking the bait. He did at least turn his computer chair to face me. "I'm pretty sure you're not really concerned about my love life though."
"Yeah, mostly just mine," I admitted. "Or lack thereof. I don't get it, my friends don't seem to have any trouble finding boyfriends, how come I do?"
"I wouldn't worry about it. You're only eighteen, you've got plenty of time. There's lots of guys you haven't even met yet."
"Yeah yeah," I muttered, hearing the same advice I'd received more than once before.
When I thought about it a little more however, I realized he might have a point even if it probably wasn't the one he intended. There were indeed a lot of guys out there.
"Do you think it's me?" I mused. "Am I just being to picky? I mean, I know there have been a couple who were interested, I just didn't really like them enough to want to be with them. Maybe I'm hoping for too much."
"Fuck no," he answered immediately. "I know what boys are like around your age, I used to be one of them. Mostly they're exactly as immature as they seem. I don't want to see you with some asshole just because you think that's your only option."
As if the couple years between us made all that much difference. Maybe things would get better in time, but I wasn't counting on any miracles.
"Maybe it is my only option though," I insisted. "You can't know."
Ryan stood up and leaned over me where I was still lying on his bed.
"Yes, I can," he stated as though it was unarguably true. Then he kissed me.
It was only a soft kiss, and it was over almost before I understood what was happening. Still it was enough to confuse the hell out of me.
"I'm gonna go get something to drink, you want anything?"
He was standing up again and looking down at me as though everything was completely normal.
"Uh, no thanks," I said stupidly.
I watched him go even as I continued trying to process what he'd just done. It was bizarre feeling to have my older brother kiss me, but it was even weirder to feel disappointed that it had been as brief as it was.
It wasn't as though I had never done anything with a guy before. I had exaggerated slightly about my complete inability to get a boyfriend, it was more a matter finding someone I wanted to spend time with for longer than a date or two. The problem was that unlike any other time I could think of, this kiss had actually felt like I had always assumed they were supposed to; like the other person involved actually cared about me. Granted that could simply be because I knew my brother wasn't just trying to get into my pants and maybe that's all it was. Maybe I was reading more into the whole thing than I should.
It's not like Ryan meant anything by it I'm sure, most likely it was just an attempt to reassure me. Like a comforting hug that got pushed a little too far. It probably didn't mean anything more than that.
I hung around for a while when he got back hoping he might say something, let me know what he was thinking. Our conversation mostly stayed on other, safer topics however and I ended up going to bed both slightly frustrated and a lot less certain of the world around me than I would have liked.
****
On Monday I got home just before supper time after spending a few hours at a friend's house after school. The rest of my weekend had passed by slowly, if uneventfully, and I hadn't quite managed to work up the courage to talk to Ryan. The memory of him kissing me still lurked constantly at the back of my mind.
As I passed by the living room I noticed my brother sitting on the couch watching tv. I almost kept walking but I knew I needed to talk to him sometime and it might be less awkward doing so somewhere other than in his bedroom. Pretending like I just happened to be passing by, which I sort of was, I casually walked in and sat down beside him.
"Hey," he said.
"Why'd you kiss me?" I blurted out, not trusting myself to work up to it slowly.
Ryan stared hard at me for a second, then glanced over his shoulder to make sure neither parent was in earshot. I already knew they weren't and also knew from experience that we would probably hear them coming before they could make out what we were saying.
"Because I wanted to," he said simply.
I raised an eyebrow at him giving him a look like there had better be more to the explanation than that.
"What do you mean you wanted to?" I asked.
"I mean I love you and I don't want to see you unhappy. It's not that complicated." He let out a deep breath. "Although, looking back, kissing you may not have really been the best way to go."
"I dunno, I kinda liked it," I admitted.
He gave me a strange look and for a second I regretted saying anything.
"So did I," he finally said. "Doesn't mean we should."
Ryan turned away from me, making me think he was done talking. I was okay with that since I had the information I'd been after. Now that I knew he felt at least partly the same way I did, I at least had something to work with.
I jumped a little when I felt his hand land on my knee but didn't otherwise move from where I sat. I was wearing a skirt that had ridden up a little when I sat down and his palm lay on the bare skin of my leg. He didn't look at me but pretended to be interested in whatever show was on, making it difficult for me to know exactly what he was doing.
His hand started making little circles over the area just above my knee, stopping occasionally to squeeze gently with his fingers. Shrugging to myself I scooted closer to him just a tad, ignoring how my skirt rode up farther on my legs. I spread my legs a little wider at the same time and tried to relax as his hand started working its way slowly up the inside of my thigh.
I wondered how far he would go or, perhaps more to the point, how far I would let him go. Ryan said it himself that we shouldn't be doing this, or maybe that we shouldn't be enjoying it. Something like that. Yet I loved feeling his hand on me despite the gnawing certainty that whatever he was doing, it was wrong. Letting him do it to me wasn't much better either.
Suddenly I heard footsteps in the hallway and almost bolted from my seat. That would have been more suspicious than simply remaining where I was however and I managed to keep my reactions in check.
"Pass me the remote," I hissed.
Ryan didn't even question it and handed the remote to me with his free hand, still stroking my leg with the other. I started flipping channels purely to give me something to focus on and to try to look like that was the only reason I was there. The footsteps grew closer and I knew it had to be dad not only from the direction he was coming from, but also from the sound; mom stepped much softer than he did.
Fortunately he didn't come in and soon there was nothing but silence from behind us once more. All he would have seen was the back of our heads from the hallway anyway. I risked a peek over the back of the couch to confirm before turning back to my brother.
"Almost thought you were going to run, felt you tense up," he said.
"I wonder why," I muttered. "You know how much trouble we could be in, even if we haven't really done anything."
"I know," he confirmed.
Of course he knew, we both knew. Yet here I was sitting next to my brother with his hand up under my skirt where we could easily be caught if we weren't careful. Once again I faced the problem of how much I was okay with, how far I would let Ryan go. His hand had been steadily making its way toward the very top of my leg and all of a sudden I felt his finger brush against the material of my panties. I held my breath waiting to see if he would continue, simultaneously hoping and worrying that he would.
"Supper!" I heard mom call.
I bit back a sigh of frustration as all my anticipatory energy dissipated almost instantly. I should have known we didn't have that much time but somehow it hadn't registered properly. Ryan stood up with a final squeeze of my thigh and headed to the table not looking nearly as irritated as I felt. It wasn't fair getting interrupted like that, not in the middle of something so important to me. Then again, given that I had just been letting my brother feel me up, maybe it wouldn't hurt to take some time to regain my senses. Maybe it had been a case of temporary insanity or some other bullshit excuse.
As soon as I stood up I knew I was just kidding myself. I felt the damp spot left on my panties as the material shifted and it served as a physical reminder of just how good it had felt having his hand on me. Wrong or not, I wanted to experience that feeling again.
Getting through supper was predictably awkward, sitting directly across from Ryan and trying not to behave abnormally. Luckily I don't think our parents noticed anything was up and I made it through unscathed.
I got stuck with doing the dishes afterward and, in a move that would have been unheard of most days, Ryan actually stuck around to help. Granted I why he did, but I saw mom give him a curious look before shrugging and leaving the room. He cleared off most of the table and piled the dishes on the counter as I ran some water in the sink and started washing plates.
"That skirt looks good on you," he said after a few minutes.
I looked over to where he was standing against the counter watching me and actually felt myself blushing slightly. I couldn't even think of the last time he'd remarked on my outfit, let alone as a compliment.
"And here I thought you were only interested in what was underneath it," I said.
"That too," Ryan agreed.
He stepped around behind me and my heart started beating faster as I waited for several agonizing seconds for him to do something. I was almost ready to turn around when his arms wrapped themselves around my waist and he stepped in closer toward me until I felt his chest just barely make contact with my back.
"How far were you going to let me go back in the living room?" he whispered.
I shrugged, honestly not knowing the answer to that any better than he did. After a moment his hands dropped from my waist down to the bottom of my skirt, one on each leg. It was getting increasingly difficult for me to concentrate on the dishes I was supposed to be washing and I soon gave up, instead bracing myself against the counter on either side of the sink.
My skirt got pulled up higher and higher with each passing minute, Ryan's exploring fingers one again approaching the area where my legs joined. We were far more exposed this time however and I started to worry about the possibility of getting caught out here with nothing to hide behind. Already the bottom of my skirt was bunching up around my waist where my brother's wrists had forced it and I knew that would be hard enough to try and explain. When I felt the waistband of my panties being tugged down my concern won over.
"Maybe we shouldn't," I said unconvincingly.
I turned my head as far as could without shifting my stance to find Ryan giving me a dubious look.
"We don't have to if you don't want to," he assured me, clearly not believing that was the case.
"It's just, we could get caught. Maybe somewhere else..." I trailed off, glancing meaningfully in the direction of our bedrooms. Either one would be fine with me.
"Is that all?" He smiled broadly at me. "Do you think I'd let that happen?"
I shook my head in response, realizing that he would have taken that into account already. For all I knew our parents had gone for a walk or something and I had simply missed them telling us. I certainly couldn't recall most of the conversation that went on as we ate. Or maybe he was just planning on paying attention and making sure we weren't interrupted unexpectedly.
"Trust me Ash?" he asked.
He nuzzled gently at my neck as he waited for my reply, making it very difficult for me to think straight.
"Okay," I answered, my voice barely a whisper.
My panties started once more sliding down my legs, this time with no resistance from me. I half remembered my earlier question of how far I would let Ryan go and, even though I still didn't have a definite answer, I suspected he could probably get away with quite a lot. Especially if it all made me feel this good.
Ryan was soon crouched down behind me as my panties neared my ankles and at his indication I stepped out of them. I had a sudden flash of embarrassment as I realized they probably held a noticeable damp spot even though the more rational part of my brain understood that, all things considered, it was kind of a silly thing to worry about at this point.
He stood up behind me, his hands returning to their positions on my upper thighs, without giving any indication what he'd done with my underwear. He wasted little time in bringing one hand to my now exposed pussy and tracing its smooth contours with his fingers. Gradually I felt them grow damp, spreading what could only be my own pussy juices across my skin. I wondered just how badly I was leaking down there but didn't dare check.
One of his fingers pushed lightly against my slick opening but went no farther than that. He leaned closer to me, pressing our bodies together until I felt his breath on the back of my neck.
"You still a virgin?" Ryan asked quietly, his lips mere inches from my ear.
I was confused for a second or two since I thought he knew I had never been with a guy, I had complained about it often enough, but I quickly realized he was actually referring purely to my physical state. It was probably a reasonable question to ask actually since it would affect how easy penetration would be.
"No. Just because I haven't had sex yet doesn't mean I'm completely innocent," I told him. I'm pretty sure I came off as more defensive than I meant to, but thankfully he let it go.
Slowly my brother's single finger pushed into my hungry pussy as his other hand continued to caress my leg. My hips started rocking almost by themselves, helping to get him inside me faster and craving more. As though he could read my thoughts a second finger soon joined the first, still not quite enough to fully satisfy me but getting closer.
After letting Ryan finger-fuck me for a few moments I shifted my stance slightly to jam my butt against his crotch. I could feel his cock easily even through his pants and took quite a bit of pleasure in how clearly hard he was. He might be able to reduce me to a gooey mess, but he wasn't completely unaffected by me either.
His hips gradually started rocking back and forth in response to my movement, sliding his erection against my ass. I didn't know exactly what it would feel like inside me but I found myself trying to imagine it, trying to pretend my brother's fingers thrusting in my pussy were actually his dick. In the back of my mind I wondered if I dared offer to give him a blowjob just so I could actually see his cock and feel it in my hand. If he was anywhere near as horny as I thought he was he would probably let me.
Before I could get too much further in my speculations I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm hitting. It was the first time it had ever been the result of someone else's hands and I was unprepared for how intense it was. I was glad I was already leaning over the counter and that Ryan was there to support me or I might have simply collapsed on the floor.
"You okay?" he asked, perhaps noting how close I had been to falling over.
"Yeah, I think so." I forced myself to stand upright and turned around toward him on unsteady legs. "Maybe I should sit down for a minute though."
"Go lie down," he insisted. "I'll finish up here. I don't want to have to explain why my little sister collapsed in the middle of doing dishes in a state of, shall we say, sexual arousal."
I realized that I could feel a drop of liquid running down the inside of my leg, no doubt coming from my pussy. Ryan obviously knew just how turned on I had been and there was a hint of teasing on his face, but he also looked genuinely concerned too.
"Alright, I'm going," I said.
I stood up slightly on my toes before leaving to give him a light kiss, just barely more than an innocent display of affection between siblings, before making my way slowly to my room. I was kind of surprised we hadn't been caught, it felt like we stood there forever in plain view in the middle of the kitchen. Somehow we had gotten away with it. I spent most of the rest of the evening wondering what was going to happen next.
****
Our encounter in the kitchen seemed to calm us both down for few days. Ryan didn't start avoiding me or anything which I had been a little worried he might, if anything we probably spent more time together. He wasn't shy about letting his hands wander either when given half a chance, and I made sure to provide plenty of opportunities. Maybe it was simply that nothing since then had approached the same level of craziness and seemed more normal in comparison. If normal was even a word that applied to our situation.
I started dressing sexier for him when I could get away with it; tighter tops, shorter skirts, 'accidentally' forgetting to wear panties, that sort of thing. I didn't have as much experience at it as I would have liked since I never really had anyone I wanted to show off for before but I think I did okay. It didn't take much to entice him really. All I ever got to feel were his fingers though and I spent more and more time thinking about what it would be like to go further. Eventually I gave in and brought up the subject in conversation.
"Hey Ryan," I said, hoping I sounded casual.
"Yeah?"
He was driving me home, as he had been doing more often lately, and didn't take his eyes off the road. I still wished I had my own car but not nearly to the same extent I usually did.
"You seeing anyone right now?" I asked.
I was pretty sure he wasn't but he wasn't always as quick as I was to talk about his relationships. Besides, it seemed like a good, if somewhat roundabout, way of getting onto my desired subject.
"While we've been messing around you mean? No, I'm not," he said.
"Okay, 'cause I've been thinking about... what if we did more than just messing around."
It was really difficult trying to continue as though it was just an everyday chat and I'm not sure I was succeeding all that well. I forced myself to look out the window to avoid studying Ryan's reaction like I wanted too.
"Like how much more?" he asked after a short pause.
"Like enough that I wouldn't be a virgin anymore," I said quietly.
For some reason I felt weird about just asking him to fuck me. Probably it was that fear of rejection lingering at the back of my head, I wasn't certain how I would react if he said no. There was no way he could misinterpret what I was suggesting though, or at least I was pretty sure he couldn't.
"Are you sure?"
"Why not? I know people keep saying it's not a big deal even at my age, but I'm tired of it." I knew he wasn't really referring to me having sex so much as it being with him, and I could tell that my argument wasn't doing much to convince him either. "Look," I sighed, "I know it's weird, but I think I'd like my first time to be with you. You make me feel good and I know I can trust you. You told me you didn't want me to end up with some random asshole didn't you?"



"I'm not arguing with you Ash, I just want to make sure you know what you're doing," he replied calmly. "What we've been doing, you could rationalize that away fairly easily if you regretted it sometime down the road. You'll always remember your first time though and-"
"I won't regret it," I interrupted. "Whatever else happens, I promise I won't."
Ryan nodded as though accepting and at the next opportunity turned off from the road back to our house.
"Where we going?" I asked, wanting to confirm that he made the turn on purpose.
"If we're going to do this I don't think we need to spend the whole time worrying about getting caught. I'd like your first time to actually be a good experience if possible. Mine was kind of a short, awkward mess in this girl's bedroom and I think I spent as much time hoping her dad wouldn't catch us as I did about her. He never liked me being with his daughter, probably would have kicked my ass if he found out. Still smile when I think about it though."
None of which actually answered my question but at least I confirmed my brother knew what he was doing.
"You've thought about it too then," I deduced.
"Of course I have. After you let me touch you that first time on the couch, and in the kitchen, how could I not? I can hardly stop thinking about you even when I try."
"Really?" I asked, genuinely surprised that I had affected him that much.
"Yeah, it's been hard restraining myself as much as I have. I didn't want to go too far and just push you away. Or hurt you."
"Well you don't have to worry about that anymore."
He gave me a crooked smile then went back to concentrating on the road. I spent the next few minutes trying to guess where he was taking me since it didn't seem like he was going to tell me. The most likely scenario I could come up with was that he planned on borrowing a friend's place for a few hours. It was only when he pulled into the parking lot of a nearby hotel that I realized what he actually intended.
"We're going to get a room here?" I asked.
"Unless you have a better idea," he replied.
"Not really. I mean you're right, it just seems like it's kinda expensive for what we want."
"Maybe, but you're worth it."
The smile Ryan gave me with that statement was enough to make me blush and stare down at the dashboard. The way he could casually make me feel special just added to my certainty that I made the right decision.
I was little slower getting out of the car than he was, still a little hesitant about the plan. Guys being willing to spend money on their girlfriend was usually considered a good thing as far as I understood, it just seemed somehow different in our case. Maybe because I didn't really know what our relationship was anymore. We were no longer a completely normal brother and sister, but neither were we truly a couple.
My moment of indecision was ended abruptly when Ryan grabbed my hand and gently tugged me toward the hotel entrance. I allowed myself to be pulled along willingly and was soon walking side by side with my him. A small shiver ran down my spine as I realized we might actually look like a couple to other people, walking into a hotel together holding hands. It made me wonder how obvious it would be to anyone who didn't know us that we were siblings, it wasn't something I'd ever particularly worried about before.
As we entered the building itself and made our way to the front desk I studied the few people in view. There was no reason to think anyone who would recognize us would be staying there but one of the employees might. Ryan seemed to pick up on my apprehension and gave me a reassuring smile.
"Trust me," he mouthed.
I didn't pay much attention as he talked to the clerk at the desk but I did my best to stop fidgeting and looking around. He knew what he was doing, all I needed to concentrate on was not drawing undue attention. Nobody would know what we were up to, and if they did somehow guess it was none of their business anyway.
It wasn't until we were safely in the elevator that Ryan said anything more to me. He put his arm around my waist and pulled me closer to him as we stood side by side going up.
"Nervous?" he asked, knowing full well that I was.
"Yeah," I nodded.
"You don't have to be. We don't even have to do anything if you don't want to, there's no pressure."
"I said I wanted to didn't I? Besides you already paid for the room and everything."
"It's just money."
"Uh-huh, right," I replied, rolling my eyes.
Before long we were off the elevator and standing in front of our room. I didn't expect Ryan would go with the cheapest possible option or anything, but I was still surprised how big the room was when he opened the door. The bed had to be at least twice the size of my own, certainly larger than anything I had slept in before, and there was generally a lot more floor space and furniture than we could reasonably have any use for.
"Just money huh?" I said as I walked in and started to explore.
"I told you, you're worth it. You probably shouldn't expect this on a regular basis though," he added.
"I didn't even expect it this time." I sat down on the edge of the bed, finding it to be as comfortable as it looked. "So what now?"
Ryan double checked the door to make sure it was locked, then turned to me. With an enigmatic smile he started unbuttoning his shirt, which I took to be his silent answer to my question. I had seen my brother topless before and it had never been a big deal, but now I couldn't seem to focus on anything else. Despite not being heavily muscled or overly athletic he looked good without a shirt and I wasn't sure how I had failed to notice it before.
Soon he stood in front of me and gestured for me to stand up. I complied and let him start undressing me, somehow more nervous than before. Even with everything we'd done he had yet to see me naked and part of me couldn't help worrying about what he would think. It was hard to concentrate on my concerns however with my brother's hands running freely over my body and his lips pressing softly against newly uncovered skin.
It turned out I was worrying over nothing. As more and more of my clothes came off it became obvious that Ryan was getting just as horny as I was, if not more so. More than once I felt his growing erection poking into me and I caught several glimpses of it straining in his pants.
My panties were the last item of clothing to come off and with Ryan kneeling in front of me while I stepped out of them I knew he could tell how wet I was. He stayed down for longer than necessary with my pussy directly at eye level and bared before him. I expected to feel his touch at any moment, almost shivering with anticipation, but instead he simply kissed the top of my leg and stood up.
"Get on the bed," he told me.
I bounced into the middle of the far-too-large mattress and turned around to watch my brother finish removing the rest of his clothes. I felt a surge of excitement when his boxers came off and his cock sprang free. It was the first one I had ever seen for real instead of just in pictures or video clips on the internet. My initial urge was to touch it, to feel it in my hand, but Ryan had other ideas. He made me lie back as he joined me on the bed, crawling slowly up between my legs.
His kisses trailed up the inside of my thigh as my legs spread subconsciously wider for him. He stopped when the top of his head neared my waist and I felt his warm breath lightly caressing the area around my pussy.
"What?" I demanded, feeling self-conscious again as he studied me.
"Nothing," he replied, looking up at me with a reassuring smile. "I don't know why you're so worried about your body, you shouldn't be."
"Easy for you to say," I muttered.
"Ash, think about it for a second. You're hot enough that your own brother can't keep his hands off you. I don't know what you think our relationship is supposed to be but I can assure you this is not the sort of thing I'd do if I was only trying to boost your confidence."
Not only was I certain that he meant what he said, but I knew he was right. I kept focusing so much on my own desires that I tended to forget about his.
"You really want me?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
"I really do," he confirmed. "And I want you to relax a little, try and enjoy yourself. That was the whole point of the hotel room."
I nodded and leaned back until I was staring up at the ceiling. Ryan could do an excellent job of making me forget whatever fears I might have, I knew that from experience. All I had to do was let him.
As I soon discovered, not being able to watch his movements made every touch so much harder to anticipate. His fingers never went anywhere completely unexpected as they zeroed in on my pussy, but I never knew exactly where they would land or which direction they would trail across my skin. Without warning his tongue made contact with my pussy and traced the length of my wet slit, causing me to draw in a sharp breath.
"Oh god," I moaned as he repeated the motion.
I groped blindly for the back of his head with my hand and tangled my fingers in his hair. His tongue felt so good on me, and combined with his skilled fingers it was almost, but not quite, enough to make me forget about my overriding desire to have his cock inside me. Slowly he worked his tongue into my welcoming pussy, probing as deep as he could manage. I pressed gently on the back of his head as though it would help and cooed softly in pleasure.
"Mmm, yeah," I encouraged. "Feels so good."
As good as it all felt I had assumed Ryan was just warming me up, making sure I was ready for him. That thought only lasted until he found my clit. As soon as he touched it a bolt of pleasure shot through my entire body and caused my hips to raise involuntarily. He must have noticed the effect it had on me because he immediately switched his focus to it, his tongue in my pussy becoming simply an afterthought for us both.
I had played with my clit on my own of course, not having a serious boyfriend led to more hours locked in my bedroom masturbating than I cared to count, but no one else had ever so much as touched it. Ryan didn't have quite the expert touch I had developed over the years but I was turned on enough that it didn't matter. I could feel my orgasm building the moment his finger brushed my clit and it overtook me moments later.
"How was that?"
Ryan had crawled up beside me while I was cumming and looked quite satisfied at his handiwork.
"Good. Awesome. I dunno, some other words too," I replied, slowly regaining my senses. "You gonna put that in me now?" I asked, looking pointedly at his still-hard cock.
"Thought you might want to recover a little first," he said.
"Uh-uh."
I shook my head and rolled over slightly so I could grasp his erection in my hand. It felt so natural in my palm, just like I expected in some ways yet different in others. Ryan's eyes closed for a second as I slid my hand up and down the shaft a couple times.
"I want it in me now," I stated firmly.
"Anything for my little sister," he said with a crooked smile.
I reluctantly let go of him and lay back down as he climbed on top of me. The tip of his erection slid against my pussy lips as he positioned himself forcing me to resist the urge to thrust upward. He paused for a moment to look at me and I thought he was going to ask if I was sure about this again. He knew better though and instead simply guided the head of his cock into my pussy.
He went slow at first which I appreciated since his cock was probably the biggest thing I'd ever had inside me. It wasn't too big though, just enough to make me feel nicely filled up as he penetrated deeper.
As much as I wanted to concentrate on the new sensations, there was a part of me that could only focus on the fact that I was in the midst of finally losing my virginity. Granted it was to my brother which meant I couldn't actually tell anyone, but I didn't care. It could be our secret, no one else mattered.
Before long he was thrusting into my pussy for real and I gradually became aware that it was no longer purely for my benefit. He needed to cum, perhaps more than he even realized. It was another indicator for me just how worked up he could get around me even if he didn't necessarily show it.
"Go ahead," I whispered in his ear.
I didn't know how Ryan would interpret that but I left it up to him to decide. If he wanted to use me to get himself off then he had earned it as far as I was concerned.
A few minutes later I got my acknowledgement. He pistoned in and out of me even more urgently just before I felt his cum shooting inside me. It was a weird feeling but I loved it, loved that it was my brother's cum inside me. I wondered idly how he felt about cumming inside his little sister.
"Fuck," he said, rolling off me finally.
"We just did that," I said, failing to keep a straight face. "But we can do it again if you want."
He just shook his head and smiled as he moved his arm to let me curl up beside him.
"So, you feel any different?" he asked eventually.
"You mean now that I had sex? I dunno, there's too many feelings all at once right now. They're all good though."
"That's good," he said, slurring his words just a little.
He almost looked like he was falling asleep on me. I, by contrast, felt wide awake and full of energy but I didn't mind. I had so much to process and felt so good cuddled up naked with my big brother that I was happy just to lie there for a while.
"Ryan?" I said softly after a bit.
"Mm-hm?" he mumbled back, confirming he was still awake.
"I love you."
"I know. Love you too Ash."
I smiled and went back to my thoughts. Maybe Ryan would fall asleep, maybe he just needed to rest for a few minutes. Either way I was as happy and content as I could ever remember being, and we still had the hotel room for the whole night.
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I had been teaching university classes for about three years. I was lucky to be looking for the job at just the right time, it wouldn't have nearly so easy if not for issues among the faculty at the time. I never found out all the details except that the administration had to hire a decent sized group of teachers the year I started. Not only did it get me a job, but it also meant that as a younger woman I didn't stand out quite as much against the older men who still made up the majority of the staff.
One of the things I had learned in my relatively short time teaching was that, despite the ethical implications, it was hard not to be attracted to the occasional student. I was a little worried initially about what it said about me seeing as I had a good ten years on some of them, but it really wasn't such a big deal in some ways. It wasn't like I was actively seeking them out, I just happened to be surrounded by them on regular basis. I couldn't have been the first person to deal it and I reminded myself that as long as no one other than me ever knew then I would be fine.
My favorite this semester was a girl in my calculus class. She had to be eighteen or nineteen years old and her schoolgirl look caught my attention almost immediately. She always sat in the front row and took dedicated notes, making it easy for me to get several surreptitious glances at her over the course of a lecture. I went for guys most of the time but I wasn't concerned with fitting into a certain label. If I happened to be attracted to someone why did it matter what gender they were? I'd had a couple girlfriends who had been just as much fun to be with as any of my boyfriends.
She didn't seem to have any idea that I might be watching her. Much like me she tended to prefer wearing skirts, I don't think I ever saw her in anything else, and she wasn't all that careful about keeping her legs closed. I never really saw as far up skirt as I would have liked but I took what I could get. She also sometimes wore shirts that were a little bit loose at the front and fell away from her chest when she leaned over too far. The day I remembered best was when she wore a shirt with buttons up the front and spent a good part of the class idly toying with them. By the end of the hour she had the top three buttons undone which, while still not enough for me to actually see anything, was enough to set my imagination running wild.
I sometimes suspected she was doing it all on purpose, teasing me for her own unknown reasons. That was probably more wishful thinking on my part than anything concrete however. It wasn't until she came to talk to me after class one day that I decided I might actually be right. She waited until the rest of the students left to approach me while I was packing up the last of my things.
"Excuse me Miss?" she said.
"Yes, can I help you... Megan isn't it?" I asked, as if I didn't know.
A good three quarters of the students in the class were essentially nameless to me, but hers I knew.
"You can call me Maggie if you want, everyone else does."
"Okay Maggie," I nodded. "Something I can help with?"
"Well Miss, I was wondering if you had our assignments marked yet. I get a little anxious sometimes."
I wouldn't have last week's assignments ready until the next day, as per the tentative schedule I had set. I did however recall already marking Megan's and there really was no harm in telling her so.
"I'm sorry, I don't have them all finished yet," I apologized. "I seem to remember you did quite well though if it helps. You got an eighty-something I believe, eighty-four maybe."
"Well that's not bad," she said. "I could probably do better next time though, don't you think?"
"I'm sure you could if you work at it," I agreed.
I really had no idea what Megan was capable of academically. She seemed bright and her marks so far showed it, but I didn't have the faintest clue how much she studied or how long she worked on her assignments.
"The problem is," she continued thoughtfully, "there's so much going on, it's hard to concentrate on my work sometimes. I think what I need is something to really make me focus."
"I do have office hours if you would like some help," I suggested, unsure what she was getting at.
She shook her head slightly, "I was thinking more like an incentive, something to make me want to put the time in."
"Like what?"
"Not sure yet, but I'm thinking if I get a ninety on my next assignment then you would do something for me. Nothing that would get you in trouble or anything," she added as I frowned at her request.
"I don't think I can help you," I said regretfully, torn between curiosity and my growing suspicion that she was up to something.
"Well I think you can," she countered. "How 'bout we wait and see when we get there." She turned and started to leave the room, effectively ending our conversation. "See ya Miss," she called over her shoulder. "I'll wear a shorter skirt for you next class."
Her last comment before she vanished around the corner made me freeze for a second even though I was now alone. She had known all along that I was watching her, she was just toying with me. To what end I still had no idea.
****
Megan didn't talk to me again until a week later, again not waiting for the weekly assignments to be handed back. I felt like a nervous wreck having spent far, far too much time obsessing over her and what she could possibly want from me. Despite that I managed to hold everything together fairly well I thought, teaching wasn't something I would have gotten in to if I was easily rattled. I still wished I knew what she was after, it would make my life so much easier.
The most obvious possibility was that she was simply trying to get a better final grade out of me, though her scores were already good enough I didn't know why she would risk getting in trouble over it. A small part of me held out hope that maybe she was actually interested in me as I was in her. There was no reason it couldn't happen, even if it seemed unlikely.
As she had the previous week, Megan waited until everyone else had left before approaching me.
"Hello Miss," she greeted me cheerfully.
"Hello Maggie," I replied.
"How did I do this time?"
"You got ninety-eight percent," I said with a sigh.
The abrupt jump in score over her last assignment had confirmed for me that Megan was both playing some kind of game with me, and that she was probably far more clever than she let on. Certainly smart enough to be dangerous.
"See, I knew you could help," she said with a wide grin.
"So what do you want from me?" I asked guardedly.
I still had some control over the situation if I chose to exercise it, all I had to do was say no and that would be the end of it. I decided I may as well figure out what she wanted.
"Well, I got up a little bit late this morning Miss," Megan said. "Didn't remember to set my alarm, I barely made it to class on time. Since I was in such a hurry I didn't realize until it was too late that I forgot to put any panties on."
She let that sink in for a moment, watching my face carefully.
"I had to get all the way here and sit through the entire lecture worrying someone might see up my skirt," she continued. "It's very distracting."
It certainly was. I was having a hard time concentrating on anything other than Megan and what lay beneath her skirt.
It was all pretend of course, except for not having panties on. That I'm sure was a deliberate 'accident' on her part to help her gauge my reaction. I put on the best poker face I could under the circumstances but I still felt like she could read my mind as she studied me.
"Perhaps you should go change," I suggested.
"I could, and I thought about doing that. It's just that I'm worried I might not make it to my next class in time." She looked at me with an innocent, if completely fake, smile and I knew I was in trouble. "I know you care about your students and don't want us running around improperly dressed. Since I did so well on my assignment, I thought maybe you'd let me borrow your panties Miss."
"You want me to give you my panties?" I repeated.
"Just borrow them, I'd give them back when I get a chance," Megan promised.
I glanced toward the open doorway almost hoping someone would come in and break whatever hold my student had on me but no such luck. I was giving in to her, I could feel it, and despite knowing I really shouldn't I was giving serious consideration to her request. Megan, noting my movement, moved to the door and shut it.
"That's okay Miss, no one will see. Wouldn't want anything to happen to my favorite teacher after all."
With that comment I finally realized what she was doing; she was playing an unconventional version of daddy's little girl with me. Pretending innocence while focused on getting what she wanted, not working particularly hard to hide it either. I should have recognized it earlier since I was guilty of using that trick in the past myself.
I noted with detached interest that it seemed to work just as well even when I was aware what was going on. It might even have worked better. At least we were playing a familiar game now, one that I understood the rules to. It still didn't necessarily mean that Megan's intentions weren't malicious, but I was more willing to take that chance.
Her eyes shone as she watched me reach under my skirt and slowly pull down my panties. There was a brief second when I couldn't remember what I had put on that morning and hoped it wasn't anything embarrassing, but it turned out to be a simple pair of pink bikini-cut underwear.
"Thank you so much Miss," she said as I handed them over. "I knew I could count on you."
Megan stepped into my underwear without any hesitation and pulled them up her legs. Unlike me she didn't bother trying to keep herself covered and gathered her skirt up in her hands when she was finished.
"What do you think?" she asked. "They might be just a tiny bit big on me but I think they look pretty good."
I was at a loss for words as Megan held her skirt out of the way to give me a perfect view of her borrowed panties, even turning around to show me the back. They were indeed a little big for her and didn't pull quite as snug as they could have but that didn't stop me from enjoying the view. She let me look for far longer than necessary, waiting for my appraisal.
"They look good," I managed to say finally.
"Mm-hm, I thought you'd think so." Abruptly she let her skirt drop back into place and started walking away. "Anyway, have to go now. Don't want to be late for my next class."
I stared after her even when I could no longer see her until I realized that I hadn't moved. Shaking my head I gathered up my stuff and headed to my office to hopefully get some time alone. This girl was trouble, I could see that clearly, yet like a moth to a flame I still felt that irresistible attraction.
****
I held office hours more for show than anything. First year students wouldn't bother with them for the most part until after their first mid-term when they realized that they had no idea what they were doing. Which is not to say I didn't get the occasional student now and then, but mostly I used the time to catch up on other things. Despite the lack of attendance it really wasn't much of a surprise when Megan showed up one day.
"Hello Miss," she greeted me in her by now familiar cheerful tone.
"Hello," I nodded as I hastily dropped the book I'd been reading into one of the drawers on my desk that happened to be open. "What can I do for you?"
I vaguely recalled inviting her at some point but I was pretty sure that had nothing to do with why she was here.
"Oh, I just thought I should return the panties I borrowed," she said, smiling sweetly. "It was so nice of you to lend them to me it would be rude not give them back."
She shut the door behind her and dropped her bag on the floor before sitting down across from me. Scooting forward on the chair she reached under her skirt, only then clueing me in that she was actually wearing them again.
Being relatively new to the school's faculty I didn't have one of the best offices. It was down a little side-corridor that didn't get much traffic and while it had a window, it was small and at a level that no one could see through it from the outside without quite a lot of effort. Nevertheless I did glance instinctively toward the doorway before calming down. We actually had a significantly lower chance of anyone walking in on us here than we did at the classroom where I'd gone along with this last time.
Megan remained sitting as she slid my panties down her legs and off her feet in what looked like a fairly awkward maneuver. I swear I caught a flash of her pussy mid-way through but it was so brief I wasn't even sure. Then she stood up and handed me my underwear.
"Thank you," I said absently.
She continued watching me expectantly as I tried to decide what to do with an extra pair of panties. I was about to simply drop them in the drawer with my book but as I shifted my fingers slightly I realized why she was still looking at me. There was a noticeable damp spot right at the front, right where they would have made contact with her pussy as she wore them. More than damp actually, they were legitimately wet. I shivered involuntarily and closed my eyes for a second as the full impact of my discovery hit me. Did she masturbate in them before coming to see me?
"You okay Miss?" Megan asked, knowing full well the reason for my pause.
"Yes, I'm fine," I said.
She looked a little disappointed that I didn't react further and tilted her head curiously.
"You don't trust me, do you?" she said thoughtfully.
"I don't know if I can Meg- Maggie. I don't know what you want."
It was the first time she stepped outside the game she had created for us and I wasn't really sure how to take that. She chewed on her bottom lip for a moment as she considered the problem.
"Okay hang on, give me your cell phone for a second," she said all at once, her face lighting up again.
"What do you want it for?" I asked even as I handed it over.
"To give you my number," she replied as if it was obvious, which I guess it probably was. "Call me tonight sometime if you want. I've got an idea that might help convince you that I'm really not up to anything except just having some fun."
With that Megan set my phone down on my desk and picked up her bag. Even before she made it out the door I had picked it up was already looking at the new number she had entered.
****
Around eight that night I made the call. I didn't know what to expect, there was nothing I could think of Megan could do over the phone that she couldn't have done in my office.
"Hello?" she answered.
She sounded uncertain of who it was calling her and it took me a moment to remember that she didn't actually have my number so she wouldn't know for sure that it was me.
"Hi Maggie," I said.
Apparently she recognized my voice because her tone immediately became a little brighter.
"Oh, Miss. I didn't know if you were going to call," she said.
"Yes you did," I said, not really arguing so much as calling her on her pretense.
"Okay, so I was pretty sure you would. Ready for your surprise?"
"As ready as I'm going to be."
"You don't need to sound so wary Miss. Anyway, I'm sending you a picture, hold on a second."
I'm sure I must have looked completely stunned when I received the picture on my phone and saw what it was. Megan was standing in what looked like her bedroom taking her own picture with her phone in the mirror. She was topless but the phone was carefully blocking my view of one breast while her hand covered the other. It was exactly the same sort of picture that loads of girls seemed to post on the internet, but so very much more interesting to me.
At some point I realized that Megan had started talking to me again and I put my phone back to my ear.
"What do you think, does it make me any more legitimate?" she asked.
"It does somewhat I guess, it doesn't tell me what you want with me though. Surely you could find plenty of other people to send half-naked pictures to."
"You make it sound like I just picked you at random to start teasing. It's not like that Miss, I really like you. I've got another picture too, hold on."
I gave up and switched to speaker-phone, sensing that I might not want to keep moving between holding my phone to my ear and holding it where I could see it. It turned out to be a good choice.
This time she remained topless but didn't cover her chest at all. Her perfectly shaped breasts lay exposed before me, albeit in pixel form, and I felt my eyes glued to the small screen of my cell phone even more than with the last picture. I wondered if I transferred the picture to my laptop how big I could enlarge it without making it blurry.
"Did you get it Miss?" Megan's voice came through.
"Yes," I whispered, then repeated it loud enough that she could hear.
"I took those pictures just for you," she said. "I want you to be able to trust me."
It was an odd gesture, and yet... it was one I could believe. She had given me a half-naked picture of herself and trusted me with it, that had to mean something.
"Alright Maggie, I still think you're up to something but... I guess I don't think you're really planning on hurting me," I said.
"Close enough." A moment of silence passed before she spoke again. "So what are you doing now? Still looking at that picture?"
"Yes," I admitted. What the hell, she knew I was anyway.
"Doing anything else?" she hinted.
"Like what?"
"Like... right now I'm lying naked on my bed while I'm talking to you. I got kinda horny, I've been playing with myself for the past couple minutes."
I guessed that was her way of asking if I was masturbating. I wasn't, although I had been seriously considering it. Now I even had the mental image of Megan on the other end of the line to deal with.
"You want me to..." I asked faintly.
"I thought we both could together Miss, I've never done that before. Could be fun, don't you think?"
"Alright, just... just give me a minute."
I was sitting on my couch and debated moving into my bedroom for a second, but it didn't really make any difference. I quickly shed my outer layer of clothes, electing to keep my underwear on if only so I could pretend I had some control over what I was doing.
"Okay, I'm ready," I said, lying down across the length of the couch and setting my phone down next to my head so I could still hear Megan clearly. "So what now?"
"Whatever you want Miss, that's the whole point. Just make yourself feel good. Did you take your clothes off too?"
"Most of them."
"Are you still shy around me?" she giggled softly. "I can't even see you. What do you still have on?"
"My bra and panties."
"Hm, that's still pretty hot actually. My sexy teacher sitting around in her underwear while she's talking to me. Mmm, I've got a finger in my pussy right now," she said in a conspiratorial tone. "I've got my eyes closed and I'm pretending it's yours."
I already had one hand toying idly with one of my breasts, pinching my nipple softly through my bra. After Megan's admission I groaned and gave up trying to restrain myself, she clearly wasn't. My other hand slid rapidly down my body to the top of my panties and underneath them to caress my hungry pussy. I didn't know why I bothered leaving any clothing on, it was only getting in the way now.
"You're touching yourself now aren't you Miss," Megan said, probably going on the sound of my groan and the change in my breathing.
"Yes," I breathed.
"Thinking of me?"
"Yes."
"Good. I want you to take your bra off. You can leave your panties on if you want, get them nice and wet while you think about all the things you want to do with your student. I bet you have some interesting fantasies involving the two of us."



I sat up long enough to remove my bra in compliance with her request. I had to do it one-handed since I couldn't force myself to remove my hand from inside my panties even just for the few seconds it took. I had two fingers inside my pussy now as I finger-fucked myself to the sound of Megan's voice.
"I'd like to be able to see you right now," she continued. "You'd probably like to see me too, wouldn't you? What would you do Miss, would you lick my pussy for me?"
"God yes," I said so quietly I wasn't even sure she heard me.
My hands were moving steadily faster and more urgently as Megan continued talking dirty to me. I had realized at some point that this had turned into my first experience with phone sex which was certainly not what I had expected when I first called her. I didn't care about that too much though, I was to busy with the images being conjured up by my naked student on the other end of the line.
"Mmm, I'm tasting my pussy now on my fingers Miss. I want you to taste me to sometime okay? It wouldn't have to be off my fingers either."
She kept talking but her voice was becoming a blur to me. I was getting too worked up, both hands were down at my pussy now as I got closer and closer to cumming. I wished Megan was with me, wished I could see her as I came. I gave a small moan as I thought of the two of us watching each other masturbate and felt my orgasm starting.
My hand was a blur on my clit as I shoved the fingers of my other hand as deep into my pussy as I could. The feeling was so intense as waves of pleasure crashed through my body and it was a couple minutes before I regained awareness of anything around me.
"Miss? Miss?"
I finally registered the sound of Megan trying to get my attention. She actually sounded a little bit concerned like she thought something had happened to me.
"I'm alright," I said, rolling my head to put my mouth closer to my phone.
"Okay, good," she said with a note of relief. "It sounded like you were cumming from here, but then you wouldn't answer me."
"Got a bit caught up, that's all."
"As long as that's all it was. So, how do you feel about being in the same room next time we... you know."
"Seriously?" I asked, not trusting that I understood correctly.
"Or I could keep teasing you if you want."
"No, I don't... I mean... dammit Maggie, you know damn well that I want you."
"Yeah, I know that. But you've got your ethical responsibilities to think about."
"As far as I'm concerned my 'ethical responsibilities' in this case would mostly involve not advantage of my student, and I'm not convinced that's even a viable option with you. More like the other way around if anything."
"I wouldn't take advantage of you Miss, I don't want to force you into anything you don't want."
"I know, I'm starting to trust you Maggie. Maybe I shouldn't, but I am."
She paused for a moment as if unsure how to take that.
"Alright, we'll meet at the school library on Saturday around eight-thirty. That okay?"
"That's fine by me."
****
Eight-thirty on Saturday, almost to the minute, I was standing in front of the library. I didn't see Megan anywhere out front so I stepped inside and approached the front desk. The place seemed deserted except for a very bored looking girl sitting at reception.
"Can I help you?" the girl asked, looking up at me from the computer screen in front of her.
I had the feeling I was interrupting a game of solitaire.
"Um, maybe. Have you seen a girl come in? She's one of my students; shoulder-length, light brown hair," I said, gesturing unnecessarily with my hand, "probably w-"
"You mean Maggie?" she interrupted.
"Well, yes."
The girl looked at me with actual interest and a hint of curiosity before pointing off to her right.
"She said there might be someone looking for her, she's probably over there at one of the tables."
"Thanks," I said hesitantly. "Do you... know Maggie?"
"Kinda," she said with an enigmatic smile. "I get stuck with weekend morning shifts here all the time 'cause I've got no seniority. Maggie's basically the only person here sometimes, if there's anyone at all. Saturday mornings aren't popular. We've gotten to know each other a little."
"Alright," I nodded. "Well thanks again."
I headed in the direction that had been pointed out to me and indeed it didn't take much work to locate Megan. She was sitting at a table probably meant for a group of up to six and had half the space covered with books and papers. I had initially assumed that we were just going to meet here and go somewhere else, but I now suspected that wasn't the case.
"Maggie?" I called.
"Oh, hey," she said, looking up from her work. "Wanna help me study? Mid-terms are coming up you know."
"You wanted me here just to help you study?" I probably sounded as confused as I felt.
"Well, not just study."
Megan stood up and it quickly became apparent to me that, other than her panties, she was naked from the waist down. I was reminded of when I let her borrow my panties and she had pulled her skirt up around her waist, except she didn't have the easy escape this time of simply letting her skirt fall back down. I already knew she was more confident than me about things like this but I didn't realize to what extent.
"What the... what are you doing?" I asked, torn between my instinctive worry that someone would see her and enjoying the sight myself.
"Just having some fun Miss," she said.
She walked toward me with her hands clasped behind her back, again playing the innocent. Reaching me she stood up slightly on her toes and leaned forward to kiss me softly. I was too stunned by the situation to respond.
"You said you trusted me didn't you?" she asked.
"Yes." More or less.
"Then trust me, please. There's no one else here except Nicki and you don't have to worry about her. We can do whatever we want."
I didn't know who Nicki was, but simple deduction said she must have been the girl at the front desk.
"How do you know she won't check on us?" I asked.
"Well, she might," Megan admitted. "But we know each other well enough by now that I don't think she'll be a problem. She's probably already guessed why you're meeting me here too."
That would explain the look I'd gotten from Nicki, but it also raised questions about exactly how well the girls knew each other. Not to mention what Megan got up to in the time she spent at the library apparently with the place to herself. My face must have shown my doubts because Megan hastened to reassure me.
"I just... I like the thrill of it, that's all. Wandering around in here like this," she gestured toward her nearly-naked bottom half, "knowing that there is always the possibility of getting caught by someone, it's amazing. Nicki's seen me like this a few times and she's cool about it, but that's all there is to it. We never did anything together."
I wondered if I looked jealous, by the way Megan was talking I guessed I must. When I thought about it I realized that, somewhere in my sub-conscious, I actually had started to consider Nicki a potential threat. It was a little weird considering Megan and me weren't... well I wasn't sure what we were.
"So no one else ever caught you?" I asked just to confirm.
"Nope," she replied, shaking her head emphatically.
"Okay," I sighed. "So what's the plan here?"
"You know how I like incentives to do well?" she asked, tilting her head slightly.
"I seem to recall that yes."
"So how about something similar here. You assign me questions to do from the textbook and if I get one wrong, I take a piece of clothing off. But if I get one right..." she trailed off.
My heart started beating faster at the thought. Megan was proposing to possibly be naked in front of me, in the middle of the school library no less. But there was also a strong possibility that I would be the one to lose out. She may have an exhibitionist streak in her but I wasn't convinced that I did, leaving alone that as a teacher the consequences could be much more serious for me. She continued smiling angelically at me even as I tried to dissuade myself from this newest game of hers and once again I knew I couldn't resist her, not when she really wanted something.
"I've seen the grades you get, I'll be naked before you even take off your shirt," I mumbled in a half-hearted, last-ditch effort to get out of it.
"How about I have to get two questions in a row right then?" she suggested.
"Three," I said immediately.
She thought about it for a second and I was sure she was going to insist on two.
"Okay, three," she agreed.
I sat down across from Megan at her table somewhat numbly, still not quite believing I was actually going to start stripping in public like this. Not that it was really the same thing as if there were other people around certainly, but it was closer than I was comfortable with.
The first three problems I gave her I picked more or less at random as I was focused mostly on sorting out my thoughts. She answered them easily enough and I suddenly became aware that I would now have to go through with our agreement. Reaching down below the table I removed one of my shoes and held it up where she could see it before dropping it on the floor. I had a definite advantage in how many pieces of clothing I was wearing compared to Megan, I just hoped it would be enough.
A few sets of questions later and I was starting to get worried that she wouldn't get any wrong. I had not yet removed anything major but it my shirt was going to have to go next and I was getting fairly anxious about that. Thankfully she did finally slip up and I pointed out the mistake to her, trying not to smile too obviously as I did.
Megan nodded and shrugged before pulling off her shirt and tossing it on the chair beside her. I could hardly take my eyes off her as she sat there in front of me in only her underwear. If only there wasn't a table in the way I would have been able to see the lower half of her body at the same time. It may have been just as well, I wouldn't have been able to function at all if that had been the case.
"Well?" she asked after a moment.
I realized I had forgotten to continue picking questions for her. She tried to look impatient with me but I could tell she liked the reactions she got from me whenever she showed off her body. Distracted as I was I had a hard time picking out hard problems and she got the next three correct.
Now it was my turn to remove my shirt, my apprehension suddenly overtaking the excitement of watching Megan do the same minutes earlier. I glanced around quickly to make sure we were still alone then hesitantly stood up. Her eyes locked onto my chest instantly as I undid the buttons down the front of my shirt. Taking a deep breath I lowered my arms and slid out of it, letting it fall on my chair behind me.
Megan smiled appreciatively at me and I actually started to blush a little under her gaze. The way she stared at me reminded me of the way I must have looked when she first sent me that topless picture. As much as I was fairly certain she was attracted to me as well, it was nice to have that nagging, irrational fear in the back of my mind silenced.
"You look good without a shirt on," she said.
"Thanks, you too," I replied, unsure what else to say.
I sat back and down and we slowly got settled back in to our 'studying'. I lost again and almost decided to take off my skirt when I had a better idea and simply slid my panties off instead, thus keeping myself a little more covered for the time being.
Unfortunately for me, Megan got the set of questions after that right as well. I had actually started enjoying our game once I stopped worrying and allowed myself to relax, but now I was down to my bra and skirt which brought me back to reality in a hurry.
"Maybe we could move somewhere more private now?" I suggested nervously.
"It's still just me Miss," she said, "and I'm going to see you either way."
I hadn't really expected her to go for it, but at least it gave me a little time to mentally prepare myself. Feeling even more self-conscious than with my shirt, but also with determination born from Megan's positive response so far, I reached behind my back to unhook my bra. I had planned on holding it in place for a moment and let myself work up to removing it completely, but my fingers slipped and it swung to the side held only by one hand. Giving up I tossed onto the pile of my other clothes that had formed haphazardly on the corner of the table not being used.
As before I felt Megan's eyes on me, but more intensely now. It was only gradually that I became aware the balance of power had actually shifted in my favour. She was having a harder time focusing on her work and her gaze regularly flicked up toward me.
I started to explore just how much control I now possessed while trying not to be too obvious about it. At first I made small movements; shifting in my chair, scratching an imaginary itch next to my breast, that sort of thing. When I stood up to stretch I was sure Megan had caught on judging by the knowing smile that formed on her lips. She still couldn't take her eyes off my breasts until I slumped back down in my chair however, much to my delight.
As I hoped my distractions were successful and Megan made quite a few mistakes in the set of problems she was working on.
"You make it kind of hard to keep my mind my work you know," she said.
"Sorry," I replied, not even pretending like I meant it.
She removed her bra with none of the hesitation I'd shown, leaving the two of us sitting at the table topless. It still left me with the advantage however since Megan was the one who needed to concentrate.
I grew even bolder than before with the thrill of the two of us sitting almost naked so close to each other. It didn't hurt that she was clearly as entranced with my body as I was of hers. I was still aware of our surroundings but they mattered less and less to me; as Megan had assured me no one had yet disturbed us and I was becoming more willing to take chances.
Since Megan already knew what I was up to I didn't bother with subtlety and simply started fondling one of my breasts with my right hand. I knew she could see me but she was acting determinedly as though she couldn't, nearly burying her face in the papers in front of her. Sensing I would need to do more I reached my left hand down below the edge of the table to my lap where she couldn't see it and let out a small moan. I noticed her react almost immediately and I only had to pretend to masturbate for a few seconds before she tossed her pencil down in defeat.
"Alright Miss, I give up," she said.
"You'll take off your panties?"
I tried to remain calm but it was a losing battle.
"Mm-hm, like I said I would," she confirmed.
Scooting forward on her chair she slipped her last article of clothing down her legs and kicked them off her feet. I was about to protest since I still couldn't see anything but Megan stood up before I got a chance.
She stayed where she was for a moment, allowing me an excellent view of most of her naked body. Her recently revealed pussy was the main focus of my attention, being one of the few parts of her I had not yet seen. It looked completely smooth, not a trace of hair to be seen, and it was absolutely beautiful.
I thought I was going to go crazy when she approached me, her amazingly naked body getting closer with every step. She hopped up to sit on the table directly in front of me, her pussy so close I thought I could actually smell her arousal. I wanted to touch her so bad and looked at her pleadingly, hoping she would let me.
"I was really hoping to see more of you," she said casually, as though just making conversation. "I didn't expect... well, anyway I still want to. Would you take off your skirt for me? I know we didn't agree to it, but I'll make it worth your while." She leaned forward and pouted at me. "Puh-wease Miss?"
Just having her in front of me as she was would probably have been enough for me; her promise of more to come was not something I had the willpower to resist.
"Okay," I said.
With a definite sense of detachment I stood and hooked my fingers in the waist of my skirt. Feeling like I was in slow-motion I tugged it downward over my hips and let it fall to my feet. It was all so dreamlike, like it wasn't actually me doing anything.
Megan unexpectedly jumped up and hugged me before I could step out of the pooled material on the floor, breaking the trance I was in. It wasn't a dream of course, the feel of her naked body against me and the soft smell of her hair as it brushed my face was more than enough to convince me of that. I belatedly returned her hug, pulling her to me and never wanting to let go.
"I knew you could do it," she said into my ear. "I know you didn't want to, but you did it for me. Thank you."
She moved her head from my shoulder and kissed me firmly. I was getting too overwhelmed to respond to everything she was throwing at me, I couldn't keep up. The girl I'd wanted from the beginning of the semester was naked in my arms and I didn't know what to do. Luckily she still seemed to be thinking straight.
"So what do you want to do now?" she asked as she finally broke the kiss.
She didn't try to pull away from me or mind that I hadn't let go of her yet. If anything she seemed to be enjoying our closeness as much as I was.
"I want... get back on the table," I said.
"'Kay."
I reluctantly let go of Megan so she could retake her seat on the table. After adjusting the position of my chair I sat down and leaned forward until my face was practically in her lap. Following my lead she let her upper body fall back until she rested on her elbows and spread her legs to give me perfect access to her pussy. I placed a hand on the inside of each of her thighs but restrained myself from going straight after what I wanted.
"Can I?" I asked, seeking permission.
She nodded, looking a little surprised that I would bother asking, and that was all I needed.
I pressed my face to the junction of her legs, inhaling deeply to experience her scent fully. My tongue darted out eagerly to her pussy lips in a quick, testing lick. She was so wet already that even in that brief point of contact I caught the unmistakable taste of her pussy juice. I couldn't blame her, I was just as horny as she was and probably just as wet.
I felt like it was my first time eating out another girl all over again, I couldn't remember any of the things I'd learned over the years. I settled for long strokes across the length of her slit that gradually became shorter as I probed deeper inside her.
"Ooh, that feels good," Megan moaned.
At least she appreciated my efforts even if they were more enthusiasm than anything else. Not that enthusiasm was bad, I knew from experience that it was sometimes enough get the job done.
Once the initial rush had passed I was able to calm down a little and focus on my technique. I started licking with more purpose, concentrating on more sensitive areas and paying attention to Megan's reactions. I found that when I did something she really liked she had a tendency to squirm around, unintentionally making my job harder. My arms got a decent workout just trying to keep her legs still enough not to dislodge my mouth.
Eventually I progressed upward, borrowing one of my hands temporarily to help me locate her clit. The reaction from her as soon as my tongue touched it was amazing, her legs thrashed around even more frantically and I struggled to maintain stimulation on it as she came on my mouth.
Toward the end of her orgasm Megan actually managed to knock my head away with her leg, accidentally I'm sure, and I sat back in my chair feeling somewhat drained but still incredibly horny. Her hair was a bit of a mess when she recovered enough to sit up but she looked otherwise happy. She looked ready to say something to me but stopped herself and stared at something over my shoulder.



I turned around to find Nicki standing behind me watching us. Strangely, even after all the time I'd spent worrying about it, actually getting caught didn't really bother me. Possibly because, other than giving me an appraising look, she didn't seem to care all that much.
"Thought you two might like to know a couple guys just came in," Nicki said. "They went toward the other end of the building, but you know."
"Thanks Nicki, we'll get... dressed," Megan said, glancing around at the scattered clothing and papers.
"Thanks," I echoed.
Nicki half-turned to go but stopped and gave me another look.
"So you're really her teacher huh?" she asked me.
My initial reaction was to deny it, but I second-guessed myself. I was pretty sure I had already told her I was and Nicki really didn't seem like she was going to tell anyone. Plus she did give us a heads up on other people coming in.
"Yes, I am," I nodded.
"Huh, cool," she said, giving what I could only assume was an approving nod to Megan.
With that she walked off, probably back to her desk, leaving Megan and me to clean up. It didn't take all that long for us to get dressed, not nearly as long as it took to take our clothes off in the first place.
"Sorry it had to end so quickly," Megan apologized. "I didn't want to leave you like that."
"It's okay, it's not your fault," I said. "Well, except for your choice of location I guess."
"Yeah, it's probably not what you were expecting. It was kinda fun though wasn't it?."
"Yeah, it was. You're still going to have a much harder time getting me naked in the library again, just so you know."
"That's okay, I wasn't planning on this being a recurring event. We can do some more normal stuff next time if you want." She stepped close to me and kissed me softly, not with the same passion or duration as last time but still enough to make me melt inside. "Maybe we could meet up again after the mid-term," she said before fully disengaging.
I nodded, knowing her well enough to take that as being her plan rather than an idle thought. I liked how she talked as though she was setting up a date, which I guess she sort of was. That would make what we just did the weirdest date I'd ever been on if I thought about it like that, and certainly one of the most memorable.
Making my way back to the entrance of the library I gave Nicki a small wave as I passed her desk before exiting the building. I soon reached my car and glanced surreptitiously around before opening the door.
My skirt was bunched up around my waist and my hand was in my panties almost before I got the door shut again. I was too worked up to drive and I was hoping a quick orgasm would calm me down enough to at least let me get home. My pussy was still so wet and the memories of Megan's naked, willing body were still so fresh I was sure it wouldn't take long.
Five minutes later I composed myself, at least enough to pass casual inspection, and fumbled with my keys to get them in the ignition. I suspected I wouldn't get another chance to be with Megan until after the mid-term like she'd said; I didn't know how I was going to keep from going crazy until then.
****
Finally the day of the mid-term arrived. It was held in the evening so multiple classes could all write it at the same time. I remembered being nervous going into these tests sometimes back when I was a student, but this was the first time I felt that way since becoming a teacher.
We were in a different room than where my classes were, but even still Megan ended up sitting toward the front of the room more or less in her usual spot. She gave me a big smile when she saw me and I had to struggle not to return it. I had to be professional about this, at least for the next couple hours.
Once the students all had their test papers and were busy writing I didn't have much to do except watch them and make sure no one was cheating. Even Megan was too busy concentrating to tease me like she normally did. Despite that my thoughts stayed mostly on her and trying to guess what she intended for tonight.
At least having something to think about made the time pass a little faster. Sooner than I would have thought students started passing in their tests and heading out the door. A glance at the clock on the wall told me that it was actually later than I thought.
Megan wasn't one of the first ones finished but she wasn't far behind either. She gave me a wink as she handed me her papers and I let my hand brush hers as I took them from her. She didn't say anything to me though and as she left I wondered how she was planning on meeting up with me afterward. If nothing else I supposed I could just give her a call when I was done.
It turned out that finding Megan wasn't necessary, she found me instead. I was on my way to my car after finally shepherding the stragglers out of the test room when she fell into step beside me almost without me noticing.
"Okay, how'd you know exactly where I'd be?" I demanded.
"Just hanging out Miss," she said, giving me that innocent smile that she did so well. "I was pretty sure you'd park in your usual spot, I just had to wait for you to walk by."
That raised more questions for me but I decided to leave it alone.
"So what are we doing tonight?" I asked.
"Well, how about you take me home and do whatever you want with me."
"Just like that?"
"Just like that. If you want to that is. I still owe you for the abrupt ending last time."
"But not for getting me naked in the middle of the library I suppose."
"That was your choice," she shrugged. "You didn't have to if you really didn't want to."
I rolled my eyes theatrically but continued to my car, letting Megan in on the other side. The anticipation was getting even more intense as I started driving back to my apartment with the object of my recent fantasies sitting right next to me.
"Is there anywhere nearby we can stop and pick up a bottle of wine?" she asked after a couple minutes.
"Uh, yeah there is a place along the way I suppose," I said.
"Good, I kinda feel like celebrating a little. Never got into beer like a lot of other people seem to," she told me by way of explanation.
We reached the liquor store before too long and as usual for the middle of the week it didn't seem very busy. I'd noticed that they seemed to do most of their business on the weekends when the university students had nothing better to do than drink.
Entering just behind Megan I saw a customer at the counter and another just disappearing down one of the aisles. I followed behind her as she browsed the selection, uncertain whether she was looking for anything in particular or not.
When we reached the back of the store she stopped and hooked her fingers in the waist of her skirt.
"What are you doing," I whispered, knowing exactly what she was doing even as she started to pull her skirt down her legs.
"Having some fun, couldn't resist," she replied cheerfully.
I couldn't stop her, didn't really want to stop her more to the point, and simply concentrated on listening for approaching footsteps or any sign that someone could see us. She didn't settle for just her skirt either, also removing her panties and bundling the two items of clothing up so she carry them easily in her hand. Her shirt came down far enough to cover about half of her butt, but not nearly enough to fool anyone who got a good look at her.
Megan of course didn't show any hesitation and resumed wandering the aisles, deftly avoiding the few other people walking around. I trailed her by a couple steps partly to block the view of anyone coming from behind us, but mostly so I could watch her butt peeking out at me from under shirt and swaying naughtily with every step. Whatever effect this sort of thing had on her it was working on me as well.
Finally she stopped, seemingly finding what she was looking for, and held out a bottle of wine to me.
"Would you mind buying this for me Miss? It's probably easier that way. I'll pay you back sometime."
"Sure," I said absently, taking the offered bottle.
"Thanks."
For all I knew she picked it at random, but it wouldn't have surprised me to learn that she knew what she was doing when it came to wine selection either.
Megan let me lead the way back to the front of the store, the clerk standing there fortunately wasn't paying that much attention and didn't even glance our way until I set the wine down. By that time the counter blocked his view of Megan's lower half and I almost shook my head in amazement at what she could get away with. As I stood there waiting to be rung up I felt her hand creep under my skirt and I had to swat it away. Only her impish grin gave away that she had been up to anything.
On the way out she kept me between her and the clerk who still didn't seem to have caught on. Once we reached my car and Megan actually had somewhere to duck out of sight if necessary she whirled around and launched herself at me.
"Oh my god, that was incredible," she said, punctuating her statement by throwing her arms around me and kissing me forcefully.
"You'd almost think you hadn't done anything like that before. You always get this excited?"
"Well, I actually haven't taken it that far before," she confessed. "Not somewhere where there were people around so close to me."
I was surprised to hear that, having simply assumed when she started stripping in the middle of the store that it was something she had experience with. Maybe it was simply the air of confidence she always seemed to have that made me think she had everything under control.
The moment was ruined by another car pulling in to the store's small parking lot. We ducked quickly into my car and I drove off as fast as I could get into gear. I don't think they saw us but it was still a relief to put some distance between us.
"That was close," Megan said.
"Well what do you expect? Taking risks like that you're going to have some close calls at the very least."
"Don't really expect anything, I just make it up as I go. Besides, the more risk the hornier I get."
She slid down in her seat, shifting her butt forward, and reached her hand down between her legs. I tried to keep my eyes on the road but she wasn't making it easy.
"Couldn't you at least wait until we get to my place, it's not that far," I said. "You're going to make me crash at this rate."
"Mmm, better keep your eyes on the road Miss," she replied, still shamelessly playing with herself beside me.
I gritted my teeth and squeezed my thighs together hard in a somewhat successful attempt to restrain my urges. Megan had always held an element of danger for me but this took it in a brand new direction.
It seemed like a much longer drive than usual, but I did manage to get us there in one piece. There was a strange moment of awkwardness once we actually entered my apartment, I wasn't sure whether to lead her to my bedroom or just tackle her onto the floor.
"Do you have any wine glasses?" Megan asked.
"Uh, yeah. Just a second."
I hadn't even remembered the wine and I was the one carrying the damn bottle. We ended up sitting together on the couch in what passed for my living room as Megan got the wine opened and poured. I took a couple large swallows immediately, feeling as though I could use it.
It didn't take long before Megan leaned close to me and started undoing buttons on my shirt. I tried to reach somewhere to set my glass down but just as quickly as she had leaned in she straightened back up.
"You looked a little warm," she said as though I would buy her explanation.
Over the next few minutes the two of us alternated between draining the wine bottle and slowly removing my clothes. Every touch of Megan's hands on me drove me crazy and I was getting progressively closer to grabbing her and dragging her into my bedroom, forcibly if necessary. Finally I stood up, a little unsteady from the alcohol but not yet drunk enough to impair me significantly.
"You gonna take me to bed now?" Megan asked, her eyes shining as I removed my panties to stand naked in front of her.
"Whether you like it or not," I confirmed.
"Oh don't worry, I'm pretty sure I'll like it."
She bounced off the couch and almost fell down in the process as she too discovered the effects of the wine. Giggling as she regained her balance she pulled her shirt off to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra underneath, leaving her just as naked as I was.
I wasn't sure which of us actually made it to the bed first, not that it mattered as we collapsed onto it together tangled in each other's arms. Her lips pressed furiously against mine and I kissed her back just as passionately while my hands explored her body.
Of their own volition my hips started rocking against her, seeking something to satisfy my hunger but finding nothing. Sensing my need Megan slid her hand down over my tummy and between my legs, locating my pussy by touch and drawing a slight gasp from me.
"Yes," I whispered in encouragement as her fingers touched me, stroking my vulnerable flesh.
"Mmm, you're so wet already," she said.
"That's your fault, you and your teasing."
"Well let's see what I can do about that."
She pushed a finger inside me, finding little resistance in my well-lubricated cunt. A second finger soon followed, temporarily helping to satisfy me as Megan finger-fucked my pussy with increasingly forceful thrusts.
Her head slid down to my breasts so she could suck on my nipples, first one then the other as though she couldn't decide which she preferred. I stroked her hair idly as I let her play, arching my back in pleasure when she nipped gently at the sensitive skin.
I gasped in surprise as I felt yet another finger slide into my pussy, then moaned gratefully as a fourth entered right behind it. Megan must have had half her hand in there by now and it was just what I needed. I had noticed that her hands were smaller than I was used to but I hadn't realized just how much stimulation I lost from that until she added her other two fingers. I had never had anyone's entire fist inside me before, but Megan's might just be small enough to fit.
"Can you get your thumb in?" I asked.
"You want me to try?"
I nodded her arm stopped moving as she carefully pushed her final remaining digit between my pussy lips. As I thought it did fit and when she curled her fingers inside me I felt that sense of fullness that I loved but didn't experience nearly often enough. Slower than before she resumed her hand's motion, working her way as deep into my pussy as she could go.
All too soon my orgasm approached. The sensations I was feeling were exquisite but not enough for me to want to delay the release I craved. I let out a long low moan as I came, squeezing Megan's hand tight with my pussy muscles before slowly relaxing.
"That seemed like it felt good, you nearly took my hand off," Megan said, bringing her palm up to her face to examine it. "And now it's all wet and sticky."
She sucked one of her fingers into her mouth, clearly not minding my juices covering it.
"God you're sexy," I said.
"Sexy and still horny," she replied, as though I might forget about her needs.
"I think I've got something that might help with that."
Megan watched with definite interest as I rummaged around the bottom drawer of my dresser. My last girlfriend left behind a couple toys and never came back for them. I never had much of a chance to use them since then but now seemed like a good time.
"Is that..." she started as I stood up.
I held out my hand so she could clearly see the strap-on I held. I loved using it, but without anyone to use it on it was kind of pointless.
"Want to try it?" I asked.
In response Megan got on her hands and knees and turned around on the bed while smiling in invitation over her shoulder. I got into the harness as fast as I could, making sure to adjust the straps so they fit snugly, and climbed up behind her. Even as quick as I managed it she was already wiggling her butt at me impatiently.
I used one hand to try and hold her still while the other one guided my fake cock into her pussy. She sighed contentedly as I thrust deeper and deeper inside her and lowered her upper body slightly to give me a better angle.
"Mmm, that feels good," she breathed.
She wasn't the only enjoying herself; whether by accident or design the strap-on was shaped such that every time I pushed into her it put pressure right on my clit. When I increased my pace sufficiently it was almost like masturbating, with the added bonus of fucking the hot girl in front of me at the same time.
"You like it?" I asked.
"Oh fuck yes," she moaned. "Harder."
I did my best to oblige, thrusting into her tight little pussy for all I was worth. Even after cumming so recently the stimulation on my clit was intense and I knew I could cum again fairly soon at this rate.
Megan beat me to it, crying out with her orgasm a few short minutes later. She collapsed forward on the bed abruptly halting my movements and leaving me still wanting more. With no other immediate option I shoved my hand down between the strap-on and my pussy to desperately finger my clit. In almost no time at all I felt myself cumming again and dropped down beside my young lover to ride out the waves of pleasure that surged through me. Even before I had a chance to recover I felt her crawl into my arms and snuggle up against me.
"That was pretty awesome," she said.
"Yes, it was," I agreed.
"Miss, can I ask you something?"
"Of course."
"Well...." She hesitated for a second. "How do you feel about me?"
"I don't understand."
I shifted around a bit trying to get more comfortable. The harness I was wearing was starting to dig into me a little but I couldn't summon the energy to get out of it.
"I mean, I like you," Megan said, looking into my eyes as she spoke. "I really, really like you. It was all just fun at the start, but now I kinda... I just need to know what you think about me."
For the first time I saw a hint of vulnerability to her, the first sign that I could actually hurt her by saying the wrong thing. Or course I had no intention of doing so but it was touching to see how much I meant to her.
"I think you're trouble Maggie, I have since the first time you talked to me. And despite that I think I'm dangerously close to falling in love with you."
"Really?"
The moment of vulnerability was gone, replaced by a more familiar look on her face. I don't even think she minded being called trouble, then again she probably already knew she was.
"Really. And I know you're planning something already but I'm too drained right now, you're just going to have to settle for cuddling."
"'Kay, but it's my turn with your toy next."
"Deal."
I was physically tired but not sleepy yet and I knew that given a little time to rest I would probably be good to go again. Megan seemed like she was already ready for more and would almost certainly be able to outlast me. I wished I didn't have an eight-thirty class in the morning since I suspected I wouldn't be getting very much sleep. Maybe I could call in sick.
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I was sitting in the kitchen making my way through a bowl of cereal while mom stood at the sink cleaning up the breakfast dishes from where everyone else had already eaten. I enjoyed sleeping in way more than anyone else in my family and summer vacation let me get away with it. It was probably closer to lunchtime than breakfast really, but I liked my cereal. Right around the time I was almost finished Chris and Amy, my older brother and sister, came in dressed like they were going to the beach.
"Where you going?" I asked them.
"The beach," Chris said, exactly as I suspected.
"Cool, can I come?"
They exchanged a glance and I knew them well enough to see they didn't really want me along. I felt a little hurt even if it was the sort of thing I should have been used to. Being twins and a couple years older than me they had always been closer to each other than me. Now that they were both off to university I didn't even get to see them that much and I tried to spend time with them when I could. Maybe I was being too clingy or something.
"That's okay, I'll find something else to do," I said without giving them a chance to speak, trying not to sound upset.
Unfortunately mom was still right there and she wasn't about to let it drop that easily.
"Oh go on, take your little sister with you. She's not going to hurt anything," she said.
"Moooom," I protested, both at her getting involved and referring to me as their little sister. I was the baby of the family and everything, but at eighteen I was getting a bit tired of having it pointed out.
Another shared look between my siblings, more silent communication.
"You can come if you want Jess," Amy said. "Better hurry up though."
There was still a tension in the decision and it was with a certain amount of trepidation that I put on my swimsuit under a loose t-shirt and shorts and joined them at the car.
"You guys don't have to take me, you can just drop me off somewhere," I said from the back seat as we drove. "I didn't mean to get in the way."
"You aren't in the way," Chris said, somewhat surprisingly since he seemed to be more against me coming than Amy. "We don't mind you coming with us, it's just...."
"We're not going to a regular beach," Amy finished for him.
"What do you mean, like no sand or something?" I asked, not having any idea what they were talking about.
"No no, I mean it's... I guess 'clothing optional' is what they call it."
I sat in stunned silence for a moment, unable to fully process that thought.
"So it's really up to you if you still want to come or not," I heard Amy through my daze. "We understand if it's not your thing."
No, it wasn't my thing. I'd never even really thought about going to a nude beach. Since when was it Chris and Amy's thing though?
"You guys have gone before?" I asked.
"Yeah, a couple times," Amy said. "Honestly it's pretty fun, even if it seems weird going with us."
As far as I could tell from his body language Chris might have been as uncomfortable with me being there as I was about the whole idea. He obviously didn't have a problem going with Amy though, once again their closeness was shoved in my face and was probably responsible for my surge of defiance.
"I guess I'll still go," I said.
What was the worst that could happen right?
It was a longer drive than I was expecting, or seemed that way at least. My sense of time was not taking priority in my head. There were some people already there when we arrived but not exactly the usual crowd I would have expected at a beach on a sunny day like it was. The somewhat secluded location might have helped with that and I wondered how my older siblings had come across it.
I followed a couple steps behind Amy and Chris, trying not to look around too much as they made their way up the beach where it turned out to be less and less populated. Contrary to what I had expected, not everyone had completely shed their clothes. Some of the women just went topless and plenty of people would have fit in just fine at a normal beach. I felt a certain amount of relief that at least I wasn't the only one hesitant about the idea of being naked around strangers.
We finally stopped when we got past a couple low sand dunes that blocked off the area we had just been from view. Whether the privacy was for my benefit or not I didn't know, but I appreciated it anyway.
"So what do you think? Jess... hey."
Amy waved her hand in front of my face and I realized I had been obsessing on my thoughts again.
"Think about what, this place? I dunno, it's not really what I was expecting in some ways."
She smiled and pulled her shirt over her head, undressing right in front of me even as Chris did the same.
"You can leave your suit on if you want, some people do," Amy said as if reading my mind. "We aren't going to though."
I wasn't sure where to look and settled for awkwardly staring out at the horizon until they had both undressed. Without waiting for me, possibly so as not to press the issue, they headed out into the water leaving me still standing indecisively in the sand.
I could have just followed along, it was simple enough in theory, but I held reservations about that course of action. If it was only Amy and me it wouldn't have been a big deal, or not to quite the same extent anyway. Mostly I was nervous about the reaction I would get from Chris. If only I could have known what he was thinking it would have made things so much easier on me.
When all else fails, let chance decide. It wasn't the best decision making process I admit, but it had worked for me at times in the past. If Amy went fully underwater first, I would keep my swimsuit on. If Chris was first then....
It was biased toward the safe side, I couldn't help myself from that. I knew Chris was more likely to shrug off the cold of the water before Amy and save me from my bet with myself. I remembered all the times at the beach when we were younger he would already be swimming around while Any and I were still girlishly working our way in.
Then my hopes were dashed as the two of them exchanged unheard words and Chris grabbed Amy around the waist. I watched helplessly as he threw her into the deeper water, making her shriek loud enough that I actually could hear her this time. So much for luck.
Since no one was actually around watching me the undressing process wasn't that bad. I even found myself developing a sort of nervous excitement about stripping in a semi-public location, like I was getting away with something bad and could be caught at any moment.
The fact was I really could be caught and I glanced up the beach to make sure there was still no one else in sight. I could just stay where I was for a while and get used to the sensation of being so vulnerable while I was still in easy range of my clothes and towel. Or I could stop being such a wuss and just go join my siblings in the water. They certainly hadn't shown any hesitation and maybe I should take a cue from that. After all, rationally speaking, any taboos regarding nudity were purely artificial even if they had become so ingrained in our society that most people never questioned them.
With a deep breath I took a tentative step forward, then another. Somewhere in the back of my mind I guess I expected an invisible force to stop me somehow or make me come to my senses, but nothing of the sort occurred. Before long my feet hit the very edge of the water line and I was at the point where turning back would save me any embarrassment. Amy had turned toward me and appeared to be swimming slowly in my direction while calling out something to Chris.
I continued forward more boldly than I felt, seeking what little protection the deeper water held for me. Soon I was within easy talking distance of my brother and sister.
"So you did it after all," Amy said. "Guess you win Chris."
"Wait, did you guys bet on me?" I asked disbelievingly.
"Yeah, sorry." She at least looked genuinely apologetic, if not overly so. "If it makes you feel any better I wasn't really betting against you, I just wanted to make things interesting. Should have known better than that. Anyway, I owe you later Chris."
Amy dove backward away from us, leaving Chris and me floating awkwardly together.
"So you thought I would do it huh," I said.
"You can be... very determined when you want to be."
My chest was only just barely beneath the surface of the water as I crouched slightly, still fairly visible. In other circumstances I might have found it funny how my brother's gaze kept flicking around my partly concealed breasts and then away to some imaginary object behind my shoulder. Maybe that was the sort of thing that would go away once we got comfortable with each other.
"It's a little weird for you having me here isn't it?" I said.
"It's not... okay it is a little," he admitted. "But it's just because, well, you're my baby sister you know? I'm not used to thinking about you differently from that."
Meaning that he was seeing me as something other than his sister. In spite of myself I had a hard time keeping a smile off my face. It may have been a subtle, buried compliment but combined with his difficulty keeping his eyes of my boobs he had to be feeling a certain attraction to me. As much as it did nothing to help our mutual awkwardness, getting a reaction out of my own brother was wonderful for my self-esteem.
"Geez, are you two still talking?" Amy said, having circled around and swam up behind me. "You can do that anywhere, let's have some fun while we're here."
She pushed me playfully to the side and as I moved my leg to regain my balance it was blocked by hers. Getting tripped while mostly submerged in water was not a big deal, I could have simply swam away if I wanted. Instead my old instincts kicked in and I allowed myself to sink beneath the surface down to the sand. After giving my eyes a few seconds to adjust I located my sister and grabbed her ankles as I stood up.
I don't think she was expecting retaliation so quickly because she went down easily, her upper body forced underwater as I held her feet up in the air. Back when we were younger I rarely got one up on either of my siblings since I was too much smaller than them and just couldn't compete strength-wise.
After a moment I let go and quickly backed away. Amy came up sputtering but with a wide grin on her face.
"You little sneak," she accused me.
"You started it," I shot back.
Amy chased me as I tried to swim away, but I had started giggling which slowed me down enough that she caught up to me quickly. She held me while Chris came over and mercilessly tickled the bottom of one of my feet which they both knew was my weak spot. Even as I thrashed around in an attempt to escape I understood just how little it had taken for the mood to change. I didn't have to worry about what they thought, they were still my brother and sister and it would take more than a lack of clothes to get in the way of that.
Alliances changed quickly as they tended to in such situations. As soon as she wasn't watching, Chris picked up Amy and lifted her halfway out of the water before throwing her back in few feet away. Then me and my sister turned on him and the both of us dragged him underwater, something of a challenge since he could almost hold out against both of us together.
With all the messing around there was a fair amount of contact between the three of us. I found I didn't really mind the accidental touching all that much even when it was clearly in inappropriate areas. Mostly I think I was just caught up in the moment and enjoying myself too much to be bothered.
A couple times I felt my brother's dick poke me and it seemed to be at least semi-hard. I couldn't really blame him being naked around two girls like he was, even if we were his sisters. Besides, I had to admit I was enjoying myself on more than a strictly platonic level as well. I wondered if Amy felt the same way I did but couldn't very well just ask her.
Eventually we decided to take a break and headed back to shore together. Chris still had a noticeable half erection going on and once out of the water it became easily visible to me. Somehow the sight made me feel embarrassed all over again and I tried to look straight ahead until I could get to my towel and lay down.
The sun felt good on my skin as it both dried me and warmed me up. I tended to go a bit numb while swimming in cold water and only felt the effects when I got out.
I expected my siblings to lay out like me at least for long enough to dry off, but instead Amy knelt down beside Chris. At first I couldn't tell what she was up to and I had to sit up to get a better look.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"He won our bet remember? I'm paying up," Amy said.
She didn't really answer my question but I could see well enough anyway, I really only asked out of a sense of disbelief. Amy had her hand on Chris's cock and was slowly stroking it, giving our brother a handjob right in front of me.
"That's the kind of thing you guys bet on? Is that why-"
"Amy, we don't have to do this right now," Chris interrupted. "Not if, you know, if it's going to be a problem."
"Is it going to be a problem?" Amy said, looking directly at me.
"I... I don't know." I shrugged helplessly. "I wasn't expecting this."
"Of course you weren't, but it's time you knew," Amy said.
"We didn't want to leave you in the dark so long," Chris said. "But how do you tell anyone, especially you, about some of the things we do? It's not easy."
"And what kind of things do you do?" I asked, trying to keep my voice level.
They looked at each other briefly before back to me.
"Whatever we want basically," Amy said. "The thing is, we know we can trust each other and that we're always there when the other needs us. It could be the same for you to if you want."
"There's no pressure though, it's your decision," Chris added.
I pulled my knees up to my chest as I sat there thinking, curling into a protective ball. So many half-remembered events from the past made more sense in light of this revelation. Times when I thought they just didn't want me around, there was actually a bigger reason than simply that I was an annoying little sister. The question now was how was I supposed to feel about it?
Amy continued jerking Chris off, returning her focus to him as I silently weighed my options. He certainly seemed to be enjoying it, his eyes had closed and he was breathing heavier. Without even thinking about it I knew I didn't want to get between them or try and stop what they were doing. They were happy with their lives and with each other. It was only a matter of deciding whether I wanted to be a part of it or not.
As much as I tried to concentrate, my eyes were drawn to the movements beside me. The motion of my sister's hand was hypnotic and I soon gave in and just watched it go up and down on our brother's cock.
I almost jumped when the first spurt of cum shot out of Chris's dick, I had been so entranced that I forgot what the whole point of the handjob was. Most of the cum landed on his stomach but some also partly covered Amy's hand while she continued to stroke him until he was completely finished. Without even pausing to think about it my sister licked at the back of her hand, cleaning herself off as casually as if she'd dripped while eating ice cream.
"Well that was fun," Amy said, standing up to stretch. "But I'm getting hungry now."
"You want me to go pick up some food?" Chris asked.
"Nah, I got it. Are the car keys in your pocket?"
Amy got dressed, more or less, as Chris rifled through his clothes for the keys. She bent down to grab them while giving him a quick kiss, then turned around and kissed me too.
"Be back soon," she called over her shoulder as she headed toward the car.
"Why'd she do that?" I mused, not really meaning for it to be a question.
"It's a way of showing affection," Chris answered anyway.
"I know that smartass, but... oh never mind. You've still got stuff all over you by the way."
"So I do," he acknowledged.
I rolled my eyes and grabbed Amy's towel, using it to gently wipe my brother's semen off his body.
"Swear to god, you'd be helpless on your own," I said.
"That's what sisters are for."
"Among other things," I muttered, perhaps more maliciously than I meant to.
I balled up the towel and chucked it to the side. Amy probably wouldn't appreciate my use of it, but I wasn't very well going to use mine.
"I'm glad you came with us today," Chris said.
"Yeah, I think I am too. Even if I'm still confused as hell what to think about everything."
"Whatever you decide, we'll be okay with it."
"Thanks."
I scooted closer to him on my towel and lay down with my head on his shoulder. He looked a little confused but didn't say anything and simply slid his arm around from between us to hold me.
"Always liked being close to you two," I said. "I just don't know if I'm ready for more than that."
"That's fine. As long as you're happy."
I didn't know about happy, but I was feeling quite content at least. Lying out in the sun curled up with my brother, I could only imagine what it would feel like if Amy was there too. I had already taken a big step being naked around them and so far it was working out pretty well. Could I ever do the things they did though? Taking our relationships to a sexual level was still kind of a scary thought.
Chris started idly playing with my hair as we lay together, stroking it and curling it around his finger. It felt nice, I always liked when someone did that but there weren't many people I was that comfortable with.
I don't know how much time passed but it must have been around twenty minutes at least when I heard Amy returning. I raised my head a little to make sure it was her coming and not someone else just walking down the beach, then settled back down.
"Well you two look all cozy down there," she remarked. "Wish I had a camera."
"Don't even think about it," I growled.
While she stripped back out of her clothes I sat up and watched Chris pull food out of the bags she brought. It turned out to be packaged sandwiches, chips, and some bottles of juice. I guessed there must have been a convenience store relatively nearby.
"Aw, what did you guys do to my towel while I was gone?"
I had been waiting for Amy to discover her towel and tried to look innocent even though it was pretty obvious what had happened to it.
"You jerks. Well you're just going to have to share now," she said.
Mine and Chris's towels were already right next to each other and Amy sat down straddling them both at the far end, forming a sort of triangle with the three of us. Not much was said for several minutes as we ate, even I discovered I was actually quite hungry once I got started. It didn't take very long for the pile of food to be substantially reduced.
"You've got something on your boob there," Chris said.
I looked down to my chest before realizing he was talking to Amy.
"Shit, you're right. Frigging mayo or something," she said. "Think a piece of lettuce fell on it earlier. I'm gonna go wash up, back in a minute."
I flipped over onto my stomach as she returned to the water, stretching out to allow the sun to caress my skin as much as possible. It really was a better experience sunbathing naked, plus there wouldn't be any nasty tan-lines forming either.
Before long Amy was back but I stayed where I was, being far too comfortable to want to move. Her hand landed gently on my leg as she sat beside me, still damp from just being in the water. Her fingers traced their way across my flesh, circling the back of my knee. The occasional drop of water landed on me sending little shocks through my system.



"Is this some bizarre way of telling me you want me to move?" I asked.
"No, I'm good with you right where you are," Amy said. Both her hands were on me now, slowly massaging my legs from my ankles up to my thighs and then back again. "You're very beautiful, little sister," she whispered, "very hard to resist."
"Well maybe try a little harder," I said, moving to turn over.
Then I felt hands on my back, Chris's hands. They were bigger than Amy's, and stronger, and they held me down where I was even as he started rubbing the area just below my neck.
"Just relax Jess, it's okay," he said.
"Not giving me a lot of choice," I grumbled.
It wasn't exactly unpleasant having two people teaming up to give me a massage and I tried to just relax and enjoy it. Chris was actually doing a decent job on my back, almost distracting me enough not to notice as Amy maneuvered herself between my legs and continued rubbing them. I knew they were up to something but I was feeling good and was willing to see what happened. If I really wanted them to stop at some point they would, I trusted them enough to be sure of that.
"You know, you have a really cute butt," Amy said.
"Shut up!" I protested.
Her hands slowly crept up the top of my legs, her fingers brushing my ass before moving back down again. She repeated the movement several times getting farther every time.
"I'm right though, aren't I Chris?" she said.
"It's nice," he agreed.
"Shut up," I repeated, even less convincingly than last time.
Being face down at least meant they couldn't see me blushing. It was a weird feeling to have my brother and sister both openly checking me out. At the same time I also felt a closeness to them that I never had before. I was in on their secret, part of the club. That thought was enough to keep me still.
"So how did you feel about watching me jerk Chris off earlier?" Amy asked, changing subjects on me.
"What do you mean?"
"You know what I mean. Did you like it?"
"Maybe a little," I said, squirming uncomfortably.
She was straying closer to my pussy and I didn't even know whether I wanted her to stay away anymore. I'd been a little on edge pretty much since we arrived and Amy was very close to discovering it. I thought I'd be fine until we got home but with her and Chris playing with me the way they were it didn't seem so likely.
"Me and Chris usually get kinda excited when we're here, even if we're not supposed to around each other," Amy said as if she could read my mind. "With you here it's been even worse for both of us. We were going to give you time, but it's so hard to resist."
"You're just saying that," I said. "You're-"
"She means it," Chris interrupted. "We both do."
He brushed my hair out of the way and kissed the back of my neck, sending a small shiver down my spine.
"Face it Jess," Amy said, "you might be our baby sister but you're sexy and naked and you're really, really tempting."
She brought her hand down to stroke her fingers across my pussy lips, making me gasp and spread my legs out of reflex. Chris was still laying kisses around my neck and upper back while Amy explored my pussy, the two of them sending ripples of pleasure through my body.
I turned my head to finally take a look at what they were doing. I wasn't able to see much without lifting myself up on my arms, but I could see enough of Chris where he knelt beside me to notice his cock was once again partially erect. It was so bizarre to think that I could have that kind of effect on him, and yet it certainly seemed to be the case.
Amy pushed two of her fingers into my pussy, sliding them deep inside my unresisting body. I arched my back and raised my butt in an only partly conscious effort to make it easier for her. She was gentle with me at first, making sure not to hurt me I suppose, but I was wet and ready for her; she would pretty much have to make a deliberate effort to make me feel anything but pleasure at that point.
"How you feeling?" Chris whispered in my ear.
"Good. A little overwhelmed by everything, but good," I said.
Even as I said it I realized just how much I meant it; I really was feeling amazing. It was strange to think all the time growing up just assuming there was something inherently wrong with doing anything sexual with siblings, only to find out that it may have been completely unjustified. They were pushing things a little faster than I would have liked but I still felt safe, like I could regain control anytime I wanted and they wouldn't be mad. I couldn't remember any boyfriend I'd had that I could say the same for.
Amy was still finger-fucking me from behind, building up to a nice rhythm that was already making my toes curl. What I didn't expect was for her to use her other hand to find my clit.
I didn't really have enough experience to know if it was normal, but for me playing with my clit has always been the easiest way to get off; sometimes the only way. It just seemed to feel so much more intense even than having something in my pussy. The couple times I'd had sex I still had to basically masturbate while being fucked if I wanted to cum.
My sister was doing a pretty good job down there, surprising considering my few past experiences with anyone else touching me. Then again, it probably came more naturally for girls. Not to mention she would no doubt have some practice on herself. For probably the first time I had to acknowledge that there could be serious advantages to a relationship with another girl.
I didn't have long to consider this new revelation however, not with the increased stimulation I was receiving. My orgasm was building deep within me, wanting to burst out and making my thoughts less coherent with each passing moment.
Amy, reading my reactions perfectly, moved her fingers even faster over my clit trying to help me along. Within seconds I felt that familiar explosion inside me as I came on my sister's fingers. It was a much longer, harder orgasm than I usually had, almost seeming to go on for an eternity in my own little bubble of time.
Then it was over and I lay panting on my towel. I slowly regained my senses to and actually had a moment of disappointment that I no longer felt my siblings' hands on me.
It soon became obvious why that was when I looked around; Chris was on his back beside me with Amy straddling his waist. It had been pretty clear that my brother was getting worked up the whole, and I guess there was no reason Amy wouldn't have been as well. Still, I hadn't expected them to immediately jump on each other.
"Ooh yeah, that's what I needed," Amy moaned.
She was already rocking back and forth on Chris's cock and I could see it slide out of her a few inches every time she pulled back before disappearing inside her again.
"That was fast," I said.
"What'd you expect? Playing with you is better foreplay than what I get most of the time," Amy said.
"Hey!" Chris protested, more for show than anything.
"Oh what, like you didn't enjoy it either," Amy said, grinning at him.
Even after what had just happened it was still a little surprising that I really didn't mind seeing my siblings fucking right in front of me. I decided the afterglow of my recent orgasm must have been helping to keep me so calm, otherwise I should have felt something about what I was witnessing. As much as I was growing comfortable with the idea of the two of them being as close as they were, there should still have been a voice in my head somewhere pointing out how wrong it was for them to have sex with each other. As it was, all I really thought was that it was actually kind of hot.
Eventually I rolled on to my side to give my neck a break. I wasn't really into porn that much or anything, but I still decided this was better than anything I had seen on the internet. It was so much more real and I knew they actually cared about each other and were enjoying themselves. Plus it was just so dirty since they were brother and sister. I was actually starting to get horny again as I watched.
"Oh fuck," Amy cried, throwing her head back.
I focused on her with renewed interest as she came, wanting to see what it looked like when she did. The extreme look of pleasure on her face was the main thing I noticed and it made me wonder if my face looked the same when I had an orgasm. I'd always been too embarrassed to masturbate in front of a mirror even if it was something I'd been curious about for a while.
As she finished her movements slowed quite a bit until she was almost completely still. She leaned down to whisper something into Chris's ear quietly enough that I could hear neither what she said nor his response. Then she turned to me.
"You want to finish him off?" she asked me.
"What?"
I heard her, and I understood what she meant, but it was just such an unexpected question.
"Do you want to help your brother cum?" she explained. "He'd like it."
I could tell by Chris's face that he really did want it. Since I already knew they both apparently thought I was sexy, what I kept coming back to was when had they started thinking about me this way? Both of them had clearly thought about this stuff more than I had, and I guess they had tried to keep the secret to protect me. I kind of wished they had told me sooner so I could have had time to work things out at the same time they were. On the other hand they might have been right, who knows how I would have taken it at a younger age.
"Okay," I said.
Maybe I didn't have as much time to think about it as I would have liked, but I knew my brother wouldn't hurt me. I didn't even think he would be capable of doing so on purpose. It just felt so good to be a part of their secret life, to be so close to them the way they'd always been to each other. If that meant throwing a little caution to the wind then so be it.
Amy climbed off of Chris and knelt down beside me briefly to kiss me happily, as though she thought I made the right decision. I supposed it must have been the decision she was looking for or she wouldn't have asked. She then rolled me gently onto my back and sat down by my arm on the opposite side from where she had been.
Chris moved over top of me, adjusting himself between my legs until his cock was so close to my pussy I imagined I could feel it already. He was bigger and stronger than me and could easily have forced me if he wanted, but even now after I said yes he still showed hesitation. I was still his little sister whatever else might have changed.
"I'm ready," I said softly.
I tried to smile confidently even though I was really feeling more nervous than anything. Nothing bad would happen, I was sure of that, but it was still a big moment for me.
At least I seemed to have reassured Chris enough that I felt his cock being guided between my pussy lips. My own wetness plus Amy's juices still covering his shaft allowed him to enter me with no difficulty at all. Soon he was completely buried inside my pussy.
"How are you feeling now, still good?" Amy asked.
"Yeah, it's good," I said.
She smiled and bent down to kiss me again, something I was definitely starting to enjoy. Chris on the other hand was only moving slowly inside me, almost carefully.
"You can go a bit harder," I told him. "You aren't going to break me."
"I'm just, I'm so close," he said. "I didn't want to...."
"Go ahead," I said.
With my permission he did start thrusting a little harder, although still not by as much as I expected. Even so it wasn't long before his eyes closed and he visibly tensed up. I shivered as the first shot of semen sprayed deep in my pussy; the knowledge that it my brother's cum inside me almost enough to drive me crazy.
Then it was over and he rolled off of me onto his back. I felt Amy's arms circling me and instinctively I moved to her to let her surround me in her embrace. That was what I wanted really, the closeness. The other stuff was good too, but it was a definite secondary priority.
"Now you know everything," Amy said in a quiet voice.
"Yeah, everything," I repeated.
"I know it was a all so sudden for you," she said. "I hope... well, I hope we did the right thing."
"I think you did okay."
Lying there in my sister's arms, feeling my brother lazily cuddling up to me on the other side, everything was just about perfect.
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Things should have changed after being away from home for the better part of a year, that's what I thought anyway. My first year at university had been different certainly, but not in the sort of grand life-changing way I had hoped for. Returning home at the end of the school year I found everything pretty much same. I may as well not have bothered.
As sisters, and only about a year and a half apart, I grew up sharing a room with Lindsay. That hadn't changed either and even now as I lay in my bed staring at the ceiling I could hear her soft breathing from across the room. I turned my head to look at her but couldn't make out much more than an undefined mound where her blanket covered her. To think one of the biggest problems in my life was sleeping in the same room as me.
It sounded terrible when I thought of it that way. It wasn't like Lindsay had done anything to deserve being labeled as a problem, even just in my mind. She was as good a sister as I could have asked for and I wouldn't have traded her for anything. I just wished I could fix whatever was wrong with me.
Sighing heavily, and knowing I was better off staying put, I swung my feet off the side of my bed and stood up. I had taken to sleeping naked while I was away, but in acknowledgement of my return home I settled for stripping down to my underwear. Clad in my bra and panties I crossed the room to stand beside my little sister's sleeping form.
Only her head was visible sticking out from under the blanket that covered the rest of her body. Now that I was closer I could make out the features on her face, or at least half of her face. In the months I'd been at university she had turned eighteen and, if anything, she looked even more adorable than when I left.
I didn't know when my bizarre and frustrating obsession had started but it must have been related to us sleeping in the same room. The thing was that as cute as Lindsay could be during the day, the effect was somehow even stronger when she slept. The sheer look of tranquility and contentment that she held was enough to render me helpless.
"Perfect," I whispered under my breath.
That was the only word I'd come up that came close to describing how she looked to me. Watching her now I saw that same face, the one that had driven me crazy. A little older perhaps but no less perfect than before.
I'd hoped that some distance between us would help, that not seeing her for so many months would make me realize that I didn't really feel anything more than a love for my little sister. Unfortunately the feelings were stronger now, and many of them were definitely unsisterly.
I reached down to grasp the top of Lindsay's blanket and tugged it gently away from her shoulder before stopping myself. I'd always managed to keep from actually doing anything more than looking before and that's how it needed to stay. She didn't need to know how messed up I was, she didn't deserve to have to deal with my issues. They were for me alone.
For several long moments I stood there, blanket still in hand. Slowly I pulled it farther down her body until I reached her waist. I was losing the battle, or maybe winning. Always hard to keep score on internal struggles. I was still just looking I told myself, I was just getting the blanket out of the way. It wasn't really anything I hadn't seen before.
Soon Lindsay's blanket was piled up at the base of the mattress and her entire beautiful form lay before me. She was lying mostly on her stomach with her head turned toward me. She had on a t-shirt and pyjama pants as usual, the same I always used to wear to bed too. I noticed that her shirt had pulled up a little as she slept, exposing maybe an inch or two of skin on her back.
It was weird how interesting skin could be at times. It was constantly visible on other people on their hands or arms or faces, yet sometimes it was different. In the right places or on the right people it turned from an everyday sight to something more fascinating than the greatest work of art. The small patch on my sister's back wasn't quite that amazing, but it was still enough to draw my attention.
My hand went to the gap between her shirt and pants without even bothering to ask permission from my brain. I let my palm lay flat on her back for a moment before jerking it away. Now I was going too far, crossing a line I had always managed to avoid in the past. And yet, it felt so good.
Feeling guilty even before I touched her again I returned my hand to Lindsay's back, pushing the hem of her shirt up a little as I spread my fingers out. I slowly ran my hand up her spine to about the mid-point between her waist and neck before sliding it back to its starting position. Having pulled her shirt up some I wondered just how far I could get away with. It couldn't come off, not without actually moving her, and I didn't think she'd sleep through that.
Taking hold of the bottom of my sister's shirt on either side of her body I carefully tugged it upward. It was caught between her stomach and the mattress where she lay on it but I still managed to get it up to almost the level of her breasts.
I paused as I considered the possibilities, then slipped my fingers under the bunched up edge of Lindsay's shirt. Only the side of her breast was available to me without rolling her over and it really wasn't enough to get much of a feel, but it was more the idea of what I was doing anyway. It was so wrong in so many ways and so very, very exhilarating.
My heart was pounding and my hesitation was disappearing as my hormones took over. I'd still feel bad in the morning and I'd wish I hadn't done any of this, but I couldn't stop.
I turned my attention downward to the yet untouched pyjama pants that covered my little sister's lower half. They were loose, meant for comfort, and I decided I could probably get away with a similar process as I'd done to her shirt. Her legs were lying apart slightly, spreading wide enough that I wouldn't be able to get her waistband past her knees without pushing them together. That was okay though, I could still get it down far enough for my purposes.
I ended up only pulling Lindsay's bottoms down to just below her butt where I stopped and just stared. I'd seen her in her underwear or swimsuit plenty of times, and I had a fair idea what she looked like anyway, but still. Like every part of her body it seemed to fit, not too big or too small but just perfectly curved. Why did my sister have to be so goddamn amazing?
My levels of horniness were getting too high and, despite knowing I should retreat to my bed first, I gave in and slipped a hand under my panties. My pussy was so wet already I could fell the moisture that had soaked into the front of panties against my knuckles. For a few minutes I simply played with myself, trying to satisfy my urges enough to regain some control. My fingers sank easily into my sodden pussy and I wished momentarily for my vibrator but couldn't force myself to move from where I was to get it.
Finally I wrenched my hand away and took a couple deep breaths trying to calm down. If all I wanted to do was masturbate I could do that from the relative safety of my bed. I should get my sister's clothes straightened out and return to my side of the room.
Although....
I couldn't resist. Lindsay's naked butt was right there begging to be touched. As far as I had gone already I might as well go a little further.
With a slight tremble I lowered my hand onto her perfectly smooth ass and almost immediately my instincts took over again. I couldn't keep my already pussy-lubricated fingers from diving back in, this time with the addition of my palm mashing arrhythmically against my clit.
I was rubbing my sister's butt dangerously hard and tried to reign myself in from giving her a full on massage. That she still slept was probably using up my quota of luck for the year. Nevertheless the sensation of actually feeling her this way was overriding most of my ability to form coherent thoughts. All I cared about was cumming, and cumming soon.
My wrist was going to hate me in the morning, but then I'd hate myself in the morning too so nothing special there. Somehow I continued to move my arm faster, plunge my fingers deeper and harder inside me until finally that familiar feeling started building deep within me. I don't think I'd ever been so glad to achieve orgasm in my life, and certainly it had never felt so amazing.
Somehow I avoided making more than a small whimpering noise while I came. I wasn't usually a screamer anyway but I certainly could have been this time.
I pulled my hand out of my panties finally, finding it covered in my girl-cum as I expected. Lacking anything at hand to wipe my fingers off with I resorted to sucking them clean as best I could. I really didn't mind the taste but it wasn't anything special enough that I went out of my way to lick myself off that way most of the time.
As soon as I finished with my hand I started on getting Lindsay re-clothed. Her shirt was easy enough but her bottoms took a little more effort to pull back, particularly with my sense of caution coming back. Lastly I pulled her blanket back up and made sure she was tucked in snugly as memories came back to me of taking care of her like this in more innocent times. Back when I was the sister Lindsay deserved.
I sighed and stood up, not yet taking my eyes off of my sister. There were no easy options, no way to make sure she was happy. If she found out my secret, if I left, even if I tried to talk to her, it could all go so badly. I was stuck with simply trying to pretend things were normal and hope that I could control myself better in the future. I'd been doing so well until tonight.
"I'm sorry," I whispered even though I knew she couldn't hear me.
Since my panties were pretty much soaked and would become increasingly uncomfortable I slid them off before collapsing on my bed. I thought I would be up a while thinking and worrying but instead I felt sleep claiming me almost as soon as I got settled in. That orgasm took more out of me than I thought.
****
"Andrea! Hey c'mon, time to get up!"
I grumbled and only cracked open one eye to see who was waking me up so early in the morning. Or maybe not so early, the sun had already brightened the room and I could hear the background noises of activity downstairs. It must have just felt earlier than it was due to my lack of sleep last night.
Lindsay was standing beside my bed, almost bouncing in frustration as I refused to move. After a few seconds she jumped on my bed and started shaking my shoulder vigourously.
"What?" I croaked.
"Come on, mom's making pancakes and bacon and she says I can't have any until I get you up," Lindsay said.
As sleepy as I still was, I knew better than to stand between my sister and the prospect of her favourite breakfast.
"Alright, alright," I said. "I need to get dressed first though."
Maybe Lindsay had forgotten my choice of sleepwear these days, maybe it was something else. Either way she only clued in what I meant when I sat up and let my blanket fall away from my chest to reveal my bra. In one swift motion she was off my bed and digging through my shirt drawer.
"I forgot you don't wear much to bed these days," she said. "How about just a long shirt? You still have some right?"
"There should be a blue one there that would do. On the left-hand side I think."
She really had no idea what happened last night, for her it was business as usual. A small pang of guilt hit me as I watched her from my bed and remembered what she looked like with her pyjama pants pulled halfway down her legs. It wasn't nearly as bad as I expected though, maybe because I wasn't really focused yet.
Lindsay soon held up her hand up in triumph and tossed me the balled up shirt. It was one of the few night-shirts I still possessed since I didn't wear them to bed anymore, but they still came in handy every now and then. I pulled it on while still sitting down and let the hem fall down past my waist when I stood up, thus hiding just how naked my lower half was.
With me following close behind my sister made her way happily down to the breakfast table. She was acting so normal, and that was a really good sign as far as I was concerned. It meant I hadn't ruined anything yet.
I just had to make sure it stayed that way.
****
For a few days I actually managed to avoid any further ill-advised actions. The images of Lindsay's body burned into my brain were enough to keep me reasonably happy and to keep my thoughts off of any more exploration. I was however masturbating more than usual, particularly throughout the daytime, in an attempt to keep my hormones in check. This tended to leave me less horny at night when I was most likely to slip up.
I didn't completely stop getting myself off while in bed or anything. It was just such a convenient time, already lying down and relaxed as I was. I usually waited until I was sure Lindsay was asleep of course, not that she would necessarily mind if she knew what I was doing. The thing was that even if she was cool with knowing I masturbating it could still lead to awkward areas of discussion between us that I would rather avoid. Safer just not to be caught.
Unfortunately, one night it just wasn't working for me. It happened sometimes that I just couldn't reach orgasm and, while not a huge problem in some ways, it did tend to leave me sexually frustrated. That was not really a state I wanted to be in given my current circumstances.
I'd tried various techniques from gently finger-fucking my pussy to frantically rubbing my clit until my wrist got tired. I even stumbled out of bed long enough to grab my vibrator which usually did the trick. All I got for my efforts was sore and increasingly annoyed.
The worst part was I knew exactly what I could do to get the stimulation I needed. My sister was snoring softly in her bed and definitely asleep enough for my purposes by now. It would kind of defeat the whole point of what I'd been doing, it seemed that my plan may in fact have backfired on me. I'd unintentionally worked myself up instead of calming down and I was left without many options. When I thought about it I really only had two choices; give in and take advantage of my sister again or restrain myself and suffer through a long and possibly sleepless night.
Maybe if I could just distract myself with something I would drift off. I could probably go down into the living room and put the tv on quiet enough that I wouldn't wake anyone. It might mean falling asleep on the couch but that wasn't really a bad trade off compared to not sleeping at all.
I didn't even make it off my bed before pausing, barely having thrown off my covers and swung my feet onto the floor. Tv wasn't what I wanted. What I wanted was lying directly across from me.
Almost in a trance I stood and walked over to Lindsay's bed. I'd gotten away with it once, I probably could again. Even as I made the arguments in my head I knew I was in trouble. I was trying to rationalize and I wasn't resisting very well either. Is this how it was going to be, easier every time until something finally went wrong?
Lindsay actually had a corner of her blanket tucked under her arm which took a little bit of prying loose but I soon had it piled up at her feet. I wondered if she had taken after me and started sleeping in her underwear whether that would have made things easier or harder on me. Idle musings weren't getting me anywhere though, and as long as I was going to go through with this again I should probably be as quick as possible.
With my recently gained experience I found it much easier getting my sister's pyjama pants partway down her legs than last time. Partly that was because I wasn't quite as worried about her waking up since I was a little more familiar with her tolerances. If she had been on her back I might have gone for her shirt too, but it didn't seem worth the effort with her lying on her stomach again.
As with last time the sight of my sister's naked ass was enough to nearly hypnotize me. This was what I needed. I moved my hands simultaneously; one to my pussy and the other to Lindsay's butt, stroking both of them eagerly. It was kind of like a sexy coordination test.
With all the futility of my efforts so far I was glad to feel the increased arousal provided by my unwitting sister and to sense that it was working. I wasn't yet near orgasm but it would come, somehow I knew it would.
It wasn't long before my exploring fingers tracing Lindsay's skin led me to notice a change in her position. She was mostly lying the same she had been last time but with subtle differences. Notably I discovered that I had better access as I slid my hand farther down between her legs. I didn't go too far at first but I started to wonder if I could actually get to her pussy.
I shouldn't of course, I should just be happy with what I had. Already I had gone much too far and pushing more was just....
Actually there really wasn't any reason I could think of why it would be any worse. I was already completely fucked, figuratively speaking, if I got caught. How exactly were the consequences going to get any worse?
Slowly and very carefully I slid my hand between Lindsay's legs. It took me a second or two to actually realize when I was touching her pussy since it seemed to be completely smooth. I kept my pussy shaved pretty much constantly just because I liked the feel when I was playing with myself, but I never even considered that my sister might do the same.
I ended up not being able to get entire underneath her, but far enough at least that I could almost cup her pussy in my palm. It was such a high touching her where I was, more so even than her ass had provided. My long awaited orgasm was fast approaching and happily concentrated on achieving it as fast as I possibly could.
If I had been a little more calm I might have seen the warning signs of my sister waking up.
"Andrea?"
I heard my name spoken in a confused voice and for half a second I was just as confused where it had come from. Then I understood and I experienced a moment of absolute, pure terror.
"Lindsay?" I said, knowing full well it was even before my lips could move.
My mind was racing through possibilities but there really was no way to disguise what I was doing. Caught with my hand down my panties? That was doable. Caught with my other hand on her pussy? Completely fucked.
"I'm sorry," I said, repeating what I had whispered to her the last time. "I'm sorry. I'm just...."
I couldn't even think of anything else to say, what else was there? I pulled my arms back to my body, hugging myself as if it could bring some comfort. I was shaking all over and I felt very close to tears. Even though I had gone through the risks in my head previously I was completely unprepared for the reality of having to face them.
I couldn't decide what to do, whether to run and just get as far away as I could or maybe just curl up in a ball and close my eyes. It didn't really matter though since I was frozen in place and couldn't seem to gain any kind of motor control.
"It's okay Andrea," Lindsay said.
She had pulled her pyjama bottoms back into place and sat up, allowing me to see her face more clearly. It was still unreadable to me in my state but I was pretty sure I already knew what she would be thinking. She reached out to me and I flinched away.
"No it's not," I said, shaking my head. "It's not going... it just isn't."
Even before I finished Lindsay's hands were on me, pulling me toward her until her arms could wrap around me. It was such a bizarre thing for her to hold me that way given how she should be acting. Whatever that might mean I didn't really think about it. Mostly I just cried.



The tears had been waiting and once they started I couldn't stop them. I still didn't know how to face my sister, yet I felt safe in her arms. It was exactly the way I'd held her when she was sad or scared, and now our positions were reversed. Maybe it was those memories that made some part of me think she could somehow protect me from... her.
My sense of time was not functioning particularly well but we sat there long enough for me to make a sizeable damp spot on the front of Lindsay's shirt. Even when I stopped crying I just stayed where I was, afraid to break the moment.
"You feel better?" Lindsay asked eventually.
"A little," I admitted. "How come you aren't mad?"
Maybe I shouldn't have been so blunt but it was confusing the hell out of me.
"Do you want me to be?"
"I just mean... you know what I was doing right?"
I couldn't imagine that she didn't. She was my baby sister and all but she couldn't possibly be that naive.
"I think so," she said. "Andrea, if it had been me instead of you, would you be mad at me?"
"No," I replied without even thinking. "But that's-"
"Different? How exactly? I wish you would have talked to me but I'm not going to be mad at you."
"I couldn't talk to you," I said quietly. "Couldn't tell anyone."
"I know, I probably wouldn't have either. I just wish is all."
Lindsay was stroking my hair gently, soothingly, and I was slowly calming down. I was still confused about her reaction, but she wasn't angry or anything and that had to be a good sign. For the first time in a long while I felt real hope that our relationship might actually be okay, that it wouldn't be either based on secrets or non-existent.
She had a point too about our positions being reversed. Even if I didn't feel the way I did about her I knew that I wouldn't have been upset, not really. I loved her and it would take something much, much worse to change that. It was certainly possible that she felt the same.
"You're taking this all really well," I said, pointing out the obvious. "Better than I am."
"Not as well as you think," she said. "I mean, I'm okay. I just.... You were always there when I needed you, you know? Always. This is the first time you needed me, I could see it."
I reluctantly pulled myself away from the comfort of her embrace and finally looked at her for real. She was still doing her best to hide it but now that I could focus I noticed the confusion and the worry. She was being strong for me, pretending that she could handle it. Just like I had done when she had boy problems or thought she was going to fail a class; I hadn't really known what to do, only that she needed to believe it would be okay. Had she picked it up from me or was it instinctive?
"I'm sorry," I said, for different reasons this time.
I slipped back into her arms, hugging her back this time and letting our bodies press together tightly. Without letting go we lay down on the bed, sharing Lindsay's pillow and simply holding each other for a while.
"So how long have you..." she started, maybe just to break the silence.
"I don't know really. At some point I just felt something different. Probably while watching you sleep at some point, you look even more beautiful when you're sleeping."
Lindsay smiled but also looked a little embarrassed at the compliment. She looked so adorable.
"So what happens now?" she asked.
"I don't know. I never expected anything like this, never prepared for it. It's up to you I guess. If you want me to give you more space or anything, I understand."
"Does that mean you're not going to want to touch me anymore?"
I had purposefully skirted around that issue and I hadn't expected her to bring it up. My little sister was surprising me.
"I want to Lin," I said honestly. "But I know it has to be weird for you. I tried my best not to and I did pretty well for a while. Maybe it'll be easier now."
"Maybe," she agreed, sounding thoughtful. "What if... what if I let you sometimes? You know, when I'm awake."
"Really!?" I tried not to sound too excited at the idea but didn't really succeed. "I mean, I don't want to make you do anything you don't want."
"You wouldn't be forcing me, it's my choice. I think I want to at least try it. For you."
She looked deeply into my eyes as she said the last words and I could see the love behind them. She would do this for me just as I would help her when she needed it. A range of emotions flooded through me and I wanted so badly to kiss her. I held myself back and instead touched her cheek softly, feeling reassured when she didn't try to jerk away.
"Tell me to stop anytime if you don't feel comfortable," I told her.
She shook her head slightly as if to tell me that she wouldn't need to. Hopefully she was right.
I moved in slowly, giving her plenty of time to react if she chose. When our faces were only a couple inches apart she actually leaned toward me a little, much to my delight. Then our lips met, just barely brushing together at first.
Lindsay was nervous as I had known she would be, but once she got over the initial shock she seemed to settle in a little bit. She even started to respond a little to the movement of my lips. It wasn't her first time kissing someone or anything, and maybe it was partly just automatic response, but I wanted to believe that maybe she was enjoying it.
Finally I pulled away from her, not wanting to overwhelm her too soon. We studied each other's faces as we tried to get our breathing under control, seeking some clue to what the other was thinking. She didn't say anything immediately but at least she didn't look freaked out by the experience.
Without waiting long enough for her to speak I leaned in to kiss Lindsay again, this time a bit more aggressively. When I took her bottom lip gently between my teeth I could swear I heard a small noise of pleasure from deep in her throat.
"That actually felt kinda nice," she said as we took another break.
"Good, I don't want you to hate this."
"I wouldn't hate it, I just wasn't sure that I'd like it."
"Well...." I paused for a second, trying to figure out how best to make my offer. "If you want to try more stuff to see if you like it, I'd pretty much give you full access."
"What do you mean?"
I wasn't sure how to explain it any better; my ability to form complex sentences was not at peak performance. Instead I took her wrist and guided her hand to cup my breast over the thin material of my bra.
"You said you'd let me try things with you, I'm saying pretty much the same to you I guess," I said. "Only I'm a lot more sure that I'll like it."
Lindsay looked unsure but her hand didn't move when I let go of her arm. It could be that she had lesbian streak in her just as I did, but maybe I was hoping for too much.
Her fingers shifted a little after a moment, only barely noticeably, but I also sensed her relaxing as she adjusted to the idea of touching my breast. I wondered if she could feel my nipple through my bra, I guessed she could given how well I could feel her palm.
Not wanting to scare her off but also wanting to offer her more, I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. It stayed mostly in place, mostly because Lindsay was effectively holding it there, but it would come off easily if she wanted it to. She really didn't seem to know what she wanted however, and looked at me helplessly.
"I don't know what to do," she said.
"Whatever you want baby, do what you feel like doing. Nothing bad's going to happen."
"I know, it's just so new."
Despite my reassurance she remained paralyzed in indecision, her hand on my chest the only point of contact between us. As little activity as there was I was drawn to every breath she took and every small movement of her fingers. I wanted more from her, I wanted to feel her exploring my body. I wanted her to make that choice. Until she did I couldn't rush her, not without risking everything.
Finally, agonizingly slowly, her fingertips closed around the very top of my bra. I held perfectly still as she pulled it away and let it fall onto the mattress, leaving me completely topless in front of her.
"They're beautiful," she breathed.
"You think so?"
I was happy she'd said that for a couple reasons. One was that if she liked seeing me naked it was a good sign of things to come. The other was, despite my apparent confidence, there was always an irrational fear when I let someone see my body that they'd be disappointed. No one had been yet, but that didn't mean the I could make that particular worry go away.
"Yeah, they're so round and nice. Bigger then mine too."
Lindsay ducked her head a little as she said that and placed one of her hands on each of my breasts. I almost let it go since she was finally touching me the way I wanted her to, getting comfortable with our new closeness. I knew she was only trying to distract me though and hoping I wouldn't notice her own insecurity.
"Lin, you don't have to worry about you body you know," I said. "Not with me. I'm your sister and the last person who should be looking at you that way, but I did anyway. A lot. I haven't seen you naked yet, not fully, but you really don't have to worry."
She didn't say anything for a minute and wouldn't meet my eyes, but she didn't stop playing with my breasts either. Maybe it helped that her mind was on something else and she wasn't thinking about what she was doing.
Whatever the case her inexpert caresses felt amazing and I didn't want her to stop. Her lack of experience might even have made it feel better in some ways, giving our intimacy a kind of innocence that wouldn't exist if she had been actively trying to make me feel good. I tried to commit every detail to memory since it would most likely be very difficult to replicate in the future.
"Do you want to?" she asked. "I mean, do you want to see me... naked?"
"Of course I do, I'd love to. When you're ready though."
She was spending a lot of time appearing to be lost in thought. It made sense given the sheer amount of things she had to process, but I wished she would give me more of an idea exactly what she was thinking about.
I gasped as she pinched my nipple and she looked up at me startled, afraid she'd hurt me. I only smiled and guided her hands back where she'd pulled away. Usually I wasn't really into having my nipples handled roughly, but for the sake of my sister's learning I didn't mind. She didn't even pinch them again, sticking mostly with rubbing them and looking a couple times like she might actually lick one. She never got quite that bold though.
After a while she sat up and stretched her arm out where she'd been laying on it. Her eyes stayed on my body as she did so, traveling from my neck down to my legs. I rolled onto my back and spread my legs a little to give her the best view I could and basked in the appreciative expression on her face. I didn't enjoy having her look at me as much as I did looking at her or anything, but it was still nice.
"Andrea?" she said.
"Yes?"
"I think I'm okay with... letting you see me and all...."
"What is it?" I prompted, trying to drag out whatever she was going to say before trailing off.
"Could I maybe see you first? I mean, you know."
All I had on was my panties and with her eyes constantly glancing over to that small area between my legs I felt pretty sure I did know what she meant.
"Of course you can, anything you want Lin."
Lindsay waited a moment as if expecting me to take my panties off for her. When I didn't move at all I think she clued in and shifted to kneel next to my hip. She reached down with both hands to my waist and very gingerly took hold of my panties on either side. Visibly holding her breath she slowly pulled them down my legs.
I raised my butt off the mattress a little at first, then lifted my legs in order to make the task as easy as possible for my sister. She almost stopped when my pussy was revealed but continued all the way down and over my feet. She seemed torn for a second or two about what to do with my panties and settled for simply dropping them at the foot of the bed.
Lindsay crawled between my legs, her eyes wide and her features set in a look of wonder. She touched my inner thigh gently and I opened my legs wider for her. Her fingertips trailed across my skin toward my pussy but didn't quite make it there.
"It's beautiful," she said. "It's so smooth. It looks like mine."
"We're sisters, no reason they wouldn't look the same."
"I know, I guess I just didn't know that you...."
"Kept mine shaved too?" I finished for her.
"Yeah," she said.
"I like how it looks, and how it feels. Makes me feel sexier when I'm masturbating."
A look of... something crossed her face as I mentioned masturbating. Could have been just about anything.
"You masturbate don't you?" I asked, just to be sure.
"Yes! I mean, yeah, I do," she said, seemingly embarrassed at how defensive she sounded. "But we never, you know, talked about it before. Made me think about how much stuff we're doing now, stuff we never did before."
"We can stop if you want. We could call it a night and see how you feel tomorrow."
"No, that's okay. It's only when I think about it I start getting overwhelmed. When I'm just going along, when I'm not thinking about it, what we're doing feels good."
"You're worried about what it all means. You don't know how it's going to change things," I said, not bothering to form it as a question. I knew what she meant about being overwhelmed, I'd been there.
"Something like that." She nodded and gave me a weak smile. "And I know I could make some of the problems go away just by pretending this never happened tomorrow, but I don't want to. This feels different from anything I've ever done Andrea. This feels right."
"Are you sure it's not just 'cause you've never been with a girl before?"
What the hell did I say that for? Why would I try to discourage her line of thinking when it was going so well? I knew the answer even before I could finish formulating the questions. It was because, regardless of what I'd done or what would happen, I was still her big sister. I wanted her to be happy even if that meant a sacrifice on my part. This whole situation was my fault to start with.
"Maybe a little, I don't know," Lindsay said. "But I don't think it's that simple. I can't explain it, not really, except that I want us to be able to be closer than we were, like we are now. I just don't know exactly what that's going to be," she finished apologetically.
"Whatever it is we can do it together, it's not something you have to deal with on your own."
"I know, that's part of why you're different. That and you're soft and warm and you're not focused completely on getting off as soon you start getting undressed."
"You're only half right on that last one," I said.
"Oh, no I mean you're giving me time to adjust and everything. I know you're probably worked up and everything right now, but you've still been thinking about me."
"Speaking of being worked up, no pressure or anything but if you don't touch me again soon I'm probably going to have to do it myself."
"You look like you need it," Lindsay agreed. She looked purposefully at my pussy even though I couldn't see it without sitting up. "You're very, uh, wet."
"I'm not surprised."
Lindsay hesitantly reached down and placed her hand just above my pussy. It became clear pretty quickly that she really didn't know what to do, mostly she just traced her fingers around my pussy lips. Occasionally she would get close enough to get some of my juices on her fingers and I could feel them being spread across my skin.
Eventually she did look up at me pleadingly, having realized what I already knew. It was one thing to get yourself off, but that didn't necessarily translate to knowing what to do with someone else.
"See if you can get a couple fingers in me," I whispered.
I wouldn't normally start with that except that I really needed as much stimulation as I could get. I really hoped I'd be able to guide her well enough because if she couldn't make me cum relatively soon I was just going to get hornier until I was an absolute wreck.
My sister was still nervous but she followed my request and got her first two fingers in my pussy with very little difficulty. I was wet enough that it didn't take much in the way of skill. She giggled in surprise at how easily they went in while I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling. I wasn't exactly filled up but it would do.
Without having to be told Lindsay started moving her hand back and forth, thrusting her fingers inside me. She was slow at first as she adjusted to the idea of what she was doing, but actually built up to a decent speed. It wasn't quite as fast as I needed though.
"Harder," I urged. "Don't worry about hurting me."
"Okay."
I moaned softly as she started finger-fucking me properly, driving her fingers in as far as they would go before pulling them back. Not that it was a complicated task, but my sister was actually doing quite well once she got past her hesitations. It made me wonder what it be like once she got completely comfortable with me.
"Do you want me to rub your clit too?" Lindsay asked. "I usually like to, but I don't know if you...."
"Oh god yes. Please baby."
That was one advantage to girls, they didn't have to be taught everything like guys sometimes did. Even when they were new to it.
With the new double assault on my pussy and clit I finally had that feeling I'd been waiting for. My orgasm was building and, provided Lindsay kept up her current pace, would hit me soon.
"Don't stop," I begged. "Please don't stop."
She looked amazed at the effect she was having on me, probably not used to having anyone wriggling around in ecstasy at the mere touch of her fingers.
I was having a hard time keeping still, except that I knew thrashing around might dislodge her and I didn't want that. My hips seemed to have a mind of their own and I gripped the sheets tightly to try and get my movements under control.
Then all thoughts of self-control vanished in an instant as I came. It was so intense, so massive, like nothing I'd ever felt before. All I felt was pleasure through my entire body, only barely aware of Lindsay's continued stimulation.
I did eventually come down from my high, my eyes finally able to focus on things once more. The first thing I saw was my sister leaning over me looking concerned.
"Was I too loud?" I asked, noticing as I did that my throat was drier than I expected.
I had the vague impression that I had screamed at some point although I didn't think that I actually had.
"Only a little, I don't think you were loud enough to wake anyone."
"Good. You think you could get me some water?"
"Okay. Um, are you alright though? You weren't responding for a couple seconds there and I didn't know what to think."
I smiled in an attempt to show that I was fine but I'm not sure it convinced her.
"There's nothing wrong baby. I was just feeling really, really good. You did amazing."
There was a visible surge of pride on her face at the compliment and she seemed reassured enough to leave the room. She was only gone a minute or two before returning with a glass of water for me.
"Thanks," I said, sitting up to take the glass from her.
"You're welcome."
I drank a third of the water in a couple large swallows, then sipped at it as my thirst diminished.
"So you're probably tired now," Lindsay said. "Probably ready to go to sleep."
She was fidgeting with her hands and I got the definite impression that she was hoping I'd say I wasn't.
"Kinda, I am a little drained. Lindsay...." I paused for a second and tried to figure out how to say what I wanted. After a moment I gave up and just went for it. "I know you're maybe not ready for this, but do you want me to take care of you now? Because I don't think I could ever be tired enough to say no to that."



She nodded without quite meeting my eyes.
"Oh god I'm so worked up Andrea, I never... I don't remember feeling like this before."
Setting the mostly empty water glass on the nightstand beside the bed, I shifted closer to my sister. I pulled her to me and gently kissed her until I felt some of the stiffness leave her.
"You don't have to worry about that, anything like that," I said. "I know what you're experiencing better than anyone."
"I know, I want you to. I just got scared at how badly I wanted it."
"Why? Were you scared this whole time?"
"No. It's only when I realized how much you're affecting me, how much I want that to continue. Andrea, what if it doesn't? What if everything changes?"
I guess I should have expected Lindsay to freak out at some point, she had enough to deal with. I almost freaked out too at not immediately knowing what to do but wanting so badly to help. She looked like she might cry and I didn't know if I could handle seeing her that way.
"Listen, things are going to change, things always change. But I promise that the important things aren't. I'm not ever going to stop loving you as my sister, and as more if you let me. If anyone tries to get between us they'll have to drag me away kicking and screaming."
Lindsay managed a small half-smile for me but didn't seem entirely convinced.
"What about when you get tired of me?" she asked, trying to make it sound like a joke.
"Lin, I've known you for eighteen years now. You're my little sister, not someone I just met. I thought two semesters away would help and they didn't, I only wanted you more. I won't ever stop loving you baby, not for anything."
I barely had a chance to finish before she tackled me, locking her arms around me tightly.
"I love you too," she whispered in my ear.
We hugged for long enough for me to remember I was naked, and for sexual feelings to gradually replace the emotional ones I'd started out with. I wanted to be able to make her feel as good as she did for me and hopefully to leave and lingering problems until later.
Moving slowly I began to lift the bottom of Lindsay's shirt. When I was about halfway up her body she raised her arms above her shoulders, giving me silent permission. I had a little difficulty getting the neck past her head and had to shift my grip, but soon had her topless in front of me.
I kissed her passionately, letting our naked breasts press together as we embraced. As had been the case pretty much the whole time she let me take the lead, only now I could actually use it to full effect. Not yet breaking our kiss I guided her backward until she was lying down underneath me.
As soon I got her settled I went for her bottoms. She again responded to my non-verbal requests and helped me to remove her pyjama pants, leaving her completely naked.
This was where I had to be somewhat careful since being naked in front of someone for the first time is usually a bit scary. Particularly when you're not quite certain how they'll react but desperately want them to like what they see.
"So beautiful," I breathed, not exaggerating even slightly.
Lindsay squirmed in a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment but didn't say anything. She clutched her hands nervously in front of her and I had to pull them apart in order to get access to her breasts. I gently kissed each one before sucking one of her nipples between my lips.
"Are you sure they're not to small?" she asked.
"Baby, how many times do I have to tell you that you're absolutely perfect?"
"At least twice a day."
I looked up at her, surprise evident on my face.
"Was that an actual joke I heard?"
"Maybe." She shrugged but the little grin on her face gave her away.
"Okay, I can handle that." I crawled up farther along her body and kissed her lovingly. "You're perfect, you're my beautiful little sister and I love every single part of you. How's that?"
I didn't give her a chance to answer and instead kissed her again, completely cutting off anything she might have tried to say. She responded eagerly and met my tongue midway between our mouths with her own. I stroked one of her breasts with my hand as our tongues wrestled playfully.
One of my legs was between hers and she started humping against it, craving her own release but not wanting to say so. I knew what she needed though and I'd take care of it.
"I guess you're also my horny little sister, aren't you?" I said.
"Please Andrea," she begged non-specifically.
"Don't worry baby, I got it."
I had to reposition myself so that my head was more or less at the level of her hips. Her pussy was, like mine had been, already more than ready for me. She even seemed to be dripping onto the bed slightly before I so much as touched her most intimate place.
I started by running my fingers up and down her pussy lips, trailing my middle finger directly along her wet slit. Lindsay moaned and rocked her hips toward me impatiently as she waited for me to get on with it. Smiling to myself I pushed a single finger into her accepting entrance. It was tight, but not to the point of slowing me down very much.
"Is that okay Lin?" I asked.
"Uh huh," she replied simply.
She was squeezing one of her breasts rhythmically, but I'm not certain she was fully aware of it. Her attention seemed to be mainly on me and what I was doing.
Instead of sliding another finger in and more or less repeating what she'd done to me, I turned my focus to her clit. I had a better idea what I was doing and was pretty sure finesse was the way to go at this point. She was turned on enough that I didn't have to worry about building her up, I just needed to release all that sexual energy inside her.
I leaned in close and let my tongue dart out to flick against her sensitive clit. I made sure to pay attention to her reactions every time I licked her as I worked out what she responded best to. Some other time I could spend hours teasing her if I wanted, right now I was only interested in making her cum fast and hard.
A pattern of long, forceful licks interspersed with sucking briefly on her clit was what I settled on. My sister's moans had intensified and I knew the stimulation on her clit and pussy would soon have her cumming on my finger. I didn't even stop long enough to remind her not to be too loud, not wanting to let up the pressure for a second.
My efforts were soon rewarded as I brought Lindsay to orgasm. Her pussy did its best to crush my finger and her moans became dangerously loud before she clamped her pillow down over her face. I kept my tongue pressed against her clit until she calmed down and I sensed her body relaxing.
She lay on her back panting as I climbed up next to her and pulled the covers up over the both of us. I only barely got us settled in before she rolled over and curled up in my arms, burying her head against my shoulder.
"Andrea?"
"Yeah baby," I whispered.
"I love you."
"I know, I love you too."
That was effectively the end of the short conversation. I didn't know how long it was before Lindsay's breathing changed to signal she was asleep but I continued to lie awake holding her long after. The night had turned out so much better than I could ever have hoped and I didn't really want it to end even though I was exhausted. The only reason I was willing to surrender to sleep at all was that I wanted to be able to wake up with my sister, to have as much of the day together as possible.
There would be more problems, I had no illusions otherwise. I didn't worry about them though, couldn't bring myself to care. I had my sister now, in every way, and as long as we were together nothing else mattered.
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As I parked my car in the driveway after getting home, I could see signs of someone still being up. The living room light was on and there was the occasional flicker from the television. Amy probably, she was the only one I could expect not to be in bed as late as it was.
I had fairly odd hours at the job I worked. I started my workday in the afternoon and didn't get home until after midnight most of the time. My days off were very rarely on the traditional weekend either, tending to be more in the middle of the week instead. This meant that, despite still living at home, I could go days without actually seeing my parents or sister. It made my social life pretty difficult as well. I liked the job though, and I didn't mind a little solitude. Maybe someday I'd make it onto a more 'normal' schedule, but I wasn't too concerned about it.
After getting inside the house and kicking off my shoes I peaked into the living room to confirm it was my eighteen year old little sister curled up on the couch. She looked asleep and I quietly turned away toward the kitchen, trying not to wake her.
"Mom left a plate of food in the fridge for you," Amy mumbled before I could even take a step.
Not asleep after all.
"Thanks," I called over my shoulder.
Mom was usually good about leaving me something to eat and I probably would have checked the fridge even if Amy hadn't said anything. I took a couple minutes to heat it up in the microwave and grab a drink, after which I returned to the living room.
"So what are we watching?" I asked.
I sat down on the couch beside my sister, taking advantage of the coffee table to set my food on. I didn't recognize whatever show, or movie, was on the tv, but from what little I'd seen the plot didn't look overly hard to follow.
"I dunno. There's this guy who killed some other guys. Now these two guys," she said as she pointed at the screen," are looking for the first guy. I think."
I smiled at her description of events and watched for a couple minutes as I ate. Amy was clearly tired but was trying not to show it now that I had joined her.
"You know you don't have to stay up and wait for me," I said.
"I know, but I hardly get to see you if I don't."
"Don't get me wrong I like having some time together, but I don't want you exhausting yourself for it."
"Oh I'm a little sleepy, that's all." Amy sat up straighter and stretched. "Just need something to wake me up."
I hadn't finished eating, but that was alright. I knew what my sister was up to and, despite my concern for her well-being, I had been looking forward to it.
Amy and I had a somewhat different relationship from what anyone else knew, a relationship modified by our time spent together in the middle of the night. As far as we allowed other people to see we were purely a brother and sister with all that entailed. But we had our secrets.
I watched as Amy stood and walked slowly past me to the light switch on the wall. She continued stretching as she moved, only for show now as she made sure to pull her shirt tight across her chest for my benefit. Soon the room was dark except for the faint light emanating from the tv. Sometimes she would leave it on to give us the small amount of visibility it provided, but only sometimes. She found the remote on her way back and with the press of a button all the light in the room was gone.
It wasn't completely dark or anything. There was still the moonlight from outside which was enough that we could make out some basic shapes, but that was about it. This was how Amy preferred it, and I didn't disagree. The darkness gave a sense of comfort, a protection from the prying eyes that existed only in our imaginations. We weren't hurting anybody but we had no illusions about what kind of reaction we'd get if anyone ever found out.
Amy knelt in front of me and I scooted forward a little on the couch. Her practiced fingers were in my pants and extracting my cock quickly and with hardly any difficulty despite the lack of light. She had done this enough times it was second nature.
"So did you jerk off last night?" she asked.
She hadn't stayed up last night, leaving me on my own. I didn't mind that much in some ways since I really did want her to get the rest she needed, but I still felt disappointed every time I came home and didn't find her waiting for me.
"Nah, it's not the same doing it on my own," I said. It was more or less the truth.
"You just like getting other people to do everything for you."
"I do when they're so good at it."
I could sense Amy's smile even if I couldn't see it. She wasn't hesitant about fishing for compliments and I didn't mind giving them. Besides, she really did do a good job and the last thing I wanted to do was discourage her.
My cock was coming alive in her hand even though she wasn't yet doing much more than just holding it. I sometimes wondered how I would find it if I could see more of my sister while we did this, if she took her shirt off or something. It probably would get me harder faster but it would almost certainly be at least a little weird at first. Plus it would mean pushing the unspoken lines that we both did our best to stay inside.
Despite the lack of visual stimulation I did gradually become fully hard as a result of my sister's touch and what I knew was to come. Amy probably was legitimately better than I was at getting me off at this point, all the nights of practice having paid off. Part of that was just the feeling of someone else's hand doing the work, not to mention a distinctly female hand. I couldn't manage anything that compared to that sensation.
I groaned softly as she started stroking me, her small, soft fingers caressing my sensitive skin. Truth be told she was pretty much the only one who got me off these days. I didn't have a girlfriend or anything and, as much as I joked or avoided really answering the question when it came up, I really didn't masturbate anymore. I preferred letting Amy do it. It was kind of fucked up, and I understood that, but it worked out okay and we both enjoyed ourselves so what the hell?
Something warm and wet touched the tip of my cock, Amy's tongue. It used to be she would use her hands and that was it. At some point that changed and she had started using her mouth as well. Things had remained roughly the same since then, though I knew if she ever tried anything new I would probably let her. That's how we'd gotten where we were now after all.
Amy's lips parted and wrapped around my erection, slowly engulfing it. Her hand still gripped the base, squeezing tighter now and beginning to move in rhythm with her mouth. Strands of her hair brushed me as her head bobbed in my lap and I wanted to brush them back for her. I kept my arms firmly at my sides though since I had to be very careful about touching her. I never knew if something I did might scare her off, even when I was fairly certain she would see it as harmless. There was no telling which straw might break the camel's back.
"Oh fuck Amy," I breathed.
I felt the back of her throat bumping against the head of my cock on every down stroke, it drove me crazy when she did that. Her tongue played over the bottom of my shaft and her fingers were always there to fill the gap when her head pulled back. She kept up constant but varied stimulation on me as she built me up to the point of orgasm.
"I'm cumming," I said, providing what warning I could.
My sister's lips retreated to seal off the very end of my cock while she continued pumping it with her hand. My cum shot into her waiting mouth and I could feel the slight movements as she swallowed it as fast as it came out. She told me that it was easier this way, that it didn't make a mess. I didn't really believe that was her reason but I wasn't about to call her on it.
Finally I was dry and Amy disengaged from me after a couple last strokes to make sure I was done. I got myself pulled together and covered up while she settled back in on the couch beside me, not quite close enough to be touching. There was a lamp on her end of the couch and she turned it on instead of going back to the switch for the main room light.
I could make out my sister's features again, all the familiar details that were lost in the dark. She looked pleased with herself as she often did afterward.
"Amazing as usual," I said before she could even ask. And I knew she would ask.
"Of course it was," she said as though it was a foregone conclusion. She still beamed at the compliment though.
We sat in silence for a few minutes, out of things to say. It felt good just being with her sometimes, just hanging out. It made me wonder how long we'd be able to get away with our relationship in its current form. We rarely talked about it period, let alone what the future held.
"So how are things?" I asked.
"What things?"
"You know, like how's school going, how's life, stuff like that."
"I dunno, same as usual I guess," she said with a shrug. "Why?"
"Because we don't talk about that stuff much, maybe I've missed something important that happened to you."
"Or maybe you want to ask me something specific and don't know how," Amy said with a calculating look.
"It really does me no good trying to be sneaky around you, does it?"
"Nope, I know you to well."
I shifted around in my seat uncomfortably.
"Alright, I guess I'm just wondering about relationships with, you know, other people."
"You mean am I seeing anyone?" she asked with a slight edge.
"I think you would have told me if you were," I said, which seemed to placate her a little. "But we never talked about what we're going to do when it happens."
"Maybe it won't happen."
"Look Amy, I don't really want to think about it either, but do you really want this," I said, gesturing around us with my arms, "for your whole life?"
"Could do worse."
She looked upset now which I had hoped to avoid. I knew I shouldn't have tried to talk about the issue, I should have just left it alone. Except that it would have led to problems down the road anyway, possibly much worse problems.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean for this to be a huge deal. I just thought we should talk about it sometime. Believe me, I'm not trying to get rid of you or anything."
"I think you were right earlier," Amy said after a brief pause. "Maybe I am more tired than I thought."
She stood up and turned toward her room. I couldn't see her face and perhaps she really was just feeling tired, but it could be more than that.
"You're not mad at me are you?" I asked softly.
Amy stopped and looked back at me.
"No, I'm not mad," she said. "You were probably right about us needing to talk. I just can't handle it right now."
She walked back to stand in front of me and leaned down to kiss me gently. She only held it for a second or two before straightening up.
I waited until she left for real then let out a big sigh and leaned back heavily on the couch, tilting my head up toward the ceiling. As much as I loved my sister, nothing about her was simple anymore.
****
I didn't see my sister again the next night, or even the night after. I started to worry that she actually was upset with me despite her protestations otherwise. It wasn't clear to me however whether I should make a point of talking to her again or if I should wait for her to come to me. If she didn't want to see me then pushing her might not be a good idea, however it would at least let me know what was going on.
It turned out I didn't even have to make a decision. I woke up the morning after the second night without Amy to find her still at home. I didn't notice right away of course, it wasn't until I happened to be walking by her room that I saw her lying quietly on her bed reading.
"Hey," I said.
Amy jumped and turned to me with wide eyes before calming down.
"Shit, I forgot you'd still be home," she said.
"I don't go to work until later," I said.
"I know, I'm just usually gone by then and... oh whatever."
Until she said that I actually hadn't put together all the pieces.
"You're supposed to be in class aren't you?" I said, finally cluing in.
"I decided I didn't really want to go today."
She said it as though that was all there was to her decision. Not that I was planning to argue about it, that was our parents' job if they so chose. Or maybe if they ever found out, more to the point, which I had no intention of helping them do.
"So, do you want me to leave you alone?" I asked, thinking I should probably figure that out.
"What? No, why would I... oh, because I was avoiding you the past couple nights."
"That'd be it alright."
"Listen, I'm really not mad at you." Amy patted the bed beside her in an invitation to sit down, which I accepted. "You made me think about things I didn't really want to think about. But I guess I have to face the fact that we're not going to be, you know, together forever. Or whatever the equivalent is for us."
"It got kind of comfortable, didn't it," I said.
"Yeah, maybe that's a good word for it. It felt like there was something good in my life that I could depend on. Doesn't mean it's really the best thing for either of us though."
I took Amy's hand and squeezed it gently, trying to be reassuring.
"You know I'm not taking that away," I said. "But when you meet someone you want to be with, we'll stop right? It would have to end then."
"You'd pretend for me wouldn't you?" she said in a odd voice. "If I met someone tomorrow you'd be supportive and everything, and you'd be upset too. Maybe just a little. But you'd pretend you weren't."
"Amy...."
"And I'd do the same." She looked at me sadly. "That's why I didn't want to talk about this. Because no matter what happens, one or both of us is going to feel guilty about it. I wanted to ignore it and hope it went away on its own. I wanted it to stay in the dark."
"It'll be okay," I said, fooling no one.
****
I thought a lot about what Amy had said over the next few days. Somewhere in my mind I think I had decided I would wait for her to find a guy before I put any effort into getting a real girlfriend. She was right, I didn't want that guilt of abandoning her. But of course she felt the same and wouldn't want to be the one to break off our nights together. And if neither of us ever found someone else then we'd both feel guilty about ruining the other's chances of a normal life. Why was nothing simple anymore?
Things went back to normal to a certain extent between Amy and me. She started waiting for me to get home at night again and it surprised me just how excited I got every time she was there, now that I could no longer take it more or less for granted.
It was also different than it had been before, there was more of a need between us. Once the lights were out Amy would sit closer to me, sometimes leaning in enough that I could wrap my arms around her and hold her. We didn't speak mostly, just sat together with our thoughts.
And of course there were the blowjobs. The only part of our relationship that was sexual and the only part we really needed to hide. Anything else could be passed off as normal sibling stuff if it ever came up. I only wished there wasn't such an emotional aspect to it, that it was purely sexual. That would have made it easier to stop what we were doing.
I remembered back when it started, back to one of the first times Amy had essentially masturbated me. It was a little awkward for us at first, but she was determined.
"You don't have to do this you know," I'd said.
"I know, but I want to. You can pretend it's someone else if you want," had been her reply.
She'd had her preference for the lights being off even then so I couldn't see her face, but I didn't need to. I could hear everything I needed to in her voice.
"No Amy, I don't want you to be someone else," I'd said.
I'd always loved my sister but I didn't necessarily spend very much time with her for various reasons. Maybe that's all she'd wanted at first, to give me a reason to actively want to see her rather than just accepting it when it happened. Whatever the case, now it was our link, our secret connection to each other. It remained to be seen what would happen if and when it was gone.
****
Even at work I spent a lot of time absorbed in the problem of what to do about the situation with Amy. On my breaks in particular, when I had nothing better to do, I would stare off into space wrapped up in my own thoughts. It wasn't all that surprising that someone caught me at it.
"Enjoying the view?" I heard from over my shoulder.
"Yeah, the wall's a really nice shade of beige today," I replied without missing a beat.
Getting caught intently studying the wall as I had been meant I probably couldn't get away with pretending I wasn't deep in thought. What else could I possibly have been doing?
I turned to the new arrival, gesturing for her to take a seat beside me. It was Nicole, a girl I worked with who was a couple years older than me, but similar enough in age that we could still relate to each other pretty well. We talked about semi-important stuff sometimes although nothing as big as my current issue. Still, discussion with someone other than myself might not be a bad idea.
"So what's up?" she asked. "You've seemed a little off the past couple days."
"I am. Girl troubles, in a manner of speaking."
"Huh, I didn't even know you were seeing anyone."
"I'm not. Not exactly anyway."
"Oh."
Nicole managed to say that one syllable in a way that made me suspect she instantly understood the problem, or thought she did.
"What do you mean 'oh'?" I said.
"Well, let me ask you this. Are you and this girl at a point where your relationship may have... changed, shall we say?"
"You could say that."
Had it actually changed? Maybe in the sense that we were now consciously aware that it would have to. I remembered hearing somewhere that merely observing an event can change it. Or something like that.
"Are you worried about what that change is going to mean?" Nicole asked carefully. "Do you think you're getting too close."
"More like we both know we can't get too close and I went and made it an issue. We were both comfortably ignoring it until I said something."
"Why, is she married or something?"
"No, and please don't try guessing," I said, preemptively bringing her next question to a halt. "It's not something I'm ready to let anyone else know about."
"Right, whatever."
Nicole gave me a funny look and I wondered if I had given it away by being too defensive. Could she know I was talking about my sister? Probably not, but she could suspect. Maybe talking hadn't been such a good idea.
"So basically I don't have a clue what to do," I continued regardless. "I don't want to hurt her, but maybe breaking it off is actually the best way to go in the long run. I can't help feeling like we're both going to get hurt no matter what we do."
"How do you feel about her?" Nicole asked, not responding directly to my last statement.
"Um, I don't know. I definitely lo... care about her."
I almost slipped up by saying I loved her. Not that it wouldn't be true, but it had different connotations for someone who wasn't my sister. It could give Nicole the wrong impression.
"Then maybe you need to figure out what you want for the two of you and worry about how to make it work afterward," she said.
I was tempted to dismiss the advice on the basis that the situation was more complex than that. It was, however, a new approach and that could be what I needed.
"That might be something to consider," I said.
"Think about it at least. I have to get back to pretending like I'm busy."
I gave Nicole a small, mostly genuine smile before she left. I appreciated her trying to help regardless of whether the advice turned out to be any good or not.



It was at the very least interesting to consider. Always before the question had been what do we do given the circumstances we have. But what would it be like if we didn't have to worry about any of that? What exactly was my idea of the perfect relationship with my sister?
Part of the question was easy. I wanted us to be able to stay as close as we were now, if not closer, and not let anything come between us. I wanted to be able to hold her even if other people were watching and generally be able to show the affection I felt for her.
Then, there was the issue of sex, I wasn't entirely sure about that one. It would definitely depend on how Amy felt and it was something that could continue to be hidden if necessary. In some ways it wasn't even a major barrier.
The main problem was that we couldn't be both siblings and openly together. Some people might accept it but far too many wouldn't. There was the option I had toyed with of leaving for somewhere nobody knew us and trying to leave our heritage behind. It had seemed like an extreme measure, a last resort, and it would mean abandoning an important facet of our lives. We'd have to trade being siblings for being together and I didn't really want that.
Amy and me were more than just a brother and sister, perhaps irreversibly, but our sibling connection was still a huge part of who we were. I didn't want to lose it.
I snorted humourlessly to myself, I was back to the whole damned if I do, damned if I don't that I was far too familiar with. Even if I was going in circles I at least knew what I had to do next. It was time to talk to Amy again, even if there was the chance that I would only make things worse.
****
I managed to adjust my work schedule to have Saturday off and hoped that Amy wouldn't have other plans already. It probably would have made sense to just tell her I wanted to talk, or even start the conversation one of the nights while we sat together in the living room. It didn't feel right to do it that way though. It seemed better somehow to talk to her in the daytime without our routine overshadowing us.
We both tended to sleep in when given the chance, due in large part to how late we stayed up on a regular basis. When I did finally drag myself out of bed I didn't initially see Amy. It was only by sheer luck that I caught her heading out the door before she left.
"Hey," I said.
"Oh, hey. What's up?" Amy said.
"Nothing much. Where you going?"
"Just out for a walk."
I felt relieved that she wasn't going any farther than that. Plus it might give me a better opportunity than I thought I would get.
"Mind if I come along?" I asked.
"If you want."
I was getting a confused look from her, unsurprising given my usual apathy toward the concept of walking for its own sake. I understood that some people enjoyed it or did it for the exercise, it just wasn't what I would choose to satisfy either of those goals.
"Great. Hang on a second okay," I said.
"Sure."
Mostly I just had to grab my sneakers, but I also spent a moment taking a couple deep breaths. I wasn't nervous exactly, just aware of the importance of what I needed to do. Soon I was back and ready to go.
Neither of us said anything at first, we just started walking. I followed a couple steps behind before catching up and maintaining position beside my sister. Finally she looked at me curiously.
"So what's this about?" she asked. "I assume you want to talk to me about something."
"Can't I spend time with you just because I want to?" I didn't expect that explanation to fly even before Amy rolled her eyes at me. "Alright, alright. Yes I wanted to talk to you."
"I'm listening."
"I've spent a lot of time thinking the past few days. About you, about us more to the point." I saw her nod in acknowledgement as though she had done the same. "I guess I want to ask, what do you want? Ignoring everything else I mean, all the problems we have and trying to protect each other. If you could have any life you wanted, what would you choose?"
"I don't know," she said with a shrug.
I had expected a little more from her than that, something to work with. I probably hadn't explained myself very well.
"Okay, well I'll try to explain what I'm thinking then," I said. "You're basically the most important person in my life right now. By a lot. When I get home at night after work and you're there waiting for me, that's something I look forward to. And I think that means something."
"It means we got ourselves into a bad situation," Amy said.
"No! Well yes, actually we did I suppose. But it's not a no-win scenario. What if we just do what we want and accept the consequences? I think... I know I want to be with you. For real. But I need to know if you want that too."
Amy didn't say anything immediately and I was content to walk in silence for a while, letting her think it over. I was familiar with the area we were in of course, but I had no idea where we were going or even if she had a planned route in mind. We might just have been wandering at that point.
"People would find out eventually," I said after a long enough pause. "Most of them probably wouldn't like it, but if we had to we could always leave. It would mean losing contact with friends and...."
I cut myself off before mentioning mom and dad. They would be the hardest to deal with, and had the potential to take our relationship worse than anyone else. Not to mention how much I disliked the idea of Amy and me having to pretend we weren't brother and sister. It might be necessary at some point, but it would never be something I would enjoy.
"Screw them," Amy said out of nowhere.
"What?"
"Anyone who doesn't like what we do, they aren't people I want to be friends with anyway. Anyone who cares about us would learn to deal with it."
"So does that mean you've decided?"
"It means you made me realize that I've been worrying about other people. It's like speaking in front of an audience, doesn't matter what they think because being afraid of their reaction is always worse than the reaction itself."
Amy grabbed my arm and brought us both to a stop. A lone car drove by as we stared at each other for several long seconds.
Before either of us could say anything I pulled her to me and wrapped my arms around her. Almost instantly she returned my hug and pressed herself tightly against my body.
"It has to be for real though," she whispered into my ear. "We can't hide all the time or we'll be back where we started. You have to take me out places and hold my hand and everything."
"I can do that."
"And you have to kiss me."
Only when she pulled away and looked at me expectantly did I understand she meant right now. I smiled and moved in to kiss her, pulling her back to me as our lips met. We had kissed before but this was an entirely different experience, it had so much more meaning for both of us.
"That's it?" I asked.
"That's it," Amy confirmed. "I'm all yours."
"I like the sound of that. But what to do with you?"
I frowned in concentration as though I had to put some thought into the question.
"How 'bout you take me home and do some very naughty things to me."
"So quickly huh?" I said, unable to keep a grin off my face. "Hell of a first date."
"Don't think you're getting off easy," she warned. "You're gonna have to take me places still. Soon too, no putting it off and no blaming your schedule. I'm thinking a nice restaurant where we have to dress up and everything."
"Somewhere expensive you mean."
"Well, if you don't think I'm worth it...."
I kissed her again then looked at her seriously.
"You're definitely worth it," I said.
"Good, then let's go."
Amy took my hand and I let her drag me along for a few steps before catching up with her. Apparently public displays of affection weren't going to be a problem for her, and I wasn't having any of the hesitation so far that I'd expected. It felt surprisingly natural to show my love for my sister even when other people could see. Granted it wasn't like we were anywhere yet where people were likely to know us. We could work up to it.
The return home didn't take nearly as long as our slow, meandering path had initially and soon we were back. We snuck upstairs repressing nervous giggles, trying not to attract any attention from our parents since we weren't ready for that yet. Hopefully the issue wouldn't be forced for a while.
Amy's room was at the far end of the hall, probably the most private room in the house when it came down to it, and that was where we ended up without even discussing it. I barely had a chance to close and lock the door before she was tugging at me again, pulling me on top of her as she fell backward onto her bed. We kissed passionately as we groped at each other, letting our hands roam freely.
It didn't take long for Amy to start lifting my shirt and I did my best to help her. It was a fairly awkward process since I was partly supporting myself on my arms, but together we managed to get it over my head and out of the way. She then pulled me closer to her and lovingly nuzzled my shoulder.
"Probably should have undressed first," she said. "I don't want to let go now."
"Then don't."
Hampered by my sister clinging to me I still managed to get her shirt pulled up over her breasts, about as far as it would go with disentangling her. Her bra would come off easily enough if I just lifted her off the mattress a little, but I left it for the moment.
I made Amy lie back while I kissed the area just below her neck down to the tops of her breasts. Her bra got in the way before too long so I settled for sucking on her nipple through the material. Once I made a nice damp spot on the bra cup I moved to the other one and repeated the process. Her hands were on my back and tangling in my hair the whole time, not once letting go of me.
"Lift up your butt," I said.
Amy did as I asked and, switching back and forth between hands, I slowly worked her pants down far enough that she could kick them off. Almost before we finished with her pants she started on mine, which meant that she couldn't hold me down at the same time. Even though I could have pulled away any time I wanted, I took the opportunity she gave me to stand up briefly. She pouted at me and tried to hold on to my pants where she'd only been able to get them down past my hips.
"Just hold on a second, I'm not going anywhere," I said.
I finished stripping down to my underwear, not quite ready to get completely naked yet, while Amy removed her shirt. With that finished I took a moment to fully take in the sight of my sister in front of me. She still had her underwear on too, but it was far more revealing than anything I'd seen her in despite our unorthodox relationship. She squirmed impatiently as she waited for me to lie back down with her.
"What, are you going to just stare all day?" she demanded.
"No, not all day. Although that wouldn't be such a bad option either."
"Whatever. You can look all you want later, I want more than that right now."
She held her arms out to me, beckoning me back to her and I had no inclination to resist. Instead of resuming my previous position I lay down beside my sister and guided her on top of me. I felt more comfortable that way since it meant I wasn't focusing so much on keeping my weight off of her. She didn't have any such reservations about me and took very little time in molding her body to mine, attempting to bring us in to contact as much as possible.
Our legs tangled together and her breasts pressed against my chest as Amy adjusted herself. The feeling of so much of her bare skin moving over mine, as well as the knowledge of what we were about to do, was enough to get me fully erect. Her face was only inches away from mine and I could see her expression clearly as she discovered just how hard I was. Slowly her expression of shock faded into a wide grin and she started grinding on my crotch.
"It's so weird to feel it against my pussy," she whispered. "Kinda weird to be able to feel you like this at all, actually."
"I know what you mean. It's good though," I said.
"Mm-hm."
I reached around behind Amy to unclip her bra, which stayed mostly in place where she was lying on me. I then moved my hand to her butt and started sliding her panties down over her hips. Apparently having the same idea my sister simultaneously fumbled with my underwear and released my cock from where it had been trapped.
Amy didn't let up for long and continued rocking on my cock, sliding her pussy across the shaft without actually allowing penetration. She was definitely wet judging by the slickness I felt.
All of a sudden Amy pushed herself up on her arms, throwing her bra aside almost as an afterthought. I got my first view of her naked breasts then, so round and beautiful. I just stared at first until she started to blush, then I lifted my hands up to cup them tenderly in my palms. She let me play for a minute before saying anything.
"So, you ready to do this?" she asked.
"Yeah, pretty sure."
"But not certain?" She raised an eyebrow at me.
"I am certain, this is what I want. What we both want. There's still those little doubts though, you know? And maybe they won't ever go away, but they don't mean anything because this was the right decision."
"I know what you mean, I'm a little nervous about it too. It changes a lot, but in a good way. So we should do it now before anything has a chance to screw it up."
I could see it now in her eyes, the same emotions that were going through me. There was some fear there, but mostly it was love and a desire to be close to me in a way we hadn't been before.
We moved in unspoken agreement. Amy climbed off me to reposition herself more in a more traditional pose along the length of the bed with her head resting on her pillow. At the same time I finished removing my underwear, then helped Amy with hers.
I noticed that she tensed up a bit as I guided my cock between her legs. I didn't pay all that much attention since I assumed it was just a reaction to it being our first time together. It would pass. She nodded at me as I looked at her, assuring me that she was ready.
I started slowly to make sure I didn't hurt her even though the wetness I'd felt before had, if anything, increased. She was tight, tighter than I expected, but she should still be fine as long as I didn't push too hard too fast.
For some reason, despite everything appearing to be going well, I couldn't help getting the sensation that something was off. Something was wrong. It didn't make sense to me until I looked back to Amy's face and saw her expression of masked pain.
"Amy," I said.
"It's alright, just keep going."
She turned her head away from me and I immediately reached out to turn her face back toward me, forcing her to meet my gaze. It was all there in her eyes, in the slight grimace of discomfort on her lips.
"Amy," I repeated. "When were you going to tell me?"
It wasn't just her first time with me, it was her first time with anyone. In the initial rush of thought I couldn't understand why she hadn't said anything.
"Didn't know if I should," she whispered. "Not until after anyway. You'd make a big deal about it."
"I... well isn't it kind of a big deal?"
"It is to a lot of girls," she agreed. "And it is to me too. Do you know how many of them get to have their first time with someone they'll always love? Someone they aren't going to just break up with two weeks later? I'm glad it's you and I'm glad that we didn't plan this or anything. It just happened, like it should."
Amy raised her hand to my cheek and held it there for a moment.
"I knew it wouldn't be you, how could it ever be?" she continued. "But a part of me kept hoping. I thought those nights when I'd get you off were as far as we'd go, that even that was pushing my luck farther than it would hold. It was the only way to be close to you, it was the closest I could get."
"I'm sorry. I should have talked to you more, or something. I didn't mean to make you... but I guess it worked out in some ways."
"It worked out fine, everything's going to be better now." She took a deep breath and looked me straight in the eyes. "So are you going to fuck me or what?"
I smiled at the return of my sister's confident side, the part of her I was more familiar with. It had certainly taken more than a little courage for her to jerk me off those first few times, back before it became routine for us. I had never realized just how much it meant to her.
"Is it okay?" I asked.
"I'm fine, it doesn't hurt very much now. I think it'll get better if you just go gently."
I had even less intention of being rough with her than I had before, regardless of her request. Only barely moving at first, I resumed pushing into sister's pussy. I watched her face carefully but she seemed to have been telling the truth about the pain, and her features gradually showed signs of pleasure instead.
"You can go a little harder now," she said eventually.
I was still cautious but did speed up slightly like Amy wanted. She seemed to be relaxing somewhat which was probably a good sign. I just couldn't get over my sister still being a virgin, until a few minutes ago anyway. It seemed like something I should have known even though there really was no way I could have. I'd have to try harder in the future to make sure I found out anything important that I should know and not wait for it to be dropped on me all of a sudden.
Amy, perhaps noticing that I had become distracted by my thoughts, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down to where she could kiss me. It was a good reminder that I should be focusing on what was important. Right now the only thing that mattered was that we were together, everything else would keep until later.
I lowered my head to kiss her neck and she gave me a soft moan in return. She was responding better to my movements in general, making me think that she might be over the initial pain I had accidentally caused. She was even lifting her butt up slightly in time with my thrusts to try and get me as deep inside her as possible.
"Is it getting better?" I asked, just to confirm.
"Yeah, it's good now. Really good. I kinda wish we'd done this sooner."
"We weren't ready for it then."
"I know, I'm just saying."
Reassured that everything was fine I let go of some of my few remaining inhibitions and fucked my sister with less rigid self-control. It was such an amazing experience when I allowed it to be. Her pussy could have been designed for me the way it conformed perfectly to my cock when I was fully in her. Probably it was my imagination but it almost seemed to put up more resistance as I pulled out than it did going in, as though wanting to keep me inside. I wanted it to last forever, or for a longer time than I knew it would anyway.
With a faint look of surprise Amy came underneath me, throwing her head back and clutching tightly to me. She remembered to be quiet, or maybe that was just normal for her, which was good since I didn't think either of us really wanted to attract any attention at that point. As I watched her shaking in ecstasy beneath me it made me realize my own orgasm wasn't that far off either.
"Wow," Amy said breathlessly. "I think that's the first time anyone else ever got me off. I didn't know if it would actually happen."
"I think I still owe you a few, not that I'm keeping score," I said.
"Can't wait."
Talking was getting harder for me as I got closer and closer. Amy fortunately didn't try any more conversation and just lay back to let me finish at my own pace, no longer trying to hold me or kiss me like she had been before. It gave me a little more freedom of movement I suppose, but I kind of liked feeling her cling desperately to me.



Then I was cumming, burying myself deep in my sister's pussy while my semen emptied into her. Probably I should have asked if it was okay first, but it just felt right and Amy really didn't seem to mind. She only smiled happily at me until I rolled off of her onto my back.
"It's too bad it's the middle of the day," I said after a moment. "Otherwise I'd probably be okay with just lying here and holding you all night."
"Well part of that is still doable."
I turned back onto my side and wrapped my arms around Amy as she snuggled up to me. The fact that it was still daylight out really was throwing me off, it felt like it should be around bedtime or, at the very least, not quite so bright and sunny outside. Maybe daylight just wasn't something I associated with sex so much, or Amy for that matter.
"So was it what you expected?" I asked.
"Yeah, kinda," she said. "Better in some ways. I'm still glad it was you."
"Me too," I agreed.
We stayed like that for a while, I didn't think I could get tired of feeling my sister so close to me even if we stayed there for days. We'd have to get up eventually of course, have to go back to pretending everything was normal. We'd need to decide whether to tell certain people about us or just let them find out, either way it wouldn't be easy. For the moment I only wanted to enjoy what I had and leave the details for later. They could wait.
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My cousin's eighteenth birthday was a couple days ago but the family had decided to wait a couple days to celebrate since it fell on a Wednesday. It made sense to wait for the weekend since it meant no one had to worry about leaving early or anything and it was a bit of a drive for some of us. Opportunities for us to get together had become fewer and fewer over the years as the children had grown into teenagers and were now pushing in to adulthood. Partly that's what this was, just an excuse for us to spend time with each other. That's what most of the bigger holidays had become as well.
I seemed to be the last one to arrive at my parents' house that night. Unless anyone had a new car since last time they all seemed to be accounted for. The driveway wasn't really designed for anything more than two cars but it had space and we put up with awkwardly trying to get someone out every now and then. More commonly, whoever's car was last in got stuck with running any last minute errands.
After getting inside the house I was briefly greeted by my parents and my aunt and uncle before being directed downstairs. The basement was typically where my sisters, my cousin, and me would hang out while our respective parents stayed upstairs. It was a pretty nice space with one large, main room and a couple smaller ones at the ends. When I still lived at home I had at some point made one of those rooms into a bedroom for myself, and that was usually where I still slept when I was over.
As I had guessed my cousin Jill was already there, lounging on the sofa. My older sister Angela, though she preferred Angie these days, was there too lying on a mattress that had been set up on the floor between the couch and television. It amused me sometimes how one of the first priorities the girls had was usually where everyone was going to sleep. I was happy enough just to go wherever nobody else had claimed when I got tired enough.
My little sister Kelly was the first to actually see me coming and immediately raced toward me. She was a month older than Jill, leaving our mutual cousin as the technical baby of the family, but it wasn't enough of a gap to matter that much.
"Nick, you made it finally!" Kelly said, throwing herself at me for a hug. "We were starting to think you wouldn't show up."
"I'm only like half an hour later than I planned on," I protested.
As the only one in the family with a habit of being late rather than early, I had long ago learned to deal with the occasional teasing about it.
Kelly led me over to the couch where Jill sat up enough to give us room. Neither Angie nor Jill were actually excited enough to see me to get up, but my cousin did at least give me a hug once I sat down.
"So what have you guys been doing before I arrived?" I asked. "I'm assuming it was more than just sitting around waiting for me."
"Oh, you know, mostly talking about you while we had the chance," Angie said with a hint of an evil grin on her face.
Kelly glared at our older sister as though it would have any effect. Jill stared conspicuously straight ahead and took a long swallow from the cup she had on the table beside her.
"I don't suppose you're going to tell me what about?"
"Nothing too much," Angie continued, predictably ignoring Kelly. "We were settling sleeping arrangements, probably two of us on the mattress, one on the couch and you in your room. Nothing unusual. But then we were thinking maybe we shouldn't exclude you like that, you might prefer sleeping surrounded by girls wouldn't you?"
I noticed that both Kelly and Jill had relaxed and assumed that wasn't what they were worried about Angie telling me. Not to mention the obvious clues, obvious to me after long years of practice anyway, that let me know when she was making shit up.
"I think it probably loses some of its appeal when the girls in question are all related to me," I said, pitching my voice to sound like I was legitimately considering the suggestion.
The best way to deflect her attempts at getting to me was usually to play along a little rather than being too defensive and just giving her more to work with.
"Really? So you're telling all those times I caught you staring at my boobs I must have just been seeing things?"
"Absolutely," I said earnestly. "I'd probably stare at Jill's if anything, they're nicer."
I felt a small twinge of guilt at bringing Jill into it like that, but I knew none of the girls would have a problem getting even if I said something too inappropriate. My not-entirely-thought-out statement might also have subconsciously come from the awareness that, while not necessarily nicer than Angie's, her breasts had certainly developed over the past couple years. Not that it was the sort of thing I was supposed to notice.
As it turned out all I got from Jill was a surprised giggle before she slipped sideways onto my lap. I wasn't expecting that, but I automatically wrapped my arms around her waist while she turned to Angie.
"See, I'm his favourite so nyah," Jill said, sticking her tongue out at Angie.
Angie continued to smile but she did shut up after that. I speculated sometimes that she didn't really mind losing so much as long as it was her game that we were playing. Or it could be that she knew I was now uncomfortably aware of my cousin's breasts and their proximity to me. She was devious that way.
As Jill turned back toward me a bit I caught the definite smell of alcohol on her breath. It wasn't a surprise exactly, 'sneaking' booze into the basement was something that had started a while back though it had mostly just been me and Angie who drank any at first. I didn't mind that Jill was drinking now, she just seemed to be a little quicker getting started than I remembered. Then again, it had been at least a few months since I'd seen her last. Who knew what had changed in that time.
With a sigh of boredom Kelly flopped down on her back onto the mattress beside Angie. The way she landed her shirt pulled tighter across her chest than I think she realized. Her breasts were probably the smallest among the three girls, although not by much. Certainly they were big enough to stand out when she wore something tight enough. Again, not the sort of thing that I was supposed to notice.
It wasn't like I could help checking them out every now and then. It wasn't my fault that they were so distinctly female. And despite the teasing I got over it, I don't think any of them really minded either. The one time I'd accidentally seen Angie topless, just barely, she'd only rolled her eyes and called me a perv and that was the end of it. It made it easier to put up with the occasional fabricated accusation.
"So what are we gonna do now?" Kelly asked. "This isn't much of a party so far."
"Birthdays are another one of those things that don't always get better with age," Angie said.
"We've traded silly hats for silly arguments you mean?" Kelly said.
"I wouldn't have to argue if Nick would just accept that I know what I'm talking about," Angie said. "He only pretends he's not interested because he's worried we'll pick on him more."
"Now you're just starting to sound crazy," Kelly said.
"Oh yeah?"
The wheels were turning in Angie's head, I could see it. She was up to something.
Angie pushed herself up on to her knees, then pounced on Kelly without giving her a chance to react. She pinned Kelly to the mattress and turned her head toward me just for a second, just enough to make sure I was watching.
"Let's see him try to pretend her doesn't enjoy this," she said.
Kelly squealed as her older sister kissed her, but I could see that she wasn't actually struggling at all. Mostly she seemed to be letting Angie do whatever she wanted without protest. Angie wasn't being overly aggressive, but she was keeping up pretty steady contact between their lips and one of her hands was wandering dangerously close to Kelly's breasts.
I had no doubt what they were doing was an attempt at getting to me rather than anything real, but that didn't mean it wasn't working. I couldn't help wondering if they had planned this ahead of time, or whether Kelly was just going along with it for her own reasons.
Despite my best efforts I was getting hard watching my sisters making out. That on its own wouldn't have been such a big deal if not for Jill still occupying my lap. She was bound to notice sooner or later if those two didn't cut it out.
Suddenly Jill looked at me with an expression on her face that told me she could, in fact, feel me poking her butt. I started to apologize, but her finger was instantly on my lips and she shook her head very slightly. She obviously understood why I would be getting an erection and maybe she didn't want to let Angie know how much of an effect it was having on me. Then again, maybe she was just embarrassed about it. She remained exactly where she was though instead of returning to her original seat, which made it even harder to figure out what she was thinking.
Angie finally pushed herself up on her arms, separating her and Kelly. My younger sister had an almost flushed look on her face and seemed on the verge of giggling nervously. Angie, however, was only interested in my reaction. She could see that I had been staring at them, and how could I not? She would probably take that as a victory regardless of what the effect on me had been.
As I suspected, Angie looked quite pleased with herself as she climbed off of Kelly. I really didn't have anything that I could say that would be of any use to me either, so I kept quiet and hoped that was the end of it.
"Alright, well that's taken care of," Angie said. "Who's up for watching a movie?"
She spoke as casually as if the past few minutes simply hadn't happened. I was okay with that, moving on probably was better than dwelling at that point.
There was a general agreement to Angie's suggestion since, presumably, no one else really had any other ideas. Not encountering any resistance she stood up and nudged Kelly with her foot.
"Come on, let's go get snacks," she said. "You two pick something out while we're gone," she added to Jill and me.
My sisters departed to the upstairs, leaving me alone with my cousin. She made no move to get up and I really wasn't going anywhere with my legs trapped underneath her.
"So, any ideas?" I asked, nodding toward the shelf of dvds.
Jill chewed on her lip, clearly trying to make a decision far more important than the one I'd given her.
"Nick, I have something to talk to you about. Something to ask you I guess," she said in a serious tone.
"Uh, okay. What is it?"
"It's something you might not like."
She squirmed uncomfortably at the prospect of actually saying whatever it was she had to say.
"I promise I'll try not to be upset or anything," I said, now intrigued as to what it could possibly be.
"I want you to have sex with me," she said.
It was safe to say that I hadn't seen that coming. I stared at her like an idiot for a long moment, not sure how to respond or even that I'd heard correctly.
"What!? Why?"
"'Cause I'm eighteen and I'm still a virgin. Well, not physically I mean, but I've never been with a guy or anything. I'm getting tired of it."
"Jill, come on. It's not a big deal. I mean, think about it."
"I have!" she said a little louder than she intended. "I've thought about it way too much. And you might think it's not a big deal, and you're right in some ways, but it means a lot to me."
"I know it does, but it's just symbolic. It's not actually going to change your life it some meaningful way."
"It'll let me believe that someone loves me, at least for one night," Jill said softly, staring down and away from me.
"Jill...."
"You wouldn't have to for real, you wouldn't even have to pretend. I could make myself believe it," she added quickly. "I know it probably seems kind of pathetic, but you've always had your sisters. All I have is you guys sometimes when we get together. Most of the time when I'm sad or upset or whatever I pretty much have to deal with it on my own."
I never would have considered that she would be having emotional issues on this level, never would have even crossed my mind. Now that I knew it was breaking my heart to see her so desperate.
"If I just wanted sex, I could get that," she said, perhaps just to fill the silence. "But with anyone I genuinely care about, or think I do, it doesn't work out. Never does. I'm trying really hard to tell myself it isn't me, that I'm just unlucky or maybe I'm still too young. Probably both actually. I think... I think with you it could work though, it would give me something that I've never really had."
"It wouldn't need to be sex though, would it?" I said. "I mean, me and Angie and Kelly are all here for you right now even if we can't always be."
I hoped my sisters would be back soon to help me. I had no idea what the right move was, whether saying yes or no to her would do more damage in the long run, and I needed someone to bail me out.
"It would only be once, that's all. That's not a bad deal is it? Sex with no consequences afterward? Or are you really telling the truth when you say you're not interested in any of us even a little bit."
She knew better than that, she'd felt first-hand a few minutes ago what kind of effect my sisters could have on me if they decided to. I suspected she was offering me a way out if I really wanted it, a way to say no without coming right out and saying I didn't want her. She wouldn't take it well if I did though, it wasn't going to spare her feelings any.
"It's not that," I said. "But... I don't know Jill, I don't know what to think."
"That's okay, I know I just sprang it on you. It wasn't really fair. I don't mean for this to be hard on you."
She took my wrist and brought my hand up to her breast. I surprised myself probably more than her when it didn't even occur to me at first to jerk away. She felt... well, she felt like a girl is supposed to. I wasn't supposed to be touching her in inappropriate areas, but I suppose that didn't mean I wouldn't enjoy doing so.
"You can touch me if you want," Jill whispered. "Anywhere. I won't take it as a commitment or anything, but maybe it'll help you decide."
She let go of my arm but my hand stayed exactly where it was. It wasn't like a girl letting me feel her up out of nowhere was something that happened all that frequently.
"The girls will probably be back soon," I said, reminding myself as much as Jill. "Maybe we should talk later, in private. It might not-"
"I told them already," she interrupted.
"You did? But then...."
They knew what Jill was up to? That didn't make any sense.
"They agreed with me. You're a better option than me getting too desperate. It could lead to some really bad decisions. But if we're both okay with it, there's nothing wrong with it really. No one except the four of us would ever know."
"So if they knew, then what Angie was doing..." I said slowly as some pieces fell into place.
"She was trying to help I think. In her own bizarre way."
"Who knows, maybe she did."
Getting me horny was certainly not a bad idea if she was trying to get me to agree to sex.
I had to leave that thought as I heard the sounds of my sisters returning. I dropped my hand down beside me and away from Jill's chest out of sheer guilty reflex. Maybe they were okay with it, but that didn't mean I was comfortable with the idea yet.
"Are you two seriously still sitting there?" Angie demanded, as if she didn't know we had been talking. "You didn't even pick out a movie did you?"
"I'll get one," Kelly said, setting down the bowls she was carrying.
It looked like they brought popcorn and chips, not that I was particularly in the mood for snacks at that point.
"How about Pulp Fiction?" Kelly asked, after briefly scanning the options.
Angie agreed with her choice and Jill and me weren't paying enough attention to care that much. Plus it was something I wouldn't mind watching even if I wasn't so distracted.
After getting the movie started my sisters settled in on the mattress leaving Jill and me the couch to ourselves. We really weren't using that much of it though, since Jill didn't seem interested in getting off my lap and instead was now resting her head on the front of my shoulder.
I could get used to having her so close, that was the weird thing. One of the weird things anyway. If not for the pervasive sense that sex with her would be wrong in a vaguely defined way, there was not much else stopping me. There was still the idea that it might actually hurt her more than refusing would, but I was getting less and less confident about that being anything more than grasping at straws.
The thing was that I actually was really tempted to go along with Jill and see what happened. She had already told me she didn't mind if I touched her, and she'd even actively encouraged it. I could almost still feel her breast on my hand and there was nothing stopping me from groping her more if I wanted. Angie and Kelly were facing away from us and all I would have to do is move my hand if either of them turned around.
The more I thought about it the more I decided that I was really going to do it. I'd go slow at first and see what Jill's reaction was. If she stopped me at some point, well, the choice I had to make might take care of itself.
Moving as casually as I could I replaced my hand on Jill's breast where she had put it earlier. She gave absolutely no visible reaction and if I didn't know better I might almost think she hadn't noticed. I squeezed gently just to make sure she really had no objections and still I got no reaction.
My imagination started running wild with ideas of what I could do. I didn't intend to go too far, but that didn't mean I couldn't think about it. There was definite potential in having a girl who would let me touch her anywhere without so much as acknowledging it. I was getting ahead of myself though, all I'd really confirmed was that she didn't mind if I felt her boobs which she'd as much as said already.
I continued playing with her breasts for a bit, switching back and forth between them every now and then. I still got nothing in the way of a response except for a barely audible sigh at one point which I took to be a sign of enjoyment. Granted it wasn't loud enough that I could distinguish any emotion in it, but if she had actually been demonstrating annoyance then I assumed she would have stopped me.
When I felt brave enough I slipped my hand down under the bottom of Jill's shirt. Again, no reaction. I kept to the relatively innocent area of her tummy at first, slowly rubbing the soft skin in a more or less circular pattern. I worked my gradually up her body until I brushed against the bottom of her bra.
Despite everything, I half-expected her to stop me when I covered one of her bra cups with my palm. I still wasn't touching her breasts directly I suppose, but it was getting pretty close. It could be that she actually meant what she said and she really wouldn't mind anything I did.
Like many people, I wasn't designed to quit while I was ahead. Since I had encountered no resistance yet I decided to see what happened if I removed Jill's bra. It took a moment or two as I fumbled under her shirt, but soon I had it unclipped. It wouldn't fall away on its own, trapped as it was between her shirt and body, so I had to help it along.
Once I had pulled the bra free I wasn't really sure what to do with it. Angie and Kelly were still paying no attention to what we were doing, but I didn't want to leave anything obvious lying around in case one of them happened to look over their shoulder. For lack of any better ideas I buried under a pillow lying against the arm of the couch.
When I turned my attention back to Jill I found her looking at me. I still had one hand under her shirt and she took hold of the corresponding arm. For a second I thought I had managed to push too far and she was going to stop me now. She didn't though, she just gave me a little smile and pulled my arm closer to her instead of away.



My fingers landed on the soft, bare flesh of her breasts. She smiled wider and let go of my arm, having made the message clear.
Her head was tilted up toward me and her lips slightly parted. Without stopping to think about it I leaned down and kissed her. She didn't react passively to that and met me eagerly, kissing me back with force nearly equal to my own.
I couldn't help myself, I truly wanted her now. She was just so willing, so ready to do anything for me. I was her older cousin and I tried to be the responsible one when necessary, but I was still only human. I couldn't resist what she was offering and she might very well get what she wanted after all.
With my free hand, which had been left out for most of the activity, I grabbed Jill's butt. Her tits and ass were mine to do what I wanted with and I decided to take advantage of it. Her jeans were fairly tight on her, but with enough wiggle room that I could work my fingers under them. Before too long I had my hand pressed against her butt where her panties didn't cover.
I had abandoned any real pretense of restraint. I was too busy concentrating on other things like whether I could get Jill into my room without attracting attention. Being discreet was soon made a non-issue.
Caught up in what I was doing I pinched one of Jill's nipples a little too hard and she let out a noticeable gasp. I realized that my sisters could easily have heard it and as soon as I checked on them I could see that they had. They were both staring intently at us and there was no way they could misinterpret what we were doing. Jill blushed a little but didn't seem to mind too much, I suppose she must have known this was a possibility.
Then I saw Angie's hand was busy inside her pants, not to mention that both she and Kelly had shifted from where they were sitting before to be able to see us better. Shit, just how long had they been watching? How long had it been since I checked on them?
"Are you actually masturbating?" I asked for lack of anything better to say.
"I don't think you want to start an argument on who's being a bigger perv right now, dear brother," Angie shot back.
"Yeah, you're probably right," I conceded with a sigh.
"Don't worry Nick, we both said we were okay with this," Kelly said in a reassuring tone while glaring at her sister.
"What? I wasn't starting anything," Angie said. "I want them to keep going. It's kinda hot."
Kelly shook her head in disbelief at Angie's nonchalance toward the whole thing and I silently agreed with the sentiment. Our older sister had been taking the situation far too well, which wasn't a bad thing in some ways, but it made me suspicious of her motivations. I hoped it was simply an over-eager attempt at helping out Jill. Or maybe she really did think me and Jill together was hot, which raised its own set of questions.
"Do you want to go into the bedroom now?" I asked as I turned back to Jill. "Get some privacy."
"Only if you want to," she said. "I don't mind if they watch, they're my cousins too you know. I love all of you. Don't take this the wrong way, but I mainly singled you out because you're a guy."
"No, I get it," I said.
I was a little embarrassed about carrying on with my sisters there, Angie watching with fascination and Kelly with more of a wide-eyed wonder at what she was seeing. It helped that I understood now that we all shared something with each other, something that went beyond the typical family relationship. The girls seemed to have gotten it well before I did and I was only now catching up. Jill needed us, me specifically, and we were going to help her even if it meant stretching our comfort zones.
Or maybe that was bullshit and I was just getting to the point where I was too horny to care.
I unbuttoned the front of Jill's jeans having decided the time for subtlety was long past. I then slipped my fingers inside her panties to stroke her pussy, making her moan approvingly. There was a damp spot on her panties that I could feel where my knuckles brushed against them, and yet more of her juices were leaking out as I toyed with her.
"You ready?" I whispered into her ear.
"Uh-huh, I think so," she said.
I made Jill lie back on the couch and took the opportunity to slip out from underneath her. With her help I pulled her jeans down and tossed them aside, then crawled between her legs as she spread them for me.
Even while I repositioned myself and bent down to kiss her I could feel her fumbling with my pants. She got them down just far enough that she could get her hands on my cock. She played with it experimentally until I started humping back out of sheer instinct.
I lowered myself as Jill guided my cock to her pussy and as I continued thrusting I ran into her panties. It felt good and I just kept grinding against her while she moaned and wrapped her arms around my neck. I kissed her again and felt her fingers tangling in my hair.
We were very nearly fucking at this point. All that lay between us were Jill's increasingly damp panties and it wouldn't take much to get them out of the way. I was, however, reluctant to leave her even for the short amount of time it would take.
Jill was a little more clever and practical than I was in this instance. Instead of removing them completely, she simply pulled her panties to the side and all of a sudden my cock was rubbing against bare skin. Heavily lubricated bare skin.
I was already making more or less the right motions and, the female body being shaped the way it was, my cock naturally tried to slip inside her. I had to shorten my movements to keep from full penetration which left me teasing the entrance to Jill's pussy. She didn't put up with that for long and bucked her hips toward me, forcing the head of my cock inside her.
I came to a full stop for a second as the sensation of actually being inside my cousin hit me. Again her impatiently rocking hips attempted to make up for my lack of progress and I soon gave in and began working deeper into her needy pussy.
"Oh, fuck," Angie said from off to the side along with what I could only assume was the sound of her furiously fingering herself.
Even after the reminder that they were still there I didn't turn to check on my sisters since I wanted to focus entirely on Jill. Let them enjoy the show if they wanted, I was enjoying it more.
Soon I was getting about as deep as I could on every stroke. Jill let out a little whimper occasionally when one of my thrusts was bit harder, and her hips moved in synch with mine almost perfectly. Her breathing was ragged, as was my own, and with her mouth so close to my ear it drowned out most other sounds in the room. Sometimes she would bury her head in my shoulder for a few moments, then throw her head back while I took the opportunity to kiss her exposed neck.
I sensed when she came more than I heard or felt it. I couldn't put my finger on what exactly it was, only that something in the way she reacted made me certain of it. Something in the way she tensed up maybe.
Only when the sound of her breathing returned in large gasps did I realize she had been holding it. It could be that she was embarrassed about letting anyone know and had done all she could not make a sound. She might not have ever had anyone around when she'd had an orgasm before and now there were three other people in the room.
At that point I was getting more concerned about my own needs. That and not knowing whether it was okay to cum inside her or not.
"I'm getting close," I whispered.
"'Kay, it's fine whenever you're ready," Jill whispered back.
I took that as being permission, or something close enough to it anyway. Again it was that immediate acceptance of what I wanted that I unfortunately didn't the metal capacity to analyze just at that moment; I was far too close to orgasm.
With a groan of pleasure I let my first shot of cum spray into Jill's pussy, quickly followed by another and another. When I finally finished I rolled off of Jill toward the back of the couch, nearly pushing her on to the floor. She refused to let go of me though, and once we were settled we shared the length of the couch.
"Well that was fun," Angie said, startling me slightly. "We should do it again sometime."
Angie was stretched out on her back now and looking extremely satisfied with herself. Kelly was sitting with her knees pulled up to her chest and still had a look of not quite believing what she'd just seen.
"You know you can get porn on the internet right?" I said. "For free even."
"Enh, it's not as interesting," Angie said with a shrug. "Hey, maybe you guys could do that again only we'd film it this time. It wouldn't be the same but it might still work for me."
Kelly landed a solid punch on her sister's shoulder before I could even start to reply to that.
"Thank you," I said.
Angie pouted as she rubbed her shoulder but didn't seem the least bit apologetic. I kind of suspected she would get to see more like she wanted to anyway. Despite what Jill had told me I couldn't see this only happening once. It would be up to her of course, and maybe she had all she wanted now. I'd just have to wait and see.
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The first the thing I felt that morning was a hand on my shoulder shaking me vigourously. I didn't immediately know who it was, only that I wasn't ready to get up yet.
"Go 'way," I mumbled.
There was someone in bed with me, Jill I assumed without opening my eyes. After having sex yesterday I hadn't been all that surprised when she followed me to bed. All we had done was sleep though.
"Come on Nick, you guys have to get up now," Kelly said.
I repressed a sigh at my little sister's insistent tone.
"Don't wanna," I protested eloquently. "Go bug Angie."
"She's already up. Everyone else is except you two. You're just lucky I'm the one who got here first, Angie was threatening to get her camera."
That wasn't necessarily a joke either. As much as I could probably trust my older sister not to do anything too stupid with incriminating pictures of Jill and me, I really didn't want to take that chance.
"Alright, alright," I said. "We're coming."
"Good, breakfast is pretty much ready and someone else is going to be checking on you soon. I'm going to go let them know you're coming," Kelly said.
"Hey Kelly," I said, stopping her on the way out of the room. "Thanks."
"You're welcome."
She gave me a little smile before turning back toward the stairs. Once my brain started working I realized just how lucky I was that she was on the ball. I should have thought things through better, or at all, instead of going to bed with my cousin like nothing could possibly happen. Just because it was unlikely any of our parents would have come downstairs to wake us up didn't mean I should have ignored the possibility. I didn't really know for certain that they would react badly, but I didn't need to take that risk. Especially if what went on between me and Jill never happened again.
I turned my attention to the sleeping form of my younger cousin beside me. Only just eighteen and the youngest of all of us, she had definitely done some growing up in the past couple years. She looked so beautiful lying there unmoving except for her gentle breathing, and that was something I wasn't afraid to admit to her anymore. For a long time any visible interest in my sisters or cousin had resulted mainly in teasing, but Jill had changed that.
I pulled back the covers down to our waists to reveal more of her form. She had stripped down to her panties last night, leaving herself almost naked. Even just looking at her now I could feel my cock stiffening a little at the sight.
We didn't have all that much time I knew, but I couldn't help myself. I gave one of her breasts a gentle squeeze then traced around her nipple with my fingertip. It was amazing how easily I had gotten used to the idea of touching her like that.
"Jill," I whispered, secretly hoping she wouldn't answer right away and give me a little more time.
"Yes?" she said right away with no hint of sleepiness.
"You were awake the whole time," I accused her.
"Mmm, maybe," she giggled. "I didn't want to get up though. Feels so nice here with you."
She opened her eyes and rolled over fully onto her back. I still had my hand on her breast and she made no effort to remove it.
"Don't worry though," she said. "I'm not going to get all clingy on you or anything. This can be the end of it if you want."
I'd been waiting for her to say something like that. Not that I'd had all that much time to think about the future, but I didn't need that much.
"I don't mind if you want to be a little clingy," I said.
They weren't the words I really wanted to say, I didn't even know what those words would be. Jill knew I meant though and her face lit up as the impact hit her. Whatever the original plan had been, I didn't want that morning to be the end. She clearly hadn't wanted that either even if she had been prepared for that scenario.
"Good," she said simply.
Jill pulled me down so she could kiss me. I let her for a moment, then reluctantly sat up.
"We really need to get moving," I said.
"Yeah, I know," she sighed.
Dressing was kind of confusing as pieces of clothing were scattered all over. I had my bag of spare clothing I'd brought with me right by the bed which helped some. Jill took one of my shirts and grabbed her jeans from beside the couch where we'd left them last night.
Together we made our way upstairs where the rest of the family was waiting. Since we were, in theory, celebrating Jill's birthday I guess they felt it wouldn't be right to start breakfast without her. Probably she would actually have preferred if they hadn't worried about that just this once.
****
I was the first to leave the breakfast table, arousing no suspicion since I tended to eat fast anyway. Retreating to the basement I sat down heavily on the couch and spent a couple minutes staring off into space.
Before long Jill came down the stairs and sprawled across my lap as though I wasn't even there. My shirt was too big on her and came halfway down her butt when she stood. I pushed it up a little and rested my palm on her tummy just to feel that contact between us.
"I'm glad you don't regret what we did," she said softly.
"Me too. I worried that I might at the time though. Having sex with my baby cousin seemed like it could have been a bad idea, but I really don't think it was. Not anymore."
"So you think we'll do it more?"
"I hope so."
That seemed to satisfy her and she relaxed as we listened to the sounds of activity upstairs.
Once they finished eating Angie and Kelly joined us, but didn't immediately settle in. Kelly had sort of a weird look on her face for a second when she looked at me, then it was gone. I wasn't entirely certain I hadn't imagined it.
"You guys wanna go swimming?" Angie asked. "Me and Kelly are going to hit the pool."
I glanced at Jill who just gave me a shrug, leaving it up to me.
"Yeah okay, why not," I said.
It was a little early in the year for swimming, or it usually would be. It had actually been pretty warm the past week or so and would probably make for decent swimming weather. Even given the outside temperatures I didn't expect the girls to all bring swimsuits. I was wrong though.
Maybe it was the sort of thing they all worked out ahead of time, or perhaps it was coincidence. Either way each of them apparently had a bikini with them. It wasn't such a bad deal I guess since I got to watch them, I was just hoping our parents wouldn't decide to hang around. I knew I would have a hard time behaving myself around Jill if she was wearing so little, and my sisters to a lesser extent.
I followed the girls out to the pool in the backyard after putting on an old pair of shorts I brought along. Unlike them it was complete luck that I had anything suitable; my packing methods were rarely anything more complicated than throwing some stuff in my bag and hoping it worked out.
Watching my cousin dive in to the water was a fascinating experience now that I didn't have any real reservations about checking her out. My sisters also looked quite good in what was little more than soaked underwear. I wasn't quite so open about ogling them, but I still felt more free about it than I ever had before. Sex with Jill had really changed some things for me mentally, more than I had realized at first and yet not as much as I had feared it might.
For the first few minutes we all just kind of swam around getting used to the water, which was a little bit on the cold side. It wasn't too bad though.
Jill and I sort of drifted together toward the side of the pool after the initial novelty wore off. Her breasts were just above the waterline and her top was clinging in a way that made it very hard to look anywhere else.
"Like my suit?" she asked.
As if she couldn't guess.
"Yeah, it looks nice on you," I said.
"Does it really look nice, or do you just like it 'cause it doesn't cover very much?"
"Both," I replied without hesitation.
"I can live with that."
I reached out to adjust the material of her top where it was a little crooked, more to cop a feel then because it bothered me.
"You have to be good," Jill whispered, not looking nearly as bothered as she tried to sound. "We're not exactly in a very private area here."
"I could always drag you back down to the basement," I said.
"And I'd be okay with that except...." She glanced toward the house. "We have to pretend things are normal, at least while our parents are so close by. I know they're planning on having birthday cake for me and maybe other stuff at some point. They think I didn't see, but they're not that good at surprises."
I was noticing more and more that she had a kind of nervousness when she talked with me. It was only subtle, barely noticeable, but it was there. It was like she kept expecting something bad to happen and wasn't quite sure where it was going to come from.
"Hey come on, I know that," I said. "I'm not going to let anything happen. It's just that after last night, I can't help wanting to be close to you."
"You really mean that, don't you." Jill tilted her head curiously as she spoke, as though only just realizing it.
"I do, I care about you now maybe more than I ever did before. I would have been happy just staying in bed with you all day if we could get away with it. And we don't really have that much time together."
Neither of us could know what would happen after the weekend was over and we had to go our separate ways again. Maybe Jill would find someone else and part of me hoped she would, she deserved it. Another part of me remembered just how good it felt to hold her and didn't want to give that up. What we were going to do was something that would have to worked out over time, there was no point worrying about it too much right now. Except maybe that I should take advantage of what time we had.
I reached out underwater to place my hand on Jill's leg, maneuvering to the inside of her thigh. She gave me a look immediately that told me I wasn't behaving the way we'd just established I should. She did not, however, make any move to stop me.
"Thought you were going to be good," she said.
"I said I wouldn't let anything happen to you," I corrected, "and I plan on sticking to that. You can't expect me to go straight back to platonic mode though can you? No one can see what we're doing."
Well, Angie or Kelly could if they came near enough, but no one inside the house would notice anything more than Jill and me talking to each other.
"I guess I did say you could touch me anywhere you wanted didn't I?" she said.
"You said something like that yes."
I continued stroking her smooth, wet skin until she stopped looking so anxious about where we were. I didn't want her to be uncomfortable, I wanted her to enjoy herself.
Jill's bottoms were tied together at each hip by strings which made the next step a little easier. Her eyes opened wide as I gently tugged on one of the knots until it came free. I tried to smile reassuringly at her since I wasn't going to remove them completely, just give myself better access.
With her bottoms now hanging only half-attached there was nothing in the way of my fingers getting to her pussy. I rubbed up and down her slit at first, just toying with her for a little while. With no previous experience in the matter I wasn't really sure how lubrication worked underwater and figured it was better to take it slow. It was hard to tell if she was actually wet when she was so, well, wet.
Once I judged it to have been long enough I tentatively pushed one finger against her entrance. It went in without difficulty and encouraged me to keep going. When it was halfway in I pulled back out most of the way and added a second finger.
Jill had given up any form of protest and stayed more or less still with her eyelids partly shut. Occasionally she would breath a little harder at something I did, but mostly she remained silent.
I really shouldn't have been surprised when my sisters wandered over to where we were. If anything it was more surprising they'd left us alone for so long.
"If you guys were just going to stand around and talk you might as well have stayed inside," Angie said. Then she grinned as she saw where my hand was. "Or maybe you're not just talking."
"What do you... oh," Kelly said, a little slower on the uptake.
Again the was a flash of... something across my younger sister's face as she realized what I was doing. I couldn't tell exactly what emotion it might be, but it didn't seem good. As quick as it came it was gone and she looked more or less normal again.
"You'd think you could keep your hands off her for an hour or two," Angie said.
"Turns out I can't," I said.
Jill was keeping out of the conversation, but she had turned when Angie and Kelly approached making it harder for me to keep my fingers moving inside her. I slowly managed to guide her into a better position by applying gentle pressure with my hand. Once I had her where I wanted her I sped up the movement of my fingers significantly, causing her to moan softly.
"I think I'm gonna head in," Kelly mumbled.
She swam away without saying anything else, but I was becoming convinced there was something she didn't like about the way Jill and I were acting. She had said she was okay with it though didn't she?
I watched Kelly go as I absentmindedly kept finger-fucking my cousin. She grabbed a towel from a pile by the side of the pool and dried off a little before walking back into the house.
Angie was watching as well and had a thoughtful expression on her face. I was about to ask what she was thinking about when Jill distracted me by grabbing my arm tightly. It appeared that she was having another of her bizarre, silent orgasms as once again she made absolutely no noise. The way her fingernails dug into my skin along with her facial expression made me pretty confident that was what was happening anyway.
I withdrew my hand as Jill finished cumming and waited for some kind of comment from Angie. My sister was still looking lost in thought however, it must have been something important.
"Nick, I think you need to go talk to Kelly," Angie said eventually.
"It's about me and Jill isn't it?" I said. "There's something that's bothering her."
"I think so yes."
"Okay, well what is it? Because I thought she was fine with the idea."
"Just go talk to her. You'll work it out."
"How about you do it since you have a better idea what's going on?"
"It'd be better if it was you," Jill cut in.
I turned to her and found that she too was staring after where Kelly had disappeared inside. Apparently both she and Angie were seeing something that I hadn't quite grasped yet.
"I'll make this simpler," Angie said. "Go find your sister or I'll find something heavy and beat you over the head with it."
"Fine," I said. "But if I make things worse it's your fault.
I hopped out of the pool and grabbed a towel from the same pile Kelly had before following her indoors. I didn't know why Angie wouldn't just tell me what was going on. How could this possibly go any better if I was fumbling around blindly in the dark, so to speak. Oh well, all I could do was try.
I guessed that Kelly probably went to the basement and it turned out I was right. She was just coming out of the small bathroom with her towel wrapped around her as I made it to the bottom of the stairs.
"Uh, hey," I said, not knowing how to start the conversation.
"Angie send you after me?" she asked with a faint smile.
"Yeah," I replied honestly. "But even I clued in that there's something going on here. I just don't know what."
Kelly studied me for a moment, then nodded toward the bathroom.
"I tossed my suit in the shower for now, at least it won't get anything wet until I find somewhere better to put it," she said.
I took that as a suggestion, and not a bad one either. I was already dripping a little on the floor. While Kelly gave me some privacy I pulled off my soggy shorts and tossed them next to her bikini on the floor of the shower. Then I wrapped my towel around my waist and stepped back out into the main room.
Kelly had a bundle of clothing in her arms as I came out and seemed to be waiting for her turn again. I moved aside and leaned against the wall as she reentered the bathroom to get changed. She didn't close the door, I guess she wasn't worried about me peeking.
"So what was your plan?" Kelly asked.
"What?"
"You came to talk to me didn't you? What were you planning on saying?"
"I... have no idea," I said. "Angie wouldn't tell me what the problem was even though I'm pretty sure she knew."
"Probably thinks I'm jealous."
I stayed silent, hoping for more to work with. And I got it.
"She's right too," Kelly said.
"You're jealous? But you're...."
"I'm your sister, I know. Can't help it. It wasn't so bad when it was only going to be a one time thing, but now it's more than that."
I wished I could see her face to face while we were speaking, it might have made things easier. Since I didn't know if she was done changing yet or not I stayed where I was.
"Are you saying you want to do the same stuff Jill and me are doing?" I asked carefully.
"I'm saying I hate that she's got something with you that I can't have. I'm saying it's not fair."
"Maybe we could work something out."
"Like what? You're going to have sex with me too? You're going to finger me when you think you can get away with it? 'Cause I don't think you want to do any of that with your baby sister."
"Jill's like a sister to me, you know that," I said firmly. "It's not that different."
"Prove it."
Kelly reappeared in the bathroom doorway without her towel. Or any clothes.
"Thought you were getting dressed," I mumbled.
"I was going to, changed my mind," she said.
My little sister stood there completely naked and not at all as shy as I would have expected under the circumstances. Maybe the point she was trying to prove took precedence over her other emotions.
I may as well have been staring down Medusa. I couldn't seem to move or think properly and Kelly gave no indication of backing off. She was right, it wasn't the same as with Jill. In the end it was the look she gave me like "I told you so" that kicked me into action.
Forcing my legs to move I backed her up against the wall and pinned her on either side with my arms. Then I kissed her, not too hard but enough to convey what I needed to. After a moment she kissed me back and pressed against me a little until I pulled back.
"Didn't think you'd actually do anything," Kelly said softly.
"Jill changed a lot of things for me last night," I said.
"Watching you two, it changed things for me too. I couldn't stop thinking about it. I even, you know, masturbated a couple times while Angie was sleeping right there beside me."
My cock twitched at the mental image of my little sister getting herself off, helped along by her being naked in front of me. With only a towel on it was going to pretty obvious how turned on I was getting pretty soon.
"And then you got jealous when you found out that wasn't the end of it," I finished for her.
"Yeah, that's about right."
"So how do we fix it?"
Kelly shrugged. "I don't know. I figured we'd probably talk about it at some point, but you were supposed to tell me that you're my brother and nothing can happen between us."
I shook my head. "I think we're past knee-jerk reactions here."
"Yeah, I guess we are. What if we just... what if we did it? Had sex I mean," Kelly said. "That could be okay right?"
"I think so," I said.
There was the off-chance that doing so would piss Jill off, but she must have known what she was sending me to. I hoped she did anyway. It was kind of weird that my primary concern with this scenario had nothing to do with Kelly being my sister.



We stared at each other for a moment, neither of us moving or knowing exactly what to do. Then she gave me a crooked smile.
"This is gonna be awkward isn't it?"
"Maybe if we get horny enough that'll go away," I said, recalling that it seemed to have worked when Jill tried it on me.
"'Kay," Kelly giggled.
Without giving me a chance to react she tugged my towel loose and let it fall to the floor. Her hand was immediately on my semi-hard cock, stroking it gently. Her fingers felt so good on me and without fully intending to I leaned toward her until my cock brushed against her. She released me as I started to grind on her, my erection sliding over her waist and the bottom of her tummy.
"Mmm, that feels nice," Kelly breathed. "Feels sexy."
"So do you," I said. "My sexy little sister."
She had been watching my cock play over her skin, but abruptly she looked back up at me.
"Are you really going to put it in me?" she asked.
"If you want me to."
"I do. Maybe we should lie down first though."
"Mm-hm."
I was leaving small trails of pre-cum where the head of my cock touched her. I could have just stood there rubbing against her all day and she didn't seem like she would mind that too much. Eventually I managed to pull away long enough to walk the few steps over to the mattress still lying in front of the couch. The bed would have been better in some ways, but the mattress was closer.
I ended up on my back with Kelly climbing on top of me. She was eager, far more so than I had anticipated. She kept darting in for quick kisses while simultaneously maneuvering herself so that my cock was trapped between her legs. I loved the feeling of her pussy against my erection, and she kept wiggling around so that I couldn't even get a moment to process it all.
Suddenly she sat up, more or less, and stopped moving. Her breasts hung over me so temptingly bare and inviting and I traced my fingers up her stomach to just below them, then back again. When she continued watching me I did finally reach up to play with them, feeling each one thoroughly and exploring them as though I was trying to memorize their dimensions.
"I'm gonna do it now," Kelly said.
"Are you sure you're ready?"
"I do have a little experience at this you know," she said, giving me an almost patronizing look.
"How much experience?" I asked before I could stop myself.
"Ah ah," she chided me. "That's none of your business."
"I know, I'm sorry."
"But I will tell you I've never done anything with someone I didn't want to, and I don't plan on that changing."
That could have been an attempt at confirming that she really wanted this, or maybe she was just trying to silence my instinctive protectiveness for her. Maybe both come to think of it.
As she said she would, Kelly positioned herself above my hips and guided herself onto my cock. My little sister was way more aggressive than I ever would have thought, but then I had never put too much thought into this particular aspect of her personality.
"You think I'm going too fast, don't you?" she said, pausing just before we made contact.
I shook my head. "Not too fast, but definitely faster than I expected."
"Can't help it. We're being so bad, I'm so turned on just thinking about this."
"We are being bad, aren't we," I mused.
"Uh-huh, it's like you forgot already that I'm your sister."
"I'll never forget that, but I won't ever forget you standing naked in front of that first time either. You look really good with nothing on."
I made her blush a little and, maybe on purpose, she dropped her body enough that I felt her pussy barely touch the tip of my cock. It took real willpower not to just pull her down on me and force myself inside her.
"Do it," I said.
Agonizingly slowly, Kelly let gravity take over and her pussy lips parted on either side of my cock. Once the head was in she stopped for a second, then continued downward before pulling up again. She worked her way onto my shaft with these small up and down movements which gradually gave way to a sort of rocking motion.
I did my best not to interfere and contented myself with letting my hands wander across her legs, tummy, breasts, and anywhere else I could reach. Her skin was so smooth and wonderful, it seemed incredible that I had never noticed it before. Not in the same way I was now.
Kelly leaned over when she had me almost completely inside her and kissed me deeply. I kissed her back, extending my tongue tentatively to see what she would do. In response she opened her lips enough to let her own tongue out and they met in the middle briefly before she straightened up again.
"We're really doing this," she said, as if only just realizing it.
"Yeah, we are."
My hips had started moving all on their own and I was unable to stop them. Kelly was rocking faster on top of me and I grabbed her waist to help keep her steady. All too soon I felt the familiar sensation of impending orgasm and there was nothing I could do to hold it back.
"I'm gonna cum soon," I said.
Kelly didn't respond right away, but then reluctantly slowed down.
"I'd let you do it inside me if I could," she apologized. "I just can't take that risk right now."
"That's okay."
I still had enough sense to know getting her pregnant wouldn't be good, although only just barely.
She climbed off me and maneuvered her upper body between my legs, taking hold of my cock in her hand. Her other hand went to her pussy as she masturbated frantically while jerking me off.
It didn't take long for her to get me off and soon I was cumming hard enough that the first shot hit her directly above her left breast. She squealed as she felt that contact but didn't let go until I was done. A moment later she collapsed beside me with her hand firmly attached to her clit and a long, low moan escaping from her lips.
We lay together for a minute or two recovering from near-simultaneous orgasms before Kelly rolled on her side to face me.
"I've been thinking maybe I should go on the pill, just in case," she said. "Now I have a reason so maybe it'll actually happen."
"I could be okay with that," I said.
"Thought you would be."
She moved a little closer and rested her head on my shoulder. It probably would have been smart to get dressed right away instead of lying around naked together, but I didn't really want to get up.
Then someone came bounding down the stairs sending me into a panic. I sat up and was whipping my head around looking for clothes or something to hide under before cluing in that at the pace they were moving it had to be either Jill or Angie. Either of them wouldn't be so bad relatively speaking.
"Fuck's sake, you really did it right in the middle of the floor? I thought you were at least clever enough to go to the bedroom," Angie said, taking in the scene before her.
"Yes thanks," I said. "I'll try to keep that in mind for next time."
"I'm sure you will. Anyway, time to get dressed again. Cake and presents and silly hats coming up."
"What, right now?" I groaned. "They couldn't have waited an hour or two."
"I mean since when does your cousin's birthday take precedence over fucking your sister," Angie said in an overly innocent tone of voice. "Or wait, did you not schedule this? Because you have to let people know or they just can't make time for you."
Kelly stood up, derailing my sarcastic reply before it began. She pretended to be oblivious to the effect her body had on me, and even Angie to an extent, but I saw her peeking to check my reaction. Her pile of clothes was still in the bathroom where she'd left them earlier and she purposefully started dressing in the doorway where we could see her. It's really hard to fight properly when there's naked girl in your line of sight.
"Anyway, see you two up there in a couple minutes," Angie called over her shoulder as she hopped back up the stairs.
Kelly finished dressing quickly and came back over to where me where I'd only managed to stand up. She gave me a quick kiss, but pulled away when I tried to wrap my arms around her.
"Later," she promised. "We need to go pretend things are normal for a while."
"That's going to be the major downside isn't it," I said. "Pretending when there's anyone around who isn't you, Jill, or Angie."
"We can make it worth your while," she said with a wink.
I knew she was right. Whatever I would have to put up with for her and Jill, it was worth it.
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I didn't think I'd ever woken up to a more enjoyable feeling. Actually, I knew I hadn't. On one side of me was my cousin Jill, on the other was my younger sister Kelly. All three of us were completely naked and covered only by the blanket we shared. The girls were snuggled up close to me and the their warm bodies were more than enough to keep me as stationary as possible so as not to wake them.
Despite any niggling worries I'd had about how the two of them would take to me having sex with both of them, it turned out not to be a problem. They'd even been comfortable enough with the whole thing that we'd ended up all sleeping together.
Because there were three of us we'd taken the mattress on the floor of the main room in the basement instead of my bed. It wasn't that it offered more space, both options left us a bit crowded, but more that if one of us did fall out for some reason there was only an inch or two to go.
After a few minutes I became aware of my sister slowly waking up beside me. She shifted around at first and pushed the blanket away from her, then stretched out and rolled over until she was halfway on top of me.
"Good morning," I said.
"Mmm, morning," Kelly responded.
"You sleep okay?"
"Yes. It figures, the one night I wouldn't mind having a little trouble drifting off and I sleep like a baby."
She kissed me softly, using the opportunity to swing her leg over mine and climb fully on top of me. My cock started swelling to life as she straddled me pressed her pussy firmly against my crotch.
"And they say guys are constantly horny," I murmured.
"It's not constantly," she protested. "It's only 'cause I woke up naked next to you. It wouldn't be fair to expect me not to get a little excited."
"I'm only teasing, and I like it when you're horny anyway."
Before long Kelly had something to really grind against as my erection grew to full strength. I knew she was getting as turned on as I was since her pussy juices were leaking across the length of my cock and lubricating it before I was even inside her.
She was definitely more aggressive than Jill, more certain of what she wanted. Rather than detracting from the image of my little sister, it actually added to her appeal. Part of her energy apparently came from me being her brother, and I loved knowing that I was the only one who could ever produce those particular feelings in her.
"You think we could have sex before Jill wakes up?" Kelly asked. "Get away with it without her even knowing."
I glanced at our sleeping cousin who appeared no more awake than she had been a few minutes ago.
"Guess we could find out," I said.
Kelly was already adjusting her position before I finished speaking. She grabbed my cock and held it steady while she lowered herself onto it, her wet pussy eagerly accepting me inside.
"Ooh, I love that feeling," Kelly moaned.
"What, sex?"
"Sex with you," she clarified. "Having my big brother in me, it's so, I don't know, bad. Naughty. Something like that. I can't think of the right word."
"I know what you mean."
As she worked her way down my shaft she wiggled around and sent all kinds of different sensations through me. The mattress even started to bounce a little beneath us as she built up a fairly constant rhythm. It was probably that movement that finally woke Jill up.
"Aw, you guys didn't even wait for me to wake up," Jill said, followed by a small yawn.
"We couldn't wait forever sleepyhead," Kelly teased.
Kelly still rocked gently on top of me, though she had slowed down when Jill spoke.
"Did you even wait two minutes?" Jill asked.
"Probably not quite that long," I said.
Jill kicked off the blanket that had gotten piled on her somewhat when Kelly climbed on top of me. It struck me once again just how amazing my life was that morning as her naked form was revealed. I kept flipping between wishing I had a way to record everything and wondering how I could possibly ever forget any of it.
"Maybe I should just leave you two alone then," Jill said, moving to get up.
"Ah ah, stay," Kelly said as though instructing a disobedient puppy. "I've got a better idea."
"What's that?" Jill asked.
"Have you ever tried any... oral sex?"
"You mean like a blowjob?" Jill frowned in confusion.
"Kinda, except the other way around."
It even took me a moment to catch what my sister was suggesting, Jill was a little slower. Once she did she looked from me back to Kelly.
"You mean like right now? While you're..." she squeaked.
"Yep," Kelly said with a wide grin. "Come on, may as well try it while I'm here to make sure he does it right."
Ignoring the jab at my sexual abilities wasn't all that hard since I knew for a fact Kelly had no idea how good I might or might not be.
Somewhat hesitantly, but with Kelly tugging on her arm until she gave in, Jill positioned herself over my face with one knee on each side of my head. She had to shift forward a little once she started lowering her body toward me to get us lined up properly, but we soon got that sorted out. Soon enough her pussy was hovering just above me.
I placed my hands on Jill's hips to help keep her steady, then carefully extended my tongue. My cousin was still a little too far away to reach her properly, but I managed to flick my tongue across her pussy and make her jump slightly at the sudden contact.
"Down a little more," I said.
"Okay, I just don't want to, you know, squish you or anything," Jill said.
"Don't worry, I'm pretty sure I can take it."
I guided her as best I could with gentle pressure on her hips until she was very nearly sitting on me. She was close enough now that I could lick her pussy easily and I proceeded to do just that.
What I quickly discovered was that Jill was facing the wrong way. Or, more to the point, any girl I'd tried this on before had been facing the other way relative to me. It didn't change the basic premise of what I was doing, but it did mean a couple differences. In particular her clit was down toward my chin rather than being closer to my nose, which was a little disorienting. I hoped I could still do a decent job at least partly because I didn't want Kelly to think that I actually did need her help.
As I worked on Jill's pussy, Kelly started moving on me again. She had stopped while we were getting Jill settled and the feeling of being inside my sister had almost become a background sensation to me. I had remained hard through that interval and she could immediately continue where she left off.
For several minutes my focus was solely on those two parts of my body, my tongue and cock, and the two pussies attached to them. It didn't even occur to me right away that I was having sex with two girls at the same time, something I'd never done before. And that the two girls in question were my sister and cousin? I absolutely would not have predicted this situation even a few days ago.
However strange the situation might look even to myself in the recent past, I was loving it. Kelly kept rocking on top of me while I buried my tongue in Jill's pussy and I could hear the occasional moan from above me. Knowing that they were enjoying it as much as I was just made the experience even better for me.
It turned out I really wasn't doing such a bad job on Jill since she was the first of us to cum. It was another one of her silent orgasms that I was getting familiar with at this point. If not for her legs tensing up on either side of my head and a small gush of girl-cum flooding my mouth I might not have even noticed until she abruptly rose off me and sat down heavily on the mattress beside my head.
"That was pretty hot to watch," Kelly said. "Think I'm gonna cum soon too."
She leaned forward and braced herself on her arms now that she had the room to do so and used the stability to fuck me harder. I reached up to cup her breasts in my palms and play with her nipples, giving her a little bit of extra stimulation to get her over the edge.
Kelly buried her face in my chest as she came, purposefully muffling any sounds she made. I stroked her hair through the whole thing and while she recovered. Finally she straightened up and, disappointingly, climbed off me.
"You're close right?" she asked almost as an afterthought.
"Yeah, kinda," I said.
"Good. Jill, come over here," she said, beckoning to our cousin.
I assumed Kelly was going to let Jill finish me off, or something like that. Instead Kelly grabbed my cock and started jerking me off without seeming to have any intention of Jill taking over. The two of them whispered conspiratorially together and I heard a couple small giggles coming from them.
"I'm coming," I warned them once I felt the familiar sensation inside me.
The two girls leaned over me and Kelly actually aimed the first shot at Jill, catching her across her cheek with my cum. The rest of my semen landed mostly on their breasts as they pressed together directly above me.
It was unbelievably sexy to see them both with my cum sprayed across their breasts and I felt like my erection wouldn't even begin to soften if I kept staring at them. Then Kelly moved toward Jill and licked at her cheek, cleaning her off in an unnecessarily provocative way.
"Oh god, cut it out. That's not even fair," I said. "I'm never going to want to get out of bed at this rate."
"What do you mean?" Kelly asked in a fake, but not unconvincing, tone of innocence.
As though it was perfectly normal Kelly turned back to Jill and kissed her softly. Jill looked a little embarrassed but returned the display of affection, getting into it more as it went on. All at once they couldn't keep it up any longer and collapsed together in a fit of giggling.
"Very amusing," I said.
"It was kinda," Kelly said. "It's amazing how little it takes to fascinate you."
I took that as a good excuse to get up. The girls immediately moved into the middle of the none-too-big mattress, wrapped in each other's arms. I couldn't help stopping to watch them for a moment and had to force myself to move on before I stood there all day. Two naked girls cuddling together was better than most anything I could think of for holding my attention.
My older sister Angie seemed to still be asleep as I entered my bedroom. She'd chosen to take my bed last night since I wasn't using it. I moved quietly through the room trying not to wake her while I gathered my clothes. Despite my efforts I heard the unmistakable sounds of movement from her direction, and when I turned toward her she was looking back at me.
"You guys are kinda noisy for so early in the day," she said.
"Sorry, Kelly jumped me. Wasn't anything I could do," I said as I struggled into a pair of pants.
"Yeah right, more like you didn't want to do anything to stop her."
"That too."
"Oh well, gives my imagination something to do anyway."
I noticed that while one of Angie's arms was in plain sight, the other was buried under her blanket and there were signs of movement around her waist-area.
"My imagination's pretty good sometimes," Angie said, following my gaze.
I shook my head. "Every now and then I get reminded just how weird this all is. I don't think I ever saw you masturbating before this weekend, now it's not even a big deal."
"Enjoy it Nick, you have something good going on that a lot of people don't ever come close to. And I don't mean because it's your sister and cousin you're with."
"I know."
Even with occasional moments of weirdness, I didn't regret anything that had happened this weekend. I was happy, Jill was happy, Kelly was happy, and Angie got to perv on us. It seemed like a good deal all round.
I sat down on the bed by Angie's legs as she continued getting herself off. It wasn't a frantic, desperate thing for her, but just a calm and inevitable process. She didn't seem to mind me watching her either, if she did she could have just stopped or asked me to leave.
"You really get off thinking about us?" I said.
"What can I say, I'm a little fucked up. You of all people should already know that."
"Aren't we all," I muttered.
"Could be. Anyway, what are you doing in here when you get be out playing with Kelly and Jill?"
"Those two are gonna drive me crazy. There's no way we'd ever get dressed if I stayed with them and in theory we still want this to be kind of a secret."
Angie raised an eyebrow at me. "You think you're safer in here?"
"Well, yeah. I guess I do for right now."
I should have known better. All I had done was goad her into action.
With an exaggerated sigh Angie sat up, letting the blanket fall away from her chest. She was topless underneath the covers and her breasts were left completely exposed to me. After pausing long enough to make sure she had my attention she swung her legs off the bed on the opposite side from me and stood up.
My older sister was wearing nothing except for a pair of panties that weren't doing much to cover her butt. She bent over slowly and took far longer than necessary to pick up her shirt before putting it on. It came down only far enough to not quite reach the top of her panties and left a slight gap of exposed skin. She didn't seem to mind that her legs were still bare.
"You shouldn't ever think you're safe around me, dear brother," she said.
"I should have learned that by now," I agreed.
Angie left the room without dressing any further, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I couldn't help feeling like I needed to go after her for some reason. She hadn't been upset or anything, so it's not like I had to apologize. Maybe it was just a reaction to seeing her very close to naked a moment ago.
Whatever the case I finished dressing and made my way back to the main room where Kelly and Jill were still curled up together.
"You going to come join us?" Kelly asked.
"I'm afraid if I do then I'll never get up again," I said.
"We'd have to eventually," Jill mumbled.
Kelly had Jill cradled in her arms and was stroking her hair with a loving, almost motherly, expression on her face. It was so hard to tell that they were only a month apart in age just then, Kelly seemed like she must be older than that. She had certainly been acting as the more experienced of the two the past couple days.
"You talk with Angie?" Kelly asked after a moment.
"A little."
"You gonna have sex with her too?"
She asked the question so casually it was hard to believe I'd heard correctly.
"Uh, that wasn't what I got out of the conversation," I said. "Unless you know something I don't."
"Not really, but I think it would be good. Then all four of us would be doing it. It'd be better that way."
"Okay, even ignoring most of the objections I could raise to that, I've seen no real indication that she wants to. What am I supposed to do, just ask her if she wants to fuck?" I said, deliberately using the harsher language to try and make my point.
"Yes," Kelly said simply.
I wasn't convinced, but I was having difficulty forming a coherent argument. It didn't seem like my position should have been particularly hard to defend. At least Jill wasn't openly siding with Kelly, but she wasn't helping me out either.
"Angie wasn't wearing much when she came through here," Kelly said. "Did she let you see her naked?"
"Kinda. Almost," I admitted.
"Has she ever done that before?"
No, she hadn't. Not on purpose. Maybe Kelly was actually on to something. I was pretty sure it still wasn't as simple as she made it sound though.
"Fine, I'll see what she says all right?"
Kelly stayed quiet, which I took as being agreement from her.
I took my time walking upstairs and working out what I was going to say. I had no idea how I was going to start this conversation with Angie, maybe I should just bring her back down and let Kelly explain it.
Eventually I located my older sister out on the back deck leaning against the railing and staring off at the distance. She was still wearing only her shirt and panties, seemingly oblivious to anyone who might see her.
"You look good in those," I said, coming up behind her.
"Such a perv," Angie said, rolling her eyes. "But so am I, so maybe I shouldn't complain."
"You could have put pants on," I pointed out.
"I could have. I don't think you really want me to though, not if I know you half as well as I think." She smirked. "Unless you're worried about one of the parents seeing me. You think they'd suspect something just because I'm wandering around in my underwear?"
"Probably not."
"At worst I'll get told to go get dressed and that'll be the end of it. You staring at my ass on the other hand, that might attract some attention."
"It's a nice ass."
"I know."
Angie walked toward me and pushed me back to the wooden bench set against the wall. As I sat down on it she swung her legs on either side of mine and straddled my lap facing me.
"What would you do with it if I let you?" she asked softly.
"Uh, what?"
"My ass, what do you want to do to it?"
She pulled my hands down to her hips, then moved them to her butt. It didn't take any more prodding than that for me to grab her ass and squeeze gently.
"I really am kind of worried about getting caught now," I said.
"Don't worry, I'm keeping watch," she said, as if that solved the problem. "I want to know what you'd do."
"Hypothetically?"
"Sure, whatever." She leaned in close to whisper in my ear. "Would you stick your dick in it?"
"I'd definitely consider it."
Whether or not this was just Angie teasing me, I was getting seriously turned on by it. She was even grinding slowly on my lap and she had to be able to feel my growing erection.
"'Cause I know you haven't been using condoms with the other two, and there's no way I'm letting you get me pregnant," she continued in a voice that just kept getting sexier.
"So wait, is this not hypothetical anymore?"
"It never really was."
I let a finger travel down between her butt cheeks, pressing her panties deeper into her crack. Her asshole was there somewhere if I could manage to find it through her underwear. I was really starting to believe that she was serious about having sex, even the anal part.
"Did you work everything out with Kelly ahead of time?" I asked. "You two seem way too in synch this weekend."
"Didn't you know? We're telepathic," Angie giggled. "I know exactly what she's thinking. Right now it's mostly about Jill's boobs. We need to be careful or we'll have a little bisexual nympho on our hands."
"There are worse things in the world," I said offhandedly.
Obviously my sisters weren't actually telepathic, but they seemed far too close to it for comfort. Was Kelly actually thinking about Jill that way? It was possible that Angie, once again, had just picked up on something that I hadn't. The girls had definitely looked cozy, all snuggled up together. Naked.
"Now you're thinking about it, aren't you," she said.
"Yeah." I nodded.
I was getting more and more horny the longer we sat there and I'm sure Angie could tell.
"Maybe you should take me down to your bed now."
"I would, but you're sitting on me."
She got up and I followed her inside and back down the stairs. I watched her ass pretty much the whole way; her panties were covering even less of it now thanks to my efforts and, unless it was just my imagination, her hips were swaying more than they normally did.
Kelly and Jill were right where I left them, and Jill's soft snoring told me she had drifted back to sleep. Kelly on the other hand opened her eyes as we passed and gave me what I could swear was a wink.
Having slowed down a little, I was a couple seconds behind Angie walking into the bedroom. As soon as I got through the doorway she tossed me a small object that I only barely managed to catch. It turned out to be a bottle of lube.



"Why the hell would you even have this with you?" I said.
"For personal use, in case I get bored," she said.
"... and now I'm imagining what that could mean."
"I could show you if you want." Angie pulled off her shirt and once again stood in front of me topless. "Or we could just fuck."
"Yeah okay, let's do that," I said faintly.
"You'll probably need to take your clothes off."
I tossed the lube on the bed and started stripping. There was some residual, ingrained embarrassment to be had from getting naked in front of my sister, but I'd done worse recently. That plus she was naked well before I was and being turned on tends to be a good way to override other emotions.
Angie moved toward me as I finished undressing and put her arms around my neck. My cock was nearly fully hard and pressed against her tummy as she not-quite-hugged me.
"I thought masturbating while you and Jill were fucking was the most twisted thing I'd ever done," she said. "But this blows it out of the water."
"You like how wrong this is, don't you?"
"I do. I love that my little brother is going to put his cock in my ass," she said, a shiver running through her as she spoke. "Fuck I'm getting horny. Come on, let's do it."
She certainly had more basic motivations than Jill or Kelly for wanting this, but that wasn't necessarily bad.
Angie crawled on to the bed on all fours and leaned down with her butt sticking up into the air. I hesitated only a moment before climbing up behind my wanton sister and grabbing the bottle of lube.
"You know what you're doing right?" She looked over her shoulder at me questioningly.
"I have an idea, yes."
Her asshole that I'd been unable to find through her panties was now on display directly in front of me. Admittedly this was not really my area of expertise, but I was pretty sure I could manage. The most important thing as I understood it was not to try going too fast.
I squirted some of the lube just above Angie's asshole and then used my fingers to try and keep it from all dripping away. Slowly, but with increasing force, I pushed the tip of one finger against her opening. I made sure to keep it lubricated and gradually I got the end of my digit inside.
It was tight, there was no getting around that, and I was a little worried that actual sex would hurt her. I kept moving my finger gently in and out, adding a bit more lube when I thought I needed to and hoping she would relax more.
"I guess I've been assuming, but you have done this before haven't you?" I asked.
"Yep. Why, you think I don't know what I'm getting in to?"
"No, you're just... tight."
"I know," she said cheerfully. "It'll make it feel better for you as I understand it. Just keep doing what you're doing for a bit and it'll be fine."
That was kind of what I had been thinking, but confirmation was good. After a couple minutes her ass did seem to not be squeezing my finger quite so much. More and more I wanted to know what it would actually feel like when it was my cock in there instead.
When I withdrew my finger Angie gave a disappointed sigh and looked back to check on me. She seemed satisfied when she saw me rubbing lube on my cock in preparation and simply waited for me.
I knelt behind her when I was ready and pressed the tip of my cock against her hole. Slowly she accepted me inside until the head was past her outer ring.
"Wait, stop for a second," she said suddenly.
"What is it, you want me to take it out?" I asked, wondering if I'd done something wrong.
"No no, just let me adjust. Your dick's a little bigger than your finger you know," she said as though it might be news to me.
I held as still as I could, trying not to shift my weight and accidentally push farther into her butt. Even with only the first part of my cock in it was incredible how much she was squeezing me.
"Okay, try just going slow now," Angie said after a moment.
As instructed I started moving in a none-too-forceful way. I quickly became riveted by the sight of my cock disappearing a bit more into my sister's ass before reemerging, only to right back in again. It was the first time I'd ever had the sensation of watching porn at the same time as I was having sex.
"I forgot just how good this feels," she breathed.
"Been a long time has it?"
"Longer than I'd like."
"How is... I mean how does it feel from, you know, your side?" I asked hesitantly.
"Hmm, I don't know if I can describe it. Maybe you just need to try it some time."
"I'm not that curious."
I was getting as deep as I could go in Angie's ass, and my strokes were getting longer and harder with each passing moment. She was rocking back to meet me on every thrust and when I finally buried myself to the very base of my cock I held myself there for a moment to see what she would do. She kept moving her hips, seemingly oblivious to me having stopped at first, but then pouted at me over her shoulder when I didn't immediately start fucking her again.
"You look kinda sexy like that," I said.
"I look sexy all the time," she corrected.
"That too."
Drawing my cock out about halfway, I shoved it back in rougher than I had been yet. Angie groaned in pleasure and again started to move her hips in rhythm with me as I settled in to a comfortable pace.
"Ooh yeah little brother, keep doing that," she said. "Keep fucking your big sister's ass."
Despite already knowing what was going on, having Angie say it like that just reinforced how wrong what we were doing was. Unlike with Jill and Kelly, we were having sex just to get off. It was still loving in its own way, but most of the appeal for Angie, and me to a lesser extent, was that we knew just how much we shouldn't be doing this.
Even though it really was the whole point of the exercise, it still took me by surprise when Angie came. She gave no indication right up until letting out a mixture of moaning and swearing, thankfully somewhat muted, as her front half collapsed on the bed.
"Fuck," was her first coherent word.
"You still want me to keep going?" I asked, uncertain whether it might be getting too painful or not.
"Hell yes! You gotta cum in my butt. No point doing this half-assed," she said, snickering at her own joke.
There was no way I could hold out much longer anyway, and given Angie's request there really wasn't any reason to try. After another minute or two I shot my cum into her, not bothering to warn her first. She noticed immediately though and the way she acted it almost seemed like she was going to cum again just from that.
"Yesss," she hissed, arching her back all the way to her neck.
When I pulled out a small amount of cum dripped out too before Angie rolled onto her back. She had a dreamy smile and her eyelids were half closed in satisfaction.
"It's leaking out already," she said, almost sounding disappointed.
"You need to go clean up?"
"Nah, I'll just put my panties on, keep it from going anywhere."
I watched her get up and locate some clothes before getting dressed. Apparently she wasn't kidding about not getting cleaned up first.
"I'm going to be able to feel that all day," she said. "I wonder how soaked my underwear's gonna get."
"You're seriously just going to stay like that?"
"I know, it's dirty. But it's sooo sexy. Your cum just leaking out of my butt all day, it'll keep me horny until I get a chance to get off again."
Angie opened the door and walked out before I could say anything else. I didn't really have a complaint with her choice anyway since in its own twisted little way it was pretty hot to think about. Plus she was the one who would have to deal with any potential discomfort it might cause.
I heard the door swing open again and assumed it was Angie coming back for something, but when I looked it was Jill. She stood there hesitantly as though she wasn't sure she should come in.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Nothing. Kelly and Angie went for breakfast, I wanted to see what you were doing," she said.
"Not hungry?"
She shook her head. "Not really."
Jill was glancing frequently toward my now-soft cock. She had to know more or less what had just happened between me and Angie, though I didn't know exactly how she felt about it.
"Well I'm not going anywhere," I said. "You're welcome to join me in not moving for a while if you want."
"'Kay."
She sat down on the bed with me and pulled her knees up to her chest. She seemed like she had something she wanted to ask, but I didn't press her.
"Do you think you can get hard again soon?" she blurted out finally, blushing a little.
"I probably could," I said. "Why?"
"Because I know we're both going to have to leave soon and I hoped...."
"You want to have sex again?" I finished for my embarrassed cousin.
She nodded quickly. "If you want to. I know you just, you know, with Angie and all and maybe you're not ready yet."
"You're right, I'm not ready yet. But if you can wait a little bit then I think we can certainly manage."
Jill giggled softly, then crawled over to me. She curled up next to me happily and I realized just how much I loved seeing her like that. Her and Kelly and Angie, I wanted all three of them to be happy even if our current situations meant I wouldn't see that much of them after today. As I lay there naked with my cousin, I resolved to change a few things in the near future. There was no way I was going to wait months to see them all again.
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"Hey Kyle, have you seen the car keys?"
I didn't even look up from my computer as my sister walked in the room.
"Yes, but you're not getting them," I said.
"Come on, I just need it for like half an hour," she said. "Mom and dad won't know."
"You got that dent in the door last time you took it out, I think they'd notice something like that."
Kristin pouted as she sat down heavily on my bed, purposefully coming into my line of sight.
"That was an accident, it's not like it would happen again," she said.
"It doesn't matter, you're going to follow the rules this weekend whether you want to or not."
I had to play the older brother a lot with Kristin. I wasn't actually older, or not by a significant amount anyway since we were twins and we didn't actually know who was born first, but I had definitely developed into the more responsible one. My sister was way more impulsive and generally uncontrollable; two months since we turned eighteen and she'd already been grounded for getting caught drinking. It was a good thing I could get her to listen to me sometimes or who knows what kind of trouble she'd get in to. To be fair she could mostly take care of herself and when she did something stupid she usually learned from it.
This Friday was the start of another weekend where I would have to try keeping her on leash, so to speak. Our parents would be gone until Sunday and I really didn't want them to think we couldn't be left on our own for a couple days.
"It's always rules with you," Kristin said. "You never want to have any fun."
"But when I do want to do something I have access to the car," I countered.
Kristin could see that she wasn't getting anywhere with me and abruptly changed tactics.
"You still like Shannon right?" she asked, referring to one of her friends who I did indeed have an interest in.
"I never admitted to anything," I said warily.
"Whatever. I'm just saying that I wanted to go pick her up so she could come over for a while. You'd like having her around wouldn't you?"
I stayed silent since I actually did kind of like it when Shannon hung around. I could have sworn she was at least a little interested in me too, although that might have been wishful thinking.
"You could always try asking her out while she's here," Kristin added.
"Okay, now I know you're making things up 'cause you're constantly telling me not to hit on your friends. And you know I wouldn't even do that anyway."
"Well it'd be kind of weird if you hooked up with someone I know." She shrugged. "I just think it might be worth the trade off in this case. She'd probably say yes if you asked."
That made me hesitate. I didn't think Kristin was lying which meant that I might actually have a chance with Shannon. I wasn't desperate, not exactly, but I wasn't rolling in dates either.
"You mean that?" I asked.
"Of course I do. She probably would have said something to you already if she thought I'd be okay with it."
Kristin knew she had me now, I could tell by that look of triumph that she could never quite manage to hide from me. Partly just because I'd seen it so often.
"Fine," I said, giving in to inevitability. "But I'm driving and you're not arguing that one."
My sister leaped off my bed and wrapped her arms around me.
"See, you're the best brother ever. Can we go right now?"
"Give me a couple minutes."
Kristin practically bounced out of the room as I leaned back and sighed. Now I'd have to be even more on my toes to make sure nothing went wrong or I'd be getting rightfully blamed as an active participant. Still, there was a chance that it could turn out to be worth the trouble.
****
We picked up Shannon without incident and when we got back the two girls spent some time doing whatever it is they do. In some ways it might have been better this way since as long as Kristin wasn't bored she was less likely to come up with bad ideas just to amuse herself.
It didn't take me long however to realize that despite what Kristin had convinced me, I still couldn't simply walk up to Shannon and ask her out. I didn't have the kind of confidence that would let me initiate something like that, particularly with my sister hanging around. Fortunately it turned out I didn't have to.
I was lying on my bed that evening reading something for my English class, which would get a derisive comment from Kristin if she caught me, when Shannon walked up to the doorway.
"Hey, mind if I come in?" she asked.
"Uh, no that's fine. I mean, yeah, sure."
Great, I was having trouble with monosyllabic words. That didn't bode well. I sat up and tossed the book onto my desk as Shannon came closer.
"So I guess I should thank you for letting me come over tonight," she said, looking casually around my room.
"Oh that's okay, it's not big deal," I said, trying to downplay my involvement instinctively.
"Your sister said you might have something to ask me," Shannon continued.
Shit shit shit, what did Kristin tell her? I glanced toward the hallway to make sure it was still empty. The two of them probably wouldn't be working together just to tease me, but I couldn't discount the idea entirely.
Shannon gave a small smile at my look of panic. "That's okay, I know she's playing games," she said. "But I think you do kind of like me don't you?"
"Yeah, I do," I admitted, not meeting her eyes.
"Good, 'cause I kind of like you too. And even if Kris is just hoping you'll wuss out of saying anything, she did still give me permission."
"Permission for what?" I asked automatically.
I didn't bother pretending to take offense at the 'wuss out' comment because it was pretty dead on for me. As my sister would well know.
"For whatever. I figure we could probably do something just to bug her if you wanted."
"Like what?"
"Like I could give you a blowjob."
I heard the words and they matched up with her lip movements, but it seemed like I must have misunderstood somehow. Shannon had always been friendly around me and everything, but her suggestion went against most of what I understood about girls. Outside of when she came over with Kristin, or occasionally when we bumped in to each other in school, we'd never really spent any time together. The idea of someone just casually offering me anything sexual without at least going out a couple times was completely foreign to me.
"Um, okay," I said faintly.
Confused or not, enough of my brain was functioning to accept. Unless this turned out to be a prank after all, and I really didn't think it was since it definitely wasn't my sister's style, there was no good reason to refuse.
Shannon knelt down in front of me, but didn't immediately make any further move.
"You don't have to be so nervous," she said.
"I know, it's just I haven't really done anything like this with that many girls." Plus I was generally more comfortable with them when I did, but I could think of a good way to say that.
"That's okay, I haven't done this with that many guys either."
As though my concern had anything to do with our relative amounts of experience.
"Or is it because I'm moving too fast?" she asked, tilting her head slightly. "I swear I don't usually, I'm not a slut or anything. But I know you well enough that I can trust you not to be a dick about it later like some guys."
"And you can always have Kristin kick my ass if you're wrong."
"That too. But I don't think I am."
I watched in fascination as she reached for the front of my pants and undid them with only a slight fumble. My cock wasn't completely soft, but it was far from hard which I found a little embarrassing as Shannon carefully fished it out. She didn't seem to think there was anything wrong and acted as though it was nothing out of the ordinary. When I thought about it, I really was more used to a little foreplay before any clothing started coming off, so to speak. It was perfectly reasonable that I wouldn't be as worked up as normal.
"It's been a little while," Shannon said. "I might be out of practice."
She certainly didn't seem out of practice to me. Her fingers seemed to know exactly what they were doing as they gently stroked me to full erection. Then again, maybe I just wasn't much of a connoisseur. Any girl getting me off was better than doing it myself as far as I was concerned.
"That feels good," I assured her.
The corner of her mouth twitched upward as she looked at me for a second, then leaned closer to my lap.
"This'll feel even better," she said.
I drew in a sharp breath as her tongue flicked out and ran across the head of my cock before disappearing again. She repeated the movement a couple times before licking a path along the entire underside of the shaft. I had been getting very close to full hardness and Shannon's playful tongue was enough to get me the rest of the way.
With her hand wrapped around the base of my cock she parted her lips around the tip and started to take me into her mouth. She used a kind of bobbing motion as she worked me deeper inside until she was about halfway down my full length.
"I keep forgetting how much I like doing this," Shannon told me as she pulled back briefly. "I kinda wish I could take it a little deeper though, I have a wicked gag-reflex and it doesn't really work out very well if I go too far."
"You're doing pretty well as far as I'm concerned."
"See, that's what I'm saying about being able to trust you. I said almost the exact same thing to this one guy, and he wanted to, like, 'help me get used to it' or something. I'd have needed to like him a lot more before I'd let him shove his dick down my throat."
It wouldn't even have occurred to me to expect anything more than what Shannon wanted to do. Partly just because that's the sort of person I was, and partly because what she was doing felt so good anyway.
As her focus returned to my cock I once again got to feel her take as much of me as she could into her mouth while her fingers circled around the part she couldn't reach. She looked incredibly sexy as she sucked me off despite still being fully clothed. I loved the way she would look up at me every now and then without breaking her rhythm.
I was so wrapped up in the experience that it was another few minutes before I noticed Kristin watching from the doorway. It belatedly occurred to me that Shannon had never actually closed the door and my sister would naturally have been curious what her friend was doing in my room for so long.
My initial reaction was simply to freeze up, unnoticed by Shannon since I had been keeping fairly still anyway. I didn't think Kristin could see that much from where she was, but she could definitely guess what was going on. Once she saw that I had noticed her she bit her lip for a second before turning around and walking away.
"Shit," I said softly.
Shannon must have decided that I meant I was close to orgasm because she started working even harder on me. Despite my concern over what Kristin was thinking I actually was getting close and soon my need to cum overrode everything else.
"I'm gonna cum," I said, just to give Shannon some proper warning.
She didn't so much as slow down or look like she might pull her mouth away as I came. I'd never had a girl swallow before, but I kind of liked it. Not only was it pretty hot to cum inside her, there was no mess left afterward when she finally released me and straightened up.
"That... that was amazing," I said, guessing that she'd want to hear something along those lines.
Shannon smiled at me a little breathlessly and pulled herself up to flop down beside me on the bed.
"Glad you liked it," she said.
The rising and falling of her chest as she regained her breath was verging on the hypnotic, but I was beginning to remember my worried about my sister.
"I think Kristin might have seen us," I said.
Actually she had definitely seen us, but I was mainly looking to see what Shannon's response would be.
"Oh yeah?" she replied noncommittally.
"She seemed like she might have been a little upset," I pressed.
"How upset? Like just kind of annoyed or ready to burst into tears?"
"Probably somewhere in the middle."
Shannon stopped to think about it for a second, which was fine by me because at least she was taking it seriously now.
"Kyle?" she said thoughtfully.
"Yeah?"
"Have you ever brought a girlfriend home or been with her around Kristin or anything?"
I tried to recall exactly who I might have brought to the house, or who my sister would have met somewhere else. There were at least two past girlfriends that fit off the top of my head anyway.
"Yes," I said. "But I don't think they would have ever gotten to know each other that well."
"So this would have been a fairly new experience for her is what you're saying? Like maybe in her mind she's never had any real competition for being the only girl in your life. And seeing us, it might have changed that."
"I... I don't know, maybe. But why would she think this makes anything different? Not that I don't love having her as a sister, but it's really not the same relationship as what I'd have with someone else. I wouldn't be replacing her or anything."
I was starting to get flustered. Somehow it was looking like I'd done something wrong and I had no idea how that happened.
"Hey, maybe I don't even know what I'm talking about. I didn't even see her remember?" Shannon stood back up and shrugged. "Anyway, I'm gonna go clean up."
She left the room and shortly after I heard the bathroom door close down the hall. What she thought she needed to do I didn't know, she looked fine to me. But then, I wasn't a girl. And as I was reminded more than I liked, I never seemed to be able to fully understand their motivations.
It quickly occurred to me that Kristin would be alone for a short period of time if I went to talk to her. Even if I had misread her mood at least I would have confirmation that I was worrying over nothing.
As I expected my sister was sitting by herself in her room. She had some music on and her eyes were closed, although somehow she still heard me coming.
"So how was it?" she asked without opening her eyes.
"Uh, good," I said, unsure how to treat the question. "I just came to see if you were okay."
"Why wouldn't I be?"
"You looked like you weren't, that's all."
Finally she looked at me, giving me an appraising stare.
"I got weirded out at first," she admitted. "But it was really my own fault. I pushed you two toward each other and then didn't think you'd actually do anything. If I'd been smarter I would have stayed away from your room until Shannon came back."
"So everything's fine then?"
"Yeah, as far as I'm concerned."
I didn't really believe that was all there was to it, but I heard Shannon coming and I wasn't prepared to continue the conversation with both of them present. Besides, even if there was more of an issue than what Kristin would tell me, the girls might be able to work it out amongst themselves.
****
Nothing much else happened while Shannon was still around. I didn't even get a chance to figure out if what happened between us was purely a one-time thing before she left. I did get a friendly hug as she headed out the door where her mom was waiting to pick her up though, which I thought was probably not a bad sign.
Unfortunately with her friend gone, Kristin appeared to hit a dangerously bored state fairly quickly. That's how I interpreted it when she spent most of her time in her room and didn't look like she had much to occupy herself with when I walked by a couple times. I figured that she'd at least hit me up for some new scheme before going off on her own, which would give me a little warning. As it turned out I was sort of right.
"So you missing Shannon yet?" Kristin asked me Saturday evening as she casually entered my room.
"A bit. I guess I would've liked to talk to her before she went."
"You could always find her at school on Monday. Or I could give you her number if you make it worth my while."
My sister was probably genuinely willing to negotiate that information, but I was pretty sure her heart wasn't really in it. She clearly hadn't just wandered in for no reason, but she wasn't giving me any useful clues about what she actually wanted.
Eventually she lay down on my bed and curled up with her legs pulled protectively toward her chest. I took that as meaning she wasn't planning on leaving soon.
"Can I help with anything?" I asked.
"I don't know, maybe." She paused for a long moment, perhaps waiting for me to prompt her again. "I keep thinking about you and Shannon," she said finally.
"It's really bugging you that much?"
"Kind of. I keep seeing it in my head, only it's different."
I didn't strictly mind Kristin picturing me getting head, although it was weird to hear her say. We also seemed to be getting into territory I was unequipped to handle.
"How is it different?" I asked for lack of anything better to say.
"Sometimes it's me instead of her."
She said it in a completely neutral voice, and her face gave away nothing that would suggest she was joking.
"Like you're..."
"Like I'm sucking you off, yeah. I always knew I was kinda messed up, but this is a brand new level for me."
"You're not messed up." I shook my head. "Everyone thinks about stuff sometimes that they feel guilty about later."
"Do you?"
"Of course. Some of it... well, it's about you."
That got her interest. I wouldn't normally have ever said anything about it, but she did start it so I figured it wouldn't bother her that much. Plus I knew she wouldn't tell anyone else.
"What kind of stuff about me?" she asked.
"I dunno, just stuff. Like when you come out of the shower wearing just a towel or something, I can't always stop my imagination you know?"
"So you think about me being naked sometimes?"
I winced a little at how bluntly she put it, but didn't try to retract my statement.
"Yes."
"But you feel guilty," she said thoughtfully. "What if I said I didn't mind? What if we decided that we can both think whatever we want about each other?"
"I'm not sure that's how it works."
"Why not? Isn't it just 'cause you're worried what I'd think if I found out? Well now that won't be a problem."
Kristin had a talent for making things simpler than they really were. It probably got her into trouble as much as it helped.
"Weren't you worried about what I'd think too?" I asked, changing the subject slightly.
"Yeah, that's why I told you. Because if you know now then I don't have to worry about you finding out later. And if you did get mad then at least you'd get over it sooner."
Simple. Sometimes I wished the world worked the way my sister thought it did.
"You're weird," I told her.
"I know." She grinned and stuck out her tongue at me. "So do we have a deal?"
"It's not like what you think is any of my business anyway, so yeah I guess I'm okay with it."
"Good."
She stood up and was gone without saying another word. The conversation had been a little odd, but it hadn't gone nearly as badly as it could have.
****
A few days passed and we entered a new week of school. Our parents hadn't found anything out of place upon their return so we were back to business as usual.
By Wednesday I still hadn't really had much of a chance to talk to Shannon. We didn't have any classes together and there really wasn't any reason I would run into her without making a specific effort.
Kristin on the other hand did share a history class with me so I saw her at least once a day at school. I didn't think anything had changed all that much between us, but sometimes when she looked at me I could swear there was something in her eyes that never used to be there. It made me wonder what exactly she might be seeing.



At the start of Wednesday's class my sister made a point of sitting right next to me. Not that we didn't sit near each other on a fairly regular basis, but it wasn't that a big a deal either. I knew it was on purpose this time since she immediately passed me a folded up piece of paper.
I surreptitiously opened what I expected to be a note, not an uncommon thing to receive during classes with Kristin, but instead was a drawing. A rough sketch of a guy getting a blowjob more specifically. I was glad that my note-reading instincts had taken over even if the teacher hadn't really started yet because it wasn't something I wanted to draw attention to.
After carefully folding the picture closed I scrawled a quick note and handed the paper back to Kristin.
"How much time did you spend on that?" I wrote.
"Just when I was bored," she wrote back.
That could mean just about anything from fifteen minutes to the entire past couple days.
"Is it supposed to be you and me?"
"What do you think?"
I was pretty sure it was. The guy in the drawing could have been anyone, but there was no reason for it not to be me. The girl however had her hair in a ponytail which I was pretty sure I'd never seen Shannon do. Kristin would put her hair up like that sometimes when she needed it out of the way though.
"Well as long as it's entertaining you," I wrote.
We had to pretend to pay attention after that as the teacher directed us to a page in our textbooks and had students start reading out loud. You never wanted to be caught too much off-guard in those situations in case you got called on. It was pretty obvious when you had no idea where you were supposed to be in the text.
It didn't take long for Kristin to need to amuse herself again however. I wasn't watching her closely enough to catch when she started writing again, but all of a sudden the paper landed in front of me once more. She had refolded the page so that her sketch was visible again with an arrow added pointing roughly to the lines denoting 'my' cock.
"So how big is it?" she had written at the other end of the arrow.
I rolled my eyes at Kristin who only smiled back brightly.
"None of your business," I passed back.
"Come on, I never got to see it properly. You said you didn't mind if I thought about that stuff right?"
"That doesn't mean I'm going to help you along."
"You could just let me see it for a second."
"No."
She pouted at me, but that was easy enough to ignore by simply facing the front of the room like I was supposed to be doing anyway. When she passed the paper to me again I ignored it for a couple minutes, then glanced at it out of simple curiosity.
"What if I showed you my tits?"
I stared at the words for a moment, then turned to mouth "what?" as forcefully as I could without actually making any noise. Kristin sighed and started scribbling on a new sheet of paper.
"You know, boobs? Breasts? Those soft, bouncy things girls have?"
There was a helpful stick figure drawn with twin circles near where the arms met the body as a visual aid.
"I know what you mean, but you're not serious are you?"
"Of course I am. It's a fair deal. I'll even go first if you want."
The offer was more tempting to me than it should have been. I wasn't lying when I told Kristin about the thoughts I had about her sometimes and the chance to put some more definition to them wasn't without a certain amount of appeal. I was kind of worried I'd just feel bad about it afterward, but as is so often the case my guilt didn't really have a hold on me before the fact.
If I was truly a good brother I probably should have continued to decline anyway. But I wasn't that good. Deep down I felt a lot of the same feelings and urges as my sister, we were twins after all, I just didn't usually show them the way she did.
"I'll think about it," I wrote.
That was as good as saying yes and we both knew it.
****
As soon as we got home that day Kristin was pressing me again. We both knew we had about an hour to ourselves before we had to worry about either of our parents getting home from work so it really wasn't a bad time.
"So you wanna do it now?" she asked before I even got my sneakers off.
"I don't know, maybe we should wait and see if we still want to later."
"Pff, how long have you known me? Honestly, what do you think the odds are I'll change my mind?"
"Okay, okay. But it's just going to be quick right? And no touching."
"Whatever, let's go."
I followed Kristin upstairs where she lead me into my bedroom.
"How come it's always my room?" I asked without expecting a real answer.
"Because mine's only for special occasions," she said.
I wisely chose not to find out what that meant.
"So how are we..." I started.
Without waiting for me my sister had pulled her shirt over her head and turned toward me as she bundled it up in her hands.
"I already said I'd go first, just don't try and back out later," she said, tossing her balled up top onto a clear space on my desk.
Kristin motioned for me to sit down on the bed, which I did. Her hands were behind her back before I could complete the simple maneuver, deftly unclasping her bra yet still holding it in place.
"Ready?" she asked.
I nodded, though the question seemed unnecessary. What kind of preparations could I possibly need to make?
She teased me a little more and covered her chest with her hands as she let her bra fall to the floor. After a moment she let her arms drop to her sides and let me take in the entirety of her naked upper half.
It wasn't like I had absolutely no idea what her breasts were going to look like. I'd seen her in swimsuits or not-quite-dressed enough that I knew the general size and shape, but that was still nowhere near the actual effect of seeing them directly in front of me.
"Wow, they're... wow," I said.
"You think?"
"Definitely."
"Too bad you said no touching then isn't it?" she said with a mischievous grin.
I caught myself just before agreeing with her.
"No, we need to keep this simple. We're already probably going too far just with what we're doing."
"Too far? There's nothing wrong with looking. Depending on where and when we grew up there's no reason we couldn't have been raised to think being naked around each other was completely normal."
"This is different," I asserted. "This is about the two of us and our dirty minds, not something more natural and pure like you're trying to make it out to be."
"Yeah, okay. I do have a pretty dirty mind. Wanna know what I thought about last night before I fell asleep?"
"No thanks, I think I'm safer being out of the loop on that one."
"Whatever. So you gonna do this or what?"
Kristin sat down about a foot away from me, not far enough to be out of reach if it came to that but enough to give us a little distance. I was uncomfortably aware that I didn't have much choice other than to go through with my end of the deal after she had already done her part.
"I'm getting to it," I said.
Along with my default misgivings I was also beginning to have to deal with my reaction to seeing my sister topless; I was getting hard. Not exactly an unforeseeable consequence, but it wasn't helping. I decided the best thing to do was probably just to get it over with before I had any more time to think about how much of a bad idea it was.
With Kristin's undivided attention I worked the front of my pants open and pulled out my semi-erect cock. I waited for her reaction, but all she did was stare fixedly at my slowly growing erection which, perversely, only made it swell faster.
"So that's what it looks like," she said.
"You sound like it's different than you expected," I said.
"Not different, just... unique you know? Like you probably could have guessed what my boobies looked like but you didn't really know. Not until now."
I sat there simultaneously aroused and anxious, unsure what to do next. Surely we didn't need to keep going for too much longer, but I had no idea if I should wait for Kristin to make the call or not.
"Is that good enough?" I asked after a couple minutes of silence.
"Oh, yeah I guess," she said, jerking up slightly as though I had startled her. "But maybe...."
"What?" I prodded despite my better judgement.
"Are you gonna masturbate as soon as I'm gone?"
"Uh, probably."
It was either that or wait for my erection to go down on its own, and I was horny enough that I didn't think I'd make it through the second option.
"Do you want to do it while I'm still here? I mean, looking at my tits would help wouldn't it?"
"It might, but that wasn't the deal."
Part of me was hoping we could keep to the tenuous rules that we established previously. Another, darker part of me was hoping Kristin would up the stakes.
"So what if we changed the deal a little?" she said.
"How much?"
"Still no touching or anything, unless you want to, but we could just, you know, get off together. It'd be a bit silly just to go off and do it on our own in our rooms."
"That's not really fair though if you get to watch me jerking off and I can't see anything."
Kristin shrugged and slid her hand down to her pussy, deliberately letting me see it slip into her panties but not allowing me to see anything beyond that.
"Suit yourself," she said.
Even though I couldn't see any skin below her waist, I could make out her fingers working through the material of her pants. It wasn't all that hard to imagine what sorts of things she was doing and I was going to have to face the choice of either kicking her out or simply giving in. I wouldn't be able to hold out very long in the current circumstances.
After a moment of further hesitation I raised my hand to my erection and wrapped my fingers around it. It actually meant Kristin could see less of it, but her arm movements increased in intensity as soon as I started stroking myself. I couldn't really blame her for that since watching her masturbate was getting to me and I had a significantly worse view than she did.
It was beginning to bug me how much I wanted to see everything. I wanted to see my sister naked on my bed and fingering herself. Hell, I kind of wanted to be the one fingering her too. Part of me hated that I was so weak, another part understood that I was playing right into what Kristin was hoping for. It would be easy just to blame it all on her, but she was only bringing thoughts to the surface that already existed inside me. At least she would understand my desires rather than condemn me for them the way others might.
"See, not so bad right?" Kristin said.
"Ask me that again in fifteen minutes," I said. "I'll feel different about it then."
"You don't need to." She shook her head almost a little sadly. "It's okay with me and no one else is ever gonna know. You need to get over thinking you're hurting me somehow. If anything, this is my fault anyway."
I opened my mouth to respond, then closed it again. I didn't think that my reluctance had much to do with worrying about hurting her, but if that wasn't it then what was it exactly? There were good reasons I shouldn't be masturbating with my sister, plenty I could come up with if I had to, yet they weren't really my reasons.
"If I ever did anything that you didn't like, you'd tell me right?" I asked softly.
"I don't think I really need to worry about that." She smiled. "But yeah, I'd tell you. Does that make you feel better?"
"A little."
"Good, then we're making progress."
Kristin removed her hand from her panties and brought it to her mouth. She made sure I was watching while she sucked her fingers clean, then stood up. I was disappointed for a second since I thought she was leaving, but she didn't. Instead she pulled her pants down and kicked them off her feet, leaving her in only her panties and socks.
"Don't say I never do anything for you," she said.
She was so close to naked, so close. I still couldn't see her pussy, but that made what she let me see that much more interesting. Only that small piece of material was between me and a far more detailed knowledge of my sister's body than I ever should have.
I was too stunned to say anything as Kristin sat back down and resumed where she left off, her fingers disappearing once more into her panties. My hand still knew what to do though, and without any conscious instructions continued to stroke me closer to orgasm as my sister did much the same to herself.
It was only when I was very close to actually cumming that I realized I was going to make a mess. I never expected we'd get this far and I had absolutely no plan for dealing with the aftermath. Soon I was too far gone to care and just kept pumping as my first spurt of cum shot out of the end of my cock. I was sitting slightly angled toward Kristin so it mostly landed on my bed rather than the floor, which meant I'd probably end up doing a quick load of laundry later on.
A little semen actually landed on Kristin's leg and her eyes widened in surprise as she felt the contact. I just stared stupidly at her for a second as my senses returned, then looked around for something to wipe it off with.
"You got some on me," she breathed.
"I know, I'm sorry."
"It's okay, just leave it."
Far from being grossed out or anything similar, Kristin actually seemed turned on having my cum on her. Her fingers moved even faster under her panties as she moved her free hand to the small puddle of cum on her skin. She poked at it experimentally, then traced a single fingertip through it as though it was the first time she'd ever encountered anything like it.
Moments later she came, throwing her head back and closing her eyes in an expression of bliss unlike anything I'd seen from her before. She collapsed backward as she finished and lay motionless but content for a few moments.
"That was way better than any porn," she said eventually.
"I might have to agree with that," I said.
"So you think we can do it again sometime?"
"Yeah, I guess I'd be okay with that."
I got myself straightened up as we talked, getting my cock back in my pants and trying to make it look like I hadn't just finished jerking off. Kristin didn't even seem to care about covering up.
"Kyle, are you still thinking of asking Shannon out?"
"Uh, I don't know," I said, frowning at the question coming out of nowhere. "Do you think I should?"
"She'd be good for you. She'd balance out me being such a bad influence on you a little."
That wasn't really a yes or no.
"But what do you want?" I asked. "Like if we ignore what's in my best interest."
"If I was being selfish I'd want you all to myself, duh. That's why they have to teach kids all about sharing when they're little, 'cause otherwise there'd be people like me who'd never want to."
"Somehow I think this generally isn't what they have in mind," I said.
"Probably not," she agreed.
"Well maybe we should just leave it for now," I suggested. "If Shannon says something to me, or to you, then I might have to make a decision. Otherwise we can wait until we work some stuff out."
"'Kay." She shrugged.
Kristin still looked like she had no intention of doing anything other than staying where she was, and I really didn't have anything better to do than sit there with her. It was an odd situation, but kind of nice at the same time.
The sound of the front door opening finally forced us both into life in what I'm sure would have been an amusing sight for an outside observer. I mostly panicked and looked around to see what evidence might need to be disposed of while Kristin grabbed her clothes and sprinted to her room. She moved so quickly I had to wonder if she'd been planning on waiting until the last second the whole time.
In the end all I ended up doing was flipping my blanket over and hoping I'd have a chance to throw it in the washer before too long. I knew that a little cum on my bedding hardly pointed to my sister being present, but on the other hand it would be embarrassing enough in its own right if mom found it when she did laundry some day.
It wasn't until later that evening that I realized the guilt I'd been expecting to hit me after jerking off with my sister never showed up.
****
Nothing much happened Thursday. I actually found myself hoping that Kristin would try and repeat our masturbation session, or something similar, but she didn't even hint at it. I still jerked off thinking about her though, imagining she was on my bed again and fingering herself. There was some residual guilt this time which both confused and irritated me. If anything thinking about my sister should be less wrong than actually watching her.
Friday afternoon Kristin found me during lunch at school and dragged me off to the side of the hallway.
"What's up?" I asked, figuring it would be something along the lines of wanting to copy my homework.
"I'm bored, want to go do something with me?" she said.
"You mean like not at school I take it."
"Yeah, I know you're not big on that sort of thing but I really don't want to go by myself and I haven't been able to convince anyone else."
"Nice to know I'm your last resort."
"Okay, I might have been making up asking other people. I thought it'd be fun to hang out together for a little while. Everything's been all about sex between us lately."
"Say that a little louder why don't you," I grumbled even though no one passing by gave the slightest indication of having heard, and a lot of them wouldn't necessarily know we were siblings even if they did.
"Come on, we can go see a movie or something and just enjoy some mindless entertainment. I'll even pay."
My eyes narrowed in suspicion. If Kristin was willing to pay for both of us she was almost certainly planning something. The question was whether I was actually against the idea.
"What are we going to see?' I asked.
"I don't know. We'll figure it out when we get there."
She took my hand and started dragging me toward the front of the building as soon as she got my indirect agreement. I really did give in to her too easily most of the time, she probably hadn't even considered that I might say no.
We were technically allowed to leave the school during lunch which made it easy enough to get off the premises. The nearest theatre wasn't that far away either. I was almost disappointed how little effort it took to skip class with my sister.
Despite the ease of escape initially I kept expecting someone to be suspicious as to why we were wandering around in the middle of the day, but we never attracted so much as a mildly puzzled look. Kristin probably had something to do with that, she had developed quite a talent over the years for looking like she belonged wherever she was. She didn't project so much as a hint of doing something she wasn't supposed to.
We made it to the movie without any notable incident, taking up residence in one of the back rows as far away from anyone else as possible. There really weren't many people there to start with which gave us a decent amount of privacy.
"Just think, as soon as they turn the lights down we can basically do whatever we want back here," Kristin said.
"Is that your big plan? You know anything we can do here we could have done at home," I said.
"Yeah, but this is more fun."
I was a little nervous about what my sister had planned, but not so much that I didn't want to see what it would be. My assumption was that she would take the opportunity of having us sitting next to each other in the dark to work on breaking the loose 'no touching' rule I'd set out last time. It really didn't bode well for my attempt at controlling the situation when I found myself hoping that's what she'd do.
On the other hand the whole thing could be as innocent as it appeared on the surface and Kristin really did just want to spend time with me. I doubted it was anything that simple however.



Eventually the previews started playing, followed by the movie itself. It was some animated 'family' film like the kind that I generally wouldn't bother to watch on my own but that I didn't mind sitting through with someone else. Sometimes they were even good.
I didn't get much of a chance to find out exactly what this one was about because I soon felt Kristin's hand on my leg. After a little fumbling around her fingers closed on my zipper and started to tug it down.
"What are you doing?" I hissed, although I made no move to stop her.
"Just having fun, what'd you think?" she whispered back. "You should probably try to stay quiet though unless you want to attract attention."
I could have fended her off, I could have stood up and changed seats. There were options. I had been expecting her to start slower and work her way up, at least give me an excuse to stay passive. It was like she wanted to see whether she'd broken me already or not. It was becoming pretty clear to me that she had.
Her fingers brushed against my cock as she gained entry to the inside of my pants, causing it to stir slightly. She delicately encircled it in her hand without yet removing it from its resting place.
"That's kind of weird," she said with a hint of a giggle. "It's getting all hard in my hand."
"How's that weird?"
"I just mean it feels strange. Good though, kinda sexy."
Kristin didn't need to do much at all to get me to continue stiffening, just her soft touch against me was enough. Granted we were in a public area and it was my sister touching me so the nervous excitement probably helped.
"So what are going to do now, jerk me off or something?" I asked when she continued not to move.
"Do you want me to?"
"Well you are getting me a little worked up here."
"Not very fair is it. Don't worry I'm not going to tease you or anything, if you say yes I promise I'll get you off. I just really want to know if you want me to."
I did want her to, quite a lot. Not only was her hand currently on my cock which made it really hard to care that I shouldn't be even be considering her proposal, but the image of her nearly naked on my bed was still fresh in my mind. I couldn't help it, our relationship had turned into something it wasn't supposed to and I wasn't strong enough to try and change it back.
"Yes," I said.
Her hand squeezed gently and she made a happy sounding noise as she started stroking me. I slid a little farther down in my seat as though it would offer more protection from anyone who might happen to look our way. Honestly they probably wouldn't see anything regardless, but I wasn't in an entirely rational frame of mind.
"So why the pretense of watching a movie?" I asked. "We could have just done this at home."
"Yeah, but we don't have to worry about mom and dad here. Plus I really do like doing stuff with you sometimes. You're my favorite brother you know."
"I'm your only brother."
"So its good I don't think of you as my least favorite then isn't it? Positive thinking and all that shit."
Kristin leaned over to nuzzle my cheek for a second and I groaned softly as her grip tightened on my cock. She had only been playing with me before, now it felt like she was taking her task seriously. There wasn't that much to handjob when it came right down to it, but it was still pretty obvious to me when the girl in question was putting effort into it.
"You feel like doing me too?" she asked after a couple minutes.
Without waiting for an answer she stopped masturbating me just long enough to pull my hand over between her legs. It was still over her clothes, but the intent was pretty clear.
It was kind of hard to concentrate properly and I had significantly more trouble getting into my sister's pants than she had on mine, but I managed. I was initially surprised to find her panties damp to the touch, although there was no reason what we were doing wouldn't have had a comparable effect on her as on me. Then I slipped my fingers under the wet material to one of the very few parts of her body I hadn't yet seen.
As I expected from the state of her panties, her pussy was quite wet already and my fingers were coated in her juices quite quickly. Less expected, but not entirely surprising in some ways, was a complete lack of any hair. Her lips were smooth and soft and absolutely amazing to feel. I ran my fingertips up and down reveling in the sensation long enough that I got a small growl from Kristin at my lack of focus.
"You'd think you'd never felt one before," she said.
"Not one quite the same," I replied honestly.
"Well if you're going to want to play with it more you're going to have to at least try and make me happy. If you keep dicking around I might just have to rethink what kind of access I give you."
It was probably more bluff than a real threat, but testing that theory was both risky and counter-productive to my current desires. Kristin's handjob was feeling really, really good and I wanted her to enjoy the experience as much as I was.
Admittedly I didn't really know what I was doing. Masturbating a girl just with my hand was a different thing entirely from using a combination of my tongue and fingers as I was more used to. I didn't even know whether I should be concentrating more on getting my fingers inside her or on rubbing her clit.
Initially I tried to do both at the same time which was awkward and, I suspect, not all that effective. I had to force myself to relax a little and recall a lesson I'd learned a while back about paying attention to how she reacted rather than just going through the motions and hoping it worked out. If I was patient enough the movements of her hips and the noises she made would guide me better than any techniques I might have learned.
"Mmm, that's better," Kristin breathed, apparently beginning to appreciate my efforts.
I took a perverse sense of pride in the pleasure I detected in her voice. There was a small nagging voice in the back of my head telling me that I really shouldn't be making my own sister feel that way, but I shut it out. I knew full well it was wrong and I didn't need a constant reminder of that fact. As long as no one else found out what we were doing I was pretty sure the moral consequences alone weren't enough to stop me, so what good was worrying about them going to do?
Before too long I felt the familiar sensation of impending orgasm. Kristin knew what she was doing well enough that I couldn't hold back much longer, nor did I want to.
"M'gonna cum," I whispered.
She didn't say a word, but as I started cumming she used a couple napkins she'd grabbed from the concession stand earlier to prevent too much of a mess. Even if I hadn't realized the foresight involved earlier, I appreciated it after the fact.
"Good thinking," I said a few moments later as my ability to form words returned.
My first instinct was to get myself straightened out and my cock safely back in my pants, but I still needed to take care of my sister. My hand had been doing little more than fumbling around aimlessly through my orgasm and I wanted to do better than that.
There was no competing sensory input anymore, no gently stroking fingers to take my attention away from my goal. Not that I'd minded at the time of course, but it made a world of difference to be able to pick out as my subtle reactions from my sister as possible while I worked on her pussy.
With a little experimentation I determined that she responded well to having a couple fingers inside her while my thumb flicked over her clit at irregular intervals. Gradually her breathing grew louder and her legs spread slightly wider as I got her closer and closer until finally I made her cum.
I'd never had a girls pussy tighten on me quite the way my sister's did during orgasm. It felt like if she wasn't so wet she could easily have trapped my fingers where they were until she chose to release them. I couldn't help wonder how it would feel if we were actually having sex at the time, then tried to shake the thought from my head as I realized the implications. Slowly it came back though and the more I thought about it the less it bothered me. It was just one more barrier being broken down between Kristin and me.
There was a couple minutes of silence as we got our clothing back in place and processed what we'd just done. I'd almost forgotten there was a movie playing the whole time, but I didn't think I'd missed much of any importance.
"That was kind of a stupid thing for us to do in a place like this," I said, not accusingly but just a statement of fact.
"Yeah, I know. It was fun though wasn't it?" she said.
"Yes, it was," I agreed. "But still not very clever."
"If it makes you feel any better I'm not planning on doing it again any time soon. Wasn't really as scary as I was hoping."
I looked disbelievingly at my sister but couldn't make out her expression very clearly in the dark.
"What, you wanted to get caught or something?" I asked.
"No, I just wanted to feel like we might. I don't think anyone even glanced at us." She leaned toward me and rested her head on my shoulder. "I still liked being with you and doing stuff though. That part I'm gonna want to do more."
I wrapped my arm around her shoulder in an almost automatic response.
"Yeah, me too," I said.
We watched the rest of the movie, or more accurately sat there together until it was over, before leaving. Despite my reservations over the location Kristin had chosen I had no regrets and I'd probably even do it again if she asked. On the other hand, I wasn't going to tell her that since I'd rather be somewhere more private in the future.
****
Unfortunately for Kristin, that day was not the first time she'd skipped class and the school had long ago caught on to her tendencies. Our parents got a call informing them of their daughter's absence and they weren't particularly happy. They were even less happy when she told them she just felt like catching a movie rather than sitting through a couple more boring classes. Strangely my name never came up at all, although I didn't have the same history as my sister and it was possible the school never noticed my absence let alone connected the two of us.
The end result was Kristin was confined to the house over the weekend yet again. Our parents planned on making sure she caught up on her school work and probably were hoping that would cut down on her ability to think up new ideas for getting herself into trouble. She hadn't protested nearly as much as what anyone was expecting and only I knew that was because any of her plans would involve me and I'd be around anyway.
Late Saturday morning the doorbell rang and I happened to be the closest one so I answered it. It was Shannon and she gave me a small smile when she saw me.
"Oh, hey Kyle," she said.
"Hi," I said back. "Uh, you know Kris is under house arrest again this weekend right? And our parents are actually around this time."
"Yeah, we got permission for me to come over 'cause we have a project to work on for school."
"Of course you do."
Maybe they really did need to work on something together, but I wouldn't have laid money on it.
"I assume she's in her room," Shannon said, almost a question but not quite.
"As far as I know."
Without another word she headed toward my sister's room leaving me to watch her go and feel like I should have said something else, though I wasn't certain what exactly. We hadn't talked since last weekend when she gave me that blowjob that started everything between me and Kristin. Even if she wasn't aware of that part, I figured I should still make sure she knew I hadn't been purposefully avoiding her or anything. She didn't seem upset to me, but that didn't necessarily mean she wasn't.
I got my chance a little later on as I was grabbing some lunch in the kitchen. Shannon came walking in and went straight for the fridge.
"Just grabbing a drink," she said.
"Cool. Uh, do you have a second though?"
"Sure, what's up?"
She took a seven-up from the fridge and shut it as she turned to face me.
"I meant to talk to you last week sometime," I began. "I didn't want to, you know, ignore you or anything."
"That's okay. I know you and Kristin have been working stuff out and I'm happy about that. She needs you way more than I do right now."
"What do you mean? I'm pretty sure she can handle herself."
"So can I, but I'm not the one who's been afraid my brother's going to start paying more attention to some other girl this last week."
Shannon's statement was accompanied by a meaningful look that tried to convey more than I was getting.
"You think what she's been doing was just a ploy for attention?" I asked, purposefully not specifying what that was.
"Partly, yes. But she loves you too and I'm pretty sure she meant anything she told you."
"Why do you feel like you know more than you're telling me?" I said finally as it was growing increasingly difficult to dance around the subject.
"Because I do," Shannon said. "I know Kris pretty well and I know it means something when she's been doing nothing but talking about you and asking 'hypothetical' questions all week. She's been trying to convince me she started seeing someone I didn't know and who I probably wouldn't want her to continue seeing just to find out what kind of reaction she'd get from me."
"And you think you know who she was talking about," I said, trying desperately to maintain a straight face even though I was on the verge of panic.
"Yeah, and stop looking like you're about to run away screaming. I'm not going to tell anyone, I wasn't even going to tell you I knew until it came up just now. It's really none of my business what you guys do." She moved to leave the kitchen, then looked back over her shoulder for a second. "Just be careful okay? I know you will anyway, but it'd be really easy for someone to get hurt and I don't want that."
Even after she left I stood there for a good couple minutes staring stupidly at the doorway. I felt like we'd dodged a bullet there somehow since Shannon could have reacted much, much worse to figuring out what was going on between my sister and me. Obviously she didn't know all the details, but as long as she was okay with the idea of it that was the main thing. I had enough to think about already I didn't need to worry about her revealing our secret along with everything else.
****
I waited until late that evening to go talk to Kristin, after Shannon had left and there was a smaller chance of getting interrupted by one of our parents. My conversation with Shannon had brought up a few things that I'd been trying to work out, though I didn't know I was really getting anywhere.
Kristin was in her room right where I expected her to be. She was lying on her bed with a textbook and some papers spread out in front of her, if not actually doing school work then at least pretending to. She also had her mp3 player with her and her foot swung back and forth in the air to whatever music she was listening to. Since she wasn't looking in my direction she didn't notice I was there right away.
I debated sneaking up on her for a brief second, then decided against it. Not that it mattered when she happened to see me from the corner of her eye a moment later and pulled her earphones off.
"How long you been standing there?" she asked.
"Hours," I replied automatically.
"I am pretty fascinating to watch aren't I?"
"Something like that." I moved into the room and closed the door behind me. "There's something I wanted to ask you."
"Go for it."
"Okay, well I'm pretty sure I know the answer already but I... I really need to know. This is for real right? It's not just for fun?"
"Kyle, I don't let people touch me in certain places 'just for fun'," she said, using finger quotes to emphasize her point.
"I know you don't," I said hurriedly. "I didn't mean... I just needed to hear you say it, that's all. Because there's stuff I'm feeling that I really need to repress if you didn't feel it too."
"What kind of stuff?" she asked, suddenly much more interested.
"Like I've been thinking about you a lot. Way more than I should."
"Are they naughty thoughts?"
Kristin climbed off her bed and walked the few steps it took to reach me.
"Very," I confirmed. "Thoughts a brother really shouldn't have about his sister."
As soon as she was near enough I put my hands on either side of her waist and pulled her even closer. It was a simple enough matter to push the hem of her shirt up a little so that I could feel her bare skin under my palms.
"I've been having thoughts about you too," she said, her face only inches away from mine.
"I know. That's what started this wasn't it?"
"Mm-hm, but my mind's only been getting dirtier since then. I've been imagining a lot of different possibilities."
Kristin offered absolutely no kind of protest as my hands ran over her sides and back, slowly creeping higher as we stood there talking.
"Was this one of them?" I asked.
"It's pretty close to a couple of them, yeah. You were faster about removing my clothes most of the time though, at this rate you're going to be all night just getting my shirt off."
That definitely sounded like an invitation and I had every intention of accepting. I grabbed the bottom of Kristin's shirt and pulled it up and over her arms as she raised them for me. She wasn't wearing a bra underneath.
"Have you been going like that all day?" I asked.
"Didn't seem worth getting properly dressed when I couldn't go anywhere anyway," she replied. "Besides, I wanted to make it easier for you if you tried something."
She leaned toward me and kissed me gently, squealing a little as I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her to me tightly. Her lips tasted a little like strawberries, lip gloss or something probably, and they were wonderfully soft against mine.
Even softer, and more interesting when it came down to it, were her breasts pressing into my chest. I pulled away from her just enough to squeeze one of my hands between us and cup her left breast.
"I knew you'd want to feel my boobies," Kristin said.
"Of course I do, I did before I just couldn't get past you being my sister."
"Are you past it now?"
"Not really, but I'm not letting it stop me."
I reached down to the front of her jeans and started to undo them, partly to make my point and partly just because I wanted to.
"Hey, you already got to take something off, it's my turn," Kristin said as she pushed my arms away.
I smiled and relented, reaching above my head to help her get my shirt off. The sooner it was out of the way the sooner I could remove more of my sister's clothing.
Kristin guided me backward to her bed and pushed me onto it before climbing on top and straddling my hips. I could see her panties peeking out at me from where I'd managed to get her pants open, but not off.
"Now this really is like one of my fantasies," she said, grinning wickedly at me.
"Oh? Then what happens next?"
"Next your pants disappear all on their own, 'cept obviously I'm gonna have to help them along a little in real life."
Kristin worked them partly off and I finished by kicking them the rest of the way over my feet. My sister was so incredibly sexy sitting on top of me topless looking in complete control, I probably would have done anything she asked me at that point. More so than usual even.
"Then I have to let you get hard, that's kind of a given," she said.
I was well on my way there already, but when she started grinding on top of my still-growing erection it sped up the process even more. My underwear was starting to feel uncomfortably tight.
"So when do your pants come off?" I asked.
"Pretty soon if you're lucky."



She raised herself just enough that she could pull my underwear back and let my erection spring free. Her eyes gleamed as she saw it again and she crawled backward a little so she could lean closer.
"Mmm, I've been waiting to see you again," she said, addressing my cock rather than me.
Her fingers encircled my shaft and stroked it lightly, sending a shiver through my body. It was becoming more and more real to me with each passing second, the idea that we were actually going to have sex. It seemed so weird when I thought about it. When I focused on my sister and the way she was making me feel however, I couldn't imagine trying to stop it.
I sat partway up in an attempt to get at Kristin's pants again and was quickly pushed back down. She waved a finger in my face like I was a misbehaving puppy.
"Ah ah, stay right there," she said. "I don't want you going anywhere."
"Wasn't going anywhere, just trying to help," I said.
"Well be a little more patient, you're usually better than me at that aren't you?"
"That's because most of the time there isn't anything worth getting excited over. This isn't exactly a typical situation for me."
"No, I guess it isn't."
Perhaps to placate me a little, Kristin stood up on the bed with her feet planted on either side of my waist and tugged at her pants slightly. She turned around before pulling them down too far so that her panty-covered butt came into view first.
"That better?" she asked, wiggling her butt at me and letting her pants slide down her legs.
"Yeah, I gotta say you look good in just your panties," I said.
She rolled her eyes at me over her shoulder but began swaying gently as she stepped out of her pant legs, clearly not minding too much. Her fingers hooked themselves into the sides of her panties as she turned around, threatening to pull them down as well.
"So how do you think I'd look in nothing at all?" she asked.
"I don't know, maybe you'll have to show me so I can decide."
Kristin smiled and the front of her panties came down a little, just barely keeping her pussy covered. She continued dancing in slow, deliberate movements above me making it harder and harder for me to stay put like she wanted.
"You know I'm not above tackling you to the bed if I really have to," I said.
She giggled and lowered herself until she was nearly sitting on my stomach.
"Maybe you would, but we both know you're completely incapable of holding me down if I don't want you to." She leaned in closer so her lips were almost touching mine. "Right now though, I might let you if you tried."
I closed my eyes as she kissed me, but simultaneously circled my hands around behind her and down her back until I felt the top of her underwear. Her butt brushed against the tip of my cock as she moved back and forth slightly, reinforcing my need to be inside her. Those panties had to go. I grabbed the material firmly in both hands just above one of her legs and pulled.
For a second I thought nothing was going to happen, then there was a satisfying ripping sound and my sister's panties hung limply from their still-intact side. Kristin gave me a look of shock that quickly turned into an appreciative smile.
"Did you just rip my panties off?" she asked. "I didn't think you had it in you. There must be a bad boy in there somewhere after all."
"What can I say, you bring out the best in me," I replied distractedly.
The front of Kristin's panties had fallen away leaving her pussy naked in front of me for the first time. After feeling it only the day before I had a decent idea what to expect and I was in no way disappointed. It was just as smooth and perfect as I could have imagined and my first instinct was to reach out and touch it.
Kristin made a small sound of approval as my fingers ran over her pussy lips. Her arousal was readily apparent and it didn't take long for her hips to start rocking against my hand. However much teasing she'd planned on putting me through, her need was clearly comparable to mine and I didn't expect her to try holding out much longer.
As I guessed after a minute or two my sister reluctantly backed away from my fingers and moved herself over my cock. She made sure to grind up and down the shaft a couple times to spread her wetness along it and make the next part a little easier.
Soon Kristin was ready and we made direct eye contact as she positioned the entrance of her pussy at the tip of my waiting erection. Nothing needed to be said, we knew what we were doing and there really was no way either of us was going to back down now. I put my hands on her hips and gave a little downward pressure, just enough to encourage her. Then, as she let gravity take over, her pussy lips parted on either side of my cock and allowed me inside my sister.
For a long moment I was only aware of the sensation of Kristin working me deeper inside her, the rest of the world may as well have disappeared for all I would have known. A big part of it was simply that I was having sex which tends to occupy my attention all on its own, but there was also that voice in the back of my mind telling me that she was my sister. Strangely it wasn't a guilty thought so much as an acknowledgement of what was happening. It was like my conscience had given up on morality and just wanted to point out an interesting fact.
"Ooh, this feels way too good," Kristin breathed, breaking the silence. "How the fuck did we not do this before?"
"I think it had something to do with being siblings," I said.
"Smartass. You know what I mean."
"Yeah, I do. But I don't even really know how we ended up here as it is."
"Maybe 'cause we're both kinda bad even if you pretend like you're not."
"You might be right."
Whatever the case was it didn't really matter to me at that point. I had my sister on top of me riding my cock while I ran my hands freely over her almost-naked body; it wasn't the best time for deep introspection.
Kristin leaned closer to me as she braced herself on her arms, putting her chest within much easier reach. I took the opportunity to lift my head and suck one of her nipples into my mouth as I caressed her other breast with my hand.
Seemingly in response to my actions Kristin increased her pace, rocking back and forth on me like a girl possessed. Unfortunately her movement pulled her breast from my mouth and I didn't want to risk hurting her by trying to keep it still. Instead I lay back and just watched her as I let my hands settle on her ass. She was breathing harder from the exertion but still grinned as she caught me staring at her swaying breasts and bent down for a quick kiss.
"It's nice not having to just imagine anymore isn't it," she said.
"Yeah, but it's going to be hard not to think about sex around you now. It could make things a little awkward."
"As if you don't think about sex all the time anyway," she teased.
I didn't bother arguing the point even if it was bit of an over-generalization. I could sense the changes in my sister's body as she somehow fucked me even more frantically than before and I guessed she was probably getting close to orgasm. I wasn't that far behind either.
Within moments Kristin threw her head back and arched her whole body while her hips continued pumping me almost of their own volition. Whether purposefully or not she didn't make too much noise even though her mouth opened in nearly a perfect a circle and she looked as though she might scream.
I think it was that appearance of pure sexual ecstasy that really did it for me and I came even as that image of my sister burned itself permanently into my mind. Again there was that inner voice reminding me just who it was that I was shooting my cum into, and once again I didn't give a fuck. There was nothing in the world my own mind could do that would make me regret what had just happened.
After another minute or so of gradually slowing down Kristin collapsed on top of me, moving just enough to let my softening cock slip out of her before lying still. I gently stroked her hair with one hand and pushed some of it back out of her face where it had fallen. She twisted her body strangely for a second, making me think something was wrong, but then straightened out and tossed the remains of her panties on the floor.
"I liked that pair you know," she said, not sounding the least bit upset.
"Sorry," I said.
"S'okay. Maybe we can go shopping for some new ones together."
Kristin grinned at the thought and, despite myself, I smiled too. I didn't know what she had in store for me, but it would certainly be interesting finding out.
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"So I've been thinking...."
It was amazing the sheer range of emotions simple words like those could evoke in me when they came from Kristin. Predominantly concern that she had yet another scheme to get us into trouble, but also a curiosity as to what it would be. It wasn't like all her ideas turned out badly after all. Case in point, our current relationship had come about largely do to her having the nerve to initiate things I never would have. If she hadn't started anything we never would have ended up having sex on a regular basis and, even though a lot of people would never understand, I wouldn't reverse the clock on that for anything. Kristin was simultaneously the best thing in my life, and the most dangerous.
I turned to my sister who was sitting cross-legged and completely naked beside me after another of what were becoming regular midnight encounters. Being sneaky was unfortunately just a necessary part of our relationship.
"Okay, I'll bite," I said. "What have you been thinking?"
"You know how we're going to be finishing high-school soon?" she asked.
"We still have a couple months to go, it's not that soon."
"Right, but after that we won't be going back ever."
I was getting a little confused at Kristin's seeming concern for leaving school behind. If anything I would have expected her to be getting excited.
"You're right, we won't be going back. Assuming you show up to your exams," I said.
"Hey, I've been doing better recently," she said with a pout. "I've been going to all my classes and everything. I'm not going to get stuck there without you, that would just suck."
Admittedly Kristin had been putting more effort in once I pointed out that if she had to repeat a grade I wouldn't be there with her, and neither would any of her friends. If she thought school was Hell now, going back another year would be even worse.
"Alright, I'm sorry," I said. "What were you going to say?"
"Well, I want to do something a little crazy, something that I wanted to do for a while but never had the chance."
"And that is?"
"Have sex in a classroom. During school hours, not like breaking in at night or anything."
"In a classroom," I repeated slowly.
I briefly considered that Kristin might be joking, but I didn't think she was. And really, it wasn't like it would be the first time she'd been interested in doing something risky. The thing was I didn't really know if I liked the idea.
"We'd have to be careful about how we do it of course," she continued, as though reading my mind. "I know we can't actually let anyone catch us. I've been working on a plan, I just need to sort out a few details."
Some of my concern dissipated as I realized Kristin wasn't talking about just finding an empty classroom and hoping for the best. I was going to need more convincing than that however.
"So, what's this plan then?" I asked.
"So far what I'm thinking is getting a teacher to hand over their class when they have a free period," she said. "If we lock the door and close the curtains and everything we should be perfectly safe for the better part of an hour."
"Yeah, should be. What happens if this teacher decides to come back early, or someone else with keys decides they want in for whatever reason? And how are we going to convince a teacher to let us have the room to start with?"
"Well we're going to need a lookout, I already thought of that. And I think it's probably going to have to be Shannon since she already pretty much knows what we've been up to."
"That... sort of makes sense I guess," I said. "You think she'd do it?"
It wasn't just a matter of whether Shannon would take the risk of getting caught with us, or the skipping class that this plan was probably going to require. There was also the issue of how she was going to feel about basically helping Kristin and me have sex. She'd certainly been supportive of our choice, or at least she hadn't had any obvious problems with it, but up until now we'd been pretty discreet about it around her. This would be practically shoving it in her face.
"Not right away, but with a little persuasion I think she would," Kristin said. "I know it might be kind of awkward in some ways, especially since you two almost... well, there was almost a thing between you."
"Do you think it bothers her that I chose you?" I asked.
Shannon had encouraged the choice, but I still sometimes worried that she wasn't quite as happy with it as she let on. Kristin probably had a better idea of that than I did.
"Maybe a little, but she never said anything," Kristin said, biting her lip in thought. "I don't think it's that big a deal."
"I hope you're right," I said.
Kristin traced a finger idly across my chest in the brief silence that followed, drawing invisible pictures on my skin.
"Just think what it would be like though," she said eventually. "Right on the teacher's desk if we wanted, in the middle of the day. It'd be awesome."
"Or it could all end in tears," I countered.
"You're such a pessimist. You should focus on the upside, like getting to have sex with your sexy, amazing sister."
"Well I can't say I don't enjoy that," I said.
I grabbed Kristin's wrist and pulled her on top of me, loving the feeling of her bare skin against mine. She giggled and kissed me before raising herself to her knees and straddling my waist.
"I'll probably be really horny if we do this you know," she said. "You'll definitely have a good time."
"Again, assuming that we can get access to a classroom," I pointed out.
"As a last resort I've got a favour I can call in, if it comes down to that," she said with a shrug.
I struggled for a moment with what she could possibly be referring to before giving up.
"Do I even want to know what that means?" I asked.
"It's not a big deal, I just kept a secret for someone and if I need to I can remind them of it. It's a little tacky, but it might be worth it."
With Kristin on top of me and grinding ever so slightly I almost let it go at that. We really needed both clothes and at least four feet of separation for me to conduct a proper interrogation, my thoughts kept getting interrupted by how much I'd rather be fucking her again.
"Hang on, who exactly are we talking about?" I said.
"Miss Reid. We had her for English last year remember?"
"Yeah I remember."
"Well I had to see her after class one day and she was late and her laptop was open...."
"And you snooped," I finished.
"Yeah, I found some naughty things on there. You should have seen how embarrassed she was when she came in and found me looking through it."
"Not that you had a lot of moral high-ground, you shouldn't go through people's stuff like that."
I'd had enough trouble keeping my sister out of my things, and I had more influence over her than most anyone else. An open laptop and no one around made her story more than believable.
"I know, I was kinda bad. I couldn't help it though, it was just sitting there and I got curious. Somebody really needs to teach me to do better."
"Mm-hm, but how could I possibly do that? I could try spanking you, but you'd probably just enjoy it."
"Uh-uh," she protested, though a giggling fit gave her away. "You wouldn't do that anyway. Not to your poor, innocent sister."
"Like hell."
I pushed Kristin off of me and rolled on top of her, pinning her arms above her head. She made no real move to resist, though she did struggle unconvincingly underneath me. Despite how recently I'd cum I was starting to get hard again from the continued presence of my naked sister, as well as her current antics. She knew exactly what she was doing and her wriggling brought her into contact with my growing erection far too much for it to be coincidence.
"Ooh, no please not again," she said in an incredibly fake display of unwillingness. "No I promise I'll be good, don't put your dick in me again."
"Cut it out or I'll put it somewhere you actually might not like," I growled.
"You mean my butt?" she said, dropping the act instantly. "'Cause if you're going to help me I'd totally let you. It could be like an early reward."
"Seriously?"
It had been an idle threat more than anything, but I shouldn't have been too surprised that Kristin would take it as more than that.
"If you want to. I've never actually tried it before and it might be fun," she said.
My cock had grown hard enough that it was poking at Kristin's pussy and when she rocked her hips it slid along the length of her wet slit. It was more than a little distracting.
"I don't know," I said. "If you've never done anal we'd probably need to take it slow and build up to it."
"Why, you think you'd hurt me?"
"Pretty sure we don't have any lube lying around, so yeah I think I'd probably hurt you. Even with lube I don't know how well it'd go."
"Hm, oh well. Maybe some other time then."
The tip of my dick was just beginning to push its way inside Kristin's pussy, aided by her constant hip movements and careful positioning. I was tempted to give in and just fuck her like she wanted, but I had something else I wanted to try now that she had me thinking about it.
"Flip over," I said, pulling away from Kristin a little.
"'Kay," she said unquestioningly.
She rolled over and lifted herself onto her hands and knees, wiggling her butt at me as though assuming I wanted to fuck her from behind. She was right, but there was more to my request than that.
Without offering any explanation I ran a finger over her pussy lips, then gently pushed it inside. As I expected she was more than wet enough for my purposes and my finger came out covered in her juices. When I pressed it to her asshole she finally turned her head to try and see what I was doing.
"What are you up to back there?" she asked.
"Just trying something," I said.
I went back a couple times to make sure I had plenty of Kristin's girl-cum for lubrication, I didn't know how easy this was going to be. Even when I thought I had enough her butt still seemed really tight and I had difficulty even just getting my fingertip past the entrance.
"You gotta relax a little," I told her. "I have no idea how you thought sex was going to work."
"You should know by now I can be a little impulsive," she said, making a good point. "And it's hard to relax when I'm excited. Maybe you should just fuck me first and try it after when I'm all calmed down."
"I won't feel like bothering with it afterward if we do that," I said. "Although...."
Kristin might have something there, if I got her concentrating on sex she wouldn't be focused on her ass so much. It was worth a shot.
She moaned appreciatively as I guided my cock into her pussy and immediately angled her body to make penetration easier. Even before I was fully inside she was rocking back against me in time with my thrusts, quickly establishing a rhythm with me. I'd long ago tired of jokes about how we should be able to read each other's minds since we were twins, but when we were having sex sometimes it felt like we actually could on a sub-conscious level. We just moved so naturally together despite being relatively to new to this particular phase of our relationship.
I kept my finger pressed against Kristin's tight butt, waiting for it to loosen a bit and eventually it did. Slowly, almost reluctantly, her muscles relaxed enough to let just the tip of my finger inside before clamping down again when she realized what had happened.
"It's in, isn't it," she said.
"Yes it is," I confirmed.
"Feels a little weird, not too bad though. Doesn't hurt."
Kristin's movements had become hesitant as she processed the new sensations, then slowly returned to normal as she got comfortable with the idea. Before long I was able to push my finger farther into her butt and started gently finger-fucking it.
"Mmm, okay that's feeling kinda good now," she said. "Kinda sexy too."
"You think you'd like doing it for real?"
"Yeah, I definitely want to try it. I'll have to work on that."
She was losing any self-control she might have started with and rocked back against me with increasing force. I had no idea anal-play would be so much of a turn-on for her and she probably hadn't realized it either before hand. There was no doubt in my mind that it would be more than my finger in her butt in the near future.
Only moments later her pace reached its most frantic level and her pussy squeezed my cock hard. I loved the feeling of my sister cumming, and as was not uncommon my orgasm followed close behind hers. I could rarely resist the sensations she produced when she came while I was inside her.
Kristin gradually slowed as her orgasm finished and my the last of my semen emptied into her. She rolled onto her side as I finally pulled out and smiled at me a little tiredly. I lay down facing her and we watched each other in silence for a minute or two.
"So we're really going to resort to blackmail are we?" I said eventually.
"It's not blackmail," Kristin protested, though her heart wasn't in it enough to make a convincing denial. "We'd just be trading favors. I didn't tell on Miss Reid, she lets us borrow her class. Quick and easy."
Under different circumstances I probably would have taken advantage of Kristin leaving herself wide open with her last comment. She'd get that it was a joke of course, but that didn't mean she wouldn't retaliate out of principle. I wasn't really in any position to get out of arms reach quickly enough, nor did I have the energy to fend her off.
"Pretty sure that's still blackmail," I said instead.
"So you don't want me to do it then?"
Kristin delivered the sentence in a completely neutral tone, but I could sense that this one of those moments where she was giving me the decision. If I firmly told her not to proceed, she wouldn't. She'd be disappointed though, she had clearly put enough thought into this plan that it wasn't just a spur of the moment thing.
"I... just be careful okay?" I said. "I don't want anybody getting hurt over this."
"Don't worry, I'm not actually going to threaten her or anything. Everything'll work out."
My indirect approval was enough for Kristin who seemed happy that I wasn't shutting her down. As she snuggled up to me I wondered if that was truly the right decision on my part, even though I also realized it might not matter. As much as I tried to keep her out of trouble, it was just part of who she was and I didn't want to take that away from her even if it meant leaving my comfort zone sometimes.
****
A couple days later Kristin invited Shannon over, presumably to bring her in on the plan. My sister hadn't even filled me in on all the details, but she assured me she'd been working on it and she seemed confident everything would work out. I was skeptical that it would be as easy as she thought it would, on the other hand I didn't have all the information that she did.
After a little while locked in her room with Shannon, Kristin came to find me with a grin on her face.
"It went well I take it?" I said.
"I think she's in, except she hasn't technically said yes yet," Kristin said, waving it off as though it were a minor detail. "She might need some convincing."
"Dare I ask what kind of convincing?"
"Nothing you wouldn't enjoy. Come on, I'm gonna need you too."
I let Kristin drag me to her room where Shannon was idly toying with my sister's computer. She looked a little surprised to see me come in as well, but not bothered by it.
"Alright, let's get some things straightened out," Kristin said, gesturing for me to sit down on her bed. "First off, Shannon you know about me and Kyle already and I appreciate you being okay with it. It makes things a lot easier not having to hide it from you."
"Hey, it's not like it's my job to police your life," Shannon said with a shrug. "And you guys seem happy enough."
"Mm-hm," Kristin agreed, sitting down in my lap.
I wrapped my arms around my sister's waist as she leaned toward me. She was watching Shannon closely and I wondered if she was trying to get some kind of reaction.
"So anyway, explain to me why exactly you feel the need to have sex in the middle of school," Shannon said, sticking to the topic at hand rather than taking the bait.
"Because it's something I've wanted to do for a while but never really had a chance, and now I'm running out of time. It wouldn't count if I did it when I wasn't a student anymore. It'd hardly even be worth it," Kristin said.
"So this is what, some kind of fantasy for you? Because I'm not sure it's really worth the risk," Shannon said.
"Maybe, but what's the point of going through life not doing the things you want to do?"
Shannon didn't look like she was going to argue that point, but she didn't seem completely convinced either. Unlike me she probably wouldn't go along with whatever Kristin wanted just because she was asked.
"Come on," Kristin prodded. "It'll be fun and you'll always be able to look back and remember that you helped your friend do something stupid and completely awesome," Kristin said. "Everyone needs memories like that. And besides, if we need to I'm sure we can make it worth your while."
Shannon raised an eyebrow and seemed intrigued by the offer at the very least. Like me, she was probably wondering what exactly my sister meant by that.
"After all," Kristin continued, "you've got access to a brother and sister who are way too naughty for their own good, and we'd owe you. You can't tell me there's no temptation there somewhere."
Without waiting for a response my sister turned and kissed me, pulling my head toward her slightly so she could reach. She held the kiss longer than strictly necessary to make her point and by the end I was getting short of breath.
I didn't know whether my sister intended to play more toward Shannon's feelings for me, whatever they might be at this point, or some perverse fascination in a sibling relationship that had gone far, far off course. Personally if I were in Shannon's position I was confident I wouldn't immediately dismiss the idea due to lack of interest.
It seemed that our display had at least made Shannon think. She chewed on her lip seemingly considering the possibilities, shifting her gaze rapidly between Kristin and me. My sister noticed it too and that faint upward curve of her lips that signified triumph appeared on her face.
"So if I wanted you two to do something..." Shannon said carefully.
"We'd probably do it," Kristin finished.
I wasn't all that surprised that I didn't get a say in the matter. Kristin would just assume that I'd be okay with it and the fact that my cock was starting to poke into her butt would give me away if I tried to protest. Not that I was planning an escape just yet; it wasn't exactly the worst thing in the world to be stuck in a room with the two girls I'd most recently done something sexual with, even if I didn't know what was coming.
Shannon, with a little more consideration for my feelings, made eye contact with me before speaking again. I shrugged slightly and gave a slight nod, hopefully enough to convey that I was not an entirely unwilling participant in the proceedings.
"What about, like, if I watched you get Kyle off?" Shannon suggested.
"Any particular way, or do you just want to see me playing with his cock?" Kristin said. "You just want to make sure we're actually doing what you think we are? 'Cause we definitely are."
Kristin didn't really look like she cared one way or the other what her friend's motivations were and happily hopped off my lap onto the floor. She wasted no time undoing the front of my pants and fishing out my cock, encircling it with her fingers and stroking it gently.
"Fuck, you're really gonna..." Shannon started. "I mean, I thought you were but I didn't really... I don't know, it's just kind of weird to see for real."



"It's not really the sort of thing you see every day is it?" Kristin agreed. "Which is good because it's so much hotter when it has to be a secret."
"Yeah, what would be the fun having sex with your brother if everyone was doing it?" I added with only a small amount of sarcasm.
Kristin rolled her eyes but leaned in to suck the head of my cock into her mouth instead of responding. Between her hand and having someone watching us I'd gotten hard fairly quickly and it felt good to have my sister start getting serious about it instead of just playing with me.
The fact that not too long ago the girls' positions had been reversed wasn't lost on me, Kristin having seen Shannon giving me a blowjob in my room. I hoped there wouldn't be too much awkwardness arising from that, but Shannon certainly didn't seem too put out. Especially since she was the one who said she wanted to see it.
When it came down to it, I couldn't figure out precisely what Shannon was thinking. Her face wasn't giving me enough information to decide whether she was merely curious or whether she was actually enjoying what she saw on some perverse level. It was a very typically guy thing, but I couldn't help wondering what might happen if she decided she really liked watching us. There was some fantasy material there if I chose to take it.
"Okay, you're right. This is pretty hot," Shannon said eventually.
Kristin had my cock filling her mouth, but still managed a muffled sound of agreement. As my attention was drawn back to my sister I noticed that her hand was down the front of her pants, somehow I'd failed to catch that she was getting herself off at the same time as me.
Shannon still wasn't openly masturbating or anything overt, but when I looked for it I saw that she was fidgeting in her chair and squeezing her legs together every now and then. She was definitely getting horny watching us even if she wasn't comfortable enough to do something about it.
I returned my attention to Kristin who continued to suck my cock and bring me closer to orgasm while simultaneously getting herself off. Since neither of her hands were free I brushed some of her hair back out of her face where it had fallen, tucking it behind her ear. She looked up at me and deliberately took me deeper on the next couple down strokes, letting my cock go far enough for me to feel the back of her throat before pulling away again.
I heard a small, barely noticeable sound from Shannon's direction and when I looked over a moment later her hand was between her legs, clamped down firmly over her crotch as she squeezed her thighs together. It looked like she was putting some pressure on her clit, possibly just enough stimulation to keep from going crazy. I thought about telling her it was okay if she wanted to masturbate, but she seemed a little embarrassed just at having me notice her and I didn't want to add to that.
Before long my sister's efforts paid off and I felt the familiar sensation of impending orgasm.
"Getting close," I said softly.
Kristin gave me an indecipherable grunt of acknowledgement the best she could do with her mouth still full, and pumped me a little harder. Just before I came she pulled her mouth off me and tilted her head back with her eyes closed. As my semen sprayed out it landed mostly on her waiting face, some of it even inside her mouth, with the last shot falling short and midway down her stomach on the front of her shirt. I was kind of surprised that she would let me cum on her like that with no warning, until I remembered that she was putting on a show for Shannon. In that context it made perfect sense.
My sister stayed exactly where she was for another minute or two with her hand frantically rubbing her pussy and her face partly covered in my cum. Finally she gave a contented sigh and reopened her eyes.
"So was that good enough for you?" Kristin asked, turning to Shannon who had a look of even stronger disbelief than before.
"Uh, yeah," Shannon said. "More than I was expecting actually."
Kristin grinned and stood up, taking stock of her appearance as she did.
"Guess I probably can't wander around like this," she said with just a hint of regret in her voice. "Be back in a minute."
Without making even a token preliminary attempt to wipe herself off she stepped out into the hallway in the direction of the bathroom and left Shannon and me alone in the room. There was a moment of awkward silence before I decided talking might be better than sitting around worrying about what Shannon was thinking.
"So at least you're not freaking out," I said. "That's a good sign right?"
"I suppose," Shannon replied slowly. Her gaze drifted away from the doorway where Kristin had left back to me. "I didn't think I would anyway, it's not like this came out of nowhere. I've had time to think about it. The only thing is I wasn't really sure how far you two had gone."
"Guess you have a better idea now," I said.
"No kidding. Can I ask you something though Kyle?"
"Sure."
"Would you mind if I watched you guys more, kinda like what we just did. Not necessarily all the time or anything, but maybe-"
"It's fine with me," I interrupted, waving my hand casually. "I mean it's not like we've never, you know, done anything."
Granted the total of what Shannon and me had done together was that one blowjob she'd given me, but it was enough to make me a little more comfortable around her. Comfortable enough that I didn't mind if she wanted to continue being a spectator of sorts. Especially since there was a good chance if we did this more she'd give in eventually and masturbate for real. I couldn't help having a certain amount of interest in that possibility.
Before Shannon could respond Kristin walked back in and went straight for her dresser.
"How come you didn't tell me you got cum all over my shirt?" she demanded, giving me a mock glare as she passed me.
"First off I thought you would have noticed," I said. "Second, it really wasn't that much."
Kristin stuck her tongue out at me, then pulled her shirt up over her head without a hint of hesitation despite both Shannon and me still being there. Her breasts weren't anything I hadn't seen of course, and for all I knew Shannon might have seen them plenty of times as well since I understood girls were more open about that kind of thing than guys. All it really did was remind me just how short a time it had been since being half, or fully, naked around each other wouldn't have happened. Now it was quite literally an everyday occurrence.
"So what were you guys talking about?" Kristin asked as she bounced down onto the bed beside me after getting a new shirt.
"Just stuff," I said.
"Cool. So you decide if you're going to help us yet?" Kristin asked Shannon.
Shannon's eyes flicked toward me for a split second, then back to Kristin.
"Yeah, I'm in," she said.
"Good, then everything's going perfectly so far," Kristin said. "Tomorrow I'm gonna have to go talk to Miss Reid and get things arranged with her, then we'll be all set."
****
The next day Kristin decided to wait until the end of the last period to approach Miss Reid, which I agreed with. It made sense to minimize the chance of getting interrupted in the middle of their conversation, and it would make it easier to locate the teacher since she'd almost certainly be in her class packing up for the day and getting ready to go home.
My sister found me just after the final bell while most of the students were surging toward the exits and dragged me into a semi-private alcove. I looked around but no one gave us so much as a second glance as they went by.
"You talk to her yet?" I asked, keeping my question deliberately vague on the off-chance someone actually could overhear us.
"Nope, just about to," Kristin said. "Slight change of plans though, I need you and Shannon to give me about ten minutes then follow me in."
I arched an eyebrow. "Oh yeah, why's that? We're not kidnapping her now are we?"
"Don't be silly. I'm going to try giving her a plausible explanation for our request is all, I would have thought you'd be happy to hear that," she said, poking me sharply in the chest.
"Yeah yeah, alright. I assume you told Shannon already."
"Yep, at lunch. She'll meet you... I don't know, somewhere. Anyway, I gotta go. See you in ten."
Kristin leaned over and kissed me so quickly I didn't have a chance to register the movement before she was already finished and walking away.
"You can't..." I began automatically, then sighed and gave up. Kristin had known exactly what she was doing and telling her off wasn't going to help anything. All I'd do was draw unwanted attention if I tried.
With nothing better to do I followed in generally the same direction my sister had gone, although at a much slower pace. I didn't really have anything to occupy myself for ten minutes other than just standing around keeping an eye on one of the clocks scattered through the hallways so I'd know when it was time. I could have gone to try and find Shannon I suppose, but I had no idea where she would be so it seemed kind of pointless.
I'd only just made it to the outside of Miss Reid's class and leaned against the wall to wait when Shannon found me instead.
"Hey Kyle," she called.
I looked back down the hall where I'd come from as she approached. I hadn't noticed her behind me, but she might well have turned off from somewhere else. Or she'd been following me to see if she could sneak up on me, although that was more my sister's thing.
"Hey," I said back.
Shannon stopped next to me and dropped her bag onto the floor as though it was too heavy to bother carrying it while we weren't going anywhere. Knowing how many textbooks some students carried around with them that might actually be the case.
"Did she tell you what exactly she needs us for?" I asked.
"Nah, not anything specific. We might just be to back up her story, whatever it is."
"Which would work better if knew ahead of time what the story was."
Shannon shrugged. "Not much we can do about that now."
"I know."
I felt a little better having Shannon there waiting with me. It meant I didn't look completely suspicious hanging around by myself, plus it wasn't a terrible thing to be seen with girls who weren't my sister just in case there was someone who might connect the dots on our relationship.
"So it's kinda strange, but I'm actually getting into this a little," Shannon said. "The whole thing with you and Kris."
"You mean watching us?"
"Yeah, except more than that too. Like... okay I don't know if I should really tell you this but last night I went online and, well, I found some videos of brothers and sisters doing stuff. Porn videos I mean." Her face started to get red as she spoke and she avoided meeting my eyes directly, but she kept going. "Obviously they weren't all real or anything, but there were a couple of them that could have been."
"Wow," I said for lack of anything better. "We made more of an impression than I thought."
"Yep, you've corrupted me for good," she said. "Or maybe it's partly the novelty of it, I don't know. I'm definitely looking forward to next time though," she finished a little shyly.
"The real thing's better than porn huh?"
Shannon nodded emphatically, which for some reason made me feel good.
"You think we waited long enough yet?" she asked, gesturing toward the classroom we were standing outside.
"I don't know, close enough I guess."
I opened the door and let Shannon go first before pulling it shut behind me just in case. Kristin and Miss Reid were indeed inside, my sister sitting casually on the teacher's desk with her legs dangling over the edge as the two of them talked. Their conversation had temporarily stopped as we interrupted, but Kristin grinned as she saw us come in.
"You remember Kyle don't you Miss?" Kristin said. "And I'm not sure if you've ever met Shannon...."
"Um, no I don't think so," Miss Reid said a little hesitantly.
"Well anyway they're the ones who are going to be practicing with me," Kristin said. "I'm sure you can trust Kyle can't you? He's always been quite respectable as far as students go."
Miss Reid didn't comment directly on that statement, but her face showed a hint of agreeing with my sister's assessment of me. I didn't know whether to be proud about that, or annoyed. Maybe both.
"You're Kristin's brother aren't you?" Miss Reid asked me. "And you ended up in the same drama class. It's funny I never thought you'd be interested in that."
Neither did I. Nevertheless that was apparently the story we were going with so I was better off not correcting her.
"I think he misses me too much when we're apart, he likes to get in the same classes as me when he can," Kristin said before I could speak for myself.
"Or maybe someone just likes to mess with my course selection list," I replied, choosing something halfway plausible, if untrue, that my sister might have done.
Kristin stuck her tongue out at me, then quickly assumed an innocent expression as Miss Reid turned to her. The teacher looked like she was going to say something, but then shook her head in exasperation. She must have been used to my sister's antics.
"You only need the class for one period right?" Miss Reid asked.
"Yes, just enough so we can practice our skit we need to do," Kristin said. "Doofus over there doesn't want to do it where people can watch for some reason."
I rolled my eyes at the name calling and gave my sister a disbelieving look like she couldn't possibly think I wasn't going to remember that later.
"Alright, well you can have it fourth period on Friday if you really want it," Miss Reid said. "I expect to find everything the way I left it though, if you have to move desks around at least put them back afterward."
I got the impression she was trying to get rid of us at this point, and now that Kristin had what she wanted I had no doubt we'd be leaving.
"Absolutely, you won't even know we were there," Kristin assured her, hopping off the desk where she'd been sitting.
My sister grabbed my arm and dragged me out the door leaving Shannon to follow behind us looking quite amused at everything.
"Doofus huh?" I said as soon as we were out of earshot.
"Just being me," Kristin said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Don't want to arouse suspicion do we?"
"Yeah, I'm sure that's all it was."
The three of us appeared to be alone, at least temporarily, so I decided I could risk getting a little payback. Kristin was walking right beside me so I moved my hand to her butt and gave it a solid pinch. My sister squealed and jumped at the sudden contact, then whirled on me. I had already backed away and was doing my best not to burst out laughing at her reaction, but was unable to restrain myself completely.
After a moment Kristin gave in and giggled, knowing full well that she deserved it. Shannon just smiled and shook her head at us.
"Well if you two don't need me anymore I have to get going," she said.
"Okay. Remember, Friday fourth period," Kristin said.
"I'll be there."
Shannon gave me a small wave, then headed off leaving us by ourselves.
"Guess we should probably head home too," I said.
"Uh uh, not right away," Kristin said. "First we need to go shopping."
"Shopping? Why?"
"'Cause I need a new skirt. I don't have anything that'll work for Friday, not properly." She leaned in close to whisper conspiratorially. "And you'd rather be able to bend me over the desk, flip up my skirt and fuck me than dick around with getting my pants off wouldn't you?"
"Dammit Kris," I said.
The mental image I got off that was hotter than what was helpful at the moment. I didn't need to be walking around with an erection right now even if most people had left the area already.
"Why do you think I insisted on us bringing the car this morning anyway? It's not like we needed it to go straight to school and back."
"I did wonder about that," I said. "Honestly I assumed you just wanted stop and mess around before we got home."
"Well I wouldn't count that out either." Kristin grinned wickedly. "After all I might need some new panties while we're there, and you'd get to help me pick them out. We never did replace that pair you ripped a while back."
"If I say I'll go will you please stop saying sexy things? At least until we're in the car."
"Hm, I guess that's a good deal. Didn't plan on getting you too worked up yet anyway. Save that for later."
In immediate defiance of her previous statement Kristin turned and walked ahead of me to where I'd parked the car that morning, swinging her hips in exaggerated motions to keep my attention. I thought about telling her to cut it out, but knew even as the thought came to me that I wouldn't be fooling anyone; I loved watching my sister's ass and she knew it as well as I did. At least once we were around people again in whatever clothing store she chose she'd have to behave herself a little. I hoped.
****
The place Kristin decided on turned out not to be all that busy when we got there, but with enough customers wandering around that she couldn't tease me too badly. I kept an eye out for anyone I recognized because as long we remained anonymous I knew could pass easily enough for boyfriend and girlfriend rather than brother and sister.
As interesting as Kristin had promised the shopping trip would be, it didn't quite turn out that way. Searching through an array of skirts for just the right one was not really my idea of a good time, and picking out panties wasn't enough to make up for that. As much as I liked choosing underwear for my sister, I wasn't actually getting to see what she looked like in them which cut down on the appeal somewhat.
"What do you think of this one?" Kristin asked, holding up yet another skirt for my opinion.
"Isn't that the same as the last one?" I said.
"No, it's a little longer and the materials different. I think I like it better, feels nicer."
"Then go buy it so we can be done."
"Aw, you getting tired of this already? Just hang on a few more minutes and I promise it'll get better. I think I'm gonna go try these on."
She had the two not-the-same skirts as well as two pairs of panties that we'd decided on. I figured as long as she wanted my input I might as well see how small I could go before she'd refuse. As it turned out she didn't seem to have a problem trying out some that didn't seem like they'd really cover anything properly. That at least had managed to stir up my imagination a little.
There were some semi-secluded changing rooms toward the back of the store and Kristin entered one while I remained outside. I was sure boyfriends getting dragged along happened regularly enough that I wouldn't stick out too much standing there on my own in the clearly meant-for-girls store, but that didn't mean I was going to like it. I felt quite awkward and not sure where to look, as well as having the small but persistent fear that someone would recognize me. I couldn't even wander around pretending I was browsing because that really would draw attention.
Finally, after more time than I felt it should have taken just to try on a couple things, Kristin opened the door to the dressing room and poked her head out.
"Come in here and tell me what you think," she said.
"I'm pretty sure I'm not supposed to be in there with you," I said.
"You big baby, no one's even going to care. Either get in here or I'll come out there and I don't think you want that."
"Fine."
If we got kicked out I had every intention of telling her "I told you so", but I hoped she was right that it wasn't that big a deal. Or at least that no one noticed.
"So I'm kinda liking this one, you think it's okay?" Kristin asked as I closed the door behind me.



There wasn't a lot of space with both of us inside, but it wasn't too cramped either. Kristin was standing in front of the mirror examining the skirt she had put on critically. I thought she looked hot in it, but didn't have much of an opinion otherwise. Plus I thought she looked hot in most anything.
"It's fine," I said.
"You don't think it's too long? I didn't want to go too short and get in trouble, just keep it at the right length."
The bottom of the skirt came down to maybe a couple inches above her knees and I knew that given our school policy she wasn't going to get away with much more than that.
"You look great," I insisted.
"Wouldn't matter what I had on you'd still say that, don't know why I bother sometimes," she said.
"Because you like hearing me tell you how good you look probably."
"Oh yeah, that's it." She giggled. "I guess if I really wanted compliments I'd go a step further."
In one deliberate, smooth motion Kristin pulled the skirt down to her ankles and stepped out of it. Underneath she was wearing one of the pairs of panties we'd picked out, and it was just as useless at properly covering her as I'd hoped. From behind the panties did little more than draw a nice dividing line down the middle of her ass, and when she turned around I saw that they weren't doing much better in front. Her pussy was barely covered and if she had any hair down there it would be clearly showing around the edges of the material.
"I'm guessing you like them," she said.
"Uh, yeah."
"Even though they're really, really small in the back?"
As if that was a downside for me.
Kristin took my hand and pulled it around to her lower back, then down to the top of her butt.
"I bet they're just gonna ride up on me and disappear, hardly even worth wearing them," she said.
I ran my finger down the centre of her ass, pressing the panties between her butt cheeks.
"You might be right," I said.
"Uh huh, but I know you don't really care do you? You'd like it if I didn't wear any underwear."
"I might."
As I continued running my finger up and down the line of her panties, pushing them as deep as I could, I encountered something I didn't expect. There was something there, something that seemed very deliberately placed, and I could tell that Kristin had been waiting for me to find it.
"Is that..." I started.
"A butt plug, yeah," she confirmed. "I got it after we talked about you fucking me back there. Actually I got two, the other one's a little bigger for when I get used to this one. I think I'm almost ready 'cause I sometimes forget I even have this one still in. Told you I'd work on it."
"And you were wearing it all day?"
"Yep. Had to get off in the bathroom at lunch when I got too horny, but it's totally worth it. Feels good when I play with it too."
A shiver went down my spine as I imagined my sister playing with herself and her new toy. I had already been pressing on the butt plug experimentally, but at her encouragement I wiggled it more purposefully making her gasp softly.
"How did it take me so long to figure out sexy you were?" I asked, not expecting a real answer.
"Because I never had any reason to be sexy for you before," she said. "Now I do. And I think I'm doing a pretty good job."
"God, are you ever."
While I played with Kristin's butt she started grinding slowly on my leg, pressing her body firmly against me. I enjoyed the feeling, but there was an immediate problem to be dealt with if things continued the way they were going.
"You're going to get those panties all wet if you keep that up," I said.
"So? I'm gonna buy them anyway."
"That's fine, but I'm refusing to be seen with you if you set those on the counter soaked and smelling like sex."
Kristin pouted but offered no real objection, particularly when I knelt down in front of her and started pulling the panties down. I brought them up to my face after she stepped out of them and examined the material closely. There was already a small damp spot, but fortunately nothing overly noticeable if you weren't specifically looking for it.
As I set the panties aside I was left kneeling in front of my half-naked sister with her bare pussy directly in front of me. I knew it was an incredibly stupid place for us to risk getting caught, all someone would have to do was open the door and we'd have nowhere to hide. In theory the door was locked, but it wasn't the sort of lock I would trust with anything important. It was just enough to make people feel comfortable trying on other clothes in a somewhat public location. On the other hand Kristin's perfectly smooth pussy was not something I could pass up easily when it was right there in front of me, begging to be touched.
"What you doing down there?" she asked.
"What do you think?"
I ran my fingers up the inside of Kristin's thigh and over her pussy lips, parting them slightly as I did. I gave the length of her slit a preliminary lick and once more experienced the unique taste of my sister, a taste that I absolutely loved.
"You know if I tried stripping you and giving you head in here you'd freak out on me," Kristin said.
"Probably," I agreed. "You want me to stop?"
"Uh uh, no way."
"Good, then stop pointing out my hypocrisy because I'm well aware of it without your help."
I tried to be careful and stay out of trouble, and usually I succeeded pretty well. Kristin was a massive weakness for me in that regard however, I couldn't always do the sensible thing when I was with her. It had always been that way and the effect had only gotten worse recently. Sure I could still maintain control if I really wanted to, but the truth was that more and more I was prepared to choose my sister over any kind of reason or logic.
Kristin's fingers tangled in my hair as I licked repeatedly at her pussy and her legs parted eagerly at my slightest touch. There were other people out there walking by as close as a few feet away, yet I was going to make her cum. It was going to happen. It was one of those rare times when I felt as though I could understand how her world worked, when consequences were meaningless and all that mattered was what I wanted at that moment.
"Mmm, I love it when you get like this," Kristin said. "Everyone thinks you're such a good boy, but you're not really are you?"
I don't know if she expected me to argue the point, but all I did was ignore it. I had more important things to think about, things which would severely undercut any protest I might make to her claim.
Kristin made an appreciative noise as I pushed a finger inside her increasingly wet pussy with a second one close behind. She let me finger-fuck her for a little while before regaining her train of thought.
"What would people think if they knew you as well as I do?" she mused. "Come to think of it, what if they knew just how bad I was too? We'd be grounded forever just for a start."
She giggled at the thought, then abruptly gasped as I used my remaining free hand to find the butt plug she was still wearing. I already knew she liked me playing with it, but I hadn't realized just how much it could affect her when combined with the stimulation on her pussy.
"Oh fuck, keep doing that," she breathed.
Kristin's hips bucked against my face, threatening to dislodge me and making my job significantly more difficult. I knew she was getting close though and I didn't give up, instead responding with more force of my own. I licked furiously at her clit and increased the pace of my fingers inside her until finally she had enough.
With an all to loud cry, at least to my ears, Kristin fell back against the wall as her pussy clamped down firmly on my fingers. I kept licking as she came, only stopping when it was obvious she was through. As I looked up at her in the aftermath her more familiar look of mischief and lust was replaced temporarily by an expression of sated contentment.
The moment was quickly ruined by a knock on the door, making me panic at the returning realization that we weren't exactly somewhere private.
"Are you all right in there?" came a voice from outside.
"Yes thanks," Kristin called back without missing a beat. "Almost done."
"Okay," the voice replied uncertainly.
After a moment I heard footsteps walking away and my shoulders sagged in relief. That was too close.
"Well that was fun," Kristin said.
She bent over and kissed me, evidently not caring that I tasted like her pussy. I felt a twinge of regret as she started getting dressed even though I knew that we had to go or risk attracting more attention. My cock was straining in my pants and part of me wanted nothing more than to pin my sister against the wall and fuck her. Having self-control sucked sometimes.
"Sorry I can't take care of you too," Kristin apologized. "I will later I promise. You more than earned it today."
"Strangely that doesn't really help me right now," I said.
Kristin shrugged and unlocked the door.
"Shall we?" she asked.
She didn't wait for an answer and before I was truly ready I was following her back in to the store proper. My erection had settled down a little, but I was worried it would still be noticeable if someone got too close. Luckily no one was nearby, even the sales girl who almost caught us has been distracted by another customer. At least I assumed it was her, there weren't any other suitable candidates around.
Humming cheerfully to herself Kristin approached the counter to pay for her choice of skirt and panties while I skulked around nearby, trying to watch every direction without making it obvious. By the time we made it out of there I had decided that no one was curious enough about what we'd been up to that they were going make an issue of it and I'd started to relax. Kristin didn't look at all concerned about it the whole time, but I'd come to expect that from her. She had way more practice at acting normal than I did.
"We should do that again some time," Kristin said as we headed back to the car.
"I wouldn't count on it," I said.
"Yeah yeah, you say that now. I could get you back there right now if I really wanted to."
She was probably right, especially given how horny I still was.
"How about we don't test that, okay?" I said.
"Nah, I wouldn't. Maybe if I was bored enough, but I've still got Friday to look forward to."
****
The day couldn't come soon enough for Kristin, as short a time as it was in reality. I watched her get dressed in the morning, as I liked to do when I had the opportunity, and she put far more effort in to her appearance than normal. With her skirt, a white button-up blouse, and her hair pulled back into a ponytail she looked far more like the archetypal schoolgirl than I'd ever seen her before. It only she could have masked the wicked glint in her eyes the image would have been perfect.
I will admit to a certain amount of anticipation throughout the first part of the day. Having sex with Kristin wasn't ever going to be something I would dread, even if the circumstances weren't ideal in my mind. Plus she actually looked really hot in her outfit, in a weird, subtle kind of way since it wasn't overtly any more sexual than something she would wear normally.
By the time fourth period rolled around I was having trouble acting casual and I was sure someone was going to notice that I was behaving oddly. It was a bit of a relief to finally make it to Miss Reid's class with nothing going wrong and finding Kristin there waiting for me. Shannon was with her actually, the two of them deep in conversation until I stepped through the doorway.
"Want to lock that behind you?" Kristin said.
"Sure," I said.
With the door locked we were reasonably secure inside the classroom and either Kristin or Shannon had already pulled the curtains across the windows so no one could see in from outside.
"I told Shannon she could stay if she wanted," Kristin said. "You don't mind too much do you?"
"Uh, no that's fine," I said.
"Good, 'cause we do still owe her for helping us."
The trail of logic on that one was a little difficult to follow. As I recalled Shannon was supposed to be making sure no one interrupted us, which she couldn't very well do if she was watching us. On the other hand having her out in the hallway would hardly be inconspicuous. Fortunately the deal was between my sister and her friend and if it didn't make sense to me it wasn't a big deal.
Kristin stood beside the teacher's desk at the front of the room with her hands clasped behind her back and her chest sticking out slightly. As I approached her Shannon stepped to the side and sat on the edge of one of the tables in the front row.
"See, I knew you didn't really hate this idea," Kristin said as I placed my hands on either side of her waist.
"I rarely hate your ideas, I just don't always think they'll work out," I said. "This time you actually put some thought into it."
I stopped Kristin's response by kissing her, pulling her closer to me as I did. I didn't want to antagonize her enough that she'd up the stakes on me.
My hands slid easily underneath her shirt as we held each other and rested comfortably on the bare skin underneath. I slowly moved one of them upward, over her tummy and not quite reaching her breasts before she pulled away a little.
"Mmm, getting kinda horny now," she said.
"Aren't you always?" I said.
"More than usual then. Here, you can probably feel it."
Kristin took hold of one of my wrists and guided my hand under her skirt to the front of her panties. As I pressed my palm against them I could feel a sizeable damp spot already formed.
"Jesus, we barely even did anything yet," I said.
"I know, but you remember how I said I had another butt plug that's a little bigger? Well I've been wearing it all day and it's been turning me on like crazy. It feels even better than the other one. I think I'm ready for you now, for real this time."
Kristin hips rocked gently on my hand almost of their own volition, and when I pressed back against her pussy she moaned softly. She was definitely worked up already, there was no question about it.
With slightly shaky hands she undid the front of my pants and reached in to grasp my hardening cock. She gave a gentle squeeze and stroked her fingers across the length of my shaft as I continued rubbing her wet panties.
We stood together essentially masturbating each other for a minute or two before Kristin backed away and leaned over the teacher's desk, bracing herself on her arms. She turned her head back to look at me in a silent invitation that I could hardly refuse.
I moved behind her and slid my hands up the outside of her thighs under her skirt, not yet lifting it quite high enough to expose her butt. It was simple enough locating the waistband of her panties by touch and tugging them down to her knees. Kristin let them fall to the floor and carefully stepped out of them, kicking them unceremoniously to the side.
With her panties out of the way I pulled Kristin's skirt up around her waist to reveal her bare ass. I was intimately familiar with this part of her body, except for right in the middle was the black, circular base that was all I could see of the butt plug currently inside her. All I could do for a long moment was stare at the expected yet fascinating sight, too long for my sister.
"Come on, what are you waiting for?" she demanded. "You need instructions back there?"
"Just looking," I said.
To pacify her a little I pressed my fully-hard erection against her pussy, making her sigh happily. She began rocking back and forth in small movements, but didn't have the right positioning to get me inside her without help. Before she got impatient again I guided my cock to her entrance and allowed the motion of her hips to slowly impale her on my shaft. Once I got her started she did all the work and I didn't even have to move.
I heard a sound from behind me and turned my head just enough to glance at Shannon who I had almost forgotten was there. The front of her pants was open and her hand was buried under her panties, masturbating freely at the show Kristin and I were giving her. I'd expected it to happen as she got more comfortable around us, although she was a bit quicker about it than I would have predicted. She met my gaze for a second as I looked at her and seemed embarrassed, but didn't stop what she was doing.
Kristin continued fucking herself on me as I turned back to her, although she faltered slightly as I grabbed the base of her butt plug. As I had done back in the clothing store I merely played with it at first, wiggling it around just to see what kind of reaction I got. My sister had a different idea of what I should be doing.
"You're gonna do it aren't you?" she said. "You're gonna fuck me back there."
"Do you want me to?"
"Duh, that was the whole point of getting ready for you. You think it was just for fun? Actually, it was kind of fun when I think about it."
Kristin giggled softly to herself as I decided on my course of action. It wasn't really a difficult choice when it came down to it, it just seemed like our first time trying anal should have been somewhere a little more traditional. Like in a bedroom.
I pulled on the base of the butt plug, slowly fighting against the resistance Kristin's ass put up trying to keep it in. As the widest part made it past her outer ring she moaned and stiffened up while her pussy squeezed my cock hard. Once I had the butt plug out I waited for Kristin to recover a little before trying anything else. Even after her pussy relaxed it was a couple minutes before she straightened back up to her initial stance.
"You still want me to do it?" I asked softly. "That seemed pretty intense."
"It was kinda," Kristin said. "It's just so... bad having my brother playing with my butt like that. I love it. Although I think if you're not in my pussy at the same time it won't be so much for me and I could handle it better."
"Okay, but you have to tell me if it hurts or if you want me to stop for any reason alright?"
"Promise."
Kristin's asshole was still lubricated from where she'd put in the butt plug and my cock was covered in her pussy juice. I thought about asking if she had more lube with her just in case, but decided to at least try it first and see how easily it went. It wouldn't be completely new to her this time so it might be okay.
I placed the tip of my cock directly against my sister's anal opening and pressed gently, but with gradually increasing force. She pushed back and slowly her asshole reopened for me and let me in. As soon as the head of my cock popped inside her ass she froze and I immediately stopped moving as well. A small growl of pleasure emerged from her and her back arched as far as it would go.
"You still okay?" I asked.
"Fuck yes, this is amazing. Don't you dare stop."
She started rocking back against me, not enough to really drive me any farther into her but just to encourage me to keep going. That was all it took for me since already the feeling of being in my sister's ass was incredible and my instincts were urging me to start fucking her for real.
I couldn't go as fast as I was used to with her pussy of course, her ass was tighter and despite what she was telling me I knew she still wouldn't be ready for anything too rough back there. On the other hand I probably wouldn't last that long even going slowly, not if it continued to feel as awesome as it did.
Alert for any sign of discomfort I thrust my hips forward, pushing a little deeper into Kristin's ass. Unlike regular sex I found my movements had to be more purposeful, more controlled, but it was worth the effort.
"Shit, gonna cum again," Kristin mumbled.
"What already?"
My cock was only a little over halfway inside her, maybe two-thirds at the most, and I hadn't even started to properly fuck her yet. As she had warned me though she was soon cumming again, collapsing forward onto the desk as her orgasm drained the strength from her arms.



"You have no idea how good this feels," she said eventually, having recovered enough to speak again.
"I think I'm okay with that," I said.
"You better cum soon or I'm just gonna pass out."
"Alright, but are you-"
"Just fuck me, I'll be fine," she interrupted.
I had my doubts, but I felt the very beginnings of my orgasm approaching and that made it hard to resist too much. Taking a deep breath I thrust into her harder than before, finally burying myself fully in her ass and getting only a soft groan from her. I again had the worry that maybe we hadn't used quite enough lube to allow me to fuck her as easily as I should have been able to, but it was too late to do anything about that.
After a few strokes I found it getting smoother, especially with Kristin helping out a little. She still didn't seem fully over her orgasm and the constant anal stimulation almost certainly had something to do with that, but she still pushed back against me in time with my movements.
It wasn't long before the warning signs became more urgent and it was all I could do to keep up a steady pace until the very end. I didn't even consider pulling out, though I realized after that Kristin wouldn't necessarily want me cumming in her butt. She clearly didn't mind though since she made a noise very similar to a contented purring as the last of my cum shot into her.
I stayed exactly where I was even after I finished, capable of movement but failing to see the appeal. It would have been nice just to fall on a mattress and curl up with Kristin for a while, although that was purely wishful thinking under the circumstances.
It was only when I felt my cock softening that I finally pulled out and stepped back a couple paces, unable to fully look away from my sisters just-fucked ass. A small amount of my cum had trickled out already and I wondered if I should wipe it off. Before I could Kristin stood up and her skirt fell back down to cover her butt.
Once again, since she had been out of my line of sight, Shannon's activities hadn't really been a focus of mine. However her pants were now pulled down around her knees and she had a flushed, satisfied look so I assumed watching Kristin and I had been enough for her to get off at least once. Seeing her state of undress reminded me that I should probably take care of myself and get my cock back in my pants. We all had some straightening up to do and there was no point tempting fate by leaving it until later.
"Could you hand me my panties?" Kristin asked.
They were still on the floor from before, not far from where Kristin was standing but evidently not close enough. I picked them up and handed them over, then watched as she put them on by lifting her legs up rather than bending over any more than necessary.
"Gotta stop all that cum leaking out all over the place," she said.
"Yeah, good thinking," I agreed.
If I hadn't just cum the idea of my cum leaking into her panties all afternoon would have been more than a little interesting. As it was I just filed the thought away for later.
"Well I don't know about you guys, but that may well have been the hottest thing I've ever seen," Shannon said, having pulled her pants back up.
"Mmm, it's definitely a contender for me too," Kristin agreed. "Now I just wish it was the end of the day so we could leave. Don't know how I'm gonna make it through next period, it's gonna seem even more boring after this."
"You always seem to find a way," I said.
"I guess. So hey, me and Shannon were planning on going to her house after school 'cause her parents are gone until tomorrow or something. You want to come too?"
Even in my fully sated state that wasn't a proposition I would pass up right away, not that it was a guarantee anything would happen while we were there. I glanced at Shannon who gave me a small nod and a shrug like it was fine with her but my decision.
"Sure, why not," I said.
"Great." Kristin leaned in to kiss me, then whispered quietly enough Shannon couldn't hear. "I love you, you know."
She turned away and headed out to the hallway with Shannon so quickly I didn't have a chance to respond. I knew Kristin loved me, just as I loved her, but it still made me feel good when she said it.
I sighed to myself as I realized that I too was going to have to sit through the rest of the day, and that there was no way I was going to be able to focus enough to make it worthwhile. Still, there was that evening to look forward to and the possibilities it held. For all I knew having a chance to recover before then might not be such a bad thing.
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However thick my parents thought the walls in our house were, they weren't thick enough. I'd lost count of how many times I'd lain in bed listening to mom and dad fighting when they thought we wouldn't overhear them. I was at a point where I almost didn't care anymore, but I couldn't say the same for my little sister.
Once the yelling started it was usually only a matter of time before Monica would be up and looking for something to take her mind off of our parents' increasingly obvious issues with each other. Most of the time that distraction was me since I was the only other person in the house.
As if on cue I heard the floorboards creak right outside my room, then a brief pause. Slowly the knob on my door turned and it swung open just far enough for Monica to peek in. She always seemed to worry about waking me up, but even as detached as I was getting I still couldn't sleep through the yelling.
"Come in," I said.
Monica stepped carefully into the room, making sure not to step on anything in the dark. She closed the door behind her and padded closer to my bed. I reached for my bedside lamp and missed, finding the switch on the second try. By the light coming from the bulb I could make out my sister's face enough to tell that she was upset, though I didn't need to see her to know that.
"They're fighting again," she said, as if I didn't know.
"Yeah, they are," I said.
She looked so much younger than her eighteen years, like a frightened girl wanting everything to be okay. I hated when she got like this, so unsure of her world and not even able to go to her parents for comfort. More to the point, I hated that there was nothing I could do about it other than providing a temporary illusion of security.
"Why can't they just... stop it?" she said.
"I don't know," I said.
She took another tentative step toward me and I finally sat up, pulling off my covers and pushing them to the side. I knew she'd want to stay for a while, at least until things were quiet again, but she'd never ask. It was as if she was afraid I'd reject her one of these times and I didn't even want to consider what that might do to her.
"Sit down," I said. "It'll be over soon."
"I wish it never happened."
That'd be nice, if little more than wishful thinking under the circumstances.
My bed was next to the wall and as Monica climbed in with me I shifted so we could both lean up against it. As soon as she got comfortable she tugged on the end of my blanket and pulled it around her body. I was sitting on the other half and it wasn't really cold enough that I felt the need for it just then.
"You remember when we were little?" she asked. "You think they were always like this and we just never noticed?"
"No," I said after thinking about it for a second. "I think they really did love each other for a while, and maybe they still do. I don't know. But things change, lots of stuff does."
"It does, doesn't it? I think that's what scares me most." Monica pulled her knees up to her chest, huddling into a protective ball. "'Cause if stuff like that can change, then lots of other things could too. Like maybe they won't always love me either."
"Look, they-"
"Or maybe you won't."
She turned her head toward me with a neutral expression, but her eyes gave her away. She was truly worried about the possibility.
"Never happen," I said, shaking my head with absolute certainty.
"Why not?" she insisted. "If mom and dad could stop loving each other then... maybe anybody could."
"No way. You forget, I had to grow up with you and I know all the most annoying things about you already. If we were gonna hate each other we'd be doing it already."
"Hey, I'm not annoying," Monica said with just a hint of a smile.
"If you say so Miss takes-my-books-without-asking. Strange how those pages get dog-eared all on their own isn't it?"
"I can't help that you've always got all the good ones," she grumbled. "And you're the one who always finishes the cereal and doesn't put it on the grocery list."
"But you deal with it don't you? That's what I'm talking about, we've lived together all our lives and if stuff like that hasn't driven us apart it never will."
"I don't know, you really think it's just little things like that?"
"It has to be, they fell in love before right? So unless it's some big secret then it pretty much just has to be stuff building up over time."
"Maybe you're right."
Monica fell silent and I had nothing else to add so we just sat together for a while. In the quiet minutes that followed I noticed at some point that the sounds of our parents' fighting had disappeared. If my sister also realized it then she didn't say anything.
"Seems safe again," I said eventually, hinting that she could go but not pushing her out.
"Yeah," she said, giving me the impression she had caught on too. "Do you mind if I stay for a bit longer though? Like just a few more minutes. I'm not really ready to go back to bed yet."
"If you want."
I was getting tired, but sleep wasn't a big issue for me. I guessed Monica was sleepier than she wanted to admit as well when she leaned on me and rested her head on my shoulder.
"M'just gonna stay for a little bit, don't let me go to sleep," she said.
"Okay," I said.
****
Predictably we both fell asleep where we were. I woke up mildly disoriented in a slumped over sitting position exactly where I'd been last night. Monica was curled up in my blanket with her head on my lap like it was a pillow.
She looked happier in the morning light, much more like she normally did. Any worries or fears she'd had were erased by sleep and she seemed at peace. I just wished she could feel that way all the time.
I didn't need to get up right away, although I couldn't stay there forever either, and moving would have meant waking up Monica. I decided I'd give her a little while to awaken on her own before I did that.
With nothing better to do I softly stroked her hair, smoothing it out from its nighttime disarray. Unfortunately, as gentle as I was the contact was enough to disturb my sister and she shifted slightly where she lay before cracking open one eye.
"Is it morning already?" she asked.
"Yes," I said.
"Mmph, sorry. Didn't mean to stay here all night. Told you not to let me fall asleep though."
I shrugged. "It's okay, I don't mind."
Monica rolled over off of my lap, still wrapped in my blanket but allowing me to move from what had become a somewhat uncomfortable position.
"I think I like your bed better, you know," she said. "Don't know why though."
"The mattress maybe?" I suggested.
"Yeah, maybe. Could just be 'cause you're here too, it's nice not being alone when I wake up."
"There's something to be said for it alright."
I maneuvered myself toward the edge of the bed, shuffling around Monica who seemed less inclined to start her day just yet.
"Are you getting up now?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm going to go see about breakfast. You want me to get you anything?"
"Nah, I don't know how long I'll be."
"Okay."
She might just go back to sleep in my absence, but that wasn't really my problem. And my stomach was beginning to seriously insist on food.
I hadn't quite reached the kitchen when I realized someone else had beaten me there. The faint sound and smell of something cooking registered in my brain just before I turned the corner and had my suspicions confirmed. Mom was standing by the sink with a cup of coffee in her hands and a tired expression on her face. There were pancakes on the stove cooking next to a bowl of batter and by the look of things they needed to be flipped.
"Oh, good morning," mom said, seeming caught off-guard by my appearance. "I didn't realize you were up yet."
"Just got up," I said.
I crossed in front of her and grabbed the spatula to save the pancakes from burning.
"I thought making breakfast for you and your sister would be nice," she said. "But I'm not sure I'm really as up to it as I thought."
That she didn't even mention dad told me something, although it wasn't anything I couldn't have guessed. The driveway was visible out the kitchen window and when I looked I saw his car was gone. I wasn't sure whether he'd left last night or early in the morning. Either way, it had been a long time since all four of us had eaten breakfast together and that wasn't going to change any time soon.
"I can get it from here," I said.
"Are you sure?"
"It's pretty simple, even I can flip things over when they start going brown."
Mom gave me a small smile and set her cup down on the counter.
"Okay, thank you. I might just go lie back down for a few minutes. Make sure Monica gets up in time to eat okay?"
"Sure."
Standing there waiting for pancakes to cook was not what I felt like doing, but somehow I'd ended up stuck with it anyway. I was tempted to only make enough for Monica and me right now and leave the rest of the batter until later since I didn't expect mom back any time soon. The only thing was I really had no idea how well it would keep.
Fortunately my sister did show up before too long so I wasn't waiting around on my own. She hadn't dressed for the day yet and was still in her nightshirt and bare legs. She perked up instantly when she noticed what I was up to.
"You made pancakes?" she said. "I didn't even know you knew how."
"Mom made them," I said. "I'm just cooking them. She went back to bed."
"Oh." Monica frowned for a second as she caught some of the subtext. "Well thank you anyway."
She grabbed a plate and helped herself to a couple already done pancakes as well as the syrup out of the fridge before sitting down at the table.
"It might not actually be such a bad idea for us to do more cooking you know?" she said as she poured some syrup on her plate.
"Oh yeah? Why's that?"
"Well just 'cause things are getting a little, you know, chaotic around here."
"You might be right, but you know my talents in that area are limited."
"That's okay, I can teach you some stuff. You're not going to have someone to look after you forever you know, you'll have to learn someday."
"If you say so."
****
When I got home that evening nothing seemed any different at first from when I left. It wasn't until I found Monica in the kitchen that I knew something had happened. There were some opened cans on the counter and evidence of supper being started, but then left unfinished. My sister was sitting on the floor against one of the cupboards hugging her knees and staring vacantly at the floor. She looked about ready to cry any second.
"So, uh, what's going on?" I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral and wait to see what her response was.
"Was gonna make supper," she said. "Dad was back and he and mom were talking, thought maybe he was gonna stay. We could've all been together and everything. Then he left. Angry. Haven't seen mom yet, she might have locked herself in her room again."
"Dammit," I said quietly, more to myself than to Monica.
I was really losing patience with our parents. They needed to work something out to stop their problems being our problems. We shouldn't have to constantly deal with this, especially Monica who definitely wasn't taking it well. Within a couple of seconds I reached a decision.
"Come on," I said. "Let's go."
I held out my hand to help her up and she took it with a bit of hesitation.
"Go where?" she asked.
"Anywhere. Somewhere that's not here. We'll go eat and then maybe come back, or maybe not. I don't know."
Monica tilted her head slightly as she stood, then shrugged.
"Okay," she said.
I led her back out to my car that I'd only stepped out of a few minutes ago and started driving, not entirely sure where I was going. She mostly stared out the window and didn't say anything without prodding.
"So anywhere you want to go?" I asked.
"I'unno," she said. "Doesn't really matter."
"Exactly, it doesn't matter. So we may as well go somewhere you want to."
She turned toward me for a moment with her vaguely sad expression fading to one of thoughtfulness.
"Do you remember that place we used to go sometimes when we were younger?" she asked.
"The one mom and dad took us when they didn't feel like making anything?"
"Yeah. Is that still around?"
"We could find out."
I knew the place she was talking about instantly since it was the only restaurant we used to go to on a semi-regular basis. It was kind of a family place, a step or two up from fast-food but where you could take your kids and not worry too much about trying to dress them up and make them behave. I was pretty sure it was still there although it had been a couple years anyway since I'd last been.
We'd started out going the wrong way so I had to take a roundabout route back to the area I wanted to go. Monica still wasn't saying much, but every now and then when I glanced over I noticed that she was paying more attention to where we were. That seemed like a good sign to me.
The place was exactly where I remembered it being, although with a few minor changes since my last visit. The table layout was different from what I pictured in my head and some of the wall decorations were unfamiliar. Nothing too huge though.
Once we were seated, across from each other in a booth, I was able to study my sister's reaction more closely. She kept looking around and her lips would twitch upward occasionally, happy memories of the past I assumed. I was glad she could focus on them rather than how things had changed since then.
Before long a waitress came by and gave us each a menu. Monica opened hers right away and browsed through the options while I held off for a moment.
"Can I get you anything to drink while you decide?" the waitress asked.
I made eye contact with Monica, but didn't wait for her answer.
"Yes, could we get two milkshakes please?" I said. "One chocolate, one strawberry."
I had some memories of my own and I knew that a strawberry milkshake was always Monica's goal to get out of our parents. She was successful more often than not too.
"You don't have to-" Monica started.
"Two milkshakes please," I repeated to the waitress who nodded and turned away. "Come on, you really going to tell me you don't want one?" I asked, raising an eyebrow at my sister.
"No, but... I don't know. You didn't have to do that is all. I mean, I know you're paying and all since I don't have money with me so-"
"So I can get you a milkshake if I want," I interrupted. "Seriously, don't worry about that stuff right now okay? We're just going to have some time where we do what we want to and fuck the consequences."
Monica giggled a little as I swore and looked around instinctively to see if anyone heard me.
"You're supposed to be a good influence on me you know?" she said.
"No, I'm supposed to be your brother and sometimes that means setting a bad example if it's in your best interest. Like sometimes you need to just forget about your problems for a while even if it's not actually going to help solve them."
"I don't know, that sounds like kinda bad advice. Or maybe fucking good advice, I'm not sure."
We both grinned conspiratorially, like kids who'd just discovered the word for the first time and knew we shouldn't say it. We really didn't swear that much most of the time even though we were more than old enough that there was no reason we couldn't if we wanted to. There was something about the place too, something about how we'd only ever been there with our parents that made misbehaving slightly seem more than it really was.
"And here's your drinks," said the waitress, reappearing almost unnoticed by our table.
"Thank you," Monica and I said at the same time.
My sister immediately took an experimental sip through her straw and nodded approvingly at the result. Then we had to order, which I hadn't properly prepared for. I went with a burger and fries since it was usually a safe enough choice, and I wasn't really there for the food anyway.
"You know, with just the two of us here this feels a little bit like a date," Monica said once we were alone again. "I mean, except for you being my brother obviously."
"Yeah, I guess it is kinda. 'Cept if it was I might have taken you somewhere there weren't kids running around," I said, looking pointedly toward a family a couple tables away where the parents were having difficulty keeping their children in their seats.
"Oh it's not that bad. Besides, I picked remember?"
"I remember. I guess I'm lucky you're a cheap date then."
"Or maybe I just have plans for later and I'm luring you into a false sense of security."
I smiled and rolled my eyes, not believing her for a second. If she actually did want to do stuff after we were done that was fine by me though, as long as she was happy I didn't have to worry about her.
****
We ended up just sitting and talking for far longer than I would have expected, long enough we probably would have been quite a nuisance if the restaurant had been a little busier. When we got back in the car Monica immediately took over the radio, locating a station she liked and turning up the volume. She looked at me almost daring me to fight her over it, but I let it go.
When we got home I wondered briefly if anyone would be wondering where we went. Dad still wasn't there and when it came down to it I didn't know for sure if mom had even noticed we were gone.
Monica walked beside me to the door, then skipped ahead and stood in front of it blocking my way. She clasped her hands behind her back and looked at me innocently.
"If this was a real date, now's when you'd have to kiss me you know," she said.
"You think so do you?"
Her eyes twinkled with a hint of mischief and I knew she was only teasing me. Maybe that's what made me do it, the knowledge that she wasn't truly expecting anything more than getting a reaction out of me. Whatever the case, I kissed her.
Her body registered only surprise at first as I closed the gap between us and snaked my arms around her waist. Her lips too were unresponsive, then suddenly they melted into mine as she got over the initial shock.
I hadn't planned on holding the kiss for very long, just enough to make some kind of point, but that went out the window pretty fast. For some reason once I started I couldn't let go right away, I couldn't simply back away from my sister even if I probably should. There was supposed to be something inherently weird about kissing her, something physical or mental that differentiated her from other girls, and it just wasn't there.
Eventually we did run out of air and had to separate briefly, but I never let go of her and our faces didn't go more than a couple inches from each other the whole time. We just stared at each other, panting and searching for clues as to what the other was thinking. Then, as if it was agreed upon ahead of time, we moved together again.
Monica's hands went to my shoulders and it felt like she stood up on her toes a little to negate her slight height disadvantage as all of a sudden her face was even with mine. I pulled her tighter to me, feeling her breasts against my chest and the warmth of her body through her shirt under my hands. She felt just like a girl is supposed to feel; just as wonderfully soft and perfect as any of my previous experiences, only somehow more so.
It was only when her lips parted, whether in invitation or otherwise, that I snapped out of it. Kissing my sister was one thing, using tongue was taking it to a completely unjustifiable level. I pulled away as she tried to hang on to me for a second, then abruptly backed away too and looked away embarrassed.
"That might have gone a bit too far," she said after a moment of awkward silence.
"Yeah, probably," I agreed. "I mean it's not a big deal right? But if someone saw something like that they'd probably get the wrong idea."



"Right." Monica nodded quickly. "I probably should have known you wouldn't back off from a challenge like that, but they wouldn't get that it was just messing around."
Of course 'they' would be right, it hadn't just been messing around. There'd been more to it than that even if I wasn't entirely sure what.
Monica finally remembered that she was blocking the doorway and turned to enter the house. I followed close behind, still with a lingering desire to hold her in my arms again but forcing myself to behave normally. She paused before heading to her room and looked at me with a mixture of uncertainty and hope.
"Is it okay if... I mean if I came to see you again tonight would that be okay?" she asked.
There were a variety of answers I could have given, some better than others. The problem was I didn't know exactly what I should tell her. After kissing her moments ago it might have been preferable to maintain a little distance, but I didn't really want to do that. Besides, that had to have been a one time thing. There had never been even a hint of anything like it before.
"Sure," I said simply.
"Okay," she said, her mouth forming the beginning of a smile just before she turned away from me again.
I hoped that wasn't the wrong answer.
****
It was a peaceful evening, no drama from the parents, and I don't think I even saw Monica again before I went to bed. It occurred to me that if she was in a more comfortable state of mind she might not actually need to talk to me again. With that in mind I let myself begin to drift off to sleep without bothering to wait to for her.
I hadn't quite lost consciousness when my attention was drawn to my door opening with my sister following close behind. I wasn't quite awake enough at that point to move over or acknowledge her without far more effort than I felt like making if she didn't say something first. It turned out not to be necessary anyway as she simply lifted my covers enough to slip under them with me and curl up in an almost impossibly small area of the mattress. My bed wasn't all that big, but she seemed determined not to disturb me and managed to settle in so that our bodies barely touched.
"Good night," I heard her say faintly.
I mumbled something similar in response and within a few moments sleep took me.
****
I dreamt about Monica that night.
It wasn't her at first actually, just an ill-defined image of a girl that I could have sworn I knew but couldn't place. As usual with my dreams I didn't remember all of it later, nor could I necessarily make sense of the things I did recall.
One thing that remained was somehow the girl ended up naked. She didn't mind me looking at her and seemed to want me to touch her too. I was having trouble with that though, I couldn't seem to control where I touched her. My hand would go for her breasts and somehow always end up just below them, or farther down on her tummy. An experimental reach toward the lower areas of her body yielded the same results.
It was around that point that I began to suspect I might be dreaming. Once the thought came to me it became completely obvious that was the case. There were just too many nonsensical things about the whole scenario for it to be otherwise.
As soon as I came to my conclusion and recalled being in bed beside Monica before I'd fallen asleep, the girl became my sister. Maybe that was who she'd been the whole time. Her body still wasn't well defined, and there was no way it could be fully accurate since I hadn't seen it, but the face was definitely hers.
For some reason my hand remained where it had been on the girl's stomach, now my sister's. I couldn't pull it away and she smiled reassuringly as if she didn't want me to. It was too much for me to process however and that was when I woke up.
I was disoriented for a second, not by the room but by the person next to me. It was Monica of course, but somehow we'd gotten closer while we slept and our bodies were pressed against each other. We were spooning actually, when I allowed myself to admit it.
Most problematic for me was my arm was wrapped around her side and had pushed her nightshirt up to just below her breasts. My hand was resting on the exposed skin of her stomach and it became clear then why my actions had been restrained the way they were in my dream. My brain hadn't wanted to make up sensory information when it had perfectly serviceable real information to feed me.
Once I was aware of just how close I was to touching my sister inappropriately it was pretty clear to me I needed to rearrange my position. Getting her shirt back to its original state would be tricky without waking her, but I couldn't very well leave it where it was. Other than her panties she was naked below the hem of her shirt and I didn't want her waking up to that even if she realized that I hadn't done it on purpose.
"Mmm," Monica moaned softly.
She shifted a little and brought her hand up to clasp mine before I could move it.
"Are you awake?" I asked.
She didn't answer right away, and I was almost ready to believe she was still asleep when she spoke.
"Yes," she said.
"How long?"
"I dunno, few minutes. Something like that."
"I didn't mean to, you know, with your shirt and all."
"I know, you were sleeping. Thought you were awake at first, then I realized you weren't."
Monica wasn't giving the slightest indication of minding, plus if she'd been awake then she'd moved her hand on purpose.
"If you let go I can roll over, give you some space," I said.
"Why? I like this. Feels nice being close. Doesn't it?"
It did feel nice. I was only wearing a pair of shorts and with Monica's shirt pulled out of the way I could feel a lot of her skin pressed against mine. Warm, soft skin.
"That's not the point," I said.
She didn't answer right away, but then moved her hand away from mine allowing me to break contact with her if I chose.
"Do you want me to leave?" she asked.
I didn't want her to leave, but that raised the question of what exactly I was trying to accomplish.
"No," I said.
"Good."
"Maybe you should fix your shirt though, just so it's not all bunched up at the top."
It was a weak excuse for my request, but I was hoping Monica would just accept it for what it was. She shifted and raised her arms to grab her shirt, but instead of pulling it back down tugged it over her head and discarded it.
"That so wasn't what I meant and you know it," I said.
"I know, but I like you holding me like this. I want to be able to feel you."
Well, she could feel me all right. Except for around our waists we were both naked and spooning snugly against each other. I suppose I could have rolled away at any time if I really wanted to, but I didn't.
Monica replaced her hand to cover mine and held it tightly where it lay on her tummy. She fully intended for us to spend the night like that.
"This isn't going to work," I said.
"Why not?"
"Because sister or not, you're still a girl and you don't have nearly enough clothes on right now."
I didn't know if she could feel it yet or not, but she soon would. The close proximity of her nearly-naked body was affecting me as I had been worried it would even before she'd abandoned her shirt. I couldn't control myself well enough to prevent my cock from starting to harden and poke into her butt.
Monica wiggled her ass experimentally and elicited a small groan from me at the sensations that sent through my growing erection. It was like she didn't believe I'd really have that kind of reaction to her.
"Do you... need to take care of it?" she asked softly. "Would it be okay then?"
"Maybe, but I can't do it with you here."
"I won't look," she promised. "You can just do it and then we can go back to sleep. It's not a big deal."
"It kind of is for me."
"Come on, everyone does it. Even I do sometimes."
"Wait, really?"
Monica rolled over in place until she was facing me, for whatever good that did in the dark.
"What, did you think I didn't?" she asked. "I know I'm your little sister, but do you really think I'm that innocent?"
"I... never thought about it I guess."
"No, you wouldn't have."
I didn't know what else to say, and with Monica's changed position I couldn't even settle back in properly without risking touching her somewhere inappropriate. Finally she shifted again and I felt her hand feeling its way over my hip.
"Monica? What are you doing?" I said.
"Well you're being difficult and I don't want to have to leave."
"That doesn't mean...."
I faltered as my train of thought was rudely interrupted. My sisters fingers had closed over my cock through the material of my shorts and squeezed gently.
"Please," she whispered. "Just so we can go back to sleep, that's all."
Her words weren't doing nearly as much to persuade me as her hand was. It didn't matter what argument she made there was no way I should be letting my little sister get me off, but the feelings she was producing in me through my cock....
"Just so we can sleep," I repeated.
"Right, and then we don't have to ever think about it again. We can forget it ever happened."
I seriously doubted that I'd forget something like this, yet I still made no move to stop it. Not even when she reached under my shorts and grabbed my cock directly, skin against skin. The only concession I made to the situation was to roll onto my back and give her better access.
Monica stroked me for a couple minutes, seeming to gain confidence in what she was doing as time went by. She was no hurry however, regardless of what she might have said, and her hand's movements were slow and deliberate. It wasn't going to get me off anytime soon, but it felt amazing.
"Gotta be careful or I'll be all worked up by the time I'm done with you," Monica said.
"Might have to take care of yourself too then," I said.
"You'd be okay with that?"
"Can't be any weirder than... this."
"Um, it might be actually."
She let go of me and raised herself onto her knees. Suddenly there was light in the room as she turned on my lamp and I blinked rapidly as my eyes adjusted.
The most obvious consequences, and what I immediately focused on, was that my sister's almost-naked body became visible. Whether that was the point of turning the light on or not, Monica was just as aware of the fact as I was. She chewed nervously on her lip as she waited for the reaction she knew she was going to get from me, not all that confident as to what kind of reaction it would be.
"Why'd you do that?" I asked.
"So we could see. Do you want me to turn it back off?"
"No, I think I like being able to see right now."
I got a shy smile out of Monica and I reached out to place my hand on her leg. I ran my fingers over her hip and up to her stomach, tracing the soft curves of her body.
"You mean that?" she said.
"Yeah, I do. I don't know how it took me so long to figure out you grew up. You're not just a little girl anymore."
"I know, I got boobies and everything. You were always being too much of a brother to notice."
"Sorry. I'm noticing now though."
"You'd kind of have to."
She had a point; it didn't matter who it was, if they were topless and as close as she was I would notice. It was different with her though. My thoughts went back to when we'd kissed and combined with the current image she presented I was having to reevaluate my opinion of her quite significantly. It was impossible to continue thinking of her in a completely platonic way when she was invoking feelings in me that a little sister simply shouldn't be capable of.
As I was focusing on Monica's chest, she had been eyeing the rather prominent tent in my shorts that was no longer hidden by my blanket. She reached toward it, then stopped herself part way.
"Can I?" she asked.
I nodded affirmatively and she leaned over me again and slowly pulled the waistband of my shorts over my erection until it sprang free. Her eyes widened as it came into view as though it was somehow not what she expected. Whatever the case she repositioned herself straddling one of my legs and resumed stroking my cock.
As she settled in above me she lowered herself until she was very nearly sitting on my leg. This had the effect of putting her pussy in contact with me and gradually she started rubbing against me. I had no idea if that had been a conscious decision or if she was just going with it.
Monica's panties became noticeably damp as the minutes passed, but I questioned whether it was going to be enough to get her off. It seemed like she wasn't really committing enough to satisfy either herself or me and was still kind of hesitant about the whole thing. Not that I could blame her.
"I don't think this is going to work," I said.
"I know, but I can't... I don't want to make it too weird."
"It's a little late for that, just do what you have to."
She nodded and tentatively shifted her body so that her knees were on either side of my hips. Her panties were so close to my cock, and when she moved just a little I felt the material brush against me.
"Is this okay?" she asked.
"I'd have a hard time saying no to anything at this point."
"Yeah, but...."
Monica trailed off as she pressed her crotch firmly against mine and for a few moments neither of us could speak. The feeling of her grinding gently on my cock was way more intense than anything up until now and didn't leave my brain much capacity for anything else.
As her pace increased she leaned forward to brace herself on her arms, which put her breasts much closer to my face. I couldn't help it, I was completely enthralled by my sister's body and the ways it moved and felt. I cupped one breast delicately in my palm, then more firmly when she didn't object.
While I touched her and explored formerly unavailable areas of her body Monica was grinding more and more frantically on my cock. Way before I expected it she gave a small whimper and her whole frame shivered in what I could only assume was her cumming. She took a moment to recover, then looked at me a little sheepishly.
"Guess this still isn't really helping you so much," she said.
"That's okay," I said.
She didn't look all that stable above me, her arms shaking slightly in the aftermath of her orgasm. With a hand on her shoulder I guided her to roll off me onto her back, giving her some time to recover. I sat up and took the opportunity to finish removing my shorts. Monica watched me closely, but didn't move from where she lay as I crawled down between her legs.
The front of her panties was soaked and looked uncomfortable for her to continue wearing for much longer. Plus I wanted them out of the way for my own purposes anyway. I watched for any sign of reluctance from my sister, but she only adjusted her legs to make my job easier as I grasped the waistband of her panties and started pulling them down.
I forced myself not to look until I had the last remaining piece of clothing between us fully removed, but couldn't hold out any longer than that. Her pussy was red and puffy from all the recent activity, and so clearly still in a state of arousal. I was drawn to it uncontrollably and reached out with the very tips of my fingers to touch it softly.
Monica shifted self-consciously at all the attention I was giving to her most private area and I finally looked back up at her reassuringly. Once I met her eyes however I found I didn't have the words I wanted and instead kissed her, putting all the love and affection I could into it as a substitute for my inadequate vocabulary.
I felt my sister's arms wrapping around my back as we kissed, pulling me to her as tightly as she could. Almost involuntarily my hips started rocking and sliding my cock just barely across the slit of her pussy. She was so wet the experience was nearly frictionless and I knew it wasn't going to be enough to get off.
As my strokes got longer the head of my cock was being drawn back farther and farther until it finally slipped and nestled itself between Monica's pussy lips, begging to be allowed in. I stopped instantly and stared at my sister, knowing that this was definitely going too far but unable to pull away on my own.
"It's okay," she whispered.
There was no doubt or hesitation there at all. At that moment she probably would have done anything I asked, and for that matter I would have done the same for her.
Monica was still clutching me tightly and all it took was giving in to her and gravity, allowing myself to be pulled down and my cock to slide farther into her pussy. I worried that I might be putting too much of my weight on her, but she refused to let go so there wasn't much I could do.
Our bodies were more than capable of taking over at that point, our hips beginning to move practically of their own accord to bury me deeper inside my sister. Her pussy was so tight, so warm, and so much better that anything I'd ever experienced. What I felt then was far more than an urge to fuck, it was a desire to be connected to her as intimately as humanly possible.
All I could hear was her ragged breathing in my ear and the occasional soft moan. All I could feel was her body underneath me and her hands on my back. For a few precious moments Monica was my whole world and everything else could have ceased to exist for all I cared.
It wouldn't last though, I was too far gone for that. I was going to cum soon and nothing was going to stop it short of pulling out completely, but I had nowhere near the willpower for that even if Monica would let me.
Instead of fighting it I let it happen, pumping my hips harder and more urgently through those final moments. Then I was cumming, still buried deep inside my sister's pussy as my semen emptied into her.
It took everything I had left not to simply collapse on top of her as I finished. Monica still refused to let go of me despite me struggling to lift some of my weight off of her.
"Let go just for a second baby," I said. "Just for a second."
Slowly and with obvious reluctance she did as I asked and I rolled off her onto the bed. She immediately attached herself to me again, curling up against my chest as though losing contact with me even for a second was too much to bear. I had no objection and allowed her to settle in while I recovered. There was long period of near-silence before Monica finally broke it minutes later.
"It'll still be okay tomorrow, right?" she said. "This isn't going to ruin everything is it?"
"Everything will be fine," I said. "I promise. I'm not going to let anything happen to us, all right?"
"Okay. 'Cept we're kinda not brother and sister anymore, not the same way we were. We just did something brothers and sisters don't do."
"So what? There's nothing out there that can stop me being your brother. Nothing."
"But-"
I kissed her before she could get anything else out and held it until she relaxed and I was pretty sure she'd given up on arguing the point. When I looked at her again she only met my gaze for a moment before closing her eyes.
"Good night," I said.
"Night," she replied sleepily.
My lamp was still on and I couldn't reach it without moving Monica so I left it. The light it gave allowed me to watch my sister as she slowly fell asleep beside me. I struggled to stay awake as long as possible, but eventually I gave in as well and the two of us spent the rest of the night tangled together in each other's arms.
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I examined myself briefly in the mirror before leaving my room, instinctively making sure I looked okay even though I had no plans for anyone getting a good look at me. I smoothed out my old, slightly-too-big shirt but couldn't quite get rid of the wrinkles from where it had been balled up in my drawer for too long. Before the temptation to change became too strong I jerked my gaze away from my reflection and walked out into the hallway. My outfit was specifically chosen for being easy to get in and out of and me not having any particular desire to keep it clean. I didn't want to change that just because of a brief impulse of vanity.
Lisa, my roommate, was in the kitchen as I went by and saw me before I could slip past. She followed me to the front door of our apartment and caught up as I put on my sneakers.
"Are you going out again?" she asked, despite the answer being obvious.
"Yeah," I said.
"Dammit Amy, one of these days you're going to tell me where you go. I'll find out on my own if I have to."
I knew she'd been getting increasingly curious lately, and I would have been too in her position. Where exactly did a twenty-year-old girl go in the evening on a semi-regular basis dressed like it was always laundry day? Nowhere I could think of, making a cover story fairly difficult. So far she hadn't pushed too hard, but that wouldn't last forever.
"I'll tell you some day," I promised. "Just not right now."
"Yeah yeah, you keep saying that."
Lisa rolled her eyes, but turned away and let me go without further comment. I really did want to tell her, I just didn't know how. Plus I was kind of worried she'd think it was too weird.
Shrugging to myself I left the apartment and headed for the nearby park that was my usual destination. It was starting to get dark out and was almost at the perfect level of light for my purposes. I still needed to be able to see, but the less clearly anyone else could the better.
As I was hoping the park wasn't too busy when I got there, but had a few people visible here and there. Too many people around and I'd have to give up for the night; no one around made things too easy.
I attracted no attention as I made my way down one of the main paths and eventually turned off onto a familiar but seldom used side route. My hiding spot was as deserted as it always was, a large tree blocking the view from anyone walking by and giving me a place to leave my clothes.
I loved the feeling I got just before I started to strip, that sense of nervous excitement that only intensified as my shirt came off followed closely by my pants. I had nothing on underneath and was quickly naked except for my socks and sneakers. This was what I couldn't tell Lisa, what I couldn't tell anybody really. How was I supposed to say "oh by the way I like being naked in public"?
Maybe public was too strong a word. I didn't actually want anyone to see me, I just wanted the threat of it happening. Hence the park at a time of day when the number of people I had to dodge was fairly low.
Peeking out from behind my safety tree I confirmed that there was no one in sight and stepped back onto the trail. There was a slight breeze that played over my skin as I moved, making me tingle delightfully in places that were normally covered. My nipples stiffened almost immediately at the combination of the slightly cool air and the excitement of the situation.
Taking a deep breath I walked back to the junction with the path I'd left earlier. I tried to move normally, always tricky when I wanted to be looking everywhere at once and jump for cover at the slightest sound.
I froze as I heard talking from up ahead and glanced to either side to make sure I had somewhere to hide if I had to, but the voices passed quickly and I decided they must not be coming my way. I crept forward cautiously until I reached a point where I could just make out two guys walking away from me in no particular hurry. After giving them a generous head start I followed in the same general direction since they were headed the way I'd been planning on going anyway.
I was even more alert as I continued down the more traveled path. There was an increased chance of someone coming along, plus overhead lights every so often which made me far too visible as I passed under them. They did add to the fun along with the risk however.
Already my pussy was getting wet and I knew from past experience that if I went long enough it would start dripping down the inside of my legs without even being touched. Sometimes when I thought about it I couldn't understand why simply being exposed like this was enough to affect me in ways that nothing else ever had, but the fact was that it did. The best orgasms I'd ever had were the direct results of my recently discovered exhibitionist streak.
There was a guy coming toward me from the opposite direction, but I had plenty of time to duck behind a tree before he got close enough to see anything. I felt a weird sense of disappointment as he passed by without so much as suspecting anything and I almost wished he would have made things a little harder for me.
Once his footsteps faded away and he was unlikely to turn around and see me I reached down and stroked my fingers around the edges of my pussy. It was an okay spot to masturbate and I'd made do with worse before, but I held off for the moment. I was hoping for a close call that really got my adrenaline going and made the resulting orgasm so much more intense. It wasn't always possible to get that since it all came down to luck, but when it happened it was so, so worth it.
I smiled as I remembered the time a woman had stopped for a cigarette by the tree I'd chosen to hide behind. I'd been so afraid she'd discover me eventually and I'd had to flatten myself to the ground and crawl away, hoping that I could get far enough away without being spotted. As far as I knew I got away clean, but just the thought of how close it had been was enough to fuel my imagination for several nights afterward.
As I continued onward I came to an area where the path skirted around a small lake. It was one of my favorite stretches to walk because the trees thinned out and cover became more scarce, making the experience that much scarier and more thrilling. The option of jumping into the water to escape being seen was the only reason I could justify the risk to myself, though that was a more extreme measure than I liked. Plus it wasn't exactly subtle.
There were benches spaced irregularly along the path, but they were seldom used at this time of day. Sitting and admiring your surroundings lost some of its appeal when you couldn't actually see all that much. Despite that, as I approached one bench I picked out two people sitting in it facing away from the path and out over the lake. They were near a light which would expose me completely as I passed, and I'd be close enough they wouldn't even need it. On the other hand, they weren't looking.
I kept walking as my breathing grew unsteady and my stomach fluttered nervously. Soon I would be close enough that if one of them turned they'd see me and realize exactly how unclothed I was.
I had no idea how I forced my legs to keep moving forward or how I stopped myself from turning around right there. Every sensible part of my brain was yelling at me to back off and head a different direction, seeming to get louder the closer I got. With every step I fully expected one of them to glance at me, even just briefly. As soon as they did they'd notice that I was naked and tell the other. I'd have two people staring at me and my fully exposed body. Just the thought sent an almost painful throb through my clit. This was exactly the sort of situation I craved even if it terrified me beyond all reason while it was happening.
Sooner than I would have expected I was beyond the couple and had once again reached a temporary safe zone with no one around. To them I must have just been another set of footsteps passing by since they apparently had absolutely no interest in my presence.
The next step was to find somewhere with a modicum of privacy. My pussy was begging for stimulation and I felt as though the inside of my thighs were completely coated with my juices, though I knew it couldn't be that bad in reality. My clit too was threatening to force me to the ground where I stood, anything just as long as I touched it soon.
The first real possibility was the next park bench I came to, once again facing away from the path and also not particularly near any sources of light. It was questionable whether it would actually hide me from any curious eyes, but I was at a point where that didn't matter to me.
I slipped onto the bench and immediately spread my legs, pressing my fingers hard against my aching clit. In a matter of seconds I came and sighed happily at finally experiencing some relief. I didn't stop there and kept my fingers busy on my pussy and clit as I worked up to a second orgasm following close behind my first.
Cumming twice was enough for me to settle down a little and for my movements to become less urgent. I lazily stroked my pussy lips as I recovered from back-to-back orgasms, then brought my hand up to my face. My fingers were covered in my girl-cum as I expected, and I brought them unhesitatingly to my mouth. Tasting myself wasn't all that common for me, but I liked to do it sometimes when I was really turned on. And I was definitely turned on.
After sucking my fingers somewhat clean I dropped them right back down to my pussy again. I was calmer this time, and more controlled. I teased myself a little, circling around the areas that most wanted my touch and only gradually approaching them.
While I played with myself I thought back to the feeling of walking by that couple on the bench. They couldn't have been more than a few feet away at the closest point, close enough that they would have seen absolutely everything had they bothered to look. I tried to recapture the exact sensations of fear and excitement that I'd experienced, though of course it was impossible to do from the relative safety of my current position.
I was focused intensely enough on my thoughts and getting off again that I wasn't paying any attention to my surroundings. The sound of a voice approaching suddenly pulled me back to the real world and I whipped my head around toward the noise. There was a guy on a cell phone coming toward me on the path and already was close enough that if I moved he'd definitely notice me.
My mind raced through my options as I stared like an idiot before finally remembering to turn back around in my seat. As best I could I tried to sit still and act like nothing was strange about me, like there was nothing to see and her should just move along. The back of the bench protected me somewhat and I tried to slide down a little farther as inconspicuously as I could. I couldn't run without exposing myself, I just had to hope the guy was distracted enough by his conversation that he wouldn't look twice at me.
He got closer and closer, his words changing from indistinct mumbles to sentences that I could make out clearly mixed with pauses as whoever was on the other end responded. I didn't dare turn to look again, I only had my ears to gauge his movement. I waited for his footsteps to falter or for him to say something that let me know he'd picked up on my state of undress. If her did, I'd have to run for it and hope he didn't see my face. I'd still be seen but it wouldn't be as bad as it could be. As he passed by me at the closest point I held my breath and willed my heart to stop beating so damn loud, as if it was going to give me away somehow.
Then he was past me and continuing on without acknowledging my presence in the slightest. When I was sure it was safe I finally glanced up again and saw that cell phone guy was far enough away that, short of him turning around and coming back, I was safe.
My shoulders sagged in relief and my breath came out in one long sigh while my heart rate slowly gave up trying to set a new record. Now that it was over my terrified emotional state quickly gave way to horniness. I had been so, so close to being caught that time with absolutely no way out except to just sit where I was and hope. That was exactly the sort of thing I wanted and already my clit was pleading to be touched again.
It was like those two orgasms I'd just had moments ago didn't count and I was back at square one. My need to cum was as intense as ever and except for my wrist being a little tired I may as well have dreamed that I had masturbated already.
Ignoring any protests from my arm I frigged myself fast and hard with my eyes closed and my mouth open, allowing me to breathe as freely as possible. Any number of people could have come along in those next few minutes and I never would have known, my only was concern was building myself up to orgasm and crashing down onto the waves of pleasure that coursed through my body.
If not for my physical limitations I could have been there for hours. As it was my fingers grew tired and my pussy lips sore long before that. I lay panting on the hard surface of the bench recovering for a while afterward before finally dragging myself to my feet and trying to remember which way I had come from.
I was drained and still quite naked with full dark rapidly closing in, but I was happy. I almost started whistling as I trekked back to my clothes and only barely had enough awareness left to realize it might not be a very clever thing to do.
Only one other person passed me as I walked back and it hardly even seemed worth the effort of hiding, though I did anyway out of what little sense of self-preservation was still functioning. I was completely unprepared for what I found as I approached the tree where I'd left my clothing.
I almost walked straight into whoever it was without even realizing he was there, but heard the sounds of movement just in time to change course. As I peeked carefully at the scene before me my brain kicked back into gear and my heart sank. There was a figure, it looked like a man, with a dog on a leash and poking experimentally at the pile I'd left there. Fucking dog, I'd never even considered that one of them may have sniffed out my clothes and gone to investigate. What were they even doing going for a walk at this time of day?
I was looking for something to blame for my own lack of foresight and I knew it, but what else could I do other than watch helplessly? I always knew there was a chance I wouldn't be able to retrieve my clothes, I'd just never followed the thought far enough to have a backup plan. Fortunately I had nothing of value in my pockets, nothing to identify me either, and the shirt and pants themselves were expendable. My problem was how the fuck was I going to get back to my apartment without them?
Sure enough as the dog-walker stood up he took my clothes with him and pulled his dog along with him. I think the dog actually caught on that I was there, luckily it wasn't allowed further exploring or I'd have had to run away from it on top of everything else.
I slunk away from the scene with no destination in mind and no idea what to do. I had options, but none of them particularly appealed to me. The best ones were probably just to try getting home undetected, or accost one of the people still hanging around the area and beg a sweater or something, just enough that I wouldn't be completely naked. The latter option meant I would definitely be seen and there was no way around it, the former gave me a chance of success although it was far too slim for my liking. Plus if I had to get to the door of my apartment it would mean risking running into someone I lived next to rather than a stranger I might never have to see again.
I wandered for a while, no plan, no clothes, and starting to get legitimately scared in a way that wasn't nearly as sexy anymore. I tried to take deep breaths and remind myself that even if someone did see me it wasn't exactly the end of the world, but it didn't help that much.
Whether through sheer luck or because my subconscious was an absolute genius in disguise, I ended up near the couple on the bench I'd passed earlier. They were still exactly where I'd left them and I fully intended just to go by again and pay no attention when my eye caught something. Draped over the back of the bench was something that looked remarkably like a jacket. I stood frozen in place as I stared at the holy grail of my current existence, a way out of the situation I'd stupidly gotten into. It still wouldn't be foolproof, nor was it entirely ethical, but it was the very best chance I had.
I crept up behind them, focusing on being quiet rather than staying hidden since that was impossible anyway, until I was only a few feet away. That jacket was just lying there waiting for me and all I had to do was reach out and take it. The question was could I do it without being noticed.
My backup plan was simply to grab and run, but before that I wanted to at least try getting away clean. If I could somehow manage to do this silently there was a very good chance they wouldn't even know I'd been there until they got up to leave.
As carefully as I could I shuffled forward a little more and reached out to grasp the jacket. It made almost no noise sliding against the wooden back of the bench, but almost no noise is not the same as no noise. I saw the guy start to turn before I was completely finished and I immediately broke out plan B.
He must have seen me, both of them probably, but I'll never know for sure. I fled for all I was worth without once looking back or letting go of my prize. It was dark enough now that dodging around trees and uneven ground was quite a stupid thing to be doing, on the other hand it beat the alternative as far as I was concerned.
I don't think I was actually chased at all, I heard no sign of pursuit and when I finally stopped running I was as alone as I could hope for. I stood panting for a few moments, then broke into an uncontrollable giggling fit of sheer relief. Sure that couple may have gotten to see my naked ass as I was running away, but I was otherwise nearly home-free. And there was no way they would have known who I was anyway.
After the trouble I'd gone through it was time to try on the jacket. It fit me, which was a good start, and it covered what it needed to, although it wasn't quite long enough for me to be truly comfortable. If I didn't keep it tugged down as far as it would go it had a tendency to ride up and expose my butt. It obviously wasn't meant to go down too much below the waist, but If I kept my hands in the pockets and pulled downward constantly I found I could walk without acting too abnormally.
It wasn't a particularly long way back to where I'd originally entered the park, and once I made it that far I was leaving the safety of the relatively deserted park. Not that the streets were all that busy either, but there were cars going by every now and then, and the occasional pedestrian as well. The drivers wouldn't have a chance to get a good look at me and the jacket would protect me from their casual glances, it was anyone sharing the sidewalk with me I'd have to worry about.
Perversely, as I made my way back to my apartment I started getting horny again. The knowledge that I was barely covered down to below my crotch and that anyone getting too close would pick up on that was almost as bad as not having anything on at all as far as my pussy was concerned. As I dodged across the street to avoid someone walking toward me I could feel the effect my pussy juices once again flowing and threatening to embarrass me further if I wasn't careful.
A car honked as it passed by me and I didn't dare look up to see if I was the cause or not. I tugged down a little more firmly on my jacket in case it was sliding up my butt again and trudged onward with my head down and my eyes scanning the path ahead for any obstacles.



After what seemed like an excruciatingly long time I made it to my front door. I'd been far luckier than I deserved that none of the neighbors had decided to pop outside inconveniently as I went by, and now all I had to do was get inside. The door was locked as I expected, but Lisa should still be in. I hoped.
I knocked on the door a little louder than I intended, finally realizing just how fucked I was if my roommate had decided to go out for the night unexpectedly. I knocked again frantically while looking around wildly to make sure I was still alone. Just before I tried a third time the door swung open and I experienced a huge wave of relief.
"Alright, alright. I'm...."
Lisa stopped short as she caught sight of me and trailed off with whatever rebuking statement she had prepared for me.
"Can I come in?" I asked when she didn't move to let me by at first.
"Oh, yeah. Right."
I gratefully slipped by Lisa into the apartment as she closed the door and kicked off my sneakers.
"Should I even ask?" she said, eyeing me critically.
I was half-naked, wearing someone else's jacket, and my damn pussy was beginning to seriously lubricate the inside of my thighs again. There wasn't a single story I could hope to give her that would explain it all away.
On the other hand, I was feeling good. I'd gotten off enough times already that night to probably make a new personal best, and the disaster I'd seen coming hadn't happened. All the worrying I'd done about what Lisa's reaction would be if she ever found out what I was doing just didn't seem like a big deal at that moment.
"Tell you what," I said. "Let me go get changed and I'll tell you all about it."
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I was in my last year of university when I met Mel. I was already pretty comfortably a lesbian by then and she wasn't exactly the first girl I'd been with, but she was the first one I ever really loved.
It didn't happen right away, for a while we were just having a good time and she slowly grew on me. When she asked me to move in with her after I finished up with school I said yes immediately, not even caring about the logistics. It was the best decision I ever made.
The job I got into was not what I spent four years of my life working toward, in many ways it wasn't great. But coming home to Mel every night made me not care about that. Things were pretty good for me, and then Mel's sister changed everything. Not on purpose or anything, but it made me realize that my existence wasn't as fixed as I thought.
Mel and me were in bed one night when the subject first came up.
"Hey Jen, you remember Cindy?" she asked me.
"Mm-hm," I replied, not paying all that much attention.
As was not uncommon for us we were both completely naked and I was busy tracing patterns on her tummy with my finger. I loved her body, her soft, perfect skin, and I took more opportunities to explore it than strictly necessary. If I concentrated I probably could have recalled any given detail about her from the mental image so carefully constructed in my head right down to the tiny scar on her leg from when she was a kid. It was hardly a proper substitute when I had her right next to me however.
"Would it be okay if she stayed with us for a few days?" Mel asked. "Maybe a week or something, I'm not really sure yet."
I dragged myself from my invisible finger-painting and tried to focus on the question.
"Wait, Cindy who?"
"My sister," Mel said. "I'm pretty sure I've told you about her."
"Yeah, I just wasn't sure that's who you were talking about."
I rested my head on Mel's tummy like a pillow since my finger was no longer using the space. If it didn't make getting a blanket across both of us so awkward it probably would have long since become one of my favorite sleeping positions.
"She just turned nineteen you know," Mel said. "I can tell she's getting antsy still being at home with mom and dad, I know I was more than ready to leave at her age. I thought it'd be nice to let her get away at least for a little bit."
I realized I hadn't actually answered the question and was being prodded for an answer.
"Oh it's fine with me," I said. "She can stay as long as she wants as long as she doesn't mind seeing her sister making out with another chick all the time."
"That's what I thought. I'll call her tomorrow and tell her. You have to try and be good though okay?"
"Awww."
I pouted and gave Mel my best puppy dog eyes which only made her roll her eyes and giggle at me.
"Aright, maybe not that good. But just, you know."
"Yeah, I'm just teasing. I'm not going to do anything to try and freak out your baby sister."
"Thank you."
"Although," I continued thoughtfully. "I do remember her being kind of cute in those pictures you showed me. Do you think she's into girls too?"
"Stop that right now," Mel said sternly. I was surprised she kept a straight face as well as she did, using that voice on me usually made her crack up.
"Or what? You gonna spank me 'til I stop being so naughty?"
"I might if I thought you wouldn't just enjoy it."
Her eyes shone mischievously and I wouldn't have put it past her to spank me anyway, but we were both too comfortable lying where we were for it to be all that likely.
"Your sister does know about us though doesn't she?" I asked as the question occurred to me.
"Yeah, she's pretty well the only one in my family who does. I don't know if mom would believe me even if I told her straight out you know?" Mel smiled faintly, and a little sadly too. "Cindy's cool though, we've always been able to tell each other... stuff. I guess sometimes I still think she needs protecting since she's my little sister, but she doesn't really. I just... I don't want to push our relationship on her too fast when she gets her."
"I understand, I'll do my best. Though you know as well as I do that doesn't always mean that much."
"Thanks baby."
I shifted somewhat reluctantly from my position and kissed Mel lovingly before settling down beside her. She pulled the covers up over us and together we fell asleep.
****
It was about a week later when Cindy arrived. I didn't go with Mel to pick her up, but I was there to greet the two of them when they got back.
What struck me immediately about Cindy was how much the pictures I'd seen didn't do her justice. She was way cuter than I expected, I'd almost go as far as adorable. She looked eerily like a slightly younger version of my girlfriend, which made sense since they were sisters, but she had her own unique features as well. Notably her impish grin that never seemed to vanish from her face for too long.
Mel was the first through the door as they arrived, towing a largish bag with her that must have been her sister's. Cindy was right behind and as I prepared to say hi for the first time she dropped what she was carrying and hugged me firmly, no hint of self-consciousness at the gesture whatsoever despite never having met me before.
She held it longer than would have been comfortable with most people, particularly near-strangers, but in her case it didn't seem at all awkward. More problematic was how embarrassingly good she felt pressed against me. I'd only been joking to Mel about being into her little sister, all of a sudden it wasn't quite as much of a joke anymore.
"You must be my new sister-in-law," Cindy said as she finally let go of me.
"Uh, not quite. But yeah, more or less I suppose."
I looked to Mel for backup, but she offered none seeming far too amused by my reaction for that.
"Awesome, you're way prettier than I was expecting."
I had no idea how to respond to that, but Mel took pity on me this time and interrupted.
"Come on, let's get your stuff to your room," Mel said. "You can tease my girlfriend later."
"'Kay," Cindy said.
The two of them moved past me toward the spare bedroom with Cindy's bags dragging behind. I couldn't help noticing Cindy looked just as good from behind, her jeans seemed tighter than necessary and only barely concealed what appeared to be an unfairly perfect butt.
All the time I'd been with Mel and the first girl to cause such conflicting thoughts in my head would have to be her sister. What the fuck was that about? Unless it just had to do with how much they reminded me of each other, that was a possibility to consider.
I gave the two sisters a couple minutes on their own, then followed them to the bedroom to see what they were up to. If they wanted some privacy while they caught up that was fine, but I thought it wouldn't hurt just to make sure. It would be nice to know if I would be expected to hang around or if I may as well find something to occupy myself for a while.
The door was pushed half shut and as I opened it the sight that greeted me was Cindy with her shirt off while Mel stood behind her adjusting her sister's bra-strap.
"Oh, sorry," I said. "I didn't know you were...."
"That's okay," Cindy said. "I was just telling Mel about how my boobs seem to be getting bigger recently. My bras are getting kinda tight, might have to get new ones."
"And we can go while we're here if you want, but maybe you should put your shirt back on for now," Mel said, stepping away from Cindy and taking a seat on the bed.
"Right, 'cause I'm sure Jen hasn't seen breasts before," Cindy teased, directing her gaze meaningfully at Mel's chest.
Whatever else she might be, uncomfortable with her sister's choice of relationship she wasn't. Either that or she was faking it really well. It seemed Mel's concern that she might freak out were completely unnecessary.
"Maybe I just don't want her perving on you," Mel countered.
"Why would you care about that? Unless... are you worried that my boobs are bigger than yours now? What do you think?" Cindy asked as she turned back to me and stuck out her chest a little more.
"I don't know," I said, pretending to consider the question carefully. "It might be easier to tell if you too off the bra too."
I easily ducked under the pillow that Mel lobbed at my head, having anticipated the act before she even moved. She shook her head in exasperation at Cindy and me, but more for show than because she was really upset. I think she was probably relieved at how quickly the three of us seemed to be getting along. Things could have gotten ugly if Cindy decided she didn't like me or something.
****
Whether Cindy was naturally flirty or if there really was something to her casual teasing I didn't know. What I did know was consciously or not, Mel's little sister kept putting thoughts in my head the whole time I spent with her for what was left of that day.
Her casual attitude toward me seeing her shirtless was one thing, since she clearly couldn't have planned me walking in on that, but some of the other stuff made me wonder. She seemed to like stretching or bending over given half a chance, and didn't mind turning the conversation sexual even just through the means of a dirty joke. Nothing was overt though, leaving me unsure of her intentions. It was kind of an awkward thing to ask Mel about too, since if I was just seeing things then all I'd be doing is letting her know I was thinking inappropriate thoughts about her sister.
By bedtime I was pretty worked up on a low, background level. Ready to jump Mel at the first opportunity, but not soaking through my jeans or anything. As the two of us undressed I had my eye on my girlfriend more than usual and I think she realized it. She took longer to remove her clothes than necessary, and she paused before taking off her shirt to brush out her hair in front of the mirror. She was naked from the waist down and knew damn well I was staring at her ass the whole time.
When she finally finished stripping and slipped into bed I was on her instantly, kissing her initially on the lips then working my way down. I stopped around her breasts, a common distraction point for me, and sucked eagerly on one of her nipples.
"Mmm, something's gotten into you tonight," Mel said.
"Mm-hm," I replied, not willing to give up my fun for the sake of conversation.
"I knew you were perving on my sister, I thought even you would be a little more subtle about it."
"She totally started it," I said since Mel apparently was going to insist on talking. "Did you even see her this evening?"
"You think I look at her that way?" she countered.
"Well... I don't know, do you?" I was taking a risk, but I wanted to see what her reaction would be. "You were living her with her for a long time after all, maybe you know exactly what I'm talking about."
"She's my sister," Mel said flatly.
"Yeah, your sexy little sister who seems to know precisely the kind of effect she can have on someone if she wants to."
"I-"
"Who could blame you really? If she was my sister I know I might have some thoughts like that. It's okay if you do, I wouldn't mind."
I traced my fingers feather-soft over her tummy working slowly, but consistently, lower. Mel's hips arched upward toward me as I drew near to her pussy, but I didn't go there quite yet.
"You don't think it's weird?" Mel said quietly.
"Maybe it is, who cares? We've all got dirty thoughts and things we don't want people to know. It's not like it's hurting anyone."
She stayed silent, but she had told me enough already. She definitely did think about her sister in ways she wasn't supposed to, her own sister! Just the idea was enough to send shivers down my spine. I'd toyed with sister on sister fantasies before on a purely theoretical level, but to have it hit so much closer to reality was a different story.
Mel moaned appreciatively as I moved my hand to her pussy, stroking the smooth skin and feeling the wetness already building. I tongued her breasts a little more while I fingered her, then moved my mouth to her ear to whisper directly into it.
"Did you ever think about her while you masturbated?" I asked. "Did you ever get off to her?"
Mel had closed her eyes and gave me what was not quite a negative shake of her head, a false protest to my questions.
"You can pretend I'm her if you want," I said, my lips brushing against her as I leaned in as close as possible to her ear.
Her hips bucked involuntarily against my palm and I knew that despite her refusal to admit to it, she was getting just as turned on as I was by this new fantasy. Or maybe not so new for her.
I once again moved down Mel's body, this time not taking any detours and making straight for her pussy. She was visibly wet, as I had already determined by touch, and the scent of her arousal threatened to take away what control I had. My first instinct was almost always just to dive in and start licking, but that wouldn't accomplish my goals as well as a more purposeful approach.
I teased the edges of her pussy with my tongue briefly, then pressed a finger against her wet slit. Just the bucking of her hips was nearly enough to push my finger inside without me even helping. I let her try to fuck herself on my hand for a moment before relenting and giving her what she really wanted. Mel whined pitifully as I withdrew contact with her pussy, but she abruptly stopped when my tongue found her clit.
"Oh fuck yes," Mel breathed as I licked her most sensitive spot.
With the practice I'd gotten since we'd been together I knew exactly what to do to get her off. If I wanted to I could keep her right on the edge nearly indefinitely, or I could have her cumming hard and fast within minutes. I chose a middle ground this time, giving her clit just enough stimulation to slowly build her up to a more powerful orgasm than if I just went all out.
Every part of her body seemed to give me signals as to how far along she was from the tensing of her muscles to the raggedness of her breathing. I knew when she was cumming maybe even before she did and was ready for her hand pressing me harder against her pussy while her whole body arched in pleasure. My only regret was not being able to see her while she came, to me it was one of the most beautiful sights in the world and sometimes I asked her to masturbate for me just so I could see it.
I kept licking until she started coming down and released me from her death-grip, allowing me to sit up and grin at her in satisfaction.
"How was that big sister, did I do okay?" I said, mimicking a little girl voice.
Mel swatted at me playfully, but wasn't able to put much force behind it from her position.
"You're bad," she said. "What am I going to do with you?"
"Anything you want," I replied immediately.
"Mmm, that sounds good."
She finally moved from where she was lying and pushed me onto my back before crawling on top of me. I relaxed and let her take control, surrendering my body to her as she kissed and stroked me to my own orgasm. In the back of mind I noted that she had responded better to the idea of a sister fantasy than I expected, something to remember for the future.
****
I had kind of a rough day at work the next day, more so than usual. Neither Mel or Cindy was around when I got home which I didn't mind since it gave me a little time to myself. Actually I would have liked to curl up on the couch with Mel for the evening, but her sister's presence meant that probably wouldn't happen anyway.
There was no note or anything for me so I didn't know where the girls had gone. For all I knew they might have gone shopping like they were talking about, or maybe they weren't even together and were doing their own things. Either way I didn't have a clue when they'd be back.
I was on my way to get changed when I passed by the bathroom and it occurred to me that I could really go for a nice, long bath. Sure I might get interrupted partway through, but then again I might not.
What I loved about the tub was it was larger than any I was used to, not by a huge amount but enough that two people could easily get in together without being squished. Mel and I had made good use of that fact in the past. It wasn't really the same without her, but it would still be nice just to soak in the warm water for a while and try to forget that I even had a job.
I stripped out of my clothes as I ran the water, adding some bubble bath on a whim while the tub filled. I got it at exactly the perfect temperature where it was so hot I almost couldn't get in at first.
For several minutes I sat slumped down in the tub with my eyes closed and the bubbles I'd added to the water covering me up to my neck. Gradually my mind cleared of the events of the day and wandered onto other things. As was not uncommon for me, some of those things were sexual.
Originally it was simply recalling the events of the previous night and the fun I'd had with Mel. That progressed naturally to me once again analyzing just what her actual thoughts were on her sister. It probably wasn't something even she would understand fully, but I knew there was something interesting there; mainly because she didn't find the idea of viewing Cindy sexually to be completely sick. What that meant I wasn't sure, only that I'd be able to push a little further and see where it went without worrying about upsetting her too much.
It was possible that my girlfriend really had put serious thought into this same subject long before and just didn't want to admit it to me. I didn't like that she'd hide stuff like that from me, but I could understand it in this case. Who wants to admit to perving on their own sister?
My mind eventually wandered onto Cindy herself rather than the questions she raised, and once again I felt a little guilty seeing her the way I did. I reminded myself that Mel didn't seem to mind all that much, and Cindy herself had been encouraging me if anything. Still, an attraction to my girlfriend's little sister had to be treated carefully and left purely as a fantasy. As long as I did have the fantasy though....
I slid one hand between my legs and slowly stroked around the edges of my pussy. I wasn't really masturbating yet, just playing a little as images paraded through my head of Cindy and her overly provocative habits. Even though I'd never seen her naked, I had a reasonable idea what she looked like based on a combination of what I had actually seen and Mel's body, which would almost certainly be fairly similar.
I went through some scenarios mentally of 'accidentally' catching Cindy while she was undressed or her wandering around the house in her underwear just to tease me. The fact that both of those things had already happened in less extreme ways made the fantasies just that little bit more plausible.
Eventually I progressed to picturing Cindy naked on a bed in front of me, waiting for me to do anything I wanted to her. Before I really got anywhere with that I shifted gears and realized as long as it was my imagination, I could be a little more ambitious than that. Instantly the scene changed and instead of me with Cindy, it was Mel. The two sisters naked on the bed together and softly kissing each other while their hands roamed freely. Just the image made me shiver even in the warm bath water.
I was initially going for a nice, slow build up, but that got tossed out pretty quickly as the idea of Mel and Cindy happily fucking each other took over. I rubbed my pussy faster and flicked my thumb over my clit at irregular intervals, my desire to get off having been upgraded to more of a need. Usually simply picturing sexy scenes didn't have nearly that kind of effect on me and I wished I knew exactly what it was that turned me on so much.



Before I got too far I heard the sounds of someone out in the hallway and I slowed my movements as I listened to see if I could tell who it was. There weren't any real clues, no voices or anything, but then the door slowly opened and I knew it must be Mel when it didn't immediately shut again.
"Hey baby, you gonna come join me?" I said, my eyes still closed and my fingers lazily toying with my clit.
Maybe Mel wouldn't have the time to get in the bath with me, but if she did it wouldn't be too hard to convince her to help me out. Having her fingering me was always better than doing it myself. I wondered if she could tell I was playing with myself under the water. She knew me well enough she could probably guess even if she couldn't see.
The sound of clothes coming off and falling to the floor made me smile since I knew it meant I'd get what I wanted after all. I could picture her even without looking, seeing each part of her becoming exposed in my mind as I heard the appropriate article of clothing being removed. It was only when she stepped into the tub that I finally cracked open my eyes.
In hindsight maybe I should have made sure it was actually Mel when she had first come in since, predictably, it wasn't her. That was the second thing I noticed. The first being the pair of breasts that were directly in front of me for a second before vanishing under the obscuring film of bubbles. It didn't really matter though since I wasn't distracted for any significant length of time from the fact that I was now sharing my bath with a very naked Cindy.
"Mmm, it's been a while since I took a bath, always forget how good it feels," she said.
She didn't seem to be having the same mental shut down that I was experiencing, then again why would she since she had clearly known what she was doing whereas I was just now finding out. I couldn't actually see much of her now that she was sitting down, but I knew that there things down there I wanted to see. Not to mention I could feel her legs sliding against mine every time either of us moved. Her wet, slippery, and very naked legs.
"You thought I was Mel, didn't you?" Cindy said after a moment of silence.
Me staring like an idiot with my mouth hanging open probably gave that away even if nothing else did.
"Um, yeah."
"Do you want me to go?"
She asked the question softly, in way that told me she didn't want to leave but would if that was my choice. That would have been the right thing to say at that point I suppose, but I didn't want to. Sure I might have to worry about how Mel would react if she found out, on the other hand the second sexiest girl I knew was naked in the bath with me and seemed perfectly happy there.
"No," I said.
"Good."
That seemed to be enough for her and it left me with only the problem of figuring out what she wanted. Maybe she just decided to spend some time with me and didn't care that the setting wasn't really typical for getting to know someone. Mel had never given me reason to think that the two of them would have been raised without a normal sense of boundaries though so it was more likely something else.
"I used to take baths with Mel sometimes back when she was home," Cindy continued. "It never seemed worth the effort on my own though."
And now she was casually feeding my fantasies, not exactly what I needed my mind on at the moment. Not when I was still coming off an aborted masturbation session.
"I can understand that," I said.
"Yeah, I bet you can."
Cindy shifted, placing her hands on either side of the tub to try and maneuver herself into sitting a little more upright. Instead she slipped and squealed as she dunked herself under the water.
I was pretty sure it wasn't intentional, but when she slid under the water one of her legs was between mine and her foot ended up pressing firmly against my pussy. I gasped involuntarily as she used the leverage to help push herself back to her own side of the tub, and part of me wanted her to keep her foot right where it was. My attempt at ignoring the urge to masturbate was experiencing some serious setbacks.
"Whoops." Cindy pushed her now wet hair back as she got resituated. "Wasn't expecting it to be that slippery."
As she lifted her arms to adjust her hair, her breasts too were raised just high enough that the very top of her nipples became visible. There was no way I could stop myself from looking, from hoping I'd get to see even more. Soon though she had finished what she was doing and her chest dropped back under the water.
"You're staring at me again," Cindy said. "You've been doing that a lot since I got here."
"You haven't been making it easy not to," I countered.
My eyes met hers and our gazes locked for a few seconds. I hoped I was right and she really was teasing me on purpose or things might get awkward. Suddenly Cindy burst out into a wide grin and I knew I was right.
"Okay, maybe I was trying to get you to look," she said. "I just wanted to know if you were interested."
"I... why would you want to know that?"
"Because things could be a lot more fun if you were. And you don't have to look so terrified, I promise I'm not trying to ruin anything between you and my sister."
"Then what are you doing?" I asked before I really thought about it.
Cindy didn't answer, instead maneuvering herself again in the tub and this time having a much more successful time of it. She turned her body around until she was facing away from me and backed up until she was nearly on my lap. She pulled my unresisting arms around her waist and settled in against me.
I was overwhelmed by the sudden contact between us, so many parts of our bodies touching and rubbing together in ways only wet, bare skin could. I wanted to both get away from Cindy before she dragged me further under her spell, and simultaneously take the opportunity to explore any part of her I could reach, which was most anywhere. In my state of confusion and moral dilemma I did neither and simply sat there frozen in indecision.
Cindy didn't seem to have any of the same issues that I had though, no hesitation whatsoever. Even when her arm started moving in small, repetitive motions it took me a moment to clue in that she was playing with herself.
"What are you doing?" I asked, the same words as before but with a different intent.
"You can't expect me to be good forever can you?" she said. "Being naked in the bath with another girl, it does things to me. Can't help it."
So at least part of her air of indifference was just an act, that was good to know. She was so casual around me it was nice to see that she was feeling some of the same things I was.
As though drawn magnetically, one of my hands slid down from her waist to where her fingers were toying with her pussy. She gave no indication of minding or trying to push me away, and allowed my hand to cover hers. I followed her movements for a while, mimicking masturbating her without actually touching any of her sensitive areas.
Then Cindy reversed the situation and clasped the back of my hand under her palm. I let her guide me where to touch her and where to put my fingers as if I was a complete novice at getting another girl off. I didn't care about any of that, or anything at all except for how I had full access to the pussy of the girl who'd been haunting my thoughts since she arrived. Full access to any part of her I chose, I suspected.
"You're trouble, you know that?" I whispered into her ear from behind her. "And I thought I was bad."
"Mm-hm, Mel used to tell me that a lot," Cindy said.
My pussy was complaining vigourously at still being ignored, but what could I do? I couldn't reach it with Cindy where she was and I was far too busy dealing with her anyway.
Gradually I stopped following her lead and concentrated on making her cum on my fingers, it became my only goal and I focused almost exclusively on it. She was so like Mel, but different too in ways I couldn't necessarily quantify. Her reactions were similar enough that I no trouble making her feel exactly the way I wanted her to and soon I was holding her right on the edge of orgasm.
"Come on, do it," she begged, sensing me slow down as she got closer and closer. "Don't stop now."
"I'm not gonna stop," I said. "Just want to make it better for you."
My fingers flicked across her clit and over her pussy with a skill born of so many hours of practice, I had her right where I wanted her. For the first time since I met her the power was mine instead of hers and it was a very good feeling.
The sensation of control lasted right up until the bathroom door swung open again and Mel walked in. I blanked instantly, desperately trying to figure out how to explain what was going on and coming up with nothing. She was going to be pissed, she had to be.
Only she wasn't. The only thing I saw on her face was a mix of amusement and affection, directed either at one or both of Cindy and I.
"That didn't take you long," Mel said softly, with just a hint of accusation.
Mel looked at Cindy as she said it, but I couldn't see how her younger sister was responding since she was facing away from me.
"Didn't mean to, I just found her in here and couldn't resist," Cindy said without the slightest tone of apology.
"I should have known better than to leave you two alone I suppose," Mel said. "You seem to be getting along all right though, so I guess it doesn't matter too much."
Mel bent down to kiss me and I accepted it automatically even though I couldn't figure out what the hell was happening.
"We'll talk when you're done here okay?" she told me.
"Okay," I said faintly.
And that appeared to be the extent of her reaction. I didn't know what was expecting, but that wasn't it. All I could do was watch her as she walked out again and left Cindy and I to ourselves.
"Guess we're done here then," Cindy said, sighing in resignation. "I know she's gonna really get annoyed if we take too long. I was hoping we'd be finished before she found us."
"You don't think she's annoyed, or, you know, worse than that already?"
"Nah. Well, a little. She knows I'm not patient though, I never had the restraint she did when I wanted something."
I guess it was nice to be thought of as desirable, but the lack of any serious emotions from Cindy and Mel under the circumstances was getting to me too much to appreciate it. I almost wished one of them would yell or cry or... something just so I'd know what I was dealing with.
Cindy tried to stand up, but didn't get very far with my arms still clasped around her waist. Even in my confusion I held onto her like she was my teddy bear, protecting me from imaginary danger.
"Hey, let go," she said, tugging at my wrists. "Water's getting cold anyway. Can't stay here forever."
"Can too," I mumbled a little childishly.
Reluctantly I let go and Cindy made it to her feet in front of me. Even in my state the sight of her bare ass right in front of my face was enough to break through the whirling thoughts in my head and attract my attention. She was as unconcerned as ever about the show she was giving me as she unsteadily stepped out of the tub onto the bath mat.
I had an excellent view of her butt the whole time she was toweling off, and I caught the occasional flash of breasts too. It reminded me exactly how much sway she held over my sense of judgement and why, even if I had the chance, I probably couldn't have done anything differently regardless of how the rapidly approaching conversation with Mel went.
Finally Cindy was dry, or close enough to it, and left the room clad only in the towel that she'd wrapped around herself. I had no more excuses and hauled myself out of the tub with a self-indulgent groan. It was only when I reached for my towel that I realized Cindy had both used and taken it with her.
"Brat," I muttered, unable to think of a more appropriate word.
I dripped water over the floor as I got another towel out of the cupboard and dried myself off. I was torn between copying Cindy and just wearing the towel out, or taking the time to get dressed. It wasn't like either of the girls would be uncomfortable around me in a state of near-undress though, plus I really wanted to know what Mel was going to say, so I opted for the quicker option.
It turned out they were both waiting for me in the living room, sitting on opposite ends of the couch. Cindy was curled up in her corner with her hand between her legs and a contented smile on her face while Mel watched her. From the appearance of things it looked to me like Cindy had finished getting herself off without caring that her sister was right there beside her. I already knew she was far more free about showing off than most, but that was taking it a bit far.
"It's really hard to get mad at her, you know?" Mel said softly as she noticed my arrival. "You learn to just go along with it."
"Um, I'm a little confused," I said. A bit of an understatement.
"I don't blame you," Mel said, directing her gaze at me. "I was going to try and explain everything properly, I really was. Someone got impatient though."
Cindy adopted an innocent face at the offhand accusation, but she wasn't fooling anyone.
"I was only helping," she said.
"Sure you were baby," Mel said. "Anyway, Jen you're probably starting to understand that me and Cindy, we're not what you'd call completely normal for sisters."
"Sort of, but I don't know what... I'm still not sure what's going on."
That wasn't entirely true, I did have ideas as to what she meant. The way the two of them accepted sexual situations around each other so casually definitely implied some previous familiarity with them. Once again the sister fantasy I'd tested out on Mel flashed through my mind and the pieces fit together differently now that more was becoming clear. I still wasn't ready to take the logical progression further on my own though, and I waited for Mel to do it for me.
"We could show you," Cindy suggested, already uncurling and moving toward Mel.
Mel hesitated for only a split second, then shifted closer to her sister and I watched in fascination as they came together. It took a couple seconds to register what was happening as they kissed right in front of me, not in a sisterly way either but the way Mel and I might when we were alone. It was the sort of kiss I might have pictured when I was imagining the two sisters while I masturbated.
After what seemed like far too long for either of them to still have any oxygen left in them they broke apart, though Cindy didn't go too far from her sister's side. As was becoming typical of the girl in my experience, her towel was exposing more and more skin, not to mention threatening to come undone at any time, and she made no move to fix it.
"I should have known what would happen with you two left alone I suppose," Mel said. "How could I ever expect you to resist her when even I couldn't?"
"That's what you wanted to happen anyway wasn't it?" Cindy said. "Don't know why you're going on like it's just me misbehaving as usual."
"Because I wanted her to understand first," Mel told her sister. "I wanted her to be able to make the choice, which I guess she still has to."
Suddenly they were both focused intently on me and I sense that something critical was about to happen.
"Make what choice?" I asked.
"Jen, I love you," Mel said. "But... I love my sister too. Not in quite the same way, not entirely, but it's something a lot of people wouldn't accept. I thought that you could, or I hoped you could I suppose. And after last night... I was sure you'd be okay. I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner, I just didn't want to risk losing you."
She was genuinely worried what I thought, even now after what I'd been doing with Cindy. But I could understand the fear she had, that fear that everyone probably has about letting anyone know their deepest secrets. It doesn't matter how much you trust someone, there are things that still aren't easy to share.
"I understand," I said. "Or maybe... maybe I don't completely understand, but I'm okay with it."
"See, told you she would be," Cindy interjected. "Who's gonna say no to getting both of us?"
"Um, on that subject, what exactly is this going to mean for us?" I asked.
Sure Mel had seemed fine with Cindy and me messing around, but I wasn't certain where the limits were.
"Just what Cindy said," Mel told me as she rose from her seat. "You get both of us, if you want."
Cindy stood too, and as she did her increasingly loose towel finally came apart leaving her naked in the middle of the room. She basked in the silent stares of both me and her sister for a moment, before turning and starting to walk away.
"Meet you two in the bedroom?" she called behind her, clearly not expecting any argument.
I stood watching her perfect ass swaying until Mel took my hand and tugged gently. She led me like a child through the hallway to our room where Cindy was waiting, having cleared any unnecessary obstacles off the bed onto the floor. I'd never been with more than one person at a time until then, and had no idea how it really worked. It turned out not to matter since the sisters took control and I willingly followed along.
Mel started by removing my towel and letting it fall, leaving me as naked as Cindy. I got an appreciative look from the younger sister, who I belatedly remembered hadn't actually seen me without clothes on yet, and her approval meant more to me than I would have expected. All the time I'd spent thinking about her body and it never occurred to me to consider what she would think of mine.
I was pushed onto the bed on my back by two sets of hands and the girls quickly crawled up beside me. Nearly simultaneously I felt their lips on my neck as they kissed and licked from my shoulders down to my chest. I had to close my eyes temporarily in an attempt not to get overwhelmed by all the sensations running through me. The sight of the two sexy girls side-by-side was too much for me when combined with their hands and mouths on my skin.
Nipple play wasn't usually my thing. It felt good and everything, but I'd rather have my pussy being taken care of than my breasts. With two girls and a mouth for each nipple however, the experience was a different one entirely. I cracked open one eyelid, unable to resist taking a peek at my two lovers happily sucking away at the most sensitive areas of my chest.
"Feel good baby?" Mel asked, lifting her head for a moment.
"Mmm, so good," I said softly. I reached out to stroke Mel's hair lovingly. "You gonna get naked for me too?"
"Anything you want," she said.
Mel raised herself onto her knees and started pulling off her shirt. Cindy kept working on me for a moment, then joined her sister and helped remove the rest of her clothing. When they were done all three of us were completely naked, and more than a little horny.
"How's that?" Mel asked me.
Her and Cindy adopted identical poses, kneeling on the bed with their hands resting just above their knees and seductive smiles on their faces. Even if I somehow hadn't known they were sisters already, I would have been certain of it then. Other than their haircuts and Cindy's slightly less-developed figure the two of them could almost have been twins. There were other small difference of course, but they were only obvious to me because I knew Mel so well.
"That's fucking hot," I said in response to my girlfriend's question.
"Think so? What about this?"
Mel half-turned toward Cindy and once again they kissed in front of me, only this time with no clothes between them. My clit throbbed almost painfully as I watched the sisters making out, hands roaming everywhere and soft moans escaping from their lips. I couldn't stand it any longer and I reached down to my pussy, I needed to get off so bad.



"Ah ah," Mel said, quickly grabbing my wrist even though I could have sworn she wasn't paying attention. "That's our job tonight."
"Looks like we should take care of her then," Cindy said with a giggle. "She's gonna explode otherwise."
"I think you're right," Mel agreed.
As one they pounced on me, Cindy returning to my neck and breasts while Mel started at my waist and kissed her way down my leg. My girlfriend insisted on teasing me a little longer, not going straight to my pussy but all around it instead. I was ready to grab her hair and forcibly position her where I wanted her, but Cindy was pinning one of my arms in place and I couldn't reach properly with the other. I was stuck with wiggling my hips and hoping she'd take pity on me soon.
"Poor girl, you want it pretty bad don't you?" Mel said.
"You know damn well I do," I said.
I expected a little more from her before giving in, but to my surprise she leaned back down and immediately I felt her tongue on my clit. That was all it took, a few seconds of stimulation and I came massively under the combined assault of both girls. I rode the wave of pleasure, aware only of my clit and breasts as they continued to be licked and sucked while everything else faded beyond my ability to register it.
Mel knew my body and my reactions as well as I knew hers so she must have known when I was starting to come down, but instead of easing off she licked even more furiously. Two of her fingers pushed their way easily inside my wet pussy and she started finger-fucking me along with everything else. I tried to tell her to stop, to slow down at least, but I couldn't. Before I was ready for it I was cumming again, more intensely than any time before in my life, and still they didn't let up.
My third orgasm blurred together with the second and I could hear my own voice moaning something incomprehensible, even I didn't know what I was trying to say. I felt like I couldn't possibly withstand the pleasure coursing through me, couldn't last much longer without slipping fully away from consciousness, yet somehow I didn't quite pass my limits.
Either because she knew me better even than I thought, or just because I was lucky, Mel relented finally and eased me back into reality. Once I was capable of taking in my surroundings again I saw both her and Cindy beside me looking pleased with themselves and just a tiny bit concerned.
"You okay baby?" Mel asked, stroking my hair with one hand in a very motherly way.
"I'm fucking great," I murmured. "That pretty much wiped me out though."
"Mm-hm, that's what we were going for. We wanted your first time with both of us to be memorable."
"That was so cool," Cindy added. "I've never seen anyone go like you did, you were totally out of it for a few minutes."
"What can I say, you two did good," I said.
"Thanks," Mel said. "Now, I think I need someone to take care of me."
She looked at her Cindy, the only realistic choice at the moment, who didn't hesitate at all before launching herself at her sister. They went down together on the mattress, giggling and moaning softly as they tangled together.
For a few minutes I was able to watch and appreciate the beauty of the scene on a not-totally-sexual level since I was already fully sated. The sheer love and lust I saw in both girls as they kissed and fondled and groped each other was amazing. I wondered if Mel and I would look like that to someone watching us, or if there was something specific about their sisterly relationship that made it even more fascinating. Certainly they shared something that no couple I knew never could, and I couldn't help a small part of me feeling jealous about that. However, that jealousy was insignificant next to the knowledge of just how lucky I was, not to mention that Cindy most likely was jealous of me as well for being able to be with Mel publicly. Nothing in the world was perfect, but what the three of us now shared was pretty close.
Despite my certainty that it wasn't possible, I started getting horny again at the close-up show I was getting. Mel and Cindy had locked themselves in a sixty-nine position and were busy licking and fingering each other frantically. It wasn't usually my favorite position either to be in or to watch, but it had its benefits when both people involved just wanted to get off as fast as possible. Plus when it came to the two of them, I could watch them doing pretty much anything naked and be entertained for hours, if not longer.
Mel was the first to reach orgasm, unsurprising since her last one would have been longer ago than Cindy's, but it didn't signal the end or even hint at them winding down. I couldn't be entirely sure how long they went, only that each of them came at least twice before they finally disengaged.
"Fuck," Mel breathed eloquently.
"Yeah," Cindy said.
No one moved for a few moments until I summoned up the energy to crawl over beside Mel and lie down beside her. Before I got properly settled in, Cindy climbed over her sister and squished herself neatly in between us.
"Brat," I said, sensing that the word might become more common in my vocabulary in the future.
Cindy only giggled tiredly and happily let Mel curl up to her while I relented and did the same on my side.
"You get used to it," Mel said. "She likes being the centre of attention."
"So I gathered," I said.
"At least now there's two of us to gang up on her when she gets too obnoxious."
"Hey!" Cindy protested.
"Only joking, my favoritest little sister," Mel placated, kissing her gently for good measure. "Mostly."
I grinned as I listened to the two of them poking at each other. I revised my earlier thought slightly, still convinced that nothing was truly perfect, but ready to admit that sometimes it didn't need to be. Sometimes a little imperfection was more interesting.
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Vacations; they were supposed to be fun and relaxing in theory. And they usually were once we got wherever we were going, but dad never seemed to understand the idea of having fun along the way. It was all about getting where we were going on schedule and we could relax once we arrived.
This year was a bit different than any previous holiday with my family. Instead of being stuck in the backseat with my sister while the landscape rolled past for hours on end, we had taken two vehicles and Kylie and I got to drive ourselves. It was a small improvement at least and it never would have happened if not for dad's most recent purchase.
He hated us calling it his mid-life crisis, but I think that's only because it was closer to the truth than he liked. He didn't go for the stereotypical motorcycle, instead choosing a sports car he'd always wanted. It was absolutely out of the question that anyone but him would get to drive it of course, but it did provide an accidental benefit in only having two seats. It meant that with our parents traveling in it there was no choice but for Kylie and I to take another car. It still took a little persuasion, but not too much since he really wanted to spend time with his new toy and this was the perfect opportunity for him.
As far as I was concerned driving with Kylie was way better than with both her and our parents. Dad could get frustrated if we weren't making good enough time so it usually alternated between mom trying to get us to play road games and dad telling us to be quite so he could focus. My sister was much easier to deal with.
Unfortunately just because we were traveling separately didn't mean we didn't have to stick to the schedule. There were two hotels we needed to make it to at night over the two and a half days of driving, not leaving us much time to take detours or stop anywhere interesting. Mostly we were limited to gas stations and restaurants whenever we needed either gas or food respectively.
We were pretty much on track for time the first day when we actually had to make our first gas stop. We played a quick round of rock-paper-scissors for who had to pump the gas and I lost. Kylie wandered into the attached convenience store as I filled up the car and only reappeared after I'd finished up and was debating going in after her.
"Hey Jason, you finished up there yet?" she called as she returned to the car. I didn't bother to answer since it was pretty obvious that I was indeed ready. "They had slushies so I got you one too," she continued.
I looked up as she approached, having temporarily been distracted by an overly loud truck going by. My eighteen year old little sister was wearing just a t-shirt and shorts with sandals and carried a slushie in each hand, holding one out for me when she got near enough.
"Thanks," I said, accepting the drink.
I was dressed pretty similarly to Kylie, except with sneakers instead of sandals. We were getting into the hottest part of summer and there was no point wearing any more than necessary. It wasn't so bad in the car with the air conditioning on, but coming out of that into the heat made it feel worse than it was.
I took an experimental sip from the overly large straw as we climbed back into our seats and I started the engine. It was good, but I couldn't place the flavour immediately.
"What kind is this?" I asked, signaling my turn back onto the road and waiting for an opening in traffic.
"Red," Kylie said with a shrug.
I shot her a look before turning my attention back to what I was doing.
"Seriously, I don't know any more than that," she said. "I got us each different colours in case I didn't like mine." She grabbed my slushie and tried it, then handed it back. "Nah, mine's better anyway."
"Lucky you."
Eventually I got back on the highway and settled in for another long stretch of driving. We'd had music for the first little while, then Kylie's mp3 player died and we wouldn't be able to charge it until we got to the hotel that night. The radio stations we picked up were more or less a coin flip as to whether they'd be any good. Plus they were constantly shifting as we got in and out of range of different stations.
Kylie took control of the radio for a while, changing stations at a whim or because she didn't long the song that was playing. About the time she finished her slushie she gave up and just turned it off, reclining in her seat as she placed what remained of her drink in a cup holder.
"I'm bored," she announced.
She swung her feet up onto the dashboard, revealing that she'd also discarded her sandals at some point leaving her feet bare.
"Well what do you want me to do about it?" I asked. "We talked about anything interesting already, you should have brought something to amuse yourself."
"Come on, you know I can't read or anything 'cause I get carsick. Let's just, I dunno, pick a topic or something. We can't have covered everything already, we still have two more days to go."
"Fine, you start a conversation and I'll join in."
"That's not how it works smartass. If I could just start a conversation like that I'd already have done it. You don't give a shit about anything I want to talk about."
"Probably because I don't know most of the people you bring up. Just, like, pick something we're both interested in."
"So... Monty Python or sex then huh?"
I rolled my eyes. "I'm sure there's more than that."
"Maybe."
Kylie stared out her window for a while, not pressing me any further for entertainment, and I took the chance to make sure we were still going the right way. As far as I could tell we were, but it wouldn't have been the first time I'd missed a turn off because I was distracted if we weren't.
"You ever tried anal?" Kylie asked all of a sudden.
"What?" I said, figuring I must have misheard.
"Anal, have you tried it before? Like in the butt?"
"I know what it is, I just... you must really be desperate for something to talk about."
"Or maybe I'm genuinely curious."
"Why the fuck would you want to know that all of a sudden?"
"Okay, so I'm really bored. You gonna answer or what?"
"I will if you will," I said, upping the stakes a little. If she could get personal then so could I.
"Fine, you first," she said after only a brief hesitation.
I still wasn't totally comfortable with the question, but Kylie had accepted my challenge and I couldn't very well back down now. It wasn't that I minded talking about stuff like that with her, just that it didn't happen very often. It felt a bit weird.
"Okay, yes. I've tried it once," I finally admitted.
"Wow, really? What was it like?"
"Uh uh, your turn," I insisted.
"Nope, never did it," Kylie said, which I probably could have guessed given her reaction to my answer. "Now what was it like?"
"If I tell you, you tell me why you're really asking okay?"
"Fine."
It wasn't easy coming up with a description that would both satisfy my sister, and wouldn't be too explicit. I did my best anyway.
"It was... good. I mean it's, you know, tighter and everything, but on the other hand it takes more effort to do it right. It's pretty hot though and it'd be fun to do every now and then, but not something I'd probably do constantly."
Kylie nodded slowly and looked thoughtful.
"So it's not, like, way better than regular sex or anything?" she asked.
"Well, I don't know that I'd say that for sure. I only did it once, and it wasn't like either of us really knew what we were doing. I can't believe I'm saying this, but maybe you just need to try it for yourself."
"I want to. I thought I was going to with my last boyfriend, but I couldn't convince him. I thought all guys were into that."
"Do all girls like the same kind of sex?" I countered.
"Well, no. But... he didn't even want to try it."
"Maybe he thinks it's gross or something, who knows. If it's that big a deal to you it might be for the best that you're not together anymore though."
"I... I don't even know. I just wanted to try it, that's all."
Kylie reclined her seat slightly and repositioned herself more comfortably. I found myself looking at her more often than I probably should have been since I was driving, and her feet on the dashboard didn't help since they were in my field of view even when I forced myself to stare straight ahead.
"So that probably answers my question anyway," I said after a moment.
"Pretty much," Kylie agreed. "I was hoping you might have some obvious solution for me, don't know why."
"I'm your brother, not a sex-advice columnist. Speaking of which, was I really the only person you could have asked?"
"Uh, pretty much the only guy I could ask, yeah. I talked to a couple friends, girl friends I mean, and they pretty much pretended like they had no interest whatsoever. Or maybe they really didn't have any interest, I dunno. To them it's the sort of thing that you only do for a guy because he wants to and you really like him."
"Oh."
It was kind of nice to know Kylie felt like she could talk to me about sensitive stuff. Honestly, I guess she would be the first person I'd go to about a lot of things too, though it didn't come up often since like a 'typical' guy I was more inclined to keep questions or insecurities firmly to myself.
"Most of the boys I know are too immature to even bother," Kylie continued. "And I'd be worried about giving them the wrong impression too. You have to be careful talking to guys about sex sometimes."
"Great to know I'm safe," I said, suddenly a little less happy about her picking me.
"Aw, don't be like that." Kylie sat up properly for long enough to give me a hug that sent me swerving out of my lane a little at the unexpected contact. She also gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before returning to her reclined position. "You know I love you right? But you're my brother, at worst you'd get embarrassed and refuse to talk about it. That's not as bad as getting the idea that I secretly want you and starting to act all weird around me."
"Has that happened, dare I ask?"
"Happened to one of my friends actually. She got it sorted out eventually, but still."
"And you're not worried about things getting weird between us for different reasons?"
"Nah, I know you too well. You're open minded enough not to freak out on me over something like this."
Kylie had closed her eyes at some point and as I let the conversation drop, she did too. I didn't think she was actually sleeping, but I guess she had enough to occupy her thoughts for a while. I had to admit that despite it being kind of awkward, I liked that she would come to me with something like that. It was nice to be a big brother to her every now and then.
****
We arrived at our hotel that night about twenty minutes behind our parents. Apparently that was acceptable enough because dad didn't say anything about it.
Kylie and I were sharing a room right next to the one our parents were in, we got one key while mom took the other 'just in case'. There were two beds a couple feet apart, one for each of us, with a bathroom we'd have to share. Basically nothing different from any of our previous holiday experiences.
It wasn't until we were both getting ready for bed that anything unusual happened. Kylie was sitting on her bed with her laptop, having already changed into just a nightshirt. I was planning on sleeping in my boxers, though I still had my shirt on until I was actually ready to go to sleep.
I turned off the main room lights before heading for my bed, Kylie's bedside lamp providing more than enough light for me to see. I also had my laptop pulled out of its bag and was content with staying up a while longer until my sister was done. The hotel had free wi-fi so there was plenty of stuff I could do, even if what I most felt like was looking up some porn and that just wasn't going to happen with Kylie right there.
Then I caught a glimpse of her screen.
I thought at first I must have imagined what I saw, my recent thoughts altering my perceptions somehow, because it looked suspiciously like naked people. It was easy enough to check, I simply looked again and instead of discovering an innocent illusion it was exactly what it had seemed.
"Are you watching porn?" I asked.
"Yeah, we get wi-fi here," Kylie said as though that explained everything.
She wasn't even trying to hide it or anything, it would have been simple enough to turn her laptop so I couldn't see it. At least she had turned off the sound though.
"It's not going to bother you is it?" she asked after a moment, finally turning her attention from her computer to me.
"What, my little sister looking at porn? Why would that bother me?" I said sarcastically before continuing on a more serious tone. "Really though, it's fine I guess. I just... didn't expect it. You've been acting kind of different on this trip."
"I have, haven't I," Kylie said almost to herself. She visibly waged a brief war with herself over whether to tell me something or not, then shrugged. "I was kinda hoping you'd notice about the porn."
"Maybe I don't need to say this, but I'm going to anyway. Why?"
"Because I'm pretty sure you already knew I did stuff like this, and I know you do too. But today in car is pretty much the first time we ever talked about sex at all."
"Maybe 'cause it's weird for us to be discussing."
Kylie smiled wistfully and seemed to be remembering something.
"Do you remember when you first started swearing around me?"
"Um, not really," I said, unable to come up with any specific memories of the occasion.
"I do," Kylie said. "It made me happy when I realized you thought of me like someone you could say stuff to that you couldn't even say to mom. It was like I wasn't just an annoying little sister you put up with and you actually liked me."
"I always liked you Ky."
"Yeah, but it's not always easy to tell when you're a kid looking up to your big brother. Plus you made me feel more grown up than anyone else ever did. You always have."
"So... you wanted me to know you watch porn?" I asked, trying to figure out where the story was going.
"It's not about the porn dumbass."
I arched an eyebrow, but Kylie shut up after that and I assumed I was supposed to have understood her point by now.
"Well then it's about us," I said slowly. "You want to... well something obviously, but I don't know what."
"I want us to not be like all those other people out there who refuse to talk about stuff everybody knows exists anyway. What the fuck is so terrible about sex that we have to pretend it doesn't exist half the time?" She pushed a few strands of hair back behind her ear reflexively. "Jason," she continued softly, "a lot of what we had growing up was based on us just being ourselves because we could trust each other, but it's like there's this one part of our lives we can't share."
"It would be nice not to have to hide things from you," I said, agreeing indirectly with my sister. "And you're right, there's no reason any mention of sex has to be buried away when we're around each other."
Kylie didn't say anything at first, but I could tell that was more or less what she'd been hoping to hear. If nothing else I had to admire the courage it took to bring up a topic like that. Just because we'd agreed it shouldn't be a big deal didn't mean that there were no psychological hang ups surrounding it.
"So you want to watch some with me," Kylie asked after a couple minutes, nodding vaguely toward her laptop.
I hesitated for a couple seconds, then started moving toward her.
"This is a hell of a way to get some sibling bonding time in," I joked, trying to pretend like I was completely comfortable with the situation.
"More fun than getting kicked outside to play together like when we were kids though isn't it?" she replied.
"There is that."
Kylie scooched over for me as I stepped to the side of her bed and let me slide under the sheets with her. The bed wasn't really big enough for two people to have a lot of space, but we weren't cramped either.
I got my first good look at what my sister had decided to watch then, a little surprised to discover a still image of a girl getting fucked in the ass. It shouldn't have been all that unexpected I suppose, not when I considered what she'd wanted to talk about in the car. Then she resumed the video and I got distracted from my thoughts for a few moments.
It wasn't like I'd never seen that sort of thing before, I was familiar with a pretty wide array of porn and anal was far from being uncommon. What was different was my little sister being right there watching the same thing. Initially it was reminiscent of those jaw-clenching moments when a nude scene popped up in a movie we were watching with our parents. After a while though I started to relax and stopped thinking so much about what might be going through Kylie's head.
"They always make it seem so easy," Kylie said eventually. "Do you think that's 'cause people like it better that way, or would it just be because they have so much practice and they don't bother faking inexperience."
"Could be both."
As much as I didn't really care about the whole 'porn creates unrealistic expectations' thing, every now and then it did tend to show up in practical examples. Outside of porn stars I felt pretty confident that girls who could take an above-average sized cock up the butt with no more preparation than slapping on a little lube were fairly rare.
"Are you into this clip, or is it okay if we try something else?" I suggested after another couple minutes. "Don't know about you, but this girl's just not my type."
"Fine with me, I just didn't want to be as picky as I usually am when I'm alone. It sometimes takes me a while to find a good one. Honestly this really wasn't working for me either. You want to try something different next?"
"Nah, anal's okay if that's what you want to watch."
"I do have a bit of a fascination lately," Kylie said with a hint of a smile.
After a couple obvious failures Kylie found another video that showed more promise. It involved a little foreplay followed by, once again, anal sex. What made it interesting was when the couple were joined by another girl with a strap on and a variety of different positions ensued. I didn't know how Kylie felt about it, but personally I preferred watching naked girls to naked guys any day so adding another was fine by me.
As fun as it was to watch however, I was getting pretty seriously turned on and my cock was approaching full erection. The sheets that covered our lower halves prevented my condition from being visible to Kylie, but I couldn't jerk off without her noticing. Watching porn together was one thing, masturbating together was quite another.
"So is this one okay?" Kylie asked, not looking away from the video even for a second as she spoke.
"Uh, yeah. It's pretty good."
"I was planning on, you know, taking care of myself. I guess that'd probably be too weird though right?"
"Yeah, probably."
So we were thinking the same thing, not that it helped very much. I briefly contemplated stepping into the bathroom for a little while in order to give us each some privacy.
"We could just make sure we watch the screen," I found myself suggesting instead.
"Like, just ignoring each other," Kylie said, catching on right away.
"We're gonna do it anyway, we both know it. It's no worse than normal except we're a bit closer than usual."
I'd never realized just how amazing the brain is at rationalizing something it wants until then. Even as the moment was happening I knew it was about as flimsy as pretexts get, but I didn't stop. My hands, as well as Kylie's, that had remained conspicuously above the sheets until then disappeared beneath and despite being hidden we both knew what the other was doing.



All I did at first was rub my cock slowly through my boxers, not wanting to be too hasty and obvious about getting off. It was actually the first time I'd masturbated in the same room as someone else and even with all my experience I was constantly evaluating every move I made in fear that it might be something embarrassing to do when someone might see.
My efforts were probably unnecessary since we'd agreed not to look at each other, more or less, and it wasn't like it was a big deal if I made an odd face while I jerked off. Once again it was all just matter of time before I relaxed into the new situation and stopped caring so much about what Kylie would see if she did happen to glance over at me.
It was actually me who broke our 'rule' first, or I thought it was at least. Kylie could well have peeked without me knowing. It wasn't on purpose or anything, just an instinctive response when I heard a soft moan come from beside me.
I couldn't see much other than her arm moving under the covers, but I could imagine the general idea of what was going on. Kylie caught me looking and didn't seem to mind too much, not giving me much more than a raised eyebrow as if to say "thought we weren't supposed to look."
"Sorry," I whispered.
I turned back to the video and managed to keep my eyes on it for a while, but my mind was on Kylie. Even though she was my sister, she was real and therefore had something pixels on a screen couldn't replicate. More than once I caught myself trying to picture what she would look like without the sheets covering her, with her fingering her pussy right where I could see. I felt guilty for even considering it, but it wouldn't be the first time I'd jacked off to something I wasn't fully comfortable with.
Eventually I did take another peek because I didn't have enough self-control not to, only to discover Kylie was also looking at me. There was a pretty blatant tent in the sheet over my lap that shifted as I stroked my cock underneath. It was almost certainly easier for her to picture what I was doing than vice versa.
"We're not doing very well at not looking so far," she said.
"No, we're not," I agreed.
Fortunately, before the tension increased too much between us I felt my orgasm approaching and it distracted me from my other thoughts. I stroked myself faster and closed my eyes, ignoring the fact that it was the image of my half-covered sister that I saw while I finished myself off. I realized too late that I had no plan for dealing with the mess I was going to make and, lacking any better options, I came into my boxers since at least that was easier to clean up than getting my cum all over Kylie's sheets.
When I dared open my eyes again I found Kylie with her mouth hanging halfway open and her arm moving noticeably more frantically.
"Did you just..." she said.
"Yeah."
I was no longer horny, but I was too relaxed to worry about where I was staring at that point and I ended up watching as Kylie got herself off right beside me. I knew she'd done the same and I wondered just what exactly she was imagining, whether she was thinking of me sort of the same way I had been thinking of her. It was still weird to consider, but not as much as it should have been.
Finally the two of us lay motionless together with our breathing slowly returning to normal as we silently toyed with whatever thoughts came to us. I was the first one to move, partly because I was the one not in my bed and partly because I didn't like the idea of sitting around too much longer in my cum-soaked underwear.
"Where... never mind," Kylie said, acting as though she didn't want me to go right away before realizing what she was saying.
"Gotta clean up," I explained as vaguely as I could, even though I knew she'd figure out what that meant.
"Oh, right."
She gave me an embarrassed smile and I returned it before grabbing a pair of shorts and stepping into the bathroom. I didn't bother trying to clean up my boxers, just pulled them off and wiped myself off as best I could before putting on my shorts purely for the sake of a little modesty when I reentered the main room.
Kylie had put her laptop away by the time I got back, though she left her lamp on for me until I made it back to my bed. I crawled onto my mattress suddenly tired and ready for sleep.
"Good night," Kylie called softly.
"Night Ky," I mumbled back.
I was asleep even before I had a chance to start worrying about what we'd done and what it would mean for tomorrow.
****
"Kylie! Jason! Are you two even up yet?"
I was startled awake by the sound of my mother calling us and pounding on the other side of the door. The unmistakable clicking of her key in the lock and the door starting to open made me panic for second before I realized there was absolutely nothing she would see that would be out of the ordinary.
"Honestly, you know your father wants to be out of here by eight-thirty at the latest," mom continued. "And here I thought you two would be responsible enough to get yourselves out of bed."
"It's a vacation," I protested. "It's supposed to be okay to sleep in."
Mom walked across the room and opened the curtains, eliciting groans from both Kylie and I as we pulled our covers up over our heads.
"You can sleep all you want once we get to the resort," mom said. "Though that would be a bit of a waste. And if anyone knows how much that excuse isn't going to fly with your father, it should be you two."
The memory of having a bucket of water dumped on me one year when I overslept leapt unbidden to my mind. I did indeed understand that a need for sleep meant nothing in the face of dad's schedule.
"All right, we're coming mom. Just give us a couple minutes," Kylie said in a tone that suggested she was only trying to get our mother out of the room.
As soon as we were alone again Kylie let out a big sigh and struggled out from under her covers.
"Well, we don't have time," she said. "You want the bathroom first? I can't promise you'll get a chance at it otherwise."
"Yeah okay. I'll be quick."
Kylie, being a typical girl in some ways, did take longer than me in the bathroom most of the time. She really wasn't all that bad about when she knew she didn't have much time though.
We each had a quick shower before getting our stuff together and meeting up with our parents. We got chastised for taking too long and now there wouldn't be a chance for us to eat before we left, and I had to restrain myself from rolling my eyes while Kylie assured them we'd hit a drive-through or something on the way.
For the first half-hour or so of driving we occupied ourselves with waking up and eating our breakfasts that we picked up from a fast-food place. Not a great start to the day, but at least with our minds on other things there was very little residual awkwardness between us over the events of the previous night. I took the first shift of driving and once we were both settled in Kylie dug her mp3 player out of her bag.
"Shit!" she exclaimed. "I didn't even remember to charge it last night."
With a look of disgust at herself she chucked her bag into the backseat and slumped down in resignation while I chuckled at her misfortune despite it affecting me as well. She crossed her arms over her tank top and glared at me.
"I wouldn't laugh so hard," she said. "It just means I'm gonna need more entertainment today."
"You have your laptop, you could always check out some more porn," I said.
"First off I wouldn't trust you not to crash us if I did that, secondly no internet dumbass."
"Oh yeah. Well you might have had some saved, how'm I supposed to know?"
"I dunno. Point is, you need to come up with something better than that."
"Why do I have to? I'm not the one who's bored."
"Because you know just how intolerable I can be if I want to," Kylie said with a smirk.
"And you think I can't?"
"Ugh, fine. I'll just try to have a nap or something."
Kylie assumed a position similar to the day before, reclining in her seat with her feet propped up on the dashboard. She crossed her arms and closed her eyes, for all I knew she was genuinely going to try getting some sleep. Personally I was fully awake at that point and didn't think I'd manage it in her place. It turned out she couldn't either.
"How the hell did we make it through all those other trips we made?" Kylie asked after only a few minutes of quiet.
"Annoying mom and dad, not to mention each other," I replied. "I believe we actually kept score one year."
"Oh yeah." Kylie smiled fondly as she reminisced. "Who knew there was actually an upside to us all traveling together after all?"
"Go figure."
"Still, there must be something we can do. Like, what kind of stuff would we get in way too much trouble with the parents to even think about?"
"Talking about anal sex like yesterday I suppose."
"Sexy stuff eh? That's something to consider."
Kylie sat thoughtfully for a couple minutes while I desperately tried to figure out if I should change the subject or not. If it was just talking that was fine, regardless of how dirty it got. If it became more than that, anything along the lines of masturbating together again, I had to decide if I was okay with it. Part of me was simply curious as to what my sister was going to come up with though, which made it hard to really commit either way yet.
"If you were alone in a car with a girl you liked for a while, what would you be doing?" Kylie finally asked.
"A girl who isn't you I take it?"
"Well duh, we already know how well that's going."
"That's not an easy question Kylie, you're obviously shooting for something we shouldn't do."
"Yeah, but you liked what happened last night didn't you? We definitely weren't supposed to be doing that."
Her expression told me she knew the sorts of things I'd imagined, maybe even that she'd been thinking the same about me. It was fucked up, but it was only between us and as long as neither of us objected what was it other than some harmless fun? At least, I hoped it was harmless.
"If you were someone else," I started slowly. "If you were, say, my girlfriend... and we were going to be stuck in car together for a while... I might try something like getting you to remove some clothing."
"Really? While there's other cars going past? That's a little risky." Despite her words Kylie's lips twisted upward in an interested smile.
"Well yeah, someone might see I guess. But if you, or whoever, slides down in the seat there's not going to be much visible. And if you only strip below the waist you're completely safe."
"Why does it sound like you've done this before?"
"Because I have. When I was with Becky I used to get her to do stupid stuff sometimes, nothing too crazy. I had to work her up to it, but a couple times I got her naked from the waist down and playing with herself while I drove. I almost crashed once, but it was pretty hot."
Becky would probably kill me if she knew I ever told anyone stories about her, but Kylie was hardly going to tell. What was more surprising to me was how I kind of wanted Kylie to take me up on the idea. It was the same feeling I'd had last night when I'd wished I could see her unobstructed as she fingered herself. Maybe it had been longer than I thought since I last had sex and I was just getting desperate to the point of seeing my little sister as a viable option for... something. Not sex though, there was no way I'd let it get that far.
"So what would I get out of it?" Kylie asked. "You get something to jerk off to, what would you do for me?" Her tone was teasing and she clearly expected me to protest at the idea of using her as masturbation fodder.
"Well... to use my ex as an example again, we usually played some kind of game and if I won she had to take clothes off, if she did then she got to come up with something for me to do. It really doesn't work out having equal forfeits when one of us has to drive."
"But if I won I could save it for when it was my turn to drive," Kylie said, evidently starting to get really interested.
"Yeah, I guess you could."
"So what kind of games?"
"Sometimes just, like, fifty-fifty things. Like whether the next restaurant we pass is McDonalds or Taco Bell. Nothing complicated. You don't think that would maybe be pushing things too far though?"
Kylie sighed. "Yeah, it would be. Kinda fun just to think about though, especially about what your face would look like if I actually did start stripping."
"Probably either a 'holy fuck my sister's crazy' expression or 'holy fuck my sister's hot'. Could go either way. And whichever way it goes you know it'd just push me closer to needing therapy."
"You are a bit of a nutcase," Kylie agreed.
"I wonder if it's still considered an Oedipus complex if it's your sister instead of your mother," I mused.
Despite the joking tone of our conversation, there was an undeniable tension building. Kylie was really close to going for it, teetering on the edge and waiting for a push, while I simultaneously hoped for that push to happen and for something to distract her.
We kept driving and still nothing happened, the mood slowly dissipating into a neutral silence. Neither of us were willing to commit to anything and so it was left to drift away like so many other unfinished thoughts.
"Taco Bell," Kylie said out of nowhere.
"What?"
"We just passed one, that's what I would have picked too."
"Oh. You know it can be anything right? Doesn't even have to be restaurants."
The influence of my sub-conscious on my words was less than subtle as I prodded my sister toward starting a game. I couldn't help it, now that I had spent so much time wondering I wanted to see what was under her clothes. I was definitely a sick puppy.
"Well what would you pick?" she asked.
Putting the ball in my court, making it my choice instead of hers. That wasn't helping. If I shrugged and gave a non-committal answer she'd probably leave it alone, at least until she got bored again, but I realized that wasn't what I wanted and all I'd really hoped for was an excuse to blame her instead of myself.
"How about cars?" I suggested, going with the first thing that occurred to me. "If ten red cars pass us before ten blue cars then I win. Or whatever colours you want."
"That's fine, you have red and I get blue."
And the choice had been made. It was something of a relief all on its own actually, and it allowed my mind to move onto strategy. Not that there was much involved in games of chance like this, but obviously certain colours were more common then others. I wished I could remember which ones they were.
More quickly than I'd anticipated Kylie swore and I realized I'd won the first round already. Luckily she had no idea I hadn't been counting too.
"I knew I should have taken red," she grumbled.
"Yeah, too bad for you."
"So now I have to...."
"Either your shirt or your shorts," I said, trying not to smile too broadly. "Or if you don't really want to, I mean I'm not gonna force you to." She was still my sister after all, that counted for more than my hormones.
"No, I lost. It was fair."
I fully expected her shirt to come off first, but to my surprise, and perhaps due to my suggestion that it was a safer option, Kylie actually reached for the top of her shorts once she finally made her decision. She had to struggle a little to get them off while in her seat, but soon enough she succeeded and tossed the now unnecessary garment into the back seat.
"So what do you think?" Kylie asked.
She didn't quite look at me and her hands fidgeted together in her lap when until she realized she was doing it and clasped them firmly together. Like any girl I'd known, or even myself for that matter, there was an instinctive need for approval when clothes started coming off. It was a nice thought to not care what anyone thought of your appearance, but it never seemed to go that way in reality.
"It's a good look for you," I said. "I like those panties too."
"I bet you do, fucking perv," Kylie said as a smirk replaced her nervous smile.
"Says the girl who was watching porn last night in our room."
"You didn't seem to mind too much at the time."
"Whatever. Seriously though, that's pretty hot," deflecting the conversation back to my sister's state of undress.
Kylie's panties were pink, not a bright pink but still an eye-catching contrast to her skin. I couldn't really see anything other than bare leg and underwear, but my gaze kept flicking to her crotch anyway. I can be easily entertained like that sometimes.
My sister clearly noticed how much attention she was getting from me and toyed with me for a few minutes. She would casually run her fingers over her thigh or open her legs wider then close them again, doing a bad job of pretending like it was all natural movements.
"I want red this time," Kylie said once the novelty had worn off a little.
"Fine. Lets do more though, like first to twenty. It went too fast last time."
As Kylie started counting again I once again didn't bother, instead watching both her and the road. I liked the way she acted completely normal once her mind was off her partial nudity, it made the situation even more sexy to me somehow. It was similar to the difference between regular porn and those rare videos where the girls didn't actually seem like they were faking everything. It was more real.
"Ha! I win!" Kylie burst out.
I winced and realized I probably should have been double-checking Kylie's count, but I didn't think she was cheating me.
"So, do I put my shorts back on or do you just owe me one now?" she asked.
"Up to you I guess."
"Hm, I'll go with you owing me then. I want to make sure I get something out of this."
"We probably should switch off of cars though, red seems too popular."
"Yeah, it does. What about, like, pickup trucks versus motorcycles or something?"
"Sounds good, I got bikes. First to twenty again if there are no objections."
This time I kept an eye on what was going past, wanting to see more of Kylie and also a little scared of what would happen if I lost too many times. A little hypocritical of me maybe, but the fact that I was trying to get my sister naked, even partially, was proof enough that my mental state was questionable.
I was heading toward losing two in a row and I could tell Kylie was getting excited when I got lucky and a whole group of bikers went by in the other direction. It was easily more than twenty bikes in less than a minute and my sister let out a heart-felt "fuck!" as her luck changed.
"Looks like your turn again dear sister," I said with a deliberately infuriating smile.
"Yeah yeah. Lucky bastard."
Kylie glanced around seeming to take in how close other cars were to us even though their relative positions would fluctuate. She sank farther down in her seat before starting to pull her tank top up over her head. I had a very hard time concentrating on my driving while her bare stomach came into view, followed closely by her bra. Her shirt joined her shorts in the back seat once it was off, leaving my sister in only her bra and panties.
"Can't believe I'm doing this," she muttered. "Some perv in another car is going to see me, I know it."
Not to mention the perv in this car who was already looking.
"No one's going to see anything," I assured her. "Not that you have anything to be embarrassed about."
"You saying I'm hot?"
"I'm saying you're fucking hot, yes."
"Good, 'cause I'd hate to have to beat you up while you're driving."
"As if you could," I scoffed. "Plus we'd really attract attention then, me swerving all over the road fighting you off."
"Yeah," she said in kind of a weird tone. "It's funny, it's not like being in my underwear is that different from a swim suit or something, but it feels different somehow."



"Because underwear is meant to be hidden, you think it's wrong somehow even if isn't really a big deal."
"If it's not a big deal how come you're getting hard?" she asked softly.
"Fuck off," I growled even though she was right.
I'd been trying to hide it and hope it would go away, but I was definitely getting an erection. It wasn't even like she was naked, I shouldn't have that kind of reaction to her over a little skin. But it was so much more than just skin, it was the knowledge that I shouldn't be looking at my sister that way at all combined with the second-hand emotions I was getting from her. Nervousness, embarrassment, excitement, and all from being in a semi-public location without her outer layer of clothing. I was curious if either of us would be able to handle it if she stripped off completely.
"It's probably kind of bad if we get horny over something like this," Kylie said, making an observation rather than giving any indication of having a problem with it.
"You too huh?"
"Uh huh, don't know why. Maybe because I think people going by might think I'm naked in here if they see me. My bra's not all that obvious from a casual glance through the window you know."
The off-white of her bra was obvious enough to me, but I took her point on how it didn't contrast with her skin nearly the same way her panties did. Or the way most any other colour would.
Our game went on hold for a while as Kylie kept looking out her window, or behind us to keep track of other cars. I tried my best to get my mind on something else and let my erection go down since dealing with it simply wasn't going to happen for a while. I didn't have all that much success since it was nearly impossible to keep from glancing at my sister several times a minute.
"Is it okay if I..." Kylie said suddenly, then stopped and turned away from me again.
"If you what?"
"Never mind."
"Come on, if you what?"
"I'm just... it's so weird sitting here in my underwear." I expected her to ask if she could put her clothes back on and I was ready to say yes since she had done enough it couldn't be considered backing out. Instead, "I'm getting kind of horny," she finally said, reluctantly and in a quiet voice.
"Oh."
She didn't come right out and say it, but the only thing that made sense was that she wanted to masturbate. In that context it was odd that she said anything at all. We'd certainly been getting more sexually comfortable around each other, but this just seemed like a step too far. Actually, last night had been as well come to think of it.
I caught Kylie squeezing her legs together in frustration the next time I glanced at her and felt a small surge of pity for her. I was turned on more than I liked from her state of undress, how much worse would it be for her? Not only dealing with me, but also the chance that any one of those drivers going by might see her too.
"You know I really wouldn't mind," I said, leaving it purposefully vague what I was talking about so she could misinterpret if she wanted.
Kylie raised an eyebrow and looked at me assessingly.
"You think you could keep us on the road if I did?" she said, only half-joking.
"Pretty sure."
I was worried she was going to think I was just being a complete perv, which I sort of was, but my offer was at least partly a genuine attempt to help her out.
"What the hell," she said after a brief pause.
I really wished I wasn't driving at that point. Kylie abandoned all pretense of restraint and slid her hand under her panties, letting out a long sigh of relief as she finally got to ease some of her tension. I had neither a good angle nor the luxury of being able to focus on her as much as I wanted. Perversely this might have gotten me more worked up than if I'd been watching intently since my mind had to fill in so many of the gaps, and did a pretty good job at that.
For several minutes all I heard was the sounds of my sister working her wet pussy and her increasingly ragged breathing. The smell of sex slowly permeated the car, and combined with everything else was enough to very nearly make me lose it.
Finally Kylie hit her orgasm, her legs stretching out as much as possible in the space she had while a small, sexy moan escaped her lips. She slumped back in her seat as she finished and gave me a sheepish grin.
"Sorry 'bout that," she said. "Though I don't think you minded too much somehow."
The tent in my shorts was all too obvious, and I'm sure there were other signs that gave away what I was thinking.
"Well, it's over now anyway." I shrugged.
"I guess. Must be my turn to drive soon."
I had no idea how long I'd been driving, I couldn't even seem to manage the simple math it would have taken from looking at the clock on the dashboard. I could sense Kylie's ulterior motive for offering to take over, but I had no intention of fighting her over it.
At the next convenient opportunity I pulled over and got out of the car to switch seats. Kylie stayed in the car and simply hopped over to the driver's seat while I was walking around, apparently content to remain half-naked. As I sat back down I noticed a damp spot right about where her pussy would have been.
"Seat's a little wet," I commented innocently.
"Shut up!" Kylie blushed, an adorable reaction given what she'd just done, and flipped me off when she caught my smirk. "And don't you still owe me?"
"Yeah, I do."
I had only started to take off my shirt when Kylie stopped me.
"Uh uh, shorts," she said, pointing helpfully at my legs.
"Hey, you got to pick what you took off."
"Yeah, but... come on, that's not fair."
"Sure it is, I won two to your one."
"Jase, don't be an asshole about this. Please. I thought we could... I don't know. I let you watch me and everything, that's not something I do for a lot of people."
I was planning on giving in anyway, but hearing my sister come very close to getting upset with me made refusing even less of an option. The last thing I wanted was for her to be mad at me now.
"You're right," I said. "I did get to see more than I should have strictly speaking."
"Damn right."
Her expression of annoyance turned to anticipation as I slipped out of my shorts. I had boxers on underneath and they did a much worse job of hiding my erection than my shorts had, which wasn't saying much. Still, the way Kylie's eyes widened as she saw the way they tented over my crotch almost made it all worthwhile.
"Happy now?" I asked.
Kylie shrugged and looked away for a moment instead of really answering, but I could tell she must have been feeling the same sort of guilty fascination with my body that I was with hers.
"Guess you really liked watching me," she said quietly.
"Yeah, I did. Fucked up isn't it?"
"Pretty much." She smiled, then chewed on her lip briefly. "You could... take care of it too if you wanted. I mean, I did already so it's not like it's any worse than that."
"You'd probably be able to see more than I could," I pointed out, not that it was going to be enough to dissuade me since I needed to get off really bad.
"Your choice."
She acted casual, or tried to, but she couldn't completely hide her interest. We were both too far gone to pay enough attention to our calm, rational sides.
Wordlessly I reached under my boxers and gave my cock a long, slow squeeze. It felt so good to finally be able to touch it, when I was as turned on as I was I didn't think I'd ever held back for so long. The confines of my underwear were usually not ideal for masturbating, but I wasn't ready to whip it out in front of my sister just yet. It wasn't exactly going to be one of my longer sessions either.
While Kylie had joked about it earlier, I really was worried a couple times that I was going to distract her to much and we'd crash. Luckily we never did, but her eyes were on me, or rather the outline of my rapidly stroking hand, as much as she could manage. Knowing she was watching me so intently was both embarrassing and strangely arousing.
After a few minutes I was getting ready to cum, images of my sister firmly at the front of my mind as I did. It was going to make a huge mess of my boxers again, but I was beyond caring. I just hoped I didn't run out during the trip and have to get them cleaned somehow.
My orgasm marked the release of all my pent up tension and allowed me to sink back into a much calmer state as I finished. I felt an incredible contentment, not nearly as concerned as I should have been over what Kylie and I had just done together. In fact, I probably spent more time thinking about what else might happen between us than worrying about what had already passed. After all, we were going to be sharing another room that night, there was no telling what that might bring.
****
The rest of the car ride was quiet, though not as awkward as it could have been. It had more to do with Kylie and I each spending a lot of time thinking than it did with us not wanting to talk.
We spent some time with our parents at supper that night, somehow we'd made pretty decent time and dad was in a good mood. I didn't dare spoil anything by mentioning that maybe he'd miscalculated the distance for the second day.
The only real problem was how I kept worrying that mom and dad had to see there was something going on between Kylie and me, though any signs of it were far more noticeable to me since I was looking for them. Kylie basically told me to chill out a little when she had a chance, though I caught her looking nervous a couple times too. It was like an involuntary reaction that we'd built up from all those times we'd been caught doing something wrong as kids. Parents might not be omniscient, but that didn't mean they didn't seem like it at times.
It was a relief for me when we all finally retreated to our rooms, leaving Kylie and me alone. Her I could deal with. Well, not in a totally normal way recently, but at least I didn't have to watch everything I said around her. She already knew about, and was a major part of, my current biggest secret.
We started getting ready for bed earlier than we normally would have, which could have simply been because there was nothing much else to do. That said, I was glad to see Kylie pull out her laptop before she climbed into bed since it meant we were both probably thinking the same thing.
"Are we having move night again?" I asked.
She snorted softly, but didn't look at all surprised by the question.
"If you want."
I went to the bathroom to get changed first, then joined my sister on her bed. Once again we both covered partly up under the sheets to preserve some sliver of decency, even if it was getting to the point where any such attempt was a formality at best.
We had better luck with videos this time, the first one Kylie tried seemed pretty good and it was almost twenty minutes long so it would last a little while. The guy in it was average enough, nothing about him stood out enough to distract me. The girl on the other hand bore a passing resemblance to Kylie, though I thought I was just imagining it at first since I'd been obsessing over her more than I should lately.
"She kinda looks like me, doesn't she?" Kylie said after a few minutes, confirming what I'd noticed.
"Well, yeah. I guess she does."
Shit, now it was going to be even harder to not mentally put Kylie's face on the girl's body. The more I watched the less I could control my imagination, eventually giving up and closing my eyes so I could picture exactly what I wanted to. I wasn't as subtle about it as I hoped though.
"You're thinking about it aren't you?" Kylie asked. "About me."
"Yeah. It's hard not to."
"We've been making things difficult for each other haven't we? It's getting so hard to be good. Maybe I never should have tried to start anything. Maybe this is why everybody's so repressed, 'cause shit happens when you aren't."
I smiled humourlessly. "If people weren't repressed, what we're doing wouldn't even be an issue. As long as we don't get too out of hand, it's all just fun and it's not hurting anyone. Except society doesn't see it that way."
"Is that how you see it, or are you just trying to rationalize it for me?"
"Both probably. But I really... I mean, I don't regret anything we did. As long as you don't either I think we'll be okay."
"No, I don't regret it. How far do you think is too far though?"
"Well... sex obviously. Beyond that I don't know, I haven't had a chance to really think about exactly where the line is. If we haven't passed it already of course."
Kylie didn't respond to that right away and I assumed she was thinking it over. It was a weird time for introspection, but if she had things she needed to work out then I was hardly going to say anything about it. If I wasn't busy jerking off I might have ended up lost in thought as well.
"I liked having you look at me today," Kylie said, almost in a whisper. "When we were in the car. I think that made me hornier than anything else, seeing how much you kept staring at me."
"Well you're hot, what else was I gonna do when you started taking clothes off?"
"But I'm your sister, it means more than that. I know because I was looking at you too and... I kinda wanted to see more when you were jacking off. I've seen naked guys Jase, and there's plenty on the internet, but they aren't like you. You're different."
"Because you're not supposed to think of me like that?"
"Partly, yeah. But I think maybe because you mean more to me than anyone else ever has."
"Kylie...."
"Seriously, I love you. I know it's not supposed to include any sexual feelings when I say that, but it does."
The laptop and the porn on it were rapidly disappearing from relevance as I dealt with the new information from my sister. I didn't think she was crushing on me or anything, I really hoped she wasn't anyway. If she just saw me as interesting and forbidden the way I did her then we were fine. Probably. I loved her and a part of me wanted to see her naked, but that was about as far as it could get between us before we were in serious trouble of doing something irreversibly stupid.
"You know I love you too," I said. "And it's not as innocent as it should be when I say that either. Let's face it, we're quite similar in a lot of ways. Almost like we're related."
"Yeah, almost." Kylie smiled, then chewed on her lip. "How often do you think we're thinking the same things and don't even realize it?"
"I dunno, there's really no way of knowing that. Why?"
"Because there's something I want to do right now, and if you wanted it too it would make it easier."
Even though I didn't know what she was talking about, the way she said it was suggestive enough to make me nervously excited. It had to be sexual, there's no reason she would bring it up otherwise, and it was hardly going to be too extreme. Other than that I couldn't be sure.
I must not have responded quickly enough for Kylie because she didn't wait. With her eyes locked on mine she reached under the sheet to my leg, then slid her fingers higher. I said nothing, hardly daring to breathe as I clued in to what she was doing.
"Let me do it for you," she whispered.
"You don't have to," I said, making the most token protest of my life.
Her delicate fingers closed on my cock, which had begun to soften in the midst of our conversation but now returned to life. She stroked me through my boxers until I was fully erect again, then tugged my waistband down with my help until my cock sprang free and was covered only by the sheet.
"Does that feel okay?" she asked.
"Fuck yes, that feels great. But you really don't have to."
I kicked myself mentally even as I spoke for trying to dissuade her again. Sure it was kind of bad that my little sister was jerking me off, but it was so very good too. For different reasons of course.
"It's not only for you," she said. "Honestly, I wanted to do this since last night. Watching you in the car earlier, that didn't help either."
Her hand gradually gripped me more confidently as she continued stroking me, less like she was getting ready to pull away at any second. She had probably been worried that I'd tell her to stop at first, but when I didn't initially put up much of a fight she correctly guessed that I wasn't going to.
"I had similar thoughts you know," I said. "Though they had a lot more to do with wanting to see you than touch you."
"Well, maybe sometime soon you'll get to," she said.
She shifted a little closer to me, close enough that our hips were almost touching. I didn't know if that was a hint, or just her getting more comfortable. Either way I decided if she was going to be jerking me off I probably had some freedom in what I did. I placed my hand on her leg just above the knee, nowhere inappropriate yet, but just enough to ask permission. She barely responded to me at all except for her eyes flashing at me for a second with a poorly-concealed grin.
Kylie kept stroking me while I reached farther up her thigh, eventually coming to her panties. I was kind of hesitant at that point, I was doing something I never thought I'd be doing with my sister until very, very recently. She had started it though, and the slight widening of her legs as I approached her crotch was a fairly unambiguous sign of what her feelings were on the matter.
"It's okay," she said.
I had my doubts about that, but I wasn't going to let it stop me. Once I found the waistband of her panties it was easy enough to slip my fingers under them, and all of a sudden I was touching my sister's pussy. Other than what felt like a small triangle of hair right at the top, her pussy lips were perfectly smooth. She gasped softly as I made contact, then made a sound of encouragement as I continued to explore.
She was wet even before I touched her, unsurprising considering she'd been masturbating already, and my finger slid easily along her slit. It was only then that the full realization of what I was doing hit me, that I was actually fingering my little sister. At the same time I didn't freak out nearly as much as perhaps I should have. Sister or not, Kylie was still a girl and she felt exactly like a girl is supposed to. Physically speaking I knew what I was doing, even if emotionally I was drifting farther and farther from known territory.
After another minute or two I pushed a finger inside her, slowly penetrating her while her hand squeezed harder on my cock in response. She was going to make me cum, she was well on the way there already, and I wanted to do the same for her. I wanted to make her feel as good as I did, though I suspected I couldn't manage that. My movements felt so clumsy compared to hers, and even if her job might have been the easier of the two anyway I wished I could do better.
"Getting there," I mumbled, sensing my orgasm approaching long before Kylie's.
"Okay, hang on a sec."
I experienced a surge of disappointment as her hand was suddenly gone, my immanent orgasm aborted.
"What-"
"I said just a second, I'm just trying to keep things a little tidier this time. You always seem to make a bit of a mess."
"Like I can help it," I muttered.
Kylie pulled her panties down, brushing my hand with the material as she did, then all the way off. I was confused until I felt her grasp my urgently waiting again, this time with her panties wrapped around the head.
"What the hell?" I managed, groaning in pleasure as she resumed stroking me.
"You can just shoot into them, won't have to clean up later."
There was something in her voice I was pretty sure I'd never heard before, an undisguised lust at what she was doing. As sensible as her decision may or may not have been, it made the whole thing somehow dirtier than it had been before and pushed me even closer to cumming.



Kylie rocked her hips against my palm, trying to increase her stimulation as I finger-fucked her and I pressed back more firmly to help. It wasn't enough though and I came before getting her there with me, spraying my semen into her panties.
"That was it, wasn't it?" Kylie said. "You just...."
"Yeah, sorry."
"Don't be." She shook her head. "That's what I wanted."
I was still fingering her, but with her attention now freed up one of her hands joined mine. Her fingers slipped down to her clit and our arms make contact as we both worked at getting her off.
Kylie must have been closer than I thought because it wasn't too long before she threw her head back and her pussy squeezed my fingers tight. She held my hand firmly against her through her orgasm, only releasing it was over. She relaxed with a contented sigh and looked at me as I sat up a little.
"What ya doing?" she asked.
I pulled her now very messy panties from under the covers.
"Getting rid of these, unless you want them back."
"No, not really. They're probably going to need washed huh?"
"I would say so." I tossed the panties on the floor and rearranged my boxers so they were covering me properly.
"Are you going back to your bed?"
"Well I don't know about you, but I need to get some sleep or I'm going to be useless for tomorrow."
"I know, I just meant... stay with me Jason."
"We're only going to be like three feet apart."
"Yeah. Yeah you're right."
She was in the middle of shutting down her laptop that I'd almost forgotten was even there, but her eyes kept flicking in my direction.
"You want me to sleep in your bed?" I asked.
"No, it's not important. I just felt like it'd be nice to be close to you for a while. You're right though, you're going to be in the same room anyway. What's the difference?"
I waited until she finished with her computer, then turned off her lamp. Without saying anything I lay down beside her and let her roll close to me. Compared to everything else, sleeping together was hardly a big deal. Plus it actually felt kind of nice to have her next to me.
"Good night," she whispered.
"Night Kylie."
****
For some reason I woke up early the next morning, early enough not to have to be woken up anyway. Kylie was cuddled up to me with her head resting half on my shoulder. I almost didn't want to move for fear of waking her, but I really needed to use the bathroom. As carefully as I could I tried to slip away without disturbing my sleeping sister, but it didn't work.
"Mmph," Kylie protested, trying to grab onto me before I made it off the bed.
"I'll be right back," I promised. "Just stay there."
She wasn't particularly difficult to fight off, especially since she refused to open her eyes. On my way by I pulled the covers on my bed back and halfway onto the floor to make it look like I'd slept there. Whether or not anyone would even notice was questionable.
It turned out I didn't have a chance to get back in bed with Kylie. We got our morning wake up call and after that it was pretty much a scramble to get dressed and packed up again. This time all four of us were having breakfast together before we got going, no arguments.
We went to some place I didn't recognize that was close by, apparently someone told mom they did good breakfasts. By the time Kylie and I had some coffee and our food arrived we were pretty much as awake as could be expected. Kylie put on a show of being awake too early in the day, but I knew it was more of an act than anything when she started teasing me.
It wasn't much at first, and certainly not anything too overt, just things like slipping her foot out of her sandal and running it up my leg or being more suggestive than necessary while eating. When she got some syrup on her finger from her pancakes she sucked it into her mouth while looking directly at me, purposefully drawing out the motion as long as she could. Whether her goal was to make me uncomfortable around our parents or just to keep my attention on her, it was working.
I shifted my chair as close as I could to the table as Kylie's foot got higher and higher up my leg. She seemed like she didn't care if we got caught and I didn't know what was up with her. I mouthed, "fuck off," to her when our gazes met, but she only smiled sweetly at me and acted like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. By squeezing my legs together I managed to keep her from getting any farther, but that didn't stop me from wondering in the back of my mind what her eventual goal had been.
I waited until we were back in the car to finally turn to my sister and say, "what the fuck was all that about?"
"Just having some fun." She shrugged.
"Ky, we can't just do whatever we want. We have to-"
"I know, I know." She sighed heavily and leaned against her door, arms crossed over her chest before continuing in a quieter voice. "I don't know what I was thinking. Even when I woke up I didn't want to let you go, the best I could do with mom and dad there was make sure you couldn't ignore me. Maybe I'm just wicked clingy and I never realized it."
The last part was obviously meant as a joke, even if her heart wasn't in it. Mostly she sounded confused and a little nervous.
"You'd think two days stuck in a car with me would be enough for you," I said.
"Plus sharing a bed last night," Kylie added.
"Yeah. Seriously though, you know you don't need to worry right? I'm not going anywhere and the important things between us haven't changed. Maybe it's the stuff we're doing that's making you thi-"
"I got jealous last night," Kylie interrupted.
"What? Jealous of who?"
"That girl you were checking out in the parking lot. The one in the skirt that barely qualified as clothing."
I had to think back to the day before to try and remember who Kylie was talking about. It took me a minute, but then it clicked.
"Oh, her? I wouldn't have even thought about her again if you hadn't reminded me. It was just a quick look."
"I know, that's the worst part. I've seen you look at loads of girls before and I never cared. Partly it was none of my business anyway, but I also knew it didn't mean anything. That's just what guys do. Hell, girls do it too. To guys I mean, or whatever. I don't like that something so stupid made me react like I did."
"Because I started looking at you that way," I said, with dawning comprehension. "And it means something to you. To both of us."
"Something like that. Things are just changing so fast, even if they're only little things."
"I didn't say they weren't important Kylie, but they still don't come close to stopping you from being my sister. That's going to stay the same regardless of where we end up."
"Good, 'cause I don't want to stop having you to tease sometimes," Kylie said, a hint of her normal voice returning. "You were so funny to watch when we were eating and you didn't want our parents to see how turned on you were getting."
"What makes you think I wasn't just annoyed?"
"Pff, like you can resist me."
I glanced at her, then thought for a couple seconds.
"You're right, I probably can't."
My answer stunned her for a long moment, and I was tempted to award myself a small victory for it. If it had been any other instance of verbal sparring between us I would have. In this case though, I really meant it.
"Great, so we're both fucked up," Kylie said at last.
"Yep. You just figuring that out now?"
"Hardly, it's been obvious for years. I never realized how bad it was though."
"Enh, everyone's fucked up. As long as we know it we're ahead of the game."
"If you say so."
****
The last stage of our journey was thankfully much shorter than the previous days. Right around noon we made it to the resort and finally had somewhere to set up a little more permanently than our one-night rooms.
At first I was disappointed. Not with the state of the room our parents led us to, but more with how it was set up. The main room was where our parents would sleep and where the three smaller rooms all attached. Ordinarily I wouldn't have cared, but I'd been looking forward to more time with Kylie at night and now that would mean going through the main room to get to hers. Even the bathroom we'd be sharing only opened into the main room, meaning no sneaking through it to get to my sister.
My disappointment lasted only until I was unpacking and noticed a balcony at the back of my room behind a curtain and a sliding door. Stepping outside on a whim to see what kind of view I had I found that Kylie's room led to exactly the same balcony, which, given the room layout, I could have guessed if I'd been thinking. She hadn't clued in yet and when I peeked through her doorway she was fully occupied laying out clothes on her bed.
When she bent down away from me to rummage through her bags the opportunity was too good to resist and I carefully pushed her door farther open. It slid surprisingly quietly which worked well for my purposes. She just started to stand again when I reached her and grabbed her suddenly around the waist. Kylie squealed and tried to pull away, whipping around and looking about ready to punch me before she realized who I was.
"Jerk! How did you even...."
She trailed off as her eyes went to the now-pulled-back curtains at the back of her room and she saw the balcony they had hidden. Her mind went through what I was sure was the same line of thinking I'd had and a wide grin appeared on her face.
"Found something interesting, thought you might want to see it too," I said, even though her question had been answered before she finished asking it.
"That certainly is interesting," she agreed. "Speaking of which, I've got something I think you'll like too. But you can't see it right now. Meet me down by the pool in about fifteen minutes?"
There was a large pool area out back, in the same area our balcony overlooked actually. I had no problem with some time in the water given the current temperature, but her suggestion sort of gave away what the surprise was.
"Am I to assume you have a new swim suit?" I asked.
"Maybe."
"Is it... on the small side perhaps?"
"Maaaybe." Kylie's eyes twinkled and she didn't appear to be at all upset that I'd guessed so quickly. "Let's just say that mom would never have let me bring it if she knew about it."
I remembered clearly how my sister looked in just her bra and panties. If this outfit of hers covered as little or even less than that, she would definitely be getting some attention from me. I just hoped I'd be able to avoid getting caught staring at her. Even if there were only two other people here that knew our actual relationship, I didn't trust it to stay that way.
"So, pool? Fifteen minutes?" Kylie repeated.
"Yeah, okay. Looks like they have an outside bar down there even, could be a fun afternoon."
"Jase, you're not even twenty-one yet."
"No, but I can pass for it. Bet you they don't say no."
Kylie snorted, but didn't decline. "I have a feeling I'm going to lose again, but okay. If you have a drink by time I get down there then you win. You're not going to make me regret this are you?"
"Of course not. After all, I'm not twenty-one. How could I possibly win?"
****
Getting a drink from the bar was easy. What I'd suspected but hadn't bothered to explain to Kylie was that this wasn't like going into a bar back home where teenagers were always trying something; this was a vacation spot and anyone here was either an adult or had an adult watching them. As long as you looked old enough and didn't do something stupid, you could probably get away with it. It worked for me anyway.
It was more like twenty minutes before Kylie showed up, and even when she did I didn't immediately notice her. Not that I couldn't recognize her when she got closer or anything, but at first glance all I saw was a girl in a bikini walking in my general direction. It was only when my gaze flicked toward her again a few seconds later that I realized who it was.
"Hey Jase, thanks for saving me a seat," she said, smiling as she grabbed my attention the way she liked to recently.
When I picked out a lounger to wait in I had tossed a towel onto the one beside it to make sure no one else tried sitting there. In hindsight I was glad I thought of it.
"No problem, couldn't have you sitting with some other guy after all."
"Aw, so you get jealous too huh?"
"Hard not to when you're wearing something like that."
"Thought you'd like it."
Kylie stuck her chest out a little more for my benefit before relaxing back in her seat. Despite my intent not to stare, it wasn't as easy in practice. Her bikini was a light blue in colour and was little more than some barely adequate pieces of material tied together with strings. It looked amazing on her.
"How are you going to avoid getting shit for wearing that out here?" I asked. "Or are you just hoping mom and dad won't come out here?"
"I'm old enough to dress myself," she said, though her smile faded slightly.
"If you say so. I'm not going to be able to take your side without risking suspicion you know."
"I know, that's okay. There's too many people around for them to make a scene over it anyway. Until we're back in our room at least." Kylie caught me taking a sip of my drink and apparently didn't intend to 'forget' about our deal. "Dammit, they really let you have one? That's some fucking sloppy work."
"Don't be mad dear sister, it's not like you're gonna have to do anything you wouldn't like. Plus I got you one too."
I held out another glass to her and she took it after only a second of hesitation.
"What is it?" she asked.
"I dunno. I saw the girl at the bar getting a drink for someone else and I asked for two of the same. It was better than trying to think something up on the spot. It's pretty good too. Kinda fruity, but good."
Kylie took a sip and nodded slowly.
"Alright, it is good. You get to live for now."
"You really don't like losing to me do you?"
"Of course I don't. If I don't keep you in line you just get smug. You're really annoying when you're smug. Luckily it turns out all I have to do is wear less clothing and you get too distracted to bug me."
"Guys are easy that way huh?"
"Mostly, yeah. Hey, I think I'm going to try out the pool, you want to join me?"
"Okay."
Kylie got up a little faster than I did and made it to the edge of the pool first. I was glad I had been in no hurry because I got to watch her dive in, a magnificent if somewhat brief sight. I made a mental note to try and get a better look at her ass when I had the chance. Immediately after that I realized just how weird it was to have a thought like that about my baby sister and have it feel almost normal. Checking her out may as well have been no more significant than doing the same to any other girl.
I dove in after Kylie and found her treading water when I surfaced. The look on her face suggested she knew what was going on in my head, though she didn't say anything about it.
"Water feels nice," she said.
"Yeah, it does. Almost a little warmer than necessary though."
"You're just too picky." Kylie nodded toward the far end of the pool. "Want to race there and back? I need to even out the score."
There were other swimmers in the water along with us; some kids playing with a ball and someone relaxing on an inflatable chair, the usual sort of thing you'd expect from a shared pool. It was pretty big though, and not nearly crowded enough to prevent us from doing laps if we wanted. I had a different reason for not agreeing however.
"We both know you're a better swimmer," I said. "I'm not giving you one for free."
"Fine. How about seeing who can stay underwater longest, we haven't done that one since we were kids."
I felt like Kylie might still have an advantage there, but it wasn't a given. Plus I didn't want to ruin the spirit of the game we had going, not when I was up a point already and therefore had a safety net.
"All right, on three?"
"On three," she agreed.
We each held up a hand with three fingers extended, and more or less at the same time counted down silently to zero when we both allowed our bodies to sink to the bottom of the pool. It always felt kind of weird when I first opened my eyes underwater, but I soon adjusted and saw Kylie looking right back at me. We faced off for a few seconds before she grinned and moved toward me.
I watched curiously, unable to vocalize my question as my sister approached to within arm's length. I probably should have been on my guard for her to try something, but it just didn't occur to me. Possibly I was still too distracted by the novelty of her bikini.
Kylie reached down and by the time I figured out what she was going for her hand was already pressed against my cock through my swim trunks. I hadn't made it the point of getting a noticeable erection by then, but I wasn't fully soft either. I was going to push her away, but she grasped my cock as well as she could manage through my shorts and I knew I wouldn't be able to fight her off while simultaneously worrying about oxygen. I swam back up the short distance to the surface, breaking back into the air a good few seconds before Kylie, who followed me after making sure she had her victory.
"Cheater," I said.
"Nuh-uh. I stayed under longer so I win, we didn't have any other rules. We're tied up now."
"You like being tied up do you?"
"Well, sometimes. If I'm in the right mood."
Kylie raised an intrigued eyebrow and I felt her hand replace itself on my leg very close to my gradually hardening cock. As innuendo went it really wasn't that extreme, but when it was with my sister? We both knew it was just a joke, but it was one more example of boundaries being pushed and our relationship evolving.
I tried to look nonchalant as she slowly rubbed my cock, hoping no one would see anything suspicious in how close we were to each other. She wouldn't dare give me a handjob right there in broad daylight, but that didn't mean she wouldn't try to embarrass me a little if she thought she could get away with it.
"Want to go again?" she asked. "You might win the next one."
"Not a chance. Not unless we're on opposite sides of the pool."
"You're no fun." Kylie pouted, then suddenly jerked her gaze away over my shoulder. "Shit, I was hoping they wouldn't come down here."
As she pulled away from me as fast as she could while still in the water, I turned to figure out who she had seen. It was pretty obvious who it must have been, but I didn't work that out until I saw them. It was our parents of course since who else would Kylie even recognize around here? They were still far away enough that I didn't think they'd seen us yet, but they soon would.
Kylie swam to the edge of the pool and hopped out, now wearing a far wetter and clingier version of her bikini. I had an excellent view of her butt once she was out of the water and the way her bottoms hugged her skin was simply unfair. How had I possibly managed to go so long without seeing her this way? It seemed inconceivable now.
I stayed where I was while Kylie dried off and waited for our parents to spot her. Whether or not they had actually been looking for us, they did soon come over and talk with her. I didn't know why my sister was so eager to let them see her in her bikini, but maybe she just wanted to get it over with early so it wouldn't be an issue later on.
As much as I would have liked to know how that conversation went I had no intention of joining them at least until my cock settled down. It took a while because there were a few reasonably attractive girls around and they made it hard to forget the recent images of my sister looking so goddamn hot.
Eventually mom and dad left again without bothering to talk to me, so it couldn't have been anything too important. I climbed out of the pool and slouched over a little as I walked back to my seat. I was pretty sure my erection had faded sufficiently at that point, but didn't want to risk it if I didn't have to.



"So how'd that go?" I asked.
"Enh, pretty much what I expected," Kylie said. "They wanted to say something about my suit, they were pretty obvious about that, but they actually didn't. They might be ready to let me grow up after all."
"Oh like you've had it rough. They used up most of their parental concern on me, all you ever got was the occasional veto on your wardrobe."
Kylie stuck her tongue out at me in a deliberately childish move.
"There was more to it than that, not that I'd expect you to understand. You don't know everything about my life."
"Sure, whatever you say. What did they want anyway?" I asked just to change the subject.
"Oh, some stuff about how we're on our own for the rest of the night because they have plans or something. I guess they're worried we might starve without them around to tell us when it's supper time."
"That sounds about right for them."
"Speaking of which, it does mean we'll be unsupervised for a while. Wanna get room service later on and hang out in our room?"
"You know, I could probably go for that."
****
Despite the intentions I think Kylie and I both had, we didn't get up to much that evening. The nagging worry that our parents would come back unexpectedly kept our activities more or less innocent; mostly watching movies and enjoying a surprisingly comfortable couch. There was a little touching that went beyond a typical sibling relationship, but nothing that we couldn't extricate ourselves from quickly should the need arise. If only our individual bedrooms came with their own locks we would have had at least that little bit of comofrt to let us mess around without fear.
What I was really waiting for was bedtime, an odd source of excitement under normal circumstances. At least with our parents sleeping we could be reasonably sure they wouldn't be wandering around and possibly interrupting us at whatever we ended up doing.
I was slipping out of my clothes that night by my bed when Kylie came in through the balcony entrance. She was only wearing a shirt and panties, and the shirt was a regular one rather than a longer nightshirt. She stood and watched me until I had stripped down to my underwear.
"Going to bed?" she asked.
"Yeah. Maybe not by myself though," I said.
"I hope not."
She came closer, and as she did I got a better view of her bare legs and where her t-shirt pulled tight across her chest. She must have purposefully chosen a shirt that was slightly too small for her.
"So, what do you want to do?" I asked.
"I don't know." She walked right up to me, hands clasped behind her back and an innocent look on her face. "What do you want to do to me?"
To. Not with, but to. The implication of her choice in words sent a small shiver down my back.
"Kylie...."
"Or do you just want me to take care of you? I know you'd have trouble sleeping if I don't and I've been teasing you all day."
Her hands went to my shoulders and I let her push me back onto my bed. She might have been acting as though I was in charge, but there was no question it was her game.
Kylie reached climbed on top of me as I lay back, straddling my legs just above my knees. She reached for the waistband of my boxers, though she didn't try to remove them. Her hands strayed tantalizingly close to my cock without actually touching it.
"It felt good when you did it last night," I said, not directly answering. "I'd...."
"You want me to do it again?" she whispered.
I nodded and Kylie started to pull down my boxers. I made no move to stop her and soon my semi-hard cock popped free. Her eyes opened a little wider and she chewed on her lip hesitantly even as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft.
It was a sudden and somewhat unexpected way for my sister to see my cock for the first time, but the way she stared at it while it grew to full size helped to settle any doubts I may have had. She seemed fascinated by it and the way she stroked me reflected that. The whole situation was far more intense than it had been when we were both partly covered up.
Kylie's lips were parted slightly and she had a glazed look in her eyes. Her hips rocked gently as she kept jerking me off, her pussy seeking stimulation of its own and finding none. I reached out impulsively to grab her butt in both hands and dragged her forward. She squeaked in surprise, then sucked in a sharp breath as her panty-covered crotch pressed against my cock.
For a long moment we stared at each other and I worried that maybe I'd finally managed to push things past where Kylie was comfortable. It might simply have been the shock of my action rather than anything more serious however since she slowly resumed rocking her hips and consequently grinding her pussy against my erection. Only the thin material of her panties separated us.
"Jason..." she breathed.
"What? What is it?"
Kylie shook her head, deciding against saying whatever it was. She had leaned forward to brace herself on her arms and her breasts were so close to my face. I wanted to pull her shirt off and moved my hands to her lower back, preparing to work up to it.
All of a sudden she stopped, backing off just enough that I could no longer feel her against my cock. I was pretty sure she hadn't cum already, but she didn't look like she'd had a change of heart about the whole thing either.
"Ky, what's wrong?"
"Nothing, nothing's wrong at all. But it makes me want more and I need to stop now before I do something we'll regret later. We agreed sex was too far."
"Yeah, we did. I understand."
I was disappointed and didn't try to hide it. We were both feeling more or less the same range of emotions and arguing over it wasn't going accomplish anything. It was pretty obvious from Kylie's face that she didn't want to stop any more than I did, but if she felt like she couldn't control herself the last thing I wanted to do was push her into something she'd hate herself for.
"We could do something else," I suggested. "Something with not as much touching."
Kylie still hadn't moved, seeming reluctant to get off of me even though I would have thought a little space would help with her conflicting thoughts.
"This might sound stupid," she said slowly. "And I know I'm not thinking as clearly as I should be but...." She looked directly into my eyes, working up the nerve for whatever she was about to say. "What if you put it in my butt?"
The words were so quiet, but I could tell she was deadly serious.
"Um, are you sure you'd want that?"
"I know it's still pretty bad, but it's not as bad right? What if we just tried it once and then pretended it never happened?"
"Kylie, if we actually do it we have to do it knowing it's not going to go away. I'm not going to be able to forget it if we...." I swallowed hard. "If we fuck."
That's what it would be I realized. It might not be normal sex, but it would still be sex.
"You're right, maybe we shouldn't," Kylie said.
"I didn't say that, just that if we do we can't ignore what it means. And I honestly have no idea what it would mean."
"It means we're horny and stupid. I know I am right now." Kylie forced a small, humourless laugh, then looked at me critically. "Do you want to do it?"
There it was, the question I was trying not to think about while I was helping Kylie with her own mental struggles. Obviously it was exactly the sort of thing I shouldn't dream of doing with my baby sister, yet here I was considering it.
"I don't want to do anything that might hurt you," I said, not committing to anything. "Especially something that's only going to hurt later when it's too late to change what we already did."
"That didn't sound like a no." Despite the tension Kylie had the beginning of a genuine smile forming on her face. "You really do want to don't you?"
"Yes. But that still doesn't mean we should."
"No, it doesn't. We need to figure this out or we'll be here all night."
"We could always leave it for tomorrow and stick with something less potentially traumatic tonight."
"Maybe that would be best," Kylie said with a sigh.
Neither of us really wanted to wait, but we also couldn't come up with a way to dispel all the fears of what could go wrong. Or a definitive reason why we should give up permanently for that matter.
"Actually, I don't know if I can let this drop just like that," Kylie said after a moment. "Pick a number between one and ten, but don't tell me."
"Really? Kylie we can't decide something like this by luck."
"I know, I know. But look, I'll only have a one in ten chance of getting it right. If I don't get it then I won't even mention it again until tomorrow."
"I still don't think-"
"Come one Jase, you and I both know we could go either way here. I don't think you'd really be all that upset even if I do win."
"That's not the point," I muttered. "But fine, whatever. Take your guess."
Despite my protests, I wasn't entirely opposed to Kylie's plan. Sure the odds were on the side of nothing happening, but I found myself hoping that she'd guess correctly. I picked three and waited for her choice.
"Five," Kylie said.
And that was the end of that. I was about to tell her which number it actually was when I paused just for a second. It was completely within my power to say any number I wanted, it's not like it was written down anywhere. Kylie was watching me expectantly and as I looked at her I realized that this guessing game meant more than a coin flip. This wasn't a decision where the end result didn't really matter, the very fact that we were taking the chance said enough all on its own.
"Yeah, it was five," I found myself saying.
Kylie smiled knowingly and leaned in closer to me.
"Liar," she said.
I was pretty sure I'd never had a girl, or anyone for that matter, look so happy while they called me on my bullshit. It did give me the distinct impression that I'd deciphered her motivations correctly though.
"Maybe. You'll never know."
"I suppose you're right, but I can live with that." She stood up and started walking back to her room. "Wait here, I'll be right back."
"Uh, okay."
I felt eerily calm as I waited for Kylie to return. I didn't know precisely what I should be feeling, but it should have been something. It must have been a case of some part of my brain not registering what was going to happen, that I was going to have sex with my little sister. That was the sort of thing there might not be an instinctive reaction for since, really, how often was it going to come up?
I stripped off my boxers while I was just sitting there since they weren't covering anything anyway. Before I started wondering too much about what Kylie was doing she came back with something clutched in her hand.
"Lube," she explained as she saw me looking. "It might help."
"Oh yeah, never even thought of that." I frowned slightly. "Did you bring that with you from home?"
"Yes, but I never intended to use it with anybody. It was mostly for if I got too bored and needed something to amuse me for a while."
My mind slowly processed the information, able to some up with only one possibility for what she was alluding to.
"You mean you brought... toys?"
"Uh huh. I might even let you see them if you ask nicely."
Kylie bounced onto the bed beside me and we lapsed into a brief awkward silence. All those times in the past couple days when I'd wanted to see my sister without clothes on, now it was going to happen.
"You'll probably need to take your panties," I said eventually. "You could take off your shirt too if you want, you don't have to though."
She nodded and pulled her shirt up her tummy, looking a little shy as it passed over her breasts and finally off. I gave her a reassuring smile even while I tried not to stare too blatantly at her chest. As far as I was concerned she had nothing to be embarrassed about. They may not have been the biggest breasts in the world, but they were nicely round and firm, fitting perfectly on her body.
"And your panties," I prodded.
"Could you... could you do them for me?" she asked.
Why that was easier for her I didn't know, but I was happy to help if that's what she wanted. I knelt down in front of her and took hold of her panties on either side between my fingers. Kylie raised her butt as I pulled them down and allowed me to drag them all the way off her feet.
When I looked back up I was staring directly at the most beautiful bare pussy I had ever seen. It seemed so tiny and delicate, almost cute. I was somewhat confused however by the lack of any hair.
"I had to shave it all," Kylie said as though she could read my mind. "With that bikini I was wearing, it didn't hide much."
"Well it's beautiful," I assured her. "Just like the rest of you."
Kylie blushed and I almost felt like I should apologize for the compliment that had slipped out naturally.
"Thanks," she said in a soft voice.
We were both naked and on my bed, but now it seemed that neither one of us knew what to do next. Or more to the point, we were reluctant to take the lead.
"So, I guess we should do this," I said at last, hoping to goad Kylie into action. "Or at least start getting you ready. I don't think it's going to be easy for you to relax, but you're going to need to."
"I've actually been working on that already."
My confusion must have been obvious because Kylie gave me a crooked smile and started to roll over. She looked back at me like she was going to say something else, then decided not to and finished repositioning herself. With my sister now lying on her stomach it became clear what she had been hinting at.
"One of your toys?" I said.
I put one hand on her butt to gently spread her cheeks and get a better view. Right in the middle, protruding somewhat obscenely from her ass was the rubbery end of what looked like a butt plug.
"One of my toys," she confirmed. "I put it in earlier, should make sex a little easier."
"How much earlier? Like before you came in here?"
"Oh, earlier than that. I like wearing it around you when you have no clue, feels kinda sexy. And dirty."
"You're bad, little sister." I shook my head, though really I agreed that it was pretty hot. "Was it just tonight, or did you do it to me other times too."
"That first day in the car, when I was bored out of my skull, that was the first time I ever did it when I was around someone. Maybe that's why I was thinking about sex so much. Then I put it in again the next day too and, well, we ended up here."
"We did, didn't we."
It occurred to me belatedly that I was still fondling Kylie's butt, and also that I had no interest in stopping. Everything about her was conspiring to drive me crazy and with each passing moment I grew more certain that I wanted to do this.
"I guess I should take it out," I said.
"That would help. Gonna be hard to stick anything else in there otherwise."
Kylie's tone was teasing, but I sensed the same nervous anticipation in her as in me. I tentatively took hold of the flared base of her butt plug and pulled on it. It moved only reluctantly at first, stretching her wider until suddenly we were past the largest part and the whole thing popped out.
I noted that the plug wasn't as big as I expected, no doubt because porn gave me a skewed perspective on what size girls tended to use, but otherwise ignored it and set it aside. I was much more interested in my sister. Her hole hadn't quite closed after having her toy in there for so long and I knew there was no point waiting since her ass was about as relaxed as we could hope for.
"Make sure you use lots of lube," Kylie said, not looking back at me but spreading her legs a little more in invitation.
"Don't worry, I know that part."
I took the lube and squirted a good amount right over her asshole. She jumped slightly at the unexpected sensation, but seemed to like it when I started to spread it around with my fingers. I had intended to start pressing gently against her hole and let it accept me at its own pace, but I underestimated how much of an effect her preparation had and I was able to slide my finger in almost immediately.
Kylie moaned in pleasure as I moved my finger back and forth in small motions. Her butt actually started rocking in time with me and I was tempted to just sit there and finger-fuck her for a while. I was far too horny for that though and I needed some stimulation of my own.
"Are you ready?" I asked.
"Uh-huh, do it Jase. God I want it so bad."
I had removed my finger and was applying lube to my cock just to be sure there was enough when Kylie raised her lower half up onto her knees. The wanton display of my sister sticking her ass up at me and wiggling it impatiently was just too much and even if she had second thoughts at that point I might not have been able to stop.
I knelt behind Kylie, urging her a little farther into the middle of the bed to give me room, and pressed the head of my erection against her butt where my finger had so recently vacated. My cock was significantly bigger however, and the ease I'd had before was replaced a barrier that didn't quite want to let me in.
"Shit, you're bigger than anything I've tried before," Kylie said.
"Just relax."
"I'm trying. It's not easy when my brother's about to fuck me."
Her statement sent made my already rock-hard cock twitch and I began to worry that at the rate we were going I was going to cum before I even got inside her.
"Actually you're going to be the first guy to get me back there," Kylie said thoughtfully. "Kind of a weird... holy fuck!"
The very tip of my cock had made it past her outer ring and I froze instantly as I heard the pain in her voice.
"Sorry, do you want me to pull out?"
"No, stay there just... fuck that kind of hurts. I think I tightened back up as soon as you got in. I got too excited."
She was probably right, the way she was squeezing me I couldn't imagine how I could possibly have made it inside. If my whole shaft had been in I might have well have cum simply from how tight it was. As it was the mental concentration involved in forcing myself not to move was enough to calm me down a little.
"Just relax," I said.
"I'm trying, it's not easy you know."
"I know."
I leaned down into a position that wasn't great for sex, but put my face right at the top of Kylie's back. Mainly I wanted to help, though the smooth skin just below her neck was inviting enough that my motivations were not entirely selfless. I placed soft kisses between her shoulder blades and gradually explored farther away from my chosen centre point.
"That's kind of nice," Kylie told me.
"Glad you like it."
It seemed to be working too, before long her ass once again relaxed enough that I could move without hurting her. I waited a little longer just to make sure until she gave me a signal that she felt the same.
"Okay, I think I'm good now," she said a moment later. "But go slow."
"Trust me, I will."
I had used more than enough lube and once Kylie's body was ready to accept me moving inside her wasn't as difficult as it could have been considering anal sex was so new to her. Her practice with her toys had paid off in that respect at least.
Using only very small back and forth thrusts I penetrated deeper into my sister's ass until she started rocking back against me. Once she began responding like that I felt more confident that she truly was enjoying herself more than she was in pain. I had no illusions that it wouldn't still hurt at least a little, but given time she might be able to move beyond that.
When I finally bottomed out I stopped and held myself there for a moment. It was so incredible to think that Kylie and I were naked with my cock fully buried in her ass. Of all the moments in my life important enough to remember years later, I knew this was going to hit pretty damn near the top of the list.



Kylie apparently didn't agree with my decision to pause for the occasion and made a small whining noise like a child who wasn't getting what they wanted. She took it upon herself to move on my cock as best she could and I took longer than necessary to rejoin her. There was something primally satisfying about watching my sister, or any girl really, craving release so badly. Not that I would, but if I started fucking her for real then I suspected she wouldn't have made a single complaint. I would definitely catch hell for it afterward though, when she was thinking more clearly.
"Fucking hell," Kylie moaned.
With her facing away from me I couldn't see her face to gauge her reaction, but there were enough other hints there to give me a good idea how she was feeling. Especially once she stuck a hand between her legs and started fingering herself while I continued fucking her from behind. I wondered how close she was and, perhaps more importantly, whether I'd be able to hold out long enough. I was in a situation where I didn't want to cum right away, but was too turned on to do much about it.
"Hey Jase," Kylie said, her words coming about as unevenly as her breathing.
"Yeah?"
"When you're ready, don't pull out okay?"
She wanted me to cum in her ass? That was fine with me, though the thought didn't do anything to help me last longer. Already that feeling was creeping up on me that told me my orgasm was going to hit soon. It wasn't what I wanted, but how the hell was I supposed to resist something so hot?
A few more strokes and I was there, too far gone for anything to stop me. I shot my semen deep inside my sister while she hissed in pleasure at the sensation it produced. As I had feared I did end up cumming before her, but not by much as she followed me by only seconds. Afterward, as though it was synchronized somehow, we collapsed together on the mattress. I had to fall to the side a bit to avoid landing on her and she immediately closed up the small gap that left between us.
"You came in my butt," Kylie said, as if it was the first I was hearing of it.
"You told me to."
"I know, it's just so... I don't even know if I can think of the right word. It somehow doesn't feel real even though I know it is." She looked at me seriously. "We just had sex."
"Does that bother you?"
"It should, but it doesn't. You know what I'm actually thinking?"
"No, I barely know what I'm thinking right now."
"I was worried it wouldn't be as good as I hoped when I actually tried it," she said, ignoring my attempt at humour. "Like real anal not just with toys or whatever. Now I know I like it. And even though it's weird, I'm kinda glad I got to try it with you for my first time. The guy I had regular sex with the first time, we don't even talk any more. Feels like I messed up when I think about it sometimes."
I pulled Kylie to me, letting her nestle in my arms and know that I was feeling as okay with everything as she was.
"I almost wish this could have been my first time with anal too," I said. "Would have been nice in a fucked up kind of way. It was still a first for me in one way though."
"Wha- oh, because I'm your sister." She giggled softly, then had to stifled a yawn partway through.
"Yeah. If anything that's going to make it more memorable than if you were just the first girl who let me stick it in her butt."
"Mmm, that's a nice thought. Your wording leaves a little to be desired though."
"It often does."
Kylie was showing signs of being tired, and I knew I was getting there too. As our conversation faded away I noticed at some point that she had fallen asleep. Within another few minutes so had I.
****
Despite the night I'd had, I woke up earlier than I'd managed the whole trip so far. Kylie wasn't right beside me which left me disappointed until I located her sitting on the end of the bed. She was still completely naked and was watching the sun come up looking fully content with the world. She smiled as she saw my eyes were open, but didn't say anything. For a couple minutes I lay where I was and stared, hypnotized in my semi-awake state by the beauty of my naked sister who was sitting at just the perfect angle in the early morning light.
Then she broke the spell by stretching, an interesting process all on its own, and turned to sit cross-legged facing me. It didn't have quite the same effect, but the view of her exposed pussy along with her breasts made for a decent consolation prize.
"Morning sleepy," she greeted me.
"Don't give me that, any other day you'd still be asleep too," I said.
The clock beside the bed said it wasn't even seven yet, hardly a fair time of day to be getting teased about sleeping in.
"I didn't seem to need as much sleep last night," she said. "I remember being so tired, then I woke up and I just didn't feel like staying where I was. I would have gone to find something to do except... I didn't really want to leave."
"Were you watching me?"
"Some, you and the sun. You looked so peaceful, I don't think I've ever seen you like that. Like a big baby. And I mean that in a good way."
She took my hand and squeezed gently, as though urging me not to be upset at the baby comparison.
"Well, whatever. I've been called worse I suppose."
With Kylie naked right in front of me I was naturally getting an erection, though it was hidden beneath the sheet that half-covered me. I didn't even remember pulling it over me, maybe I'd done it in my sleep.
"We should do something today," Kylie announced suddenly.
"Uh, like what?" I asked, having trouble switching gears so quickly.
"I don't know, just something together. Unless... if you think we need space...."
"No, that sounds good," I said, picking up on the obvious signals that my sister would be hurt if I tried to get away from her. As if I even wanted to. Whatever might have changed between us last night, I didn't even consider spending the day apart to be a real option.
"Great. There must be touristy shit around so I guess we could go check it out until we figure out something else. Or if you have any ideas."
"I'm barely awake right now, I'm hardly capable of planning a day out."
"Okay, well I'm gonna head back to my room. I don't think we'll be bothered, but if we were it'd be better if we had clothes on."
She stood up and started to walk away, drawing my eyes straight to her swaying ass. The ass I'd fucked the night before. If I used to think my little sister could drive me crazy when we were younger, that was nothing compared to now. Though the context was quite a bit different.
Once Kylie left I had to make the decision on whether or not to jerk off before getting up. I was already semi-hard, and I had plenty of masturbation fodder in my mind. It just didn't seem nearly so appealing when there was someone so close by who could do the job for me.
I lay there indecisively, not quite awake and unable to muster the will to actually do anything. Gradually my erection faded and the sound of our parents leaving from the next room finally pushed me to get up. I might as well get in a shower while I was pretty sure it was free. I did think of seeing if Kylie wanted to join me, but that would be pushing my luck. Especially when I didn't know how long mom and dad would be gone.
I did feel better after standing under the water for a few minutes. My dazed state was partly replaced by a growing alertness and energy that I would need for the day ahead. By the time I got out of the shower I was awake enough to start getting hungry. I'd wait for Kylie before going to get breakfast though, unless she took an obnoxiously long time.
When I returned to my room to get dressed I left the door open, so I knew when Kylie took her turn in the bathroom. After hearing the shower come on again it was only a moment or two before I realized how dumb it was to wait around for her and imagine her naked under the streaming water when I could just go watch. If she told me to leave then I would.
The shower had a glass door on it that fogged up with the hot water, meaning I couldn't see much through it. Kylie also couldn't see and had to slide the door open far enough to peek through at me when she heard me enter.
"Oh, it's you," she said. "What did you do, forget something?"
"No, just don't have anything better to do."
"So you decided to come perv on me?"
"Pretty much. Too bad I can't really see anything."
"You've seen it all by now anyway, I don't know why you're so fascinated."
"Yes you do. If you'd thought of it you would have done the same to me."
"Well... okay maybe."
Unfortunately sitting on floor there only a couple feet away from my sister was hardly much better than staying in my room. We did get to talk a little I suppose, but mainly I was waiting for the moment when she had to get out. When she did she realized, as I had earlier, that there were no towels within reach unless you had the foresight to hang one up ahead of time.
"Could you get me a towel, or are you going to be a brat make me get it myself?" she asked.
She was already halfway exposed from where she stood with the shower door partly opened, but to get a towel she'd need to get all the way out. I considered not helping her, but decided to be nice. The possibility of sex was a powerful motivator to keep her happy.
"Thanks," she said, sounding a little surprised as I handed her a towel.
"No problem."
I hadn't even been thinking about it, but as Kylie dried herself off I got a pretty decent view since she didn't immediately wrap the towel around her body. For some reason I had assumed that's what she would do, but at this point modesty was no longer the same issue it used to be for us.
It took longer than it should have, but eventually I clued in that she was showing off for me. The desire she had for my attention manifested itself once again and I belatedly caught the glint in her eye as she dried herself off far more thoroughly than necessary. When she finished up and returned to her room wearing only her towel, I followed.
"You're just going to follow me around all day like a puppy aren't you?" Kylie said in tone that told me she didn't actually mind.
I shrugged noncommittally and sat down on her bed. She rolled her eyes theatrically and started getting dressed.
It turned out to be a very involved process, possibly for my benefit. Certainly the amount of time she spent brushing her hair in the mirror while her towel only just barely managed to cover her butt was longer than it needed to be. And when she slipped on a pair of panties to wear while she decided on her outfit for the day she may as well have announced that she was enjoying being the sole focus of my attention. I would have bet good money that she didn't usually parade around topless while figuring out what she wanted to wear.
Once the novelty wore off a little Kylie finally chose a light sundress and put it on without a bra. It meant she was actually dressed properly, but there was still something sexy about knowing she only had two pieces of clothing on.
"Ready to go?" she asked, adopting an innocent look like she hadn't just spent fifteen minutes making me horny.
"Yeah. Breakfast first, then go see what there is?"
"Sounds good."
The bulge in my shorts faded away as we walked and by the time we reached the dining area of the building I had calmed down fully. There was a buffet style of service set up pretty much all day in a room on the bottom floor, no doubt to deal with guests operating on whatever schedules they felt like. Kylie teased me about how much food I got, but I think she was as hungry as I was and ate more than she normally would have too.
After that we were off to explore the local area, which turned out to mostly mean shopping. Not shopping in the 'enter a store and buy something' sense, but more in the 'wander around and look at absolutely everything' kind of way. Most of the shops nearby were clearly designed for vacationers and sold the sort of things you wouldn't look twice at normally but make a good memento.
Any other time I would have gotten bored quickly and tried to get out of it. This time though, I had Kylie to hold my attention. While she looked through displays of trinkets and jewelry, I looked at her. When I got the chance I would let my hand rest on her butt or wrap an arm around her waist, attaining discreet contact with her as much as possible. She fought me off when I did, swatting at me playfully or trying to give me a glare, but not once did I get the impression she wanted me to stop.
At one point she had picked out a necklace and was holding it up to her throat so she could examine the look in a nearby mirror. When she asked my opinion I stood directly behind her and rested my chin on her shoulder while I pretended to examine her reflection critically.
"Very nice," I said.
"The necklace, or my boobs?"
"Both. I wasn't really looking at the necklace though."
Kylie sighed and grabbed my wrists before my arms could completely encircle her.
"You're going to get us in trouble if you keep this up you know," she said.
"No one knows who we are," I said. "We can do whatever we want here."
"Yeah, but I might get used to it. And what exactly is it that we want to do?"
I shrugged. "I want to be close to you, that's about as far as my thoughts get right now."
"Well I appreciate the sentiment, just try to keep it casual okay?"
"Okay."
****
A few hours later and we'd bought a grand total of one thing. Or two things, however you want to count a pair of earrings. I ended up paying for them since Kylie didn't bring any money with her and I realized she'd either expected not to buy anything or she'd planned on me paying right from the beginning. Either way it annoyed me slightly, but the earrings really did look good on her.
We stopped at an outdoor cafe sometime in the early afternoon for something resembling lunch. My internal schedule was so messed up the normal order of things didn't seem all that important.
"You're staring at me again," Kylie said, sipping on her iced coffee. "People are going to get the wrong idea."
"You don't think they haven't been already?" I said. "Anyone who's paid any attention at all will think we're a couple. It's not just me, the way you act isn't like I'm your brother either. The way you drag me around between shops is much more like a girlfriend than a sister."
"Jase, what are we going to do? Mom and dad might be slow, but even they're going to pick up on something eventually." She studied the tabletop intently as she continued, avoiding my gaze entirely. "It was... I never intended for things to get nearly this far. I never even thought they could."
"But they did," I said softly.
"Yeah, guess that's what happens when you try to fix something that's not broken. Even if it doesn't break it still changes."
"On the bright side, we are closer than we ever were before. That's what you wanted right?"
"Yeah, but... this might actually be too close. I've been feeling things I really shouldn't be feeling about you. I guess that's probably obvious after what we did last night."
"That doesn't have to be a bad thing though, especially if we're both feeling the same way."
She looked up at me then, staring intently at me as though she was trying to see inside my brain.
"But how long is it going to last?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know what I mean Jase. Once we get home and things go back to normal, how long will it be before something changes again?"
"Maybe we shouldn't worry about that yet. We have time, we can figure things out."
"Yeah, I guess."
She clearly didn't buy it, but I wasn't sure what she wanted to hear.
It wasn't until later after we left the cafe and were heading back that she brought the subject up again. She'd been quiet for a while and the sudden leap back into our discussion left me a little confused for a moment.
"Walking around like this, it's going to be different when people know us," she said.
"Um, okay?"
"Seriously, are you really going to want to be seen hanging out with your little sister all the time? And that's not even counting how careful we're going to have to be not to do anything that gives us away. Plus-"
"Kylie," I interrupted, "are you trying to convince me that things have to back to normal, or are you just hoping I have an easy solution?"
"... more the second one," she said quietly.
"Then I can't help you. There are going to be problems no matter what we do at this point. But at least we can deal with them together, right?"
"I guess that's true." She took my hand and squeezed it. "I'll always have my brother to back me up."
"Damn straight. So don't even worry about anything, we can take care of it when it comes up."
Kylie seemed okay with that, and her mood generally improved to the point where she actually started humming tunes that I either couldn't recognize or she just made up. She didn't let go of my hand either, whether on purpose or because she just didn't think about it. All I knew was I was intensely aware of us holding hands and how I had absolutely no problem with it. She had a point when she mentioned how I'd feel acting this way around people we knew, but when we were anonymous it just felt nice to be able to display affection so casually.
"So are we gonna be, like, together now?" Kylie asked me.
"I think so, yes," I said.
"What does that make me then? Girlfriend doesn't sound quite right in this case."
"Maybe not. I don't know, I never really thought about it. You're still my sister to me."
"Yeah, but I'm kind of more than that now though. Right?"
"Depends on how you look at it. You're definitely more to me than the average sister would be to her brother, on the other hand you're the only girl who's ever going to be my sister. It's a unique position for you and it means more to me than a 'girlfriend' would at this point."
"Hm, I guess I can accept it when you put it that way. Just as long as you don't go thinking you can have a girlfriend on the side too," she teased.
"Don't worry, I don't have a death wish. I know better than to piss you off that badly."
"And here I thought you never learned."
She leaned in to kiss me on the cheek, a sweet and fairly innocent gesture. It made me realize that with everything we'd done, I had yet to kiss my sister properly. The time wasn't right for it, but as soon as the thought was in my mind I knew I would have to fix that in the near future.
****
If anything there was more anticipation leading up to that night than any of the others. Our relationship had officially changed now, and unlike previous nights I could be fairly confident about what was going to happen. There was next to no chance Kylie was going to decide she wanted to spend it alone, or tell me that we'd been pushing too far. This time I was going in practically knowing that I'd be having sex with my sister again.
The sheer amount of waiting I had to do that evening and into the night was torturous. We had to make sure our parents were asleep though, and that was the only thing that kept me just barely in my room once I was supposed to be going to bed. I wanted to go to my sister through our secret balcony route, but instead alternated pacing restlessly and fidgeting with any loose object I came across. If I had to imagine the perfect hell it would have been those long minutes stretched out to eternity.
Kylie snuck up on me while I had my back turned and I only coincidentally caught her walking toward me before she reached me. I was at first elated to see her, then confused what she was doing. It couldn't be time yet.
"You look like you're waiting for someone," she said.
She was wearing a slightly too-long t-shirt with no other clothing visible, though her underwear status was indeterminate. It made me want to grab her and find out exactly what was underneath.



"Yeah, I was. Um, what are you doing here already? Mom and dad can't possibly be asleep already."
"No, probably not. I couldn't wait that long."
She moved to my door and bent down, letting her shirt rise high enough that her butt peeked out at me and confirmed she wasn't wearing any panties. My cock twitched in response to the image before me and my reservoir of restraint began to run dangerously low.
In an absolutely brilliant move Kylie grabbed the door stop from where it had lain unnoticed by me and shoved it under the closed door, effectively barring access to anyone on the other side. I had neither paid any attention to the object before, nor would I ever have thought to use it that way.
"Would have been easier if they just gave us locks on these doors," she said as she stood up again.
"Lucky I have you here, I would never have figured that one out."
"Yeah, but you wouldn't have needed to figure it out if I wasn't here either."
I stepped close to Kylie and placed my hands on her hips, loving the feeling of holding her and slowly drawing her closer to me.
"What fun would that be?" I said.
She let me run my hands over her hips and tummy, not yet straying under her shirt but getting close. I was wearing only a pair of boxers since I hadn't anticipated needing any more clothing than that and Kylie amused herself by tracing her fingers across my chest. The two of us stood there for a few moments just touching each other and exploring areas previously off-limits to us. To think, all that time we'd lived together and I'd had full access to her if only either of us had realized the potential was there. But maybe it would have been better to wait anyway, to make sure we could fully appreciate what we had. Who knew what could have happened at various stages of our lives.
Eventually she looked up at me, an unintentionally naive and innocent look on her face.
"Are you ready?" she asked me.
I couldn't help my lips curving upward in amusement at her question.
"I've been ready for a while," I said. "I can't believe I lasted this long."
"Well, you should take me to bed then."
I did as she instructed, guiding her willing body to my bed and gently backing her up toward it.
"Did you bring the lube with you again, or did you leave it here from last night?" I asked as I moved her into position.
"Um, actually I don't know. It doesn't really matter, or at least I don't think it does." Kylie chewed on her bottom lip briefly as she looked at me. "Jase, I'm your girl now right? So... you should be able to have me for real. Even if we decided we couldn't before."
In case I missed her point she took my hand and brought it down to below the hem of her shirt. I didn't need her help to find her pussy and soon cupped it in my palm as she watched expectantly.
"Kylie..." I breathed.
"You can still have my butt when you want, as long as we do it this way once," she said. "I'm still too sore to try it again right away though so...."
"Ky, you're right. Things were different when we set that rule. There's no reason now why we shouldn't if we're going to be together."
She didn't say anything to that, only reached down and grabbed the bottom of her shirt with both hands. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled it up about halfway to her breasts, then abruptly removed it completely in one smooth motion. I gave her a small push while she was off-balance from her maneuver and she fell naked and giggling onto the bed.
I was more than a little aroused by now, the effects of which were becoming increasingly noticeable to my sister. Her gaze was drawn to my crotch even as she scooted back farther on the mattress. When I started to remove my boxers she made an approving noise and propped herself up on her arms in a half-sitting position to watch. After the night before there really wasn't anything new to be revealed for either of us, but that didn't mean we weren't going to enjoy seeing it again.
My cock was stiff enough to bounce slightly as it was freed from its cloth prison. Kylie never took her eyes off of it as I climbed onto the bed and slowly crawled on top of her. We were both fully naked and more than a little horny, a state that only got more intense with every passing second.
"I need you pretty bad right now," I told her.
"Mmm, good 'cause I need you too."
I was on my hands and knees, more or less face to face with my beautiful little sister. A few simple movements and I could be inside her if I wanted, it would all be so easy. But before that there was something else I needed to take care of.
Kylie was so focused on other parts of my body she didn't react to me lowering my head until it was only inches away. She parted her lips slightly, probably more in surprise than because she knew what I was doing, but either way I took the opportunity to kiss her. It didn't take her long to respond and even though it was our first kiss it soon felt like the most natural thing in the world to be doing. Like we had done it hundreds of times before.
We needed air of course, but that was the only thing that separated us even briefly over the next few minutes. I didn't quite understand what it was about her lips that captivated me so much, only that I couldn't seem to tear myself away once I started. Kylie didn't want me to either and by grabbing my shoulders slowly pulled me down on top of her until my cock was brushing against her pussy.
I didn't need to look, didn't need to spare it any attention. Our bodies knew what they were doing. The instinctive rocking of our hips did most of the work, first teasing her pussy with the tip of my cock and gradually becoming more insistent until I was no longer sliding across her entrance and was instead trying to get in.
I eventually had to adjust my position to allow more than the head of my cock into her, and in doing so had my first chance to look at my sister since I kissed her. Her face was flushed and eager, leaving absolutely no doubt that she was as ready as I was. When I paused just for a second she nodded encouragingly and urged me onward with pressure from her hands. I had no intention of denying her and resumed what I had started. Kylie moaned happily as I pushed deeper into her and spread her legs to what seemed like an uncomfortable distance apart in order to give me as much room as possible.
"Oh god we're really doing it," she whispered, as much to herself as to me.
"Uh huh," I grunted back.
And we were, there was no way around it. We were having sex.
Technically I suppose it was the second time depending on how you counted it, but unlike the night before there were no excuses or attempts to skirt the reality of the situation. We accepted what was happening and we both wanted it.
Kylie arched her head back as I started fucking her for real, exposing her neck to me and I took the invitation. I kissed her several times over the area where her neck and shoulder joined until she responded and playfully pushed me away. She took her turn then, nuzzling at my neck and trailing kisses across my chest. I let her take over and do what she wanted while I focused on establishing a steady rhythm.
On both physical and emotional levels I was feeling amazing. My sister's body was warm and soft and so fucking sexy, her pussy practically molding to my cock when I was inside her. More than that the love she felt for me was so evident to me at that point it was almost a tangible force all on its own. We were sharing something that went far beyond any experience I'd had with anyone else, ever.
It wouldn't last forever though, no matter how much I wished it could. There were limits that even the energy of the moment couldn't break. I could tell Kylie was feeling those effects just as strongly as I was by the way her movements became increasingly urgent and less controlled.
"Harder," she urged, her hips rocking back against me more and more frantically.
I did my best to oblige, fucking her as I hard as I dared. I didn't think there was any real chance of hurting her since this was exactly what our bodies were made for, but my brotherly instincts wouldn't abandon me completely even then.
She was near orgasm and I kept up the pace even while she clung more tightly to me and buried her face in my chest. I was breathing hard and getting pretty close myself, but Kylie got there first. All of a sudden her pussy clamped down hard on my cock, not painfully but enough to create even more intense sensations for me. I had no chance of holding out much longer and I didn't try to fight it.
Within moments of my sister I was cumming. Time blurred during those few seconds as I struggled to focus on Kylie, wanting to forever associate her with the feeling of pure bliss that was coursing through me. She looked up at me as the last of my semen shot into her and all I could do was kiss her again, to which she eagerly responded.
Then abruptly it was over and the endless energy I'd had disappeared on me. It was all I could do to get off of Kylie before I collapsed on the bed. She watched me for a while as I recovered and eventually rolled onto her side to face me, propping her head up on one arm. The fingers of her free hand went to my stomach, delicately tracing over my skin in random patterns.
"So," she said, "what do you want to do tomorrow?"
I couldn't help it, it was just such an absurdly normal question to ask after such a decidedly abnormal event. I cracked up in a fit of uncontrollable giggling and it didn't take long for it to spread to Kylie. It was a while before we both managed to calm down enough that we wouldn't set the other off again.
"How about we spend the day in bed," I suggested finally, though we both knew we didn't have that luxury.
"Mmm, that sounds nice. Can we eat breakfast here and everything?"
"Why not, we'll just get some room service. You're gonna have to answer the door when they show up though 'cause I don't plan on getting dressed."
"What if I don't either?"
"Then someone's going to get quite a show."
"Pff, you'd like that wouldn't you."
"No, not really." I shook my head. "I want my sister all to myself, don't wanna share."
"Good answer."
Things wouldn't be nearly as simple as we were making them out to be of course, and we both knew it. But at least for that night it was nice just to not worry about anything. We had each other and that was all that mattered, everything else could wait.
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I ignored my phone when it rang the first time, it was just going to be my very recently ex-boyfriend calling and I didn't want to talk to him. Not the most mature move on my part of course, but whatever. He needed to get it through his head that we were done.
A couple minutes my phone rang again, and again I ignored it. The third time I gave in and answered it.
"What!" I demanded.
"Hey Debbie, how come you don't wanna talk to me?"
As soon as he started talking I realized I'd been wrong about who was calling. Even if I hadn't recognized the voice only one person I knew was suicidally stupid enough to call me Debbie; my brother. He did it just to bug me too, when he thought he could get away with it.
"Thought you were someone else," I mumbled, as close to an apology as he was going to get.
"Well I guess it's a good sign that I'm not the most annoying person in your life right now," he said.
"Whatever. What do you want Jack?"
"Oh yeah. Um, do you think I could crash with you for a bit?"
My first instinct was that I didn't really want him around, but I knew that was only because I'd been sulking around my house for the past couple days ever since I became single again. It had definitely been the right call, but that didn't mean I was completely happy about it. Having Jack staying with me would at least distract me a little from my self-pity.
"Okay, fine. You can have the spare bedroom if you want it. When do you think you'll be here?"
"About, say, five minutes ago. Ish."
I repressed a sigh and levered myself into a standing position. Sure enough as I looked out the window I could see my brother's car in my driveway, and my brother too. He gave me a small wave with his free hand while he held his cell phone with the other.
"Door's unlocked," I said simply and hung up.
Pain in the ass, he always had been. Even now that we were both in our mid-twenties, you wouldn't necessarily know it by the way he acted sometimes. Not to the point of truly being an asshole or anything, he just tended to be a little too self-centered and oblivious to the world around him. Charming enough to get away with it too when you didn't know him well enough.
I heard my front door open and waited until Jack's footsteps got close before turning around and acknowledging his presence.
"You could have called ahead you know," I said.
"C'mon Deb, I was going to but I had a lot on my mind."
He flashed me that irritating smile he used whenever he wanted to disarm someone, a smile that I knew worked far too well on far too many people.
"Yeah right."
"Seriously. Tracy kicked me out and I'm kinda lost, you know? I'm pretty sure it's not gonna blow over either."
I softened a little since I could relate to that more than I wanted right now, even if I'd been on the other end of it. If I thought he wouldn't have a new girlfriend by next week I'd have been even more sympathetic.
"Well, sorry about that. It was probably your fault though."
"Probably," he agreed. "It's not like I meant to forget her birthday though."
I didn't bother attempting to hide my sigh this time.
"Dammit Jack, you need to stop doing shit like that. I know you usually get away with it, but... oh who am I kidding. I've been telling you this for years and you never listen."
"I know, I know. But hey, on the bright side we get some quality time right?"
"Oh joy. As if you're not going to be working on hooking up with some new hot girl who doesn't know any better."
"Nah, not for a while I don't think. Need a break. Besides it'll be nice to be around a hot girl who does know better, keep me on my toes."
He said it so casually I almost didn't clue in that my brother might have just complimented me. Sort of.
"Did you just call me hot?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
"Yep. Your boobs are looking especially nice today."
He grinned infuriatingly and I remembered that, since I hadn't been in the mood for going out of the house, I hadn't bothered putting on a bra. That fact was apparently a little more obvious than I would have liked.
Jack had carefully positioned himself out of range so I lunged at him hoping to catch him off-guard, but no such luck. He knew it was coming and started moving almost before I did, darting out of the room just before I could grab him.
Given a clear stretch I had no doubt he would have been able to keep ahead of me, inside my house he didn't have a chance. There were only so many places to run and he didn't know the layout nearly as well as I did. I could have just cornered him, but instead went for a more satisfying tackle as he slid on the kitchen floor.
We crashed together on the floor with Jack's head barely missing the edge of the counter. It was the kind of tackle that would have given mom a fit back when we were kids. She would have gone on forever about how dangerous it was to play like that in the kitchen, never mind how much he deserved it.
"Ow," Jack said after enough of a pause that I knew it wasn't serious. "I think my elbow's broken. That cupboard's hard."
"Good," I said. I got off him just enough to let him roll over but kept him firmly pinned to the ground. "Now what the hell were you doing looking at my boobs?"
"Can I help it if you're wearing a tight shirt? And your nipples... I mean come on, they're practically daring me to look."
I don't know what I expected, but I shouldn't have been surprised. Jack wouldn't back down until I made him.
I stood up and opened my fridge, probably confusing the hell out of my brother in the process. There was a partly-empty bottle of juice in there that I'd bought a few days ago and didn't even like that much. Perfect. It would make a mess, but it would be so worth it. Linoleum cleaned easily anyway.
Jack was just sitting up and looking at me questioningly when I turned back around and dumped the contents of the container over his head. He tried to push me away but was in no position to get any real leverage. Soon enough the bottle was empty and he was soaked.
He tried to give me a pitiful look as I crossed my arms in satisfaction, but he couldn't hold it and just started laughing. After a couple seconds I did too. It was so nice to have problems that could be resolved so simply. Childishly even.
"I missed you, you know," Jack told me.
"Yeah, me too. Even if you are massively irritating."
"You get bored without me around, don't pretend like you don't."
"Maybe sometimes. A little."
"Anyway, seeing as how I'm both wet and kind of sticky now thanks to you, mind if I use your shower?"
"Go ahead," I said, waving my arm in the general direction of the bathroom. "There should be towels in there, if not then you're out of luck."
There was a fair amount of juice puddled on the floor once he got up and I decided I really should clean it up instead of just leaving it. I wasn't much a fan of cleaning up my messes, but this one had been so, so worth it.
****
Jack took a long time in the shower, not unusual for him. I used to tease him about how much of a teenage girl his bathroom habits made him seem. When I was feeling particularly malicious I toyed with the idea of accusing him of jerking off in there, but I never actually brought it up.
It was by sheer coincidence that I was walking by when he finally emerged into the hallway; hair damp and shirt conspicuously missing. Annoying brother or not, I couldn't help noticing he actually looked pretty good topless. A lot more toned than I remembered him.
"Well you're making yourself at home quickly," I said.
He shrugged. "My shirt's kinda wet. And sticky. Dunno how that happened. It's almost like someone poured juice all over me."
"Weird," I agreed.
"Yeah, and my other clothes are all in my car still. Didn't have much of a choice."
I wanted to dig at him a little more, but I was distracted by strange thoughts flitting through my head. Like how it might actually feel good to hug Jack just to feel him pressed against me. That was getting kind of desperate considering it hadn't been that long since my breakup. Maybe I was taking it harder than I thought. I must have been if my brother was suddenly some kind of an acceptable candidate for that kind of physical affection in my mind.
Jack obviously had no idea what I was thinking, but he did notice when I hesitated and he tilted his head curiously.
"Well, whatever," I said, completely blanking on any kind of rebuttal.
I moved past him, making sure not to so much as brush up against him a little, and went straight to my bedroom. With the door safely closed and locked I curled up on my bed and tried to figure what the hell was going on with me.
It wasn't a big deal in some ways, he was my brother after all and I did love him, but that love usually manifested more as a punch on the arm that wasn't as hard as it could have been rather than hugging. Probably I'd just been shutting myself away by myself too much lately and I was starting to crave more than our relationship tended to offer. I just needed to get out more, that was all.
And if Jack happened to look better without a shirt than I thought he should, then that didn't matter either because it wasn't like that situation was going to come up a lot. I'd hardly ever seen him in a state of semi-undress that much back when we lived together before, that probably wouldn't change. Although... I almost wouldn't mind if it did. Just as long as I made sure to keep my urges in check then there was no harm in looking. He's the one who commented on my boobs after all. He started it.
I gave myself a few more minutes, then carefully stepped out of my sanctuary. I half-expected Jack to be right outside my door waiting for me, though I wasn't sure why he would be. He wasn't the one going crazy.
In fact he was in my living room watching tv, a hockey game it looked like, and draped casually across my couch. He still had no shirt on.
"Oh hey," he said once he noticed me.
"I guess we're still going with a 'shirts are optional' approach are we?"
Jack rearranged himself into a more normal sitting position.
"What, you want me to go grab my stuff like this? I mean, I don't mind but I didn't know if you'd want neighbours seeing me or whatever."
"It's not as though it's a bad look for you," I said as I sat down too.
"That... almost sounded like a compliment."
"I know. Weird day for both of us isn't it."
"Seriously though, is everything okay? It seemed like something happened earlier, back in the hallway, and I don't think it was anything I did. I usually can tell when I'm getting on your nerves."
"You're right, it wasn't your fault. I just... I broke up with my boyfriend a couple days ago. Part of me still wishes I hadn't. I'm a bit of a mess right now."
"Ooh, rough. Guess we're both in the same boat then. Sort of."
"Yeah, sort of," I agreed.
There was silence for a couple minutes and Jack turned back to the hockey game he had been watching while I pretended to as well. Instead of focusing on the game though I was mostly sneaking peeks at him and trying to figure out how to say what I wanted to say. I also idly wondered if he'd started going to a gym or something, anything that would explain why my decidedly unathletic brother looked more properly filled-out than his lifestyle should have allowed. Whatever the case, I had no doubts it had been to impress some girl. He was predictable enough that I could be sure of that.
What I wanted to know more and more was how exactly did Jack see me? With some of the things he had said it was clear that he at least acknowledged that I was a girl, but that could have been purely for the sake of bugging me rather than anything deeper.
"Jack?" I said a little hesitantly, still unsure I really wanted to actually ask the question.
"Yeah?"
"Before, when you said you thought I was hot, did you mean that?"
I could tell from his expression he was expecting it to be a trick question. That was fair, since most times it would have been.
"Yeah, I guess I did," he said, tensing up slightly, almost unnoticeably if I didn't know him better. "I mean... you are, you know. Just 'cause you're my sister doesn't change that. I'm sorry if it bothered you or whatever."
It was kind of surprising that he thought I might be upset about it, but not nearly as surprising as getting an unprompted apology out of him. Instead of replying I leaned over and rested my head on his shoulder, smiling to myself as he tensed even more at the contact before slowly relaxing again.
"I think maybe being alone the past couple days was a bad idea," I said. "Don't let it go to your head but I think I'm actually glad you showed up today."
"Well that works out good for both of us then. And if you really like it, I can go without a shirt around the place. Help cheer you up."
I knew it was meant as a joke, but it wasn't as far off the mark as I would have liked. I stayed quiet even though he might read more into that than I wanted at that point. Then again, maybe I wanted him to read something into it.
Whatever he was thinking, after a brief pause he slid his arm out from under me and wrapped it around my shoulders. I happily snuggled closer while trying not to make it too obvious that's what I was doing, though he must have realized anyway. Never mind that it was my brother, it was physical contact and that was what I needed. Any of my concerns over what I was feeling, or even what he was feeling, could wait for later.
****
A mutual need for food eventually drove us both out to the kitchen. I didn't have much for food really, I could be pretty slack about keeping stuff in the fridge and it wasn't like I had been expecting anyone else to be around.
"We could order pizza or something," I suggested when nothing immediately presented itself.
Jack shrugged. He was being quieter than I could ever remember and it had to be because of how I'd been acting. I didn't know if was getting weirded out or if he was just thinking. Or both.
Hoping that maybe he'd give me some input if I came up with a suggestion he liked I started systematically going through my cupboards more thoroughly than the quick peek I'd already tried. I had various cans lying around; soup mostly, and some tuna. I didn't really know why I had bothered, I very rarely ever used them. Probably for situations like now when I didn't have anything else I supposed. The flaw in the plan being that I still didn't really want soup.
In one of the upper cupboards I found a bag of potato chips that I already knew was there, but also a bag of tortilla chips. I had cheese in the fridge so I might actually be getting somewhere.
"How 'bout nachos?" I said. "I don't know how much I've got to go on them, but it'd be something."
I heard the footsteps as Jack moved closer to me while I was grabbing the chips. He wasn't touching me, but in my mind I could feel exactly how close he was. It took a lot of effort to look calm as I turned around, and even more once I realized he actually was almost as close as I thought.
"How about we get that pizza," he said. "I'll pay if you call and get some garlic fingers with it too."
"'Kay," I said.
Pathetically, I started trembling just the tiniest bit when he reached toward me, only to be disappointed when I figured out he was actually just grabbing the bag of potato chips. What the fuck did I think he was doing anyway?
When he opened the bag I grabbed a quick handful before he could and retreated to grab my phone from the other room. I finished them all before the guy at the pizza place even picked up, clearly hungrier than I thought. I knew it was going to be at least half an hour before the delivery guy showed up and I was kind of worried I'd binge on chips before that happened. Luckily Jack wasn't likely to surrender them to me that easily.
I returned to the kitchen just in time to find my brother headed toward the front door. I shot him a questioning glance as he caught sight of me.
"Just thought I should grab some things out of my car," he explained.
"Yeah, you probably should," I agreed.
What I probably should have done at that point was help him carry his stuff inside. What I did instead was watch him from the window when he was outside and follow him to his temporary bedroom when he returned indoors. He had to make a couple trips, making me feel a little guilty for not helping after all, but only a little.
I sat cross-legged on the bed while he distributed clothes and other possessions around the room. I was fairly impressed that he was getting organized so soon after his arrival instead of putting it off as long as possible, though most of his clothes weren't folded so he hadn't changed completely since I last saw him. Honestly I'd probably be worried if he had started putting too much effort into things he didn't have to.
To my disappointment, hopefully not too visible, Jack grabbed one of his shirts as he was shoving them into the dresser by his bed and started to put it on.
"You don't have to do that," I said. "It's not like I minded."
He smiled a little, but finished pulling it over his head anyway.
"Deb, if you keep staring at me like you have been my ego's gonna start getting dangerously inflated," he said. "Wouldn't want that."
"Wasn't," I mumbled, even though we both knew that was a lie.
"Whatever."
Jack sat down beside me on the bed. He wasn't done unpacking, but maybe he'd just lost interest.
For a couple minutes we just sat there without speaking. It might very well have been the first time we had spent so long together, with no distractions, without picking a fight out of habit.
"You'll get over it," he said eventually. "Whatever's going on right now, it'll get better. There's no way this guy's worth being upset over."
That wasn't really the sort of thing I wanted to hear. From anyone else it would probably have pissed me off, but from Jack I knew it was legitimately him making an effort. That was more weird than annoying in some ways.
"I mean, if you didn't want to get rid of him you wouldn't have right?" he continued. "And you could always go replace him whenever you want. All you'd have to do is flash your boobs a little. You're hot enough that-"
"Jack," I interrupted, "you seriously need to learn to quit while you're ahead."
I turned my head toward him and we stared at each other, me daring him to say something else and him fighting the urge to say it. As soon as I saw that he was about to lose the battle and add something despite my warning, I moved first. I had no idea how I worked up the nerve for it, but somehow I did. I kissed him.
He reacted slowly, but before I broke off I at least felt the beginnings of a response. Once again we stared at each other and at least this time he had no intention of trying to give me 'helpful' advice.
I wasn't entirely certain who started it the second time, only that at almost the same time we both leaned in and our lips met again. I had no idea why Jack was going along with me on this, but then I didn't really know why I was going along with it either. What I did know is it was a substantially less weird experience than it should have been.
Perhaps just to avoid thinking too much I shifted even closer to my brother and managed to climb to my knees. Tenuous as our positions were getting it wasn't long before he lay back on the bed and let me straddle him, not once letting our faces part for more than a second or two at a time.
Jack's hands went to my sides to help steady me as we moved and they didn't leave even after I was stable. He gradually explored lower and lower on my body, eventually making it to my butt without any kind of protest from me since I had no intention of trying to stop him feeling me up. I wanted it, I needed that reassurance that however crazy what I was doing was, at least I wasn't alone in it. And yet....



"What am I doing?" I whispered to myself, though of course Jack could hear it too.
I pushed myself away as far as my arms would go and looked down at him. I wanted to pretend, even just for a little while, that he wasn't my brother. That it wasn't such a big deal to be making out with him. But the thought kept resurfacing no matter how much I tried to ignore it.
"I think that's pretty obvious," Jack answered, knowing full well that I wasn't looking for his input.
"You know what I mean. And why aren't you stopping me for that matter?"
"'Cause I don't really want to stop you," he replied with a casual shrug.
"No, of course not," I said more bitterly than I meant to. "Why would you ever stop a girl from throwing herself at you. That's what you live for."
"Come on Deb, it's not like that. I didn't mean that I...." He sighed heavily. "You're not just another girl you know."
"I know. I'm your sister. That's why you should be stopping me right now. Actually more like a few minutes ago before this went way too far."
Despite my words I hadn't moved any more than Jack had. I wanted to leave, to go lock myself in my room and cry and hope that my problems would go away. I also wanted to stay right where I was. So far inertia was winning.
"I won't tell anyone if you don't," he said.
I started to say something twice and stopped myself both times. As if it was that simple.
"Seriously," he said, "you obviously don't want to stop so I'm assuming you're worried about someone else finding out. That doesn't have to happen."
"Or maybe 'cause it's wrong," I said.
"Yeah, maybe. Is that what it is? Because I know you well enough that I don't think that's really it. You don't mindlessly stick to popular morality the way some people do."
He was right. I didn't really think what we were doing was wrong or sick or abhorrent, but maybe that was what worried me more than anything else. It shouldn't be so easy to get around those feelings. Maybe I was just worried there was something deeply wrong with me.
Who was I kidding, there was obviously something wrong with me.
"Maybe we should take some time to think about it," I said quietly, and completely unconvincingly.
"If you want to."
I still didn't move and neither did Jack attempt to escape from underneath me. All he did was let his hands start roaming again, eventually slipping under my shirt and onto the bare skin beneath. So unhelpful.
"Why do I feel like you've thought about this more than I have?" I asked.
"I dunno. I mean, I haven't really. It's just always been one of those things where I never expected anything would ever happen, you know? Like it's just sort of assumed. But then today...." He shrugged. "I think I'm probably just more comfortable doing stuff other people aren't going to approve of. It's kind of my thing."
I snorted softly. "Yeah, that sounds about right."
Of course it was simpler for him, it always was. That was one of the things that made him so annoying. But now, I wanted that too. I wanted things to be simpler. I just needed to stop thinking about it so much.
As Jack continued caressing me and pushing my shirt dangerously far up my body, I leaned in and kissed him again. It felt good to just let go and ignore my conscience. What the hell did it know anyway? It might keep me out of trouble, but that didn't necessarily mean I would be happy.
Possibly the universe had a grudge against people who had just experienced minor epiphanies, more likely it was pure coincidence that the doorbell rang just then. I let out a frustrated growl and Jack smiled apologetically as he rolled me off of him. I thought about asking, or telling, him not to go, but that was just a little too pathetic even for me in my current state. Besides, even if I'd been ignoring my stomach, I was getting pretty hungry.
I sighed and curled up on the bed as Jack went to meet the pizza guy. Fucking life. With my luck he'd change his mind as soon as he had a minute or two to really think without me in his face. Then it'd just be awkward.
Even in the face of my returned fears I couldn't help giggling a little to myself. Jack think things through? Yeah right. If nothing else I could usually count on him not to go into deep personal introspection. If he hadn't told me to fuck off by now, it probably wasn't going to happen.
With some reluctance I climbed off the bed and padded out into the kitchen. Jack was there, already halfway through a slice of pizza that he held in one hand. He smiled at me briefly before turning back to his task of examining each of my cupboards.
"Hey Deb, where's your plates at?" he asked, his mouth not quite empty.
That small reassurance that he truly hadn't changed his mind to any significant extent, not that he made obvious anyway, was enough for me. He managed to locate my plates before I made it over to him, so instead of pointing them out I stepped behind him and wrapped my arms around him.
"What are doing now you weirdo?" he asked, sounding quite amused.
"Hugging you, asshole. It's something normal people do sometimes."
He might not have changed his mind, but he hadn't changed as a person much either. He was still going be just as obnoxious as ever, and I found that I was okay with that. It would leave me a channel for releasing some aggression when I needed to.
I let go of him and grabbed the plate he had taken for himself before he could make it back to the table. He rolled his eyes and I stuck my tongue out at him. I could be a brat too when I felt like it.
It was fairly quiet while we ate. I was hungrier even than I had realized before I started and Jack seemed to feel more or less the same, not that I asked him. I finished eating first, not because I ate faster or anything, but more because I didn't eat as much as my brother even when I was starving. I toyed with the half of a pizza crust left on my plate while I waited for him, my mind already trying to figure out what was going to happen and whether I needed to say anything.
I ended up opting for the silent option as I waited for my brother to finish. Once he was more or less done I stood up and took his hand, tugging gently on it to urge him to follow me. He came along far more cooperatively than could usually be expected, though it was hardly under usual circumstances.
Despite the aura of control I tried to project, I felt a distinct sense of nervousness as we reentered his bedroom. It wasn't like I was walking into an unknown situation, and I'd pretty much settled my moral objections at least temporarily, but it was still a big step to take.
It turned out to be Jack that gave me a renewed sense of confidence, or maybe just determination. He had that self-assured, slightly smug look on his face that irritated me so much and I knew there was no way I was going to let him think he was in charge. He'd be insufferable if I did.
He let me push him toward the bed and started removing his shirt without any prompting. As soon as it was clear of his head I kissed him and felt him pull me closer, already beginning to work on my shirt too. I liked the lack of restraint he was showing since it indicated that, despite how well he hid it, he hadn't really wanted to be interrupted any more than me. I wasn't the only one losing control.
As soon as he got my shirt off, Jack immediately went for my bra and I decided I needed to reign him in just a little. I gave him a shove backward so he fell onto the bed and crawled on top of him, straddling his hips. He didn't struggle or try to push me off at all, but he did reach up and grab my boobs in an almost defiant way. That was fine with me, we both had the same goal after all, just as long as he didn't think I planned on lying back and letting him do whatever he wanted. All the years of being his sister had left me with an instinct never to surrender to him regardless of whether it was in my interest to do so or not.
While Jack played with my breasts I started rocking back and forth in small movements, grinding against his crotch. I could feel him hardening beneath me and it was a weirdly sexy thought knowing I was purposefully giving my brother an erection. So dirty.
"You're gonna have to let me take my pants off if you keep doing that," Jack said.
"Why's that?" I asked, making the most innocent face I could manage under the circumstances.
He rolled his eyes and abruptly pushed me to the side and off of him. I giggled a little, though my focus was quickly drawn to his pants as he removed them, or more to the point the area they no longer covered. His cock, though still protected by his underwear, was doing its best to make itself obvious. I must have been more effective than I thought at turning him on.
Deciding he'd earned it I didn't make any effort to fight him off this time when he once again reached for the clasp on my bra. Discarding the unwanted piece of clothing he took a moment just to examine my naked breasts, his face so close I could feel his breath on my sensitive skin. I squirmed a bit with a combination impatience and horniness as he refused to touch me for what seemed like far too long. Just before I decided to see if I could reach his cock from where I was, he darted forward and sucked one of my nipples between his lips. I jumped at the sudden contact, but was quick to moan my approval and place a hand on the back of his head to confirm I wanted him there.
Jack switched between my nipples a few times, making sure to give them both some attention. Even more than the pure physical pleasure of the action, I loved the feeling of being new and fascinating to someone. It had been far too long since I'd experienced anything like that.
"Mmm, you really like my boobies huh?" I said, almost to myself for as much as I expected Jack to be listening.
He ignored me for another moment or two, then looked up at me.
"Of course I do, who the hell wouldn't?" he asked.
"I dunno, just thought you'd have gotten used to breasts by now."
"Yeah, but yours are like... well I mean they're awesome all on their own and everything, but they're also the ones I could never have, you know? Until now anyway."
I raised an eyebrow. "Oh? So you're telling me your sister's boobs are more interesting then someone else's would be?"
"More or less, I suppose."
"All those times I couldn't get you to shut up all I needed to do was take my shirt off. Wish I'd known it was so simple."
"Pff, you never would have done it. And you'd have called me a perv if you ever caught me looking."
"Maybe you're right." I pretended to think about it. "Nah, I think getting you to sit down and be quiet would have been worth it. And you're still a perv."
I hadn't started out trying to get a reaction out my brother, yet that's where we ended up anyway. Habits can be hard to break.
Jack went for my sides without warning, tickling them mercilessly as I belatedly tried to fend him off without success. Very soon we were both laughing and going for each other's sensitive spots, including some that had been off limits before today. Jack hands never seemed to stray from my breasts or ass for very long and for my part I made sure to press against his cock at every opportunity. I really liked it when he would pin me to the mattress with his erection right between my legs near my pussy, though of course I was too stubborn to let him know how much it got to me and I'd make sure to squirm away or wrestle him off of me, which was a fun activity all on its own when doing it half-naked.
It didn't take all that long before both of us stopped trying so hard and our struggle to get the upper hand became little more than a pretense. Jack ended up on top, partly just because he was stronger, and also because that's the way I wanted it.
My pants had ended up pulled partway down my legs due to Jack fumbling with them, while his cock had gotten free of his underwear and poked urgently at my barely-still-covered pussy. My panties were the only things still in the way and they really weren't much of a barrier.
I managed to kick my pants the rest of the way off while Jack finished removing his underwear. The head of his cock rubbed back and forth over my panties as he adjusted his position and got comfortable above me. I was so turned on I was sure I must have been soaking through them. That could have just been my imagination though. Jack would be able to tell better than me what state my panties were in.
Rather than getting rid of them completely as I expected he would, he instead opted for simply pulling them to the side. I'd known it was coming, but as he pressed against my pussy lips it all became so much more real. My own brother was going to be inside me and I wanted it so, so badly.
Even without him saying anything I felt Jack hesitate just a little. He looked at me with the silent question on his face and I nodded in response.
"I'm ready," I said.
That confirmation was all it took for him to take the final step. I found myself holding my breath as he entered me and I had to consciously let it out before I fainted. It was all so intense there was no way I could concentrate on everything I wanted to, especially while part of my brain kept trying to simultaneously analyze and ignore the fact that I was having sex with my brother.
Despite my mental struggle, overwhelmingly it just felt good. Not that sex was usually unpleasant, but this had the extra elements of both being forbidden and helping to justify to myself that I really didn't need my ex-boyfriend after all.
I wrapped my arms around Jack's back and rocked back against his thrusts as his rhythm built. It was kind of nice not having to be on my guard with him for probably the first time in years. Nice to be able to be so close, even if it was for socially unacceptable reasons. Who cared what anyone else thought though? None of their business what we did.
"Harder," I urged. "You can do better than that for your sister can't you?"
I wasn't sure where that came from, the vocal reminder of just how wrong the whole thing was. It didn't faze Jack though, and might have even helped because he obeyed perfectly. His strokes grew harder and more deliberate to the point where I was in danger of getting bruises in some very uncomfortable places. I didn't care if I had to spend the next week recovering, there was no way in hell I was going to tell him to slow down. I'm sure he had no plans of doing so anyway.
"How's that... my sister?" he asked, adding very heavy emphasis to the last word even through his panting. It sent a thrill all through my body to hear him say it.
"Sooo good," I confirmed. "Don't you fucking dare stop."
He barked a sharp laugh, as though I'd just told a surprisingly funny joke. Catching me off-guard he kissed me hard, like he was trying to push my head through the mattress just with his mouth. I didn't know where he got the oxygen to pull it off, but I hadn't been breathing as hard and no problem kissing him back just as passionately.
Just before he pulled away again I felt what I was sure was the start of his orgasm. It didn't even occur to me to be annoyed that he hadn't warned me, pointless as it would have been either way. I just let it wash over me along with everything else; my brother kissing me, my brother fucking me, my brother cumming in me, and embraced the feelings of decidedly impure bliss that threatened to overwhelm me.
I tried to tell him I was cumming too, let him know not to stop yet, though I wasn't certain my words came out right. Even if they didn't Jack did an admirable job in continuing to fuck me until the very end, only finally rolling off me gasping for air as I finished. He got serious bonus points for that.
For several minutes I did little more than lie there on my back, occasionally looking over at Jack as we both recovered. As I came down from my high the complete trust I'd had in him moments ago dissipated somewhat, but I found I didn't care if he made some smart-ass remark now. It didn't seem all that important. And if he was feeling at all like I was he wasn't going to say anything too stupid anyway.
Eventually I shifted and rolled partway over to lay my head on his shoulder. I wanted to say something, but nothing really seemed like the right thing to say. It wasn't like my first time with any other guy since I already knew Jack a lot better than any of them. Plus our relationship was nowhere near normal and there really wasn't any need for anything terribly romantic.
"You know, losing my girlfriend isn't looking so bad anymore," Jack said.
"Really? And why's that?"
That was about the best I could have hoped for out of my brother, but that didn't stop me fishing for more. He knew that was exactly what I was doing too.
"Because I just remembered I owed her five dollars and I probably won't have to pay her back now."
"Jerk," I said, punching him just hard enough that he felt it. "You could have just said 'cause you found someone better or something. It didn't have to be the world's best compliment."
"Yeah, but what fun would that be?"
I didn't have the energy to do a proper job threatening him, plus since I was mostly naked he'd just enjoy it anyway. Luckily he wasn't looking energetic enough to fight back all that much either. I poked a finger hard against his chest.
"Come on, one nice thing. It won't kill you."
"Okay, I'd rather be here with you right now than with her. Is that good enough?"
"Mm-hm, that works."
I kissed him softly, then settled down next to him again. For all I knew by tomorrow he'd be driving me crazy again like normal, but for now I'd take what I could get.
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How do you tell your older brother and sister you know they're having sex? There was no good way that I could think of. In many ways it just seemed better to keep it a secret, and for a while that's what I did.
That was until one day when I was headed to my room and accidentally overheard my mother and sister in the middle of a heated argument. I didn't think of myself as particularly nosy most of the time, but I couldn't help stopping to listen. Because we were sisters, my room was right next to Monica's and that made it easy enough to duck out of sight if I thought I might be caught eavesdropping.
Very quickly I caught the gist of the issue which was mom had found out that Monica had been having sex in the house. I didn't know how she'd found that out and I wasn't sure I wanted to. I was hoping it wasn't anything more than an improperly disposed box of condoms or something.
Whatever it had been, mom would of course not realize the true situation and would assume that my sister had been sneaking some unknown boy into her room. Not an unfair assumption, given that it was exactly what my first guess had been too.
Given that our rooms were right next to each other, and that my bed was directly against our shared wall, my first clue about Monica's secret had been the sounds I heard late at night while I supposed to be asleep. Since the real situation hadn't even occurred to me, I too assumed she had a boyfriend over that she didn't want anyone to know about for whatever reason. Unlike mom, I didn't mind all that much and didn't think it was any of my business. It had taken me several weeks to figure out what was actually going on, and then only because I happened to go to the bathroom at just the right time to catch my brother David entering her room on my way back.
Most of the time I wouldn't have interfered in such a dispute, but in this case I knew Monica didn't have a way out since she couldn't very well explain who she was seeing and mom wasn't going to give up on that point easily. It would be better for everyone if the subject was dropped as far as I was concerned.
A little nervously I walked over to the doorway of my sister's bedroom. Both her and mom fell silent immediately as they caught sight of me, not that I expected any different. I may have been eighteen, but to my mother I was still her baby and it wouldn't have surprised me if she hoped I still didn't know what sex was. There was no way she was going to keep up an argument about it with me present.
I played up my best 'I don't want to interrupt' act, fidgeting with my hands and bouncing slightly from foot to foot as I broke the silence.
"Um, I just... I mean I can come back, but I have a biology assignment due tomorrow and Monica said she'd help me with it," I said.
I didn't have any such assignment of course, nor would Monica know anything about it, but she picked up on what I was doing right away. She said absolutely nothing and just looked at mom with a similar expectant expression to my own.
Mom caved easily as I knew she would. She was a sucker for us getting our schoolwork done and it was usually a good excuse for getting out of something more unpleasant, though with my siblings now in university it didn't always work as well for them anymore. They were expected to be more responsible for their own studies.
"Oh, okay sweetie," mom said, still somewhat off-balance from my interruption. "I won't keep you two from it then, it's good to see you working together like that. But," she warned, pointing a finger at Monica, "don't think we aren't going to continue this conversation."
"Yes mom," Monica said, not quite defiantly enough to get in trouble.
My sister followed me out of her room and into mine where she flopped down on my bed and waited until I closed the door.
"Thanks, I owe you," she said.
"No problem. I thought it was better for everyone if she didn't keep interrogating you."
"Enh, I could have handled it. Though I'm thinking she would have started really getting pissed at me soon, so good timing on your part."
"Yeah. It would have been hard getting her to calm down when you couldn't tell her what she wanted to know."
Monica gave me a funny look, like I'd said something confusing. I tried to ignore it as I climbed onto my bed too and sat with my back against the wall.
"So I take it you overheard a lot of that," she ventured.
"Enough of it."
"Well I hope you're less nosy and aren't going to ask who it was," she said, trying to make it a joke and not really succeeding.
"Nah, I already know anyway."
My heart started beating noticeably harder as I spoke. Somehow I'd stumbled onto probably the best opportunity I was going to get to tell Monica I knew about her and David. I was nervous as hell about it though.
My sister looked surprised for a second, then broke into an uneasy smile.
"Listen, whoever you think it is, it isn't. Can we just leave it at that?"
Part of me wanted to just accept that and maintain the status quo, but a bigger part of me didn't want to leave it there. I was still scared of her reaction though and I pulled my knees up to my chest as though it would help protect me somehow.
"Mon, I know okay? You don't have to... I mean it's not really my business, but I wanted you to know. Just please don't try to argue with me on this, I'm not stupid."
Rather than surprised this time, Monica looked absolutely stunned and completely unsure how to handle what I was telling her.
"I know you're not stupid," she said slowly. "You don't need to worry about that. But could you maybe just tell me who it is so we're both definitely on the same page."
"It's David," I said, nodding my head in the general direction of his room so there was no confusion which David I meant.
"Fuck," she said, letting out a long sigh. It was more a statement of resignation than anything else. "How'd you figure that out? He didn't... no, he wouldn't have told you...."
I shook my head. "You're right, he didn't. But we are kind of right next door." I tapped a knuckle on the wall that separated our rooms to illustrate my point.
"Shit, sorry. I didn't think you'd hear us. I really didn't. Though... I know we get louder than we should sometimes."
"It's okay. A lot of the time I don't even notice."
That wasn't quite a lie, but it was close. If I didn't hear them in a given night, it was usually because there was nothing to hear. For some reason I'd found myself staying awake to listen on a not-infrequent basis ever since I became aware of what was happening. It was strangely disappointing when I got nothing but some mild sleep-deprivation out of it.
"It's safer to meet in David's room," Monica said, as if she could read my mind. "We probably should have gone there every time, except he gets impatient waiting for me to join him sometimes. What can you do?" She shrugged. "Anyway, we'll be more careful about that from now on, I'll make sure of it."
"You don't have to," I said a little too quickly. "I... it doesn't bother me is all," I finished almost at a mumble.
Monica looked at me suspiciously for a moment, then slid back on the bed to sit right beside me. I couldn't quite bring myself to meet her gaze.
"Why do I feel like there's something else you want to tell me?" she asked.
I shrugged as if I didn't know what she meant, but not convincingly enough.
"You don't have to worry about it," she said. "You know my biggest secret already, there's nothing you could tell me that you'd need to be scared about."
I still refused to speak and cursed myself mentally for getting stuck in this situation. I'd wanted to tell Monica that I knew about her and David, and I didn't regret that, but there were other things I didn't want her to know.
When I remained silent long enough that Monica decided I wasn't going to say anything, she laid a hand on my shoulder reassuringly and leaned in closer to my ear.
"Do you sometimes listen to us on purpose?" she asked almost at a whisper. "Is that what you aren't telling me?"
I hesitated, then nodded. I was embarrassed that she had guessed, but at the same time at least that meant she wouldn't think it was too weird.
"And you like hearing us?" she prompted.
Again I nodded. There was nothing the least bit upset in the tone of her voice, yet I couldn't help feeling a wave of guilt pass over me. I held my knees a little tighter and did my best not to tremble. I wasn't fooling anyone.
"Aw baby, it's okay," Monica said. She hugged me and stroked my hair gently, trying to get me to relax. "You think I'd get mad at you over something like that? It's not like I haven't been doing worse."
"I know, but... I shouldn't be thinking some of the things that I do."
"You're only thinking them," she reminded me. "I'm actually doing things I shouldn't do. I assume you think about what me and David are doing?"
"Yes," I said reluctantly.
"And it gets you excited?"
"... yes," I said even more reluctantly.
"Well that's not all that surprising given that you're our sister is it? I mean, we're siblings and everything. We're not all that different in a lot of ways."
"I didn't realize it was a genetic thing," I said with a touch of sarcasm.
I actually was starting to feel better, Monica's comforting seemed to be working. It was hard to feel bad when she was holding me.
"I don't know that it's that, but it definitely could be. Or something about how we were raised. Hard to say, no one ever talks about it. No one ever admits to it anyway. Makes it really hard to figure how common fucking your sibling is." I giggled a little at that and Monica released me, presumably having decided I'd be okay. "And seriously, it is nice that we won't have to hide it from you anymore."
"Good, that's what I wanted. We're going to tell David too right?"
"Yep. You can if you want or I will. Or even better we could have some fun with him first."
"What exactly does that mean?"
My growing comfort with the situation was thrown off by the sudden twist Monica had thrown in. Telling David seemed like the right idea, but I didn't know what she had planned as far as 'having some fun'.
"Oh I just mean it'd be kinda fun to see his reaction if we let him catch us doing something naughty," Monica said. "Nothing too extreme or anything. It was just a thought though, no pressure. I need to remember you aren't as used to all this as I am."
"Oh, okay," I said with relief. "Yeah we probably better not. He might just think it's weird if we did something like that."
"You kidding? Why would you think that?"
"Um, 'cause I'm just his little sister and he probably doesn't think the same about me as he does about you."
"No, not yet. That's only because he hasn't had the chance to. You're my little sister too you know, and I promise you you're totally cute enough for him."
"Yeah see? Cute. Not 'hot' or 'sexy', I'm just not-"
"I didn't mean it like that," Monica interrupted, waving her hand dismissively. "I didn't mean it in a 'you're cute, but' kind of way. I mean it in more of a 'he'd totally be in to you' way."
"You can't know that."
"Sure I can. David and me have very similar tastes."
"I... what?"
Despite my confusion, on some level I still understood what she had said. Mostly I just couldn't believe she'd actually said it.
"You are sexy you know," Monica said as she tenderly brushed my hair away from my face. "But you've just got such an innocent look too. You know, the one that keeps fooling mom even after all these years."
Her hand never left my face and I wasn't nearly as surprised as I should have been when she leaned in to kiss me. It wasn't a very long kiss, or very forceful. It might even have been considered perfectly normal between sisters who'd been close growing up. But for us, it meant more than that.
"Maybe it is the sibling factor," Monica said, "who knows really." Then she grinned ruefully. "And I promise I won't do that again if you don't want me to. I just needed to make my point."
If nothing else, she had indeed made her point. It had been my first time being kissed by another girl and, honestly, it was hardly unpleasant.
"It wouldn't bother me if you did it again," I said, trying and failing hard to seem casual about it. "If you wanted to."
"Mm-hm, I think I might want to. As long as it doesn't bother you."
She kissed me again, for real this time. Much like when she'd hugged me there was something comforting about the experience, something that just made it feel good and not the least bit scary. Any remaining nervousness I might have had was taken away by the sheer love that my older sister managed to project. I could truly believe that she would protect me from anything bad that might happen as a result of what we were doing, silly as that thought was.
I followed Monica's lead unquestioningly when she guided me to lie down on my back more or less in the middle of the bed. Her hands roamed over my body, mostly staying in fairly innocent places like my arms or hips or belly, but I wouldn't have stopped her then if she decided to be more adventurous.
It was only when she paused for breath and gave me a moment to think that I suddenly panicked a little. I was letting things move to fast, before I'd had time to process. My sister's reassuring face smiling down at me and helped to calm me down again before I freaked out, but it had been enough to make me realize we needed to hold off for a bit.
"Mon?" I said.
"Yeah baby?"
"Could we maybe... stop for now? Is that alright?"
"Of course. I told you I wasn't going to do anything you didn't want me to."
"It's not that I don't want to," I said quickly.
"No, I know. I get it." She climbed off me and sat down cross-legged. "But I want you to remember you can say no to anything, anytime and I won't get mad, okay?"
"Okay. Thank you."
Monica glanced toward the door, then back to me.
"It wouldn't be a bad idea for you to get out some homework or something soon anyway, assuming you have some," she said. "In case mom checks up on us."
I had completely forgotten our earlier ruse and the reason my sister was in my room in the first place. I blushed slightly at letting it slip my mind and dragged my backpack over to the bed, removing some books from it and spreading them out on the mattress. With Monica supposedly helping me it made more sense for us to work there than try to have us both sit at the small desk in the corner of my room. Particularly when neither of us had yet gone out to get a second chair. It would have been too much of a giveaway that we hadn't been working.
I really did have some work that I needed to do, though Monica wasn't much help with it. While I lay on my stomach with my books in front of me, she took the opportunity mainly to tease me. She started out playing with my hair for a bit, then switched to running a finger up and down my back. Just enough to make sure I couldn't ignore her.
Luckily she didn't get any farther than that, because if she had it might have been a desperate struggle to look busy when we heard mom outside the door. As it was Monica had plenty of time to remove her hand from my back before the door opened.
"How's it going girls?" mom asked as she popped her head in.
"Pretty good," Monica answered for me. I noted that she had cleverly failed mention how much longer we'd be.
"Okay. Just checking to see if you needed anything."
That wasn't entirely true, I knew better than that. Certainly if we asked for a snack or something she'd probably bring us one, but it had mostly been to make sure we were doing what we said we would be.
"I think we're fine for now," Monica answered again.
"Alright then. Let me know when you're finished."
"Yes mom," Monica and I chorused together.
It was a good move on mom's part making sure we couldn't sneak away to something else without risking getting caught. It would have been easy enough for Monica to retreat to her room quietly without chancing mom trying to restart their argument, but now that would just lead to more trouble.
"Oh well, guess I'm stuck here for a while," Monica said once we were alone again.
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, I'm sure you're really broken up over that. 'Cause you're just going to sit there and behave and you'll be bored to tears right?"
"Okay, so maybe I can find something to amuse myself," she conceded easily. "You are kind of a fun new toy for me."
I blushed a little and tried to hide it by getting back to my work. Monica ignored my reaction completely and started rubbing my back, softly at first but gradually building up until I couldn't ignore her anymore. When her hand went under my shirt I gave up my pretense of being focused and rested my head on my arms.
"What'sa matter? Done already?" Monica asked.
"Sure, why not."
I was really getting to like all the attention, not to mention getting a proper back rub without even asking for it. Whether my sister's motivation had been to try and distract me, or just to see what she could get away with I didn't much care. It just felt nice.
"So I know we haven't decided on what to do with our brother," Monica said eventually, "but how 'bout we leave it at least until tomorrow, okay?"
"'Kay," I mumbled, only half-listening.
"Good, I think it'll be fun."
****
The next morning felt somehow dream-like, like it wasn't quite real. I knew everything from the day before had actually happened, but I still got the vague, unshakable impression that I'd imagined it all. On the other hand I wasn't sure what I expected to change, because there was no reason anything should have. For mom and David everything truly was business as usual as far as they were concerned. Monica acted completely normal too, but then she'd been acting completely normal for a while now. She had practice.
I was the only one going through the motions and hoping no one would notice that something was off. It reminded me a bit of when I'd first figured out what Monica and David were up to and I'd been so sure someone would immediately suspect that I knew. It was an even less rational fear this time though since, at worst, Monica might have told David the news instead of waiting like she said she would. That wasn't anything to get more than mildly annoyed about.
It was only after sitting at the breakfast table for several minutes of no one treating me any differently that I managed to convince myself I had nothing to worry about. All I was feeling was probably little more than left over nerves from what had happened between me and my sister. I had pretty much officially made out with her after all, and if anything in my life was worth a certain amount of concern, that was it. Rather than analyzing it though I tried to keep up with conversation, partly to distract myself and partly because it meant a smaller chance of getting caught off-guard if someone asked me a question while I was day-dreaming.
Mom was the first to leave the table to go to work, and only a couple minutes later Monica rose as well.
"Alright, I need to get going," she said. She stopped beside me and put a hand on my shoulder. "I'll pick you up after school?"
I got the feeling it wasn't as much of a question as she made it sound.
"Um, okay I'll meet you when I'm done then," I answered.
"Great. See ya later."
She squeezed my shoulder gently and tousled David's hair as she walked past him on her way out. He ignored her gesture except to straighten his hair back out as soon as she left the room. It could have been a perfectly normal sister bugging her brother if you didn't know any better.
That left me alone with David. I probably should have just left well enough alone, but for some reason I couldn't stop myself wanting to make use of the opportunity to see what I could get out of him. If Monica truly hadn't said anything to him, which she most likely hadn't, then it was a wasted effort. At the same time, it wasn't like I had anything better to do.



"How come you aren't going in with Monica?" I asked. "Don't you usually travel together?"
He shrugged. "She told me she had to pick you up after school and my last class ends like half an hour too late."
"That's too bad. You might get lonely without her," I said, taking a second attempt at getting a reaction.
"I think I'll manage somehow," he replied in a perfect deadpan.
He finished eating and left the room before I got a chance to say anything else. My failure irked me slightly, despite it being what I expected, and I actually started looking forward to whatever Monica had planned for later. If nothing else, I was sure it would get a reaction out of David. My older sister was better at that sort of thing than I was.
****
Just like she said she would be, Monica was there to pick me up at the end of my school day. She was even early and was already waiting for me when I made it to the parking lot.
"Hey little sis," she greeted me. "Ready for some fun?"
"Ready as I can be," I said.
"Oh don't worry, it won't be anything unpleasant. I swear, you seem to think I'm going to murder you or something."
"Well I didn't until now."
Monica giggled happily as she started driving us home. She was certainly in a good mood, almost bouncy, and that could end up being either good or bad for me. I wasn't sure which yet.
The whole way home I kept expecting her to tell me what the plan was. She seemed so excited that I didn't think she'd be able to keep quiet, but she did. When we made it home I finally gave in and asked.
"So what are we going to do?"
Monica just smiled enigmatically at me, but as I suspected she really did want to tell me and she broke down moments later.
"We're going to paint our toenails," she said.
Whatever I might have imagined, that was not it. I stared at her in disbelief, but she ignored me and hummed cheerfully to herself as we made our way inside.
"Okay, I get it," I said. "You've gone insane right? This whole thing where I thought you had everything figured out, it's only because you literally don't understand reality anymore. Am I close?"
Monica burst into another fit of giggling before regaining some control.
"No, seriously though," she said. "'Cept it's gonna be a little different from normal. That's why we needed to get here before David. We need some time to get our outfits picked out."
"Outfits... for painting our nails."
"Right."
"My theory is still looking pretty good you know."
"Oh give it a chance. It's not as crazy as you're making it out to be."
I gave my sister the benefit of the doubt and followed her to my room. She immediately started rummaging through my clothes drawers while I watched with a bemused interest.
"So I'm thinking this'll be more fun if we match," she said. "Black's probably the easiest colour shirt to go with, I know I've got one that will work."
She held up a black t-shirt from my shirt drawer for my approval.
"Uh, okay. Whatever," I said, unable to muster the same enthusiasm over the choice since I had no idea why it even mattered.
I took the shirt from Monica and she went back to her search.
"Then we're gonna need panties. That's a little trickier but let's just see what you've got."
"They need to match too?" I asked, suddenly getting a glimpse of where this was going.
"Well, like I said, I think it's better if they do. It'll have more of an effect," she explained. "Ooh, how 'bout these red ones? I've got a pair pretty close to them."
She showed me a pair of red panties, one of the pairs I owned that I thought of as a bit sexier than my everyday underwear. I was a bit hesitant, but took them from her as well.
"Alright, put those on and I'll go get changed too," Monica instructed.
"Okay, but what am I supposed to wear with them? Like pants or a skirt or what?"
The grin my sister gave me was very nearly what I'd call evil.
"That's it," she said. "It's up to you if you wear a bra I suppose, but I'm not going to."
"Wait, no, what? I can't do that."
"Sure you can. I'll be right there wearing the same thing, it'll be fine. But," she said, briefly turning serious, "if you really don't want to, then we won't. It is still up to you."
As soon as she gave me the choice my protests died away. It wasn't that I didn't want to do it necessarily, the more I thought about it the more I decided she might be right about it being fun, but I still wasn't entirely convinced. I wasn't the one used to David seeing me naked after all.
"You're gonna look hot you know," Monica encouraged me. "You definitely don't need to worry about that. Between the two of us we might just be able to break our brother. He won't be ready for it." She leaned closer. "I promise if you do this then I'll do something special for you later."
I shivered a little at the thought. Maybe I couldn't be sure that David would be at all interested in me, but I knew for certain what my sister's intentions were toward me. I'd been remembering the feeling of her kissing me off and on all day and had been secretly hoping she'd do it again.
"Okay," I said just barely loud enough so Monica could hear.
"Awesome! Alright, get to it we're running out of time."
She dashed off to her room while I slowly undressed and put on my 'outfit'. I spent a few minutes examining myself in my mirror afterward, trying to decide if I really did look hot. I passed on a bra as Monica suggested, and though my boobs weren't quite as big as hers, my t-shirt was tight enough that you'd have to be blind to miss them. My panties didn't cover enough of my butt for me to be comfortable wearing them with nothing else below the waist, but for the purposes of looking sexy I supposed they were doing a pretty good job.
When Monica returned she seemed to approve of my look just as I expected she would. She was indeed wearing more or less the same as I was and we actually matched better than I thought we would. She made me stay in front of the mirror where I already was while she threw my hair in a quick ponytail, which I belatedly noticed she had done to herself already.
"There, we're like twins now," she said, moving to stand beside me.
"If you say so."
We weren't quite that identical, not with my sister having both a half-inch on me and a slightly fuller figure in general, but we might have passed a casual inspection if we had to.
"Close enough anyway," she said. "Now come on, let's get started."
We made a small detour so Monica could grab some nail polish, then went straight out onto the back deck. It was a nice day so I didn't really mind being outside, except I felt kind of exposed even though no one would be able to see us without coming in the driveway. I was directed by my sister to sit in a deck chair directly across from her, and quickly had one of her feet placed in my lap.
"Now you paint my nails," she instructed. "Slowly, we're not in a hurry here. If David takes too long getting home we'll probably need to take a break so we don't finish too soon. It's better if it looks like we've started already though."
"And what is this accomplishing exactly?" I asked, even as I chose a colour for her.
"It's mostly just a pretext for not wearing pants," she admitted. "Don't want to accidentally get out pant legs dirty do we?"
I rolled my eyes. "He's not gonna buy that."
"Sure he will. Enough for our purposes anyway. It's not like he's going to want to question it."
Whatever doubts I still had, by now I was committed. If only because my chance for backing out without looking like a wuss had passed. There was always the possibility that David wouldn't even come straight home and I wouldn't have to deal with that eventuality, but part of me just wanted to get it over with.
As it turned out I had almost finished with Monica's first foot when the sound of a car pulling in announced David's arrival. I turned just enough to make sure it was him and was promptly scolded and told not to look like I cared who it was.
"Hey," Monica called as soon as our brother had exited his car. "Come up on the deck here for a minute."
David might have come this way anyway rather than going to the front door if he had seen us, but if he chose not to it would have ruined the whole 'plan', such as it was.
"Hey girls, what you up to?" he called back, sounding like he was heading toward us.
"Just doing our nails," Monica replied.
"That's why I couldn't get a drive with you today?" David asked, amusement heavy in his voice. "You guys needed to-"
He abruptly cut himself off and I could only assume it was because he'd finally gotten close enough to see what we were wearing. Monica did a brilliant job of acting like there was absolutely nothing unusual going on, whereas I felt like I'd give it away instantly if he saw my expression. With my back to him I still had a moment or two to try and put on a decent poker face.
"What?" Monica asked when David didn't continue. "Why are you looking so stunned?"
"No reason," he said after a slight hesitation. "But why are both half-naked?"
"Duh, to keep our pants clean."
It could have been the stupidest question in the world the way my sister reacted.
"You couldn't have just rolled up the legs a bit?" David persisted.
"Does it matter?" Monica said. "Not like there's anyone around to care 'cept maybe you. You don't mind do you?"
"No. Whatever. Just didn't expect it," he mumbled.
"Good. You can come join us for a bit then. We can do your nails too if you want."
David declined on the offer, but he did pull over another chair and sat beside us. I was almost done on Monica's other foot, but with my brother now in my line of sight I was suddenly having a much more difficult time focusing on what I was doing. My gaze kept flicking up toward him to see where he was looking. He seemed to mostly be trying to surreptitiously check out Monica's lower half without me noticing, but sometimes he also seemed to be checking me out. I didn't know if that made it better or worse.
Finally I finished my sister's last toe and she raised her foot slightly to examine it.
"Perfect," she announced. "Now give me one of yours."
I sheepishly leaned back in my chair and gave her my right foot. I felt more on display now, though it was hard to gauge David's reaction since he now knew I wasn't distracted and would be more likely to catch him watching me, or even Monica.
"Here, make yourself useful and hold this for me," Monica said, handing a bottle of nail polish to David.
He scooted closer and did as requested, holding the bottle for her. That just seemed silly to me since it would only make it harder for her, but he apparently didn't realize that. It didn't take me long to figure out that in his new position David was now naturally looking almost directly at me and Monica obviously planned it that way.
Though neither of us would openly admit it, I was pretty sure both David and I were kind of embarrassed at the situation and didn't want the other to know. My brother tried to pretend like he was indifferent toward my semi-nudity, and I tried to pretend like I didn't see his eyes constantly shifting to my panties, then jerking away. Embarrassed or not though, I could tell the difference between a guy who was weirded out by his little sister doing something strange and a guy who didn't want his interest to be noticed. This was definitely a case of the latter.
Monica threw the occasional discreet wink or secretive smile my way when she was sure David wouldn't catch it. Partly it was probably to signify that she too had noted the success of her plan, but also I suspected because she was just enjoying the view as well.
The combined attention of my two siblings was getting to me and, despite my silent protests, my body reacted to it. Like it or not, I was getting horny. It wasn't an uncontrollable wave of desire or anything, but it was enough to make me hope desperately that it wouldn't get too much worse and become noticeable. As much as I didn't think I was actually getting soaking wet, I didn't trust my panties to be able to absorb very much without showing it. I was in an odd situation of being increasingly terrified that a wet spot might appear at any moment, and certain that if one did it'd just result in a vicious cycle of turning me on even more since I'd be attracting more attention.
I breathed a small sigh of relief when Monica finally switched feet, since having my left leg up blocked my crotch at least slightly. That small reprieve lasted only until I saw the corner of her mouth twitch upward when our eyes met briefly. She wasn't going to leave things well enough alone.
"So what do you think David?" Monica asked.
He jumped a little, as if startled out of his thoughts.
"About what?"
"About our toes obviously. What else would I be talking about?"
He gave her a dirty look, apparently having caught on that he knew her question hadn't been as innocent as that.
"They look good," he said.
"Good," Monica replied like she was satisfied by the answer.
I knew better though, and since unlike David I was in position to look for it I could practically see her waiting until he was off-guard again.
"As long as we're on the subject of looking good though," she began, playing the question as little more than an afterthought, "what do you think of this look for us?"
"Are we talking about your nails still?" David asked, sounding resigned to getting a response he didn't want to hear.
"No. I'm talking about, like, the bare legs mainly. I mean, you should feel these," Monica said as she ran a hand along the length of my leg that she could reach. "I thought mine were smooth but our baby sister just has the softest skin ever. And she looks so adorable like this. I almost want to take her to bed and hug her like a big teddy bear all night."
Without being able to see it, I could sense my face reddening. David was definitely going to know something was up now if he didn't already.
"I'll pass," he said in response to Monica's offer of feeling my legs. He also wouldn't look at me at all now.
"You sure? I just saw you looking and assumed you were thinking the same thing I was."
At that point I nearly said something, but David beat me to.
"I just remembered I've got something I need to do," he said, rising abruptly and quickly entering the house.
Monica and I both watched him go, then I whirled back on my sister.
"Dammit Monica," I hissed.
"What? I'd say we were pretty successful."
"Yeah maybe, but you just made it weird at the end. What's he gonna think now?"
She gave me an extremely smug, not mention annoying, smirk.
"I think you saw that bulge in his pants when he stood just as well as I did. He liked what he saw, and that was you. We can proceed however we want from here."
I wished I had a counter for that, but I'd seen the same thing Monica did. And even if I hadn't, there was no denying the reaction I'd been picking up from him the whole time he'd been sitting with us.
"Still didn't have to be so obvious about it," I mumbled.
"I was just teasing. That was the whole point after all. Or part of the point." She stood up and stretched, purposefully showing off her body to me. "I take it you're not too mad at me to let me keep my promise."
"Promise?" I said blankly.
"I said I'd do something special for you," she prodded.
"Oh, right. What's that exactly?"
"I think you can guess."
I had a pretty good idea what she was getting at, except for the specifics. The thing was, if I refused her at this point I was just going to end up locking myself in my room and masturbating anyway. The only reason not to go with Monica was the lingering doubts I had as to whether that was really what I wanted. It was hard to hold on to those when I already had an idea how good she could make me feel though.
I allowed her to take my hand and lead me to her bedroom. As soon as she had the door closed behind us she was on me, kissing me and reaching around to grab my butt. I was overwhelmed by her enthusiasm and could do little more than return her kiss as best I could and take an occasional step back as her constant pushing forward threatened to knock me over.
All at once I ran out of room and ran into Monica's bed, tripping on it and landing on the mattress with a small bounce. I giggled like a maniac at my own fall, releasing some of my anticipatory tension while my sister just smiled and shook her head at my foolishness.
"What am I going to do with you?" she said.
"I dunno," I said. "I thought you knew."
"I suppose I do. I know what I want to do anyway."
She knelt down beside the bed, right by my legs where they dangled over the edge. My knees were pried apart about as far as they would comfortably go, allowing Monica a close look at my panties.
"You're not going to need much work to get excited are you?" she said. "I don't think there's much more I can do."
I didn't dare look to see if she actually could tell how turned on I was or if she was just guessing based on my behaviour. I had to briefly close my legs partway as she slowly pulled my panties down and off, leaving my pussy naked and eagerly awaiting some attention.
"Ooh, I was right," Monica said. "You're so wet already."
The sudden touch of her fingers on my pussy was like a small electric shock and I arched my back in pleasure at the sensation. Very soon Monica had to actually forcibly restrict my movements with her free arm as I wriggled involuntarily under her treatment. I couldn't help it, I needed release and the idea that it was going to come from my older sister was just so new and exciting.
"Hold still baby, I'll take care of you quick okay," Monica said.
"Can't help it," I said.
"I know, just try."
I did my best to keep still, and was rewarded not only with increased activity from Monica's fingers, but also from her tongue flicking over the top of my pussy and just barely brushing my clit. My sister was no beginner to sex with another girl, I became sure of that within only a few moments. When she kissed me that could translate easily enough from kissing a guy, but the skill she showed at getting me off had to come from some other experience. It might simply have been messing around with one of her friends at some point, I'd heard of that sort of thing happening but had never felt the urge to try it myself. Now I kind of regretted not giving it a chance.
"Oh god," I moaned, pressing Monica's head against my crotch with one hand.
She gently pulled my hand away, though didn't stop licking or fingering me with her free hand as she did. I took the hint and kept my hands to myself after that. If she wanted to be in control that was fine by me, as long as she kept doing what she was doing.
Monica easily got two fingers inside me, I doubted I put up much resistance to the intrusion, and as soon as she did I had the additional sensation of being finger-fucked to contend with. She could easily have me cumming in hardly any time at all with the combined assault she inflicted on me, and that seemed to be exactly her goal. Her movements only intensified until her tongue barely left my clit and her hand hit my pussy roughly with every thrust of her fingers. There was no way she could keep up that pace for long, but fortunately she didn't have to.
When I masturbated, I always had plenty or warning before I came and could stretch it out indefinitely if I wanted to. With my sister doing the work instead, I had almost no warning. There were only a brief few seconds between sensing my approaching orgasm and it hitting, not nearly enough time to stop it even if I had any reason to want to.
I came hard on my sister's talented tongue and fingers, and it took all the concentration I had left to make sure I stayed relatively quiet throughout. Not silent, that was out of the question, but hopefully not loud enough to alert anyone outside the room.



I felt Monica leave her position as my orgasm ended, but I was too busy staring stupidly at the ceiling to look down at her. She audibly moved to the other side of the room for a minute, then came back and stopped long enough to kiss me gently.
"Hope you liked that as much as I think you did," she said. "I'm gonna go check on David, okay?"
"'Kay."
I would have preferred her to stick around a little while with me, at least until I felt like moving again, but I also didn't feel like making an issue of it. She hadn't put on any more clothing and I was pretty confident I knew what she was going to be doing once she got to David's room. In some ways that was good because the last thing I wanted was to change their relationship. Monica might be having fun with me, but there was no doubt in my mind that there was something deeper between my siblings than there was between us. Maybe that would change, maybe it wouldn't. I was content to wait and see what happened.
Eventually I forced myself to move and stood up to examine Monica's room. My panties lay discarded and unloved on the floor, but I ignored them for the moment. I shouldn't have snooped, usually we all were pretty good about leaving each other's stuff alone, but I couldn't help myself. In hindsight there was no reason to think I'd find anything naughty in the room after my sister so recently got caught by mom, but I still had held some initial hope I might figure out what had given her away. In the end I found nothing at all incriminating.
I picked up my panties before leaving and discovered there was indeed a wet spot visible on the front, though not an embarrassingly large one as I'd been afraid of. If I'd been a little more daring I might have skipped putting them back on to make my way back to my room, but I'd had more than enough excitement for the time being. Plus my underwear was only damp enough to be slightly uncomfortable.
As I was closing Monica's door behind me I paused as I heard a sound from down the hall. It came from David's room and I suspected I knew what kind of sound it had been, but again I couldn't restrain my curiosity as much as I should have. I snuck down to right outside his door and I could indeed make out the occasional soft moan from inside, as well as a few infrequent and less distinct noises. There was no question left in my mind what they were up to.
Suspicion thus confirmed I left my siblings to their fun and went back to my room for real. I made sure to lock the door behind me before stripping off my panties and collapsing on my bed. For several minutes I did little more than go over recent events in my head. Despite having cum so recently, my thoughts were sexually charged enough that my hand strayed down to my pussy. Alone with my renewed horniness and no outside pressure to be doing anything else, I allowed my imagination to run wild and lazily fingered myself to another orgasm.
****
The next day was Saturday, and the perfect time for a weekend as far as I was concerned. Never mind that I would have been okay with most any day being a weekend.
I slept in as usual, and only got out of bed when the sun got too annoying to ignore. Sometimes I wished my room was on the other side of the house, sometimes I thought smaller and just wished I could remember to close my curtains before I went to sleep. That would probably work just as well for my purposes.
The house turned out to be deserted by the time I made it downstairs. It didn't matter to me too much one way or the other, but because my Saturday mornings often still involved cereal and cartoons it meant that at least I'd avoid any teasing. No one ever seemed to agree with my belief that there was nothing wrong with some mindless, childish fun for a few hours once a week.
I curled up on the couch in the living room in my tank top and pyjama pants, clutching my bowl of cheerios and settled in. I giggled unselfconsciously at animated characters doing silly things for about almost an hour before I was interrupted by the sounds of someone returning from wherever they had been. I repressed a small sigh and put a lid on the giggling, but didn't turn off the show I was watching.
David's footsteps were the most recognizable of anyone in the house, heavier by far than mom's or Monica's, and those were the ones I heard. He would have been able to locate me too from the sound of the tv, so I felt no need to make my presence known. He'd come see me if he wanted to.
A couple minutes later he did come check on me, walking up behind the couch and leaning over the back of it. He considerately waited for a commercial break to speak.
"Hey, how's it going?" he said.
"Pretty good."
"Good. Uh, can I talk to you about something?"
He seemed serious enough that I was pretty sure I knew what the subject might be.
"Okay," I said, just a little bit nervous all of a sudden.
"Alright, well...."
David faltered almost immediately as he tried to say whatever it was he wanted to say, leaving me even more convinced as to what it was about. He sighed and walked around to sit on the couch with me.
"Look, I know you and Mon were up to something yesterday," he said. "And... I sort of know what's up, but Monica's being particularly stubborn about telling me things. I'd just like us to be on the same page here."
"What do you want to know?" I asked in a quiet voice.
"Well, short version is I saw what you and Monica were doing in her room after teasing me out on the deck, and partly I just need to know where that's coming from."
So I hadn't been the only one snooping, though David probably hadn't meant to. He would have just been looking for Monica and found both of us instead. I wasn't all that surprised that I had missed that, and I wouldn't have been surprised either if our sister had neglected to mention the intrusion to me.
David was also deliberately dancing around the subject of his and Monica's relationship. Not that I could blame him.
"I guess it started 'cause of what you two were doing," I said hesitantly. David nodded like I had just confirmed his suspicions, but let me go on. "I didn't expect it, but... it feels good. It's... I don't even know how to describe it."
"That's okay," David said with a tight smile, "I know what you mean. I can't believe she would tell you and not even let me know though."
"She didn't. I already knew."
"Oh." He seemed to have some trouble processing that one. "How long ha-"
"A while," I interrupted.
"Oh," he said again. "Shit."
"Yeah, that was Monica's reaction too."
"And of course she wouldn't waste the opportunity to mess with me," he said, putting the pieces together quickly. "You understand we didn't want to have to hide it from you."
"Don't worry, I get it. It's hard to trust anyone with something like that."
"It wasn't about trust so much in some ways. I know you wouldn't tell on us, but it's not really fair to put something like that on you. It was bad enough that we had to deal with it sometimes. Not that I regret it at all, but it's not without its problems."
"Yeah, I can see that. Even if I don't necessarily agree with it. So what now?"
"I don't know, I guess we just see what happens."
A thought occurred to me.
"Does that mean you're okay with me and Monica messing around?" I asked. "'Cause we don't have to do it anymore if it bothers you."
"Why would it... anyway yeah, it's cool. I don't mind getting to see some of that every now and then."
"That's pretty much what Monica said you'd think about it."
"Well she does know me pretty well."
"I guess I just didn't believe at first that you'd be interested at all in me."
David thought about that one for a minute.
"That's always a tricky one though isn't it," he said slowly. "Like partly you spend a lot of time repressing any kind of sexual thoughts about the 'wrong' sorts of people so you might not even know yourself who you're interested in. I suspect, although feel free to prove me wrong, that you weren't planning on getting involved with Monica up until right around when it happened."
I nodded.
"That's pretty much how it went with Mon and me too," he said, "'cept it was also awkward as hell for a little while. Worth it though."
"So how do you think of me now?" I asked softly.
Again he appeared to choose his words carefully.
"I think I need to talk with Mon about it," he said. "That said, if something were to happen... it wouldn't exactly be torture."
"You're a charmer alright."
"Aw come on. It's still weird for me to, like, talk to you about this stuff. Give me some time to adjust."
I smiled a little at his discomfort. Finally I wasn't the only one in new territory.
"If it makes you feel any better, I don't know if I'm ready to... take things too far yet either," I said, gesturing wildly as I struggled to imply 'sex' without actually saying it.
David nodded like he understood.
"It's a big step," he agreed. "Sometimes I feel like Monica doesn't always see things that way though, like she's in it more for the thrill than for an actual relationship. I'm glad you're thinking about it."
My eyes went wide at the hint that there might be unseen trouble between my siblings.
"Monica wouldn't-" I started, then was interrupted before I could even start to make my point.
"Oh don't worry, I'm mostly joking," David said, waving his hand dismissively. "I know she takes it seriously when she needs to."
"But not as seriously as you," I said with a growing certainty. "You love her."
I didn't fully know why I said it, I might have been way off on what the problem was, but as it turned out I was right.
"Yeah, I do," he admitted. "Not that she doesn't, but sometimes it would just be nice if it didn't matter that I was her brother. If that makes any sense."
It made plenty of sense to me. When it came to Monica and me, we were just messing around. Our being sisters just added to the fun. If it was something more serious than that, I knew I'd want it to be based on more than an accident of birth too.
"On the other hand, it is way hotter that she's my sister," he mused. "And yeah, before you say anything, I know I can't have it both ways."
"I was almost starting to feel a bit sorry for you too," I said.
"I'm sorry. But I never get to talk about this stuff with anyone. It's nice just to say it out loud even. Thanks for that," he said, squeezing my knee gently. "Anyway, I'll leave you to it."
He got up and left before I could figure out how to respond. If nothing else, I at least felt good about being someone David thought he could talk to. That's all I'd really wanted from my siblings a few days ago when they still thought their secret was actually secret, and now I had that and more. So far so good.
****
Monica returned a little after lunchtime, and I ran into her in the kitchen while she was making a sandwich. I had just been passing through, but I stopped when I found her there. As long as I was more or less a neutral party between my siblings I decided I might as well make use of it.
"What? Am I in the way?" Monica asked when I didn't say anything right away.
"No, I just wanted to ask you something."
"Okay."
"Do you love David?"
That phased her as I suspected it would. It was an awfully blunt question.
"Yeees," she said, eyeing me suspiciously.
"Good. You should tell him that."
Monica stared at me a moment longer, then turned back to her sandwich.
"You're frigging weird sometimes, you know that?" she said.
I grinned like it was a compliment.
"Thanks," I said, then started to walk away.
"You should come to David's room tonight," Monica said just before I left the room.
I turned back, but by all appearances she was still ignoring me and may as well have given me a casual 'good-bye'.
"Uh, okay," I said.
****
If she'd wanted to leave me nervous and guessing the rest of the day, Monica had done a pretty good job. There didn't seem to be anything I could do to stop myself thinking about her invitation for anything more than a few minutes at a time. Not that I didn't want to accept, but it was going to be another big step for me in a very short amount of time. Unless she was just messing with me and had nothing the least bit sexual planned. I didn't think that's what she was doing, but I wouldn't have entirely put it past her either.
There was no question of sleeping that night at what would have otherwise have been my normal bedtime. It would have been a completely wasted effort. Instead I continued fiddling with a book I was reading or some homework I had while also glancing at the time at regular two-second intervals waiting for it to be late enough. I kind of hoped Monica or even David might come tell me when it was time, but I suspected the decision, including when to join them, would be left up to me.
Finally I just got too impatient and crept out of my room, treading as silently as I could on the floor of the hallway. First I checked Monica's room and, as the lack of light coming under the door indicated, she wasn't there. There was however a faint glow coming from farther down the hall where David's room was. I didn't hear anything as I approached and I knocked softly on the door to see if I'd get answer.
"Come in," Monica called.
That confirmed she was there at least. I opened the door and found both her and David on his bed, both with their shirts off already. Assuming they'd started with any shirts on anyway.
David's bed was bigger than either mine or Monica's, although it actually wasn't really a proper bed in some ways. It was just a box-spring and mattress directly on the floor, he'd preferred it that way for a while and at times I could see why. If nothing else, it did remove the possibility of a the bed frame creaking during sex.
"You took your time," Monica told. "We thought we might not see you at all tonight."
"You never said what time," I protested.
"Mon's just picking on you," David interjected. "She was over here way earlier than normal. Even though she's always accusing me of me of being impatient."
"This is different," Monica said firmly. "I wanted to make sure I wasn't the last one here."
"God forbid anything happen without you in the middle of it," David said, rolling his eyes.
"Exactly. I'm glad you understand," Monica said, pretending to be oblivious to his sarcasm. "Now then...."
Suddenly the attention was all on me. Both Monica and David looked at me as though I was expected to know what to do, and I definitely didn't.
"What? Why are you guys staring at me?" I asked.
"No reason," Monica said after a slight pause. "Why don't you come up here on the bed with us? Or wherever you're comfortable. You can just watch if you want. David would like to see you with less clothes on though I'm sure."
She poked our brother playfully as she said the last part and he responded by tickling her mercilessly on he sides until she broke free and rolled away to the end of the bed. With the two of them being topless, it was quite an interesting scene to watch.
"Alright come here," Monica beckoned me a little breathlessly. "We need to get rid of that shirt of yours. You won't match us otherwise."
"But you just said-"
"I changed my mind. New rule, you have to at least take off your top if you want to stay."
Maybe she had a sudden, inexplicable desire to see my boobs, maybe she had just correctly read my reactions and decided she could get away with her demand. Either way I knew I didn't want to leave yet. I was already feeling the pleasant first signs of arousal and I wanted more.
"Don't pay any attention to her," David told me when I hesitated. "She makes up rules all the time with me too. You don't have to do anything if you don't want to."
"My rules usually work out pretty well for you," Monica countered. "They're for the greater good."
David snorted, but I spoke up before he could say anything else.
"I'll do it," I said quietly. "But not if you're both looking at me like that," I added when I realized that I was going to become the center of attention again.
I got two nods of acceptance to my terms, and without warning Monica raised herself to her knees and pounced on David. That left the half of the bed she'd been on free, and with the two of them doing something halfway between making out and trying to knock the other onto the floor, I had some small amount of privacy. At least for a moment.
I was wearing a tank top and pyjama pants, similar to what I'd been wearing that morning since it tended to be what I wore to bed most of the time. I closed my eyes as I pulled my top off, I wasn't sure how exactly that would help but I did it anyway. When I reopened them I was still unobserved, giving me more an odd sense of disappointment than relief.
It was only when I bounced down on the mattress to join my siblings that they stopped what they were doing and once again turned to me. I got two appreciative looks from them, as well as a motion to come closer from my sister. She looked about ready to be done with David and jump me instead, but all she did was kiss me when I got close enough. Just a quick, loving kiss.
"Fuck that's hot," David said.
I blushed slightly, but along with the small amount of embarrassment came the arousal that I was starting to get used to. I liked being desirable to both my brother and sister, it was exciting in a way that nothing else in my life had ever quite matched.
"You like that don't you?" Monica said, and I got the feeling she was actually talking to both David and me, although it was directed more at him.
"Yeah, I do," David said.
Monica kissed me again, for longer this time, and played with my breasts a little too. I stayed passive and let my sister control the pace, which mostly meant keeping my arms out of the way while she explored my chest. At some point one of her hands and left, and was soon replaced by a slightly larger, not quite as soft hand; David's hand. I hadn't been expecting that, but I wasn't about to complain. It was different, but it still felt good.
I was slowly overwhelmed by the combined attention of my siblings and was eventually pushed onto my back. I put up a pretend struggle when they tried to pull on my pyjama pants, but Monica pinned me to the mattress and let David finish removing them. I didn't get to see his reaction to seeing me naked for the first time since I was busy kissing Monica again. It then occurred to me that I hadn't yet actually been fully naked in front of her either.
Even after I was stripped Monica wouldn't let me up. She pushed me back a couple times when I started to sit up until I got the hint and stayed where I was. She then scooted over to a position where she could lay my head in her lap and look down at me while also getting a good view of what David was up to.
My brother had been running his hands up and down my legs, particularly the inside of my thighs. For a moment I thought her was actually getting ready to have sex with me, and even though I still didn't know if that was what I wanted I was ready to go along with it at that point. I felt safe with him and Monica, and I could have been convinced to do most anything without too much trouble.
It turned out not to be anything quite so extreme, and I kind of suspected that it had been worked out before hand without my input since David looked at Monica rather than me for confirmation. While Monica stroked my hair soothingly, David leaned down until his face was very, very close to my pussy. For the second time in two days it appeared I was going to be eaten out by one of my siblings, and I felt a little thrill of wrongness run through me at the realization.
He started out slow, testing the new area he had to work with, but it was obvious fairly quickly that David knew what he was doing maybe even more so than Monica. That made sense since, as I imagined, he probably got more practice licking pussy than she did.



"He's good isn't he?" Monica said, reading my facial expression perfectly.
"Mm-hm," I agreed.
"Just wait, it gets better."
She was right. As he grew more comfortable with me and my reactions, David's ability to touch me in just the right places grew to a level of near-perfection. His fingers ran up and down my pussy lips, never quite going inside, while his tongue did amazing things with my clit. I wasn't sure what exactly it was that he was doing to produce the effect on me, possibly it was a mixture of things since he kept switching pressure and tempo with no pattern I could discern.
I came much faster than I expected to, letting out a gasp that was as much surprise as it was pleasure. My experienced brother gave me a short break after that, leaving my clit mostly alone for a minute or two while he continued stroking the sides of my pussy. When he thought I was ready he started up again, building up to an even more intense pace than before. I didn't think I lasted any longer this time, but I did see it coming sooner and was more prepared when my second orgasm hit. It hit me harder this time and I thrashed around a bit, unable to make out the words that Monica was saying even though I could see her lips moving above me.
"What?" I asked stupidly.
"Nothing," she said, smiling at me in a very motherly kind of way. "Just relax."
"Yeah, that sounds like a good idea."
Monica slipped her legs out from under my head, replacing them with a pillow. It wasn't really the same, but I knew my chances of getting her to come back weren't good. Not with the looks her and David were giving each other. I'd had my turn, now it was theirs.
They helped each other remove their remaining clothing, hardly taking any time at all to do so. There was a clear lust in their eyes for each other, not to mention David's blatant erection confirming his state of arousal. Being recently sated, it wasn't quite as fascinating to me as it might otherwise have been, but I still watched with a detached interest as my brother climbed on top of my very willing sister.
Taking care of me must have been more than enough foreplay for them as penetration happened as soon as they were in the right position for it. David sunk easily into Monica's pussy accompanied by a satisfied purr from her. There was an urgency to their movements as David began thrusting rhythmically and Monica rocked back in time with him, but also a level of synchronization with each other that prevented any awkward fumbling or missteps.
However serious or fleeting David's previously confessed fears on the issue were, I didn't think there was any real danger in his and Monica's relationship. I could see the love between them as though it was circled with a big red marker as they alternated kissing and staring into each other's eyes. It was that particular love that was unique to them and I knew might never be for me, but that was okay. I didn't want to get between them. I could have plenty of fun without our relationships changing any more than they already had.
The more I watched my siblings' love-making, the more my previously satisfied horniness slid back toward being unsatisfied. It was hard not to get turned on again watching two people fuck about a foot and a half away, let alone when they were my own brother and sister. I idly fingered myself a little as the show went on, but refrained from full-on masturbating.
The inevitable eventually happened, David cumming shortly after Monica, and was followed by the two of them lying tangled together in their afterglow. It was a beautiful sight, two lovers oblivious to anything except each other. I may as well not have been there anymore, and I decided it probably was actually about time to leave them alone.
"Where you going?" David mumbled sleepily as he saw me get up.
"Come back," Monica added, holding her arm out to me. "Stay with us."
It was a genuine offer, I could see they really did want me to stay and I wouldn't just be in the way, but I'd made up my mind about a few things.
"Maybe some other time," I said, smiling to show them I wasn't feeling any regret or anything. "This was fun, but I think I've had enough for the night."
They both nodded, accepting my decision.
"G'night," Monica said.
"Night," David echoed.
I picked up my pyjamas from the floor and exited the room without even putting them back on. I figured there wasn't any significant chance of anyone seeing me before I got back to my room, but I miscalculated in that being naked in the hallway still produced a reaction to the perceived risk, even if there wasn't any. The short journey to my bed, combined with what I'd been feeling from watching Monica and David, left me horny all over again. I sighed to myself as though it was an inconvenience, but the truth was there were a lot of things going through my head, a lot of new fantasies in particular, and I kind of wanted to explore them a bit anyway.
Eyes closed and mind full of various images of naked siblings, I masturbated unhurriedly until I finally fell asleep.
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It was around midnight, and as usual I was still up. I loved having the house to pretty much to myself, even if I had to be quiet with everyone else sleeping. Or not quite everyone as the case might be. My older sister Robin had been staying out late on a not-infrequent basis recently, and because she was almost twenty, nothing much was ever said about it. She was old enough to look after herself as far as our parents were concerned.
Since Robin was still out that night, I wasn't all that curious when a car pulled into the driveway, then drove off again soon after. As I suspected, my sister walked in the front door a moment later having just been dropped off. Or at least she tried to walk in.
I heard the sound of someone tripping and falling, followed by a burst of giggling. I sighed to myself and went to investigate. I guessed, correctly, that Robin had come home drunk again. Not that she did it all the time or anything, but when she did I was the only one ever around to have to deal with it.
"Hey bro," she greeted me from the floor, apparently having decided it was comfortable enough not to get up right away.
"Hey. You planning on sleeping there?" I asked, not that she would appreciate the sarcasm in her state.
"Nope. I jus' fell over a bit. Can you help me pwease?"
She held up both her arms, like a child that couldn't get up on its own, and I hoisted her back to her feet. I closed the door behind her too while I was at it.
"Y'know, when you turn nineteen in..." Robin began, before pausing to try and do the math.
"Two months," I supplied.
"Yeah, anyway you should come out with me sometime. It'd be so much fun."
"I bet. Let's just get you to bed for now."
I didn't have to carry her exactly, more just keep her upright as she tried to sit down anywhere there was a seat on the way to her room. I might have let her, except I didn't have a lot of confidence that she wouldn't, say, go to sleep at the dining room table if I let her stop.
"Sheer... seriously though," she said. "We should do it sometime. You'd have fun."
"Ah, but then who would get you to bed if I came home drunk too?"
That seemed to stump her and kept her thinking long enough for me to drag her upstairs and to her bedroom.
"Okay, you can manage the rest yourself, right?" I said. "You're not going to throw up or anything."
"Don't think so. Thanks for the help."
Robin tried to kiss me on the cheek, and ended up closer to the side of my mouth. There was a definite smell of alcohol on her breath, as if I needed confirmation.
"Good night," I said. "I'll see you in the morning."
"Wait. Can you... could you get me some water?"
"That's a good idea actually, you could probably use some."
"Thanks." She beamed happily at me. "I'mma get changed into my pjs while you're gone."
Without a second though she pulled her shirt up and over her head. While still facing me.
"Dammit Robin!" I said, turning hastily around. Not quick enough to avoid learning that she wasn't wearing a bra though.
"What? Oh, right." She giggled again as though it was tremendously funny to her. "M'sorry."
"It's fine. Just... be dressed by the time I get back alright?"
I caught a flash of boob as I left the room since I hadn't been watching out for the mirror on Robin's wall and, consequently, her topless reflection. I tried not to dwell on it, but breasts tend to take precedence in my thoughts. Even if they belonged to my sister.
I took longer than necessary getting back with Robin's water. I didn't trust her to be all that swift in making herself decent so a couple extra minutes didn't seem like they would hurt. Luckily, she was both covered up and still awake when I returned. She had her blanket pulled up over her chest as she reclined in a half-sitting position, and it wouldn't have surprised me if she had nothing on under that, but at least it was something.
"Here," I said, handing her the glass of water.
"Thanks."
She took a couple swallows and I waited in case she was going to give the glass back to me. She seemed to have calmed down quite a bit even in the few minutes I'd been gone. Much more thoughtful rather than giggly.
"I didn't... it didn't bother you too much did it?" she said, staring at her water as though it was distracting her.
"You mean when you took your shirt off?"
"Yeah."
"No, not really. I mean, maybe a little. I can't say I was expecting it."
"I know. It was stupid, I didn't really think about it enough. It was just, like, this impulse. Like I'd just do something for you since you were being so nice an' everything. Kinda dumb though once I think about it."
"You did it on pur... you know what, never mind. It wasn't like it was a big deal anyway. And hey," I said, sitting down on the mattress and placing a hand on her knee over the blanket, "if you weren't my sister I definitely would have appreciated the gesture."
That got a small smile out of her, but it faded after a few seconds.
"It's such an arbitrary thing though isn't it?" she said.
"Oh god, don't start trying philosophy right now. We'll talk about it tomorrow if you really want to."
I tried to take Robin's mostly empty glass from her, but she clung to it tenaciously and I let it go. The brief struggle made her blanket fall away from her chest a little, until just the very tops of her breasts came into view. I tried not to look.
"No really though, like, if I wasn't your sister this situation would be so much different though right? Even if we were still exactly the same every other way."
"Yeah, I guess. You done with that water yet?"
She finished the last of her drink, then reluctantly handed the glass back to me. She looked into my eyes as I took it.
"F'you were another guy, would you wanna stay?" she asked.
I closed my eyes and shook my head slightly, though not as a no so much as in disbelief.
"You really are drunk aren't you? And I almost thought you were starting to sober up."
"I'm not saying... I just wanna know is all."
"That's great, except I think you're already going to be embarrassed enough tomorrow if you remember any of this without us taking the conversation any farther."
I stood up and went to the light switch, but paused just before flicking it off. There was something about the way Robin was looking at me, even if I wasn't sure exactly what. Somehow I just felt like I needed to reassure her even if might be a really dumb thing to say.
"Yeah, I'd stay," I said.
The smile she gave me made me feel good, though I really, really hoped she wouldn't remember me saying it when she sobered up.
****
I could tell right away that Robin remembered what happened as soon as she showed up for breakfast the next morning. It was possible, I suppose, that the wince she gave when she saw me was just from being hungover or whatever, but I didn't believe that was what it was.
"Morning," I said.
"Morning," she mumbled back.
She seemed about ready to turn back around and crawl right back into bed.
"Sooo... you remember last night I take it?" I asked.
"Unfortunately. Look, I'm sorry about that."
"Don't worry about it, we're cool. You were drunk."
"Yeah, I was. I need to cut that out."
"Wouldn't hurt."
Robin thought for a moment.
"Did I really flash you?" she asked eventually. "I think I did, but...."
"Yeah. A little. I didn't see much if it makes you feel any better."
"Great."
"Seriously though, we're cool. Try not to let it get to you too much." I stood up and hugged my sister, and after a couple seconds she returned the hug. "Anyway, I need to get moving. I'll see you later maybe, or whenever."
"Whenever I think I can face you again you mean?" she said, though not entirely seriously.
"Sure, let's go with that."
As I left the room she said something very quietly to me. It sounded kind of like "thanks for saying you'd stay." When I looked back at her she wasn't even facing me so I pretended like I hadn't heard. I wasn't entirely certain I'd been meant to.
****
Robin was a little awkward around me for a couple days, understandably so in my opinion, but no permanent damage seemed to have been done. In fact, by Friday things were almost normal again. She even stayed at the house instead of going out and hung out with me for a while. It must have been to prove some kind of point to me, or maybe just to herself. Either way, it was good to see that she wasn't going to let one incident bug her for too long.
We were in the living room, each sort-of-watching tv while also doing whatever else caught our interest. Generally hanging out in other words.
"When do you think they started using laugh tracks?" Robin asked, no doubt in reference to the show currently on. "Like when did they come up with that?"
"I dunno, a while ago?" I said. "When did they start making sit-coms?"
"It wouldn't have been then though would it? It must have been later than that."
"Yeah probably. Must have been someone who realized his show wasn't actually funny."
"I guess most stuff just ends up getting faked at some point huh?"
"Pretty much."
"Hell, even I do it," Robin said in a much more somber tone. "It just seems to be something you have to do sometimes, you know? Even when you're with people you should be able to be yourself around. Maybe that's why I end up drunk sometimes, 'cause it's just easier."
"Wow, you're really having some issues huh?"
"Yeah, but it's fine. I just need to bitch to someone every now and then. And honestly, you're pretty much the person I have to be the least fake with."
"Really?"
"Well, yeah. I guess maybe just because you're stuck with me no matter what I do, not like anyone else I hang out with."
"Ah, for a second there I almost thought we were going to have a touching moment or something."
"Sorry to scare you like that."
I chuckled a little, but despite her joking I still suspected Robin actually had meant it. In some ways I supposed I just assumed that there was certain level of trust between us, but it wasn't the sort of thing that ever got discussed.
"I'm glad I didn't mess things up too bad with that whole 'flashing you' thing," she said after a few minutes. "I know you said it wasn't a big deal, but stuff like that can make things weird so easily."
"Well I think if I'd had a better look it probably would be weirder. It's way easier not to picture anything inappropriate in my head when I didn't really get to see much."
"Sure, but the downside is you still don't know how totally sweet my boobs are."
"Heh, yeah. Guess I'll just have to live with that."
"Guess so."
That was there was to that particular conversation for a while, but it wasn't the end of it. It was like an itch that wouldn't go away. Just because we knew we shouldn't scratch it didn't mean we could leave it alone. It was actually me that restarted it about a half an hour later in a definite case of speaking without thinking.
"So do you not wear a bra a lot?" I asked, mostly out of nowhere.
I might not be able to picture them, but once the idea of my sister's boobs was in my head, it was hard to stop thinking about them entirely.
Robin gave me a funny look, then shrugged. "Maybe. That's something else you'll just have to wonder about."
"Okay, whatever. I just don't know why you weren't that night."
"Hm, bugging you is it? Admit it, you just want another look."
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, that's what I was going for. Totally. I was going to wait until you were drunk again, but I just got impatient," I said without any attempt at covering my sarcasm.
"Knew it. Even you can't resist these," she said, cupping her own breasts to make her point.
The movement naturally drew my eyes, and I kept staring just a second or two too long to pass it off as completely uninterested. I was pretty sure Robin had exactly the same thought.
"Alright, I think I'm gonna go get a drink. You want anything?" I asked to try and avoid the ensuing awkward silence.
"Uh, no I'm good."
"Okay."
I started going to the kitchen, but Robin stopped me before I made it out of the room.
"Hey, wait a sec," she called.
"What?" I said, turning partway around assuming to get a drink order from her after all.
What I got instead was a straight-on view of my big sister lifting her shirt for me. Once again, no bra.
I didn't know what to do, I didn't have any warning to look away this time before I'd see anything. Once my eyes locked on her exposed breasts, there didn't seem to be any point in turning away. On some level, breasts were breasts, and Robin's were no different.
"Nice huh?" she said after a couple seconds, before finally lowering her shirt.
"Uh, yeah. Nice."
Stunned would have been an understatement for how I felt at that point, and I knew I took way longer than necessary getting my drink. I had no idea what to think or do once I rejoined my sister in the living room. We'd just finished talking about how this sort of thing could make our relationship extremely weird, why the hell would she decide to flash me again after all that? I decided I might as well ask on the off-chance she had a good reason.
"So, what's the deal?" I said when I had returned and sat down. "Why would you do that?"
"I dunno, seemed like a good idea," Robin said.
"In what way exactly?"
"'Cause at least now I can feel stupid about something that was actually acknowledged instead of just something that we're trying to pretend never happened."
"That's... really, really dumb."
"Plus I get to feel like my boobies are at least a little bit appreciated, they don't like being ignored," she said, hugging her chest as though her breasts needed comforting.
"You're... I just...."
"You're thinking about them now, aren't you?"
"Yes! Fucking... argh." I was in the middle of a losing battle, I knew enough to recognize that. What I didn't understand was when war had been declared. "Is this a girl thing, or is just you in particular that's insane?" I asked in resignation.
"Aw, baby," Robin said as she placed a hand on my shoulder. "You're a guy. It's the same thing to you either way. You don't have the capacity to understand the female mind."
"Not even going to argue that one."
"Good choice."
"This is, like, going to make things so awkward though. That was exactly what we were trying to avoid, remember?"
"Yeah, I kinda changed my mind about that. I don't think it will."
"Oh. Good. You don't think it'll be weird. That's so great for you. Except, what about me? I still think it will and I'm the one who's got the mental image of your...." I trailed off and gestured vaguely at her chest.
"Just let yourself think about it for a minute. I think if you stop trying to repress it constantly, it won't be so bad. That's what I did."
"Whatever."
I closed my eyes and leaned back, pretending to take my sister's advice. At first I mostly just tried to figure out how to get back to the real world from the crazy alternate universe I'd clearly stumbled in to.
It didn't matter how hard I thought about something else though, not with Robin sitting so close to me. I couldn't exactly ignore her presence when the sound of her breathing or her shifting on the couch reminded me she was there. And of course as soon as I started thinking about her, her boobs weren't far behind. Despite my best efforts I ended up doing what she wanted after all.
"You know, when you're drunk you don't necessarily do stuff you don't want to do," Robin said. "Sometimes it's just stuff you're scared to do normally."
I opened my eyes again to find her watching me intently. She had a look of... not nervousness exactly, but something close to it. She was definitely unsure what I was going to say and was waiting impatiently for whatever it was.
"So when you asked me to stay last night..." I said.
"I get lonely sometimes okay? Why do you think I'm out partying all the time?"
"I never really thought about it that much."
We stared at each other for a moment, like the part in a movie where the main couple is about to kiss for the first time, only we didn't kiss. I didn't think that was where we were headed. Instead pulled Robin closer and I wrapped an arm around her, letting her rest her head against my shoulder.
"Thanks," she whispered.
"S'okay, what are brothers for anyway?"
"Being annoying little shits mostly. 'Cept... you're not like that most of the time. Hate to say it, but I think you might be adopted."
I snorted and mimed swatting her.
"I'd still be your brother even if somehow we weren't related," I said. "Or I'd fill the same roll anyway. I think annoying siblings have less to do with genes and more to do with spending way too much time together."
"You might be right." She smiled faintly. "You ever get that thing where you look at all the people you know and think 'no one really gets me'? Doesn't matter how much you like each other, even your best friend's never going to completely understand you."
"Um, not that specifically I don't think."
"But you know what I mean though?"
"Yeah, I think I do. Like there's some secrets that you couldn't trust anyone to be cool with. Kind of like that?"
"Kind of, yeah. And then, sometimes, you think there's maybe one person who actually would understand."
"Um..." I said, not sure what else to say.
"I'm just saying it was nice hanging out tonight," Robin said, brushing my cheek with her lips before settling in again.
"Oh, okay."
We stayed there longer than we should have, past even my abnormally late usual bedtime. Robin never moved and I didn't have the heart to disturb her by getting up. Occasionally I thought she must have fallen asleep, then she'd shift just a little and I'd know she was still awake. I didn't know what I was waiting for exactly. I assumed my sister would get tired eventually and we'd both go to bed for the night, but she didn't give any sign that she intended to.
After a while it just felt nice sitting there cuddling on the couch, with her body against mine. She was right, things like that didn't have to be weird if we didn't let them. It still wasn't anything I'd be telling anybody about though.
****
I woke up a few hours later, sometime in the very earliest hours of morning when it was too late to still be night but before the sun had made an official appearance. I was on the couch where I must have fallen asleep at some point, and I was alone. It was an oddly disappointing experience when I expected Robin to be there with me and she wasn't.
I stumbled up to my room to get a little more sleep in an actual bed, but stopped before I made it there. Robin's door was closed which could have meant anything, she could very well either be in there or not. I told myself I just wanted to make sure she hadn't gone out and done something stupid, but my real motivations for snooping probably weren't quite that noble.
Her door opened with a turn of the knob, so it obviously hadn't been locked, and I pushed it open gently. There was a person-shaped lump on her bed under the covers which pretty well confirmed that she had returned to her room and that should have been that.
For whatever reason though, I felt confused and maybe just a little hurt that she had come up here instead of staying with me and I couldn't let it go. I walked over to the bed and sat down beside my sister, unable to see much with her face turned away from me. All I got was the back of her head sticking out from under her blanket.
"You awake?" I whispered.
I got no answer, not that I expected one. Her breathing pattern seemed consistent enough that she probably really was sleeping and not just faking. The thing to do at that point probably would have been just to wait until later when we were both awake to talk to her, but my mental state was not in a good place at that point as far as making decisions. I was sleepy and confused and I couldn't stop thinking about my sister and everything that had happened between us recently.



In a not-fully-conscious way, I lay down on the edge of the bed on my back and stared up at the ceiling. It was pretty well a coin toss whether I'd fall asleep there or not, and if I did there was a very good chance I'd end up falling on the floor from my precarious spot, but I didn't care. I needed to talk to Robin, and until I could I at least wanted to be close.
****
I awoke again with daylight pouring through the window and Robin still with me this time. In fact, she seemed to be holding me and gently playing with my hair. I'd somehow managed to roll partway onto her in my sleep and that may have been the main reason she had stayed. I noted that she was still wearing her clothes from last night just like I was.
"Morning," she said.
"Mmph, sorry," I said, starting to push myself away.
"S'okay, I don't mind."
I didn't get very far, only barely shifting away from Robin at all and not even dislodging her hand from my head. I didn't really want to move and I was getting no indication she wanted me to go either.
"Why'd you sneak away last night?" I asked.
"I don't know. Why'd you follow me?"
"I... I don't know. I'm just confused about everything."
"Me too. I'm glad you did follow me though."
Maybe it was only a false perception, but she didn't look nearly as confused as me. If anything she seemed more in control of the situation and herself than she had for the past few days.
"It's nice not to wake up alone sometimes," she said.
"Even if it's me?"
"Maybe especially if it's you. It means more than it would with someone else."
"Could be more fun with someone else though," I pointed out.
"It could be," she agreed. "Or maybe not. It really depends."
I'd like to be able to say I saw it coming, but it was only apparent what was happening in hindsight. Robin leaned down and kissed, even though it was a fairly awkward maneuver given our positions. It didn't last long, and it wasn't particularly forceful, but it was enough.
"If you're going to hate me for this, you really need to tell me now," she said in a quiet voice.
"I would never hate you," I said, and I meant it.
"Good."
She slipped away from me just enough to untangle us, then came back nearly lying all the way on top of me this time in a reversal of positions. She kissed me again and I found myself responding automatically. Maybe things had been leading inevitably to this point, or maybe we were just both in the right mood to do something we'd regret later. It didn't matter much to me though, all I knew was having Robin on top of me and wanting me in way she shouldn't, it felt good. Good enough to override any parts of my brain that could still put up a good counter-argument.
"What's this going to mean for us?" I asked once there was a slight break.
Robin sat up partway and chewed on her lip thoughtfully. She was fully straddling me and sitting almost directly on my cock, a fact I was more aware of with every passing second.
"I have no idea," she said. "Is that okay?"
"Yeah, I think so."
"Good, because I don't want to have to think about this right now."
She pulled off her shirt and, though not the first time I'd seen her breasts by now, it was the first time I could really look at them without any feelings of reluctance or guilt. It wouldn't have surprised me if my sister had done that on purpose to distract me while she worked on my pants.
There was really no way it was going to be the most romantic of occasions no matter what we did at that point, and I don't think Robin cared. I would have liked to do it right if we were going to do it at all, but that wasn't what my sister wanted. As far as she was concerned, our clothes were only a small inconvenience and needed to be rearranged as quickly and efficiently as possible. I was pretty sure her shirt was the only thing that fully came off the whole time. In the time it took me to build the confidence to play with her boobs, she had my cock out and nearly had it guided to her pussy already.
"I'm gonna put it in," she breathed, not quite a question but looking for my approval anyway.
"Okay," I said, too stunned by how fast she was moving to even stop and consider the consequences.
"Just hold still," she told me unnecessarily.
She was on top and I had no idea what she thought I'd try to do to disrupt the procedure. I had every intention of staying exactly where I was.
Robin rubbed the head of my cock over her pussy lips a couple times, then slowly lowered herself on me. It took me longer than it should have to fully realize that I was, in fact, officially having sex with my sister. There was no way to rationalize it away or abort before we got too far since we were already too far, but the knowledge didn't freak me out. I was past that, and the advice she'd given me about thinking and not just reacting probably had a lot to do with it.
She bounced up and down on my cock a little, almost experimentally, as she worked me deeper inside her pussy and I let the resulting sensations wash over me, simply enjoying them for what they were. There was nothing wrong with it, that was my new belief, or at least nothing inherently wrong. It had the potential to go far worse than any normal sexual relationship, but it didn't have to and as long as it didn't we were fine. We loved each other and there was no reason for us to base our relationship solely on what society taught us. We could be more than that.
"God it's been too long," she moaned as I bottomed out in her.
"How long?" I asked.
"Too long," she repeated. "That's as much as I'm saying."
I smiled and resumed fondling her breasts while she rocked back and forth on me. Even for all that time before I'd thought about her freely, there had been times when I couldn't help noticing that yes, my sister had boobs just like any other girl. But now they weren't off-limits anymore.
That was an interesting thought, that I might be able to just walk up to her at any point from now on and touch them whenever I wanted. She'd probably let me as long as no one was around, unless she had a massive change of heart. Not that I needed additional fantasy material at that point, but it was something to keep in mind for later.
"Fuck, I can't believe this is happening<' I said as much to myself as to Robin.
"I know, having sex with my own brother," she said, her pussy clenching a little harder as she said 'brother'. "I'm such a bad sister."
I was about to protest that statement when I realized she wasn't actually being hard on herself, she was just turned on by the idea. So was I when it came down to it, though I couldn't be sure how much of it was the fact she was my sister and how much was simply that I was having sex period.
"My bad big sister," I agreed to test her reaction.
She moaned and increased her pace, bouncing on me like she was trying to pull my cock straight off. The way her pussy tightened on me at times made that threat not quite so laughable as I would have liked.
Before too much longer her efforts paid off and I got a break as her orgasm hit, slowing her movements down to almost nothing as the pleasure coursed through her body. It was a beautiful sight to watch the expression of pure ecstasy on her face and to know that I was responsible. At the same time though, I still needed to cum and she wasn't working on that anymore.
"Roll over," I said, then pushed Robin over onto her back before she could fully respond.
She didn't mind at all and only cooed happily when I reentered her, ceding control to me without the slightest hesitation. For my part the initial shock of the situation had long since disappeared and the fact that I now had to do most of the work didn't slow our rhythm down for long. Everything just felt so natural, not to mention good, that even if I'd still had some significant lingering doubts they might not have been enough to stop me.
All that existed for me was my sister and her body, all I could do was keep thrusting inside her and build toward my release. It seemed inconceivable how long we'd gone without ever doing this before, yet obviously to our past selves it would be the reverse. As amazing as the situation was, it could only be understood from the inside. An outside observer just wouldn't get it.
Inevitably the end grew nearer and nearer, my orgasm approaching faster with every movement of my body. My sister's pussy just felt too good, and the way she looked at me like she knew I was about to cum and couldn't wait made it all the harder to hold out. The dilemma of wanting to cum but also wanting it to last just a little longer was not unfamiliar to me, except in this case it was a purely hypothetical problem since I really didn't have much of a say in the matter. I was going to cum whether I wanted to or not.
Seconds later that was exactly what I did, cumming inside my sister while she moaned encouragement. She held onto me until the last of my semen emptied out of my cock, then even a little longer than that as though she thought I wasn't done, only reluctantly letting me go when I pried one of her arms off of me.
I rolled onto my side facing Robin and she did the same. For a moment I thought we were just going to stare at each other until she slipped closer to me and snaked her arms around me again.
"Mmm, that was nice," she said.
"Yeah," I said.
"You're not having second thoughts about it now are you?"
"Nope, not even a little."
"Good, 'cause I think we might need to do that again sometime."
"I think you might be right." 
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My sister Zoey and I ended up going to the same university after high school. She was a year ahead of me and it wasn't planned exactly for me to follow her, but the university in question happened to be in a convenient location just far enough away that we'd be out of our parents' immediate reach. Far enough that we'd be living in the dorms on campus rather than at home.
What was perhaps more of a coincidence was that we ended up in the same dorm, although on different floors. I didn't mind and I didn't think my sister did either since, despite being in the same building, we could easily go days without seeing each other if we didn't want to. At the same time we were close enough that we could be there if the other needed something. In some ways it was an ideal setup.
We ran into each other somewhat frequently as it turned out, but mostly we left each other's rooms alone. It was a couple months before the first time Zoey purposefully came to visit me. I couldn't say I was expecting it to be her when I heard the knock on my door that evening.
"Oh, hey," I said after opening the door and finding her standing there.
"Hey dude," she said. "Listen, if you're busy that's cool but if not can I hang out here for a while?"
"Sure, if you want. I don't exactly have a lot of space...."
"That's fine. I don't have that much space either and your room has the advantage of not having a sexually active roommate in it. Like, currently sexually active."
"Your roommate's having sex in your room?" I guessed, based on the rather blatant hinting.
"Yeah. Which is fine, and I don't mind letting her have some fun in there, but it's been getting harder to think up ways to occupy myself. Sometimes I just don't feel like going out you know?"
"I understand. I guess I don't really have that problem."
"No I know. Lucky bastard, getting your own room."
"That's what happens when you put more effort into your scholarship applications and shit."
"Whatever. Nothing I can do about it now."
Zoey sat down on my bed while I resumed my position at my desk. It really wasn't bad for a dorm room, though it was typical enough in it's lack of space. I'd had some trouble even getting my tv to fit without blocking off something I'd need to get to, but there was no way I was going to go the whole school year without my video games. I assumed my sister would watch a movie, or maybe play some Mario Kart since that was pretty well the one game she actually admitted to liking. Instead of amusing herself though she just sat there for a couple minutes while I worked on some stuff for my classes.
"So how's it going so far?" she asked. "I mean the whole living on your own and your classes and everything."
"Wow, you are bored aren't you?" I said.
"Partly. I'm also looking for a distraction. I kinda accidentally walked in on my roommate and her 'boyfriend' right before I came up here. They weren't wearing quite as many clothes as I would have liked."
"Ooh, yeah. Rough. Is she hot?"
Zoey tilted her head and gave me a crooked smile.
"If I say yes are you going to go down there pretending to look for me? Actually don't answer, I don't want to know. But yeah, I think you'd like her. I'll maybe introduce you sometime."
"And if she didn't already have a boyfriend I might be excited about that."
"Good point. But as far as I can tell they aren't serious, it might not last that long anyway."
****
It turned out that Zoey was wrong about her roommate's relationship to some extent, as I found out next time she came to see me. It had probably been a couple weeks, though I wasn't really keeping track.
"She having sex in your room again?" I asked, assuming I'd get a yes and that would be it.
"Actually no. She, well, I guess they broke up. Or he broke up with her or something. She's taking it kinda hard."
"Oh. So you're just avoiding that then?"
Zoey gave me a dirty look. "Yeah, 'cause I couldn't possibly be trying to help. I'm just completely self-centered. Jerk."
"I didn't mean that, it's just that you're here and not, you know, with your roommate. That's where I would have expected you to be is all."
"I was. Now I need backup. She's doing the whole 'no one's ever going to love me again' thing and I can't seem to get through to her."
"How am I supposed to help? I'm way worse at this kind of thing than you."
"All I need you to do is pretend to be into her, or actually be into her if you want, so she cheers up."
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, because that'll go really well if she finds out that's what we're doing. I'm pretty sure it's going to make things worse. Possibly a lot worse for you since you'll have a roommate who hates you."
Zoey sighed and flopped down on my bed dramatically.
"So what do I do? She'd driving me crazy. And I want to help, but I can't."
"I don't know, but I think you understand as well as I do that if you try to manipulate her it could backfire really badly on you."
She thought about that for a minute while I simply tried to figure out how to stop her doing something stupid.
"Okay, how about you just go on your own?" she suggested. "Pretend I never even talked to you about the problem. Hell, you can even pretend to just be someone from one of my classes or whatever, she wouldn't know the difference. Say you need to borrow my notes maybe."
"Well, that's a little better. Except it means she'll figure it out if she ever catches us together and we forget to act properly."
"What are the odds? The two of us talk maybe once every week or two. It'll be fine."
I still wasn't convinced, but I was giving in and Zoey could tell. She had a lot of experience persuading me to her way of thinking.
"I guess... maybe I could just go down there and see what happens. I might not even have to try anything and I could just come out and tell her I'm your brother."
"Whatever seems best," Zoey agreed, not doing a very good job of hiding her satisfaction at winning. "I'll wait here."
****
It wasn't a long way to my sister's room, but it was long enough for me to regret giving in to her. The more I thought about it the more I realized I had no idea what to do once I got there. I couldn't go back though or Zoey was just going to tease me about chickening out. Ditto for abandoning the plan altogether and finding somewhere else to be.
All I could do was carry on and hope I came up with something. Even as I knocked on the door I was completely blanking on what to say when it opened.
"Hello?"
The door swung about halfway open to reveal Zoey's roommate, and my first impression was that my sister hadn't been kidding about how she was taking the breakup. The girl in front of me, partly hidden by the door, was definitely the sort I'd find cute, maybe even hot, under normal circumstances. Circumstances where her hair wasn't a mess and she didn't look like she'd been moping around in her room all day for instance.
"Um, hi," I said. "I'm Adam. Zoey's brother."
"Oh, hi. She's told me about you. She's not actually here right now though, she said she had to meet someone. She might be back soon though."
"Okay," I said, mentally cursing myself for immediately giving away my identity. I might have done so anyway, but it would have been nice to at least test out some different ideas first. Still, I was under too much pressure to be all that hard on myself. "I, uh, it's none of my business really, but are you alright?"
"I'm..." she started, trying to put on a fake smile before giving up. "Actually, no. Not really. I just had kind of a rough breakup."
"Oh, I'm sorry."
"Thanks." She took a moment to study me. "I'm Mara by the way, I guess I didn't say that yet did I?" she said, belatedly extending a hand to me.
We shook hands a little awkwardly, but I did notice at least a small upward curve on her lips. It could easily have been nothing though.
"Nice to meet you," I said.
"I wish it could been when I wasn't such a mess," she told me. "But yeah, nice to meet you too. I really don't know when your sister's going to be back, she just said she was supposed to meet up with someone for an assignment or something and she had to go reschedule. Something like that. You can wait for her here if you want. Or I can just tell her you stopped by if that's easier."
Of course I actually did know where Zoey went, though I wasn't entirely sure how long she'd be either. It wasn't a hard decision to wait until she showed up again since that had been the plan to start with.
"Yeah if you don't mind me hanging out for a few minutes that'd better I think," I said. "Not that it's all that urgent if you're just being polite and would rather I went...."
"No seriously," she said, waving off my concern, "I'd actually rather have someone around right now. Keeps me from thinking too much."
"Fair enough."
I entered the room that was bigger than mine, but of course it was meant for two people instead of just one. It still wasn't anything I'd call spacious and I could see how there would be nowhere near enough privacy for my sister to be able to ignore it if her roommate was having sex.
"So, uh, were you guys together long?" I asked, awkwardly steering the conversation back to the subject I was supposed to help with.
"Not really I guess," Mara said. "Not long enough that it should be bothering this much, we never really got as serious as I wanted. I think maybe I liked him more than he liked me."
She gave me a weak smile and sat down on her bed. I debated taking the other bed, but they were just far enough away that it felt silly so I sat down beside her, though not too close since I didn't exactly know her that well.
"That does kind of suck, but if that was the case maybe it's better that it happened now and not later," I said.
"Could be. But now I just keep wondering what's wrong with me, you know? Like was there something about me he just couldn't stand or something. And if I meet someone else is it going to happen again and--"
"Look," I interrupted, "I mean we just met and all, but I really don't think it was your fault. Zoey told me a little about you and...." I shrugged. "I guess I don't know what I'm getting at. But I think you'll be able to find someone else, someone who really likes you, and it'll work out even better."
"You think?"
"I don't see why not. Like, you're obviously ho-- I mean, you're not unattractive or anything," I said, suddenly feeling out of my element. I wasn't one much for knowing how to compliment girls I'd only just met.
"See, normally I'd find that sweet except I know I look terrible right now so you're clearly just trying to make me feel better."
"I'll admit it's not a great look for you, but I wouldn't say it's terrible."
"Uh huh? And what would you say it is?"
Without visibly moving Mara seemed closer to me than she had been. I tried to lean away a bit without being obvious.
"I don't know. But, you know, if it was a more normal day for you or something... like if...."
She was definitely leaning toward me now and looking far more sure of herself than the sad girl who'd met me at the door a few minutes ago. At the same time, I was becoming decidedly less comfortable with the situation and unsure what I'd managed to get myself into.
"Do you have a girlfriend Adam?"
"Um, not so much."
"Then you'd better tell me now if you didn't really mean what you told me," she said, her voice lowered almost to a whisper.
"I...."
I swallowed hard and accepted the inevitable as she got close enough to kiss me. Not that I tended to mind if a girl wanted to make out with me, but the situation was a bit on the weird side. I almost felt like I was taking advantage somehow, even though I'd had no intention of doing so and she was the one making a move.
Truth be told it was hardly unpleasant, not that there was any particular reason it should have been, and I found myself relaxing and just enjoying the experience. There was even something about Mara's bedraggled look that was working for me now that she was showing enough confidence to make it somehow sexy. And if she had that confidence that was a good thing right? That was what I was supposed to accomplish here, or something like it anyway.
"Probably shouldn't be doing this," Mara said as she climbed nearly into my lap.
"Well you-" I said, getting cut off quickly as her lips closed on mine again.
She was most likely right about it being a bad idea in some ways, though I couldn't for the life of me figure out what they were at that particular moment. I had a girl on top of me aggressively kissing me and pressing her breasts against my chest; it was the sort of thing that could easily derail my thought process.
"Zoey's gonna kill me," she said. "Jesus, her little brother. She's not gonna like that."
Despite Mara's words she didn't seem to be too worried. I, on the other hand, was once I remembered that Zoey could show up at any moment.
As though summoned by my thoughts, the door to the room opened to reveal my older sister just as I started thinking about what I was going to do if she showed up. At first she just looked confused, but that didn't last long before turning into something less neutral.
"God dammit," Zoey said. "I leave you alone for a minute and...." She gestured at Mara and me, allowing us to make her point for her.
"Sorry," Mara said. "I know I shouldn't have... well it just kind of happened."
"Here I was planning on helping you get through your breakup and everything and it turns out you can manage that just fine on your own," my sister continued. "I actually thought you were taking it hard but you can't be that broken up over it."
"Hey! Look I shouldn't have jumped your brother like this, I know that, but it's only 'cause...." She shrugged. "Okay I don't know why. But it helped, I seriously was in bad shape."
Zoey sighed and sat on her bed.
"Could you at least get off him," she said. "At least wait for me to leave again if you insist on doing that kind of thing."
"Zoey," I said, feeling like I had to add something at that point. "I didn't mea-"
"Oh I don't blame you," she said. "Neither of you, not really. It's not like I should expect anything different at this point. I should be used to walking in on something I don't want to see by now."
"What's that supposed to mean?" Mara interjected. "You have a problem with me having sex in here, is that it?"
"Well yeah, since you bring it up. It's my room too, I'd like to be able to use it whenever I want and not work around your schedule."
The argument had taken a different turn and left me behind. I started seriously eyeing the exit, particularly when Mara climbed off me and made escape a more viable option.
"Have you seriously been upset about that?" Mara asked. "Why didn't you say anything?"
"Oh yeah right," Zoey said derisively. "What, like ask you not to have sex in here anymore? I'm sure that would have gone over well."
"Well we could have at least talked about it, and we've had to talk about other things so I know you're not too shy to say anything." Mara crossed her arms and looked contemplatively at my sister. "You know, there was this suspicion I had at one point, but then I forgot about it. Didn't think much of it. Except now it makes more sense, and it would explain some things."
"That so? What's your 'suspicion' then?"
"I think you're jealous."
Zoey laughed, but hesitated a second too long before reacting to make it convincing.
"Jealous of you?" she said.
"Me or my boy... ex-boyfriend, whichever. Maybe both of us. How long has it been since you've had sex?"
Mara pointed an accusing finger at my sister who rolled her eyes but didn't have an immediate comeback. For my part, thoughts of escape were being replaced by a morbid curiosity as to where the argument was headed. Like I was watching a figurative train wreck.
"None of your business," Zoey said.
"Well it kind of is," Mara said. "I'm your roommate and I have a certain amount of interest in keeping you happy. At least happy enough that you don't murder me in my sleep."
Mara was slowly getting closer to my sister as they spoke, much the same way she'd done to me. The main difference being that she pushed Zoey onto her back before climbing on top of her. Even as I watched her do it though I still didn't manage to catch on to what exactly she was up to. Probably because it didn't even register as a real possibility.
"Okay, now I'm just confused," Zoey said.
"I'm helping," Mara explained. "You need to get laid, I think we'll all fell better once you do."
"Oh come on!" My sister unsuccessfully attempted to push her roommate off. "You're being such a goof, I'm not even into girls."
"Mm-hm, I'm usually not either. It's a good time for experimenting though isn't it? University's a popular place for that sort of thing as I understand it."
"Whatever. Still not interested."
Zoey made another bid for freedom and once again was held down. Mara must have been stronger than she looked since my sister was used to dealing with me and shouldn't have had any trouble with the situation.
"Look, I'm your option right now, 'cept maybe for your brother," Mara said, nodding toward me. "But I don't think you'd be into that. If you are though...."
"Ew, come on don't be gross. And get off me already."
I understood where the sentiment was coming from, yet it still hurt a little when Zoey expressed her disgust at the thought of me and her in some kind of sexual situation. My instinctive fear of disapproval surfacing despite me knowing that it wasn't really anything I should be worried about.
"I don't think you really want me to get off," Mara said. "At least not in that sense. You haven't been fighting me nearly as hard as I think you could manage if you felt like it."
I couldn't see all that well, but Mara definitely looked like she was doing something to my sister with one of her hands. Some kind of rubbing motion. Her body blocked me from seeing any more than that without moving. Whatever it was, I was once again feeling like a swift exit might be in order before too long.
"Come on," Zoey said in a much less defiant tone. "Adam's, like, right there. Can we just drop this for now?"
Mara turned her head to look at me.
"He is right there, isn't he?" she said thoughtfully.
"Um, I can just, you know, go now," I said, taking that as my cue to leave.
"You could," Mara agreed. "Or...."
"No," Zoey said flatly.
"You didn't even hear what I was going to say."
"I don't need to. Besides, he'll say no anyway."
"Well then let me at least ask him. I mean, you said you wanted to help me over the breakup and everything right? This would totally do it." Mara turned to me again, and I got the feeling that I too had an idea what her question was going to be. "What do you think Adam, you wouldn't mind fucking me would you? No strings attached."
"Well... no, I wouldn't mind," I said slowly. "But you mean, like, right now?"
"Yep. Come on, a brother and sister at the same time? That'd be amazing. And Zoey I promise there'd be no more moping around from me," she said, as though it was enough of an incentive.
I finally forced myself to move and started to leave the room, knowing that I really, really needed to get out of there before things got any weirder, and as I did Mara's body no longer completely blocked off my sister from my line of sight. The first thing I noticed was the expression on her face was not one of someone being forced into anything, not nearly to the extent she was pretending at any rate.
"Yeah, I'm sure that'd be worth the permanent emotional scarring we'd get out of it," Zoey said. She looked at me as though she expected me to either leave as I planned to, or just say no, or... something. She seemed to actually be waiting for me to make the official decision and somehow that realization stopped me from acting.



"You wouldn't even have to look at each other you know," Mara said, sensing weakness. "I'd be between you, and you can close your eyes the whole time if you want. It could be anyone else there for all your body'll know the difference."
"We'll know better," Zoey said, but she spoke even less convincingly than she been up until now.
"Free pussy 'til you cum, then you can leave and not even worry about me," Mara said to me, knowing that I was the one who needed that last push. "You must like that idea at least a little." She wiggled her butt at me and winked.
Normally I wouldn't have liked the thought of using a girl like that, but this was not a normal situation. And at some point I'd started getting hard without fully realizing it, no doubt affecting my judgement somewhat.
"Tell me to go," I said, looking straight at Zoey. "Tell me to leave right now."
"Adam...."
"Seriously, do it."
I stared at my sister who stared right back, a staring contest for higher stakes than I'd ever played for before. Eventually she looked away and I knew she couldn't say no, nor could I without her help. I shifted my gaze to Mara who had been watching with interest and she understood without any words being exchanged.
"Alright, scootch over a bit," Mara said to Zoey. "Make some room for your brother."
Zoey was going to hate me for this, I felt certain of it, but dammit she wouldn't say no when I needed her to so it wasn't all on me.
The bed wasn't that big and normally would have been an issue for more than two people, but I wasn't planning on taking up any of that space. Mara was on top of Zoey and I could tell she had a hand down her panties at this point, but my only concern was the ass being presented to me. I ignored Mara's hint to join them on the bed and instead positioned her so that she was in more or less the right position for me while I remained standing. Less chance of accidental contact with Zoey that way.
Mara's jeans posed a minor challenge to me: she was in an awkward position to remove them, and she wouldn't stay still for more than a couple seconds at a time. They didn't need to come all the way off though, just down far enough to give me access. Once again, this was not how I would have liked my first time with a girl to go, but she clearly wasn't in the mood for any kind of romance and having my sister there didn't put me in the mood for it either. There's the cliche of guys always thinking with their penis, and in this instance it more or less fit. Most every other part of my body was telling me I was going to regret it.
"Mmm, yeah. Put it in," Mara told me. "Just fuck me while I take care of your sister. Everyone wins."
Including a therapist or two somewhere down the road no doubt.
Zoey was staying conspicuously silent, except for the sound of her breathing and the occasional small gasp. Whatever Mara was doing to her it seemed to be working, not that I wanted to think about it too much.
I finally got Mara's jeans pulled down sufficiently for my purposes, with more fumbling than necessary thanks to her inability to help even a little. Her panties were much easier and were practically trivial in comparison, however I had to touch them enough that I could hardly fail to notice the damp patch on them. Apparently she really wasn't kidding about liking the idea of having a threeway with siblings. I winced slightly as the thought of how close my sister was inadvertently went through my mind, but quickly put it to one side. The faster I moved, the faster I could get out of there.
Mara's pussy was indeed wet enough to allow me entry, as I confirmed by probing the area with my fingers. Even though I hadn't been planning on fingering her for any great length of time, she didn't give me the chance and looked back at me impatiently.
"I said to put it in already, do you need written permission or something?" she asked.
I shook my head and fished out my cock as she refocused on Zoey. I knew she'd only been teasing, but I was just irritated enough to do something about it. I'd never before in my life been anything but gentle when first penetrating a girl, but Mara was about to be the exception. As soon as I was lined up properly with her entrance, I shoved my cock inside almost all the way in one thrust.
Mara's back arched instantly and she let out a long hiss, presumably in pleasure since she didn't say anything to the contrary. I pulled partway out, then slammed back in burying myself fully inside her eager pussy. She didn't seem to mind me being rough in the slightest, and I soon found myself getting into it more than I thought I would. It was kind of a nice change to not worry about my partner during sex and only concentrate on myself. Mara was getting off on the situation so much I could pretty much do what I wanted.
For a while there was no talking at all, no communication of any kind unless you counted the incoherent sounds that managed to escape one of our mouths every now and then. I was so far beyond any higher thought that even the occasional moan that must have belonged to Zoey didn't faze me at all. I could guess what Mara must be doing to her, where her fingers must be, and if anything it only turned me on more. Any recognition that I shouldn't be enjoying the thought of my sister getting fingered by the girl I was fucking was fleeting at best, so fleeting as to be non-existent for any practical purpose.
Eventually the pace I was maintaining caught up with me, as it eventually had to unless I gave in and slowed down. I could only fuck for so long before an orgasm started to creep up on me, and this one felt more intense than most.
"Mara..." I gasped, surprised at my apparently sudden lack of breath, though I probably shouldn't have been.
"Just do it when you're ready," she replied, able to correctly guess my intent. There was something in her voice that suggested she wasn't really paying attention to me, and to be fair she did have to concentrate on two things at once.
I shoved my cock hard inside her, burying it in her one last time as I came. As some part of me had known would happen, I started feeling the inevitable guilt and regret almost before I was even done, while the last of my semen was still emptying into Mara's pussy. It had all made so much sense at the time, but afterward... I couldn't believe I'd really just done that.
"Mmm, thanks baby," Mara said. "That was pretty awesome. Let me know if you want to do it again sometime."
She winked at me again just before I managed to stumble to the door and out into the relative safety of the hallway. I'd only just barely gotten my cock back in my pants before exiting, but thankfully there was no one outside right away anyway. The last thing I wanted was anybody seeing me come out of that room and get even the faintest inkling of what I'd been up to. I didn't know how I was going to deal with it on my own, let alone if someone else caught on.
****
Zoey didn't make contact with me for a couple weeks after the incident, as I'd taken to calling it when I thought about it at all. I didn't blame her, nor did I make any attempt to talk to her either. I didn't think it'd be like that forever, I really hoped it wouldn't, but I didn't think a little space between us was such a bad thing for a while.
I think in the end I was more worried about Zoey's reaction to the whole event than she was of mine, which could have been why she came to see me before I built up the courage to go to her. It had been enough time that most of my guilt had dissipated anyway, and most of what remained was the fear of what my sister might still be feeling about it.
I was just returning to my room one evening, not even thinking about Zoey or what happened, when I found her leaning against the wall next to my door, presumably having been waiting for me.
"Hey," she said.
"Hey," I said back. "What's up?"
"We haven't talked since... you know."
"Yeah I know. I'm sorry about... everything."
I unlocked the door and let us both in to my room where there'd be less chance of anyone overhearing something.
"It wasn't really your fault," Zoey said.
"At least part of it was my fault."
"Okay, but I'm as much to blame as you are. I could have stopped it. You even asked me to stop it. I'm the older one here it's supposed to be me who's responsible and stuff and... I just wasn't."
We'd both had time to think, probably too much time to think really. Too much time to go over what we could have done differently. I could tell Zoey had been worrying about it just like I had and we both needed to know the other was okay.
"Well, you might be older, but we're both old enough to do stupid shit," I said. "Can we just agree that that's what it was and move on?"
Zoey cracked a faint smile. "Yeah, it was definitely stupid. I'm glad... I'm glad it didn't turn out worse."
"Me too."
We stood there awkwardly for a few seconds, then on some unknown signal stepped closer together and hugged. More than anything we said I think that helped get rid of the remaining tension between us. It reminded me that it didn't matter what we did, Zoey was always going to be sister and it would take something way, way more fucked up to ever make me wish otherwise.
"So anyway, there was something else I wanted to tell you," Zoey said as we released each other. She sat down on my bed and waited for me to take a seat too.
"What is it?"
"Well..." she said, chewing on her lip thoughtfully, "maybe I shouldn't even say anything, and you can tell me if you don't want to talk about it, but you're really the only one who I think would even understand."
"Go on," I prodded again.
"Okay, so the thing is Mara asked if I would, like, ever do it again. Both of us I mean."
"You mean that thing we both decided was a really stupid thing to do?"
"Maybe not exactly the same, but... yeah, sex stuff. I told her no obviously."
"Then what's the problem?" I asked, genuinely confused. "She's not pressuring you about it is she?"
"No no, not really. Nothing I can't handle. But she asked what would make me say yes, and just to get her to shut up I said something like she'd have to let me fuck her in the ass with a giant strap-on." Zoey gave me a crooked smile. "I really thought she'd give up, but she thought about it a while, then said okay as long as it wasn't too big."
"Oh. So now she thinks you're on board with her?"
"No, I still said no."
I sighed heavily, making sure my sister would catch the frustration I was starting to feel.
"So what's the issue?" I said. "You're not making it very clear to me so far."
"Because I actually thought about it," Zoey said, meeting my gaze directly. "I shouldn't have had to. I don't want to put you... either of us through that again. But I thought about it."
"Why? You don't even like girls, you kept saying that when...." I stopped as a thought occurred to me. "Wait, do you think you might actually want to, I don't know, do stuff with Mara again? Is that what's bugging you?"
"Well, it wasn't exactly unpleasant what she did to me I'll admit. She knows what she's doing. But I don't think I'm really interested in her if that's what you mean, I still just like guys. The thing is, there's some appeal in the idea of being on the not-painful end of anal. How many chances am I going to get at that?"
"I hear it doesn't hurt once you get used to it anyway," I supplied, attempting to lighten the tone of the conversation a little.
Zoey gave me a dirty look, as I'd expected she would.
"What's bugging me is I think maybe I'm not as bothered by what happened between us I should be," she said, finally getting to the real problem. "Even while it was happening, I didn't tell you to leave when you asked me to and it should have been my natural reaction. And afterward... I spent a lot more time worried about you than about me because I just didn't feel some of the things I should have. I should have been a lot more weirded out than I was."
I took a moment to consider what she said. In some ways I could see exactly what she meant.
"Well, we couldn't really see each other or anything, and we didn't have any contact. Maybe that helped."
"Maybe. Maybe I'm just a bad sister though."
"Uh uh, no way I buy that," I said firmly. "We may not have ever been as close as some siblings are, but you're far from a bad sister. It could just be that we're more comfortable with each other than we thought, or something like that. That'd make you a pretty good sister, and even if that's not it I still think you are anyway."
Zoey took my hand and squeezed it gently.
"If you really mean that... then thanks. That's what I needed to hear. You're a pretty good brother too."
****
It was a relief to have my relationship with Zoey return more or less to normal. It was one of those things where I never really realized how much I'd miss having her in my life until there was a real threat of something coming between us. Even if we went a while without talking or anything, I still knew she was there if I needed her and that was a very different situation than not being able to talk to her at all.
When I got a text from her one day asking me to come see her at her room, I didn't think much of it and simply made the short walk there without bothering to reply. I didn't know why she would need me to come to her, but it wasn't like it was far enough that I'd mind even if it was something trivial. Since she'd only just sent me the message I assumed she'd be expecting me and I didn't bother knocking once I arrived. In hindsight, it might have been a better idea than simply opening the door as I did.
"Hey Zoey," I said. "I got your text. Wha-"
"Adam what the hell!"
I stopped short halfway into the room as my sister hastily covered herself with her blanket. She'd been sitting on her bed with her laptop, and from the brief glimpse I'd gotten she didn't seem to be wearing pants.
"Sorry, sorry, I didn't mean to...." I belatedly turned away from her while also closing the door behind me to keep anyone passing by from seeing inside. "You asked me to come though, I thought you'd, you know, expect me."
"What? When did I do that?"
"You texted me, like, maybe five minutes ago? Possibly less than that."
"No I didn't, I--"
Zoey cut herself off mid-sentence and I risked a peek to find out why. She looked as confused as I felt, but with an expression of dawning comprehension creeping over her.
"Shit, she wouldn't have..." Zoey muttered. "Can you check the pockets of my jeans?" she asked me, pointing to a pair lying crumpled on the floor. The pair I assumed she'd been wearing until just recently.
"Uh, sure."
She was already busy checking the rest of the room from where she sat. Obviously she didn't want to move too much while still in her state of partial undress.
"Anything?" she asked.
"Just some change," I said. "Looks like mostly quarters."
"Yeah I was doing laundry earlier. Shit. That means Mara must have taken my phone."
"Why would she do that?"
"I dunno, 'cause she's pissed at me I guess. I didn't think she was that upset when I said we weren't going to do, you know, that thing she wanted. She must have been though if she's trying to get back at me like this."
"I guess. It seems weird though, I mean she of all people should know we've been through worse than me catching you...."
"Masturbating?" Zoey finished for me with a slight smile at my embarrassment.
"Yeah, that."
"Well all I know is she's been obsessed with the two of us lately. She's kind of a weird girl."
"I suppose we could take it as a compliment. You know, 'cause she can't stop thinking about us."
"Yeah maybe. Except it's really only because of us being siblings and all. That's the main reason any of us keep thinking about it as far as I can tell. I know I spend more time thinking about... okay actually I just realized that's gonna sound really weird if I say it out loud. Nevermind."
"You're really worried about something being too weird at this point?" I asked. "Because I think we're probably past that."
"Okay, well... I probably thought about you more than Mara after we all had sex. And again, I know it sounds weirder than I mean it too."
"No it's fine, I know what you mean. I was thinking about you a lot too." I sat down at the foot of Zoey's bed, careful not to get too close to her. "I was way more worried about what you were feeling than about Mara."
"Exactly. Who cared what she thought, it was her fault to begin with."
Zoey flipped her blanket off her lap and crawled over closer to me. She was wearing panties, though without looking directly I was mostly only picking up the fact that she didn't have any pants on with my peripheral vision. It was more distracting than I would have liked.
"Are you going to put your pants back on or anything?" I asked.
"Why, you uncomfortable with this?"
"No, just... okay maybe a little."
"Aw." Zoey put an arm around my shoulders. "I was going to tease you a bit, but you're making it too easy. They're just legs you know."
"I know, but they're making me think about some other things."
"So?"
"So that's not good."
"Oh whatever. It's not a big deal as long as you're just thinking. I thought we were past this awkward stuff."
"That doesn't mean you need to try and make it more awkward."
Zoey rolled her eyes and didn't make any move to put her pants on. It really wasn't a big deal if she didn't mind the possibility of my inappropriate thoughts, but at the same time I wasn't sure that was the sort of thing either of us should be encouraging. We'd been lucky not to have caused any significant damage to our relationship yet and it didn't seem like a great idea to tempt fate.
"I'm not making it that awkward am I?" Zoey asked. "I mean, it's not like you're having to restrain yourself from molesting me or something, right?"
She was right, it wasn't anything like that. At least, it wasn't until she gave me the idea. I knew she could win an argument with me pretty easily if I chose to pursue one, but now I had an alternate path to take. One that involved fewer words.
As my sister sat there and waited for my response, I simply reached out and grabbed her boob. She looked surprised, not that I could blame her, but she didn't instantly push me away as I half-expected she might.
"Adam... what the fuck are you doing?" she asked in voice that suggested she knew exactly what the fuck I was doing.
"Molesting you, I think," I said.
"Are you going to cut it out?"
"Are you going to put your pants on?"
We stared at each other some more, me keeping my hand on Zoey's breast and her not doing a thing about it.
"I can outlast you, you know that right?" she said finally. "I know you don't really want to feel me up, you're just trying to make some kind of point."
"If you say so."
Of all the times I'd ever touched a girl's boob, or at least of the times it was on purpose, this was by far the least intimate it had ever been. Neither of us was even properly looking at the other, and our sitting position was such that I had to hold my arm at a weird angle just to maintain contact. There was a decent chance my shoulder would give in before either Zoey or I did.
Since I was already in about as much trouble as I could get anyway, I decided to at least try and force some kind of action out of Zoey. I squeezed a little on her breast, not enough to hurt but enough to at least suggest that I was enjoying the situation. And, to some extent, I actually was kind of enjoying it. I hadn't realized at first over the knowledge that I was doing something really quite dumb and the slight fear that she might just punch me in the face, but her breast felt pretty good. In many ways it was not unlike any of the other boobs I'd fondled over the years, even if it did belong to my sister.



"God, you're actually perving on me a little, aren't you?" Zoey said.
I shrugged as noncommittally as I could. "It's not exactly unpleasant."
"Yeah, I bet it isn't. You wanna know something though?"
"What?"
"Well, maybe it's just 'cause you interrupted me before I could finish getting off and I'm still horny, but it's not all that unpleasant for me either."
"That kinda kills my bargaining position."
"Mm-hm, I guess it kinda does. Are you saying you still think I should put some pants on?"
"I might be wavering a little," I admitted.
The corner of Zoey's mouth twitched upward in was not quite a smile. She moved from where she was sitting at last and I assumed she was going to give in, until she turned and sat herself down in my lap facing me. Her hands took mine and placed them on her butt before settling on my shoulders.
"There's some upsides to my current outfit you know," she said softly. "If you thought about it hard enough you might find you agree with me."
I didn't disagree, even without thinking about it for very long. What confused me was how my sister seemed to be doing something very similar to coming on to me. Granted I'd started it, but that hadn't initially been my intent.
"You have a nice ass," I said, for lack of anything better to say.
"Thanks." She leaned in closer to my ear and spoke barely louder than a whisper. "Whatever happens, we probably shouldn't say anything to Mara okay? At least not 'til we figure stuff out for ourselves. She'll just think she can push us into whatever she wants."
"That's probably a good idea," I agreed.
I had been getting hard already from touching Zoey, but that process accelerated greatly when she started grinding on my lap. She had to be able to feel my erection as it stiffened enough to make contact with her butt, and if anything it only seemed to encourage her.
Moments later Zoey confirmed that she knew exactly what she was doing when she undid the front of my pants and reached in for my cock. She had to shift her body around in kind of a weird position to remain in my lap while doing so and I found myself having to lean back to give her more room. It just seemed easier to give up and lie back on the bed, so that's what I did. I figured Zoey pretty much had things under control anyway.
"I don't think we should go too far," she said, taking advantage of the space I gave her to lean farther forward and brace herself with one of her arms. "But I'm gonna try and make this feel good for both of us. It's not really worth the possibility of disaster if we don't get anything out of it, right?"
Her hand released my cock, and was replaced by her panties as she resumed grinding on my crotch. It was much more purposeful now, much more focused on results beyond just getting me aroused. As good as it felt, I could imagine her bare pussy feeling so much better sliding up and down my shaft, but without Zoey's panties between us there was too much risk of accidental penetration. It was probably for the best to avoid that possibility.
In her position Zoey's boobs were almost directly above my face and I assumed, given the circumstances, that touching was okay at this point so I started pulling her shirt up to expose her stomach. She didn't say anything, but she did smile a little when I reached her bra, more than enough confirmation for me that I had her permission to continue. I couldn't get her shirt all the way off without basically pausing everything while Zoey lifted her arms, so instead I opted for rolling it up above her breasts where it seemed like it would stay put. Then I began working on unhooking her bra.
"I hate to say it, but I think I am starting to sort of see Mara's point," Zoey said. "This is kinda hot in a fucked up sort of way."
"Emphasis on fucked up. But yeah, I know what you mean. My brain's so confused about you being hot and on top of me, but also being my sister. It keeps telling me I'm doing something wrong, and somehow that feels good."
"Mm-hm, weird isn't it?"
Once I got Zoey's bra off I had easy access to her breasts and I cupped them in my palms, I was now able to feel them so much better than I could through her clothes. It was almost impossible to believe how many years I'd gone with no desire to ever see them now that I knew what I'd been missing, but of course things had been different then. It was just something I'd have to accept, that I might not ever be able to see my sister in quite the same way anymore. Whether it would make things better or worse overall, I didn't yet know.
For several pleasure-filled minutes the entirety of my world was Zoey and her body and the way parts of it felt against mine. I could see her of course, and hear her breathing, but increasingly my senses were focused on my cock where the constant motion of her panties was working for me better than I would have expected it too. It wasn't as good as actual sex or anything, but it was definitely a step or two beyond masturbating.
It seemed Zoey wasn't entirely in a agreement with me however.
"This isn't quite doing it," she said, just a hint of frustration in her voice.
"Okay, do you want to try something else?"
"I think...." She looked at me, searching my eyes. "I think maybe if I put it inside. Just for a little bit, just long enough for me to get off."
"I don't know, I'm kinda getting close and... you know."
"I know, but you can just warn me when you need to pull out. Unless you're not ready for it, 'cause I know we said we weren't gonna go that far."
She didn't stop moving as we talked, though she did slow down quite a bit until her hips were just rocking gently back and forth. I took a moment to think about my answer, but honestly I knew I'd go along with whatever she wanted. Partly because I was too horny to say no, and partly because, more than anyone else who could have been with me at that point, I trusted her. If she thought it would be okay, then so did I.
"Okay, do it," I said.
Zoey nodded and reached down to her panties, fumbling with them until they were out of the way and my cock was pressing directly against her pussy. She was more than wet enough for me by now, we'd been through the equivalent of some overly extensive foreplay after all, which was good because she wasn't in a particularly good position to guide me in and we had to rely somewhat on her body accepting me on its own.
Once I was about halfway inside, my sister's pussy abruptly tightened on me and a look at the expression on her face suggested it was probably an involuntary reaction to what she was feeling. She appeared to be losing some of the control she'd had up until now and was giving in more to her instincts. There was a sort of an aura of primal lust to her, something I didn't think I'd ever seen before on anyone.
I lay there and let Zoey fuck me, intending to let her go as long as possible even though, as I'd already told her, I didn't think I'd last all that long. Particularly with the way her pussy continued to grip me so tightly at semi-random intervals. There was only so much I could take.
"Maybe we should stop soon," I said, hinting that I was getting close.
Zoey seemed to ignore me at first, but after a moment she acknowledged my statement.
"Not yet," she said.
"I can't last that much longer," I warned her.
"Just a little more."
I tried my best to hold off my impending orgasm, but there really wasn't all that much I could do about it. I had no control over the stimulation I was getting short of pushing Zoey off of me, and force of will alone wasn't going to go nearly far enough.
"Zoey!"
She ignored me for real this time, and seconds later I came while still buried in my sister's pussy. I didn't feel bad about it right away, mostly I just got an extra rush from knowing I'd just done perhaps the most wrong thing of my entire life, and the fact that she didn't seem upset about it either helped calm any belated guilt before it had a chance to make itself known.
I assumed Zoey must have cum right after I did judging by her reactions, though she didn't make it obvious. Mostly I was going on her lack of frustration as she lifted herself off me enough to let my softening cock out of her pussy. I doubted she'd look so happy if she still needed to get off.
It was while we were just starting to recover and think about straightening ourselves up that I happened to notice something out of the corner of my eye. As I turned my head it quickly became clear what it was, or, more to the point, who it was.
"Mara? How long have you been there?" I asked, too confused to muster more than a slightly puzzled query.
Zoey looked too as I spoke and sighed heavily at discovering her roommate watching us.
"Godammit," she muttered.
"A couple minutes, maybe more," Mara said. "I didn't want to interrupt."
"Of course, I'm sure it was purely for our benefit," Zoey replied sarcastically. "Just like that text you sent Adam."
"Well it worked out didn't it?" Mara said. "You two went way farther than I even could have hoped. There must have been lots of buried tension between you."
"So we're just as fucked up as you. Nothing to be proud of."
"Maybe not, but does this mean there's a chance of another threeway happening?"
Mara looked almost comically hopeful, like a kid on Christmas morning. My sister, however, was looking more thoughtful.
"You know what, the chances get better if you give us a little privacy right now," Zoey said.
"A lot better?"
"Just go."
Mara clearly didn't want to leave, but there was too much at stake for her to risk pissing off my sister and she knew it. A moment later I was once again alone with Zoey.
"Can't believe neither of us noticed her sneaking in," she said. "Bet you she's right outside listening at the door."
"Sorry, not taking that bet. I know her just well enough to believe she would," I said. "But, uh, I'm sorry about, you know, cumming inside you. I really didn't mean to."
"Not your fault," Zoey said. "You warned me."
"It's still kinda bad that it happened though."
"Yeah, it kind of is," she said, laying a hand just above her pussy for a second. "But there's pills I can take, it's not a big deal. I don't even think it's the right time of month for me to have to worry about it, but no point taking the risk, right?" She stretched out on the bed beside me, then rolled on her side facing me. "I know we might decide later that this was really stupid, and it probably was, but I don't regret it right now."
"Me either." I smiled and Zoey smiled back. "Were you serious about considering doing something with Mara again?"
"I dunno, maybe. Partly it was just to get rid of her, but I guess we don't need to worry about it being awkward for us anymore. Of course now I'm not sure about it for different reasons."
"Like what?"
"Like I'm not sure if I want to see you with someone else now."
"Zoey...."
"I know, that's kind of dumb. But I'm just really confused right now."
"Me too," I assured her. "We still need to work stuff out, we already knew that."
"But I don't want to get jealous of you. I'm not your girlfriend or anything, I'm still just your sister."
"My sister that I had sex with? What's that, like a sister with benefits?"
Zoey giggled, and after a second so did I.
"Something like that," she agreed. "But seriously, we need to decide what we're doing about Mara."
"Do we really need to that urgently? She's not going anywhere."
"Yeah, but think about it. She knows our secret and she could really help us keep it... or if we piss her off too bad by stalling...."
"You don't think she'd actually tell anyone do you?'
"Not really, but we already know she's willing to take matters into her own hands to get what she wants. Who knows what she'd do. All I'm saying is we need to be in control of the situation."
"Well, to be honest, I don't exactly mind the idea of sex with her, but I don't want to do anything that's gonna bother you. So I guess it's your call."
Zoey thought about it for a minute.
"Yeah, I guess I probably am okay with it," she said. "She's only interested if we're both there anyway, so it's not like I'll ever have to be jealous of you two sneaking off without me or anything. Just promise we'll have some time just for us without her though, alright?"
"Definitely. I assumed that went without saying."
"Good." She raised her voice loud enough it could be heard out in the hallway as she called to Mara. "Okay, get back in here!"
Not surprising either of us, Mara immediately opened the door and looked at us expectantly as she stepped back inside the room.
"So are we gonna do it?" she asked.
"Yes," Zoey said. "But not right now, so don't get too excited."
"Aw, no fair. I got all turned on watching you and now I get left hanging?"
Mara stuck her bottom lip out like a kid who didn't get their way, and even though I knew it was just to see if she could get to us, it actually kind of worked. She had a bizarrely sexy pout.
"Maybe Adam'll fuck you if you ask nicely," Zoey said. "It's up to him, but I'm done for now. I got chafed a little too much on his pants, probably should have just taken them off in hindsight."
Suddenly Mara's attention was all on me, and Zoey got up and moved to the other bed as though assuming my consent was a foregone conclusion. To be fair, it pretty much was. I would have turned down a chance at sex in a heartbeat if my sister was against it, but when she was the one suggesting it....
"Well... I guess if you watch it still kinda works," Mara said to Zoey. "How about it?" she said to me this time. "Not that I wouldn't do you anyway, but... you know how I am."
"Yeah, I know." I honestly hadn't bothered taking any offense to the idea that Mara wanted my sister present, it was the kind of thing I expected from her. "If you want to wait for me to recover, I guess I'm up for it."
"Oh I don't think it'll be that long," Mara said, a mischievous glint appearing in her eye.
With no warning she pulled her shirt smoothly over her head, then crawled onto the bed with me. My cock was still soft, not to mention covered in a mixture of mine and Zoey's juices, but she didn't seem to mind and eagerly started working on getting me hard again.
I exchanged glances with Zoey who offered me only a smile and a shrug, then I focused back on Mara who gave me a much more seductive smile. It was an odd sort of path that had taken me to a point where'd I'd get to fuck two girls in one evening, one of whom being my sister no less, but given the chance to do it all again, I doubted I'd change anything.



        Good Intentions

        A brother and sister start getting a little too close.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/good-intentions

Title: Good Intentions

Author: Xarth

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A brother and sister start getting a little too close.

Tags: brother sister sex, sibling sex, siblings, sleeping together, sister, apartment, moving in, brother sister incest, brother/sister, brother




Author's Note: Thanks once again to LizHaze for editing. Also, this story takes a while to get to any sexy times, so be ye warned.
****
Part One: A Safe Place
It was kind of funny how it was only after we both moved out of our parents' house and into our own apartments that my sister and I bothered to purposefully spend any time with each other. Then again, there had never really been any point to it when we lived in the same house, since we could hardly help seeing each other on a regular basis anyway. If we ended up hanging out some night when we had nothing better to do, that was all fine and good, but neither of us actively sought it out. It was only when we were separated for a while that it became clear to me how much I missed having Anya around sometimes, and as far as I could tell it was more or less the same for her.
We never explicitly talked about it of course, there were some things that we just didn't need to say. Living together the better part of our lives meant we knew each other well enough not to have to explain certain things. It also meant Anya felt comfortable stopping by my apartment pretty much whenever without always warning me first and assuming it was okay. She was usually right, too; if I was home it generally meant I wasn't up to anything anyway, and I liked to try and be a good big brother when I could. It was one of the few things in life I felt I could manage pretty well most of the time and also didn't require a lot of effort. Mostly it was nothing more than listening and occasionally offering advice from when I'd been through similar experiences to her already.
Recently, the way I heard it, most of her problems were class related, as she was in year four of her university career and really getting tired of the workload. It was bad enough that one evening when she came over it seemed it was all she wanted to talk about.
"I mean, it's like I've got another paper to write as soon as I'm done with the last one," Anya told me. "I think their plan is just to kill me now that they have all my money."
"Heh, yeah could be," I said. "I'm surprised sometimes that anyone makes it through the education system. Like, any level of it."
We were sitting on my bed, ostensibly watching some show that Anya liked, but mostly I was listening to her complain. I only had a small apartment and the bed doubled as a couch for me, which was part of the reason I didn't often have people over and usually went to the other person's place if I was hanging out with someone. My sister being the major exception.
"And it's not even just my classes either," she continued. "Like every part of my life just feels like a mess, like there's always something I'm doing wrong, or something I need to do that I don't want to, or someone who's going to give me more stuff to do...." She stopped as she ran out of things to list off, then looked at me. "Seriously, if I didn't have you I swear I'd have gone crazy. This is like the one place where I have absolutely nothing that I need to worry about. No responsibilities. Even my roommate drives me insane sometimes and she's the best one I've ever had."
"That's the one good thing about this place, other that it being cheap as hell, is that it's all mine. No one to bug me," I said. "I know you're too busy to consider it right now, but living on your own might be something to think about."
"Mm-hm, it's something I do think about. But like you say, not right now. Maybe this summer of something. Until then, I'm just gonna have to hope you keep letting me come over and bitch about my life."
"What are brothers for? Actually, don't answer that."
"Aw, but I had a really clever smart-ass comeback," Anya said, faking a pout for a second. "Really though, I do appreciate it. Everything. Makes up for a lot of the shit you pulled when we were kids."
"You pulled your fair share of annoying stunts," I reminded her. "Don't pretend like it was all me."
"If you say so." She stood up and stretched, then looked at her watch. "Shit, it's later than I thought. I should probably head back to my place."
"Okay. Good night."
"Night," she replied, tossing me a casual wave before leaving.
I checked the time and discovered it was indeed getting late, and I was just tired enough to debate calling it a night. My desire for sleep won the brief mental argument and I set about getting out of my clothes and into a pair of pyjama pants. They were the sort of thing I wouldn't really want anyone to see me wearing, but, as I'd discovered, they were very comfortable and no one was going to see me while I slept anyway. Or so I thought.
I'd only just gotten changed when I heard a knock on my door. I had no idea who it could be, unless perhaps it was Anya and she'd forgotten something, though I didn't remember her bringing anything. Before I could make it to the door, it opened from the other side and I found it was indeed my sister.
"Hey," she said, looking a little embarrassed.
"Uh, hey. Forget something?"
"Sort of. Not exactly. I, um, locked my keys in my car. Not that it's a huge surprise, that's pretty much how my life's been going these days."
"So I've heard. What are you gonna do?"
"Well, my roommate knows where my spare car key is, so I guess probably get her to bring it over. Thing is, I'd rather do it in the morning than drag her over here this time of night. I don't think she'd be super pissed about it or anything, but... you know."
"Yeah I get it. You know I don't have, like, a spare bedroom or anything, right?"
"I know. You don't even have a main bedroom, let alone a spare. I guess I could probably just sleep on the floor if you give me a blanket."
"I dunno, it's not a great floor for sleeping on, even as far as floors go." I glanced toward my bed. "If it's not too weird, we could maybe share the bed."
Anya half-smiled. "I was kinda hoping you'd offer. Honestly, I wasn't looking forward to trying to sleep on the floor. Promise I'll try to stay on my side. And if I steal the blankets just kick me 'til I give 'em back."
"Deal."
I wasn't going to tell her, but I wasn't entirely certain I was completely comfortable with sharing my bed. It could be a perfectly innocent event between siblings, but it could also end up being much more awkward than that. I was just going to have to risk it, though, because I wasn't about to send my little sister away when she needed somewhere to crash for the night. Nor did I intend to make her try to sleep on the floor, which was both far harder and colder than I'd ever want to try getting through the night on.
It didn't take long for some my concern to seem justified. I'd climbed under the covers on my side of the bed, not quite realizing until I turned back to Anya that she probably wasn't going to want to sleep fully dressed. I was just in time to watch her pants slide down her legs before she stepped out of them. She had panties on but... how was I supposed to treat the sight before me as innocent? More to the point, I suppose, the act itself was innocent, but the thoughts it provoked in me were anything but.
It had been one of the more confusing points in my life when I'd first noticed that Anya was, for lack of a more eloquent phrase, hot. For a good chunk of our lives she'd just been my sister, her gender more a formality than anything of significance in my life. But things changed, and one of those things was her body. There came a time when even her older brother couldn't help but occasionally see a girl instead of any of the other things she was to me. This was one of those times.
"You know, it's often considered polite to look away when your sister's taking off her clothes," Anya said, having caught me staring. "At least until I get under the blanket."
"Sorry," I mumbled, averting my gaze too late to do much good. "Didn't expect you to...."
"To not sleep with all my clothes on? Yeah, I'm a rebel to convention alright."
Anya remembered to go turn off the light before crawling into bed beside me, and as she did I snuck another peek. I didn't really want to, the brother part of me didn't anyway, but I couldn't help it. Despite recognizing a moment ago that my sister possessed more physical charm than I would have liked, I could mostly ignore that knowledge until it was shoved in my face. Watching my underwear-clad sister's butt as she walked to the light switch, I could no more ignore my male instincts to appreciate the view than I could have ignored a fire alarm while hung over.
As soon as the light went off and the room went dark, part of my problem disappeared. And not far behind that a new, potentially bigger problem arose as Anya settled in beside me. My bed had always seemed plenty big enough when it was just me, but with her in it as well suddenly I wished it was just a little bigger. There was no way to ignore her presence even if we could somehow manage not to make contact. Every slight shift of the mattress reminded me she was there and much closer to naked than I liked.
"Okay, this is a little weird, isn't it?" Anya said eventually.
"Yeah."
"Sorry."
"It's fine. I'm sure we'll get through it somehow, we've gotten through worse."
"Mm-hm."
Awkward as it was, sleep eventually did creep up on me and dragged me away from my circling, unhelpful thoughts.
****
Immediately upon waking the next morning I knew I was in trouble. Anya was still asleep, or so I presumed even though I was facing away from her. I suspected that if she was awake she wouldn't have been using me as an extra-large teddy bear.
Opening my eyes was enough to confirm that it was, in fact, her arm that I felt draped around me, which suggested that what felt like her breasts pressing against my back were probably just that. Great. I hadn't really wanted to start my day with figuring out how to untangle myself from my little sister.
I had a couple of options, one of which was ignoring the problem and hoping it went away; this was also the front-runner according to the various parts of my body that didn't feel like moving yet. Another, perhaps better, option was to lift her arm as gently as I could and try to slip away without waking her. It was doable, but required a certain amount of coordination and luck, and I wasn't too confident that I had either of those on my side so early in the day.
Before I could commit to a course of action, the problem actually did go away, in a manner of speaking. Mostly it was just my need to do something that was eliminated as Anya woke up and rendered my plans useless.
"Guess I didn't keep on my side very well," she mumbled sleepily.
"Not really," I agreed.
"Sorry. You're very comfy though. Really warm."
"Good to know."
Anya forced herself out of bed and I rolled onto my back now that she was no longer blocking such a maneuver. I neglected to clue in before I did that she was still only in her bra and panties, and her body did some interesting things as she stretched.
"You're staring again," she said, pointing out a fact rather than necessarily accusing me.
"You're in your underwear again," I replied.
"So I am. Probably should fix that."
She gathered her previously discarded clothes from the night before and went to the bathroom. I stayed where I was and tried not to think about my sister. Easier said than done.
Sooner than I expected Anya came back out, fully dressed now much to my relief.
"Gotta go," she said. "I texted my roommate last night and apparently she texted me back probably like right before we woke up. She's gonna be here soon, or maybe she's here already, and I don't wanna make her wait."
"Yeah, no, don't want to do that. See ya."
"Bye. Thanks again for letting me crash here."
"No problem," I said, though I was really only talking to myself since Anya was already gone.
All in all I decided her spending the night hadn't gone that badly. I had a few new memories to repress, but no real damage done. Maybe it didn't count as a win, but at least it wasn't much of a loss.
****
It was about a week later when Anya next came over. It wasn't to see me though, she was just stopping by to use my shower before going back out. She did that sometimes since my place was quicker to get to from where her classes were than her place was. I'd picked on her before about getting an apartment so far away from campus, not that it was actually all that far in reality, but I knew for a fact she and her roommate were getting a really good deal on it for what it was so I didn't make fun of her too much.
When she finished her shower and came out of the bathroom, I almost thought I must be seeing things for a second. She didn't have her shirt on and I was uncomfortably reminded of not too long ago when I'd been in a similar situation of trying not to look like I was staring.
"My shirt got wet," she said, sounding resigned and a little embarrassed. "I didn't pull the curtain across quite right, and I guess I left my clothes too close." She pointed to the skirt she had on and I noticed that there was a wet patch on the hip. "Remember when I was complaining about my life being a bit of a mess right now? Well... yeah. Anyway, can I borrow a shirt or something?"
"Uh, yeah. Definitely." I jolted into action and rummaged through my shirts. "I don't think I've really got anything that'll fit well."
"I know, I am aware that we're not the same size," she said. "I just need something that can cover me. I don't even know if I'm gonna go out anymore. Don't really feel up to it, and my mind's clearly not there."
"You do seem a little tired."
"Mm-hm, up too late last night so I could a paper done."
Anya wasn't really into any of my shirts, and instead grabbed one of my hoodies to put on. I didn't know why exactly, but she looked good in it. Sometimes girls in oversized sweaters worked for me, and I never really understood where the appeal came from. Usually it was a case of the fewer clothes the better.
"It's just like you," she told me, referring the hoodie.
"What?"
"It's so snuggly. I don't know why I never got something like this for when I don't want to go anywhere."
"Great, so I'm snuggly now."
"Yep. Just like I told you last time when I spent the night and... well you know. I just used different words, but I thought about it and you were definitely snuggly."
I rolled my eyes and Anya giggled.
"So are you going home, or are you sticking around for a bit?" I asked.
"If it's okay, maybe I could stay for a little while? I'm crashing hard here, I might fall asleep while I'm driving if I leave now."
****
Anya wasn't kidding about the possibility of her falling asleep. It wasn't immediate, but a little later while we were sitting side by side on my bed I was in the middle of a semi-funny story when I felt her head land on my shoulder. At first I assumed it was her way of telling me the story wasn't that great, but she was genuinely out. It was probably funnier than my story would have been actually.
Without disturbing her too much I got her lying down more or less in the right direction and put a pillow under her head. I was going to leave it at that and just see how long she'd be before waking up, but I started thinking maybe I should try to get her a little more comfortable in case she was in for more than a quick nap. My hoodie was fine, it was pretty much just a heavy pyjama top, but her skirt seemed tight on her and I didn't think it would be good for her to be sleeping in it. I didn't really want to try removing it, but at the same time I'd already seen her shirtless that day, not to mention pantless too the week before. It wouldn't be anything new.
My internal debate was eventually settled by my sister when she shifted slightly in her sleep. It was probably my imagination more than anything, but to me it looked like she was being caused some annoyance by the skirt and was trying to wiggle into a more comfortable position.
A little hesitantly I reached for the zipper on the side of the skirt and pulled it down, releasing the tension around my sister's waist. That probably was sufficient all on its own really, but as long as I had started I kept going and pulled gently on her skirt to try and get it down her legs. I could always throw the blanket over her afterward and leave her to sleep with some privacy so I wasn't too worried about the brief flash of her panties I'd get. Hopefully she wouldn't mind it either.
What I didn't count on, and to be fair I'm not sure how I could have guessed, was that Anya wasn't wearing any panties. Instead of uncovering some relatively innocent bit of material, I found a very naked pussy. My little sister's pussy. I stood frozen for a second, then threw the blanket over her and finished tugging her skirt down underneath it without being able to see what I was doing.
I was fucked now, there was no way around it. I shouldn't have been messing with her, I should have just left her alone. If she was really that uncomfortable she'd wake up on her own, she didn't need me fumbling around trying to help. There was absolutely nothing I could do though, no way to get her skirt back on without looking and somehow I was pretty sure leaving it partway down was worse than taking it off completely. She'd know what I'd seen either way.
After that there was nothing to do but wait. I didn't feel right about going out somewhere and leaving Anya to wake up alone, much as part of me would rather not be there, so I spent most of the time messing around on my computer, doing anything I could to distract myself from the image of her naked lower half that seemed to have imprinted itself on my brain like the afterimage you get from looking at a bright light. It didn't help that her pussy was about as beautiful as the rest of her, and practically begged me to take another peek.
Overall my anxiety and dread made everything pass much slower, and by the time she finally woke up I'd thought about waking her up more than once and chickened out just as many times.
"Mmph, sorry. I guess I fell asleep on you," she said.
"Um, yeah you kinda did."
I waited for her to discover about her skirt, and even flinched when it looked like she was going to notice where I'd folded it up at the end of the bed, but she didn't. All she did roll over and continue lying where she was.
"Probably should get up," she said. "Don't wanna though."
"Right, um, okay," I said. "But listen, there's something I, uh, well there's something I did that I shouldn't have."
"What's that?" she asked, completely unconcerned in what it could be.
"I swear I was only trying to make you more comfortable, that's all, but I kinda... took your skirt off."
Anya sat bolt upright as she clued in to what I was getting at, and I noted that she made sure to hold the blanket around her and keep herself covered.
"So you saw...."
"Yeah, I saw. Sorry."
I tried to look as apologetic as I could, and I meant it too.
"It's okay. I think," she said. "Maybe. I don't know. I don't usually go without panties you know, but I had an accident earlier today. Spilled coffee on them. On the pants I had on too before you ask, the skirt belongs to a friend."
"Ah," I said.
"You couldn't have known, I know you wouldn't... you wouldn't do anything like that on purpose."
She tried to convince me, but she wouldn't look directly at me and I knew it wasn't all quite as alright as she tried to tell me.
"M'sorry," I repeated.
"It's fine. I just... I should go. I'm not mad, I promise, but I need to think."
I nodded and tried to find somewhere else to look while Anya put her skirt back on under the covers. She smiled unconvincingly as she left, but finally she was gone and I could get to the serious business of calling myself an idiot repeatedly and worrying about just how bad the damage was. My apartment was supposed to be her safe place, and I might have permanently fucked that up for her. Even if nothing else changed, we'd both always have to deal with that one memory of how I'd accidentally betrayed her trust while she slept. There was no way I could blame her if she didn't feel completely safe with me after that.



****
Over the next few days I sent Anya texts a couple times just to check on her, which was pretty atypical of me, but I was also in some pretty atypical circumstances. She assured me she was fine and restated that she just needed a little time. I tried not to press her, but it was hard not to feel like I should be doing something rather than just waiting.
Then, one evening, she just showed up at my place like nothing had changed. She didn't even call ahead, just knocked on my door and assumed I was home. I suppose she probably could have seen my car actually so she wouldn't have been completely guessing.
"Hey," I said, when I opened the door and found her standing on the other side.
"Hey," she said. "Sorry I didn't want to talk when you kept texting me, but I--"
"I know, I get it."
"Good. Are you busy?"
"Am I ever?"
"Not usually, no. You're such a slacker."
She said it with a teasing smile, and it was kind of a relief. Like many sibling relationships, I assumed, a good indicator ours was okay was when we were picking on each other.
"So... we're okay?" I asked.
"I think so, yeah. Stuff happened, and it wasn't exactly good that it happened, but neither of us meant it. I know, in hindsight, that I've been a little careless around you recently. Parading around in my underwear and everything. You were bound to see too much at some point."
"You never paraded. I think I would have noticed if you did."
"That's not the point and you know it. I'm just saying as long as I keep my clothes on, I think things'll be fine. And I never thought I'd have to say anything like that to you."
"Me either. That doesn't change what I already saw though."
"Does it bother you?"
That was the question alright. The simple answer was yes, it did bother me, but that hardly covered everything. A lot of what bothered me about it was how it would affect Anya, and she wasn't really letting me know how she felt.
"Kind of. It's just... I hate that it had to happen. You told me this was where you didn't have to worry about stuff and now...."
"I still feel that way," she said, stepping forward and putting a hand on my shoulder. "You don't think everything's going to be different just 'cause you saw a part of me you weren't supposed to, do you?"
"It was a pretty important part."
"Yeah, but it's okay. I'm used to feeling like guys are imagining parts of me, it's just life. And if any guy had to accidentally see me partly naked, any guy who I didn't want to see me I mean, I guess I don't mind that it was you."
"That... almost makes sense. I think. Actually, not really."
"I know, I'm mostly just bullshitting and hoping it comes out coherent. But seriously, I don't want to lose you just because of something so stupid. You're still my brother, even if you get dirty thoughts about me, and I still need you."
"Why do you think I have any dirty thoughts about you?"
"Because you have that guilty look on your face," Anya said, poking me right on my forehead. "The same as when I woke up after you saw my... well, you know. The same as any time when there's something you don't want me to know, but don't want to keep it from me either."
"Well shit. Guess I really can't keep anything from you, can I?"
"Not really, no. But it's okay, I get it. You should see some of the stuff that goes through my head."
"See, you shouldn't say things like that. Makes me think my innocent little sister isn't all that innocent."
Anya snorted. "You're so full of shit. You know better than anyone I'm not a kid anymore. Besides, with the internet around, no one's innocent these days."
"Fair point."
"I know. So do you believe me that everything's okay yet? 'Cause I need to know if I'm gonna have to go back to my place to get some work done or not."
"I was gonna ask about that," I said, pointing to the backpack she was wearing. My guess would have been she had class stuff in it, but she had never brought any of that with her before. "Thought you didn't want to bring any of that here."
"It's not that I wanted to," she said. "But we needed to talk and I needed help focusing on my work instead of daydreaming. I think better here."
"Well, you can use my table if you want."
"Actually, I'd prefer the bed if that's alright."
"Fine with me."
Once she made the request, I did actually remember how she used to do her homework on her bed sometimes back when we were in high school. She'd spread out various books and things over the mattress and lie in the middle of it all. It seemed to work for her, and apparently it was something she hadn't entirely given up on, as she preceded to do pretty much the same thing on my bed.
"I know I said I don't mind what you think about, but do you have to be so obvious about staring at me all the time?" she asked, and I realized I actually had been staring at her again.
"It wasn't anything dirty this time, I swear," I said. "I was just remembering how you used to do this back home sometimes."
Anya smiled a little. "I'm surprised you remember that."
"I remember lots of things, I just don't have any reason to think of them most of the time."
"If you say so. Just try and be a little more discreet if you're gonna ogle me like that."
"Oh fuck off, you know I wasn't. I thought you said you were okay, 'cause you're acting like you really aren't."
"Is it bugging you?"
"Kind of, yeah."
"Then I'm doing my job as a little sister, aren't I?"
She gave me a supremely irritating grin, on purpose no doubt, then turned back to her work.
"You know, I'd agree with you except you've never been that much of a brat. Well, almost never."
"I think it's good for us, being more like regular siblings and getting away from the awkward stuff. My job's to be annoying, yours is to help with my homework if I get stuck on something."
I sat down beside Anya and glanced over the pages of the textbook she had open.
"Leaving aside the fact that I'd be useless at helping with whatever you're working on, that doesn't sound like a very good deal on my end," I said.
"You also get the pleasure of my company."
"Right, I forgot. How silly of me."
I poked Anya in the side where I knew she was ticklish, and took some amusement from the way she flinched and batted my hand away.
"Cut it out!" she said. "I'm busy."
"Just being a brother. That's what you wanted, isn't it?" I said, poking her again for good measure. "Plus, you started it."
Anya rolled her eyes and stuck her tongue out at me. I retaliated by jabbing at her side until she rolled over to protect it, leaving her other side exposed to me.
"Okay, okay stop! Stop it!" she said, swatting repeatedly at me until I gave up. "God, I know I was being immature, but you're just...."
"Better at it than you?"
"You wish. Now if you're not going to help, at least let me concentrate here."
I stopped bugging Anya, but I didn't leave her alone right away. I just watched for a couple minutes as she read from her textbook and occasionally wrote some things down. If I'd had someone looking over my shoulder like that, it would have driven me crazy. Anya didn't say anything though.
Partly just to see what she'd do, I traced my fingertips lightly down her back, then back up again. She ignored me, so I did it a few more times, slowly increasing the amount of contact until my whole palm was touching her. It was about the point when I was basically giving her a back rub that she sighed and put down her pencil.
"Still not helping," she said.
"Sorry," I said, not meaning it in the slightest.
"Feels good though. Relaxing."
"So I shouldn't stop then?"
"Not yet. I'll let you know."
Anya folded her arms in front of her and rested her head on them. A peaceful expression gradually appeared on her face, like she was sleeping and oblivious to the world.
"You remember when you used to rub my back sometimes?" she asked, mumbling a bit where her arm impeded her mouth's movement. "Back when we were younger."
"Yeah. You'd think I wasn't doing anything important and whine until I gave in."
"Didn't whine," she protested. "And it was only when you had a hand free anyway."
"Sure it was."
"Well you don't seem to mind doing it now, do you?"
"No, you're right, I don't. Of course, maybe that's a problem all on its own."
Anya rolled onto her back and I took my hand away, setting in my lap.
"Because we've been getting too close?" she asked.
"Something like that, yeah."
"We probably have. I thought about not coming over for a while, just putting some space between us, but I didn't want to do that."
"I don't want you to do that either. We'll just have to be careful. Make sure not to do anything else to make things weird."
"Mm-hm, exactly."
Anya rolled back over and made a show of finding where she'd left off in her book. It was my cue to leave her alone for a bit, at least until she needed another break, but I didn't particularly feel like taking the hint. I sat quietly for a moment, then started rubbing her back again.
"Okay, that's cute but it's bordering on aggravating now," Anya said. "It's still very distracting."
"Maybe I'm bored."
"Maybe you are. How about you give me half an hour and then you can do whatever you want to me." She paused, and I knew I didn't have to point out what she'd just said. "That came out wrong. You know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know what you mean. I'm really not sure what I can do that won't distract you though."
"I don't know, go play on your computer or something. Whatever you want, just as long as you keep your hands to yourself."
"Fine, no touching."
Anya watched me out of the corner of her eye for a while, but I kept my word and didn't touch her. Mostly I just waited for her to let her guard down, and when she did I leaned down and blew in her ear. I was an experienced veteran of the 'I'm not touching you' games we played as kids and knew exactly where it would bother her most.
What I wasn't expecting was her response, which was to shove me hard enough to make me fall off the bed onto the floor. I burst out laughing even while she glared at me with mock-fury.
"Swear to god you're being just like a kid tonight," she said. "Are you really that desperate for attention?"
"You're the one who came to me," I reminded her.
"I know, I know. Now I'm thinking that it might have been a mistake."
"Why, just 'cause I'm being a little aggravating? You can usually handle that better."
"That, plus you've been making things very confusing for me."
"How?"
"You know how."
I was still lying on the floor, with no immediate urge to move. Anya moved to the edge of the bed and sat cross-legged, with a look on her face like I was a math problem she just couldn't figure out.
"If it makes you feel any better, I'm kind of confused too," I said.
"That actually doesn't help," she said. "It'd be a lot easier if you could just tell me what I'm supposed to do, but you obviously don't know either."
'What do you want to do?"
"It's not that I want to do anything, I just want to be able to be around you without feeling like something bad's gonna happen."
"Nothing bad has to happen, you're over thinking this. I know because I have been too. Come here."
I held out my hand to her in invitation and she hesitated a second before kneeling down on the floor beside me, then lying down. She rested her head on my shoulder and let out a long breath as she let herself relax.
"This is what I want," she said quietly. "Just being able to be close to you without it being anything more. But I don't know if it's something I can even have."
"Because you don't trust me?"
"It's not that. I mean, it sort of is I guess, but it's more that I don't trust either of us. It feels so good when you're with me, when I can feel you, but then I start thinking about it and I worry that it's for the wrong reasons."
"Doesn't matter what the reasons are, I'm still going to be here."
"I know."
Lying there on the floor with my sister, I couldn't help wondering about my own feelings. She meant a lot to me, but I'd always just taken it for granted that things would be the same between us and now that there was some kind of issue to be dealt with, we were both lost.
"Your floor's kind of uncomfortable," Anya said after a few minutes.
"I am aware," I said. "You'd have to get up first though, you're kinda partly on top of me."
"In a minute."
Though my body began to protest at the discomfort, and I was sure Anya wasn't much better off, neither of us moved for a while. I think we knew as soon as we did either she'd have to go, or we'd have to try talking again and that hadn't been accomplishing much so far. As long as we stayed put we could just exist.
****
Part Two: The Things That Don't Change
It turned out finishing her university course had been just what Anya needed. Once she finished all her final exams and everything, she seemed to generally be a much happier person. She'd been regaining control of her life and relied less and less on me. She also got a somewhat serious boyfriend who kept her busy. It was good in some ways, but I also missed her sometimes and I had an annoying independent streak that prevented me from coming out and telling her so.
It was mainly the fact that I'd get to see her that made me show up to the party my family was throwing for one of my aunts. My mom's family was one of those ones that had an unnecessarily large number of kids, so I was never able to keep track of all my aunts and uncles and their various birthdays and ages and things, but I was pretty sure it was someone's sixtieth. It was a big one anyway, and a good excuse to try and get everyone together. Basically not my scene at all, excepting of course for Anya.
I sat in my car for a couple minutes once I arrived, trying to pick out Anya's car from the ones parked in the driveway or along the street. I hoped she'd be there already, but I couldn't find her car and eventually decided just to get it over with.
It was a really nice day out, sunny but not too hot and with only the occasional cloud floating by in the sky. It was perfect for a gathering like this and meant that everyone could sit out in the backyard instead of trying to squish together in the house. There was a gauntlet of relatives for me to run once I got there, necessitating the use of all my skills at being polite without getting drawn into a conversation. As discreetly as I could I asked about Anya and found out that she might be inside somewhere, so that's where I headed as soon as I could get away.
She was in the kitchen as it turned out, staring at the timer on the microwave and looking bored to death. She didn't see me at first, but she must have heard me as I got closer because she suddenly turned toward me and broke out into a wide smile when she saw me.
"You made it," she said, stepping forward to give me a hug.
"Of course I did," I said. "You didn't think I would?"
"I didn't know if you were coming, that's all. Someone must have guilt-tripped you into it."
I pretended to take offense, but she wasn't that far off in some ways. I certainly wasn't there for the reason most everyone else was.
"No one guilt-tripped me," I stated firmly.
"Oh yeah? Bribed you then?"
"Nope."
"Well why are you here then?"
"Nothing better to do."
Anya crossed her arms. "I don't believe you. I think you probably just got lonely without me."
"Yeah, sure. That's it," I said sarcastically, covering for the fact that she was actually right. "So why are you hiding out in the kitchen anyway?" I asked just to change the subject.
"There's some stuff in the oven, I volunteered to watch it."
"That's clever, gives you an excuse to stay out of the crowd."
"Thanks, I thought so. How come you're in here, since it's apparently nothing to do with me?"
"I didn't say it was nothing to do with you, it's been a while since I saw you. There's stuff we gotta catch up on."
"It has been a while, hasn't it? Sorry, I didn't mean to avoid you or anything. Ooh, hang on a second," she said as the timer went off and she went to check on the food in the oven.
I picked a free section of the counter and took a seat while Anya took some stuff outside. When she came back she put more food in the oven and reset the timer.
"Man, remember when it was all someone else's responsibility to get food ready and stuff?" I said. "And we were the ones outside having fun."
"Yeah, I guess things change."
"Guess they do. Speaking of change, is that new boyfriend of yours here, or are you still keeping him from meeting me?"
"He's not that new, and no he's not here," she said. "He dropped me off and left. I don't think he was ready to meet so much of my family all at once. And don't act like I'm trying to keep him a mystery, I've told you all about him and I swear it's not on purpose that you haven't met him yet."
"So you keep saying, but I think you're just hiding something from me."
"I'm not, you're just being too nosy. He hasn't met mom or dad yet either, so it's not just you."
"I'm allowed to be nosy about guys you date, I have to make sure they aren't assholes."
"I promise he isn't an asshole. You'll meet him some day, and you might even like him."
"Maybe I will," I said thoughtfully. "Maybe I'll like him. I wouldn't count on it though."
"Well, as long as you pretend you do, that's the main thing," Anya said, smiling to let me know it was a joke. "What about you though? You were telling me a while back you had your eye on a new apartment?"
"Yeah, I got it actually. I can move in the first of next month. It's only, like, fifty dollars more a month and it's way bigger. Got more than one room and everything. You'd be able to come visit and not have to worry about taking up my bed."
"Aw, but that was the best part."
I knew she was kidding, or partly kidding at least, but we shared a look for a moment as we were both reminded of the things that had resulted from my lack of furniture. There were a lot of buried feelings on both sides.
"Seriously, you should come by sometime once I move," I said. "I kinda miss having you take over my place whenever you feel like it. Keeps things interesting."
"I will. Promise."
****
Anya and I hung out at the party for a while, though I didn't get to spend it all with her and had to put in some time outside. Afterward she got a drive with me back to her apartment since she didn't have her car with her. Apparently, despite her alleged surprise that I'd turned up at all, she'd been planning on me giving her a ride all along. I got confused when she started giving me directions that I didn't think lead to her place.
"Turn left up here," she said, the second turn she'd told me that I was pretty sure was wrong.
"Um, is this some weird shortcut that I never knew about?" I asked. "Because this doesn't lead to where you live as far as I know."
"It does. Just not to where you think I live." Anya kept looking straight ahead, watching the road intently as I tried to get a read on her. "I moved out of the old apartment a little while back, that's part of what kept me too busy to visit."
"And you never thought to tell me about that? I mean sure, I don't come to see you that often, but still."
I was legitimately kind of upset over the revelation that my sister hadn't even bothered to tell me she'd moved, though I knew that it actually wasn't a huge deal. Mostly it was just another way that she seemed to be pulling away from me.
"It wasn't 'cause I didn't want to tell you," she said. "Or that I forgot. It's just that I knew you wouldn't like it."
"Why, is it a bad neighbourhood? Do you have, like, drug dealers next door? Or is there a new roommate I wouldn't approve of?" I caught a flicker of something from Anya as soon as I mentioned a new roommate, but she didn't give me any more of a hint than that. "Why wouldn't I like the roommate? I doubt it's anyone I'd know... is it because it's a guy? Or... please tell me you didn't move in with your boyfriend."



Anya still didn't answer me, but the guilty look on her face told me enough.
"Well of course I'm not going to like it," I said. "You guessed right on that one. You haven't known him long enough to move in together, unless you've been seeing him longer than you told me or something."
"I know we haven't known each other long enough, I'm not stupid. It was just a timing thing 'cause I was gonna lose my old place. We both needed somewhere to live and...." She shrugged and let me fill in the rest on my own. "But we've got our own rooms and everything, and we agreed it doesn't mean anything. Not what moving in usually means. It was just convenient."
I let out a long breath and tried to let go of my negative feelings. Anya didn't need protecting, even if that was my instinct at times, she just needed me to be there for her. I didn't like that she had moved in with a guy I hadn't met, but in reality it was unlikely to be any more emotionally dangerous for her than any other relationship.
"I still wish you'd have told me," I said.
"Sorry," she said, giving me a genuinely apologetic look. "Take this right," she added, almost waiting until I passed the street she was indicating.
Soon we arrived at her building, and I parked on the side of the road with the intention of just dropping my sister off. She didn't get out immediately though, and after a couple seconds turned to me.
"You want to come in?" she asked. "See my new place and everything?"
"Are you sure you want me to?"
"Of course I'm sure. Granted that's partly because I know my boyfriend's not home right now."
"No, of course not. You understand this just makes me more convinced he's imaginary."
"I could show you his room, that'll at least prove I'm committed to the story if nothing else."
"You don't need to do that, but I suppose I should at least come see what the place looks like. Especially after bitching at you for not telling about it before."
I followed Anya up to the second floor of the building to where her apartment was and she gave me the tour. There wasn't a lot of ground to cover, something like a half-dozen rooms total, but it was still bigger than my new place was going to be and much bigger than my old one. On her insistence I took a peek inside her boyfriend's room and it did indeed appear to be inhabited by a male of some kind, but that was about all I could tell from it.
"So that's pretty much it," Anya said. "What do you think?"
"It's nice," I said. "And really, you should just ignore me and do what makes you happy anyway. If this setup works for you...."
"I think it does, mostly. I've been a lot happier lately, though I know you haven't been around to see it."
"That's good."
We stood there awkwardly for a moment, neither of us really making it clear whether it was time for me to go yet. I didn't want to linger too long, but at the same time I didn't want to leave. Anya wasn't giving me much help in deciding either.
"So do you have to go, or do you want to hang out for a bit?" she finally asked. "I don't know if you have things you need to do or whatever, but if you want to keep me company.... I'll be all alone otherwise."
I took that as a not-so-subtle hint that her boyfriend wasn't going to be back at least until tomorrow. As much as I still wanted to meet him and fulfill my duties as a big brother, I found I didn't really want to just then.
"I could stay a while," I said. "Wouldn't want you to get lonely."
Anya was unable to fully repress a smile when I said I'd stay. "Okay, cool. You, uh, want anything to drink or something?"
"No, I'm good thanks."
"'Kay. I'll just be a sec, you go sit down. Or poke around and be nosy, whichever."
I was left alone for a few minutes as my sister left me to do whatever it was she needed to do. Somehow the permission to snoop left me with less desire to actually do so, so I just went to her couch and made myself comfortable.
Before too long Anya was back, having apparently changed into a different shirt for some reason. She sat down next to me, though leaving a small gap between us. She looked at me for a moment, then scooted closer and I adjusted my position so she could get right up beside me.
"I really have missed you," she whispered, leaning her head against my arm.
"Me too," I said.
"Lots of things have been changing, haven't they?"
"I suppose they have. This for example," I said, waving my hand to indicate her new apartment.
"Yeah. You know, it's kind of dumb, but... sometimes I miss the old place. Even though this one's way better."
"That's not dumb. You lived there, what, three years? You're bound to get at least a little attached. I know that I'll miss my apartment and it's way shittier than yours ever was."
"I guess that's true, I'll miss your place too. I almost feel like I have more memories of it than of mine."
"Mm-hm."
I flashed back to some of those memories and couldn't help wincing at the more awkward among them. Anya caught the expression on my face before it disappeared and frowned.
"What, did I say something wrong?" she asked.
"No no, just... remembering things."
"Oh. You mean, maybe, some things involving me."
"Pretty much, yeah."
"Well don't worry about it. It's been, like, months since then. That's long enough that we should be able to look back and laugh."
"You think?"
"I dunno, maybe. On the other hand, and I know it's weird, but it is kinda nice that you're still embarrassed about it. That I'm still special and different from all the other girls."
"Of course you are, you're my baby sister. That's not changing any time soon."
Anya kissed me softly on the cheek, sort of an unusual display of affection between us, but not a big deal all on its own. She had to lean into me a little more to do so, and I felt the side of her breast pressing against me as she did.
"I lucked out getting you for a brother, you know that?" she said.
"I suppose you could have done worse," I replied while she distracted me by nuzzling my neck. "What are you doing?"
"M'just getting close. Is it bothering you?"
"Not bothering so much, but definitely confusing."
"Sorry. I wouldn't want to confuse you."
She started to pull away from me, but I slipped my arms around her and held her so she couldn't get away. She giggled as she discovered what I was doing and wiggled around into a more comfortable seat halfway onto my lap.
"I didn't say I didn't like it," I said, by way of explanation.
"Mmm, I guess you didn't."
Anya nuzzled my neck some more, then gave it little kisses while I just held her and ignored the part of me that really was confused at the situation. I let her continue for a few minutes before my responsible side kicked in.
"Maybe I should go soon," I said.
I got an immediate head-shake and an exaggerated pout.
"Don't," Anya said.
"It's getting late."
"So stay here for the night. It's dangerous to drive after dark you know."
"I don't think it's that dangerous."
My argument was half-assed at best and we both knew it. I didn't really want to go, and Anya clearly didn't want me to either.
"Well, what if your headlights stop working and you can't see and then you crash and die? Then you'd be sorry you didn't listen to me," she said. "Besides, I have a really comfy bed for you to sleep on."
"How comfy are we talking?"
"Let me show you."
I let Anya up, and she took my hand to lead me into her room, where she guided me to lie down on her bed.
"I can't help noticing this is not actually a guest bedroom," I said.
"Oops, silly me," Anya said. "Must have got the wrong room."
"I'm sure it was just a mistake."
Anya turned on her bedside lamp, then walked over to turn off the main room light before flopping down on the mattress hard enough to make it bounce a little. She looked at me and, no doubt due to a coincidence of lighting, her eyes seemed to glow for a second before she turned her head away toward the ceiling.
She started to say something, but I was already moving and interrupted whatever it was by kissing her before she could get more than a couple of syllables out. I wasn't entirely certain why I did it, or even if I should have, but at the very least my sister didn't try to fight me off so I couldn't have been too out of line.
"I was gonna say you could sleep on the couch if you really wanted to," she said once I allowed her use of her mouth again. "But I guess maybe there's not much point."
"Nah, I'm good here."
We kissed again, and it wasn't all my doing this time as Anya put just as much into it as I did. In many ways it was a confirmation of what I'd suspected was growing between us, which was something beyond a pure sibling relationship. There were lots of things that could be misinterpreted, but this was a definite sign there was something there.
"I shouldn't be doing this," Anya whispered.
"I know," I said. "Neither should I."
"You're my brother," she continued as though I hadn't spoken.
"And you're my sister."
"I have a boyfriend."
I paused for a second. "Okay, fair point."
"Can we just, like, be here, but not do anything...."
"Anything we shouldn't do?"
"Yeah, that."
"If that's what you want."
Anya and I lay there on the bed for a while, close enough to almost be cuddling. We didn't entirely keep our hands to ourselves, but for the most part the situation remained innocent enough. For some reason, despite how late it was getting, I didn't feel the least bit tired or even want to be doing anything other than just hanging out where I was with my sister. It was possible that it could have been due to some natural response from my brain anticipating sex, regardless of how much I assured it that was not going to happen.
Just because I knew it wasn't going to happen though, didn't mean I could keep my mind entirely off of sexual thoughts. My sister was right there where my hands could occasionally brush across areas of her bare skin, and where I could see those lips that I'd so recently kissed. Not to mention the fact that I knew far more of what was under her clothes than I should have. When I started getting hard I didn't give it much thought, since there was just enough space between us that I assumed Anya wouldn't notice. That only held up until a coincidental movement of her leg brought it into brief contact with my erection. I hoped she hadn't realized what she'd bumped into since she didn't react at first, but I hoped in vain.
"Was that what I think it was?" she said softly.
There didn't see to be much point in lying, not the way things had been going between us lately. Plus I didn't think she'd believe me if I tried.
"Yeah," I said.
"Oh. Sorry."
I smiled a little at the apology. "You don't need to be sorry."
"But it's kinda my fault, isn't it?"
"Well... I suppose it kind of is. It's not really a bad thing though."
Anya was quiet for a moment.
"Do you... actually nevermind," she said.
"Do I what?"
"Um, do you think it'll go away or... are you gonna need to take care of it?"
"I'm not really sure. This is a bit of a unique situation for me right now."
"I guess it would be."
She let the subject drop for a few minutes, but I sensed it wasn't yet over. Particularly since my erection wouldn't seem to go away.
As I was trying to distract myself from my own thoughts, Anya reached down with no warning and very gently touched the bulge in my pants. I drew in an audible breath at the unexpected contact and looked at her for explanation.
"Just checking," she said.
"You could have asked," I said.
"Mm-hm," she mumbled, clearly not paying that much attention to what I was saying.
I felt her fingertips on my cock again, stroking softly through the clothing that covered it. I didn't know what she was up to so I didn't say anything at first, but she didn't show any sign of stopping.
"What are you doing?" I finally asked.
"Shhh, I'm helping. Fixing what I did. Wasn't very nice to bring you here then tell you we couldn't do anything."
"You don't ha--"
"Shhh!" she said more firmly, placing a finger of her free hand over my lips until she decided I wasn't going to speak again.
Given no say in the matter, I simply lay still and let my sister do what she wanted. For a while she just toyed with me, no sense of urgency in her movements at all, and it was a few minutes before she even went for the zipper on my pants to get my cock out. There was a very exploratory feel to everything she did that was very different from when I masturbated, though of course it was all new territory for her whereas it definitely wasn't for me.
Eventually, after teasing me for more than long enough, Anya curled her fingers around my erection in more or less a standard grip, only backwards. Her hand was decidedly softer and more delicate than mine and it felt good just to have her squeezing gently on my cock. It only got better when she began stroking it up and down in an initially slow, smooth rhythm. Again she appeared to be experimenting and gauging my reactions more than she was actually trying to get me off, but that didn't mean she wasn't making any progress on that goal.
"How does it feel?" she asked.
I arched an eyebrow. "You can't tell?"
"Maybe I just want to hear you say it."
"Alright, it feels good. Really, really good."
She nodded as though satisfied with my answer, and shortly after that she increased her tempo significantly, adding more pressure to her grip as well. Whatever impression of inexperience she may have given before, it had obviously been an act, intentional or otherwise, because she definitely had some idea what she was doing when she put her mind to it.
Anya kept jerking me until I came, and I heard her gasp softly when the first shot of cum hit her wrist. Mostly I just made kind of a mess of the sheet I was lying on, and to a lesser extent my sister's hand and arm. She didn't seem all that upset over it though, not that she could really have expected anything much different as an outcome I supposed.
As far as cleaning up, Anya simply wiped herself and my cock with the already dirtied sheet before tossing it in a ball on the floor. Presumably she didn't care enough to deal with it just then. After that she curled back up with me on the bed and pulled a blanket over us. Almost as soon as we had settled down I noticed movement from her and realized after a moment that she was taking care of herself in much the same way as she'd just done me.
I scooted a little closer to my sister while she masturbated beside me and placed a hand on her thigh. I didn't know what the rule was about this since she'd just jerked me off and everything, so I inched my fingers toward where hers were already busy and waited to see if she'd give me some sign. She let me get fairly near before finally looking at me apologetically.
"Not now," she whispered.
"Okay," I said.
I kissed her gently, only for a second so she wouldn't have a chance to get upset with me, then lay back with every intention of being good. With the blanket over us I couldn't see anything that she was doing, but I could still watch her face. I doubted she realized how intently I was watching the tiny movements of her lips or the way her eyelids stayed mostly half-closed and flicked open every now and then, but if she knew she didn't seem to be self-conscious about it. I liked just to be able to see the pleasure she was experiencing, even if I still had the urge to be the one doing it for her.
After a few more minutes of playing with herself, Anya finally gave a little sigh of contentment and her hand reappeared above the blanket. She reached over to turn off the lamp, then settled down with me to sleep.
****
Part Three: Important Decisions
A couple weeks passed and the day finally came when I could move into my new apartment. I had some stuff packed and ready to go, but a lot of it I left until the last minute, as I tended to. It wasn't like I necessarily had to get everything moved all in one day if I didn't want to.
Anya actually showed up to help, which was nice. I couldn't entirely have blamed her if she chose to dodge all the work and turn up the day after 'accidentally'. It was less work having her help me move all my stuff, but at the same time I wasn't sure it was that much faster. She had a tendency to find things I'd lost and forgotten about that distracted her, and consequently distracted me as well when she showed them to me.
The lack of space being what it was, there were lots of piles and containers of things shoved in corners to be out of the way and not touched in months, so she had lots of opportunities to discover something she hadn't seen before. Or sometimes it would be something like a family picture and she'd drag me into remembering about whatever was in it. Thank god for computers, or there would no doubt have been plenty of porn lying around for her to stumble across too. Not that it would have been nearly as big a deal as it might have been a couple years ago, given our recently evolving relationship and all.
My sister seemed to quite like my new place once we actually made it there, and so did I for that matter. Although since I'd already been there, seeing it again wasn't really the same experience for me. It didn't take long for her to start picking on me about how much bigger it was and how I'd have no idea what to do with all the space I had now.
"You sure you don't need a map or something?" she teased as she examined one of my new rooms.
We were taking a break, and I was using the time to sit down and relax for a few minutes. Anya didn't seem nearly as tired, though she'd thoughtfully left all the heaviest boxes for me so that might have had something to do with it.
"It's like four rooms total," I said for perhaps the fourth time, although with slightly different wording. "You're acting like I bought a mansion."
"Relatively speaking... it kinda is. Bet you don't even know what to do with all these rooms."
"I'm pretty close to locking you in one of them, though I doubt they'd be soundproof enough to do much good."
"You mean I get my own room? Awesome!" she said, purposefully misinterpreting my words. "I want the big one in the corner."
"I already told you that's going to be my bedroom. You'll have to pick another one."
Anya leaned against the wall with her arms crossed and regarded me critically.
"Does that mean you'd actually let me have one?" she asked.
I shrugged. "I don't know why you'd need it, but if you did... yeah, I suppose I would. Why?"
"No reason. It's just nice to know I've got somewhere to go if I need to."
"And you had to ask? You've never bothered with that much before. Is there something going on I should know about?"
"I've just been doing a lot of thinking recently, nothing to worry about," she assured me. "You ready to carry some more stuff yet?"
"Yeah, sure," I said, deciding not to call her on changing the subject. "Let's do it."
****
It was only a couple days later that Anya came by again. She had mentioned something about visiting more often, but I hadn't expected her to take it that seriously. Still, I wasn't exactly upset to see her.
"What's up?" I asked as I let her in.
"Oh, not much," she replied vaguely.
She wandered past me, casually glancing around at how I'd arranged things since she'd last been there. Or trying to look casual about it at any rate. I wasn't one for prying, and Anya knew that better than anyone, but I got the distinct impression she wanted me to get a real answer out of her. It must have been one of those situations where she wanted to say something, but wasn't sure if she really should.
"Well you look like something's up," I said.
Anya hesitated a moment before speaking.



"When we talked last time, were you serious about letting me have a room here?" she asked. "I mean, like, for real. Like I could stay here."
"Of course I was serious. I'm not about to tell my own sister she can't be here."
I saw some of the tension leave Anya as I answered her, and the corner of her lips twitched upward in what was nearly a smile.
"Good, 'cause I have some clothes and stuff in my car to bring in," she said.
"I see. Am I to assume there's been some kind of trouble?"
"No, I'm not going to need to you to beat anyone up for me if that's what you're wondering. I just made some decisions, and believe me I thought hard about them."
"Such as?"
"Such as, and don't you dare tell me you told me so, but like maybe moving in with my boyfriend wasn't something I should have done," she said, glaring at me as though daring me to say 'I told you so' even after her warning. "Ex-boyfriend now, I suppose," she amended after a brief pause.
"You broke up?"
"It seemed like the right thing to do."
"And so of course now you need to move out. You understand I don't have a second bed or anything. I have plenty of space, but... my furniture hasn't finished adjusting to that yet."
"That hasn't been much of an issue for us before."
We shared a look, and without having to ask I knew exactly what she was getting at. That she was suggesting we share my bed, at least temporarily, was obvious. It was the things that went along with it that I was less certain about, but her expression told me all I needed to know.
"You want some help with the stuff in your car?" I asked.
"Mm-hm, I wouldn't mind," Anya said. "I have too many bags for me to carry all at once. It'll probably be two trips even with you helping."
"Why do I feel like you were planning on moving in before you even asked?"
"Because I was." She stepped closer to me and kissed me, backing off just before I could get my hands to her waist and pull her even closer. "I knew you wouldn't say no to me."
"How could I?" I asked rhetorically.
I followed Anya to her car and helped lug her bags back inside. It felt far too similar to not so long ago when we'd been moving my things in, and I wasn't in any hurry to do that again, but for my sister I didn't mind so much. Sure there'd be more to come, I couldn't imagine she'd be abandoning everything she couldn't pack in one trip, but it all meant she'd be living with me which was a pretty significant upside.
The more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea. It was kind of strange that I hadn't seriously considered it before, except of course that until very recently I'd had no clue it was even a viable possibility. It wasn't as though I could have known what Anya was thinking; for all I'd known, she might have been happy where she was.
My apartment was intended to be a two-bedroom place, and as such we put Anya's stuff in the other bedroom that I hadn't already moved in to. Honestly, I was kind of glad to have her use some of the space since I really didn't need it all. If not for the awesome location, I probably would never have taken the apartment to begin with. I just didn't need so much room all to myself.
There was a limited amount of organizing Anya could do with her clothes and other assorted possessions at this point. Mostly they'd all just have to stay in their bags, or be strewn across the floor if she so chose, but she spent some time sorting through it all anyway. I watched for a couple minutes while she tossed unimportant bags in the corner and left more crucial ones easier to access, and I didn't say a word even though I wouldn't have bothered.
"I didn't take much time to plan this part," she finally said, apparently sensing my question. "I'm not a hundred percent sure what's in each bag. I just wanted to make sure I had everything I needed."
"I never said anything," I said.
"No, but you were obviously wondering why I was sorting through clothes when I have nowhere to put them."
"That's true, I was. Can you read my mind or something?"
"Like I want to know what's going on in there. You're just not very subtle is all."
I grinned and walked up behind my sister, wrapping my arms around her waist.
"You might like what's been going on in my brain," I told her. "You've been in there a lot lately. For a while now actually."
"Mm-hm, I do kinda like that you've been thinking about me."
I pushed Anya's hair away from her shoulder on one side and kissed her neck a couple times. She leaned her head to the opposite side and exposed more of her skin to me, which I took as a sign to continue.
"Would I be right in guessing some of those thoughts have been kind of naughty?" she asked.
"That's sort of the way things have been going, isn't it?"
"I guess it probably is." She turned around and took a half-step back so she could look at me properly. "How did it happen though? Lots of siblings are close without it ever getting to be more than that."
"I have no idea," I answered honestly. "It just happened."
Anya nodded slowly, then abruptly moved in and kissed me. I kissed her back, and for a moment I simply enjoyed the feeling of finally being certain what was going on between us. I loved my sister, perhaps more than I should, and I knew she felt the same for me. If nothing else, the way she kissed me would have been evidence enough of that. It communicated some things better than words could manage most of the time.
Wordlessly I led Anya to my room which, being so new to me, was far tidier than it would probably ever be again. It seemed appropriate somehow, for two big changes in my life to coincide that way. Like some bigger, better part of my life had just begun.
"It's a little early for you to be taking me to bed already," Anya said, teasing me while she tugged on my shirt.
"Only if you plan on sleeping," I said. "I hadn't planned on that just yet."
"Oh yeah? What were you going to do?"
She pulled my shirt up over my head as far as she could, and I finished the job of removing it when she couldn't reach any farther.
"Apparently I'm going to take my clothes off," I said.
Anya had immediately gone for my belt and had it undone before I could free my arms. I grabbed her wrists as she tried to pull my pants down and she pouted at me.
"I was only helping," she said. "You're the one who said you wanted your clothes off."
"It doesn't have to be as fast as possible," I said. "There's no rush."
"I know, I just want you to know I'm serious. I'm not going to stop it this time, not like I did last time when you spent the night."
"You were right to stop it then. You had good reasons."
"Yeah, maybe I did. But I don't anymore."
"What about that I'm your brother?"
Anya mock-glared at me. "Whose side are you on here?"
"I wasn't aware there were sides to take. I was just sayi--"
I was interrupted by a rather forceful kiss from my sister, evidently intended to make me shut up.
"How 'bout you start an argument later if you really feel the need," she said.
"Deal."
Together we lay down on my bed in a general mess of lips and hands and increasingly bare skin. Clothing started coming off again, but slower now as Anya seemed to have been persuaded that she really didn't need to prove anything to me, and was much more willing to take her time.
For a while all we did was explore each other's bodies, a process that became easier and easier as clothes were removed until finally we each had only our underwear. When I got to Anya's bra I was just a little hesitant, but I got over that quickly enough and soon her naked breasts lay before me. I'd seen most of her body before in one way or another, but now there was something new and very, very interesting.
I didn't think too much of it, but I must have developed too much of a fascination with my sister's breasts because it caught her attention.
"Why are you staring at my boobs like that?" she whispered.
"Because they look nice," I said.
"I'm sure they do, but you're not even touching them."
"Sorry, it's just that what we're doing now, and what we're about to do, it's pretty huge for us, you know?"
She took my hand and guided it to her breast, holding my palm against her flesh until she was sure I would keep it there on my own.
"I know this is big," she said. "But it's good. It's what we want, right?"
"Right. I just don't want to go too fast and fuck something up."
"Mm-hm, I guess I can understand that. But I just really want this to all finally be real. No more waiting and wondering."
I pressed my leg between hers and she spread them enough to allow me some access. I could tell exactly when my upper thigh rubbed against her pussy by the way her facial expression changed all of a sudden.
"This feels real, doesn't it?" I said.
Anya bit her lip and nodded, even while her hips rocked back against my leg involuntarily. I didn't know what her panties were made of, but it was something smooth and sufficiently frictionless that her pussy slid easily back and forth on me. Unfortunately that lack of friction meant it wasn't doing much for my sister, and a small amount of frustration began to creep over her face.
I moved my hand down to the top of her panties, then slipped my fingers underneath them. I had seen her pussy before of course, what felt like a very long time ago, but this was my first time touching it in any way. Anya's frustration vanished as soon as she felt what I was doing and her eyes told me not to stop.
Her slit was already wet, though I didn't explore just how wet it was at first. Instead I ran two fingers up and down either side of her pussy lips, teasing her a little bit more and gradually building the amount of stimulation she would experience. I knew it wouldn't be enough to satisfy her for long, but I didn't intend to keep at it long enough to really frustrate her. When she seemed to be getting to that point, I changed tactics and rearranged my fingers so a single one was pressed right against her opening. With only a small amount of force needed, it slid right in and just like that I was finger-fucking my little sister.
Anya seemed perfectly happy to let me do exactly what I was doing. Her eyes were closed, but her lips twitched appreciatively every now and then when I did something she really liked. She even moaned softly when I added a second finger.
She didn't remain completely passive for too long though, and her hands found their way to the waistband of my underwear purely by touch. She rubbed my cock through the material for a bit, throwing off my concentration in the process, before pulling my underwear down over my erection and letting me finish kicking my last bit of clothing off my feet.
I was already pretty much fully hard, even though up until now I hadn't been getting much in the way of stimulation. Anya changed that as soon as she got access on my bare cock. Her fingers caressed the sensitive skin of my shaft and toyed with the tip where they spread around the precum that leaked out. I hadn't noticed at first, but she had her eyes open now and they were fixed directly on my erection as she observed the effect she had on me.
"You ready?" I asked quietly, though I still managed to startle Anya who had been in a world of her own.
"Mm-hm. Are you gonna...." She trailed off, but it wasn't hard to guess what she was getting at.
With my hand already in Anya's panties, it was easy enough to grab them and start to remove them. She shifted a bit to take her weight off where her legs met the mattress and help me take them off completely, leaving the two of us naked and ready for the next step.
I felt Anya's hand on my cock again as I positioned myself, helping to guide me in. Her body was more than ready for me, and as soon as I made contact with her pussy my instincts took over. She moaned and wrapped her arms around me, holding us as close together as she could while I buried myself inside her.
Her lips were on my neck and the warmth of her skin pressed against me firmly, but all of that had a hard time competing with the way her pussy embraced and enveloped my cock with every thrust. It seemed impossibly tight at times, yet never failed to allow me deeper and deeper until I had bottomed out inside my little sister. She gave me an extra tight squeeze as I reached that final depth, and all of a sudden her mouth was on mine, locking on like she had somehow learned how to go without breathing in the past few seconds. I, however, still needed air and had to pull my head back to get out of her reach.
An upside of putting that space between our faces was that I could actually watch Anya's reactions instead of only hearing and feeling them. She smiled at me as I fucked her, and there was such a combination of love and lust evident in her eyes that I couldn't imagine wanting to be with anyone else in the world at that moment. She was my sister, and that meant we definitely shouldn't be doing what we were doing, but that all seemed irrelevant. There was no possible argument that anyone could have made that would have made me change my mind about what we were doing.
I had no idea how much time passed while Anya and I lay tangled together, hips constantly rocking against each other as I thrust in and out of her pussy. The whole idea of trying to quantify any part of the experience seemed meaningless. Unlike most any other time I'd had sex, or masturbated for that matter, cumming was not nearly so high on my mind as it usually was. I almost would have been okay with never getting there and just continuing forever, if that hadn't been such a blatantly impossible idea.
I did eventually reach my orgasm of course, it was more or less an inevitability. Anya and I hadn't had a chance to discuss it before hand, but I sensed that cumming inside her was okay. Granted that probably had more to do with millennia of evolved instinct that my own perceptions, but it turned out she had no objections, and in fact might have been more upset if I hadn't.
For a couple minutes afterward I lay on my back, too overwhelmed by everything to move or think, or even speak. Anya was much quicker to recover that I was and raised herself onto her knees before straddling my waist. Apparently she wasn't yet satisfied, though I could have sworn she came at least once before I had finished. With some girls once wasn't necessarily enough though, as I understood it, and that could have been the case with my sister.
"I don't think I can go again right now," I said.
Having just cum the way I did, my cock was about as soft as it got. My sister's beautiful naked body wasn't enough to change that in this instance.
"Sure you can," she informed me. "You just need a little help."
Slowly, but with increasing speed and force, Anya started grinding on my cock, rubbing it aggressively with her now incredibly slick pussy. I had to admit, she was right about me just needing her assistance. My body responded exactly the way she was hoping, and soon she was grinding against a fully hard erection. As soon as she judged that I was ready, and with no real warning, she adjusted her position and lowered herself on me until I was fully inside her once again.
This time I didn't have to do anything except lie back and admire the view of my sexy little sister riding me and getting herself off. Sometimes she watched me too, sometimes she just closed her eyes and let her hips rock her to orgasm. I, however, kept my gaze on her the whole time. I didn't want to miss anything, even though I suspected I'd have more than enough opportunities to become familiar with all the various details of her body in time.
****
We finally crawled out of my room what felt like hours later, both of us needing food, water, and a chance to rest. Our token attempts at modesty involved me putting my pants back on and Anya stealing my shirt, which didn't quite cover her butt at the best of times. She seemed to enjoy 'accidentally' flashing me every few seconds.
Sandwiches were the very easiest meal available, so that was what we made. We sat together at my new dining table to eat, which was kind of a novelty for me all on its own. I got through about half my sandwich before I just got too distracted to continue.
"Never seen you leave food on your plate like that," Anya commented, noting my admittedly unusual lack of appetite.
She hadn't gotten much farther than me on hers, but she was always a slower eater anyway.
"Too busy watching you," I said.
"Oh? Why's that?" she said, feigning innocence while simultaneously moving her leg to expose her pussy to me for a brief second.
"No reason," I said
"Well you should eat."
She ripped off a bite of her sandwich and held it to my lips until I let her feed me. I chewed slowly and swallowed, barely tasting it the whole time.
"I love you," I said.
Maybe it was kind of an obvious thing to say at that point; she had to know it already, but I needed to say it. The way she looked at me when I did confirmed that it had been a good choice.
"I love you too," she said. "I wasn't sure whether I should say it though."
"Why?"
"Oh, you know, 'cause sometimes it freaks guys out. Not that I thought it would with you, but you never know." She got out of her chair long enough to give me a quick, loving kiss, then sat back down. "Besides, I knew you loved me, it wasn't anything we needed to say."
"So I shouldn't have bothered?"
"Now you're being purposefully obtuse. I'd know that you loved me even if you didn't say it, but I'm happy you did."
"Yeah, me too actually. Happy about a lot of things right now."
Anya actually blushed a little.
"Things worked out pretty well, didn't they?" she said.
"About as well as they could have. I think it would have killed me eventually if you hadn't decided to move in with me, and I might not have ever known why."
"Mm-hm, I was going a little crazy too. But now I'm all yours, and vice-versa. Wanna take me back to bed and celebrate it?"
I feigned exasperation. "Already? You're going to kill me even faster at this rate."
"Maybe, but it'll be fun finding out, won't it?"
Anya stood and took a few steps toward the bedroom. Without looking back to see if I was watching, she pulled her borrowed shirt over her head and discarded it, leaving her naked. Her hips swayed extra hard just before she vanished into my room, and I knew any protest I might have devised had just been successfully countered before it could be formed.
I sighed for effect, despite the fact that Anya probably wouldn't hear it, and followed her to my bed. As problems went, too much sex was hardly the worst I'd ever dealt with. And as long we had each other, I wasn't too worried about dealing with any real problems that might arise.
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I was still cursing under my breath as I finally made it to my brother's place. It shouldn't have always been up to me to keep track of him; he was the older one and by all rights it should have been the other way around. I was just pushing nineteen and had only recently started living on my own, and as far as I was concerned it was enough trouble just looking after myself. The fact that I had to climb five flights of stairs to get to his apartment didn't help my mood either.
I didn't even knock before using the key he'd given me to unlock his door and barge my way in. If he didn't want to respond to my half-dozen texts or answer his goddamn phone when I called, he didn't deserve the warning. In hindsight, maybe that particular decision hadn't been quite as well thought out as it could have been.
Typically, there was only one real reason Sam would ignore me, and that meant he'd found a new girl to occupy his attention. Following that train of thought to its conclusion would probably have allowed me to guess, accurately, that said new girl was most likely in the near vicinity when he decided not to answer his phone. In fact, she was still there when I burst through the door looking about ready to murder someone.
Sam's apartment was hardly what I would have called big. It was nicer than mine by a long way, but it still opened directly into a combined kitchen and living room. The kitchen half, in this instance, was occupied by girl who was looking more than a little confused at my sudden entry, and who also happened to be mostly naked. My brother, naturally, was nowhere to be seen, and so was absolutely no help in making the situation less awkward.
The mystery girl, who I assumed was Sam's current girlfriend that he had conveniently failed to mention to me, stared at me for a long moment while I stared right back. She had a half-empty glass of water in her hand, and was wearing nothing except for a pair of panties. She didn't even have the decency to be embarrassed at being caught in her state of undress, though given her body maybe it wasn't that surprising. Even as a girl I had to admit she was hot.
"Hello," the girl tried eventually.
"Hey," I mumbled. "Is Sam here?"
All the anger and righteous indignation I'd been storing up for my brother seemed to vanish, it seemed more than a little unfair to take it out on the relatively innocent girl in front of me. Even if her lack of shame annoyed me slightly.
"Oh," she said, brightening slightly. "You must be Sam's little sister. Lily or something, wasn't it?"
"Yeah, that's right," I said, mentally forgiving my brother slightly for at least having mentioned me. "I tried getting hold of him, but he was ignoring me."
"Mm-hm, I heard his phone going off, but he said he'd get it later. Do you need to tell him something?"
"Only if by tell him something you mean remind him that we need to leave like right now. Mom's birthday's today, and I am so not letting him skip at least showing up to supper. He knew damn well it was today too, I'm always having to kick his ass just to get him to do anything."
I stopped when I realized I was beginning to vent on someone I'd only just met, but she didn't seem to mind and in fact rolled her eyes in sympathy.
"He said that was tomorrow," she said. "He's so terrible at remembering things like that, isn't he?"
"You have no idea," I said, a little surprised at getting such easy support. "It's even worse when he's--"
I caught myself just before saying anything about how distracted Sam got when he had a new girlfriend, since in this case she was standing right in front of me.
"When he's got a naked girl hanging around his apartment?" she said, finishing my sentence for me anyway and looking rather amused as she did. "Speaking of which, I probably should go put some clothes on. I'll send Sam out while I'm at it. He was just in the shower, you know, cleaning up, but he might be out by now. It'll take like five minutes tops. Promise."
I decided I kind of liked this girl. Sure I could have gone without her subtle hint that she and Sam had been fucking shortly before I arrived, but her tone suggested that she knew how to deal with him and that getting him reasonably clothed and out of his room in a matter of minutes was easily doable. I knew from far too much experience that getting him to do anything on anyone's schedule other than his own was a skill even I had yet to master.
About four and a half minutes later, and I was counting, Sam emerged from his room dressed presentably enough for my purposes. The way he smiled at me was infuriating as usual, like he was sure he hadn't done anything wrong.
"Hey Lil," he said. "Ready to go?"
I punched him in the arm as soon as he got close enough. Hard. He gave me a look like a puppy that didn't know why it had been swatted.
"Don't ignore me when I call next time," I said.
"Aw, c'mon. I was busy with... you know," he said, jerking his head back toward his bedroom.
"What's new," I grumbled.
Thankfully Sam didn't require any more preparation to go than simply putting on a pair of sneakers, so we were soon ready to go. The stairs on the way down weren't nearly as bad, though they did leave time for me to gather my thoughts, and I wasn't sure if it was a good or a bad thing.
"So what's her name?" I asked, finally deciding there was a chance I'd need to know his girlfriend's name at some point.
"Who?"
"The naked girl." I gave Sam a warning look not to play stupid with me right now.
"Oh, I thought I told you about her already," he said, seeming to genuinely mean it. I softened a little since I knew it was entirely possible it really had just slipped his mind. He genuinely tended not to be malicious so much as careless most of the time. "Her name's Katherine, she goes by Kat though mostly. She's... well I guess obviously she'd my girlfriend."
"No shit."
"Don't be grumpy Lil, it's just me. You know how I am."
"Yeah, I do. Doesn't mean I have to like it though."
We eventually made it to where our cars were parked; Sam insisted on taking his own because he had 'plans' for later on. It would have made more sense to me just to share since I was already there, but I wasn't about to argue the point. Beyond making sure he showed up for supper with the family, I had no intention of trying to babysit my brother.
****
The evening went well enough I thought. Mom loved having both her kids over, and of course never had the slightest clue that Sam had been very close to not showing up. Dad didn't have quite the same blind spot about his son, and he tossed me an appreciative look when Sam showed up, clearly having a much better idea of the trouble I'd gone through.
I did enjoy the occasional visit home, but I was still happy to get back to my apartment later on. It was so nice to have my own place and not to have to worry about anyone but myself. Partly I just liked my privacy in a way that most people, my family included, didn't seem to really grasp. It wasn't that I needed to be alone for any particular reason, I just... liked it.
As I walked down the hallway toward my door, I noticed a half-open door a few apartments from mine. It was a little unusual since most people kept their doors closed when not entering or leaving, the people living in the area weren't necessarily always people you could trust after all, but it wasn't enough to draw my attention for more than a couple seconds. It was only when I got closer to my own door that I realized something might actually be wrong.
I never left my door open when I left my apartment, never even left it unlocked, yet it certainly wasn't closed. In fact, there appeared to be damage on the frame as though it had been forced open.
"Hello?" I called softly, hoping desperately no one would answer. It was possible there was a perfectly innocent explanation, even if none sprung immediately to mind.
When I saw the inside of my apartment, it was pretty much as bad as I could have expected. I didn't have that much space to work with, so I'd gotten pretty good at keeping things tidy, but the sight that greeted me was exactly the opposite. It seemed like every single thing I owned had been scattered across the floor as if to make the biggest possible mess. My computer and tv, two of the very few semi-valuable things I had, were just gone.
I stepped carefully through the debris, still unwilling to admit it was all that bad, until I made it to my room. It was the same story in there as well, with my clothes having been ripped out their drawers and what little jewelry I owned conspicuously missing. It wasn't like any of it was even worth anything, except for the sentimental value.
I sat down on my bed and stared at nothing for a solid few minutes. I had been well aware that the neighbourhood I had chosen to live in wasn't entirely the safest one out there, but somehow I never expected anything to actually happen to me. It wasn't easy to process, but it seemed my misguided belief in my own untouchable status had been far, far from matching up with reality.
It wasn't fair; that's what I eventually decided. It just wasn't fair. Sure my apartment was kind of small, and in a shitty building, and in a sketchy part of town, but it was supposed to be mine. I was supposed to be able to decide who got to come in, if I let anyone in at all. Now... that seemed like a joke. One of those jokes that wasn't meant to be the slightest bit funny.
I wasn't proud of it, but I almost started crying a couple times. When I'd moved into the apartment I swore I'd never have to move back in with my parents and I could be my own person. All of a sudden the safety and certainty of home seemed like a much better deal to me than it ever had before.
After far too long doing absolutely nothing, I finally decided I should probably do something about the situation. I wasn't sure what exactly since cleaning seemed very much like a waste of time, and from the look of the doorway on my way in it wasn't anything I could fix on my own. I did still have my cell phone, even if it took me longer than it should have to remember it, but I wasn't sure who to call.
The police were my first thought as I pulled my phone out of my pocket and stared at the screen. This was probably exactly the sort of situation one should call them, in fact. The problem was I really didn't want to. They'd just ask questions, and I couldn't handle questions right now. Even helpful ones. My parents were a bad choice for more or less similar reasons, with the added downside that they'd worry and try to help and generally just suffocate me.
There was another choice of course, and his number was conveniently sitting right at the top of my 'recent calls' list. I very, very rarely asked my brother for help, but this time I felt like I needed to. I flat out couldn't handle the situation on my own, and he was a good compromise of someone who I hoped would care, but not to the point of actively making things worse.
I sat there as the phone rang, hoping that this time he'd actually pick up and not leave me hanging again. It had only been annoying when he'd done it earlier, this time I would be legitimately pissed. Or maybe I actually would just have that cry I'd been contemplating. I'd have to wait and see.
"Hey Lil, what'd I forget to do this time?"
Sam's voice came through, irritatingly cheerful to me given my current state of mind, before I even realized that the ringing had stopped. He naturally assumed I was just calling to pester him again, and I truly wished that was all it was.
"Can you come over?" I said, struggling to keep my voice even.
"Um... does it really need to be now?" he said, his tone dropping some of it's levity as he picked up a little on the fact that I was in no mood for jokes.
"Now," I said. "Please."
There was a brief silence of the other end, or rather just a hint of soft voices that probably meant Sam was discussing it with Katherine. Kat. Whatever.
"Did something happen?" Sam asked.
"Just... please," I repeated, then hung up before he could ask any more questions. He'd either come or he wouldn't. Telling him everything first wouldn't help me either way.
While I waited to see if Sam would actually show up, I took another zombie-like walk around my apartment. It didn't look any better the second time. I knew it was pretty much a waste of time, but I picked up a few things as I went, setting them either back where they belonged, or at least out of the way. My floor was something of a minefield full of things to step on if I wasn't careful.
A little while later, sooner than I expected actually, Sam showed up. Kat was with him, which was also kind of unexpected, but I knew she'd been there when I called so in some ways maybe it wasn't all that surprising.
"What the hell happened?" Sam asked, after taking a couple seconds just to stare at the mess that was my apartment.
I shrugged. "You know about as much as I do. I came back and found it like this."
"Is anything missing?" he asked.
"Pretty much anything worth selling."
I waited for the comment I was sure was coming, about how it was inevitable that something like this would happen given the area my apartment was in. It never came though, not from either Sam or Kat, and all they did was look at each other for a second before my brother turned back to me.
"Well I guess you probably shouldn't stay here tonight," he said. I braced myself for the suggestion that I go stay with our parents for a few days, or something along those lines, but it never came. "You can stay with us for now, if you want," he said instead.
It was fair to say the offer caught me off-guard, and part of that was the fact that, either accidentally or purposefully, he had let slip that Kat was living with him. I hadn't even considered that things were that serious between them, though I had no reason to since I'd only met Kat earlier that day.
"I guess... I can't really stay here until I at least get the door fixed," I said. "I don't even know what to do about it."
"Don't worry about that now," Kat said, finally speaking up. "You'll come stay with us and sort this mess out when you're ready."
"Okay," I said, somehow feeling some comfort in her definitive tone. She didn't make it sound like I'd be intruding at all, though I was sure I was at least a little.
"Good, now let's go pack some clothes for you," she said. "Sam, you stay here and, I don't know, clean up a bit or something."
"Why do I have to stay here?" he protested.
"You don't. You're welcome to come rifle through your sister's underwear if you want," Kat said sweetly.
Sam shook his head, and grinned ruefully in defeat. My opinion of Kat rose another notch as she once again handled my brother like someone who'd known him as long as I had. There weren't many girls I'd ever known who could put him in his place when necessary.
I led Kat to my room, not that it was hard to find, then mostly just stood to the side and absently watched as she packed a bag full of my clothes. She had turned out to be just what I needed, someone to take charge without being condescending or over-protective about it.
"Is there anything particular you want to take?" she asked me, and I shrugged guiltily as I realized just how useless I was being.
"I dunno, whatever's fine," I said.
"Okay, I'll just pack stuff for a few days and we can come back if you think of something."
I gave her what I hoped was a grateful smile, but otherwise mostly continued to stare off into space until she was done. We then returned back to where Sam was waiting for us. He'd been cleaning up a little in our absence; not necessarily putting things back where they were supposed to go, but at least getting them up off the floor for the most part.
"Ready to go?" he asked.
"I think so," Kat said, looking at me for confirmation.
I just nodded.
Sam closed the door as well as he could on our way out, but it wouldn't be much of a barrier to anyone trying to get in. Not that it mattered at this point. I really wasn't up to driving, so Sam drove my car and I rode in the passenger seat while Kat took his car.
"So, are you okay?" he asked after a few minutes of driving.
"Not really," I said. "But I'll live. Thanks for coming," I added as an afterthought.
"Well I couldn't very well not," he said. "You'd have been very annoyed if I hadn't."
A faint smile forced itself on me, despite my best efforts. "Yeah, I guess I would have. Still, thanks."
Sam looked a little unsure how to deal with my genuine gratitude, but to be fair it wasn't something he had to deal with often.
"Come on, you're my sister right?" he said. "I couldn't, like, just leave you."
He was right; I was his sister, and he was my brother. Sometimes it was nice to remember that he was more than just a pain in the ass.
****
I slept in my brother's spare bedroom that night. He and Kat unsurprisingly shared one room, and all I could do was try not to imagine what they would be up to in there. It took me longer to get to sleep than normal, partly because I was sleeping in an unfamiliar bed, and partly because I couldn't stop worrying about my place. Sure there really wasn't much more damage that could be done, so worrying at this point wouldn't do any good, but that didn't mean I could put it out of my mind easily.
Eventually I did get to sleep, and even slept in the next morning a little more than I usually did. I had no pressing desire to get out of bed even after I woke up, but I knew if I let myself lie there too long I'd probably drift off again. Much as I really, really didn't want to go, I did have work to get to at some point and there was no clock in the room for me to gauge the time by accurately.
As it turned out, I exited my temporary room just in time to find Kat getting ready to leave. She kissed Sam goodbye, then hugged me on her way out which was unexpected, but not unpleasant. Other than my parents, I couldn't remember the last time someone had hugged me. Let alone someone I'd known for less than twenty-four hours.
"Morning," Sam said.
He was seated at what passed for his dining table, though it was half covered with junk and barely had enough room left for eating in my opinion. I had always been a little fussier about those sorts of things than him.
"Morning," I replied, sitting down opposite him.
I wasn't hungry just yet, though I was sure I would be soon. Until I was it didn't seem worth trying to find something for breakfast.
"Hey," Sam said. "Feeling any better?"
"A little bit," I said. "I guess."
"Well, you could try hanging around being useless all day like I do sometimes," he said. "It usually works for me."
"Gotta go to work," I said regretfully. "Otherwise I'd actually be tempted."
"You could always call in sick or whatever. Or actually, the truth might be enough of an excuse depending on how sympathetic your boss is."
It hadn't even occurred to me to take the day off until Sam mentioned it. Then again, I'd always been the sort of kid who hardly ever faked being sick throughout my school career. I remembered doing it once and feeling far too guilty about it later to make it worthwhile.
"Nah," I said after a moment of thought. "I'm pretty sure it's going to be a waste of a day regardless, might as well get paid for it. It hasn't been that busy there lately anyway."
"Fair enough," Sam said. "Well, I have to get going too. Just lock up whenever you leave."
"Bye," I said.
As soon as Sam left, the temptation to skip work suddenly became much stronger. Perhaps because it felt more like no one would know, or maybe just because I wouldn't have minded a little alone time in what felt like more of a safe place than my own apartment. Honestly, it probably was a lot safer, even ignoring the fact that my place had been broken into the day before.



I ended up going to work after all, and spending most of my time there zoned out. Admittedly, that wasn't terribly unusual for me. I was pretty sure I only got away with it because my supervisor had a thing for me. Some day he was probably going to ask me out and I'd have to do something about it, but until then I might as well take advantage of the situation. Even if it made me kind of a bad person for doing so.
When I got back to Sam's apartment later on, sometime in the early evening, he and Kat were cuddled up on his couch watching tv. They both had satisfied smiles on their faces and their clothing, while all present, had the appearance of having been hastily removed and put back on. I assumed they'd taken the opportunity to have sex while I was still out, and it reminded me that, even if they wouldn't say it, I was intruding on their lives to some extent.
"Want to come watch a movie with us?" Kat asked me, scooting a little closer to Sam and patting the cushion on the other side of her.
I didn't really want to, but I didn't want to come right out and say it. "Think m'gonna have a shower," I mumbled instead, since it seemed like an acceptable excuse.
The shower actually helped, beyond just giving me some privacy. The water cascading down my naked body was fairly relaxing, much more so than the abysmal excuse for a shower that my apartment had contained. I'd never, ever had decent water pressure there.
I retreated to my room afterward, and changed into some old, comfortable clothes, then flopped down on the bed. I was tempted just to stay there for a while, though I wasn't sure what I was going to do as far as entertaining myself. It didn't turn out to be an issue though, since Kat came in and interrupted my brief, self-imposed exile.
"You just hiding from me now?" she asked.
"What? No," I said, even though I kind of was.
"I'm pretty good at reading people most of the time," she said. "You didn't want to join me and Sam, and I don't think you have any real problems with your brother, so there's a decent chance it's me that's bothering you."
I shook my head vehemently. "No, seriously, it's not you. I actually like you so far. I just... I kind of feel like I'm intruding here. Plus I'm not really good at asking for help and, well, being here is a bit weird for me."
"If it makes you feel any better, I'm pretty sure Sam likes being able to help you out. Makes him feel like he's not such a terrible brother."
"He's not a bad brother, he's just...."
"He doesn't know what to do with you," Kat interrupted. "You're very confusing for him."
"How am I confusing?"
Kat sat down beside me and poked me gently in the shoulder. "Because you're a girl, but he can't act the same way around you as he can with any other girl. You're absolutely off-limits romantically speaking. Not even any flirting, and he's big on flirting."
I snorted. "Yeah, I'm sure that's an issue for him. I'm just his little sister, I don't think there's enough money in the world to make him want to flirt with me. Or whatever."
"Well... all I'm gonna say is things are rarely as simple as we like to think they are," she said with an enigmatic smile. "Now come on, come out and watch a movie with us. We ordered pizza and it's going to be here any minute now. You can even pick the movie if you want."
I made another token protest, then let myself be dragged out into the main room where Sam was waiting for us. Kat had been right about the pizza not being much longer to arrive, it was basically only a couple minutes later. I didn't end up picking a different movie and just settled in to watch whatever they were already in the middle of, since I didn't really care one way or the other.
For the first while I felt a bit awkward sitting next to Kat while she snuggled with Sam on her other side. After a while it became less and less of a big deal until I wasn't even thinking about it any more. Eventually I even leaned against Kat a little in an attempt to get comfortable and she put her arm around my shoulder, effectively preventing me from straightening up again. Once I got used to being so close to her, it was actually a pretty nice feeling.
By the end of the movie Kat and I were probably cuddling more than her and Sam were, though I hadn't been consciously aware of how it had happened. There was just something about her that made it easy to relax when I didn't fight it. When Sam got up to put in another dvd, I decided I was happy right where I was, and Kat made no move to get up or shift her position either. I spent the better part of the second movie falling asleep with my head on her shoulder.
Eventually I gave in and decided it was time to go to bed, even though it was kind of early for me. There wasn't much point in trying to force myself to stay up, other than just being stubborn. When I almost fell right back down as soon as I tried to stand up, Kat giggled and got up to help me.
"You're sleepier than I thought," she said. "Let's get you to bed."
"'Kay," I said.
I was tired, but I was also feeling pretty good. I was decidedly unconcerned about anything, up to and including my relative lack of familiarity with Kat. She might as well have been someone I'd known for years the way I leaned on her and let her lead me to my bed. Somewhere in the back of my head I kind of hoped she and Sam would work out, at least for a while. I liked having her around.
"Alright, there you go," she said as I climbed, or more accurately fell, into bed. "Do you need anything else."
"No, don't think so," I said. "Wish you could stay though, you're so comfy to fall asleep on."
If I'd been any more alert, I never would have dared say anything like that. As it was, I wasn't thinking about anything other than rolling over and going to sleep for real.
Kat stood there a moment, looking down at me with an amused expression.
"Well, I could stay," she said. "You're a good cuddler too. Kind of like your brother."
"Mm-hm," I mumbled without really paying attention.
I closed my eyes momentarily, fully expecting Kat to leave once she'd gotten me to bed. However, the shifting of the mattress under her weight clued me in that she wasn't leaving, but rather crawling in beside me. This confused me for a second.
"What ya doing?" I asked.
"You wanted me to stay, didn't you?" Kat said.
"Well, I guess," I said. "But what about Sam? And... whatever?"
"Pretty sure he remembers how to jack off if he really gets desperate," she said.
"S'not really what I meant," I said, blushing slightly and hoping Kat couldn't see it.
Despite my limited protests, I wasn't unhappy to have Kat next to me. I had been sleeping alone for a long time, and that was a habit I didn't exactly mind breaking, even if it was with another girl. It wasn't like it was a sexual thing anyway, it was just nice in a purely platonic way to have that human contact. Plus she was soft and warm and generally much better than curling up with myself for the night.
****
Kat was up before me the next morning, or at least awake before me. I had apparently been hugging her in my sleep, and thereby trapping her in bed until I woke up. She didn't look like she minded though. She had occupied herself by gently playing with my hair and straightening out some of the tangles obtained during the night, somehow without disturbing me.
"Morning sleepy," she said.
"Morning," I said, enjoying the feeling as her fingers continued to run through my hair.
"You make the same sound Sam does when he sleeps, you know that?" she said. "Not quite a snore, but something kind of like it. Only softer."
"Mmph, great. Just what I always wanted to learn about myself."
"Oh don't worry, it's more cute than anything."
I forced myself to roll away from Kat and let her get up if she chose.
"Well as long as it's not just me, I guess it's not so bad," I said.
"You really never heard your brother doing it?" she asked. "Siblings are supposed to jump on things like that and tease one another mercilessly."
"Yeah, well... I guess we never really sleep in the same room so it wouldn't be much of an issue for us."
"What, even when you were younger? That's kind of sad. Not even, like, camping or anything?"
"Um... I don't think so. Why is that sad? Just because our parents never took us camping, that's not a huge deal. I went with friends sometimes anyway."
Kat sat up and stretched, a maneuver that emphasized her physical attributes to an unfair extent for so early in the morning. Her hair wasn't even nearly as much of a mess as it should have been after just waking up. I decided she must have magical early-morning powers.
"I guess it's not all that unusual," she said. "It's just that you and Sam seem like you would have been close when you were younger. Like you would have done things together."
"I dunno, I guess we did sometimes. But the annoying little sister doesn't always get to hang out with her older sibling, you know? It's just how it goes."
"Yeah, I'm aware. I have an older brother too, just like you, only mine's, like, almost six years older than me. I was even more of an annoying little sister than you. We never got to have any relationship outside of forcibly being siblings; there was too much of an age difference growing up for anything else. We were never nearly as close as you and your brother are."
I squirmed uncomfortably. "We're not really as close as you seem to think," I said. "We're just siblings. That's all."
"Oh really. Then why is it as soon as you needed help you went straight to your big brother? And why did he immediately decide you could stay with him? I know you don't know me very well Lily, but I can be quite stubborn when someone won't listen to reason. In this case, that someone is you."
"Whatever," I said, shrugging my shoulders dramatically. "Maybe we're closer than some siblings. It's not a big deal."
Kat's expression changed slightly, and I detected what appeared to be a hint of sadness. "You should just appreciate what you have, that's all. You've could have gotten much worse than Sam for a brother, even if it doesn't seem like it all the time."
"Yeah, I know," I said. "I do love him and everything, even if it doesn't always show."
"Okay, well I guess I should stop meddling then," she said. "I think I'm gonna go see if Sam's up yet, and if not I'll just have to wake him up."
"I feel like I don't want to ask how you plan on doing that."
"That's probably the right call."
Kat slipped out of bed and left the room, presumably heading off to early morning sexy times with my brother. I was a little bit jealous, but I wasn't sure which of them I was actually jealous of. Or for what reason.
I got up shortly after, and padded out into the main room. I was heading toward the kitchen and trying to decide what I wanted for breakfast when I noticed that Sam's bedroom door was open. It seemed a bit weird since I had assumed Kat would have closed it behind her for privacy, but then I realized that maybe I was assuming too much. Maybe Sam had been up already, or maybe I'd misinterpreted Kat's hinting toward early morning sex.
Whatever the case, my curiousity got the better of me and I drifted a little closer to take a peek inside and see what was going on. Surprisingly, despite Kat having left the door open, she was kneeling on the bed beside my brother who appeared to still be asleep. He was mostly covered by his blanket still, so I couldn't really see anything, but Kat's hands definitely seemed to be up to something under the covers. I took that as my cue to turn away before I saw anything I didn't want to see, but Kat spotted me first.
"Hey," she said, then pulled one of her hands out from under the blanket to beckon me toward her. "Want to come watch? He's still sleeping right now, it's really fun sometimes seeing his reaction when he wakes up."
"Um, you mean watch while you jerk off my brother?" I said "That seems kind of weird. And gross."
Kat shrugged. "Yeah, probably. Want to watch anyway?"
"Why are you even asking me that?" I asked, while simultaneously realizing that I hadn't simply left yet like I should have.
"Because I think you're like me and you get tired of being just the 'little sister'. Unlike me, I think you might actually have a chance."
Again I noticed a slight sadness as she spoke, but it disappeared quickly.
"Did something happen with you and your brother?" I asked.
"Yeah, a while ago. Maybe I'll tell you about it sometime. Not now though."
She beckoned me toward her again, and this time I responded, though I wasn't sure why. It still seemed like a bad idea.
As soon as I got close enough, Kat pulled back the blanket that was over my brother and revealed his erect cock, encircled by her slowly moving hand. Strangely it wasn't nearly as weird, or even as gross, a sight as I'd anticipated. If anything, it probably turned me on just a little. It was possible part of that was the fear of knowing Sam could wake up any minute and find me standing there; I'd experienced the same sort of thing a few times in my life when I'd almost been caught masturbating by someone.
"Not so bad, is it?" Kat said softly.
I shook my head, but kept my eyes firmly on the scene before me as I did. Watching Kat jerk my brother off was unnaturally entrancing, and it was actually kind of hot in a 'this is so wrong' sort of way. I stepped a little closer to get a better view, while Kat only smiled encouragingly.
"I shouldn't be watching this," I said, more a statement of fact than an expression of displeasure.
"So what?" Kat said. "Sometimes you just have to do what you want and ignore everyone else's rules." She paused and considered her own words for a moment. "Although, I haven't actually always had great results living by that advice, so maybe you shouldn't be listening to me."
"It's a bit late for that," I said.
Sam was taking a remarkably long time to wake up, I thought. Granted, with me distracting Kat she wasn't really focused on her handjob, and was doing little more than slowly running her hand up and down my brother's cock. I suspected if she'd been putting more effort into it he'd already be awake. Not that I was sure I wanted him to wake up. Ideally I'd leave before that happened, but it was too difficult to make myself turn away.
"You want to try it?" Kat asked me.
I stared in shock for a second, not having even considered that she might suggest something like that. "I don't think so," I said.
"Come on, it's really not that hard," she said, then burst into a short giggling fit. "Okay, that was a poor choice of words."
"He's my brother," I said, as though it wasn't already obvious.
"I know, but you haven't left yet," she said, also pointing out the obvious.
I hesitated, and Kat reached out to pull me even closer to the bed. I sat down automatically and did nothing to stop her from maneuvering my hand toward Sam's cock. It was pretty obviously something I shouldn't have allowed myself to be dragged into, and yet there I was, going along with it as though I had no choice in the matter.
I half expected Sam to wake up as soon as my fingers made contact, but he didn't and I breathed a silent sigh of relief as I was made to grip his extremely hard cock. Kat's hand covered mine for a moment or two while she helped me jerk off my sleeping brother, then left as I began to maintain a rhythm on my own. I couldn't believe what I was doing, or how easy it had been to break one of the bigger, generally unspoken rules of society. There were some things I had always just taken for granted I'd never do, but now I had to consider that maybe some of them were only on that list because I'd never been given the opportunity.
"How is it?" Kat asked softly so as not to interrupt my trance-like state.
"Weird," I said, finding the most appropriate word I could. And it certainly was weird. Not bad necessarily, but definitely strange and confusing on a couple different levels.
"You can go a little faster if you want," she suggested.
"But he'll just wake up."
"He's probably going to anyway. It'll be fine though, he's not gonna mind too much."
I was about to ask how she could possibly know that Sam wasn't going to mind me molesting him in his sleep, when it suddenly became irrelevant. It was only the barest flicker of movement, and I almost missed it at first, but my brother's eyes opened and I was caught with my hand in the cookie jar, so to speak.
For a long moment I remained frozen, maintaining a grip on Sam's cock but not moving even slightly. He stared back at me, keeping nearly as still as I was, which at least was better than him immediately getting pissed and kicking me out I supposed. Kat eventually had to break the stalemate by delicately laying her fingers over mine and guiding me to resume jerking Sam off.
"Morning," Kat chirped, seemingly oblivious to the tension between my brother and I.
"Morning," Sam replied somewhat warily.
"Not a bad way to wake up, huh?" Kat said.
Sam didn't look quite as certain about that, but he also didn't argue the point. In fact, he didn't do much of anything one way or the other. He just kind of let me continue giving him his surprise handjob. His lack of any serious negative reaction at least gave me enough confidence to keep my hand moving semi-automatically when Kat released me again.
I knew enough about getting a guy off to know that it usually wasn't all that difficult. All it took was tightening my grip a little to make Sam groan softly in pleasure and lean his head back. I wasn't certain how far I really wanted to go, and in some ways I hoped Kat would take back over for me, but in the meantime I was kind of enjoying the reaction I was getting out of my brother. Any control I'd ever had over him before had been obtained by much more forceful means; this was something entirely different.
"Told you he wouldn't mind," Kat whispered in my ear. "He seems pretty into it so far."
She was right, there was nothing in my brother's appearance to suggest discomfort or uncertainty, but he also wasn't looking directly at me either. It was possible he just wanted to pretend I was someone other than his little sister; a perfectly understandable reaction as far as I was concerned. At the same time, some part of me hoped he wasn't imagining me as someone else. Jealousy wasn't much of a rational emotion at the best of times, in my experience.
"Do it faster," Kat suggested, once again leaning into my ear so Sam couldn't hear.
I took her advice obediently, speeding up my hand's movement and tightening my fingers again as well. Sam's breathing had become noticeably ragged, and though he still wasn't actively encouraging me, his body language told me more than enough. It screamed for me to continue what I was doing and helped dissuade any lingering thoughts I had of passing him back off to Kat. The last thing I wanted at that moment was for her or anything else to interrupt me.
It turned out I was doing too good a job, however, since well before I expected it, my brother was cumming from my handjob. I let out an embarrassing sort of squeaking noise as his first shot of semen exploded from the erection I was still stroking, though I was sufficiently dedicated to keep jerking him the whole way through. Even if it meant getting some of his cum on my hand for my trouble.
Once I felt Sam's erection finally start to soften I let go and raised my hand to get a better look at it. The backs of my fingers were sticky with my brother's cum, and I couldn't decide whether to be disgusted or turned on at the feeling of it. Probably a little of both when it came down to it.
Kat didn't have nearly the same dilemma as I did, and as I watched she took my wrist and pulled it toward her mouth. With her eyes locked directly onto mine she poked her tongue out and delicately licked some of the cum off my hand. She repeated the motion several times, earning both mine and Sam's undivided attention as she did. I'd never really been into girls, nor felt the need to experiment, but still there was something undeniably hot about the way Kat cleaned me off. I didn't even protest when she sucked one of my fingers into her mouth, though the idea of letting her do it would have weirded me out under just about any other circumstances.



"There you go," she said once she finished. "All clean."
The way Kat smiled innocently it may as well have been a perfectly normal thing to do. It wasn't though, and we all knew it. Whether or not she meant to get a reaction out of me, she had certainly gotten one out of Sam who was obviously getting turned on again. His cock was still lying out in plain sight, and it was noticeably stiffer than it had been a moment ago.
Seeing as how Kat looked like she was about ready to jump my brother at any moment, and I'd pushed my boundaries more than enough for one day, I mumbled something about having to leave, then proceeded to do just that. The last things I heard before shutting the door behind me were a loud squeal from Kat and the creak of bedsprings protesting a sudden shift in weight distribution. I had no intention of looking back to see what exactly had caused it, I could guess well enough if I wanted to.
I went back to my temporary room and got properly dressed, then puttered for a little while trying to find something to occupy my mind. It wasn't my apartment, so I didn't want to do too much reorganizing, but I managed to distract myself a bit simply by sorting through the clothes Kat had packed for me, since I hadn't had a chance to do that yet.
Every now and then, the realization of what I'd just participated in broke through my defences and I had to force it from my thoughts. I knew it was wrong, that I really, really shouldn't have done it, but dwelling on it too much wasn't going to solve anything. Besides, so far it looked like there might not be any dire consequences to deal with, and there was a possibility that both Kat and Sam would politely not bring it up ever again. I doubted it would be that simple.
An indeterminate amount of time later from my perspective, due to my deliberate attempts at distracting myself, Sam knocked on the door to my room. I didn't have the door all the way closed anyway, but I appreciated his consideration.
"Sorry," I said immediately.
"For what?" he asked, seeming genuinely confused as he stepped through the doorway.
"For, you know, 'waking you up'," I said.
"Oh, don't worry about that."
I stared at him for a second. "That's it? That's all you're going to say?"
"Lily, I'm pretty sure Kat's more to blame for what I woke up to this morning than you are. I really doubt you would have been in there if she hadn't persuaded you somehow. I know her well enough by now. Plus... it wasn't exactly a terrible experience."
I smiled involuntarily at the indirect compliment, even though I was still waiting for some indication of displeasure from him. "Still, you're taking it way better than I expected. Better than I am even."
"Well..." he said, scratching his head uncomfortably, "let's just say I didn't go into it completely unprepared."
"How about we say more than that, because that makes no sense to me at all. How could you possibly have been prepared?"
Sam hesitated for a second, then shrugged. "Kat likes to roleplay sometimes as a 'little sister'. I think it's some kind of fetish for her. And honestly, it's kinda hot."
"Seriously?"
"Um, yeah. Seriously. I know it's weird, but remember who it was sneaking into the other's room this morning, 'cause it wasn't me."
I flushed a little, and I knew that I really didn't have any room to judge. "Sorry," I said again, for a different reason this time. "I'm just... confused."
"That's understandable. I just wanted you to know we're cool, I'll leave you alone now." He flashed me an all-too-confident smile under the circumstances, then turned and walked away.
I stared after Sam as he left while a broad mix of emotions swirled around inside me. In some ways I almost wanted him to stay and explain things to me. That was silly though, because I didn't even know the right questions to ask, let alone whether he'd have the answers I wanted. I also wished he'd been just a little more emotional about the whole thing instead of making me feel like the weird one. Apparently he and Kat had a brother-sister roleplay thing going, so in comparison I really shouldn't feel so much like I was the weirdo out of the two of us. I should have been used to feeling like that though, because my brother was nothing if not good at acting like he hadn't done anything wrong. I wished he'd share that talent with me.
****
I made my way through an uneventful shift at work spending far more time than I liked thinking about both my brother and his girlfriend. It was probably a good thing Sam had talked to me that morning, or I'd have had to spend the whole day dreading what he was going to say to me. As it was I mostly just tried to figure out what was wrong with me, and Sam, and even Kat.
Eventually my work day ended and it was back to Sam's apartment for me. I fully expected both he and Kat to be there waiting for me again, and I hadn't quite decided whether I wanted to hang out with the two of them or not when I did arrive.
"Hey," Kat greeted me as I stepped through the doorway.
"Hey," I said back, taking a quick look around for my brother.
"Sam had to leave for a bit," Kat explained vaguely, as though sensing my unspoken question. "Just you and me for a while."
"Uh huh," I said.
"Oh don't look so worried. It's not like I've got any more surprises waiting for you."
"Who said I was worried?"
I headed to my bedroom to change and Kat followed me, apparently oblivious to my desire for some temporary privacy even when I pulled my shirt off and looked for a more comfortable one to switch it for.
"I know I made things a bit awkward this morning," she persisted.
"Actually Sam seems perfectly fine with it all," I said.
"Yeah, but are you?"
That was the question all right. I wasn't sure of the answer myself.
"I've dealt with worse," I said.
"If you say so," Kay said, bouncing onto my bed and sitting with her legs crossed as she watched me. "So what did you think then?"
"About..." I said, while miming a jerking off motion with my hand. "It was kind of fucked up."
"Yeah, but other than that. Did you like it at least a little bit?"
There was a strange earnestness to Kat's line of questioning, and I got the feeling it was important to her I said 'yes'.
"I guess I did," I said. "A little bit. But I really shouldn't have at all."
"It doesn't have to be a bad thing you know. You could take it as a good sign that you and Sam are as close as you are."
"Yeah, I could take it that way. I don't think we're supposed to be that close though. What is it with you and your brother obsession anyway?"
"Oh, that." Kat paused for a moment. "I told you about my brother right? And how he's a lot older than me? I mean, I still don't really understand how it happened, but I absolutely idolized him, you know? And I wanted him to at least like me and want to hang out sometimes maybe. I wanted so bad for him to, I don't know, talk to me about important stuff, or watch movies with me, or... anything really. But when we were younger, being six years apart was just too much. I was never anything more than a little sister to him. And of course by the time I grew up some, he was out living on his own."
"That sounds kind of rough."
"Yeah, it was. It's probably why I'm always subconsciously looking for a substitute brother figure, and, well, Sam's not a bad fit."
"Uh huh, he told me about your 'roleplaying'."
Kat had the decency to look somewhat embarrassed about that. "What can I say, it's just what I'm into. But at least I think you sort of understand where I'm coming from, right?"
"Sort of." I sat down half-facing Kat on the bed and toyed with the corner of the sheet. "I'll admit it's nice to know that Sam's there for me when I really need him. And I'm glad that we're as close as we are I guess, but I just don't know if we should be any closer than that. Plus, I'm honestly not sure I like the interest you have in our relationship given your particular sexual interests."
"Fair enough," Kat said, the corner of her mouth twitching upward. "But I assure you my intentions are at least partly noble. I do want you two to be happy, even if I do kind of get off on it."
I sighed and let myself fall back to lie on the mattress. "You know, the sad thing is I think I might get off on it a little too."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I mean, I don't know. Maybe."
"Well, there is a way to find out for sure. You cou--"
"Nope," I interrupted. "I don't wanna know. I have a pretty good guess what you're going to say."
Kat grinned. "Okay then. I'm pretty sure it won't be that long before we're finding out anyway." She jumped off the bed and took a few steps before turning around for a moment. "Sam's still probably going to be a while, maybe a couple hours or something. You want to hang out with us some when he gets here though?"
I suspected her invitation was a not-so-subtle way of getting me and Sam together some more for the sake of seeing what would happen, but at the same time I wasn't totally sure I was opposed to that idea.
"Yeah, okay," I said.
****
As soon as Sam arrived later on that evening, Kat gathered all three of us together to watch a movie. I fully understood it was a pretext for something else, but I wasn't sure if Sam did or not. He didn't really say anything one way or the other, even when Kat and I flanked him on the couch and each curled up next to him.
It surprised me how natural it felt to snuggle with my brother, considering it wasn't something we'd ever done much of. It seemed like there was a lot of potential I'd missed out on in our relationship all these years. In some ways I supposed I should thank Kat for opening my eyes to it, but on the other hand it had all been at least partly for her benefit so I wasn't sure if it counted.
At some point Kat's hand made its way to Sam's lap, and proceeded to gently rub the area around where his cock was. I had been waiting for her to do something like that so I caught her maneuver immediately, but I pretended not to at first just to see what my brother was going to do about it. For a few minutes that meant him pretending nothing was amiss just the same as I was, though it became pretty obvious he was struggling not to openly react.
Eventually I gave in and slipped my hand down to join Kat's. It didn't take my brother long at all to realize we were both down there teasing him to erection, but aside from the occasional peek I continued to pretend like I wasn't even paying attention. From what I saw, Sam was loving the attention, and what I felt in his pants suggested much the same thing. He was getting quite hard, to the point where I suspected it must actually be getting a little uncomfortable. Kat ended up solving that particular problem by unzipping his pants and working his cock free.
"You two gonna gang up on me, huh?" Sam said, not sounding like he minded in the slightest.
"Mm-hm," Kat said. "And don't pretend you don't love it."
"I suppose it could be worse," he admitted, still briefly trying to feign indifference. "I got kinda lucky with you two."
"Damn right you did," Kat said, poking him hard in the chest.
I wasn't paying all that much attention to the dialogue between the two of them, I had something more important to focus on. Sam's prominent erection was being mostly ignored and it seemed like such a waste to let that continue. Since I already had some experience, wrapping my fingers around it didn't require pushing through nearly so much mental inertia this time.
I stroked up and down on his cock a few times and shivered a little at just how easy it was for me to do something so wrong. Bad as it may have been, it was somehow also kind of liberating in a sexual sort of way, crazy as that was. There was no risk of being judged for it, and I felt far safer with both Sam and Kat than I was used to with anyone else in my regular life, despite how recently Kat and I had actually met. Safe enough to contemplate going further than just jerking off my brother.
Before I could chicken out or convince myself it really was a bad idea, I leaned down until my head was nearly in Sam's lap. His cock was right in front of my face, practically inviting me to do what I wanted to do. All I had to do was part my lips and lower my head, and suddenly it was in my mouth. So many different parts of my body twinged with the sheer, delicious wrongness of it all.
Without looking I could sense two sets of eyes firmly on me, and all sound seemed to have stopped except for what little I was making as I worked Sam's erection deeper into my mouth. I knew neither of them would stop me, but still it was reassuring when I felt my brother's hand placed gently on the back of my head, neither pressuring me onward or pulling me away, but just letting me be. It was exactly the right gesture to encourage me.
"Fuck that's hot," Kat breathed.
I privately agreed with the sentiment. I was getting majorly turned on by my own perverse actions, and my pussy was becoming more and more insistent that it get some attention soon. It didn't help when I started hearing noises from above me that suggested Kat and Sam had started seriously making out.
For a few minutes I continued sucking off my brother, gradually working one of my hands between my legs to press against my pussy. Part of me wanted to just strip naked and finger myself to orgasm, but I wasn't quite ready to do that in front of an audience. Plus it would have meant giving up on my blowjob, which I also didn't want to do just yet. I was enjoying it way too much.
"Okay, quit hogging the dick already," Kat said.
I pulled my mouth free just long enough to make eye contact with her as she maneuvered in on the other side. For a moment I thought she wanted to take over, and I was going to let her even though I wasn't completely happy about it, but instead she started licking and sucking on her side of Sam's cock, indicating that she was going to share. I joined her and resumed taking care of my side with my tongue and lips, despite how occasionally we'd make contact with each other. Given the situation, a little accidental tongue contact with another girl didn't faze me nearly as much as it normally would have. Besides, I was sure the effect on Sam would be well worth it.
As if to prove me right, Sam gave a low groan and leaned back even farther in his seat. I felt his caress on the back of my head again, once more urging me to keep going, and I could see him doing the same to Kat. I smiled a little to myself at how, in some ways, my brother wasn't really that different from any other guy.
"God, I'm gonna cum if you two keep going like that," he said.
"Maybe that's the idea," Kat said, straightening up a little as she spoke and removing her shirt.
Sam grabbed her before she could rejoin me and she giggled as he pulled her closer to suck on one of her nipples. It was fine by me if he wanted to play with her tits, because that left his cock all to me again and I was determined now that I was going to make him cum. Sure I had technically done it once before, but I hadn't been sure about it that time and I hadn't really wanted it quite the same way I did now. It was a subtle distinction, but one that was very important to me at that moment.
I figured between Kat and I, and all the work we'd put in already, my brother couldn't possibly last all that much longer. And just to make sure I got the job done I began taking him as deep as I could into my mouth on every down-stroke, deep enough for the tip of his cock to gently ram the back of my throat. A couple times I had to resist the urge to gag, but it was worth it since my work was soon rewarded.
Sam's mouth must have been full of either Kat's boob or her tongue because all I heard was a couple muffled sounds from him before he shot his load. I had been anticipating it anyway, so it wasn't like it was much of a surprise. I swallowed his cum as it came, barely managing to keep up with it but in the end I only let a little spill out and down my chin. As I sat up Kat wiped that small trickle off my face and sucked it off her fingers. She gave me an impressed smile before turning back to Sam.
"How'd that feel?" she asked him. "Not too bad for a little sister, is she?"
"That was pretty amazing," he admitted.
I felt myself blush at the praise, but secretly enjoyed it at the same time.
"Can't believe I did that," I mumbled.
"Well you did, and it was fucking hot," Kat said. "But now I think I need some attention."
Kat man-handled my brother and herself into a position where he was between her legs with his head right around waist level. It started to make things a little cramped on the couch, so I perched myself on the arm and let them have most of the cushion space. I probably would have just left them alone at that point except I was still horny as fuck and needed to get off pretty badly. I kind of would have preferred Sam eating me out rather than Kat, but I had to settle for watching him take care of her instead while I masturbated. At least it was better than doing it alone in my room.
****
I had weird dreams that night, which was not entirely surprising I supposed. What little I remembered tended to involve Sam, though generally not in a sexual way interestingly enough. Still, it was just one more reason for him to be the first thing on my mind when I woke up that morning. I knew it hadn't been a dream when I actually sucked him off last night, but it definitely felt like one. I absolutely could not stop obsessing over it as I went through the familiar debate of whether to get up or go back to sleep.
Those thoughts and images of my brother running through my mind actually presented me with a third option as I got more and more turned on. My hand slipped down between my thighs and I delicately stroked my pussy a couple times. I didn't often masturbate first thing in the morning, but this was a very different morning for me in some fairly important ways.
I was interrupted by soft knocking on my door, and as I lazily turned to take a look I remembered it hadn't even been closed. Sam was standing there in just a pair of boxers with a small, lopsided grin on his face.
"How long you been standing there?" I asked.
"Couple minutes," he said.
I was pretty much covered by my blanket anyway, so I doubted he could have seen what I was up to. Not that it mattered so much at this point.
"Thought there'd be a girl in bed with you already," I said. "Don't tell me you're more interested in watching me sleep."
"I just wanted to talk to you," he said. "Just us."
"Okay. So what's up?"
"Well, I've been thinking about stuff. And Kat asked me last night if...." He trailed off, probably deliberately trying to make me curious. It kind of worked too.
"If what?"
"If you and me were gonna have sex."
Oddly enough, that was actually a pretty good question. I wasn't sure about the answer myself.
"What did you say?" I asked.
"I think I went with some non-committal mumbling," Sam said. "It's really not like it's completely up to me."
"Yeah, but it's partly up to you. You must have an opinion at least."
"I guess that's true." He scratched the back of his head thoughtfully. "I'm kind of worried about what you're going to think of my answer though."
"If it's a 'no' because I'm not hot enough, then damn right you should be worried."
"Not even close. It's more like if I say 'yes' you might think it's just because I'll fuck anything with tits."
"Anything with nice tits," I corrected. "I know you have some standards."
"Thanks," he said. "I think."
"No problem. Would it help make your mind up if I told you I was naked under the covers?"
I actually kind of impressed myself at how casual I made my question sound, and I was pleased to note the bulge that began to appear in Sam's boxers as his cock hardened slightly. Despite his alleged concerns, I knew that if he truly found me desirable, it wasn't because I was just another girl for him to have his fun with. Whatever else he might be, he was still my brother.



Sam stepped closer and sat down beside me. His new position had the happy side-effect of making his partial erection even more obvious to me.
"Are you really naked under there?" he asked.
"Only one way to find out," I said.
He hesitated for maybe a second or two, then reached for the top of my blanket. I hardly even breathed as he pulled it slowly down my body, revealing more and more of my bare skin to him. I was glad I hadn't bothered with any sort of pyjamas the night before since I was pretty sure it wouldn't have been nearly the same effect. In particular, I loved watching his cock get harder and harder underneath his boxers just from looking at me.
"What do you think?" I asked, even though it was pretty obvious what he thought.
"I think you look good with no clothes on," Sam said.
"Yeah, I can kinda tell," I said, reaching out to lightly grasp his cock. I stroked it a couple times, which he seemed to like, but then he moved away and crawled onto the end of the bed, almost between my legs. "What are you doing?" I asked.
"What does it look like I'm doing?"
Admittedly, it wasn't actually that difficult to figure out what Sam was up to. At the same time, watching my brother get into position for eating me out was way, way too surreal for me. Apparently he didn't have nearly the same issue with sorting out his reality, because before I knew it his face was buried in my pussy.
I covered my eyes with my hands in a childish attempt not to get overwhelmed. I wanted it, I truly did, but part of me still hadn't adjusted to the idea of desiring my brother in that sort of way. My internal conflict did not, however, prevent Sam from doing an amazing job and gradually getting me too horny to care about anything other than the pleasure. Somewhere along the line, he'd learned how to lick pussy like a pro.
"Mmm, feels good," I moaned encouragingly.
Sam never even paused, he just kept licking. Before long he found my clit with his fingers and began rubbing it in time with his established tempo. It was driving me absolutely crazy.
The longer he went, the less control I seemed to have over my own body. At some point my hips started rocking back against his mouth all on their own as though it would help somehow when actually, if anything, it was more likely hindering. Still, even with my 'assistance', Sam soon had me built up right to the edge of orgasm.
"Keep going, keep going," I whispered over and over as my back arched involuntarily and my thighs tightened on either side of Sam's head.
I tried my best not to scream out loud as I came, and mostly succeeded too. It was a close thing though, given the intensity of it all and the waves of pleasure wracking my body. And in the middle of everything was my brother, the cause of all those sensations. Even if it was just the orgasm talking, I felt so much love for him at that moment.
Sam straightened up once I finally relaxed my legs from their death-grip on him. He looked overly self-satisfied with his performance, but he'd earned it so I wasn't about to get annoyed. I watched as he removed his boxers, freeing his long since fully-hard cock, then slowly crawled on top of me. I knew what was coming, but I still jumped a little every time his erection accidentally bumped against me. It had probably been a good idea for him to get me off first since it meant I wasn't quite as wound up and tense as I otherwise might have been.
"Kat's gonna be so pissed she missed this," he said.
"I'm sure you can make it up to her," I said.
He smiled and nodded. "Guess I'll have to."
His cock was poised directly above my pussy, ready to enter at the slightest push. It was crazy how much I wanted it inside me. Partly just because I was horny, but also because it meant something important, even if I wasn't entirely certain what. Possibly something about our relationship, or the freedom I had to make choices, or some bullshit like that. Whatever the case might have been, I mostly just wanted Sam to hurry up and get on with it.
"You gonna do this sometime today?" I asked.
Without directly responding, and while making eye-contact the entire time, he slowly lowered his hips and I felt my pussy lips part for him. I hissed in pleasure as his cock slid inside and wrapped my arms around his neck to pull him closer. After an unexpectedly sudden thrust I had to bury my face in his shoulder in an attempt not to get overwhelmed.
"You okay?" he whispered.
"M'good," I mumbled. "Keep going."
I was pretty sure he was almost all the way in me now, though it was hard to tell since he started pulling out more on each stroke and the increased force of his penetrations made it hard to concentrate on much of anything. Particularly since I couldn't quite shake the realization that I was being fucked by my own brother. My pussy tightened involuntarily every time I thought about it, something Sam was probably enjoying.
There were a couple times I moaned a little louder than I meant to, and I was sure Kat would hear and come investigate, but she never did. She must still have been sleeping. In some ways I didn't know if I preferred having the privacy, or if it would have made it hotter having her watch. It was something to keep in mind for the future I supposed.
"You know you're actually fucking your little sister right now," I said, more to hear the words than to communicate with Sam.
He groaned and his next few thrusts were harder than before. "Don't say that. It's way, way too much for me to handle right now."
I smiled to myself and waited a moment before leaning right into his ear and whispering, "what's the matter, you don't like being reminded of the bad, bad things you're doing to your baby sis?"
It probably wasn't a great plan for getting him to last longer, but the thrill of how much control I had was too much to resist. He groaned even louder as I whispered a few more dirty things to him, doing everything I could to remind him of how wrong the situation was. Soon he couldn't take it anymore and pulled out of my pussy mere seconds before cumming and spraying his cum all over my tummy.
I stared at the sticky mess on my stomach for a moment, then poked at it with my finger. I was covered in my brother's semen, and I was fascinated rather than revolted. It was a weirdly sexy feeling.
"You're bad," he said when he caught his breath some.
"I know," I said. "I wouldn't have just let you do all that if I wasn't."
He rolled off of me and we lay there just looking at each other for a moment. I thought of all that had happened in the past few days and everything that had changed, especially the things that I couldn't possibly have ever predicted.
"You think Kat's really gonna be okay with what we just did?" I asked.
"Yeah, I think so," Sam said. "She's pretty much going to insist on watching next time though. Or participating."
"I can live with that." I curled up next to my brother and nestled myself against his chest. It was a nice feeling; warm, comforting, and it held a promise of things to come. "I think maybe it wasn't such a bad thing someone broke into my apartment," I said.
"Yeah," he said. "Maybe it wasn't."
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I kind of liked summer. Sure it meant living at home instead of away at university, as well as feeling like a bit of a failure for once again not having a summer job, but it had its upsides. It was nice being able to sleep in any day I wanted, and not having to constantly worry about a paper I was supposed to write or a test that was coming up. It tended to be a very stress-free time for me.
Also, there was my sister Katie. I missed her sometimes when we were both gone to our respective campuses for the better part of the year. Our relationship had always been a little unconventional, and it was hard to explain what exactly made me enjoy having her around. I guess part of it was just how much of a goofball she could be.
Like one evening when I was sitting out on the back deck, doing nothing in particular other than taking advantage of the breeze that had come up after a too-hot day, she came out and sat down beside me with a serious look on her face. Or rather, it was supposed to be her serious face, but I knew her well enough to know she was faking it.
"I learned how to read minds today," she told me, not cracking even a hint of a smile.
"Really," I said, acting interested. "How does that work?"
"It's a secret," she said. "I can't tell just anybody. 'Specially you, because you'd just use your powers for evil."
"Good point. Alright then, what am I thinking of?"
"Too easy. You're thinking about how I'm full of shit and can't really read your mind."
I laughed softly, then nodded. "Okay, I'll give you that one. Try it again, I'll think of something else."
It was a bit silly since I was really just humouring her, but I actually tried to come up with something good for her to guess. As tended to be the case in such situations, when I was put on the spot the best I could come up with was either a number, or a colour. I went with the number three.
Katie shifted slightly so she could face me directly and assumed an air of intense concentration. The way she appeared to look right into my soul was far more convincing than it had any right to be.
Suddenly she jerked away and made a disgusted expression.
"Ew, gross!" she said. "Why would you even think something like that around your little sister? You're such a perv!"
"What? I didn't even--" I started defensively before I realized she was just messing with me. Of course she couldn't see what I was thinking, I knew that. Plus I truly hadn't been thinking any dirty thoughts. Almost twenty years of knowing her and she could still get me every now and then. "You brat," I said.
Katie finally cracked and started giggling uncontrollably. I rolled my eyes and waited her out.
"You actually believed me for a second, didn't you?" she said. "You were so ready to argue about what you were thinking."
"Yeah yeah," I said. "Just you wait, next time you read my mind it really is gonna be something dirty."
She adopted a shocked expression. "You wouldn't want me to see naughty things, would you?" she said in an innocent voice. "You're supposed to protect me from bad influences."
"Oh give it up. We both know you're not exactly the naive little sister you like to pretend you are. And it's not like you can tell what I'm thinking anyway."
Katie smiled enigmatically and stood up. She bent down so her mouth was right next to my ear before walking away.
"You should really be more creative next time than just thinking of a number," she whispered.
I stared after her as she left. It must have just been a guess, but it was dead on either way. I couldn't help letting the tiniest bit of doubt creep into my head.
****
The next morning I found Katie in the living room watching cartoons. She was sitting upside down on the couch with her feet over the back and her head almost touching the floor. It was barely even a bizarre enough thing for her to be doing for me to register it.
"How long do you think it would take for all my blood to go to my head and make it explode?" she asked.
"I don't think that's how it works," I said.
"Oh," she said.
I sat down next to her, the right way up. Her shirt had fallen a little since it was the wrong way around, and I poked the exposed part of her tummy just hard enough to get a reaction.
"Hey!" she protested. "That's not nice."
"I thought you would have seen it coming," I said. "Seeing as how you can read my mind and all."
"I wasn't concentrating on that," she said. "And I'm not that good at it yet. It takes a lot of work."
"Maybe you should have started simpler and worked your way up. You know, like practice moving small objects with your brain, then gradually going to bigger and bigger ones. It would probably help with the mind reading."
"I tried that. Apparently telekinesis isn't my strong suit."
"No kidding."
Katie flipped herself around so she was upright again, and straightened her hair.
"You're making fun of me, aren't you?" she said.
"You're the one who's been trying to convince me you're a psychic," I countered.
"What would it take to prove it to you?"
"Seriously? Come on, you don't really have magic powers. You're taking the joke a little too far now."
"Twenty bucks says I can convince you."
I hesitated for a moment since it seemed too easy and therefore had to be a trick. Katie had correctly guessed that I was thinking of a number the night before after all, but there was still no way she could really read my mind.
"Fine," I said. "Should be easy money."
"Okay," she said. "Deal."
She turned her body to look directly at me and frowned in concentration. I was caught out a little at first since I hadn't actually decided what I was going to think about, but then I remembered what I'd told her the night before. I had warned her there was going to be something dirty in there on the off-chance that she really could read my mind. Might as well follow through on that.
There had been a particularly hot porn video I'd watched the night before when I jerked off before bed. It had involved two girls and quite a few different toys. I thought it was perfect for the current experiment. I ran through as much of it as I could remember in my head and stared right back at Katie with a neutral expression.
After a moment she smirked and rolled her eyes.
"God, you are a perv aren't you?" she said quietly.
"I did warn you," I said. "But I'm gonna need more than that. I'm still pretty sure you're just guessing."
"Okay, well... you're thinking of some girls... and they don't have very many clothes on...."
As she spoke she started pulling her shirt up until I reached out and grabbed her wrist.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Using a visual aid," she said.
"You don't... just leave your shirt on."
"I have a bra on underneath. Don't be such a baby."
Katie wrestled free of me and pulled her shirt off in one smooth motion before I could stop her again. She did indeed have a bra on, but that didn't prevent the situation from getting a little weird.
"Now what exactly is that going to help?" I said.
"If all else fails, I'm just gonna hypnotize you," she said.
"With your boobs?"
"With my boobs."
I shook my head. "I don't know about you sometimes."
"You should be happy for me that I'm learning all these new skills."
"Hypnotizing guys with your boobs isn't really much of a skill. Lots of girls can do that," I pointed out.
"It's not as easy as you think. Takes practice."
She started swaying gently as she spoke, attempting to distract me I assumed. It was possible she thought she could just weird me out enough with her partially exposed breasts that I'd give up.
"You're stalling," I said.
"Nuh-uh," she said. "Just testing."
"Testing to see if you can hypnotize me?"
"Yep. Is it working?"
She put a little extra swing into her movements, as though it would help. Mostly it just confirmed for me that she was trying to make me uncomfortable. Unfortunately for her I had every intention of beating her at her own game. If she wanted to 'hypnotize' me, I'd just play along.
While trying not to be too obvious about it, I began following the movement of Katie's breasts with my eyes, then my whole head. I saw a smile forming on her lips, and she looked like she was about to say something, but I acted first and raised my hands zombie-like toward her chest. She backed away slightly and I followed.
"What are you doing?" she said, giggling as she swatted at my arms.
I didn't say anything and just kept reaching for her breasts, fully expecting her to abandon the couch at any moment to get away from me. That was my planned method of victory at any rate.
"Cut it out!" Katie said, her authoritative voice being undermined somewhat by her inability to keep a straight face.
"Must... get... the boobies," I said in a droning monotone.
"You doofus, I know you're doing this on purpose."
She made one last attempt at fending me off before my hands reached her breasts. Honestly, I hadn't really expected that to happen and I wasn't sure where to go from there. I got in a quick squeeze anyway, mostly out of reflex.
Katie absolutely cracked up and finally threw herself backward to escape me, then rolled onto the floor still laughing. I chased her part of the way, but she got her feet between us and delivered a forceful kick to my chest to knock me away.
"I guess I kind of deserved that," she said.
"Yeah, you kind of did," I said.
"Hope you enjoyed getting to feel me up, because I've learned my lesson."
She pulled her shirt back on as she spoke, covering up her breasts again. It was weird to realize that I was slightly disappointed about that.
"Who are you kidding?" I said. "You never learn."
Katie stuck her tongue out at me, then flounced away. I could have sworn there was a little more wiggle in her hips than usual, although to be fair I didn't usually pay any attention.
****
It started raining late that afternoon, never really getting heavy but remaining steady well into the evening. I went out to the back deck again at some point, which seemed to be the start of a new habit for me before bed. It was a very different experience when it was raining however, and despite the shelter of the sloping roof protecting it, I still had to be careful of a couple spots where the rain was hitting.
"There you are," Katie said, walking up behind me as I watched the rain. "I couldn't find you."
"Yeah, who'd have thought I'd be the same place as last night," I said. "You'd have to be some sort of mind reader or something."
"Ha ha," she said. "You're not as funny as you think you are."
"I'm exactly as funny as I think I am, thank you very much."
Katie walked over to the railing and extended her hand to let a few raindrops fall onto it. She watched them roll across her skin like she'd never experienced water before.
"You remember when we were kids and sometimes we'd go running in the rain?" she asked. "And we didn't even care about getting soaked or anything."
"Yeah, I remember that," I said. "But we're older and wiser now, and more importantly mom's not going to bring us towels and dry clothes if we do something like that."
"We could, like, take our clothes off first," she said. "So they don't get wet."
"Sure. You first."
"I mean leave our underwear on, not go completely naked. Don't get too excited." Katie paused for a second. "Actually, maybe that would even be too much for you. You went kind of nutty just from me taking my shirt off before."
"You know damn well that was a joke."
"Whatever. Are you in?"
"Depends, are you serious?"
"I will if you will."
Katie folded her arms across her chest and waited for my answer. It wasn't like I could say no, not after a challenge like that. She'd just keep bringing it up for the next week, or maybe even longer, if I wussed out.
"Okay fine, let's do it," I said.
She smiled and reached for the bottom of her shirt. I copied her actions at a slightly slower pace to make sure she wasn't going to try faking me out, but her clothes did start coming off. Before long we were both semi-naked and kicking our respective piles of clothes into the corner where they would stay dry.
I will admit to taking a few peeks at my sister as she stripped, and a few more as she stood in only her bra and panties. Just because I was her brother and it was a little weird to be checking her out didn't mean she didn't have anything worth seeing. My mind flashed back involuntarily to when I'd grabbed her boobs, and part of me kind of wanted to try that again.
"Ready?" Katie asked before I could act on any of my dirty thoughts.
"As I'll ever be," I said.
Our backyard wasn't completely private. Anyone looking from the right place in one of our neighbours' houses, or even from our house, could generally see most anything that went on back there. However, given the rain and the general lack of light except for what little came from inside the house, the visibility was diminished quite a bit from what it usually was. I hoped that would be enough to prevent us from being seen. I didn't feel like explaining why we were parading around in our underwear in the rain. Honestly, I wasn't even sure I could.
Katie took my hand and together we walked down the few steps off the deck into the wet grass. The rain didn't immediately soak us, but it didn't take very long to go from dry to wet either. My sister raised her arms up to the sky and tilted her head back for a moment, then slowly twirled in place. I decided against pointing out how her few remaining articles of clothing were slowly being made transparent.
"This is pretty awesome, isn't it?" she said.
"It's certainly wet," I said.
"Oh don't be a spoilsport. Let yourself enjoy this."
At Katie's urging I emulated her, spreading my arms and closing my eyes, simply feeling the water hitting my skin and running down my body. It was actually kind of fun in a childish sort of way to be out in the rain without having to worry about hurrying to shelter. So much of the time rain was something to avoid because you'd have to deal with wet, uncomfortable clothes otherwise, but in this case it wasn't quite the same issue.
My moment of reflection was rudely interrupted by a hand softly tapping my chest. I cracked open my eyes to see Katie dancing away from me with an impish grin.
"Tag," she said. "You're it."
It took me a second to process, but then I started chasing her without really stopping to think about whether I should. There were some things that were ingrained in me from childhood, and one of them was that when I got tagged, particularly by my sister, I needed to get her back.
We went back and forth several times as I first caught up to her, then she caught me and so on. I targeted her butt when I could since her breasts were usually on the wrong side of her body to reach easily, and a couple times I felt her do the same, though I couldn't be certain it was on purpose.
The conditions were not exactly ideal for running, but in some ways that made it more fun. Both Katie and I slipped and fell far too many times in the slick grass as we chased each other around and it was next to impossible to stop or change direction quickly once we got moving. Eventually this led to a major collision when she tried to turn and lost her footing right before I ran into her. We tumbled together onto the ground, with me only barely managing to not land directly on top of her.
Katie made no move to get up right away, so I didn't either. We were both breathing a little heavily and had stupid smiles on our faces from acting like kids when no one was around to see.
"See, that was kind of fun, wasn't it?" Katie said.
"Yeah, you're right, it was," I said.
The movement of her chest as she regained her breath drew my attention to her breasts, though I tried to be subtle about looking. Her bra was pretty much soaked at this point and her nipples were just barely visible to me through the material. I got away with checking her out for maybe a minute before she realized what I was doing.
"Oh my god, grow up," she said, covering her breasts with her hands.
"Says the girl who just instigated a game of underwear tag," I retorted.
"That was perfectly innocent. You're just being a perv."
"Well you can read my mind, can't you? You should have known that would happen."
Katie sighed, but really didn't look all that upset as she climbed to her feet. Plus she gave me a nice view of her butt as she stood which I was pretty sure was on purpose. Either way, her super-clingy underwear left little to the imagination.
I got up too, and together we walked back to the relatively dry sanctuary of the deck. Our clothes were still there, thus far untouched by the weather, but putting them back on over our underwear didn't seem like a great idea.
"Turn around," Katie said.
"What?" I said.
"Turn around and don't look while I change. I don't know about you, but I'm gonna take my bra and panties off first."
"Oh, okay." I turned to face the opposite direction from where she was. "How do you know I won't peek?"
"I guess I just have to trust you, much as it pains me to do so."
I grinned, but didn't look over my shoulder even once while my sister changed. I knew she'd be watching me like a hawk anyway.
"Could you at least pass me my clothes over?" I asked since I couldn't reach them myself without disobeying her wishes.
"Just gimme a second," she said. "Almost done, then you can have them."
Soon she had finished, and I was allowed to grab my clothes while she wrung out her underwear as best she could. She then went inside and left me alone on the deck. Suspecting nothing I quickly stripped off and reached for my shirt first to give my lower half slightly more time to dry off. Katie, the little back stabber, popped back out while I was standing there naked. And she was holding a camera.
"Say cheese," she said just before the flash went off.
I froze for a second in pure confusion, then lunged for her to try and grab the camera away. She was already moving though, and I found myself chasing her naked through the house not quite able to catch up. In the back of my head I knew it would probably have been better to get dressed first and murder later, but once I was moving it was too late to change my mind.
Katie went straight for her room, and the only reason I made it in time was because she had to stop and try to close the door behind her, which, unfortunately for her, she didn't have time to do. I tackled her to the floor harder than I meant to, but I was pretty sure I hadn't injured her since she was still clutching her camera in a death-grip.
"Give it!" I demanded.
"No," she said.
I tried to reach around and take it from her, but she tucked her arms under her body to protected it.
"Katie, give me the camera," I said.
"It's mine," she said.
"Yes, and you can have it back as soon as that picture is deleted."
"Uh uh, it's my picture too."
"You know I can't let you have that."
"Why not? I'm not gonna blackmail you or anything. I won't show anyone else, I promise."
"Then why do you even want it? You just want it for yourself or something?"
It was only after I finished the sentence that I realized how awkward the implications could be. That led pretty quickly to me remembering that I was currently naked and on top of my little sister with my cock pressed against her butt. That was even more awkward.
"Shut the door at least," Katie said quietly, having apparently come to more or less the same conclusion I had.
I gingerly pushed myself up to a kneeling position and swung the door closed behind us. Katie rolled over and sat up, then handed the camera to me.



"Here," she said.
"Um, thanks," I said. I stared at it in my hands for a moment, then looked back up at her. "You can keep the picture if you really want. As long as no one else sees it."
"Who exactly am I gonna tell that I have naked pictures of my brother?" she said. "Plus, it's not a great picture anyway."
I looked down at the screen and navigated back to the last picture taken. I was in it, but only barely. Mostly just my shoulder and half of my face. I hadn't even considered that she hadn't had time to aim properly.
"Well shit," I said. "That was hardly worth the effort."
"You know I only did it to get a reaction out of you, right?" she said.
"I should have guessed."
I handed the camera back over, then sat back and tried to ignore how exposed I was. Since there was no real threat anymore I probably could have gone back for my clothes at that point, but that seemed more embarrassing somehow. Like I would have to admit that I cared.
"You look good like that, you know," Katie said.
"Naked you mean?" I asked.
"Yeah. It works for you."
"Thanks, I think."
I had been trying to casually cover my cock, but that became more difficult as I started getting an erection. And every time I noticed my sister's eyes darting downward toward it that problem just got worse.
"Should I, like, just go now?" I asked, jerking my thumb toward the door.
"If you want," she said. "You don't have to."
"Okay, it's just... I'm gonna need to go jerk off or something pretty soon."
Katie smiled at my lack of subtlety. "I know. It's not like you can keep that much of a secret. And I'm not talking about reading your mind this time."
I felt myself flush. "It's not like I can help it."
"I know. Can I ask you something though?"
"Sure."
"What would you do if you had a naked picture of me?"
"That... is a good question."
"Mm-hm. I think it's probably more like you just don't want to answer it. I think I know exactly what you'd do with it." Katie made a jerking off motion with her hand as she finished speaking.
"Maybe I would," I said. "You've been doing a good job of tempting me lately."
"What about if I took my shirt off right now? Would you jerk off to that?"
I hesitated, justifiably, before saying anything. Katie could definitely see my cock already, so it wasn't like I'd be revealing anything new. But at the same time, the obvious 'moral' choice would be to decline. Unfortunately for morality, horniness beats it out almost every time.
"Yeah," I said. "I would."
"Good to know," she said. She slowly reached for the bottom of her shirt, looking me directly in the eyes the whole time, then abruptly hopped to her feet. "Okay, well I'm going to bed now. You should probably go collect your clothes before someone else finds them tomorrow."
"Oh no fucking way!"
"What? I just wanted to know how much of a perv you are. You don't think I'm actually going to enable you, do you?"
I stood up too, my erection pointing straight at my little sister. I was pleased to see her gaze instantly fix on it, revealing her indifference for the pretense it was.
"You got me naked and made me chase you into your room," I said. "This is your fault."
"Is not," she said without any real conviction. She stared at me in silence for a moment, and I could tell she was trying to make some kind of decision. "I'll lift my shirt for ten seconds," she finally said. "Then we're done."
"A minute," I countered automatically.
"Thirty seconds."
"Forty."
Katie opened her mouth as though she was going to continue negotiating, then closed it and shrugged.
"Okay," she said.
She hardly wasted any time at all in grabbing the bottom of her shirt and lifting it up so that her breasts were fully exposed to me. I already had a general idea what they would look like, but it meant next to nothing when faced with the near-perfection of their full, uncovered magnificence. Certainly my little sister had nothing to be ashamed of when it came to her boobs, which may have partly explained her haste in revealing them, though it could also have been simply her attempt at getting it over with as fast as humanly possible.
Katie's lips moved slightly and I could hear a soft whisper as she counted off seconds under her breath. I wanted to enjoy the moment while it lasted since I had no idea when, or even if, it would happen again, but I was far too distracted by the constant reminder that my time was running out.
In a flash of dubious inspiration I reached out and placed my hands right on her breasts. It was a questionable maneuver, even to me, but it did get her to stop counting.
"I don't remember saying you could do that," Katie said in a quiet, yet slightly menacing tone. She tried to pull her shirt back down, but I held it in place.
"Time's not up yet," I said.
"You're touching, not looking. I only said you could look."
"You never said I couldn't touch."
"I'm your sister, I shouldn't have to explain to you why you can't grab my boobies."
"But they're so awesome, how am I supposed to resist?"
Katie actually smiled a little before she caught herself. It was amazing how effective a compliment could be at times.
"Fine," she said, struggling to maintain a straight face, "you had your fun, now let me go to bed."
"Okay," I said, dropping my hands back to my side. "Good night."
"Good night."
She pulled her shirt back into place and turned partly away until I left the room, pretending not to pay any more attention to me. However, if her mind was anything like mine, and it was, I knew she'd be thinking about what just happened at least until she fell asleep. It had been kind of a weird evening for both of us, to say the least.
****
I fully expected things to be a bit awkward between Katie and me the next day. She'd seen me naked, I'd seen and touched her boobs, and we hadn't really talked about the ramifications of either of those things. It seemed like a good recipe for trouble.
However, judging by my sister's disposition, it may as well have been just another day. The first time I saw her the next morning was when she snuck into the kitchen behind me and stole my bowl of cereal while I was putting the milk back in the fridge. Not the sort of thing she would do if she hadn't still been as comfortable as ever around me.
"Brat," I said as she chewed happily on her first spoonful of ill-gotten breakfast.
She stuck her tongue out at me and kept eating. I sighed and started making another bowl for myself.
"So last night was kinda fun, huh?" Katie said.
I glanced at her. "Fun. That's all you think it was?"
"And weird. Mostly fun though."
"Thought you didn't like me grabbing your boobs."
"I never said that. I just said I didn't give you permission. Sometimes that makes it more interesting though."
"I really hope you don't go around telling other guys that," I said as I put away the milk for the second time. "Some guys are okay with doing things without permission, and I'm not talking about a little groping."
"Don't worry, I wouldn't let anybody touch me if I didn't want it."
There was far more significance to her statement than her casual tone let on. The way she looked at me confirmed what her words implied, that she hadn't minded at all what I did. She might have even liked it.
"Good to know," I said. "Maybe I should try feeling you up again sometime."
"What makes you think I'd even let you?"
Her whole body language, and especially the gleam in her eyes, was daring me to do something. However, in typical fashion, it didn't look like she was going make it easy on me.
I advanced toward her and she stepped back, setting down her half-empty cereal bowl as she did. She didn't actually try to get away so much as prolong the time it took to get close enough to her. Soon she backed into a wall and was trapped as I walked right up in front of her, just inches away. She was doing her best to look like everything was normal, but she was clearly either nervous or excited about whatever I was going to do. Probably a little of both actually.
I leaned in really close, almost like I was going to kiss her. It would have been interesting to see how she reacted to that I supposed, but that wasn't the plan.
"Well, I guess if you don't want me touching you," I said softly, "then I won't."
Without giving her even a second to process, I turned around to grabbed my bowl of cereal and headed for the living room.
"You jerk!" she called after me when she realized I was just going to leave her hanging.
Something hit the wall hard just as I turned the corner, almost where my head would have been, but I just smiled to myself and kept walking. Katie caught up to me right as I sat down on the couch and she glared at me with her hands on her hips.
"What's up?" I asked.
"This is seriously how it's gonna be?" she said.
"I don't know what you mean," I said, doing a bad job of feigning ignorance.
"Ugh, why do I bother?"
Katie sat down next to me with her arms crossed and generally doing her best to look annoyed. I let her be for a couple of minutes while I ate enough of my cereal to not feel like I was completely starving, then I set it aside. I shifted my seat over a little to snuggle right up beside her and wrapped my arm around her shoulders, letting my hand come to rest on her breast.
"You know I was just messing with you right?" I said. "Your boobs are too awesome to give up on that easily."
"I know," she said. "Doesn't mean it wasn't annoying anyway."
"Well maybe if you'd stop trying to play your silly little games and just say what you want...."
"But then I'd be just as much a perv as you. I need to be the innocent one."
"That... why exactly? Leaving aside for the moment that you're far from innocent."
"Because I'm your little sister and you need to be a bad influence on me and not the other way around. It's just how things work."
"Bullshit. You just like the idea of me not being able to resist you."
Katie smiled. "You saying you can't resist me?"
"Maybe. What if I am?"
"I'd probably be okay with that. Reading your mind was fun and all, but I think there's other parts of you I'd rather play with."
She reached down and squeezed my crotch gently, making me groan at the sudden contact with my semi-hard cock. Until that moment I hadn't even realized how turned on I was getting just from fondling her boob and our casually suggestive discussion. I kind of wanted her to keep her hand in my lap a little longer, but instead she kissed me on the cheek and stood up to leave.
"I got some things to do," she said. "I'll talk to you later."
"Yeah. Later," I said. "Funny how you think it's okay for you to just walk away, but it's not okay when I do it."
Katie turned around and pulled her shirt up for a couple seconds, revealing that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"The difference is I know how to make it up to you," she said as she pulled her shirt back down and kept on going.
I thought about arguing the point, but honestly, getting flashed by her genuinely was enough to keep me happy. Her boobs were just that awesome. The thing that worried me is that she might start to abuse that power.
****
It was a few hours later when Katie came to find me again. I'd been thinking about her far too much in that time, not that I'd admit it to her.
"Hey, you wanna go for a walk?" she asked.
It was kind of an odd question coming from her, since I couldn't remember the last time we'd done something like go for a simple walk together. If either of us really wanted to go walking, and usually we didn't unless there was some kind of extra incentive, we'd just go by ourselves. Granted, with the way things had been going, there was a decent chance this would be one of those times where there would be that incentive.
"Okay," I said. "Anywhere in particular?"
"I was thinking maybe... out to the woods."
Our house wasn't too far from a small forest. The sort with lots of trees and rocks and a river running right through the middle, but not much in the way of animals bigger or more dangerous than the occasional squirrel. It was the sort of place teens would go at night to make out or get drunk, and quite often both. During the day, however, it tended to be mostly clear except maybe for the occasional person walking a dog or just out for a hike.
"Sounds good," I said.
"I knew you'd think so," Katie said. "Of course, you're probably just hoping I'll show you my tits again."
"Mostly," I agreed.
It was maybe a five minute walk to get to the edge of the woods. I spent the whole time letting my hand casually rest on Katie's butt, though she made it more difficult for me by purposefully speeding up or stopping to look at something. At one point she even laced her fingers through mine and smiled sweetly at me while we walked hand in hand, as though that had been my intention the whole time.
Once we actually made it to the edge of the tree line that was our destination, it wasn't really practical to walk side by side anyway. Sure there were some decent paths carved out by people over the years, but that was never any fun. Just like when we were kids Katie almost immediately wandered whichever direction she felt like, and unlike when we were kids I followed as close behind her as I could. I got a great view of her ass anytime she had to climb over something.
Eventually we made it to the river, which was pretty much inevitable given how it bisected the area. The semi-random route we'd taken left us at a part of it with no one around, and very little chance of anyone stumbling onto us. As it turned out, Katie's mind was working along the same thought process as mine.
"Wanna go swimming?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. "In our underwear I assume?"
I knew I was slightly hard already from staring at her butt the whole way, and I was certain it would only get worse, but I wasn't too worried about that. Mostly I was just focused on the chance to check out my sister without so many clothes on.
"You can go in your underwear if you want," she said. "But I'm not wearing any."
Her shirt came off in a smooth, practiced motion, and I appreciatively took in the sight of her naked breasts once again. Apparently she'd decided against putting on a bra since earlier, which worked for me just fine. I was also getting excited at the suggestion that she had no panties on either.
I didn't get a good frontal view as she finished stripping, but as she removed her shorts I did get a good look at her naked butt. She even wiggled it a little for me when she was done, before walking directly toward the riverbank.
"You coming, or are you just going to stand there?" she called to me.
Her words jolted me into action, and I quickly started pulling off my clothes. She'd already seen pretty much all there was too see, there wasn't much point in hesitating. Plus the sooner I joined her, the sooner I could get some closer looks at her, and the easier it would be to 'accidentally' get my hands on her when the opportunity presented itself. When I thought about it, Katie was probably right about me being a perv.
The water was cold but not bitterly so, which I discovered when I stepped in. We were also at a wide enough section of the river that the water wasn't moving all that fast, nor did it go all that deep. Katie had been trying to find the deepest section, and hadn't yet managed to submerge her breasts, much to my delight.
"I think I kind of like being naked and wet," she told me when I got close enough.
"Yeah, I bet you do," I said.
"Not like that you jerk," she said, splashing water at me with one arm. "I mean really, being outside and just, like, totally free...."
"Mm-hm, I do enjoy seeing you so 'free.'"
"Ugh, why do you have to ruin everything with your dirty thoughts?"
"Because you've been putting a lot of dirty thoughts in my head."
I finally made it near enough that I could partly see the areas of her body covered by the river. The movement of the water meant I couldn't get a clear look, and therefore she couldn't either, though I was sure she could see well enough to tell that I had a full erection at that point. As if to prove me correct, she swayed slightly and let her hip brush against the tip of my cock.
"Someone's getting excited," she said.
"Like I can help it," I said. "And don't try to tell me you aren't."
She smiled impishly. "How you gonna prove it?"
In response I reached out to grab her waist and pull her closer. I didn't actually have any intention of trying to prove that she was turned on too, I knew as well as she did that I couldn't very well do that when we were both standing in water up to our chests, but it was a good opportunity to see what she'd let me get away with.
What I hadn't expected was that Katie would twist her body as I tugged her toward me, managing either on purpose or otherwise to aim her butt directly at my erection. I groaned out loud as my cock slid against her naked and very wet ass.
"Ew, gross," she complained, though she couldn't hold back her giggling long enough to make it sound the least bit convincing.
She struggled against me for a moment before I let her go, with the effect of stimulating me even more every time her wonderfully slippery skin contacted mine. When she turned around so I could see her face again I noted that she appeared slightly flushed, and her breathing was definitely a little irregular.
"Yeah, you're totally getting horny," I said.
"Maybe I am," she said. "So what?"
Before I could answer she ducked completely underwater, the practical equivalent of covering her ears and singing 'la la la' for the purposes of not listening to me anymore. When she surfaced again, a few feet away from where she'd been, I just let it drop and watched her straighten out her hair.
For the next little while she alternated diving under the water and lazily swimming around while I mostly watched. Sometimes I'd join her in sinking to the riverbed or trying to swim against the current without cheating and touching down with our feet. Mostly we both attempted to get in a quick feel of the other's body without seeming obvious.
Despite her claims of innocence, Katie could apparently get quite grabby when she was in the right mood. A couple times, when I pretended not to notice that she was touching me, it would last longer and she would even stroke me a little before swimming away. Needless to say I stayed hard most of the time we were in the water, to the point where the urge to simply jerk off and cum got almost overpowering. I eventually gave in and headed to shore, intending to take care of myself even if my sister wasn't ready to get out yet.
"Where ya going?" she asked.
"To masturbate," I said.
"Wow, subtle."
"I'm nothing if not subtle," I agreed.
Once I made it back onto the grass and started looking for a good place to sit, I realized Katie was following me after all. I sat down with my back against a tree and watched my sister as she emerged from the water, incidentally getting my first glimpse her pussy in the process. From what I saw, it was beautifully shaven and made me want to get a much closer look at some point in the not-too-distant future.
"Seriously?" she said when she noticed where my eyes were focused.
"Hey, I've seen you checking out my dick," I said. "Don't start the whole 'you're such a perv' thing again."
Katie sat down a few feet away and positioned her legs such that I couldn't quite see her pussy anymore.
"Can't help it when it's always sticking out like that. Plus it is kinda hot seeing it," she admitted.
"Yeah that's what I thought," I said.
"Oh come on, you know this wouldn't be nearly as much fun if I made it easy on you."
"I think it'd still be pretty fun."



"Mm-hm. You know what else would be fun?"
As she left her question hanging, she let her hand slide down between her legs. I couldn't see what she was doing, but it was obvious enough.
"Are you doing what I think you're doing?" I asked.
"Depends what you think I'm doing," she said.
Her wrist was moving in small but regular motions, and it didn't take much imagination to guess that her fingers were pretty busy too. My little sister, my completely naked little sister, was masturbating right in front of me. It was one of the hottest things I'd ever witnessed, and I couldn't even see it that well.
It didn't take any more convincing than that for me to join her and wrap my fingers around my impatiently erect cock. It felt slightly unfair that Katie would get a better show than me, but I also felt that complaining too hard would be a very stupid thing to do. She'd probably just put her clothes back on to spite me.
For a while we masturbated together in silence, eyes unabashedly glued to each other as we did. It occurred to me at some point that it was probably the first time I'd ever jerked off with someone watching me. The fact that the other person in question was my sister was just insane. I wondered if she thought we were being as crazy as I did.
At some point, for reasons that were her own, Katie shifted a bit and lowered one of her legs. Her movement gave me a much better view of both her pussy, in irregular flashes, and her fingers at work. I was already pretty on edge, and this was enough to push me over. I felt my orgasm coming, and it was going to be a good one.
With a long groan I sped up my stroking speed on my cock just seconds before cumming. My semen shot out in a surprisingly impressive arc to land harmlessly on the grass. It was such a liberating experience to be able to cum like that and not worry even a little about minimizing the mess or cleaning up afterward. Katie had had a better point about the whole 'naked outdoors' thing than I had given her credit for.
In response to my display my sister's self-fingering had picked up pace as well, though I found my interest in it somewhat diminished. I lazily crawled over to a nice, unspoiled spot in the sun and stretched out to watch while she finished herself off. Just because I wasn't horny anymore and her body didn't hold quite the same fascination didn't mean I wasn't going to keep looking. I was sure future me would appreciate my 'sacrifice,' and the memory I would have for later.
Katie's eventual climax wasn't as visually dramatic as mine, but it was obviously satisfying for her. The sigh of pleasure she exhaled and the way her whole body relaxed all at once after having slowly tensed up right until orgasm was proof enough of that in my mind. After a minute or two she crawled over next to me and together we lay naked in the sun, enjoying life in a simultaneously bizarre and normal sort of way.
"You have good ideas sometimes, you know that?" I said.
"I am aware," she said.
She was lying on her stomach, arms folded under her head and a faint, but unfading smile on her lips. I shifted so I was on my side and reached out to trace my finger slowly down her spine. I didn't crave sexual contact with her the way I might have before cumming, but I still had a desire just to be close to her.
I ran my finger up and down Katie's back, and gradually it turned into sort of a lazy one-handed back rub. Eventually I even sat up and began to put a little more effort into it. Judging by the occasional contented sigh she let out, I assumed she didn't mind what I was doing too much.
"You wanna know something?" she asked in a satisfied, unhurried voice.
"Sure," I said.
"We're gonna have sex," she said.
I hesitated, then continued rubbing her back while I processed her statement.
"You mean right now?" I asked.
"No, not now. We're not ready for it yet. Just... sometime. Maybe in a few months, or years, or even just days, but it's going to happen."
"You can predict the future now can you? Another talent you're working on?"
"I don't need to see the future to know it's going to happen." She rolled onto her back, leaving me without a back to rub, but trading that for the view of her gloriously naked front side. "Tell me you don't think we'll do it," she dared me.
"I can't. But... I dunno, it's such a weird thought."
"Mm-hm, it is. But it's nice too. I like thinking about it."
With my sister lying out all naked in front of me like she was, it was hard for me not to think about it too. It would be so easy, with no one around and our clothes already conveniently out of the way, and to some extent we both seemed to want it.
But, like Katie said, we didn't want it enough yet to actually go through with it. I was still her brother, and things like putting my penis in her were still off-limits even if her certainty that it was only a matter of time weakened my resolve somewhat. There wasn't nearly as much of a point in trying to delay the inevitable as there was in working against something we could potentially stop.
Katie giggled softly. "You're getting hard again," she said.
I looked down to check, though I had already felt it starting to happen. Who was I kidding anyway? I could tell myself all I wanted that I just wanted to look at my sister, maybe touch her a little, but I honestly doubted I had the self-control to prevent it from escalating.
In a brief moment of clarity I realized the same thing Katie had. Sooner or later we'd be in a situation where we'd both be horny, and probably naked, and not thinking straight, and we'd do something stupid unless we stopped what we were doing altogether and somehow went back to a purely platonic relationship, but I couldn't see that happening. If we knew where we were headed, it might actually be better to go in with that knowledge than to try and deny it right up until the end.
"Of course I'm getting hard again," I said. "That tends to happen when there's a beautiful, naked girl around."
"I bet it does."
She reached out and gently grasped my cock in one hand, stroking it as it became fully erect. Her soft touch felt amazing and for a few minutes I just sat back and let her toy with me.
"It's probably not good that all it takes is a little compliment to get me to do this," Katie said.
"I'm pretty sure there's more to it than that," I said. "I know I've complimented you at least once or twice before and it's never made you grab my dick."
"True. Guess I'm extra horny today or something. I might need to find someone to take care of that for me."
I grinned at her less than subtle hint. "I think I know a guy for that."
I squirmed closer to her until we were right next to each other while Katie continued slowly stroking me. I placed a hand on her upper thigh and carefully maneuvered it toward her pussy, giving her plenty of time to let me know if she didn't want it even though I didn't think that would be an issue.
Her hips rocked back encouragingly against my fingers as they drifted closer to the place she really wanted me to touch. Her skin was so warm and smooth, then suddenly wet as I reached the slit of her pussy. She obviously hadn't been lying about how horny she was.
"That feels good," she breathed. "I need more."
My finger were only lightly moving up and down her pussy lips, a teasing touch rather than the more focused attention she craved. It was kind of mean in some ways, but I loved seeing the desire in her for me to give her what she wanted.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked.
She stared straight into my eyes. "Put your fingers in me," she said.
"You sure?"
I pressed a single finger against her opening a couple times, but not with enough pressure to actually penetrate. She squirmed each time I did it, as though maybe she could make me accidentally slip inside, and eventually resorted to pouting at me.
"Don't tease me," she said.
"Sorry," I said, only half meaning it.
I faked her out a couple more times until she looked about ready to start whining, then abruptly pushed a finger inside her extremely wet pussy. All her frustration vanished instantly from her face and she let out a long hiss of pleasure. I thrust in and out of her a few times, then added a second finger.
"Mmm, yeah. That's better," she said.
It would have made a rather interesting scene for anyone happening upon us just then. Both of us naked, me busy fingering my little sister, her with her hand still gripping my cock but no longer paying enough attention to it to keep it moving. It was almost funny how much it would probably freak out anyone who knew us, yet somehow didn't feel nearly as strange as it should have to me. Part of that, though, was almost certainly just me being turned on and not thinking clearly.
Katie was getting more and more into it the longer I went. Her body gyrated in perfect synch with my fingers' thrusting and her breathing was ragged, not to mention the cute, involuntary sound she made every time I thrust into her a little harder. She alternated between closing her eyes entirely and looking directly at me, and every time I met her gaze she shivered in a barely perceptible way. I was pretty sure she getting overwhelmed by what she was letting her big brother do to her.
All of a sudden she sat up and dislodged my hand from her pussy. She tried to push me onto my back, but I initially resisted.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Just go with it," she said. "It's something I've never done before, but I want to try it with you. Don't worry, you'll like it."
I was a little skeptical, but at the same time there were very few things she could be up to that I wouldn't like. She pushed me again, and this time I let myself lie back to wait and see what she would do.
She swung her leg over me to straddle my chest facing away from me. It put her ass really close to my face and I could see her pussy poking out from underneath her too, so I pretty much okay with her choice of seat. When she leaned down toward my cock I realized it was only going to get better.
The first thing I felt was her warm breath on my erection. It wasn't quite the same stimulation as her hand had been, but somehow it might have even been a more erotic feeling. Just knowing how close my baby sister's face was to my cock made it twitch in response.
After a moment of anticipation that no doubt seemed longer than it was, the very tip of her tongue made contact with the head of my cock and licked a small path across it. She repeated the action several more times, using more and more of her tongue each time. I groaned out loud when she licked from the base of my shaft all the way up.
"Fuck that feels good," I said.
Katie turned to look over her shoulder at me. "I thought it might," she said. "Maybe you could return the favour."
As she turned back around, she also slid her butt back until her pussy was directly over my face. She then resumed where she left off, lowering her mouth back to my cock and this time taking it partway inside instead of just licking. The softness of her lips and the warm wetness of her tongue made for an amazing combination of sensations over the length she'd taken in.
I put my hands on her hips and guided her pussy down to my mouth, to the point where she was very nearly sitting on my face. I decided not to try anything fancy or tricky, and simply stuck out my tongue to lick the length of her wet slit. She moaned around my cock, and I privately agreed with the sentiment. I was well aware that sexy was not a flavour, strictly speaking, but that was exactly how my little sister tasted to me.
I eagerly licked Katie's pussy over and over while she continued to take care of me on her end. My technique no doubt wasn't as great as it could have been with a little more effort and concentration, but I could tell I was getting results anyway. Her body wasn't particularly good at keeping secrets from me in that respect.
My sister was getting noisier and generally wiggling around more and more with every passing minute. Luckily there was no one around whose attention we might attract, plus some of her sounds produced some very interesting vibrations around my cock. It was hardly the sort of thing I wanted to discourage for the moment.
Together we built each other up to the edge of orgasm, our mouths and tongues working frantically toward our mutual goal. I was rather pleased with myself when Katie came first, moaning loudly and bucking her hips against my face to inadvertently spread her pussy juice all over my lips and chin.
I came shortly after that with Katie's mouth latched firmly onto my cock. Evidently she didn't mind swallowing my cum, which was simultaneously very wrong and extremely hot. I kind of wished I could have watched her face as she did it, but I wasn't about to complain.
My sister eventually got off of me and repositioned herself next to me. Her hair was kind of a mess, and was a trace of what I suspected was my cum on her bottom lip, but mostly she just looked extremely satisfied.
"Mmm, I think I liked that," she said as she stretched out. "We should do it again sometime."
"You really think there's any chance we won't?" I asked.
"No, not really. We're beyond hope."
"Heh, yeah. Something like that. Anyway, we should probably head back at some point."
"Mm-hm, in a minute."
Despite her agreement, Katie didn't make the slightest effort to move from where she lay. I supposed we weren't really in any rush, so I got more comfortable where I was and settled in for a while. We'd head home eventually, when we were ready.
****
When I woke up the next day my first thought, perhaps unsurprisingly, was of Katie. All those years we'd been living together, and now I couldn't stop thinking about her or wanting to be around her. I supposed that was probably a common effect of developing a sexual relationship with someone, even a sibling.
I went to her room almost as soon as I managed to pry myself out of bed. She appeared to still be asleep, and for a few minutes I just stood and watched her. I'd always loved her, she was my sister after all, but somehow it was different now. There was more of a need behind it, and a desire for physical contact that I didn't think was entirely sexual. It was hard to know for sure when my thoughts kept returning to the image of her naked body from the day before and interrupting any deep self-analyzing I might attempt.
"Some girls might think it's a bit creepy the way you're just standing there while I'm sleeping you know," Katie mumbled.
She still hadn't opened her eyes, at least not so that I could tell, so it was hard to know how long she'd been awake.
"And what do you think about it?" I asked.
"I think it's kind of cute," she said.
She sat up with a slight groan and grinned at me. As she did I noticed that the shirt she was wearing didn't appear to be one of hers.
"Is that my shirt?" I asked.
"Maybe," she said.
"Where did you get it from?"
"From your room, duh."
In reality I supposed my question was more along the lines of when and why she had taken it. The most likely scenario was that she had snuck it out sometime during the night while I was asleep. That scenario was also the most intriguing since I wouldn't exactly mind having her sneaking into my room at night given the current circumstances of our relationship.
When Katie stood up her legs were completely bare, and she may well have been naked except for her stolen shirt which came down to the top of her thighs. I instinctively moved toward her but she stopped me with a casual gesture.
"Ah ah," she said. "It's too early in the day for you to start messing around."
"It's never too early," I replied, but I still backed off.
"Okay, let me get changed and then we can figure out what we're going to do today."
"As if you don't know."
"I really don't. I make a lot of stuff up as I go."
"I've noticed."
"Mm-hm. Anyway, could you leave while I get changed? Or at least turn around or something."
I looked at her questioningly. "Really? You don't want me to see you changing even after yesterday?"
"Right," she said.
I rolled my eyes and turned around so my back was to her. I listened as she rummaged through her clothes and chose a suitable outfit, until finally I heard what sounded like the removal of her shirt. As soon as I was reasonably certain she was naked I turned back around.
"Should have known you'd do that," Katie said, just before slipping a new shirt over her head. It appeared to actually be hers this time.
"Of course you should have," I agreed.
I hadn't been about to pass up another chance to see her naked, and even with the shirt on she was still temporarily bottomless, which was uniquely intriguing in ways full nudity wasn't. All too soon she pulled on a tiny pair of shorts and was more or less properly covered, despite the lack of any underwear.
"That's kind of a dangerous outfit for you to be wearing," I said.
"Why, 'cause you can get your hands on me easily?" she asked as she stepped closer to me. "Maybe that's the idea."
As she tried to move past me I grabbed her arm to keep her from leaving. She attempted to shake me off, but I held on.
"Lemme go," she said. "I'm hungry, I need breakfast."
"And what if I don't let you go?" I asked.
"Then I'll be very annoyed at you."
"Really? Because what with you being psychic and all I'd have thought you'd already know what's coming," I said, just before pushing Katie back toward her bed. "And if you did you'd already be annoyed."
"Or maybe I lied and this is exactly what I wanted," she countered.
We stared at each other in silence for a few seconds, then at the same time we moved toward each other and ended up falling together on the bed. At first I did little more than hug her to me, loving the feeling of having her in my arms and knowing that it might never be a completely platonic position for us ever again.
Katie meanwhile was roaming her hands freely over my body and eventually up to my face. It wasn't exactly a surprise when she held me still so she could kiss me, but at the same time it sort of was. Despite the way I'd recently been feeling about her, she was still my sister and therefore being kissed by her was a somewhat strange feeling. Stranger, somehow, than her sucking me off, or me licking her pussy. Admittedly, my brain was not always a completely rational place.
"You know how I said we were gonna have sex?" she whispered in my ear. "And remember how I said it might be months before it happened."
"Yeah," I said.
"I might have been wrong about the timing."
Then her mouth was on mine again, communicating all the same love and need to me that I felt for her. I kissed her back and ran my hand through her hair, holding her face close as though there was a chance she was going to back away. It would likely have taken something along the lines of a nearby explosion to separate us.
All the while my cock had been getting harder and harder until I could feel it pressing and rubbing against Katie's crotch. If not for the clothing between us I might have already succeeded in penetrating her, and I wasn't even at full erection yet. However, the thought of being inside my little sister did hurry it along. It was unbelievable how much I wanted it.
I wasn't entirely sure which one of us started it, but before long we had begun the process of helping each other out of our clothes. It took far more time and effort than it should have, due to both being in an awkward position and dealing with excited, fumbling fingers, but the process itself was enough fun that neither of us really minded the delay.
As soon as I got Katie's shirt off I shifted my head down so it was more in line with her breasts. I kissed them a few times, alternating between them more or less evenly, before sucking one of her nipples between my lips. She seemed to like it, but didn't let me play very long before she aggressively resumed trying to get us both naked. There wasn't much left to go, but her shorts had become tangled around her ankles thanks to me being in the way and preventing her from just kicking them off.



I attempted to move further down her body as I helped her with her shorts, but she wasn't having any of that. She pulled me back to our original position, once again kissing me forcefully, and this time there was nothing between us. Nothing at all to stop my cock from making contact with her pussy.
"I want it in me," she whispered.
"I think I could manage that," I replied in the same hushed tone.
Most likely I could have just started fucking the shit out of my sister right there, but I took it a little slower than that. It was our first time together after all, it wouldn't hurt to keep things a tad on the gentler side. I couldn't imagine that we wouldn't get the chance to experiment more in the future.
I rubbed the head of my cock up and down her pussy while she nuzzled my neck and purred encouragement for me to go ahead and do it. No doubt if she got impatient enough she'd take over and make me, but I didn't let it get to that point. When it felt right I simply stopped holding back from penetrating her and let my cock press against my little sister's tight entrance until it slipped inside.
Katie hissed in pleasure as I slowly pushed my way in, her pussy gripping me fiercely when I tried to pull back even a little. She didn't seem to want me to gradually thrust my way as deep as I could go, she just wanted me in there.
"Relax a little," I said. "It's gonna make things tricky otherwise."
"Sorry," she said. "I just like feeling you inside me."
As if to apologize further her lips brushed mine softly, barely touching, then abruptly with more passion. Her hips rocked against me in small but increasingly forceful motions, and her hands pressed against my lower back. Her rhythm gradually caused my body to respond all on its own, and soon I was thrusting inside her almost as deep as I could go.
The feeling of having sex was amazing all on its own, but the knowledge that the girl in this case was my little sister made everything so much more intense. I couldn't think about the hands on my back, or the breasts pressing against my chest, or the pussy wrapped around my cock without also realizing that they all belonged to Katie, and that exactly none of what I was doing to her was appropriate brotherly behaviour.
All of a sudden she tried to push me away, which confused me to no end, but I let her do it anyway. She must have caught the obvious confusion on my face because she smiled reassuringly before rolling over.
"I'm not going anywhere," she said as she raised herself onto her hands and knees. "Just changing positions."
"Oh," I said, trying to hide just how relieved I was. "You could have said so."
"Yeah, well, it made sense in my head. I was just gonna, like, flip over and then we'd keep right on going."
She wiggled her butt at me in case I hadn't been given enough of a hint. I was quick enough on the uptake to already have repositioned myself behind her and lined up my cock with her pussy. It somehow felt even dirtier to be approaching her from that angle, even more wrong, and maybe that was the point. Maybe Katie just wanted to revel in the wrongness of the situation. If so, I wasn't about to protest.
"You're bad, you know that?" I said as I started fucking her again.
"Mm-hm, I do," she said, then groaned as I thrust into her a little more vigourously. "I can't help it. When I was thinking about how this was gonna happen, imagining what it would be like, this was almost always how I saw it. You behind me and fucking me like you don't even care that I'm your little sister. It's so... hot."
"I don't know, I almost think it's hotter that you are my sister."
Katie looked back at me over her shoulder and smiled, just before losing her balance and falling forward onto her elbows. It left her butt sticking up higher than the rest of her body in an even more wanton pose, as if that were possible.
"Well you better do a good job back there... big brother," she said, emphasizing the last two words.
"Wouldn't want to disappoint my baby sis," I agreed.
I loved the feeling of being complicit in something so important with Katie, of being on exactly the same page. Despite any possible outward appearances to the contrary, there was obviously a level of trust between us greater than even I would have guessed. The fact that we could be so free to admit to getting turned on by something we had no business even thinking about was incredible when I really thought about it.
It was right around then that a brand new level of determination set in; I was going to fuck my little sister until she came and nothing was going to stop me. Granted that had more or less been the plan anyway, but now it was official.
Whatever Katie's next words were going to be dissolved into incoherent mumbling with the occasional soft moan as I gave up on being gentle and started fucking her hard. I knew there was a small chance that I could end up being too rough and possibly hurting her, but I also knew she wouldn't hesitate to yell at me if I did something too painful. It wasn't much of an issue anyway, because all indications were that she was loving it.
"Mmm... keep... doing... that," she breathed in between the sounds of my hips pounding against her ass.
We were both out of control, possessed by lust and unburdened by rational thought. Despite how hard I was already fucking her, Katie was slamming her butt back toward me in time with my strokes. She was obviously too horny to care about being sore afterward, or much of anything else for that matter.
Before too long our combined effort was rewarded, and I felt her cumming on my cock. Her pussy spasmed around me and squeezed tightly at irregular intervals. I was happy I'd managed to make her cum first after all, because I knew my own orgasm wasn't all that far away. There was only so long anyone could last while fucking, or being fucked by, their sibling for the first time. That was my reasoning anyway.
As I continued pounding on Katie's pussy, she gradually collapsed forward into the bed until she was basically lying flat with her butt sticking up a little. It was making things kind of awkward for me as I was forced to compensate by adjusting my position, but I was getting close enough that I just ignored my protesting muscles and kept fucking her.
With every stroke I felt my orgasm getting closer and closer until it was finally upon me. I had enough presence of mind left to pull out before cumming, but only just barely. Since I had no time to aim anywhere else, my cum shot out all over Katie's butt and lower back, making a sexy mess of her bare skin. When I was done it took all my remaining energy to roll off of her instead of collapsing where I was.
Katie rolled onto her side facing me and curled her legs partway toward her stomach. She had something of a disheveled look to her, but mostly she looked happy. She watched me through half-open eyelids and gave me a contented smile as I recovered. To me, she'd never looked more beautiful and I couldn't possibly have doubted at that moment that I loved her. More than anything else in the world, I loved my little sister.
Her smile grew wider for a second, as though amused by some passing thought.
"Love you too," she whispered.
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As soon as I found myself in the room, I knew I was dreaming. It wasn't that the room itself was particularly strange, other than the slightly ethereal quality it held. It could almost have been a rather nice bedroom, or something along those lines, based on the way it was furnished. Mostly it was the fact that I'd been finding myself there quite a lot in the past few weeks that tipped me off. As far as I could tell, I'd developed some sort of recurring dream and I didn't have the slightest clue why.
I turned around, knowing I'd find the same person who always shared the room with me. There were plenty of people my unconscious mind could have dreamed up, many of them people I would have loved to hang out with, even if only for pretend. Instead, I got my brother.
Not that I didn't like Tyler, it wasn't that. Being twins and all, we'd grown up closer than most brothers and sisters I knew in our eighteen years together. The thing was, I could see him practically any time I wanted. If I was going to dream about a guy over and over, it could at least have been a cute guy I could play out sexy scenarios with or something. Relatively speaking, Tyler wasn't nearly as much fun.
"Why is it always you?" I wondered out loud.
"I could ask you the same thing," he replied.
It could so easily have actually been my brother in front of me; he looked and sounded exactly the same as in reality. No doubt we'd spent enough time together that my brain could form a nearly indistinguishable facsimile.
"This is my dream isn't it?" I said. "Why can't I change you into someone else?"
No matter how hard I tried, I'd never succeeded in altering this dream in any significant way.
"How do you know this isn't my dream?" my fake brother countered.
"If it is then at least change me into someone else," I muttered. "Or do something. This is getting a little boring. What is this, like eight times I've had this dream now? And all we ever do is argue."
"You're always the starting the arguments. I'm pretty sure I'm just being punished somehow."
I shot him a dirty look. "Yeah, that's pretty much a dumb enough thing for you to say. Dream you is a dead ringer for real you, you know that?"
Tyler just grinned. "Ditto," he said.
I sighed and walked around in a long, slow circle. It was a funny thing about the room; there seemed to be plenty of windows as well as a door, but even though they never appeared to move, I could never reach them no matter how far I walked. Dream geography at its finest.
"We should really come up with something more fun to do while we're here," Tyler suggested. "Seeing as how it's been happening a lot lately."
"Like what? A game of cards? A board game of some kind? We always used to play Monopoly, maybe we could get a game of that going. Have you seen it around here at all, because I sure haven't."
"You don't need to be so sarcastic, I'm just trying to help."
"Of course you are. I think more to the point, it's silly to be so sarcastic toward a person who, as near as I can tell, is all a figment of my imagination."
I walked over to Tyler and tapped him lightly on the forehead as I finished speaking. He felt real too, as real as anything in the dream world.
"Again, pretty sure it's the other way around," he said. "But that's not the point. I'm serious, we should do something while we're here. We could at least talk about something more than just how annoying this is."
"Fine. How 'bout... you tell me a secret I don't know about you. That way you can prove this is your dream and not mine. Two birds, one stone."
There was a bed off to the side of the room, which I'd always considered a little too meta for my tastes, but it offered a nicely visual way of displaying my irritation. I flopped down onto it and closed my eyes in an ineffective attempt to make Tyler go away.
"First, I could just make something up and you'd have no idea if it was a real secret of just some random shit," he said. "Second, I can totally see your panties when you lie like that."
I angrily sat back up and pulled my skirt back into place to cover myself up. I'd been wearing the same skirt earlier in the day, but somehow I hadn't realized that I was still wearing it now, nor had I paid much attention at all to any of my clothing. When I looked at Tyler I noted that he was wearing his outfit from earlier today too. Weird perhaps, but not terribly important.
"Don't look at my underwear," I said.
"I didn't exactly mean to," he said.
"Well... just don't. That's such a pervy thing to do."
"Yeah, 'cause that totally matters. I could do anything right now and no one would ever even know."
As if to prove his point he came right up next to me and reached out toward my chest. There was no way in hell I was going to let him grab my boobs, if in fact that was his intent. Whatever the case, I fended off his attempt and punched him hard in the shoulder for good measure.
Then I woke up.
I lay in the dark for a moment while my mind went back over everything I could remember about the dream. It might just have been a coincidence, but that had been the second time I'd tried to hit Tyler in the dream, and both times I'd woken up immediately afterward. If it worked every time, at least I'd have a way to get out of there when I wanted to, so that was something.
I couldn't believe I'd dreamed up my brother trying to get a feel in though, that was just weird.
****
At breakfast the next morning things were pretty much normal, even if they didn't feel that way to me. I kept glancing at Tyler who was innocently sitting across from me. It was like I was expecting him to do something strange for some reason.
Both he and mom failed to pick up on my mood thankfully, because I didn't want to have to make up a story for why I was keeping my brother under surveillance. Mostly they maintained a fairly constant conversation with very limited input from me at any point. More than usual I appreciated the versatility of a generic grunt when responding to questions.
Finally, after far too long in my opinion, I finished eating and left the table. I knew I had some stuff that needed to be sorted out in my head, but I didn't have the first idea where to start.
****
"What the hell is wrong with me?" I said out loud.
I'd gone to sleep hoping desperately I'd wind up in some random, relatively normal dream, but no such luck. I was stuck with the dream version of my brother once again.
"Maybe you just like me," he suggested.
"Not this much. And not after what you tried last time." I sighed heavily. "You know the worst part? This is basically all something I'm doing to myself when it comes right down to it."
"Hey, I'm sorry about that, but I'm still pretty sure this is my dream. At least that means you can blame it all on me, right?"
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, why don't I just do that. That's the way to prove to myself I'm not crazy."
I sat down on the bed, noticing idly that the covers still seemed to be a bit rumpled where I'd been lying last time. Tyler stepped closer, but was apparently clever enough not to come within arm's length.
"Whatever you want to think, that's fine," he said. "But I meant what I said before, it really doesn't matter what we do while we're here. It's not going to make any difference in the real world."
"It makes a difference to me if I let my brother feel me up, even if it's only in my head. Maybe it's worse if it's all in my head actually, no one to blame but myself."
"Why not just pretend I'm someone else? I'm only imaginary anyway, according to you."
"Oh, I've been trying to imagine you as someone else, believe me. Pretending, well, that could work. Maybe. But I'm not sure what I'd get out of it."
"I'll give you a back rub," he offered. "Then you let me touch your boobs. Win-win."
It actually was more of an intriguing suggestion than I was expecting. I did love my back rubs, and real-life Tyler had used that fact more than once to get something he wanted from me. The question was whether or not it was worth it in this case. There were some serious mental scars to be had here if I played it wrong.
"No talking," I said eventually. "No sounds of any kind while you're touching me."
"Deal," he said far too quickly.
I settled in so I was comfortable on my stomach and closed my eyes. As long as I didn't see or hear him, the guy positioning himself on the bed next to me might as well have been anyone at all. It was my dream after all, and just because my imagination didn't want to cooperate shouldn't mean that I couldn't have any fun.
Tyler gently placed one of his hands on my back and started running it up and down in a slow, semi-random pattern. It didn't take me long to feel the relaxation kicking in, which was kind of weird considering I was technically already asleep. Still, I did have to admit that over the years my brother had done a good job of learning exactly what I liked, and his dream version apparently shared his skill.
For some reason I found it nearly impossible to imagine anyone else rubbing my back like I'd planned. Maybe Tyler's technique was just too unique, or maybe my imagination sucked even more than I thought. The latter seemed more likely considering the lack of originality in my dreams lately.
Dream chronology always tended to be difficult to pin down, but this time in particular I had absolutely no idea how much time was passing. Mostly I just luxuriated in the feeling of getting an awesome back rub. It was quite disappointing when he stopped.
"Okay, time's up," he said. "My turn."
I rolled onto my side and pouted at him. "Aw, but I was having so much fun."
"I know you were, but, like I said, my turn now."
He reached toward my breasts, and I had a sudden urge just to punch him and see if that would wake me up again. Some part of me thought that was playing just a little too dirty though and instead all I did was watch as my brother happily grabbed my tits. The plan had originally been not to look at him while he did it, but it didn't really make that much difference anyway. I'd still know it was him.
Strangely, the experience was not nearly as gross as I might have expected. Maybe having just received a back rub helped, both because it helped put me in a good mood and because it demonstrated that being touched by my brother could be quite nice at times.
It was, however, a little disconcerting when my body began reacting to the way Tyler was squeezing and toying with my breasts. My nipples stiffened noticeably as his fingers brushed across them repeatedly, and I felt myself flush ever so slightly. Brother or not, he was getting more of a reaction out of me than I liked.
"Okay, that's enough," I said.
"Uh uh, it hasn't even been close to as much time as you got," he said.
"I said that's enough."
Tyler looked completely unready to give up his toys, so I went back to the plan I'd rejected earlier and took a swing at him. As soon as my fist connected I woke up in my bed, with only a slight regret at not getting to see his face when I did.
I was kind of annoyed to find that my nipples were still as hard as they'd been in my dream, and that I was more than a little turned on. Obviously I needed to get my mind more firmly under control and stop these stupid, relentless dreams from taking over.
****
I gave Tyler a dirty look when I first saw him the next day. I knew he didn't really deserve it, but it made me feel better. He just seemed confused and shrugged it off.
However, throughout the day on the few occasions when we were around each other, I almost got the sense that he was watching me more than usual. It could have just bee my own perceptions that were off, considering I'd been watching him more than usual lately too. Or it might have been because he was still trying to figure out what he'd done to annoy me. Well, he could go right on wondering for all I cared. I wasn't about to explain it to him.
****
"That wasn't very nice, what you did last night," was the first thing I heard the next time I wound up in the dream room.
I rolled my eyes, though the effect was lost on my brother since I wasn't actually facing him. "Haven't you ever heard of 'no means no?'"
"I was only touching your boobs. Which we'd agreed was okay, I might add."
"Yeah, but that doesn't mean you get unlimited access." I crossed my arms and faced Tyler, doing my best to look firm. "You need to listen better."
"And you need to play fair."
"Or what?" I asked, arching an eyebrow. "What exactly is going to happen if I don't?"
I took my eyes off him for a second, which turned out to be a mistake. He took the opportunity to tackle me to the floor and pin my arms above my head.
"You know I'm stronger than you, right?" he said. "Especially in my dream, 'cause I can basically be as strong as I want here."
"Not your dream," I said and attempted to fling him off me. It didn't work. I was getting really fed up with all these arbitrary limitations my brain was giving me.
"Whatever you say. Point is, apparently you can wake me up by trying to hurt me, so all I have to do is make sure you can't do anything of the sort."
I continued to struggle, but with less and less resolve to actually break free. It was something I'd never dared tell anyone, and hadn't even wanted to admit it to myself for a long while, but sometimes I kind of liked being restrained. It was kind of a rush to know I was completely helpless against whatever Tyler decided to do to me, though a lot of that was only because I could trust him not to take too much advantage of me.
"You're so dead when I get free," I said, more for show than anything.
He smiled. "Uh huh, 'cept the worst you can do is wake me up and the whole point is to make sure you can't."
Slowly and with great care not to let me go, he removed his shirt while holding me down with his free hand, switching out as necessary. He then proceeded to use the shirt as a make-shift rope to tie my hands together above my head. I hated myself for starting to get aroused at the treatment. If only it had been someone else tying me up, someone I could have fantasized about without any guilt or self-loathing.
"So," he said as he finished and sat back, "are you going to behave now?"
I sat up and tested my bonds. It wasn't the first time I'd been tied up by Tyler, though it had been a long, long time since he'd done it. He still remembered how to make sure I couldn't get free easily it seemed. I couldn't help wondering if some of those childhood games had anything to do with some of my current feelings toward being held captive.
"Do I have much of a choice?" I asked.
"Not really."
"So what are you going to do to me?"
He shook his head. "You make it sound like I'm gonna abuse you or something, and to be fair I probably could if I wanted to. It's weird though, you're just too much like the real you. Like I'm not even dreaming you up. Makes it hard to be too rough."
A thought occurred to me, one that had been bouncing around in the back of my head but that I'd never put too much stock in.
"You ever wonder if we're both actually here?" I asked. "Like, if we're both having the exact same dream at the same time."
He though for a moment. "That... would explain a lot actually," he said slowly. "Except it also doesn't make any sense. Like, people can't share dreams."
"How do you know? You have any proof of that?"
Tyler's rejection of my hypothesis, even though I didn't really believe it either, immediately put me into argument mode. Damned if I was going to let him win just because he was probably right.
"Do you have any proof that it is possible?" he countered. "Or any idea how it would even work?"
"No, but I totally can," I said.
"How?"
"Easy. Magenta. Make sure you remember that."
"What? That doesn't even... what?"
I smirked at his confusion, but also at how distracted I'd gotten him. He hadn't even noticed how I'd been working at untying his shirt from my wrists until I had already slipped one of my hands free. He gave me a disbelieving look as I lunged at him.
****
The more I thought about it, the more I tried to convince myself there was no way Tyler and I were having shared dreams. It was a silly idea. And yet... it would explain a lot about the dreams, like why we were both there every time and why neither of us had much control over them.
It didn't really matter what I thought though, because at least now I had a way of determining the truth, and I was actually quite pleased with my sleeping self for having come up with it. All I had to do was talk to my brother when I saw him at breakfast.
Tyler was already there when I made it down, and so was mom which almost made me chicken out since it made the necessary conversation far less private than I wanted. However, there was nothing that needed to be said that would alert her to anything she shouldn't know about.
"Hey Ty?" I said.
"Yeah?" he replied, giving me a funny look as I sat down at the table.
"Gimme a colour."
He stared at me for far too long as I tried to act unconcerned.
"Magenta," he said finally.
Mom looked at us both like we were crazy, and to an extent we must have been. It could have been pure coincidence that he picked that colour, sure, but it was highly unlikely. That's why I'd picked magenta to begin with; it wasn't a colour I'd expect him to pick randomly. If I needed further confirmation, the expression on his face made it pretty clear he was thinking the exact same thing I was thinking.
Obviously we couldn't discuss the issue too much further with mom sitting right there, that would have been asking for trouble even if we were subtle about it. In order to get out of what I expected to be a fairly awkward meal, I grabbed some toast and went back to my room instead of sitting at the table like usual.
I decided that, even if it drove me crazy to wait all day, it might be better to wait and talk to my brother during our dream that night. Now that I knew it was actually him and not some figment of my imagination, it made sense to take advantage of the complete privacy we'd have. There was a reasonable chance yelling might be involved.
****
"This is seriously fucked up," I said.
"Like you need to tell me," Tyler said.
We were standing a safe distance apart in the dream room, neither of us really sure how to proceed.
"I can't believe you actually wanted to touch my boobs," I said. "But I guess at least that makes you the perv and not my own subconscious."
"Hey, you let me do it, don't put it all on me. We both thought we were just having weird recurring dreams. I just wanted to get something out of it is all."
"Uh huh, and how long exactly have you wanted to 'get something' from me?"
"I swear, if I'd known it was you, I never would have done that. You're my sister for fuck's sake. Do you even understand how bad I feel about it now?"
"Not bad enough."
I was probably being too hard on him, honestly. He'd just wanted some boobies, and I couldn't really blame him for that. Deep down, I knew part of my anger was actually at myself for the reactions I'd had to the situation, and I was purposefully misdirecting it.
"Well, I'm sorry, okay?" Tyler said. "I promise I won't do anything like that again."
"Whatever," I said.
We tried to ignore each other for a while, but there really wasn't much to do and I soon got bored. It was a pretty sad state of affairs when my even my dreams bored me. That was usually what school was for.
Tyler was lying on the bed, off in his own little world I assumed. It was going to be up to me to reinitiate contact, if only I knew how. I supposed I could just say I forgave him or something, but it seemed such an unnatural thing to say to my brother. I needed a less direct approach.



"You know, in some ways, it really wasn't all bad," I said. Tyler looked at me warily. "I mean, that back rub was pretty nice."
"You always did like those," he said.
"Mm-hm. And really, like, everything else wasn't a big deal, right?"
"Could have been a lot worse," he agreed. "Does this mean you're not mad at me?"
"Something like that. Less mad anyway." I approached him and sat down cross-legged on a corner of the bed that wasn't too close to where he lay. "Mostly I'm bored."
"Ah, of course."
"Seriously, you wanna just forget about it? Pretend it never happened?"
"Yeah maybe that's best." He sat up and stretched. "It'll be tricky though, your boobs felt amazing."
I glared at him out of principle, but I knew he was only teasing. Just trying to get a rise out of me.
"Damn straight they're amazing," I said, instead of getting angry again. I thrust my chest out a little more. "You're lucky I let you touch them at all."
He shook his head and looked away. "Careful, you'll tempt me into doing something stupid again."
"What makes you think I'd let you?"
For a moment I almost thought Tyler was going to try something, just to prove he could. I was oddly disappointed when he didn't.
"I told you already, I am legitimately stronger than you," he said. "You know that as well as I do."
"Maybe you are, but I'm totally smarter and more agile, so suck it."
Now I was baiting him, pure and simple. Not for the first time I wondered what the hell was wrong with me.
"I'm not playing this game with you," he said. "It's not going to end well."
"Chicken."
"Cut it out." He held up a menacing finger, which only encouraged me.
"Bawk bawk. What ya gonna do, chiiiicken."
Tyler lunged at me, which I had fully been anticipating and was therefore one step ahead of him. I was already off the bed and dancing away before he came anywhere near me.
"Cut it out!" he repeated.
"Or what? You gonna whine some more?"
I dodged his next attempt to grab me and stuck my tongue out while continuing to dance away. He'd probably succeed in taking me down at some point, but until then I had every intention of taunting him mercilessly. I knew it was stupid, and I knew my reasons for getting him to chase me were stupider still, but I couldn't help myself.
Tyler soon calmed down enough to realize he needed to play smarter, years of living with me had taught him a few things, even if he still hadn't learned all my tricks. Instead of wild lunges, he switched to stalking me around the room and waiting for an opening. It caused me to gradually let my guard down since he wasn't coming after me with as much intensity.
I saw it coming too late when he reached out and grabbed my wrist. I managed to twist away from him and start to get away, but his other arm went around my waist and tugged me entirely the wrong way, causing me to fall. The floor came up at my face far too quickly for my liking.
Then I woke up. I was breathing heavily, almost like I had actually just been running around instead of sleeping safely in my bed. I swore under my breath and rolled over onto my other side, trying to go right back to sleep but knowing it wouldn't happen.
Much as I didn't want to admit it, I'd been hoping Tyler would tackle me to the floor and pin me down again. He might have done it too, if I hadn't been jolted awake. Fucking dreams were messing with me more and more all the time.
****
It seemed every time Tyler and I saw each other the next day we couldn't help sharing a secret look and a small, hesitant smile. It reassured me that things were going to be okay, weird as the situation might be. There was some kind of sexual tension there, which was fucked up, but he was still my one and only brother. It would take a much, much bigger problem to ever ruin our relationship.
Probably it would have helped if either of us had someone in our lives. A boyfriend, or girlfriend in my brother's case, to keep us occupied might have prevented our minds from seeking each other out. It was hard to say though, because I had no idea what exactly was happening to us. Some kind of twin powers activating maybe, if only that wasn't too 'Saturday morning cartoon' for the real world.
I tried looking it up online at one point just to see if maybe there was some plausible explanation, but nothing came of that. I didn't even know where to start, other than typing in things like 'shared dreams' and hoping for the best.
I found myself actually excited for bedtime that night, partly because by unspoken agreement Tyler and I wouldn't talk about our dream world while we were awake. Also, I was coming to realize that I might be an even bigger perv than what I accused my brother of being.
****
"I seriously think we might have some kind of twin-powers," I said.
"And I'm pretty sure those aren't a real thing," Tyler said.
"Then how do you want to explain this?"
He sighed and threw an arm over his face, as if to block me out. He was lying on his back on the dream-bed while I sat nearby, hugging a pillow to my chest.
"Gremlins?" he said eventually.
"Gremlins. Right. 'Cause that's so much more sensible than my idea."
"I don't know, alright? But there's gotta be some kind of reasonable explanation."
"Twin-powers," I insisted.
"Whatever makes you happy in that little head of yours."
I swung my pillow at him, and I would have caught him full in the face had his arm not blocked most of it.
"Hey, easy there!" he said. "You know stuff like that just makes us wake up."
"Yeah, but you deserved it. You were being patronizing."
"Sorry." Tyler rolled over and folded his arms under his chin. He looked at me thoughtfully. "You know, whatever's really going on, it's really not such a bad thing. I never thought about it until recently, but we sort of haven't been spending as much time together the past couple years as we used to."
"Wow. I so did not see that coming. Are you gonna get all emotional on me now?"
"No, just... you don't feel that way at all?"
I bit my lip and pretended to think hard. "I guess maybe you're not the worst person in the world to hang out with."
"Gee, thanks."
"Kidding. You're right, it's not so bad spending time with you. Even if you're a massive perv."
"Liking boobs is normal, it doesn't make me a perv."
"It does when they're your sister's boobs. Perv."
Egging him on was just such an instinctual thing for me, I probably would have done it even if I wasn't trying to lure him toward me.
"You know what, say it again," he said. "Say it one more time, I dare you."
I smirked and leaned forward, exaggerating my lip movements as I spoke. "You're a huge perv."
He crawled toward me, slowly and deliberately, and I made no attempt at escape. He stopped right in front of me for a second, then pushed me back so I was lying flat. I still had my pillow, and I clutched it tighter to me in an attempt to hide any visible signs of nervousness.
"Fine, I'm a perv," Tyler said. "But I can't help noticing that you don't actually seem to mind all that much."
He pulled the pillow away from me and tossed it aside. I reached for it, but he put a hand on my shoulder to hold me down. I hoped the changes in my breathing and the flushing I felt in my face weren't as apparent to him as they felt to me.
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.
"I think you know what it means."
His free hand moved toward my chest, and I pushed it away. He smiled enigmatically and made the same move again, this time faster so I didn't have time to stop him.
I had to bite my lip as his palm covered my breast, perhaps more forcefully then he meant to. The sensation of being held down and being groped by my brother was doing funny things to my head.
"See, like, you're making a face right now that I could swear means you're enjoying this," he said softly. "But that doesn't make sense, because I'm the perv, not you, right?"
"We can both be," I said in an equally quiet voice.
Tyler looked a little surprised at my indirect admission. I knew he wouldn't have been expecting to get it quite so easily. It was kind of amusing how he faltered once he didn't have anything to prove anymore.
"Oh, um, okay," he said. He let me go and sat up, allowing me my freedom. I stayed where I was. "So... I guess I was right when I suspected you were pushing my buttons on purpose."
"It's kinda my thing. You're really easy to manipulate most of the time."
"Shut up. It's just 'cause you've been doing it your whole life. You've had a lot of practice with me."
"Well I kind of had to learn, because you're right, physically speaking you can pretty much do whatever you want with me."
My words came out with more of a sexual overtone than I meant them to, and I could tell Tyler had heard it too.
"Do you... do you actually like that?" he asked. "Like when I--"
"I don't know," I interrupted. "Maybe. There's been a lot of stuff for me to sort out. Don't take this the wrong way, but it's kinda good and kinda bad at the same time that you're my brother, if you know what I mean."
"Don't worry, I know what you mean. I have similar feelings on the subject. There are things I've been thinking about, and things I've already done for that matter, that shouldn't involve my sister."
"Well at least we can trust each other, right? Even if this is sketchy as fuck, no one else is ever gonna know. How could they, it's all in our heads."
Tyler chuckled. "Yeah, that's true. It does help that this isn't really real. Mostly."
There was an awkward silence after that, in which the only sounds were from my brother shifting to a more comfortable position. I had to grab his wrist to keep him from moving too far away from me. He'd gone all self-conscious on me, and I knew that unless I did something he wasn't going to be touching me any more until he relaxed some.
"It's okay to, like, do stuff," I said. "If you want to."
He was still hesitant to try anything, that was pretty obvious, but at least he scooted back closer so there were only a few inches between us. His gaze flicked back and forth between my chest and elsewhere, presumably in order to not get caught staring. It wasn't nearly as effective a tactic as he was probably hoping.
"You know, this is somehow more awkward now that you've given me permission," he said.
"Would it help if I revoked your permission?"
"It might. Probably not though."
"Ty, just touch them."
It was a blunt approach, sure, but it worked. Tyler looked at me just to make sure I was serious, then reached out and let his hand settle on one of my breasts. It wasn't all that exciting for me in some ways, mainly because I'd almost had to make him do it, but at least he seemed happy. I'd get more of a payoff out of it eventually anyway, I was sure of that.
For a while I just let him squeeze and caress my boobs. For some reason it got more enjoyable the longer he went, probably due to me getting increasingly horny over time. It made me more sensitive to his touch. A couple times I caught myself contemplating slipping a hand down inside my panties, but I discarded the idea. I wasn't brazen enough to try that out just yet.
****
I wasn't sure what exactly triggered it, but at some point I simply found myself awake and in my own bed, in my own room. It was earlier than I normally woke up, but not so early as to be completely ridiculous, particularly considering I'd been asleep before my usual time the night before.
I could practically still feel my brother's hand on my breasts, almost like he was in the room with me. He wasn't though, and I was alone with my residual horniness. Since I didn't have to get up for a while, and I was alone, there was no reason not to take care of myself this time.
My panties were in the way, and I removed them altogether before tending to my needy pussy. I was at just the right state of turned on not to be in too much of a hurry, while still craving my eventual release. It was perfect for allowing me to build up slowly while I fantasized about what I'd do, or what I'd let my brother do, when we were together the next night. I was becoming lost to this new, socially unacceptable game of ours.
After fingering myself to completion, I eventually made my way downstairs for breakfast. Tyler wasn't there, which was okay at first, until I was halfway through eating and he still hadn't shown up. In fact, he didn't show up at all, and that worried me. I'd known what we were doing had the potential to make things uncomfortable between us, yet I hadn't really believed it. Now I couldn't help wondering if I should have given it more thought.
Later on in the day, in the early evening, I found him watching a movie in the living room, the first time all day that I'd seen him. That wasn't too abnormal actually, but I had been overanalyzing things all day and I'd begun to worry that he'd been avoiding me. I approached cautiously, but he said nothing when I took a seat on the free end of the couch. He did smile, which I took as a good sign.
"Hey, how come you weren't at breakfast?" I asked after a moment. That had been the only time I'd really expected to see him, but I could question him about the rest of his day should it seem necessary.
"Oh, that," he said. "I was busy."
"Busy? What could possibly have been important enough to keep you from breakfast? You love breakfast."
He looked a little sheepish, and delayed his response until I prodded at him with my finger.
"Okay, fine," he said. "If you must know, I woke up pretty early and I was kinda horny thanks to you. So I jerked off."
"For what, like two hours straight?"
"No. I went back to sleep after. Then I woke up again and...."
"Oh my god, you jerked off again?"
He nodded silently and I giggled at his embarrassment.
"Shut up," he said. "It's your fault anyway."
"Oh really? So you think I shouldn't let you touch these anymore?" I said, pointing to my breasts.
"That's not what I'm saying. Although, you know, there are lots of people who would say that."
I shrugged. "So what? Whatever happens in our heads is nobody's business but ours."
"I know, I'm just saying we have to be careful to, like, not let anything show when we're around other people. That's all."
"I'll try my very best not to let you grope me in public."
"That's not... you aren't taking this seriously, are you?"
"Seriously enough," I said. "I'm well aware how badly it could go if certain people out there knew what we got off on. But I also know no one has ever learned about any of my other fantasies, so I think we're good."
"Yeah, I just... yeah. You're right."
"Damn skippy I am."
I got up to leave, but couldn't resist doing so in a way that brushed my breasts against Tyler's arm as I stood. He knew I'd done it on purpose, but didn't do anything other than glare at me. It was way too much fun teasing him sometimes.
****
"I have to admit something to you," I said.
"Oh yeah? Like what?" Tyler asked.
He already had both hands under my shirt, having apparently gotten over his hesitance from the night before. I was seriously tempted just to take it off since it was only getting in the way. That and my bra.
"Yesterday morning, when I woke up, I masturbated too," I said.
"And you were making fun of me? God, you are like the biggest hypocrite."
"Yeah, but I'm cute. Anyway, I'm just kind of thinking that maybe we're waking up all turned on and shit because of how worked up we get while we're asleep."
"Makes sense. That's what I assumed."
"Uh huh, but what would happen if we, like, took care of that before we woke up?"
Tyler paused, his hands temporarily motionless on my skin and a thoughtful look on his face.
"I don't know," he said. "But if that did work, I'd just end up with a big mess in the real world."
"I guess you would, wouldn't you. Lucky for me I wouldn't have that problem." I yelped as he pinched one of my nipples a little too hard, on purpose of course, and stuck my tongue out at him. At least my bra had prevented some of the potential pain. "No need for that just because life's a little unfair."
"Well you don't have to rub it in."
"Sure I do. That's what siblings are for, isn't it?"
"Yeah, I guess it is. Among other things evidently," he said, glancing meaningfully at the area of my chest his hands were currently occupying.
I giggled softly. "It's nice finally having a use for me, isn't it?"
On impulse I reached for the back of his neck and pulled him toward me. He looked confused right up until the moment I kissed him. It was only a short, simple kiss, barely on the wrong side of innocent, but I could tell it had freaked him out a little.
"Why the hell would you do that?" he demanded, though his indignation was undermined somewhat by his failure to stop feeling me up as he waited for an answer.
"Because I felt like it," I said. I brushed my hand delicately along his cheek and up the side of his head. "Because we can do whatever we want. Almost. It's all a dream, there's no rules."
Tyler stared at me, then moved deliberately, grabbing the bottom of my shirt in both hands. In one astonishingly smooth motion he ripped the garment apart most of the way up to the collar, baring a large section of my front. Without pausing, he forcibly pushed me onto my side and wrestled with the clasp of my bra for a second or two before tearing it away and discarding it.
I didn't know if he was attempting to make some sort of point, but as I rolled onto my back and looked up at him, all I felt was a new and intense arousal. He could see my naked breasts, my tattered shirt wouldn't do much to prevent that anymore, and I didn't even care. Whatever victory speech he'd had in mind died in his throat.
"That was fucking hot," I said.
"Um, that wasn't really--"
"Oh don't you even dare go all wussy on me now."
Once again I pulled Tyler toward me, this time down to my breasts where I held him until he got over his annoying hesitation. He'd started out so strong and he just needed a little help to keep going. I was pretty sure I could manage that.
Sure enough, it didn't take him long to start nuzzling at my breasts, then suck one of my nipples between his lips. I released him as he got down to the job properly, licking and sucking and nibbling eagerly at my sensitive flesh. If I could just get him to take that kind of initiative more often....
Well, not too often of course. What we were doing had to stay out of the real world, but he knew that as well as I did, if not better.
Every now and then I felt what was almost certainly Tyler's cock bump against my leg. He had to be fully hard, or very close to it, and it was so tempting to toy with him even more than I already was. I restrained myself though, and slipped a hand down toward my waist instead. With my brother doing such a good job on my boobs, my pussy was even more adamant about getting some attention than before.
My fingers wiggled under my panties with practiced ease, then continued down even farther. My pussy was far wetter than it had any right to be before it had even been touched, and it made me feel even dirtier knowing it was my own brother causing that sort of arousal in me. At least I knew he felt the same way about me.
"What are you doing?" Tyler asked, taking a short break from his task.
"Masturbating," I replied bluntly.
He groaned and his cock hit my leg again, more purposefully this time like he was trying to temporarily satiate his desires. I was pretty sure it wouldn't do him that much good.
"You can do it too, if you want," I said.
"I don't know...."
"Suit yourself."
I made a point of sighing happily and generally emoting more than I normally did while fingering myself, just to make sure he got the point. He tried to ignore it, but there was no way he could. He was just as turned on as I was, and that meant he needed to get off just as much as I did.



"You're kind of driving me crazy, you know that?" he said in a low voice.
"Mm-hm, that's the idea."
"I just... I'm kind of uncomfortable jerking off in front of you."
"Aw, poor baby. Where's all that confidence you had when you were tearing up my clothes? It's so much sexier."
He gave me a dirty look, then grabbed me and rolled me over so I was on my stomach. I could have stopped him, he didn't have nearly enough leverage to move me if I didn't want to be moved, but I went along with it. I had to prop my butt up a little to keep my fingers working and I was sure he didn't mind the view that gave him.
"You're a really bad influence on me," Tyler muttered.
I was about to protest, more as an automatic response than anything, until I realized he wasn't done. I squealed in surprise as, in a similar fashion to my shirt and bra, my bottoms started to come off too. There wasn't any ripping this time, though I was almost dragged onto the floor as my brother aggressively stripped me from the waist down. I'd never been so turned on in my entire life.
"Oh fuck," I moaned.
My fingers blurred over my clit and I stuck my butt wantonly up in the air to give myself better access. I could practically feel Tyler's gaze sweeping over my most private areas and I didn't feel the slightest hint of embarrassment, only horniness. I was tempted to tell him to touch me, to do whatever he wanted to me, to use me to get himself off, but I was too far gone to have the chance.
Faster than I expected, and without nearly enough warning, my orgasm hit me and tore through my body like a hurricane. I thrashed around on the bed, oblivious to anything other than the pleasure, for what could have been hours, or seconds, or, more likely, something in between.
Tyler was watching me slack-jawed when I came down far enough to be aware of him again. He had his cock out at last and was stroking it. Apparently I'd given him enough of a show to help him get over his stubborn reluctance.
"You're a weird girl," he said.
"Why, just 'cause I get off so easily on you doing stuff to me?" I asked.
"Yeah, kind of. I am your brother you know."
"That's part of what makes it so hot. Don't even pretend like my butt's not hotter when you know you definitely, unquestionably shouldn't be looking at it."
Tyler blushed, but didn't stop masturbating. Despite how hard I'd just cum, watching him was getting me worked up all over again. That and the fact that I was very nearly naked in front of him.
I slowly ran my fingers over my pussy, lacking most of the urgency I'd felt before my recent orgasm. My brother's tempo increased as his eyes followed my every move, and I wasn't even sure he was aware of it. I wondered how close he was, how long it would be before he came, and, most importantly, where he was going to cum. Just contemplating the last one made me shiver in anticipation.
Before too long his eyes closed and he tilted his head back, giving me only seconds of warning before he came. As if in slow motion I watched his cum shoot from the tip of his cock in an arc directly toward my stomach.
The very instant it would have landed I jolted awake in my own bed, temporarily confused and extremely disappointed once I figured out where I was. I could practically feel my brother's cum on my tummy, and I ran a finger over the imaginary mess that had never actually hit my skin. I so wished these dreams we'd been having weren't so damn sensitive.
Frustrated as I was at the lack of anticipated pay off, I realized I was still desperately horny. My pussy juices had quite literally been running down my thighs in my sleep, and I had no idea whatsoever if the orgasm I'd had while dreaming had translated to the real world. Either way I needed to get off again and I set about taking care of it. It helped to imagine Tyler probably doing the same thing in his room.
****
I couldn't seem to stop myself from thinking about my brother the next day. Anything from wondering what he was up to all the way up to daydreaming about him jerking off was fair game, and I accidentally got myself turned on far too many times. I knew we couldn't change our daytime relationship too much, not without potentially fucking things up pretty badly, but I kind of just wanted to hang out with him. I also wanted to do dirty things, but I would have been happy just being around him. Probably.
It was a relief to me when supper time arrived and we were 'stuck' together at the table. Mom was there too of course, but it was good anyway. Tyler couldn't quite seem to meet my eyes without flushing noticeably, and I delighted in the reactions I caused in him. Granted, part of that was simply my sisterly instincts shining through, and my love for causing him minor discomforts.
Tyler had to fend off mom a couple times over the course of the meal, assuring her that he was feeling okay and that nothing was bothering him. She didn't appear convinced, and I was sure she knew something was off, but she didn't press it. She'd been living with us long enough to know when she wasn't going to get an answer out of one of us.
Afterward my brother clearly just wanted to get the hell out of there and to the safety of his room, but I cut him off before he could get away. I made sure to stay within mom's hearing range while I asked him if he wanted to watch a movie, making it harder for him to say no. The last thing he'd want to do is protest too much and have to explain to mom why he was so against hanging out with me.
"What are you up to?" he whispered as I escorted him into the living room.
"What makes you think I'm up to anything?" I countered. "Maybe I just want to get some quality sibling time in."
"Yeah, sure you do."
We settled in on the couch together, though not too close since mom dropped in occasionally while she was puttering around. After a while Tyler had visibly relaxed when he decided I really wasn't going to try anything too overt. I had curled up with my legs next to him, and at some point he let his hand rest on my ankle. It was all perfectly innocent as touching went, but it made me crave more.
When the first movie was over I put in another one, with no objections from my brother. As panicked as he might get at times, I was pretty sure he didn't really mind spending time with me. He was just worried that it would turn into something more dangerous. He was probably justified in worrying about that possibility.
When I sat back down I made sure I was closer to Tyler, not quite cuddling or anything, but not leaving much space between our bodies either. Mom hadn't popped in for a while and it was fairly likely she'd be off to bed in the relatively near future anyway.
"I need to ask you something," I said in a low voice, just in case.
Tyler glanced at me, then turned back to the tv. "Okay."
"When you woke up this morning, did you make a mess? You know, from jerking off."
"No. Just woke up horny as hell. Which was confusing after having just 'finished.'"
"I bet. That's pretty much how I've been waking up too. Kind of annoying really."
He shrugged. "Not much we can do about it."
I nodded and let the subject drop. After a while I leaned closer to my brother and snuggled up to him. He seemed fine with that, and eventually even wrapped his arm around my shoulders. Despite it being kind of early for us, that was how we fell asleep.
****
The first thing I noticed about the dream that night was how much more real it seemed. It was like how I had dreams sometimes that felt completely real at the time, but when I woke up it was obvious I was in the real world. This time, even though I knew I was dreaming, it had something very close to that real world feel. I couldn't figure out how to explain the sensation any better, even to myself.
"Does anything seem a little off to you?" I asked Tyler.
"Yeah. Yeah it kinda does."
He was surveying the room like it was the first time he'd been there, with a bemused look on his face that probably matched mine. I walked over to him and gently put a hand on his shoulder. Somehow he even felt more like the real him than normal.
"Weird," I said.
"Mm-hm. You think it's 'cause we're sleeping closer to each other than usual or something?"
"Who knows. We barely understand what's going on at the best of times."
"True."
"So anyway," I said, clasping my fingers behind my back and giving him my best 'innocent' face, "what are you planning on doing to me this time?"
He chuckled and turned toward the bed. "What makes you think I have anything planned? You're always the one getting me started."
"But I like it when you take over. You're so sexy and controlling when you want to be. Like when you ripped most of my clothes off last time."
"That was only because you were being, well, you. I don't normally do that sort of thing."
I stepped right up next to him and whispered in his ear. "Well you can do whatever you want to me."
I was pleased to see his eyes close for a moment and his whole body shiver in anticipated pleasure. Pretty much the same reaction I'd have had if he'd whispered something hot in my ear. I still had to work on that.
"You shouldn't say that," he said. "I might take you up on it one of these days."
"It's an open offer."
"You're bad, you know that?"
"Yep, and I know that you are too."
I rubbed up against Tyler, making sure he could feel my breasts pressing against him. It was very tempting to try what he'd done to me and just start pulling his clothes off, except of course that I didn't have the same strength he did. It wouldn't have nearly the same effect if he had to help me the whole way.
He tried to ignore me, but never stood a chance. I was too persistent for that. I moved my hand to his upper thigh and slowly slipped it toward his cock, knowing I'd find it at least partly hard. Before I got there he stopped me and turned so we were face to face. He looked into my eyes for a second, then leaned in and kissed me.
Whether it was a result of the increased sensitivity we shared during this particular dream, or just the intensity with which he embraced me, it was a completely different experience from when I'd kissed him the first time. There was something very primal, very urgent, about it. More than just an impulse brought on by lust. It was quite possibly the most amazing kiss I'd ever had.
I melted in to him, grinding against his crotch and grinning as his erection hardened in response. He held me close and buried his face in my neck, unable to break away from me.
"This is so wrong," he said. "In so many ways."
"I know," I said.
All of a sudden I was being pushed backward, half-lifted by my brother while I tried to keep my feet under me. My shirt was pulled roughly over my head, getting caught in my hair for a second before it was free. He pushed me again and I fell onto the bed.
Tyler stood over me, eyes fixed on my bra, and I waited for him to remove it too. If he wanted to strip me again, I was more than okay with that. Instead he started taking off his own pants, leaving his cock covered only by his boxers. It was making a very tempting tent in the material.
I sat up and reached for his waistband, and as I did he pulled me off the bed entirely onto my knees on the floor. I still managed to pull his boxers down enough to free his nearly-full erection, which was now almost right in front of my mouth, before he finished the job and stepped out of them. A look up at him confirmed that he was thinking the same thing I was.
His hand went to the back of my head, gently urging me toward him. I hesitated a little purely so he'd have to guide me in, but as soon as my lips touched the tip of his cock I couldn't hold back any longer. My hand encircled his shaft while my lips parted and accepted him in, and I heard a very satisfied groan from my brother as I began giving him a blowjob.
Everything, absolutely everything, about the whole situation felt perfectly real. Tyler's cock felt exactly like the real thing, I assumed, and it was so easy to pretend it actually was. Little electric thrills ran through my body every time I thought about what I was doing and how wrong it was. My pussy was soon begging for attention and I shoved my free hand down the front of my pants to caress it, assuring it that it wouldn't be ignored.
"That feels so good," Tyler breathed. "So...."
"Real?" I said, taking a brief pause from my task. "Like you're actually getting sucked off by your sister?"
He nodded. "Yeah, exactly like that."
He pushed on the back of my head again, forcing me to let his cock back in my mouth. I happily bobbed up and down on it, loving every time I got a vocal response from him. Occasionally I'd stop moving just for a second or two just so he'd have to make me keep going. It didn't take long for him to catch on.
"Why is it you always seem to want me to force you?" he asked. "Because I know for a fact you don't really want to stop."
I was going to answer him, but it turned out he wasn't really interested. He'd been standing relatively still up until that moment, but then his hips started moving while he held my head to make sure I couldn't back off too much. I very nearly came when I realized I was essentially getting face-fucked by my brother.
My eyes locked on his as he thrust his cock in and out of my mouth, and I tried to silently communicate that I didn't want him to stop. I was furiously rubbing my pussy, while attempting to simultaneously struggle out of my pants at least enough to get them out of the way. I was getting so, so close.
Then, far too abruptly in my opinion, Tyler simply stopped and pulled out, his cock still hard and now slick with my saliva. I pouted up at him, figuring it must just be some cruel joke.
"I was getting too close to finishing," he explained. "And as far as I can tell that might just wake us up again."
"But I was almost there too," I whined. "Why couldn't you have just kept going?"
He shook his head and gave me a look that was right on the verge of being condescending.
"You got it bad, don't you?"
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means, dear sister, that you need to learn some patience."
He helped me stand, then had me lie on the bed. I was so desperately horny that I could have just grabbed him and forced him to fuck, or I could have tried at least. I just wanted to cum, that wasn't too much to ask, was it?
I wiggled in frustration under Tyler's touch while he finished removing the rest of my clothing, taking every opportunity to touch both myself and him. If I could have just focused I probably could have finished off with my fingers, but it had just been such a loss of stimulation not to have his cock shoved in my mouth anymore. I either needed him to help me, or get lost, and he was obliging with neither.
"Patience," he repeated.
He knelt with his knees on either side of my body, straddling my waist, and leaned down to kiss me. It wasn't quite as intense as before, but still enough to cut through my horniness and let something else into my brain, if only briefly. I tugged at his shirt while he was within reach and pulled it up as far as it would go, then let him take it off leaving us both naked.
Naked with my brother. It was so very, very naughty, but I loved it. I just wished I could get some release, enough to clear my head so that I could fully appreciate everything that was going on.
"I neeeed it," I told him, well aware I was whining again.
Tyler smiled and gave me another quick kiss.
"I'll take care of it," he said. "Just calm down."
"Can't calm down when I'm all excited like this, and you're being so mean."
"If I was that mean, I probably wouldn't do this."
He slowly backed down my body, occasionally pausing to kiss my neck, or my breasts, or my tummy, but eventually his mouth was where I really wanted it to be; right over my long-suffering pussy. Even his breath on it was delicious torture, and it seemed to take him forever to actually do anything.
I made some kind of weird, surprised squeak when he finally stuck his tongue out and licked me, and I had to clamp my hands over my mouth to keep from making any more embarrassing noises. Having my brother eat me out might have been even better than the blowjob I'd given him, despite how much more gentle and restrained he was about it.
Not that it mattered much, because I had been way too turned on for way too long and I was ready to explode. He got a total of maybe two minutes of working on me before I came all over his tongue. Waves of pleasure coursed through me, emanating from my pussy and traveling the length of my body to each of my extremities.
I was absolutely consumed by my orgasm, yet at the very fringe of my awareness I realized something wasn't right. Everything faded out until I was briefly in pure blackness, and for a moment I worried that something was actually wrong. Then things were merely dark instead of fully black, and I found myself back in our house, on the couch with Tyler where we'd fallen asleep.
He was looking at me, having most likely woken up at the same time I had, though he seemed a little more alert. Strangely, I didn't feel the carried-over horniness previous dream sessions had left me, only the pleasant afterglow of an amazing orgasm. My brother hadn't gotten off so lucky. He was still hard as a rock, I could make that out in even in the dimly lit room.
"That was awesome," I whispered.
"Told you," he said. "Patience."
"More fun my way." I leaned over and kissed him gently on the cheek. "Do you want, like, help with that?" I asked, nodding toward his hard-on. "Or are you just gonna take care of it."
He thought about it. "Probably best if I do it. It'd actually be real now if, you know, you were to touch me."
"Wouldn't make that much difference though, that last one felt pretty damn real."
"We can't--"
"I know, I know. You're right. Just doesn't seem fair is all, after what you did for me."
"Trust me, you did plenty for me too."
He stood up, his cock doing it's best to poke its way out through the front of his pants, and walked awkwardly toward his room.
"We'll talk tomorrow," he said.
I watched him go and tried to work up the energy to head to bed myself.
"Good night," I called softly, even though he was out of hearing range.
I sighed and stood up. There were so many different emotions running through me, I probably just needed to get some proper sleep. There was a chance it would help.
****
The next few days completely sucked for me. It turned out that Tyler had some kind of plans for the weekend, and he'd be gone until late Sunday. In some ways I wanted to be angry at him for not staying, but that was unfair. If anything, it was probably good that he had normal things going on in his life.
I tried to distract myself by hanging out with friends and looking up porn with guys that looked a little bit like my brother, but it didn't really help. I couldn't stop thinking about him, and not even necessarily in a sexual way. In hindsight the search for a porn doppelganger had probably been a mistake.
My biggest problem was that I was developing feelings I didn't particularly want. I missed Tyler when he wasn't around, and three straight days of it was absolute torture. I texted him a few different times, but he never answered fast enough for us to have a proper conversation and I just ended up in worse shape that before. It was one of those irrational things where waiting too long for a reply meant the person on the other end didn't care that much, even when I knew that wasn't the case in this instance.
I was in such a pathetic state by Saturday night that I actually snuck into his room and slept in his bed, all huddled up in his blankets and wearing one of his shirts. It was a sad, sad state of affairs. It was even worse because I'd just gotten used to looking forward to my dreams, and now they were back to the plain old nonsense they'd always been. Apparently proximity had more of an impact than we'd realized.



Sunday was a little better because at least I had his return to look forward to, but that only lasted so long. When he hadn't come back by mid-afternoon I more or less gave up, and by the evening I was sure he wasn't going to be back at all. I went to bed feeling very alone.
****
It took me a long time to get to sleep that night. I couldn't get comfortable, and, more problematically, I couldn't get my mind to shut down. It might well have been hours before I finally managed it, though it was impossible to know for sure because, of course, once I fell asleep there was no clock for me to check.
Strangely, once I did drift off, I found myself in the dream room. I didn't get it at first since I'd never been there without Tyler, but it didn't take me long to realize he actually was there, looking somewhat amused at my confusion.
"Where'd you come from?" I asked.
"Same place as always," he said.
"You know what I mean. You haven't been here the past two nights, and you still wer--"
"I got back late," he interrupted. "But I'm here. Or... there. Or something. I'm back anyway."
I ran to him and threw myself into his arms, kissing him fiercely. He hugged me tight and kissed me back, and for a long moment that was all that mattered to me.
"I missed you," I said. "Way, way too much."
"Me too. Kinda wish I'd just stayed home."
"Well at least you won't make that mistake again, right?"
I dragged him over to the bed and we fell on it together. I climbed on top of him, running my hands all over his chest and shoulders, my lips never leaving his for more than a few seconds at a time. Even though I liked him being the aggressive one, this time I was in the mood to take control instead.
His shirt was in the way, so I pulled it off, almost strangling him in the process before he tilted his head to let it slide past. I sank my head down to his bare chest and trailed quick kisses across it while he ran his fingers through my hair. I needed him so badly, and we'd only been apart three days. By the pressure of his growing erection against my leg, I guessed that he had similar feelings. Or maybe he just liked being pounced on.
"You're going kind of crazy," he said.
"So?"
"I'm ju--"
I silenced him by pressing my mouth firmly against his, while simultaneously grinding hard on his crotch. He groaned as I sat up, and I looked straight at him while I pulled my shirt off, then my bra. His gaze was blatantly on my naked breasts, and it made me even hornier to see the look of pure lust in his eyes. He wanted me just as bad as I wanted him.
Tyler reached up to grab my breasts and I let him maul them as much as he wanted. He seemed to want me to bend back down to let him reach me more easily, but I had other plans.
After letting him play with my boobs for a minute of two, I swiveled around to face away from him. I undid the front of his pants and worked his cock free while he ran his hands over my legs and ass. I so wanted to finish getting us both naked, but there was something more tempting right in front of me I had to deal with first.
His cock was so hard and inviting, and it twitched a little as I curled my fingers around it. I stroked it a couple times, then held it steady so I could take the tip in my mouth. I bobbed my head, taking more and more of it inside each time until I was about halfway down the length of his shaft.
"Feels so good when you do that," he murmured.
I smiled with my mouth full and continued the blowjob. I liked making him feel good maybe even more than I liked the naughtiness of sucking on my brother's cock.
Tyler had his hands roaming everywhere over my legs and butt, but I still had too many clothes in the way for him to touch me where I really wanted it.
"You gonna take my pants off or what?" I said.
"Can't. Not unless you straighten out your legs or something."
I sighed theatrically and rolled off of him. As soon as I was on my back he started working on my pants, and I took the opportunity to finish getting his off as well. There was a lot of fumbling and over-excitedness getting in the way, but we soon managed to strip each other completely.
"I need you," I said. "Right now."
"Okay," he said, grinning widely.
He tried to move between my legs, as if to lick my pussy, but that wasn't what I wanted. I squeezed my knees together and kept him out.
"No, I neeeed you," I said.
The look on his face was almost comical as it dawned on him what I meant.
"Oh, like--"
"Yep."
I tackled him backward and straddled his waist once again, this time with nothing between us. I was more than wet enough I could easily have just started sinking onto him, but he held me back.
"Are you sure, because--"
"I'm sure."
"No, listen. This is a bigger deal than everything else."
"I know, and I want it," I said, looking him dead in the eye. "I need it. I need you. And I've never needed anyone this much ever before in my life."
Tyler was naked and horny, and whatever objections he could possibly have had were nothing compared to my body against his and the sexiest pout I could put on my face. I understood that actually having sex was a big deal, and that, realistically, it was probably something that should be talked about first. However, I didn't have the patience for that.
"Such a bad influence on me," he whispered.
I squealed in delight as he rolled us both over so he was on top. His cock came to rest naturally against my pussy, and I tried to get him inside just by rolling my hips forward, but I had little success. At least it felt good.
Tyler waited until I settled down before he finally guided the tip of his cock toward me for real and, agonizingly slowly, pushed it inside. My body accepted him eagerly, and soon he was far enough in to begin thrusting back and forth without pulling all the way out on his back strokes.
"Harder," I said.
"I'm barely in you," he said. "Just let me--"
"Harder!" I insisted.
He shrugged and complied, all at once shoving nearly his entire length inside my pussy. He repeated the action again, and again until he bottomed out in me, and couldn't possibly give me any more. I knew he was still holding back though, at least in how much force he was using. I wanted him to fuck me like he meant it.
"You're still being gentle with me, aren't you?" I said.
"A little."
"Well don't. I can take it."
"I'm sure you can."
He backed all the way out of me until just the tip was inside and prepared to slam back in. In the brief seconds before he did, I imagined how good it was going to feel if I could get him to really fuck me hard without holding anything back. As he thrust back into me as hard as he could, instead of feeling that anticipated pleasure, I woke up.
****
I stared up at my dark ceiling for a moment before swearing under my breath and rolling onto my side. I should have known better, given that anything too intense had always woken us up before. I'd gotten too greedy, obviously, and now I was all horny and didn't even have a satisfying ending to remember while I got myself off.
Tyler would be in the same situation, more or less, and that made me feel a little better. In fact, I was very tempted to go to his room and maybe see if he was up for helping me out. It might be hard to convince him though, since anything we did would most definitely be for real, and we'd lose the main excuse we'd had up until now for everything sexual we'd done.
After a few minutes of trying to talk myself out of it, I went with my initial impulse and rolled out of bed. I was going to go pounce on Tyler and, hopefully, he wouldn't put up too much of a fight. The disappointment of having our first time end so suddenly was too much for me to put up with, and I fully intended to pick up where we'd left off. It was probably a stupid thing to do, but that wasn't going to stop me.
I decided on wearing a t-shirt that didn't quite come down far enough to cover my pussy in the front, or my butt in the back, and nothing else with it. If that didn't get his attention, I didn't know what would. After taking a moment to straighten out my hair a little I stepped out into the hallway and made the short walk to my brother's room.
He was awake, as I expected him to be, and he turned as I quietly entered and shut the door behind me. In the low light I didn't think he realized at first quite how uncovered my lower half was.
"Hey," he said. "Listen, we should--"
"Shh."
I padded over to his bed and climbed onto it on my hands and knees. By the way his expression changed I guessed he'd gotten a flash of my naughty bits.
"What are--"
"Shh!" I repeated more emphatically.
I put a finger to his lips, then thought better of it and lowered my head to kiss him. That had a higher probability of keeping him quiet, I thought, although I hadn't taken into account the chance that he might dodge.
"Wait," he said. "I know you're all turned on right now, and I am too, but this isn't a dream right now. We can't just do whatever we want."
"Why not?"
"Because... because what if you got pregnant or--"
"I'm on the pill, dummy. Have been for a while. I might actually get some use out of it now."
"I swear to god, if you don't stop interrupting me, I'll--"
"What, hold me down and do terrible things to me?" I asked hopefully.
"I'm serious. You know as well as I do there are so, so many reasons not to do this."
"So stop me."
I pulled back his covers and found that he was wearing only a pair of boxers. Better yet, he was at least partly hard under them already. I raised myself up on my knees, making sure he got a good look at my pussy peeking out from under my shirt, and moved to straddle him. He appeared to be having difficulty even forming a sentence.
"Please don't," he said. "I'm not going to be able to ever think of you as just my sister ever again. I'm already having trouble."
"That's okay," I said. "I want to be more than just your sister. Just like you're more than a brother to me now, and I don't really want that to go back to how it was."
His boxers slipped down past his erection easily enough, and grinding on it a little quickly brought it to full strength. I knew he couldn't resist me.
Tyler closed his eyes and appeared to accept what was about to happen. I leaned down again before going any further and kissed him. He had no chance to avoid me this time seeing as he didn't know it was coming until to late.
"You're not gonna hate me are you?" I asked softly.
"No. I'm going too far the other way, if anything."
"Good."
I positioned my pussy directly on top of his cock, then impaled myself on it. I made it almost halfway down his length in one long, smooth motion. It was completely real this time, my brother's cock was actually inside me and I loved it.
I started bouncing gently and gradually forced him farther and farther inside me. He was looking at me now, sometimes at my face and sometimes at where our lower halves joined. He still had some confusion and guilt about the whole thing no doubt, I had a little of it left too, but I was confident we'd get over that.
As I got more comfortable I slowly increased the pace of my rhythm, trying to make my movements as hard and fast as I could. Tyler was no help at all on that front, choosing instead to run his hands over my legs and ass, and occasionally up my tummy and under my shirt. I was kind of surprised he didn't simply remove it honestly.
Suddenly he pulled me down and kissed me firmly. His hips finally began to respond to my efforts and rocked back against me every time I slammed myself onto his cock. I growled happily into his mouth and did my best to stick my tongue down his throat.
This was more like what fucking my brother should feel like, I decided. It was so much better with him actively participating, and I felt so much more desired and needed.
When I felt him try to roll us over, I let him and I ended up underneath him. He looked at me with lust-filled eyes while I grinned back, and I had to rock my hips to remind him to keep moving his cock inside me. Just for the hell of it, I pulled my shirt off too and let him stare at my breasts.
"You," he said, "are incredibly hot."
"Mmm, thanks. Now fuck me."
He obliged, and slammed all the way into me, making me moan in pleasure. I had to keep my voice down as he pounded me since there was a chance mom might hear us, despite her room being far enough away that it mostly wasn't an issue.
Tyler bent his head down to my neck repeatedly, trailing kisses across my bare skin until he had to break for air. I tangled my fingers in his hair and whispered encouragement, guiding him where I most wanted to feel his lips.
Slowly, but inevitably, I felt my orgasm building. I urged Tyler to fuck me harder and buried my face in his shoulder as I approached the breaking point. When I came, I had to hold back from screaming out loud and fought to keep the noise down to a low whimper. My whole body felt it, the waves pleasure rippling outward from the point where my brother's cock continued to pound my pussy.
I involuntarily squeezed him harder while I came, both externally and internally. I could tell the difference it made as his strokes became shorter and more laboured, and his breathing became more and more ragged.
Within moments of me cumming, Tyler followed me, just barely pulling out before his cum shot out onto my skin. He made quite the mess of my tummy, which was soon covered in small puddles of his semen, though I didn't mind one bit. Except that I'd kind of been looking forward to feeling him cum inside me.
"I told you I was safe," I whispered.
"I know, but... this was safer."
He rolled onto his back and I shifted to my side facing him. I toyed idly with the cum that began dripping down onto his sheets, completely unconcerned with making any further mess. Eventually, when I felt like it, I cleaned myself off with my shirt before tossing it on the floor.
"Still don't hate me, right?"
He smiled at me. "No, no I don't. I really, really don't." His smile faded. "Actually, that's kind of the problem, in some ways."
"Doesn't seem like much of a problem."
"I think it counts as a problem when you start falling in love with your own sister," he said quietly. "Why do you think I didn't just, like, cancel my plans this weekend so I could stay with you? I needed to get some space and think, and it turns out it didn't even really help."
"Aw, that's kinda sweet," I said, only partly teasing.
"See, I knew you weren't going to take this seriously. I mean it, I have feelings for you that I shouldn't, and that you probably don't have, and I--"
"Idiot," I said without any real malice. "You know what I did all weekend? Waited for you to get home. It was absolutely pathetic. I have never ever missed you anywhere near that much, especially after only a couple days apart. You really want to tell me I don't have any of the feelings you do?"
"Um, I guess not. Sorry, it's just, you don't show that stuff sometimes, you know? It's hard to know what you're thinking."
"You could just ask."
"You're right, I could. I'm not always that clever."
I smiled and rolled onto my belly. I reached over and pulled his hand to my back in case he didn't take the hint, and he started rubbing without any further prompting. Perhaps I could have claimed it was only to remind him that some things were still the same, but it was far less selfless an act than that. It was more that I'd simply gotten the urge for a back rub.
"I think we're gonna be okay," I said. "Kind of fucked up, but okay."
"I hope so. I can't help worrying about, you know, everything."
His hand strayed lower at times than it used to, grabbing my butt several times, but mostly staying in relatively innocent territory. Between having just had my sexual needs temporarily taken care of, and the relaxing effects of my brother's gentle massage, I could almost have fallen asleep right there. I forced my eyes to stay open though, since I knew I still needed to assuage Tyler's few remaining doubts.
"Well don't," I said. "At least you don't need to worry about us, alright? If you need to worry about other stuff, like what other people might think, then fine. I can't stop you."
"That's... almost comforting. Sort of."
"I try."
I raised myself on my elbows and kissed him softly, more softly than any of our other kisses had been. It was kind of nice to do something like that when it wasn't being completely fueled by lust.
Somehow the kiss got dragged out by both of us far longer than I had intended. We both shifted so our bodies were facing each other, and I felt his cock start to get hard again where it pressed against my leg. I rubbed against it, encouraging it to stiffen back up while I snaked my arms around him to pull him even closer.
Maybe it was because I'd already been partially sated, but I didn't have any of the same urgency I was used to in similar situations. Tyler was naked, and so was I, and that was okay. His erection started poking me, and that was okay too. I didn't need to jump on his cock and ride him hard; it was enough to just let things happen the way they happened.
The gentle rocking of our hips and the natural design of our bodies guided him to me until his cock was pressed against my entrance. Slowly, so deliciously slowly, he penetrated me, not once having to put any real force into his movements.
For the first time in my life it was clear to me just how well designed humans were for sex, and that even if we weren't trying it would basically happen on its own. In the privacy of my own mind, I also liked to pretend that Tyler and I fit together even better than most people would because we were siblings. It was highly unlikely that there was any truth to that thought, but it made me feel all happy and sexy to think about so I decided reality could go fuck itself in this instance.
I nuzzled Tyler's neck as he filled me up down below, and left the occasional soft kiss when the whim took me. He gently caressed one of my breasts with his hands, while the other stayed more or less stationary on my lower back, just above my butt.
I could have stayed there for hours, days even, if the logistics involved didn't make it so improbable. I felt so warm and loved and aroused, and I knew there was a chance we'd never recreate a moment like it ever again. It was just about perfect.
Tyler finally rolled on top of me, his strokes getting longer as he did, though he was still relatively gentle. I'd been slowly building up to an orgasm for long enough that the increased stimulation hit me harder than it should have.
When I came, it almost wasn't what I typically thought of as an orgasm, but more a sudden increase in the pleasure I already felt. It was like floating in the ocean and being lifted by a small wave. The transition was smooth but powerful, and I clutched tightly to my brother as though I'd somehow fall if I didn't.
He kept fucking me in a steady rhythm the whole time, making it hard for my body to let me back down to relative normalcy. Despite the relative lack of effort I'd been putting in, I still found myself short of breath, and it was a struggle just to form the few words I needed to say.
"Cum inside me this time," I whispered in his ear.
He grunted, either in acknowledgement or refusal, I wasn't sure which. Whichever it was, he picked up his pace and I suspected he was getting close too. I liked to think the idea of cumming in his sister's pussy helped him along a little.
I ran my fingers through his hair and went back to placing soft kisses on his neck while I waited for him to finish. It was hard to tell exactly how close he was, but I was sure it wouldn't be long. It was barely perceptible, but he was gradually losing control of his actions and thrusting more frantically inside me.



All of a sudden he slammed his cock as deep inside my pussy as it would go, and a second later I felt myself being filled by something entirely different; something very liquid. I kissed him fiercely as he shot all of his cum inside me, and I refused to let him pull out until he was completely finished.
We didn't have to say anything after that, we just exchanged happy, sleepy smiles and cuddled up together. I never once seriously thought about going back to my own bed to sleep.
****
We never had our shared dream again after that night. Things were back to normal while we slept, at least as normal as dreams ever get.
Of course, there were other things that would most likely never go back to the way they were. Tyler and I very, very seldom slept alone anymore. It seemed so silly when we could sleep together instead. It was a bit of a risk that mom might have caught us eventually, even with how she usually respected our privacy, but we did it anyway.
We started talking about moving into our own place, almost a necessity if we were going to keep fucking each other the way we wanted. I liked imagining it, but it was always hard to discuss seriously when Tyler and I were together. We seemed to get distracted a lot. It would happen some day, that was the important thing, and until then there were plenty of things we could do to keep ourselves amused.
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I hadn't minded much when I realized I was more interested in girls than guys. I didn't personally know a lot of lesbians, but I did know there were plenty of them out there. There was never anything wrong with it in my mind.
What bothered me was realizing there was one girl in particular I liked hanging out with, or unobtrusively watching when I got the chance. One girl who I unintentionally compared all the others to, and who beat them every time. Of all the options out there, I had to go and get a crush on my big sister April.
It was understandable in some ways; we'd always gotten along well and April had a lot of attractive qualities, speaking from as unbiased a perspective as I could manage. She'd dabbled in a few activities growing up, mostly swimming and dancing. She had never been super-obsessed with maintaining a certain figure like a lot of the more serious dancers I'd known, so even though she was reasonably slim, she still had plenty of soft curves that I absolutely loved.
One of her best traits, in my opinion, was that she loved to cook. Not only because it meant I often got to eat whatever she made, which generally tasted awesome, but also because when she was really into it there was a beauty to the way she moved. I couldn't properly describe the difference from her normal movement, but it was always so obvious to me that she was enjoying herself.
The short version was that there were a lot of little things about her that made me like her better than any other girl I'd ever met. I knew she'd almost certainly never return my feelings, but that was just something I'd have to live with. At least, since I was her one and only little sister, I still had a special relationship with her that no one else would ever be able to match. That helped cheer me up sometimes when I was feeling frustrated with the situation.
April moved into her own place when I was eighteen. It upset me at first because, obviously, she wouldn't be around as much anymore, but it turned out to not be as bad as I thought. Her apartment was in walking distance from my school and I ended up making surprise visits on a semi-regular basis. She never seemed to mind, at least not too much. I could be kind of a pain in the butt sometimes, and we both knew it, but she'd had plenty of years with me to get used to it.
One particular day when I dropped by after school she had just started making cookies. That was some excellent timing as far as I was concerned, and I dropped my bag on the floor by her front door before wandering into her kitchen to watch. We barely even acknowledged each other as I hopped onto one of the available chairs and leaned forward with my elbows on her table. It was so common for me to just walk in that April sometimes joked that I was like the neighbourhood stray that had learned where someone would feed me, and now she'd never get me to leave. There was more than a little truth to that.
"What kind of cookies you making me?" I asked.
"Hello to you too, little sister," she said. "My day was fine, thanks for asking."
"Why are you being sarcastic already? I haven't even been here long enough to get annoying yet."
"Just helping you out with basic social protocol. One day you might get the hang of it."
I stuck my tongue out at her and she laughed. She hadn't even paused from gathering and pouring ingredients into her mixing bowl since I arrived. Her kitchen was on the small side, as was the whole apartment, but she'd made sure to get one that at least had an oven so she could bake. It had been a wise decision, and I wasn't only saying that because it meant I got to steal delicious food from her.
Not for the first time I marveled at home quickly and effortlessly she worked. Any time I tried making cookies it took me twice as long as her, and they still came out burnt, or undercooked, or flat, or lacking sugar, or any number of other things. April could never figure out why I made so many mistakes, and I never dared suggest that part of it was because she distracted me so much when she tried to help.
"Seriously, what kind are they?" I tried again.
"Doesn't really matter what they are, they're not for you. I'm taking them in to work." She turned and pointed an accusing finger at me. "That means no eating all the cookies on me."
"I wouldn't do that," I protested.
I tried to put on an innocent face and failed miserably. I totally would eat any of her cookies I could get my hands on. They were just too good.
"Yes you would," she said. "So I'm watching you."
I waited until she had her first pan ready to go and was just putting in the oven before I made my move. Like a ninja I darted silently to the mixing bowl and snuck some of the dough from it. It was just as yummy as I expected.
"That was your only freebie," April said without even turning around.
"I never did anything," I said, even as I reached into the bowl again.
My sister moved faster than expected and grabbed a spatula off the counter, very nearly catching my fingers with it before I skipped away. She brandished her makeshift weapon at me.
"I mean it," she said. "Next time there's gonna be consequences."
"Yeah, yeah."
She watched me more carefully after that, but I could be patient when it suited me. I stayed right where I was until the first batch of cookies came out and she put them on a rack to cool. As soon as she had her back turned I made my move, snatching one of the hot cookies away from its brethren.
"Hey!"
April had noticed too late and I was already cramming my stolen cookie into my mouth while simultaneously trying to get out of her reach. I succeeded at my first goal, while only slightly burning my tongue, and failed at the second as I was suddenly pinned against the wall by my sister.
"You little brat," she said, more resigned to the fact than trying to get a point across. "I can't leave you alone for a second, can I?"
I shook my head. "Can I get a drink? My tongue's all burny now."
"Hah, I told you there would be consequences, didn't I?"
She dragged me back to my seat, and this time used a dish towel to tie my hands together behind the back of the chair. I struggled, but was unable to free myself. At least she had some pity on me and held a glass of milk to my lips so I could drink. It helped my tongue a little.
"M'sorry," I said.
"No you're not. Not even a tiny bit. You just think you can pout and look cute and get your way out of anything."
"Is it working?"
"Nope. Not until I get these cookies done and can keep an eye on you without distractions."
I was forced to sit there helplessly while April finished her baking. I made a few more attempts at working free somehow, but I got nothing for my troubles except sore wrists. It wouldn't have been so bad being tied up by my sister, if only she'd been doing something sexy at the time. Mostly she pretended to ignore me, and, in a particularly cruel move, ate one of her cookies very, very slowly in front of me. She made it obvious how much more she was enjoying hers than I had enjoyed mine, hastily as I'd consumed it.
Once all the cookies were out and cooling April finally untied me, only to escort me into her small living room. She made me sit on the couch before she sat as well.
"You always tie up visitors like that?" I asked. "I suppose some of them might like it."
"Only you," she assured me. "And only when you deserve it. 'Sides, I don't get that many visitors, and none of them have been boys cute enough to want to keep."
I squirmed uncomfortably at the casual reminder that my sister preferred guys, but I didn't think she noticed. It wasn't like I hadn't known her orientation already, seeing as how she'd had at least two semi-serious boyfriends that I knew of. There hadn't been anyone in her life recently though, not unless she was being super sneaky about it.
"Does that mean you think I'm cute?" I asked instead of pursuing other lines of inquiry.
"Sure you are. You just also happen to be a brat, and that's gonna seriously hamper you in getting a good boyfriend, you know."
Again I felt that same discomfort. I'd never told anyone I preferred girls, let alone which girl in particular. I wanted to tell April, I really did, but there was too high a chance I'd accidentally let something slip that I didn't mean to. It sucked because she was probably the person I would have gone to for relationship or sex advice under other circumstances.
"Whatever, it's not like I need one."
"True, but they can be fun sometimes. And you wouldn't always have to be hanging out with your big sis all the time."
"I like hanging out with you," I said, then scooted over and curled up next to her to prove it. "You're just as much fun to snuggle with as any boy."
"I don't know about that." She put her arm around me and leaned toward me a little more. "But I guess you always did like cuddling with me, didn't you?"
"Mm-hm. You're so warm and soft and comforting and shit."
"That was almost nice, right up until the end there."
I giggled and April poked me in the side just to make me flinch. We settled down after that and just talked for a while. There was no one particular subject, mostly we said whatever came into our heads. I was quite relieved when the whole 'boyfriend' thing didn't come up again.
In between serious and not-so-serious discussions, we took breaks for food and a few minor activities. I even coaxed my sister into braiding my hair, which I'd always pretended I liked as a hairstyle. In reality, I just liked feeling her fingers running through my hair.
Eventually, what with time being linear and forward-moving and all, it started getting late. April would sometimes give me a ride home, or I'd call mom or dad, or, if things were really desperate, I'd walk. It was almost an hour to walk home, so I mostly didn't do that. Especially once it was already getting dark out.
"Come on kiddo, it's about time to get you home," April said.
"Aw," I said, giving her a reluctant pout. "I don't wanna."
"Too bad. You've got school tomorrow, and I need to get up fairly early too."
"Can't I just, like, sleep here and walk back to school in the morning?"
April paused and gave some thought to my suggestion. I'd stayed over before, though not on school nights, and borrowed an outfit off her in the morning. We were close enough to the same size that her clothes fit okay, though her body had always been a little more developed than mine. I'd been pleased to notice recently that my breasts had almost caught up with hers.
"No whining in the morning when you have to get up," she warned.
"Promise," I said, giving her a quick hug.
I tended to be too scared to give her longer hugs like I wanted to, on the off-chance she'd figure out why. It was kind of a strange fear, given that I had no problem cuddling with her for hours when I got the opportunity.
As always, I got the couch while April slept in her bed. I'd wondered a few times if having me sleep on what was a deceptively uncomfortable piece of furniture was her way of dissuading me from staying over. It seemed unlikely though, since I doubted she'd ever slept on her couch, and it was comfortable enough for sitting.
I took my braids out before going to 'bed,' and stripped out of everything except for my shirt and panties. April walked in on me while I was removing my bra, but we'd changed in front of each other enough times that it didn't faze either of us. I'd used that fact to peek on her a couple times and she'd thought nothing of it.
Once all the lights were out and I was curled up on a couch too short to stretch out on, I began regretting my decision not to leave. It was a decision I'd regretted every time I had to sleep on my sister's couch, yet I clearly had yet to learn my lesson. Occasionally I'd give in and sleep on the floor instead.
This night was different. I wasn't sure what it was, but after close to an hour lying there, constantly shifting to try and find a position I might be able to sleep in, I decided to try something else.
April never locked her bedroom door, not that there was really any need to. Often times she wouldn't even close it all the way. That made it easy enough to sneak into her room undetected while she slept. The trickier part was slipping under the covers with her without waking her up. I wasn't sure what her reaction would be, but I expected something along the lines of being told to go back to the couch.
Fortunately she didn't wake up. Her breathing never changed even slightly, and she didn't so much as twitch while I settled in next to her. There wasn't a lot of extra room for me, and I accidentally bumped into her a couple times with my elbow.
Since there had been no sign that I had disturbed her yet, I decided to press my luck and roll right up against her back. I snaked an arm up over her side and pushed some of her hair out of the way with the other before finally going still. I was effectively spooning my big sister and she had no idea.
I wished sleeping with her like that was something I could do without having to be all sneaky about it. If I played my cards just right I supposed I might have convinced her to let me, but even then it still wouldn't be ideal. I didn't just want her to let me in her bed, I wanted her to want me in her bed, and that seemed far less likely. Still, at least for one night I had her warm softness to snuggle against, and that was better than nothing.
****
I'd hoped that maybe I'd wake up before April the next morning, then leave before she ever knew I was there. I didn't particularly plan on it though, which was probably just as well. As it turned out, I awoke just as she was trying to delicately slip out from under my arm. She was clearly making an attempt not to disturb me, but she failed.
I tightened my grasp on her, holding her down as she almost slipped away. She gave up on subtlety once she realized I must be awake and began prying her way free.
"You're such a little cuddle-slut," she said.
"Am not," I said. "You're just being a meanie."
"If I was being mean I would have pushed you onto the floor instead of doing my best not to wake you up. Though I probably would have had to get you up pretty soon anyway, so I don't know how much good it would have done."
"Calling me a slut seems kinda mean."
April struggled free and sat up safely out of my reach. She brushed a few errant strands of hair behind her ears.
"I called you a cuddle-slut, it's different. I don't know what else to call you when you're supposed to be sleeping in a different room, and when I wake up you're spooning me."
"Could have thought up something nicer," I said, pouting at her. "I'm only your baby sister, I'm impressionable. You ha--"
I was cut off by a pillow to the face. I couldn't help giggling as I threw it back at my sister.
"Okay, enough silliness," she said, trying to look serious. "You want the shower first or second. We kinda need to get moving."
"I'll go first," I said.
Going first at most anything involving a bathroom was almost instinctual for me. It was a side-effect of sharing one with my sister all those years growing up, I assumed. Being first in meant I didn't have to wait for her to finish. She must have felt the same way, but generally deferred to me for some reason. In a lot of ways, she was nicer to me than I probably deserved.
Once I got the water at just the right temperature and stepped into the shower, it didn't take me long to get lost in thought. I could still feel my sister's body against me, and smell her unique, barely perceptible scent. I didn't know why I was so willing to drive myself crazy over her. Sleeping with her couldn't possibly have done any real good in the long run, even though it had seemed like a good idea at the time.
Without being fully aware of it at first, my hand wandered down between my legs. April was in my head, and, as I knew from experience, there was only one way to quickly make her back off a little.
With all the water running down my body my pussy was pleasantly slick, even without the natural lubrication my arousal would provide. I rubbed slow circles around my clit, then slid my fingers lower and gently pressed them against my entrance. My first two fingers easily went in and I began finger-fucking myself as quietly as I could. I had plenty of experience masturbating in the shower, as it was a place where I generally had more assurance of privacy from my sister, the very person I tended to think about while I was getting off.
Unfortunately, this particular time, April was waiting for me to finish up and vacate the shower. I heard her pounding on the door just as I felt my orgasm begin to build.
"Hurry up!" she called. "I need to get in there too!"
"Just a minute!" I called back.
I'd lost concentration and desperately worked my clit in an attempt to bring back that sense of impending orgasm. It didn't work, and all my efforts seemed to be in vain. If I didn't get off now, I'd just end up more frustrated than if I hadn't bothered to start with.
"Come on you little brat," April said, opening the door. "It can't possibly take that long."
I froze as I listened to her approach the shower where I stood with my hand still at my pussy. I should have assumed a more neutral stance in case she could tell what I was doing, but some part of me kind of wanted to be caught. In fact, despite it being a ridiculous fantasy, I hoped she'd just strip and jump in with me.
Instead she walked past me to the toilet. I was so clueless I didn't have the slightest idea what she was doing until I heard the flush. I squealed and leaped out of the scaldingly hot water to the relative safety of the bath mat. I grabbed my towel and wrapped it around me while April stood there grinning.
"I gave you plenty of time to get out on your own," she said.
"That was still cruel," I said. "Horribly, terribly mean. No wonder I grew up the way I did."
"You mean spoiled and bratty? Yeah, totally my fault. Shoulda been tougher on you. Now scoot."
I stuck my tongue out at her, but left without further argument. At least while she was showering I had another chance to get myself off. I dropped my towel as soon as I was mostly dry and felt the thrill of being naked and exposed in my sister's apartment. With an air of calm I didn't really feel, I made my way back to her bed and flopped down right in the middle.
If I closed my eyes I could imagine her finding me like that; naked and horny and waiting for her. She'd have her towel wrapped around her, with her hair still damp just like mine and her skin all freshly cleaned. She'd let the towel fall... and then she'd do extremely naughty things to me.
I finger-fucked myself mercilessly at the thought of all the things I'd let her do. I had a very good imagination when it came to that sort of thing. The knowledge that she really was naked not too far away from me made my fantasizing all the more intense. There genuinely was a risk that she'd walk in on me jilling off in her bed.
Before long my efforts paid off and my orgasm hit with all the intensity I expected from such risky masturbation. Being exposed somehow always made it better, though not enough for me to become too much of an exhibitionist. I was too much of a scaredy-cat for that.
In my post-orgasm state of relaxation I had to force myself to get dressed. I was thinking a little more clearly now, and I knew I didn't really want to stay naked for too long. However, there were other, less practical thoughts still lurking around in my head. I wasn't as horny now that I'd gotten myself off, but that didn't mean I'd forgotten about my sister.
Clad in an outfit entirely 'borrowed' from April's wardrobe, I slunk back to her bathroom door. From what I could hear she seemed to still be in the shower, so I decided to take a chance.



"Hey, I think I left something in here," I said, pushing the door open slightly.
"Mm-hm," April replied, clearly not paying me that much attention.
I took that as permission to enter, so I did. I could have just run in and flushed the toilet on her, tit for tat as it were, but I had a better idea.
With only a few peeks at April's shower-obscured silhouette, I quietly picked up her discarded clothes off the floor. Getting the couple spare towels she kept in the cupboard without alerting her was trickier, but I managed. Then I simply swiped her towel off the hook next to the shower on my way out.
All told, I had taken everything that she might have used to dry herself when she got out, barring perhaps a hand-towel or facecloth. Even better, she'd have nothing at all to cover herself with, and she'd think it was all just payback for her flushing the toilet on me earlier. I mentally praised myself for being such a sexy genius.
It felt like forever as I paced around the small apartment waiting for April to realize what I'd done, though it was probably more like five minutes. Ten tops. But when she did finally get out of the shower and notice that all her towels and clothes were gone it was totally worth it.
"You. Little. Brat!" she yelled.
She stormed out of the bathroom dripping wet and gloriously naked. She rounded on me and gave me a death-glare that, any other day, would have made me regret some of my past decisions. In this case I barely even noticed. I was far, far too busy taking in everything else.
Having lived with her for many years before she moved out, I was already fairly familiar with her body. We'd been semi-naked around each other too many times to count. This, though... this was different. My prank had absolutely been worth whatever punishment I might end up receiving.
To me, every part of April was perfect. Her skin was flawless and smooth, her breasts firm and round with the most suckable little nipples, her tummy just the slightest curve away from being truly flat. My breath caught in my throat as my eyes tracked down far enough to check out her pussy; it seemed that, just like me, she kept it nicely shaved, and the sight of it peeking out between her legs made me weak. I so wanted to kneel down in front of her and just lick and suck and make her cum all over my face.
It didn't take my sister long to realize that all the fury she could muster was having no effect whatsoever on me. She didn't seem to know how to handle that, and instead of berating me as I expected, she turned and went to her room. I got an excellent view of her butt as she did, and I followed her like I'd been hypnotized, which I sort of had.
April tried to ignore me as she located the towels I'd 'hidden' and dried off. It obviously wasn't working though, because she kept looking over, and every time she did I was still there. Eventually she threw one of the towels at me and told me to clean up the water she'd dripped on the floor. My brain was too overloaded at that point to even contemplate disobedience.
I shuffled around in a trance, wiping up water inefficiently since I could barely concentrate on my task. I got most of it before my sister came to check on me though.
"You still mad?" I asked.
"No, not really. Like I've said, it's my own fault really, letting you grow up as such a spoiled brat."
"I'm not a brat, and I wish you wouldn't keep calling me that."
She smiled in that mildly patronizing way she sometimes did around me.
"Sure you're not," she said. "Because you totally listen to everything you're told and would never throw a fit over not getting your way."
I looked at her with my best sad puppy-dog eyes.
"You're such a meanie," I said.
"I know, but it's good for you. Someone needs to put you in your place every now and then." She nodded toward the kitchen. "Come on, let's get some breakfast. We need to get moving soon."
We ate relatively quickly, which mostly meant I pestered April less than usual, then she drove me to school. I got there earlier than I needed to be, which worked for me because I couldn't get my sister's naked body out of my head, despite having gotten off once already that morning.
I'd masturbated at school a grand total of once before, mostly to see if it was exciting enough to be worth the trouble, but this time it was more out of necessity. I'd be hopeless all day if I didn't take care of myself before classes started. Luckily the first bathroom I tried was empty, and I secured the farthest stall from the door for my depraved purposes.
It turned out that all the time spent fantasizing between seeing my sister and finally getting some privacy had resulted in me completely soaking the panties I'd borrowed from April. I'd honestly never been that wet before, at least not while clothed, and I was kind of impressed at what my body could produce. I was also a little annoyed at the knowledge that I'd still have to wear the panties all day, uncomfortable as they'd be. Unless of course I went without....
I soon forgot about my wardrobe problems as my fingers once again caressed my pussy. In fact, fingering myself took most of my problems and concerns away temporarily, as it often tended to. There was very little that could worry me enough to penetrate my self-inflicted sexual bliss.
All in all, I felt a lot more relaxed and confident after bringing myself to my second orgasm of the day. I already had plans forming for next time I was at my sister's place, even if most of them were too ridiculous to seriously consider.
****
Over the next few days I tried to think up a plausible excuse for visiting April again; not that I necessarily needed one, but I did want to be at least a little bit careful that she didn't figure out my true reasons. That Friday I found out I'd been scheming for nothing, as my parents had decided to go away for the weekend and had already asked my sister if I could stay with her.
Naturally I gave them shit over it, both for not telling me until the last minute and for treating me like a kid who couldn't be left alone, but that was all for show. I couldn't have been happier about spending the whole weekend with my big sis. In hindsight, that probably was the sort of thing that helped reinforce April's notion that I was a "spoiled brat." Oh well.
I was dropped off unceremoniously Friday evening with a bag of my stuff, including the clothes I needed to return. I'd made sure the panties had been sufficiently cleaned to not leave any trace of how horny I'd been while wearing them.
April, awesome sister that she was, had homemade pizza in the oven when I arrived. She obviously wasn't holding much of a grudge since she wouldn't go to that much trouble for me if she was still annoyed. She did seem quieter than usual though. I pried a little, trying to figure out if it had been a long day or something, but I didn't get much out of her.
It wasn't until later while we were on the couch half-watching a movie after stuffing ourselves on pizza that she offered any sort of clue what was bugging her. Even then, it was only in a roundabout fashion.
"Can I ask you something?" she asked.
"Sure," I said, having already cuddled up lazily next to her.
"I don't want you to take this the wrong way, or... actually I have no idea how you're going to take this."
I craned my neck around to look at her in confusion.
"What could you possibly need to ask that you're so uncomfortable about?"
She met my gaze with a serious, yet hesitant, expression on her face. I very rarely saw her in that sort of mood.
"Do you..." she started, then stopped. "Do you like girls?" she finally said.
"What?"
"You heard me. I'm not trying to, like, judge or accuse or anything. I just want to know. There've been some things that you do, especially around me... I dunno, it's just a feeling I had."
"Well of course I li--" I began, trying to play it off as a silly question. April just shook her head, silently telling me she wasn't going to drop the subject just because I played dumb. "Yeah, I do," I mumbled.
I felt my face flush and I sat up, putting some space between us. I couldn't look at her anymore, and I knew the weekend that I had so much hope for had just become awkward as hell for both of us. Or, more to the point, it had become awkward for me. It must have already been weird for April if she'd been suspicious enough of my lesbian tendencies to make inquiries.
She reached a hand toward me and I flinched away from it. I could tell my reaction upset her.
"I'm sorry," she said.
"What are you sorry for," I said. "I'm the one who--"
"No," she said sharply. "Don't you dare apologize. You have nothing to apologize for. I understand if you didn't want to tell me, but there's absolutely nothing wrong with it and you shouldn't think there is."
I smiled a little despite everything. Despite how unfunny the situation was.
"I know there's nothing wrong with liking girls," I said. "I would have told you that, I knew you wouldn't care."
"Then... I don't understand."
April's expression had gone from one of attempted comforting, to one full of confusion. As I looked at her I couldn't help wanting to tell her, to say the things I always wanted to say but never could.
"Why I wouldn't tell you I'm a lesbian? Maybe because you might figure out other things. Like why I hang out with you so much, and why I love cuddling with you, and why I've never had a girlfriend."
The dawning realization on her face might have been funny if I hadn't been so close to tears.
"What are you saying?" she asked, barely able to form her words.
"I'm saying it's you. It's fucking you. Always has been. I'm in love with my sister and it's completely pathetic and I hate it, but I can't help it."
I gave in and started crying, right in front of her. I expected her to leave, or tell me to leave, or explain why my feelings for her were wrong, or even just sit there in stunned silence. What I didn't expect was for her to reach for me again and slowly pull me toward her until I was leaning on her. I didn't know what to make of it, but I was also still crying and that took precedence over figuring out what was going on.
April held me and gently rocked me while I calmed down. Strange as it was, considering she was the reason I was crying to begin with, it actually helped a lot. She made me feel safe, even if that safety might have been an illusion.
"It's okay, it's all okay," she whispered.
"How can it possibly be okay?"
"Because it is. Because I said so. Because I love you no matter what."
"That's... kind of a good answer."
"Of course it is. You didn't think I was going to hate you or something, did you?"
I shrugged and tried to relax, though it was next to impossible to do so. I couldn't help being tense when I was so close to April and I no longer knew exactly where we stood.
"So now what?" I asked.
"Well, we can talk if you want. Or we can just sit here for a while. Or I can give you some space if it'll help. It's up to you really."
"Could you stop being so nice about this? I don't really know how to deal with it."
April hugged me tighter. "Nope, I'm gonna be as nice as I want, and there's nothing you can do about it."
"Even though you know how messed up I am? And that you've been my biggest fantasy for a long time."
"I don--"
"And when I stole your clothes and stuff while you were in the shower last time I was here it was mostly to see you naked."
"Yes, even with all that," she said firmly. "I don't know what to tell you about your... feelings for me. All I can do is make sure you know I'm not going to make you deal with them on your own."
I looked at her, comparing her reassuring smile with how I imagined my uncertain, tear-streaked face. She had put up with so much from me over the years, and once again she was dealing with my shit far better than I deserved. It made things both easier and harder at the same time.
On impulse, and with my typical lack of thought behind it, I craned my neck up and kissed her. She clearly wasn't expecting it and pulled away quickly, but not before I got to feel the softness of her lips against mine for the first time.
"Okay, now you're pushing it," she said, though still with no trace of anger.
"I know," I said.
I kissed her again and I was able to hold it for longer before she was able to gently push me away.
"I'm serious," she said, wagging a finger in my face. "That was your freebie. You know I'm not afraid to tie you up if I have to."
"I kinda like when you tie me up."
She shook her head in resignation. "You are so... you."
"Yeah, I'm kind of a pain in the butt, aren't I?"
I actually giggled a little, and despite everything, I was beginning to feel better. Like things were actually going to be okay.
****
I slept on the couch that night, no nighttime cuddling shenanigans for me this time around. In fact, there were quite a few things I'd done in the past that I probably wouldn't be able to get away with anymore. I'd have to be more careful around my sister in the future, and I hated being careful in general.
That said, it was also kind of a relief that she could apparently accept my secret desire for her. I'd always been a little terrified that if she found out, that would be the end of our relationship. The situation wasn't great, but it was nowhere near as bad as it could have been.
First thing the next morning, I stumbled sleepily into the kitchen where April was already in the midst of getting pancakes together. I sat down heavily on my usual chair and, as though things hadn't changed, I just watched.
"Morning sleepy-face," April greeted me in a sing-songy voice.
"Glad you're still cheerful," I said.
Of course, she'd probably gotten some proper sleep. I was having to make do with the sporadic few hours I'd squeezed in between thinking and worrying and trying to get comfortable on that damn couch.
"I'm still allowed to be cheerful," she said as she finished mixing up the batter. "Just because you might think the world's ending, doesn't mean it is."
"Umph," I said, then collapsed forward on the table in an overly dramatic fashion.
April mostly ignored my silliness, instead focusing on pouring the batter into the frying pan. I noted absently that the shorts she was wearing fit her butt really nicely, but then, most of her clothes did. She had a nice ass.
"Are you staring at my butt?" she asked, having looked back to check on me.
"Yes," I said. "I tend to when I'm watching you, you know. It's one of your best features."
"My, aren't we in a forthcoming mood this morning. I better get you some food so you stop having sexy thoughts about me."
"Good luck with that. I can have sexy thoughts and eat at the same time. I'm very talented that way."
April laughed, and soon enough the first pancakes were ready. She brought them over to me on a plate and set them down in front of me, making a second trip to get me silverware and syrup.
"I don't deserve you," I said.
"What's that supposed to mean? It's not like this is the first time I've waited on your lazy ass. I'm used to it."
"Exactly. I'm a terrible sister, and you just keep putting up with me no matter what I do, or what I think, and... I don't deserve any of it."
I'd managed to get myself in a bad mood all over again, and I stared down despondently at my plate. She'd made the pancakes in little Mickey Mouse shapes for me and everything.
I was caught off-guard by April's arms encircling me from behind and pulling me into a quick, but firm, hug.
"Stop being so hard on yourself," she said. "I mean it. I love you and I like having you around, alright? That being said, you have been extra needy lately so I'm making you do the dishes afterward."
Like always, she knew what to say to make me feel better. A small but genuine smile formed on my lips at the sheer ridiculousness of the idea that washing the dishes could pay her back for everything.
"I guess that's a fair deal," I said.
"Mm-hm, thought you'd think so."
She rushed back to the stove to take care of the pancakes before they burned, and I started picking at the ones already on my plate. They were delicious, of course, and I found once I started eating that I had more of an appetite than I thought.
I didn't even mind doing the dishes after I was done, which was probably a first for me. April, having started after me, was still eating and got to watch me work for a change. I doubted it had quite the same effect on her, however.
"Have you ever messed around with another girl?" I asked, pretty much speaking as the thought popped into my head.
There was a slight pause, and I wasn't sure whether it was because April had to think about her answer or just because she had her mouth full.
"No," she said.
"Ever thought about it?"
"Okay, I can't help but feel like you're working some kind of angle here, but I don't know what it is."
"No angle," I said. "I just kinda want to know what it's like. I guess I probably have to go out and get a girlfriend or something for that, right?"
"You mean you haven't... you've never actually been with a girl?"
I felt myself flush. "I told you, it's always been you I was interested in," I mumbled. "There's never been anyone else."
She must have sensed she'd made me uncomfortable, because the next thing I knew she was beside me with a reassuring hand on my shoulder.
"Hey, I didn't mean it as a bad thing. I was surprised is all. All those years when you never had a boyfriend I thought it was strange, but once I suspected you weren't into boys at all I assumed you must have just been hiding whoever you were with."
"Nope, no need," I said, trying to force a smile.
I slipped easily into April's offered hug, making sure to keep my wet hands off her. Under other circumstances I might have left wet hand prints on her back just for fun. I really was kind of a brat.
As she started to pull away, I darted forward and kissed her, sneaking past her defenses just as I had the night before. She was getting slower at breaking away from me, possibly because it wasn't coming as quite as much of a shock anymore.
"I warned you about that, didn't I?" she said.
"Yeah, and you threatened to tie me up. But I'm washing dishes now so I don't think you'll actually do it."
I turned my back on her, confident that she wouldn't want to stop me from cleaning up.
"Okay, you win this round," she said after a moment. "But don't think you're gonna get away with that sort of thing again."
Maybe she was right, maybe that was the last time I'd get to kiss her. While it was still fresh on my lips, I didn't really mind so much. If I closed my eyes I could remember every detail, and there was nothing she could do to stop that.
****
We had to go grocery shopping later on, or rather April needed to get groceries and I tagged along. Mom had sent some money with me to pay for my food, and I decided to help my sister spend it.
She refused to use a cart when she shopped. Something about how it was easier to only buy the things you needed when you had to lug them around with you instead of being able to fill up a whole grocery cart. It made sense, I supposed, but since I hadn't been forced into growing up and being responsible yet, I mostly went along with it to humour her.
As we wandered the aisles, me holding the basket and April occasionally throwing something in, I casually slipped my hand over to hers and entwined our fingers together. She gave me a look, but didn't let go right away.
"You really know how to push your luck, don't you?" she said. "You're like an expert at it."
"I've had all my life to learn," I agreed.
It felt nice holding my sister's hand in public like that. Sure it would be awkward if anyone knew the real reason for it, but it was a sufficiently innocent gesture between sisters that I was sure we'd be fine if we ran into anyone we knew.



"You can't keep doing things like this," April said.
"Why not? It's been working so far."
"Because...." She had to stop and wait for someone to go by us and get out of earshot. "Because it's going to force me to make a very difficult choice," she said in a low voice.
"What choice?"
"I... look, just wait until we have some privacy okay? This isn't the place to talk about it."
She was right, there were far too many people around to be discussing all the details of our relationship. At the same time, now I was curious what she wanted to say and it took all my willpower not to keep pestering her.
"I'm kinda thinking about making a cake," April said as we passed the baking section. "It's been a while since I've done one. It's way too much to eat when I'm all on my own. What do you think?"
"Hm, yeah. Sounds good," I said distractedly.
"You're not listening, are you?"
"I'm sort of listening."
"If you say so."
April grabbed a few supplies that she needed and we carried on. I was so anxious to hear what she wanted to say that I wasn't even sure what else we got along the way. I completely zoned out as I followed her through the rest of the aisles and to the check-out.
Finally we made it back the car, and I barely waited until we had both sat down before bringing the subject back up.
"What did you want to tell me?" I asked.
"Put your seatbelt on," she said instead of answering.
She started driving and I had to leave her alone for a few seconds while I fumbled with my seatbelt that had somehow gotten twisted.
"Come on," I said. "What were you gonna say?
April sighed. "Okay, listen. I wasn't entirely honest with you about everything. I have actually messed around with another girl once."
"Really?"
"Yes, really. It was just some kissing and touching, and I guess once we got topless, but that's it."
"So how was it? And why didn't you want me to know about it?"
"It was, well... it's complicated. Which is part of the reason I didn't want to talk about it."
"It can't have been that complicated. I just wanna know how it felt."
"I don't know. I mean, yes it felt good, I guess. But I was never really that into her as far as taking things any further. It all just got weird and neither of us knew what we wanted and it almost ended really badly."
"Oh."
I stared out the window for a few minutes, processing the new information. I tried to think of who my sister might have experimented with, probably one of her friends, and imagined her making out with various possible candidates.
"So does it feel good when I kiss you?" I asked.
"Don't," she said. "Don't go there."
"What, I'm just asking."
"Yeah, but if I say yes you're just going to use that as an excuse to keep pushing and keep trying to get more out of me."
"But wouldn't that be okay if we both like it?"
"No, it would be confusing. Plus there'd be a really good chance that you could get hurt, and I don't want that. I don't know that I can ever return the feelings you have for me. That's pretty much the bottom line here."
She had a point, probably, but I was focusing almost exclusively on the idea that she might have liked it when I kissed her. She hadn't said it directly, but she'd come close enough. If I could just get her to admit it for real, both to me and herself, then it might end up being a better weekend than I could ever have hoped.
****
April put on an apron before starting to mix up her cake. She sometimes wore one while baking, even though I had yet to see her make enough of a mess to warrant it. She didn't know it, but it was a very bad choice for getting me to stop obsessing over her.
I didn't know what it was, but I absolutely loved when she wore an apron. It was probably just one of those things like how some people were really into cheerleader costumes or French maid outfits. Plus, when I had just the right angle from the front and she was wearing shorts or a skirt, I could sometimes pretend that she was naked from the waist down underneath. That was the sort of thing that got my panties damp in a hurry.
No doubt April was fully aware that I was checking her out. There was hardly any point in being subtle about it anymore, and I basically just propped my head up on my arms on the table and watched her.
"You look good in that," I said.
"What, you mean the apron?"
"Yeah. Looks sexy on you."
She mimed throwing the spoon she'd been stirring with at me, but then just shrugged off my comment. She was so casual about my perverse attraction to her sometimes, yet she had also made it clear that she had some serious issues regarding it. It made deciding what to do about her all the more complicated.
Well, when in doubt, go with what you know. For me, that meant doing something stupid.
I crept up behind April when she wasn't looking and gently, but quickly, ran my hands under her shirt and around her waist. I pressed right up behind her and rested my chin on her shoulder. She tried to turn around, probably to chastise me once again, but I held her tighter and made sure she couldn't move until she gave up her initial struggle.
"Look, I know perfectly well you don't take my threats seriously," she said. "But we've been over this. You can't be doing these kinds of things."
"Sure I can. I may not act all that mature most of the time, but I am old enough to make my own decisions. I know you're worried about hurting me, and maybe you will, but what you don't get is that I've already been hurting for a long, long time."
She paused in her attempt to pry my hands from around her waist.
"I'm sorry about that," she said. "It's not a great situation no matter how you look at it. But trust me, it can get worse."
"So let me take that risk. Let me grow up. You can't protect me from everything."
"No, I can't, but I should at least be able to protect you from me."
"Hasn't worked so far."
April stopped fighting me and went back to her mixing. If she hoped I'd get bored and go away, she was sadly mistaken. I stayed right where I was and started nuzzling at her neck. My hands roamed a little, but mostly stayed in innocent territory. Patient as she was with me, there was still only so much I'd get away with.
"This feels okay, doesn't it?" I asked softly.
She didn't answer right away until I kissed the side of her neck, making her involuntarily tilt her head a little.
"It feels okay," she agreed, her voice nearly breaking as she spoke. "It's nice, but...."
"But you're still not comfortable with it," I finished for her. She nodded and I reluctantly let go of her. "You don't know if you could love me that way."
"I just don't. I'm sorry."
I didn't respond right away. Instead I took a couple steps back and took off my shirt. No amount of argument would convince my sister, so I needed to resort to something a little more extreme. I was down to my bra and panties before she looked over her shoulder to see what I was doing. The look on her face was hilarious; she obviously had no idea what the hell I was doing.
"What... why..." she said, waving her hands at me.
"Taking my clothes off," I said as I removed the last of my clothing.
"I can see that. It doesn't really explain anything."
"Thought it might help if you saw me naked."
"I've seen you naked, remember? Last time you were here."
Despite her words, her eyes hadn't left me since she turned around. There was a hint of lust there, much as she tried to hide it. Unless of course I was imagining it because I wanted it to be there, but I was sure she found me more attractive than she let on.
"You saw me naked for maybe a few seconds, and you weren't really looking," I said. "That hardly counts."
I did a slow spin, letting her look over every part of me. I was getting so turned on at being such a show-off for her, and I desperately wanted her to touch me, though I doubted she would. When I finished turning and was facing her once again, I was pleased to see her gaze firmly on my bare pussy, at least until she realized I had noticed.
"Please put your clothes back on," she said.
"No."
"I need to get the cake put together and in the oven," she said, very nearly pleading. "Can we just have this discussion later. I've got too many things going on here."
"Okay, but I'm not getting dressed."
I kicked my clothes into a pile in the corner, then marched out of the room still completely naked. I made my hips sway more than necessary in the process, confident I was still being watched. My plan was simply to settle in on my sister's couch and wait for her, and I had no intention of being good in the meantime.
My horniness was getting to be overwhelming, but there was an easy fix for that. Despite how exposed I was, and how inappropriate it was to even contemplate, I slid a hand down to my pussy and lightly stroked it. That small touch felt so good, so deliciously naughty, and I repeated it.
Soon I was openly masturbating while April was in the next room. She would probably walk in on me, in fact I hoped she would, and the thought only encouraged me. It was difficult to restrain myself and not finger myself silly, but somehow I managed.
"I don't know why I'm even surprised."
I looked up toward the doorway to see my sister, now apron-less, standing there. My fingers never stopped moving.
"You could help if you want," I said.
"No, I don't think so."
At least she stayed, perching on the arm of the couch while I got myself off in front of her. I didn't tell her so, but it actually did help me cum faster just having her there.
Neither of us said anything until after I brought myself to orgasm a few minutes later. I stared straight at April as I came, making it perfectly clear she was the reason I'd been masturbating to begin with. Of course, she must have known that already.
"What am I going to do with you?" she asked.
"I have a couple ideas," I said, stretching out lazily.
"I'm sure you do, but I need realistic suggestions for how to proceed, not a list of your fantasies."
"Well, what do you want to do?"
She sighed heavily and slid down to sit properly on the couch cushion instead of the arm. She looked defeated.
"I kinda want to just let you keep seducing me," she said.
I squealed happily and tackled her in a big hug. She hugged me back at first, then had to push me away when I tried to climb into her lap.
"Woah," she said. "I'm not saying that I'm going to, or even that I'll make it easy."
"That's okay," I said. "It's only a matter of time now."
"See, this is what I was afraid of. Any little sign of weakness and you pounce on it like you've already won."
"You say that like it's a bad thing."
April rolled her eyes and stood up. She hesitated for a second, then bent back down to give me a quick, but meaningful, kiss.
"Put your clothes back on," she said.
She walked out and I just sat there in giddy bliss. She had kissed me. Without any force, or trickery, or anything at all on my part. That more than anything else confirmed that I must have awakened some feelings in her after all, even if she wasn't ready to fully accept them.
I eventually did as she asked and got dressed again. Honestly, it had been starting to feel a little silly sitting around naked when April had already been and gone, and the element of sexy exposure had been eliminated.
With my sister on the edge of caving, I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next.
****
April's cake was, as expected, delicious. We each had some after supper, and when I saw it I could have sworn it had been professionally made if I didn't already know better. I had no idea how her food came out so perfect every time. I could barely manage to make something edible, let alone presentable. More evidence, not that I needed it, of just how much better a cook she was than me.
However, just because the food was good didn't mean that I had to be. I took every conceivable opportunity to toy with my meal suggestively, gently sucking on my fork to clean it between bites or 'accidentally' dropping icing on my shirt so that I had to rub at my breast to clean it off. The faint stains left over were totally worth it.
"Can you stop being horny for, like, five seconds?" April finally asked.
"What do you mean?" I said, putting on my best innocent face. I continued 'cleaning' my boob as I feigned ignorance.
"Seriously, you're driving me crazy. And you're my goddamn little sister. I don't even know what that says about me."
I smiled. "Probably it means you're in the same boat I am. At least we're in it together."
"Yeah, I suppose it does."
We had almost finished eating at that point, so I wasn't terribly surprised when April got up. I assumed she was simply done and was going to start cleaning up. Instead she walked over to me and bent down to give me a second unprompted kiss. This one was longer, long enough for me to try and get my arms around her, but she backed up just before I could.
"You know, I'm kinda liking these kiss-attacks from you," I said.
"Mm-hm, me too. Come on."
She grabbed my wrist and dragged me away from the table, almost making me fall on the floor before I could get my balance.
"Where are we going?" I asked, giggling at whatever this new game was.
"To bed."
"But it's not ev-- oh."
"Little slow sometimes, aren't you?"
I tried valiantly to show some indignation at her flippant insult, but failed miserably. I was far too delirious at the implications of my sister taking me to her bed.
She stopped by the edge of the bed and I immediately pressed myself right up against her. I didn't actually move in for another kiss, but I made it very clear that I wanted one. After a moment she obliged.
April's arms went around me and her lips met mine in a soft, but increasingly passionate kiss. I returned her display of affection, and took the opportunity to grab her butt at the same time. I'd wanted to do that for so long.
We fell on the bed together, locked in what gradually became a full make out session. Our hands were everywhere on each other's bodies, our breasts pressed delightfully against a matching pair, and our mouths never separating for longer than a few seconds.
When I thought I could get away with it I tentatively poked my tongue between my sister's lips. She allowed me full access and her tongue soon joined mine in an erotic dance. It was such a disappointment when she eventually pulled away.
"Hang on," she told me when I tried to follow her. She pulled her head back even farther, and out of easy reach. "Just... I need a second here."
"Okay," I said.
I left her mouth alone and switched my focus to her shirt. It needed to come off, I decided. I started to tug it up toward her breasts, but was stopped.
"You don't listen well, do you?" April said.
"I listen fine. I was doing something different from what you told me not to do."
"Yeah, but... whatever. I'm so overwhelmed right now I can barely even think, let alone deal with your annoying persistence."
"Overwhelmed in a good way?" I asked hopefully.
"Uh-huh, kind of. I just... I feel like such a bad sister."
"What? No way, you're the best sister ever."
"If I were such a good sister, you wouldn't have turned out to be such a spoiled little brat, and I wouldn't be lying here doing incredibly inappropriate things with you."
"M'not a brat," I argued instinctively. "And I'm not that spoiled. And it doesn't make you a bad sister just because you're doing this stuff with me, it's not like you forced it on me or anything. Pretty much the opposite."
"It's still not necessarily a good thing just because you weren't forced," she said, reaching out to boop my nose fondly. "But it's getting really hard to make a compelling argument right now. Just remember, if this all goes badly somehow, I'm totally going to say 'I told you so.' Repeatedly."
"I'll take that chance."
I tried again to pull April's shirt off, and this time she let me. She even undid her bra for me so I didn't have to reach around and fumble behind her. Not that I would have minded any excuse I could get to be that close.
She giggled as I dove right in and buried my face between her breasts, but I didn't mind. I'd wanted her for so long that finally having complete access to her body overrode what little restraint I had.
"You're such a goof," April said.
I had her nipple between my lips, and when I looked up at her she only giggled again. I decided to ignore her and went back to touching and fondling and sucking on her boobs. Gradually her amusement gave way to arousal, and I heard fewer giggles and more moans of pleasure. I might have been inexperienced, but what I lacked in skill I made up for with enthusiasm. Judging by her reaction, I must have been doing something right.
As the initial rush wore off and I was once again able to think more than a second or two into the future, I remembered that there were other parts of my sister I really wanted to see and feel. I started to slide down her body, my fingers hooking into the waist of her shorts, but she put a hand on my arm and made me pause. My disappointment must have shown because she was quick to reassure me.
"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not going to stop you again. But I do kind of, like...." She looked at me, then away, then at me again. "Can I see you naked again first?" she asked, blushing slightly at her own question.
"Of course you can," I said. "Any time you want."
Even though I still wanted to see her naked more than almost anything, and I'd been naked for her already that day, I could hardly deny a request like that. It was something I'd never thought I'd hear, and the last thing I wanted to do was discourage her now.
I stood up on the bed and pulled off my clothes as fast as I could while April looked up at me. I supposed I could have dragged it out more, maybe danced for her a little, but the direct approach seemed better. It didn't take me long, and once I finished I noticed just how overtly my sister was examining me. It was such a thrill to be on display for her like that while she didn't even try to hide her interest.
"You know," she said, "it took me far too long to realize just how sexy my little sister is."
I grinned and bounced back down beside her. She leaned over and kissed me, meeting my tongue with hers before I could even contemplate taking the initiative again. We lay down on our sides, close enough to each other that our breasts pressed together and our legs began to get tangled.
April still had her shorts on, and I still wanted them off. It was kind of tricky to do anything about it while still fiercely making out with her, not to mention my own legs getting in the way of the process, but with her help the shorts eventually came off. That left her panties as the only piece of clothing between the two of us. It was better, but not yet perfect.
When I went back to remove her underwear, I discovered one of her hands already there. I couldn't see what she was doing, but it was obvious enough regardless.
"Are you masturbating?" I asked.
She looked a little guilty at being caught, but only a little.
"Yeah," she said. "Can you blame me?"
"Not even a little."
I pulled her panties down far enough to get them out of the way, then gently tugged at her wrist until she moved it out of my way. My hand then replaced hers, my fingers caressing the beautifully smooth skin of her bare pussy. She made cute little whimpers as I familiarized myself with the area. I may not have been with another girl before, but I'd gotten myself off more than enough to have some confidence in what I was doing.
April took my lead, and I felt her fingers creep over to my pussy while I played with hers. Her touch was hesitant and exploratory and softer than necessary, but still felt like the best thing I'd ever experienced. Having my big sister finger me was a dream come true. I kissed her in appreciation, much more gently than before and with all the emotion behind it that I could muster. It was a kiss to tell her that I loved her, and that she should definitely keep going.



I was so excited from everything, and so very turned on, that I couldn't think. All I could do was rely more and more on instinct to try and get my sister off as she did the same to me. The longer we went, the less I felt I was succeeding at my task. April was making me feel too good and I just couldn't concentrate enough to give her the same level of care she was giving me.
There was nothing I could do to stop the slow building of my orgasm, or the complete override of all my senses and motivation. Nothing short of yanking my sister's hand away from my pussy anyway, and there was no way I could bring myself to do that.
I came hard as April's dextrous little fingers pushed me past the point of no return. I let out a long moan of pleasure and buried my face in her shoulder, trying to be as close to my big sister as I could get while riding out the sensations coursing through my body.
Gradually I returned to near-normalcy, coming back down to reality from my sexual high. I realized I'd stopped masturbating April at all during my orgasm, but when I went to resume where I'd left off, it turned out she was taking care of herself. It made me feel kind of bad for letting her down like that, but I was also in the midst of post-orgasm bliss so it didn't bother me all that much.
"M'sorry," I mumbled.
"That's okay," she said, apparently knowing exactly what I meant.
She smiled and I smiled back, then settled in to watch her. She clearly wasn't that far away from her own orgasm, and I loved the look on her face as she got closer and closer. Her eyelids were half-closed and her lips kept making little twitches, like she couldn't decide whether she was happy or just needed to concentrate.
On impulse I leaned in and kissed her, moving one of my hands to her breast since I just couldn't help myself. I'd just started toying with her nipple when her whole body seemed to stiffen, and even without breaking our kiss to look, I knew she was cumming.
I pressed my lips harder to hers and slipped my hand down to cover the one on her pussy. I felt her fingers moving rapidly and purposefully, then suddenly slow down and stop at the same time as every part of her relaxed all at once. Finally I pulled away and grinned at her satisfied, contented face. It would have been nice if it could have been my actions that brought her there, but it was still good.
"You're a bad influence, little sister," she said, reaching out to push a few errant strands of hair from my face.
"Nuh-uh," I said.
"Deny it all you want, it's true."
April sat up and shifted toward the edge of the bed.
"Where you going?" I asked, grabbing her arm to keep her from leaving.
"Gonna put my clothes back on," she said. "Maybe get some water."
I pouted at her, imploring her with my eyes not to leave. She knew what I wanted, and even though she tried to resist she soon gave in, as I hoped she would.
"Sometimes I really hate your puppy dog eyes," she said, lying back down with a sigh. "Come here, you little cuddle-slut."
I bounced happily over next to her and snuggled right up to her, pressing my naked body against her and feeling her wrap her arms around me. She tried to act like it was all for my benefit, but I knew deep down she liked cuddling with me.
"I love you," I said.
"Mmm, I know baby," she said, holding me tighter for a moment. "I love you too. Even though you're such a spoiled brat."
There was way too much affection in her words for to take offence, plus it was hardly the first time I'd heard them. Granted, it would have been hard to feel upset about anything really. Lying in my naked big sister's arms might very well have been the cure to all my problems. It certainly felt like they'd all disappeared, at any rate.
"Okay, ten more minutes," April said. "I really am thirsty."
"'Kay," I said.
I was totally going to push for twenty.
****
The rest of the evening was spent in various states of relaxed nudity. April tried multiple times to clean up, or get dressed, or generally do anything remotely productive. I successfully impeded each one of her attempts.
We inevitably went to bed together and, somewhat surprisingly, I did manage to sleep. I wasn't sure how, since it was a very similar experience to trying to sleep on Christmas eve, except with my present right there in the bed with me. Just like when I was a kid, sleep eventually claimed me regardless of how excited I was.
I woke up in the morning still tangled up with my sister. She had apparently already been awake and was trying to delicately extricate herself from my sleeping grasp.
"Morning sleepy," she said, pulling herself free just before I could tighten my arms around her and hold her in place.
"Come back," I said.
"Sorry, have to get up. I need to pee so bad, and I don't think you want to test me on that."
I thought about it for a moment. "Okay, I guess that's a good excuse."
"Mm-hm, I thought you might see the logic there."
April rummaged around for clothes and prepared to get dressed.
"No clothes," I said.
"But I need to--"
"No clothes!" I insisted.
"Brat." She shook her head in resignation and dropped the shirt she'd picked up. "You're gonna try and keep me naked as much as possible, aren't you?"
"I see no downsides to that plan."
"No, I suppose you wouldn't."
I watched April's butt as she walked out of the room, then rolled onto my back. All on their own my fingers moved to my pussy and gently stroked it. I played with myself for a few minutes, but couldn't quite decide if I wanted to get off, or wait until I could convince my sister to help out. There was always the option of doing both.
Eventually I dragged myself out of bed. I hadn't cum yet, just worked myself up into a state of excessive horniness. I had a couple ideas how I could get April to relieve that problem, and I went to go find her so I could try them out.
She was already in the kitchen making breakfast, completely failing to surprise me in that respect. What did catch me off-guard was that she had put on her apron, and absolutely nothing else. All those times imagining what she would look like with nothing on underneath, and now I got to see it for real.
At first I mostly got to stare at her ass since she was facing away from me. She knew I was there though, and after teasing me briefly with a wiggle from her butt she turned around.
From the front her breasts were mostly covered, though she was showing some definite cleavage, and everything down to her mid-thigh was hidden as well. I liked her naked better, but her 'outfit' did send my imagination into overdrive in a way full nudity wouldn't have.
"You know, I kind of suspected you liked my apron a little too much," April said. "You tend to get that look like you're not really here."
"That's 'cause it's wicked sexy on you," I said.
I stepped toward her and kissed her, then tried to spin her around so her back would be to me again. She resisted, much to my dismay.
"Uh uh, no sexy times yet," she admonished. "Breakfast first. It's pancakes again, sorry. I wasn't feeling particularly creative. Somehow I'm still a bit tired from yesterday."
"Wonder why that is," I said, not quite managing to suppress a giggle.
"Yeah, it's a mystery. Anyway, you can sit there and be patient, or you get out plates and things. Your choice, but keep your hands off me."
She turned back to her cooking and I took the opportunity to admire her ass once more. I then went about getting out plates and silverware for the two of us as a naughty thought formed itself into a plan. A very simple plan, granted, but a plan nonetheless.
When I got the syrup bottle out of the fridge I didn't put it down on the table right away. Instead I waited until April wasn't paying attention and quickly moved directly behind her. She was bent over slightly, which made it easier to squeeze some of the syrup out of the bottle and onto her butt.
"Oops!" I said unconvincingly.
"What are... oh come on, seriously?"
April had been understandably confused at what had suddenly landed on her ass, but had worked it out pretty quickly even without being able to properly see the syrup running down her butt.
"I'll get it," I volunteered helpfully.
"I don't think so. You're just looking for an excuse to grab my ass."
"No grabbing, promise. I'll keep my hands off you just like you told me."
I didn't bother trying to look innocent, it wouldn't have helped. My sister was understandably skeptical, but she didn't stop me. After a moment she turned back to her pancakes.
Unlike what she no doubt assumed, I really was going to adhere to her 'no hands' rule. She'd simply failed to consider that I might not need my hands. I knelt down behind her and slowly, deliberately, licked at where the syrup had dripped farthest. She gave a startled squeak and whirled her head to see what I was doing. I had positioned myself in such a way to make it very hard to turn all the way around.
"No hands," I said.
April sighed theatrically, but still didn't try to push me away or stop me. Carefully, and with more attention to detail than strictly necessary, I kept licking until I had her all cleaned up. I pushed my luck by trying to move on to her pussy once I was finished, but I got her hand in my face for the attempt.
"Alright, that's enough," she said. "I have your pancakes ready, go eat."
I was happy to see her face was flushed and her breathing slightly irregular from my efforts. It probably wouldn't have taken much to convince her to let me keep going, not if she was anywhere near as turned on as I was. I managed to restrain myself and sat down at the table with my food.
My gaze, and most of my attention, kept drifting back to my sister's naked butt while I tried to eat. I got through barely half a pancake in the time it took her to finish up a second batch and join me. She took off her apron before sitting down, leaving the two of us completely naked.
I couldn't help myself, I was too horny and there was no way to take my mind off of it. I reached down and started fingering my pussy while attempting to continue eating one-handed. April realized what I was doing, I wasn't being particularly subtle, and rolled her eyes.
"Honestly, am I going to have to feed you?" she asked. "You must be able to stop masturbating long enough to keep yourself from starving."
"I ate some," I said. "I probably won't starve."
Between playing with myself earlier in the bedroom, giving April's butt a tongue-bath, and having her naked across the table from me, it didn't take much to hit my orgasm. A minute or two of fingering was all it took to get there, and I made sure to show off while I did. I moaned louder than I usually would have and writhed around in my chair like I was possessed. April tried to ignore me, but I was good at getting her attention even when I wasn't cumming a few feet away.
"Are you quite finished yet?" she asked, acting exasperated.
I took it as a challenge.
"No," I said. "Not even close."
I brought the fingers I'd been using on myself to my lips, making sure she watched as I sucked them clean. Again I made sure to show off more than I had to, wanting her to be as turned on as possible.
Once the effect seemed to be wearing off I slipped under the table and was immediately treated to a fantastic view of my big sister's pussy between her spread legs. I crawled over to her and moved my head between her thighs. She caught on too late to what I was up to and tried to bring her knees together, but I easily pushed her legs back apart.
She was sitting too far back in her seat and I had reach around to her butt and urge her to scoot forward. She offered a token resistance before giving in.
"This really can't wait for, like, five minutes?" she asked.
"No, it really can't."
I'd never licked another girl's pussy before, but if I was going to learn April's was definitely my first choice for training on. My lack of experience wasn't going to stop me from diving right in, and I traded careful exploration for enthusiasm born of years of desire.
She gasped as my tongue made contact, then traveled the length of her wet slit over and over. She tasted so good, so much better than I could have hoped. If sex had a taste, I decided that I'd found it.
April leaned back heavily in her chair as I got a particularly solid lick right on her clit. She spread her legs even wider and placed a hand on my head, running her fingers encouragingly through my hair.
"You're way too excited about this," she said.
I didn't bother dignifying that with a response. Of course I was excited, my dreams and fantasies were playing out in real life and I wanted to experience everything all at once.
Despite my lack of skill, I knew I must have been getting to her as she slowly lost control of her body. Her fingers tangled in my hair and I felt some pressure as she held me down, as if I was going anywhere. The soft moans coming from above me were also increasing in frequency and intensity, giving me another good indication I was doing something right.
I increased my pace, licking as fast as I could and focusing more and more on April's clit as I sensed she was getting close. My tongue really wasn't used to this kind of workout, but I forced myself to keep going.
It was all made worthwhile when she let out one long moan and I felt a small rush of juices over my tongue as she came. I got such a triumphant sensation from making my sister orgasm, and once I was sure it was over I scooted out from under the table on my back, looking up at her to see that look of contented relaxation on her face that I'd wanted her to have.
And it was all thanks to me.
"You're not bad at that, you know," April said, her voice cracking halfway through the sentence. I just smiled as she cleared her throat. "I'd almost tell you that you needed more practice just so you'd do it again, but who am I kidding. You're gonna do it again regardless of what I say."
"Of course I am," I said. "As much as possible."
"Which brings up something else I need to say."
April tried to look serious, and partly succeeded. I was a little worried about what she was thinking, but it was hard to be overly concerned when it wasn't anything she felt the need to get dressed for.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Well... I can't help but feel like you're going to be coming over to my place even more than usual."
"Well duh."
"Yeah, that's what I figured. Anyway, you might want to consider how you're going to explain that to mom and dad."
"Why would they care? They'd rather me be with you than... lots of other places really."
April gave me her well-practiced patronizing smile. "And what happens if they realize you're supposedly coming over way more than ever before and think maybe you're actually going somewhere else? What if they think I'm covering for you so you can go out with a boy, or go drinking or something?"
I had to think about that for a moment. "You wouldn't do that. You wouldn't knowingly let me get into trouble and they know that too. No way you'd be covering for anything too bad."
"Okay, but there are lots of issues regardless. Like you'd probably have to start keeping some of your clothes here, and other things, since you won't be home nearly as much."
"Mm-hm, almost like I'd be living here," I said happily. "With my favouritest big sis."
"That's what I'm getting at. Do you want to? For real?"
I stared at her. "Are you actually asking me to move in?"
"Yes, I am. Granted I haven't thought it over as much as I should have, but... it seems like the best option. We can tell anyone who cares that you're getting some independence or something. Helping me with rent, that sort of thing. I doubt we'd draw much suspicion as to what's really going on."
I giggled. "No, it'd be kinda unlikely that anyone would guess just how much I love you. And vice-versa."
Somehow, giddy as I was, not to mention horny all over again after licking my sister's pussy, I struggled to my feet. I wrapped her in a big, naked hug and held it until she pried herself free.
"But," she said, "there are conditions."
"Like what?" I asked, suddenly wary.
"Like I meant it about you helping with rent. I fully expect you to get a job if you move in with me, only a part time one of course. Something that works around your school hours."
"But I've never had a job. I don't kno--"
"Exactly. You've never had one. You wanted me to let you grow up, this is me doing just what you wanted. In fact, I'm making you grow up. That's the deal. You move in, and I make you less of a spoiled princess. Even though that's all partly my fault to begin with."
I tried to pout and failed miserably. I couldn't get past the idea of moving in with April and being around her even more. Probably without many clothes on most of the time. It was too good to pass up, even if the thought of getting a job terrified me a little.
"Deal," I said.
She smiled and stood up to kiss me.
"Good choice," she said.
"Do we get to go celebrate now?" I asked, nodding toward the bedroom.
April looked down at our plates, not even half empty. I knew that drove her crazy, and that I'd be hungry later since I hadn't eaten much. But that was later, I was concerned about now. I tugged gently on her hand to try and guide her back toward her bed. Or maybe it was our bed now. I felt a little thrill run through me at the thought.
"Yeah," she said finally. "Let's go celebrate."
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Chapter 02: The Spooning
We fell together onto the bed, a tangled mess of naked skin and adventurous hands. I loved the idea that it was partly my bed too now, and that I was no longer an intruder in it. I wanted to share everything with my big sister, physically and emotionally, and it looked like that was exactly what I'd get. Somehow I seemed to have stumbled into my own personal paradise.
April, apparently maintaining her focus better than me, was trailing soft kisses all along my neck, and my jaw, and sometimes my lips. I tried to reciprocate, I really did, but I was far too excited and turned on to keep up with her. She'd had an orgasm more recently than me to help take the edge off, I reasoned, so of course she was more in control than me.
She smiled as I stared lovingly into her eyes. She was my big sister, my favorite person in the whole world, my first and only love, and she was all mine. It made me want to do severely impractical things, like dance through the streets and shout it to anyone who would listen. April would kill me if I did, of course.
"You seem distracted," she said, her fingers teasing over my breasts.
"Sorry," I said. "I'm a little overwhelmed."
"That's okay, I think you're probably allowed to be. This is all pretty new for both of us."
She kissed me, her lips soft yet aggressive and her tongue sneaking out to meet mine. I eagerly accepted the kiss and placed a hand on the back of her head to gently hold her against me until we ran out of breath.
One of her hands made its way farther down, slipping past my waist and between my thighs. After our naked shenanigans in the kitchen and getting to lick her to completion for the first time, I was almost unbearably horny. I sighed happily as she began playing with my wet, needy pussy.
Her touch did things to me that I couldn't match on my own, even with all my years of experience. I could almost have sworn she'd been practicing just for me, which was obviously a silly thought since she hadn't felt the same way about me as I did her until very recently. I supposed her skills at getting herself off probably transferred pretty well though. More importantly, anything she did to me probably felt better than it should just because it was her doing it.
I moved my hand to her pussy, mirroring the attention she was giving me, and giggled a little when our wrists bumped together. There was so much nervous energy affecting my dexterity that I was sure even my admittedly unhoned technique would suffer for it. I resolved to someday master the art of bringing my sister to orgasm. I'd need lots of practice of course....
We fingered each other for a few minutes, building the other to higher levels of sexual pleasure and need for release. As with last time, I couldn't help feeling like April was doing more for me than I was for her, but then it was hard for me to know exactly what kind of sensations I was causing her. All I knew is I was doing something right, because her expression and the small noises she made revealed at least that much to me.
Suddenly she pulled her hand away from my pussy, then started to crawl toward the edge of the bed. I grabbed on to her and tried to stop her from moving.
"Where you going?" I asked, worried something was wrong, though I couldn't imagine what it could be.
"Let go for a second, I'm not going anywhere. You better not be this clingy all the time or we're going to have issues."
She had a teasing tone to her voice, but it was cut by her arousal. It was difficult to be too sarcastic when you were as turned on as we were. I realized that if she was anywhere near as horny as she appeared to be, she couldn't possibly intend to go far, and I reluctantly let her go.
April scooted over a little more once she had freedom of movement again, and reached for the top drawer of her dresser. She fished around inside for a moment, unable to see properly from her position, then emerged triumphantly brandishing a vibrator. I almost could have laughed at the situation, if only I wasn't so very intrigued.
"What ya gonna do with that?" I asked.
She smiled in a seductive, but vaguely predatory kind of way.
"You'll see."
April guided me to roll on my back, then climbed on top of me. I immediately reached up to play with her boobs since they were right there, staring at me so invitingly. She resisted my attempt to pull her down closer to me, though.
First she tested the vibrator to make sure the batteries were still good, and it would have been disappointing for both of us if they hadn't been, but everything seemed in order. Then, as I watched in fascination, she positioned herself with her pussy directly on top of mine and slid the vibrator between them.
I gasped as the vibrations hit my clit, as well as the rest of my slit soon after, and looked up at my sister in a mix of shock and lust. She rocked her hips a little, grinding both herself and that wonderful toy of hers against me. I'd never even considered using a vibrator for anything other than 'alone time' before.
"You," I said, "are brilliant."
"I know," she said just before grinding against me again and making me arch my back in pleasure.
The combination of my sexy big sister and the vibrations coming from her plastic toy was incredibly intense. I never stood a chance. My orgasm built harder and faster and just kept coming until finally it hit. I made something halfway between a moan and a scream and gripped her hips firmly as though she might decide get off me midway through if I didn't hold her down.
April kept rocking and grinding as I came, and if I'd been a little more observant, which was difficult under the circumstances, I probably would have noticed she wasn't far behind me. She hit her orgasm right about the same time I was coming down from mine, and I got to watch most of it as she thrashed around on top of me. It was like she was trying to get her pussy positioned in exactly the right place on top of the vibrator, and that spot kept moving.
Luckily April started to recover before the continued sensations got to be too much on my post-orgasmically sensitive clit, and when I was sure she was done I quickly grabbed the vibrator and pulled it away from between my legs. She looked a little more ragged and tired than before we'd reentered the bedroom, for obvious reasons, but also satisfied and, as always, so very beautiful.
She rolled onto her back and I quickly snuggled up with her. She wrapped an arm around my shoulders and hugged me to her.
"You little cuddle-slut," she said, using what was rapidly becoming a term of affection between us. "You know we can't stay in bed all day, right?"
"Why not? S'the weekend."
"Yes, but you're learning to be responsible, remember?"
She started to pry herself free and sit up, and I had to cuddle her more urgently to keep her from getting away.
"Five more minutes. I can still be 'sponsible if we take five minutes."
"Alright, five minutes. But I can see my alarm clock from here, and I'm timing you."
Despite her attempted strictness, I was pretty sure we lay there for longer than she said. She could pretend all she wanted, but I knew she liked when I insisted on snuggling. She had too much of a soft spot for me for her own good. Always had. Of course, it went the other way too. We wouldn't have been where we were if it hadn't.
****
Getting to move in with my sister officially was awesome. It made me smile every time I thought about it. However, it was not without complications.
There was mom, for instance, who was reluctant to see her baby leave for good. It helped that I'd be living with April, since she'd always been happy that we were so close and that I had someone to hang out with that was a 'good influence' on me. I was pretty sure both of my parents had always preferred me hanging out with my sister to many of the alternatives, and it simply hadn't crossed their minds that it would ever be more than visiting.
Fortunately, April was much better at negotiating with and pacifying our mother when she felt like it. She apparently understood how mom was feeling, or could fake it well enough for our purposes, and was remarkably convincing in her argument for me moving away from home. All mom's worries about my safety and well-being were assuaged and in the end I was given her blessing to move out.
April later confided in me that mom probably just didn't know what to do without either of her kids around, which made a certain amount of sense to me. Even though I was pretty sure my parents enjoyed having breaks from me at times, I still remembered that summer when April and I had both gone off to camp at the same time. Mom's emotional state then was reminiscent of what she was going through now.
Aside from that, there was also the issue of moving my stuff to the apartment. I couldn't take everything, of course, since there wasn't really room. I'd need most of my clothes though, and my things for school, and my laptop, and... well, there was quite a list at any rate. It would take more than one trip for sure.
Mom was all too happy to let me keep as many of my things in my old room as I wanted, hinting that it would be nice for me to have them there for when I came back to visit on holidays and such. I tried to remind her that I really wasn't going that far, but she was already busy planning a summer weekend for the family, and it seemed to keep her occupied so I let it drop.
After transporting a couple of quick, smaller loads of my stuff, April and I decided we'd better give in and do some proper planning and packing. We went over one evening after I was done with school and she was done with work, and went to my room with the intent of filling as many bags and boxes as her car could hold. The idea was to reduce the number of repeat trips we'd need to make, as well as the frequency with which I was borrowing my sister's clothes due to faulty planning.
"You have so much junk," April said as I piled shirts into an old duffle bag. "I always knew that, but I guess I'd never really taken the time to look at it all."
"It's not junk," I said, trying to sound indignant. "It only looks that way because it's not yours. If it belonged to you, you'd understand the value."
April wordlessly held up a book that had been torn clean in two. I glared and stuck my tongue out at her.
"That was an accident," I said. "You're just cherry-picking the worst stuff."
"Uh huh, I'm sure you were just about to throw it away and it somehow slipped your mind. And I'm also sure that what appears to be a pile of worn out or too-small shoes is probably just my imagination."
"They're not... some of them are still good."
I was rapidly losing the argument, and I fell back to my old standby. I looked at her with my best puppy dog eyes and pouted until she caved and stopped picking on me.
"Don't look at me like that," she said. "I was just observing, that's all. If you want to keep that stack of old VHS's, you go for it."
"They're treasured childhood memories. S'not my fault I don't have any way to watch them anymore."
"If you say so."
April mercifully went back to what she'd been doing before she felt the need to tease me, which had mainly been packing up the contents of my underwear drawer. It felt somehow naughty to leave her in charge of my bras and panties, so I did.
I kind of wondered if it was turning her on at all, what with it being a slightly less innocent task than it would have been before our relationship had changed. I only wished I'd had something sexier for her to discover, but I'd never been one much for impractical lingerie. There'd never been much point until very recently.
April started dancing a little as she worked. Not dancing exactly, but moving slightly and swaying to some imaginary rhythm. It was enough to catch my attention and distract me from my task. Her butt looked so good in those shorts she was wearing, and the way she was unconsciously swinging it back and forth made it very hard to look away.
It took her a few minutes to realize I'd stopped packing and had settled in comfortably to watch her ass. She gave me an exasperated look, but she couldn't stop the small upward twitch at the corner of her lips.
"You might recall that I'm supposed to be helping you, and not the other way around," she said. "So you should probably get back to work before I decide to take a break too. And I don't want to hear any complaining if we forget something because you were busy gawking."
"You've got a nice butt," I said, completely ignoring her tirade.
"I know, but that's not the point."
"Come on, we can take a little break."
I moved toward her, but she held out a hand to fend me off.
"Mom's downstairs," she reminded me. "And for all we know dad could be back by now too. We're not risking one of them walking in on anything... inappropriate."
"Just a little risk?" I suggested, holding my thumb and finger half an inch apart.
"No."
She crossed her arms and tried to look firm.
"Itty bitty risk?"
I held my fingers even closer together.
"No, and if you ask again I'm getting back in my car and leaving you here for the night. On the other hand, if you can behave a little while longer, just think of all the sexy times we can have back at the apartment where there's no threat of surprise parental supervision."
I weighed the advantages and disadvantages of being patient, then decided to go ahead and push my luck. After all, April had only forbidden asking again, she hadn't said anything about non-verbal aggression.
Once she was confident I wasn't going to protest her decision any further, she turned back sorting my underwear. I pretended to resume piling clothes into the dufflebag I'd been filling, but mostly I just waited until I could sneak up her without her noticing until it was too late. She squealed as my arms snaked around her waist and I pulled her into a quick, but tight, hug.
"Did you not listen to anything I just said?" she asked as she tried to free herself.
"I did, then I ignored it."
I kissed the side of her neck, so she leaned her head against her shoulder to stop me. I simply switched sides and kept right on trailing kisses between her cheek and shoulder.
"You brat. We need to get finished here."
"Mm-hm, in a minute."
April continued to 'struggle' against me, though it was the type of struggling that mainly resulted in our bodies rubbing against each other rather than her actually escaping. I pressed myself against her more firmly and kept nuzzling at her neck while also moving my hands up to cup her breasts through her shirt.
"You're just going to get us both all horny," she said. "And you know as well as I do we can't do anything about that while we're here. We'd stop paying attention and mom could easily come check up on us and we wouldn't hear her...."
"Yeah, I know. But, like, do you even know how many times I thought about you in this room? All those fantasies, and I never, ever thought they'd come true. But now they are true, and here we are."
"I get that, but--"
"Can't we just make out in my old room once?"
I did my best to look cute and innocent and pleading all at the same time, and I must have had some success because April didn't say no right away. She appeared torn, unable to either deny my request or to acquiesce.
"We could get caught," she said.
"Mom hasn't come up here the whole time we've been packing, why would she come up now?"
"But she could," April insisted.
"Yeah, and a meteor could hit too. Or a volcano could go off. Lots of things could happen."
"Pretty sure there aren't any vol--"
I stepped around in front of my sister and kissed her, cutting her off mid-sentence. Her resolve was clearly weakening, and she didn't even try to fend me off.
"We need to be quiet," she said.
"Mm-hm." I nodded eagerly.
"And quick. And no clothes are coming off."
"Mm-hm."
She gave me a look, one that told me I'd better not push her for any further concessions, then slipped her arms around me. She kissed me this time, and I happily parted my lips for her. After a moment her tongue snuck into my mouth and began exploring.
I reached behind April to grab her butt with both hands, squeezing it through her shorts. I wasn't sure if she'd let me get underneath her clothes or not, and didn't want to risk her cutting me off just yet.
Our breasts pressed together as we held each other close. I liked to imagine I would have been able to feel her nipples against mine, if only she hadn't been wearing a bra. I'd taken to not bothering with one at times, if only for convenience around my sister.
My hips rocked gently all on their own, seeking something to rub against to help sate my sexual desires. If I could just get one of April's legs between mine I'd be able to grind on it and give my pussy what it wanted. She knew what I was up to though and subtly, but deliberately no doubt, prevented me from doing that. She'd just tell me we were only supposed to be making out if I protested.
I realized too late I might have actually made a mistake. I was getting too horny with no easy way to deal with it, and I'd have to wait until we finished packing and got back to the apartment to fix that. On the other hand, any opportunity to tongue-wrestle with my sister was never too much of a bad thing.
Suddenly there was a slight creak in the hallway outside my room, and April and I whirled toward the doorway at the same time. The door wasn't even completely closed, so we had a few seconds at most before we'd be seen by whoever was out there. Probably it was mom, but it didn't matter much who it was if we were caught.
April turned back to my dresser while I quickly dived to the floor and tried to act like I'd been sitting there folding clothes for the past several minutes. It was kind of a dumb cover since I hadn't folded anything else that had gone in the half-full duffle bag, but it might pass casual inspection.
"Hey girls, how's it going in here?"
It was mom, as expected, checking up on us just like I'd said she wouldn't. April was going to point that out when she had the chance, there was no doubt in my mind.
"Good, I think," April said. "We're getting it done anyway."
I stayed quiet and hoped mom wouldn't notice how flushed I was. At least the dampness in my panties wouldn't be obvious, so I didn't have to worry about hiding that.
"Well that's good," mom said. "Your father just got home, you two'll come down for supper before you go, of course."
The way she said it offered no real chance to argue. It wasn't a question, it was a decree.
"Sure, we can eat before we go," April said. "Saves me making something later."
I looked up at her, suddenly suspicious. Since when did she not love cooking? No, she was up to something.
Mom was satisfied and soon left us alone again. We both stayed where we were for a couple minutes, as though afraid she might return, but I could only stay silent for so long.
"What are you up to?" I demanded. "You gave in way too easily."
"Me? I just like mom's cooking," April said innocently. "And it makes her so happy when she has both her daughters around for a little while. You know, not long enough for her to remember how much of a pain in the ass we both are to have around. She has such a terrible memory for that."
It was true, I was fully prepared to admit I could be a pain in the ass. April wasn't nearly as bad, in my opinion anyway, but since she and mom both liked to be in control, there had occasionally been... disagreements between them. Very loud disagreements. Of course that didn't stop mom from missing her eldest daughter terribly when she wasn't around. She was funny that way.



****
We finally finished up, more or less, and got my stuff in April's car. Shortly after that we joined our parents at the table for supper. April and I sat across from each other, as we always had ever since we were little. At this point she still hadn't given me any hints as to what she was up to.
I began to relax as I ate, and I joined in the familiar meal time conversation with the rest of my family. It wasn't too often anymore that the four of us were all together, but the natural diplomacy of the situation wasn't something easily forgotten. Depending on my mood, and everyone else's, it was sometimes fun to goad April and mom into an argument, or, less often, I'd try to prevent one. This time around I did neither and simply went with the flow.
At one point I felt something, a foot probably, brush against my leg, and I ignored it at first thinking someone might have accidentally kicked me. Then it came back and rested against my leg, just above my ankle. I looked across the table at April, who had an enigmatic little smile on her face.
Once she knew she had my attention, her foot slowly crept up higher and higher until it was just past my knee. This was getting to be awfully risky of her, at least by her standards. If she wanted to mess around under the table, that was fine by me. I couldn't imagine she really thought it was going to bother me in any way.
She had that look on her face though, one that suggested she really was up to something vaguely sinister. Generally I was far more prone to such expressions, but I still recognized it on her when I saw it. I shrugged mentally and spread my legs wider, giving my sister more room to play. I wasn't really sure what she could do without being too obvious about it, but I was certainly willing to find out.
Much to my disappointment, April really didn't do much other than run her foot slowly over a small section of my leg, and never went any farther than my lower thigh. She must have been deliberately teasing me, knowing I'd imagine her pressing her foot right up against my pussy, or something similar, which of course I was. It might have been an impractical fantasy to begin with, but I could hardly help that.
I petulantly closed my legs back up and stuck my tongue out at her when no one else was watching. She grinned and merely switched to rubbing her foot along the outside of my leg instead. I hated that somehow she was making me horny, despite not really doing anything that should warrant such a reaction. Even more than that, I hated the fact that she clearly had no intention of doing anything about it.
The conversation continued around me while I withdrew more and more. I kept alternating between trying to ignore my sister and trying to keep her foot from touching me in such a seductive way without being obvious about it. I failed at both goals.
I was lucky to get through supper with neither mom or dad asking what was wrong, as I was sure my quiet fidgeting would have been noticed. My pussy was presenting small but constant demands for attention, and I could feel how wet my panties had gotten when I moved. Sure, part of that was probably from my pre-supper make out session, but the effect my sister could have on me was still amazing.
As soon as I could, I maneuvered April out the door and into her car. She had a smug grin on her face, but otherwise she gave no indication of the torture she'd been putting me through.
"Can't believe you did that," I said.
"Did what?"
"You know what. Playing with me under the table like that. What happened to worrying about getting caught?"
"You mean caught accidentally making perfectly innocent contact with my baby sister? Yeah, I should have been worried alright."
I realized I was getting nowhere, so I gave up. Besides, I had something else to take care of.
While April drove us back to our apartment, I slipped my hand into my shorts and under my panties. I fingered myself as well as I could under the circumstances, given that I didn't have particularly good access, but it was enough to temporarily keep my horniness in check.
"Are you really masturbating right now?" April asked. "You couldn't even wait until we got back?"
"Well it's your fault I'm so turned on. I need to take care of it somehow."
"Ha, don't blame me. You're constantly horny, there's not a thing that can be done about it."
Her refusal to take any blame irked me slightly. Some revenge was in order, I decided.
I slid my shorts down my legs and kicked them off, followed closely by my soggy panties. I reclined in my seat, making my semi-nudity more obvious to my sister, and began masturbating for real. It would serve her right if her seat smelled like pussy afterward.
"Dammit, put your clothes back on," she said.
"No."
"Other people are going to be able to see you, this is not exactly a private area."
"They can't see my bottom half, it's not like I took my shirt off or anything."
"They could still... you could... just get dressed."
Now I was having fun. April was flustered, and doing her best to keep her attention on the road despite the show going on right next to her. I was in control, if only briefly, and she knew it.
I stared straight at her, meeting her eyes when she occasionally glanced at me, and slowly pulled my shirt over my head. April was probably doing almost twenty under the speed limit by now as I took more and more of her attention. Fortunately we weren't on a particularly busy stretch of road, so we weren't actually blocking traffic. I sank down in the seat even more to prevent the rare pedestrian we passed from seeing much, but otherwise did nothing to cover my body.
"Dammit," she whispered. "You'll make me drive into the ditch or something, you know that right?"
"I don't think so. You're a pretty good driver."
It was more of a rush than I'd expected to be naked in such an exposed location. Despite my initial confidence, there was a chance someone would see me well enough to know I didn't have any clothes on. Somehow it made the situation even hotter. All I'd meant to do was get back at my sister and enjoy getting her as turned on as I was. Instead, I found my horniness getting even worse.
I skillfully fingered my pussy with one hand while the other caressed my breasts, alternating between them every so often. I made sure to moan and gasp and whimper more than necessary just to get to April a little more, but I genuinely didn't have to act all that much.
The car jerked a couple times as April nearly drifted out of her lane, but I was beyond caring about that. I was so close to cumming, so close, and it would have taken physical restraint to stop me at that point.
My sister was breathing heavily, and I noted that her thighs would squeeze together slightly every so often. If she hadn't been driving I had no doubt she would have been masturbating right along with me.
"Better hurry up, little sister. We're almost there."
She may as well not have bothered with the warning for all it mattered to me, I was right on the verge of orgasm anyway. My fingers flew over my clit, faster and faster until suddenly I was there. I came hard, the pleasure almost making me dizzy. My seatbelt cut into me as I thrashed and stiffened in ways a car seat wasn't meant for, but I hardly noticed the pain.
"Last warning before you have to deal with being naked when I park," April said.
I nodded weakly as I slumped back in my seat, feeling drained from my exertion. I wasn't even certain I'd be able to dress myself. Somehow, with fumbling hands, I managed. My panties got stuffed in my pocket since it was too much work, and they were too uncomfortably damp, for me to want to put them back on.
We managed to get most of my stuff out of the car and into the apartment before I collapsed on the couch and refused to move. April came to sit with me and stroked my hair lovingly.
"Shouldn't have tired yourself out so much," she said.
"Totally worth it," I said. "Even though now I just want to nap."
"Mm-hm, I bet."
I let her hold me and caress my hair for a bit while my strength came back.
"April?"
"Yeah?"
"We're never gonna be able to tell mom and dad, are we?"
"No baby, we're not. We knew that going in."
"I know, it's just... I knew it, but I didn't really think about it before. It's just gonna have to be our secret."
"Yeah, it is."
I turned my head slightly to face her. After a moment I pushed myself up enough to kiss her, showing her my affection in a way my words couldn't.
"Totally worth it," I said.
****
Finding a job sucked, that was my initial impression. I was pretty sure actually having one would suck too. That was the deal though, I had to get one to stay with April and there was no way I was going to give up on that just because the real world was a cruel and depressing place.
I was pretty much going to have to start out in a shitty retail position, there wasn't much of a way around that. I was still in high school, so my potential hours were limited, and I had no job experience to speak of. Not that I didn't still look for a job with low expectations and a high salary on the off-chance that sort of thing existed, but I resigned myself pretty quickly to being a minimum wage employee for a while.
Well, I'd be a minimum wage employee once I actually landed a job anyway. That part turned out to be even trickier than I'd suspected before I started, and my hopes hadn't been all that high to begin with. April was sympathetic to my woes, and as long as I was trying she said she had no intention of pushing me any harder. I started going into a couple conveniently located businesses on my way home from school, but I didn't have much luck at first.
"Ugh," I said as entered the apartment after two more failed applications.
"No luck?" April asked.
"None whatsoever. It's like no one wants to hire an unqualified, probably incompetent girl who's only going to be there until something better turns up."
"Aw, I'm sure it's not that bad. Sometimes people just aren't hiring, that's all."
She led me to the couch and snuggled up with me. It improved my mood tremendously in very little time at all. I slipped a hand casually under her shirt and idly played with her boobs over her bra.
"Is this what everyone does?" I asked. "Just keep trying and failing and hoping it all works out?"
"Sort of, I suppose. It depends. Did I ever tell you about how I lost the first real job I had in less than a week?"
I shook my head in confusion. "You were there longer than that, weren't you? That was at that bakery, right? Didn't you work there for, like, almost a year?"
"No, that was my second job. I probably never told you about the first one 'cause I was embarrassed. I worked there as a waitress, though like I said, not for very long."
I managed to get an arm around her far enough to reach her bra clasp and unhook it. Her bra slid easily away from her chest and gave me easier access to her breasts.
"What happened?"
"Well, the short version is I tried to tell the manager he was doing his job wrong. He didn't like that so much."
"Yeah, that sounds like you," I said, chuckling a little at the thought of my sister telling off her boss after she'd just started working for him. "But that's not really embarrassing."
"No, it isn't anymore. But this was back when I had much less experience in life. It was my first job. I wanted the money and independence, and instead I got fired before I was even settled in. I felt like kind of a failure."
April pulled her shirt up over her breasts without me even having to ask. I smiled at her for knowing me so well.
"So now I have to worry about getting fired too? I was hoping to not think about that until I'd taken care of the getting hired part."
"That... wasn't really the point I was trying make. It was supposed to demonstrate how things don't always work out the way you want, and sometimes that's a good thing. Like how I don't think I would have liked that job, so maybe it was just as well I didn't have to stay there very long."
"Mm-hm. Well maybe it will all work out. I've been surprised before by things eventually going better than I could possibly have hoped."
"About what?"
I just looked at her silently until she blushed.
"Oh, you mean me," she said.
"Yeah, I mean you." I leaned in and kissed her, then rested my head on her shoulder. "That's what I keep thinking about every time I get told 'sorry, can't hire you right now.' That it's all worth it 'cause I get to come home to you every night, and usually have naked sexy times too."
"I suppose I can see that being a major upside for you. And speaking of things you like...." She stood, ignoring my pout as I lost my cuddle-buddy. "I'm gonna go make us some food, because I'm starting to get hungry."
She walked to the kitchen, letting her shirt slowly settle back into place instead of immediately pulling it down to cover herself. I hadn't been exaggerating; any time I was feeling overwhelmed lately, or like life completely sucked, all I had to do was remind myself that I had April. She was a serious positive point in my world, and I was so, so glad she'd been able to return my feelings for her. Despite how we really hadn't been together romantically all that long, relatively speaking, I couldn't imagine going back to living any other way.
****
I actually did manage to get a job a couple days later, though not technically through my own efforts. One of my friends had a cousin who was assistant manager at a clothing store in a nearby mall. Apparently that was all it took to get me a serious consideration for a job. Well, that and, as I later found out, they'd just had two people quit.
My first shift was Saturday morning, which was kind of depressing since it meant no sleeping in for me. I loved spooning with April on weekend mornings, lying there lazily either holding her or being held depending on who happened to be the big spoon. Now I actually had somewhere I needed to be, and I actually had to get up earlier than I would for school just to add insult to injury.
As far as the job itself, it turned out to be not quite as bad as I'd feared. I could definitely see it getting tedious and boring once the novelty wore off, but at first there were so many new things to learn that I didn't really have a chance to get bored. Even something like refolding clothes that customers had messed with took a lot of concentration to do while I was still figuring it out.
I'd also heard that customers could be absolute nightmares at times, or so a couple other employees mentioned. That was supposedly pretty common in retail, so I believed it and I got a little nervous a couple times when someone came in who looked like they were in a bad mood. Nobody was really mean or rude to me though, and I survived the day relatively intact.
Much to my surprise, April showed up right at the end of my shift, just as I was walking out the door. I'd resigned myself to grabbing the bus to get back, not having expected her to both drop me off in the morning and pick me up afterward.
"Don't get used to it," she said, as though reading my mind. "I needed to do a little shopping anyway. Figured I'd give you a ride while I was at it."
I smiled and hugged her, knowing better than to kiss her in public. Most of the people around us wouldn't have known we were sisters, but someone might. Plus two girls kissing in the middle of the mall might very well attract just enough attention for even people who didn't know us to get curious. We had to be careful in public, even though I hated it.
"What'd you need to buy?" I asked, taking her hand and holding it as we walked. That much public affection was okay, or at least we'd both decided it was without really discussing it.
"Just some minor, uninteresting things. A couple books, some new sheets for the bed. Another vibrator."
She spoke so casually I almost let the last item on her list go without paying it any attention.
"Another what?"
"You heard me. I thought it wouldn't hurt to have two, just in case."
"Even though it's really, really fun sharing one?"
She smiled. "I don't know that we'd want to share every time. I'm kind of surprised you didn't have one actually. Unless you've just been hiding it this whole time, in which case I didn't need to bother getting a new one."
I bit my lip, feeling a sudden flash of embarrassment.
"Used to have one," I mumbled.
"But not anymore?"
"Mom found it. I forgot to hide it one time and... yeah. Made things so awkward for like a week. I got rid of it just so I wouldn't have to risk that happening again. Kind of regretted it afterward though."
My face felt warm, and I was probably blushing just at the memory of mom's reaction. She hadn't gotten mad or anything, but it had been so... uncomfortable. I hadn't been able to have a proper conversation with her for a while after that.
"Oof, that's rough. That's why some of us learn to be more careful with things we don't want our parents to find."
"Hey, it was one time. I made a mistake. Don't act all superior just because of that."
"Uh huh, so you're going to tell me that was the one and only time you left your vibrator out. You didn't, say, regularly forget to put it away, and this one instance in question just happened to be the one where mom went in your room?"
"I... shut up."
I purposefully bumped into her as we walked, just enough to knock her to the side a little. Obviously she couldn't get too far though, not with our hands still clasped together.
"Sorry baby, you know I'm just teasing. That would legitimately be a horrible thing to have to go through."
"No kidding." I brightened up a little at a passing thought. "At least I don't have to worry about that anymore. Not around you."
"Mm-hm, that's true. You've hardly ever seemed to be embarrassed at all around me. Especially now that being naked together is something that happens on a regular basis."
"That does make awkwardness seem kinda pointless," I agreed.
We eventually made it to the car and got in, but not before I'd spied some promising looking shopping bags in the back seat. I grabbed the one that most looked like it could contain a sex toy before putting on my seatbelt. April glanced at me and shook her head slightly, but didn't say anything.
While she drove us home I opened up the bad and found that I had guessed correctly. It was, in fact, the one with a vibrator inside.
"It looks like your old one," I said. "Except very... pink."
"Yeah, I thought maybe you'd go for a brighter colour."
"I do kind of like the colour, I was kind of hoping you'd pick a different model though. Something new and interesting, you know?"
"Tell you what, you get your first paycheck, you can go buy whatever kind of toy you want. Personally, I find being too adventurous can be overrated at times."
I considered what she said while I examined the sex toy in my hands.
"Did you get any batteries?" I asked.
"There's some at the apartment. So no, you can't play with it until we get back. Honestly, I have no idea how you can be so horny all the time."
"That's just the effect you have on me. You should know that by now."
"I suppose maybe I should."
****
I had some free time that afternoon, and I spent part of it experimenting with the new vibrator. After locating the batteries of course. April was no help on that front, she was just amused at the sight of me wandering around on my own little scavenger hunt.
It was pretty much the exact same thing as her old vibrator, as I'd suspected, but its vibrations did seem to be a little stronger, perhaps because it was new. Granted, that could have just been my imagination.
What I'd really wanted to try was using both of them at the same time, and the results of that test were really quite excellent. One inside me and one on my clit made for a couple very interesting, and rather quick, orgasms. I tried to get April to try it out too, but she was 'busy.' For some reason she didn't always think sexy times took priority over everything else.



That was okay though, I sometimes liked when she made it a bit of a challenge for me. Once I'd had enough of playing by myself I put on a shirt, and only a shirt, before strolling casually around the apartment for the rest of the afternoon. I made no attempt to seduce her other than that, but I knew I had her interest. She couldn't stop sneaking peeks at me any time she was near. Mostly I pretended that everything was normal and that I was properly clothed. She must have known what I was doing; she wasn't slow on the uptake when it came to me, but that didn't stop it from working.
I waited until April had started making supper to push her any further. I took the new vibrator into the kitchen where she was chopping vegetables for a salad while simultaneously keeping an eye on a couple of pots she had on the stove. For a moment I had a familiar flash of envy at how easily she did it all. If I had tried even that limited multitasking when it came to cooking, I'd probably end up accidentally dumping vegetables into one of the pots instead of the salad bowl, then burning the whole thing anyway.
The moment passed quickly, as I was used to feeling inadequate in the kitchen around her. I advanced, not quite sneaking up on her since she already knew I was there, but somehow feeling kind of sneaky all the same. From behind her I reached around and slipped the vibrator down the front of her shorts, turning it on just before releasing it.
"Ooh," she said, wiggling a little as her pussy was suddenly subjected to some extremely pleasurable sensations. "That's kinda nice, but I am working here."
She tried to remove the vibrator, but I grabbed her wrist before she could get to it.
"Uh uh," I said. "I want it to stay in there for a bit."
"I know you won't believe me, but some people don't need to masturbate constantly, and I'm one of those people."
"I don't do it constantly, I went all morning without touching myself inappropriately at all."
"Be that as it may, you know very well we'd both starve if I gave in to every sexual desire you had."
"Fine, then let me do that."
She turned around, a wide grin on her face. "You're going to do the cooking?"
"Just cutting the vegetables. I can do that."
April silently turned her knife so the handle was toward me and waited for me to take it. I accepted it with more confidence than I truly felt, since we both knew the odds weren't great that I wouldn't screw up somehow.
She leaned back against the counter, moaning softly every now and then as the vibrator continued buzzing away against her pussy. I got some satisfaction from watching her out of the corner of my eyes, and seeing her gaze obviously drifting toward my still uncovered lower half.
"Alright," she said. "Go for it."
I hesitated briefly, then finished slicing a tomato that April had started. My pieces were a lot less even and symmetrical than hers, but it wasn't too bad. In fact, it all went fairly smoothly until I got to the carrots.
"You need to peel those," she said.
"I know that," I said defensively. "I'm not completely helpless at this, only mostly helpless."
Of course, I wasn't exactly skilled at peeling carrots. April didn't comment, and I tried not to watch her while I did it, but I was sure she was either smirking or wincing the whole time. Bad as it was, the actual cutting somehow went worse. The very first cut I tried to make, I accidentally sent half the carrot flying off the counter onto the floor. My sister just giggled.
"Fine," I said. "I get it, I don't know why I bothered trying." I slammed my knife down with more force than necessary. "How do you--"
I stopped as I turned to April and realized that her giggles had turned to something else, something much more sexual. She was leaning heavily on the counter and pressing her hand against the front of her shorts, grinding the vibrator on her pussy. My mood changed instantly, and I went from being mildly frustrated to somewhat aroused within seconds.
Watching my sister cum was something I loved to be able to do. It was even better if I was directly responsible for it, but this was still okay. Her facial expressions, the sounds she made, the way her body moved, it was all so very sexual and beautiful, and always different enough that I felt like I was seeing something new every time.
April pulled the vibrator out of her shorts as she came down from her orgasm and carefully set it aside. It kept buzzing until I finally had to go turn it off. My sister actually seemed a little unsteady on her feet.
"Well that was... somewhat unique," she said.
"So you liked it?"
"Yes, mostly. It was kind of frustrating 'cause it wasn't really hitting the right places, but the slow, painful buildup is nice sometimes." She poured herself a glass of water and sipped at it. "Anyway, we were in the middle of something, weren't we."
"Sort of. You can take back over now, I'm obviously not doing all that well."
"Mm-hm, you know why that is?"
"Because you got all the cooking skill in the family I assume."
"Not all of it, and no, that's not the main problem. You don't have enough patience."
"Isn't that my problem when it comes to just about everything? I'm pretty sure it is. There's not much I can do about it."
"That's the thing, you can learn if you want to. I find sometimes you just need the right motivation." April wiped her hands off, then recovered the piece of carrot I'd sent flying across the floor. She washed it off and set it back in front of me. "Here, practice cutting it thin. You can't really do any more damage to it."
I shrugged and turned around, preparing to cut. April slipped in behind me and gently placed her hand over mine.
"Slowly," she said. "You don't want to chop, you want to slice."
"Those are the same thing."
"Sort of, yes, but not quite."
She guided my hand's movement, and together we cut a very passable slice of carrot off of the main part. She was right, even with her limiting my input I could feel the difference from the type of cutting I would normally do. I was very much into quick, simple movements, whereas April's technique was, naturally, a little more refined.
I let her continue to guide me, partly because I was learning something, but mainly because her body was pressed up against mine. It was particularly nice because I was still half-naked and it was very easy to imagine something dirty happening any minute. She had good access to most any part of my body if she wanted it.
"You starting to get the hang of it?" she whispered in my ear.
"Yes," I said, even though I was actually beginning to lose my focus.
April let go of me and pulled away. "Okay, I'll leave it to you then."
"What? No, come back. I like it better when you help. It's, you know, what you were saying about needing motivation."
"That's not really what I meant."
"But it was working, wasn't it?"
"I suppose it kind of was."
With an overly dramatic sigh she stepped back up behind me and resumed her position. It was sort of a weird way to be intimate I supposed, but I liked it. And with her help I was making some progress, so it wasn't like it was all just an excuse to be close to her. Not completely.
"All I can say is you better not get too horny before we're done here," she said. "Because I will make you finish up if I have to."
"Yeah, you probably would too. You can be mean that way when you want to."
"It's all for your own good, dear sister. I'm very concerned for your well-being you know."
April kissed me softly on the neck, then again a little lower. That wasn't playing fair if she expected me not to get all turned on, but I wasn't about to complain. Somehow I kept working, and the food all eventually got made. It wasn't half bad either, despite my involvement. Granted, my sister had done most of the real work, and all I'd done was cut up a few vegetables, but it was something. That was better than my success rate most of the time.
****
I started having more cooking lessons with my sister after that, and they did improve my skills at least marginally. It helped that April was really getting the hang of motivating me. It used to be that I'd just get distracted when she tried to teach me, back in the days before I'd admitted what she meant to me. She still distracted me, but at least now we could use my attraction to her for more constructive purposes.
The promise of any sort of sexy times, for example, was always sufficient to get my attention and could apply to more situations than just cooking. I had my final exams coming up in school, and I'd always been a procrastinator when it came to studying. April started playing a game with me that she called 'strip studying,' and it actually made me want to review and reread and practice and all those other things I should have been doing anyway.
Essentially she would ask me a question related to one of my courses, or sometimes get me to write out a paragraph or whatever, either out of one of my books or just made up on the spot. If I answered well enough she took off a piece of clothing, if I got it wrong I had to take off a piece. She later modified it so that she'd put a piece of clothing back on instead as punishment for failure, since it was more effective than having me strip. I quite liked being naked around her, after all.
Depending on how busy we were and how much free time we both had, April might ask me only a couple of questions and end up wandering around half-naked for a while, or we might spend a few hours at it. I liked the longer sessions, because when I managed to get my sister naked and she had no more clothes to remove, she had to find other ways to reward me. That usually meant her making me cum somehow, via various methods. Afterward she'd get dressed again and we'd repeat the process.
The end result was that I was better prepared for my exams than I'd ever been, and I felt remarkably confident when I finished writing one. The typical doubt and worry that I'd made too many mistakes just wasn't there. It was an exceptionally nice feeling.
Even work, despite how it could get to be kind of a drag at times, couldn't dull the pride I felt in myself. I was simply in too positive a frame of mind to be brought down by the relatively insignificant negative parts of my life.
Maybe it was that confidence that finally led me to go and look at sex toys like April had suggested. I wasn't all that shy generally, and it wasn't exclusive to the way I acted around my sister, but actually going that kind of store was mostly an unknown to me.
The one vibrator I'd owned before having to get rid of it had been acquired via a shady transaction through a friend who, as I understood it, got her sister to buy it. I'd never asked any more about it than that, but in hindsight I couldn't help wondering if there had been anything at all sexual about their relationship. It seemed unlikely in some ways, but at the same time it also seemed unlikely that April and I were the only sisters in the whole world to love each other the way we did.
Whatever the case, sex shops were foreign to me, and mainly evoked images of creepy men standing around waiting to perv on any innocent girl who might wander in. Not that I couldn't handle that if I had to, but the scary, unknown quality of the whole situation left me a little less brave than I was in most circumstances.
I wanted to at least go in one though, even if it turned out to be a horrible experience. April had apparently managed it, more than once even, so it couldn't be too bad. I decided to do it after an exam on a day when I didn't have work to mess with my sense of confidence beforehand.
There was one not too far out of the way, maybe the one my sister had gone to for all I knew. It was kind of discreet and tucked out of the way, but not in a bad part of town or anything and it didn't seem too sketchy judging by what little I could see from the outside. I only hesitated for a moment before taking a deep breath and stepping through the door.
My first impression of the interior was that it was, more or less, just another store. The merchandise was, naturally, quite different from the usual, but the actual atmosphere of the place wasn't unlike that of a small bookshop. There were no staring, lecherous men waiting for me, no other customers at all for that matter, only a bored looking girl flipping through a magazine by the cash register. I wondered idly if it was a dirty magazine, or something more mundane.
The girl ignored me, other than a brief glance, so I started exploring on my own. I recognized a lot of the things on display immediately: vibrators, dildos, handcuffs, gags... years of watching porn paying off ever so slightly. There were also some things that I couldn't begin to guess at, and others that just looked really, really uncomfortable to use.
I stopped in front of what I could only assume was the anal toy section. I wasn't sure why I stopped there as opposed to anywhere else in the store, although I would admit to being somewhat intrigued by the whole idea. April and I had never really gotten into much ass play, nor had I experimented all that much on my own, but I'd thought it about on occasion. It was the sort of thing I should at least try, just so I'd know what it was like, if for no other reason.
I picked up a butt plug to examine it a little more closely. I'd never actually seen one in real life, only on the internet, but it matched my expectations pretty closely.
"You probably want a smaller one," the girl by the register said.
Her unexpected input startled me and I dropped the toy. I looked over at her, finding her still not paying me any obvious attention, though clearly she must have been watching after all.
"What?" I said.
"You look like you don't know what you're doing," she said in a tone of voice that contained no judgement, and only the tiniest bit of interest. "If you haven't tried it before, you want to start with something smaller in your butt than the one you just had."
"Oh, no. I, uh, don't even know if I want it. I was just looking, that's all."
"Suit yourself."
I bent down to pick up the butt plug I'd dropped, suddenly unsure I wanted to stick around much longer. The girl didn't seem unfriendly, and apparently was at least a little bit helpful, but I wasn't sure I wanted her watching while I explored the possibilities of the shop.
"Boyfriend pressuring you to try it?"
Again there didn't seem too much actual interest, but the girl was still talking to me. I had no idea what to make of her. Maybe she was just bored and conversing with me was better than nothing.
"Um, no. No I'm not really the boyfriend type."
I wasn't sure why I phrased it like that. I sort of wanted her to know I was a lesbian, and didn't want her to know all at the same time.The girl looked up at me with a glimmer of interest for the first time.
"You mean you're a lesbian? Or something more... complicated?"
"Lesbian," I answered, blushing slightly. "And no, there's no pressure from anyone. Just my own curiousity."
The girl nodded slowly. "Huh. Well, if you're actually interested, that black one is a good one to start with," she said, pointing to one of the smaller plugs next to me. "It's one of the cheaper options too, which isn't a bad thing if you're not sure you'll use it much."
She probably had a much better idea of what she was talking about in this area than I did, and I caught myself before asking if she had personal experience with the one she'd recommended. Something told me she did, but that didn't mean such a personal question was okay. Although my orientation had come up already and that was quite personal in some ways....
Regardless, I now found myself faced with the more pressing question of whether or not I actually wanted an anal toy. Somehow I felt like that needed to be dealt with before I moved on to other things.
"I kind of wanted it in pink," I said, mostly to myself, but I knew the girl would be able to hear me.
"Well, we have some of those too. Any of the ones about the same size as that are probably fine, mainly you just want to stay small at first. That's the important part."
I nodded and switched the plug I'd been holding for a pink one I'd been eyeing that looked like it just about matched April's newer vibrator colour-wise. What the hell, I was earning a paycheck now, I could splurge a little if I wanted to.
My mind still wasn't entirely made up, yet I found myself walking up to the counter and depositing my choice beside the register. The girl across the counter looked somewhat amused. I noticed for the first time that she was wearing a name tag that said 'Tori' on it. It seemed an odd thing to wear in a place like this, but at least I had a name now.
"It's not my name," she said, following my gaze. "Belonged to another girl who worked here, from a different job. I started wearing it when she forgot it here after she quit."
"You're a weird girl," I said without really thinking.
Not-Tori grinned. "I know. That's part of why I work here. Tell you what, come back a few more times, maybe I'll tell you my real name."
I rolled my eyes and snorted derisively, beginning to feel strangely comfortable around her.
"That work on a lot of guys does it?" I asked. "Getting the repeat business and all."
"You'd be surprised. Anyway," she said, gesturing to my purchase, "up to you, but you might want to get lube with that."
"Oh, right."
I blushed again at not having thought of something that, in hindsight, I probably should have. I started to turn back to find some when Not-Tori stopped me.
"People are always forgetting it. I keep some here behind the counter for those cases, the kind I'd recommend if you're willing to trust me on it."
"Um, sure."
Not-Tori placed a small bottle beside my butt plug, then rang me through. It was a small thrill to actually have money to pay with that I'd earned myself, and another thrill to be spending it on something dirty. I couldn't help wondering what April was going to think about my purchase, and, more pressingly, how I could show it off. The possibilities were intriguing.
****
I lost my nerve after getting back to the apartment, and for a couple days my new purchase just sat in its discreet, unmarked bag. I wanted privacy for the first attempt anyway, I decided, and that wasn't always easy to get. It had never been an issue before, but there really weren't a lot of dependable opportunities for me to be in the apartment without April. Maybe I should have just included her, even gotten her to help me put the butt plug in the first time, but it would just be embarrassing if it turned out I couldn't do it, or didn't like it, or whatever else there was that could go wrong.
My chance came one day after finishing my very last exam for the year and, hopefully, forever. I didn't have work that day, and I got home before my sister. It was hard to know exactly when she'd be back, but I decided the odds were good that I'd have enough time. Besides, I was on a bit of a high from potentially being done with high school permanently, and was ready to venture out of my comfort zone a little.
I started by taking a shower, making sure I was as clean as possible before playing with my butt. Once I'd dried off afterward, I wiped the fog from the bathroom mirror and examined the reflection of my backside over my shoulder. I was still a little nervous about putting anything in my ass, but the thought also made me feel sexy and excited.
Still naked, I walked to the bedroom where I had laid out the butt plug and bottle of lube on the bed. My hands trembled ever so slightly as I carefully lubed up the plug, then my butt.
I gently pressed my finger against my asshole, knowing that if I couldn't even manage that limited penetration then I might as well give up on the whole thing. It took a minute or two of cautious pressure, but I soon had about half my finger in my butt. It felt kind of weird, not painful as I had feared it might, though my finger was smaller than what I planned on trying next.



Once I felt I was ready, I withdrew my finger and replaced it with the butt plug, pressing the tip right against the entrance to my ass. The plug was narrow at first and no more difficult to accept into my body than my finger had been, but it widened quickly and I tensed as I realized it wouldn't be quite so easy. That was the wrong response, I knew that, and I had to force myself to breathe deeply and try to relax.
Slowly, so very slowly, I pushed the butt plug deeper. It started to hurt a little, but far less than I thought it might. Rather than being overpowering, it was really only a small background feeling next to the other sensations running through me.
Suddenly it was in, and my ass closed around the narrow section just before the base. I stood up, then walked around a little, feeling that strange, naughty fullness in my butt that I'd imagined occasionally, but had never experienced first hand. My pussy was reacting as well, and I was tempted to give it some attention so it didn't feel left out, but I wanted to wait for April. Part of the turn on for me was anticipating her reaction, and I wanted to savour it.
I got dressed again after a few minutes parading around naked, choosing a tight t-shirt and my shortest skirt. Underwear seemed unnecessary and much less sexy, so I went without. Then it was simply a matter of waiting.
Patience was not my strong suit, that wasn't much of a secret really. I watched out the window, and paced, and sometimes reached under my skirt to play with myself a little before getting myself under control again. It was probably only half an hour before April returned, but it felt like a lot longer. By the time she arrived I was so horny I was beginning to regret not putting panties on, because at least they would have kept my pussy juices from running down my thighs.
I feigned nonchalance when she came in, pretended like I hadn't been pathetically waiting for her, and also tried not to show how horny I was. It was hard to say if I succeeded at all, she might not have said anything either way.
"So, last exam today," April said, dumping a couple grocery bags in the kitchen. "It went well I take it? You seem in a good enough mood it must have."
"Yeah, I think it went well," I said.
"Good, 'cause I think you deserve a reward for good behaviour recently."
I perked up at the mention of a 'reward.' Whatever she was thinking, I was sure it would be fun.
"What kind of reward?"
"Well, I brought some supplies," she said, indicating her groceries. "So I thought maybe I'd start with baking some cookies and we can go from there."
"Do I get to help?"
I liked helping my sister bake, but it tended to not be help so much as sneaking cookie dough whenever I got the chance. By the look on her face, and from past experience, she knew that all too well.
"No, dear sister, you don't get to help. But don't look so sad, I'm not kicking you out of the kitchen or anything."
"What am I supposed to do then?" I asked, still confused as to what exactly she had in mind.
Instead of answering she moved toward me and took me in her arms. She kissed me, softly at first, then more passionately as I responded eagerly. Her hands went to my butt and squeezed it through my skirt. I felt a small thrill run through me at how close she was to discovering my new toy, and how little she suspected it.
April knelt down in front of me, grabbing my skirt with both hands. She tugged it down, slowly slipping it over my hips until gravity could take over and let it fall to my feet. I stepped out of it and kicked it to the side. She smiled up at me and kissed the top of my leg while her hand caressed my inner thigh.
"Well, well. Someone's been bad," she said. "You're way too wet for this to all have been me. Did I interrupt you masturbating again?"
"Not exactly."
She arched an eyebrow. "Oh? And what does that mean?"
Wordlessly I turned until my back was to her. I heard a sharp intake of breath, then felt her fingers trace their way up my leg to my ass, then finally to my butt plug.
"You are a bad, bad girl," she said. "How long have you had this?"
"Couple days. Never tried it until today."
I gasped as she prodded at it and made it wiggle inside me.
"Maybe I was wrong," she said. "Maybe, being the naughty little sister you are, punishment is more in order than reward." She stood up and I turned back to face her. "Although, sometimes I think they're pretty much the same thing to you."
She kissed me again, then led me to a chair and made me sit. She used a trick she'd had success with before and tied my wrists together behind the back of the chair with a dish towel to keep me from escaping. I simply let her tie me up, while also spreading my legs and pouting wantonly. She was probably right about the line between punishment and reward being quite blurry for me at times. When it came to her anyway.
April left me by myself for a few minutes, just long enough for me to get restless and try to free myself. It seemed like I should have been able to stand up and slip my arms over the back of the chair, but I couldn't maintain my balance and kept falling back down before I could get loose.
When she came back she was completely naked and holding the newer of her two vibrators. She smiled in a devious sort of way, then turned it on and slipped it between my legs and under my pussy. It was held in place by my body weight, and sent vibrations up through me as I sat there helpless. I doubted it would be enough to actually make me cum, but hopefully she was just prepping me for something later on.
"Now you just sit there," April said, as though I had a choice. "And I'll do some baking."
"How 'bout you just get me off once first?"
I wiggled around, trying to get better contact between my pussy and the vibrator. I couldn't quite get it to hit my clit the way I wanted.
"Hmm, no, I don't think so. Maybe if you're good. We'll see."
April hummed cheerfully to herself and put on her apron, then got out the mixer. She preheated the oven and got started mixing up ingredients while I sat there helpless. She had to know what kind of torture she was putting me through; there was so much stimulation from watching her, as well as the two sex toys, but not enough to actually get me to orgasm. I would be a horny mess before too long.
As if to taunt me further, she started gently swaying from side to side, drawing my gaze even more firmly to her bare ass. I loved it when she would wear her apron while otherwise naked, but now she was using it against me.
"It's not fair," I whined, rocking my hips to try and increase the effect of the vibrator. "You're being mean."
"Yes, I suppose I am being kind of mean." She left her mixing bowl for a moment and stood in front of me. She leaned down to give me a tantalizing view of her cleavage, her nipples just barely staying covered as the apron fell away from her front slightly. "But do you really think I won't make it all worthwhile?" she asked, her voice a seductive whisper.
"Promise?"
"I promise." She pinched my nipple through my shirt, making me yelp. "Sorry, that was just for fun."
"Meanie," I said as she went back to her baking.
The vibrator was seriously beginning to drive me crazy, and the butt plug wasn't helping either. I could feel it every time I shifted in my seat, reminding me how dirty the whole situation was. Not that I needed the reminder.
I needed to cum so badly. I'd been worked up for far too long, and it was only getting worse. There was nothing I could do though, no way to get any more stimulation and break past the deliciously frustrating plateau I found myself trapped on.
April just kept humming, happily going about her business. She soon had the dough mixed up and a cookie sheet filled for the oven. She bent over more than I felt was strictly necessary while she put the tray in, and held the position a second or two after her hands were empty again. Once she had the over door closed and the timer set, she finally turned back to me.
"How are you doing?" she asked.
"How do you think. I'm horny and I need to cum and you're just being mean."
A faint smile crossed her lips. "Well, we can't have that, can we?"
She knelt in front of me, slowly, gracefully, maintaining eye contact, then suddenly darted forward and flicked her tongue over my clit. I stiffened, arching my back as much as my tied position allowed, and let out a loud moan. She licked me again, and again, finally giving my clit the attention it needed. I was so built up, it took less than a minute for her to bring me to orgasm.
I came hard, thrashing against my bonds and nearly dislodging my sister from her position between my legs. She kept licking me, not letting up even while I was already filled with as much pleasure as I could take.
Then, abruptly, it was over. I slowly returned to a semi-normal state of mind, while April withdrew, pulling the vibrator away from me as she did. I sagged in my seat, leaning back contentedly as my sexual desires were finally abated, at least temporarily.
"What do you think?" she asked. "Was it worth it?"
"Of course it was. You always seem to know what I'll like."
"That's because you're very easy to please most of the time. You're either horny, or hungry, or sometimes you just want to cuddle. You're not particularly complicated."
I grinned lazily. "It's been working pretty well for me lately."
"Mm-hm."
April straddled me, nearly sitting in my lap, and kissed me lovingly. Her tongue ran across my lips, and I could have sworn I tasted my pussy on it. Despite just having a massive sexual release, I could feel my horniness returning. It was only a small background noise for now, but it could easily get to be a problem again.
"You gonna untie me now?" I asked.
"Hm, no. No, not yet."
She stood back, then replaced the vibrator underneath me in the same place as before. This time I lifted my butt off the chair just enough to keep my pussy away from it. I wasn't quite ready for that stimulation again.
"Please?" I said.
"Just sit tight for a few minutes. I gotta put the next pan in the oven, and I need to clean up a little. Besides, I know you. You'll be horny again in a minute or two anyway."
"Well yeah, if you leave me like this I will be."
I couldn't hold myself in that awkward crouch forever, and soon had to sit back down where the vibrator could once again have its effect on me. At least my post-orgasm sensitivity had decreased, so mostly I could just enjoy myself, but that enjoyment was dulled somewhat from the knowledge that I'd still have to wait for April's help before I'd be able to cum again.
She repeated her performance of pretending to ignore me while flouncing around the kitchen. She took one pan of cookies out of the oven and replaced it with another, then washed a few dishes and wiped off the counter before finally paying attention to me again.
I sighed in relief even before she touched me, knowing that when she knelt between my legs she'd be taking care of me. It took a little more work on her part this time around, a little more dedication to licking my clit, but it paid off. I came for the second time before too long, though not as intensely as before. Still, it was enough to wear me out.
April seemed to sense I'd had enough, even without me having to plead with her. She untied my wrists and I immediately got off the chair and collapsed on the floor, curling up on my side.
"Drama queen," April said.
I ignored the jibe, and she didn't press the issue. She didn't even try to get me out of the middle of the floor for that matter. I didn't really watch what she was doing as she moved around above me, so I was kind of surprised when she sat down by my shoulder and gently maneuvered me so my head was in her lap.
She stroked my hair soothingly for a moment until I rolled onto my back and looked up at her. She had taken off her apron and was fully naked, her breasts hovering directly above my face. They would have been irresistible to me had I not been so thoroughly sated.
April reached up to the counter where she could just barely reach the rack of cookies from the oven. She pulled one down and broke a piece off of it, holding it to my lips. I delicately took her offering between my teeth and chewed it once her fingers were clear.
"How is it?" she asked, just before taking a piece for herself.
"Do you even need to ask? Everything you make is good."
"Well I don't want to get too complacent, I might lose my touch."
She fed me another piece, alternating between the two of us until the cookie was gone. Then she started a second one. Being sexually satisfied while my sister fed me delicious cookies fresh from the oven was a new, and awesome, experience for me, one I doubted I'd get her to repeat on a regular basis. I savoured every moment.
"I love you," I said.
It seemed so obvious that I did, so clear that it was pointless to even vocalize it, but of course she couldn't read my thoughts. Vocalizing them was necessary at times.
"Love you too," she said. "Always."
When April eventually tried to stand up again, I clung to her, preventing her from getting away. She lost her balance and sprawled across the floor, nearly hitting her head on the side of the counter. I crawled next to her as she lay giggling and snuggled against her.
"You know," she said, "as much as I'm aware of your fondness for cuddling, sometimes it still surprises me."
"What do you mean? How is this surprising?"
"Oh, you know, lying on the cold, uncomfortable floor. In the middle of the kitchen. When I have to get up in a minute anyway to get the next batch of cookies out."
I shrugged. "It's worth it."
"Mmm, that's why you're my little cuddle-slut."
I grinned as she called me by the nickname that had been growing on me ever since she started using it. It had seemed like childish name-calling at first, but now it was something almost special. It was hard to explain, even to myself.
The timer went off, and this time I had to let April go. Even I wouldn't sacrifice a pan of perfectly good cookies for more cuddle time.
From my vantage point on the floor I had a pretty good view of my sister from below from several different angles as she moved around. My attention was drawn at one point to what I could only describe as a slight glistening around her pussy and upper thighs. She was much better than me at remaining calm when aroused, but there was no doubt in my mind that she must have been dying to cum almost as much as I had been earlier.
I forced myself to my feet and stopped April just before she could put the last, partly empty, pan of cookies in the oven. She looked at me questioningly as I took the cookie sheet from her and placed it back on the counter, then turned the oven off. I was kind of proud of myself for remembering how to do that, as sad a testament to my cooking skills as that was.
"What ya doing? I need to finish these you know," she said.
"Later."
Ignoring her protests I dragged her away from the kitchen to our bedroom. She must really have been horny, because she hardly resisted at all. I pushed her onto our bed, then pulled my shirt over my head, leaving me just as naked as she was. She looked up at me with lust-filled eyes.
I crawled on top of her, kissing her passionately, lovingly, while she snaked her arms around my neck and upper back to try and pull me closer. I moved lower, leaving soft kisses on her cheek and neck and chest until I got to her breasts. Even more attention was required there, and I increased the density of my kisses so that not a single inch was missed. Occasionally I stuck my tongue out just a little and trailed it across small sections of her skin before pressing my lips down again.
My fingers made their way to April's pussy, trailing across the intermediate parts of her body until they reached their unmistakably damp destination. Her hips lifted to meet my touch, I didn't think she could help it. She needed me the same way I so often needed her, even if she tended to be far more hesitant than me about vocalizing it.
She moaned as I rubbed a finger up and down her wet slit, the volume increasing every time I made brief, teasing contact with her clit. I took one of her nipples between my lips, sucking on it and running my tongue over the sensitive area.
"Please, baby," she whispered. "I need it."
"Need what?"
April pouted the same way I imagined I did whenever she toyed with me. If I looked half as adorable, it was no wonder she gave in to me so often.
"I need to cum," she said. "Please? For your big sis?"
"Well how can I say no to a request like that?"
I kissed each of her nipples once more before moving farther down, away from her breasts and toward her waist. She spread her legs even wider and propped herself up on her elbows, leaning her upper body forward just a little to watch me. I smiled at her, then dipped my face down to her pussy.
Her smell overwhelmed me; the smell of sex, of my sister, it nearly made me lose my focus. Luckily my body knew what to do even if my brain didn't. Two of my fingers slid easily inside her while I positioned my mouth over her clit. A quick flick from my tongue was enough to make her gasp, a few more and she collapsed back on the bed. Instead of using her arms to hold her torso up, she placed a gentle hand on the back of my head, caressing me as I ministered to her needs.
April wouldn't stay still. I was pretty sure she was doing her best not to move, but her hips and legs had a mind of their own as I licked and finger-fucked her. She writhed and squirmed and generally made my job trickier, but instead of being bothered by it, I enjoyed it. As always, anything I could do to make my sister react like that made me happy. It didn't hurt my confidence either, for that matter, to have such an effect on her.
I kept at it as best I could while trying to hold her in place. I took cues from her reactions to get my fingers to hit exactly the right spot, and to get my tongue to achieve the correct rhythm to give her the most pleasure possible.
Soon my efforts paid off and April came in a flurry of moans and spasms. Her muscles contracted and relaxed seemingly at random, and it was all I could do to stay with her all the way to the end. My poor tongue felt like it was going to fall off from the extra exertion I put it through as a final burst of stimulation.
As soon as she came down and I had pushed myself up into a kneeling position, she rolled onto her side with her hand trapped between her thighs, perhaps protecting her pussy in case I decided not to leave it alone. I was pretty sure her clit got even more sensitive than mine after an orgasm, although obviously there was no way to know for sure.
I watched her for a moment, basking in the satisfaction of a job well done, then moved to lie down beside her. I pressed right up against her back and slipped an arm around her, spooning her from behind while she recovered.
"You're getting good at that," she said.
"Mmm, well I do like practicing," I said. "I suppose that probably helps."
I idly traced patterns on her skin with one of my fingers. After a minute or two, she took my hand in hers and interlaced our fingers.
"I'm proud of you," she said. "Especially these past couple weeks. You're a tiny bit less of a spoiled brat than you used to be."
"That was almost like a compliment, but not quite."
"Sorry. It was meant as a compliment."
I kissed her on the shoulder, then nuzzled gently at her neck.
"I know what you meant. Growing up kinda sucks in some ways, but I'm glad I have you to kick my ass a little and make me do it anyway."
"That's what I'm here for."
We lapsed into silence, the soft sounds of our breathing the only noise in the room. No, growing up wasn't all fun and games, but getting to cuddle naked with my sister made up for a lot. Actually, it more than made up for any of the downsides life brought my way. When I combined that with the sexy times we had, I knew I was a lucky girl. Very, very lucky.
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It was nice living on my own. It meant a certain amount of freedom and independence that I'd never experienced while I was growing up. I didn't end up getting a big apartment, or even one that was particularly far from home, but it was mine.
Of course, what with being barely a fifteen minute drive away from my family, I still saw them on a semi-regular basis. I'd go home for dinner ever now and then, or someone would stop in on their way somewhere else. My little sister Anna tended to come by more often than my parents. Mostly it was out of convenience, since my apartment was close to a fair number of places, including her school, and she didn't have a car of her own. If she wanted to go anywhere farther than she could walk, she generally had to either get a ride from someone or take the bus. She wasn't much a fan of the bus.
Anna had a habit of showing up whenever she felt like it. It was to the point where I was pretty sure the spare key I'd left with mom was essentially my sister's property by now. I'd gotten used to returning after work to find her casually lounging around on my couch or microwaving herself some food before she headed back out with her friends.
Her lack of predictability meant that it didn't surprise me in the slightest when she showed up one day out of the blue. She simply walked in and kicked off her sneakers before greeting me.
"Hey Ryan," she said. She dropped a plastic bag on the counter. "Mom sent you some stuff."
"Hey," I said back before moving to check out the bag.
I was pretty sure it'd be food. It usually was. Mom still hadn't gotten used to not having a teenage boy around to feed, and consequently made far bigger meals than she, dad, and Anna could eat. I got sent a lot of leftovers, which worked out just fine as far as I was concerned. The fact that Anna made deliveries every now and then sort of made up for her frequently raiding my fridge.
"So what are you up to?" I asked after having satisfied that the bag did, in fact, contain leftovers in Tupperware containers.
"Going out with some friends," she said. "I'm getting picked up here in... about five or ten minutes I guess. I'll get a text when they're close. Speaking of which, can I borrow twenty bucks?"
"No," I said flatly.
I knew how my sister's 'borrowing' went.
"Come on, I'll pay it back."
"Doubtful. If you do it'll just be because you con some money out of dad when you tell him I need to be reimbursed. And even if he falls for it there's still only a small chance I'd ever see the money. Shoulda just got the money from dad to begin with."
Anna shrugged. "I forgot to this morning. You wouldn't make me beg money off my friends, would you?"
"Absolutely I would. You're eighteen. You practically deserve that kind of embarrassment if you're still as financially hopeless as you are."
She stuck her tongue out at me, then sighed.
"You're kind of a meanie sometimes, you know that?"
"That's not how I'd put it. I'm trying to teach you some responsibility is all. That and I can't afford to toss money at you every time you think you need some. That's what dad's for. He hasn't learned his lesson yet."
Anna smiled a little and I couldn't help smiling too. It was a bit of a running joke between us how easily she could make dad cave on just about anything. Sure it was annoying sometimes how much he spoiled her, but to be fair she'd used her power to help me out more than once. She might have been spoiled, but at least she wasn't a brat. Well, not too much of one anyway.
"What if I trade you something for it?" she asked.
"That might work, if I thought you had anything I wanted."
She thought for a moment and occasionally glanced down at herself as though looking for inspiration. Obviously I didn't want any of her clothing or earrings or anything. Her phone was the only thing that might have some real value to me, but I knew she wouldn't give that up over twenty dollars.
"Maybe I could do something for you," she suggested.
"Like what? I mean, I have chores I could get you to do that'd be worth twenty to me, but they'd take longer to do than you have. It'd need to be something you can do in ten minutes, give or take. Face it, you're out of luck."
A look of resolve crossed her face. I tried not to show any sign of amusement, but I knew I'd pushed her buttons just right. She hated being told there was nothing she could to change a decision she didn't like. If I didn't want an argument I would have to be more delicate in saying no. In this case I was okay with it if she wanted to fight. She had to leave soon anyway.
Anna looked me dead in the eyes. I wasn't sure what she was going to say, but I was prepared for just about anything. I'd heard just about every ploy she had over the years. Somehow, she managed to surprise me with a new one.
"I could give you a blowjob," she said.
My mouth dropped open stupidly, and I couldn't form an immediate response. I assumed I'd heard wrong and tried to reprocess her words, but I'd heard right the first time.
"What?" I said.
"You heard me. That's something I could trade that would take less than ten minutes."
"Yeah, but--"
"So will you give me the money or not?"
I shook my head silently, then grabbed my wallet and pulled out a ten and a five. I needed to hit an atm soon, that was the last of my cash.
"Fifteen," I said. "That's all I have. And you better understand this nonsense isn't going to work again."
Anna shrugged. "Deal."
She took the money and shortly after she got a text from one of her friends. She wouldn't have had time for a blowjob after all, not that she ever intended to really go through with it. At least, I didn't think she would have done it. Probably.
For the rest of the evening I couldn't help wondering in the back of my head what she would have done if I had called her bluff.
****
The next time I saw my sister was on the weekend. I was going to my parents' house for supper, and ended up getting assigned to pick Anna up from a friend's house on the way. I'd mostly forgotten the whole 'blowjob' thing at that point.
I pulled into the driveway at the address she'd given me and sent her a quick text to let her know I was there. I could have gone in, and maybe it would have been faster, but she actually didn't take all that long coming out to meet me. I'd driven off without her one time when she took too long. She'd been cautious about messing with me when I was giving her a ride ever since then.
We exchanged greetings and Anna put on her seat belt as I pulled back onto the road. Partway into the trip she dug into her pocket and handed me a pair of bills.
"Here's your money back," she said.
I snuck a quick look at her, but she was showing no indication that it was a trick.
"Thanks," I said, looking at the money just long enough to confirm it was indeed fifteen dollars just like I'd given her.
"Didn't expect that, did you?"
"No, I honestly didn't. Dad?"
"Dad."
I nodded, satisfied that the world was still running more or less as it should. Getting paid back by my sister was uncommon, but not unheard of.
"As long as you're not actually giving blowjobs for money, I guess it's all good," I said.
"You don't think I'd really do that, do you?"
Anna didn't sound offended, but she could be masking it. Mostly she sounded genuinely curious. I wasn't sure why I'd thought it was a good idea to bring the subject back up.
"No, I don't think you would. I was pretty sure it was just a way for you to scam me."
"Wasn't a scam. I would have done something for you. Just like I said I would. I only gave that example 'cause you were being difficult. It wouldn't have been my first choice."
I frowned and tried to keep my eyes on the road. I kind of wished I wasn't driving so I could watch my sister more closely as we talked. It was hard to figure out what game she was playing.
"So you might have sucked me off," I said slowly. "If we had agreed on it and everything. Is that what you're saying?"
"You did something for me, I would have done something for you. That's all. I think you're reading too much into this."
"Okay, maybe I am. But ignoring that issue for the moment... there's no way you'd actually do it. Like, there's no way."
Anna's eyes flashed in that same determined way they had last time we'd discussed the issue.
"Try me," she said.
Fortunately I was saved from having to figure out how to respond by finally reaching our parents' house. Anna didn't try to force any further conversation before we got out of my car, and I doubted she'd bring it up while there was a chance mom or dad might hear. She might have been stubborn, but she wasn't stupid.
****
I stuck around for a while after supper. I didn't want it to look like I specifically wanted to talk to Anna, so when she vanished into her room I waited a while before following her. She didn't have her door closed, so I didn't even have to knock before walking in. She could see the doorway from where she was anyway, so it wasn't like I was sneaking up on her.
She was lying on her bed with one of her school books in front of her. The book was undoubtedly part of a pretense that she was doing homework or something. Every now and then our parents tried to take an interest in her studies. It never lasted long, nor was it ever all that effective.
Anna also had music playing and was busy texting on her phone when I found her. I suspected if one of our parents had walked by the phone wouldn't have been anywhere they could see it. I wasn't sure how she'd known it was me, unless she was really good at distinguishing footsteps, which was possible.
"What's up?" she asked. "Thought you woulda left by now."
"Yeah, I stuck around a little longer than usual. I kinda feel like we needed to talk more."
"What about?"
I rolled my eyes at her feigned ignorance. She knew what I meant. I checked the hallway just to be sure we were alone, then closed the door.
"Look, I don't know what--"
"Are you gonna ask for a blowjob?" Anna interrupted.
"Um, no. That was not what I was getting at."
"Okay. So what's the problem then?"
"You know, you're being incredibly frustrating."
Anna grinned. "Thanks."
"Whatever. I tried. If you've got issues, you'll just have to work them out with someone else. Or repress them. Your choice."
I left feeling slightly annoyed, and I wasn't entirely sure why. I wasn't even certain what I'd hoped to accomplish. Anna was messing with my head, that was all. I should have known better than to let her get to me.
****
That was the end of any inappropriate discussions between me and my sister for a while. She still showed up at my place sometimes, and I still gave her the occasional ride, and that was about it. Not a single one of our conversations gave me any cause for concern. Life was normal, if only temporarily.
I came home one evening to find Anna sprawled across my couch watching Netflix. Mom and dad didn't have it, so she'd occasionally come watch some stuff at my place, particularly if she just needed to kill some time before going out again.
"Hey, little sis," I said. "What'd you make me for supper?"
I lifted her legs and sat down, letting her legs come back down to rest across my lap. She only spared me a brief glance during the whole process.
"Brought some leftovers that mom sent. I can heat something up out of that if you really want."
"Nah, don't worry about it. You're probably headed out soon anyway, right?"
She shrugged. "Got no plans. Things got canceled."
"Oh."
It wasn't like Anna went out every night, even if it felt that way at times. I usually found it safe enough to plan on her not sticking around too long.
"Did you already eat?" I asked.
"It's not even six yet."
"I was just asking. I didn't know if you were staying for supper or what. You haven't really told me anything, you know?"
I punctuated my point by raking a fingernail over the bottom of her foot. She squeaked indignantly and pulled her foot away from my hand.
"Well I might stay, if you're not gonna be too much of a meanie. It probably is just gonna be heated up leftovers though, isn't it?"
"Maybe. That'd be easiest."
"Do you at least have any ice cream or something?"
"I might be able to hook you up. What's in it for me?"
I regretted the question as soon as I said it. I wasn't even sure where it had come from. By the time I remembered what had happened last time we'd been in a similar situation, it was too late.
Anna gave me an amused look. She pulled herself up into a sitting position, crossing her legs and not quite facing me directly.
"Are you looking for something in particular?" she asked.
"Sorry, I didn't mean it like that. I just... dammit, I don't even know. There's some ice cream in the freezer if you want some. Whatever."
"Ryan, don't get all embarrassed on me. What are you so worried about?"
"Nothing. Just thinking about, you know, that conversation we had."
"I know, me too. I thought that was obvious."
"Come on, Anna. You wouldn't do it, we both know that. I'm sorry I keep bringing it up. I don't even know why."
Actually, not that I'd admit it, but what I really didn't understand is why I was practically daring her to prove me wrong. I'd done it before, and I was doing it again. Even if it had been a bluff all along, as it had to have been, challenging her so directly could go very badly.
"So ask," she said in a low, dangerous voice. "Prove me wrong."
She stared at me intently, her body seemingly relaxed even though I could tell she as tense as I was. My next words would be important and should have been chosen carefully. However, I wasn't thinking straight enough for a moment of such magnitude.
"Fine," I said, staring right back at he. "Give me a blowjob."
Anna didn't so much as blink.
"Ask nicely."
"Please give me a blowjob."
Our eyes remained locked on each other for another second or two, then abruptly my sister unfolded her legs and hopped off the couch. She knelt on the floor between my feet and reached toward my waist. As I watched in stunned silence she undid my belt, then paused.
"Stand up for a sec," she said.
I did as she asked, waiting for her to give. I was hoping she was just waiting for me to chicken out first, and I had to play along until she did. Her nimble fingers had my pants undone and pulled down to my ankles in short order, leaving only my boxers between her and my cock.
Embarrassingly, I was starting to get hard. It was only a reaction to the situation, I told myself. Obviously my body couldn't be expected to recognize that the girl kneeling in front of me was my little sister. It was only doing what it was designed for. Still, it was awkward as hell to be getting an erection in front of Anna like that. I hoped she'd surrender soon and admit that she wouldn't go through with it.
Unfortunately she was showing no sign of giving in. I felt her tugging on my boxers and, as if in slow motion, they began to slide down my legs. If I'd thought getting an erection as bad before, now it was worse. There was nothing left to cover it and it just kept getting harder.
"You can sit down now," Anna said.
I followed instruction numbly and sat back on the couch. I scooted my butt closer to the edge without really knowing why I would do that. It wasn't like I had any intention of actively facilitating the situation. All I needed to do was wait until she admitted defeat, despite how I was beginning to worry that it wouldn't happen.
Anna leaned in closer, close enough that I could feel her warm breath on my cock. I had to close my eyes to avoid freaking out. There was no way I could be letting this happen, but it couldn't be a dream or anything either. It was way too real.
My sister's fingers brushed my shaft, just barely making contact, but it was still enough to make me flinch. I opened my eyes again to find that she was staring fixedly at my nearly-full erection. Her fingers traced its length a few times before wrapping around it in a light grip. I hated that it felt amazing.
"You're really doing this," I said.
"Told you. You should know better than to doubt me."
She smiled up at me, just the slightest hint of smugness evident in her face. I hadn't noticed before, but from the way she was leaning toward me I could kind of see down her shirt. I'd known my sister had boobs, but it had always been the sort of thing I knew on a distant, intellectual level. For possibly the first time ever I was forced into the realization that she had some genuinely attractive qualities, physically speaking. They weren't all canceled out by virtue of her being my sister.
Her hand stroked my cock slowly, giving me plenty of time to adjust to the feeling. I still had the chance to stop everything before it went any further, if I wanted to. The problem was that I didn't know if there was any reason to at that point. She was already jerking me off, it wasn't like it could get much worse. Plus, if I was being honest, I wasn't sure I wanted to stop it.
"That... actually kind of feels nice," I said.
"Good. It's supposed to."
I tried to relax and just enjoy the situation. Morally speaking it was pretty bad, but otherwise... well, it could have been much worse. It hadn't been a lie when I told Anna that what she was doing felt good. I was just starting to settle into the handjob I was getting when my sister moved her mouth closer to my cock. Somehow I'd forgotten that I was actually meant to be getting a blowjob. She had obviously remembered.
Anna's tongue flicked out and licked from halfway up my shaft to the very tip. She did the same thing a couple more times, watching my reaction closely. I was too overwhelmed and confused to give her much of one, but she seemed satisfied.
With agonizing care, she slowly engulfed the tip of my cock between her lips. It seemed so crazy that my little sister had actually taken me in her mouth, and yet at the same not so crazy. For whatever reason, as she took me deeper and deeper it all began to feel right. Logically I knew the moral issues hadn't gone away, but it no longer felt wrong. It just felt good.
I put a hand on the back of Anna's head. I didn't try to force her, or even guide her, it was just to tell her I liked what she was doing. She didn't so much as hesitate or look up at me, but I could have sworn she smiled, just for a second. Granted, it was hard to tell when her mouth was otherwise occupied.
Anna bobbed her head on my cock for a while, working me deeper until I could feel the back of her throat. Her tongue moved around my shaft more or less at random, and sometimes she'd hold her head still for a moment and just lick me. Other times she pulled her head back until only an inch or two was still in her mouth and jerk me off a little with her hand. It seemed kind of like she was experimenting and trying to figure out what worked best. Whatever the case, she was getting results.
My little sister was going to make me cum. It was just one more unbelievable realization on top of all the others. There was no way I could resist, and in fact I didn't even want to resist. Her fingers, her lips, her tongue, they were all making me feel way too good.
"Fuuuck," I breathed as I felt my orgasm building.
Anna took her mouth off of my cock just for a moment, taking over with her hand as she did.
"Are you close?" she asked.
I nodded and had to fight the urge to push her back into position. I needed her warm, wet mouth on me in way that was far too scary for my liking. She shouldn't have been able to take control of me to that extent. Although, seeing as how I was on the verge of cumming, it probably wasn't all that significant. I wasn't fully in command of my body at that point.



It didn't take much more work on Anna's part before I was cumming in her mouth. She didn't seem to have any problem with that and made no move to pull away the whole time. She just swallowed everything I gave her until I was finished.
After it was over I leaned back limply against the couch and tried not think too much about what had just happened. Anna appeared unfazed. She examined her fingers, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand, presumably to make sure she didn't have any of my cum on her. As far as I could tell she was spotless.
"I'm gonna go clean up," she said, despite the fact that there was no need.
She got up and went to the bathroom which, given the size of my apartment, wasn't all that far away. I could hear her running water from where I sat, but I mostly ignored it. I was more concerned with summoning the motivation to get dressed again before she came back. It turned out I had plenty of time, and it didn't occur to me until later to wonder what had taken her so long in the bathroom.
Anna eventually made it back. We had both straightened out our clothing, and her hair had been smoothed back out from where it had gotten messed up during the blowjob. Other than a slight flushing on her face, there was precious little indication that anything untoward had happened at all. We sat silently at out respective ends of the couch for a couple minutes before either of us spoke.
"So are you gonna heat up some food or what?" Anna asked.
"Oh. Yeah, I suppose I could. You want anything in particular?"
She just shrugged and I went to the fridge to see what mom had sent this time. I ended up getting us both some chicken and mashed potato, which we each followed with a bowl of ice cream. By the time we'd finished eating I was beginning to feel a bit more like normal again. Something weird may have happened between Anna and me, but it was hardly the first time. Sibling relationships were naturally flexible and unpredictable. This was an extreme case, but still nothing to worry about. Probably.
"Guess you'll know better next time you think I won't do something," Anna said.
I was confused for a second since her statement had come mostly out of nowhere, but there was only one thing she could have been referring to.
"I don't know," I said. "I'd say it worked out pretty well for me."
Anna glanced at me. "Glad you think so," she said softly.
For some reason I felt like that was a good place to drop the subject again. My sister didn't try to push it any further either.
****
I was worried that Anna was going to start avoiding me. I wasn't sure why. If anything, it was far more likely that I would have wanted to avoid her. It was just one of those silly irrational fears I supposed; she'd given no indication of feeling the slightest bit awkward regarding the blowjob she'd given me.
Still, silly or not, my fears preyed on the fact that I didn't see my sister over the next couple days. I kept thinking that I should text her or something, just to make sure things between us were good. I didn't get around to it, and as it turned out it didn't matter too much. It really was just a case of worrying over nothing. I found that out when Anna walked into my apartment on a Saturday morning, completely taking me by surprise.
"Hey Ryan," she said.
"Uh, hey," I said.
I hadn't been expecting anyone else around, and consequently I was only wearing a pair of boxers and a t-shirt. In all honesty I hadn't even been awake very long. The door had been locked, so my sister was about the only person that could have gotten in anyway.
After removing her sneakers, Anna came farther into the apartment. That was about the point I noticed she was dragging a bag along with her. It was the sort of bag that suggested it didn't contain a care package from mom.
"What's with the bag?" I asked.
"Clothes," Anna said. She stopped and gave me a funny look. "You didn't forget that you get me for the night, did you?"
I drew a blank for a moment, then suddenly it clicked. The thing about mom was that she had a tendency to make plans well in advance. Far enough in advance, as it happened, that it was very easy to forget by the time they rolled around. In this case I was pretty sure it had something to do with mom wanting the house for a baby shower. Or a bachelorette party maybe. Something like that. To the best of my knowledge dad had gotten the boot for the night too.
"Right," I said. "I actually did kinda forget you were getting kicked out until tomorrow."
"You would."
"Of course I would. I can't be expected to remember things from a month ago."
"Whatever. So, I get your bed and you take the couch?"
Anna spoke with the authority of someone who wasn't really asking. Unfortunately for her, she was my sister and not someone I might actually defer to in such a case.
"You wish," I said. "You get the couch if you want to sleep here."
"Well that's not very polite. Guests are supposed to get--"
"Ha! You think you qualify as a guest? If you weren't over here two or three times a week you might qualify."
Anna frowned, but decided to let the argument drop. I really didn't think she was expecting me to cave anyway. She knew me better than that. If anything, she might simply have been doing a routine check on my reactions, poking my defenses for weaknesses and such. She did the same thing to our parents on a regular basis.
"Fine, I'll take the couch," she said. "Since my brother's apparently just a big meanie."
"A heartless monster," I agreed.
I felt no remorse as she dumped her bag beside the couch. Not even a little.
"Alright," Anna said. "I guess that's one issue taken care of."
"There's more than one?"
"Yeah. You think you can give me a drive to friend's house? I kinda have a few things I need to do."
"Seriously? You've been here not even ten minutes and you already want a drive? I didn't even plan on getting dressed 'til lunch time."
"Fine. Can I borrow your car then?"
I had to stop and think about that one. There were definite upsides and downsides to Anna's proposal. On the one hand, if I let her take my car by herself I wouldn't have to go anywhere and could be as lazy as I wanted. She was a good enough driver that I was pretty sure I could trust her with it. On the other hand, I had no way of knowing how long she'd be gone or how much gas she'd burn in the process. It was kind of a tough call.
"I don't know," I said slowly, my mind still working. I had the glimmer of an idea forming of how I could make the situation worthwhile for me. "I'm not sure it's in my best interest for you to take my car. If you want it, you're going to have to do a better job of convincing me."
Anna raised an eyebrow and the corner of her lip twitched upward just for a second. I could tell she'd read the subtext of my statement.
"I need to 'convince' you, huh?"
"If you want the car, yeah."
She stepped closer to me, clasping her hands behind her back and sticking her chest out just a little bit. The look she gave me was one she'd cultivated over the years to make her appear as innocent as possible. It was scary that it kind of worked, despite me knowing better.
"What would it take?" she asked. "You want me to clean up around your apartment a little in exchange? Or maybe just explain the benefits of not having to chauffeur me around? Or--"
Anna stopped mid-sentence as I reached my hand out and placed it gently on one of her breasts. Other than falling silent she showed no reaction whatsoever to my gesture.
For a long moment we both just stood there. I wasn't sure why I'd thought it was a good idea to grab my little sister's boob, but I'd done it anyway. Something about the way she'd been standing had suggested to me that it would be okay. I had probably been reading too much into her body language, but at the same time she hadn't actually protested yet.
Her breast felt pretty nice under my palm. It was soft and warm and felt like what a girl's boob should feel like, despite the fact that it belonged to my sister. Between that and the blowjob, I was beginning to realize that she had a lot more in the way of sexual appeal than I'd ever given her credit for. It was kind of funny how that worked.
"You're not wearing a bra, are you?" I said for lack of anything better.
"Nope. Didn't seem necessary."
"Right. Of course not."
For all I knew Anna might have purposefully forgone a bra for my benefit. It seemed unlikely, but at the same time it was hard to know what made sense and what didn't. Fondling my sister the way I was, for instance, should not have been something either of us would put up with. Yet here we were.
"So can I borrow your car or what?" Anna asked eventually.
"Um, yeah. I suppose. Key's hanging by the door."
She nodded and moved in the indicated direction, letting my hand fall away from her chest. She hadn't so much as acknowledged that it had even been there.
"You know, I honestly thought it was gonna take more to convince you," she said as she put her sneakers back on. "Like, I assumed you might want another blowjob or something."
"That wasn't a one time thing?"
"It was, but I wouldn't put it past you to try for it anyway. Too late now though. I already got your keys."
"Yeah, well, maybe you'll just have to owe me."
Anna paused on her way out the door. "We'll see."
****
Not having a car proved to be a great excuse for laziness. I showered and got dressed properly before Anna got back, but I didn't really do much else.
One of the very few things I did do was jerk off. I felt guilty that my need to do so had been triggered by my little sister, but not guilty enough to repress my sexual urges. I also felt kind of bad that I thought about her while I got myself off. It was a tricky situation all round. The obvious argument to make was that I absolutely should not think about, or engage in, any kind of sexual activity with Anna. That shouldn't have even been a point worth debating.
However, it was more complicated than that. It felt good to get a blowjob, or feel a girl up, or any number of other things. Those things didn't feel any worse just because the girl in question was my sister. As long as Anna didn't mind, and as long as our activities didn't go much further than they already had, it was all just harmless fun. That was my rationalization while masturbating, at any rate.
Anna was gone for a couple hours, just long enough for me to start thinking about texting her and asking when she'd be back. Not that I really minded that much regardless of what her plans were. If I was being honest, I mostly only cared because I wanted to see what else she might do, or what I might be able to get away with. I couldn't know until I tried.
She ended up returning with very little fanfare. If I had been in my bedroom, or the bathroom maybe, I wouldn't even have noticed her. As it was I was sitting on the couch watching Netflix, which meant I was close enough to the door to hear her enter. She joined me on the couch moments later.
"Have fun?" I asked, more to make conversation than because I cared.
"Enh, I don't know if I'd call it fun exactly," she said.
"No? What were you up to?"
"None of your business."
"Suit yourself."
I wasn't one to pry too much when someone didn't want to share. If Anna wanted to tell me something, she would. We sat in silence for a minute or two before she broke.
"Some people are just hard to deal with, you know?" she said.
"Yeah, I know."
"Like, you try to help them and you get nothing but grief for it."
"Mm-hm."
"You don't really care, do you?"
"Not really."
Anna sighed and shifted so she was leaning against me. When we were kids that sort of position would have started a fight. Of course, half the fun of fighting had always been to irritate our parents, and without them around it just seemed like a waste of time and effort. Not to mention the fact that I had bigger things on my mind than some petty sibling violence. Instead, I put my arm around her shoulders and carefully let my hand come to rest on breast. I was sure she was going to say something about it this time.
"You're kind of annoying sometimes," she said. "It's not always easy having a conversation with you."
"I am aware. However, I did let you borrow my car. That has to make up for some of the annoyingness."
"Yeah, I guess it does. Somewhat."
She was making no move to push my hand away, nor giving me any sign that I shouldn't be touching her that way. Mostly I was just letting my hand rest on her boob, though every now and then I did give a little squeeze or shift my fingers a bit. I was actually getting fairly curious about what was going through her head. There was no way she could be as oblivious about it as she acted.
Suddenly Anna moved, and I nearly jerked my hand away from her chest out of pure reflex. She didn't get up or lean back away from me as I thought she would, but instead actually leaned closer and lowered her head. I couldn't figure out what she was doing at first, unless she had decided to use my lap as a pillow. I had a partial erection from grabbing her boob, so I couldn't imagine that would be a particularly comfortable position for either of us. It said a lot about the effect of recent events that I wasn't all that worried about her discovering I was hard.
Anna stopped when her head was around my stomach. She moved one of her hands to my lap where it was out of my line of sight, since her body was now blocking that area. I could feel her though, and it almost seemed like she was trying to get into my pants.
"Whatcha doing?" I asked.
"I owe you, remember?" she said.
"I was kidding."
"No you weren't. Not entirely. Besides, is this an argument you want to win?"
That shut me up. She was right, I didn't really want to convince her that she didn't need to suck me off again. I assumed that was what she was up to anyway, since that was what she 'owed' me.
Anna had rolled over a bit so her breasts were no longer in easy reach for me. I rested my hand on her hip instead. For some reason it seemed a natural progression to start rubbing her lower back a little. I supposed she might see it as a sign of affection if nothing else.
She eventually got my cock out of my pants and began slowly stroking it. Her face was so close to it already that I could feel her breath. I wanted her mouth on me so badly in that moment. Memories flooded back of the last time she'd done this, how she'd made me feel things my little sister shouldn't make me feel. My desire was tinged with guilt, but not enough to make me stop her.
I did my best not to pay too much attention to what Anna was doing. It was so hard to restrain myself from putting my hand on her head and 'guiding' her to where I wanted her. I had no way of knowing how she'd react to that, and the last thing I wanted to do was risk scaring her off. Besides, as long as she was the one in control it let me at least pretend like I wasn't being completely negligent in my responsibilities as a big brother.
I groaned in pleasure when Anna's lips finally made contact with the tip of my cock. They were softer than I remembered, and the slick pressure of her tongue against the underside of my cock made me groan in pleasure. Her lips wrapped around me, encircling and gripping my shaft as she began her work.
Her head bobbed up and down in small, smooth motions. I couldn't really see much other than that, but the movement still hypnotized me. I couldn't bear to look away.
For several minutes I did little more than watch my sister give me a blowjob for the second time. The TV was still on, but it might as well have been on Mars. There was nothing that could distract me from what I was experiencing. At times I ran my fingers idly across her back, or pulled stray strands of hair back behind her ears. Mostly I just let her do her thing.
It couldn't last forever. I couldn't hold out against Anna's efforts, nor did I want to. In theory I would have enjoyed sitting there for hours; in practice there came a point where I just needed to cum.
I communicated my impending orgasm to my sister, who didn't so much as acknowledge that she'd heard. I knew she understood though. Subtle as it was, there were small, barely detectable changes in her movements when she knew I was close. It was kind of a amazing that I was aware enough to notice them.
Just like last time, Anna kept her mouth on me as I came and swallowed everything I gave her. She only pulled away when it was clear I was finished. She almost seemed reluctant to return to her previous sitting position.
"Thanks," I said as I tucked my cock back into my pants.
Anna flashed me a small, quick smile.
"We're even now," she said.
"Yeah. Right. Even."
I shook my head a little, but didn't press the issue. She obviously had her own agenda at play, I just wasn't sure what it was. It seemed like a bad idea to argue too hard for the off-chance she'd share it with me. Her stubbornness could easily work against me if I wasn't careful.
Anna hopped off the couch and went to the bathroom. Just like last time I could hear her running water, and I wasn't sure what took her so long getting back. It wasn't like she had much of a mess to clean up.
After idly thinking about it for a couple minutes, I entertained the possibility that she was masturbating in there. It actually seemed like the most plausible option I could come up with. I couldn't blame her if she got kind of horny, and I certainly wasn't judging.
She didn't say anything when she came back. She sat down next to me and leaned against me a little, and just like before I put my arm around her. This time I didn't go for her boobs, the urge having lessened after what she'd done to me.
There was something else I was thinking about, however. Something related to the blowjob I'd just received. I honestly wasn't sure how my sister was going to respond.
"Anna?" I said.
"Hm?"
"This is kinda awkward to ask, but I think I need to anyway. What you just did for me, at some point do you think you'd want me to, like, do t--"
"Pff, nice try."
"What?"
"You're not getting in my panties that easily."
"I... that totally wasn't the point."
"Right. Sure it wasn't." Anna gave me a magnificent eye roll, of the quality that suggested she'd been practicing for days for just such an occasion. She poked me in the chest. Hard. "Let me explain something. You're my brother. That means certain parts of my body are off-limits both for viewing and touching."
I opened my mouth, then closed it again just as quickly. I wasn't the fastest learner, but I realized that this was another situation where I wasn't meant to argue. Luckily I clued in before saying something stupid. I wasn't supposed to touch her boobs the way I had been, nor was she supposed to suck my cock, and that made for a clear inconsistency in her stance. The question was whether or not there was anything to be gained by calling her on her hypocrisy. I suspected there was more chance of me becoming worse off for it, if anything.
"I know you're a total perv," she continued, "because let's face it, pretty much all guys are. You just have to accept that you can't have everything you want."
Anna finished her tirade and settled back into my shoulder. My arm was still around her, and as a test I let my hand drop down to cup her breast. She didn't say a word about it.
"Sorry for being a perv," I said.
"That's okay. I know you don't mean to be. And I hope you understand the only reason I gave you those two blowjobs was 'cause I owed you one, and the other was to prove a point. Obviously neither of us would be that much of a perv normally."
"Right. Obviously."
If it hadn't been before, it was official now. Anna was playing some sort of game of her own devising, and only she knew the rules. It was unfair, sure, but so far I felt like I was winning, or at least not losing, so I had no real reason to complain.



****
We ended up going out for supper. Anna revealed that she'd been sent with money for that very purpose, which was slightly uncharacteristic of her. I fully would have expected her just to keep it. Still, it was kind of nice of her.
We didn't go anywhere too fancy since Anna insisted she hadn't brought along clothes suitable for anywhere we'd need to dress up for. At first I wondered if she simply hadn't planned that far ahead when she was packing, but afterward it occurred to me that she might have initially intended to keep the money for herself and only changed her mind later. There was no way of knowing, seeing as I doubted I'd get a straight answer out of her.
"Ryan?" she said as we were both perusing our menus.
"Yeah?"
"Do you think we look like we're a brother and sister?"
It was kind of a strange question, but to all appearances it might just have been something that crossed Anna's mind rather than something that concerned her.
"Does it matter?" I asked. "I mean, any of the people around might see different things. Some of them might be able to tell, others may not."
"I guess. But if they don't think we're siblings, then they might think we're a couple. Or something like that."
I looked at my sister, menu temporarily forgotten. It was hard to know if she was getting at something, or if she was just making weird conversation.
"Would that bother you?"
"Not really. I've hung out with other guys and people thought we were, you know, 'together.' I was more embarrassed by them than I would be by you."
"Careful, I think you're on the verge of giving me a compliment."
Anna shrugged. "I think I want french fries," she said, abandoning our conversation with remarkable abruptness.
"Fries come with most things."
"Yeah, but I just want fries."
"Well, that's an option. But let me ask you something. If I get a burger or something, are you going to try and sneak some of it."
Anna shook her head, but she hesitated just a second too long before doing so. I knew it annoyed her that I had long ago caught on to most of the games she liked to play. Maybe that was where her newest game had come from. Maybe it was just something to throw me off guard. I said nothing, but gave her a look that let her know I wasn't buying it.
"I might get hungrier once food gets here," she admitted.
"So you'll get a burger with your fries?" I prompted. "You don't have to eat it. Quite honestly, that's not my problem. Food going missing from my plate is."
She smiled guiltily, but it was the sort of admission that was calculated to cause feelings of forgiveness. She was an expert at looking innocent, even though 'innocent' wasn't a word I'd often use to describe her.
We ordered when our waitress came around again. We each went with a burger and fries, though we differed on actual types of burgers. I was pretty sure Anna made her order slightly different from more for the sake of appearances than because she cared what she got.
Anna went straight for her fries when our plates arrived. She did eat some of her burger too though, and I tried not to look too smug about it. I'd been relatively certain she didn't just want fries, and I'd been vindicated. Unfortunately my victory seemed to have annoyed my sister, whose eyes narrowed into revenge-mode. I waited to see if she'd try anything, but nothing was immediately forthcoming.
"Ryan?" she said eventually.
"Mmph?" I answered with my mouth partly full.
"What do you think of our waitress's boobs?"
I chewed the rest of my mouthful slowly, giving me a little more time to think.
"I dunno," I said. "I haven't really seen them properly."
"Yeah, but you can tell they're kinda big, right?"
"I suppose. That's hardly the only important factor though."
"Uh-huh. Okay, would you rather touch hers or mine?"
"You're playing dirty, Anna. Cut it out."
"What do you mean?"
Her face was all puppy dog eyes and wide, innocent smile. It was kind of irritating, especially when combined with what was undoubtedly a trick question.
"If I say yours, are you gonna call me a perv?"
"What else do you call a guy who wants to touch his sister's tits?"
I sighed and shook my head dramatically. We both knew what my answer was. At least, I was pretty sure Anna knew my answer was that I'd rather touch hers. If nothing else, I knew if I answered otherwise it would significantly reduce my chances of touching any boobs at all in the near future.
I decided to avoid the trap in the most childish way I could think of. I threw a french fry at her.
"Hey!"
Anna picked up my makeshift projectile and threw it right back. There were no parents around to stop it becoming a full-fledged mini-war. Or, more accurately, our parents weren't there to stop it. None of the other adults around seemed inclined to intervene. I was pretty sure a couple of them were just glad we weren't their kids.
Our giggling and french fry throwing were eventually interrupted by a discreet cough. I looked over to find out waitress standing there with an uncertain look on her face.
"Can I... get you anything else?" she asked, attempting to remain professional.
Anna and I looked at each other. Parents or not, we both felt that instinctive guilt at having been caught doing something we shouldn't have.
"Maybe just the bill," I said. "Sorry."
The waitress mumbled something that might have been an acceptance of my apology, but she mostly just seemed relieved that we weren't going to make a bigger scene. I started scooping fries back onto my plate for easier clean up while Anna dug into her purse.
"Dad gave me fifty for food," she said. "But I--"
"Give it to me," I said.
"But--"
"The waitress deserves a good tip, don't you think? She's gonna have to deal our mess. I don't trust you not to pocket everything you think you can get away with."
Anna pouted but handed over the cash. I was a little surprised that she hadn't lied and said she'd only gotten forty or something. I couldn't imagine she'd actually been given more than fifty. That was already more than necessary. However, it didn't surprise me in the least that dad had given her that much. That was just how their relationship was.
We left with significantly less money than we'd had, but hopefully the waitress had been bribed enough that she wouldn't be cursing us out the rest of the night.
As we got out the door, Anna took my hand and started swinging our arms a little as we walked to my car. She did it so smoothly I almost didn't register anything abnormal in the gesture. I couldn't remember us ever having held hands. I decided not to mention it, because for all I knew Anna wasn't really paying enough attention to realize what she was doing. Either that or she was messing with me, and if that was the case I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of bringing it up.
****
I had trouble sleeping that night. I wasn't sure why, though it was tempting to blame it on my sister. She kept shifting around on the couch and making just enough noise to draw my attention every time she did. That was the downside to small apartments, I supposed. I ignored the noises as best I could, but still had no success relinquishing consciousness.
At some point, further into the night than I liked, there was a knock on my bedroom door. It swung open before I had a chance to decide how to answer.
"I can't sleep on that couch," Anna said.
She was wearing a loose shirt and panties, not uncommon for her nighttime apparel. She looked at me as though expecting a fix for her problem.
"Well, I'm sure you made a valiant effort," I said.
"You think maybe we can share the bed?"
"Ha, you're such a perv."
Anna seemed confused. I'd only called her a perv because she'd been throwing the word around lately, but I wasn't sure if she realized that.
"What do you mean?"
"Trying to get in bed with me. I see how it is."
She belatedly figured out I was teasing, and I almost felt bad about it for a second. Almost. She obviously needed sleep as badly as I did at that point.
"You know I'd owe you," she said softly. "If you share with me."
"You would, huh? Well, maybe we can work something out."
At least I sort of understood this part of her game. Her 'owing' me was a good thing as far as I could tell.
I scooted over toward the far edge of my bed and pulled back the blanket for her. She climbed in without hesitation and helped me pull the covers back up around us.
"There's not gonna be that much room," I said as I bumped against her while we settled in. "I can't promise I won't accidentally touch you."
"You're a good brother. I'm sure you won't do anything too naughty."
That might have been an invitation to something, but it might also not have been. I wasn't really sure how to take it. I opted for cautiously rolling toward her and laying my arm across her, mid-way between her waist and hips. She didn't react.
"Good night, little sister," I said.
"Night," she whispered.
****
I woke up to my third blowjob from my sister. For a second I was completely confused, but there was no mistaking the feeling. Especially when I opened my eyes and raised my head to find Anna with her mouth around my cock.
At my movement, Anna looked up at me. She didn't stop bobbing her head as she did, and the effect was incredibly hot. Even though she was more or less properly clothed, seeing her face in that sexy, slightly submissive position got to me more than it should have.
"Morning," I said.
She didn't answer, not that I expected her to. I had to admit that she possessed the ability to dedicate herself to a task when she so chose.
Anna kept working me with her mouth until I came. Once again she swallowed it all. She didn't run off to the bathroom this time though, instead she just sat down cross-legged near the end of the bed. It was kind of an interesting pose, seeing as all she had on below the waist was her panties.
"Good morning," she said, finally responding to my earlier greeting.
"You're very good about keeping us even," I said.
"Well I don't want to owe you anything for too long. You might come up with some worse way for me to pay you back."
"You mean I could choose something else?"
"Sure. If you want to risk it."
Her lips curled in a faint smirk. She seemed to enjoy subtly reminding me that she was in charge, at least to some extent. If she decided sexy times were over, there wasn't much I could do about it.
"I suppose I could stick with the blowjobs. They are kind of nice."
"Only kind of?"
Anna crawled over to me and lay down beside me, settling her weight on my arm as she did. She rested her head on my shoulder and let out what sounded distinctly like a contented sigh.
"Okay, they're very nice. Extremely nice. You're an awesome sister for doing that sort of thing for me. Happy?"
"Mmm, I kind of am. Even if my brother's a perv."
"Yeah, too bad about that."
Unable to resist, I reached over with my free hand and gently squeezed one of her breasts. After a couple seconds I switched to the other. She showed no outward indication of having noticed.
Feeling bolder than I had previous times, I rolled partway over, careful not to disturb Anna's resting position. I took the bottom of her shirt between my thumb and finger and tugged on it. Ever so slowly I brought up and over her boobs. She still said nothing.
Her shirt got stuck between her body and my arm that she was lying on a couple times, but I finally got it high enough to expose her breasts. I had been pretty sure she hadn't been wearing a bra since it wouldn't have made sense to put one on for bed, and now my suspicion was confirmed. Her beautiful, round, nearly perfect breasts lay before me, causing me to freeze in indecision.
"What do you think we should have for breakfast?" Anna asked, startling me from my trance-like state.
"Um, I dunno. What do you want?"
I touched one of her breasts with the very tips of my fingers, sure she'd push me away at any moment. She'd let me get away with touching them before, but this seemed a little too much for her to accept.
"Cookies," she said.
"Cookies?" I repeated.
I traced one of my fingers over the smooth contours of her chest. I wanted so badly to cup her breasts in my hands, but I felt I needed to proceed delicately. Plus, one of my arms was still trapped beneath her.
"Crumbled up in a bowl with milk," she added with a soft giggle.
"That sounds like cereal."
Her breasts were so soft, and so warm, and so very much fun to play with. I was getting more comfortable with letting larger areas of my hand make contact, though I still held back from squeezing too much, or pinching one of her nipples. I couldn't risk anything that would startle her. There was no way of knowing what might cause the moment to end.
"It would be kinda like cereal. That's how I thought of it. I always wondered what it would taste like. Actually, I guess I pretty much know what it would taste like. Probably just like cookies, only soggy. And milky."
"That sounds right."
Anna's eyes were still closed. Maybe it helped her pretend everything was normal and innocent, and that her big brother wasn't fondling her naked chest. I wasn't sure why, but as we talked my eyes kept getting drawn to her lips. My gaze should have stayed firmly on her boobs, but for some reason it didn't.
I didn't know what possessed me, but the longer I watched her the more I felt the urge to kiss her. It was stupid in many, many ways, and yet I felt myself leaning in. She had no idea it was coming, there was no way she could have expected it. Perhaps she sensed that I was moving, but that was it. Her eyes opened half a second too late to do anything about it as my lips made soft, barely existent contact with hers.
By the time I pulled away, mere seconds later, I knew I'd fucked up. At least, I thought I had. I was sure there would be consequences. She couldn't possibly let this one slide. I couldn't tell if her expression was one of horror, or annoyance, or hate, or maybe even something worse than any of those.
Then, abruptly, her face masked over. It was as though something had changed in the time stream and the kiss had never happened.
"What about pancakes?" she asked. "I noticed you had a box of mix in the kitchen."
I sighed heavily, letting out the breath I'd been holding in my state of fear.
"We can try," I said. "I haven't been able to get them to come out half-decent yet."
"That's 'cause you're hopeless at cooking. If mom didn't keep sending you food you'd have to exist on take-out and frozen pizzas."
"That's not... completely true," I mumbled.
"No, but the generalization is close enough to the truth for my purposes."
Anna rolled away from me and stood up. She stretched, letting her shirt fall back down on its own instead of pulling it down, giving me a glorious few seconds of her half-naked beauty. I honestly wasn't sure when my baby sister had gotten so sexy. I was seeing facets of her this morning that I never could have imagined before.
Granted, most or all of that could simply be the fact that I'd seen her boobs. It wasn't very poetic or romantic, but it probably wasn't far from the truth either.
She left the room wearing only her shirt and panties, leaving me lying in bed mostly naked. I didn't really want to get up, but at the same time there was no telling what I'd miss if I didn't. That thought was enough motivation for me to drag myself to my feet and clothe myself to a semi-presentable level. I kept the boxers that Anna had pulled down when she was sucking my cock, and added a clean t-shirt.
After hitting the bathroom, I walked up behind my sister who was rummaging through the few cupboards and drawers I had. She had the box of pancake mix out, but not much else.
"Is it too much to ask for you to have measuring cups?" she asked.
"Yes. It is. Do I look like the sort of person who has measuring cups."
Anna gave me an annoyed sigh. "This is going to be difficult, isn't it?"
"Quite possibly. I believe I tried to warn you."
She tried to make it work anyway, mixing together what she hoped were correct ratios of pancake mix and water. I didn't try to help, since I knew there wasn't much I could even if she did accept such an offer. Mostly I stood behind her and ran my hands over her back and sides and arms. I could have grabbed her boobs, or even her butt, but I didn't feel the need, especially with the fate of breakfast hanging in the balance.
I had a counter-top grill that Anna thought would work for cooking the pancakes. She poured some of the batter into approximately pancake-sized blobs, then we waited.
"You almost seem like you know what you're doing," I said.
"It's not that hard. Have you seriously never watched mom do this?"
"I dunno. I can't say as I've ever though about it too much."
"Yeah, that's about what I figured."
Anna wasn't doing much more than standing around waiting for the pancakes to cook at this point. I took the opportunity to get even closer to her. I brought my hands around to her tummy, which consequently meant my cock was pressed against her butt. It wasn't hard yet, but that had the potential to change quickly.
I made sure she wasn't going to shove me away or anything before feeling up her breasts a little. Then I dropped one of my hands down to her panties.
"Hey!"
She tried to turn around, but I held her so she couldn't.
"Relax," I said. "I'm not allowed in your panties, right? So I won't go in them."
"Or remove them," she said.
"Or that. They stay on and my hands stay out."
"They better."
Anna tried to sound like she was serious, and that there'd be consequences if I disobeyed. I wasn't too worried. I knew for a fact she hadn't had a chance to masturbate since my blowjob this morning. The odds were good that she was hornier than I was.
I stayed true to my promise and kept my fingers outside my sister's panties. At first all I did was locate her slit through the material and smile as I felt her tense up. I really hoped she wouldn't tell me to stop, but I didn't think it would be an issue. After all, I was playing by her rules.
She flipped the pancakes as I ran a finger up and down between her pussy lips. Her hand trembled a little, but she did a good job of acting like I wasn't even there. She couldn't eliminate all of her reactions though. I could tell it was turning her on to have me rub her pussy that way.
As I continued running my finger over her pussy, I gradually applied more pressure. Her lips parted for me and allowed my finger, and the material of her panties that was between them, to slowly sink into her wet entrance. I was sure this constituted an extreme bending of the rules, but so far I was getting away with it.
"These ones are done," Anna said, an unmistakable quaver in her voice. "You want to eat while I cook the others?"
She carefully flipped the finished pancakes onto a plate, trying not to show how her hands were even less steady than before.
"No, I think I'll wait for you," I said.
Unfortunately, I could only get so far inside her with her panties in the way. She must have been regretting that even more than me by that point. Her facade of indifference was collapsing. Her fingers gripped the counter tightly and I heard what sounded very much like whimpering coming from her closed mouth. Her hips moved in time with my finger, desperately seeking more even though there was nothing else to be had.
It all finally caught up with her moments later as she came. She threw her head back, nearly catching me full in the face, and let out an uncontrolled hiss of pleasure punctuated by whispered swearing. She used her body to trap my hand between her pussy and the side of the counter even though I wouldn't have dared pull it away at that point. I wanted her to cum long and hard. It made it more likely that she'd want to keep messing around like we had been.



"Pancakes are done," I said softly into her ear.
Anna leaned limply against the counter, barely holding herself on her feet in the aftermath of her orgasm. She turned her head to look over her shoulder at me. I couldn't help myself and used the opportunity to put my hand on her chin and gently hold her in place while I kissed her.
It was a slightly firmer kiss than last time, though still nothing too passionate. Baby steps and all that. I could have sworn she kissed back this time.
"Let me take care of that," I said. "Go sit."
I pulled back and let Anna walk unsteadily to the table. I removed the second batch of pancakes from the grill and turned it off, then carried the two plates of them over to the table as well. My mood was sufficiently benevolent that I gave my sister the fresher batch.
I had to quickly grab silverware and syrup, the latter which I belatedly worried I might not have. It turned out I did have half a bottle in the back of my fridge. Anna looked kind of stunned at first, but as she ate she began to look more like normal again.
"I told you these'd be good," she said.
"Yeah, you were right. I don't know what I was thinking to ever doubt you."
"My thoughts exactly."
****
I found myself missing Anna after she left on Sunday. It was kind of weird missing her, because until recently it had never really been much of an option. She was around so often even after I'd left home that it had taken a significant change in our relationship to make me crave her presence in a way I could never have understood even a couple weeks ago.
On the positive side, I no longer had any worries about her not wanting to be around me. Even though we hadn't really talked about what was going on between us, I felt confident that she didn't want it to stop any more than I did. She'd be back. All I had to do was try not to obsess over her too much in the meantime.
Unfortunately, it wasn't all that easy to stop thinking about my sister. I had so many thoughts about her competing for attention in my head. Many of them were sexual -- which consequently led to me masturbating more often than usual -- but not all of them. Some of my thoughts were relatively innocent. Not many, but some.
It was actually kind of pathetic how excited I got when I received a text from Anna on Wednesday. I'd really been hoping she would have come by since she hadn't shown up the past two days. A glance at her message explained why I hadn't seen her.
"You got grounded?" I texted back. "Why would you do that?"
"I didn't mean to, dumbass."
"How long?"
"Probably another day or two. Hard to say."
I sighed and nodded to myself. In all likelihood she'd been officially grounded for a couple weeks, maybe more. Something with a concrete end date at least. However, the way these things went was that she'd suffer the punishment and be the sweetest little angel for a few days, then simply go back to business as usual when mom and dad forgot to keep an eye on her. It was actually kind of sad how they never caught on.
"Hey, why don't you come over for supper?" Anna texted.
"Did mom or dad invite me?"
"No, but you know they won't mind. I'll just let mom know. It's not like they can complain about you being over, even if I'm grounded."
I thought about it, but I'd known that I'd go as soon as she asked. It looked like my only chance to see her in the next couple days.
"Okay, I'll be over in a bit."
****
As expected, there were no objections to my presence. Mom tended to want me around more often anyway, and I was pretty sure dad appreciated temporarily not being the lone male of the house when I was over. Plus Anna most likely wouldn't have let on that it was her idea for me to come over. That was about the only thing that might have raised some suspicion.
I arrived at my parents' house while mom was still in the process of cooking supper. Dad was either still at work or on his way home and supposed to be back before too long. My sister was up in her room. I tried not to look like I was in too much of a hurry to see her.
"So I heard Anna was grounded," I said to mom.
Partly I just needed to say something, and partly I was legitimately curious about the situation.
"Yes, she is," mom said, her expression hardening for a second. "I honestly don't know what came over her. She'd usually so well behaved. I mean, I'm not blind. I know she gets into mischief more than she should, but...."
Mom waved her hands helplessly, and I nodded in what I hoped was an understanding way. I had to bite my tongue and resist telling her that she didn't know half of the things her daughter got up to.
"What did she do?"
"You don't know? What am I saying, of course you don't. You wouldn't have been talking to Anna since then, would you?"
Again I held back my initial response. I wasn't sure if Anna was meant to be texting while on punishment detail or not. The fact that mom hadn't made the connection between me coming over and my sister talking to me didn't much surprise me. Granted, I could just be being unfair. Perhaps she hadn't been banned from her phone. Given Anna's ability to manipulate, there were a few viable possibilities.
"No," I said.
"She got caught shoplifting! Can you believe that? I honestly don't know what possessed her. For some silly little trinket no less."
"Really? That doesn't sound like her."
Actually, while it was kind of unusual, it didn't particularly shock me.
"I know. I can't help feeling like one of her friends is being a bad influence on her or something. Maybe someone new I haven't met. I can only hope it doesn't become a recurring thing she does."
I nodded and made sounds of agreement for a another minute or two. Once I sensed a break in mom's rant, I took the opportunity to excuse myself. I made a bee-line for my sister's room and found her door open.
"Hey, little sister," I said, stepping through her doorway.
"Ryan! I knew you'd come save me." Anna was sitting at the small desk she had in her room. She gestured wildly at the books and papers that covered it. "I've been reduced to doing homework. I'm so bored. There's nothing else to do."
"You poor thing," I said with something approaching actual sympathy.
Things truly were desperate if my sister had, in fact, voluntarily sat down to do homework so early in the evening.
"Seriously. I need to be distracted. They even turned off the internet, and I didn't think they knew how to do that."
I winced. "So what'd you try to steal that was worth all this?"
Anna glanced furtively toward the door. There was no one there, but just to be sure I looked out and down the hallway. Then I sat down on her bed.
"Okay, well... they caught me with some stupid necklace," she said.
Something about the way she worded it triggered my suspicion.
"And is that actually what you took?"
"No. You know me too well. I had to grab a decoy 'cause they were on to me."
I shook my head in mock despair. "Do I want to know how often you do this sort of thing?"
"Um... no, probably not. I really don't do it that much though. Usually I can con money out of someone for things I want."
"Yes, I'm aware. So what did you take?"
Anna got up and shut the door before walking to her dresser. She rifled through her underwear drawer, apparently searching for something buried at the bottom. It occurred to me that she might have taken a pair of sexy panties, or something along those lines. If that was the case she must not have thought her plan all the way through. Mom still did her laundry and would almost certainly notice something like that turning up.
"I took this," she said, holding up a watch.
"You stole a watch?"
"It was stupid, I realize that. But that's why I took the necklace when I knew I was gonna get caught. It was way cheaper and I could pass it off as me not knowing what I was doing. The watch would have been trickier. It was going for almost two hundred, I think."
"Anna, not that I know much about these things, but isn't that a men's watch? Why would you take a two hundred dollar men's watch?"
"Maybe 'cause it wasn't for me," she mumbled.
She looked so defeated, so unlike her usual self. All of her confidence seemed to have deserted her. I took her wrist and gently pulled her closer, then made her sit down next to me.
"Was it for me?" I asked softly.
She nodded. "Stupid, right? You don't even wear a watch. I just saw it and... I don't know. I thought you might like it is all."
I placed my fingers on her chin and turned her face toward me. I looked directly into her eyes as I spoke.
"It wasn't stupid."
I kissed her, conveying things that my words couldn't possibly match. I'd always heard things like "it's the thought that counts" when it came to presents and I'd never paid much attention. Anna might have finally allowed me to understand that sentiment. She'd paid for the watch in a more real way than she'd probably paid for anything else in her life. She'd ended up trapped and bored in her room. That meant more to her than easily scammed money ever would. And she'd done it for me.
"You like it?" she asked.
"I do. I really do."
Anna couldn't help letting a grin start to peek through on her face. Not a deliberate one, but one that fought any attempt to resist it and showed itself anyway. It was a brief glimpse of the girl under the carefully constructed exterior she liked to project.
She leaned toward me and we kissed again, for longer this time. Our hands went to each other's bodies, though in relatively tame locations. I was all set for making out with my sister a little, and as far as I could tell she felt the same way.
Suddenly she pulled away. I started to speak, but she put her finger to my lips and looked toward her door. A second later, I heard the same thing she had. Someone was coming.
Anna leapt from the bed back to her seat at her desk. She didn't really have time to make it look like she was in the middle of something, but that was okay. If she looked like she was working it probably would have been more suspicious than if we'd just been talking.
The door opened followed closely by our mother. She peered around the room briefly as though expecting to find something she wouldn't like.
"Why was the door closed?" mom asked.
She sounded curious, but I didn't think she actually suspected anything in particular. Unless she had somehow guessed the truth, of course. It seemed unlikely, but it could certainly cause problems. I should have been more careful. I'd had to sneakily masturbate in the house enough times before I moved out that I should have known better than to risk getting caught with my tongue down Anna's throat, so to speak. Luckily my sister had been paying a little more attention to our surroundings.
"We were just talking about stuff," I said, deciding it was better to take mom's attention away from Anna. "Privately."
Mom arched an eyebrow, but didn't press the issue any further.
"Okay," she said. "Well, your father's home and supper's in about five minutes."
"Alright. Thanks."
Mom left the door open when she left. Both Anna and I waited until we couldn't hear her footsteps anymore before turning to each other and exchanging relieved smiles. We both knew what we could have been caught doing. I kind of liked these little cracks in my sister's defenses that showed she wasn't as indifferent toward certain events as she tried to seem.
****
Supper was fairly normal. No one brought up Anna's 'situation,' which may or may not have been a good sign. I knew she'd have a better idea how to manipulate the situation to regain her freedom as soon as possible, so I didn't make any attempt at it.
I let myself be talked into watching a movie with the family afterward. It wouldn't allow for any privacy with my sister, but it was better than nothing.
The living room held an L-shaped couch which was big enough for all four of us, but not by a lot. It therefore drew no attention when Anna sat down with her legs across my lap. Since our parents were in the room, I almost said something about it out of habit. Me picking on Anna, or vice versa, then being chastised by whichever parent was in a less patient mood was practically traditional. I managed to keep my mouth shut in this instance.
I spent most of the movie touching Anna in very subtle ways. I'd let my hand rest on her leg and run my fingers slowly over her skin, or sometimes I'd move down to her feet depending on how she had her legs positioned. It really wasn't enough to do much more than tease both of us and make us crave more.
Eventually the movie ended. Neither Anna or I moved at first, and we both waited until our parents left the room to say anything.
"Did that seem like a long time to you too?" I whispered.
"Kind of, yeah," Anna replied at the same volume. "Maybe that's just 'cause you wouldn't keep your hands to yourself."
"You could have said something," I said, even though we both knew she couldn't have. "And besides, you were the one nearly climbing into my lap."
"Didn't have room to do anything else." She sat up and swung her legs onto the floor. I resisted saying anything about how there was enough room for sitting normally, as she currently was. That wasn't really the point.
"Anyway, thanks for coming over," she said, not looking directly at me. "Tonight would have been boring."
"What are brothers for, right?"
The look Anna gave me suggested she had one or two ideas of what brothers were for. I doubted public opinion would have agreed with any of them.
We sat there for a few moments, neither of us saying anything. I knew it was probably time to go, but I didn't really want to. Finally Anna leaned over and kissed me softly.
"I'll come over to your place when I can," she said. "It might be a couple days."
"Okay," I said.
She looked like she was about to say something else, but the sound of one of our parents coming back startled her into action. She stood and, with a final look back at me, walked away. I stayed put for a moment, then sighed and made my way to the front door. It was for the best that I was leaving alone, but I wished I could have taken her with me.
****
I got home from work on Friday to find my door unlocked. That seemed a bit strange because I always made sure to lock up before I left. I was slightly concerned that I might have forgotten to do so this morning, but at the same time it meant there was a chance Anna had come over and she was the one who had unlocked it. As soon as I saw my sister's shoes inside the doorway, I knew it was the better of the two options.
"Anna?" I called as I removed my sneakers.
There was no answer, but I heard movement and a couple seconds later Anna popped into view. I couldn't help smiling when I saw her, silly as that may have been.
"Hey," she said.
"Hey. You decided it was safe to come over, huh?"
She bit her lip. "Um, not exactly. I mean, maybe it'll be fine. Mostly I'm just thinking that I can hide out with you 'til Monday. You know, if mom and dad are pissed that I didn't go straight home."
"If you stay that long they'll just get more upset."
"I know." Anna shrugged like it wasn't a big deal. For all I knew it might very well turn out not to be. Before she could say anything else, her attention was drawn to my wrist. "Are you actually wearing your watch?"
I held my arm up so she could see better. "Of course I am."
"Well I didn't know if you were just humouring me when you said you liked it."
"Only humouring you a little. Mostly I meant it."
"As long as you mostly meant it, that's okay I guess."
We stood facing each other kind of awkwardly. I wanted to make some kind of move, and probably Anna did too, but for some reason I wasn't sure how to proceed. Eventually I decided to stick with something simple. I walked up to her and kissed her, pressing my lips to hers for a few seconds before pulling back.
Anna looked like she would have been okay if I had held it for longer, but then her personality reasserted itself. She twirled away from me and back toward my couch where she'd presumably been before I arrived.
"I was just in the middle of a show," she said. "You wanna watch with me?"
"What show is it?"
"Does it matter?"
Of course it didn't matter. I wasn't interested in the show regardless of what it was. But if Anna was going to play silly games, then I could too.
"Well I don't want to watch some insipid girly show," I said. "You know you have terrible taste sometimes."
"I have excellent taste," she retorted, turning her head long enough to stick her tongue out at me. "Although I did choose to spend time with you, so maybe you have a point."
She sat down and started her show up again from where she'd paused it. She looked vaguely smug about her comment.
"Don't be petulant," I said, taking a seat next to her. "I know for a fact I'm your favourite person."
"What gave you that idea?"
"A couple of things. One of them being your generous gift."
I held up my wrist again, as though she might have already forgotten about the watch.
"And that means you're my favourite?"
"Mm-hm. It means you looove me."
"You wish."
"It's true. There's no point fighting it."
"Shut up!"
"Or what?"
Anna glared at me, narrowing her eyes as though it would help her detect a weakness she could exploit. A moment later she took a swing at me. I let it hit me in the shoulder, then grabbed her arm and tugged her toward me.
"Let go," she said.
"Nah, I don't think so."
I pulled Anna even closer, and despite her act she didn't fight me. I couldn't quite manage to get her into my lap, but it was a close thing. I needed active help rather than just a lack of resistance to move her around too much.
"It's kind of adorable how you get when you're embarrassed, you know that?" I said.
"Shut up," she said, quieter this time than the last.
"Okay."
I was fine with not talking for the moment. There were other things I'd rather be doing with my mouth. Once again Anna didn't fight back as I put my hand on the back of her head and guided her in so I could kiss her.
It was amazing to feel my sister surrender to me. It could just have been that she didn't realize how much she was giving away when I wasn't actually looking at her. There was more to it than the purely visual.
We broke for air a couple times, but our mouths didn't go very far as we each caught our breath. I noticed that she kept her eyes closed the whole time, letting me direct her as I saw fit without being too obvious about it. Eventually she gave in and climbed fully into my lap facing me, making it easier for us to reach each other. To me, it was a clear acknowledgement that she wanted this. But I'd already known that.
My hands roamed over my sister's body, from her legs and ass up to her breasts and shoulder, and most anywhere else I felt like. From her reactions, I was pretty sure it was getting to her. She was getting turned on just like I was. The way she was sitting in my lap meant that she had to be able to feel my cock as it hardened.
Anna was wearing a skirt, which made it easy to get to her panties. I was feeling a little over-confident at that point and tried to slip my fingers inside the waistband. That was when she finally stopped me.
"What did I say about that?" she asked as she pulled my hand away from her underwear.
She leaned back away from me, which at least allowed me to get a good look at her. She appeared just as aroused visually as what I'd guessed from the way she felt. However, it didn't seem like that was going to be enough to get me off the hook.
"You said I'm not allowed in your panties," I said.
"Right. But you tried to get in them anyway."
"Thought you might have changed your mind."



"Really? What kind of girl would I be if I let my brother touch my pussy? Before I know it you'll be trying to convince me to have sex with you and--"
"Who said I was after your pussy? There's more than one option, you know."
Anna's eyes went wide for a second, then she grinned. I actually had been going for her pussy and was just messing with her a little. It was hard to say if she realized that or not.
"You're bad," she said. "I really shouldn't let you have that either."
"Why not? Some girls like it. Less chance of pregnancy too."
"That's not very convincing. I might almost think you're trying to take advantage of your baby sis."
Her hands went to my waist as she talked. Her dextrous little fingers undid my belt, then the front of my pants while I ran my hands over her legs. That still seemed like safe territory.
"How can I take advantage of you when you're making all the rules?" I asked.
"Rules can be broken. I do it all the time."
I was rapidly losing my train of thought. Anna's fingers closed around my cock and guided it out of my pants to where she had the freedom to stroke it. Once again I noted the hypocrisy of her actions, and once again it seemed terribly unwise to say so.
"So you're saying I could just break your rule and get in your panties anyway?" I asked.
"Only if you're prepared to deal with the consequences," she said. "Or you could be cooperative instead. You might prefer that."
"What does cooperating involve?"
"Mainly it involves not getting in the way or pissing me off."
I rolled my eyes for show even though I was actually kind of amused. My sister might have been more than a little arbitrary and mysterious at times, but occasionally she could be quite blunt.
She maintained her grip on my erection while scooting her butt closer to me until her skirt was brushing against me. She flipped the front of the skirt up and out of the way, then pressed her panty-covered pussy directly against my cock. She moved her hips a little and let her hand fall away. I groaned at the feeling of her panties against my naked shaft.
"See?" she said. "Not so bad, is it? And you don't even have to get my panties off."
"It does feel good," I admitted.
It wasn't enough to get me off, I was pretty sure of that, but it was still an incredible feeling. I couldn't help imagining what it would be like if Anna was naked and instead of just rubbing against me she actually let me inside her. The thought made me shiver. It was just so bad. She was still my sister after all.
I looked up from where she was grinding on my cock. Our eyes met briefly, then she bit her lip and gazed down while I kept watching her face. Yes, she was my sister, but obviously she was something else now too. Perhaps siblings weren't meant to have sex, but they also weren't meant to do whatever it was we were currently doing. It wasn't such a huge leap.
"I'm going to get in your panties one of these days," I said with an odd sense of certainty.
"You think so?" she said. "You sure you want to push your luck?"
"I don't think it'd be such a big risk. See, I kind of feel like you want me to try it and not let you stop me or anything. You want me to break your rule."
"If you say so."
Anna was only partly paying attention to me. Her eyes were beginning to take on a distant, unfocused look. She seemed to be more concerned with getting off on my cock than on any kind of conversation.
I grabbed her arms and pushed her off me onto her back. Her head landed on the arm of the couch and she struggled to sit back up as I positioned myself between her legs. It was just like I was preparing to have sex with her, except for a few minor details. I started thrusting and let my cock slide along her panties instead of inside her. It would have to do as a substitute.
"What are you... Ryan, let me up."
I wasn't holding her down exactly, but my body was above her and preventing her from escaping easily. The expression on her face suggested she was fine where she was. There was desire there, and a need for something that she wouldn't get if I stopped grinding on her.
"Is that really what you want me to do?" I asked.
She turned her head away from me and closed her eyes.
"No," she whispered.
I waited for her to turn her face back toward me, then kissed her. She responded hungrily and held my head with her hands so I couldn't pull away. Her hips rocked back in time with my movements, forcing her pussy against my cock even harder than it had been. She had given in to her lust and let it take over her need to be in control.
Once Anna really got into it, our pretend fucking started doing more for me. I realized it might actually make me cum after all if we kept it up. There was enough pressure and friction on my cock that it might partly make up for the fact that only part of it was getting any stimulation.
It was much more obvious that what we were doing was working for Anna. Not only did she grow increasingly enthusiastic with every passing moment, but the small noises she made in the back of her throat suggested she had very little vocal control left. She was in need of release, and it wasn't all that far away for her.
Suddenly she was cumming. She buried her face in my shoulder and let out a long, muffled moan. Her hips went crazy and made it very difficult for me to keep any kind of rhythm going in the face of her uncoordinated movements.
My sister's orgasm gave me a surge of arousal and drove me with increased determination. My muscles were protesting the amount of exertion I was putting them through, but I kept pushing them. It wasn't going to take much longer.
Anna came to my aid once she'd sufficiently recovered from her orgasm. Her hips resumed moving in stable, purposeful motions like they had been before, making things easier for me. It felt so much better when we worked together; she wanted me to cum, and that's just what she made me do.
With the position of our bodies, my cock was pointed toward my sister's breasts. Most of my cum landed somewhere between them and her pussy, soaking into her clothes where it landed. I kept grinding on her until the last of my semen shot out. It was making a pretty big mess on her, but she didn't seem to mind too much.
"See?" Anna said softly. "You didn't need my pussy after all."
I didn't respond. The effects of my recent burst of exercise were catching up with me and I just wanted to lie down. Anna squealed in protest as I nearly knocked her onto the floor in my pursuit of claiming the back half of the couch. Once I was settled I wrapped an arm around her waist to hold her to me. I was effectively spooning her, even though I was temporarily too drained to fully enjoy it.
"The couch isn't big enough for this," she said.
"We both fit, don't we?"
"Yeah, but if you let go I'll fall."
"No you won't. And it's not like the drop is far enough to do any damage."
"It might."
Anna pressed herself back against me, ostensibly as a precaution against falling off the front of the couch. I should have known she was just playing games again. It was silly to even entertain the idea that she was genuinely concerned about falling.
We lay there for a while, my arm around Anna and my mind wandering wherever it chose. It was kind of nice.
"Should we at least turn the TV on or something?" Anna asked.
"If you want to."
She shrugged and made no move to get up. There was silence for another few minutes before I came to a decision.
"I think I might be in love with you," I said.
There was a pause before Anna answered.
"You only think so? You don't know?"
"Well it's kind of tricky."
"So that's a no then."
"I dunno. Partly I just want to know how you feel about the idea."
Anna squirmed a little. In some ways, I preferred that the back of her head was to me and that we didn't have to have the conversation face to face.
"You're not supposed to be in love with me," she said.
"I know. Believe me, I'm well aware."
"And I'm not supposed to be in love with you either."
"I'm aware of that also."
"So what would that mean if we both were? Hypothetically."
"It'd be better than just one of us feeling that way, I suppose. Probably. Or maybe worse 'cause then it's harder to stop."
Anna pulled my arm away from her and rolled to face me. She gave me a quick kiss, then stood up.
"I need to go change," she said. "My clothes are all messy. Well, maybe just my shirt."
Not to mention her painfully transparent desire to change the subject.
"So you brought clothes with you?" I asked.
"Of course I did. I'm staying until Monday, remember?"
"Right. How silly of me not to realize you planned that far ahead."
****
Despite Anna's assurance that she had clothes of her own to change into, she instead 'borrowed' one of my shirts. It was too big for her, but it was kind of sexy somehow, like it gave me more of a claim over her or something. She said it was just because she hadn't planned on using more than one shirt a day and would have run out if she used hers instead. She evaded my question as to why she didn't tell me that in the first place.
We spent most of the rest of the evening watching Netflix and teasing each other. Anna made it very difficult to talk about anything serious, so I contented myself with feeling her up and trying to remove her clothes. She generally let me do as I pleased for a while, then found some excuse to get up a for a minute or two and straighten her clothes back out. The end was result was I couldn't discuss anything much with her, nor get her fully naked. It was fun, but mildly frustrating.
I got her topless at one point. She was lying on her back across my lap with her breasts staring directly up at me. She was doing her usual routine of pretending not to notice, or at least not to care, and directing her attention to the TV. I was busy running my fingers over her tummy and watching the faint red marks that appeared if I pressed too hard with my nails. I was pretty sure I wasn't scratching hard enough to hurt or she would have said something.
"Anna?" I said.
"Yeah?"
"You know how you keep saying I'm not allowed in your panties?"
"I only keep saying it 'cause you won't listen. You still think I'll give in if you keep trying."
"Mm-hm, that's exactly what I think. Because here's the thing; I've been thinking and this is kinda my apartment."
I traced my fingers up to her breasts and circled them slowly. Her nipples were hard and I kind of wanted to pinch them just to hear her yelp.
"Yeah, so?"
"So I should be able to make some rules if I want to. Like, I could say that if you stay the night, I can do whatever I want to you."
"No means no, big brother. You know that."
"That's the beauty of it, little sister. All you have to do is leave and I won't be able to do anything. I wouldn't be forcing you into anything."
"This is still sounding kinda rape-y. You should be careful about that sort of thing."
"You think so? Maybe I should drive you home then. Just to be on the safe side."
Anna shook her head and pushed my hands away. She stood up and grabbed her shirt off the floor.
"This conversation is dumb," she said as she pulled her shirt right way out.
"I'm just giving you fair warning."
I grabbed her shirt before she could put in on. She sighed and let me have it, then walked to the fridge still topless. I heard her rummaging in the freezer, followed by sounds of dishes and silverware. A couple minutes later she was back with bowls of ice cream. She handed one to me and kept the other for herself.
"Eat," she said. "Maybe your blood sugar's low. It would explain why you're being silly."
"You really don't understand how blood sugar works, do you?"
Anna ignored me so I gave up. At least the ice cream was good.
****
Anna stayed the night as I'd known she would. She insisted that the 'rule' I'd made was meaningless and that it didn't change anything. I didn't argue the point because I didn't have to. She had my ultimatum, what she chose to do with it was up to her.
We slept together in my bed. She wore panties and the shirt she'd borrowed from me. I couldn't help feeling like she would have gone naked if she wasn't still pretending she didn't want me to touch her pussy. She had no problem with me seeing any of the other parts of her body.
I just wore a pair of boxers. I hadn't felt like wearing a t-shirt or anything, and Anna had vetoed the idea anyway. She told me it would be too warm in bed if we both wore shirts. It was about the most ridiculous reasoning I'd ever heard, but her intentions were so obvious that it hardly mattered what her pretext was.
She lay facing away from me with me spooning her from behind. The only reason I wasn't up all night was that she gave me a blowjob right before bed. It let me remain calm enough to get some decent rest despite having my sexy little sister so close to me all night.
I didn't actually try anything until morning. To my mind, that gave Anna an extra chance to leave or at least get up before me if she really wanted to. I was confident any remaining resistance she gave me was an act, but at the same time there was no way to be a hundred percent certain.
Her shirt had gotten bunched up under her breasts during the night, leaving her tummy and lower back bare. I raised my head a little so I could see her face. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was slow and regular, which meant she was probably still asleep. That was perfect. It gave me the chance to wake her up the way I wanted to.
I nuzzled Anna's shoulder and gave it a soft kiss even though she probably wouldn't feel it. I placed my palm on her tummy, feeling the warmth of her skin. My pinky finger just barely brushed the top of her underwear. I moved my whole hand downward as gently as I could until I was able to slip my fingers beneath her panties.
Anna's breathing didn't change, but my heart rate had definitely sped up. I felt like I was doing something wrong and was about to be caught any second. Granted, that was more or less the case. The difference was that, assuming I wasn't wildly off-base, getting caught wouldn't be such a bad thing.
My fingers ventured farther into the forbidden zone as I remained alert for any sign of my sister waking. I felt my way over her pussy lips and, of course, the slit in between them. She wasn't wet enough at first for me to dare try and get a finger inside her, but as I rubbed back and forth over her soft, sensitive skin I began to feel that changing. I wondered just how wet I could get her before she woke up.
When it felt like she was ready, I pushed a fingertip between her lips and felt her body eagerly accept it. She was even wetter inside her pussy than outside and I was able to get most of my digit in. I started moving in and out in a slow, gentle rhythm; effectively finger-fucking my sister as she slept.
She did eventually wake up, as I'd known she would. There was only so long I could go before either I'd disturb her slumber, or she'd wake up naturally. Her body jerked as she awoke, no doubt in her momentary confusion as to what was happening. It wasn't a very big movement, and she went still again almost immediately, but it was enough for me.
"Good morning," I whispered into her ear.
I kissed Anna's shoulder again and kept fingering her pussy. She played possum for another moment or two, but it was no good. I knew she was awake, and she knew that I knew.
"It's very early in the day for you to be so bad," she said.
"I believe I did warn you this would happen."
"Doesn't mean you're absolved."
"Luckily I don't need to be absolved. Otherwise I might be worried."
I pushed a second finger inside her and made sure to keep my movements even gentler than before. She was tight, though not tight enough that I was worried about causing her any pain with only two fingers. Still, I really didn't want to fuck up now. Plus I didn't want to accidentally make her cum yet when the whole point was to get her too turned on for her to want to play her games. Going slow seemed a better choice all round.
Her hand moved down to cover mine. She didn't try to grab it, or stop me, or any of those things. She just kind of left it there while I fingered her.
"You molested your baby sister while she was asleep and unable to defend herself. That seems like it might need absolving."
"Only if it was unwanted attention."
Anna tilted her head to look back over her shoulder. I lifted my upper body enough that I could crane my neck and give her an awkward but heartfelt kiss.
"You're gonna be stuck with me, you know," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"If you put your penis in me. It'll just be you and me, forever and ever. No other girls. That'd be your choice permanently."
"Is that how it works?"
"In this case, yes."
I stroked Anna's clit with my thumb, making her gasp involuntarily. I smiled at the way I could make her react.
Forever and ever. That was what she'd said. It was a little daunting when she put it that way. It wasn't like I had any desire for other girls though, not when I was with her. That was basically the same choice so many people made all the time. Lots of them had to commit to someone. It didn't always work out, of course, but then how many of them would know their partner the way I knew my sister?
Besides, she was as good as telling me that she was prepared to commit to me. I wondered if all her games were just a way for her to hide the fact that she was scared about kind of decision I'd make.
"Does that mean I'm allowed in your pussy now?" I asked.
"It's kinda late to stop you. I'm just warning you. Like you did for me."
"That's decent of you."
I sat up and removed my hand from Anna's pussy. I pulled her panties down and off her feet, then moved right back to the same position I'd been in. My cock had been more or less settled before, even though it had been fully hard for a while. When I lay down again it poked insistently against my sister's butt. She pushed back and ground her ass into me. I couldn't help groaning at the sensation.
"Better not get the wrong hole," she said. "Then you'd really be in trouble."
"I'm already in trouble. Have been for a long, long time. I just didn't realize quite how much until recently."
My boxers were in the way and it took me a moment to slide them down my legs and kick them off. Once they were off, my cock was free to press against Anna's bare ass unimpeded. The feeling was amazing. I rocked my hips a bit and my erection naturally slipped between her cheeks. I would have been quite content just staying there for a while. It was so much better than rubbing on her panties like the day before.
"I'm pretty sure I just told you not to use that hole," Anna said. "Like, twenty seconds ago."
"Relax. I'm not gonna put it in your butt. Even if it does feel really nice."
"Shut up."
She pulled an arm up to cover her face. I caught a glimpse before she could hide from me and it almost seemed like she was blushing just from my off-hand compliment. She must have been in a more vulnerable state than I'd thought.
"Anna?" I said quietly.
"Mm-hm?"
"Have you ever had sex before?"
She hesitated, then shook her head.
"No," she whispered.
I reached around to her chin, gently pushing her arm away from her face in the process. I turned her head so I could give her another of the awkward kisses necessitated by our positions.
"Forever and ever, huh?"
"Yeah."
I guided my cock to her entrance, which seemed even wetter than before. She stuck her butt out and lifted her upper leg without any prompting, making the process easier for me. It occurred to me that maybe we should have been face to face for our first time, but it seemed kind of late to be worrying about that.



It took a little nudging to get the tip of my erection into her pussy. I wanted to be delicate, even more so than when I'd had my fingers in her. I hadn't known she was a virgin then.
Anna pushed back against me, forcing more of my cock inside her. Her pussy was so tight around me, and so wet. In hindsight I couldn't believe that I'd nearly been content with just grinding on her ass.
"You think you're gonna hurt me, don't you?" she said.
"I'm a little concerned about it, yes."
"Well don't. Just 'cause you're the first boy in there doesn't mean I don't know what I'm doing. If you're gonna do this, then do it."
That sounded more like my sister. I grinned as she attempted to take control of the situation. She kept rocking her butt back against me, taking me deeper with every movement. I picked my moment and thrust in time with her, burying my cock even further in her tight little pussy. She moaned and brought her arm up to cover her face again.
Her shirt was still bunched up around her breasts. With her arm over her face it was relatively easy to push the shirt up even further and expose her boobs. I grabbed one and cupped it in my palm. It was so warm and soft to my touch, just like the rest of her body. My little sister felt way too good.
An animalistic growl came from my throat when my cock was finally as deep as it would go. I didn't consciously make the sound, it just kind of happened. It was primal. Not only were there the physical consequences of completely filling my sister's pussy, but the implications for the future as well. She was mine now, and I was hers. She'd said so. It was done.
Our hips never stopped moving. Anna kept rocking against me like she thought there was more to come, despite how she must have known I had bottomed out. For my part, I didn't think I could stop even if I wanted to. I needed to cum inside her the same way I needed oxygen. I didn't even know if I could stop if she asked me to. Things had gone way beyond logic and reason.
I kissed her neck in way that was somehow both savage and tender. I nipped her with my teeth a couple times, and instead of flinching from it she arched neck to give me better access. She even belatedly tore her shirt off and tossed it to the floor, leaving her completely naked. I trailed kisses across her newly exposed shoulder, then back to her head.
Anna had twisted her head as far toward me as she could. I found her mouth and pressed my lips to it. Her teeth caught my bottom lip and held onto it for a moment. I let myself be captured by her, surrendering to her the same way she had to me. She could have drawn blood if she wanted. I would have let her.
I felt her orgasm hit with as much certainty as if it had been my own. The way her pussy squeezed me, the way she kissed me with added desperation, the way her hand sought out mine and held on tightly; there was no mistaking it. It was a beautiful, sexual experience that I felt with my whole body.
If I hadn't had such a pressing need to cum too, I might have waited for her to recover a little. As it was I just keep thrusting into her, still seeking the release that she'd found. It was there, just out of reach but getting closer with every passing second.
I fucked my sister harder and faster, driving my cock into her with as much force as I could manage. In the back of my mind I was still a little worried about hurting her, and I wasn't sure I had enough control over my body to do anything about it if I did cause her pain.
All thought was made irrelevant as I came. I buried myself in my little sister's pussy and let my cum fill her up. She kept wiggling around, either disappointed that I'd stopped moving or trying to help me enjoy the last few seconds while my semen emptied into her.
We lay there in a happy silence afterward. I held Anna in my arms and let my cock soften naturally until it slipped out of her pussy. I felt satisfied and content as I basked in the afterglow of our lovemaking.
"Maybe I shouldn't have cum inside you," I said eventually, vocalizing the first fully-formed thought to cross my mind.
Anna giggled softly, then louder. It turned into a full laughing fit.
"That's what you're worried about?"
She squirmed around in my arms until she was facing me. She kissed me deeply and pushed me onto my back. Then she settled in beside me and nestled her head against my shoulder.
"Isn't it something we should worry about?" I asked. "At least a little?"
"Maybe. I think it's probably okay, but even if it's not... we'll deal with it. Honestly I thought you'd be more worried about other things."
"Like what?"
"Like whether or not I was serious about you being stuck with me. Whether or not I love you the way you think I do. What you're gonna do with me. Those sorts of things."
"Yeah, I can see how those might be issues if I didn't already know the answers to them."
"You think so? What are they then?"
"I'm not telling."
"Meanie."
I smiled and looked down at my sister. She was naked and curled up against me with her eyes closed. Seeing her like that, there was no need to question whether she loved me. I couldn't imagine her letting herself be so vulnerable with someone she didn't. And being 'stuck' with her was hardly an issue either, as far as I was concerned. The only possible problem might be in regard to what the future held for us.
"What do you want us to do?" I asked.
"Right now?"
"No. You know what I mean. Like when you asked what I was going to do with you. What did you want me to say?"
Anna was quiet for a moment.
"Something about how we should have sex some more," she said eventually.
"That's what you wanted? That's your plan?"
"You don't like it?"
"I do like it, but that's not...."
I paused and considered the issue more carefully. What exactly had I expected? It wasn't like we needed to make any grand, sweeping changes to our lives. Most things between us were unalterable anyway. I didn't want her to stop being my sister, it was just that I wanted a few more things besides that. Things I already had. Why mess with any of them?
"You know what?" I said. "The more I think about it, the more I like your plan."
"Thought you might. You're kinda like that."
"Yeah, well... I do partly have my sexy little sister to thank for that."
I poked Anna in the side, making her giggle and try to swat me away. We settled down again after our short burst of activity. I didn't really want to move too much, and it seemed she didn't either. It was nice just lying together.
"You'll probably have to rescue me from mom and dad," Anna mumbled lazily. "They're gonna be pissed I'm not back yet."
"Can't you take care of it? And I thought you weren't sure if it'd be okay or not."
"I was gone all night. They'll have noticed that. Besides, even if I can sort it out, it'll take time. If I get double-grounded how much do you think I'll be around?"
"I... alright, we'll come up with something. Later. Maybe this afternoon."
"Or this evening," Anna suggested as she moved her arm across my chest. "Or tomorrow maybe."
The rate we were going, it didn't look good for us getting out bed all day. I was more than okay with that prospect. I would have been fine staying there forever.
"Forever and ever," I whispered with a smile, recalling Anna's words.
"What?"
"Nothing."
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It was kind of strange how the snow affected us differently. As we walked home I spent most of my time watching where my feet were going and trying not to slip on a hidden icy patch. My sister, on the other hand, preferred to skip along cheerfully while occasionally trying to catch stray snowflakes in her hands and watch them melt.
The way Chrissy acted sometimes it was hard to believe she was a twenty year old adult, rather than an abnormally tall kid ten years younger. Granted, other times she feigned being a grown-up so well that she could pass for being the older sibling between the two of us. It was a bit of an odd dichotomy.
"How come you look grumpy?" Chrissy asked.
I didn't look up.
"M'not grumpy," I said. "Just watching where I'm going."
"But you're missing all the scenery."
"It's snow. Everywhere. I've seen snow before."
"What about the Christmas lights. And there's snowflakes. And icicles. And snowmen sometimes."
I raised my head and gave her a long eye-rolling stare. She ignored me completely and continued waving her arms around to point out all the things we were passing. I let her go on for another minute or two until I realized she wasn't going to stop on her own.
As we passed a decent sized snow bank I put my hand on Chrissy's shoulder and shoved hard. She almost went head-first into the snow, but managed to twist herself around enough before impact that her face stayed clear.
"You jerk!" she yelled.
I laughed to myself and kept walking. I looked back a couple times as she struggled to her feet, but didn't go back to help. Watching her flounder in the snow helped my mood more than admiring any of her 'scenery' did. Apparently the snow wouldn't support her arms as she tried to push herself up, which meant she eventually had to give in and roll her way back to sturdier ground. If she had been anyone other than my sister I might have felt bad for taking such enjoyment from her misfortune.
Once free, Chrissy hurried to catch up with me. I prepared myself for a verbal tirade of reasons why I was a horrible brother, realizing too late that the footsteps I heard behind me weren't slowing down. I started to turn just in time for her to run into me at full speed. She might have been smaller than me, but she still managed to hit me with enough force to knock me off my feet. Since I'd been turning I landed on my back looking up at the sky, as well as my little sister's smug face.
"Not as fun when you're the one getting knocked down, is it?" she said.
She brushed snow off of herself while I carefully tested the snow around me to see if there was any way to escape with some dignity. My options didn't look good.
"And here I thought you'd be trying to get a head start before I get back up," I said.
"Well maybe some of us aren't mean enough to leave other people behind in the snow."
Chrissy extended a hand to me to help pull me up. It was a nice gesture, considering I'd been the one to start hostilities. I probably should have just taken the peace offering, but I didn't.
I took my sister's hand and gripped it tightly. Her eyes widened a split second before I pulled and brought her tumbling down. In hindsight I probably should have tried to force her to the side a bit so she didn't land on top of me, but the effect was still satisfying.
"Ugh, I don't know why I trusted you," Chrissy said.
"Me neither. Wasn't very clever."
She tried to push herself up off of my chest, so I angled my body a little and let her hand slip off the front of my jacket. She made a second attempt, and again I deliberately caused her to fail.
"Okay, dummy. You realize that if you don't let me up, you're just gonna have to sit there and get a cold butt, right?"
"Be interesting to see how long I keep it up then, won't it?"
Chrissy put both of her hands on my shoulders and tried to quickly lever herself into a kneeling position. I grabbed her wrists and yanked them away so she fell back down on me. She struggled against my grip, but wasn't strong enough to break free. All she really managed to do was wiggle around a little and force us slightly deeper into the snow.
Unfortunately, my sister's attempts to get away from me led to her more or less grinding on my lap. I didn't pay much attention at first until it began to have an effect on me. I needed to get her away from my cock before I got hard. That would be far too embarrassing to even contemplate.
I let go of Chrissy's wrists and made no further effort to stop her from getting up. She pushed herself to her knees, still straddling me, and grinned mischievously.
"Letting me go, huh?" she said. "I knew it, you want to get out of the snow 'cause your butt's frozen. Told ya so."
"Whatever. You gonna get off or what?"
"Maybe."
She stayed where she was, practically daring me to make her hurry up. Normally I would have carefully considered whether or not I wanted to give her the satisfaction, but in this case I just needed to get her away from any potential contact with my partial erection. I moved to grab her again, and this time she hopped to her feet before I could get her. I struggled my way out of the snow bank after her, no longer concerned with anything other than making sure my pants didn't appear tented.
"Ha! You didn't just get a cold butt, you got a wet butt too," Chrissy said.
She examined the back of my pants while I brushed snow off of myself. I was perfectly okay with her taunting me about that. It was better than some of the alternatives. I was pretty sure it annoyed her slightly when I didn't respond the way she hoped.
"Alright, let's just get going," I said. "It's getting dark."
"S'okay. The streetlights should be coming on soon."
"They almost should be on already." I looked up, trying to figure out if it was dark enough that lights should on. "Anyway, let's just go."
"Why? You need to change clothes and warm up or something? Wouldn't want to get frostbite on your ass after all. Then you'd feel silly for not listening to me."
I faked a lunge at her and she danced away. I trudged onward and did my best to ignore any further attempts she made to bug me. She was right; my pants were damp and uncomfortable from the snow, but I wouldn't admit that to her.
"Hey, where'd all the Christmas lights go?" Chrissy asked.
I glanced at my sister and found her craning her neck around in various directions. Once I started looking, I also noted that the Christmas lights we'd been walking past seemed to have vanished.
"Maybe some people don't have lights up right now," I suggested.
"That doesn't seem right. I know some of these houses should have some on, and it makes no sense that none of them would."
"Guess you'll just have to live with no holiday cheer for a few minutes. Think you'll make it?"
Chrissy punched me lightly on the shoulder. It wasn't enough of a physical assault to warrant retaliation.
Shortly after that we arrived home. There were no lights on there either, not even inside. I thought that was a little strange until we got inside and I saw a note by the door. Probably from our parents telling us they'd gone out for a bit or something. I went to flick on a light switch so I could read more easily and nothing happened.
"Shit."
I flicked the switch up and down a couple times, then tried another one. Suddenly the lack of light around began to make more sense.
"Are you gonna turn a light on or what?" Chrissy asked from behind me as she pulled off her boots.
"Can't."
"What do you mean you can't?"
"No power, dipshit."
"Hey! Don't be like that. How was I supposed to know?"
I shook my head instead of escalating the argument. We shed our jackets and footwear, then moved further into the house. I located a flashlight that had functioning batteries and took it upstairs with me. It wasn't quite dark enough to need it yet, but it soon would be. I swore under my breath as I made my way to my room to change out of my damp pants. I wasn't in the mood for a power outage of indeterminate length.
Chrissy tracked me to my room a few minutes later, just as I had finished changing and was headed back downstairs. She snatched my flashlight from me and marched back the way she came without so much as asking if I minded.
"What, you couldn't get your own?" I called after her as I followed several steps behind her.
"I couldn't find another one. If you can, I'll trade this one back to you."
"Hey, now you sound grumpy. How come you're allowed to be but I'm not?"
She paused and turned back toward me.
"I'm not grumpy, just slightly annoyed. Did you read that note mom and dad left us?"
"No. Why?"
"'Cause they're gonna be gone for the night. In the middle of a power outage."
"Oh."
"Yeah. And it's, like, minus ten outside already and we have no heat. How long do you think before we freeze to death?"
"Aw, come on, it's not that bad. We just gotta, like, light a fire or something. And the power probably won't be off that long anyway."
Chrissy sighed and kept walking.
"Right, of course. It's all so simple."
****
My sister and I were perhaps not quite as independent and self-sufficient as we should have been. We'd been through power outages before, but never without someone older around to take care of things. That may have been kind of sad for two people in their early twenties, but fortunately we both had enough on our minds that we didn't have to reflect on that.
Finding matches was a fair challenge for us. It turned out our parents kept them in a drawer in the kitchen. I had no idea what was wrong with keeping them next to the fireplace. Wood was simpler to locate since it was all stacked in the basement where it had always been. There was some newspaper in the recycling bin to help get a fire started.
I had started fires before, though not often, and never when my only source of light to work by was my sister holding a flashlight. It was a unique sort of challenge. It took a couple tries lighting crumpled up newspapers before I could get the wood to start burning. I was eventually successful, and we obtained a source of both heat and light in an otherwise darkened room.
Chrissy and I sat down on the couch and watched the fire burn for a couple minutes. It was somehow much more satisfying an experience when the flames represented a small triumph over adversity.
"Well, now what?" Chrissy asked eventually.
"I dunno," I said. "I kinda hadn't thought this far ahead. Guess we could sit here and wait for the power to come back on."
"Yeah, I guess."
We lasted another five minutes or so before she started getting antsy again. She kept flicking glances at me, and I could tell she was hoping I'd suggest some course of action before she had to admit she was bored.
"You know what I could go for?" she said, finally giving in.
"No, what?"
"Hot chocolate."
"Uh huh. And why would you bring that up when you can't actually make any?"
Chrissy grinned in that ever-so-slightly smug way she did when she thought she was being clever. Obviously I'd said exactly what she wanted me to say.
"I can totally make some," she said. "If you ask nicely, maybe I'll make some for you too."
She hopped off the couch and disappeared into the kitchen, flashlight in hand. I shrugged and went back to letting the fire hypnotize me. I heard the sound of cupboards being opened and rummaged through, but had no intention of going to investigate. I was sure I'd find out soon enough what she was up to.
When she returned she had a pot full of water with her. She carefully placed it on the small metal ledge over the fireplace door, then went back to the kitchen. She came back the second time with hot chocolate mix, a bag of marshmallows, and a pair of mugs. She looked even more pleased with herself than before as she retook her seat next to me.
"See?" she said. "All I have to do is heat up some water over the fire, then I'm all set."
"Aren't you a clever little girl," I said, patting her on the head.
"Don't be an ass. You still have to ask nice if you want me to share. You know that's only gonna be worse for you if you pick on me too much before hand."
I rolled my eyes. "And what if I don't want any?"
"Then I'll have to assume you're being grumpy again and I'll be forced to cheer you up. Who refuses hot chocolate? No one, that's who."
"I think you may be making far too broad a generalization."
"And I think you may be a party pooper, so nyeh."
Chrissy stuck her tongue out at me and I rolled my eyes again. I hated when she made arguments like that. If I played along I'd only encourage her, and if I didn't she'd accuse me of pouting and I still wouldn't win.
Luckily, she was too busy keeping on eye on her pot of water to focus her attention on annoying me. She grew more impatient by the minute and kept getting up to take a closer look before sitting back down. The process began to amuse me after the second or third time.
"Ugh, why is it taking so long to boil?" she asked.
"Maybe 'cause the fireplace isn't really designed to heat pots?"
"Well it's hot enough that it should at least heat up a little water." She peered into the pot once more. "Maybe it'd be okay even if it's not boiling. It should still be hot by now, right?"
I couldn't see what she was doing since her body blocked my view, but a couple seconds later she yelped and jerked back. She stuck her finger in her mouth as she turned to me.
"What did you do, burn yourself?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, taking her finger out of her mouth long enough to speak. "Go get me something cold."
"Uh, like what?" I said, suddenly having to kick my brain back into gear. It was usually easier not to take anything too seriously around Chrissy, but this was an exception. "I mean, I think we have some ice cubes in the freezer. Or maybe--"
"Oh for fuck's sake."
She took off out of the room and I followed several steps behind her after grabbing the flashlight. She went out the front door and I found her standing there holding a handful of snow to her injured finger.
"Sorry," I said.
It was cold outside, but it wasn't bad enough that I couldn't stand it for a minute or two without a jacket. I slipped my feet into my shoes before I stepped out and closed the door behind me so the house would stay a little warmer. We only had the fire for heating the place up, after all.
It was almost fully dark out now. A few snowflakes were still falling to the ground, meaning it was almost certainly cloudy enough that there would be no moonlight. It was kind of surreal seeing my sister standing in the snow with only socks on her feet and illuminated solely by the flashlight I held.
"It's okay," Chrissy said. "I think my finger'll be fine. It's already pretty much stopped hurting. No thanks to you."
"Hey, I had to focus on not panicking," I said, completely deadpan.
She stared at me for a moment, then giggled.
"Yeah, it was a pretty tense situation all right."
"There were life or death decisions to be made, you know. Those aren't easy."
"Well, I'm glad you didn't become a doctor then."
"Likewise, miss 'can't boil water without injuring herself.' That doesn't exactly fill me with confidence."
"Shut up."
Our exchange was more a formality than anything. Neither of us really had our heart set on getting under the other's skin.
I noticed Chrissy shiver and I glanced back inside. I was beginning to miss the comforting heat of the fire too. I didn't want to be the first to give in though.
"Okay, I think I've had enough cold," Chrissy finally said.
She dropped the last of the unmelted snow from her hands and pushed past me to get back inside the house. I went in close behind her, and by the time I'd closed the door behind us and kicked off my shoes she'd already made a dash for the fireplace. She huddled in front of it on the floor and pulled off her socks, now damp from the snow she'd been standing in. She looked up at me pitifully.
"Can you get me some blankets or something?" she asked. "I'm all frozen now."
"Who would've thought standing outside with no winter clothes on would be a bad idea, huh?"
"Could you stop being an ass for a second and just get me something to warm me up?"
"Fine."
I wandered off with the flashlight, only to realize I wasn't sure where mom kept the spare blankets. I knew they existed, I just didn't know where to find them. There weren't any in the linen closet, mostly just sheets and towels and things. Eventually I settled for the easy solution and grabbed the blanket off of my bed and the one off of Chrissy's. I decided against raiding our parents' room.
When I returned, my sister was right where I left her, except that she was sipping from a mug of hot chocolate. She must have had more success with it this time around. She turned her head toward me when she heard me approaching.
"Is that my blanket?" she asked.
"Yeah, and mine too. If you want something different you're gonna have to get it yourself."
"No, that's good. Thank you."
She set her mug down and took the blankets from me. She spread mine out on the floor underneath her and wrapped hers around herself.
"I made you some too," she said as she sat back down and picked her mug back up.
I hesitated, trying to decide whether to go back to the couch or not. After a moment I shrugged and sat down next to Chrissy and accepted the mug she handed me. The marshmallows on top were just starting to melt.
We drank in near silence for a few minutes. My sister had actually made some pretty good hot chocolate, though it was too hot at first to do anything other than sip at it. I was a little surprised when she leaned on me, but since we were both holding hot drinks it seemed like a bad time to start a fight over it. Besides, with nothing else to lean on, supporting some of our wait against each other wasn't a terrible idea.
"You'd think the power'd be back on by now," I said. "It's not like there's a storm out there or anything."
"Yeah, but there's no way to know. Maybe someone ran into a pole and knocked it over."
"That'd take some doing. I don't think I've ever seen one come down."
"Me either. Not much we can do about it anyway."
"I know. All we can do is sit and wait."
****
The power didn't come back on. Chrissy and I sat in the dark room talking and watching the fire, all the while growing increasingly bored. We had very limited means with which to entertain one another. Our only real activity was to go to the kitchen and make sandwiches when we got hungry. We had very limited options for feeding ourselves, what with not having a funtional stove, microwave, or oven. It was one of the few times in my life when cooking something would have been a welcome distraction, and we didn't even have the option.
Chrissy eventually lay down facing the fire, covering herself with her blanket. I didn't think she was tired so much as seeking a more comfortable position. The floor wasn't particularly soft, even with a blanket to pad it slightly.
"You planning on sleeping here or something?" I asked.
"Hopefully not," she said. "But at this rate I might have to. You probably should too, seeing as how your room has no heat or blankets."
"I... how's that going to work exactly?"
Chrissy smiled in amusement. "You aren't scared of sleeping next to your baby sis, are you?"
I actually was kind of worried about sleeping too close to her. I'd nearly poked her with my erection once already, I didn't want to chance it again. Especially when I'd be asleep and unable to do anything about it.
"No, just concerned you're gonna steal all the covers," I lied.
"Well then I guess you'll have to steal them back if I do."
"Right. Or we could sleep separately."



She shrugged. "Suit yourself. You can sleep wherever you want. You're not taking either of my blankets though."
I sighed and had to resist the urge once again to check the time. All the clocks were nonfunctional, but I kept forgetting that. It was kind of annoying not to have a sense of how much time had passed. I was kind of worried that I might not be able to hold out long enough for the power to come back on and I'd have to sleep beside my sister. It was either that or try to scrounge enough clothes and bedding to keep myself warm through insulated body heat alone. Neither option sounded attractive to me.
I contemplated the idea of arguing that one of the blankets Chrissy had was mine, and that she didn't really have a claim over it. However, I knew that it would be an exercise in futility even without making the attempt.
"You know what?" Chrissy said.
"No, what?"
"We should have pillows down here."
"'Kay, well I went last time. It's your turn to get supplies."
"I made hot chocolate."
"And I did most of the work on the sandwiches. You just held the flashlight."
Chrissy shifted around until she was on her back. The light from the fire cast strange shadows across her face from that angle.
"I'll make you a deal," she said.
"What's the deal?"
"You go get the pillows, and I'll let you be the little spoon when we sleep."
"Fuck off."
I rose, wobbling a little from having sat for too long.
"Or you can be on the outside if you want. I'll let you choose, how's that?"
I ignored my sister until I got out of the room. She probably thought she was being funny, but I had a different view on the matter. It would have been really nice to have some kind of option as to where I slept, but other than the room we'd staked out the rest of the house was way too cold.
On the other hand, the way Chrissy was going she might well push me past the point of caring. It wasn't like I'd be the only one who'd be uncomfortable with the situation if I accidentally poked her with my cock during the night. I gave serious consideration to just spooning her like she wanted and pretending I didn't notice if and when I started getting hard. Unfortunately, that sort of thing could easily turn into a game of chicken and I wasn't sure that she'd back down first.
I returned to my sister a few minutes later after snagging the pillows off of her bed. I handed her one and took the other for myself, setting it beside me as I sat back down. Despite having been gone for only a short time, the fire's warmth was a welcome change from the chill of the rest of the house.
Chrissy positioned her pillow under her head and lay still for a bit. I was a little confused when she abruptly began squirming under the blanket that covered her. A moment later she pulled her pants out from underneath her blanket and set them aside.
"What are you doing now?" I asked.
"Getting ready for bed." She paused for a second. "Getting ready to go to sleep anyway. I guess it's not really a bed."
She pulled her bra from under the blanket next, which went on top of her pants. I shook my head and tried not to show how much more nervous I was of the situation now that she was stripping down.
"And I here I thought you were cold," I said.
"I was, but the fire warmed me up. Besides, I don't know about you, but I'm not used to sleeping fully clothed. You aren't gonna sleep wearing your whole outfit, are you?"
"Maybe I am. Doesn't matter to you, does it?"
Chrissy was quiet for a couple minutes. I couldn't see her face, but I assumed she had simply dropped the conversation. For all I knew she might have decided to try and go to sleep.
"Are you mad at me?" she asked, startling me slightly with her question.
"What?"
"You just seem kind of... touchy. Maybe that's not the right word. Something seems off though."
"No, I'm not mad at you. You're annoying at times, but it's not like I'm not used to that."
"Gee, thanks."
"Hey, don't take it personally. It comes with being a younger sibling as far as I can tell. There's nothing you can do about it."
"Does being the older sibling make you grumpy? Is that your excuse?"
"I'm not grumpy."
"If you say so."
I sighed and once again regretted my lack of options for sleeping arrangements. It looked like I might be in for a long night.
Despite my reluctance to remove clothing, I took my pants off before lying down next to Chrissy. It might keep her from bugging me about the issue any further, not to mention it would be far more comfortable. What with the fire and our shared body heat, I didn't think I'd need my pants on to stay warm.
I settled in on my back several inches away from my sister and shifted my pillow underneath my head. I grabbed the edge of the blanket we'd be sharing and tugged on it to try and cover myself. Chrissy resisted my efforts.
"You have to get closer," she said. "It won't reach otherwise."
I sighed louder this time, then scooted over until my body was almost touching hers. The blanket covered us both at that distance, but only just. It wasn't too late, I could still go get the one off of our parents' bed if I wanted. I kind of wished I'd just sucked it up earlier and grabbed it when I'd gotten the other two. The thought of venturing back into the cold part of the house seemed incredibly unappealing. Even my forced proximity to my sister wasn't enough motivation.
Just when I thought I was safe, Chrissy moved. She pushed herself toward me enough that her back was touching my arm. Apparently she'd decided that we hadn't been close enough yet.
"A little physical contact isn't gonna kill you," she said.
"But why take the chance," I muttered quietly enough that I wasn't sure if she heard me.
I tried my best to fall asleep. In all likelihood I probably tried too hard. I just wanted to wake up the next day with the power back on and everything back to normal. I failed miserably. I lay there for what seemed like hours staring up at the darkness of the ceiling, trying not to move too much lest I disturb my sister.
It was hard to tell when Chrissy fell asleep, or whether she might even still be awake. She hadn't changed position and still faced away from me, making it difficult to know what her status was at any point in time. All I had to go on was the slow rise and fall of her body as she breathed. It seemed calm and steady, but that didn't necessarily mean anything.
Eventually I had to face the fact that I wasn't going to get to sleep the way I was going. A lot of the problem was probably from being on the floor with only the limited padding of a blanket between me and it. If I was going to have any chance of rest I needed to stop worrying and allow myself to get as comfortable as possible.
I moved carefully, hoping that Chrissy was asleep as I rolled onto my side facing her. Embarrassing as it may have been to spoon my baby sister, I couldn't deny that the position held a certain temptation for me. It meant I could watch the fire over her shoulder, which was hypnotizing enough that it might help. I also couldn't deny that her warmth and softness was nice to snuggle up to.
As I wrapped my arm around Chrissy's waist, my heart started beating a little faster. That was kind of counter productive as far as my sleeping goals were concerned, but I was sure it would go away. I wasn't sure why I felt so nervous about getting caught. She'd been the one insisting on us sleeping together, and had been the one to suggest cuddling as well. It wasn't like I was doing anything she could object to.
After a couple minutes I began to relax. There had been no reaction from my sister, and I was getting more and more comfortable with being so close to her. Then her hand moved and came to rest on mine. I tensed up again instantly, but she didn't actually say anything and just cupped my hand in hers. It seemed more like an acceptance of my closeness than anything.
"Still awake, huh?" I said.
"Yeah. I was kinda drifting a little, but I can't seem to really get to sleep."
"Same."
"Of course, it probably doesn't help that we went to bed way earlier than normal. I think. Stupid clocks not working makes it hard to know."
"Yeah, I s'pose."
Chrissy squeezed my hand gently, but I wasn't sure what the gesture was meant to convey. I stayed silent since that seemed like a safe option.
"Tonight's not all bad though," she said. "I mean, it is kinda nice hanging out with you. We don't do it that often."
"What do you mean? We see each other all the time."
"Yeah, but we almost never actually hang out. You know; just us, killing time, no ulterior motives... it's nice. That's all."
"Well... there are far worse people out there to be trapped with for an evening. I'll give you that."
"Guess that's as good as I'm gonna get, huh?"
She squirmed back against me, pressing her body to mine a little more firmly. I wouldn't have minded, except that my cock had already been on the fence as to whether or not it wanted to get hard. Her butt wiggling against it was very much the opposite of helpful in that matter.
I pulled my hips back from Chrissy just enough to put a little space between us there. I tried to be inconspicuous about it, hoping the lack of contact in that one area wouldn't be noticeable. Unfortunately, I had no such luck. She pushed her butt toward me again, more forcefully this time. There was no way I'd keep my growing erection hidden if she didn't stop.
"Could you maybe... you know, scoot forward a bit?" I asked.
"Don't worry about it," she said softly.
"What?"
"Don't make it weird. I'm pretty sure I know why you've been acting funny, and you don't need to worry so much about it."
"I... there's no way it's not gonna be weird. You know, assuming we're thinking of the same thing."
Chrissy sighed, then rolled in place onto her back. She turned her head to look at me, then shook her head slightly and rolled the rest of the way over so we were facing each other.
"Look," she said, "if I were behind you and my boobs were touching you, would that bother you?"
"Um... no, not 'bother' as such."
"It wouldn't freak you out to feel your sister's boobies?"
"No, but--"
"Do the math, dumbass. I don't want to have to spell it out for you."
We stared at each other for a moment. I was pretty sure I knew what she was getting at, but I wasn't quite certain.
"No complaining about me poking you later when you change your mind," I said quietly. "I'll have no sympathy."
"Deal," she said, a faint smirk barely evident on her lips in the dim, flickering light.
She rolled back over and I spooned up to her again. I was still kind of hesitant, especially since I was semi-hard at that point, but she truly didn't seem to mind feeling my cock against her butt. Maybe it really wasn't a big deal. It was always hard to know what people's reactions would be to an uninvited erection, partly because I did my best to never find out.
It took several minutes before I could begin to relax properly. I kept expecting Chrissy to change her mind and tell me to get away from her or something. Once I managed to settle in, it actually felt kind of nice; nicer than before I'd had an erection. Having something pressing against my cock always felt good, and a girl's butt was on a completely different level from most other options.
The main problem with the situation was that I was getting increasingly turned on. I didn't mean to, but my body didn't let me make the decision. My concern gradually shifted from my sister's comfort to my own. Usually I could just jerk off and be done with it, but that didn't seem like a great plan in this case. All I could do was hope my penis would settle down on its own.
"You're getting really hard," Chrissy whispered.
"Yeah, well... what did you expect?"
"I dunno. Didn't think about it too much. Is it gonna go away?"
"Maybe. I don't know yet."
She seemed to accept that, even if it wasn't much in the way of reassurance. I honestly wasn't sure what would happen if I ended up needing to get off. I was hoping it wouldn't come to that.
Chrissy wiggled slightly, making me groan at the sudden, unexpected stimulation on my cock. She must have just been shifting her position, but for a second I thought she was grinding her butt against me on purpose. Crazy as the idea was, it wasn't actually as far from the realm of possibility as it should have been. It had been a weird evening so far, and the trend seemed to be continuing.
"Can you not move so much?" I asked.
"You want me to stay completely still?"
"Well... kind of, yeah."
She looked over her shoulder at me, then deliberately wiggled her butt again. She didn't even pretend to be apologetic about it.
"So you don't want me to do things like that?" she asked.
"You know very well what--"
I grabbed her hip as she started moving again. I couldn't keep her totally still, but it did limit her range of motion. Chrissy giggled softly as I tried to hold her still.
"Sorry," she said.
"No you're not."
"You're right, I'm not. I'm just messing around though. You know that, right?"
"I know. It's just...."
"Weird?"
"Yeah. That."
Chrissy stayed still for a few minutes. I kept my hands on her at first, but when she didn't move I gradually let my guard down. My lower arm had gotten pinned between us when I was trying to restrain her and the position was getting to be kind of painful. I adjusted my position in order to free my arm, and in the process managed to accidentally slide my cock between my sister's butt cheeks. Our underwear separated us, but it was still a highly inappropriate position to be in. She, of course, just laughed.
"Now who's being naughty?" she teased.
"Shut up. You know that wasn't on purpose."
"Seemed pretty deliberate to me."
"Shut up," I repeated.
She kept giggling, but at least she didn't say anything else. The way she was acting was beginning to bug me just enough to make me consider some ill-advised acts of retribution.
Chrissy fell silent for a moment, then burst into another fit of giggles just when I thought she was done. That was the point when I gave up on trying to play defensively, so to speak. I rocked my hips slightly, sliding my shaft along the cleft of her ass. She gasped and, thankfully, stopped laughing.
"Okay, that was definitely on purpose," she said.
"You think so?"
I repeated the motion, eliciting another gasp from my sister, albeit a much softer one. When I didn't stop after the third or fourth thrust, I was forced to admit to myself that it really wasn't all about trying to shut her up. It also felt really, really good.
I should have stopped on my own. Failing that, Chrissy should have stopped me. Neither of those things happened. I was grinding on my sister in an unequivocally sexual way and we were both just letting it happen. This was officially the weirdest night of my life.
Things got even weirder when I heard Chrissy moan. It wasn't very loud, and was more than likely involuntary on her part, but it was there. I wasn't the only one enjoying the illicit contact between us.
"Tell me to stop," I said.
She said nothing.
"Come on, Chrissy. Just... just say it."
"Don't worry so much," she whispered.
That wasn't what I wanted to hear from her. In fact, it was kind of the opposite of what I'd been hoping for. I wasn't as in control of myself as I should have been, and apparently I couldn't rely on her to make up for that. My arousal was killing my sense of rationality.
"We're gonna regret this tomorrow," I muttered, mostly to myself.
I pulled my underwear down and kicked it off my feet. Chrissy's panties were still on, but they'd been getting pushed between her butt cheeks by my cock and weren't covering as much of her as they usually would. As I kept grinding on her, my cock rubbed mostly against bare flesh.
It was difficult not to imagine what would happen if I took things even further. Part of me wanted to take my sister's panties off, maybe even strip her completely naked. Or at least see how far I could go before she put a stop to it. I needed a voice of reason and restraint, and if I couldn't get one I'd just have to keep going until something gave. Maybe Chrissy would step in, maybe I'd cum and regain control, or maybe there was some third option that hadn't occurred to me yet.
In the face of Chrissy's silent consent, I reached my hand to her chest and slowly eased my fingers over the curve of her breast. She sucked in air between her teeth at my touch, but still didn't make any real complaint. I was seriously beginning to think that she was giving me free reign to do whatever I wanted.
I alternated between her boobs, squeezing each gently through her t-shirt. They fit nicely in my palm, and were wonderfully soft to my touch. It was like they were made for me to play with. Once again I contemplated the merits of getting her naked. I knew her breasts would feel even better without her shirt in the way.
Chrissy had been keeping fairly still, but suddenly that changed. Her hips started rocking back against mine in barely perceptible movements that gradually became more forceful. I moaned into her shoulder as my cock received the benefits of both of our efforts.
Apparently still unsatisfied with how far things had gotten, she paused just long enough to pull her panties down. My shaft was left sliding against her bare ass. The physical and mental ramifications of that fact competed inside me for dominance, but it didn't really matter which one affected me more. I was using my little sister's half-naked body to get myself off. The details were about as significant as a handful of sand in the middle of the Sahara.
"This is so fucking wrong," I breathed, unable to stop myself from thrusting against her all the while.
"Are you gonna cum?" she asked.
"Yes," I grunted. "So close...."
Chrissy nodded. Her rhythm remained steady and she squeezed my cock between her ass cheeks a little without interrupting our movement. I was helpless to resist any of it at that point. All I could do was keep going until the very end.
I came hard, shooting my load onto my sister's butt, and getting some on myself in the process. There was so much more of it than when I jerked off by myself, and my cock just kept spurting more and more, making a mess of our lower bodies. She kept rocking gently back against me even after I was done until gradually falling still.
"Feels like my butt's all sticky now," she said.
"No kidding."
Chrissy wiped ineffectively at the cum with her fingers. When that didn't work, she grabbed her discarded pants and used one of the legs to clear most of the mess off of her butt. I watched the process with detached interest.
I was expecting myself to freak out or experience a massive wave of guilt at any moment. So far I was feeling calm enough, but there was no telling how long that would last.
"Do you really think you'll regret this?" Chrissy asked. "Or were you just saying that?"
I hesitated, finding myself unable to tell her that of course I'd regret it, and that she should too. That was more of a knee-jerk reaction to the situation than anything else. At that moment, I honestly wasn't sure how I'd feel about tomorrow, or a week later, or even in five minutes.
More important than any rational consideration, however, was the certainty that a poorly chosen answer would hurt Chrissy. I had to be delicate in my response, and possibly not entirely truthful depending on how the conversation went.
"Right now... I don't regret it," I said. "I should, but... I dunno, the guilt's just not there."
"What about tomorrow?"
"Hard to know. Ask me again when we get there. What about you?"
Chrissy shook her head. "I don't feel bad about it. Don't think I will later either."



"Well that's... good. Right?"
"Probably. Hopefully."
One of my arms was still draped around her. She moved her hand to mine and entwined our fingers, giving a slight squeeze. I squeezed back gently in what I hoped was a sign of reassurance.
The fire was burning low by that point and would probably need more wood soon. It wasn't in critical shape yet and I didn't feel like moving, so I left it alone for the moment. It was somehow even more hypnotizing when I could pick out smaller, more isolated flames to watch. Having something to focus on must have helped keep my mental state from going into panic mode, because I was still feeling pretty good. It was kind of worrying that I didn't feel even a minor sense of self-loathing yet.
I wondered how Chrissy was feeling. She must have been going through at least a small internal conflict, I assumed. I still had no idea what her motivation could have been for enabling my rogue hormones.
"Why?" I asked.
"Why what?"
"You know what. You know exactly what. I just... I don't get it."
"You mean why'd I let you do stuff to me?" she said softly.
"Yeah. That."
She shrugged and didn't say anything. I waited for a moment, but no explanation was forthcoming.
Sensing that I'd need to prod her a little, I moved back an inch or two and tugged on her shoulder. She resisted at first, then gave in and let me roll her onto her back. Her expression was unreadable to me, neither overly happy or upset.
"Chrissy, c'mon. You know I'm gonna be curious about something like that. I was horny, for as much of an excuse as that is. Why'd you do it?"
"You think I'm a perv, don't you?"
"Not particularly. No more than me, at any rate."
She smiled faintly. "I don't know why I did it. Not exactly. I mean, I kinda do, but...."
"But what?"
"You're gonna think this is dumb."
"Maybe. Won't know for sure until you tell me."
"You know how I was saying it's nice getting to hang out tonight? I thought... I thought maybe I could make it better for you. You know, so you'd want to hang out more."
"So you were, what, bribing me? You could have just said something."
She looked away for a moment, then back to me. The firelight caught her eyes at just the right angle to give them the appearance of piercing right through me.
"I practically had to beg to get you to sleep close to me. You always get so weird about stuff like that. It's like you think I don't know what erections are."
"Well... I mean, it is a bit weird to deal with that stuff around you. Although, in comparison, I guess most of it seems irrelevant next to what we just did."
"Yeah, that was kind of the point. That's one less excuse for not spending time with me."
I started to ask what she meant by that, then stopped myself. I knew what she meant; it wasn't all that difficult to figure out. Apparently I'd been so oblivious to certain sub-par facets of our relationship that she'd had to resort to drastic measures to get my attention.
"Guess I made things tricky, huh?" I said.
"A little. To be fair, letting you get off on my butt like that was probably excessive, but it got results. We've both been lying here half-naked for... well, several minutes now at least, and you haven't even tried to put space between us yet."
"Didn't seem necessary."
"Good, 'cause it isn't."
Without really thinking about it I pulled Chrissy to me and hugged her in my arms. She accepted the embrace contentedly while I did my best to ignore the unclothed parts of her that pressed against me. I wasn't worried about getting turned on again so much, except that I felt it would ruin the moment if my cock started poking her.
"Kinda wish you'd waited a minute before going into cuddle mode," she said.
"Um... why exactly?"
"'Cause the fire needs more wood and one of us is gonna have to deal with that pretty soon."
I glanced at the fire, though I was already aware it was getting low. She was right; it would have been nice if we'd dealt with that before getting all snuggly together.
"Just go do it," I said. "You're practically right next to it and it'll only take a second."
"Why do I have to do it? You just want to perv on me when I get out from under the blanket."
"I can neither confirm nor deny that statement."
Chrissy rolled her eyes, then appeared to change her mind. She smirked mischievously at me.
"Admit you just want to look at my butt and I'll do it," she said.
"What if that's not actually the reason?"
"Then I'll be slightly annoyed. Besides, what other reason is there?"
I decided not to argue the point. My attention hadn't initially been to "perv on her," as she put it, but I couldn't deny the appeal. It definitely wouldn't be a complete lie.
"Okay, I just want to look at your butt," I said.
"That's what I thought."
Chrissy rolled away from me and sat up. She took a moment to smooth out her hair, then flipped the blanket away from her. I couldn't really see much of any interest until she climbed to her feet and gave me a good view of her ass. Her shirt didn't come down far enough to cover it and I stared at it in sudden fascination as she walked the few steps to the fireplace.
She looked over her shoulder at me and seemed amused at my reaction. She bent down slowly and took her time opening the door and putting wood in. The show she was giving me pretty much confirmed that she was enjoying the attention she was receiving.
"Never knew you were such a show-off," I said.
"I'm usually not. Tonight's... special."
"Special huh?"
"Yeah. Who knows if anything like this is ever gonna happen again. I want to make this chance count."
"Well, I think it's safe to say this isn't a night I'm likely to ever forget. That's something, right?"
Chrissy smiled as she crawled back in next to me.
"Yeah, it's definitely something. It'll be kind of nice to be able to look back and know that for a little while all your attention was on me."
She pulled the blanket back over us and snuggled down beside me. I didn't immediately settle in with her.
"Is that what you want?" I asked softly.
"What, attention? Yeah. Doesn't everybody?"
"Not from their brother. Not the way you went about it."
"Lots of people want to know they matter to their big brother. Probably. I do anyway. I'm not gonna try and argue that my methods aren't... unorthodox."
I wrapped my arm around her and rested my head against hers.
"You matter to me," I said. "Even if I could probably do a better job of showing it most of the time."
"Well you'll know better now, won't you? 'Specially now that you know how fantastic my ass is," she teased.
"Yeah. Me admiring your butt certainly seems like a solid foundation for our relationship."
"Shut up. It's not a 'foundation,' mister smarty-pants. It's just... helpful. It changes things. Hopefully for the better."
"Hopefully," I agreed.
After Chrissy's little 'show,' and the subsequent closeness of our bodies, my cock was once again threatening to get hard. We were positioned in such a way that I didn't think she'd notice, and at first she didn't. Then she shifted and her hip grazed my growing erection.
"Mmm, guess you really do like my butt," she said.
I said nothing. Chrissy waited a moment, then moved her arm and traced her fingers along my leg toward my waist. I knew where she was going, but it seemed far too surreal that she'd actually--
My thoughts were interrupted as I felt her delicate touch on my shaft. She was looking directly into my eyes, searching my face and delivering an unspoken question. It seemed so ridiculous for her to ask permission under the circumstances, and yet no less ridiculous that I was prepared to give it so easily to my own sister.
"Go ahead," I whispered.
She nodded, taking a firmer grasp of my rapidly stiffening cock. I let out a low moan at the sensation, making the corner of her lips twitch upward in amusement. Her hand slid up and down my length in slow, exploratory movements.
"It feels so different when I hold it," she said.
"Is that good or bad?"
She shrugged. "Neither. It just is."
"Okay then."
Chrissy's grip tightened on me as I became fully erect. She still wasn't actually jerking me off, or I didn't think so anyway. The difference between exploring via touch and trying to get me off was not a clear one. I was fine with just lying there and letting her do her thing. Regardless of intent, it did feel good.
"How weird is it that I kinda like playing with your penis?" she asked quietly.
"Relatively speaking? Not all that weird, really. If we're being honest, I'm kind of enjoying it too."
She smiled and snuggled in a little closer, making sure to leave enough room for her hand to move freely.
"This could be our thing, you know."
"I don't follow."
"Like, we could do this sort of thing sometimes. Mess around a little. It'd be a reason to hang out."
"You're really desperate for some sibling bonding time, huh?"
"Maybe. Are you trying to tell me you're not interested?"
I thought about it for a moment, but I knew what my answer was as soon as Chrissy had asked the question. The feeling of her hand on my cock had a way of simplifying a decision that probably should have taken more consideration.
"I'm not saying I'm not interested," I said. "I think you'd know I was lying if I tried."
"I'd be pretty confident you were lying," she confirmed. "Seriously though, do you think this is gonna happen again?"
"Yeah, I think so. It's hard to imagine us both just dropping this and forgetting about it."
Chrissy's head was tilted forward so all I could see was her hair. Even though I couldn't see her face, I was pretty sure she liked my response. Part of that might simply have been the realization that the way she was toying with me was slowly transitioning into an actual handjob. Her fingers encircled my shaft in a full-handed grip, and her strokes became steady and smooth.
Suddenly she tilted her face up toward me. Before I could react, she moved in and pressed her lips to mine in a gentle, slightly uncoordinated way. I was surprised by her action, although not particularly disturbed by it. I was really getting the hang of going with the flow over the past little while. She pulled back after a few seconds.
"Sorry," she said. "I probably shouldn't have done that."
"It's fine," I said.
"Are you sure? I'm not even sure why I did it. I just--"
I put my hand on her cheek and cut her off by kissing her back. She accepted the kiss with only a slight hesitation, eagerly molding her lips to mine. I held the embrace long enough for her to know I meant it, then tried to break it off.
"So I think--" I started.
Chrissy cut me off this time, resuming our kiss more aggressively. She used both of her hands to hold my head close to her, abandoning my cock to fend for itself. Things might have been different than usual that night, but my brotherly instincts weren't completely shut down. I had an ingrained, adverse reaction to my sister simultaneously trying to take charge and taking away something I was enjoying.
I tried pushing her onto her back, but I couldn't get her to let go and had to roll along with her. The maneuver left me on top of her, my erection dangerously close to her pussy. I felt my shaft unintentionally brush lightly against her slit, but she didn't seem to mind. Certainly not enough to unlock our mouths and say something.
Grinding on her butt earlier had worked out well enough somehow. I realized too late that if I tried the same thing from the front, things could escalate far too easily. Accidental penetration wasn't something I wanted to casually risk for the sake of getting off. Maybe if I just asked her she'd go back to the handjob she'd started giving me.
"Hey," I said, managing to pull my head back momentarily. "You wanna--"
Chrissy was no longer in a talking kind of mood. She forced my face back down and tried to keep me quiet by blocking my mouth with her tongue.
"Hey!" I tried again, once more struggling free of her grip.
"What?" she said. "I thought it was okay."
"Yeah, but... there's something else you need to take care of."
Chrissy giggled and reached down to my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, but didn't immediately start stroking.
"Sorry," she said. "Didn't mean to leave you hanging like that."
"It's not nice getting me all horny like that then not taking care of it, you know."
"I know." She giggled again, then bit her lip. "I've got an idea that might be really, really stupid."
"Oh yeah? What is it?"
"'Cause, like, I don't know if you noticed, but I'm pretty worked up right now too."
"Uh huh, but what's the idea?"
Chrissy didn't answer me right away, and I started to think she might have changed her mind without even telling me. Then I felt something graze my cock. I assumed it was an accident at first, that perhaps she'd bumped her leg into me or something, but then it happened again. It dawned on me that she was purposefully lifting her lower body just enough to make contact. Once I caught on, it became obvious what she was thinking about doing.
"Oh god, Chrissy...."
"It's a bad idea, isn't it?"
"It is, but... I don't know if I can say no."
"You do seem to have problems with that sort of thing."
I lowered my hips a little and felt the head of my cock press against her pussy lips. They were wet against my sensitive tip, and warm. Almost hot. I tried to distract myself from thinking about how good it would feel to let myself sink into her. It would be so easy. She was practically inviting me to do it.
"You're not exactly saying no either," I said. "In fact, I'm pretty sure you're doing the opposite of that."
She shrugged. "I didn't even get off yet so I'm probably hornier than you are. What do expect me to do?"
Her pussy pressed against me more forcefully, then backed off. I closed my eyes for a second and tried to breathe normally, but was having difficulty. I wanted so badly to give in. Neither of us had surrendered yet, not completely, but we were both right on the edge.
I reached down and took my cock in my hand. I slid the tip back and forth across my sister's wet slit, making her hiss in surprised pleasure. All I would need to do was push a little against her entrance and I'd be in. That was all it would take.
"Last chance," I said.
Chrissy shook her head. "Don't tease me."
I leaned down and kissed her as I lowered my hips. Her pussy barely resisted me before opening up and engulfing the head of my cock. I groaned into her mouth and had to break off the kiss as I sank deeper into her. I'd thought that I knew what to expect, but I was unprepared for just how tight she was around my shaft. Her inner muscles seemed to grip me as though they wanted to swallow me and never let go. If she hadn't been so wet, I didn't think I would have been able to make any progress at all.
"Fuuuck," Chrissy breathed, mirroring my thoughts.
I thrust into her, forcing my cock deeper into her tight hole. She moaned loudly, making me glad we were alone. Even the threat of getting caught wouldn't have been enough to stop me at that point, but it was better not to have to worry about it at all. It was just us surrounded by the dark and cold in our little bubble of warmth and sex. There was no one around to interfere.
Chrissy's hands ran up my back under my shirt, her fingers running along my skin as they traced down, sometimes all the way to my butt, before making their way back up. Her grip was strengthening, alternating between simple rubbing and fondling and pulling me toward her. She wanted me closer, but as I bottomed out inside her I could get no closer. I liked that she was still trying to get more from me, that her desire went beyond mere physical limitations.
We got into a rhythm as I began to take long, steady strokes. My cock sank completely into her on every thrust, her pussy taking my entire length despite its tightness. She squeezed me even more tightly every time I pulled back, then rocked her hips against me when I pushed back in.
"Keep going," she whispered. "Keep going."
"I'm... not... gonna stop," I assured her, beginning to pant from the exertion.
I had no intention of stopping before I came. Strange as it may have been, fucking my sister was the best feeling I'd had in my entire life. Everything about it was amazing: the way her pussy gripped me, the way she looked at me with a unique mixture of love and lust, the fact that we absolutely should not have been doing what we were doing....
I'd always loved Chrissy in the way that siblings have to, but there was something new now, something that hadn't been there before. It was like our physical connection had resulted in bringing us closer together emotionally as well.
"So close," she moaned. "Don't stop."
My orgasm was building as well, though not quite as quickly as hers seemed to be. Her breathing was quickening, her fingers were tightening their grasp on my body, and her moans were growing stronger with every thrust. I briefly considered slowing down for a few seconds just to tease her, but rejected the idea. It wouldn't have been worth ruining the moment.
It wasn't long before Chrissy came. There was no doubt when it happened; she kept telling me over and over again that she was cumming, and I was again relieved that no one was around to hear. Between her vocalization and thrashing around underneath me, anyone within earshot would have been immediately able to figure out what was going on.
I kept thrusting into her, pounding her tight little pussy with increasing desperation. I was at a point where nothing mattered anymore except my imminent release. My muscles complained and threatened to give out on me, but they held out long enough. With a final burst of effort I pulled out and jerked myself off, shooting my cum all over my baby sister's tummy.
Chrissy had mostly come down from her high and watched in detached fascination as her skin and shirt were covered with my semen. She giggled as some landed near her breasts and wiped at it with her finger.
"You made another mess," she said, unable to prevent my cum from soaking into her shirt.
I couldn't help smiling at her observation before rolling off of her.
"Yeah. I did. And I'm not even sorry about it."
Chrissy snuggled up beside me, probably rubbing some of my cum from her shirt to mine in the process. I was pretty sure neither of us actually gave a shit about the mess at that point.
"So," she said. "Wasn't a bad night, huh? Even with the power off and all."
"No, not so bad. We should hang out more often."
She giggled again. "Totally. How 'bout tomorrow night?"
"Hm, I dunno," I said, reverting to my desire to tease my sister now that my hormones were taking a break. "I might have plans. I'll have to let you know."
Chrissy punched me lightly on the chest.
"Yeah right. You don't have plans."
"How would you know?"
"I just do. S'okay though, I know where you sleep."
"Was that a threat?"
She shrugged and rested her head on my arm. She seemed ready to fall asleep at any moment, and I was getting to the point of nodding off as well. If there was anything more to be said, it could wait. We were both on the same page and I was sure she knew it despite my teasing. I didn't know exactly what my sister might be planning for the next night, but I was looking forward to finding out.
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My eighteen year old twin sister, Julie, was easily the hottest girl in school. Everyone I knew I agreed on that fact. It kind sucked for me because it meant the sexiest girl around was completely off limits to me. I couldn't even count how many times I'd fantasized about her perfect body. I knew those thoughts were wrong, but I couldn't help them. It wasn't my fault she had the ability to give a guy a boner just by wearing a bikini.
Our mom and dad both had jobs that kept them away from home so much that I sometimes forgot we even had parents. That left Julie and I basically living on our own most of the time. Being left to take care of each other probably made us closer than most siblings.
The first time I ever saw my sister naked was a complete accident. I was sitting in my room minding my own business when Julie opened the door and walked in. She had a towel wrapped around her and her hair was wet. She had obviously just taken a shower.
"Whoops," Julie said when she saw me. "Sorry, Justin. I can't believe I accidentally went to your room instead of mine. I meant to go get changed."
"That's okay," I said.
I tried to play it cool, but the truth was that seeing her dressed in just a towel was kind of exciting. She was very athletic from her time as the head cheerleader, as well being captain of the school volleyball, basketball, soccer, baseball, swimming, lacrosse, football, and track teams. Her legs were perfectly toned, and her towel left them mostly bare. I wished I could have seen her butt too, since I knew how good that look when she wore tight shorts for her sporting events.
Before Julie could turn around, her towel slipped and fell to the floor. My mouth dropped open and I nearly had a heart attack as my sister was left completely naked in front of me. Her flawless round breasts and perfectly shaven pussy were on display for me. I knew I should look away, but I couldn't.
"Oh no!" Julie exclaimed, raising a hand to her mouth in shock. "I can't believe my towel just fell off while I'm standing right in front of my own brother."
She looked down at her naked body, too shocked to try and cover up. I had gotten instantly hard from looking at her, and my cock was straining in my pants to get out. I hoped she wouldn't notice my full ten-inch erection pointing straight at her.
Julie finally tried to cover herself with her hands. She put one hand in front of her pussy, and an arm across her breasts. She seemed so embarrassed to have me staring at her. I couldn't blame her, it must have been awful for her to have her own brother leering at her while she was so exposed. I still couldn't seem to look away.
She eventually decided to try and put her towel back on. She had to turn around and bend over to pick it up, but when she did I was given an unobstructed view of her perfect butt. When she bent over at the waist I could see both her little asshole and pussy both peeking out at me, I nearly died right there.
I was unable to resist any longer. I whipped out my twelve-inch cock and began furiously masturbating. Julie saw what I was doing and stood back up without grabbing her towel. She looked even more shocked than before.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I can't help it. I know you're my sister but you're just too sexy."
Julie didn't seem to know what to say at first. It took me a moment to realize that her eyes had latched firmly onto my cock as I stroked it. Instead of the disgust I expected, she actually had an expression of lust taking over her face.
"You're so big," she said with a degree of awe. "How come I never knew that?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. It's not something a sister is supposed to know about her brother."
"Well a brother isn't supposed to jerk off to his sister either," she pointed out.
Instead of respond to that, I simply let out a long groan as I reached orgasm. My fourteen-inch cock twitched and pulsed and shot an incredibly powerful blast of cum straight at Julie. I'd never cum so hard in my life, and even though she was several feet away from me, my semen landed directly on her tits. That was how turned on she'd made me.
Shot after shot of cum landed on my sister's boobs, covering them entirely in a sticky white mess. Finally my balls were empty and my cock began to shrink back down. I felt guilty for what I'd just done, and I was sure Julie was going to be pissed about it. Strangely, that didn't seem to be the case.
"Guess I must really turn you on, huh?" she said thoughtfully.
"Yeah," I said. "You're the hottest girl I know. I know I'm not supposed to think about you that way, but I do. I'm sorry."
"Hm, well I s'pose it's not the worst thing in the world. I mean, it's kind of like a compliment, right?"
"Um..."
"After all, if I could make my own brother do this," she said, gesturing to the cum that covered her chest, "that's kind of good for my confidence."
Julie winked at me and stuck a finger into the mess on her breasts. She moved the finger to her mouth and sucked on it experimentally. She seemed to like the taste and smiled as she pulled her finger back out, now clean. She bit her lip as she took a last look at my shrinking erection, then turned around. She picked up her towel and walked out into the hallway totally naked.
****
Julie spent the rest of the day teasing me. She put on her shortest skirt and her tightest top, and nothing else. She found every opportunity imaginable to bend over and show me that she wasn't wearing any panties. My sixteen-inch cock stayed hard almost constantly, which quickly became excruciating for me.
"Julie, you have to stop showing off like that," I finally told her.
"Why, what's wrong?" she asked. "I thought you liked seeing my pussy."
She flipped the front of her skirt up and made the sexiest pout I'd ever seen on her face. My cock nearly burst out of my pants at the sight.
"I do," I said. "But you're my sister. I shouldn't be getting turned on by you."
"I won't tell anyone. I kinda like knowing how horny I can make you. I know that's wrong 'cause you're my brother, but I can't help it."
"If you keep flashing me like that, I'm going to have to masturbate again. I can't help it either."
"Mmm, I can tell."
Julie stared at the enormous bulge my full, eighteen-inch erection was making in my pants. She bit her lip and absently rubbed her pussy, showing how turned on she was getting too. I was about ten seconds away from blowing my load right there.
"Maybe I should go," I said.
"No, don't go. Let me help. I'm the one who caused your problem, right? Let me fix it."
I couldn't move as my sister slid her skirt down her legs and stepped out of it. She stood bottomless in front of me for a second and just let me look. Her pussy juices were already starting to run down her thighs. I couldn't believe she was that turned on by the situation.
Julie took a step toward me so she was right in front of me, then knelt down. She undid the front of my pants and freed my cock. It was completely stiff, and when she pulled my pants down it sprang out and slapped her in the face.
"I'm sorry," I stammered. "I-"
"Don't be sorry," she said. "I kind of liked it."
She took my shaft in both hands, but it was so thick she was unable to get her fingers all the way around it. She did her best to jerk me off anyway, but it was clear that wasn't going to work.
"That feels so good," I said. "But I don't think it's enough."
Julie bit her lip. "I could give you a blowjob, but I've only ever done that once before, and the cock was nowhere near as big as yours."
"You don't have to. Maybe-"
"No," she said firmly. "I want to do this. I might need your help though."
"What do you want me to do?"
"I'm going to try and get as much of your cock in my mouth as I can. Hopefully I can get all of it. If I can't, I want you to help me."
A shiver went down my spine at the thought of my sexy sister taking my cock in her mouth. I was a little worried she wouldn't be able to, but I hoped she would.
Julie opened her mouth as wide as she could and eased the tip of my cock inside. Even though she apparently had very little practice, she managed to take almost half of my twenty-inch length in her mouth without too much trouble. However, she got stuck there and didn't seem able to get any further.
She looked up at me with pleading eyes, silently begging for me to help her take more. She looked so cute and sexy with her mouth full of my cock, and the most adorable puppy dog eyes she could manage. Her throat was already bulging and filled up, but she clearly wanted to do better.
I put my hands on the back of Julie's head and began to press gently. I didn't want to hurt her, but I wanted my entire shaft to be inside her just as badly as she did.
"I'm going to start pushing," I said. "I want you to tell me if I need to stop."
Julie obviously couldn't answer with her mouth and throat completely filled up, but she still managed to look determined. I knew she wasn't about to give in.
I pulled her head toward me harder and harder, slowly forcing myself further inside of her mouth. It was tough going since her throat was so tight around my cock. I knew I could cum any second, but I wanted to accomplish the goal we'd set before that happened. I knew she'd be disappointed if we didn't.
With every inch of my cock that disappeared into my sister's little mouth, I got closer and closer to orgasm. I wouldn't last much longer, and I still had five inches to go. When I was just about to burst I gave one hard, desperate thrust of my hips at the same time as I pulled her head toward me with all my strength. I felt my sister's forehead press flat against my tummy just before I came.
If anything, I was sure I shot even more cum this time than when I'd masturbated earlier. It just kept coming out, pulse after pulse of it deposited directly into my sister's stomach. She purred happily around my cock, which only intensified the sensations I was feeling.
After about five minutes of non-stop ejaculation I was finally finished. I looked down to see Julie staring back up at me with a proud expression on her face. I knew she was just as happy as I was that she'd taken my whole cock on her first try. She was also furiously rubbing her pussy. I started to pull my softening cock out to let her breath, but she stopped me. I instantly sensed that she wanted to finish herself off while I was still inside her.
Moments later Julie came too. Her whole body shuddered and she moaned loudly. The vibrations she sent through my cock threatened to bring my erection back, and I decided I should probably withdraw it before that happened.
"Wow," Julie said as soon as her mouth was empty again. "That was amazing! I can't believe I could take your entire cock!"
"I know. That was the best feeling I've had in my entire life. I love you so much, Julie."
She smiled even wider than before. "I love you too, Justin. I'm so glad I you accidentally saw me naked. I know you're my brother, but I think maybe you're something more too. I've never felt anything nearly as good as making myself cum while your cock was buried in my throat."
Julie stood up, and when she did I noticed how wet the floor was. She'd been kneeling in a lake of her own pussy juices.
"You must have really been turned on," I said.
She blushed a little as she noticed how wet the floor was.
"Mm-hm, I was. But I know you were too." She patted her tummy. "You filled me up with so much cum I won't have to eat for days."
We smiled at each other for a moment, then as if there were some silent signal, we moved toward each other at the same time. I'd never kissed Julie before. I hadn't even really thought about it. All I knew was that when our lips met, I knew she meant more to me than just a sister. It was just like she had said, there was something more between us than just our sibling bond.
We made out with each other for about half an hour. Neither of us wanted to stop. It felt so good to have that physical and emotional connection. Eventually we decided we should take a break and clean up the mess on the floor. Somehow I knew that wouldn't be the end for us that day.
****
I kept thinking about Julie for the rest of the day, even when we weren't in the same room. Only that morning she'd been just a sister to me, but by nighttime everything had changed. I wanted her in every way it was possibly to want a girl. I knew she felt the same way about me.
Instead of just going to bed that night, I decided to go to Julie's room. I made my way completely naked down the hall to her door. Just thinking about what we would do started to get me hard as I was walking. I knocked and waited for a response.
"Come in," Julie called immediately.
I opened the door and stepped in. It turned out my sister was also completely naked. The sight was enough to grow my erection the rest of the way to completion. All twenty-two inches of my cock were point directly at her sexy, perfect body.
"You look so beautiful every time I see you," I said.
"Mmm, I think your cock thinks so too," she said with a giggle.
"Julie, I know it isn't right, but I want to have sex with you. Even though you're my sister, I love you so much and I think we should do it."
She bit her lip and looked indecisive. "Justin, I want to too. I want it more than anything. But you're my brother and it would be wrong."
"Is it wrong for two people who love each other to show it? Just because we have the same parents we shouldn't be together? Aren't our feelings more important than what society says?"
"You're right. I want you so much, why should I let anyone tell me we can't be together."
I was so turned on at hearing Julie's words and seeing her naked that my cock was leaking precum like crazy. Her pussy was also producing juices on overtime, just like earlier when she'd soaked the entire floor. Our bodies' reactions were proof that we weren't doing anything wrong or unnatural.
Julie ran to me and we hugged each other tightly. My cock was trapped between us, pressed against her toned tummy. I kissed her fiercely while my hips started grinding my erection against her all by themselves. I was so horny I needed to be inside her as soon as possible.
"I want to make love to you now," I said.
"I want that too," she said. "But..."
"But what?"
"Justin, I'm still a virgin. I've never had sex before."
"Are you worried it'll hurt?"
"No. I know you love me so much that you'd never hurt me. I just wanted you to know."
I kissed her again and felt my cock twitch, smearing precum across her skin.
"I've never had sex either," I said. "Our first times can be with each other."
"That's perfect! I love you so much."
"Me too."
I took Julie to her bed and tried to guide her to lie down. She hesitated, and I waited to see what her concern was.
"Do you think it's okay if I'm on top at first?" she asked. "You're so big, I just think it might be better that way. I know you wouldn't hurt me, but taking you inside me is still a little scary."
"Of course," I said. "We can do this whichever way you want. The only that matters is that we do it."
I lay down on my back with my erection pointed straight up at the ceiling. Julie climbed onto the bed over me and carefully positioned the tip of my cock at her entrance. Her pussy was leaking so much that it immediately started to run down my shaft.
"Julie, wait," I said. "Maybe we should use a condom so you don't get pregnant."
She bit her lip and hesitated for a second. Then she smiled like she had an idea.
"I've got a better idea," she said. "If I tell you I'm on the pill, then our bodies won't think that I can get pregnant, so I won't. It's like the placebo effect."
"That is a good idea. I didn't want to use a condom for our first time anyway."
"I know. It will be so much better with nothing between us." She looked me right in the eyes to convince my body that her next words were serious. "Justin, I'm on the pill so I can't get pregnant."
"Okay, I'm ready now. Let's do it."
Julie closed her eyes and lowered herself gently. Her pussy was tighter than I could possibly have imagined. I didn't think there was any way I could fit inside, but somehow she managed to slide down the first inches. Only the extreme wetness of her pussy allowed us to achieve penetration. She moaned so loud at having me inside her that I worried the neighbours would hear.
"Does it hurt?" I asked.
"No," she said with the biggest smile I'd ever seen on her. "It should because you're so big and I can feel you stretching me out already, but it doesn't. It just feels good."
She lowered herself further, creeping down my shaft an inch at a time. By the time she made it a third of the way down she had her first orgasm purely from the sensation of being filled up by her own brother.
Once her orgasm had passed, Julie started working me deeper into her tight little pussy. She began bouncing gently to try and force her way further down. Her movements combined with the tightness around my shaft felt amazing and I knew they'd make me cum soon. Getting to watch her incredible naked body while she bounced just made the inevitable draw closer more swiftly.
"I can't get any further," she said eventually. "I need you to take over now."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Completely. This is our first time, I need to have you all the way inside me. I can't do it on my own."
"Okay, I'll do it."
We rolled over so that Julie was on the bottom. She was panting and clearly still in the throes of lust despite her recent orgasm. There was just over a third of my length left to go. She was right, the last part would be tough. Her pussy had been tight the whole way, but the amount of resistance seemed to have increased dramatically. I knew it was probably because I was bigger than her body ever expected to deal with. I hoped I wouldn't disappoint my sister and be unable to fulfill her desire.
I pulled most of my two-foot length out of her pussy, then slammed it back in. I managed to get a little deeper into her with the action. I repeated the movement over and over, forcing myself as deep as I could go in my sister's tight hole. She was moaning so loud that I was sure the people in the next county would be able to hear it.
My orgasm was approaching quickly. There was no way I could last long while fucking my sister. She was simply the sexiest, tightest girl ever, and I loved her more than anything. Because I cared about her so much I wanted to get all the way inside her before I came. It was a race against time that I wasn't sure I could win.
I slammed my cock into her harder and harder, using all my strength. She was impaled on my shaft, unable to move her body even if she wanted to. I could tell she loved the feeling. I only had a couple inches to go and I was sure by then that they would fit.
With a last mighty thrust I buried my entire length in my sister's pussy. I was just in time, because I couldn't hold back my orgasm any longer. Julie and I came at exactly the same second. The feeling of being joined so completely set us off together.
I thought my last orgasm had been intense, but it was nothing compared to what I felt this time around. I felt like my entire essence was shooting out of my cock and into my sister's body. My bursts of cum were so powerful they started to push her off of my cock and I had to hang onto her to keep her from moving. I came for over ten minutes, by which point I was exhausted and enough of my cum had leaked back out that we were lying in a sizeable puddle on the mattress.
Neither Julie or I could speak for several minutes. We were both breathing too hard, plus my mind was a blank except for her. All I could think about was how good she made me feel and how much I loved her.



"Thank you so much," she said eventually. "That was the perfect way to lose my virginity. I'm so glad I waited for you to do it, even though I didn't know that's what I wanted until today."
"I feel the same way," I said. "No matter what happens, I will always remember this moment and how perfect it was."
Julie kissed me and held me to her. Somehow the feeling of her naked body pressing against mine seemed to slowly restore my energy.
"You haven't gone soft yet, have you?" she asked. "You still feel just as big to me."
"How could I ever get soft when I'm inside you?"
Julie grinned and bit her lip. "Want to go again?"
I nodded and kissed her passionately as I started moving my hips again. At first I was just grinding on her, hardly moving my cock in and out of her at all. My thrusts slowly became bigger and bigger until I was pounding my sister as hard as I could. She loved every minute of it.
We kept fucking for most of the night, each of us cumming at least a dozen times. By the time we were done Julie's bed was absolutely soaked and her floor was an ocean of our combined juices. We cleaned ourselves up a little and moved to my room where we feel asleep together in my bed. It had been the best day of our lives.
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It was the morning after Julie and I had fucked for the very first time. I awoke feeling happier and more relaxed than I had in years. The memories of feeling my sister's mouth and pussy wrapped around my cock were so fresh in my mind that I could practically still feel her.
After a moment I realized it wasn't just my memory, I really could feel someone's lips wrapped around my sixteen-inch erection. I looked beside me to find Julie was missing, but there was lump under the blanket the looked just the right size to be her. I pulled the covers away from my body to reveal Julie with her mouth full of my cock. She was naked, just as she had been the night before, and she managed to smile happily even with her mouth so full.
"Morning, Jack," she said, pulling herself off of me for a moment. "I'm sorry, I just couldn't wait for you to wake up."
"I don't mind," I said. "This seems like the perfect way to start my day; being woken up by a blowjob from the sexiest girl I know."
Julie smiled even wider and went back to sucking me off. Within a matter of seconds she managed to take my entire length inside her mouth and throat, her forehead pressed against my stomach. She had gotten so much better at her blowjobs just since yesterday when I'd had to help her take my whole cock. She was a pro at it now.
I groaned as I felt my sister's throat contract and pulse around my shaft. It was already so tight in there that I couldn't believe I even fit, but when her muscles squeezed it somehow got even tighter. My cock was in heaven.
Julie bobbed her head up and down while always keeping my cock at least partly in her throat. She'd always loved the water and swimming, even becoming captain of the school swim team, and I assumed that must have had something to do with how good she was at holding her breath. Even the girls in the porn videos I'd seen weren't able to deep throat for as long as my sister was. I was so lucky to be her brother.
She kept working me for another ten minutes until I felt my orgasm starting. Her sexy naked body and her tight, skilled throat made it impossible for me to hold out any longer.
"I'm gonna cum!" I said.
Julie buried my shaft as deep in her throat as she could and let my cum erupt directly into her stomach. Since I hadn't cum yet that day, there was plenty of it. My orgasm went on for about five minutes and my sister dedicatedly took the whole load.
"Mmm," she said when she was finally able to sit up. "I love having all your cum in my belly. Now I don't have to worry about breakfast." She patted her tummy for emphasis.
"That was awesome," I said. "Your blowjobs are so good."
"Thanks. Now how about you return the favour and help me get off too."
I looked down to her sexy, smooth pussy. Her juices were running down her thighs, indicating just how turned on she was. We just had that kind of effect on each other. When we were naked together my cock was always hard, and her pussy never stopped lubricating itself. We were a perfect match.
"Come here," I said.
I lay back and let my cock point straight up in the air. Julie quickly moved to straddle me and position the tip of my erection directly against the entrance to her pussy. She started lowering herself, moaning loudly even before I was inside her.
Her pussy was even tighter than her throat. It was so tight that I worried ever single time that I wasn't going to fit, yet somehow I always did. Once the head of my cock slid inside it got easier, and the copious fluids she produced helped a lot too. Without all that natural lubrication penetration wouldn't have been possible.
Julie moaned even louder as she took more and more of my shaft inside her. Even though her pussy had to stretch so much to accommodate me, she insisted it never hurt and only felt good. She bounced up and down a little to help force me deeper. The first time we'd had sex she hadn't been able to take my entire sixteen-inch length without my help, but she'd gotten better since then.
Soon I was buried within her and she was sitting directly on my lap. She looked so proud of herself for her accomplishment, and also incredibly turned on. After pausing for a moment to savour the feeling of being filled up so completely she began bouncing up and down even harder than before, fucking herself on my cock.
"Oh god, Jack. Your cock makes me feel sooo good. I still can't believe my own brother's cock can make me feel this way."
"I know what you mean, Julie. Your pussy is so tight and amazing. Even though you're my sister, I love having sex with you and I love you so much."
Julie bent down to kiss me while continuing to ride my cock. We mashed our lips together and did out best to stick our tongues down each other's throat. She was going wild with her hips. She pulled almost all the off of me, then slammed herself back down over and over. After seven minutes and twenty-two seconds of fucking like that, we came at exactly the same instant.
"Oh fuuuck," we said together.
Even though I'd already cum once that morning, this orgasm was even bigger somehow. It was probably because Julie's pussy just felt that much better than her mouth. My cum shot out so hard and fast that it threatened to knock her off of me, but she clamped her body to mine and held on through the whole thing.
Her pussy was even tighter when she was cumming. Her muscles all contracted with pleasure, crushing my cock in a soft, loving embrace. Despite the perfect seal, somehow there was still room for her body to accept my cum. Wave after wave of my semen flooded into her and most of it stayed there. Only a little bit leaked out.
Suddenly the door burst open. Mom stood there with her mouth open in pure shock. Julie and I were caught naked with my cock still in her and no way to hide what we had just been doing. We both froze, unable to think of anything to say to our own mother who had just caught her children having sex.
"What are you two doing?!" Mom demanded.
"We were... I just..." I stammered.
"Mom, please don't be mad," Julie said.
"Don't be mad?! What am I supposed to think when I see something like this?!"
Mom turned around and left. Julie and I were left shaken and worried about what she might do. We had never meant to upset her.
"Jack, what are we going to do?" Julie asked.
"I don't know," I answered. "I never thought this would happen."
Julie chewed on her lips for a few minutes and looked thoughtful. Eventually she brightened up a little.
"There's only one thing to do," she declared. "We have to get Mom to have sex with you."
"Julie, that doesn't even make sense. If she was mad about us having sex, why would she ever want to join in?"
"Because," she said as she climbed off of my cock, "she hasn't seen this yet." She pointed to my sixteen-inch shaft which had yet to soften even slightly. "Remember, I never would have thought about having sex with you either until yesterday."
"That's true," I said, carefully considering her words. "If I hadn't accidentally seen your naked body, and you hadn't seen my cock, none of this might have happened. Do you really think it'll work?"
"I'm sure it will. I don't think there's any girl out there who could resist your cock." She paused for a second and frowned. "But listen, Jack. Are you going to be okay with having sex with Mom? Because that would be something you'd have to do as part of the plan."
I had to think about that one. Having sex with my own mother wasn't something I should even be contemplating, but then neither was sex with my sister and that had turned out better than I could possibly have imagined. I had to admit, Mom was actually pretty hot. That made the decision a little bit easier.
Mom was a lot older than Julie and me. She was nearly twenty-seven. She looked a lot younger than that though, even younger than Julie. The two of them actually looked very similar, and it was easy to see where my incredibly hot sister got her looks from. Sometimes when Mom and I were out together people would mistake her for my daughter. We always laughed when that happened.
One of the main differences between Mom and Julie was that Mom had much bigger breasts. Julie had a very lithe, athletic build that made her the sexiest girl in school, but Mom was a lot curvier. Mom's breasts were probably about a 56FFF size, but unlike most women with boobs that big, hers didn't sag even a little. At times it seemed like they must have been filled with helium because of how firm and perky they were despite their size.
I had to admit, given Mom's breasts and her looks in general, I didn't mind the thought of having sex with her as much as I should have. Having already broken the incest barrier with my sister probably helped.
"I think I'm okay with the idea," I said. "But what about you? Are you okay with me having sex with someone else?"
"It's only Mom," Julie said. "It's not like you'd be running around fucking random girls. Besides, now that we're having sex it's gonna be my job to make sure you have sex with other girls sometimes. I have a friend who's been fucking her brother for a while, and she told me that's the best way to make sure their relationship works. They have sex all the time and sometimes she brings in other girls and they're both so happy and in love. That's what I want for us too."
"Well as long as you're okay with it," I said. "We can discuss the other details later. Right now I think we need to take care of the more important business."
"Right. Let's get dressed and go find Mom. Hopefully she hasn't left the house. It'll make things trickier if she has."
Julie bounced off to her room and we both got dressed as quickly as we could. A couple minutes later we met up again and proceeded downstairs together. Fortunately Mom hadn't taken off and was pacing back and forth anxiously in the living room. She stopped when she saw Julie and me approaching.
"How long has that being going on?" Mom asked.
"That's not important," Julie said. "What is important is that Jack and I want to convince you that what we're doing is okay."
"I'm sure you think it is," Mom said. "But you're forgetting that you two are brother and sister. You can't have sex with each other no matter what you think or feel."
"But Mom-" I started, trying to help Julie convince her.
"No!" Mom said. "No buts. This is final."
"Fine," Julie said. "I hoped we could talk this out, but it looks like we're going to have to do something a little more drastic after all."
Julie instantly stripped out of her clothes, then tore mine off as well before Mom or I could act. My cock sprang to attention thanks to my sister's naked body, revealing its full sixteen inches to our surprised mother. Her eyes became glued to the sight of my massive erection.
"Jack... Julie... what..." Mom said.
Her anger vanished and was replaced with confusion and lust. It was so strange for me to see my own mother staring at me with a look of such hunger and desire. My cock twitched in excitement at being the focus of both Mom's and Julie's attention. I was barely able to restrain myself from grabbing it and jerking off right there.
Julie moved away from me, seeming to regret the necessity of leaving my cock behind, however temporarily. She started undressing Mom who was frozen in place and unresisting. When Mom's huge, round, smooth, perky breasts came into view I thought I was going to cum without anyone even touching me. Precum leaked freely from the tip of my erection.
"See, Mom?" Julie said softly. "You can't look away, can you? How was I supposed to resist when I saw Jack's amazing cock."
"I... I had no idea it was so big," Mom said.
Julie soon got the rest of Mom's clothes off. I was happy to see that Mom's pussy was perfectly smooth and bare just like Julie's was. In fact, if not for Mom's much larger breasts, the two of them could have passed for twins. Both of their pussies were leaking juices all the way down their legs. It was so incredible that I could have that kind of effect on my own mother and sister.
Mom walked toward me like she was in a trance. She couldn't seem to help herself. She reached out to touch my cock, only managing to stop herself mere inches away.
"You want to touch it, don't you?" Julie said, moving to stand behind her.
"Yes," Mom said. "But I can't. He's my son."
"And he's my brother, but that didn't stop me. You can do it if you want to. We won't stop you."
Mom's hand moved closer, and suddenly I could feel her fingertips against the head of my erection. I nearly came right there, and my cock twitched at the sudden contact. Mom gasped and moved both of her hands to grip my shaft. Even with her two hands she wasn't able to fully encircle it. She ran her hands up and down my length experimentally and her pussy gushed even more juices as she did.
I remembered the flood Julie and I had caused in her room the night before. It looked like that might happen again the way we were going. We were going to need to figure out a good way to clean up those kinds of messes or we'd soon run out of places in the house where the floor wasn't slippery.
Mom knelt down on the floor, her eyes widening as she got an even closer view of my sixteen-inch cock. Her hands moved faster and faster until she was basically jerking me off. Despite her protests, her body knew what it wanted.
"I can't be doing this," Mom said. "But I can't help myself. I want it too much, even though it's my son."
"I know," Julie said. "It's okay. Just do what feels right."
"But... but it's wrong."
"No it isn't. How could showing your love for your family be wrong? And besides, a cock like that isn't something any girl should be expected to pass up just because it's 'wrong.'"
Mom nodded and tightened her grip on my shaft. The increased stimulation made my hips jerk forward all on their own. The tip of my cock went right between Mom's breasts and we both gasped.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I didn't mean to."
"It's okay, baby," Mom said. "Do you like what I'm doing to you? Even though I'm your mother?"
"I do. It feels so good and you are so sexy even though you're my mother and I'm your son."
"And do you like how my boobs feel on your cock?"
"Yes, Mommy."
"Then how about you stick your cock between them and I'll make it feel even better."
Julie squealed happily as she realized our mother was giving in. She knelt down and gave Mom a big, naked hug from behind. Mom's expression no longer showed any anger or confusion, now it was filled solely with love and lust for her children. I was so happy that Julie and I would be free to continue having sex with each other, but I was also excited for what was happening right now.
With Mom guiding me and Julie watching in fascination, I slowly slipped my erection between Mom's boobs. Her breasts were so soft and pillowy, and I was leaking so much precum that they became instantly lubricated as I shoved my cock further and further into her cleavage. Before long my entire sixteen-inch length had disappeared between her massive breasts.
"Wow," Julie said. "How does it feel, Jack?"
"It feels so good," I said. "So soft. It's so different from being inside a mouth or pussy."
"That's right," Mom said. "That's what a mommy's boobs are for, to make her son's cock feel good."
I groaned as she squeezed her breasts together around my shaft and moved them up and down my length. She was essentially jerking me off with her boobs and it felt absolutely amazing. It felt entirely unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. The fact that it was my own mother doing it to me just made it that much hotter.
My hips started moving on their own and I started tit-fucking Mom as she held her boobs pressed together around me. My cock was in a slippery, pillowy heaven. Seeing Mom and Julie rub their pussies as they watched only made it better.
After another three minutes and fifty seconds of fucking Mom's boobs I couldn't hold on any longer. I was so turned on from seeing my mom and sister naked, and from amazing sexual massage my cock was getting that I couldn't hold my orgasm back any longer. Julie's eyes lit up as she realized what was happening just before I exploded.
"Mommy, I'm going to cum," I said. "Your big boobs are going to make me cum!"
"That's it, baby," Mom said. "Cum for Mommy. Cum all over Mommy's giant breasts."
My cum erupted from inside Mom's cleavage and sprayed everywhere. Mom's face and chest were quickly covered in my semen, and Julie was caught in the blast radius too. I felt nothing but pleasure as wave after wave of cum shot out of my cock.
"Oh my goodness!" Mom exclaimed.
She didn't have the same experience with my incest-induced orgasms as Julie did. My sister did a much better job of thinking quickly. While Mom remained frozen in indecision, Julie sprang into action.
"Mom, do you want Jack to fuck you?" Julie asked.
"Yes!" Mom said immediately. "I want it so much. I don't care that he's my son, I just want to feel his cock in me."
"Then turn around," Julie instructed.
Mom did as she was told and got on her hands and knees facing away from me. I started cumming even harder as her beautiful bare ass and pussy were pointed straight at me. Julie tried to guide my cock toward Mom, but I held back.
"Wait," I said. "I don't want to get Mom pregnant."
Mom looked back over her shoulder. "Don't worry baby, you won't. I gave birth to you and I've known you your whole life. We have such a special connection that there's no way you can impregnate me unless I want it. It's perfectly safe."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Yes, baby. Mommy wants your cock inside her. She wants her baby boy to fill her all the way up and make her cum."
That was all the reassurance I needed. I positioned my cock at Mom's pussy and Julie helped guide me in. It was difficult to get lined up properly when I was still cumming and Mom's ass and pussy were getting covered in my semen. Once I found her entrance I managed to push my way inside.
"Oh god, Mommy," I said. "Your pussy feels so good. I can't believe I'm actually inside you."
"Ooh, you're stretching me so much, baby," she said. "And I can feel all your cum filling me up. Mommy's pussy is getting filled by her son's cum!"
I thrust harder and harder to try and get as deep inside her as I could, but it was difficult to make headway with all the cum I kept pumping into her. I only managed to get about half my length inside her before she started cumming too.
"Wow, she must really like your cock, Jack," Julie said. "Not that I can blame her."
Julie was still masturbating while watching her bother fuck her mom. Her pussy was doing a good impression of a waterfall with how turned on she was.
"Your cock is so amazing, Jack baby," Mom moaned. "You're making Mommy cum so hard!"
Mom's pussy squeezed and clenched around my shaft. Her whole body shook with the force of her orgasm. I came even more intensely as all the added sensations overtook me.
"Me next!" Julie said.
She got down on her hands and knees next to Mom and stuck her bare butt up in the air, wiggling it sexily. I pulled out of Mom, still cumming hard, and shifted over to my sister. I couldn't resist the wanton display she was putting on.
I shoved my entire cock inside Julie's pussy in one huge thrust. She moaned loudly as she was suddenly filled up completely with her brother's cock and cum. An orgasm ripped through her body as soon as I had buried myself inside her. All three of us were cumming at the same time, and it didn't look like any of us would stop anytime soon.
I fucked Julie for another minute and twenty seconds, then switched back to Mom who was just starting to come down from her orgasm. As soon as I shoved my cock back in her she came again. I fucked her until I was able to get an inch more of my cock inside her than last time, then switched back to Julie.



I went back and forth between Mom and Julie for about half an hour when my orgasm finally ran itself out. I'd managed to get pretty deep inside Mom's pussy by then, though not all the way in. Her pussy needed to stretch to accommodate my shaft and it made progress difficult. I was pretty sure Julie was happy that hers was still the only pussy that had taken my whole length.
Mom and Julie were both clearly exhausted, both physically and sexually, by the time we all finished cumming. They both collapsed to the floor, splashing into the mixed cum and pussy juice that covered it. I wanted to lie down too, but the love juices on the floor were almost six inches deep and I was worried they'd drown if I left them there.
I picked the girls up and carried them to the bathroom where I threw them in the shower for a few minutes. Their bodies had been absolutely covered in cum and it seemed like a good idea to wash it off before taking them to bed. Once they were clean enough, I dried them off and led them to Mom and Dad's room. I made them lie down on the bed, then joined them by lying between them. They were quick to cuddle up to me on either side.
My cock was never soft when Julie was naked around me, and with Mom naked too there was no way it was going to be anything other than rock-hard. Despite having no energy left, I still had an erection pointing straight at the ceiling as I lay on the bed recovering. Mom and Julie both idly toyed with it, but not to actually try and start anything. It was just some fun, casual cuddling. I touched their boobs and pussies a little too.
We cuddled and touched each other and napped for a while, none of us having any energy or ambition to do anything else. However, I knew we were all thinking of what might happen later. There were so many possibilities now that Mom had not only given Julie and me her approval, but had actively joined in. I couldn't wait to see where our new relationship went.
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I arrived at my parents' house around mid-morning. I hadn't been thrilled about being asked to look after my little sister, but mom had insisted that she shouldn't be left alone. Apparently having a little eye surgery meant Brianna needed a babysitter while she recovered, despite having just turned nineteen and being more than old enough to look after herself. It was almost worth doing it just for the opportunity to tease her about it.
Mom and dad were already gone by the time I got there. I let myself in and went in search of my sister. I didn't bother calling for her because I kind of wanted to see if I could sneak up on her. A little temporary eyesight trouble on her part wasn't going to get in the way of my brotherly instincts.
Unfortunately, she must have heard me coming because she was looking right at me when I found her lying on the living room couch. I examined her silently for a moment while she squinted back at me.
"Lee?" she asked. "That's you, right?"
"Mm-hm. So you really are blind, huh?"
I pushed her feet off the couch to give myself a place to sit. Brianna stuck her tongue out at me and curled her legs up toward the rest of her body so she could keep lying comfortably.
"M'not blind. Just can't see well. Everything's all blurry. It's supposed to get better though. That's what they say. I'll be able to see better than before."
"Fat lot of good it's doing you now."
I waved my hand in front of her face just to find out if she could see it. She swatted at me, but was unable to make contact.
"Cut it out, you jerk. For once in your life could you just be nice to me for a while?"
"I'm always nice to you."
"Then I pity the people you're mean to."
I laughed while Brianna just shook her head. She couldn't have been too bothered. She'd had her whole life to get used to me.
"So why do you have the tv on?" I asked, nodding toward it despite the fact that Brianna probably wouldn't notice the gesture.
"Why do I have the tv on? You mean because I can't see it very well? Let me put it this way; what else exactly am I supposed to do? Read? Go on the internet? Go for a run? You wanna know what all those activities have in common?"
"You need to be able to see to do them?"
Brianna clapped sarcastically for me.
"Bingo. I'm pretty sure I'll be bored out of my skull by the time my eyesight comes back."
"Is this really all you do? Just lie here and feel sorry for yourself?"
"Pretty much." She held up her fingers to check things off. "Eat, sleep, lie on couch wallowing in self-pity. That'd be about it."
Brianna looked like she'd just climbed out of bed. She was wearing a loose t-shirt that she'd probably slept in the night before, and nothing in the way of pants. When I examined her more closely, I realized I could see her panties peeking out from underneath her shirt.
"Maybe you should consider getting dressed."
"Why? What's the point? "
"I dunno. Maybe just 'cause then I wouldn't be able to see your underwear?"
Brianna took her time in reacting. She pulled her shirt down a little further so that she was covered up, but didn't seem to care about what I'd seen.
"Don't look if you don't want to see," she said. "It's not like I can tell what's showing."
"If you were dressed it wouldn't be an issue."
"Come on, Lee. I'm not going anywhere all day, what's the point? Or are you gonna keep bugging me about this?"
"I don't give a shit. If you don't care who sees your panties, then why should I?"
I reached over and yanked her shirt up above her waist, revealing far more than before. Brianna pulled it back down almost as quickly.
"Fuck off," she said.
"Or what?"
I tried to lift her shirt again, but she hung on to it this time. We got into a brief scuffle over it, with neither of us able to gain any real advantage.
"Get off, you perv," Brianna said.
She finally decided to get her legs involved and started kicking me. That forced me switch my focus. I grabbed her ankles and held on, despite her attempts to free herself. After a moment I stood up and pulled her off the couch. She fell to the floor with a thud and just lay there. I retook my seat.
"You know you can't fight me," I said. "Even when you can see."
"Some brothers would take it easy on their incapacitated sibling," Brianna said. "You know, at least wait until there's some challenge in it."
She was still lying on her back where she'd landed. Her shirt had ridden up again when I'd dragged her off the couch and she hadn't fixed it. She must have been able to tell it wasn't covering her properly this time.
"Yeah, I could take it easy. Wouldn't be very much fun in that. Then we'd both just be sitting around waiting for your sight to come back."
Brianna's panties weren't particularly sexy, just some plain white cotton things, but somehow they fascinated me. It probably had something to do with the way they were on display for me. I'd never known my sister to let me catch a peek so freely before. I probably shouldn't have been taking advantage of her moping, but it was a fairly unique opportunity. I'd probably never get a chance like it again.
"Are you staring at my underwear again?" she asked.
"No," I said.
"Liar."
"I'm hurt by your lack of trust. You can't actually see me, so you're clearly just making unfounded accusations."
"I can too see you. Just... not well."
"That's what I thought. And cover yourself properly if you don't want me to look."
Brianna climbed carefully to her feet and moved directly in front of me. Her shirt had fallen back down into place when she stood up.
"You were so looking," she said.
"We're just going around in circles now."
"Whatever. Do what you want. I'm going to go take a shower."
"Need me help you get undressed?"
Brianna took a swing at me, but I was able to dodge it fairly easily. She might have actually had a point about her not being a challenge to pick on. Somehow it just wasn't the same when she couldn't fight back properly.
"Asshole," she said.
She walked off leaving me giggling to myself. With nothing better to do, I flipped through channels on the tv to try and find something worth watching. I'd only been at it for a couple minutes when I hear my name being called.
"Lee!"
"What?" I called back.
"Come here for a sec."
I rolled my eyes and trudged up the stairs to the bathroom. I could hear the shower running inside. I wasn't sure whether Brianna had gotten yet or not, so I spoke through the door instead of opening it.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"Someone moved my shampoo," Brianna said. "I can't find it."
"Well... can you use a different one?"
"I don't know what any of the bottles are. I can't read them. I should be able to recognize mine by the colour and I don't see it."
"I... what exactly do you want me to do?"
"Just come in, tell me if you see it. But don't look!"
"You're a big ol' bundle of confusing this morning, you know that?" I said as I swung the door open.
The first thing I determined upon entering was that Brianna was definitely in the shower already. Her shirt and panties had been discarded on the floor, and a fresh towel hung nearby ready to be used. At least she hadn't gone in totally unprepared.
As I stepped further into the room, I made out my sister's silhouette behind the shower curtain. I couldn't see any details, just the general shape of her naked body. I probably wasn't supposed to be looking at all, regardless of whether or not I discern anything naughty.
"Do you see it?" Brianna asked.
"There's a couple of bottle on the counter here," I said. "There's a green one and-"
"That's probably it. Hand it to me please?"
Brianna stuck her arm out around the curtain, holding her hand out for the bottle. I gave her the green one, then waited. I heard the lid being popped, then the faint sound of my sister smelling the contents.
"Is that it?" I asked.
"Yeah, I think so. Thank you."
"You're welcome. Want me to do your back while I'm here?"
Her arm appeared from behind the curtain again, this time moving at high speed and holding a different bottle. I was barely able to avoid being hit by the projectile as she launched it in my direction, and it bounced off of the counter that I'd been standing in front of.
"Don't be so gross!" she yelled.
"Helpful," I corrected her. "I'm being helpful."
She launched a bar of soap at me next, this time farther off the mark. I moved toward the doorway in case she decided to keep throwing things. I was sure she had more ammunition to use if she so chose. She'd tag me eventually if I let her keep going, even with her lousy aim.
"Would you just... just leave already. I'm fine now. And if not, I'll work it out my own."
"Just remember you're the one who called me in."
"Whatever."
As I stepped back into the hallway, I heard a rustling noise behind me. I turned around to find Brianna had stuck her head out to make sure I was gone. She must not have realized that even though I couldn't see much of her directly, the mirror gave me a pretty good angle. It hadn't had a chance to fully fog up yet, and gave me a decent view of my sister's upper body.
I stood frozen in place at the sight of Brianna's naked breasts. She had no idea I could see them, so she made no attempt to cover them or withdraw behind the curtain.
"I can still see you," she said. "If you're gonna lurk out there, you could at least be a little bit sneaky about it. We've established that I'm not completely blind."
"Didn't want to go too far in case you needed something again," I mumbled, failing to come up with a good retort.
I was seriously thrown off by the partial view of my naked sister. I had no idea how to handle it. Despite my teasing and comments designed specifically to get a reaction from her, I'd had no intention of actually seeing her undressed. That went beyond the allowable limit of brotherly torture. I felt kind of guilty about it, but I kept looking.
"Maybe close the door then?" Brianna suggested. "You can stand out in the hallway all you like as long as you aren't trying to peek."
I closed the door, then left. I returned to the living room, no longer interested in what was on the tv. My mind was fully occupied with the image of my sister's round, perky breasts. I was kind of upset with myself for it, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized I shouldn't worry about it so much. I hadn't meant for it to happen. It was an accident. Brianna didn't even know I'd seen anything, so it wasn't like there'd be any fallout from the situation.
My powers of rationalization pulled through, and soon the guilt began to fade away. The memory of the event lingered for a while afterward. Boobs were boobs, after all. I couldn't help it that my sister's were so nice.
After a while I heard the bathroom door open upstairs. I assumed that Brianna must have been done with her shower. She didn't call me back to help her with anything, so I probably should have just stayed where I was. I chose not to.
Perhaps I'd rationalized too well. Instead of doing everything possible to avoid seeing my sister naked again, I made my way casually upstairs. Brianna had vacated the bathroom, as I'd suspected. She'd left a bit of a mess, but nothing major. In all likelihood she'd gone to her room to get changed. I debated for a moment whether I should bug her some more or leave her be for a while. Proper timing was critical when it came to keeping her annoyed, but not genuinely upset. I decided she could probably handle a little more since she'd had a break.
I wandered down the hall to her bedroom, planning what I'd say in my head. I was leaning toward asking her when she was going to clean up after herself in the bathroom. It wasn't terribly innovative, but it would probably bug her a little. At the very least she'd whine about how she couldn't see, and that I should do it for her.
Brianna's door wasn't closed. That didn't strike me as all that strange at first. It wasn't until I realized she was still in the process of getting changed that I figured out something was amiss. I had been about to say something to her, but stopped when I saw that she was only wearing a towel.
As I kept watching I learned that her process of getting dressed was dramatically slowed down by the difficulty she had in picking out the articles of clothing that she wanted. Instead of just rummaging through her drawers until she found what she wanted, it appeared that she had to find something that was more or less the correct colour, then hold it up close to her face to be able to try and make out the details. She had most of her outfit picked out by the time I arrived, but while I was there she went through half a dozen pairs of panties until she found the ones she wanted.
I wasn't sure how long I dared stand there without announcing myself. Even with her limited eyesight, there was a chance Brianna would spot me, or perhaps hear me if I made a noise. The longer I waited, the higher the chance of discovery. It would certainly bug her if she found out that I'd been watching her get dressed, but not necessarily in the way I wanted.
Before I could make a decision one way or the other, Brianna stepped into her panties and slid them up her legs. Her towel was still wrapped around her and covered her fairly well, but I got a quick flash of her butt when she pulled her underwear all the way up. I felt a momentary pang of guilt about watching it, but that went away when she dropped her towel.
My little sister stood naked in her room except for the small pair of panties she had just put on. She was facing away from me for the most part, so all I got were quick glimpses of the sides of her boobs. Her butt looked really good in the panties she'd chosen so I mostly stared at it instead. When she put on a shirt, I decided it was about time to stop perving.
I snuck backward several steps, then walked back to Brianna's room. This time I purposefully made louder sounds as I moved so that she would be able to hear me. I let my feet drop heavily and tapped my hand against the wall a few times purely for the extra noise.
"Hey, Bree," I said as I returned to her doorway. "What do you- are you changing?"
She was just pulling on a pair of shorts to complete her outfit. I noted absently that they hugged her ass nicely.
"Yeah, I was," she said. "I'm really starting to wonder about you. You seemed obsessed with trying to sneak peeks at me."
"Whoa, I don't think so. You're the one who left your door open."
"Maybe 'cause you were downstairs. How was I supposed to know you'd be creeping around up here? And let's not forget you trying to hop in the shower with me earlier."
"You know damn well I was joking."
"Do I though? It's hard to tell with you sometimes."
"Fine. Be that way."
I turned around and left the room. I must have been more mentally off-balance than I thought. Brianna was turning things around on me and getting under my skin instead of me getting under hers. I didn't like it when that happened.
Instead of worrying about it too much, I reminded myself that I actually had been peeking on her, so getting offended at the accusations was kind of silly. Thinking that way helped a little, if only because she didn't know that I'd seen her. At the very least it meant I had knowledge that she didn't. It wasn't much, but it was a small advantage.
****
Brianna and I went about the rest of our day more or less as usual. We took the occasional verbal jab at one another, but I stayed a little more quiet and withdrawn than I normally would have. I wasn't sure if she picked up on that or not.
We ended up spending most of the evening and into the night watching movies. Or rather, I'd watch and Brianna would complain about not being able to tell what was going on. Sometimes I'd describe what was happening on screen and wait for the right moment to start completely making shit up. She bought it a few times, but she generally knew when I was lying to her. It was kind of fun.
I eventually started getting sleepy. We were both sitting on the couch, each of us on out own side. I curled up in my corner and let my eyelids close a little. I wasn't quite ready for bed yet, but I was getting there. I intended to at least wait for the end of the movie.
After another half hour I was getting seriously tired. I had to fight to keep my eyes open. I shut them for a minute, then opened them again. All that accomplished was making it harder to stay awake. At some point I must have fallen asleep.
The next thing I knew the room was dark. The movie had ended, and the only illumination was from the blank tv screen. I opened my eyes, but didn't move right away. Something seemed off, but I wasn't sure what it was.
Brianna was sitting exactly where she had been before. There was a soft sound coming from her direction that I couldn't identify. I focused my attention on her and saw that her eyes appeared to be closed, and her mouth slightly open. At first I thought that maybe she was asleep and making small noises as a result of her dreams. I soon realized that wasn't the case.
It wasn't all that obvious in the darkened room, but Brianna had pulled her shorts down slightly. One of her hands was inside her panties. She was barely moving and clearly trying her best not to make any noise, but the small gasps that escaped must have been as a result of her fingering herself.
My confusion cleared away for a moment as I decided I must have been the one dreaming. That would explain what I was witnessing, to some extent. I'd seen my sister in a sexual way during the day and now it was showing up in my unconscious mind. I wasn't entirely happy about it, but it made sense.
My brief state of clarity didn't last very long. I had to face the fact that I wasn't dreaming, and that Brianna was masturbating right next to me. I wasn't sure whether to be turned on, concerned, suspicious, or whether I should just go back to being confused.
"It's kind of funny," Brianna said, startling me slightly. "You know what they say about being blind and having your other senses compensate? I don't know if I buy that or anything, but maybe it's not complete bullshit."
I said nothing since I wasn't yet sure what she was getting at. I wasn't even a hundred percent certain that she was talking to me. She could have just been thinking out loud.
"Thing is," she continued, "there's a big difference in your breathing when you're sleeping from when you're awake."
I played possum for another few seconds even though I knew she knew I was awake.
"Okay, I'll bite," I finally said. "Bree, why the hell are you playing with yourself while I'm right here?"
I adjusted my position so I was sitting up straighter. Brianna's hand was still moving under her panties. It was a little disconcerting how calm she was about getting caught masturbating. She hadn't even been all that sneaky about it to begin with.
"I was horny," she said.
"Is this... are you trying to get back at me somehow?" I asked. "Are you trying to weird me out?"
"Well you were kind of asking for it earlier. But no, I'm not. Although I was kind of hoping for more of a reaction out of you. I should have known better I suppose. This is pretty much business as usual for you today, isn't it?"
"What do you mean?" I asked.
I had a bad feeling that I knew exactly what she meant. My mind went back to when she'd been in the shower and I had assumed she couldn't tell that I could see her breasts.
"Just 'cause I can't see well doesn't mean I'm blind, dummy. It also doesn't mean I can't hear you." A predatory smile slowly crossed her face. "You're not nearly as sneaky as you think you are. I know you were perving on me when you thought you wouldn't get caught. That's kind of bad of you, big bro."



"If you knew, that means you let me look," I pointed out, desperate to not let her take the moral high ground. She probably deserved it, but I wasn't going to give in without a fight.
"I know, Lee. I did let you. I'm not mad."
"Then... why? What's the point of any of this? I'm pretty much convinced you're just trying some kind of serious mindfuck here, and it's working."
"And yet you're still talking to me."
Brianna had a point. If she was just messing with me, then I was letting her do it. I should have left as soon as I realized she was masturbating, and instead I'd engaged her in actual dialogue. I knew better than that.
"Okay," I said as I stood up. "I'll leave you to it then."
"I was bored."
I hesitated, then sat back down. It almost sounded like my sister might be ready to stop playing games.
"Bored?"
"Yeah, bored. The past few days have sucked. Between the hospital, and the doctor, and the waiting, and me not being able to see much of anything... I've been going crazy."
"I see."
"Not literally, don't even say it."
"Who says I was gonna?"
"You would have. I know you. Anyway, messed up as it is, you've actually helped keep me entertained today. I didn't mean to let you see my boobs when I was in the shower, but when I realized you were looking I kind of... didn't mind. I actually almost burst out laughing right there."
"You're right, that is messed up."
Brianna frowned. "Oh, shut up. Do we need to go over which one of us was perving on the other again?"
"I... no."
"That's what I thought."
She hadn't stopped playing with herself the whole time we'd been talking. The small movements of her panties that signified what her fingers were up to were strangely hypnotizing. Somehow, it neither turned me on, nor grossed me out to watch her masturbate. It was more of a novelty than anything. Until that night, I'd never given much thought to whether it was even something she did.
"You can jerk off too if you want," Brianna said softly.
"I don't think so."
"Suit yourself. If you're worried about me making fun of your penis, I wouldn't be able to see any details well enough for you to have to worry about it."
"I'm not... it isn't..." I stopped before I got too defensive. That was what she was looking for. "I'm not in the mood for it," I said instead.
"You mean you're not horny, right?"
"If you want to be blunt about it, then yes. That."
"Yeah, me either. I was, but... kind of not feeling it anymore." Brianna sighed and pulled her hand out of her panties. She pulled her shorts back up before standing up. "Maybe I'll just go to bed."
"'Kay. You, uh, want any help with that?"
The corners of her lips curled in a faint smirk.
"That almost sounded like a real offer of help," she said. "I'm fine though."
She went off to her room while I stayed where I was. I replayed the events of the past several minutes in my head. My instinctual reaction was still to think that something was seriously wrong with my sister. Boredom didn't come close to fully explaining her actions. I couldn't blame her though, not entirely. I had spied on her while she was in varying states of undress, and arguably that was more fucked up than anything she'd done.
I eventually gave up and left the house to go back to my place. I'd have to come back again the next day, but maybe things would make more sense by then.
****
Despite my reservations, I returned for a second day of 'babysitting.' I hoped that whatever weirdness there had been between Brianna and me would have dissipated over night. I wasn't overly optimistic about the odds of that being the case.
Brianna was just getting breakfast when I arrived. Unlike the day before, she was dressed a little more modestly in a t-shirt and pyjama pants. Her choice of outfit didn't necessarily mean anything, but I took it as a good sign.
"Hey," she said. "Listen, I'm sorry about yesterday. And I can see a lot better today, so you don't have to stick around if you don't want to. I won't tell Mom or anything."
I was kind of surprised to get an apology from her as our very first interaction of the day. I decided not to be a smartass about it.
"You know what? It's fine. We both did stupid shit yesterday. You had a better excuse for it than I did anyway."
"Maybe. I want to blame it on the medication they put me on, but honestly I don't think that had much to do with it. I'm pretty sure I was just bored and not thinking things through well enough."
"How 'bout we just say we're both dumbasses and leave it at that?"
"Fair enough."
With our immediate business concluded, Brianna went back to getting her breakfast. She got a box of cereal out and poured some in a bowl. When she went to grab the milk out of the fridge I snatched some of the cereal from her bowl, eating it dry.
"You could have just asked me to pour you a bowl too, dammit," she said.
"I didn't want a whole bowl full," I said.
"No, you just wanted to aggravate me. We had a good two minutes of mature dialogue, I s'pose that's probably about as good as I could hope for."
"Mature people can share, you know. Maybe that's something you still need to learn."
"You're such a little shit."
"Aw, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be."
I gave Brianna a surprise apology hug from behind while she was pouring her milk. She jumped at the unexpected contact and nearly poured the milk all over the floor instead.
"Cut it out! I'm hungry and I'm gonna be cranky if you make me spill this."
"Fine. I try to be nice and hug my sister, but nooo. Apparently that's bad too. I don't know wha-"
Brianna whirled around and delivered an impressively solid punch to my chest. She actually knocked me slightly off-balance, forcing me to take a step back to avoid falling over.
"You're so full of shit," she said.
"I'm also injured now, thanks to you," I said as I rubbed my chest where her fist had landed.
"Aw, poor bay-bee. Want your mommy to kiss it better?"
"Fuck off."
"Not as much fun when you're the one getting picked on, is it?"
Brianna walked past me to the living room with her cereal. I followed her for lack of anything better to do.
"Ugh, where'd the remote go?" she asked once she'd settled into her seat on the couch. "I thought I left it right here."
"So much for your eyesight coming back," I said.
"I said it was better, not that it was fully back. Can you just tell me if you see the remote and not be an ass about it?"
"Well if you're gonna call me names, I don't think I want to help."
"You're such a child."
I stuck my tongue out at her, but she ignored me. After a few seconds I gave in and took a quick look around the room. There was no sign of the remote.
"I honestly don't see it," I said. "It didn't get trapped under the cushions or something, did it?"
"I don't think so."
"Well... did you actually check?"
"I'm busy," she said, holding up her cereal.
"Fine. I'll do it. Get up for a sec."
Brianna grumbled about it, but she pushed herself to her feet. Or at least she tried to. I had no idea what happened, but somehow she tripped and fell to the floor. She managed to twist her body so that she landed on her shoulder rather than her face, but she dropped the cereal bowl she'd been holding. It shattered as it impacted the floor, making a sizeable mess.
"Fuck," Brianna said.
"How... what... you know what, never mind. Are you okay?"
"Physically? Yes. Mostly I just feel stupid. Pretty much par for the course lately."
She rolled onto her back, away from the puddle of milk she'd accidentally created. Part of her shirt had gotten hit before she moved, but it was only a small wet spot. As my eyes traveled downward from her shirt to her pyjama pants, I abruptly realized that they were sitting lower than usual.
"Bree, you, uh, might want to fix your pants."
I could just barely see the top of her pussy peeking out above the waist of her bottoms. They must have been pulled down a little as she fell, or maybe when she rolled over. I wasn't sure which.
"Ugh. I don't even care."
"But I can see your-"
"So don't look. Or do look. Whatever."
Brianna was on the verge of being legitimately upset. I could hear the warning signs in her voice. I always tried to walk the line between annoying her and truly pissing her off, but this time it hadn't been anything I did. At least not anything I'd done directly or on purpose.
"Come on, let's get you up," I said, extending my hand to help her to her feet.
She ignored me and continued to lie on the floor, giving no sign of wanting to move.
"I'm not going anywhere," she said. "Just gonna lie here all hungry and blind and cranky and there's nothing you can do about it."
Brianna folded her arms across her chest and extended her bottom lip slightly. She was getting dangerously close to sulk-mode. I really didn't want to deal with trying to cheer her up if she went into a full on pout.
"Well... you're mostly wrong, actually. You're not blind, for one. You're the one who keeps reminding me of that. Also, there is something I can do about it."
"Like what?"
"If you don't get up I'll pull your pyjama bottoms the rest of the way off."
She sighed. "Give it a rest, Lee. You keep threatening to do dirty, pervy things, but you never do. Not intentionally. It's all just to get a reaction out of me. I don't know why I keep falling for it, honestly. I should know better."
"I'm not kidding this time. You've obviously been going crazy the past few days, what with all the boredom and flashing me and shit. So what we're gonna do is get out of the house for a while and maybe restore a little sanity. I haven't decided where we'll go yet, but I'm open to suggestions."
"Maybe later. Ask me again in an hour."
"Nope. You've got ten seconds, then your pants are coming off and I'm gonna perv on you so hard."
"M'not playing your game this time. You're not getting a reaction out of me. I'm not doing it."
"Ten," I said. "Nine. Eight."
"Fuck off."
"Seven. Six."
I grabbed the ankles of her pyjama pants and made sure I had a decent grip. I actually wasn't sure what I was going to do if Brianna called my bluff. She was right about me just trying to get a reaction out of her. At least I had good intentions this time, unlike usual.
"Stop counting and just do it if you're gonna do it. I know you won't."
"Five. Four."
Brianna remained defiant and clearly believed that there was no chance I'd end up following through. Her indifference to my threat was what finally made up my mind for me.
"Threetwoone," I said, finishing the last few numbers as quickly as I could.
I pulled on her bottoms without giving her any further chance of giving in. The face she made when she felt her pants sliding down her legs was hilarious. She belatedly tried to stop me, but her waistband was already down to her mid-thigh before she could grab it. A tug of war match ensued. I was less interested in winning than I was in checking out her exposed pussy.
"What are you doing?!" Brianna demanded. "Fuck off! Let go!"
I ignored her.
She kept her pussy nicely trimmed with just a small patch of hair left above her slit. Despite her protests, I took my time in admiring her smooth, bare lips.
"You fucking perv!" she yelled.
She tried to kick me, but didn't have very much luck. Having her pant legs under my control made things tricky for her.
"Thought you didn't care," I said.
"I... you... fucking... whatever. Fuck."
Brianna let go and allowed me remove her bottoms. Her face masked over into a deliberately neutral expression. She kept her eyes on me though.
"You have a nice pussy," I said.
She blushed. "Shut up."
"It's true."
She looked way, way too hot lying there beneath me, naked from the waist down. Her long, bare legs and her smooth, sexy little pussy were enough to make my cock twitch in approval. I was about halfway to having a full erection in my pants.
"Dammit, Lee. You're such a perv."
"I guess maybe I am. But you've been encouraging me."
"Have not." Brianna's protests were getting weaker and weaker, and I was pretty sure she realized it too. "Okay. Maybe I like it when you look at me."
"You do, do you?"
"I said maybe. I just..." She squirmed a little under my gaze, simultaneously embarrassed and enjoying the attention, if I was reading her correctly. "I don't know what it is. When you look at me and think I can't tell... it's nice. I don't know how to describe it any better."
"What about right now?"
"Right now I think we're both being stupid."
"Well... you're not wrong. That wasn't really what I meant though."
I put my hand on her thigh, laying my palm flat across her bare skin. I wanted to touch her or, better yet, somehow convince her to touch me. I knew I should be ignoring those desires, but I was getting pretty turned on and not thinking clearly. Her pussy looked so tempting.
"When I was playing with myself last night, I kind of thought you were faking being asleep at first," Brianna said, pretending not to notice where my hand was. "I thought maybe you were watching me. I couldn't tell just by looking, not in the dark."
"You're a bad girl, Bree."
My hand slid steadily up her thigh. She lay perfectly still, allowing me to approach my eventual goal.
"Shut up. You're bad too. Look at what you're doing right now."
"So tell me to stop."
I paused briefly when I reached the top of Brianna's thigh. I didn't dare to look her in the eye. I was too afraid of what I'd see. It wasn't that I thought she'd be angry, but more that I suspected that all I'd see were my own feelings mirrored back to me. She had yet to tell me to stop, despite me asking her to.
My fingers glided lightly over her skin, the contact between our bodies growing fainter as I got closer to her pussy. I was terrified, and I didn't know why. I wanted to touch her, I really did, but I felt like I was approaching a land mine.
"You know something?" Brianna said, distracting me momentarily. "Spending time with you is never boring."
"Um... thanks?"
"In all the years I've known you, you've been mostly a pain in the ass, and occasionally nice, but never ever boring. I think that's what I needed."
Her breathing seemed slightly heavier than usual, and her face was noticeably flushed. She bit her lip when she saw me looking, but didn't say anything else.
"This is about the least boring thing we could be doing right now," I agreed. "But I'm not sure that's a good thing."
"It is, and it isn't. All depends on how you look at it."
Brianna's hips jerked upward when I made it to her pussy lips. My heart was beating fast, and seemed so loud to me that I was worried she could hear it. I was sure that Mom and Dad would burst in on us at any moment despite knowing that they wouldn't. It was just us and my paranoia.
I ran a finger up and down her slit. Even though I was being as gentle as I could, barely even touching her at times, I began to feel a surprising amount of moisture on my fingertip. The situation was hot in an illicit 'we shouldn't be doing this' kind of way, but somehow I hadn't expected her to get quite as turned on by it as I was.
I rubbed Brianna's pussy with greater confidence once I decided that she really wasn't going to stop me. We were both horny and slightly out of control, and in my mind it was somehow preferable for us both to be acting stupidly rather than just me.
Her hips gyrated under my touch as her body began to seek release. Initially I'd mostly been interested in my own deviant pleasure, but the way she was reacting triggered something in me. I wasn't sure if it was a purely sexual thing, or if because deep down I genuinely cared for my sister, but I wanted to make her feel good. I wanted to make her cum. I gently increased the pressure on one of my fingers, letting it slide between her pussy lips and deeper inside of her.
"No!" she said suddenly.
Brianna clamped her legs together, trapping my hand.
"What? I thought... I thought it was okay."
Her abrupt change of heart confused me and, bizarrely, made me worry that I'd fucked up badly. I knew she'd been okay with me touching her, and I knew that I hadn't done anything seriously wrong, but her sudden denial managed to take away all my confidence in one fell swoop. I didn't understand what had happened.
"I'm sorry," she said, relaxing her legs. "Just... stay outside, okay? Just touch me on the outside."
"Oh. Okay. Sorry."
"Lee... honestly, it feels good, but..."
"No, it's fine, I get it. We should have boundaries."
"Thank you," she said with a tentative smile. "I kind of want to let you do what you were gonna do, but... I don't think we should. I mean, obviously we shouldn't. Fuck. I don't even know anymore."
"Do you want me to stop? Like, seriously this time. I will if you want me to."
She shook her head. "No. I want you to keep going. Just not inside me."
I nodded and returned my attention to her pussy. I resumed rubbing her slit, this time without making any attempt at penetrating her. It was still incredibly hot getting to finger her and watch her body react. The expression on her face was actually kind of adorable, which was a weird thing to realize. I never would have guessed that I'd end up providing that kind of pleasure to my little sister, yet here we were.
Brianna let out a soft moan. She had closed her eyes and was lying still except for some involuntary hip movement. I wondered if she was trying to pretend it was someone other than her brother touching her. Even though it shouldn't have made a difference to me, I kind of hoped that wasn't the case.
After a few minutes of rubbing her pussy, I regained some of my sense of adventure. Brianna's eyes being closed made it slightly easier to be brave, since I wasn't under quite as much scrutiny. I shifted my position and leaned down until my face was directly above where I was stroking her. I couldn't believe what I was thinking about doing, but I didn't want to back out. Her slit looked so wet and inviting.
Without giving myself any more time to chicken out, I moved my head down and licked the length of my sister's pussy. She gasped, and I was afraid she was about to shut me down again. I licked her again before she had a chance to do anything, then again and again. After about half a dozen times I relaxed a little, since she hadn't made any attempt at stopping me. I looked up at her to find her looking right back, her bottom lip held between her teeth.
"It's just on the outside," I said, as though I had some need to explain myself.
"Then why'd you stop?" she asked in a quiet voice.
I grinned and went back to licking her. Her pussy tasted good in a decidedly sexy kind of way. Originally the appeal had mostly been in the thrill and danger of it all, but even with the element of risk fading away I was still enjoying myself. It was probably the first time in my life that I'd been so enthusiastic about doing something that made my sister feel good.
While keeping my tongue busy, I moved one of my hands to the top of Brianna's slit. I started rubbing more or less where her clit should be and guided my fingers based on her reactions. I was able to gauge how well I was doing by paying attention to the wiggling of her hips and the moans that escaped her mouth.
Eventually my efforts were rewarded and I brought my sister to orgasm. A rush of juices washed over my tongue while faint mewls of pleasure came from above me. Her hips lifted off the floor a couple of times as she fought for control of her own body. She alternated stiffening and relaxing beneath me, and I felt her fingers grasping at my hair. I kept licking until she was done.
When I lifted my head to check on Brianna, I found that she was lying flat on her back with her eyelids drooped partly closed. She smiled lazily at me, and I smiled back. I was abnormally pleased with myself.



"You're welcome," I said.
Brianna giggled softly.
"You're rather full of yourself, aren't you? But I suppose maybe I should let you have that one. Just this once."
"How benevolent of you."
"Mm-hm." She sat up, putting our upper bodies closer together. She reached out hesitantly and touched my chin. "You looked kinda shiny. Guess that's my fault, isn't it?"
I wiped at the pussy juices on my face with the back of my arm.
"Did that get it?"
"You're asking the blind girl? You're much less shiny at least. That's about all I can tell."
We sat there awkwardly, neither of us quite sure what we were supposed to do next. All those years of living together hadn't taught us anything about what the proper etiquette was in the event of oral sex. Some brief, uncomfortable silence followed by going about the rest of our day and pretending nothing ever happened sounded about right.
"You've got quite a tent going on there," Brianna said, her voice barely louder than a whisper. "Even I can tell. You're gonna need to take care of that."
"Yeah, I s'pose I should."
There was another moment of silence where I was pretty sure we were both thinking the same thing, but couldn't say it. Her pussy was still on display for me which meant my erection wasn't going anywhere.
"Dammit, Lee. Just take your pants off already. We're gonna be sitting here forever otherwise."
I couldn't help smirking a little.
"Is that an order?"
I stood up and started undoing my belt before she could come up with a retort. She watched intently as I pulled down my pants. It felt kind of surreal to be removing my boxers and letting her see my cock, even though she'd been bottomless for a while now. The way her face lit up when my erection came into view assuaged any lingering doubts I may have had.
It was always reassuring when a girl wasn't disappointed at the first sight of my cock. Brianna certainly didn't seem to be. She must have been able to see well enough to at least make out the general shape of it. The confidence boost her hungry stare gave me combined with my horniness made the situation a lot more comfortable for me. I sat back down next to her with my cock pointing up at an angle.
Brianna reached toward me, then stopped halfway.
"It's okay if I do it, right?" she said.
"I thought that was the whole point of me taking off my pants," I said.
"Don't be a smartass. I was just making sure."
I bit back my next comment. It seemed unwise to provoke an argument at that moment. I knew better than to piss of a girl who wanted to play with my penis.
Brianna's touch was delicate initially, much as mine had been on her. It was enough to make my cock twitch though. She smiled as she ran her fingers lightly up and down my shaft and watched my reactions.
"You got pretty hard just from touching your little sister," she said softly.
"So what?" I asked, figuring she was going to tease me about it.
"Just saying, that's all."
She took a firmer grip on me and began stroking the length of my erection. Her soft little fingers felt so good. The look of concentration on her face was kind of cute too. She soon fell into a constant rhythm of up and down strokes and appeared to be more confident about what she was doing.
"That feels really good," I breathed.
"Yeah, you looked like you were enjoying it." Brianna pushed her hair behind her ear with her free hand and adopted a thoughtful expression. "So... how much are you okay with me doing?"
"I... don't understand what you're asking."
"I just wanted... never mind. I'm sure you'll tell me if you want me to stop."
Brianna leaned down over my lap. My eyes widened as I watched her position herself for what looked like a blowjob. I wouldn't have thought she'd go for it, but I had no intention of protesting if she did. I groaned involuntarily as her tongue snaked out and flicked across the head of my cock.
"Fuuuck, Bree."
"You did lick me already," she mumbled from below. "Thought it would be okay if I did the same. It's not like there'd be any penetration going on."
I didn't try to make sense of her logic. I didn't particularly care if she had a point or not. I was far more interested in feeling her tongue traveling across my shaft. It was a huge change from her fingers and made what she was doing to me that much hotter.
Brianna alternated jerking me off and licking me from the base of my erection to the tip. The friction between her hand and my cock gradually decreased as more and more of her saliva coated my skin. It was no blowjob, but it was still pretty amazing and completely unique as far as my experiences went.
"Shit, Bree. You're gonna make me cum."
"That'd be the idea."
She stroked me faster, interspersing fewer and fewer licks as I got closer. I leaned back slightly as I felt my orgasm rising. My own little sister was about to make me cum, and I was loving it.
"I'm cumming," I said louder than necessary.
I got the warning out mere seconds before the first shot of cum erupted from my cock. With lightning fast reflexes, Brianna moved her free hand between her and my cock, blocking my semen from hitting her anywhere except her hands. She kept jerking me off the whole time, waiting until I was finished to release me. By the time I was done, there was a fairly large mess between my legs.
"That was kinda fun," Brianna said.
She brought her hands up to her face and squinted a little, examining them as best she could. It was just cum. I wasn't sure what the big deal was.
"Thanks," I said.
"You're welcome." She wiped her hands off on her previously discarded pyjama pants, then hesitated for a second before handing them to me. "These are gonna need washed anyway."
We cleaned ourselves up, getting as much of my cum wiped off our skin and the floor as possible. At almost the same moment we both remembered that we were sitting next to our sibling, each naked from the waist down. There was another brief moment of awkwardness between us.
"So, uh, shall we get dressed?" I asked, more to break the silence than anything.
"Probably should. But, uh, Lee?"
"Yeah?"
"I know we don't see each other that much anymore, but when we do... d'you think you'd want to try this again? Or whatever?"
I looked at her still-bare pussy, at my cock, and at the floor. All the sensations of the past half hour were fresh in my mind. It was weird to think that what we'd just done was probably the most fun we'd ever had together.
"Sure," I said. "I mean, obviously you need more practice. I should help you out with that."
"You fucking jerk! You had to go and ruin the moment, didn't you?"
Brianna hit me hard a couple times before I scrambled to my feet. She followed close behind me. I was laughing too hard to dodge properly so she was able to keep up with me pretty well. Eventually she started laughing too.
"Sorry," I said.
"No you're not. You're just an asshole. But sometimes... sometimes you're tolerable."
She moved past me on the way to her room. I stared at her naked butt as she walked without any attempt at being sneaky about it.
"Bree," I called after her.
"Yeah?"
"You have a nice ass."
She flipped me off over her shoulder just before leaving my line of sight. I sighed and looked around the room, making sure we hadn't missed anything. Only one thing was perfectly clear in my mind; we were definitely going to have to do that again.
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Julie, my eighteen year old twin sister, was captain of the school volleyball, basketball, soccer, baseball, swimming, lacrosse, football, and track teams, as well as the head cheerleader. Her position meant that she knew a lot of very sexy eighteen year old girls, and that she inevitably became friends with a lot of them too.
Katie was one of Julie's best friends. She was eighteen and only one month younger than Julie and me. She was on most of the same sports teams as my sister. In any other school she could have been the captain of all of them, but there was no girl in our school who could match Julie's sheer athleticism. Katie didn't seem to mind being second best, and I was sure that the two of them being such good friends helped quell any problems they might otherwise have had.
I had mixed feelings when Julie brought Katie home after basketball practice one day. I liked getting as much alone time with my sister as possible, since that usually meant we'd have sex. On the other hand, having two sexy girls around instead of one wasn't all bad. They were both still wearing their tight shorts from practice that showed off their sexy little asses almost as well as if they'd been naked. I was going to have to be patient and wait until later to fuck Julie, but at least I'd have something to watch in the meantime.
"Hey, Jeff," Julie greeted me.
She gave me a big hug and managed to surreptitiously grind against my cock a little without letting Katie see what she was doing.
"Hey, Julie. Hey, Katie," I said, nodding to Julie's friend. "How was practice today?"
"It was good," Julie said. "I think we have a really good team this year."
"Of course we do," Katie said. "Julie's on it. No one from any of the other schools can keep up with her."
"Aw, thanks," Julie said. "You're too modest though. Us working together so well is the real reason our team is so good."
Julie slapped Katie playfully on the butt while winking at me. Katie squealed and clamped her hands down on her ass to protect it from any more sneak attacks. Her face reddened in embarrassment.
"Not in front of your brother," Katie hissed.
"Oh, he doesn't mind. Do you, Jeff?"
"What? Oh, no. I don't mind," I said.
Julie seemed to be actively trying to embarrass both Katie and me. Fortunately she had temporarily had enough with teasing us and moved things along.
"Alright, Katie and I have some homework to do," Julie told me. "We're gonna be in the living room. You can join us if you want."
I watched the girls walk away in their skintight shorts. They giggled as they walked, and Julie made sure to put an extra sway in her step for my benefit. I started to get hard just from watching them. There was no way I could decline my sister's offer to go stare at them some more. I was sure that was her intention from the beginning. Maybe she was just planning on getting me all horny and worked up for later.
Julie and Katie took over the floor of the living room in front of the tv. They were both lying down on their stomachs and giving me an excellent opportunity to check out their asses without being caught. I sat down on the couch behind them.
"Did you want to watch something different on the tv, Jeff?" Katie asked. "We're doing our homework, so it doesn't matter to us what we watch."
I started to answer, but Julie beat me to it.
"You really think he's going to be watching it either?" she asked. "He's got the two hottest girls in school in front of him. I can guarantee that the tv is not what he'll be paying attention to."
Katie shoved Julie reproachfully, though it didn't seem to have the desired effect on my sister.
"Don't talk like that," Katie said. She looked embarrassed again. "He's your brother."
"I'm only teasing," Julie said. "I have to keep him in line, you know."
They soon dropped the subject and got busy doing math problems. Julie, of course, didn't stop teasing me. Once Katie was sufficiently focused on her work that she wasn't paying attention to anything except what was in front of her, Julie slowly started pulling down her shorts. She didn't have any panties on underneath.
My cock hardened in my pants as my twin sister's perfect ass and pussy were revealed to me. It was even hotter than usual because her friend was right there beside her and could look over at any minute. I wasn't sure what would happen if Katie figured out what was going on, but the added risk excited me, and I could tell Julie liked it too. Her pussy juices started leaking onto the floor almost as soon as she removed her shorts.
I couldn't help myself. I whipped out my fully hard seventeen-inch cock and started masturbating. It actually felt kind of weird, and not just because there was another girl in the room. Ever since Julie and I had been having sex, there had been no need for me to get myself off. She was always willing and eager to do it for me.
Julie watched me stroke myself with undisguised lust. She beckoned me closer with her finger. I wasn't sure if I should move since it might attract Katie's attention, but I couldn't say no to my sister. I crawled over to her as quietly as I could.
Julie smiled as her favourite toy got within reach. She reached out and stated jerking me off with one hand while doing her homework with the other. I could tell she was having some difficulty keeping up with Katie, but she had to do her best not to let her friend figure out that she was being distracted by her brother's cock.
After a few minutes of giving me a sneaky handjob, Julie took her hand away. She looked back at me just long enough to put her finger to her lips and make sure that I wouldn't say anything. Katie was concentrating completely on her work by now, and I could tell Julie was planning on taking advantage of that.
Julie used all the patience and grace that she'd acquired from the various sports she played to reach behind her friend without being detected. She carefully slipped her fingers into the waist of Katie's shorts and began peeling them down her thighs. I thought I was going to cum as soon as Katie's magnificent ass and pussy were uncovered. I couldn't believe that neither of the girls had been wearing any panties.
Much like my sister, Katie's butt was perfectly toned and her pussy was shaven smooth. If I'd only been looking at their bottom halves they could have easily passed for twins. I looked rapidly back and forth between the girls' bare asses, almost cumming just at the sight of them side by side.
Somehow my sister actually got away with her little stunt. She finished removing Katie's shorts without the other girl having noticed anything amiss. Julie made sure she had my attention, then threw both her pair of shorts and Katie's behind the couch. The two girls were completely bottomless with no easy was for Julie to fix the problem. I had no idea how she thought she could get away with it.
She lay back down beside her friend and went back to her homework. I had two sexy, perfect asses in front of me and was unable to determine which I should be staring at. Julie solved that problem by grabbing my cock and guiding it to her pussy. She was so wet that a puddle was forming between her legs so I knew I didn't have to worry about whether or not she was ready for me. I was concerned about Katie catching us if I started fucking my sister right next to her, but I wasn't sure that I could resist.
Julie slid the tip of my cock up and down her wet slit. My hesitation disappeared and my instincts took over. I slammed my entire nineteen-inch shaft into my sister's tight pussy in one thrust. She had to bite down on her arm to keep from making any noise as she was suddenly filled up. I was impressed at how quiet she was, since I knew how loudly she usually moaned.
I fucked my sister hard while her oblivious friend lay right next to us. I was no longer afraid of being caught, probably because I was too turned on to care. Some part of me still knew that it could be disastrous if Katie found out what we were up to, but the rest of me was only concerned with getting off. All I wanted to do was pound Julie's pussy until we both came.
"What did you get for number eight?" Katie asked suddenly.
"I, uh, haven't quite finished it yet," Julie answered.
I was amazed that she was able to even think about her math problems. I started fucking her even harder as Katie leaned over to see what my sister had so far. They discussed the problem until they had it figured out, with Katie remaining none the wiser about what was going on behind her.
I fucked Julie for about another fifteen minutes like that and was getting pretty close to orgasm. Suddenly Julie reached over between her friend's legs and started rubbing Katie's pussy. I was sure Katie would have to notice something this time, but somehow she didn't. That kind of focus on what she was doing must have been what allowed her to be such a good athlete. The noise going on during games would have been nothing to her if she could tune out the sounds of sex right beside her and the feeling of her pussy being rubbed.
After a few minutes Julie held her hand up to my mouth. Her fingers were covered in Katie's pussy juices. I opened my lips and sucked my sister's fingers inside. I came as soon as I tasted Katie's pussy on my tongue. Julie came at the exact same second.
Once again I was impressed with my sister's ability to keep quiet when necessary. She didn't make a sound as shot after shot of my cum exploded into her pussy and filled it up. We came for about three minutes and forty seconds before we both finished. By that time Julie's pussy was overflowing onto the floor, though luckily the puddle of love juices didn't seem to be heading toward Katie.
Julie quickly turned around and sucked my cock clean before it softened too much. I kissed her lovingly, then went back to lie down on the couch. I must have fallen asleep.
****
I woke up to the sound of nervous giggling. I didn't open my eyes right away and pretended I was still asleep. I could feel four small, soft hand on my cock. Two of them I recognized as Julie's, and as far as I could tell the other two were Katie's. I had no idea what was going on, but I didn't want to interrupt.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Katie whispered, presumably to Julie.
"It's okay," Julie whispered back. "I told you that. He's sleeping."
"But he's still your brother."
"It doesn't count as incest when he's sleeping. We went over this."
"Still. Doesn't it feel weird to you?"
"Nope. Not even a little."
I almost jumped when I felt a tongue on my cock. It must have been Julie leading the way, because soon another tongue joined hers. The two girls licked and stroked my cock with Katie gradually gaining confidence in what they were doing.
"You were right about his cock," Katie said eventually. "It is amazing."
"Told you," Julie said. "It's the perfect one for you to try."
"I'm still not sure. I want to, but... I'm afraid it would make thing weird. Plus, what if Jeff says no?"
"He won't. You're so sexy, Katie, and you're totally his type. There's no way he'd say no. Besides, you could always just do it while he's asleep."
"No, I couldn't do that. I understand that you have to play with him when he's asleep because it's not incest that way, but I don't think that's how I want to do it. I'm just worried that he's gonna think I'm a slut or something."
"I promise you he won't. If he thinks you're a slut, or if he says no, I'll... I'll go to our next practice completely naked. That's how sure I am."
"Well... if you're that sure I guess I shouldn't doubt you."
"You'll see that I'm right. I'll wake him up."
Julie shook my shoulder and called my name softly into my ear. I was pretty sure she knew I was already awake, but she pretended that she didn't know very convincingly.
"What?" I asked, faking grogginess as I opened my eyes. "What is it?"
Katie and Julie were both still bottomless, and I could see their perfect little pussies. Somehow I'd been stripped naked while I slept and my fully hard nineteen-inch cock was pointing straight at the ceiling. Katie kept giving my shaft lust-filled glances when she thought I wasn't looking. I wasn't sure whether I was supposed to act confused about why we were all partly or fully naked.
"Sorry to wake you," Julie said. "We have something important we need to ask you. It has something to do with why we took your clothes off, and some of ours off too."
She must have guessed that I was unsure about how to act and had done a good job of filling me in.
'Well? What is it?" I asked.
Julie looked over at Katie, but the other girl seemed too embarrassed to speak. Julie went ahead and continued to take care of things.
"Katie wants you to have sex with her," she said. "I told her I lost my virginity to you, while you were sleeping of course, and she got jealous."
"Not jealous," Katie said, finally speaking up. "Just... I liked it when Julie and I had both never had sex. We were equal in that way. Now things are different."
"Right," Julie said before turning back to me. "Anyway, the point is I told her your cock would be the best one for her to use. It's so big and so amazing to feel inside me and I want her to feel that way for her first time."
"Well I'd definitely be happy to help," I said, trying to remain calm.
The second hottest girl in school not only wanted to have sex with me, but she would consider it a favour! I couldn't believe my luck. Or, perhaps more accurately, I couldn't believe how good my sister was to me. Instead of jealously keeping me to herself, she was willing to hook me up with another hot girl because she knew she'd always be the most important to me. I loved her so much in that moment.
"Really?" Katie asked, appearing relieved. "I wasn't sure if you would. I thought maybe there was something wrong with me because I haven't had sex yet, even I know that's silly. Julie only lost her virginity a little while ago and she's the hottest girl in school."
"There's definitely nothing wrong with you," I said. "You are so beautiful and sexy and I'm lucky to get this chance with you."
Katie blushed which only made her look cuter.
"We should go to my bedroom," Julie declared. "Katie's first time should be in a bed and not just on the couch in the living room."
Katie and I agreed and we all headed upstairs. Julie held Katie's hand as they walked in front of me and swung her hips far more than necessary. Watching those two sexy bare asses the whole way was more than enough to keep me fully erect.
When we got to Julie's room she took Katie straight over to the bed. She pulled her friend's shirt off to reveal no bra underneath, then kissed her almost as an afterthought. I thought I was going to cum when I saw the two sexy girls kissing each other, not to mention Katie's perfectly shaped breasts. I wondered if making out like that was something they did often, or if it was just to make sure I was as turned on as possible.
"Okay, she's all yours, Jeff," Julie said.
She stepped away from Katie, and I approached to take my sister's place. Katie looked kind of nervous, but also excited. She couldn't take her eyes off of my cock. The tip of my erection pressed against her tummy when I got close enough, smearing precum across her skin.
"Are you ready?" I asked.
"I... think so," Katie said.
She bit her lip, then suddenly darted forward and kissed me. I happily pulled her to me and kissed her back. I stuck my tongue in her mouth and she eagerly met it with hers. We tongue-wrestled for several minutes before breaking apart.
"Sorry," Katie said. "I just thought we should at least kiss once before having sex."
"Don't be sorry," I said. "I enjoyed it."
Katie smiled and crawled onto Julie's bed. I crawled up after her and guided her onto her back. She once again looked a little nervous as I positioned my cock over her pussy.
"It's not going to hurt, is it?" she asked. "I mean, it's so big and all. It doesn't look like it well fit inside of me."
"Don't worry," Julie said. "Jeff's cock is big and it will stretch your pussy when he's inside you, but he was so gentle and loving with me my first time that it didn't hurt even a little."
Katie gasped and Julie realized too late that she'd fucked up.
"Julie! Are you saying that he wasn't asleep when you had sex?! That's incest!"
Julie tried to repair the damage, but I was worried that she might not be able to. I regretted that I hadn't had a chance to have sex with Katie yet, but more than that I worried that Katie might be so upset that she'd tell other people and Julie and I would have to stop having sex with each other.
"Katie, please don't be mad," Julie said. "I'm sorry I lied to you, but you have to understand that we love each other. I know that we shouldn't have sex because we're brother and sister, but it doesn't feel wrong when we do it. It's the best feeling in the whole world. Plus, how am I supposed to resist a cock like that?"
Katie considered Julie's words. I was relieved to see that she had already calmed down a little.
"You two really love each other that much?" Katie asked.
"We do," I said. "I love Julie more than anything."
Julie nodded in agreement. "I would never want to have sex with any other guy because I love my brother too much for that."
Katie thought about it some more. I held my breath, waiting for her decision.
"I think I understand," Katie finally said. "If you two love each other so much that you're willing to commit incest just to be together... how can that be wrong?"
"Exactly," Julie said. "Thank you so much, Katie. I'm so happy you understand."
Julie crawled up next to us and kissed Katie passionately. It was such a beautiful and sexy sight seeing the two friends make up after their fight. My cock twitched as I watched them.
"And you're right about his cock too," Katie said. "There's no way anyone could expect you to resist it once you know it's there in your own house."
The girls giggled and Julie moved away, giving Katie and me some space. Katie looked directly into my eyes.
"I want you to take my virginity now," she told me. Julie quickly whispered something to her, then she added, "and don't worry, I'm on the pill."
I couldn't say no to a request like that. It wasn't humanly possible. I guided my cock to her wet slit and pressed against her small opening. Her pussy was so small in comparison to my shaft, just like Julie's, and it didn't seem like I could fit. Thanks to my sister I had experience with that sort of situation and I just kept pushing gently until the head of my cock popped inside Katie's pussy.
Katie's expression changed immediately. I was worried I'd hurt her at first, but then I realized there was no sign of pain on her face, only pleasure.
"How does it feel?" Julie asked.
"Sooo gooood," Katie breathed. "I can feel my pussy stretching, but it doesn't hurt."
I kept pushing slowly into Katie's tight pussy. She moaned loudly as I got deeper and deeper inside of her. I was glad it wasn't hurting her. Even though Julie had never felt any pain because of my cock, I knew that not every girl was the same. Luckily Katie seemed to enjoy the experience just as much as Julie.
After about six inches of my cock was inside Katie, I felt a barrier. I knew I must have reached her hymen. She obviously felt it too.
"This is it," I said. "If I go any further you won't be a virgin anymore."
Katie nodded happily. "Thank you so much," she said.
She kissed me hard as I thrust into her a little more and broke through her hymen. I kept going since she still showed no sign of pain. The deeper I got inside her, the more she moaned in pleasure.
"Your brother's cock feels so big inside me," Katie told Julie. "It feels like he's splitting me open, but somehow it doesn't hurt at all. It's the most amazing thing I've felt in my entire life!"



"I know exactly what you mean," Julie said. "When my brother is inside me it feels like my pussy can't possibly be that full, but somehow it is. Sometimes I wish I could spend the whole day with his cock filling me up, even though I know that's impossible."
"That's right," I said. "I could only stay in either of your pussies for so long before I came, and then I'd get soft. It's your own faults for having the tightest, sexiest pussies possible."
The girls giggled and took turns kissing me as I fucked Katie. I tried to work my entire shaft into her, but was unable to get my last few inches inside. I was beginning to suspect that my sister was the only one who could take my entire length.
After eighteen minutes of fucking Katie and making out with her and Julie, I came. Katie came at the same instant, going through the first orgasm she'd ever received as a result of a guy's cock. She moaned so loudly as I filled her up with my cum that the neighbour's dog started barking.
"Your cum is filling me up so much," Katie moaned.
Her pussy couldn't contain all of my cum, and it soon started spilling back out onto Julie's bed. I kept cumming for several minutes, and Katie's poor overfilled pussy never had a chance of holding it all. She seemed to like the feeling though, because she came twice by the time I finished my orgasm.
I pulled out of Katie, and Julie immediately sucked my entire twenty-inch cock into her throat, cleaning off my cum and Katie's juices. Julie then crawled over to her friend and the two of them kissed lovingly.
"Thank you for sharing your brother with me," Katie said.
"You're welcome," Julie said. "I'm so happy we were able to help you."
Their shared moment lasted a few minutes longer before Julie inevitably turned her attention back to me. She had a hungry, lust-filled look in her eyes.
"My turn," she announced simply.
Julie got on her hands and knees. I moved behind her and thrust my entire length inside her pussy in one thrust. She was just as tight, if not tighter, than Katie, but she had a lot more experience at taking my cock. I started fucking her hard as soon as I was inside of her, and she loved it.
Katie watched in awe as my sister got her pussy pounded by her own brother. She couldn't seem to believe how easily Julie took it.
"I can see it bulging in your tummy," Katie said to Julie.
"Yeah, I'm not surprised since my body has to stretch out so much to take my brother's cock," Julie said. "If he wasn't my brother I don't think my pussy would stretch enough for him."
Katie nodded. "Mm-hm. Sisters' pussies are made for their brother's cock. That makes sense."
"I love feeling my pussy filled up and stretched as much as possible," Julie said. "I know my brother is the only one who can do that for me."
I fucked Julie for almost half an hour while Katie watched the whole time. Julie and I came at the same time and I filled her up with my cum.
After a short break Katie got another turn since she was ready to go again. I switched back and forth between the two girls for the next several hours until we realized it was midnight. We were all tired and fell asleep together, the three of us cuddling naked together in one bed.
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I woke up one morning and went down to the kitchen for breakfast in my boxers and a t-shirt. Julie, my eighteen year old twin sister, was still sleeping and our parents were only ever home about two or three days every month on average. I fully expected to be completely alone while I ate.
Much to my surprise, as soon as I walked into the kitchen I found myself staring at my mother's naked body from behind. She was standing by the stove and was clearly in the process of cooking something. After a few minutes of staring at her bare ass I realized she wasn't actually naked, but all she was wearing was an apron. I quickly grew a full erection inside my boxers.
Even though Mom was a lot older than Julie and me at nearly twenty-seven, she looked young enough to pass for our triplet. She also had a very sexy body for a mother. Her butt wasn't quite as toned as Julie's, but it had the benefit of being filled out a little more. It was so round and firm, and I couldn't stop watching it as she swayed slightly while cooking breakfast.
I pulled down by boxers and stepped out of them, freeing my fourteen-inch cock. I stroked my shaft slowly as I watched my almost-naked mother. I nearly came when she dropped something and bent over at the waist, revealing her beautiful shaven pussy to me. Eventually she noticed that I was standing behind her.
"Oh, good morning, Jason honey," she said cheerfully. "Are you hungry? I'm making a nice big breakfast because your father's home and I thought the whole family could eat together. We don't get the chance very often."
"Morning, Mom," I said. "I am kind of hungry, but I can wait until everyone's up. I'm surprised you're dressed like this if Dad's home, though. What if he walks in?"
"Don't worry, I'll go get changed before he gets up. Truth be told, I was kind of hoping you'd catch me."
Mom looked slightly embarrassed by the admission, but she didn't need to. I liked that our relationship had become slightly sexual ever since we'd fucked that first time. She turned around to face me, which gave me my first good view of her 78GG breasts straining against the front of her apron. They were barely contained and I was sure they'd pop out at any moment. The tops of her firm, round chest-muffins were visible above the top of the apron. I had to admit, no woman I knew could compete with Mom's cleavage.
"It's a good look on you," I said honestly.
I was sure she could tell that I meant what I said. Me jerking myself off in the middle of the kitchen was a pretty big clue.
Mom smiled and did a slow twirl for me, showing off all sides of her body. I got a peek at the sides of her breasts, as well as another great view of her ass as she spun. I stroked myself faster as I got even more turned on. Mom watched me, biting her lip in undisguised lust.
"I have to keep working on breakfast," she said regretfully.
"Go ahead," I said. "I'll stay and keep you company."
She nodded and turned back to the stove. She hummed to herself and swayed gracefully back and forth in time with the melody. She had to know what her ass was doing to me.
I walked up directly behind my mother. My cock throbbed as I got closer to her magnificently naked butt. I put one hand on each cheek and squeezed. Mom purred happily as I played with her ass. I was so turned on I was about ready to explode from anticipation.
Mom moaned loudly as I pressed the tip of my erection against her wet pussy. A small flood of her juices ran down her leg at the contact. I rubbed my cock back and forth over her entrance.
"Mmm, baby that feels so good," she cooed. "I know we're not ready to eat yet, but Mommy's pussy is so hungry."
"Is that so?" I said. "What does Mommy's pussy want?"
"How about... her son's enormous cock filling her all the way up?"
"Is that what Mommy wants?"
"Please, honey. Don't tease me."
Mom wiggled her butt in frustration, imploring me to give her what she wanted. Since I wanted the same thing, it was an easy decision.
I took a firm hold of Mom's hips and made sure my fifteen-inch cock was aimed properly. Without any further warning, I slammed my seventeen-inch shaft as hard as I could into her tight, wet pussy. She moaned so loud that the car alarms all the way down the block all went off. I only got about half of my sixteen-inch length inside her on the first thrust, but I immediately started working the remaining twelve inches inside her.
"Oooh yes, baby," she hissed. "That's what Mommy needed. Your big cock is filling and stretching my pussy so much."
"Your pussy feels so good, Mommy," I said. "It's so tight around my cock. It feels like it never wants to let me go."
"I wish I could keep you inside me all the time. Would you like that, baby? To always have your Mommy's tight, wet pussy wrapped around your big cock?"
"That would be so nice, Mommy."
I fucked her hard and managed to get almost all of my cock inside her. So far Julie was still the only one who could take every single inch.
Mom tried to keep working on breakfast, but it got harder and harder for her concentrate as I pounded her little pussy. Even though she was a mother, she was still incredibly tight and it took a lot of effort to thrust my cock in and out of her so fast. I had to stretch her on every stroke, then fight against her pussy when I pulled out since it never seemed to want to let me go.
After about two hours of hard fucking, Mom and I came at the same instant. I buried as much of my twenty-inch cock inside her as I could while my cum exploded into her already over-stuffed pussy. She moaned and writhed on my shaft. My orgasm lasted several minutes, and by the end of it I was sure I'd emptied enough semen in her to fill a bathtub.
"I can't believe you two started without me."
I turned around to find Julie standing there with her arms folded across her chest and her bottom lip stuck out in a pout. She was gloriously naked, and even though her arms covered her breasts, her pussy was on full display. Despite having just finished cumming, my cock twitched at the sight of my sexy sister's perfect body.
"Sorry," I said. "You were asleep."
"I couldn't help myself," Mom added. "Once his cock was out... I just wanted it in me. I don't know what it is, but I can't seem to resist my son's cock."
Julie's expression changed into a wistful smile.
"I guess I shouldn't blame you," she said. "I know what it's like. I can't resist him either." She turned to me. "Jason, just for the record, me being asleep is no excuse to leave me out of sexy times."
"Sorry," I said. "I'll make it up to you."
"Mmm, I know you will."
I pulled out of Mom, and Julie instantly dropped to her knees and took my cock all the way into her mouth. She swallowed my entire shaft until her forehead was pressed against my stomach. She eagerly cleaned off all of my cum and Mom's juices. Then she pulled away from me.
Without missing a beat, Julie scooted over to Mom and latched onto her pussy. My sister licked and sucked on our mother's fuck-cavern to get as much of my cum out as she could. It was the first time I'd ever seen her use her tongue on another girl like that, let alone the first time she'd really done anything with Mom. I couldn't believe how normal she made it look.
Mom had already been a little shaky after the orgasm I'd given her. When her daughter started attacking her pussy, she almost collapsed. She had to hold onto the counter to steady herself. The way Julie was going, it looked like Mom might cum again any moment.
"Julie dear," Mom said. "I'm making breakfast. You should eat something other than Jason's cum."
"But Mommy," Julie said as she briefly stopped licking, "it's my favourite thing. And besides, I read that the healthiest thing a girl can eat is her brother's cum. Especially if we're twins. We're so genetically similar that his cum has all the nutrients I need in it. It's basically the same thing as breast milk for babies."
"Well... as long as you're eating healthily, I suppose I shouldn't complain. I certainly wouldn't want to take away your favourite treat."
Julie beamed. "Thanks, Mommy. You're the best."
Mom looked at me. "Jason honey, you'll have to make sure you eat plenty, okay? If you're going to be feeding your sister and all, you need to keep your strength up."
"Yes, Mommy," I said.
I was getting so turned on from watching my sister eat out my mother. I started stroking my cock again and tried to figure out if I could somehow get access to Julie's pussy without interrupting her.
Suddenly there were footsteps from down the hall. Mom, Julie, and I all turned around at the same instant. It had to be Dad coming, he was the only other one home. We all had to scramble to make sure we weren't caught in a compromising position. I kicked my boxers under the table and sat down so the tablecloth would hopefully hide the fact that I was naked from the waist down. Julie dived under the table after my boxers. Mom simply turned so that Dad would see her apron and not the fact that she had nothing on underneath.
"Morning, dear," Dad said as he entered the room. "Morning, Jason."
"Good morning," Mom and I said.
"Excellent timing," Mom said. "I just finished breakfast. Sit down and I'll put it on the table."
"That sounds wonderful," Dad said.
He sat down and Mom got busy putting things on the table without turning her back. Luckily Dad was soon too preoccupied with filling up his plate to bother looking around too much. There was lots to keep him busy. Mom had made pancakes, eggs, bacon, waffles, toast, cereal, orange juice, coffee, sausage, fruit salad, muffins, and bagels. She didn't say anything, but I got the feeling she wanted to make sure I was eating enough. I knew she was just being a mother and looking after her kids, but I was old enough to know that I needed to eat more than usual when so much of my cum was going straight into my sister's tummy.
Mom sat down with us when she had everything set out. She seemed relieved that Dad hadn't noticed how revealing her attire actually was.
"Where's Julie at?" Dad asked. "Should we call her?"
"Um... she's still sleeping," I said. "She was up pretty late with... studying."
Mom choked on a mouthful of juice she'd just taken. She obviously had a pretty good guess what Julie had been doing to be up so late. A moment later she choked on another mouthful. When I heard the sound of someone licking, I realized why. Sure enough, a peek under the table revealed my sister kneeling in front of Mom and lapping at her pussy like a puppy.
"Oh," Dad said. "Well I suppose she's old enough to know when breakfast is." He turned to Mom. "And how come you haven't taken your apron off? You're done with the cooking, aren't you?"
"Well... um... it's just that..." Mom stammered, unable to think up a good excuse. Her daughter's tireless, cum-seeking tongue probably wasn't helping her think.
"There's a small tear in her shirt," I interrupted. "She ripped it while she was making breakfast and she's embarrassed about it. She wouldn't even let me see it."
Dad smiled indulgently at Mom. "You know you don't have to worry about things like that around your family, dear. Your clothes don't have to be immaculate when you're at home."
"I know," Mom said, giving me a grateful smile. "It's just... I feel so silly about it. It was so clumsy of me."
"Well that's okay," Dad said. "If you want to cover it up, that's up to you."
The three of us went back to our food. I found I was even hungrier than I thought, which was a feeling I was getting to be quite familiar with. I'd been producing far more cum lately than I was used to, and I needed to make sure I ate enough to make up for that.
A couple minutes later, I suddenly felt a tongue on my cock. It was obviously Julie since she was the only one under the table. She must have gotten all of my cum that she could out of Mom's pussy. I'd actually softened temporarily, but at her touch I quickly got back to my full nineteen-inch hardness.
It took all my willpower not to moan out loud as I felt my sister's full, soft lips engulf my cock. Her silky smooth tongue and throat embraced my shaft lovingly and with practiced ease. I had to focus on continuing to put food in my mouth and chew it while she gave me a blowjob under the table. We were in so much danger of being caught by Dad, but somehow that just turned me on even more. When I looked down I saw that there was a slowly expanding puddle of pussy juice coming from where Julie was kneeling, confirming that she was just as horny as I was.
I was pretty sure that Mom realized my cock was currently holstered in my sister's throat. She had a knowing smile on her lips as she ate and sipped at her coffee. Dad, fortunately, remained oblivious.
Julie bobbed her head enthusiastically on my cock. She made sure to always keep at least a third of my twenty-two-inch shaft in her throat at all times, and the rest of my length rapidly appeared and disappeared between her lips. She sucked me like that for about twenty minutes and thirty seconds without any further incident.
All of a sudden, Mom accidentally spilled some syrup on herself while trying to get it on her pancakes. It landed on one of her 78GG breasts, of course. They stuck out so much that they shielded the rest of her body from any such incident. Without giving it any thought, Mom licked the top of her boob clean. Unfortunately for her, she'd forgotten that she was still holding the syrup bottle and accidentally spilled some on her other breast while she was cleaning the first one.
Mom's tits were so big that she had no difficulty getting them to her mouth and licking just about any part of them clean. I was pretty sure the ease of cleaning prevented her from thinking too much about the situation, since she kept switching the syrup bottle between her hands and got one breast dirty just as the other was cleaned up. She went back and forth for several minutes, her tongue busily at work on whichever of her lust-balloons currently needed it.
Dad wasn't paying any attention, but I was hypnotized by the display. Mom was openly licking and sucking on her own boobs, as well as accidentally lifting them more and more out of the top of her apron. Soon enough her nipples began to appear, peeking out at me from the top of her sole article of clothing.
It was only when Mom got some syrup on one of her nipples and popped the whole breast out of her apron to suck it off that she realized what she was doing to me. She winked at me and made more of a show of sucking at her own milk-nozzle than she had before. She then did the same to her other breast despite it not needing the attention. At least she put down the syrup bottle before she used it all.
Mom finally covered herself back up just before Dad looked over at her. She had been very close to being caught, but she didn't seem to let it affect her. As soon as Dad looked away again, she took one of her breakfast sausages and began to suck on it suggestively. My cock twitched in Julie's mouth and nearly made my sister bang her head on the bottom of the table. She gave me a small, reproachful slap on the leg.
Eventually Mom put the sausage down, and instead got up to clear some dishes off of the table. I got good view of her ass as she walked to the sink, and she made sure to wiggle her hips far more than necessary. She turned around and, once she made sure Dad wasn't looking, she untied her apron and let it fall to the floor. My mother stood completely naked in the kitchen with my father right there where he could turn around any second and see her. It was too much.
All thrill of the risk we were taking, as well as the view of Mom's pussy and breasts, and especially Julie's dedicated little mouth combined to push me over the edge. I reached under the table to pull my sister's face hard against my lap just before I came. I knew she loved it when my cum was deposited directly into her stomach without going through her mouth or throat first.
Julie eagerly took all of my cum inside her tummy and didn't make even a single attempt to pull away from me the whole time. I came hard, and with the load I gave her I was pretty sure she'd be full for the rest of the day. It was a good thing I'd had a big breakfast.
Mom stood there playing with herself as she watched me cum into my sister's belly. She put her apron back on just before Dad turned around to find out what she was doing. She quickly walked back to the table to clear some more dishes.
Once I finally stopped cumming, Julie slipped my boxers back up my legs so I was finally dressed again. I was kind of relieved, although I knew that my sister was still fully naked under the table. Mom picked up on the problem and pretended to accidentally drop a plate into the sink hard enough to make a loud noise, but not to break it. As soon as Dad turned to investigate, I shoved Julie out from under the table with my foot and she quickly scampered off and out of sight.
A few minutes later Julie reappeared, this time fully dressed. She pretended like she'd just woken up.
"Morning, everyone," she said.
"Sorry, Jules," Dad said. "You just missed breakfast. You should learn to get up earlier."
Julie winked at me. "That's okay, Daddy," she said, patting her tummy. "I already ate."
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I woke up one morning feeling very tired. I managed to make it down to the kitchen and slumped into a chair at the table. Julie, my eighteen year old twin sister, looked very concerned about my state.
"Jason, you don't look very well this morning," she said. She bounced over to me and put the back of her hand on my forehead. "You feel pretty warm too. Are you sick?"
"I don't know," I said. "I just feel really tired."
"Well you should go back to bed then. I'll call Mom and have her call the school to tell them you won't be in."
"Okay. Thanks Julie."
I kissed my sister and she gave my cock a quick squeeze through my pants. She didn't seem very happy about going to school without me, but she was also clearly worried about me. Usually she wouldn't have left me at the house without at least giving me a blowjob beforehand.
I stripped off my clothes and collapsed back into bed. I tossed and turned for a while, but eventually fell asleep.
****
A while later I heard someone else in the house. The noises were coming from downstairs, but soon I heard footsteps on the stairs. Whoever it was seemed to be looking for me. It was probably Julie skipping out on school.
"Hello?" I called.
I didn't get an immediate answer, but a moment later I found out who it was. My big sister Angie appeared in the doorway of my room with a concerned look on her face.
"Hey, little bro," Angie said. "Julie told me you were sick and asked me to come take a look."
"Hey, Angie," I said. "Thank you for coming over. I don't get to see you very often."
"I know, I'm sorry. I get so busy with work and all."
Angie was a licensed nurse, doctor, and surgeon, as well as having experience with massage therapy and swimsuit modeling. It was hard to believe how much she'd accomplished at only twenty years old. I couldn't blame Julie for calling her over since she would almost certainly know what was wrong with me.
I couldn't help staring at my big sister's breasts as she walked closer. Her tits were bigger than Julie's, but not as big as Mom's. She had a nice pair of 35CDD boobs that bounced pleasingly with every step. I realized that since I'd been having sex with Julie regularly, I seemed far more comfortable with checking out my other sister too. I hoped I wasn't too obvious about it.
Angie put the back of her hand on my forehead just like Julie had earlier. She frowned slightly.
"So how exactly are you feeling, Jase?" she asked.
"Really tired," I said. "That's about all it is. I'm not coughing or anything."
"Okay. Let me take a quick listen of your breathing."
Angie put her ear against my chest and had me breathe normally for several seconds. I felt her breasts pressing against me, and the feeling was enough to start getting me hard. I tried to convince my cock to stay soft, but it had learned that feeling my sister's boobs was a good reason to come to life. Apparently it didn't care that Julie and Angie weren't the same person.
Soon I had a sixteen-inch tent in my sheets. I knew Angie would notice it eventually, but I had to hope she wouldn't realize that she'd caused it. If she figured out that she was turning me on, she might discover that I'd been having sex with Julie and Mom and then we'd all be in trouble. That sort of thing was incest, after all.
"How does it sound?" I asked once Angie lifted her head.
"Well... it's not bad," she said. "I think I might know what the problem is...."
She seemed hesitant to go any further. I wondered if it was because I had something bad.
"Is it serious?" I asked.
"If it's what I think it is, then I can take care of it. The thing is, it could be a little awkward. I'm going to have to ask you a question that might be kind of embarrassing for you."
"What is it?"
Angie took a deep breath. "Have you been masturbating or having sex more then usual lately?"
She blushed and I blushed too. She was right, that was kind of embarrassing. I didn't want to admit that I'd been fucking our sister and mother every chance I got.
"Yes," I said, hoping she wouldn't need details.
"Thank you for answering honestly. There's one more thing I need to test, and I need you to remember that I am acting as a medical professional right now and not as your sister."
"Okay."
"Jason, I need to taste some of your cum. And I'm going to have to jerk you off to get it."
I stared at Angie with my mouth open. She couldn't have just said what I thought she said. My cock twitched at the thought of my sexy big sis swallowing my cum.
"Well, if you need to..." I said carefully. "I don't want to stop you from figuring out what's wrong."
"I promise I'll be professional about it. I won't mention it to anyone afterward. It's a very important test to determine the cause of your fatigue. It might be awkward, but it will also feel at least a little bit good too. You can pretend I'm someone else while I extract your semen if it helps."
"No, Angie. You're being so nice to help me out that I'd feel bad pretending you were someone else. I'm glad that big sister is able to take care of me, and I know you're just doing your job. It's not like it would be incest or anything."
"Exactly, I'm glad you understand that. So many people don't get that medical procedures don't count as incest even if it's something like a sister jerking off her brother so she can taste his cum."
Angie pulled back my covers. I was already naked underneath, and my eighteen-inch cock was standing straight up. My sister's eyes opened wide as she saw how big I was.
"Is something wrong?" I asked.
"No, definitely not," Angie said. "In fact, your penis is so big that I have a hard time believing that anything could be wrong with you."
She knelt down between my legs and reached out to gently put both of her hands on my hard shaft. She seemed totally in awe of my size. My cock twitched and pulsed under her fingers as she started stroking me.
"Oh god, Angie," I said. "Even though you're my sister, the way you're jerking me feels so good."
"I'm glad you like it, little bro. Having your big sister jerk you off would be much more unpleasant for both of us if you weren't enjoying it."
"Of course I'm enjoying it. I know I shouldn't think this because you're my sister, but you're so sexy and your hands are so soft and amazing on my cock."
Angie smiled at the compliment and kept stroking me. After a few minutes she paused for a moment.
"Jason, I have another suggestion that I wouldn't bring up if you didn't seem so open minded."
"What is it?"
"I think I'd be able to make you cum faster if I were to use my mouth too. I know that seems wrong because I'm your sister, but just remember that I'm also a medical professional and I wouldn't do anything that wasn't in your best interest."
I nearly came when Angie said she would use her mouth on me. It took a lot of restraint to not show how excited I was at the idea.
"Angie, you know more about these things than I do. If you think that using your mouth would help, then you should do it. It wouldn't be incest and it wouldn't be wrong in any way because it would be for medical reasons."
"That's right. You know, you might be the easiest patient to get along with that I've ever had. Most of the time people don't listen to my advice so well."
If only she knew why I was so easy to get along with. She had no idea that I actually wanted her to jerk me off and use her mouth. Most people wouldn't be so eager to have their big sister make them cum, but I was used to having sex with family members already. The idea of engaging in incest wasn't as shocking to me as she probably thought it was.
Angie went back to jerking me off. She leaned down closer to my cock and licked the tip. I groaned and tried not to cum. I wanted to see how far she'd go, and if I came too early I wouldn't get the chance.
My big sister licked and stroked my shaft, using her tongue more and more as saw that I was okay with it. She seemed concerned that I was going to change my mind, and I knew I couldn't tell her that it was all okay because I'd done much dirtier things with Mom and Julie already.
Finally Angie opened her mouth as wide as she could and took the head of my penis inside. Her soft, full lips wrapped around my shaft, caressing it sensually. She bobbed her head up and down, taking more of my length with every movement. I soon felt my cock entering her throat, and I could see the bulge my cock made as she swallowed it. I was so impressed when she managed to take it all. Only Julie had been able to accomplish that feat so far.
"Oh, Angie," I moaned. "I can feel your throat squeezing my cock. You're my big sister and you have my entire eighteen-inch cock inside your mouth. You're going to make me cum."
Angie kept working me, bobbing her head faster and faster. Just like Julie, she didn't seem to ever need to come up for a breath. I could only hold on for about fifteen and a half minutes of being sucked off by my sexy big sister before I came.
"I'm going to cum, big sis!" I said. "Your mouth and throat are so wet and tight, and you're so sexy that I'm going to cum inside you!"
She pulled back so that the head of my cock was in her mouth instead of her throat. She needed to taste my cum, and that wouldn't work if I came directly in her tummy like I usually did with Julie.
Angie swallowed shot after shot of my cum, letting it wash over her tongue before disappearing down her throat. Seeing my big sister taking my load in such a professional way made me cum even harder. I knew that it turned her on and wasn't just business. I also knew that she couldn't admit that because it would be the same as admitting that she enjoyed incest with her little brother.
"Well, it looks like I was right," Angie said once I'd finally stopped cumming.
"What is it?" I asked.
"As I'm sure you know, every time you cum you're expelling nutrients from your body. It makes your cum very healthy to eat, especially for me or Julie because we're your sisters, but it means you need to replenish those nutrients. From the taste of your cum, I'd say you're quite low on some of them."
I remembered Julie saying something about how my cum was the healthiest thing she could eat. However, I'd never realized that cumming so much might affect my health.
"So I need to eat healthier?" I asked.
"That is one possible answer," she said. "However, if we were to go with that sort of plan it would mean a very specific, unenjoyable diet for you. We could do that if you want, but I do have a faster and easier solution."
"Really?"
"Yes. I'm afraid you might not like it though. Again, it would be purely for health reasons so it wouldn't be incest, but... we would need to do some more sexual things. You've been very cooperative so far, but I know it must be awkward for you to have your sexy big sister stroke and suck your penis."
My cock twitched at the thought of Angie doing even more things to me. I felt lucky just to have her give me a blowjob, let alone the promise of more yet to come. I wondered what she had in mind.
"Angie, you're my sister and the best doctor I know. I'm willing to follow any medical advice you give me without question. Even if you told me that you and I have to have sex every day, or that you'll have to taste my cum on a regular basis to make sure I'm healthy, I'm willing to accept that."
"I'm glad to hear you say that, Jason. The fact that you're willing to commit incest with your big sister for the sake of your health makes my job much easier."
"I'll do whatever I need to. What's your plan?"
"Well, the easiest way for me to replenish your nutrients is to feed you my breast milk. It's very similar to how it works with your cum. A woman's milk is very healthy, especially for any of her children or siblings. Because we're brother and sister, the nutrients in my breast milk should replace the ones you've lost from cumming so much."
"But... you can't produce milk, can you?" I asked. "I thought you had to have a baby for that."
"That's the tricky part," she admitted. "And it's also the part of my plan that I expect you to like the least. You'd have to get me pregnant for this to work."
My big sister wanted me to get her pregnant! I couldn't believe that I'd heard her right. That meant we'd have to have sex. Angie wanted to have incestuous sibling sex with me!
I got so turned on from the idea that I came without warning. Angie hadn't been prepared for this second explosion of semen. Most of it landed on her, soaking her clothes and hair nearly instantly. By the time I finished she was absolutely covered in her brother's cum.
"Sorry," I said.
"That's okay," Angie said. "I work in a hospital so I've dealt with much worse than this. Just between you and me, if it wasn't incest and therefore wrong, I'd be so turned on by being covered in my brother's cum."
Angie stripped out of her messy clothes and wiped off her face and head as well as she could. I almost came again at the sight of my completely naked, twenty year old big sister. Her breasts were so amazing and sexy, and her pussy was shaved perfectly smooth. I wanted to throw her down on the bed and fuck the shit out of her.
"You'd really be turned on by something like that?" I asked hopefully.
"Well, yeah. I hope that doesn't freak you out. I just think the idea of sex with my own brother is crazy hot, and now that I know how big your cock is it's even hotter."
"It doesn't freak me out at all," I said. "You are so amazing and sexy that even if you're my sister, all I want to do is slam my massive cock into your tight little pussy and fuck you until we both cum."
"Luckily we have that opportunity. Since it's for medical purposes, we can fuck each other right now and not feel guilty about it."
"You're such a good sister to me, Angie. I can't believe you're going to have sex with me, even though normally it would be incest."
"Mmm, trust me, I think we'll both enjoy it, little bro."
Angie had me lie back with my cock pointed straight up. She stood above me, straddling my waist, and positioned her pussy directly above my full two-foot erection. She was leaking pussy juices all the way down her legs onto the bed.
"I know I'm going to enjoy feeling my big sister's pussy," I said.
"And I'm definitely going to enjoy feeling my little brother's cock inside me," she said. "Now just let me take care of everything. I'm a doctor so I know what I'm doing."
Angie slowly and carefully lowered herself onto my cock, taking my entire length inside her in one hard, fast movement. She moaned so loud as she was filled up all the way by her brother's penis that a dormant volcano on the other side of the world suddenly became active. I couldn't believe that she'd taken my whole cock inside her. Only Julie had been able to do that until now.
"Holy fuck!" she screamed. "This is the best feeling I've ever had in my entire life! My little brother's cock is stretching my tight little pussy so much that I feel like I'm going to explode! Even though his cock is so big that my pussy can't physically contain it, it doesn't hurt at all and just feels amazing!"
"My big sister's pussy is so tight and wet around my cock," I said. "It's squeezing me so much and I can feel how much she cares for me by how tight it is."
"I love you so much, little bro," she said. "Now that your penis has been inside me I love you more than ever."
"I feel exactly the same way," I said. "Now that I'm inside you I know that we have a special bond that can never be broken."
Angie started bouncing wildly up and down on my cock. Nearly the entire length of my shaft appeared and disappeared inside her. She was being driven crazy by the sheer pleasure of being filled up by her brother's impossibly massive penis.
After forty minutes of intense, non-stop fucking, we came at the same instant. Angie moaned so loud as she came that the volcano she'd activated earlier went dormant again. I filled up her pussy with wave after wave of my cum.
"That's it, Jason," she yelled. "Fill your big sister's vagina with all of your cum. Make sure she gets pregnant with her little brother as the father."
"I'm cumming so hard in your pussy, Angie. You will get pregnant for sure. And it will be because of your brother when you do, because that's who you're having sex with right now."
I pumped enough sperm into Angie to repopulate most of the earth. There was no way she wouldn't get pregnant from having that much cum in her pussy.
"That was so awesome," Angie said. "Thank you for making me feel so good."
"I felt the same way," I said. "Your pussy was incredible. You took my entire two-foot cock inside it."
"Well, it makes sense that it felt so good for both of us because a sister's body is made for her brother's cock. It's been scientifically proven. That's how I was able to take you all the way into my throat and pussy. My body knows you're my brother and that it needs to stretch to let you fill me all the way up."
That explained why Julie had been able to take my cock so well too. I'd always known it wasn't because she was a slut or anything, because she'd never had sex with anyone except me. Now I knew the scientific reason for it.
"So are you pregnant now?" I asked.
"Of course I am," Angie said. She patted her tummy, drawing my attention to the soft curve that it hadn't had before. "It's only a guess, but with the amount of cum you put in me I'd say I'm probably about two months pregnant right now."
She squeezed one of her nipples experimentally, and a small jet of milk shot out. I noticed that her breasts had grown too, now that she was pregnant. They looked like they were a size 44DCDE.
"Your boobs got bigger," I said.
"Mm-hm. That can happen. I'm sure you don't mind, do you?" she said with a wink. "Anyway, since I'm producing breast milk now, we should probably proceed with the plan."
I nodded and lay down in my sister's lap. She cradled my head and guided my mouth to one of her breasts. I sucked the nipple between my lips in a completely natural reaction. It was like my body could sense what it was supposed to do. Angie wasn't my mother, but she must have been close enough to confuse my instincts.
I sucked on Angie's breast like a baby, eagerly swallowing all the milk I could get out of her. It was sweet and delicious. It probably tasted better because of how genetically similar we were.
"That's it, little bro," she cooed. "Suck on your sister's big boobies and get all the yummy milk out. Fill up your tummy with with your big sis's breast milk."
I felt so safe and loved being cared for by my sister. She held me and fed me like I was her baby, but it was kind of sexual too. My cock was fully hard, and she started stroking it in a soft, motherly way while I sucked on her tits.
Angie's breast milk had an immediate effect on me. The more I drank, the more energetic I felt. It was replenishing all the nutrients I'd been carelessly wasting lately. By the time I switched to her other breast, I felt ready to run three or four marathons.
Eventually I drained the last of my sister's milk. I was pleasantly full, and incredibly horny.
"Looks like you're feeling better," Angie said.
"Yes, I am," I said as I stood up. "I'm glad I listened to your advice because I feel so good right now. I never would have known if you hadn't been here for me."
"That's what sisters are for," she said. "That and having sex with, obviously." She looked down at my cock. "Oh wow! Jase, look at your cock! It's gotten even bigger than before!"
I looked down and saw that she was right. Not only had her milk given me more energy, but apparently it had made my cock bigger too. At an estimate, I guessed that it was precisely thirty inches long. It also appeared to have gotten thicker.



"I can't believe my cock actually changed size," I said. "I must have been lower on nutrients than I thought."
"You barely fit inside me before," Angie said. "And now your penis is so much longer and thicker. You know we have to try it out."
"Are you sure?" I asked. "Because you know that would be incest."
"I don't care. You're my brother, but you have the best cock I've ever felt. Now it's even bigger and I have to feel what it's like inside my tight little pussy or I'm going to die. Even though it's big enough that it's physically impossible for me to take the whole thing, I need it inside me so badly. Please fuck the shit out of me, little brother."
Angie pouted and gave me the most adorable puppy dog eyes. I couldn't resist her even if I'd wanted to.
"Okay," I said. "Even thought it's incest and wrong, I want to fuck you so badly that I don't care about that stuff. I love you so much and just want to have sex with you so that I can show you how much I care about you."
"Oh, thank you so much," she said, hugging me tightly. "You're the best brother in the whole world because you're willing to fuck your big sister."
Angie got on her hands and knees on my bed and wiggled her perfect ass at me. My cock twitched and accidentally slapped her butt. Her pussy was literally a waterfall.
"I'm going to shove my big cock inside you now," I said.
"Do it," she said. "Pleeease slam your huge cock into your sister's tiny cunt. She needs it so badly."
I lined myself up and thrust my cock as hard as I could into Angie's tight hole. She screamed loud enough to dislodge tectonic plates all over the world and had an immediate orgasm as soon as I entered her. Since my shaft was so much bigger than last time, I was only able to get about half of it in at first. On my second thrust I buried the remaining fifteen inches inside my sister.
"Holy jesus shitting fuck," I said. "Your pussy is squeezing my penis so tightly that it feels like you're going to crush it. It feels absolutely one-hundred percent amazing."
"Your cock is so biiig," she moaned. "It's pushing my lungs out of the way right now and I can't breathe."
"Do you want me to stop?"
"No! You can't stop! If you don't fuck me as hard as possible right now I'll literally die from disappointment."
I couldn't argue with that. I started pounding Angie's minuscule fuck-hole with all my strength. I fucked her so hard that I was pulling my entire length out of her and slamming it back in on each thrust. She came every single time I buried my shaft inside her pussy. Even though I was far too big for her body to handle, she was getting nothing but pleasure from it.
"My big sister's pussy is to small and tight around my elephant sized cock," I moaned. "It's going to make me cum because it feels so good."
"Even though you're crushing and squeezing all of my internal organs with your penis, it doesn't hurt at all," Angie said. "I'm experiencing absolute ecstasy, and it's all thanks to my brother's cock."
I could only hold on so long before cumming. My sister's pussy was just too tight to go on any longer, even though I wanted to fuck her for the rest of the day. My body exploded in the most intense orgasm I'd ever had.
My first shot of cum was so powerful that it launched Angie off my cock and into the wall. My semen was being launched from my cock harder and faster than I'd ever experienced before. Thanks to the extra energy I had, my orgasm was taking control of my body.
I just kept cumming, wave after wave of gooey mess shooting out and covering the walls, bed, ceiling, floor, and especially Angie. My sister was soon buried in ever more cum than the last time I'd accidentally painted her with jizz.
"Well, you're definitely feeling better," Angie said. "You're making quite a mess though. Let me take care of that before you drown us."
She pounced on my cock, taking it in her mouth. She swallowed my cum as fast as she could in order to keep it from going all over everywhere. I came for about two hours, and Angie swallowed every drop.
"You're definitely an amazing nurse, and an even more amazing sister," I told her.
"Aw, thanks," she said. "And you're a great brother. That was the best sex I've ever had. I hope you'll want to do it again, even though I'm your sister."
I kissed her hard.
"Of course I want to do it again," I said. "I love you so much and fucking you was so awesome that I couldn't bear not getting to have sex with my big sister again."
Angie smiled happily and kissed me back. We both went to shower off together, then went and cuddled on Angie's old bed from when she'd lived with us since it wasn't covered in love juices. All I had to do now was figure out how to let her know that I was having sex with Mom and Julie too. I couldn't wait to get all three of them in bed with me.
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I was sitting on the couch with my eighteen year old twin sister, Julie. We were cuddling naked together and freely playing with each other's bodies. I ran my hands over her perfect little breasts and pussy, while she mostly toyed with my seventeen-inch cock.
Suddenly the front door of the house opened and someone came in. Julie and I scrambled to put our clothes back on in case it was someone who shouldn't see us naked together. It turned out to be our twenty year old big sister, Angie.
"Angie!" Julie exclaimed excitedly.
She ran to her big sister and jumped in her arms, hugging her tightly. It had been a while since they'd seen each other. I'd seen Angie more recently when she came to help me when I wasn't feeling well. She was a registered nurse, doctor, and surgeon, so it had been easy for her to figure out what was wrong with me. We'd ending up having sex too. Julie didn't know about that yet. It was hard to know what the best way was to tell my sisters that I was having sex with both of them.
"Hey, Julie," Angie said. "Hey, Jason."
"Hey," I said back.
"Are you staying with us?" Julie asked her sister. "How long? Are you moving back in? I miss you so much I wish you'd come back. I--"
"Whoa, little sis," Angie said. "You know I'd love to see you guys more, but I'm so busy with running my hospital and all. I just came over to check up on your brother."
"Oh," Julie said, her voice full of disappointment.
"Don't be sad," Angie said. "My afternoon's free, so I can stay for a while. Is that better?"
Julie nodded, but obviously wasn't completely convinced. Angie gave her a chaste, sisterly kiss on the lips as an apology. They stuck their tongues in each other's mouths and made out fiercely in an innocent and loving way while I watched. My fully erect cock twitched in my pants at the sight of my two sexy sisters showing such pure and unsexual love for each other.
"I guess it's not so bad if you're staying for a little while," Julie conceded. "I just wish I got to see you more."
"Me too, Julie," Angie said before turning to me. "So, Jason. It's about time for your treatment. Shall we go to your room?"
I glanced back and forth between my two sisters. I decided there was no reason to hide my 'treatment' from Julie. It might make things easier for me if I let her watch.
"No, that's okay," I said. "I'm fine with doing it here."
"Are you sure?" Angie asked. "I mean, it is medical and all, but I also thought it might be kind of embarrassing for you."
"Julie will understand," I said. "Plus, she'll get to spend more time with you and I'm sure she'll like that."
Angie shrugged and nodded while Julie just looked slightly puzzled. She'd figure out what Angie and I were talking about soon enough.
"Okay, Julie," Angie said. "The first thing to establish is that what your brother and I are about to do might look sexual and incestuous, but I can assure you it isn't. It's something we have to do to make sure he stays healthy."
I saw Julie perk up at the words 'sexual' and 'incestuous.' She might not have even heard the rest of the sentence.
"I'll just watch," Julie assured her sister. "I won't interfere."
Angie sat down on the couch and pulled her shirt off. She wasn't wearing a bra, so her lovely 36DDE breasts sat naked and perky on her chest. I lay on my back with my head on her lap, waiting until she was ready. She cradled my head and guided me to suck on one of her nipples. I happily nursed on my big sister's tit, swallowing all the delicious milk I could get from it.
"That's it, little bro," Angie cooed. "Big sis has lots of healthy milk for you. Drink it all up."
Julie stared wide-eyed at the sight before her. I knew she couldn't have been expecting anything like what she was seeing.
"Oh, wow," Julie said. "So this is what he needs to stay healthy?"
"That's right," Angie said. "Your brother's been cumming so much that his body got depleted of nutrients. My milk helps keep him topped up."
"That makes sense," Julie said. "But don't you have to be pregnant to produce milk?"
Angie blushed. "I am," she said quietly. "I had to get Jason to get me pregnant so the treatment could work. I know you probably think we must have had sex with each other and what we did was wrong because it was incest. All I can say is that it doesn't count as incest because it was medically necessary."
Again, I saw Julie twitch with excitement each time Angie said 'sex' or 'incest.' She was doing a good job hiding her interest, all things considered. She had to watch her brother suck on her sister's naked breasts, and I knew she could see the massive tent in my pants. I was a little surprised she hadn't stripped me and jumped on my cock yet.
"Is that why your tummy is a little bit round?" Julie asked. "I didn't even notice that until just now."
"Yes," Angie said. "Jason filled me with so much cum that I got about two months pregnant from it."
"I think I'm kind of jealous," Julie said.
I wondered if she meant jealous because Angie was pregnant, or because she'd gotten filled up with my cum. Either way, Julie wasn't the sort too get too jealous over other girls since she knew she'd always be my favourite.
"Well I'm glad you're not disgusted by it," Angie said. "Some people have that reaction to anything they think is even slightly incestuous. Are you really jealous of me for having my brother's baby inside me though?"
Julie suddenly realized that if she said anything else, she'd give away what kind of relationship her and I had. She decided to change the subject.
"Can I try your breast milk?" she asked Angie.
"Julie, you know that would mean you'd have to suck on your sister's boobies," Angie said. "That would be incest."
"I just wanna try a little," Julie whined. "It looks so good."
"It is," I said, pausing briefly from sucking my sister's nipple. "I think it'd be okay if she tried some, wouldn't it?" I asked Angie. "What if she takes her shirt off too so you won't be the only one?"
Angie thought about it. Julie was squirming and trying not to say anything while she waited impatiently.
"Okay," Angie finally said. "But just remember, you can't tell anyone about this."
"Thankyouthankyouthankyou," Julie said, instantly pulling off her shirt to reveal her perfect little titties.
Julie knelt down and started sucking on Angie's other breast while I kept happily working on the one in my mouth. Pretty soon the only sounds in the room were those of Angie's nipples being sucked by her two younger siblings. She couldn't help moaning softly at the sensation of her boobs getting such eager attention from her brother and sister.
"Mmm, my brother's and sister's lips and tongues feel so good on my nipples," Angie said.
"Your milk tastes really good," Julie said. "I wish I could drink it every day."
"Well, it would be healthy for you," Angie admitted. "Especially since you're my sister. A sibling's breast milk or cum are about the healthiest things anyone can eat or drink."
Soon Julie and I drained the last of Angie's milk, and her breasts shrank down to a size 35CDE. We'd taken so much milk out I was surprised they didn't get even smaller than that. I still had a fully hard erection as I sat up since both of my sisters had their perfect, naked breasts on display.
"That was good," Julie said, patting her tummy the same way she often did when I'd just filled it up with cum. "So what are we gonna do now?"
"I don't know," Angie said.
Both of the girls were blatantly sneaking peeks at the bulge in my pants. I could tell they both wanted to get at what was inside, but they weren't sure how to do that with the other present.
"We should all get naked," Julie announced.
"All three of us?" Angie asked. "Why would we do that?"
"Because it would help us bond as siblings," Julie explained. "The three of us don't all get to be together very much anymore. If we all take our clothes off it will help make up for that."
"I don't know," Angie said, biting her lips sexily. "It seems like that might be kind of awkward. After all, we're siblings and we're not supposed to be naked around each other."
My cock was straining in my pants at the chance to see both of my sisters naked at the same time. I knew I had to help Julie's argument.
"I don't think it would be awkward," I said. "And I know I'd love to see my two beautiful, sexy sisters naked. I'm so lucky to have such amazing, perfect girls as my siblings."
Angie and Julie both blushed at the compliment.
"Okay," Angie said. "Let's do it then."
The three of us stripped off within seconds, then we all stood there for a moment checking each other out. I couldn't take my eyes off of my sisters' magnificent bare breasts, or their perfect, smooth little pussies. They were both focused exclusively on my twenty-five-inch cock that was pointed straight at them. I felt the time was right to reveal their mutual secrets.
"Angie, Julie," I said. "I need to tell you both something. I've actually had sex with both of you, and I don't think there's any point in trying to hide it any longer."
The girls were stunned by the news. They looked back and forth between each other and me.
"You had sex with Jason and didn't tell me?" Angie asked Julie.
"Well you did too," Julie said defensively.
I was worried they might start fighting, but instead they both broke into laughter.
"I guess I shouldn't be surprised," Angie said. "His cock is pretty irresistible."
"Yeah, and it makes it so much hotter that he's my brother," Julie added.
My sisters squealed and hugged each other. Their sexy, naked bodies pressed together, Angie's larger breasts squishing against Julie's smaller ones. I wanted to fuck both of them so badly.
Suddenly the two girls dropped to their knees in front of me and each started stroking and licking my cock. They took turns taking it into their mouths and bobbing their heads on it for a few seconds. Since they were my sisters, each of them was able to take my entire shaft down their throat. They were tag-teaming my cock like pros.
"This is so amazing," I said. "My sisters are naked and sucking on my cock. I'm so turned on right now."
Julie and Angie grinned up at me. They were so adorable together, and so eager to please me. Of course, they were also interested in their own needs. They were both rubbing their pussies while they licked and sucked my massive penis.
"I'm getting so turned on from sharing my brother's cock with my little sister," Angie moaned.
"I feel the same way," Julie said. "Giving Jason a blowjob always gets me so horny, but it's even better with my sister here too."
The girls started rubbing each other's pussy instead of their own. I couldn't take it.
"My naked sisters are masturbating each other while they suck me off," I said. "I'm getting so turned on by all of it that it's going to make me cum!"
Julie currently had me in her throat, and she began bobbing her head back forth with increased vigour when she heard how close I was to cumming. Seconds later my orgasm erupted from deep within me, and my cock began violently spewing semen from it's tip. Julie eagerly took the first few shots directly into her stomach, but then let Angie have a turn. My sisters shared equally, taking turns to clamp their mouths over my spasming shaft. They both ended up with tummies full of their brother's cum.
"Mmm, now I'm full from my sister's breast milk and my brother' cum," Julie said, patting her tummy again. "But I'm still so horny that I think I need Jason's cock in my pussy right away."
"Me too," Angie said. "Let's get him to fuck us together."
"How do we do that?" Julie asked.
Angie smiled and guided her little sister onto her back on the floor. Angie lay on top of Julie, their naked bodies pressed together once again.
"Now our pussies are right next to each other," Angie explained. "So it will be easy for Jason to switch back and forth between us."
"This such a good idea," Julie said. "It will be so amazing to have him fuck both of his sisters at the same time."
I agreed with Julie's assessment. I knelt down behind them and aimed my cock at her slit. Both girls were squirming with excitement, and their pussies were flowing like rivers with their juices. I shoved my full two-foot erection into Julie's cunt as hard as I could. She screamed in pleasure, nearly deafening Angie and me in the process. I quickly pulled all the way out, then thrust into Angie's pussy. My sisters moaned in ecstasy as I alternated filling both of their little cunts.
I found that by rapidly pulling out of one girl and slamming my cock into the other, I was able to keep both of them happy. All I had to do was fuck them twice as fast I normally would so they would both feel like they were having sex with me at the same time. It was pretty much an ideal arrangement. Angie was so smart to come up with it; she'd always been the brains of the family.
Angie and Julie started making out while I fucked them. They stuck their tongues down each other's throat and groped one another freely. Julie spent a lot of time fondling her sister's bigger tits, while Angie seemed to prefer Julie's toned ass.
"Oh god, Jason is fucking both of us while we make out with each other," Angie moaned to Julie. "Since we're all siblings, we shouldn't be doing any of this, but it's so hot!"
"I'm so turned on from having my pussy stuffed by my brother while I play with my sister's tits," Julie moaned in response.
I fucked my sisters for the better part of an hour until we all came at the same time. I kept alternating between them as I came, filling up both of their pussies with my semen. They hugged each other tightly and purred happily as their brother's cum was unloaded inside them.
Finally we all finished orgasming and stood up. A trickle of my cum leaked down each of my sisters' thighs. They both look so satisfied and happy.
"You two are the most amazing sisters ever," I told them. "Not only are you both willing to share me with each other, but you'd do it at the same time."
"Well, we love each other and we love you," Angie said. "That makes it an easy decision."
"That's right," Julie agreed. "I've never felt so loved and cared for as I did just now. Having my sister grab my ass and make out with me while my brother fills up my pussy is the best feeling in the world."
"You know," Angie said thoughtfully, "now that Jason's had both of our mouths and pussies, we probably should let him fuck our asses too. Can you imagine how close we'd all be after sharing something like that?"
"Um... I don't know," Julie said, suddenly nervous.
"What do you mean?" Angie asked. "Don't you want to have your brother's cum in your tummy, pussy, and ass at the same time? If we both do it, the three of us will share an unbreakable bond of love and trust forever."
"I do," Julie said. "I really, really do. It's just that... we haven't tried anal yet."
"Julie!" Angie exclaimed. "I thought you and Jase have been fucking for a while. How have you not let him fuck you in the ass yet? I'm very disappointed in you."
"I'm sorry," Julie said, cringing away from her sister. "But his cock is so big, and my asshole is so little, and I've never had anything up my butt before. I got kinda scared about trying it."
"Aw, don't be scared, baby sis," Angie said as she hugged Julie. "I know it looks like it would hurt to take Jason's massive cock in your tight little butt, but he's your brother and he would never, ever hurt you."
"I know," Julie said. "But I can't help being nervous."
"I understand that," Angie said. "But a sister letting her brother fuck her in all three holes is how she shows how much she loves him. I know you love Jason, so this is something you need to do."
"You're right," Julie said. "And I want to do it so much, but I don't know if I can."
"I'll be right here with you, okay?" Angie said. "Me and Jase will both make sure it's not painful for you. We love you too much to let you get hurt."
"Thank you," Julie said. "You two are the best siblings ever."
Julie kissed Angie lovingly, then kissed me with just as much affection. My cock was unbelievably hard at the idea of getting to fuck my sister's virgin ass. I'd never try to push her into doing something she didn't want to, but I was so excited to get the chance. I might even get to fuck Angie's ass too!
"I love you so much," I told Julie. "I promise you I would never hurt you. I could understand if you don't want me to fuck you in the butt, but I know you'd like it if I did."
Julie looked at me with the most innocent eyes I'd ever seen. I could tell she was still kind of nervous, but that she truly wanted to show me how much she loved me.
"Jason, please fuck my ass," she said. "Please fill my tiny, virgin hole with your massive cock. I love you more than anything and I want to feel you inside every part of my body. I want all of my holes to belong to my brother."
I kissed her passionately and held her naked body against mine. In that moment I loved Julie more than I ever thought I could.
"I'm so proud of you, Julie," Angie said. "You'll see that this will make things better than ever between the two of you."
Angie guided her younger sister to bend over the arm of the couch with her bare ass pointed directly at me. Julie wiggled her butt invitingly at me and I stepped up behind her. I could tell she was still kind of tense from anticipation.
"Relax, Julie," I said. "I'll never fit inside you if you tense up so much."
"I'll try," Julie said.
"Here, let me help," Angie said.
Angie knelt underneath Julie and started licking her little sister's pussy. My cock twitched at the sight of such a beautiful display of sapphic love between my sisters.
"Ooh, Angie, that feels nice," Julie cooed. "Having my big sister lick my pussy will definitely help me relax."
Angie knew exactly what she was doing. Very soon Julie had forgotten all about me and only cared about her sister's tongue. Angie signaled to me with her hand to get ready. I pointed my cock at Julie's butt, but made sure not to accidentally touch her and make her tense up again. I waited for Angie to indicate that Julie was ready for me.
Julie was visibly becoming more and more relaxed with every passing second. She was enjoying the attention to her wet little slit immensely. A minute later, Angie gave me a thumbs up.
I knew I had to be delicate since Julie wasn't used to having anything in her butt. I lined myself up, then eased myself as gently and lovingly as I could all the way to the hilt in my sister's virgin ass in one hard thrust. Julie screamed so loud in pleasure that she shattered the nearby windows and caused the whole house to shake.
"Oh my fucking god, Jason!" she yelled. "Your cock is all the way inside my ass! You're so big that my body literally has to stretch and rearrange itself around you! It should hurt, but it doesn't because you love me so much!"
Angie had to back away from Julie's pussy as it suddenly became a waterfall and threatened to drown her. There was no question that Julie was enjoying having her brother's cock filling and expanding her asshole. She was going absolutely crazy.
"Your ass feels so good," I told her. "It's so tight around my shaft, and it's so hot knowing I'm the first one to ever be inside it."
"My brother's cock is stretching out my ass so much," Julie moaned. "I never thought I would enjoy anal this much, but because we're siblings and we love each other so much, it's going to make me cum soon."
I started pounding Julie's ass as she moaned and thrashed on my cock. The torrent of juices from her pussy only got more intense as I fucked her formerly virgin hole.
"That is so hot!" Angie said. She was frantically rubbing her pussy as she watched us. "My little brother and sister are having anal sex for the first time and I get to see it."



I fucked Julie mercilessly, slamming my huge shaft into her impossibly tight ass over and over. She thrust her hips back against me on each stroke, helping to bury myself as deep inside her as possible. She was so tight and eager, and I was so turned on that I couldn't last very long. About twenty minutes later we came at the same time in a massive simultaneous orgasm.
Julie's body arched and her pussy sprayed like a fire hose as she came. My cock was buried inside her as my cum exploded deep within her ass. I could see her getting knocked forward with every shot of cum, but she pressed back against me every time to make sure I stayed all the way inside her.
"My little butt is being filled up with so much of my brother's cum," Julie said. "All three of my holes are going to be full of it at this rate."
I had already cum in Julie's mouth and pussy, and now I was cumming in her ass too. Our sibling bond was stronger than it had ever been before.
Julie and I collapsed on the floor as we finished cumming. She looked so happy and sated. Angie still looked horny, and since I was with my two naked sisters, my cock hadn't softened even a little. They each had the ability to keep me perpetually hard, even more so when they worked together.
"Angie, you should let Jason fuck you in the ass now," Julie said.
"I plan on it," Angie said. "That looked like way too much fun to pass up."
I was lying on my back with my two-foot cock pointed straight up. Angie stood with a foot on either side of my body, her ass facing toward me. Not only had I just fucked my twin sister in the butt, but now it looked like I'd get Angie's butt too.
"Go on, do it," I said. "I want to feel my cock inside my big sister's ass. I know you want to have your brother's cock stuffing your butt."
"Oh god, this is so hot," Angie said. "I can't believe I'm about to do this."
Angie lined herself up, then lowered herself onto the tip of my erection. My cock forced its way into her tight asshole, making her moan and gush pussy juices. She used gravity to help shove me deeper and deeper inside her until she had my entire shaft inside her butt. I got to watch her take my entire length like it was in slow motion. Somehow every single inch fit inside her.
"Your ass is so tight," I moaned. "My cock is being squeezed so much by my sister's butt."
"My brother's cock is tearing me open," Angie moaned back. "I can't believe how good it feels having my body destroyed by having something so huge inside my ass."
Angie bounced up and down on my shaft like she had springs attached to her. She was so turned on that she didn't even stop to let her body adjust to the new, massive intrusion. All she cared about was getting us both off via incestuous anal sex.
I grabbed my big sister's hips and helped her move, alternating between pushing her up, and slamming her back down onto my cock. Her poor ass was taking so much abuse, but we were both getting so much pleasure from it that we didn't care.
Eventually the amazing sensations and sheer dirtiness of what we were doing got to us, and we came at the same time. Angie screamed and bounced even faster on my cock as she came. I groaned and pumped her butt full of cum, matching the load I'd already given Julie.
By the time Angie and I were done, we were both exhausted. Both of my sisters were about as full of their brother's cum as they could possibly be, and I could tell that made them happy. I wanted them to be happy, and if having sex with them as often as possible could make that happen then I knew I was doing the right thing.
"Mmm, this has been such a fun day," Angie purred as she curled up beside me.
"So much fun," Julie agreed as she curled up on my other side.
Just then Mom walked in. She was fully naked, and she put her hands on her hips when she saw her three children lying together on the floor having clearly just had sex with each other.
"I can't believe you would all start without me," she said.
Angie and Julie both giggled, and after a moment I did too.
"Sorry, Mommy," we chorused.
Somehow I knew there was going to be plenty more sex with my family that day.
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I'd only been in bed for a few minutes when there was a knock on my door. It was a little unusual for anyone in my family to disturb me so late at night, but I didn't really mind. If one of them needed something, I preferred they get it now rather than wait until I was asleep.
"Come in," I called.
The door opened to reveal Ellie, the oldest of my three younger sisters. She was wearing a t-shirt and pyjama pants, indicating that she was heading to bed soon too.
"Hey, Neil," she said. "Sorry, I know you're trying to sleep and everything."
"Nah, don't worry about it. I only just got into bed. Do you need something?"
"Sort of. Maybe. I just... I started getting a little panicky about a couple of my classes is all."
Ellie took a step into the room. I leaned over and switched on my reading lamp. The extra light made it easier to pick out the signs of worry on her face.
"Come sit," I said, gesturing to the side of my bed.
I sat up as Ellie closed the door and made her way over to me. She took a seat toward the foot of the bed and pulled her knees up to her chest. She didn't look overly upset, so whatever was bugging her probably wasn't too big a deal. Then again, the women in the house were pretty talented at hiding things from me. Sometimes it was tricky being the only male around.
"I wasn't really sure who to talk to," she said. "But I thought we're more or less in the same situation and everything, so maybe...."
"You mean 'cause we're both going to university and I've already taken some of the classes you're in?" I leaned closer. "Are you gonna ask me to help you cheat?"
"What? No! You goof. I just wanted to talk, not get us both kicked out."
"We'd only get in trouble if you get caught. And you'd probably be the only one getting kicked out, unless you ratted on me."
Ellie tried to fight back a smile, but was slowly losing the battle.
"I don't need to cheat, okay?"
"Okay. Just making sure. What did you actually want to talk about?"
"I don't know. Just... stuff. Like, do you ever feel like it's only a matter of time before you fuck up royally?"
"Always."
"I'm serious!" she said, her continued smile betraying her attempt to chastise me. "I just finished a paper and I can't help feeling like it's no good. And that's stupid, because I know it's not that bad, but...." She shrugged helplessly. "Plus I have a test tomorrow too. And I have to keep my grades high enough to maintain my scholarship. And--"
"Whoa, Ellie, come on. You know you'll do fine. You're the smart one in the family, remember? I have yet to see you get a less-than-acceptable mark on anything."
"I know. It's stupid to worry about it, isn't it?"
I shook my head. "It's not stupid. It's unnecessary and counter-productive, but not stupid. Everybody worries."
Ellie nodded, then crawled over to sit beside me. I scooted to the side a bit so we had room to sit next to each other and lean back against the headboard of the bed.
"I was pretty sure I was just panicking over nothing anyway," she said. "It happens sometimes. I think it's worse 'cause there's been more stuff going on with my classes than normal recently."
"Yeah, you might just be a little overwhelmed. It'll calm down again soon. Most professors really aren't trying to make your life difficult. Although I did have one last year who was kind of an asshole...."
"Uh huh. I guess I should just remember that if you haven't failed any classes yet, I'm in no real danger."
"Hey!"
I aimed a punch at her shoulder that was light enough to be little more than a tap. She giggled and pretended to be knocked over by the blow before sitting back up.
"Sorry," she said. "You know I'm just kidding."
"Enh, it's not like you're wrong. Besides, you've been getting the best grades so long that all the pressure's on you to make Mom proud. She didn't even ask me what my marks were for last semester."
"Oh god, like I need to be reminded of her expectations right now," Ellie said while rolling her eyes. "I mean, that one time I failed a test back in high school... I still remember how disappointed she looked."
"Sorry," I said, feeling it was my turn to apologize. "Guess that wasn't helpful."
"Not so much. It's okay though, I'm actually feeling a little calmer now. I think I really did just need to talk about it." Ellie climbed off the bed and made her way to the door. "See ya tomorrow, okay?"
"Yeah, okay. Night, Ellie."
"G'night, Neil."
****
Breakfast the next morning was, as usual, disorganized. None of us ever seemed to eat it at exactly the same time, except perhaps for Lily and Alice. They tended to be more in sync than any of the rest of us were. It probably had something to do with being twins.
I was the last one to make it to the kitchen, just behind Ellie who was in the process of pouring herself some coffee. Mom was already on her way out the door and only stopped for a moment when she saw me arrive.
"Morning, Neil," she said. "I already told the girls, but I left some money and a list of groceries. I don't care who deals with it, so long as it gets done."
"'Kay Mom," I said. "Don't worry about it. Have fun at work."
I put all the sincerity in my words that Mom had every time she'd told me to have fun at school. She never found it nearly as amusing as I did when I gave it right back to her. To her credit, she didn't even roll her eyes this time.
"Alright, see you all tonight," she called as she headed out the door. "Love you."
There was a chorus of goodbyes from the kitchen, then back to near-silence broken by the muted sounds of eating and sipping coffee. Ellie was still standing by the counter with her mug, while Lily and Alice were at the table eating their bowls of cereal.
I glanced at the clock, then back to my youngest sisters. Getting them out the door in time to catch their bus was a bit of a pain at times. They were eighteen and, to my mind, old enough to look after themselves, but they did occasionally live up to their shared status of being the babies of the family.
"We're hurrying," Lily said, not even waiting for me to speak. "You don't need to crack the whip."
"Did I say anything?" I asked.
"You were gonna. You had your serious face on."
Alice just giggled and let her twin argue with me. Ellie was no help either. She just stood there with her mug held in front of her face to hide her smile.
"Well, just as long as you understand you're not getting a drive if you miss your bus," I said. "You've used up your chances for this year. You'll just have to walk if it happens again."
"Hey! It's not like I can help it if the bus driver's a jerk," Lily said. "Sometimes he gets here early and doesn't wait."
"Right. I suppose there's no way that it's just you being slow and not getting out there in time." I held up my hand to cut off her protests. "Anyway, point is, you better get on that bus."
Lily rolled her eyes and stuck her tongue out at me. I took a menacing step toward her, making her hop out of her chair. We held the stand-off for a moment, then Ellie finally stepped in to help. While I distracted Lily, Ellie moved silently behind her and swatted her on the butt. It wasn't a hard blow, but it was enough to make Lily squeal and turn toward her big sister with the look of a girl betrayed.
"Your bus is gonna be here in, like, ten minutes," Ellie said, not falling for Lily's puppy dog eyes any more than I was. "Get your butt moving."
Lily knew she was outgunned at that point. If Ellie or I hadn't been there to back the other up, she could have dragged Alice into the argument and outnumbered us. As it was, the twins had never been a match for their older siblings working as a team.
"Come on, Allie," Lily said, grabbing Alice's arm. "Let's go get ready."
Alice followed her sister to the room they shared without complaint. She was a lot more prone to doing as she was told than Lily was, or at least appearing to. I sometimes suspected that she was simply better at picking her battles.
****
Ellie and I drove to our university campus together, as we did most days. Our schedules weren't different enough to cause too many problems with a carpooling arrangement. More importantly, our family only had two cars and Mom rarely surrendered hers to any of her kids. That tended to leave us with few options.
We headed home sometime in the early evening, after Ellie's last class was finished. I'd pulled the car around to wait for her nearby, so as soon as she got in we were on our way. Aside from her backpack, I noticed that she also had another bag full of stuff that I didn't remember her bringing with her that morning.
"What's all that?" I asked as she shoved her bags into the back seat to get them out of her way.
"School stuff," she said. "Duh."
"I know. I was just questioning why you seem to have twice as much of it."
Ellie rolled her eyes and sighed, though I got the impression that I wasn't the one she was annoyed at.
"I got a project thingy to do. I'm supposed to use library resources for research, or some bullshit like that. I think it's supposed to teach me something about not relying on the internet. Mostly it just means more books to carry."
I couldn't help chuckling.
"Let me guess. Is the professor who assigned this, like, ancient?"
"He looks like he pre-dates the pyramids, yeah. Has to have a TA do anything computer related for him. Fun times all round, let me tell you."
"I bet. You're not gonna get all crazy and overwhelmed again with this project, are you? Should I expect you again tonight?"
Ellie sighed again. This time it was unquestionably directed at me.
"Great," she said. "I go to you with a problem one time, and now you'll be teasing me about it forever. This is the sort of thing that gives people issues, you know."
"Oh don't worry, I won't tease you forever. Another eight or nine times tops. It'd just get boring after that."
Ellie twisted in her seat and raised her arm to hit me, then thought better of it since I was driving. She reluctantly resumed facing the front and crossed her arms over her chest.
"I owe you a punch," she said. "Don't think you're not gonna get one."
"I'm kidding, El. You know that."
"I know you are. Doesn't mean I am."
I tried to look innocent, but it was tricky when I had to keep my eyes on the road. Not that she would have bought it even if I could have given the attempt my full attention.
We continued on without further incident until I made a turn off the main road. Ellie frowned when she noticed we were no longer headed for home, then turned to me.
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"Grocery store," I said. "Or did you forget?"
"I actually did. Probably because we didn't have any kind of argument about it to make it stick in my mind. Guess you volunteered me to help you, huh?"
"Well, look at it this way. Either we both stop in on the way home, or we go home first and drag Lily and Alice into a four-way fight about who gets to make another trip to deal with it."
"Ugh, fine. It probably is easier this way," she conceded. "You're not going to be a pain, are you?"
"Who, me?"
I pulled into the grocery store parking lot and found an empty space. Ellie and I got out and made our way to the entrance of the building. I grabbed a cart on our way through and pulled out the list Mom had left that morning. It was snatched from my hand before I could even start reading it.
"Let's start with the fruits and vegetables," Ellie said as she scanned the list.
"Sure," I said.
I wasn't about to make an issue of Ellie taking charge. We'd done groceries together enough times over the years that we'd settled into roles; Ellie led the way with the list, and I followed with the cart. Occasionally I'd sneak something into the cart when she wasn't looking, which was one of the ways I kept myself amused on these trips. It was always funny when she realized two or three aisles later that we had half a dozen packages of cookies that needed to be put back. I wasn't sure how she put up with me sometimes.
Minutes passed, and our cart slowly filled up. I followed Ellie between aisles, not yet bored enough to cause mischief. Part of that was the pants my sister was wearing. Since I was behind her most of the time, I quickly discovered just how good her butt looked in them when she walked or bent over. Admittedly, it was kind of a pervy thing to do and I felt slightly guilty about it, but not guilty enough not to look. I was too distracted to realize that being so quiet would arouse my sister's suspicions that I was up to something.
"Are you staring at my ass?"
I jerked out of my butt-induced trance and tried not to look embarrassed. I'd been caught.
"Yes," I said, knowing it wouldn't do much good to lie.
Ellie opened her mouth, then closed it. Apparently she didn't know how respond to an open admission. She took a step toward me and punched me hard on the arm.
"Ow! Hey!" I protested, trying to keep my voice low enough that it wouldn't attract attention from other shoppers. "I don't think I deserved that."
"I still owed you one from before. Now we're even for both things."
She grabbed a couple cans off the shelf and lobbed them at me a little harder than necessary. I managed to catch both of them and set them safely in the cart.
"Well... sorry," I said. "But your ass looks really good in those pants."
I got half a smile out of her for the compliment.
"Thanks," she said. Then she sighed. "How sad is it that the only compliment I get all day is from my brother?"
"How sad is it that the nicest butt I've seen all day is my sister's?" I countered.
She smiled even wider this time, but I could see she was trying to fight it.
"Cut it out," she said. "Seriously. I mean, I appreciate it... sort of... but it's, you know, kind of weird."
"No more compliments. Got it."
"That's not what I... oh just shut up."
We carried on through the store, with me now making an actual effort not to check out my sister. I was pretty sure she was keeping an eye on me, but that could have been simple paranoia. I couldn't really blame her if she was. Either way, I hoped she understood that it had just been a case of my male instincts taking over. It wasn't like I'd made a deliberate decision to assess her body.
"Did you ever think this what your life was gonna be?" Ellie asked.
"Um... it kind of depends on what you mean by that," I said.
"Like, you know, still living at home, going shopping with your sister instead of a girlfriend... that sort of thing."
I shrugged. "Sounds about right. We're still young, we've got time to get to all that other stuff."
"Yeah, but... did you ever think maybe it would be different if Dad... if he hadn't left?"
"Ellie...."
She was pretending to examine the grocery list intently, but she wasn't fooling me. Unfortunately, I wasn't sure where she was going with her line of questioning, which made it hard to know what the best response was.
"I mean, look at us," she said. "We've started being responsible for Lily and Alice, at least a little bit. Mom hardly ever bothers parenting you or me anymore. I can't help feeling like we've grown up, but not quite the way we're supposed to."
"At least we did grow up. I know plenty of people who haven't managed that yet and probably never will."
"I s'pose. It could be a lot worse, couldn't it?"
"It could totally be worse."
"Mm-hm. I mean, perving aside, you're not exactly the worst brother to be stuck with."
"Gee, thanks."
Ellie laughed, and I felt a sense of relief that she wasn't going to slip into a bad mood after all. If she really wanted a serious discussion about our issues in life, I'd much rather she wait until we had some privacy.
****
I took up temporary residence in the living room that evening. I had some reading to do for one of my classes and one of the chairs there was ideal for that purpose, in my opinion. It was both comfortable and positioned such that I could get good light from a few different angles.
The downside to not staying in my room was that I was subject to the occasional interruption. The first of the evening came from Lily.
"Where'd you put the car key?" she demanded. "I'm going over to a friend's house for a bit."
I arched an eyebrow and lowered my book slightly.
"Must be awfully urgent for you to forget to be polite about it," I said, deliberately choosing a tone of voice that would irritate her.
Lily bit back her instinctive response. If she had vocalized it, I was certain it would have been even less polite than her previous attempt. She took a deep breath and mustered an obviously fake smile.
"Can you please tell me where the key is?"
"Probably on the counter by the fridge. If not, ask Ellie."
"You couldn't have just said that in the first place?" she asked, instantly dropping her pretense of cheerfulness once she had her information. "It would have saved us both time."
"Wouldn't have annoyed you nearly as much though."
She rolled her eyes, but didn't push the issue any further. She stalked off toward the kitchen, nearly running into Alice coming the other way. The twins shared a glance, then moved past each other without a word.
"Is she really going to a friend's house?" I asked Alice, who unlike her sister didn't seem to be in a hurry to get anywhere.
Alice made sure Lily was out of earshot, then slipped closer, taking up a perch on the arm of the couch.
"I think so," she said. "But she didn't say much about it."
"Oh well. As long as she doesn't get into too much trouble."
I went back to my reading, but Alice lingered. I assumed she was deciding whether or not to watch some Netflix, so I didn't pay much attention. However, it turned out there was something else on her mind.
"Neil?" she said.
"Yeah?"
"Can I ask you something?"
"I can't promise an answer until I know what the question is."
"That's...." She shook her head. "Anyway, I just... I was wondering, like, am I too boring?"
I set my book down on my lap, leaving my finger between the pages to mark my spot.
"First off, no," I said. "Secondly, why would you think that?"
"Well, Lily's always doing more stuff than me. She's more popular at school too."
"You don't think that maybe your sister is just more...." I waved my free hand as I tried to think of an appropriate word. "Aggressive? Out-going? Some might say obnoxious? Being a little quieter isn't a bad thing. You two don't have to be exactly the same just because you're twins."
Alice smiled, and even giggled when I referred to Lily as obnoxious.
"I know," she said. "I just worry sometimes that I'm, I don't know, doing something wrong."
"You and everyone else in the world. I mean, look at me," I said, holding up my book. "I'm not exactly spending an evening full of excitement."
She nodded, and I was pretty sure it wasn't just to humour me. At the very least, she looked a little more confident than she had a couple of minutes ago.
Mom walked in shortly after that while Alice and I were still just kind of hanging out. She sat down on the couch and got comfortable.
"What are you two up to?" Mom asked.
Alice glanced at me, then back to Mom.
"Nothing much," she said.
Mom nodded. "Well, I think I'm ready just to relax for the rest of the evening. Either of you interested in watching a movie or something?"
"Sure," Alice said with a shrug. "Which one?"
"Doesn't matter. Why don't you see if you can find something interesting on Netflix. You're good at picking out movies."
Alice hopped off the arm of the couch where she'd been sitting and went to pick out a movie. In the meantime Mom turned her attention to me. I'd been trying to get through some more of my book while partly following their conversation.



"We aren't going to bother you, are we Neil?" Mom asked.
"Hm? Oh, no, that's fine," I said. "I knew the risks of reading down here. I can go somewhere else if I get too distracted."
"Okay. I wouldn't want to get in the way of your schoolwork is all."
"Nah. I'm keeping up with it pretty well."
No more was said about it, and soon Alice had a movie picked out. She and Mom settled in together on the couch to watch it while I kept reading. My attention was grabbed by the TV every now and then, but the movie wasn't anything I was particularly interested in.
****
Ellie spent most of the evening in her room. That wasn't indicative of any real problem on its own, but given recent conversations with her I wanted to be sure she was okay. Admittedly, I also had some lingering guilt from getting caught staring at her ass earlier that I wanted to make up for.
I decided to check on her just before going to bed. There was a chance she would already be asleep by then, but I didn't think she would be. I made sure to knock softly before entering, just in case.
"Come in," Ellie called.
I opened the door and took a half-step into her room. She had apparently been getting ready to go to bed when I interrupted her. She was wearing a pair of pyjama pants and a loose tank top. I assumed she had just finished changing since she scooped up her discarded clothes from earlier and threw them into her laundry basket as I came in.
"Hey," I said. "I didn't know if you wanted to talk or anything."
"You sure that's what you wanted?" she asked with a faint smile. "You should have stopped by a couple minutes ago, you could have watched me change."
"Are you really not gonna let that go? I look at your butt one time...."
"Yeah, your little sister's butt. Correct me if I'm wrong, but I don't think you're supposed to be looking at all. And who knows how many times you did it before you got caught."
Ellie folded her arms across her chest and faced me with a steady gaze. Only the smirk on her face gave away the fact that she was just teasing me.
"I'll make you a deal," I said. "You drop this, and I won't pick on you about last night anymore."
"Hm, I don't know," she said thoughtfully. "I think you being a perv has far more teasing potential than my little freak-out."
"Aw, come on," I said while attempting to look repentant. "I'm sorry, it won't happen again, et cetera, et cetera."
"You could at least try to sound sincere."
"Yeah, I could. On the other hand, I'm pretty sure you already know whether or not you're gonna keep picking on me and nothing I say is going to change your mind."
"That's a rather poor attitude to take. A little groveling might very well help your case."
I rolled my eyes and started to turn away.
"This is so not worth it," I said. "I'll see ya tomorrow."
"Wait. I... I'll try not to go on about it too much, okay?"
I paused and looked back. As far as I could tell Ellie was making a genuine offer, despite it being worded such that she wasn't really committing to anything.
"Yeah, okay," I said. "Good night."
"G'night, Neil."
****
Ellie was the last one to get up the next morning. Mom and the twins had already left, and I was beginning to think I might need to check on her to make sure she was awake when she finally stumbled into the kitchen.
"Ugh," she said. "Forgot to set my stupid alarm clock last night."
"Yeah, that'll do it."
"Don't suppose all classes have been canceled for today due to... I dunno, rampaging zombie dinosaurs or something?"
"I haven't heard, but I suspect not."
"Crap."
Ellie filled a mug with the remaining contents of the coffee-maker. She slumped down into a chair by the table and sipped the now-lukewarm liquid.
"You gonna make it?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'll be fine. It's just, you know, not a great start to the day."
"Indeed."
I went about my business getting ready for the day, leaving my sister alone in the kitchen. We weren't in any great rush, even contending with Ellie's late awakening. That was one of the perks of the university years; as long as we had a little bit of luck when signing up for our classes, we had no need to get out of the house at an ungodly hour. Ellie and I had managed to hit a pretty good balance this year when it came to our schedules. We were able to coordinate our schedules for the most part, as well as satisfy our desire for sleep.
We eventually got ready and walked out to the car together. Lily hadn't 'forgotten' to return the key to me, as she had once or twice before, so we were all set. I drove partly because I usually did, but also because I wasn't sure if Ellie was even up for it. She seemed happy to just stare out the window at the passing scenery.
"Neil?" she said.
"Yeah?"
"I know you didn't mean to stare at my butt. I'm sorry for teasing you about it."
"Well... thanks. I think." I watched her in the corner of my eye, trying to judge her mood. "I'm not sure you've ever apologized for something like that before. It's actually a little worrying."
Ellie smiled faintly. "Yeah, well, you know."
"I actually don't. I mean, you know it didn't really bother me that much, right? No more so than lots of other things that you've never shown any remorse over."
"Maybe this is different."
"In what way?"
"Look, do you want me to call you a perv some more? Would that make you happy?"
"No."
"So maybe just drop it then. Gift horses. Mouths. All that good stuff."
I took Ellie's advice and shut up. I still didn't really understand what had just happened, but it hadn't exactly been a bad thing. Apologizing was generally considered to be positive in society. It was just weird to have it come from a sibling who wasn't under any kind of duress.
****
Mom and Alice watched a movie together in the living room again that evening. I half-watched along with them, while also getting in a little more class-related reading. Mid-way through the movie Lily came in and dragged Alice off to their room. I wasn't sure what that was about, but Lily must have had some idea because she went along without question.
Lily was replaced about twenty minutes later by Ellie. I wasn't paying much attention at first, but I glanced over as she sat down on the couch and thought I was seeing wrong. Everything about her demeanour suggested that she was casually watching the movie. What confused me was the realization that she wasn't wearing any pants.
Mom noticed the same thing I had a couple minutes later. Ellie had done a great job of not drawing attention to herself.
"Ellie! What are you doing?" Mom demanded.
"Well I was gonna watch the movie with you guys," Ellie said. "But I don't have to if it's a problem."
"Go put some clothes on," Mom said, pointing toward the stairs.
"What? Oh, come on Mom. I spilled my drink all over my jeans and threw them in the wash. I'm gonna be going to bed soon anyway."
"Yes, and you can wear what you want when you do. You can't just be wandering around the house in your underwear."
I was doing my best to stay quiet during the exchange. Somehow I managed to not let so much as an errant chuckle escape my lips. I also decided it was in my best interest not to point out that the girls occasionally ate breakfast in little more than a shirt and panties. It wasn't exactly unheard of. It was, however, rather unusual for any of them to be so scantily clothed any time after first thing in the morning.
"Fine," Ellie said after a brief stand-off of silent staring with Mom. "I'll go put something else on. Happy?"
"Yes, I am," Mom said. "Just because your brother is the only boy around here doesn't mean you don't have to dress properly."
I purposefully didn't look up after that statement. I could feel Ellie's smirk without looking, whether or not she showed it physically. She'd told me she wouldn't tease me anymore about checking out her butt, so this couldn't be about picking on me some more. At least, it probably wasn't. Still...
I risked a glance upward as Ellie left the room, but she gave no sign of even acknowledging me. I really hoped that her choice of outfit hadn't been about me at all, and that I was just reading too much into the situation. It was better than the alternative.
****
Ellie didn't come back down to finish the movie. I wasn't particularly surprised by that. Regardless of what her earlier intention had been, getting scolded by Mom would most likely have sent her off to sulk in her room.
I only ran into her again when I went upstairs later, just as she was coming out of the bathroom. She met my gaze for a second before turning toward her room. I couldn't help noticing that she hadn't put on any more clothing since I'd last seen her.
"Thought you weren't gonna tease me anymore," I called just loudly enough for her to hear me.
She stopped and after a brief hesitation turned back to face me.
"Maybe I lied," she said.
"Yeah, maybe. I don't think you'd do that though. There's no point to going out of your way to apologize, just to renege less than twenty-four hours later."
"Does it bug you?"
I sighed and tried to step around her.
"Whatever. Come see me if and when you want to have a real conversation."
Ellie sidestepped to block me. I tried going around the other way, and again she placed herself between me and my destination.
"Serious question," she said, somehow giving me the impression that her next words would be anything but. "Do you like how I look when I'm dressed like this?"
"Oh fuck off."
I pushed her against the wall and tried to walk by her, but she tangled her leg between mine and managed to stall me.
"I just want to know is all."
"Fine, you want more material for your oh-so-hilarious repertoire? I think your butt looks better when you don't wear pants. You should prance around in your panties all the time so I can perv on you even more. Is that enough? Can you work with that?"
"Are you mad at me?" she asked softly.
"I'm definitely kind of annoyed. And I have no idea at all what game you're playing. Maybe you'd care to let me in on it?"
Ellie shook her head and did a good job of feigning a look of regret. I had to assume it was a pretense anyway, since that was the only thing that made sense.
"I... I'm sorry," she said. "I really didn't mean to do this to you." She brushed a few errant strands of hair behind her ear, using the action as an excuse not to make eye contact. "I'm not sure I can really explain why I did. Sorry."
"Uh huh. It was more believable the first time."
She shrugged and slipped away from me before retreating to her room. I might have simply imagined it, but it looked like her hips were swaying a little more than necessary as she walked. I really needed to stop watching her ass.
It took me a moment after Ellie had disappeared to realize that I wasn't actually alone. Further down the hall I could see Alice peeking her head out from her doorway. She smiled hesitantly when she saw that I had noticed her. I stayed where I was, unable to decide on a course of action, and waited while my younger sister approached me.
"Ellie's been acting kinda weird, huh?" Alice said.
"Yeah, she has," I agreed. "How much of that did you eavesdrop on?"
Alice blushed. "I wasn't eavesdropping. I mean, I was gonna come out, but then you two were talking and I didn't want to interrupt and--"
"Let me rephrase. How much did you hear?"
"Not much. Mostly I was just confused why she didn't have any pants on."
"Seems to be a common question this evening," I said, staring at Ellie's closed door. "I think she thinks it's funny. What's bothering me is she's not acting like she's having fun. What's even the point of her pestering me if she's not getting any amusement out of it?"
"Maybe she wants attention?"
I looked back at Alice, who once again blushed under my gaze.
"You think so?" I asked.
"Well... maybe. I mean, if so it's kind of working, right? Maybe she was hoping for compliments or something."
I thought about that for a moment. Ellie had asked me what I thought about her appearance, though at the time I'd assumed it wasn't a genuine question. It wasn't inconceivable that she'd been looking for some sort of validation rather than trying to mock me further.
"You think she'd do that?" I asked.
"I don't know," Alice said. "It seems kind of weird for her, but she's been acting weird, so... maybe?"
"Yeah. Maybe."
****
I waited until later to go talk to Ellie. I wanted to make sure no one was paying any attention when I went to see her. Alice probably hadn't been spying on us on purpose, but I'd still rather not risk her, or anyone else, overhearing anything more than she already had.
I made sure I was alone in the hallway before sneaking over to Ellie's door. I knocked softly and listened for a response.
There was a pause, just long enough for me to think she might not answer, before I heard her voice. "Come in," she called quietly.
"Hey," I said, pushing the door open. "Um, can we talk for a second?"
"Are you sure you want to?"
Ellie had changed and was wearing one of her standard nighttime outfits. Her pyjama pants did a much better job of covering her lower half than her panties had. She'd also changed shirts, but that wasn't quite as big a deal to me.
"Yes, I'm sure," I said. "I think... well, I've come to the conclusion that maybe you weren't just being mean earlier. If so then... sorry for overreacting, I guess."
She smiled a little and gestured for me to come closer. I walked over and sat on the end of her bed, leaving some space between us.
"I wasn't trying to torment you," Ellie said. "I mean, I mostly wasn't. But, you know, making you uncomfortable is kinda fun."
I decided not to start an argument with her about her last statement. I was pretty sure she hadn't meant it that way.
"So you, like, actually wanted me to look?" I asked.
Ellie fidgeted with her fingers, then eventually nodded.
"I actually did spill my drink on my pants like I said," she explained. "But then when I took them off I kind of got ideas. In retrospect I guess they weren't particularly good ideas. It's so much more obvious looking back." She glanced at me and forced a smile that faded as quickly as it appeared. "I think I was just hoping for a little confidence boost if I could get you to check me out again."
"Even though it's such a pervy thing to do?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Like I said, kind of a bad idea in hindsight." She shrugged. "At least now we're kind of even, right?"
"I s'pose we are. Me staring at you is no worse than you wanting me to look."
"So... we're good?"
I hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah, we're good."
Ellie moved to sit a little closer to me, then crossed her legs and resumed toying with her fingers as a distraction.
"I just need attention sometimes," she said softly, not raising her head to look at me. "And I don't always feel like I have any way of getting some. It's been worse ever since Dad left."
"Oh," I said, trying to keep my voice neutral.
"Yeah, I know," she said, forcing another insincere smile. "What a surprise that I'd end up with daddy issues, right?"
"All things considered, I think you've been dealing with everything pretty well."
"'Cept for wanting the wrong kind of attention from my brother of course," Ellie said, her voice barely loud enough to hear.
I reached over and gently traced the side of her face with my fingertips, brushing a few strands of hair away from her eye. Her head tilted almost imperceptibly toward my hand. After a moment she finally let her gaze meet mine.
"There are worse ways to get attention," I said. "And I promise I won't say anything about it to anyone else."
"Thanks."
I started to pull my hand away from Ellie, but she stopped me and guided it back. I cupped her cheek in my palm while she closed her eyes and sat still. Apparently she just wanted some physical contact. I didn't mind helping her out with that.
After a few minutes I shifted closer so that we were side by side. I guided Ellie to lean her head on my shoulder, then I put my arm around her. She let out a small sigh and snuggled up against me.
"Neil?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you want to maybe... actually, never mind."
"No, come on, what were you going to say?"
Ellie shook her head. "It's another one of my bad ideas."
"So tell me anyway."
"Okay, well... I wanted to know if you'd maybe, you know, stay a while?"
There didn't seem to be anything too odd about her question at first. It took me a moment to realize that she was probably asking me to sleep with her, rather than just sit with her. That interpretation would explain her hesitance at any rate.
"Is that what you want?" I asked.
"You don't have to. I know it might be kind of weird. But my bed's big enough we wouldn't even have to be that close. And--"
"Ellie, I don't mind," I interrupted. "I'm fine with the idea. But I should probably go get changed first."
"Oh, yeah. I guess you probably should."
She reluctantly pulled away from me and allowed me to stand up. I smiled reassuringly, then went back to my room. I quickly changed out of my clothes into just a pair of boxers and a t-shirt. I didn't always wear a shirt to bed, but if I was going to be sharing it seemed like a good idea.
Ellie was in bed and under the covers when I returned. She had propped herself up against the headboard so she wasn't actually lying down. I turned off the light before slipping in beside her. I mirrored her half-sitting position and got comfortable.
At first we just kind of sat in silence, but then Ellie started talking about one of her classes from earlier in the day. That led us into some light conversation regarding the day's events and other such things. I had the sense that she didn't want to talk any more about some of the deeper topics we'd discussed recently. Since she didn't bring any of them up, I didn't either.
****
I was a little confused when I first woke up the next morning. Ellie's room looked nothing like mine, and it took me a couple seconds to remember that I hadn't actually slept in my own bed. I was facing away from my sister, so I rolled onto my back and looked over at her to find that she was still asleep beside me.
It seemed we'd managed to stay mostly on our own sides of the bed during the night. The exception was Ellie's arm, which was sprawled across the middle of the bed toward me. I gently took her hand and moved it away from my shoulder so as to not accidentally roll onto it. Her alarm clock was on her side of the bed, which meant I had to lift myself slightly to see it. It was still early, so I settled back down where I was. I wasn't quite ready to get up yet.
My sister's sleeping position was decidedly undignified. She'd kicked the blanket down enough that her tummy was showing where her shirt had risen during the night. It also appeared that she'd drooled a little as she slept, judging by a small wet patch on her pillow near her mouth. I was pretty sure one of her legs was actually dangling off the side of the bed, though the blanket made it difficult to see for certain. I wondered if I'd slept through a lot of tossing and turning, or if it was something that happened naturally to her during the night.
I rolled onto my side facing Ellie and just watched her for a moment. It didn't take me long to notice something I'd missed at first glance: her shirt had somehow gotten pulled tight across her breasts. I could even see the faintest little bumps of her nipples through the material. Once I realized they were visible, it was hard to look away from them.
It was hard to know where I stood, morally speaking. I wasn't supposed to be checking out my sister; that was pretty much a given. On the other hand I felt like the more important issue was how she would feel about it. After the events of the previous evening, her thoughts on the matter weren't all that clear to me. Either way, as long as she was oblivious to my gaze it couldn't bother her.



Eventually I decided I should try to fix Ellie's shirt. I was pretty sure it was stuck underneath her, and hopefully it would come out with a simple tug. If I was able to free her shirt then I could rearrange it so that it would both cover her tummy and drape more loosely across her breasts.
I tried pulling on her shirt from my side, only to find out that it was caught on the other side instead. That made things more difficult. Short of getting up and walking around, I wasn't sure that I could dislodge it without disturbing her. I reached over her as far as I could and tugged gently, but had no success. All I accomplished was waking Ellie.
"Whatcha doing?" she murmured sleepily, her eyes flicking open.
"Fixing your shirt," I answered honestly.
"Sure you were." Ellie didn't sound like she believed me, but she also didn't sound upset. She stretched lazily, once again drawing my attention to her chest. "Because there's no way you would have taken the chance to get in a quick feel of your unconscious little sis, is there?"
"I didn't," I said, trying not to sound defensive. "I was just... your shirt's all weird."
I pointed at her torso as though she might not have known where to look. She didn't so much as glance down at herself.
"Whatever. I don't mind. It's not like I'd feel it anyway. It's kinda like a victimless crime."
"But I really didn't do--" I stopped mid-sentence as I detected a crack in her otherwise neutral expression. "Oh, you're just messing with me again, aren't you?"
"Maybe." The smile that had been threatening to break out on her face finally did. "Okay, yeah, I am. Sorry."
"No you're not."
"Yes, I am. It's just so hard to pass up an opportunity to get a reaction out of you. I honestly don't plan these things, they just kind of happen."
I sighed. "That's actually plausible."
I reached over and pulled on her shirt, this time with more force. The part that had been trapped beneath her came free, and I straightened it out so that she was covered properly. My fingers ran along her skin a little in the process and I found myself wanting to linger. I resisted the urge.
"So," Ellie said, glancing at her alarm clock, "do we get up, or do we choose to be lazy for a while?"
"Well, I don't want to get up, but... yeah, I probably should. I'd kinda rather be up before anyone has a chance to catch me in here. You know."
"That's fair. I wouldn't really want to explain why you were sleeping in here either. I think I'm gonna get a few more minutes of lazy time."
I nodded and took her hand for a second, squeezing it gently. Then I rolled out of bed with a groan and stumbled to the door. I listened briefly to make sure there were no obvious sounds of movement outside, then exited into the hallway. As long as I seemed to be the only one up, I decided I might as well get a shower in while there was no one else waiting for it. Living with my three sisters for so long had taught me the value of grabbing the bathroom when it was available.
****
I assumed sleeping with Ellie would be a one-time deal and didn't give it much more thought. However, I realized that wasn't the case when she crawled into bed with me the next night. I kind of liked having her next to me as I fell asleep, and waking up beside her in the morning was nice too, so I allowed us to slide into a new routine. We didn't sleep together every night, but it became fairly common for us.
My only real concern with the arrangement was that if we kept it up, someone was bound to find out sooner or later. I was mostly worried about Mom finding out, since she usually woke earlier than either of the twins. I wasn't sure what her reaction would be, and I didn't want to find out. The best case scenario I could come up with involved an awkward conversation at the very least. She was generally pretty understanding about personal things, but that didn't make them any less embarrassing to talk about.
Still, aside from the slight change in my relationship with Ellie, family life continued. I tried not to get too comfortable and let my guard down, but it was tricky to constantly stay on alert when there was nothing to watch out for. Mom, Lily, and Alice all went about there lives seemingly oblivious to anything strange going on.
I came home late one evening after hanging out at a friend's house to find that everyone else had gathered in the living room. I wasn't sure what that was about, but from what I could hear they seemed to be having a good time. I ran into Alice in the kitchen before I could go find out what was going on.
"Oh, hey Neil," Alice said.
"Hey. What's up with the whole... that?" I asked, gesturing toward the living room.
Mom, Ellie, and Lily all burst out laughing at the same time, as if to emphasize my question.
"Girl night," Alice said. "Sort of. Not officially, but... well, you might want to stay clear. Mom's letting us all have some wine, and we're talking about, you know, girl stuff. I think she's been missing Dad again."
"Oh. Well thanks for the heads up."
"No problem. Do you know what we have for snacks around here? I'm supposed to get some. Actually I kinda volunteered. I've been trying not to seem too much like I just want to go do something else."
I smiled and gave her a quick hug.
"Be strong, little sister. They'll all get tired and drunk soon enough."
"That's what I'm hoping. I kinda wish wine didn't taste so gross to me. Seems like it'd be more fun if I wasn't the only sober one in there."
"That's probably true."
I helped Alice find some suitable food to keep the other girls satisfied, then retreated to my room. I admired her ability to put up with the rest of them, but not enough to try and emulate her. Besides, it would probably just ruin the mood if I tried to join them.
It wasn't that much longer before bedtime, and it was easy enough to keep myself amused until then. I heard the occasional sound of laughter from downstairs, but nothing else. I had no idea when they'd wrap up their evening, but they weren't making enough noise to keep me from getting to sleep, so it probably wouldn't end up mattering that much.
I lay in bed for a little while, slowly drifting off to sleep. I was still awake when my door cracked open. I opened my eyes and lifted my head just enough to see Ellie closing the door behind her before padding over to me. Wordlessly she lifted the blanket and slipped in beside me as I scooted over to give her some space to lie down.
"Hey," she said with a faint giggle. "I was hoping you were still awake."
"It was a close thing," I said. "How drunk are you?"
"Only a li'l," she said, holding her finger thumb about an inch apart.
"Uh huh. Did you drink some water?"
"Yeah, I did. You prolly shouldn't make me drink too much though, or I might pee the bed."
She giggled again, a bit louder this time. I was kind of surprised when she snuggled up to me, though I supposed her inebriated state might have had something to do with that. She didn't seem drunk enough that I had to worry though. At least, I hoped she wasn't. I really didn't want to have to clean up after her if she threw up or something.
"I'm kind of surprised everyone else is in bed already," I said instead of pursuing the subject of her physical well-being any further. "You all seemed to still be pretty rowdy not too long ago."
Ellie shrugged. "I don't know if they are. I mean, they probably are now, but I didn't want to have to wait. It could have taken a while."
"You at least made sure no one saw you when you came in though, right?"
"Duh. I'm not stupid."
"Okay, just... we shouldn't take unnecessary risks like that. I don't think either of us want to deal with the questions we'd get."
Ellie was quiet for a moment. I actually started to wonder if she'd abruptly fallen asleep on me.
"Is it that bad that we're sleeping together?" she asked softly. "I mean, they'd understand, wouldn't they? Even Mom would, I think."
"Yeah, but do you really want to find out?"
She paused again, then shook her head. "No, not really."
"Okay. So let's try to make sure it doesn't become an issue. Alright?"
"Mm-hm." She snuggled a little closer, then fell still. "Neil?"
"Yeah?"
"G'night."
"Night, El."
****
Ellie and I were in almost the same position when I woke up the next morning. She was still cuddled up against me, possibly even closer than I remembered. I thought she must have spent the whole night like that until she shifted slightly and I realized she was already awake. That made it more likely that we'd separated during the night and she'd simply moved back to me upon waking. It would certainly explain why my arm didn't feel like it had been trapped under her for several hours.
"You're allowed to leave before I get up, you know," I said.
"Mmm, yeah, but that would deprive me of precious snuggle time," she countered.
"It would be safer."
"Well... I s'pose it would. I can't help remembering that you never snuck out on me though. That's a little hypocritical of you."
"Fair point." I yawned and stretched my free arm off to the side, then let it fall back onto the mattress. It wasn't really a proper stretch without both arms. "What time is it?"
"I dunno. Doesn't matter 'cause it's the weekend."
"Whatever. You're the one who has to sneak out of here without being caught."
Ellie grumbled and lifted her head, propping herself up a bit with her arms. Her hair was tangled and sticking out at funny angles on the side she'd slept on, but she didn't seem to notice. It was kind of a cute look on her.
"Are you trying to get rid of me?" she asked. "Because you sound like you are."
"No, I'm not. I can't help worrying is all."
Ellie nodded, then sighed. "I kinda wish Mom would just burst in here right now, just so we could get all the suspense out the way."
"There's a fair chance she'd want us to stop sleeping together."
"Yeah, but at least then we'd know what we're up against instead of just guessing." I started to respond, but Ellie placed a finger against my lips to silence me. "I know, I know. Trust me, I understand we have to be all stealthy and shit. Doesn't mean I have to like it."
She laid her head back on my shoulder and let out a long, slow breath. I was still antsy about getting caught, particularly when I could tell the sun had been up a little while already, but I honestly didn't want her to leave any more than she did. It was nice lying there with her, sharing body heat and feeling her soft curves against me. I noticed her breasts pressing against me, and that brought a little guilt, but I soon stopped worrying.
****
We did eventually get out of bed, though it was late enough by that point that everyone else had beaten us to it. Luckily it wasn't too difficult to smuggle Ellie out of my room. We just had to be a little more careful about it.
I ran into Lily as I made my way to the kitchen. She was in the middle of a texting conversation with someone, but was apparently interested enough in my arrival that her phone briefly took lower priority.
"Are you just getting up?" Lily asked.
"Yeah," I said. "So what?"
"Nothing. Just wondering. Do you know if Ellie's up yet?"
If it had been anyone else I would have assumed she was just making conversation. Unfortunately, I sensed Lily was up to something. Maybe it had something to do with how quickly she'd dropped her texting in favour of talking to me. I didn't often rate higher than her phone.
"How would I know if she's up?" I asked, purposefully evading the question. "You've been up longer than I have."
"You're being awfully defensive."
"And you're being awfully annoying."
I grabbed Lily, pinning her arms to her sides before she could react. Despite her protests and kicks, I manhandled her toward the front door and shoved her outside. I closed and locked the door before she could stop me.
I ignored her as she swore at me and pounded on the door, opting instead to go back to my original plan of getting some food. It was a nice day out, so she'd be fine until she found a way back in. If nothing else, Ellie would probably rescue her when she came downstairs.
****
Lily didn't do anything else out of the ordinary for the rest of the day, though I wondered whether I had only imagined she was acting strangely because of my guilty conscience. I really hoped I wasn't becoming the sort of paranoid person who sees accusations everywhere. Maybe Ellie had a point about how getting things out in the open would make things easier on us.
Despite Lily being fairly passive after our first encounter, I still felt like she was giving me funny looks. Both Lily and Alice, actually. I wanted to attribute it to my own sense of paranoia, but I wasn't convinced that was all it was.
At least Ellie and Mom were both perfectly normal around me. That helped convince me that I wasn't just going crazy.
****
Ellie might have been the one who had needed me at first, but sleeping with her had become just as important to me. It was so comforting and safe to crawl into bed next to her. After spending the day worried that my younger sisters suspected something, I needed the reassurance of the one person I knew would never judge me for the secret that we shared.
I made sure everyone was at least safely in their rooms, though probably still awake, before going to Ellie. Even after telling her we needed to be careful, it was hard to follow my own advice.
As it turned out, I walked in on my sister just as she was getting changed. Things were so different between us lately that I hadn't even stopped to consider knocking first. It didn't feel like permission was necessary between us as far as entering each other's rooms. I'd forgotten that sometimes a little warning was still a good idea.
Luckily Ellie didn't seem to mind the intrusion. She'd been in the process of stepping out of her pants, and she kept on going once she verified that I was the one walking in on her. She was still in her panties, and I'd seen those before.
"You mind turning around for a sec?" she asked.
"Um, yeah, sure," I said, turning to face the wall. "Sorry. I didn't realize you were changing."
"That's okay. It was bound to happen sooner or later the way we've been going."
I heard the sounds of clothes being taken off and put on, as well as a drawer being opened and closed. I couldn't help wanting to look during the process, but I restrained myself. Whatever was going on between us, it didn't justify me trying to see my sister naked.
"You almost done?" I asked.
"Almost," she said. "I'm kind of surprised I haven't caught you peeking yet."
"I'm not sure how to respond to that."
"It was a joke. Obviously not a very good one. Anyway, I'm done now, you can turn around."
Ellie flipped up the covers and climbed into her bed. I turned off the light and followed slightly behind her.
"How bad is it that I kind of wanted to peek?" I asked once I was settled.
"Um... not that bad really. I mean, you didn't, so it's not like you actually did anything wrong. It's not like I could expect your mind to stay totally pure and innocent under the circumstances."
"Yeah, I guess that's true."
"And let's face it, neither of us are exactly models of innocence anyway."
"No, we're definitely not. I know I lost any chance of being one a while back."
Ellie giggled and propped her head up on her arm. I emulated her movement so that we were more or less facing each other.
"Neil, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"It's just... it's kind of an awkward question. But it's something I've been wondering."
"You can ask me anything. I can't promise an answer until I know the question, but you can ask."
She hesitated and seemed to weigh her options in her mind. I was kind of curious about what she wanted to know, but not enough to try and hurry her.
"Do you ever think about me when you jerk off?" she finally blurted out.
"Wow. That's... not at all what I was expecting."
"I know. Kind of awkward, right? I did warn you."
Even in the darkened room I could tell she was blushing. Her voice wavered, also betraying her embarrassment.
"It's fine," I said. "It's obviously a little weird, but it's fine. I'm not really sure how to answer though."
"A yes or no would both be pretty solid choices."
"Uh huh. Okay, how about this. You've clearly given the question some thought, so I'll answer it if you do first."
"You want me to...." She trailed off and nervously tucked her hair behind her ear. "Well, I guess it would be fair that way. Okay." She paused again and took a deep breath. "I haven't really, you know, gotten off while thinking about you. Not exactly. But yes, I have kinda sorta had you in my head while I was playing with myself."
The nervousness and embarrassment that she felt were even more obvious than before. She wouldn't even look directly at me, and I could tell she wanted desperately to know that she wasn't alone.
"That seems pretty similar to me," I said. "Like, I can't help thinking about you inappropriately sometimes. I try not to but, you know, there are times like at the grocery store...."
"Can't help yourself, huh?"
There was a trace of humour in her tone and a general sense of relief in her posture.
"I think it's been getting pretty clear that there are things that we just can't help."
"No kidding."
Ellie shifted closer to me. She didn't get as close as she sometimes liked to, but it was enough that she must have felt somewhat reassured. I found one of her hands with mine under the blanket and squeezed it softly. She squeezed back a little more firmly.
We let go of each other a moment later, and Ellie moved her arm away. My hand was left resting on her tummy. I didn't immediately pull away, instead rotating my wrist slightly so that my palm was flat against the material of her shirt.
I could have slid my hand upward to her breasts if I wanted to. I wasn't sure where that thought came from, but once it was in my head I found I couldn't get rid of it. The closeness and intimacy we'd shared recently were affecting me. It was becoming all too easy to forget where the lines were that I wasn't meant to cross.
I briefly considered the idea of telling Ellie that we shouldn't sleep together anymore, that we needed a certain amount of separation. I didn't like the idea even in my head. I didn't want to sacrifice what we had, but I was afraid that maybe I wanted more.
After a moment I moved my hand down until I found the hem of Ellie's shirt. I slipped my fingers underneath it and slowly worked my way back to my original position. She didn't say anything about it, nor did I feel her tensing up at my touch. I let my hand rest on the bare skin of her tummy, unwilling to go any higher, but not wanting to pull away either.
I was drifting off. Neither Ellie nor I moved from where we were, and my hand stayed right where it was until we fell asleep.
****
Ellie and I woke up cuddled together even closer than we had been the night before. That was fine with me since I loved waking up that way. As usual, the experience was marred somewhat by the constant nagging feeling that we should probably get up sooner rather than later.
Ellie finally groaned and rolled away from me. She stood up and stretched as I watched in undisguised fascination. She smiled when she caught me looking.
"Gotta hit the bathroom," she said. "Should maybe take a shower too. Although I could just come back...."
"That'd be nice, but I should probably be getting up too," I said. "There's more chance of that happening if you aren't here with me."
She nodded and left me alone in the room. I lay there for a moment, too comfortable to move. I didn't really need to get up for any specific reason, which left me precious little motivation to do so. Part of me hoped Ellie would come back and snuggle with me some more.



My eyes were closed and I was in the verge of drifting back off to sleep when I heard the door open. I assumed it was Ellie coming back and I smiled a little at the thought that I'd get my wish after all, despite knowing that I really shouldn't let myself stay in bed any longer than I already had.
Suddenly there was a burst of movement. Before I knew what was happening my arms were pinned down and I found myself unable to struggle free. I opened my eyes to find Lily and Alice on either side of my body, each holding down one of my arms.
"What the fuck, Neil?!" Lily demanded in a hushed, angry voice.
"Um, what do you mean?" I asked, my heart rate going into overdrive.
I tried to pull my arms free again, but both of my sisters held on tenaciously. Working together they had the advantage, especially when I'd been taken so completely by surprise.
"Don't play dumb," Lily hissed. "We caught you in Ellie's bed. Are you really gonna try and pretend you don't know what the problem is?"
"What's the big deal? We just... we were...."
I faltered, unable to come up with a reasonable explanation. I desperately hoped Ellie would walk in and rescue me. She'd be able to defuse the situation.
"You've been sleeping together," Alice said in a much softer voice than her sister. She sounded kind of sad when she spoke, rather than displaying the same anger as her sister. "You've been doing it a lot. I didn't want to think that... that you were... but...."
"Hey, Alice, come on. It's not--"
"Shut up!" Lily said. "Just don't."
I was shocked by her vehemence. She must have assumed a lot more was going on between Ellie and me than actually was.
"Look," I said in the most reasonable tone I could manage. "Can we just talk about this? Calmly?"
Lily had to think about my suggestion for a few seconds. Alice was simply unreadable, other than the obvious fact that she was upset.
"Fine," Lily said, lifting her weight off of my arm. "Why don't you explain how we shouldn't be pissed off about what you're doing to Ellie."
"What?! What do you mean 'what I'm doing to Ellie?' Look, I don't know what you think is going on, but I'm not doing anything to her. We're just sleeping together. That's all. It makes her feel better, and... well, I kind of like it too. But that's it."
Lily and Alice looked at each other, communicating silently in front of me. Lily appeared to be at least a little bit calmer, which I took as a good sign. Alice still seemed pretty withdrawn. After a moment, Lily sighed and looked back at me.
"I guess... I mean, we were hoping that's all it was," she said. "We really didn't want it to be anything... well, you know. But, what you two have been doing, it looks really...."
"Looks really what?" I asked.
"You could have been doing sex things," Alice mumbled.
She looked away as soon as I shifted my gaze to her, so I looked back at Lily.
"Well, you two were being so sneaky about it," Lily said, sounding slightly defensive. "What were we supposed to think?"
"You could have trusted us."
"Yeah, we could have. But if I learned one thing from Dad, it's that you can't always trust people to do the right thing."
I had no response to that, and the three of us fell into an uncomfortable silence. Lily looked like she regretted her words as soon as she said them.
"Well, you could have just asked," I said mostly for the sake of saying something. "We could have talked about it. You didn't have to jump straight to accusations."
"You would have denied everything," Lily replied sullenly. "And besides, this is about the way you're handling things, not us."
"You mean me and Ellie. Why aren't you talking to her too?"
"Because of the two of you, which one do you think is gonna get hurt? What do you think's gonna happen if and when you ever decide to move out? Or if you find some other girl you want to 'sleep' with?"
"I... hadn't thought about that too much. You think she'd take it bad?"
"Uh, gee, I don't know. Does a girl who's sleeping with her brother for emotional comfort sound like she'll take his rejection well? Perceived or otherwise?"
"You can't abandon her," Alice added in the same soft voice she'd used the few times she'd spoken at all. "'Specially now."
"I know," I said. "I... I know that. I wouldn't. But I just... haven't really thought about it that much."
"Well maybe you should," Lily said.
She and Alice climbed off of the bed and stood up. They walked out, leaving me alone again, only this time my head was spinning. Mere seconds later Ellie returned. I wondered if Lily and Alice had heard her coming, but didn't dwell on it.
"Did Lil and Allie just come out of here?" Ellie asked, her forehead wrinkled in confusion.
"Yeah," I said.
Ellie sat down on the edge of her bed. Her hair was damp and she had a towel wrapped around her body.
"Does that mean what I think it means?" she asked.
"If you mean 'do they know we've been sleeping together,' then yes. They do. And they felt the need to berate me over it."
"Oh. But were they... I mean, are things okay? They aren't too upset by it, are they? Should I talk to them?"
"Honestly, I kinda think they were just worried about you. Like, more worried about you than they were about the possibility that we were doing, you know, other things."
"Really?"
Ellie looked surprised and glanced toward the hallway. She chewed on her lip and appeared to get lost in thought for a moment.
"So, uh, maybe I should leave for now and let you get changed," I said.
"Hm? Oh, yeah. Maybe." She looked down at herself and the towel that covered her. "This probably isn't the sort of thing I should be wearing around you, is it?"
"It's fine. But... you know."
"Uh huh. Wouldn't want to have it accidentally fall off or anything."
Ellie toyed with the corner of her towel where it was tucked in. I immediately pictured it falling away. I couldn't help it. That was probably her intention, judging by the faint smirk on her lips.
"You shouldn't toy with me like that," I said. "You get me too interested in seeing what's under there and... well, I might just have to find out."
We had a brief stare-off. We each knew the other wasn't serious about pushing things, not really, but there was still a chance that one of us would do something stupid. I didn't know whether I was hoping for or against that possibility.
Ellie pulled her hand away from the towel. Before she could say anything, the part she'd been fiddling with suddenly slipped. She managed to grab the top edge and hold it in place before her breasts were exposed, but it was a close thing. She sat frozen in place for a few seconds before I reached over and carefully tucked her towel back in so it would stay put. I couldn't help my hand brushing against her skin as I did.
"Thanks," she said.
"You're welcome. I'm, uh... I'm just gonna go."
"Yeah, okay."
We each forced an awkward smile, then I left.
****
I didn't like not knowing exactly where I stood with any of my sisters. Ellie and I had been going through a slow shift in our relationship, and we hadn't quite stabilized yet. On top of that, now I had to deal with Lily and Alice too.
I was pretty sure things were mostly okay between my younger sisters and me, but at the same time I couldn't know for sure. Even if we were good, that could easily change if they suspected I did something wrong. I hadn't been entirely confident I was making the right choices with Ellie before, and now I had to worry about how my actions appeared to others as well. The extra scrutiny made things even harder for me.
Even Mom seemed to notice the tension present between her children. It was kind of obvious when we were having so much difficulty maintaining eye contact and holding conversations at the dinner table. It wasn't that any of us refused to talk or anything, but we stuck to short, noncommittal sentences.
Mom pulled me aside after supper that night. She tried to be casual about it, but I had a distinct feeling that it was going to be another uncomfortable conversation.
"So what's up?" I asked her once we were alone. I wanted to play it casually on the off-chance my instincts were wrong.
"Well, here's the thing, Neil," Mom said. "I know I seem oblivious at times, but it's pretty obvious something happened that I don't know about. Something that affects all of my children, from what I can tell. Now I'm usually content to let you all work it out amongst yourselves, but I need you to tell me that I don't need to worry about it."
So that was why she'd chosen me. She probably figured that if there was something going on that she should know about, I'd be her best bet for caving. Well, me or Alice. It was a bit of a toss up.
The thing was, if any of my sisters were in any real trouble, there was a reasonable chance I'd give in and tell Mom even if I'd been sworn to secrecy. I wasn't certain what particular set of circumstances it would take, but it was a possibility. She probably knew that as well as I did. The thought annoyed me slightly.
"You don't need to worry about it," I said.
"Good. I didn't think I did, but... well, you know I'll always worry about each of you. It's just something mothers have to do."
"I know, Mom."
"I don't suppose you'll tell me anyway? I can't help being curious."
I hesitated instead of politely declining. My knee-jerk reaction was not to say anything, but my rational side wanted to explore the matter a little more thoroughly.
Lily and Alice already knew about Ellie and me sleeping together. They hadn't taken it all that well in some ways, but they hadn't reacted as poorly as they could have either. At least now it was out in the open between us. There was a good chance that things would go the same or better if I told Mom. In that moment, it seemed less likely than ever that we could hide the truth from her indefinitely.
I wished Ellie were there. Or better yet, I wished I could have had a secret conference with her beforehand. I could always tell Mom nothing for now, then revisit the issue later if necessary. The problem was that if I didn't say anything now, I'd probably lose my nerve. It wasn't an easy topic to bring up out of nowhere.
"Ellie and I have been sleeping together," I blurted out.
Mom's eyes narrowed ever so slightly before reverting to their usual shape.
"And when you say 'sleeping...'" she prompted.
"I mean literally just sleeping. It's... look, I know we probably shouldn't be doing it, we both know that, but it's not really a big deal. I mean, hopefully you don't think it is."
I watched her reaction carefully. She didn't give much away, but at least she didn't show any overt signs of anger.
"Dare I ask why you two feel the need to sleep together?"
I shrugged. "Because it makes Ellie feel better, mostly. Like a... I don't know, a security blanket or something."
"I see. So that's what's causing all the tension, is it?"
"Pretty much. I don't really want to go into details."
I looked everywhere except directly at Mom while trying not to be obvious that I was avoiding her gaze. She stood there in silence for a few seconds that seemed longer than they actually were. I kept waiting for her to tell me to knock it off and stop sleeping with my sister. She would have been justified in doing so, but I absolutely did not want to hear those words. I wasn't sure what I'd do in that scenario.
"Neil?" she said eventually, her voice soft enough to give me hope.
"Yeah?"
"Be careful, okay? I know you will anyway, but... just be careful."
****
"This is kinda messed up, huh?" Ellie said.
Despite everything, she snuck into my room that night like nothing had changed. I wondered if she had become more dependent on me than I thought. Maybe Lily and Alice had been right to worry.
"It kind of is," I agreed.
"I mean, they probably know we're together right now. I don't even know what to think about that."
"Try not to. It won't do you any good worrying about it."
Ellie propped herself up on her elbow. She pushed her hair behind her ear and looked down at me.
"Why do I get the feeling you're worrying more than I am, mister hypocrite?"
"I'm not worrying. Just thinking. And yes, that does still make me a bit of a hypocrite. I'm aware of that."
"Thinking about the girls too?" she asked, nodding in the general direction of our sisters' room.
"Partly." I sighed and tried to work up my nerve. I had to tell her at some point. "I told Mom what we were doing."
"You did? Why did... oh, right, she wanted to talk to you earlier. She must have known something was up, huh?"
"Kind of, yeah. It seemed like the best course of action at the time. I'm sorry I didn't talk to you about it first."
"No, that's okay. I trust your judgment. Obviously it didn't go too badly."
"Yeah, I think we're fine. At least for now."
I rolled toward Ellie and she giggled as I enfolded her in my arms. She lay back down, snuggling against me like it was the most natural thing in the world for her. In that moment, I was so glad we didn't have to give it all up.
"It's all so complicated," she whispered. "I never wanted it to be complicated."
"I know."
Holding Ellie helped quiet my mind. I decided I might be able to fall asleep after all. I could feel her heartbeat as we lay together.
Suddenly she shifted. It wasn't a very big movement, but she did roll her head slightly so that her face was tilted upward. Before she could settle back down against her pillow, I took her chin in my hand and held it in place. Without stopping to think about it, I kissed her. It was so soft, our lips barely brushing together, but it was definitely a kiss. There was no way she could mistake it for anything else. Even afterward I wasn't sure why I'd done it.
"Good night, Ellie," I whispered.
There was a slight pause, then just as I was beginning to worry I shouldn't have done anything after all, she spoke.
"Night, Neil."
****
I felt like the interactions between family members were less strained at breakfast than they'd been at supper the night before. Maybe I was just in an optimistic mood. I'd come to the realization that given everything that had happened the day before, things had turned out pretty well.
The best part was that no one was actively upset with me. Every member of my family had a reason to be, if they so chose, but interactions with each of them remained perfectly civil. Things weren't quite back to normal, but I felt confident that we could get there.
More than anything, I was glad that Ellie hadn't reacted badly to me kissing her. I hated knowing that I could easily have made her uncomfortable over something that I didn't even have a good reason to do. I resolved to stick with hugs in the future if I needed a way to show affection. They were a much safer bet.
As usual, Ellie and I drove together to the university campus that morning. She was unusually quiet, though, spending most of the trip staring out the window at the passing scenery. She seemed to be in a contemplative sort of mood. I hoped that's what it was, at any rate. There was a chance she just didn't want to talk to me, but I didn't think that was the case.
"What're you thinking about?" I asked after several minutes of silence.
"Hm? Oh, just stuff," Ellie said. "Nothing important."
"Okay." I wanted to leave it there, but I still had a nagging little fear in the back of my mind. "Ellie, we're good, right?"
"What do you mean?" She looked over at me with a hint of a smile on her lips and an arched eyebrow. "Is there any reason we wouldn't be?"
"I don't know. I'm just, like... I kissed you last night. I don't know why I did it, and I don't really know what you think about it, and I hope you didn't mind too much 'cause you don't seem like you did, and...."
I trailed off from my nervous, rambling sentence partly because I didn't really have anything else to say. Perhaps more importantly, Ellie's grin had gotten noticeably wider while I'd been speaking.
"You were still worrying about that?" she asked.
"Kind of. Just a little."
"Well don't. I kinda liked it."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I was surprised that you did it, but... it was nice. It really was."
I couldn't help matching Ellie's smile. There was no doubt in my mind that she meant every word of what she said. I should have known better than to think I'd done something wrong. The sibling bond between us had grown into something more lately, something stronger. One small action wouldn't be enough to do any real damage to that.
Once we arrived and I found a parking space, we still had to head in the same direction for a bit before we split off to our respective destinations. It was pretty common for us to walk together, side by side during these brief intervals. Ellie slipping her hand over to mine and entwining our fingers, however, was not so usual. She caught my expression of confusion, but only laughed at it.
"What's the matter, don't wanna hold hands with your sister?"
"It's not that I don't want to. I just want to know what you plan on doing when someone sees us. 'Cause you know those awkward conversations I had to have with Lily and Alice and Mom? I'm not really in the mood for more of them."
"You're overthinking things. No one'll even notice. Plus, holding hands is nowhere near as sketchy as being caught sleeping together."
"That's... a fair point actually."
"Damn skippy it is."
We walked for another couple of minutes before hitting the point where our paths diverged. As far as I could tell, no one had given us a second glance. Granted, to anyone who didn't know we were siblings we weren't really doing anything that would have drawn attention. Either no one who knew any better had seen us, or Ellie was right and I was worrying too much.
"Okay," Ellie said, finally letting go of my hand. "I'll see ya later."
I started to say goodbye to her too, only to have her interrupt me with a light kiss. She grinned impishly and skipped away before I could reorganize my thoughts. Instead of going after her, I shook my head and kept walking. She knew the risks of pulling stunts like that just as well as I did. Chastising her wouldn't help anything.
It took me the rest of the morning to admit that I actually didn't mind Ellie kissing me. I had tried to view the matter from a practical standpoint, but my emotional side wouldn't have that. Every time I thought of my sister's lips against mine, out in the open where anyone could see, I couldn't help smiling just a little.
****
Ellie didn't try kissing me in public again for the next few days. She must have known it'd be harder to catch me with my guard down a second time. The thing was, I honestly wasn't sure whether or not I'd stop her if she tried. I was conflicted, and there were plenty of other small changes in our relationship that kept me from focusing on that one question too much.
Now that the other members of our family knew Ellie and I were sleeping together, it meant we didn't have to be quite so careful anymore. For the most part everyone seemed to get used to the idea of either Ellie or me being in the other's room. We didn't draw attention to it, but we didn't try to hide it either. Since everyone already knew what we were doing, being open about our activities was probably better than sneaking around.
Another thing I noticed was that Ellie was getting far more comfortable with casual displays of affection. The public kiss she'd given me had been the most obvious sign of the change, but there were other, less dramatic examples. For instance, I was sitting on the couch one evening because Alice had gotten to my favourite chair before me. Ellie came in a little later on and before she even greeted me, she sat down and curled right up next to me.



"What ya reading?" Ellie asked me.
"Nothing you'd be interested in," I said.
"Fine, be that way."
Ellie turned her attention to the TV show Alice was watching. She might have been interested in it, but I was pretty sure she was more interested in getting some cuddle time.
I continued reading my book, though I wasn't as oblivious as I pretended. It was next to impossible not to notice the way she leaned her head on me, or the slight pressure of her breast against my arm. It was a comfortable feeling, though a little distracting.
I looked up from my reading every now and then. Sometimes I'd watch the movie for a minute or two before going back to my book, and sometimes I'd just take a quick look around the room. It wasn't something I did on purpose so much, although I did like keeping track of my surroundings.
Eventually I noticed that Alice was occasionally glancing toward me and Ellie. She never looked for very long, and never when she thought she was being observed. As far as I could tell, we weren't doing anything to warrant the attention. Then I wondered if it was simply our close proximity.
"I think we're weirding her out a little," I whispered to Ellie.
"Who, Alice?" she whispered back
"Yeah. Maybe. She keeps looking at us."
Ellie was quiet for a moment as though giving due consideration to my suspicions. I pretended I was still reading, though mostly I was actually watching Alice out of the corner of my eye.
"You're right," Ellie whispered. "She is watching us. You think it bothers her? Me being this close to you and all?"
"I don't know what else it could be."
"Okay, go get a drink or something."
"What? Why?"
"Doesn't matter. Just need you out of the room for a couple minutes."
"I... fine."
I got up and stretched, then left the room. I didn't know what Ellie was up to, but I was more than okay with letting her handle the situation. All I needed to worry about was giving her enough time to do whatever it was she had planned. She probably just wanted to talk to Alice, and felt that such a conversation would go better without me there.
I let almost five minutes go by before returning. Ellie hadn't given me a particularly precise amount of time to wait, so I wanted to leave a little extra as a precaution. When I reentered the room, my two sisters were both on the couch curled up together and sharing a blanket. I heard quiet conversation going on between them that abruptly cut off as I got closer.
"You've been voted off the couch," Ellie informed me.
"I have, have I?"
"Mm-hm. I got a new cuddle buddy."
Alice giggled as Ellie put her arm around her younger sister. I wasn't sure what to make of the scene. Since they were both on the couch, that left the comfy chair open, so there was at least a consolation prize.
I grabbed my book and settled in to read some more. I did my best to ignore the occasional whispers and giggling from the girls. As long as they were enjoying themselves, everything was fine. I much preferred being temporarily left out to worrying about Alice's mood.
****
I got a chance to talk to Ellie later on when we went to bed. I got distracted at first because her nightwear turned out to be panties and a camisole, which was less than I was used to her wearing. Her outfit left her legs bare and drew my attention to her butt when she turned away from me. Once she crawled into bed with me, it wasn't quite as distracting.
"So what was the deal with Alice earlier?" I asked.
"Oh, that?" Ellie said. "I thought you would have figured that out."
"Well... not really. That's why I'm asking. I mean, obviously you said or did something to make it better. Was she just jealous or something? Did she want some of those cuddles I was getting?"
"I know you're just being a smartass, but you're actually not that far off. Think about it. Why have we been sleeping together?"
"Because...." I had to pause and think about it for a moment. "Because you wanted me to stay with you, and it was nice, and then we didn't stop."
"Right. Sort of. I needed attention and some physical affection. That's what Allie needed too. She might need some more every now and then. You know, so she knows she's not getting ignored or anything."
"Well aren't you being a good big sis."
I threw my arm around Ellie and pulled her toward me. She giggled and allowed herself to be repositioned. I spooned up to her, pressing my body against her back. She put her arm over mine and squeezed the back of my hand in hers. I kissed her shoulder and we both lay still for a while.
I hadn't been aware at first of just how much of our skin was touching. Between Ellie's skimpier than usual outfit and the way our bodies were pressed together, I was able to feel more of her than I'd ever felt before. Even though we both knew there was something not quite platonic about our relationship, we had kept it hidden away and only acknowledged it indirectly. As much as I wanted to stay right where I was, that would make things complicated.
"Maybe we shouldn't sleep like this," I whispered.
"What? Why? What's wrong?"
"Um... well, you know how you usually wear, like, pyjama pants or something? Or at least a loose t-shirt?"
"Mm-hm. I thought this'd be okay. I can go change if it's not. I mean--"
"You're gonna get poked in the butt pretty soon if we stay like this," I said, dropping any attempt at subtlety. "I'm sorry, I can't really help it."
I rolled onto my back, away from my sister's soft curves and smooth skin. I had a partial erection already, but I hoped it would settle down on its own if I just waited a minute or two.
Ellie giggled and turned in place so she was facing me. She scooted closer and rested her head on my arm.
"Don't be sorry," she said. "I should have known better than to wear this to bed. I just got too comfortable with us being together like this. Though now that I think about it, I'm kinda surprised you haven't, you know, 'poked' me before."
"Usually it's easier to hide it if I react like that," I said. Now that the subject had been brought up, it didn't seem like an awkward thing to talk about. I felt none of the expected shame or embarrassment admitting that she turned me on. "And sometimes it's not an issue at all. But you very nearly being in your underwear certainly isn't helping anything."
"Sorry," she said, along with another soft giggle. "All things considered, we've been doing pretty well though, haven't we? We've behaved ourselves and everything."
"I s'pose."
"I mean, you haven't even really tried to feel me up or anything. I still catch you looking sometimes, but... nothing inappropriate. Not really."
"You sound like you expect me to be more of a perv. I might be hurt by that. And what about you? How come you're acting like I'm the only one who could do something wrong?"
"I didn't say it was wrong," Ellie whispered. "And I didn't say you were the only one. It just would have been nice to have a better idea of how you're going to react to this."
I bit back my question of what she meant when I felt her hand on my chest. Her palm and fingers pressed gently against me, then slowly slid down to my stomach. I had a feeling that she had yet to reach her intended destination.
"This isn't something we should do," she continued. "I know that, and you know that. If you tell me to stop, I will."
My muscles tensed involuntarily as my sister's hand slipped into my boxers and brushed my cock. I had started to soften, but was still partly erect. She delicately encircled my shaft with her fingers, gripping it just tightly enough that there was no mistaking her intentions.
Ellie's breasts pressed against my arm as she leaned closer. I felt her warm breath on my face as she watched me intently. My cock hardened in her hand, but she didn't move it other than to adjust her grip slightly. She must have wanted confirmation that it was okay, that I wanted her to proceed.
It was hard to move. The truth was that I'd checked out my sister more than once. I'd tried not to make it overly sexual, we both had, but maybe that had just been a band-aid solution. I felt horribly conflicted, but whether it was right or wrong, I liked feeling her hand on my cock.
And yes, I wanted her to keep going.
How could I say that to Ellie? Obviously I could just tell her that I was okay with her jerking me off, but somehow that didn't seem quite right. Part of me felt that acknowledging exactly what she was doing out loud would make it worse in some way.
I looked up at her, and I suddenly knew what to do. She was still looking directly at me, and her face was so close to mine. I lifted myself a little and kissed her.
Unlike both of our other kisses, this one lingered. It was still gentle and relatively chaste, but there was love behind it. Maybe a little bit of lust too. I couldn't help that I was horny.
Ellie read the gesture exactly as I hoped she would. Even before we broke the kiss, she tightened her grip on my cock and began stroking it. I was fully hard by now. Her fingers felt so small and delicate compared to mine. She didn't have the same experience I had at getting myself off, but that hardly mattered. As much as I hated to admit it, I was actually getting more turned on because it was my sister touching me. I wondered how she'd react if she knew.
Ellie gradually became more sure of herself as she continued jerking me off. The way her fingers gripped me had been a little tentative at first, but that changed as her confidence grew.
"Is that okay?" she asked.
"Yeah," I said. "That's definitely okay."
She nodded, then looked down to where the blanket covered her hand. She let go of my cock for a moment and used both of her hands to pull my boxers down.
"Now I've got a little more room to work with," she said, as if I required an explanation. "And it's not like I can see anything either way."
"You think that'd be worse? If you could see it?"
"Maybe. I dunno. Do you not?"
"I think that under the circumstances it'd probably be okay."
"S'that so."
Ellie gave my cock an extra squeeze and grinned mischievously. I couldn't help feeling like she was planning something, and that I may have inadvertently given her permission. She sped up her strokes a little, but otherwise didn't immediately act on whatever naughty thoughts she might have had.
I, however, was feeling brave enough, or maybe just horny enough, to act on some thoughts of my own. Ellie's breasts had been drawing my attention as they jiggled slightly in time to her arm's movement. Her top had been pulled tight across them, accentuating their curves.
I moved slowly, much as she had when going for my cock. I didn't want to get in her way, but I also didn't want to just make a grab for her boobs. I compromised by placing my palm against her tummy, directly below the swell of her breasts. She would either react to that, or she wouldn't.
"You missed my boobs," she said.
"It was that obvious, was it?"
"Unless you've got some kind of bizarre tummy fetish, then yeah."
Ellie gave me a teasing grin and I couldn't help smiling back. She knew me too well. Granted, I intentionally hadn't been all that subtle about my intentions.
I eased my hand upward to cup one of her breasts in my palm. The flimsy material of her camisole wasn't much of a barrier between us, but while I felt the warmth and softness underneath, it was still more of a barrier than I wanted. If I was going to feel up my sister, I might as well do it right.
I reached lower, still doing my best not to bump the arm she was using to jerk me off, and slipped my hand under her top. Her naked skin felt so much better. I couldn't believe I'd almost allowed myself to be content with touching her over her clothes.
Ellie's efforts were paying off. Between her stroking and my fondling, I was seriously aroused. If she kept going the way she was, she'd finish me off soon.
"You're gonna make a pretty big mess, aren't you?" she said, as though only just realizing that I was going to cum. To be fair, I hadn't really thought that far ahead either.
"I guess so," I said.
She bit her lip in thought.
"'Kay. Don't freak out about this."
"About what?"
Ellie didn't answer my question. Instead, she stopped stroking me briefly and raised herself to her knees. She pushed back the blanket that had been covering us so that my cock was exposed. I'd told her that I didn't mind if she saw it, but I hadn't expected her to actually take me up on the offer.
She gathered her hair in her hands, pushing it back over her shoulders before leaning down. I only realized what she was up to at the very last second. She gripped the base of my shaft, holding it steady as she took me in her mouth.
I couldn't speak. I couldn't move. I couldn't react in any way. My sister's lips were wrapped around the head of my cock. I had no idea how to feel about that, and the pleasure and uncertainty overwhelmed me.
"Oh fuck, Ellie," I moaned, finally able to vocalize something.
She didn't take the time to respond to me. Her lips remained sealed around the tip of my erection while she stroked me with her hand. She wasn't giving me a blowjob, not really, but just the fact that her mouth was involved dramatically changed the sensation. It was so, so wrong for my little sister to be doing what she was doing. It worried me how much I was turned on by it.
"M'gonna cum," I breathed, trying to give Ellie what warning I could.
She ignored me, but I knew she'd heard. It dawned on me just before I reached the point of exploding that this was her version of preventing a mess. She was going to take my cum in her mouth instead of letting it shoot all over us and the bedding. That thought was the last one I had before I closed my eyes and embraced the rush of orgasm.
I felt the first pulse of cum shoot forcefully into my sister's mouth. It was so different from getting myself off; everything was more intense somehow. Ellie, the source of all my pleasure, kept her lips locked on me the whole time. I wasn't watching, but I was pretty sure she didn't spill a drop.
As quickly as it had started, it was over. I was left feeling somewhat drained, but also very satisfied.
"Thank you," I said.
Ellie was still kneeling beside me and looked slightly embarrassed at being thanked.
"Ur wel-hum?" she said before swallowing audibly.
We watched each other awkwardly for a moment, neither of us quite sure how to proceed. Eventually she stretched back out beside me and pulled the covers back up over us. I pulled my boxers back into place too.
"That's one way to avoid a mess," I said.
"Mm-hm. I wasn't sure how you were gonna feel about that."
"Well, I might only be feeling this way because you just got me off, but I'm pretty okay with it."
"That sort of thing does have a way of altering one's perspective."
I nodded and let out a deep breath. I was ready for sleep. It took me a moment to realize that Ellie wasn't acting quite as calm and relaxed as I was. She was mostly lying still, but she also seemed a bit fidgety.
"Ellie?"
"Yeah?"
"Do we need to take care of you now?"
She bit her lip and looked away for a second.
"I was kinda thinking about that," she admitted. "I'm a little worked up after... you know. But I'm just... I'm not sure."
"Not sure about what?"
"This might be silly considering what I just did, but I'm feeling kind of shy about it. I shouldn't feel that way, but I do."
I rolled on my side facing her, propping my head up on my arm.
"Well, I could give you some privacy if you want," I said. "I mean, I don't want it to be uncomfortable for you."
"No, that's okay. Just... just stay there."
Ellie got settled in on her back and closed her eyes. Her hands were both under the covers, and even though I couldn't see exactly what she was doing, I could make a pretty good guess from the faint movements of the blanket. There was a small patch around her waist that kept moving ever so slightly.
Very little space separated us. I knew better than to try touching her while she masturbated, but I was surprised she was okay with me watching so closely. To me that seemed like the more embarrassing option. Still, it was her call. I had no intention of questioning her decision.
Watching her face was interesting. Her mouth was slightly open, her breathing ragged, her lips twitching every now and then from the pleasure she was causing herself. I had to force my gaze away, even though there wasn't much else to look at. It was too tempting to lean over and kiss her.
Ellie finally came, punctuating the event with a faint moan. It was the only sound she'd made the whole time, aside from her breathing and the faint rustling of the blanket. Her arm moved with extra vigour for a moment, and her mouth opened even wider so it was almost a circle, then abruptly she fell still. Her eyes fluttered open and she grinned sheepishly at me.
"Better?" I asked.
"Yeah. Better."
I gave her the kiss I'd restrained myself from earlier, then cuddled up to her. She sighed contentedly and pulled the covers up around us so that only our heads stuck out. Sleep came easily.
****
I noticed over the next few days that I was more comfortable about displaying affection toward Ellie with other people around. It seemed more natural the closer we got. Things like holding hands, or sitting close together, or sharing quick kisses didn't seem like such a big deal anymore. I knew we were asking for trouble, but I couldn't bring myself to worry about it.
The rest of our family seemed to come to a grudging acceptance of the increased closeness between Ellie and me. I still caught Mom looking concerned every now and then, and Lily liked to roll her eyes and make faces any time she saw us doing anything too couple-y. Alice took to it the best. As long as she got a little attention occasionally and didn't feel like she was being left out, she was happy enough.
Arguably the biggest difference in our relationship was our changes in behaviour in bed. Ellie jerking me off had opened the door to more overtly sexual touching than before. We also got into the habit of masturbating with the other present. It became almost normal for us to each get ourselves off before going to sleep. Sometimes we'd help each other, but not always.
Being around Ellie was getting to be indistinguishable from spending time with a girlfriend, albeit one I couldn't openly date. I wasn't sure what that meant for us. I was enjoying it though, and so was she, so I was okay with waiting and seeing where it went.
Ellie seemed to settle into her role as half of our pseudo-couple even better than I did. I had to wonder if she wanted to draw attention sometimes, the way she got all touchy-feely. One evening she decided to do some school work in the living room, lying down on the floor with her laptop in front of her while I was reading in my usual spot. With a little whining she managed to convince me to sit next to her and give her a back rub with my free hand. I assumed that had been her intent all along. There really wasn't any other reason for her to lie on the floor like that.
Lily walked in a few minutes after Ellie and I had gotten settled. She took one look at us and stopped halfway to the couch.
"Oh god, you two. Seriously?" she said.
"What?" I asked. "We're not doing anything."
"Right," Lily said, rolling her eyes. "'Cause giving back rubs is completely normal for you. I'm sure it has nothing to do with you two sleeping together."
"We're not doing anything wrong," Ellie said.
"You keep saying that. You keep trying to convince us all that you two aren't up to anything. You're just sleeping together. Well you know what? Even if that's all it is, it's only a matter of time before something changes."



"What are implying?" I asked, pulling my hand away from Ellie's back.
"You know what I'm implying. You're always together and you're always touching each other. It's only getting worse. Either you're gonna go too far, or one of you is going to get hurt. You're just gonna end up breaking this family up again one way or the other."
Lily turned around and left the room, ignoring Ellie's calls for her to come back. I didn't know what to do and just kind of sat there hoping a brilliant idea would come to me.
"Shit," I finally said.
"Yeah," Ellie said. "That about sums it up." She rolled onto her back and lay there unhappily. "The worst part is she's not wrong."
"Maybe, but... I mean, she's not completely right either. We're not gonna break up the family. That's not going to happen."
"But what if we do?"
"We won't," I said firmly. I managed to sound more confident than I felt. "That can only happen if we let it."
"Lily's right though, one of us could get hurt," Ellie said softly. "It could happen. I know you don't think so, but it could."
"Well... I don't know what we're supposed to do then."
"Neither do I." Ellie chewed on her lip, then looked directly at me. "Hey, Neil?"
"Yeah?"
"Tell me it'll be okay."
I forced a smile that I didn't really feel. I hoped it looked reassuring.
"It'll be okay, El. We'll all be okay."
****
Things were a little strained between us and Lily after our brief conversation. She didn't exactly avoid Ellie or me, but she very pointedly ignored or rebuffed any attempt to talk about her problem with our relationship. I got the impression that she was at least slightly embarrassed about her outburst though. That was a small comfort.
Family life adapted as necessary. Everyone was getting used to Ellie and me being nigh-inseparable, as far as I could tell. We were getting fewer disapproving or concerned looks, at any rate. Mom even started assigning tasks to both of us in cases where she would have ordinarily just asked one of us to do something for her. She had learned that we'd almost certainly cooperate on them anyway.
All of that lead to me washing dishes one evening while Ellie dried them. Usually I would have just left them in the dish rack until they were dry, but as long as we were working as a team we could get the whole thing done much faster.
"I should probably do some studying later on," Ellie said as she put a small stack of dried plates into their spot in the cupboard. "Got a test coming up. Thought maybe you'd like to help me?"
"Help, or 'help?'" I asked, pulling my hands out of the dishwater long enough to make finger quotes.
Ellie grinned and bumped me with her hip.
"Maybe a little of both."
She leaned over and kissed me, while I carefully made sure my wet hands stayed out of the way. One of her breasts brushed my arm during the maneuver. I was pretty sure that was on purpose.
"You guys need to put up a warning sign or something."
Ellie and I each did a half-turn to look behind us to find Lily standing there with her arms folded across her chest. Her stance didn't appear to be confrontational, but she certainly didn't look at ease either.
"Sorry," Ellie said.
Lily shrugged uncomfortably. "Whatever. I should probably just get used to it. You two obviously aren't gonna stop."
"We really don't mean to make things weird for you," I said.
"I know," Lily said. "Trust me, I know. I just...." She sighed heavily and shook her head. "I wanted to say sorry for... for when I snapped at you two. I mean, you're happy, right? You guys seem happy anyway. I shouldn't get in the way of that."
"Aw, Lil," Ellie said, stepping toward her sister.
Lily took a half step back, but Ellie kept closing the distance and managed to pull her into a hug. Lily didn't hug back, but she also didn't fight it.
"I just want things to be normal," Lily said. "As normal as they can be. You know, under the circumstances. If I stop talking to you two, that's not really helping anything."
"You're right," Ellie said. "And for what it's worth, we truly are sorry that what we're doing is affecting you and Mom and Alice. We didn't want that."
"I know," Lily said, finally struggling free of her older sister's embrace. "But now it's out, and we all just have to deal with it. Just... just do one thing for me."
"What is it?"
"When you have sex, try to be subtle about it."
"We're not having sex!" Ellie and I said almost simultaneously. I realized afterward how defensive we sounded.
"Maybe you're not," Lily said with a shrug. "But you will. When you do... Mom doesn't need to know about it. Allie doesn't either, but honestly she might be okay with it. It's hard to tell with her."
"Um... okay," Ellie said. I was glad she was able to form a reply, because I didn't know if I could have come up with anything coherent. "We'll, uh, keep that in mind."
"Yeah, well... yeah," Lily said. "Good."
She gave another shrug, then left. Ellie and I stared at each other in a long moment of silence.
"She's too cynical for her own good," I said eventually.
"Too cynical for anyone's good," Ellie countered. She returned to her former position by the counter and picked up her dishtowel. "And probably a little too clever in some ways. Which I don't think is something I've ever had to say about her before."
I chuckled, but Ellie had a point. Lily was bright enough, but that tended to be overshadowed by her tendencies toward rebellion and overreaction. At least I knew her heart was in the right place in this case. She'd only been looking out for her family.
"Do you think she was right?" I asked. "About the whole... you know... the whole sex thing?"
"Do you think she was?"
"I don't know. I really don't. Not too long ago I would have said she was crazy, but now...."
Ellie nodded. "Yeah. That's about how I feel too."
I kept washing, though I was nearly done. I actually kind of wished there were more dishes to do just so I'd have something to help me stall for time. It probably wouldn't have helped anyway. There was a question I needed to ask, and procrastinating wouldn't make it go away.
"If we're not saying it won't happen, does that mean it probably will?" I asked.
Ellie frowned for a second, then looked over her shoulder to make sure no one was listening. I'd been keeping an ear out for someone sneaking up ever since Lily had caught us by surprise, but it still wasn't a bad idea for her to double check.
"Let me put it this way," she said. "If I crawled into bed with you tonight, completely naked, what would you do?"
"That's not fair, El. That is so not a fair question."
"I know. You don't have to answer. I don't really have a proper answer for you either."
I finished the last few pieces of silverware at the bottom of the sink and handed them to Ellie. I dried my hands slowly with a spare towel while I waited for her to finish. Despite my initial uncertainty, the more I thought about her question, the more I realized that I actually did have an idea what I'd do.
"If you crawled into bed with me naked," I said slowly, "there is a reasonable chance that we'd end up having sex."
She arched an eyebrow. "A reasonable chance? What does that mean exactly?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly. "I really don't. Except that it definitely could happen. If that's not enough of an answer then... you'll just have to try it and find out."
"Careful. Don't say things like that, 'cause I might just take you up on it."
"I'll take my chances."
"Mm-hm. Well, don't say I didn't warn you." She set her towel down and surveyed the room. "Anyway, I think we're done here. Wanna come help me with my studying now? There really are a couple things I'd like you to look at with me. If you want."
"Yeah, sure. Why not."
****
In hindsight, I should have suspected that Ellie was scheming something. I didn't stick around and help her study for too long, but while I was there she seemed more distracted than usual. She wasn't really paying attention to the work at all. It was her test we were preparing for, so it didn't bother me all that much if she didn't want to focus.
I went and did my own thing for the rest of the evening until bedtime. As much as I loved my sister and hanging out with her, it was kind of nice to get a little alone time too. Still, just like every night since we'd started sleeping together, I found myself looking forward to curling up in bed with her.
I was in the process of stripping down for the night when Ellie walked into my room and quietly closed the door behind her. We'd gotten pretty in sync with our bedtimes, though we still didn't really plan out whose room we'd use on a given night. In any case, it didn't surprise me when she walked in on me in the middle of changing.
"Hey," I said. "Good timing. I'm almost ready."
"Uh huh," she said.
She watched me as I removed my shirt and left myself in only my underwear. I planned on putting on a baggier, more comfortable shirt for the night, although I didn't really need to. I'd gone topless a couple times while sleeping with her. The only real downside to it was that it made keeping our hands off of each other that much trickier. The whole point was to sleep, after all.
"Neil?" she said.
"Yeah?" I said, glancing at her for a second.
She was wearing a long t-shirt that went down just far enough to cover her panties. I realized belatedly that it looked like one of mine. Seeing her using one of my shirts as nightwear was kind of hot.
"Neil?" she repeated more insistently.
"What?" I said, turning around fully this time.
Once she was sure she had my attention she grabbed the bottom of her shirt with both hands.
"Remember what you were saying earlier?" she asked. "About me crawling into bed naked with you?"
Without waiting for an answer, she pulled the shirt up and over her head in one long, smooth motion. My eyes widened and fixed themselves on each part of her body as it was revealed to me. We'd been getting fairly adventurous lately, but I'd never come close to seeing her fully naked body in a well-lit room. Up to then it had just been little flashes here and there in the dark.
Ellie was not, in fact, wearing panties as I'd assumed she was. Her pussy was the first thing revealed, and it was shaved completely bare. It looked so smooth and sexy that I had to force myself to keep my gaze moving as more of her body came into view.
My gaze traveled upward over her tummy and belly button to her breasts which bounced slightly as were freed from their shirt-prison. Just like her pussy, I wanted to stop and stare at her boobs. They were so round, so perky, so perfectly shaped.
And then there was Ellie's face. She had her bottom lip between her teeth and managed to looked both amused and nervous at the same time. She was waiting for my reaction.
"If you're trying to turn me on," I said, "mission fucking accomplished."
"Enjoying the view, huh?"
"Did you think I wouldn't?"
Ellie clasped her hands behind her back and stuck her chest out a little bit more. She took a couple steps toward me so that she was right in front of me. Much of her nervousness seemed to have left her already.
"I was worried you might not," she said. "I mean, I knew you'd like seeing me naked, but I still worried maybe you wouldn't. Kinda weird, right?"
"It's not that weird. This is... what we're doing... it's all so complicated. Things aren't going to be simple."
I reached out and lightly placed my hands on her hips. I trailed my fingertips up the sides of her body, then back down. There were other places--dirtier places--I wanted to touch, but I held myself back.
"Well they don't have to be complicated," Ellie whispered. "Not always. We could make things simple for a little while."
My cock had begun to harden when she'd taken her shirt off, enough that it was clearly visible as it strained against my underwear. She deliberately brushed her fingers against my cock, sending a shiver of pleasure through my body.
"Simple sounds good," I said.
"Mm-hm. Thought you might think so."
Our lips met in a gentle kiss that grew deeper and more passionate the longer we held it. All my restraint, denial, and fears slowly melted away. It seemed so stupid to pretend I didn't want this. That's what it had been, a pretense. At some point Ellie and I had become something different from a regular brother and sister. I wasn't sure when exactly, but I realized that I'd been trying to hide from the truth, and that was no longer an option.
I felt Ellie's breasts against me, bare skin against bare skin. I felt her hands on me, exploring my body just as I was exploring hers. I abandoned my earlier sense of caution and touched her anywhere I wanted to. She moaned into my mouth as I grabbed her ass in both hands. I lifted her slightly, forcing her to balance on her toes and causing her to lean on me even more to keep from falling over.
"I love you, El," I said.
"Well duh," she said with a faint smirk. She gave me another quick kiss, then leaned to the side so she could whisper in my ear. "I love you too."
I groaned as she pressed her leg against my increasingly hard cock. I wanted to get my underwear off, to free my erection and eliminate the last barrier between us, but I was unwilling to let go of my sister. She continued grinding on me, making my choice a difficult one.
I compromised. If Ellie was going to tease me, then I could tease her right back. I moved one of my hands from her ass around to her pussy. It was just as smooth to the touch as it looked. I ran my fingers over it, smiling as she gasped at the sudden stimulation.
She was wet before I reached her slit. She only got wetter as I stroked her, not quite pushing my way in but threatening to. I spread her juices across her pussy lips with my fingertips, making the whole area slick. I knew I could get a finger inside her if I wanted to, but I was still just teasing her. The longer I played with her, the more she whined in disappointment when I refused to give her what she really wanted.
Ellie had gradually shifted from grinding her leg against my cock to trying to grind her pussy on my hand. I pressed my palm against her clit, giving her something to work with. The difference in her reactions was immediate. She went from being slightly frustrated to happily masturbating herself on my hand with no discernible delay, making me smile.
She buried her face in my shoulder and pressed herself against me. My hand became sandwiched between us, but I did my best to keep rubbing her pussy while she got increasingly aggressive with her grinding. I was surprised by how horny she was, how much she was letting her desire take over. I'd never seen anything like it from her.
"Feels... so... good," Ellie breathed.
"I can tell. You know what else would feel good?"
She slowed down a little and pulled her head back so she could look at me. A slow smile spread over her lips.
"I think I have an idea. Does that mean you've made up your mind? Like, for sure?"
"As soon as you took your shirt off. I didn't stand a chance after that."
Ellie reluctantly stopped getting herself off on my hand and sank down to her knees. Her eyes widened as she saw just how much of a tent I was making in my underwear. I could see excitement fill her, replacing any disappointment she might have felt from leaving the care of my hands.
She looked up at me seductively as she pulled my underwear down, freeing my erection. As soon as I could step out the underwear and kick them off, she focused on my fully hard cock. Precum had been leaking from the tip and she decided to give it a quick lick. I shivered at the contact, brief as it was, which only made her smile even wider.
"You want to put this in me?" she asked in an innocent voice.
Ellie grasped my shaft lightly and gave it a couple strokes. I couldn't take it. My sister kneeling naked in front of me, toying with my cock, and looking up at me with the most adorable expression of barely contained lust... there was no way I could resist her.
I grabbed her arms, ignoring her squeals as I manhandled her over to the bed and threw her onto it. She giggled as I advanced on her, my cock pointed directly toward its destination. She spread her legs for me eagerly as I crawled on top of her on my hands and knees, getting myself into position.
"Yes," I said. "I do want to put it in you."
"Even though I'm your sister and we shouldn't?"
"Mm-hm. You know we're beyond that."
"Yeah, I do. Just wanted to hear you say it."
I felt Ellie's delicate fingers take hold of my cock and guide me to her entrance. She rubbed the head up and down her slit, getting it wet with her juices. With a little pressure I'd easily be able to push my way inside her.
"I really do love you," I said. "Sister or not, there's no one I'd rather be doing this with."
"Mmm, so do it then."
I kissed her hard. She moaned into my mouth as I lowered my hips, pushing gently until the tip of my cock slipped into her pussy. She was so wet that I easily worked my way into her with short, steady thrusts. Her hips moved back against me, helping guide me in.
Pretty soon I bottomed out in her, the length of my shaft buried entirely inside her pussy. Every inch of my cock was enveloped inside her. Her muscles contracted on me arrhythmically, squeezing me tightly. I couldn't believe how good it felt just being inside my sister, let alone how much better it was when I moved.
I pulled partway out of Ellie, then gently thrust back in. I expereienced pure bliss as I increased the intensity of my thrusts. She pulled me to her and held me as I made love to her.
I was acutely aware of every part of my sister's body that was touching me: her lips on my neck, her hands trailing across my back, her breasts pressing against my chest. Every point of contact, even the light brushing of our tummies, felt sexual. More importantly, every part of her articulated the love she felt for me. It was there in the way she kissed me, and the way she held me, and the way she had accepted me inside of her.
Ellie gave a low moan of pleasure and arched her neck. I raised my head slightly to look at her. In her eyes I could see all the intensity of the sensations and emotions she was going through. I lowered my face back down and kissed her exposed neck. I kissed her again and again until she nodded her head forward and met my mouth with hers.
Her orgasm rose moments later. She held me even tighter and her pussy clamped down on my cock as she came. I did my best to keep my rhythm steady; the last thing I wanted was to slow down in the midst of her pleasure.
"Oh god, oh god, oh fuck," Ellie whispered, her face contorted in rapture.
Her body stiffened and relaxed a few times before she was done. A look of contentment replaced the expression of intense pleasure and she melted back into the mattress, letting go of me and allowing me to continue with slightly more freedom of movement.
"Good?" I asked.
"So good," she said. "Kinda wish we'd done this sooner."
"Guess we'll just have to make up for that."
I increased my pace. It would have been nice to go on forever, but eventually the need to cum was too strong. I could already feel it trying to take over.
Ellie was a lot calmer and less involved now that she'd had her release. She delivered copious kisses to my neck, shoulders, and lips, all as she ran her hands over my back and arms.
"You can cum any time you're ready," she whispered into my ear. "I want to feel it."
"God, El. You know what's gonna happen if you say things like that?"
"It'll turn you on even more?"
"Yeah. That."
"Maybe that's the idea." She ran her fingernails lightly up my back and took my earlobe between her teeth for a second before continuing. "I want you to cum in me, Neil. I want you to do it."



"Fuuuck," I breathed.
I was so close, and Ellie's encouragement was getting me there even faster. She kept whispering to me that she wanted me to finish, occasionally alternating with nibbling on my ear. She was driving me crazy. I needed to cum so badly, and I urgently thrust into her until finally I was there.
I kept pumping myself into her as I shot the first of my seed. She moaned happily as she felt my cum spurt into her, tangling her fingers in my hair. I was overwhelmed with pleasure, unable to focus on anything but the continuous pulsing of my orgasm and the sensations it sent throughout my body. By the time it began to fade, I was completely drained.
Ellie stroked my cheek and looked directly into my eyes. Her face held a glow of satisfaction and love.
"That was even better than I hoped," she said. "I was a little worried it would feel weird, but I should have known better."
"Well, now we know for sure," I said, giving her a final kiss before rolling off of her.
"Mm-hm. It's a good feeling."
I lay there beside Ellie, at peace with the world and with myself. She was right, it was a good feeling. If it had turned out that sex with each other was something we just couldn't handle, it would have been okay. We could have dealt with it. But it didn't turn out that way. Instead, we were more compatible than any brother and sister ever should be. Now I felt sure that we were doing the right thing for us.
"El?"
"Yeah?"
"One of us needs to turn the light off."
She looked over at the light switch.
"But whoever does it is gonna have to get out of bed."
"I know."
"But... I don't wanna. M'so comfy right here."
"Please?"
She looked at the switch again, then sighed heavily.
"You owe me," she said.
Ellie rolled ungracefully off the side of the bed, almost falling over as she stood up. I got to watch her naked body as she made the short trip to the light switch. The slight swaying of her butt was hypnotizing, even in my satiated state. She caught me staring just before she flicked off the light and walked back toward the bed.
"You just wanted to check me out again," she accused me.
"That was just a happy coincidence, I assure you."
I pulled her to me as she tried to crawl under the covers. She squealed and giggled as she tried to pull the blanket up over us while getting no help from me. I held her and waited, and she eventually settled in and put her arm around me in return. I was fully ready for sleep, even though part of me would have liked to lie there and cuddle with my sister all night.
"Guess Lily was right," Ellie said.
"She was," I agreed while stifling a yawn.
"At least we know she won't freak out if she finds out."
"Mm-hm."
"And you don't really care, do you?"
"Not right now. Try me again tomorrow."
"Mmm, okay. Good night, Neil."
"Night, El."
****
I hated having to get up the next day. That particular morning, more so than any other I could remember, I just wanted to stay in bed forever. Ellie couldn't have agreed more. Sadly, neither of us was enough of a slacker to pull that off.
The upside to getting out of bed was that I got to see Ellie naked again, even if only briefly. She purposefully took a moment to brush out her hair a little with her fingers, giving me a chance to stare, before throwing on one of my shirts. I had a partial erection by the time she gave me a quick kiss and slipped out the door.
Soon after that I discovered an unexpected side effect to our previous night's activity. Once we both made it to the kitchen, we found ourselves unable to stop smiling at each other. I did my best to maintain a neutral expression, but every time I looked at her I felt a goofy grin break out on my face. I couldn't help it.
The way Ellie and I were looking at each other didn't go unnoticed by the rest of the family. One by one, Mom, Lily, and Alice all realized something was up, and it didn't take them long to come to their own conclusions as to what it was.
Lily was the first to catch on, but she didn't do much other than roll her eyes at us. She'd known what was coming before any of us, so it wasn't much of a surprise. Mom was the first to speak.
"Alright, what's going on?" Mom asked. "Lily, why do you keep glaring at your brother? And Neil, why are...." She stopped in mid-sentence. She looked back and forth between Ellie and me, occasionally glancing over to Lily, then shut her mouth and shook her head in exasperation. "You know what? Maybe I don't want to know."
"Probably not," Lily said.
Mom stood up from the table. "Neil, I left a grocery list on the counter, can--"
"I'll take care of it," I said.
"Thank you. You all have a good day, I'll see you tonight."
She left the room, pausing just long enough to kiss the top of Alice's head on her way by. Alice smiled like she was the favourite now, though I was pretty sure it had more to do with her being closest to the doorway. We all chorused goodbyes and waited until the front door closed behind her.
"You guys have no idea what 'subtle' means, do you?" Lily burst out the first chance she got.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," I said while Ellie nodded in agreement.
"Whatever. At least Mom took it well, all things considered. I would have had to be the one to smooth things out otherwise, thanks to you guys. And it's a sad day when I've gotta be the responsible one around here."
Lily got up and took her empty cereal bowl over to the sink. Just before she left, Ellie spoke up.
"Thanks, Lil," Ellie said. "You're a good sister."
Lily shrugged uncomfortably at the unexpected praise and kept walking. I thought about saying something to her before she was out of earshot, but decided not to. I didn't really have anything to add.
That just left Alice who had yet to show any real reaction. I tried to keep an quiet eye on her, and as far as I could tell Ellie was doing the same.
"So are you guys in love or something?" Alice finally asked.
For all the concern she showed, she might as well have been asking about the weather. Ellie and I glanced at each other before speaking.
"Kind of?" I said.
"It's complicated," Ellie added. "But... yes."
I felt another grin breaking out and tried to fight it. Just as before, I failed miserably.
"Okay," Alice said, as though that was the answer she'd expected.
She followed Lily's example and dropped her dishes in the sink before heading to her room. Unlike her sister, she seemed in a much cheerier mood. As far as I could tell, she was entirely unfazed by the events of the morning. If not for her question, I might have suspected that she hadn't noticed anything was different.
"So," I said once Ellie and I were alone. "Alice seems fine with things."
"Mm-hm," Ellie agreed. "I think she'll be alright. Lily will be too, even if she wants to pretend like it's a big ordeal for her."
"What about Mom? She didn't really give us much of a reaction one way or the other."
"I think she'll probably be okay with it. She didn't freak out on us, so that's a good sign."
"Yeah, but... do you think she actually knows what we did, or does she just suspect?"
"Doesn't matter. Suspecting'd be almost as bad in this case. Trust me, she'll be fine. It might take her some time to adjust is all."
"You're probably right." I leaned over and kissed her. Given that our secret was more or less out, I wasn't worried about being caught anymore. "I love you."
"Mmm, me too," she said, and then her face took on an air of mischief. "Listen, if we're done worrying about our family for now, you maybe wanna head upstairs and take a shower together before class?"
"Hmm..." I said, pretending to consider it for a moment, that grin fighting its way back onto my face. We were lucky, so very lucky. It was freeing that we didn't have to hide anymore.
Ellie took my hand, and I let her drag me upstairs. The things we'd done the night before were still fresh in my mind, and I was eager to add to those memories.
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*****
I awoke in the middle of the night to the sound of glass shattering. I rubbed my eyes and debated rolling over and going back to sleep. My sense of concern got the better of me and I decided I should at least go see what had broken. It probably hadn't been an intruder clumsily knocking things over, but it was silly to take the chance on ignoring the possibility.
It was just Mom and me living in the small apartment; a mother and her eighteen year old son. It was a living arrangement that left me with more responsibilities than I really wanted, but I didn't mind too much. Mom was the only close family I had, and vice versa. We had to look after each other.
I rolled out of bed with a heavy sigh and stumbled out into the hallway. It was a short walk to the kitchen where I guessed the offending sound had originated. Sure enough, Mom was on her knees on the floor cleaning up the remains of a glass.
Mom didn't hear me approach, or if she did she ignored me. She had her back to me so she couldn't see me. She was wearing a nightie, and given her position it was riding up dangerously high on her legs. I decided I should let her know I was there before I got a flash of something embarrassing.
"You okay, Mom?" I asked.
She jumped a little and turned her head so she could see me.
"Oh! Sorry, honey," she said, briefly startled by my appearance. "I didn't mean to wake you. Go back to bed."
"Let me help you get that cleaned up."
"No, it's fine. I've got it. I wouldn't want you to cut yourself because I was clumsy."
"Mom, you're kneeling in broken glass. I'm not the one who needs to worry about cutting myself."
"Your concern is noted, but I'm the mother here. Me worrying about your safety beats you worrying about mine. That's just how it works."
"Fine. But I'm not going to bed until you finish. I'm not going to have you cutting yourself and bleeding to death in the middle of the kitchen because I left you alone."
Mom laughed softly. She got the last of the glass fragments swept up and dumped them into the garbage, then leaned against the counter.
"I don't know when you started getting so protective," she said. "There was a time when you would have assumed that Mommy could handle a little incident like this all by herself."
"Yeah, well... that was back when I was too young to do any good anyway. Plus, I've since learned that even moms can do stupid shit sometimes."
"Language," Mom chided gently.
The faint smile on her face betrayed any attempt at a serious rebuke. It was far from the worst thing she'd heard me say.
"Sorry," I said. "Are you going back to bed?"
"I don't know. I thought I might stay out here and throw a few more dishes on the floor."
"Sarcasm doesn't suit you, Mom. Leave that to the teenagers."
Mom walked over to me and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek.
"Good night," she said. "I promise I'll try not to wake you up again until morning."
"Deal," I said.
I followed her back down the hallway to our bedrooms, which were right next to each other. We entered our respective rooms and went to bed. I left my door open. I sometimes wondered if Mom assumed I was masturbating when I closed it. I never dared to ask her.
I found myself staring up at my ceiling for the next little while. I was tired, but somehow unable to drift back off. It was one of those times where I had no idea what my body wanted from me.
There was a slight creak from the floor in the hallway. Mom stepped into sight, just barely passing the threshold before stopping.
"Are you still awake?" she called softly.
"Yeah," I said. "I'm awake."
"Sorry. I know I said I wouldn't bother you again."
"You said you wouldn't wake me up again. You're still good."
A brief smile flashed across her face. She padded closer and sat down on the edge of my bed. I scooted over to make more room.
"Your father was always good at remembering details too," she said wistfully. "You remind me of him so much sometimes."
"In a good way I assume?"
"Mm-hm. I think you managed to get all of his best qualities."
Mom reached out and ruffled my hair affectionately. I kind of liked the way it felt when she did that.
"I got half my genes from you, you know," I said. "That probably helped."
"Now you're just humouring me."
"Maybe. Doesn't mean I'm wrong. If you think I have a lot of good qualities, that has at least as much to do with you as Dad. Probably more."
Mom went silent for a moment. It was hard to read her face without the light on, but she seemed to be off in her own world. Maybe she was reminiscing about Dad. I caught her doing that sometimes.
"I still miss him, you know," she said softly.
"Me too," I said.
"I know, sweetie. It hasn't been easy on you either. It's just... I miss sleeping with him. And I mean actually sleeping, just before your mind goes somewhere else with that."
"Mom, children do their very best to pretend like their parents never, ever have sex. I can assure you."
"Yes, well... anyway, the point was he always used to be able to help me fall asleep when I was having trouble. I don't know what it was, but all he had to do was hold me. It was better than any pill or breathing technique I ever tried."
There was a trace of sadness and longing in Mom's voice. I wasn't sure whether to comment on it or not. Prodding her to talk more might help, or it might hurt. I wasn't really sure which.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I'm fine."
She wiped her hand quickly across her cheek. I wasn't sure if she'd started crying, or if it was something else.
I sat up and hugged Mom. She seemed a little tense at first, but she soon relaxed into the hug. Her breasts pressed against my chest as we held each other for a moment. I felt kind of embarrassed for noticing them, but I'd gotten used to pretending I didn't.
"I should get back to bed," she said eventually.
"Okay, Mom. Good night."
"Good night, sweetie. Sleep well."
****
I was in a bad mood when I got home the next day. I didn't really have a good reason for feeling that way, which only made it worse somehow.
The root of most of my troubles lately was a girl. I liked her, but she already had a boyfriend. The smart thing would have been to move on, but that turned out to be more difficult than expected. About a week ago she and her boyfriend had broken up. The event had given me a dangerous amount of hope that maybe I had a chance with her after all. I decided I couldn't just go ask her out immediately and should give it some time. Today I'd learned that they were back together. That small piece of news was enough to put a negative spin on the rest of my day.
I sat on the couch in what was ostensibly the living room of our apartment to watch TV and try to forget about my troubles. I hoped I could get into a happier mood by the time Mom got home. I didn't really want to explain to her why I was cranky, nor did I want her to worry about me.
My mood hadn't noticeably improved by the time I heard Mom come in. I put on a neutral expression and pretended to be engrossed in a show I hadn't really been paying attention to.
"Hi, sweetie," Mom greeted me.
She walked over gave me a kiss on the cheek before sitting down beside me.
"Hey," I said without looking at her.
"How was your day?"
"Fine. How was yours?"
"Pretty good, actually. One of the girls at work is getting married, so there's a lot of stuff going on with that. I swear, every lunch she's so busy planning that she doesn't even eat."
I tuned out as Mom kept talking. I felt kind of bad for not paying attention, but at the same time I knew she wouldn't expect me to care that much about most of it anyway. She was very aware that 'girl things,' such as wedding planning, were not something I was interested in. Sometimes she liked to tell me about them anyway, and I didn't mind being someone for her to talk at.
"So what did you do today?" she finally asked me.
"Um, just... you know. Stuff."
"Ah. Must have been a good time."
"Yeah. I s'pose."
I knew I should have given slightly longer answers if I didn't want Mom to pry. It was possible that somewhere deep inside me, I secretly wanted to tell her about my girl troubles, such as they were. Overall, I maintained that I was happier keeping them to myself.
"I can tell something's bugging you," Mom said softly. "You don't have to tell me what it is if you don't want to, but you can."
"I... it's nothing," I said. "Just wasn't a great day is all. I feel kind of silly for letting it get to me."
"We all have days like that, honey. You don't have feel bad about it."
"I know, but... I guess I'm just cranky."
"Well, you're allowed to be. I'm still here for you anytime you need me."
I nodded and forced a weak smile. We sat there for several minutes without saying anything. I expected Mom to either try and engage me again or leave, but she did neither. It was somehow both reassuring and infuriating to have her sitting there beside me while I was trying to wallow in self-pity.
"There's a girl," I said.
I wasn't sure why I felt the need to say anything. I'd been doing a good job of shutting up until then.
"A girl you like?" Mom asked.
"Yeah. A girl I like. Only she's already with someone."
"Oh, sweetie..."
"It's fine. Whatever. She's not even that great."
"But you can't help what you feel."
She sounded more like she was stating a fact than hazarding a guess. Either way, she was right.
"I should just move on, right? That's what I keep thinking. There's lots of girls out there and there's no particular reason to obsess over this one. I just... I can't help it."
I waited for Mom to offer advice of some sort, or maybe a sincere but unhelpful declaration of belief in my many virtues. I was resigned to getting something along those lines. I wasn't dreading the inevitable so much as I just wanted to get it over with and move on.
Mom surprised me by scootching closer to me on the couch and putting her arm around me. I didn't really have it in me to resist at that point. She hugged me in my awkward, half-turned position until I gave in further and turned toward her, allowing her to pull me deeper into her embrace.
I leaned my head against her shoulder and allowed myself to be held like a child. It was slightly pathetic to be comforted by my mother this way, but somehow it actually helped. The longer she held me, the more my feelings of bitterness and resentment seemed to fade away. I gradually relaxed enough to stop worrying about how embarrassing the situation was.
Mom started gently rocking me while making barely audible shushing noises. At some point my childhood instincts took over and let me enjoy the moment without over-analyzing it. I didn't care that I was being treated as younger than I was, or that I could feel Mom's breasts pressed against my chest, or even that a few tears had leaked from my eyes. I felt safe and loved.
"I'll have to disown you if you ever tell anyone about this," I said quietly.
"Don't worry," Mom said. "Mothers may enjoy embarrassing their children, but we also understand the value of discretion. Besides, there's nothing for you to be embarrassed about."
"If you say so."
"Really. I mean it. It's kind of my responsibility to look after you, you know. You needed someone to make you feel better, and that's all I did."
"I guess. Promise you won't ever mention this again?"
"Promise."
We sat together for a while until I started getting hungry. Mom made us supper, then I went off to my room for a while. I had to admit my mood had improved substantially thanks to my mother, even if her methods were questionable.
****
I was getting ready to go to bed that night when I heard the TV. I walked down to the living room in my t-shirt and boxers to make sure it hadn't accidentally been left on. Mom was curled up on the couch in her nightie watching a movie.
"Is the TV too loud?" she asked.
"No, it's fine," I said. "I just thought it might have gotten left on accidentally."
"Okay. Are you going to bed?"
"I was going to. How much is left in your movie?"
"Um... probably about half an hour, give or take."
I nodded and glanced back toward my room. Going to bed would have been the responsible thing to do. On the other hand, it was only half an hour. I walked over and sat beside Mom to watch the rest of the movie with her.
After a few minutes Mom leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. I didn't mind her doing that, except that it meant I could see down the front of her nightie. I tried to ignore how much visible cleavage she was displaying, but I didn't have much success. Drawing her attention to the problem would have only made it more uncomfortable for both of us.
I had to remind myself that I only looked because there were breasts in my line of sight. It had nothing whatsoever to do with who they belonged to. As long as I did my best to keep my eyes averted, it was unfair to blame myself too harshly for the occasional peek. I couldn't fight my instincts.
Toward the end of the movie I realized that Mom had fallen asleep on me. She wasn't snoring, but her eyes were closed and her mouth hung partway open. I was amused to discover that she'd drooled a little bit on my shirt.
Somehow I managed to slip away from her without waking her up. I stopped the movie while the credits were rolling and turned off the TV. Then I turned back to my unconscious mother. I could wake her up so she could go to bed, but I felt kind of bad about the idea. It wasn't really that far. There was a chance I could get her there without disturbing her rest.
I carefully picked Mom up in my arms without waking her. She was kind of awkward to carry, but I was able to manage okay. As I walked slowly down the hallway to her room, I felt her arms snake around my neck so she could help hold herself.
"Sorry, I tried not to wake you," I said.
"That's okay," she said. "I shouldn't have fallen asleep. It's been a long time since I've been carried to bed. It's kind of nice."
I tried not to think about the implications of some other man carrying my mother to bed. I was sure it hadn't been her intent to bring up that sort of topic.
We made it to her bed and I set her down. She hung onto me for a second before letting go. She was lying partly on top of her blanket, and I wasn't sure whether I should help her get her bedding straightened out or just leave her to it.
"Well, good night," I said.
Mom smiled. "Good night, sweetie. Try not to worry about that girl too much. You'll find a better one some day."
"I'm going to regret ever saying anything. I can sense it."
"Sorry, honey. I wasn't going to bring it up again. I just want you to be happy. That's all. I want you to find someone who will love you as much as I do."
"I think you're tired and you need to go back to sleep."
"M'not gonna argue with that."
Mom lay her head back on her pillow with her eyes closed. I knew she wasn't actually asleep, but it looked like she might not bother with getting herself under her covers properly. I sighed and reached over her to tug her blanket out from underneath her.
It took some work, but I managed to get Mom's blanket and sheet unstuck. The extent of her help was to roll toward me slightly so that less of her body was in the way. I finally got her under her covers and ready for sleep. It was the first time I'd ever had to tuck her in. I smiled a little at the role reversal.
"Good night," I said for the second time.
"Aren't you going to read me a story?" Mom asked sleepily, just before bursting into a fit of quiet giggling.
"Ha ha. Very funny."
I turned around and left the room. I slipped into my bed and got settled with much less effort than Mom had required. I closed my eyes and lay still for a while, hoping for unconsciousness to claim me. It didn't work. Instead, I was forced to admit that I was kind of horny and probably needed to masturbate if I wanted to get to sleep any time in the near future.
My door was open and I had to climb out of bed for long enough to close it. I didn't expect Mom to be wandering around any time soon, but there was no point in taking the risk. I lay back down with a box of tissues handy and started jerking off.
At first my fantasies shifted indiscriminately between a few different scenes; having sex with a girl from one of my classes, two naked girls making out, and a more convoluted scenario involving one of my teachers from school. My teacher fantasy soon took over as the dominant one in my head, which worked for me. I had a mild crush on her, and she was one of my favourites to jerk off to.
In my mind, I soon got my teacher into bed. However, it was a little weird to discover that I imagined her in a nightie much like Mom's. I tried to ignore the inadvertent similarity and press on. Unfortunately, it soon became apparent to me that it wasn't just the nightie that I had copied. My teacher's cleavage and legs were also far too reminiscent of my mother's for my liking.
I let go of my cock and sighed in disgust. Just because Mom was the most recent female I'd seen in some form of undress didn't mean she had to take over my fantasies. There was no excuse for thinking about her like that. I must have been in worse shape than I thought. Maybe I needed to give up on the girl I'd been pining for and get myself a date with someone else by any means necessary. Apparently I was getting desperate enough that even a girl I had no interest in was better than nothing.
I rolled over and tried for the second time to get to sleep. It was an even more futile attempt than the last. I was even hornier now, as well as suffering from some disturbing internal conflict. I needed to somehow calm my mind, and I had very few viable options for doing so.
Mom and I had a laptop that we shared. I hated looking at porn on it because I was always terrified that she'd find out. She knew just enough about computers to make it risky. I felt that in this case it might be worth taking the chance. As long as I was thorough about covering my tracks afterward, there should be no trace of my browsing for her to find later.
Hopefully.
I rolled out of bed and crept out to the hallway. I felt an unpleasant mixture of guilt, nervousness, and horniness. My sex drive seemed to have a way of overriding my other emotions, regardless of what they were. One of these days it was going to get me in some serious trouble.
Searching for the laptop in the dark turned out to be more difficult than I expected. There were only so many places it could be, and I checked around the couch first since that was the most likely area for it to have been used last. I couldn't see very well and I was slowed down even further by trying not to make any noise, but even then it was still taking a long time.
After a while I began to wonder if Mom might have taken the laptop into her room at some point. I tended to make more of a point of keeping it out of my room than she did, if only to try and avoid suspicions that I was looking up porn on it. She probably didn't have the same guilty conscience to deal with that I did.
Mom's door was still partly open, just as I'd left it earlier. She probably hadn't moved much since then, and with any luck would be fast asleep. I felt even more nervous than before as I snuck into her room as quietly as I could. If I got caught taking the laptop at that time of night, she'd have to arrive at the correct conclusion. I couldn't see any other plausible explanation for what I was up to.
Her breathing seemed deep and regular, and she didn't move as I entered. I took those as good signs. With any luck I could get in and out without her even knowing I was there. All I had to do was locate the laptop, despite not being entirely certain it was even in her room to begin with.



I started looking from as far away as possible, and only slowly sidling closer to Mom's bed. If it was anywhere, it would probably be obvious and on top of something. I didn't remember seeing it on her bed or nightstand when I'd brought her in earlier, and I wasn't sure where else that left.
Mom shifted slightly in her bed. I froze in place as though that would somehow help me if she had awakened. Fortunately, she seemed to still be asleep. Her covers had been pushed down almost to her waist at some point. Even in the dark I could make out the curve of her breasts. I was growing to hate the bizarre fixation I had with them lately.
I breathed a sigh of relief when I finally spotted the laptop. It was on the floor beside the bed, which was why I hadn't seen it at first. I had to sneak even closer to Mom to get to it, but I was almost home free and was feeling relieved that it was almost over.
Mom's mattress creaked, and once again I froze in place. This time I somehow knew that I wasn't going to be as lucky.
"Sorry to wake you," I whispered, hoping she couldn't see what I'd picked up off of the floor as I stood up.
"Mmggh. What time is it?" Mom mumbled sleepily.
"Late. Middle of the night. Just had to get something."
Mom frowned and peered closer at the laptop that I was desperately trying to hold behind my body in a nonchalant manner. Her expression abruptly changed as she realized what I had in my hand.
"Oh," she said. "Guess I shouldn't have had it in here, huh?"
"That's okay," I said. "I just, uh... wanted to check something."
It was so hard to tell what she was thinking when I couldn't see her face all that well. Her voice wasn't giving me very many clues either.
"You should really have your own computer," Mom said. "I keep thinking about it, but... I don't know. It just doesn't seem to happen."
"Well, they are expensive. It's not like I really need my own."
"But it'd be easier," Mom said softly. "Wouldn't it?"
"What?"
"Sweetie... I've tried very hard not to ever talk about this sort of thing, but I hate that you think you have to sneak around so much. I can't help feeling like I'm holding back your development somehow. You can have the laptop anytime you want it. I promise I won't check what sites you've been on or anything."
I blushed fiercely, but at least it wasn't as obvious in the darkened room as it would have under normal lighting.
"I... it's not... I just wanted..."
"Please don't be upset. That's not what I want."
"Well I don't know what else to be."
I felt alone and trapped, even though I was neither of those things. I wanted to throw the laptop down and get out of the room as fast as possible, but I couldn't seem to make myself move.
"Come here, honey," Mom said, holding out her hand to me.
I took her hand and let her guide me to sit on the edge of the bed. She sat up straighter and pushed her hair back.
"I don't look at that stuff much," I said defensively, despite not having been directly accused.
"I know. That's what worries me sometimes. You don't bring girls home very often, and you don't look at... 'things'... on the internet much either, unless you're just very good at hiding it. I'm worried it's my fault."
"It's not... I don't... I'm not sure what conversation we're having."
Mom smiled sadly and clasped my hand between both of hers. She had to think about her next words for a moment. I realized that she was just as lost as I was.
"Boys masturbate," Mom said. "You don't want to hear me say it, but we both know it. I don't want you to feel like you can't."
"Mom-"
"Shush. If you're going to tell me you don't, I'll save you some time and tell you right now that you're full of shit."
"Language," I said absently, feeling a brief spark of amusement in my otherwise nervous and uncertain mind.
Mom smiled faintly at being rebuked for her choice of wording. Somehow the tension between us dropped slightly, though not by enough for me to be comfortable.
"Look," she said, "all I'm saying is you should do what you want to do. I'm not here to make sure you stay innocent and pure. All I want is for you to grow up healthy and capable of functioning in the real world."
"Some people think mastur- some people think it's not healthy," I said. "Or that it's not right. Or something."
"Is that what you think?"
"I... no."
"Do you think that's the sort of thing that I secretly think?"
"Probably not."
"Good. So take the laptop and we won't talk about this anymore. Unless you want to, but I very much doubt that's going to happen."
"Um, okay. Thanks, I think."
"You're welcome. Good night, sweetie."
"Night, Mom."
****
I felt like I was waking up from a very realistic dream the next morning. The talk I'd had with Mom the night before felt like it had all been in my head. She didn't act any differently around me, nor did she so much as hint at the conversation we'd had. I expected something to have changed between us, but it seemed like that wasn't the case. It was all a little too surreal for me to deal with so early in the day.
"Any plans for the day?" Mom asked me as she sipped on her coffee.
"Um, no, not really," I said. "Just kind of the usual."
She nodded and took a bite of toast. I grabbed a package of store-bought muffins and my own cup of coffee and sat down at the breakfast table with her. I took one of the muffins out and started eating. I didn't really taste anything as I ate, but I knew if I didn't eat that Mom would only worry.
"I might be home a little bit late tonight," Mom said. "I'll call you if it's anything more than an hour."
I nodded and took another bite of my muffin. I couldn't quite manage to look her in the eyes. I kind of wanted to avoid further conversation, but something had been bugging me.
"Mom?"
"Yes?"
"How come you haven't had a boyfriend or anything since Dad's been gone?"
Mom frowned and held her mug in front of her mouth. I knew it wasn't the sort of question I should be asking, but hopefully she wouldn't mind too much.
"Where is this coming from?" she asked.
"Last night," I said. "You said something about how I don't bring girls home and, well, you don't bring guys home either. Is it 'cause of me?"
"Oh, sweetie..." she said, reaching over to take my hand. "It's not you. I mean, not the way you're probably thinking. I just don't feel the need to have another man around when I have you."
"That sounds like the sort of thing a mother has to say."
"Maybe it is. That doesn't mean it's not the truth."
"Well... okay. I guess."
Mom smiled and kissed my cheek as she stood up.
"I need to go get ready for work. We can talk more this evening if you want to."
"That's all I wanted to know. I'll see you tonight."
I let the subject drop as Mom left, but I didn't stop thinking about it. I knew there was more to the story than she would ever let on. She couldn't possibly have substituted any and all romantic aspirations for the love of her child. Even if I took priority, there must have been other needs and desires buried deep within her. It pained me to think that I might be holding back her happiness in some way.
All Mom ever seemed to worry about was my well-being. Someone needed to worry about hers.
****
I got a call from Mom that afternoon to tell me she'd be home around six-thirty. Since I knew I had the apartment to myself for a while, I was kind of tempted to find some porn on the laptop and jerk off. Last night had just been too weird for me to enjoy it properly, but some of the residual awkwardness had faded a little.
Unfortunately, I couldn't seem to shake the idea that Mom would somehow know if I decided to take care of myself in that way. Even if she didn't mind, it was disconcerting to think that she knew more about my masturbation habits than I'd assumed. It made me wonder what the obvious clues were. Obviously some of things I'd always worried about must have been justified. I was more paranoid than ever about closing my bedroom door, or taking a long shower, or even just of using the laptop.
It was silly to think about things that way. Mom wanted me to deal with my needs, and she clearly knew what that entailed. It wasn't like things could get any more awkward, short of her actually walking in on me or something. My best option was probably to keep masturbating as usual and try to get used to the idea that it wasn't as much of a secret as I liked to pretend it was. It was possible that I could get used to the situation.
In the end, I didn't jerk off. Instead I redirected my thoughts by making supper. Mom did most of the cooking, but I was competent enough to manage some basic meals on my own. Anything that didn't require carefully following a recipie was generally within my ability.
Mom got home a few minutes before supper was ready. She smiled when she saw me standing by the stove.
"Aw, thanks, sweetie," she said, walking up behind me and kissing me on the cheek. "I was wondering what I was going to do about supper, but I guess I don't have to."
"Yeah, well... you had to work late and all," I said, flushing slightly. "Thought I could take care of this."
I didn't mention that it was also a convenient distraction for me.
"This is how you get the girls, you know," she said, hugging me from behind. "Cooking for them after they've had a long day... it's so nice to come home to."
"Um... I'll keep that in mind."
"Sorry, I'm embarrassing you again, aren't I?"
"A little."
She ruffled my hair affectionately.
"You know it's only 'cause I love you, right?"
"So I've been led to believe."
Mom hugged me again, then went off to the bathroom. I sighed and shook my head. I needed to sort some things out, that was clear to me. Beyond that I was at a loss.
****
Mom and I watched a movie that evening. Or, more accurately, she watched it and I stared blankly at the TV while I got lost in my own little world. I was in such a weird place in regard to my relationship with my mother. I loved her and I wanted to spend time with her, but I also felt a certain amount of unease around her. I wanted things to go back to normal, but I didn't know how to make that happen.
My lack of proper sleep the night before gradually caught up to me as I sat there on the couch. I was tired, though not quite tired enough to give up and go to bed. I shifted around to get more comfortable a few times. Without really being aware of it, I ended up getting closer to Mom in the process. I was leaning on her slightly, but most of my weight was against the back of the couch.
"Do you want to stop for now and finish the rest of the movie tomorrow?" Mom asked softly. "You look tired."
"I'm fine," I said. "I'm kind of tired, but I'm not quite ready for bed."
Mom nodded and let the subject drop. She moved her arm around behind me so she could reach my head. She started gently stroking my hair while we sat together. The contact evoked a faint pang of nostalgia. We used to sit together like that a lot when I was younger; I'd cuddle up to Mom and she'd toy with my hair affectionately. Things like that had gotten rarer as I grew up and began wanting my space.
Despite my recent feelings of uncertainty regarding my mother, I was remarkably content with our current seating arrangement. It was as though the awkwardness of the past few days had never happened. Maybe all I'd needed was a physical reminder that nothing had actually changed between us and that it was all in my head.
I snuggled even closer to Mom and let her put her arm around me. Being held by her made me feel safe. My arbitrary worries and fears couldn't compete with my ingrained reactions to the one person in the world who loved me unconditionally.
I was lulled toward sleep as I sat nestled in my mother's partial embrace. My eyelids drooped, and my neck grew tired of holding my head up. I nodded forward slightly, and my face shifted from resting on Mom's shoulder to her upper chest. I felt the softness of her breast against my chin.
"You can go to bed," Mom whispered. "I won't mind."
"Maybe I should," I mumbled. "But I don't want to."
She smiled. "Just like when you were younger. You never wanted to go to bed. You'd just cuddle up to me because you knew I had too much of a soft spot for you. It's always been hard to say no to you."
Mom kissed the top of my head. I felt the need to reciprocate, so I lifted my head long enough to give her a quick kiss on the cheek. When I resumed my resting position, my head slipped even lower. I was making far too much contact with her breast, but I didn't want to go back to sitting normally.
"You always just want me to be happy," I said. "Always. I want to make you happy too, but I never know how."
"You make me happy just being you," she said.
"That's another one of your 'mother' responses."
"That's what I am. I can't help it."
"You're more than that. You need other things too."
"Well... maybe. They're not as important though."
I looked up directly into my mother's eyes. She flushed slightly at the intensity of my gaze. It was strange how I suddenly felt as though I understood her better than ever before, despite my not-fully-lucid state. Or perhaps it was precisely because of that state of incomplete consciousness that my mind went to the places it did.
I moved my hand to Mom's breast, the one I hadn't been using as a pillow. She maintained eye contact, though her lips parted slightly as she sucked in a quick breath.
"It shouldn't all be about me," I said. "I know it is, but it shouldn't be."
"That's just the way things are," she said.
"They don't have to be that way."
"Honey, you're tired. I don't want you to do anything you regret later."
Mom's hand moved to cover mine, but she didn't try to pull me away from her chest. Maybe she was forcing us both to acknowledge what I was doing.
"I won't regret anything."
"Yes you will. I know you. A little indirect conversation about porn is enough to make you feel awkward around me."
"Well... I know better now."
I squeezed her breast gently, forcing a faint gasp from her lips, and I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra. My mind was disturbingly clear and focused. I knew what I was doing, even if she didn't believe it.
"Please stop, sweetie. You're going to feel so bad about this tomorrow."
"You're making this about me again. Why is it never about you?"
Mom finally pulled my hand away from her chest. She took me in her arms and cradled me in a very motherly way. She didn't know what to do with me, and I suddenly felt bad for putting her in that sort of position. I relaxed into her embrace and sank down so that I was lying across the couch with my upper body in her lap. I didn't want Mom to feel bad, I wanted her to be happy, just like what she wanted for me.
"What am I going to do with you?" she whispered.
I shrugged and didn't answer. I didn't even know what the answer was.
I nuzzled Mom's breasts through her shirt as she held me to her. I was done trying to pretend they didn't exist. My instincts as her son and my sexual reactions were both telling me the same thing. The voice of morality in my head sounded small and distant in comparison.
"Are you really telling me there's nothing more you want from your life?" I asked. "You're perfectly happy with everything?"
"This... this isn't the right way to help me," she said.
I opened my mouth and sucked gently on the part of her shirt that I guessed covered one of her nipples. Mostly I just tasted shirt, but it was more of a symbolic gesture than anything.
Mom didn't want to admit it, but she needed this. She loved me too much, she always had. I was the only guy in her life and that made things complicated. It was a lot of pressure on me to be everything for her, but she'd spent so long being everything for me that I had to try.
"You're so much like you're father," she said in a small voice. "In so many ways. I... I don't know what to do."
"Yes you do."
Mom shook her head, but the gesture soon turned into a sigh of resignation. She wanted to fight her desires and continue to argue with me, but I was winning. She pulled her shirt up over her breasts, baring them to me, then lifted my head into a nursing position. I closed my eyes and latched on to her nipple with nothing between us this time.
The change was immediate and overwhelming. Mom's breasts were so warm and soft, and direct physical contact with them awakened desires from deep within me. My body knew what to do without any input from my brain. My cock began to come to life in my pants.
"I tried so hard to be a good mother," Mom said. "I wanted to take care of you."
"You did a good job," I said, my voice muffled slightly. "Maybe you did too good of a job. I think somehow I never saw other girls as being up to your level."
"What about the one you had a crush on? You could still-"
"I never had a chance. I'm not sure I ever really wanted to succeed."
"Oh, sweetie..."
I switched breasts, wrapping my lips around Mom's other nipple and sucking on it in turn. My body didn't seem to be aware that there was no milk to be had. Mom started stroking my hair again. She might have been conflicted, but in her eyes I saw only her love for me. It was the one emotion that ruled her life more than any other. She couldn't help what she felt.
"It's getting late," she said.
"So?"
"Let's go to bed."
"Mom, that's not-"
"Shhh, just come with me."
I sat up, freeing Mom from being trapped under me. We both stood, and I waited to see what she was going to do. I half-expected her to run straight to her room and lock the door behind her. She didn't. She took my hand and led me down the hall, passing my room altogether. She guided me next to her bed, then stopped me.
Wordlessly, she pulled her shirt off. It had been pulled up high enough that it hadn't been doing any good anyway. She made no attempt to cover her breasts, displaying them casually to me as if it was an everyday thing. They looked so good on her, filling out her chest perfectly. I couldn't help staring more than I meant to. I had a full erection, and I wasn't sure when exactly that had happened. It didn't seem like it would be going anywhere anytime soon.
Mom stripped down to her panties and climbed into bed. I belatedly followed her lead and pulled my shirt off. I was more hesitant about taking off my pants, but I knew I'd just feel stupid if I backed out at that point. It wasn't like she couldn't already see that I was hard.
Once I was down to my boxers I climbed into the other side of Mom's bed. I shifted closer to her and once again felt her arms encircle me.
"Roll over, sweetie," she whispered.
"Okay."
I turned so that my back was to her and her naked breasts pressed against my bare skin. She hugged me to her and gently kissed my shoulder. I was too horny to stay still for long, but I didn't know how to communicate the problem. Mom's hand brushed against my cock, making me jump at the sudden, unexpected contact. Her fingers maneuvered delicately around the tent in my boxers. I didn't know exactly what she was up to, but her intent was clear.
"I shouldn't be doing this," she said.
"It's okay, Mom."
"It really isn't." Her hand slipped into my boxers and grasped my hard shaft. I felt her breath on my neck as she moved her lips closer to my ear. "I shouldn't have let this happen."
"I'm old enough to make decisions for myself."
"Not this kind of decision. This isn't one I should ever let you make. I'm supposed to be more responsible than this."
She pulled my cock out of my boxers and stroked it slowly. She had taken me in a light grip, so physically it wasn't doing much for me. Mentally, however, she was causing a whirlwind of confusing and conflicting thoughts inside me.



Mom was right, we really shouldn't have been doing this. I recognized that fact intellectually, but emotionally I felt something very different. She'd always had the ability to make me feel good. There had never been anything sexual about it in the past, but I'd changed that. I didn't regret my choice. We both needed this, but had been unable to admit it even to ourselves.
Mom's grip tightened on my cock. Her mostly-naked body pressed against mine, and she buried her face between my neck and shoulder. Her breath was hot on my skin. I groaned involuntarily at the sudden increase in contact and stimulation.
"Oh god," I breathed.
I felt so good. Mom obviously knew what she was doing. She seemed able to read the way my body reacted and adjust her hand's movements accordingly. Along with the feeling of her bare skin against mine, it made the experience far better than jerking myself off.
Suddenly she stopped. She pulled her hand away and rolled onto her back. I waited a couple seconds, then turned to face her. I wasn't sure what had happened.
"I can't do this," Mom said.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"You mean aside from the obvious?"
Mom tried to smile, but the expression was humourless and it vanished as quickly as it appeared. All at once the regret and guilt that I should have been feeling the whole time flooded over me.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I never should have started anything. I shouldn't have... I don't know. I don't even know what I was thinking. It was so stupid."
"No, honey. Don't say that." Mom reached out and stroked my hair. "It's not your fault. We wouldn't have ended up here if I didn't want to."
"Well... maybe. But-"
"Listen. You were right. There is something between us that we didn't want to think about, or talk about. Maybe this was inevitable, the way things have been going. Who knows. Maybe I should have dated more. Maybe you should have." She shrugged. "I've always loved you a little too much for my own good, and now it's caught up with us."
"I love you too. I thought... I thought this might be good. I don't know why."
Mom rolled back toward me, snuggling against me and resting her head against my shoulder. Her leg bumped into my erection as she did, but neither of us tried to move away from the contact.
"I'm just not ready for it," she said quietly. "I can't deny that I want it, but... it's too much for me. It's so sudden."
"I guess it was. I didn't know what else to do. Maybe I should have-"
"Shhh," Mom said, putting her finger over my lips. "Don't worry about that now. There's no way to know what the right thing to do was."
I decided not to press my argument any further. It wasn't like it would do any good. What had happened, had happened. There was no way to change it. Honestly, things hadn't gone nearly as badly as they could have. I should have been grateful for that, at least.
Mom let out a deep breath and settled in closer to me. Her naked skin slid against mine where we touched. It was a good reminder of just how right I had been. We were cuddling together practically naked, and we were enjoying it. We'd both needed someone to be close to in a way that hadn't been available to us before.
Unfortunately, I was enjoying the situation a little too much.
"Mom?" I said.
"Yes, sweetie?"
"I need to, uh, take care of something."
"You can just say you need to masturbate. I think we're past pretending, aren't we?"
"Yeah, you're right. It's just kind of weird for me. A few days ago I was still hoping you didn't know what masturbation was."
Mom chuckled and lifted her head to let me slide out from under her. I stuffed my cock back in my boxers and left the room.
This time when I jerked off, I didn't feel bad for thinking about Mom. After having her hand stroking my shaft, not to mention her big, soft breasts pressing against me, she was the only woman on my mind. The brief view I'd gotten of her naked except for her panties was practically etched in my brain.
I stroked myself to thoughts and memories of my mother until I came. There was a chance I'd be able to sleep after I burned through a quick orgasm. Once my cock softened and I straightened myself out, I headed back to Mom's room. I slipped back into bed behind her and wrapped my arms around her body. I kissed her on the cheek, then settled in.
"Good night, Mom."
"Good night, sweetie."
****
I awakened the next morning to find that Mom had slipped away from me while I slept. She was standing a couple feet away, wearing only her panties from the night before. I got a brief view of her nearly-naked body from behind before she pulled on a robe and tied it around her waist. The quick flash of her bare form accented by the morning light was more incentive to start my day than any alarm clock.
"You're so beautiful," I said softly.
Mom turned around, a slight upward curve on her lips.
"I'd say you're just flattering me," she said, "but after last night, I think you probably mean that."
"I do mean it. It's taken me way too long to realize just how beautiful you are."
Her smile widened involuntarily and she had to look away for a moment. She walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. I scooted a little closer to her.
"You're supposed to be saying things like that to girls your own age," she said.
"I know. I'd rather say them to you."
Mom shook her head and sighed for dramatic effect.
"What am I going to do with you?" she asked.
I put my hand on her thigh. I didn't move it at first, I just let it sit on her smooth, bare skin.
"I don't really know," I said.
"But I'm sure you have ideas." She took me by the wrist and gently removed my hand from her leg. "I need to get moving or I'll be late. Do you want the shower before I hop in?"
"No, that's okay. You go ahead."
Mom nodded, then leaned down to kiss my forehead. Her robe fell away from her chest in the process, giving me a peek at her generous cleavage. I reached up to gently fondle on of her breasts through her robe.
"You need to cut that out or neither of us is going to get anything done today," she said.
She stood up without pulling her robe back in place. I watched her as she left the room and walked down to the bathroom. Her choice of attire didn't do much to cover her legs and I focused on them until she was out of sight.
I rolled onto my back and reached into my boxers. I once again had an erection brought on by my mother. It felt so much better not to fight the feelings I had for her. I started jerking off in her bed without a trace of guilt to plague my conscience.
I could hear the sounds of water running from the bathroom. My mind filled with images of what Mom would look like naked with water streaming down her body. It was tempting to go see if she'd let me join her, but I wasn't feeling quite that brave. I didn't want to push too fast. That wouldn't be good for either of us.
Eventually I realized that I was going to need to do something about my impending orgasm. I didn't want to make a mess of Mom's bed. I also didn't feel like going back to my room to finish the job. I looked around for a box of tissues I could use.
My eye landed on Mom's dresser. I knew the top drawer held her underwear. It was a way pervier option than I had been looking for, but a pair of her panties would be functional in my situation. I was sure she wouldn't mind.
I reached over without leaving the bed and fumbled around with the dresser until I had the drawer opened and had managed to grasp a pair of Mom's panties. They were blue, and made of some kind of silky, slippery material. I stared at them for a moment in indecision, then shrugged. Compared to Mom jerking me off the night before, my current thoughts and actions were hardly worth worrying about.
I wrapped the panties around my cock and resumed jerking off. It was a such a different feeling from either my hand or Mom's. It was also kind of exciting to think about what I was doing. I was lying nearly naked in Mom's bed, masturbating with her underwear. It felt so wrong, so dirty, but without any of the guilt such feelings usually came bundled with.
When my orgasm inevitably hit, I moved Mom's panties to the tip of my cock and let my cum spurt into them. Thanks to my thoughts of Mom as well as her underwear, it was one of my more intense orgasms. I was glad I had thought ahead to reduce the mess I made. I couldn't imagine what she'd think if she returned to find her bed covered in my cum.
I sat up and tossed the used panties into Mom's laundry basket. I needed to pee, but the shower was still occupied from the sound of things. Instead I went to the kitchen to turn on the coffee-maker.
Eventually Mom turned the shower turned off. I waited patiently for her to open the door since I was pretty sure she would be done with the bathroom soon. She didn't tend to linger in there the way a lot of girls supposedly did.
Several minutes later I was beginning to reassess my position. Mom was clearly not in the shower any more, but she hadn't yet exited the bathroom. I had no idea what she was up to. Unless...
I stopped and thought for a moment. The first thing I'd done that morning had been to jerk off. What were the chances Mom was up to the same sort of thing? It was possible, I decided. She hadn't even masturbated the night before like I had. I actually felt a small thrill run through me at the idea that she might be in the bathroom pleasuring herself while thinking about me.
After considering the image briefly, I shook my head and dismissed it. It seemed more likely that she would have masturbated in the shower if she was going to do it at all. I'd heard stories about women and shower heads.
Finally the door opened and Mom stepped out. She had put her robe back on, and her hair was damp. There were no obvious signs of her having just done anything at all sexual, but then I wasn't even sure what sort of signs there could be.
"Sorry, were you waiting?" she asked.
"Kind of," I said. "I thought you were almost done, but then you took long than usual."
An enigmatic smile appeared on her face.
"I decided it was a good day to shave. There's not usually much point."
"Oh, yeah. You mean, like, your legs or whatever."
"Among other places."
Mom brushed past me before I could engage her any further. I stared after her for a moment, unsure whether she'd just suggested what I thought she had. I shook my head and took my turn in the bathroom, then got dressed. Breakfast turned out to be a bit of a rushed affair since Mom had to get to work. She made sure to stop and give me a kiss on the forehead on her way out.
"Have a good day, sweetie," she said. "I'll see you tonight."
"Bye, Mom."
She headed out, leaving me to what little remained of my breakfast. I finished it quickly and got ready for the rest of my day. I couldn't help feeling like I'd have a hard time concentrating on much of anything at school.
****
I was in my room that evening when Mom got home. I heard her come in and go past my doorway toward her room. I stepped into the hallway and decided to follow her. She hadn't bothered to close her door behind her, despite being in the process of unbuttoning her blouse. I leaned against her door frame and watched.
"I had a feeling this might attract your attention," Mom said in an amused voice.
Her back was to me on an angle, and she briefly looked over her shoulder at me. I met her gaze, not embarrassed in the slightest at having been so predictable.
"I meant what I told you this morning," I said.
"About how you think I'm the most beautiful woman in the world, or some flattering nonsense like that?"
"Not my exact wording, but yes, essentially."
Mom shed her shirt, leaving her upper body covered only by her bra. I moved behind her and noticed her tense slightly at my approach. She tried to feign indifference to my presence, but she couldn't control her involuntary actions.
I grasped her bra strap with my fingers, toying with it for a few seconds to see if she'd object. She didn't say anything, so I unhooked it and let it fall. She didn't try to stop its descent.
"You have quite the fixation with my chest, don't you?" Mom said in what was probably meant to be a teasing sort of way. It fell a little short of the mark due to a slight quaver in her voice.
"Is that a bad thing?"
I reached around to her stomach, then slowly raised my hands until I encountered her breasts from beneath. I lifted them gently, feeling their weight and warmth in my palms.
"Some people would argue that is. Probably most people, really."
"What about you?"
Mom sighed. "You already know what you do to me," she said quietly.
"I s'pose I do."
She let me play with her breasts for a few minutes without saying or doing anything. I didn't try to hide that I was getting hard, but she didn't acknowledge me poking her in the butt.
"Honey, you're going to have to let me finish getting changed so I can go start supper."
"You don't need to get changed for that, do you?"
"I'd rather not cook in my work clothes."
"So don't wear them."
Mom took my hands and pulled them away from her breasts. She turned and gave me a playful shove toward the door.
"You're bad," she said.
"Seriously," I said. "Why put more clothes on if they're just gonna come off again?"
Mom stared at me for a moment, then glanced down to the tent in my pants. She sighed theatrically.
"What am I going to do with you?"
"Well, I-"
"Out." Mom said firmly. "I'll be there in a minute."
I was unable to hold back a faint smirk.
"Okay."
I left the room and headed to the kitchen. I entertained myself with the fantasy of her coming out fully naked instead of changing into another outfit. It probably wouldn't happen, but it was fun to think about.
When Mom finally came out, she immediately captured my undivided attention. She wasn't naked, but she was so close to it that I didn't care. She was wearing only a pair of panties and nothing else. She blushed furiously as she approached.
"I guess I just have to admit to myself that I like this kind of attention from you," she said in a quiet voice. "I want it too much for my own good."
"That works out well for both of us then," I said.
I advanced on her as she came closer. Her breasts swayed slightly as she walked and made for tempting targets of my barely contained lust. She fended me off once I got within arm's reach.
"I don't know about you, but I'm hungry. I'm going to make supper. If you want to stay then you're going to help."
It was an easy decision. Even though it was torturous not being allowed to touch Mom, there was no way I was going anywhere when she was very nearly naked and making no attempt to cover up. My erection was begging for attention, but it was just going to have to wait. Despite how relaxed things were between Mom and me, I wasn't ready to pull my cock out and start masturbating in front of her.
Mom went to the counter and opened one of the drawers. She pulled out an apron and started putting it on.
"Hey, that's cheating," I said.
"Honey, I'm not going to do this without something on. I've done enough cooking to know that even if you don't think you're going to spill something hot on yourself, it can happen."
"I... fine."
Mom tied the apron in place and got to work. I soon decided I didn't mind the change in attire. I still got to see a lot of side-boob, and it was somehow more interesting having her body partially hidden. Besides, it did nothing to block my view of her butt, so I could still stare at that all I wanted. Her panties weren't exactly skimpy, but they left a lot of skin uncovered.
"Here, peel these," Mom instructed me.
She handed me a few potatoes and a pot. I grabbed a peeler out of the utensil drawer and got set up. She put a package of frozen sausages in the microwave to defrost, then got some carrots out and began peeling those while I did the potatoes.
I couldn't stop sneaking peeks at Mom while I was supposed to be helping. I had been horny before I even started, and it was only getting worse. Mom swayed slightly and hummed to herself as she peeled carrots and cut them up. Her body was alluring enough to me without her drawing extra attention to it. She finished with the carrots before I'd managed to do a single potato.
Mom looked over at my progress and smiled. She rolled her eyes when I met her gaze, but she didn't say anything. She knew exactly why I was distracted.
"I'm getting there," I said defensively.
"I know, sweetie." Mom ruffled my hair affectionately. "It's not fair to expect you to concentrate, is it?"
"Not really, no."
Mom helped me finish up my task, then put the potatoes and carrots on to cook. I was much happier staring at her ass while she took care of things then trying to divide my attention. Once the food was on the stove heating up, she turned back to me.
"That looks kind of uncomfortable," she said
She looked meaningfully at the obvious tent in my pants. It had been demanding my attention for so long that it had become less urgent to me, but the mere idea of Mom potentially doing something about it immediately put it back on top of my priority list.
"It is kinda," I said. "It should probably get taken care of."
"Mm-hm." Mom bit her lip and hesitated. She preceded in a softer voice. "Honey, I hate to be like this, but there's a chance I'm going to change my mind again. I don't want to start something and leave you hanging like I did last night."
"I'm willing to take the risk."
A barely discernable smirk flashed across Mom's face.
"Why doesn't that surprise me?"
She took another small step closer, then knelt down in an impressively graceful motion. My cock felt like it got even harder in response to her sudden proximity, though that could have been my imagination.
From my new top-down vantage point, I could see directly down the front of Mom's apron. Her cleavage was so tantalizing, and only the promise of something more interesting in my near future kept me from trying to get a quick feel in. The anticipation was killing me.
Mom reached for my belt in a slow, deliberate movement. She looked up at me as she undid my belt and pants. Somehow she looked younger and more innocent from that angle, and it was driving me wild. She pulled my pants down and I stepped out of them. My erection was even more prominent with only my boxers covering it, and it was pointing directly at her. She seemed nervous, but determined as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of my underwear and tugged them down my legs.
Mom sucked in a sharp breath as my cock sprang free. It was fully hard and mere inches away from her face. There was a definite glint of lust in her eyes. I felt her warm breath caress my sensitive skin, sending a shiver of excitement up my spine. She leaned forward and hesitated for a second before sticking her tongue out and licking a drop of precum off of the tip of my erection.
"Oh god, Mom," I breathed.
"Was that okay?" she asked.
"Is that a serious question?"
"I guess not."
She smiled and licked me again. Her wet, nimble tongue traveled across the underside of my shaft several times before she moved in for more. Her lips parted and engulfed the head of my cock. Somehow she maintained eye contact as she took me in her mouth. It may well have been the sexiest thing I'd ever watched.
I groaned as Mom put her hands on my hips and bobbed her head forward. My cock slid across her lips and tongue as she took me deeper inside her. I had to take a half-step backward to support myself on the counter. She was quick to follow me, and my cock never left her mouth.
"So good," I whispered.
"You like that?" she asked, briefly trading her mouth for her hand.
"It feels amazing."



Mom grinned and stroked me a few more times before resuming her blowjob. She worked on my shaft, gradually taking more and more until her lips were wrapped around the base of my cock. I could feel myself pressing against the back of her throat as she held me there for a moment, looking up at me before pulling back.
She bobbed her head back and forth, making the length of my erection appear and disappear between her lips. Her tongue swirled around my cock, bathing it in her saliva. It was an incredible combination. The way she managed to maintain eye contact occasionally only added to the effect.
"You're gonna make me cum," I moaned.
Mom winked at me and kept right on going without breaking her rhythm. I couldn't hold on any longer, nor did I want to. I clenched the side of the counter hard enough that my fingers ached, trying to hold myself still while her head bobbed up and down my shaft. Every motion brought me closer and closer until I'd had all I could take.
My first shot of cum caught her slightly off-guard, even though she knew it was coming. Her eyes widened for a second, but quickly went back to normal. I could have sworn she was smiling despite her mouth being full. The second shot was more expected and didn't faze her. She swallowed my semen as fast as I gave it to her, not breaking lip contact with my cock for even a second. I groaned and had to close my eyes as my cum was emptied into my mother's mouth.
She finally pulled away once it was clear I was done. My cock was already beginning to soften as she stood up. She seemed a little less sure of herself than she had when she was sucking me off.
"I should check on supper," she said.
Mom started to move away from me, but I caught her wrist and pulled her back to me. She looked at me questioningly. Before she could speak, I kissed her.
"Mmph."
She stiffened for a second before relaxing into my embrace. I knew she hadn't expected the gesture, but she didn't protest once she got over the initial shock. Any kisses we'd given each other before had been the chaste, familial sort. This one was different.
I tasted a faint trace of my cum on her lips, but ignored it. I needed to show her how I felt. If she was feeling any uncertainty at all, I wanted to quell it before she regretted what she'd just done.
"I love you," I whispered.
"I love you too," she said. "You don't have to worry, I don't feel bad about any of it. At least, not very much."
"It was that obvious, was it?"
"Sweetie, I can read you far better than you seem to think I can."
She ruffled my hair, then turned back to the stove. This time I just watched. Even though I'd just cum, I still enjoyed watching her panty-clad ass as she moved around.
****
After supper, Mom and I cuddled up together on the couch. She hadn't gone to get dressed in the meantime, so all she had on was her panties. I was wearing my boxers and a shirt. We sat together, oblivious to the world around us. I toyed with her breasts, stroking and sucking on them as much as I wanted. She had my cock out and was playing with it experimentally. We were slowly driving each other crazy.
"I never thought things would be like this," Mom said softly.
"I know," I said. "It's so surreal when I think about it. But when I just let it happen... it feels right somehow."
Mom smiled and kissed me. The initial short kiss was followed by another, longer one. Once our lips met, we found it difficult to separate. Her breasts pressed against me and I wrapped my arms around her back, holding her tightly. Her skin was so warm where it touched mine.
Eventually I slid one of my hands down her body, over her stomach and past her waist. I was curious to see what she'd do once I reached her panties. She stiffened slightly as my fingers slid over the silky material between her thighs, but then relaxed. She even spread her legs to make things easier for me.
I located the cleft between Mom's pussy lips and rubbed my finger up and down. She sighed contentedly as I masturbated her through her panties. I bent down and took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking gently on it. She tangled her fingers in my hair and let her hand rest on my head; she was not trying to hold me or guide me, just to accept what I gave her.
I soon grew bolder and slipped my hand under the waistband of her panties. Her skin was even smoother to my touch. She gasped as I explored her bare pussy with my fingertips. I felt the wetness of her slit and knew that she was ready for more.
"You did shave," I whispered. "I was wondering if that was what you meant."
Mom nodded. "I think it looks better that way. Usually there's not much point, but... I wanted to look nice for you."
I kissed her firmly, then pulled back to look into her eyes. It was kind of scary how much I loved her.
"You always look good."
"Thanks, but you'd say that even if I didn't. You like to humour me."
I shook my head. "You know I mean it."
She glanced down at my full erection. "Yeah, I s'pose I do."
I grinned, then moved off of the couch. I knelt down in front of Mom while she watched me curiously. I reached for the sides of her panties, then tugged gently on them. After a second of hesitation, she lifted her butt a little and let me slide her last piece of clothing down her legs.
It was my turn to gasp when her pussy came into view. I already knew it was hairless and baby-smooth, but I hadn't anticipated the visual impact of actually seeing it. My cock twitched at the sight of her beautiful pussy lips and the slight valley between them.
Mom blushed as I stared, but she seemed to enjoy the attention. She kept her legs spread for me, and the smell of her arousal was hard to miss. She squirmed a little as I examined her, but I was pretty sure it was due to anticipation rather than discomfort.
I grabbed her hips and pulled her butt closer to the edge of the couch. I leaned forward, breathing in the scent of her excitement. Without looking up for permission, I stuck my tongue out and darted it across her pussy. She moaned appreciatively so I did it again, this time traveling the entire length of her slit. I decided I liked the way she tasted.
"Oh, sweetie..."
I lapped at Mom's pussy with more eagerness than skill. I wanted to make her feel as good as I had when she'd given me a blowjob. Judging by her moans, her fingers in my hair, and the way her thighs squeezed my head intermittently, I was on the right track.
Her moaning increased in frequency and volume as I figured out what she liked. Short licks across the top of her slit seemed to get the best reactions from her. Trying to probe deeper inside her pussy also seemed to excite her, but not quite to the same extent. Once I found the right licks, I focused on keeping them strong and steady.
Mom's hips went up and down in small motions as she got increasingly turned on. She made little whimpering noises when my tongue brushed against her clit. I could tell she was getting close, and I desperately wanted to get her there.
All of a sudden her hand pressed my face firmly against her pussy and a small wave of juices flooded over my tongue. She moaned in a very different way from before. Her whole body shook with pleasure as she came. Since I was held in place, I just kept licking until she released me. She convulsed and cut off my breathing a couple times as she squeezed me too tightly between her legs, but it didn't stop me. I wanted to make her feel as good as possible before her orgasm was over.
Mom eventually relaxed and let her hand fall away from my head. I straightened and gazed up at her. She smiled at me, her face a picture of contentment after having been eaten out by her son. I smiled back, proud of myself for my performance.
"Thank you, sweetie," she said. "That was... it was so good. Better than I imagined."
I felt myself blush. "You're welcome."
I found that I didn't know what to say. I felt awkward and uncertain, but not in the way I expected. It wasn't that I regretted anything Mom and I had done, I just wasn't sure how to proceed. I was horny enough that one of us was going to have to deal with it, but I didn't know if she was up to that or not. I didn't want to push too hard and have it backfire on me. Luckily, she solved my problem before I had to.
"Stand up," she said softly.
I climbed to my feet. Mom reached out and pulled my boxers down. My hard, needy cock pointed at her as begging for attention. She looked up at me.
"It wants some attention too," I said, pointing out the obvious and hoping it would spur her to action.
Her lips twitched in amusement. "Honey... I think you should take me to bed."
Competing emotions flashed through me as I tried to figure out what she meant. Either she wanted to go to bed alone, or she wanted me to stay with her. The two possibilities would have very different consequences for me.
"You mean, like-"
"I mean come with me. To bed." She stood up and stroked my cheek . "I think we both know it's going to happen sooner or later."
I couldn't repress my grin. I took Mom's hand and gently pulled her along behind me. She followed me without hesitation to her room. I stopped beside her bed and turned toward her.
Before I could speak, her hands went to the bottom of my shirt. She lifted it up and I raised my arms so she could pull it over my head. Removing the last of my clothing left us both naked. She dropped my shirt to the floor and ran a hand over my chest. I looked down between her legs, contemplating my next move.
"Are we going to need, you know, protection?" I asked as the thought occurred to me.
Mom shook her head. "I'm not sure which question you're asking, but no. Either way, it's not necessary."
"Are you sure?"
Mom forced a smile and sat down on the edge of the bed. I sat next to her. She took a moment to think about her next words.
"I guess I never actually told you this, but... I can't have kids. Not since you were born."
"Oh. That actually kind of explains some things."
"Mm-hm. Like why you don't have siblings? Or why I've always loved you a little too much?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Basically. I don't think you would have loved me any less if you had other children, but... maybe I'm a little bit selfish 'cause I like not having to share you."
She gave me a real smile this time and leaned forward to kiss me. I put my hand on her shoulder and pushed her gently backward, moving with her so that we didn't have to break the kiss. She ended up on her back with me above her. Her legs were still over the side of the mattress.
"Hang on," she said. "Let me scoot up a little."
I waited while she shifted to lie diagonally across the bed. Once she was settled I moved to kneel between her legs and bent down to suck on one of her nipples while I caressed her other breast with my hand. I gasped and jerked my head away from her chest when I felt her fingers wrap around my cock.
Mom didn't say anything, instead communicating with her eyes. I could see her need in them, and her lust. She wanted me inside her.
"I love you," I said.
She smiled and kissed me as she guided my cock to her pussy. The tip of my erection pressed up against her wet slit, temporarily halted. I pushed gently but firmly until her body accepted me and allowed me to slide inside.
The head of my shaft was embraced by Mom's pussy. Her muscles squeezed softly, massaging the small part of my length that had penetrated her. I took a deep breath and thrust into her a little more. She cooed softly as I pressed deeper into her.
"Feels so good," she whispered.
She gave a low moan as I finally buried myself as deep as I could go. Every inch of my shaft was enveloped inside her. Her pussy sheathed my cock like they were made for each other. I stayed still for a moment, simply enjoying the feeling.
"What's wrong, honey?"
I shook my head. "Nothing." I looked at her, and a slow smile spread over my face. "Absolutely nothing."
I pulled my cock partway out, then thrust back in. I did it again, and again, while slowly increasing the length and speed of my strokes. Mom's hands ran over my shoulders and back, and she purred happily as I moved inside her. She alternated between looking into my eyes, and gazing down at where our bodies joined.
I buried my face in her neck as I kept thrusting. My chest pressed against her breasts, their pillowy softness adding to the sensations I was experiencing. She wrapped her arms around me and held me as I fucked her.
"That's it," she breathed. "Keep going."
Mom's hips lifted slightly to meet my down strokes. I thrust harder, pounding my cock into her. She whimpered in pleasure and kept meeting my thrusts. She wiggled and squirmed underneath me, trying to line herself up just right.
Her pussy clamped down on my shaft when it was fully inside her, gripping it tightly as I pulled back. I groaned at the added friction and was forced to slow my movements slightly. A steady rhythm of long, hard strokes turned out to work better than shorter, faster ones. It allowed Mom to get more in synch with me too.
Our bodies moved together, instinctively working to increase our pleasure. Mom's put her hands on my head and guided me away from her neck so she could kiss me. Her lips met mine for only a second or two at a time in between breaths. She was hungry, but restrained enough not to suffocate me.
I was going to cum; it was inevitable the way I was going. I thrust even harder into Mom's pussy despite my protesting muscles. The last of my control was slipping away. More and more, my thoughts were dominated by the need to achieve my release. I was using my mother's body to get off, and judging by her reactions my body was doing much the same thing for her.
My breathing grew increasingly ragged and uneven. Mom was no longer kissing me, instead opting to nuzzle at my neck. Her fingers dug into my back. Her need was as intense as mine, and she was dependent on me to fulfill that need.
Suddenly Mom's fingers turned sharp as I got the nails instead of the pads. She clawed my skin involuntarily and moaned into my shoulder as she came. Her body tensed and her pussy clamped down on me even tighter than before. I had already been close, and the abrupt increase in stimulation finished me off.
My hips jerked arrhythmically and my cock spasmed as my orgasm exploded from within me. My cum flooded into her pussy in short, powerful bursts. I was aware of nothing except for my own pleasure. Even the pain of Mom's fingernails digging into me translated as a positive feeling in my brain.
I wanted my orgasm to last forever, to trap me in a cycle of illicit pleasure. For a few seconds it seemed possible. Then I crashed, coming down from my high more quickly than I thought possible. I was still buried inside Mom, still supporting my weight on my arms, but I felt drained; happy, but tired. I looked down at her and the contented smile she gave me. I smiled back, then let myself gently collapse.
I shifted my weight as I lay down so that most of it landed on the mattress instead of Mom. I couldn't bear to be too far from her, and part of my arm, my leg, and part of my chest all remained on top of her. I nestled my head against her shoulder and closed my eyes. She stroked my hair soothingly.
"That was amazing, sweetie," she whispered.
I nodded, or at least tried to. "Mm-hm."
"All wore out, huh?"
I tried to nod again, but my head wasn't in a good position for it.
"Yeah," I said.
"Me too." She smoothed down my hair on one side. "Good thing we're in bed already." She giggled softly.
I didn't say anything. I was drifting away from consciousness, feeling as sated, tired, and loved as I ever had.
"I love you," she said.
"V'you too," I mumbled.
I fell asleep in my mother's embrace.
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It wasn't that I disliked spending time with my family. That wasn't it. I enjoyed fairly good relationships with my parents, brother, aunts and uncles, cousins, and grandparents. There wasn't a single one of them that I hated or that I didn't want to be around. It was just that having all of them in one place at the same time was overwhelming, to put it delicately.
Mom's side of the family was fairly large. At least once a year there'd be a gathering of everyone who could make it. Every year I was torn between wanting to see all of my relatives and wanting to make an excuse to avoid them like the plague. My feelings on the subject didn't really matter. Mom did an excellent job of guilting me into participating if I showed even the slightest hint of reluctance.
I sometimes thought that it might have been easier to deal with if I were a boy instead of a girl. The family was a bit matriarchal in some ways, and the girls were all expected to participate in certain discussions and activities. My brother, on the other hand, was usually free to wander off and do whatever he wanted.
This year I was eighteen, which was kind of an awkward age at the family gathering since I wasn't considered a child, but also not really considered an adult. It meant that I got roped into a lot of adult discussions that I wasn't supposed to contribute to. No one seemed interested in my arguments as to why the arrangement didn't make any sense.
All of that led to me being bored out of my mind one afternoon while sitting quietly in a room full of my mother and aunts, and some of my older cousins. A couple of my uncles were there too, and they looked just as unhappy about it as I was. There were 'important' things that the women of the family needed to be kept informed about. That was what I was told. I had yet to hear anything that I would have regretted not knowing.
I very nearly thanked god out loud when my phone buzzed, indicating that I'd received a text. I got several mildly disapproving looks as I fished the offending noisemaker out of my pocket, but no one actually said anything. Until I was given a direct order to put my phone away, I fully intended to take any distraction I could get.
The text was from Simon, my older brother.
"How's the secret meeting going?" it read.
"Painful," I wrote back. Then, as an afterthought, "You're a lucky bastard, not getting dragged into these things."
"I'm aware."
The dirty looks were getting to be more overt, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I was asked 'politely' to put my phone away. I had a sudden burst of inspiration, a plan to make my getaway. The worst that could happen is Simon might just ignore me.
"Wait a few minutes then call me," I wrote. "I'll owe you."
I put my phone back in my pocket and tried to look apologetic. I hoped Simon would come through for me. If not I'd just have to sit there and pray for Armageddon. It was as good a bet as any.
Right around the time I was starting to get antsy and suspect that he wasn't going to call, my phone rang. I knew who it was, but I made a show of checking the caller. I tried my best to ignore the numerous disapproving stares and the soft muttering.
"Marcia dear," Mom said, "can you put your phone away for another few minutes."
Right. A few minutes. I almost laughed.
"Sorry," I said with all the sincerity I could muster. "It's just... my friend, Jill, her cat just died and she's kind of upset. I tried to tell her I'd text her more later, but..."
Mom frowned, probably suspicious of my story, and rightly so. I held my expression of concern for the next few rings until I was finally waved away by my mother. I darted out of the room, answering the phone while I was still in earshot.
"Hi, Jill," I said.
"Hey, Little Miss Pants-on-fire," Simon answered.
"It's so terrible what happened," I said, trying to hurry out of hearing range of the room I'd just left. "He was so young."
"I'm on the back deck if you want to join me, Pinocchio."
"Yeah, just give me a sec," I said, lowering my voice slightly.
I hung up and slipped my phone back in my pocket just before heading out the back door onto the deck. My dad and one of my uncles were sitting off to the side drinking beer, and several of my younger cousins were playing out in the yard. My brother was sitting on the steps with a beer of his own, staring off into the distance.
"Well if it isn't Liepants McGee," he greeted me.
"Clever. You got many more of those?"
"A few. I'll save 'em for next time."
"Looking forward to it."
I sat down next to Simon with a big sigh of relief. I might catch some flak for not returning to the meeting, but I was okay with that. Odds were good that they'd all get distracted by some minor piece of family drama and forget I was ever there.
Simon handed me his beer and I took a long drink from it before handing it back. Dad saw us, but just shook his head and pretended he hadn't seen anything.
"Seriously though, thank you," I said.
"No problem. 'Sides, it's always kinda fun when you owe me."
"Uh huh. Whatever. It's still totally worth it." I nudged his arm and gestured to the kids playing. "I kinda wish I was still that young sometimes."
"I know what you mean. Things were simpler, weren't they? Even if we didn't appreciate it at the time."
"More fun too. No 'sponsibilities hanging over our heads all the time."
Simon took a another drink from his beer then handed it back to me. I drained what was left of it.
"Get me another one?" he asked.
"I just sat down. Can't you get it yourself?"
"I dunno, I'm kinda comfortable where I am. How about you go get me another beer and we'll be even? That'll take care of what you owe me."
"Really? Someone's feeling awfully generous today."
"What can I say? I am a wise and benevolent brother."
I rolled my eyes, but let his statement pass without comment. He'd made it worth staying on his good side.
I went to the kitchen and pulled two bottles of beer out of the fridge. I popped the tops off of both of them, then poured one into an opaque cup. Simon could drink openly if he wanted, he was over nineteen, but I would be tempting fate not to be at least a little bit sneaky about it. There was no telling when my mother or one of my aunts might take issue with what was technically underage drinking.
Simon was exactly where I'd left him when I got back. I handed him his bottle and sat down with my own drink. He smiled when he realized what was in my cup. I put my finger to my lips to indicate that I'd rather he not say anything out loud. He simply held up his beer in salute, then took a swallow.
"I can't believe Mom wouldn't go for a hotel room or anything," I said. "It's gonna be so crowded tonight."
"Oh yeah? Where are you sleeping?"
"I don't even know yet. It's still being decided. I'll probably end up sharing a room with two or three of the younger girls."
"Ha! Well that'll be fun."
"Shut up. What about you? I don't suppose you're planning on sneaking out at some point, are you? Take me with you?"
Simon shook his head and chuckled. "No, 'fraid not. I did, however, have the forethought to bring a tent with me." He pointed out into the yard. "All I have to do is set it up somewhere and I'll at least have a little bit of privacy."
"Is it maybe, like, a two person tent by any chance?"
"Maybe. Why?"
I stuck out my bottom lip and gave him my most pitiful puppy dog eyes.
"Pwease share with me?" I asked, injecting just a little bit of a whine into my voice. "Puh-wease, big brudder?"
"Cut it out," he said, shoving me playfully. "That's such a sad look on you. And all just for the chance to share a cramped tent on the lumpy, uncomfortable ground."
"It's better than sharing a room with the rugrats. I've done it before and I don't want to repeat the experience."
"Oh come on, it's good bonding time for you." He pitched his voice higher in a surprisingly good imitation of Mom. "You don't get to see your cousins very often, you know. It'd be good for you to spend time with them. You're-"
I shoved him back harder than he had pushed me. He nearly toppled over sideways, mainly because he was more concerned with keeping his drink upright than himself.
"I don't need two mothers, thank you very much," I said. "The one I have already does a more than adequate job of nagging me."
"Careful, I wouldn't let her hear you say that if I were you."
"I know. I'm not stupid. Seriously though, can we share your tent?"
"Well... maybe if you set it up..."
"What, by myself you mean? Simon, you know that would be a disaster. I'll help, but you're gonna have to at least guide me."
He made a show of considering my proposal. I wasn't concerned about his apparent lack of decisiveness. I knew he'd say yes, he was just trying to make me squirm at this point. If he was going to say no, he would have done so already.
"There you are, Marcia," Mom said from behind us. It was as if our talking about her had summoned her. "Are you coming back in now? It looks like you're done consoling your friend."
"Sorry, Mom," I said. "Simon and me were just gonna go set up a tent for tonight. You know, to make the sleeping arrangements easier and everything."
Simon took another drink from his beer to cover up his smile. Mom looked like she knew that I was trying to get out of having to go back inside, but my excuse was pretty reasonable. She couldn't argue that it wasn't. She could, however, tell me to deal with it later, or perhaps tell Simon to put the tent up himself. I waited patiently for Mom's response, my face a mask of innocence and good intentions.
"Alright," she finally said with a sigh. "Go put your tent up. But I expect you to help get supper ready later on."
"Okay, Mom. I will."
Mom turned around and went back in the house. Simon drained the rest of his beer and stood up.
"You got lucky, Marcy," he said. "She was about ready to drag you back in there by your ear."
"Don't think I don't know that."
"Uh huh. Anyway, we better get to work before she comes back to check up on us. I'll go grab the tent, you try and find a flat piece of yard for us."
"Deal."
****
Getting the tent set up took longer than it should have. Having our younger cousins around to 'help' and spectate contributed to the difficulty of the project. A couple of the boys kept trying to steal the poles and pretend they were swords. Simon just laughed as they took turns beating each other over the head, which only encouraged them.
In the end, thanks mostly to my efforts, the tent was successfully installed on the flattest part of the yard I could find. I was rather proud of myself for my work. Simon kept trying to claim that it had been a team effort, which it technically had been, but I maintained that he'd spent more time inciting havoc amongst our cousins than actually helping. I didn't argue too hard on the off-chance that he'd change his mind about sharing the tent if I got on his nerves.
Simon and I hid out behind the tent for a while once it was set up. I was risking Mom's wrath by doing so, but I couldn't quite bring myself to care. It was a nice day out, and lying on the grass in the sun was by far preferable to preparing food indoors. Getting tripped over by running children every now and then was an acceptable hazard.
I was pretty sure I only got through supper unscathed because Mom was too busy to properly chastise me. Afterward I got a movie playing and sat down with some of the children. After all, no one was going to yell at me while I was keeping the kids quiet. I was seriously pushing my luck at that point, but I got away with it.
Bedtime eventually showed up. I borrowed a sleeping bag and pillow from inside the house for the night and took it out to the tent. Simon had brought his own and was already set up. He stripped down to his boxers while I got my side of the tent organized. I soon followed suit and removed everything except for my t-shirt and panties. I was aware of his eyes on me as I unhooked my bra and dragged it out from under my shirt.
"Do you ever, like, just wear your bra to bed?" he asked as he slid into his sleeping bag.
"Why the hell would I want to do that?"
"I dunno. Thought it might be a bit cooler maybe."
"If I was worried about that I'd just sleep naked. You know, assuming I was alone."
"Reeeally?"
Simon arched an eyebrow and acted like he was suddenly more interested in the conversation.
"Oh shut up. Don't act like you're so surprised. I'm not gonna bite."
"I was only gonna tease you a little. You take all the fun out of it sometimes."
I shrugged and slipped into my sleeping bag, pulling the top half over me once I was mostly settled. It didn't take me long to figure out that I'd made a mistake.
"Oh, god dammit," I said. "What is this, a fucking winter sleeping bag?"
I opened the bag back up and kicked the top part off of me. I would have roasted in minutes if I'd tried to sleep while covered with it. Simon just laughed.
"How did you not notice that when you dragged it out here?" he asked. "Or when you unrolled it? Or-"
"Shut the hell up. It's not that funny."
"It kind of is though."
I flipped him off, then settled back in and got as comfortable as I could with only a small amount of padding between me and the ground. Sleeping without any kind of blanket or covering actually wouldn't be such a bad thing. It was a warm enough night for it. There was, however, the classic problem of being so used to having covers that not having them just felt weird. I experienced the same sort of thing sometimes during really hot summer nights when it was too hot for even a sheet over me.
"You can stop giggling any time," I said.
"I'll stop laughing when it stops being funny."
Despite his words, Simon fell quiet. The only sounds we made for a while were the slight rustling noises from our sleeping bags as we shifted around to try and avoid the worst of the lumps on the ground. Eventually he opened up his sleeping bag and kicked the top half off his body just like I had.
"Aw, too warm?" I asked with mock sympathy.
"Yeah, kinda," he said, unfazed by my teasing. He rolled onto his side facing me. "I thought it would be cooler by now. It wasn't even that hot today, relatively speaking."
"Yeah, well... what can ya do?"
"Buy a tent with a built in AC unit?"
"Okay then. You get right on that."
"Hey, it could work. It might not be a practical idea, but... it could work."
"You just keep telling yourself that."
I reached over and patted his head in as patronizing a manner as I could manage. He grabbed my wrist and gently guided it back to my side of the tent. I reached for him again just because I thought it was funny, and again he moved my arm back. This time he didn't let go right away.
"I'm beginning to regret letting you sleep in here with me," he said.
"Why's that?"
"'Cause someone's mother didn't raise them with any manners."
"I'll tell her you said that."
"Go ahead. You're already on her bad side. See how well it goes for you."
I stuck my tongue out at Simon. He mirrored the gesture right back at me. I started giggling, which made my brother give me an inquisitive look.
"You were just complaining about my lack of manners," I explained. "But you're just as bad."
"It isn't that funny."
"It is to me."
Simon shook his head slightly, but smiled indulgently. His grip loosened on my wrist and he began dragging his fingers idly up and down my forearm. I knew he was still ready to grab me again if I tried anything.
"You're weird," he told me.
"Yeah? Well so are you."
"I know." His hand moved up my arm to my sleeve. He stopped there for a moment, then went back down. "Do you still have that scar on your shoulder?"
"Of course I do. It's been there for years. It's not gonna suddenly vanish."
Simon pushed my sleeve up until he reached my scar. I'd had it since I was in my early teens and it had faded quite a bit in the interim, but it was still quite visible.
"I kinda wish I had a scar like that," he said.
"Speaking of weird..."
"What? It's not that strange. I just like the way it looks. Just this little line of skin that's slightly different from the rest. And it shows that you're not a complete wuss."
"First off, it is that strange. Secondly, scars have nothing to do with being wusses. The biggest wuss in the world could have a scar. It's not, like, a badge of character. More of a badge of poor judgement most of the time."
"Just remember those are your words and not mine."
He traced my scar lightly with his fingertips. Even though I thought he was being weird, I liked the attention. Maybe I was the weird one. There was a whole house full of my family members that I could interact with if I wanted to. Instead I spent far too much of my time trying to avoid all but the most superficial contact with them. Somehow, my brother was the exception.
I couldn't explain why, but it was different when I was with Simon. Maybe it was simply a question of numbers. The women of the family tended to stay in groups, whereas I generally preferred only having one or two other people around at a time.
"Do you remember when we used to stay up late watching movies together?" I asked softly.
"Of course I do. We had to turn down the volume so we could barely hear it or Mom would yell at us to go to bed."
"Mm-hm. And sometimes we'd just fall asleep right there on the couch."
"I'm pretty sure that was just you. Seems to me I was always the one getting my shoulder drooled on 'cause you couldn't keep your eyes open."
"I don't drool."
"Maybe you don't most of the time, but I was the one who had to deal with it so don't pretend like it didn't happen. That, plus all those times you whined at me until I carried you upstairs instead of just leaving you on the couch."
I smiled wistfully at the memory. "It was more fun than walking."
"I bet it was. You're lucky I'm such a good brother."
"I s'pose maybe I am."
I rolled on my side to face away from Simon, then scooted backward a bit. I reached behind me and searched blindly until I found his hand, then pulled his arm around my waist.
"Isn't it too warm for this?" he asked.
"You're free to go back to your side any time."
"I am on my side. You're the one across the line."
Simon didn't seem to have any genuine objections since he didn't go anywhere or push me away. His arm stayed put, and he maintained the small, nearly nonexistent gap between us. I was pretty sure that even if we were closer together and sharing more body heat, it still wouldn't have been warm enough to prevent me from getting to sleep. He wasn't as bad as my sleeping bag.
I felt my shirt get lifted slightly, then my brother's hand on my bare tummy. His touch was comforting, in a bizarre sort of way. It made me feel safe. I was reminded even more strongly of falling asleep next to him, my head resting against his arm. Sometimes physical contact was more powerful than mere words when it came to triggering memories.
"I miss you when you're not around," I whispered.
After a moment of silence, I assumed he must not have heard me. That was okay. I wasn't really sure why I'd said anything.
"I miss you too," he said. "You're kind of a unique person in my life."
"Is that... good or bad?"
"A little of both. More good than bad though. Usually."
"How reassuring."
Simon poked my side with his finger, making me squeal. I curled up into a protective ball to stop him getting in another free shot.
"I was being nice, Marcy. Don't act like I wasn't."
"You were being kinda mean too."
"Wasn't. You'll know it when I want to be mean."
He hooked his arm around me again and forcefully dragged me toward him. My back pressed up against his chest and he held me in a snug embrace. I didn't uncurl myself just yet. I was pretty sure he wasn't going to jab me again, but I had to keep up appearances.



"Why don't ya just manhandle me then," I said. "I guess that's one way to keep me in line."
Simon raised himself on his elbow and brushed my hair back from my face. He kissed me softly on my cheek.
"You're just lucky I love you, Marcy."
I tried not to let him see me blush, or to let him feel how fast my heart was beating.
"Yeah, well... someone has to. Guess you got stuck with the job."
"You don't mean that. You're just being petulant."
"So? M'allowed."
Simon gently guided my arms and legs away from their protective positions around my torso. I let him move me back into a more typical lying posture. He was delicate with me, but firm at the same time. I could have resisted him enough that he might have let me be, but I didn't.
"It's late," he said. "We should sleep."
"What fun would that be?"
His hand returned to my tummy and started rubbing small circles on my bare skin. I tried not to be too obvious about stretching out and sticking my belly out a little more prominently for him.
"Go to sleep, little sis."
"No."
Simon sighed. The circles on my tummy got bigger.
"Do I need to sing you a lullaby? Read you a story? Get mommy to tuck you in?"
He nuzzled my neck from behind, his chin bumping against my shoulder. He needed a shave. His rough stubble scratched at my smoother, softer skin. The contact made me shiver.
"Sing for me," I said. "That'd be good for a laugh."
"I'm sure it would. But if you start laughing it's not gonna help you get to sleep."
"What if you make me laugh hard enough that I get all tired out? That could work."
"Somehow I have reservations about that plan."
Simon pushed my shirt higher up my body, exposing more of my skin to the night air. I felt like it was getting warmer inside the tent instead of cooler.
"Tell me a story then," I said.
"I was joking, Marcy. I don't intend on going to get Mom so she can tuck you in either."
"You shouldn't have made the offer then."
"I know. I'm cruel, aren't I? What are you ever going to do with me?"
He nipped at my ear, not biting down hard enough to hurt. I arched my neck instead of shying away from him.
"There's nothing I can do. You're stronger than I am. I just have to put up with you."
"Oh, is that what this is? So when you begged me to share the tent with you, that was actually just you putting up with me?"
"I... shut up."
"Or what?"
Simon's hand brushed the bottom of one of my breasts. I wasn't sure if he'd done it on purpose or not. His warm breath on my neck was distracting me from focusing on what his hand was up to. He kissed me softly just below my ear.
"Maybe you were just the lesser of two evils," I said.
"Harsh. And here I was trying to be nice to you. Maybe I shouldn't bother."
His hand left my tummy, then moved under my shirt to my breast before I could react. He pinched my nipple hard, making me gasp.
"You're being bad," I said.
"I thought we'd established that already."
"This is different."
"Better or worse than before?"
"Neither. Just... different."
I pushed his hand away from my chest and he went back to my tummy. I doubted he'd stay there for long.
"You confuse me sometimes, you know that?" he said.
"In what way?"
"Well... like how you complain about me being bad when you're always the one encouraging me."
"That doesn't make any sense. You're older than me. You're supposed to influence my behaviour, not vice versa."
"I see. So I'm looking at this all wrong, am I?"
"Probably."
Simon kissed my neck again. I felt his teeth on my skin, nipping at me but not biting down all the way. I was going to have to tell him to stop that. I couldn't just let him keep doing whatever he wanted.
His fingers slid up my body and under my shirt. I put my arm across my breasts before he could get there, blocking his access. He was undeterred. Instead of trying to force his way through, he simply maneuvered his hand into the small valley between my breasts where I wasn't able to stop him as easily. I gave up and moved my arm away.
Simon cupped one of my breasts in his palm. I pretended to ignore him, even though there was no way I possibly could. I hoped he couldn't feel my heartbeat. It would destroy the illusion of calm I was trying to project. He could probably see through my facade anyway. He knew me better than anyone.
"So what you're saying is that you should listen to me," he said. "If I'm supposed to influence you and all."
"Only if I thought you were a good influence. Which you sometimes are. I just have to know when to listen to you, and when to ignore you."
"I get the feeling that it's more a question of whether or not you think there's anything in it for you. You're happy to listen to anyone who's saying what you're already thinking. Not so much when they're saying something you don't want to hear."
"So I'm independent. That's a good thing, isn't it?"
"Arguably. I've heard worse words to describe that sort of behaviour. 'Independent' puts a nice spin on it."
He squeezed my breast gently, then moved to the other one. He was in no hurry now that he didn't think I'd try to stop him. I could have protested just to make a point, I supposed. I could have pulled away from him and wrapped myself back in my sleeping bag. He would have left me alone if I did.
"You think you know everything about me, don't you?" I said.
"Maybe not everything. A lot, but not everything."
His hand moved away from my breasts. I was disappointed until I realized he wasn't stopping at my tummy again. His fingers slid delicately over my skin down past my waist.
"I know a lot about you too."
"I'm sure you do. You know how to get what you want from me. Don't think I haven't noticed."
Simon's fingertips traced down the front of my panties. I held my breath as I felt his touch all along the length of my pussy. He wasn't actually touching me, not directly, but it was more than enough to get a reaction from my body. If he kept it up there was going to be a damp spot on my panties before too long.
Something poked my butt. I pushed my hips back a little and heard Simon groan softly. He was getting hard. I shouldn't have been surprised. It would have been disappointing if he'd been unaffected, given the way he was touching me.
"It's not like I ever wanted much from you," I said. "It's not like I'm always trying to manipulate you or anything."
"I wasn't trying to say that you did. I just meant... you have a bad habit of falling asleep next to me, for instance. Or not falling asleep, as the case may be."
"I like being close, that's all. You're more fun to be around than most people I know."
"More fun, huh?"
I had to stop myself from whining in frustration as he moved away from my pussy. I was tempted to start rubbing myself down there as a substitute for his touch, but I knew it wouldn't be the same.
Simon adjusted himself behind me. I could hear and feel him moving, but I couldn't actually see what he was doing. A moment later I felt his penis poking me again, only this time I was pretty sure his boxers were no longer separating us. I reached behind me and found that I was correct in my assessment as my fingers encountered his bare cock. He drew a sharp breath as I took his shaft in a loose grip.
"Someone's a little handsy," he said.
"You're one to talk. 'Sides, you're the one who got it out."
I stroked him with more or less the same amount of force as he'd used on me. It was enough to tease him, but not really get him anywhere. He let me toy with him for a couple minutes without trying to take control back from me.
Eventually Simon's hand returned to my tummy. It trailed slowly downward, this time slipping under my panties instead of over them. I squeezed his cock harder involuntarily as I felt his fingers directly on my pussy lips. I could sense his smile without needing to look. He knew exactly what he was doing to me.
"Sometimes I think this is what you wanted from the beginning," he said. "Every time you fell asleep on me, every time you made me carry you, every time you let me see you in your underwear..."
"You're delusional."
I stroked Simon harder, and he returned the favour. The more I worked his shaft, the more attention he gave to my increasingly wet slit. He must have been able to feel how turned on I was. He'd probably tease me about it, but I hoped he wouldn't. We both knew what kind of effect we were having on the other. He didn't need to say it out loud.
His lips trailed soft kissed across my neck while he played with my pussy. My hips betrayed me and started rocking in almost imperceptibly small motions. Maybe he was right. Maybe this was what I really wanted from him. The way he was holding me, and touching me, and caressing me... it made me feel good in a way nothing else ever had. It annoyed me slightly to admit how well he understood me.
Simon pulled his hand out of my panties and brought it up to my mouth. I kept my lips closed. I felt my own wetness against my skin as he tried to gain entry.
"Open," he said.
"Mmph."
"Come on, open up."
I rolled my head away. "Don't do that. You just want to see if you can make me do anything you want."
"Isn't that what we're both doing?"
He gave up and went back to my panties. He pulled them down instead of continuing to work around them. I kicked them off once they were past my knees. My bunched up shirt that was barely covering my breasts was the only piece of clothing either of us was still wearing.
His penis poked me in the butt again, then lower. I lifted my upper leg and let him slide between my thighs. His shaft rubbed against my pussy, then stayed put. When I lowered my leg again his cock was trapped, nestled against my slit. He could easily get away if he wanted to, of course, but I liked the idea that I was in control and his penis was temporarily mine to do with as I pleased. He deserved it for trying to get me to taste my own pussy. He was such a weirdo sometimes.
"You're gonna want to put this inside me, aren't you?" I asked.
I circled a fingertip around the head of his cock. I liked the way it peeked through from between my legs. He probably wouldn't like it if I told him how adorable it looked with most of its length hidden by my thighs.
"Do you want me to?"
"Maybe. It'd be kind of a bad thing for us to do, you know."
"I'm aware."
"If I was any kind of sister I wouldn't even think about letting you."
"You're a good sister, Marcy. It's got nothing to do with that."
Simon took my chin and tilted my face toward him. I closed my eyes and pretended I didn't know what he was going to do. His lips brushed mine for a second, then pressed against them more firmly. I laid there unresisting and let my brother kiss me. I waited a moment before kissing him back. I didn't want him to get the wrong idea and think that I'd been waiting for it.
He resumed playing with my pussy before breaking off the kiss. It was as though he thought all he had to do was get me horny enough and I'd let him do whatever he wanted. He was probably right.
"You have to be gentle," I said.
"I know."
"And you can't cum in me."
"I know."
"And you can't tell anyone."
"God, you always worry so much. It's like you don't trust me or something. I would have thought I deserved a little more credit than that."
"Admit it; you wouldn't find this half so much fun if I made it easy for you."
Simon chuckled. "I wouldn't be so sure about that. Catering to your every whim isn't quite as enjoyable as you might think."
He kissed me again before I could respond. It was probably a good move on his part. Ordinarily I couldn't just let him get away with comments like that.
I felt my brother's cock pull back between my legs until the head was sliding along my slit. He pushed forward again, but only managed to tease the outside of my pussy. He tried again a few times before I gave in and subtly shifted my hips back to give him a better angle. Instead of continuing to miss, he managed to find his target and the tip of his erection spread my pussy lips apart.
Simon obeyed my instructions to keep his movements gentle once he was inside me. His cock penetrated me agonizingly slowly with a constant, steady force. It was the most delicious mixture of pleasure and anticipation that I could ever remember feeling. I knew he'd be all the way in me soon and I wanted it so badly, but waiting for it just made his progress that much more exquisite.
"Fuuuck, Simon," I breathed.
"See, we both knew you wanted this," he said.
I shook my head, but I wasn't sure what I was denying. Not that it mattered. He wouldn't have believed me regardless.
A faint moan escaped my lips as Simon got deeper and deeper inside me. I covered my face with my pillow to stifle any further noises, but I couldn't stop all of my body's reactions. My hips began to move all on their own, rolling back against my brother in an attempt to get more from him. I'd said I wanted him to be gentle, but I hadn't expected him to listen. I wanted him to give me more. I needed it.
Simon finally buried his shaft all the way in my pussy. His movements were so relaxed and unhurried. Of course they were. He had what he wanted so he had all the time in the world. He played with my breasts as though it was something to pass the time while he began thrusting oh-so-gently in and out of my needy body.
"Harder," I whispered.
"What?" he asked.
"Harder," I repeated in a louder voice.
"I thought-"
"I know. Shut up."
I could feel him smirking. He had yet another victory over me to celebrate. He had the nerve to tell me I always got what I wanted, but he was even worse about that sort of thing than I was.
Simon pulled almost all the way out, then slammed his cock back inside me. I arched my back and hissed in pleasure. All of my negative feelings vanished. I couldn't believe I'd thought any of them were important. My brother fucking me, his hands roaming my body, his breath on my skin... those were what mattered.
I took his hand and squeezed it. I loved him, I really did. Sometimes I forgot how much.
Eventually I let go of Simon's hand. Instead of going back to my breasts, he went to my shoulder. He nudged me a couple times before I got the hint. I rolled onto my stomach and he followed me, not pulling out of my pussy for even a second. He had a better position and better leverage now that he was on top of me.
His thrusting got harder and faster, and I could hear his breath grow increasingly ragged. His weight pressed down on me, though I could tell he was holding himself at least partly on his arms. Now that I'd surrendered myself to him, I somehow felt more free. He had me pinned and at his mercy, but I was too consumed with lust to care. I wanted him to have control. I wanted him to use me for his own pleasure.
I tilted myself up as much as possible to meet his thrusts. My body complained about the uncomfortable position, but I ignored it. All that mattered was my brother's cock. I needed it like I needed oxygen.
"Keep going," I moaned. "Don't stop."
"Why... would I... stop?" he asked breathlessly.
I wasn't listening to him. I was in my own little world of illicit pleasure. I buried my face in my pillow to keep from screaming out loud. Every inch of my body coursed with sensations too powerful for me to handle. Simon, my brother, was the source of all of them.
An orgasm ripped through my body, tearing down what little self-control I had left. I thrashed underneath Simon, moaning and mewling into my pillow. He kept pounding me mercilessly as he worked toward his own release.
Simon thurst his cock as deep inside me as he could just before cumming. His semen erupted into my pussy, driving me crazy all over again. I couldn't take all the feelings and emotions that were inside me. Not only was I having sex with my brother, but he was cumming in me. It was what I wanted, but it was too much for me all at once.
I wasn't sure when it started, but I suddenly realized I was crying. I couldn't stop myself. I was so happy, so sated, but the tears kept coming. My body shook uncontrollably, and all I could do was try not to let Simon see my face.
"Marcy," he whispered.
I shook my head and pressed it more firmly into my pillow.
"Look at me," he said.
His cock slipped out of me and I felt a sudden pang of loss. I curled up in a ball like it would help somehow. He forcibly rolled me over, then took me in his arms. My tears ran down my cheeks and onto his chest, but at least it felt like they were slowing down.
"Did I hurt you?" he asked.
"No. God no. It wasn't you," I said.
"Then what?"
"I... I don't know."
Simon hugged me and rocked me gently. I slowly calmed down. Having his arms around me holding me so tightly helped.
"It's okay," he said. "Everything's okay."
"I love you," I whispered.
"Me too, Marcy. You know that."
"I do. But... you're gonna go away again after tomorrow. We're always apart for so long. I hate it."
"I know. I'm sorry. Life sucks sometimes."
"Yeah, it does."
Simon rubbed my back a little, which reminded me that I was half-naked. I couldn't bring myself to give a shit. He made things so complicated.
"Let's leave," he said.
"What?"
"Let's just go. Me and you."
"Where would we go?"
"Doesn't matter. Anywhere. Maybe to my place."
I wiped my face with the back of my arm. I didn't think Simon would really follow through, but I couldn't help getting excited at the idea. It was stupid, of course. We'd get shit from Mom, not to mention that I had to go back home tomorrow because of school.
"Do you mean it?" I asked. "You always tell me I'm not allowed to run away and live with you."
"That's because you're never serious about it. You only ever want to run away when you and Mom are fighting over something."
"And this is a better reason?"
"Probably not. Are we going or what?"
"Right now?"
"Sure. Why not?"
I looked around the tent. I had a grand total of one outfit, my phone, and a little money with me. The rest of my things were in the house or back at home. I started getting dressed. I could live without them for now.
"Get dressed," I said.
"Is that a yes?"
I put one of my hands on Simon's cheek and kissed him.
"You wouldn't have made the suggestion if you thought I might say no."
He grinned. "You know me too well. And vice versa, I suppose."
We got dressed and snuck out of the tent to the road where Simon had parked his car. I giggled like a little girl doing something naughty and he had to keep shushing me. I looked back several times as we drove away. I almost expected someone to notice us leaving, but no one did. The drama would pick up in the morning when Mom found out her children had abandoned ship together.
I shook my head and cleared those thoughts from my mind. There was no point in worrying about it until I had to. I leaned my head on my brother's shoulder and enjoyed the drive.
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I watched out my bedroom window as my brother worked on his car. I felt like I was spying on him, and to some extent that was exactly what I was doing. I could watch him from where I was without being seen. It made me feel kind of guilty. I'd been feeling guilty a lot lately.
I'd always loved Riley in the way only a little sister could. He was a couple years older than me, and when we were younger that had made him seem disproportionately smart and cool in my mind. An older sibling could either be the bane of a kid's existence, or their hero. I'd been lucky to end up with the latter. He'd always been nice to me growing up.
Things had changed somewhat as we got older. I accumulated more experience with the world, and grew infinitesimally wiser. As an eighteen-year-old girl, it took more for me to put up with my family than them simply being nice to me. If I got in one of my moods, them being nice was practically the same as oppressing me, for reasons that didn't make sense when I thought about them later. My parents didn't get it. Riley didn't either, but he handled it better.
Unlike Mom and Dad, Riley generally didn't try to reason with me when I was being petulant. Maybe that was part of what changed the way I saw him. I was used to frustration, or concern, or attempted understanding. He just let me be when I didn't want to talk to anyone. I wasn't sure if that was because he got me better than anyone, or if he just didn't feel the need to deal with me when I was like that.
I sighed and shook my head as I turned away from the window. I spent far too much time analyzing my brother's motivations. It was a far simpler explanation just to accept that I probably didn't matter to him as much as he did to me. I needed to stop obsessing.
I glanced back out the window before stepping away from it. I should have turned my attention to something else, but I already knew that wasn't going to happen. Riley looked like he'd be busy for a while, not that I knew much about cars and the maintenance thereof. Without consciously deciding to, I'd started planning excuses for going outside and keeping him company.
It was a warm and sunny day in one of the last days of spring. I was wearing a tight, sleeveless top and one of my shorter pairs of shorts. Nothing indecent, but the sort of thing I imagined might conceivably attract my brother's attention, even though it never seemed to. I walked outside and toward the garage in my bare feet.
"Hey," I called softly as I approached Riley.
He had the hood of his car up and was leaning over the engine playing with something inside. His shirt was stretched tight across his back. I stared for a second before he looked over his shoulder at me.
"Hey, Anna. What's up?"
"Nothin'. What ya doing?"
Riley straightened, letting his shirt hang normally, much to my disappointment. He had just enough definition in his body to make it interesting. It was one of the reasons I'd been feeling so guilty lately. I didn't want to admit it, but I was pretty sure I was crushing on him slightly; on my own brother. It was just about the most pathetic feeling.
"I'm just about to change the oil in my car," he said. "Nothing you're interested in, I'm sure."
He was right, I couldn't have been less interested if he'd told me he was planning on counting the blades of grass in the lawn. However, I wanted to stay, so I had to pretend like that wasn't the case.
"Can I watch anyway?"
He shrugged. "If you want to. It's not like I'll be the one bored to tears."
Riley set about draining the oil from his car, pausing occasionally to explain what he was doing. Apparently there wasn't much to it. I still wasn't sure what the process was, because I'd been watching him more than the car.
"So this is fun for you?" I asked.
He grinned. "Not fun exactly. It's more like... well, if I asked you if brushing your hair every morning was fun. Or putting on makeup. It's more about the results than the process. It keeps the car running, and that's what I care about."
I nodded. I actually kind of understood his point. I wasn't sure why oil needed changed if there was still plenty in the car, but he probably didn't understand the finer points of picking out the right outfit every day either. My current choice of clothing meant nothing to him, just like vehicle maintenance meant nothing to me. They were things other people worried about.
It bugged me a little that I never so much as caught Riley's eyes flick toward my chest. My top was tight enough around my breasts that they should have attracted at least a little attention, but then I was just his baby sis. I wasn't really a girl to him. That could have been part of the attraction he held for me; the fact that I didn't have a chance. People want what they can't have.
"So is that it?" I asked as he finished pouring new oil into his car.
"Pretty much. There's not much to it." He looked up at the sky, and the slow, fluffy clouds rolling past. It really was a nice day. "I'm kind of thinking of cleaning out some of the junk too. It's a good day for it."
"Uh huh."
I tried not to appear completely disinterested. It would mean more time watching him work, after all.
"Anna, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"What are you actually doing out here? I know you don't give a shit about what I'm doing, but you haven't left yet."
I looked away, hoping that my face wasn't flushing too badly. I was sure he knew the real reason, even though he couldn't possibly have guessed it.
"M'just bored," I mumbled.
"Really? You're bored so you came out here to be, what, slightly less bored?"
"I like hanging out with you sometimes, that's all."
I met his gaze again, hoping that my minor admission would distract him from further questioning. He could usually tell when I was lying, but all I was doing was failing to tell him the whole truth.
"Well, I can almost believe that. There must be something else though. You and Mom fighting again maybe?"
I shrugged rather than giving him an answer. He'd assume he guessed right, and that would take the pressure off of me to provide a better explanation. It wasn't uncommon for me to hang around my brother while I was avoiding Mom. He never seemed to get mad at me the way she sometimes did, but then I rarely gave him a reason to. There was no point in rebelling against my brother the way I sometimes did with my parents.
Riley let the subject drop and went back to work. He grabbed a garbage bag and opened up one of the doors to the back seat. I hopped up to sit on the trunk of his car while I watched him toss old wrappers and bottles into it. I wasn't really sure what to do with myself, though I couldn't seem to make myself stop staring.
"Anna!"
I jumped a little when I heard my name called. I turned back toward the house and saw Mom looking at me. Her hands were on her hips, but she didn't look to upset other than that. I rapidly tried to think of what I could have done this time.
"What?" I called back.
"You have vacuuming to do. Don't think your brother's going to protect you from it."
I'd actually forgotten about being told to vacuum earlier. If I'd remembered I probably would have sat behind the car instead of on it so that I couldn't be seen from the house. I gave Riley a regretful glance before hopping to my feet and trudging toward the house. He seemed mildly amused.
"I forgot," I mumbled as I passed Mom.
"Sure you did, honey. Funny how much worse your memory is about certain things."
I bit back a reply that would just get me in more trouble. I was in a good enough mood that I got the vacuum out and started working on the floors without further complaint or excuses. At least I was able to daydream about my brother while I did my chore.
An upside to the noise was that Mom couldn't lecture on the value of a strong work ethic me while I was busy. Granted, that was more Dad's thing anyway. Mom tended to be of the opinion that I liked to deliberately push them to see how much they'd give. I wasn't sure if I preferred being considered lazy, or a brat.
I was still able to see Riley out some of the windows as I vacuumed around them. The floor in those areas got a lot more attention than the rest did. Mom walked by once while I was going back and forth over the same piece of floor, but she didn't say anything. She just shook her head and kept moving. She probably didn't care if I wanted to be inefficient, just as long as I got it all done.
The whole process took longer than it should have, but I got it finished. I spent most of the time either thinking about Riley, or trying not to think about him. I wished I could have developed a crush on some other boy, one I didn't live with. That would have made it slightly easier to get him out of my mind, at least.
Against my better judgement, I immediately headed back outside when I was done with the vacuuming. Riley was still working on his car. There were small piles of things on the ground, and the garbage bag had become much fuller than when I'd left. It looked like he'd also gotten a bucket of water to wash down his windows.
"What'd you do, Anna, vacuum the ceilings too?"
He spared me a glance and a brief flash of a teasing grin.
"I wasn't that slow," I protested, even though it was a lie.
"I had time to almost finish before you got back. Seems pretty slow to me."
"What makes you think I came straight back? I have other stuff to do, you know."
"If that was true, then how come you're back at all?"
"Because... shut up. Because I didn't have that much to do. Just... some stuff."
Riley smirked and dropped his cloth into the soapy water in the bucket.
"If you want something to do, you could always go grab us some beers."
I frowned. "What do you mean us?"
He shrugged. "Or just get me one. Or do nothing. It's up to you."
I opened my mouth, then closed it. I looked back toward the house. Riley might drink occasionally around our parents, but I didn't. Even though it hadn't be specifically forbidden, I was under the impression that I wasn't yet allowed. Just because my brother didn't seem to care about the potential consequences didn't mean there wouldn't be any. I didn't want to pick a fight with Mom right now.
On the other hand...
Part of me was excited about the idea of sneaking around a little. Generally I didn't defy my parents just for fun, but I had to admit that sometimes the mere act of rebelling was enough to sway my choices. More importantly, it was an excuse to spend more time with Riley. I liked that I was old enough in his mind that he didn't hesitate about the idea of drinking with me.
"Fine," I said before I realized I'd come to my decision. "You better not tell Mom though."
"Why? 'Cause she might report her daughter for underage drinking? She won't care."
"If she doesn't know, she definitely won't."
Riley gave me a little smile and pulled his fingers across his lips to indicate he'd stay silent on the subject. That was good enough for me.
I headed back inside, walking quietly on my bare feet, listening intently to try and determine where Mom was in the house. I made it to the kitchen without seeing or hearing her. I took a deep breath and let it out before reaching into the fridge and grabbing two cans of beer. There was a chance that Riley was right about me being old enough that Mom wouldn't care, but it was more exciting to believe that I was taking a risk. Some part of me enjoyed skirting the lines of acceptable behaviour too much for my own good.
I snuck back outside, walking quickly while trying not to look like I was in a hurry. Riley was right where I'd left him. I handed him one of the beers before opening my own. I felt kind of clumsy next to his practiced motion.
"Cheers," he said, tapping his can against mine.
He took a long swallow and seemed to enjoy it. I tried to match the drink he'd taken and instantly regretted it. He laughed at the face I made. I glared at him, but that only made his laughter worse.
"I thought this was supposed to taste good."
"It does." He wiped away a tear. "But it can take some getting used to. I can take comfort in knowing you're not secretly an alcoholic, at least. There's no way you could have faked that expression."
"Shut up."
I tried again, this time sipping at the liquid instead of trying to swallow half the can all at once. I still wasn't convinced I liked it, but at least I managed to drink it without sending my brother into another fit of giggles.
We moved around behind Riley's car and sat with our backs to the garage. I made sure the car was between me and the house, just in case. I gradually got the hang of taking larger swallows without letting my distaste for it show. I decided that even if I never grew to like it, I could at least pretend I did.
"So, Anna, what's really going on with you?"
I took another drink to save myself from answering for a few seconds. I wasn't sure if the alcohol was beginning to affect me, or if it was just the mess of confused emotions inside me. Either way, I didn't feel up to a serious conversation.
"Nothin'," I lied.
"Are you sure? Because it definitely doesn't seem like nothing."
"Well maybe I just don't want to talk about it then."
"No, you probably don't. How 'bout you tell me anyway?"
I shook my head and stared down at my beer can. I was holding it in both hands like a child, and I kind of felt like one. I wished someone would come along and tell me what to do and make everything okay. It wasn't like I could just come out and tell my brother exactly what my problem was. That would only make things worse.
"None of your business."
"You're right, it isn't. Thing is, it seems like you want to tell me, but you're scared to."
I jerked my head up toward him, only to find that he was staring right back at me. His gaze was steady and confident. Mine wasn't.
"How would you even know that?"
"How do you think? I've lived with you for, what, eighteen years, give or take? You keep giving me funny looks, and you're quieter than usual, and we've pretty much established that something's bugging you. What other conclusion am I supposed to draw?"
I winced a little when I heard that he'd noticed me looking at him. Thankfully he hadn't guessed my actual motivations, but it still left me in an awkward spot.
"You wouldn't understand."
I regretted the words as soon as they were out of my mouth. I had basically admitted that I was hiding something and that he was right about me wanting to share it with him. Both of those things were true, but I had good reasons for keeping quiet. Now he was just going to pry more.
"Why would you assume that? I can be a very understanding person."
"I still can't tell you."
Riley was silent for a moment. I risked a glance at him and found that he was staring off into the distance, clearly thinking about something.
"You killed someone?" he guessed.
"What? No! Why would-"
"You discovered you're a lesbian?"
"No, I-"
"You're depressed and thinking about killing yourself?"
"No. Are you seriously going to keep doing this?"
"Unless you tell me, yes. It's up to you." He paused. "You're a drug dealer?"
I shook my head and looked down. I had about half my can of beer left, and it was starting to get warm. In a fit of desperate idiocy, I raised it to my lips and downed the remainder of the can in one go. It was gross and made me feel kind of sick, but I managed to finish it. I burped loudly, making Riley smile and stop his irritating guesses briefly.
"I have a crush on you," I blurted.
I didn't dare look at him after speaking. I didn't know what his reaction would be, but the odds of it being anything good were so low as to be negligible. I wouldn't even be able to blame it on the beer since I wasn't actually drunk and he knew that as well as I did.
"Really?"
"Would I make something like that up?"
"No," he said slowly. "No, I don't think you would."
I felt his eyes on me without looking. I flushed under his imagined gaze and wished I had another beer handy. It seemed like a perfect time to find out what getting drunk felt like.
"You can go ahead and tell me how stupid it is," I mumbled. "I'm ready for it."
"I would, except you're clearly already aware of that. Plus, I'm not convinced there's any such thing as a not-stupid crush."
A small smile crossed my lips, but it quickly faded. We both knew that me having a crush on him was worse than the usual array of poorly chosen objects of one's affection. It wasn't like it was just a teacher I was attracted to, or a hot older guy, or a movie star. Those wouldn't have been nearly as bad.
"I don't know what I'm s'posed to do."
"Neither do I. It's a tough one."
"Maybe I should just, like, go."
I started to push myself to my feet, only to be stopped by Riley's hand on my arm. He looked at me with obvious concern on his face. I was sure he would have been angry, or amused, or... something else. I hadn't expected him to worry about me. My hopes rose a little.
"Anna, you're not going to start avoiding me now, are you?"
"Wouldn't that be better?"
"Easier maybe, probably not better." Riley shook his head and sighed. "I'm glad you told me. You may not believe that, but I do. It's something that we should work out somehow."
"But if I hadn't told you, you wouldn't need to worry about it."
I sat back down since he insistently refused to let go of my arm. I was glad he didn't want me to avoid him, but I knew he'd eventually draw the same sort of conclusion I had; there was nothing to be done about my unfortunate attraction except to hope it went away on its own.
"And you would have made yourself miserable over it," he said. "I may not feel the same things you do, but I still love you."
My heart beat a little faster at my brother's words. I knew what he meant, but hearing him say that he loved me still affected me. It wasn't something we said to each other very often. I hoped I wasn't blushing.
"So what do we do now?" I asked.
Riley shook his head. "I have no idea."
His arm went around my shoulders and pulled me closer. I stiffened at his touch, but allowed myself to be drawn toward him. I leaned my head against his body and felt myself slowly relax. It was nice being held by him.
For several minutes we sat there without speaking or moving. I glanced up at Riley's face a couple of times, and he seemed lost in thought. He had a lot to think about, thanks to me. I tried to stop feeling guilty about my confession, but there really wasn't any way of forcing it.
I jolted upright at the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. It could have been anyone, in theory, but I was sure it would be Dad. I looked down at the beer can I was still clutching and experienced a moment of panic. All I could do was pray that Riley was right and that our parents wouldn't care if I was drinking.
Riley's car sheltered us from sight for a few more seconds. Without saying anything, he reached over and took the can from me, placing it beside him on the ground just as Dad pulled up in his usual spot.
"Hey, Dad," Riley said as our father opened his car door.
Dad looked at us suspiciously. "You kids aren't hiding from your mother out here, are you?"
I knew he meant it as a joke, but it sounded too much like and accusation to my already-nervous mind.
"Nah, we're just talking," Riley said, continuing to save me from my vocal paralysis. "I was doing some work on my car."
"And celebrating a job well done, I see," Dad said, nodding to the beer in my brother's hand. "Just as long as you're not corrupting your sister," he added with a wink.
I had to fight to keep silent this time. I was torn between telling Riley "I told you so," and telling Dad that I didn't need protected. Neither option was in my best interest.



****
I stayed quiet through supper that evening. I kept looking across the table to my brother, then looking away. I didn't want to be caught staring, but I couldn't stop my eyes from wandering. He was the only thing on my mind; him and the complications he presented in my life. I still felt guilty for involving him.
Riley managed to deflect most of our parents' attention from me, for which I was grateful. I wasn't in a mood to hold much of a conversation. There was also the chance that either Mom or Dad might take my silence for something other than what it was, and that it would lead to trouble. Arguments had started over less.
I was disappointed when Riley headed out later to go to a friend's house. I shut myself in my room for the rest of the evening, alone with my thoughts. I kept returning to the memory of sitting next to my brother, snuggled up against him. Just thinking about it made me feel calmer and happier.
Eventually my mind drifted into more explicit territory. I bit my lip and closed my eyes as I imagined Riley taking his shirt off while he worked on his car. Or, better yet, barging into my room while I was lying on my bed, helpless against anything he might try.
My hand moved down my body as my fantasies progressed. My nimble fingers slid easily into my panties and I let out a small sigh of contentment as they brushed the sensitive skin underneath. I forced myself to use a light touch; I was in the mood to make it last.
****
I woke up sometime in the middle of the night. The house was perfectly quiet, other than the faint sounds my mattress made as I rolled over. I hadn't heard Riley get back, but I assumed he must have at some point. I grabbed one of my pillows and clutched it to my chest, pretending it was him. It didn't even come close to mimicking his body.
The thought occurred to me that there was nothing stopping me from going to my brother's room and getting the real thing instead of playing make-believe with my pillow. Or rather, nothing other than my fear of rejection. I was pretty damn terrified of making him angry. I held out hope that we could at least maintain a regular brother and sister relationship as long as I was careful. If I said or did the wrong thing at the wrong time, there was a very real chance that he'd decide I was beyond salvation.
Still, it wasn't like physical contact had suddenly become verboten between us. Riley had made it clear that he didn't want to push me away. Maybe I had a little more leeway than I thought.
I swung my feet onto the floor and stood up. I was filled with an odd, unfamiliar sense of resolve. I knew what I wanted and how to get it and, physically speaking, there was nothing to stop me. As long as I kept my emotions in check, I'd be fine.
I padded out to the hallway and down to Riley's room. His door was closed, but it opened easily, barely making a sound as it swung inward. I could see the shape of my brother's body under his blanket. It was weirdly comforting just knowing he was asleep in his bed where he should be.
My bare feet didn't make a sound as I crept closer. His breathing caused his blanket to rise and fall slowly. I only hesitated for a second before lifting the corner of his blanket and slipping in next to him.
It was warm under the covers. It wasn't at all like crawling into my bed for the night; I always had to warm it up myself. Riley's was already the perfect temperature. I began to feel drowsy just lying there beside him. My courage abandoned me before I could cuddle up to him, but not enough that I considered withdrawing. It felt nice being right where I was.
****
I woke up in my own bed the next morning, which confused me. I wondered if I'd dreamed going to Riley's room. The only other possibility I could see was that he'd carried me back to my bed while I slept. I wasn't sure what to make of the situation either way.
Riley was already at the breakfast table by the time I got there, along with our parents. He gave no sign of feeling any different toward me than he had yesterday, but then he might have just been pretending nothing was amiss. It wasn't like he could talk freely with Mom and Dad so close by. I needed to get him alone with me somehow, preferably soon so I didn't have a chance to worry too much over nothing.
"Riley, can you give me a drive to school today?" I asked.
My relatively innocent question attracted the attention of all three members of my family. I blushed and looked down, already regretting my poorly thought-out request. I should have waited until we left the table to ask him. It would have achieved the same result either way, and it wouldn't have involved our parents.
"You don't need to bother your brother," Mom said. "What's wrong with the bus? I better not hear that you got kicked off for some reason."
I flushed and bit back my response. Leave it to Mom to assume I'd done something wrong. All I wanted was a few minutes of privacy with my brother.
"It's fine," Riley said. "Anna mentioned it to me before. She wants to get in a little earlier today, that's all. She has a group presentation to prepare for."
I gave him a look of gratitude, conveying silent thanks for his continued efforts to save my ass. It was a good thing he had a brain on him, because lately I was pretty much hopeless.
"Well... that sounds alright," Dad said. "I don't think we have a problem with that, do we, dear?"
Mom didn't look entirely convinced, but her expression has softened. "No, I suppose not."
I left the table as soon as I felt safe doing so, leaving most of my breakfast untouched. I began picking out an outfit for the day, putting more care into my choices than usual. It took me a while to realize that it was probably because I knew I'd have time alone with my brother. Even without being conscious of it, I wanted to make him notice me.
I settled on a shirt that was tight enough to accentuate what curves I had, and was cut just low enough to give a hint of cleavage. I paired it with the shortest skirt I dared wear to school. My choice of clothing was risky and could end up getting me in trouble if one of my teachers was in a bad mood, but that was a problem for the future.
Riley knocked on my door a little later on. I had finished dressing and was examining my outfit and hair in my mirror, making sure nothing was out of place. He stuck his head in and raised an eyebrow at me.
"Ready to go? We need to leave pretty soon if you don't want to blow your cover story."
I nodded. "Yeah, just let me grab my stuff."
I spared a final glance at my mirror before hurrying to get my school things together and meet my brother at his car. He started driving before I'd even gotten my seatbelt on. I sat quietly at first, unwilling to break the comfortable silence.
"So why'd you want a ride?" Riley finally asked. "You know I deserve an answer after I bailed you out."
"It... it's not important."
I hated myself for chickening out, but all of a sudden I didn't want to get into a real discussion. I just wanted to sit and think. It was kind of annoying how often I seemed to want what I couldn't have.
"It was just another attempt at getting alone time with me, wasn't it?"
I looked at Riley, but his face gave me precious few clues as to his mood.
"Kind of, I guess. I thought you might be mad about last night. It was hard to tell without getting you alone."
"You thought I might be upset and you immediately force us to spend time together?"
"Well... okay, so it sounds stupid when you put it that way."
I leaned my head against the window and watched the scenery pass. Riley wasn't mad, that was about the only thing I was sure of. It was hard to know exactly what he was feeling.
"You're a lot cuter when you're asleep, you know that?"
I jerked my head up, turning back to my brother questioningly. His face continued to betray nothing. He had either just complimented me, sort of, or he was teasing me.
"Thanks?"
A thin smile crossed his lips, then disappeared again.
"I s'pose it's not all bad having a girl sneak into my bed. Some guys would kill for that."
"Probably not if the girl was their sister."
His eyes flicked toward me for a second, then back to the road. His smile came back, wider this time.
"You clearly haven't been on some of the web sites I have."
I stared at him, unsure that he was saying what I thought he was. I decided there really wasn't much else it could be.
"Are you telling me you've looked up, like, incest porn or something?"
"Well... 'or something' is about right. There's a lot of stuff to be found, and you don't always even have to go looking for it."
Bizarrely, I found that I was disappointed by his answer. For a brief moment I'd allowed myself to think that maybe he wasn't as uninterested in me as he seemed to be. I knew that was stupid and that I was nothing more than a little sister to him, but hope was a powerful, dangerous thing.
"Oh," I said.
"Don't look so sad, Anna."
"M'not sad. It's just, like, I know you don't feel what I feel, but it kinda sucks that that's the way things are."
"Life sucks. It's something you just have to get used to." He shook his head. "That wasn't really the point I wanted to make. I actually... can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Okay, well... what is it you want exactly?"
I frowned. "What do you mean?"
"What do you want from me? Like, what do you want to happen between the two of us?"
"I want... well... I guess I don't know. I mean, what's the point of even thinking about that?"
Riley looked like he was going to respond, then abruptly shut his mouth. He faced straight ahead, not looking at me even out of the corner of his eye. A few seconds later he pulled over and stopped the car. I was kind of afraid that he was going to kick me out and make me walk the rest of the way.
"You've thought about it," he said quietly. "I know you have. Don't try to tell me you haven't."
He stared at me with a sudden intensity. Gazing into his eyes felt dangerous somehow, like looking at the sun.
"It was never anything serious," I mumbled, squirming uncomfortably in my seat.
"Tell me."
"I... I think about you a lot, mostly. And I like watching you sometimes."
"And?"
My face flushed. I could feel the heat of the extra blood flow.
"Sometimes I masturbate while I think about you," I said in a voice barely louder than a whisper. "It's sick, okay? I know that. But I swear I don't have, like, plans to get you all to myself or anything."
"Really? Crawling into bed with me every now and then is enough for you, is it?"
I flinched and looked away. "If you're gonna be mad about that, just... just yell at me or something. At least let me know. You're pulling the same bullshit Mom and Dad do when they're mad but trying to act like they aren't."
Riley was silent for a moment, and I tensed up a little more with each passing second. I didn't expect him to yell at me, but then I had no idea what he might do. The anticipation was almost certainly worse than whatever was coming.
"I'm not mad, Anna. I meant it when I said you're cute when you're sleeping."
He took my chin and physically turned my head back toward him. He was leaning in close to me, close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin. I was getting emotional whiplash from our conversation.
"Then what are you, Ri? What exactly are you trying to convey? Because I'm not getting it."
He smiled tightly, then leaned in closer and kissed me softly on the forehead.
"Sorry, little sis. I don't really have an answer for you."
Riley put his car back into gear and drove me the rest of the way to school. He ignored any further attempt at a discussion, and I soon gave up. It was kind of disconcerting to be relieved when he dropped me off. School was usually a place I couldn't wait to get away from. Given my brother's current mood, sitting through a few classes sounded better than trying to guess what was going on in his head. Upon reflection, I wondered if that was how he felt about me.
****
I didn't initially intend to press my luck that night. My plan had been just to go to sleep and leave Riley alone, but that didn't happen. I kept thinking about how much more comforting it was lying next to my brother instead of alone in my bed.
I got up and padded down to Riley's room, my bare feet barely making a sound against the cold floor. His door swung open just as quietly, and I tiptoed closer to his bed. He appeared to be asleep; his eyes were closed, his breathing was regular, and he showed no sign of reacting to my approach. I was ready to crawl in next to him when I stopped and frowned. Something didn't feel right about his supposed state of unconsciousness.
For a long moment I stood still and simply observed my brother. Nothing changed, and I gained no further insight from studying him, but somehow I couldn't shake the feeling that he wasn't really sleeping. The longer I watched him, the more certain I became.
Instead of lying down, I opted to sit on the bottom corner of Riley's bed. I crossed my legs and hunched over a little to lean on my elbows, then went still. I held the pose for a few minutes, content to simply wait and watch.
"Are you seriously going to just sit there all night?"
I couldn't help smirking a little at Riley's mumbled question. He'd been faking it after all.
"Are you going to stop me?"
He sighed heavily and rolled over so he could face my general direction.
"How exactly would I stop you, Anna? I honestly don't know what I'm supposed to do with you. I was fully prepared to share my bed again tonight, and then... well, you decide you don't want to, apparently."
"So you're just trying to appease me? Maybe hope I lose interest? That's-"
"Maybe I'm just trying to be nice. Maybe I'm trying to give you what you want, to whatever small extent that I can."
Riley's tone held a definite note of irritation. I cringed and pulled my legs up to my chest, huddling against them as though they'd protect me.
"Sorry," I said, my voice barely louder than a whisper.
All of a sudden I wished I'd stayed in my own bed. I could have held one of pillows to my chest and pretended I was cuddling with my brother like I had so many other times. It would have been a poor facsimile, and more than a little pathetic, but it could have kept me out of trouble.
Riley's expression softened noticeably as he sat up and shook his head slowly. I could tell the gesture wasn't directed at me so much as the world in general.
"I wish I could return your feelings," he said, his voice now matching mine. "Or maybe take yours away. Or... something."
"It's okay. You try. That's part of why I-"
I stopped, unwilling to finish my statement. I was sure he could guess well enough if he wanted to.
"Anna..."
I shook my head. "It's fine, I can deal with it. I've been doing okay on my own, more or less."
I started to get up, but Riley stopped me. He held my arm gently, but I could sense the strength in his grip. Knowing that he could easily overpower me if he wanted to did funny things to me. Just the thought of what it would be like to be on my back under him, being held down, knowing that he could do whatever he wanted to me...
"You make things so difficult," Riley said, interrupting my thoughts before they got too far away from me.
"So do you."
A hint of a smile passed across his lips. He tugged me toward me him, urging me closer. I thought about resisting just so he'd have to pull harder, but quickly gave in. I wanted to be near him more than I wanted to test the viability of my insane fantasies.
Riley pulled back his covers and guided me to lie down beside him. I was a little disappointed when he didn't put his arm around me, or even lie on his side facing me, but I understood his choice not to. I was just happy that he hadn't kicked me out of his room.
"Sleep, okay? I'm too tired for a conversation like this."
"Alright."
I lay still while Riley rolled over and put his back to me. I was content just to stay where I was at first. I could feel my brother's body heat, and I could hear his breathing. That should have been enough to lull me to sleep. However, a small voice inside me insisted that I could push just a tiny bit more without suffering any further consequences. I knew I shouldn't, but I was in a suggestible mood.
Slowly, carefully, I rolled toward my brother. I slipped my arm over his side and around to his tummy. He stiffened at the contact, and I sensed that he was on the verge of reprimanding me. Instead, his hand moved to cover mine, and squeezed it gently. He didn't say anything, and neither did I.
****
I was even happier than usual to remember that it was Saturday when I woke up the next morning. Weekends were always good, but even more so when I was lying in bed with my brother and didn't have to get up. I snuggled up against his back and hugged him a little tighter as he continued to doze.
My hand wandered slightly over Riley's tummy and chest. As far as I could tell my minor caresses weren't disturbing his slumber. He remained resolutely unconscious and oblivious to my fondling. I couldn't help beginning to consider what else I could get away with before he woke up and stopped me.
I felt a pang of guilt at the realization that I was essentially molesting my brother while he was helpless. It was short-lived, however, and didn't stop the wheels from turning. I really wasn't any good at quitting while I was ahead.
I hesitated, debating the merits of being adventurous against those of being cautious. I'd hate myself if I went too far and managed to push Riley away for good, but at the same time I'd never get anywhere by not taking chances when they presented themselves. There were things I wanted to try, and I had the opportunity to do so right in front of me.
I slipped all the way under the covers so that not even my head was left outside. I half-crawled, half-slid my way to the foot of the bed while doing my best not to pull on any of the bedding too much. Riley was still on his side rather than his back, which made what I was about to do even trickier. I had very little room to maneuver, and I couldn't see all that well to begin with.
Riley had worn a pair of boxers to bed. They were all that separated me from what lay beneath. A fresh wave of guilt swept over me at the idea of trying to get a peek at my brother's penis. It just wasn't something I should even be considering. I'd mostly come to terms with my illicit attraction to my only sibling, but I recognized that there was a big difference between thinking about crossing a line and actually doing it.
My hand moved of its own accord, not waiting for me to make up my mind. I located the opening in the front of Riley's boxers and used it to my advantage. I held my breath as I slipped my fingers into his underwear. I knew what was on the other side, yet somehow it still shocked me as I made contact with something warm and soft.
My brother's cock. It seemed so unreal-like I was dreaming-but it was all true. He was completely flaccid and admittedly somewhat unimpressive in that state, but nevertheless I had what I wanted. I almost burst into a fit of victorious giggles, but was able to restrain myself.
I wrapped my fingers around Riley's penis, squeezing it gently. It reacted to my touch, stiffening slowly, but noticeably as I held it. My body tingled and whatever small sense of caution I'd had deserted me. I moved my hand gently up and down, helping his erection to keep growing.
I was delirious, lost in a world all of my own. I was engaged in the stupidest, most morally reprehensible thing I could ever remember doing, but I felt no fear or remorse. In some bizarre way things made sense to me in that moment. My obsession with my brother wasn't just some rebellious need to go after the least acceptable guy around; it was something deeper than that. He had the capacity to make me feel good in a way no one else could, in more ways than one. I knew I could do that for him too if he'd let me.



With my help, Riley's cock eventually grew to its full length. It was so hard in my hand that I almost couldn't believe it had started out as soft as it had. There was no way my brother should have been able to sleep through a change like that in his body, yet somehow he did. I wondered if he was having a sexy dream that was distracting him from the stimulation he was getting.
I stroked his erection, experimenting with different amounts of pressure and speed. I wasn't getting much feedback, but I liked seeing how it felt jerking him off in different ways. My pussy became increasingly wet as I played with my sleeping brother. I didn't think I'd ever been so turned on.
Finally I couldn't restrain myself any longer. Riley refused to roll onto his back on his own, so I had to take matters into my own hands. Toying with him while he was lying on his side was fun, but also somewhat awkward and limiting. I wanted better access.
I put gentle pressure on Riley's upper hip, trying to guide his body to roll over. I wasn't sure why I thought that would work. After several seconds of no results, I pushed harder. I was forced to manhandle him if I wanted any kind of movement. I managed to get him partly rolled over without shoving him hard enough to wake him. He still wasn't flat on his back, but it was closer.
Riley's erection was now sticking up at a steep angle. I leaned in closer until my face was mere inches away. I was able to get a much better look at it than before, and not only that but I could smell his arousal too. My clit throbbed in my panties, begging for some attention.
I ignored my body's demands and kept staring at my brother's cock. It was so close I could almost taste it. Literally. I lowered my head a little more and stuck out my tongue. I gave a quick lick across the underside of Riley's shaft, shivering at the naughty thrill it gave me. My second lick was longer, traveling nearly his entire length. I got a small taste of his precum from the tip, which only encouraged me to keep going. I was beyond the point of rational thought.
With every lick I lingered longer and longer around the head of his cock, until at last I didn't pull away. My lips parted, stretching into a roughly circular shape. I pressed my mouth down over his hard shaft, slowly taking it inside. His hard flesh slid over my tongue and lips, lubricating itself on my saliva as it went. I wanted it all, and I was determined not to stop until I got it.
I was so focused on what I was doing that I didn't take it as anything amiss when Riley's legs shifted. I was just happy that the movement gave me a slightly better angle to work with. When the covers were abruptly pulled away from me I actually clued in that something was happening. I looked up with my mouth full of cock to find my brother staring right back at me.
"Goddammit, Anna."
I stayed frozen in place, as though he might forget that I was there if I didn't move. It wasn't in any way a sensible plan, but luckily Riley didn't actually look mad. Confused, resigned, groggy, and perhaps a little annoyed, but not mad.
"What the hell am I supposed to do with you?" he asked in a half-whispered voice.
I decided the question wasn't really meant to be answered. I hesitantly bobbed my head up and down in small motions, sliding my brother's cock back and forth over my lips. I licked the underside of his shaft as it passed over my tongue. He hadn't yet tried to stop me and I took that as a good sign.
Riley propped himself up on his elbows, and for a short while he just watched me. I did my best to maintain eye contact, but that was tricky when I was more concerned with working on his cock. Eventually he groaned and lay back down. I didn't know if it was because he was too turned on, or because he was simply giving up, but either way it looked like he was going to let me finish him off.
My brother gave a low moan as I took him deeper in my mouth, almost to the base of his shaft. I gagged as the head pressed into my throat and was forced to pull back a little. I was disappointed that I couldn't take all of him, but still determined to do the best job I could. I had a chance-perhaps the only one I'd get-to please my brother in a unique way. If I did a good enough job maybe it would lead to more in the future.
Riley's fingers brushed against the side of my face, pushing back a few stray hairs. I leaned into his touch, encouraging him to caress me. Our eyes met again and I noted that his expression had softened. He looked at me with the eyes of a caring brother, and the faint smile of a guy getting a morning blowjob. His gaze sent a thrill through my body and made my clit throb urgently.
His hand stayed on my head as I bobbed up and down. He didn't try to guide my movements, but instead just let it sit there, communicating his feelings to me in a way that words couldn't match. It was an acceptance, a willingness to let me do what I desperately wanted to.
"You're gonna make me cum if you keep that up."
I grinned slightly at his soft words. The cock in my mouth kept me from smiling too widely. Making him cum was the whole point. His acknowledgement spurred me on, and on a whim I tried pressing his cock into my throat once again. My gag reflex wasn't quite as strong this time, and the cute little noises he made in response to my efforts made the discomfort worthwhile.
Riley came moments later. His first shot of cum hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed it without even thinking. I quickly pulled back so that his cum would land on my tongue instead and used my hand to jerk off the base of his shaft. Several more pulses of semen coated the inside of my mouth as I stroked him with small, fast movements. I swallowed most of it, but kept some in my mouth when he seemed to be finished. I let the salty, slightly bitter taste linger on my taste buds, savouring my first taste of my brother's essence.
"I kinda hate to have to say this, but that was pretty fucking awesome," Riley said.
I swallowed the last of his cum and grinned shyly as I pushed myself up into a comfortable kneeling position.
"Thanks."
All of a sudden I felt somewhat embarrassed. Not enough to flee the room, but enough to keep me frozen uncertainly at the foot of Riley's bed, unsure of what to do next. I no longer had the same clarity of purpose as I had a moment ago.
"I always liked the idea of getting waking up like that," Riley mused. "But of all the girls..." He shook his head. "My own little sister. God help me."
"No one has to know."
"They better not. This is bad enough as it is. If anyone..." He paused. "I'm sure you understand the consequences as well as I do."
I nodded. "I swear, I won't ever tell anyone."
"I'd say I won't either, but I'm afraid that when I inevitably need a therapist this incident is going to come up."
I looked down, away from his face. I toyed with my fingers in an unsuccessful attempt to distract myself.
"It's not that bad, is it? That I'm your sister? I mean, obviously it's bad, but..." I pushed my hair back behind my ear and looked off to the side of the room, still avoiding his gaze. "Does the idea of it really bother you that much? Even if no one else knows?"
"It was a joke, Anna. Not a good one, but still." He sighed heavily. "It bothers me. I'd be lying if I said it didn't. But maybe... maybe it's not so bad."
Hope rose inside me, and I dared to look at my brother again. He appeared to be lost in thought, oblivious to whether or not I was watching him.
"Really?"
"Yeah, really. What can I say, getting a blowjob from a girl can really changes a guy's opinion of her, shallow as that is." He looked at me. "That's a joke too, just in case that wasn't clear. Well, mostly a joke."
I didn't care what the reason was, I was just happy about the results. It wasn't like I had good reasons for feeling the way I did about him. He was attractive, and he was nicer to me than a lot of people were; those weren't exactly the makings of an epic love story. Then again, that was a vast oversimplification of the situation.
"Just as long you liked it, that's the important thing."
He gave me a crooked smile. "Let me guess, this is only going to encourage you more, isn't it?"
"Probably."
I wanted to crawl back up beside him and snuggle up for a while, but I couldn't. My body had other needs that I'd ignored for far too long. I was almost afraid to check on how much my pussy had been leaking. I hoped I hadn't left a damp spot on Riley's bed or anything. That would have been embarrassing.
I reluctantly swung my legs off the bed and stood up. I lifted my arms above my head, stretching out my muscles. Out of the corner of my eye I caught Riley looking at me. The expression on his face wasn't one I was used to seeing; certainly not when it was directed at me. It appeared to be a gaze of a appreciation. Maybe I'd managed to crack his defenses more than I'd dared to hope.
"Leaving already?"
I gave him a small, shy smile. "Yeah. Unless you want me to stay?"
He shook his head, as I expected he would. "It's probably better if you don't get caught in here so early in the morning. Not that anyone would ever suspect what just happened, but... you know."
"Yeah, I do."
I left Riley and went back to my room, closing and locking the door behind me. Within seconds I had stripped out of my night clothes and slipped into my bed. My hand was between my legs before I'd even gotten settled. The taste of my brother's cum was still fresh on my tongue, and I could imagine the feeling of his cock in my mouth so vividly it was like it was still there.
My skilled, nimble fingers danced over my pussy. I was so wet, so horny, so very desperate to cum. I fantasized about Riley coming in and taking care of my need. In the end all it took was my own touch, and some very sexy memories.
****
Riley and I both stayed in bed until late morning. Sleeping in on the weekends wasn't an uncommon thing for either of us, so it didn't draw anything other than the usual comments from our parents. We did, however, get accosted by Mom for other reasons while we ate 'breakfast.'
"Riley, honey, would you mind mowing the lawn today?" Mom asked as she passed through the kitchen. She got a grunt of acknowledgement from my brother. "And Anna, there's some laundry that needs done, I'll leave that to you to take care of."
I noted that I didn't even get the dignity of my task being a request rather than an order.
"How much laundry?" I asked instinctively.
"What does it matter? Just do anything you see. It's just moving clothes into and out of the washer and drier. It's not like I'm running a gulag here."
"Gotta fold 'em too," I muttered.
Mom shook her head. "I'm not having this conversation. Make sure you take care of any school work you have as well. If I ask you today, there's a chance you'll have it done by Monday."
I started to protest, but she was already out of the room. I turned back to the table, feeling the beginnings of a sulk creeping over me. She always used to at least humour my protests, now she didn't even bother. That was what teenagers did, wasn't it? I couldn't have been the only one who didn't like getting assigned chores.
"You shouldn't argue with her, you know," Riley said.
"You mean 'cause it never does me any good?"
"No, because if you didn't give her shit all the time she'd let you get away with doing a sloppier job. I haven't trimmed the grass about behind that row of bushes out back in years, even though I'm s'posed to. She's too happy about not getting any arguments that she lets some things slide."
I mock-glared at him. "And you don't think it's just 'cause you're the favourite?"
"I'm only the favourite because you make it so easy."
He laughed as I glared harder, but I couldn't hold the expression. I started cracking up too. It was hard to be mad at him, even briefly.
"Okay, you're right. I don't set the bar very high."
****
One benefit to my assigned chore, as I discovered, was that I had an excellent view of the backyard from the laundry room. I supposed that wasn't exactly a news flash to me, but it had never been all that important before. With Riley was out there mowing, the view suddenly became much more interesting to me. I was getting pretty lucky with the opportunities to spy on him lately.
I usually hated folding laundry, but I didn't mind it so much this time around. I operated on auto-pilot while staring out through the window at my brother. At one point he took his shirt off, which just made things that much nicer for me. He looked up toward the house as he did, as though knowing somehow that I watching him. It could have just been coincidence though.
Unfortunately, Riley eventually finished with the backyard and moved on to the front. I could still go peek out at him when I was waiting for the washer and drier cycles to complete, but it wasn't nearly the same motivation to work as it had been. Time seemed to drag on, and I felt like my whole weekend would be shot before I got done with the laundry.
On a whim I slipped a pair of my panties into Riley's pile of clothes. I had no idea how he'd react to that, or even whether he'd guess that it was on purpose, but it amused me. Thoughts of what he might do or say to me kept my mind occupied, and that alone made the 'gift' worthwhile.
My brother finished his task well before I finished mine. I heard him come in the house, then pour himself a glass of water. Shortly after that his footsteps drew nearer to me.
"Aren't you finished yet?" Riley asked with a teasing grin as he leaned against the doorframe.
"Shut up. I can only go as fast as the machines do."
"Uh huh, whatever you say."
He pushed away from the wall and turned to leave. I felt disappointed that he wasn't going to stay longer.
"What're you up to now?" I called after him, stepping out into the hallway so I didn't lose sight of him.
Riley half-turned back toward me. "Gonna go have a shower, I think. M'all sweaty from the mowing and everything."
"Really?"
I wasn't able to keep my voice neutral, and he laughed at the interest evident in my tone.
"Don't sound so excited, little sis. You aren't invited."
"It'd be fun though, wouldn't it?"
"Well... after this morning I guess I can't give quite as solid a no as I'd like." He shook his head with a rueful smile. "You should pace yourself, Anna. It isn't good throw everything you have at a boy all at once, you know."
"You make me sound like a slut."
Riley shrugged. "Your words, not mine."
He laughed and started walking away as I glared at him. I couldn't get mad at him, not really, but my sense of sibling vengeance hadn't deserted me entirely.
"Hey, Riley!"
He looked back at me just as I pulled my shirt up to uncover my chest. I hadn't bothered with a bra when I'd gotten dressed since I wasn't planning on going anywhere. It had been the right decision for the wrong reasons.
Riley's eyebrows shot up as he took in the sight of my naked breasts. The expression on his face was doubly satisfying to me; his look of shock made up for his mild insult, and the faint, unmistakable glint of lust in his eyes sent a jolt of excitement straight to my pussy. It took all my willpower to pull my shirt back down and go back to folding laundry.
I pretended to ignore my brother, even though I was listening carefully for any sounds of movement. It felt like he stood still forever, and I had to force myself not to look. After an imagined eternity, I finally heard his footsteps moving away from me. I allowed a smile to creep onto my face, and I hummed to myself as I worked.
****
I spent several hours in a good mood, taking every available opportunity to tease my brother, or just be around him. He acted as though nothing had changed between us, except that I caught him giving me strange looks when he thought I wasn't paying attention. I pretended that he was checking me out. Even if I was wrong, the thought alone buoyed my spirits even further.
My mood lasted until supper time, when it was abruptly-and viciously-cut out from under me. I was sitting across the table from Riley, doing my best to get reactions out him in any way I could. Sometimes I'd make faces, or lift my foot until it brushed his leg, or pretend I dropped something on my shirt and wipe at my boobs a few times. It was all in good fun, and my brother was alternating between trying not to look directly at me, and shooting me warning glances tempered with a grin that he couldn't quite hold back.
All of that ended when Mom decided to turn on me. Maybe she sense that I was enjoying myself and decided she had to put a stop to it.
"So, Anna, I see you got all the laundry done, like I asked."
I nodded, turning my attention toward her momentarily. "Yeah?"
"Thank you. Did you get your school work done too?"
The way she looked at me, I could tell she didn't think I had. If I'd had a little time to prepare, I probably could have convinced her it was all taken care of. As it was I didn't think I could tell her a good enough story.
"No," I admitted. "But it's not that much. And I can-"
"Spend a little time on it tonight, please," Mom interrupted, using a tone of voice that told me I better do what she said or else.
I couldn't understand what I'd done to deserve that kind of treatment. I'd done the stupid laundry like she asked. I hadn't even half-assed it the way I sometimes did.
"Honey, your mother's only looking out for your well-being," Dad put in, noting the dangerous look on my face. "You do have a habit of leaving these things to the last minute."
"Well maybe that's 'cause it's all stupid and boring."
"I'm sure it is, but you need to work on it anyway."
I looked around the table at my parents and brother, finding no support. Both Mom and Dad were already against me, and even if Riley came to my defense it wouldn't do any good. He was doing his best to ignore the conversation.
"Fine, I'll go do it," I said sulkily.
I pushed away from the table, leaving my mostly-full plate behind. I didn't feel like eating anymore.
"Anna, sit back down," Mom said. "You don't have to go right now."
"Like you even care."
I walked away quickly before she could respond. Behind me I heard Dad telling Mom to let me go, and that I was just having one of my tantrums. I clenched my hands into fists until I got out of earshot. He could have at least waited until I was gone before talking about me like that.
I should have learned from my brother. He knew how to pick his battles, and he knew how to appease our parents when need be. I just kept fighting and losing. I couldn't seem to help myself.
****
Riley came to my room a little later on, presumably once he and our parents had finished with supper. I'd made a token attempt to look busy in the interim, spreading out books and papers from school around me. Mostly I'd just put on my headphones and listened to music at an excessive volume. It helped calm me down sometimes when I was upset. He waited until I pulled my headphones off before speaking.
"They sure know how to push your buttons, huh?"
I grimaced. "I should have just shut up. I know better. It's not like I have a say anyway, but I just can't help it."
"I know, Anna. I know."
He moved into my room, swinging the door closed behind him. He sat down on my bed while I remained in the chair by my desk. I was tempted to go sit next to him and see what he'd let me do.
"So are you here to, like, try to cheer me up or something?
He shook his head, then paused and looked thoughtful. "Not directly. But I guess maybe that could be a possible side-effect."
"Well you've got me all curious now."
The corner of Riley's lips twitched upward for a second, then he sighed. His eyes made a quick pass over my body before moving off to the side.



"You know what I see when I look at you now?"
"Um... I don't understand the question."
"I used to see my little sister," he said, ignoring my response. "Nothing more. Now it's... different. I know what your breasts look like, even though I really, really shouldn't. And this morning... well, that obviously changed things."
"In a good way?"
"I'm... I'm not sure, really. I dunno. I want to be able to look at you the same way I always have, but you've pretty much made that impossible. On the other hand, I kinda want to see your boobs again. I'm more than a little conflicted."
I smiled shyly at him. "You can see them if you want, you know. All you have to do is ask."
Riley shook his head and looked away. He seemed tense, on edge, and far less sure of himself than usual. I decided it was up to me to move things along, since both of us sitting there in awkward silence wasn't accomplishing anything. My brother may not have been sure what he wanted, but I knew what I wanted. I suspected I knew what he wanted too, deep down inside. He wouldn't have come to me if he was truly undecided.
I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and slowly pulled it up. He wasn't watching at first, but his gaze was drawn to the movement and was soon locked on my increasingly bare tummy. I drew the process out as much as I could to make sure I had his full attention. His eyes widened slightly as I showed off my breasts to him for the second time.
"Goddammit Anna," he said in a soft voice.
I grinned wider, knowing that his comment was directed as much at himself as at me. I loved that a part of my body was able to fascinate him the way it did. It was only fair, considering what his body did to me. I dropped my hands, leaving my shirt bunched up above my breasts with no intention of pulling it back down.
"You like 'em, huh?"
Riley groaned and lay back on my bed, draping an arm over his face. I got up and moved next to him, bouncing gently onto the mattress. He was blocking me from his line of sight, but he couldn't hold out forever.
"Is this what you felt? When you first figured out how you felt about me, was it like this? All confusing and guilt-ridden and... whatever else?"
My heart pounded harder in my chest. He was as good as saying that his feelings for me had changed. I had to struggle to play it cool.
"I'm not sure. It was just such a gradual thing for me, I think. It snuck up on me. I got most of the guilt and confusion in small doses."
"It's a terrible thing to inflict on me. You know that, don't you?"
"It's not that bad. At least you don't have to do it alone."
Riley moved his arm away from his eyes long enough to give me an unamused glance.
"It might be worse, actually. Much as I enjoy seeing your boobs, we can't let things get out of control. We're gonna have some tough choices to make."
"Maybe. Or maybe it's not that tough."
I took my brother's unresisting arm and pulled it toward me. I maneuvered his hand so that his palm was facing me as I pressed it against my breast. I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together involuntarily at the contact.
"Goddammit Anna," Riley repeated.
He didn't try to pull away. His hand sat under mine, held against my chest. The faint twitches of his fingers on my sensitive skin sent shivers of pleasure through me. I waited for him to grab me, to caress me, even to pinch me, but he remained torn in indecision.
It was kind of unfair of me to put him in that situation. I'd just told him that we were in it together, and already I was forcing him to figure out his feelings. I should have given him time, talked with him, left him alone when he needed it. Instead I was pressing the advantage I'd been given. I felt a pang of guilt as those thoughts tumbled through my head. It was tempered by the feeling of my brother's hand at my breast, but it was still there.
"I'm kind of a brat, aren't I?"
The words spilled from my lips as I thought them. Riley shook his head, but wasn't very convincing in his denial. I knew it was true anyway, I'd just never wanted to think about it. I wanted what I wanted, and the hell with anyone else who got in my way. No wonder my parents had trouble with me. Here I was doing the same thing to my brother, putting my desires before his.
I dropped my hand, letting go of Riley's. I expected his to fall away too, but it didn't. I gasped as his fingers gave a gentle squeeze to my soft flesh.
"All little sisters are brats, as far as I can tell. You're far from the worst."
He sat up, briefly taking his hand away from my chest as he maneuvered his body. Soon enough my other breast felt the soft caress of his fingertips. I closed my eyes as he touched me, afraid that meeting his gaze would break the spell.
"So I'm a pain, but at least I'm not as bad as I could be?"
"Not a very romantic sentiment, I know. But it's something."
I couldn't have cared less how romantic his words were at that moment. The true conversation, his true statement of intent, was all physical. He was touching me in a very unbrotherly sort of way; the sort of way that promised more to come. He could have said just about anything he wanted and it wouldn't change the fact that he was playing with his little sister's breasts.
Riley's hot breath hit my nipple just before his tongue did. I squeaked in undignified surprise as his lips closed around the tip of my breast. My eyes flew open again and I was treated to the sight of my brother sucking gently at me like a hungry but unsure baby. I tangled my fingers in his hair and cradled the back of his head, savouring the feeling once I got past the initial shock. I'd imagined something like this happening many times, but it had never been anything more than a fantasy.
I moaned softly and stroked Riley's hair. My breasts may have been getting all the attention, but the rest of my body was sharing in the rewards. Tingles of pleasure traveled through me, moving outward from my nipples. I squeezed my thighs together and wished I had something between them. I stayed still, mostly, using all my reserves of patience to avoid startling my brother away from where I wanted him. I worried that even allowing my hand to stray down too far might be enough to dissuade him from continuing.
"That feels nice," I breathed.
Unfortunately, my words had exactly the effect I'd been trying to avoid. Riley pulled his mouth away from my nipple and looked up at me. I tried to gently guide him back, but knew that I couldn't force him.
Suddenly a wide grin spread across my brother's face. Without any warning he pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me. I squealed and giggled as I let him physically overpower me. My disappointment at having my breasts abandoned faded as quickly as it had arrived. This was even better.
Riley's cock pressed against my leg as he straddled me. His arms were planted by my shoulders, and his face hung above mine; almost close enough that I could kiss him. Almost. I shifted my leg a little, letting it rub his erection. He moaned softly and gave a small thrust back.
"I'd say you don't know what you're doing to me right now, but I think you understand better than anyone." He shook his head. "My own sister..."
His mouth went back to my breasts and he continued grinding on my leg. I was happy to let him use my body that way, but I needed something too. My poor pussy was feeling so neglected. I tried to get him to reposition one of his legs where I needed it, but he seemed oblivious to my non-verbal hints. I finally had to grab one of his wrists and tug his hand down below my waist, leaving him supported on one arm. He pulled back a little, an amused expression on his face.
"I need some help," I said, flushing from the way he looked at me.
"I'm not sure there's any help for you."
"I neeeed it."
He pushed himself to his knees and looked down to my crotch. I realized too late that he might assume I was asking him to fuck me. I wouldn't have said no to it, but I knew he wasn't ready for that yet. I tried to find the words to explain what I meant.
"You're a horny little thing, aren't you?"
Before I could get more than a few mumbled syllables out, Riley's hands were on me again. This time he flipped me over so I was face down. Being manhandled by my brother was only putting me in a worse state than before. It did things to my body that soft, careful touches couldn't have emulated.
Riley's fingers wiggled under my waistband, between my shorts and my panties. He pulled my bottoms down without waiting for my permission. I pulled my pillow over and buried my face in it as my butt was exposed. I wished I'd known ahead of time that my brother was going to be seeing my panties; I would have worn a sexier pair.
My pussy felt wet enough to drown in. I could feel Riley's gaze on me without looking. He'd see the damp spot on my underwear; there was no way he wouldn't. The thought embarrassed me, but it also turned me on even more.
"This is what you want, isn't it?" he said.
He traced the skin of my inner thighs with soft fingertips, traveling across the small amount of material between them as he willed. I pressed my hips down each time I felt his touch on my pussy.
"Mm-hm. Feels good."
"It must. You're awfully wet, little sis."
I shook my head and buried my face deeper into my pillow. I knew he was right, and I wanted him to know what he was doing to me, but my sense of embarrassment still had to chime in. I was finally getting what I wanted from my brother, yet I felt like I had to hide from him.
I moaned as his fingers focused more and more on my pussy. He had located my slit through my panties and rubbed it up and down, pressing the material into me. I waited for him to get rid of the barrier, to feel him caress my bare flesh, but he seemed intent on toying with me.
After a few minutes his hand went away. I whimpered in disappointment and wiggled my butt at him. He ignored me, but I heard the sounds of clothing being removed and they set my imagination running wild.
"What ya doin', Ri?"
I peeked over my shoulder at him. He was down his shirt and boxers; the latter of which displaying a fair-sized tent. I bit my lip and met his eyes for a second, then went back to my pillow. I lifted myself to my knees, propping my ass up into the air in invitation.
"I should be asking myself the same question."
His hand came down sharply on my butt, making me yelp. He swatted me again and I dropped my hips back to the mattress, covering my ass with my hands to prevent another unprovoked assault.
"Hey!"
Riley laughed and crawled on top of me. He nuzzled at my neck, letting his warm breath wash over my skin. I forgot all about my temporary sense of indignation.
Something poked my pussy. I held my breath, not daring to breathe as my brother's erection slid across my panties. It felt like he still had his boxers on, leaving two layers of material to separate us, but even so it was better than I could have hoped. Riley's cock between my legs, grinding on my pussy... it was almost enough to make me cum immediately. I wouldn't last long if he kept it up.
He fell into a steady rhythm, stroking his cock on my panties in a way that maintained as much contact as possible. He held his weight off of me for the most part, but his chest brushed my back repeatedly as he moved. His hands were planted on the bed by my shoulders. I rocked back against him, using the limited space I was allowed. My body was on fire and I desperately needed release.
"This is so bad," Riley breathed.
I shook my head. "So good."
He nipped lightly at my shoulder. I yelped, but the small pain it caused only added to the sensory overload I was experiencing. I was so close, so very close. His shaft just kept rubbing me, hitting the right spots often enough to push me ever higher.
I muffled myself with my pillow as I came. An explosion of pleasure emanated from between my legs and engulfed me to the point where I couldn't trust myself to be quiet. I was consumed by my orgasm, helpless against it and unable to control my own body. Riley kept grinding away on me the whole time, sending aftershocks through me. I was in a temporary lust-fueled state of bliss.
I slowly came down from my high, descending back to reality so softly that it took me a moment to realize Riley was still working on his own release. His thrusting slowed as I went limp. I noted idly that his cock felt slightly different from before. I glanced over my shoulder just as he pulled away from me for a second. His erection was poking through the hole in his boxers instead of being covered by them. I grinned lazily at him, then lay my head back down to let him finish.
When he thrust toward me again, it was at my butt rather than my pussy. His cock slid easily against my panty-covered ass and pushed my underwear into my crack a little. He pressed harder the second time, then harder. He forced his shaft, and my panties, between my ass cheeks, using them to get himself off. Now that I'd gotten off, he no doubt wanted to get a little more pleasure for himself. He could get better contact with my butt than my pussy.
I lay under my brother like a sex toy as he worked on his climax. I was sufficiently sated to just relax and enjoy the moment without trying to turn the focus back to my needs. It shouldn't take Riley too long to get off, and I loved that he was using my body to do it. It was going to be a memory to cherish.
Riley's thrusting was getting faster and less controlled. His movements pointed to a desperation, a need for release much like the one I'd felt. He had to be getting close.
"Fuuuck," Riley moaned.
A splash of hot liquid hit my lower back. I shivered in excitement as another shot of cum landed on me, then another. He kept grinding on me through his orgasm, painting my skin and panties with his essence. It was enough to get me turned on all over again, even though we were nearly finished.
Finally Riley pulled away, leaving a sexy mess all over my backside. I curled up on my side, careful not to roll over far enough to get my sheets all full of his cum. I smiled up at him as he stood staring down at his nearly-naked baby sis.
"Thanks," I said. "That was kinda awesome,"
He shook his head, but couldn't keep a reciprocal smile off of his lips.
"You're a bad influence. I don't know what I'm going to do with you."
"I have a few ideas."
Riley shook his head again and started putting his clothes back on. I watched, feeling no great urge to emulate him. I felt so dirty, so wicked, and happier than I could ever remember. I wanted to savour the feeling as long as possible.
"I suppose it'd be pointless to tell you this can't happen again."
"You don't even believe that, do you really expect me to?"
He chuckled softly. "Not really, no."
He bent down and kissed the side of my head. He seemed about to say something else, then thought better of it. He slipped out of the room, closing the door behind him.
I waited a moment to make sure he wasn't coming back, then reached around to my back. I scooped up some of my brother's cum and brought it to my mouth. I sucked on my finger, letting the taste fill my mouth as my other hand snuck down into my panties. The satiation of my previous orgasm had abandoned me. Luckily I had all evening to get back to my homework.
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I couldn't keep the smile off of my face the next morning. It started as soon as I woke up and remembered what had happened the day before. I curled up and basked in the memory for a while, but somehow I didn't feel the need to stay in bed all morning. I felt annoyingly cheerful and full of energy.
The Sunday morning breakfast table was a scattered affair. Dad was still sitting down when I arrived, though he'd finished eating. Mom was in the process of washing up their breakfast dishes and cleaning up the kitchen. Riley didn't seem to be around yet.
"Morning," I greeted them.
My voice came out in such a happy tone that it would have made me consider violence if it had come from someone else so early in the day. My parents shared a look and I almost giggled out loud at their obvious confusion.
"Good morning, Anna," Dad finally said. "You must have slept well."
"You could say that."
I didn't really care how baffled they were at my behaviour. They were barely even on my mind, despite being in the same room. My thoughts remained centered squarely on the member of the family yet to appear. I hummed softly to myself as I poured out a bowl of cereal.
"Do you have plans for today?" Mom asked.
The tone of her voice suggested that she was trying to work out the reason for my good mood. Her suspicion would have irritated me if she had merited any significant amount of my attention.
"Nope. No plans."
I put the milk back in the fridge and sat down at the table. I ignored my parents' stares and chewed on my cereal. It tasted better than usual to me.
"Anna... is there a boy?"
I couldn't help myself this time; I laughed. Yes there was a boy, but no I had no intention of telling Mom and Dad about him.
"Isn't there always?"
That wasn't what they wanted to hear. I still didn't care. They could yell at me if they wanted, but nothing was going to get to me. I was immune to bad feelings.
"We just want to make sure you're being careful."
"Am I ever careful?"
It was probably fortunate that Riley made his appearance before my casually chosen words got me in trouble. Personally, I had more intimate reasons for being glad to see him. Just the sight of him made me squeeze my thighs together involuntarily.
He seemed to sense that there was a certain amount of tension in the room, but then that was nothing unusual. It probably confused him more that I was still smiling. I was always the first to succumb to negative emotions.
"Morning," Riley said, trying to pretend like he hadn't walked in on the middle of anything. "What's for breakfast?"
Mom hesitated for a second, then jerked back to her instinctive 'mother' persona.
"Good morning, sweetie. I can make some eggs and toast if you want. Or I think there's some bacon in the freezer."
"Eggs and toast are fine."
Riley sat down at the table and let Mom cook up his food. I didn't even try to stop my gaze from coming to rest on him. He glanced back at me and shook his head slightly. I wasn't sure what he meant to communicate, but I probably would have ignored him even if I could have figured it out. If he wanted me not to look at him, he was out of luck.
Mom was over by the stove making Riley's breakfast. I assumed I'd be off of her radar for a few minutes, but once she had a small break she turned back to me.
"You should maybe think about cleaning your room today, Anna."
I was amusing myself by watching my brother squirm under my gaze and try to pretend like he didn't notice me staring. It was kind of cute. I was sure he'd have words for me once we were alone.
"'Kay, Mom," I said, hoping she'd shut up and leave me to my game.
Unfortunately, my short response drew the rest of my family's attention. They all waited for a few seconds as though assuming I was going to do something more dramatic.
"Well, uh, good then," Dad put in. "Having an organized room will be good for you. Help keep you focused."
That was bullshit, but I let it slide. Dad felt the need to fill a silence sometimes, and that was often when he spouted his most inane thoughts. I was still busy staring down Riley, making sure to flick my gaze around just enough that our parents wouldn't notice anything amiss. He was actually starting to blush.
"I'm going to go take a shower," Riley announced suddenly.
He stood up from the table and started walking away without waiting for a response.
"Honey, your food's almost ready," Mom called after him.
"I'll get it later, thanks."
I forced myself to sit quietly and pretend like I didn't care one way or the other if Riley left. At least his odd behaviour helped distract Mom and Dad from mine.
"That was weird," Mom said once Riley was gone. "I've never known him to not want breakfast. He's been a little moody lately though."
"Maybe he and Anna switched bodies," Dad joked. "It would explain a lot."
That sort of comment would have bothered me on any other morning. In this instance, I was still emotionally untouchable.
"Does that mean I get to be the good kid now?" I asked, my face a picture of innocence.
Mom and Dad shared a look.
"Finish your cereal," Mom said.
I grinned as I scooped another spoonful from my bowl. I couldn't help feeling like I was winning for once.
****
My usual aversion to doing what I was told continued to evade me throughout the day. I didn't particularly want to clean my room, but I also didn't hate the idea enough to get in a fight over it. I decided that maybe it had just been a long time since I'd been in a genuinely good mood. Maybe finally getting what I wanted had mellowed me out when it came to certain other facets of my life.
I put on some music in my room and opened up the windows before beginning to tidy up. I started with picking up the dirty clothes that lay scattered across various parts of the floor, as well as throwing out any items I found that I had no interest in keeping. Getting the floor cleared up and vacuumed was the main thing. It would give more of an appearance of progress than anything else I could do.
I sang along to my music as the mood struck me. My door was open, but I was pretty sure no one was in earshot. I got sufficiently distracted by my task and my singing that I didn't notice Riley sneak up to my room. I turned around at one point and he was just there watching me with a small smile on his face. I didn't feel any embarrassment at being caught singing poorly. My mind immediately went other places.
"Hey," I said. "What ya up to?"
"Nothing much. Just wondering what's gotten into you today."
I shrugged. "M'just happy, that's all."
"I have a hard time believing that."
"Why? You're the one that did this to me."
Riley opened his mouth, then closed it and shook his head. He stared at me for a few seconds, clearly trying to make a decision of some kind.
"I shouldn't make you feel that way," he said softly. "Not to this extent. It's just... weird."
"But you understand, don't you?"
I stepped closer to him. He remained still, watching my approach with a guarded expression. I reached for him when I got close enough, but he grabbed my wrists before I could touch him.
"The door's open."
"So close it."
"You're busy."
I gave him a predatory smile.
"Not that busy."
"Be good, Anna. Maybe when you finish up here we can talk. You're actually doing what you were told and I'd hate to get in the way of that"
"Are you bribing me to do my chores?"
"I promise nothing."
"You don't have to. You want it as bad as I do."
I broke one of my hands free and grabbed his cock through his shorts before he could stop me. He groaned and pulled my hand away. I knew a part of him didn't want to stop me, but he was fighting it.
"Just... just keep Mom and Dad happy. If they think you're being good, they won't be watching us as closely. It'll be easier to sneak around."
"You sure it won't just make them suspicious?"
"It might, but I'm pretty sure they'd be willing to accept the miracle if you keep up the charade."
I stuck my bottom lip out and pouted at my brother.
"You make me sound horrible."
Riley sighed and pulled my head forward. He kissed me gently just below my hairline.
"You're difficult, Anna. You know that. But you're not horrible."
He pulled back, but I darted forward quicker than he could react. I pressed my lips against his for a brief second before he could push me away. I grinned at him as his face registered confusion, annoyance, then finally a hint of amusement.
"You can kiss me properly, you know," I said. "I think we're past the innocent brotherly act you like to put on."
Riley sighed, but his eyes betrayed him. He wasn't nearly as irritated as he was trying to appear. His lips threatened to curl into a smile.
"You're a pain in the ass, little sis. Anyone ever tell you that?"
"Usually they're more polite about it."
"Yeah, well... deal with it."
He walked out of the room, leaving me behind. My fingers went to my mouth, brushing the skin where I could still feel my brother's lips. Our first kiss. Maybe I should have waited until it could have been more romantic, but I didn't regret it. Quick as it had been, I still felt all tingly.
****
Eventually my room was about as clean as it was going to get. I knew Mom wouldn't expect perfection, especially given my easy compliance. She'd be happy enough with an adequate job that hadn't involved a single shouting match.
Once I was done, I closed the door and stripped out of my clothes. I stood naked in front of my mirror and examined my body. I wanted to wear something sexy, something that would force my brother to stare whether he wanted to or not. It couldn't be slutty, not around our parents, but something enticing should be okay.
I started with my underwear drawer, rifling through my disappointingly limited selection. I decided pretty quickly that a bra was unnecessary. My choice of panties was a little more difficult. I grabbed a few of my smaller pairs and tried them on one at a time, modeling them for myself as I went. None of them were quite as revealing as I would have liked. I made a mental note to purchase some sexier panties next time I got the chance.
I settled on a red pair that made my ass look good, even if they didn't show off quite as much skin as I would have liked. After a few minutes of turning around to look at myself in them from every manageable angle, I began working on the rest of my outfit.
My bottoms were a fairly easy choice. I wanted to be able to show off some without giving my parents a reason to voice concerns. A skirt was the obvious answer. It would look perfectly normal, but could flip up or slide up my legs when necessary. It was far better for selective exposure than shorts or jeans would be. I quickly settled on the shortest one I had.
I took the longest amount of time to select a top. I went through most of my shirts, holding them up to my chest as I stood topless in front of my mirror. Again, I didn't really have anything that screamed "fuck me," but I had a lot of choice between shirts that were pleasantly tight, or showed a hint of cleavage, or sometimes both. In the end I went with a little tank top that displayed my breasts nicely without revealing anything too objectionable.
After I was dressed I took a last look at myself. My hair was more or less behaving itself, and I added a touch of lipstick just to highlight my lips. I didn't really go for much makeup most of the time.
Just before leaving, a wicked thought crossed my mind. I slid my panties down my legs and tossed them onto my bed. I experimented with moving my skirt around and flipping it up a little. It seemed like I would stay decent unless I wanted to show off, and that was perfect for my purposes. I pulled my skirt up for a second to admire my pussy and try to guess what Riley's reaction to the sight would be.
I was satisfied with my appearance, so I went off in search of my brother. I tried his room first, but he wasn't there. I had more luck with my second guess, which was that he was out with his car. He was kind of hidden behind it, but I noticed some of his tools lying on the ground. I walked outside in my bare feet to where he was lying partly underneath his car.
"Hey," I said, squatting down beside him.
He probably couldn't see up my skirt from that angle, but it gave me thrill to pretend that he could. He'd have quite the view.
Riley grunted at me from his prone position, but didn't otherwise acknowledge me. He was tinkering away at something under his car, but I had no idea what it was. Whatever the case, I would have much preferred he devote his attention to me.
A grin grew on my lips as I looked down at his crotch. His legs were partly spread, and there was a slight bulge in his shorts where his cock was. I sat down cross-legged and watched him for a few minutes, assuming that he'd give in and talk to me eventually. He could only stay under there for so long. In the mean time I amused myself by imagining what would happen if I pulled his shorts and underwear down and ran away with them.
Eventually I tired of waiting. I reached out and put my hand on Riley's cock, squeezing it gently through his shorts. He grunted again, and this time slid partway out from beneath the car.
"Dammit, Anna."
"What? You telling me you don't like that?"
"Not when someone could see. We're outside."
"Hidden behind your car."
"Partly hidden at best. Behave yourself."
"You know I don't follow orders well."
I twisted my sitting position around so that the gap under my skirt was more easily visible to him. His eyes widened as he noted my lack of panties. I blushed, but let him stare. That was the sort of attention I craved from him.
"You're bad, little sis."
"I know. Don't pretend like you don't enjoy it."
He put his hand on my knee and slowly slid it up my thigh. I shivered and tried to hold still as his fingers roamed higher on my leg.
"I used to pity Mom and Dad sometimes," he said in a quiet voice. "Trying to keep you in line... I'm not sure it's possible. Now I'm the one with that challenge."
"Jeez, you get a girl throwing herself at you and you're still not happy. And here I thought guys just wanted sex."
"That's a bit of an exaggeration. And even if all I wanted from girls was sex, which it isn't, you'd still be my sister. A lot of guys prefer their sex uncomplicated. This is basically as complicated as it gets."
Riley was teasing me with his fingers. He wouldn't go quite far enough with them to do any good. They lingered on my inner thigh, sometimes sliding back down to my knee. I so wanted him to go for my pussy. I'd left the way clear and everything.
"Well... what else do you want from me?" I asked.
"I want to not get caught, for one. This right here, me with my hand up your skirt, it's not good."
"It could be. If you'd just go a liiittle further...."
Riley sighed and sat up. He pushed himself to his feet, then looked down at me. The bulge in his shorts had gotten bigger.
I squealed as he grabbed my wrist and forcibly pulled me into a standing position. I looked into his eyes, noting the signs of lust that he couldn't hide. My reciprocal emotions were probably even more obvious to him. And even if he couldn't read me that well, I'd been pretty clear about how I felt.
Riley dragged me around the side of the garage. I followed willingly, but let him pull me along instead of walking beside him. I loved the pretense of being helpless against him. He stopped in a secluded spot on the far side of the building. There was no line of sight to our house or any of the neighbours' from there.
"Sit," he said.
I sat. The ground was kind of lumpy and uncomfortable, but I didn't really mind. Riley sat beside me with his back against the garage. His cock looked like it was getting painfully hard inside his shorts.
"What're we gonna do now?"
Riley looked at me, his eyes meeting mine with a piercing intensity.
"Take off your skirt."
My breathing stopped for a second. I was sure I'd misheard.
"What?"
"You heard me. Take it off."
He seemed serious. I couldn't believe that he was actually asking me to strip. No, not asking; telling. I was being given a command. This one I was happy to obey.
Despite my excitement, I was also nervous. I wasn't sure why, but I was. My fingers shook as I tried to remove my skirt. Riley watched in silence as I struggled and finally managed to slide the garment down my legs. I felt so naughty to be half-naked outside, not to mention sitting right next to my brother.
"Like that?"
He allowed himself a small, self-assured smile. "Yeah, like that."
I tensed up as he reached for me. His hand seemed to approach me in slow-motion. Even though I knew where it was going, I second-guessed myself several times during its brief journey. I closed my eyes just before his fingers landed on my pussy, too overwhelmed to watch it happen.
Riley caressed my pussy lips, coaxing an involuntary moan from my lips. I spread my legs wider, happily accepting his touch. The growing wetness between my legs was spread around by his fingertips, making my skin slick.
"That feels good," I whispered.
"I can tell. I just started and you're already flooding."
I bit my lip and opened my eyes. He was watching me, taking in my reactions.
"I can't help it. Not with you. And 'specially not when we're out here."
He nodded. "Fair enough. I suppose being fingered by your brother outside is a good reason to get turned on so quickly."
He seemed amused at the way I reacted to his words. Having my situation described somehow made it even dirtier to me. I was in a ridiculously vulnerable position and that scared me a little, but the thrill made up for it. I trusted Riley not to let anything bad happen. I was free to enjoy all the risk and excitement from a position of certainty that nothing truly dangerous would occur.
Riley kept rubbing my pussy, getting me all worked up. His touch got to me more than the exposed location did. My brother's fingers stroked my most private area, fulfilling some of my deepest desires. The things I felt for him in that moment were so far beyond what a sister had any right to feel.
Once the initial rush wore down somewhat, I was able to focus on things beyond my own pleasure. My gaze fell back onto Riley's cock pretty quickly. It looked harder than ever. I slipped my arm around his and grasped it through his shorts. He let out a soft groan as I encircled his shaft with my nimble little fingers.
"Doesn't take much to get a reaction out of you, huh?" I said.
"Look who's talking."
Riley worked my clit for a moment to prove his point. The pleasure paralyzed me, leaving me unable to reciprocate. I slumped back when he moved his fingers away, breathing heavier than I had been before. He smirked at me like he'd won some kind of victory.
I started moving my hand up and down, sliding it over the tent in his shorts. I wasn't able to get the kind of grip or movement that I wanted, and he must have figured that out pretty quickly. He tried to pull down his shorts with his free hand, struggling a little as he split his attention between his needs and mine. He eventually gave up and used both hands to free his erection.
Instead of returning his hand to my pussy, Riley reached up toward my head. He reached behind my neck and gently took a handful of my hair. He guided me to lean toward him with a few soft tugs. I allowed myself to be moved, following his silent instructions unquestioningly. I had to shift and get onto my knees as I was pulled closer and closer to his cock.
My lips parted automatically as they approached the tip of my brother's penis. His hand pressed on my neck, forcing me down onto it. I dragged my tongue along the head of his cock and down the shaft until the pressure let up. I bobbed my head experimentally and found that I was being given the freedom to move as I chose, though he kept his hold on my hair.



I worked my way down Riley's cock with smooth, deliberate motions. My goal was to wrap my lips around the base, but just like my last attempt I couldn't quite do it. My gag reflex got too strong as he pressed into my throat. There wasn't much more to go, but it was enough to resign me to defeat once again.
Suddenly the pressure on my neck returned, this time even more forceful. I tried to communicate that I couldn't take any more of him, but my mouth was full. I slapped gently at his leg and made noises of protest, but he was insistent. His cock blocked my throat, cutting off my airway.
Slowly, so slowly, my throat began to accept the invader. The head of Riley's cock slipped further and further inside until finally my lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft. I felt a surge of pride to go alongside my rising panic at being unable to breathe.
"Good girl," Riley said softly.
My brother's tone was somewhat demeaning--patronizing even--but it didn't feel that way to me. I heard only the praise. I had done a good job taking his entire cock. Not only had I satisfied a personal goal, but I'd made him happy too.
Riley's hand slacked off, allowing me to pull my head up a little. It was enough that I could suck in air around his cock. He waited until my breathing no longer came in desperate gasps, then pushed me back down. It was easier this time since my throat didn't put up as much of a fight. My gag reflex still kicked in, but it was half-hearted at best. He seemed to enjoy the way it squeezed the tip of his penis.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he said. "This is why you didn't even bother putting panties on? You wanted me to get all turned on and mess around with you."
"Mmm-hmm," I moaned, sending vibrations through his cock.
Riley used both of his hands to grab my hair and drag me up and down. He didn't pull sharply enough to hurt too much, but he was definitely in control. All I could do was try to relax and let him masturbate himself with my mouth. It was actually pretty hot to essentially get face-fucked by my brother.
After a few moments he let go of my hair, releasing my head. I pulled back enough that I could take a few laboured breaths, then started bobbing up and down. He seemed content to stroke my hair without guiding my movements, so I took over for him. I pushed down of my own volition, forcing my throat open. This time I was able to take him all without any help. Maybe all it took was some practice.
I took Riley all the way inside my mouth several times, holding myself there for as long as I could. I alternated the position with some shallower head-bobbing that allowed me to breathe. Every moan, every twitch of his cock, every touch of his hand were my rewards. I felt like a slut who craved being used sexually, but I knew that wasn't the case. It was only for him; only for my brother. No one else could make me feel that way.
Riley's hand moved away from my head and down my back. He stopped at my ass and got a quick feel in before continuing on. Somehow he was able to reach around between my legs to soaked pussy. I hunched up a little so that it was less of a stretch for him. I wanted to encourage him to touch me there. I needed it so badly, but I was putting all of my energy and concentration into taking care of him, so I couldn't do it myself.
"Just keep going," he whispered.
"Mmm. Mm-hm."
He couldn't have stopped me, short of violently tearing me away from my new favourite plaything. Sucking his cock gave me a purpose, a defined goal. It put me in charge of his pleasure and gave him an incentive to reciprocate.
His fingers stroked my slit, spreading my pussy juices around. He caressed my lips, sliding his fingertips across my slick, sensitive skin. I wanted him to push past my entrance, to penetrate me instead of just teasing the outside. His touch felt so good, but it wasn't enough.
I attacked Riley's cock more aggressively, using my lips and tongue to their full effect. I rapidly raised and lowered my head over his entire length, filling my mouth completely for only a brief second at a time before retreating. I hoped my enthusiasm might rub off on him.
A shock of pleasure coursed through me as he found my clit again. He rubbed small circles around it, only making occasional contact at first. I abandoned my previous need to have his fingers inside me; this could be just as good. I shifted my hips in time with his movements, trying to get him to stay on target. He continued to tease me until I was about ready to pull my mouth off of his cock and beg for it.
"Getting pretty wet back there," he said as though I might not have known.
"Mmm!"
"What's that? I didn't catch it."
I wiggled my butt in frustration as he refused to focus properly on my clit. I needed it. He knew it too, he just pretended he didn't. He chuckled softly, but then mercifully gave in.
Riley's touch shifted to working solely on my clit. I would have screamed if my mouth wasn't full. Lightning bolts of pleasure surged outward as he rubbed it hard and fast. For a few seconds I couldn't even think, let alone move. My brother's ministrations consumed my body, rendering me helpless.
I was brought back to reality when he slowed his fingers down. I remembered that I was supposed to be sucking him off, and that my 'reward' was partly based on my performance. I tried to concentrate on getting him off, but it was hard when my own desires were so overwhelming. I was torn between wanting to give a good blowjob, and wanting to curl up and let Riley finger me.
The first spurt of cum caught me completely off-guard. My mouth was filled with the salty liquid before I even realized that Riley was getting so close to orgasm. I swallowed just as another shot covered my tongue. He mauled my clit mercilessly as I took his load down my throat. The intense stimulation competed for my attention, making it impossible to fully appreciate the victory of getting my brother off.
I pulled off of his cock once he was spent, unable to keep a loud moan from escaping my lips. He quickly clamped his free hand over my mouth, muffling me. He stopped rubbing me long enough to force me to sit between his legs, manhandling my compliant body like I was a rag doll.
I leaned back toward my brother resting against his chest as his hand returned to work between my legs. He kept my mouth covered while he masturbated me, unwilling to risk any more noise. I felt his cock softening despite being pressed against my butt. I had to breathe hard through my nose to make up for my mouth being blocked.
"Cum for me, Anna," he whispered in my ear.
I had to shut my eyes and dig my nails into his legs. His simple command triggered something inside me; something big. I'd brought myself to more orgasms than I could count, but this was different somehow. A small point of pure pleasure started deep inside me and expanded outward until it filled me completely. My whole body felt like it was going to explode.
I shook and squirmed and thrashed around between Riley's legs. I was physically unable to stay still. It was too much for me to handle. My own pleasure was intense enough that it was almost painful. His continued pressure on my clit was driving me to the point of insanity.
Riley finally released my clit once I had peaked. He seemed to sense that I'd had enough. He let me come back down, slowly stroking my pussy but staying away from where I was most sensitive. His hand left my mouth, letting me catch my breath.
"You get so into it," he said. "It's kind of amazing."
"Of course I do. It feels good."
"Yeah, but... I dunno, it's more than that."
He didn't try to make me get up, so I didn't. I sat in his lap, feeling his warmth against me. He wrapped his arms around my waist and held me as we sat together.
"This is pretty nice too," I said. "Don't you think?"
Riley left a fairly long pause before answering.
"I s'pose it is."
"Are you still hung up on the whole 'I'm your sister' thing?"
He jabbed me in the side, making me squeal. I covered my sides with my hands to try and prevent a second attack.
"It's a pretty significant detail, Anna. It's kinda bad. For both of us. Me more so than you."
"S'not that bad."
"It is. I'm actually kind of scared for my life if Dad ever catches me molesting you."
"Well first off, you aren't molesting me. Secondly, he'll get pissed at me, not you. Third--"
"That's where you're wrong. You know why Mom and Dad worry about you so much and always seem like they're on your case? It's because they're more protective of you than they ever were of me. They want to keep you safe, and they want you to be successful."
"That's bullshit. And even if it wasn't, why wouldn't they want those things for you?"
"They do. Just... they think I can look after myself. I mean, I mostly can, but... well, it's not a perfect situation for either of us, let's put it that way."
"I dunno. Seems pretty perfect right now."
Riley sighed, but he wrapped his arms a little tighter around me. I was sexually sated and being snuggled by my brother. He could argue all he wanted, but I was happy with how things were going.
"Look, just... just be careful, okay? Make sure no one's around before you do anything inappropriate."
"Says the guy cuddling his half-naked sister outside."
Riley sighed. "I really wish you didn't have a point there."
I giggled and curled up more snugly in his arms.
"You know you love it. Stop pretending like you don't."
"I'm not pretending. I've never been so conflicted about anything in my life."
"Really? Never?"
"Never ever. You make things difficult. It's like your super power."
"That would explain a lot, actually."
Riley kissed my shoulder, then leaned his chin on it. His warm breath grazed my cheek.
"Are you in love with me?"
"Of course I love you, Ri. You're my brother."
"That wasn't the question. I know you love me, I want to know if you're in love with me. They're different things."
I bit my lip and tried to come up with an evasive answer. That wasn't the sort of question he was supposed to ask. It was completely unfair.
"I think so."
"You think so? You don't know?"
I squirmed uncomfortably. "Well it's hard. Like, I love you, and I want to do sexy things with you, and I want to cuddle with you, and... and other stuff. But I've never been in love, not really. I don't know what it feels like."
"I'm pretty sure you'd know it if you were."
"Well... maybe we're just not quite there yet. That's not so bad. We've got time. I mean, I'm pretty sure you're not in love with me or anything. Maybe it's better if I'm not either."
"Probably. I'm a lot more comfortable with the situation if you're not in love with me. Makes things at least a little bit simpler."
"You better be careful then. It could happen pretty easily the way we're going."
"Yeah," he said in a resigned voice, "I know."
****
My uncharacteristically cheery and upbeat mood continued over the next few days. I had Riley to thank for that, of course. His increasing acceptance of my illicit desires made me feel more optimistic about my life than I had in a long, long time.
I wasn't sure if Mom and Dad were relieved that I wasn't fighting them anymore, or just confused. Either way they didn't get on my case about things nearly as often as I was used to. They were probably just afraid I'd revert to old habits if they weren't careful. I was perfectly okay with them thinking that way. It made it less likely that they'd discover the source of my change in attitude.
I took most every chance I could to spend time with Riley; particularly time alone with him. He got used to it pretty quickly. He'd always been better at going with the flow than I was. His concerns may have been well founded, but that didn't have to mean he couldn't enjoy the attention he was getting.
As always, I couldn't help pressing my luck when I saw an opportunity. I tried to be good and not do anything too overtly sexual when Mom and Dad were around, but I wasn't always able to restrain myself.
One evening Riley headed for the shower just before bed, and I just happened to notice him as he closed the door. I was already thinking about following him in before he got the water turned on. I knew that I shouldn't--that both of us being in the bathroom at the same time was decidedly risky--but the image of my brother naked with water running down his body overruled what little sense of caution I possessed.
I waited a couple minutes until I was sure Riley was in the shower, then quietly opened the door. He didn't acknowledge my presence, so I assumed I'd successfully snuck up on him. I managed to close the door behind me almost as quietly as I'd opened it. I felt like a ninja.
Unfortunately, I wasn't entirely sure what to do once I was in. I could only make out the general shape of Riley's body through the curtain, so that wasn't much good for entertainment. Stripping down and jumping in with him was probably out too, if only because I wasn't sure he'd let me join him. I didn't want to get all naked and wet just to get booted back out before I had any fun.
I settled for moving my brother's towel out of easy reach and setting it by the sink. He'd have to step out of the shower to grab it; all I had to do was wait. As an afterthought I stripped off my shorts and panties, leaving myself naked from the waist down. I hopped up to sit on the counter by the towel and idly fingered my pussy while I waited. The anticipation had me just enough on edge to think about masturbating for real, but not quite enough to get me there by itself.
Riley took a long enough time in the shower that I started getting bored and fidgety. I reevaluated my decision not to join him a couple times, but reluctantly stuck with my original choice.
My patience was eventually rewarded. The water shut off and Riley pushed the curtain partway back. He stopped when he saw me sitting across from him playing with myself. He held my gaze for a moment, not showing much emotion one way or another.
"Can you hand me my towel?" he asked.
"Nope."
"Anna...."
"S'right here. Come grab it."
"I'll drip water all over the floor."
I shrugged. "It can be wiped up."
"You're a pain in the butt, little sis. You really, really are."
He stepped out, his naked body no longer covered by anything. Water dripped down his skin and onto the floor. My eyes went wide at the first full-body view I'd gotten of him. My fingers sped up their dance between my legs.
"Is it so bad that I just want to see my brother naked every now and then?" I asked.
Riley didn't bother dignifying my question with a response. He toweled himself off in silence, giving me quick flashes of various parts of his body. He was clearly doing his best to ignore my intent gaze. Despite his best efforts, I noted that his cock seemed to stiffen at least a little as he dried off. Unfortunately, it was hidden from me when he wrapped his towel around his waist.
"Better put your clothes back on if you're gonna follow me."
"Who says I'm gonna follow you? Maybe I'm just waiting for a turn in the shower."
He arched an eyebrow. "Really? 'Cause I kind of doubt that somehow."
"Hey, it's not all about you, you know."
"Bullshit."
I grinned and hopped off of the counter. "You're right, I lied. It is all about you."
I grabbed for his towel, but was fended off. Riley managed to snare one of my wrists and held it tightly so that I couldn't escape.
"All those years of living with you, and only now do I truly understand what Mom and Dad have been dealing with. Do you even understand how aggravating you can be?"
"I know, I'm a pain in the butt, you told me that already."
Riley paused, a dangerous smile spreading across his face. He let go of me, but I didn't pull away. I was intrigued, even though I should perhaps have been wary. It just wasn't in me to be scared of him, no matter what kind of thoughts he was having.
"You should be careful," he said. "You talk about being a pain in the butt too much and, well, it might give me ideas."
"What kind of ideas?"
"Ideas about being a pain in your butt. Make things even and all."
I squealed as Riley spun me around and bent me over. He grabbed my butt and gave it a squeeze before poking a finger against my asshole. I leaned on the counter and squirmed at his touch. I'd never put anything in my butt before and I was a little apprehensive. I was willing to trust my brother, though.
"What ya gonna do back there?"
He ignored me and traced small circles around my tight little hole. I didn't know what was going to happen, and the thrill of the unknown sent shivers of pleasure through my body. I wanted him to do whatever he was going to do.
Riley sighed and his fingers left my butt. I looked back at him and wiggled my ass, but he had already turned away. At least his towel was tenting out nicely. That was something.
"That's pushing things too far, I think," he said.
"Is not."
"It is. Don't argue. I know you just want to be my little slut and do anything I want, but you have to know that's kind of unrealistic."
A shiver went through me. "Call me your slut again. Pleeease?"
He rolled his eyes. "Good night, Anna."
"No, come on. Don't leave me all worked up like this."
"You can masturbate. I know you know how."
Riley opened the door and walked out to the hallway. I followed, not caring in the slightest that I was still naked from the waist down. Our parents were probably in bed by that point anyway.
"Riii, don't be like that."
"Be like--" He stopped, looked around, then lowered his voice. "Be like what? We don't even have any lube or anything. This is a practical thing as much as anything else."
I chewed on my lip. He had a point I couldn't easily refute this time. As eager as I was, I wasn't stupid enough to want to try anal without a lubricant. I brightened up as a thought occurred to me.
"What about baby oil? There's a bottle in the bathroom."
"Anna...."
"Hang on, I'll go grab it."
I dashed back the way I'd come, snagging the bottle of baby oil off of the counter. I returned to my brother at a slightly slower pace. He'd almost made it to his room, but I was close enough behind him that he couldn't shut the door on me; not without forcibly pushing me back out first.
"You really want to do this, huh?"
"Well, yeah. Although... if you're worried about sticking it in my butt, there is somewhere else we could try...."
"That's just not happening and I think you know it. I'm not about to risk getting my baby sister pregnant."
"That's what condoms are for. Or pills. Or--"
I shrieked as Riley shoved me onto his bed. I landed on my back with my legs spread. I didn't close them right away.
"Just remember I tried to talk you out of this," he said in a low voice. "Don't think it was easy either. I want to be a good brother, but there's only so much I can do. Especially with such a slutty little sister."
A small wave of pleasure washed through me. "Only for you," I whispered, as much to myself as to Riley.
He advanced on me, dropping his towel as he stepped up next to the bed. His cock was fully hard and drew my unresisting gaze like a magnet.
"I kind of get it now. Like, the way you feel about me? How you can't help it? I'm starting to understand it."
My heart thudded in my chest. I was torn between wanting to have him inside me, and asking him to elaborate on his last statement.
"Really?"
"Yeah, kind of. It's different for me because you kind of forced the situation, but every time I see you now... I have a much different emotional reaction than I used to. And physical, for that matter. It makes life so much more complicated."
"But in a good way, right? 'Cause, like, now you can have way more fun with me than before."



"Something like that. I just wish you wouldn't push so hard."
"Why? It's all worked out, hasn't it?"
Riley actually seemed kind of annoyed. Personally I was getting tired of talking; I wanted to get to the action.
"It's all worked out, huh?" He shook his head. "Anna, there are some things that should take time, and shouldn't be forced. Like putting things in your butt, for instance."
"Is that you're gonna do? Put something in my butt?"
I giggled as he rolled me onto my tummy. I got my knees under me and lifted my ass up toward him. He gave me a quick, hard slap on the butt for my trouble. I let out a yelp at the sudden, unexpected pain, but maintained my pose. He spanked me a second time, but I was ready for it. The pain wasn't as bad when I knew it was coming.
Riley grabbed the baby oil, and a couple seconds later I felt the cool liquid dribble down over my asshole. It ran down the crack of my butt toward my pussy, and he had to catch it with his fingers and guide it back to where it needed to go. I moaned softly as he massaged the slippery oil into my tight hole. He pushed against it a little, testing how easy it would be to gain entry.
"How would you feel if I didn't take my time here?" he asked. "What if I tried to tell you that you'd like it eventually, so it didn't matter if I was gentle or not?"
"That's different."
"Not really."
"Yes it is. My butt's not used to doing sexy things. If you don't--"
I gasped as Riley suddenly pushed a finger inside me. Again, it was more of a shock than it was painful. It hurt a little, but it was more uncomfortable than anything. I quickly pulled a pillow over and buried my face in it in case he did something that made me react more vocally. I didn't want to accidentally scream and alert our parents that something was up.
"See, you can take it. I'm sure you can take bigger things too, but it would be better to go slowly, don't you think?"
I turned my head enough so I could speak. "It's still different. And you only got your finger in, not your penis or anything."
He sighed. "You're very frustrating sometimes. I feel like you're being deliberately obtuse."
"You're just mad 'cause you're wrong."
"Hardly. I just haven't made my point very well."
Riley withdrew his finger. It was both a relief, and a bit of a disappointment. Both feelings were short lived as his cock poked my butt.
"Hey! That's--"
He pushed my face into the pillow, muffling my protests. Despite my attempts at pretending otherwise, I actually felt kind of nervous. I was excited about trying anal with my brother, but I was also worried about how much it might hurt. I'd heard rumours about how it was so painful that a lot of girls couldn't even do it. I knew I could do it, but I needed him to be gentle. I began to regret arguing with him since it seemed to have put him in a less patient mood.
"It's gonna hurt a little, but you'll be fine."
I struggled underneath him, trying to squirm my way free. My heart wasn't in it though, since I didn't really want to escape. I just wanted him to go slowly. I managed to twist my head to the side to get my mouth free again.
"Just beeeEEEE--"
My words turned into a screech as Riley pushed his cock forward. My body wasn't ready for it, but was unable to keep him out. I had to muffle myself this time. He felt impossibly big inside my formerly virgin ass. I knew tensing up was exactly the wrong thing to do, but I couldn't help it. All I felt was the pain and it made me lose my ability to think rationally.
"Shhh, it'll get better."
I shook my head, but kept my face in the pillow. I could barely breathe, but didn't dare free my mouth. Riley got a little deeper inside my ass with each thrust, and each movement only reinforced the pain centered on my butt. I tried dropping my hips just to get away from him for a moment, but he followed me right down to the mattress. I was pinned beneath him and totally at his mercy.
Much to my relief, it actually did start to hurt less. Riley's movements were slow and smooth enough that I gradually got used to them. I wished he could have been that gentle with his initial penetration, but I decided I could cope. I might even enjoy it if I just relaxed enough.
"God you're tight," he moaned.
I might have laughed if I hadn't been in such a serious mood. Of course it was tight. I was pretty sure I understood that far, far better than he did. He had no idea what it felt like on my end.
His strokes were getting longer and faster. I hoped that he'd cum soon. The way he was fucking my ass, it definitely seemed like he was losing control. I tried to push back against him, to give him that little bit of extra sensation as much as I could. Despite everything, I still wanted to make him feel good. Plus, the sooner he finished, the sooner he'd pull out and let my poor butt recuperate.
As I continued to adjust to Riley's constant thrusting, I felt something like pleasure begin to emanate from that part of my body. It was overwhelmed by the pain, but it was there. My butt just hurt, but somehow it was sending small tingles to my pussy. I seized on any direct enjoyment I could get from the experience, using it to help get me through.
Finally, thankfully, Riley grunted and shoved himself deep into my ass. I felt a weird new sensation as his cum splashed inside my butt. Intellectually it was basically what I expected, but it was still new and strange to me. It felt kind of nice, more so because it meant I'd made it through than anything else. I was proud of myself for not giving up and begging him to stop.
I curled up on my side as he pulled out. Adopting the fetal position didn't really do much to protect my ass, but it comforted me on a subconscious level. Besides, Riley was done with sticking his cock in me for a while anyway.
"Are you... crying?"
I looked up at my brother, seeing the look of concern that had suddenly appeared on his face. I brought my hand to my cheek and found that he was right; I had been crying. I didn't even remember it.
"It's fine."
I tried to smile confidently, but I was sure it didn't give the desired impression. Riley looked so guilty that it almost made me feel worse than the anal penetration had.
"Oh Anna... I didn't mean to... I didn't want that."
He wiped the moisture off of the cheek I'd touched, then the other one. His touch was soft; as gentle as I'd wanted him to be with me before. I felt stupid for not being easier to get along with earlier and putting us both in an unwanted position.
"It's okay. It hurt, but it wasn't that bad."
He knew I was lying. He pulled me to him and cradled me against his chest. Being held in his arms like that made up for a lot all on its own.
"I'm sorry," he whispered. "So, so sorry."
"Don't be. I could have told you to stop."
"I don't know if I would have. I just... I just wanted to make a point. And I was horny. It was a dumb way to take care of both of those things."
"We were both dumb, okay? And it's all fine anyway. Maybe my sore butt'll teach me to just shut up sometimes."
Riley stroked my hair and gave me a small smile. "I doubt it somehow. Besides, I don't want you to change. You wouldn't be as much fun if you went around behaving sensibly."
I smiled back at him, then closed my eyes as he leaned down toward me. I parted my lips slightly and let him kiss me. I wasn't sure if it was a part of his apology, or simply a statement of his love for me. It didn't really matter to me in the moment.
The kiss became a drawn out one, neither of us wanting to break it. Riley's lips reassured me of his feelings more than his words ever could. The way he kissed me was nothing like a brother kisses a sister. It was a lovers kiss. He may not have been in love with me, but he was on his way there.
"Tell me next time I'm hurting you, okay?" he said.
"Maybe."
"Anna...."
"What? I can't promise anything. Even if I did, you'd know better than to take me at my word."
"I s'pose I would."
He pushed me onto my back. I giggled as I fell, my sense of playfulness having fully returned. My butt still ached, but it was a distant afterthought compared to before. I had already moved past it.
Riley knelt between my legs, planting a soft kiss on my tummy. His breath tickled my skin as he moved lower. I bit my lip and watched in fascination as his mouth moved over my pussy. I couldn't believe how turned on I was. Maybe I had been the whole time, I just hadn't noticed. I'd had other things on my mind.
"Yesss," I hissed as his next kiss landed directly above my wet slit.
My brother's tongue darted out from his mouth and across my pussy. He licked me again, and again, lapping up the juices that had gathered at my entrance. I moaned and tangled my fingers in his hair, holding his head to me. He was being so loving, so tender with me because of his guilt. It really did make up for a lot.
His hands went to my thighs, caressing my skin and nudging my legs to open wider. His tongue explored the outside of my pussy with a single-minded determination. Slowly, so slowly, he pushed deeper. His tongue eased its way between my pussy lips as it traveled their length. I cooed happily and urged him on with small hand movements on the back of his head.
Riley's licks started going higher, ending with a flick across my clit. I tensed a little the first couple times he did it since that part of me was more sensitive, but soon got used to the feeling. He focused more and more on my clit with his tongue as I adjusted. The small jolts of pleasure increased in frequency until I couldn't take it anymore.
I needed release, needed it so badly, but wasn't quite there. It was within reach, I could feel it. I just needed a little more. I pushed Riley's face against my pussy as hard as I could and tried to grind on him. He kept his tongue stuck out as I writhed, keeping constant pressure on my clit as I moved around. Time seemed to slow down as I got closer to my orgasm, frustrating me immensely, but finally I crested the peak.
A small, warm explosion spread through my body, emanating from my pussy. It wasn't quite as dramatic as I'd hoped, but it was enough to dispel all the tension I'd had. I rode the high for as long as it lasted, then fell gently back down into a calm, relaxed state. It hadn't been an earth-shattering orgasm, but maybe it had just been what I needed.
Riley was still going. I tapped softly on the side of his head with my palm, trying to communicate that I was done. He ignored me. Fortunately, he was licking my slit again rather than my over-sensitive clit, but he was just going to get me all worked up again if he kept going.
"That's enough," I mumbled. "I'm good."
He continued to ignore me, so I decided to let him keep going. I was enjoying myself, and I could already feel another orgasm building inside me. This time I laid back and let him work instead of watching and guiding. I felt so calm, so at peace with the world, and having my brother play with my pussy was just an added bonus. I could get used to that sort of treatment.
Riley gradually returned his focus to my clit, just as he had before. His tongue flicked across it with increasingly firm licks. I was getting worked up all over again. Even though I'd just cum, I felt the need return nearly as strong as the first time. He did such amazing things to my body.
My second orgasm built faster. Riley seemed to have an even better idea what he was doing this time around, plus my body was well prepared for it. Pure sexual pleasure washed through me as I crested; less intense than last time, but just as satisfying.
I was left happy and limp as my brother's tongue slowed down again. I was about as relaxed as I could get. Even my butt didn't hurt anymore. I could have been floating on a cloud for all I felt.
"Mmm, thanks," I said, stretching languidly.
Riley still wasn't done. I'd assumed he was only still licking to try and bring me down gently, rather than just stopping short. However, when he brushed my clit again I had to push him away for real this time. I was too sensitive to go again right away.
"Stop," I said as forcefully as I could manage.
He looked at me like a confused puppy who wasn't sure what it had done wrong. I almost giggled, but lacked the energy.
"You don't want me to keep going?"
"I kind of do, but... enough's enough for now. Quit while you're ahead."
"Sounds like advice you could take."
"Yeah, maybe it is. That was the point you were trying to make, wasn't it? About not pushing too much at once, or something like that?"
"Kind of, yeah. Don't remind me though, I still feel bad about it."
I held out my arms for a hug. Riley shook his head, but soon gave in and lay down beside me, allowing me to wrap my arms around him.
"I still love you," I said.
"Me too. If nothing else, at least we have that going for us."
"Mm-hm." I snuggled against my brother's chest. It would be so easy to fall asleep right where I was. "Hey Ri?"
"Yeah?"
"Am I, like, your girlfriend now? You know, not really, but kinda?"
He hesitated a few seconds before answering. "Yeah, kinda. I guess."
"So you get to be my brother and my boyfriend."
I liked saying it out loud. It may not really have made a practical difference what we labeled our relationship, but it made me feel all fuzzy inside. My boyfriend. I didn't know what it was, but it made me feel special. No other girl I knew could use that word to describe her brother.
"Something like that."
I kissed his shoulder, then nestled my head against it. "I love you."
"You said that already."
I didn't answer. I was halfway to being asleep already. After a moment, I felt his lips barely touch the side of my forehead, then he went still too.
****
Mom and Dad were acting weird the next morning. They were weird anyway, but this was something different; something unique. I tried not to let it get to me as I ate my breakfast, but it nagged at me. Something about the way they were smiling just irked me.
Whatever it was, it didn't seem to have anything to do with me. They all but ignored me as they went about their own morning preparations. That was fine with me, so I decided not to ask questions. Being ignored was better than most of the alternatives. Besides, I had my own problems. It was hard to find a sitting position that didn't remind me of the night before. My poor butt still hadn't forgiven me for the abuse it had suffered.
Things became much more clear as soon as Riley made an appearance. While they'd paid little attention to my arrival, they practically burst with excitement when he showed up. I rolled my eyes, but couldn't help trying to figure out what he'd done well this time. As far as I was aware, nothing all that special had happened to him. Nothing that they knew about at least.
"Morning, sweetie," Mom greeted him.
"Morning," he replied obliviously.
Riley let our parents' beaming smiles fly right on over his head. They might as well have been invisible to him. I couldn't help grinning to myself at my brother's indifference toward their mood.
"So..." Dad prompted, clearing his throat expectantly.
Riley didn't even seem to realize he was the one being addressed. I had to stifle a giggle.
"Who's the lucky girl?" Mom finally asked.
My grin died and my heart rate shot up. Riley was a little slower on the uptake, but he shot me a concerned glance once he came the same conclusion I had. Mom must have had a reason to think there was a "lucky girl," and it had to have something to do with me.
"Beats me," Riley said, maintaining a world-class poker face. "What are we talking about?"
"Son," Dad started gently, "we don't mind you having your girl over at night, we'd just like to meet her is all."
"What makes you think I have a girl?"
Our parents at least had the decency to blush. Riley must have been stalling for time, because everyone in the room already knew the answer to his question. We must not have been quiet enough last night.
Mom and Dad exchanged a look. I was glad they were in less comfortable territory, but I was right there with them. My only real choice was to go on the offensive.
"So you think I have a boyfriend and you get all worried and protective, but he gets a girlfriend and it's congratulations all round?"
"Anna, please, we're trying to--"
"No, that's bullshit. I'm not a baby, so why do you always have to treat me like one?"
Dad frowned. "We don't treat you like a baby. But we're allowed to worry about you. We just--"
"Yeah, worried, right. 'Cause god forbid I have any fun. It's fine if Riley fucks any girl he wants, but I--"
"Anna!"
The look of shock on Mom's face when I dropped the f-bomb almost made me lose it. Righteous indignation had never been something I'd had to fake before. It was a new and special challenge.
"Whatever." I pushed away from the table. "Have fun celebrating with your favourite child."
I left as quickly as I could without abandoning all pretense of dignity. I heard my name called several times, but thankfully no sounds of pursuit. I breathed easier once I made it to my room. Hopefully Riley would be able to work with my dramatics and wouldn't get cornered into revealing something he shouldn't.
****
I was kind of surprised when Riley came to pick me up after school, but I took it in stride. I got a few playfully jealous comments from my friends as I walked toward my brother's car. At least two of them had admitted to having crushes on him at one point or another. It was sort of nice to be reminded that there were plenty of girls he could have had, and that I'd still been the one to get him.
I hopped in the passenger seat and Riley started driving. I squirmed around a little to try and get comfortable. I'd been having problems with that all day.
"Miss me that bad, huh? Had to come pick me up just so you could see me?"
He snorted. "Yeah, that's it. Can't go a whole day without my little sister around."
"I knew it."
I smiled smugly, trying to goad him into revealing something. He ignored me until he pulled onto the main road.
"That was quite a performance this morning."
"Did you like it? I kinda wish I could have seen the aftermath."
"It wasn't as good as the main show. It did get Mom and Dad to lay off the whole 'girlfriend' subject though. At least, it mostly did."
Riley leaned over slightly and fished around in his pocket. He pulled his hand back out clutching something small. He displayed it to me while holding it between his thumb and finger.
"Is that a condom?"
"Yeah. Dad pushed a few of them on me this morning. Said he wanted to make sure I was being safe."
I winced. "Oof, that must have been awkward." I shook my head and sighed. "But at least they're supportive of you. I think the way they see it, I'm not supposed to know what sex is yet."
"I did try to tell you, you're their little girl. They're gonna be protective of you."
"Well maybe I don't want them to be. Maybe I'd be fine on my own. Maybe they should be giving me condoms and letting me do things my own way." I paused and reconsidered. "Actually no, the less either Mom or Dad talks to me about sex, the better."
"Yeah, I'm with you on that one. On the other hand, I kinda thought you'd be all over the chance to use the condoms Dad gave me. You know, just out of spite."
A slow grin spread over my face. "You mean let my big brother use them on me? Fuck, Dad would totally lose it if he knew. Mom too, for that matter." I giggled maniacally. "You have a twisted mind, you know that?"
"I am aware."
"Sooo, is that the plan? Is that why you came to pick me up? You're just horny, huh?"
"Something like that. More to the point, I kind of wanted to talk to you alone."
"Oh yeah? What about?"



Riley seemed reluctant to tell me, despite having brought the subject up. We were almost home and would soon lose our window of opportunity to converse in private. Then again, it wouldn't be that hard to find somewhere to talk if we wanted to. Either of our rooms would do just fine. I stuck with my original theory that he was just hoping for some sexy times.
"You know how we were talking about, like, falling in love with each other?" he asked.
"Yeah."
"Well, I kinda think I might be."
He didn't so much as flick his gaze over at me after his admission. He seemed embarrassed by it.
"Ri, I knew that already. You don't have to be embarrassed."
"You couldn't have. I didn't even know until... I dunno, this morning maybe?"
I shrugged. "I was pretty sure after the way you licked my pussy last night."
"What? I could have done that without having any feelings for you at all. That's just something sexual."
"Not the way you did it. It's okay though 'cause I was already on my way to being in love with you last time talked about it. It's not like you're alone in that."
Riley pulled into our driveway. He was silent until he had the car parked and turned off.
"You really were, weren't you? I thought you might be, but at the time I was hoping I was just wrong."
"Well... it wasn't like I was completely there yet. Besides, it doesn't really matter anymore."
"No, I suppose it doesn't."
We sat staring at each other for a moment. Finally Riley leaned over and kissed me softly. I broke into a stupid grin. I couldn't help it.
"I knew you were just horny."
"Shut up." He glanced toward the house. "Mom's home, we probably shouldn't stay out here too long."
"Meet in my room?"
I bounced out of the car before he could argue with me. My pussy was already getting wet in anticipation of what was going to happen. I didn't worry that he wouldn't follow me; he wanted me as badly as I wanted him.
I went to my mirror as soon as I got to my room. I checked out my hair and made sure it was behaving itself. I didn't hear Riley coming yet, so I worked my way down to my breasts. I examined them critically, trying to decide if it was worth taking my bra off before my brother arrived. My nipples were stiffening under my shirt, and without a bra in the way it would probably be quite noticeable.
I popped my head out the doorway to take a quick look down the hall. It was empty. I was disappointed that Riley wasn't excited enough to already have joined me, but it meant I still had time to get ready for him. I went back to my mirror and pulled my bra off as quickly as I could manage, then readjusted my shirt. My nipples were even more prominent than I'd hoped. They were little diamond-tipped peaks on my chest.
Riley finally showed up as I was playing with my breasts, trying to decide what angle made them look the best. I grinned as he walked up behind me, watching his approach in the mirror. He reached around me and cupped my boobs in his hands.
"That looks like fun," he said.
"You wanna play with my boobies, big bro?"
"Kinda, yeah." He kissed my cheek. "It's not really a good time though. Mom's in a chatty mood. I only barely got away from her by saying I had to come check on something. She's probably expecting me back."
I stuck out my bottom lip and made sad eyes at his reflection.
"You'd rather spend time with her than me?"
"Not hardly. I just don't want her to come looking for us while we're in a compromising position. Plus you're so damn noisy she'll hear it if we try anything."
"Hey! You shoved your dick up my butt, don't blame me if I made a few sounds during that."
He kissed me again, this time on my neck.
"Later."
"Now."
"Anna...."
"She'll just think you're in your room jerking off or something. She won't come here looking for you."
Riley sighed. "Look, I'm just as horny as you, okay? But there's more to it than that."
"I'll be quiet. I won't make a single sound. Mom'll never know."
"I'm not talking about that anymore."
My forehead wrinkled in confusion. "Then what are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about us. Our whole relationship. I'm pretty much falling for you, and you've clearly fallen for me already. I have no doubts left about that after last night."
"Right, so I get to be your secret girlfriend or whatever. And vice versa. What more needs to be discussed?"
"Well... I went to look at some apartments today. You know, for us to move into. Maybe. Like, we can't just keep letting things happen. We have to be proactive."
I grinned widely and spun to face my brother, throwing my arms around him excitedly.
"You mean it? You want to move in to a new place together? I didn't think you'd ever leave home."
"Never had a reason before."
I kissed him hard. His hands went to my butt, squeezing gently as he lifted me slightly. My breasts pressed against his chest. I wondered if he could feel my nipples poking him.
"I love you," I whispered.
"Yeah, me too."
I let him push me slowly toward my bed. His hands were everywhere on my body, and mine on his. All of a sudden my legs ran into the side of my bed, but he just kept pushing. I giggled as I fell onto my back and bounced gently on the mattress.
Riley stood over me, looking down at his little sister all sprawled out for him. I wasn't sure what he was going to do, but I knew it would be good. His cock was already forming a tent in his shorts. He wouldn't be able to hold himself back.
"What ya gonna do now?"
The corner of his lips curled upward. He lowered himself slowly until his hands were planted on either side of me. He held himself there for a moment, his breath warm on my face, then moved down. He slowly pushed my shirt up, kissing my tummy as more and more of it was exposed. A shiver ran up my spine and I cooed happily at the physical attention.
Soon my shirt was past my breasts, my hard little nipples bared before my brother. He kissed each of them in turn, then changed directions, heading back to my waist. He tugged at my shorts, pulling them down my legs. I squirmed and wiggled in anticipation, my need growing stronger with every passing second.
"Hold still," Riley said. "Moving around like isn't going to make me go faster."
"I can't help it. I neeeed you."
He gave me a gentle slap on my bare hip, as close as he could get to my butt without rolling me over. I giggled, unable to summon even a token protest at the treatment. He fumbled with my panties, his excitement cutting into his fine motor control. Once they were off, I lay naked below him.
I looked up at my brother lovingly. I wanted to move into a new place with him so badly now that the idea was in my head. I wanted to live with him, and only him. More urgently, though, I wanted him inside me. I felt the need for him like I'd never felt it before. The bond between us seemed stronger than ever. It was stronger. I wasn't just his sister anymore--not even a sister with benefits--but his lover too, just as he was mine.
Riley stood up and started pulling his shirt over his head. I sprang into action and went for his shorts. I was too worked up to wait for him to take them off himself. He grunted in surprise at how quickly I stripped his lower half. I wrapped my fingers around his cock as soon as it was uncovered. It was so hard in my hand.
"Goddamn, Anna...."
I stroked his shaft slowly, looking up at him as I did. His mouth hung partway open, and his eyes flicked back and forth between mine, and the handjob he was getting.
"We could do this anytime we wanted, you know, if we moved out."
"I know."
"And other things."
"I know. It was my idea, remember?"
I grinned. "Yeah, I do."
I licked the tip of his erection, then took a longer lick along the underside of his shaft. He groaned appreciatively. I took the head of his cock in my mouth and stroked the base with my hand. Even though I had my own needs, once I started working on him it was hard to stop.
Riley reached down and grabbed my breasts while I sucked his cock. He fondled and toyed with them, giving extra attention to my nipples. I bobbed my head faster along his length in response.
Suddenly he pushed me away, and I fell back onto the bed. He advanced on me, fully naked, nothing separating our bodies. My heartbeat threatened to tear a hole in my chest as his fully hard erection brushed against my pussy.
"I want you," he said.
"Me too."
"I want to be inside you."
I reached down and grasped his cock, guiding it to my entrance. I slid the tip up and down my wet slit, getting it nicely slick with my juices.
"So do it."
He kissed me, then backed away. "I gotta get a condom first. I'm not getting you pregnant."
I pouted at him. "Do you have to?"
"Yes. I do. Don't look at me like that."
I sighed and watched as he retrieved one of the condoms Dad had given him. I really did enjoy the idea of using them, in a wicked sort of way. It was a petty sort of revenge that he and Mom would hopefully never find out about.
It seemed to take Riley forever to get the condom open and rolled down his shaft. That was probably just the distorted sense of time that came from being so horny. I quickly decided that it wasn't the same with the condom between us as without. His cock was no longer naked as he slid it against my pussy, and even though it shouldn't have made a huge difference, it did. Maybe it was all in my head, but I felt like part of out connection had been severed.
"It's not the same," I said.
"I know, but it's close."
I tried to enjoy it, tried to pretend like it was only Riley's cock I could feel. It was still nice. I was way too turned on to argue with him too much anyway. I wanted him in me, condom or not.
He lined himself up, then looked into my eyes as he pushed forward. I held my breath as my pussy opened up for him and he slowly sank inside. I moaned out loud as the head of his cock slipped in. I clapped a hand over my mouth to muffle myself. Mom was still out there somewhere.
Riley leaned down to suck on my nipple as he rocked back and forth in small movements. He worked his way deeper inside me with his gentle thrusting. Being filled up by my brother was like nothing I'd ever felt before. The love I had for him, the physical sensations, and the thrill of finally having his cock in my pussy all combined into something far bigger and more meaningful than any one of those things by itself.
I put my hands on each side of Riley's head and pulled it up so I could kiss him. I forced my tongue between his lips and explored his mouth. His body pressed down on me, his chest crushing against my hard little nipples. I held him to me, loving the feeling of so much of his bare skin against mine.
He entered me fully on every down stroke. I didn't even care anymore that I was technically feeling the condom and not his cock. The fullness, the warmth, and his love were enough. I was so far beyond any pleasure I'd ever known. I had everything I wanted; I had my brother. He was mine in every way that mattered.
"I love you so much," I whispered into his ear.
Riley grunted acknowledgement and buried his face between my neck and shoulder. He kissed me savagely, nipping at my exposed skin. I dug my nails into his back as he thrust into me harder and harder. I clung to him as he pounded my pussy.
I was in a world all my own. I was barely even conscious of the room around me. All that I could see or feel was my brother. We were connected physically, sexually, and emotionally. I wanted the moment to last forever.
All of a sudden Riley pulled away from me. I almost cried as he left me, his cock withdrawing from my pussy. I looked at him in confusion and hurt. I didn't understand what had happened.
"Fuck this," he muttered.
I opened my mouth to protest, but realized just in time that he wasn't speaking to me. He was fumbling with the condom on his erection, peeling it off. I didn't think he could have cum yet, but he was removing it anyway.
"Riley?"
He gave me a crooked smile as he managed to rid himself of his rubber sheath.
"I give up. It really isn't the same with it on."
I smiled back as he returned to me. He slipped back inside me as though it was the most natural thing in the world. I was glad he'd changed his mind; feeling his naked cock in me made everything just that much more real and intense. I could only imagine how much better it felt for him.
His strokes were longer and smoother than before. He seemed intent on experiencing every possible sensation that his new freedom allowed. I whimpered in pleasure every time he bottomed out in me. It was all just too much for me to handle. It felt too good.
I came explosively. One second it was still building, and the next it was tearing through me. I heard myself scream, only for an instant before Riley's mouth was on mine, muffling any sound I could to make. I moaned and writhed as he kept fucking me, sending small aftershocks through my pleasure-filled body.
I squeezed my pussy involuntarily with each spasm of my muscles. The increased tightness had its effect on my brother. His breathing was becoming laboured and his movements held more urgency than before. He was getting close.
Riley pounded my pussy hard, becoming increasingly desperate for his release. I kissed his lips and neck, and continued massaging his cock with my pussy muscles. I didn't care that he was inside me and that it wasn't safe; I wanted him to cum.
"Do it, Ri. Do it."
He grunted in response. He was too focused to do much else. I could see in his eyes that he was right on the brink.
He pushed himself away. I felt his cock slip free, and I experienced the pang of being emptied a second time. I didn't get the chance to be any more disappointed than that as I almost immediately felt a splash of hot liquid on my tummy. Riley stroked his cock with his hand as his cum shot out, letting it land on my bare skin. I sighed contentedly and stretched out, leaving my tummy exposed as a target for him.
Riley flopped down onto the bed next to me, his energy spent. His cum slowly cooled on my skin. I left it alone, enjoying the feel of it in the afterglow.
"Almost though you were gonna cum in me," I said.
"Thought about it. Would have been a bad idea."
"Yeah, but I don't think I would have minded. The idea of you getting me pregnant... it's kind of exciting."
Riley rolled his eyes and threw an arm around me dragging me into his embrace. I giggled and allowed myself to be enfolded protectively.
"You're always looking for more, aren't you? You should try just enjoying what you have. Baby steps, Anna." He paused. "Or maybe that's a bad choice of words."
"That's okay, I'm not really ready for something like that anyway." Although, now that the idea was in my head.... "So when do you think we could move into our own place? How long would that take?"
He shrugged. "Beats me. I've never done it before."
"But just think, we'd be able to do whatever we wanted. We wouldn't even have to be quiet. And it probably wouldn't even be that hard to find a place. We'd have to figure out a story to tell Mom and Dad though I guess. But it--"
Riley quieted me by tilting my mouth toward his and kissing me. My words quickly died away.
"Hush, Anna. Try to just enjoy the moment, would you?"
I nodded. "'Kay."
Even as we lapsed into silence, my mind whirled. Plans were already forming, being strung together in my head from whims and fantasies. I didn't care what Riley said; I was fully capable of enjoying the moment while also thinking of the future. Going slowly just wasn't my thing, and I knew he understood that.
Either way, whether we proceeded carefully or recklessly, things were going to be amazing. My brother loved me, and I was happy. Everything else would work itself out.
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I watched Becky surreptitiously from over the top of my book. My older sister wasn't paying any attention to me; she had her headphones on and was busily tapping away at the keyboard on her computer. She was so used to me hanging out in her room with her that I felt like she didn't even register my presence half the time.
Becky's room hadn't initially been a bedroom, and had only been converted when our parents decided we were getting too old to share one anymore. I'd been distraught at the time of the move. I'd loved sharing a room with my big sis, though I understood that she wasn't quite as enamored with the arrangement. Everyone needs a little privacy now and then when going through their teenage years.
Even though I was eighteen now, I still felt like an awestruck little girl around Becky sometimes. She must have understood that on some level. I told her I liked to hang out in her room because it was bigger and nicer than mine, which was not entirely a lie. On the surface she appeared to accept that excuse, but I was sure she knew better.
I squirmed a little deeper into the beanbag chair I was occupying and tried to go back to my book. My sister was beautiful, in my opinion, but that didn't adequately explain why I sometimes got hypnotized by her. She wasn't even doing anything interesting, but I felt like I could have stared at her all evening without getting bored.
"Hey Allie?"
I startled slightly at being addressed. I'd been lost inside my head and unprepared for any interaction.
"Yeah?"
"Does 'sequitur' have an 'e' or an 'o' at the end?"
I thought for a second. "Pretty sure it's a 'u.'"
"Oh, yeah. That looks right. Thanks."
Becky went back to typing, but now that I'd had her attention for a moment, I was loathe to part with it.
"You working on something for a class?" I asked.
"Yeah. Got a paper due soon. It's pretty important. Like, ten percent of my grade for the class, or something like that."
"What's the topic?"
"Nosy sisters. I figured I should write what I know."
Becky's tone was light, more teasing than annoyed, so I didn't mind the rebuke. I decided to drop the subject anyway. She was busy and clearly wanted to get work done more than she wanted to banter with me.
A few minutes later, our older brother Mike walked in. He gave me a funny look when he saw me, which I thought was weird because he should have been used to me being in Becky's room.
"Hey Mike," Becky greeted him over her shoulder.
"Hey. You got a minute? There's something I want to ask you."
"What is it?"
Mike glanced at me again. "I mean, like, privately."
I rolled my eyes. "Thanks for making me feel wanted," I grumbled.
Becky twisted around in her chair. "Don't worry, Allie. You were here first." She turned to Mike. "If you want to ask me something, do it. Otherwise it can wait 'til later."
I frowned at the emphasis she put on 'later.' It kind of sounded like the two of them knew something I didn't and needed to discuss it when I wasn't around. I got that impression around them just frequently enough to find it irritating.
"Alright, fine, I'll wait," Mike said after considering his options. "I don't know why you two are always hanging out together. You have your own rooms and everything."
"Becky's is way bigger," I said automatically.
"It's not like you need much space," Mike teased. "You're only little."
He ruffled my hair in a pseudo-affectionate manner. He just wanted to make me straighten it out again. I did my best to ignore him until he'd left the room.
"Why's he gotta be a jerk like that?" I said once Mike was gone.
I ran my fingers through my hair in an attempt to restore order. I had no way of knowing how successful I was. Becky smiled at my distress, then took pity on me. She stood up and grabbed her hairbrush from her dresser before walking over to me. I dropped my hands to my lap as she knelt behind me.
"He only picks on you 'cause he gets a reaction, you know."
"I know."
Becky smoothed my hair with her hand before gently running her brush through it. I relaxed and let her mother me. It felt kind of nice; nice enough that I almost felt thankful toward Mike instead of annoyed. Almost.
"He doesn't have to make it so obvious that he likes you better than me," I said, determined to find fault in my brother's behaviour.
"That's a little hypocritical."
I frowned. "What?"
"Allie, how much time do you spend hanging out in my room?"
"I-"
"Have you spent even half as much time with Mike as with me lately?"
"But... I..." I gave up and shook my head. "No."
"Didn't think so."
"But we're sisters. It's different. Isn't it?"
I squeaked as Becky's brush caught a tangle in my hair.
"Sorry," she said, stroking the affected spot tenderly with her hand. "And yes, I guess it is different. Still, you can't blame him for being a little jealous. How would you feel if he was the one always in here instead of you?"
I didn't have a response to that. I'd never considered that Mike could be jealous of me, especially in regard to our mutual relationships with Becky. I still wasn't sure I believed it, but I clearly wasn't going to win the argument either way.
"So what did he want to ask you about?" I said instead.
"How would I know?"
"I don't know, but you seemed like you knew. It was pretty much just like you didn't want to say anything in front of me."
I felt a small pang of self-pity. I hadn't meant my words to sound as pathetic as they did.
Becky was silent for a moment, long enough that I thought she wasn't going to answer. She was still brushing my hair in long, smooth strokes, even though it must have been fixed by then.
"He's been having girl troubles," Becky said at last. "I assumed that's what it was about. Nothing he'd want to talk about in front of you. I wasn't about to kick you out though. You were here first."
"Oh. Well... thanks." I considered the matter briefly. "Is he really having girl trouble? I haven't heard anything about that."
"No reason you would have."
"I... no, I guess there isn't."
Becky kissed the top of my head, then stood up. She dropped the brush back on the dresser before turning to her computer. She hesitated for a moment, went to her bed instead and lay down with a groan.
"I don't feel like going back to work," she said.
"'Kay. You wanna do something else?"
"Um... I dunno. Maybe. I'm just going to feel guilty if I don't write a little more tonight though."
I got up and went over to sit beside her on the bed. Her eyes were closed and her lips slightly open, making it look almost like she was asleep. I admired the lines of her face for a moment, taking the opportunity while she wasn't looking. My sister's features held a certain fascination for me. It was hard not to stare sometimes.
I reached out and gently stroked her hair, mirroring the way she'd smoothed mine. Her lips twitched into a faint smile at the contact.
"I don't look that sad, do I?" she asked.
"No, not really. Just thought it might help."
"How 'bout a back rub instead? You know, as long as you're feeling helpful."
Becky rolled over without waiting for an answer. I adjusted my position so I could comfortably reach her back with both hands. I started off lightly rubbing one of them up and down her spine. She made an appreciative noise, and I felt some of the tension leave her muscles right away. She'd probably just needed an excuse to relax and not worry about her paper for a while.
I gradually built up to using a little more pressure, massaging any areas that felt tight. I wasn't an expert by any means, but Becky's soft moans when I hit the right spot made it easy enough to figure things out.
"Mmm, that feels nice," Becky said. "I shoulda been getting you to do this more often."
I felt myself blush a little. "I wouldn't mind. You know, if you want me to."
She chuckled softly to herself. "I should start charging you a back rub tax for hanging out in here."
I was okay with that idea. I was really getting into the task and I couldn't see any problem with doing it again in the future. It was oddly mesmerizing watching my hands glide across my sister's back and feeling the slow rise and fall of her breathing under my palms.
Becky's shirt had gotten pulled up slightly as I rubbed her, exposing part of her lower back. I'd avoided the bare skin at first, but it looked so inviting. I let my hands drift lower, brushing across the gap between her shirt and pants. Somehow, without consciously deciding to so, I let my fingers slide under the hem of her shirt. It was an instant improvement. Her bare skin was softer and smoother to my touch, and didn't move around the way her shirt did.
"I think you've got the right idea."
Becky's voice startled me. I'd zoned out, focusing on the small expanse of naked flesh that was my play area. I was glad she couldn't see my face, because I was sure it was bright red. I didn't know what it was about my sister that caused such weird experiences for me at times.
Before I could react, she levered herself up onto her knees and pulled her shirt over her head in one swift movement. Without missing a beat, she unhooked her bra and tossed that aside as well before lying back down. I shouldn't have been too surprised since my sister didn't tend to be shy around me, but even after all the years growing up together somehow it wasn't quite as meaningless to me as it was to her. I couldn't help locking my gaze on the side of her breast that was barely visible in her prone position. I didn't know why I even cared-breasts were just breasts-but I did.
"Something wrong?"
"What? Uh... no. Nothing's wrong."
I replaced my hands on Becky's back, biting my lip as the warmth of her skin spread up through my fingers. I wished I could be as cool as her about some things. I felt like such a prude, like I placed far too much emphasis on nudity when clearly it wasn't a big deal in this case. We were sisters; it was fine. Obviously it was fine. Why would it not be?
"You ever feel like you stress out too much over something that's not worth it?" Becky asked.
"Yeah."
"I guess everyone probably does, come to think of it."
"Mm-hm."
Becky let out a low moan as I hit a tight spot that I'd missed before. The sound caused strange feelings inside me. I was getting all confused and uncertain. I liked being able to make her feel good, but the vague, nonspecific worries were starting to build up too much for me.
"Hey, so, um... I should, maybe, grab a shower before bed," I said, grabbing the first excuse to leave that popped into my head.
"Oh, yeah, sure. Sorry, didn't mean to keep you stuck here. I was enjoying myself though."
She flashed me a smile over her shoulder. I returned it as best I could, though my attempt felt weak. I needed to get out of there before my nervousness became any more apparent.
I left the room as quickly as I could without appearing like I was desperate to get out. I was trembling and I couldn't seem to stop. The shower I'd used as pretext started to look like an actually good option. Even if my shivering had nothing to do with being cold, the promised warmth of the water was alluring.
I gave in to my nascent desire and headed for the bathroom. I turned on the shower to let the water heat up, then stripped out of my clothes. Once I was fully naked, I stopped for a moment and examined myself in the mirror.
Physically, I resembled Becky quite a lot; we had the same builds, and our hair was the same colour. However, I felt like my body wasn't quite as developed as hers, like I was stuck being a girl while she gracefully transitioned into womanhood. Maybe that was what had bothered me about her toplessness. I cupped my hands under my breasts and lifted them slightly. I tried to think back and remember if there'd been any hint of jealousy in my reaction to the brief flash I'd gotten. That would have helped explain things, at least.
I eventually turned away from the mirror in frustration. I didn't know what was the matter with me, and staring at myself wasn't helping. Stepping into the shower provided a much quicker, more tangible result. The warm cascade of water on my skin had a cleansing effect; both literally and figuratively. Standing with my eyes closed and letting the water embrace me took my mind off of my troubles far more effectively than analyzing them had.
I slowly rotated in the shower so the water would hit all sides of my body. I lost myself in the moment, concerning myself solely with the pleasure of the heat sinking into my skin. For a few minutes, I was able to forget the world outside the bathroom door.
My thoughts gradually returned to Becky, though in more of a detached way this time. The way she'd smoothly removed her shirt was so clear in my mind that it like I was still there. I could see every soft curve of her skin as it was exposed. I played the scene out over and over. It seemed retroactively obvious to me that I'd overreacted to something. My sister was beautiful; there was no harm in appreciating that.
Emotional balance restored, I began washing myself instead of continuing to let the shower rinse me down. I noted that my nipples seemed more sensitive than usual and I toyed with them briefly, enjoying the way they hardened at my touch. At that point I had to admit that I was kind of horny. I let one of my hands slip lower down my body to my pussy. I cupped my mound, gasping at the thrill that shot through my clit from such limited stimulation.
Clearly I'd become more worked up than I'd realized. I wondered if that had something to do with my earlier weirdness. Being around Becky while she was topless could certainly have been construed as a somewhat sexual experience, or at least my body could have been tricked into thinking so. The strangest things could turn me on sometimes, although this was stranger than most. She was my sister; thinking about her that way was pretty messed up. At least I knew it hadn't been anything conscious and, in all likelihood, was nothing more than a brief moment of confusion.
Whatever the case, my pussy was demanding attention. I rubbed my slit, teasing myself a little before getting down to some serious self-fingering. It was impossible to tell how much of the wetness was my own and how much was water from the shower, but I knew I was contributing a fair amount. Maybe it had just been too long since my last release; that seemed to be the message I was getting.
I traced circles around my clit, brushing it with my fingertip rather than rubbing it directly. I needed to work up to that. Small jolts of pleasure radiated outward when I made contact in just the right way. I bit my lip to avoid moaning out loud. Even though I had my privacy, the bathroom was hardly sound-proof.
As I continued to rub my pussy with one hand, I used the other to play with my nipples. They got so sensitive sometimes that I felt like I could get myself halfway to orgasm solely by touching them. This was one of those times. My clit and nipples seemed to be connected, with any surge of pleasure from the one traveling directly to the others.
In my mind's eye, I saw images of Becky over and over again. Her topless form dominated my brain, my imagination filling in the details I hadn't seen. I was too far gone to care about how messed up that was. She was simply the most recent sexual stimulus I'd had and I was seizing on it involuntarily. I could make peace with it later.
As I neared the end, I grabbed the shower head and fumbled it off its mount. I pressed the spray of water to my pussy, maneuvering one of the jets directly onto my clit. I gasped and clutched at the shower curtain, nearly tearing it down as I struggled for balance. Even though the sensation was exactly what I'd been looking for, it still overwhelmed me.
I managed to hold the shower head steady and let it do its job. The extra stimulation built my orgasm even more furiously. I leaned against the wall and clap a hand over my mouth as an explosion of pleasure rocked my body and threatened to send crashing to the floor. It was intense enough that I had to drop my 'toy' and relieve my pussy from the constant jets of water. It was just too much.
I had to slump down into almost a sitting position as my legs gave out on me. It had been a long time since I'd had an orgasm that wiped me out like that. I must have been in just the right mood for it; the stars aligning kind of thing. I didn't think I'd be able to recreate it easily.
Slowly, shakily, I got out of the shower and dried myself off. I was exhausted and kind of just felt like going to bed. I wrapped my towel around me and walked out into the hallway. I decided I should go see Becky before crashing for the night, if only to reassure myself that my need for release had been the only thing causing weirdness for me earlier. Now that I was calmed down I couldn't imagine ever looking twice at my sister's boobs. It all seemed so silly in retrospect.
Becky wasn't in her room. Her door was open and the light off, but I peeked in anyway just be sure. It was a little disappointing not to find her, but there wasn't much I could do about it since I wasn't in the mood to go searching the house for her. I shrugged and started back to my room. I could talk to her in the morning if I still felt the need.
I paused as I heard a faint noise. It sounded like Becky's giggle, but I couldn't tell where it had come from. I waited silently, straining my ears for any other sounds. Just as I was about to give up, another giggle followed the first. This time I got a sense of its direction. It sounded like it had come from Mike's room.
I padded down the hallway to my brother's door. I felt a little uncomfortable going to his room with only a towel on. Somehow, it made me feel much more nervous than approaching my sister's room similarly attired. They were both my siblings, but, well, it was different.
There were sounds of movement from behind the closed door. I didn't hear any talking, although that didn't necessarily mean anything. Becky may or may not have been in there with Mike; I had no way of knowing. It was none of my business if they wanted to have a private conversation anyway. I certainly wouldn't want Mike snooping around when I had something important to discuss with Becky.
Despite wanting to give my siblings their privacy, if indeed that was what they were looking for, I lingered for a moment. The next sound I heard was confusing. It sounded almost like a moan, but that didn't make any sense to me. I pressed my ear up against the door so I could listen better. There was a long period of silence, long enough that I began to get anxious about eavesdropping, knowing that it would be all to easy to get caught. Then I heard the same noise as before, this time slightly clearer. It was definitely a moan of pleasure, and I could swear it came from Becky.
I backed away from the door, suddenly unsure of myself. I was so confused, and curious, and nervous all at once. I was still standing in the middle of the hallway with my damp hair and only a towel wrapped around me. Whatever was going on in Mike's room, I probably should have just left it alone. I didn't even want to contemplate how embarrassing it would be for someone to stumble on me snooping dressed the way I was.
I couldn't help myself though. I couldn't help the wild speculatory images flashing around the edges of my mind. I had to know what was going on. My hand lifted toward the door to knock and announce my presence.
At the last second I went for the door knob instead. Slowly, carefully, I turned it. I didn't know what the hell I was doing. Trying to stealthily enter an occupied room just wouldn't work. It couldn't possibly. And yet, as I cracked the door ever so slightly, there was no sign of me having been noticed. The only sound that greeted my ears was another soft moan from my sister.



The reason for Becky's pleasure was immediately apparent to me as I pressed my eye to the faint line of light between the door and frame. Once again she was topless, or perhaps less clothed even than that, a fact that stopped my breathing instantly upon my realization. The rest of the scene pierced my brain in stages. Mike was there too, lying underneath Becky. Neither of them seemed to have any clothes on at all. Becky was straddling him and...
I clamped a hand over my mouth as I put it all together. It felt impossible, like a sick dream, but it wasn't. It was real. My brother and sister were having sex.
I pulled my face away from the door, my breathlessness having changed hyperventilation. My heart pounded painfully in my chest as I tried to regain control of my body. My hands shook uncontrollably and my legs only barely held me upright. I had no idea how to process what I'd just seen. I was lost and adrift in a sea of uncertainty.
For several long moments I stood unmoving, seeing nothing and hearing only the soft, barely audible sounds of sex floating into the hallway. I didn't want to look again; I would have much preferred to leave and wipe the memory from my mind and not have to deal with it anymore. There was no way that was happening though. Despite the circumstances, curiousity was still a more powerful force than any other in my mind.
I carefully repositioned myself to peer through the crack in the doorway. The scene remained much the same as it had moments ago. Becky was still gloriously naked and grinding away on top of Mike. His hands were all over her, sliding indiscriminately from her butt to her boobs and back down to her tummy as he saw fit. It was the way he touched her that really pushed the realization to the front of my mind. What I felt wasn't disgust, or anger, or a sense of moral indignation; I was jealous. Utterly, insanely jealous.
Once the mental walls started coming down, I was subjected to a torrent of memories. There had been plenty of times that I'd seen Becky in various states of undress, or had weird dreams about her, or just the occasional fleeting fantasy. Masturbating in the shower hadn't been the first time I'd thought about my sister that way, not even close. I'd always been able to repress my feelings, to hide them from myself. The truth had been waiting, lurking inside of me, perhaps for years. Watching her grind on Mike destroyed all my defenses and left me with the sensation, the knowledge, that I wanted it to be me instead.
It wasn't fair. It wasn't fair at all. I was finally facing an important truth about my desires, and it had to come simultaneously with the fact that said desires could never be anything more than wishes. Maybe I'd never had a chance anyway; I'd never been given the slightest hint that Becky liked girls that way, let alone her little sister. Either way, it was crushing to have my pre-emptive failure rubbed in my face.
As if all of that wasn't bad enough, I actually found myself getting turned on as I watched. Freakishly jealous and emotionally crushed as I was, the object of my latent desires was right in front of me, naked and sexual. That my brother was there too didn't seem to matter to certain parts of my body.
I shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the faint tingling of my pussy. It was tempting to touch myself a little, even though the thought was also kind of horrifying. I needed to get a grip. Actually, I probably just needed to stop watching. Becky's lithe, sensual curves were enticing, her movements hypnotizing, and I couldn't bring myself to look away. My clit twinged in apparent protest at its neglect.
Suddenly Becky looked up. I'd pressed my luck for too long. One of them had been bound to notice something amiss eventually. Her brow creased into a frown as she looked straight at me. I scooted to the side, away from the crack in the doorway. I had no idea if I'd been spotted, or if my sister had only noticed the door being unexpectedly ajar. It didn't matter. I had to get out of there. I sprinted back down the hallway to my room as fast as I possibly could without making any noise. I didn't hear any sounds behind me, though I didn't dare look back to make sure I'd gotten away clean.
I stopped in my mad dash just long enough to close the door to my room behind me, then flopped onto my bed. I grabbed one of my pillows and clutched it tightly to me, burying my face in it as though it would protect me. My heart pounded at the thought that any minute I might hear angry knocking, that Becky or Mike would have followed me, that they knew what I'd seen. The seconds passed in silence, however, and I was able to eventually calm down a little.
Once my breathing had slowed and my chest no longer felt like it was going to explode, I released my death grip on my pillow and tried to organize my thoughts. It wasn't any use, there was just too much going on in my head. I was still wearing my towel, though it had come loose. I pulled it the rest of the way off and burrowed myself naked under my covers. I hoped I'd be able to sleep, because the prospect of staying up all night thinking terrified me.
****
The next thing I knew, it was morning. Despite my head full of troubles, I'd managed to fall asleep after all. I frowned and tried to remember how long I'd been up tossing and turning, but it was all kind of a blur. The important parts were still there; the image of Becky and Mike naked together... that was probably etched permanently in my brain.
I thought about getting up. The sunlight was flooding in my window, and I heard the sounds of other people in the house. I didn't want to check the time, as though by not knowing for sure what it was, it somehow wouldn't affect me. I sighed and rolled over, closing my eyes firmly and wishing myself back into sleep. It didn't work, but my bed was warm and comfortable, and I was content just to lie there for a while.
I didn't react when someone tapped softly at my door. I thought about telling them to go away, but even that was too much effort for me. I had hopes that if I stayed perfectly still for long enough, the world would evaporate around me and leave me to my warm oblivion.
"Allie?"
I cringed as Becky's voice came through the door. A second later, I heard it open and my sister walk in. I feigned sleep as best I could, hoping it would be enough to fool her.
"Allie, you gotta get up. You can't sleep all day."
Becky stepped closer to my bed. The mattress sagged slightly as she sat down next to me and put a hand on my shoulder. She shook me gently, trying to wake me up. I stubbornly refused to move.
"I know you're awake. If you're faking being sick, you still have to at least answer me."
"M'not sick," I mumbled, finally relenting. "Jus' don't wanna get up."
"Any particular reason why?"
"No. Just don't."
Becky sighed and let her hand drift down to rub my back a little. It felt nice, but also kind of made me want to flinch away. My conflicting feelings from the previous night were still all too present.
"You seemed fine last night. I don't understand what could have changed between now and then."
Everything. Everything had changed. If only I had a way to convey that without actually going into details. I wasn't ready for that conversation. Maybe I never would be.
"I just... I found something out I wish I hadn't. I don't really wanna talk about it."
Becky's hand froze in place and she didn't respond to me for a few seconds. Cautiously, I cracked one eye open and shifted my head a little. She wasn't moving or even looking at me. She was staring out the window into the distance, and I suspected she wasn't even looking at anything in particular.
"You did see us, didn't you?" she said softly.
"What?"
"Last night. I hoped... I hoped I'd just left the door open accidentally, but I didn't, did I?"
I briefly considered denying everything. Maybe she would even have believed the lie. Maybe. I couldn't do that though, not when I knew it would haunt me for the foreseeable future if we didn't get it all out now.
"No, you didn't leave the door open."
Becky jerked away from me, her expression collapsing from detached neutrality to abject regret.
"Oh god, I'm sorry Allie. I... shit, I'm sorry."
She turned away from me and covered her face with her hands. Her breathing was shaky, seemingly on the verge of sobbing. I didn't understand what just happened. I was the one who'd been snooping.
"It's okay," I said.
I sat up and reached out to put my hand on her shoulder. She flinched at the contact, but didn't try to push me away.
"I never meant for you to find out. Not like that. Especially not like that. Fuck, it's no wonder you didn't want to get up this morning."
"I... well, yeah. But come on, we can talk about it. Or something."
I found myself in the bizarre situation of trying to reassure my sister, when only moments before I'd still been completely unable to deal with everything myself. Somehow, seeing her need for comfort made it easier to push my own feelings to the background.
Becky smiled weakly, then looked away again. I realized belatedly that my blanket had fallen away, and that I was naked underneath. I felt kind of stupid for contributing unnecessarily to the awkwardness.
"I'd understand if you hate me. Me and Mike. I mean, I hope you can get over it, but I know-"
"I don't hate you," I said firmly. "I could never hate you."
"Okay, maybe that was the wrong word for it. But, like, we're the reason you didn't want to get out of bed today, right? You're obviously upset."
I shrugged. "I kind of am. Just... not the way you think."
My voice trailed off until the last word was little more than a whisper. Becky's face registered confusion.
"What do you mean? You're not making any sense. I... I want to help, if I can. I want to make things right."
I smiled humourlessly. "I don't think you can in this case."
"Well at least let me try. Just talk to me. Please?"
Just talk to her. Right. What was I supposed to say? How could I explain how I felt about her when I didn't even fully understand it myself. She looked at me so pitifully, so full of need to make things okay between us. I got lost in her eyes for a moment, staring into those round pools of emotion. I was struck once again by just beautiful she was to me. I hated to see her as anything but happy.
"Allie, please," she said when I remained silent. "Just talk to me."
My attention was drawn from her eyes to her lips. They had taken on a slight pout, which only increased my interest in them. She wanted me to communicate my feelings? I could do that. I knew exactly how to get everything across that I needed to. Of course, she might just be the one to hate me afterward.
"Allie..." she pleaded.
I gave in. My self-restraint vanished in an instant and I darted forward, completely surprising my sister. I pressed my lips firmly to hers, giving her no room to misinterpret my action. She was frozen at first, clearly unsure of what was happening. Even when I felt her relax a little, she didn't immediately pull away. Her hand went to my bare shoulder, but only rested there instead of trying to put space between us.
I was the one who finally broke the kiss, which I hadn't expected. Then again, I had no idea what I'd expected. I hadn't had a chance to think through any of the possible scenarios or repercussions before acting. All I knew was that Becky shouldn't have been nearly so calm about the whole thing.
"So that's it, is it?" she said softly.
"Um... yeah. I guess."
I blushed and looked away. My naked torso seemed even more exposed than it had a moment ago. I resisted the urge to cover myself since at that point it would have been both pointless and more embarrassing than pretending not to care. Besides, shouldn't I want her to look? Arguably, any interest she showed could be construed as a good sign.
The silence dragged on for far too long. It was probably only a few seconds in reality, but in my mind it felt like so much longer. I couldn't stand not knowing what she was thinking.
"Do you hate me now?" I blurted.
The smile she gave me, while slightly patronizing, was somehow reassuring all on its own.
"Of course not. No more than you hate me for... you know."
I bit my lip and tried not to show my irritation. I didn't want her bringing up her and Mike, not when the conversation was supposed to be about her and me. That was kind of selfish, but it was how I felt.
Becky raised her hand to my cheek, moving slowly to give me the opportunity to stop her if I wanted to. I remained still, letting my eyes half-close as her fingers brushed my skin ever so gently. She pushed my hair back behind my ear for me before letting her hand fall back down to her leg. I missed her touch as soon as it was gone.
"I can see your boobies," she said, a soft hint of teasing in her voice.
"I know. I... kinda saw yours yesterday too."
"In hindsight, I guess that wasn't very fair of me, was it?"
I shrugged. "It's not like you could have known. Even I didn't really know."
She arched an eyebrow. "Really? So you... like, last night..."
"I figured some things out. Kinda wish I hadn't, in some ways."
I hugged my knees to my chest, which had the unintended side-effect of covering my breasts somewhat. I desperately wanted some sign from my sister that she felt the same sort of things for me as I did for her. It seemed unlikely that I'd get my wish.
"It's never a bad thing to learn things about yourself," she said. "It's better than the confusion you have to deal with otherwise. Believe it or not, I'm glad you didn't hide it from me."
I hugged my legs more firmly, resting my chin on my knee.
"But you don't feel that way about me," I said, knowing that the words were coming.
"Allie, don't think about it that way." She reached for me again, and this time I did flinch away. She sighed and lowered her hand. "It's complicated. You know it's complicated."
"No it's not. You like Mike better. It's not that complicated."
I was fighting tears. It wasn't a battle I could win, only one I could delay. I needed to get Becky out of my room before I broke down completely.
"Why is it always a competition with you two?" She gave me a crooked grin. "I mean, I don't mind being the centre of attention, but-" Becky broke off as she realized that joking wasn't going to help. I could barely even look at her. "I don't like him better, Allie. You must know that. I love both of you."
"Yeah, but... just..." I shook my head and tried to blink away the water gathering in my eyes. It wasn't working. "I just need to think. Okay?"
"Are you sure? I can stay home today and we can talk this all out."
"No, that... that wouldn't help. I need a little space. Please?"
I tried to fake a confident smile. Becky clearly didn't buy it, but she also didn't press the issue.
"Okay. We'll talk tonight. Promise me you won't avoid me?"
I opened my mouth, then closed it. I felt a sob rising instead of words. I nodded tightly, then turned my head away.
"I'll tell Mom you aren't feeling well," Becky said. "Do with that what you will."
I felt her hand on my shoulder for just a second as she stood, giving me a last reassuring squeeze before leaving.
I lasted maybe thirty seconds after Becky left before I started crying. I took some small comfort from knowing that at least she was out of earshot, but otherwise I mostly just hated myself for my weakness. I should have been able to hold myself together better than that. I'd known she wasn't going to return my feelings before our discussion, it wasn't like that was a surprise to me. It hurt. It hurt more than I could handle, and the only person who could have helped was exactly the person who couldn't. It just wasn't fair.
****
I moped around the house for most of the day. Whatever Becky told Mom must have been convincing because I didn't get any prying questions about my staying home from school. I didn't know if being on my own with nothing to distract me from my thoughts was good for me, but I didn't have the motivation for anything else. I hoped I'd be okay next time I talked to my sister.
I found myself gravitating toward Becky's room a couple times during the day. Somehow it felt less lonely than the rest of the house. It was like I was so used to her presence in the room that I could still feel her there even when she wasn't. The feeling was even stronger when I lay in her bed because the sheets held her unique scent. If I closed my eyes, it was easy to imagine her lying right next to me.
Pity party aside, I didn't get as much thinking done during the day as I expected to. I'd hoped to have my emotions sorted out a little by the time everyone got home, but that didn't happen. Between falling asleep in Becky's bed for a few hours and spending the rest of the day trying to stay away from my more depressing thoughts, no real progress was made.
I was sitting on the couch in the living room when Mike got home. I was zoned out and mindlessly watching some Netflix, so I didn't even register his presence in the house until he actually walked into the room.
"Hey, Allie. Feeling better?"
I glanced at him for a second, then back to the tv.
"Yeah, I guess."
"Becky seemed worried about you this morning, but you don't look that sick."
I shrugged noncommittally. Mike seemed determined to press the issue.
"Look," he said. "I don't care if you're faking or whatever, but she was really concerned about you."
I knew she was, but it was hardly for any of the reasons Mike might suspect. I really didn't want to get into the details with him.
"I'm fine now. I'll talk to her when she gets back."
"Well... okay. Good. I guess." He sighed. "I'll let you get back to your show."
I nodded absently. Despite Mike's last statement, he didn't go anywhere. He just kind of stood there, leaning against the wall. I got the feeling he was watching me, although it was more likely he was just watching my show with me. He may even have been following it more intently than me. Unlike me, he probably had the mental capacity for it.
"I thought you were leaving," I said.
"Am I bothering you?"
"No, just... you're just standing there. It's weird."
"Aw, I'm sorry. I wouldn't want to do anything 'weird.'" Unlike his previous, almost sympathetic tone, I now detected a more familiar hint of teasing. "Would it make you feel better if I sat down with you?"
"No. Just do whatever. I don't care."
It was too late; Mike had decided he could amuse himself at my expense. I should have known better than to say anything.
"I'd hate for you to have to sit here all alone. It must have been terrible being by yourself all day."
I rolled my eyes as Mike sat down heavily right next to me. He put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me against him. I knew better than to fight it, he was too much stronger than me for it to do any good.
"Are you done?"
"Done? Done with what?"
"Being a pain."
Mike grinned and mussed up my hair 'affectionately.' I gritted my teeth and pretended like I didn't care.
"You know you love me," he said.
"Says who?"
"I'm your brother. You have to."
"Is that so?"
"Hey, I didn't make the rules. It's just one of those things about being a sibling."
"Is that how you justify it?" I muttered.
He gave me a weird look. "Justify what?"
"Nothing."
Mike kept staring at me for a moment. I watched him out of the corner of my eye until he finally looked back at the tv.
"You're being kinda weird today."
"Yeah, well... your face is weird."
"Your mom's weird," he shot back instantly.
I couldn't help giggling at the retort. My brother had his moments.
"Okay, maybe I love you," I conceded. "But only because I have to."



"Likewise."
Mike mussed up my hair again. Maybe it was just the fact that it was already a mess, but the action genuinely didn't bother me this time.
My brother's arm was still around me as we sat together. I would have thought he'd pull away as soon as he was done picking on me, but he didn't. Strangely, I didn't feel the need to either. After the past twenty-four hours I'd been through, a little cuddling felt kind of nice. That's what it was, I supposed; cuddling. What else could I call it?
I gave in to my bizarre desire and leaned my head on Mike's shoulder. He glanced at me for a second, but said nothing.
"Mike?"
"Yeah?"
"What about Becky?"
There was a long pause.
"I don't know. What about her?"
"Do you love her too?"
"Well... yeah. Obviously."
"Because you have to? Like me?"
He paused again. I didn't look at him.
"You're being weird, Allie."
"That's not an answer."
"I didn't think your question merited one."
I frowned at him, but he just looked back at me with a slightly raised eyebrow, daring me to challenge his assertion. I backed down first and settled back in against him. It was a disconcertingly comfortable position. I couldn't stop my thoughts, however, and was unable to remain silent for long.
"Do you love her more than me?" I asked in a quiet voice.
Mike took so long to respond that I started to think he hadn't heard me.
"Do you really want an answer to that?"
I didn't need an answer; I already knew he did. Mostly I wanted to see if he'd admit to it.
"Yes," I said.
"Allie... goddamn it." He sighed. "Do you?"
"I asked you first."
Again there was a long pause. "We're fucking terrible siblings, you know that?"
"We're not that bad. We could actively hate each other instead of just fighting over Becky sometimes."
"That's true. That's actually a really good point. All things considered, you're not a bad sister. You know, mostly."
"Gee, thanks."
Mike chuckled softly. He squeezed me a little tighter for a second, then smoothed down my hair with his fingers. Once he was done, he leaned over and just barely brushed his lips against my head. It was a weird gesture coming from him, but I must have been in a weird mood too because it actually felt pretty nice.
****
I felt a little awkward going to Becky's room that evening, but I couldn't stay away; I needed to see her. Some small, stupid little part of me hoped that I'd realize that I'd been wrong, and that my feelings for her were much simpler than I thought. Maybe I'd just had a weird reaction to seeing her and Mike together, and I didn't really feel any romantic things for her at all.
All of that went out the window as soon as I stepped into Becky's doorway. She was at her computer, facing away from me, but even the view of the back of her head was enough to set off butterflies in my tummy. How could I even pretend that I wasn't in love with her? She made me feel things that no one else could; she always had. It had just taken me a while to figure that out.
"Oh, hey Allie."
Becky turned toward me slightly, glancing over her shoulder as she heard me approach. My giddiness only got worse as her eyes met mine. I took a deep breath and tried to stay calm.
"Hey. You told me not to avoid you, so... I'm not."
I shrugged, embarrassed at not having been able to come up with anything better to say. Becky smiled, clearly not minding my lack of eloquence as much as I did.
"Well I'm glad you didn't. We don't even have to talk about... you know, what we were earlier. Not if you don't want to."
I nodded gratefully. "Maybe that'd be best."
I slumped down into Becky's bed as she turned back to her computer. It was a nice thought, not having to ever talk about that stuff ever again, but I didn't think it was likely to work out. I couldn't repress my feelings, no matter how much I wished I could.
"Becky?"
"Yeah?"
"Did you... are you... does Mike know I saw you two? Or... any of that?"
She turned back to me. She chewed on her bottom lip for a second before answering.
"I didn't tell him anything about how you feel, if that's what you're asking. I think that maybe that's something that could stay between us. Unless you want him to know, because if you'd rather me talk to him..."
I shrugged. "I dunno, it doesn't really matter. I just thought... like, that you'd share everything with him or something."
"I wouldn't give away your secrets, Allie. Not to anyone."
"Oh. Okay." I felt myself flushing. Becky had only said something that I should have known anyway, but it still made me feel special. "So even when I kissed you... you wouldn't tell him about that?"
Her forehead wrinkled slightly. "Well... that is kind of a trickier one, in some ways. But no, I don't think he needs to know about that."
"What about if we did other things?"
Becky arched an eyebrow. "Is that a hypothetical question?"
I didn't answer. She knew it wasn't. After a moment of silence, she sighed and moved from her chair to sit next to me on the bed. She put her hand on my leg and gave it a small, comforting squeeze.
"Look, I get that you're not into me that way," I blurted out before she could speak. "But I don't know what I'd supposed to do now."
Becky brushed a few loose strands of hair back from my face. I leaned into her touch, brief as it was, and felt an absurd sense of longing as soon as she withdrew her hand.
"Oh Allie..."
My self-restraint failed all at once. Becky was right there, so close I could practically feel her body heat. I looked into her eyes for a second, then lunged toward her.
Just like the last time I'd kissed her, I caught her fully off-guard. I closed my eyes as I pressed my lips fiercely to hers so I couldn't see her reaction, but I could feel it well enough. There was the initial stiffness of her shock just as I recalled from my previous attempt, then the gradual relaxation. I put my hands on her shoulders before she could move her arms, making it more difficult for her to push me away.
"Allie... come on..."
Becky managed to pull away long enough to get a few words out before I covered her mouth again. Strangely, there was a faint hint of a giggle to her tone. I couldn't understand where her amusement was coming from.
Her hands slipped underneath me and went to my sides. She didn't try to push me off of her though. I couldn't figure out what she was doing. If anything, it felt like she was responding positively to my ambush kiss. Her hands held me lightly, almost caressing me, rather than trying to ward me off. Even her lips were working with mine instead of remaining passive.
I pulled my head back just far enough to examine Becky's face. She stared back at me, her mouth twisted into an impish grin. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she waited for my next move. I was confused, but too worked up to stop and process everything.
I kissed her again, more gently than before. I took my time since it seemed like she wasn't going to stop me. She nipped playfully at my bottom lip, then pressed her mouth more firmly against mine. Slowly, but undeniably, my sister was becoming more than a passive participant.
I gasped out loud as Becky's hand suddenly moved to my breast, cupping it experimentally through my shirt. The gasp turned into a moan as she stroked my sensitive skin with delicate fingers. My nipple received a light pinch, which didn't hurt but did finally shock me out of my comfort zone. I rolled off of her onto my back and drew a couple deep breaths, trying to reorient myself.
"Allie?" Becky propped herself up on her elbow and looked down at me with a frown of concern. "Are you okay?"
"I don't get it. You weren't... I thought you didn't feel that way about me. But now..."
"You thought I wasn't interested, so you jumped me and started making out with me?"
I flushed and looked away. It had been a stupid thing to do. I wasn't even sure anymore why it had seemed like a good idea at the time.
Becky's hand went to my chin, gently turning my head back toward her. She looked at me lovingly, almost motherly. It was hard to stay embarrassed when faced with an expression of pure understanding.
"I never said I didn't feel that way," she said softly.
"But... you don't. You said..." I stopped and tried to remember what her actual words had been. They certainly hadn't been an invitation to make out with her, whatever they were. "You never said that you liked when I kissed you or anything. You never... you didn't encourage me. You-"
"Of course I didn't encourage you. God, Allie. Do you understand what it was like for me? I was just as confused as you were, or maybe a little less, but either way I still had to be your big sister. You'd just had a huge shock, what if you didn't really know what you wanted?"
"I did know!" I insisted.
"Yes, but I couldn't know that at the time. What if I'd kissed you back, and then later you changed your mind? What would that have done to you? To us?"
"I... I don't know."
"Exactly. I hated it, Allie, but I had to just let you work it out on your own. I had to. And believe me, it wasn't easy."
I looked at my sister with a whole new perspective as her words sank in. Her smile widened as comprehension dawned inside me. I mirrored her smile a little more shyly.
"Oh," I said.
Becky moved closer, swinging her leg over my waist and slowly, gracefully straddling me.
"Do you know how many times I've thought about you?" she asked. "How many times I've wondered what it would be like to..."
She trailed off as she leaned down and kissed me. My whole body tingled as her lips pressed against mine, soft and loving. It was really happening. I felt her tongue trace my bottom lip even as her hand traveled slowly up my stomach. I moaned into her mouth as her fingertips brushed across my breast.
Becky finally lifted her head as I was running out of breath. Her hand stayed on my breast, fondling it as she looked down at me. I was panting with need for oxygen, and for her.
"You really thought about me like that? All this time?"
"I did. I'm kind of a sick puppy, Allie. You... and Mike... I don't know what you two do to me, but no one else ever came close. I always wondered if you felt the same way, if that was why you hung out with me so much. It was so tempting just to ask."
I flushed, embarrassed at how long it had taken me to figure out what Becky had known or suspected for so long.
"I wouldn't have an answer," I mumbled. "Not 'til... yesterday."
Becky smiled, then kissed me again. I closed my eyes and surrendered to her. Her hand slipped under my shirt as she increased her aggression. Her mouth stayed locked on mine until I felt like I was going to pass out. Her desire for me had found an outlet at last, and she seemed only barely in control of it. I might have been scared if I hadn't been enjoying myself just as much as she was.
I lost track of time as Becky and I made out. I gradually became more confident and exploratory, letting my hands wander over her body. I was kind of clumsy, my touch not as deft as my sister's, but I made her moan a few times as I caressed her breasts, or tummy, or butt. She got worked up enough that she started grinding on my leg. I was more turned on than I'd ever been and I wanted to do the same, but I wasn't in the right position.
I put my need for release aside, concentrating on exploring Becky's body more instead. It was so exciting and new to me that I preferred getting into her pants to getting into my own. My pussy could wait.
Becky wasn't being terribly cooperative. She kept wriggling around instead of holding still when I tried to pull her pants down. She had my shirt pulled up above my breasts, but didn't seem interested in slowing down long enough to let me get some of her clothes out of the way. After a lot of fumbling, I was only able to get her pants down to the tops of her thighs. That gave me decent access to her butt, so I left them there.
Becky purred happily as I slipped my hands under her panties and squeezed her ass. She was still grinding on me, and her movements only sped up as fondled her. I lifted my leg a little, pressing it back against her. Her purrs turned to mewls, almost a whining noise, and she humped my leg even more frantically.
My sister came explosively against me. I held her as she writhed and moaned through her burst of pleasure. She buried her face in my neck, and I stroked her hair with one hand while whispering soothingly to her. It all felt so natural, so right, to hold her in such a loving, sexual way, despite never having done so before.
"Well... that felt good," Becky said, giggling softly at her own statement.
I smiled too. "It sure looked like it did."
"Sorry I got carried away. I didn't mean to make it all about me."
"That's okay, I-"
"Shh, no, I shouldn't have been that selfish. I really wanted it to be better for you, but you're so..." She stopped and shook her head. "I've waited so long."
I blushed self-consciously. "I'm glad I didn't disappoint."
Becky gave me a tender kiss. "You could never disappoint me." She sat up and looked toward the doorway. "Allie, you need to be taken care of. For real, this time. I'm gonna make it about you."
"Um, okay?"
"There is... there is one thing though."
"What's that?"
"I kind of... maybe... told Mike how I felt about you. I never told him about anything that happened recently, but..." She shrugged helplessly.
"So he knows you wanted to do this kind of stuff with me?"
"Yeah. Aaand I kind of promised him I'd let him know if anything ever did really happen. You know, anything serious."
"Oh."
"I know I said I wouldn't tell anyone your secrets, but do you think, like, it'd be okay if he knew?"
I had to think about that one for a moment. I realized Becky was in kind of a tricky spot, having promised somewhat conflicting things to Mike and me. All she needed was my permission to make that problem go away. The thought of how our brother might react made me a little nervous, but Becky clearly didn't think it would be a problem. Besides, I didn't really want to try keeping it a secret from him. That could only end badly.
"You should tell him."
Becky grinned widely. "Thanks, Allie." She kissed me, then abruptly hopped off the bed. "I'll be right back."
I watched in confusion as Becky pulled her pants back up and exited the room, leaving me alone and disheveled on her bed.
"I didn't mean right now," I mumbled to myself, since she was out of earshot.
I sighed and lay back, stretching out on my sister's bed. She was usually so much more sensible than that. I couldn't understand why she couldn't have just waited until later, or the next day, or whenever. It wasn't like it was crucial that Mike was told what we were doing right away.
The thought of someone, anyone else knowing how I felt about Becky brought my butterflies back. It was nice not to have to keep it a total secret, but it was all so new to me that I still wasn't sure how to feel about everything. At the very least, Mike would understand. I was certain about that much.
Becky came back a few minutes later. I'd started calming down, and had been getting kind of antsy with waiting. My sister's return sped my heartbeat right back up again, and I bit my lip nervously as she approached.
"Sorry about that," she said.
"Did you have to go right away?"
"I did if I wanted to tell Mike he could come watch."
"Very funny."
Becky pulled off her shirt. Her breasts bounced slightly in her bra as she tossed the shirt aside. Her nipples poked out prominently even through the material. It served well as an apology as far as I was concerned. All was immediately forgiven.
I reached for her as she got closer, but she playfully pushed me back onto the mattress. She leaned over me and gave me a brief, soft kiss before moving down my body. My shirt was still pulled up, and she stopped to plant a few more kissed on my bare tummy as she traveled down below my waist. I watched anxiously when she got to my pants. I knew what was going to happen, but it seemed to take forever before she actually started pulling them down.
"You're so beautiful," Becky whispered, looking directly up into my eyes.
I felt my face heat, but I didn't break eye contact. I stared at her intently the whole time she worked on pulling my bottoms off. Once my panties came into view, she was more interested in them than in my eyes. I knew there'd be a wet spot on them, maybe a big one. I was so turned on, and knowing that my sister could see just how horny I was only make it worse.
Becky kissed me just above my panties. Her lips lingered on my skin, making me squirm with desire. She kissed me again, just a little lower, as she peeled my panties down oh so slowly. Her trail of kisses aimed at my wet slit served to heighten both my need, and my frustration at not getting what I desperately wanted. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.
"Beckyyy," I whined.
She didn't answer, but I saw the smile in her eyes. Her fingertips brushed lightly over my pussy as my panties were finally lowered far enough. She removed my underwear the rest of the way with far less teasing or delay. I spread my legs wider without really thinking about it, exposing my pussy totally to my sister. Her hot breath caressed my wet, sensitive skin as she leaned in.
The first flick of her tongue was more of a shock than I could have imagined. I'd been waiting for it, anticipating it, and yet there was no way I could have been prepared. The contact was brief but intense. One small touch of my sister's tongue was enough to send a paralyzing jolt of pleasure through my body.
Becky licked me again, this time tasting a longer stretch of my slit. The mental impact was lessened just enough this time that I wasn't completely incapacitated. That's what it was, more than anything; the sheer amazing insanity of having my big sister's face buried between my legs. Any small touch from her was amplified far beyond what it would have been had anyone else been in her place.
I clutched at the bed sheets and bit my lip as Becky licked me over and over. Her eyes flicked up to me occasionally, admiring the reaction she got for her efforts. Her tongue danced nimbly over my pussy and clit as I squirmed beneath her. I let myself get lost in the pleasure of the moment.
There were very few things that could have taken my attention away from Becky at that point. Someone opening the bedroom door, as it turned out, was one of them. I turned my head, watching in horror as the door swung open. Time slowed down for me in those brief seconds. We were caught, we had to be. The door wasn't going to just open on its own.
I moaned involuntarily just as Mike came into view. Becky had aggressively attacked my clit, as though timing it with our brother's arrival. I couldn't begin to imagine what Mike would think of that. Strangely, he didn't seem the least bit surprised at what he saw. He closed the door quietly behind him and stood watching, a curious look on his face.
"Sorry," Becky said. "I tried to tell you, but-"
I pushed her head back down to my pussy. She went back to work immediately, though at a calmer pace. I looked over at Mike, who was still just watching. So Becky really had invited him. I almost couldn't believe she would have done that, but somehow it made a twisted sort of sense.
Becky hit one of my sensitive spots, making me gasp out loud. I got the feeling she was trying to keep me too worked up to be mad at her. The worst part was that it was working. I felt too good to care about having an audience. Or maybe... maybe it was something else. I didn't feel nearly the same about Mike as I did Becky, but I still loved him. Having him in the room wasn't the worst thing in the world.



I bit my lip as I looked over at Mike again. I gave him a small, nearly imperceptible nod. He tilted his head slightly, inquiring if I was sure, then slowly moved closer. Our silent exchange went unnoticed by Becky and her licks remained steady and deliberate.
Mike sat down next to me, causing enough of a disturbance in the mattress that Becky raised an eyebrow and once again started to lift her head. Just as before, I pushed her right back down. I needed her tongue on me; I was too far gone to get into any kind of discussion with my siblings. Mike at least seemed to understand that, and sat quietly watching. I had to keep my hand on Becky's head to make sure she stayed where she should.
I arched my back and hissed in pleasure as Becky's skillful tongue probed deeper into my wet slit. She lapped at my juices like a thirsty puppy before switching back to my clit. She seemed to be homing in on exactly what I liked, though her progress was slowed by her own whims and desires. At times she simply let her tongue wander wherever it pleased across my pussy in a fit of naughty exploration. The way she played with me, she might even have been enjoying herself as much as I was.
I glanced at Mike every now and then. I couldn't ignore his presence, though it truly didn't bother me to have him there. There were obvious signs of lust in his expression and I knew at least part of that was because of me, even though more of it probably had to do with Becky.
I gasped in surprise as Mike's hand suddenly landed on my breast. He used a light, cautious touch, but it was unmistakably more than brotherly. Somehow, under the circumstances, it felt right. I had my sister's face buried in my pussy, why not my brother's hand getting a feel on my boobs? Under normal circumstances I wouldn't have put up with it so calmly, but the added stimulus... it was nice. It was really, really nice.
A line of pleasure connected my clit to my chest. The attention each was receiving fed and grew together, combining into something far more powerful. I arched my back and clutched at the bed sheets as my pleasure built to higher and higher levels. It was too much for my body; too much for it to contain. Something had to give, and soon.
"Please," I whispered. "Please, Becky."
My words were quiet, but Becky must have heard me. She assaulted my clit ferociously, licking and sucking on it like it was her only desire in the world. It was exactly what I needed. The burst of intense, almost painful stimulation shoved me explosively out of my holding pattern and into an unbelievable orgasm.
I came so hard that I lost all sense of my surroundings. Other than my siblings' touches, the rest of the world had disappeared. For several seconds I existed in a state of pure sexual bliss. The pleasure filled and consumed my body. It felt like it would never end, and that there would soon be nothing left of me.
The next thing I knew, Becky was next to me, stroking my hair softly and looking down at me with a loving smile. I smiled back weakly and tried to figure out when she'd moved onto the bed. I must have blacked out momentarily and lost time. I felt exhausted, like I'd run a marathon, but completely at peace too. That orgasm had really wiped me out.
"How do you feel now?" Becky asked.
"Good. So good."
I looked to the other side, but there was no sign of Mike. He must have left while I was recovering.
"That was kind of fucked up of me to spring Mike on you like that," Becky said, apparently guessing what I'd been looking for. "It didn't seem like you minded too much though."
"It's fine. It was... it wasn't bad." I shivered as I thought back to my brother's hand on me. "I don't think that should be an 'all the time' kind of thing, but if he was around sometimes..."
Becky's smile widened. "He'd probably go for that. He really liked the show he got." She chuckled. "Poor boy's got some serious masturbating to do. I told him he'd have to take care of himself tonight."
"Oh yeah? Putting us on a schedule or something?"
"Not yet. I'm hoping you two can learn to share. If not, I may have to look into it."
I rolled onto my side and curled up with my head in Becky's lap. I considered closing my eyes and going to sleep right there.
"I'll try," I said.
"I'm sure you will," Becky said, still running her fingers through my hair.
"I can sleep with you tonight though, right?"
"That's right. Tonight I'm all yours."



        Home

        Brother misses his old home, and especially his sister.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/home-40

Title: Home

Author: Xarth

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Brother misses his old home, and especially his sister.

Tags: sister, painting, bed, longing, sibling masturbation, little sis, brother, sibcest, fingering, visit




I lay in my bed, unable to sleep. It was another one of those nights. I wasn't sure what brought it on, but sometimes I could lie there awake for hours without drifting off. It sucked.
I sighed and rolled over, readjusting my blanket as I moved. My bed felt depressingly empty with just me in it. The sleepless nights were the times I felt most alone. I desperately could have used someone to cuddle with, or just to feel lying next to me. Once again I idly contemplated the merits of hiring a prostitute solely for the illusion of having a girl who cared about me in my bed. I wasn't sure if that was more or less pathetic than hiring one for sex. It probably didn't matter.
My thoughts drifted to home; to my mom and sister. I'd moved out on my own a couple years ago, but I still missed living with them. Of course, back then the problem always seemed to be trying to get some privacy, rather than having too much of it.
My idle musings made me reach for my phone. I scrolled through my contacts until I reached 'Steph,' my twenty year old little sister. I stared vacantly at her number for a moment, unsure whether I should actually text her or not. We'd gone through alternating phases of being able to share things, or doing our best to piss each other off. Since I'd moved out it had been far more of the former. Lack of proximity seemed to make our petty disagreements far less important.
After a brief hesitation, I wrote out a short text and sent it off to my sister.
"Hey, you still up?"
I second-guessed myself as soon as I sent it off. If she was asleep already, she'd only see it in the morning. It wouldn't do much good at that point. However, there wasn't much I could do about it. Sending another text to say "whoops, disregard that last one," was a silly idea, and I couldn't exactly turn back time.
I set my phone down and waited. Either Steph would text me back, or she wouldn't. There was nothing more I could do. I closed my eyes and tried once more to fall asleep. I didn't think I'd get anywhere, but made the attempt anyway
The buzz of my phone receiving a text jolted me back to semi-alertness. I blinked a couple times, then read what Steph had written to me.
"I'm awake, but it's late. You need something?"
I paused for a moment, then shrugged and wrote back.
"I'm not sure. Do you think it would be okay if I came by to visit for a few days?"
Steph's next response was quicker.
"Of course. Mom's always happy to see you. And I wouldn't mind seeing you either."
"Okay. I'll probably come up Friday evening. I'll let you or Mom know for sure."
"Sounds good. Night, Aaron."
"Night, Steph."
****
I left right after work on Friday. It was about a four hour drive and I wanted to get it over and done with as soon as possible. By the time I reached my destination, I was tired, hungry, cranky, and convinced every other driver in the world was either an idiot or an asshole.
The house I'd grown up in looked just the same as I remembered it. I grabbed my bag out of the trunk of my car and trudged my way to the front door. I opened it without stopping to knock or call out. It still felt like my house, even though I hadn't really lived there in years.
"Hello?" I called as I entered.
No one responded immediately, but there were lights on so someone must have been home. I shrugged and kicked off my shoes. I could find my old room on my own even if nobody was around to greet me.
"Aaron? Is that you sweetie?"
I grinned despite myself at the sound of Mom's voice. She came around the corner a moment later and threw her arms up for a hug. I allowed myself to be pulled into her embrace. It was warm, and familiar, and comforting. For a moment I was a kid again, free from all my adult problems.
"Hey Mom."
"It's been so long since I've seen you." She held me out at arm's length, looking me up and down. "You look hungry. Have you been eating okay?"
"I am hungry, but that's only because it's been a long day. I'm not secretly broke and homeless."
"I never suggested you were. But a mother's allowed to worry." Mom turned abruptly toward the kitchen. "There's plenty of food. I made sure to have something ready when your sister told me you were coming. I'll heat up a plate for you."
"Thanks Mom. I'll go drop my stuff in my room."
"Of course. I made the bed up for you and everything, no need to worry about any of that."
It wouldn't have even occurred to me that my bed wouldn't have freshly washed sheets, or that I might have had to make it myself. Some things were ingrained in my mind as being taken care of for me while I was home.
My room appeared practically untouched since my last visit. There really was no reason for either Mom or Steph to be in it when I wasn't around. I set my bag down beside my old bed as I took a cursory look around the room. Somehow... somehow the sheer familiarity and nostalgia of being home seemed to help. It was like I'd been homesick and hadn't realized quite how badly.
Mom was just taking a plate out of the microwave when I got to the kitchen. The food would probably be too hot to eat for a few minutes. She had a thing about making sure leftovers were well heated.
"Thanks, Mom."
"You're welcome, sweetie. You can go ahead and watch tv while you eat if you want. I have a few things I need to take care of. I meant to be free to spend time with you when you got here, but..."
"That's fine. I'm sure I can manage on my own."
I kissed the side of Mom's head the way she'd always done to me as I took the plate of food. It used to amuse me to do that when I'd grown taller than her in my teenage years. These days, it was simply a minor display of affection. Mom just smiled.
"Oh, hey," I said as an afterthought. "Is Steph around? It looked like her room was empty when I went by."
"She's out with friends, I think. She should be back any time. She knew you were coming."
I nodded and turned toward the living room. It might have felt a little silly to have spent four hours driving just so I could eat supper alone in front of a tv, a rather small change from eating in front of my computer as I usually did. It didn't, though. It felt like being home. Even if I did nothing all weekend but lay around on the couch, it was helping. That was all I cared about.
****
I was woken up by someone shaking my shoulder. I blinked stupidly, then yawned. I tried to process where I was and what was going on. Mom was standing beside me in her robe, a small smile on her lips.
"I'm going to bed now," she said. "I thought... maybe you'd prefer to sleep in your bed than on the couch. Your body would probably prefer it."
"Oh, yeah. Thanks."
I stretched and pushed myself to my feet. I couldn't believe I'd fallen asleep in front of the tv. All the trouble I'd had recently with sleeping, and suddenly it just happened without me even trying. Not that I was complaining.
"Good night, sweetie."
"Night, Mom."
Mom padded off to her room. I grabbed my dishes from earlier and took them to the kitchen before heading to my room. I was hopeful that I could fall right back to sleep if I went straight to bed.
I closed the door behind me when I got to my room. I started stripping down, almost losing my balance as I pulled off my socks. I was down to my boxers and just moving toward my bed when there was a soft tap at the door. Before I could answer, it swung partway open. It was Steph.
"Hey there," she said. She paused and examined my state of undress. "Oh, sorry, were you changing?"
I shrugged. "Just going to bed. I thought you weren't home or I would have come to see you first."
"Mmhm. Well, someone must have had a long day 'cause they were all passed out on the couch when I got back. Hard to announce my arrival when you're sleeping like a baby."
I arched an eyebrow at my sister's teasing smile. "Are you gonna pick on me just 'cause I fell asleep?"
"Maybe." She walked over to me, then slipped past and plopped herself down on my bed. "Or you can change the subject if you're feeling touchy."
I shook my head in mock exasperation. "Jeez, come home for a visit and this is the reception I get. I'm starting to wonder what I was thinking."
"You always were a slow learner."
I sat down next to Steph and jabbed her in the side. She squealed, then giggled as she blocked her vulnerable soft spots with her arm.
"Hey now," she protested. "No need for violence."
"With you, there's always a need for violence."
I jabbed her again, a little higher up. It didn't have quite the same impact, but she glared at me all the same. Or tried to, at least. She wasn't doing well at keeping a straight face while she chastised me.
"No wonder I have so many bad habits. My big bro's such a bad example for me."
"To be fair, you've got plenty of bad habits that I had nothing to do with."
Steph grinned impishly, silently conceding the point. She fell back and stretched out across my blanket. Her shirt was pulled tight across her breasts for a moment before she relaxed. She'd developed nicely as she grew out of her teens. It was kind of a waste, her being my sister and all.
"So what happened?" she asked.
"What happened? I dunno. What happened with what?"
"Aaron, in all the time I've known you, or at least in the time since you've moved out, you've never come running home for no reason. You come home for Christmas, or for someone's birthday, or because Mom asked you to, but never just because you felt like it."
Her tone wasn't accusatory, but she clearly felt like she had a point. Hell, she did have a point. Unfortunately, it wasn't an easy question to answer, even if I wanted to. I had no idea how much I should-or wanted to-say. I remained paralyzed in indecision long enough that Steph probably thought I wasn't going to respond.
"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to," she said. "I was just asking. You came all this way, I figured you might want to talk about it. That's all."
"I was lonely," I blurted out.
"You were lonely?"
"Don't make fun. You asked, I'm answering."
"Sorry, I wasn't... go ahead, I'll listen."
I sighed. "What else is there to say? I wasn't having a great time, and it feels a little better being home."
"It can't have been that bad. I mean, you've never been crazy social, but you've got, like, people to hang out with and everything, don't you?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I do. I've got friends, and people I can talk to at work and everything. It's not like I'm a hermit exactly. Just..."
"What?"
I looked at my sister. She appeared somewhat concerned, though more curious than anything. Again I struggled with how much to share. In the moment, talking to her felt right. In all honesty, telling her truly personal things had never backfired on me. It was the less serious material that was fodder for later teasing.
"At night, that's when it's worst," I said. "When I'm alone, and it's dark, and I wish... I wish there was someone there."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
I lay back parallel to Steph, folding an arm back under my head. I waited in silence, unsure if she'd speak or if she was waiting for me. I'd given the important details. I was done as far as I was concerned.
"So you want a girlfriend."
"I... maybe? I guess. I mean, that's the obvious solution."
"Obvious solutions can be good. A roommate wouldn't be a bad idea either. You know, so you wouldn't be alone in your place at night."
"That's true. I don't know that I want that though. Living with anyone too long... it doesn't always go well. Us, for instance. We used to drive each other crazy."
"Only sometimes. Other times it was good. Overall, I'm glad I'm not an only child."
I turned my head toward her. Her eyes were closed, giving her the appearance of being asleep if not for the movements of her lips. Her words had been almost touching, in a weird sort of way. By her tone, she didn't seem to consider it any more than a statement of fact.
"Me too," I said.
The corner of her lips twitched upward for a second before fading back to a neutral line. I began to suspect that she was more tired than she'd let on. The novelty of my visit must have made me rate higher than sleep, at least temporarily.
"So how are things with you?" I asked.
Steph shrugged lazily. "Pretty much the same as always. Nothing ever really changes."
"Some things do."
"Sure, but..." She shook her head and propped herself up on her elbow. "Look, Aaron, you came back this weekend 'cause you missed the way things were, right? Or something kind of like that anyway. People get comfortable, set in their ways. That's kind of what my life is right now."
"Oh."
I wasn't sure how to respond to that. I felt like Steph was letting me in on some personal secret, but if she was it was only the very surface of it. It was hard to know how much it was bothering her.
"It's fine. It's not a big deal."
Steph sat up as though preparing to leave.
"No no, if you want to tell me something... well, you can. If you want."
"There's not much to tell. I'm just working some things out. That's all." She reached over and squeezed my leg reassuringly. "We'll talk more tomorrow, promise. I need sleep right now."
"Oh, yeah. Sure. Night, Steph."
"Good night, Aaron."
After my sister left, I turned the light off and went to bed. Unfortunately, thanks to our talk, I was no longer in quite such a sleepy state as I'd been after my nap on the couch. I certainly didn't begrudge her that, but it would have been nice not to lie awake-alone with my thoughts-as had so often been the case recently.
There was a part of me that wondered what it would have felt like if Steph hadn't gone back to her room. It was weird to even contemplate her sleeping in my bed with me, but in the moment it wasn't quite as weird as it could have been. She'd been lying there next to me only moments ago. I missed her presence now.
I couldn't seem to win. I'd come all the way back home to capture some feeling of belonging, and still I found myself lacking some undefined emotional connection. Maybe I'd missed my sister more than I thought, and now that I'd seen her my longing had only been reinforced. If anything, that was a stranger thought than any of the others.
The longer I lay there-tired, confused, but still very much awake-the more I wondered what it was I actually wanted from my sister. I had the strong, inexplicable sense that it would feel nice just to have her next to me. Maybe I was simply longing for a time when we'd been closer. There had been a lot of good times in our younger years when we'd lived together. There had been bad things too, but the nostalgia in me made it easy to skip over those parts.
We'd have to do something together while I was home. I made a firm mental note. Whatever my problem was, hanging out with Steph should help, or at the very least distract me for a while.
****
The first thing I knew the next morning, someone was shaking my shoulder. I jerked awake, confused and alarmed that someone was in my room. It took me a second to remember where I was, and that the person in question was my sister rather than an intruder.
"Hey, sleepy," she said, giving me an overly cheerful grin.
"Mmph. What do you want? It's early. It's..."
I looked for a clock and found none in the room. Admittedly, the sun was up, but it didn't seem like I'd slept in long enough to get a wake up call. There was nowhere I needed to be.
"Mom's making pancakes. She said to come get you."
"Ungh, at this hour?"
"It's, like, nine-thirty, dude. You're lucky she waited as long as she did. Some of us are starving."
Steph shook my shoulder again. I swatted at her, making glancing contact with her wrist as she pulled back out of range.
"I'm awake. Your job is done. S'no need to poke at me more."
"Maybe not, but it's kinda fun."
I rolled my eyes. "Great."
I sat up and swung my feet over the side of the bed. Steph was giving me the impression that she wasn't going to leave until I was moving. I wanted to spend time with her, but first thing after waking up was not ideal for me. I wasn't much of a morning person.
"You should put some clothes on before you come downstairs."
This time I gave Steph a full-on glare. "Thanks so much. Never would have thought of that."
She smiled sweetly. "You know, I forgot how cranky you can be in the mornings. I kinda missed it." She turned away, heading back out of the room. "Don't take too long, or your pancakes'll get cold."
"Yeah, yeah," I muttered to myself.
I was awake and alert enough at that point that falling back into bed didn't hold much appeal for me. The promise of pancakes, on the other hand, had been bouncing around in my head since it had been mentioned. It was enough to get me moving.
Steph was already eating by the time I got to the kitchen. Contrary to her warnings about me being late, Mom had a fresh plate of pancakes ready for me as I arrived. I thanked her and sat down opposite my sister at the table.
"I already told Stephanie, but I have some errands to run today," Mom said. "I should be back in plenty of time to make supper, but you two will be on your own for lunch."
"Um, okay," I said between mouthfuls. The pancakes were good, and I was hungrier than I'd realized.
"Don't worry, I'll look after him," Steph said. "Make sure he doesn't get into any trouble."
She smirked at me, obviously expecting her comment to needle me. She'd miscalculated; I was far too focused on my breakfast to care about subtle jabs at my ability to take care of myself. Besides, she was the one still living at home. I had nothing to prove.
"I'm sure you two will have a good time," Mom said.
"I'm sure we will too," Steph said, still grinning like an evil genius. "I've got plans for us today."
I arched an eyebrow. I didn't want take the bait, but she'd successfully aroused my curiousity. It was just going to bug me if I didn't ask.
"What kind of plans?"
Steph's face was a picture of innocence. "Nothing much. A little painting, that's all."
"Painting?"
"Mm-hm."
She was getting a kick out of making me squirm. I went back to my pancakes instead of continuing to give her the satisfaction.
"Ask your brother nicely, honey," Mom said. "Don't just expect him to help."
I was surprised to have Mom interject into the conversation. Clearly she knew what Steph meant. I still didn't have any idea what we were discussing.
"Mooom. It's only Aaron. He won't mind."
"Stephanie!"
Steph stuck her bottom lip out in a mock pout, then turned back to me.
"I need to paint my room. I thought, you know, it might be a good time to do it." She glanced at Mom for a second, then flashed me her 'innocent' face again. "Won't you pleeease help big bwuther? I'm only little and delicate and it would be ever so kind of you to assist me."
Even Mom rolled her eyes at Steph's display, which was certainly the intended effect. The two of them had been living together for a while now without me to balance things out, and it seemed to have changed the dynamic between them.
"We'll see," I said.
Steph batted her eyelashes as though it would help sway me. Mom shook her head, unable to watch any more of her daughter's atrocious acting.
"I need to go get changed. Will you finish up the pancakes, Stephanie?"
"Certainly, Mother dearest. It would be such an honour for me to-"
"Oh hush. Save it for your brother."
Despite her sarcasm, Steph did as she had been asked. She even slid a few more fresh pancakes onto my plate when they were ready. The transition was jarring enough that I couldn't just let it go. It seemed like her and Mom might have been having problems in my absence.
"So, uh, is something going on?" I asked.
"With what?"
"You know. You and Mom? That whole thing just now?"



"Oh, that. We've had... a lot of alone time. We may have been getting on each other's nerves a little more recently. You know, kind of like you and me used to sometimes. It happens."
"I see."
"Don't worry, it mostly stays civil."
"Uh huh. So I don't need to worry then?"
"Probably not. It's up to you though." She paused for a moment. "Are you okay with helping me paint? I mean, mostly I just need help moving some things. You wouldn't have to help with the actual painting if you don't want to. It needs done though. I'm so tired of that godawful yellow-y colour."
"Didn't you pick that one?"
"Fuck off. That was years ago."
I chuckled softly. "And that makes all the difference, I'm sure."
"Sooo... is that a yes?"
I shrugged, then nodded. "Sure, what the hell. It's not like I have anything else going on this weekend."
****
Steph had the paint already. Apparently the project had been in the works for a while and she'd just never gotten around to the actual painting part of it. She maintained that she couldn't deal with moving all her furniture and stuff around by herself, but I suspected there was some laziness and procrastination mixed in there as well.
"So how do you want to do this?" I asked.
"Well... probably we'll need to move everything away from one end of the room so we can paint it, then move things again to do the other side."
"You make it sound so fun." I made a show of sweeping my gaze across her room. "I sure can't wait to move everything two or three times."
"You big baby. It won't be that bad."
"Says the girl who couldn't do any of this until her big brother came to save the day."
"I... shut up."
I grinned as Steph moved to the middle of the room and picked up a few straggling items of clothing off the floor. She'd tidied up a little beforehand-leaving her room much less of a mess than usual-but it still needed some work. I let her deal with that while I took stock of the furniture that would need moved.
"You know, if we just move your desk over by your bed, we could basically paint this whole half of the room without moving too much else."
Steph looked over at where I was gesturing. "Yeah, that makes sense, I s'pose. It means we have more to move to do the other half though."
"We have to move it all a few times anyway. This minimizes how much we move in total. Probably."
"Okay then. Seems like you have it all figured out."
"Don't give me that. You still have to help me move it."
"Yeah, yeah."
With a little effort and cooperation we got everything in Steph's room shoved to one side. She got the painting supplies from wherever she'd hidden them, then tried to crack open one of the cans of paint.
"Shit, how does this open?"
I laughed. "Usually with a fair amount of prying. You have a screwdriver or anything handy?"
"Um... I'm sure there's one somewhere."
"But no idea where, huh?"
She shrugged. "Why would I keep track?"
I shook my head, but it was no good pressing the issue. If she didn't know, she didn't know. That was all there was to it.
I had to go track down a screwdriver myself, then come back to pry the lid off of the paint can. I was surprised when I actually saw the colour of the paint inside; it was a bright pink, not what I would have expected my sister to pick.
"Could you have picked a girlier colour?" I asked.
"What, just 'cause it's pink?"
"Yeah. Bright, garish pink."
"Oh it's not that bad. It'll look better once it's on the wall. You'll see."
"Uh huh, sure it will."
"It will. Trust me. Besides, it's my room, I can paint it whatever colour I want."
"Apparently so."
Steph punched me lightly on the shoulder, resorting to violence to shut me up. It was just like old times. I grinned to myself and picked up a paint roller.
****
Surprisingly, Steph and I made pretty good progress once we got started. Neither of us was the most focused of painters, but we worked well together. Without discussing it, I mostly covered the large, uncomplicated sections of wall with the roller while she did the corners and trim areas with a smaller brush. It kept us out of each other's way for the most part.
"This is gonna need a second coat, isn't it?" Steph asked as we finished up the first half of the room.
I stepped back and examined our progress. "Yeah, that's generally how these things go."
"Shit."
"What, you weren't anticipating that?"
"I was, just... I guess I didn't think this all the way through. If we have to do two coats on each half, and we have to let them dry in between, and we have to move everything around..." She gestured helplessly. "We might not be done before you leave again. Plus I can't sleep in here tonight."
"Those are some excellent points. But just think of the valuable learning experience you get out of this."
"I don't want experience, I want somewhere to sleep, dammit."
Steph sighed and put down her brush. I kept working, though not very hard. Our halfway line wasn't well defined, and we could really stop at any time. I felt like I should at least try to use up the rest of the paint on the roller.
"Did you really not have any idea where you were going to sleep?"
"Not really. I... okay, this sounds stupid, but I kind of just assumed I'd sleep in my bed, like normal. I mean, I understood I couldn't 'cause of everything being rearranged and the fumes and stuff, but I guess it didn't really register."
"I see. So what's the plan now? Sleep on the couch?"
Steph made a face. "Maybe. If no other solution presents itself."
"You know, if you asked really nice, your loving brother might share with you."
I made the offer without really thinking about it first. I stiffened once the words left my mouth, belatedly realizing that perhaps I shouldn't have said anything. My tone had been jokey enough that she probably wouldn't read anything into it, but I worried that she would. I still had no idea how to explain the issues I'd been going through lately.
I risked a sidelong glance at my sister. She was staring off blankly at the newly painted wall. She was either lost in thought, or just really, really liked the new colour.
"For real?" she asked.
"For real what?"
"Would you... shit, I don't know. I know you're just teasing, but I really don't want to sleep on that couch. It's too short and I'd wake up all scrunched and sore tomorrow. If I could get to sleep at all."
"You sound like you've tried it before."
She shrugged. "I was sick one day a few months ago and tried to take a nap on it. Didn't work. Had to drag myself all the way to my bed."
"Sounds rough."
"It was."
We both lapsed into silence for a moment. I wished I knew what Steph was thinking. She'd seemed interested in my offer, but I wasn't sure just how interested she really was. I didn't want to push the issue too much. There was no telling what she'd think if she knew my own feelings on the subject.
"I think it's time for a break," I said.
"Yeah, totally." Steph swung her gaze around the room. "We've done pretty good so far. We let this dry, put on a second coat, and we'll be halfway done."
****
By that evening, Steph and I had the first half of the room done. We planned on letting it dry overnight so we could do the other half the next day.
All the painting must have taken more out of me than I thought, because I was pretty tired by the time I headed to bed that night. I felt like maybe, hopefully, I'd fall asleep relatively quickly. I'd only just gotten comfortable in my bed when the door opened and Steph walked in.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey." She reached for the light switch to turn the light on, then stopped halfway there. There was enough light coming from the hallway that we could see reasonably well. "So, um..."
"What?"
"Look, seriously, did you mean it earlier? When you said you'd share?"
I thought back, frowning for a second in concentration.
"You mean my bed? Um, I guess so. Sure."
"Okay, good. Because I was gonna have to ask Mom otherwise, and I didn't... well, I'd just rather not."
"One of these years you two should really think about a guest room or something. You know, for emergencies like these."
"What do you think your room is most of the time, smartass?"
I started to reply, then thought better of it. She had a point.
"Alright, fair enough."
"Mmhm. Okay, lemme go change and I'll be right back."
Steph was gone for a few minutes. I scooted over to the far side of the bed in preparation for her return. I lay on my back, squirming slightly to get comfortable. I tried to remain calm, but I got more anxious by the moment. It felt so surreal that I'd spent last night wishing for a scenario like this, and now it was actually happening.
When Steph came back, she was wearing a baggy t-shirt with bare legs underneath. She closed the door behind her and felt her way cautiously to the bed. She slipped under the covers beside me like it was a completely normal thing for her to do. Her body brushed against mine a few times as she settled in.
There was a brief moment of perfect silence as we both lay still. I gradually became aware of the soft sound of Steph's breathing. It was the only thing available for my ears to focus on.
"We've never done this, have we?" she asked.
Her voice startled me, though I managed not to jerk and show my surprise.
"Done what?"
"Slept together. You know, like if we were sisters we would have shared a bed as kids sometimes. Or maybe even if we were brothers. Maybe we would have had bunk beds or something."
"Um... sure? I guess?"
"Sorry, I'm just musing. Ignore me."
"No, that's okay. I understand now. And you're right, we've never done this before. Is it... do you think it's weird that we're doing it now? As adults?"
Steph took a moment to consider. Again, the only sound was her breathing. It was a steady rhythm, and strangely soothing to me.
"Maybe a little. Do you think it's weird?"
"No, I don't think so. I almost kinda think it's nice."
"Yeah?"
I blushed, though the darkness hid it from my sister. "Yeah. You know, like, even just 'cause it means we can put up with each other enough to sleep together. It's nice, is all."
Again there was a pause before Steph replied. I was nervous this time, hoping that I hadn't said anything too stupid. I didn't think I had.
"You're right," she said eventually. "It is nice." She turned her head toward me. I felt her breath warm my cheek. "I've only got the one brother. It'd definitely suck not to get along with him."
Acting on intuition rather than any rational though, I rolled toward her. I snuggled up and rested my chin against her shoulder, draping my arm across her stomach. She giggled quietly and put her hand over mine.
"I missed you," I said.
"You did, did you?"
"Yeah. I did. I feel stupid saying it, but-"
"No, don't feel stupid. It's a nice thing to hear. I miss you too when you aren't around for a while. I kinda... actually never mind."
"What?"
"I said never mind."
"Well I'm curious now."
"Too bad."
"C'mon, Steph. Tell me."
I poked her gently in the tummy. She swatted at my hand, trying to fend me off.
"Ugh, fine. All I was gonna say is sometimes I wish you'd move back home. That's all. Now I'm the one being stupid."
"Well we can be stupid together then. Maybe it runs in the family."
Steph giggled again. "Yeah, maybe it does."
Following another impulse, I leaned over and kissed her cheek. It was just a quick, brotherly kiss, although it wasn't something I'd ever tried before. Luckily, she didn't react badly to it anymore than she had to me cuddling up to her.
"My, someone's affectionate tonight," she said in almost a whisper.
"Sorry."
"Godammit, don't be sorry. If I hit you, then you can be sorry. Otherwise..."
Steph trailed off, but I understood what she meant. We seemed to be on the same emotional page that night. It was exactly the sort of connection I craved in my life. I needed someone who understood me, and who I could be close to physically. It seemed the solution had been easier than I ever could have hoped.
"What if I did move back?" I asked.
"What? Seriously?"
"Maybe. I don't know. I haven't really thought about it."
"Aaron... your job... your, I don't know, everything you've been working for..."
"You know better than that. I have a job, I make some money, I rent a place... none of it's irreplaceable. I'm not on some grand career track. I don't have any real plans for the future."
Steph's hand squeezed mine. "But it's still something, right? I mean, there have to be things you'd be giving up."
"Yeah, there are. Like I say, I haven't really thought about this. I'm just talking. Probably doesn't mean anything."
Steph stayed quiet for a moment. I nuzzled at her shoulder, drawing reassurance from her body heat. I wondered if we'd sleep together again if I did move back home. Maybe it was only a one time thing.
"I'd like it if you did," she said finally. "I guess that's all I can say about it. It really has to be your call."
"Not entirely mine. I mean, you and Mom have to be okay with it. It's not really my house anymore."
"Don't be stupid. It'll always be your house too."
"Well... okay, but-"
"No 'buts.' That's just the way it is."
"Okay, Steph. Okay. I concede the point."
"Good." She squeezed my hand again. "G'night, Aaron."
"Night, Steph."
****
Waking up the next morning felt far better than it usually did. Beds are always more comfortable in the morning than at night anyway, but this time was even better. Steph's warmth added to mine in our blanket cocoon, making it nearly impossible for me to move. I was so cozy that I felt like I could lie there all day.
Steph's breathing was slow and regular. Her tummy rose and fell gently under my arm. I let my breathing fall into synch with hers, for no better reason than because I could. I drifted in a state somewhere between sleep and meditation, only just barely in the realm of the conscious. For an indeterminate amount of time, I was content. Utterly, perfectly, content.
I sensed my sister waking up before I could truly pinpoint any sign of change in her slumber. Seconds later, her eyes fluttered open, confirming my previously unsubstantiated feeling. She blinked a couple times, then turned her head toward me. Apparently satisfied that I was also awake, she settled back into her previous position and let her eyelids close again.
"Morning," I whispered.
"Morning. What time is it?"
I shrugged. "No idea."
She grunted in acknowledgement. For a moment it looked like she was simply going to drift back off to sleep.
"I had a weird dream," she said.
"Oh yeah?"
"Mmhm. You were in it. I think you were living here again. Permanently."
"Well... at least we know where your mind picked that idea up from."
The corner of her lips twitched in amusement. "Yes, obviously that's the main concern."
"Oh hush. It's early. I don't have to be all deep and profound."
"Good thing."
Steph stretched, as though preparing to move. Instead, she rolled onto her side facing away from me and curled back up. I reached out and looped my arm around her waist, dragging her the few inches back toward me. She giggled and allowed herself to be tugged limply back where she'd started.
"You planning on having us both lie here all day?" she asked.
"Maybe. I could almost go for that."
"Yeah, me too. Almost." She let out a soft sigh. "We do have things to do though. Things that have to be done before you leave."
"You mean things you 'want' to have done before I leave. They don't 'have' to be done."
"Well whatever. It's almost the same thing."
Steph made another token effort at separating herself from me. This time when I pulled her back, she moved with me, rolling as I pulled her back. She ended up on top of me, her legs straddling my waist. She pushed herself more or less upright and looked down at me with a bemused smile.
"Just because it's endearing that you want to keep me close, doesn't mean I'm just going to let you," she said with a hint of teasing in her voice. "Even if we drop the argument over semantics, I'm starting to get hungry. I don't see much chance of us getting breakfast in bed."
"One can always hope."
"Alright. You stay here and hope, and I'll go actually deal with the problem. We'll see who has more luck."
Steph slid gracefully away from me. I caught a flash of her panties as she hopped to the floor and straightened out her shirt. I wasn't sure how to react to that. I wasn't able to dismiss the image easily as the minor freak accident it was. Luckily, she didn't seem to have noticed that anything was amiss.
****
Steph and I got back to painting late that morning. She seemed to think the half we'd done was going to need a third coat. I reminded her that if we didn't start on the other half, we probably wouldn't get to it. That got her back on track with the original plan. I understood the desire to have the painting be done properly in her room, but we just didn't have the time for it.
However, despite being under some amount of time-pressure, we weren't exactly pushing ourselves. Most of the focus we'd shared the day before seemed to have deserted us. We weren't professional painters at the best of times, and it showed even more so today.
Partly it seemed like we were working closer together. We'd done a good job of keeping out of each other's way previously. This time it was more like we testing the limits of proximity. I got 'accidentally' elbowed a few times, and in return I lightly hip-checked Steph when she got in my way. It slowed us down, but it also kept us amused.
Steph's bed was occupying a position more or less in the middle of the room. Once I had finished my part of the first coat, I wandered over to the bed and flopped down on my back. Steph was a little longer in finishing up her last section. She frowned at me when she turned and saw where I was.
"You aren't getting paint all over my sheets, are you?"
"Nope, no mess. Promise."
"Better not be." She came over and sat next to me. "It's gonna be an okay job, I think."
"Mmhm."
"Not perfect, but okay."
"Mmhm." I'd been staring up at the ceiling, my brain slowly processing what my eyes were relaying. "Hey Steph?"
"Yeah?"
"What about the ceiling?"
Steph looked up. Her frown returned as she saw the same thing I had. The old colour wasn't going to match her new pink walls at all.
"Shit. How did we not think of that?"
"I dunno. We're not professionals."
"No, but... I mean, it's obvious. And neither of us thought of it. And we aren't going to have time to do it, let alone how we'd go about doing it in the first place."
"A ladder, probably."
"Yes, but..." Steph paused, her train of thought temporarily derailed. "That's not the point. I don't know what the point even is anymore."
"Something about not getting your room painted properly, I think."
"Uh huh. Well, there's really only one solution to that."
"Is that right?"
"Yep. I'm just gonna have to hold you captive until we finish."
I chuckled, and after a moment Steph let out a giggle of her own.
"Slave labour, is it? I'd always hoped for something more than that."
"Hey, it wouldn't be all bad."
"Oh no?"
"I could make it worthwhile for you."
"You think so do you?"
Steph didn't answer. It took me a moment to realize that she hadn't been just joking around with her last statement; that to some extent, she'd meant it. I examined her face more closely, but as soon as she noticed I was looking she blanked her expression. We stared awkwardly at one another as the silence dragged on.
"You really want me to stay, don't you?" I asked.
"Well... yeah. And you want to stay too. But it's more complicated than that. Don't think I don't understand that."



"That's true. Hypothetically, how would you make it 'worthwhile' for me to stay?"
"Just... how about we forget I said anything. It all seems a lot stupider now that I've thought about it."
"You know that just makes me more curious."
"Too bad for you."
"What do you mean too bad for me? You're the one who's trying to keep me here. You're gonna have to bribe me somehow."
Steph sighed and fell back to stretch out across her bed. I looked over at her, then emulated her. We lay parallel to each other, lost in our own thoughts.
"Shit!"
"What?" I looked over again, somewhat alarmed by her sudden outburst.
"I just got some paint on my sheet. It's not much though. It was mostly dried on me anyway."
"Ha! And after you were all worried about me doing that."
"Oh shut up. It's my bed, I can do what I want."
"That's a little hypocritical of you."
"So what?"
I shrugged. "Just sayin'."
Steph was a quiet for a moment before speaking again.
"Hey Aaron?"
"Yeah?"
"Have you thought anymore about staying? Like, for real?"
"I've thought about it, yeah. Haven't come to any life changing decisions yet, if that's what you're asking."
"Oh, okay."
She sighed and rolled toward me. She put her head on my shoulder and rested her hand on my chest. My instinctual response was to sneak my arm around her and hold her against me. We just kind of lay there for a while, each of us leaving the other to their thoughts.
Cuddling with Steph felt nice; there was no avoiding that fact. It was something I'd have to give up if I left and went back to my real life and my lonely apartment. It was a tough choice to have to make. It was so easy to imagine dropping everything and moving back home. So easy to ignore all the problems that would cause.
"You should stay," Steph whispered.
"Yeah, I'm aware that's your position on the subject. You know it's not that simple. It'd be complicated. I'd have to move all my stuff, get a new job, deal with getting out of my lease-"
"So do that. I'll help. I mean, I'll help with what I can."
"Yeah, but-"
"And I really meant it when I said I'd make it all worth it for you."
I waited for a few seconds to make sure I wasn't going to get immediately interrupted again.
"You seem awfully invested in getting me to stay."
She shrugged. "I missed you. A lot. Things are better when you're here."
"Okay, I mean, I kinda feel that way too, but... I don't know, Steph. I just really don't know."
Steph pushed herself up onto her elbow. She chewed her lip in indecision for a moment, then sat the rest of the way up.
"Maybe I just gotta convince you then," she said quietly.
She moved quickly, before I even had a chance to ask how she planned to do that. Her hands went to the bottom of her shirt. In one smooth motion she pulled it up and over her head. I remained frozen in confusion. She had a bra on underneath so it wasn't like anything too crazy was actually happening, but I knew that her intent was something completely out of the ordinary.
Steph fidgeted with her shirt for a moment, then put it aside. She looked me in the eye ever so briefly, then turned away. She went for the clasp on her bra just as I was working up to saying something.
"What... Steph, what are you doing?"
"Convincing you. You like boobs, don't you?"
She tried to make it sound like a joke, but she was too nervous for that. Her voice trembled, and she fumbled with her bra clasp a couple times before unhooking it. I noticed her hand shaking slightly as she pulled her bra away from her chest.
I had no idea what I should do. My life experiences so far, and society in general, had failed to prepare me for my sister sitting topless next to me. Staring at her tits seemed incorrect, but also completely unavoidable. I mean, she wanted me to look. Clearly she wanted me to look. That was the whole purpose of taking her shirt and bra off. So I stared.
Nothing catastrophic happened right away, for which I was thankful. Steph had nice breasts, the sort I could happily admire for an extended period of time. I told myself I was just buying time so that I could figure how to extract myself tactfully from the room, but that was utter bullshit. She had me exactly where she wanted me.
"So... those are nice."
Steph blushed. "Thanks."
I waited, but she didn't say anything else. I was desperate for some signal as to what I should be doing or saying. Unfortunately, she showed no sign of giving me such an easy out.
"This is where I'm swayed to your point of view, is it?"
"Ideally."
Steph's single word responses, while generally unhelpful, somehow helped my panic to recede. The situation was weird and totally unfamiliar to me, but the longer we went without any further developments, the less justification my fight-or-flight response had for sounding battle stations.
I could ask her what she wanted me to say, but I already knew the answer. She wanted me to say that I'd stay. There was a certain appeal to temporarily surrendering my sense of personal responsibility, but ultimately I'd have to live with the decision. It was in my own best interest to choose correctly.
I sat up. This had the effect of putting me a lot closer to my sister's naked breasts. She pulled away ever so slightly as I moved, then got control of herself and straightened back up. I reached toward her experimentally. Her eyes flicked to my hand, then back to my face. Her expression remained more or less impassive as my hand made its way slowly to her chest.
My fingertips landed just above Steph's boobs. I hadn't expected her to stop me, but somehow I was still surprised to have gotten that far. I met her gaze as I trailed my touch lightly downward, traversing the soft curve of her breast.
Steph's lips twitched as she fought to maintain control of her face. She finally turned her head away, unable to maintain the pretense that everything was completely normal. I, on the other hand, was simply fascinated. The way she reacted to my touch and the way my body reacted in turn was all so strange and novel. This was absolutely the least platonic interaction there had ever been between us.
"I'm not convinced you've thought this through," I said.
"How so?"
"Assuming I stayed, and assuming more of... this... happened."
"More touching?"
"Touching, looking, sleeping, whatever. That's what you're trying to lure me with, after all."
"Persuading," she corrected. "Not luring."
"Right, well if we assume that you manage to persuade me, then... isn't it possible I might start to want more?"
Steph bit her lip, then nodded. "It's possible," she said softly. "Why do you assume I haven't thought of that already?"
The obvious answer was that it was crazy, that I shouldn't be interested in my sister that way and that she should know that. The obvious answer also happened to be complete bullshit.
"So you've thought of everything then?"
She shrugged. "Probably not everything. Obviously I can't know for sure what you're going to do, or think, or say."
"That makes two of us."
Steph's lips twitched in amusement. She'd been gradually appearing more confident, mirroring the way I was feeling. Once the initial apprehension wore off, there really wasn't anything scary or nerve-wracking about the situation. It was just weird and socially unacceptable, was all.
Steph swung her leg over my lap and lowered herself to rest lightly across my thighs. She put her hands on my shoulders to balance herself, or maybe to hold on in case I tried to push her away. Her new position made it easy to reach her with both hands instead of just one. I put my hands on her hips and dragged them slowly upward, tracing her soft curves.
"This is kinda nice," I said.
"It kinda is," she agreed. "We could probably do a lot more of it if you decided not to leave."
"Oh yeah? And what else could we do?"
"Hmm, well..."
Steph slid backward off my lap. She dropped to her knees on the floor in front of me. If anything, she made for an even hotter picture from that position. She looked up at me, traces of lust now evident in her eyes. I probably had more or less the same expression. I was getting pretty turned on.
I knew what was coming, but I still watched in disbelief as Steph reached toward my crotch. My sister was trying to get into my pants, as ludicrous a thought as that would have been on any other day. It was like something out of a dream, the kind that you only half-remember when you wake up. This was so much more than a dream, however, and wasn't the sort of thing I'd soon forget.
I jumped a little when Steph's fingers actually made contact with my cock. She flinched in response to my reaction, but only for a second. My erection filled out quickly under her care. I leaned back, propping myself up on my arms and watched her through half-closed eyes. This was fucked. It was so, so fucked. But it felt good, and it wasn't hurting anyone, so it couldn't really have been all that bad.
"Is this what you want?" she asked softly.
I just nodded, my voice having temporarily deserted me. Her dextrous little fingers were doing amazing things to me, and she'd only just started. I lifted my butt off the mattress as she tugged on my pants. Together we stripped me from the waist down, removing all obstacles between her and my hard cock.
Steph took my shaft in a more solid grip. She stroked me slowly, but firmly. I groaned in pleasure at what she was doing to me. Her handjob felt amazing and, if I was being totally honest, it wasn't all because of the physical aspect. Some part of me-some deranged, pervy aspect of my mind-couldn't help deriving pleasure from watching my little sister perform such a sexual task on me. I loved her, and she was forbidden, and she was kneeling half-naked in front of me with my cock in her hand. It was quite a sexy mess to process.
"This is... pretty convincing," I said, failing abysmally to keep my voice steady.
"Thought it might be." She tilted her head slightly. "Of course, the other option was that you'd freak out and leave and never come back. I was really hoping it wasn't going to be that one."
I forced a half-hearted chuckle, although her alternate scenario wasn't really that funny. I wondered if me leaving home had triggered some kind of abandonment issues for her. If so, that would be a good reason to stay this time. I reached out and brushed her hair back from her face, trying to convey reassurance through the simple touch. She leaned into my touch slightly, nuzzling against my palm.
It all became so much more clear for me in that moment; my sister needed me. At least, she needed me more than anyone or anything in the new life I'd been trying to build. I'd been focused on entirely the wrong things. Plus, I'd been a lot happier even in the few days I'd been back. Maybe I never should have left in the first place.
Steph squealed as I grabbed her and pulled her up onto the bed with me. I swung her down onto her back, then climbed onto my knees and straddled her waist. Her eyes lit up with barely restrained hope and her chest heaved at the sudden burst of excitement. I smiled and reached down to play with her perky tits. She replaced her grip on my cock and stroked me even more enthusiastically.
She wanted to ask me; I could tell. She wanted to be sure she was reading me right. She alternated between starting to say something, and chewing on her lip hesitantly. Her hand kept moving the whole time, stroking my pre-cum-slick shaft. She was going to make me cum. That was a new and strange realization all on its own. Despite having come to terms with getting jerked off by my sister, somehow her finishing the job required me to evaluate our circumstances all over again.
I pinched one of Steph's nipples lightly just to see what she'd do. Her eyelids fluttered for a second and she drew in a sharp breath through her teeth. A faint smile flashed across her lips. I rubbed small circles around her nipples with my thumbs, intrigued at the reaction I got from toying with the sensitive tips of her breasts. Her grip tightened on me in response, driving me ever nearer to orgasm.
We were locked together, joined in an illicit sexual moment. Our mutual goal was my eventual release. More and more I felt the desire, the need, for that final burst of pleasure. I felt it inside me, growing stronger with every passing second. My sister's fingers worked their magic and built me to a climax.
"Oh god, Steeeph," I moaned as the last barrier fell away.
Time stopped for an instant, then exploded in a rush of sensation. I came hard, spurting onto Steph's tummy and breasts. I watched semen spurt from my cock like I was in a dream. It was the most surreal feeling in the world to be painting my sister's stomach in such a naughty way.
I stared stupidly down at my sister as my lust faded away. There was cum all over her; my cum. That was bad, wasn't it? It seemed like it should be a bad thing to my calmed down and slightly-more-rational brain. She looked back at me, evaluating my expression carefully. I shook my head as though it might help clear some of the confusion.
"Are you convinced yet?" she asked.
A slow, goofy grin spread across my lips. "You want me to stay pretty bad, huh?"
She nodded. "Yeah. I think I was clear about that."
"And if I did... there'd be more of what we did just now?"
"Maybe. If you're good."
I laughed. I couldn't help myself; all of a sudden every single thing about the situation seemed hilarious. I half-fell off of Steph, coming to rest next to her on my side. She smiled at my amusement but didn't succumb to actual laughter.
"What? What's so funny?" she asked.
"Everything. Everything's just... crazy. It's all so ridiculous."
"Why's that?"
"You're lying there like that," I said, gesturing to her naked, cum covered torso, "and you're going to ask me what's so crazy?"
She looked down at herself, then let out a giggle of her own. "Okay, fair point."
I put my hand on her tummy, just below where my cum was splashed across her skin. I felt the warmth and smoothness of her body through my palm. Steph stopped giggling and bit her lip as she looked over at me. Her pleading eyes expressed what she didn't want to say out loud. I'd achieved release, but she was still all worked up.
I slid my hand lower, locating the waistband of her pants. She reached down without any further prompting and pushed her pants partway down her legs. I kept looking straight into her eyes as I maneuvered my hand under her panties. Her pussy was soaked.
"I want to stay," I said.
Steph smiled. "Good."
"I want..." I trailed off, unsure how to phrase my desires properly.
She nodded as though she understood, even though I hadn't really said much of anything. It wouldn't have been that hard to guess the general idea. I didn't think it would even be possible for us to go back to a purely platonic relationship anyway. There are some lines that can't be uncrossed.
Steph's eyes widened and her lips twitched adorably as I found a sensitive spot. I was running my fingers along her wet slit, slowly probing deeper between her pussy lips. Hitting her clit seemed to get the best reactions from her, so I tried to put a little more focus there.
"Please," she breathed.
Her single word activated something inside of me; some desire to please and to possess all at once. She needed release, and she needed me to help her get there. She was temporarily enslaved to the whim of my touch. It was so unlike any feeling I was familiar with. I kind of liked it.
"You want me to keep doing this?" I asked softly as I rubbed the pad of my finger over the top of her slit again.
"Yesss," she hissed.
Steph arched her back in pleasure. Her fingers dug into the bed sheets, clenching and unclenching alternately. It looked like she was going to cum at any moment. It fascinated me to watch every twitch of her body, every small sign of her elevated arousal. I could practically see the buildup inside her, the orgasm forming and preparing to explode. I kept my fingers constantly moving and worked her steadily toward it.
Steph came all at once with no real warning. She abruptly stiffened and thrust her hips upward, pushing her pussy into my hand. She made a noise like a muffled moan that went on for several seconds. One of her hands latched onto my shoulder, maybe just for something to hold. She twitched and spasmed through her orgasm until it finally died down.
"Oh. My. God," she said.
"Good?"
She snorted weakly. "Yeah, you could say that."
"Who knew I had it in me."
"Well... you know, not to belittle your skills, but-"
"Hush, quit while you're ahead."
"Good call."
I pulled my hand away from Steph as she stretched out lazily. She still made quite a sexy sight, disheveled and undressed as she was. I decided I could get used to seeing her like that. And feeling her like that. And... other things.
"So you're staying?" she asked. "For real?"
"For real," I confirmed.
"Good. That's the right decision. You'll see."
I smiled as I lay down next to her. I was already pretty sure of that myself.
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I followed a few steps behind my brother as we hiked through the woods. I wondered, not for the first time, if we were lost. This was the sort of thing John did for fun. He loved being outdoors. By all rights he should have been able to navigate the trails blindfolded. And yet, I couldn't help noticing how every now and then he'd stop and look around with a slight frown on his face.
"Are we lost?" I asked.
John sighed heavily, making sure I could hear it. "No, Vi, we're not lost. Stop worrying about it. I know where we're going."
"So you know where we are then?"
He gestured grandly at the trees all around us. "We're in a forest."
I rolled my eyes even though he wasn't looking at me. "Thanks so much for that helpful information."
John finally turned toward me. The large backpack he carried gave him a bizarre profile from the side. It looked like he should fall over backward from the sheer weight of it. Supposedly it wasn't as heavy as it appeared.
"Do you not trust me?"
I took a moment to consider my answer. In the twenty years I'd known him, I'd never once had cause to doubt his navigational skills. As a little sister, it was my prerogative to say something snarky anyway if I so chose, but I decided not to.
"No, I believe you," I said. I waved my arm in a flamboyant imitation of his previous gesture. "Carry on, fearless leader."
John's eyes narrowed for a second, then he shrugged and turned away. His stride seemed more purposeful as we resumed walking. Maybe he felt he had something to prove now and was trying not to look indecisive anymore. Maybe he really did know what he was doing all along and any indication otherwise was purely in my head.
My thoughts wandered, as they tended to on long walks. I remembered last year; the last time John and I had gone hiking together. I wasn't nearly as much of a fan of the whole 'nature' thing as he was, and it was generally up to him to drag me away from civilization. He was probably the only person who could convince me to go when it came right down to it.
Last year we'd taken a different route through the same forest. John had promised it would be an easier trail this time. He'd gotten tired of listening to me complain about how sore my legs were afterward. I smiled to myself at the thought of how much patience he must have for me. He'd be perfectly happy walking up and down a mountain for a week, and here we were taking a path that he'd barely work up a sweat on.
All of a sudden, the trees started thinning out around us. I was confused for a second since I thought we'd made it out of the forest already, but I realized we'd just reached a clearing. It looked to be a small, grassy field with a river running down the middle of it.
"Are we supposed to be here?" I asked.
John gave me a look. "Questioning me again?"
"Technically... yes. I s'pose I am."
He sighed again and started heading into the centre of the clearing. I followed, not having much other choice in the matter. He hadn't answered my question.
"We should stop here for the night," he said. "It's probably the best spot we'll find to set up the tent. Plus there's a convenient source of water, for washing up or whatever."
I shaded my eyes with my hand and tried to judge where the sun was in the sky.
"Are you sure? It looks like we've still got, like, a couple hours of daylight."
"You're welcome to keep going if you want. I'm staying here."
"I knew it, you have no idea where we are, do you? You just want to take a break and try to figure it out."
"If it makes you happy to believe that..."
I didn't, really, but I was confused about his decision. I was always the one who wanted to stop and set up camp before he did. His excuses sounded awfully similar to ones I'd use if I were tired of walking. Maybe I was rubbing off on him.
John located a nice flat patch of ground for us to set up camp for the night. I shucked my backpack-smaller than the one he was lugging around-then stretched my arms and back out. I wasn't used to walking with the extra weight. I'd probably be stiff the next day.
"I'm going for a swim," I announced.
John raised an eyebrow. "How about we get set up here first. You know, get the tent out, gather wood for a fire... all those things you'll be whining about later if we don't have them done."
"I'm hot and sweaty and I want to cool off. Plus, thanks to you, we have loads of daylight left."
"Not as much as you think."
I shrugged. "I'll take my chances."
John bit back a reply, then waved me away. He'd work faster without me 'helping' anyway, so I wasn't sure what he was complaining about.
The ground rose slightly then fell again as I walked the short distance to the river. Standing at the river back, I could only just make out my brother's head as he moved around. I waited a moment to see if he'd give in and join me, but it didn't seem like that was going to happen. I'd just have to swim by myself.
Last year had been different. It had been a hotter day, and was still hot even into the evening. John and I had gone to the river-maybe the same river at a different point, come to think of it-and gone swimming together to cool off. We'd stripped down to our underwear and waded in. I remembered the time vividly, like it had been last week rather than last year.
I removed my clothing slowly as I reminisced. My hiking boots and socks came off first, then my shirt and shorts. I hesitated once I was down to my bra and panties. It had been kind of a pain in the ass getting them all soaked last year. I was tempted to take them off too and go swimming completely naked.
Although... the memory of John and I sitting by the fire in our underwear, waiting for the soggy material to dry came unbidden to my mind. I remembered how he kept stealing glances at me when he thought I wasn't looking. My bra had done a much worse job of protecting my modesty when it was all wet and clingy. I'd pretended not to notice, and luckily the glow of the fire had masked my blushing.
I shook my head and unclasped my bra. Voyeuristic possibilities aside, it would be far more comfortable and practical just to ditch all of my clothes and keep them dry. Besides, the longer I stopped to think about it, the less time I'd have in the water. Sometimes any decision was better than no decision at all.
The river felt just as cool and refreshing on my skin as I'd anticipated. I stepped in slowly, feeling for the bottom with my toes before committing my weight. Even at its deepest point it was only up to my shoulders, and the current wasn't nearly strong enough to pull me away against my will. Still, I didn't want to do something stupid and have to yell for my brother to come rescue me. That'd just be embarrassing to have to get pulled out, all naked and wet and...
I bit my lip and tried to stop my train of thought before it got too far away from me. I'd gone off on completely the wrong tangent. John was still over dicking around with the tent or whatever; this was me time. It had nothing to do with him. I bent my knees and relaxed into the water until it was up to my chin. All the dirt and sweat of the day's hike was like a bad dream. I felt cleansed, purified... or at least far less grimy than before. I'd take what I could get.
I floated in the middle of the stream, anchored only by my toes. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes, letting the sun warm my face and dry off stray droplets. Being in the water by myself was far more peaceful than it would have been with John. We were probably the same as a lot of siblings in that we had a hard time leaving each other alone. If one of us tried to relax, the other would splash them, or dunk them, or anything at all, really. Some scenarios just turned us into kids all over again no matter how old we got.
My sense of time got a bit fuzzy as I floated, drifted, and occasionally swam. It must have been longer than I thought because all of a sudden John was there, sitting on a rock on the river bank. He had a faint smile on his lips that broadened once he saw that I'd noticed him.
"How long have you been there?" I asked.
"Not long. I was busy, you know. I had to get the tent up and gather some wood and-"
"Yeah, yeah. Ever the martyr, aren't you?"
"Sometimes, sure. It comes with being your brother."
I stuck my bottom lip out in a pout. John just laughed.
"So you're just gonna sit there and watch me now?"
"I was thinking about it. It's an interesting view."
I followed his gaze down to my chest. My breasts were technically underwater, but not so deep that they'd be too obscured. I felt my face heat up.
"Perv."
John shrugged. "You're the one who took your clothes off. Don't blame me."
"Well... turn around or something. I'm ready to get out anyway."
He arched an eyebrow and stayed where he was for a moment, but I stared him down until he finally spun around on his perch. With his back to me, I trudged to the edge of the river and crawled up onto the bank. My clothes were right where I'd left them.
"I was expecting you to at least have your underwear on or something," he said as though that explained everything.
"Woulda got wet."
"Isn't it going to get wet now anyway? You know, when you put it on your wet body? Or am I expected to avert my eyes until you dry off in the sun."
"How 'bout you shut the hell up?"
That got another chuckle from my brother. I hated to admit that he kind of had a point. I was going to have to put something back on if I didn't want to wander around naked, and whatever it was would get damp. Damp underwear was at least slightly better than soggy underwear, but it still wasn't ideal. I put my bra and panties back on anyway since I didn't know what else to do. They absorbed some of the water on my skin right away. My bra went transparent enough that my nipples were visible through the material. I wasn't sure how to feel about that.
"Can I turn around yet?" John asked.
"Yeah, sure. Whatever."
I faced him as he turned back toward me. His gaze immediately dropped from my face to the rest of my scantily clad body. To his credit, it was only a few seconds before he made eye contact again.
"That's a good look on you."
"Thanks."
I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, trying not to look as awkward and nervous as I felt. I'd been in similar states of attire in front of my brother before, but he'd always been stripped down too. It was different being on display when he was still fully clothed.
Abruptly John turned away and pulled his shirt over his head. I watched the muscles in his arms and back flex as his torso was revealed. He had the definition of someone who enjoyed being outdoors rather than someone who specifically worked for it. I kind of liked the more subtle display.
"You going in now?" I asked.
"Mmhm. Looks refreshing."
He knelt to untie his boots. I watched him for a moment, intrigued by the slight flexing of his arms. I shook my head and started picking up the rest of my clothes.
"I'm gonna head back," I said.
"Okay. I'll come find you when I'm done here."
I clutched my bundle of clothes and boots in my arms as I walked away. I glanced back a few times, noting the progression in my brother's disrobing. Luckily, he fell out of sight before I got too distracted and tripped over something.
John had set the tent up for us and had a pile of wood ready just like he'd said. I decided to get a fire going since I was starting to get hungry and I'd want to be able to cook some food before too long. Building a fire was one of the few things I'd learned from my brother and gotten really good at. It took some time and patience working my way up from twigs and bark to good sized sticks, but I didn't mind; I liked watching the flames flicker and dance and slowly spread. Eventually I had a real campfire going.
The heat from the fire helped dry me out, but my bra and panties had absorbed the water more than my skin and remained slightly damp to the touch. I took them off and pulled my shirt and shorts on instead, leaving me comfortably dry at last.
The sun was just hitting the top of the tree line in the sky. It still wouldn't reach the horizon proper for a bit, but it was getting late. I frowned and looked over toward the river. I hadn't been keeping track of time, but it seemed like John was taking quite a while over there. I decided that if he wasn't back by the time the sun sank below the tree line I'd have to go check on him.
Fortunately, John returned, fully clothed and quite dry, before I had to form a solo search party. He must have simply lain out by the river to dry off before getting dressed again. That would explain his long absence.
"Decided to put your clothes back on, huh?" he said.
"Well duh. I just had to dry off a little first."
"I still say it wasn't a bad look for you."
I turned and poked at the fire with a stick to mask the flush on my face.
"You're such a charmer," I said as sarcastically as I could manage.
"I know. The girls love me."
"I'm sure they do."
John must have had the same idea I did, because he started rummaging around in our bags for food. He'd brought along an old frying pan so we could heat things up. I'd insisted he carry it because there was no way I was lugging that heavy old thing around.
"Are you cooking?" he asked.
"I'm gonna have to. We both know you can't cook for shit."
He laughed and didn't bother to contradict me. To be fair, his cooking was passable and he clearly hadn't starved to death yet, but we both knew I was better at it.
****
John and I sat together by the fire long after we'd finished supper. It had gotten dark out, although there was enough moonlight that it wasn't truly pitch black outside our bubble of flickering illumination. We sat side to side, sometimes chatting, sometimes lost in thought. It was the part of the hiking trip I'd been waiting for.
I had a marshmallow on the end of a long stick and I was holding it over the fire. The way I liked to cook marshmallows to a perfect golden brown drove my brother crazy. Admittedly, it took a fair amount of time and patience, but I enjoyed the process as well as the result. He only cared about eating them.
"I think that one's done," he said.
"Nope. Not quite yet."
I pulled my marshmallow toward me for a second to verify that it hadn't quite reached its optimally heated state yet. John made an exasperated noise, but I ignored him. It was none of his business how long I took.
"It's a nice night," he said, changing tactics.
"Mmhm."
"You can see the stars and everything."
I looked up. The stars were indeed very visible in the sky.
"Pretty," I said.
"Uh huh. Remember last year, we stayed up so late stargazing."
"That was nice. We could do that again, if we wanted."
I retrieved my marshmallow, carefully sliding it off the end of my stick. I didn't care what John thought, they were better when they got the proper attention. This one was nearly perfect. It was all crisp on the outside, and warm and gooey on the inside.
"Another?" he asked, offering me the bag in case I wanted to cook another one.
"No, I think I'm good."
"'Kay."
I hunched forward, hugging my knees to my chest. The flames were hypnotic. Despite their warmth, I still imagined I could feel John's body heat. He was sitting so close that we were almost touching. I leaned toward him ever so slightly, a small enough shift that he might not have even noticed. After a moment I did it again, and this time my shoulder grazed his. I held my breath without really meaning to.
At first it seemed like John had missed the faint contact, like maybe he was too deep in thought. A moment later he shifted and slipped his arm around me, pulling me against him. I relaxed into him and slowly let out the breath I'd taken. I let my head rest on his shoulder and moved my arm down to his leg. I squeezed his knee gently.
"I'm glad you invited me to come hiking with you again," I said.
John gave me a soft squeeze in return. "You think I wouldn't? After last year..."
He trailed off, but I knew what he meant. It was something we couldn't talk about, but also something I couldn't seem to stop thinking about. I would have been devastated if he hadn't wanted me to come along with him at all this year.
I felt my brother's fingers moving on my waist. He toyed idly with the hem of my shirt as though simply looking for something to occupy his attention. Slowly, so slowly, the hem crept upward until his hand could slip under it. His attempt at subtlety left something to be desired, but it was still a step in the right direction. I bit my lip and stayed silent as I felt his palm flatten against my bare skin.
My heartbeat quickened, pounding insistently in my chest. Against a background consisting solely of the crackling sticks in the fire, it felt embarrassingly loud to me. I was probably imagining that. In all likelihood John couldn't hear my heartbeat anymore than I could hear his. And yet...
His hand slid upward, maneuvering with all the stealth of a puppy who thinks you aren't watching. If he got high enough he'd feel my heart pounding, even if he couldn't hear it. That knowledge only worsened my nerves, and my excitement.
John pulled away, reaching over to our wood pile to throw another few sticks on the fire. I curled my hands into fists in frustration, but managed to keep my mouth shut. I didn't exactly want our fire to die on us either. Besides, in only a matter of seconds he was right back where he was supposed to be. I hardly had enough time to get properly irritated.
"You feel kinda warm," he said.
"I'm fine."
In reality, I was quite warm. The air wasn't exactly cool to begin with, although the temperature had dropped somewhat from earlier. That along with the fire and my brother's body heat left me in a decidedly cozy state.
I closed my eyes and bit my lip again as John's hand reached the bottom of my breasts. My shirt had been pulled halfway up my torso, leaving my tummy exposed. I wanted to just pull it off, get it out of the way, but it wasn't time for that yet.
"And no bra," he said.
"It was damp. I took it off."
John carefully pulled the bottom of my shirt up and over my breasts, leaving it bunched up above them. The sudden exposure to the night air made my nipples tingle. I sat stoically, pretending not to notice that he'd done anything at all. It was the single most difficult instance of doing nothing that I'd ever participated in. I was so wound up with anticipation I was practically vibrating.
He cupped my breast, holding me in a way that was almost casual, except of course that it was anything but. I risked a glance over at him. He was staring at the fire, seemingly not paying any attention to me at all. I watched him a little too long and got caught. He turned his head and our eyes met. His lips twitched into a crooked smile. I smiled back automatically, without any conscious thought behind it.
I was even more aware of my uncovered breasts than before. My nipples actually ached a little. As if waiting for his cue, John suddenly pinched the nipple his hand had been covering. I made a small, pathetic whimpering noise that only lasted a second before I was able to cut it off. His smile grew wider.
"Hiking trips just aren't the same without you," he said softly. "I've definitely learned that since... last time."
He pushed me gently, but firmly, onto my back next to the fire. I submitted to his physical guidance. He pulled off his shirt, then followed me down and lowered his head to my chest. I saw his lips part just before my line of sight was blocked by his head. His tongue flicked across the tip of my breast, making me suck in a sharp breath.
It was what I'd been waiting for. There in the woods, in the dark, just the two of us, the time was finally right. I couldn't explain it to myself, let alone to anyone else, but somehow we both understood it. This was our forbidden time, our chance to do what we couldn't during our normal lives. Out here things were different. Rules, laws, morals, self-control... those were all just words.



I tangled my fingers in John's hair, holding him to my chest. He sucked on my nipple as though he were a nursing baby rather than my full-grown brother. It was a further mixing of familial and erotic love; the kind of love that was forbidden in the real world. For a brief time, I didn't have to care about whether or not it was wrong, or what any of it meant. I craved my brother's touch, his love, just as he desired me. Out here we made our own reality.
"I need you," I whispered in his ear.
He grunted, unwilling to move his mouth away from my boobs long enough to give a response. I smiled and stroked his hair. My need only grew stronger by the moment, but the pleasure he was already giving me held it back for now. My body was coming awake in a way that only my brother could manage, my control slowly ebbing away as he licked, and sucked, and caressed me. It was all too easy to surrender my will.
Something poked the top of my thigh. I raised my leg slightly, bending at the knee. John groaned as I pressed my thigh against his cock. He felt so goddamn hard. I shivered with barely restrained excitement and held his head more firmly to me. He nipped at my nipple, tugging on it with his teeth just for a fraction of a second. It might have been meant as a rebuke for trying to control his movement. The pain only added to my pleasure. I was too worked up to be so easily chastised.
"I need you," I repeated more insistently.
I reached my hands down, trying to wedge them between us somehow. I got a brief, tantalizing feels of his cock, but he was moving and grinding on me too much for me to get a solid hold on anything. I eventually had to grab the waist of his shorts at the hips and pull them down. He didn't have anything on underneath them. It seemed we'd had similar thoughts regarding the necessity of underwear. At this point it would just have been in the way.
John gave up on my breasts and buried his face in my neck as his newly freed erection slid against my leg. He made a noise somewhere between a moan and a whimper. I grabbed his butt, digging my nails in just a little to urge him on. His dry thrusting kept moving higher and higher up my thigh, guided by the shape of my body until he was bumping against my pussy. It was my turn to moan once I started feeling some of the same sexual sensations that he was.
He fumbled with my shorts, pawing ineffectually at them in his over-excited state. I had to help him pull them down, then kick them the rest of the way off. His cock slid smoothly against my bare slit. My pussy had done an excellent job lubricating itself for him. His shaft glided near-frictionlessly over my clit several times, making me shiver and convulse beneath him. I wanted him inside me so badly. I spread my legs and lifted my hips a little, doing everything I could to get him where I wanted him.
John's thrusts were getting longer and harder. It seemed to take forever-though in reality was probably a matter of seconds-before he finally hit his target instead of sliding past it again. He hesitated ever-so-briefly as the tip of his cock penetrated my welcoming pussy. Other than that small stutter, he kept right on going, plunging deeper into my wet hole.
"Yesss," I hissed.
I kissed his ear, his neck, and his shoulder, rewarding him for giving me what I needed. I dragged my fingernails up his spine and felt his back arch at my touch. My hips moved in synch with his, working to make his thrusts as hard and as deep as possible.
"Fuuuck, Vi," he moaned.
I smiled and nipped at the skin between his neck and shoulder. He responded by biting me in the same place on the opposite side. My eyes rolled back and I lost all control of my body for a second. I didn't know how my brother did that to me, how he combined pleasure and pain and the forbidden in a way that so completely dominated my physical being.
I dug my nails into his back as though desperately trying to hold onto him. Again he answered in the sort of way I'd hoped he would. He slammed into my pussy with a particularly hard thrust, pressing my butt painfully into the ground. His eyes gleamed in the firelight for an instant as he raised his head. He had a look more wild, more feral than I'd ever seen in him before. He kissed me fiercely, using his teeth as much as his tongue. I moaned into his mouth and latched onto him even more tightly with my fingernails.
John's breathing was getting ragged. He was pounding his cock into me like he was on the verge of cumming. I was getting pretty close myself. Our frantic, incestuous fucking was bringing us both toward an abrupt climax. I urged my body on, maintaining the rhythm that had brought us so far already. I felt it get closer, ever closer, until at last I was there.
I let out a primal scream into the darkness that surrounded us. An engulfing maelstrom of pleasure exploded outward from my pussy, and from my brother's constant pounding. I was sucked into the internal vortex, at once consumed and torn apart by it. I was only dimly aware of my body and my physical reactions. The waves of pleasure and the aftershocks emanating from between my legs were all that I could process.
I slowly became aware that John's grunting had taken on a different tone. It sounded kind of like he was in pain. I realized that my grip had tightened involuntarily in my throes of ecstasy. I'd clawed his back far more viciously than I ever meant to. His pace had slowed a little as a result of the distraction.
"Sorry," I whispered.
He frowned in confusion, like he hadn't quite heard me. I shook my head and smiled. I pushed against his chest, just enough to get him to stop.
"What?" he asked.
I could see the desperation in him, the need for release. He was so close.
"Roll over."
I hoped the damage to his back wasn't too bad. Either way, he rolled over after only a moment of hesitation, finally kicking his shorts the rest of the way off. I took his cue and pulled my shirt off as well. It had been bunched up above my breasts for so long I'd forgotten I still had it on. The collar had gotten ripped at some point and I didn't remember it happening.
Totally naked, illuminated by the fire, I straddled my equally naked brother. His eyes were twin orbs of pure lust. He reached for me, running his hands up my sides and down my tummy. I guided his cock as I lowered myself, impaling my body on his shaft. He grabbed my ass and helped pull me the all the way down. I shamelessly reveled in the way his gaze took in my form and the way his cock filled me up so nicely.
I rocked my hips forward and back, grinding on John's shaft instead of bouncing on it. He groaned satisfyingly. It was my turn to take control, to give him pleasure just as he'd done for me. I loved the feeling of surrendering myself to him, but I also loved being in control. Manipulating his senses and reactions so directly with my body was a sexual power trip unlike any other.
I leaned over my brother, supporting some of my weight on my arms. He ran his hands up and down my body, fondling my ass or boobs as he felt like it. If I moved my hips just right, I could sometimes get him to twitch and grab me a little harder for an instant.
He was so close to release; so very close. His cock pulsed inside me. I imagined I could feel his heartbeat through it and that it would join with mine through our physical connection. I gripped and squeezed and massaged his erection with my pussy while I writhed on his lap. He moaned more and more desperately as he approached orgasm.
John grabbed my waist and thrust upward as though somehow he could force himself even deeper into my pussy. I felt his cum explode inside me. I closed my eyes and threw my head back, rocking on his cock as much as I could with my movements limited. I clenched and unclenched my muscles around his cock, milking it of everything he had.
I was more alive in the aftermath than I'd been in months. I liked the thought that by taking my brother's essence into me, somehow he was more a part of me than ever before. He was softening, but I was still far too horny to relax yet. I slid off his lap onto his tummy, giving his cock a chance to recover.
"You're fucking awesome," he said.
"Mmm, you're pretty good too."
I traced a single fingernail across his chest. His gaze was drawn to it for a second, but it didn't stay there long. There were plenty of other parts of my body for him to look at. If I just gave him a couple minutes, he'd be ready to go again. I was prepared to help him along if need be.
"Fire needs wood."
I glanced to the side, noting that our fire was burning kind of low. I shrugged and stood up to deal with the problem. I made sure to take my time bending over to pick up some pieces of wood.
John didn't move from where he was lying. Once I'd tended to the fire, I settled right back down straddling his tummy. When I back my butt up a little, I was delighted to bump into a partial erection. I smiled predatorily and reached back to help it along.
****
Morning came too early. I had bleary, somewhat headachy start to the day thanks to not getting very much sleep. I was in a little better shape by the time we lazed through a few hours and got some instant coffee and 'just add water' pancakes into us.
John and I didn't talk much as we slowly got our stuff all packed up again and prepared to get moving. We caught each other staring a lot and we couldn't help the goofy grins that took over our faces, but in the light of day that was as far as we could go. We both understood that.
It was oddly satisfying to see my brother wince when he shouldered his backpack. Until his back healed, he'd have a constant, physical reminder of me. Similarly, I had a bruise on my butt that I was hoping wouldn't go away for at least a few days.
"Ready to go?" he asked.
"Sure."
John started off with no more preamble than that. I followed along, falling naturally into pace a few steps behind him. Even though the hike yesterday hadn't been particularly strenuous, I was hoping today would be easier. I was aching in some weird places and not really in the mood for anything at all taxing. After less than ten minutes, my curiousity got the better of me.
"How much farther do you think we have to go?" I asked.
He glanced back over his shoulder at me. "Oh, maybe an hour. Hour and a half tops."
"Really? That's hardly anything."
"I know. Why do you think I stopped us early yesterday. We made way better time than I expected. Probably could have finished the whole thing in one day. That's what I get for trying to pick an easy trail for you."
A slow grin spread across my face. My brother really did have his moments.
Neither of us said anything for a while after that and I let my thoughts wander where they willed. I was already starting to think about next year's trip. It was basically Christmas for me. The waiting would get unbearable, but it was totally, totally worth it. I smiled to myself as I watched my brother in front of me. The things I'd do to him next year...
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Nearly midnight. I would have long since been asleep except I'd been having trouble sleeping at all lately. My brother wasn't home yet. I'd checked. Sometimes he'd still be awake too and I could talk to him for a while. Sometimes he'd be asleep. Sometimes, as I suspected tonight, he'd still be out trying to pick up girls.
I busied myself with making a cup of 'sleepy' tea. Just going through the motions had become soothing somehow. It held a ritualistic quality for me. An offering to the Sandman.
I turned off the lights and padded barefoot through the dark and empty house, cradling the warm teacup in my hands. There was a time when scattered children's toys would have made nighttime walks hazardous, but those days were long since passed. Seth and I were adults now. It was such a strange concept. Growing up hadn't really come with the tangible milestones it was supposed to, but it had happened all the same. I cleaned, shopped, worked, and generally kept myself alive, yet I still waited for the day I'd actually feel like a responsible adult.
Light danced across the wall, then the faint sounds of a car pulling up to the house. I looked for the clock before remembering the batteries still needed replaced. I went to the living room, to the large window looking onto the street. A cab was just pulling away. It had left behind two passengers.
They were drunk, of course. The girl was holding her heels in one hand, presumably walking in bare feet, and still could barely keep herself upright. Or maybe she was just using it as an excuse to hang off my brother. He seemed to be doing better, but still fumbled with his keys at the front door. It wasn't even locked.
"Dingus," I whispered to myself.
A torrent of giggles and shushes preceded the pair's entrance into the house proper. 'Giggle' I'm so drunk and gonna get laid. Ditto but 'shush' my sister's asleep. Etc.
I stood right where I was, unhidden but unmoving. Neither of them saw me in the shadows as they stumbled by. I waited until I heard Seth's door close before tiptoeing to the hallway. There was a crack of light coming from under my brother's door. I glided up to it and leaned against the wall next the doorway.
Yet more drunken giggling escaped from within. The giggles slowly turned to bedsprings and moans. I sipped my cooling tea and stared at nothing. They were having fun. I just wanted to sleep.
I slid my back down the wall until I was sitting on the floor. The muffled sounds of sex lapped at my eardrums. I closed my eyes; there was nothing to see anyway. My tea had lost most of its warmth and I set it beside me. I focused on my breathing for a while, inhaling slowly and deeply, then exhaling at the same pace. My thoughts faded with every breath. My mind went blank.
****
I didn't remember getting to bed, but that's where I woke up so it must have happened. I swung blearily out of bed and threw on enough clothing to be presentable before shuffling out of my room. Seth's door was closed so I banged on it a couple times before moving on. I might have been nice and let him and his new 'friend' sleep except I knew he had a shift that morning and needed to get up. That and I didn't want to suffer morning's wrath alone.
The coffee maker was ready to go with the push of a button thanks to my past self's foresight. It gurgled and spat as I listened to the sounds of not-quite-hushed-enough voices, doors opening and closing, and the bathroom being hurriedly used. I was sipping on a fresh cup of coffee by the time last night's girl tried to sneak out the front door.
My mug hid my mean-spirited smile as my brother's dishevelled bed-partner froze at the entrance to the kitchen. She stared at me, I stared back. Neither of us said anything. She knew I knew what she'd been doing last night. What I didn't know was who she thought I was. Had she been told I was the sister? Or was I the girlfriend in her mind? Maybe just a roommate.
The poor girl looked worse than I felt, even more so after seeing me. I almost took pity on her. Almost.
"Uh, hey," she said.
"Hey. Coffee?"
"Um..."
"You have fun last night?"
"I, uh... I should be going."
"K."
I kept my eyes on her as she walked by me to the front door. She had nice legs. I imagined her butt was pretty nice too, although it was harder to tell with her dress not sitting quite right.
A minute later it was like she'd never been there. The house had all the right sounds again, just the ones me and Seth made. I heard his footsteps and had coffee poured for him as he came in.
"You scare her off already?"
He was grinning like a guy who'd just had sex. It made me want to 'accidentally' spill some hot coffee on his toes.
"I offered her coffee."
"Alongside your patented 'fuck off' look no doubt."
"I was civil. She was hungover. And I can't help but feel she didn't know whether or not she was encroaching on my territory."
Seth's smile only broadened. "Aw, come on, Izzy. She knew you were only my sister. Probably. I mean, I'm sure I mentioned we lived together."
"Before or after she got drunk enough to sleep with you?"
"Who knows. It all kinda blurs."
"Classy."
Seth snorted in amusement. He leaned in and kissed the side of my forehead, then went to scour the refrigerator for breakfast.
"One of these days you're going to accidentally fall for one of these girls," I said. "What are you going to do then?"
Seth came out with a partial carton of eggs and carried them to the stove. "Nah, you've got it wrong. I've got failsafes and shit. You scaring girls off in the morning is just one facet of the master plan."
"Oh god. Master plan? You're so full of yourself this morning. What'd she, like, let you put it in her butt or what?"
"Ha, no. Although she did do this thing where-"
"Don't wanna hear it."
"Oh, right." Seth frowned, then started cracking eggs into a frying pan. "Well anyway, the trick is that it's really hard to develop feelings for a drunk girl. Not impossible, but harder. Pick a pre-drunk girl and bam, save money buying her drinks, save time, save... I dunno, some third thing. It's wins all around is the point."
"Goddamn, dude. That's horrible. And somehow inspirational."
"Story of my life."
I walked up behind my brother and hugged him. I held it longer than necessary, enjoying the warmth and solidity of his body. It helped my mood almost as much as the coffee.
"Hey, Izzy?"
"Yeah?"
"Your boobs feel nice and all, but I really need to grab a spatula before my eggs burn."
I couldn't help smiling, but I wiped it away before releasing him "Fuck you, dude," I said without malice. I punched him on the shoulder to emphasize my point. "Fuck you so much."
"Fuck you too, sis."
****
Work was miserable. Customers and coworkers often make or break the day. This time around, they broke it. They broke it hard. I was drained from holding all my frustrations inside until I could escape.
Seth was already home when I got back. Judging by the grunts coming from his 'weight room' he was busy trying to build some muscle again. He was much too inconsistent about it to make any real progress, but something was better than nothing. At least it seemed to keep him from getting chubby the way he'd been in his teen years.
I walked quietly to my room and stood on my bed to lift up one of the ceiling tiles. I had to fish around a little to find the half-pack of cigarettes I'd hidden there... a month ago? Longer? I couldn't remember anymore. I'd ostensibly quit the habit, but there were days when I just needed... something.
I took a cigarette out and re-hid the pack, then grabbed a lighter. After making sure the sounds of weightlifting continued unabated, I snuck out of my room to the back steps. Seth couldn't see me from there.
The first inhalation was exquisitely disgusting. It tasted bad, was awful for my lungs, and would make me feel guilty later, but goddamn was it just what I needed. I savoured my cancer-stick, holding each lungful as long as I dared before letting it slip back out a small gap in my lips. Each stream of smoke carried some of my tension away with it.
"Bad girl," said a voice from behind me.
"Fuck," I said.
I didn't turn as Seth came up next to me and sat down. He could be such a goddamn ninja when it was least convenient for me.
"Rough day?" he asked.
"Yep. People suck. Customers suck. Remind me why I need a job again?"
"'Cause you're an adult now, sucker."
"So that was my mistake."
I raised my cigarette to my lips again, but it was expertly snatched away just before contact. Seth ground it out on the grass by our feet, then set it carefully on the step beside him.
"Dick," I said.
"You know it."
He scooted back, then swung a leg around to my other side. I made room for him to spoon up behind me, correctly assuming that he was about to make it up to me. I melted a little at the first touch of his hands on my shoulders. We sat in near silence for a few minutes while Seth massaged my day away. I slowly leaned back on him more and more as he worked on me until finally he gave up and wrapped his arms around me instead.
The sun was going down. I watched the imperceptibly slow changes in the sky and felt my brother's heartbeat drum softly into my body. His breath tickled my ear.
"I can see down your shirt," he said.
"Lucky you."
Silence again. A single mosquito buzzed into hearing range, threatening to ruin my peace.
"You need a shower," I said. "Doing weights makes you sweaty."
"Very true."
Seth shifted and began to withdraw his arms. I grabbed his hands and pulled them back into position.
"Not yet," I said. "In a minute."
"Okay."
****
Nearly midnight. I sipped at hot tea and padded through a dark house. Not an empty one this time; Seth's snoring radiated from his open bedroom door, a constant reminder I had company of a sort. It wasn't clear if that was better or worse. My brain puzzled away on that problem while I crept out the to the back step.
My half-cigarette was still right where it had been viciously abandoned earlier. I rolled it between my fingers and tried to decide if it was worth fetching my lighter. It wasn't. I still felt bad about the half I'd already smoked. I lodged the small cylinder in a gap between the top of the door frame and the house. The rain would probably get it before I remembered it was there.
The moon was only about half full. A lost, lonely cloud drifted past it. I watched, and sipped, and wondered what the point of it all was. Finding happiness, maybe. That was very in these days. Once I got this sleep thing figured out I might have to give happiness a whirl.
It felt quite unfair that some people could fall asleep on a whim, while I had to work so very hard at it. Seth's snores taunted me as I reentered the house. I put my emptied cup in the sink and thought about rinsing it. That was the sort of thinking that separated me from a sleeping person. I needed to work on that.
It was time for sleep. This time for sure. I retraced my earlier steps to my bedroom, already imagining how the pillow would feel when my head landed in it. I ended up at my brother's room. I should wake up him just so I wouldn't be miserably un-asleep alone, I thought. I walked closer to his bed. No, I decided, that would be mean.
Seth had a nice bed. He'd bought himself a newer, bigger one about a year ago, the better for entertaining guests. He wouldn't mind if I borrowed some of it for a few hours. I'd give it back in the morning.
I pulled back the corner of the covers and slipped in next to my brother. His breathing didn't change. I curled up and closed my eyes. His body heat had pre-cozied my spot for me. Very thoughtful of him.
****
"Wakey wakey."
"Rrrgh."
"Time to get uuup Izzyyy."
I swatted my hand in the general direction of my brother's sing-song voice. "F'koff. Get outta my room."
"I'd love to except we aren't in your room."
I cracked my eyelids. He was right, we weren't in my room.
"Shit."
"Scary monster under your bed?"
"Shut up."
"Maybe a ghostie woastie in the closet?"
"Shut up!"
I swung at Seth again. He easily dodged my clumsy, flailing hand. His grin only grew larger and more irritating.
"It's okay to have nightmares, Izzy. Lots of children have them. Just because you're much, much older than-"
I let out a feral growl and launched myself directly at my brother's mid-section. My surprise attack caught him off balance and we went crashing to the floor.
"Shutupshutupshutup."
I got a few punches in before he managed to grab my wrist. I pushed myself into a kneeling position straddling his waist and he cautiously let go of my arm.
"You know, when I wake up next to a girl, it usually-"
I took my weight off my knees and drove my butt into my brother's abdomen. His sentence was choked off as I knocked the air out of his lungs. He choked on his laughter even as he struggled to regain his breath.
"Sometimes, Seth... sometimes I wish you'd never learned to speak."
"Oof, harsh."
I stood up and straightened out my hair a little. Seth remained on the floor. The mischievous smile had yet to leave his face.
"You're cute when you're pissed off," he said.
"Maybe when I'm pissed off is not a great time to mention that."
"Or maybe the timing is what makes it funny."
I sighed. There was no way I was going to win this one.
"Screw this, I need coffee."
"Wait! There might be a skeleton in the kitchen! You should-"
The nearest throwable object was a hardcover book. It made a satisfying thunk when it landed on my brother.
****
I was in bed the next time my brother brought a girl home. They made more noise than last time, or maybe it just seemed that way because I was trying to sleep at the time. Knowing they'd be locked in his room fucking somehow made my efforts all the less attainable. It was not a particularly logical causal link, but it was what it was.
My brain refused to shut off. My imagination conjured image after image of what the new one looked like. I made wild guesses at how good the sex would be, how drunk they both were, whether they'd ever talk again after tomorrow morning. I laid out scenario after scenario, none of it based on reality or remotely useful to me in any way.
Eventually I gave in. Something had to be done, and lying around with my infuriating fantasies keeping me company clearly wasn't that something. I stood up on my bed, then swung a leg out so that my foot landed on my windowsill. I carefully pushed my weight onto that leg until I was able to bring the other one up along with it. It left me in a precarious, half-crouched position with only a tenuous grip on the edge of the window frame keeping me from falling backward.
I reached up and lifted aside the ceiling tile above my head. With it out of the way I was able to stand up straighter and reach up to the rafters above it. This was the really tricky part. Seth had always had to give me a boost when we were kids. Now I could make it on my own. Barely.
It took a delicate balance of strength and finesse to pull myself up through the ceiling without making any noticeable sound. If I'd been ten pounds heavier I probably would never have made it. As it was I had to stop and regain my breath for a moment once my weight was safely resting across two parallel beams just under the roof proper.
I missed the days when the sorry excuse for an unfinished attic had been a secret hideout for Seth and me. There wasn't much that we could actually do with the cramped, hazardous space, but it was hidden from prying parental eyes. Sometimes that was all it took.
It was an agonizing crawl to my brother's room. Every board held a threat of creaking, every gap was a chance to fall through the ceiling and make an idiot of myself. Somehow I managed to avoid either fail-state.
By comparison, silently levering out one of Seth's ceiling tiles enough to peak through the gap was hardly a challenge at all. Which is to say it was still a pain in the ass, only less so. Snooping was a lot more work than it needed to be. Once I found a semi-comfortable position I settled in and gazed down at the mostly naked bodies below.
Seth was on top. Only his socks were still on. The girl's panties were hooked tenaciously around one ankle. Otherwise their sweaty, drunken bodies were rubbing directly against each other. It was both fascinating and kind of gross. Drunk sex, as it turned out, was far from the carefully orchestrated and lit event that porn had led me to believe. Just another lie from the internet.
The girl, a dyed-blonde with visible dark roots, kept trying to get a grip on my brother's back. She was too far gone to do more than drag her long, painted nails across his skin over and over. He seemed to be ignoring her efforts in favour of thrusting at her over and over. The movement of his butt was hypnotic.
They were a pair of cats in heat. There was no planning, no concern, no tenderness; just two people trying to get off with each other before one of them lost consciousness. I hated myself a little for feeling faint twinges of arousal. I'd always assumed I had better taste. So much for that.
Before long came the rather predictable ending. Seth thrust a little more urgently for a few seconds, they both did some moaning and clenching, then it was all over. Kind of a disappointment. They mumbled to each other a bit before the girl disappeared to the bathroom. Probably exchanging congratulations and niceties.
I replaced the disturbed tile and began the laborious process of backtracking to my room. I thought about the possibility of just drilling a hole through an adjacent wall to Seth's room. Maybe in the laundry room. I used it more than he did, and if I put the hole in the corner next to the washing machine there was no reason he'd ever spot it. Now all I needed was a drill.
I almost burst out laughing at my own train of thought. That was a clear sign of sleep deprivation if ever there was one. Bedtime. Definitely bedtime.
****
I felt better when I woke up. Still tired, still a little out of it, but that was normal for not having had my coffee yet. It was my day off, so I didn't actually have to get up right away. I'd earned some lazing-around-in-bed time.
My thoughts didn't take long to latch onto my spying expedition of the night before. It made my stomach flutter just remembering the sight of my brother giving it to the girl whose name I'd probably never know. God. Damn. It. There was nothing about it that should have affected me. Guilt, maybe, just for the invasion of privacy. Not apprehension, not excitement, not... not some fucked up desire to go spying again.
That was what it was. Some part of me wanted to spy on him again. From the beginning if possible. Get some more of the interesting parts. The undressing, the foreplay, maybe some dirty talk...
My thighs squeezed together reflexively. Damn it. I was getting myself all worked up. I grunted in irritation and rolled over. It didn't help. The craving had me now and it wouldn't be easily dismissed.
I sighed in frustration. There was nothing wrong with starting my day by jilling off, but it was annoying that it wasn't on my own terms. Stupid body. I stuck a hand down my panties and started rubbing. Might as well get it over with.
****
The afterglow of orgasm left me in a better mood. I actually hummed to myself on the way to the bathroom. Still, orgasm or not, I needed coffee. Crankiness was never vanquished; it could only ever be held at bay.
I smiled when I saw Seth had beaten me to the kitchen and had already made coffee. My smile faltered when I realized we weren't alone. The girl was still here. Drinking coffee. My coffee. Bitch.
Seth met my gaze and shrugged minutely. The girl was frowning at me, trying to work out who I was. I relaxed a little when I realized I still had control. I was late to the party so I had to move fast. I dialed my smile back up to dangerous morning-cheer levels.



"Mmm, coffee," I said. I took the mug from my brother's unresisting hands and sipped gratefully. "Thanks, dude." I kissed the side of his forehead, then rested my butt against the counter and refocused on the increasingly unsure faux-blonde. "So, how was he in bed?"
"Um... what?" said the girl.
"Fucking. You, him. Good?"
The girl turned a delightful shade of crimson. She looked pleadingly at Seth for help. He gave her a more exaggerated version of the shrug he'd given me. Way to commit, bro.
"What about you, Sethy? You gonna give me some details?"
I hip-checked him just hard enough to force him to act. He retrieved his cup, took a swallow, then handed it back to me.
"I'm gonna grab a shower," he said.
"Oof. Cold, dude. Just gonna leave your friend here with me?" I gave the girl a predatory grin. "That bad, was she?"
"I'm just... I'll go now," the girl said.
She had to go by me to get to Seth's room to retrieve her stuff, then again on the way out. I kept smiling while she was in sight. Seth mostly stared at the wall.
"Well, she seemed nice," I said.
"Goddamn, Izzy. You don't usually make that shit so awkward."
"Maybe you just need to learn how to kick 'em out in the morning on your own. I can't babysit you forever. Also, she drank my coffee."
"Yeah, well... yeah. That was kinda my fault. I'm used to only making enough for us. How come you were so slow getting up?"
"Busy masturbating."
Seth flushed slightly. It was cute. "Ah. Of course."
"So, shower?" I prompted.
"Yeah. That."
I put on a new pot of coffee while Seth cleansed himself, then waited in the living room. There was a morning talk-show on tv. It didn't appeal much to me, but the woman co-host was smiling so manically I figured there was a chance she'd snap and just start murdering people. No such luck.
Seth brought me a fresh cup once he was out of the shower. It bought him a few redemption points.
"What the hell are you watching?" he asked.
"Morning show. They're going to teach me how to make banana muffins after the break. I don't want to give anything away, but I have a suspicion they just make muffins like normal only they add banana."
"Dude, spoilers."
Seth sat next to me. I handed over the remote. He started flipping. His hair looked nice; all clean and still a little mussed. I reached over and ran my fingers through it a few times to straighten it. He leaned into me like a puppy looking for more ear scratchies. I obliged.
"One of these days there's gonna be some other girl doing this," I said.
"What? What does that mean?"
"You know, one of those girls you bring home. I'm going to find you two cuddling on the couch, her fingers all entwined in your hair. Then you'll have babies. You'll want more space. We'll end up having to fight to the death for who gets to keep the house."
"That's an awfully morbid scenario."
"Sorry. You can have dogs instead of babies."
"Thank you." Seth shifted a little and glanced at my face. "What makes you think any of these girls are gonna make it past your morning gauntlet?"
"I dunno. One day there'll be one you decide you like. You'll go to her place instead of ours. I won't be able to save you. It's all downhill from there."
"Pff, c'mon Izzy. That ain't happening. These girls are specially chosen to be ones I have no lasting interest in."
"S'that so?"
"Sure. All part of the challenge."
I twisted a lock of my brother's hair around my finger. It was getting long.
"What kind of challenge are we talking?"
"Just something to keep me amused. It's kinda like a game. Find a girl just inside the threshold of being interesting, the hotter the better, convince her to fuck, never see each other again."
"That's not a game. That's, like, scummy?"
"Okay, yeah, maybe it sounds that way. I was just trying to simplify it. It's more like... you know, they're looking for sex, I'm looking for sex, we both get what we want. I just happen to have stricter criteria and win conditions."
"Doesn't it cost you points that I always have to chase 'em off in the morning?"
"Maybe. It's not a fully documented system yet."
"Jeez, 'documented system.' You've gone from scummy to boring."
"You know what I mean." Seth paused, then sighed. "You're kind of right though. It's been getting a little too formulaic lately. Too predictable. Every girl's different, but sometimes not different enough."
"You poor thing. That sounds rough."
Seth laughed and sat up to give me a playful shove. "Fuck off. I'm not saying it's a bad deal. It's just not the same thrill it used to be."
"So change the game."
"How? Start picking up dudes instead? Not really into that."
"Nah, like, make it more interesting. Make it matter."
"How?"
I looked my brother square in the eye. "Make me the game."
He looked confused as all fuck for several seconds. "What? I don't... you want me to... fuck you?"
"It's not all about the fucking. You just explained that to me, remember? You have a goal, you have guidelines, you want to win. Usually you want to cum in or on a girl consequence-free, but if that's boring maybe you need something different."
"But, like, what would that be?"
"I dunno. That's part of the challenge. You have to figure out how to win, then do it."
I turned back to face the tv and pulled my feet up onto the cushion. Seth kept staring at me for a bit, then he too turned to face forward. A guy in a suit was recapping sports scores from last night. I wondered how much he got paid to read numbers off a prompter.
"You might be on to something," Seth said.
"Really? I was, like, eighty percent certain that I wasn't. Who knew."
"The tricky part's going to be kicking you out in the morning."
"You'll think of something. I believe in you."
****
I took a nap that afternoon while Seth was gone. I didn't mean to, but I was alone and cozy on the couch and it just sort of happened. It was not the sort of thing that was going to help me get my sleep schedule on track. I blamed my brother for leaving me unsupervised.
To assuage my guilt over unsanctioned snoozing I puttered at some household chores. I grabbed a bunch of clothes off my floor and threw them in the washing machine. I thought about doing a load for Seth afterward, but there was only a small chance my motivation would last that long.
About half the kitchen got swept before I got bored. After that I stared into the freezer for the better part of a minute before deciding that no, I didn't want to cook something either. I settled for doing some dishes. It was an acceptable job as long as I only started with the intent to put a dent in the mountain of used dinnerware rather than tackling the whole thing all at once.
Seth's return gave me a perfect excuse to stop just when I was getting tired of rinsing glasses. Better still; I smelled good things as soon as he opened the door.
"I brought supper," he called.
"Good. That'll help make up for your sins."
He stepped into the kitchen and set bags of takeout on the counter.
"Dare I ask what I did this time?"
"It's better if you don't."
Seth examined the newly-cleaned dishes in the drying rack, then the still-dirty ones. He shook his head.
"Maybe we should just throw them away," he suggested.
"I thought about it. But here's a better idea; you start seducing girls who really, really like cleaning. We let them stay a little longer in the morning... bam, clean house."
"Flawless."
"Thanks. How 'bout my idea though?"
Seth laughed and patted me on the head. "Keep dreaming, kiddo."
We dug into the food unceremoniously. I was hungrier than I'd realized. Seth seemed to be watching me more closely than usual as we ate. I chewed obnoxiously with my mouth open for a few seconds until he took the hint and averted his gaze.
"What ya thinking about?" I asked.
"Games."
"What? Oh, you mean that nonsense we were talking about this morning."
"Well it was your nonsense. You brought it up."
"That's true. I also talk bullshit sometimes. Coincidence?"
Seth chuckled and looked down at his plate. "It's just an interesting problem is all. If 'winning' is having sex, how do I 'win' at being a brother."
"Back rubs."
"I-"
"And feeding me. And-"
"Okay, okay. I get it. Settle down."
"Seriously, Seth, just forget about it. It was a janky idea right from the start. That's what happens when I don't get my coffee soon enough after I wake up."
"It's definitely got more merit than that. It's been keeping me thinking. That's not nothing."
"Alright then. You keep thinking about it. Just don't let it get in the way of the back rubs."
****
As predicted, my afternoon nap totally killed my desire for sleep that night. I went through my usual routine anyway, hoping that it might miraculously work for me. All that really changed was I ended up putting on a movie while I drank my sleepy-tea instead of wandering and staring at nothing.
Curling up on the couch in the dark was actually kind of nice in its own bizarre way. Huddling under a blanket with the tv volume super low made me feel like I was a kid sneaking out of my room when I shouldn't be. A rebellion against nothing. That was entirely my style.
My ears pricked. I turned my head, unsure if I'd heard anything at all. Then a door squeaked. Footsteps. It was Seth hitting the bathroom. I watched my movie, but I listened to his movements. He stopped on the way back to his room. I held my breath, waiting, straining my auditory senses. Then the footsteps were coming toward me instead.
I sat still. I pretended I didn't even notice my brother entering the room. He sat gently on the arm of the couch next to me and squeezed my shoulder.
"It's late," he said.
"I know."
"You going to bed?"
"Not yet. I'd just be staring at the ceiling anyway."
Seth was quiet for a moment. His hand was still on my shoulder.
"You've been having trouble sleeping for a while, haven't you?"
"Very perceptive."
"Hey, it's not like it's obvious to me. I can't notice you not being asleep when I am."
"Yeah, you're right." I shrugged. "Nothing you can really do anyway."
"Maybe not."
His hand slipped away. I leaned over more until my shoulder rested on his hip.
"Watch with me," I said.
"I need to sleep."
"Just for a bit."
"Okay. Just for a bit. If I start falling asleep I'm out."
Seth moved around to my other side and sat down. I leaned right back up against him. He was so warm. He put his arm around and me and started stroking my hair.
"See?" I said. "Cozy, right?"
"My bed's cozy too."
"Oh hush."
****
Morning sunlight; the worst kind. I cracked my eyelids. Once again I had failed to wake up in my own room. Instead, I was curled up on the couch. How had that happened?
I remembered watching my movie alone, then with Seth, then... nothing? That didn't seem right. Unless he'd hypnotized me. Bastard. If he could hypnotize me to sleep, why hadn't he done it before?
I smelled coffee. It was enough to drag me out of 'bed' and to the kitchen. Seth was already there, of course. Someone had to have put the coffee on, and he was the only realistic option.
"Shit, running late," I mumbled as I stole a glance at the time.
"I was just about to wake you. You had me worried."
"Worried?"
"You know, beating you out of bed three mornings in a row? You sick or something?"
"My sleep's fucked. You know that."
"I do. You usually still wake up earlier than me though."
I thought about it. Seth kind of had a point. I'd been getting slightly better sleep than normal; or at least slightly longer sleep. Maybe he really had done something to me.
"Are you a witch now?" I asked.
"Um... no?"
"Okay. Just checking."
"Is there, like, a reason for that question?"
"Yes."
"Okay. So are you... no, actually, never mind. I give up."
I grabbed a bag of sliced bread. Toast sounded good this morning.
"You give up too easy," I said.
"I give up just the right amount of easy."
I pushed the toaster's handle down. Seth went to the sink and rinsed out his mug. The urgency of my morning schedule faded momentarily as I watched him. There was something just out of reach. Some thought dancing just out of my perceptive range.
"You really do need to get moving," he said.
"I know. I'm going. Need my toast to pop first."
"Go get dressed. I'll get it buttered for you."
"'Kay."
I took a step away from the counter, then stopped. Seth arched an eyebrow at my hesitation. I ignored his expression and moved closer to hug him. Things started clicking into place for me.
"Izzy..."
"I'm going."
"This isn't going."
"I had to test something."
"Test what exactly?"
"Tell you later. I need to get dressed."
"Yeah, okay. Whatever. You're such a weirdo sometimes."
"Don't I know it."
****
Seth brought supper home again that night. It was nice of him and all, but it made me question his motives. I ate enough to curb my hunger before confronting him about it.
"You're still trying to win, aren't you?" I said.
"Yup. Food and back rubs. That was what you told me, wasn't it?"
"Dammit, Seth. That was never supposed to turn into a thing."
"You don't like it? I can stop bringing supper. And couch cuddling. And-"
"Fuck off. I like those things. I just don't like that you're only doing them 'cause..." I hesitated. "Well, actually I'm not sure why. Not for the right reasons. That's all I know."
"What if it's because I love you?"
"Then... fuck, that would actually be a really good reason. Is it the reason though?"
Seth tilted his head and chewed his lip. "Mostly. I think. That and it bugs the shit out of you, obviously."
I repressed a smile. That was more like it. I didn't mind it being a game as long as it was the right kind.
"Obviously. Just don't be messing with my head."
"Wouldn't dream of it."
Seth took another bite. My fork remained pointed at my plate, ready but unmoving. My attention was elsewhere.
"I want to sleep with you tonight."
My poor, unprepared brother choked on his food.
"Say again?"
"I want to sleep with you. In your bed. Tonight."
"Oh."
He coughed again, but seemed past the worst of his near-death experience.
"Is that okay?" I prompted.
"Um, yeah, I guess. I just didn't expect you to... ask..."
"You'd prefer I sneak in again?"
"No. It's just... nah, forget it."
Seth went quiet and hardly touched the rest of his plate. I wondered if I'd done something wrong. Replaying the past few minutes in my head didn't suggest anything out of place. Maybe I'd try prying again later.
****
I put on a long t-shirt and panties for bed. Seth's door was partly opened, so I just went in. He was still dressed and at his computer.
"That time already?" he asked.
I shrugged. "I can come back. It's not like I have much of a fixed bedtime anyway."
"Nah, it's fine. Just give me a minute."
He turned back to his screen. I went to his bed and crawled in on the same side I'd taken when I'd snuck in a couple nights ago. His blanket and pillows were somewhat askew so I occupied myself with straightening them out.
A few minutes later, Seth shut down his computer. He stood up and looked at me, then pulled his shirt over his head. He seemed a little slow stripping down to his boxers. His mind was on something else. I had no idea what it could be. Finally he turned off the light and slipped under the covers next to me.
"Night, bro," I said.
With Seth snugly tucked in beside me, I rolled over and closed my eyes. He didn't move for a moment. Then, to my delight, he rolled up behind me and wrapped his arm around me. I was happy to spoon if he wanted to. I hadn't really expected it, but having him cuddled up made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. I'd be asleep in no time.
Then my brother did something even weirder. His hand crept up and rested on my breast. I frowned. That was awfully forward of him. Particularly when no bizarre joke about it was forthcoming. It was like he really was just groping me for the sake of it.
Seth's hand moved away again. That was all fine and good for a second or two until it crept under my shirt instead. I grabbed it by the wrist and pushed it away.
"Cut it out. I'm trying to sleep."
He hesitated, then rolled away. The sudden lack of warmth against my back was distressing.
"Hey, come back," I said.
"Izzy, what the hell's going on?"
"What do you mean?"
"I thought... never mind."
"No, come on. What did you think?"
The connection clicked for me before he could answer. Duh. His association with girls in his bed, him trying to feel me up, his weirdness over my desire to 'sleep' with him. Shit.
"Oh, goddammit Seth. You thought I wanted to fuck, didn't you?"
"Fuck off."
He rolled away, nearly all the way off the bed.
"Hey, get back here." I grabbed his arm and tried to tug him back. He refused to move. "I just want sleep, dammit."
"I know. That should have been obvious. Fucking christ. I don't know what the hell I was thinking."
"You were thinking with your dick, as usual. You male types have a tendency to do that." I tugged again, and this time he at least rolled onto his back. "Are you gonna pout about it all night?"
"Take this seriously, Izzy."
"I am. We miscommunicated. It happens. Deal with it." I rolled back over. "Now cuddle me, dammit."
There was no movement from my brother. Maybe he wouldn't feel comfortable being that close right now. That would suck, but I'd live. So would he for that matter.
Finally there was a tell-tale shifting of the mattress. Seth's arm slipped around me again and I felt his breath on my neck. I sighed happily and wiggled back against him. That may have been a mistake. We both froze solid as my butt pressed firmly into what could only be my brother's erection.
"You weren't supposed to move," Seth said.
"Coulda warned me."
His arm began to recede again. I clung to it.
"I gotta go deal with this. I thought it'd just go away and it'd be fine."
"You're not going anywhere."
"Izzy... I can't sleep like this."
"So just... I don't know, could you grind on my butt a little or something?"
"What?"
"You know, to make you cum. Get it over with."
"How is that the better solution?"
"'Cause if you leave I'm not sure that you'll come back." I looked over my shoulder at him. "And this is kinda what you wanted anyway, wasn't it?"
"Only because I thought you did too."
"Well now I do. Just... not for the same reason."
Seth tugged his arm away more firmly. I let him go. I waited for him to leave the bed, but he didn't.
"I'll just jerk off, alright?"
"Okay."
I lay where I was, facing away from my brother. The mattress trembled, the blanket flapped, and his breathing got louder and more irregular. It seemed to take forever. He should have just accepted some help. It would have been more efficient.
"Are you almost finished?"
"I'll be done when I'm done."
"Well hurry up."
"Fuck off. You're distracting me."
This was going nowhere. I sat up and turned toward Seth. His dick was safely out of sight under the blanket, but he still slowed down with me watching. Before he could protest, I pulled my shirt up over my boobs. Even in the dark room he could see enough. His pace shot back up, perhaps faster than before.
It still took far too long, but at least I felt like I was doing something. My brother's final grunt of release was music to my ears. I dropped my shirt back down and rolled back over. I had to wait for Seth to clean himself up, but that was a relatively short task. Finally he spooned up to me again, this time without the uninvited boner.
"This better be worth the effort," I said.
"Stop whining. Go to sleep."
"That was the plan."
Seth's heart rate was still elevated. As we lay together, I felt it slow down to normal, thumping softly against my back. I let the beat lull me, carry me away to a land of unconsciousness. I'd found my answer. It had been this close the whole time. I faded away slowly until, finally, easily, there was nothing.
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It was snowing when I stepped off the bus. Just a soft, dancing snow that melted as soon as it landed. The temperature had been hovering right around freezing all day, though it seemed to have dipped slightly once the sun went down.
I stuck my hands in my pockets and scanned my surroundings as I stepped out of the way of the other passengers getting on and off the bus. None of the faces I could see belonged to my sister. I'd only half expected her to be waiting for me anyway. Her place wasn't far, and I didn't mind walking on my own after being crammed in with strangers for the past couple hours.
Cars passed me frequently as I walked, but the sidewalk was mostly clear of pedestrians. The noise of traffic faded once I finally turned off of the main road. It got to be almost peaceful; just me and my bag, and the faint puffs of vapour forming in front of my face in the chilly night air. I was pushing twenty and only just now beginning to appreciate moments like this. There was something beautiful about being separated from people, and screens, and stimuli in general. It was something my child self had never understood.
I'd only been to my sister's apartment once before, but I had no trouble finding it again. I grabbed the door as someone exited the front of the building rather than calling Jess to let me in. She was on the second floor at the end of the hall. I knocked on the door and a moment later it swung open.
"Oh my god, David! Why didn't you tell me you were here?"
Jess enfolded me in a bear hug before I could get a word in. Her cheek was so warm against mine.
"I told you when the bus would be getting in," I said.
"Yeah, but you could have texted me when you were close. I would have come to meet you."
She pulled back and ushered me inside her small living space. I scuffed my boots on her door mat and set my bag down off to the side.
"I seem to have managed on my own."
"That's not the point. Meeting family at the bus station is, like, festive and shit. Traditional."
"Well, it could be. If it was closer to Christmas maybe. And we were home. This is just a friendly sibling visit. No traditions or festivities."
"Pssh, whatever. It's snowing out. That's festive."
"If you say so."
I bent down to untie my shoes.
"Hey, hang on."
"What?"
"Leave your stuff on. We're going out."
"We are?"
"I've got basically nothing for food in here, so unless you're fasting today..."
"I am not."
"Then we're going out!"
Jess skipped away. I sighed and stayed where I was. I hoped she wouldn't take too long. I was starting to acclimate to the warmer temperature inside, and if I was going back outside I preferred doing it before I got too warmed up.
She came back shortly enough wearing a nicer pair of jeans and a heavier shirt. I shuffled impatiently while she pulled on a pair of boots and a winter coat, then finally we were off.
"So where do you wanna go?" Jess asked.
"I dunno. I don't know what's around, and I also had no plans to go anywhere until about five minutes ago."
"I'll pick then?"
"Yeah, you pick."
Jess nudged me, making me turn my head. She gave me a sickeningly cherubic smile. "Din'tcha miss me, li'l brudder?"
Her smile infected me, despite my token resistance. "You know, I really did. I'm glad I decided to come over for the weekend."
"Me too." She manoeuvred her arm around mine and walked closer to me, acting as though she was letting me lead her somewhere rather than vice-versa. "It's pretty out tonight."
The snow was still falling just as gently as before. It was just starting to form a blanket over the ground. The paths of recent pedestrians and cars were distinct on the otherwise unblemished sheet of whiteness.
"It's nice," I agreed.
"I like this time of year. Before the snow piles up and just becomes a nuisance. The first couple snowfalls are the best."
Jess led me to a nearby diner. I chose a booth that kept us mostly away from other customers. We only just got settled in before the waitress came by with menus and coffee. Jess got a burger and fries. I decided to trust her knowledge of the restaurant's cuisine and ordered the same.
"So," Jess said once the waitress left, "how are things?"
"Things are... things. Life is life."
"Yeah, but really though. How are you doing?"
There was concern in my sister's eyes. She must have picked up on something in our recent talks. One of my subtle cries for help, perhaps.
"I've been kinda stressed out," I admitted. I clutched my coffee mug tighter, wrapping the fingers of both hands around it. Its warmth felt nice on my skin. "School's been kicking my ass."
She nodded. "I've been getting that impression. When you start calling and texting me as much as you have been lately, I have to suspect something's up."
I flushed. "That transparent, huh?" I took a sip of coffee. "Does that mean I should call more when things are normal, or less when they aren't?"
"Neither, silly. I like being able to read you. Most people are way too much work to want to bother with. But then you have to try anyway, because, you know, emotions and shit."
"Uh... yeah, sure. That." Some melted snow dripped down the side of my face and I wiped it away. "Do you ever feel like it's too much? Like there's no way you're gonna make it?"
"Sure I do. Less so now, I guess. It helps once you start to figure out which things aren't worth worrying about." She leaned forward conspiratorially. "And let me tell you, there's a looot of things not worth worrying about that we all instinctively worry about anyway."
"Such as?"
"Well... for instance, your grades."
"You're saying they're not important? Because that seems-"
"No, I'm saying they aren't worth worrying about. Or, like, what strangers think about you. Or the world's political situation."
"Ok, sure."
"Or whether you're succeeding at life. Or what the future holds. Or-"
"Ok, ok. Got it. That's enough of a list."
"It's not a very good list honestly. Just what I could come up with on the fly."
Our food showed up, interrupting our discussion for a few minutes. It was actually a pretty good burger, and the fries were very near crispy perfection.
"Thing is," I said once I satisfied my initial hunger, "people are always telling you not to worry. It's easy advice to give. But actually following through on it is a little trickier."
"Oh I get that. For sure. I wouldn't expect you to just stop stressing about stuff. That's something you'll have to work out for yourself."
"And do you have any advice for that?"
"Not really. It's just one of those things. Wisdom that you can't appreciate until you look back on it later." Jess paused and cleared her throat. "I once had somebody tell me that high school didn't matter. You know, when I was in the midst of it. When I thought it all mattered, and I had to do the best I could or else bad things would happen. They were right, as it turns out. I look back and nothing that stressed me out back then matters at all now. Most of it I can't even remember."
I chewed another bite mechanically as I pondered what Jess was telling me.
"I think I kinda get what you're saying. Buuut it kinda seems like you're suggesting there's no hope for me yet. Not 'til I'm older and wiser."
"Not no hope, just... you're gonna have to figure some things out at your own pace. Everyone has to. It's part of life."
"Great."
"Sorry, this isn't helping, is it?"
"Not so much, no."
"Well, I'm also still here in my capacity as your big sister. That doesn't take any figuring out. How 'bout we put my pseudo-wisdom aside for now?"
"That'd be for the best, I think."
****
We took a different, longer path back to Jess's place. The air had cleared, and the snow on the ground was turning to slush. My sister's spirit was undiminished. She hummed to herself as we walked along and spent a lot of time looking up at the sky, even though there was nothing to see. Somehow, just watching her in such a carefree state made me smile.
It was nice to spend time like that; with no particular purpose. Not having to be somewhere, not worrying about coursework or studying. Just walking. I didn't feel nearly as cheerful as my sister looked, but it was something.
My feet were starting to feel the cold by the time we made it back. I was happy to step out of my shoes and let my toes warm up in the heated apartment.
Jess's first act after stripping her outside layer was to put some water on for tea. I grabbed my previously discarded bag and carried it toward the other side of the room. Once in motion, it occurred to me almost immediately that something was different. The apartment was only one room, not counting the bathroom and a closet, so I should have been able to see everything from the middle of it. Jess's bed was still there, and her tv, her desk... everything I remembered from my last visit except one.
"Hey, Jess?"
"Yeah?"
"Where the hell's the futon?"
I'd assumed I'd be using the same makeshift bed as before, only it most decidedly wasn't anywhere to be found.
"Oh yeah. It broke, so I got rid of it."
"It broke?"
"Uh huh. It was old. Second-hand. Or maybe, like, fourth or fifth-hand. These things happen."
"So where am I sleeping then?"
Jess waved toward her bed in the manner of a model showing off a luxury car to the viewers back home.
"Ok, sure," I said. "And where are you sleeping?"
Jess made the exact same gesture.
"What, both of us?"
She shrugged. "Or you can have the floor. Your choice."
"It's just, y'know, kinda weird is all."
"Doesn't have to be."
"You didn't think to mention this at all before I got here? Maybe when we were talking about me visiting?"
"I didn't want you changing your mind over something stupid like that. You needed a break."
Jess crossed her arms and cocked her head slightly. Her eyes dared me to tell her she was wrong.
"Yeah, no, you're right," I said. I sighed and looked away. "It is a stupid thing to be bothered about. It'll be fine."
****
I wasn't entirely over my misgivings by bedtime, but I did my best to put them aside. It was entirely possible that any feelings of weirdness I had were nothing more than my own personal insecurities.
I stepped out of the bathroom once I was finished changing. Jess was already in bed. She was on her phone and apparently oblivious to my presence.
"So, uh, bedtime, huh?" I said.
"Yep. Turn off the big light, would you?"
Jess pointed vaguely toward the switch without looking up. I did as asked, then walked over to her. She had chosen to lie on the side of the bed furthest from the wall.
"Scooch over," I said.
"This is my side."
"Yeah, but..."
"But what?"
"Nothing. Nevermind. You're enjoying making me uncomfortable, aren't you?"
Jess grinned and finally looked up at me. "Sure am."
I crawled across her to 'my side' of the bed. I made sure to dig my knee into her tummy just hard enough to make her grunt. She smacked my hip a couple times until I got off her.
"Oops," I said as insincerely as possible. "Clumsy me."
"Very funny."
There was enough room for Jess and me to lie without touching each other, but only just barely. I adjusted the covers over myself and tried to get settled. It was no small feat to ignore my sister's body directly next to me.
"Comfy?" Jess asked.
"Kinda."
"Good enough."
She switched off her lamp, plunging the room into near-darkness. The mattress creaked as she got comfortable, then went silent. I closed my eyes and tried to think sleepy thoughts.
My sister's immediate presence was mildly disconcerting despite my best attempts to get past it. I wasn't used to sleeping with anyone in the same room, let alone the same bed. Plus there was something intangibly weird about that person being Jess.
"So this doesn't bother you at all?" I asked aloud.
"Sleeping with my li'l brudder you mean?" Jess replied. "Nah. It's kinda cozy actually. You're very warm."
She rolled closer still, practically right on top of me. Her breath was suddenly hot on my cheek. She lay her head on my shoulder and her arm on my chest.
"Aw, c'mon." I gave her a small push. "Cut it out."
"But you're so snuggly."
"That... is so not the point."
Jess propped herself up on her elbow, lifting her weight off me. "Okay, David. What's up? Something's actually bothering you, isn't it?"
"No, it's fine. I just want to sleep."
"It's not fine. You've been weird about the sleeping arrangement since I brought it up, and if anything you're only getting worse."
"'Cause it's weird! We've never ever once slept together, and now you're acting like it's normal."
I felt rather than saw Jess's shrug. "So?"
Her reply left me drawing a blank. It was one of those things I couldn't really explain. One of those things you should be able to trust other people to just 'get.'
"So it's weird," I repeated, my voice dropping to a mumble.
"It's new. Different. Doesn't mean it's weird." Jess paused. "Unless your head is going places it really shouldn't, I suppose."
"I... what? What kind of... no, don't answer that."
"I just mean that if you're associating me with other girls who have been in bed with you, then yeah I guess that could be weird."
The dark room covered the flush that flooded my face. Nevertheless, I couldn't fathom a proper response to any part of my sister's statement.
"Or... wait. Shit." Jess cleared her throat. "David," she said gently. "Have there been any girls in your bed? Is that what the issue is?"
Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck. This wasn't a conversation I wanted right now. Or maybe ever.
"Technically yes," I managed. "Not, like, overnight. Or for very long. Or... yeah, no, who am I kidding. It hasn't gone well for me at all."
"Aw, dude, I'm sorry."
"It's fine. Just something I gotta work on."
"I didn't mean to... I didn't want..."
"I know. It's okay."
I hoped that would be the end of it. Jess was finally sharing some of the awkwardness I'd been feeling, albeit for somewhat different reasons. That should have been enough to get her settled down. Instead she lay back down on me basically the same way she had before. She reached her arm all the way across me and squeezed gently for a second.
"You'll like it if you give it a shot," she said.
"Jess..."
"No, seriously. It's something you should experience. Snuggling with someone while you go to sleep... it's nice. It really is. Just try it."
I sighed heavily, but stopped protesting. It was getting to a point where I wasn't going to win without someone's feelings getting hurt, and I really didn't want that.
The situation wasn't even all that bad. It had become apparent that my sister had every intention of continuing to use my body as a pillow. She hadn't shifted since our conversation, and she remained partially draped across me. It was still weird, that hadn't changed, but Jess's concern for me definitely helped mitigate my discomfort. In its place, somehow, I found that I did enjoy her presence. There was something instinctually pleasant about such close contact with a girl. Even my neuroses couldn't mask that completely.
****
I woke up the next morning with no sister in my bed. Somehow that was greatly confusing to me and my not-fully-awake brain-state. Even worse, beyond all reason, I was disappointed. I hadn't quite managed to figure out how to feel about it last night, but now that she was gone I missed her. I really badly needed to wake up.
My attention was drawn suddenly to the bathroom door swinging open. Jess came out wrapped in a towel, hair still damp. She must have just finished taking a shower as I gained consciousness. That was fine. I closed my eyes again, barely resisting the urge to roll over and go back to sleep. I fully expected my sister to say something; perhaps tease me about sleeping in. She didn't say a thing, and after a moment I decided I better say something if she wouldn't.
Opening my eyes again was a surreal experience. Jess was naked. Fully, utterly naked. She'd dropped her towel while I had my eyes closed and now appeared to be selecting clothes for herself. I blinked a few times in case what I was seeing was a hallucination of some sort. It wasn't.
My sister was like some kind of urban nymph. She stood there, facing away from me, totally oblivious and totally uncovered. I caught flashes of the side of her breast as her arms moved, her pussy peaked out at me between her legs when she bent over, and her bare ass might as well have been shoved right in my face.
The total effect was far more than the sum of its parts. My eyes bounced helplessly from one part of Jess's body to another, as though unable to process the whole thing all at once. Naked. My big sister was naked right in front of me. That didn't happen. It couldn't happen. This was something I was never meant to see.
Jess, somehow unaware of the world shifting to a state of utter madness, casually selected a shirt to wear. Putting it on helped less than I'd hoped. It didn't cover her up so much as force my mind to jump in and fill in the visual gaps. And it didn't help at all with her lower half.
I was turned on. I couldn't help it. My body reacted all on its own without waiting for approval. My dick was so hard because of my own goddamn sister. I wanted to throw up, or scream, or maybe close my eyes and wait to wake up for real. Instead, I just kept watching. I was transfixed, horrified, and aroused all at once.
Jess put on some panties next. I watched, enraptured, as she lifted first one leg, then the other, before finally sliding the garment up into place. She was finally covered semi-respectfully again, but the damage had long since been done. I knew exactly what my big sister's body, or at least the rear half of her body, looked like.
I was still staring at her ass when she turned her head to check on me. It took me a second to register that I was being stared back at. Our eyes met. I froze, as though if I didn't move she wouldn't be able to see me.
"Enjoying the show?" she asked, breaking the silence.
"Didn't mean to," I mumbled, my voice barely audible even in the quiet room.
Surprisingly, Jess smiled. Not a big smile, but enough to register. Enough to indicate that she wasn't upset.
"Have you been awake the whole time?"
"Yeah."
"Huh. Guess I should have checked more carefully. Thought I could get dressed before you woke up."
Jess turned back around and stepped into a pair of jeans. I, unsure what else to do, continued watching her. She then grabbed a pair of socks and came over to sit on the bed next to me.
"Are you okay?" she asked as she dressed her feet.
"Shouldn't I be asking you that?"
She shrugged. "I suspect this is more traumatizing to you than it is to me."
I examined my sister's unconcerned face, then turned inward to the twisted pit of guilt residing in my stomach. "You may be right," I said.
Jess squeezed my arm. "It's okay, David. It really is." I said nothing. After a moment she got up and started pulling her hair into a ponytail. "Anyway, I have to go to work. Just a four hour shift. We'll hang out after, yeah?"
"Sure. I'll be... here."
Jess smiled crookedly, then she was moving again. I felt like I should say more, but she was gone before I could figure out what I could possibly add.
****
By the time Jess got back, I'd pulled myself together a little. I couldn't get her out of my mind, of course. And as soon as I saw her again several hours later, the image of her naked body returned with a vengeance. But I was coping, more or less. I was able to look her in the eye when we spoke. Small victories were important.
Jess, perhaps sensing my continued brooding, immediately dragged me out of the apartment. I offered a token protest, but was basically fine with not having to make decisions for myself at that point. I went into puppy mode and mindlessly followed my sister wherever she chose to lead me.



The snow outside had melted except in places where it had been piled up and was able to cling to life. It wasn't exactly warm out, but it would have been pleasant enough if not for the occasional chilly gust of wind.
"You wanna catch a movie?" Jess asked, bringing me back from my zoned out reality.
"A... movie?"
"You know, you go into those big dark rooms with all the seats, and there's this wall up front where-"
"Oh shut up. I just didn't... I dunno. Is anything good playing?"
Jess shrugged. "How would I know? We can go find out."
She veered off across the street without warning. Caught off guard, I followed a few seconds behind her and nearly got hit by a car. Jess, good big sister that she was, laughed unabashedly at my brush with misfortune.
"Jeez, bro. You're really out of it, huh?"
I grunted noncommittally, then looked around. "Where are we going in such a hurry all of a sudden?"
"Theatre's this way, come on."
Jess grabbed my arm and dragged me along behind her until my pace caught up with hers. She seemed entirely unconcerned with whether or not I actually wanted to go along with her idea. That was fine. It continued to save me from any kind of decision making.
There was only a short line to buy tickets, being early in the day and all. I dug out my wallet when we got to the front, but Jess insisted it was her treat. I shrugged and put my money away.
"Come on, I'll let you buy snacks."
Jess started dragging me back the way we'd just arrived.
"Whoa, wait, what?" I pointed desperately in the direction of the concession area. "Isn't it that way?"
"There's a store across the street. It's cheaper, and we've got about twenty minutes to kill anyway."
"I don't think that's allowed."
Jess smiled evilly. "That's what makes it fun. I think you need some of that right now." She arched an eyebrow. "Or are you gonna wuss out on me?"
Somehow my sister's challenge caused a reversion in me. The present slipped away and we were kids again. Jess with a crazy scheme that'd get us in trouble if caught, me trying to prove that I was more grown up than I really was. It was a glimpse of a more innocent time. I latched hard onto that feeling.
"Okay, let's do it."
Jess's face lit up at my assent. She didn't need to drag me along this time, I was right beside her as we crossed the street and beelined for the candy aisle of the convenience store.
The thing about growing up was that once you could buy all the candy you ever wanted, you knew better than to actually do it. Today was a glorious exception. I walked past the shelves grabbing a package of anything that looked good, while Jess followed just behind me doing much the same. At the end we threw back anything we had doubles of and kept the rest. We had enough sugar between us to give ourselves diabetes by just looking at it. Jess finished it off by grabbing two mountain dews out of the fridge.
My excitement waned slightly as we stepped back out onto the sidewalk. I held a full bag of contraband; there was no way we'd be able to smuggle it all in.
"Jess, what are we going to do with all of this?"
"Hide it."
"Yeah, but-"
"Trust me."
She reached into the bag and started squirling away our purchases. A couple of the smaller packages went into her pockets, while the larger ones went into mine. She shoved the bottles into my back pockets, which I was sure would never fool anyone. It also involved her touching my butt way more than I was comfortable with, but it didn't seem to occur to her that it was anything untoward.
"Jess, they're gonna see."
"Hush. Just be cool. And keep your jacket pulled down."
She emphasized her order by tugging the back of my jacket as low as it would go. I responded by pulling up my pants which were starting to sag under the excess weight. More baggies went inside Jess's coat, and I was halfway certain some were actually stuffed into her bra. Soon enough, it was all gone.
"Ready?" she asked.
"Sure. What the hell. At least we'll have snacks to console us when we get thrown out."
My sister's confidence never wavered. She marched us straight back into the theatre, handed the door guy our tickets, and accepted the stubs back just as casually as if she did it every day. I stayed quiet and hoped any flush of embarrassment I showed would be covered by the effect of the sudden warmth on my skin from coming inside.
I kept waiting for someone to stop at us, to yell across the hall that we were caught. But nothing. We made it to our theatre room intact. We sat as far to the back as possible, right in the middle of the row. I looked around and pulled out our drinks before sitting, then breathed a sigh of relief.
"Okay, you were right," I said.
"Told ya."
Jess was already disgorging candy from the various holding cells about her person. She'd even kept the bag from the store so anything we didn't want right away could be stored out of the way.
"Man, what were we thinking. We'll never eat all this," I said.
"I know. But it was fun, wasn't it?"
I smiled. "Yeah, it actually was."
Soon enough the theatre darkened and the last of the trailers played. The various children around us quieted down noticeably as the promise of the movie starting drew their focus. I frowned as it occurred to me just how many kids there were nearby, and my suspicions were confirmed when I stood up and scanned the front rows as well.
"Hey Jess?"
"Yeah?"
"Did you bring me to a kids movie?"
"It's the middle of the day, dude. What'd you expect?"
"Goddammit."
"Hush now. Eat your sugar, enjoy the bright colours."
"Yeah, but-"
"Hush I said."
"Yes ma'am."
****
"That movie was terrible," I said.
"Uh huh."
"And we have most of a bag full of candy, which just makes me want to throw up when I look at it."
"Sure."
"And now we're wandering the streets like orphans with nowhere to go."
"Right. Is there a point coming soon?"
I turned my head and watched Jess. She was trying, and failing, to catch one of the errant snowflakes drifting down at us.
"I feel good," I said.
"That's good."
"No, I mean yes, but... why? Nothing's changed except we've been massively irresponsible so far this afternoon."
Jess lifted her arms triumphantly. "Now you're getting it."
"I am?"
"Yeah. That's the secret, David. It's not about what you do, or what changes, or any of that nonsense. It's all about how you feel." She tapped the side of my head for emphasis. "Once you figure out you don't have to change anything to be happy, that's when it gets easier."
"That... doesn't sound right."
"I know it doesn't. Think about it though. It might not be as stupid as you think."
"Uh... okay, sure."
****
"Ugh. I'm not gonna be able to sleep tonight," I said, holding a hand to my tummy.
"Well perhaps you should have laid off the candy a little," Jess said.
"Shut up. You kept encouraging me. You're a bad influence."
Jess grinned happily. "I am, aren't I? Just what I've always aspired to."
She left the bathroom door open as she went in. She started brushing her teeth which kept her quieted down for the moment. I sat down on her bed, bouncing experimentally a couple of times. I was way too wired for sleep. I wasn't sure it was even worth the attempt.
"Maybe I should go for a walk," I said loud enough that Jess could hear.
"Hnn dhh tnnk shhh."
"What?"
There was a pause, then the sound of spit being ejected into the sink.
"Don't be silly, it's bed time."
"Yeah, but I'm not sleepy. I'll just be awake bugging you."
"Or maybe you'll crash hard and be asleep before I'm even in bed."
"Can't really see that happening."
Jess came back out of the bathroom. She was just finishing up putting her hair in a ponytail. She followed up by unceremoniously shedding her pants.
Somehow, my mouth got ahead of my brain. "Stripping for me again, huh?" My eyes widened in horror as I belatedly figured out what I'd just said.
Jess gave me a crooked grin. "Would you like me to?"
I waved my hands frantically. "No no, my head just said a stupid thing. Ignore, please."
For a long moment my sister stood with her head cocked, unmoving, staring intently at me. Then she shook her head and reached behind her back with both hands. I had no idea what she was doing until her bra slid out from under her shirt like an escaping prisoner.
"You can stop undressing now," I said nervously.
"Oh David. What am I going to do with you?"
She advanced on me with a little more swing in her hips that I was comfortable with.
"Jess..."
She knelt gracefully down on the bed beside me. Her hand rested gently, barely perceptibly, on my thigh. I had no idea what was happening and I couldn't decide whether to remain frozen, or to run away as quickly as possible.
"You're way too tense," Jess said, her voice low and dangerous in my ear.
"S'the sugar," I mumbled.
"Partly, maybe. Mostly I think it's me."
"No it's not."
"Yes. It is. You saw me naked and now that weirded you out. Also maybe the sleeping together thing. Not sure about that one."
"I think maybe a walk's still a good idea."
I tried to stand. Jess held me down.
"I have a better plan," she said. "I just need you to not freak out."
Despite everything, I snorted in genuine amusement. "Good luck with that."
"That's about what I thought. Still..."
Jess leaned in closer. I tried to edge away without appearing to do so. It didn't get me very far. Her nose brushed my cheek a mere fraction of a second before her lips. She held the kiss only briefly, just enough to get the point across. It was a chaste, sisterly kiss; perfectly unthreatening and entirely innocent. It was also the promise of something very much the opposite.
"Jess... please don't."
Her hand found my opposing cheek and turned my head to face her. She looked intently into my eyes. Her irises were twin circles of a deeper and more brilliant azure than I'd ever noted before. Her expression was both loving and predatory.
"Do you trust me?" she asked.
"Yes, but-"
"Do you love me?"
"Of course."
"Do you want to see me naked again?"
I swallowed hard, then panicked for a second as I forgot how to breathe. Her face was so close to mine. Too close.
"Yes," I whispered.
Her lips were on mine before I finished the short syllable. She pressed her whole self to me so vigorously that I fell backward onto the bed. My sister came right along with me. Her seduction was so intense, so sudden, so utterly beyond anything I could possibly have been prepared for. I couldn't think. I couldn't even stop her long enough to get a breath.
"This'll help," Jess told me, her voice muffled against my face. "You'll see."
Despite everything, despite my spinning head, my body seemed fully willing to participate. My cock had started stiffening practically from the word go. My hands were on her skin, under her shirt, around to her lower back. I hadn't told them to do anything, I could have sworn I hadn't. But she was so soft, so warm, so... feminine. I couldn't stop. I just couldn't.
Jess's hair formed a shield around our faces. I couldn't see anything except her eyes and a few stray beams of light. She had such beautiful eyes; how had I never noticed that before? Probably because she was my sister. That'd do it. Remembering that fact cause me to hesitate.
"Jess?" I tried to say. It came out more like, "mmJffs?"
Then she touched my cock. She'd been brushing against it already as she squirmed and wriggled, but that was just accidental contact with her thigh. Now she had deliberately placed her hand on it. An involuntary groan escaped me as she pressed harder.
I felt a need awaken in me. I needed my sister in that moment. I needed her in a way that I'd never before contemplated. The smell of her hair surrounding my face was that of an angelic dream. Her skin compelled exploration far beyond familial convention. Her lips were a constant, blaring declaration of her own reciprocal feelings for me.
My hand got caught in Jess's shirt as I tried to push it out of the way. I struggled briefly with it before she giggled and sat up long enough to pull it off. I gaped openly at her bare chest-this time facing directly toward me. I tried to sit up, but Jess was already on her way back down. My face met her chest on the way, and I contentedly allowed myself to be reclined once more.
"Didn't take you long to get into this," Jess observed with wry amusement.
I was already sucking on one of her enticing nipples. I grabbed her butt firmly to keep her from sliding any lower. It was soft, but firm in the delightful way that only girl-flesh could be.
Jess tangled her fingers in my hair. She cooed as I groped and molested her. Her hips ground against me in small rocking motions. She lowered her head and caught the edge of my ear between her teeth, then nipped at me ever-so-gently. Without even thinking I did the same to her nipple. She gasped and tightened her grip on my hair.
"Oh god, David," Jess moaned. "That feels nice."
I grunted a response, then switched breasts. I couldn't get enough of my big sister's body. Her taste, her smell, her softness, her sheer enthusiasm... My universe had become her, and only her. I tore myself away from her chest to look back into her eyes; her piercing, soul-capturing eyes.
"I need you," I said.
My sister's eyes widened. She sat upright and bit her bottom lip. For a moment I worried I'd said the wrong thing. Then she smiled, her confidence returning as though it had never gone anywhere.
"Then you should have me," she said softly.
Jess grabbed my shirt and pulled on it. I sat up and released her long enough to allow the garment to slip over my head and arms, then clung possessively to her body once more. She kissed me again, deeper and slower than before. Her hands ventured down my torso, then lower still. My heart pounded in anticipation of what I knew was coming, but still couldn't quite believe.
"There it is," Jess whispered.
She'd gotten both hands in my boxers and laid claim to my cock. My head fell back, my mouth locked open. My sister's soft, female hands caressed me in a way that simply left me helpless. I didn't dare move lest any wrong action break the spell. All of my need had become focused on the prelude to an incestuous handjob.
"Yes," I moaned.
"What?"
"Yesss."
Jess giggled a little. She pulled my erection out through the hole in the front of my boxers, then tightened her grip. She toyed with me delightedly, alternating hands with each stroke. My reactions clearly amused her, and perhaps slowed her down. I could tell this wasn't her idea of seriously trying to get me off.
"So what should we do?" she asked.
"Is... is that a trick question?"
"Nope. I mean, should I keep doing this, should I use my mouth a little... should we just fuck? That sort of thing."
My cock twitched at the word 'fuck' like it could understand what was being said. I was a little less sure about it. Horny as I was, Jess was still my sister. Fucking sisters was wrong, I remembered. I couldn't think of why exactly. I was sure there were good reasons though.
"Fuc- that last thing might be... too much? Maybe?" My voice squeaked embarrassingly as I spoke.
"Yeah, maybe. Could be that'd make it even more fun."
Jess tilted her head impishly. She hadn't stopped casually working on my shaft. It was so distracting. I wanted her to make me cum; hell, I wanted to cum all over her. But in her? Some vestige of my brain screamed that that was too much.
"Would you just... with your mouth... maybe?" I suggested. Then, since being polite to the girl playing with my penis seemed like a good idea, "please?"
"Sure, li'l bro. We can do that."
Jess paused long enough to pull my boxers off and out of the way, then got straight to it. I watched in aroused fascination as she lowered her face toward my lap, her hand now holding my cock steady. Her tongue extended slightly just before contact, flicking out to brush the tip of my erection. I drew a sharp breath and thrust involuntarily toward her.
"Settle down," she admonished, smacking my thigh gently with her free hand.
I held still as she bobbed her head down once more. Her soft lips parted sensually around my shaft as she engulfed it in a long, smooth motion. She just kept going, all the way to the base, like some kind of machine. Then somehow, with my entire length safely stowed in her mouth, she made eye contact with me.
My sister's piercing eyes staring at me, her mild gag-reflex massaging the head of my cock, her tongue caressing the underside of my shaft... I couldn't withstand it. It was too soon, way too soon, but it was beyond my control. The feeling built up nigh-instantly inside me, then burst forth in a rush of pleasure that overwhelmed all else.
Jess gagged a little harder as a shot of cum unexpectedly hit the back of her throat. She pulled about halfway off my shaft, but then stayed there as the rest of my orgasm burned itself out. Her hand returned to the uncovered base and milked me right to the end.
Only when my orgasm was completely finished did Jess pull back. She swiped the back of her wrist across her chin, then stared at my slowly softening cock.
"Huh," she said.
"I know. That was fast."
"Yeah, but hey, it's okay and-"
"I'm not worried."
She tilted her head quizzically. "You're not? Guys get sensitive about these things, you know."
"And you'd think I would be too, wouldn't you?" I shrugged, then gave her a slow, lazy grin. "I dunno what to say, Jess. I just feel really good right now." I raised my arms and flopped back on the mattress theatrically. I did feel good. I felt... unburdened.
Jess crawled up and knelt beside me. She sat back on her heels and looked bemusedly down at me. I reached out and ran my hand up her thigh to her tummy, and finally to caress her breast. Even in my state of satiation I recognized the beauty and allure of my mostly naked sister, as well as the special access I currently had to her body.
"All the advice I wanted to give you," Jess mused, "and all you really needed was a blowjob."
"That's quite a prescription," I said. "Get a BJ from my sister whenever I need to relax." I then giggled to myself as though it was really quite funny.
"Ha ha," Jess replied, deadpan.
She ran her fingers through my hair in a much more platonic gesture than the way I was feeling her up. It felt nice; safe, comforting, and loving. Plus I just really liked having my hair played with. I shifted over to rest my head in her lap and let out the happy sigh of a dog getting its ears scratched.
"Doesn't this mean you were wrong though?" I asked.
"About what?"
"You were telling me..." I paused and tried to remember exactly what she'd said, "something about how you don't have to change anything to feel better. I think. About it all being in your head. But this was kinda, like, something happening, you know?"
Jess frowned slightly. "Well, maybe. But the important thing is how you feel about it, not so much what happened. 'Cause, like, if you'd gotten all freaked out, which you could have, we'd be having a whole different conversation about essentially the same experience."
I thought about my sister's rebuttal. Or I tried to, at any rate. It was hard to stay focused when her breasts were hanging directly above my face.
"So it's not about what happens to us so much as how we experience what happens to us?"
Jess's eyebrows shot up. "Um... yeah. That's basically exactly right." Then her eyes narrowed suspiciously. "Do you actually understand what you just said?"
"Nope. But it sounded right. That's worth some points, isn't it?"
I propped myself up a little higher and rubbed my face between my sister's boobs. She sighed loudly, but let me have my fun.



"There's hope for you yet, anyway," she said. "Maybe if I put my shirt back on..."
"But I like you better with no shirt."
"That was entirely my point. It's making you a little too single-minded to have a real conversation."
"Yes, that is quite a problem."
My words were muffled by Jess's chest. She laughed and pushed me away.
"Oh seriously? You're getting hard again?"
I looked down at myself. "Seems that way."
We stared at each other for a few seconds before Jess scooted toward me. She moved slowly, but deliberately, swinging one leg over my thighs to straddle my lap. Her panties had a noticeable damp spot now, though it was only briefly visible before she settled on top of me. She pressed herself right up against my rehardened cock, making me groan in pleasure. I looped my arms around her back and revelled in the feel of her gloriously female body.
Jess started rocking her hips, grinding the silky smooth front of her panties on my cock. She tried a couple of different motions until she found just the right one. Her whole demeanour was different than before; she had a new intensity of focus as she rubbed herself against me. This time she had her own needs to take care of.
The smoothness of my sister's panties felt nice, but they didn't really provide enough friction to do the job. Without even breaking stride, Jess reached down and pulled them to the side. My heart pounded at the thought that she was actually just going to jam herself on my cock with no warning whatsoever. I honestly wasn't sure what I felt about the idea, but I knew I wouldn't, couldn't stop her if she did.
Soon enough it became clear that Jess wasn't actually going to surprise sex me. She just kept grinding skin to skin. Her wet slit slid up and down the length of my shaft accompanied by small, barely audible noises from my sister's throat. Her eyes were closed now, and a frown of concentration graced her brow. Her breathing came more and more ragged until finally she reached her pent-up release. She shivered in exquisite orgasm, then gradually went still.
I couldn't keep the grin off my face as Jess's eyes fluttered open. She flushed slightly as she regained control of herself, but appeared much more satisfied than embarrassed. Without a word she reached down and grabbed my cock. She started stroking it with an upside down grip, twisting slightly with each cycle. Within moments she had me cumming again; this time all over my stomach and legs, as well as some on her hand.
We were silent for a long moment afterward, except for our breathing. Jess finally disengaged from me. She sat back and smoothed down her mussed hair.
"Well that was fun," she said.
"Yeah, tell me about it." I could tell I was smiling like an idiot, but I couldn't seem to help myself.
"We should get cleaned up," Jess said, examining some of my cum that clung tenaciously to her wrist. "You can have the shower first."
I stood up and took a step toward the bathroom, then hesitated. "Almost thought you'd want to shower together," I said, unsure whether I was teasing or suggesting.
"It's a lovely thought, but my shower really isn't big enough for that. Now get moving or you'll forfeit your chance."
Jess and I took our respective turns rinsing off. I was more than ready for bed when I got out, and by the time Jess rejoined me I was half asleep. I got to watch her walk around naked again until she turned the lights off and crawled under the covers with me. I snuggled up with her, then fell asleep before I even had a proper chance to enjoy the naked sister cuddles.
****
"That's your bus, huh?" Jess said.
"Yep. Off I go again."
Jess had walked down with me to see me off. I was reluctant to leave her, but I had my responsibilities.
"It was nice seeing you." She wrapped me in a big hug that lasted longer than usual. "I'll see ya at our parents' place over christmas, yeah?"
"Oh, uh, yeah. Of course."
Christmas was only a few weeks away, but suddenly that seemed too long to wait. I tried to keep my expression neutral and not give away my disappointment. I wasn't even sure if what we did was going to be a repeat affair, and I didn't dare ask in case it wasn't.
Jess, insightful big sister that she was, wasn't fooled by my attempted nonchalance. Her eyes pierced my facade and apparently sensed exactly what my hidden fear was.
"You know," she said, still holding onto one of my hands, "if you wanted to come by next weekend, or whenever, that'd be ok too."
"Really?"
"Absolutely." She leaned in closer and whispered in my ear. "But I'm gonna make you work way harder for it next time. Think you can handle that?"
I flushed and glanced around quickly to make sure no one was watching us. "You're bad," I said in a low tone.
"That I am." Jess darted in for a quick kiss, little more than a peck really, but very much in public, and not at all sisterly. "Let me know what your plans are, ok?"
"Yeah, I, uh... yeah. Sure."
I was left flustered and still blushing as I boarded the bus, which was almost certainly the point. But more than that, deeper than anything else, I felt good about life in a way that I hadn't for a very long time.
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Emily awoke to a day that seemed like any other day. She yawned and stretched, and debated going right back to sleep. Then she remembered what day it was. Her eyes opened wide and a big smile spread across her face. It was her little brother's eighteenth birthday.
She leapt out of bed with newfound enthusiasm and examined her lithe, naked body in her full-length mirror, as is traditional for female characters who have just been introduced. Having reassured herself that she was just as sexy as ever, she headed for her brother's room. She padded down the hallway as silently as a ninja. Her mother was probably up already, but her older sister Lilith would almost certainly still be asleep. It would never do to wake her up prematurely.
Emily cracked the door to her brother's room and peered in. Jaime was still snoring away. Good. She tiptoed closer, then paused as she realized she probably shouldn't wake him up while still completely naked. It might freak him out; after all he was a newly-minted eighteen year old, as inexperienced and naive as any other Littown teenager. She grabbed one of Jaime's shirts and put it on. It came down just far enough to cover her pussy and butt. Good enough.
"Wakey wakey!"
Emily pounced on her brother like a cat. Her face was mere inches away as his eyes opened and he yelped in surprise.
"Jesus, Em. You scared me."
"It's your biiirthdaaay," she replied in a singsongy voice.
"Yeah, I know."
"So you gottaaa get uuup."
Jaime groaned. "Shouldn't I get to sleep in if it's my birthday?"
"Nope. Gotta get up. Much to do. You don't want to be late for your first day of Over Eighteen School."
Jaime groaned even louder. He'd forgotten about switching schools today. But he was eighteen now, and as was traditional in Littown, once you were that age you had to move to a new school where everyone else was sexually legal as well. It made things simpler.
"C'mon, Jai," Emily said impatiently. "It'll be fun. We'll be back in the same school again."
She started shaking him to try and rouse him quicker. Her movement caused her to accidentally sit on his morning erection. They both felt the contact, but reacted very differently. Emily smiled to herself, and Jaime just tried to pretend nothing had happened.
"Ok, I'm up," he said, hoping that would be enough to get his sister off his back, so to speak.
Emily stood up, then waited for him to follow. She raised an eyebrow when he didn't get out of bed right away.
"Um, some privacy please?" he said.
"Why?"
"'Cause I'm not dressed."
"Ooh, you sleep naked too?"
"Out, Em." He pointed toward the door. "And stop wearing my clothes."
"Fine," Emily said. "But if you're not out soon, I'm coming back for you. And here's your shirt back."
She pulled Jaime's shirt up and over her head as she walked away, casually tossing it back in her brother's direction. He stared disbelievingly at the brief flash of his sister's naked backside before she was gone. He couldn't imagine what had gotten into her this morning.
Whatever the case, it certainly didn't help get his erection down. Jaime was fully cognisant of how super fucking hot his sister was, he just did his best not to think about it. Sometimes, like this morning, she made it impossible. He sighed and grabbed his cock. He'd have to rub one out quickly before she came back looking for him.
Very much unbeknownst to Jaime, Emily hadn't gone very far. She'd deliberately left his door cracked open as she left, and was now peering intently through the gap. She was still naked and could theoretically be caught by her mother or sister at any moment, but the risk was worth it. Her sexy--now fully legal--little brother was jerking off furiously, and she was fairly certain he was thinking about her while doing so. She was getting such naughty tingles from the whole situation.
Emily slipped a hand down to her pussy and fingered herself as she spied on her brother. He looked so enticing that she wanted to run back in and jump him, but of course that would just freak him out. Also it would be incest and bad and illegal and blah blah whatever.
Jaime came fairly quickly. Thoughts of his naked sister spurred him along nicely, as well as his natural teenage horniness. He shot a huge load into the shirt Emily had discarded before wiping himself off and throwing the shirt in his laundry basket. He knew he needed to get dressed and out of his room quickly before his sister returned.
Emily took a second to picture her brother dumping that same load of cum on the shirt while she was still wearing it. Her pussy gushed at the thought, but she didn't have time to stand there and continue playing with herself. If she didn't move she'd be caught for sure. She happily flounced back to her room and finally put some clothes on.
Jaime, much to his confusion, made it downstairs to the breakfast table before Emily. Further confusing him was his mother's appearance as she delivered his food.
"Happy birthday, son!" Christine said as set his plate down in front of him. "Pancakes, bacon, and eggs. Your favourite." She kissed his forehead lovingly. "Hang on a sec and I'll grab you some orange juice. Big day today, after all."
"Mom, what... I mean, thank you," Jaime said, remembering his manners. "But what are you wearing?"
He could see what his mother was wearing, of course, but he couldn't believe it. She was clad in her usual full-length cooking apron, a pair of panties, and nothing much else. First his sister's antics, now this?
"I know, dear. I wanted to make sure I had breakfast ready for you today, and I didn't have time to dress properly." Christine grinned at the bright red colour her son's face had gone. "I know it's weird seeing your mother this way, but you have to admit I don't look half bad for my age." She did a quick twirl to show off her sweet milf figure.
"You are super hot, Mom," Jaime admitted. In fact, as far as he was concerned, she had a luscious ass any porn star would be jealous of. But she was his mother, dammit. "You usually, like, cover up more though," he hinted desperately.
"Don't worry, I'm going to go get dressed in a minute. Just had to make sure my baby was taken care of on his most important birthday."
Christine gave Jaime another peck on the forehead. She turned to go get his juice just as Emily finally showed up. She'd taken the time to select a tight, sexy outfit and put her hair up in pigtails. She whistled when she caught sight of her half-naked mother.
"Damn, Mom. That's a hell of an outfit."
"Oh stop. Just running short on time this morning is all. Besides, everyone in the house is eighteen or older now so it's not a big deal."
"That's true," said Emily, grinning at her brother who was studiously ignoring both of them. "Things might just get a little looser around here now."
"Behave yourself," Christine admonished. She gave her daughter a kiss too, then absconded to her room.
Jaime had another full erection by that point. He was hoping it would go down on its own before he had to leave the table. Stupid female family members being all inconsiderately sexy.
"Mom's still pretty smokin', huh?" Emily said. "I mean she's getting pretty ancient, like thirty or something almost, but just look at her."
"She's our mother," Jaime said, still blushing. "We shouldn't be looking at her like that."
"Sure, yeah. Fair enough. But seriously, if she wasn't your mom, you'd do her, right? Like, you wouldn't even have to think about it."
Jaime grudgingly nodded. "Yeah, I would. Same with you, if you weren't my sister."
"Aww, that's so sweet."
****
All too soon it was time to head off for school. Jaime was still nervous about starting at a new school, but having his sister at his side did help. She was rocking the sexy schoolgirl look this morning, which contributed to taking his mind off his anxiety.
"Hey guys, wait up!"
Jaime and Emily were only at the end of their driveway when they heard someone call them. They turned to see the neighbour girl jogging toward them. Alyssa had lived next door to them since forever, and was practically the same age as Emily. Jaime had been nursing a mild crush on her for a while, but she was a little too much like a sister to him to ever do anything about it. He perked up further when he realized she'd be going to school with him now too.
"Happy birthday, neighbour boy," Alyssa greeted him. She stepped in and gave him a big, familiar hug.
"Thanks," he said.
"Yup, big day for my li'l bro," Emily chimed in. "Finally going to big kid school."
"I was pretty sure that was today," Alyssa said. "This is gonna be so awesome."
Alyssa linked her arm with Jaime's. As though psychically linked, Emily did the same on the other side. The two girls marched him down the sidewalk, still chatting away about how great things were going to be. They arrived at their bus stop only moments before the bus did.
Emily dragged her brother to the very back of the bus, and Alyssa followed along right behind them. The girls sandwiched him between them in a seat that really wasn't big enough for the three of them. Jaime had to put his arms around their shoulders to try and make room. He certainly didn't mind being snuggled up so tightly with Alyssa, although he was a little leery of the same with Emily. Especially when she'd been so weird already that morning.
It didn't take Jaime long to notice that he had a pretty good view down the girls' shirts. Once he'd realized that, he couldn't seem to stop looking. Even when he tried to be polite and turn his head away, he'd just find himself looking at the other set of cleavage whether he wanted to or not. Emily and Alyssa, by silent girls' agreement, pretended not to notice his staring at first. They waited until he had a noticeable tent in his pants before saying anything.
"Well well, someone's excited," Alyssa said.
Jaime glanced down at himself and immediately flushed in embarrassment. He tried to pull his hands down to cover himself, but his arms were stuck in an awkward position. The three teens were simply crammed in too closely for him to manoeuvre.
"Oh he's been very excitable this morning," Emily said, happy to join in teasing her brother.
"Really?" Alyssa said. "How interesting."
As though it was the most natural thing in the world, she put her hand right on top of the bulge in Jaime's pants. She toyed with his erection, pressing and squeezing it, without seeming to give it any consideration at all. Jaime wasn't sure what to do about that except that he very much didn't want to draw attention to them. He sat frozen and silent, enjoying the sensation of a pretty girl playing with his penis.
Shortly after, Emily's hand joined Alyssa's. Jaime was too horny to care much at that point. And even if he were to stop it, he reasoned, how would he even do it without causing a scene? So he sat obligingly still while both his sister and childhood friend molested him all the way to school. He was an absolute horny mess by the time they arrived.
"What am I supposed to do now?" Jaime asked.
"Get off the bus. Duh," Emily said.
"Yeah, but I mean...." Jaime gestured at his crotch.
"Don't worry. We got your back," Alyssa said. "So to speak."
The girls flanked Jaime as they entered the school. They walked slightly in front of him, which in theory screened him from prying eyes. He still noticed an awful lot of speculative looks, especially from girls. Every now and then he recognized someone, usually from his old school. It was even more embarrassing to think that one of them might realize what was going on. He looked down to try and avoid eye contact with anyone, but that just meant that he was staring at Emily and Alyssa's butts.
"So you have to go see the principal first," Emily told him. "She basically has to deal with each new student individually. Give you your schedule and everything."
"Should I be worried?" Jaime asked.
"Nah," said Alyssa. "She's tough, but she takes it easy on newbies. And she's got a soft spot for cute boys anyway."
"What?"
"She's kidding," Emily said. "Mostly."
Jaime wasn't sure what to make of that. He was dropped off unceremoniously at the principal's office and abandoned by his escorts. It seemed he was expected, and the secretary waved him right in.
The woman sitting behind the desk in the principal's office conformed almost exactly to Jaime's expectations. Her dark hair was pulled back severely, her suit was tight and business-like, and the glasses she wore only intensified the piercing effect of her eyes when she looked up at him.
"Jaime Nallister, I assume?" were her first words to him.
Jaime swallowed back his nervousness. "Uh, yes." He paused, then added, "Ma'am?"
Much to his relief, she actually gave him a faint smile in return. "My name is Principal Lisa January. You may call me Ms. January." Her lips twitched into another faint smirk. "Or Ma'am if you so prefer."
"Yes... Ms. January."
Principal January finally gestured to the chair across from her and Jaime gratefully sat down. He was feeling a little weak under her constant hawk-like observation.
"I understand switching schools so abruptly can be tricky for my students. I'm sure you understand the rationale behind keeping students older than eighteen separate from those who aren't."
Jaime nodded. "It, uh, makes it easier for authors and sexy shenanigans and whatnot," he said, reciting what he took as common knowledge.
"Just so. That being said, this is a place of learning, and sexy shenanigans are strictly prohibited. Is that clear?"
Jaime hesitated. He was out of his depth. "But then why--"
Ms. January stood up out of her chair. She leaned in toward her newest pupil, and her body seeming to grow in size. Her teeth shone with an impossible sharpness, while her eyes burned with actual, literal fire.
"I said: Is. That. Clear."
Jaime, shocked by the sudden force behind Ms. January's words, meekly nodded. "Yes, Ma'am."
"Good," she said, resuming her former state of total composure. "Other than that, I think you'll find your experience here to be pretty much what you'd expect. You'll reacquaint yourself with friends who made it here before you, do your schoolwork, and before you know it you'll be graduated. If you have any other questions you may ask them now, or at any time in the future. I am here first and foremost for the benefit of my students."
"Thank you?" Jaime hazarded. He blinked repeatedly, deliberately, but his principal looked perfectly ordinary now, and he couldn't figure out what possible trick of the light had made her seem monstrous to him mere seconds ago.
"You may pick up your schedule with my secretary."
That was dismissal enough for Jaime and he practically leapt out of his seat. Ms. January's eyes remained locked on him as he scurried out the door.
"He is a cute one though," she whispered to herself.
****
Jaime, having been given helpful directions by the secretary, made it to his first classroom without incident. The class itself was little more than a blur to him, and he couldn't have said afterward what he had supposedly been taught.
Emily was waiting for her brother when he stumbled out of the room after the bell. She was accompanied now by Lindsay, one of her long time best friends.
"Hey, Jai," Lindsay bubbled cheerfully. "Happy birthday."
"Thanks, Lin," he said. "What are you guys doing here?"
"Gonna take you to your next class," Emily said. She grabbed his shoulder to turn him in the right direction. "Guess what? We're gonna be in this one with you!"
Jaime felt some relief at being back with familiar faces as he was once again marched along to his destination. He was still feeling a little shaky from the principal's 'welcome.'
"You feeling ok, dude?" Lindsay asked.
"Um, kinda. Mostly," Jaime said. "I had to see the principal earlier and--"
"Oh, yeah. I hear ya. Don't worry, you'll get used to it."
"I feel like she coulda broken me in two, and not even broken a sweat doing it."
Emily thought back to her experiences with Ms. January. "Yeah," she said dreamily. "Can you imagine her tying you up and disciplining you though? You wouldn't be able to walk straight for a month."
Jaime gaped at his sister. "What?!"
Lindsay giggled. "Your sister has a bit of a thing for our dominatrix of a principal. Didn't she tell you."
Emily was finally the one to blush. "I do not. It's just... if you had to be spanked vigorously by a hot, domineering, older woman, you'd pick her, right? I'm not the only one who'd say so."
"I think the point is you're the only one who ever imagines such a scenario," Lindsay said, playfully nudging her crimson-faced friend. "And your protestations just aren't as convincing as you seem to think."
Emily and Jaime both went quiet for a moment. They each pictured a similar version of a scene involving Emily at Ms. January's mercy. Jaime shook his head clear once he realized what he was doing. Emily let hers go only wistfully, and with a regretful sigh.
"She likes the boys too much for that anyway," Emily said under her breath.
"What was that?" Jaime asked.
Lindsay just smiled.
The class the three of them shared was English, taught by Ms. Penny. She was a much friendlier looking authority figure than the principal. She had lighter hair, softer eyes, and a smile that seemed permanently affixed to her lips. She was also had the absolute biggest pair of tits on her that Jaime had ever seen.
Jaime sat at a desk next to Emily, with Lindsay on the far side of his sister. It wasn't long into the class before Emily passed him a slip of paper.
"She's got a nice rack, huh?" she had written.
Jaime glanced at his sister, who was smirking back at him. So she'd caught him staring at Ms. Penny's ridiculously massive chest region. He hadn't realized he'd been quite so obvious about it, but how could he not? Their teacher was so top heavy she looked like she'd tip over if you gave her a tap on the back.
"It's alright," he wrote back.
Emily rolled her eyes at his response. "Just alright?"
"What do you care?"
Emily didn't really care, except that she was bored and wanted to pick on her little brother now that she had the chance. He wasn't taking the bait the way she would have liked.
Jaime was able to pay attention and even take some notes for a few minutes while his sister deliberated. He was kind of nervous about passing the note back and forth, and was glad of a break from it. Emily might have become used to how things worked in this school, but he hadn't yet. He was still new and unsure of how teachers ran their classrooms, or what kind of workload was to be expected.
Eventually Emily passed the note back. "I just wanted to know if you wanted to...." What followed was a filthy description of an utterly depraved sexual act, the focus of which being their teacher's awesome tits. Jaime went bright red as he read it, and much to his chagrin his cock reacted as well. It was straight up pornographic.
Emily made a show of not looking while Jaime read her newest question, but in fact she didn't even blink as she watched him from the corner of her eye. It was all she could do not to laugh. Maybe she'd gone a little overboard, but she'd definitely gotten a reaction out of him this time whether he responded or not.
Unseen by either sibling, Ms. Penny was suddenly next to Jaime. She snatched the note from his hand and kept moving like it was an everyday occurrence for her.
"I'll speak to you after class, Jaime," she said without even looking at him.



A chorus of "oohs" echoed through the classroom. Jaime couldn't begin to give a shit about his classmates at that point. They didn't know what was on that slip of paper. If Ms. Penny read it, he had no doubt he'd be talking to Ms. January again before the end of the day. He wasn't ready to die yet. He was still so young.
"Good luck," Emily whispered after the bell rang and everyone else was leaving the room.
Lindsay stopped and gave him a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder as well. Once they were gone, it was just Jaime and his new teacher. She may have been soft and cuddly, but for the terror her he felt she might as well have been a bear with machetes for hands.
Ms. Penny had been going over and over what she should do ever since she'd intercepted the dirty note. It was the sort of thing she should probably have sent to the principal, but she was inclined to go easy on a newbie. Particularly one who already seemed so terrified.
"So, Mister Nallister," she said. She held up his sister's note. "This is quite the... fantasy."
"It's not mine," Jaime said quickly.
"By which you mean you didn't write the part about wanting to--"
"Right. Not me."
"Yes, I didn't think it was. Obviously that was your co-conspirator. I would have sworn you were conversing with little miss Emily, except I can't imagine that your own sister would write anything nearly so sexual to you."
Up until that morning, Jaime would have heartily agreed with his teacher's assessment. Now, all he could do was bite his tongue and nod.
"So it most probably was one of the boys around you," Ms. Penny continued. "Would you like to tell me who it was?"
Jaime knew better than that. He wasn't going to rat anyone out, especially when he'd have to point to an innocent.
"No, sorry," he said.
"Well that's a shame. Because now I have no choice but to hold you responsible for the entirety of this filthy message."
Jaime braced himself.
"So do you, in fact, want to engage in the acts described here?"
Jaime blinked slowly. "What?"
To his continued surprise, Ms. Penny dropped the note on her desk and started unbuttoning her blouse. She only undid a few buttons, enough to reveal a fair amount of her breasts to him.
"Do you want to, ahem, 'coat my bitchin' tits with--'"
Jaime took a wild, hopeful guess. "Yes."
Ms. Penny's eyes had a newly wild glint to them. "And make me--"
"Yes."
Jaime's cock was threatening to burst from his pants. His arousal was now overwhelming his terror. His huge-boobed teacher was showing off her cleavage and suggesting terribly lewd things. How could he not be turned on, really?
"Well, Jaime, I'm glad you could be so honest with me. I'm going to go easy on you this time, ok? But I would very much appreciate if you would behave yourself in future."
"Yes, Miss," he said gratefully.
"And if you or anyone else feel the need to describe such... elaborate fantasies again, perhaps consider submitting them as assignments for bonus points."
"Er... what?"
Ms. Penny was already buttoning back up, and once again appeared to be a proper and modest teacher. She gazed at Jaime levelly as though she hadn't said anything at all. He took the hint and got the hell out of there.
****
When lunch time rolled around, Emily couldn't find her brother anywhere. She decided he could find the cafeteria on his own, so she waited for him at her usual table, with her usual group of lunchtime friends. Lindsay was there, of course, as well as Cindy, Mindy, Windy, and Zindy. Lindsay was busy gossiping with the others about Jaime.
"So he's totally wicked cute," Lindsay said. "And he's a minty-fresh eighteen year old."
"Do you think he hasn't, like, done any kind of sexual thing ever?" asked Zindy. "I mean, it would have been metaphysically impossible before he became legal today."
"Well, duh," said Cindy. "We all know that."
"Like I said, minty-fresh," Lindsay repeated.
"Well," said Emily absently as she scanned the entrances to the cafeteria, "he has been getting teased pretty mercilessly since this morning."
"Really?" said Mindy. "Someone lay claim to him already?"
"Nah," said Emily. "Most of it was me."
"Does that mean you're gonna fuck him?" Mindy persisted.
"Eww," said Zindy. "She's his sister. That would be incest. Super sweet sexy hot incest. Between siblings. It's, like, bad and illegal and... stuff."
"Oh, uh, right," said Mindy. "Yes. Of course. Bad and... stuff. No one should do something so gross."
In fact, all the girls at the table did weird sexy stuff with their brothers. All except Emily who hadn't yet had a chance to. Ever since that morning when it had become ok for her to even consider her brother sexually, she'd been getting more and more sure that she needed to have sex with him. Maybe it wouldn't be such a good idea to let everyone know that though.
"I definitely am not going to sex up my little brother," Emily assured the other girls. "Any teasing I do is strictly platonic and just for fun."
No one was really listening to her at that point. They were all fantasizing about being pounded by their brothers, and every one of them resolved to make some sexy times happen after school was out.
Jaime finally showed up to break the silent tension. Emily waved him over to take a seat.
"Man, this morning's been crazy," he said.
"Oh yeah? Want to make it a little crazier?" Mindy asked, winking flirtatiously.
"'Cause you're totally hot and we'd love to do naughty things with you," Windy added in a very unsubtle manner.
"Oh leave the poor kid alone," Lindsay said, stepping in for a tongue-tied Jaime. "We'd all like to jump him right now, but we're in the middle of school and there's no way we wouldn't be caught. Also, I guess consider his feelings or whatever."
"Um, thanks," Jaime said. "I think."
He wasn't used to be surrounded by so many attractive girls who were of a sexual age, let alone ones who were interested in him. Instead of getting used to his new school, he was finding himself more and more out of his depth with ever new scene.
The conversation veered away from Jaime, much to his relief. He sat quietly with his thoughts while the girls gossiped and laughed and teased each other. He couldn't understand why every single person he interacted with today seemed to be an attractive female, nor why they were all acting so strangely around him. Maybe that was just what happened when a boy turned eighteen.
Something touched his hand under the table. He looked down to find Emily's fingers in the midst of intertwining with his. He looked up at her, and she smiled reassuringly at him. Well, at least he could always count on his big sis to be there for him. She was so beautiful, and loving, and was basically the perfect girl for him. If only she could be his girlfriend. But that was impossible since she was his sister and all.
****
Jaime had almost made it to the end of his first day when he ran into trouble. Four girls approached him while he was at his locker, and when he turned around he was surrounded. All four of them had unconventional haircuts, dyed various shades of purple.
"Hi?" he said.
"Hey," said one of the girls. "You the new kid, huh?"
"I suppose I am."
"We're here to give you a proper... welcome."
The four girls took a step closer in unison. Jaime had never felt more menaced by a 'welcome' in his life.
"You're a virgin, right?" another of the purple girls asked.
"'Course he is. Just transferred in today."
"And look at how nervous he is."
"Er, ladies, please," Jaime pleaded. "Could I just--"
"Listen, kid. All we want to do is sex you up a little, as a welcome gift. Like a fruit basket, you know?"
"You'll probably even enjoy it, if you behave yourself."
Finally one of the students walking by came to Jaime's aid, if only barely. "Hey, Wendy, knock it off, would you! You gotta stop terrorizing all the new boys."
The purple girls turned and started yelling back at Jaime's saviour. He didn't get a chance to see who it was, nor the outcome of the shouting match. As soon as his accosters turned their attention away, he was off like a hunted rabbit. He rounded the corner into the adjoining hallway before sudden furious screams told him he was being pursued.
Jaime ran as fast as he could without looking back. He didn't know the school very well, and he had no idea how much of a lead he could maintain. As soon as he turned again, he picked a door mostly at random and barged through. He skidded to a halt on the other side and forced the door shut as quickly and quietly as he could. Only then did he stop and examine his surroundings.
He seemed to be in a changing room. There were benches and lockers, and as he walked further in he found showers, sinks, and stalls. No urinals though. Probably the girls room, then. There was no one in it right now, so he was in the clear.
Unfortunately for Jaime, he was nowhere near as safe as he thought. Just as he was breathing a sigh of relief, the door at the far end of the room opened and the sound of chatting girls flooded to his ears. He turned to the door he'd come from, only to see it start to open as well. With no other choice, he darted into the shower section and flattened himself against the near wall.
"Hey!"
Jaime cringed at the yell, assuming he'd been caught.
"Get the hell out of here, Brendy!"
Nope, that wasn't his name. Someone else was getting yelled at.
"I'm looking for someone. Did any of you see a boy--"
"This is the girls' room, dumbass. Your new boytoy isn't in here."
There was a chorus of jeering, then the sound of the hallway door swinging closed again. Jaime thought he recognized the voice of the girl who had been chased out. One of the purple haired terrors, he thought. Now that she'd gone, he might be able to sneak his way out. He unflattened himself from the wall, and immediately walked square into a naked girl.
Jaime's eyes bugged out at the sight of the fully nude girl in front of him. She had an athletic body, and appeared worn out and sweaty. Beyond her were a whole change room full of other girls, all in various states of undress. Boobs everywhere Jaime looked, and plenty of pussy and ass as well.
"What the ever loving fuck are you doing here!"
All eyes turned to Jaime as the naked girl finally reacted to his presence. He had no idea what to say. Many of the other girls approached him, which only made him even more nervous. Worse still, he had popped a fairly obvious boner. It wasn't like he could help it. There was only so much sweaty, athletic girl flesh he could withstand before his raging hormones took over.
"Aw, fuck," said one of the girls. "Another goddamn pervo."
"We really should start checking for them before we all strip down," said another.
"I'm not a pervo," Jaime protested.
"Oh whatever. You're standing there with a blatant hard on in the girls' locker room. You're trying to tell us you accidentally ended up in here just as all of us sexy, toned girls finished up volleyball practice and got naked?"
Jaime looked around. Every single one of the volleyball players was staring at him like they were about to kick his ass. Still, he had to try. "Um, yes?"
An angry chorus broke out among the girls as they tried to decide what to do with the peeping perv they'd caught. One of them had the foresight to drag Jaime further from the door before he made a run from it. He sat on a bench and waited for a verdict. He was both miserable and exceedingly turned on.
The only positive was that he'd have amazing fantasy material to jerk off to later. Not a single one of the girls had covered up since they'd caught him, and since he was already in deep shit he stared at them freely. So many bouncing boobies as the girls argued and pointed, so many toned legs and volleyball butts. If his cock got any harder, he could have cut an escape tunnel right through the wall.
The spirited argument was interrupted by a late arrival. A final volleyball player walked in and surveyed the scene with obvious annoyance. The rest of the mostly naked girls went silent. Jaime recognized the new girl as Katelyn, old classmate of his. She'd always been into sports, and now, by the look of thing, she was captain of the volleyball team.
"Well well," Katelyn said. "Little Jaime Nallister. Peeping on the girls, were we? I wouldn't have expected that from you."
"I wasn't--" Jaime started.
"We were just deciding what to do with him," one of the girls piped up. "But we weren't sure what to do."
"I still don't see why we can't use the traditional punishments anymore," another girl pouted. "They were so much fun."
Jaime couldn't help himself. "What punishments are those?"
Katelyn rolled her eyes. "Oh, you know. When girls catch a guy peeping, tradition is to strip him and make him jerk off, or maybe have sex with him until he passes out, or sometimes just say mean things about his penis."
"Right. Fun," said the pouty girl.
"We've been over this," said Katelyn. "Those things don't work. There've been studies."
"But if they're tradition--" Jaime tried desperately. To him, those options all sounded anywhere from tolerable right up to fantastic.
"Let's just take him to the principal," one of the girls at the back suggested.
Jaime's heart threatened to stop beating. "Nonononono! Not that, please. She'll eat me. I only was hiding from those mean girls. I didn't mean to perv out on you, I swear!"
There was a sudden mood shift in the room.
"Which girls? The Endys?"
"What?"
"You know, Brendy, Kendy, Lendy, and Wendy. The ones with the purple hair."
"Yes! Them. The purple girls."
At once, Jaime was pressed in on all sides by scantily clad girls. They were all sympathy now, since every one of them knew what the Endys did to boys; especially new ones who didn't know any better. A lot of them felt the need to hug him, and since he was sitting and they were standing, he got a tremendous amount of boobage right in the face. After about the fifth pair of bare tits temporarily cut off his oxygen, Jaime got over his panic and decided life was indeed worth living.
The girls started to disperse at that point. Some headed straight for the showers, while some continued milling around their newly adopted boy. One of them stood behind him and ran her fingers through his hair, discovering that it was lovely and soft and fun to play with. A couple of the others made excuses to 'accidentally' touch the massive bulge in his pants, having figured that it would be a lovely toy.
Katelyn finally stepped in. "Alright, showers. Everyone. Now!"
The stragglers pouted, but didn't argue. They flounced off to join their wet, naked teammates. From where Jaime was sitting he could see some of the team's showering technique. It involved an awful lot of pairing up and washing one another's backs and hair. It took great force of will to tear his gaze away from it and onto their captain.
"Thanks for not turning me in," he said.
"No problem, dude," Katelyn said. "I wouldn't want to do that to you anyway, but especially when you didn't mean to perv on us."
She started casually pulling off her clothes as she talked. Jaime was riveted.
"So what happens now?" he asked.
"Well, once I'm through in the shower I can walk you out. Or you can just head out on your own, if you want. The Endys have probably moved on by now."
"I don't mind waiting," Jaime said quickly. "Er, I mean, they might still be lurking. Or something."
"No worries. We got your back."
Katelyn finished stripping. Jaime admired the entirety of her beautifully toned physique as she stood before him. If he'd thought the lithe, athletic bodies of the other girls had been amazing, they were nothing compared to the sports goddess now before him. Every single curve and muscle on her was shaped to perfection. Her dedication certainly had paid off for him in this moment.
"Thank you for doing so many sports," Jaime said.
Katelyn tilted her head curiously. "What?"
"I said... you must do a lot of sports."
She looked down at herself. "Oh, yeah. I do have a pretty sweet body, huh?" She peered at him suspiciously. "You're not perving on me, are you?"
"No?"
"Good."
Jaime waited with the patience of an Asian deity for Katelyn to shower and get dressed. He was very well behaved, and didn't seem at all upset as he was crowded and jostled by girls reclaiming clothes and getting ready to head home. He was even nice enough to help some of them towel off.
His poor cock was probably going to be bruised later from straining against his pants for so long.
Finally Katelyn was ready to walk him out. The halls were mostly clear now, and indeed there was no sign of any purple hair. Waiting very impatiently by the front of the school, however, was a sister.
"'Bout damn time," Emily said. "What'd you get lost or something?"
"I ran into a little trouble," Jaime said. "Sorry." He turned to Katelyn. "Thanks again."
"No worries. You come find us anytime you need to."
Katelyn hugged Jaime, and to his surprise actually gave his butt a quick squeeze before she disengaged.
"We missed our bus," Emily said once they were alone.
"Oh, right. Shit." Jaime looked around, as though the bus was actually just hiding off to the side. No such luck. "What do we do?"
"I texted Lil. She's gonna come pick us up before she goes to work. She's not happy about it though."
Lilith arrived a few minutes later. She was, indeed, not thrilled about having to rescue her stranded baby siblings.
"You're lucky it's your birthday," she told Jaime as he climbed into her car.
"Thanks, sis. I appreciate it," he said. "I'll count it as your present to me if you want."
"I dunno, you might be missing out. I was gonna get you a lap dance."
Jaime flushed and looked to Emily for help. She just shrugged. Neither had any idea if Lilith was joking or not.
"You never got me a lap dance for my birthday," Emily said.
"That's 'cause you wanted something else, remember? A certain toy that--"
"Right, right. I remember. Shut up, please."
Emily had forgotten all about her sister's present. Her first vibrator, given in secret the evening she turned eighteen. Sometimes Lilith was a pretty cool big sister.
Emily glanced at Jaime, who seemed oblivious to what they were talking about. If Lilith was willing to buy one of her siblings a sex toy, a lap dance wouldn't be out of the question either. Emily turned the idea over and over in her head. She found herself getting wet at the idea of her brother with his cock out and a faceless chick grinding all over it. And maybe that chick could even be her....
****
Lilith headed to work shortly after dropping her siblings off at home. Jaime spent his birthday evening with Emily and their mom. Christine, much to Jaime's relief, remained properly dressed this time around. She also made her son a cake, and got him a game he'd been wanting. Emily got him a book she thought he'd like.
The three of them sat together in the living room watching movies after supper. They were all sharing the couch, and somehow they kept getting closer together as the night wore on. Jaime was in the middle, and eventually he had his sister curled up against him on one side, and his mother on the other.
Despite being properly dressed, Christine had loosened some of the buttons on her blouse to get more comfortable. By cuddling with her son, she inadvertently gave him an excellent view of her cleavage. He tried very hard not to look, but it was right there. And she did have sweet tits.
In an effort not to leer at his mother's rack, Jaime turned to check on his sister. She still had her hair up in pigtails from the morning, and she'd gotten so cozy next to her brother that she was actually sucking her thumb. It made her appear younger and more innocent than she was, as though she were the baby of the family rather than he.



Christine got up after the second movie and bid her children goodnight. She kissed each of her children on the forehead and accidentally gave Jaime an even better view of her cleavage as she bent over. He barely even registered it by this point. He felt as though he'd been hard all day. Maybe that's what life after eighteen was; just constant erections all the time.
Then it was just Jaime and Emily cuddling on the couch, ostensibly watching the third movie of the night. Emily took the opportunity to get even closer, almost sitting right on her brother's lap. He wrapped his arms around her. For reasons he couldn't explain, it felt right holding his sister against him. She was warm and soft, and her scent was intoxicating.
Emily was thrilled that Jaime was letting her get so close. She was sure now that she could seduce him. She pressed her knee experimentally against his erection. He groaned and actually tightened his grip around her. She didn't know if he wanted her specifically, or if he was just desperately horny after being teased mercilessly all day, but either would work for her.
In fact, Jaime wasn't sure what his reasoning was either. He knew it was wrong to desire his sister the way he did, so perhaps it was simply a case of needing to cum so very, very badly that any girl would be attractive to him. But that didn't seem right. Emily was different; she was special. He couldn't imagine wanting to fuck her so badly if he didn't specifically feel that way about her. He wanted to communicate his feelings to her, but didn't know how.
"You look cute today," he said.
Emily pulled her thumb out of her mouth and looked at her brother. Her pigtails continued to give her an air of false naivety even once she'd ceased the infantile gesture.
"Sister cute, or hot-girl cute?" she asked.
"Both, actually."
Emily beamed at the compliment. She reached down and grabbed her brother's cock through his pants. "And I can tell you mean it," she said.
"You've been teasing me pretty bad today."
"You're right. I have. I'm sorry."
Emily pouted in a way that was guaranteed to melt hearts and stiffen penises. Jaime couldn't resist. He kissed his sister right on her pouty lips. She responded immediately and kissed him back savagely. Their impromptu tongue wrestling match seemed to go on and on. It was Jaime's first real kiss, and it was with his sister. He couldn't explain why it felt so right.
Finally Emily pulled back, and took a moment to stare deep into her brother's eyes. She needed her brother so desperately. She'd been fully in love with him forever, or at least since she'd awakened that morning.
"I'm sorry," Jaime said, mistaking his sister's expression. "I don't know what to say. I love you, Em, and I want so badly to stick my penis in you. I've wanted it since forever, by which I mean since this morning."
Emily couldn't physically have smiled any wider. "Oh Jai, that's exactly how I feel too."
"Really? That's amazing."
Jaime kissed his sister again. They were both deliriously happy that their greatest wish was coming true.
"But wait," Jaime said, his heart falling. "We can't do this, can we? We're siblings. Brother and sister. That would be incest, which is bad and illegal and blah blah whatever."
"No, it's ok," Emily said. "Come with me. I need to show you something."
She pulled Jaime off the couch and led him to her room. He was fighting the despair that came with his realization that they could never be together. He hoped that whatever Emily had to show him could somehow fix everything.
Emily grabbed a book off of the desk in her room and handed it to Jaime. "Here, read the part I've marked."
"The Legal Code of Littown?" he said, scanning the cover.
"That's right. I've been doing some research. I've pored over this thing for literal minutes since we got home this afternoon."
Jaime opened the book to the page marked with a pink sticky note. There was a paragraph highlighted on the page. He read it aloud.
"Incest, which is to say sexual relations between close relatives, is strictly forbidden, with no exceptions. It is punishable by death, or worse; super-death."
Jaime looked up. "Em, this doesn't look good for our unholy but totally hot union."
"I know, but keep reading. It gets better."
"The only exception to this rock-solid rule is in the case where both parties really, really want to fuck."
Jaime was awestruck. "Oh my god, Em. You did it. You found the one loophole, and it applies to us! I really, really want to fuck you."
Emily grabbed the book from his hands and tossed it aside. She looked deep into her incestuous soul-mate's eyes. "I really, really want to fuck you too," she whispered.
Then they were on each other. No force in the world could have kept them apart. They kissed with the passion of two lovers kept apart for basically a whole day. They tore at each other's clothing until nothing was left but a pile of rags beside Emily's bed.
The fiery siblings rolled onto the bed, naked bodies writing and twisting. Jaime was as hard as diamond, Emily as wet as Niagara Falls. They could feel each other's need in the form of, respectively, painful pokes to the stomach, and a faint squishing as the mattress was saturated.
Jaime finally ended up on top, pinning his lustful sister to her bed. He looked down at her with enough love to power three or four volcanoes. She returned his look with interest. The moment had come, and in one powerful thrust, Jaime shoved his cock inside his sister's pussy.
The feeling each sibling experienced was that of an orgasm, without actually being one. It was the very pinnacle of pleasure going on and on, building with every movement they made. Jaime pounded his sister's tight twat over and over and over again. She thrust back against him, slamming her body against his with all the strength she possessed. They clung to each other, and ravaged each other's mouths and genitals to the very extent of physical possibility.
It went on for hours. Their pleasure never dampened, their love never wavered. They rolled and wrestled, sometimes Jaime rode Emily, and sometimes she rode him. The brutally romantic pounding never stopped for an instant until, finally, the siblings came together in a final, glorious explosion of pure incestuous lust.
Jaime pulled out of his sister as he started cumming. Vast tsunamis of semen swept over her body, drowning her in physical love while she was still in the thrall of the more traditional emotional kind.
When it was finally over, Jaime was on the verge of collapse. He'd been fucking for hours, and had just expelled his body weight in cum. He was exhausted. Emily was plastered to her bed, and he had to grab her arm and help her to sit up. She wiped at her face and was able to clean off enough cum that she could open her eyes.
"That was the best thing ever," she said. "I'm so glad we didn't let society dictate what we can and can't do."
Jaime smiled. "Me too."
They kissed again, slower and softer this time now that their needs had been sated. Jaime then spat out the mouthful of cum he'd accidentally transferred from his sister's face.
"We made a bit of a mess though, didn't we," Emily said sheepishly.
They surveyed the damage. Emily's bed was uninhabitable, her body was absolutely drenched, and their clothes were in shreds.
"Yeah, we've got some cleaning up to do," Jaime agreed. "We'll have to put your sheets through the wash. Probably the whole mattress too."
"We can do that tomorrow. We'll use your bed for the rest of the night." She glanced at her clock. "Well, the couple hours we have left, anyway. For right now let's just take a shower and get a little sleep."
Jaime concurred. They headed for the bathroom, trying to be careful and not get cum all over the floor. They didn't have much success.
Unbeknownst to either of the younger siblings, Lilith was standing just outside in the hallway. She'd come home from work to the sounds of wild, passionate sex coming from her little sister's room. Since Jaime's room was vacant and he was now eighteen, it hadn't taken her long to arrive at the correct conclusion.
Lilith had decided to wait and find out for sure if she was right. Sure enough, the door opened, and out stepped her exhausted brother and cum-battered sister. They froze in terror when they saw her.
Lilith grinned evilly. "Busted."
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Jaime and Emily had been caught. They'd finished having sex for the very first time, then walked straight into their older sister Lilith. She was smirking triumphantly at them with her arms folded and her eyebrow raised, practically daring them to tell her it wasn't what it looked like.
"It's not what it looks like," Jaime said desperately.
Lilith eyed him up and down, then did the same to Emily. Both of them were completely naked, and Emily was covered in gallons of her brother's cum. Emily was a little quicker than her brother in admitting defeat.
"Ok, it's exactly what it looks like," she said.
"No shit," said Lilith. "I'm impressed, little bro. That's quite a load you gave your sister."
"Yeah, I was wondering about that," said Jaime. "Is that normal? Because it doesn't seem normal."
The girls ignored him. They were busy staring each other down. Lilith had a significant advantage because not only did she hold the moral high ground, but cum kept dripping in Emily's eyes.
"Are you going to tell?" Emily finally asked.
Lilith stayed silent for a moment before answering just to make her sister squirm. "No. I don't think so. You guys'd get in a little too much trouble for it to be funny."
"Actually," said Jaime. "We shouldn't really get in too much trouble. We looked it up. It's not illegal if we really, really want to do it."
"Pff, I know that," said Lilith. "I have a pretty good handle on the Littown legal code, thank you very much. I need to for my job."
"What, bartending?"
"She runs a strip club," Emily said.
"But she always said she was bartending at night, and that's why...." Jaime paused and examined Lilith critically. "Oh, you just didn't want Mom to know you're a stripper. That makes sense."
"Hey." Lilith jabbed a finger at her brother's chest. "I'm not a stripper. I run a strip club. There's a difference."
Jaime took a meek step back. "Sorry," he mumbled.
"You better be." Lilith pointed back and forth between Jaime and Emily. "And both of you owe me for shutting up about this. I hope you know that."
"Yeah, we got it," Emily said. "Now if you'll excuse me, I really need to get this stuff off me before it hardens into a protective shell."
Emily finally made it to the bathroom and started the shower running. Jaime remained out in the hallway, unsure if he was dismissed or not. Lilith's expression softened slightly at his somewhat pathetic nervousness.
"Hey, by the way, congrats on the sex marathon, Jai," she said. "Very nice for your first time. And with your own sister no less."
"Uh... thanks?"
"Oh yeah, and I got you something too. Hang on a sec." Lilith vanished into her room, then came right back with a small bag in her hand. "Sorry I didn't wrap it or anything, but happy birthday anyway."
Jaime was both relieved that the blackmail portion of the night was over, and curious as to what Lilith could have gotten him. He reached into the bag and pulled out....
"Lil?"
"Yeah?"
"What's this?"
"A butt plug. Duh. Says right on the package."
That's what Jaime thought it was. He'd just assumed he must have been terribly wrong about what he was seeing.
"Why did you get me a butt plug? What am I supposed to do with it?"
"Well, traditionally one shoves it up one's butt. You could try that if you want. Or maybe put it up Emily's butt if you guys want, since you're an item now and all." Lilith shrugged. "It's yours, dude. Do whatever you want. Shove it in the back of a drawer and forget it if you so choose. I just thought it'd be nice to have to option to experiment if you wanted to."
"Does this have anything to do with you getting Em a vibrator for her birthday? Is this going to be a theme?"
"Maaaybe. Seemed a little silly to get you a vibrator too, though it would have been cute for you guys to match. Maybe if I get her a butt plug too...." Lilith yawned and stretched. "Anyway, long day. Gonna go fall unconscious for several hours."
"Good night, Lil. And... thanks."
Lilith gave her brother a big hug, seemingly unconcerned by his nudity. "No problem, bro. Oh, and there's a little thing of lube in there too. Lemme know if you need to be hooked up with some more."
She winked, then sauntered away terribly pleased with herself. Jaime was left naked and holding a sex toy he'd never so much as contemplated owning. He tossed the bag in his room, then sought out the reassuring company of his new incestuous lover.
Emily had made a good start on cleaning herself up, but was still quite a mess. Jaime got in the shower with her and helped her wash off. This meant that he got to run his hands all over his sister's wet, slippery body. His cock kept poking Emily, or getting squished between their bodies. They were both getting super horny again, but somehow managed to get Emily all cleaned up before they acted on their feelings.
"I know we just had sex for literal hours," Emily said, looking deep into her brother's eyes as water cascaded around them. "But I really want to feel you inside me again like right now."
"I love you and your hot body so much," Jaime said.
They kissed hungrily, their hands unreservedly groping around for anything and everything. Emily then spun around and braced herself against the shower wall. Jaime took careful aim and shoved his cock hard inside her tight, needy pussy from behind. Once buried, he held still for a moment to savour the sublime, heavenly experience of being so fully connected to his sister; the girl he loved with all his heart and penis.
Emily was less patient. She rocked her hips back and forth, trying to get some action going. She craved the feeling of her brother sliding and in and out of her. Being pounded by his cock was the greatest experience in whole of the universe for her.
Finally Jaime took the hint and grabbed Emily's hips. He pulled back until only his tip remained inside her, then slammed forward with such force that one of the shower tiles cracked. Emily moaned in pure, delirious pleasure as he expressed his love for her in the most primal way possible.
The love struck siblings would have fucked for hours--again--if not for the hot water running out on them. Reluctantly, and with more willpower than either knew they possessed, they disentangled their genitals and got out of the shower. They helped each other dry off, which did nothing to help them calm down. Jaime remained fully erect, his cock pointing at his sister like a compass as they moved around.
"It's very late," Emily said regretfully. "We have school in the morning."
Jaime nodded. "We probably should try to get an hour or two of sleep."
They stood there awkwardly for a moment, each secretly hoping the other would jump them and fuck their brains out. Then, with heavy hearts, they went to Jaime's room. His bed was still usable, unlike Emily's, so they'd have to share it. They perked up at the thought that at least they'd get to snuggle together all night, or rather what was left of the night.
It was a struggle to find a position where Jaime's indefatigable hard on was comfortable for both of them. Eventually they managed to nestle it between Emily's thighs. Then, holding each other tightly, they went to sleep.
****
Jaime was the first to awaken. His eyes opened to the cracks of light just beginning to appear from the dawn. His beautiful, naked sister was exactly where he'd left her; snuggled in his arms. His cock remained just as painfully erect as before. There was no way he'd make it through another day at school if he didn't get to cum first.
He carefully separated himself from his sleeping sister without waking her. She looked so peaceful and innocent, not at all the brother-craving sex machine he now knew her to be.
Emily's mouth was slightly open in her slumber. Acting on a wild impulse, Jaime brought his cock right up to it. He inched forward slowly until the tip was caressed by her sensual, red lips. A drop of his precum fell onto her tongue.
Emily had accidentally tasted a fair amount of her brother's cum the night before. So much of it had fallen on her lips and in her mouth that it had been unavoidable. Her body now recognized the taste and, of its own volition, reacted favourably to the known source of absolute pleasure.
Jaime gasped as his sister's lips moulded themselves to his cock head. He thrust forward involuntarily, going deeper into her mouth. Her tongue flicked across his tip, and her mouth began to make sucking motions. He couldn't tell if she was having a weird dream, or if somehow she recognized what was happening even while unconscious.
Jaime pushed further still into his sister's welcoming mouth. She accepted him greedily, forming a vacuum seal around every new inch of cock that gave her. Soon he was entirely inside her mouth. Her lips and tongue massaged the length of his shaft, and refused to let him pull out even a little.
Emily's eyes fluttered open. She thought she was still dreaming at first, and it was a beautiful, wonderful dream. Her sexy, naked little brother was in front of her, his cock practically shoved down her throat. Then she remembered everything that had happened the day before, and she realized this was no fantasy; this was real life.
"Morning, Em," Jaime said.
She met his gaze and smiled as best she could with her mouth full. Saying anything would have meant spitting his cock out, and she couldn't bear to do that. Instead, she propped herself up a little and started bobbing her head back and forth along his shaft. Her hand went to her pussy and she fingered herself vigorously as she gave her brother his first blowjob.
The sounds of slurping, sucking, and schlicking filled the room for several minutes. Jaime watched his sister's throat bulge slightly every time she took him right to the hilt. Her eyes, her beautiful azure eyes, remained locked on his practically the whole time.
"I want to cum down your throat, Em," Jaime said.
Emily liked the sound of that. She threw herself into the task of making her brother cum with even wilder abandon than before. She rubbed her clit so fast she threatened to start a fire from sheer friction. She wanted her reward; she wanted it so badly.
Jaime grabbed his sister's head and held it against his stomach. He came inside her mouth with the volume of a fire hose. She couldn't swallow fast enough to keep up with the load, but luckily it was coming with such power that it forced its way past her throat muscles straight into her tummy. Not a single drop was spilled.
Emily came just as hard as her brother. Between the sexual joy of devouring his cum load and rubbing her clit like a machine, she brought herself to the second greatest orgasm of her life. She very nearly passed out from it. Having her oxygen supply replaced with torrents of cum contributed to her near-fainting.
Finally it was over. Emily sucked the last bit of cum off her brother's dick, then collapsed backward. She gasped for breath for a few minutes, but slowly recovered. Jaime gaped down at her. Her tummy was actually bulging noticeable from all the semen she'd swallowed.
"That's a hell of a way to wake up," Emily said.
"I couldn't resist," Jaime said.
"Mmm, and I'm glad you didn't." Emily patted her swollen belly. "This was definitely the best breakfast anyone's ever made me."
****
The siblings would have loved to lounge around in bed together all day, but it was not meant to be. They had school, and they really badly needed to clean Emily's room up before their mother saw it. Jaime was also starving and needed to grab some breakfast. Emily, conversely, was stuffed.
Jaime took charge of putting Emily's bed through the wash. He had some difficulty getting the mattress in the washing machine, but he managed. Emily tidied up the scraps of their clothing from the night before, then washed down the walls and floor around her bed. She opened her windows and sprayed air freshener around, but she couldn't eliminate the pervasive smell of sex.
Christine came downstairs while Jaime was digging into his second bowl of cereal. She gave her son a kiss on the cheek while he did his best not to look at her. Not only was he afraid of giving away what he and Emily had been up to, but his mother was wearing her short robe this morning. It only came down a few inches below her pussy, and it made Jaime feel constantly on edge about the possibility of seeing too much.
"How'd you sleep, sweetie?" Christine asked.
Jaime thought back to the wild hours of sex with his sister, and the precious few of actual sleep they'd managed to steal.
"Fine," he said. He turned to face his mother. "How about--" He stopped and whipped back around to face forward.
Christine had bent over to get something in the fridge. Jaime had seen the hem of her robe creep dangerously high on her thighs, but hadn't actually seen anything inappropriate.
"What's that?" Christine asked.
"Mom, you know I don't like it when you wear skimpy outfits like that."
"I know, baby. I'm sorry. I just like feeling sexy sometimes. I don't look that bad, do I?"
Jaime sighed. "No, Mom, you don't look bad. But you're my mom, you know? It's... weird."
He wished his mom wasn't a total milf. That would make it easier when she wore something inappropriate. She made him have bad thoughts. He looked down at his lap where his penis was tenting out his pants. That wasn't the sort of reaction he wanted to have from nearly seeing his mother's shapely bare ass.
Christine surprised her son with a hug from behind. "I think that was almost a compliment."
Her breasts pressed against Jaime's head, making it hard to concentrate. "I wouldn't mind you looking the way you do," he mumbled, "if you were just someone else's mom."
"And another one. Is it Christmas already?"
Emily finally showed up and saved Jaime from the embarrassing situation. She chatted with their mother and let him get back to his cereal. Of course, he couldn't help sneaking peeks at her tummy. To him, it seemed all too obvious that something was amiss. Her cum-filled belly stood out like it was painted with a neon bullseye. Their mother made no comment about it, so he decided it might only be obvious to him.
Jaime switched Emily's bedding from the washer to the drier before the two of them headed off to catch the school bus. Emily met him at the door and took his hand as they walked out. She felt good holding her brother's hand. They were together now and she wanted to be able to show it in every way she could, but she was pretty limited in her available displays of affection. Their secret needed to stay a secret.
"Does your tummy feel ok?" Jaime asked.
Emily put a hand to her belly and smiled. "Oh, Jai. It feels so good, you don't even know. You know that feeling when you're pleasantly full, but not enough that it hurts? I've felt like that all morning. But it's even better because it's a constant reminder of how much you love me."
Jaime wanted to kiss her then, but was a little too late. Alyssa appeared from her house next door and jogged to catch up with them. Jaime and Emily each guiltily dropped the other's hand at the same instant.
"Hey guys," Alyssa said.
"Hey, Allie," Emily said without missing a beat.
Jaime grunted.
Alyssa looked pointedly at Jaime's crotch. "Well well, someone's excited again, huh?" she teased.
Jaime felt like everything was giving him an erection lately, and he was getting a little tired of the teasing. On the other hand, when it was his sister causing it, he couldn't really bring himself to be annoyed. He just shrugged and blushed and decided to take whatever punishment Alyssa wanted to give him.
"Probably your boobs bouncing just now," Emily said, joining in. "Or maybe he was staring down my top."
She caught Jaime's eye and tried to communicate silently with him. She gave him a look that tried to say, "we can't let anyone know we're in love and having crazy incestuous sex, so I have to act normal."
Jaime nodded and gave her a look that said, "I know, it's ok. I don't mind if it's you."
Alyssa misinterpreted the siblings' glances. "Got a thing for your sister's rack, do ya?" she said as she fell in beside Jaime. "Can't blame you. It is pretty nice."
"I do like boobs," Jaime said noncommittally.
"I bet ours are your favourites," Emily chimed in, maintaining her cover as a girl who was totally not in love with her brother.
"That's right," said Alyssa. "High class boobies like ours, how could he not?"
Jaime decided to fight back a little. Without breaking stride he reached his hands out to either side and copped a feel of each girl's chest.
"You might be on to something," he said. "These are without a doubt the finest tits I've felt all morning."
Alyssa giggled. "Oh my god, so bad." She slapped his hand away, but it was a half-hearted gesture, and she'd waited several seconds to do it.
Emily also slapped her brother's hand away, but she was even more reluctant about it.
When the trio got on the bus, the girls did exactly the same thing to Jaime as they'd done the day before. They sandwiched him into a seat that wasn't really big enough for three, then played with his cock through his pants. He tried to grab some more boob during the ride, but there wasn't much room for messing around. Mostly he just peeked down their shirts and enjoyed being fondled by his sister and hot neighbour.
****
The school day started out alright. Jaime was starting to get the hang of where things were, and how to get along without attracting attention.
Somehow, he still managed to get in trouble in English class. Ms. Penny asked him to stay after the bell, but he had no idea whatsoever what he'd done. He hadn't even been passing notes this time. Emily and Lindsay both just shrugged and gave him apologetic glances.
"You wanted to see me, Miss?" he said once the other students had filed out.
"Yes, Jaime," said Ms. Penny as she undid the top few buttons of her blouse. "I'm afraid I really do need you to behave yourself better during my class."
"But... I tried so hard today. What did I do wrong?"
"Trying 'hard' is something of the problem, actually."
Ms. Penny looked meaningfully downward. Jaime didn't even bother following her gaze. It wasn't his fault he couldn't be around his sister without popping a boner.
"Sorry, Miss," Jaime mumbled.
"I really don't know how you managed to develop such feelings about me so quickly," Ms. Penny said, bending over slightly so that her newly exposed cleavage was even more pronounced. "I understand you're a boy and you have hormones, and you can get excited over most anything. But just because I have huge, amazing tits doesn't mean you can drool over me that way."
"I don't--" Jaime stopped himself in time. What was he going to say? Sorry, it's actually my sister I'm drooling over? "I can't always control myself," he said instead.
"I know. It's got to be tough for you. But I do have some ideas that might help."
Ms. Penny traced her fingers over the mountain range on her chest. Even though Jaime hadn't gotten hard for her initially, she was all he was thinking about now.
"What kind of ideas?"
"I think we need to get some of those fantasies out of your head."
Ms. Penny leaned closer to him. Her breasts threatened to spill out of her top and start a landslide. She was practically begging him to grab her.
"And how do we do that?" Jaime asked without taking his eyes off of her chest.
"I'd like you to write one out for me," she said, leaning back and starting to button up.
"Uh... what?"



"Write up a fantasy you have about me. I'll expect to see it after class tomorrow." She gestured toward the door. "After that, we'll see."
Jaime bemusedly left Ms. Penny's classroom and headed to the cafeteria to find Emily. He'd been so sure his hot, big breasted teacher was coming on to him, and then he'd just ended up with an extra assignment. He still had a lot more to learn about fitting in, it seemed.
Emily was chatting away with Lindsay and the Indy girls at their usual table. It was all she could do to act normal and keep looking over her shoulder for her brother. She missed him and they'd only been apart for a few minutes.
A chorus of whistles from the other girls alerted her when Jaime finally arrived. She smiled at his discomfort about being the centre of attention. He was a cute boy at an all girl table; what did he expect?
Emily was a little surprised when Jaime asked her to go sit somewhere a little quieter, but she was happy to get some alone time with him. They found a small table in the corner and sat down. Jaime sat normally, Emily sat on the table itself with her feet on a chair.
"What's up, bro?" she asked.
"Something weird just happened with Ms. Penny. I got an assignment that I need to hand in tomorrow."
"That sucks."
"Yeah, but it's even weirder than that. I'm pretty sure she was coming on to me. What's worse is I almost groped her. I kinda wanted to, Em. I didn't mean to, but her tits are so huge. The gravity well alone would drag my hands to them if I wasn't careful."
Jaime looked so distraught. Emily stroked his hair and waited until he looked up at her.
"These things are going to happen, Jai. It's ok. You don't have to beat yourself up about it."
"I just don't understand," Jaime said. "She was seducing me, and it was possible that she might have succeeded, even though I love you so much."
"Jai, listen to me. You're eighteen now, and you're totally attractive, and I'm pretty sure you're a main character. You're going to have a lot of sex with girls, and they aren't all going to be me."
"And you're ok with that." Jaime was actually a little hurt that his sister wasn't more jealous.
"Yes, I am. Because you know what? There is no girl or woman in the world who can match what we have. You could have crazy sex, sure. But who else could you ever have crazy totally-in-love-with-your-sibling incest sex with?"
"I guess... no one."
"Exactly. Our bond may be based largely on sex, but it's a special kind of sex that you could never have with any of these other girls who might try and get in your pants. Nothing can break our love, Jai. So don't worry so much."
Jaime smiled at his sister's excellent reassurances. "I want to kiss you so bad right now."
"Me too. Not here though."
Jaime sighed. "I know. It's just so hard keeping my hands off you."
"Damn right it is."
Emily squeezed her brother's shoulder. Even that small contact made his cock throb. He wanted so badly to tear her clothes off and fuck her right in the middle of school, even though they were surrounded by witnesses. He took a deep breath and tried to control his urges.
"Maybe we should focus on something else," he said.
"Like what?"
"Well, this assignment Ms. Penny gave me. Maybe you could help me with it? I'm not quite sure what I should do."
"What's the assignment?"
"She thinks I'm obsessed with her prodigious tits. She thinks maybe it would help me get over that if I wrote out a fantasy I have about her."
Emily thought about it. "Are you sure she's not just trying to get you to think about her even more sexually?"
"That could be. That would explain why she keeps showing me even more of her boobies every time we talk." He shook his head. "But I still need to do this assignment."
"No worries, bro. You just write, ok?" Emily cleared her throat. "Start with you and Ms. Penny alone in her classroom."
Jaime got some paper out and began scribbling down Emily's suggestions.
"Then you snap your fingers and her clothes all fall off," Emily continued. "You play with her gigantic boobs... or maybe you should use the word 'breasts' since it's for a school assignment and you should be proper."
Emily carried on detailing a fairly basic fantasy at first, that slowly grew more and more lascivious. Jaime's cock could barely be contained by his pants. He wasn't used to anyone talking about quite such overt dirtiness, let alone his sister who gave him a hard on just by existing near him.
Emily could tell exactly what kind of effect she was having on her brother. She hadn't really intended to get him all hot and bothered, but she quite enjoyed doing it anyway. Her panties were getting damp from watching him rather than the overly-filthy story she was telling.
"And after you've tied her upside down from the ceiling," Emily went on, "you lick her butthole to get it lubed up. Then you shove one of your arms right up the elbow into her ass. Followed shortly by your other arm, of course."
"Em? Maybe this is getting to be a bit much?" Jaime said. "I mean, double fisting my teacher's butthole--"
"Double arming, more like."
"Yes, well... maybe tone it down just a tad?"
Emily shrugged. "Tone it down if you want. I'm on a roll here." She paused and recollected the thread of her tale. "So Ms. Penny's squirting girl-cum by the bucket load at this point, and it's all down her front. Eventually you can't hold back anymore and--"
Jaime coughed urgently, looking past his sister. Emily turned to see one of the purple haired terrors from the day before approaching them. He hadn't told her about his run-in with them, but it looked like she might be about to find out anyway.
"Bug off, Brendy," Emily said.
"I'm not here to see you," Brendy said. "I'm here for your brother."
"Maybe he doesn't want to see you."
"I'd say judging by that bulge in his pants, he's going to want to see a girl other than his sister pretty soon or he's gonna burst."
Jaime hated that he couldn't seem to ever stay soft. He hated even more that every girl he ran into seemed to spot his problem immediately, and they all felt the need to comment on it.
Emily stood up and crossed her arms, staring down the intruder. "Better his sister than any of your slutzilla gang."
"Hey, we just provide a valuable service for neglected, horny boys. No need for name calling."
"He doesn't hardly count as neglected. He's only been legal for a day and a half so far."
"So we move quickly. Big deal."
Emily and Brendy stared each other down for several minutes, engaging in banter that was increasingly less witty. Finally Brendy seemed to lose interest in the standoff.
"Well, whatever," she said. "Jaime, you can always come find one of us if you want someone to take care of you." She winked at him, then turned and flounced off.
Emily retook her seat. "I forgot to warn you about the Endys. They--"
"Actually, we've met. I managed to get away last time."
"Maybe... if you were interested, it might be not a bad idea to go see them." Emily bit her lip and looked away. "I mean, they can take care of your needs here and I can't."
"Oh, Em... no. Don't think that way." Jaime took his sister's hand. "It sucks being hard all day at school, but that doesn't mean I'm lusting after other girls. Remember how we fucked for literal hours last night? And how good it felt to express our forbidden sibling love? That's what I've spent all day craving."
Emily beamed. "You're right, I shouldn't have doubted our love like that. It's just so hard being around each other like this. Come on."
She grabbed her brother and dragged him toward the door. He only just had time to snatch up his assignment before he was too far away. He had no idea where they were going.
Emily led Jaime to a girl's bathroom that she judged sufficiently far away from the main bulk of the school's population. She checked it out and it seemed deserted.
"In," she said.
Jaime followed her into the bathroom, but he still wasn't sure what was going on. He figured it out pretty quickly when his sister jumped into his arms and kissed him fiercely. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, and he grabbed her butt to help hold her up.
His hard cock was trapped between them. Emily instinctively moved her hips the way she would if they were fucking, but of course there was far too much clothing between them for that. Jaime pressed her against the wall and dry humped her with all the pent up sexual energy coursing through his body.
Emily managed to undo her brother's pants. It took a lot of fumbling since neither of them could stop grinding on each other for long enough to allow her easy access. His pants and boxers hit the ground, pooling around his ankles. It felt a lot better grinding his bare cock against her, but it still wasn't what either of them wanted.
They finally had to disengage. Emily dropped out of Jaime's arms and reached frantically for her waist line. Before she could strip down, they heard the bathroom door open. "Hello?" a voice called. They both froze in terror.
Lindsay had seen Emily and Jaime disappear from the cafeteria. She become concerned when they didn't come back, and had gone looking for them. She never expected to find them in a girls' bathroom with Jaime's cock hanging out.
The siblings stared at her like deer. Their faces were flushed, and their minds devoid of any excuse for being caught in such a compromising position. They were sure their secret was out, that the whole school would find out, and every single person would shun them forever. They were wrong.
Even if Lindsay had known the whole truth, she wouldn't have told anyone. She, like many of the girls at school, secretly fucked her brother on a regular basis. She would have understood. However, she misinterpreted what she saw.
Lindsay assumed, quite wrongly, that the signs of sexual tension she noted were actually from embarrassment. Everyone had been able to tell how aroused Jaime was during the one and half days he'd been at Over Eighteen School so far. It seemed clear to her that his erection must have just become too painful for him, and he'd been forced to get help from his sister. She thought it was sweet that Emily would help her little brother out like that, even though they both probably thought it was icky.
"This isn't what it looks like," Jaime said.
It was the second time he'd used that line for lack of a better one. This time, however, it might actually work.
"It looks like you two were about to fuck," Lindsay said.
She took a moment to picture the two super-hot siblings going at each other. Her panties flooded at the thought.
"We weren't," Emily protested weakly.
"Oh I know," Lindsay said, surprising her friend. "That's just what it looks like. You guys should be more careful about that. It could have been someone else walking in on you, you know."
"We'll try to be careful," Emily said. "So, uh, what are we actually doing?"
"Well clearly Jaime needs his erection taken care of, and you're being a good big sister and helping him out. Even though I'm sure you both hate the thought of doing sexy, sexy incest stuff with each other."
"Uh, yeah. Hate it," Jaime said.
"Me too," Emily agreed.
"But you don't have to worry, because I'm here now," said Lindsay.
"We wouldn't want to impose," Emily said.
"Nonsense. I'm your friend, Em. I want to help."
Even though Lindsay was in the way, her heart was in the right place. Emily realized this and gave her friend a big hug. The sentiment touched her, even if the actual application was flawed.
Lindsay stepped in front of Jaime. She grasped his cock delicately and ran her fingers along it. Emily's little brother had certainly grown into a hottie. She didn't mind getting a little sexy time with him one bit.
Emily stood behind Lindsay, out of her line of sight. She got Jaime's attention, then silently mouthed, "I really wanted to fuck you, but I think we just have to go with this."
Jaime nodded. He couldn't mouth anything without Lindsay seeing it, so he resorted to blinking in Morse code. "We. Will. Just. Have. To. Wait. I. Will. Fuck. You. Silly. When. We. Get. Home."
It took a moment for Emily to interpret his message. Once she did, she smiled and started mouthing back exactly what she wanted to do to her brother when they got some alone time. She also pulled up her shirt to give him a little visual reminder of what he'd be getting his hands--and various other body parts--on.
Jaime's cock twitched in Lindsay's hands. Since she hadn't caught the exchanges between the siblings, she assumed he was reacting to her touch. She stroked him faster and tightened her grip, eager to get him off and let him relieve some tension. She wasn't sure how much time they had left though, so she decided she better do more.
"Would it be ok if I gave you a blowjob?" she asked.
Jaime's eyes flicked to his sister only for an instant. "You mean you want to put my penis in your mouth? Yes, please."
"Thought so."
Lindsay grinned and knelt down in front of Jaime. She held his cock steady and licked and kissed it all over. Once he was prepped, she looked up at his face while she smoothly engulfed the entirety of his length.
Emily had her shirt rolled up above her breasts, and had subsequently removed her bra. She'd initially planned on just teasing her brother while he got sucked off. What she hadn't counted on was how much of a show she'd be getting out of the deal. Watching her friend slide her lips up and down her brother's cock was way hotter than she'd anticipated.
Without thinking about what she was doing, Emily stripped off her pants and panties. She bit her lip and started masturbating. If Lindsay turned around and saw her, she had no idea what she'd say. She was supposed to be grossed out by seeing her brother in a sexual situation, not turned on.
Jaime was getting his cock expertly sucked by a hot girl, while behind her an even hotter girl was mostly naked and fingering herself wantonly. It turned out there might be upsides to walking around with embarrassing erections all day.
Emily, with the help of her expert fingers and a sexy show, brought herself to a quick and dirty orgasm. She locked eyes with Jaime at the moment she came and mouthed his name.
Lindsay felt Jaime's cock twitch violently in her mouth. A few seconds later his hand was on the back of her head, and a fierce jet of cum exploded against her throat. She swallowed as fast as she could, but not quite fast enough. Quite a bit of cum dribbled out of her mouth and down her front.
The floor was kind of painful to kneel on for long periods of time. Lindsay was relieved to be able to stand up again once Jaime had finished using her stomach as a cum dump. Her panties were absolutely drenched, and when she caught sight of herself in a mirror she realized her shirt was too.
"Guess I should have taken my shirt off first, huh?" she said to no one in particular.
She pulled her shirt up experimentally. It clung to her and made a sucking sound as she tugged on it. When she exposed her tummy for a moment, Jaime noted that it bulged from the cum she'd swallowed. He looked over at Emily whose tummy had shrunk slightly since that morning, but was still more distended that Lindsay's. It made him appreciate all the more just how big of a load he'd fed his sister.
Checking herself out in the mirror with cum all over her chin and chest just got Lindsay even hotter than she already was. She'd just blown her friend's brother in front of said friend, and now here she was covered in his cum with no real way to clean it up that she could think of. She was so wet she could have kept a goldfish in her panties.
Emily was busy getting herself dressed again. Even though Lindsay could clearly see her in the mirror, she was so self-absorbed that it didn't even register that Emily had been mostly naked for no discernable reason. Once clad, Emily grabbed some paper towel and tried to pat down her friend's face and chest.
"I don't think we can salvage the shirt without putting it through the wash," Emily said.
"That's ok," Lindsay said. "I'll just have to manage until the end of the day. Maybe I have a sweater or something in my locker."
Secretly, Lindsay hoped she didn't have another shirt. She'd almost certainly get in trouble for showing up to class with her shirt saturated in a boy's cum, but it made her feel so damn sexy to wear it. It might be worth getting in a little trouble.
****
Even after getting some mid-day relief, getting through the rest of the school day was torture for Jaime. He couldn't stop staring at the clock. Every little thing seemed to remind him of his beautiful, luscious sister. He spent a large part of the afternoon daydreaming about her.
He saw Lindsay in the hallway later on. She had put a sweater on over her soaked shirt, but had left quite a few of the buttons undone on the front. He wasn't sure if she knew that the cum-soaked undershirt was still fairly visible, but he didn't get a chance to mention it.
Finally he made it to the bus ride home, where he was joined by the object of his lusts and affections. Emily was just as happy as he was to finally be together, even if they weren't quite alone yet. They sat by themselves and sneakily held hands for the whole ride.
Their clothes started coming off the very second they got inside their house. A trail of discarded clothing led from the door to the living room. Emily bent over the couch and Jaime rammed his cock in her. She screamed in pleasure. They finally had the place to themselves and didn't have to be quiet for once. The room filled with the sounds of slapping, squishing, panting, and moaning.
The siblings changed positions a few times. Jaime started out pounding his sister from behind, then they switched to lying face to face on the couch. By the time their initial pent up energy had worn down to a more manageable level, Jaime was sitting normally with Emily in his lap riding him. He enjoyed that position because it made it easy to play with her breasts and suck on them a little.
Time passed much more quickly than either Jaime or Emily had counted on. They were still going at it like rabbits when their mother pulled in the driveway. She made it inside, and it was only when she closed the door that her children realized they weren't alone anymore. They froze in place, Jaime's cock still pulsing inside his sister's pussy.
Christine immediately noticed clothing strewn randomly across the floor. She sighed loudly. Her kids were usually pretty good about cleaning up after themselves, but every now and then they did something weird. She couldn't even imagine how they'd managed to scatter their laundry like this.
"Kids!" she called. "I've warned you not to leave messes like this for me to find!"
Jaime and Emily were caught out. They were naked in the living room with no way to get past their mother to their rooms without being seen. They stayed quiet since they didn't dare answer and let her know where they were.
Christine, hearing no response, sighed again and started picking up clothes. The trail of figurative bread crumbs led straight to where her kids had been fucking each other's brains out mere moments ago.
In a last ditch effort to remain hidden, Emily had dived behind the couch and dragged her brother with her. He'd landed awkwardly, and his cock had accidentally penetrated his sister when he fell on top of her. Even though they were supposed to be hiding, neither could entirely help themselves. Their hips moved in small, silent motions, grinding against each other with barely contained sexual need.
Jaime's boxers were one of the last articles Christine recovered. They were stained with most of a day's worth of precum. They smelled like sex, although to be fair, so did the rest of the room. Christine, noting the unusual smell, brought them to her nose and inhaled deeply. The aroma made her knees weak, and her panties moist. She breathed in the scent a couple more times before controlling herself.



What was she doing? Sniffing her son's underwear like a pervy little girl. If her other hand wasn't full, she was afraid she might have started masturbating right in the middle of the living room. That wasn't at all proper motherly behaviour. Just because he'd gotten so damn attractive once he'd turned eighteen was no excuse.
Christine retreated to the kitchen. She set the pile of clothes neatly on a chair, then went to the liquor cabinet. She needed a drink.
Back in the living room, Jaime and Emily were assessing their situation. They hadn't dared peek out from behind the couch until their mother left the room, so they hadn't seen her perving on Jaime's boxers. All they knew was that they were stuck with nothing to cover themselves, and their mother blocking their escape to the bedrooms.
"We need our clothes," Emily whispered.
"I know," Jaime hissed back. "But how are we gonna get them?
"You'll have to sneak in and grab them."
"Mom's in there. She'll see."
"Not if you're quiet and go when she's not looking."
"Well then let's both go, and we'll just run past and get upstairs."
Emily risked a glance toward the kitchen. "It's too risky."
"How come it's ok for me to risk it, but not both of us?"
"Because you're Mom's precious baby boy. You could probably walk in there and demand a blowjob and you wouldn't get in any trouble."
Jaime rolled his eyes. "Oh that is not true."
"Well she does have a bigger soft spot for you. You have to admit that much."
Jaime thought about it. He peered around the corner and saw that his mother's back was turned. He glanced back at Emily. "I don't know...."
Emily batted her eyelashes and pouted. "Please, Jai. For me?"
Using her puppy eyes was playing dirty and they both knew it. That didn't stop it from working. The look would have made Jaime do just about anything for her.
Jaime took a deep breath and strode out into the open. His steps were slow and deliberate. He needed to be absolutely silent. His mother was making herself a drink, so hopefully he'd have enough time to get in and out before she turned around.
He made it right to the pile of clothes without detection. Unfortunately, he'd found an important item for his quest, and so was forced to hold the pile above his head while triumphant music played. This alerted his mother that someone else was in the room.
"Is that you, Emily," Christine asked without turning around.
"It's me, Mom," Jaime said. "Just coming to clean up. Sorry about the mess."
"That's ok, sweetie. Just--"
Jaime didn't hear the rest. He was already sprinting for the living room.
"Holy shit," he said. "That was close."
Emily hugged her brother. "You did so good. Now quick, get dressed."
They pulled their clothes on in record time. Their tension level dropped dramatically once they were dressed and therefore no longer had to worry about being seen.
"I think I accidentally got your underwear," Jaime said.
"You must have, because I'm definitely wearing yours. You gonna be ok?"
"Well, yeah. It's only for a few minutes. Your panties just fit weird, is all." Jaime wiggled around trying to get them to settle better. "They're very soft and slippery," he added.
Emily grinned. "Careful, you might start to like 'em."
The siblings strode confidently into the kitchen. They chatted briefly with their mother, then escaped upstairs at the first opportunity. Christine noticed that the clothes they were wearing looked and awful lot like the ones she'd just picked up, but she didn't dwell on it for long enough to put the pieces together.
"I can't believe we got away with that," Emily said.
"I know, that was pretty crazy," Jaime agreed. He fidgeted and wiggled his butt. "We should switch our underwear back now. Your panties are making me feel all funny."
"Reeeally. Gettin' you all hard?"
"No. You're what's making me hard. Your panties just make my penis all slippy slidey in my pants."
They went into Emily's room and took off their pants. Jaime's cock was sticking out of the panties he wore at a weird angle. Emily couldn't help giggling at the absurd sight.
"Very funny," Jaime said. "Now give me back my boxers."
"I changed my mind. We should stay the way we are."
Emily stuck her tongue out teasingly. Jaime went for her, grabbing at his boxers. He got a handful of his sister's ass, but then she danced away.
"Nyah nyah," she said. "Never gonna get your underwear back."
Jaime swiped at her again, and again she danced just outside his reach. He changed up his attack the next time and went for her chest. Emily wasn't expecting that and he got a solid feel of one of her boobs before she twisted aside.
Emily giggled. "That's not your underwear, silly."
"Oops," Jaime said in an entirely unconvincing tone.
Emily got him back by smacking him on the butt. He jabbed her in her ticklish side. She pinched his nipple. Jaime's attempt at getting his boxers back had transitioned smoothly to a game of grab-ass. They each made less and less of an attempt at avoiding the other's touch, and any semblance of an objective had essentially disappeared.
They landed in a heap on the floor when Emily tackled her brother. Really all she'd done was wrap her arms around his waist and grab his butt. Jaime had taken the fall, and Emily came along for the ride. She was on top at first, but then he rolled her over and claimed the high ground. They went back and forth a few times, but really they were both focused on something else. Their genitals were getting smooshed together with every change in position, and it was only a matter of time before the one went in the other.
"Jaaaimeee!"
The siblings sighed in abject disappointment at their mother's call. Jaime stood and went to the doorway.
"Yeah, Mom?"
"Did you do this wash?"
"Hang on, I'll be right there!" He turned back to his sister. "Aw, shit. I forgot about your bed. I'm gonna have to go deal with this."
Emily kissed him. "Hurry back."
Momentarily stunned by the kiss, Jaime stumbled out of the room without his pants. Emily thought about calling after him, but didn't. It'd be funny when he realized he was walking around in a t-shirt and panties.
With her thoughts stuck on underwear, Emily stepped out of her brother's boxers. She held them up and noticed the same aroma of precum that her mother had earlier. Unlike Christine, Emily had absolutely no compunctions about smelling them and getting aroused by the scent. It was the smell of her brother, and she couldn't resist it.
Standing bottomless in the middle of her room, Emily put a hand to her pussy and started fingering herself. She hoped Jaime would be back soon. Even if he wasn't, she was too horny to wait.
Jaime had, in fact, made it all the way to the laundry room without remembering his pants. His mom was there waiting for him. It seemed that Emily's mattress was now stuck in the drier and she couldn't get it out.
Christine had planned on chastising her son for over-stuffing the washer and drier. Her plan hit a snag when he walked in wearing girl's underwear, with an obvious erection sticking out. She did her best to pretend she couldn't see his penis, since that was too much to deal with, but the panties were a definite surprise. She'd never expected such a fetish from her son.
"I've told you about the washer and drier," Christine said, trying to sound stern, but not succeeding very well. "You can't overload them like this. It's really jammed in there."
Her eyes kept wandering to his cock. She'd immediately look somewhere else as soon as she realized, but they'd always get back there.
"Sorry, Mom," Jaime said. "The mattress needed washed. I didn't have any better ideas."
"Can you get it out?"
"I'll try. I didn't think about how much it would stiffen up when it dried. I might have to take the machine apart."
"Well... do your best. I'll call someone to fix it if I have to."
Christine left Jaime to his task. She decided it might be time for another drink.
Jaime was kind of surprised at how his mother had acted. It was like she'd been trying to be mad, but couldn't quite do it. Maybe Emily was right and he really was still mommy's precious little baby.
****
About an hour later, Emily finally got tired of pleasuring herself and was seriously wondering what had kept her brother so long. She found him still in the laundry room, surrounded by pieces of the drier.
"What are you doing?" she asked. "You were supposed to come back and ravish me thoroughly."
"Sorry," Jaime said. "I had to take the drier apart to get your mattress out. Now I've still got to put it back together." He held up a piece of metal with holes in it. "Problem is, I've forgotten where some of the bits go."
"Hey, if you've got pieces left over it just means you're efficient."
Jaime sighed. "We're going to have to be careful about making such a mess in the future. I don't want to have to be taking this apart and putting it back together again."
"Hmm, that's a good point. You're supposed to be fiddling with me, not this piece of junk." Emily thought about the problem. "I can swallow some of your loads, so that'll help keep things clean. I can't handle all of them though. I wish you could cum in my pussy too."
Jaime shook his head. "There's too much cum for that. You'd get pregnant for sure."
"I know. But maybe there's a solution. I'll have to work on that one."
"I mean, if I had to, I could wear a condom."
"No way! No stupid piece of latex is stealing your penis and cum away from me. They're mine, dammit."
"Don't worry, I didn't really like the idea either."
Emily hopped up on the washing machine. She sat and watched her brother work for a while. He was still just wearing her panties below the waist, but he'd managed to tuck his cock away so it wasn't waving around everywhere. For the most part she wasn't even looking at him sexually. It was nice just being around him even when nothing scandalous was going on.
"I think I know what we can do for tonight," Emily said. "To keep the mess down, I mean."
"Yeah? You want to swallow another load?"
"No. I have to leave room for some real food, unfortunately."
"What then?"
"I'll show you after supper."
****
'After supper' seemed to take a very long time to arrive. Jaime had been teased both with the mystery of what Emily had planned, and the promise of sticking his dick in her. He was bursting with curious excitement by the time she led him outside that evening.
"Where are we going, Em?"
"Not far. Come on."
Emily led her brother by the hand. She took him out to the driveway, then to the small garage that could theoretically hold a car, but in reality held lots of junk that might be useful some day. Around the back of the garage was relatively sheltered spot where they couldn't easily be seen.
"Right here," she said.
"Right here what?"
Emily slid her pants down and stepped out of them. She had nothing on underneath.
"Right here you're going to fuck me. We're outside so we can make a mess and not have to worry about it."
Jaime didn't hear anything after the words 'fuck me.' He had his cock out before his sister had finished speaking. She faced the back of the garage and braced herself against it. She then looked back at her brother and stuck her butt out wantonly.
Jaime stepped behind his sister and grabbed her hips. He slammed his cock deep inside her. Her eyes rolled back in ecstasy.
"That's it, bro. Pound me. Pound your big sister."
And Jaime did pound his sister. He thrust into her forcefully, over and over. She was pressed closer to the wall as he fucked her savagely. Soon she was flat against it with her brother's chest trapping her in place while his hips beat her rear end into submission. She mewled happily.
Dusk turned to full dark as the siblings expressed their pure, unholy love for each other. They were as machines built specifically for incestuous fucking. Jaime pounded his sister so long and hard that her body left an imprint in the back wall of the garage.
They came in a volcanic explosion. Theoretical civilizations were wiped out in the blink of an eye as a deluge of both pussy and cock juice was released on the unsuspecting landscape. Jaime had, of course, pulled out just before cumming, and his geysers of semen went everywhere. He managed to aim most of it at his sister, who was still earthquaking through her own orgasm.
Layers and layers of cum were deposited on Emily. She was briefly sealed into a tomb of pure sex, trapped against the wall that had supported her for hours. If she had to suffocate to death, she supposed, then buried in her brother's cum was the way to do it.
Jaime managed to free his sister before she passed out. She took a few deep breaths, then launched herself at him and kissed him with all the love she felt for him. She was getting cum all over him too, but it was hard to mind anything that involved making out with his beautiful, sexy sister.
"Good thing we don't have to clean that up, huh?" Jaime said.
Emily looked at the wall. A truckload of semen was still oozing its way down the ground below.
"Yeah, good thing." She examined herself. "We do have to clean me up, though."
"And me too, for that matter," Jaime added.
The siblings collected their pants, but elected not to put them on since they'd only get dirty too. They figured there was a reasonable chance their mother would be in bed already. Bottomless and filthy, they held hands and headed back inside.
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Jaime woke up to the bizarre sensation of someone licking his butthole. He was lying on his back and his legs had been pushed up toward his chest to make room. He looked down to find his sister Emily with her head partly hidden behind his hard cock. She was busily tonguing away at him.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
Emily stopped licking and looked up. "Morning," she said cheerfully.
"Good morning to you too. But seriously, what?"
Emily tilted her head. "You don't like it?"
Jaime shrugged. "I dunno. It's weird, but... kinda nice? It's like... well, it's not like anything, really."
His sister seemed to parse his feedback, then gave a curt nod and started licking again. His butthole had never been more covered in saliva in his life.
"Em?"
"Oh fine. I'm getting you prepped."
"Prepped for what, dare I ask?"
Emily smiled and finally let go of his legs. He let them drop back down to the bed. She pulled out the nondescript bag Lilith had given him for his birthday. His eyes widened as he remembered what the bag contained.
"I found this just lying around," Emily said, pulling a brand new butt plug from the bag. "I thought that now might be a good time to try it out."
"It's not even mine," Jaime said quickly.
"Of course it is. It was in your room." Emily frowned. "Are you embarrassed about having it? You don't need to be, you know."
"Lil gave it to me. I didn't even want it."
"Oooh, it was a present from Lil. That actually explains a lot."
"Right, so we don't have to try it out."
"Au contraire. If there's one thing Lilith's an expert on, it's weird sex stuff. She wouldn't have given you this if you weren't going to like it." Emily pulled the bottle of lube out of the bag and tore the plastic wrapper off the top. "This might be easier if you roll over."
"Em...."
Jaime wanted to protest, but Emily wouldn't have any of it. She was far too intrigued to let the idea drop. She whipped out her sad puppy eyes and pouty bottom lip. Jaime never stood a chance.
"Fine," he said.
He rolled onto his stomach and, at his sister's urging, pulled his knees under him to stick his ass upward. She poured some lube in his ass crack, then massaged it in with her fingers. Again the feelings that Jaime experienced were new and unfamiliar, but not unpleasant.
"How's that?" Emily asked.
"It's... ok," Jaime admitted grudgingly.
"And how about this?"
Emily poked a finger gently into his butthole. She only had small fingers, so it wasn't much of an intruder at all. It didn't hurt the way Jaime had feared it might. It felt kind of interesting, actually. In some ways the sensation was more anticipatory than physical.
"That's fine," he said.
Emily nodded to herself and carefully added a second finger. She stuck them in deep and wiggled them around. Now Jaime could really feel something happening. He was mildly distressed to find that he actually kind of liked it. It was a new and decidedly sexual touch on a previously unexplored part of his body. Mostly it made him very confused.
"Right, time for mr. plug," Emily declared.
Jaime felt a disturbing sense of longing when her fingers withdrew. He was just starting to get used to the idea of being anally penetrated by his sister.
"Wait. Em, this doesn't make me gay, does it?"
He couldn't see the look of sheer incredulity she gave him.
"Well," she said in the tone of voice one might use with a particularly slow child, "I'm a girl, and we've spent the past two days with your penis inside me at every conceivable opportunity. In fact, you can't seem to stay soft when I'm around. And you seem to react to other girls being sexy too. But no, you're right. Maybe having a girl play with your butt makes you a guy who enjoys sex with other guys."
"It sounds completely fucking retarded when you put it that way," Jaime said sheepishly.
"'Cause it is."
Emily licked the brand new butt plug for luck. She pressed it against her brother's asshole, then shoved it in without giving him any more chances to protest.
Jaime experienced a brief flash of pain as the widest part of the toy entered him, but it was over before it registered. He was left with the sense that... something was there, where it shouldn't be. It didn't hurt, and didn't feel gross, but also didn't feel like any particularly sexual.
"That's it?" he asked.
"That's it. Do you like it?"
"I don't not like it. But it's not really doing anything for me."
"Hmm...."
Emily quite enjoyed playing with her brother's butt. He looked so sexy and vulnerable with his face against the mattress and his ass sticking up at her. She wanted him to enjoy it too, but so far the results had been mediocre. She reached out and touched the base of the plug, wiggling it experimentally.
"Ooh," said Jaime before Emily could ask how it felt.
"You like that?"
"Yeah, that's nice. Weird, but nice."
So Emily wiggled the toy, and pulled it slightly out, and generally just played with it. Jaime moaned and squirmed beneath her. She had him now.
"We'll make a butt slut out of you yet," Emily said.
"Hey! Don't make me sound like a weirdo."
"Perish the thought."
Emily wrapped one hand around her brother's hard cock while continuing to finger his toy with the other. It might have been an illusion, but she could have sworn she felt his cock react to the movements of the plug in his ass.
Jaime was going crazy and getting very close to orgasm. Sensing his impending release, Emily flipped him over and threw her mouth over his cock. She bobbed her head up and down a few times until he came. She greedily swallowed her delicious, incesty breakfast. She'd worked hard for it this morning and she deserved every drop.
Emily sat back on her heels with a catlike look of self-satisfaction. Her tummy distended outward just as the day before.
"You look a little bit pregnant," Jaime observed.
She wrapped her hands around her belly and smiled. "My yummy cummy tummy baby." She giggled happily.
"Lovely. Can you take the plug out now?"
"I could. Orrr you could leave it in for the day. It--"
"No."
"But--"
"No."
"Fine."
Emily pulled the toy out of her brother's butthole with a 'splop.' She carefully set in upright on his dresser.
"You'll need to wash that," she said.
"Yeah, yeah. What are you still grinning about?"
"You're my buuutt sluuutt now."
"Shut up."
Jaime raked his fingers along his sister's unprotected side. She shrieked and tried to fend him off.
"No fair, no fair! My tummy's all full. You can't tickle me right now."
That didn't stop him. He went for her again and again until she had to leap out of bed. He faked a lunge at her and she fled the room. Just as well, they had to get ready for school soon, and if they ended up fucking that just wasn't going to happen.
****
Jaime made it to English class without incident, but that was the part of the morning he was worried about. He felt like Ms. Penny was staring at him constantly. Every time she came near his desk she seemed to find an excuse to bend over and 'accidentally' show off cleavage you could lose a whole snowboarding team in.
Even worse was the end of class when he had to hand in his special assignment. He was scared she'd be offended by the naughty filth Emily had helped him write. On the other hand, he was downright terrified that she'd like it.
"Do you have something for me?" Ms. Penny asked.
Jaime handed over the tale of debauchery. "I hope it's ok," he said.
"I'm sure it will be."
"I better get going then."
Jaime inched toward the doorway. He had half a mind just to bolt and get out of there as quickly as possible.
"Please, stay. Let me just glance over your story."
Ms. Penny started reading. Jaime shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other. He really didn't want to be there when she got to the worst and most implausible bits. His sister had perhaps too much of an imagination.
He was only mildly surprised when Ms. Penny started absently unbuttoning her blouse. Her massive tits spilled out more with every flick of her fingers. Jaime wasn't sure if it was just a habit for her, or if she'd gotten so into the story that she'd forgotten he was still in the room.
After her shirt was fully opened, she undid her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts bounced free, causing a minor tremor in the tectonic plate beneath the school. Jaime couldn't help staring. They were too big to actually be properly sexy, but they were a fascinating display all the same.
"Cum on my tits," said Ms. Penny.
"What?"
"Cum on them. I can see it in your writing. You desire them beyond any healthy degree, and you need to release that desire somehow. Cum all over your teacher's gargantuan breasts!"
Her eyes continued to scan the story, while her hand was shoved down the front of her skirt. Jaime heard the schlicking sound of furious female fingering. He wondered if it would even help if he explained that the fantasy wasn't his. Probably not. He was just a puppet in his teacher's weird universe at this point.
Since Jaime had yet to move, Ms. Penny took some initiative. She dropped to her knees in front of him and tore open his pants. His hard cock proved to her that she was right, that he needed her in an inappropriately sexual way. It didn't occur to her that he was basically just always horny.
Ms. Penny wrapped her breasts around Jaime's cock. It was a bit like using three or four packages of rolls for a single hotdog. Jaime was worried if he fell into her cleavage, he'd never find his way out. He grabbed a desk behind him and held on, fighting against the gravity pull of the twin moons encompassing his dick.
The world's most absurd tit-fuck just wasn't going to get Jaime off. His teacher was enjoying herself, and it definitely felt good. Breasts were breasts, and they were lovely and soft and warm around his cock. They just weren't anything to compare to his sister and her perfect little pussy.
Jaime closed his eyes and thought about Emily. He thought about her tight, wet holes and how Ms. Penny's tits just didn't even come close. He thought about his sister's lithe naked body, her smile that could melt him, and her mischievous blue eyes. He thought about how happy he'd be if he could spend every waking and sleeping moment buried deep inside his sister's pussy.
Then he was cumming. Thinking about Emily had done the trick. Ms. Penny squealed in unconcealed delight as her breasts were unceremoniously covered in her student's semen. Despite the quantity of cum, there still wasn't enough to actually give her a proper coating. It was like a half-assed paint job on a wall, with patchy bits and uneven layers. It was, also, more cum than Ms. Penny had ever seen in one load, which only reinforced her delusion of forbidden attraction.
"Do you feel better now?" Ms. Penny asked.
"I feel... like I just came," Jaime answered honestly.
He put his cock away, and just in time too. The door burst open in a rumble of mostly figurative thunder and lightning. Principal January stood in the doorway with eyes aflame.
"What is going on here?" she demanded.
Jaime ducked behind a desk. It wouldn't really protect him, but it felt better than nothing. Ms. Penny was a little more assertive than him.
"My stupid bra broke on me," she said. "My breasts are so big it's hard to find anything that lasts. They must have torn my shirt open when my bra let go."
Ms. January narrowed her eyes. She didn't believe the excuse, but the English teacher's breasts were quite ridiculous. It could happen.
"Then what's all over your crazy-huge tits?"
"Moisturizer," Ms. Penny replied smoothly. "Can't let these babies dry out."
She rubbed Jaime's cum into her tit-flesh. It took a quite a long time. Some cum had hit her chin, so she rubbed it into her neck and face as well.
Ms. January was annoyed that she couldn't get anyone in trouble. She knew that sexy naughtiness had happened, but she didn't have sufficient proof. She flashed an evil, humourless grin at Jaime and Ms. Penny before stalking off.
"That was close," Jaime said.
"Oh, don't worry about Principal January," Ms. Penny said. "She's just very diligent about looking after her school. She's really quite a sweet lady."
Jaime was baffled. "Did you not see her razor sharp teeth? And her eyes have actual fire in them when she looks at me. Actual, literal fire."
"You've got quite an imagination." Ms. Penny picked up the story he'd written. "And if you ever want to put that imagination to use again...."
Jaime took off before she finished her sentence. He ran like the wind, hoping like hell he wouldn't run into the principal. There were too many layers of crazy going on in the school. He just wasn't ready for this shit.
****
At lunch time, Jaime found his sister at her usual table. Her, Lindsay, Cindy, Mindy, Windy, and Zindy were all sitting together and chatting away. He didn't even mind there being such a group of them this time. The safety of numbers was appealing.
Lindsay made eyes at Jaime as soon as he sat down. "Heyyy, Jai."
"Uh, hey Lindsay."
"Need any 'help' today?"
Jaime blushed. He had no idea whether the other girls had been informed of the blowjob he'd received from her yesterday.
"We're a very helpful group," Mindy chimed in from across the table. She winked suggestively at Jaime.
The other girls started to add their own subtle invitations and innuendo. Possibly some of it was just teasing, but Jaime assumed there were some real offers being made.
"Alright, alright," Emily said, taking charge of the table. "You guys need to stop flirting with my brother right in front of me."
"I knew we were making you jealous," Mindy teased.
"Am not," Emily said, but her face reddened as she protested.
"Yeah, come on guys," Zindy said. "Em probably just doesn't want to think about her hot brother doing super sexy stuff with any of us."
"Oh, right," said Cindy. "Because thinking about her brother sexually would be kind of incestuous. Incest is bad, as everyone knows, and is icky and gross and stuff also."
Despite the fact that every girl at the table regularly had sex with their brother, none of them dared make that fact public. It put them in a weird spot sometimes where they had to pretend not to enjoy the idea of sisters and brothers fucking.
"Yes, bad and icky," Emily agreed. "And not at all super hot and amazing and the best thing ever."
She secretly grabbed Jaime's hand under the table even as she spoke. He was glad of her reassuring touch; not because he thought she meant anything she said, but because he hadn't had any physical contact with her in at least an hour.
There was a lull around the table as everyone daydreamed about their respective sibling fuckbuddy. Every now and then one of the girls would mumble "ick" or "totally not sexy at all" just to keep up appearances. One by one they made excuses to disappear and find a secret place to masturbate.
****
Jaime almost made it to the end of the day and was counting down the minutes until he could leave. Unfortunately, his path nearly crossed with Principal January for the second time that day. She was gliding through the halls, hands clasped behind her back. She gave every appearance of being on a gentle patrol of her school. Jaime might have believe the facade if he hadn't been so certain that her feet weren't actually touching the floor.
He needed somewhere to hide. In his panic, the only place he could think of was the girl's locker room he'd taken refuge in once before. This time when he entered, it was already occupied. He was relieved to see that it was the same volleyball team that he'd met before. Trying to explain himself to a whole new group of half-to-fully naked girls would have been daunting.
Some of the nearer girls smiled as he entered. He'd been established as Not A Perv, so it was alright if he wanted to stop by and perv on them a little. The girl nearest to him bent over and pulled down her panties, apparently unconcerned that he could see every detail of her pussy and butthole.
"Jaime!"
Katelyn, the captain, had spotted him. She was part way through stripping down, and only had on her shirt and socks. Jaime tried valiantly not to stare at her bare pussy.
"Hey, Kate," he said.
"Those girls giving you trouble again?"
Technically he was having trouble with some girls, but not the purple-haired ones Katelyn was referring to. Even more technically, his current troubles were more to do with women, and woman shaped monsters, rather than girls per se.
"Kind of," he said, splitting the difference.
"Well we're just finishing up here. You're welcome to hang out for now."
"Thanks. I appreciate it."
He also appreciated a girl who had just come out of the shower. She had dried herself off, then started doing some stretches. She was both very nude, and very limber.
Katelyn drew Jaime's attention back to her when she resumed removing her clothes. She shed her top and sports bra, then dealt with her adorable little socks. She was amazingly hot without any clothes on. Her dedication to her sport had given her a toned body, and a butt worth committing multiple acts of genocide and some light treason for.
"Do you want to shower with us?" Katelyn asked. "You know, as long as you're here."
"Oh, I don't know...."
Jaime suddenly found himself the centre of attention. Eavesdropping girls had encircled him, and he was being surrounded by naked boobies.
"C'mon, it'll be fun," Katelyn said. "It really helps build our team spirit."
"Yeah," agreed a girl beside Jaime, "especially when we lick each other's--"
"Shush," said another girl. "No one outside the team is supposed to know about our wicked sexy team-building sexy time fun times."
"Oh right. Sorry. Forget I said anything."
Katelyn rolled her eyes. It was like herding cats some days. "Anyway, secret lesbianism aside, it's still a good time. What do you say? Team shower?"
There was a circle of naked girls around Jaime, all giving him pleading puppy dog eyes. None of them were individually as convincing as his sister, but there were a lot more of them.
"Sure," he said. "Team shower."
The girls cheered, then moved as one to help him disrobe. He was naked and being dragged to the shower area before he even really understood what was happening. Once under the hot water, he found that the girls were still clustered around him far more than was efficient. Many of the girls weren't even under any water, and there were plenty of shower heads that weren't being used.
"So can we do secret team sexy time fun time sex stuff with him now?" a girl asked.
"He's not a team member," Katelyn reminded them. "And you're all going to be late getting out of here if you don't get showered off. Spread out already."
Katelyn tried to shoo her girls away from the cute naked boy in their midst. She might as well have tried to get the wind to change direction by blowing on it. Even girls who'd already gone through the shower were wandering back in and joining the crowd. Jaime was the lone male island in a sea of horny, naked, eighteen year old girls.
"Maybe he could just perv on us a little," came another suggestion.
"No, if he pervs on us we have to punish him. That's the rule."
"Well what if we perv on him? Is that ok?"
Katelyn didn't know what to do with that. There was no precedent set for a boy wandering into a girl's changing room and him being the one getting ogled. She was the captain though, and if she wanted to keep her authority she had to be decisive. In the game of girls' extracurricular activities, you win or you die.



"Quiet. Quiet!" Katelyn got everyone's attention. She stood authoritative, naked, and bit damp. "It seems that quite a lot of you would like to treat Jaime like one of the team."
A chorus of agreement came back.
"Very well. Let's make him an honorary member then. That should solve everything." She turned to Jaime. "What say you?"
Again there was a circle of naked pouty puppy-girls around him. Only now there were even more, and some of them were quite wet.
"Aye," he said.
The girls jumped and clapped and squealed. Almost immediately two girls were in front of him with their hands on his dick. Several more flanked him, and he was beset on all sides by fingers and boobies, and at least one girls grinding her pussy against his hip. Someone was particularly adventurous and pressed a finger against his butthole. Thanks to his morning's experience, he didn't even flinch as she slid her digit inside him.
There wasn't enough room for all the girls around their new toy. Some of them started pairing off and slipping away from the herd. Two of them stood under a shower head and made out, being all waterfall lover-y. Another girl knelt down and licked hungrily at her partner's wet pussy.
Everywhere Jaime turned there were hot naked girls doing sexy things. All around him there were girls fondling, kissing, licking, sucking, and fingering his various body parts. It was a veritable orgy of arousing sensations.
"You look like you're going to burst," Katelyn said.
She'd exercised more restraint then her sistren thus far. Mostly she'd just watched events unfold while idly fingering herself. She'd noted the constant rotation of girls around Jaime's body, and in particular his penis. He was getting teased to no end, but there was no concerted effort being made to actually get him off. His cock was throbbing dangerously.
"I might just," Jaime agreed absently.
Someone was rimming his ass, and doing quite a fantastic job of it. It was very distracting.
"You better fuck me and get all that built up tension out of your system," Katelyn said.
"Aw, no fair," said one of the girls with a pout. "I wanted to fuck him."
"I got dibs," Katelyn said.
The team captain turned around and leaned against the shower wall. She presented her ass to Jaime and waited for him to claim one of her holes.
"I don't know if I should," he said. "I'm kind of super in love with someone already."
"She doesn't want you fucking other girls?"
"Actually, she's ok with that. She said it's bound to happen sometimes."
"And now it's happening. So fill up my pussy already."
Jaime's overwhelming horniness combined with the sheer awesomeness of Katelyn's volleyball ass was more than he could resist. He waded through the pile of nymphs surrounding him and grabbed Katelyn's hips. She bounced her butt up and down to further entice him. With a mighty thrust, Jaime buried his shaft deep inside her.
Katelyn didn't have the natural sisterly resilience to his pounding that Emily had. She was thrown off balance, and was only held up by the hard cock inside her acting as a support beam. She braced herself better and tried to weather the beating her nether regions were taking.
The crowd of onlooking girls watched with rapt fascination. Every pussy had a hand busily working a clit, or fingering a slit. Having a boy in their midst during super sexy secret team fun time was novelty enough; but the sheer ferocity with which he ravaged their captain was truly schlick-worthy.
"I'm going to cum," Jaime told Katelyn. "Is it ok to fill your vagina and uterus? Or should I pull out?"
"Pull out," she said. Then, louder, "squad, line up!"
The girls broke out of their collective sexual reverie and grouped up. They formed a double line with the girls in front kneeling or crouching.
As Jaime pulled out of Katelyn, she grabbed his cock and aimed it at her team. She doused them all liberally with cum, then got the last bit on herself. The sheer pornographic spectacle of the act left Jaime just as hard as ever once he was spent, but at least his immediate need had been satisfied.
"Goddamn," he said, looking over the lined up girls covered in his cum. "I kinda want a picture of this."
"Good idea," Katelyn said. "Team photo time."
Katelyn ran and grabbed her phone. She put it in hover mode, then set it to take a picture on a delay. She and Jaime squeezed in amongst the rest of the team. They all smiled and waved as the picture was taken. Katelyn then sent the photo to everyone, including Jaime.
It was finally time to wrap up and get dressed. Everyone had to rinse off again first. Jaime helped Katelyn clean herself. He was getting pretty good at dealing with his messes.
"Are you going to tell your girlfriend about this?" Katelyn asked.
"Yeah, for sure. I'd feel really bad about doing something like this and not telling my sist-- I mean, my girlfriend, who is definitely not my sister."
"That's a weird thing to say. Of course she isn't. That'd be weird and incesty." Katelyn shrugged. "Anyway, you should think about coming to some of our games, or even practices. You're very good for morale, it turns out."
"The girls do seem to like me," Jaime agreed.
"They're horny little things. Most of them do a couple of sports, and they don't have much time for dating. You have no idea how much effort it is keeping them in line. But yes, they do like you." She smiled wryly. "And so do I for that matter." She gave him a quick peck on the lips, then turned around to get her other side under the spray.
Jaime blushed. He was getting a lot of overt attention and invitations these days. He enjoyed some of it, especially when it led to crazy awesome sex parties. Mostly he just didn't like when he was caught off-guard and unsure of himself. Maybe it was time to change that.
"I'll try to make it to some games," he promised. He pressed himself up against Katelyn's back, letting his cock slide into her ass crack. "And I kinda like you too."
He kissed her neck for good measure, then quickly left for the locker area to grab a towel. He didn't dare look back and chance ruining his new attempt at confidence.
****
"We missed the bus again," Emily said.
She'd been waiting dutifully by the main entrance for her brother. She was prepared to either give him a hard time, or hug him and tell him it was alright depending on how his mood seemed. Something was different about him though, and she couldn't figure out what it was.
"Guess we'll walk then," he said.
"What? No, it's pretty far. It'll take figuratively literally forever."
"Better get started then."
Jaime took his sister's hand and started walking. She had little choice but to follow. There were still people around and Emily was nervous about holding her brother's hand where anyone could see, but no one gave them any strange looks. The weird thing was that Jaime didn't even seem to consider what other people might think. That wasn't like him.
"So what kept you?" Emily asked. "A run-in with our 'evil' principal?"
"I had one earlier, but no. That wasn't what kept me." He gave his sister a serious look. "Are you sure you're ok when I have sex with other girls?"
"I said I was, didn't I?"
"You did. I was just making sure, because that's what I was doing."
"Who with?"
"Well, the whole volleyball team was there. I only actually fucked Katelyn though."
"No shit." Emily was actually impressed. "I kinda wish I could have seen that."
Jaime smiled and loaded up the team picture on his phone. Emily's eyes bugged when he showed it to her.
"Holy sweet merciful fuck! That's amazing, bro. You covered them all--"
"Yep."
"And then got a picture?"
"Sure did."
"You're my new hero."
Jaime looked questioningly at his sister. Her eyes were still glued to his phone. If he hadn't been leading her along she probably would have run into a tree and not even noticed.
"You're a weird girl, Em."
"That's true."
"I love that about you."
Jaime squeezed his sister's hand. She finally looked up from the team bukkake photo.
"I actually am kind of jealous," Emily said.
"But you said--"
"Not about you and other girls. I guess I should say I'm envious, which would be a more accurate and correct word. You get to put your dick in people and spray cum around. I'm not ever gonna get to do that."
"Really? That bothers you?"
"Yeah, really. I actually had a lot of fun playing with your butt this morning. I got to stick things in someone else for once." Emily glanced at the picture again. "But this... I'm never gonna get to do anything like this."
"If it would help, I don't have to do anything like that again."
"Don't be silly. Just try to get more pictures next time."
Jaime laughed and kissed his sister. They were out in public, and lots of people could see them. Jaime just wasn't worried about it right now. Emily was a little worried, but the thrill of the insanely naughty and ill-advised display more than made up for it.
"Should I get pictures if Ms. Penny comes after me again?" Jaime asked.
"Oh, I forgot about your assignment. What happened."
Jaime launched into an explanation of the whole silly affair. Emily laughed along with his telling of it.
"Oh man. You could have been crushed," she said, still giggling. "Honest to god, I don't know how she walks with those things sticking out of her chest all day."
"Crazy, isn't it."
****
It took Jaime and Emily a while to get home, as they'd known it would. They'd enjoyed the walk though. It let them just be together, and was the closest thing to a date they'd been on. There weren't any opportunities for sneaky sibling fucking, but other than that it was wonderful.
Christine had been starting to worry about how late they were. She was also surprised when they walked into the house holding hands. That didn't seem like normal behaviour. It was, however, a rather sweet and definitely platonic gesture of sibling affection.
"Where have you two been," she asked her kids.
"We missed the bus," Jaime answered easily. "It's my fault. I got caught up fucking around with the volleyball team. And now I plan on taking my sexy big sister upstairs and fucking her stupid."
"There's no need to be crude," Christine said. "If you didn't want to tell me, you could have just said so."
"No really, Mom," said Emily. "That's entirely the truth. We love each other and we're going to go dirty, incesty things to each other."
Christine put her hands on her hips. "It wasn't a funny joke to start with, and it's not getting any better," she said. "Now go to your rooms, and don't come out until I call you for supper."
Her kids looked at each other and shrugged. "Ok," they said.
They raced up the stairs almost like they were excited to be sent to their rooms. Christine only heard one door slam though. She must have missed the other one. After a few moments she heard moaning, then a rhythmic banging like a headboard hitting the wall over and over.
"Well that's just taking a joke way, way too far," she muttered to herself. "I don't know what's gotten into them."
If someone had been there to tell Christine that her son's penis was what had gotten into her daughter's vagina, she wouldn't have found that at all funny either.
When she eventually called her children back down for supper, they arrived looking dishevelled, and far too smiley and happy. Maybe they were on drugs, she thought. That would explain a few things that had been going on lately. Maybe she should have a talk with them. Not now though. They'd probably just start telling some more of their very much not funny jokes.
****
That night, Jaime and Emily were cuddled up together in his bed. They were asleep, and dreaming mostly about fucking each other. At some point Jaime's cock had become lodged in his sister's pussy, which only made their dreams all the more realistic.
They were rudely awakened by the light being switched on. Lilith strode over to the bed and looked down at her naked, entangled siblings.
"Should have known you'd both be together," she said.
"We had to," Emily mumbled sleepily. "We've already made a mess of my bed." She lay her head back on Jaime's shoulder and closed her eyes.
"So I saw. You two just don't quit." Lilith pulled their blanket off the bed with a flourish. "Come on, Em. I need you."
"It's late."
"You're right, it is. But I've had a very bad night at work, and I need to get some frustration out."
"Couldn't you just wait for morning?" Jaime asked. He tightened his arms around Emily protectively.
Lilith folded her arms. "You guys owe me, remember?"
Emily sighed. "She's right. She never told Mom about us."
"Turns out she wouldn't have believed her anyway," Jaime said. "Who knew?"
Lilith was right though. She had kept her promise, so Emily and Jaime would have to keep theirs. Emily struggled out of bed, still rubbing her eyes.
"Should I come too?" Jaime asked.
"If you want."
The three of them crept down the hall to Lilith's room. She was very territorial, and Jaime didn't remember ever actually being inside before. Nothing seemed much out of the ordinary at first. The other side of her door did appear to be padded though.
"It's for soundproofing," Lilith said, noticing Jaime's curious look. "You can't hardly hear anything from outside."
She closed the door, then walked to the far wall. At the press of a secret button, a section of the wall rotated to display a whole rack of sex toys and other illicit items.
"Holy shit," Jaime said. "What is all that?"
He stepped closer, but a glare from Lilith halted him in his tracks.
"My collection," Lilith said. "You are not to touch unless I say so."
She stripped out of her bottoms in an efficient, clinical manner. Jaime gaped the unexpected revealing of his eldest sister's pussy. Then she turned around and gave him a similar excellent look at her ass.
Lilith didn't seem to care even slightly about her brother perving on her. She selected a double ended dildo with an attached harness from her 'toy chest.' She inserted one end into her pussy, then strapped it in place. She'd given herself a more or less functional cock.
Perhaps the most surprising part of the whole thing was how little fascination Emily displayed. Almost as soon as they'd come in, Emily had gone to Lilith's bed and crawled onto it. Once Lilith was ready, Emily dropped her face to the mattress and wiggled her butt in the air.
Jaime sat down on the bed next to Emily. "Have you done this before?"
"Uh huh. I meant to tell you, it just never seemed like a good time. I was hoping there'd be a good sequitur at some point."
Lilith walked up behind her little sister. She bent down and stuck her tongue in Emily's pussy. Emily wriggled and squealed as she got eaten out by her big sis.
"So you do this a lot?" Jaime asked.
"Not... a lot," Emily replied breathlessly. "Only... sometimes. But she... was actually... my first."
"Wow, really? I never would have expected that."
Lilith stood up, Emily's pussy juice dripping down her chin. "It would have been bad luck for Em not to get fucked on her eighteenth birthday," she said. "I couldn't let that happen to her. And it turned out pounding her tight little pussy is pretty damn fun. It's great for relieving stress."
Jaime nodded. He fully concurred with the fun level of pounding Emily's tight little pussy. "That luck thing isn't real though is it?"
"It absolutely is," Lilith said. "I knew a guy once who didn't get fucked on his birthday. The very next day his village was razed by a barbarian horde."
"That is unlucky," Jaime admitted. "Barbarian hordes don't even exist anymore."
"That's what I'm saying."
Lilith positioned herself carefully, then buried her fake cock in Emily's tight, wet hole. Emily moaned and clutched at the sheets beneath her. Lilith slammed her hips against Emily's ass over and over until the younger girl was a whimpering, drooling wreck.
Jaime was insanely turned on by the sight of one of his sisters getting mercilessly plowed by the other. He'd never been an outside observer to the effect a good, hard fucking had on Emily. It was educational and pornographic all at the same time.
A while later, after quite an epic fuck session, Emily came hard. She collapsed away from Lilith's fake cock and curled up into a pleasure ball. Lilith wiped sweat off her forehead with the back of her arm. She looked exhausted, but much happier than before and still ready for more.
"Damn, that hit the spot," Lilith said. "Lemme know when you're ready to go again, Em."
Jaime took the break as an opportunity to ask a question that had been bugging him. "So I'm confused," he said. "If you two have been doing sexy lesbian sister incest things, why was it such a big deal when Emily and I started doing sexy brother and sister incest things?"
Emily and Lilith both looked incredulously at their brother.
"It's different with sisters," Emily said. "Everyone knows that."
"Yeah," said Lilith. "Sister on sister action isn't really incest. It's a perfectly normal and acceptable fantasy. Duh."
"Unless they're in love," Emily added.
"Oh, right," Lilith agreed. "If they're in love then it's incest again. If they just do sexy stuff, that's ok."
"That doesn't make any kind of sense," Jaime said.
Lilith shrugged. "It is what it is." She gave Emily a smack on the butt. "You ready to go again or what?" she asked.
Emily was just about recovered enough. Jaime, however, was thinking back to one of their conversations that afternoon. His mind whirled and came up with a complex and cunning plan to help her experience one of her fantasies.
"You should let Em have one of your strapons," he said.
"Why, so she can fuck me?" Lilith asked.
"No. So you can both fuck me."
Emily's eyes lit up. She bounced to her knees and gave Lilith her best pouty begging face, with her hands clasped just above her chest. She was vibrating with excitement.
Lilith looked back and forth between her younger siblings. She wasn't expecting this turn of events, but she didn't mind it.
"Yeah, sure. If that's what you wanna do."
Emily squealed and jumped up to give her sister a big, naked hug. She then hopped over to the dildo treasure trove and carefully selected her weapon.
"You must have liked my present after all," Lilith said.
Jaime shrugged. "It's... not terrible."
"Heee's my little buuuttt sluuuttt," Emily chimed in with a sing-songy voice from across the room.
Lilith grinned wickedly. "Well, you better turn around then... butt slut."
Jaime got on all fours and presented his ass. Lilith immediately dove in and started licking all over his rear entrance. She was enthusiastic and unrestrained in her oral ministrations. Jaime had a much better idea what he was in for this time, so he was more able to relax and enjoy it.
Emily bounced back onto the bed. She knelt in front of her brother, sticking her newly donned fake cock in his face. She was totally reenergized and ready for action. She pressed the end of her strapon to Jaime's lips, and he dutifully opened up for her.
At first Jaime just licked and sucked on the end of the toy. He tried to make eye contact with his sister as much as possible, since he loved it when she did that for him. She moaned just like it was a real penis he was sucking on.
Lilith decided her brother's butthole was sufficiently prepared. Her strapon was still lubricated with Emily's pussy juice, so she knelt behind Jaime and pressed it against him.
"Be gentle," Emily said. "He doesn't have much experience."
"Hhm ehm ucck," Jaime agreed around a mouthful of fake cock.
"I'll try to be delicate," Lilith said.
Just as gently and delicately as possible, Lilith slammed the entire length of her strapon into her brother's ass. It was only a little bigger around then the butt plug he'd had in that morning, but quite a lot longer.



Jaime wasn't prepared for quite such a large and sudden intrusion. He jerked forward to try and get away, which only forced Emily's 'cock' down his throat. Shifting back so he could breathe impaled his ass fully on Lilith's dildo again. He was trapped and spit-roasted between his sisters.
Lilith grabbed her brother's hips and fucked his ass hard. Every impact was transferred back to her via the half of the dildo in her pussy. Fucking Emily was a rare pleasure she allowed herself, but this was even more deliciously depraved. She was surprised and impressed with her baby bro and sis. They had serious potential.
Emily was getting crazy turned on by the moaning and choking and gagging coming from Jaime's mouth. Her pussy gushed with the sound of every sloppy thrust. She was the one causing those sounds! She was the penetrator, rather than the penetratee. She loved her brother so much more--if that was possible--for giving her this sexy, sexy gift.
The girls pounded their brother with inexhaustible energy. He spent a lot of time right on the verge of blacking out since his throat was stuffed full of dildo so often that he wasn't getting enough oxygen. His face was a mess of tears and spit from the brutal face-fucking. His poor nearly-virgin ass was taking a reaming it really wasn't designed for.
Jaime was being ravaged by his sisters, and he had no way of telling them to stop even if he wanted to. The strange thing was that he didn't want to stop. His ass was sore, he desperately needed a proper breath, and his arms were threatening to give out on him. But he felt so fucking good. His cock strained and leaked precum like a faucet. His innards tingled and turned to sensual mush. It was like his whole damn body had turned into a sexual organ.
Such was Jaime's level of pleasure that he didn't even realize when he started to orgasm. His stream of precum turned to a flooded river of regular cum. His sisters withdrew from him as he finished, and Lilith grabbed him before he could fall face-first into the sex-lake of a mattress beneath.
"Should have seen that coming," Lilith said. "So to speak." She sighed. "So much for my bed."
Emily jumped up and fiercely hugged and kissed her brother. He was still pretty out of it, but instinctively wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her butt in return.
"That was so awesome," Emily said.
"It did make my night better," Lilith admitted. "Even though I'm gonna have to go sleep on the couch or something now."
"Nonsense. Jai's bed's still fine. Just come sleep with us."
Emily slipped out of her strapon harness with more than a little regret. Lilith did the same, and only just in time before she was dragged out of the room. Emily guided both of her siblings to Jaime's bed. Jaime crawled in, already half asleep. Lilith offered a half-hearted protest, but she really didn't have a better option. She stripped out of the last of her clothing and got in next to her brother. Emily jumped in last.
It was a tight fit for all three of them. Lilith was stuck in the middle and was sure she wouldn't be able to go to sleep that way. Then Jaime nestled up against her, lying his head almost on her breast. He had such an innocent look with his eyes closed and his body shutting down from exhaustion and sexual overload. Emily curled up like a mirror image on her other side.
"Oh, fine," Lilith muttered to herself.
She couldn't bring herself to disturb her siblings. They were a precious, angelic pair of dirty little sluts. They'd more than salvaged what would otherwise have been a terrible night, via extreme incesty sex time, and now they looked so adorable and vulnerable that moving would feel as bad as kicking a puppy.
Lilith held her siblings to her; their warm, naked skin against hers, their hot breaths caressing her breasts. She kissed each of them softly on the top of their heads, then stroked their hair until they fell asleep.
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Christine was starting to get worried. Usually Jaime and Emily were so good about getting themselves up for school. This morning there'd been no sign of either of them so far. Even more disturbing, Emily's room was empty. She was getting a vague sense of something being terribly wrong.
At first Christine was relieved to find that, in fact, all three of her children were safe and sound in Jaime's room. Her relief tarnished as she processed the sight of them all snoozing together, cuddled up in a single bed. Worse still, she could see an awful lot of bare shoulder and chest where they weren't covered by their blanket.
"Good morning!" Christine said with the tone of one more concerned with being heard than actually conveying a sense of goodness.
Jaime and Emily jerked awake. Lilith kept snoring away. The two younger siblings lifted their heads and squinted sleepily at their mother.
"What?" Jaime said.
"You're going to be late," said Christine. "You need to get up right now."
Jaime groaned. Emily had already closed her eyes and set her head back down on Lilith's shoulder. They'd both been losing an awful lot of sleep lately. It had caught up with them in a big way this morning.
"We need a sick day," Jaime mumbled.
"You do not," Christine insisted.
She crossed the room and threw back the covers. She gasped in shock as her imagined fears were confirmed. All three of her children were deliciously naked. They were cuddling without any clothes on. They couldn't do that.
"What the hell is this?!" Christine demanded.
"Relax, Mom," Emily said. "My bed got all covered in cu-- sweat. Definitely sweat and not cum. I was sweatting because of how sick I am, and my bed got all gross. So I had to come sleep with Jaime."
"Lil came to keep an eye on us in case we got too sick," Jaime added. "And there wasn't much room with all three of us, so we had to take our clothes off to save space."
"You seriously expect me to believe that all three of you are naked in bed together, and nothing sexual is going on?" Christine asked, crossing her arms in anger.
"Well we tried telling you we were fucking and you wouldn't believe that either," Jaime muttered. "What do you want from us?"
"I want you to behave. You're all brother and sisters. You can't do things like that."
"Like what? Sleeping naked together, or fucking?"
"Both." Christine dragged Emily out of bed. "Get some clothes on. Your brother has an erection, and I don't want you encouraging that by being all sexy and naked in front of him."
"Ugh," Emily said. "Mom, Jai's hard all the time anyway. It's got nothing to do with me."
In fact, that was untrue. Jaime's constant arousal was almost entirely to do with either being around or thinking about his sister.
Emily tried to placate her mother. She grabbed one of Jaime's shirts out of his dresser and put it on. It just barely covered her naughty bits.
"There, happy now?" she asked.
"You need bottoms too," Christine said.
"Why? I'm covered." Emily looked over her shoulder. "Can you see any of your sister's sexy parts, Jai?"
"No. Try bending over."
Emily bent over. "Like that?"
"Yep, now I can see your pussy and butthole."
Emily straightened up. "So all I have to do is not bend over. Easy."
"Don't make me ask again," Christine said.
"Fiiine. I don't know why you're worried about Jai's erection all of a sudden though. He's been hard basically constantly since he turned eighteen. And I know you know because you're always staring and licking you lips."
Christine reddened. "I have never done that."
That was another falsehood. She had, in fact, been having real trouble keeping her son and his penis out of her mind lately. She felt like such a bad mother for always staring at him with lustful eyes. She felt even worse that she'd apparently been caught doing it.
"Jaime, you get dressed too," Christine said. She didn't know what else to do at this point but to keep giving orders and pretend like she was in control of her life. "You shouldn't be lying on your older sister like that. Especially not with your penis pressed up against her."
Jaime reluctantly crawled over a still sleeping Lilith and stood up. His erection was even more prominent in that position. He silently dug through his dresser with his cock bobbing along to every movement. His sister and mother both stared with incestuous, sexual fascination.
"Now, I don't want to see any more hints of sexual inpropriety," Christine said, her eyes still glued to her son's cock. "And certainly nothing that could be construed as super-hot sibling incest. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mom," Emily and Jaime said together.
"Good. Now I'm going to call your school and tell them you'll be out sick. You two get some rest, and not in the same bed."
"But my bed's all gross," Emily said. "Where am I supposed to sleep?"
"There's a fresh six-pack of mattresses in the linen cupboard. You can take one of them." Christine headed toward the doorway. "Now, I need to get ready for work, so you two behave yourselves. And for heaven's sake, if Lilith's going to be sleeping in here, at least cover her back up."
Jaime shrugged and pulled the blanket back over Lilith. She was still snoring away and oblivious to everything around her. She'd had even less sleep last night than he and Emily, and it would take more than a loud family argument about incest to wake her up.
The siblings set about replacing the mattresses in Emily's and Lilith's rooms. Jaime had obediently put on a shirt and boxers. Emily still wore only a top with nothing below it. She took every opportunity to bend over and display herself wantonly to her brother. If their mother appeared at any point, she could simply stand up and be covered again.
Jaime's cock wouldn't stay in his boxers. He kept tucking it in, and sometimes it would stay for a while. Every time Emily bent over in front of him, it would spring back out through the hole in the front of his underwear. He just had to bear it until they finished refurbishing the beds and disposed of the old mattresses in their backyard mattress incinirator.
"Your dick keeps poking out at me, you know," Emily said as they watched the mattresses burn.
"Well your pussy keeps poking out at me," Jaime countered.
"If Mom wasn't home right now we could totally fuck our brains out anywhere in the house."
"If Mom wasn't home we'd already be fucking our brains out instead of standing around talking about it."
Emily looked around, but the yard was clear. She wrapped her arms around her brother's neck and kissed him. Her shirt pulled up with the manoeuvre so that he ass was exposed from the back. Jaime reached around and squeezed her butt.
"Someone could see us," Jaime said in between kisses.
"They could," Emily agreed. "We are outside with no real cover."
"It would probably be a neighbour. Someone who knows us."
"Someone who would know we're brother and sister, you mean?"
The danger of being caught was only turning the siblings on even more. They'd been awake for almost an hour without fucking each other even once, so they were about ready to explode even without the risky thrill.
"We could get in a lot of trouble," Jaime continued, his cock pressing insistently against Emily's tummy. "We're half-naked, outside, and making out. That isn't something people would be ok with a brother and sister doing."
"Mmm, and they certainly wouldn't be ok with how wet I am for my sexy little brother's cock," Emily said as she guided one of Jaime's hands to feel her flooded pussy.
"You know what they really wouldn't be ok with?" Jaime asked.
Emily's eyes shone. "I have no idea," she said innocently.
"If my cock went inside my sister right here, out in the open."
Jaime lifted Emily up by her hips and lowered her onto his cock. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, then clung tightly.
"You're right," she cooed. "They wouldn't like this at all. It's very improper for you to incestuously put your penis in your sister like this."
Emily's pussy was contracting rhythmically around Jaime's cock. He tried to fuck her, but since she was already being suspended off the ground by his hard shaft, that really wasn't going to work. He needed to get somewhere where he could properly fuck his sister.
Jaime carried Emily into the house. She bobbed on his cock with every step, and her pussy muscles kept tightening and releasing. She also kissed and licked his neck as she was transported like sexy cargo.
The bathroom was the best place Jaime could think of. Their mother would check their rooms if she wanted to find them, but she might not check in there. He carried Emily in and shut the door.
"Mmm, bathroom sex, huh?" Emily said. "You gonna fuck your sister in the bathroom?"
Jaime pressed her against the wall and just started hammering her. Emily squealed happily and held on tight. Her absolute most favourite thing in the world was getting her pussy destroyed by her brother; the love of her life. Mom's rules be damned, she wasn't ever going to stop fucking him.
****
Unbeknownst to either of the siblings, Christine wasn't actually in her room getting ready for work. She'd gone to her room with every intention of dressing for the day, but her mind was filled with super hot sexy visions of her children. It wasn't even just Jaime she felt a guilty lust for this time. Seeing her daughters naked had awakened a brand new source of incesty motherly guilt.
Why did they all have to be goddamn hot? That just wasn't fair. Christine didn't want to imagine her son walking in and shoving his cock down her throat, or her daughters teaming up and holding her down while one of them ate her out, but she did. She couldn't help it. She was the victim of her own good genes.
Christine got naked and fingered herself to a quick and immoral orgasm. All the while images of her children danced through her head. Emily getting pounded by Jaime. Lilith jerking Jaime off into her tits while licking Emily's pussy. All three of them walking in and having their way with their mother's body....
After cumming, Christine got a brief respite from her torturous visions. She caught sight of herself in her full-length mirror that female characters always have. She was pushing thirty and felt so ancient. She still looked super hot, and had a total milf body, so it wasn't all bad. She caught herself wondering if Jaime would think she was hot enough to fuck and had to angrily look away.
She went to her window and looked out, hoping to find the view relaxing. Unfortunately, she chose a moment when Emily and Jaime were outside incinerating their old matresses. Even from the upstairs window Christine could see Jaime's hard cock, and sometimes flashes of Emily's ass and pussy when she moved the right way. It just wasn't fair.
Christine went back to her bed. She fingered her mommy-cunt, but that wasn't enough this time. She shoved her whole hand inside her pussy, fisting herself for the first time in ages. That was better. Her children, her goddamn sexy progeny had done this to her. She thrust her hand in and out with vigourous squishing and sucking action.
Still it wasn't enough to satisfy the terrible motherly craving. She pushed harder and deeper, filling her pussy right up to her elbow. She was really stretching now, feeling the beautiful ache of sexual self-aggression. She fisted still deeper until her whole arm was inside her hungry cunt, right up the shoulder. Then she came in a great torrent of expelled pussy juice and arm.
****
Jaime and Emily were blissfully unaware of their mother's lust for them. They had plenty of lust of their own anyway. They were finally finishing up one of their usual far-too-long sibling fuck-sessions.
"God I want to cum in your pussy," Jaime said. "I want to fill my sister's tight little hole up so badly."
"I know," Emily said. "I want it too. I wish I could have my brother's cum in all my holes, all the time. But I can't risk getting pregnant. It'd be roughly a sixty-eight percent chance, and that's too high."
"I'll just have to cum somewhere else," Jaime said regretfully.
Emily had a sudden inspiration. "Do it in the bathtub."
"I guess that would be a good place. It'll drain away with no mess."
"Not right away. I've got something I want to try out first."
Emily put the plug in the tub's drain. Just as her brother started to cum in her pussy, she whipped his cock out and aimed it carefully. His cyclone of semen poured into the tub, filling it with a much sexier liquid than it usually contained.
"You're not really going to--"
"Oh yes I am!"
Emily slipped into the tub as her brother shook the last few streams of cum out of his cock. She sighed as she submerged herself up to her neck. It was a perfect bathing temperature, and so slippery and soothing. Her tits had been aching from getting slammed into the wall the whole time she was getting fucked, and her bath was already relieving their pain.
"You're crazy," Jaime said.
"You don't even know what you're missing," Emily said. "Get in with me. It feels great. So incesty and sexy and brother-lovey." She brought her finger to her mouth and sucked the cum off it. "And it even tastes amazing too."
"I'll pass, thanks."
That's how their mother found them. Emily bathing in her brother's cum, Jaime standing naked and erect watching her. It was, if anything, an even more compromising position than they'd been caught in already that morning.
Christine just stopped and stared as she came through the door. She'd notified the kids' school that they wouldn't be in today, then called herself out sick from work. After her quite athletic and morally dubious masturbation workout, all she'd wanted was a nap. She'd just stopped by the bathroom to wash of her arm that was still covered in pussy juice.
Of course it couldn't be that simple. The first thing she saw in the bathroom was her son, unclothed and aroused. And there was her daughter too, in a very peculiar looking bath. Jaime's cock now pointing straight at her as he turned.
"I just don't even know what to say," Christine said wearily. "I didn't ask for much this morning. Behave like siblings rather than sexual deviants. That was all. Dare I ask why you're naked together again?"
Jaime frowned. "That's actually a good question." He looked to his sister for help. "Didn't we have clothes when we came in here?"
"I think so," said Emily. She shrugged. "Guess they weren't plot-relevant anymore."
"That could be," Jaime said. "So why don't you have any clothes on, Mom?"
Jaime had always thought of his mother as just his mother. That had been changing lately. Ever since he'd become sexually active a few days ago, he'd realized that she was a total hottie, even if she was crazy old; like almost thirty or something. Her occasional skimpy outfits had made him uncomfortable, but her full nudity forced him to realize what he couldn't before; he would totally bone his Mom given the opportunity.
"I didn't think anyone would be in here," Christine said. It was a weak but accurate excuse.
"It's a little hypocritical getting on our cases about doing sexy naked things if you're going to be doing them too," Emily said.
"I know, I know." Christine turned away, unable to face her children. Partly out of guilt, partly out of a sense of her pussy waking up again. "I've been a bad mother. I just don't know how to handle this."
"Aw, no, Mom. Don't say that."
Jaime snuck up behind Christine and gave her a big, sexy, familial hug. His cock pressed into the crack of her large, motherly ass.
"Yeah, it's just been a weird time for all of us," Emily said. "You couldn't know what the right thing to do was."
Emily climbed out of the tub. She walked around to her mother's unhugged side and un-unhugged it. She dripped cum basically just everywhere in the process.
Christine was sandwiched between her children. It was like one of her dirty, filthy, not-good-to-think-about fantasies come true. Yet, she felt a lot less guilty about it this time. Partly she felt love for them and their love for her, instead of pure lust.
"So you two really have been fucking," she said, making an educated guess.
"Yes," Emily said. "Lots of fucking. We're in love too, if that helps."
"I was actually more afraid of that than just fucking." Christine stroked her daughter's hair, then half-turned and did the same to her son. "You two are more like me than I realized, and that scares me. I only ever wanted to protect you."
"Protect us from what?" Jaime asked.
"I don't know if I can explain that right now. I'll try to soon, if I can." Christine sighed. "I really need a nap. It's been an exhausting day already."
"You should try out my bath," Emily said. "It's very soothing."
"That might be nice. It's funny, but it actually looks like you were bathing in cum. What did you put in it to make it look like that?"
"Cum. It's just all cum. Jaime was kind enough to donate it."
"Wasn't that nice of him." Christine gazed at the bathtub whistfully. "I can't take a bath in that. My son's cum... that's just... I'm your mother."
"I don't mind," Jaime said. "It'd actually be kind of hot."
"You thought it was weird when I did it," Emily pouted.
"I changed my mind."
Jaime gave his sister a kiss right on her pouty lips. It softened her expression instantly.
"I guess it's not like I'd actually be doing anything with you," Christine said. "Just because it's crazy sexual and is turning me on even thinking about it doesn't mean it'd be actual incest or anything."
"It's practically just health related," Emily said. "Like going to a spa. Only it's your son's ball-pudding instead of a mud bath."
Jaime watched his mother step into the cum bath. She lowered herself slowly. First her legs disappeared beneath the surface, then her beautiful pussy and voluptuous ass, then her tummy, and finally her full breasts. She actually moaned once she was fully in.
Emily quietly dragged her brother out of the bathroom to give their mother some privacy. They'd made some good progress and she didn't want to risk having Mom change her mind on them. If Mommy enjoyed her bath, she was much more likely to remain reasonable.
"That turned out a lot better than expected," Jaime said.
"It really did," said Emily. "Who knows, Mom might actually be able to accept our pure sibling love that's based mainly on wanting to fuck each other all the time."
"Yes. It must be hard for any mother to accept that her children love each other and want to fuck all the time, but I think we have a good shot."
"Agreed. Now we better get me cleaned up before I track cum all over the house."
Since the bathroom was occupied, the siblings had to go outside and use the hose. Jaime sprayed Emily off, being careful to maintain a physical distance between them. They were naked in their front yard, and they didn't want to give the least hint of any kind of incest. Any one of the passing drivers or pedestrians could report them to the authorities if there was some innapropriate brother and sister sexing going on. They maintained the illusion of a perfectly wholesome family scene, with a brother helpfully helping his sister wash all his cum off her body.
They dried off in the sun afterward. They spread out on the lawn, still maintaining a careful separation, and watched the world go by.
"That same pair of jogger-ladies have gone by at least three times now," Emily observed lazily. "I think they want some dick."
Jaime chuckled. "Yeah, well, did you see that guy almost crash into a telephone pole while checking you out?"



"Ha, yeah. That was a good one."
The nude brother and sister lay outside for a while even after they were dry. They loved the reactions they got from their super-hot, impossibly sexy teenage bodies being displayed so openly. They giggled about every near-crash they caused, and every potential neck problem they gave a passer-by. When it was quiet, they just watched the clouds go by.
"Hey, Em?"
"Yeah?"
"We're both naked, and I'm totally hard and everything."
"I know."
"But... I don't feel an overwhelming urge to pound your tight little sister-pussy until I cum."
Emily considered the situation. "And I, similarly, don't feel like I absolutely have to jump on my brother's cock and ride it until I pass out from pleasure."
"Weird, right?"
"Yeah." Emily propped herself up on one arm. She appeared mildly distraught. "Jai? Does this mean we're not actually in secret incest love with each other?"
Jaime pondered carefully. "I think that maybe, just maybe, our super pure and wholesome secret incest love might actually be deeper than just wanting to fuck all the time. Maybe sometimes we just want to be around each other without doing filthy, depraved things."
Emily brightened up. "You really think that's possible?"
"I don't know. But it feels good."
"It does, doesn't it?"
****
Jaime and Emily were still basking in the sun a while later when a car pulled into the driveway. They recognized the car and were running toward it even before their Aunt Krissy stepped out. She was their absolute favourite aunt, and indeed the only one they had. They gave her big hugs before she could get more than a couple steps away from her car.
Krissy smiled and returned their hugs. "Well well, that's quite a greeting. Jaime, you certainly have become wicked-fuckable since you turned eighteen."
Jaime blushed. "Aw, thanks."
"He's been getting that a lot," Emily teased. "Basically all the girls everywhere want a piece of that."
"I believe it," said Krissy. "But why are you two not wearing any clothes? You're outside where anyone can see you, and besides you're brother and sister. I don't think your mother would approve."
"We were just sunbathing," Jaime said.
"Yes, perfectly innocent sunbathing," Emily agreed. "Not at all doing sexy things with each other, or anyone else for that matter."
"I'm glad to hear it," said Krissy. "But maybe some clothes would be in order anyway. Otherwise I might get so horny from watching you two that I'll have to throw you both down and fuck you."
Jaime didn't really have a problem with that idea. He was already starting to lust after his mother, and Aunt Krissy would actually be a less icky family member to bang even if he wasn't. Plus Mom and Krissy looked really quite similar, except for some minor differences like hair styles and the way they dressed.
"Well if we had to..." he began.
"She's just messing with us," Emily said. "She's our aunt, and obviously wouldn't really have amazing taboo sex with her niece and nephew. Duh."
She dragged her brother to the emergency outdoor clothes rack. They each put on a shirt and some underwear so as not to tempt their hot aunt to hold them down and fuck them, even though she clearly wouldn't do that.
"So what are you doing here, Aunt K?" Jaime asked.
"Your mother called me," said Krissy. "She wanted me to come over. I guess she's having a rough day."
"You could say that," Emily agreed. "I'm sure she'll be glad to see you."
Krissy went upstairs looking for Christine. Jaime and Emily stayed downstairs. They'd had enough sun for one day, so they went to the living room instead of back outside. Jaime sprawled out across the couch while his sister fetched the remote.
"Hey, leave room for me," she said.
Jaime scooted over a little and Emily lay down in front of him. She pressed her butt back firmly against her brother and felt the reassuring poke of his constant erection. Then she started flipping through channels.
For a while that was all they did. It could have been a perfectly ordinary, platonic sibling hang-out time. Jaime felt his sister's tits a couple times out of habit, and Emily wiggled her butt every now and then to make sure he was still hard, but other than that, hardly anything sexual happened at all.
"Hey, Jai?" Emily said eventually.
"Yeah?"
"Would you put your penis in me?"
"You want to fuck?"
"No. I'm still pretty worn out. It just makes me a little anxious having you right next to me but not inside me. If you could just slide in so I can feel it...."
"Oh, sure."
Jaime stuck his cock out through the hole in his boxers. He pulled Emily's panties to the side enough to uncover her wet slit. She lifted her upper leg to make room, and he gently sheathed his dick inside her, right to the base.
"How's that?" he asked.
"Much better. Thank you."
Emily lowered her leg, trapping her brother's cock inside her. She felt so much more relaxed already. That's all she'd really needed was to feel him internally.
Even Jaime felt more comfortable while actively penetrating his sister. He hadn't realized he was missing it until he was stuffing her pussy again. Without the urgency of fucking, it truly was just a beautiful, sensual, incestuous feeling. His life would be so empty without it.
****
A sudden loud noise from the show on tv jarred Emily awake. She hadn't intended to fall asleep, but it seemed she had. Jaime was softly snoring behind her, still fully hard and firmly embedded inside her.
The feeling of her brother's cock in her pussy lulled Emily. It lured her back to a state of blissful lack of consciousness. She reached out and pressed the power button on the remote, since neither of them were watching tv anymore anyway. Strangely, once the tv was off she heard a soft noise she hadn't before. It was faint, and inconsistant, but it didn't seem to be stopping.
Emily was intrigued. She couldn't identify the sound from where she was. She reluctantly pulled herself off her brother's penis and went in search of the source. It seemed to come from upstairs. It got louder and more distinct the closer she got.
She finally decided it sounded like someone having sex, which must have been why it attracted her to begin with. The only problem was, there shouldn't be anyone having sex in the house right now. Jaime was alone downstairs, so it couldn't be him and Lilith doing sexy things. And Emily couldn't imagine that it would be Mom and Lilith, given what she knew about her mother. So that just left....
Emily stopped outside her mother's bedroom. The noises were definitely coming from inside, and they were most certainly sounds of full-on sexy fun times. She could hear the bed bouncing and slamming into the wall, as well as moaning, and slapping, and a certain amount of squishy goodness.
Mom and Aunt Krissy. It had to be. Emily put her hands to her mouth and held back a delighted squeal. Mommy and Aunty K! Fucking! It was too good to be true. Except....
Emily frowned. It didn't make sense. Mom had been so upset about the idea of her Jaime having awesome sexy sibling incest with each other. Sister on sister incest didn't really count as incest, since it was a perfectly normal and not taboo fantasy to have. Emily just couldn't imagine her mother using that loophole to justify telling her children they couldn't do something that she herself did. That didn't seem like her at all.
Whatever the case may have been, Emily was getting pretty worked up from listening to all those sex noises. She fingered herself to the thought of her sexy mom and aunt going at each other. Their two full, milf bodies entwined together made such a delicious, naughty picture in the pervy young girl's head.
She had to share this with Jaime. Emily raced back downstairs to where her brother was still asleep on the sofa. His cock pointed straight out at her as she stood in front of him. She was all hot and bothered from listening to sexy noises, and she could hardly ignore her brother's penis at the best of times.
Abandoing her initial plan of simply shaking Jaime awake, Emily knelt down in front of the couch. She leaned forward and caught the tip of his erection between her lips. She bobbed forward, capturing more of his length in her mouth. While Jaime dozed away, she gave him a sneaky sleepy sistery suck-off.
Jaime started having a sexy dream about his sister at the exact moment she swallowed his cock in real life. He could tell it was a dream, but it felt better than any dream he could remember. The weird thing was that her dream-pussy felt exactly like her mouth. He knew it was ok to actually cum inside her in the dream since he didn't have to worry about getting her pregnant.
Jaime's eyes opened just at the moment of orgasm. One second he was inflating his sister's womb with a delicious creamy filling, the next he was doing the same to her stomach instead. He watched Emily's tummy bulge as she swallowed the last of his load, and he knew for sure that this was reality. He couldn't dream up anything in his head that was nearly as sexy as his sister was in real life.
Emily sat back on her heels with a satisfied grin. She hadn't eaten anything all day and she'd been getting a bit peckish. Now she had a belly full of brother-cum; her absolute favourite treat.
"You have to come see something," Emily said to her now awake brother.
"Oh I'm seeing something," Jaime replied. He reached out and fondled one of his sister's lovely breasts. "My sexy big sis with a tummy full of cummy."
"Something other than that. Come on."
Emily dragged Jaime upstairs. The sounds of vigorous fucking still emanated from their mother's room. Jaime had no idea what to make of them.
"Who's in there?" he whispered.
"Mom and Aunt Krissy," Emily whispered back with a beaming smile.
"But they... oh. Oh!"
"Yep. Mommy and Auntie are fuuuckiiing."
"But how could Mom do that. She was all--"
"I know. I want to find out too, but now's not the time. We'll ask her about it once they're done."
"You really shouldn't snoop into other people's business like that."
Both Jaime and Emily whirled around guiltily. Lilith stood right behind them, arms crossed.
"We weren't snooping," Emily said. "Or we didn't mean to. But Mom and Aunt--"
"I know," said Lilith.
"But they're fuck--" said Jaime.
"I know! Now leave them be. Do you want people poking around while you're sexing each other up?"
"Depends on who--"
"The correct answer is no."
Lilith grabbed each of her siblings by the ear and dragged them away.
"Ow ow ow, hey, stop!" Jaime managed to wrestle his ear free. "There's no need for that."
"I disagree," said Lilith. "Now both of you, get dressed. Properly dressed. With pants even."
"Why?"
"Because I'm taking you to work with me, and if you come in your underwear I'm going to put you in a cage and make you dance for the customers."
"Right. Pants it is."
****
"Isn't it a bit early for you to go to work?" Emily asked.
Her and Jaime were in the back seat of Lilith's car. She'd taken the middle seatbelt so they could sit snuggly against each other.
"Yeah, it's only early afternoon," Jaime added. "You usually don't go anywhere until it starts getting dark out."
Lilith shrugged. "I'm the boss. I can work whatever hours I want. And in this case, I mostly just needed an excuse to get you two out of the house."
"If they didn't want anyone listening, they wouldn't have been so loud," Emily pouted. "S'not my fault I'm curious."
"No, I know." Lilith sighed. "You're a horny little thing, and I don't blame you for it. That doesn't mean I can't try and keep you on a bit of a leash when necessary."
Emily perked up. "Leashes, you say?"
"Figuratively speaking, of course."
"Aww."
Soon enough, Lilith pulled into a parking lot. Jaime caught a glimpse of the building's sign before they were past it.
"Fall From Grace, huh?" he said.
"Yeah," said Lilith. "You like it?"
"It's... appropriate."
Lilith led her siblings in through a back entrance. They had the impression of day turning to night as they entered the building, all part of a deliberate ambience no doubt.
"Here, take some money, have fun," Lilith said, handing over some cash. "Try to stay out of trouble."
Emily grabbed the money before Jaime could. "Giving us money to spend at your club, huh? That's an interesting system."
"Anything to keep you two busy for half a minute."
The two younger siblings were left to their own devices. Jaime wasn't quite sure what to do, but Emily was more decisive. She picked out a curved booth in a corner with a fair amount of privacy and a somewhat decent view of the action. The place wasn't very busy at this time of day, it seemed. Certainly none of the other scattered patrons paid them any attention.
Almost immediately, a girl came over with a pair of drinks on a tray. She was wearing a very skimpy waitress's uniform that only techinally kept her covered up.
"The boss asked me to bring these over for you," the waitress said. "Rum and cokes for each of you."
"We're not, like, actually old enough..." Jaime said.
"Oh, no worries there. There's only a half-shot of rum in them. According to Littown law, they don't count as a proper drink. Anyone could order one."
"Huh. Go figure. Crazy loopholes in this town, aren't there?"
"I suppose."
Emily had already taken a sip of her drink. It didn't taste that much different from a regular coke, but it did have a bit more bite to it. "Thanks," she said. She peeled off a couple bills and tucked them in the waitress's top. She got a bit of a feel while she was at it.
"You're welcome. Please let me know if you need anything else."
"Lil's really going all out trying to keep us occupied," Jaime said once he was alone with his sister again. "I wonder why she cares so much."
"Who knows. I tell you what though, if this is the way she bribes me to behave, I can totally deal with it." Emily took another sip, then waved her arm around. "Free booze, sorta. Hot waitresses. Guys taking their clothes off on stage. Yeah, I can live with this."
Jaime frowned. Now that he took more of a serious look around, there were an awful lot of guys in various stages of undress. The main stage had a young guy, probably about his age, right in the middle of some kind of routine. There was another one flirting with a pair of drunk women over to the side. And another one soliciting tips from an older man. And another... and another....
"Oh goddammit," Jaime muttered. "Is this a male strip club? What the shit."
"What? You don't like?" Emily teased.
"I thought there were going to be boobies," Jaime complained. "And instead there's dicks. Lots and lots of dicks." He pointed. "Look, that guy's got his dick out now."
"Yeah, not bad, is it?"
Emily propped her head up on her hand dreamily. She made a show of watching the various strippers, and their incredible disappearing clothes acts.
"This is dumb," Jaime sulked.
"Oh, I don't know about that."
"Well it's all fine and well for you. You've got eye candy to look at."
"Mmhm, that's true. I think you're forgetting something important though."
"What's that?"
"We're alone and unsupervised in a dark room."
Emily reached over and squeezed his uncharacteristically soft cock. It twitched to life at her touch.
"You do make an excellent point. Except... won't Lil get pissed if we start messing around in here? Is that even allowed?"
"She wouldn't have left us without a babysitter if it wasn't."
Emily undid her brother's pants and fished his cock out. She lay down on their seat and nuzzled Jaime's penis while he made sure no one was looking. They could still get caught engaging in incest, even in a strip club. Emily kissed and licked him as eagerly as if she hadn't had any sex all day.
"We're in a public place, you know," Jaime said. "You're playing with your brother's cock in public."
Emily moaned. "Mmm, I sure am. Maybe I want everyone to see how much I love hot incest sex with my little brother."
Emily swallowed Jaime's cock in one go. She worked her mouth fiercely on his shaft. The slurping and moaning were fortunately much quieter than the music in the club.
"What if everyone just came over and started watching," Jaime said. "They'd all crowd around to see a sister who's such a slut for her brother. Lil would have to put us up on stage. She'd tie you up and force me to fuck each of your holes, and fill them all with brother-cum. All in front of a huge, incest-loving crowd."
Emily came in her pants at the thought of a such a scenario. Being tied up by her big sis? Having people see what a slut she was for her brother? She came a second time just imagining it.
"I suppose I should be glad you both still have your pants on," Lilith said.
The elder sibling sat down on the opposite side of Emily. She smacked her little sister's butt a couple times until she sat up. Jaime tucked his cock away. He was already missing the feel of Emily's mouth around it.
"We weren't bothering anyone," Emily said.
"No, not yet anyway. But legally speaking, there shouldn't be any sexual contact in here except for with the strippers. Plus there are fines specifically for incest violations."
"So no playing with Jaime?" Emily asked.
"Ideally, yes. Why don't you go play with some of my boys? Throw some money at them and they'll do just about anything."
Emily considered for a moment. "Ok!"
She hopped across Lilith's lap and flounced over to the stage. She tossed a handful of bills in the air, immediately grabbing the performer's attention.
Lilith turned to Jaime. "That's the love of your life, huh?"
Jaime smiled. "Yes, actually."
"The girl with her finger up a stripper's ass?"
Jaime looked over at Emily. The guy on stage was on all fours, and Emily did indeed already have her finger up his butt.
"Whatever makes her happy," he said.
"How very noble of you."
Jaime watched Emily's antics for another few moments. With the cunning application of her wad of money, she soon had two of the strippers making out with each other.
"So it's all male strippers here, huh?" he asked. "Not what I expected."
Lilith raised an eyebrow. "Nah, dude. Girls are on the other side of the club is all."
"What? But... son of a bitch. Em probably knew that too."
"Wouldn't surprise me. She'd think it was hilarious if you sat here and watched guys take their clothes off for several hours."
"She probably would."
Lilith stood. "Come on, I'll show you the girls. Actually, I'll just let you into our special viewing area. You can see everything from up there."
She took Jaime on a circuitous route, up a staircase, and eventually to an area set above the bar right in the middle of the building. It was cozy, dimly lit, and had several scattered groups of comfortable chairs and low tables. The sides were lined with tinted windows so you could see the floors below while remaining mostly invisible.
The side of the club Jaime hadn't seen before was much more to his taste. There were boobies everywhere. It wasn't any busier than the other half, but the scenery was so much more enticing.
"Ooh, these really are comfy," Jaime said as he tried out one of the chairs.
"And easy to clean, too," Lilith said as she took the one next to him.
"Yeah, I... didn't really need to know that."
The girl on the stage below had lost the last of her clothing. Jaime watched as she propped herself up on her shoulders, her ass sticking into the air. She worked a very large dildo into her butthole, much to the delight of the onlookers. Then she pushed the dildo out so it shot into the air, and caught it in her pussy. She pushed it out again, even higher into the air. She flipped over onto her knees and caught the dildo in her mouth, taking an aerial deepthroat with remarkable precision.



"That's a hell of a party trick," Jaime said.
"Good, isn't it. Very popular with the drunk guys." Lilith stood. "Anyway, things to do. You'll be ok up here?"
"I think I'll manage."
"Good. Here's some money, just in case."
Lilith handed her brother another wad of small bills. She was pretty sure he hadn't received any of the first batch.
Jaime went back to watching the nakey girls below. It actually wasn't long after Lilith left when someone else came upstairs. Jaime was surprised when said person sat down in the seat his sister had just vacated.
"Uh, hey," he said.
"Hey yourself," said the encroaching girl.
She had to be a stripper. Her top was all dangly bits, and gave the illusion of covering her chest moreso that actually covering it. Her skirt seemed specifically designed to expose what was underneath. As she sprawled in her chair, it was made very clear that she had no panties on underneath.
"You like my pussy?"
Jaime jerked his gaze back up to the girl's face. She was grinning at him. Of course she wouldn't be mad; getting perved on was literally her job.
"It's lovely," Jaime said.
"Why thank you." She smoothed down her skirt, temporarily covering her beautiful bare slit. "I'm Dixie, by the way."
Was he supposed to use his real name with strippers? She almost certainly wasn't using hers. Whatever.
"I'm Jaime."
"I know. You're the boss's brother. She sent me up here to keep you company."
"Ah. Should have guessed."
Dixie was giving him and odd look. He couldn't quite place it.
"So your sister brought you to her strip club?" Dixie said.
"Um, yeah."
Whatever look Dixie was giving him, it was only getting stronger.
"That's kinda hot, isn't it?"
"Hot? I don't see why it would be."
Dixie sat up straight and leaned closer to Jaime. She lowered her voice, even though there was no one else around them.
"I have a thing for brothers and sisters," she said in a near-whisper. "I mean, obviously no one would ever fuck their sibling or any other family member, because that would be incest and wrong and bad and stuff. But thinking about it? Mmm."
Now things were falling into place. Of course Lilith would have sent this particular girl up.
"You like that, huh?" Jaime said. "My big sister bringing me to a sexy place like this?"
"It's kinda hot. Your dick's all hard from watching the girls here. Your sister might have seen it, you know."
Jaime chuckled. "Yeah, Lil might have seen that my dick is hard. That is very true." How little Dixie suspected what Lilith had actually seen and done to him.
"Do you ever, like, think about her? In a sexy way?"
"You mean do I ever think about my own sister getting naked, or sucking my cock?"
Dixie's eyes rolled back for a second, and her breathing went noticeably ragged. "Yesss. Stuff like that."
She unfolded from her chair and perched on the arm of Jaime's instead. He could see quite a bit of underboob from this new angle, and her pussy peeked out at him again. Jaime peeled off a couple bills from what Lilith had left him. He carefully slipped one into Dixie's top on each side, sneaking a blatant feel of her breasts in the process.
"Maybe I should just show you some of the things I think about," Jaime said.
"Ooh, that's a good idea."
"You'll have to pretend to be my sister though."
Jaime could actually see the moisture leaking from the stripper's pussy. Her eyes gleamed with the promise of a fulfilled fantasy.
"Ok... Bro. What should I do?"
"Well, sometimes I think about my sister kneeling in front of me, looking up at me all sexy."
Dixie was kneeling on the floor in front of Jaime before he finished his sentence. Her eyes widened and adopted a surprisingly innocent appearance.
"Like this, Big Brother? Do you want me to see how hard you are for your little sister?"
"Yes. And then... Little Sis, I want you to get my cock out."
Dixie shivered visibly as Jaime called her his sister and asked her to do something sexual in the same sentence. She leaned forward, her eyes still fluttering half closed, and pulled his pants and boxers down his legs.
"You're so hard for me, Big Brother. That's so naughty."
"It's only because the idea of doing sexy sex stuff with my little sister is so hot. It's practically your fault, really." Jaime held out some more money. "If you're really good and show me your boobies, I won't tell Mommy and Daddy that you were being bad and making me hard."
"I will be sooo good, Big Brother. You'll see."
Dixie took the money, as well as the pair of bills Jaime had already given her, and stuffed it all up her butthole for safe keeping. She then removed her flimsy top and showed off her perfect round breasts.
"Very nice. Now how about sucking Big Brother's dick?"
"But that would be incest! We can't do that!"
"Oops, you're right. My mistake." Jaime picked Dixie up and set her on his lap. He aimed perfectly so that his cock went straight inside her pussy. "Whoops, now my brother-cock has gone inside your stripper-sister-cunt, completely by accident."
Dixie's head lolled back and she came from sheer pretend-incest overload. She bounced up and down automatically on her 'brother's' cock all through her orgasm.
"Even though it was an accident and is totally bad and stuff, your sister-pussy feels so good, Little Sister," Jaime said.
Again, his statement and cock combined to elicit an orgasm from the stripper riding him. He grinned. This was fun.
****
A little while later, Emily came upstairs looking for her brother. She spotted him easily, even with a stripped bouncing away on his lap. She approached and casually sat down next to the pair of them.
"I see you made a new friend," Emily said.
"This is Dixie," Jaime said by way of introduction. "Hey, you want to see something cool? Try telling her she's riding her brother's cock right now."
Emily shrugged. "Ok. Dixie, you're riding your brother's cock right now."
Dixie came for about the fortieth time in twenty minutes. She was a mindless incest-slut at this point.
"Ooh, that is neat," Emily said. "Dixie, you're such a good sister making your brother feel so nice with your pussy."
Dixie went through another cycle of orgasm.
"It works every time," Jaime said. "It's amazing, really."
"Yeah, it is pretty cool. Are you about finished though? I thought we could go do some shopping while we're here."
Jaime frowned. "In the strip club?"
"No. Outside. We're kind of in a, like, pinkish-light district. All sorts of interesting, slightly unsavoury shops to look at."
"Alright. Could be interesting." Jaime paused. "Is it ok to cum in a stripper?"
"I'unno. Probably?"
"Good enough."
Jaime came inside Dixie. He filled up her still-spasming pussy with his semen. Then, when there was no more room, he filled up her womb as well. Her tummy expanded outward to accomadate his load.
Emily watched her brother's orgasm blow Dixie up like a balloon. She didn't usually get to watch it happen to someone else. Even though it felt much better having all his brother-cum inside her tummy, it was still fun watching another girl get stuffed with it.
Once Jaime was done, Emily conscientiously taped up Dixie's pussy so cum wouldn't leak all over everywhere. Jaime rolled up some money and stuck it in Dixie's butthole with the rest of her stash. The sibling's left the stripper propped up in one of the comfy chairs, then headed for the stairway. Jaime grabbed Emily's hand and they intertwined their fingers as they walked.
"So, shopping, huh?" Jaime said. "Anything in particular?"
"I've got a few ideas," said Emily. "There's a sex toy shoppe close by that's supposed to be pretty good. I want to see about getting a strapon."
"Lil's got a bunch already. Why would you need another one?"
Emily batted her eyes at her brother. "I just want one of my very own. One specially for pounding your butthole."
"How romantic."
"Right?"
Emily gave Jaime a kiss on the cheek. He smiled at her, but noticed something peculiar. There was some cum on her hair, but it couldn't have been his. For one, he didn't remember leaving any there. For another, she wasn't drowning in it.
"You got something on your hair, there," he said.
"Oh. Whoops." Emily swiped at her messy hair with her sleeve.
"Have some fun with the stripper boys, did we?"
"Maaayyybe."
"Should I be jealous?"
Emily sighed. "No. I mean it was fun and all, don't get me wrong. I had a good time. But... their penises just weren't as fun to play with as yours. And even with four of them they still couldn't hardly cum on me enough to be worthwhile."
"That's kinda how I feel with other girls too," Jaime said. "None of them come anywhere close to making me feel as good as you. Well, maybe Lilith could, because she's my sister too."
Emily nodded. "Yeah, biologically speaking, sisters are the best sexual matches for their brothers, and vice versa. If Lilith really wanted to, she probably could make you feel almost as good as I do."
The siblings walked hand-in-hand out of their sister's strip club. Emily spotted the store she wanted to try, and they walked over to it still holding hands. It was liberating to be somewhere no one knew who they were. If they started fucking in the street, they'd only get arrested for 'fucking in the street' rather than 'fucking in the street while being siblings.' The punishment was much worse for the second type of offense. It could be anything right up to super-death.
The sex toy shop was weird. Not because it contained a multitude of objects one could use for sexual pleasure, but rather because a guy and a girl were having sex behind the main counter. They each wore uniform shirts with no bottoms, and the sex appeared to be fairly uninteresting to the parties involved. She was bent over the counter reading a book, he was on his phone. They were joined at the genitals, and he was making a back and forth motion with his hips, so it probably still counted.
"Welcome to Sexy Time Sex Shoppe," said the girl in a bored voice. "We hope to fill the holes in your life and your body."
"Thanks? I think?" said Jaime.
"You're having sex," Emily pointed out, as though perhaps the pair of clerks hadn't noticed.
"We're setting a sexual mood for our clientele," said the boy.
"We're contractually obligated," added the girl.
Jaime stared for a moment. "Weird."
Emily shook her head and tried to forget the depressing sexual sight she'd just witnessed. This was supposed to be a happy, joyful, pervy wonderland, not a place of misery and dispair. Managers were so innovative when it came to making their stores suck in new and unique ways.
"Ooh, look. Butt plugs!"
Once Emily got in amongst the merchandise, she cheered right up. She browsed through the various sections, inspecting plugs and dildos, leashes and collars, and vibrators in all colours and sizes. She wanted to buy the whole store, but she had to restrain herself. She didn't have enough money for that.
Eventually Emily narrowed her browsing to her real reason for being in the store; the strapon section. Here she was more discerning with her examinations. She needed to find just the right one. It had to be one that would function as an extention of her body, and a perfect tool for fucking her little brother butt slut.
"I wonder if there's somewhere I could try these on," Emily mused aloud.
"I don't think that's how it works," Jaime said.
"Actually," said the female clerk. "There's a fitting room just to your left there. Feel free to try anything you want."
"Great!" said Emily. "What service."
"Is it?" asked Jaime. "Anybody could have used this stuff already."
"We're very sanitary," said the male clerk. "We burn anything that people try and don't purchase in our sex toy incinerator."
"That's a hard way to make a profit."
"Our management team is brilliant and know what they're doing," the two clerks droned together.
Emily had long since stopped paying attention. She'd scooped up several of her favourite options and was headed for the fitting room.
"C'mon, Jai. Gotta try some toys out."
The fitting room was surprisingly spacious with both of them inside. It was also covered on all four sides with mirrors. Emily liked it immediately. She could see everything, from every angle.
Jaime stripped out of his pants and underwear. Emily did the same, then strapped herself into her first test subject. Jaime bent over with his hands braced in the bench on one side of the small room. He stuck his butt out, offering it to his sister.
Emily spread her brother's ass cheeks and moved her head down between them. She stuck her tongue out and licked his butthole over and over again. She got him all nice and covered in her spit.
"Ready?"
"Sort of."
"Good enough."
Emily manoeuvered the tip of her strapon dildo to Jaime's puckered rear entrance. She pushed it in smoothly. She pumped her hips in increasingly rough strokes. Jaime grunted as he once again felt the sweet ache of his rectum being incestuously violated.
"You look so hot on the end of my cock," Emily said.
"You're lucky I love you so much," he replied.
"I really am. But then you're lucky I love you too. It all comes out in the wash."
Emily pounded her brother's butthole for a while, but eventually decided that the dildo was a little too floppy. She'd suspected that right from the start, but had to be sure.
She chose a second candidate and put it on. She relubed Jaime's ass with her tongue before sliding it in the same as the first. She slammed into him repeatedly, her hips making slapping sounds against his butt. Again, though, it wasn't quite right.
Emily tried each toy in turn, systematically going through her whole pile of strapons. They all made her feel so sexy and in control when she put them on, but she needed something a little more than that. She wanted the one she chose to be her special anal connection to her brother; it couldn't be one that felt just kind of alright.
Jaime dutifully took his pounding from each of his sister's fake cocks. His poor little butthole was getting so sore. It was a pleasant ache, at least. He felt both pain and pleasure at having his ass stuffed full of dildo. More importantly, Emily loved making him her little butt slut. Even if he didn't enjoy it, he'd still do it for her. He'd do anything for her.
The last strapon had to be the one. Emily had saved it specifically because she knew in her heart it was the right one for her. Even just putting it on felt right, and when she looked in the mirror at herself, it only confirmed the choice for her. The dildo was close enough to her own skin tone that it appeared a part of her body if she squinted just right. And it felt so comfortable, so right, when she snugged it into place.
"That one looks hot on you," Jaime said.
"It does, doesn't it?"
Emily's eyes had a glazed, absorbed look to them. She turned this way and that, whipping her head around to see herself from every angle. She took off her shirt and bra to get an overall look at herself nude with a semi-realistic fake cock protruding obscenely from her pelvis. Her pussy dripped trails of girl-cum down her legs as she imagined using her new toy.
Still, she had to try it out. She couldn't go on appearance alone. Emily crouched behind her brother one final time. She spent extra time licking his butthole for her last trial. She lovingly kissed and licked all around the tight bullseye between his cheeks, then stuck her tongue as far as it would go inside him. He moaned and wiggled his cute little butt from all the lavish attention.
Emily didn't have to aim her strapon this time. It was a part of her, and it knew where to go. She grabbed Jaime's hips and thrust forward. The dildo was buried in his bottom in one good shove. He arched his back and moaned louder at the sudden, totally expected intrusion.
Emily fucked her brother like a wild girl. Her previous poundings had been nothing like this one. She swore she could actually feel his innards, and the way his ass gripped her as she thrust in and out of him. As far as she was concerned, she'd stumbled onto the pinnacle of modern techonology.
Jaime, too, recognized the rightness of the final dildo. It fit his ass better than any of the others had, and it hit all the right places inside him. He still ached from the unaccustomed brutal fucking he was taking, but was dulled and overshadowed by the sheer joy it brought him. With every thrust he was sure he was going to cum. His cock strained and throbbed, and eventually that was exactly what he did.
The room filled with Emily's blissful laughter as her brother showered the mirror in front of them with cum. She spun him around to get the mirrors on all sides. Their reflected images were all obscured by walls of dripping semen. Emily felt like a sexual goddess.
"God I love you, Jai," she said.
She pulled out him and allowed him to stand up. She kissed with a fiery hunger. Her eyes danced to from side to side, catching their cum-sodden images in her peripherals.
"Love you too, Em," Jaime said.
They got dressed, or at least Jaime did. Emily left her pants and panties off and walked out of the fitting room still wearing her new strapon. She couldn't bear to take it off yet. She marched right up to the counter, her dildo wobbling back and forth with every step.
Neither of the clerks batted an eye. They scanned her toy, took her money, and gave her a receipt. She declined the offer of a discreet bag to carry her purchase in. Only when she got outside did she finally go about stuffing herself back into her pants while still wearing her strapon. It made a noticeable bulge once she managed to get them on. She was fine with that. Happy, even.
Jaime came out a minute later with a purchase of his own. Emily hadn't even realized he wasn't right beside her.
"What'd ya get?" she asked excitedly. "I didn't even know you were looking for anything."
"I'll tell you later," he said.
"Aww, why? I want to know now."
"It's a surprise. It wouldn't be the same if I told you now."
"Fiiine."
Emily affected a sulky attitude, but it was only for show. She was having far too good a time to let anything get her down. Besides, her brother's secret purchase was a sexy, intriguing mystery. Her typically wild imagination was running even wilder than usual, and she loved it.
"The other thing I want to get is a couple skirts," Emily said. "I think there's a place around here, but I'm not sure."
"Skirts?" Jaime asked. "You want to clothes shopping?"
"Sexy clothes shopping," Emily corrected. "I stopped wearing skirts 'cause the ones I had didn't fit right anymore, or they didn't look cute enough on me. But pants are so damn inconvenient sometimes when I just want to get my brother's cock in me."
Jaime was basically always hard around Emily anyway. Hearing his sister's idea for giving him even easier access to her pussy made him even more painfully erect.
After some wandering, the siblings stopped in front of a store. Jaime wasn't sure why, but Emily peered in the window and smiled.
"This is it," she said.
"Here? This looks like a fetish outfit shoppe. Like, leather and masks and panties so small they can't be seen with the naked eye."
"Aaand school girl outfits. You know they've got some in there."
"Alright, they probably do. We can take a look."
In fact, there was a fair selection of plaid skirts. Some were so short they couldn't possibly be meant to be worn in public. Most of them were long enough to function as actual skirts. A few were actually knee length, for those who were more into the fantasy than seeing what was underneath.
"I want something I can wear outside," Emily said as she browsed a rack. "But it's gotta look cute on me too."



"Sooo, what does that mean, exactly? Like, what are we looking for?"
"I dunno. We'll know it when we see it, I think."
The siblings were partly hidden from the front of the store by some racks and displays, and there were no other customers immediately nearby. Emily decided that was good enough. She shed her pants and handed them to Jaime to hold. He watched bemusedly as she tried on one of the skirts right in the middle of the floor.
"How's this look?" she asked.
"Your dick kinda makes it stick out funny," Jaime answered.
"Ugh, fine." Emily unhooked her strapon and handed it to her brother as well. "Now how does it look?"
The skirt came down to about mid-thigh. It was a pretty good balance between respectable and slutty on her. It flared up quite high when she twirled, giving Jaime a few good flashes of what was underneath.
"Maybe something a teensy bit shorter," Jaime suggested.
Emily grinned. "I think you're right."
She swapped her skirt for a slightly smaller one. Again, she stripped and dressed without taking any real precautions against being seen while doing so.
"That's perfect," Jaime said.
"You think so?" Emily turned around to give him a view of the back. "It's not too slutty?"
"Not quite. Bend over a little."
"Liiike this?"
Emily bent over a bit and looked back at Jaime coquettishly. She was still covered.
"A little more."
Emily leaned farther forward, and just kept going. Her hemline crept ever higher toward her ass.
Suddenly, the back of her skirt was flipped up. Emily reached for it, but her hands never made it. Jaime's cock slammed into her tight little pussy without any warning at all. Emily clamped her hands over her mouth to stay silent. They were in the middle of a store, and she'd just gotten surprise sexed by her brother! She came almost instantly.
Jaime pulled out before things got too out of control. His cock and Emily's thighs were coated in her cream. He reluctantly tucked himself back away and flipped her skirt back down over her ass. She straightened up unsteadily.
"Guess you like this one," she said.
"It looks good on you."
Emily made sure there was still no one looking, the gave her brother a quick but heartfelt kiss.
"You do make a girl feel special."
They bought the skirt, and another that was nearly identical except with a different pattern and a slightly more respectable cut. Emily wore the skirt out of the store. Jaime couldn't resist running his fingers underneath it whenever he thought he could get away with it. Emily pretended not to notice his wandering hand, but the wetness all the way down her thighs gave her away.
****
Jaime and Emily were happy to get home that evening. Going on sexy adventures was fun and all, but it did cut into their fucking time.
There were still sex noises coming from their mother's room. Jaime was impressed with Mom and Aunt Krissy's stamina. He and Emily were good children this time and didn't wait outside the door listening to them go at it. Instead, Emily took her purchases straight to her room, and Jaime followed her.
"Today was pretty good, wasn't it?" Emily said.
She examined herself in her mirror. She liked the way the classic school girl skirt looked on her. It would probably look even better with her hair up in pigtails. She decided to try it out and see.
"It was," Jaime agreed. "I liked the parts where I was fucking you."
"Mmm, me too."
Emily finished setting her hair in pigtails. She turned to see herself at various angles, and sometimes flipped her skirt up to catch flashes of her pussy and butt. Jaime wanted so badly to bend her over her bed and destroy her wet sister-pussy. He had something else he needed to do first.
"Hey, Em? You know how you say I'm your butt slut sometimes?"
"Well you are."
"I know. And I know it makes you happy."
"It really does."
"I love you so much, Em. So I need to ask you something."
Emily saw Jaime go down on one knee in the mirror. She turned, confused as to what he could possibly be up to. She squealed and clasped her hands to her mouth when she saw what he was holding. His secret from the sex toy shoppe; a butt plug with a heart-shaped, jeweled base.
"Em, will you be my butt slut?"
"Yesyesyesyesyesyes!"
Emily threw herself at her brother, knocking him over. She showered him with kisses even as she felt tears of joy trail down her cheeks onto his face. It was several minutes before she could rein in her emotions and sit up.
"So that's a yes then?" Jaime asked.
"Yes, dummy." Emily punched her brother lightly on the shoulder. "Of course it's a yes. I've been waiting for this moment ever since about three days ago."
She stood up, then helped Jaime up as well. She looked at him with pure adoration in her eyes. Her brother's butt slut. It was finally happening.
"So, should we put it in?" Jaime asked, holding up the jewel plug. "Make it official?"
"Not yet. There's something that has to come first."
"What's that?"
Emily looked into Jaime's eyes. She grabbed his pants and tore them off. She needed his cock worse than she'd ever needed it before.
"You have to fuck my ass," Emily said. "You have to take my anal virginity with your cock before we put the plug in."
Jaime's eyes widened. "I'm going to be your first?"
"Yes. It never felt right before, not with anyone else, and not even by myself. I'm not sure why, but somehow I always knew it would be you." Emily bit her lip for a second. "I'm glad it's going to be my brother pounding my ass for the first time. You don't know how much it means to me."
Emily flipped her skirt up over her ass and crawled onto her bed. She looked over her shoulder with her sultriest eyes and wiggled her bottom.
Jaime knelt behind his sister. He just stared at her perfect round ass, and the enticing crinkled entrance right in the middle. He saw that a steady trickle was leaking from her pussy down to her bed as she anticipated what was to come.
"Hurry uuuppp," Emily whined.
Jaime dove in and licked all the way up his sister's ass crack. He licked again and again, coating her butthole in saliva. She tasted of pure sex and wantonness. He ate her butthole hungrily until she was wimpering and shaking under his assault.
Emily was hornier than was physically possible. She had so much anticipation building up inside her for her first anal fuck. Her brother's skillful rimming was only making it worse. His tongue was everywhere, and felt like it was three feet long when he stuck it up her butthole. She needed his cock inside her.
"Please, Jai. Fuck my virgin ass already," Emily pleaded. "I need my brother's cock in me so bad."
"Ok, Em," Jaime said. He grabbed her hips and lined up his cock. "Just remind me, who are you?"
Emily smiled. "I'm my brother's butt slut!" she declared happily. "My ass is his any time he wants it."
Jaime slammed his cock into Emily's tight, virgin asshole. She came instantly. Her trickle of pussy juice became a flood. Jaime rammed her ass hard and deep, making her scream in pleasure.
It was more intense that Emily could have ever dreamed. Her ass felt like it was being split open. She couldn't even comprehend the pain of her brother's anal attack. She was getting hammered in a hole that hadn't taken so much as a finger in it before, and she loved every second of it.
Emily was in the throes of multiple orgasms, each building from the last. The delicious agony of her first anal fuck gave her a pleasure she'd never before glimpsed. She knew it was because she'd waited for her brother to be the one to do it. No other cock in the world could have made her feel such pure butthole bliss.
Jaime rode his sister for hours. Her ass tightened around his cock like a vise with every new orgasm he gave her. She took the pounding and begged for more. It was as though her butt was specifically designed to be fucked by her brother.
Finally Emily could take no more. She was a little disappointed to only be able to handle a two hour anal pounding for her first time, but if they didn't stop soon her ass was just going to fall off. The bright side was she was about to get a huge load of cum from her brother.
"Cum in my ass, Jai," Emily moaned. "Your sister needs a big load of brother-cum right in her slutty butthole. I want you to fill me up with so much that it comes out my nose."
Jaime gave a last few thrusts that were hard enough to collapse the bed frame. He shuddered, then came so hard it disrupted the moon's rotation around the Earth. Cum swept through his sister's bowels, filling every cranny of her interior with sweet brotherly love. He pumped her full until she finally made a weird noise and swiped at her face with her hand.
"Ow," Emily said. "It came out my nose. That shit really stings."
Jaime chuckled. He carefully pulled his cock out of his sister's ass, and as soon as it was free he slammed her new plug into place. His cum was securely trapped inside her.
Emily rolled over onto her back. Her tummy showed signs of cum-inflation once again. She had a smile of absolute contentment and satisfaction. She loved her brother, and he loved her. She was filled right to the brim with his cum. And now, after so many days you almost needed a second hand to count them all, she was his butt slut too. Her life was perfect.
Jaime stripped the clothes off of an unresisting Emily. He admired her perfect nude body for a moment, then crawled in beside her for some naked sibling cuddles.
"I love you so much," she said.
"I know, Em. I love you too."
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Emily awoke securely cuddled with her naked brother. She reached around to her ass to make sure her brand new, bejewled butt plug was still in place. She couldn't think of a more romantic gesture than Jaime's proposal to her the night before. She was now officially her brother's butt slut. She loved him so goddamn much.
The one curious thing was how empty she felt. She'd gone to sleep absolutely packed full of brother-cum, and it seemed to have vanished. It couldn't have leaked out of her butt with the plug in place, and besides the bed was still dry. Her body must have absorbed it. That was the only possible explanation.
Jaime looked so cute all sound asleep. Emily wanted to let him rest, but she didn't have the willpower for that. She needed to do something naughty to him.
Emily started by licking his hard cock all over. Jaime twitched and moaned, but didn't stir from his slumber. She then had a better idea, and sat down on his face with her pussy right over his mouth. She felt his tongue sleepily probe her slit. Even unconscious, his body wanted to do sexy things to hers.
Emily rode her sleeping brother's tongue for a while before bending down toward his cock again. It was leaking a copious amount of precum, so she started licking it all up. Jaime's sex-juice was so tasty, but there wasn't enough yet to satisfy Emily's craving. She needed to properly suck him off if she was going to get a proper incesty breakfast out of her brother.
Jaime woke up already eating his sister's pussy, with her throat wrapped around his cock. He didn't question this development. It was getting to be the standard state of affairs. He kept licking away at her, while also grabbing her ass with both hands. With one finger, he toyed with the heart-shaped base of the butt plug inside her.
The tongue in Emily's pussy and the plug in her ass both suddenly came to life. Whereas before Jaime had been licking her on autopilot, now dedication and enthusiasm were felt. She moaned around his cock as he licked and sucked on her clit, while simultaneously wiggling her butt plug.
Emily came hard in her brother's mouth. The flood of pussy cream down his throat, plus the involuntary tightening of his sister's lips, made Jaime cum seconds later. Emily expertly swallowed his massive load as fast as he pumped it out. She drank down so much that it started leaking back out her pussy, and then back into Jaime.
The siblings were caught in an endless loop of cumming and swallowing. Everything they drank cycled through their bodies and back out through their cock or pussy, only to then be consumed by the other. They had inadvertently created a perpetual incest machine. They felt a little panicked by the constant flow, and the way it cut off their ability to breathe, but neither could bear to pull their mouth away from the other.
Eventually Jaime shot a burst of mixed cum so large that it knocked Emily's head away. A shower of mixed penis and pussy juices geysered into the air, then rained down on the conjoined sibling bodies below. Emily lay down beside her brother and waited for the flow to subside.
"That seemed biologically improbable," Jaime said.
"Mmm, sexy though," Emily said.
She kissed her brother. His mouth tasted like her pussy. Even though her tummy was stuffed full of cum already, Emily tasted sex juices on his face and couldn't help licking them off. She had to stop when her belly ached in protest.
"I'm all sticky," Jaime said.
"Yeah, me too."
"And we're going to have to throw out another mattress."
"Yep." Emily kissed her brother again. "Totally worth it."
Jaime smiled. "Sure was."
****
After getting cleaned up and dressed, Jaime hauled the newly sex-ruined mattress downstairs. He was going to throw it in the backyard mattress incinerator, but only made it to the kitchen before he had to stop.
His mom and Aunt Krissy were having coffee together at the breakfast table. They were each wearing one of Christine's robes, and everything about them screamed that they'd been having sex basically all day yesterday. Jaime smirked wickedly at the pair of them. Christine blushed and tried to ignore his stare, Krissy didn't seem fazed.
"Good morning," Jaime said cheerfully. "How'd you two sleep?"
"Fine, thanks," Krissy said. "How about getting that mattress out of the kitchen before it drips all over the floor."
Christine mumbled something and refused to look at her son. Jaime kept smiling as he dragged the sex-sodden mattress outside and disposed of it.
"Hey, neighbour boy."
Jaime had been just about to head back inside when he heard Alyssa greet him. She was leaning up against the fence between their yards, with her head and shoulders visible over the top. Her hair was up in pigtails, and her shirt was sufficiently low-cut to reveal some lovely cleavage.
"Hey, Allie. How's it going?"
"Oh, not bad. You and Em didn't catch the bus with me yesterday though. I heard you were out sick and I got kinda of worried."
"Sorry we worried you. It wasn't anything serious."
"Yeah, I figured. You definitely look recovered to me."
Alyssa grinned at the massive tent in Jaime's pants. He was getting used the leering by now, and he was fine with letting her stare if it made her happy.
"Em should be out any minute now, then I guess we'll be ready to go."
"Sounds good. Hang on, let me come over."
Alyssa held on to the top of the fence and hopped up. She got one of her feet up, then swung gracefully over to Jaime's side. She almost made it, except her pants got caught on a splinter and tore completely off her as she landed. She went bright red as she realized her bottom half was covered only by her panties.
"Oh no!" Alyssa squeaked. "My pants have come off!"
"Boy, that was unlucky," said Jaime. "What are the odds a hot girl would end up losing some of her clothing around me?"
"It's this stupid fence's fault," Alyssa said.
She turned and kicked ineffectually at the wooden structure. In doing so, she gave Jaime a good look at her ass, since her panties only partly covered her bottom.
"You have a very nice butt," Jaime said.
"Aw, thanks. But there's no time for perving on me right now. I need to do something about my pants."
Alyssa retrieved her pants from the fence. She held them up to show Jaime the big tear in them thanks to her unlucky jump. They'd never stay on her in that condition.
"You could always just go without pants."
Alyssa snorted derisively. "Ha, yeah, right. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Me showing off my little panties for you all day. So predictable."
"Well I kinda would. But if that's not an option, you might just have to go and get another pair."
"I suppose I must. Give me a boost this time, would you?"
Jaime held his hands entwined so Alyssa could step on them. He lifted her up so she could get her foot on top of the fence. Unfortunately, she slipped and fell back, and her panties got caught on the way down this time. They stretched and built up tension so that when they snapped, the slingshotted away into the distance.
Alyssa knocked Jaime over as she fell, and they sprawled together on the ground. Her bare pussy landed right on his face, much to her embarrassment and his arousal.
"You're perving on me again, aren't you?" Alyssa asked, though she was already resigned to the answer.
"Kind of hard not to when I get such a pretty little pussy within tonguing distance," Jaime said.
He gave Alyssa's slit a quick lick to prove his point. She squealed and pretended to be outraged by the liberty he was taking.
"You can't just lick me like that," she protested.
"I think you'll find that I can, actually."
Jaime licked his neighbour's pussy some more. He could taste her arousal whether she wanted to admit to it or not.
"You're taking such advantage of me," Alyssa said, merely for form's sake. She had yet to make any attempt at getting off of Jaime. "I've had a serious accident with my wardrobe, and all you can think about it sex."
Protest officially made, Alyssa let her eyes half-close and bit her lip. Jaime was doing some wonderful things to her. She should have stripped her bottoms off and thrown her pussy at him days ago. Apparently that's all it took to get some sweet cunnilingus action going.
Emily wasn't sure where her brother had gone. She looked everywhere for him in the house, but eventually had to resort to looking outside. Her heightened sexual senses quickly zeroed in on Jaime and Alyssa on the ground beside the fence. Emily smiled when she saw them locked in some sort of sexy oral embrace.
Alyssa spotted Emily approaching, and was somewhat worried what her friend's response to the scene would be. Jaime's tongue was working hard on her clit, and she couldn't bear to get off him, so she hoped Emily wouldn't be upset.
"Hey, Allie," Emily said.
She sat down next to Alyssa and Jaime. She was wearing one of her new skirts, and she'd positioned herself such that Jaime could almost see right up it. Emily idly picked at some blades of grass while she waited for her brother to finish Alyssa off.
Alyssa came on Jaime's face shortly thereafter. It was her first outdoor orgasm, as well as her first in front of an audience. It was a deliciously naughty experience. Such was her pleasure that she forgot to feel embarrassed about being bottomless.
"That looked like fun," Emily said.
"Mmm, it was," Alyssa said, finally clambering off of Jaime. "I'd say you should try it except, you know...."
"Because Jaime's my brother and having him lick my pussy would be super-duper bad and stuff?"
"Yes. Exactly."
Emily stood and brushed off the back of her skirt. "I kinda wish I could do sexy things with my brother," she said with a surreptitious wink to Jaime. "He's so sweet to me sometimes, just like an awesome boyfriend."
Alyssa was intrigued. "Sweet how?"
"Oh, like this totally cute piece of jewelry he got me."
Emily pulled her skirt up and stuck her butt out. She wasn't wearing any panties, and the base of her butt plug was clearly visible to both her brother and Alyssa. Jaime's cock burst out the front of his pants at his sister's wanton display. Luckily, Alyssa was too focused on Emily to notice.
"Oh my god, that's so cute!" Alyssa said. "A little jeweled heart that sticks right out of your butt."
"Mmhm, I love it," Emily said.
"I don't blame you. It's so romantic too, because since Jaime's your brother, you know there was nothing sexual about a present like that. He must have just really wanted to make you happy."
Alyssa reached out to touch Emily's new piece of 'jewelry.' Emily was perfectly content to let Alyssa play with it; partly because it felt good, and partly because it was a way to secretly flaunt Jaime's pure, undying love for her without actually giving it away. She wanted to tell everybody, but the potential penalties were far too severe.
"I wish we could stand here and play with your butt some more, Em," Alyssa said. "But I have to get home and get some new pants."
"Nonsense," said Emily. "We have to catch the bus. There's no time for shenanigans, unless they're sexy ones."
"But I can't go to school bottomless! Everyone will be able to see my naughty bits. And I'll get in such trouble too."
"Don't worry. I can sew your pants back up, no problem. I'll have to do it on the bus though, because we don't have any time to waste."
Alyssa was still unsure about Emily's plan. "I'd have to walk down the street half-naked though. And ride to school that way too. I don't think I can do that."
"Don't worry, we'll help. Won't we, Jai?"
"Sure we will," Jaime agreed. "How?"
"We'll go bottomless too, so Allie won't be alone."
Emily whipped off her skirt without a second thought. Any flimsy excuse was enough for her to take clothes off around her brother. Jaime had been staring at two amazingly sexy asses for a few minutes now, and there was no way his cock was staying in his pants even if he left them on. He stripped his lower half so that he matched the girls.
With the siblings now matching her state of undress, Alyssa felt a lot less shy. She'd only be drawing a third of the attention now, instead of all of it. Plus seeing Jaime with his cock out was getting her all horny again, and it was much harder to worry about consequences when she was crazy turned on.
Emily and Alyssa gave Jaime their clothes to hold. Alyssa grabbed his erect cock like a leash and led him down the street. Emily grabbed his butt and squeezed it when no cars were going by. A few times she even ran her finger up his ass crack, and toyed with his tight little hole.
The three sexy, half-naked teens strolling casually along played havoc with the morning traffic. None of the passing drivers could help gaping at the boner-inducing, panty-flooding sight. An eight car pile up formed at one point, but it was all in good, wholesome, exhibitionist fun, so it was alright.
They just made it in time to catch their bus, and took their usual seat together. It was a little bit less squished than usual, since none of them had pants on and that saved some space. There still wasn't very much room to move around.
"I'll need some room to work," Emily said.
"Maybe I could just sit across the aisle?" Alyssa suggested. "That would make it less cramped for you."
Jaime didn't much like that idea. His cock hadn't been in a girl for almost half an hour, and it was throbbing dangerously. His sister was busy, and besides they were in public, so they couldn't play with each other. He didn't know how much Alyssa would be up for, but he definitely wouldn't find out if they weren't sitting together.
"There's no need to go to all the trouble of moving to another seat," Jaime said. "We'll just sit closer together."
"Our butts are already touching. How can we possibly get any closer?"
"Like this."
Jaime picked Alyssa up and sat her in his lap. She gasped as his hard cock slid against her pussy. It stuck up between her thighs, grinding against her with every bump and turn of the bus.
Emily took out her portable sewing machine and some thread. Alyssa's pants only needed some fairly straight-forward, if extensive, repairs. Emily was pretty sure she could manage even with the bus moving, and the distraction of the sexy genital rubbing going on beside her.
The bus went over a particularly large bump, and Alyssa was bounced into the air. Jaime's cock went into pussy-seeking mode and adjusted itself automatically. Its aim was true, and Alyssa was penetrated as she landed back in Jaime's lap. In an instant she was filled up.
"Oh god," Alyssa hissed urgently. "Your cock just went in me, right here on the school bus. And your sister's sitting right next to us!"
"It was an accident," said Jaime, even though he suspected his penis had done it on purpose. "Em understands that. Don't you, Em?"
"Mmhm, sure. Accident," Emily agreed without looking up from her work.
In fact, Emily was having an even more difficult time focusing on her sewing than before. She was already horny from being half-naked and having people stare at her, not to mention having her brother's hard cock within easy reach. Now Jaime and Alyssa were fucking right next to her. How was a girl supposed to concentrate with such sexy distractions?
Jaime wasn't actually sure if he was having sex or not. Alyssa was riding his cock, and the motion of the bus made her bounce and grind on it no matter how still she tried to hold herself. There wasn't actually any conscious intent by either of them, was the thing. It was just sort of happening.
"We can't do this here," Alyssa said regretfully.
The longer Jaime's cock was inside her, the less she wanted to get off it. It felt so good filling up her tight little hole. Somehow, it even turned her on that Emily was right there too. Obviously Emily wouldn't enjoy seeing her brother do sexual things, because that would be weird and stuff. The wrongness of it cause strange, fluttery feelings in Alyssa's tummy.
Alyssa finally tried to pull herself off of Jaime's shaft. She felt a sense of loss and emptiness as her pussy was vacated, but she resolvedly sat down again while making sure she wouldn't land right back on his cock. Jaime's penis had a different opinion, and simply adjusted itself at the last second so that it was resheathed inside Alyssa. She tried again, and again she remained befucked. She was very confused, but it felt good and she was so horny that she just gave in.
Emily tried in vain to both sew and play with herself at the same time. She needed both hands, but her poor little pussy was so wet, and was demanding some attention. Why did her stupid brother have to make her so damn hot and bothered all the time?
Jaime noticed his sister's plight. Her pussy had created a waterfall off the seat and onto the floor. Alyssa was bouncing on his cock and wasn't paying attention to anything other than her own pleasure. Jaime was pretty sure she wouldn't notice some light incest in her vicinity. He hoped she wouldn't, anyway.
Emily jumped at the sudden foreign contact on her clit. Jaime had sneakily reached over to finger her while Alyssa was distracted. Emily melted at her brother's loving touch.
"Thank you," she mouthed silently.
Jaime smiled and winked.
It took the rest of the trip for Emily to finish patching up Alyssa's pants. She finished them just before being brought to orgasm by her brother's nimble fingers. She had to hold in her pleasure overload as best as she could, since she couldn't let anyone find out what Jaime had been doing to her. Alyssa came at almost the same time, and so remained blissfully ignorant of the sibling transgression.
The three of them put their bottoms back on before leaving the bus. As far as everyone at school was concerned, they were just three normal eighteen year old teenagers, fresh off a perfectly normal bus ride.
"Thanks so much for fixing my pants, Em," Alyssa said. She gave Emily a big hug, and stealthily fingered her butt plug one more time in the process. "You're such a good friend."
"Aw, you're welcome, Allie. Catch you later, alright?" Emily smacked Alyssa's butt just before she danced away, then turned back to Jaime. "So, you really got into the neighbour girl's pants this morning, huh?"
"Ha, I suppose I did," Jaime said. "Funny thing is hardly any of it was on purpose. Her vagina kinda just kept getting thrown at me."
"That'll happen." Emily leaned in close so no one else could hear. "Thank you for the lovely brotherly finger-fucking."
"Any time, sis. Any time at all."
****
Emily was forced to reconsider her new choice of wardrobe. She spent the morning even hornier than usual thanks to her skirt, her lack of panties, and her butt plug. She felt a constant rush from the risk of someone seeing right up her skirt, though she did her best to prevent that from happening. She couldn't do anything about the way her plug made itself known every time she sat down, shifted in her seat, or sometimes even just while she was walking.
Usually, if she needed to get off, she could hold out until she got home after school. If things were really bad, she could find a quiet spot at lunch and rub one out. Today, she was already a horny wreck after first period. There was no way she was getting through the day at this rate.
Lindsay, observant and caring friend that she was, noted that something was amiss. She pulled Emily aside between classes to check in with her.
"Hey, Em? You kinda left a puddle on your chair last class," Lindsay said.




Emily sighed. "I know."
"And you've got pussy juice running all down your thighs."
"I know that too."
"Well what the hell's going on with you? You're acting like... well, your brother, I suppose. He's always running around with a tent in his pants all day. Don't tell me you caught whatever he has."
"You mean am I crazy horny with no way to calm down? Because yeah, that's kinda what's up."
"Why though? What's so special about today?"
Emily looked around. There were other students passing them in a steady stream. No one was paying any particular attention. If she was quick, she could probably show Lindsay what at least part of the problem was. She stuck her ass out toward her friend and lifted up her skirt, just for a moment, then dropped it back down again.
"Oh shit, Em. That's so hot!"
The compliment made Emily flush, but also gave her a big smile. "You think so?"
"Definitely. A cute little heart right in the middle of your perfect, sexy ass? I never knew you could accessorize so well."
"Actually, it was a gift. I didn't pick it out myself."
Lindsay gasped and clapped her hands excitedly. "You got a boyfriend!"
"What? No."
"Who else would get you a butt plug, hm? Only a boy who wanted to put his penis in your butt would get you one. True fact."
Lindsay was basically right, but Emily couldn't let her know it. How could she possibly explain he anal devotion to her brother? She needed to twist the story and keep it platonic, just like when she'd explained it to Alyssa.
"Jaime got it for me," Emily said. "But he's my brother, so he obviously has no intention of putting his penis in my butt, or any other hole for that matter."
"Oh, so no boyfriend, huh?" Lindsay said. It was a bit of a letdown for her. She'd been hoping for juicy, sexy details. "I guess that's still a really nice thing for Jaime to do for you though. My brother's never given me a cute little butt plug."
Lindsay bit her lip and thought wistfully about her brother. It gave her tingles just imagining him licking her butthole, then shoving a plug in to fill her up. Maybe she should start dropping hints....
Emily, too, daydreamed about her brother. Both girls lost themselves in idle, whimsical fantasies about super hot incest sex with their respective sibling. They wished they could share their forbidden relationships with each other, but didn't dare because of how frowned upon such things were.
"I better clean myself up a little before next period," Emily said.
Lindsay shook her head, trying to clear it of naughty thoughts. "Right, of course. We should get on that."
The girls found a bathroom and went in together. Emily had intended to wipe herself down, but Lindsay got to the paper towel first. Emily shrugged and leaned back against the row of sinks as Lindsay knelt and patted down the inside of her thighs.
"Man, you really made a mess down here," Lindsay said.
"I was horny," Emily said defensively. "That's just what my plug does to me, it turns out."
"Maybe try some panties next time."
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever."
Lindsay wiped higher up Emily's legs. Emily pulled her skirt up so she could get everything. Lindsay found herself facing a beautiful, bare, visibly aroused pussy. She could actually smell her friend's excitement. Without thinking about what she was doing, Lindsay leaned in and gave it a tentative lick.
"Ooh," Emily cooed in surprise.
She wasn't expecting sudden surprise tongue action. Her intent really was just to get cleaned up, and besides she'd never thought about Lindsay in any kind of sexual way. Now that her friend's face was buried in between her thighs though....
Lindsay didn't know what had come over her. It had started as a simple, exploratory urge. Something about Emily's wet slit had seemed irresistible to her. Now she couldn't stop licking. Emily tasted so damn good, and eating her out so spontaneously, in such public location, was getting her all worked up.
A girl came out of one of the stalls. Lindsay squeaked and pulled Emily's skirt down over her head to hide her identity. The girl smiled and winked at Emily, giving her a high five on her way out. Another girl walked in a moment later, but she saw what was going on, gave Emily a disapproving look, and walked right back out again.
The bell rang, and Lindsay was still under Emily's skirt. Emily hiked her skirt back up until she could see her friend's face.
"Class is starting," she said. "We should probably get out of here."
Lindsay nodded and reluctantly got to her feet. She wiped Emily a few more times with paper towel, then they headed for class.
"I'm sorry about doing that," Lindsay said. "I don't know why I did it, I just really wanted to."
"Hey, you don't have to apologize," Emily said. "I actually quite enjoyed it."
"Yeah, but... those girls saw us. We might have to be lesbians now."
"There is that risk. But hey, I could probably talk to Jai, get him to stick his dick down your throat again. That should cancel out any lesbian points you got today."
Lindsay was touched. "You'd do that for me?"
"Of course. What are friends for?"
****
Jaime was very confused, and a little worried. Emily and Lindsay spent most of English class passing notes and giggling. He got a note too, but all it told him was that he was needed for something important at lunch. He wasn't given any clues as to what it was, despite his insistence to be told.
Pretty much as he expected, Ms. Penny asked him to stay after class. He really didn't feel like dealing with her weird obsession, but he had to humour her and see what she wanted.
"So, Mr. Nallister, I see you still have your... problem," said Ms. Penny.
Jaime looked down at his persistent pants-tent. He sighed. "Yeah, I know, I'm hard and you think it's because of your wicked huge tits."
Ms. Penny was already unbuttoning her blouse. "I think we have time for another treatment."
"Sure sure, but let me just ask something. Am I getting extra credit for this?"
"I... beg your pardon?" Ms. Penny stopped with her cleavage only halfway spilling out of her top.
"You know, when I write you dirty stories, or cum all over your boobies. Am I getting points for that?"
"Well, no. This is--"
"Fair enough. I'll pass then, thanks."
Jaime quickly left the room before his teacher could sort her thoughts out. He'd confused her with confidence, and he really wasn't sure how long it would last. Emily and Lindsay were waiting for him just outside the classroom.
"That was quick," Emily said.
"Yeah, I decided to pass up any extra assignments today," Jaime said.
"How very brave of you."
"I'm not sure it'll work again next time, but it got me a reprieve today. That's something." Jaime shrugged. "Anyway, what important task are we up to?"
"Oh, something very important indeed," Emily assured her brother.
"That's right," added Lindsay. "I need to get your dick in my mouth."
Jaime's cock twitched, but he remained sceptical. "That's an emergency?"
"We had a bit of a lesbian accident earlier," Lindsay explained. "And a couple other girls saw us."
"Lin needs to suck you off a little to cancel it out," Emily said. "Otherwise we might have to be lesbians, and I like fucking yo-- I mean, boys who aren't you...." Emily shook her head and hoped her slip-up wasn't noticed. "I like boys too much, is what I'm trying to say. I'd really rather not have to be a lesbian."
"Oh, ok," Jaime said. "Fair enough then."
Jaime was confused again when the girls brought him to the cafeteria. There was no way they could get a sneaky blowjob in without someone noticing. It didn't matter how ninja-like they were, it just wasn't happening.
The girls were a couple steps ahead of Jaime, however. They had a plan for hiding practically in plain sight. They made a stop at a picnic supplies vending machine, then carried on to their usual table. They pulled a large blanket out of its plastic wrapper and draped it over top of the table like a tablecloth. The blanket reached down to the floor on all sides. Next they took a second blanket and crawled under the table with it.
Jaime waited a moment, then shrugged and crawled under the table as well. The girls had spread the second blanket on the floor, fashioning a cozy blanket fort. They were in the process of lighting some scented candles to provide some illumination, and make for a more romantic ambience.
"So we're going to do sexy things right in the middle of the cafeteria?" Jaime asked. "That seems risky."
"It's not really," Emily said. "We've got it all worked out."
"No one can see anything under here," Lindsay said. "So we can basically do whatever."
"And we've got Cindy, Mindy, Windy, and Zindy to stand watch for us just in case someone does come snooping," Emily added.
Indeed, the four other girls at the table were all sitting around it as if nothing was amiss. Every now and then Jaime saw one of their shoes poke under the blanket, which gave him some reassurance that he was being guarded. He still felt rather exposed, even with the flawless planning and contingencies Emily and Lindsay had worked out.
"Don't be nervous, Jai. No one's going to find us here," Lindsay said. "Even Principal January couldn't penetrate our cunning hideout."
"If you say so," Jaime mumbled.
Still, it was a very cozy spot, and he was with two very attractive girls. His cock was as hard and ready for action as ever. He allowed himself to be laid on his back and depantsed. His naked erection sprang straight upward, ready to be thrust into the first hole to volunteer.
"You know, you don't have to stay and watch this, Em," Lindsay said. "It must be uncomfortable for you to see your brother doing sexy things."
"I don't mind," Emily said quickly. "I mean, it's not like I'm the one who's going to be suck him off and get my tummy filled with sweet, incesty brother-cum."
Emily unconsciously patted her belly to reassure herself that it still contained the remains of her sexy breakfast. She was a little jealous that Lindsay would be getting Jaime's lunchtime load, but all else aside, she had to remember to pace herself. Her body would only hold so much. Besides, it had been super hot watching her brother fill Lindsay up last time, and she had no intention of missing the action.
"I guess you're right," Lindsay said. "I mean, as long as you aren't touching your brother, it could hardly be considered incest. There really isn't any harm in you watching. I'm a little surprised you don't think it's gross, is all."
"What's gross about me watching, and perhaps masturbating to, my brother getting a blowjob?" Emily asked. "As you say, it isn't technically incest, and so therefore must be ok."
"That's a solid, reasonable point," Lindsay admitted.
The matter was settled. Emily sat next to her brother and slipped a hand up under her skirt. She fingered herself slowly while Lindsay got ready.
Lindsay thought about taking off her shirt before she started. It would definitely help keep her cleaner than last time she'd blown Jaime, but it had been so naughty spending the rest of the day with a cum-stained shirt. She decided to leave it on.
The sounds of a room filled with boisterous students filtered through the blanket as Lindsay settled between Jaime's legs. Jaime forgot all about how flimsy their camouflage was as her lips caressed his straining shaft. Slowly, teasingly, Lindsay worked him into her mouth.
Emily's eyes gleamed as she watched her brother's cock disappear. She had two fingers deep inside her wet pussy, while her thumb stayed busy on her clit. Occasionally she wiggled her butt around on the blanket just to get that extra decadent stimulation from her butt plug.
The slurping sounds of lips and saliva on his cock, and the schlicking noises of Emily's pussy seemed far too loud to Jaime. He was sure someone would hear them and pull the blanket back to reveal the naughty scene beneath. When he closed his eyes, all he could think of was being on display for everyone around them. Each of those voices in the room was another potential witness to the sneaky blowjob.
Lindsay was feeling some of the same things as Jaime. She hadn't realized just how exciting and dangerous this blowjob was going to be. Even having Emily spectating and fapping right next to her was doing funny things to her pussy. She squeezed her thighs together and tried to push down the urge to finger herself. This blowjob was about honour and identity, not gratuitous sexual pleasure.
All three teenage deviants got more and more worked up with every passing moment. Lindsay bobbed her head and ran her tongue along Jaime's shaft. Her panties became increasingly damp. When the first shot of his cum hit the back of her throat with the force of a cannonball, she had an orgasm of her own without even touching herself.
Lindsay struggled to swallow the sheer volume that Jaime pumped into her mouth. She deliberately let some dribble down her front, but she kept up with the rest of it.
Emily rubbed herself even more frantically. She watched in rapt fascination as Lindsay's throat bulged and retracted with every massive burst of cum. Her shirt dampened and became nearly transparent from the trickles that escaped. The scene only got hotter to her as Lindsay's belly expanded to accommodate the sheer volume she consumed.
"Holy shit," Lindsay moaned. "I forgot just how much you cum in one go. I should have had a smaller breakfast."
She sat back and rubbed her slightly sore tummy. It was a pleasant ache, at least. Combined with her cum-sodden shirt, it made her feel pretty damn slutty. She was pretty sure she should feel a little ashamed, but mostly she just felt horny and satisfied.
"Goddamn that's a good look on you," Emily said. She'd slowed down her masturbation, but her fingers hadn't gone still.
Lindsay blushed. "Aw, thanks. You think I'd get in too much trouble if I walked around like this?"
"Unfortunately, yes. Your shirt's practically see-through with all the cum soaked into it."
"Yeah, I figured." Lindsay sighed. "Oh well. Ever since last time, I made sure to keep some shirts in my locker that I can put on over top."
"Why not just change shirts?" Jaime asked. "Wouldn't that be more comfortable than wearing your soaked one for the rest of the day?"
Lindsay frowned. He had a point, but it left her without a good excuse to leave her messed shirt on. She gave Emily a pleading look.
Emily punched her brother. "This is girl stuff. There are good reasons, but you're not entitled to know them."
Lindsay brightened up. "Yeah, girl stuff." She gave Emily a grateful smile, then slipped out from under the table to head to her locker.
"I'm confused," Jaime said. "I was just trying to be helpful. Why'd you hit me?"
"Well... because you were being helpful in the wrong way. Sometimes girls don't want to wear what's most comfortable. Sometimes it's about what makes them feel good."
"Yeah, but her shirt was all messy. I mean, it's a nice shirt and all, but doesn't the cum all over it kinda ruin the effect?"
Emily rolled her eyes. "Oh, Jai. You're so clueless sometimes."
She leaned down and kissed her brother. They had a rare moment where they were alone together at school. Each of them independently wondered if they could possibly dare to sneak a quick fuck.
"Hey, guys."
Emily sat up with a start. Luckily, she'd only been leaning over her brother rather than actually kissing him when they were interrupted. Cindy had crawled under the table with them. She was far more interested in Jaime's exposed cock than in the siblings' guilty expressions.
"Hey, Cindy," Emily said. "What are you doing under here?"
Cindy crawled closer and adopted a conspiratorial voice. "Lindsay was just telling us about what you all were up to. And she said she got a delicious, sexy lunch." Cindy winked at Jaime. "Looks like someone got over his shyness."
"It was only so she wouldn't have to be a lesbian," Jaime said defensively. "It had nothing to do with sexiness, or the tastiness of my cum."
"That's fine and all, but you're still very hard."
Cindy knelt in Lindsay's vacated spot. She reached out and touched Jaime's cock oh so softly. She ran her fingers slowly up and down his shaft, testing his reaction. Jaime glanced helplessly at his sister. Emily just shrugged.
"Well, if you want to..." Jaime said.
"Don't mind if I do!"
Cindy dove onto Jaime's cock. She had it buried in her mouth much faster than Lindsay. He was still a little sensitive from cumming so recently, but he soon got over it. A blowjob was a blowjob, and he was soon wrapped up in its exquisite pleasure.
Emily bore witness to the second girl of the lunch period orally assaulting her brother. She bit her lip and rubbed her wet little slit. If it was her fate to watch Jaime get sucked off again, then so be it.
After a sufficient amount of slurping and head-bobbing, Cindy was filled up with Jaime's semen. She did a neater, more efficient job of swallowing his load. Her shirt remained clean throughout, and her tummy ballooned outward from the quantity of cum she consumed. She licked her lips afterward and smiled wickedly at Jaime.
Neither of the siblings was at all surprised when Mindy replaced Cindy almost as soon as the latter exited the secret sex blanket fort. Nor when she was followed by Windy, then Zindy. In perfect alphabetical order, the girls took their turns at procuring their very own tasty, nutritious lunches.
"Is that it?" Jaime asked after Zindy had gone.
"Hopefully," Emily said. "I can't imagine any of them will need seconds."
"Good. I'm kinda worn out."
"I can imagine. You just pumped out five bellyfuls of cum." Emily grinned. "And you're still not soft."
"Well how could I be? Every time I think I'm done, I see you playing with yourself and I get excited all over again. It's even worse when I can see up your skirt."
Emily widened her legs. "Like this?" she asked innocently.
Jaime's cock twitched. "Yeah, like that."
"Sorry about that."
Emily gave her brother a little longer to stare at her pussy, then got up on her knees. The blanket under her was long since soaked. She scooted away from the wet spot, and lay down beside Jaime. She curled up with him and only played with his penis a little so he'd have a chance to rest up.
****
"So it's just a practice?"
Jaime rolled his eyes. "Yes, it's just a practice today. Not an actual game."
Emily frowned in confusion. "Then why would we go watch? I mean, other than cute girls in skin-tight shorts, obviously."
"They made me an honorary team member. I said I'd try to watch them play when I can, so that's what I intend to do. You don't have to come with me if you don't want to."
"Like hell. You know I don't like spending time away from you."
Jaime smiled and gave his sister a sneaky kiss. "Yeah, me either."
The siblings walked into the gym where a few members of the girls' volleyball team were already warming up. More of them were trickling out of the changing room. Several of them waved happily at Jaime when they saw him, and he waved back. Katelyn jogged over to them once she noticed Jaime's arrival.
"Jaime!"
"Hey, Katelyn."
"Glad you could make it." Katelyn looked Emily up and down. "Is this your girlfriend?"
Emily got tingles all over at being called her brother's girlfriend. She tried not to show it. "I'm his sister, actually."
"Oh, of course. I should have known that. Emily, right?"
"That's right."
The two girls shook hands. Emily kept getting distracted by all the girls with fantastic asses running around. Katelyn was more focused.
"So, are you both here to watch?" Katelyn asked. "Or do you want to play?"
Emily was startled. "Me?"
"You're a girl, and this is a girls' team."



"But... I wouldn't be very good."
"You can just practice with us if you want. Or play as a backup." Katelyn shrugged. "Ordinarily you'd have to try out like everyone else, but we've become... fond of your brother, shall we say. So if you wanted to join us...."
Katelyn left the invitation hanging. Emily looked at Jaime, but he was no help. He was staring at the volleyball butts even harder than she'd been. That could be a positive right there; if she was on the team, she'd get a pair of super-tight shorts, and her butt would get more toned in time. And, more importantly, Emily remembered the picture from Jaime's induction into the team. All the girls currently in the gym had been naked and covered in his cum. How could she pass up a chance to get in on that?
"I could give it a try," Emily said.
"Cool. I'll get you set up." Katelyn turned to Jaime before she left. "And I'll see you in the shower afterward," she said with a suggestive wink.
Jaime took a seat on the bleachers. Katelyn and Emily disappeared into the changing room, then reappeared minutes later. Emily was out of her skirt and casual clothes, and into some sportswear. She looked pretty hot in it. If Jaime wasn't already hard, her new look would have done it.
The practice itself was uneventful. Emily wasn't very good, but she tried. She was more easily accepted than another girl would have been because she was Jaime's sister. She was all hot and sweaty by the end, just like everyone else.
Jaime, meanwhile, spent his time staring at butts.
Emily was excited and a little nervous when it came time to hit the showers afterward. She knew basically what to expect, but didn't really know any of the other girls very well. She hesitated once she was in the locker room. The rest of the team members were stripping down quickly and efficiently, and soon the showers were warming up. Emily made a decision and started pulling her clothes off as well.
Katelyn lagged behind her team and waited for Jaime. "You were distracting my girls all through practice, you know."
"I was just sitting there," he said. "Wasn't doing anything distracting."
"Maybe not on purpose." Katelyn grabbed his cock through his pants. "But this thing's been sticking out at us the whole time. It really draws the eye."
Jaime gave her a lop-sided smile. "Sorry about that."
"I bet you are." Katelyn stretched as they neared the locker room door. "Hey, do you think Em's gonna be ok with super secret team sexy fun time?"
"Why, because it's basically a lesbian orgy?"
"Well, yeah, that. Also you're her brother, and that might be weird for her."
"Oh, right. Because as siblings we are definitely not used to being naked and sexual in close proximity to one another."
"That's a good summary of the potential problem."
Jaime thought quickly. He had to be careful not to let his and Emily's relationship slip out. "She'll probably be so distracted by all the sexiness, she won't even know I'm there."
"That could be." Katelyn frowned. "Although, come to think of it, as soon as we walk in there, you're probably going to see your sister getting gangbanged by hot teenage girls. Are you going to be ok with that?"
Jaime swung the door open. As predicted, Emily was surrounded by several of her new team members. One was already buried between her thighs, another was playing with her tits, and a small group was gathered around her ass cooing over her cute little butt plug. Jaime's cock throbbed urgently.
"I'll have to manage somehow," he croaked.
Katelyn, naturally, mistook Jaime's insane lust for his sister as incestuous embarrassment at seeing her all naked and sexy. In her mind, there was a good chance he would freak out. Or, even worse, he might develop sexual feelings for her which would just be bad and wrong and stuff. As team captain, Katelyn felt a responsibility to avoid either disaster scenario.
"Don't look at your sister, Jaime," she reminded him.
"What? Oh. Right. Sexy naked sister bad to look at. Sorry."
Jaime still wasn't looking away. His sister was getting licked and fingered and felt up, and he was staring as though it actually turned him on. Katelyn was getting worried. At this rate, Jaime was going to develop sexual feelings for Emily, then they'd both be in trouble. They could even end up having wicked hot super incesty sibling sex if he watched for too long. That was something Katelyn simply couldn't allow, no matter how hot the idea of it was.
"Here, I better distract you," she said.
"Hm?"
Katelyn stripped off her bottoms. Her bare pussy caught Jaime's attention, which was a good start. She forced him into a kneeling position, then shoved his face into her cunt. He started licking automatically, which was nice. Really, the whole point was to prevent him from seeing anything else going on.
As it turned out, Katelyn's plan was only partly successful. Jaime couldn't see his sister get molested by athletic, teenage deviants, but he still knew it was happening. He was able to pick her squeals of delight out from all the background noise. His cock strained painfully in his pants.
Only after Jaime brought Katelyn to orgasm did she allow him to stand up again. By then, they were the only ones not yet in the shower room. Katelyn languidly pulled off her shirt, then pressed her nude body against Jaime to give him a soft kiss. She licked his bottom lip, tasting herself on it.
"Your girlfriend, whoever she is, must be pretty happy with you," she said.
"Yeah, Em-- I mean, my girlfriend who is not my sister, does enjoy sexy times with me."
Katelyn giggled. "You almost made it sound like you have sex with your sister. You should be more careful about your choice of words."
"I definitely should."
She turned and headed to the showers. Jaime watched her tight ass sway as she walked away. He fumbled with his clothes, then hurried to catch up.
The shower room was a teenage lesbian orgy in progress. Much of it was the same as Jaime remembered from last time. Most of the girls were making out, or licking, or getting licked, or sometimes simply rinsing each other's boobies. The big difference was that Emily was present this time around.
Jaime's cock sense his sister before his eyes did. It pointed the way, and he took a few steps toward her before forcing himself to stop. She was pinned up against the wall while water ran down her slick, tantalizing body. One of the girls had removed her butt plug and was eating out her ass. Emily noticed him staring. She bit her lip and made 'fuck me' eyes at her brother. It took every ounce of willpower Jaime had not to march over and stick his cock up his sister's tight ass right in front of the whole team.
Katelyn, ever vigilant, noted the direction of Jaime's gaze. She was beginning to think she'd fucked up big time by inviting Emily to practice with them. Her foolishness was bringing a sweet and innocent pair of siblings nearer and nearer to the incesty abyss of illegality and damnation. She grabbed the nearest girl and whispered some quick instructions.
A moment later, Jaime was approached by Katelyn's hastily assigned deputy. She sidled up to him and made big pouty eyes at him. He wasn't sure exactly what she wanted, but he had a pretty good guess. He was proved correct when she twirled around, bent over, and presented her pussy for filling.
Emily watched her brother enter and pound a wet little nymph right in the middle of the shower room. There was a tongue at each of her lower holes now, and the sight of Jaime's cute butt thrusting back and forth amplified her pleasure. They had a whole room full of horny, slippery playthings to share. She couldn't believe they were getting away with being so close, and so sexual, even though everyone knew they were siblings.
A few more girls gravitated toward Jaime. The girl on his cock shook in orgasm, and was quickly replaced by another team member who crouched and licked at the juices covering his shaft. Someone else pressed her boobs up against his back and nuzzled at his neck. A lone, delicate finger explored his ass crack, and eventually pressed at his butthole.
Jaime and Emily cleared their respective paths through a sea of pussy. They crawled slowly toward one another; fucking, licking, and orgasming their way closer. Even though they absolutely couldn't, they desperately wanted to be able to fuck each other right there. They were lust-crazed and in love, and they left a wake of satisfied little sluts behind them in their mad quest for exhibitionist incest.
The siblings finally got as close as they dared. Jaime was fucking a girl from behind, while Emily held that same girl's face to her pussy. They stared deep into each other's eyes and fucked vicariously through the shared volleyball slut between them.
Katelyn was getting worried again. Jaime wasn't technically touching his sister, nor vice versa, but they were getting way too damn close. Weirdly, Katelyn felt hornier the more she watched them. Something about the idea of super hot sibling sex really turned her on. She felt guilty upon realizing it, and decided it must just be a result of the sexually charged atmosphere and her brain getting confused.
Little did Katelyn realize, she wasn't the only one getting off to the sibling book-ended threeway. Several of her girls secretly fucked their brothers, or at least wanted to, and so had no qualms about perving on the sexy sibling pair in their midst. The rest of them were just as confused as their captain, but sufficiently turned on by the scene that they couldn't help rubbing their wet pussies while they watched.
Katelyn felt she had to put a stop to this near-incest before everyone in the room was irreversibly tainted by it. She strode toward the sibling duo with determination, but her intervention became unnecessary before she could make it to them.
Jaime pulled out of his latest pussy. His cock sprang up to almost perfectly vertical alignment, then launched a continuous geyser of cum into the air. His semen hit the ceiling, then ricocheted in every direction. Everyone in the room, including himself and his sister, were splashed with cum.
Emily went into instant orgasm mode. She was getting doused with her brother's jizz in front of so many witnesses! They could all see her being her brother's little cum slut, but they'd have to assume it was an accident rather than basically her favourite thing ever. Her multiple, intense orgasms didn't stop until long after Jaime's cock stopped raining sex-juice all over her.
****
The siblings got a ride home from Katelyn. Their team captain still felt guilty, like she'd failed them somehow. She also kept having flashbacks to the two of them dancing in the cum-rain. In Katelyn's pervy mind, she imagined what might have happened if Jaime had slipped and fallen on his sister such that his penis went inside her. She banished such thoughts as well she could, but still found her panties getting disturbingly damp. She was relieved once she dropped them off and got them out of her car.
Emily's phone had been going off practically the whole ride, and she'd been riveted by whatever she was being sent. It wasn't until they got out at the end of their driveway that Jaime was able to get a look at what was so fascinating. It seemed she'd conned most of the other girls into to sending her pictures of their sex-shower aftermath.
"Jesus, Em."
"You like?"
Emily swiped through some more pictures to show Jaime. Most of them seemed to be selfies with her and series of her new teammates. They tended to be naked, smiling, and splattered with cum in every one of the photos. A few of the shots were of several girls, and some were Emily by herself from basically every angle.
"Em, don't you think they'll be suspicious that you wanted, like, a billion shots of yourself drenched in my cum?"
"Nah. Getting all coated like that was an accident, more or less, and everyone knows it. Besides, it's all just to commemorate my first day in the world of over eighteen girls amateur sports."
"I notice you didn't commemorate any of the times after you got showered off."
Emily shrugged innocently. "Oops."
"Yeah, right."
Emily hadn't taken her eyes off her phone once. She was trying to hold herself in the moment the pictures represented for as long as possible. The feeling of displaying her and Jaime's forbidden love in front of other people like that was one of the most liberating sensations of her life. True, none of the girls had known that's what she was doing, so it didn't really fully count, but it was something.
Jaime assumed Emily was simply massively turned on by the photos of so many freshly glazed faces, tits, tummies, thighs, and asses. He was partly right. Emily was dripping like a faucet, to the point where her sneakers squished slightly with every step.
They entered the house, and Emily reluctantly put her phone away. They only just got their shoes off when they were confronted by their mother.
"Where have you two been?" Christine asked. Her arms were folded, and she looked annoyed. "I expected you home hours ago."
"We just ran late at school, Mom," Jaime said.
Christine's eyes narrowed. "Doing school work?"
"Well... I joined the volleyball team," Emily said. That seemed safe enough to volunteer.
"Oh, leave them be, Christine," said Krissy, walking up behind her. "We have more important things to talk to them about.
Jaime and Emily were a little surprised that their aunt was still there. Even more so when she put her arm around their mother's waist. Christine was uncomfortable with the display of affection in front of her children, but she didn't protest. She'd probably have to get used to it.
The four of them went into the living room. Jaime took a seat on the couch. Emily started to sit in her brother's lap, but a stern look from her mother made her opt for beside him instead. Christine then copy-pasted the couch and flipped the new one so that she and Krissy could sit opposite the younger siblings.
Christine took a deep breath. "We have something we need to talk to you about."
"Is it about you and Aunt K fucking?" Emily asked. "Because we know about that already."
"And it's a little hypocritical for you to get on our case about fucking each other if you two are doing the same thing," Jaime added.
Christine flushed. Krissy took her hand and held it supportively. "Your mother had a good reason for being upset," Krissy said.
"Yeah, like what?"
Krissy took a deep breath. "We used to live in a town far from here," she explained. "We were a mostly normal family. Then, as soon as we were both eighteen or older, and therefore capable of falling in love and doing sexy things, we fell in love with each other."
Emily grabbed her brother's arm. "Just like us," she whispered, awestruck.
"It was all good at first," Christine said. "Krissy and I fucked, and we slept together, and we got into all manner of wacky sexual hijinks. But then... it went bad."
"Our parents found out," Krissy said. "And they were so offended, they died on the spot. We called an ambulance, even though it was too late. We didn't know what else to do. The EMTs came in, and we explained what happened, and they got so offended they also keeled over and died."
"The whole town was wiped out within a week," Christine said, nearly in tears at the memory. "No one could handle the idea of two people doing something that was a bit icky, but didn't actually affect anyone else. Everyone we knew or cared about in our whole lives was gone."
"Our love was slightly outside the norm, and therefore was one of the most dangerous things in the world," Krissy said. "If only we'd known."
"Oh, Mom, that's awful." Emily launched herself at Christine, and gave her mother a big hug. "No wonder you were worried about us."
"We never wanted to hurt anybody," Jaime said.
"I know, babies. I know." Christine wiped at her eyes as Emily retook her own seat. "But I saw it all happening again, and I didn't know what to do." She forced a smile. "I know I can't stop true love. You two are too much like Krissy and me. I just don't want you to end up like us, forced to build a new life where no one knows you."
"We're being super careful," Jaime assured her. "When it's convenient."
"Yeah, we only risk total disaster when there's a super hot reason to do so," Emily said. "Or if we're really horny."
"And I'm just going to have to trust your judgement," Christine said. "It's hard for me to do because I worry about you so much, but I'll try."
"Thanks, Mom," Jaime said. "But I don't understand something. If you and Aunt K are in love and everything, how come you haven't been together?"
Emily elbowed her brother in the ribs. "Duh, Jai. They had to hide their relationship from us in case we got offended and died. Weren't you listening to the story?"
"But we wouldn't... oh, they didn't know we'd have the incest genes too. Of course."
Christine cleared her throat. "That's about right. And I guess it's fair to say we don't have to worry about any of that anymore. So, if it's alright with the both of you, Krissy's going to be moving in with us. And we'll probably be incestuously fucking, like, all the time."
Neither Jaime or Emily had a problem with any of that. They congratulated their Mom and Aunt, then slapped their butts and sent them upstairs to fuck each other's brains out. After that, they tossed the copied couch out into the mattress incinerator, since it blocked the tv.
"Well, it's been quite a day," Jaime said, slouching down into the old couch.
"Mmm, tell me about it." Emily curled up with her brother. "I'm kind of exhausted."
"Me too. I'm happy for Mom and Aunt K, though. They'll get to live together again, and be all in love and sex each other up and stuff. Just like us."
Emily smiled. "It's a lovely thought, isn't it? It'll be almost like having a real family with two parents finally."
Jaime frowned. "Speaking of which, did we ever have a dad?"
"Um... I don't think so. Not that I remember."
"Huh. Weird. Pretty sure most people do."
"Yeah. Strange. Hey, maybe Aunt K's our dad."
"But she's a girl. How would that even work?"
Emily shrugged. "I dunno. They coulda, like, touched pussies together and Mom got lesbian-pregnant or something."
"That doesn't make any sense."
"It doesn't?"
"No. Mom couldn't get a uterus full of cum by touching pussies with another girl. That's basic biology."
"Good point. I guess we'll just have to ask them about it."
A muffled banging had started upstairs. Jaime and Emily both went silent for a moment as they listened to the indistinct sounds of hot lesbian parental sex.
"Not now though. Maybe later."
"Yeah, definitely later."
****
Christine and Krissy stayed in their room the rest of the evening. The kids listened to their noisy fucking; first happy for them, then eventually just impressed. Their parents didn't seem to have any intention of stopping.
Emily cuddled with her brother on the couch watching tv. The sex sounds from upstairs were partly drowned out by their show, but were still mostly audible. Emily finally had to flip up the front of her skirt and finger herself a little. Mostly out of habit, she started rubbing Jaime's cock through his pants as well.
Jaime was just was mildly horny as his sister. He shed his bottoms in a fluid motion, without disturbing her hand, so that she could rub him directly. Her soft little fingers tightened around his shaft, but still just idly stroked him. It wasn't meant to get him off. It was more of a comforting, familial gesture; like a hug for his cock.
After a moment, Jaime pushed Emily's hand off her pussy. He replaced it with his own, and at first simply cupped her pubic area with his palm and fingers. Every now and then he pressed against her more firmly, or stroked her softly.



The siblings' gentle mutual masturbation was a particularly intimate way to cuddle. It lulled them into a feeling of safety, love, and sleepiness. Emily tried and failed to suppress a large yawn.
"I think I need some sleep," she mumbled.
"Me too," Jaime admitted.
"But I don't wanna move."
"Me either."
They remained as they were for a while, slowly falling asleep. Jaime finally gave in and stood up. He dragged his sister to her feet, and they began trudging toward the stairs. They left the remainder of their clothing in an irregular trail across the floor.
Jaime went for his room, but Emily redirected him to hers instead. It was all much the same to him, and he flopped down happily on her bed. Emily didn't immediately bounce down beside him, so he rolled over to see what she was up to. It turned out she was just finishing up tightening her strapon into place.
"No, Em. I'm too tried for that."
Emily pouted. "Aren't you my little butt slut?"
Jaime sighed. "Yes."
"And aren't you supposed to take a pounding from your sister whenever she wants?"
"Also yes."
"Good. Those are the right answers." Emily giggled. "But don't worry, I don't have the energy either. I just feel like I need to be inside you or I won't be able to sleep."
Emily lubed up her dildo, then pushed on Jaime's shoulder until her rolled onto his side. She stuck a couple slippery fingers up his butt to get him ready. Once he was prepped, she lay down behind him and carefully inserted her fake cock into her brother's tight rear hole. She spooned right up to him and wrapped her arm around his chest.
"Mmm, that's better," she said. "Night, Jai."
Jaime was already asleep.
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Emily had a very restful sleep. She spent the whole night spooned up behind her brother with her strapon filling his ass. It was a comfortable, soothing position for her, and helped melt away the effects of recent over-exertion.
Her body came awake in sections, rather than all at once. First her arms tightened around Jaime's chest, and she pressed her breasts against his back. Then her hips began rocking in slow, lazy circles, pistoning her fake cock back and forth inside her brother's butthole. She nuzzled at his neck as her eyes opened and she became fully aware of her surroundings.
Emily smiled to herself. She got to wake up naked in bed with the love of her life, already in the midst of fucking him. Even better, it was finally the weekend and they didn't have to get up for school. In theory, she could spend all day in bed pounding her brother's ass. Life couldn't get much sweeter than that.
Jaime moaned in his sleep as Emily gradually fucked him harder. She grabbed his cock and gently stroked him while she explored his anal cavity. He leaked copious precum as she found all his most sensitive spots, inside and out.
Jaime finally woke up when Emily rolled him onto his stomach and really started ramming him. His butthole was getting viciously slain by his adoring sister first thing in the morning. Typical.
"God, Em, you... hngg... didn't even let me... hngg... wake up first," Jaime said.
"I can't help that you're so much fun to molest in your sleep."
"Well, I'm glad I... hngg... amuse you so."
"Mmm, you really do. You've got such a hot little body. I'm so lucky you're my brother."
Emily held Jaime's hips and maintained a deliberate, rhythmic pattern of hard thrusts. She delighted in the way his body reacted every time she pulled almost all the way out, then slammed her way back in. His tight butthole gripped the invading dildo and really made her work for it.
Jaime adjusted the pillow under his head. The sun was just creeping high enough in the sky to come flooding through Emily's bedroom window. When his eyes fell on her mirror, Jaime had a clear view of himself and his sister locked in their incestuous, anal embrace. She had such an aura of radiance and life for first thing in the morning. He still looked half asleep.
Eventually Emily switched to a gentler, smoother stroke. It was far less jolting to Jaime's body than the hard thrusts, and the sensual rhythm lulled him back to sleep. She giggled happily when she realized that her softer ass-fucking could actually relax him that much. She leaned down to kiss his ear.
"My little butt slut," she whispered adoringly.
After some more tender, lullaby butt-fucking, Emily rolled her brother onto his back. She propped his hips up with a pillow, then kept right on sliding in and out of his rear entrance. She hummed a sleepy melody to help keep him in dream land while she violated his unconscious body.
It took a fair amount of delicate work, but Emily got her result. Jaime's internal areas could only take so much loving stimulation before he exploded. His cock twitched a few times in warning, then burst into a fountain of cum that showered both of them. Emily squealed in delight and fucked her brother harder to pump every possible ounce of liquid out of him.
Jaime woke up in a panic with his mouth and nose blocked, restricting his airways. Emily was enthusiastically pounding him while cum billowed all around. He swiped at his mouth to try and clear it, but cum was everywhere and he couldn't make any real progress.
"Oooh, Jai," Emily cooed. "That was a good one."
She squished down on top of him, pressing their slimy bodies together. She kissed and licked at his lips, cheeks, and forehead like a good little cum-slut until his face was somewhat cleared.
"Fuck's sake, Em."
Emily pouted and batted her eyes, though the effect was marred when her eyelids kept sticking together. "You don't like your horny sister all battered in your cum?" she asked innocently.
"No, I like that part. But I'm all covered too. And the bed... goddamn we're going through mattresses. Mom's gonna be pissed."
"Serves her right, passing on her pervy incest genes to us the way she did."
"That's one way to look at it."
Emily was already lapping at his neck. She flicked her nimble, kitten-like tongue over her brother's sticky flesh, gathering up all his tasty cum. Usually she didn't get to taste much of it, since it got shoved down her throat in such vast quantities. This time she got to savour every little bit.
The impromptu tongue-bath continued down over Jaime's chest and tummy. Emily put special care into his cock when she got that far. She licked every single inch of it two or three times over. The coating of semen was replaced with a lavish sheen of her saliva, and a few thick strings of spit stretched between her lips and his dick when she pulled back to get a breath.
"Ok, Em. We need to get cleaned up."
Emily shook her head. "Uh uh. I'm not even hardly full yet."
She sucked one of her brother's balls, then the other into her mouth. She delighted in being able to get cum from their outside instead of their insides.
Jaime tried to push his sister's head away from his crotch. Both her hair and his hand were saturated, and it was hard to get much of a grip. Even when he got a hold of her chin and lifted her face away from his cock, she simply sucked at his cum infused fingers instead.
"Seriously. I'm starting to stick to the bed, and if I don't move I'm going to be glued in place pretty soon. Besides, I'm actually starving. It feels like I'm constantly cumming my body weight, and not eating much of anything to replace it."
Emily tilted her head. She scooped a trail of cum off her tummy and extended it to her brother. "Wanna try some?"
Jaime rolled his eyes. "No, Em. You're the cum-slut, not me."
"Only 'cause you never tried. You might like it."
In spite of her argument, Emily was already lapping at the pool of cum in her hand. No point wasting it if her brother wasn't going to eat it.
There was a loud slurping and squelching sound as Jaime sat up. He was soggy and dripping everywhere, and really badly needed a shower. He pulled his legs free, and managed to stand up.
"Come on, shower time," he said.
Emily was still scooping cum off herself. "Sure sure. Right behind you."
****
There was no sign of anyone else in the house being up yet. Even after a long, steamy shower session and the time it took to clean up Emily's room, the siblings effectively had the place to themselves. They opted not to dress for breakfast. Why put clothes on when you could be naked instead?
Emily, having swallowed a great deal of semen already, wasn't particularly hungry. Jaime was ready to eat just about anything. He went straight for the refrigerator, only to be shoved out of the way by his sister.
"Hey, I wanted to see what's in there," he said.
"Don't worry, I'll make something for you," Emily replied. "You've been feeding me such lovely breakfasts lately. I feel bad not being able to reciprocate."
"Aw, you don't have to worry about that. I love filling your tummy up with cum almost as much as you enjoy swallowing it."
"Mmm, I know. But still."
Emily gave Jaime a quick kiss, then went back to examining the ingredients available to her. Jaime stared at her ass while she rummaged through the fridge. He hadn't been inside her even once yet today, and his hunger and horniness were warring internally.
"We've got a lot of eggs. Maybe I'll whip up a quick and simple salmon quiche with a side of seven layer waffle omelette," Emily mused. "Does that sound ok?"
"I do enjoy waffle omelettes. And seven is the best number of layers."
"Good. That's settled then."
Emily put on a cooking apron over her otherwise nude body. It protected her naughty bits from the front, but left her rear quite exposed. Since Jaime was mostly watching her from behind, he rather approved of the outfit. The way the apron strings draped down over her ass really drew his attention to her butt plug.
"God your ass is nice," Jaime said.
"Aw, thanks, Jai. That's so sweet of you to say."
As Emily gathered the things she needed, she put a little extra wiggle in her hips for her brother's benefit. She loved knowing that he was staring at her butt, and probably thinking about shoving his cock up it too. For that matter, she couldn't help sneaking peeks at her sexy, naked brother. She was very tempted to bend over the counter and get him to plough her ass for a few hours. He needed his food, though. They couldn't very well fuck all day if he died of starvation.
Jaime was exercising all his restraint to simply watch his unbearably hot sister instead of molesting her. He wanted her so badly his dick ached. She was preparing one of the most complex quick-and-simple recipes she knew, and needed to concentrate. However, try as he might, he couldn't resist the pull of their mutual sexual attraction.
Emily giggled as she was poked from behind. She was busy measuring and mixing ingredients, so she couldn't turn around. Instead, she stuck out her butt a little more and cooed as Jaime rubbed his cock all over it. Her pussy was forming tiny rivers down her thighs, and puddling at her feet.
"Be gentle, Jai," she warned. "I'm doing some precise measuring."
"I'm trying," Jaime said, his voice a sultry whisper in her ear. "I just can't help myself. You're too irresistible."
"What, just because I'm mostly naked and you're horny?" Emily teased.
"Partly that. Also you're the hottest girl ever, and I love you, and I get anxious if I don't get my penis inside you on a regular basis."
"Mmm, you're so romantic sometimes."
The siblings stood locked in a semi-sexual embrace. Jaime's cock slid up and down Emily's ass crack, then eventually far enough down to pop between her legs. Emily bit her lip and tried to ignore the sudden grinding on against her wet slit. Between that and her brother's hands running all over her body, she was having a tough time of it.
Jaime felt up his sister's wicked awesome tits under her apron. He thrust his cock along her perfect little pussy, driving both of them crazy. He needed to be inside her. Other than figuratively literally starving to death, fucking the shit out Emily was the only thing he could think about.
Inevitably, Jaime's penis penetrated his sister. It was physically impossible for their genitals to be so close together for very long without conjoining. The siblings sighed in relief as their background separation anxiety was sated. They were so incestuously in love that they simply weren't complete unless they were engaged in some form of depraved sexual act with one another.
Jaime ravaged Emily's pussy as gently as he possibly could. She moaned happily as she was filled up again and again with sweet, sweet brother-cock.
"Ok, I need to put this stuff in the oven now," Emily said.
"Got it," Jaime said.
They shuffled over to the oven together. Jaime didn't so much as break his rhythm as he fucked Emily every step of the way.
"Mmm, alright. Now we've got about an hour before everything's cooked," Emily said. "Whatever shall we do in the meantime?"
"Well, I could spend all that time wrecking your cunt," Jaime said.
"Ooh!"
"Ooorrr..."
Emily gasped as her butt plug shifted. Jaime fingered it, wiggling it back and forth, then grasped it and pulled it slowly out of his sister's super-tight butthole. Her ass gaped open slightly upon its removal, and it felt empty and lonely to her after having it plugged for so long.
"I don't like having my butt empty, Jai."
"I know, Em. Don't you worry about that."
Jaime reached around Emily's head and offered her the plug. She accepted it into her mouth to suck on like a pacifier. Jaime then ran his cock all over her butthole, coating it in cunt cream. He dipped his cock back in her pussy to relube it, then slammed into his sister's ass.
Emily exploded in orgasm the very instant her bottom was brutally entered. She screamed in pleasure, but the sound was muffled by her makeshift gag. Her pussy gushed with every thrust into her delicious ass. The floor beneath was getting slick, and she had to be careful with her footing.
The siblings spent the rest of the hour vigorously fucking. Emily was in a constant state of orgasmic bliss as she was anally destroyed by her loving brother. Her juices collected deeper on the floor, eventually lapping at their ankles.
Jaime timed his orgasm to go off just before the timer on the food. He kept pumping Emily's butt while his cum flooded into her. His semen cyclone filled and stretched her inner cavities until he was finally spent. He retrieved his sister's butt plug from her mouth, then carefully pulled his cock out of her ass and replaced it with the plug. Not a drop was spilled.
"Goddamn," Emily moaned. "That was amazing. You fucked the shit out of my little butthole."
"And filled it with cum," Jaime added. "It's the least I can do for my favourite sister slash butt slut."
Emily swooned into Jaime's arms. Partly she was feeling a bit faint due to his romantic sentiments, but part of it was dehydration due excreting so much pussy juice. Luckily, the cum inside her was automatically being synthesized into replacements for her lost fluids.
They'd made quite a mess of the kitchen and had to clean it up before anyone, especially their mother, saw the state of it. While Emily dealt with breakfast, Jaime opened the front door and let the sex juices drain out of the house, after which he mopped up what was left. By that time, Emily had set the table and served breakfast. Jaime dug in eagerly.
"This is so good, Em."
"Yeah? You really like it?"
"Sure do."
Emily doffed her apron and sat down to eat with Jaime. She took a much daintier portion, since her brother's cum was the majority of her diet these days. It was nice to have something different once in a while, just for variety.
It was midway through the siblings' breakfast by the time anyone else showed signs of life in the house. They heard footsteps and a repeated thumping coming down the stairs. Krissy came through the kitchen doorway moments later. She appeared bedraggled, and was dragging a soggy, sex-ruined mattress behind her. She wore only a partly buttoned blouse, and a pair of panties that tried in vain to cover her milfy ass.
"Morning, Aunt K," Emily and Jaime chorused.
Krissy had been hoping to avoid seeing the kids on her trek to the mattress incinerator. It undermined her authority somewhat to have them witness the result of her and Christine's sexcapades. Even worse, they were fully naked, and had a radiant, sexual glow about them. It made her want to tie them down and do terrible, incesty things to them.
"How come you two aren't wearing any clothes?" Krissy demanded.
"It's easier to fuck when we're naked," Jaime said.
"And it's super sexy," Emily added.
"Well cut it out with being super sexy," Krissy said. "Go get dressed."
"We're eating," Jaime said.
"And besides, you're not setting a very good example for us," Emily said. "Those tiny panties you're wearing don't hardly cover you at all. Walking around like that with your big bubble butt hanging out, poor Jaime's gonna get ideas. Aren't you, Jai?"
"I do kinda want to stick my dick in your butt, Aunt K," Jaime admitted.
Krissy went slightly weak in the knees, but had to maintain appearances. "Clothes! Now!"
"Fiiine."
Krissy was treated to a fantastic view of the siblings' bodies as they stood and left the room. They were so hot it was unfair. How was she supposed to be a good aunt to them when they were such fuckable little things?
Aside from merely getting crazy horny, Krissy also noted the heart shaped jewel sticking out of Emily's butthole. She assumed, quite correctly, that Jaime had purchased it for his sister. If he'd made Emily his butt slut, they truly must be in super incest love with each other. Krissy found the thought very romantic, and made it all the harder for her to maintain her discipline around them.
Jaime and Emily ran into their mother on their way to getting dressed. She was just coming out of the shower, with a towel wrapped around her otherwise nude body. Jaime's bobbing, erect cock was hypnotic as he walked straight toward her.
"Guess you and Aunt K have been having a good time, huh Mom?" Emily said.
Christine flushed. "You noticed that, did you?"
"Yeah. We're really happy for you," Jaime said.
He and Emily gave Christine a big hug from either side. They each independently reached under her towel for a quick grab of her large, firm mommy-butt. Christine squeaked and slapped their hands away, but her heart beat quite a bit harder afterward. She bit her lip and squeezed her thighs together as she watched them walk away.
****
It was a nice, sunny day out. After getting dressed, Jaime and Emily wandered outside to enjoy the sunshine. In deference to Aunt Krissy's wishes, they were properly dressed in shorts and t-shirts.
"It'd be a nice day for napping a in a hammock," Jaime observed.
"Mmm, good idea," Emily said. "I could go for some sunny hammock cuddles."
Jaime frowned as he gazed about the yard. "We had some lovely shady trees we used last year. Did we cut them down?"
"I don't think so. Maybe we put them in the garage for the winter and never got around to bringing them out again."
"Hm, that could be."
The sibling lovers waded into their messy garage to see what they could find. There was junk of every description, and no sort of filing system to make things any easier.
"Hey, I found some boxes with Lil's name on 'em," Emily said. "I wonder what she's keeping in here."
"Are you going to snoop?"
"Hell yeah I am."
Emily carefully peeled back the tape on top of a box marked "LILITHS STUFF STAY OUT THAT MEANS YOU EMILY." She pulled back the flaps, then squealed and jumped away.
"What? What is it?" Jaime asked.
"Strippers!"
"In the box?"
"Yeah. There's a whole nest. This must be stuff from her club, and it got infested before she stuck it in here."
Emily inched back toward the box, then gave it a shove to tip it over. Scantily clad boys and girls, all over eighteen, of course, tumbled out onto the garage floor.
"Shoo! Shoo!" Emily waved her arms and herded the strippers toward the door. After a moment of confusion, they scurried out, down the driveway and across the street.
"Huh," Jaime said as he watched the strippers scatter. "Do you think they were in there long? They might have gone feral."
"I think they'll be fine. They'll migrate back to Lil's club and be with their own kind again. It's all good."
Jaime nodded. "So what else is in the box?"
"Um... looks like sex toys."
"More of them? She's got a whole store's worth in her room, and you're telling me that wasn't all of them?"
"Basically, yeah." Emily fished around the naughty treasure trove. "Hey, check this out." She held up a collar. It was pink, and felt like leather in her fingers. She opened it and wrapped it loosely around her neck. "What do you think?"
"Makes me think about putting a leash on you and taking you for a walk."
Emily's panties flooded. "Done and done." She secured the collar in place, then dug around the box for a leash.
"Em, no. That's Lil's stuff."
"So? It's her extras. She'll never know."
"She will too. She'll be pissed."
"You mean she might... punish me? Sexually?"
Jaime saw the look in his sister's eyes. There was no reasoning with her.
"Fine, leave the collar on. I found the trees, though. Come help me with them."



Together, Jaime and Emily dragged the two large, shady trees out of the garage. Luckily they were self-planting models, so they didn't have to do a lot of tiresome digging to get them back in the ground. After that, it was a simple matter of stringing a hammock up between the trees.
Jaime crawled in first, then Emily sprawled partly on top of him. They snuggled together under the dappled sunlight filtering through the leaves above them. Jaime had his arm around Emily, and idly rubbed her boobs through her shirt. She massaged his penis from time to time through his shorts. They both found the experience relaxing, and only barely incesty or sexual at all.
A little while later, Alyssa came poking around. She was bored, and assumed her neighbours would be around somewhere. When she saw they had their hammock trees set up, she guessed correctly that they might be using them. She found Jaime and Emily lying together, half-asleep, with their hands on each other's naughty bits. That part seemed a little strange to her.
"Hey, guys," Alyssa said. "What'cha up to?"
Emily cracked her eyes open. "Hey, Allie. We're just chllin'."
"Uh huh. Well... you kinda have your hand on your brother's dick. And it doesn't seem like you're just teasing him in some way, which would be fine for siblings to do."
"Oh, yeah. I guess I do. I can assure you it was all just platonic sibling closeness, though. Nothing sexual about me fondling my brother just now."
Alyssa nodded. "That's fine then. As long as it's not sexual."
Emily gave Jaime's cock another non-sexual squeeze, then stretched and sat up. Jaime, feeling a sudden absence of sister-cuddles, opened his eyes. Alyssa was wearing a cute little top that accented her boobs nicely, and it immediately drew his attention.
"That's a nice outfit," Jaime said.
Alyssa smiled. "Thanks."
"I think it would look good in a pile on the ground," Emily put in.
Jaime nodded in agreement, but Alyssa just giggled and shook her head. "You guys are so silly sometimes," she said.
"If you say so," Jaime said. "Anyway, what brings you over?"
"Enh, just bored. Thought maybe something'd be going on over here."
"Like sex?"
"Maybe." Alyssa bit her lip. "I don't know if I'm in the mood for it right now, though. My mom's been out sunbathing, and she isn't wearing very much. I don't like when my parents wear skimpy outfits like that."
Jaime and Emily both perked up at the mention of Alyssa's mom in a semi-nude state. Their friend might not want to see her mother in a sexual light, but they had no such compunctions.
"She's out right now?" Jaime asked.
"Yeah, right over in our back yard," Alyssa said. "But-"
The siblings were moving before she could finish her sentence. She had to hurry to catch up with them.
"Damn, look at that ass," Emily said.
She was right next to Jaime, both of them peering over the fence between their and Alyssa's yards. Alyssa's mom was lying out on a blanket, facing away from them. Her top was untied as she lay on her stomach, and her big, juicy ass was covered only with a flimsy little bikini bottom.
"Don't be weird, guys," Alyssa said. "That's my mom."
"Yeah, but she's hot," Emily said. "You'd fuck her, right Jai?"
"Damn right I would," Jaime concurred. "I'd pound that tight milf butthole li-"
"Ew ew ew! Gross, Jaime," Alyssa said, squeezing her eyes shut. "That's fucked that you'd talk about pounding my mom, especially right after we had sex yesterday. Even if it was accidental sex."
"Don't be jealous, Allie," Emily said. "We'd still rather fuck you than your mother."
"Well... thanks, I guess. I just- wait, what do you mean 'we'?"
Emily grinned and pulled down her shorts. She was wearing her strapon underneath, and her fake cock sprang to attention once it was released. Alyssa's jaw dropped. She turned to the other side to find Jaime's bare cock pointed at her as well.
"What the hell!" Alyssa said, almost at a scream.
"You don't want to fuck?" Jaime asked. "Is it because we're outside? Or because your mom's right across the fence? Or because this is gratuitous and unromantic as hell?"
"No. It's because you're brother and sister. You can't both stick your dicks out at me. That's... well, it's not technically incest yet, but it's close."
Emily rolled her eyes. "We're not fucking each other this time-"
"Or ever," Jaime interjected quickly.
"Right, we're not fucking each other ever, because that would be bad and stuff. We're just going to pound you from opposite ends. It's not gay if our balls don't touch."
"Incest," Jaime corrected.
"What?"
"It's not incest if our balls don't touch."
Emily waved her hand and shrugged. "What he said."
Alyssa bit her lip. She had a feeling she was being tricked into something sexy, but also dirty and morally questionable. She was entirely correct. "I don't know, guys..."
"Come on," Emily said. "I'll face fuck you a little, Jai'll pound your sweet teen twat. It'll be a good time."
It was a tempting offer. Alyssa was very interested in getting Jaime's cock inside her again, but she was far less certain about Emily being involved. It seemed kind of lesbiany to have another girl fuck her with a strapon. Besides which, she still wasn't convinced that this sibling threeway wasn't severely illegal.
"I don't think we should do that," Alyssa said, somewhat regretfully.
Jaime and Emily exchanged a glance. They were pretty horny from staring at Alyssa's nearly-naked, sunbathing mother, as well as getting excited about possibly fucking Alyssa together. Neither was keen to give up on some casual sexy time, but what else could they do?
"Alright, it was just a thought," Jaime said. "We don't have to do any hardcore, public, incestuous, threeway action if you're not up for it. Might've been fun is all."
"Yeah, that's cool," Emily agreed. "We can just hang out non-sexually. That's a thing people do. I think."
Emily pulled her shorts back on, but Jaime was stuck looking around in confusion. His shorts seemed to have vanished on him.
"Dammit, where'd they go?" Jaime mumbled to himself.
For some reason, Alyssa had been unable to help herself. She may have been uncomfortable with getting double teamed by the super-hot brother sister combo, but she was really enjoying Jaime's cock sticking out all rigid and uncovered. She'd grabbed his shorts when he wasn't looking, almost by reflex. When he had his back turned, she threw them over the fence and out of sight. Emily saw the sneaky manoeuvre and winked complicitly.
"Guess you'll have to go bottomless, bro," Emily said.
Jaime shrugged. "Yeah, guess so. As long as that doesn't bother you too much, Allie?"
Alyssa shook her head quickly. "No, that's fine. I'm ok with you being all sexy and half-naked."
"As long as you're sure."
The girls made Jaime walk in front of them back to the hammock. He knew they were just sneaking peeks at his ass, they weren't at all subtle about it, but he was fine with that. The hornier they got, the sooner he'd get his cock inside one or both of them.
Jaime fell back into the hammock perpendicularly to the way he'd lain before. His legs dangled onto the ground, and his mighty erection stuck straight up like a mast catching the passing breezes. Emily and Alyssa flanked him, each resisting the urge to strip down and mount him wantonly.
The three teens chatted and relaxed in the partial shade of their freshly-planted trees. From time to time Jaime would grab a sneaky handful of boob or pussy, though in his sister's case he kept getting her dildo instead. Likewise, the girls would frequently stretch out and run their fingers over his skyward straining cock. It kept them all on edge, and their minds firmly in the gutter.
Eventually Emily got too warm wearing her strapon under her shorts. It simply wasn't a practical way to dress on a warm day. She unselfconsciously pulled her shorts and harness off, then decided just to stay bottomless. Jaime fully approved, and gave her wet little pussy a stealthy fingering when Alyssa wasn't looking.
Since Jaime had two warm bodies snuggled next to him, he was the next to start feeling too hot. He removed his shirt, then settled back down where he'd been. Soon after, Emily took off her shirt as well. This time she was more interested in getting naked for pervy reasons than in cooling down.
Alyssa was concerned about Jaime and Emily both stripping down, like they were doing something supremely naughty and she was about to be caught up in it. However, nothing much happened other than that, and she gradually relaxed her guard. She was perfectly content to lie next to a fully nude Jaime, since it made her pussy all squishy. She even had to admit that Emily was pretty super-hot too, for a girl. It was almost too bad they were siblings because they would have made an amazing couple otherwise.
Since nothing untoward or indecent happened, Alyssa finally gave in and took her clothes off too. It was liberating to be free and unclothed on such a warm day. She lazily rolled onto her side and cuddled up with Jaime. Her pussy accidentally pressed against his hip, and she couldn't help grinding on him a little.
Other than a throbbing erection, two very wet pussies, some hard nipples, wandering eyes and hands, dirty thoughts, and some minor rubbing of various body parts, the three naked, sexually charged teens cuddled together in a totally platonic and non-sexual way. They relaxed and enjoyed the warmth of the sun and the caress of the breeze on their bare skin. It was enough to lull them into a half-asleep daze.
A little while later, Alyssa's mom realized she hadn't seen her daughter anywhere for a bit. She wasn't too worried about it, but she got up to check around and see if she could spot her. One of the first places she checked was the neighbour's yard, and she smiled at the clump of sexy, naked teenagers lazing in a hammock. She was always telling her daughter that nudity was nothing to be ashamed about, but Alyssa seemed to think that being unclothed around family members was weird. It was nice to see her loosening up.
Jaime was the only one awake at that point, so he was the only one to notice Alyssa's mom peering over the fence at them. She hadn't put her top back on, and he got a pretty good shot of her sweet, motherly tits.
"Hello, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom," he said.
"Hello, Jaime. Don't mind me, I was just checking on Allie."
Jaime glanced at Alyssa's beautiful, naked form beside him. "Er... we're just napping. Without clothes on. For reasons."
"Oh don't worry about that. Nudity is perfectly natural and very good for one's mental well-being. I'm glad you and your sister seem to be having a positive influence on my daughter."
Jaime shrugged. If that's what she thought it was, who was he to argue. "I'm glad you think so. And since we're being so relaxed, may I just say those are some wicked tits you have there."
Alyssa's mom flushed, but smiled at the compliment. "I think you may have slightly misunderstood my point, but... thank you."
"Anytime. Just let me know if you ever need any of your lovely milf holes filled up. I like to help when I can."
Alyssa's mom laughed and waved her hand dismissively. "Oh, you. You're such a flirt."
"If you say so."
"Well, you three have fun. Just make sure not to get too much sun."
"Sure thing, Mrs. A."
The girls were still dozing. Alyssa's thumb was in her mouth, and her other hand rested on Jaime's chest. Emily was also sucking her thumb in her sleep, but her free hand had instinctively gone to her brother's cock. Her soft fingers wrapped loosely around his shaft, but didn't move other than that.
Emily and Alyssa looked so serene and innocent in their outdoor slumber that Jaime couldn't bear to disturb either of them. The problem was that he was really horny and was getting to a point where he desperately needed to cum. He tried to calm his mind, but he had two soft, sensual bodies pressed up against him. It was impossible to take his mind off his sexual needs.
Even worse for Jaime, he caught some movement in his mother's bedroom window. Christine stood naked in her room, her full breasts unwittingly exposed to her son in the yard below. Jaime's cock twitched impatiently as his hot mom made him even more desperate for sexual release. After a moment, Aunt Krissy showed up in the window behind Christine. She, too, had a bared chest, and her breasts were twins of her sister's. Krissy started kissing the back of Christine's neck-much to Jaime's awe and arousal-and soon the two milfs were making out vigorously.
Jaime groaned and tried to disentangle himself from the lithe temptresses in his arms. He only succeeded in waking them, and they stirred sleepily. Luckily his mom and aunt soon dropped out of sight and let him focus on the girls closer by.
"What're you getting up for, Jai?" Emily asked as she rubbed her eyes.
If Alyssa wasn't there, Jaime would have simply told his sister about the lesbian scene he'd witnessed, then proceeded to fuck her silly. As it was, he had to improvise.
"Um, I just worried we might be getting too much sun," Jaime said. "I wouldn't want any of us to burn."
"Ugh, yeah. Sunburns suck," Alyssa agreed. "My body's not used to being naked outside. I should probably put some sunblock on."
"Definitely," Emily said. "I could go for some creamy goop being rubbed all over me right about now." Her eyes went dreamy, and she was lost in her pervy imagination for a moment. "You know... cum's basically the same as sunscreen..."
"Ew, no, Em," Alyssa said.
"Why not? Don't you want Jaime's cum all over your tight, teenage body?"
"Well... kinda. Maybe. But there's no way it works like sunblock. And wouldn't it be weird for you to have your brother's sexy sex-cream all over you?"
Emily gushed at the thought. "Only one way to find out."
The girls looked at Jaime appraisingly. Emily was busy mentally calculating the average volume of semen he produced in a load, and the amount of surface area it needed to cover. Alyssa was making up her mind as to whether she was really willing to participate in the experiment. It was for science, after all.
"How do we get him to cum?" Alyssa asked. The way Emily grinned at her made her feel like it was a stupid question.
"The usual way," Emily replied.
Alyssa shrieked as Emily wrestled her to her knees, then onto all fours. She looked back and saw that Jaime was staring fixedly at her butt. He looked about ready to punch out a house in order to get at her pussy. His unrestrained lust made her feel sexy, and she was already pretty horny to start with. She wiggled her hips in invitation even before she'd quite made up her mind about it.
Jaime was finally given a target, and he was beyond ready for something to sheathe his dick in. He launched himself at Alyssa's bottom and plunged his cock straight into her waiting hole. He sighed in contentment at having a velvety soft cunt wrapped around his shaft once more. Emily had truly spoiled him, because he was beginning to see sexual penetration as his default state of being.
"Oh my god," Alyssa moaned.
"Feel good?" Emily asked, though she knew the answer.
"Your brother is so deep in me. My little pussy is sooo fuuulll of cock."
Emily's eyes rolled back momentarily as she recalled just what that felt like. Getting fucked by her brother was basically the eighth wonder of the world as far as she was concerned. It made her kind of envious that she wasn't the one getting fucked right now.
Sounds of moaning and the slapping of flesh on flesh carried across the yard. Jaime pounded Alyssa harder than the hot neighbour girl had ever been fucked before. Her arms gave out on her after a while and her face hit the grass. Emily had to sit with her legs folded and laid Alyssa's head in her lap so the poor girl didn't get driven head-first into the ground.
Alyssa was taking a pussy-slamming like she'd never dreamed of. Her whole body was being turned to jelly as she was hammered over and over from behind. She was dimly aware of Emily cradling her and stroking her hair, but most of her world had shrunk to her constant, delicious violation. Her pussy spasmed and clenched around its invader, and she ascended into a state of orgasmic bliss.
The brutal fucking lasted less than an hour, which was just as well since if it had gone all day, the three teens would have been burned to a crisp by the end. Emily expertly recognized the signs of impending orgasm like a cat sensing an earthquake. She pulled Alyssa off Jaime's cock at the very last instant before jets of pure cummy goodness filled the sky and blacked out the sun.
Emily spread her arms and laughed joyfully as she was showered in brother-cum for the second time that day. She turned her body in every direction to get an even coating over every inch of skin. Alyssa was still mostly comatose from over-sexuation, so Emily made sure to roll her over a few times and get her all nicely battered as well.
In the aftermath of the sexual snowstorm, both girls were absolutely drenched. Emily licked enough cum off Alyssa's face so the other girl could breathe and open her eyes. Alyssa slowly came back to life and examined herself and Emily.
"Well... I guess we can't get sunburned if we're all covered up," Alyssa said. "It seems like it kinda defeats the purpose though."
"We just need to get it rubbed in properly," Emily said. "Then we can be covered in cum, and still be all naked and sexy as hell."
The girls started rubbing their hands over themselves in an attempt to work their semen coating into their skin. There was quite a lot of it, so it was slow going. Jaime knelt down between them to help, and Emily eagerly lay back and let him assist in rubbing her down. Alyssa was more hesitant to accept his aid, but his fingers sliding over her slippery flesh felt too good to resist.
Jaime initially focused on the girls' tits, massaging his cum into both sets of breasts simultaneously. He took his time and really made sure to do a good job at it. After that, he moved down and spent some time on their tummies, then ended at their pussies. It was impossible to tell how much of the lubricating slickness was his and how much they were producing themselves.
In theory they were just supposed to be testing out semen sunscreen, but somehow the situation had turned sexual on them. Emily panted and whimpered as her brother aggressively fingered her cum-drenched slit. Beside her, Alyssa was similarly enraptured by manual treatment. Emily was due for release and rode her pleasure to a lovely brother-induced orgasm. Alyssa followed some time afterward, and they alternated a few times before simply wearing out.
The exhausted girls rolled onto their stomachs and luxuriated under Jaime's sensual care. Their sexual urgency had diminished sufficiently that they could relax and enjoy his touch on a more casual level. He gave them some soothing back rubs that inevitably turned into much more thorough butt rubs. Neither Emily or Alyssa had any problem with Jaime having some fun playing with their tight teen asses, so it went on for quite some time.
Eventually Alyssa's mom returned to the fence and called her daughter over for lunch. Alyssa stood up on wobbly legs and wrung the excess cum out of her hair, then stumbled her way home.
"Do you think she remembers that she left her clothes here?" Emily asked.
Jaime shrugged. "Who knows. She's pretty out of it."
"True. All that cum gives her skin a beautiful, healthy glow though, doesn't it? Probably all the proteins and nutrients in it."
"Could be." Jaime went back to kneading his sister's ass. "It seems to give your butt an even more supple taughtness as well."
"Hmm, we might need to do this more often then. You know, for health reasons."



"Right. Like you needed an excuse to be even cum-sluttier."
Emily made big, innocent eyes. "Who, me?"
****
A little while later, after Emily had dressed and returned inside, she happened to pass the bathroom and hear the water running. Someone must have been planning to take a bath, she deduced. In all likelihood, it had to be either her mom or aunt. Emily's eyes lit up at the possibility that Aunt Krissy might be disrobing within. There were things a girl needed to know about someone who may or may not be one of her parents. Now seemed like a good opportunity to verify one way or the other.
If it was her mom in the bathroom, Emily figured she could just pretend she'd left something in there and hadn't realized it was occupied. She'd do much the same if it was indeed Aunt Krissy, except she'd make sure to get a good look first. With a wicked smile, Emily barged through the closed door.
Her planned excuses caught in her throat as she struck immediate gold. Krissy was fully naked, and experienced a moment of frozen shock where she simply stared at her intruding niece, before finally grabbing a towel to cover herself. By then, it was far too late to do any good.
Aunt Krissy, to Emily's eyes, looked almost exactly like her mother. They had very similar faces and identical breasts, hips, and legs. The big difference was that Krissy had a hard cock between her thighs. It was just what Emily had been hoping for.
"You are our daddy!" Emily squealed. "I knew it, I knew it, I knew it!"
"Emily..."
Emily yanked away Krissy's towel and made a grab for her cock. It looked just like Jaime's, which made sense genetically. Her aunt backed up warily and tried to fend off the younger girl.
"It didn't make any sense if you and Mom both had vaginas," Emily said. "Neither of you would get pregnant that way. You had to have a penis. I knew it."
"Ok, that's fine. Now you know. Can you leave now, please?"
Emily frowned. "I just want to play with my daddy's dick a little. Is that so wrong?"
She made a another grab and managed to brush her fingers across the tip of Krissy's cock. Krissy shivered and almost gave in, but found the willpower to hop into the tub and sink her body below the opaque surface of bubbles. Emily, undeterred, knelt down and thrust her arm into the water. She explored blindly until she was able to latch onto her aunt/daddy's erection.
"Dammit, Em," Krissy said softly.
"Ooh, you feel just like my brother," Emily said cheerfully. "I bet you cum as much as he does too."
"Ok, enough."
Krissy forcibly removed Emily's hand and held it out of the water. Emily tried to wiggle free, but to no avail. She wasn't used to this kind of firm rejection.
"What's wrong, Aunt K? You don't like me touching you?"
Krissy sighed. "You don't even know how good your delicate little fingers feel. That's not the problem. Your mother doesn't like the idea of either of us doing sexy things with you or your brother."
"Ohhh, Mom's got issues again. That makes sense." Emily tried again to free her wrist. "A tiny li'l handjob would hardly count though, right?"
"Emily, let me try to be clear. You and Jaime are basically the sexiest damn things I have ever encountered, and it takes an awful lot of restraint not to hold you down and fuck your brains out."
"Ooh! Yes please!"
"That... no, Em. No. I love your mother, my sister, way too much for that. If she doesn't want me sexing up my own daughter for reasons inexplicable, then I just have to abide by that."
"So you want to fuck me, but you can't?"
"Right."
Emily thought about it, then nodded. "I can live with that." She leaned over to kiss Krissy chastely on the cheek, then stood up. She was grinning widely. "I have a daa-ddyyy." She walked out repeating her last words in a sing-songy voice. "I have a daa-ddyyy. I have a daa-ddyyy..."
Krissy sighed in relief as the danger passed. It was so hard saying no to such a sexy, willing little tease. She ran her fingers over her hard shaft where Emily's hand had been. She bit her lip and slowly stroked herself while images of her naked daughter danced through her head.
****
Emily had so much on her mind that she forgot about her new accessory. She didn't think anything of it when she bumped into Lilith in the hallway. She was still cheerfully humming to herself and daydreaming about the possibilities now that she knew Aunt K's secret.
"Nice collar," Lilith said. She was a little bleary from just waking up, what with her late work schedule and all, but the collar was such a bright pink it was impossible to miss.
Emily's hand went to her neck. She bit her lip as she remembered what she'd set herself up for. "Thanks."
"You know, it kinda looks like one I had in storage."
"Oh? What a coincidence."
Lilith folded her arms and glared at her little sister. Emily was using her big, innocent eyes, which meant beyond a doubt that she was guilty of something.
"You went through my stuff, didn't you?"
"Maaaybeee."
"And you didn't ask first, did you?"
Emily clasped her hands behind her back and swung them back and forth. "Nope."
"And you aren't the least bit sorry."
"Guess I'm a bad girl."
Lilith sighed. "There was never any question about that."
"'K, well I got things to do. See ya."
Emily turned her back and started to flounce off in a provocatively carefree manner. A thrill went through her as Lilith grabbed her around the waist and hauled her back.
"Oh no, li'l sis. You're being a brat on purpose, and you know I can't let you get away with that."
Emily giggled as she was dragged backward. She relaxed and let herself be transported to Lilith's room. Whatever her punishment was to be, she was very much looking forward to it.
"What are you going to do to me?"
Lilith rolled her eyes at Emily's eagerness. She'd learned long ago that her sister reacted... differently to certain traditional consequences. You had to be creative if you wanted to get something through her head.
"You'll see."
A press of a button later, a section of wall in Lilith's room flipped around to reveal a pair of shoulder-height padded manacles. Emily beamed as she was locked into place. She tested her restraints for form's sake, and they held securely.
"Are you gonna cut my clothes off now?" Emily asked. "Or maybe gag me? Ooh, or-"
"Don't tempt me. The gag's still on the table, so to speak."
Emily wiggled in anticipation. "I'm ready."
"I'm sure you are."
Satisfied, that her sister was stuck, Lilith turned and walked out of the room. Emily was disappointed, but consoled herself with the thought that maybe Lilith just needed to fetch special equipment. This might be even better than she'd hoped.
Moments later, Lilith returned with a bewildered Jaime in tow. He caught on somewhat when he saw Emily chained to the wall, still wearing her stolen collar. Lilith closed the door to her sound-proofed room, then started stripping.
"Clothes off, Jai," Lilith said.
Jaime shrugged and did as ordered. Emily danced with excitement as her two super-wicked-hot siblings got naked in front of her. Her pussy juices were running in rivulets down to the floor. There was a conveniently placed drain beneath her feet, proving that Lilith really thought these things through.
Once unclad, Lilith selected a double-ended strapon dildo from her vast collection. She inserted and strapped it into place. Jaime waited patiently for further instruction, and Emily watched with wide, hopeful eyes.
"Double-teaming me would definitely teach me a good lesson," Emily said. "I probably need to take a really good pounding to make sure."
Lilith ignored her sister. She put her hand on Jaime's shoulder and guided him to kneel on a section of padded floor. The end of her strapon poked insistently at his mouth until he parted his lips and let her in. She probed his oral opening with uncharacteristic care, and only slowly pushed more and more in.
"Oh, ha ha," Emily said. "Pretend like you're not even going to do any disgusting, bsdm/incesty things to me. Veeery funny."
"That's right, Jai," Lilith cooed as though no one else was even speaking. "Be a good boy and take it all down your throat."
Jaime gagged a few times, but did his best to relax his jaw and throat. Lilith's fake cock pushed into his throat and stretched it out, soon cutting off his air supply. He took a deeper breath when she pulled back, then grunted as she shoved her way even further into his face.
"You can start face-fucking me any time," Emily said desperately. She was beginning to worry that something sinister was going on. She loathed the thought of it, but maybe Lilith wasn't going to punish her at all! She couldn't believe her big sister would stoop so low, but the evidence was beginning to seriously point that way.
Lilith grabbed Jaime's hair and thrust her dildo-cock harder and harder down his throat. She lost sight of everything but his adorable face as he choked and gagged on her length. His eyes watered and overflowed down his cheeks while drool ran down his chin. She may have started gently, but she was quickly moving into full-on throat ploughing territory.
Just before he passed out, Jaime's mouth was cleared and he was able to suck in great lungfulls of air. Lilith wiped his face off, getting the worst of his viscous liquids cleaned up. She had a devilish glint in her eyes, as if any more proof was needed that she was quite enjoying herself. Jaime looked over at poor Emily, who most certainly wasn't.
"Are you going to let her free now?" Jaime asked Lilith.
Lilith examined her younger sister. "I don't think so. She hasn't learned anything yet."
"I've learned you're a total bitch," Emily interjected.
Lilith rolled her eyes. "Insult me all you want. I'm still not punishing you."
Emily went back to sulking by herself while her siblings had all the fun. She was super fucking horny from watching her darling brother getting throat-raped, but she could neither join in, nor even play with herself. This lack of torture was torturous.
"So, Jai," Lilith said, "any guesses on what's next?"
"You're going to destroy my ass, and make Em watch you do it?" Jaime hazarded.
"You are a sharp one, li'l bro." Lilith ruffled Jaime's hair affectionately. "Up on the bed, please."
Jaime climbed onto the bed on all fours. Lilith turned him so that his profile was to Emily, allowing her to see everything. She rubbed her saliva-coated dildo all over Jaime's butthole before finally sticking it in.
Jaime moaned as his rectal passage was abruptly filled. He was prepared for a brutal pounding, and that seemed exactly what Lilith had planned for him. Her hips slapped against his ass over and over, and his tummy bulged outward slightly with every thrust. Intense pleasure and pain commingled within his body, eventually shorting out his brain.
Emily gushed precious sex juices down her legs in a constant waterfall. She was horny and miserable, because for the first time in her life she was physically unable to do anything about her urges. She longed to join in and stick her strapon down her brother's throat, or have him lick her, or even just rub up against something, but she couldn't. All she could do was watch Jaime's anal violation while her sexual needs rose to critical levels.
Despite being pounded until he was oblivious to the world, Jaime still reacted the way he always did to long, hard fuckathons. His body charged up for a massive cumshot, which in his position would soak Lilith's bed thoroughly. She was on top of things, though, and without missing a beat she grabbed a condom, tore its wrapper with her teeth, and dexterously slid it over her brother's throbbing shaft.
Emily was horrified. "That's just sick!"
"What?" Lilith asked without pause.
"That condom. You can't-"
But it was too late. Jaime erupted cataclysmically, and the stretchy sack on the end of his cock started filling up at a fantastic rate. It ballooned outward as it was stuffed ever more full of pearly white liquid.
Lilith kept pumping her brother until he was well and truly spent. His ass almost produced too much suction for her to pull out afterward, and once she did he fell bonelessly onto the squishy cum-balloon he'd just filled up. Lilith had to roll Jaime onto his side so she could disconnect his condom, and carefully tie it off at the end to keep all the mess contained.
"I'm supposed to be Jai's cum tank," Emily said sulkily. "Not some stupid condom."
"And if you hadn't been such a brat, you could have been," Lilith said. "Have we learned anything yet?"
She walked over to her manacled sister, her strapon swaying with every step. Emily turned her head to the side petulantly, but Lilith gently guided her by the chin to face forward. She kissed Emily softly, and some of the glare left the younger girl's expression.
"I've learned you're a total bitch sometimes," Emily said.
"You already knew that. What else?"
"I... shouldn't take your stuff without asking?"
"Aaand?"
"And... don't expect sexy, sexy, hardcore punishment if I do?"
"Correct. Now we're getting somewhere."
"Great. Can I go now? My arms are tired."
"Almost." Lilith pressed her fake cock against her sister's crotch. Emily's shorts were entirely soaked in pussy, as was the bottom half of her shirt. "Do you still love me?"
"I have to. You're my sister. It's the law."
"Close enough."
Lilith tore Emily's clothes off and discarded the torn fabric carelessly. Despite herself, Emily actually felt a hopeful tingle in her pussy as she was stripped of everything except her stolen collar, and her ever present butt plug. She was going to be so pissed if this didn't go anywhere.
All it took was one good shove of Lilith's dildo to bury it in Emily's desperately wet cunt, and simultaneously make the younger girl cum. There was so much backed up pressure that Emily rolled through multiple orgasms simply from swift and efficient sister-fuckery.
Lilith knew exactly what she was doing. She thrust expertly into her little sister again and again, making up for her cruel lack of sadistic, incestuous, lesbian punishment earlier. All control of Emily's body was hers, via means of her strapon and the pleasure it delivered. The brat couldn't possibly stay mad if she was given a good pounding.
"Still mad at me?" Lilith asked once Emily seemed to be wearing out.
Emily focused her glazed eyes. "Maybe I can let it slide this time."
"Good."
The sisters exchanged a tender kiss. Lilith finally unlocked Emily's manacles and let her down. Emily rubbed her arms and tried to stretch out the stiffness.
"You're still a bitch," Emily said.
"I know. Deal with it."
Emily smiled crookedly. She walked over to a still sex-comatose Jaime and slung him over her shoulder.
"Don't forget the condom," Lilith called after her. "You can still get the cum out of it if you want."
Emily flipped her sister off over her shoulder without looking back.
Since Jaime was both unconscious and covered in various fluids from both his and Lilith's bodies, Emily took it upon herself to get him cleaned up. She carried him to the bathroom, which was now empty. She set him down carefully on the floor and started running a bath.
While the water was running, Emily took the opportunity to check out her neckline in the mirror. The bright pink collar really stood out against her skin. She decided she liked the look. It was a little sluttish, just like her. It might be worth wearing even now that she wouldn't get in trouble over it anymore.
Once the tub was sufficiently full, Emily dropped her brother in. She got him to sit up in a reclined position so his mouth would stay above the water line. Despite his unresponsive state, his cock was still jutted out temptingly at her. She couldn't very well resist it.
After removing her collar and pulling out her butt plug, Emily stepped into the tub with Jaime. She sat down carefully so that her brother's cock went up her butt as she lowered herself into his lap. With her ass nicely filled, and the lovely warm water soothing her aching arms, she was finally able to properly relax.
Jaime came back to life by bits and pieces. At first, his only conscious sense was once of being buried balls deep in his sister's vice-like asshole. He wasn't sure how he knew that's what was happening, but every fibre of his being was certain of it. Slowly, so slowly, he became more alert. Emily was sitting in his lap, her wonderful, slippery skin pressed against him. Everything was wet and warm. Either they were in a bath, or she'd managed to cover the both of them his cum again. No, it wasn't the right consistency for cum. Bath it was then.
Emily smiled as Jaime wrapped his arms around her. She squeezed her butt around his shaft, and he flexed his cock inside her in response.
"Welcome back," she said.
"What happened?"
"You were right out of it. Lil fucked you good. I've still got some things to learn from her, I think."
"That explains why my ass aches."
"Mmm, I bet. You can have a go at wrecking my ass if you want. Lil never even touched it."
"You poor thing."
"I know. I just had to stand there and watch. Me, watch!"
"I'm sorry, Em. But you had to know something like that was going to happen. Lil's even more of a twisted genius than you."
Emily sighed. "Yeah, that's true. At least she fucked me a bit afterward. I was hoping at least for a good spanking or something."
"No familial violence at all, huh?"
"Nothin'. 'Cept my arms felt like they were gonna fall off by the end, which didn't really do anything for me."
Jaime nodded and rubbed Emily's pussy sympathetically. She moaned contentedly and wriggled against him as he fingered her. He slipped a couple fingers inside her and found that he could actually feel his cock through the wall between her pussy and ass. He rubbed himself through her just for the novelty.
"Hey Em? How about you grab your plug?"
"You're already in my butt, silly. I don't need it right now."
"Just humour me, would you?"
Emily shrugged and reluctantly pulled herself off her brother's dick. Her ass slid off Jaime's shaft slowly, and with an audible pop as it came all the way out. She bent over the side of the tub to retrieve her butt plug for reasons unknown.
Unbeknownst to Emily, Jaime had just executed a cunning ruse. As soon as her tight ass was maximally exposed, he brought the palm of his hand down on it with a crack of thunder.
Emily yelped. "What-"
But another blow landed on her pert bottom, and another, and yet more still. A constant barrage of sharp blows reddened her ass and kept her off balance. She squealed and wriggled and protested, but the surprise attack on her rear was relentless. She was sniffling with pain by the time her brother let up.
Emily looked back at Jaime. Involuntary tears were visible on her cheeks. "You spanked me."
"Yep. Feel better?"
Emily swiped at her cheeks with the back of her wrist. "A little." She gingerly touched her butt with a single finger, and winced at even that light brush. "That really stings now. I don't think I can even sit down in the water anymore."
"Is that good or bad?"
A slow, impish smile spread over Emily's lips. "You're the best brother ever."
She threw her arms around Jaime and kissed him passionately. She was careful to keep her cherry-red ass out of the hot bath water. It was entirely possible she wouldn't be able to sit down for a week.
Emily got out and dried herself off. Droplets of water steamed as they ran down her ass. She was very careful about patting off her lower back and upper thighs without touching her sensitive bottom. Her thighs became slick again from her own juices before she'd even finished towelling off. The memory of her brother's swift, unexpected spanking was oh so fresh in her head.



"I think I might need a good brother-fucking now," Emily said aloud.
Jaime stepped out of the tub, water cascading down his hot, naked body. His hard, enthralling erection drew Emily's lustful gaze.
"You know I'd love to fill you up in a sexy and incestuous way, Em. But how are we going to fuck without it bothering your butt?"
Emily froze in horror. Jaime was right; she couldn't stand an anal pounding right now, and even in her pussy it'd probably be too much for her. Not being able to dress or sit down was fine with her, but being unable to get fucked stupid by her brother? What sort of hellish existence was that for a girl?
"But... but... penis..." Emily babbled.
"I know, Em. I know." Jaime hugged his sister and pulled her head to his shoulder. He stroked her hair and made shushing noises while she calmed down. "Tell you what, since my cum seems so good for your skin, maybe we should try rubbing some on your sore butt."
Emily nodded, trying to put on a brave face. "I'd like that."
Jaime picked his sister up by her thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and her legs around his waist. He carried her to his room, walking stark naked through the hall to get there.
"At least I get my face-fucking that Lil wouldn't give me," Emily said. "We certainly can't use either of my other holes to get you off."
"Now you're looking on the bright side."
Emily lay on her tummy on Jaime's bed. She situated herself so she was facing her brother with her face at the correct height. She looked up into his eyes and opened her mouth eagerly.
Jaime tenderly and lovingly grabbed two fistfuls of Emily's hair and shoved his cock down her throat. He moaned at the abject pleasure of being buried in one of his sister's warm, wet holes. Her soft lips sealed around his shaft, and her tongue swirled every possible inch of him. He thrust over and over again, making Emily drool and gag.
For the better part of an hour, Jaime used his sister's mouth as his personal cock-toy. Emily came several times without ever even touching her pussy. Her brother's dick was basically a magic wand made for turning her on like nothing else in the world could. Jaime watched her writhe and forced his cock into her even harder to make her trail of orgasms all the more explosive.
Emily's biggest orgasm came the very instant Jaime's cock flexed, throbbed, and finally unleashed a liquid stampede of delicious brother-cum. Her throat was inundated and forced open, bulging with the sheer rate of flow. Her tummy quickly filled up, then stretched to accommodate the excess. She began to be lifted off the bed by her overfilled belly before Jaime's semen slowed to a trickle, and eventually stopped.
Jaime pulled his cock out of Emily's mouth and let her breathe again. She panted heavily for several minutes to restore normal oxygen levels. Jaime thought his sister looked even more radiant that usual with her tummy stuffed with cum, her chin covered in drool, and her eyes rolled back in post-orgasmic bliss. It was one of her preferred states of being, and he loved making her happy.
"Well that was yummy," Emily said. "But we didn't save any for my poor butt."
Jaime grinned. "Don't worry. I thought of that already." He put his hand on Emily's back and pushed down gently, then slowly leaned harder on her.
"Nooo, don't. I'm too full, Jai. You're gonna make me-"
Emily was interrupted as a mouthful of cum was forced back up her throat from the pressure on her already overloaded tummy. Jaime caught the cum neatly in his hand, then dribbled it over Emily's ass cheeks. He got a few more handfuls, enough to unevenly cover most of Emily's butt, then started to massage it in.
At first, Emily winced and tensed with every touch of Jaime's fingers. Soon enough, though, the healing properties of his cum took the worst of the sting away. After several minutes Emily was able to relax and enjoy her naughty rub-down, even if she was still being forced to regurgitate semen every so often.
"It's a little humiliating being turned into a cum-dispenser," Emily said. "You could have asked first."
"I genuinely had no idea that's where you drew the line," Jaime replied. "I guess I won't do it again."
Emily considered. "Well... I wouldn't say never. It does still taste good coming up again. And if it's for a sexy massage, that's probably alright too."
"So... no making you vomit up cum unless it's sexy, or if one of us feels like it for some reason?"
"Yes."
Jaime nodded. "I think I can handle that."
The ass massage continued. The redness had practically vanished from Emily's satiny smooth skin, and she luxuriated in the physical attention.
"I found out something interesting earlier," Emily said.
"What's that?"
"Aunt K's definitely our daddy. She's got a dick that looks just like yours."
Jaime's rhythm faltered for a second as he processed. "Did you fuck her?"
"Would it make you terribly jealous if I did?"
"Only if you liked fucking her better than me. Otherwise... that just sounds crazy hot."
Emily looked over her shoulder at her brother. She frowned slightly. "Jai, you know you'll always be the best fuck in my life. That's what our pure and virtuous love means. I'm your butt slut, remember?"
"Don't worry. I know it." Jaime leaned down and shared a deep kiss with Emily. "Your mouth taste like cum."
Emily snorted. "Well guess whose fault that is, smarty pants."
Jaime resumed rubbing his sister's tight butt. He poked the head of his cock against her asshole for the feel of it, and as a reminder of their eternal romantic bond. "So did you fuck her?"
Emily let out a long sigh. "No. I only got to feel her up a little. She wants to fuck me though, you should have seen how hard she was. I think she wants to do you too."
"Why didn't anything happen then?"
"It's all Mom's fault. Apparently she thinks there's something wrong with a wholesome family fuck-fest."
"Could be a generational thing. Socially acceptable behaviours change over time. Something like that maybe."
"Yeah, maybe." Emily wiggled her bottom. "You better shove that thing in me already. It's not nice to tease a girl like that."
Jaime grinned. He spread his sister's ass cheeks and slowly pushed his hips forward and down. His cock sank about halfway into her tight rear hole. Emily cooed happily beneath him. They both felt better with a proper anal connection established.
"It shouldn't be that hard to change Mom's mind," Jaime mused. "She's already super horny for us, even if she's got moral reservations."
"Well we are amazingly fucking hot," Emily pointed out. "How could she not want us."
"Practically impossible not to," Jaime agreed. "All we'd need is a good opportunity."
Emily grinned impishly at her brother. "You know you're helping me plan how I can get to fuck my daddy."
"Yep."
"I love you so much."
They kissed again. Jaime started rocking his hips, unable to hold back from butt fucking his sister any longer.
"Me too, Em. Me too."
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Jaime woke up to the feeling of his sister bouncing on his cock. Her tight pussy embraced and massaged him into consciousness. His first sight of the day was her beaming smile and jiggling breasts as she rammed herself onto him over and over.
"Mmm," Jaime moaned. "Good morning to me."
Emily giggled. "I knew you'd enjoy it. For some reason you seem to prefer waking up inside me, rather than vice versa."
"Yeah. Weird."
Jaime grabbed his sister's magnificent tits and gave them a proper good-morning fondling. He sucked each of her nipples in turn, then gave them each an extra kiss.
"Ooh, that's nice," Emily cooed. "Do it some more."
"Are you sure? You wouldn't rather something a little more than that?"
"Like what?"
"Liiike, say... flipping you over and pounding your tight little sister-cunt until you pass out from incest overload?"
Emily kissed her brother fiercely and squeezed her pussy extra tightly around his cock. She couldn't resist him when he said such romantic things.
Jaime rolled him and Emily over so that he was on top of her. She clung to him and didn't let their lips separate, or his penis exit her. He began thrusting into her with the savage tenderness that he knew his sister loved. He ravaged her mercilessly, and soon she broke out in a chain of brother-induced orgasms.
Jaime watched his sister's beautiful face as he fucked her right to the breaking point. Her eyes rolled back in uncontained pleasure, and her smile was wide and directionless. It was amazing what his pure love and a little sexual brutality could do to her. So long as he kept pounding her, she'd stay in mindless sister-slut mode practically forever.
Hours later, after delivering countless orgasms to his sister, Jaime felt the need to cum. He pulled his cock out of Emily's pussy and shoved it down her throat instead. It was so lubed up with her juices that burying it in her mouth was smooth and frictionless.
"Time for breakfast, Em."
Emily looked up at Jaime with adoring eyes. She tingled in anticipation of being filled up with brother-cum. It was her favouritest thing in the whole world, other than being filled up with Jaime's wonderful cock.
A torrent of cum gushed directly into Emily's tummy. She grabbed Jaime's butt and held him firmly embedded down her throat as she swallowed the entirety of his huge, sexy load. Her belly swelled and bulged out at the sheer quantity of it all. She was well used to the feeling, but still savoured every second of being stretched out by an impossible quantity of semen.
Jaime pulled out of Emily's throat and let her start breathing again. He lay down next to her and put his hand on her cum-swollen tummy. Her skin was so supple and warm to the touch.
"It almost looks like you're pregnant, you know," Jaime said.
Emily giggled. "Pregnant with a brother-cum baby," she said happily. "The best kind of pregnant."
The siblings cuddled for a while. They ran their hands over each other's naked bodies, and it didn't take long for them to get horny again.
"We should get up," Emily said regretfully. "We have to get ready for school."
"School? I thought it was still the weekend."
"It should be. But time moves at the speed of plot, so today's a school day."
"I see. This shit's complicated, huh?"
"Little bit, yeah."
Emily padded naked down the hall to her room. She intended to get dressed, but a thought occurred to her before she quite made it there. Her mom's door was closed, and it was possible that she and Aunt Krissy were still asleep. She couldn't resist checking on them.
Emily carefully pushed the door open without making a sound. Sure enough, both her mommy and aunt/daddy were still sound asleep. Christine lay nearer with Krissy spooned right up behind her. Their sisterly similar faces wore blissful, angelic expressions in their unconscious states.
After just watching her parents sleep for a moment, Emily crept closer still. She used all of her ninja skills to approach and pull back the covers without being detected. She had considered playing with Krissy's cock a little while she slept, just for fun, but that turned out to be unfeasible. Krissy had her penis lodged firmly in Christine's butt while they sleepily spooned. There was no way to get at it without waking them up.
It was quite a beautiful sight to Emily. Her sexy-ass parents were all cuddled up in an intensely arousing and romantic position. She took it all in, then lovingly pulled their covers back up and tucked them in snugly. She kissed them each on the forehead, then left the room. She still had school to get ready for.
****
Exiting the bus at Over Eighteen School was a surreal experience for Jaime that morning. He'd been going there for a week now, and even though some crazy things had happened in that time, they had basically all been sexy rather than violent. This time was different.
The field beside the school was filled with hot girls and flashing blades. It was a medieval melee of a sort Jaime had never actually witnessed before. Even more confusing, most of the other arriving students didn't seem at all surprised. Some of them stopped to watch, but more of them simply carried on.
"Em? What the hell's going on?"
"Hm? Oh, the gang fight?"
"Is that what that is?"
"Well, yeah. What did you think it was? Some sort of modern art?"
Jaime walked closer and Emily followed along. "They're swinging swords at each other."
"Mmhm. Just blowing off some steam. It's good to get it out of their systems. Keeps things more orderly the rest of the time."
"Isn't that dangerous?"
"A little, I guess. Every now and then someone gets stabbed a bit, or lightly decapitated. Mostly it's just good harmless fun, though."
"I see." Jaime turned back toward the front door of the school. "Well, I'm going in before someone loses a limb."
"Psh, that hardly ever happens."
The flow of student traffic was more normalized inside the school itself. Most of the people around Jaime were hot eighteen-year-old girls, of course, because that's what his life was. None of them were wielding weaponry of any kind, which was very reassuring to him.
"Are there a lot of gangs at the school?" Jaime asked his sister.
"Yep. Tons. I thought you knew that. Wasn't it in your welcome brochure?"
"I, uh, don't think I got one of those."
"Really? Weird. Oh well."
"Hey, guys!"
Jaime and Emily turned as Lindsay jogged up to them. Jaime's eyes locked onto her sweet tits as they jiggled and bounced.
"Lin!" Emily said happily. "How's it going?"
"Pretty good. Another gang fight going on outside, though."
"Yeah, we saw that."
Emily hugged Lindsay once her friend was close enough. Their firm, teenage breasts pressed together in a delicious and enticing way. Jaime's eyes bugged out and his perpetually hard cock strained in his pants.
Emily giggled at her brother's reaction. She decided it was a good time to give Lindsay a totally platonic and friendly kiss. She stuck her tongue forcefully down Lindsay's throat, catching her friend by surprise. She even reached around and grabbed Lindsay's tight butt through her jeans.
Lindsay was caught off guard at first, but quickly warmed to the completely innocent display of friendly affection. She happily made out with Emily and felt her up some, even while her friend's brother stared slack-jawed at the two of them. Jaime clearly just didn't understand girl closeness and was taking it as something sexual. There was nothing to be done about that.
The girls finally broke off their tongue-duel after figurative hours of super-hot lesbian action. A single strand of spit remained connected between their mouths until they got too far away. They were both breathing noticeably heavier, and they took a moment to compose themselves.
"Uh oh, Jai's all hard now," Emily said, as though she'd had no idea what she was doing.
"Em, your brother's always hard," Lindsay giggled. "You should know that by now."
"You're right. What was I thinking." Emily grabbed Jaime's massive bulge and gave it a squeeze. "If only someone would take care of it for him."
"Actually, now that you mention it..." said Lindsay. She rubbed her tummy thoughtfully. "I didn't have a chance to grab breakfast this morning. Maybe we could help each other out, Jai."
"Are you saying you want me to shove my cock down your throat and fill you up with cum?" Jaime asked.
Lindsay twirled a lock of hair coyly around her finger. "Basically, yeah. I'd get a healthy, delicious breakfast, and you'd get to throat-fuck me until you explode. Seems like a good deal to me."
Emily leaned closer to her brother. "As your attorney, I'd advise you to take the deal, Jai."
Jaime nodded. "How can I refuse?"
Without any hesitation, Jaime unzipped his jeans and whipped his hard cock out. He grabbed Lindsay's shoulder to guide her to her knees, but she resisted.
"Not here, silly," Lindsay said. "There's people everywhere."
Jaime blinked and looked around. Indeed, there were students surrounding them in all directions. Most of the them were looking at his cock. Several girls started shoving hands into their panties and fingering themselves just at the sight of it.
"Oh yeah," he said. "I guess we should find somewhere more private."
The girls each took one of Jaime's arms and led him down the hallway. More girls stopped to stare as they passed since Jaime's cock was still sticking out and bouncing with every step.
Emily was quite pleased with all the attention her brother's penis was getting. She already knew it was the bestest, most wonderful cock in the whole world, but having confirmation made it all the better. Little did any of those other girls know how often Emily got her various holes stuffed by it. They'd be so jealous if they found out.
All three of them entered a girls' bathroom together. It seemed deserted, which meant it was sufficient for their purposes.
Lindsay knelt on the floor in front of Jaime. She placed her hands demurely on her thighs and opened her mouth wide. She gazed excitedly at his magnificent, diamond-hard shaft, then up to his face. She winked, then started leaning forward. Slowly, but without ever faltering, she impaled her mouth on his cock all the way to the base.
Emily bit her lip as she watched her friend suck her brother off yet again. She found it insanely hot every time, and she wished she could join in without giving away their super-hot incestuous sibling love affair. All she could do was watch and masturbate, unfortunately. With a regretful sigh, she stripped her jeans and panties off, then hopped up on the bathroom counter to play with her pussy.
Jaime looked back and forth between Lindsay's soft lips wrapped around his cock, and his sister fingering her beautiful slit. They were each such amazing, sexy girls, and they were both turning him on like crazy. Lindsay especially was giving him an incredible hands-free blowjob. He couldn't even comprehend the things she was doing with her tongue.
As it happened, Lindsay had been practicing her oral technique. Ever since Jaime had first drowned her with his absurd levels of cum, she'd been getting more and more intrigued by the things she could do with her mouth. Luckily for her, her brother was more than happy to let her practice giving blowjobs. She felt like her skills were improving tremendously, and the cute little noises Jaime made as she sucked him off seemed to confirm it.
Both Jaime and Emily filled the room with their sexual moans. Even Lindsay eventually got so horny she had to shove her hand down her pants and start rubbing herself too. The combined noises of the three teens covered the entrance of a pair of intruders until it was far too late to hide what they were doing.
"Ew, there's a boy in here!"
Jaime turned his head and froze at the sight of two girls who had mysteriously appeared, although probably they'd just walked in the doorway. Emily tensed up as well, though her fingers kept moving on her clit. Lindsay had a cock in her mouth that prevented her head from turning, so she couldn't really see what was happening.
"Uh, hi," said Jaime.
"Get out of here you perv!" said one of the girls. "This is a girls' bathroom."
"Whoa, whoa. Relax," said Emily. "My friend missed breakfast, so my brother's going to cum into her tummy. That's all. He's just helping out and not being a perv or anything."
The angrier and slightly older of the two girls crossed her arms suspiciously. "Your brother?"
"Um, yeah," said Emily. "That's Jaime, and I'm Emily. His sister. The girl being used as a dick-holster is Lindsay."
Lindsay held a hand up and waved in the general direction of where she thought the new girls were standing.
"I'm Nicky," the younger girl said. "And this is my sister Michelle." Her initial shock and disgust at finding a blowjob in progress had swiftly faded in favour of curiosity and arousal. "We were just coming in here for, uh... reasons."
Michelle still didn't seem convinced, but her expression softened. "Well, I guess if you and your brother are in here together, whatever you're doing can't be too pervy."
Emily nodded. "Yes, of course. Because brothers and sisters can't do pervy things around each other. It's basically metaphysically impossible."
"That's right. So I'll let it slide and let you guys carry on with your... blowjob breakfast... thing."
"I appreciate it," Jaime said.
"I'm sure you do. Come on, Nicky, let's go find another bathroom to make out in."
"Aw, but Mishy." Nicky pouted adorably. "I want to stay and watch the blowjob. I never get to see any."
"I'm sorry," Emily interrupted, "did you just say you were going to make out? With each other?" Her fingers sped up on her pussy.
"Yeah, so what?" Michelle grabbed her sister around the waist and pulled her closer protectively. "Sisters making out is totally hot, and is a common fantasy that's barely incesty at all. It's therefore completely fine and not illegal for us to do."
"Sometimes we lick each other's pussies too," Nicky added helpfully. "And sometimes Mishy gets a big ol' dildo and shoves it up-"
"Hush, Nicky," Michelle said. She swatted her little sister on the butt. "We don't need to be telling people those things."
"No, it's ok," Emily said, her fingers moving faster with every new sexual revelation. "You can tell me all the dirty, sexy things you two do together. I don't mind."
"Ok!" said Nicky, who wasn't used to other people being interested in her sex life with her sister. "Last night Mishy tied my hands behind my back and licked my pussy for hours until-"
Michelle clamped a hand over her little sister's mouth until she stopped talking. "That's enough, Nicky. Why don't you... I don't know, go watch that guy get sucked off or something. It'll be educational for you."
"Okey dokey."
Nicky slipped free of Michelle grasp, then darted in and planted a quick kiss on her big sister's lips. She then happily knelt down next to Lindsay and watched in awe as Jaime's cock pumped in and out of the other girl's mouth. Being mostly experienced with incestuous lesbian sex, Nicky hadn't seen many blowjobs before, so she was pretty excited at the opportunity.
Michelle sighed and leaned up against the counter where Emily was sitting. All she'd wanted was a quick, simple make-out session with her little sister in a school bathroom. Somehow, things had become complicated. Who could have foreseen that?
"You know, I think it's pretty crazy hot that you fuck your sister," Emily said.
Michelle looked at her suspiciously. "You do?"
Emily nodded. "Yep." She didn't dare tell this girl she'd only just met that she fucked her brother constantly, since that would be admitting to real, proper incest. Luckily, she also had a sister with whom she'd engaged in sexy times. "My big sister likes to pound me with a strapon sometimes," she confided. "So I kinda know what it's like."
Michelle visibly relaxed once she learned that she wasn't alone in her sister-fucking adventures. "I appreciate you telling me that. It's so hard to know who's going to judge you for something like that."
"Well you don't have to worry about any judging with Jai and me," Emily assured her.
Michelle glanced over at Jaime. "Speaking of your brother... do you always masturbate while watching him do sexy things to other girls."
"It's not incest," Emily said defiantly. "We're not touching, so there can't be anything wrong with it."
"I didn't say there was." Michelle bit her lip. "Actually... I kinda think it's hot that you get off watching him."
Emily grinned. A kindred spirit at last.
Jaime's attention was being torn quite dramatically. He had Lindsay sucking him like a vacuum cleaner, and she was going to make him cum at basically any moment. Nicky was right beside her, peering intently at the master-class display of cock-suckery. She didn't seem to realize that Jaime could see down her shirt, or perhaps she just didn't care. Her hotness and innocence were a deadly combination that only infused him with even vaster quantities of lust and arousal.
Behind the two nearer girls, Jaime also had an amazing view of his sister's lovely pussy as she played with it nonchalantly. He was a little worried about the way Emily and Michelle had started whispering and giggling together all of a sudden. Knowing his sister, they had to be discussing something terribly naughty.
Lindsay decided it was time to get her yummy breakfast, so she finished Jaime off with her all-new, super-secret tongue technique. She wrapped her tongue around and around Jaime's cock in a helix shape, then squeezed and massaged his shaft with her supple organ. It worked like a charm.
Jaime cried out in abject pleasure as he was brought to orgasm. Gallons of semen burst forth from within him, and were promptly deposited in Lindsay's tummy. Her belly started to blow up like a balloon as she was filled up with tasty goo.
Nicky was unused to the gravitational disturbance that resulted from one of Jaime's improbably massive orgasms. She was knocked off balance and fell against Lindsay. Jaime's cock was knocked loose, and a large amount of cum spurted over Nicky and Lindsay's fronts.
Of course, Lindsay was perfectly happy to have her shirt drenched in cum. She'd been planning on spilling some over herself anyway, and this accident was just a time-saver. More surprising was that Nicky didn't seem to mind it. She was shocked at first, but the feel of the sexy goop on her tits and the sense of belonging it afforded her quickly assuaged any negative emotions she might have had.
Emily was intensely turned on from seeing Lindsay get inflated with Jaime's cum, then both her and Nicky get mildly showered in it as well. She was also slightly envious of the two girls. They now got to show their cum-sluttiness thanks to their messed shirts. It wasn't fair that she didn't get to just because Jaime was her brother. She was the biggest brother-cum-slut of anyone, and it hurt that she couldn't let anyone know without revealing their incestuous secret.
Luckily, Jaime caught his sister's distress with his sibling psychic link to her. He absolutely couldn't leave Emily out if she was going to feel so bad about it. Thinking quickly, he twitched his cock and fired a pair of extra-strong cum-bursts at her. They caught her on each tit, and splashed out to cover her shirt.
"Oops," Jaime said. "I accidentally got cum all over my sister's tits."
"That's ok," Lindsay said. "Accidents happen. It clearly wasn't on purpose, even though your cum landed only on her, without so much as a drop spilling on the floor. An airtight case of Not Incest, in my opinion."



Her opinion given, Lindsay immediately latched her mouth back onto Jaime's cock and resumed funnelling semen into her still-expanding tummy.
Emily caught Jaime's eye and mouthed a heart-felt thank you to him. Seconds later, her eyes rolled back as she brought herself to orgasm, thanks in large part to the brother-cum all over her chest.
Neither Michelle or Nicky were quite sure what to think about the 'accident', but they both thought it was super-crazy-hot. A brother cumming on his sister was sexy as fuck, although also bad and immoral so they definitely couldn't voice those feelings out loud.
Possible incest aside, Nicky was increasingly interested in the never-ending cum-fountain in front of her. She'd never had a chance to swallow any before, let alone enough to drown an elephant. She decided she had to take the chance now or risk losing it forever.
"Hey, do you guys think I could try some of that?" she asked.
Lindsay was stuffed with about as much semen as she could hold, and still there was more coming. She was happy to let someone else take over before she burst. With careful timing, she pulled Jaime's cock out of her throat and pushed it over to Nicky in between bursts.
The less experienced girl eagerly closed her lips around the spasming head of Jaime's shaft just in time to get a mouthful of delicious cum. She swallowed quickly, but almost immediately found that she just couldn't swallow fast enough to deal with the sheer volume.
Fortunately, Lindsay was on top of things. She knew Nicky would have trouble keeping up with the cum overload. She helpfully grabbed the back of Nicky's head and shoved it forward until the cum-drowning girl's forehead was pressed against Jaime's stomach. With his cock buried in Nicky's throat, the cum could force its way down to her tummy without any swallowing required.
Michelle was somewhat worried when she saw her baby sister's tummy start to expand, not to mention the way she was being held with her throat filled up with dick. Both of those things seemed fairly dangerous. On the other hand, it was super fucking hot, and Michelle couldn't help shoving a hand down her pants and playing with herself.
Finally, figurative hours later, Jaime's orgasm dwindled to a trickle, then stopped. He stumbled and fell back against the wall, his strength drained from over-exertion. Emily quickly ran to him and helped keep him upright. She ruffled his hair affectionately.
"That was a good one, Jai," Emily said. "We better get some food in you, I think. You're gonna waste away to nothing otherwise."
"That sounds good," Jaime mumbled. "M'kinda hungry. And dizzy."
"Mmk. Let's go."
Emily stopped long enough to put her clothes back on and tuck Jaime's cock back in his pants. Then she and Lindsay each draped one of his arms over their shoulders and carried him to the cafeteria.
Michelle and Nicky were left by themselves in the bathroom. Nicky was still kneeling right where she was, too cum-dazed to stand herself up. Michelle had to pick her up to get her on her feet.
"Boy, they really turned you into a cum-slut quick, huh?" Michelle said. She examined her little sister with her bulging tummy and gooey shirt. "It's a pretty sexy look on you at least."
Nicky leaned in and kissed her sister. Michelle's eyebrows shot up as she felt a large quantity of cum enter her mouth. Nicky had saved the last mouthful for her, and was doing her best to transfer every drop of it that could. Michelle had to admit that it was very tasty, and made her feel even hornier than she already was.
"Alright," Michelle said, "pants off. I don't care if we miss first period, I physically need to get some of that pussy right fucking now."
Nicky squealed and clapped her hands. "Yay!"
****
Jaime and Emily didn't make their first class either. They each got a school breakfast from the cafeteria and Emily sat with her brother while he ate both of them. She was worried about the toll his most recent orgasm had taken on him. She was going to have to start making sure he ate enough, even when it wasn't plot-convenient. He needed to keep his strength up if he was going to be pounding her holes and filling girls up with cum all the time.
"So..." Jaime said as he ate, "about those gangs you were telling me about earlier..."
"Yeah? What about them?" Emily asked.
"Like, are Brendy, Kendy, Lendy, and Wendy part of a gang? Is that why they all have the same kind of name, and they all have purple hair?"
"Well... they are officially registered with the school Department of Gangs Activities. So yeah. But they aren't so much a part of a gang as they are the whole thing. Just the four of them."
"Really? Huh."
"Yeah, well, when you have to have the same sounding name to get it, it really limits membership." Emily frowned in thought for a moment. "As far as I remember, the hair is just coincidence."
"I guess that explains Cindy, Mindy, Windy, and Zindy too."
"Sure does. They're cool though. They hang out with me and Lin, and now you too, without us having to change our names or anything."
Emily rubbed Jaime's cock a little as they talked. The cafeteria was mostly empty, but there were enough people around that she couldn't do anything too overt. She longed to crawl under the table and get her mouth filled up with brother-cock, but it just wasn't feasible.
"So the Endys are all about fucking virgin boys, right?" Jaime asked. "At least, that's the impression I got."
"Basically. I don't know that it's a requirement for them to be totally inexperienced though."
"Sure. But, like, what do the Indys do then?"
"Oh, right. Human sacrifice, mostly."
Jaime stared at his sister. "You're joking, right?"
"Nope. But don't worry, it's only for important demonic favours. Like, if one of them wants a different eye colour, or slightly larger tits, or something like that. They don't just do it willy-nilly."
Jaime shook his head. "And here I thought they were the safer ones to hang out with. Can't trust anything in this school."
"Don't worry. They wouldn't sacrifice you. There's plenty of boys who don't have such delicious cum meals to distribute that they'd go after first."
"That's not as reassuring as you seem to think it is."
****
Jaime and Emily met up with Lindsay again at English class. The girls were attracting quite a lot of attention with their heavily cum-stained shirts. Some of it was negative, but mostly they inspired curiosity, jealousy, and arousal.
Emily, naturally, basked in the stares she got. She wore Jaime's cum proudly, displaying for all to see. It was the closest she could get to announcing how much of a slut she was for her brother. It turned her on immensely that everyone could see it, even though they didn't understand what it meant.
It didn't surprise Jaime in the slightest when Ms. Penny asked him to see her after class. His teacher's obsession with him and his cock was getting a tad silly. Nevertheless, he hung back while everyone else left. What else could he do?
"Well, Mister Nallister," Ms. Penny said once they were alone. Her gaze was fixed on the tent in Jaime's pants. "It seems you still have your... problem."
Jaime didn't even bother looking down at himself. He was so used to his erection at this point that it would have felt weirder to be soft. It was just part of who he was, largely thanks to his smokin' hot sister.
"Seems that way," Jaime agreed.
"You know I'm only interested in your well-being, right? As one of my students, I can't in good conscience let you go untreated."
"I think you have a fetish for getting your giant tits covered in cum," Jaime said.
"What?"
"I mean... yeah, what you said."
"Good." Ms. Penny started unbuttoning her blouse. "Then let's get started."
Jaime coughed meaningfully. "Last time I asked about some... extra credit. Have you changed your mind about it?"
Ms. Penny rolled her eyes as she opened her blouse up and exposed her gargantuan tits, covered only by the heroic efforts of her bra. "Yes, fine. Extra credit. Cock out now, please. Er... for your health, of course."
"Yeah, sure. Right. Health."
Jaime whipped his cock out. Ms. Penny's eyes glowed hungrily at the sight of it. She unslung her weapons-grade breasts, and the classroom shook as they bounced free of her bra. They were nearly ready for some very inappropriate student-teacher relations when Emily walked back into the room.
"You gonna be long, Jai?" Emily asked. "I wanna make sure you get some lunch."
"Just gotta blow a load here, Em. Be right with you."
Ms. Penny was mildly horrified by the exchange. It was bad enough that Emily had walked in on her and Jaime while they were half-undressed, but it was disconcerting how little the girl seemed to care. If the very idea wasn't patently absurd, it would have seemed like Emily had seen her brother's cock before.
"Perhaps you'd better leave, Emily," Ms. Penny said. "We're in the middle of... an important... health... thing."
"Nah, it's ok," Jaime said. "We'll be quick."
"But-"
Jaime bent his teacher over and shoved his cock into her mouth, interrupting her quite effectively. He face-fucked her vigorously in order to get the process over with faster. If Emily was concerned about finishing up, then he should do his best to accommodate her.
Ms. Penny was completely unable to voice her protests while her throat was getting expertly pounded. All she could do was choke and gag, and drool a fair amount down her chin. It was unfortunate, in her mind, that what should have been a wholesome and educational moment was spoiled by the vaguely incestuous presence of Jaime's sister. What was the world coming to when a teacher couldn't get facially violated by her student in peace?
"Damn," Emily said. "I never noticed before 'cause of your tits, but you've got a nice ass, Miss."
Emily flipped Ms. Penny's skirt up and out of the way, the pulled her panties down as well. She ran her hands all over her teacher's butt, and even down to her pussy.
"That's a pretty sweet ass," Jaime concurred. "It's too bad you didn't bring your strapon, Em. You coulda got in on this."
Emily smiled wickedly. "Who says I didn't?"
While Jaime watched curiously, Emily stripped out of her bottoms. She pulled out her butt plug and set it aside carefully. She then reached into her butt and rummaged around, finally pulling out her strapon from where she'd stored it earlier.
"You were keeping it in your butt?" Jaime asked incredulously.
Emily shrugged. "What do you want me to do? Girls' pants have shitty pockets."
"Perhaps a bag of some kind."
"Oh yeah. That might work."
Emily strapped herself in, then stepped up behind Ms. Penny. Her teacher seemed somewhat panicked by the idea of being fucked by two siblings at the same time, but it was a mystery why that would be. It wasn't incest as long as their balls didn't touch.
With a mighty thrust, Emily buried her dildo-cock inside her teacher's tight pussy. She slammed her hips against Ms. Penny's jiggling ass over and over. The slapping and squelching sounds of her fucking added to the sloppy gagging her brother's cock was already producing at the other end of their teacher.
Ms. Penny was trapped and spit-roasted between a brother and sister. She was mortified by the incesty connotations, as any good, upstanding citizen would be, but was also secretly super turned on by it. A brother and sister doing sexy things together was so very wrong. The naughtiness of it made her pussy flow like a river, and her moon-sized breasts quiver with excitement.
The siblings lost track of time as they viciously pounded their busty teacher into a sex-coma. Before they knew it, lunch period was over and students were filing in for their next class. Jaime and Emily exchanged a secret, silent question with each other, then decided just to keep fucking. Too many people had seen them already for them to sneak away. They would just have to hope no one saw what they were doing as actual, illegal incest, which it technically wasn't.
Every single student who entered the room was amazed and aroused by the sexual threeway on open display before them. They took their seats in a state of wide-eyed fascination. Most of the boys immediately got their dicks out and started rubbing. The girls were more hesitant, but soon had hands down their pants or up their skirts.
Soon the entire class had filled up, and every seat held a masturbating, teenage student. Their massive-titted teacher was mostly naked and getting facially and vaginally violated by the hottest pair of siblings in the school. No one in the room had the willpower to resist such a tasteful and erotic scene.
"Damn, look at all those cocks," Emily said.
"Yeah, I guess," said Jaime. "You interested?"
"What, you think I'd consider having all those penises stuffing my various holes until they all shot a load inside me?"
"Kinda."
"Fair enough. But I was actually just hoping to see them cum, is all. Those cute little eighteen year old boys all making messes of themselves..." Emily bit her lip as her eyes bounced from one cock to the next.
As it turned out, the first boy to cum was bolder than the siblings anticipated. He walked right up to them, fist pumping away furiously, and unleashed his semen all over Ms. Penny's ass. It was nowhere near the same magnitude of one of Jaime's orgasms, but symbolically it was still pretty hot.
More boys followed the first in a slow, sporadic procession. They'd blow their load on their hot teacher, then retake their seat. After they'd recovered, they'd start masturbating again.
Getting fucked and bukkaked in front of an entire class of her students was a bit of a new experience for Ms. Penny. The charged sexuality and utter humiliation were a powerful combination, and she soon erupted in a continuous, full-body orgasm.
"Oh man, she started squeezing my cock so hard," Jaime moaned. "I didn't know a throat could do the things she's doing."
"I don't think it's on purpose," Emily said. "It looks like she's in a rare state of super-orgasm. That's even more orgasm than a regular one."
"Well it's going to make me cum. That's all I know."
"Go for it, bro. Fill our teacher up with some yummy cummy."
Jaime unleashed his torrent of semen into Ms. Penny's spasming throat. At first he was awash with the pleasure of expelling an ocean's worth of cum, but after a while he noticed something peculiar.
"Hey, Em? I think her tits are getting bigger."
Emily looked at Ms. Penny's breasts. "Oh shit, you're right. They are." Her face lit up with sudden understanding. "That's why they're so big! She's been storing cum in them all this time."
Jaime thought about that. "Huh. I didn't know girls could do that. She must have sucked a lot of guys for her boobs to have grown that much."
"Probably students," Emily added. "Guess you're not the first one she's seduced."
"No, probably not."
The rest of the boys in the class jerked off even more frantically as they watched their teacher's tits expand. A lot of the girls were also getting hornier than they could handle. Some of the bolder ones grabbed a nearby dick, or even sat down on a boy's lap. The sexual tension had reached a critical level, and all hell was breaking loose.
Jaime finally drained his balls and was able to pull out of Ms. Penny's mouth. He wiped off his cock on her hair, then stepped away to examine the effect on her body from a slight distance. Emily joined him, and together they admired the cum drizzle over their teacher's back and ass, and the even more ridiculous state of her chest. Her breasts were now large enough to keep her propped up in her bent over position.
Somewhat unexpectedly, when the next boy walked up to cum on Ms. Penny, she opened her mouth up wide. The boy hesitated, then shoved his cock in and picked up face-fucking her where Jaime had left off. Soon enough, another boy started fucking Ms. Penny's pussy.
"Wow," said Emily. "This kinda got a little out of control."
"What, just because the whole class is pleasuring themselves or each other?" Jaime asked. "And the boys are lining up to gang-bang their teacher?"
"Yeah. That. I can't help feeling like this is partly our fault."
"Well... maybe a little."
A bottomless girl stood next to Ms. Penny, watching with wide eyes as her teacher got pounded from both ends simultaneously. The girl sucked on two of her fingers and got them nice and coated in saliva, then shoved them into Ms. Penny's butthole. She proceeded to finger-fuck both herself and her teacher at the same time.
The entire room was in a state of uncontrollable sexual frenzy. Attractive, eighteen year old students were sucking, fucking, fingering, rubbing, and licking each other all over the place. Their teacher was in no position to rein them in any time soon.
"Maybe we should get out of here," Jaime said.
"Why? You don't want to stay and watch? This is pornographic gold, Jai."
"I mean, yeah, it is. But we're going to get in such crazy amounts of trouble if we're found here by one of the teachers who isn't currently getting their holes pummelled with teenage dick."
"Or the principal," said a voice from just behind Jaime.
"Right," said Jaime. "I can't even imagine what would happen if Ms. January sees this."
Emily was silent. She was staring with a wide, panicked expression at something behind her brother. It occurred belatedly to Jaime that no one had been there a moment ago, yet someone had distinctly spoken. With a sudden, fatalistic sense of dread, he turned around.
Principal January stood watching Jaime with the sharpest, most terrifying grin he'd ever seen on anything; sharks included. Her eyes glowed with an unnatural brilliance, and her stance was that of a wildcat waiting for just the right moment to pounce.
"I seem to recall warning you about sexy shenanigans, Mister Nallister," said Ms. January. "Do you remember what I said?"
Jaime swallowed hard. "Um... don't do any?"
"Yes, that's about right." She waved her hand at the mass of fuckulating bodies. "And what, pray tell, would you call this?"
"Well... one might call it an orgy, of sorts..."
"Ooorrr?"
"Or... a sexy shenanigan?"
Jaime cringed, and rightfully so. His principal's eyes flamed for a second, and her grin morphed into something even more impossibly self-satisfied.
"That's right," said Ms. January in a voice that wasn't entirely human. "And now we must deal with the consequences of what you've done here."
"But it wasn't-"
Jaime was cut off by the sudden surprise appearance of a collar around his neck. His clothes vanished in an instant, and a leash materialized connecting his neck to his principal's hand.
Emily got over her shock quickly once her brother was magically declothed and becollared. "Ooh, are we doing leashes now?" She clapped her hands excitedly. "Me next, please!"
Ms. January turned and glided away on feet that didn't quite hit the floor. Jaime was forced to follow, or risk being dragged naked along behind her. The hallways were mostly empty since it was the middle of a class period. They did pass one girl who'd gone to the bathroom, and she stuck her hand down her panties at the sight of Jaime's hard cock bouncing along.
"Hey! Hello?" Emily called as she jogged to catch up. "You forgot me. You haven't stripped me or punished me or anything. Helllooo."
"This does not concern you, Miss Nallister," said Ms. January. "Run along now."
"Does too. If Jai gets to be punished for being bad or whatever, how come I don't?"
Ms. January stopped short. Jaime wasn't ready for that and ran square into her. His cock pressed against her tight ass for a second before he backed off again. She turned and looked at Emily with actual, literal fire in her eyes.



"Would you like to be... punished, Emily?" Ms. January asked in the kind of voice that could make children cry from miles away. "Is that what you're telling me? If so, I have a contract for you to sign."
It began to dawn on Emily that she might be getting herself in over her head, and not even in a good way. "Um... on second thought, maybe I'll pass."
"That's what I thought." Ms. January resumed walking. "Come along, little one," she said with a tug on Jaime's leash.
Emily shrugged helplessly at her brother as he was led away. It was starting to seem like he might have been right to fear their principal this whole time. She needed to rescue him, and for that she needed backup. She reached into her butt and fished around for her phone. It was just as well she didn't use her pockets for carrying her things, since she didn't have her pants and god only knew where they were at this point.
Helpless, and without even his sister's moral support, Jaime was dragged into Ms. January's office. It was different than he remembered, though also very much the same. In a way that his brain couldn't quite process, it felt like two separate rooms had been juxtaposed onto each other. It was both a brightly lit, professional office, and a torch-lit, shadowy dungeon all at the same time.
"Is this the part where you torture me?" Jaime asked.
"Torture you?" Ms. January asked blankly. "Why in the world would I do that?"
"Because... I don't know, really. I'm just hoping you're not going to eat me, mainly."
"Oh please. Humans don't even taste that good. Mostly you're too fatty. And the processed sugars you all eat? Don't even get me started."
Ms. January held Jaime against the wall with one hand, and cuffed his wrists and ankles securely in place with the other. The manacles she used only appeared once she needed them. It was quite a neat trick, if one were in a mood to appreciate it.
"So... you're not going to eat me, or torture me," Jaime said slowly. "But you are, in fact, going to chain me naked to your wall."
"Correct. I might nibble at your soul a bit too, if I get hungry."
"What? But you said no eating!"
Ms. January, much to Jaime's amazement and discomfort, burst out laughing. "Ha! Like souls are a real thing. You humans crack me up."
She sat down at her desk, arranged some papers neatly, and began to comb through them. She made little notes, and occasionally jotted down a signature where applicable.
Once he got over his initial panic, Jaime began to feel like he wasn't being taken seriously. He was being held prisoner quite effectively, but it felt very wrong to him that his dominatrix-monster of a captor should ignore him in favour of paperwork. That just wasn't polite.
"If you're not going to physically or mentally abuse me in any way, could I please be let down?" Jaime asked. "It's just... this seems a bit boring, and also hard on the limbs."
"I need you to stay where you are for now," said Ms. January without looking up. "You'll be fine. You shouldn't be there long enough for any permanent harm to come to you."
Jaime continued to protest, but Ms. January drowned it out in her head. The boy might be super wicked hot, but his pleas were no less irritating than those of anyone else she'd chained up over the years. He was rather quick to assume there'd be a sexual torture of some kind, however, which suggested some very interesting things about his home life.
After a while, just to shut Jaime up, Ms. January stood and placed her hand on her student's temple. Her eyes fogged pure black for a second, then cleared again.
"There," she murmured. "You want sexy punishment, you'll get it."
Ms. January sat back down and fell back into her paperwork. Behind her, Jaime had gone unnaturally stiff and silent.
****
To Jaime's eyes, the room had changed significantly in but the blink of an eye. Instead of an office/dungeon, he had appeared inside a fancy bedroom of some kind. There was a huge, princessy bed taking up a large amount of floor space. Actual guttering torches lined the walls rather than any kind of electric lighting.
Perhaps most disturbing, Ms. January was no longer in her proper-but-tight-fitting suit. She now wore an elegant-and even tighter-evening dress. She was sipping a glass of what he hoped was red wine.
"This is all in your head," said the apparition of Ms. January before Jaime could formulate any questions. "The real me is a busy lady, and you were being a pest."
"Ah," said Jaime. "I guess that explains some things. Um... Ms. January's Ghost? Can I-"
"Please. Call me Lisa. I've a feeling we're going to be getting very... intimate."
The smile Lisa gave Jaime did nothing to reassure him. He tried telling himself that if it was his head, he should be in control. It was basically impossible to convince himself, however. The spectre of his principal was far too reminiscent of her real-world counterpart.
"Like, how intimate?"
"I'm glad you asked."
Lisa drained the last of her 'wine.' She stepped toward Jaime, manoeuvring skillfully into the best light. She brought a hand to her chest and slowly trailed it down her body. Her dress disappeared from top to bottom in time with her hand's movement.
Despite her anxiousness, Jaime couldn't help but stare at Lisa's glorious tits as they were exposed. They were pure, unholy perfection; built to make men explode in their pants. The lines of Lisa's tummy and hips were equally sinful.
The last of the dress vanished in an instant, all at once. It was a little jarring after the slow tease the top half had been, but not as much as what was revealed. Between the legs of the single most feminine figure imaginable hung the largest cock Jaime had ever seen. It reached down nearly to the floor, and must have only just barely been covered by the dress.
"Holy fuck!" Jaime said with wide eyes.
"Nothing holy about it, I'm afraid."
Lisa sashayed closer. Her heels clicked loudly on the floor with every step. She was fully naked except for her stilettos, necklace, and earrings. Her massive penis swayed hypnotically in time with her movements.
"What can you possibly hope to do with that? It's too big."
Lisa smiled wickedly and put her hands on Jaime's shoulders. She pushed him to his knees in front of her. Her cock was just starting to twitch to life; quite a long process given her size.
"We'll make it fit," she assured him. "But first you'll need to get me hard."
"I don't think-"
"Start licking, little one. Or it's only going to get worse for you."
Fully cognisant of his own helplessness, Jaime leaned forward and gave Lisa's cock a big lick. He did it again and again, though only hitting a small fraction of its total surface area. He could easily run out of saliva if she tried to make him lick the whole thing. Still, it seemed to work. The giant penis before him became progressively harder as he licked, kissed, and sucked on it.
"Mmm, good boy," said Lisa. She stroked Jamie's hair affectionately. "That feels niiiccce."
Before long, her cock was fully hard and jutting out horizontally from her lithe body. Jaime stilled worked away at it in the hope that she wouldn't try inserting it into him. His hopes were entirely in vain.
"My cock's going inside you, you know," Lisa said.
Jaime shook his head desperately. "It won't fit. It'll break my jaw."
"You're right, it would be bad to try and shove it in your mouth. Luckily, you've got a hole that stretches much more nicely."
Lisa picked Jaime up and threw him effortlessly onto the bed. He bounced on the crimson sheets, then tried to sit up.
"We could just cuddle," he said. "That would be fun, wouldn't it?"
"Nope." Lisa twirled her finger in a circle. "Hands and knees, thank you."
Jaime sighed in resignation and adopted the requisite position. His cute little butt stuck out at Lisa and her massive, unwieldy erection.
"That's more like it," she said.
Jaime flinched as Lisa landed on the bed behind him. Her fingers pulled his butt cheeks apart. He braced himself for whatever was about to happen, but the only thing he felt was a soft, wet tongue caressing his butthole. He relaxed slightly since this was something he had experience with and could handle.
Lisa licked all over Jaime's ass, up and down his crack, and with a particular focus on the crinkled hole right in the middle. She pressed the point of her tongue against his butthole, and with enough pressure it slipped right in.
The slender, flexible tongue explored Jaime's anal cavity to a much greater depth than he believed possible. It filled up his ass, and somehow kept going deeper inside him. It wormed its way through his insides; at times tickling, at others turning him on like crazy. It was by far the most thorough penetration of his life, culminating in the tongue coming up his throat and out from between his lips. He was fully impaled on a phenomenally long and dextrous tongue, and he was rather enjoying it.
For a while, Lisa simply tongue-fucked Jaime. Her tongue pushed, retreated, and flexed inside of him. She did things to him that weren't physically possible, or indeed morally acceptable. But she knew what she was doing, and her young victim writhed in pleasure at her exquisite internal caresses.
When Lisa finally retracted her tongue, Jaime was left with a feeling of emptiness and longing. At last he understood something of what Emily felt after one of their hours-long fuck sessions. He desperately needed more, and he wiggled his butt in the hopes of getting it.
"You aren't done, are you?" he asked.
"Oh no," Lisa replied hungrily. "I've only just gotten warmed up."
Somehow Jaime had forgotten the massive beast between Lisa's legs. Such was the power of her mighty tongue, it seemed. He flinched in surprise as the huge head of her cock pressed against his well-loosened and lubricated asshole.
"No! Wait!"
"Hush, little one. Don't tense up, or this is going to be somewhat unpleasant for you."
"But-"
Jaime couldn't speak. The pressure on his butthole increased quickly until the head of Lisa's dick popped inside him. It was enormous, and stretched him out like nothing else ever had. Even her tongue was nothing compared to this new invader.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Lisa cooed softly. "Getting all filled up with cock... I'm actually kind of envious of you right now."
"We could... switch... if you... want," Jaime panted.
"Ha! No thanks. I'm envious, but my dick still needs some love. Your sweet little ass is getting a good pounding, and that's all there is to it."
Lisa shoved her cock in farther, but not much. It was a very tight fit, after all. She thrust her hips with powerful strokes, burying her huge shaft inside Jaime an inch at a time. It was slow going, but steady progress was made.
Jaime moaned with every ass-rending thrust. He was being stuffed and stretched, and his internal organs were being battered aside to make room for Lisa's cock. Somehow, though, it didn't hurt the way it should have. Mostly it gave him an increasing sense of pleasurable fullness. The slight discomfort of having his ass totally destroyed only added to the effect.
Lisa fucked her way deep inside Jaime for what seemed like hours. There was so much cock to be shoved in, and it only became more difficult the deeper she got. At last her hips pressed against Jaime's butt cheeks. Her massive shaft was fully entrenched.
"There we go," Lisa said. "All in. That wasn't so bad, was it?"
"I... can't really... breathe properly."
"Ah, yes. I'm probably squishing your lungs a bit."
Jaime felt his tummy with one hand. There was a sizable bulge from the cock inside him. He ran his hand upward, following the shaft until it disappeared beneath his rib cage.
"This... can't be... healthy."
"Enh, probably not. It's all imaginary though, so it's fine."
"Doesn't feel... imagin... ary."
"Well it wouldn't, would it?"
With a firm grip on Jaime's hips, Lisa pulled back then rammed herself forward. Now that she had full access, she needed to give him a proper butt-fucking. She built up to longer and harder strokes, and soon Jaime was reduced to a drooling, sex-overloaded mess. Lisa smiled to herself; now things were really getting fun.
****
Back in the real world, Principal January was still calmly sitting at her desk. Despite her intense focus on the papers in front of her, she didn't so much as flinch when her office door was kicked in. The poor door slammed off the back wall, and a hail of splinters filled the air.
"What the fuck did you do to my brother?!"
Ms. January looked up impassively. Lilith stood in front of her, about ready to tear someone's head off. A still bottomless Emily peeked out from behind the safety of her big sister.
"He should be here," Emily said. "It's where she brought him."
"Your brother's fine," Ms. January assured the sisters. "There was no need for damaging my office."
"The hell there wasn't," Lilith said. "You know better than to mess with my siblings."
"Indeed," said Ms. January. "But I'm afraid they've been very naughty. Breaking school rules with no regard for the consequences."
"I don't give a shit. Where's Jaime?"
Ms. January waved a hand, and again her office melded with a vague semblance of a medieval dungeon. Jaime came into view as though he'd been there the whole time, but somehow the girls had been unable to see him. He was still chained in place, and his eyes were rolled back in a sex-trance. Emily tried to run to him, but Lilith grabbed her arm and held her back.
"Let him go," Lilith said.
"I'm afraid he's broken some very sexual rules," said Ms. January. "And he must suffer the requisite fallout of his decisions."
Lilith sighed. "Alright, Em. What did you and your brother do?"
Emily cleared her throat nervously. "Well... we mighta, like, fucked one of our teachers in front of a whole class."
"Aaannnd?"
"And started an orgy slash gangbang slash bukkake. It was an accident though, I swear."
"Yeah, I bet." Lilith turned back to Ms. January. "Alright, Lisa. We doing this?"
"Careful, Lil," Emily whispered. "She's, like, an actual monster-lady. She could eat us or something."
"Nah, Em. She's a demon. And she doesn't much eat people. Especially me."
"Your sister's correct, Emily," said Ms. January. "I have remained entirely within the rules. There's no need for calling anyone a monster."
"You've got my brother all chained up and unconscious," Emily said. "That's not very rule-abiding." She paused, suddenly realizing she had no idea what the rules actually were. It had never been important to her before. "Is it?"
"Em, hush now," said Lilith. "What the fuck do you want, Lisa?"
"As I said-"
"I know, I know. Rules. But I know you don't much give a fuck about them unless they serve your purpose. So I repeat, what the fuck do you want?"
Ms. January calmly folded her hands on the desk in front of her. By most appearances, she might have seemed like a perfectly ordinary principal dealing with a troublesome student. The giveaway was her eyes. They flashed with unearthly self-satisfaction.
"I was very disappointed when you banned me from your club, Lilith," said Ms. January. "It's ever so difficult finding a place to hang out and unwind the way I need to after a stressful day dealing with hooligans and sexual deviants."
"You were branding my boys, Lisa. Like, with some kind of fucked up demonic fire. We couldn't even tattoo over them to cover them up."
"They wouldn't be very good brands if they could be hidden, now would they?"
Lilith sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. "If I let you back in, will you behave yourself?"
"I will certainly do my best to-"
"Yes or no."
"Very well. Yes, then."
"Fine. I'll talk to my people, and you'll be on probation for a while, but-"
"Absolutely not! Probation is out of the question."
Lilith's eyes flashed with the same intensity as Ms. January's. "That's the deal. If you can't behave yourself, you'll be back out on your ass. Don't test me, Lisa."
Emily huddled behind a chair as the two women faced off. An eternity seemed to pass as they stared one another down. If Emily didn't know any better, she'd swear they were communicating with some kind of familial telepathy or something, the way she sometimes did with Jaime. She was kind of regretting not taking the time to fetch her pants. It felt a bit silly to be in war zone with her nether regions on full display.
"Fine," said Ms. January at last.
"Fine," echoed Lilith.
The two nodded, and the moment passed. Ms. January stood up and turned to a still-captive Jaime.
"I'll just get your brother free," she said. "Then perhaps I'll see you at your club later."
"I suppose so," said Lilith. "I'll have to keep an eye on you, after all."
Unfortunately, just as Ms. January approached Jaime to let him go, he arrived at a critical juncture in his dream-fuck. He'd been pounded for so long, by such a large, magnificent cock that he actually started cumming in the physical world at the same time as in his mental one.
"Eek!"
Ms. January was thrown back against the far wall by a hurricane of semen. Even she couldn't resist the sheer natural force of such a quantity of cum being shot out. She was soon completely drenched and quite gooey.
"Aw, shit," Lilith muttered. "That was some bad timing."
"What's going on?" Emily asked. "Usually Jai doesn't just cum for no reason."
"I assume he's being mind-fucked. You know, in a somewhat more literal sense than usual."
"Oh. I see." Emily stared at the unceasing flow spewing from her brother's cock. "Well, I should probably do something then. Principal January needs to un-mind-fuck him or he may never stop cumming."
Lilith nodded. "Godspeed, little sister."
Emily pulled out her butt plug. She judged the distance, then got a running start and launched herself ass-first through the air. The only force in the universe that could contain the sheer quantity of cum Jaime was producing was his sister's butt. Much depended on her skill at taking it up the ass from her brother.
Emily's aim was true, and her butthole landed precisely on the head of Jaime's cock. Being his butt-slut had paid off, and she took his whole shaft up her bottom before her feet even touched the floor again. She moaned happily at both being anally filled up with brother-cock, and internally torrented with a natural disaster's worth of cum.
A very shaky Ms. January regained her footing once the deluge had ceased. She'd lost her clothes in the initial blast and was naked except for her heels. Cum covered every inch of her skin, and even some of her interior. She had to fake a sneeze to clear out her nostrils.
"Your brother's really something," said Ms. January. "This is... impressive."
"Mmm," Emily agreed dreamily. "Isn't it though."
"Don't get any ideas, Lisa," Lilith said, folding her arms. "I expect you to leave my siblings alone."
"Of course, of course." Ms. January waved her hands dismissively. "But that doesn't mean I can't appreciate a sexual prodigy of such high quality."
"More like quantity," Emily giggled. Her tummy was rapidly inflating to the size of a beach ball, and still the cum wasn't slowing down.
Ms. January stepped carefully on the slick floor. She reached out and lightly touched each of Jaime's manacles, which then fell away and let him free.
"Don't forget to un-mind-fuck him," Lilith said.
"You think I'd forget something like that?" Ms. January asked, acting hurt at the very suggestion.
"If you thought it'd be funny, sure."
"Wait! Not yet," said Emily. "He's still cumming in me."
"Fuck's sake, Em," said Lilith. "You let Lisa fix our brother this instant. I am not explaining to Mom why you burst like a water-balloon because you wouldn't let Jaime stop cumming up your butt."



Emily looked down at her body. She was practically spherical at this point, and even her breasts had gone up several sizes. She felt far more deliciously full than she'd ever thought possible. It was a warm, comfortable sensation, and she didn't want it to end. Still, Lilith was right, it was getting a tad dangerous.
"Fiiinnne," she said.
Jaime's eyes rolled back to their rightful positions as soon as Ms. January touched his head. His cum-flow slackened soon after, and eventually stopped altogether.
"Wha..." he said confusedly. "What's going on?"
There was a girl on Jaime's dick, that much he was sure about. He didn't recognize Emily at first, both because he was somewhat dazed, and because she was doing a spectacular impression of a moon. He'd know the butthole clamped around his shaft anywhere, however, and was soon able to put the pieces together.
"Em?"
"Yeah, Jai. It's me. I had to store your creamy filling for a bit."
Emily managed to lever herself off her brother's dick. Cum immediately poured out of her ass, and her body began to shrink back to normal.
"That's a relief," Jaime said. "I had this weird thing going on in my head, and I thought this might be part two." He looked around at the cum-soaked office, his beach-ball-shaped sister, and the naked, cum-covered principal. "And this might have actually been the weirder of the two," he murmured to himself.
"You're free to go now, Mister Nallister," Ms. January said, trying to act authoritative. It was difficult in her state of dress.
"Uh, ok. Thanks. I guess."
Jaime peered intently at Ms. January for a moment. Her body was built almost exactly to the same sinful perfection as her mind-double. There was definitely no elephant cock attached to the original, however. Just a beautiful, cum-glazed pussy.
Lilith led her naked, erect brother and bottomless, cum-spewing sister out of the principal's office. It was a good thing they were so damn hot, she thought. Otherwise she wasn't sure she'd be able to put up with their nonsense.
Ms. January was left alone in her cum-destroyed office. She was soaked, as were her chair, papers, computer... and everything, really. She sighed and sat down in her squishy seat. At least the warm cum felt nice on her shapely, naked ass.
"Carol," she said as she pressed her intercom.
"Yes, Ms. January?" came the quick reply.
"I'm going to need the services of some of our greediest cum-sluts for... reasons."
"Of course. Shall I pull them out of class? Or ask them to come see you after school?"
"As soon as possible, please. And see if you can get at least one girl who doesn't mind giving a hot older woman a full tongue-bath." Ms. January paused, then added, "hypothetically, of course."
"Right away."
Ms. January gave her room another once over, then slumped a little lower in her seat. She held up one of her hands and watched the thick cum slowly drip down her arm. Unbidden, her tongue snaked out and took a swipe at her palm, almost a foot away. She brought the tongueful of semen back to her mouth and held it there for a moment, savouring its premium quality.
"Not bad," she said to an empty room. "Not bad at all."
****
Lilith, Emily, and Jaime headed for the exit, even though it wasn't technically the end of the school day yet. Lilith walked out in front with her younger siblings trailing slightly behind. Jaime was still fully naked and extremely hard, and Emily hadn't quite finished deflating yet.
Emily left a trail of slippery cum on the floor behind her as it continued to pour out of her butt. The flow was slowing down, at least, and her shape had more or less returned to its lithe, ridiculously hot norm. She still got some curious stares from the odd student who was out of class at the time. At least two or three boys immediately started masturbating as they watched her pass.
"So then she basically just pounded me until all of my internal organs were bruised, and I eventually came," Jaime said, finishing up his recounting of what he'd been through.
"Lucky," Emily said with a slight pout. "Why couldn't Ms. January have taken me instead of you. She was just trying to get at Lil anyway. It's not like it would have mattered."
"She might have figured that you getting chained up and anally destroyed wouldn't get Lil's attention quite the same," Jaime pointed out. "You know, since that's basically a dream come true for you."
Emily giggled. "Oh yeah. Fair enough." She batted her eyes at her brother. "You'll make it up to me, won't you? You'll wreck my pretty little ass and treat me like the butt-slut I am."
"Of course, Em. What are brother's for?"
Jaime put his hand on Emily's butt. The sound of cum hitting the floor had stopped, so he intended to shove a couple fingers up his sister's slick bottom. He was a little confused to find her butt plug instead of an empty, gaping hole.
"Hey, Em?" said Jaime. "When did you put your plug back in?"
"Oh, that." Emily looked over her shoulder, but couldn't get a very good angle at her own asshole. "As far as I can tell, it can find its way back to me now."
"Seriously? It's, like, pretty inanimate."
"I know, but it's been filling my butt an awful lot the past few days. That's probably become its default state of being. You know, like electron shells and stuff."
"So it just... comes back to you after a while?"
Emily shrugged. "I guess. It did it once earlier while you were kidnapped." She reached around and pulled the plug out. "Here, let's test it."
She set the butt plug carefully upright on the floor, then carried on walking. Jaime watched over his shoulder, but the plug seemed really quite still.
"I don't think it's working," Jaime said. "Are you sure you're not just bullshitting me?"
"Ooh!" said Emily. She jumped slightly, then settled back into her stride.
Jaime looked down at his sister's tight ass, and sure enough the jeweled heart of her butt plug was right back where it belonged.
"Holy shit," he said. "It does home back in on you."
"Told ya."
Jaime pressed and wiggled Emily's plug as they walked. She moaned contentedly at the feeling of it, and at her brother's display of affection for her butt.
The three siblings finally made it to Lilith's car. Lilith got in the driver's seat, and Jaime and Emily climbed in the back seat together.
"Guess I owe you one, huh?" Jaime said as Lilith started driving.
Lilith shook her head. "Nah, Jai. This isn't about anyone owing anything. This was family stuff."
Jaime grinned and wrapped his arms around his sister from behind her seat. "Thanks, Lil."
"Yeah, yeah. Hands off before I crash." Lilith glanced in her rearview mirror. "And Em, stop fidgeting around back there. Both of you buckle up and sit properly."
"I lost my strapon back at school," Emily whined.
"So what? It's not going to be in my car."
"I know. But you've got to have a stash of toys in here somewhere."
"You don't need toys right now, Em. Just wait until-"
"Found them!"
Emily triumphantly pulled open a compartment under her seat, then held aloft a fair-sized dildo. She rummaged around some more, and found a bottle of lube to go with it.
"Don't know why I bother," Lilith muttered to herself.
Without having to be told, Jaime contorted himself around so that his ass was sticking out at Emily. He knew where her mind was going.
"Mmm, that's a good little butt-slut," Emily cooed.
She squirted some lube out onto her brother's butthole, then lovingly rubbed it in. She stuck a couple fingers in to make sure he was coated internally as well.
"Is that really necessary?" Lilith asked. "Are you guys really such horny sluts that you can't wait?"
"S'not about horniness," Emily insisted. "Or sluttiness even."
"Are you sure about that?"
"It's symbolic," Jaime explained. "Ms. January mind-fucked me with an impossibly huge cock."
"Which is cheating," Emily said. "So now I gotta secure my claim on Jai's ass."
"I don't think that's how butts work," Lilith said with the patience of a saint.
"How would you know?" Emily asked. "Have you ever been in a mutual butt-slut relationship with a sibling?"
"I know either of your tight little asses are mine any time I want them," Lilith said.
"Naturally," Emily agreed.
"Goes without saying," Jaime concurred.
"But that's not the same thing," Emily said. "So I'll thank you to leave this to the experts."
Emily deep-throated the dildo a few times to get it nice and slippery, then rammed it into Jaime's butthole. She pounded it manually in and out of his well-lubricated orifice. It wasn't quite as hot as doing it with a strapon, but it was still pretty fun.
"Em, you better not make your brother cum all over my car," Lilith warned. "Or I'm making you clean it up."
"Fair enough." Emily reamed Jaime even more vigorously.
"And I'm going to have you gagged while you're scrubbing."
"But... then I couldn't lick the cum up. I'd have to, like, wash it like a normal person."
"Exactly."
Emily made a piteous face. "You're a horrifying bitch sometimes, Lil. I can't believe you'd even joke about something like that."
"Try me, little sis. I dare you."
Emily rolled her eyes. "Fiiinnne. No making Jai cum all over the seat. I got it."
Emily tried her best to go easy on her brother so as not make him cum. She was as gentle and delicate as she could manage while stretching out his insides. She still got too aggressive and forceful at times, but overall was quite restrained.
Jaime watched the scenery pass by out the window while he was getting anally violated by his sister. He was reasonably sure no one could see what was happening inside the car, but not totally certain. For all he knew, loads of passers-by were getting an excellent view of Emily pumping a dildo in his ass. Hopefully, if that was the case, none of them would be aware that they were brother and sister. That could be embarrassing.
'Where are we going, Lil?" Jaime asked.
"Just have to stop off at my club for a few minutes," Lilith said. "Have to give my people a heads up about Lisa. Plus some feral strippers showed up, and we're having a little trouble getting them settled."
"Oh yeah, they must be the ones we found in the garage yesterday."
"What?"
"Yeah. In one of your boxes. They got loose and must have found their way home."
"Huh. Well that explains that. I would have appreciated some warning."
Jaime shrugged. "Sorry. Our bad."
Lilith pulled into the parking lot of Fall From Grace without any messes having been made in her car. She and her siblings got out, but she stopped Jaime and Emily before they could go anywhere.
"Can't we go play with the sexy half-naked people?" Emily asked.
"Nope," said Lilith. "We're not staying that long. Plus you two have already found enough trouble for one day."
"We'll be good," Jaime said. "We don't even have to fuck any of them. We can just watch."
"Even if I believed that, and I very much don't, you two are not up to dress code."
Jaime and Emily looked down at themselves.
"So... it's not ok to go into a strip club naked?" Jaime asked.
"Not in mine, that's for sure."
"I got a shirt on," Emily said. "It's only a little cum-soaked."
"Which would be great if you also had pants, and your delicious teenage pussy wasn't hanging out."
The two younger siblings pouted, but Emily quickly brightened up when Lilith grabbed some things out of the trunk.
"Is that a collar?" Emily asked hopefully.
"Sure is," Lilith said. She held up a brand new collar with the word 'slut' written on it in big letters. "And it's for you."
Emily clapped her hands and bounced excitedly. "Yay! Best big sister ever!"
It was hard for Emily to hold herself still long enough to be collared. She was vibrating with anticipation. Her sister's hands were so delicate around her throat, then there was the feeling of the collar being cinched snugly into place. Her pussy formed twin rivers down the inside of her thighs.
"Thanks, Lil," Emily said. She gave her sister a big, half-naked hug.
"You're welcome," Lilith said, patting Emily's butt affectionately. She then grabbed a second collar and turned to Jaime. "Now your turn."
"Aw, come on," Jaime said. "Weird bondage shit's Em's thing. And I don't really want to wear something that calls me a slut."
Lilith cocked her hip. "Jai, in the past week, how many girls has your penis been inside of?"
"Um..."
"Can you name them all? Can you even give me a number?"
Jaime started silently counting off on his fingers. He gave up when he passed ten and ran out of digits.
"Uh, like, a dozen? Or two?"
"Jai, if you're not even sure how many girls you've fucked in the past few days, do you know what that makes you?"
"Fiiinnne," he said. "Give me the slut collar."
"That's what I thought." Lilith fastened the second collar around her brother's neck. "That's my good little slut-boy."
"We match now, Jai," Emily said. "Isn't this fun?"
"Somehow I suspect it's quite a lot more fun for you than me," Jaime said.
Lilith pulled a pair of leashes out of her trunk, then closed it. She attached a leash to each of her siblings' collars, then stood back a step to admire them.
"Good goddamn you two are sexiest, sluttiest little things," she said.
"Aw, thanks," Emily said with a faint blush.
"Uh, yeah. Thanks. I guess," Jaime said.
Lilith gave each of them a deep, full-mouth kiss. She then turned and led them away from the car by their leashes. Emily skipped along happily. Jaime followed just far enough behind that he could watch Emily's amazing ass, but not far enough that he'd get tugged at by his collar.
They walked around to the front entrance instead of the back one. There was a fair amount of traffic and pedestrians out there, and the sexy siblings attracted quite a lot of attention. Drivers veered out of their lanes as they gawked, and some minor head-on collisions started to block the street.
"Sit," Lilith said once they arrived at the front steps to her club.
Jaime and Emily sat down on the steps. Lilith tied their leashes to the railing, then patted their heads and went inside by herself.
"You know she just tied us up out here like dogs," Jaime said.
"Mmhm," Emily agreed.
"Aaannnd you don't have a problem with that, do you?"
Emily looked confused. "Why would I?"
"Yeah, no. My mistake."
Emily took Jaime's hand and entwined her fingers with his. She squeezed reassuringly.
"Look, I know that being collared and tied naked in public isn't really your thing, for some reason," she said. "But just think of how horny it's making me."
Jaime examined his sister's vagina. A small waterfall was pouring down the steps where she sat.
"Am I to assume that's going to pay off for me?" he asked.
"Maaayyybe." Emily grinned wickedly. "You know, if you told me to go bend over in the middle of the street so you could pound me silly, I'd totally do it."
Jaime's cock twitched. "Even though everyone would see a brother and sister totally fucking?"
"Yep."
"And we'd get caught for sure, and sent to incest-jail?"
"Or sentenced to super-death," Emily reminded him. "But yes, I'd do anything you asked me to right now."
Jaime couldn't help himself. He loved his sister more than anything in universe, and he had to kiss her. Even though people were passing all the time, he had to risk it. He kissed her hungrily, filling her mouth with tongue, and she responded just as eagerly. A nearby passing couple fainted from sheer hotness-overload.
"We shouldn't do that," Jaime panted after several minutes of furious making-out with his half-naked sister in a very public spot. "Someone might see."
"I think some of them did," Emily said. "Luckily they all fainted 'cause it was so super sexy."
"Phew. Close one." Jaime gazed at the carpet of sprawled out bodies on the sidewalk. "Hey, wanna go mess with them while they're unconscious?"
"Ooh, that could be fun!"
Emily fumbled with the knots holding their leashes to the railing. She struggled with them and failed to make any progress.
"Come on, Em. Just untie us."
"I can't. I never learned how to untie knots." She gave up in frustration. "Who'd have thought there'd ever be a reason to untie myself from anything?"
Jaime smiled and stroked his sister's hair lovingly. "You're such a little bondage-slut."
Emily beamed and nuzzled against Jaime's shoulder. "You say the sweetest things sometimes."
"That's why you love me, right?"
"Mmhm. That and the way you use me like a sex toy and cum dumpster."
Jaime and Emily snuggled together whispering tokens of affection and explicit promises to each other. They mostly behaved themselves physically, but they did get in some sneaky fondling when they thought no one was looking. Given their distraction value, that wasn't often.
Sometimes the siblings would get patted on the head by someone going into the club, like they were pets or something. A couple times they were petted somewhere less proper than that. Mostly they were just discreetly admired as the beautiful little sex objects they were.
"Oh my, aren't you two the cutest pair I've ever seen."
Jaime and Emily looked up at an attractive woman in a tight business-suit.
"Thank you," Emily said. "We try."
"Mmhm. Such a lovely cock and pussy. And the way you both look, you could almost pass for brother and sister."
"We almost could," Jaime agreed evasively.
"You're just so delicious," the woman continued. "I don't suppose your owner would be interested in selling the pair of you?"
"I really don't think-"
"Hush, Jai," Emily interrupted. "I want to find out how much we're worth."
The woman smiled. "Well... I'd have to get you appraised, of course. But I feel like it could go as high as seven or eight million for the full set."
Emily squealed. "Did you hear that, Jai? Millions! We're valuable!"
"Em, we wouldn't be getting the money in this hypothetical scenario."
"Oh I don't care about that. It's just good for my self-esteem to be so highly prized, is all."
"Since when have you had self-esteem issues?"
"Never. But they could develop at any moment, and it's good to be prepared."
"You two are adorable," the woman said. "I could really believe that you're siblings. That could easily bump the asking price up another million on its own."
"Jesus christ," said Lilith from behind her siblings. "I leave you alone for five minutes and you do your best to get yourselves sex-trafficked. Don't even get me started on that swath of unconscious bodies that I know you two are responsible for." She stepped down next to Jaime, took a protective stance, and crossed her arms. She looked the interested woman in the eye. "Despite the pains in my ass that they are, they're not for sale."
"Well that's a pity," said the woman. "But I totally understand you not wanting to give them up. Let me just give you my card in case you change your mind."
Lilith looked thoughtfully at the card as the woman left. She almost tossed it, then reconsidered and stuck in her pocket. You never knew.
"This is why I can't take you anywhere," she said as she untied her siblings.
"To be fair, it's at least partly your fault for leaving us tied outside without proper attire," Jaime said.
"That's right," said Emily. "We're really, really, ridiculously good looking, and we can't be held responsible for the effect that has on people."
"I can, however, hold you responsible for soliciting bids on yourselves," Lilith said. "It annoys me that I have to tell you not to get yourselves sold to strangers."
"Yeah, fair enough on that one," Jaime said. "We'll try not to let it happen again."
The three of them climbed back into Lilith's car. Somewhat surprisingly, she made another stop before they got home.



"What now?" asked Jaime. "Another quick stop where you leave us to be ogled by random people?"
"Even better," said Lilith. "Come on, out of the car."
Lilith took her siblings' leashes and led them toward a store. They were out of the more urban and populated area now, and there were fewer people around, but they still got glances or stares from basically everyone.
"Look, Jai," Emily said. "Ice cream! Are we getting ice cream, Lil?"
"Sure are," Lilith said. "Just because you two are annoying, selfish brats doesn't mean I don't love you."
"Yay!"
Emily skipped ahead far enough that she was reined in by her leash. Both Lilith and Jaime admired their sister's magnificent ass as she led them to the ice cream counter.
The girl manning the ice cream station smiled professionally at the family who walked in, while sneakily rubbing her pussy under her apron. They were too sexy a sight not to.
"Welcome," she said. "What can I get you?"
Emily ran her eyes over the various buckets of sugary goodness. She stopped dead when she got to a list of toppings.
"What's that?" she demanded, pointing with a trembling finger.
The girl examined the entry. "Hot cum sauce? Well, it's like hot fudge sauce, only it's cum instead."
"Actually, real cum?" Emily asked with wide, bright eyes.
"Sure is. Fresh-squeezed daily, and kept at a perfect, delicious temperature." The ice cream girl pointed to a certificate on the wall. "And it's certified organic."
"Em, you're not getting cum," Lilith said. "You don't know where it's been."
"There's a certificate, Lil," Emily said with exasperation. "And it's organic. That means it's healthy. I'm a growing girl, I need my vitamins."
"Alright, alright. Get whatever you want."
"Ok! I'll have... vanilla ice cream, I think. Don't want to overpower the tasty, tasty cum. And lots of cum sauce on top."
The girl smiled. "An excellent choice. It'll have to be in a dish rather than a cone, though. Is that ok?"
Emily nodded. As if she even cared what it came in.
Jaime got a cone of triple-chocolate-minty-peanut-butter-fudge-swirl-explosion, since it had the most things in its name. Lilith got a cone of devil's tracks, which seemed to be a reference to the little chocolate cups in it.
The three of them sat down at a picnic table outside to enjoy their treats. They attracted a fair amount of business for the ice cream shoppe just by sitting out in front of it, since it gave people an excuse to leer at the super-hot, mostly naked teens.
"Eat some of your ice cream too, Em," Lilith chided. "Not just the cum."
"Yes, mooommm," Emily said.
"Don't take that tone with me."
"Or what?"
"Or I'll... spank you or something."
Jaime waved his hands quickly. "And you'll spank her. Not or."
"Oh right, good call." Lilith eyed her sister. "Behave yourself, and I'll spank you later."
Emily, right on the verge of acting up at the promise of a spanking, went back to licking cum off her spoon. "Dammit, Jai. Don't help her. I almost got a public spanking out of the deal."
"Yes, but there's quite a crowd forming around us, and some might construe a public sister on sister spanking as being somehow incestuous."
"You and your damn logic," Emily said.
The two younger siblings kept eating their ice creams in ways that inadvertently gave their spectators ideas. It wasn't their fault that licking and sucking at their frozen and/or gooey treats was rather suggestive.
Lilith, on the other hand, felt a bit irritated at being crowded like that. She stood up and turned away from Jaime and Emily before addressing the people watching them.
"Don't you assholes have anything better to do?" she asked in a perfectly calm and reasonable tone. However, her eyes flashed bright red as she spoke, and her teeth caught the sun in a way that made her look like she was about to tear someone's head off with her jaws. The members of the crowd dispersed, with the wiser amongst them sprinting for their cars and peeling out of the driveway.
"Wow, you're super convincing, Lil," Emily said. "How'd you get them to all run away in terror like that?"
"It's all in your delivery," Lilith said smoothly. "Now eat up. We shouldn't stay too long."
Jaime tried his best to hurry up, but after a few more licks, his ice cream burst and splattered all over him. His bare skin was covered in dripping chocolaty goodness. He looked at the remains of his cone with a sense of betrayal.
"Honestly," Lilith said. "I didn't grab enough napkins for that kind of mess. Couldn't you have been more careful?"
"It exploded," Jaime said defensively. "My ice cream just exploded in my hand."
"Well duh. 'Explosion' was right in the name. What did you expect?"
"Thought it was just a name," Jaime said a little sulkily. "Like, your ice cream doesn't really have anything to do with devilishness, right?"
"Uh, yeah. Sure. Nothing at all."
"Don't worry, guys," said Emily. "I got this."
Emily set her spoon down, then crawled on top of the table. She started licking dripping ice cream off her naked brother. After a moment, Lilith shrugged and joined in. After all, Jaime wasn't getting in her car in such a messy state.
Jaime's super sexy sisters licked him all over. It kind of tickled, but it was also amazingly hot. Especially when they both met at his cock. Emily and Lilith licked and sucked at his shaft from both sides. Occasionally their tongues touched accidentally, or they paused their cleaning to briefly make out. Overall they did a spectacular job tidying him up.
"Alright, you two ready to go?" Lilith asked.
"I'm ready," Jaime said.
"Me too," Emily concurred. "I finished all my cum. I've just got boring old melty ice cream left."
They got back in the car. Since Emily hadn't been fucked in basically an eternity, she slid her pussy onto Jaime's cock and snuggled into his lap for the ride home. She felt much better once she was all filled up with brother-cock.
Lilith took Jaime and Emily's leashes off once they got home. She took Jaime's collar too, but Emily opted to keep hers on. Lilith then took off again while her siblings went inside.
"Well that was quite an adventure," Emily said. "We should do crazy, sexy things like more often."
"I think you'll find we do lots of crazy, sexy things," Jaime said. "Like, that's quite literally all we do."
"You and your logic. What do-" Emily stopped and cocked her head. Her sexual sixth sense was tingling. "Someone's fucking," she announced.
"Um... ok? But-"
"Shh."
Emily slunk forward and waved at her brother to follow behind her. They crept through the house, and before long they were able to hear sounds confirming Emily's declaration.
Their parents were in the living room. Christine, their mother, was bent over the arm of the couch. Krissy, their aunt/daddy, was slamming her from behind with the cock that she had even though she was a girl otherwise. Clearly neither of them expected their children to show up and catch them doing their super-dirty incest fucking.
"That's so fucking hot," Jaime whispered.
"Fuck yeah it is," Emily whispered back. "Do you think if I went over and stuck my ass out at her, Aunt Krissy would pound me like she's doing to Mom?"
"I think that plan lacks a certain amount of subtlety and cunning. I'd keep working on it if I were you."
Emily nodded disappointedly. "Yeah, you're probably right."
Jaime started stroking his cock without even thinking about it. Emily did the same to her pussy. They stopped immediately once they realized what they were doing. They shouldn't be masturbating themselves while watching their hot parents fuck; that was just wrong. Instead, they switched off and Emily jerked her brother while he fingered her. That was a much sexier and more sensible arrangement.
Eventually Jaime decided they'd watched for long enough. He tugged at Emily's arm.
"Come on. Let's go up to my room."
"But I wanna watch some more."
Jaime didn't want to argue, so he didn't. He simply picked his sister up and slung her over his shoulder, then proceeded up to his room.
"Oh nooo," Emily said with a giggle. "I'm being abducted."
She pretended to struggle, which mostly just meant rubbing her naughty bits against her brother. He slapped her ass a few times until she calmed down.
"So," Jaime said. "What shall we do?" He tossed Emily onto his bed and admired the view of her pretty pussy between her splayed legs.
"Gee, I don't know," Emily said as she pulled off her shirt and tossed it to the floor. "Whatever could we possibly get up to while we're naked and alone in a bedroom?"
"Well," Jaime said, acting as though he was giving the problem serious thought, "I suppose I could crush your cunt until your ovaries turn to mush."
"Mmm."
"Or I could annihilate your asshole until you need a doctor's note excusing you from sitting down in class tomorrow."
Emily's eyes rolled back as she experienced a mini-orgasm just at the thought of such lovely, romantic activities. "We've got loads of time," she said. "Why not do both?"
Jaime grinned. "Both it is."
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All I wanted to do was hang out in our backyard pool. It was a hot day, and we had no air conditioning. My sister Amy and I had been left on our own for the weekend. No parents should have meant a nice, relaxing couple of days. Of course, nothing could ever just be simple.
Amy had two of her friends over. I'd known Kelly and Danah almost as long as my sister had, and I'd spent far too much of that time with very conflicting feelings about both of them. Sometimes they were hot older girls, and I'd crush on them painfully. Sometimes they were jerks and teased me mercilessly. Often times they were some of both. It all depended on their moods, and how horny I was on the day in question.
I was old enough now that I could basically handle them at their worst. It had been a long time since they'd been able to actually physically overpower me. I was eighteen and invincible, except for my hormones and ego. Naturally, those were two facets of my existence that Amy and her friends were experts at manipulating; sometimes without even meaning to.
Today, all three girls were out lounging by our family's backyard pool. They were sunbathing in bikinis which, to my mind, was the worst kind of cheating. All that sexy, smooth girl-flesh on display just wasn't fair. I wanted to go out and get a closer look, but they'd know. Even if I was lucky and didn't pop a boner, they'd still be able to tell I was checking them out. They had a sense about these things.
So my choice was either to stay inside sweating to death and not perving on hot girl in skimpy swimsuits, or risk it and go out to the pool. I knew what my eventual decision would be long before I actually convinced myself of it. Emotionally risky as it was, I had to go for it.
The key was confidence. Show no fear. They were like Reavers, they'd have to pounce on me if I showed weakness. It was a lesson I'd learned long ago. I strode out the back door in my swim shorts, carrying a towel over my shoulder. I could do this.
The girls were giggling about something as I approached. It probably had nothing to do with me. It would have been paranoid and narcissistic to assume otherwise, even though a small part of my brain thought just that. I ignored their mirth and draped my towel across the back of the only free deck chair.
Despite my best efforts, I couldn't help stealing a few glances. Kelly and Danah's tiny bikinis did far more to flaunt their bodies than to hide them. Their sleek, exposed figures drank in the sun, and the bits that were covered were all the more tantalizing for retaining that small aura of mystery. It was a distinct effort not to gape openly.
"Eyy, little Brian," Kelly said.
She was the closest to me, and the first to verbally acknowledge my presence.
"Hey, Kelly."
"What'cha up to?"
I nodded to the pool. "Just going swimming. It's, like, stupid hot out today."
"Yeah, I hear ya. I might take another dip soon too."
I was mostly successful at maintaining eye contact while we talked. If Kelly noticed my gaze straying to her chest, she didn't let on. Goddamn did she fill her top out nicely though.
Inevitably, my proximity attracted more attention. Amy and Danah had gone quiet, and they were both looking at me. Danah, for whatever reason, seemed to be scanning the length of my body.
"You need any sunscreen, Bro?" Amy asked, holding up a bottle. "You'll burn easy today."
"Yeah, I know," I said. "I'm gonna swim for a bit first, though. I'll get some later if I'm gonna stay out."
"Let me know if you need help putting it on," Danah chimed in.
She had the faintest of smirks on her lips. I had no idea what the intention of her offer was, but since it wasn't overtly taunting I refused to read anything into it.
"Thanks for the offer. I'll let you know."
Danah winked, then turned back to Amy. There was something mildly teasing in her demeanour, but it was so light as to be inconsequential. So far so good.
I stepped toward the pool, then dove in. The water was the instant refreshment I needed. It was much cooler on my skin than the muggy air, and it washed away the gross sheen of sweat that had been accumulating.
For a while I just did some laps. They weren't long ones, since I was limited by the length of the pool, but they were something to do. Every time I swam toward the sunbathing girls, I took the opportunity to perv on them a little. Danah had rolled onto her stomach, so I got decent angle of her tight ass, along with Kelly's lovely breasts, and Amy's-
I shut my eyes and swore internally as I swam away again. It sucked having a hot sister sometimes. Most of the time, really. Even worse when she was accompanied by her hot friends. It was so easy to get confused. She had a body worth perving on, that much I had to admit, but I really didn't appreciate the mix of emotions that she made me feel.
Back and forth I swam. I narrowed my focus with a distinct effort to try and pretend my sister wasn't one of the mostly naked girls reclining by the poolside. Sometimes I expended yet more mental energy imagining what Kelly and Danah would look like without even their flimsy suits on. Reality gave me a pretty good jumping off point, and my fertile, pervy little mind did quite an excellent job with the rest.
After a few more laps, I saw Kelly stand up and adjust her suit. I swore I caught the tiniest flash of nipple when she shifted her top slightly. She then walked to the edge of the pool and jumped in.
Somehow it was only as Kelly entered the water that I realized I had an erection. I'd been checking the girls out for long enough that it was bound to happen, it just didn't consciously register. Perhaps it was because no one could tell as long as I was alone in the water. Once Kelly hopped in with me, there was a much greater danger of her noticing a tent in my trunks.
Kelly resurfaced and swept her hair back out of her face. Her top was now soaked, and clung tightly to her breasts. I could make out the small bumps of her nipples. Not fair.
"Woo, that's better," Kelly said. "I think you had the right idea, Brian."
"Uh... yeah. Good."
I flushed and resumed swimming. I couldn't think of anything clever to say while her boobs were staring at me like that. She was content to float in place, with her arms resting up on the edge of the pool. She seemed to be smiling every time I turned toward her, and as far as I could tell she hadn't taken her eyes off me. I was starting to get nervous.
Danah dove in right in front of me. She caught me by surprise, and I spluttered as the water from her splash got in my mouth. I'd been so focused on Kelly, I hadn't been paying any attention to what else was going on around me.
Danah swam under me gracefully, surfacing behind my back. I turned to find her smiling at me with the same look in her eyes as Kelly had. Her boobs were even closer to my face, and her top clung just as skin-tightly as her friend's.
"What'cha lookin' at?" Danah asked.
"Nothing. You just surprised me."
"Oh. Is that all. Because I thought..."
Danah trailed off. I knew it was a trap. I knew it. And yet I still found myself responding.
"Thought what?"
"Thought you might be checking out something in particular. Or a pair of somethings, even."
I glanced over my shoulder. Kelly was swimming casually toward us on my opposite side. They were grinning like Cheshire cats. Fuck.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," I said defiantly.
"Oh really? Because-"
"Hey!"
The sudden shout startled me and I whipped my head around. Kelly and Danah were taken just as off-guard as I was, thankfully. Amy was standing by her chair with her phone in her hand.
"What do you want?" Kelly called back.
"First off, whatever you two are doing to my brother, cut it out."
"Weren't doing nothing," Danah said, a little sulkily.
"Sure you weren't. I saw the look on your face."
"Fine, fine."
Kelly reversed her direction back to her spot at the edge. Danah drifted just far enough away from me to be in compliance.
"Second thing," Amy continued, "I got a text from Mom. I gotta go check on Grandma. Fuck knows what's up. I gotta take off for a bit, anyway. Should only be an hour or two at the most."
"That's ok," Danah said. "We can stay here and babysit Brian."
"That's exactly what I'm worried about." Amy turned to me. "Do you want to come with me? I seriously don't know what's up, so it might be boring, or we might be done in five minutes."
I was grateful for my sister trying to look out for me. It was never certain ahead of time whether she'd side with me or her friends in any given situation. At the same time, I really didn't want to go on a thankless quest on a miserable hot day. And if I ran away now, that would only give Kelly and Danah more ammunition when I came back. Already I could see a taunting glint forming in their eyes.
"Nah, I'm fine here," I said. "Unless you need me."
Amy shook her head. "Like I said, no idea. I assume Mom would have said to bring you if something had to be moved or whatever."
"Probably she would have."
Amy pointed at each of her friends in turn. "You two, I expect my brother to still be in one piece when I get back."
Danah adopted an innocent, hurt expression. "When have we ever-"
"Is that clear?"
"Yeah, fine. Clear."
Danah swam away pouting. Amy ignored her. My sister dashed into the house long enough to get changed out of her bikini, then drove off with only the briefest of farewells and another glare at her friends.
"Honestly," Danah said, "it's like Amy thought we were going eat you as soon as she was gone."
"I don't think that was her worry," I said.
"Oh? And what was her worry?"
Danah drifted closer to me again. It hadn't taken her long at all to forget my sister's warning.
"I really don't know," I said honestly. "But you two are obviously up to something."
"You don't really believe that, do you?" Kelly asked. "You wouldn't have stayed here with us if you thought we were up to no good."
"Maybe I just think I can handle it."
"Ooh, such confidence."
Kelly pushed off from the side of the pool, and made her way to me with long, lazy strokes. Once again I was getting boxed in between them. There was no big sister around to rescue me this time.
"Anyway, we weren't doing anything," Danah said.
"Is that so?" I said.
"Swear to god. It's just... we noticed something."
"That's right," Kelly said. "I thought I was just seeing things, because it doesn't seem like the sort of thing we'd expect from a good little boy like you."
I swallowed nervously. I wished they wouldn't keep moving to stay on opposite sides of me. There was no way I could keep an eye on both of them.
"What the fuck are you on about?" I demanded.
"We think you've been checking us out," Danah said. "Perving on us while we're just out here relaxing and minding our own business."
"That didn't seem like something you'd do," Kelly added. "But then..."
Something brushed my cock. I jerked away, then swung my arms and backed away through the water. It was Kelly. She'd actually snuck close enough to grab at my erection. That was low, even for her.
"Fuck off," I growled.
"You like staring at us in our little swim suits, don't you," Danah said.
"Of course he does," Kelly said. "Did you even see how hard he is?"
"Fine whatever. You two look hot in your bikinis, and I'm a boy. What a funny joke."
I scrambled angrily for the edge of the pool. I knew something like this could happen. It shouldn't have come as any surprise. Yet somehow I'd let it happen anyway. Fuck me.
"Hey, Brian, don't be like that."
I paused halfway out. Kelly's voice was actually somewhat conciliatory. I risked a look back at the two girls. They actually weren't pointing and laughing or anything, not that they'd necessarily resort to something so crude. They still looked annoyingly pleased with themselves, but they weren't chasing me, and they weren't tossing insults and barbs.
"What do you expect me to be like?" I asked. I slipped back into the water, but remained prepared to hop out if provoked.
"We were just picking on you," Danah said.
"I know. I'm well aware what you were doing."
"If you want to know the truth, Kelly was actually hoping she could-"
Kelly interrupted her. "Oh my god, shut up!" She launched herself at Danah, who dove under the water and juked away.
This was an interesting development. Part of the problem with hanging out around the two girls was that they almost always presented a united front against me. Sometimes, though...
"She kinda wanted to see what was under your shorts," Danah finished.
Kelly splashed her viciously, but Danah just stuck her tongue out and dodged away again.
"You're such a dick, Danah. I can't believe you told him that."
"Well it's true, isn't it? And you're not going to get a chance if you don't say anything."
Kelly caught up with Danah, and the two of them wrestled briefly. Kelly had the upper hand right from the start, so it didn't take her long to force her friend underwater and hold her there. I was a little worried that she just wasn't going to let Danah back up, but before I could decide whether to intervene or not, she relented.
Danah burst back to the surface, spluttering and drawing large breaths for a moment. After her initial oxygen requirements were settled, she slipped right back into smug mode. Kelly folded her arms and glared her down, daring her to say anything else.
I had no idea what to make of the situation. By all appearances, Kelly had an actual interest in me, or at least my body. That was just confusing. It went against the natural order of things. Maybe it was all merely idle curiosity after having noticed my hard-on. Maybe it was something else.
"So how about it?" Danah asked.
"How about what?"
"Take your shorts off for us."
I rolled my eyes. "Get real."
"I'm serious. We wanna see."
Danah started swimming for me. Kelly seemed uncertain, but only hesitated a moment before following. I started to pull myself out of the water, but wasn't quite fast enough. Hands latched onto my shorts and, unbalanced as I was, pulled me back in. The girls teamed up on me, one at each end. Before I knew it, they had my trunks off.
"Hey! Give them back!"
I lunged for Danah, but she was already darting away from me, holding my shorts like a prize. She was leering in the general direction of my waist, below the water line. Kelly was biting her lip and looking at much the same area. I felt angry, helpless, and increasingly embarrassed. Even with the distortion the water provided, the girls could see far more than I was comfortable with.
"It's not funny anymore, Danah," I said.
She tilted her head. "I beg to differ. I'm having a good time. How about you, Kelly?"
Surprising both of us, Kelly didn't immediately agree with Danah. I appreciated that, for what little it was worth, but the way she kept staring at me was disconcerting.
"You really grew up, huh Brian?" Kelly said.
I flushed. "What the hell does that mean?"
"It's a compliment," Danah said. "You're a little slow sometimes."
Danah balled up my shorts and tossed them a fair distance from the pool. I gave her a disgusted look, not that it did any good.
"You two are even sicker than usual," I said. "The tormenting I expected, but not like this. These are some fucked up mind games you're playing."
"Brian-" Kelly started.
"No. Don't even. You want a look, I guess you get it. Congrats."
I pulled myself out of the pool, trying desperately not to think about the two girls visually molesting me from behind. It sucked that I was still hard, and that they'd probably get a good chuckle out of my cock bouncing as I walked. At least they weren't getting a full frontal view. That was something.
There were no laughs or jeers though. Somehow that was even more unnerving. I risked a glance back as I retrieved my soggy swim trunks. Both Danah and Kelly were facing me with their arms up on the side of the pool, and all they were doing was watching. Not a single snide comment between them. I turned fully toward them, but held my shorts in front of my cock.
"Happy now?" I asked.
"Kinda, yeah," Danah said. "You've got a very cute butt."
"She's right, you know," Kelly added.
There was an aura of sincerity about them. I didn't know quite what to make of it. They continued to act like they weren't simply trying to make me miserable, so maybe they really weren't.
"Thanks," I said. I waited to see if my acknowledgement would crack their facade.
"Can we see the rest?" Kelly asked.
Danah burst out laughing. I was about to tell her to go to hell, when I realized she was laughing at Kelly rather than me. Kelly pushed her off the edge and into the water for a second before she resurfaced and sputtered out a few more chuckles.
"I don't think so," I said.
I started side-stepping away to put some distance between me and the girls. I had no idea what the most dignified way to reclothe myself was, though perhaps it was too late to worry about such things.
"Danah'll take her top off," Kelly said.
That stopped me. It stopped Danah too. We both looked to Kelly for further explanation.
"You want to let Brian perv on my tits?" Danah asked incredulously.
"Yeah. You have a problem with that?"
Danah thought it over. "Nah, not really. That's all he's been doing since he came outside anyway."
"Plus you need to make up for being a dick," Kelly added.
Danah rolled her eyes. "Fine. That too. But Brian's got to lose the shorts already."
Kelly nodded. "How about it, Brian?"
The offer was embarrassingly enticing. The girls had seen most of me already anyway. I didn't really want to let them ogle me further, not when I was still on the fence about their motives, but more and more I was warming up to the idea that the things they said were genuine enough. And, most importantly, tits were on offer. Sister's-hot-friend tits.
"Are you serious?" I asked.
"Sure I am," Danah said. "You're gonna stare whether my top's on or off."
"Plus she's a total show off," Kelly added.
Danah snorted. "You're wearing a bikini too. Don't act like you're Miss Modest all of a sudden."
Kelly flushed and pretended to ignore Danah. Her gaze stayed mainly on me, sometimes on my eyes, mostly on various parts of my naked body. It had dawned on me at some point that she was actually properly checking me out. She wasn't just waiting for a full cock-shot or looking for something to critique; she was actually interested in what she saw. It wasn't something I experienced often, and certainly wasn't what I'd ever expected from any of my sister's friends. Possibly the rush of self-esteem she inadvertently bestowed on me had something to do with my eventual decision.
"You first," I told Danah.
Danah grinned and hopped out of the pool. Water cascaded down her body at first, then gradually slowed to a trickle. Her suit clung to her in the way only flimsy, wet clothing could. If anything, her nipples were even more prominent through her top than Kelly's. Lower down, I could actually make out a faint cleft in her bottoms right where her pussy would be. She had yet to actually take her bra-piece off, and already I was as hard as I'd ever been.
"You sure you can handle these babies?" Danah asked with a smirk.
"I'll manage," I said.
"Ok. Just didn't want you to mess yourself. That could be embarrassing."
"Get on with it already," Kelly said.
She, too, emerged from the pool in a rush of water. Two hot girls in revealing, clingy outfits right in front of me, and there I was trying to cover my obvious arousal. Judging by their expressions, I wasn't having much success at all.
Danah showed no sense of shame or hesitation. She pulled her wet hair back off her shoulders, then smoothly untied her bra strings. She gave only a brief, artful tease before peeling her soggy top off and away from her breasts. I gaped at her freshly revealed tits, and even Kelly gave them a good once over. Danah stood proudly and let us drink the sight in. She had a body worth showing off and she damn well knew it.



It was my turn. Both of the girls had turned their focus on me. All I had to do was drop my hand away and uncover myself. It was a simple action, yet not an easy one. Danah's smirk grew more prominent the longer I waited. She'd start needling me if I didn't get on with it. Somehow, that was worse than getting it over with. I closed my eyes and pulled my shorts away from my hard, throbbing cock.
Silence was the only initial response. I risked cracking an eye open again, then both of them. I remained the centre of attention, naturally, but the teasing reactions I'd dreaded were nowhere to be found. Kelly was running her gaze up and down my entire nude body. Danah mostly seemed to be appraising my dick.
"Nice," Danah finally said.
She gave me a nod of approval, then walked past me like I didn't exist anymore. She splayed herself out in one of the deck chairs, bare tits still fully on display to anyone who cared to look. Kelly was still examining me. I was much less confident than Danah about showing myself off, and I felt a constant temptation to put my trunks back on even though I knew that would certainly bring the ridicule that my nudity seemingly didn't.
"You really grew into that body," Kelly finally said, her voice pitched low enough that only I could hear her. "I'll admit, you caught me by surprise today."
"Thanks?"
A smile flashed across Kelly's lips. "You don't have to sound so unsure. It was a real compliment. Cross my heart." She drew a quick X across her chest.
"Then... thanks."
She nodded, then she too headed for one of the loungers. I was left wondering what to do. In the end, it wasn't much of a decision. The worst was over; leaving would get me nothing, but hanging around meant more perving on my sister's hot friends. Yeah. No contest.
Kelly and Danah had left an empty chair between them. I headed for the chair on the end of the row instead, but somehow wasn't at all surprised when they gestured for me to take the one in the middle.
"Come on, Brian," Danah said, patting the seat next to her. "I can't see you if you sit all the way over there."
The distance was nowhere near great enough to seriously impede her vision, but I acquiesced anyway. Sitting closer to naked boobies wasn't the hardest sell in the world.
I felt even more exposed in my reclined position. Partly it messed with my fight or flight instincts, but also the fact that my erection stuck up into the air like a flagpole made it nearly impossible to forget my circumstances. At least the girls were only giving me sidelong glances from time to time instead of fully staring at me. Somehow, that helped a little. It made me feel like I was worth perving on, but not like I was an object on display.
Admittedly, I probably spent more time sneaking peaks at Danah and Kelly than they did at me. Having them flanking me meant that when I realized I'd been staring too long at one, I'd turn my head and find another pair of breasts in my peripheral vision whether I meant to or not. When I let my eyes wander further, I took in the smooth, slightly tanned skin of long legs, flat tummies, and curvy hips. It was all free for the ogling.
After a little while, Danah broke out the sunblock. She attracted the entirety of my attention as she rubbed the cream over arms, neck, then her chest. Her breasts were paler than the rest of her, as was to be expected, and she spent a lot more time and care making sure they were well covered. I had a strong suspicion that some, or most, of that attention to detail was specifically to make me drool over her. It worked. I couldn't ignore her slippery hand running all over her boobs, making them bounce and jiggle. It was just the way I was built.
Danah finally grew tired of showing off by the time she'd run the gamut on her tits a half dozen times. She finished her tummy, waist, and legs much faster. Then she handed the bottle of sunscreen over to me.
"Would you like me to do it for you?" she asked.
She had that teasing smile gracing her lips. Under other circumstances, letting her rub me all over might be quite nice. I couldn't imagine that's how the scenario would play out if I accepted her offer, though. Probably she'd just squirt a big pile on my chest and say that was 'helping.'
"You can do my dick if you want," I suggested levelly.
Kelly burst out in a fit of giggling on the other side of me. I maintained eye contact with Danah. She continued staring at me for a second, then snorted and lay back down.
"Fat chance," Danah said. Perhaps I was seeing things, but I swore I caught a glimpse of grudging respect from her.
It wasn't long after I started rubbing myself down that I realized I had a problem. Jokes aside, someone had to coat my groin in sunscreen. No way in hell I was letting it get sunburned. I'd never had occasion to do it before, let alone while my cock was erect, and even less still while I had an audience. There was no feasible way I could manage it with any kind of dignity. I didn't have much choice, however, and simply had to do the best I could.
I refused to look at either of the girls, but I knew they were watching. I carefully rubbed the flat of my hand over one side of my cock at a time, being very careful not to wrap my fingers around in any way that resembled jerking off. It was an awkward process, and I felt stupid doing it, but I managed. When I got to my balls, I simply massaged it in, appearances be damned. They were too finicky for anything else.
"Show's over," I finally announced once I'd finished my legs.
"Aw, can't you go back and do the middle bit again?" Danah asked. "I liked that part."
"Sorry, no encores."
I handed the bottle of sunscreen over to Kelly. She gave me a surreptitious wink as she accepted it. I had no idea what to make of that, but it made me blush all the same.
Again I got a bit of a show as the second of the hot, scantily clad girls rubbed herself all over. Kelly's tits were still technically covered, unlike Danah's, but otherwise the process was basically identical. I started to imagine what would happen if and when the girls decided to flip over and tan on their stomachs. Presumably either they'd have to help each other rub sunblock over their backsides, or they'd get me to do it. I wasn't sure which I preferred. Each scenario had its merits.
After that flurry of lotion-rubbing activity, we all pretty much settled down again. Kelly and Danah chatted idly back and forth while I reclined in between them. Without my being aware of the process, the situation gradually became normalized. I stopped focusing on how much of the girls' bodies I could see, or what they were looking at. I just kind of lay there basking in the sun. Occasionally I'd look over and see some tits, but there was less and less purpose or urgency to my glances. Things just kind of were what they were.
It only occurred to me how relaxed I was when I realized my erection had softened at some point. I was confused how that could have happened until I reexamined my surroundings. The girls weren't paying hardly any undue attention to me anymore, which contributed. More than that, they were acting perfectly normal, which both put me at ease and tricked my brain into thinking maybe things weren't unusual after all. I kind of liked it.
"I could really go for a cold beer right about now," Danah mused. "What about you, Kelly?"
Kelly nodded slowly. "Yeah, I guess I could. We don't have any though."
"You guys have any, Brian?" Danah asked.
I shrugged. "Don't think so. Amy'd have a better idea though."
"Oh yeah, still under the drinking age, aren't you?"
I bristled at the comment, even though it was entirely accurate. "So what if I am?"
"Nothin'. Just forgot, is all." Danah stood and stretched. "I vote we hit the liquor store."
Kelly weighed the options, then nodded. "Sure, what the hell."
The girls slipped into their sandals and headed for Danah's car. I stayed right where I was. I tried to decide whether I should put my swim trunks back on or not once they left. Probably it would be better, just in case my sister came home while they were gone.
"Brian! You coming or what?"
I looked over my shoulder in confusion. "You want me to come on your beer run?"
Danah nodded. "Yeah, come on already."
I shrugged and stood up. "Alright. I'll go get some clothes on and be right with you."
"Nah, dude. Let's just go."
I gave Danah an incredulous look. She returned it impassively. "I'm not going anywhere like this," I said.
"Why not?"
"'Cause I'm naked, duh."
Kelly had a hand over her mouth trying to stifle her giggling. Danah gave me a lopsided smirk.
"Gonna pussy out now, huh?" Danah said.
It was a blatant attempt to irritate me. Unfortunately, it worked in spite of its obviousness.
"Well it's not like you're actually going anywhere topless," I said. "Don't act like I'm chickening out of anything here."
"You think so, huh?"
Danah crossed her arms under her breasts and matched my stare. Her eyes dared me to wuss out. I, meanwhile, kept gazing at her tits, then forcing myself to look back up again. Despite my lack of focus, I had every intention of calling her bluff.
"I'll go like this if you go like that."
Danah nodded. "'K."
She walked around to the driver's door of her car. She got in and started it, then waved at me to join her. Kelly seemed terribly amused by it all as she climbed in the front passenger seat. The girls truly seemed to be getting ready to head into public with one and half bikinis worth of clothing between them. It had to be a con, didn't it? Like, they were just going to wait for me to refuse to get in so they could say I wussed out. I was flirting with disaster, but I finally opened one of the rear doors and sat down.
Danah didn't say anything, but she checked me out in her rearview mirror and nodded to herself. Kelly turned around in her seat, seemingly less sure about my presence.
"Are you sure, Brian?" Kelly asked.
"There's no way Danah's going anywhere topless," I said. "She just wants me to back down."
"Um, actually-"
"Oh how wrong you are, little one," Danah interrupted. "Buckle up."
Danah put the car in gear and accelerated forward. I experienced an instant panic that only got worse as we reached the end of the driveway. We stopped for a second, and I strongly considered bailing out. The moment passed before I could take action.
"We're not actually..."
"Sure are."
Kelly looked back at me with a small shrug. I tried not to show my inner turmoil. I pulled at my seatbelt and buckled it with trembling hands. It took a few tries.
I was in a car, on the road, completely naked. I had nothing to cover myself with at all. Things only got worse when cars started going by us in the other direction. I was sure everyone we passed, pedestrians included, would see me. All I could do was slink down in my seat and try to be invisible.
Of course Danah didn't seem at all bothered. She hummed to herself and drove along like there was nothing amiss. Her tits were out and were far more visible than any part of me, but she didn't act like it. Thinking about that made me feel worse initially, until I figured out some of the implications. If nothing bad was happening to her, there certainly shouldn't be anything happening to me either. I sat up a little straighter and took some deep breaths.
Indeed, nothing happened. The car kept moving, people continued passing by, and as far as I could tell no one noticed that I wasn't dressed. When I thought about it more rationally, I realized anyone outside the car would need a fairly specific angle and focus to make out my naked, erect form...
My newly calmed thoughts hit a sudden snag as I consciously came to terms with the fact that I was hard again. I hadn't even been staring at either of the girls that much; certainly not enough to get through my initial panic. Yet somehow, here I was, visibly aroused. What the fuck was that about? I didn't much enjoy the thought of random-ass people seeing me so exposed, but it felt kind of like I was responding favourably to it anyway. It was a confusing and troubling thought.
"Here we are," Danah announced.
I looked up, startled. It had slipped my mind that we actually had a destination to arrive at. We slowed down and pulled into a parking lot, and I had to rapidly reassess my status. Whooshing by people at a fair speed was one thing, being rendered immobile and helpless was quite another. Worse still, Kelly started pulling on long t-shirt even before we'd stopped, and she handed a second shirt to Danah once we'd parked.
"Um... guys?" I said.
"Yeah?" Kelly said.
"What am I supposed to do now?"
Danah tugged her shirt into place. I was pretty sure a guy just coming out of the store had caught a glimpse of her bare chest before she'd been covered, but that did nothing to help my mood.
"Wait here and try not to attract attention?" Danah suggested. "I'm not really sure what the indecency laws are when it comes to sitting naked in a car, so best not to test them."
"That's not funny."
"It's a little funny. You know, for those of us who aren't you."
I looked at Kelly pleadingly. "Come on, don't leave me like this. You guys told me not to bring clothes."
"Yeah, I honestly didn't think that was going to work," Danah said. "We really didn't anticipate this."
Kelly looked around us. "It'll probably be fine. It's slow right now. We'll be quick."
"But..."
The girls were already getting out of the car. I didn't have any more argument in me anyway. It wouldn't do me any good. I'd tried to play their game, and it bit me in the ass. I should have known better. Still, it was definitely unfair that Danah had lured me into coming along by promising to go topless, only to cover up once we stopped. That was just cheating. I had that moral high ground going for me, for what little good it was.
I slunk down in my seat so just my head was above the bottom of my window. My heart was beating way harder than normal, and I was so tense it actually hurt. If I got caught by someone, naked and alone in a parked car, cock mysteriously erect, there was no escape plan. People would just assume that I wanted to be here, that it gave me some sick thrill. Unfortunately, given my rebellious cock, my imagined accosters might be partly right.
After an eternity, or perhaps a few minutes, Danah and Kelly came back out of the liquor store. Danah was carrying their purchase, and Kelly was fiddling with her purse. Neither of them were in the least bit of a hurry. Their nonchalance kind of annoyed me, but mostly I was just relieved at their return. Somehow, being stuck naked in a car with the two older girls had become preferable to the alternatives.
"Can we go now?" I asked as soon as the doors opened.
"Give me a second," Danah said. "I haven't even sat down yet."
"I don't know what your rush is," Kelly said. "You seem to be enjoying yourself." She eyed my erection quite unsubtley for a moment before stepping into the car and sitting down.
"I can't help it," I mumbled. "It just won't go away."
"You're a born flasher," Danah said. "Who knew?"
"I'm not-" I stopped and took a deep breath. "Can we please just go before someone sees me?"
"Someone besides us, you mean?" Kelly said. She buckled up, then twisted around to look at me again.
"Obviously. You've both seen everything by now."
"And we're quite enjoying it, aren't we Danah?"
"Sure are," Danah agreed. She adjusted her rearview mirror so it pointed at me rather than the back window. "Shy, naked boy with an erection? Who wouldn't enjoy that?"
I folded my arms and turned my head to look out the window to avoid meeting either set of eyes. My cock only strained harder under their close scrutiny. It wasn't all teasing, that much was clear to me, and that part was kind of nice. I definitely wasn't totally comfortable with it though, and especially not when I was so exposed to the rest of the world at the same time.
Kelly giggled from the front seat. "Aw, he's blushing."
Of course I was. That was just what I needed; something else for them to poke fun about. Thankfully, Danah finally put the car in gear and backed out of the parking spot. Soon we were back on the road and I let myself relax a little.
It wasn't like putting the vehicle in motion actually relieved my plight that much, but it felt like it did and that was important in itself. The sense of movement assuaged my fight or flight response, tricking it into thinking action was being taken. In reality, it mostly provided more opportunities to be spotted.
"Hey, this isn't the right way." I sat bolt upright and whipped my head around. I'd been sufficiently preoccupied not to notice several wrong turns. "Where the hell are we going?"
"Just a quick stop," Kelly assured me. "There's-"
"No no no. No. Turn around and take me home."
"Relax, Brian," Danah said. "It'll be fun."
"Just because you say these things doesn't make 'em true."
Danah arched her eyebrows in the rearview mirror. "Part of you's enjoying itself. In fact, I think you're having more fun than you want us to know."
I flushed. Unfortunately, it was hard to argue Danah's point. It wasn't clear that she was as wrong as I would have liked. I was indisputably aroused, and I couldn't even blame it all on the girls' teasing.
"I still want to go home," I said.
"We won't be long," Danah said. "Half an hour tops."
"Half an hour?!"
Danah laughed and just kept driving.
Only a few minutes later we pulled into a smallish gravel parking lot. There were three or four other cars there, and no buildings. Just trees and a beat-up garbage can.
"What the hell could we possibly need here?" I demanded.
"Fresh air and sunshine," Danah suggested.
"We can get that anywhere. That's all there is today is fresh air and sunshine."
"Better view here though," Kelly said. She looked back at me as she got out of the car. "Well... nature-wise, anyway. You're still-"
"Yeah, I know. You're enjoying my nudity. I got it, thanks."
The girls stood outside the car. I still had no idea what we were there for. Maybe they were meeting someone. I was going to be pretty pissed if they intended to bring a friend along to ogle me in triplicate.
"Come on, Brian," Kelly called. "We're waiting."
"For what? I'm not going anywhere."
"Well... you don't have to..."
"Good."
"But there's no one around right now, and I can't promise how long that'll last."
I opened my mouth to protest, but then looked around. There were cars, albeit not many. That suggested people were in the vicinity, and that any number of other cars might pull in at any time. Still, staying put had to be better than getting out, right? I'd made it through the liquor store parking lot without being seen.
"Look, we're going into the trees over there," Danah said, pointing off in a wooded direction. "You just need to make it that far and you'll be covered."
"But what's over there past the trees?" I asked. "You can't possibly be going tree-climbing."
The girls exchanged a few words that I couldn't make out. They reached a decision and, without any further appeal, they turned and started walking away. That bothered me. As terrifying as following them was, the idea that I'd be left abandoned for an indeterminate time was even worse. I made another check that no one was lurking nearby, then opened my door.
Danah and Kelly stopped and waited for me once I got out of the car. I had to step carefully over the gravel until I reached the nearby grass. I took a few bad jabs on the delicate soles of my feet for my trouble.
"Glad you could make it," Danah said with a faint smirk.
"Trees," I said. "Go."
I walked as fast as I dared without breaking into a run. I felt eyes on me; invisible, imaginary people all around. So far as I could tell, the reality was that only Danah and Kelly could see me, and their gazes boring into my bare ass didn't even really bother me anymore. Still, fear and paranoia are powerful forces, and I was exceptionally glad to reach the tree line.



"Ok so seriously," I said, "what's over here?"
Kelly pointed vaguely ahead of us. "There's a nice picnic area a few minutes that way. You're supposed to follow a trail back there, and you can take a couple different routes or whatever. It's way faster just to cut through though."
"A picnic area? You mean where people might be?"
"Might, might not. If anyone's there we'll take off again. Easy."
"You've got clothes on. You don't get to tell me what's 'easy'."
Kelly looked down at herself. "I've got a bikini and a shirt that just barely covers my ass. And sandals, I guess. That's barely clothes."
"Barely still counts. And Danah said she was gonna be topless. She's definitely overdressed."
Kelly looked at her friend. "Brian's got a point, you know. You did kinda say something to that effect."
Danah grinned. "Fair enough." She passed the six-pack she was carrying over to me to free her hands. Without missing a step, she whipped her shirt off, freeing her magnificent tits once more. She took back the beer and carried on like nothing was any different.
It was kind of annoying how carefree Danah was about exposing her body. To be fair, she still had bottoms on, and she had much more of a say in when her clothes came off. Plus, other feelings aside, I preferred the way she looked with no shirt on. It gave me a legitimate excuse for being turned on. I felt like much less of a freak having an erection because of a mostly naked girl than because I was naked in a public area.
Soon enough the moss, dirt, and roots of the wooded area we were traversing gave way to a fairly large field. The girls kept walking with no hesitation. I faltered to a halt, unwilling to commit to the open ground quite so readily.
"Come on, Brian," Danah called. "No one's here but us." She raised her arms above her head. "We've got the place to ourselves."
I closed my eyes for a second and swore under my breath, then jogged after Danah and Kelly to catch up with them. Thankfully, they didn't lead me too far into the open. They stopped at the nearest picnic table and settled in.
"You're actually having a picnic," I said, shaking my head slightly in disbelief.
"Of a sort," Danah agreed. She sat on top of the table with her feet on the bench.
"We're appreciating nature," Kelly added as she took a seat on the other end, facing the same way as Danah.
I sighed and claimed the spot they'd left me right between them. "I really don't think 'appreciating nature' has anything to do with this. 'Torturing Brian' is more like it."
"Split the difference, call it 'appreciating Brian'," Danah said with a grin.
"Yeah yeah. Whatever. Perv."
Danah laughed out loud and Kelly snorted in amusement. In spite of everything, I found myself smiling too.
The girls each grabbed a can from the six-pack and cracked them open. I reached for one without asking, and was annoyed when Danah slapped my hand away.
"Seriously? All this, and you're not gonna let me drink? I think I've earned it, haven't I?"
"You're underage," Danah said.
"Like you give a shit."
"Ok, you got me. Maybe I'm worried what your sister'll do if we corrupt you too much."
"That doesn't sound any more likely."
"Well-"
"Actually," Kelly interrupted before Danah could come up with another bullshit excuse, "we just need someone who hasn't been drinking to drive us home. I don't know why Danah's being a shit about it."
"That's just who she is," I said. "Even I figured that out."
Danah put her arm around my shoulder and squeezed. "Ha, look at you with all the sass today. I knew we were good influences on you."
The unmistakable sensation of bare breast pressing against my arm cut off any possible retort I might have made. It was only a few seconds before Danah pulled away from me again, but it was enough to kick my naughty thoughts into gear. I'd more or less become used to being naked, as well as Danah having her tits out, but actually feeling them on my bare skin was something else entirely.
We would have made an interesting trio to anyone stumbling upon us. The girls were drinking their beers and having a good time; Kelly in her shirt and bare legs, and Danah with only a small patch of cloth covering her pussy. I was fully naked, painfully erect, and stuck in quiet contemplation between them.
I wanted to feel Danah's tit again. That was basically the result of my mental processing. The softness of it on my shoulder was something magical to me. The impression dimmed with every passing moment, and I longed to refresh it. I could have asked, and maybe she'd have said yes, but given the way the day had gone I decided the hell with it, I should just do it.
Without stopping to give Danah warning or ease her into it, I reached to the side and placed my palm square over her nearest breast. It was just as wonderful as last time, if not more so. I was able to feel the weight of it, to caress it, to enjoy it for however long I chose.
"Your hand's on my tit," Danah said.
"Yep."
Danah stared me down for a moment, then shrugged. "Fair enough." She took another drink of her beer.
"Oh my god, Danah," Kelly said. "You're so bad."
"Hey, I had nothing to do with this," Danah protested.
"No, but you're letting it happen."
"You guys dragged me out here without any clothes, and you won't even let me drink," I said. "Seems only fair. In fact..."
I released Danah's breast and turned slightly more toward Kelly. I reached for her chest, only for her to pull her arm up defensively.
"No way," Kelly giggled. "Just 'cause Danah'll let you feel her up doesn't mean I'm like that."
"So you don't think this is even a little unfair?" I asked. "I'm here like... this." I gestured to myself. "And you're all covered up, and I don't even get a feel?"
"I got no pants on," Kelly pointed out. "I can't be 'all covered up' with no pants."
"Still, he's got a point," Danah said.
"You stay out of this," Kelly said. "I'm not a show-off like you are."
"Neither am I," I pointed out.
I honestly didn't expect to get much of a concession out of Kelly, but it was worth a shot. It was a day for seizing opportunities if ever there was one.
"Fine," Kelly said after thinking about it. "Shirt off, alright?"
She removed her shirt and set it aside. I caught the briefest flash of nipple before she adjusted her bikini top to properly cover herself. She actually blushed slightly, which both made me feel better and somehow aroused me a little all by itself. There was something about an accidental, embarrassed nipple sighting that was naughtier than a freely given, full-frontal boob display.
"Holy shit, I think Brian's cock actually twitched," Danah said.
I sighed. Back to reality all ready. Danah really made it hard to enjoy a moment.
"What are you on about?" I asked.
"Seriously. I was watching when Kelly took her shirt off, and it honest to god twitched a little. Not making that up."
I glanced back at Kelly who was even redder now than I felt. "Well it's a nice view," I said.
"Oh my god." Kelly took a long drink from her beer. "You two can just shut up."
"It's a compliment," Danah said with the biggest shit-eating grin. "You can't get much more honest feedback than a guy's dick."
"I said shut up. Both of you stop staring at my tits or the shirt's going back on."
"At least you have the option," I said under my breath.
I turned my gaze forward just in case Kelly was serious. Despite her hand in my current clothesless predicament, I felt a tiny bit bad for embarrassing her. Emotions are weird sometimes.
I thought about grabbing Danah's boobs some more. She still seemed to have no manifested sense of shame or reservation. The moment had passed though, and it didn't feel quite right to me.
"You've been hard for a while now," Danah said eventually. "Isn't that kind of painful?"
"Oh good," I said. "We're going to start making masturbation jokes, are we? And here I was almost enjoying myself."
"Wasn't joking. You really have been hard basically forever. I'm no expert, but-"
"I'm fine."
"Yeah, but if-"
"I said I'm fine."
"I was only-"
"Danah, seriously, I-"
I cut myself off with a strangled grunt. A set of soft, feminine fingers had wrapped around my cock while I wasn't looking. I turned my head back to face Kelly, but she was studiously ignoring me. She had her beer in one hand, and my erect shaft in the other. She was staring off at the distance as though I wasn't even there.
Kelly's grip tightened slightly as she started working her hand up and down. It was like she'd been waiting to see if I'd protest before she did anything. I had the sense that if I said anything, I'd break the spell and she'd stop. I shut the fuck up.
Danah was doing her Cheshire cat impersonation, but I didn't care. I really just didn't care about any of the shit that had happened or might still happen. A girl was playing with my cock. Precious little could take precedence over that.
It was a slow, unhurried hand job. Kelly didn't rush to just get it over with, nor did she seem to have any particular goal in mind. I sat quietly and she stroked me over and over, up and down, an unending, sexy loop. It felt so amazing, and so unreal. Sitting naked under the bright sun, flanked by hot, half-naked girls, getting silently jerked off; it was entirely beyond my previous experience, or anything I could have expected.
I could have finished myself off much faster than Kelly. There were moments when I wanted to tighten her grip, to guide her wrist, or ask her to speed up. I didn't do any of those things. My urge to cum was tempered by the knowledge that I'd stumbled into a magical moment that might never be repeated. I savoured the slow, delicious agony of her delicate touch.
Time stretched out indefinitely for me. I was really, truly enjoying myself for the first time that day. So long as Kelly's hand kept moving, I was prepared to sit still for her forever. She held me captive with slow and untiring strokes. It was exquisitely pleasurable in a way that my own jerking off had never been, partly because I didn't have that kind of patience when I was alone.
Inevitably, the moment came to a crescendo. I'd been teased and worked up for too long, and my body needed its sweet release. I felt sensation of impending orgasm, felt my muscles tense as I tried to hold it off for just a few more seconds, then the final eruption. Cum arced out of my cock into the air, then onto the grass. Some hit the bench between my feet as my spurts weakened, then the last little bit dribbled onto Kelly's fingers.
"Damn, son," Danah said in a quiet, awed voice.
I was just about cross-eyed with the aftershocks. A few last shivers worked their way up my spine, and I clamped my hands down on the edge of the table to hold steady.
"Did you see how far that first shot went?" Danah said. She was still pretty much just talking to herself.
Kelly had her cum-covered fingers up in front of her face. She examined the gooey residue thoughtfully for a moment. To my surprise, her tongue darted out and snaked across her knuckles. She reddened when she realized I was watching her.
"Thanks," I said softly. I smiled, then leaned back. I sprawled out on the top of the picnic table, my back against the wood, my arms spread out, and my head falling over the opposite edge. I stared straight out at the upside-down world behind me, taking it all in without really seeing anything.
"So how'd it taste?" I heard Danah ask.
Kelly didn't answer. I assumed she either glared at Danah, or flipped her off. Maybe both.
I wasn't sure how long I lay there basking naked in the sun. Probably it was only a few minutes. All I knew was that, with no warning, the girls were suddenly moving. I sat up curiously just as Kelly tapped my knee.
"Come on, we gotta go" she said.
"Why?"
The oddness of my question only struck me afterward. They were finally ready to leave, and I was going to fight it? What the hell had happened to me?
"People," Kelly said. She nodded off to the side.
Sure enough, a small group had appeared from one of the trail exits. It looked like four or five men and women, a couple of them with backpacks. They weren't all standing and staring at us yet, but that wouldn't last forever.
"Give me a shirt," I hissed, my voice dropping more than necessary given the range of the intruders.
"It wouldn't fit," Kelly said apologetically.
Danah already had hers back on. Kelly was close behind her. Great. Once again, I was the only one exposed.
"Don't panic," Danah said. "Just act calm and they won't notice anything's amiss."
"Easy for you to say," I muttered.
Danah looped one of her arms through one of mine and started leading me by the elbow. Kelly took up formation on my other side. Maybe from a distance my nudity wouldn't be easily visible if you weren't looking for it. Maybe.
We made it back to the trees without hearing any shouting, or indeed any audible signal that anyone was paying any attention to us at all. I forced myself not to look back, but I wasn't sure if that made it better or worse. For all I knew, the whole group of strangers could have been silently watching as we absconded.
"For someone who hates being naked, you sure do get excited by it easily," Danah said.
I looked down. My cock was twitching back to life. "Fuck's sake."
Kelly giggled with a hint of nerves. "The way you just came, and you're getting hard again already?"
"Not my fault," I insisted.
"We never suggested it was," Danah said. "Just that you're turned on my some pervy things. That's all."
I rolled my eyes and detached my arm from hers. Without giving her a chance to react, I brought my hand down sharply on her butt. She yelped and danced a few steps ahead of me, turning her back to a tree. Her sudden indignation faded to amusement and impishness with impressive alacrity.
"Bad boy," Danah said.
"I'll hold her down if you want to spank her some more," Kelly offered.
"Don't you even dare," Danah said. Kelly feinted toward her and she skipped away again, sticking out her tongue for good measure.
The playfulness helped ease my nerves. Even so, I couldn't seem to shake my partial erection. Perhaps part of it was the girls and their shirts that only barely covered their butts and gave me occasional flashes of what was underneath. I knew it was nearly getting caught that started it, though. I couldn't deny it any longer. Something about it worked for me on a physical level, if not a mental one.
I was still pondering when we reached the outskirts of the parking lot area. I remained alert enough to note that there was at least one new car there since last time. A couple had climbed out, and seemed to be preparing to go for a walk. They weren't looking in our direction at all, but I stepped behind one of the thicker nearby tree trunks anyway.
"Shit," I said.
"Yeah. That's unfortunate," Danah said. "Guess you'll have to be sneaky."
"Bring the car closer. I'm not walking all that way with those people there."
"Can't dude." Danah held out her keys to me. "You're the designated driver, remember?"
"Don't be a shit, Danah," Kelly said before I could respond. "You didn't even finish a full beer. You're fine. Go get the car."
Danah shrugged, her lips curled in a half-smile. "I just wanted to see if Brian would do it."
"Well I won't," I said.
"Seems that way."
Danah strolled out into the parking area. She took her time, but soon enough she had her car turned around and pulled up to the nearest edge of the lot. The body of the car was between me and the intruding couple, so I accepted the risk. I sprinted out in a crouch, opened the back door, and threw myself into the back seat. I probably didn't need to be so dramatic since we had to wait for Kelly to catch up anyway.
"Well that was... something," I said once we were back on the road.
"Sure was," Danah said. "Aren't you glad we dragged you out here now?"
"Don't push it."
Kelly turned around in her seat to look at me. I was still partly erect, and her gaze only made my cock twitch a little more awake. She smiled and winked, then turned forward again.
Amy's car was in the driveway when we made it back. I thought I was in the clear until then, but now I had to sneak by my sister somehow. At least I didn't see her outside, so it was possible I could just go grab my swim trunks from earlier and she'd never know the difference.
"Oh boy," Kelly said. "This isn't going to be pretty."
I was opening my door when she spoke. I stood up and saw my big sister just coming out of the house. She looked furious.
"Hey, Amy," Danah called, acting oblivious to my sister's mood.
"What the fuck did I say?" Amy demanded. "One thing. I asked one thing. Leave my brother alone."
"He's fine," Danah said. "He's still got all his limbs."
"Where did you take him, huh? And don't even get me started on... on..." Amy waved her hand in my direction. She was being very careful not to look straight at me.
"His lack of clothes?" Kelly supplied helpfully.
"Do I even want to know why he's naked?" Amy asked, folding her arms across her chest. "No, don't answer that. I cannot believe-"
"Amy."
"-that you would-"
"Amy!"
"What?! What is it, Brian? I'm in the middle of something here."
"I'm fine," I said. "I appreciate you getting outraged on my behalf, but I got things under control."
Amy finally made eye contact, but she made sure that was the only place she looked. She took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. "Fuck's sake, bro. Just... put some pants on, would you?"
"Uh, sure."
I was pretty sure Amy wasn't done with her friends yet, but I'd tempered her righteous fury a little. Maybe they deserved the full force of Amy's ire, maybe they didn't. To my mind, much of their sin had been redeemed already.
I went straight to my room. I thought about getting dressed, but opted not to right away. Since I was finally alone and safe, there was no hurry. Instead, I flopped down on my bed and tried to sort out my emotions.
It had been an interesting few hours, there was no question about that. I'd had plenty of opportunity to perv on my sister's hot friends; that had been quite enjoyable. Conversely, they'd also had plenty of opportunity to perv on me. That was iffier, but I decided it was probably ok. It seemed like most of their attention had been positive, which was something of a novelty for me, as well as an esteem booster.
Being stuck naked in public areas... that was a trickier one. That had been taking things too far, in my opinion. On the other hand, nothing bad had actually happened. And I did get a hand job out of the deal, which made up for a lot. But did it make up for my sister seeing me naked?
That was the part I really wasn't sure about. I felt like I should be devastated at getting caught by Amy, like it was objectively the worst part of the day. Somehow, I didn't really feel any strong emotion about it. Maybe I was in shock, maybe I was just too overloaded by everything else to properly care. Either way, my lack of emotional response was more viscerally disturbing to me than the event itself.
My phone buzzed, interrupting my internal musings. I picked it up and automatically flicked to check the message. I was only half paying attention at that point, but my attention was immediately focused when I realized I'd been sent a picture of myself. I was naked in the photo, and it had been taken from behind. Whoever had taken it was not in my contacts, but there were only two possible options.
"Son of a bitch," I said.
This wasn't some stupid blackmail thing, was it? No. Neither Kelly or Danah would do that, I didn't think. They had their flaws, but they weren't totally psychotic.
"Who is this?" I texted back.



A moment passed, then, "who do you think?"
"I know it's one of you, I just don't know who."
"That's too bad." There was a little emoji with a stuck out tongue afterward.
Curious, I went to the window and looked out. Danah and Amy were in the pool. From the look of things, my sister wasn't holding a grudge. She knew what her friends were like; it wasn't like their tormenting me was anything new to her.
Kelly was lying by herself up on her deck chair. It had to be her texting me, but I still wasn't sure what the deal was.
"What am I supposed to do with this pic?" I sent.
I watched carefully, and sure enough Kelly picked her phone up a few seconds later.
"I just liked it. Thought you might too."
"Should have sent me one of you. I'm familiar enough with myself already."
"Keep dreaming."
I half-smiled and nodded to myself. That was about the response I expected. Worth a try anyway.
"When did you even have a chance to take it?" I sent.
"Lots of chances. I wasn't panicking like you were."
"You be naked next time. Let's see how calm you stay."
This time, the tongue-stuck-out emoji was the entirety of Kelly's answer.
I thought about dropping it, but gave it one more shot.
"I never even got to see you topless," I wrote. "I bet your tits are nicer than Danah's."
Kelly looked at her phone. She chuckled, seemingly loud enough to attract the attention of Amy and Danah in the pool. Kelly waved airily at them and set her phone back down.
I shrugged and backed away from the window. What the hell. I tried. I bounced back onto my bed, phone still in my hand. Before I forgot, I added Kelly as a new contact. It was possible having her number would be useful some day. Before I'd finished, my phone buzzed with another message.
My eyes bugged slightly when I opened the new picture Kelly had sent. It appeared to have been hastily taken, and was a little off-centre. She had her top pulled up with one hand, and her gloriously bare tits were displayed in their magnificent entirety. Just the bottom half of her face remained in shot, barely enough to see her shy smile.
I just stared for a while, disbelieving of my success, and more than a little turned on. Kelly wasn't nearly so free with her breasts as Danah, so her sharing the picture with me was all the more special in its own way. A big, stupid smile crossed my face. Forget trying to evaluate the day; it was a good one. That was the official report.
I rolled out of bed again and crossed to the window. Kelly was lounging-top securely back in place-like nothing happened, like she hadn't just sent me a picture of her tits. How she'd found a moment when the other girls weren't able to see her, I had no idea.
After a moment, I went to my dresser and dug for another pair of shorts. The day wasn't hardly over yet, and there was nothing waiting outside I couldn't handle. Maybe we'd all just hang out and that would be it, but if there was more fun to be had, I wasn't about to miss it.
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I was right in the middle of brushing my teeth when the bathroom door burst open. Denver, my demonstrably inconsiderate older brother, stared at me for a second as though confused by my presence, then kept coming.
"Hwaa uh faah?" I demanded around a mouthful of toothbrush.
I tried to body block Denver and force him back out. He just grinned that annoyingly charming smile of his and pushed me gently but firmly back to the sink.
"Sorry, Relly, I gotta piss."
I spit into the sink, clearing my mouth. "You couldn't wait two seconds? You couldn't even knock?"
"Nope. Gonna burst."
"I coulda been naked, you know."
My brother examined my typical nightshirt and panties combo. "You're not though, are you."
"I coulda been. That's the point. You have to knock, at least."
Denver flipped the seat up on the toilet and unzipped himself. His back was to me so I couldn't see anything, but I whirled my head and resolutely faced forward anyway. Just because he had no sense of decorum didn't mean I couldn't comport myself.
"Maybe you shouldn't be getting naked to brush your teeth."
The liquid splash of urine hitting toilet water interrupted any retort I might have made. I finished up brushing and rinsed my mouth out. Denver was still pissing. Fucker.
"I could have been getting ready for a shower," I said a little louder than necessary.
"Shower wasn't running."
My eyes narrowed and I glared a hole through the back of Denver's stupid head. He knew logic infuriated me when I was trying to make a point. I took half a step closer to my brother, then lashed out with a carefully weighted kick. It caught him right in the butt and made him stumble.
"Aw, fuck," he said. "You made me get it everywhere."
"Oops," I said sweetly. "Guess you'll have to clean it up. If only you'd waited until I was done."
"I sense there's a moral here somewhere."
"You sense correctly. Ponder it while you scrub."
I flounced triumphantly out of the bathroom. Justice had been served.
It was getting pretty late, and I was all prepped for bed and everything, but I wasn't quite ready to go to sleep yet. It was time for a little Netflix. The parents were in bed already, and Denver... well, he might still make a nuisance of himself, but in theory I had the living room all to myself.
Our family had acquired a new couch recently. It was fancy as shit and fit for a queen. It was soft and comfy as one could ask for, and the ends each reclined with pop-up footstools, kind of like a lazyboy. Personally, I enjoyed stretching out across its entire length. It was unnecessary and arguably a worse position than sitting in one of the chair ends like it was designed for, but it felt selfish and luxurious to claim the whole sofa for myself, and there was a simple joy in such an act.
I got my show going and settled in with a throw pillow under my head. The room was dark except for the tv. When the rest of the house was quiet, I was alone in my own void of decadent solitude.
"What'cha watching?"
The light flipped on as my brother walked in the room. I rolled my eyes and repressed a sigh. Fucking Denver, always ruining metaphorical royal prisons and shit.
"Shh," I said. "I'm busy."
Denver came closer, then unceremoniously picked up my legs and sat under them. I let my legs fall right back onto his lap where they'd been.
"Gilmore Girls, right?" he said. "Haven't you seen it all yet? I remember you talking about this show, like... five years ago? Six?"
"Something like that. And yes, I have seen it before. And no, that doesn't mean you can interrupt whenever you want."
Denver shut up for a few minutes. I ignored his presence and let my mind get back into the flow of the show. That worked for a while.
"Why do they talk so fast?"
"'Cause they do."
"Fair enough."
Denver scratched an itch, then rested his hand on my calf when it came back down. Technically, according to my Arbitrary Rules of Nighttime Couch Sitting, my brother had already committed two or three violations of personal space. Unlike when everyone was up and doing awake-type things, I felt entitled to taking as much space as I could physically claim. Usually it worked because no one else was around to contest it, which makes for the best kind of rule in many ways.
So far Denver was behaving himself sufficiently for me not to have to decree him banned from sitting next to me and/or summarily executed. It was a closer thing than he realized, though, as proven by his next statement moments later.
"I can see your panties, you know."
"Fuck's sake, Den. I said shut up."
"Actually, you didn't specifically--"
"Fine, I'm saying it now. Shut up."
"Sure."
Denver wiggled down a little further in his seat. My legs wiggled with him. I resisted the urge to check on or adjust my sleep shirt. What was he doing looking at my panties anyway?
I glanced at my brother. By all appearances he was focused entirely on the show. He smiled frequently, and was even starting to chuckle at parts. At least he was enjoying the show. He wasn't a total philistine.
"Den?"
"Yeah?"
"Why were you looking at my butt?"
Denver gave me a lopsided smile. "I wasn't. But your shirt isn't covering it." He reached over and tugged my hemline back into place. "And your panties were kinda... y'know, like, a little wedged in there."
"You wouldn't know that if you weren't looking. A good brother wouldn't have stared long enough to see that much detail."
"True. But a good sister wouldn't have given me the chance."
I pulled one of my feet back and jabbed it into Denver's side just hard enough to hurt. He flinched back and moved his arm to block any potential second strike.
"I was in here minding my own business. It's not my fault you had to show up and start perving on me."
"Wasn't even. If I ever perv on you, you'll know it."
"That's not nearly as reassuring as you seem to think it is."
Denver nodded easily. "Maybe not." He reached over and tugged at my shirt again. My kick must have disturbed it. "Maybe it'll teach you some modesty though."
"Ha. This from the boy who barges in on me while I'm in the bathroom."
"Ok, that's... possibly a fair point."
"Damn right it is."
I went back to watching my show. Or at least I mostly did. Every now and then I checked on my brother to make sure he was watching the tv and not me. Usually he was. Once or twice I caught his eye and he lifted an eyebrow, but I declined to engage him.
The episode ended shortly after. This time I looked at Denver in search of a reaction to the show. He'd sat through the rest of it once he sat down, so I was cautiously optimistic.
"That was pretty ok," he said.
"Just ok?"
"Well... I dunno. I didn't understand some of it, and... are the two main girls always so whimsical?"
"Lorelai and Rory? Basically, yeah. That's their thing."
"And the older one's the mom?"
I snorted. "Maybe we should start you at the beginning next time you watch."
"Sure."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Why not? It's, like, kinda funny and quirky and stuff. I wouldn't mind checking out some more."
I felt a warm glow inside. Denver was actually into something I enjoyed, at least tentatively. That didn't happen often. My shows were too girly for him, his games were too shoot-people-in-the-face for me. Happy mediums were sneaky unicorns in our lives.
"I will be happy to indoctrinate you," I assured him.
"Cool. You up for another episode?"
"Now?"
"Yeah."
"It's pretty late."
"Very astute."
I bit my lip and thought it over. I had school tomorrow, and Denver probably had some college classes too. He wasn't worried, but then he almost certainly started later in the day than me. Still, one more episode wouldn't spell disaster, and my brother's eagerness might fade if I didn't get him hooked while I had the chance.
"Ok," I said. "You find episode one, I'm gonna go get a drink since we're already staying up late and being bad little chilluns."
"Sounds good. Get me one too?"
I hopped off the couch, but stopped and raised my eyebrow. I waited expectantly.
"Please?" Denver added.
"Sure. Rum?"
"Yes, thanks."
I lightly raided our parents' liquor cabinet and poured a couple fingers of rum for Denver, then scotch for myself. I'd never technically asked if it was ok, but I didn't do it frequently, and neither Mom or Dad ever said anything about their bottles being slightly emptier than they should be. They poured me a little on special occasions, and that was kind of like permission. In a way. Maybe.
"Your drink, sir," I said as I passed Denver his glass.
"Why thank you, sister dearest."
I set my glass on the end table by the side of the couch Denver wasn't occupying. This time I opted for actually sitting up properly, more or less. Denver had reclined on his end, and I pulled up my footstool as well. I tucked my feet up under my butt reflexively, which kind of defeated the purpose.
"Ready?" Denver asked.
"Yep."
He started the first episode playing. I took a sip of scotch and followed the warmth as it trickled down to my tummy. Dad had such excellent taste in booze.
I'd seen the first episode several times by now, and the last time hadn't really been that long ago. I was happy enough to see it again, but my familiarity with it meant that my attention could wander without me really missing anything. Part of my time was spent checking on Denver and making sure he was enjoying himself, which he seemed to be. Another part was spent analyzing myself.
I was propped up somewhat on my hip with my legs curled up on the opposite side. It was hard to say if my brother had any kind of sight line under my shirt like he'd had before. Probably he wouldn't even look anyway. It had to have just been an accidental glance before, and a lack of vocal filter that made him say anything about it.
"She's pretty hot," Denver said.
I looked back at the screen, slightly startled as my thoughts were interrupted. "What?"
"The mom."
"Lorelai?"
"Yeah. She's pretty hot, don't you think?"
"Oh don't even."
"I'm just--"
"I don't care what you're 'just,' don't do it. Don't bring the show down with your stupid boy-ness."
Denver chuckled. "Sorry to disappoint, sis. I'm a boy, and I'll basically always be one."
"You don't have to be so obvious about it."
Denver cleared his throat. "I'll try not to," he declared in a horrible falsetto. "I will do my very best to--"
I yanked my throw pillow out from between me and my arm rest. I swung it with all my might in a perfect arc, catching Denver square in the face. It made a satisfying 'wumph' as it hit him. He just laughed, but at least he stopped talking. The rest of the episode passed in relative silence, with only the occasional chuckle from my brother.
"So what'd you think?" I asked. "Other than wanting to bang every female who came on screen."
"Not every female. Just the hot mom. Total milf, dude. Seriously."
"You're gross as fuck sometimes."
"Only sometimes? That's practically a compliment." Denver stood up and stretched. "For real though, I think I like it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"So you wanna watch more some time?"
"Uh huh. Maybe not tonight though."
"No shit. I'm gonna be hurting for sleep as it is."
I turned everything off, then padded toward the hallway. Denver followed along behind, and I had to resist the urge to see if he was checking out my butt. One little comment had me way too paranoid. He'd be quite amused if he knew.
Denver's room was in the basement. It was bigger than mine, and apparently stayed a heavenly temperature when it got super hot out in the summer, but given the amount of junk and half-finished walls he shared his floor with, I'd never begrudged him those minor luxuries.
"Night, Den," I said before we parted.
"See ya in the morning, Relly."
"If you're up in time."
"See ya tomorrow evening, then."
"Figured."
On impulse, I leaned in and gave my brother a quick hug. He hugged me back, but the whole thing lasted only a second or two. Just enough to display the requisite familial affection for a pair of siblings. I wasn't sure why I craved that brief contact, but it felt nice.
Denver didn't move at first when I turned away. I was only a few steps beyond him when he spoke up again.
"I like that colour on you," he said.
I jolted to a stop and whirled toward him. He was already disappearing downstairs. He meant my shirt, right? Or my earrings maybe, but that was a stretch.
I craned my neck around, desperately trying to get a look at my own butt. My shirt seemed to ride up in the back more than I'd realized. If I moved just right, I decided Denver probably could have seen just a flash of my panties while I was walking. Fuck. Time to retire a nightshirt.
****
My parents were already at the breakfast table when I got there the next morning. There was no sign of Denver, which was only to be expected.
"Morning, sweetie," Mom said. "Tea or coffee?'
"I'll have coffee if there's some made," I said. "I could use some caffeine."
"That's my girl," Dad said with a wry smile. His ritualistic morning coffee was practically a law of nature.
I popped two slices of bread into the toaster, then stood next to it waiting for it to pop. Mom handed me a steaming mug, which I accepted gratefully.
"Do you suppose your brother will be joining us?" Mom asked.
I shrugged. "Your guess is as good as mine. Depends on when his classes start, probably."
"He shouldn't sleep through breakfast. It's not healthy."
"The great thing about breakfast is you can eat it whenever you wake up."
"That's disruptive for your digestion. You really should be eating regular meals."
"Very sensible," I agreed, perhaps a little too glibly.
Dad cleared his throat. "Don't be sarcastic with your mother. Not this early in the day."
"Wasn't sarcasm. It was just...." I trailed off. Dad was giving me a Look. "No sarcasm. Got it."
My toast popped. I slapped the two slices on a plate in the traditional burning-my-fingers-on-hot-toast manner, then applied the correct amount of butter in an even spread. The first bite was crunchy, greasy perfection. Whatever my skills may have lacked in other areas, boy could I make toast.
"Maybe I need to start waking Denver up in the morning," Mom said. She sat at the table opposite from Dad, cup of tea cradled in her hands, and a very healthful half-eaten bowl of 30-billion grain porridge in front of her. I'd never figured out how she stomached it, especially with the abysmally small amount of sugar she cut it with. "Being a college boy is no excuse for sleeping in every day."
"I believe it's the main appeal, actually," I said.
Both of my parents turned toward me. Mom was unamused. Dad seemed haplessly resigned to my unintentional antagonism of her current vendetta against sloth.
"Esmeralda Adams!"
I winced at the sound of my full name.
"That is exactly the kind of off-hand remark that leads to poor social and academic performance," Mom continued. "You and your brother are so--"
"I should go wake him up," I interrupted. "You've convinced me, I am converted. Allow me to repent my sinful ways."
I took another quick gulp of coffee, enough to singe my tongue, and grabbed my half-finished slice of toast. I abandoned the other to inevitable cooling and inedibleness. Alas poor breakfast, ye died too young.
Mom was thrown sufficiently off-balance that she didn't challenge my obvious ploy to get away from her lecturing. Dad hid a grin behind his coffee mug. I kissed Mom's cheek on the way by, mostly because it tended to mollify her even at the worst of times. Then I was heading downstairs and away from the danger of learning what was good for me.
The area at the immediate bottom of the stairs was in tidy order. The floor was clean and clear between there and Denver's room, with even a small bathroom along the way.
There was the hum of the family's big chest freezer in the other direction, and beyond that was an absolute disaster of half-finished flooring, walls, and insulation. An awful lot of items had been put in storage wherever there was space, as well. Every box of junk, old piece of sports equipment, or bag of clothes was another nail in the coffin of the dream of a fully livable basement.
I ignored the debris and beelined for Denver's room. His door was closed, and I gave it a courtesy knock before entering, just as a formality. I didn't expect my brother to be awake yet, and indeed he wasn't. I finished the last bite of my toast and wiped my hands off on my pants. It was time for a bit of mischief.
Slowly, delicately, I crawled onto Denver's bed. I managed to straddle him with my hands on either side of his head without disturbing him. He was blissfully unaware of my face positioned just above his.
"Deeenveeerrr," I called at the softest of volumes. "Deeeeeeennnveeerrrrr."
After a few repetitions, his brow crinkled slightly. His eyes cracked open, then he jerked awake in a sudden fit of panic that dissolved a few seconds later.
"Goddammit, Relly." Denver pushed me off him, and I fell to my side giggling happily. "What the hell time is it?"
"Time to get up," I informed him. "It's very unhealthy to lie around in bed all day. You need your breakfast. You're a growing boy with--"
"Oh fuck, Mom read an article again, didn't she?"
"Seems that way." I frowned. "And she used my full name, even. Skipping breakfast must cause cancer or something, 'cause she's super serious about it."
"Aw, I'm sorry."
I shook it off. "That's ok. At least I get to come bug you first thing in the morning, and you can't even get pissy about it."
"Try me."
I adopted a deliberately annoying whine. "Mooommm, Denver's being meeeaaannn. I just did what you saaaiiiddd."
"Alright, alright. There's no need for tattling."
"That's what I thought."
I sat on the edge of Denver's bed with one of my legs tucked up under me. He sat up, but made no further move to get out of bed.
"Come on, man," I said. "I can't go back without you in tow."
"You can too. Tell Mom I'll be right there."
"S'ok. I got time. I can wait for you."
"Coward."
"Not cowardice. I'm just being tactical. I believe it was Sun Tzu who said, 'Bitch, get yourself dressed and be my human shield.'"
Denver snorted in amusement. "Truly a wise man in the ways of war."
"Yeah he was. Now come on."
"No."
"Why not?"
"Just... give me some privacy, would you?"
"Why? Are you naked under your blanket or something?"
"No. I got boxers on."
I rolled my eyes. "So what, then? Embarrassed about me seeing you in your underwear? That's kinda weak after you were perving on mine last night."
Denver stabbed a finger at me. "First off, you were the one showing off your underwear. It's not like I went looking for it."
I was torn between amusement at Denver's defensiveness, and chagrin at being reminded that it was kind of my own fault if he'd been able to see under my nightshirt. He hadn't actually denied the accusation of perving either, which was a whole other set of complications.
"That's irrelevant right now," I said with a casual flip of my hair.
"Maybe. Secondly... it's got nothing to do with how I'm dressed. Not directly, anyway."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
Denver sighed heavily and rubbed his forehead. "Relly, you know boys, right?"
"I've heard of them, yes."
"And you know what sometimes happens to them?"
"You'll have to be more specific."
"In the morning...."
"They get hungry? They need to piss? They... oh. Ooohhh." My eyes widened and my eyebrows shot straight up. "You mean...."



"Yes. Privacy, please."
I burst out laughing. "Oh shit. Big bro's got a boner."
"Relly, come on."
I couldn't stop giggling. I knew it wasn't really that funny, but somehow, in the moment, it was to me. My older, more mature brother was stuck hiding a hard-on under the covers. It was such a ludicrous departure from the way my morning had been going. Maybe that was all it took.
"Shall I avert my eyes?" I asked between fits of laughter. "Leave the room? Vacate the house entirely, perhaps?"
Denver shook his head in exasperation. "Fine, do whatever you want."
He threw back the covers and swung his legs off his bed. My laughter caught in my throat. His boxers were tented prominently, and I was faced with a sudden reality; that was actually my brother's erection. It had been so abstract and comical a moment ago. Now it practically stared me in the face.
"Well, then," I said.
"Told ya."
"You're right. You did."
When Denver stood up, it only made his boxer-tent all the more obvious and focal. I half expected his cock to burst out the front like a hatching alien.
"It doesn't do tricks. Doesn't matter how long you stare at it."
Denver began fetching clothes. I flushed and looked away from him until he was pulling some pants on.
"Wasn't staring," I said.
"Were."
"Wasn't."
Denver turned to me as he buckled his belt. He grinned at me, all shirtless and slightly bulging in the crotch area. At least his jeans held his erection down way better than his underwear.
"Were," he said definitively.
"Fine, so I was. It was just so... big. Bigger than I expected."
Denver laughed. "Now that's how to give a boy confidence."
I felt my face heat up even further. "No no no, not like that."
"Not like what?"
"I just meant it was sticking... out... a lot." I paused. "Fuck. I'm not making this any better."
"You're really not."
Denver selected a t-shirt and pulled it on over his head. The muscles in his arms stood out more clearly than I was used to for a moment, then the shirt came down and covered him up.
"You said something about playing some basketball recently, or something," I said in an attempt to change the subject. "You still doing that?"
"Yeah, actually. There's some, like, casually organized games happening a few times a week at college. And some pick-up games whenever."
"Is it fun?"
"Kinda. Enough that I keep going back. Gotta get some exercise, you know."
"Mom bugging ya about it?"
Denver nodded. "Indeed."
"Well it's working for you."
The smile Denver gave me made me feel funny. I was still off balance from my unfortunate choices of staring and word selection, so maybe that was part of it. There was something else, though. Something I couldn't quite figure out.
"Thanks, Relly. I actually really appreciate you saying that."
My face was never going to stop being red at this rate. At least this was a more positive cause than before.
"Yeah, well... yeah. You're welcome."
I stood up and left the room. Denver padded behind me on bare feet. He stopped at the bathroom, and I turned just before he closed the door.
"Hey, Den?" I said.
"Yeah?"
"Could we, like, never mention any of this to anyone ever?"
He snorted. "In what universe am I telling anyone about how my little sister was perving on me?"
It was a sign of my sheer level of emotional turmoil that I didn't even consider arguing the point. "Ok. Cool. I'll, uh, see you upstairs, then."
"Sure thing."
Denver closed the door, and I trudged back up the stairs. I was not mentally prepared for the day, that much was clear. Maybe I needed more coffee.
****
I spent much of my school day thinking and worrying about that morning. I didn't remember anything about my classes except that I'd been to them. My mind was occupied with other concerns.
It bothered me way too much the way I'd reacted. I knew about boys, to some extent. I knew about erections, anyway, and that they sometimes just happened. And, in theory, since my brother was a boy I should have been able to put things together in my head. Clearly that hadn't worked out.
It frustrated me to think that I was still so juvenile, so inexperienced, that Denver's tented boxers confused the shit out of me. He had a penis, alright? It wasn't anything new or strange. That was just how boys were built.
Except... Denver wasn't a boy. Or rather, he was a very special subset of boys; one who carried very different rules of engagement. It wasn't the usual case where an erection would produce either arousal or disgust in me, depending on my feelings about the boy in question. Denver was outside of that game. He was my brother, and that was it. When I'd been confronted with evidence to the contrary, it had damaged my base world view.
I felt a little better when I figured out the explanation for my reaction. At least, it was a possible explanation, and it seemed to fit nicely enough. Denver had existed asexually in my life for quite a long time, and he could continue to do so. I'd just have to be more careful in the future.
By the time I visited my locker for the final time that day, I was feeling much more like myself. I was still pretty spaced out, though, and didn't notice my friend sneaking up on me. Which is to say, she probably walked normally, and only my lack of situational awareness allowed her to startle me the way she did.
"Hey, Relly."
I jumped at the sudden voice. My feet actually left the ground, albeit only just barely enough to count.
"Oh shit, Fay. You scared me."
Fay laughed and leaned up against the locker next to mine. "Well I didn't mean to, if it's any consolation."
"No no, I know. I'm just...."
"Spaced the fuck out?"
"Yeah. Basically."
"I could tell. You've been out of it all day. I was getting kinda worried about you."
I busied myself rearranging my text books as an excuse not to meet Fay's gaze. "I've had some things on my mind."
"No kidding. Anything I can help with?"
"I don't know. It's complicated."
"Ah. Boy trouble?"
I ran out of things to tidy and shut my locker. Fay was peering at me a little too intently for comfort. I crossed my arms and shrugged.
"Kinda."
"Kinda?"
"I mean, yeah, it's about a boy. But it's not what you're thinking."
Fay smirked. "Like you know what I'm thinking."
"I can guess." I frowned in concentration for a few seconds. "Either... you're hoping I have a new crush, or... or something significantly dirtier than that."
"Ha. Alright, you got me." Fay's smile faded to disappointment. "Guess that means it's not one of those then, huh?"
"Nope."
"That's too bad. You need a boy in your life."
"Do not. I'm doing fine."
"Relly--"
"No. Don't give me this lecture again."
I turned away, arms still folded protectively in front of me. Fay's hand landed on my shoulder and squeezed gently.
"No lecture," she said. "Promise. I just worry about your lack of socializing sometimes. You know that."
I sighed. "I do. But you know that you make me feel like a total loser when you fuss over me too much."
"Also true." Fay threw her arm around my shoulders and started walking. I had little choice but to follow. "Alright, so in deference to your poor, sensitive little feelings--"
"Bitch."
"--we'll leave this mystery boy alone for now. C'mon, let's go have some fun. Get your mind off it." Fay wagged a finger in my face. "And don't be calling me names just for being a good friend. It's rude."
A smile crept over my lips. "Then don't say things specifically to provoke name-calling."
"Who, me?"
****
Fay dropped me off at home that evening. We'd spent a few hours hanging out, which had been pretty fun. She'd tried getting me to spill my secret a few more times, but as yet it remained known only to me.
I knew I was in trouble when I walked in and found the rest of my family at the supper table already. They were clearly well in the middle of their meal. Denver had already cleared most of his plate, being a boy and all. Dad was about halfway through, and Mom was picking tactically at her food. All three of them looked up at me as I entered.
"Hello, Relly," Mom said in an entirely civil tone. "Nice of you to join us."
"You're in trouuubllleee," Denver called in a sing-songy voice.
"Shut the hell up, Den," I said.
Mom set her fork down hard. "Esmeralda! Language!"
"Jesus, Mom. Don't call me that. You know I don't like it."
"It's your name. I don't know why--"
"No, I know. It doesn't matter how many times I explain it." I adopted a higher pitched, blatantly sarcastic tone. "It's such a beautiful name, especially for pretty, pretty princesses." I rolled my eyes with all the teenage angst I could muster.
Mom took a few deep breaths. I waited in full rebel-mode for her inevitable response.
"You know," she began icily, "for someone who waltzes in so late, with not so much as a phone call to let us know where you were--"
"Here we go."
"We worry about you, Relly. Anything could happen."
"I was just out with Fay. My phone was on. You could have gotten hold of me if you wanted."
"That's not the point."
"No, I know. The point is I did the wrong thing again, and you have to point it out in front of everyone."
I glared at Mom, daring her to keep arguing. She was ready to do just that, but Dad interrupted first.
"Why don't I handle this," he said, wiping his mouth and standing up.
Mom muttered something too low for me to catch. I let Dad lead me away from the table. We got far enough to be out of earshot before he stopped us.
"I didn't mean to miss supper," I said quietly. "We got here a little late is all."
"I know, sweetie. It's ok."
"Well Mom doesn't seem to think so."
"Relly... you did start swearing at the dinner table."
I bit my lip and thought back. "I guess I did, huh."
"I think, and don't take this the wrong way, that you might have been expecting a fight...."
"And I got one," I finished for him.
Dad nodded. "Basically."
I sighed. "Ok. Maybe... maybe I've been a little too tense today."
"Would it help if I sent you to your room?"
I gave my father a quick hug. "Thanks, Dad."
"You're welcome." He stepped back and gave me a stern look. "Now you better go and... learn a lesson. Or something."
"Yes, Daddy."
For a moment I batted my eyes and swung my hands behind my back, acting the stereotypical daddy's little girl. Dad chuckled and gave me a gentle push in the direction of my room. I flounced away as he returned to the dining table.
****
It was only much later that I risked leaving my room. Whatever Dad had told Mom, she hadn't come looking for me before heading to bed. He'd done well running interference for me.
There was a plate of food waiting for me in the fridge. It was unclear who had made it up for me. Probably Mom. Even at her most annoyed she wouldn't want me to starve. And tonight hadn't been anywhere near that bad, really. I felt kind of bad about getting so pissy earlier.
The plan was to take my scavenged feast back to my room, but I was drawn to sounds coming from the living room. Denver was still up, and he was watching Gilmore Girls without me.
"You fucker," I said without preamble.
Denver paused the show. "What, 'cause I taunted you earlier?"
"Actually, I'd forgotten about that. You got me in trouble, you little shit."
"No, you got you in trouble. I merely aided and abetted." He hesitated. "Assuming that means what I think it means."
I sat down carefully on the couch. The last thing I wanted to do was spill any of my reheated dinner on it. It was too new a piece of furniture for food to be allowed on it yet, and there'd be hell to pay if I stained it somehow.
"I actually meant watching without me. That's breaking the social contract of watching a show together."
Denver looked from me to the screen, then back again. "But you've seen it already."
"So what?"
"I... don't know. Sorry? I guess?"
"You better be."
I started eating. Denver still didn't start the show up again. I raised my eyebrow at him and waited to see if there was more.
"Are you ok?" he asked after a moment of struggling with whether or not to say anything.
"Sure. I'm fine."
"Really?"
"You don't believe me?"
Denver shrugged. "Ok. Whatever. Sorry for caring."
He started the show going again, cutting off any retort I might have made. That was fine. It was probably better not to turn it into an argument. Besides, I was starving and I wanted to focus on eating.
For a while, that's all I did was eat. I followed along with the show somewhat, and I knew the episode well enough that nothing I missed really mattered. It was only once my ravenous hunger was sated that I started drifting into other areas of thought. While I toyed with the last of my late supper, I also started sneaking peeks at my brother.
Denver was wholly engrossed in the show, which was good. There was no need for him to be perving on me again like last night. But then, was that even what he'd been doing? Seeing him in his underwear had done weird things to me, and maybe that's all it was for him too. The circumstances were very different, though. I didn't have a penis to stick out and be all gross and distracting and shit.
I took my dishes to the kitchen once the episodes was over. I felt much better with a full tummy than when I'd been empty-stomached and anxious in my room earlier. Somewhat surprisingly, Denver followed me to the kitchen shortly after. He wasn't chasing me as I first suspected, but rather headed directly to the fridge and pulled a tub of ice cream out of the small freezer area.
"Want some?" Denver asked as he got a bowl out of the cupboard.
"Um... maybe just a little," I said after some thought.
"How much is that?"
"Like, probably half... no, a third of whatever you're gonna have."
"You act like you know me or something."
Denver scooped himself a larger portion than I would have taken even if I hadn't just finished a meal. The bowl he scooped for me was much more reasonable, though was probably closer to half his than the third I'd revised down to.
"Thanks," I said.
"You're welcome." Denver put the ice cream container back in the freezer. "More Gilmore Girls?"
"Sounds good."
Denver and I sat on our separate ends of the couch, ice cream in our laps, and watched some more whimsical shenanigans. I took small spoonfuls and savoured every bite of my dessert. More than that, I enjoyed just hanging out with my brother. It was a totally normal sibling thing to do, albeit somewhat on the idealized end of the scale. It was the sort of thing I needed after a stressful day.
"Are you still eating that?"
I looked over at Denver. I was confused until I saw that he was done his ice cream already. My bowl was still half full.
"How are you done already?" I demanded.
"You eat super slow."
"No. You eat super fast."
"The rest of your ice cream's half-melted already. You're slow. Case closed."
I scooped up some melty ice cream and licked it off my spoon. "Mmm. Still delicious."
"Yeah, whatever."
I kept licking and making noises of appreciation while Denver tried to keep up with the action on screen. His gaze flicked over to me frequently, so I knew he wasn't succeeding at ignoring me.
"You know," he said after a moment, "what you're doing is starting to seem like something different from what you're going for."
"What?" I set my spoon back in my bowl and frowned. "What does that mean?"
"It means... shit, I don't want to have to explain this."
"Explain what, dammit?"
"You're licking and moaning, Relly. Figure it out."
"Oh, ew! Ew ew ew." I set my bowl on the table beside me and scooted to the middle of the couch to get even further from it. I pulled my feet up and wrapped my arms around my legs in a protective ball. "Why'd you have to say that? That's gross."
"You were the one doing it. I can't help it."
"Yeah, but... I didn't mean that. God, ew. You know I didn't mean that."
"I know."
Denver put his arm around me and pulled me to his shoulder. I gladly accepted the gesture of comfort. I needed it now that I'd made myself feel so dirty. Licking and moaning? Goddamn, what was I thinking? Maybe Fay was onto something with all her worrying that I was too sheltered. She wouldn't have done something so suggestive unless she specifically meant to.
For a while Denver held me in a sort of half-hug. I relaxed more and more against him until I was fully snuggled up with my big brother. It was a secure, comforting position for me. It got even better when Denver started running his fingers through my hair.
It seemed like Denver didn't realize what he was doing at first. He started out just moving his hand from my shoulder to my neck and toying with the ends of my hair. He gradually got bolder until his fingers were gliding over my scalp and entwining with my hair. It felt amazing. Unfortunately, once he became fully aware of just how intimate it was getting, he stopped. His hand dropped back to a more respectable position on my shoulder.
"Don't stop," I said quietly.
"I don't know, Relly. I kinda, like... I didn't mean--"
"Don't care. Keep going."
Nothing happened, and I thought my brother had been scared off. It was, perhaps, a little too intimate a gesture for our relationship. We didn't really get too close most of the time, and now more then ever I felt the ache of opportunities missed. I craved his caring, protective touch, and I regretted not seeking it out more.
Then, after I'd given up hope, Denver went back to my hair and his fingers ran through it once more. I sighed happily and nestled into his embrace. We spent the rest of the episode cuddled together. I greedily sapped my brother's love and body heat, using them to restore my emotional deficiencies.
I was nearly asleep by the end of the episode. I was listening to Denver's heartbeat more than I was paying attention to dialogue. Its rhythmic pulse against my cheek lulled me into a sleepy and vulnerable state.
"You still awake?" Denver whispered.
"Barely."
Denver's volume rose back to normal. "Good enough. You done for the night?"
"Probably I should be, I guess. I'm very comfy here, though."
"You're saying I'm a good pillow?"
"The very finest. I'll be sure to leave a glowing review online. Five stars."
Denver chuckled, and the movement was jarring after him being still for so long. I reluctantly sat up and leaned against the back of the couch instead of my brother. His face still held an amused expression, and his eyes shone far brighter than I felt they should have given the lighting. I could have lost myself in those eyes.
"Relly? Why are you looking at me like that?"
I turned away quickly. "Nothing. No reason."
"No, come on. If there's--"
"I have to pee."
Denver's forehead crinkled, and he tilted his head. "Ok, sure. But... nevermind."
I was already off the couch and walking swiftly out of the room. This day just kept getting weirder. Every time I felt I was in control, something happened to make me realize I wasn't.
Denver was still in the living room when I got back from the bathroom. He had reclined his end of the couch and had stretched out his full length from headrest to footstool.
"I didn't know if you were coming back," he said.
"Maybe I shouldn't have. I'm... not really sure."
"Something's going on with you. I don't know what it is, and you don't seem to want to talk about it, but there's something."
I brushed some hair back behind my ear. "You're not wrong."
"But you're not going to tell me what it is."
I squirmed under my brother's intense stare. "It's embarrassing."
"I won't laugh. Promise."
"Ok, but... I still don't think I can say."
"Alright. I tried. Are you staying up for a while still, or are you off to bed?"



I bit my lip. It was definitely getting late, and missing sleep the night before hadn't done me any favours. I didn't want to leave while Denver was still up; that was the problem.
"Maybe one more episode?" I said.
"Sure. I'm game. You gonna get changed first or anything?"
I looked down at myself. "Why?"
"So you're ready for bed after? Because it's comfortable? I dunno. Was just asking."
"You just wanna see my panties again, don't you?"
Denver laughed. "Ha, yeah. You got me. This has all been an elaborate ruse."
"Well you never know. You are a boy, after all."
Denver nodded seriously. "And as we all know, boys are only interested in getting girls to take their clothes off. Even if the girl is their little sister. We're total pervs, the lot of us."
"I'm glad you understand."
Denver snorted and queued up the next episode on the tv. I stepped closer to my seat, but wasn't quite ready to sit down yet. There was an idea bouncing around in my head, and I couldn't seem to get rid of it. It was probably stupid, had the potential to get terribly embarrassing, and yet I couldn't help myself. My fingers trembled slightly as I started undoing my pants.
"What the hell are you doing, Relly?"
"What's it look like?"
"It looks like you're taking your pants off."
"Got it in one. Well done you."
I kicked my jeans off a little less smoothly than I would have liked, but it wasn't a bad performance over all. Once they were off, I felt even more like I might be making a mistake. But it wasn't a big deal; it was basically the same as what I wore to bed every night, and Denver had seen me in that kind of outfit many, many times.
There was a difference, though, and I couldn't pretend it didn't exist no matter how much I wanted to. Taking one's pants off for a boy meant something more than wandering around in a bedtime outfit did. There were implications. What was worse, and what I hadn't considered beforehand, was that my shirt was a normal-sized one rather than a longer nightshirt. Instead of giving my brother a flash of panties, he was seeing everything.
"Well that's... something," Denver said.
He stared at me intently, almost unblinking. I flushed and played with my hair in an attempt to hide my face. He wasn't supposed to be quite that interested.
"You don't have to look at me that way," I said.
"You took your pants off."
"So? You've seen me without pants lots of times. Last night, even."
I picked up my jeans and folded them, willing my hands not to shake at the mild exercise in dexterity. My nerves were going haywire. It was hard to blame Denver for being too interested in my state of dress when I was reacting the way I was. It was just underwear for fuck's sake. What the hell was wrong with us?
"It's different than usual," Denver said. "Usually your shirt's covering more of you when you're in your sleepwear."
"That's true." I fidgeted with my pants. My voice dropped to a quiet, uncertain tone. "Is this, like, not ok?"
"Oh, hey, no. It's fine, Relly." Denver flipped his seat back fully upright. He leaned forward earnestly. "I'm sorry for staring all weirdly. I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. You should wear whatever you want to."
"But it's weird, isn't it? I just thought 'cause we were joking and stuff...." I looked down at the floor. "I should go to bed, maybe. It's too late for this. I'm not thinking clearly."
Denver grabbed my wrist before I could go anywhere. I looked at him curiously.
"You look good," he said. "That's why I was staring. Your nightshirts are so baggy that I never really saw... you know, what you actually look like underneath."
I felt the beginnings of a smile. "Really?"
"Yeah. You were just standing there, pants on the floor, and I couldn't help thinking that you're a girl."
"I... what?"
Denver sat back and sighed. "I mean, obviously you are. You just don't look like one to me most of the time. You're a sister, you know? It's... different." He shook his head ruefully. "That doesn't make any sense, does it?"
"Actually, it makes total sense."
"It does?"
I nodded. My confidence was slowly coming back to me. I draped my pants over the back of the couch, then sat down next to my brother. I pulled my legs up and swiveled to face him directly.
"That's kinda, like, the sort of thing I felt this morning," I said. "When I saw you and... and...."
"When I just woke up?" Denver asked softly.
"Yeah. You were very much a boy," I said with a nervous giggle. "And I'm not used to seeing you that way. It confused me. Still does. But it helps knowing that I'm not alone."
"And here I thought you were trying to get a peek at me this morning."
"Oh my god! Shut uuuppp."
I shoved Denver. He just started laughing. I couldn't help smiling, and even managed a few chuckles. He was just trying to break the tension, and I appreciated it even if his timing could have been better.
"Jesus, we're quite a pair, huh?" Denver said.
"I s'pose we are."
Denver's face graduated back to a more serious expression. His eyes scanned me up and down a couple times. "You really do look good," he said softly.
I wriggled, and squirmed, and blushed furiously. It was such a genuine compliment, and it felt so good coming from my brother. I couldn't meet his gaze without feeling my face heat up even more, but it thrilled me that he was still looking. It meant so much more from him than it would have from anyone else.
"Thanks," I mumbled.
"Probably I'm being a little too pervy now, huh?"
"No," I said quickly. "I mean, you can look. If you want. It's not pervy."
"Yes it is." Denver reached out and brushed my cheek with his fingers. I looked at him and felt the intensity of his brilliant eyes. "But maybe it's ok to be pervy sometimes. Just a little."
I nodded without thinking about it. "Just a little," I repeated in a whisper.
The moment lasted for a small eternity. Our faces were so close together, my very soul bared through the windows of my eyes. Nothing happened, but the possibility of something was so tangible it hurt.
"One more episode?" Denver asked.
"Yeah, sure. One more."
Denver settled in his seat and started the show up. I remained where I was for several seconds, unsure what to do. Finally I lay back and stretched myself out across the couch. My legs ended up in my brother's lap, and one of my arms curled up under my head.
I stared resolutely at the tv screen at first. I refused to check on my brother constantly to see where he was looking. Probably he was watching the show. But what if he was staring at my butt instead? It could happen. He could have been examining any part of my body he chose, and I'd be oblivious to it. The thought was a distracting one, and more than a little confusing. I told myself I didn't care one way or the other, but that was a massive lie.
Something tugged on my sock. I looked down at my feet just as Denver pulled the sock all the way off. He grabbed the other one, and I kicked just hard enough to dislodge his fingers.
"Hey!" I protested. "Leave my socks alone."
"Why?"
"Because... because...." I struggled to think of a good reason. "You shouldn't be taking my clothes off without asking."
Denver's eyebrows arched dangerously high. "You mean it's ok to take your clothes off if I ask?"
"That's not what I meant."
"All I'd have to do is ask 'Relly, can I unwrap you like a Christmas present?' and you'd let me?"
"Gross, Den. I'm your sister."
"Well it was your suggestion. Don't blame me."
"Wasn't even."
Denver tugged at my remaining sock again, and this time I let him. I waited to see what else he'd do, but there was nothing else. He just set his hands on my leg and left them there.
It was frustrating not to know what my brother was thinking. There was something going on in his head, something about me. I just didn't know what it was. He had reabsorbed himself in the show we were meant to be watching, so I tried to do the same. It didn't work particularly well.
Every now and then, Denver would move one of his hands. He'd rub up and down my thigh or calf, then go still again. It was an idle, barely noteworthy gesture in some ways. Again, though, it was obtusely irritating because I didn't know what he was up to.
I sat up when the episode ended. It was definitely past my bed time by then. I was going to be cranky again in the morning.
"Den?"
"Yeah?"
"Why'd you take my socks off?"
Denver shrugged. "Seemed like the thing to do."
"What the hell kind of answer is that?"
"Well, you know, you look better with fewer clothes on."
"Oh my god!" I punched Denver's shoulder. "That's a little too pervy."
"I don't mean you need to be naked or anything--"
"Well thank god for that."
"--but I mean, look at you."
Denver held his hand out as though displaying me to an audience. I flushed as his gaze roamed my body, but I held still and let him look.
"You really like panties, huh?" I said.
"Kinda, I guess. But it's not really the panties that do anything for me. They're just material. When they're being worn, however...."
Denver's hand went to my hip. He slipped his fingers under my shirt and pushed them upward. The hem of my shirt lifted along with his hand. My breath caught and my heart pounded. I was both terrified and excited at the thought that he might just keep going.
"Your skin's very soft," Denver whispered.
I swallowed to moisten my mouth. "Thanks."
He smiled for a moment, then it faded away again. "Well, we should probably go to bed."
"Yeah, probably."
I didn't move. Neither did Denver. His warm hand remained on my tummy, just above my hip. It was an exquisitely confusing sensation.
"Good night," I said.
Denver's hand fell away. "Yeah, good night."
He got up and left the room. I stayed behind for a moment, then collected my clothes and headed to bed.
****
"You seem happier," said Fay.
She'd snuck up on me at my locker again. I was a little disconcerted at how intently she studied my face, but she was right; I did feel better than yesterday.
"I guess hanging out with you works wonders," I said. "I knew we were friends for a reason."
"Nooo," Fay said slowly, completely failing to react to my sarcasm. "There's something else."
"Like what? After you dropped me off last night I got in shit and spent most of the evening in my room. What possible detective work are you trying to accomplish?"
Fay cupped her chin like a television character looking thoughtful. "You're awfully quick with that alibi. I can only deduce that you're the murderer!"
I rolled my eyes. "Oh for fuck's sake." I slammed my locker closed and started walking to class.
It took Fay a few steps to catch up. She was still giggling to herself. "Relax, Relly. I'm not gonna grill you about it." She leaned closer. "But I know you were talking to your boy."
"What boy?"
"The one you were having trouble with. The one who's totally not your secret new boyfriend."
"Oh. Him."
I slowed my pace. Fay caught my arm and dragged me along with her.
"I'm going to find out one of these days. You know that."
I sighed heavily. "I'm afraid you just might."
****
I went straight home after school. Partly I didn't want a repeat of the night before, but mostly I truly had nothing better to do. Obedience and reality; together at last.
No one else was around when I got home. At first, I enjoyed the freedom my solitude afforded me. I put on some music in the living room and cranked it up so I could hear it from nearby rooms as well. I danced my way to the kitchen in search of a snack, then ransacked the fridge and cupboards to see what was available. There was a package of oreos on the back of a shelf. God only knew where they'd come from. I promptly absconded with the whole thing, rescuing the deliciously unhealthy cookies from a fate of being forgotten by the world.
Snack in tow, I made a concession to responsibility and brought my school bag to the living room. I had some homework to do, and it was a good time to do it. It felt like an absurdly poor use of my alone time, but I liked having more space to spread out than my room allowed. I also worked better, or at least less reluctantly, with a level of musical omnipresence that wouldn't be tolerated by other family members.
My books and papers were scattered across the floor in short order. I started with the easiest stuff first, on the basis that it meant I was more likely to at least get something done, and once it was finished there would be fewer things hanging over my head. It was a strategy that had served me adequately over the years.
I wasn't sure how long I worked for. It wasn't steady work time, for one thing. I got distracted by songs I really liked, or someone texting me, and sometimes I just got bored and zoned out for a while. All I knew was one minute I was alone, and the next time I looked up, Denver was standing in the doorway. I'd been singing along to the song that was playing, and the lyrics died on my tongue.
"Where'd you come from?" I asked.
Denver tilted his head. "What?"
I rolled my eyes and stood up. I hit the power button on the stereo, and the music died instantly.
"When did you get home?"
"I've been in my room the whole time. Heard your music from down there."
"Oh. Well... sorry. I thought I was alone."
Denver shrugged. "It's fine. I could only just hear it. Wasn't bothering me or anything. I only really came upstairs for a snack."
"And instead you seized the opportunity to perv on me some more."
"If that's what you want to think, go ahead. Personally, I wouldn't call it perving if you've got all your clothes on."
I folded my arms and stuck my hip out slightly. "Now you're trying to get my clothes off, huh? You just never quit."
Denver laughed and shook his head. "I hope you realize that your mind is going to these places all on its own. If I were you, I might take some time to examine what's going on up there."
He turned and went back to the kitchen. I grabbed the bag of oreos that I'd only barely touched, then jogged after him.
"Want some cookies?" I asked.
"Nice. Where'd you find those?"
"In the cupboard. They're probably, like, kinda old. But they were sealed, and they're still fine."
"I believe it. Mom hasn't bought any of this stuff in forever."
"More like a couple weeks," I corrected. "Ever since that one article she found in her stupid magazine."
"Fair enough."
Denver reached for the oreo package in my hands. I pulled it away, then swung it behind my back.
"Uh uh. What are you gonna trade me for them?"
Denver gave me a disbelieving look. "You're gonna demand compensation now?"
"At least a finder's fee."
It wasn't clear whether my brother was going to get annoyed, start negotiating, or possibly just tackle me and steal my prize. After an uncertain moment, his lips quirked into a sly smile.
"I got something," he said. "But it's something I already did."
I frowned. "What does that mean? And if you already did it, how does that make for a fair trade?"
"Well... let's just say that the latest issue of Mom's health magazine might have... failed to reach her."
My eyes slowly widened as I parsed Denver's implication. "You mean you swiped it before she saw it?"
"I can neither confirm nor deny such an accusation."
He stepped toward me, got very close to the point we were almost touching. His arm snaked around my body and grabbed the bag of cookies. For a second or two his face was as near to mine as it had probably ever been. His eyes were impossibly devious and bright, and his breath was hot on my cheek. Then he stepped back again, nutritionally deficient snack within his grasp.
"Thanks," he said. "I'll get out of your hair now."
Denver retreated back downstairs. I watched after him until his footsteps had receded from hearing distance, then reluctantly went back to the living room. He'd actually taken the whole package of cookies, the fucker. I still wanted more of them.
Now that I knew my brother was home, I was much less interested in my work. Losing my snack and music didn't help. Both could be retrieved with minor effort, but my heart wasn't in it. Besides, I'd done pretty good already. Most of my homework was finished.
I didn't even sit down before I was back out of the living room again. That wasn't where I wanted to be right now. I opened the door to the basement and belatedly followed Denver down to his room.
Denver's door was closed. There was no sound from inside. I hesitated, then knocked softly. When there was no immediate response, I knocked louder.
"Yeah? What?"
"It's me. Can I come in?"
"Sure."
My brother was at his computer. He had a big pair of headphones on, and was focused fairly intently on his screen. He glanced at me as I came in.
"You need something?" he asked.
"No. Not really."
After a moment, the view on Denver's monitor shifted from a gun to a corpse. He'd been shot, I assumed. I didn't do so well at following his games. He pulled his headphones off and set them on his desk.
"Sorry, what?" he said.
"Nothin'."
"Nothin'?"
"Well... I dunno. You wanna hang out?"
Denver snorted. "I'm in the middle of a match here, Relly."
His disembodied gun started floating around again. The change in his attention was obvious. At least he could hear me now.
"How long you gonna be?"
"I dunno. Five minutes? Ten maybe?"
"'K."
I wandered around the room while I waited. Denver looked over his shoulder at me from time to time when he got the chance. He shook his head once, but didn't say anything about it.
"How come you wear those headphones while you're playing?" I asked out of idle curiosity. "You're not bothering anyone down here. You could just use your speakers."
"I could. But the thing is, you see, with headphones I can hear directionality better."
"What?"
Denver sighed. "I can hear which direction shots and footsteps and things are coming from. It's better."
"Oh. I guess that makes sense. But doesn't that mean you're at a disadvantage now?"
"Yep."
I smirked. "What, don't trust me in your room?"
"More like if I put them back on, you're still gonna try talking to me. It's not worth it."
I stuck my tongue out at the back of my brother's head. It was a wasted gesture, unfortunately.
I browsed through Denver's stuff rather more overtly than I usually would have. Partly I was just trying to get his attention, and not succeeding very well. Partly, too, a lot of it was interesting, in its own boring way. Like a whole series of fantasy novels that were each long enough to put me in a coma by themselves, let alone the entire collection. Or the small stash of chocolate bars he had hidden behind some old textbooks on a low shelf.
"Please stop poking around everywhere," Denver finally said. "I'm almost done. I swear."
"Why? Afraid I'll find your porn?"
"What year are you living in? You think I have... what, magazines or something?"
"I dunno. Maybe?" I sighed dramatically. "What's the world coming to when boys don't even keep embarrassing literature for family members to awkwardly stumble upon."
"Yeah. That's a real shame."
I'd never actually suspected that there would be physical magazines lying around. Somehow, though, now that I'd put the idea in my own head, I was disappointed that there was no chance of finding anything of the sort. Probably that was a weird thing to feel. I just wanted something to tease my brother about was all.
I flopped back onto Denver's bed. The mattress bounced nicely beneath me. There wasn't much chance of me finding anything to bug him about, not really. If he had anything worth hiding, a casual inspection wasn't likely to uncover it.
One of the ceiling tiles above me was slightly out of place. There was the slightest of gaps where it should have fit snugly into place. At first I just wondered if the disturbance in an otherwise perfect pattern bothered Denver when he was lying in bed. Then, after a moment of reflection, I realized that he might have actually been the one responsible.



I stood up on the bed. As much as I stretched, I could only just brush the tile with my finger tips. Possibly I could scoot the tile back with enough effort, but I was certain that Denver could reach just enough farther that he could get whatever he'd hidden up there.
"Hey! Get down from there!"
Denver's shout startled me, and I almost lost my balance.
"What's in the ceiling, Den?"
"Nothing. Don't stand on my bed."
Denver got up and came over to me. He grabbed my waist and wrestled me down onto my butt.
"You've got something up there. I wanna know what it is."
"No I don't. And even if I did, hiding it up there would mean that I didn't want you finding it. Honestly, what's gotten into today that you'd snoop through my stuff like this?"
I shrugged. "M'just bored."
"Really? Because it seems like you didn't get 'bored' until you realized I was home."
I squirmed awkwardly. "So what? Maybe I was bored and just didn't have anyone to hang with?"
"Yeah. Maybe. But I think I can count the number of times you've invaded my space like this in the past year on one hand. You've been acting different lately."
"We both have," I mumbled. "S'not just me."
"Oh." Denver sat down next to me. "It's about 'that', is it?"
"I dunno. Maybe?"
"If it's bothering you, we can stop... you know, whatever it is we're doing."
"Which is what, exactly?"
Denver threw his hands up. "Fuck if I know."
"Yeah. Basically yeah."
"But we can stop. We totally can."
"And go back to not doing much of anything together?"
I pulled my knees up to my chest. I huddled in the comfort of my own body. It wasn't like I'd meant to get all deep and sorrowful, it had just happened. Now I didn't know what to do with it.
"You don't have to take your pants off to get me to hang out with you," Denver said softly.
"But it helps," I said in an equally quiet voice.
Denver half-smiled. "It does help," he agreed.
He trailed his fingertips lightly along the side of my calf. I could barely even feel his touch through my jeans. I relaxed my legs and let them fall flat on the bed. Denver's finger moved to my inner thigh, though still I couldn't really feel them very well.
"Alright," I said. "I can take a hint." I stood up and undid the front of my jeans.
"I swear I wasn't pushing for anything. You don't have to."
I stopped with the waist of my pants only just started to be pushed down. "So now you don't wanna see?"
"I didn't say that."
"Well you're sending mixed signals. That's not the way to make a girl feel special, you know."
Denver gave me a lopsided look. "Relly," he said. "Take your pants off for me."
A little thrill went through me. It wasn't anywhere near a domineering tone, but it was more of a command than I was used to from my brother.
"Or what?" I asked.
Denver arched an eyebrow. "Or I'll take them off for you."
My breath caught for a second and a shiver ran up my spine. I believed that he would forcibly de-pants me if I forced the issue. I was practically daring him to.
Ever-so-slowly, I pushed my jeans down my legs. I bent over and partly covered myself with my upper body as I got farther down toward my ankles. Finally I straightened up and kicked my feet free. I felt extra self-conscious because there was absolutely nothing else going on to attract Denver's attention. It was just me, my bare legs, and my little panties.
"You know something? You're hands down the hottest sister I have," Denver said.
I brushed my hair back to cover a smile. "You doof. I'm the only sister you have."
"Doesn't make me wrong."
"No, but... it doesn't technically mean anything."
"Maybe not technically. How 'bout you take it however you want, then."
I nodded seriously. "Good. I'm going to assume you're totally smitten with me."
I retook my seat on the bed next to my brother. I leaned back and propped myself up with my arms. My smooth, bare legs stuck straight out in front of me. The one closest to Denver was deliberately almost, but not quite, touching his knee.
"Right," he said. "Smitten."
"It's the only reasonable assumption."
"I bet."
Denver's fingers returned to my leg. They started at my knee and did slow, parabolic loops from my upper calf to lower thigh. I could feel everything now, every whisper of his skin on mine. His touch was, if anything, even lighter then before. The uncommon delicacy he used made it feel like even more of an intimate gesture than if he'd just put his hand full on me. It was an acknowledgement of sorts that we shouldn't really be doing what we were doing.
"Now what are you going to do with me?" I asked.
"What makes you think I'm going to do anything? We're just hanging out, aren't we?"
"Do you 'just hang out' with a lot of pantsless girls?"
"Not so much, no."
"Well what would you do with one of them, then?"
Denver raised an eyebrow. "Is that a serious question?"
"I guess not. That's kind of an obvious one, huh."
"Kinda, yeah."
Denver trailed his fingertips higher up my leg. I tried to stay relaxed and perfectly still at the same time.
"Would you play this fingertip game with them?"
"The hypothetical 'them,' you mean? Maybe I would. If they were being coy."
His fingers brushed the edge of my panties, just for an instant. Then they retreated further down my leg again.
"You think I'm being coy?"
"No. I think you're my sister."
"I could be both."
"You could."
I watched Denver's face as we spoke. He looked back at mine at times, at others he examined my near-bottomless lower half. I had his full attention, anyway.
"How long before you'd try to get in their panties?"
"These imaginary other girls' panties?"
"Still them."
"It would depend on how they reacted."
Again Denver touched my panties, and he stayed on them this time. First just at the edges, teasing the threat of venturing out more boldly. Slowly, so painfully slowly, he crept nearer to the forbidden zone.
"And what if they didn't react?"
I met Denver's eyes. We stared straight at each other even while his hand slid to a place it was never meant to be. I bit my lip and held my breath as I felt the exquisite pressure of his touch on my pussy. A thin strip of material kept us technically separated, but it was a very small technicality.
"I might take that as a sign to keep going," Denver whispered. "If a girl wanted me to stop at this point, she should probably say something to that effect."
I had to start breathing again, but my lips remained resolutely sealed. It was true I wasn't saying anything to stop him. That wasn't quite the same as giving him permission, or asking him to do anything, but I was hardly an innocent. I was more than playing along; in many ways it was my game. I just wasn't quite sure what game it was, or what the rules were.
Regardless of my internal confusion or my external air of indifference, Denver's fingers never stopped. His little circles had become far more interesting now that he'd reached such a sensitive area. The pressure of his touch had increased as well. It felt... nice. Not amazing or life-changing, nor indeed dirty or shameful. It was simply a pleasant sensation, and I was happy to let my brother keep doing it.
"You're getting hard," I said. "I can see it."
Denver's fingers hesitated just for a split-second. "Should I take my pants off too?"
I thought about it, then shook my head. "No. I don't think so. I'm not ready for that."
Denver gave me a curious look. "Why? It wouldn't have to mean anything. Nothing more than your pants being off." He paused. "Or is it because I'd be hard, and it'd be... quite visible."
"Partly, I guess. Mostly it's just different. I'm used to being looked at and it not meaning anything to me. It just happens. But when I look... it means something. You know?"
"Not really."
I looked away. "Maybe that's silly. I mean we're... we're doing kinda bad things already, aren't we?"
Denver shook his head firmly. "Doesn't have to be bad. Doesn't have to be anything. We're just, like, hanging out."
That was totally false. We weren't just hanging out. But... it was a convenient story to tell ourselves. That was not without value.
"Alright." I nodded. "Hanging out."
"One of us more than the other," Denver said under his breath.
My brother's touch became surer and firmer as the minutes passed. Partly I had the sense that he was waiting for me to decide it was too much, or that it needed to stop. Another, smaller part of me felt like I was being seduced. If Denver rubbed me only a tiny little bit harder at a time, then I could hardly find any reason to protest. If that was, in fact, his plan, then it was working. He was practically masturbating me through my panties, and I was reclining casually like nothing was happening.
The feigned nonchalance got harder and harder to maintain. Denver was doing things to me that made me want to react. I wanted to move my hips, maybe press more firmly against his hand. I wanted more, essentially. There was no way I could say so without letting him know how much he was getting to me. It would have meant dropping the pretense, and I wasn't ready for that.
It took an awful lot of effort to remain still and outwardly unaffected. My panties were damp; I could feel it without looking. Denver knew it too, or I assumed he did because all he was doing was staring at and touching my pussy by that point. Other than that, I gave him no sign that I was enjoying his touch. It was important to me for some reason; like somehow it made everything else ok.
Denver pulled the top of my panties down just far enough for the top of my slit to peek out. He did it so smoothly that I didn't even realize it until a few seconds later. I bit my lip hard enough to actually hurt to stop from gasping at the audacity of it.
"No hair, huh?" he said.
"Fucking perv."
"That's where the perv line is at now, is it?"
I turned my head away. "Whatever." Then, because I felt compelled to explain myself. "I just like the way it looks better."
"Me too. I'm just a little surprised you'd go through the effort, unless... there was someone worth putting in the effort for."
I flushed. It really had nothing to with Denver, but now he probably thought it did. Or maybe he'd think it was about another boy. I wasn't sure which was worse.
"Not everything's about the way I look to other people, you know."
"Sure, sure. But how much time do you really spend looking at...."
"My vagina?" I looked Denver dead in the eye, using the full extent of a sudden burst of confidence. I'd detected some hesitation in his speech, and it reassured me that I wasn't any more out of my depth than he was. "Fine. You're right. I don't look at it that much."
I was gratified that my brother was the one to redden and turn away this time. It was actually kind of adorable, though I wasn't in quite the right mood to appreciate it.
"That's ok," he said. "I just--"
"I like the way it feels, ok?"
Denver was blushing furiously. I smiled in the satisfaction that was winning this round. Whatever that meant.
"I like it too," he said quietly.
His fingers slipped into my panties. I wasn't prepared for it even though I'd spent the last several minutes wondering if he'd actually go that far. Turned out he would. I couldn't stifle my gasp fast enough this time. My brother was actually touching me directly; nothing between us. I closed my eyes and leaned back a little more.
"Relly!"
My eyes flashed open. Mom's voice from upstairs? What--
"Relly! Are you downstairs?!"
"Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck." I scrambled off the bed and away from Denver's exquisitely sinful caress. "Fucking goddamn fuck."
My pants wouldn't cooperate and it took me far longer to pull them on that it should have. Denver watched impassively from his seat on the bed.
"That's some timing," he said.
"Don't start with me."
"I wasn't. I was just saying--"
"Fuckfuckfuck. Jesus fuck."
I was still swearing as I climbed the stairs. My voice grew quieter until it was less than a whisper by the time I made it back to the main floor. Of course I couldn't be allowed to just experience the moment. Of course I couldn't actually have something that felt nice. That wasn't how my life went. Maybe Fay had been right all those times she talked about me needing a boy. Obviously this wasn't quite what she meant, but still.
"What, Mom?"
I carefully modulated my tone so that it came out curious rather than irritated. I could only imagine trying to explain that she'd interrupted my very first fingering from my brother. The thought actually gave me pause. First fingering? Like there'd be a second? I had to shake the thought from my head. I couldn't handle it right now.
"Did you leave this mess all over the living room?"
Aw, shit. I'd laid the foundation for my own ruin. That seemed about right.
"Yeah, sorry. I was doing homework, and I just went to take a break...." I sighed. "Sorry. I'll clean it up."
Mom's face softened and she shook her head. "No, don't worry about it. It's ok if it's for school. I shouldn't have yelled for you. It should have been obvious that's what it was." She waved her hand at my books and papers. "I just came home and saw a disaster area, is all."
"Uh... ok then."
I rubbed my arm awkwardly. I was still on edge from Denver rubbing me, and I desperately wanted to run back downstairs and make him do it some more. For various reasons, that was out of the question. The moment had passed, and I didn't want Mom to wonder why I was so eager to hang out in my brother's room.
"I'm sorry if I've been too hard on you lately, sweetie," Mom said.
"Nah, it's fine."
"I don't think it is. But then, I find it's very hard to read you these days. It was so much easier when you were little."
I pushed my hair back and shrugged. "I mean, I guess I could use more space sometimes. And about my name...."
Mom's shoulders sagged slightly. "I know, you don't like it. I really wish you'd give it more of a chance. It's such a beautiful name."
"I've had eighteen years to 'give it a chance,' Mom. Being named after a Disney princess is never gonna be my thing."
"Oh, now...." Mom took a breath. "You know very well you're named after your great-grandmother."
"Yeah, and maybe it was fine back in her day. Not very many 'Esmeraldas' around anymore, gotta tell ya."
For lack of anything better to do, I got down on my knees and started gathering up my things. Mom knelt down next to me and helped.
"You know why we started calling you Relly, don't you?"
"'Cause of Den, right?"
"That's right. He couldn't pronounce your name at first. Called you 'Ess-muh-relly.' We had to shorten it for him, poor little guy."
I smiled at the thought of my tiny brother trying to work his way through my monstrosity of a name. "Thank goodness he wasn't a speech prodigy."
Mom looked askance at me, but she was still smiling and didn't chastise me again. "I love you, you know," she said.
"I know, Mom. Love you too."
****
Denver didn't join me for nighttime tv watching. I couldn't really blame him, but it still stung a little. It felt like a rejection of some sort, even though I was, like, ninety-five percent sure it wasn't. Maybe things were just a bit too weird for him, or maybe....
I giggled to myself at the thought that my big brother was in his room jerking off while thinking about me. It was such an absurd image in my head. He'd gotten a decent feel of my pussy, and maybe that would be enough. I wasn't really entirely certain how it worked with boys and their masturbation habits.
There was no way, though. No way Denver had locked himself in his room and stripped down, then lay back on his bed and thought about me. No way. Probably.
I drove myself kind of crazy obsessing over the possibility. And for all that, I wasn't sure how I felt about it. After the initial amusement wore off, it actually made me a little bit anxious. Like, how fucked up did it make me that I was thinking so much about it. Even worse, what kind of girl actually just sat still and let her brother finger her?
I poured myself a whole hand of scotch and sat by myself in a dark living room. I sipped my drink and browsed Netflix for something to take my attention off my actual life. A show about a mom who starts eating people saved the day. It was funnier than it had a right to be, and actually got me laughing despite my turbulent emotional state.
It just wasn't the same by myself. It was still fun, but a couple evenings with Denver had spoiled me. I liked sitting, and sometimes cuddling, with my brother. I liked sharing one of my favourite shows with him. It was going to really, really suck if it turned out that had been ruined.
****
At school the next day, I had a few problems. I'd managed to skip breakfast due to sheer lack of time, and didn't have any food with me for much the same reason. My other, somewhat related problem, was my best friend.
"There is no way I'm letting you eat cafeteria food," Fay told me.
She physically blocked my path, and I didn't feel up to forcing my way past her. My tummy was seriously complaining, and I was too cranky from low blood sugar to finesse my way through.
"I understand what you're saying," I said. "Normally I wouldn't. But I NEED to eat."
"Then we'll go somewhere. Even fast food's better than the shit they serve here. I tried the pizza once...." Fay stopped and shuddered at the memory.
"I know. I was there. It was... disturbing."
"So you see my point." Fay took my arm and pointed adventurously forward. "To the car!"
"M'not supposed to," I mumbled. "Don't have permission to leave school grounds and whatever."
"Oh, pff. No one checks. Long as you're back for next period, you're golden."
"I don't know...." My tummy grumbled audibly, rather undercutting my argument. "Alright, fine. But we're gonna be quick, right?"
"In and out. Promise."
And that was how I found myself being driven out of the school parking lot in the middle of the day. It wasn't a particularly rebellious gesture in the overall scheme of things. Next to getting seriously felt up by my brother, it shouldn't have even registered. In the moment, however, it was just one more abnormality I had to try and reconcile with my internal vision of what my life was.
My hunger ended up overwhelming my other concerns by the time we made it to the nearest fast food place. I was out of Fay's car and heading for the entrance before she'd shut off the engine. She only caught up with me because I had to wait in line behind someone before I got to the counter.
"Two burgers," I said once it was my turn.
The guy behind the counter tilted his head slightly. "Ok, what kind--"
"Two burgers. Quickly please. You have no idea how little I care what's on them."
"I don't want a burger, actually," Fay said.
"That's fine. I--"
"I'll have fries, I think. Maybe a medium order of fries."
"Ok, but--"
"Or a large? Do you want any fries, Relly? We could split them."
I turned back to the bemused cashier. "Two burgers and a large fries." I held out a twenty dollar bill. "Here is a money. Please put the damn order in. You haven't pressed any buttons yet."
"Well--" said the burger guy.
"Maybe a diet coke too," mused Fay. "I could go for--"
"Fay, I'm going to gnaw off your arm if you don't shut up and let me get my food."
"So, two plain hamburgers, a large fries, and a diet coke?" said the guy. "Is that right?"
"Yes, thanks," I said, still hopefully thrusting my money at him.
"What size drink would you like?"
I stared at him in a mixture of hatred and amazement that I couldn't get a simple order through. Fay was losing it behind me. I tried in vain to ignore her stifled giggling.
The girl at the next register had become free, so I slid over in front of her instead.



"Two regular hamburgers, one large fries, one diet coke, and please don't ask any questions," I said. "Here is a money for your magic money box."
The girl looked at me like I was mildly insane, but punched in my order and made change without any fuss. I decided she was my new best friend.
I tore into my first burger as soon as I sat down at one of the tables. Fay was still terribly pleased with herself. She nibbled at her french fries and sipped her coke while she watched me devour my food.
"Did you know you go slightly feral when you haven't eaten?" she asked.
"Seems that way. God, I hope those guys at the counter don't think I'm too crazy."
"I can't imagine that you even break the top ten weirdest encounters this week. Customers are fucked up, dude."
"Uh huh."
I slowed down halfway through the second burger. I switched to picking at the fries to give my tummy time to settle out a bit.
"Your mystery boy's still giving you trouble, huh?" Fay said as she played with her straw.
"Why are you inferring that from my being hungry?"
"Because something's clearly throwing off your whole rhythm."
"My rhythm?"
"Your routine. Your ability to look after yourself."
I poked a french fry into the ketchup and swirled it around a little. Fay knew me too damn well. It would be nice sometimes if she wouldn't poke around in every little trouble I had.
"Ok, you're right. It's the boy thing again."
"Knew it. Did you go on a date yet?"
"I told you it wasn't that kind of relationship."
Fay shrugged. "Mighta changed since last time."
She wasn't wrong, exactly. Things had changed. Just... not in the way she probably assumed. The important question was whether or not I should tell Fay about any of the stuff that had happened. I needed to get it out of my head, but I also desperately needed no one to ever find out how I'd let my brother touch me.
"Nope," I said. "Still not my boyfriend."
"Why not?"
"Because. Alright?"
Fay took another sip of her drink, eyeing me all the while. Her soul-staring was a bit unnerving.
"Do you want him to be?"
I opened my mouth to answer 'no' immediately, but I didn't quite get there. I hesitated and thought about it for a few seconds before realizing that my first instinct had been correct. Of course I didn't want to date my brother.
"No," I said.
"Are you sure? You don't seem sure."
"He can't be my boyfriend, and neither of us want that anyway."
"I see. He's already married?"
I flicked a small fry at my friend's face. "Don't start guessing, Fay, or I'm going to have to stop talking to you about this."
"Fair enough. Do I at least get a hint as to what happened this time? I can't help if I've got no info to work with."
The remaining half of my second burger was getting cold in front of me. I thought about taking another bite just to buy time, but my sanity and appetite had returned mostly to normal, and it just didn't look appealing anymore.
"Something happened," I said. "And it's not really important what it was. I just haven't seen him since then, and I'm a little scared everything's ruined."
"Oh, honey...." Fay reached across the table and gave my hand a squeeze. "Did you have a fight?"
"No."
"But everything's possibly ruined?"
"I mean, probably not. I just need to see him again. Maybe I should call."
I brightened up a little as the completely obvious solution occurred to me. I absolutely could just call Denver and see what he was feeling. Or text him, maybe, so I didn't appear like I needed immediate reassurance.
"So, don't get mad at this question..." Fay said.
"God, that's ominous."
"It was a sex thing, wasn't it?"
"Fay...."
"No, listen though. If it is, and you don't have to confirm it because I'm, like, ninety-five percent sure it is, then you've got nothing to worry about."
"Alright. I'll bite. How do you figure that?"
Fay smiled and pushed her drink aside. "I'm glad you asked."
"And suddenly I'm not."
"Oh, hush." Fay cleared her throat. "So you did sexy stuff with a boy. Doesn't really matter what it was, though I think it's safe to guess that wasn't full sex or anything."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means I know you. Anyway, you do whatever you did, then presumably you don't get a chance to talk about what happened with your boy-toy afterward. Hence your current anxiety."
I nodded. That was fair enough, except for the 'boy-toy' thing.
"Here's the secret," Fay continued. "You're thinking about this encounter emotionally, or maybe logically. Guarantee you your boy's only thinking about how hot it was."
"Fuck's sake. That's your big reassuring speech? Boys think with their dicks? Great. What a revelation."
I slumped back in my seat and pushed my hair back with both hands. I didn't know what I'd expected from Fay, but certainly something more than 'boys like doing sexy things.'
"See, I don't think you're thinking this all the way through," said Fay. "You've got the pieces, but they aren't in quite the right places." She moved her hands around the table, illustrating her points. "Boys like their penises played with. They also like hot girls. And then you put those together, and--"
"Never touched his penis," I mumbled.
"Oh." Fay faltered for a moment. "Not even grinding on it a little?"
"He touched me. That's all. And I just let him. And we shouldn't have done it. I don't know what's going on with me."
I almost felt like crying, but I wasn't that out of control. Especially to do it in a public place like that. There was something about admitting my worries out loud that made my emotions more intense, was all.
Fay scooted around to my side of the table. She put her arm around me and held me. It was a comforting sort of half-hug. It calmed me down a little.
"Relly?" Fay said softly. "He didn't... force anything, did he?"
"God no." My eyes went wide for a second as I thought I'd described events much differently than I meant to. I relaxed when I realized Fay was just making sure I was ok. "No, he didn't force me to do anything. He'd never do something like that."
"Ok. So you wanted this to happen?"
I wriggled awkwardly against my friend, trying to worm my way out of the situation. "I don't know, exactly. I guess I must have."
"Did it feel good?"
I nodded a little too quickly. "Yeah. It was nice."
"Did he make you cum?"
"Jesus, Fay."
I pulled out of her embrace and tried to hide my face. It felt like it was bright red, though I hoped it wasn't quite that obvious.
"So no, huh? That's ok." Fay returned to the other side of the table. "There's always next time."
"That's what I'm trying to tell you. I don't know if there's going to be a next time. I don't know if he wants it, and... I don't know if I do either."
"Yes you do."
"What?"
"You do know. You just don't want to admit it to me, or even yourself, I suspect. You wouldn't be this upset over something that felt nice but you didn't really want to do again."
"That's... actually kind of a good point."
"Damn right it is."
"So then, like, what do I do?"
"Hard to say specifically without more details. In general, just act normal and do the same kinda stuff you did before. It already worked once."
I nodded like I understood, but there was still some internal conflict. If I followed Fay's advice, it'd essentially be a matter of seducing my brother into something fairly immoral. Our games weren't innocent anyway, but the pretense made it easier to rationalize. 'Oops, my pants are off and you're touching me' was different from 'I took my pants off, please touch me.'
"We should get back to school," I said.
Fay stopped me as I started to gather up our trash. "Hate to break it to you, but we're already late for our next class."
"Son of a bitch. How did that happen?"
"Your stuff was more important. And more interesting, for that matter." Fay leaned back, unconcerned. "We might as well just chill and catch the next one. Skipping one won't hurt anything."
"I hate how easy this stuff comes for you. Did I ever mention that?"
"Once or twice."
"Well... good. Just so long as you're aware."
****
I spent the rest of the school day, what little I attended, trying to figure out what I was actually going to do about Denver. The only thing I'd really decided was that I had to do something. My sanity depended on it.
Fay made it sound easy, but then making things sound easy was very much her thing. The only thing that kept me from strangling her sometimes was the knowledge that she wasn't always as confident as she acted. I'd known her long enough to know that her in panic mode and her in calm, relaxed mode looked very similar most of the time.
So part of the question became how much of Fay's advice did I take as a hundred percent accurate, and how much did I view with suspicion? It was easy enough in theory to say that I should just march up to my brother in my underwear and shove his hand down my panties. It might even work in reality. He was a boy, after all.
I didn't like putting my faith in such a hit or miss scheme. I either wanted a sure thing, or I needed to be tentative and testing. That's what had worked for me so far; things had built up slowly until Denver was rubbing my pussy and neither of us were freaking out about it. Well, not in the moment, anyway. Afterward was a different story. And, I reminded myself, that was only because I hadn't had a chance to gauge his feelings. It had nothing to do with the event itself.
By the time I got home, I was settled on a discussion with Denver at the earliest opportunity. I didn't want to avoid him, or throw my vagina in his face. There was a nice middle ground in there somewhere, and that seemed the best place to be.
The first thing I did was slip downstairs and see if my brother was in his room. I heard his very muffled voice from outside his closed door, and I assumed he must be talking to someone online; probably in a game. I almost knocked on his door, then stopped and reconsidered.
After a moment standing there like and idiot, I turned around and raced back upstairs. If I was going to talk to Denver, I needed to do it right. Just because I didn't listen to everything Fay said didn't mean I couldn't extrapolate some of her best advice to use to my advantage.
I shed my pants as soon as I got to my room, then switched my panties out for what I thought were a slightly sexier pair. I really needed some actual sexy panties. There'd never been much of a use for them before. Fay'd take me shopping for some if I asked. That was something to worry about later.
My hair needed a little fixing, and I adjusted it in the mirror. Then I decided I was as ready as I could get, and had hit just about the perfect middle ground between innocent sister, and slightly-less-innocent playful girl.
I snuck downstairs for the second time. I felt attractive enough to boost my confidence, and bold enough to simply walk in and demand my brother's attention. So that was what I did.
"Hey, Den," I said in what I hoped was a casual tone. "I wanted to... talk... to...."
Denver stared at me. I stared back. It was the briefest of moments, but felt like much longer.
"Fuckshitsorry," I blurted, then turned and slammed the door closed again.
I put my back against the closed door and slid down until my butt touched the floor. What the actual fuck had I just seen? The sounds of my brother finally coming back to life, and his barely audible swearing filtered through from inside his room as I tried to process.
Denver had been at his computer, as expected. But he hadn't been playing any kind of video game. He'd appeared mostly normal at first, until I realized he wasn't wearing anything below the waist. It was amazing that there had been a second or two before I'd noticed that. In retrospect, it felt like there'd been a big, neon sign pointing out my brother's exposed cock.
I slowly pieced it together from memory fragments that didn't quite want to line up without some effort on my part. There'd been a half-naked girl on Denver's computer screen, so that was probably who he was talking to. Their combined nudity and his erection implied a sexy chat of some kind. But he hadn't been jerking off, and he was doing something down--
"Eeeek!" I squealed in a very undignified manner as the door I was leaning against swung open and I fell back.
Denver looked down at me with an unreadable expression. He had boxers on now, at least, or the view would have been far more disconcerting for me. I could still make out his cock somewhat since his erection hadn't entirely faded away yet.
Denver jerked his head toward his bed. "Come on," he said.
"Wait, no. I didn't mean to, like, interrupt. Or whatever."
"Yeah, well, you kinda did."
"Oh. Sorry. Is your, uh... lady friend gone?"
Denver snorted. "Yeah. My 'lady friend' is gone."
I got to my feet, feeling absolutely horrible. In all my worrying, it had never occurred to me that there'd be another girl in the picture. That made things far more complicated, even if she wasn't physically present.
Denver closed the door behind us. He took a seat on his bed. I wasn't sure what to do with myself, whether to sit or stand.
"Was that your girlfriend?" I asked in a low, mumbled voice.
"Relly, sit."
I took a few hesitant steps closer, then sat on the edge of Denver's mattress, about as far from him as I could.
"I know it's not really my business," I said. "I'm just asking 'cause if she is--"
"She's not. She's just someone I... do weird shit with sometimes."
"Oh."
"Never actually met her except for online."
"So you guys just... what, like, take your clothes off on webcam?"
"Basically, yeah. I mean, we talk and stuff too. We've kinda become friends, actually."
I nodded like I understood. I scratched at an imaginary itch on my wrist, and for a moment I focused on the back of my hand like there was something fascinating about it. I just couldn't bring myself to meet my brother's eyes.
"Den?"
"Yeah?"
"When I came in... did you have a thing in your butt?"
Denver didn't say anything at first. I folded my arms and turned my head fully away from him. This was so not how this conversation was supposed to be going.
"Well, I did tell you we did weird shit," he said softly.
"Oh."
"Look, I know it's fucked. And if you're grossed out, I totally understand. But please don't judge me too much for it. It's not even something I'm that into."
My head whipped back around. "I don't think you're gross."
"You don't?"
"No. Why would you think that?"
"Because...." Denver's hands moved back and forth as he attempted to nonverbally explain something that he couldn't find the words for. "Shit, Relly. You caught me doing weird butt stuff, then you got all freaked out. Explain to me how you don't think it's gross."
I'd been on the verge of fleeing the room in tears, but now I was able to manage a faint smile. "Den, you doofus. I don't care what you're into. You thought I'd get upset over something like that?"
"I'm still not understanding something."
"I'm saying I don't care what you put in your own body. That's up to you."
"No, no. I get that. I mean, I want to discuss it further, but mostly I want to know what the hell you're upset about if it's got nothing to do with what you saw."
I bit my lip and turned my gaze downward. "I didn't say that had nothing to do with it."
"You're going in circles now."
"That's 'cause it's hard."
"Hard to talk about?"
"Yeah."
Denver slid closer to me on the bed. I fidgeted with my fingers. His hand landed on my shoulder, and I had a brief, insane urge just to bury my face in his shoulder and hug him until I fell asleep.
"Well you know one of my embarrassing secrets now," he said. "Does that help?"
I managed a fake chuckle. "As if that's the only one I know about."
"Fair enough. Is yours worse than any of mine?"
"That depends on your perspective, I suppose."
"So try me."
I leaned tentatively to the side. Denver didn't move, and I fell into him until he was supporting my upper body. His hand went from my shoulder to my waist on the far side. I drew comfort from the feel of him against me.
"You're the first boy who's ever touched me like that," I whispered.
"Like wha-- oh. Ooohhh."
"I know it's not really a big deal. I didn't even think I cared that much. But now you've got your sexy friend on the computer, and maybe other girls too, for all I know."
"Relly...."
"I wasn't even sure if we should be doing that stuff anymore. It's kinda bad, right? But I liked it."
"Relly, we can still do stuff. Nothing's changed."
"I don't think so. It was a little too naive of me. Of us, I guess. I'm your sister, Den. Your computer girl isn't. You should be playing with her, not me."
"Jesus, Relly. That's not... it doesn't work like that."
I tried to pull away, but Denver wouldn't let me go. That was fine, actually, since I didn't really want to leave. I just felt I should make a token effort.
"Fay's always telling me I need a boy. She's probably right." I stared across the room at nothing as I mused out loud. "I could find a boy to play with. Someone not related to me, maybe. Someone who doesn't have other stuff going on."
"So you don't like that I do stuff with another girl? Is that what this is all about?"
"Very much the opposite, if you were paying attention. I think it's great. I want you to be happy, you know."
"Fuck's sake." Denver sighed. "I'm glad I only have one little sister. I couldn't handle more of you."
I smiled wanly. "I know. I'm a drag, right?"
"You're a pain in the ass is what you are. You come in here in your panties, get upset when I was messing around with another girl, and you're telling me you're only concerned about my well-being?"
"That's not exactly--"
I stopped. Denver had taken his free hand and placed it squarely on my nearest breast. His palm and fingers gently cupped the soft, sensitive part of me.
"Not what?" he asked.
"You're touching my boob."
"I know. What were you gonna say?"
"Nevermind that. Why are you grabbing my boob?"
"You wanted me to be happy. Your boob's making me pretty happy right now."
An actually, real smile fought for control of my lips. "You fucking perv."
"You know it."
Denver switched to my other breast. He was a little more adventurous this time, and gave it a bit of a squeeze instead of merely holding it.
"Is this your plan, then? You just molest me until I stop arguing?"
"So far so good."
"Why can't you just play with your internet friend?"
"I told you, we never met in real life. I've never felt her boobs." Denver paused. "Or her pussy, for that matter."
"Den!"
"What?"
"Just... don't say it like that. You make me sound slutty."
"No I don't. I wasn't even talking about you."
"You were making implications. You were implying that you can do those things with me."
Denver arched an eyebrow and switched his hand back to my nearer breast again. "Relly, I just started grabbing your tits, and you haven't done a thing to stop me. I can't help feeling you're taking offence to entirely the wrong things."
I pushed Denver's arm away, a token protest to the way he was talking about me. He almost immediately put his hand on my bare thigh instead. I let it be.
"So maybe I shouldn't let you touch me anymore," I said.
"Yeah. Maybe."
Denver's fingers trailed across my skin in a delightfully promising way. I did my usual thing of sitting rock-still.
Of course I wasn't going to stop letting him touch me. I was too deep into whatever this was to quit now. On some level, I needed to keep playing our bizarre little game. I needed to see where it went, and perhaps more importantly, I craved the feeling of Denver taking advantage of my lack of resistance. But I still had to pretend like there were boundaries, like he couldn't just do whatever he wanted. I was kind of afraid of what it would make me if I didn't.



"I shouldn't let you touch me," I said.
Denver shrugged. "I might argue the point."
His touch was warm and gentle, and very real. He rubbed my thigh as one might idly stroke a lover, and the connotations of such a caress weren't lost on me. It didn't necessarily mean anything beyond what we'd already done, and that much was fine. Sort of. I liked it, anyway, and it wasn't hurting anything. Not really.
"I'm your sister," I said in a low voice, offering yet another token protest.
"I believe I knew that already."
"Wasn't sure if you remembered."
Denver's hand stopped moving for a moment. "Are you telling me to stop?"
I turned my head away and shrugged, acting far more indifferent than I actually was. For a moment I toyed with the idea of deniability.. Like, somehow, what we were doing had nothing to do with me, I was just along for the ride. It felt safer that way, like I couldn't be doing anything wrong even though I was sharing in the fun.
Denver lifted his hand and put it back in his own lap. The loss hit me harder than I liked.
I stared wide-eyed and hurt at my brother. He met my gaze levelly. He silently dared me to complain.
"I didn't say to stop," I said.
"Yes, but you didn't say not to either."
"Well... you...."
"Just say it, Relly. Tell me what you want."
I clenched my fists tight against the bedspread. "I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because... you already think I'm slutty. I don't want to make it worse."
Denver sighed. "I absolutely don't think that. I wish you'd stop saying it."
"Yes you do. You just wouldn't say it out loud, is all."
"Seriously. Neither your actions, nor the amount of guys you're messing around with are cause for worrying about sluttiness."
I rolled my eyes. He had a point about the number of guys, though. And maybe I wasn't experienced enough in various ways to actually be much of a slut, despite recent occurrences. "Fine. So what would you call me, then?"
Denver didn't hesitate. "Beautiful."
I opened my mouth, then stopped and bit my lip. I shook my head. "You doofus. That's not what I meant."
"Well you are, though. And doing sexy things doesn't make you slutty, so it'd be nice if you'd stop saying that it does."
"Even if they're with my brother?"
"Even then."
"Prove it."
Denver tilted his head. "How would I possibly prove something like that?"
"I dunno. Think of something."
To his credit, Denver thought hard. I was more than a little regretful that I hadn't steered him back toward feeling me up somehow, and I'd backed myself into a corner of waiting for him to answer my stupid challenge.
I was in a situation where more experience would have helped. I could have gotten what I wanted without all the metaphorical dancing around and self-doubt. Fay would just laugh if I tried to tell her that I had what I wanted, then talked my way down to waiting for my boy to solve an impossible riddle. At least afterward she'd hug me and tell me what to do next time, so maybe it wouldn't be all bad.
"You can't think of anything, can you?" I asked. I needed to get Denver talking again, as well as get over myself enough to get him touching me some more.
"I had one idea," he said. "But it's kinda bad, in most respects."
"Oh? Why's that?"
"It just is."
I wriggled impatiently. "Well, try it anyway."
"Ok." Denver took a breath. "I don't make out with sluts."
My brow wrinkled, and I went over his short statement in my head. "What does that--"
Denver waited for me to start talking, then leaned in quickly and kissed me. My mouth was opened weirdly at first as a few errant syllables mumbled their way out. My face muscles relaxed semi-instinctively once I realized what was happening.
At first I was prepared for Denver to pull back and give me an impish grin, like he'd played a clever trick on me. He didn't, though. The kiss that I assumed was just to make a point turned into something like a real kiss, or a reasonable facsimile thereof.
It was unclear to me whether the kiss lasted a really long time, or if it just felt that way to me. Perhaps unknown to my brother, it was my first real kiss with a boy. I didn't know what to do and wasn't prepared for it, but it seemed like I was doing ok. His dangerously soft lips pressed and flexed against mine, never once giving an indication that I was 'doing it wrong.'
I lost myself in the kiss to the extent that when it ended, I leaned toward Denver in the hope of reattaching myself to him. It was only a brief lapse, but it was noticeable, and it took me a moment to recompose myself.
"Does that help any?" Denver asked, a vaguely amused look on his face.
"Uh huh," I murmured uncertainly.
"The idea was that since I kissed you--"
"Yeah, I got it, thanks."
"So it was kind of stupid, right? Because--"
"Den."
"Yeah?"
"Do it again."
I wasn't sure that he would. He'd just been making a point, after all. It wasn't like it was really, truly, technically about the kiss itself. I was leaving myself vulnerable by requesting that he repeat the kiss. He'd know what that meant.
At least I didn't worry that he'd think badly of me for expressing my want aloud. It was never sluttiness specifically that I was worried about, but it was a convenient catch-all for various 'bad' things that might infect my brother's opinion of me. Good sisters didn't let their brothers take such liberties with their bodies, after all. Nor did they enjoy being kissed in such an un-sibling-like manner. But the way he'd done it had reassured me more than he probably expected. Sometimes stupid gestures were important.
After an interminably long, excruciating wait--which outside my head was probably in the vicinity of several seconds--Denver leaned toward me again. I was ready this time, more or less. I still didn't really know what I was doing, but I at least tilted my head properly and closed my eyes just before our lips met. That was a good start.
Being kissed by my brother felt right in a way that I couldn't really explain. Maybe that was just my inexperience, maybe it would have felt just as good with another guy. Maybe. All I knew was I liked it.
"Like that?" Denver asked softly.
"Yeah. That was nice." I couldn't help smiling a little. "Again?"
Denver gave me a curious look. "You're awfully eager all of a sudden."
I flushed. "So what?"
"I'm getting very confused about what you do and don't want, and what is and isn't ok."
"It's... complicated."
"Yeah, that was kinda my point."
I shrugged irritably, then lay back on the bed. My shirt pulled up to expose part of my tummy, and I didn't bother to fix it. "I don't know, alright? A lot of this is new to me, and I don't know what I'm ok with. Especially...."
"Especially with your brother?"
"Yeah. That."
Denver shifted position to be closer to my sprawled out form. He put his hand on my tummy, actually pushing my shirt up even higher in the process. The small but distinct weight of his palm was comforting.
"That's fair," he said. "I don't really know how to feel about everything either."
"But you keep doing stuff."
"I do." Denver nodded. "I decided I'd regret it too much if I didn't see where this goes."
The meaning of my brother's words was not immediately obvious to me. At first I thought he just meant that he was curious, or intrigued. But it had to be something more substantial than that. If he was worried about regrets when it came to me--his little sister for fuck's sake--then he had to be dealing with some of the same obsession and fixation that had plagued me lately.
"You mean that?" I asked in a shy voice.
"Well... yeah."
I closed my eyes and tried to relax. "'K"
"'K? 'K what?"
"As in 'ok'."
"I know, but what...." Denver sighed. "I don't know what you mean by it."
I shrugged and kept my eyes closed. Denver's hand had slipped off my tummy slightly, but was still mostly right where it started. I focused on the warmth of it, and the physical connection to my brother it represented.
"Goddamn you're confusing sometimes," Denver said.
"You're only just now realizing that?"
"No. Just making sure you're aware."
Denver's fingers turned until they were more or less lined up with my spine. Ever so slowly, they crept up my tummy to just under my breasts. I bit my lip so hard it hurt. He was so close.
"Do you have a molestation fantasy or something?" Denver asked.
"Ew, gross, Den."
My eyes flung open, and I glared at my brother. The mood had been jarred, and I almost slapped his hand away again for being a doofus.
"Well that's all I can figure. You keep, like, being all passive and shit. Like you're pretending to ignore me."
"So what if I am? That doesn't mean you gotta make it into something gross like that."
"I wasn't trying to be gross. It just freaks me out that you might, like... change your mind. Or something."
"Jesus, Den. I don't know what I'm doing, ok? I'm trying to figure it out. I'm sorry I don't know what all the right things are."
This time I did shove his arm away. Now I just felt stupid instead of anxious and sexy. I rolled off the bed and stalked to the door. Denver was slower to get started, but he caught up with me and slammed the door closed again when I only just barely started to open it.
"Don't leave," Denver said.
"I need to go. At least for now."
Denver had me trapped between him and the door. He still held it closed with one arm, and he had to stand right behind me to be able to reach. Our bodies bumped together in a few places, and I was pretty sure one of them was his dick. Despite everything, his hardness and its implications weren't lost on me.
"Stay," he said, his voice a rough whisper in my ear.
Denver's chest pressed against my back. His free arm looped around my waist and held me in a light grip.
"I can't promise I'll do the right things," I said.
"That's fair. There probably isn't even really any right thing to do."
"'Cause of the sibling thing? You know that's not what I meant."
"I do." Denver kissed my shoulder where my shirt didn't quite cover. "Stay anyway?"
I nodded. "Just for a bit."
"Sure. Just a bit."
I ducked out of Denver's grasp and crawled back onto his bed. It was only partway through the maneuver I remembered the flimsiness of my outfit. Denver probably got a pretty good view of my panty-clad butt wiggling across his mattress.
Denver sat down next to me. I curled up on my side, with my knees pulled loosely toward my tummy.
"Now what?" I asked.
"We can just hang out."
"Oh right. 'Just hang out,' huh?"
"Why not?"
I turned my eyes away from Denver, just far enough to leave him in my peripherals. "Well, for one thing, you've still got a tent in your underwear."
Denver gave a lopsided grin. "What did you expect, exactly?"
"Nothing specific. But we can't 'just hang out' if you're hard."
"Well what do you want me to do about it?"
"I dunno. Can't you just, like, jerk off or something?"
Denver tilted his head. "In front of you?"
"Ew! No. In the bathroom, you freak."
"I'm not jerking off in the bathroom. That's weird. I'm not even sure I could."
"But...." I frowned. "Don't boys do that? Jerk off with the door locked so no one can catch them?"
"Why the hell would I do that when I can do it in my bedroom? You know, where my computer and the vast wonders of the internet are?"
"So no one accidentally walks in on you?"
"I...." Denver paused and scratched his chin. "I was gonna say that's never been an issue...."
"'Til today."
"Yeah. 'Til today."
The whole sequence of catching my brother doing his weird cam-show stuff flashed back to me. I'd been doing so well at not thinking about it.
"So no bathroom jerking, huh?"
"Not so much, no."
"Shit."
"It'll go down on its own. Eventually." Denver pulled his leg up to block his erection. "Does it really bother you that much?"
"I don't know. Maybe?"
"I see. You don't suppose there's any chance it only bothers you because you're afraid it might not actually bother you?"
I frowned and tried to work it out in my head. "What?"
"You know. Like... how sometimes people are homophobic because they're afraid they might be gay."
"Oh."
The question sounded silly at first. I was pretty sure I was only bothered by my brother's cock because... well, it was weird. As his sister, I shouldn't be thinking about it at all, let alone looking at it.
The longer I thought, the less sure I became of my initial position. Maybe I was worried about my own reaction. Maybe I was fine with Denver doing or feeling things because it left me free to pretend like none of it was a big deal to me. If I started looking at him the wrong way, or even touching him....
"You might have a point," I conceded grudgingly.
"Really? Neat."
"Yeah. Great." I glanced at his leg that was shielding me from his cock, or perhaps vice-versa. "So now what?"
Denver shrugged. "I guess we wait."
"For your stupid penis to behave? How long is that gonna take?"
"No idea. Probably longer with you lying there looking all... the way you do."
I smiled crookedly. "Say it," I said softly.
"Say what?"
"Whatever you were gonna say about the way I look."
Denver rolled his eyes. He remained mute at first, but I stared him down until he cracked. "Looking all sexy," he finally said. "You look good, alright?"
"In my panties?"
"Yes. In your panties."
"Boy, Den. A charmer like you, hard to believe you don't have a real girl in your life."
"Relly?"
"Yeah?"
"Shut the hell up."
I chuckled softly and rolled onto my back. I wondered idly about how visible the outlines of my breasts were in that position. My shirt felt kind of tight across them.
"Maybe you should just go ahead," I said. "I don't plan on getting any less sexy."
"With you in the room?"
"I guess. You want me to leave?"
"Whatever. It's up to you."
Despite his attempt at nonchalance, Denver appeared hesitant. He dropped his leg quickly enough, but his boxers didn't go anywhere. I pretended not to care one way or another, but I watched him fixedly from the corner of my eye.
"You gonna do it or what?" I asked.
"Fuck off. It's not that easy."
"Well maybe cut me some slack when I'm not fully confident about something then, hm?"
"Fair enough."
Denver still didn't get his cock out. For all my waffling on the issue, now that I'd mentally prepared myself the wait was excruciating.
"Ok, I'm going," I said. "This is just going to get awkward if I stay and--"
"Alright, alright."
After a deep breath, Denver stood and quickly slipped his boxers off. While not actually the first time I'd seen it, it was the first time it was on purpose and more than a brief glimpse.
"Stare a little harder, why don't you?" Denver said.
He sat on the edge of the bed, facing perpendicular to me. His erection jutted out at an angle from his lap. It intrigued me more than I cared to admit.
"If you're allowed to stare at me, I'm allowed to stare at you," I said.
"You got over your shyness pretty quick."
"Yeah, well... maybe I'm a slut after all."
"I'm not sure you really understand what that word means."
I went back to staring up at the ceiling, only watching my brother peripherally. The lack of direct observation relaxed him a little. After a moment to build up to it, Denver wrapped his hand around his cock and started stroking it.
"Wow," I blurted without fully meaning to.
Denver flushed and looked away from me, but kept his hand going. "It's just masturbating. Nothing special."
"First time I've seen it in real life. That's kinda special."
"And is it what you always dreamed it would be?"
"As shocking as this will no doubt sound, I've never actually had much interest in imagining what it would be like."
"Really? Never?"
"You're my brother, dude. Why would I?"
Denver was silent, except for the faint, hard to describe sound of his self-pleasure. I was torn between watching his face, and sneaking peeks at his lap. Something about his expression gave the impression of guilt.
"You've thought about me doing that, haven't you?" I said.
"Maybe."
"To you, or to myself?"
Again, my brother's reluctant hesitation dragged for longer than I liked. I wanted answers, damn it.
"Both," he said.
I squeezed my thighs together as a sudden thrill of naughtiness overtook me. I wasn't sure why Denver thinking about me masturbating excited me so much, but it did. And if he thought about me playing with him....
Before I had a chance to chicken out, I stretched out my arm. I had to shift a little closer to my brother to get my hand to his lap properly. I refused to actually look as my fingers bumped into his. His hand had stopped moving as soon as he realized I was reaching for him.
"Relly?"
"You've thought about it, right?" I said, trying to keep my voice level.
"Yeah, but you haven't."
"I'm thinking about it now."
"That's not the same thing."
For a moment I thought he'd refuse me. I felt simultaneously hurt and relieved at the impending rejection. Then, he let go of his cock. I either had to back down, or do what I'd implied I would. After taking a deep breath, I wrapped my fingers around my brother's fully hard penis.
"Oh fuck," Denver whispered.
I kind of agreed with him. Granted, I'm sure it felt much, much nicer for him than it did for me. It was, however, the first cock I'd ever held in my hand. I tried my best not to think about how it was Denver's. That was a mental tussle for another time.
It surprised me just how hard and soft the penis was at the same time. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. It was perfectly rigid, yet flexible and padded. If ever there was an object or body part made for gripping, this was it.
"That's not so bad," I said.
"Well that's... good?"
"It's kinda nice."
Denver visibly relaxed. "Yeah? Not freaking you out?"
"Pff. I can handle a penis."
Denver snorted unexpectedly. "Seems so."
It took me a moment to realize what I'd inadvertently said. "Mentally. Not... oh, shut up. You know what I meant."
"Still funny."
I squeezed harder on Denver's shaft for a second; not enough to really hurt, I assumed, but enough to chastise him a little. That was the intent, anyway. He just moaned like he liked it.
"Does that actually feel good?"
Denver looked at me quizzically. "Yeah. Why?"
"I dunno. Thought you were delicate down there."
"I mean, kinda. Balls are, for sure. Dicks are pretty good at taking beatings, though. You'd have to get a lot rougher than that."
"Huh."
I tightened my grip up again. "So that's good?"
"Mmhm."
My initial reservations were dissipating rapidly. I found that I was watching what I was doing and felt neither freaked out nor disgusted. It was actually quite fascinating to me the way Denver's cock moved and felt as I slid my hand up and down a little.
"So just like that?"
"Yeah. More, though."
"I know. I've seen it done. I gotta go pretty fast at the end, right?"
"Right."
I didn't bother picking up any speed right away. I kept toying with Denver's erect cock for a bit, purely for my own education. Eventually I gave in, as I knew I must sooner or later.
"Ok," I said. "Lie back."
Denver made a disappointed sound as I released his cock. I ignored it and set about positioning myself correctly. If I was going to really do this, I needed to be comfortable and have a good view.
My brother seemed a little uncomfortable and awkward in his reclined position. I couldn't really blame him. His erection poked straight up from his body, and was about as on display as it could get. Meanwhile, there I was peering at it like a scientist examining a new specimen.
"Don't just look," Denver said.
"Why? You shy or something?"



Denver shifted uncomfortably. "No."
"You're acting kinda shy."
"Whatever. Just do it already, or I will."
Even though it wasn't really the position I wanted, having such power over my brother was exciting in its own way. He needed me in a way that I definitely wasn't used to. I could give him sexual pleasure, or nothing at all. It was my choice entirely.
Luckily for Denver, I was still curious and still learning. I wrapped my small fingers around his warm, hard shaft. It pulsed in my hand; the rhythm of my brother's heart transferred indirectly to me. With a slow but growing confidence, I stroked him as he lay prone beneath me.
"Does it feel better when a girl does it?" I asked.
"What do you think?"
"I think it must. Someone else's touch always feels better than your own. At least with, like, hugs and head scratchies and stuff."
"And when I touch you?"
I bit my lip, then nodded. I hoped I wasn't blushing too badly. "That too."
I wasn't sure how long it went on. I certainly didn't get bored, and Denver probably would have let me play with him all day. Sometimes I moved slowly and simply watched my fingers in their short, looping course. Other times, I went hard and fast, and tried to get him off with varying degrees of determination.
In the end, I was successful. It kind of snuck up on me. One moment Denver was lounging under my lavish attention, the next he was moaning and tensing up. Even though I knew what was supposed to eventually happen, it still caught me by surprise when a small jet of white stuff exploded from the cock I'd been stroking.
I squealed in shock as the hot liquid landed partly on my fingers. After a second, I recovered and giggled at my own girliness.
"Oh shit," Denver whispered.
"Was it good?"
He nodded. "Uh huh. You can, like, let go now, though. I'm done."
I uncurled my fingers, fully conscious of the cum sticking to them and my brother's cock. Denver's whole middle region was a haphazard mess.
"Sorry," I said. "Boys get sensitive afterward, don't they?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Got it."
My hand was streaked with cum. I opened and closed my fingers a few times and turned my wrist a few different angles. The sticky strands all over my skin made me feel dirty, but in a good way. It was also a nice confirmation that I hadn't fucked up my first handjob.
"You can go get cleaned up first if you want," Denver said.
"Nah, you go ahead," I said distractedly.
"You sure?"
"Sure I'm sure. I'm not done playing yet."
I rubbed my thumb against the pad of my finger. The cum made my digits slide together with hardly any friction.
"Ok, that's weird," Denver said.
"Shut up. I just jerked you off you... jerk. Don't be making fun of me."
"I'm not. It's just interesting the difference in you when you're horny and when you're not. Like when you're--"
"Shut up!"
I reached over and grabbed a pillow with my clean hand. I got a good swing, and it caught Denver full in the face with a satisfying dead-centre hit. He just smirked at the sudden, soft violence.
"I'm not teasing," he insisted.
"Yeah, I don't buy that."
"I promise I'm not. I kinda like you like this."
"Like what, exactly? In a mood to jerk you off?"
"Partly, sure. Also, the way you're entranced by my cum."
I reached for the second pillow. Denver hopped off the bed and dodged toward the doorway. I didn't bother trying to hit him from range.
"Don't make me sound gross," I said.
"I'm not."
"I did a nice thing for you, didn't I?"
"You did."
"And now you're picking on me."
"I'm... oh, forget it. I'm going to hit the shower. You lost your chance to get it first."
"Whatever. Get out of here."
Denver paused halfway through the doorway. "Ok, I'm going, but I just want to be clear that this is my room. You can't really-- oh come on!"
My second throw had flown surprisingly true for a half-assed, one-handed attempt. It caught Denver in the stomach, which normally wouldn't have counted for much. In this case, it meant his pillow got slightly messy from rubbing on him. It was sufficient revenge.
"Beat it," I said.
Denver rolled his eyes and left his pillow where it lay. "Fine." He turned to leave, then called over his shoulder. "Thanks for the handjob, Relly."
"I'm gonna start throwing heavy things soon!"
Only when I was sure Denver was gone did I let a wide, goofy smile take over my face. I'd really done it. Made my brother cum. It was kinda fucked up, sure, but I felt so good. It was exhilarating. He'd actually thanked me for fuck's sake.
Riding my high while it lasted, I licked a small patch of skin just above my knuckle. The taste was salty, and somewhat bitter. Not disgusting, but not really something I'd ever be interested in eating if it wasn't so sexual. I took another lick. I decided I could probably handle a mouthful of it if I had to. I flushed as I realized the implications of my own line of thought. Luckily Denver wasn't there to see me blushing. Then I'd really have had to hit him with something.
****
Dinner was a bit weird. I couldn't keep my eyes or my thoughts off of Denver. He seemed to be looking at me more than usual as well. It was probably a normal reaction to me jerking him off, and maybe I would have felt the same had he been any other boy. If he'd been someone else, though, I wouldn't have had to make it through a family meal with him so soon afterward.
Mom and Dad didn't seem to have any kind of clue what was going on. How could they, really? How would any parent ever suspect sexual misconduct between their children? Even so, it made me feel both nervous and terribly clever sitting with them and their ignorance. Like I'd pulled off a bank heist and was sitting down to tea with the local police chief.
I was happy enough to leave the dinner table and retreat to my room afterward. However, it just about gave me a heart attack when Dad caught up with me in the hallway.
"Hey, Relly?"
I froze and tried to keep my expression calm, and perhaps mildly curious. "Yeah, Dad?"
"I, uh, found something strange going on lately."
Oh shit.
"What's that, Daddy?"
I made my eyes big and clasped my hands behind my back. If somehow Dad was actually onto us, I needed to play my most innocent little girl act of my life. He couldn't know anything, not for certain, or I was sure he and Mom would be confronting me together.
Dad sighed. "Don't 'daddy' me, Relly. You know that's cheating."
I tried out a hopeful smile. He was joking a little. That was a good sign.
"Sorry. What's up?"
"Well... let's just say the liquor cabinet's been drying out quicker than expected."
"Oh, uh--"
Dad held up a hand. "I don't mind you and Denver getting into it now and then. It's much easier on my nerves than you going out and getting drunk at parties with people I've never met. Just... don't go overboard, ok? And don't let your mother find out you're sneaking drinks whenever you want."
I felt the tension drain from my shoulders. My smile became genuine, though tinged with relief. "Sure thing, Daddy."
Dad rolled his eyes, but I saw his lips twitch. He liked it way too much when I acted innocent and cutesy. He was right; it was cheating.
I strolled away to my room, my heart all the lighter for knowing Denver and I remained undiscovered. Not that we'd taken any major risks, in my opinion, but the encounter reinforced the need to be careful.
****
It was getting pretty late that night before Denver showed up. I'd taken up residence in the living room to watch some Netflix with the lights off, as per my usual. I hoped my brother would come and hang out with me, all the while trying to convince myself it was ok if he didn't.
"Wasn't sure you were coming," I said.
I winced a little as Denver flicked the lights on. He sat close to me, but not quite touching.
"Phrasing," said Denver.
"What? Oh. Because I said coming, which sounds like... yeah. Alright. Very funny."
Neither of us laughed.
"I can't stop thinking about it," Denver said quietly. "Is that weird?"
I shrugged. "How the hell would I know?"
"Yeah, but... it's pretty crazy, right?"
"It is. I've been thinking about it a lot too. And about you generally."
"Oh yeah?"
"Uh huh."
I was missing vital plot points in my show. I diverted part of my attention to catching up, then decided it wasn't worth it. All I wanted to think about was my brother. It was no good pretending otherwise.
"I think I want to try doing it again sometime," I said without looking at Denver. I tried to sound casual, but I wasn't sure I succeeded.
"I could live with that," Denver said.
I snickered, and it turned into a full giggling fit. "Yeah. I bet you could."
Denver didn't laugh, but it was a near thing. He seemed a little too stuck in his own head; maybe more so than me, even. It was hard to know.
I leaned into my brother and snuggled against his shoulder. After a moment, he slipped his arm free and wrapped it around me. I felt better and more sure of myself when he held me like that. It was a nice compromise between normal sibling behaviour and our new found perversion. In some ways, it was all I really wanted.
For a while, I kind of just got lost in the moment. There was the tv, my brother's warmth, and no anxieties or concerns distracting me. It was a calm, easy-going way to end the day. At least it was until Denver slipped his hand from my shoulder and casually palmed my breast. Then it became something else entirely.
I waited to see if Denver would acknowledge his inappropriate handling of my body. He didn't. He simply felt me up and occasionally toyed with my nipple like it was the most natural thing in the world. Being used that way gave me secret little thrills all the way up my spine.
The one downside to sitting quietly and letting my brother's fingers roam was it left me feeling increasingly horny without allowing for any sort of release. It was very distracting and got me thinking some quite naughty things. My stupid brother just kept playing with my chest and ignoring my other needs that he was only adding to.
Somehow I made it to the end of the episode without moving or speaking. Denver didn't let on that he'd even been touching me, let alone making my panties all damp. It was the perfect time to make a move of some kind, if only I had any idea what it would be.
"I gotta take a piss," Denver said as he pulled his arm away and stood up.
I sighed. So much for the moment. It was probably just as well. It gave me a chance to cool down and get back some control of the situation. Getting teased for minutes on end without any real payoff just wasn't going to cut it.
While Denver was gone, I stripped down to my shirt and panties. I shoved my extra clothes behind my side of the couch where they wouldn't be seen. I then curled up with my feet under me and my butt sticking out slightly toward Denver's side. My expression shifted to one of perfect nonchalance as I pretended not to just be waiting for my brother's return.
Denver faltered ever so slightly when he reentered the room. I liked knowing exactly where he was looking without having to watch his eyes. He was still facing me as he sat down.
"What do you think?" I asked. "Shall we get in an episode of Gilmore Girls?"
"Yeah. Sure."
I turned my face to hide a betraying smile. Denver could hardly have sounded any less invested in what we watched, or perhaps even if we watched anything at all. I 'accidentally' shifted in my seat in a way that stuck my butt even more prominently toward him. It was actually kind of an uncomfortable position, but it wasn't so bad for a little while.
The episode started, and initially it distracted the both of us. A part of my mind was always on my brother, however, and I suspected the same was true for him.
"I keep thinking about earlier," Denver said.
"Earlier when?"
"You know when."
"Oh. That earlier. Good or bad thoughts?"
"Good. Definitely good."
"You know I'm not just going to do that for you all the time or anything."
"Well of course not all the time."
I gave Denver a Look. "If you're too much of a brat about it, maybe not at all."
"Perish the thought."
Denver grabbed my ankles. I squealed as I was dragged bodily across the couch. My butt ended up almost in my brother's lap, and my shirt got pulled up over my tummy. I grumbled and made a show of tugging my shirt back into place.
"What was that for?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing."
He reached for my panties. At first I let him, mostly out of curiosity, but he pulled at the waistband like he wanted to de-panty me. I had to slap his hand away.
"Behave."
"Hm... no. Don't think I will, actually."
Denver reached again, and again I swatted his hand. He jabbed a finger in my side instead, and soon I was giggling like crazy and trying to fend off his attacks from all angles.
"Stop it, you goof!"
"Stop what?"
"Stop... touching me."
Denver arched an eyebrow. "No touching?"
"Well... a little's ok. Within reason."
Denver rested his hands on my legs. I kept my guard up for a moment before relaxing as well.
"Within reason, huh?" he said.
"That's right."
"And what does that mean, exactly?"
"You know. Be reasonable."
"Why is it not reasonable to take your panties off?"
A thrill ran up my spine. I tried to hide it, but my tensing muscles might have given it away. It was so crazy that my brother would ask me that kind of question. Crazy, and more than a little exciting.
"I'm your sister, doofus. You're not supposed to see what's under my panties."
"Seriously?"
"Yes. Seriously."
I glared levelly at Denver, trying to act like I meant it. In truth, his insistence on seeing my pussy turned me on way, way too much. It was so very wrong. So naughty.
It was essentially harmless, I told myself. He'd felt me already, and I'd jerked him off only that afternoon. Seeing under my panties wasn't any worse, really. Probably it wasn't, anyway. There was enough uncertainty to add that little bit of exquisite anxiety to my thoughts.
Denver grabbed my panties again while I was deep in thought. I quickly squeezed my thighs together, but didn't swat at his hands. I glared fiercely as he pulled with a steady, increasing pressure. My underwear slipped downward as I pretended to be unable to stop him.
Denver stopped pulling nearly so hard once he reached my mid-thigh. His eyes were locked on my bared slit, an awed expression on his face. I flushed and relaxed my legs, allowing my panties to be removed entirely. His gaze was so intense that I couldn't even look at him. The mix of embarrassment and lust within me was too potent for me to handle.
"You're missing the show," I said.
"So what?"
My brother's adventurous fingers glided up the inside of my leg. I paused the episode on the tv as an excuse not to acknowledge what he was up to.
"You won't appreciate the episode properly if you don't pay attention."
"Yeah, you're right. I should pay proper attention."
I doubted if Denver could see anything in the room other than my naked lower half. The only things he was paying attention to were my naughty bits. I was halfway sprawled across my brother's lap, with his hand closing in on forbidden territory, and all I did was lay there waiting.
I bit my lip and tensed involuntarily as Denver reached the outskirts of my pussy. His fingers were a whisper of skin across my delicate flesh. It took serious self-control not to buck my hips into his hand. His touch was so light as to be taunting.
"You have a very beautiful pussy," Denver said.
"Oh my god! Shut up."
"That was a compliment."
"I know. But... goddamn, Den. You shouldn't say that about me."
"Right, right. Because you're my sister and implying that you're a sexual being is somehow wrong of me."
"It is wrong. You know that as well as I do."
"And touching you isn't?"
I looked away. "I tried to stop you."
"No you didn't."
He was right. I didn't. It was all a pretense, because for some reason it helped me feel better about everything.
"I should stop you, though," I said quietly. "Should have stopped this when it first started, really."
"Maybe." Denver ran two fingers up either side of my wet slit. "Would you like me to stop?"
Denver used just enough pressure, just close enough to my actual sensitive areas, that there was no way in hell I could seriously tell him to fuck off. He seemed all too aware of it as well.
"Whatever," I said. "You're the one being bad. Not me."
"Heh. I'd like to figure out the acrobatics that go on in your head some days. I think it'd be very interesting."
I looked back at Denver. He had the most irritatingly attractive crooked smile on his face as our gazes met. His fingers kept me right on the edge of sexual captivation, and just on the wrong side of proper sanity. He knew exactly what he was doing.
My brother's touch lingered for too long. He wouldn't quite make contact with my slit or, more importantly, my throbbing clit. I let him take my panties off, I gave him basically free access to my pussy, yet still he did no more than tease me.
"Maybe it's ok if you touch me," I whispered.
"What?"
"You heard me."
"Maybe I did. Could you say it louder, just to be sure?"
I glared at Denver. He merely flashed me a face full of smug innocence. I pulled back my knee and drove a heel into his thigh.
"Don't be a dick."
Denver chuckled as he rubbed at his leg. "That actually kind of hurt."
"Yeah, well... what did you expect?"
"What indeed."
Denver pushed me away, and I was about to protest that I hadn't kicked him that hard, but he still wasn't upset, and didn't appear to be leaving. Instead, he got on the floor on his knees. He pulled my legs around so that I was facing forward properly. It made me feel small and delicate when he moved me so easily. I kind of loved it.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
He didn't answer. I gasped as Denver pulled my butt to the edge of the cushion, then buried his face between my thighs.
"Oh shit!"
I was taken by nearly-complete surprise. Denver's tongue was on me with no preamble or hesitation. The soft teasing of his fingers was replaced by rough, eager licking. His saliva mixed with my own moisture, and my clit was wetly rasped over and over again.
I bit my bottom lip and curled my toes at the amazing and unexpected attentions. My fingers tangled in Denver's hair as though it was the most natural place in the world for them. I'd expected a gentle, experimental fingering from my brother, not for him to eat me out like we were new, insatiable lovers. Though in some ways, that wasn't far off.
"That feels so good," I whispered huskily.
If Denver had tried to say anything back, sexy or snarky, I would have held his head right where it was. He didn't, so my grip remained relaxed.
I stroked Denver's hair as he licked my little pussy. It was a luxurious feeling, one I became used to faster than I imagined I would. It should have been terribly weird and wicked having my brother's tongue exploring every facet of my most intimate area. Instead, it felt natural and good in ways I could easily become addicted to.
"I notice you're not protesting at all anymore," Denver said.
"Shush. Keep going."
Denver fought my attempts at smashing his mouth into my pussy. "I'm just saying--"
"Dennn-verrr," I whined.
My legs wrapped naturally around his shoulders. With their help I held him close enough to render speech much more difficult. His breath was sharp on my saliva-wetted skin. After a short moment, his tongue came back out to play.
It was impossible for me to say how long Denver worked away between my legs. Time didn't hold quite the same meaning when my clit was being relentlessly rasped and flicked. All I knew was I loved every minute of it.



"Oh my goddd, Denverrr," I moaned in my softest voice.
His tongue, his constant tongue. Amid the immensely pleasure it brought, my orgasm snuck up on me in a way it never had when I was taking care of myself. I came harder and deeper than I ever had before. My brother, my own brother, brought me a better feeling than any in my life.
Denver was smirking up at me when my eyes rolled back into focus. His self-satisfaction didn't bother me this time. He'd earned it.
"Come here," I said.
He tilted his head and his eyebrows dipped slightly, but he put his hands on the couch and leaned toward me. I put a hand on my brother's cheek and gave him a soft kiss that was right on the verge of being too long. The taste on his lips must have been mine. I didn't mind it in the moment.
"You liked it then," Denver said.
"Maybe I did."
"Heh. Yeah. Maybe." Denver studied my eyes. "You taste good, you know."
I patted his cheek. "I'm not even going to kick you for saying that."
"Well there. I really must have done good." He looked down. "I could do it again, if you want."
I smiled and shook my head. "Not right now. I feel good, and I'm not freaking out about what I just let you do. I'd like to hold onto that for a while."
"Fair enough."
Denver sat back on the couch. I immediately cuddled up to him. I pulled his arm around my shoulders and made him hold me. We didn't watch any more shows, and I didn't bother covering up, I just sat and felt my brother's warmth against me. It was nice.
****
I awoke to my alarm the next morning, the same as any other day. I dragged my corpse out of bed, scoured my body in the shower, and selected a suitable outfit. My feet thumped disproportionately loudly down the stairs.
My parents were both in the kitchen. Dad had his coffee, Mom her tea. They appeared mildly surprised to see me. I couldn't figure out why. I wasn't ungodly early or anything.
"Coffee left?" I mumbled.
Dad nodded to the machine. "Sure. Pretty fresh still."
The smell enticed my senses to something slightly nearer alertness. I carefully poured a mugful and sweetened it appropriately.
"You're up awfully early," Mom said. "Big plans?"
"M'not early. S'the same time I 'lways get up." I sipped the slightly-too-hot coffee. "You know, for school?"
Mom and Dad exchanged a glance. It worried me.
"Sweetie, it's Saturday."
My shoulders slumped. I set my mug in the sink and trudged back the way I came. "Goddammit."
Mom gave me a Look, but thankfully didn't chastise me. "Stay, Relly. I'll get you some breakfast."
"No thanks. Back to bed."
"Don't be ridiculous. You're already up. What would you like?"
"More sleep, please. A side of carefree dreams, perhaps."
"Relly...."
I waved over my shoulder as I disappeared from sight. The last thing I heard was Dad failing to stifle a chuckle.
My bed didn't have the heavenly feel of first waking up and realizing I didn't have to leave it yet, but it was still nice to crawl back in. I didn't truly hope to get more sleep. That seemed unlikely now that I'd been up and about. I felt a bit stupid wasting my Saturday sleep-in time like that. Still, lazing away an hour or two was a luxury I intended to seize.
I drifted in and out of full consciousness for a while. I never quite made it properly back to sleep, but I successfully lazed around like a teenager with no responsibilities. Which, of course, I was.
My door opened with a slow, quiet swoosh. There had been no audible footsteps, nor so much as a courtesy knock beforehand. Only the faint sound of socked feet padding across my floor let me track the continued approach.
"You're up early," I said without opening my eyes.
The mattress sank under my brother's weight as he sat on the edge of it. He pulled the covers, but I remained motionless.
"So were you, it seems," Denver said. "Dare I ask why you're in bed fully clothed?"
I cracked my eyes just enough to see his face. "You already know, don't you?"
Denver smiled. "Yeah, I do. Mom and Dad thought it was quite a funny story."
"Ugh. Stupid family."
"Hey, now. That was uncalled for."
"Excessive, perhaps, but certainly called for."
I closed my eyes and shifted a bit to get comfortable. Denver didn't say anything for a moment. I imagined he was just sitting there watching me, marveling at my beauty. I was probably only half right.
The mattress creaked softly as Denver leaned toward me. His fingers went to my waist, and I couldn't help a small grin as he undid my pants and tugged them downward.
"You're brave," I said. "You left the door open and everything."
"Mom and Dad went out for a walk. It's just us for a while."
"Really?"
"Yep. Mom's idea, I believe. Walks are very good for you, you know."
"So I'm told."
My pants surrendered without a fuss. My socks went next. Denver glided a hand back up one of my legs to my hip.
"I should have gotten here earlier, while you were still sleeping for real," Denver said.
"Ha. Like you could even wake up that early."
"I might, if I felt like it was worth it."
"Do I even want to know why you'd think it was worth it?"
"Probably not."
Denver rolled me onto my front. The mattress shifted yet again as he crawled up behind me. My heart beat fast and heavy in anticipation. I didn't know what he was up to, but I had no doubt it was pure naughtiness of one kind or another.
"I like these panties," Denver said. "They look cute on you."
"Oh really?"
"Mmhm."
"You're telling me my underwear is what you're appreciating right now?"
"Maybe something else too."
"Yeah. That's what I thought."
I wiggled in satisfaction at the knowledge that Denver was totally checking out my butt. I grabbed my pillow and hugged it a little closer.
As I anticipated, Denver's hands ran up the back of my thighs right to my ass. He cupped it in both his palms for a moment. I enjoyed the small squeeze he gave just before releasing.
"You have such a nice butt," he said.
"Shush."
"Well it's true."
I hid my face to prevent any trace of my smile or blush from escaping. In spite of that, I stuck my ass up ever so slightly toward my brother. I wanted a little more play time. Just a little.
Denver tugged at my panties. I knew he would sooner or later. I would have been a lot more comfortable keeping them on for a while. If anything, I was more anxious about him seeing me from behind than from the front. I had no idea if that was normal or not.
"Wow," Denver said.
I squirmed uncomfortably. "Wow what?"
My panties slid the rest of the way down my legs and off my feet. Denver pushed my thighs apart and leaned in closer. I really wasn't overly happy with him looking that closely.
"What are you gawking at?" I demanded.
"What do you think? There's really only one thing back here to stare at."
"Fucking perv."
I tried to close my legs, but Denver didn't let me. I tried to roll over, and he didn't let me do that either.
"Really nice," Denver murmured barely audibly.
His fingertips brushed my ass cheek. They traveled down right into the cleft in the middle.
"Ok, don't," I said.
"Don't what?"
"Seriously, Den. Don't touch me there."
"Why not?"
"'Cause... 'cause it's weird. And dirty."
"You were totally cool with catching me doing weird butt stuff. Now suddenly you're not?"
"I don't care what you do to yourself, you idiot. Doing it to me's totally different."
"I see."
Denver ran his fingers contemplatively over the swell of my ass. He didn't quite touch my butthole, but he came dangerously close. I was torn between wanting to shut him down entirely, and just giving in to what he wanted. He had that kind of effect on me lately.
"So I can touch your pussy?" Denver asked.
My heart beat faster. "You shouldn't," I said. "But yes."
"But not here?" he asked as he poked my asshole with a single digit.
"Den!"
"Just checking."
I tried to kick my brother, but I didn't have a good angle on him. "Don't do that. It's gross."
"Is it?"
"Of course it is."
"I don't think so. I think maybe you're just not comfortable with parts of your own body."
"Certainly not that part. But that's beside the point."
"Don't think it is, actually." Denver leaned down further, until I actually felt his breath caress my bottom. "Just to reassure you, everything back here is perfectly beautiful."
"Nooooo...."
Denver kissed each of my ass cheeks, just a simple little peck, then spread them apart. My brain refused to acknowledge what was coming, but sure enough he planted a kiss right in the middle as well.
"Dennn-verrr. Dooonnn't"
I wriggled and squirmed, but admittedly didn't actually try to get away. My brother's tongue flicked across my butthole, then took a longer stroke across the length of my ass crack.
"That's dirty," I protested.
"It's very clean, actually. Like you just showered."
"Still, though."
Denver ignored me. He licked some more at what I considered the least lickable part of my body. He wouldn't do it if he didn't want to, and there was certainly no sign that he found it at all disgusting, but it still took me a while to relax.
"Does it really taste ok?" I asked quietly.
He licked a few more times. "It tastes like you."
I reached back and gave his head a gentle smack. "That's not an answer."
"I like the taste of you."
"Ugh. You doofus."
I wrapped my arms tightly around my pillow and held it to my face. This was happening, whether I believed it was enjoyable for my brother or not.
After a while, I realized I didn't really mind the physical sensations themselves. It was actually kind of a nice feeling; luxurious and sensual. Not the lust-inducing thrill of having my pussy played with by any means, but still sexual and loving in its own way. It was mostly my own limited experience and values that made me resist.
"What is it with you and butts anyway?" I asked.
Denver paused my anal tongue-bath. "I like 'em. That's all."
"It's more than like. This is getting to be an obsession."
"How is this possibly an obsession?"
"Well, you know. Playing with yourself all the time, now trying to play with me...."
Denver traced a finger across the valley of my ass. He circled my butthole in a lazy spiral. "First off, even if that was true, it wouldn't necessarily indicate an obsession. Secondly, I absolutely do not do weird things to myself all the time."
"Sure you don't. I suppose you're going to tell me your lady-friend on the internet made you do it. You're just a helpless soul trapped in her web of perversion."
"Something like that, actually."
"Bullshit."
"No, seriously. She said the only way she'd play with her ass for me was if I did the same for her. I don't think she actually expected me to agree, mind you."
"I actually don't know if that makes it better or worse."
Denver's fingertip pressed dangerously against my asshole. I knew enough to know that tensing up was a bad idea if he planned to go any further, but that didn't mean I could help myself. Fortunately, he didn't actually penetrate me.
"Doesn't make it anything, necessarily," Denver said.
"It means you'll do things you don't want to just to get your perv on. That seems a little bad."
"I've never done anything I didn't want to. Just... stuff that I wouldn't have without motivation, perhaps."
"Well that's--"
"And I think you'll find you're much the same as me in that regard."
"Am not!"
"Relly, c'mon. What do you think is happening right now?"
My brother's finger slid inside me ever so slightly. He'd lulled me to the point where I didn't resist the intrusion, and once he was in I found I didn't really mind it.
"You're the one being bad," I insisted. "Don't blame any of this on me."
"Not blaming. Just saying."
Denver slid his free hand down to my pussy. That was what I wanted. I lifted my hips for him in the faint hope that he'd leave my butt alone and just play with my actual sexy area.
He was kind of right though. I was putting up with some stuff I would have preferred not to for the promise of the things I wanted. It was possible I was just as pervy as my brother, in my own way, and maybe even a bit slutty after all.
"Your ass is so tight," Denver whispered.
"Oh my goddd. Shut up."
I resisted my urge to roll over and kick Denver. He was rubbing my wet little slit now, and a vicious foot assault might dissuade him from continuing.
Denver's lone finger wiggled in my butthole. Occasionally it wormed in even deeper, but he didn't seem like he was trying to force it or anything. He was just trying out a new toy, I supposed. One that could fight back if he got too rough with it.
It was still weird and gross having my ass fingered, or so I maintained internally. Having my clit played with made my boundaries a little fuzzier than they would otherwise have been.
"I notice you're not complaining too much anymore," Denver said.
"Shut up. You're being gross," I said purely for form's sake.
"I think maybe you actually like this."
"Don't."
"No? You don't like your brother fingering you?"
I drew a sharp breath and clutched my pillow tighter. I mumbled something deliberately incomprehensible back.
"What was that?" Denver asked.
"Nothing. Just stop talking, would you?"
"Sure thing."
Denver pulled his finger out of my ass. It was immediately replaced by his tongue. I probably should have seen that coming.
I was somewhat used to the sensation of having my ass licked this time around. Enough so that I was able to mostly ignore it and focus on the delicious little circles being traced on my pussy. Denver's anal tongue-assault provided something of a background for the main event, and somehow it kind of worked for me. It was hedonistically decadent, the sort of thing that a girl like me shouldn't know about.
My poor pillow was never going to be the same again. The squeezing, biting, and drooling it endured were the stuff of horrific tortures. It was my one constant reassurance as my horizons were irrevocably broadened.
After a while I forgot about my attempts at feigning either disgust or nonchalance as the moment called for. Absolutely everything Denver did began to feel good. Every movement of his tongue and fingers struck a note of pleasure within me. He toyed with me, licked me, fingered me until I was a horny, compliant mess. I had no protest left in me, not even when it came to the ass-play.
I came all over his hand. His efforts were rewarded with vigorous, yet muffled moans and a fair amount of writhing in ecstasy. A second orgasm quickly followed the first when he failed to let up even a little. By the third I had to shove at him with my foot until he finally relented.
I rolled onto my side and curled up defensively. Denver sat by my legs, smiling in lazy self-satisfaction. I couldn't begrudge him his excess of pride in this instance.
"Seems like you liked it after all," he said.
"I did," I replied quietly.
Denver seemed surprised at my easy admission. "No petulant arguments?"
I shrugged. "It was nice. What do you want from me?"
"Well--"
"Bearing in mind that I'm all sexied out now."
"Ouch. Just gonna take what you want and kick me out, huh?"
"I think you'll find that you took what you wanted, and not vice versa."
"Yeah, but...." Denver stopped and looked thoughtful. "Shit. You're kinda right."
"Damn straight I am."
I could see my brother's cock straining in his pants. It would have been obvious he'd be hard, even if the evidence wasn't so visible. It was kind of mean of me not to help him out with that. Part of me almost hoped he'd strip down and make me jerk him off or something. I actually shivered a little at the thought of what 'or something' might mean.
"Guess I'll just have to wait, then," Denver said easily.
I smiled wryly. "Good brother."
I beckoned Denver closer with my finger. He arched an eyebrow, but leaned in anyway. I gave him a soft kiss, then pushed him away again.
"You know where my mouth's been don't you?" he said.
"Den?"
"Yeah?"
"Shut the hell up."
****
I lazed around the house for the rest of the morning. Denver went off somewhere doing... whatever it was he did on weekends. I was kind of annoyed with myself at how often I checked to see if he was back yet. I should have just jerked him off while he was in my room. It would have provided closure of a sort.
Mom and Dad took a while getting back from their walk. That probably just meant they'd stopped to visit with one of the neighbours along the way. Although the fact that they immediately went to their room upon returning may have indicated something else entirely. For the sake of my fragile psyche, I tried not to think too hard about that one.
It was just as well they'd been preoccupied for longer than expected, in a practical sense. It had been totally, completely crazy for Denver not to shut the door before molesting me. Once the moment wore off and I regained my regular senses of caution and consequences, it was much more evident to me how fortunate we'd been. I could only imagine what our parents would have said if they'd returned and walked by my room at the wrong time.
Still, all was well. I had plenty of time to just chill and process, which was good. I would have had more if Mom hadn't taken issue with me sprawling across the couch for a large chunk of the day.
"So you moved from your bed to the couch, I see," Mom said.
"Very well spotted," I replied with a total lack of shame.
"You shouldn't waste your weekends like this."
"Who's wasting anything? I'm spending my time the way I want to."
Mom's hands went to her hips. "At least get outside the house for a while."
"Why? What's out there? Anything new that I haven't seen a million times before?"
"Relly...."
I sighed, making sure it was loud enough to register. "Yes, mother."
She glared at me, but I'd technically conceded the point so she didn't press it any further. Mind you, if I didn't actually move at some point, there'd be hell to pay.
Once Mom left, I pulled out my phone and called up Fay.
"Hey, girl," she said. "What's up? Just getting out of bed?"
I snorted. "My sleeping habits aren't quite as atrocious as yours are, actually."
"Right, right. Let me guess then; you're bored to tears and need me to rescue you?"
"Close. Mom thinks I shouldn't spend all weekend lying on the couch watching either cartoons or the ceiling."
"The very nerve. And she calls herself a mother. Tsk tsk."
"Yes, alright. Don't you start on me too. I know I'm being a lazy bitch." I rolled my eyes. "So what are you up to today?"
"Oh, nothing much yet. Got a date tonight, so I have to get ready for that at some point."
"Ooh, new guy?"
"Sorta. David, this guy I met a couple weeks ago. This'll be our second proper date. Did I not mention him before?"
"Don't think so. But don't worry, I'm sure it's just because he's so wonderful, and you're so very smitten that you--"
"Oh shut up, you wicked bitch," Fay said, even as she failed to fully hold back her giggling. "He's nice, and cute, and--"
"And you'll probably never see him again after tonight," I finished for her. "You don't do well at long term commitments."
"That's... annoyingly possible, actually. But to be fair, you're kind of my long term commitment already." Fay's voice dropped into pseudo-serious mode. "Relly, I never told you this, but I've been in love with you from the moment we met. I've just been waiting for the right time to--"
I snickered. "Oh fuck off."
"--tell you. I want to have your babies, and live in a big house with sixteen puppies, and--"
"Ok, ok. I'm sorry I said the thing about your commitment issues, alright?"
"But my love...."
I was fully giggling. "Yeah, yeah. Just swing by and pick me up some time soon-ish, would you."



Fay totally cracked up just before I hung up on her. I was still smiling a while afterward, though. Fay's craziness was good for my sanity at times.
****
I went through the motions of helping Fay pick out her outfit, hair style, makeup, and other such vital things for her 'big date.' In reality, she knew so much more about that stuff than I did that I might as well have been a cat advising on financial investments. Still, it was Traditional for me to offer input, and one didn't lightly fuck with Tradition.
I flipped through Fay's closet on the pretense of carefully examining her options. She stood in front of her mirror and held earrings up to her reflection.
"How good are you trying to look for this guy?" I asked. "Casual? Fancy? Come-back-to-my-place-and-do-naughty-things-to-me?"
"That's just called 'slutty,' dear."
"Uh huh."
"And no, not slutty. I don't like David that much. At least not yet. I'm giving him the benefit of the doubt, though."
"How generous of you."
Fay laughed. "Oh fuck off. Maybe I just like being taken out sometimes. It doesn't always have to be in the hope of true love."
"Sure, sure."
I abandoned the closet and sprawled across Fay's bed. I took some satisfaction in just how much it would annoy Mom to find out I'd simply moved my lazing around to a new arena.
"You really should get your boy toy to take you out places," Fay said. "I think you'd enjoy it."
"Maybe I would, but it's not that kind of relationship."
"So you insist." Fay's mirror-reflected eyes met mine. She pursed her lips as she examined me. "But it is the kind where you do naughty things."
I felt my face heat slightly. "Only a little."
"More than a little, my darling. You got some real action recently, didn't you?"
I bit my lip and considered denying it, but Fay already knew. Of course she knew. She had enough experience with boys and with me that I couldn't expect to hide everything.
"Maybe I did," I said casually.
"You definitely did. I see those little grins you get when you start daydreaming and forget I'm in the room with you."
"Don't!"
"Oh you so do."
I attempted to shrug it off, but Fay's accusation merely brought Denver to my forethoughts. I felt the stupid little smile creep onto my lips, and was unable to stop it. Fay nodded in self-satisfaction.
"Ok, maybe I'm having some fun with it, alright?" I said. "And maybe... maybe things have gotten pretty naughty."
"But no actual sex yet, right? Because you have to tell me when it happens."
"I most certainly don't."
"You do, Relly. I've worked on you for too long for you to hold out on me."
I feigned indignation. "What, I'm just some project for you now?"
"Not 'just' a project. But yeah, kinda." Fay tousled her hair a little and held it in slightly different ways, turning from side to side to judge her various appearances. "Sometimes I feel like I've worked harder trying to get you a boyfriend than I've worked for myself."
"Well that's just not true."
"It isn't. But I'm making a point, you see."
I rolled my eyes. "Fine. If we have sex, I'll tell you. But we won't."
Fay raised an eyebrow. "You won't, huh?"
I shook my head. "That'd be taking it too far."
"I see. Why, exactly?"
"Because...." I stopped and tried to put emotions into words. It made sense in my head. Denver and I couldn't actually, like, properly fuck. Obviously. Except when I really thought about it, I wasn't sure why. "Because of reasons," I finished.
"Oh, well as long as there are reasons, that's alright then."
"It's complicated."
"Yes, yes. I know. Very complicated."
"Well it is."
Fay finished pinning her hair in a simple yet elegant style. She examined it critically, as though she hadn't worn her hair exactly that same way a hundred times before. She took these things more seriously than I felt necessary, but it seemed to work for her, so what did I know.
"I think," she said slowly, "that it's not very complicated at all. I think it's very simple, but you just don't want to tell me."
"One might argue that's what 'it's complicated' often means."
"Sure. One might." Fay undid her hair, then mussed it back out with her fingers. "Relly, can I ask you something?"
"Of course."
"And I know this is a silly thing to say, but please try not to be offended or upset by the question."
"You're right. That is silly. I can't very well help how I react. And now I'm anticipating something bad, which is only making things worse."
Fay stood still for a moment, her hair unfussed with, her appearance uncritiqued. Her reflected eyes bounced to me and away again a few times. I couldn't imagine what she'd be hesitating about that way.
"Relly," Fay said gently, "it's not your dad, is it?"
"My dad what?" I asked in genuine confusion.
"Your boy. It's not--"
"Ew! Fay! What the hell?!"
"I'm just--"
"No! Ew ew ew." I bounced off the bed and flung my hands in disgust. I loved my father, but the idea of doing... of doing.... I couldn't even bring myself to think it. "That's gross. Come on. How would you like it if I asked about you and your dad that way?"
"I'd find it gross also," Fay replied evenly. "And if it helps any, I was, like, ninety percent sure it wasn't him anyway."
"Well then I repeat, what the hell?"
"Because that means it's Denver."
I froze. I was afraid she was going to go there next. I'd been too distracted to mount a proper distraction offensive. Maybe it didn't matter. If she was even suggesting it, it meant she'd given it real thought already.
"I notice you aren't protesting quite so vigorously this time," Fay said. "Or indeed at all."
I turned away and folded my arms. "I just don't know why you'd say that."
"Because, my darling, you as much as admitted that you'd been messing around either last night or this morning. And if you were home that whole time, and your mom was home too, then I struggle to imagine what boy you could possibly have been with who was so dreadful that you couldn't even tell me." Fay snorted gently. "Let's be real, there's no boy you'd hide from me that you'd let your mother find out about."
I hugged myself tightly as though it might protect me. There was a slight tremble to my lip. When I spoke, it was barely loud enough for Fay to hear.
"You won't tell anyone, will you?"
"What kind of best friend do you think I am?"
"The good kind?" I asked hopefully.
"Damn straight." Fay's footsteps padded nearer. I felt her approach me from behind, then her arms were around my waist. Her grip was much looser and gentler than my own. "I would never tell."
My arms relaxed on their own, perhaps because I'd been holding them so tight. The rest of my body had to be systematically coaxed out of its more subtle tension.
"And you don't think it's gross? Or fucked up?"
Fay released me and sat delicately on the edge of her bed. She crossed her legs and clasped her hands over her upper knee. "I wasn't sure what to think, at first. Of course, I didn't truly believe it at first either. It was just a silly guessing game. Who oh who could Relly the Chaste have fallen for? Who could she be hiding?"
"And you actually decided it must be either Dad or Den?"
Fay shrugged. "It made more and more sense. If you'd denied with sufficient conviction just now, I'd still be guessing."
I let my arms fall to my sides. I tried to take calm, relaxing breaths. Fay patted the bed next to her, and after a moment I sat down. I still felt like I had to justify myself somehow. As if there was some explanation that made it alright.
"It was just an accident, you know. Neither of us meant to... to...."
"Yes, what did you get up to?"
I flushed. "I am not giving you details."
"Maybe not now. I'll wear you down, though."
Fay's lips held the faintest pixie smirk. I kept waiting for words of judgement, or a sneer of disgust. They weren't her style even at the worst of times, but it was hard to accept her outwardly easy acceptance.
"You're acting like Den's just some boy I met," I said.
"Well, he kind of is. From the right point of view."
"He's my brother."
"Yes."
"It's... that's...."
"Incest, I believe. Although I'm not sure how I feel about the word. It's so... harsh."
I cringed at the word, but Fay's continued gentle tones and lack of overt emotion were helping. This was not at all what I feared would happen if and when someone found out what Denver and I were doing.
"It is harsh," I agreed softly. "But maybe it needs to be for something like this. It's pretty bad."
"Are you happy with what's happened?" Fay asked.
I nodded. "Yes. At least, I think so."
"You think so? Relly, I've known you a pretty long time now, and you've got this new little smile lately that I've never seen before. Don't tell me you just 'think so.'"
"Yeah, ok. I'm happy with it."
"Then it's not all bad, is it?"
I looked intently at Fay. "You really don't care?"
"I care." Fay pushed her hair back behind her ear. "I care that you're happy. I care that you're finally exploring the romantic side of your life."
"It's not romantic, exactly."
"Sexual, then. Whatever." Fay shrugged. "But no, I don't care that he's your brother. If anything, I think maybe I'm happy it's someone who won't take advantage of you. You're still too much an innocent for your own good."
"Hey!"
"Well you are."
"What are you, my mother?"
"Certainly feels like it sometimes."
I tried to glare at Fay, but she just cracked up. It was hard to maintain an annoyed facade when she was giggling unreservedly.
We just talked for a while after that. I continued to loosen up as time passed and still nothing bad happened. Fay continued to gently pry for details which I mostly refused to share. It was nice to be able to release some of my pent up stories and questions. It was perhaps even nicer not to have to carry my big secret alone anymore.
****
"Shouldn't you be getting ready soon?" I asked later on that afternoon. "Like, for real this time?"
Fay hadn't so much as touched her hair, makeup, or clothes since I admitted the truth about Denver and me. I didn't really want her to go, but I knew that was pure selfishness.
"Enh. I can cancel," Fay said. "Push it back to next week, maybe."
"You shouldn't do that just 'cause of me."
"Sure I should." Her eyes gleamed. "If I cancel my date, you'll feel guilty and you'll have to share all the lascivious details you've been holding back."
"That's your master plan? You better work on it some more."
"Come on. We'll have a sleepover, we'll stay up late, maybe get a bit tipsy like bad little girls, and you'll tell me all the things you and Den get up to."
"Dear lord, Fay. Do you really want to hear about me and... you know... that badly?"
"Your brother, you mean?" Fay shrugged. "It gives the tale a certain... unique quality, I suppose. A certain naughty thrill, perhaps. But I assure you, it's mostly about you."
"Oh, good. Here I was worried you'd gone all deviant on me."
"Nope. Just the regular amount of deviance that I've always had."
Fay giggled some more when I rolled my eyes at her. Still, I gave her suggestion some actual thought. In some ways, I very much wanted to spend the night with her. More time talking, discussing, and feeling supported in my illicit bedroom activities sounded good to me. On the other hand, it meant no chance of sneaking some time in with Denver.
It hadn't occurred to me at first just how much I was looking forward to nighttime. Our parents in bed, and Denver and me free to do whatever we felt like. I truly was a soul lost in my own special brand of forbidden lust.
"Go on your date," I said firmly.
"But--"
"Seriously. Don't cancel it on my account."
Fay pouted childishly. "Don't wanna."
I patted her head in a deliberately patronizing manner. Fay, of course, took no offence at the gesture. I'm not sure it would have occurred to her that it was even an option.
"Let's get you ready," I insisted. "And in the meantime... I might actually have a dirty detail to share."
Fay perked up immediately. "Do tell."
"Promise you're going on your date?"
"Yeah, yeah. Sure, sure."
I ran my fingers through my hair and took a deep breath. "Actually, I kind of, like, need advice too."
"I'm already hooked, Relly. Just tell me, dammit."
I nodded. "Ok, so, like... have you ever done... you know...."
"I'm going to slap you if you keep me in suspense like this."
"It's hard for me, ok? Can't you, like, do your hair or something? Pretend to be busy? Just... don't stare at me like that."
Fay tore her intense gaze away from me. She went to stand in front of her mirror, then fussed with her hair enough to almost be convincing. "Like that?"
"Sure. Fine." I took another breath. "Have you ever done... butt stuff?"
"Eeeh!" Fay's hands shot to her mouth, and her expression was one of scandalized delight. "You're kidding me, right?"
"It was just a question."
"No it wasn't. You actually let Den--"
"Yes, ok."
"But in your--"
"I said yes! And... only a finger. And he licked it a bunch."
Fay squealed again. She bounced back onto her bed beside me despite my best efforts at keeping a physical distance between us. "Did it hurt? Was it super, super gross?"
"What? I'm asking you for advice, remember?"
She shrugged. "I've never let a boy back there. Never liked one well enough for that. It's so... icky, you know? It'd have to be for a special occasion or something."
I slumped a little. "Great. Some help you and all your experience are."
"I think you overestimate how much experience I have. Just how big a slut do you think I am?"
I gave Fay an appraising look. "Moderately slutty?"
Fay gasped and her expression turned something like indignant. "How dare you. I'm only slightly slutty. Mildly slutty at the outside."
"Fine, fine. I just... I honestly don't if it was right to let Den do what he did. Or if I should let him do more. Or... whatever."
"Well, one thing I can say for sure is you kinda fucked up letting him do weird butt things to you already. That's setting the bar pretty high."
I rolled my eyes. "How about we bear in mind that I'm not actually in a relationship with my brother. We're just messing around."
"Boundaries are still a thing, Relly. Doesn't matter what your status is. If you let him do whatever he wants, that's exactly what he's going to do."
The thrill that ran through me at those words was more than a little embarrassing. The idea of my brother doing whatever he wanted to me was fucked up, but perhaps also the most exciting thing in my life. I didn't want to let Fay know just how much I liked the sound of that, even just in theory.
"He's still Den," I said. "He's not going to do anything too crazy."
"You sure about that? Boys are boys. They want what they want, brother or not."
Again Fay's words did funny things to me. I squirmed a little, but I was pretty sure it wasn't noticeable.
"So you're saying I should back off a bit?" I said. "Restrict his playground, as it were?"
"Well duh. Why go through all that anal nonsense when you don't have to?"
I bit my lip for a second. "It, uh, might not actually have been that bad."
Fay cocked her head. "Explain?"
I shrugged and looked away. "I'm just saying. It didn't hurt, and it wasn't as icky as I thought it would be. I mean, I'd just showered, so maybe that was part of it." I picked at the hem of my shirt. "It was mostly just weird. Kinda nice, maybe, but definitely not as good as... you know... the normal stuff."
Fay was rapt. "Really? Crazy. You actually liked it, huh?"
"Just a bit," I said defensively. "It's not like it was anything great. But, I dunno, Den liked it. And I kinda like that he liked it. I guess."
"Awww, you're really falling for him, huh?"
It was my turn to act more shocked than I really was. "Hey, no. That's totally not it. It's still Den we're talking about."
"Yes, I know. The brother you seem to do anything for, and who you say you like making happy." Fay shrugged. "I'm just saying, maybe your feelings run deeper than you want to admit."
"I am not in love with my brother," I stated firmly.
"Maybe you are, maybe you aren't. Just be careful. Don't get yourself hurt over this, alright?"
I thought about protesting again, but opted not to. I didn't think Fay was really, truly suggesting that I was in love with Denver. Maybe she just thought it was a risk, and that I needed to be aware of the possibility. He was still my brother, though, and that's what he'd always be first and foremost. Girls didn't fall in love with their brothers, right? Then again, how many of them did the things I'd done with mine already. Perhaps comparing myself to the average girl didn't make much sense anymore.
"I'll be careful," I promised.
****
I ate supper with my parents that evening. No Denver. I tried asking where he was, but neither Mom or Dad had any idea, nor did they seem to care that he was missing. Me they worry about; Denver they simply assume is hanging out with friends or something. Fucking double standards.
I migrated to the living room once the parents had absconded. Nothing new there. It wasn't about the couch, though, or even my zombie mom show. I was waiting for my brother. It made me feel more than a little pathetic to admit to myself, but I really just missed Denver. It had only been a matter of hours, not even a full day, and still I kept watch and waited for him to come home.
Fay's words taunted me. The idea that I felt anything more for my brother than regular sibling affection mixed with a confused sexual mess should have been laughable. We were just messing around, that was all. Just experimenting and playing.
It annoyed me that I couldn't help glancing toward the front door every few minutes, just in case.
I didn't love him; not in a romantic sense. That much I maintained, in spite of whatever nonsense was going on with me. Maybe I felt something more than I meant to, and if I did it was certainly inappropriate, but it wasn't love. A longing, perhaps, or a desire to spend intimate time with. Those I could handle.
The hour grew progressively later, as time is wont to do. I grew restless, and took to making occasional trips to the window, where I'd peer out for any sign of Denver. It was pretty desperate. I swore at Fay for driving me to this level of insanity, though I knew it wasn't her fault. At most, she'd caused me to realize that I was going through something a bit more than I thought I was. I'd have had to deal with it sooner or later anyway.
Eventually I gave in and slipped downstairs to Denver's room. It was dark and empty, as expected, and flicking the light on only solved half the problem. I just stood in the doorway for a moment or two, as though somehow it would either summon my brother or sate my desire for his presence. Naturally, neither occurred.
Instead of leaving, as I really should have done given that I was intruding on Denver's personal space, I clambered onto his bed. I curled up right in the middle with my head resting on my arm. His scent was only just barely perceptible, but it was definitely there. I wasn't sure whether or not that helped any.
I contemplated going to sleep. I could have buried myself under Denver's covers and gone to dream land, then presumably be awakened when he got back. If I was feeling extra naughty, I could take all my clothes off first. There was most certainly a thrill to the idea of being totally helpless and exposed when I was discovered violating my brother's sanctum.
It wasn't an easy idea to commit to. My mind conjured scenarios in which it went disastrously wrong. What if Denver didn't come home that night, and in the morning Mom came in looking for him and found me instead? What if he was tired and not in the mood for playing with his little sister? God forbid, what if he'd been out with a girl and brought her home with him?



No, I wasn't ready to risk it. Not yet. I rolled onto my back and pondered what my actual game plan was going to be. None of my half-assed ideas held much merit.
My gaze landed on the ceiling tile above Denver's bed that he'd prevented me from examining the other day. He wasn't around to stop me this time. It was something to do, anyway. I grabbed some of Denver's old textbooks and piled them on his bed to make up for being shorter than he was. With that boost, I was able to push aside the tile and peer behind it.
There was a small box stashed in the ceiling. That was basically what I expected. The question was did I violate my brother's trust even further and actually open said box?
At first, I restrained myself. I set the box on the bed and sat staring at it, wondering what oh what it might contain. My initial guess was porn of some kind, except that Denver insisted there was no point to the physical stuff anymore when one had the internet. My next guess was drugs. That one fit well enough, if only I had any reason to believe Denver was that type, which I didn't.
I put my hand on the box, still not quite ready to open it. I was going to, though. I knew myself well enough to understand that I couldn't leave the mystery raveled as it was. At some point I was going to have to find out. It would drive me crazy otherwise.
"Oops," I said aloud as I flicked the lid open.
It wasn't an excuse that would hold up to even the flimsiest of questioning, but it was enough for me in the moment. I stared down at the 'accidentally' opened box in a mixture of fascination and mild horror.
I knew about the weird things Denver did for his online girl. It shouldn't have surprised me that he kept his related paraphernalia hidden somewhere in his room. Somehow I'd been derpy enough not to put all the pieces together until I was staring directly at my brother's small collection of seriously naughty toys.
A good sister would have slammed the box shut and stuck it right back where she'd found it, never to speak of it to anyone. A better sister wouldn't have been snooping to begin with.
Then there was me.
I sat and stared and tried to decide if I was totally grossed out or not. It was harder to tell than one might assume.
"Just as long as he doesn't try using any of this shit on me," I muttered to myself.
And really, it didn't bother me if Denver wanted to do bizarre things to his own body. That was his own business, just as other people's proclivities were theirs to choose. It was my body that concerned me.
The idea of playing with my butt had always kind of squicked me out. I had a perfectly good pussy for playing with already, why complicate things? Denver had different ideas, it turned out, and I had to admit it had been more pleasurable than I would have guessed. Still, though, actually using toys was another thing entirely. For one thing, how would you ever make sure they got properly clean after every use? That was a disturbing thought to me.
I left almost everything in the box well enough alone. Everything, in fact, except a bottle of lubricant. That seemed safe enough to touch. It probably hadn't actually been inside my brother.
Fay's suggestion of making anal play a 'special occasion' kind of thing was growing on me. I didn't think I minded letting Denver have his fun sometimes. Just not all the time, perhaps. And if I was going to let him do that stuff at all, I really should get more comfortable with it.
I made sure the door was properly closed, just in case of parental interference. That done, I stripped off my pants and panties, leaving myself naked between shirt and socks. It was a deliciously naughty feeling being half naked in my brother's room. Certainly not as naughty as if he'd been present too, but it was a unique thrill in its own right.
Thanks to Denver's overly intimate ministrations, I wasn't quite as squeamish about playing with my butt as I otherwise would have been. I now knew it wasn't all bad, though it was unclear if the good was enough to make self-anal-violation a pleasant experience. That was, after all, the whole point of this experiment.
I lay on my back at first. I tried to see what I was doing, though of course that proved quite tricky. I had to guide myself by touch alone. With a little lube squirted on my finger, I pressed it gently to my asshole. It felt ok. Quite slippery, not painful, not even gross, just... ok.
My butthole was a bit more sensitive than the skin around it. A bit more delicate and interesting, but not really as different as I had it built up in my head. Even pressing the pad of my finger a little more firmly didn't bother me the way I half expected. I could do it, if I wanted. I could actually stick my finger in my butt. I had enough confidence, enough comfort, and almost enough actual curiosity.
I bought time by circling around and around the hole itself. Every now and then I'd press against it, teasing myself and slowly building up to actual penetration. Then, as though I could somehow sneak up on myself, I simply pressed a little harder one time and the tip of my finger slid right in.
I bit my lip and wiggled my finger just the tiniest bit. I felt so bad, so naughty, so exquisitely depraved. Lying there on my brother's bed, toying with my forbidden hole, far more open and comfortable with myself than I'd ever been before.
After a few moments, I rolled onto my tummy. I rearranged myself to get a better angle with my hand, then fingered my tight little butt deeper still. My pussy began to give signals of arousal. I blamed it purely on the mental component of my exciting new exploration, but it was quite possible the physical played some part as well.
It was hard to say just what I would have discovered about myself in time, or indeed how long I would have spent in a discovering sort of mood. All I knew was the door suddenly opened, and I was no longer alone.
Denver stared at me. I stared at him. He glanced at my butt, back to me, then at my butt for a much longer stretch.
"Well this is... something," he said.
"I was just trying it out," I said defensively. I pulled my finger free and sat up. "This doesn't mean I like it or anything."
"No, of course not." Denver stepped closer. "You lie half naked on my bed, having raided my personal belongings without permission, fingering your ass like a porn star. But no, it's nothing. I believe you."
I flushed and belatedly pulled the blanket around my waist to cover my exposed lower areas. My brother's tone wasn't enough to tell me whether he was angry, teasing, or something else entirely. Probably a fine mixture of all three, really.
"M'nothing like a porn star," I mumbled. "They know what they're doing. I'm just testing."
Denver sat next to me. He put his hand on my cheek, and I couldn't resist leaning into it. "Were you doing it for me?" he asked softly.
"Partly, maybe. Mostly I just wanted to really figure out how I felt about it."
"And did you?"
"Not really."
"Ah. I see." Denver gestured to the expanse of his bed. "Feel free to carry on where you left off, if it would help."
"You perv." I punched my brother on the shoulder. "I'm not doing that while you watch."
He sighed theatrically. "Fiiinnneee. I'll do it. Roll over."
I giggled. "You doofus. Not everything has to be about my butt, you know."
"I mean, you're technically right...."
"Besides, Fay says I should save that weird stuff for special occasions. And I think she--"
"Wait, what?" Denver frowned. "You mean in general, right? You didn't actually tell her about me or anything, did you?"
I winced. "I didn't tell her."
"But...."
"But she kinda guessed on her own."
"Oh fuck me." Denver shot to his feet. He paced to the door and back, then around the foot of his bed. "Well now what do we do?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"She's not gonna tell anyone. And she's actually pretty cool about it."
"Are you sure? I mean, I believe that she wouldn't tell. You guys have been friends for... how long now?"
"Forever. Roughly."
"But are you sure she's actually ok with it? She's not going to, like...."
"What, Den? What would she do, exactly? Stop talking to me? That seems like my problem, not yours."
Denver rubbed his face. "I guess. I just... I don't like the idea of anyone knowing about us. We could get in real trouble. Or I could, anyway. People'd probably think I forced you to do stuff, or whatever."
"Hey! How come I'm an unwilling participant in your scenario? I can make decisions for myself."
Denver gave me a crooked look. "Who exactly knows you and would believe that you did messed up stuff with me of your own volition?"
I hated that I didn't have a good answer for that. Curse my me-ness.
"Whatever. Just sit down, would you?" I patted the mattress next to me. "Stop worrying about it. Nothing bad has actually happened yet."
"I can't just turn off the worrying, Relly. You know better than that."
I nodded. "Fair point. Ok, how about you come sit and calm down, and I'll let you do a weird sex thing to me."
Denver paused. "Just one?"
"Maybe more. We'll see how it goes."
A smile cracked through his concerned exterior. It wasn't quite enough, but it was a good start.
"I'm still not used to some of the things that come out of your mouth these days," Denver said. "I remember when you used to be such a sweet, innocent little thing."
"Of course you do. That was, like, a week ago."
Feeling emboldened, I pushed the blanket off my lap and spread my legs just enough to let my pussy peek out. It immediately drew Denver's gaze.
"Goddamn, Relly," he whispered.
I attempted to maintain a calm, confident appearance as my brother openly stared at me. I was a little too fidgety, though. I wasn't in the mood for simply sitting still and being appreciated from a distance.
"It's not going to play with itself," I said.
Again, Denver's mood threatened to turn toward the light. He was visibly torn between his interest in me and my body, and worrying about the consequences thereof.
"I don't know..." he said.
"Fuck's sake, Den. Just... do some naughty bad things to your little sister already, would you?"
I actually saw the crotch area of Denver's pants twitch. His eyes half-closed for a second, then he shook his head.
"Don't--"
I spread my legs wider. "It's right here, Den."
Denver took a deep breath. "Jesus fuck," he muttered.
The switch flipped in an instant. Denver was on me just as I was about to try enticing him again. His lips mashed savagely against mine as he tackled me onto my back. I giggled into his mouth even while his fingers groped between my thighs.
"Took you long enough," I said. "I was starting to think I wasn't enough to make you forget all your problems."
"You've got it backwards. You're the cause of all my problems."
"Hey!"
"Well it's true."
Denver started hitting the right spots on my pussy. His touch made it very hard to concentrate on a proper rebuttal.
"That's a mean thing to say to a girl you're fingering like that."
"It is. It's also almost necessarily true given who the girl is in this case."
I grinned wickedly. "You mean your sister?"
Denver's breath was hot on my cheek. "Say that again."
I swallowed hard. "You're addicted to your own baby sister, Den. You want me."
"I do. God help me, I do."
Two of his fingers were slowly penetrating my defenses. I squirmed in delight as they sank deeper into my tight little pussy.
"I think I do too," I said in a low voice.
Denver's breathing and the continued descent of his fingers were the only responses I got at first. I worried that he hadn't heard me, and I wasn't sure I could bear to repeat myself.
"Do you mean what I think you mean?" he finally asked.
"That depends. What do you think I mean?"
He kissed me again. I went with the flow, molding to his mouth and enjoying his handiwork down below.
I felt giddy with newfound liberation. Not that I'd been overly restrained with my brother, but I hadn't been able to really give myself entirely. It was all games and mental acrobatics, hedging against future issues. Maybe Fay's acceptance helped more than I'd realized, or maybe I was just ready. Either way, I didn't feel the need for pretense this time.
My hands were under Denver's shirt without any real conscious direction. I wanted to feel him--his skin, the outlines of his muscles--so I did. I enjoyed my brother's body without doubt or reservation. His bulge pressed against my leg, and I simply pulled him harder into me.
"If you tell me to stop, I will," he said.
"I won't," I replied without hesitation.
"No games?"
"No games."
I bit Denver's lip gently between my teeth, because it felt like the sort of thing I should do. It was kind of nice. It made me feel more in control than I really was. I nipped at his neck next, and again there was a thrill of imagined power.
Denver's hand got under my shirt. I arched my back under his caress and let him cup my breast. He fumbled roughly with my nipple. I bit his earlobe in a gentle rebuke.
It occurred to me that my brother might actually have been more nervous than I was. Of course he would be; he was leading us both somewhere dangerous and exciting while I mostly just got to hang out and see what happened.
I was once again making things as easy and justifiable for myself as I possibly could while still getting what I wanted. That was probably a habit I should work on breaking. It wasn't fair to Denver.
"I want you in me," I said as a way of taking my share of responsibility. I loved the exciting wrongness that the simple sentence evoked. "I want it, Den."
Denver groaned and grinded harder on my leg. "Me too."
"Good."
I reached for my brother's belt and struggled to get his pants open. Now my hands were trembling just as badly as his. We were in it together. I liked it better that way, when it came down to it.
Between the two of us, we managed to get Denver's pants and boxers slid down his legs far enough that he could kick them off. I grabbed his cock with both hands. It was so hard and warm, and it pulsed with his need. It was going inside me. Such a crazy thought, enough to make my head spin, but it was totally happening.
"You haven't done this before, have you?" Denver asked softly.
"You know I haven't."
"Are you sure you want me to?"
"You doofus. Of course I am." I kissed my brother tenderly. "I want it to be you."
"Even though you'll never be able to tell anyone?"
"Except Fay."
"Relly...."
"She already knows. You really gonna fight me on this right now?"
Denver shook his head slowly. His hips pressed forward, and his cock slid out of my unresisting fingers. The tip poked my waist, then the bottom of my tummy.
"I'm going to need to tell someone," I whispered. "My first time, and it's going to be with my brother. How can I not?"
He grunted and thrust a little more urgently. Pre-cum slicked across my skin. I had him in the palm of my hand. He wasn't really going to argue, not now. I sensed the desperation of his desire in a way totally unfamiliar and exhilarating to me.
"Do it for me, Den," I whispered right in his ear. "Give your little sister what she wants."
I'd picked up on the way Denver reacted to being reminded of our sibling status. It was something to bear in mind for the future, because it totally worked on him.
I found his cock again, and this time guided it gently to where it was meant to go. I shivered as it scraped smoothly across my clit, then again as Denver missed the mark ever so slightly. But then, in a truly glorious moment, it slipped in.
My face was buried in Denver's neck. I moaned into his warm, masculine flesh. My virgin pussy ignored no longer. He made soft, delicate motions as though I'd break beneath a determined assault. It didn't matter. My brother was inside me, and only getting deeper with every beat of my heart.
I kissed along the ridge of his shoulder, right up to his cheek. Every breath filled my lungs with his scent. My pussy was filled up by him. His weight pressed down on me, snug and comfortable. Everything was my brother.
"Does it hurt?" he asked.
Even if it did, I would have lied. "No," I whispered back. "It feels good."
Denver thrust deeply inside my pussy. He was still being too gentle, but it was better. I clung tightly to him, fingers digging into his shirt as I held him to me. His hips rocked harder and harder, and I tried to move in time with him. Anything I could do to encourage him.
Nothing could have prepared me for actually being fucked by my big brother. Most of the individual physical sensations were familiar to me, but I'd never had them all put together in such a way. More than that, the emotional impact of giving myself so completely to Denver, and taking the same from him, was overwhelming. He was actually inside me. He wasn't supposed to be, I wasn't supposed to want him or let him, but he was. He totally was.
"Goddamn you feel good," Denver said.
I smiled widely, far more than the praise deserved, if that was even what it was. Something about Denver being in awe of my pussy was just funny to me.
"You like my pussy?"
"I do."
"Even though it's your sister's?"
Denver made a low, animal noise in his throat. The sound that did strange things to me. Lovely and exiting things, but strange.
"Don't say things like that," Denver said.
"What? Like that you're fucking your baby sis right now?"
That was what really did it. If I thought Denver was fucking me before, now I knew how wrong I was. It was all sex, sure, but the restraint and tenderness he'd shown was replaced by need and lust.
My brother's cock hammered away at my little pussy to the point where I was the one starting to worry about my well-being. My concern lasted only briefly. Apparently my body could take it. In fact, I fully enjoyed it. I was getting pounded like the experienced slut that I very much wasn't, and all I wanted was more, more, more.
My fingers tangled in Denver's hair, his shirt, even grabbing his ass. Anywhere I could hold onto him, feel him, sense the effort of his muscles under his skin. I wanted to stay there forever; filled up, sandwiched between my brother and his bed, getting closer to orgasm every time he slammed into me.
"Keep going," I breathed. "More. More more mooorrre."
Pulses of sinful bliss wracked my lust-fueled body. I pressed my mouth to Denver's shoulder as I came. Probably no one could have heard me anyway, but my sense of the world around me was impaired too much for me to risk it. My moans were dull echoes of what they were intended to be, muffled as they were by brother-flesh.
My whole body felt connected to my brother through my spasming and clenching pussy. His cock was always moving, constantly providing little shocks of additional pleasure to my already mind mushing orgasm. Insanely, I began to think it would never end; that I'd be stuck as my brother's mindless fuck-toy forever. A silly thought, perhaps, but in the moment I could almost believe it, and I was fully prepared to accept and enjoy my fate.
My nonsensical universe fell apart rather quickly. Denver pulled out of me, and some part of my existence was wrenched out along with him. I was empty and incomplete without him. That wasn't how I was meant to live.
"No no no!" I whined. "Don't stop."
But I felt hot liquid splash on my tummy, and enough of me returned to reality to know that it was over. At least Denver had remained sensible enough not to cum in me. I wished he had, wished he could have shared that with me too, but that wasn't the rational part of me. That was the slutty little sister talking, the one who didn't have to deal with consequences because she wasn't entirely real.
Denver stroked my cheek with his thumb. The contact felt wet, for some reason. I didn't think I'd been crying. I wiped at my other cheek and found moisture there too. A few errant tears? Maybe. I wasn't sure if that was normal or not.



"You ok?" he asked softly.
I smiled. "You doofus." I pulled his head to mine and kissed him, long and slow. "I've literally never been better."
He smiled back. He rolled off me, but stayed close and settled on his side where he could still watch me.
"That was kind of intense," Denver said.
"Tell me about it."
I dipped a finger in a small pool of cum on my tummy. There seemed like a lot of it, all painting my skin in translucent white stripes. I felt permanently marked, like everyone I ran into from now on would be able to tell if they ever saw my stomach. Again, not my most rational of thoughts.
Denver brushed my cheek with his lips. I turned my head and met him head on in a long, luxurious kiss. All I wanted was to snuggle with him, to nestle unmoving against his warmth for the rest of the night. The responsible part of me was a party pooper.
"I need to clean up," I whispered.
"Ok," Denver said.
I tried to roll away, but he held my wrist and tugged in the other direction. I giggled and climbed over him like he apparently wanted me to do. It was such a goofy move, but I kind of liked it. I straddled his stomach for a few seconds to give him a nice feel before climbing off and heading to the bathroom.
Denver took a turn in the bathroom after me, then cuddled up with me in his bed. It didn't occur to me to ask if I could stay; it didn't even occur to me that not staying was an option. In my mind, we were sleeping together and that was that.
His cock actually hardened a little bit when he pushed it against my butt. I giggled and gently swatted his leg.
"Be good," I said.
"You can't expect me to lie here with you and be entirely good, can you?"
"Hm, no, I guess not entirely."
"I mean, you're all naked and sexy, and you're so soft, and--"
"Ok, ok. Don't get me all worked up. We need sleep."
Denver pressed his semi-hard cock into the crack of my ass. It felt nicer there than I cared to admit. He'd only take it as an excuse to play with my butt even more.
"Maybe tomorrow?" Denver asked hopefully.
I groaned. "You want to do more weird butt stuff, don't you?"
"Well... yeah. You kinda liked it, right? You were doing it to yourself when I caught you."
"I told you, I was just testing."
"Which you wouldn't have been doing if you weren't still curious."
"Don't read too much into it. I still like normal stuff way better."
"That's fine. We can do both."
Denver traced a finger over my thigh, down my waist, and slowly circling toward my pussy. I had to grab his hand and keep it away. Bastard was trying to get me all horny again, and it was kind of working.
"Calm down. We need some sleep."
"What about tomorrow then?"
"I dunno. Maybe. If you're good."
"I can be good."
Denver slid a hand over my breast. I giggled and pulled him away once again.
"Not like that you're not."
"Oh, you mean behave myself. Right. Gotcha."
****
Between Denver's naughty playfulness and my own horniness, it was a wonder that I ever got to sleep that night. I didn't mind being kept up all that much; certainly the company was better than the sleepless nights I was used to.
Possibly the nocturnal teasing was part of the reason I awoke in a worked up state. The bulk of it, however, was due to my brother getting even more presumptuous with my body than he already was. He'd either rolled me on my back, or I'd simply maneuvered myself there on my own. He was kneeling between my spread legs and softly fingering my pussy. That part I was fine with. He also had a finger of his other hand about halfway up my butt. That part I wasn't so sure about.
"Den, I thought I told you to be good."
"You did. There's a chance I just ignored you."
"You must have, 'cause this is pretty bad."
Denver shrugged. "You're enjoying it though."
I bit my lip and said nothing.
"Or should I stop?" Denver asked, suddenly curling his fingers inside my pussy.
My back arched involuntarily. He could already feel how wet I was. He knew I wouldn't want to stop.
"You jerk," I said. I gave him an off-centre kick for good measure.
"Is that a yes?"
"You're not putting it my butt," I stated defiantly.
"What makes you think I was going to?"
"That's what you were hinting at last night, if you can call it hinting. And now you're trying to get me all horny and used to having something up my ass at the same time."
"Ok, you got me."
Denver kept smiling down at my aroused, naked body. His twin fingers curled and uncurled in my pussy, while also being joined by his thumb on my clit. The finger in my butt slid in and out in small motions, and felt slippery like it had been lubed up before insertion. In some ways that was at least considerate, in others it just meant that my brother had put forethought into violating my sleeping body. I wasn't quite sure I approved. He was just lucky his combined efforts were doing really nice, tingly things to me. Otherwise I might have had to be properly annoyed with him.
I relaxed and submitted to my brother's thorough fingering. He was hitting my favourite spots, as well as some brand new ones I didn't even know existed. The extra anal stimulation was actually a better complement to the rest of it than I expected.
Denver brought me to a beautiful first-thing-in-the-morning orgasm. I wriggled and clenched, and generally basked in the mild euphoria of it all.
It didn't surprise me terribly when Denver reached for his bottle of lube afterward. I watched with curious detachment as he slicked up his hard cock. It was pretty obvious what he was up to.
"Where do you think that's going?" I asked.
"You know where."
"Hmmm, no, I don't think so."
Denver grabbed a pillow, then lifted my butt and slid it under my hips. Admittedly, being bodily moved like that worked for me, but that was beside the point.
"Come on, you're all relaxed. You'll enjoy it. I know you like it."
"Don't!"
"And you'd be the first girl to let me do it to you."
I stopped and chewed on my lip. "Really? You've never actually...."
"Not in the butt, no."
"Wouldn't that make me a total slut like you keep saying I'm not? I mean, if no one else has...."
"First off, we don't have a large enough sample size to make that conclusion. Secondly, it wouldn't make you a slut. It would make you someone who's willing to try something you're secretly interested in, that would also happen to make your brother really, really happy."
"Really, really happy, huh?"
Denver shrugged. His smile held a calculated shyness. "It'd kinda make you my first, in a way."
Dammit, that was actually kind of enticing. I'd never be Denver's proper first time, not the way he was for me, but getting some kind of first held more of an appeal for me than I could reject out of hand.
"You bastard."
"You like the sound of that, don't you?"
"Goddammit, you know I do."
"Sooo...."
I turned my head away. He had me and he knew it, but I didn't want to give him the satisfaction of openly admitting it.
After a moment of silence, Denver dared to shift his position forward. He pressed his steel-hard cock against my ass and let it settle naturally in the cleft between my cheeks. His slippery, lubed-up tip rubbed at my butthole. Knowing where it was going, feeling where it was going, made the anticipation all the more visceral.
Denver leaned over me and grabbed his other pillow from behind my head. He boosted my bottom even higher on it's cushioned resting place, seemingly happier with the new angle.
"This is so bad," I whispered.
"It's good," Denver insisted. "You know it is."
I shook my head petulantly, but he knew as well as I did that I was committed by this point. He also recognized, to my annoyance, that I wasn't as averse to getting butt-fucked as I let on. Maybe it was the idea of being his first time for this one thing; maybe that was enough. Then again, maybe I'd never really been as opposed to it as I thought I was. Sure it was kind of gross, but arguably so was incest, and I sure didn't let that stop me.
Denver pressed the head of his cock directly against my relaxed and lubricated rear hole. It was my last chance to stop him if I so chose. Instead, I fell back on my favourite trick. As my brother's erection slowly penetrated my ass, I adopted a look of indifference and pretended like nothing was happening.
In truth, it wasn't even unpleasant. It neither hurt, nor felt unbearably disgusting to me. It didn't feel as naturally enjoyable as normal sex, mind you, but it was alright.
"That doesn't hurt, does it?" Denver asked.
I shrugged. "Whatever."
"Whatever?" Denver examined me curiously for a moment, then seemed to realize what I was doing. "Sure. Ok. 'Whatever.'"
He didn't let my act of nonchalance stop him. He was gentle--this time appreciated--but eager to properly ass fuck his little sister too. That was probably understandable from a boy's perspective. I mainly focused on staying calm and relaxed as my butt was invaded more thoroughly than ever before.
"I hope you're enjoying this," I said as casually as I could.
Denver grinned like a kid at Christmas. "I really am."
"Well... good."
His little thrusts were getting progressively harder and deeper. My butt was opening up to my brother's cock, welcoming him warily, but oh so snugly. He was getting excited, control slipping away in tiny increments. I didn't expect him to last too long. Hopefully he wouldn't. A nice quick orgasm would be ideal, enough to sate his exploratory urges for a while.
I gasped as Denver started rubbing my clit. His touch was something more than usual, something special. The way my filled ass added to the sensation was like nothing I could have predicted. It was a subtle difference, but enough to get my attention. By themselves, getting ass-fucked was ok, and having my clit played with was fantastic. Together, they had the power to melt me.
"There it is," Denver said just a little smugly.
I didn't even care what he thought. As long as he kept rubbing my favourite place while he got himself off, everything was good. In fact, everything was damn near perfect.
My brother's anal treatment of me got kind of forceful, more so than he probably meant. If I'd just been putting up with it, I might have had to stop him. Since every movement he made translated into delicious sensations in my clit, even the occasional minor pain just helped make my eyes roll back in blissful surrender.
As I correctly predicted, Denver didn't last as long as he had in my pussy. What I hadn't anticipated was that I'd actually be sad when he was done. He lost focus on my clit before he was quite finished in my ass, which was the opposite of my preferred order. But honestly, the loss of either part of the combination brought the event back to a lower plane of sexuality.
At least I got to have Denver cum inside me without having to worry about consequences. He deposited his gooey mess as deep in my butt as he could. I watched his face and felt the flexing and straining of his shaft, trying to take it all in before it was over.
"So are you going to admit you liked it, or what?" Denver asked.
I rolled my head to the side and feigned a yawn. "Whatever. You had your fun, now how about you lick me for a while or something."
Denver groaned and pulled me by the arm to an almost sitting position. "What am I going to do with you?"
"I told you. Lick me."
He rolled his eyes and grinned. Then he kissed me, and once again I felt myself melting a little. I was pretty sure he would have let me go and pulled out of my butt, but I wrapped my arms around his neck and kept my lips working on his. I wanted to feel his cock soften all the way to nothing inside me, and dammit that's what I was going to do.
****
After getting eaten out to a pair of successful orgasms, and of course getting cleaned up, I was ready to just chill out. Denver and I grabbed some half-assed breakfast--that very nearly qualified as lunch--and rooted ourselves firmly to the living room couch in front of an episode of Gilmore Girls. We were cuddling even before our food was gone.
"Where do you think Mom and Dad got to?" Denver asked.
"Don't know. More walking maybe? Socializing perhaps? Hell, maybe yard work. Did you think to check out the window?"
"Nope. Did you?"
I giggled. "Not so much."
It was funny to me that we were both so happy and relaxed that we couldn't even think straight. I snuggled deeper into Denver, the remainder of my breakfast forgotten. I closed my eyes in spite of our show and simply let myself fall adrift in a flow of pithy dialogue and the comfort of my brother's embrace. It was all a girl could really ask for in life.
"Damn, that's nice," Denver mumbled quietly.
I smiled with my eyes still shut. "You checking out Lorelai again?"
"Well I mean, you've seen her ass. Come on, though."
"Is it you favourite now or something?"
"Of course not," Denver said promptly. "That would be yours."
"Damn right it is."
Somehow Denver's correct answer led to me giving him a blowjob. The timeline kind of made sense; I rubbed his crotch a little, he grabbed my tits, we wrestled a bit and I ended up in his lap.... I wasn't quite sure how or when I ended up on my knees in front of my brother with his cock in my mouth, but I most assuredly did.
I truly loved it. Gone were the days of my uncertainty, my pretense, and ambivalence. I sucked my brother's cock, and I enjoyed it. I liked the way it felt, the pleasure he got out of it, the way he looked at me, and the way he ran his fingers adoringly through my hair. It was all so damn good.
Of course, it was kind of a stupid thing to do. A blowjob in the living room in the middle of the day was dumb beyond description, and we should have known it. We were just too giddy, too full of lust and hormones. We didn't notice our parents getting back until it was way too late.
I heard the most horrible strangled squeak just as Denver was cumming in my mouth. I whipped my head around, catching a shot of cum across my cheek for my trouble, and found Mom leaning desperately against the living room door frame with her hand across her mouth. Dad was still talking to her from further away, blissfully unaware of the scene she'd stumbled into.
Thus began the very calmest full-blown panic of my life. We were already dead. There was no disguising what Denver and I had done, no explaining it away, not even a little uncertainty to give us some wiggle room. His cock was out, my face displayed the result of our sexual activity, and I was still on my knees in front of him if any further proof were required. It was too late to do anything about it, so I didn't.
With a body trembling so hard it remained perfectly still, I swallowed the load in my mouth. I met Mom's eyes, noted the dismay, the horror, the utter bewilderment therein. There was simply nothing I could do to make it any worse. It was quite a liberating experience in its own way.
My gaze was level, my voice unwavering. I was already as in trouble as I could possibly get. "What?" I said. "I was just getting a healthy snack like you're always telling me to."
Mom was unamused. Denver let out an involuntary snort, which he tried to cover as a cough. The following moment dragged out for hour-long seconds.
"Go to your room," Mom said in an icily controlled tone.
"'K, but--"
"Now."
I shrugged, stood up, and simply did as I was told. I hadn't been yelled at or figuratively murdered yet. So far so good.
Denver was trapped alone with Mom. I hoped he'd be ok. As the elder, and the boy to boot, he might end up taking more heat than me. There was nothing I could do for him. He was on his own.
Once in my room, I examined my face. The lone cum-streak across it really wasn't all that impressive in some ways, but its significance couldn't be overstated. It made me feel bizarrely sexy, and even more marked than my tummy-load the night before. I gave into an insane urge and snapped a picture of myself. Maybe I'd share it with someone at some point. Maybe it'd just be for me. Maybe I'd delete it as soon as I calmed down and got some rational thought back.
****
Mom remained pissed for a long while after the fact. Denver and I weren't even allowed unsupervised contact; basically just meals and some tv time as long as one or both parents were also present.
I wondered many a time if Dad had ever been told what happened, or if he figured it out, or if he remained in the dark. He knew something was up, he couldn't possibly have missed Mom's outrage at her children, but damned if I was going to ask if he knew what it was. Either way, he didn't act any differently around me, and I appreciated that.
Mom tried to keep us in our separate rooms at night. For a few weeks she'd stay up way too late to make sure there was no sneaking around. Little did she understand there was no hour late enough for her to keep me away from my brother. All three of us suffered for our lack of sleep. Dad suffered the brunt of a cranky, sleep-deprived family, and I tried to be extra nice to him to make up for it.
Eventually Mom gave up. She maintained discipline during waking hours, at least enough for show, but nights belonged to Denver and me again. She recognized what he and I already knew; we weren't going to let her come between us. Even when I was too tired to sneak down to him, he'd visit me instead. It wasn't even all about sex. Sometimes we just slept together. We needed it.
I never knew when or if Mom learned to accept it, but she never brought it up again. Things gradually returned to normal, and I noticed neither of our parents ever knocked on our doors first thing in the morning. It wasn't exactly a loving acceptance, but it was about the best we could have reasonably asked for.
I got to wake up in my brother's arms every morning; that was enough for me.
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Rose shook her head in wry resignation as she entered her bedroom. A very contented looking cat lay sprawled across the blanket on her impeccably-made bed.
"Every damn day," Rose muttered to herself.
Felicia belonged collectively to the four twenty-ish-year-old girls living in the house. However, for reasons unknown, she gravitated to Rose's room far more often than any of the others. Unless Rose was careful to shut and lock her door every morning, she could expect to find the smug little furball upon her return. Not always, of course, because cats had their own agendas, but often enough to be annoying.
Rose picked up the napping cat and cradled her in her arms. She scratched behind her ears where she liked it.
"You're lucky you're so beautiful," Rose said as she walked back to the doorway. With a kiss on the head, Rose bent and released her furry package. "Run along now."
"Mrroww?"
"You've got your own bed. We've been over this."
"Mrrrrow."
"You watch your language."
Rose shut the door firmly with Felicia on the other side. Honestly, the attitude on that cat....
Alone at last, Rose began stripping out of her day's outfit. Classes had taken a lot out of her that day, and she felt the need to get comfortable and unwind a little before having to interact with any of her housemates.
Everything went, and for a moment she was totally naked in the privacy of her own room. She enjoyed the feeling of it, the full unburdening of her physical self. Every now and then she contemplated wandering the house like that; it was only the girls, after all. She wasn't quite brave enough for that, but it was a close thing.
Rose pulled on a comfy t-shirt, but that was it for the moment. The only other thing she pulled out of her dresser was her trusty mechanical friend. She owned exactly one sex toy, and her lone vibrator had served her well over the years.
Pushing back the covers, Rose settled into her bed. She took a perverse pleasure in having reclaimed the spot--yet again--from Felicia. What Rose intended was more fun that mere napping, not that the cat would have agreed.
The vibrator emitted a hum as it was activated. Rose smiled as she lay back and positioned the toy at her dampening pussy. This was what she needed. A little 'personal time.'
The happy vibrations did lovely things all along the length of Rose's slit as she traced her toy up and down. Even better was when she gave in and pressed it right to her hidden little clit. That was the spot.
Several minutes and a small, warm-up orgasm later, Rose opened her eyes. She frowned as she saw Felicia perched casually on her dresser. Rose's gaze flicked to her still closed door, then back to the cat. Fuck. How the hell had the little witch managed that?
"I'm really not in the mood for your shit right now," Rose growled. "I'm busy."
Felicia gazed passively back, then turned her head and began licking her paw like she didn't have a care in the world.
"Hey! I'm talking to you, furball. I don't know how you got in, but you best get right the hell back out again."
The cat kept right on licking.
"Jesus fuck. I try to get a little alone time...."
Rose grumpily stood and padded bottomless over to her stupid intruding kitty. She had just gotten nicely worked up, and it was terribly annoying having to stop and throw Felicia out again.
"Alright, you," Rose said.
Rose grabbed at Felicia, who surprisingly dodged out of the way. Usually she'd let herself be picked up. Rose put her hands on her hips and glared at the cat. Felicia stared back just as impassively as ever. It was, however, a silent staring contest....
"Tab?" Rose said with a sneaking suspicion.
Felicia cocked her head.
"Tab, that better not be you."
The cat finally looked away with something akin to chagrin.
"Goddammit, Tab. Change back this instant!"
Nothing happened.
"Really? You intrude in my room, and you're going to act all shy about it? Fine. Have it your way."
Rose turned her back and waited. Felicia cautiously appraised the back of Rose's head, then the floor, then the bed. She hopped down from her perch and reached the relative safety of the sheets Rose had pushed off the side of her bed during 'play time.'
There was an unnatural sound of flesh shifting in ways it was never meant to. Rose silently counted another ten seconds, then turned back around.
Tabitha, the youngest of Rose's housemates at barely nineteen, had wrapped herself in some loose bedding. Her small, lithe form was almost entirely hidden by a makeshift robe of sorts. She watched Rose sheepishly as though expecting an angry outburst at any second.
"You spying on me now?" Rose asked. "'Cause that's not cool."
Tabitha flinched. "Wasn't," she mumbled unhappily. "I just... I got the shift so good this time, and I wanted to show you. I didn't know what you were doing."
Rose sighed and rubbed her forehead. "You're not even supposed to be shifting without supervision at your level. It's dangerous. Let alone using it for your own amusement like that."
The poor, trembling girl under the bedsheet looked even more downcast. "Are you gonna tell?"
This was the trouble with Tabitha. She took things so hard that Rose rarely got to properly berate her. She was a fragile little thing, the sort of girl Rose couldn't help feeling protective of. Tabitha was like the baby sister she'd never had as a child.
"You know I wouldn't tell anyone," Rose said gently. "But you should at least warn me when you're going to be practicing your shifting. More experienced shifters than you have had things go wrong, and how would we ever know."
Tabitha cracked a faint smile. "You'd know. You always know it's me, somehow."
"Tab...."
"Well you do. I looked just like Felicia, you know I did. And you still knew anyway."
Rose put her hands on her hips, but the glimmer of excited pride in Tabitha's face made it hard not to smile too. "Only because Felicia's a noisy little witch. It was just luck that I noticed you weren't talking."
Tabitha shook her head. "Couldn't get the 'meow' right. But you'd know anyway. You always do." She grinned impishly. "One of these days, I'm gonna fool you for real."
"You shouldn't have that as your goal, Tab. I really don't want to think what would happen if you get stuck some day and none of us can tell you apart from a real animal."
"Don't worry, Rosie. I can look after myself. Haven't ever been stuck, not even once."
Tabitha stood a little more proudly for a moment until she realized she'd let her sheet hang more loosely. Not that Rose could see much, but the swell of her small cleavage was visible for a few seconds. She quickly wrapped herself back up, her form shrinking again in mild embarrassment.
"For someone who shifts as much as you do, you'd think you'd be used to people seeing you without clothes," Rose said.
"Am used to it. Jus' don' like it is all." Tabitha's hunched position made her words come out even more muffled. "People are mostly nice about it, but I'm so tired of my stupid boy-ish body."
"Tab, we've been over this. You--"
"I know, I know. 'Jus' 'cause I got no tits and no ass and I could fit through a basketball hoop without touching the rim doesn't mean I got a stupid ugly boy body.'"
"Well it doesn't."
"Easy for you to say. You actually look like a woman."
"Which I suppose you know a little too well by now, huh?"
The rich crimson that filled Tabitha's face was gratifying to Rose. Despite wanting to comfort the girl, she was still kind of annoyed with her.
"I really didn't mean to interrupt...."
"Interrupt me masturbating?"
Tabitha's blush deepened further. "Pr'mise I din't," she squeaked out. "I jus'... I did a quick wall-walk to get past your door, 'cause I thought it'd be a fun surprise, you know? And once I realized... I mean, I can't do two wall-walks so soon."
"So you were stuck," Rose pressed. "The way you keep insisting you couldn't possibly be?"
"That's different."
"Not that different."
Tabitha shifted uncomfortably. Rose knew she was torturing the poor thing by lecturing her while she was so flimsily dressed. Tabitha deserved at least some of what she got for her intrusion, but she'd probably suffered enough by now.
"Go on, go get dressed." Rose nodded toward the door. "And next time knock before coming in."
Tabitha nodded gratefully. "Thanks, Rosie. And... sorry."
The younger girl scampered out of the room trailing the ends of her 'robe' across the floor. Rose shut the door behind her, then leaned against it with a long, weary sigh. Tabitha was kind of a handful at times. Shifters tended to be anyway, but this one especially.
It was only a moment later that Rose glanced down at herself and realized just how exposed her lower half had been during the entire conversation. Tabitha had been looking down an awful lot, but that had been chagrin rather than perviness, right? Of course it had. There was no way she'd been checking out Rose's naughty bits while getting chastise. No way. Probably.
****
A few days later, Tabitha struck again. She'd basically been good up until then, albeit a little on the quiet side. Rose had let her defenses down, as she so often did when it came to the younger girl.
Rose was just chilling out in the common room, curled up on the couch watching a movie. Lisa, another housemate, had been watching with her for a while, but had wandered off and hadn't returned. Jenny, the final house dweller, was flitting back and forth between the movie and the kitchen. Tabitha was presumed to have been holed up in her room.
Felicia came padding in as casual as could be. She hopped gracefully up to the arm of the sofa next to Rose, then stared at her favourite human hopefully.
"Hey, furball," Rose said. "What you looking for?"
Felicia cocked her head.
"Lap time, I take it? Pretty sure you've been fed already." Rose shifted her position to make room for the cat, then paused. "Assuming you're actually Felicia, that is."
The cat remained quiet a moment longer, just long enough for a frown to begin forming on Rose's brow. Then, "Mrow?"
Rose shook her head ruefully. "Sorry. But you know Tab. Have to watch myself."
Rose crossed her legs and formed an ideal kitty throne for Felicia. The cat gazed disinterestedly off to the side for a moment, fulfilling the feline protocol of 'making sure no one thinks I need them,' then pounced into Rose's lap. She curled up happily, and was soon letting out a soft, constant purr as Rose's fingers found the backs of her ears.
The girl and cat snuggled together with their movie for a while until Jenny popped back into the room. Rose didn't pay any attention at first to the way the other girl regarded Felicia with a quizzical awe.
"Don't know how that cat does it sometimes," Jenny muttered. "It's like she doesn't obey any physical laws."
"What's that?" Rose asked without taking her eyes off the screen.
"Oh, nothing. I just saw Felicia down the hall, is all. And somehow she beat me here. It's enough to make you think you're crazy sometimes."
Rose looked down at the cat in her lap. It looked back with impassive eyes. And yet....
Jenny's phone buzzed. "Whoops, gotta go," she called over her shoulder. "Lemme know how the movie ends."
"I'd have to let you know how it started," Rose whispered to herself. "And probably what happened in the middle too."
Still, disdain for Jenny's ability to focus aside, Rose was more interested in her remaining movie buddy. She looked like Felicia, acted like Felicia, even sounded like Felicia. But if there were two cats running around that evening, then it was a safe enough bet that the one sitting with her wasn't the real one.
"Dammit, Tab," Rose said aloud.
"Mrroww?"
"Cut the shit. I know it's you."
Rose picked the cat up before she could escape, then marched to her room. She tossed 'Felicia' on her bed and stood with arms folded. The cat did nothing for several moments, but Rose wasn't backing down this time. She kept right on staring until finally the cat wriggled under the covers, then expanded into a roughly human-sized shape.
"Knew it," Rose said. "I thought we talked about this."
Tabitha's grinning face appeared from under the blanket. "I got you this time," she said triumphantly. "I got you for real."
"Yes, you did. But that's not--"
"I got the voice right and everything."
"Yes, but--"
"And I didn't even bother you in your room or anything, just like you said."
Tabitha's pride was too infectious. Rose gave in and smiled back. "Ok, you got me."
The younger girl beamed even wider. "Told ya I would."
"You did."
Tabitha carefully pulled a sheet around her and emerged from her blankety cocoon. In her excitement, she wasn't quite as thorough about covering herself as usual. Her shoulders and most of one leg remained exposed. It was certainly nothing indecent, but showed an uncharacteristic lack of self-consciousness.
"And I'm still gonna get better," Tabitha proclaimed. "I'm pretty good already, but if I keep at it I could be one of the top shifters around. I know I could."
"I know you could too," Rose said.
She hugged Tabitha. The younger girl slipped an arm free to throw over Rose's shoulder in return. When they separated, half of Tabitha's protective sheet fell away. For a moment, Rose had an unimpeded view of half of her petite frame.
Despite what Tabitha thought of herself, she truly had nothing to be embarrassed about in Rose's opinion. She'd never be a full-bodied woman with all the juicy curves she craved, but it was silly to think that everyone had to conform to a single figure. Tabitha had a beautiful lolita thing going on if only she'd recognize it. Lots of boys would have been happy with her precise, slender frame and perfect little titties. If Rose had been a guy....
Tabitha's grin faded and she yelped in shock as she realized what she'd allowed to happen. She scrambled for the dropped edge of her covering and pulled it tight around her body. The moment was definitely over.
"Tab...."
"I gotta go. Get dressed. And... stuff."
Rose caught Tabitha's shoulder before she could escape. "Tab, wait."
"Please, Rosie. I don't want to talk about it. I don't want another lecture about how my body's just fine the way it is. I can't handle that right now."
Rose let her go. "Ok, Tab. Just... come back if you want to talk about it. I'll be around."
Tabitha nodded, then absconded. After watching her leave, Rose glanced at the bed.
"Hope she brings back my sheet this time," she said to an empty room.
****
Much to Rose's surprise, Tabitha showed up again around bed time. She had some returned bedding in tow, which Rose accepted without comment.
Rose began remaking her bed. Tabitha hung around, fidgeting awkwardly with the hem of her shirt.
"Something up?" Rose asked.
"I dunno. Maybe." Tabitha rubbed her arm and shifted her weight from one foot to the other. "You said I could come talk to you."
"Sure did." Rose waited, but nothing was forthcoming. "Anything in particular you wanted to talk about?" she prompted.
"It's kinda weird...."
"Ok, but you still have to tell me for the whole 'conversation' thing to work."
Tabitha looked away. She bit her lip, then risked a glance back at Rose. "I liked earlier," she blurted. "When you had me in your lap. When... when...."
Rose's eyebrows shot up. "Reeeaaally? When you were getting kitty ear scratchies?"
"Yeah. Basically then."
"That doesn't seem so weird to me. Cats like it. And dogs too, I guess. And a fair number of people, I imagine."
Tabitha tugged at a loose string on her shirt. She toyed with it distractedly while she built up to her next admission. "I think I need more," she said softly.
Rose grinned. "Is that all?"
She stepped toward Tabitha and raised her hands. Tabitha jumped back a step.
"No no no, not like that," Tabitha squeaked. "Not as a person. That's... it'd be like...."
"Oh for fuck's sake, Tab. Just say whatever you want to say. It's me."
"I need to be a cat, Rosie. It's better that way."
"How is it better?"
Tabitha hugged herself in a gesture she'd picked up to both provide self-reassurance and hide her body. Her voice dropped to a barely audible level. "Because when I'm shifted I don't have to think about how I look."
"Oh, Tab...."
"No, I know. Don't say it." Tabitha took a deep breath. "But seriously, Rosie, everyone loves cuddling with Felicia." She shrugged. "No one's interested in me. That gets hard to take after a while."
Rose took another step closer. She wanted so badly to wrap Tabitha in her arms and hug the pain away. It was hard to say how that would be received, so she restrained herself.
"I wish you wouldn't say things like that," Rose said. "It breaks my heart."
"Sorry. It's true though."
"But--"
"I've been around a lot of other shifters, during lessons or when we're practicing or whatever. We've been... naked... around each other a lot. It gets more or less normal, I guess. Kinda." Tabitha shrugged miserably. "Still, there are some looks tossed around. Some flirting and whatever. But, like, never at me."
"Goddamn, Tab."
"I know. Sad, right? Or maybe you think I'm exaggerating?" Tabitha managed the most pathetic smile Rose had ever seen. "I've never been asked out, Rosie. Not by the guys at any of my shifting groups, not by anyone. Ever. How's that for sad?"
Rose couldn't actually look at her friend for a moment. She was afraid tears might start flowing if she gazed too long into the big, sorrowful pools that Tabitha's eyes had become.
"That is... rough," Rose managed in a fairly even tone.
"Sorry. I didn't mean to dump all that on you. Maybe I should, like, just leave you be for tonight. It might have just been a stupid idea anyway. It was just a nice feeling, you know?" Tabitha shook her head. "Who am I kidding. Of course you know."
Just as Tabitha turned to leave, Rose found her voice again. "Give me five minutes."
"What?"
"Let me get ready for bed. You can come cuddle."
Tabitha chewed on her bottom lip. "Are you sure?"
"Of course I am. I wouldn't have offered if I wasn't."
A smile--small, but genuine--cracked Tabitha's lips. "Five minutes," she agreed. Then she was gone.
Rose stood where she was for a moment, concerned that she'd done the wrong thing somehow. She shook her head and got changed for bed. If Tabitha was asking for something like a little cuddle time, it was both something she needed and something Rose was happy to help out with. How could agreeing possibly have been wrong?
Shortly thereafter, Rose had crawled into her freshly remade bed. She'd left the door slightly ajar, not that it was strictly necessary. It felt right to leave it open in silent invitation, just in case Tabitha had doubts.
As expected, a cat that looked exactly like Felicia showed up before long. It padded near-silently to the bed, then bounded up next to Rose. Rose smiled and lay still while the cat picked its spot and settled in right next to her. A soft purr hummed against Rose's skin. She smiled and closed her eyes.
****
Rose woke to a naked girl in her bed. That seemed odd to her bleary brain. It wasn't something she was much accustomed to.
As soon as Rose realized the girl snuggled up with her was Tabitha, the pieces all kind of fell into place. She hadn't realized that Tabitha shifting back to human form while she slept was a possibility, but there was no particular reason it shouldn't happen, she supposed. Rose didn't mind, really, but her friend might have a different opinion when she regained consciousness.



There was no reason to hasten the inevitable. Rose was just as happy to wake up a little more before fielding that particular crisis. She settled back in and, without thinking about it, slipped an arm around Tabitha like she was a teddy bear.
Only Rose's early morning sense of not-wanting-to-move kept her from immediately recoiling. Accepting that Tabitha was naked in her bed was one thing, cuddling more firmly with her was something else entirely. Not anything good or bad necessarily, but something that came with its own set of consequences.
The thing was, Rose discovered, Tabitha's warmth and softness added nicely to her natural waking lethargy. Her bed was all the more inviting for having the extra body in it. And, weird as it was, Rose was kind of glad said body was Tabitha's. She was about as non-threatening as a surprise-wake-up-buddy could be, both physically and emotionally, and she was just so easy to cuddle. Tabitha would have hated the sentiment.
"Mrroww?"
Rose raised her head a few inches off the pillow. Felicia was staring at her from the dresser. As much as a cat could show human expression, Felicia appeared totally disgusted.
"Fuck off, furball."
"Mmmrrrroooorrww."
"No. Bugger off. I don't care if you think Tab's in your spot."
"Mmrrowww. Mmmrrrooowwwrrww."
"Fuck off or I'll throw something at you. Don't think I won't."
Felicia stared Rose down for several seconds, then finally turned and flounced away like she never wanted bed cuddles anyway. It was too late, however, and Rose felt Tabitha begin to stir. She swore under her breath. Stupid cat making all that stupid noise.
Tabitha's awakening was very calm at first. She rolled a bit, then stretched. It was easy to tell when she became sufficiently aware of her surroundings to realize something wasn't as she expected. She went to full alertness nigh-instantly. Her body tensed, and she whipped her head around to stare in shock at Rose.
"Morning," Rose said in a calm, casual voice.
Tabitha looked down at herself. "Oh shit."
"Tab, please don't--"
"Shit shit shit."
Rose tightened her hold around Tabitha's waist before the panicked girl could dive out of bed. She held on tenaciously against a valiant but futile struggle. Rose was simply the bigger of the two, and had a distinct physical advantage.
"Rosie, lemme gooo," Tabitha whined. "I didn't mean to be... to be...."
"Human and naked?" Rose supplied. "I'm well aware that wasn't intentional. But you are. It happened. Calm the fuck down."
Tabitha yanked at the covers and did her best to steal every bit of them from Rose. She got enough to cover herself up, though Rose still had an arm around her.
"I din't wan' you to see me," Tabitha mumbled.
"Tab, it's fine. It's me."
"Still, though."
"What, you think I'm going to think less of you because I saw you naked?"
"Well--"
"Do you think I judge people based solely on physical appearance?"
"I--"
"Or the other day when you walked in on me masturbating, did that change your entire perception of me?"
This time Tabitha flushed and didn't try to defend herself. An admission of guilt, perhaps? And indication that she had, in fact, peeked more than was appropriate?
"Well?" Rose asked.
"Tha's diff'nt," Tabitha mumbled.
"How is that possibly different?"
"'Cause you're... you're... you."
"I am me. So what?"
Tabitha partly covered her face her hands. "You're so beautiful. And I'm just... me."
"Tab...."
"Let me go. Please?"
"Tab, is that really what you think?"
Tabitha hesitated and her eyes squinted in thought. "That you're pretty, or that I'm not?"
"Both. Together."
"Well... yeah. Obviously. Look at you." Tabitha flung a hand in Rose's direction. "And then there's me."
"Yes, there's you."
Rose pulled Tabitha's covers down. Her whole chest was uncovered down to her belly button before she could stop her unveiling.
"Rosiiieee!"
"I think," Rose said, totally ignoring her friend's distress, "that you're far more beautiful than you realize."
"Don't look!"
"I mean, you'd basically have to be, the way you're always putting yourself down."
"Stop!"
"But that aside... have you ever really looked at yourself?"
Tabitha gave up trying to cover her chest back up, and returned to covering her face with her hands instead. It was hard to say if the tactic really helped her any.
Rose continued to ignore Tabitha's tedious protests. "You've got such nice skin." Rose trailed a finger from Tabitha's neck, between her breasts, down to the edge of the blanket. "And you're very cuddly."
"That doesn't even mean anything. Anyone can be cuddly. No one cares about cuddly."
"I do. I woke up with you next to me. I wasn't sure how to feel about it at first, but I really liked it."
Tabitha turned her head. "Fine, so I'm cuddly. Can I go yet?"
"The thing about tits," Rose said, slipping right back into ignoring mode, "is they don't have to be big. There's no rule that says bigger is better."
"Oh come off it. Everyone knows they are. Boys are always staring at the bigger ones."
"Only because they're more visible." Rose traced a sinuous path up to one of Tabitha's small breasts. "But none of them are ever going to be a perfect shape the way yours are."
"Are not. They're just bumps. Not even breasts, hardly."
"You're worse than a guy insecure about the size of his dick, you know that?" Rose shook her head. "You ever think that maybe some people appreciate smaller tits? I'm talking practically and aesthetically."
"I don't--"
"Because obviously smaller is more practical." Rose cupped Tabitha's breast oh-so-gently. "Easier to run with, find comfy bras for, and they make shifting easier, as I understand it."
Tabitha nodded slowly. "That's the only thing my stupid body is good at," she admitted grudgingly. "I'm so small I've got a natural advantage over basically everybody ever."
"That's the spirit." Rose flicked her thumb over Tabitha's nipple. "And they're still just as sensitive as anyone else's, aren't they?"
Tabitha bit her lip. "That's not funny, Rosie."
"What isn't?"
"The way you're touching me. You're... you're teasing me. Or something."
"I am. Just not in the way you think I am, I suspect."
"Well you don't actually want to... to touch me. And stuff. Obviously."
"Says who?"
"You're not into girls. I know you're not."
Rose shrugged. "In general I'd say you're right."
She rolled partway on top of Tabitha. The younger girl's expression had become one of resignation, anxiety, and a fair amount of excitement trying to claw its way to the surface.
"So what are you doing?"
"I'm honestly not entirely sure."
Rose bent her head and delicately sucked one of Tabitha's nipples between her lips. She heard a gratifying gasp from her 'victim.' Tabitha's hand landed on Rose's head, but didn't actually go so far as to push it away.
"Maybe you should stop," Tabitha said. "Whatever it is you're doing."
"Maybe," Rose agreed. She switched nipples and flicked her tongue across the soft, bumpy skin. "But I think I'm having too much fun to quit now."
"But... but...."
"And I think you don't want me to stop."
"I do!"
"I think, perhaps, that all the comparing yourself to me, and all the spying, and all the everything--"
"No!"
"--is because you feel some things for me that you didn't want me to know about."
Tabitha squeaked and grabbed Rose's pillow to bury her face in. Rose patiently waited a few moments to see if she'd stop being silly, but no such luck.
"And I think you've been afraid of me ever finding out," Rose continued softly. "You tell yourself that I'm not into girls, and that's why there's no point ever saying anything to me. Really you just don't think you're worth being loved."
Tabitha mumbled something incoherent from under her pillow-shield.
"You know I care about you, don't you?" Rose asked.
Another mumble.
"What are you afraid's going to happen now?"
Rose rubbed her fingers over Tabitha's chest in what she hoped was a reassuring manner. She was a little out of her usual comfort zone.
Slowly, cautiously, Tabitha pulled the pillow away from her face. "You knew this whole time?"
"Not so much, no. But I've been putting things together. And when you wanted to cuddle last night, and this morning you weren't even a cat anymore...."
Tabitha flushed again. "That wasn't on purpose. Din't mean to be naked in your bed."
"I know. But I think part of you must have wanted it. The part you try not to let me see."
For a moment, Tabitha looked like she might go back into hiding. Then, with a deep breath, she placed the pillow aside. She still didn't quite meet Rose's gaze, but she forced her arms to relax away from her body where they couldn't cover her.
"I've been crushing on you basically since we met," Tabitha finally admitted in a small voice. "You were so beautiful I couldn't stop thinking about you. And you were always so nice, and made me feel good. And you're so confident and you always seem like you know what you're doing...."
"Some of that is just your perception," Rose said. "I can assure you I don't really know what I'm doing most of the time."
Tabitha shook her head. "You know how many people could have calmed me down after I woke up naked next to them without meaning to?"
Rose nodded slowly. "That's a good point. But bear in mind that's only because I know you so well."
"Still." Tabitha gingerly reached out and touched Rose's cheek. She got a little more sure of herself when Rose didn't recoil or push her hand away. "You've been so good to me. You're so loving and understanding. And... I just really need to know how much of this morning was just you trying to help me."
Rose looked down at Tabitha's bared top half. She had the insane urge to suck on those lovely, tiny tits some more. "I honestly don't know. Some of it was intended just to calm you down. And then...."
Rose cupped a breast and squeezed gently. It felt so good in her palm. A soft little thing, more interesting and important than its size suggested. Much like Tabitha herself, in a sense.
"Rosie?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you actually like my tits? For real?"
"I do, Tab. I really, actually do."
A genuine smile fought for control of Tabitha's lips. "Even though they're so small?"
"Maybe because they're small. They're perfect on you. They're a beautiful part of my li'l Tabby."
Tabitha covered her eyes with one hand. "Nooo, 'm not boo-ful."
"You are. You're my 'boo-ful' li'l kitty."
On impulse, Rose leaned down and kissed Tabitha. It was a successful sneak attack, and Tabitha never saw it coming until it was already over.
Tabitha yanked her hand away and stared wide-eyed up at Rose. Her smile mixed with an expression of shock, but the smile quickly won out again. If anything, it grew even wider.
"You kissed me," Tabitha said accusingly.
"I know. I was there."
"You can't do that."
"Can. Did."
Rose kissed Tabitha again, if only to prove a point. She felt Tabitha's eagerness and desire for it to be real, but it remained tempered by uncertainty.
"Your lips feel nice," Rose said.
"Stop saying things like that."
"I always liked your lips. Or your smile, I guess. Not your lips necessarily."
"Rosiiieee."
"You have such an amazing smile when you let your guard down and really enjoy yourself."
"I said stop!"
Tabitha pushed Rose off and rolled on top of her, reversing their positions. She'd become sufficiently used to being topless under Rose's close examination that she forgot she was totally naked under the covers. She froze when she realized just how exposed she'd left herself.
"Well this is a nice view too," Rose remarked as though nothing was amiss. She reached up to play with Tabitha's little titties, but had her wrists pinned to the bed before she could make it. "What--"
"Shut up."
Rose had half a second to worry she'd gone too far somewhere along the way, and that she'd really upset Tabitha. Her fears ceased the instant Tabitha kissed her.
The kiss, as their previous ones, didn't last overly long. But it was Tabitha's kiss this time. The nervous, unsure girl was taking some initiative, and Rose loved it.
"You better have meant everything you said," Tabitha warned her.
"What, everything?"
Tabitha glared fiercely. "Don't--"
"Kidding. Of course I meant everything." Rose jerked her arms free of Tabitha's grasp. She ran her hands up the naked girl's sides. "You're totally my beautiful little kitty."
Tabitha bit her lip. "Even though you don't like girls?"
"I like you."
Tabitha couldn't hide a shy smile. "That's not an answer."
"You could take it as a compliment. I like you so much that you actually turned me gay. That kind of thing."
"That is so not how it works."
"Maybe not. But you could pretend."
Rose pulled Tabitha down by her shoulders. She wanted more play time with those adorable tits. Tabitha actually giggled a bit this time as Rose kissed and licked her chest. Rose grinned and grabbed her tight little butt.
Tabitha let Rose have her fun for a minute or two. She remained fairly passive as she was groped, kissed, licked, and sucked. Rose checked on her a couple times to make sure she was still ok, but the danger seemed to have passed. Tabitha appeared happy, and her eyes had begun to glisten with release of a long pent up lust.
"Rosie?"
"Yeah?"
"I've been naked for a while now."
"I know." Rose gave Tabitha's butt a playful smack. "And I'm enjoying it."
"Right. But can I, like, you know...."
"What?"
"Can I see you naked?"
There was such a hopeful expression on Tabitha's face that Rose couldn't possibly have refused. "Sure you can."
Tabitha beamed. "Really?"
"Yes, silly."
Rose laughed aloud as Tabitha's small, dextrous fingers immediately set to work. The evident determination on her cute face was just funny to Rose, especially as it was juxtaposed with being stripped down. Tabitha had more a look of a kid unwrapping a present than a lover unveiling their paramour.
"Your boobs are so nice," Tabitha said with a tone of awe.
Rose stopped herself from arguing the point. She had the sense that, for once, Tabitha wasn't comparing herself unfavorably. She seemed to be purely stating a fact as she saw it.
"Thanks," Rose said instead.
Tabitha reached a hand out gingerly, the way one might over a stove they weren't quite sure was turned off. She acted like any sudden movement would break the spell and take her hard-won boobies away from her.
Rose was patient. She lay mostly still, other than running her hands over Tabitha's bare legs, hips, and ass. She let her friend explore her 'gift' at her own pace.
Both girls let out a small, contented sound when Tabitha's hands finally cupped Rose's larger breasts. Tabitha's delicate fingers squeezed the soft flesh with increasing assertiveness. She seemed to finally be grasping that she could do what she wanted, that it wasn't all a cruel trick or illusion.
A slick spot formed on Rose's tummy where Tabitha unconsciously rubbed her pussy against it. The younger girl seemed too entranced by the wonderful set of tits she'd been given to play with to notice how obvious her arousal was, let alone be embarrassed by it.
Rose, too, was feeling the effects of their intimate situation. She remained more aware of herself than Tabitha, and recognized just how deep she'd gotten herself. She'd never had any real urge to be with another girl before, and certainly hadn't tried it out. Somehow, though, none of that mattered to her in the moment.
Every little thing Tabitha did was turning Rose on. The way Tabitha looked when she was totally naked and not ashamedly trying to cover up, the way she gazed adoringly at Rose's exposed breasts while she fondled them, even her cute pixie butt pressing on Rose's tummy as she was used as a seat. No girl had ever made Rose feel the kinds of things she was feeling now. But then, as far as she knew, no girl had ever wanted to make her feel those things the way Tabitha so desperately craved.
Tabitha buried her face in Rose's cleavage. Rose giggled and stroked her hair. Tabitha looked back up with a shy grin, but didn't leave Rose's tits alone for long. She nuzzled and kissed them, before finally trailing her kisses down Rose's chest and tummy.
"Where ya goin', little one?" Rose asked.
There was no answer from Tabitha. That was ok; Rose knew where she was headed. What's more, Rose was excited and kind of nervous that it was really about to happen.
After kissing her way right down to the edge of Rose's panties, Tabitha stopped and took a deep breath. Her gaze flicked up to meet Rose's for a second, then back to the panties. She carefully took hold of the material between her front teeth, then tugged downward.
Without even thinking about it, Rose lifted her hips and let her last article of clothing be removed. She wanted to be naked. She wanted Tabitha to see her and touch her. Lust was consuming her, and she needed more from her horny little friend.
Tabitha used her hands to finish pulling Rose's panties off. She spread Rose's legs apart as she lay down between her thighs. Her eyes gleamed as she positioned her face directly over the prize she'd just unveiled.
"So beautiful," Tabitha whispered.
"It's just a vagina," Rose said.
Tabitha grinned at the faint note of embarrassment in Rose's rebuttal. "It's pretty," she insisted. "A pretty little flower."
"A flower? Come on, Tab, that's--" Rose stopped. There was something about Tabitha's teasing expression. "That's a joke about my name, isn't it?"
"Maybe kinda. It is pretty though." Tabitha ran a pair of fingers around the outskirts of Rose's wet slit. "If I'm your kitty, why can't you be my flower?"
"You are a kitty though," Rose mumbled. " I'm not a flower."
"Says you." Tabitha kissed Rose just above her pussy.
Rose tensed a little and bit her lip. It was actually happening. She waited for more, for the licking she knew was coming, yet there was nothing. Rose lifted her head in confusion. Tabitha was just waiting, a look of concentration on her face.
"What's wrong, Tab?"
After a moment, Tabitha shook her head and grinned. "Nothin'."
All at once, the girl dove straight in to Rose's waiting pussy. Tabitha's tongue swiped the length of Rose's wet slit. Rose gasped at the feel of it. It wasn't at all what she expected. It was roughed, almost a rasp, like a....
"What did you do, Tabby?" Rose moaned.
Tabitha grinned to herself and kept licking.
Rose tangled her fingers in her friend's hair. She knew what Tabitha had done. She didn't really need to ask. She'd micro-shifted, just on her tongue. It wasn't quite as rough as a cat's, but it had a texture and friction to it that no purely human tongue could match.
"Tabbyyy," Rose moaned.
It was too late to get through to Tabitha, even if that was what Rose really wanted. Tabitha was enraptured. Her kitty reflexes were mixing with her own human sexuality, combining to form the perfect licking machine.
Rose squirmed and whimpered under the enthusiastic assault. She'd never experienced anything quite like it. Getting eaten out, sure, but never by someone who wanted so badly to give her that kind of pleasure, nor anyone with nearly so interesting a tongue.
At first Tabitha didn't seem to have much of a game plan beyond 'lick that pussy.' That slowly changed as Rose reacted, and the tongue-action narrowed down to the things that really made her wriggle in uncontained ecstasy.
All Rose could do was lie back and enjoy the magic. She was reduced to a trembling, horny mess as Tabitha's oral frenzy zeroed in on her sensitive little clit. Rose occasionally arched her back and bucked her hips in response to something particularly stimulating, but mostly she was a mere passenger in their journey of sexual discovery.



"Taaabbbyyy," Rose whined again.
Then her body succumbed to the pleasure overload and released it the only way it knew how. Rose exploded in the most beautiful, loving orgasm of her life. Her fingers maintained a death-grip in Tabitha's hair, and she alternated holding the girl to her pussy, and weakly trying to push her away. She may as well not have bothered. Tabitha was locked on and wasn't going anywhere.
"Tab, tha's 'nough," Rose squeaked out.
But Tabitha disagreed. She ignored Rose and proceeded to bring her to a second orgasm that was much more quickly and easily achieved.
Rose was lost. Physically she hadn't gone anywhere, but in her head she could only just barely remember her own name. She was being subjected to pleasures of intensity and duration beyond what she could handle.
Tabitha just wasn't letting up at all. How she could maintain her furious pace was baffling to Rose, who assumed her tongue would have long since required a break. But then, Tabitha had an advantage in that area. For all Rose knew, she may have been capable of going all day. She certainly had the drive and the enthusiasm for it.
There was no way for Rose to keep track of how much time had passed, nor how many orgasms. All she knew was that at some point, her survival instincts kicked in. She found a burst of strength to push Tabitha off her pussy, then rolled protectively onto her side with her legs firmly closed. She lay panting for a moment.
Tabitha's impish face poked up over Rose's butt. "You could have just said to stop."
"You wouldn've listened."
"You're right. I probably wouldn't have." Tabitha rested her chin on Rose's hip. "It was too much fun."
A soft giggle forced its way out of Rose. "Yeah. It was, wasn't it?"
"Thanks for letting me." Tabitha kissed Rose on her upper thigh. "It was one of the nicest things anyone's ever done for me."
"Oh, Tab," Rose sighed. "My sweet little kitty. I should be thanking you, really. I'm the one who got to cum until I nearly passed out."
Tabitha flushed with pride. "I did pretty good, huh?"
"Oh my god, that tongue thing though. I just... how'd you even think of that?"
Tabitha bit her lip. "One of the girls in my shifting group, we talk about stuff sometimes. She said she does it occasionally. We're not really supposed to, 'cause it's dangerous and a misuse of our abilities, or whatever."
"I won't tell if you don't."
"I mean, just because accidents happen sometimes and people lose control and--"
"Hush, little one. I trust you, ok? Anything with your shifting, that's your business. You're way better than any of your instructors realize anyway. They don't know you well enough."
"Certainly not like you do," Tabitha said, grinning wickedly.
"Damn straight," Rose agreed, stroking Tabitha's soft hair. "Ain't no one knows my kitty like I do."
Tabitha crawled closer and draped herself partly over top of Rose. The rumble of something very akin to a human purr transferred across their skin where their bodies touched.
The mere experience of snuggling so completely with Tabitha's warm, lithe little form was an amazing way to spend her afterglow, in Rose's opinion. She played with Tabitha's hair, ran her hand along the girl's smooth, sexy flesh, and smiled at the contented feline smile on her face. Still, there was something more she had to do. Something she was worried she might not be able to work up to if she didn't do it soon while she was properly in the mood for it.
"I think it's my turn now," Rose said.
"Jus' was your turn," Tabitha said languidly. "But if you insist...."
"My turn to play with you, silly."
Tabitha shrugged. "You don't have to. I know you're not really into the idea quite the way I am."
"You're not wrong." Rose lifted Tabitha's chin to force their gazes together. "But I want to make you feel good, Tab. At least a little of what you did to me, if I can." She swallowed. "And I kind of want to know what it feels like from the other side," she admitted.
Tabitha nodded slowly. "Well, if it's for educational purposes--" She squealed in delight as Rose bodily rolled her over and positioned her flat on her back.
"Don't act like you haven't dreamed of this."
The girls mock-wrestled for a few moments, though Rose had the clear physical advantage and was already on top. Tabitha was more interested in grabbing parts of her naked friend than in actually winning anyway.
"There may have been a dream or two that went something like this," Tabitha admitted as she was pinned with her arms above her head.
Rose's breasts dangled in Tabitha's face, and the smaller girl nuzzled happily at them even as she was held more or less in place. Rose sighed loudly, but couldn't repress her own giddiness.
Rose let go of Tabitha's wrists and kissed her deeply. The kiss lasted longer than Rose meant it to. She got lost in Tabitha's lips, and in the way it felt to press against her whole, naked length. Even Rose's own faint, lingering flavour on Tabitha's tongue added to the decadent sensuality of the moment, in its own insane way.
It was only when Rose started grinding on Tabitha's leg that she realized she'd been thoroughly distracted. She pulled back, took a moment to appreciate the beauty of Tabitha's bright, lust-filled eyes, then descended.
Soft cooes followed Rose downward as she trailed kisses from Tabitha's neck and chest, across her small, lovely tits, past her tummy, and finally reached her goal. If anything, the nervous flutter inside Rose was even more pronounced than when their positions had been reversed. This time she was the one taking the active role, with all the responsibilities for providing pleasure that entailed.
Possibly Rose hesitated a little too long. Tabitha propped herself up on her elbows and tilted her head.
"You still don't have to if you don't want to," Tabitha said.
"I want to."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course. You just set the bar pretty high, is all."
Tabitha smirked crookedly. "I guess I did. If it helps any, you're gonna be the best I've ever had no matter what you do."
"Yes, but technically also the worst."
"That's awfully pessimistic."
A gentle hand reached out and stroked Rose's hair while she remained poised in ready position. Rose knew Tabitha really wouldn't mind if she backed out, but somehow that made it all the more important to actually try.
Rose started gently, as much for her own benefit as Tabitha's. She kissed all around the pretty little pussy in front of her, from waist to thighs. She nuzzled and stroked and occasionally licked a rough circle that failed to hit the bullseye at any point.
From the sounds Tabitha made and the rhythm of her breathing, it was kind of working. Still, the goal kept shifting as Tabitha bucked and wriggled in a semi-conscious attempt to get Rose to touch her pussy. The display of eagerness and need helped Rose get over some of her lingering anxiety.
"Rosiiieee! Don't tease meee."
The plaintive whine made Rose smile. She acquiesced and pushed a lone finger against Tabitha's slick entrance. It was tight, but wet enough that her finger entered smoothly with a little back and forth action.
Penetration achieved, Rose planted a tentative kiss at the top of Tabitha's pussy, right around her clit. She got an appreciative moan, so she did it again. After a few more, Rose worked herself up to actually licking. Her first taste didn't disgust her, much to her relief. By the third or fourth, she'd decided she rather liked it. By the time she lost count, she was on her way to an addiction.
It wasn't necessarily that Tabitha tasted amazing, although that helped. Rose was more enthralled by the reactions she received for her efforts. Tabitha wriggled and bucked and squealed like every new lick was sending actual jolts of electricity through her. Such immediate, intense feedback was gratifying on an entirely different level from anything else Rose had ever attempted.
Rose thrust her finger in and out of Tabitha's tight little pussy as she kept orally working on her clit. It felt like Tabitha was loosening up to her a bit, though she still squeezed fairly hard when Rose hit the right spots. The vise-like snugness Tabitha could produce around Rose's solitary digit was both impressive and a little scary. It was perhaps just as well Rose hadn't tried inserting a second finger.
Tabitha's back arched and her hand struggled to find a hold on Rose's head. She accidentally pulled somewhat painfully on Rose's hair as she flailed uncoordinatedly. Rose was a good little soldier and kept right on cunnilinguing.
A flood of juices washed over Rose's hand. The most sensual moan in the world echoed in her ears, and Tabitha's pussy contracted around her finger to the point she was afraid to move it.
Rose licked furiously all the way through Tabitha's orgasm, then finally took a much-needed break once she wore down.
"I don't know how you went so long and weren't even tired," Rose said. "I'm already feeling it in my tongue."
Tabitha gave a crooked, breathless smile. "You just need more practice."
"Oh, so you're just naturally talented is what you're saying? You can go crazy on me for hours without even trying?" Rose paused. "Not that I mind, of course."
"I've got relevant experience, believe it or not. You gotta know your body and your muscles and stuff when you're shifting. And being a cat involves a lot of licking yourself. You know, if you want to be convincing."
"If you say so." Rose glanced at Tabitha's slit. Her tongue wasn't going to be happy with her if she tried to keep up with Tabitha's pace. "Want to go again?"
Tabitha shook her head and gestured with one finger for Rose to come closer. "Can't right now. Too sensitive."
Rose gave Tabitha's pussy a soft kiss, then crawled up next to her. She lay on her side and propped her head up with one hand. "After cumming once? Are you just trying to make me feel good or something? I know I didn't do as good a job as you did, but you're acting like I blew you away."
"Jus' tol' you," Tabitha mumbled as curled up and pressed her face against Rose's boobs. "Gotta know my body, an' all the nerves an' stuff. S'kinda crazy how 'ntense some fings feel when you know how to feel 'em."
"Ah, right. So I get to play on easy mode, huh?" Rose poked a finger at Tabitha's clit, making the younger girl squeal and swat her hand away. "Just finger you a bit and watch you explode?"
"Don't be mean, Rosie. My body just is what it is."
"Partly, sure. And partly it is what you make it, it seems." Rose kissed Tabitha's forehead. "Either way, I love it."
****
The girls were eventually driven from their naked snuggles by hunger, though they held out as long as they could. Rose forced herself out of bed first, and Tabitha followed close behind, temporarily acting more a puppy than a cat.
"Stupid bodies needing stupid food," Rose muttered.
"Yeah, you tell 'em," Tabitha said encouragingly.
"Don't even want to get dressed."
"So don't. I don't mind."
Rose rolled her eyes. "No, I'm sure you don't. You'd be quite happy if I walked around naked all the time."
Tabitha had already slipped her lithe body into one of Rose's shirts, which hung loosely on her smaller frame. "You say that like it's weird."
"Not weird. Just... kinda pervy."
"Only kinda?"
As Rose bent over to slip some panties on, Tabitha grabbed her butt. Rose pulled her panties firmly into place, then turned to mock-glare at Tabitha.
"You think you can just grab me whenever you want or something?"
"Basically, yeah." Tabitha cupped one of Rose's breasts as casually as if she'd been doing it for years.
"Well... you're right." Rose lunged forward and swung both hands under Tabitha's borrowed shirt before she could defend herself. "But so can I."
Tabitha giggled and danced away from the sudden reversal of molestation. "Stop, we need to go eat before we starve to death."
"Double standards much?"
"Not at all. But if you start with me right now, you better be prepared for the consequences."
Rose frowned. "You're not horny again already, are you?"
"Still horny, more like."
"Goddamn, Tab. I don't know what you've done to yourself, or if this is just the way you are, but you know you're basically a teenage boy, don't you?"
Tabitha grinned. "You're just lucky I know that's not a crack about my body." She leaned forward and started pushing Rose out the door. "Now come on, food time."
"I'm not dressed yet, you goof."
"Who cares. Just girls here anyway."
"Yeah, and I bet it has nothing to do with your enjoyment of my tits hanging out."
Despite her protests, Rose let herself be dragged to the kitchen in just her panties. It was kind of liberating not worrying about her state of dress. She'd always known she didn't really have to attire herself properly around the house, but she'd needed Tabitha's pervy encouragement to actually get there.
The girls giggled and grabbed at each other all the way to the kitchen. They were giddy both from hunger and, more importantly, their oh-so-recent first time together.
Reality returned to slap Rose and Tabitha square in the face as they rounded the doorway to the kitchen. Both of their housemates were already there, and in the midst of preparing lunches for themselves. Neither of the girls had realized it was quite so late in the day already, nor had they actually considered the ramifications of not being alone in the house.
"'Bout time you two were up," Lisa said with barely a glance at the latecomers.
"Seriously," Jenny agreed. "Even Lisa beat you both out of bed. Like, by a lot. And you know how much of a morning person she isn't."
Rose stood frozen. Neither Jenny or Lisa seemed to care even slightly that she was topless, and in fact barely clothed at all. Why would they, really? She was, however, acutely aware of Tabitha deflating next to her.
Jenny finally spared a real look at Rose and Tabitha, and her eyes narrowed. She looked back and forth between the girls, slowly piecing together that something wasn't quite right.
Panic set in as Rose struggled to form a plan of action. Bubbly, happy Tabitha was disappearing, and worried, anxious Tabitha would take over any second. She should have anticipated this. She should have realized what would happen the moment they came under scrutiny.
"Are you wearing Rose's shirt?" Jenny asked Tabitha. Her head tilted as she continued working through the problem.
Tabitha hugged her arms around herself and looked away from everyone. She was so self-conscious anyway, Rose knew, and now she was being thrust into some kind of post-sex spotlight.
What did one even say in this situation? 'Hey, we just did stuff, deal with it'? What would Tabitha even be ok with the others knowing about? Or was it too late for that anyway?
Then Tabitha glanced at Rose. Rose only caught her eye for a second, but it was enough. The way Tabitha looked at her, searching for help, for acknowledgement, for confirmation of what she hoped was true, it was the signal Rose needed. She knew what had to be done.
As calmly and casually as Rose could manage under the circumstances, she wrapped an arm around Tabitha and pulled her close. She used her free hand to tilt Tabitha's chin around, then leaned in for a soft but definite kiss.
"Eeeee!"
Rose looked up. Jenny had her hands up to her mouth and was staring in scandalized delight. Lisa, too, was staring, though she was a little slower on the uptake.
A look back at Tabitha confirmed that Rose had acted correctly. Tabitha's smile returned, and an aura of adoration and gratitude filled her expression. She was claimed now. Any fears that her and Rose had been a one-time thing, or that Rose wouldn't want anyone else to know vanished entirely.
"Ooohhh," Lisa said with dawning comprehension.
"This is so awesome!" Jenny said, still the more excited of the two. "When? How? Details, now!"
Rose ignored the others. She continued to hold Tabitha tightly, and the smaller girl happily snuggled against her. Tabitha's human purr rumbled through Rose's chest and tummy.
The crisis was averted. Things were going to be ok.
****
It took a while to get Jenny and Lisa to settle down and stop asking questions. Rose answered mostly in vague statements and fended off the most personal of inquiries. Tabitha basically stayed silent and wouldn't leave Rose's side.
The novelty eventually wore off a little and the housemates drifted off to do other things. Rose and Tabitha, once given some space, settled in on the couch to eat 'breakfast.'
Tabitha ate only enough to quell her immediate hunger before getting distracted again. She kept nuzzling Rose, or reaching for her tits, and generally getting as close as she could before Rose pushed her off.
"I'm still eating," Rose said. "Unlike you, I need a normal-person's amount of food."
"Oh, I see. Cracking jokes about my body again, huh?"
"Well you are tiny."
Tabitha folded her arms. "You think just 'cause we did some sex stuff you can make fun of me now?"
"Kinda, yeah." Rose gave her a sidelong glance. "I mean, it's clearly not bothering you so much anymore. I think I must've gotten through to you what a sexy little thing you are."
"So not true," Tabitha muttered, even as she flushed with pride. "I'm just distracted by your boobs is all. They're the only things keeping me from hiding in my room right now."
"Not likely." Rose stood up. "I'm gonna go put a shirt on, and I bet you still won't leave my side the rest of the day."
"Nooo, my boobiiieeesss." Tabitha wrapped her arms around Rose's waist and pulled her back down.
Rose fought back laughter. "Well you can't expect me to sit here almost naked while you get to be basically clothed. Let me just grab a shirt."
Tabitha shook her head petulantly. "No, don't. Here, I'll take mine off."
Just like that, Tabitha pulled off her sole article of clothing and tossed it to the floor. She sat totally naked in a common area of the house. Rose was impressed, though she wasn't convinced Tabitha had thought it all the way through.
"Swear to god," Rose said. "The way you obsess, you totally missed your true calling as a teenage boy."
"Yeah, yeah. You already used that one."
"It's true though. You need to chill out a little. My body's not going anywhere."
"Maybe not." Tabitha leaned her head on Rose's shoulder. "But I've wanted this for too long not to enjoy it while I can."
"I... yeah, alright. Fair enough."
Rose let Tabitha be for a while, and even put up with frequent sneaky fondlings. Just to make things even, she took a few liberties with Tabitha's naked body as well.
It was only the sound of footsteps from the hall that made Tabitha jolt away from her newest, most favourite playthings. She scrambled for something to cover herself as her brain recognized the danger of someone other than Rose seeing her. Progress may have been made, but the girl still had a few issues to work through.
Rose tried not to laugh at Tabitha's manic attempt to hide herself. She sat right where she was and kept on eating, having already acclimated somewhat to being topless in front of everyone.
Shortly thereafter, the footsteps passed right on by without anyone even poking their head in.
"You can come out now," Rose said. "No one's trying to peek at your tight little ass or anything." She lowered her voice to the barely audible range. "Except me of course."
"Mrrooww?"
Rose sighed and set down her plate. "Oh now really. That was a bit of an overreaction. When did you even have time to shift?"
"Mroww." The cat pounced up next to Rose and waited expectantly.
"Felicia's gonna be super pissy that you keep taking all the good spots, you know." Rose folded her legs into a nice kitty-seat.
Tabitha, still in cat form, settled into Rose's lap like it was only her due. She really had picked up the mannerisms quite remarkably. "Mrrreeooww."



"No, I didn't think you'd care."
Rose scratched behind Tabitha's kitty-ears. The purr of pure feline contentment emanated from beneath her fingers.
"My boo-ful li'l kitty," Rose whispered.
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"You know, I didn't believe it. I really didn't. They told me my brother was playing detective and I'm like 'no way would Sil be doing that.' But here you are."
Silas looked up from his desk. He broke out into a wide smile. "Holy shit. When did you get back?"
Faith smiled back and took a few steps closer to her brother. He leapt from his chair and embraced her tightly as they met.
"Just got back in town today," Faith said. "About an hour ago, actually. Stopped in to say hi to the parents, then straight to see you."
"Awww, I'm third on your list? That's so sweet."
"Shut up. You know I had to see Mom and Dad first. Otherwise it would have been you. You know that."
"Yeah, alright. Fair enough." Silas gestured to a chair on the visitor's side of his desk, which Faith graciously accepted. He hopped up on the edge of the desk instead of returning to his usual seat. "I haven't heard from you in forever."
Faith looked away for a second. "I'm sorry about that. Stuff happened. I kinda had to be no contact with anyone for a while."
Silas frowned. "What, like, shady stuff? Are you in trouble or something?"
"No, no, Sil. Nothing like that. I don't need big brother to come rescue me or anything." Faith punched her brother lightly on the shoulder. "Even though I know how much you love being my hero."
Silas ignored the jabs, both physical and verbal. He'd noticed something more pressing. "What the hell happened to your arm?"
Faith held up the arm she'd used to hit him. She'd wondered how long it would take him. "Looks normal, doesn't it?"
"That's what I mean. Last I saw you, you had that... that..."
"Hideous monstrosity of a prosthetic. I know. This one's much better, wouldn't you say?"
"I absolutely would." Silas reached out and felt Faith's arm. "It almost feels real. The skin part anyway. When you hit me-"
"Too hard? I'm still learning. I get decent feedback, better than I used to, but it's still not as good as a real arm."
"No, no. It was fine. But it didn't feel quite hand-like. Like there was something harder underneath. Which I mean obviously there is."
Faith nodded and brushed her hair back with her robot-hand. She'd been practicing and the motion looked almost entirely natural. "People don't stare as much anymore," she said softly. "It's been really nice this past little while."
"That's great, Fai. If that's what you were off doing, then I totally get it. I just don't understand why it had to be such a secret."
Faith nodded. "Maybe I'll be able to explain that someday, Sil. Not right now."
"Yeah, sure. I get it."
"And who knows," Faith said with a smirk, "if you really are good at being all detective-y and shit, maybe you'll work it out on your own anyway."
Silas chuckled. "I'm not really that kind of detective."
"Oh?" Faith arched an eyebrow. "What kind of detective are you then? One who doesn't detect?"
"I'm actually an 'investigator,' for one. Apparently people get pedantic about these things. And also..." Silas sighed. "Turns out most of my work comes in the form of people wanting me to find dirt on their significant other. You know, when they suspect cheating, mostly."
"Really? So you're just a glorified stalker?"
"Hate to admit it, but yeah, basically. I mean, I still get some real work sometimes. Or at least some different work. Tracked down a stolen heirloom necklace the other day, that was kind of a nice change of pace." Silas shrugged. "But mostly not as glamorous as you might think."
Faith giggled. "Poor Sil. Gets into detectiving, and it turns out to be a silly career option. Who could have guessed?"
"Hey, it's working for me. Turns out I'm pretty good at it. And it means I get to work alone most of the time, which is good for me right now."
"Oh? Feeling rather anti-social these days, are we?"
"Something like that."
"So that second office..."
"Used to have someone working with me. Two someones, actually, though not at the same time. They both quit on me. Probably just as well."
"Oh, Silly." Faith reached out with her good hand and ruffled his hair. "I know you. You get lonely here by yourself, don't you?"
"Not as much as you'd think," Silas said with a quick glance behind Faith.
Faith checked over her shoulder, but there was only an empty couch set against the wall. She noted that her brother's eyes flicked to it every so often, but she couldn't figure out why. Probably nothing. A nervous habit, perhaps.
"Well hey, I'm probably hanging around the area for a while," Faith said. "What if I came and worked with you? At least for a bit. Give me something to do with my days."
"Uh..."
Faith pouted. "Aw, you're already thinking up excuses for me not to, aren't you?"
"Don't look at me like that. You know I can't say no when you look so sad."
"That's the idea, brother dear." Faith stood and kissed Silas on his forehead. "I'll come back and see you tomorrow, how's that? We'll be a crime-solving brother and sister wombo combo."
"Again, not so much with the actual crimes, mostly."
"See you tomorrow, bro," Faith called over her shoulder, cunningly ignoring Silas's mutterings.
"Yeah, alright. See ya."
****
Silas waited until the front door had definitely swung closed behind his sister before turned once more to the couch that wasn't quite as empty as his sister thought.
"I've fucking told you to shut the hell up when there are people around," Silas growled. "You know how hard it is not looking crazy at the best of times."
The mostly transparent girl reclining on the sofa shrugged casually and offered a winsome smile. "I like your sister. She seems nice."
"You know almost nothing about her."
"I know you love her. That much was pretty obvious."
"Well spotted. Now what possibly made you think that yammering on with your insipid questions that whole time was going to help anything?"
The ghostly girl cracked up. "It was just funny watching you try to ignore me."
"Yeah, I know. One of your favourite things. I really wish I could have explained my need for a solitary occupation to Faith without sounding crazy. I think she's worried about me now."
"As well she should be. You see dead people, Silly."
"Just the one, thank fuck."
"Aw, don't be that way. You know you'd miss me if I wasn't around."
"Alas, I've never had the good fortune to be able to test that hypothesis."
The girl stuck her tongue out. "Don't get mean, Silly. I still have feelings. Being dead doesn't change that."
"No, but it does make you particularly hard to avoid when I need space."
"Oh boo hoo. The living boy wants some alone time. What a sad life of not being dead you must lead."
"Aggie, shut the hell up."
"Shan't," Aggie replied with more than a little petulance. "We have a good thing going, don't we? You keep me sane, I make your job super wicked easy, and I give you space when you go to the bathroom and such."
"As far as I know, anyway," Silas muttered. "I can't exactly verify where you do and don't go. And you completely ignore any other requests I make for privacy."
Aggie flipped her position so that her head dangled from the leg area of the couch, while her legs rested over the top. Her ease of movement still bother Silas occasionally. "I get so bored, Silly. You know I can't talk to anyone else, and I can't interact with much of anything physical. Can't even read without someone to turn the pages for me."
"Right. And you're still incapable of hanging out with other ghosts?"
"Not incapable. Just... most of them move on within a few days. No time to even get attached. And they're all so obsessed with death."
"Their own, no doubt." Silas rubbed his forehead. "Speaking of, why haven't you 'moved on?'"
"Ouch."
"Don't act all hurt. You know what I mean." Silas waved his hands in exasperation. "If ghosty types are meant to bugger off within a few days, how come you haven't? It's been, what, a year? Longer? And you're still here."
Aggie beamed. "And how lucky for you, am I right?"
"I... yeah. Sure. Whatever."
"'Cause I do basically all the work for you. You're a pretty shit detective."
"I'm only a detec- investigator because of you. Because you won't let me interact normally with other people. Always making comments, always trying to distract me."
"See my previous comment about boredom."
Silas shook his head and sighed. "Do you want the tv on? Is that what you're telling me?"
"Nah, it's all stupid shit."
"I'm turning the tv on."
"I said-"
"Maybe cartoons. To go with your childishness."
"Ok, message received. I'm taking off for a while. 'Til you stop being a dick."
Aggie floated through the wall and was gone. Silas waited a moment to be sure she wasn't going to pop right back for a parting shot, but the coast remained clear.
"Fai's gonna think I'm crazy," he muttered to himself. "And she might not even be wrong."
****
The next day Faith got ready for her first day 'working' with Silas. She was kind of worried about him, as were their parents. Hopefully spending some time around him would reveal that he was still the same old brother she'd grown up with.
By all accounts he'd withdrawn socially over the past year, and this 'detective' business he'd started was a crazy departure from his previous career track. Possibly he'd simply decided to make changes in his life. Maybe he was happy with how things were going now. He owned his own business, after all. Some people would consider that a success.
It was important to Faith that she figure it out one way or the other. If Silas was happy, then good. If he was having problems that he couldn't share with anyone else in his life, then what were sisters for but to pry them loose.
Faith was temporarily staying with their parents. Temporarily in her mind, at least, since she didn't actually have a real plan for getting her own place. Her same old room as when she was a kid, same old bed, and in many ways, the same old her.
She liked the way she looked in the mirror much better, at least. Her robot arm now passed casual inspection, though not a thorough one by any means. She didn't feel like a total freak every time she caught a glimpse of herself. That was something.
Then there was her new eye. Faith leaned in closer to her mirror and examined the bionic replacement closely. It was so much more realistic than her arm. She couldn't tell the difference between it and her real one just by looking, not until she let her cyborg prosthetic take over. If she let her robot eye scan, the differences became glaringly obvious. The sensitivity it possessed still astounded her.
Faith knew the questions about her arm were on the way. So far her family and friends had just been happy to see her, and happy for her that she had the new and improved limb. Soon enough, they'd start wondering where it had come from, and where she'd been all that time. As long as she didn't mention her eye, no one would even think to ask about it. That was something.
After getting as ready as she'd ever be, Faith left her parents' house and drove her beat up old car she'd had since she was eighteen to Silas's office. It didn't even have a kickass detective agency sign out front or anything. If that wasn't a cry for help, Faith didn't know what was.
The sound of a one-sided conversation greeted Faith as she walked in. It cut off abruptly as she was noticed.
"Talking to yourself there, Sil?" she asked as she walked into an office empty except for her brother.
"Something like that," he admitted.
"Looks like I came back just in time. You would have gone crazy without me."
Silas's eyes flicked across the room. "Might even be too late."
Faith smiled, but her brother's tone didn't quite hold the note of humour she would have liked. "Don't worry. I'll get you all fixed up and ready for the world again."
"Great. Can't wait."
Faith dropped her lithe frame onto Silas's couch and stretched out. Pretty comfy, she thought. It seemed unnecessary for an office, but what did she know? She'd never run her own business.
"Do you think I should set up in your spare room?" Faith asked. "Seeing as you're lacking a partner at the moment and all."
"If you like. As you say, it's lacking an owner at the moment."
"Sweet. Can I get a couch too?"
"If you want to buy yourself one, you go for it."
Faith pouted, though she didn't really care one way or the other. She was mostly just feeling her brother out. "Fine, I can do without for now. But here's the real question; what nefarious villainy are we thwarting today?"
Silas sighed. "Maybe you didn't understand yesterday when I explained that's not really what I do. Not much villainy to be thwarted. That's the cops' job."
"And super-heroes'."
"Right. Them too."
"Ok, sure. But then what... investigating?" Faith paused, then nodded at her choice of words. "What 'investigating' are we doing?"
Silas took a long moment to answer. "I'm not sure you're gonna like this."
"Like what? Your case?"
"Yeah."
"Why? Is it super boring?"
"No. Well, maybe. But more to do with it being kinda shady."
Faith sat up straighter. "Ooh, intriguing. Shady like spying on people to see what badness they're up to?"
"Well, some spying, anyway."
"What kind?"
Silas took a deep breath. "These parents are convinced their daughter is hiding a pregnancy from them."
Faith frowned. "Like... a teenage daughter?"
"No. University daughter. Not living at home."
There was a silence as Faith processed. "You're right. I don't think I like this."
"I did warn you."
"That's what we're gonna do? Pry into this girl's life and possibly reveal something she doesn't want revealed?"
"What exactly did you think investigating was?"
Faith threw her hands up. "I don't know. Like, catching bad guys. Preventing robberies. Solving murders."
"Again, that would be actual cops doing that sort of thing. I mostly get the stuff they can't be bothered with."
"That sucks."
"Yeah. It does." Silas shrugged. "Not that it's all bad or anything. Sometimes I get to do interesting, non-shady stuff. But it is mostly domestic disputes of one kind or another. Nothing brings out the morally questionable in people quite like family does."
"And this is the job you chose?"
Silas looked uncomfortable. He did the eye-flicking thing again. "It wasn't exactly my choice, in some ways. But yes. I did."
"You know you've got me worried now, right?"
"You don't have to worry."
"I may not have to, but I do anyway. Something's going on with you. I can tell."
Silas tilted his head and raised an eyebrow. His eyes were a little too knowing. "Me? How about what's going on with you? Disappear for, what, the better part of two years, no one hears much of anything. Show back up with a brand new arm, one that's way better than what you should be able to afford. How about what the hell's going on with you?"
Faith hesitated and bit her lip. "Ok, fair enough. We'll leave it for now, shall we?"
"Yes, why don't we."
****
"Did we really have to bring her along?" Aggie asked. "She's throwing off our whole rhythm."
Silas maintained a discreet observation of the students wandering past to make sure no one was paying enough attention to notice him talking to himself. "You wanted me to ditch my sister who I haven't seen in forever?"
"Well... you could have socialized after work. Or taken the day off."
"I don't get days off from you. You still would have been hounding me even if Faith and I hung out elsewhere."
Silas turned slightly in his seat to check on Faith's progress. They were at the campus where their target, Melody, lived and studied. Silas had taken up a spot at a picnic table near Melody's residence. He had his phone out in front of him in order to blend in. His eyes were everywhere but on the screen.
"Yeah, I probably would, wouldn't I?" Aggie agreed thoughtfully. "Kind of a pain in the ass, aren't I?"
"You got that right."
"The point is, scouting's my job. That's literally the one thing I'm any good at."
"Don't forget spying."
"Scouting and spying, then. Whatever. You gave my job away to your stupid sister, is what I'm saying. What am I even supposed to do now except bug you?"
Faith had been sent off to check out the entry to Melody's building. Usually that would have been Aggie's task since she could just sit and watch people go in and out without ever being spotted. There was a delicate balancing act to be achieved on this assignment, however, where somehow both girls had to be kept happy. The rate things were going, Silas wasn't convinced he was up to the task.
"I have to give her things to do," Silas explained patiently. "Fai's new to this. She doesn't have our carefully cultivated sense of patience."
"That was a subtle attempt at making me shut up, wasn't it?"
"Apparently not subtle enough."
"Ugh. Whatever. Dumb-dumb's coming back now anyway. Guess I'll shut up and pretend I'm not here."
Silas wisely didn't engage with Aggie's last statement in any way. It was best not to provoke her into breaking her helpful, self-imposed silence. He had enough trouble getting her to stop talking at the best of times.
"Pretty standard stuff, looks like," Faith said as she slid into the bench across from Silas. "Double entryway, open outside door, locked inside door. Students all got cards to unlock it if they live there."
Silas nodded. "Well, with some proper timing we can probably just follow someone in. Students are notoriously apathetic about who they let in to their buildings."
"Sure, we could do that," Faith allowed a small, creeping smile. "There's also a keypad for emergency or admin access."
"Ok. So?"
"So I got the code. Some dude, looked like campus security maybe, just happened to walk in while I was skulking around."
"Fai..."
"Don't worry. I wasn't actually skulking. Don't even know how to skulk. I was just acting normal, like you said."
"And you still managed to catch the code he entered? What were you, peering right over his shoulder?"
"Uh... something like that, I guess."
****
Faith was glad Silas hadn't followed up with any questions about her gaining the entry code. She could have given him some bullshit about how she'd managed to position herself just right to watch the code get entered without giving away that she was sneaky-spying. Truthfully she'd remained outside and glanced casually in the right direction. The zoom and detail her eye could manage was pretty damn amazing, and she wasn't even particularly good at using it.
She had to be more careful about what she let slip. It was too easy to fall back into the habit of casually revealing information she shouldn't know. The researchers who'd installed her cyborg enhancements had been oh-so-keen to make note of any new development in her ability to use her prosthetics. In the real world, no one was even supposed to know about her eye.
Despite Faith's information gathering, the stakeout continued. She wasn't sure what the point of finding a way in had been if they weren't going to use it. She was willing to trust her brother, though. At least until she got too bored of waiting.
"How long are we gonna sit here?" Faith asked as casually as she could manage.
"Until Melody shows up."
"That's the master plan?"
"Basically, yeah."
"What are you, like, just gonna ask her straight up if she's got a babby in her?"
"Essentially."
Faith crossed her arms and frowned. "You are possibly the worst detective ever."
"Investigator."



Faith extended an arm and raised her middle finger. Silas snickered.
"Fine," Faith said. "So we sit here and wait."
"Right." Silas scanned their surroundings, yet again finding nothing of interest. "You may be very disappointed to discover that the majority of my job is waiting."
"Well... as long as it makes you happy."
"I'm content with it."
Faith peered suspiciously at her brother. "Are you though? I honestly can't tell whether you enjoy this kind of work, or you're hiding some dark secret."
"Dark secret? Like what?"
"I don't know. That's the only reason I haven't decided. Because honestly, you don't seem to have a massive passion for..." Faith waved her hands and searched for the right words. "This. Waiting. 'Investigating.'"
"It's alright."
"That's what I'm saying. Sure it's alright, but why would you take all the hassle of running your own business if it's not one you particularly care about?"
Silas took a moment, then shook his head. He pushed himself to his feet. "You know what? Let's go check some things out."
"You mean as an obvious ploy to get me to stop pestering you?" Faith asked with a pointedly raised eyebrow.
"Yep. You coming or what?"
"Of course I am."
****
Gaining entry to the building was a piece of cake. Since Faith had the door code, they could basically just walk right in. Silas then located the back stairs and took those up to the third floor on the assumption that they'd run into fewer students via that route.
It still didn't really make sense to Silas that his sister had simply observed and memorized the code as casually as if she'd been doing that sort of thing for years. He was willing to allow for a moment of serendipity, however. Perhaps Faith's timing had just been really, really good.
"I coulda got the code too," Aggie said sulkily as she floated along beside the siblings. "I'm sneakier than she is."
Silas almost answered out of pure habit. It was hard getting used to having another living person around while working.
It wasn't like Aggie really needed answering anyway. She was still just a little pissy about Faith working with them. That was all.
"So we're gonna break into Melody's room or something, is that it?" Faith asked. "Snoop around, find evidence. That sort of thing?"
"No. We're going to see if she's home," Silas said. "And talk to her if she is."
"What the hell, man? This is some lame-ass detecting."
"So you're ok with just invading people's homes and ransacking their shit?"
"Well..." Faith fidgeted uncomfortably. "No. I guess not. But that's what they always do on tv. And they always find something helpful, and-"
"And often get caught and shot at and stuff too. I don't do things like that." Silas paused. "Mostly."
"See, she doesn't get it," Aggie said. "She's just being a pain. Can we ditch her already?"
Silas shot Aggie a silent glare.
"Fine, fine. Just asking. I'm gonna go on ahead and see if Melody's in her room. 318, right?"
Aggie was gone before Silas could respond. He didn't really want Aggie scouting ahead. It was hard enough ignoring her without also ignoring any useful information that he couldn't explain obtaining.
Silas and Faith were in hall on the way to Melody's room when Aggie reappeared from through the wall.
"No one home," Aggie confirmed. "Although in the room next door, there's this girl watching some veeerrry interesting, and dare I say sexually explicit, material. And you should see-"
"This is it," Silas said a little louder than necessary.
He stepped up to Melody's door and prepared to knock, for form's sake.
"There's no one there," Faith said.
Silas stood frozen for a second. Even Aggie didn't have anything bitchy to say.
"What?" Silas asked.
"Nothing. Just... the room's empty," Faith said in a retreating voice.
Silas lowered his hand. He turned to face his sister. She had taken a step back and wrapped her arms around herself. She looked either embarrassed or annoyed. Possibly both.
"How could you possibly know that?" Silas asked.
"Just... it's obvious. Isn't it?"
Silas glanced at Aggie. She shrugged.
As far as Silas knew, Faith couldn't see or hear Aggie. And she shouldn't be able to see through walls either.
"The light would be on under the doorway, right?" Faith said. "If she was there?"
Silas glanced down at the bottom of the door. It was hard to say whether a light would be visible or not, given the relative brightness of the hall and the tininess of the crack beneath.
"Maybe," Silas said. He knocked on the door a couple times. No answer, as he'd known there wouldn't be. "We're gonna have to talk about this later."
"Talk about what? I just noticed the lack of light was all. And there's no noises from inside or anything."
"Fai... I can read you better than that. I..." Silas made himself stop before he got on a rant. "As I said, later. In private." He glared meaningfully at Aggie when he said 'private.' The ghost-girl made an innocent face, like she'd never dream of intruding on a family discussion.
"Yeah, sure. Later," Faith echoed miserably.
Silas's expression softened. "Let's head back out. Melody could be back any time. I'd like to catch her outside if possible. It's less threatening than accosting her in her room."
****
Faith was still silently berating herself back at the picnic table. She'd been encouraged for so long to make use of her prosthetics, to figure out how to use them to their full potential. She'd felt so proud of herself when she concentrated on seeing in the thermal range so she could verify the room was empty. Now she just felt like a dumbass.
Silas wasn't stupid. He had to know something was up by now, though there was no way he could know exactly what. Faith knew she could still deflect, at least for a while.
It sucked not being able to tell anyone about her eye. It involved a lot of new tech, though. Stuff that wasn't on the market yet. She understood the NDA she'd signed and why it was important, but that didn't mean she had to like it.
Faith watched miserably as Silas talked to Melody out of earshot. He'd insisted on talking to her alone, even emphasized 'alone' more than she felt was necessary. It was like he didn't even trust her now.
Probably she was reading too much into things. Silas just had his own way of operating, and Faith couldn't expect to jump right into the middle of it. Still, it stung knowing that her secret was making any small rifts between them just a little bit wider.
Much to Faith's surprise, Silas and Melody shook hands before parting. Melody continued on to her dorm, and Silas returned to the picnic table.
"So how'd you manage that?" Faith asked. "You show up to poke around in a girl's personal affairs, and she shakes your hand for it?"
Silas smirked. "I've had some experience with this sort of thing, you know. Basically all I had to do was tell her what her parents hired me for, and that if she wanted we could mess with them a little." Silas shrugged. "I bill extra hours, she gets some petty revenge. Win win."
"Isn't that terribly unethical?"
"Most of my jobs are like that." Silas gave a wistful sigh. "Sometimes I get to do good. A lot of the time I have to make my own good."
"Yeah. Sure." Faith stood up. "So, we done here?"
Silas hesitated, then nodded. "We're done here."
****
Silas kept glancing at Faith as he drove them back to the office. He knew it was annoying her, but he couldn't help it. Something weird was going on with her, and he really wanted to figure out what it was.
"So what's this master plan of yours anyway?" Faith asked.
"My what?"
"You know, with Melody."
"Oh. That."
"Yeah, that. What are you gonna do?"
"Are you only asking me as a distraction?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Silas nodded. "Fair enough. We have details to work out, but the basic idea is we set up some pics of her wearing strategic padding, make it look like she's got a tummy-parasite growing in-"
"You mean a baby?"
"Sure. Whatever. Then she's gonna tell them she gave it away for adoption. Or aborted it. Or whatever she feels like, I guess." Silas shrugged. "It's gonna be mostly up to her at that point."
"And what if the parents figure out it's all a sick joke?"
"That's between them and their daughter. I'm just providing documentation for a respectable fee."
Faith frowned at her brother. "That's kinda fucked, dude."
"So is hiring someone to spy on your daughter."
"That... yeah, that's actually a fair point."
They lapsed into silence for a while. Silas intermittently checked his rearview mirror, flicking his gaze to the ghost girl bobbing along in the back seat like she was a normal passenger. She met his gaze one of those times.
"Are you going to ask her or what?" Aggie asked. "There's something weird about your sister, Sil. And this is me talking. I'm about as weird as it gets."
Silas shook his head fractionally.
"Oh come on," Aggie said. "I know you don't want me around for that, but there's no need to be that way. I can keep a secret." She grinned. "Better than anyone else you know, I assure you."
Silas rolled his eyes. Keeping secrets didn't count toward your character when you literally couldn't share them with anyone living.
Aggie floated forward between the two front seats. "Maybe I could try possessing her," she said thoughtfully. "I've never done it before, but if I could get in her head I'd be able to-"
"Let's see what's on the radio," Silas said a little louder than necessary. He fiddled with his stereo and ignored Aggie's parting shots.
Faith raised an eyebrow, but her interest lasted only seconds before she was gazing blankly out her window again.
****
Faith spent some time that afternoon organizing her new office. Silas had recently upgraded computers, and he graciously allowed her the use of his old laptop for the time being. That plus the desk and chair already present took care of the biggest items.
There was some dusting to do, since the room hadn't seen regular use of late. The desk needed cleaning of old junk as well. Faith had nearly filled a garbage bag with debris and remnants when she noticed that she was being observed.
"What's up?" she asked more cheerfully than she felt.
"You know I have to ask," Silas said from the doorway.
"About what?"
"You know what."
Faith bit her lip and kept moving like she wasn't the least bit bothered. She did, indeed, know what.
"Tell me," she said.
"Fine. You're acting weird. You've said a couple things today that just... don't make sense to me."
"The room thing again?"
"That, yes. And the guard's code. And when we first spotted Melody you correctly guessed that she wasn't actually pregnant."
Faith shrugged. "It was easy to see."
Easier, in fact, when one's eye could note measurements and details all on its own, from much farther away than a regular human eye could have detected. Still, Faith maintained that it wouldn't have been an issue if not for her previous slip up.
"It's me, Fai. Can you really not tell me?"
Faith bit her lip and studied Silas. He was trying to lean casually against the door frame, but there was a tension in his body that marred the effect. More than that, the worry in his facial expression made Faith want to spill everything just so he'd stop fretting. She wanted to ease his mind, but she wasn't ready to reveal her secret. Especially since she wasn't convinced it would even reassure him.
"It's gonna sound stupid," Faith heard herself say.
"Try me."
She took a deep breath. Her mind had raced ahead of her, and now she was stuck on a track she wasn't totally comfortable with. "I'm a bit psychic."
There was a pause.
"Psychic?" Silas queried.
"Yeah. A bit."
"Just recently?"
"I guess. I mean, yeah. As far as I know." Faith winced. "It sounds dumb, huh?"
"Not as much as you might think," Silas said with a distant tone. He thought for a moment. "Do you, like, see ghosts and shit?"
Faith snorted. "No, no. Nothing like that. Nothing all sci-fi-y. I just... get feelings sometimes. Impressions. Things I can't explain. For all I know it's just something going on in my head that I can't process properly."
"I see."
"Don't look at me like that."
"Like what?"
"Like you think I'm full of shit."
Silas gave a crooked smirk. "You are full of shit, sister dearest. Have been since forever." He shook his head. "However, I'm inclined to believe you this time, to an extent."
"Really?"
"Why not? It's as good an explanation as any." Silas held up his hands as though envisioning the future. "Plus imagine the potential when we rebrand as psychic detectives."
"Oh goddammit, Sil."
"All those crazies who believe they're being haunted, or the government's sending brain waves at them, or-"
"Yeah, yeah. Mock me all you want."
"Thanks, but who says I'm mocking."
"Just... just get out of here, would ya? Go get some snacks or something. We had to skip lunch for that stupid investigation where we didn't really do much of anything."
"'Fraid not, Fai. You're the junior partner. You fetch snacks."
Faith glared. "Seriously?"
"Yup."
"Dick."
"Careful now, you're still on probation."
Faith rolled her eyes and punched Silas as she strode past him. She was careful to use her human arm for the purposes of sibling love-violence. "You at least have petty cash or something, right? Or you bill food costs out to clients or something?"
"You know it." Silas produced a credit card. "But this is only for food purchases."
"Yeah, yeah. I'll be good." Faith nabbed the card and kissed Silas lightly on the cheek. "Be back with dinner in a little while. Try and stay out of trouble, would you?"
"Do my best."
****
"So that's really all she said?" Aggie demanded. "She's 'a bit psychic?'"
"So she claims," Silas agreed wearily.
"Well that's bullshit."
"Is it? One might argue that I'm 'a bit psychic,' what with seeing ghosts and all."
"One ghost."
"Yes, but one is still more than none, which is the traditional amount."
Aggie folded her transparent arms. "I still don't like it."
"Yeah, me either. But what do you want me to do about it?"
"I don't know. Interrogate her. Or kick her the hell out."
"Fuck's sake, Aggie. She's my sister. I will damn sure take her and whatever secrets she has over you any day." Silas pointed to the door, despite that being an unnecessary aperture for ghosts. "Feel free to fuck off if you don't like having her around."
For perhaps the first time since he'd acquired his pest of a poltergeist, Aggie appeared genuinely hurt. "You'd just throw me away like that?"
"I'm telling you-"
"Yeah, no, forget it. Whatever. I don't need this."
"Aggie..."
But she was already gone. Silas rubbed his forehead and swore under his breath. Aggie was annoying, and there were plenty of times he wished he could banish her for good, but that was to be expected from anyone you were forced to spend excessive amounts of time with. He'd felt the same sorts of things growing up with Faith.
In some ways, Aggie was a brand new annoying little sister. Worse, in the sense that she was non-corporeal and he couldn't even use violence as a threat when she was being particularly obnoxious.
Still, he had a soft spot for her in spite of everything. He was going to feel bad until she returned. If she did. But really, where else was she going to go?
Faith returned a while later with food. Silas was glad of the distraction. The delicious aromas of unhealthy take-out were also very much welcome.
The siblings lounged in Silas's office, gorging on a long-overdue meal. For a brief time, all his problems faded.
"Yeah, I'm feeling better now," Faith declared. She stretched out across the entire length of Silas's couch. "Sometimes I just need filled up."
Silas choked slightly. "There had to be a better way to phrase that."
"What? I- oh. Oh. Jesus, Sil. Get your mind out of the gutter."
"Well, come on, though. Really. Think before speaking."
Faith sighed. "I've been feeling like I need a tattoo of that on my wrist or something. Maybe just one that says 'shut up, stupid.' Something like that."
"Having a rough go of it, are you?"
Faith glanced sidelong at her brother. "Don't act like you don't know. You're the one who's been catching all the shit I blurt out."
"Sure. But if it's only me you're blurting things to, then you're not doing so bad."
"How do you figure?"
Silas spread his arms. "It's me. Worst I can do is pick on you mercilessly."
"I'm not a huge fan of being mercilessly picked on, actually."
"You came to the wrong place then."
Faith snorted. "Maybe I did." She sighed. "But you're right, this is one of the safest places I could be. There's a certain comfort in already knowing the buttons you like to press."
"And in knowing that I'm your brother and I love you," Silas prompted.
"Well... let's not get crazy here."
"Fai..."
"Fine, fine. Yes it's nice having a brother who loves me."
"And who is graciously providing you with a good job."
Faith sat up. "Are you though? Because we haven't actually discussed how long I'll be hanging around here. Or, indeed, whether I'm getting anything for my efforts."
"I suppose you're going to tell me you want to be paid. That the spending quality time isn't its own reward."
"It is for a bit. But seriously, I am gonna need a real job sooner or later. Probably sooner once Mom and Dad start asking prying questions like 'how long am I in town for' or 'what are my plans.'"
Silas grinned. "Yeah, I didn't figure you'd want to crash with them for too long. You crazy broke right now?"
"Surprisingly, no. Buuut I also don't have any kind of income, so I'm leery about committing to an apartment or anything just yet."
"Fair enough." Silas waved his hand in a vague, encompassing circle. "You're always welcome to crash at the office if you need a temporary reprieve." He paused for a moment and considered. "And if you're actually interested, there's a job here for you. A real one. With money and something similar to benefits."
"Really?"
"Really. It's meant to be a two person thing. That was the intent anyway. Just can't really seem to keep anyone very long."
Faith furrowed her brow. "Well that's not a good sign. I may have to rethink this. I mean I knew you could be a pain in the ass, but if-"
"Fai..."
"Kidding, kidding. I'd love a job. At least for a little while. Who knows, working together might drive us as crazy as living together used to."
"It just might. I've developed something of a high tolerance for annoyances though."
"Because of clients?"
Silas nodded. "Sure. The clients." And certainly nothing to do with ghost girls.
****
That evening, Faith cautiously told their parents that she might stick around and work with Silas for a while. They had somewhat mixed reactions.
They were happy enough to have their baby girl around, of course. But they still didn't totally like the 'childhood fantasy' that Silas's business was. Faith didn't bother trying to explain that it wasn't the grand, silly adventure they assumed. Silas certainly would have already made the attempt, and clearly had gotten nowhere with it.
Faith went to bed a little early that night. She took a long shower beforehand, once again appreciating her new arm's meticulous waterproofing features. It used to be such a pain in the ass doing anything that might get her ever slightly damp.
She padded back to her room wrapped only in a towel. She let the towel drop as soon as the door was closed behind her.
The reflection that stared back at Faith in her mirror was one she was reasonably happy with. Her arm didn't quite blend, especially if you examined where it connected to her shoulder, but from the right angles it almost appeared natural.



Faith struck a few poses, attempting to look sexy. She almost succeeded, in her own biased opinion. Still, she had a ways to go before her self-esteem reached 'normal' levels. Progress had been made, but not enough.
After preening for a few minutes, Faith gave up and flicked the lights before rolled into bed. It had been something of an interesting day, aside from all the boring, tedious bits. Now it was time for sleep.
Or it almost was, anyway.
A faint smile danced on Faith's lips. It had been a few days, after all. She had needs to look after.
Alone in her darkened room, Faith reached down past her tits and tummy. She used her mechanical hand, which normally wasn't really that great for delicate work. However, she'd learned quite a neat trick. If she concentrated, and flexed her 'muscles' and shit just right...
Faith gasped aloud as she found the right combination of signals to send to her hand. Her middle finger began to vibrate, faster and faster until it was a steady blur that emitted the same promising whine that a vibrator might.
Faith's toes curled as she pressed her finger-turned-sex-toy against her clit. Damn that felt good. The pseudo-skin of her finger was lovely and soft, and the vibrations emitted by it... well, vibrations were nice. Goddamn they were nice.
The room filled with the hum of improperly repurposed mechanics, as well as the quiet whimpers of a girl experiencing an excess of pleasure. The whimpers grew louder and more frequent as Faith got herself more and more worked up.
Faith clutched one of her breasts. She squirmed under her own constant assault of her pussy. Her breathing grew ragged, then finally erupted in a loud gasp.
The hum of her makeshift vibrator died away. She lay naked and panting in a tangle of sheets.
Now Faith was ready for sleep. This time for real.
****
Silas was kind of worried when he arrived at work the next day and there was still no sign of his invisible companion. Aggie was persistent if nothing else, and her absence was beginning to really worry him.
He wasn't quite sure why he was worried. Sure she was off sulking, and it was mostly his fault, and perhaps he could have been more delicate. She'd come back, though, and they'd go right back to irritating the fuck out of each other. It wasn't like she had anything better to do. And there was no danger of her being in actual trouble since she was already dead.
Faith was already leaning against the doorway to the building when Silas arrived. He reminded himself to get his sister her own key.
"Early, I see," Silas said with false cheer. "I like that in a new hire. You'll be promoted in no time."
"If you keep acting like I'm just some employee, I'm probably gonna have to bop you in the nose," Faith said. "With my metal hand."
Silas frowned severely. "Consider your promotion revoked. I'm the boss, you know. You can't just go around threatening-" He ducked as Faith took a slow swing at him.
"That was your only warning shot. The next one's gonna be for real."
"Ha, you just try it." Silas pushed the front door open. "I could take you."
Faith put a hand on her hip. "Really? First off, bragging about being able to beat up a girl is beneath you. Or I'd like to think it is, anyway. Second, I don't even think you could take me."
"What, just 'cause you could club me over the head with your arm until I submit?"
"That is one option alright."
The siblings entered the office. They both stopped halfway into the common waiting room between their two slightly more private sub-offices.
"For your information, I've been taking some classes," Silas said. "Learning how to disarm attackers, for instance."
"Oh ha ha. Because my weapon is a literal arm. Very funny."
Silas grinned. "I truly didn't mean it that way, but I'll take it."
"I'm sure you will."
Silas jabbed a finger at his sister. "I could have you up against the wall begging for mercy before you knew what hit you."
"Promises, promises."
Silas faltered. "What?"
"You know, because your threat could be construed as a dirty innuendo."
"I didn't..." Silas sighed. "Forget it. Don't know why I bother sometimes."
Faith smiled and kept going. "Like, in the sense that you'd have me pinned and then-"
"Yep, got it."
"-I'd be begging for-"
"Got it, thanks. Thank you. Stop now."
Faith's smile was insufferably smug. She skipped along behind Silas to his desk. She once again took up station on his couch. She was beginning to think of it as hers.
"So. Do you take those classes to beat up chicks? Or just me?"
Silas rolled his eyes. "More like guys. I mean, sometimes girls. Mostly guys, though. You know, when they find out I've been spying on them or whatever. Some of them aren't very friendly people."
"Oh sure. And you thought it'd be ok to drag your poor, innocent, delicate sister into that kind of life, huh?"
"Didn't exactly have to do much dragging."
"Maybe not. But you should be thinking more of my safety."
"Should I?" Silas shrugged. "You've always taken pretty good care of yourself. I don't think I've ever had to rescue you or anything."
"Maybe that's because I've been smart enough not to spy on angry dudes who would punch my face in."
"Yeah, that's a good point."
****
Faith had a pretty boring morning. She was left in charge while Silas was off doing... whatever it was he did. Sure there was a couple calls to field, and one prospective client who showed up in person, but those did little enough to break the monotony.
At first Faith mainly just browsed the internet on her 'new' computer to keep entertained. She kept an ear out for the phone or door, but mostly she was just killing time.
The minutes crept by slowly enough to cause serious complacency. Eventually Faith lost any pretense of actually working. She puttered around the office for a while, then stepped out for a snack run. Silas had been foolish to forget that she had the company card.
She gravitated back to her laptop after a while. She'd had a thought that had been festering until she couldn't resist it any longer. What oh what might her dear brother have left on his old machine?
There were some games loaded on the computer, and Faith located a few folders of downloaded movies and shows. No porn, though. At least not where she could easily find it.
The web browser was a different story. There was plenty of totally innocent visits in the history, some of it even work related. There were also a non-negligible number of porn sites that showed up. Faith giggled to herself as she scrolled through a list of her brother's pervy habits.
Somehow, she restrained herself from digging any deeper and finding out exactly what Silas liked to watch. That was a little too weird and personal. At least for now. Maybe if she got reeeaaallly bored...
****
Silas returned to find Faith lounging in the reception area with her laptop across her lap, fully engrossed in a movie. Junk food packaging in the vicinity betrayed yet further sloth.
"Productive morning, I see," Silas said.
Faith shrugged and didn't look up from her screen. "Took a couple messages for you. Some weird old guy came in, said someone's sabotaging his garden."
"Sabotaging his garden? How does that even work?"
"I'unno. Figured you'd find that out if you wanted to."
Silas grinned wickedly. "Wrong, dear sister. I officially declare the sabotaged garden as your first case. Congrats."
"Oh what the hell, Sil. I don't want it. It's not even anything. He probably just doesn't know how plants work. Or something."
"So investigate, determine if it's his incompetence or outside interference, bill your time." Silas waved his arms as though showing her the office for the first time. "Welcome to your glamorous new career."
"Ugh. Lame."
"Yep. You got it."
Silas made for his desk. Faith closed her laptop and followed.
"Tell me it gets better," Faith said.
"The job? Like, more exciting?"
"Yeah. Exciting. Interesting. Anything."
Silas nodded easily. "Sure it does. On occasion. Between all the boring and inane shit."
"Well how the hell do you keep from going crazy then?"
"Who says I'm not?"
Faith rolled her eyes. "Seriously, though."
A small, secretive grin spread wider across Silas's lips. "Ok, since you're my favourite sister and all..."
"Your only sister."
Silas ignored Faith's correction. He was actually kind of proud of something he'd installed himself, after many hours of painstaking work when he really didn't have anything better to do. He walked to the side of the room and pulled a cunningly disguised sliding panel.
Faith cocked her head. "What the hell? Is that... is that like an actual fake wall?"
"I mean, kinda. Partly."
Behind the false section of wall-useful for maintaining a professional appearance in the workplace-was a big old flatscreen television, as well as some connected accessories.
"Holy shit," Faith said, sounding suitably impressed. "Were you channeling your kid-self here or what?"
"You mean what with the hidden compartment?"
"Yeah. With, like, tv and video games hidden inside. Probably porn and snacks too."
Silas shook his head wryly. "No porn, no snacks. I like you're thinking, though. You'll fit right in here."
"Uh huh," said Faith, who wasn't really paying attention by that point. She was already browsing through dvd and game cases. "You know I'm not gonna be happy with my office, like, ever again, basically."
"Yeah, I know. But you woulda been over here bugging me most of the time anyway. I know you."
Faith looked over her shoulder long enough to stick her tongue out. "So which of these games would I like? I don't recognize hardly any of them."
"I guess there's really only one way to find out."
****
Faith woke to her shoulder being gently shaken. She blinked and took a few seconds to reorient herself.
"What the hell?" she mumbled.
"You fell asleep watching a movie," Silas said.
Faith sat up on the couch she'd been using as a bed. "Oh yeah. I remember just closing my eyes..."
"And then you were snoring like a banshee," Silas finished for her.
"Oh fuck off." Faith swatted her brother, fortunately only with her human hand. She instinctively favoured it, which was just as well because it had far less power and was unlikely to bruise or break any bones. Threatening robotic justice was reserved for when Silas was being a much bigger ass. "I don't even snore."
"Wanna bet?"
Faith narrowed her eyes at the shit eating grin on her brother's face. "No. And if you recorded me, you better make damn sure it gets erased."
"How little you trust me." Silas extended a hand and helped Faith to her feet. "Anyway, it's getting late. We should call it a day."
"Yeah, sure. I mean, I've done a grand total of fuck all today. Something to be proud of."
"I wouldn't say 'fuck all,' exactly. I mean, you did craft the perfect character in Fallout. You know, after only two or three hours of work."
"Twenty minutes tops, you ass. And what's the point of playing a game with customizable characters if I don't customize them?"
"You're right. How silly of me." Silas guided his sister toward the front door. "There we go. Outside."
Faith shivered slightly in the early evening chill. She looked toward her car, then sagged at the thought of returning to their parents' house. She wasn't sure exactly what she wanted out of the day, but she was certain she hadn't attained it.
"I don't wanna go home yet," she said.
"Um... ok?"
"I know, that sounds dumb."
Silas scratched his head. "I mean, not dumb exactly. Just... I don't know what you mean."
Faith sighed in exasperation. "Me either. I just feel like I need to accomplish something today. I don't know what, though."
"You discovered that your new hand can handle a game controller pretty well. That's something."
"Yes, it is something. Not really what I'm going for though."
"Ok."
Faith knew she wasn't making much sense. But then, it didn't make much sense in her head either. All she knew was she'd spent most of the day dicking around, and she felt like she had to make up for that.
"We should talk about you," Faith declared with a sudden burst of inspiration.
"Me? Why?"
"You know why. There's some dark secret you're hiding, the reason why you set yourself up as a loner detective-"
"Investigator."
"Sil, I will punch you into next week if you correct me again." Faith looped her arm through her brother's. "Now let's go get dinner and discuss what's going on with you."
Faith started marching down the street looking for a promising restaurant. Silas was dragged along with her whether he wanted to be or not. Robot arms had their advantages.
"Does that mean we also get to discuss where you've been the past year or two?" Silas asked.
Faith's purposeful stride faltered. "That's not fair."
"It's totally fair. You want to pry, then I get to pry too."
"But... I can't talk about that. Not yet."
"And why not exactly?"
"Sil, just please trust me for now."
Faith disengaged her arm from Silas's. The stood on the sidewalk, eyeing each other with both concern and confusion.
"I do trust you, Fai," Silas said. "But my thing's not easy to talk about either."
Faith nodded. "Fine. Then we won't talk about it."
"Fine."
"Good."
"Good."
****
Silas wasn't entirely certain how he'd ended up driving Faith back to his apartment with him. She'd had a couple of drinks, which was certainly her prerogative, but also meant he couldn't really let her drive herself.
Their parents house was just such a hassle of a detour, was all. And Faith didn't seem particularly interested in leaving him. Silas wanted to blame that on the alcohol in her system, but it had started well before she drank anything. It must have just been a weird mood she was in.
"Well, this is it," Silas said as he opened the front door.
Faith stepped inside with a little more care than her totally sober self would have. She peered around intently.
"It's quite small," she observed.
"Yes. I know. I live here."
"But, like, it's smaller than your office."
"Lots of people's offices are bigger than their apartments."
"Yeah, but..."
Silas wasn't sure whether to be amused or annoyed at his sister's reaction. She was just tipsy enough to have difficulty putting complex ideas into coherent sentences, which was kind of funny. She was also fixated on the size of his living space, which was annoying.
"I don't need a lot of space," Silas said. "It's just me here. Mostly. And I spend most of my time at work. This is just somewhere to sleep."
"Well... ok. Sure. I guess that makes sense." Faith stepped over to the bed in the corner of the single room apartment and sat down on it. "So what the hell are we doing for bedding?"
"Bedding?"
"Like, where am I going to sleep?"
Silas shrugged. "Yeah, I dunno, really. You just kept bugging me to bring you home with me." He sighed. "I can still take you back to out parents. You have a bed there, at least."
Faith shook her head petulantly. "No. Don't wanna."
"Ok, but-"
"I'll just sleep with you."
"I... what?"
"Yeah. We'll share."
"We will?"
"Why not? It's just for one night."
Silas rubbed his forehead. "Remind me how much you had to drink."
"Pff, whatever. Just let me borrow a shirt or something, we'll get changed, and we'll have a little sleepover."
"You know what, I'll take the floor. You have the bed."
Faith put her hands on her hips. "Sil, why you gotta be that way?"
"What way?"
"Like sleeping with me would be such a terrible thing."
"It wouldn't be terrible. Just weird. Especially when you're a little out of it, and I don't really know what's going on in your head."
"Nothing's going on in my head." Faith paused. "Wait, that didn't come out right."
"Too late, you already said it."
"Shut up. I just mean it'll be fine. Don't worry about it."
"I'm not worried."
"Then what's the problem?"
Silas wasn't in fact sure what the problem was. Possibly he'd just become too used to sleeping alone, or possibly despite his lonely nights he still associated a girl in his bed with far less platonic things than his sister intended.
"You'll stay on your side?" he finally asked.
"Sure."
"And you won't hog the covers?"
"Promise."
"And no snoring?"
Faith glared. "Alright, changed my mind. You get the floor after all."
Silas smirked. "Too late, Fai. You're gonna have to share."
Faith rolled her eyes, but accepted her self-inflicted fate.
Silas picked out an old t-shirt for Faith to sleep in, and they took turns in his bathroom getting ready. Afterward, they climbed into bed, each carefully lying on their own half.
"Lucky your bed's not proportional to the rest of this place," Faith muttered. "Or we'd be all squished up together."
"Yeah, yeah. Keep complaining. See how long before I kick you out to fend for yourself."
"You wouldn't dare."
"I wouldn't?"
"You wouldn't."
"Ah. Ok then." Silas lay on his back and tucked an arm behind his head. He wasn't used to anyone corporeal bugging him while trying to go to sleep. It was subtly different than with Aggie. "Fai?"
"Yeah?"
"Don't you need to take your arm off? You know, to charge overnight or something?"
"Nah, dude. That was the old one."
"So this one stays on all the time."
"Not always, exactly, but much less down time." Faith lifted her arm in the darkness. "I almost forget I'm a freak sometimes. Makes me feel almost normal."
"You've never been a freak."
"Says you. You weren't the one who got picked on for being a robot girl."
"I mean, you're right. You were the one who had to live with it. But isn't it, like, a little bit cool being a cyborg?"
"Maybe a little."
"You used to get such a kick out of smashing shit. I remember that."
Faith uttered a small chuckle. "Yeah, I did used to enjoy that. Breaking glass jars with my bare hand. Punching walls. It was usually more to relieve frustration than because I 'got a kick out of it,' though."
"Sure." Silas rolled over to face Faith. He propped his head up on one hand. "Can you still do that stuff with your new arm?"
"Kinda. I have to be more careful though because the skin-coating can get damaged more easily than ugly-ass metal."
"Makes sense." Silas reached out hesitantly and brushed his fingers along Faith's arm. "It almost feels real," he said softly.
"It almost does. Too cold, though. And... I don't know, rubbery almost?"
"Yeah. Something like that." Silas rolled back onto his back.
Faith, in turn, rolled toward her brother. "You should have been the one to get a robot arm. You would have loved it."
Silas smiled. "I would, too. I know you don't believe me, but I just think yours is super fucking cool. Always have."
"No, I know. You think that way. The occasional other nerd thinks that way. But mostly... well, I don't want to say people are mean about it. Some are. Mostly people just don't know what to do with me. They don't know whether they should look or not. Don't know how to treat me. It's never been easy."
"Little did they know you were the same brat of a sister you would have been regardless of your arm."
Faith punched Silas on the shoulder, but it was barely more than a tap. "Jerk."
"Well you were."
Silas was sure he was going to get hit again. Instead, bizarrely, Faith scooted closer still. She lay her head on his shoulder and her metal hand on his chest. It was a bit cooler and heavier than a normal hand, but the difference was minimal.
"You always treated me normal," Faith said. "I didn't appreciate it when we were younger. You were being, you know, a pest of a brother. But looking back, I don't know how I ever would have made it without you."
"Uh... you're welcome? I guess?"



Faith kissed him gently on the cheek. "Night, Silly."
"You're on my side, you know."
"I know."
"You said-"
"Shut the fuck up, Sil."
Silas smiled to himself. He found that he didn't mind having Faith cuddled up with him. It was a nice feeling after so long with little to no intimate contact.
Despite being tired, Silas didn't fall asleep for a while. Partly his inability to move around and get comfortable without disturbing Faith might have impeded him. More than that, it seemed, his sister's warmth and breathing were a significant distraction.
It was soothing and comforting to lie still and listen to her soft breaths slow down by minuscule degrees until she was unconscious. The feel of her hair, her breasts, and her leg on him was a guilty pleasure that he knew he shouldn't allow himself. The only reason he didn't do anything about it was that Faith had been the one to position herself so close. It was all her fault, really.
"Night, Fai," Silas whispered, long after she most likely couldn't hear him anymore anyway.
He closed his eyes and let his breathing slow to match his sister's. The transition to sleep was a gradual, unnoticed, and peaceful affair.
****
Faith jerked awake the next morning. She pushed away from Silas and tried to recall exactly what happened. Pieces of it were there, forefront of her mind. Others were lost or didn't make any sense.
Why exactly had she whined and pleaded until not only had he brought her home, but actually let her sleep with him? That was a little too pathetic, even for her.
Or was it?
Faith sighed and conceded the point. No, no it wasn't too pathetic for her. She was used to loneliness, but she'd never properly embraced it. It was just something she had to deal with. And when given an opportunity to seek a little physical comfort... well, how could she blame herself?
Silas still slept blissfully beside her. He was far more adorable in that state. So unguarded, unconcerned about the trials of life. She passed a moment wondering if she looked the same way while sleeping. Probably something similar, she assumed.
After a moment, Faith gingerly settled back into her former spot without waking her brother. Why shouldn't she enjoy it a few more minutes? Any harm it would cause had already been done. Might as well savour the good parts.
It would have been far too easy to get used to snuggling with Silas. He felt good. Granted, she had very little experience sleeping with boys, so perhaps it was just the novelty talking. But the physical reassurance combined with brotherly love and trust was a potent mix.
Silas eventually stirred awake. Faith thought about trying to hide, but it was an instinctive reaction rather than a rational one. He already knew she was there, and there was nowhere to hide anyway.
"Hey," Faith said in a quiet voice.
Silas blinked a few times, then smiled. "Hey yourself."
"Sorry I got a little weird last night."
"What? Oh, the sleeping thing? Yeah, don't worry about it."
"Are you sure? I mean, I know I kind of intruded, and you probably don't want your sister coming along and ruining your privacy and whatever, and-"
Silas cupped Faith's cheek. She hesitated, being quite unused to the gesture. His continued soft smile eased her anxiety, at least.
"It was nice," Silas said. "I don't often get girls pleading to sleep with me. I kinda liked it."
Faith rolled her eyes, though internally she felt warmth and a lessening of her turmoil. "It wasn't that kind of 'sleeping,' dummy."
"If you say so."
"I'm your sister. You shouldn't even make those kinds of jokes about me."
"Or perhaps it's all the funnier because you're my sister."
"All the grosser, more like."
Faith abruptly rolled out of bed. She needed a little space before things turned awkward. Not that they necessarily would, but there was a definite risk in staying put.
"Where you going all of a sudden?" Silas asked.
"Nowhere. Just time to get up, is all."
"Oh. Ok. I guess."
"You got any breakfast-type foods, or am I just gonna have to starve for now?"
"Nah, I got cereal. And bagels, I think. Assuming they haven't gone bad."
Faith gave her brother a sidelong glance. "Cereal it is. Or... do I have to worry about the edibleness of the milk as well?"
"It's fine. Bought it two days ago. Or three." Silas paused and looked thoughtful. "Four tops."
"Good lord. How do you keep yourself alive?"
"Luck and dashing good looks?"
"I... yeah. Sure. We'll go with that."
Faith strolled away to assemble some kind of non-toxic breakfast. She glanced back at Silas a few times, and was mildly disconcerted that he seemed to be watching her. Hopefully that didn't mean anything bad. But then, if it meant something good, that might be just as worrying in its own way.
****
Silas had some time to himself when he first opened up the office for the day. Faith had swung over to their parents' place for a shower and change of clothes. She'd promised to be as quick as possible, though Silas truly wasn't worried about it. He'd handled his business alone for quite a while, after all.
Well, almost alone. Silas smiled as he stepped through the door and was greeted by the sight of Aggie hanging near-motionless in the middle of the room.
"Hey, spooky-girl," Silas said. "I see you're back."
"Sure am, meatbag."
"Finished pouting?"
Aggie frowned. "I might have overreacted a bit."
"I'll say."
"But you were a bit of a dick too."
"What else is new?"
Aggie glared and folded her arms. She moved in front of Silas as he tried to cross to his office. He could just walk through her, of course, but doing that was just creepy.
"Alright," Silas sighed. "You're right. I could have handled shit a little better too. I'm sorry, ok?"
Aggie's expression softened a bit. "Do you mean that, or are you just trying to placate me?"
"Both."
"Fair enough."
Silas stepped forward, and Aggie drifted to the side. She fell in beside him until he reached his desk and sat down.
"Fai's gonna be working with us for the foreseeable future," Silas said. "Are you going to be ok with that?"
"You really should consult with me about these things. It's not fair you just get to make decisions and expect me to live with them."
"No, it isn't fair. But neither is being pestered by an invisible friend until you can't maintain a normal relationship with a living person. I'd say we're roughly even."
"Can't believe you're still holding that against me," Aggie mumbled.
"You're still doing it! Of course I'm holding it against you!" Silas waved his hand in the direction of Faith's office. "You tried to get me to kick my sister out, remember?"
"Ancient history, dude. Why can't you just let the past be the past?"
Silas slumped and shook his head. "Yeah, alright. Whatever. Hush for a few minutes, would you? I have to listen to some messages. You know, do work."
"You got it, boss."
Silas narrowed his eyes, but didn't push things any further. Minor victories were basically the best he could hope for with Aggie.
****
Faith ran later getting to work than she liked. Her arm had been running lower on power than she realized, which meant taking it off for recharging. That gave the rest of her tasks just that little bit of extra challenge.
Then, of course, she had to field questions from concerned parents who didn't quite seem to grasp that she was capable of taking care of herself now. It didn't matter that she'd been totally on her own for the past couple years, as soon as she was back it was like she was a rebellious teenager all over again.
Fortunately, Silas hadn't seemed to concerned about her arrival time when she checked in with him. Granted, his management style seemed to be rather on the slack side anyway, even if he wasn't her brother. And she wasn't entirely certain what her work hours were even meant to be, or what she was getting paid, or... any details at all, really. She'd have to discuss those things at some point.
Upon arrival, Faith was quickly worried by just how amused her brother was. Not minding her showing up hella late was one thing, enjoying it was something else entirely.
"Alright, what are you smirking about?" Faith demanded.
"Whatever do you mean?" Silas asked without the slightest fading of his grin.
"You've got that look like you're about to do something horrible to me. I grew up with you. I know what it looks like."
"Perish the thought. I'm just excited because I've found the perfect case for you."
"That doesn't reassure me."
"It probably shouldn't."
Faith was unable to drag any more details out of her brother until their new client, Enid, arrived. She was an old lady, though still in reasonable physical shape, given that she walked and drove unassisted. Faith put on a false cheerful face as she followed her brother and the lady into Silas's office.
Introductions were made, though Faith was only half paying attention. Silas was up to some manner of shenanigans and it was bugging her like crazy that she didn't know what they were.
"So, Enid," Silas said with a quick Cheshire-cat smile at his sister. "Why don't you explain your problem for Faith. She's the one I told you about. I really think she can help."
Goddammit. Faith maintained a frozen expression of professional interest even as she wanted to leap out of her chair and smack Silas with something very heavy.
"Ah, yes," said Enid, peering intently at Faith. "You do look like the sort."
"What sort, exactly?" Faith asked, already bracing for the answer.
"Psychic, of course. This is something of a supernatural problem."
There it was. Faith should have realized that would come back to bite her in the ass. "I see."
"Oh yes," Enid continued. "I'm quite sure there's a ghost haunting me."
"Is there really?" Faith asked, trying really hard not to direct full-on murder-eyes at her brother.
"There have been all these things moving and falling over," prattled the old woman. "And sounds late at night." She raised a finger. "It all started when my husband died. It could be that he hasn't found peace in the afterlife. He might need help."
"Could be," Faith agreed without really paying attention. She carefully, sneakily, produced a quarter and set it on Silas's desk. She lined up her shot with the exquisite perfection only a computer-enhanced eye could produce. Then, with a motorized finger joint, flicked the coin at her brother. Hard.
"Ow!" Silas yelped, startling their elderly client.
Faith remained the picture of innocence as Silas tried to explain away his outburst. He deserved it, trapping her with this crazy old lady who thought her husband was back from the dead. What nonsense. Ghosts weren't real. Everybody knew that.
****
"An actual ghost case, huh?" Aggie said.
Since Faith was also present in the car, Silas couldn't answer. Aggie knew that, and once again seized an opportunity to speak aloud without interruption.
"I mean, we've had those ones before where there wasn't really anything strange going on. Just paranoia," Aggie continued. "Although there was that one that might have been a ghost that buggered off before we got there."
Silas scratched his ear as though it might help him block out his invisible companion.
"I have a good feeling about this one," Aggie said without pause. "There's gonna be a real ghost, I'm gonna have a friend for a while, then when they fuck off like all my ghost friends eventually do, it'll actually be productive. That'll be a nice change."
"I can't believe we're actually doing this," Faith said.
"Oh thank god," Silas breathed in relief from Aggie's unanswerable monologue.
Faith cocked her head. "What?"
"Nothing. And yes, we're actually doing this."
"But it's dumb."
"It's an investigation opportunity. We're going to investigate. And get paid."
"But... but... we'll just be taking money from a crazy old woman."
"Partly, yes," Silas conceded. "But there might actually be something going on. Not necessarily ghost related."
"Definitely not ghost related," Faith said.
"Hey!" Aggie interjected. "That's livingist!"
"But there could be something," Silas said, raising his voice louder than necessary.
"There's not even gonna be," Faith pouted, folding her arms across her chest. "You just took this case as a jab at me. Just because I said I was psychic."
"To be fair, you're the one making the claim, so you shouldn't be so upset that I want to put it to use. Also, yeah, it's kinda funny."
"Dick."
"Oh lighten up. If it turns out to be nothing, then it's nothing. We'll only have to be there maybe an hour or two tops."
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever."
They arrived at Enid's house and set up camp in her living room. Silas had made sure to bring cameras, a laptop, sound equipment, and other such things that he hoped made them look like an old lady's idea of ghost hunters. In truth, of course, he had something far better than technology.
"I'ma go float around, see what's what," Aggie said.
Silas glanced over his shoulder to make sure no one was in ear shot. "Yeah, you do that," he whispered back.
"Don't have too much fun with your new girlfriend while I'm gone," Aggie said, just before taking off through the wall.
"Sister," Silas muttered, though he knew Aggie was just trying to needle him a little. The worst part was it worked.
"So now what?" Faith asked. "We set up surveillance and wait for a book to fall off a shelf?"
"Kinda, yeah. We'll get Enid to point out the most disturbed locations, set up equipment, and go over the house while we're at it just in case there are, like, raccoons living in the attic or something."
"Fine. Let's get to it then."
Silas went through the motions. He was long since used to pretending like he was doing important work, while really he was just waiting for Aggie to solve everything. Sure it was cheating, but it worked phenomenally.
He kept half an eye on Faith as she helped examine rooms and set up equipment. He told himself it was simply to make sure she was doing things correctly, but that was a total lie. With Aggie doing all the real work anyway, it didn't really matter what he and his sister spent their time on.
"Seems pretty clear," said a voice right in Silas's ear.
Silas jumped, then sighed and gave Aggie a disgusted look. "Don't sneak up like that."
"Can't help it. Sneaking is literally my best thing."
"Yeah, well... don't."
"But you know, I wouldn't have startled you so much if you hadn't been distracted." Aggie's voice was overly chipper, with just a hint of smugness. That wasn't good.
"I was just thinking."
"Uh huh. Sure you were. Thinking while staring at your sister's butt, maybe."
"Was not!" Silas protested much too defensively.
"What?" Faith called from across the room. "I didn't catch that."
"Nothing," Silas called back. "Just... swearing at this camera. Piece of junk." He lowered his voice again. "Why would you even say that, Aggie? Or is this you trying to drive a wedge between us again?"
"Of course not," Aggie replied innocently. "We're past all that."
"Good. Because-"
"I think it's sweet how close you two are. Really warms my heart." Aggie glanced down at her chest. "Or the area my heart should be, anyway."
"Does it really? That's quite a change from being the jealous little witch you were when she first showed up."
"I know, I know. But who am I to get in the way of true love."
Silas's eyes narrowed. "You came to my place this morning, didn't you?"
"Might have."
"Fai and I were just sleeping."
"Of course you were."
"I mean it. I only have the one bed. We had to share."
"Right. 'Had to.' Got it."
"Oh fuck off, Aggie."
"Shan't."
Silas tried to ignore his ethereal companion. It was next to impossible the way she kept bouncing around in his peripheral vision, self-satisfied as anything.
It made it even worse that she'd waited to catch him staring. It had been perfectly innocent, and certainly not at Faith's butt no matter what Aggie claimed, and not matter how nice a butt-
Nope. Not going there.
It was innocent, that was the point. Nothing weird going on at all. Just a pair of siblings working together to catch a ghost. Totally normal shit.
"I think it'd be kinda hot," Aggie whispered.
Silas flipped her off and did his best not to engage verbally.
"I mean, she's not really my type," Aggie continued. "But I think you two look good together. The family resemblance probably has something to do with it."
"That's fucked, Aggie. Even for you."
"Oh come on, I'm just kidding. You know I'm kidding, Silly. Obviously you don't want to bone your sis."
"That's right."
"Maybe just see her topless every now and then..."
****
Silas seemed quite distracted. Faith wasn't sure what was going on with him, but it kind of seemed like he was muttering to himself whenever she wasn't quite in earshot. It was a little disconcerting.
Faith tried her best not to worry about her brother's apparent insanity. He was probably just annoyed with himself for taking a stupid job just to irritate her. Not very forward thinking of him, really.
"Sooo... house seems pretty quiet," Faith prodded. "Kinda like there's nothing weird going on at all."
"Yeah, kinda," said Silas. "Nothing on the ol' psychic radar, I take it."
"That's not-" Faith sighed. "Yeah. What the hell. Radar's all clear."
Silas nodded. "Then we hold tight, for now. Night's when the worst ghosting happens."
Faith watched Silas for a moment, but there was no sign that he was joking. "I really can't tell how serious you are about all of this," she said. "I mean, it has to be a joke, right? But you just... you're taking parts of this so seriously."
For a moment, Faith thought Silas was just going to ignore her. Then he seemed to reach a decision.
"What would you think if I told you ghosts are actually real?" he asked.
Faith threw her hands up. "I don't know. That you hallucinated them one time and now you believe in fairy tales? Something like that."
Silas smiled crookedly. "Then yeah, it's a joke. Just play along for a bit, convince the old lady we're doing our thing."
Faith rolled her eyes and stomped off to another room. Her stupid brother was being a tenacious pain. And it was starting to seem like it wasn't even anything to do with her, which was weird. What other motive could he have? Unless he just really, really wanted Enid's money. That felt too desperate though.
Hours passed, and Faith went from mildly annoyed to downright bored. It was nice spending time with her brother after so long apart, but she was seriously contemplating whether it was really worth it. Maybe working together just wasn't the right fit.
Faith was still contemplating her life choices when dishes started smashing in the kitchen.
"Shit!" Faith yelped as she startled to alertness. "What the hell was that?"
Silas appeared just as startled for a moment, then paused and lapsed into his 'conversing with an imaginary friend' state of being.
"Sil! What the hell, dude?" Faith demanded.
"Sorry, what?"
"You're zoning out on me like crazy. What's going on with you?"
"Nothing. Let's go check that noise out. I've a feeling we're about to encounter our reported ghost."
"Do you really?" Faith asked wearily. "Fine then. Let's go see."
Enid was in the kitchen, shards of broken plates scattered across the floor. Faith was prepared to assume that the woman had simply had a clumsy accident, but that didn't quite feel right. For one thing, Enid was pleading with the air to 'stop this nonsense and try to find peace.'
Goddammit.
And now Silas was openly talking with the air too. Like, having an actual conversation with it and everything. It was like the sort of stupid thing you'd see on a prank show, where everyone was trying to convince her that ghosts were real.



"Sil, what the hell's going on?" Faith demanded. "Seriously."
Silas shrugged helplessly. "What does it look like?"
"I know what it looks like. I want to know what it actually is."
"Apparently Enid was right, her husband is, in fact, haunting her."
"Oh for fuck's sake."
"Well he is."
As if to underscore her brother's point, a cupboard opened all by itself and a row of glasses leapt to their gravitationally-inevitable demise.
Faith glared at the cupboard for a moment, like somehow she'd see the strings and everything would make sense. She even zoomed in for a detailed inspection, but from all appearances they were totally normal dish-containing spaces.
"So there's really a ghost doing that?" she finally said.
"Yeah. I mean, he shouldn't be able to. I guess he's just, like, super pissed about being dead, though. As far as we can tell, that's making physical interaction possible for him. It doesn't make much sense, and is probably wildly incorrect, but it's what we're going with for now."
"'We?' You mean you and him?"
"Nah. So, like, I can kind of see a ghost-"
"I know. That's what we're talking about."
"No, I mean one specific one. Ever. And she's playing middle-man here, because I can't see the dead husband at all. 'Cept he keeps throwing things, so at least I have an idea."
More plates shattered on the tile floor. Faith was torn between calling bullshit, and just giving in and accepting that some supernatural tomfoolery was afoot.
"So you've had a ghost friend this whole time?" Faith tried cautiously.
"Kinda not the time for explaining everything right now," Silas said.
"And she can see the ghost plate-breaker," Faith continued obliviously.
"Yes, but-"
"And you can only see her. And I can only see you..." Faith held her head for a moment. "This is so dumb."
****
Silas gave up trying to explain things to Faith. She had the general idea now, at least. And there was no way she could just dismiss him as being crazy. Not with violent evidence being tossed about every few seconds.
"Alright, Aggie," he said. "Is this guy listening to you yet?"
"Not even a little," Aggie replied. "He just keeps ranting about how no one's arrested his murderous wife."
"Right. I got that. And he's sure she killed him?"
"Sounds like it. He's not exactly presenting calm evidence for us to evaluate, though."
"Well keep trying." Silas flinched as a cup whizzed by a little too close for comfort. "I'm going to talk to his wife. See what she has to say about it."
Enid was still pleading with the room at large. It took Silas a few tries to get her attention.
"Hey, so, your husband... ex-husband... whatever," Silas said. "He says you murdered him. Is that at all accurate?"
Enid clasped her hands to her mouth. "Of course not. I would never do something like that."
"Didn't think so. Do you have any idea why he thinks you did?"
"Something about poisoning him," Aggie supplied. "He's mentioning poison now."
"Right, sure," said Silas. "Poison, perhaps?"
"Oh that's foolishness," said Enid. "His doctor said he had to take those pills. I kept telling him, but he wouldn't unless I snuck them in his food. I had to do it. I wanted him to be healthy."
"Doesn't seem to have helped much," Aggie observed helpfully.
"Yeah, not so much, huh," Silas agreed. "Aggie, can you explain to this guy that-"
"Oh he's even more pissed now, Sil," said Aggie. "He has some very nasty things to say about doctors."
"That's fine, but-"
"Like crazy pissed. He'd be foaming at the mouth if he still had one."
"Ok, but-"
"And he'd really like you to shut up. Me too, for that matter. Keeps taking swings at me. Doesn't seem to grasp that both of us being intangible makes it, like, doubly impossible for him to hit me."
"Are you finished? Because-"
Silas stopped mid-sentence. This time there was no interruption, he just found that he couldn't speak. His whole chest and neck area felt super weird.
"Oh fuck," said Aggie. "He went for you. I thought it'd be fine, but he's doing something, isn't he? Oh shit. Fuck."
Silas staggered against the counter as his body continued to betray him. It was an acutely terrifying experience. He didn't know what was happening, or how long it would last. It was probably the most helpless he'd ever felt.
"Sil! Siiilll!" Aggie shouted, to no effect. "Come on... just... I don't know. Do something!"
Her panic might have been funny any other time. Now, however, it only added to Silas's. He could have used some calm reassurance, and all he was getting was a room full of people just as upset as he was.
"I think I see him," Faith said.
Silas couldn't answer, but he was able to turn his head enough to find his sister. She was squinting intently at an area just in front of him. He couldn't imagine what she possibly thought she saw.
"Don't move," Faith said as she stepped closer.
Right. Don't move. Silas was all over that.
"What's she doing?" Aggie asked, as if Silas had an answer for her.
As if in slow motion, Faith wound up and threw her robot arm toward her brother in a furious, mechanically aided punch. Silas watched with detached interest as her fist sailed whisker-close to his chin. Then, abruptly, the air in front of him exploded in a flash of blinding light.
****
Faith picked herself carefully off the floor. Her robot arm hung limp and unresponsive at her side.
By all rights that shouldn't have worked, but as far as she could tell it actually had. There had been no way to physically grab her brother's assailant. The only thing she'd been able to think of in the short window she had was a large electrical surge. She'd been lucky.
"You alright?" Faith asked.
Silas lay dazed but conscious on the floor. "I think so. I'm not dead, right?"
"Not unless I am too." Faith extended her good hand and helped Silas to his feet. "Seems like we're just bruised though."
"Yeah." Silas blinked rapidly and looked around. "Still seeing spots," he said. "What exactly did you do?"
Faith offered a shy, crooked smile. "Saved the day, I think."
Silas nodded slowly. "Aggie says mister mean ghost is gone. Probably permanently."
"Only probably?"
"Well... it's not an exact science."
"Fair enough." Faith looked around at the destroyed kitchen, the old lady in shock in the corner, and her own useless arm. "So can we go now or what?"
****
After a little clean up duty, Silas took Faith back to their parents' house. He covered for her so that her non-functioning arm wasn't noticed until they were able to slip away upstairs.
"Do you need help with anything?" Silas asked.
"I've kinda been dealing with this shit for years, Sil."
"No, I know. Just asking. That's all."
Faith gave him a weak smile. "Thanks, I guess. You could, like, turn around while I do this."
"I've seen it before."
"I know. Just... please?"
"Alright." Silas turned his back while Faith removed her arm and set it up to charge. "You remember when I used to think it was the funniest thing in the world that you could be literally disarmed?"
Faith sighed loudly. "Unfortunately, yes. I hated you making that joke so badly. You don't even know."
"I kinda know. That's part of what made it funny."
Silas turned back around. Faith stood at an angle to him such that he almost wouldn't even notice her severe lack of symmetry. She had practice with achieving such visual effects.
"Mom's gonna want you to stay for supper," Faith said.
"Yeah, she always does when I'm over."
"Are you gonna?"
"I don't know. Maybe."
"You should."
"I should?"
"Yeah. I think I need someone else taking their focus a little. I'm not up to doing it solo tonight."
Silas nodded. "Ok. I'll hang out a while. See how things go."
"Thanks." Faith bit her lip. "Of course, now that I've asked you to stay, I kinda want to hit the shower..."
"That's fine. I'll wait." Silas sat down on Faith's bed. "You need any help or anything?"
Faith arched an eyebrow. "Help with my shower? You goddamn perv."
"That's not... oh fuck off. Brat. You know what I meant."
Faith giggled. "Yeah, I do. And no, I don't need any help."
Faith flounced out of the room. Silas lay back across her bed and closed his eyes for a moment. The peaceful silence lasted only long enough for him to just begin relaxing.
"That's too bad she didn't wanna shower with you," Aggie said.
"I was wondering where you were," Silas said. "Lurking and spying, I see."
"That's what I do," Aggie confirmed. "Your sister'd probably still let you get in with her if you asked nicely."
Silas opened his eyes and regarded his ghost friend with a weary expression. "I am so not in the mood for this shit."
"Oh whatever. You're alive. That's more than some of us can say."
"But very nearly not, as you may recall."
Aggie shrugged. "Probably he wouldn't have been able to do any real damage. I mean, I honestly don't know how he was able to affect you to begin with. Must have just been super, super pissed. For all I know that gives us super powers."
"What, you've never been that pissed?"
"Nah. He was all mad and scared about being dead. Looking for something to blame other than his lack of care for his own body. I kinda just accepted it when I woke up dead one morning."
"I don't believe that."
"Believe what you want. It's true. Death's just... I dunno. It just is. No point getting worked up over it."
"Alright then."
Silas rolled to face away from Aggie. She casually floated into a 'sitting' position in front of him again.
"You really like Faith, don't you?" she said.
"She's my sister, Aggie."
"And you think she's attractive?"
"I guess."
There was a pause. "I know brothers and sisters don't hook up," Aggie said. "They're not supposed to or whatever. But, like, it doesn't feel like a big deal to me."
"Oh god."
"Some things don't make sense to me, you know? Like... worrying about embarrassing yourself in public. I remember it being bad, and how I used to care. Now, though, it just doesn't make any sense."
"Right. Good. You don't understand stage fright or incest. Good talk."
Aggie tilted her head. "You're being dismissive, Silly."
"I sure am. I'm hoping you'll take the hint and stop talking. Or at least change the subject."
"You're not comfortable talking about it?"
"Of course I'm not. She's my sister."
Aggie nodded and rocked back and forth pensively for a moment. "I think it's my hormones," she said. "My lack of them. My lack of a sex drive. Everything's about sex with people. All the stuff they like and dislike, and all the stuff they are or aren't comfortable with."
"That's an exaggeration."
"Not that much of one."
Silas sat up, finally curious. "You aren't interested in sex at all? Not even spying on naked people or anything?"
Aggie shrugged. "What's the point. I can't masturbate. Can't get fucked. I still have something of a detached curiousity about stuff, and sometimes I still spy just because it makes me feel like a person."
"And how exactly does trying to hook me up with my sister fit into that?"
Aggie smiled shyly. "Oh that's pure self-interest. Obviously I like it better when you have no social life-"
"Obviously?"
"Well, it means you have more time for me."
"Right. Of course."
"But if you're going to be actually hanging out with other people, I'd like to just keep it at one. Someone who now knows about me is somewhat ideal. Means you can talk to me even when they're around."
"Dude..."
"I know. Isn't that the most selfish thing you've ever heard?" Aggie floated a couple feet off the bed while maintaining a perfect cross-legged position. "And yet, I don't really feel bad about it. I'm pretty sure I should, but I don't." She gestured with one hand. "Hormones. I'm telling ya."
Silas shook his head in exasperation. "You must know I'm not gonna, like, bang my sister just to satisfy your weird obsession with me."
"No, I know. I'm just hoping to nudge you toward it since you're kinda leaning that way already."
"Oh I am not!"
Aggie gave him a lop-sided smile. "Sure you aren't." She threw her hands up. "Try and hide secrets from the world's greatest spy. See how far that gets you."
"You little shit."
Silas threw a pillow at Aggie. It passed harmlessly through her. She glanced down at her non-corporeal tummy.
"You're clearly in a bit of a mood," she said. "I'm gonna leave you alone for a while."
"Yeah. You do that."
Aggie waved her fingers daintily. "Have fun."
"Have fun with what?" Silas asked, though it was already too late.
It was so dumb trying to talk to her sometimes.
****
Faith stayed in the shower longer than she meant to. The soft waterfall cascading over her was soothing after a pretty damn hectic day.
So ghosts were real. That was a thing. And her brother... she wasn't sure if he'd almost died, or if he'd actually just been in some minor, temporary peril. The implications bothered her either way. It was just so freaky.
Drying off one-handed had become more or less normal for Faith, even though it didn't happen nearly so often since she got her new arm. It still took longer and the hard to reach areas were a pain, but she barely gave it any thought as she went through the motions.
After that came the finicky process of wrapping her towel around herself. That was even more of a pain, but again was something she had far too much practice with.
Silas was still in her room when she returned. It almost looked like he was asleep at first, but then his eyes opened.
"Damn," he mumbled. "Why do the cute towel-clad girls walking in on me always have to be my sister?"
"You have that problem a lot, do you?"
"No. Possibly just the once, actually."
"You goof." Faith padded to her dresser. "I'm gonna need to get changed."
"Yeah. I figured."
Faith stalled a bit by rummaging through her clothing. Silas still didn't move.
"That was a hint to get out of my room for a minute," she said.
"But I'm so comfy here."
"Yes, well that- fuck."
Faith had turned a little too quickly, and her clumsily secured towel had simply given up. It fell to the floor and left Faith totally naked.
There was a long silence as Silas stared at Faith. She stared back, daring him to say anything.
"Why do cute girls dropping their towels always gotta be my sister?" he finally said.
Faith rolled her eyes and picked her towel back up. "Yeah, poor you." She held her towel awkwardly in front of her. There was absolutely no way for her to wrap it back around herself without looking totally stupid in front of her brother, not to mention giving him even more of a show.
Despite her outward calm, Faith trembled slightly from sheer nerves. She didn't know what to do now. Acting like she wasn't embarrassed at all was the only defense she had against the weird situation she found herself in.
"I should probably leave, huh?" Silas said eventually.
"Probably," Faith agreed. "You could also, like, stop staring at me."
"I could."
Silas didn't stop staring. Faith clutched her towel even more tightly with her one good hand.
"Seriously. Stop."
Instead of stopping, Silas stood and approached Faith. Her pulse quickened yet further with each step he took toward her. He reached out and took the towel from her unresisting hand.
"What are you doing?" Faith asked in a small, distant voice.
"Helping," Silas said while somehow maintaining eye contact.
Faith's mouth opened, but she didn't have any relevant words. She pressed her lips closed and waited.
After a pause of a few long seconds, Silas spread the towel open and wrapped it around Faith. He secured it snugly, then stepped back.
"I didn't need your help," Faith said defensively.
"I know."
"And you're still staring."
"I am."
"Well cut it out."
Silas finally looked away. "I don't think I've ever seen you naked before."
"That's just as well. You're not supposed to."
"It's kinda messing with my head."
"Shouldn't've looked then."
Silas shrugged. "When there's a naked girl in front of me, I can't not look."
"I'm your sister."
"Yes, I'm aware."
Faith fidgeted with the hem of her towel, then snapped her hand away. She didn't want it falling off again.
"And I'm kinda of a freak," she said quietly.
"I don't think so."
"So you like to tell me. But I know I look weird. The missing arm is kind of a dealbreaker."
"Honestly, that didn't even occur to me while you were naked. I kinda just saw boobs."
"Did you now?" Faith risked a small smile. "Mesmerizing, were they?"
"Well, you know. Something like that."
Faith bit her lip. "That's kinda pervy of you."
"I guess." Silas shrugged. "You've got a nicer body than you'd ever admit. If you'd just stop focusing on the one thing you think ruins everything..." He shrugged again. "Anyway, what do I know. I should let you get dressed."
Faith nodded and waited until her brother left the room. She counted a few extra seconds to make sure he wasn't going to come back, then undid her towel. She let it drop to the floor, then turned firmly away from the door.
Her reflection in the mirror confirmed some of what Silas said. Faith recognized that various parts of her body probably were attractive when taken as separate from the whole. Maybe Silas had actually been too focused on her tits to view the entirety of her. Or maybe, just because it was him, he really was sufficiently used to the way she looked.
Could he actually ignore her missing arm though? He'd known her long enough to basically accept her as she was. It was just so hard to believe that it didn't affect the way he saw her at all.
Then again, what exactly did he see? Silas wasn't meant to be seeing her naked, nor looking at her in pervy sorts of ways.
Faith flushed slightly as she realized where her thoughts were headed. Wondering what her brother actually thought of her naked body. That was pretty fucked. Even worse was somehow, somewhere in the darker places of her mind, she kind of liked the thought that he had legitimately checked her out.
Probably any reasonably attractive guy looking at her that way would have elicited that reaction. It had nothing to do with Silas specifically. Faith was so starved for sexual attention that even her brother counted. That was all.
Goddamn she needed to sort her romantic life out one of these days. Faith had no idea how that was going to happen, but she really needed to figure it out. Already she was toying with the notion of arranging another towel-accident for Silas. Embarrassing herself in front of her brother was about all the action she ever got. That was just too sad.
****
Silas ate supper with Faith and their parents. Faith's arm was still charging, but she ate one-handed as casually as anything in her life. Silas liked that about her.
The only reason he gave the subject any thought at all was that he hated how Faith let it ruin her romantic life. Physically she coped amazingly. Emotionally, not so much.
Partly Silas kept pondering his sister's problems so he wouldn't have to go over and over certain other things in his head. Like her tits. Or, indeed, the pretty little pussy he'd glimpsed between her thighs.
If she could only see inside his mind she'd surely have to give up some of her self-doubts. If even her brother got thinking about her the way Silas was, imagine what she could do to non-related guys.
Silas planned on taking off after dinner, but somehow that didn't happen. He stayed and had a drink at his mother's insistence. That became another drink after that. Soon he'd had too much to drive himself home. He'd got himself stuck.
He wanted to be stuck, in a bizarre way. It was Faith. Whether he wanted to stick around and provide emotional support, or whether he just wanted another peek at her tits he wasn't quite sure. The former, probably. Hopefully.



"Looks like I kinda got you stuck here, huh?" Faith said.
She was curled up in her favourite comfy chair. Silas smiled from his seat across the living room.
"Yeah, kinda," he agreed. "Mom's insisting I stay the night now. Pretty sure she's making up my old bed as we speak."
"Sorry."
"Nah, it's fine." Silas glanced down at the small remainder in his glass. "I shouldn't have accepted a drink if I really wanted to get out of here."
Faith nodded. She was quiet for a moment before speaking again. "Is your ghost friend still hanging around?"
"Aggie? Not right now. She was. Then..."
"Then what?"
Silas shook his head. He really wasn't sure he wanted to get into it. "We had kind of a dumb conversation. She went off to do her own thing. Far as I know, she's been gone since then."
"As far as you know? What does that mean?"
"She's a ghost. I can see her, but she's still super good at hiding and lurking and shit."
"Oh, yeah. I guess that makes sense." Faith glanced around the room like she'd be able to spot a lurking apparition. "What was your conversation about?"
Silas snorted. "You don't want to know."
"Why not?"
"'Cause it's, like, pretty weird."
"Can't possibly be any weirder than this day's been."
"Well, you say that..."
"Look, Sil, if you really don't want to tell me, then don't."
Silas ran his finger around the rim of his glass. It wasn't that he didn't want to share, it was that he wasn't sure what reaction he'd get. He actually kind of wanted to discuss it with Faith just so he'd have someone to commiserate with. It wasn't fair having to deal with his deranged, deceased companion all by his lonesome. It could really wear at one's sanity after a while.
"She thinks we should fuck," Silas said aloud without quite knowing when he'd decided to do so.
"What, you and her?" Faith asked. "Doesn't that, like, not work?"
"You and me," Silas corrected.
"Ah. Yeah. That's kinda what I thought you meant. But just, like... wow."
"I know. Like I said, kinda weird."
The siblings fidgeted and avoided eye contact. Silas already regretted saying anything.
"Is it 'cause she's into that sort of thing?" Faith asked softly.
"She's not really 'into' much of anything, the way she tells it." Silas shrugged. "She's a little possessive of me. Seems to think I need to keep my social circle as limited as possible. As if that's not already the case."
"That may be a little too limited," Faith mumbled.
"Yeah. No kidding."
The tension remained unbroken as their parents returned. Silas learned, as he'd suspected, that his old bed was ready and waiting for him. He stayed and chatted until he could reasonably make an excuse to head off and settle into his room.
****
Faith had had a long day. She'd absorbed a year's supply of weird within twelve hours or so. She was pretty well ready for it to be over and done with.
However, lying in bed staring at the ceiling wasn't quite what Faith had in mind. She felt absurdly lonely. She was used to being alone to varying degrees, but somehow tonight in particular it hit her extra hard.
Maybe it was just because she knew Silas was so close. Cuddling with him had been... nice, to put it mildly. She found herself craving another chance.
Physical contact was just something people needed, right? It wasn't like there was anything wrong with desiring it after so many lonely nights. Except...
Faith sighed. She really wished Silas hadn't shared that story about his ghost friend's perverse fantasy. It made her question every thought she had about her brother. She hated second guessing her own intentions that way. Just because someone else thought that way didn't mean she ever had or ever would.
Fuck her brother indeed. What a stupid thought.
Faith stood in a fit of determination not to let anyone else dictate her actions or wants. She exited her room and padded silently down to Silas's room.
She paused just outside the door. There was a barely audible mumble from inside. Faith hesitated, then pushed the door open anyway.
"Talking to yourself?" she asked in a hushed voice.
Silas snorted. "You know I'm not." He propped himself up on his shoulder. "And whatever happened to knocking?"
"Nothing happened to it. I just didn't feel like asking." Faith concentrated and switched to looking in thermal mode with her robot eye. Just as with the angry husband-ghost from earlier, she was able to make out a weird distortion where the air was ever-so-slightly cooler than it should have been. It was arguably a girl-shaped distortion, but so vague that Faith wouldn't have guessed if she didn't already know. "Hey, Aggie," she said.
Silas tilted his head curiously. "She says 'hi.' Also some stuff that I'm not going to repeat." He sat upright. "Can you see her or something?"
"Only kinda." Faith crawled in next to her brother. She sat near him, but not so near as to touch. "I guess there's probably something I should explain."
"Yeah, probably."
Faith glanced in Aggie's direction, then raised an eyebrow. "Is Aggie staying?"
Silas waited a moment. "She wants to know what your deal is. She says she'll take off afterward." He sighed. "Also she's winking a lot. I think her mind's in a much different place from ours."
"For someone who supposedly has no sexual interests, she certainly thinks about it a lot," Faith grumbled. She nervously smoothed the sheet beneath her. "So, what I'm gonna say has to stay a secret. Like, for legal reasons. I'm not even supposed to be telling you."
"Oh? Well, you know you can trust me," Silas said. "You can't really trust Aggie, but luckily she couldn't blab to anyone important even if she wanted to."
Faith gave him a crooked smile. "I guess that's good enough." She took a breath. "So the past year or so, I've been engaged in some... experiments, I guess you'd call them. Some tech trials."
"With your new arm and all?"
"Yeah. Partly. There's nothing really special about it, even though it is pretty fucking sweet and cutting edge and all that. So yeah, I kinda got a beta test version."
"Nice. But how are you supposed to keep that a secret? Anyone can see it when you're just walking around."
Faith nodded. "Sure. But they won't see this," she said, pointing to her cyber-eye.
Silas frowned. "Your eye?"
"Right."
Silas leaned closer. "I don't get it."
"It's fake, Sil. Robotic. Or... actually not robotic exactly. I mean, kinda. They had fancy words for it. Biomechanical or something."
"But... there was nothing wrong with your eye."
Faith steeled herself. "No, there wasn't. I had to let them remove it anyway to make room for the test version."
"Fai..."
"I know, I know. It was pretty fucking risky. But Sil, the new arm I got, it's totally worth it."
Silas sighed and rubbed his forehead. "I mean, it's already done," he said.
"That's right, it is. And it's not your decision either way."
"All I'm saying is-"
"Don't. Just don't. I don't wanna hear how it was stupid, or I should have told you, or whatever you're gonna say."
Silas was quiet for several agonizing moments. Faith waited with something like patience for him to process.
"Is it at least super sweet?" he finally asked.
Faith smiled. "It's so cool. The things I can do with it... yeah, man. And no one can even tell. It's all the cool cyborg-y shit with none of the social outcast-y downsides."
"Nice." Silas leaned in close. He squinted and looked back and forth between Faith's eyes. "You can't even tell."
"I know. That's the only reason I agreed to it. I wanted a better arm, but not if it was gonna fuck up my face in the process."
Silas leaned back. "Well, that kind of explains a lot."
Faith arched an eyebrow. "A lot?"
"It explains some weird stuff. You can see way better with it than a regular eye, I assume."
"Sure. Different spectrums and distances and shit."
"So you're not actually psychic. Like, at all."
Faith smiled. "No, Silly. Not psychic. That's just you. Apparently."
Silas sighed heavily. "Trade ya."
"Oh, darling brother." Faith reached out and patted his head. "Would that it were so simple."
"Really though."
A moment passed. Faith chewed on her lip, unsure what to say next.
Silas cocked his head, then refocused on his sister. "Aggie's taking off, by the way. She says..." He stopped. "No, I'm not repeating what she says."
"Probably wise," Faith agreed.
"Aw crap. Except she says she's not leaving if I don't." He glared at the air above them. "Fine. She says 'just fuck already.'"
Faith snorted. "Does she?"
"Yeah. She does. And she's gone."
"Right." Faith ran her eyes around the room. "Do you think she intended to make things awkward on departure?"
"Honestly not sure. I don't think so. Probably more like she either thought it'd be funny, or she really thinks she's helping make her twisted desires a reality."
"Sooo... a total miss either way?"
"Basically, yeah."
Faith wasn't sure what to do now. She wanted to stay, but she felt like connotations had been imposed that she didn't much care to validate. On the other hand, she really didn't want to let some dead girl dictate what she could and could not do with her own brother.
Arriving at a decision, Faith stood. Silas eyed her as though surprised she was leaving. That wasn't what she was doing. Without asking, she flicked off the lights and crawled back into bed.
"Guess you're staying," Silas said.
Faith tried to pick out the emotion in his voice. She didn't have much success. She hoped it was ok. It didn't sound like he minded.
"I am," she said with more confidence than she truly felt. "Fuck Aggie's mind games."
"That's the spirit."
The siblings settled in under the covers. Faith lay on her back and smoothed down the blanket one-handed.
"This doesn't have to be anything gross," she said.
"No, of course not," Silas agreed. "It's just sleeping."
"Right. Exactly."
Faith knew, however, that it wasn't 'just' sleeping. She knew Silas knew it too. But damned if she'd let technicalities get to her now.
After waiting several long minutes so as not to appear needy, Faith rolled toward her brother. She found his shoulder and nestled against it.
Silas's arm slid around her and his palm pressed against the small of her back. She arched her spine in secure contentment.
"I could get used to this," Faith whispered.
"Yeah, me too," Silas replied in the same hushed tone.
Faith luxuriated in the warmth and love of her brother. She felt his heartbeat thumping faintly through his body. His breath was the softest of caresses on her hair.
It was exactly the sort of thing Faith had been missing all that time on her own. She'd never really expected to find it, let alone right back in her childhood home. She wanted to keep hold of it, forever if possible. And more than that...
"Hey, Sil?"
"Yeah?"
"You're not thinking about gross stuff, are you?"
There was a pause. "Why would you ask that?"
"Just answer me, please."
Another pause. "Well now I am."
Faith smiled faintly. "You were the whole time, weren't you?"
Silas shook his head. "No."
"Really?" Faith lifted her head. "Because I kinda was."
Silas traced the line of her cheek with his thumb. "You were?"
"I didn't really want to, especially since Aggie tried to make it all weird and shit." Faith nuzzled her cheek against Silas's palm. "But I totally was. Still am."
"Ah."
"I shouldn't. I think I'm probably just confused. Mixing emotions and thoughts and coming out with entirely the wrong result."
"Yeah, maybe," Silas agreed. He stroked her hair. "That can happen when you're alone too long. It's easy to get confused."
Faith nodded. "Maybe I should sleep in my own bed."
"Maybe," Silas repeated.
Faith had been hoping for Silas to make the decision for her one way or the other. She was disappointed at first that he remained so vocally noncommittal. That disappointment faded as he kept running his fingers through her hair. His touch was gentle, but pulled her inevitably back to him rather than pushing her away.
"Or maybe I could stay here," Faith said.
"I'd like that better," Silas concurred.
"I mean, just sleep though."
"Obviously."
"Nothing weird."
"Naturally."
Faith hesitated. She meant to just lie back down, settle in for some sleep. Something stopped her.
Partly, it was Silas's fingertips tracing down from her cheek to her neck, then to her shoulder. He reached the area when her robot arm would have been, except right now was just empty. It was unquestionably the part of Faith's body she was most sensitive about. Ordinarily, she wouldn't have let anyone touch it. Not even Silas.
Somehow, though, she let him. She let Silas's hand run over her shoulder and down her side. She shivered slightly at the feeling of being so intensely vulnerable with him. It made her anxious, instinctively fearful of rejection, but so intensely happy that she knew that rejection wasn't coming. Not from her brother.
Faith adjusted her eye to get a better look at Silas's face in the dark. There was adoration in his gaze, and a sense of wonder as he caressed the skin just around her empty shoulder. Fucking cyborg fetishist that he was.
"You better not be getting off on that," Faith said quietly.
Silas snorted. "Don't worry. I'm not that much of a nerd."
"Aren't you?"
He shook his head. "I just... I like that you're getting so comfortable with me. I know how much you hate when anyone tries to touch your shoulder."
"And yet you did anyway."
"I did. It was a bit of a gamble. I just wanted to know..."
Faith swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "Wanted to know what exactly?"
Silas slipped his hand under her shirt. His palm was warm against her tummy. "How much you were gonna be ok with."
Faith pushed herself up with her one good arm. Without really thinking about it, she gave her brother better access under her clothes.
His words forced her to think about what she was doing, however, and for a moment she wondered if she was making a mistake. Her indecision didn't last long. She didn't want to stop. Even if it was a mistake, it was one she was ok with making.
Silas pushed Faith's shirt higher up her stomach. Anxious butterflies filled her tummy as he neared her breasts, but he didn't quite go that far. Not yet.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered.
"Liar," Faith said. "You can't even hardly see me anyway."
"I don't need to." His fingertips just barely brushed the underside of her tits. "I've seen you plenty."
"You're still a liar."
There wasn't the force or accusation behind Faith's words that she expected. She realized that she wanted to be proved wrong. She wanted to believe that Silas truly liked the way she looked. She'd been waiting so long for someone to convince her. Admittedly, she'd made the task nearly impossible for most of her life.
"I wouldn't lie about that," Silas said.
"So you say."
Silas grabbed her waist with both hands. Faith squealed in surprise, but allowed herself to be pulled on top of her brother. She swung her leg across him and straddled his stomach.
His twin palms pressed softly against her tummy. They slid apart and up her sides. Her shirt went with them.
Nearly breathless with anticipation and nerves, Faith leaned forward and raised her single arm to allow her shirt to be removed entirely.
Faith had never been topless for a boy. Well, not counting accidents like with the towel earlier. Certainly she'd never let a boy take her shirt off. She was more than relieved to see Silas's happy smile as he gazed appreciatively at her.
Faith was glad of the dark to help shadow her perceived imperfections. Or rather, just the one imperfection. She knew she cared more about her obvious asymmetry than Silas did, and that he'd seen it practically his whole life already, but the lack of lighting let her pretend. Pretend that she was a whole girl, the way she always wanted to be. He could have his reality, she could have hers.
"You just gonna stare all night or what?" Faith asked after a moment of passivity.
"I'm thinking about it."
Silas reached toward his bedside lamp. He probably wouldn't have been able to reach it with Faith pinning him down, but she slapped his hand back anyway.
"No," she said. "No lights."
"But Fai, I want to see you better."
"You've seen me. You know."
"I do. And I want-"
Faith put a finger to her brother's lips. "Shush. I just... I'm not ready for that. I know it's kinda dumb..."
"No it's not." Silas traced a nail up the middle of her tummy between her breasts. "I get it. I'm gonna have to work on you. That's all."
"Yeah. Sure. Work on me."
Faith hissed a breath and arched her back. Silas had finally grabbed one of her breasts. His other hand was close behind on its sister. She felt gloriously wicked letting her brother feel her up like that.
Faith leaned closer to Silas. She balanced herself on her knees with her hand on his chest.
"You gotta lose the shirt," she said.
Silas wordlessly stripped his top off. Faith replaced her hand on his now bared chest. He went back to playing with her tits.
The two of them were down to their underwear. Thrills ran through Faith every time she thought about just how naughty they were being. She became less and less self-conscious all the time. Silas's constantly exploring hands were a symbol of acceptance and desire that was almost entirely foreign to her, and it felt amazing.
Faith realized she was grinding on Silas's tummy. She hesitated, jarring her hips to a quick stop, before deciding she was fine with it. What has started as an unconscious desire to stimulate her pussy became a deliberate effort. His smooth skin combined with the silkiness of her panties didn't make for much friction, but it was something.
A moment later, Silas grabbed her hips and started to push her back. Faith opened her mouth to protest, but it cut off before any sound came out. He wasn't pushing her away, he was pushing her toward his cock.
His hard shaft poked exquisitely against her pussy. Faith rocked her hips harder against her brother, and was rewarded with much better sensations than his tummy ever could have provided.
"Oh goddamn," Silas moaned.
Faith smiled as her brother verbally confirmed that he was feeling the same sorts of things she was. She should have figured that his repositioning of her was as much to do with his pleasure as hers. Probably more, really.
Riding her brother, grinding hard on his cock, was the sexiest experience of Faith's life. No amount of porn or self-service could compare to the sensation of being so in control of both her own and someone else's pleasure.
She felt wild and crazy, so far from her normal picture of herself. She was rubbing her pussy frantically on her brother's steel-hard erection. Her brother! How had that even happened? It kind of made sense to her, but also very much didn't. It didn't matter. She was there, he was there... and fuck did it feel good.
"Grab my ass," Faith whispered.
There was a slight hesitation, then Silas's fingers sank into her butt. He held her ass while she rocked against him. He started pulling and pushing on her in synch with her rhythm, helping her movements to be all the more forceful.
Faith loved the feeling of being manhandled by her brother while at the same time being totally in charge of the both of them. Sure he could have rolled her over and pinned her without a problem, but he wouldn't. He wouldn't dare risk her wanting to stop. There was a mutual power and helplessness combined in their illicit encounter.
One of Silas's hands left Faith's butt. It circled her hip and found the front of her panties. Carefully, working around her grinding, Silas slipped the crotch of her panties aside so that her bare pussy was now rubbing on him.



Faith moaned aloud as she realized what he was doing. As anticipated, he next pulled his cock out of his boxers. That was too much.
Any sense of control Faith had felt vanished in an instant. Nothing separated them now. It was bare pussy to naked cock. Still her brother's. Still unbearably naughty.
One wrong move could mean penetration. Or one right move, if Faith were so inclined. She wasn't sure that she was. She ached to feel her brother inside her. She wanted it so badly. But could she actually?
Then it was too late. Faith's mind was filled with feelings and thoughts, just a total jumble of sexiness. Her pussy was a slick, horny mess that only got more desperate the more she wiggled on Silas's shaft. She was lost to her desire. She was cumming.
It was the release she needed. Pleasure, desire, love all balled up and exploding through her. The constant physical presence of her brother as she came all over his cock. Faith closed her eyes and let it wash through her.
When she reopened her eyes, Silas was still looking up at her, still gazing at her with adoration and lust. She couldn't help herself. She leaned down and kissed him.
The kiss lasted longer than Faith meant it to. She loved the way it felt, the softness of their lips pressed together, the teasing hint of his tongue. She loved the way his fingers tangled in her hair.
The moment was broken when Silas bucked his hips against Faith. She giggled and had to roll off of him.
"Oh come on," he said. "I wasn't done yet."
"I know," Faith said, fighting off the last of her laughter. "I'm sorry."
Silas threw his leg over her and straddled her waist, reversing their previous positions. "Are you really?"
"I dunno. Kinda." Faith ran her hand up his chest. "It felt too good. I couldn't deal."
Silas thrust his cock against Faith. Her panties had fallen back across her slit, so he only grinding on them now instead of her pussy directly.
Faith bit her lips and watched her brother's cock go back and forth. Her immediate horniness had been satisfied, but she was still in the mood to play.
"Hey, Sil?"
"Yeah?"
"Wanna cum on my tits?"
Silas stopped moving. "Really?"
"Yeah."
"You... want me to cum on your boobs?"
"Why are you acting so unsure about it? You don't have to. Just thought it might be fun."
Silas grinned. "It would be fun. That's just not usually the sort of thing girls think is as fun as the guy does."
"Oh really? You're speaking from experience?"
"Well... no... but-"
"Sil? Shut up and cum already."
Silas chuckled and scooted toward Faith's chest. He knelt over her, cock pointed toward her chin, then began jerking off.
Faith watched the close up masturbation in curious awe. It was kind of interesting and sexy, but not what it could be. She wasn't even doing anything.
Without asking, Faith pushed Silas's hand away and grabbed his cock for herself. Unsurprisingly, she got no complaints about it. Her smaller fingers wrapped around his shaft, and she stroked her brother at more or less the same pace he'd used.
"So you're really into this?" Silas asked.
"Which part?"
"The part where I cum on your boobies."
Faith smiled crookedly. "Not sure, really. But it's something I wanted to try." She bit her lip for a second. "There's lots of things I want to try," she said in a quieter voice.
"Lucky me."
Faith tightened her grip, which cut off further conversation from her brother. She wanted to concentrate, to watch him as he got close. His face was absolutely adorable when he lost control of it. His cock was a hard, pulsing monster in her hand. Despite her recent orgasm, Faith felt her pussy respond.
"M'gonna cum," Silas breathed.
"That's the idea."
Seconds later, a splash of hot liquid caught Faith on her collar bone. She aimed her brother lower and let his cum shoot onto her tits. She jerked him dry, then finally released him.
Silas sat back panting slightly. Faith looked down at her chest, but didn't have a great angle.
"How do I look?" she asked.
Silas shrugged. "Can't really see that well."
Faith nodded. She looked toward the lamp, hesitated, then made a firm decision. She flicked the light on and let her brother truly see her.
"Wow," Silas said.
Faith smiled shyly. "So I look ok like this?"
"You look hot, Fai. A little slutty, even."
She giggled. "A slutty sister with brother-cum all over her boobies?"
"Yeah. That."
"Good. That's what I was going for." Faith prodded the cooling cum on her chest. "Feels a little slutty too. I kinda like it. Takes away some of the self-consciousness."
"I'm not sure most girls would feel that way about wearing cum for a bra."
"Yeah, well, most girls have the normal amount of arms. I'm not most girls." Faith pulled her brother in for another, quicker kiss, then pushed him off her. "Anyway, I'm gonna go get cleaned up. I really need some sleep."
"That's probably a good idea. Just let me look a little longer?"
Faith blushed slightly, but it was a good embarrassment. She really didn't mind Silas leering at her boobs. It was a genuine appreciation of her body, which was nice.
"Ok. That's enough," Faith finally said. "Keep the bed warm for me."
"So you're coming back?"
"Of course, Silly. You didn't think I was sleeping alone tonight after all that, did you?"
"Wasn't sure. Glad you're not, though."
Faith felt her brother's eyes on her as she slipped out of the room. She padded down the hallway of their parents' house wearing nothing but soaked panties and brother-cum. That was probably stupid, but she felt so wild, so alive. She couldn't help herself.
She examined herself in the bathroom mirror before making any attempt at wiping herself clean. The dripping cum didn't radically change the way she looked, but in her mind it changed her from a one-armed freak to a slutty little minx. Her pussy tingled at the fresh memory of acquiring all that sexy cum.
Faith mechanically picked up a wash cloth and dampened it in the sink. She was deliberately slow about getting to the actual cleaning part. She couldn't stop staring at herself, even wiggling back and forth for slightly different angles.
Her heart skipped a beat when the door pushed open behind her. She didn't even have the presence of mind to cover up her chest. Luckily, it was Silas following her rather than one of their parents.
"You scared me," Faith said. "I thought you were..."
"Nah. You think Mom or Dad'd be up this time of night?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Well that would have been bad," Silas admitted. "One of them seeing you like this. Screaming, waking the other up." He took the cloth from Faith's unresisting hand. "You trying to explain how you got all bukkake'd."
"S'not nearly enough for a bukkake, you exaggerator."
"Oh? You know what they are, then?"
"Of course. Loneliness means lots of porn, Sil. You should know that."
"All too well."
Silas swiped the cloth across Faith's chest. She didn't need help cleaning, and ordinarily she would have been annoyed that someone thought she did. In this case, however, she suspected Silas was more interested in playing with her boobs than in actually helping. That was ok. That was just some regular boy-girl interaction. That was practically normal, apart from the sibling-ness of it all.
Once cleaned up enough, they retreated back to Silas's room. Faith curled up cozily with her brother and was fast asleep before she knew it.
****
The very first thought on Silas's mind the next morning was of his sister. The previous night felt like a dream to him in the dawn's soft light. The adorable snoring coming from right beside him suggested that it had, in fact, been real.
Silas turned his head. Faith was sprawled in a deceptively ungainly position next to him. He pulled down the covers enough to confirm that she was topless.
Yep. Definitely real.
He'd sprayed cum all over those breasts. It was etched firmly in his mind. It had really happened.
Silas sat up with his back against the headboard. There was some remnant of guilt inside him. Some facet of his being told him he'd done a bad, bad thing. He didn't much agree with that facet, in general. He hadn't forced Faith into anything, nor vice versa. The incest concern was... well, it probably wasn't a big deal. Probably.
"Sooo... d'you have fun last night?"
Silas sighed aloud. There it was. The real reason he should have been worrying.
"Hi, Aggie," he said. "I was wondering how long you were gonna let us be."
"I didn't watch any of last night, if that helps," Aggie said, floating into view.
"No? None of it?"
"Well... just enough to be sure you two were getting it on." Aggie smiled in self-satisfaction. "You definitely won't be chasing any other girls for a while."
"No, probably not. But I haven't been able to chase them much anyway. Your master plan had a bit of a flaw in that regard."
Aggie shrugged indifferently. She peered closely at Faith's cyborg arm socket. "That's kinda neat, huh?" she said.
"Get away from there. Fai doesn't like people staring at it."
"I'm not really a people." Still, Aggie moved away. "You two aren't gonna have a baby, are you? That would be counter productive, I feel."
"Christ, Aggie. No, we aren't." Silas banged his head back against the wall. "And it has nothing at all to do with you either way."
"It has a little to do with me," Aggie said. "You're my best friend, you know. Mostly out of necessity, mind you."
"Yes, I know. It would just be nice if I thought you really... cared... about..." Silas paused. He considered Aggie critically. "Unless you do care," he said slowly.
"What? Of course I do."
"No, I mean actually care. Like, beyond your own selfish desires."
"You're not making any sense, Silly."
"Unfortunately, I think I am making sense. You wanting me and Fai to hook up never had anything to do with your convenience."
Aggie did a slow loop in the air, acting the part of a bored child. "Whatever. You were hanging around with her all the time anyway. Might as well just fuck every now and then. Keep you happy and shit."
"Yeah. Keep me happy and shit. You actually did want me to be happy, didn't you? Even if you are a sick fuck and decided my sister made sense as a sexual partner."
"Hey, you fucked her, not me."
"Technically, neither of us have." Silas grinned. "Yet."
"You're still the sick fuck," Aggie muttered. "I'm just throwing out ideas. Never made you do nothin'."
"Maybe not. But it's so sweet that you care."
"Whatever."
Silas spread his arms. "Come on, give me a hug."
"Ok, I'm done with this shit. Who knew getting laid would make you so insufferable."
"Love you too, Aggie," Silas called after her just before she vanished through the wall.
He chuckled to himself. Though honestly, beyond the amusement factor, he was kind of touched that Aggie had been thinking of his needs, to some extent or other. If only she could have done that when he'd been interested in girls who weren't his sister.
Silas gazed down at Faith's still-sleeping form. Nah. Who was he kidding? He wouldn't give her up for even the non-cestiest of relationships. Maybe it was just as well Aggie had made dating so hard these past couple years.
He really was a sick fuck. Choosing his sister over... well, any non-sister girls out there. Although it hadn't been a choice so much. Just a confluence of circumstances. It wasn't the sort of thing that could happen normally.
Silas pulled the sheet down further, then yanked it all the way off the bed. Goddamn Faith was beautiful. However it had happened, whatever he wanted to call it, waking up next to her made him happy in ways he didn't know how to articulate.
He loved her. He loved his sister like no one else. It wasn't a sexual love necessarily, but it was a love of some descriptor.
Faith's chest rose and fell with every small, adorable breath. Silas just watched her for a while. He watched her lips, her tummy, and, admittedly, her breasts. He couldn't stop. Every time he thought about getting dressed and leaving her to sleep, he came up with some flimsy excuse not to go anywhere just yet.
"I don't think you'd even believe me if I told you how mesmerizing you are right now," Silas whispered.
Faith snored obliviously onward.
Silas touched his fingers delicately to Faith's cheek. He trailed a feather-soft caress all the way down her neck, chest, and tummy. Only her panties stopped him.
"How bad would it be to take those off?" Silas asked his sleeping sister.
Pretty bad, probably. Faith was sleeping, and he really shouldn't do anything until she awoke.
His resolve lasted all of twenty seconds.
Silas rubbed his finger up and down the front of Faith's panties, like he could sneak up on morality if he was subtle enough. His touch grew heavier the more he rubbed. He was torn between wanting her to wake up for some play time, and wanting her to keep sleeping so the moment wouldn't have to end.
"Oh no. Your panties are getting all wet. Can't have that."
Armed with the flimsiest of excuses, Silas edged his sister's panties down her thighs. He forced himself not to look beneath them until they were all the way off. Once they were out of the way, he stared unreservedly.
Faith had the prettiest little pussy. It drew Silas as surely as a massive gravity well. Her unconscious arousal was evident both to sight and touch.
Silas ran his finger along his sister's bare little slit. She was so, so wet. He hadn't realized it was possible for her to be so turned on without being awake.
He spread Faith's legs wider, leaning down between them. She'd like waking up to some tongue action, right? Hopefully she would, because that was the new plan.
Silas buried his face in his sister's cunt. He wrapped his arms around her thighs and held them apart while he took his first exploratory licks.
Faith's pussy was as delicious as it looked. Silas was hooked right from his very first taste. He lapped hungrily at his sister's tight slit, no longer the least bit concerned about disturbing her sleep. He licked and licked and licked.
A stifled moan came from above him. He ignored it. The last thing he wanted was to look up and see a disapproving glare coming back at him. He needn't have worried. Faith's hand gripped the hair on the back of his head and held him firmly in place. As if he was going anywhere.
Sexy juices flooded all over Silas's tongue as Faith came. Her moans were muffled, but vigorous. Her hand clutched painfully tight on his scalp.
Silas grinned as he looked up. "How long were you awake?"
Faith grinned lazily back. "Since about when you started rubbing my pussy."
"And you let me think you were sleeping? Tsk tsk."
Faith wagged a finger. "You molested me while you thought I was asleep. Tsk tsk."
"Yeah, that's fair. Really shouldn't have done that." Silas waited to see if a real rebuke was coming. "It was pretty hot, though."
Faith stretched cat-like. "It was," she agreed. "But also kinda bad."
"True."
"If you want to make up for your badness, you could always make me cum again."
"Deal."
Silas dove back in to her sopping cunt. He got some appreciative moans and head ruffles for his efforts. Not to mention the intrinsic hotness of eating out his sister first thing in the morning.
Faith moaned and squealed and wiggled beneath him as he brought her to another pair of oral climaxes. She finally shoved weakly at his head, then rolled into a protective ball on her side where she lay panting.
Smiling smugly, Silas rested his chin on her hip and waited for her to recover a bit.
"You're cute when you're all sexed out," he said.
Faith stuck her tongue out at him. "Who said I'm sexed out?"
"Well, you stopped me licking you any more."
She nodded. "I just needed a break. That was too intense after the last one."
"So I'm forgiven?"
"Oh, Silly. There was never anything to forgive." Faith started to stretch back out from her human ball. "Although I think it's fair to say you've atoned."
"The difference being..."
"Wronging me versus wronging some sort of moral code. I think you'll find I'm the more flexible of the two."
"Ah. So you were just tricking me into doing your sexual bidding, huh?"
Faith rolled her eyes. "Yeah, sure. That's what happened. I cunningly tricked you into licking my pussy by means of moral blackmail. There's absolutely no way you started doing it on your own and would happily have kept doing it all morning."
Silas grinned. "Ok, you got me." He ran a hand up the inside of her thigh. "In fact..."
"Mmm, that would be nice," Faith said. "But I feel like you've got to be in some pain by now, don't you?"
They both glanced at the prominent bulge in Silas's boxers.
"Enh, it's not that bad, really," he said.
"Oh. So you don't want to deal with it?"
Silas realized he was risking passing on having his penis played with. He quickly shed his shorts and crawled closer to his sister.
Faith bit her lip and examined his brutally hard cock up close. Silas was gratified to see the lust in her eyes as he was blatantly stared at. He shivered when she reached out and wiped at a bit of precum with her thumb.
"Alright, back you go," Faith said.
"What?"
"Back into position," she said, waving him back toward the foot of the bed.
"Oh." Not that he minded eating her out some more, but it felt like quite a tease. "I thought..."
"Thought what?"
Silas shrugged and pointed at his cock. "Thought you were gonna, like, suck it. Or something."
Faith giggled. "Oh, Silly. I could suck it if you'd like. There's all kinds of things I wanna try, and that's certainly one of them."
Silas brightened up. "Then-"
"But wouldn't you rather do something else right now." Faith rolled over and stuck her ass up in the air. She wiggled her bum. "Something that doesn't involve my mouth."
Silas crawled behind his sister. He stared at her tight little ass and perfect little pussy being wantonly displayed for him. "You mean-"
"Yep."
"-you want-"
"Uh huh."
Silas ran a finger over her wet cunt. "Aren't you still, like, a virgin?"
Faith frowned. "Technically, yes. I don't know why you'd bring that up though. You know I'm sensitive about stuff like that."
"No, no. I just mean, we have to go gentle, right? So you don't get hurt?"
"Oh, Silly boy. There's a big, big difference between girls who have never had a boy in them, and girls who have never had anything in them."
Silas's eyes widened. "Oh."
"Honestly, how sexually naive do you think I am?"
"Well-"
"Just because I've done exceptionally poorly with other people, you think I've done nothing?"
Silas smacked Faith's ass to get her to hush for a second. She yelped, then wiggled her butt even more manically.
"I honestly never gave it all that much thought," he said. "Never had a reason to. But I'll admit, I made certain assumptions."
"I mean, from what I understand, you haven't done all that much better romantically than I have..."
"Yeah, yeah."
"Should I go easy on you? You know, so as not to hurt-"
Silas smacked her butt again. It really only quieted her for a few seconds, and beyond that probably had the opposite of the intended effect. It actually seemed to work her up even more.
"I'm sorry I said anything," Silas said.
"Good. Now are you gonna take advantage of me some more or what?"
"I'm starting to think taking advantage of you is deceptively impossible."
"Damn straight."
Silas knelt behind his sister. He put his hands on her butt and spread her cheeks apart. "I can see you butthole," he said.
"Good for you. That's not where you're meant to be looking, though."
Silas grinned and pressed his steel-hard cock against her dripping pussy. "Is that the right spot?" he asked innocently.



Faith moaned in response.
Silas slid his shaft back and forth over his sister's technically virgin entrance. At this point he was teasing her rather than expressing concern for her well-being by going so slowly.
While he was at it, Silas borrowed some pussy juice and rubbed it around her butthole. He circled her rear hole with a pair of fingers, just some more gentle, sensual teasing.
"Sil, I'm only gonna say this once. You try to pound my ass, I'ma get my robot arm and pound yours."
Silas hesitated. "You mean in sense of beating me up?"
"Nope."
"Oh." He carefully took his hand away from Faith's ass. "And here I thought you said you were adventurous."
"I am. And I have been. And butts are gross, and they hurt when you put stuff in them."
"Oh, Fai. Some day-not today-we're gonna try it out and do it right. You'll see."
"Shan't."
"Shall."
"Sha- ooh!"
Silas had carefully timed his initial penetrating thrust so as to interrupt his sister's stubborn argument. He honestly didn't really care about her butt that much, not enough to fight over it. Not when he had her beautiful pussy to christen.
Her cunt was warm and tight, and so very, very wet. Silas pushed deeper into her without ever once worrying that he was forcing it or hurting her. Turned out she kind of knew what she was talking about. Go figure.
Faith mewled happily and pressed her butt back against him. She seemed almost comically eager to get filled up with brother-cock.
Silas grabbed Faith firmly by the hips and buried himself fully inside her. He held her ass in place for a second or two before pulling back and thrusting again.
"Mmm," Faith moaned. "Goddamn that's nice."
"You like, huh?"
"I do. More, please."
"More spanks, or-"
"Yes please!"
"-or more sexing."
"Also yes."
Silas wound back and delivered a particularly cruel smack on his sister's ass. She arched her back and hissed in pleasure.
He also picked up his pace to the point of slamming audibly into Faith's pussy with every thrust. No matter how hard, how dangerously out of control he got, she loved it and kept coming back for more. Silas pounded his sister until she was lying flat on the bed, but if he let up for even a second, she'd stick her butt right back up as far as she could.
Silas's hope had been to make Faith cum all over his cock before blowing his load, but his plan had backfired somewhat. Between fucking her wildly and smacking her cute little ass at every opportunity, he'd gotten himself just as worked up as she was. And unlike his sister, Silas hadn't cum at all yet this morning.
"Shit," he whispered.
"Hm?" Faith hummed through the pillow her face was half-buried in.
"Gonna cum."
"Mmm. Good." Faith lifted her head enough to look back over her shoulder. "You should do it on my tits."
"Again?"
"What, you didn't like it?"
"I quite enjoyed it, actually."
Silas pulled out long enough to flip Faith onto her back. He slammed his cock back into her while gazing down at her beautiful face.
Faith flushed at the direct attention, but it only added to the glow on her face. Her eyes rolled back slightly with every thrust. Her single hand clutched desperately at the sheets for something to hold on to.
At the last moment, Silas pulled out again and scrambled to position himself. Thick, creamy cum jetted out and splashed across Faith's breasts. He sighed in relief at achieving release. The pure bliss nearly, but not entirely, overshadowing the amazing experience of cumming on his sister's tits while it was light enough to see everything. It was so much hotter than in the dark where he was kind of just guessing.
"Mmm," Faith said. "Brother cum."
"Heh. Yeah. Sure is," Silas agreed with a dumb smile. He felt just the tiniest bit faint from his exertion. He also felt overwhelmingly satisfied.
Faith's eyes twinkled. "You technically just took my virginity, you know."
"I guess I did. Technically."
Faith grabbed Silas's shoulder and, with a little cooperation, pulled him in for a long, deep kiss.
A sudden knock at the door made both siblings freeze in terror. A long moment passed in the silence of impending doom.
Silas managed to wrench his face free, and he stared with wide eyes at the door, praying it wouldn't open. "Yeah?" he called.
"Mom says to tell you breakfast is in about twenty minutes," their dad's voice called back.
"Uh, ok."
"Also, have you seen your sister? She's not in her room."
Silas swore under his breath. "How would I have seen her? I've been in bed."
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
Footsteps out in the hallway retreated. The siblings breathed mutual sighs of relief. Silas rolled off Faith and spread himself bonelessly on the mattress.
"That was too close," he said.
"Yeah," Faith agreed. "Imagine if he'd walked in."
"Trying not to, thanks."
"You above me, fresh cum painted on my tits..."
"Yes, I was there too."
"Me all freshly fucked, helpless beneath my brother..."
"Oh. My. God." Silas shook his head. "You're getting off on this too, aren't you?"
"Maybe a little." Faith gently laid another kiss on Silas's lips. "I'm new to a lot of this. I've got fantasies to work through. You're gonna have to be patient with me."
"As long as you make it worth my while, I suppose."
"I let you cum on my boobies, didn't I? Twice, even."
"Practically forced me to, really."
Faith patted his chest. "Whatever you say." She nodded toward the door. "Go check the coast is clear. We've got a time limit before Mom or Dad comes looking for us again."
Silas reluctantly stumbled out of bed and verified that the hallway was empty. To his surprise, Faith gathered up her shirt and simply padded out of the room without even putting it on. He shook his head, but didn't take his eyes off her until she had disappeared from view. It was a risky move, but pretty crazy hot too.
She'd left behind her panties, he noticed. Deliberately? Quite possibly. He held them loosely in one hand. They made for a decent souvenir of an incredible night.
He smiled. As if he needed a reminder.
****
Faith's heart was pounding from her insanely risky walk back to her room. It had been an impulse decision and she'd just gone with it. Certain thoughts and desires had been unchained inside her thanks to Silas, and she wasn't sure if she could rein them back in or not.
She'd had to repress facets of herself for so long that letting them out was a wild and somewhat scary experience. She'd fucked her brother. She'd really done it. And goddamn did she want to do it again.
Teasing Silas, getting him worked up for more, had come naturally to Faith and her suddenly expanded horizons. Prancing around naked, wearing his cum, even just leaving her panties behind. It was such a warm, glowy feeling knowing-or at least strongly suspecting-that these things would keep him wanting more from her just as she wanted more from him.
Because he did want her. It was a strange and foreign concept to Faith to be desired that way, but it was unmistakable. The lust in his eyes this morning, the way he couldn't even wait for her to wake up before playing with her. He looked at her like she was a regular naked girl in his bed.
No, not even just a regular girl. Like his naked sister was in bed with him, and the only thought on his mind was how best to fuck her.
Faith giggled manically all alone in her room. She was riding too high to contain herself. She really needed to focus.
First thing, get her arm working. There was still the chance that it was just straight up broken after her misuse of it the day before. Faith whispered silent prayers as she connected it to her shoulder and rebooted it. She breathed a huge sigh of relief when it began responding to her muscular inputs.
"Thank fuck for that."
It made Faith feel properly whole again having both arms attached and working. Though, she realized, it wouldn't have been quite the same panic as usual if her robot arm had needed repairs. Not now that she knew just how Silas felt about her even without it.
Still, though. Two arms were better than one.
Faith shook her head and kept moving. She really did need to get dressed and down to breakfast before the parents started wondering about her.
She wiped the cum off her chest, then hurriedly dressed in whatever assortment of clothing first presented itself. She gave her hair a quick brushing, examined her appearance and decided it was passable, then headed out.
Silas was hanging around waiting for her. He was in the same clothes as yesterday, which made sense because he wouldn't have thought to bring any backups with him. Still, to Faith's mind, he looked radiant.
"Thanks for waiting," she said. She gave him a quick peck, which he accepted bemusedly.
"We need to be careful," he said.
"Fuck careful."
"Aw. I was hoping you'd fuck me instead."
Faith grinned. "And so I shall." She took her brother's arm and together they headed downstairs. "For now, you'll just have to sustain yourself on memories, and the thought of what I'm wearing under my bra."
It was all Faith could do not to burst out into a stupid grin as Silas's expression changed. There wasn't actually anything there anymore, but for all he knew she'd thrown her clothes on over top of his cum.
"You've still got my cum on your tits?" he hissed excitedly, and perhaps a little worriedly.
"Maaayyybe." Which, in fact, meant no. But it was too much fun letting the idea bounce around in Silas's head.
"You're crazy."
"Sure am."
Faith reached down and gave Silas's butt a firm squeeze just before they made it to the dining room. He was unable to retaliate before they separated to take their seats.
Despite her hunger, Faith spent far more of the meal focused on her brother than on her food. She smiled wickedly every time she caught him staring at her boobs, which tended to make him blush and check that their parents weren't watching. She also played a little footsie with him under the table.
On top of that, every time Faith shifted she felt her ass lodge a gentle protest. The spankings Silas had given her hadn't quite faded. She was left with a soft, warm ache in her posterior. The reminder kept her horny even when she was trying to be good and just eat her breakfast.
****
Silas spent half of breakfast perving on his sister, and the other half swearing at her in his head. She kept making him hard, and his erection hadn't gone anywhere by the time he awkwardly left the table and prepared to take off.
Faith caught up with him as he was putting his shoes on.
"Leaving so soon?" she chirped innocently.
Silas eyed her warily. "Yeah. I should go swing by my place. Get properly ready for work and all that. Shower, change, all that good stuff."
"Good idea."
"You're amused that I'm hard, aren't you?"
"Very." Faith leaned in close. "Also, I really like that I do that to you. It's good for my self-esteem."
"Yeah, well... it's not so good for mine when there's other people around. Parents in particular."
"Pff, whatever. You like it."
"I... don't not like it..."
Faith checked over her shoulder, then brushed Silas's cheek with her lips. "See ya at the office later, 'k?"
Silas nodded bemusedly. "Ok."
He watched his sister flounce off. The wiggle in her hips was impossible not to stare at until she was out of sight.
The drive back to his apartment felt somehow lonely, despite it being something he did every day. Of course, that feeling lasted only until Aggie showed up.
"You two are super cute together, just so you know."
"Gah! How long have you been there?" Silas demanded. Luckily there'd been no cars coming toward him when he twitched into the wrong lane.
"I've been hanging around. Keeping an eye on things."
"Being creepy, you mean?"
"Looking out for you," Aggie corrected. "Someone has to. Your sister just wants in your pants, and that's basically all you want from her too. It's gonna get you in trouble."
Silas rolled his eyes. "First you want us together, now you don't. Make up your mind."
"No, no. I still totally love you together."
"But you think we're trouble?"
"Well..."
"Nah, I think you just like spying on us."
Aggie went quiet. Silas didn't know what to make of that.
"Maybe I do," she finally said.
"Wait, really?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Even though you supposedly aren't interested in sexy stuff?"
Aggie shrugged uncomfortably. "I'm still not. I don't think. But you and Faith..."
"Got a thing for incest, huh?"
"Ew, no."
"Ew? You just finished telling me you like watching me and-"
"I do. Just... I don't know. It's strange. And weird."
"Weird and strange, huh?"
Aggie had her arms folded. She was scrunched over in her 'seat' like she really didn't want to be there. Usually when she didn't want to be somewhere, she just wasn't.
"Shut up," she said.
Silas kept driving. He occasionally glanced over at his ghost-friend, but all she did was pout in her seat.
"It's ok to enjoy things," Silas said gently.
"I don't have a libido," Aggie grumbled. "It doesn't make sense."
"Yeah, but maybe it's not really a sex thing for you."
"What, watching people have sex isn't a sex thing? Do tell."
"It's not most people though, right? Just me and Fai. Or maybe me specifically for all I know. We do kind of have a unique bond."
"So?"
"So maybe you get some kind of emotional link going. Or maybe you enjoy seeing me happy. Or maybe... maybe you're just a total perv-basket who only gets off on sibling incest."
Aggie glared at Silas. "I wish I could punch you sometimes."
"Yeah. Ditto."
Silas parked in his usual spot and walked up to his apartment. Aggie tagged sulkily along behind him.
"Although you know," Silas said, "it might be nice if you didn't actually spy on us."
"Whatever."
"In the living world, it's common courtesy not to watch people have sex when you haven't been invited to do so."
"Too bad. Deal with it."
Silas couldn't help smiling. "There's the pain in the ass I know and tolerate."
Aggie grumbled some more, but she was coming out of her pout whether she wanted to or not. Even the more volatile of her emotional states didn't tend to last the way they might have with a living girl. She just wasn't wired quite the same as a regular person anymore. Often that made things tricky, but there were occasional upsides.
Aggie hung out in the bathroom while Silas showered. He didn't bother yelling at her about it today.
"Do you think you guys'll do butt stuff?" she asked.
"I... don't know? What the hell does that have to do with anything?"
"It just might be fun is all."
"For us? Or for you?"
"Both?"
Silas sighed and rinsed shampoo from his hair. "My relationship with Fai, and what we do or do not do to each other, is not for your benefit."
"But-"
"And she's not into the idea anyway."
"Yeah, but you could convince her. You saw how wild she got with you. She'd try something if you really wanted her to."
"I am not abusing my sister's love so you can get your incestuous anal fix, Aggie."
"You could abuse it a little..."
Silas pushed back the curtain. Even before he grabbed his towel, he noted that Aggie wasn't really even watching him. All this nonsense about him and Faith doing stuff, and she didn't have the slightest interest in watching him all wet and naked from the shower.
Maybe she really was just a pervy, incest-loving ghost-girl.
****
Faith made it to the office before Silas did. She sat down on the doorstep to wait for him. She decided she really needed her own key.
That small decision, combined with time to think, made Faith realize that she had every intention of sticking around long enough for said key to be needed. She hadn't really made firm plans one way or the other before then.
Banging her brother didn't necessarily mean she had to stay nearby to do it more, nor that she had to keep working with him. But really...
A goofy smile crept over Faith's lips. No, she wasn't going anywhere. She finally had somewhere she belonged, even if it was amongst freaks of one description or another. And she had someone she loved.
Loved?
Yes. That was the right word. Her feelings for Silas weren't those of a traditional romance, but there was unquestionably a mutual love there. And sexual attraction, which was almost as important in its own way.
And goddamn, the way he'd spanked her while giving her a good pounding...
Silas's arrival was almost a disappointment since it meant an end to Faith's daydreaming. Her sexy, sexy daydreaming.
They went inside and got settled in. Faith took a stab at sitting at her desk and acting professionally. It didn't last long. She didn't really know what, if anything, she was meant to be doing. Plus her head was too crammed full of brother-thoughts to allow much else inside anyway.
After sitting still for the better part of twenty minutes, Faith traipsed into Silas's office. He was on the phone, so she was quiet as she opened up the hidden entertainment centre and started up her game. She got comfy on the couch and started playing while she waited for Silas.
"Hard at work, eh?" Silas said a few minutes later.
Faith grinned unselfconsciously. "If I had anything to be busy with, I would be."
"Fair enough." Silas watched the tv for a moment. "Well you're talking to people now. I guess that's progress over spending hours customizing your appearance."
"Wasn't hours, you jerk. And yes, I'm talking to people. What else should I be doing?"
"You know. Get a gun? Go find things to shoot?"
"Um... no. Not unless I need to."
"... what?"
"I'm not going to looking for people to shoot."
"But that's literally the whole point of the game."
"No it's not." Faith waved her hand at the screen. "Why would there be all these people to talk to if I was just s'posed to be shooting stuff."
"I... no, you know what? As long as you're having fun. I'm just not gonna watch, is all."
"Good. You probably have work to do anyway."
"I do, as it happens."
Faith merrily played away. She explored the game world, talked to people, and collected useful objects. She was also very aware that Silas was keeping an eye on her despite his claims to the contrary.
"Did you just die to some bugs?" Silas demanded.
"To be fair, they were huge-ass bugs." Faith looked over from her death screen. "And I wanted to see if I could befriend them."
"You don't befriend them. You shoot them."
"Well you never know."
"You do. You absolutely know. When they start biting you and your health goes down, you know."
"Maybe they just play rough."
"Are you just trying to aggravate me?"
"Of course not," said Faith, who was only partly trying to aggravate her brother. "I'm playing and I'm having fun, so nyah." She stuck her tongue out at him for good measure.
Silas sighed heavily.
Faith mused about the possibility of getting him sufficiently irritated that he'd pull her off the couch and spank her into submission. She wiggled her ass against the cushion beneath her, hoping to find some tender reminder of their early morning shenanigans.
"Alright, I've got a case to work on," Silas said. "I'll be heading out shortly."
"Was that what the phone call was?"
"Yeah. Just planning some basic surveillance for a start. Get a read on the situation and all that."
"Want me to come with?"
Silas tilted his head funny and stared past her. At first Faith thought he was ignoring her, but she realized he was just listening to his ghost friend.
"Aggie says it's ok, but... no, you know what? I don't know why I even bother trying to translate for her," Silas said. "It's all just inappropriate comments lately."
"What, does she want us to bang in the car or something?"



"No. The opposite, actually. Says it'd be unprofessional. Only she said it more crudely than that."
"Of course she did." Faith shut off her game. "Anyway, let's roll."
****
Silas regretted bringing both Faith and Aggie along with him. Not that he had that much of a choice in either case.
He'd grown used to working with Aggie's background commentary. Sometimes it barely even registered that she was talking. But trying to focus while both her and Faith were asking him questions was driving him kind of crazy.
"So what are we actually watching for?" Faith asked.
"I told you," Silas said with all the patience he could muster. "This guy's supposedly cheating on his wife. So if in fact he is, we need to prove it."
"Yeah, I know that," said Faith. "I was paying attention. I just mean we've been sitting out here forever, and nothing's happening. Like, what are we looking at?"
Aggie snorted. "Amateur."
Silas declined to pass the message along. "Nothing. Right now we're not looking for anything. That car over there belongs to this guy, all we're gonna do is wait for him to get in. There is nothing happening right now, ok?"
"Is Aggie tailing him or something?" Faith asked.
"She's driving you crazy, isn't she, Silly?" Aggie said. "Maybe you should start leaving her at the office while we work. She could just be your girl for weird incest stuff."
"Because that seems like the best idea to me," Faith said. "Aggie follows this guy, if he starts fucking someone she comes and lets us know. Then we, like, go in and take pictures. Or whatever."
"And now she's trying to tell us how to do our jobs," Aggie pointed out. "Not very classy."
Without a word, Silas opened his car door and stepped out. He couldn't get a word in anyway. Maybe a few deep breaths would help.
Thankfully neither girl followed him right away. Silas didn't dare look back in the car, but he imagined that they'd realized they were stressing him out and were giving him a minute to himself. It was a lovely thought. Possibly even an accurate one.
"Hey!"
Silas was startled by the sudden shout and whipped his head around toward the source of the noise.
"Aw, fuck," he muttered.
His target, the guy he was supposed to be watching, was headed right for him.
"What the hell are you doing here?" the guy demanded. He advanced menacingly toward the car.
Silas hesitated between diving back in the car and driving away, and trying to talk his way out of the situation. His indecision cost him precious time. "We're kinda lost," he tried hopefully. "Do you know how to get-"
"You've been out here for almost an hour," the guy said. He jabbed a finger toward Silas. "What are you, spying on me or something?"
"Sorry, what?" Silas said in the most confused voice he could manage. "Like I said-"
"You are spying, aren't you."
"I-"
Silas danced back as the guy he had, in fact, been spying on closed the distance. This was not good.
****
Faith watched the scene outside with growing dread. She'd assumed her brother had everything under control, since this was what he did. It turned out he probably didn't.
The weird angry guy outside, who she was like ninety percent sure was the guy they were following, was getting even weirder and angrier. Silas was keeping space between them, using the car as a barricade when applicable, but he wasn't actually doing anything about calming the situation or escaping.
Then the guy started taking swings at her brother. That just wasn't acceptable.
"Hold down the fort, Aggie," Faith muttered, unsure if the ghost girl was even still in the car.
Faith got out and quickly intercepted Silas and his accoster. The guy gave her an angry look.
"Stay out of this, girl."
"Excuse me?" Faith said.
"I said stay out of it. This is between me and-"
He never finished the sentence. He reached out to shove Faith back, and that proved his biggest mistake of the day.
Faith casually swatted the offending arm aside. There was a sickening crack as her metal arm contacted his flesh and bone one.
There was a moment of shocked silence, then an ear-piercing scream.
****
"I still can't believe you did that," Silas said, not for the first time.
"So you've said," Faith replied airily.
They'd been hours dealing with the fallout of the incident. Mostly they'd just had to wait for the police to show up, then go over their stories. It had taken far longer than either sibling felt necessary, though Silas had more experience with that kind of thing and had been the more patient of the two.
"You snapped his arm in half without even blinking," Silas said.
"Oh I did not," Faith said. "Probably wasn't even broken."
"It was totally broken," Aggie put in. "And it was badass as hell."
Silas waved a hand at Aggie even though Faith couldn't see her. "Aggie agrees with me," he said. "And she's impressed. She doesn't impress easy."
"That's great and all," Faith said. "But dealing with the police afterward wasn't very much fun."
"Hey, we're fine," Silas assured her. "It was pretty clear self-defense. He was coming at me, and he basically just hurt himself when he took a swing at you."
"Oh I don't care about that," Faith said. "I just meant this job is so... tedious. So much sitting around, waiting, talking..." She sighed. "I don't know if I'm cut out for it."
"Oh."
There was silence for a few minutes.
"You don't have to stay," Silas said eventually. "If you're not happy..."
"I'm happy being with you."
Silas smiled. "Me too. That doesn't have to change, you know. Even if you worked somewhere else-"
"I need my own cases."
"Um... what?"
"Yeah. I think we need to try it that way before we give up. Let me try to handle stuff on my own. My own way."
"Fai..."
"Don't worry, Sil. I'm not gonna go around punching everyone into submission or anything. Just... I need to try it."
Silas considered it. He kind of understood where Faith was coming from. Learning the art of the stakeout wasn't the easiest thing ever. But patience was pretty key to the job.
"You should let her," Aggie said.
Silas raised an eyebrow, still pondering.
"No, seriously," Aggie said. "Think about it. We'd get to go back to working as the killer team we are. Faith might stay, she might not, but you guys'll still be able to hang out and shit when you're not out working a job."
Of course. Aggie looking at all the angles, trying to get his attention back. But at least he knew she cared about his well-being to some extent or other. She wanted him and Faith to be happy together.
"We could try it," Silas said aloud. "Since both of you seem to think it's a good idea."
"That's still so weird sometimes when you've just got someone else talking to you that I can't see," Faith said.
"Yeah, I know," Silas said. "Trust me, I know."
****
Faith was excited to start taking on projects of her own. She hoped that was what she needed to really feel at home at the job. Worst came to worst, she could always find somewhere else to work and just come visit. She didn't really want to do that if she didn't have to, but it wouldn't be the end of the world.
She wasn't entirely certain what she was doing, but she had Silas's expertise to draw on. They could make it work.
Faith toyed with the idea of rebranding as psychic detectives. It wasn't a lie, given Silas's pet ghost, and she could fake it to an extent. It was something worth considering.
And even if there was downtime while at the office, that was ok. There were things to keep her entertained here. Silas had his hidden video games, and probably she could watch movies or shows there as well if she asked him how to set it up. Not to mention Silas himself...
As soon as she started thinking about it, she was lost. Being fucked by her brother had been quite possibly the single greatest moment of her life. The thought of messing around any time things were slow made it all seem worthwhile.
And it wasn't like seducing him would be all that hard. Faith giggled nervously as she began pulling clothes off. Sure someone could theoretically come in, but from her limited experience so far, there weren't really a lot of casual walk-ins. She could probably get away with it.
Faith stripped off her shoes, socks, jeans, and panties. Naked from the waist down she padded stealthily to Silas's office.
Silas, being the consummate professional he was, was engrossed in some paperwork. He didn't even notice that his sister had walked in bottomless.
Faith clasped her hands behind her back and waited for him to recognize her lack of attire.
"So I was thinking," she said. "What if we actually started catering to people with supernatural problems. You know, like you threatened to do when you were mocking me. We have the ability to do it. Kinda."
Silas chuckled. "Yeah, we could. Problem is mostly people with 'supernatural' problems are just people who don't understand how coincidences work, or indeed are a bit crazy."
"But some of them are real," Faith insisted. "I mean, we know some of them are. And if some clients are crazy, we either don't take their cases, or we pretend to do an exorcism or something just to make them happy."
"That's not really what I want to... be... doing..."
Silas trailed off as he finally looked up. Faith glowed happily under his speechlessness.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"What does it look like?"
"It looks like you're wandering around almost naked in the workplace."
"Well you're not wrong," Faith took a step forward and endeavored to appear innocent and whimsical. "I was kinda hoping to give my favouritest brother some naughty ideas."
"Fai..."
"Does it give you ideas, Sil?"
"Of course it does. But this isn't really the place for any of them."
"Neither was our parents' house. Didn't stop you there, though, did it?"
Silas stood. Faith's breathing quickened as he slowly walked around his desk.
"Aggie's right here watching," he said.
"So? It's not like we can stop her perving if she wants to."
"True enough."
Silas traced his fingers along Faith's upper thigh. She stood statue-still and let him get a feel.
Faith wasn't quite as indifferent about Aggie spectating as she tried to appear. As she said, though, there wasn't much to be done about her if she didn't want to give them some privacy.
Now that Silas was actually touching her, Faith knew she'd made the right call. Her horniness more than made up for any misgivings about their invisible audience.
"You really want to do this here?" Silas asked.
"Silly, if everything works out, we're going to be doing it here basically all the time."
Faith grinned as she watched her brother consider the implications of working with her. Presumably he hadn't given quite as much thought to her new sense of sexual freedom as she had. He was just going to have to accept having a horny sister demanding sex at odd times of the day. He'd manage somehow.
"All the time, you say?" Silas said thoughtfully.
"Basically. Yeah."
"What happens if I say no?"
Faith pouted and pressed her hips forward so that Silas's thumb rubbed against her dampening slit. "You wouldn't say no to me, would you bro?"
"Well not if you're going to look so adorably sad about it."
Faith made her eyes even bigger and sadder. "Please fuck me."
"Oh goddamn, Fai," Silas said. He backed away, laughing softly. "That's a little too sad."
Faith struggled to maintain her composure. She wanted to laugh at herself too. "Pweeeaaase fuck my liddle pussy. Pwease, bro."
"Only if you promise to stop talking like that."
Faith grinned. "Deal."
Faith squealed excitedly as she was grabbed and pushed against Silas's desk. He bent her over and gave her a sharp smack on the butt. She yipped, then stuck her ass out for more.
"You've never been one for blatant cutesy-ness," Silas observed. "I think our relationship may be having an adverse affect on you."
"I'll be good. I promise." Faith wiggled her bottom some more, and was rewarded with another pair of spanks, one on each cheek.
"Somehow I doubt you'll be 'good.'"
Faith looked over her shoulder. "How about you fuck me or I hold you down and take what I want anyway?"
"Threats are better," Silas said with an approving nod. "That's a bit closer to your style."
"I will, you know. If you don't hurry it up a little."
"Ha, try me."
Faith started to push herself up, but Silas smacked her ass and she froze in indecision. Damn his cunning use of her one weakness.
The sounds of Silas pulling his pants down interspersed with a few tactical butt-slaps kept Faith pacified. She'd been prepared to wrestle her brother to get sex out of him if she had to, but this was better.
"Mmm," Faith moaned as Silas's hard cock pressed against her inner thigh.
"That what you want?" he asked.
"You know it is, you jerk. Gimme."
"Hm, I don't kn-"
Silas was cut off as Faith grabbed his dick and slid it inside her without giving him a chance for any more teasing. They both groaned in satisfied pleasure as he filled her little pussy up.
"Shut up and fuck me already," Faith said.
"Yes ma'am."
Faith thrust her hips back at the same time as Silas thrust his forward. Her eyes rolled back in ecstasy at the feeling. She could seriously get addicted to this sort of thing.
She gripped the desk and mewled happily as Silas pounded her for the second time that day. Her brother's cock felt so good inside her. It was like it was made for doing bad naughty things to her.
The siblings' moans, the slapping of Silas's hips on Faith's butt, and most importantly their own tunnel-visioned lust kept them from noticing that they had a visitor. Faith was still getting slammed by her brother as there was an awkward cough from behind them.
"Uh, hi?"
They froze. As one, Faith and Silas looked over their shoulders.
A woman stood in the doorway. She appeared both embarrassed and intrigued by what she'd stumbled upon.
"Sorry about this," Silas said. "Can you, uh, give us a minute? Then we'll be right with you."
Faith squeezed her pussy muscles around Silas's cock. Even if it was totally unprofessional, she really just wanted him to keep going. So what if someone was watching. Faith needed her brother-cock fix, dammit.
"Oh don't worry," the woman said. "I won't be long. I just wanted to stop in and thank you for your work today."
Silas's eyes widened in recognition. "You're the woman I was talking to on the phone," he said. "That was your husband that we... uh..."
"Put in the hospital, then off to a stint in jail, I understand," the woman said. "That'll teach him, messing around on me."
"Well we didn't technically get proof of that."
"That's ok. This was more than enough. I think we can work things out from here on way or another." The woman shrugged. "And if not, I know where to find you."
Faith was flexing her internal muscles rhythmically. It was all she could do without blatantly bouncing back and forth on Silas's shaft. She could see the struggle in her brother's face not to let on what she was doing in front of a client.
"Glad we could help," Silas said in an attempted nonchalant tone.
The woman was studying the siblings' area of intersection. She seemed almost wistful. "I remember when I used to get sex like that," she said. "Don't you ever let him neglect you, honey. You make sure he treats you right."
Faith grinned. "Oh don't worry. I'll keep him line."
Silas rolled his eyes.
"That a girl," the woman said. "Get what you need. Don't let him skip on date nights, even if you get married."
"Ooh, date nights. That's a good idea. Eh, Sil?"
Silas looked all the world like he just wanted Faith to shut up.
"We only just hooked up," Faith said by way of explanation. "Been a long time coming, in some ways."
"Aw, that's so sweet," the woman said. "Friends since childhood?"
"Something very much like that," Faith confirmed.
"You lucky girl."
"Don't I know it."
Silas finally interrupted and was able to bring the conversation to a close. As soon as the woman was gone, with promises of discussing payment at a more convenient time, Faith felt his fingers tighten against her ass. She shivered and braced herself for more fun.
"Did you really have to encourage her?" he asked.
"She was being nice," Faith said. "And she seemed to like looking at us. What's the harm?"
Silas's hand left her butt, then returned with a sharp crack of flesh on flesh. Faith bit her lip and arched her back, hoping for more.
"We're brother and sister, in case you've forgotten. We can't let ourselves be caught like that. Let alone encouraging people to watch."
"She was watching all on her own." Faith grinned. "And I think you're just mad because she gave me ideas. You're gonna have to take me out to nice dates, you know."
Silas sighed. "You're my sister."
"I know. Most people don't, though. We can pretend."
Faith rocked her hips back and forth. After a moment, Silas began mirroring her motion.
"You're lucky I love you," he said.
"More like you're lucky I love you," she retorted.
Faith felt Silas's hand creep around her thigh. He reached beneath her and found her clit. She hissed in pleasure as he began toying with her clit while also thrusting in and out of her pussy.
"Mmm, yeah. More more more," Faith moaned.
She pushed back in time with Silas's movements as he rammed his cock harder into her. She took everything he gave her-cock, spankings, teasing-and still she craved more. More of everything.
Faith came all over her brother's dick as he pounded her and mauled her clit. She squeezed her pussy tight around him and milked her orgasm for all it was worth. She rode the wave of heightened pleasure for as long as she could, then immediately sought another.
****
Silas had lost himself in the magic of pounding his sister's tight pussy. Her sweet little ass was red from the abuse it had taken, and her moans had become animalistic in base approval of their incestuous fucking. Everything about Faith drove him on, kept him thrusting into her, but especially her pussy.
He loved the way she gripped him when she was cumming. She was so tight and wet, and somehow she got even better when she was spasming and writhing in pure sexual ecstasy.
Goddamn he loved feeling her cum on his dick.
Faith was mewling through her second orgasm when Silas felt the end approaching. He tried to hold out, to savour the moment, but it was elusive as all truly great things were.
A moment later, Silas pulled out and aimed his cock as Faith's bright red ass. He lovingly painted sexy stripes of cum across her beautiful, exposed butt.
She patiently waited for him to finish up on her.
"You just came on my ass," Faith said.
"Yeah. Sure did," Silas agreed. "Is that a problem."
Faith rolled over with a lazy smile on her face. "Nope. I fully approve."
"Good."
"What does our audience think?"
"Who, Aggie? She buggered off. Let us fuck in peace."
"Decent of her."
"It would be," Silas agreed, "if I thought she was really gone. I'm, like, ninety percent sure she's hanging out in a corner somewhere still watching."
"Who could blame her. It was a hell of a show."
Silas put his arms around Faith as she stepped to him. They kissed tenderly.
"I do love you though," Silas whispered.
"Mmm. I love you too."
****
It didn't take much convincing to get Silas to abandon work a while longer and cuddle on the couch. Faith only took long enough to slip her panties back on before snuggling happily with her brother. She wanted his cum trapped on her skin and not smeared all over the couch.
"I wonder if we should get a secretary," Faith mused.
"Why would we do that?" Silas asked.
"You know. So when we're banging we have someone to keep people out in the waiting room."



"That's a terrible idea. We don't have the right setup for it, and we'd still have to somehow hide what we were up to from said secretary."
"Oh yeah. Guess that doesn't work."
Silas toyed with Faith's hair. She nuzzled back against his shoulder.
"We just can't tell anyone we're brother and sister," Silas said. "That's all."
"Mmhm. 'Cause we are definitely gonna get caught more."
"We are super bad at being sneaky."
Faith nodded. "Super bad at it. First time at the office, already caught." She chewed her lip. "Where did we land on being psychic detectives?"
Silas sighed. "We're not rebranding, Fai."
"Oh." She shrugged. "Oh well. No Sibling Psychic Detectives for us, then."
"Especially since we're not even really detectives. We're-"
"Investigators. I know. A girl can dream."
Faith rested her head on Silas's chest. She would have quite happily gone to sleep on him.
"Hey, Fai?"
"Yeah?"
"Want to fuck some more?"
Faith grinned. "Like you even have to ask."
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Part One: A Strange Visit
****
Angela startled awake as a sudden explosion of sound and light filled the room. She twisted around in her bed, tangling herself in her sheets. She blinked frantically in an attempt to make out who or what was in the room with her.
"Justin McClare," came a deeply ominous, though somehow feminine voice, "I am here for your soul. Please cooperate and..."
There was a pause. Angela's eyes adjusted enough to make out a figure next to her bed. She tried desperately to devise a way of escaping, or perhaps subduing the intruder. Nothing came to mind.
"Hang on," said the figure. The glow faded. The rush of sound ceased entirely. "You're not Justin McClare, are you?"
Angela gaped in stunned disbelief. A woman holding a clipboard peered back at her. She wore an impossibly tight business suit with a skirt and cleavage combo that tapdanced on the line between modest and slutty.
'Woman' was perhaps a generous descriptor. Certainly she was female, but there were several things not quite right. The horns, for instance, which were small enough to almost pass notice, but were distinctly inhuman. The reddish tinge to her skin which couldn't have been caused by any kind of sunburn Angela had ever witnessed. The eyes that blazed with controlled fire, or indeed the teeth that glinted terrifyingly when they appeared between full, blood-red lips.
"Wha..." Angela tried.
"You're not even a boy," the woman complained, her gaze flicking back and forth from her clipboard to Angela. "This isn't right."
"Who the hell are you?" Angela finally managed.
The woman smiled brightly. Angela rather wished she hadn't. The twin rows of teeth in her mouth wouldn't have looked out of place on the most fearsome of sharks. "So sorry. Where are my manners. I'm Lilith, and I'd like to say I'll be your demon today, except I'm not really here for you."
Angela's speech faculties left her again. "Wha... bah... who?"
"Now it's pretty evident you aren't the Justin guy I've been sent for. You look nothing alike. You're far prettier than the picture I got, and are much more... feminine, just generally."
Angela followed Lilith's gaze downward and squeaked in surprise and embarrassment as she realized her chest was totally uncovered. She'd been sleeping naked, and when she'd thrown her covers around she'd left herself severely exposed. She hastily yanked her blanket up over her tits to protect them from being stared at any longer.
"Don't look at me like that," she said in a pathetic whine.
Lilith cocked her head. "Like what? I can assure you, you have nothing to be ashamed of. Your breasts are quite lovely for a human. I mean, mine are better." She cupped one of her boobs with her free hand. "But that's only to be expected. The perks of being a succubus, you know."
"I... you..." Angela flailed mentally for a moment, then seized upon a line of action. "Out!" She pointed at the doorway. "Get the fuck out!"
"Well now, really. There's no need for-"
"Out out out!"
Lilith folded her hands across her clipboard and waited for Angela's outburst to settle down. Angela, for her part, found it difficult to maintain righteous indignation in the face of such a total lack of response.
"Are you done?" Lilith asked after a moment of silence.
Angela curled up into a tighter, more compact self-embrace. She pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped her blanket protectively around herself. "Yes," she mumbled sulkily.
"Good. Now then. Can you tell me where to find Justin?"
"How could I? I don't know who the hell you're talking about?"
"Really?" Lilith arched a single perfect eyebrow. "You wouldn't be trying to protect him, would you?"
"No! I seriously don't know who you're talking about."
"Even though this is listed as his address?"
"Well... maybe he used to live here? I've only been here a few months."
"Hmmm..."
"That's all I know. Now can you please leave? You're freaking me out."
Lilith shrugged and dropped her clipboard. There was no sound of it hitting the floor. "I can assure you I don't mean to freak you out."
"Yeah, well... you do. I mean, how did you even get in here? I swear I locked the front door last night."
"Oh that's just precious." Lilith hissed in amusement. "I mentioned being a demon, did I not?"
"Yeah, but-"
"What makes you think I need doors?"
"I... have no idea. Just... please go?"
Lilith stood up a little straighter. For the first time, Angela noted a thin, whippy tail swishing back and forth behind her.
"You're really scared, huh?" Lilith said.
"Of course I am!"
"That's not necessary."
"It absolutely is. A strange lady... no, a demon lady... goddamn, just like, in my room. And I'm still not totally convinced about who or what you are, or what you're doing here." Angela jabbed a finger. "But I'm pretty damn convinced you could bite my head off without even thinking about it."
Lilith remained impassive. "It's the teeth, right? People do take issue with them."
"And the sudden unexpected violation of my space," Angela repeated. "Don't forget that."
Lilith shrugged. "I'm sorry you feel that way. I haven't done anything remotely threatening to you."
"You're a threat unto yourself."
Another fierce smile. "Aw, thanks."
"That wasn't a compliment."
"Maybe it wasn't meant as one. I'm allowed to appreciate the sentiment if I want."
Angela hugged her legs tighter. Her grip had been getting loose. She wasn't doing very well at out-arguing her intruder, and she sure as hell couldn't physically overpower her. She felt helpless in the face of an unexpected and kind of scary situation.
"Could you please go," she said in a small, hopeless tone.
Lilith studied her for a few seconds, then seemed to reach a decision. "How about I go make coffee?"
"Um..."
"Yes, you need a chance to wake up."
"I'm pretty woke up."
Lilith ignored Angela. She turned and slipped silently out of the room. Her ass swayed in such a way that the eye couldn't help being drawn to it as she walked. Her tail poked out through her clothes to swish to its own rhythm.
The light faded with Lilith's exit. The room was pitched back into pre-dawn dimness.
Angela closed her eyes painfully tight and waited. For several seconds she had hope that she could make it all go away. Then faint sounds from her kitchen reached her, and she knew it wouldn't be so simple.
"Fucking hell," she muttered.
She considered staying right where she was. The safety of her bed was at best an illusion, but it was a comforting illusion.
Angela stepped onto the floor, probing delicately with her bare toes in case there were unseen pitfalls. The floor remained a simple floor. She squared her shoulders and pulled her blanket snug around her. She had to deal with the problem. No one else was going to do it for her.
Her blanket dragged softly as she padded out of her bedroom. The faint, intermittent noises grew louder as she approached the kitchen.
Lilith was humming cheerfully to herself. Her tail gave a particularly firm swish as she pushed the button on Angela's coffee maker to start it running.
"You're really making coffee?" Angela said aloud.
"I said I was, didn't I?"
"You did. But don't you have, like, other things to do? Demon things?"
"Like what? Rending poor defenseless humans limb from limb? Feasting on their entrails?" The shine in Lilith's eyes and the glint of her teeth took on an even more sinister appearance for a moment.
Angela took an involuntary step backward. "Um..."
"It's all baseless stereotyping, you know."
Lilith hopped up easily to perch on an empty bit of counter. Her legs dangled like a bored child's. The sudden shifts between appearing deadly and benign were difficult to process.
"Are they?"
"Well... not baseless, exactly. Exaggerated, let's say." Lilith rolled her eyes. "Point is, I'm not going to eat you. You can stop backing away all trembling and nervous."
A cat, Angela decided. A big jungle cat. She could look cute and cuddly, and like you could just curl up and take a nap with her. But you knew that if she wanted to, she could swat you with one massive paw and tear your throat out. Wouldn't even hardly notice the effort.
"I could call the police," she said with more bravery than she felt.
"You could. You'd need your phone for that, though."
Lilith held up a hand. Angela's phone dangled tenuously from between two elegant fingers.
"You stole my phone?"
"No. Just wanted to borrow it. I need the password though."
"But... why?"
"So I can look up buddy there. Justin. See if I can find him on facebook or something."
Angela shifted her grip to hold her blanket closed with one hand. She ran her other hand through her hair, then shook her head. "So you just want to look something up?"
"Yep."
"Why not use my computer then?"
Lilith's feet stopped swinging. She tilted her head, then grinned slowly. Her lips, thankfully, stayed closed this time. "That's a way better idea. Thanks."
Like the cat Angela imagined her to be, she bounced from the counter and landed silently several feet closer. How she could move like that in the heels she wore, Angela couldn't begin to fathom.
"Can I have my phone back then?" Angela asked.
Lilith paused. She was so close Angela imagined she could feel the heat from her eyes. "Sure thing."
A small toss, a lucky one-handed catch, and Angela had her phone back. She really could call the police now. That was her best option, right? What else could she do? Call a priest maybe?
Angela watched Lilith strut away in search of the battered laptop that she'd had since college. She couldn't help staring. She'd never seen a skirt hug an ass the way Lilith's did. And the way she moved her hips...
Well, she claimed to be a succubus after all. Unfair stereotypes or no, seduction was supposed to be what they did. In that outfit she wouldn't have to try very hard.
The coffee maker beeped. Angela walked a last few wooden steps to it and tried to poor herself a cup with her trembling hand. She spilled some, but was overall fairly successful.
Her blanket was beginning to severely hamper her movements now. She nearly tripped over it as she tried to step to the side to reach the sugar. In frustration, she whipped it off and tried to hurl it into the corner. It didn't make a very good projectile, and kind of just spread messily across the floor.
Now totally naked, Angela sugared her coffee and took her first sip. In spite of everything, the coffee was good. She took another sip, cradling her mug in both hands. It was hot and soothing, and the flavour of it... she could swear that nothing in the cupboard could taste the way it tasted. It was rich and smooth, reminding her, bizarrely, of hot chocolate. What exactly had Lilith put in it?
"Well, that fucking sucks."
Angela ignored Lilith's annoyed return. She felt calmer the more she drank. That was probably a bad sign. Some part of her wanted to throw her cup away, to not partake in whatever hellish beverage she'd been tricked into drinking. The larger part of her was happy for anything that made her morning a little better.
"Apparently buddy got himself killed," Lilith continued. "He went and did skateboard tricks right in front of..." She trailed off. A grin quirked at the corner of her mouth. "Well hello."
"Skateboard tricks?" Angela asked absently.
"Nevermind that."
Lilith glided closer. And gliding was about the right word for it, Angela decided. It couldn't be called walking when she moved so noiselessly in those heels. She felt a pang of envy at just how effortlessly sexy this demonic woman was.
"You can't be serious," Angela said. She set down her mug and backed away as Lilith reached for her with lustful eyes. "Back off."
"Yeah, I didn't really think so," Lilith said with a heavy sigh. "But you were standing there all naked and sexy. I can't help trying, you know? It's just how I am."
Angela blushed and crossed her arms. "M'not all that sexy right now," she mumbled. "Jus' woke up, hair's all messy, no makeup or nothin'."
"Maybe you believe that. You should try seeing yourself through my eyes."
"What does that mean."
Lilith didn't answer. She reached out and brushed Angela's breast with the lightest of touches. Her long, pointed fingernails scraped delicately at the sensitive flesh.
Angela couldn't move. The thrills that ran through her from such a simple, limited caress took her by surprise. Her nipples hardened and her pussy twinged longingly.
It was ridiculous. She wasn't attracted to this... this... demon. She didn't want to be touched.
Though she had taken off her blanket. And she was holding still while her tit was fondled. What was wrong with her.
"Stop that," she croaked.
Lilith pulled her hand away. "Sorry. Couldn't help it."
"The hell you couldn't. Aren't you s'posed to be seducing dudes?"
"Usually, yes. They're much easier for one thing. But a lovely girl like you..." Her eyes flashed. "Sometimes..."
"Ok. I'm just going to put my blanket back on. Actually, I'm going to go get dressed for real."
Lilith danced away and snatched up the discarded blanket. "Uh uh. No need for that. I'll behave."
"Seriously?"
"I like you like this."
Angela rolled her eyes. "Goddamn. You're pervier than a teenage boy."
Lilith made a rude, scoffing sound. "Teenage boys got nothin' on me, baby. You think they're horny all the time? Try being a succubus. We're constantly thinking about sex, cocks, tits, cum... you know, whatever."
"Constantly?"
"Another exaggeration, perhaps. Still, hornier than the horniest of boys you've ever met, is my point."
Angela chewed her lip and looked Lilith up and down. "I'm not sure I really wanted to know that. And... I think it might still be best if I get dressed. Maybe moreso than before I knew just how... single-minded you are."
"Look on the bright side. Now you're more worried about being dragged into bed than being eaten."
"That's not as comforting as you might think." Angela sighed. "Although you're right, it does help a little."
"I thought it might."
Angela picked up her mug and stepped cautiously around Lilith. She felt lustful eyes on her as she walked past. She tried not to think about how her bare ass was almost certainly getting stared at.
She curled up on her worn, second-hand sofa, mug still safely clasped in her hands. Resumed sips once again trickled a calming warmth through her veins.
"What did you do to this coffee anyway?" she asked.
"You probably don't want to know," Lilith answered. She settled easily on the arm at the opposite side of the couch. She didn't seem to care even slightly that the angle let Angela see right up her skirt to the tiny pair of hellfire-red panties beneath. "It's not harmful or addictive though."
Angela frowned suspiciously at her beverage. "Are you sure?"
"Pretty damn sure, yeah. Vices are kinda my thing. I know addictive, and that ain't it."
Angela shook her head to clear it. She wanted to set her coffee down now that she had 'harmful' and 'addictive' in her head, but it was too delicious and reassuring.
"Anyway," she said.
"Anyway?" Lilith repeated.
"This guy you were looking for."
"Justin?"
"Justin. He's dead?"
"Yep."
"Doing... skateboard stuff?"
"Uh huh. Increased athletic ability was part of the deal he made for his soul. That and a bigger penis, of course. Guys are always asking for bigger dicks." Lilith waved her hand. "And some more usual and boring stuff. Money, fame, sex. All to varying degrees. Rarely love, though. Hardly anyone straight up asks for that. Just the things they think can buy it."
"Cynical much?"
"Damn straight I am. You try getting in people's heads, seeing their desires, their lusts and greed and shit. See how open-minded you stay."
Angela took another sip. "Bigger dick, huh?"
"Yep."
"Was he, like, super small before or something."
"Not really. Roughly average. Decided he wanted fourteen inches, though. I don't-"
"Fourteen inches?! What the hell did he think he was gonna do with that?!"
"I dunno. Fuck chicks, I guess. Or be a porn star. Or both."
"My pussy hurts just thinking about it." Angela shuddered. "Fucking idiot."
"Well, yeah. All that and he still died trying to impress people with stupid tricks. Idiot is right."
Angela tried to look Lilith in the eye. Her gaze kept getting drawn by those sleek thighs and the gap between them. She turned her head forward again and blinked slowly, trying to focus herself.
"So I guess you're done here then, right?" Angela said. "I mean, no soul to collect, not much point sticking around."
"You'd think so, wouldn't you."
"Yes. I would. You're going to tell me I'm wrong, aren't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"But you don't specifically need to be in my apartment, right? You can at least go somewhere else?"
"Ouch. You make it sound like you don't like me."
Angela widened her eyes in a supremely annoyed expression. "I think I've been very clear about my feelings. You just showed up here, acting like you had every right to invade my privacy."
"Yeah, I did. I find it works out better that way. Like, for instance, you're already warming up to me."
"Am not."
"Are too. Drinking my coffee, conversing almost like normal acquaintances, sitting around naked... yeah, you're starting to like me."
Angela put her coffee down and stood up. "That's it. Getting dressed. For real this time."
"Aw, nooo." Lilith stuck her bottom lip out in a pout. She even pouted sexy. Of course she fucking did. "Don't do that. I'll be good."
"No you won't. You just keep perving on me. You said yourself you're always thinking about sex and stuff."
"Yeah, but-"
"Nope. Getting dressed."
"Aw."
****
Angela got herself dressed and ready for the day without much interruption from her uninvited houseguest. Lilith had tried to follow her into the bathroom once, but she was getting better at standing up to the demonic interloper. It helped that she didn't seem to be in any immediate physical danger.
Lilith, for her part, had firmly commandeered Angela's laptop. She sat cross-legged on the couch and stared at the screen, occasionally tapping out short bursts on the keyboard. As long as it kept her occupied, Angela was basically fine with giving up the computer for a while.
"So what's the deal with your skirt?" Angela finally asked as she walked by.
"Hm? What about my skirt? You like it?"
"I... well, I kinda do, actually. But my question was more, like, how does it work?"
Lilith politely raised an eyebrow and waited for a question that made sense.
"You know," Angela said, waving a hand in exasperation. "Like, it's so tight you shouldn't be able to walk."
"Makes my butt look awesome, doesn't it?"
Angela almost nodded, but restrained herself. "But then you can sit all cross-legged like that. And even the way you're prowling around, hopping into seats and whatever. I don't get it. Nothing I've ever tried to wear would function that way."
Lilith gave a toothsome grin. Angela was beginning to get used to them. Only a small flutter of pure terror zipped through her before fading.
"It's not really clothing in the traditional sense," Lilith explained. "It's more something I project."
"Project?"
"Like this."
Lilith raised a hand and snapped her fingers, possibly just for effect. Her clothes vanished in an instant. She was left totally naked in exactly the same pose she'd been sitting in the whole time.
It was impossible not to gape. If ever Angela had seen a body made for tempting sexual sin, this was it. Impossibly perfect proportions, silky smooth skin, breasts that one instinctively wanted to play with or suck on...
Even the details that weren't quite right didn't seem important. The reddish tinged skin suited her, somehow. The eyes, the horns, the amused swishing tail, they all fit the sensual package in a way Angela wouldn't have believed if she wasn't staring right at it.



Angela felt a tight knot of... something, deep inside. Desire? Lust? Probably. That was what Lilith did, wasn't it.
"Ok," she croaked. "That's enough. I get it."
Lilith, smiling widely, waited a few more seconds, then casually snapped her fingers again. A nearly identical outfit popped into existence on her body. Her skirt now had a slit in it that traveled most of the way up her hip. And her cleavage... was she showing more boob?
Angela was pretty sure she was being toyed with, but at least that was all it was. For now.
Lilith looked up from the laptop. Her expression was a little too knowing for comfort. "If you want to see more-"
"I'm good," Angela said hastily.
"You sure? Because-"
"I know. You'd be happy to show off some more, wouldn't you?"
"Sure would."
"No thanks. I don't swing that way. And besides, I should get moving. I got a shift soon."
"It's not about 'swinging' any particular way, you know," Lilith called after Angela. "You're allowed to like what you like without worrying about labels and shit."
Angela made sure she was out of earshot before leaning against the wall and taking a deep breath. She really needed some space. What was up with this demon-girl just, like, moving in? Getting settled like she was at home.
And using her freaky mind-fuckery. That was possibly the worst of it.
Not that being straight was something Angela clung fiercely to. But she'd never really been attracted to another girl. Nothing more than a passing appreciation or curiousity. And Lilith, in the space of a few seconds, could make her question everything.
It was just because she had... powers? Magic of some kind? Whatever it was, it wasn't natural. Wasn't playing fair.
And yet... Angela couldn't quite shake the urge she'd felt, an intensely brief image of herself diving head first between those sleek, powerful thighs. Lapping frantically at that perfect little pussy, eating Lilith out until-
No. Fuck no. Mind-fuckery. That's all it was.
That's all.
****
Angela wasn't much in the mood for dealing with customers, but she didn't have a hell of a lot of choice either. At least they were a known quantity. They came good and bad, mostly somewhere in the middle, but she'd encountered it all before. Waitressing was only possible if you could deal with the spectrum of humanity that frequented a diner.
At least they belonged in this plane of existence. That was somehow important to Angela as she greeted her tables with big, fake smiles and cheerful, bubbly banter.
Yes, she could handle them. It wasn't as good as just being alone for a while to process, but it would have to do.
She began to feel almost normal. Keeping busy, getting into the flow, bantering with coworkers, keeping customers happy. Yep. Almost normal.
Then shit happened.
She could practically feel the very moment Lilith walked in. The buzz of conversation died away. Eyes and whole heads craned toward the door.
Angela didn't want to look. She really didn't. But just as that morning, closing her eyes and pretending didn't change reality.
Lilith didn't look like a succubus anymore. Or rather, she didn't have the obvious demonic accoutrements. She passed easily for a human, unless one studied her eyes. And really, no one was looking at her eyes. The shape of her body, her perfect curves and sinful physique, that was all just as it had been. There was no mistaking who she was, even if she wasn't hellishly red, and sported nothing in the way of a tail.
She wore the smile of a woman who knew everyone was checking her out without having to verify the fact. She selected a table and sauntered over to it, giving her hips a weapons-grade roll in the process.
It just wasn't fair.
"Hi," Angela said, wielding her stupid waitress-smile like a shield. She passed Lilith a menu. "Can I get you some coffee to start?"
"Why not." Lilith set her menu down without looking at it. "Nice place you got here."
"I don't 'got' anything. I just work here." Angela dropped her voice to a level hopefully only Lilith would hear. "And why exactly did you decide to come visit anyway?"
"I got lonely?"
"Good for you. You could have gone literally anywhere else to meet people. You didn't need to come ruin my job."
"I'm not ruining anything. I'm being a good customer."
"You're giving everyone boners. And I'm including the ladies."
"Mmm. Nice, isn't it?"
"Just... fine. What do you want?"
"I dunno. Just bring me whatever. I'm not gonna eat it anyway." Lilith bit her lip and shuddered slightly in pleasure. "It's all about that lustful energy I siphon off these poor suckers. The guiltier, the better. I think that's why I like girls better some days. Repressed lesbian feels, you know?"
"I really don't." Angela picked the discarded menu back up. "One basic-ass burger and fries plate, coming up."
"Thanks, darling."
"Don't call me that."
"What then? My little angel?"
"Just... just Angela is fine."
"How about Angie? Surely your friends call you-"
"You're not my friend."
"Ouch."
"We just met today, and you've been nothing but a pain in the ass."
Lilith winked. "Oh baby, you should see what kind of a pain in the ass I can be."
"I... really wish you hadn't said that. I don't know what you mean, exactly, but goddamn do I not want to know."
"I mean that-"
"I just said I don't want to know. Literally just said it."
Angela hurried away before she could be drawn into more nonsense.
Unfortunately, even Tom, the cook, was staring out from the kitchen at Lilith. Goddamn her stupid hot succubus ass.
"Daaammmn," Tom said as Angela tried to put in the new order. "Have you seen that woman that just came in?"
Angela ground her teeth. "Yes. I just took her order. Of course I've seen her."
"Yeah, but I mean, have you really seen her though?"
"Tom, can you just do your cooking thing, please?"
"Just a sec."
"She's just an attractive woman. Seriously. Not that big a deal."
Tom tilted his head. "Yeah, but there's something... special about her. I've been trying to figure out what."
"She makes your penis feel nice. I get it. Don't make me slap you until you snap out of it."
He finally grinned and tore his eyes away. "Damn, you're sassy today, Ange."
"It's been a hell of a morning."
The upside of everyone being distracted, if it could be called an upside, was that no one thought to complain about the slow service. Tom taking forever to get some simple orders out went unnoticed. It was much more interesting watching Lilith take off her jacket, apparently oblivious to her audience, then sit calmly in her tight, technically modest blouse.
Angela felt a pang of envy and quickly repressed it. Sure it was annoying that Lilith could have all the attention in the room on her if and when she wanted it, but that wasn't anything Angela particularly desired.
But, she was forced to admit, usually she did get at least some attention. Usually there were a few peeks her way, a few appreciative glances. She'd alternated playing up the flirting a little for better tips, and simply trying to ignore them. Now that they weren't there at all...
Fine. She liked the attention a little. Just a little. She couldn't compete with a demon-girl designed specifically to be a sex-object. Fuck. So what?
So Lilith was insinuating into both her home and work life now. She shouldn't have to deal with that.
"Here's your damn food," Angela hissed, slamming the plate harder than necessary on the table in front of Lilith.
"Why thank you." Lilith beamed. She hadn't touched her coffee.
"You seriously couldn't have picked anywhere else to pretend to eat?"
"I could have."
"But you didn't."
"No, I didn't." Lilith's smile faded into something a little more serious. "I don't know why, exactly. I felt drawn to you."
"Give me a break."
"No really."
"You're so full of shit. All the people in this city and you're drawn to me? Maybe I'm a convenient victim since you know me already, but you aren't 'drawn' to me."
Lilith gave a slightly sad, patronizing look. "Have you ever been attracted to someone, but you weren't quite sure why? Wanted to hang out more with them, wanted them to care just a little?"
"Give it up. You're a demon. You do... demon things. Eating souls, seducing dudes... haunting innocent girls apparently."
Lilith reached out and took Angela's hand. "There's more to it than that," she whispered.
Angela bit her lip. That contact, that small touch... fuck. She had a flash of just what sorts of things Lilith could do with that hand, those nimble fingers. For a moment, just a moment, she felt lucky that she was the one Lilith had singled out for attention.
Then it was over. Angela pulled her hand away, albeit reluctantly. "Find someone else to play with," she said in halting, broken voice. "Hell, go find our cook after his shift. Tom would love some action."
"Yes. He would. But I'm not really interested in anything like that right now." Lilith waved her hand airily. "Most people just aren't any fun to do more than toy with."
"Like what you're doing with me, you mean?"
"No. I haven't been toying with you."
"Yes you have."
"Trust me, little Angie, if I wanted to toy with you, you'd know it."
"Whatever." Angela rolled her eyes. "You want anything else?"
"Only if you want to bring me something. It doesn't really matter to me."
"Yeah, yeah. Enjoy getting perved on, I guess."
"Thanks. I will."
Angela tried her best to get back into the swing of her job. At least her other tables were excessively docile, since they were all so distracted. No jerks or cranks to contend with. That was something.
It felt like hours before Lilith slipped out. She'd hung around basking in the stares and fantasies for a while, never once touching the food in front of her.
Angela was about to be pissed off that she'd been stiffed on the bill. Her annoyance faded quickly when she realized Lilith had left a pair of twenties on the table; more than enough to pay her tab.
For a brief moment Angela thought about refusing the overly generous tip, but that was such a pointless gesture. Fuck it. Money was money. Didn't matter where it came from.
****
Angela didn't go back to her apartment until late that evening. She had an early evening class to attend in the meantime. She didn't want to be a waitress forever, but also didn't know what she wanted to do for a career. Her scattershot of evening courses were her personal compromise between status quo and moving forward.
She half-expected Lilith to come waltzing in at the beginning of class in some kind of sexy teacher outfit. Luckily, it didn't come to that. Class proceeded entirely as normal.
Still, she had to return home eventually. She whispered a silent prayer at the door as she unlocked it.
Alas, Lilith was stretched out on the couch, borrowed laptop balanced on her firm tummy. She had swapped her relatively modest suit for a bra and panties. She was also back in demon form now that there were no crowds around to witness it.
"Have a good day, honey?" Lilith called as Angela removed her shoes and put her stuff away.
"Don't act like you live here," Angela said. "You don't."
"Just being polite."
"How long are you staying, anyway?"
"Don't know yet. I contacted the office, explained the situation. Waiting to hear back."
"You have an office?"
"Enh. Kinda. More a figure of speech than an actual office building, mind you."
Angela clenched her jaw and debated whether to actually even ask the question, since she knew the answer to it. "So you're staying, then?"
"For now."
"Fuck's sake."
"Yeah, I thought that might annoy you. I took the liberty of ordering pizza in the hopes that you'd tolerate me a little better."
"What does it matter how much I tolerate you? You don't care. You just do what you want."
"Hey, I have feelings, you know."
"You do?"
"Of course I do."
Angela shook her head and went to the kitchen. She had an unopened bottle of wine in the cupboard. Usually she felt bad opening a whole bottle just for herself. Tonight, not so much.
"So it, like, makes you sad that I don't want you around?" Angela said, pitching her voice loud enough to carry back to Lilith.
"I wouldn't say 'sad' exactly," Lilith called back. Her voice dropped back to normal volume as Angela returned with her bottle and glass. "But, like, it's not a very nice feeling, obviously."
"Yeah, well, I don't appreciate people taking over my place without so much as asking."
"Why?"
Angela blinked slowly. "What do you mean 'why'?"
"Just what I said. I'm not denying the whole 'waking you up all terrifying and shit' thing was perhaps kind of a bad start."
"Yeah it was."
"But I think I've been a decent houseguest other than that."
Angela poured her glass most of the way full, then carefully set the bottle down. She took a long sip before responding. "An uninvited houseguest."
"Sure, but-"
"And I'm still not sure what your intentions are, exactly. Like... why me? Why not find someone, anyone really, who finds you irresistible and would happily let you stay forever just for the chance to stare at your cleavage?"
Lilith smiled. Angela was starting to get used to her doing that. It didn't freak her out anymore. It was still a bit unnerving.
"I like you," Lilith said.
"You like me?"
"Yeah. There's something about you that just... I dunno. Makes me want to be around you."
"You're kidding me, right?"
"Nope."
Angela threw her hands up. "What, do you have a rejection fetish? Just because I'm the only one who hasn't been drooling over you as soon as you walk in the room-"
"Don't flatter yourself, kiddo. If I wanted you to drool, I'm make you drool. Remember this?"
Lilith sat up and put the laptop aside. Her breasts were even more prominent under their flimsy bra when she was vertical.
Angela took another sip and swallowed hard as Lilith reached out for her. Those delicate fingers, the sharp, wicked looking nails on the tips, gently caressed her knee. She looked into Lilith's fiery eyes and for a moment was totally lost.
She imagined surrendering. She could hop into Lilith's lap, kiss her, feel that magnificent body. It would feel so good, she knew. The softness, the total abdication of control. Lilith could do things to her that-
With great force of will, Angela wrenched away from the demonic touch. She raised her glass in shaking hands and downed the rest of it.
"Don't do that!"
Lilith's smile never faded. "Told you."
"I know. You can fuck with my head. Everybody's head."
"Mostly I don't. I could have taken you to bed any time I wanted and I haven't."
"Well huzzah for that." Angela refilled her glass. "You know how scary that is? That you could do anything you wanted to me any time you so chose?"
"You'd enjoy it if I did, though."
"That is so not the point."
"I dunno. I think-" Lilith was interrupted by a knock at the door. She bounced to her feet. "Ooh, that must be the pizza."
Angela raised her glass. She was feeling just the slightest beginnings of tipsiness, but mostly still just sarcasm and spite. "How exciting this day truly is."
"Hush, Angie. Don't act like you aren't hungry."
"How would you even... oh goddammit. Get out of my head."
Lilith shrugged. "Vices, dude. Lust, gluttony, envy... I can't help myself. They're just a part of me."
"Ordinary hunger isn't gluttony," Angela mumbled sulkily into her wine.
Lilith didn't bother changing before opening the front door. She remained a slutty demon girl in nothing but her underwear.
Angela rolled her eyes as she watched the exchange. She only caught a few glimpses of the pizza boy. He was, of course, totally smitten by the hottie who'd appeared before him. He didn't seem to care even a little that she wasn't properly human.
Lilith giggled and flirted, and eventually produced money from... well, it was hard to say where she got it from. She certainly didn't have any pockets in which to store cash.
The whole affair took long enough for Angela to get cranky that her food hadn't gotten to her yet. It was a weird thing to be annoyed about, since she hadn't planned on eating delivery until Lilith brought it up.
"About time," Angela growled as Lilith finally strutted back with a pair of boxes balanced easily in one hand. "I thought you were going to drag the poor boy in here and fuck him right in front of me."
"Pff, whatever. I was only just teasing a little. He liked it, I liked it, stop worrying about it."
"Slut."
Lilith tilted her head and gave a bemused look. "You think that's an insult, don't you?"
"I... oh forget it."
There were two kinds of pizza. One piled with meat, the other with veggies. That, at least, indicated that Lilith didn't know what Angela would like, and by extension that she didn't know everything that went on in other people's heads. It was small comfort, but it was something.
Angela felt better by the time she'd demolished one slice and started on her second. She'd been hungrier than she thought.
"You aren't eating?" she finally thought to inquire.
"I snacked on the delivery boy," Lilith said. "His desire wasn't at all subtle, but it was adequate."
"Oh. Right. The whole 'feeding on people's sexual energy' thing." Angela looked at the pair of pizzas. "I'm s'posed to eat all this on my own?"
"Eat what you want. Have leftovers, throw it out. Whatever you feel like."
Angela shrugged. "Alright. Couldn't you pretend to eat some though? It feels weird you just sitting there half naked watching me."
"I kinda am eating, in a sense."
"Oh fuck no. Don't you be feeding on me. I'm not lusting at all."
"It's very subtle. Very light. But it's there."
Angela held up two fingers. "One, no it isn't. Two, even if it is, stop... eating me. Or whatever."
"Only if you stop breathing."
"What?"
Lilith shrugged. "That's kinda what you're asking me to do. Stop breathing, stop absorbing the delicious, tasty feelings you have for me... all much the same."
"I don't have feelings for you!"
"You do. Don't worry about it. Everyone does." Lilith paused. "Mostly everyone."
"I hate you so much."
"That's fine. Hate fucks can be some of the most-"
"Don't finished that sentence."
"-of the most-"
"Don't!"
"Fine."
****
Angela didn't remember going to bed. Admittedly, she'd had a bit too much to drink. Or, indeed, a lot too much. All she knew was that she found herself lying in bed at some point.
Lilith was fussing over her, tucking her in, brushing her hair back from her face. She got some boob pressed to her face at one point and was drunk enough just to enjoy it.
She vaguely recalled being annoyed, even hating Lilith and her uninvited presence. In the moment, that all seemed terribly petty. The succubus was so beautiful and sexy, wandering around all half-naked and shit. And those tits were so soft, so nice...
She fell asleep mid-thought.
****
Angela's dreams were somewhat on the crazy side that night. Specifics were murky afterward, as was often the case. They were definitely intense, though. And quite sexual.
There was a haze of nudity in Angela's mind. She was naked, people around her were naked, and somehow none of it bothered her. In the dream, that was just how things were.
One of the few things that stood out clearly was a boy. A stunningly handsome, roguish guy who could have been Lilith's brother the way sex appeal flowed from him. Angela was drawn to him, moving with dream-sluggish urgency.
They met. He was hard, she was wet. The rest of the nebulous crowd faded away as their eyes met. She should have been scared. He looked more and more like Lilith, albeit masculine in all the ways she was feminine. But she felt safe with him. Safe, and loved, and lusted after...



They were alone. Totally alone, in a room that wasn't really a room. He took her in his arms. He was so warm, so gentle, but with an unmistakable strength in the muscles beneath his smooth skin.
Angela got lost in his eyes, his lips, his roaming hands. She wanted him so badly, more than she'd wanted anyone ever before.
She was on her knees without remembering how she'd got there. His hard, straining cock was big, too big for her to manage. She wanted to try anyway. She needed to try.
It was much easier to get in her mouth than it should have been. Despite its tremendous girth, Angela didn't feel like she had to stretch her jaw at all to accommodate it. It actually just felt nice in her mouth, easy to lick and suck on, and it tasted delicious.
Angela moaned and slobbered on the magnificent cock in her mouth. She was so damn turned on. She wanted to turn around, bend over, and get fucked hard. She couldn't, though. She couldn't stop sucking.
It started to distress her just how uncontrollable her body was. Like nothing around her was quite what it should be.
She woke up in a blur, still half in dreamland as her eyes blinked rapidly into alertness. A pair of glowing eyes faced her, and there was indeed something in her mouth. It wasn't a cock, though, and it didn't belong to a guy.
Lilith lay alongside Angela, bemusedly letting the sleeping girl suckle on her finger. The stimulus for the sexy dream all began to make too much sense.
Angela yanked her head back and she spat out the long, slender finger that her sleeping self had mistaken for a cock. She gaped in horror at what she'd been doing, what she'd been tricked into.
"What the fuck?!"
"Ok, listen," Lilith said. "I know you might not-"
But Angela wasn't listening. She pulled her knees up to her chest, aimed her feet, and gave Lilith the hardest shove she could manage.
Lilith went crashing to the floor. Angela gathered up whatever covers she could and cocooned herself protectively in them. Already she was flashing back to that morning and her first encounter with her demonic stalker.
"Why would you do that?" Angela demanded. Her voice cracked pathetically and she struggled to hold back tears.
Lilith's head popped back above the edge of the bed as she sat up. Her expression, such as it could be seen, registered confusion and dismay. "You were enjoying it."
"The fuck did you just say?"
"I could feel it. You were so-"
"I don't care what the fuck you felt. You. Don't. Fucking. Do. That."
Lilith was quiet for a moment. "You're really upset."
"No shit."
"I did bad, huh?"
She looked like a kicked puppy. Angela felt a twinge of guilt, but only a twinge. She had no right to be getting in people's heads like that. Specifically Angela's head.
"Yes," Angela hissed through clenched teeth. "You did bad."
Another moment of silence. Then, "did you ever hear the story of... well, I don't know what animals are in it in the human version. I swear I've heard it here though. But anyway, there's this pyra and guarus and they-"
Confusion chiseled away at Angela's anger just enough for her to interrupt. "What the fuck are those?"
"Um... like a firey salamander and a big ol' turtle. More or less."
"Fuck's sake. You're telling me some children's story? Is that what this is?"
Lilith shrugged sadly. "The pyra wants to cross this river, right? Only he can't, because water and fire don't mix. Obviously. But there's a guarus swimming around. So the pyra says, 'give me a ride on your back to the other side.'"
"Do you think I care or something?"
Lilith didn't seem to be listening anymore. "And the guarus says, 'hell no, you'll just eat me if I get close.' And pyra is all, 'of course I won't. I'll be on your back. If I ate you I'd drown and die a horrible death.'"
Despite herself, Angela leaned forward a bit to hear what was going to happen through Lilith's sulky mumble. There had to be a point to this somewhere, right?
"So the guarus agrees," Lilith prattled on. "He let's the pyra on his back, and starts swimming to the other side. Halfway across, the pyra starts to feel hungry, so it bites the guarus savagely across the back of the neck, paralyzing it in preparation of a feast. And the guarus is of course all, 'why would you do that? Now we'll both drown and die.'"
Angela hugged her knees and waited.
Lilith took a deep, ragged breath. "And the pyra says, 'it is in my nature.'"
Then silence.
"That's it?" Angela asked. "They both drown?"
"Yes."
"Then... why?"
"Why what?"
"Why eat the... the turtle... guy... thing."
"I just told you. It is in his nature. Pyras are well-known for doing stupid things when they're hungry."
"Not to me they aren't."
"No. I suppose not."
Angela kept waiting for Lilith to get up, to flash that infuriating smile. To pretend like nothing had happened, that they were roommates having a spat.
Nothing.
"So you're the pyra?" Angela finally asked.
"Yes. That was the point."
"You can't help yourself? Is that the excuse you're going with?"
"Yes."
"Well... it's not good enough. That was mind-rape, Lilith. It's... I don't even have words for what it was."
Lilith nodded. She stood, her naked body catching every glimmer of light in the dim room. The faint mystery of her partly obscured form was just as enticing as it was in full light, in its own way. Angela had to look away for a second.
"I am what I am," Lilith said sadly.
Angela opened her mouth, but Lilith was already walking away. The demoness's butt didn't wiggled nearly so much as usual, and her tail drooped disconsolately. The door closed softly behind her.
"Fuuuccck," Angela swore to the empty room. "I don't need this shit."
She rolled over and tried to clear her mind, but she was a long time getting back to sleep.
****
Waking up in the morning was quiet. Angela cautiously blinked her eyes open and lifted her head off her pillow. No one else was in her room. She was alone.
She breathed a sigh of relief, then rolled over and closed her eyes back up. She didn't imagine she'd be left to her own devices for long, but for now it was a welcome respite.
Angela let her body come awake slowly, at its own pace. She delayed getting out of bed as long as her conscience would allow. She still had things to do, and luxuriating in her temporary privacy wasn't something she could get away with all day.
It was with a certain trepidation that she finally stepped out of bed and got herself dressed. She'd been stripped down to her panties last night, not that that had been her primary worry at the time. Lilith's doing, no doubt. The fucking perv.
Angela felt a flash of annoyance as she recalled the events of the night before. It didn't have nearly the same strength now that she'd had a chance to sleep and get a little distance, but it was still definitely there.
Unfortunately, perhaps, there was no one to take her irritation out on. Lilith wasn't on the couch, or in the kitchen, or... anywhere, really. The apartment was deserted.
Angela frowned. Had she really been left alone? It kind of seemed like she had. She recalled Lilith's sad-puppy act toward the end of their last exchange, the pathetic droop of her tail. It was almost possible to feel bad for overreacting.
But it hadn't been an overreaction. Lilith had stepped way, way past the line of decent interpersonal contact. She'd brought it on herself.
Angela waged a mental skirmish back and forth in her head. Only a day with the world's sexiest pain in the ass and already 'normal' had been redefined in her life. She alternated between guilt and relief that she was alone again.
She had to make her own coffee this morning, and it wasn't nearly so good as what Lilith could produce. Breakfast was going to be pizza, as were quite a few meals to come, seeing as how her fridge was crammed with the better part of last night's overly large delivery.
Lilith hadn't been all bad. She'd tried. But... she was dangerous too. And not very considerate, to put it mildly.
Angela felt like she was getting nowhere. She actually yearned for Lilith to show up again, if only so she'd have someone to argue with other than herself.
Overall, she was warily happy to have her life back. She was going to miss some things about the demon girl, but not enough to wish her back.
****
Part Two: Return of the Sex-Fiend
****
It started to feel like a dream. Everything was so normal again, so quickly, so consistently. Having a demon around seemed more and more like it had been a crazy hallucination.
It wasn't, of course. Angela knew Lilith had been real. But after a week, the firm reality of her temporary existence faded gradually away into memory.
Angela worked, went to her classes, and slept alone. Normal.
Then she came home one evening to a sense of something amiss. She couldn't have said what it was, only that as she unlocked her door to enter, her heart started beating a little faster. She tried to calm herself, to figure out what her body was reacting to. It all became clear once she stepped inside.
There, reclined on her couch comfortable as could be, was Lilith. The succubus was sporting a tight little t-shirt and panties. Her long, sleek legs stretched out from where Angela's laptop was balanced on her lap.
"Hi, honey," Lilith said.
"You're back," Angela said flatly.
Lilith's razor-sharp teeth glinted broadly. "Sure am. Miss me?"
Angela remembered feeling scared when she'd first seen that predator's smile of Lilith's. Now not so much. "I don't know if 'miss' is the right word."
"Aw, you did miss me, didn't you?"
Angela rolled her eyes and walked past.
Lilith didn't go anywhere. Once Angela was settled in a bit, there she was still playing with the laptop.
"Could you seriously not bring your own computer this time?" Angela asked.
"I wasn't sure there was much point. Didn't know if you'd let me stay."
"I have basically no choice in the matter."
"True."
Angela boldly strode over and snatched her laptop away from Lilith. She sat down and examined the screen. She looked up in disbelief, then back at the screen. "You were reading a wikipedia article on... jam?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"I dunno. Was reading some stuff, followed some links. Did you know that-"
"If this is some fact about jam, I genuinely don't care."
"Jellies, actually. See-"
"Still don't care. And I have no idea why you apparently do. Do you even eat jam?"
"No. But I'm allowed to be interested in things I don't eat. All knowledge is valuable, in its own way. Why shouldn't I try to educate myself."
"About jam?"
"About lots of things." Lilith shrugged. "Including jam, if it comes up."
"You're such weirdo."
Lilith raised an eyebrow and twitched her lips in a small, self-satisfied grin.
"Goddammit, don't smile at me like that!" Angela demanded.
"Can't help it. You're starting to like me back."
"Am not."
"You are. You called me a weirdo just now."
"That would be the opposite of indicating I like you."
"Well... it shows how much less afraid of me you are than you used to be. That's something."
Angela sighed and slumped a bit in her seat. "Fine. I'm less afraid. I've come to realize you're more of an unintentional menace and pain in the ass than an actual threat. Happy?"
"Yep."
"Speaking of which..."
Lilith shrank in her seat. She tucked her feet under her butt, and her normally exuberant tail disappeared behind her back. "We're gonna talk about that, are we?"
"I think we have to."
"But-"
"You did something... just... it's not acceptable. I can't trust you to if... if you're going to do things to me while I'm sleeping."
Lilith cringed. "I really didn't mean to."
"Didn't mean to? Or didn't think I'd get upset?"
"... both?"
Angela inhaled deeply through her nostrils. Before she could formulate her next sentence, there was a knock at the door.
"I'll get it!" Lilith said, bounding forcefully from her seat.
"Any excuse to get out of this conversation," Angela muttered.
Still, she preferred seeing Lilith overly energetic than cowering in emotional distress. The demoness was puppy-like in her ability to look pitiful when chastised.
There was a delivery guy at the door, just like last time. And, just like last time, Lilith flirted heavily and took her sweet time finishing the transaction.
"You're going to be a popular caller with the delivery boys if you keep answering the door like that," Angela said as Lilith finally returned.
"I'm popular with boys period," Lilith corrected. "Doesn't matter how I act or what I'm wearing. Might as well have some fun with it though, right?"
She set down several cartons of Chinese food. She then retook her seat and curled up with much less self-effacement than previously. A little sexual feeding and already she was perked right up.
Angela rummaged through the boxes, knowing she was the only one eating. "You ordered before I got home," she said, not bothering to ask it as a question.
"Might have."
"How'd you know when I'd be back?"
"Um... lucky guess?"
"Please tell me you haven't been stalking me."
Lilith nodded. "Ok, I haven't been stalking you."
"Goddammit. That's a total lie, isn't it?"
"You told me to say it."
"Yeah, but-"
"And it's not a total lie."
"It's not, huh?"
"Not totally."
"Fuck's sake." Angela picked at her food, torn between hunger and disgust. "What am I supposed to do, huh? Just accept you forcing your way into my life?"
"Ideally you'd want me around."
Angela snorted. "You make that really tricky. I clearly can't trust you to respect my privacy or... anything, really. You've got no sense of boundaries, and I can't stop you doing what you want."
Lilith bit her lip. "I'm working on that."
"Are you? How, exactly?"
"It's complicated."
"I don't think it is, really."
"It is," Lilith insisted. "I'm different than you. I'm wired differently. Sex, lust, emotions... I crave them, Angie. You can't imagine what you do to me."
"Me specifically? Or humans generally."
"Well... both. But I meant you." Lilith unfolded and leaned nearer to Angela. "You don't realize just how tempting you are, or what kind of stuff you're emitting."
"Emitting?"
Lilith waved her hand. "I don't have the right words for it, not in a language you understand. When you... the way... shit." She paused. "When you have thoughts or feeling or urges... I can kind of feel them. Taste them. Particularly when they're 'sinful' in nature. Sexual."
"I'm not really all that sexual."
"Maybe you aren't. But the tension in you..." Lilith's nostrils flared and her eyes rolled back for a moment. "It's delicious," she whispered.
"Ew. Stop that. And stop making shit up. I am absolutely not tense and sexual and... delicious."
"Oh but you are. You-"
"Even if I am, I don't need you being all..." Angela waved her hand as she searched for the right adjective. "Being all succubus-y."
"Can't help that."
"So you keep saying. You don't try very hard though."
Lilith looked mildly offended. "I try very hard, actually. Have I seduced you? Taken you to bed? Fucked you all night until you can't stand up the next day?"
"Well... some of that, yes."
"Ok, technically, maybe. But the spirit of my point is still valid. I've been fighting my instincts the best I can."
Angela put down the carton she'd been holding without even looking at. "Even if that's true-and I'm only willing to give partial credit at best-why? Why do you have such a fascination with me in particular? Surely there are other girls... or boys... or whatever..." She shook her head. "Other people you'd rather seduce."
"Maybe somewhere. Not many of them, though. You're special."
"Special how? And don't say because I taste good or whatever. That's so icky."
"Well it's true. Your flavour's just so..." Lilith's nostril's flared as she inhaled deeply. "Unique. Enticing."
Angela made a disgusted face. "I said not to say that."
"You did."
"And you said it anyway. It makes me feel like... I don't know. Like a tasty snack for you."
Lilith cocked her head thoughtfully. Her tongue poked at the corner of her mouth where her full, sultry lips met. "That's somewhat accurate, I suppose. Sex and eating are fairly conjoined for me. Much moreso than you'd be used to."
"Ew."
"Hey, it's just who I am."
"That's fine. It doesn't mean I have to like it."
"Ouch."
Angela jabbed a finger at Lilith. "Don't you dare start looking pitiful again. I don't know how you do it, but it isn't fair."
"Years of practice. Many long years."
Angela picked up a different take-out box. "I almost preferred you when you were terrifying, you know that?"
"That's not true."
"No. But it's not as much a lie as I'd like."
****
Angela made sure she went to bed alone that night. She insisted strongly that Lilith wasn't to enter the bedroom during the night. She locked her bedroom door for good measure, even though she knew locks wouldn't really help in this case.
Her dreams were once again overly sexual. She woke up sweaty and aroused the next morning. She sat bolt upright, sure that Lilith had intruded and done weird mind things to her, but the room was deserted except for her.
She showered and dressed before confronting her demonic couch surfer.
Lilith was sprawled haphazardly across her makeshift bed. Her head rested on one of the couch's arms, while one of her legs was somehow draped over the back. Luckily she still wore panties in her sleeping state or her pussy would have been lewdly exposed.
Her sleek, tight little pussy...
Angela shook the thought from her head. She was still horny, and it was all too easy to think about Lilith's sexy-as-fuck body, and all the various naughty bits that had been etched in her mind from when she'd seen her naked.
Despite being asleep and technically clothed, the succubus was pure physical seduction. Her nipples poked prominently at her thin halter-top, and the vague impression of her slit could be seen where her panties pulled tight across her crotch.
"I'm not even into girls," Angela muttered irritatedly to herself. "Fucking demon sexiness."
Even Lilith's small, barely audible snoring was cute. You wouldn't mind waking up next to it by any means.
"Ugh," Angela clenched her fists as she tried again to dump her intrusive thoughts. She then reached out and shoved Lilith's shoulder. "Hey, wake up."
Lilith stirred, then stretched her lithe body out as her eyelids blinked open. The ethereal dancing flames in her eyes slowly stoked themselves into alertness.
"Oh, hey, Angel," Lilith said with a lazy smile. "What's up?"
"Don't call me that. And I need you to answer something."
"Yeah?"
"Were you messing with my dreams again?"
"Don't think so. Nothing deliberate." Lilith sat up and crossed her legs. "Why? Anything good going on in there."
"Not that I'd tell you, but I honestly don't remember. Just... I think you were in them, and that worries me."
"That'd be all you. It's sweet that you're dreaming of me though."
"No it's not. It's stupid and bad and dumb. It got me all... it's bad."
Lilith nodded knowingly. "All horny, huh?"
"Shut up!"
"Nah, I mean, I can tell even if you hadn't said anything. I wouldn't worry about it."
Angela turned her head as a flush crept over her face. "I said shut up."
"It's built up pretty bad too," Lilith continued conversationally. "How long since you masturbated? You might want to take care of that. Excessive sexual frustration isn't good for you."
"I am not having this discussion."
Angela tried to walk away confidently, but she didn't feel it, and she was pretty sure it showed. She went to the kitchen and started up the coffee maker. She should have started there and given herself the advantage of being totally awake before rousing Lilith.



Lilith padded in moments later. Her graceful steps were ninja-silent, and Angela didn't even realize she was there until she hopped up to her perch on the counter.
Somewhere along the line her shirt had lengthened until it just covered her panties. Once she sat on the counter, her bright-purple panties flashed out from beneath. It felt like every damn thing she did was attention-whoring in some way or other.
"I'm, like, the last person in the world you need to be embarrassed about sex stuff around," Lilith said. "I mean, I know you don't necessarily believe that."
"You're right. I don't."
"But here's the thing. I've seen all the worst, most pervy stuff there is out there. And I'm not one to judge. Hell, you should see some of my favourite things."
"I really shouldn't."
"You need to cum, Angie. You need it bad. Seriously, how long has it been."
Angela clenched her fists, then took deep breaths as she forced her fingers to relax. "None of your damn business. It's just the stupid dreams you gave me got me all worked up. That's all this is. I'm fine when I'm on my own."
Lilith was silent for a moment. Angela turned cautiously to look at her. She had an intensely thoughtful expression.
"You do masturbate, don't you?" Lilith asked.
Angela flushed and turned away again. She stared at the coffee-maker like it was about to do a trick.
"You're living alone and all," Lilith continued. "You have some kind of release, right?"
"I'm fine," Angela mumbled.
"You need-"
"I said I'm fine!"
"Do you want me to show you? Some people never learned. You'd be surprised. Or maybe you wouldn't. Either way, if you-"
"Oh. My. God." Angela whirled around. "I can't cum, alright? I've never had an orgasm. Is that what you want to hear?"
Lilith actually leaned back at the outburst. "Well-"
"Not that it's any of your business at all, but yeah, I get a little pent up sometimes. But I just can't do it, ok?"
There was silence for a moment. It was broken by the chime of the coffee-maker finishing up.
"Let me get that," Lilith said, sliding past Angela.
"Don't."
"Yeah, come on. I know you liked it last time I made you coffee."
"Wait, so you did add something to it? I thought-"
"Proprietary secret, my darling. Scooch off a bit, would you?"
Angela moved out of the way. She watched carefully, but nothing Lilith did seemed at all out of the ordinary. And she knew for a fact it was just regular old coffee that had gone into it to start with.
Nevertheless, it wasn't just coffee. It was delicious, warming, and soothing. Angela felt herself calming as she sipped the hot liquid.
"I shouldn't drink this," she mumbled. "Fuck knows what you did to it."
"Mmhm." Lilith grinned knowingly and wiped up a bit of spilled coffee with a damp cloth. "You feeling more like talking yet?"
"No."
"Because you know I can fix your problem, right?"
"It's not a problem. Don't need fixing."
Lilith put her hands on her hips. Somehow, despite her cutesy attire, she suddenly looked all business. "Orgasms are important."
"Oh god." Angela rolled her eyes and took another careful sip from her mug. "Please don't turn this into a sex-ed lesson."
"You're forcing my hand. This is basically my area of expertise, you know. I've seen what happens when people don't take care of themselves sexually. The effects are subtle, but they're there."
"Are they indeed?"
"You don't believe me. Tell me, have you ever had days where you didn't eat in the morning and got super cranky until you did?"
"Well... yeah. Everyone has times like that. Blood sugars and stuff."
"Right. What do you think happens when you don't cum for too long?"
"Um..."
"I mean, aside from being super, super tempting, what with all that built up sexual frustration..."
Lilith moved closer without seeming to realize what she was doing. Her eyes held a faraway look for a second until Angela backed and away. She shook herself back into focus.
"This is absolutely not an invitation to try seducing me again," Angela said.
"Sorry, sorry. But you are... no, you don't want to hear that. Sorry. Point is, you'd be much happier if you let me help you. That's all."
"Let you play your sick, twisted games with me, huh? Is that all I need to do?"
"I'm offering to make you cum. If that sounds sick and twisted to you... I fear you may have larger issues than I can help with."
"That's not what I meant."
"Oh?"
"I just mean... I'm saying..." Angela fumbled for words. "You're a demon," she finally said.
"Ah. I see. I'm not really a person, is that it? I'm not allowed to be helpful, or do nice things?"
"That's not-"
"And you probably still think I'm after something. I'm going to play a cruel trick, or do something horrible to you."
"Well you do steal people's souls," Angela mumbled miserably.
"Buy. Trade. Never steal."
"Yeah, well... still."
Lilith sighed. "I guess we're making progress, at least. Your prejudice against me does get a little hurtful after a while, though."
Angela summoned indignation from beneath her chastised outer layer. "Hey! You're the one invading my home without asking. And doing weird sexy-dream stuff to me. Don't act all pitiful and helpless."
"Maybe you're right. Maybe I really am the bad guy here." Lilith threw her hands up. "I don't really have a firm grasp on human morality. I mean, it's tricky when all you different little groups have different ideas what morality is to begin with." She jabbed a long, pointed finger at Angela. "At least I don't pretend to be someone I'm not, and I try to get people what they want, and mostly I don't hurt anyone. Those are good things, I think."
Angela swirled her mug in both hands. She watched the spinning liquid for a moment while her mind raced. "Is that what you're doing with me? Trying to get me what I want?"
"Kinda. Also I like hanging out with you. When you're not being too much of a bitch, anyway."
"Hey!"
"Well you are sometimes. It's partly my own fault, but still." Lilith shrugged. "Most of the time you're super cute and amusing, and you smell really, really nice."
"Fuck's sake."
"Maybe I'm crushing a little. It happens sometimes."
"On me of all people?"
"Why not?"
Angela spread her arms and turned to gesture at her apartment. "I'm boring. I'm not overly attractive. Maybe I 'smell nice' or whatever, but there have to be people who smell better, and are cuter, and... whatever."
Lilith blinked impassively. "So you're saying you've never crushed on anyone because you knew there were better people out there somewhere?"
"Now you're twisting my words."
"Don't think I am."
"You are! 'Cause... 'cause... you've been lots of places, right? Seen all kinds of people?"
Lilith broke back into a roguish smile. It was better than when she looked annoyed, Angela decided.
"Oh," Lilith said. "Is that all."
"What?"
"I get it now. You're one of those people who thinks they aren't good enough. You think anyone you're really attracted too can't possibly be attracted back, because obviously they're out of your league, or whatever."
"That's not what I'm saying at all."
"Maybe not. It is what you're feeling, I think. Even if you can't admit it. You're 'too boring,' 'not interesting enough.' That's what you're telling me, right?"
"I don't think I want to talk about this anymore."
"Maybe you'd like to take me up on my offer, maybe you wouldn't. You probably don't even know. You're too busy making up excuses to really think about it. 'Oh, I'm not a lesbian,' 'you can't possibly want me.' That sort of thing."
"Please stop."
"I'm done. Just... think about it. For real."
"Sure. Fine. Whatever."
****
Angela hadn't planned on actually following through with her 'promise.' She'd really just wanted Lilith to leave her alone and stop pestering her. However, despite herself, she couldn't stop mulling over the demoness's offer.
It was one of those thoughts that just wouldn't leave her head no matter how hard she tried to dismiss it. It was insidious that way. There was just enough temptation in it that her best attempts at logic failed to totally eradicate it.
No one had ever promised to make Angela cum before, let alone with such confidence. There was some sort of implicit understanding in society that sex or masturbating would make one feel really, really good. So far, she hadn't really experienced it that way. They were nice, sure, but not great. Nothing world-shattering.
And if anyone knew about making someone feel good, Lilith was probably that person. Unless it was all bullshit.
But it wasn't bullshit, was it?
Angela drove herself crazy going around in mental circles, trying and failing to clear her thoughts. Her shift at work was a blur, and her evening class was a total waste of her time and money because she didn't remember a single thing that had been said.
The anti-climax to her day was returning to an empty apartment. Whether or not she wanted Lilith there, she'd expected her to be present.
Her day now lacked closure. She kind of wanted to yell at Lilith, or argue with her, or at least further discuss some things. None of that was possible. She didn't have any way of contacting the succubus, which felt a little one-sided all of a sudden.
Angela grumbled through her evening, mind still very much unsettled. She texted a few friends in attempt to distract herself, but she didn't really feel like going out and doing anything.
She found herself glancing toward the front door far too often, as though Lilith would simply waltz in if she waited long enough. She got to the point of annoying herself, and it was something of a relief when bedtime arrived.
****
Angela's dreams that night were very clear. Or at least one of them was. The very last one.
It was about Lilith, of course. Everything was becoming about her.
The illegally hot demon-girl was stark naked and swaying seductively to faint, indistinctly rhythmic music. In dream land, Angela found it harder to fight her involuntary attraction for the stunning creature who'd invaded her home and her mind. She had the vague sense that she shouldn't look, shouldn't want to see, but anything more than that eluded her.
Lilith got closer and closer without either of them actually moving. Every sexy jiggle of her body became sharper, more in focus. And she knew exactly what she was doing.
Dream-Angela leaned closer, eyes wide, heart a-flutter. She reached out, but no matter how close she got, she couldn't actually reach the captivating figure before her. She was so close, yet also infinitely far away.
Lilith's hands ran across her taught body. She licked her blood-red lips with her long, nimble tongue. Everything about her was an invitation to sin. Her perfect, perky tits, the immaculate curve of her hips, her flat tummy that trailed down to the sweet little slit of her pussy. Absolutely everything.
Angela's need grew to the point of desperation. She wanted Lilith, needed to reach her, but couldn't. Her attempts left her feeling helpless and frustrated.
Then Lilith reached for her. She sighed in happy relief as the demon-girl's fire-warm caress reached her, spreading through her body in a sensual torrent. Everything was good for an undetermined passing of time. Everything was so good.
Angela's transition back to wakefulness was a muddled blur. Everything seemed correct, but also totally wrong. It took her a few moments to wake up enough to realize she'd ben dreaming, and once she did she also discovered it wasn't all a dream.
She wasn't alone in her bed. Soft breasts pressed against her back. Slender arms wrapped around her. Warm, gentle breaths puffed ticklishly at her neck.
Angela clenched her fists. Lilith had actually invaded her bed, after specifically being told not to. Not even just that. The succubus was actually spooning her.
"Lilith?"
There was no answer. Angela sighed and closed her eyes for a second.
"Lilith?" she tried a bit louder.
Still nothing.
Angela considered breaking free, leaping out of bed, and finding something heavy to hit her sleep-snuggler with. Then she was forced to ponder why she hadn't immediately done something of that nature. Why was she just lying there, hardly doing anything to wake or disturb Lilith?
It felt nice. That was it. Angela felt warm and cuddled, and in the early morning hours that was a precious sensation to wake up to. It made the eternal struggle to start her day that much harder.
But it was Lilith. She couldn't just let the demon-girl get away with sneaky snuggles, could she? She'd been fighting so hard to establish boundaries and rules. Submitting now might mean losing all that progress. It wasn't a switch to be turned off and on.
Angela gasped aloud as a hand closed over one of her breasts. Lilith was awake.
"Hey!" Angela protested. She grabbed the offending hand and pulled it away from her chest.
"Hm?" came a sleepy mumble in reply.
"How long have you been awake?" Angela demanded.
"Wasn't."
"You were so. You just grabbed my boob!"
"I did? Huh."
Angela finally forced herself to roll away from the snuggly morning embrace she'd guiltily luxuriated in. She sat up and gathered her blanket around her as a protective barrier against reality.
Lilith was naked. Totally, unabashedly unclothed. She stretched lazily, like a cat awakened from a sunny nap. It was impossible not to watch the process unfold.
"We talked about this," Angela said, her voice trembling slightly. "You told me you wouldn't come into my room."
"You mean that wasn't just for one night?"
"Of course it wasn't! That's why I said not to ever come in here. Especially while I'm sleeping. Don't even get me started on climbing into bed with me. That's... I don't even know what to say about that."
Lilith lifted her head with a look of honest confusion. "But you liked it."
"Why do you keep saying things like that? Like, even if you were right-"
"I am. I know."
"-it doesn't make it ok. You can't just do things like that."
"You mean things that make you feel nice?"
"I mean sexy things."
"That wasn't-"
"Hey! Maybe things are different where you're from. Maybe climbing naked into bed with someone without their knowledge or permission is ok in your world. But here... things aren't like that."
Lilith raised herself on hands and knees. She crawled closer to Angela, who huddled even tighter at the approach. "You're scared."
"M'not."
"You are. You don't need to be."
Lilith pulled Angela into a not-entirely-unwelcome hug. Somehow, as with the cuddling, Angela felt safe and warm in the embrace. It was entirely mysterious how those dagger-like fingernails, bared breasts, and unnaturally red skin all came together to produce such a feeling of love and comfort.
Angela relaxed in stages, her body unfolding from its stiffened, anxious state. Her cheek pressed against the pillowy cushion of Lilith's chest. Delicate fingers ran through her hair.
"Feel better?" Lilith whispered.
"M'be a li'l."
"Yeah you do."
"Y'r tits're n'ce."
Lilith giggled. "Yeah they are. Glad you're finally appreciating them."
"M'not. Only kinda."
"Uh huh. Whatever you say."
More hair stroking. More boob nuzzling.
"S'not right," Angela said. She cautiously peeked up at Lilith's face. "We're not s'posed to meet 'cause you accidentally invaded my home then wouldn't leave."
"And I'm supposed to be a boy?" Lilith hazarded.
"That too."
Lilith shrugged. "These things happen."
Angela exhaled deeply and settled her head against Lilith's shoulder. Much conflict remained within her, but it was getting so hard to fight. It took entirely too much work.
"Do you seduce a lot of girls? Or am I really just that special?"
"A little of both."
"Of course." Angela chewed her bottom lip uncertainly. "So... what now?"
Lilith brushed back some of Angela's hair. "Let me show you, little angel."
"I'm not-"
Angela tilted her head up slightly and was interrupted mid-sentence as Lilith kissed her. Her mind blanked for a second and she totally lost track of everything except the luscious pair of lips tangling with hers.
Then, just as suddenly, her mouth was free again. Angela blinked and tried to regain focus. Lilith's eyebrows quirked mischievously.
"I didn't say you could do that," Angela said.
"You wanted to know what happened next, didn't you?"
"That wasn't what I meant."
"Sure it was. You just don't want to admit it to me."
Angela turned her head. Her tongue unconsciously poked out far enough to run across her bottom lip, right where Lilith's lips had gently sucked as she pulled away. "Are you going to do it again?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
"Oh who am I kidding. Of course I am."
Nothing happened. Angela turned back to face Lilith. The demoness was watching her, unblinking. The fire in her inhuman eyes was somehow playful and teasing.
Angela reached up and tentatively touched Lilith's cheek. "It's not fair," she whispered. "You cheat."
"I don't cheat."
"You do."
Lilith leaned her head into Angela's delicate caress. "I'm just me. How is that cheating?"
"It just is."
Angela saw Lilith dipping slowly toward her again. She accepted the second kiss a little more gracefully than the first.
Her hand remained on Lilith's cheek. The warm skin beneath her palm got even warmer.
Her heart pounded like crazy in her chest.
A tongue poked at her lips. Angela hesitated only for the briefest of moments, then opened her mouth enough to let it in. It surged forward with a gentle aggression that she just wasn't expecting. Her whole mouth was probed and explored.
She was caught off-guard by just how long and flexible Lilith's tongue was. It didn't seem quite real. It certainly wasn't human.
"Ok," Angela said as she broke the kiss. "Ok."
Lilith made a disapproving noise and tried to move back in.
"Enough," Angela insisted with a nervous giggle. She pushed Lilith back. Her hand accidentally pressed soft tit-flesh instead of the safer shoulder-area she meant to hit.
"Aw, already?"
"Yes. Just... give me a minute."
Lilith studied her expression. "But you definitely liked it this time, right?"
Angela bit her lip, then nodded. "I did. I'm still not sure that I should, but I really did."
"Good. Progress."
Angela shook her head wryly. "Sure. Progress." She pushed back and leaned heavily against the headboard of her bed. "What the hell is my life even?"
"Much sexier now?"
Angela took in Lilith's stunningly naked form. "You're not wrong."
Lilith grinned and tried to crawl into Angela's lap. Angela fended her off, but laughed at her cute persistence when she made multiple attempts.
"Cut it out," Angela said. "I need to process."
Lilith knelt back so her butt rested on her heels. She pouted. "Processing isn't good. You'll just think too much and decide you don't want me again."
"I might. That's up to me to decide."
"But-"
"No! You got to kiss me already this morning. And naked snuggle."
Lilith's expression went dreamy with recent remembrances. "Yeah. That was nice."
"Right. So don't push it. I don't even know why I'm letting you get away with being so molest-y."
"'Cause I'm a really good snuggler."
"Well... yes. But-"
"And a fantastic kisser."
"Also true."
"And I'm totally hot and naked and you can't stop thinking about what it would be like to let me do sexy nice things to you."
Angela swung a pillow at Lilith. The succubus absorbed the blow and sprawled giggling across the bed.
Lilith had no compunctions at all about showing off her body. Angela knew that about her already, but it was still amazing just how casually she'd spread her legs and splay out her pussy. It was a beautiful little slit, but still.



"See, checking me out again," Lilith teased. "Told ya."
Angela flushed and turned her head. "Well you keep showing off. I can't just never look at you." She waved her hand. "Just put some damn clothes on already."
"Don't wanna."
"Seriously. It's impossible to have a real conversation with you while you're so... naked."
"Mmm, I know, right? I'm pretty fuckin' hot."
"And so modest..." There was a faint sound that Angela couldn't really place. When she turned back to Lilith, the demoness had donned a tight little halter top and a mini-skirt that failed to cover her properly. "Panties too, please."
"Why?"
"Because I can still see your... you know. Vagina."
Lilith looked down with a surprised expression like she hadn't deliberately left her pussy exposed. "Whoops," she said unconvincingly. She closed her legs and tugged her skirt down a bit. "How's that?"
"Are there panties under there yet?"
"Maaayyybe."
"There aren't, are there?"
"You're welcome to find out."
Angela sighed and scooted to the edge of the bed, away from her single-minded temptress. "I need coffee. You have that effect on me, you know?"
"I'll make it."
Lilith leaped out of bed ahead of Angela. Her skirt flared up and flashed her bare butt for a split second, then she was off and away.
Angela took her time following. She wasn't quite sure what to think of the morning, and she wasn't at all sure she was ready for more Lilith just yet.
Lilith had already started the coffee maker before Angela arrived. In fact, she'd had time to settle into her favourite perch on the counter. It was becoming a normal scene for Angela. The only real difference from previous times was that Lilith had flipped up the front of her skirt and was casually fingering herself while humming a tune Angela didn't recognize.
"Bad girl," Angela admonished without any real feeling behind the words. Even though she hadn't caught Lilith masturbating before, it didn't come as any particular shock to her. "Don't do that in my kitchen."
Lilith was predictably unashamed of herself. "Where, then? Your bed, perhaps?"
"No. Just... ugh. Why does everything have to be about sex with you?"
"Well-"
"No, don't answer that. Stupid question, I know."
Lilith grinned, her teeth glinting unnaturally under the kitchen lights.
"Seriously though," Angela said. "Put some damn pants on or something."
"Aw."
Lilith readjusted her skirt and kept her hands away from her pussy, but didn't actually do what she was told. Angela was content to leave it there, quitting while she was ahead.
The coffee was amazing, as per Lilith's usual skill at brewing it. Angela sipped as quickly as the hot liquid would allow. Its calming, soothing effect seeped through her system.
"I only love you for your coffee, you know," Angela said, cradling the warm mug in both hands.
"So you do love me!"
"You're taking that completely out of context."
"Don't think I am."
Lilith leapt gracefully from her seat. She darted in like the wind and planted a quick kiss on Angela's coffee-warmed lips. She was away again before Angela could stop her or even protest.
Angela felt her cheeks warm. She lifted her mug to cover the shy smile that overtook her mouth.
"So what, you think you can just kiss me whenever you want now?" Angela tried to maintain a stern, unamused voice, but it was so much harder than it should have been.
"Getting there. Still got work to do."
Angela followed Lilith with her eyes as the demoness flirted around the kitchen area.
Lilith wiped up the coffee maker with a wash cloth, then spun back to the sink. Her skirt flared improbably high, flashing hints of what was beneath as she whirled.
"Want some breakfast?" Lilith asked. "I can probably put something together."
"Um... no, I'm good."
Lilith's busying about was all too distracting. Probably deliberately so. Angela couldn't stop watching, couldn't stop flicking her eyes to shifting hemlines and peeks of nipple.
"I'm gonna make you some breakfast," Lilith said.
"I just finished saying-"
"Not that you have much to work with here. Do you ever do groceries or what?"
"You're just gonna ignore me, aren't you?"
"Finish your coffee, babe."
Angela clenched her fist tightly around the handle of her mug. If the coffee wasn't so damn good, she would have been tempted to do something stupid with it. Like turn it into a projectile.
She took a seat and waited. Watching tantalizing demon-flesh get flashed around passed the time pretty nicely. It did, however, get her a bit horny in the process. That was regrettable, but also manageable.
Sooner than expected, Lilith was setting a plate in front of Angela. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her, smiling proudly at her own work.
Angela looked down at her plate. "You made me toast?"
"Cinnamon toast. Try some. You'll like it."
Angela prodded the crispy bread. "I'm, like, ninety-five percent sure there's no cinnamon in my kitchen."
"Yeah. I had to improvise a little."
"What does that even mean?"
"Try some," Lilith urged. "It's good. I promise."
Angela raised a slice of toast. She watched it for a moment, but it appeared about as normal as any toast she'd ever eaten. It smelled really good, which was still worrying, but her morning hunger swayed the scales in favour of experimentation. She took a careful bite.
"Oh wow!"
Lilith bounced excitedly from foot to foot. "Good, right?"
"So good. But how did you even do it?"
"That's a seeecreeettt."
"Fine. Don't tell me."
"If you really want to know-"
"Stop. You're going to suggest some kind of sexual deal. Or something."
"Well, yeah. Is that a no?"
"That would be a no."
"Aw."
Angela took another bite. "Still, though, amazing toast."
"Thanks."
Lilith pranced happily away and went back to flouncing around flashing her sexy bits, while occasionally tidying a bit.
Angela, despite her best efforts, continued to watch.
****
Angela floated through the first couple hours of her shift in a bit of a daze. She couldn't get Lilith off her mind. At least her intrusive thoughts weren't quite so unpleasant anymore, though they were still fairly confusing.
She was willing to admit that she was somewhat attracted to the smokin' hot, super playful succubus. Even though she wasn't really into girls, and even though Lilith wouldn't have been her type even if she was...
Or was she just fooling herself? Maybe Lilith was exactly her type and she'd just never allowed herself to consider it. Maybe.
Angela was only mildly surprised to realize that she wanted to see where their relationship was going to go. She wasn't ready to commit to anything yet, even just in her head, but except for a rocky start, and some uninvited molesting, and an inability to take 'no' for an answer, and...
Ok, so there were some problems. Things to work on. And maybe they'd end up being too incompatible after all. But the way Lilith kissed...
Angela unconsciously ran her fingertips across her lips. She could still feel the impression of Lilith's mouth on hers. Goddamn could that girl kiss. She probably had an unfathomable amount of experience.
And what else could she do with that mouth?
Angela actually blushed at her own thought and took a moment to compose herself before getting back to serving her customers. Still, she couldn't keep an impish little smirk off her lips.
As though summoned by Angela's thoughts, Lilith breezed through the doors. The demoness was back in human form, and had donned a criminally tight business suit that was different from her last one, but just as slutty without actually technically showing anything inappropriate.
This time, instead of swearing at Lilith for invading her workplace, Angela smiled wider, then bit her lip and struggled to regain control of her face. It wouldn't do to appear giddy. She hadn't sorted out all her feelings yet, let alone how she wanted to play their relationship in public.
"You don't actually have to visit me at work," Angela said as she dropped off a menu and pretended to serve Lilith the same as any other customer.
"I know," Lilith said. "But I just wanted to stop by and get a snack before heading off. Got some things to take care of."
"Souls to steal?"
"Purchase. And yes, basically."
"And by snack, you of course mean-"
"Not actual food, no."
Angela glanced around quickly, taking in the myriad leers directed at Lilith. "Right. Of course. Goddamn people are pervs."
"Can't really blame them when it comes to me."
Angela tilted her head and gazed at Lilith's bountiful cleavage. "No. Perhaps not." She looked up. "Anyway, shall I bring you anything specific? Or just whatever I feel like ordering for you?"
"Whatever's fine." Lilith grinned toothily. "It's all for show, after all."
"Yeah. I got that."
Angela wasn't at all surprised to find Tom busy gawking just like everyone else when she went to put the order in. She deliberately stepped between him and Lilith in an attempt to attract his attention. It didn't work particularly well.
"C'mon, Tom. Back to chef-ing."
"Just a sec," Tom said as he leaned over to see around Angela's shoulder. "That woman's back. The hot one."
"I am aware. I'm trying to get her order for her."
"Alright. Alright. I get it." Tom grinned, totally unashamed of himself for leering. He at least went back to work, which was all Angela really cared about. "Can I ask what your deal is with her though?"
"My deal?"
"Yeah. You treat her different that other customers. Usually you're all professional and shit. But there's something off when it comes to her."
Angela rolled her eyes. "There is not."
"There so is."
"There-" Angela stopped herself. A flash of an idea had crossed her mind. She mulled it over for a second of two, then shrugged and rolled with it. "She might be my girlfriend."
There was a small clang from inside the kitchen as Tom fumbled his spatula. He whirled around to face Angela, his face shocked at first, but quickly fading back to a teasing grin. "Ha, ok. You had me for a second there. Your girlfriend. Right."
"Why is that funny?"
"Oh come on. Really? I have to explain why that's funny?"
"You don't think she'd go for me?"
"No. Well, kinda. But more, like, you wouldn't go for her."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Twenty bucks says she is."
Tom reappeared at the window. He looked intently thoughtful. "That's a weird bet to make unless you really are together," he said slowly. "Buuuttt... nah. You're just messing with me. Alright, I accept your bet."
"Fine. Bring me her food, then you'll see."
"This oughta be good."
Internally, Angela's tummy was all fluttery, and she couldn't quite process what she'd gotten herself into. She had no idea why she felt the need to prove herself. Prove something that wasn't even really true, for that matter. Whatever she and Lilith were, they weren't a couple yet.
Yet?
Well... maybe. It wasn't as completely unlikely as Angela would have imagined not so long ago. It probably wasn't actually where things were headed. Probably.
Angela tried to hide her nerves as she delivered a plate of sandwich and fries to Lilith's table. She felt a tremble in her hand as she let go of the plate, and quickly snapped her hands together to hold them both still.
Lilith seemed to have picked up that something was amiss and looked at Angela curiously. "What's going on?"
"Um... I might have made kind of a stupid bet." Angela fidgeted with her fingers, then dropped her hands to her side. "I kinda need you to just go with something."
"That's what I do, baby."
Angela half-smiled. She took a deep breath, made sure Tom was watching, then leaned down. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she whispered.
Her lips met Lilith's. Time slowed right to a crawl, all sound disappeared. Angela freaked out at the thought that everyone was watching them. It was impossible to tell without looking up. She'd made a huge mistake.
Then Lilith's hand landed on her cheek. That warm palm and soft, gentle fingers stroking her face gave a sense of comfort and reassurance that was desperately needed.
Angela's lips were parted by Lilith's probing tongue. She really hadn't meant to take the kiss that far. Just enough to prove a point. But she couldn't quite make herself pull away yet.
Partly she wasn't ready to face her spectators yet. Partly it just felt nice. Only their third kiss and already it was beginning to feel natural and right. Lilith's skill and experience played a part in that no doubt, but it was more than that. Something about her own hidden desires.
The whole thing lasted only a matter of seconds, though it felt much longer. There was a smattering of applause and cheering as Angela stood up, blushing furiously.
Lilith grabbed her hand and squeezed it. Angela smiled shyly back, then quickly retreated to the kitchen without looking around to see just how many of the diners had been watching.
"Oh shit, why did I do that?" she moaned out loud. "That was so stupid."
Tom, of course, was all smiles. "It was pretty damn hot, though. Consider yourself twenty dollars richer."
"Yeah, yeah. Fucking perv."
"Hey, that was all you. Don't blame this on me."
"I guess. I just... was everyone watching?"
"Seemed like it. Everyone was already sneaking peeks at that woman. Then you go up and make out with her like-"
"It was a quick kiss! That's it."
"Sure, sure. Point is, yeah, people were watching." Tom shrugged. "Should do wonders for your tips though."
"Hooray," Angela grumbled. "Lucky, lucky me."
She gazed back out at the dining area. Lilith was toying with her food and pretending not to notice all the attention she was still getting.
Angela raised a finger to her lips and traced them softly. A small smile broke out beneath her fingertips.
****
Angela spent the rest of the day with Lilith skipping around her mind. It was more than a little distracting.
She returned to her apartment late that afternoon, but found it empty. No sexy, pestering demon-ladies at all. It was so silly to be disappointed about that, but she was. She really was.
Angela moped around for a bit. She played with her laptop, tried to watch a movie, thought about reading a book she'd started months ago. Nothing really, truly appealed to her. It was all a bit anti-climatic as compared to her burgeoning relationship with a dangerous and exotic denizen of another realm.
Well, she wasn't sure it was actually dangerous. Or actually a relationship, really. But it was exotic. That part was for sure.
It was only when she got hungry and went to the fridge that she discovered a present left by Lilith. A plate of cookies shaped like little hearts sat on a plate under saran wrap on the top shelf.
Angela pulled the plate out. It was actually fucking adorable. Kinda weird, perhaps, but also one of the most romantic things anyone had ever done for her.
A tentative bite confirmed that the cookies were basically pure sugar and butter, and also freaking delicious. Homemade? They almost had to be. Again, Angela had no idea how Lilith had managed it. She didn't possess the ingredients, let alone kitchen supplies. Not that mundane details like that mattered much to the succubus and her mysterious cooking skills.
****
Angela was drifting halfway into sleep-land when her bedroom door creaked open oh-so-softly. The daintiest of footsteps padded toward her, then stopped right at the edge of her bed.
"I liked the cookies," Angela murmured.
"I thought you might," Lilith whispered back.
"That doesn't mean you can just crawl into bed with me again."
"Of course not."
Nevertheless, Angela felt the covers pulled back and another warm body joining her beneath them. Soft lips pressed against her cheek for a second, then Lilith was shifting to get comfortable.
"You waited until I was already comfy so I wouldn't argue, didn't you?" Angela said.
"Actually, no. But that's a great idea for the future." Lilith's breasts pressed snugly against Angela's back.
Angela felt herself being made the little spoon in a cuddle session she hadn't technically consented to. Lilith was already totally naked. Again. But it was kinda fine. Maybe good, even.
"I liked when you kissed me today," Lilith said. "You must really be falling for me."
"You wish. I just wanted to win a bet."
"Ah, but maybe that bet was just an excuse to kiss me, hm?"
"I... shut up."
Angela's pussy was doing funny things. Lilith's breath was hot on her neck, and the way the demoness had molded their bodies together was an aggressively sensual way to try and sleep.
"You don't have to keep fighting it," Lilith said.
"I'm not. I just, like, need to get some things sorted out."
"No you don't. That's just an excuse." Lilith moved her hand to Angela's breast. "I think you're still scared, that's all. Not as much as before, but still."
Angela gasped and reflexively reached to pull Lilith's hand away. She stopped herself midway through the maneuver. It wasn't unpleasant, just terribly forward and presumptuous.
"You keep pushing," Angela said.
"I do."
"Then you act like I'm repressed or something."
"Well you are."
"I... maybe. But everyone's repressed compared to you."
Lilith squeezed gently on Angela's tit. Such a small movement, but such tingly repercussions.
Angela was getting squishier than ever. Lilith fondled her, and pressed tight, and even leaned in to nip at her ear. For such sharp looking teeth, they could cause some very nice sensations.
"I just want to sleep," Angela whined.
"Ha. You think you're gonna be able to sleep now?"
"Well... not the way you're going."
"Didn't think so."
Angela squeezed her thighs together in frustration. There was a flood of dampness down there, and Lilith was only making it worse.
She couldn't ignore the succubus, couldn't just go to sleep. Nor could she find it in herself to kick the demon-girl out of bed. Even if she did, she'd still be a horny mess.
"Fine," Angela whispered. "Do it."
"Hm?"
"Do it!"
"Do what?"
"Goddammit. You said you could make me cum. So do it!"
"Ohhh, that."
"Don't act like that wasn't what you wanted this whole time."
"You know me so well."
Lilith climbed to her hands and knees. She rolled an unresisting Angela onto her back.
Angela bit her lip and lay as passively as she could. She had to resist the urge to protect herself by curling into a ball or folding her arms across her front.
"You're so trembly," Lilith said. The fire in her eyes danced playfully.
Angela shrugged and rolled her face to the side. She was drawn back by the flicker at the edge of her vision. The flames weren't playful, she decided, but rather lustful, intent, and more than a little exuberant. Or maybe they were the same as they'd always been and she was reading too much into demon anatomy.
"How do your eyes do that?" Angela wondered aloud.
Lilith was busy scooting between Angela's legs. She grinned at the question. "Just the way they are. That's one thing I don't like about humans. It's so hard to see what's going on with you just by looking at your eyes. Seems like it would make things tricky for you."
Angela put a hand on Lilith's cheek. The skin beneath her palm was even warmer than usual, but in the 'fire on a winter day' kind of way rather than anything unpleasant. "I'm gonna have to learn to read your eyes."
"Mmhm. You see anything now?"
"You wanna do stuff to me."
Lilith giggled. "You already knew that, silly. That's cheating."
Angela lifted her head and kissed Lilith softly. It was her second time initiating, and she was quite certain she liked it better with no one watching.
Lilith's wicked nails traced dangerous paths down Angela's chest and tummy. There was a faint sound of ripping fabric, then the ruined remains of Angela's panties were cast aside.



Angela felt like she was meant to protest about her clothing being so casually destroyed, but it really only made her pussy flood all the more. She could so easily be just a plaything to a forceful demonic lover, be made to submit to anything and everything. A terrifying thought, but arousing as well, in its own way.
Lilith trailed down Angela's body to the sopping wet pussy awaiting her. Her tongue flicked out and caught a rivulet of liquid trying to escape. She gave a low, animalistic moan as she tasted the sexual nectar.
Angela watched with wide eyes as her thighs were spread lewdly. She brought a hand to her mouth, practically vibrating in nervous anticipation.
"You taste so good," Lilith said huskily.
"Jus' taste n'rmal," Angela mumbled with a flush of embarrassment.
"No I mean it." Lilith's nostrils flared wide for a second as she inhaled deeply.
"Stoooppp." Angela covered her face with her hands, then peeked through her fingers almost immediately.
Then came the first real lick, a long dragging of tongue across Angela's cute little slit. Another followed almost immediately, and another after that.
Shocks of pleasure jolted through Angela with every successive lick. Already Lilith's expertise was showing, as that long, nimble tongue effortlessly got her warmed up.
And that was only the beginning. Lilith soon began poking her tongue at Angela's slick entrance. Where a normal tongue could have slightly penetrated, this one was able to fully invade.
Angela gasped and squirmed at the sensations. Her pussy was getting filled up far beyond what any tongue should have been able to do, and unlike the stiffness of a cock or dildo, there was a whole flexible dance going on in the process.
"Oh my goooddd," Angela moaned. She reached wildly for Lilith's head, her own breasts, the bedsheets. Anything that would give her some kind of purchase on reality and counteract the unnaturally exquisite feelings emanating from below.
Nothing in her life had prepared her for this. Nothing else in, or on, or around her pussy had produced results anywhere even close.
Lilith's eagerness only increased the more reaction she got from Angela. She fed off the sexual energy, both literally and figuratively. Her tongue matched and exceeded any wriggling and squirming Angela did. She never paused or got tired, and kept a steadily increasing pressure on the girl's formerly neglected sexy bits.
For her part, Angela was struggling to deal with some unknown and very overwhelming sensations deep within. Mostly the licking and tongue-fucking were similar enough to previous experiences that she could understand them. What they did to her was something else entirely.
Never having cum before, it took Angela almost to the point of orgasm before she realized what was happening to her. A ball of need, of pent up desire and sexual tension, grew and swelled inside her. She pressed a hand to her tummy, trying to hold back whatever it was, trying to remain in control. It didn't work.
Angela came hard all over Lilith's deeply embedded tongue. She thrashed against brand new waves of pleasure and tingles across her entire body. Years of sexual frustration were finally defeated in a glorious moment of explosive surrender.
"Fuuuccck," Angela moaned softly.
The crest of her pleasure lasted forever, yet also not nearly long enough. She desperately clung to her orgasm as it faded away, but then it was gone and she slipped back into reality.
Lilith grinned up at her, chin wet from being buried in wet pussy. "Nice, huh?"
Angela giggled. She lost control of it almost immediately and was soon laughing maniacally. She felt so good, so relaxed.
"Oh. My. God," she said. "That was... what even was that?"
"That was cumming, baby girl. I-"
"Yeah, yeah. I know. I get it. Just... fuck. No wonder everyone else is so obsessed with it. That was amazing."
Lilith preened at the implied compliment. She traced a sharp finger nail up and down Angela's thigh.
"I do good work," she said.
"Is it always like that?"
"Basically. Not quite as good if I'm not the one doing it, of course."
Angela rolled her eyes playfully. "Right. Sure. So very modest of you."
"Fuck modesty. I'm very good at a few things, and making people cum their tits off happens to be my very best."
Angela clapped her hands over her chest. "Nope. Tits're still on." She giggled again at her own silly joke.
"I can fix that."
"You don't have to-" Angela gasped and cut herself off. Lilith had dived right back into her pussy. She was still kind of sensitive, and at first she wasn't sure she could stand it.
It only took a few seconds to ease back into it. Her body was ready for more. Certain parts of her craved the attention, already addicted after such a short introduction.
Angela was able to lie back and enjoy it a little more this time. She had a better idea what was going on and what to expect. She spent much less time fighting and squirming, and more time relaxing and basking in the feel of her wet little hole being thoroughly explored by the most fantastic of tongues.
Lilith, too, was a little more relaxed and casual the second time around. She had less to prove this time, and a much more comfortable subject to work on.
Soft sighs and moans from Angela were the only sounds in the room, other than faint squishing sounds coming from her pussy. Combined with the darkness and solitude of the bedroom, she felt alone in the world; just her and her demon-girl.
Angela reached down and ran her fingers gently through Lilith's fine, silky hair. Lilith tilted her head into the caress, and Angela actually swore she heard the soft rumble of a purr coming from her.
The build up to orgasm this time was slower, easier, and far less explosive or scary. The edge had been taken off from the first time, as well as some of the novelty.
It was still a massive thrill for Angela to experience cumming again. In its own way, this one was even better. She got to feel it coming, know what was going to happen, and shiver in delicious anticipation.
She nurtured the feeling inside her while Lilith prodded it along physically. She let the long, nimble tongue buried inside her do its thing and happily went along for the ride.
Angela arched her back and hissed in pleasure as she rode her second orgasm. She mewled and whined and grabbed at her breasts. She struggled with her top, then threw it aside. Her naked body glistened with sweat in the faint moonlight as she lay back.
Angela lost track of just how long Lilith spent eating her out, or how many orgasms she was brought to. All she knew was by the end she was totally, completely exhausted and could hardly move at all. She'd been drained mentally, physically, and emotionally, and it was amazing.
She was dimly aware of Lilith crawling back up to her like a puppy, nuzzling at her shoulder until she managed to lift her arm enough to give some well-earned head scratchies.
"You..." Angela breathed, but couldn't think of the rest of her sentence.
"Shh, little angel," Lilith whispered back. "It's ok. Go to sleep now."
"Mmm. Ok."
****
Part Three: Something Like Love
****
Angela awoke much later than usual the next day. She blinked a few times and tried to stretch, but one of her arms was stuck.
She looked down and smiled at the sight of her demon-girl curled up against her. Lilith's breathing rumbled against her chest as though it was a cat sleeping on her rather than a sultry seductress.
Angela eased her arm free, then ran it over Lilith's hair and down her back. Such soft, warm skin. Cuddling with her on a cold winter's day would be just about the best thing ever.
The thought made Angela bite her lip, and she tried to sort out what it meant. Winter was still months away, yet she could easily picture Lilith still being around by then. What did that mean, exactly?
She was ready to accept her feelings for the succubus, even if those feelings hadn't developed in a totally healthy way. But was it really going to be something long term? Was that even what Lilith wanted?
For all she knew, commitment to a relationship might not even be something demons understood. Seduction, sure. Sex, sure. Coexisting? Being there for someone? Building a life together? Who knew.
Lilith's purring became more distinct when she was getting head scratchies. Angela smiled and dropped her train of thought to focus more on her petting.
Lilith seemingly had certain parts of her that she preferred having scratched. It was a fun game figuring out exactly where those areas were and what kind of reactions they'd get. Angela half expected her foot to start twitching like a puppy's if she found just the right spot.
Eventually Angela decided it was time to get up, naked cuddles or not. She had things to do, and she'd lain in bed for too long already.
However, when she tried to slip away and leave her sleeping demon-girl in peace, she was stopped. Lilith wrapped an arm around her and clung tightly when she tried to move.
"Don' go," Lilith murmured.
"Have to." Angela pried unsuccessfully at the arm holding her down. There was greater strength there than one would ever guess by looking. "How long were you awake anyway?"
"Kinda the whole time, I guess. Sleeping isn't really the full lack of consciousness and awareness that it is for you human types."
"Ah. So you were just gonna cuddle and let me play with your hair all morning, huh?"
Lilith got a dreamy smile. "Basically, yeah."
It was hard to get annoyed with her when Angela would have been just as happy doing the same thing. However, the real world still awaited.
"I have to go," Angela said, trying again to free herself from her snuggly prison. "I have work."
"Not yet."
"Yes, yet. I'm gonna be late."
Lilith looked at her with big, pouty eyes. "I could make you cum some more."
That was all too tempting an offer. Angela paused and considered it, then regretfully shook her head. "Later, ok? I really can't-"
"Promise?"
The sudden intensity of Lilith's simple question was a little unnerving.
"Um... sure?"
"Good." Lilith nodded, satisfied. "You can go then."
"Gee, thanks so much for letting me go to work."
Angela pushed herself out of bed. She was totally naked, and flushed a little at the certainty that she was being watched, but she was getting used to that sort of thing.
As she dug through her clothes for something to wear, Lilith bounded out of bed behind her. Sensuous arms wrapped around her, and as she stood up, she got a soft kiss right where her shoulder and neck met. She was about to protest that she still didn't have time for that, but Lilith was already moving again.
"I'll go get some breakfast ready," Lilith called over her shoulder.
Angela watched that magnificent ass disappear, and only then called a response. "You don't have to do... oh whatever."
Sex and breakfast. Relationships had been built on less. Probably.
After selecting an outfit and laying it out on her bed, Angela opted for a quick shower. Refreshed from the night's exertions, she dressed and headed to the kitchen.
Lilith remained mostly naked, except for an apron she'd donned either for cooking safety or simple seduction. The latter, no doubt. It wasn't clear that she could be injured in ordinary kitchen mishaps the way a regular person might be.
A steaming mug was already waiting for Angela at her seat. She sank silently into her chair and took a sip of coffee. Perfection, as always.
There was no sign Lilith had observed her entrance, but Angela wasn't fooled. The way the succubus's ass moved as she swayed gently back and forth to unheard music was undoubtedly calculated to draw the attention of any spectator.
How could anyone not stare, really? A beautiful ass framed by the apron and its dangling strings as though the wearer had only accidentally left their bottom exposed. Lilith's playful, swishing tail only enhanced the distracter factor.
Angela cradled her mug, sipping at the delectable nectar within, and watched Lilith bare backside. This morning was in strong contention for 'best ever.'
"Hey, Lil?"
Lilith turned her head enough to check on Angela. "Yes?"
"What's with the breakfast thing?"
"I don't understand the question."
"Like... you just seem so eager to do make food for me in the morning. And coffee. I don't understand why."
Lilith scraped a spatula around the pan she was cooking in, then levered some food on a plate. She pranced daintily over to Angela and set the plate down with a flourish, showing off a remarkable amount of cleavage in the process.
"That's easy," Lilith said. "I like it."
"That's it? You like it?"
"Yeah."
Angela looked down at her plate and smiled at the almost cartoony perfection of a smiley face made from bacon and eggs. "You do things like this just because you like it?"
"Sure. Why not. It's nice having something fun that I'm good at that's not sexual. I mean, sex is the best, obviously, but there are other enjoyable things out there too."
"Yes, I know." Angela began digging in to her food. She was hungrier than she realized, and it was expectedly delicious.
"Once I figured out how much fun cooking was, I just kept working at it. The really tricky part is finding someone to cook for."
"'Cause you don't eat."
"Right."
"And other demony-types wouldn't either."
"Also right. Plus it's way better when I get to cook for someone I really like." Lilith sat across from Angela and leaned forward so that her apron fell away from her tits. Just the barest tops of her succulent nipples were visible, as well as the whole top halves of her breasts.
Angela tried not to get too distracted by tits. "'Really like'? I mean, you still don't really know me that well."
"I've been in your dreams, remember? I know more than you think."
"Oh. Right. That." It was hard to get mad at someone sitting there looking so sexy and cute, and who had just made a fantastic breakfast. "You still shouldn't get in my head like that."
"I know. But I am what I am."
Lilith smiled innocently, or at least as innocently as someone as fearsome as her could manage. She hopped out of her chair and glided back over to the counter for some tidying up.
Angela let her eyes follow the show while she took another bite of egg. "Do I want to know how you keep making things I'm sure I don't have the ingredients for?"
"That would be telling."
"Of course it would."
****
Several days passed and something like a routine solidified in Angela's life. Lilith was a big part of her days, and she began to forget what it was like before the demonic sex-fiend had arrived.
Lilith expanded her cookery from breakfasts to most of Angela's suppers, and often packing her a lunch as well. It amused Angela how the wholesomeness of it clashed with the sultry sinfulness of her usual character. She wasn't complaining by any means, since she was eating much better and healthier fare than she would be on her own.
Angela got some teasing from her coworkers about bringing lunches with her in a paper bag with little hearts or kisses or whatever on them. That stopped as soon as they connected the dots between her and the insane hottie that showed up at the diner from time to time. Then it was basically envy all round. Even from the girls.
Naked snuggle-sleeping continued, as did the oral orgasms Lilith was so good at providing.
****
Angela had become so comfortable with her new life that she found herself watching a movie naked one evening, Lilith curled up next to her, head resting on her lap. She administered the idle head scratchies that it turned out the succubus absolutely adored, and otherwise just relaxed and enjoyed her movie.
Not so long ago, nothing about the scenario would have made her feel relaxed. Now, everything about it was comforting and familiar.
"I've been wondering something," Angela said.
"What's that?"
"Well, like, every night lately you've been eating me out until I fall asleep."
"Mmm, yeah. I sure have." Lilith lifted her head. "Want me to get started?"
"No, no. Well... kinda. Just hang on though." Angela giggled and pushed Lilith away as the demoness went for her pussy. "I just was thinking, like, how come you never ask me to... to..."
"Lick my pussy?"
Angela nodded, slightly flushed from embarrassment.
"Do you want to?" Lilith asked. "Because I can totally teach you if you want to learn how."
Angela tilted her in head in mild confusion. "No, I meant, like... you know. Making you feel good. Like what you do for me." She shrugged. "Although admittedly you probably would have to teach me some stuff."
"Oh, Angie. You already do make me feel good." Lilith reached up and lovingly ran her fingers over Angela's cheek. "I feel every orgasm I give you, you know."
"Yeah, I probably should have figured something like that. At least I don't have to worry about being a selfish lover and hogging all the licking, huh?"
"Sure don't. Although... there are other things we can do too. It doesn't always have to be the same thing."
Angela smiled dreamily. "I like that one thing though. It is literally my favourite thing."
"That's only because you haven't tried anything else yet."
"Like what, exactly?"
Lilith gave a sly smile. "Want me to show you?"
Angela bit her lip and considered. She was a little worried about just how excited Lilith had suddenly become, but she was also intrigued and wanted to know just what sorts of things might be possible.
She knew there was more to lesbian sex than just licking pussies. And if there was anyone qualified to teach her about them, Lilith was certainly that person.
The suggestion that things could actually get better than the oral orgasms she'd grown so fond of was what really stuck in her mind.
"Ok," Angela said.
Lilith's eyes lit up, which in her case was more than purely figurative. "Ok?"
"Yeah." Angela swallowed and nodded with more confidence than her fluttery tummy truly allowed her to feel. "Show me."
With an easy, acrobatic motion, Lilith swung one of her long, bare legs over Angela's head and somehow pulled herself gracefully into a sitting position in Angela's lap. Their breasts bumped together as she snuggled in close.
"You're gonna like this," Lilith promised.
"Like what?" Angela's mouth was still dry due to sheer nerves.
Lilith darted in for a quick, firm kiss. She then slid back to balance precariously at the edge of Angela's lap. She placed a hand over her pussy, then winked lasciviously.
The hand seemed like it was doing something important, but Angela had no idea what. She thought maybe Lilith was just fingering herself, but that wasn't it. All that was happening, it seemed, was that Lilith was slowly pulling her hand away from her pussy.
"I don't get it," Angela said with a confused, slightly frustrated tone.
"Patience, little one."
"How much... oh. Oh... what? What the fuck?!"
Angela's eyes popped as she realized what had happened. Lilith's gleeful cackle echoed through the small room.
Where once there had been a tight little slit between Lilith's thighs, there now sat a large throbbing cock.
"Good trick, right?" Lilith purred.
"Is that... is it real?"
"As real as anything about me."
"Is that a yes?"
"It's a partial yes. Reality's a tricky subject when it comes to me. Demons in general, really."
For a moment Angela just looked back and forth between Lilith's beautiful, familiar eyes, and her brand new, intimidating cock. Then, with trembling fingers, reached out and laid her hand upon it.
Angela gasped at the feel of the hot, steel-hard shaft beneath her palm. It felt like a real penis, more or less. It was so nice to the touch, with that extra warmth and smoothness that Lilith's skin tended to possess over human flesh.



"Mmm," Lilith moaned.
At the sound, Angela jerked her hand away. She giggled at her own skittishness and replaced her hand. She rubbed up and down Lilith's shaft experimentally.
"It's so big," Angela said, slightly awestruck.
"I know. Great, isn't it?"
"Well... kinda. It might be too big, though."
"Pff, nah."
Angela nodded earnestly. "It is. I mean, you know it can't possibly fit in me."
"That's where you're wrong."
Angela's eyes went wide before she got them under control. "No! Don't even think about it."
"Too late. Well past thinking about it."
"It'd hurt. And it seriously will never fit."
"You're gonna have to trust me here, Angie. I know what I'm doing."
Further protests were forestalled with a long, deep kiss. Angela simply melted under the assault of soft, pouty lips and long, sinuous tongue.
Her tummy was poked repeatedly by Lilith's monster cock, her skin becoming slick with precum. Horniness was helping to allay some of her fears, but it wasn't yet enough to eliminate them.
"I don't think-" Angela tried again.
But Lilith wasn't paying any attention. She hopped backward onto her feet, then bent over to scoop Angela into her arms.
Angela squealed at being picked up so easily and unexpectedly. She threw her arms around Lilith's neck and clung tightly as she was transported to her room.
She kept peeking down during the ride, and every time the bouncing cock beneath her appeared even larger. She wasn't sure if it was still growing, or if it was just her imagination. Either way, there was no way it was going inside her.
"It won't fit," she said desperately
Lilith carefully maneuvered her through the doorway to her room without running her into the frame. "Of course it will. You know how many people I've fucked?"
"Like... total?"
"Yeah."
"Not a clue."
"Right. Me either, actually. But it's a lot. I know what I'm about."
Angela was deposited gently on her bed, her lithe, naked form spread out enticingly for her demonic lover. She felt warm and flushed, and her pussy was the epicenter of those feelings. Her brain knew it was impossible, but her body desperately wanted to try.
From her lower, reclined perspective, the cock only seemed all the more ridiculous in size. She grabbed at it again.
"My fingers won't even go around it," Angela whined. "There's no waaayyy."
"Hush, little one."
Angela tensed up as Lilith crawled onto the bed, but then relaxed again as the succubus merely applied serpentine tongue to her pussy. This part she liked. This part she could enjoy.
Who needed all that penis stuff anyway? She'd let herself be licked, have a few orgasms, and they could go to sleep. Easy.
Except that wasn't at all the plan Lilith had in mind. She licked long enough to bring Angela near orgasm, then repositioned so her cock was poking at that wet little entrance instead of her tongue.
"Nooo, dooonnn't" Angela whined again, though her protests were getting weaker all the time.
"Relax, little angel. You're going to feel so good."
Angela took a deep breath, unable to stop what was happening, unable to even decide if she truly wanted to stop it. She looked up into Lilith's eyes since it was just too scary looking at where her relatively tiny pussy was being invaded by a monstrosity that would have frightened porn stars.
She felt the head pressing against her tight opening. She knew she shouldn't tense up and make it worse, but she couldn't help bracing against the expected pain that was to follow.
For a small eternity, Lilith's cock struggled futilely to actually enter Angela. It seemed like it really wouldn't fit.
Angela was just breathing a sigh of relief that the experiment would have to be ended when her vagina opened up and the cock head popped in. Her eyes went wide and her mouth opened to scream. No sound came out. Her face slowly returned to a resting state.
Lilith thrust gently, pushing a bit more of her length inside. It was slow going, but progress was now being made.
Angela cautiously looked down. The cock that couldn't possibly fit was, indeed, being made to fit. She could see it, she could feel it, but she couldn't quite believe it. It didn't hurt.
It had to hurt, she could see it deforming her pussy, she could feel the insane stretch her body was going through down there. But no pain at all. Maybe a small, delicious ache, but nothing sharp and gut-wrenching the way logic dictated there must be.
"What... what..."
"I told you," Lilith answered smugly. "I know what I'm doing."
Another thrust, this time causing Angela to groan in pleasure. She watched in fascination as her pussy swallowed an impossible amount of demon cock. She felt every bit of it enter her, fill her, stretch her, and somehow there was still room for more.
"Oh god," Angela moaned.
She put a hand over her tummy where a cock-shaped bulge was advancing toward her breasts. She was being crazily impaled and was fairly conflicted about just how enjoyable it was.
"There's no way this is real," she whispered.
"It's kinda real," Lilith said. "Partly. Partly, too, not real at all."
"Please stop not making sense."
Lilith grinned. She bent down and flicked her tongue over Angela's nipple. She licked and sucked at Angela's tits while continuing to make small thrusts into her pussy.
Angela kept a hand on her tummy to monitor the progress of the cock inside her. Her other hand ran down Lilith's soft curves, ending its short journey at the demon-girl's lovely ass. She gripped and massaged Lilith's butt playfully.
"I'm pretty sure this isn't physically possible," Angela breathed when she had a chance.
The bulge in her tummy was nearing the base of her rib cage. She knew for a fact that her vagina didn't allow for penetration to anywhere near that extent. And yet...
"Stop worrying. Enjoy it."
"Don't worry. I am."
Angela shivered in delight as Lilith thrust again and she was filled even more impossibly full. She couldn't process everything she was experiencing. There were too many sensations pouring over and into her.
There was getting to be more vigour to Lilith's movements, less concern for proceeding delicately. Her face had never been quite human anyway, and when distorted with lust its demonic features seemed more pronounced. Her eyes blazed as she forced her way deeper into Angela.
The increased pressure inside Angela was becoming the most decadently exquisite experience of her life. She felt Lilith's thrusting get harder and faster, abusing her poor little pussy in the quest for sexual gratification. She wasn't entirely certain she'd be able to walk afterward, and she didn't particularly care.
The bulge in Angela's tummy had disappeared beneath her ribcage by the time the monstrosity of a cock was fully sheathed. She lay with her back arched and her eyes half lidded.
Time disappeared on her and the luxurious moment lasted for a small eternity. She was afraid to move lest she do serious internal damage to herself, but the fear that Lilith might hurt her was long gone.
"Is that really it?" Angela said hesitantly.
Lilith gave a teasing grin. "Why, you were hoping for more?"
"No. Fuck no. Just wanted to make sure."
Lilith traced her fingernail up Angela's breast to her neck. "If I was any deeper in you, little one, I'd be coming out your throat on the other end."
Angela's pussy twinged, such as it could in its filled state, and her heart beat just a bit faster. Having Lilith's cock come back out her throat was an even more absurd notion than what was already happening. And yet...
After properly savouring her conquest, Lilith pulled back. The movement felt like it was dragging Angela's organs out of place due to sheer suction.
Angela felt a disappointing sensation of partial emptiness despite still being far overfilled. It lasted only a moment before she was thrust into once more.
Lilith gave an animalistic growl of victory as she pumped in and out of the snug pussy beneath her. Her deceptively powerful legs and hips allowed for great power and control, and meant that she could fuck at a 'normal' pace despite the length and friction she was working against.
An orgasmic thrill coursed through Angela every time Lilith slammed back into her. That brief second between pounding and retreating, right at the apex of their merging, was her very favourite. She tried to push her hips back, to increase the force of their total joining, but she just didn't have the leverage to accomplish much. She was very much at Lilith's sensual mercy.
"Yes yes yesss!"
Angela heard the hissed words, and only belatedly realized she was the one uttering them. Her pussy was getting totally destroyed, and she loved it.
"Fuck me," she whined. "Fuccckkk meee."
It was a totally unnecessary request. She was already getting pounded as hard and deep as she was ever going to get. Lilith's flesh slapped against hers in a hard, steady rhythm. Her tummy bulged obscenely with every thrust.
Angela came in a tidal wave of pleasure that emanated from basically her entire torso and spread rapidly to her extremities. Her toes, fingers, and scalp tingled from the shocks of sexual bliss that ravaged her internal areas.
"Mmm, cum for me," Lilith moaned. She basked in the outpouring of gratification from Angela's body. If she fed on lust, then this truly was a bountiful feast.
The orgasm the girls shared was magnificent and unending. Angela was getting pounded and filled with such speed and consistency that she never had a chance to come down from her high, or get a moment to recover.
It was an entirely different plane of existence, one wherein Angela's world was reduced to rhythmic earthquakes that shook her body. She could feel Lilith's cock, and tits, and lips. Beyond that, she wasn't certain of anything.
In the absence of internal chronology, Angela had no idea how long the fucking went on. All she knew was at some point Lilith finally decided to slow down a little. Angela gratefully took the opportunity to catch her breath, unaware that it was all just leading to yet more craziness.
Angela felt something poking her ass. She ignored the feeling at first, since just about everything seemed insignificant to her compared to the cock slamming into her over and over. Whatever it was soon found her butthole and pressed more firmly.
"Oh my god, is that your tail?" Angela asked.
"Sure is," Lilith replied easily.
"But... but..."
"That's right. In the butt."
Copious juices had dripped from Angela's pussy down her ass. Her hole was all nicely lubricated for penetration. Her eyes went wide as Lilith's flexible tail was rectally inserted.
Her ass felt weird as it was gradually filled, but kind of nice too. It provided a gentle counterpoint to the massive cock lodged in her pussy.
Once Angela's ass was nicely plugged up, Lilith leaned in and kissed her deeply. She was getting slowly, lovingly fucked in both lower holes while now having a tongue shoved down her throat.
Angela felt claimed. There really wasn't any other word for it. Hers and Lilith's bodies were about as merged as anyone's could ever get. Moreso, actually. Who else could ever make her feel the way Lilith could?
Her hand snaked up around Lilith's shoulder and tangled in the succubus's silky smooth hair. Her other hand went downward, over Lilith's hips and waist to her ass.
This was fairly unexplored territory for Angela, but she understood the concept. She probed with her fingers to find Lilith's butthole.
An anticipatory growl was released from Lilith's throat as her ass was digitally penetrated. She went almost still as she waited for Angela to bury a finger as deep in her as she could. It wasn't anything like what Lilith herself could do, but the thought was there.
"Mmm," Lilith moaned. "You're getting right into this, aren't you?"
"Seems that way," Angela agreed.
"You know you're never gonna get rid of me now, right?"
"I sort of assumed, yeah."
"Good."
Lilith gave a long, hard thrust that incidentally dislodged Angela's finger. She pounded Angela's well-fucked pussy with lustful determination.
Angela, for her part, was happy to lie back and get fucked some more. She should have been totally worn out by now, but was only euphorically relaxed.
The tail in her ass wiggled and thrust along with the cock in her pussy. It was a lovely new sensation to go along with everything else.
The pressure built in Angela's tummy, slowly creeping outward. She was going to cum again, and it was going to be just as hard as the last one. She savoured the feeling of impending orgasm, nurturing it until it was finally ready to burst inside her.
Angela surrendered once again to a magnificent full-body orgasm. This time was a bit different because Lilith came right along with her.
Splashes of burning-hot liquid attacked Angela from inside. She opened her mouth to scream, then stopped when she realized that it didn't hurt despite the apparent temperature.
Lilith cooed happily as she released her demon-cum in Angela's willing body. Her movements slowed until she was mostly just grinding and trembling, squeezing every bit of ejaculate from her cock.
Angela felt the fiery cum throughout her tummy, chest, and even her throat. She swore she could taste it on her tongue even though there was no way it could have reached that far. Not that impossibility ever seemed to stop Lilith.
A small gush of cum exited Angela's pussy as Lilith rolled off of her. She lazily ran a pair of fingers down her slit, then brought them to her mouth. The taste of them, and the faint boost to her dreamy state of contentment confirmed something in her head.
"You've been cumming in my food, haven't you?" Angela said. "And my coffee in the morning."
Lilith was stretched out next to her like a cat in the sun. "Kinda. Not really, but kinda. I haven't been physically jerking off in it or anything."
"No, nothing so crude as that, I suppose." Angela glanced down to where Lilith's cock had gone back to being a sweet, innocent little pussy. Nothing like the monster that had just violated her so amazingly. "It's so hard to know what's real about you."
"Everything. And nothing. Reality's not as black and white as you'd probably like it to be." Lilith arched her back and wriggled to get more comfortable. "And I really wasn't cumming in your food. Just... infusing it with some of my essence."
"Your essence? Isn't that just a fancy way of saying 'cum'?"
Lilith giggled. "Kinda." She grinned at Angela. "Is it sexier if we say I've been cumming in your food?"
"It's... fuck, I don't know what it is. I don't want to think too hard right now." Angela tasted another sample of cum from her pussy. It was strangely addictive.
"Kind of exhausting, isn't it?"
"Yeah, definitely. In a good way."
Lilith rolled back to Angela and curled up nakedly with her. "Of course in a good way. There was never any doubt about that."
"No. You wouldn't think so, would you."
****
Angela drifted in a haze of afterglow-fueled dream-state. She slept, she woke, and often times she was somewhere in the middle.
The only thing she was really able to focus on, when alert enough to do so, was Lilith. The demoness never went far despite not needing sleep the way Angela did. They were always cuddled up together, though their positions changed a bit from time to time.
At one point, in the early hours of the morning, Angela found her head resting on Lilith's breast like a pillow. Lilith was gently stroking her hair and humming a soft lullaby. She lay still and lost herself in the formless music, but didn't return to her slumber.
"That's a nice tune," Angela whispered. "Is it a song?"
"It is."
"Would you sing it for me?"
"I'm not much of a singer."
"Oh? Did I find the one thing in the world you're embarrassed about?"
Lilith chuckled. "There are at least two or three things."
Silence settled heavy on Angela after the lovely humming had gone away. She yearned for more in her sleepy morning state.
"Please?"
"Well..."
"Pretty please?"
"How can I say no to you."
Angela closed her eyes, smiling to herself. She waited patiently, then a moment later Lilith began to sing for her.
There was a moment of disjointed confusion as the song started. Angela frowned and tried to pick out the words, then realized it wasn't in English, so of course she didn't understand it.
Overall Angela found it almost as melodic and soothing as the humming had been, but also just a tad jarring in how rough and guttural many of the words sounded to her ears. She liked it though. It was a facet of Lilith she'd never so much as suspected before.
"Is that your language?" Angela asked. "The one you speak with, like, other demons?"
"One of them, sure. Not one of the more common ones, but a fair amount of songs use it. Very good for imagery and rhyming."
"You're full of surprises."
"Am I indeed?"
"You are, indeed. You remember how scared I was of you the first night you showed up? Turns out you're all gentle and sweet and... domestic?"
"That's only 'cause I like you. I can be scary too."
"Sure you can," Angela said just a little patronizingly. "Just as long as you don't show off your repertoire of soothing lullabies."
"Aw, see, now you're gonna make fun of me for that."
"I'm not. Some light teasing, that's it. I actually really loved it. You know that, right?"
"Yeah, yeah."
"You know any more?"
Lilith was quiet for a moment. Her fingers twirled in Angela's hair. "That's my favourite," she finally said. "It's the one my mother used to sing for me when I was little."
"Awww..."
"Hush. No making fun."
"I'm not. That's genuinely adorable. I love it."
"Shut up."
"Seriously." Angela pushed herself up on her arms. She nuzzled at Lilith's cheek, then kissed her softly. "Sing for me some more."
Lilith bit her lip. She glanced toward the window, then back at Angela with a more confident expression. "Actually... it's almost dawn."
"Yeah? So?"
"So there's something else I want to show you."
"More surprises?"
"Kinda. It involves getting out of bed though."
Angela shook her head and settled it back on Lilith's lovely soft chest. "No thanks."
"C'mon."
"Don' wanna."
Lilith slipped out from under Angela and bounced nimbly out of bed. She held out her hand. "You'll like it. I promise."
"I better," Angela grumbled. She accepted Lilith's hand, and almost immediately found herself being bodily dragged from her comfy, warm mattress to the cold, hard floor.
"Hold on."
"Hold on to what?"
Angela's question became unnecessary as Lilith broke into a sprint and hurled them both toward the still-closed window. Angela shrieked and threw her arms around Lilith as they both hurtled through the seemingly solid obstacle and into open air.
Angela clung tightly with her arms and legs wrapped around Lilith's warm, naked body. She held her eyes squeezed shut, fearing death or dismemberment at any moment. Nothing of the sort occurred.
They lurched upward, at first sudden and jerky, but in progressively smoother motions. Angela cracked her eyes open and was only halfway shocked to spot large, dragon-like wings sprouted from Lilith's back and lifting them higher into the air.
"You did that on purpose," Angela grumbled as her heartrate began to slow.
"Did what?"
"Tried to freak me out. Ran us through a window to plummet to our deaths, except not really."
Angela didn't dare loosen her arms or legs, though she could feel Lilith's powerful grip and was reasonably certain she wouldn't fall if she let go. She risked a turn of her head and her heart pounded hard again at just how far off the ground they were.
"I had to get you back for picking on me," Lilith said.



"I wasn't... oh, forget it." Angela shut her eyes again and buried her face in Lilith's shoulder.
It was a terrifying experience, though also exhilarating. The wind swept her hair in a turbulent mess, her breasts mashed against Lilith's, and her pussy moistened while pressed against the succubus's warm tummy. Fear and lust commingled within her in a messy mix of emotion.
Then there was the fact that they were naked and flying around totally exposed to anyone who happened to be watching. Sure it was early, and not particularly light out, but as Angela's fear of falling faded, her awareness of her public nudity increased.
"People are gonna see," Angela hissed.
"So?"
"So... I don't want them too."
Lilith chuckled and kissed her cheek. "No one's really paying attention. It's too early in the day for that. Anyone who does see will probably just think they're still dreaming. And even if not, they won't be able to tell what they're witnessing."
"Easy for you to say. You like people looking at you."
"True. Very true."
Angela really didn't have much of a choice but to hold on and hope no one could see her. Flying and exhibitionism were both brand new to her, and she wasn't sure she liked either of them. Her body, however, continued to tell her that it was all a great big thrill ride.
She was horny enough to unconsciously grind against Lilith by the time they swept in to the top of a tall building. She felt a pang of disappointment as she was made to let go and stand on her own.
"Ok, so what's up here?" Angela asked.
"You'll see. Just be patient." Lilith sat down casually on the very edge of the rooftop.
Angela followed suit much more cautiously. She felt a little silly getting down on her hands and knees, sticking her butt out awkwardly before settling it beneath her. They were very high up and she didn't feel nearly so confident at that height as Lilith seemed to.
"I wouldn't let you fall," Lilith said.
Angela blushed at the sincere note of care. "I know. But, like, we're really high up." She glanced over the edge to the ground below, and immediately wished she hadn't.
A hand covered hers, and Angela gratefully accepted the reassuring touch. Their fingers entwined and she squeezed gently in thanks.
Moments later it became apparent what she'd been dragged up there for. The sun broke the horizon in a slow display of magical colour. The landscape below was illuminated in stages, all laid out for a private viewing.
"Ok, this is kinda nice," Angela admitted.
"Mmhm. You like?"
"I do."
Lilith scooted closer until their hips were touching. Her tail curled around Angela's waist. "I thought you might."
The sun continued to rise until it was a full circle low in the sky. The magic had passed, but Angela didn't feel the need to move yet.
"That was pretty," she said. "Very romantic."
"You think so? I know something else that could be romantic."
Angela gazed askance at her nude companion. The suggestive look on Lilith's face left no doubt what sort of thing she had in mind.
"Is it a sex thing?" Angela asked just to be sure.
"Maaayyybe."
Angela shook her head slightly, then gave Lilith a dainty kiss. "Not right now. Maybe in a bit."
"Awww."
"I kinda just want to sit here a little longer."
Lilith nodded. "Ok. Then sex?"
"Sure. Then sex."
Despite sitting naked on top of a building with an otherworldly being, Angela felt safe, secure, and comfortable. Lilith's warmth and caring presence was what she was truly savouring. The view and novelty were just delicious extras that enhanced the moment.
"Hey, Lil?" Angela said.
"Yeah?"
"I think I probably love you."
Lilith giggled. "Well that's almost romantic."
"I know. I should probably be more sure about something like that."
"No, it's sweet. Adorable, even."
Angela flushed and looked away. Her head was turned back around by a soft, albeit dangerous hand. She expected some more gentle teasing, but instead received a long, deep-tongued kiss.
"I love you too, little angel."
Angela blushed and nestled her head against Lilith, partly just as an excuse not to make eye contact. She was too flushed and embarrassed for that at the moment. But she was loved, and she was in love, and those were both pretty fucking nice feelings.
****
Part Four: Optional Pregnancy Epilogue
****
Angela padded naked through her apartment. It had been several weeks since she'd truly begun to think of herself and Lilith as a couple, and in that time the amount of clothing she wore at home had decreased to the point of being practically non-existant. She stopped at the entrance to her kitchen and leaned against the doorway to watch Lilith cooking.
The demoness had opted for a totally impractical outfit for kitchen work, choosing high heels, thigh high stockings, a black choker, and nothing else at all. She looked amazingly hot, even if her clothing made no sense at all. That was her thing, though. Seduction over practicality every time. Besides, it was all a projection anyway, so it wasn't really as derpy as it seemed.
"Food's not ready yet," Lilith said with only the briefest of glances over her shoulder.
"I know," said Angela. "I'm just here to stare at your ass."
Lilith gave her hips a lovely wiggle, making her bare butt all the more enticing. "Enjoying the view?"
"Absolutely. I'm tempted to tell you to forget the food and let me eat you instead."
"Ooh! Naughty girl. Me like." Lilith pranced over for some quick makeouts. "Lucky for you, you can have both."
"Mmm, true." Angela sighed. "But I may need to start watching what I eat a little more. I'm starting to get a tummy." She patted her stomach which was curving out a small but noticeable amount.
Lilith grinned. She traced her fingernails up from Angela's waist, over her tummy, and to her breasts. She opened her mouth, then paused and cocked her head. She moved her hand back to Angela's midsection. "Huh."
Angela frowned. "What?"
"Well..."
"Well what?"
Lilith's tail flicked anxiously. Her expression held an uncommon cautious concern. "It might not be the food making you chubby."
"I never said I was chubby!"
"Oh. Right."
"Goddammit. Fine, what are you saying?"
"I'm saying I might have... like... accidentally gotten you pregnant."
There was a moment of total confusion on Angela's part. "What?"
"I said-"
"You're joking, right?"
"Sorry, no." Lilith's warm palm shifted on Angela's tummy, and the demoness squinted in concentration. "There's definitely a li'l demon baby in there."
"But... wha... but..."
"It might have even been that first time I came in you. You remember when-"
"You can get me pregnant?! With your cum?!"
"Well yeah. That's how-"
"I didn't think it worked like that! All those other things about you that are janky and nonsensical, and pregnancy's the one that works like normal?!"
Lilith bit her lip and looked down. "Yeah."
Angela turned away and pushed her hair back with both hands. "What the fuck do I do now?"
"I mean, basically just the same things you do anyway."
"With the baby, Lil. What do I do with it? Like... what, it's gonna be some kinda half-demon or something? I'm not ready for a full-human baby, let alone whatever mix is gonna come out of me."
Angela paced across the floor, worrying and fretting. She had no idea what to do with the news she'd been given, no idea how to feel about it.
Lilith caught up with her and trapped in a loving, naked embrace. "Hey, now. First of all, I'm with you. I'll take care of you."
"But-"
"Secondly... our baby's gonna be full-ass demon. That's just kinda how it works."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Carrying fetuses and giving birth and all that shit is just icky. We like to let you guys do it for us."
"Ok, now I know you're joking."
"'Fraid not."
Angela tried to relax into Lilith's arms, but her mind was still racing. "A little demon, huh?"
"Yep. But it's not as bad as it sounds."
"You mean it won't be a little you running around being a mischievous little shit?"
"Well... no, that's probably exactly what's gonna happen. But the point I was gonna make was that I've done this before. They grow up quick, and as long as you keep them on a short leash, they aren't too bad to handle."
"Figuratively or literally?"
"Both."
"Of course." Angela wrapped her arms around Lilith and inhaled her seductive scent. "You promise it'll be ok?"
"Promise."
"Good. Your promises tend to turn out as advertised."
"Mmhm." Lilith hummed soothingly and stroked Angela's hair with her wickedly long nails. "Feeling better?"
"I think so. I just kinda panicked. I never really even considered something like this."
"Understandable."
"And I wasn't sure how you were gonna feel about it."
Lilith laughed. "I'm a very sexual being and I've been around a long, long time. This is not the first time this has happened."
"You raised your other kids?"
"Of course."
"Had families and everything."
"More or less, yes."
"While still being out seducing dudes... and girls... and whatever..."
"Naturally. That's still my job."
"That's so weird to me."
"Why?"
"I don't know. It just is. That's the way humans tend to be wired. Jealous and shit."
Lilith led Angela to the couch and snuggled down with her. "Are you jealous when I'm out working?"
Angela leaned her head on Lilith's shoulder. She was still processing, but cuddles were basically always helpful. "Sometimes. Not too much though."
"Good. You shouldn't be."
Angela put a hand on her own tummy. She couldn't feel anything special about it, but she trusted Lilith's judgement. "It's still a scary thought."
"Mmhm. It is the first time."
"But we're gonna be a family, right?"
"Right."
Angela nodded. She relaxed her body to Lilith's comforting cuddle-magic. "Ok."
Her body was tangled with Lilith's. Their lives, in fact, were pretty much permanently co-mingled now. She hadn't really ever known how long their relationship was going to last or anything, and now she had an answer of sorts. That was nice.
"Love you," she whispered.
Lilith kissed her forehead. "Love you too, little angel."
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Part One: Something New
****
I stood up from my computer and stretched. It was getting late, pretty well time for bed.
I padded on bare feet out of my room and down the hall in just my sleep shirt and panties. The bathroom was past my brother's room, but I didn't intend on stopping in to say goodnight. He had his girlfriend over, and it would be rude to interrupt if they were up to anything.
It was kind of weird for a brother and sister to still be living together in our twenties. I wasn't oblivious to that. All the other siblings I knew had split up and gone their own ways after moving out of their parents' homes. It was different with Logan and me.
In my mind, there'd never been any question of us not living together. It just hadn't occurred to me. Logan probably would have been happy enough doing the usual thing and going off on his own, but I was pretty sure he was happier staying with me. We were cozy, codependent little sibbos like that.
Moans of pleasure filtered down the hall as I approached Logan's room. Yeah. He was definitely getting some. Good for him.
Even better, as I discovered shortly after, Logan had left his door cracked open. I grinned and glided forward like a ninja to take a peek without disturbing anything.
I couldn't see much of the action through my sliver of exhibitionist light, but there was no mistaking the action inside the room for anything other than fun sexy times.
Erin, Logan's girlfriend, was naked and on all fours on his bed. My brother, equally naked, was behind her, hands on her hips, cock presumably buried in her. He was rocking against her, engaged in gentle thrusting. Maybe they'd just started or something and he was getting her warmed up. Or maybe that was all Erin could handle. Hard to say.
Erin shifted her position, leaning farther forward to bury her face in a pillow. Her moaning became muffled and, more importantly to me, she wasn't able to see much of anything.
I took my opportunity to carefully push the door a little wider open. Logan caught the movement, as I'd assumed he would. He turned his head toward me and grinned. I smiled back and flashed a thumb's up sign.
What the hell, gentle sex or no, Erin was pretty hot. He'd done ok for himself.
Logan's attention was already back on his girlfriend, as well it should be. I decided to watch another minute or two, then leave them be.
It was kind of fucked to enjoy watching my big brother having sex. That, too, was known to me. It had just never seemed like much of a big deal to me, and Logan had never minded. Actually, I was pretty sure he liked being able to show off for someone. 'Ooh, look at the girl I'm banging, hot right?' kinda thing.
I slipped a hand under my shirt and ran a finger over the front of my panties. Starting to dampen. Probably time to get moving then. I didn't want Erin to catch me standing there masturbating like a total perv.
Then I realized what I was actually watching.
Logan grabbed Erin's ass cheeks and, possibly for my benefit, spread them wider. My eyes bugged and I stifled a gasp. He wasn't in her pussy at all.
A few little things clicked in my head once it became clear they were doing butt stuff. Of course he was being gentle, he'd have to be. And Erin's slightly awkward position was to facilitate entry into an entirely different hole than what I'd expected. Goddamn.
Despite firmly wanting to control my masturbatory urges, I couldn't help fingering myself a little. Just over my panties, nothing excessive, just enough to take the edge off.
Logan was butt-fucking his girlfriend right in front of me. No wonder he looked so self-satisfied. He looked that way during and after sex anyway, but his smugness was even more pronounced this time.
His idea or hers, I wondered. She certainly seemed to be enjoying herself as much as he was.
I'd never much liked the idea of putting things up my butt. Nor, indeed, had I met anyone else who openly enjoyed it. I'd seen such things on the internet, of course. It was far from the grossest fetish I'd explored online out of curiousity or horniness.
Real life was something else entirely. Logan and Erin weren't just some naked actors on my computer screen, they were people I knew. And they were actually there, right in front of me. I could have run in and touched them.
My fingers slipped beneath my panties. I was getting so goddamn wet down there. I bit my lip and fingered myself a little while longer, then reluctantly straightened up and eased the door closed again.
Well fuck. All I wanted to do was go to bed, and now I was a horny mess. Thanks, Logan.
I got ready for bed and returned to my room. I had to fight the urge to back and perv on Logan and Erin some more.
I stripped fully naked in my room before making a selection from my 'toy box'. Some play time was going to be essential if I wanted to get to sleep.
I opted for my favourite purple dildo and decided against bringing my bottle of lube along. There was no need for it. My little pussy was already drenched.
Alone in my room, door closed, lights off. Perfect. I snuggled comfortably on my back and closed my eyes.
The scene of anal debauchery was still fresh on my lids. Logan grinding on Erin's ass, the delirious moans they made, that thrill of illicit discovery when I'd realized what hole my brother was using...
With slow, delicious anticipation, I pressed my dildo to my pussy. It entered smoothly, filling me up nicely until I was completely stuffed. It was my favourite toy for the very reason of just how perfectly it matched my vagina, and how beautifully it satisfied my occasional need to be thoroughly penetrated.
I thrust my dildo lazily in and out, gradually increasing the length of the back and forth motions. Flashes of mental sexiness accompanied my self-pleasure, greatly enhancing my masturbation.
My free hand trailed down beneath my dripping pussy. Some juices had already streamed over my butthole. I swirled a finger over the tight entrance, massaging in some natural lubrication.
Could I ever do butt stuff? I mean, of course I could, if I wanted. It was all a question of whether I did, in fact, want. An hour earlier I would have laughed and given a firm 'no'. Anal was for porn stars and cam girls, not for li'l ol' me.
But Erin had been enjoying herself. And Logan too. Not that either of their opinions had anything to do with me, but still.
For some reason, an image entered my mind of my brother peeking in my room at me getting fucked in the butt. My pussy clenched involuntarily, briefly halting my dildo's rhythm.
What was that even about? Was it really that hot imagining my brother watching me get ass-fucked?
My tummy gave a flutter as I jammed my dildo back inside me. Yes. Yes it was that hot. For some reason, I really, really liked the thought of him seeing me be a little butt slut. Probably it was just the novelty and naughtiness of it all. Probably.
I moaned aloud and arched my back as I kept playing with myself and allowing my fantasy to get deeper and dirtier. Occasionally my mind-movie went so far as to cast Logan as my anal lover. I felt a tiny bit ashamed of those visions, but they were also the hottest.
Me on my knees, face buried in a pillow just like Erin. Ass stuck up in invitation. Logan behind me, maybe smacking my butt a few times. Then him inside me. Inside my ass.
Getting fucked in the ass by my brother. Goddamn.
I came without so much as touching my clit. Usually it took some clit-play to get me there. Not tonight.
I kept fucking myself through my orgasm, and I was pretty sure I whispered my brother's name a few times. I slowed down in synch with the diminishing of aftershocks, then eventually pulled out my dildo. It was so slick. I sucked on it a bit just for the hell of it. I liked the way I tasted, but only when I was in the right mood.
Shortly thereafter I pulled my blankets up and went to sleep.
****
The house was quiet the next morning. I crept by Logan's room in my sleep shirt, knowing there wouldn't be more sexy times to spy on, but somehow hoping there would be anyway. It was silent from within so I moved on.
I poured two bowls of cereal in the kitchen. I carried them into the living room, then grabbed the milk out of the fridge and poured some in my bowl. I left the milk on the end table on Logan's side of our awesome, comfy couch, along with his bowl of cereal.
Since I was first up today, I got to pick what to watch. I loaded up the series I'd been muddling through on Netflix and curled up with my breakfast.
Logan awoke not too long after. I heard him run the shower and flush the toilet, then eventually make his way to me.
"Morning," I said.
"Morning, Kelse." He poured his milk, then sat down beside me. "How'd you sleep."
"Fine thanks. Not as good as you, I imagine."
"Ha, yeah."
I didn't look at Logan. I knew he was smiling like an idiot. "She liked it in the butt, huh?"
"Yep. And seriously, she has a great ass."
"Looked like it."
We ate in silence for a bit. Me moreso than Logan. He'd always been a faster, slightly messier eater.
"I never really wanted to do anal," I said.
"That's fine. It's not for everyone."
I frowned at my brother. "Hush a second. What I'm saying is I never used to. But, like, I'm thinking about it now."
Logan raised an eyebrow. He wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist and set down his empty cereal bowl. "Oh?"
"Yeah. I mean, maybe. I dunno."
"What don't you know?"
"Like... it was super fucking hot last night, right?"
"Sure."
"You and Erin... goddamn."
"Got you all horny, huh?"
"Kinda."
"Well just make sure you use plenty of lube if you try it. You don't want to fuck around and skimp out."
"Uh... yeah. Sure. Thanks." I waited a moment, but apparently all I was getting from my brother was 'use plenty of lube.' I was reasonably confident I could have handled that one on my own. "I don't know if I'm gonna try it or anything. Just thinking about it."
"Sure, sure."
Again, not as much input as I was hoping for. "You're not being very helpful."
"Me? What did I do? I'm being supportive, aren't I?"
"You... you... just... nevermind."
I knew I was being too cryptic for Logan. He was a boy, and therefore tended to need big neon signs for hints if he was expected to get it. I just wanted some actual discussion, was all. Some real input on what anal was like, and whether I should spend time considering it.
Actually, that wasn't quite true. I was pretty sure I had to try it, if only just so I'd know for sure. What I really wanted was Logan to convince me to do it. If I couldn't figure myself out, it probably wasn't fair to expect him to be able to do so.
Well, if I couldn't depend on him to sort out my decisions for me, there were still some things I knew he was good at.
"Hey, Gun?"
"Yeah?"
"I don't have any panties on."
I felt Logan eyeing me up and down, that slow, lecherous smile tweaking his lips. I glanced at him and confirmed that he had exactly the expression I expected. My pussy gave a happy little tingle in anticipation.
Logan scooted closer until our hips were touching. I spread my thighs a bit farther apart. I stared straight ahead at the tv and took another deliberate bite of cereal. It was more fun when I pretended to be ignoring him. It made it naughtier and sexier somehow.
His hand slid warmly up the inside of my thigh and under my shirt. My body shivered, and I clenched my fingers tight around my spoon to try and help control it. As soon as he touched my pussy, I knew I couldn't help myself this morning and set the remainder of my breakfast aside before I spilled it.
I snuck a peek at Logan, he was staring straight ahead, not even glancing at me. I grinned and went back to doing the same. It had been something of an in-joke between us ever since we started playing around this way. We used to think that as long as we weren't looking, weren't acknowledging, then it wasn't really that bad. We'd grown out of that a bit, but not by much.
I bit my lip and leaned back even more. Logan's fingers ran up and down my pussy, and they were doing particularly luscious things to me this morning. Maybe I was still worked up from the night before. Maybe I still had overly naughty thoughts consuming me. Whatever it was, I loved it.
Logan knew what I liked. He had years of practice. He knew exactly how to tease me, how to toy with my clit, when to slip a couple fingers inside. He could make me squirm and wriggle with a few judicious twitches of his fingers.
I sat there and got played with by my brother just the way I loved it. He brought me closer and closer until my hips were rocking on their own, desperate for just that little bit more. He could draw me out indefinitely, and some days that's exactly what we did. Cold winter days were the best when we spent hours cuddled up together, one of us on the brink of orgasm until we just couldn't stand it any longer.
My silence broke as I came. I few small moans and whines passed my lips despite my efforts to hold them in. Erin was still in the house, after all. I couldn't exactly scream my pleasure to the heavens without alerting her that something was going on.
Logan pulled his hand out and sucked his fingers clean. I smiled lazily, then leaned over to kiss his chastely on the cheek.
"Thanks, bro."
"No problem." He ruffled my hair. "Anyway, I probably gotta get going."
"Yeah, sure. You taking Erin with you?"
"Not sure. Do you mind if she wants to sleep a little longer?"
"Nah. We've got along ok the couple times we've talked. I can play hostess for a bit." I smoothed down my hair. "I'll have to kick her out when I head to work, though. I don't trust her here alone yet."
"Fair enough."
I watched Logan leave the room. If he hadn't gotten laid last night, I knew he would have been after me for a quick handjob before he left. I was totally in the mood for it too. Oh well. I'd had my fun. Mustn't get greedy.
****
I took a shower after Logan left. My horniness had been sated, so I wasn't in there long enough for play time with the showerhead. I did have a few thoughts of my brother sneaking in and... well, I wasn't quite sure what he'd do. I had to get him off my mind somehow. Even for us, my mind was going way too dirty.
After getting all nice and clean, I toweled myself dry and hung my towel up. I stepped out into the hallway totally naked and carefree. I immediately bumped into Erin.
We both froze for a second, then I shrugged and giggled.
"Oh, sorry," I said. "I kinda forgot you were still here."
Erin smiled back. I noted that her eyes flicked up and down my body. Fair enough. I was completely naked, after all.
"Don't mind me," she said. "But I would have thought you'd be too worried about Logan seeing you to walk around like that. My brother's a straight up perv-ball. I used to have to watch myself around him."
Mine too, but she didn't need to know that. "Nah, I knew he was gone," I said with an airy wave of my hand. It was true, if also a deflection. "I wouldn't be so careless if he was still hanging around." That was a total lie.
"No, I suppose you wouldn't." She gestured to the bathroom behind me. "Anyway, you mind if I..."
I stepped aside. "No, please. Go ahead. There should be a clean towel or two in the cupboard."
"Thanks." Erin gave another quick glance at my lower areas as she passed. My body was starting to flush from being checked out like that. I kinda liked it. "I'll try to be quick," she said.
"No worries. Just as long as you're ready to go by the time I am. Gun probably mentioned that, right?"
"Sure." She cracked a wry smile. "I get not wanting to leave a strange girl alone in your house." Then she bit her lip. "Can I ask you something though?"
"What's up?"
"I've heard you call your brother 'Gun' a couple times. What's that about?"
I shrugged. "What else do you do for a nickname? Log? Logey?"
Erin considered, then nodded. "Fair enough."
I nodded back, then turned and walked away. It was several seconds before I heard the door close behind me. She was totally checking out my butt. Totally.
****
Delicious smells greeted me upon returning from work that evening. I inhaled deeply as I kicked off my shoes, then followed my nose to the kitchen.
Logan was busy at the stove. I snuck up behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist.
"Hey, you," I said.
"Hey, Kelse. How was work?"
"Fine. You?"
"Also fine."
"Good enough. What ya making me?"
"Just chili. Nothing special."
"'Nothing special?' Au contraire. I love it when you get all domestic and shit."
I gave him a loving smack on the butt before sauntering over to the fridge and getting myself some juice. Logan had turned around to watch me by the time I looked his way again.
"It's a good thing you're easy to please," he said. "Because you know damn well my cooking skills don't extend much beyond the basics."
"I do. But as long as you're cooking for me, that's all that's important, really." I paused and frowned slightly. "Or are you cooking for Erin?"
"Jealous, li'l sis?"
"Maybe a little."
Logan laughed. "Don't worry. She's not coming over tonight. It's a little early in the relationship for spending every night together."
"Plus it probably doesn't hurt to give her butt a rest," I pointed out. "If you wanna make that a regular thing."
"How pragmatic of you."
"Gotta think about these things, Gun. I'm telling ya."
Logan went back to work on our supper. I sipped at my juice and lost myself in thought.
My thoughts were mostly dirty. I could be a horny little thing at times, but ever since last night it had been especially bad. I'd caught myself daydreaming several times at work, and now that I was in close proximity to my brother it was even worse.
"Erin saw me naked," I said.
I smiled at the way Logan froze and slowly turned around. "She what?"
"Saw me naked," I repeated patiently.
The wheels were turning in his head. He was trying to figure out why she would possibly have been around me with my clothes off.
"Why, exactly?"
"I got out of the shower and forgot she was still here. We had a nice chat. She totally checked me out, too."
That got his attention even more that before. Like many guys, Logan was very interested in the 'lesbian playtime for male benefit' genre of reality.
"Did she really?" he said.
"Sure did."
"And what else happened?"
I tried to hide a smirk behind my cup. "Well, you know us girls. She had to take her top off so we could compare our boobies. Then we rubbed our tits together a bit. Then-"
"Goddammit, Kelse."
"What?"
"That didn't happen."
"No, it didn't. But you like imagining that it did." I could see the slight bulge in his pants and he knew it.
"Maybe I do."
"You definitely do. So anyway, we're both topless and a little turned on-"
"I thought you were naked?"
"Oh yeah. Right. So I'm naked and she's topless..."
I prattled on a bit. Logan rolled his eyes and went back to his cookery. I knew he was still listening because of how he kept fidgeting and tugging at his pants. Big bro was getting all horny, just the way I wanted him.
Once I'd teased him enough, I sidled closer.
"So," I said.
Logan didn't say anything. Probably still pretending to ignore me.
"Feel like playing a bit?" I asked.
"That's not a great idea right now."
I frowned. "Why not?"
Logan chuckled. "You are horny today, aren't you?"
"Kinda, yeah. Aren't you?"
"I'm a boy. I'm always horny."
"Right. So what's the problem?"
Logan turned and raised his hands. "I've got onion and spices all over my fingers."



I jumped back and slapped a hand protectively over my pussy. "Bad brother! No touching my vagina with those hands!"
"I think you'll find-"
"Bad!"
"-that's exactly what I'm trying to say."
"Hmph. Fine then. I'll just go play by myself."
"You mean with yourself."
"That too."
I flounced off to go masturbate. Logan and his stupid hands would just have to stay back and miss all the fun.
****
Part Two: Secrets Revealed
****
My intermingled obsessions with sex, butt play, and my brother ass-fucking Erin all kind of faded away a bit over the next few days. They were still there, but much more manageable.
I still got a little tingly the next time Logan said he might be bringing Erin over. It felt like forever since the last time, though in truth it had been less than a week.
I heard the two of them get home late that night. They were stumbly, and giggly, and doing that particularly loud sort of sneaking that drunk people do when they're trying very hard not to wake someone.
Well that was interesting.
Logan didn't get super-drunk very often. Maybe a handful of times that I knew of. I wondered if they were even going to fuck. I really hoped they weren't both going to get sick and start throwing up everywhere and whining for me to take care of them.
I waited in my room until I was pretty sure they were settled in. I didn't want to meet them in the hall just in case.
There was still muted giggling coming from Logan's room as I slunk toward it. There was something else too. Sex sounds, I thought. But something not quite right about them. Something I couldn't quite place.
His door was wide open. That wasn't right. I made each footstep slow and silent as I neared my vantage point. I had to know what was happening.
My gasp sounded loud enough in my ears that I would have totally failed ninja school. I hadn't been prepared at all. Logan butt-fucking Erin last time had been unexpected. The reverse was something else entirely.
Somehow, in their drunken, horny, bumbling states, Logan and Erin had taken their relationship to an even kinkier level. My brother had taken Erin's position from last time; on his knees, face down, ass up. She was behind him wearing a strapon and, from the look of things, slowly working her way into his butt.
And they just kept giggling. Every time she moved, or he lost his balance, or even for no reason at all. They were thoroughly enjoying themselves, it seemed.
It didn't seem right. It was so fucked up. Something even more out of an internet video than regular anal. Something I couldn't believe Logan would actually be into. But there he was; laughing, getting penetrated, loving it.
And there I was, watching.
Goddamn but I couldn't stop watching. I couldn't have explained why, but I was entirely enthralled.
That dildo attached to Erin's hips just kept disappearing in my brother's ass. The further it went, the more Erin thrust, the more entranced I became. My eyes were wide, my pussy aquiver. I was getting seriously turned on.
Logan let out a particularly loud groan as Erin buried her strapon to its deepest point yet. She pressed her finger to her lips.
"Shhh," she hissed. "You'll wake her."
Logan laughed. "Tol' you. She's gonna come wash. Watsssh. Watch."
"No she won't, you sicko." Erin giggled. "Yer sisser's not gon' watch."
They carried on like that. I wasn't sure what to make of their argument. It sounded an awful lot like Logan had told Erin about some of the stuff him and I got up to. That wasn't right. No one else was supposed to know.
And yet, there wasn't an ounce of irritation to be found in me. My beautiful, naked brother was getting drunkenly pegged by his hot, naked girlfriend. I was aroused beyond all reason.
I didn't have any panties on. That made it super convenient to stick my hand under my sleep shirt and start rubbing my pussy. My little slit was so wet already. Some of my juices were already escaping down my thighs.
How long had I been standing and staring? My sense of time eluded me. The show was just too fascinating.
Finally, in a move that would have won him his argument long ago, Logan looked up toward the doorway and spied me watching like a total perv, hand figuratively down my pants.
"Ha!" Logan said. "Tol' you."
Erin followed his gaze. "Oh shit, yer right."
Having been caught, I stepped forward out of my flimsy concealment. "Uh... hey."
Erin crooked a finger. "C'm'ere, Kelsey."
I padded another few steps closer. I surreptitiously wiped my soggy fingers on the back of my shirt.
"So, like..." I said. I didn't know where to go with the sentence and just let it trail off.
"Logan's been tellin' me s'me inneressing fings," Erin said.
"Has he, indeed?" I glanced at my brother, but he had his face buried in his pillow again.
"Ver' naughty fings."
"I see."
"'Bout you two."
"He shouldn't have done that."
"I diss'gree. I'm ver' happy he tol' me."
"You're drunk."
"True. He's m're talka... talk..." Erin paused a moment then enunciated carefully. "Talkative... when he's a li'l drunk. You know tha'??
"Seems that way, doesn't it." I sat on the bed and ran my fingers through Logan's hair. That sweet, stupid bastard. "Somehow, you don't seem too mad about it though."
"M'not, really. But..." Erin waved her hands like she thought she was communicating with them.
"You didn't believe him?" I guessed. "You wanted to know how much was true? And hell, you probably decided you wanted a little revenge if it was true."
"Ha! Yuss. Wazzn't 'venge though. Just fair. He let you wash me ge' fucked. He hassa do same."
I nodded. "This all makes a bizarre sort of sense. I'm not convinced you'll feel the same about it in the morning."
Erin shrugged. "We'll see."
She grabbed Logan's hips with both hands and gave a firm thrust into his ass. She'd been going slow and inconsistently while talking with me, and her sudden return to action got a series of low grunts from my brother.
I was trying to focus and process, but I was right next to them now and could see absolutely everything. Mostly I was just horny as fuck.
"Does he do th's a lo'?" Erin asked.
"Sorry? What?"
She pointed at where her attached dildo was sliding in and out of Logan's butthole. "This. Does he do a lot?"
"What, get butt-fucked? No. First time as far as I know."
"Huh. T'kin' it rea' well."
I nodded. He really was taking it well. "He's incoherently drunk. That might help."
"Migh'."
I sat there and played with Logan's hair. It was more than a little surreal. Realistically, one or all of us should have been freaking out for one reason or another. Instead, we were all just being horny little fucks.
Since I couldn't really make things any weirder, I gave in and resumed my earlier masturbation. The movement of hiking my shirt up past my waist and inserting a pair of fingers into my pussy attracted some attention. Logan's I didn't mind. Erin's, however, made me blush.
The way she stared at me was distracting and confusing. Part of it, I thought, was a dawning awareness of the kind of things Logan and I were comfortable with around each other. The way she bit her lip and watched me play suggested she was extremely ok with it.
Logan was lucid enough to recognize that his sister's pussy was bared for him. He may not have been totally aware of the consequences of acting on that knowledge. Erin had been totally up for it so far. I had no idea where her line was, or what would happen when he tried to bury his face in my vagina.
I fended off his first few attempts at getting between my legs. Erin seemed bemused, then shocked, then simply curious. She stopped fucking Logan and let him try to shift to a better position.
I shrugged and gave in. I swung a leg past my brother's head and splayed my wet cunt out for him. He dove in like an eager puppy that was finally allowed its treat.
"Wow," Erin said.
My face was still hot, but it was hard to stay embarrassed with my brother's tongue at work. "Yeah," I replied.
"You two're crazy." Erin started rocking her hips again.
"We don't do this a lot," I said defensively, as though somehow that made it better.
"You don'?"
I debated for a second, then went with the truth. What the hell. "Mostly just special occasions. Birthdays or Christmas or whatever. Or if one of us is having a bad day." I shivered as Logan flicked his tongue over my clit. "Mostly we just do hand stuff."
"Han' st'ff?"
"You know. Hand jobs. Fingering. Not, like, incesty or anything. Just messing around. Doing something nice for each other."
"Sounds pr'tty 'cesty to me."
I nodded in surrender. "Ok, that was a pretty weak excuse. I dunno. I'm just kinda hoping you don't judge us too bad when you sober up. I think Gun really likes you."
Erin giggled. "Well I like 'im too. An' you. You two're sexy."
"Thanks?"
She leaned forward to the point of almost losing her balance. She giggled some more, then took my shoulder and pulled me in for a kiss.
It was an unexpected gesture, though kind of nice. Her lips were soft even if they tasted strongly of rum.
"Ver' sexy," she said.
I shrugged. "Alright, what the hell." I pulled my shirt all the way off, leaving myself just as naked as Logan and Erin. Might as well fit in.
Erin smiled broadly. She kept pumping my brother, he kept licking me, I... well, I kinda just kept being there. And it was awesome.
Erin eventually took pity on Logan, not that he'd yet realized he needed it. She grabbed his cock from behind and jerked him off along with continuing to pound his ass. She held her other hand beneath his cock as he came and milked him into her palm.
I was absolutely delirious with arousal by then. Logan fell away from both me and Erin as he was spent. That was disappointing. However, Erin then offered me her cum-filled hand.
I looked at her. She quirked an eyebrow and stared right back. After a suitable moment of pretending like I didn't want to dive right in and lap up my brother's cum, I dove in and lapped up my brother's cum.
I couldn't believe I was cleaning Logan's cum off another girl's fingers. My pussy was on fire. I licked and sucked and got every little bit of him off her skin. Then, before swallowing the last of it, I launched myself at Erin and kissed her fiercely, giving her a taste of what I'd just consumed.
Some of my insane passion faded as we pulled apart. I was still horny as fuck, but I forced myself to take a deep breath and try to regain some control.
"I guess I should get going," I said.
"Why?" Erin asked.
"Well, for one, Gun seems to have fallen asleep on us."
Erin found that terribly amusing, but she still grabbed my arm as I tried to leave. "M'not r'dy to slep yet. Din't even cum or nuffin'."
"Oh. Well... what do you want me to do about that?" I held my breath, assuming she was about to suggest something naughty.
"Dunno," she said. "But at leas' le's get some water. M'thirsty."
I deflated somewhat, my insane guess proven wrong. Not that I wanted to fuck her, but horny little me had somehow hoped she wanted to. "That's probably a good idea. Try and bring down tomorrow's hangover while we're at it."
****
Erin and I stayed up a little while. Our quest for water ended up being more a midnight snack kind of deal. It had been a long time since supper, and sex had depleted us a bit.
Neither of us put any clothes on, though she at least removed her strapon. It was just us two naked girls sneaking around like teenagers in the night. I wasn't sure why we felt the need to be quiet and stealthy since Logan was the only other one home, and he slept the sleep of a drunk boy well fucked.
I was still horny and it felt kind of naughty pretending like we were doing something bad, so I went with.
"I still can't believe you let your brother eat you out like that," Erin said. She'd sobered up enough that her speech was basically comprehensible. "That's so crazy."
"I don't know why more girls don't," I countered. "I mean, friends with benefits are a thing. Logan's sorta like that, only more convenient, you know?"
"Oh my god. Yeah, right. Brother with benefits." Erin giggled. "So seriously though, I know you didn't want me to think you guys are freaks, but it's a little too late for that, so just be honest. You two fuck, right?"
I gasped in a mix of real and mock shock. "Of course not!"
"What do you mean 'of course not?' You mess around, you get him to lick you, you do... stuff. I don't understand how you wouldn't have fucked."
"You sound like you want us to. Now who's the freak?"
Erin grinned without shame. "Guilty. Maybe I'm still just horny from before, 'cause it's not really something I'm usually into. But I dunno, you and Logan... together..." She shivered. "The more I think about it, the more I see, the more it really works for me. Maybe it's just because I find you both super hot. Maybe it's not the sibling thing at all."
"Yeah, maybe." I paused and tilted my head. "You think I'm super hot too?"
"Well duh."
"So you're, like, into guys and girls?"
"Kinda. Mostly when I'm hella turned on. Usually guys, though. How 'bout you?"
I considered the question. I was mostly only ever into guys, but I wasn't averse to doing stuff with girls. Especially, like Erin said, when I was 'hella turned on.' For instance, I did find myself constantly drawn to staring at Erin's naked body. It was only fair. She kept checking out mine.
"Kinda the same, I guess."
She gave me a mischievous grin. "Well, we're both hella turned on right now, right?"
I hesitated only briefly before answering. "Sure?"
"So... you wanna mess around a bit?"
I laughed. "Oh my god. You're Gun's girl, and he's not even awake."
"So?"
"So... I don't know. It doesn't seem right."
Erin gave me a disbelieving look. "Kelsey, the stuff you and your brother do... I can't believe you're taking issue with this all of a sudden. I mean, you watched me the other night without me even knowing, right?"
I shrank back a bit. "Well-"
"Don't get me wrong, it's cute that you don't want to hurt your brother or whatever. But I seriously need to cum, and I feel like you owe me."
"You think so, do you?"
Erin got out of her seat and walked over to me. My chest got all fluttery as she neared. "I also think you probably want to play as much as I do."
"What, just because we're both naked and horny, and we definitely need to get off before we try to sleep, and we just did that thing with my brother, and..." I paused. "Yeah, you're right. Let's go fuck."
Erin squealed in delight and dragged me out of the kitchen. We giggled nervously all the way to my room.
I didn't know about her, but I'd never actually had sex with another girl. I told myself I was only going along with her because I was so worked up already, but it was more complicated than that, and I really didn't have it in me to work out all the nuances.
"Please tell me you have toys," she said as she visually scanned my room.
I beamed. "Do I ever."
Erin was dutifully impressed when I got out my collection. For the first time, I was kind of regretful not to have any anal toys. I'd never been interested before. Most everything else was well represented.
She cooed over the selection, and was several minutes making a decision. "I think I need something in my ass," she said.
"Oh? So the whole butt sex thing was your idea after all?"
"Only kinda. I have been getting into more lately. It's so deliciously naughty. And it feels great when you do it right." She made a face. "I avoided it for so long because of some bad experiences a while back."
"And now you're a butt slut?"
She actually blushed. "Well... I wouldn't go that far. But yeah, kinda." She shook her head. "Anyway, help me pick something out here, would you?"
And that's how I ended up helping my brother's girlfriend shove a dildo up her ass. Not the sort of activity I'd pictured, really.
It was pretty fun though. All new and novel, and kept me pretty worked up.
Lubing up Erin's ass involved her lying on my bed with her butt stuck up at me, then me rubbing and eventually fingering her butthole. She gave little moans of encouragement which initially confused me, but slowly I came to appreciate the sense of vicarious pleasure I got from playing with her butt.
I was actually kind of reluctant to start inserting the dildo. I liked the feeling of direct stimulation and control finger-banging her ass gave me. It was so warm and slippery inside, and her anal ring squeezed so delightfully around me. It gave me a much better appreciation for guys' views on anal, though I was certain it was a whole other level of awesome when using a penis.
The dildo went in about halfway pretty easily after all the warming up. I rocked it back and forth and made it fit the rest of the way until she'd swallowed almost the whole thing. She cooed happily at having her ass totally filled.
"Alright." I smacked her butt. "All done."
"Mmm. Fanks, Kelsey. That feels lovely." She wiggled her butt, then reached back to feel the little bit of dildo sticking out of her. "You know what I need now?"
"Couldn't begin to guess."
She rolled over, grinning madly. Her pussy was so wet it glistened. "A nice helpful tongue on my-"
"Nope."
"But-"
"I'm definitely not prepared to eat you out."
"Why not?"
"Well... partly because I don't think I quite like vaginas enough to want to lick one a bunch."
"But-"
"And partly because I feel like that would make this more than just messing around and getting off, which is all I want it to be."
Erin mulled that over. "You think Logan would be mad about that or something?"
"Hell no. He'd love it. Probably just be annoyed we didn't film it."
"Then why does it matter what we do?"
"I just told you. I'm only comfortable with messing around a bit. I don't want more than that. Me. My feelings. Not Gun's or anyone else's."
"Oh. But, like-"
"I know, you don't get it. You think I'm a total freak just 'cause I play around with my brother a bit, and it doesn't make any sense that I don't want to fall in bed with you."
"Well... kinda. I guess."
"Try not to think too hard about it. I think I've got something that'll distract you."
I felt Erin's gaze on my naughty bits as I bent to retrieve a toy that wasn't kept with the others. My Hitachi Wand was a bit more vibrator than I actually wanted most of the time. Tonight, it seemed ideal.
"Oh shit. Is that what I think it is?"
I grinned. "Sure is."
Erin spread her legs wantonly as I returned. She waited impatiently while I plugged the wand into the wall socket and positioned it.
"Come on," she whined. "I need it."
"Just hold on a sec. I'm going as fast as I can."
Her eyes lit up as I turned the toy on and its hum filled the quiet room. She couldn't take her gaze off it as I lowered it, aimed carefully, and let it come to rest on her pussy.
"Mmm." Her head and spine arched back. She lifted her hips to try and get even more contact. "That's amaaazing."
"Thought you might like it."
I tried to hold it still, but her hips were all a-wriggle, making my task next to impossible. That was fine. She was having fun. Perhaps a little too much fun, actually. The longer I watched, the more envious I became.
But what the hell. There was no reason I couldn't have that kind of fun too.
I crawled forward and overtop of Erin. I sat my pussy down right on top of hers, sandwiching the head of the vibrator between us. She was right. It was amazing.
It was just exactly what I needed. The vibrations were usually too much for me to properly enjoy, but this time I luxuriated in them. It was a night for sexual excesses.
It didn't take Erin long to get handsy with me as I rode her. She started feeling up my hips and ass, and when I didn't protest, she moved up my sides to my tits. Ordinarily that would have been a bit over the line for me, but not by that much really. It was still just playful fun, albeit a little more sapphic than I tended to run.



I let the moment consume me. Vibrations ran amok through my pussy and clit. Erin's wandering hands roamed my bare skin. And, admittedly, riding her hot, naked body was a turn on in its own right.
I came without doing anything at all but letting the moment happen. I wasn't entirely sure which of us was first, or indeed how many orgasms we went through. I stayed upright as long as I could, then collapsed sideways as my jelly-like legs gave out.
Erin kept moaning deliriously a while longer as I caught my breath. Finally she switched off the wand and lay panting beside me.
"Well," she said.
"Yup."
"That was... something."
"Uh huh."
"Are you sure you're not totally a closet lesbian?"
I chuckled. "Pretty sure."
"If you say so. I guess I'll go ahead and chalk that up as the greatest sex I've ever had with a straight girl."
We both burst out giggling. We were giddy, and tired, and sinking into post-orgasm sloth.
"That wasn't really sex," I said as I forced myself to sit up.
"No? Sure seemed like it to me. Obviously it wasn't traditional vanilla shit..."
"It was sex-like, I'll grant you." I scooted to the edge of the bed and tested my legs to make sure they'd hold me before I stood. "But it was still just messing around, right?"
Erin was quiet a moment. "You live by an odd set of rules, don't you?"
"Not rules, exactly. Just, like, I know who I am, right? I know who I want to be. Sometimes I don't know, sometimes I guess, sometimes I'm wrong. But, like, why should I have to conform to what other people tell me is right? Why can't I decide those sorts of things for myself?"
"So... you do lesbian shit, but only kinda. And you do incest shit, but only kinda. That's what you decided?"
I smiled tiredly. "Yeah, sure. You got it."
My annoyance and her trying to figure out my life story from our brief interactions must have come through in my tone. She called after me as I tried to slip out of the room.
"Wait, Kelsey, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be all judgey and shit."
"It's fine."
"No but, like, it's cool that you do what you want. Come back, would you? I don't want to kick you out of your own bed."
I snorted. "You aren't kicking me out of anything. I'm coming back. I just have to deal with some stuff before I sleep. And I am well ready for sleep."
"Oh. Ok."
I walked away before she could say anything else.
I fetched a glass of water from the kitchen, then made my way to Logan's room. He was still sprawled dopily in his bed, naked butt sticking out like he wanted to be fucked some more. I felt a weird surge of sisterly love at the pathetic sight of him.
"Hey," I said. "Wake up."
It took a few prods before Logan stirred and blinked heavily at me. "Wha'? Wha's goin' on?"
"Drink this."
I handed him the water. He stared at it for a second, then downed the entire glass in a few seconds.
"Thanks," he said.
"What some more?"
"No. I think I'm good. Maybe. Just wanna sleep."
"I know. I'm sorry for waking you. Move your leg for a second."
I got my brother rearranged, then pulled his covers up around him. I tucked him in snugly, then kissed the side of his forehead.
"Kelse?"
"Yeah?"
"My ass hurts."
I smiled. "Yeah, I imagine it probably does."
"Did I..."
"Tell your girlfriend all about us, then let her peg you hard while I watched? Sure did."
"Oh. Oops?"
I ruffled his hair. "It's ok. It all worked out, more or less. We'll talk more tomorrow, ok?"
"Ok." He tucked his arm under his head. "Love you."
"Love you too, bro. Sleep tight."
I turned off the light and closed the door behind me. I padded nakedly back to my room where Erin was still waiting.
"So do we get to spoon now?" she asked.
"No, Erin, we do not get to spoon. We will sleep together because Gun needs his rest and I don't want to disturb him anymore."
"And because you kinda like the idea of-"
"Don't finish that sentence."
I flicked the light switch and crawled in next to Erin. Our bodies brushed together a few times as we got settled. It would have been all too easy to get horny again, if not for how dead tired I was. Her nude form held more than a little appeal, especially when so conveniently right beside mine.
I certainly wasn't as straight as I insisted I was, but we both knew that, and I figured the pretense made drawing my lines easier. And, too, gave some flexibility if and when she decided to push harder.
It really didn't surprise me when she eventually rolled toward me, nuzzled my shoulder, and draped an arm across my tummy. She might have thought she was getting away with something, and that was fine. It was a level of cuddling I was comfortable with.
"Night," I said.
"Mmm. G'night."
****
The next morning was an interesting affair. Erin was a bit sheepish upon waking up, though not as much as I'd expected. She seemed to recognize that she'd been a little too wild and pushed a little too much, but she also got a funny look in her eye every time she mentioned something from the night before like it was turning her on all over again.
"Anyway," she said, "that was fun. We should have another sleepover sometime."
"Actual sleepover, or naked sleepover?"
She grinned. "Naked, of course."
"Need I remind you you're Gun's girlfriend, not mine?"
"Yeah, yeah. Semantics."
I let her have the shower first. She hesitated a moment too long, and I was sure she was going to make a joke about us showering together. She thought better of it, if indeed that was her intent, and simply went ahead.
I slipped into some panties and a halter top, then went to check on my brother.
Logan was still gently snoring. I sat on the edge of his bed and watched his breathing. It didn't seem right to wake him, but he did have work to get to before too long.
Luckily he stirred before I had to make a tough decision.
"Morning, sleepy," I whispered.
"Hey, you."
"Feeling ok?"
"Head hurts. Ass hurts. Mouth's dry." He shrugged. "Other than that, fine as can be."
I patted his shoulder. "You'll be alright."
"Yeah. Eventually." He shifted a bit and groaned. "As long as I don't move too much."
"Poor baby. You want me to call in sick for you?"
He thought about it. "Maybe."
"And get you some water and aspirin?"
"Yes please."
"Ok. Sit tight. I'll take care of it."
I kissed him on the forehead, then left to take care of shit.
Erin was out of the shower when I came back from making the call to Logan's workplace. I didn't know what she thought was going to happen, but she hadn't put on any clothes, or even wrapped herself in a towel. She stood fully naked and scrubbed, hair still damp, lips quirked in a crooked smile like she thought I'd jump her on sight.
"Put some damn clothes on, would you?" I said in a light tone as a breezed by her into the bathroom.
"Is that all the reaction I get?" Erin pouted. "Here I am all naked and-"
"I know. I can see." I shook a pair of tablets from the bottle of aspirin, then slipped back past my brother's nude, pouty girlfriend. "I honestly would have thought you'd gotten enough action last night."
"Well, I did. But I keep thinking about it, and it's getting me kinda worked up again."
"Feel free to borrow my toys if you need one. Actually, while we're on the subject, I expect the one that was in your ass to be well cleaned before you go."
"Ouch. What happened to horny Kelsey? I liked her better."
"I imagine you did." I took Erin's cheek in one hand and softly kissed her on the opposite side. "We had fun. Don't make it more than it was."
"Yeah, you're right." She perked up. "Hey, maybe Logan-"
"Logan is resting," I said firmly. "You may talk or say goodbye or whatever, but no jumping in bed with him."
"What are you, his Mom?"
"When necessary."
We stared each other down for a moment, but she cracked well before I would have.
"You two are seriously adorable," she said. "Actually, I have to get going anyway. I should get back to my place and change."
"Probably sensible," I agreed.
"I have to go find my clothes in Logan's room. Is that ok... Mom?"
I rolled my eyes. "Yes, fine."
She smirked and slapped my butt on the way by. She knew she had my attention at that point, because the way her hips swung as she walked away could only have been for my benefit. Maybe a 'look at what you just passed on' kind of thing. Or maybe it was just her being horny and flirty. Who knew.
****
Logan was lazing on the couch playing video games when I got back from work that evening. I got settled, stripped down to my shirt and panties, then joined him on the sofa. I tucked my legs under me so I was half kneeling, half on my ass.
"Hey," he said. "How was work?"
"Fine, thanks. How 'bout you? Did you do anything today?"
"Not hardly, no."
"Lazy day?"
"Pretty much. I did put a casserole together for supper. It's in the oven."
"Mmm. Good boy."
I patted Logan's head. His hands never left his controller.
"Erin never came back to my room last night, did she?" he asked.
"Nope. She slept with me."
Logan's eyebrow quirked and a small grin graced his lips. He didn't say anything, but I knew exactly where his mind had gone. In this particular instance, he wasn't far off.
"You having fun picturing that?" I asked.
"You know I am. 'Cause I know how you like sleeping naked. And Erin..." He paused, both vocally and in his game. He slowly turned his head toward me. "She had to come get her clothes this morning."
"Uh huh."
"So she didn't have them last night."
"Right."
"Don't tell me... you guys didn't actually sleep naked together, did you?"
I grinned smugly. "Your girlfriend really, really likes me, bro. Maybe even better than she likes you."
"Oh my fuck." His eyes were wide, his mouth hung open. "You did too."
I shrugged. "Sure we did. Didn't want to disturb you."
He grinned. "And what else happened?"
"What makes you think anything else happened? It was perfectly innocent. We're just two girls sharing a bed. We might have naked-cuddled a bit, might have gotten a bit cozy... and just maybe I helped her shove a dildo up her butt, then shared a vibrator 'til we both came a bunch."
Logan's expression was well worth the pestering I knew the story would generate. He was so fun to tease sometimes.
Slowly, deliberately, he shut off his game. He set his controlled down like it was made of glass, then turned his whole body to face me.
"You did what, exactly?"
"You heard me."
"Yeah, but... you?"
"Me. And Erin."
"You fucked her ass with a dildo? That doesn't seem-"
"Ah! No no. I didn't fuck her ass. I helped her fill her ass, that's all. And we played with my wand a bit. And she might have felt me up a bunch and then cuddled afterward. But that's it."
I flicked my gaze to the crotch of Logan's pants. He was definitely hard.
"Please tell me you have pictures."
"You doofus. I absolutely do not have pictures."
"Aw."
"I told her that's all you'd be interested in."
"Heh. You know me pretty well."
"I do."
"So how was your night of lesbian romance?"
I rolled my eyes. "That is so not what it was."
"No? Kinda sounds like it."
"It was just messing around. That's all. Maybe it was a little lesbian-y, but only a little."
"Ah. Kinda like how we're only a little incest-y, yeah?"
I frowned. "You're making fun of me."
Logan shook his head. He put his hand on my bare thigh and squeezed reassuringly. "I'm not. Well, I am a bit. But I agree with you. You know that. It's just messing around."
"Right."
"Because if it got to be more than messing around..."
"It'd be bad," I finished for him. "Can you even imagine if we were more wrapped up in each other than we already are?"
"Hardly seems possible."
"At least we mostly function in society right now. I mean, people always think we're weird, and Erin actually found out why thanks to your big mouth, but they basically accept us."
Logan's hand ran up and down my thigh, rubbing softly. It felt nice.
"Plus it'd be kinda gross," he said. "Sleeping together, fucking, holding hands, kissing in public... all that couple shit. That's never who we were meant to be."
"Very true."
"But Kelse..."
"Yeah?"
"I do think about it sometimes. I don't want it, but I imagine it."
"Of course, Gun. So do I." I leaned in and kissed him on the forehead, then forced myself out of my seat. "I'm hungry. Is that casserole almost done?"
He smiled crookedly. "Let me check."
****
Part Three: In the Butt
****
I was, admittedly, kind of excited for the next time Erin spent the night. Probably not as much as Logan-who was actually fucking her-but still.
The dynamic had irreversibly changed between us. We all knew things about each other that most people never would. We also shared varying levels of open attraction for each other.
Erin and Logan had a stay-in date night. They ate pizza and cuddled their way through a romantic movie. Erin tried to get me to join them, but I retreated to my room and locked the door just in case. Intruding on my brother's date was definitely not an ok thing to do, despite neither of them minding at all.
Logan understood, though. He tried his best to keep Erin from pressuring me too much, even if he wasn't all that successful.
There were things you had to be careful of when you were brother and sister. You had to have things that were your own, lives that weren't totally, completely entangled. Erin was becoming entangled, and she shouldn't be. She was his girlfriend. His.
And yet...
They left the door wide open for me that night. I knew they would. I knew that if I was smart, I wouldn't go watch. I'd just leave them.
I wasn't that clever. Or maybe I just didn't have the self-control. I couldn't help myself.
Once again, in my shirt and panties, creeping to my brother's room when I should have been in bed. Happy, sexy sounds floating down the corridor to my perked up little ears.
They were fully naked. Logan was on his back, Erin on top riding him. It wasn't an urgent fuck; more of a gentle, sexual grinding. They got handsy at times, at others just relaxed into their slow rhythm.
Occasionally Erin would bend down and they'd share long, sensual kisses. I liked when they did that. Logan and I didn't kiss on the mouth. Mostly. That was a romantic-type thing to do, he said, and we weren't a romantic-type couple. Still, who could be good all the time?
I had my hand shoved down my panties when they finally caught me watching. For people who'd been expecting me, they hadn't kept much of an eye on the doorway.
Erin smiled and beckoned me closer. I shook my head and stayed right where I was. She frowned slightly and waved at me again. I didn't move.
Logan said something to Erin, but I couldn't make it out. They hissed a short, unintelligible conversation back and forth, then seemed to come to an agreement.
Erin rose off of my brother's cock. His shaft fairly glistened with her juices. I had an insane urge to run over and suck it clean. That was exactly the sort of desire that needed resisting from time to time.
The two of them changed positions. Erin got on her hands and knees while Logan got out of bed for something, then knelt behind her.
Lube. He'd gotten out of bed to grab lube, and now he was pouring some on Erin's ass.
My fingers sped up on my pussy. That was their game, was it? Give me an anal show, get me too horny to stick to my principles?
Well... it would probably work.
Erin stared straight at me while Logan fingered her ass. I saw the lust in her eyes, the way her lips twitched into little 'o's. She wanted to make me envious, and she was succeeding.
It could be me on the bed if I wanted. That was the insidious thing about me and Logan. We could do those sorts of things. There was nothing stopping us but us. I could take my clothes off, push Erin aside, present my ass...
No. Bad Kelsey. Stop that.
But I could.
Erin was offering low moans in tribute to her anal fingering. She was ready. Logan was ready too. His cock was massively hard, and I could see the look of barely contained eagerness on his face; especially pronounced when his erection bumped against Erin's butt.
I bit my lip as my brother guided his dick to Erin's rear hole. My pussy was totally flooded, and it was only getting worse.
An aura of relief spread through all three of us as Logan penetrated her. His magnificently erect shaft sank into her ass like they were made for each other. She mewled happily and arched her back, then braced her arms and pushed herself further toward him.
She liked it so much. It still amazed me just how easily Erin took my brother's cock up her butt, and how pleasurable she made it seem. That was the sort of thing that was meant to be confined to porn. Seeing her in real life-both of them really-was so much more visceral, so much more... tempting.
Yeah, tempting. Goddamn did I want to be Erin. Maybe I wouldn't like it, maybe it would hurt, maybe it'd be too gross or... or whatever. But I so badly wanted to try it. I wanted to feel what she felt. I needed to know.
Logan got a good rhythm going, and Erin was forced forward onto her elbows. She grabbed a pillow and hugged it beneath her, leaving her ass sticking lewdly up in the air.
Erin grinned at me, and again beckoned me closer. This time I didn't have the willpower to resist.
I stepped forward woodenly as I pulled my hand regretfully away from my pussy. I could see even better the nearer I approached. Logan's cock drilled deep into Erin's ass, and I watched in awe as it surfaced and sank in long thrusts.
"You like to watch, don't you?" Erin asked softly.
I bit my lip and nodded.
"Better than participating?"
"Sometimes."
"Because it keeps you separated?"
I considered the question. "Maybe."
Erin held out a hand and dragged me closer still. I sat down beside her. She ran a warm hand up my bare thigh.
"It's ok to want something even if you think you shouldn't have it," she said.
I snorted. "I know that." My gaze flicked to Logan. "Believe me, I know."
"I s'pose you do, don't you?"
Logan slapped Erin's ass, making her squeal. He grabbed her hips firmly and started fucking her harder. Her words were transformed into a series of happy moans.
Maybe he thought he was rescuing me from awkward questioning. He kind of was. But I was in a whole different place from worrying about that kind of thing.
"I want things lots of times," I said, as much to myself as either Erin or Logan. "Sometimes I let myself have them. Sometimes I don't." I pushed some of Erin's hair back from her forehead where it was starting to get sweaty. "It's not really about what I should or shouldn't do. It's about the consequences. What my life turns into."
I didn't think Erin was paying attention anymore. Logan was. He wasn't so far gone as her. His eyes met mine. An unspoken message flashed between us. A slight nod, no furrowing of his brow. He was ok with me being here. I suspected he would be, but it was good to be sure.
"The thing about watching," I said, "is it doesn't change anything. Not by itself. Not like doing. Doing things are how all changes happen. Usually small. Not always."
I pushed myself up on one knee, giving just enough balance to lean close to Logan. I kissed him, just quickly and softly, but it was a proper kiss. It felt right.
"Daaammmn," Erin moaned. "Do that again."
"No," I said simply. Kissing my brother wasn't something I was about to do just to satisfy someone's fetish. Even my own.
Erin was wriggling around under Logan's constant ass-fuckery. I scooted in front of her on my butt, the stole her pillow away from her. She might have protested if I hadn't immediately pulled my panties off and stuck my pussy in her face.



"Ooh," she said.
"Yeah, I know." I leaned back. "Enjoy."
I was really getting a feel for this girl. The way she treated me and Logan like fetish material at times, she had to love the idea of getting sandwiched between us.
Essentially giving Erin what she wanted was teaching her a bad lesson. That wasn't great. On the other hand, I was horny and having an eager little tongue buried in my snatch sounded good to me. She didn't disappoint.
She happily spread my thighs and lapped away at my overflowing vagina. Her nose kept bopping against me as Logan's hips knocked her around a bit, but she was determined. She did her level best to keep her tongue licking despite the turbulence.
I ran my fingers through Erin's hair while she licked me. I alternated smoothing and taking a loose grip when I wanted to guide her. Mostly I just let her do her thing. It was pretty fantastic. Even better as I got an excellent seat to watch her ass get railed by my brother all the while.
I was pretty sure Erin came first, and who could blame her. It got to be kind of a blur as I was overtaken by the sheer ecstasy of the situation. Our orgasms fed each other symbiotically, and we traded periods of bliss for an unclear period of time.
Logan brought it all to an end. It was impressive enough he'd lasted as long as he had, all things considered. I didn't even realize he was cumming until her pulled out of Erin and dribbled the last of his cum on her butt. The knowledge that the rest had been spurted inside her carried me through my final orgasm.
The three of us lay half-comatose for a while. We were drained, happy, and lazy.
We gradually migrated into a loose ball in the center of the bed, not that there was much extra room for all of us to begin with. I had the sole article of clothing between us since I was still wearing my shirt. Both Erin and Logan snuck hands underneath it at various points. I just kind of let them. I was in the mood to be fondled if they were inclined.
I participated a little. I cuddled on Logan's chest for a while, then played with Erin's tits a bit. I tasted her pussy off her finger at one point and I couldn't even remember whose idea that had been.
It would have been so easy to fall asleep with them. I was sorely tempted. But I'd been so bad already.
"It's getting pretty late," I mumbled sleepily.
"It is," Logan agreed. He tried to pull me closer.
I giggled and pushed away, rolling off the bed to my feet. "I need to go."
"Stay," Erin said.
"I can't."
"Sure you can. You-"
"Gun, tell her I can't."
Logan sighed. "She can't, Erin."
Erin looked confused. "But-"
Logan wrapped his arms around his girlfriend and covered her mouth with one hand. "Good night, Kelse. Love you."
I smiled. "You too, bro."
I started to walk away, then thought better of it. Logan's blanket had been knocked to the floor at some point. I picked it up, straightened it out, then flung it across him and Erin.
After tucking them in snugly, I kissed Logan good night. Again with the being bad.
"Me too?" Erin asked.
I hesitated, taking in the innocent pout in her expression, then nodded. "Ok."
I kissed her as well. I kept it short, but it was still enough to do funny things to me. The sort of things that usually only Logan made me feel.
"Be good," I said. "Go to sleep."
"Yes, Mom," Logan said.
Erin thought that was funny. "Yes, Mommy," she echoed.
"See, that. That's not being good."
They mumbled some half-assed protests of innocence. I ignored them and shut off the light on my way out.
****
I woke up early in the morning to Erin sneaking into bed with me. Her naked body was snuggled up with mine before I could formulate an argument. At that point, I couldn't find it in me to kick her back out.
"Don't worry," she whispered. "I have to leave soon anyway. Have to get to work early."
"Then what's this about?"
"Nothin'. Just wanted a quick cuddle with you."
"This isn't making me any more of a lesbian, you know."
"Perish the thought."
Hidden in her self-assured tone was the shared knowledge that I'd previously let her lick me out to multiple orgasms and was now accepting her naked cuddles. She didn't have to make me anything I wasn't. She just had to have a certain amount of patience. Wait for me to give in.
"You're Gun's girl," I said.
"I'm no one's girl." She shifted a bit and put her hand on my tit. "But yes, I am with your brother, not you. We all agree on that, I think."
"And yet you keep trying to seduce me."
"Is that what you think I'm doing?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe."
"Maybe you're right. Truth be told, I don't exactly know what I'm doing." She circled my nipple with a single fingertip. "But you two are by far the most interesting brother and sister I've ever met, and I just can't help myself."
"You haven't tried particularly hard."
"Perhaps. I don't have the restraint you two have, that's for sure. The way you feel about each other, and you still just tiptoe around it... I don't know how you do that."
"We have to."
"Why?"
"Because... because Gun's gotta be my brother first."
"As opposed to what?"
"Ugh. I don't really want to talk about this." I rolled away from Erin. "Let me sleep."
She followed me. "As opposed to what?" she repeated.
"Dammit. You know how couples break up all the time? Married people get divorced? Friends stop talking?"
"Sure."
"Well... siblings don't stop being siblings."
"I know some people who don't talk to their family. Siblings included."
"Not if they love each other and generally get along."
"Well... no. But isn't that true for your other examples?"
"Listen, you're the one who asked. Don't be starting an argument."
"Sorry." Erin kissed the back of my shoulder like it was some kind of apology. "But I can't help feeling like you've trapped yourselves with fears over nothing."
"That's a possibility," I admitted. "But we're happy, and we know who we are, and we're never ever gonna lose each other."
"Well-"
"And we're mostly just siblings. No one else ever found out what we do, 'cept you. And that was only 'cause Gun blabbed."
"Ok, that part is fair enough. A lot of people wouldn't really approve of you guys the way I do."
"Yeah. You're pretty fucked up."
Erin laughed. "I am. But look who's talking."
I couldn't help giggling a bit too. Some of the tension faded in our shared laughter.
"I like what I have," I said after a moment. "We know what we're doing."
"If you say so."
"I like you," I said. "Gun likes you. You're a bad influence on us. You know that, right?"
"Yeah."
"Who knows. Maybe you'll be around for a while. Maybe you and Gun'll get married."
"Now, hang on a sec-"
"But I'm not gonna let it change me and him. Not in the important ways. Whether you stay or leave, we're still gonna be us."
"I get that." Erin ran her hand down my shoulder and arm, then explored my bare thigh. "I'm just saying it'd be super fun and sexy if you guys did more stuff together."
"That's-"
"Think about it."
"I have. Many times. You must know that."
"I guess I do." She kissed my shoulder again, then pushed away with a reluctant sigh. "Anyway, really must be going."
"You weren't kidding about the early thing, huh?"
"Really wasn't." She smacked my butt before hopping out of bed. "We should do some more threesome stuff, yeah?"
"Um..."
"Yeah, totally should. We'll figure it out. Get together some night when we're all super horny. I'll get Logan to pound my butt some more maybe. That seems to work for you."
"Conniving bitch."
"Ha, yeah. I guess I am." She stepped out the door. "See ya, Kelse."
"Yeah. See ya."
I thought I'd be able to just go back to sleep after she left. I was wrong.
I wasn't turned on, exactly, though naked cuddles had given me a shove in that direction. I was just... something. Not in sleep mode, that was for sure.
I got up and padded naked down the hall. Logan was still asleep. I stood in his doorway for several long minutes, torn with indecision.
On one hand, I wanted to crawl in with him. On the other, I was leery of Erin's influence, and unwilling to do something stupid just because she was in my head.
I couldn't hold out forever. I slipped silently right up to my brother's bed, then snuck under the covers. It was warm and secure next to him. The small anxiety in my chest faded, and I was soon back to sleep.
****
For the second time that morning, I woke up to some light molestation. Logan fondled me awake, which was honestly one of my favourite things in the morning. It just didn't tend to happen when we were both behaving ourselves.
Aside from perving on his unconscious little sister, which was bad enough, he was also totally hard. His cock twitched occasionally as he played with me, and I just watched it for a while before moving. There was something about the blatant evidence of my brother's arousal that really worked for me sometimes.
"Someone's being quite presumptuous this morning," I said.
"Hm? Is that someone the one who climbed into bed with the other?"
"No. It's the one- oh forget it."
Logan smiled and booped me on the nose. "I couldn't help myself. You're totally irresistible when you're naked and sleeping next to me."
"Clothes next time. Got it."
"Let's not be too hasty."
"No, indeed not."
Logan gave my boobs a final squeeze before sitting up. I wondered what he'd do if I rolled over and stuck my ass out at him.
"Erin must have left, huh?" he said.
"Yep. Something about work, I think."
"Yeah. Odd hours sometimes."
"Uh huh." I looked pointedly at his throbbing erection. "Hoping she'd help you with that, were you?"
He shrugged. "Her or... someone else, maybe."
"Lucky girl, this 'someone else.'"
"That remains to be seen."
I grinned slyly. "I think she could be convinced. If you were charming enough, that is."
"Stick my dick in her face. Got it."
Logan, goofball that he was, proceeded to do just that. He threw a leg across me, straddling my face, and lowered his cock to my mouth.
I played along at first and parted my lips, allowing him to carefully insert his penis. He gently face-fucked me for a moment until I cracked and started giggling too hard to keep up.
"That was you being charming, was it?" I laughed as he rolled off me.
"Funny thing is it kinda worked."
"Well... you're not wrong, actually." I got up on my hands and knees. "It actually has been a while since I gave you a blowjob though."
I arched my eyebrow and waited. We'd just been messing around up to now, in our own way. I wasn't actually sure if he was in the mood for something more than that.
"Maybe just a quick one," he said, acting reluctant.
"A quick one? Really? What am I, your girlfriend?"
"What?"
I pouted. "Ask nicely. Like it's a nice thing for me to do."
"It is a nice thing."
"So act like it."
Logan rolled his eyes. "Please, sis, can you suck on my cock a little?"
"Oh for-"
I was about to protest that he wasn't taking me seriously. He stopped me with a hand on my cheek. My eyes met his and latched on to his focused gaze.
"Please," he said, for real this time. "You know how much I like it."
A warm flush started in my chest. Goddamn, the way he could make me feel when he wanted to...
"Ok," I said.
It was what I wanted anyway. I felt like such a slutty little sister, lying on my tummy in front of my brother, getting ready to fill my mouth full of his cock.
Logan got comfy, reclined in a half-upright position. I made eye contact as I slowly sank my lips down his shaft.
There was a reason we didn't do this sort of thing too often. In a different reality, I could see me waking my brother up with a blowjob every morning. I loved everything about it. I loved the way it made him feel, I loved the way it made my pussy tingle, and I really, really loved the sheer naughtiness of it. Sisters weren't meant to suck their brothers off. Not even a little.
"Mmm, good girl," Logan breathed as he stroked my hair.
My body heated up even more at the pet-like compliment. Damn him. Now I really wanted to play with myself, but I had a job to do.
"Good little sister," he moaned.
I bobbed my head rhythmically and pressed my tongue hard on his shaft to really drag its soft wetness against him. I gave him my best pouty blowjob eyes since I knew how much they turned him on. I was going to make him cum before he got me too horny to focus. That was my new goal.
We carried on like that. Logan played with my hair and gave slightly patronizing, totally arousing compliments. I worked his cock like a porn star. I knew I'd won when he went quiet and leaned his head back. Not that he was losing by any means. Lucky bastard got to cum in his sister's mouth.
I couldn't help a long, low moan as my mouth received the first spurts of my brother's orgasm. I swallowed the first few shots, then held the rest until he was done.
I carefully pulled my mouth off Logan's cock, then held it open so he could see my tongue bathed in his cum. I then exaggerated the motion of swallowing it before opening again to present a clean mouth.
"Bad girl," Logan said.
"You love it."
"I do."
He pushed himself up into semi-reclined position against the headboard. I crawled nearer, then knelt beside him. I saw him check out my visibly aroused little pussy and made no attempt to hide it.
"You know what I was thinking about?" I asked.
Logan ran his hand from my knee up to my thigh. I stayed perfectly still and let him run his fingers over my warm, sensitive skin.
"No idea," he said.
"Well... you remember that time..."
"What time?"
His caress was sweet and titillating on my inner thigh. It took deliberate effort not to squirm.
"My first time," I said.
His hand faltered just briefly, barely noticeably. "Oh."
He wasn't quite sure where I was going. I could tell. It wasn't a subject that was brought up basically at all between us.
I pushed my hair back behind my ear. "You remember how nervous I was?"
Logan gave a crooked smile. "Of course I do. You burst into my room and wouldn't stop rambling for, like, an hour."
"It wasn't that bad."
"Oh it was. You were so into your boyfriend at the time, and you knew he wanted to fuck, but you were all... you know."
I blushed. "I know. Super anxious. I thought it would hurt, or I'd do it wrong, or... I don't know. It seemed like a big deal at the time."
"It wasn't." His thigh-strokes had become as much about reassurance as feeling me up. "It really wasn't that big a deal."
"I know." I looked down and twisted my fingers together in sympathetic remembrance of my past self. "But that's the way it felt." I looked back up with sisterly adoration in my eyes. "And you made it better."
"We shouldn't have done it."
"I know that. Of course I know that. But it was what I needed at the time. You made it so perfect for me. I never would have felt as safe and loved with anyone else."
"Kelse..."
"I love you for that, you know. For always being there when I need you."
Logan flushed slightly. "Usually it's not anything I mind doing."
"No. I seem to recall you rather enjoyed yourself."
He nodded. "But..."
"But once was enough. I know. Probably too much all by itself." I leaned in and kissed the side of his forehead. "You'll always be my brother first. That's the most important thing."
"Oh. So... you're not asking to do it again? I really thought that's where this was going."
"Is that why you look so worried? I wouldn't have thought it'd scare you that much."
"It doesn't." His hand went to my breast. His voice dropped to a near-whisper. "It's just... if you asked, really asked, I wouldn't be able to say no."
A little thrill went through me even though I knew that wasn't his intent. "That's why I'm so careful about what I ask. And I've really thought about this."
His eyebrow went up. He wasn't as in the clear as he'd thought. "What's that?"
"Gun... I really think I want to try anal."
Such a conflict of emotion crossed his face. It was kind of hilarious, but I kept my expression firm and serious since I didn't want him to think I was joking.
"You do, huh?"
I nodded. "I think I have to. I can't stop thinking about it."
"So do you need a new toy or something?"
"You goof. I don't want your help to go toy shopping or anything. Not this time. You know better."
"And I suppose you don't want my help finding a suitable boy to help you out either."
"Right."
Logan considered the issue. I did my best to look sexy and angelic without being too blatantly abusive of my womanly charms.
"It's really hard to say no to that," he finally said.
"Then say yes."
"But we really, really shouldn't..."
I bit my lip and gave my brother sad puppy eyes. "You made my first time so special. I never worried about you hurting me. I want that again. I really, really want it to be you. Just for the first time. That's it."
"Kelse..."
"Please?"
"Goddammit. You know I will. Don't give me that look."
I broke into a wide smile. I launched forward and showered his cheek and neck with kisses. "Thanks, bro."
He laughed and pushed at me, then just accepted some nakey kissy times. It wasn't on the lips, so it was fine. Kinda.
"You've seriously never done it before?" he asked.
"Of course not. I would have told you."
He shrugged. "You might not have. You don't tell me everything."
"Everything important I do. And you told me the first time you did a girl in the butt."
"That was only because it was a funny story." He paused. "Kinda gross too. And she never went out with me again, so maybe not all that funny in some ways."
"Point is, no. I never have. It's only after seeing you and Erin that I've really had any interest." I rolled my eyes. "And of course since then, it's been all I can think about."
"You could still get a toy. Try it whenever you want to."
I tapped him lightly on the shoulder with my fist. "You already promised."
"I did. Don't worry." A stupid grin spread across his face. "I'm not the sort to promise a girl a butt fuck then back out."
"'Specially your sister. You have to live with me after all."
Logan glanced at the time. "I could call in to work, say I'll be late. You ready right now?"
"No, no. Don't be silly. This evening. I want plenty of time, no rushing. Do it right. Make it special."
He nodded absently. Thinking. I lay beside him, snuggled in for a few minutes before I'd get up and moving. I smiled to myself as he squeezed my ass. I hadn't noticed until then, but he'd gotten rock hard again while we'd been talking. I knew he wasn't as reluctant as he let on. I respected it though. One of us had to try and stay sane.
It had to be Logan, was the thing. I knew we shouldn't, but it was what I needed. I needed my big brother. Sometimes that was just how I was.
****
I was in the kitchen a little later on humming to myself and waiting for the toaster to pop. I had showered and dressed, and was well on my way to being ready for the day.
Logan was a bit slower, but not by much. I heard him coming, so wasn't terribly surprised when he walked up right behind me. I thought he might have just wanted some toast too, but instead his hands landed on my hips. Not looking for toast, then.
The toaster popped and I threw my two slices on a plate. I started buttering them while Logan undid my jeans and slid them down my thighs.
I didn't know exactly what my brother was planning, but I was certainly in the right mood to wait and find out. I calmly proceeded like nothing was amiss, prepping my breakfast as casual as could be.
Logan got my pants down past my panties. He rubbed the front of my underwear at first, then slipped inside. I bit my lip and tried not to show any sign of acknowledging what he was doing.



I took a careful bite of toast while getting my pussy fingered. I looked out the kitchen window where the world was passing as per normal. One of our neighbours was out walking her dog. Another went past the other way in a jogging outfit. Neither had the slightest inkling of what I was letting my brother do to me.
They all thought it was sweet, a brother and sister living together. Very familial. Very wholesome. They had no idea at all.
I loved it.
Even better than playing around with Logan was getting away with it in such blatant, naughty fashion. It was scandalous, really.
I got through about half my first slice of toast before Logan's magic fingers started affecting me too much. I leaned heavily against the counter, bracing with both arms, and stuck my butt out for more.
Then, just as it was getting good, he stopped. I turned my head in confusion, but Logan was already pulling my pants back up.
"Uh... what the hell?" I asked.
"Nothin' much. Just want you super horny for tonight."
"What? But... but... you meanie!"
Logan smirked. "Trust me. You're gonna need to be turned on. Don't want you reconsidering between now and then, do we?"
"I wooonnn't. Just finish me. C'mon."
He smacked my butt and walked away. "Tonight."
"Ugh. Jerk."
I finished my toast in a state of sexual frustration. And my panties were all damp now too. I'd have to go change before work. Given the state my brother had left me in, bringing a spare pair to work probably wouldn't hurt either.
****
Despite my initial annoyance with Logan's behaviour, my negativity gave way to anticipation and excitement through the day. I kept finding myself stuck in daydreams about what it was going to be like.
I was so tempted to sneak off to the bathroom and have a quick orgasm, but I managed to restrain myself. I didn't approve of Logan's methods by any means, but he was kind of right about how it was better if I stayed horny. It was much easier and more fun trying new things when I was all turned on and shit.
I'd soaked through my third pair of underwear by the time I got home. I was miserably horny, to the point where it almost wasn't even fun anymore. I was ready to straight up tackle Logan to the floor as soon as I saw him, but it turned out he wasn't even home yet. What the hell.
I decided I might as well take a shower while waiting for him. I was kind of gooey down below, and getting nice and clean felt like a good idea anyway.
I'd just gotten out and was wrapped in a towel when I heard Logan arrive. I went down to the entryway to greet him. He smiled when he saw me.
"How was your day?" Logan asked.
"Excruciating." I nodded toward our bedrooms. "Come on. Let's do this."
"How very romantic."
"Don't want romance. Want some goddamn butt sex."
"Well when you put it that way..."
I jabbed my finger at him. "No more teasing."
"Wouldn't dream of it. That was just to make sure you were all warmed up."
"And it worked. Probably better than you hoped." I jerked my thumb down the hall. "Now seriously, let's get moving."
"You don't even want supper first? I stopped and got some things. I was thinking-"
"I told you. No romance. Only butt sex." I started walking. "And if you don't follow me right the hell now, I'm calling your girlfriend and getting her to do it instead."
Logan jogged a few steps to catch up. "You know... I actually think you might."
"Don't try me."
"I don't plan on it. You think I want to miss my chance?"
I stopped short and Logan actually ran into me. I turned slowly to face him. "Your chance, huh? I thought you were only doing this 'cause I begged you?"
Logan shrugged awkwardly. The conspicuous smile on his lips gave away his true feelings. "I might have thought about what it would be like."
"Uh huh?"
"But obviously it was never going to happen. Not until you decided you had to try it."
"So it's still all my fault?"
"It's not... you're... it's..." Logan coughed and brushed past me. "We should probably get ready."
I tagged along, now the follower rather than the leader. "You were all acting like you were doing me a favour. Turns out you want this more than I do, don't you?"
"I wouldn't go that far."
"How far would you go, exactly?"
We made it to Logan's room. He stopped in the middle of his room. "Probably best not to explore that question," he said.
"Why not?"
"You know why not. Because... because some of the things we feel for each other... they aren't good. Some of the things I want to do with you sometimes... they're things we both agree we can't. Not without changing who we are."
There was an edge of desperation in his explanation. I softened, not that I'd really been upset to begin with. I just wanted to give him a bit of a hard time was all. He kind of deserved it.
But now...
I padded forward and slipped into my brother's arms. "Sorry," I said. "I do know what you mean. I probably shouldn't have asked you to, like, teach me butt stuff."
Logan wrapped his arms around me and rubbed my back. "Nah, it's all good. I'm actually glad you came to me. We should be there for each other. And... I kind of really like the idea of being your first again. It's one of my favourite memories, you know."
I smiled. "I was that good, was I?"
"That's... you know that's not what I mean. I don't mean about the sex."
"No, I know." I tilted my head up and brushed my lips across his. "That was special. Just like this is gonna be. Just us. Always us. That's what's important."
"I love you."
"Love you too."
Logan tugged at my towel. I lifted my arms and let him drop it to the floor.
He was totally hard inside his pants. While he removed his shirt, I pressed against his straining erection and contemplated it going inside me. And not just in my mouth like I was used to. No, this was for real. The thought made me shiver.
I helped Logan get the rest of his clothes off. That wasn't something I normally did, and the novelty was just one more thing to add to the excitement. Sure we were naked together a fair amount, but actually stripping one another in preparation for sex? Yeah. I liked the badness of it.
Logan threw me to the bed and I landed on my back in a fit of anxious giggling. He climbed in with me and I instinctively spread my legs to give access to my pussy. That was what I was used to, after all.
He grabbed my leg and hip and rolled me over. I complied and got comfy on my tummy, sticking my ass up slightly once I was settled.
"You're gonna make sure it doesn't hurt, right?" I asked.
"Do my best. I can't promise absolutely for sure. Some of it depends on you."
I squirmed nervously. "I don't want it to hurt."
"I know. I'll go slow. Don't worry."
His hand pressed on the small of my back. Its familiar weight and warmth gave a sense of comfort and security, and I gradually went still.
It was Logan. My big brother. I could put my trust him. He'd never let anything bad happen to me.
He rubbed my back for a few minutes until I was soothed and becalmed. Then he went lower and massaged my butt. It didn't have nearly the same calming effect, but I definitely liked the naughtiness of it.
Logan gradually circled in on my butthole. I tried not to tense up or flinch when he brushed it with his thumb or even pressed against it a bit. I wasn't successful at first, but I got used to it after a while. That was the point, I supposed.
That stuff was basically expected, more or less. What I didn't expect was for my brother to then spread my ass cheeks and drag his tongue along the cleft between them.
I squealed in a very undignified manner. "Hey! You can't do that!"
Logan licked again. "Why not?"
"It's... it's dirty."
"You're all freshly showered, aren't you?"
I bit my lip and privately admitted that yes, I had cleaned myself well in preparation. I'd spent quite a bit of time on my ass, in fact. Even rubbing a finger over it repeatedly, trying to gauge how it would feel to actually shove something up there.
"Well... yes," I said.
"Then what's the problem? It's just skin."
"Still dirty," I mumbled.
Logan gave me a light slap on the butt. "You just worry about relaxing. Let me worry about what you taste like."
It was impossible to relax fully while getting licked back there. It was such a confusing feeling. Bad and dirty, but also, maybe, kinda nice. Kinda good.
I grabbed Logan's pillow and pulled it beneath me to hug. I was conflicted and horny, and maybe slightly ashamed. Only slightly, mind you. Mostly I was simply uncertain of myself and what we were doing. That, perhaps more than anything else, was what bothered me. I was used to always knowing exactly how I felt about us. Our sibling bond was a constant in my life, and there was a chance I'd jeopardized that.
My brother's steady licking and tonguing of my asshole slowly shifted my opinion of it. I'd assumed there was no way I could get used to it, and that my initial thoughts and worries would remain. That turned out to be as foolish as any time such assumptions are made.
I was coming to find out that having my butthole licked could be a fun and pleasant experience, provided I was sufficiently patient. It wasn't as incredible as some pussy action would have been, in a purely physical sense, but its dirtier nature and the vague aura of wrongness kind of made up for that, in their own ways.
"Why do I feel like you're enjoying this more than I am?" I asked.
Logan paused. He replaced his tongue with a couple fingers, gently probing at my spit-slick entrance. "How do you mean?"
"I mean you're like a puppy. You just keep going. You know the point of the exercise is to get your penis in me, right?"
He laughed softly. "Well... there's a possibility that my baby sister has a totally amazing ass... and this may be the only chance I have to play with it as much as I want..."
"Goddamn, dude. Maybe this isn't such a good idea after all. I mean... it's not really s'posed to be about fulfilling fantasies with each other."
"You're not backing out now."
"No, I'm not. I'm just saying, like, maybe we need to think about it a little more? I dunno."
Logan planted a kiss on my bare ass cheek. "Too late for thinking, dear sister. We're doing this."
"But-"
"Exactly."
"No, not that kind of 'butt,' you goofball. Just... just promise me this is gonna be ok. It's not gonna change anything."
"Promise. It's just gonna be one time, right? Just so you know what it's like. I plan to enjoy it, is all."
Truth be told, I liked that my brother was apparently so enamored with my ass. I liked that he had some secret little fantasies involving it. There really wasn't any harm in indulging him, as long as we kept our main goal in mind.
And it was only once. There was no harm in only one time. Right?
I gasped as one of Logan's fingers actually pushed past my outer defenses and penetrated my tight hole. It didn't hurt or anything, it mostly just surprised me. Perhaps it shouldn't have, but it did.
"Your finger..."
"It's in your butt, yes," Logan said. "Is that ok?"
"It's... yeah. I guess it is." I squirmed a bit. "It's weird, but not bad."
"That's a good start." Logan withdrew, then hopped off the bed. "Probably better lube you up properly before we go too far."
"Probably," I agreed.
I knew enough about the mechanics of anal sex to know that lubrication was vital.
The lube was a tiny bit cold for comfort as it was drizzled down my bum cleavage, but the slipperiness felt nice when Logan resumed playing with my butthole. His finger slid in even easier the next time. Soon he was gently finger-fucking me.
I was fine with one finger. That I could handle. I felt him trying to slip a second finger in, and that was too much for me.
"Hey! One at a time," I said.
"You can do two."
"I can't. My butt's only little."
"Would you just trust me, Kelse? Hm?"
"That's not fair."
"What? Asking you to trust me?"
"Yeah. That's cheating."
Logan patted my ass cheek with his free hand. "Just trust me."
"Goddammit."
He knew asking me something like that meant I had to do it. Just like I'd known that he'd say yes if I asked him for sex. Granted, it turned out he was even more into the idea of fucking my ass than I would have guessed, but still.
Stay calm. That was important. No matter how worried I got, I had to stay calm. Logan wouldn't hurt me. I knew that.
I felt a bit of a stretch, then his second finger was in. Not so bad, actually. A little uncomfortable maybe, but even that was fading after only a few seconds.
"You're so tight," he said.
"Of course I am. Butts are tight. That's what they do."
"Just sayin'."
The anal fingering was really getting to me. I wasn't sure if it was the physical sensations themselves, or rather the vulnerability and sensuality of remaining in my severely exposed position and being so casually toyed with in a new and unfamiliar way.
"You should do it now," I said softly.
"What?"
"Fuck me. In my butt."
"Are you sure? I was kinda planning on taking it slower than that. Maybe doing some-"
"I feel like you'd make this last all night if you could."
"Maybe."
"I think I'm ready now. Your fingers don't hurt. I want to feel your cock."
Logan hesitated. "I'm not convinced you're actually enjoying this yet."
"I'm not sure quite what to feel about it yet. Hence getting to the real thing."
"Well..."
"Dammit, Gun. Stick your penis in your li'l sister's butthole already."
"Mmm. Well when you put it that way..."
I wiggled my hips. "Unfairly alluring. I know."
Logan rubbed in some more lube, which I appreciated. Best to err on the side of caution.
My heart beat so hard as he pressed his hard cock to my ass. I was still nervous, but it was different than before. It was the same kind of jittery anticipation as when it had all been hypothetical in my mind rather than something I was actually going to have to go through with.
Yes, I was excited again. Properly excited. Unconcerned-for-my-anal-wellbeing excited. I almost didn't even care if it hurt, or if I didn't like it, or whatever. I was going to do it. I was going to be brave as fuck and find out.
There was a moment where Logan just wasn't going to fit, it wasn't going to happen. I was so disappointed. Happily, it was only a moment.
My tight little hole stretched, and flexed, and resisted, and eventually surrendered to let my brother in. And it was amazing. I had no idea why fingers were just kind of ok while a penis was truly spectacular, but it was, and I loved it.
"Ooh," I cooed. "I kinda like that."
"Do you indeed?"
"I do. It fits much nicer."
"It... what?"
"Shut up. I don't know. It just does, ok?"
It was true. Fingers hadn't done the job. They weren't the right size, or shape, or... something. They just weren't right. Logan's dick was. Maybe because of who he was, maybe just because cocks were nicer than fingers. I didn't much care. My bum was getting filled up with brother-cock, and it was doing all sorts of special things to my insides.
Logan's hips bumped me as he hilted firmly inside me. My ass was as full of him as it could possibly be.
"Stay there a sec," I said.
"Right here?"
"Yesss."
"Dang you're weird sometimes. I gotta move a bit or-"
"Just hold still for a minute. That's all. I just wanna feel."
My brother, as always, indulged me. I squeezed my ass, and wiggled a bit, then rocked back and forth a little. I was thoroughly penetrated.
I really did like the feeling. It wasn't quite so blatantly pleasurable as vaginal penetration, but it was filling, and comforting, and sexy in a bit of a subtler fashion. It was different.
"Ok," I said. "You can move now."
"Oh can I?"
I ignored his sarcastic tone. "Yes."
Logan couldn't get too snarky with me, not when he was totally buried inside me. I sensed his desire to say something else, but he restrained himself.
Instead, he grabbed my hips and began gently thrusting. My ass gripped his cock as he pulled back, which was quite an interesting feeling for us both, and continued to resist slightly when he pushed back in. That tendency to fight back diminished as I grew accustomed to getting butt-fucked.
Logan's thrusting became smoother and smoother until it felt almost like regular sex, albeit in a different hole. I loved how easily I could apparently take it when properly warmed up. I'd halfway assumed I just wouldn't be able to deal with proper fucking, that my body wouldn't be ready for it with so little experience. I'd been wrong.
"Harder," I whispered.
I thought he didn't hear me at first, but his movements gradually ramped up.
"Like that?" he asked.
"More."
"Really?"
"I might need you to slow down again. But just... I want to see what's like."
"Of course you do."
Logan gave my butt a quick, sharp smack, which in my state only made me arch my back and hiss in wanton pleasure. I was being such a bad girl. So naughty. So butt-slutty.
I seem to have convinced my brother that I was serious. He really began to let loose and pound my ass. It kind of hurt a little, just the sheer force of it on my formerly virgin bum, but I even enjoyed that small discomfort for the raw, animalistic sense of depravity and excess it added.
Logan grunted and panted from behind me. The sounds he made were a decadent symphony to my ears. He was clearly lost in lust, just as I was.
We were quite a pair. A brother and sister engaged in wild butt sex. God how I loved it.
"Fuuuck," Logan moaned. "I'm gonna cum."
My eyes rolled back. That was too delicious for words. "Yesss," I hissed. "Cum in me. Cum in my ass."
His fingers dug painfully into my hips. "Don't say that."
I grinned. "Do ittt. Cum in your little sister's tight little bum."
"Daaammmn."
His cum was scalding hot inside me. It was initially a shock, then just fucking hot.
"Mmm," I moaned. "That's right, bro. Give your sister's ass all that creamy good stuff."
He shuddered as he was finally spent. "Dammit, Kelse. You know what talking like that does to me."
"Well duh. S'kinda the point."
I experienced a surge of disappointment as Logan withdrew. I missed the comfy full feeling in my backside already.
On the other hand, it was probably just as well to end when we did. I ached in a soft, dull kind of way. It could easily turn into an unable-to-sit-down kind of thing if I'd let things get any crazier.
Logan patted my bum, then lay down beside me. I rolled a bit to face him.
"You didn't cum, did you?" he asked.
I shook my head. "Nope."
"Sorry."
"That's ok. I don't really mind. That wasn't the point of the exercise."
"Maybe not. Would have been nice though, wouldn't it?"
"Of course it would. Cumming is always nice."
Logan laid a gentle hand on my breast. He idly swirled his thumb around my nipple. "Would have been nice too if you had a really good experience the first time," he said. "I don't think I did as well at that as I hoped."
"What? Because I didn't have an orgasm?" I shook my head, then leaned in and kissed him on the nose. "It was wonderful, Gun. Honestly. It was just exactly what I wanted."
"Really?"
"Yes, you silly brother you. I figured out I like it in the butt, if done properly. Like, really like it."
He grinned. "I see. Well then... we might have to try it some more and see if we can get you to cum too."
"'We,' huh?"
"Purely for testing purposes of course."
"Right. Of course. Even though this was only gonna be one time?"
"Well... you know. I don't think it would be right to leave you only half knowing. Getting off is important."
I examined my brother's face from under half-closed eyelids. This had been one of the risks, I supposed. That one of us would get a taste for more. Sex one time was one thing. Sex many times was something totally different. Much less manageable.



However... my pussy tingled so happily at the thought of doing that again. Long nights of getting my ass broken in until I could take it like a porn star...
Bad Kelsey. Bad, bad girl.
And yet...
"I mean, only for science purposes, right?" I said.
"That's what I'm saying. So when you find the right boy to do these things with, you'll know exactly what you want."
"How selfless of you to volunteer yourself for more excruciating work."
"Is that a 'yes?'"
I closed my eyes fully. "You know it is," I said softly.
****
Part Four: Double-Trouble Finale
****
It was fair to say things hadn't worked out quite as intended. Not in a bad way necessarily, but certainly questionable.
Logan seemed to think he had free access to my ass more or less whenever he wanted it. To be fair, that was probably because even when he wasn't making moves to get at my butt, I was often asking for some anal play time instead. Neither of us had done a particularly good job of returning to the status quo.
I couldn't help myself. Butt play was my new obsession, and I didn't currently have anyone in my life to help out with that except for my brother. And I certainly couldn't resist when he added his cravings to mine. He knew how to get me worked up, and it was all the easier now that he had fresh ammunition to use on me.
We were pretty hopeless.
Maybe even more hopeless than I thought, as I learned upon waking up one morning. There was a soft, wet tongue working on my ass as I stirred into consciousness. Bad enough that immediately assumed it was my brother's, and that I was perfectly fine with that. Worse still, it wasn't actually him.
Logan was, in fact, sitting next to me, gently stroking my hair. This confused me greatly until I looked over my shoulder and discovered Erin with her face buried in my ass.
"The hell?"
Logan cleared his throat. "So, uh, I might have told Erin some things."
I sighed and laid my head back down on my pillow. "Yeah, I know. You tell her everything. Must be true love."
"Hey, now."
"Well you do."
Logan shrugged. "She knows how to make me talk."
"I bet. Probably threatens you with pounding your ass again if you don't."
Erin lifted her head, her tongue finally leaving my bottom. "More like use it as a reward. Your bro's into some kinky shit, you know."
The brightness of Logan's face suggested that she wasn't joking.
"Go figure," I mumbled.
"Aw, c'mon," Logan said, turning away for a moment. "I just... you know."
I patted his leg. "You do you, Gun."
Meanwhile, Erin was repositioning behind me. She smacked my butt a couple times. "Up, now."
"What?"
"Up," she insisted.
I thought about refusing, but what the hell. I lifted my hips and assumed the classic 'face down, ass up' position.
"That's a good girl," Erin cooed.
"That's hella patronizing," I grumbled. And yet, I kinda liked it.
Erin was ignoring me anyway. She applied lube to my spit-slicked butthole and gently massaged it in. Her fingers probed a bit, then withdrew.
"You're just gonna let your girlfriend play with your helpless baby sister like this?" I asked Logan.
He shrugged. "Kinda. Yeah."
"Oh. Ok. Fair enough."
He was totally hard. Of course he was. His two favourite girls engaging in some sexy sapphic anal action. He must have been loving it.
Something rubbery poked my bum. Another glance back revealed that Erin was, indeed, preparing to enter me with a strapon. Probably the same one she used on my brother. Such exquisite depravity.
"This is exactly the sort of things we shouldn't have let happen," I whispered. "Everything's changing."
Logan patted and smoothed my hair. "I know. But... it's kinda too late to worry about that. We're too far gone."
"We are, aren't we." I sighed. "We're gonna be ok though, right?"
"Of course, Kelse. Nothing's changed where it matters. I still love you same as always."
Erin interrupted before I could reply. "That is actually adorable. I really don't think you two understand just how cute you are together."
"I don't think cute's the word for it," I said.
"Well, we may have different perspectives on that," she said.
"Your perspective seems to be straight up my ass."
"So it does."
I moaned aloud as she pushed inside me. My butthole stretched, hurt a tiny little bit, then gave way and allowed entry. Erin's dildo thrust into me, filling me up the same way Logan had been so often of late.
"Goddamn," Logan whispered.
I grinned to myself. I knew he loved it, the horny bastard.
My first ass-fuck with another girl. That was something.
She knew what she was doing, too. She was firm and aggressive, but always tempered and prepared to slack off when needed. She was clearly more than capable of dominating my ass, making me her little butt-slut, if only temporarily.
My ass would always truly belong to my brother. I wasn't sure if I'd ever fully realized that until just then, but it was true. He'd been my first, and he'd always be my favourite.
I put my hand on top of Logan's and squeezed. He smiled and laced his fingers with mine, but I knew he had no idea what I was actually thinking. I wasn't even sure he'd like it. The idea that I'd always be his butt-slut anytime he wanted me... that was just another step too far. One more hop away from sanity and the safety of our carefully built life.
Erin was really working on me now. She had a firm grip on my hips and was pounding hard in an attempt to get her strapon completely inside me. She was close, but hadn't taken the slow and patient route that might have actually gotten her there faster. I wasn't fully relaxed for her, and that was making it a more difficult task for the both of us.
Not that I minded. My old fears about the pain of anal sex were long gone. A little ache, a little soreness, it all just added to the naughty thrill. I secretly loved being able to feel what Logan had done to me even a day or two later. It made the work day more fun, if less productive, when I spent half my time shifting in my seat reminiscing about the night before.
"Boy, you can really take it," Erin said in an impressed tone.
"Thanks. I guess."
"Logan's trained you well."
I flushed and bit back an instinctive rebuttal. I wasn't some puppy to be trained. And yet... it wasn't a totally inaccurate descriptor.
"But I understand he hasn't been able to make you cum," Erin continued.
"He does. Just... not from this."
"That's what she meant, Kelse," Logan said. "Apparently that's the point of this demonstration."
"And here I thought she just wanted to pound my butt for fun."
"It can be both," Erin said mildly. She sank deep into my ass, then held still for a moment. "You do have a lovely butt."
I squirmed impatiently. She was still filling me nicely, but I wanted more actual fucking.
Erin shifted her grip and reached around me with one hand. She rubbed her fingers over my wet pussy and quickly zeroed in on my clit. I purred happily as she fingered the sensitive little nubbin. That was more like it.
She started rocking against me again, thrusting in and out of my tight butthole, while still playing with me around front. Somehow I hadn't anticipated just how amazing that would feel. Ass-fucking and clit-diddling were great on their own. Together, they were fucking phenomenal. The peanut butter and chocolate of sex.
"Holy fuck!"
"Good, right?" Erin said just a tad smugly.
"Sooo good."
I moaned indiscriminately as I was doubly pleasured. There was a direct, jolting connection between the dildo in my ass and my humming clit. It was driving me a bit crazy.
Erin got a good rhythm going. She got her hips and fingers moving in synch, working together to make lovely, squishy things happen.
And Logan was watching the whole damn thing. My naughty big brother was just sitting there enjoying the show, letting his little sister get pounded in the ass by his girlfriend. Goddamn.
I could feel things happening inside me. They were familiar, in a way, but also new and distinct. I hadn't been able to cum from butt-play alone, and technically I still wouldn't, but having my ass-ramming be the main contributor was a unique way to approach the end. I arched my back, rocked my hips, and nurtured the growing pleasure-bomb within.
Then she stopped. I whined in frustration and tried to keep moving on my own. Erin ignored me and pulled out, leaving my bottom sad and empty.
"Hey! What the hell?"
She patted my butt. "Sorry, Kelsey. But it really should be Logan finishing you off. Now that he knows what to do, and all."
I was only partly mollified. It was kind of sweet of her, but also annoying and didn't immediately do anything to satisfy the void in me.
Erin swapped places with Logan and reclined next to me with her strapon still jutting obscenely from her midsection.
"Logan was telling me some more about you two," she said. "I think it's wonderful the things you do for each other. And to each other."
I shivered as Logan's cock pressed against my butthole. "Are you sure you don't just have a massive incest fetish?"
"That might be part of it, sure. I guess I really liked the idea of you going to him when you're nervous about sex stuff."
"Dammit, Gun," I muttered. Not too loud, though. He was just starting to penetrate me and I didn't want to risk him stopping.
"You've got by far the most adorable sibling relationship I've ever seen," Erin continued. "I don't want to get in the way of a 'first' that rightfully belongs to the both of you."
"You're a weird girl, Erin."
"I know. Fit right in, don't I?"
My acknowledging grunt was half for her, half for Logan's cock which had thrust halfway into my ass. Maybe she was right. Maybe her oddities fit nicely with ours.
I loved that my brother had been my first for a couple different things. They were treasured memories. And it was rather sweet of her to let Logan be the first to make me cum from having my ass fucked, even if her motives were pervy rather than altruistic.
I wasn't sure what exactly to make of it all. It probably didn't really matter anyway. I was going all mushy from Logan filling up my butt again, and that was what truly mattered. Whatever logical arguments I made, I couldn't deny just how much I loved doing butt stuff with my brother.
I cooed sluttily as my ass was once again filled up. I squeezed Logan's cock a couple times, then waited for the best part. Having him deep inside me was nice, having him slam balls-deep into me over and over was better.
My body was shaken by rhythmic tremors of sexual gratification. My face pressed into the mattress with every thrust. I threw my hips back to meet my brother's every downstroke. The fact that we weren't alone didn't even register anymore. I was in my happy place.
Even though I knew it was coming sooner or later, I still squealed in delirious pleasure when Logan reached around to my clit. Thanks to Erin, I knew what the combination could do, but it was even better when my brother was the one doing it to me. So much better.
This time was for real. I felt the anal orgasm forming inside me. It had been denied once, and was back with a vengeance. Logan's nimble fingers and plowing cock were a constant fuel for the fire. I was going to cum. I was going to cum so hard.
I whispered and writhed as it neared. I needed it so badly. And beautiful, sweet Logan came through.
I came explosively all over my brother's fingers. The continual pummeling of my asshole forced more and more from me. My pleasure was too vast to understand in the moment, too different from what I knew. The feelings flowing into and out of my butt were like nothing else. Strange and delicious all in one.
My clenching muscles must have done something for Logan too, because I felt spurts of cum inside while I was still coming down from orgasm. He grunted and buried himself entirely for the end of his ejaculation. My lips formed a lazy grin and I slumped happily against the mattress.
When Logan pulled out, I still felt a sense of emptiness. But it was fine this time. It was a comfortable faint ache rather than an urgent longing. I'd been satisfied, and I had my memento for the next day or two.
"That was insane!" Erin said.
I rolled over to face away from her. I'd almost forgotten she was there. Low squishing noises suggested she was busily fingering herself.
"I mean it," she continued, "that was probably the hottest thing that-"
"Ok," Logan said. "Let's go."
"But-"
"Come on. Here we go."
"I just-"
The springs lifted slightly as Erin was physically removed from the bed. There was my big brother, being my hero. God how I loved him.
The door shut with Erin's protestations firmly on the opposite side. Footsteps padded back to me. A warm, gentle hand landed on my shoulder.
"You want me to call in sick for you?" Logan asked.
"Ugh. Hadn't thought about work. How late is it?"
"Late. Like, you're meant to be there in ten minutes, roughly."
"Shit. Maybe tell them I'll be late an hour or two? Say... I dunno, girl stuff? Be vague? Act grossed out?"
"You got it." Logan leaned down and kissed the side of my head. I knew I was kind of sweaty, but he didn't say anything about it. "Sorry for taking over your morning like this."
I rolled onto my back to better make eye contact. "Don't be. It was wonderful." I reached up and traced his cheek with my fingers. "I love you, you know."
He smiled and turned his head slightly to kiss my fingertips. "I know. I love you too." He got up to leave.
"Hey, Gun?"
"Yeah?"
"That was fun, but I'm kinda worn out..."
"Don't worry. Me and Erin'll get cleaned up, then I'll drag her out somewhere. Give you some peace for a bit."
I smiled gratefully. "Thanks."
He nodded, then left. He knew me so well.
I lazed around in bed another little while. I replayed the morning in my head, occasionally tracing over my body where certain sense-memories remained.
Erin may have been a handful, but she was definitely fun. It might just be a matter of getting her on a shorter leash, so to speak. Get her under control a little. Hell, maybe next time she was the one who got rudely awakened.
My grin broadened. Or maybe it was Logan who needed more waking up in the morning. Days when his girlfriend wasn't around to get in the way.
Fuck I was hopeless. That was exactly the sort of thing we'd tried so hard not to think.
And yet...
I rolled onto my side and reached back to my butthole. It was a bit tender and abused. Today was going to be interesting.
What the hell, lots of things were going to be interesting. We'd figure it out. We always we did.
Me and Gun. Always.
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Jaime sat at the breakfast table pouring himself a bowl of cereal. It was his second of the morning. Emily had started making a fuss about replenishing all the cum he expelled on a daily basis. Since breakfast was the only meal he ever seemed to eat consistently, she wanted to ensure he got plenty to eat.
Somewhat unexpectedly, something else came out of the cereal box along with the cereal. Jaime picked it up and examined it curiously. It appeared to be a ring inside a small plastic bag. Some kind of prize-trinket, it seemed. It was kind of a nice looking ring, though.
Jaime reached under the table to where his sister was sucking on his cock. He stroked her hair lovingly as her head bobbed along his shaft.
"There's a ring in my cereal, Em," Jaime said.
"Unnhh huhhhmmm?"
"I think it's, like, one of those toys that come in kids' cereal sometimes. It looks pretty fancy for that, though."
"Hhnnn ffhhhnn hhhggnnn."
"It's, like, made of metal and has all these crazy runes inscribed on it. Super weird. Kinda neat, though. You wanna try it on? I'm not really the ring wearing type."
Emily pulled her mouth off her brother's cock with a loud, suctiony pop. She wiped at a few strands of saliva with the back of her wrist, then crawled out from under the table.
"I'm trying to get my breakfast, Jai," she said. "What's the big deal?"
Jaime admired his sister's beautiful, naked form as she knelt on the floor beside him. Her big, innocent eyes could easily have fooled anyone into thinking she wasn't the cock-hungry sister-slut that she actually was.
"Goddamn you're hot," Jaime said.
Emily beamed. "Thanks. Now let me see that ring."
She got up and sat in one of the empty chairs at the table. She opened the small, protective bag and pulled the ring out. It was quite heavy for its size, and far more intricate than she expected.
"Crazy, right?" Jaime said.
"Kinda, yeah." Emily turned the ring over in her hands. She picked up the cereal box it had come from and examined the back of it. "Oh here we go. It says right on the box, it's part of an 'adult toy promotion.'"
"Oh. Guess I should have checked that."
"Yeah. I could still be under the table sucking your dick if you hadn't interrupted."
"Well let me make it up to you. Come sit on my lap."
Jaime pushed back from the table slightly. His hard cock stuck out in an invitation Emily couldn't possibly refuse. She happily changed seats and sat down on her brother's lap. She sighed in abject pleasure as her tight, teenage pussy was stuffed totally full of brother-cock.
Emily read the back of the cereal box while bouncing on Jaime's dick. "So yeah, I guess there's a whole range of prizes you can get that they're trying out. Little vibrators, butt plugs, cereal flavoured condoms, strippers-"
"Strippers? In your cereal?"
"I assume they'd come in a bag like the ring, so it'd still be sanitary."
"Oh, sure. That makes sense."
Emily scrolled down to near the bottom. "Here we go. Rings. Some cock rings, of course. But yours... hm, looks like it's a pregnancy prevention ring?"
"A what?"
"Like, you wear it and you can't get girls pregnant. It's like a condom, but on your finger."
"Seriously? That's a real thing?"
"They couldn't print it on a cereal box if it wasn't true."
"That's a good point."
"Quick, put it on so it has time to start working."
Emily took her brother's hand and slid the ring on his finger. She was so excited her pussy tightened extra-firmly on his cock as she bounced on it.
"You're gonna let me cum in your pussy?" Jaime asked. His excitement lagged behind Emily's but only a little.
"Let you? Pssh. More like I'm going to make you stuff my teenage cunt with a creamy filling."
"Make me, huh?"
"Damn straight."
Emily clenched and relaxed her pussy rhythmically. She impaled herself on her brother even more frantically. She was driven wild by the promise of finally getting her uterus packed with brother-cum.
"Maybe I'm going to be the one to make you take it instead," Jaime said.
He pushed Emily upright, then bent her over the table. Cereal went everywhere as he started pounding his sister for real. Breakfast was forgotten in favour of their mutual incestuous needs.
The siblings were still vigorously fucking on the table when their parents came downstairs. Christine, their hot mommy, and Krissy, their sexy aunt/daddy, both stopped and stared with barely contained lust. They were each wearing robes that tried in vain to cover them decently.
"Morning, Mom," Jaime said casually. "Morning, Aunt K."
"Good morning, Mommy and Daddy," Emily said, smiling innocently even while being taken roughly from behind by her brother.
"You two really shouldn't be doing that at the table," Christine said in a losing attempt at keeping order.
"Sorry, Mom. We have to," said Jaime.
"It's an experiment," Emily added. "Jai got a ring that makes him unable to impregnate me. We need to test it out."
"And what happens if it doesn't work?" Christine asked.
"Well," said Emily, "worst case scenario is I get pregnant with my brother's incest-baby. I'd probably have to drop out of school, and I'd be a social outcast. My life would be totally ruined, and I'd be stuck taking care of a kid that I didn't want and wasn't ready for. And I'd have to pretend like it was somehow still a great, amazing thing, even though having kids is literally the worst, because otherwise people would treat me like a monster for not thinking my child was the bestest thing to ever happen to me."
Emily paused for a breath. "So worth the risk, I think. I mean, I get my pussy filled up with brother-cum, Mom. Brother-cum. That's the best kind."
Christine sighed, then ruffled her daughter's hair affectionately. "As long as you've thought it through, sweetie. You know I just want you two to be happy."
"Thanks, Mommy," said Emily.
"You're such a good mother, Sis," said Krissy.
She kissed Christine on the cheek. Her cock was painfully hard from watching Jaime and Emily fuck, and it poked Christine's ass when she got close.
Emily's eagle eyes spotted Krissy's massive erection, and she licked her lips at the sight. "Hey, Aunt K, I've still got two holes free if you want to use one of them."
Krissy was sorely tempted by the idea of shoving her cock down Emily's slutty little throat. She knew Christine wouldn't approve, however.
"That's a very generous offer," Krissy said. "But I don't think it'd be a good idea."
"You shouldn't be trying to have sex with your parents, Emily," said Christine sternly. "I can accept that you're totally in incest-love with your brother like I am with Krissy, and that it's something none of us can help, but offering to fuck your aunt is just depraved."
"She's just being polite, Mom," Jaime said, coming to his sister's defence. "It'd be a bit rude for her to fuck me at the breakfast table and not even offer herself to anyone else. You raised us to have some manners, after all."
Emily latched on to the excuse, even though her offer was clearly out of family-sluttiness rather than politeness. "Yeah, that's right. And since I'm offering; would you like me to lick your pussy while I get fucked, Mommy?"
Christine was also tempted. She wasn't any less affected by the god-like hotness of her children than anyone else, she was just more determined to resist it. There were times when they tried her willpower right to the limit.
"No thank you, Emily," Christine said regretfully. "You just finish up with your brother, then we can all eat together as a family."
"Mmm, ok," said Emily cheerfully.
Christine and Krissy each got a mug of coffee and sat down at the table. Jaime hadn't stopped pounding Emily since they arrived, nor was there any indication that he was slowing down at all. Christine feared she may have made a tactical miscalculation. It only got worse when Krissy started jerking herself off while watching the super-hot siblings go at it.
"Krissy! Don't jerk off to this," Christine said.
"Oh, you're right," said Krissy. "What was I thinking?"
Krissy stood up and took off her robe. Her glorious milf body, with the addition of a magnificently hard cock, was laid totally bare. Krissy bent her sister over the table, flipped up the back of her robe, and slammed into her pussy in a series of smooth, graceful motions.
"Why jerk off when there's lovely sister-pussy to be used?" Krissy said. "You're always thinking, Chris. I love that about you."
Christine wanted to protest, since that clearly wasn't what she meant, but much like Emily she couldn't resist a good, dirty fucking by the sibling love of her life. She knew she was setting a bad example by letting herself be used like the sister-slut she was, but Krissy's cock felt so damn good inside her.
Unlike her mother, Emily was unreservedly delighted at the sexy turn of events. She didn't often get to do any family activities with both her parents. In fact, given that it had only been a few days since she'd learned Aunt Krissy was her daddy, it was probably fair to say this was the very first time. It gave her a warm and fuzzy feeling that they could all share such a beautiful bonding experience.
"Fuck me, Jai," Emily moaned. "Fuck your sister's tight pussy while Aunt K pounds our mommy right next to us."
Emily and Christine's heads were fairly close to each other. Emily couldn't help herself, and she kissed her mother deeply as they were both slammed over and over by their respective siblings. Christine was so turned on that she didn't fight it. She kissed Emily back, and was soon wantonly making out with her naked, teenage daughter.
Behind them, Jaime and Krissy exchanged a smile. Without a pause in their rhythms, they wordlessly raised an arm and fist bumped.
The family fuck-fest continued until all four of them came at the same time. Jaime released torrents of cum into his sister's form-fitting vagina, while Krissy did much the same to Christine.
"Mmm, my uterus is getting stretched out with cum for the first time," Emily said with orgasmic delight. "I can feel it filling up beyond its maximum capacity while my brother's dick is still pumping inside me."
"I love the feeling of blowing a load inside your impossibly tight cunt," Jaime whispered in her ear. "It's definitely one of my top three favourite places to fill up with cum."
"Ooh, top three, huh? Are the other two my ass and mouth, by any chance?"
"How did you know?"
Emily's legs were a little shaky when she finally stood up. It wasn't surprising, given that she'd been bent over being fucked from behind for hours. A figurative literal mountain of cum flowed out of her as soon as Jaime's cock ceased to plug her.
"Oh, Emily, sweetie, don't make a mess all over the floor," said Christine. She guided one of her daughter's hands to cup her pussy and keep the cum in. "Go empty yourself in the bathtub or outside or something."
It was an exquisitely torturous feeling for Emily to have to hold all that gooey liquid inside herself. Her vagina was full to bursting, and was very much unused to the sensation the way her other holes were. She felt so naughty with her palm cupped over her slit keeping it all in.
With a big, lazy smile, Emily waddled to her mother and kissed her deeply. Their big, cum-infused tummies bumped together for a moment. Emily then kissed Krissy as well, and Krissy took the opportunity to get a sneaky fondle of her daughter's tits.
"Come on, Jai," said Emily. "Better get me outside. I can't hold myself closed forever."
"I'm on it."
Jaime scooped his beautiful, naked sister up in his arms and carried her outside. Emily nestled happily against him until she was deposited on the lawn. With a sigh of relief, she removed her hand from her pussy and let the cum rush out of her.
"I wonder if I could work on strengthening my vaginal muscles," Emily mused. "Maybe I could get strong enough to hold a full load in there."
"Or we could tape your pussy up," Jaime said. "Like we did to that stripper that one time."
"Oh yeah. That's a good thought. We'll have to try it out sometime."
Emily idly rubbed her clit as she felt herself empty out. Even though it wasn't nearly as nice a feeling as getting filled up, it was still pretty hot.
****
Alyssa, the hot, eighteen year old neighbour girl, was running a little bit late that morning. Her alarm woke her up at the proper time and everything, so that wasn't a problem. It was when she looked out her window at the lovely, sunny new day that she was severely delayed.
Jaime and Emily, the super-hot siblings next door, were naked in their yard again. Jaime's yummy cock was as hard as always, which Alyssa suspected must be a medical condition. The only other explanation was that his own sister turned him on like crazy, which was preposterous.
Alyssa, like practically all attractive girls of legal age, slept naked at night. She remained totally unclothed now as she spied on the teen hotties in their yard. The morning sun caressed her smooth, supple skin, and made her feel totally at ease. Without really thinking about it, she brought a hand to her pussy and started rubbing her damp slit.
Due to some bizarre trick of the light, it actually looked like Emily's pussy was expelling a large amount of cum right into the grass. She couldn't actually be doing that, of course, because if Jaime was the only boy around, then he would have had to be the one to fill her up. What a ludicrous notion that was. Although...
For some reason, Alyssa felt kind of turned on by the idea of Jaime pummelling his sister's vagina with his majestic erection. It was totally wrong, and was a very incestuous thing to ever consider, but somehow she couldn't help it. The idea of such a hot brother and sister pair boning each other was really working for her.
Alyssa guiltily fingered herself while fantasizing about hardcore sibling incest. She felt like such a deviant. There was also a certain feeling of liberation to it. She was alone in her room, totally invisible to the rest of the world, unless anyone looked in her window. She could be as bad as she wanted and no one would know.
As though timed by an ironic guiding force, Alyssa's door burst open behind her. Karen, her mother, entered with no sense of hesitation, even when she saw what Alyssa was doing.
"Alyssa!" said Karen. "Stop masturbating and get ready for school. You're going to be late."
Alyssa squeaked and pulled her hand away from her pussy like she'd burned herself. She turned with a bright red face.
"Sorry, Mommy," she said.
Karen was also naked, though in her case it was because she was a bit of a nudist. She thought that being naked was perfectly normal and healthy, but she'd struggled with getting her daughter to believe it. Masturbatory urges were also totally natural, and she felt bad that Alyssa was so embarrassed at being caught.
"Oh, it's ok, sweetie. Playing with your teenage cunt is a totally normal thing, and is not something to be embarrassed about."
Karen trapped Alyssa in a naked mother-daughter embrace. Their breasts and pussies pressed sensually together in a totally platonic way. Karen stroked her daughter's hair with a reassuring touch and hoped she hadn't done any permanent damage to her sexual growth.
"You're not mad?" Alyssa asked.
"Of course not. I want you to play with yourself whenever you feel like it. Just not when you're going to be late to school."
"Thanks, Mommy."
Alyssa snuggled against her mother's soft, motherly body. Their boobies rubbed together, and Alyssa felt her nipples stiffen. She felt a weird, tingly sensation in her body. Normally such a tingle would indicate sexual arousal of some sort, but that seemed very unlikely when all she was doing was pressing against her totally hot mom while they were both naked.
"Mom?" she asked.
"Yes, babygirl?"
"This isn't sexual at all, right?"
"It certainly isn't. I keep trying to explain to you that nudity doesn't have to be sexual."
"Right. I was just making sure, because I can feel your tits and pussy, and your skin is so soft and warm against mine. That's all."
Karen cupped Alyssa's cheek in her hand. "Listen, I'm your mother. It doesn't matter how sexual something may look or feel, it will never be anything other than platonic and familial. You're my little girl, and that's what you'll always be."
Alyssa nodded. "So if I grab your tit like this," she said as she fondled one of her mother's breasts, "it doesn't mean anything?"
"Right."
"Or if I rub your mommy-cunt?"
Alyssa slid her fingers up and down the slit between Karen's thighs. She was incredibly turned on from touching her mother in such a way, and it only confused her all the more that it was apparently ok.
"Yes, that's still totally platonic, Alyssa," Karen assured her. "Although you really shouldn't touch Mommy there if anyone else is around. They might get the wrong idea."
"Oh sure," said Alyssa.
Alyssa pushed a single finger inside her mother for a moment, just to test. She brought the finger to her mouth and sucked on it. Every little thing was making her hornier, and she couldn't figure out why.
It had been made clear to Alyssa that sexually molesting her mother was not actually sexual at all, so that shouldn't turn her on. And even if it was sexual, this was one of her parents she was feeling up, and so therefore such contact should gross her out. That was basic biology. She just couldn't make sense of it.
"Looks like your sexy little friends are outside already," said Karen as she spotted Jaime and Emily through the window. "You should get dressed and go play with them before school."
"Sure, Mom. I'll do that."
Alyssa wasn't sure just how her mother would react to knowing just what 'playing' with the neighbours meant these days. Maybe she'd be cool with it. Maybe she'd even have a reason why getting pounded by Jaime and basted in his cum wasn't sexual either. It was hard to say with her mom.
****
Emily had pretty much drained by the time the cute neighbour girl showed up, though she'd done her best to close her uterus and keep a backup supply of cum inside. It was difficult working those new muscle groups. Her poor womb had been sexually ignored up until now.
Alyssa had chosen a short little skirt and a sexy, tight top as her outfit. She was kind of on edge after her failed masturbation and super sexual non-sexual encounter with her mother. Part of her was hoping Jaime would appreciate her appearance, and maybe do some inappropriate things to her.
"Hey, guys," said Alyssa. "I see you're both naked outside where everyone can see you. Again."
"Hey Allie," said Jaime. His gaze traveled from the cleavage displayed by her low-cut top, down to the edge of her skirt that left most of her thigh bare. "You could take your clothes off and join us being naked if you want."
"Honestly, Jai," said Emily. "If you want to put your penis in her, just ask." She rolled onto her knees, then stood up. "Politely, of course."
"Yeah," Alyssa echoed faintly, "just ask."
"What was that?" asked Jaime.
Alyssa shook her head. "Nothing. Just... been having a weird morning, is all. We should, like, probably get going."



"Good point," said Emily, who was already picking out an outfit from the outdoor emergency clothes-rack. "We have been fucking around for literal hours already this morning. We're going to miss the bus at this rate."
"Yeah, I suppose," said Jaime, somewhat regretfully. Alyssa was looking really good to him. Now that the idea of putting his penis in her was in his head, he couldn't get it out.
Emily decided on a skirt similar to Alyssa's. She was much more used to wearing her butt plug now than she'd been last time. Probably she'd be able to get through the day without leaving pussy-puddles everywhere. And if not, oh well.
Once the siblings were dressed, all three hot teenagers walked down the street to their bus stop. Jaime walked in between the girls. He felt around under his sister's skirt when he could get away with it. Emily pretended like nothing was happening, but she got so wet from the sneaky fondling that she began to regret not putting any panties on.
Jaime also snuck a hand under Alyssa's skirt on the other side. He was a little more hesitant with her because he didn't know if she'd want to give him total access the way Emily did. He grew increasingly bold when she also maintained a straight face and didn't let on that he was groping her intimate areas.
Internally, Alyssa was rejoicing at the public molestation. She needed to cum so badly. Jaime's fingers felt so good on her pussy and ass. She wanted to get them inside her, but that was too tricky when they were walking. Besides, she didn't want anyone to know what he was doing. At least her skirt helped hide it to some extent.
Both girls were disappointed when they arrived at their bus stop. Jaime took his hands back out from their skirts since they were all standing around and he couldn't be sneaky about it anymore.
"Oh hey, you got a ring," Alyssa said. She'd glanced longingly at the hand that had been caressing her naughty bits, and had thereby noticed Jaime's new accessory. "Where'd you get that from?"
"Found it in a cereal box," Jaime said.
"Really? Well it's pretty nice for a cereal prize."
"It's super high-tech," Emily said. "As long as Jai wears it, he can't get girls pregnant. Doesn't matter how much cum he fills their pussies up with."
"Wow. That's crazy," said Alyssa. "Kinda looks magical with all those glowing runes and stuff."
"Pretty sure there are health-code laws about leaving magical trinkets inside food packaging," said Emily. "Also magic isn't real. That's why it's called magic."
"Still, though," said Alyssa. "Kinda neat." She stared at Jaime's ring and bit her lip uncertainly. The thought of pregnancy-free pussy fucking was rather enticing. "Have you tried it out yet?"
"Yep," said Jaime. "I filled Em up wi- ow!"
Emily smiled sweetly, like she hadn't just kicked her brother in the shin. "What Jai means is no, he hasn't tried it out yet. He's only been around family members today, except for you."
Alyssa's eyes were wide and hopeful. "Well, if you wanted to try it..."
Jaime's cock twitched in his pants. "You want me to fill you up right here on the sidewalk?"
"I'm just offering to help, is all," Alyssa said. "And we'd have to be quick so nobody sees."
Cars were passing all the time, and houses lined the street in every direction. Even the occasional morning jogger went past near enough to see any teenage fucking going on. Jaime wasn't about to point any of that out, though. He was all horny from fingering Emily and Alyssa, and was ready to get his dick in one of them.
"Sure," said Jaime. "We'll be quick.
Since Alyssa was wearing panties, she had to bend over to pull them off. Jaime crouched down to get a peek up her skirt while she was in such a vulnerable position. Alyssa blushed when she realized what he was doing, but it didn't make sense to get mad at him for perving when they were about to fuck anyway.
When Alyssa stood back up with her panties in hand, Jaime plucked them from her fingers. He pressed the pussy-damp garment into her mouth, making sure to get it all inside. Alyssa could taste herself quite distinctly. Her panties were sodden from the juices of her excited little cunt.
"Hwaa uhhhh huuww?" Alyssa mumbled through her makeshift gag.
"No, no. Don't spit them out, Allie," Emily said. Her hand was already busy under her skirt. "You're trying to be sneaky, remember? You have to keep your panties hidden or someone might suspect there's naughtiness afoot."
Alyssa closed her mouth firmly. She certainly didn't want anyone seeing her underwear. That would be embarrassing.
Jaime got his cock out, then pushed Alyssa back against a nearby pole. He slipped his penis under her skirt and pressed it to her wet slit. Her eyes rolled back just at the initial feel of it.
"Hurry up and fuck her, Jai," Emily said. "The bus is going to be here any second now."
Jaime slammed his cock into Alyssa's dripping wet pussy. Her moan came back muffled through her panty-gag. Time was of the essence, so he fucked her with quick, hard strokes.
"Ooh, she likes that, Jai," said Emily. "You'll have her cumming all over your cock in no time."
People passing by in cars or on the sidewalk could all tell something was going on. The way Jaime was thrusting at Alyssa, and the way Emily was moving her hand under her skirt all suggested teen sexiness of some kind. Luckily, the skirts the girls wore hid the actual evidence, so no one could be sure they were having sex in public, and therefore no one called the police on them.
Alyssa was pounded through multiple orgasms, each more orgasmy than the last. Jaime's cock filled up her tight little pussy over and over again, and every thrust felt amazing inside her. Even more than that, she was incredibly turned on by the idea of getting her uterus packed with delicious cum. She was so lucky Jaime had found that pregnancy-prevention ring.
"Aw, shit. Here comes the bus," Emily said. "Jai, you gonna cum or what?"
Jaime shrugged. "Not there yet. Guess we'll have to stop for now."
"No!" said Alyssa. "I didn't get any cum in me yet."
"Yeah, but the bus is here."
Alyssa bit her lip. "I have an idea."
She swung one of her legs over Jaime's head and swivelled around on his cock so she was facing away from him. He was impressed by the display of flexibility, and couldn't help pumping into her a few more times.
"Now what?" Jaime asked.
"Now we just act normal."
Alyssa climbed onto the school bus slowly so Jaime could follow her without having to exit her vagina. Some of the brighter students already onboard could tell they were up to something by the way Jaime's cock disappeared under her skirt, but again the lack of confirmed penetration meant they couldn't know anything for sure.
Jaime and Emily sat in their usual seat, with Alyssa occupying Jaime's lap. Alyssa started bouncing on the cock that was still inside her tight little hole. She tried to be discreet about it, but couldn't do anything about the sloppy squishing sound her pussy made as she worked Jaime's shaft.
Soon, Alyssa was settled in her rhythm and not paying attention to anything other than cock. Jaime took the opportunity to slip his hand under Emily's skirt and rub her pussy some more. He smiled at the look of delighted adoration he got from his sister in return.
They got all the way to school without getting Jaime to orgasm even once. Jaime and Alyssa had no choice but to stay attached at the genitals while they debarked and headed inside.
"Oh my god, look!" said Emily.
"What?" Jaime asked.
"That girl. She's got cum all over her shirt."
"So?"
"So I'm pretty sure that's the first girl with a messed front that isn't a result of your balls." Emily clapped her hands excitedly. "It's catching on, Jai. You started a trend."
"I mean, it's just one girl..."
"No, look. There's another."
Alyssa finally had to interrupt. "Guys, as fascinating as hot, eighteen year old girls with cum all over their tits while at school are-"
"Very interesting," Emily said.
"Yes, fine. But Jai still hasn't filled me up yet. We need to get on that before first period."
"Oh yeah. Good point."
Cum-glazed girls temporarily forgotten, Emily led her conjoined brother and friend to the bathroom they'd used yesterday. It was empty again, which was perfect for the purposes of sneaking in a quick internal bukkake.
Jaime bent Alyssa over the counter and flipped up her skirt to reveal her sweet little ass. He rammed her pussy hard with the intent of depositing a load as quickly as possible.
"That's right, Jai," Emily said. "Pound Allie until she can't see straight. She needs a nice womb-full of cum in her."
They'd only been going at it a few minutes before they were discovered. Luckily, the two girls who walked in were the same lesbian sisters as the day before.
"Ooh, look, Mishy," said Nicky, the younger of the two sisters. "The boy with the tasty cum is here again."
"So it seems," said Michelle. "The pervy boy, his pervy sister, and... some new slut to be all pervy with."
"That's Allie," said Emily helpfully. "She's our friend."
"I see," said Michelle. "And I suppose you have an excellent explanation for how this totally isn't some gratuitous sexcapade."
"I'm glad you asked," said Emily. "This is actually a very scientific experiment, and not just my brother banging a girl before class while I watch and get all turned on by it."
"See, Mishy," said Nicky. "It's science. You always think everyone's a perv."
"That's because they basically are," said Michelle. "You included."
"Jai found a super-technologically advanced ring in his cereal this morning," Emily said. "And it's supposed to prevent him from impregnating girls, no matter how much sperm he coats their ovaries in."
Nicky's eyes lit up. "Really? That sounds amazing."
"Sounds like nonsense," said Michelle. "What happens if it doesn't work?"
Emily shrugged. "Then me and Allie will get pregnant, and have to drop out of school, and become poor single mothers who regret it for the rest of our lives." She paused and frowned, cursing her forgetfulness. "I mean, just Allie, obviously. Since I'm Jai's sister, he wouldn't have inflated my uterus with semen this morning. That would be, like, bad. Or whatever."
"Well, at least you've thought it through," said Michelle.
Nicky tugged urgently at her sister's sleeve. "Mishy, can I get cum in my uterus too? It sounds like fun."
"As long as Jaime's ok with it, I don't see why not. But be sure to ask politely."
"Well duh." Nicky rolled her eyes. "You don't have to treat me like a baby. I know the importance of good manners."
Michelle smacked her sister's taut ass and sent her off to play. She and Emily stayed back and just watched.
"Your sister's quite the natural little cum-slut, isn't she?" said Emily.
Michelle nodded proudly. "Yep. The way she took a load down her throat yesterday really proved it, I think. That was her first time swallowing cum, you know."
"You've trained her well."
Michelle sighed. "I've done the best I can. I just feel bad sometimes that I can't give her all the tasty semen she needs, because I'm a girl and all."
Emily rubbed Michelle's back sympathetically. "I know the feeling. I sometimes hate that I don't have a real cock either. But we'll totally help out with your sister. Jai's always willing to donate some cum to a worthy cause."
Michelle smiled. "Thanks, Em. I appreciate it."
Meanwhile, Nicky approached Jaime and Alyssa's continuing fuck-session. She clasped her hands behind her back and opened her eyes wide to appear extra innocent.
"Mister Jaime?" Nicky said. "Do you think when you get a chance you could put your penis in my virgin pussy and pump lots of hot cum into my womb? Pretty please?"
"How could I say no to such a cute girl asking so nicely," Jaime said. "Allie's got first dibs, but I'm sure she'll share. Won't you, Allie?"
"Mmhm," said Alyssa, who had been fucked to the point of near-incoherency. "Sharing is good."
"Yay!" Nicky bounced excitedly, then dropped her pants and underwear. "This is going to be so much fun!"
Nicky bent over the counter next to Alyssa and stuck her bare bottom out wantonly. She waited as patiently as she could, but she kept wiggling her butt as though it would entice Jaime to orgasm faster.
Emily and Michelle were both able to watch Nicky's beautiful little pussy shake back and forth between her thighs. The younger girl seemed to have to concerns at all about being fully on display like that.
"Nicky has such a lovely little cunt," Emily said to Michelle.
"Mmm, she does, doesn't she?" said Michelle.
"Did I hear her say she was a virgin?"
Michelle laughed. "Only in the sense that she hasn't had a boy's cock in her pussy yet. She never got a chance, what with being an incest lesbian and all."
"I can see how that would make getting fucked by a boy kind of tricky."
"Sure does. But don't worry, she's had her holes well played with. I can assure you."
"I believe it. If she was my little sister, I wouldn't be able to resist either."
Jaime finally erupted in long-sought orgasm. A vicious stream of thick, creamy cum poured into Alyssa's pussy and uterus. She was quickly filled up to normal capacity, and the signs of her body being stretched to accommodate the excess were soon visible to all spectators.
Nicky wiggled even more uncontrollably as she waited for her turn. Alyssa was inflating dangerously large with all the cream-filling being stuffed into her. Nicky was in a nearly-orgasmic state just from imagining what it must feel like.
Once Jaime had judged Alyssa to be properly full, he pulled his cock out of her. A waterfall of semen poured back out of her as soon as her hole was unplugged. Jaime immediately slammed his shaft into the next waiting vagina that was all nicely lined up and waiting for him.
Nicky cooed happily and came as soon as the first spurt of cum basted her ovaries. She was in her own slutty little heaven as she experienced a boy's orgasm in her pussy for the very first time. However, once her tummy started expanding and she felt her internal organs getting squished, she started to panic.
"Mishy!"
"I'm right here, baby," Michelle said, rushing to her sister's side. "What's wrong?"
"I'm getting so big. I'm gonna burst!"
"No you're not. You've got such a youthful, flexible body. You can take a lot more than this."
"Are you sure?"
"Nicky," Michelle said firmly, "you were the one who wanted to be inflated like a cum-balloon. It would be very rude not to finish what you started."
"You're right, Mishy. I'm sorry. I just freaked out a little when it actually started happening."
"That's ok, baby. Just be a good girl and finish taking Jaime's hot load."
Michelle placed a reassuring hand on her sister's ever-expanding tummy. With the other, she stroked Nicky's hair in motherly way. She'd get her sister through this. Nicky would be so disappointed with herself later if she didn't try to take as much as she could now.
Emily, horrified to see any precious brother-cum going to waste, dived between Alyssa's quivering legs and latched her mouth onto her friend's semen-spewing pussy. She greedily sucked down every delicious drop as Alyssa deflated back to her regular size.
Jaime's cock gave a final spasm, then went still as his balls ran dry at last. He held himself inside Nicky's tight hole for a moment, trapping his cum inside her over-stretched body, then pulled out. Michelle was quick to slap her hand over her sister's opening and keep her closed up.
"We mustn't make a mess now," Michelle said.
"But Mishy..." whined Nicky. "I can't hold it all in. There's just no way."
"I know, baby girl. I'll just have to clean up after you. As always."
Michelle turned Nicky around and sat her on the bathroom counter. Michelle replaced her hand with her mouth and let Jaime's cum exit her little sister. She used her own tummy as a disposal receptacle for everything than ran back out.
Jaime, Emily, and Alyssa all stood and watched the beautiful display of pure, sisterly love. They stayed for a few minutes, then left to get to class. The sisters remained behind for a while afterward.
Alyssa was a bit wobbly on her feet. Her pussy was slightly agape, still, and her internal organs were mildly bruised. She was also post-orgasmically blissful, and had to be steered every so often so she didn't run into a wall.
Emily was much happier now that she had her tummy full of cum. She hadn't actually received any breakfast before school, and this more than made up for it. If anything, she might have even liked the taste better when it was mixed with the flavour of aroused pussy. It was a novelty, anyway.
Jaime, after two large orgasms already that morning, mostly just wanted a nap.
****
Jaime and Emily caught up with their friend Lindsay after English class. It turned out Lindsay had her shirt already messed with cum, which usually was a result of an 'accident' with Jaime.
"Hey, Lin," said Emily. "Looking hot today."
Lindsay smiled. "Thanks. It's the shirt, right? I like the way it looks and feels so much. I'm glad it's starting to catch on so I won't get in trouble for being the only one wandering around with cum on my tits."
"Yeah, we noticed some other girls adopting the look," Jaime said. "Guess you're a trend-setter now."
Emily dragged a finger over Lindsay's exposed cleavage and scooped up some of the tasty cream. She stuck her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean.
"Mmm, that's a nice vintage," Emily said. "Where'd you get it?"
That wasn't an easy question for Lindsay to answer. The truth was, she'd snuck into her brother's room first thing in the morning, wearing only her shirt. After a quick, messy blowjob, she'd made sure to liberally coat herself in brother-cum. She couldn't actually tell anyone that's what she'd done, of course. That would be admitting to blatant incest.
"I heard a rumour that some girls are getting their brothers to mess them before school," Lindsay said evasively. "Crazy, huh?"
Emily's eyes lit up. Her pussy gushed at the idea, and she once again regretted not wearing any panties under her skirt. "No way! That's so hot."
Jaime elbowed his sister. "Lin said sisters are getting cummed on by their brothers, Em. You must have misheard."
"Oh, right," said Emily quickly. "I meant that's, like, very naughty of them. They shouldn't do such things with their own blood-related siblings. Very bad indeed."
As a reward for saying the right thing, Jaime snuck his hand under Emily's skirt and played with her butt plug a little. Her pussy juices began to puddle on the floor.
"Yeah, totally," Lindsay said. "Very naughty. But I mean, they're just rumours. Probably not even true."
There was a lull in the conversation as all three of the sexy teens got distracted by thoughts of how wonderful it felt when they fucked their respective siblings. It got quite difficult maintaining the charade of finding incest gross when it was actually their favourite thing.
"Just rumours, I'm sure," Jaime said after a moment of contemplative silence.
"Right. I can't imagine wanting to get cummed all over by your brother," Emily said as she imagined getting cummed all over by her brother.
There were nods and false agreements all round.
"Shall we go to lunch, then?" Lindsay asked.
"Sure," said Emily. "To the lunch room!"
The girls started to leave, but Jaime remained resolutely still. "No way. I'm not hanging out with Cindy, Mindy, Windy, and Zindy."
"What?" said Lindsay with a frown. "Why not? I thought you guys got along? All the Indys gave you a blowjob the other day, didn't they?"
"Yeah, and that was very nice of them and all," said Jaime. "But Em told me they sacrifice boys to demonic powers below."



"Oh. That." Lindsay shrugged. "They only do that if they need an important magical favour. Like if they see a totally cute pair of shoes but their credit card's maxed out. Or if they need to change a grade on a test."
"That's what I told him," Emily said. "Only for really critical things. Jai still has a problem with it though."
"It's not right," Jaime insisted. "And I don't trust them."
"Fine, ya big baby," said Lindsay. "We'll go chill outside, ok?"
"Works for me."
Emily and Lindsay each took one of Jaime's hands just in case he needed to be dragged along behind them. He was happy enough to follow them to the relative safety of the school yard, however, so mostly they were just holding hands.
The three horny teenagers wandered outside for a bit. It was a lovely, sunny day, as per usual. A lot of boys had taken off their shirts, and more than a few girls only had bras or bikini tops above the waist. The scene was all the sexier because, due to an enormous coincidence, every student at Over Eighteen School was super-attractive.
"Goddamn," Lindsay said as she eyed a small group of boys measuring their dicks to establish order of dominance, the way guys typically do. "We need more nice days like this."
"Mmm, that'd be nice," Emily agreed.
Jaime was busy watching a pair of scantily clad girls playfully make out with each other. "Nice," he echoed faintly.
"So, we could go play frisbee with those guys over there," said Emily, pointing to a group of boys and girls running around half-naked in a soccer field. "Or we could stay here and sun-bathe."
"Does sun-bathing involve you two losing some clothing?" Jaime asked.
Emily grinned. "The way I do it, everything involves me losing clothing."
"This is kind of a weird conversation for siblings to have," Lindsay said, even while she secretly thought the exact opposite.
"It's just harmless teasing," Emily said. "Jai doesn't really want to see my luscious tits, do you bro?"
"No, of course not," Jaime said dutifully. "Nor do I have any interest in your wonderfully tight ass or your perfect little pussy."
Emily was already removing clothes. "See, Lin? My brother is totally disinterested in staring at my ridiculously hot teen body. Nor, I'm sure, would he ever think about sticking his amazing hard cock in any of my willing holes."
Emily pulled off her final sock, then lay down contentedly on the grass. The warm sun caressed her lithe, fully nude body. Jaime stared at her with total disinterest, and certainly did not think about sticking his hard cock in any of her willing holes.
"Em! You can't just get naked on school grounds in the middle of lunch," Lindsay said. "People will see. And you'll get in trouble."
Emily didn't even open her eyes. "Is anyone looking?"
"Well... not yet. But-"
"Then what's the big deal? Even if someone notices, I'm sure it'll be alright. Worst case scenario is I get spotted by a teacher, and I get expelled, and then I never get a good job because I don't have a proper education, and I die poor and alone at the age of nineteen." Emily shrugged. "So I think it's totally worth the risk if I can get a little full-body tanning done."
Jaime had stripped his clothes off while Lindsay was distracted. He lay down next to his sister, erect cock standing up to catch the faint breeze like a ship's mast. "You'd never be alone, Em. I'll always be there to fill your holes."
"Wait, what?" said Lindsay.
"You know, figuratively," said Jaime. "Like, the holes in her heart. Or something."
"Oh. Of course."
Lindsay looked down enviously, and with a fair amount of arousal, at the naked siblings basking carefree in the sun. They were so comfortable around each other, and didn't have the slightest concern about being so exposed with so many people around. They didn't even seem to mind the risk they were running of starting incestuous rumours about themselves. These things happened, as absurd as they were.
Already, Emily appeared to have fallen asleep. That was what Lindsay assumed, anyway, because her eyes were closed and her hand was stroking Jaime's cock. That could only mean that either she was committing incest, or she was having a sexy dream and thought she was jerking off someone else. It had to be the dream one. That was the only thing that made sense.
Lindsay quickly took her clothes off. She had to do something before things got out of hand. Jaime's hand had moved to his sister's pussy, and was rubbing her clit in slow circles. They were both having sexy dreams, and if anyone else saw the result, they'd get in such massive trouble. They were just lucky that Lindsay was there to save the day.
First, though, Lindsay snapped a few (dozen) pics of the naked, mutually masturbating brother and sister, because fuck, man. That shit was hot. With only the briefest of delays in her heroic rescue, she inserted herself between Jaime and Emily, and removed their hands from each other's genitals, instead placing them on her own pussy. She then grabbed Jaime's cock and fingered Emily's wet slit so that their dreams would remain undisturbed. They would have been so embarrassed to know what they'd been doing.
Jaime and Emily-unsurprisingly for those who know them better-were not asleep at all. They were just hornier than they were sensible. Using Lindsay to vicariously masturbate each other was an acceptable compromise to them. It didn't run the risk of exposing their incestuous tendencies, for one thing.
Emily eventually had a nice little orgasm as a result of Lindsay's fingering. She sighed in contentment, then rolled closer to her friend and cuddled up, stuck her thumb in her mouth to suck on, and went to sleep for real.
Jaime, too, snuggled up with Lindsay. He chose to suck on one of her nipples instead of his own thumb, but otherwise adopted a nearly identical pose to his sister.
There was so much warm sibling flesh pressing against Lindsay. It was turning her on like crazy. She was, however, kind of trapped between Jaime and Emily, and unable to do much of anything without waking them. She managed to worm one of her arms free and hold her phone out to take some sneaky selfies of her and the naked, unconscious pair snuggling with her.
After sufficient sexy documentation had been taken, Lindsay put her phone away and slipped her hand down to her pussy. She fingered herself to a slow, relaxing orgasm, spurred on by the feel of Emily's tits pressed against her, and Jaime's cock lying across her waist. Once satisfied, she too fell asleep.
An indeterminate time passed for the three nappers, since time was hard to track while unconscious. All Lindsay knew was that when she opened her eyes again, they weren't alone. She let out a squeal of surprise and mild distress, which woke the siblings beside her.
"What?" said Emily sleepily. "What's going... oh."
A small crowd of students had formed around them. Three super-hot, naked teenagers lying out in the sun was enough to attract a lot of attention from other horny eighteen year olds.
"Well, guess you were right, Lin," said Jaime as he stifled a yawn. "Guess we got spotted."
They'd been more than spotted, in fact. They were getting downright leered at by a mix of boys and girls, some of whom were blatantly playing with themselves while doing so.
"Shouldn't we do something?" Lindsay said. "We're kinda circled in here."
"You're absolutely right," said Jaime. "We should do something." He sat up and looked around the rough circle of students surrounding them. "For ten dollars, anyone who wants to can cum on Emily."
"That's not what I meant!" said Lindsay. "That's just making things worse in every conceivable way!"
Emily, too, had an issue with Jaime's offer. "Jai!" she said indignantly. "Did you just offer your sister up as a cum-rag for ten dollars a go?"
Jaime shrugged. "Yeah. Was that wrong of me somehow?"
"Absolutely it was," said Emily firmly. "Ten dollars is too expensive. You'll price us out of the market. Make it more like five dollars."
Jaime nodded. "Sorry, sis. You're right. Five dollars it is."
Lindsay was speechless. Siblings were definitely not supposed to be prostituting each other out. It wasn't technically incest, but it certainly violated familial moral codes.
"You can't do that," Lindsay hissed.
Jaime looked blankly at her as the first nervous boy handed him a five dollar bill. "Can't do what?"
"Sell your sister's body like that."
"He's not selling anything," Emily said from her totally reclined and relaxed position. "It's more like offering a service."
"A service where you get splattered with semen!"
"I know." Emily grinned happily. "It sounds too good to be true, doesn't it?"
"I can sell access to you too, if you want," Jaime offered. "Just cumming on. No touching."
"No thanks," said Lindsay. "That's very polite of you to offer, though."
The first boy, thanks to some frantic jerking off, unloaded a few squirts of cum over Emily's unblemished tummy. It wasn't anything even in the same magnitude as what she was used to getting from her brother. There was something really cute about such a small amount of boy-goo plastering her skin. Cum was cum in any case, and Emily luxuriated in the feel of it as more sporadically landed on her.
Lindsay somewhat regretted her decision not to let a bunch of random boys cum all over her as she saw how much Emily was enjoying it. She bit her lips and ran a finger up and down her wet slit as she watched the impromptu bukkake.
Jaime had to stand up and really focus on the financial details as he made change and processed credit card payments. He was taken by surprise when he looked up after a payment and found that the next customers in line were a pair of girls.
"Uh, hi," Jaime said. "This is the jerking-off-onto-my-sister line. I'm reasonably certain you've come to the wrong place."
The pair of girls smiled, and one of them tried in vain to stifle a nervous giggle.
"We're actually here for you," said the more composed of the two. "We heard a rumour that you're really good at messing shirts."
"We even heard you were the one who started doing it to girls," said the second girl.
Jaime nodded. "Both of those things are true."
The girls giggled and whispered between themselves for a moment.
"Do you think you could, like, do us?" asked the first girl while anxiously twirling her hair. "We'd pay, of course. We wouldn't want to get in the way of your business here."
Jaime smiled magnanimously. "Please, no charge for that. If you harvest the cum yourselves, I'd be happy to douse your tits for you."
"Ooh, such a gentleman."
"Told you it was a good idea to ask him."
The still giggling girls sank to their knees and started working on Jaime's cock. They were eager to join in the latest fashion craze as it was just taking off. Their determination really showed as they vigorously licked and sucked their way to a creamy payoff.
"Damn, Jai. You're getting a fan club," said Emily.
"They sure are... enthusiastic," Lindsay said as the ambitious little cock-suckers did their thing.
"I think I'm starting to understand the appeal of the fashion industry," Jaime said. He moaned aloud as one of the girls deep-throated his entire length in one go.
Lindsay couldn't sit idly by any longer. She'd been disconcerted by the monetary exchange at first, but there were so many cumshots from so many boys going on right in front of her, and it was driving her crazy. She crawled closer to Emily, then kissed her deeply as semen continued to rain down around them.
Some cum got on Lindsay's hair, arm, and back as made out hungrily with Emily. Emily, of course, was still far ahead in terms of delicious, gooey coating. Lindsay tasted cum on her friend's lips from an earlier errant ejaculation, and it mixed beautifully with Emily's natural flavour.
The two obnoxiously sexy girls making out industriously on the ground provoked another flurry of payments from horny boys. Overall, though, the crowd was finally thinning out noticeably. Boys were wandering off, spent and satisfied. The girl spectators were more sporadic in their staying and leaving, but they too dwindled in number as time went on.
Once his line of customers had faded away, Jaime was free to concentrate on servicing the girls kneeling in front of him. They looked up at him with big, anticipatory eyes as they took turns sucking his cock. Jaime grabbed his current dick-holster by the back of her head, and thrust hard and fast down her throat. She gagged slightly, and spit drooled down her chin.
"Ready?" Jaime asked.
The girl with her mouth empty nodded. "Yes, please."
Jaime thrust a few final times, then pulled his cock out of the breathless girl's throat. He aimed the ensuing spray of cum with an expert precision. Both girls had their shirts thoroughly plastered to their tits and tummies as their front sides were drenched in sexy boy-goo.
The girls looked up at Jaime with adoring eyes. "This is so awesome! Thank you so much for cumming all over our tits while we're at school."
"It's my pleasure," said Jaime. "I assure you."
Having provided a lovely coating to each shirt, and still having a lot of orgasm left to go, Jaime reinserted his cock into the throat that had finished him off. The girl gagged as her oxygen supply was once again cut off, and a few involuntary tears ran down her cheeks. Otherwise, she held herself still like a good little cum-dump.
"You're not done yet?" asked the other girl.
Jaime shook his head. "Nope. Not nearly. I hope neither of you mind if I finish off inside you."
It was kind of too late to be asking, as the first girl was already showing signs of belly-inflation from the massive load fed to her. Luckily, the girls were, in fact, totally fine with it.
"Oh sure," said the second girl. She eyed her friend's bulging tummy enviously. "In fact, we're pretty sure that cum-pregnant bellies are going to be even hotter than cum soaked shirts. It's just that it's so hard to get enough fresh cum to really swell you up properly."
"I think you'll find I'm something of a prodigy in that area," said Jaime. "Or a total freak, perhaps."
Jaime emptied exactly half his remaining cum into the first girl, then transitioned smoothly to the second without spilling a drop. They ended up with identical round tummies that peeked out from their now-too-small shirts.
The girls excitedly discussed their new looks, and felt each other's sloshing belly. After a moment of adapting to their new, sexy looks, the girls gave Jaime's penis a thankful kiss, then stood and each kissed his cheek as well.
"Thanks, Jaime," they chorused. "You're the bestest."
They skipped away happily, hand in hand.
"Well, that was interesting," Jaime said.
He sat down next to Emily and Lindsay, who were idly fondling each other's tits. The circle of masturbating pervs had dispersed, leaving the two of them streaked with cum and quite horny.
"Do you mind giving me a quick pounding, Jai?" Lindsay asked. "I really need to get off or I'm not going to be able to concentrate the rest of the day."
Jaime glanced at the sun's position in the sky. "I'd love to, Lin, but it looks like it's almost time for next period."
"Aw, fuck. Sometimes it sucks being so rule-abiding all the time."
Emily nodded sympathetically. "It's the price we pay for being such good students."
The bell rang a moment later, and the three sexual deviants scrambled to get dressed again. Lindsay's tits had mostly dried out in the sun, so it was an extra nice feeling to slip her gooey shirt back on over them. Jaime, too, was quick to redress himself. Emily had less luck.
"Where'd my clothes go?" Emily asked, spinning around wildly in search of them. Other than her shoes and socks, they seemed to have vanished. "Don't tell me someone stole them."
Jaime shrugged. "Pervy boys like souvenirs."
"Could have been the wind, too," Lindsay said. "Might have just blown your skirt away or something."
"You mean I have to back to class naked and streaked with cum?" Emily demanded. She crossed her arms and pouted. Her irritation only lasted a brief moment. Her features relaxed as the logical consequences of her predicament dawned on her. Her eyes lit up. "I get to go to class naked and streaked in cum!"
"That's the spirit," said Jaime. "I was wondering why you were so upset."
"I just wasn't thinking it through," said Emily. "I was all annoyed at whoever took my clothes, is all."
"I can't help feeling like you're still not thinking it through," said Lindsay. "There's no way you can go back inside the school like that and not get in trouble."
"Why not?" asked Emily. "Everyone would think it's totally hot."
"True," said Lindsay. "But the teachers would still have to report you. They have to follow the rules, not matter how sexy the rule-breaker is."
Emily shrugged. "I'll just have to take my chances. There are literally no other options."
"You could go home. Or borrow some clothes."
"Other than those perfectly reasonable options, there are literally no other options."
"I could give you my panties so at least you have something. And Jai could probably let you have his shirt. He's a boy, so he'd get in less trouble for being topless." Lindsay pondered. "Ooh, or we could make a quick run to one of the clothing vending machines and-"
"No. Other. Options," Emily said stubbornly. She took one of Jaime's and Lindsay's hands in hers, then dragged them both along behind her. "Come on, we're going to be late."
The school hallways were already emptying out. The remaining students, however, almost universally stopped to stare at the beautiful, naked, cum-striped girl charging through their midst with her brother and friend in tow. Lindsay's cum-soaked shirt, while still a new and novel sight in the halls, took a distinctly secondary place as far as grabbing attention.
"Ok, Em. I gotta get to class," Lindsay said as she freed her hand from Emily's death-grip.
"Aw," said Emily. "I guess you have to."
"You look totally hot, you know," Lindsay said. "I kinda wish I could push you up against the wall and eat you out for a while. You know, in a heterosexual, non-lesbian kind of way."
Emily giggled. "Thanks, Lin."
The girls exchanged a quick, friendly kiss, then Lindsay smacked Emily's butt and took off for her class. Emily carried on leading Jaime to her locker. The number of passing students had dwindled to a trickle by then. The siblings were in danger of being late, which naturally was a huge concern to such academic-minded individuals.
"I gotta get going too," Jaime said. He glanced around, then leaned in to whisper in Emily's ear. "Lin was right, too. You are totally hot. If I thought we could get away with it, I'd pull your butt plug out and pound your ass to death right here against the lockers."
Emily went weak in the knees and almost fell. "You shouldn't say such romantic things when we're not alone. You know what it does to me."
Jaime grinned and gave his sister a kiss on the cheek. "Sure do."
Then Jaime was off too, leaving Emily dizzily trying to remember her locker combination. Stupid sexy brother doing sexy, romantic things when she was trying to be a good student. She had just managed to get her locker open when the speaker system blared to life.
"Miss Nallister, would you be so good as to report to the principal's office."
Emily sighed and slammed her locker closed. "Fuck."
"There's no need for that kind of language, Miss Nallister."
Emily looked around, but the hallway was deserted except for her. "Ok, that's fucking creepy," she muttered.
Carol waved Emily right in to Ms. January's office once she arrived. The impassive secretary seemed to have to real reaction to a naked, cum-speckled girl passing by.



"You wanted to see me?" Emily said as she entered the lair of the beast.
Ms. January was busy with some paperwork and didn't look up immediately. "Yes, thank you for arriving so promptly, Emily." She gestured across the desk. "Please, have a seat."
The door slammed shut behind Emily. She whirled and freaked out for a second, but it was probably just Carol giving them some privacy. Or demon magic. There was a perfectly normal explanation, anyway.
"What's this about?" Emily asked as she sat down across from her principal.
Ms. January sighed, then carefully set her pen down. "You walk in here without any clothes on, doused in the ejaculate of... fifty-seven boys?"
"That sounds right."
"And you ask what this is about?"
"Dress-code violation?" Emily hazarded.
"Yes. Something of that nature." Ms. January stood and walked around the desk. Her stilettoed heels made no sound on the floor, but then it was hard to say if they actually touched the floor at any point. "You must know I can't allow such flagrant rule-breaking."
Emily shrugged. "My clothes got stolen. What was I supposed to do?"
"What indeed."
Ms. January glided silently around Emily's seat, hands clasped behind her back. She appeared lost in thought, but it was likely she already knew exactly what she was going to do with her wayward student.
Emily's pussy gushed as she thought back to when Jaime had been punished in the very office she now sat in. Ms. January was a striking and formidable older woman, and no doubt could have her student begging for mercy within minutes if she so chose.
Emily gasped as Ms. January's tongue flicked across one of her breasts and scooped up a taste of its cummy coating. She only got the briefest flash of the pink, snakelike, whip of a tongue before it was gone again. That small glance was enough to set off a cascade of further fantasizing. The things she could do with a tongue that long...
"A rather ordinary vintage," Ms. January said dismissively as she walked back around to her seat. "Hardly your usual, I take it."
"Yeah," said Emily a bit breathlessly. "We were trying something new. It was kinda fun."
"Quite. You stick mostly to your brother's semen, as I understand it."
Emily hesitated, since agreeing to the statement was tantamount to admitting to incest. Ms. January had already seen her take Jaime's cock and cum load up her butt, though, so there wasn't really much of a secret to protect in this instance.
"Mostly," Emily said. "Jai and I are in super secret incest sibling love. We incest-fuck basically all the time." She stuck her chin out. "You have a problem with that?"
Ms. January smiled in a way that would have made Jaime cringe in fear, but just made Emily even wetter. "Not at all. I find sibling romances to be rather... delicious."
"Literally, or figuratively?"
"Both."
Emily shivered and bit her lips for a second. "So are you punishing me or what?"
"I fear I must."
Emily tried not to beam too hard. "Oh no," she said unconvincingly. "Please don't handcuff me, tie me down, and spank me." She held her wrists out to be shackled. "Anything but that."
Ms. January rolled her eyes. "I'll schedule a few detention sessions for you."
"What?"
"Detention. Like what students get when they misbehave."
"But... but... that's not fair. You did all kinds of weird shit to Jai when you were punishing him."
"And then Lilith and I came to an agreement, if you'll recall. One where I don't do those sorts of things to you or your brother."
Emily folded her arms in annoyance. "Well fine then. Guess you can't give me detention either."
"Detention is a perfectly ordinary part of school life. Your sister wouldn't have a problem with it."
"You wanna bet?"
Ms. January gave Emily a slightly patronizing look. "Your sister simply doesn't want me doing fucked up demon things to you. I know her well enough to be sure of that."
"As if. She's my sister. I know her way better than you possibly could. Even if you do go to her strip club sometimes."
Emily was getting kind of worried by the way Ms. January was looking at her. The piercing eyes and lethally sharp smile didn't really scare her, but something about the knowledge hidden behind the outer facade creeped her out.
"Lilith is indeed your sister," said Ms. January. "But she is also my daughter."
"The fuck you say?"
"I said-"
"Bullshit. Mom's our mom and Aunt Krissy's our dad. We're pure incest babies. You're not related to us."
"Feel free to ask your loving sister, if you must. It's quite true, though." Ms. January leaned back over her paperwork. "Do make sure to attend detention after school, or I shall have to make a call to your parents."
Having been dismissed, more or less, Emily staggered out of the office on legs that didn't really want to work properly. First her world had been turned upside down when she learned she had a father, and now she had to find out her mother might not be her mother. Or Lilith might not be her sister. Or something.
Emily was too distraught to even feel any warm fuzzies from being naked and cum-freckled any longer. She woodenly made her way to the nearest bathroom and wiped herself down. She then purchased a disposable outfit from a vending machine and got herself clothed.
Emily waited outside Jaime's class until the bell. Her brother spotted her immediately, though he was confused when she was neither naked, nor even smiling.
"Em? Is something wrong?"
"Jai, it's... it's..."
Jaime took his sister aside and pushed her hair back from her face. There were signs of tears on her face. "Oh, Em. What did Ms. January do to you?"
Emily shook her head. "Nothing sexual or physical. No molestation or anything."
Jaime pulled Emily into a tight hug. "I'm so sorry, Em. I'm so, so sorry you had to go through that. Not even a light spanking, huh?"
"No. But it's not actually about that."
Jaime's eyes went wide. "Oh shit. Is it something actually serious?"
"I'm not really sure. Ms. January said something about, like, Lil might not be our sister, biologically. Or Mom's not our mom. Or... or something. I'm not really sure."
"Don't worry, Em." Jaime stroked her hair lovingly. "We'll talk to Lil. Get it all straightened out. Ms. January was probably just, like, messing with you, or whatever."
"Doesn't seem like the sort of thing she'd make up."
"I know. But I don't want you worrying about it until we can figure things out for real."
"How am I supposed to not worry?"
"Well... I've got an idea about that," said Jaime cagily. "It was going to be a surprise for after school, but I think you need it now."
Emily managed a hopeful smile. "Is it your penis going inside me?"
"Not quite." Jaime frowned as he looked around. "We need somewhere private, though."
"A bathroom?"
"More private than that. This is going to get kind of incesty. We can't take any chances of getting caught."
Emily forgot all about her troubles at the possibility of sexy incest sex with her brother. It was her favourite thing, after all.
"Come on," said Emily. "Let's go to the boys' locker room. It'll be empty."
"Are you sure? The girls' room never is. Seems risky."
"Nah. Locker rooms are primarily used as designated areas to perv on hot, athletic girls, right?"
"Sure."
"So the boys' room basically has no purpose. There aren't any girls to perv on in it. Except maybe for when there's a visiting girls team using it, I guess."
"Well, I see no flaw in that logic," Jaime said. "Let's give it a shot."
The siblings snuck down to the locker rooms while everyone else was getting to their next class. Sure enough, the boys' room was deserted, and looked as though it hadn't been used in weeks.
"This is perfect," Emily said with barely contained excitement. "Now what's my surprise?"
Jaime smiled and held something behind his back where Emily couldn't see. "You know how you lost your strapon yesterday?"
"Yeah. That was the worst. I mean, other than you getting kidnapped and mind-raped. I guess."
"Right. Well..." Jaime put his hand out, revealing Emily's missing sex toy. "I might have found-"
"Eeeee!" Emily squealed in pure delight and launched herself at Jaime. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and kissed him fiercely. "Best brother ever!"
"I knew you'd like it."
"Where'd you find it?"
"In the lost and found sex toy box."
Emily smacked her forehead. "Shit. Of course. I never even thought to check there."
"And don't worry, it's already been sterilized. Just in case."
A slow, wide grin encompassed Emily's face. "You know what we have to do now, right?"
Jaime sighed. "Use me like a fuck doll I assume?"
"Thaaat's right!"
"Figured. That's what the privacy was for."
"Such foresight." Emily gave her brother another deep kiss. "You're so thoughtful."
"I try."
Emily's clothes tore off easily, being disposable vending-machine material and all. Jaime's were more resilient, but Emily was determined, and they soon lay in scraps on the floor along with hers. She then strapped herself into her dildo-cock with excited, trembling hands.
"You know, we probably shouldn't have torn up all our clothes. I mean-" Jaime was interrupted as he was pushed to his knees and his mouth was filled with dildo.
"Sorry, what?" asked Emily.
"Hmmgggnnn hhhrrrggghhh hhhggg hhnnnnggg."
"Oh, yeah. Good point." Emily shrugged. "Too late now."
Emily felt much better with her strapon buried in her brother's throat where it belonged. Jaime was so adorable when he was choking and drooling on her cock. She vented all her worries and anxiety into mercilessly fucking his face. It was a truly amazing stress reliever.
"That's my sexy little brother-slut," Emily cooed. "Look at you take that cock. Your throat's all bulged out. Good thing you're so stretchy."
The sounds of a deep, sloppy blowjob filled the empty room. Emily pounded the shit out of Jaime's mouth until tears streamed down his cheeks and saliva dripped from his chin. She waited until the very second before he would have passed out, then pulled her dildo free with a loud pop.
Emily patted Jaime's hair as he breathed rapidly and refilled his body with oxygen. His face was such a sexy, adorable mess. As if she needed any more incentive to use him like a fuck toy.
"Mmm, that was nice," said Emily. "But you know what would be even nicer?"
Jaime nodded. "I assume... that you... want to pound... my butt now," he panted.
"How did you know?"
"Lucky... guess."
Emily kissed her bother on his sloppy mouth, then cheerfully wandered off in search of towels. By the time she'd laid some out on the floor, Jaime had mostly recovered.
"This will be a little more comfy for you, I think," Emily said.
She laid Jaime out on his makeshift towel-bed, then pinned his legs up on her shoulders. With careful aim, she slammed her strapon deep into his tight butthole. Jaime moaned at the painful sensuality of being so swiftly impaled by his sister.
"I love you so much, Jai," Emily said. She leaned down and kissed him deeply while fully buried inside him. "I just want to pound you until neither of us can walk."
Jaime smiled at being able to make his sister so happy. He'd been kind of worried about her mood, but she had certainly recovered nicely and seemed her regular self again. Her desire for sexual gratification at the expense of their bodies was more reassuring than she knew.
"Well, I am your butt slut, after all," Jaime said. "That's what I'm here for."
Emily bit her lip and started rocking her hips. "Say that again."
"I'm your butt slut, Em. My purpose in life is to take you up my ass whenever you want me to."
Emily shivered in sexual excitement. "My little brother butt slut," she cooed happily.
Her rocking hips gained power and momentum with every stroke. She watched with delight as Jaime's tummy poked out a bit every time she thrust her way home. His ass was her plaything, and she wanted to play rough.
Jaime took his incestuous anal violation like a pro. Emily slammed into him over and over, making his butt submit to her in totality. He almost blacked out a few times due to anal overload, but managed to stay conscious right until the end.
Emily came several times from the sheer joy of the fuck. She was in a blissful, butt-pounding heaven. She was still aware enough to notice the signs of Jaime's impending orgasm, however. She would have had to be blind to miss the warning signs of her favourite thing about to happen. Perhaps not even then.
"Are you gonna cum from getting ass fucked by your sister?" Emily asked Jaime, already knowing that he was.
"Uh huh. Any second now."
"That's my good little butt slut."
Emily pulled out of her brother's ass and let his legs fall. She quickly removed her butt plug and jumped on his cock, taking him balls deep in her tight, sisterly butthole. She wasn't a moment too soon.
The gravitational distortion of such a massive cum load exploding in her ass made Emily a bit queasy for a moment. It soon passed and was replaced by the familiar joy of having her insides bruised from the intense volume of cum being pumped into her every second.
"Oh yeah, Jai. Fill your sister's ass up with cum! Mmmmm."
Emily's intestines were fully packed with the hot, white goop that she craved so much. Her tummy began to bulge from the excess. A few particularly hard shots squirted out her nose before the torrent ebbed.
"Aw, shit," Emily said, swiping at her face. "It really stings when it gets in my nostrils."
"I'm sorry," said Jaime. "I tried to only get your insides."
"That's ok." Emily kissed her brother tenderly. "I kinda like being so full of your cum that it squirts out of me. That's how I know you really love me."
Jaime grinned. "Want me to show you how much I love you again?"
Emily bit her lip and fought back a wave of horniness. "I really do, but I have to get to detention. If I miss it, Ms. January's going to..." Emily shuddered in horror. "She's going to discipline me in non-sexual ways."
"Oh, shit. You better show up, then."
"Yeah. I don't like it, but I'll just have to make the best of it."
Emily levered herself off her brother's cock, and quickly jammed her butt plug back in to hold his load inside her. At least she had a crazy excessive amount of brother-cum to keep her company during the long trial ahead.
"You know," said Jaime, "if those girls from earlier were right about cum-pregnant tummies being hot right now, you could easily be the hottest, most fashionable girl in school."
Emily patted her rounded belly. "You think? I mean, I'm already the hottest girl. Got the trophy to prove it and everything. But I've never really been that fashionable."
Jaime nodded. "Definitely. Start coming to school with your tummy all swollen like that and a nice coat of cum on your shirt. It could happen."
"Maybe you're just biased because I'm your sister fuck-slut."
"Hey, just because you're my sister and you let me stick my cock in you whenever I want doesn't mean I'd exaggerate how good you look." Jaime paused. "Actually it totally does mean that. But I'm not exaggerating, is the point."
Emily smiled and made sure to give Jaime lots of good angles of her naked body as she bent over picking through the remains of their clothes. Her tummy sloshed as the creamy filling inside her was jiggled around.
"I'm going to take the bukkake money, ok? I need to get a new outfit from one of the vending machines."
"Sure. You earned it."
"If you call a lovely cum-shower 'earning it,' then I suppose I did."
After wrapping a towel around her amazing teenage body, Emily left the room. Jaime remained sprawled out on his bed of towels. He didn't have detention to get to, and his body ached from the abuse his sister had put his holes through.
"It sure will be nice to lie here by myself for a while to rest," Jaime said aloud, practically daring the universe to pull some tricksy shenanigans. "There is basically no chance anyone will walk in and find me naked and erect, and thereby suspect me of being a total perv."
As Jaime finished narrating to himself, the locker room door opened. A whole group of eighteen year old girls walked in on him while he was still naked and erect. They immediately suspected him to be a total perv.
"What the fuck?" said the girl at the front of the group. "There's a total perv just waiting here for us."
"Um, actually-" Jaime said.
"He didn't even try to hide or anything," said another girl. "Usually pervy boys at least try not to be seen. This one must be really pervy."
"This is the boys' locker room," Jaime said desperately. "I'm actually allowed to be here."
"Oh fuck off," said the first girl. "Everyone knows boys don't need a locker room. Sexy shit only happens in the girls' room."
"Ok, but still," said Jaime, "even if boys don't use it, how would I ever expect any girls to be in here? As far as I know, only visiting sports teams come in here and... oh, you're a visiting sports team, aren't you?"
"That's right. We're the volleyball team from Above Eighteen School. Your bitter athletic rivals, as you should know." The lead girl crossed her arms. "I'm Caitlyn, the captain, and I intend to protect my girls from pervos like you."
"Caitlyn, huh? Any relation to the Katelyn who's our team captain?"
"She's my cousin," said Caitlyn. "Which is, of course, why our names are so similar. Not that that's relevant to you right now."
"Fair enough. I'll just be going, then, shall I?"
Jaime stood up. The movement drew a lot of attention to his hard cock, which now pointed directly toward the massed girls in front of him. They didn't seem particularly intent on letting him past, however.
"I don't think so," said Caitlyn. "You must know the standard procedure in these types of situations is to punish you sexually somehow."
"That's right," said one of the other girls. "There are all kinds of documentaries about it online."
Jaime wasn't really into the idea. All the girls of the rival volleyball team were super hot, of course, so he didn't mind sexing them up a little. The problem was the pounding his sister had given him. He just didn't have the energy or the fortitude to take them all on.
"I guess I can try," he said. "Should I just start fucking one of you at a time, or what?"
One of the girls clapped excitedly, but was shushed by her teammates.
"Don't think so, pervo," Caitlyn said. "There's no way you're fucking any of us. That would be a reward, not a punishment."
"Oh. Right," said Jaime. "So what are we doing then?"
"We could all get naked and jerk him off while saying kinda mean things," suggested one of the girls. "I like when we do that."
"Or that thing where we tie him up and then play with each other while he has to helplessly watch," said another.
"Excellent ideas," said Caitlyn, "but I have something special in mind."
"I liked the one where I get jerked off by naked girls, if that helps at all" Jaime said. "I think I would really learn my lesson."
The volleyball girls ignored Jaime. He felt kind of awkward standing there naked while they huddled and whispered plans. He thought about trying to sneak off while they were talking, but that seemed a bit rude.
"Alright, it's decided," said Caitlyn. "We dress the boy up as a girl. Let's get moving, we still have a game to play."
"Erm... what now?" Jaime asked.
He continued to be ignored. Several girls ganged up on him to hold him still. Their efforts were somewhat wasted when he failed to struggle as expected. Despite the disappointing lack of protestations, Jaime was forced into a sleek pair of panties and a padded bra that made up for his total lack of tits. A skirt and halter top followed, then some socks and girly shoes.



"Regretting your perviness yet?" asked Caitlyn.
"Actually, this really isn't much of an ordeal at all. You should see what my sisters do to me."
The girls all glared at Jaime.
"What was that?" Caitlyn asked.
"Um... I mean that this is awful, and I regret all the decisions in my life that led up to this moment. Also, that bit where I hinted at being sexually used by my sisters for their own twisted pleasure was total nonsense. Obviously."
"That's what I thought. You won't ever dream of hanging around naked in a changing room waiting for girls to show up again."
"Absolutely. I am a changed man." Jaime looked down at himself. "Mostly in a literal sense, mind you."
Several girls broke off and started stripping down as the finishing touches were put on Jaime. They weren't all needed for that part. Bare breasts, pussies, and asses were everywhere. Many of the girls did some stretches before getting in to their uniforms, which showed off their tight, athletic bodies even better than merely being naked did.
"I don't suppose you could take the panties back off me?" Jaime asked. "My cock's kinda cramped."
"Not a chance," said Caitlyn. "Now hold still, or your makeup's going to get all fucked up."
"Wait, what?"
A couple of the girls put a wig on Jaime to give him the appearance of long, flowing hair. Some of the others fussed over his face and applied various things to his lips, cheeks, and around his eyes. When they held a mirror up for him afterward, he didn't even recognize himself.
"What the hell? I look like a girl," Jaime said. "How'd you do that?"
"Mad makeup skillz," said Caitlyn. "With a 'z,' so you know they're better than regular skills."
"I don't know if I like this."
"That's the idea, Pervy McPervface."
Jaime's arms were tied behind his back so he couldn't defeminize himself. The whole team full of hot girls finished up getting changed right in front of him, confident in the knowledge that he wouldn't be able to jerk off while he watched. Justice had been served.
"So when do I get let go?" Jaime asked. He wasn't actually in a terrible hurry just at the moment. A bottomless girl was bent over right next to him, and she had a lovely pussy and butthole.
"Oh, after the game maybe," Caitlyn said. "It all depends on how we're feeling. We might just take you with us and do naughty lesbian things to each other all night without letting you touch any of us."
"You heartless fiends," Jaime said courteously as two girls helped each other with their sports bras. "You'll never get away with this. Or whatever."
Jaime was kind of embarrassed to be dragged out to the gym bleachers where a bunch of other students could see him. He wasn't actually recognizable, however, so the effect was somewhat mitigated. Also, since his cock was all snugly tucked away in his panties, there was no massive erection to give him away as a boy with a makeover. It was certainly uncomfortable, but the anonymity was nice.
Like every other spectator, Jaime spent the game watching nice girl butts in skintight shorts. It wasn't a bad way to spend an afternoon, really.
Emily showed up toward the end of the game. She headed straight for her brother without any hesitation.
"Hey, Jai. How come you're a girl now?"
"Visiting sports team showed up while I was still naked in the locker room."
Emily nodded. "Oh sure. Perv punishment number seven, huh?"
"I guess? I'm not really familiar with the list."
"Well you are a boy. That's not really something you ever needed to learn about."
"Fair enough." Jaime frowned. "Hey, Em? How did you know it was me? I thought I looked like an actual girl."
"Oh, you totally do. A very pretty one, at that. The fake boobs are a nice touch."
"Uh... thanks? Maybe? But then, how did you find me so fast?"
"Your penis, silly. It was trapped, and crying out for rescue. I could sense it all the way in detention."
Jaime looked down at his unusual lack of a tent in his lap. "Oh yeah. Duh. I should have realized that."
Emily grinned. "You know, no one here knows you're my brother. Since you look like a girl and all."
"I guess that's true, but-"
Emily pressed her lips firmly against her brother's and stuck her tongue down his throat. She was too turned on by the very real possibility of getting away with public incest to even consider doing anything else. She slipped a hand under his skirt and pressed against the straining bulge trapped beneath.
Having his cock fondled by his sister quieted any reservations Jaime might have had. He couldn't resist her touch. His hands were still tied behind his back, but he returned her incesty kiss with all the love and lust he felt for her.
The other spectators, since they were all there to check out girl butts anyway, were pretty much fine with a pair of totally hot girls making out wantonly in the bleachers. Little did any of them realize they were actually witnessing super wrong and illegal sibling incest between a sexy brother and sister.
"I want to fuck you so bad right now," Jaime whispered into Emily's ear. "Even though it would be public incest, I want to put my penis in you right in front of everyone."
"Oh god, Jai. Don't say such romantic things to me. My pussy's going to flood the gym, and that would probably annoy all those girls trying to play volleyball."
"Then they'd have to stop and watch you get pounded by your brother too. Everyone would see what a slut you are for brother-cock."
Emily couldn't sit still any longer. A little kissing and fondling wasn't going to be enough if Jaime was going to keep turning her on like that. She grabbed her girly-dressed brother and dragged him out of the gym. She led him on a roundabout route until they got to the girls' locker room from the hallway side. They snuck in without anyone seeing them.
"You naughty boy," Emily said once they had a little privacy. "Making your poor sister so horny and wet."
Jaime grinned. "I'm sorry. How can I ever make it up to you?"
"Hmm, that's a tough one. How about you fuck the shit out of one of my little holes while I think about it?"
"Deal."
Jaime started to pull off his shirt, but Emily shook her head.
"Leave your outfit on. It's kinda cute."
"Are you serious? I'm all... girly."
"Mmhm. And you're totally adorable too."
Emily pulled her pants off before Jaime could start arguing. Just as she hoped, the sight of her sweet little pussy made him shut right up. She braced herself against the wall and stuck her butt out enticingly.
"Goddamn you have a nice ass, Em."
"Mmm, I do, don't I?"
"Sure do. Especially your butthole. It's one of my top three favourite things about you."
Emily giggled. "Let me guess. The other two things are my pussy and mouth, right?"
"Damn straight."
"You're so sweet sometimes." Emily wiggled her butt. "Now hurry up and pick a hole. I need filling up."
Jaime stepped up behind Emily and smacked her tight ass a couple times. "Well, I can't fuck you up the bum. That would let all the cum out that I put in there an hour ago. Guess it's your pussy by default."
"Yay! Pussy fucking is one of the best kinds!"
"Right next to face fucking and ass fucking?"
"Mmhm!"
Jaime pulled his cock out of his panties and jammed into his sister's wet teen cunt. They both sighed in relief, since their lives hardly felt like they were worth living unless of them was inside the other in some way. True love came at a cost.
"Ooh, yeah," Emily cooed. "Fuck my tight little sister-pussy. Fuck it until my uterus is bruised and I forget how to walk."
The sibling deviants fucked hard and loud in the deserted locker room. The wall cracked and began to crumble from the sheer force of Jaime's brutal pounding of his sister's delicate hole.
"What the hell is this?"
Jaime froze while balls deep in Emily's cunt. He turned his head to find that he'd been caught by the second volleyball team of the day. On one hand, this time was better because he knew Katelyn and her girls, and they adored him. On the other, they knew he and Emily were brother and sister, and they were committing egregious incest right in front of them.
"Oh, hey," said Emily. "Sorry I didn't make the game today."
"That's ok," said Katelyn. "Normally I'd be pissed that you were fucking around with some girl instead of showing up to play like you're supposed to, but you're kinda shit at volleyball, so it's all good."
"Hooray! My lack of competence at anything non-sexual pays off again!"
"Hang on," said Jaime. "Do you all think I'm a girl, and not Emily's brother?"
"Well duh," said one of the volleyball team members. "You look exactly like a cute girl, except for the big ol' cock you got shoved inside Emily."
"Besides," said another, "you couldn't be Emily's brother because you're fucking her right now. A brother couldn't do that to his sister."
"Right. Ok. Good." Jaime took some deep breaths and calmed himself. Their secret was still safe.
"Hey, speaking of Jaime, why isn't he here?" asked Katelyn. "And who's your new girlfriend, Em?"
"Oh, Jaime's off doing... something," said Emily. "So I brought my... uh... sister? Um... Jaymee? Yeah. Jaymee. My sister. Why not."
"Your sister?"
Emily frowned defensively. "Sisters fucking isn't incest, you know. Even if she has a penis, and is probably just my brother dressed like a girl."
"Well yeah, obviously," said Katelyn. "I just meant I should have known she was your sister. You look so much alike. You're both super cute and sexy."
Emily blushed and played with her hair. "Aw, thanks. That's so nice of you to say."
Most of the volleyball team had started stripping down for their showers. The first two to get fully naked approached Jaime and Emily a little shyly.
"Do you think we could play with you?" one of the girls asked. "Katelyn says we need to work on our oral skills."
"Yeah, and Jaymee's cock looks just as nice as Jaime's," said the other. "I really miss his penis."
Jaime and Emily exchanged a glance, but they knew they couldn't refuse a request like that. Not from two such lovely, eager little sluts.
"I don't see why not," said Jaime.
He didn't like having to remove himself from his sister's perfect vagina, but sacrifices had to be made. His cock came free with a sloppy, suctiony sound, then he and Emily turned to face the naked beauties.
The siblings were immediately pressed back against the damaged wall as the girls dove right for their crotches. One of the girls licked the copious pussy juices off Jaime's cock, the other lapped at Emily's pussy like a thirsty puppy.
"Ooh, that's nice," Jaime said.
His girl looked up at him with big, innocent eyes, and a shy smile. "Thanks, Jaymee. I don't get many cocks to practice on, so I'm glad you like it." She kissed the tip of his shaft. "And thank you so much for letting me get some experience on you."
"Yeah, well, I'm generous that way."
Emily took Jaime's hand and intertwined her fingers with his. As soon as he looked over at her, she kissed him deeply. He squeezed her hand and returned the kiss happily. It wasn't every day they got to openly make out in front of people while simultaneously getting serviced by a pair of horny mouth-sluts.
The rest of the team was kind of envious that they didn't get to play with Jaymee's cock, or even Emily's sexy little slit. They made do by just doing weird lesbian shit with each other, as was tradition for them. Jaime and Emily missed most of it, however, since they were too busy sucking on each other's tongue.
"Hey, Jai... whoops, I mean, Jay." Emily giggled at her mistake. "Do you feel like cumming all over the volleyball team again? Some of them are getting ready to leave, is all. So we don't have that much time to do it."
Some of the team members were, indeed, towelling off and preparing to get dressed. More of them were still showering, and the rest were busy shoving dildos and body parts into other girls' orifices. They all stopped what they were doing at the promise of a mass, solo-bukkake.
The girl working Jaime's shaft pulled off him. A thick string of saliva slowly drooped between his cock and her lips. "Really? You can cum as much as Jaime?"
"Um... almost exactly the same amount," Jaime said.
"And you'd share it with us?"
Even if Jaime had any intention of refusing, which he didn't, the number of naked girls with hopeful, pleading eyes would have overwhelmed his reluctance.
"Sure I will," he said.
A loud cheer went up from the team. Katelyn tried to maintain order and get the girls organized, but mostly they just formed a big, naked clump in an arc in front of 'Jaymee.' So many tits and pussies were jostled together as the girls formed up that Jaime exploded in orgasm before they were quite ready for him.
The girls, Emily included, danced under the sudden avalanche of cum. Their skin became slick and goopy, and their various body parts slid together sensually whenever they ran into each other. Overall, it was an innocent and fun way to wind down after their game.
Emily insisted on getting as many pictures as she could with all the other cum-soaked girls. Jaime wasn't happy about how many photos he got dragged into, what with his feminine attire and all, but there was so much sexy hotness going on around him that Emily could basically pose him like a doll without getting any protests.
Jaime's ever-hard cock accidentally slid inside a couple cum-lubed girls as he was manoeuvred around, which caused some giggling and teasing. His outfit got pretty messy from rubbing against the various bukkake recipients. He ended up with enough cum on him to fit right in with the other girls.
****
The siblings got a ride home from Katelyn once the cum-games, selfie taking, and general fucking around were over. They cuddled in the back seat for the drive, sneakily fondling each other out of habit. Since they were masquerading as sisters, they could have openly fondled each other instead.
Emily couldn't resist licking cum off of Jaime while they were all snuggled up together. She got a bit carried away and ended up giving him and herself a pretty thorough tongue-bath. By the time they walked up the driveway to their house, they were in almost presentable shape.
"Enough with the pictures already," Jaime said as he heard his sister's phone go off yet again.
Emily smiled innocently like she hadn't just taken an upskirt pic of her brother. "But you're so cuuute."
"You keep saying that. Doesn't make it true."
"You wanna take some pictures of me?"
"Why would I? I can see you naked any time I want. Your body is practically my property."
"Well what if I was away for a night or something? You'd want something sexy to look at, wouldn't you?"
Jaime stopped short. "Em, don't even joke about that. I couldn't get through a whole night without getting my cock inside you. I love you way too much for that."
"Aw, really? You need my holes that badly? That's so sweet."
Emily kissed her brother on the cheek, then took his hand and led him inside.
"I feel like I need a shower," Jaime said. "And, more importantly, to get out of these girl clothes."
"Ok, sure. But first we need to talk to Lil. I'm still curious about that stuff Ms. January was telling me."
"Oh, right. I forgot about that. Something about being forcibly cross-dressed by sexy, naked girls, then making out with my sister in public, then fucking her, then covering yet another group of girls in cum really throws off my train of thought."
"I know. You're so forgetful."
Jaime followed Emily to their sister's room. Lilith was still asleep, which was unusual for the time of day, but not unheard of given her odd hours. Emily pulled back Lilith's covers, then both her and Jaime just stood and admired their big sister's beautiful, naked form for a moment.
"She's gotta be our biological sister," Emily said. "She sleeps without any clothes on, just like us. And she's totally hot, same as us."
"And you and her have the same tits," Jaime added.
"You think?"
Emily took her shirt off, then carefully examined her chest. She felt both her tits, and Lilith's. She even pressed her breasts against Lilith's in the hope that would give her more clarity in the matter. When she started rubbing her boobs all over her sister's, she realized she'd become distracted.
"We need to wake her up," Emily said. "We can't have a deep conversation about important family matters if she's sleeping through the whole thing."
"Very true. How are we going to wake her?"
"The only way I know how; sexually."
Emily crawled between Lilith's silky smooth thighs and started licking her sister's pussy. 'Good morning' oral had never failed her, and it should still work even if it was well past morning.
"I mean, we could just call her name and shake her shoulder," Jaime said. "That's a much less incesty and sleep-molesty way to do it, I think."
Emily frowned. "Then what's the upside?"
Jaime shrugged. "You know, it sounded like it made sense before I said it out loud."
Jaime felt up Lilith's sweet sister-tits while Emily carried on cunnilinging. In no time at all, Lilith stirred, then woke.
"Oh, hey guys," Lilith said sleepily. She yawned and stretched. "I must have slept in if you're home already."
"Kinda, yeah," said Jaime. Lilith wasn't reacting to his hands on her boobs, so he didn't bother moving them.
"We have a question for-" Emily said before her face was shoved back into Lilith's cunt.
"I didn't say to stop licking, dear sister," Lilith said. "Don't start what you don't intend to finish." With her pussy in good hands, so to speak, Lilith squinted confusedly at her brother. "How come you're a girl today, Jai?"
"Um... perv punishment number seven. Or so I'm told."
"Oh sure." Lilith shook her head. "All the action you get and you're still peeping on girls. You really are insatiably horny."
"Well, actually-"
"I'm so proud of you." Lilith grabbed Jaime's long, girly wig-hair and pulled him in for a loving kiss. "You're really shaping up to be a true Nallister, kiddo."
"Thanks?" Jaime cleared his throat. "But we actually do have something important we need to talk to you about. Don't we, Em?"
Emily moaned an affirmative into Lilith's clit and flashed a thumbs up.
"Ok," said Lilith. "Go for it."
Jaime shifted uncomfortably. "Well... Ms. January talked with Em today, and-"
"She what? I thought I told Lisa to leave you guys the fuck alone."
"Well Em was walking naked and cum-splattered through the halls when she got called in."
Lilith sighed. "Fair enough, then. Em, don't be trying to seduce your principal. She's trouble."
Emily glared and flipped Lilith off, but didn't take her mouth off her sister's pussy.
"And so Ms. January said something pretty ridiculous," said Jaime, who hoped that it was indeed ridiculous. "Something about her being your mother, or something."
Lilith frowned. "That is ridiculous."
A wave of relief washed over Jaime and Emily both. All was right with the world. Their big sister was still their big sister, and-
"Hey, hey. Stop being relieved, both of you!" said Lilith. "It's ridiculous that you'd think she's my mom, but she is, in fact, my dad."
"Oh jesus fuck, Lil," said Emily. Her chin glistened with pussy juice, but her eyes sparkled with annoyance. "Why didn't you just say that first?"
Jaime slumped on the bed. "So it's true? You're not our sister?"
"Oh, Jai..." Lilith pulled her worried little brother to her bosom and held him tight. "I'm still your sister. Genetically speaking I'm only your half-sister, but I still love you just the same. And it still counts as incest when we fuck around. That's the important thing, right?"
"I guess," said Jaime, though he didn't feel any better about the situation. "But if Ms. January's your dad, then you're half demon, right?"



Lilith nodded. "That's true. I am."
"That actually explains kind of a lot," said Emily. "Like the way you feed off our sexual energy when you fuck us. Or that thing where you terrify people just by talking reasonably with them."
"But... but... Ms. January has a pussy in real life," said Jaime. "I've seen it. It's quite lovely, actually. She couldn't have impregnated Mom just by touching their pussies together."
"Shhh, it's ok, Jai," Lilith said soothingly. She stroked her brother's hair, or rather the long, luxurious hair of the wig he was wearing. "Lisa's had different forms. She's not as fixed in her shape or gender as humans are. She was a guy when she seduced Mom."
Jaime was on the verge of tears, despite his sister's consolation. "This is too weird."
"I know, sweetie. I know," said Lilith. "I'm sorry."
Emily was busy doing some tricky math in her head. "Hey, Lil? If you're our half sister... and you're half demon... does that make me and Jai quarter demons?"
Jaime managed a faint chuckle. "That's not how genetics work, Em. At least I don't have to worry about being-"
"Actually, she's right," said Lilith. "It makes no sense at all biologically, but mathematically it's absolutely correct." She shrugged helplessly. "I'm afraid you're both part demon."
Jaime's mind snapped and he went quiet. Emily, on the other hand, was adapting to the news pretty well.
"I always wondered why me and Jai were so stretchy and slutty, and why he came so much, and why we can go for hours getting throat-fucked with no oxygen," Emily mused. "Guess it's the demonic heritage."
"Actually," said Lilith, "mostly all that slutty shit about you two is just because you're massive sluts."
Emily nodded. "Works for me either way."
"No no no no!" Jaime broke free from Lilith's grasp. "This is too fucked."
"Jai, wait!" Emily called after him as he ran out of the room.
Lilith grabbed Emily before she could chase after her brother. "Not right now, Em. He needs some time to process. This is big news."
Emily hated to leave her brother alone when he was in pain, but Lilith knew best about these things.
"You're probably right. But it might help if he knew you were our three-quarter sister, not half sister like he thinks."
"What?"
"You know, because Mom's our mom, which makes us half sisters, and we're also at least a quarter demon, which brings us up to three quarters related."
"Em, I... you know what, just get back to work."
Lilith pushed Emily's head back to her pussy. Emily shrugged and resumed licking her sister's tasty, wet pussy.
****
Meanwhile, a disconsolate Jaime wandered the labyrinthine hallways of the house. He stripped off pieces of his outfit as he walked, leaving behind a trail of adorable girly clothing. Even when fully naked, his cock refused to stand at attention like usual. It was just one more worry to throw on the pile.
"I don't want to be a monster-freak," Jaime said to himself. "I just want to be a normal boy who fucks his sister constantly and gets used by female family members whenever they feel like it. Is that so much to ask?"
Jaime knew that Lilith only being his half sister-or three quarter sister if you did Emily math-didn't really change anything. He still loved her, and she still loved him. Her newly revealed demonic heritage was the scary part to him, even if she'd never, ever hurt him. Not in a way that left permanent marks, anyway.
"And who knows if this is even it," Jaime mumbled. "It could turn out that, like, Mom isn't actually our mom or something. Maybe I'm adopted. Maybe we're all adopted."
The idea of not being genetically connected at all to his family was too horrible for Jaime to dwell on. Emily was his one true love, and their romance was based almost entirely on super hot sibling incest action. He didn't know if they could make it through finding out they weren't related after all.
After figurative literal days of meandering and contemplating, Jaime found himself at his parents' bedroom door. He decided to trust his subconscious and go in.
"Mommy? Aunt K? Can I talk to you?"
Christine and Krissy, Jaime's loving mommy and daddy, were naked, sweaty, and in the midst of a hard fuck-session. Krissy was pounding Christine's pussy into a sexual mush, and had her arm up her sister's ass halfway to the elbow.
"Jaime, honey, it's not a good time," said Christine as she slapped Krissy's leg to get her to slow down.
"I'm sorry, Mommy," Jaime said. "I know you and Aunt K were just trying to fuck all day without interruptions, like you've done basically every day since she moved in, but it's important."
"I think it's serious," Krissy said. "Jai's cock isn't even hard. It's always hard. He's staring right at two totally hot, naked, boning milfs, who are also his parents, and not even a twitch from his dick."
Christine's eyes widened. "Oh shit, you're right." She patted the bed next to her. "Come sit down, sweetie. Tell Mommy what's wrong."
Krissy stopped moving inside Christine, though she remained buried balls and wrist deep inside her. Jaime sat down, still seemingly unaffected by their amazing, mature tits or big, soft asses.
"Mom, I found out you fucked a hellspawn a while back," Jaime said. "And now me and Em and Lil all have fucked up blood in us."
Christine hung her head. "I'm sorry, baby. I wanted to tell you. I had to wait until you were eighteen, because you basically didn't exist before then. Then you started pounding your sister all the time, and I started getting pounded by my sister all the time... there just wasn't a good chance to talk about it with you and Emily."
Jaime remained slumped and broken. "I liked it when I thought we were all fucked up incest-babies. That was normal and made sense. Now I just don't know what to think."
"Jai, you're still a fucked up incest baby," said Krissy. "And so is Emily. Lilith's fucked up in her own way, is all. We're all still a family, and it's still incest when any of us fuck each other, ok?"
Jaime shrugged. "I guess."
Krissy leaned down to whisper in Christine's ear. "He needs some major cheering up."
"I know," Christine whispered back. "But what can we do?"
"You're not going to like this, but I think you're going to have to suck Jaime's cock a little."
"Krissy! Jaime's my son! And what's more, I'm his mother! I could never take advantage of one of my children that way. Sibling incest is perfectly normal and I'm sure everybody does it or thinks about it, even though it's super wrong and bad and illegal. But a parent fucking their child..."
"I understand. It has the possibility of being abusive, and the age difference can be weird. But Jaime's eighteen and you're still in your twenties, so you don't have to worry about being too old for him. And I can assure you that you wouldn't be taking advantage or abusing him."
"How?"
"Just look at him, Chris. He's a bit sad. Sure he'll get over it in an hour or two and get right back to fucking around with his sisters and never think about it again, but do you really want to let him go through all that pain?"
Christine bit her lip. "It kills me to see him hurting," she said.
"So be a good mommy. Do what your kid needs you to do, even if it's a pretty fucked up thing, and will probably lead to more issues than it prevents now."
Christine nodded. "You're right. I have no choice." She raised her voice. "Jaime? Sweetie?"
"Yeah, Mom?"
"Do you think it would help if..."
"If what?"
Christine took a deep breath. "Would you like Mommy to suck on your penis a little?"
"Really?"
"Not for super hot mother son incest action," Christine said quickly. "Just to help you feel better."
Jaime's cock started to harden, which in turn lifted his mood slightly. "You'd do that for me? Even though you're so firm about not sexually engaging with your children?"
"For you, I'd do anything, baby. You know that."
Jaime was overwhelmed by the love his mommy felt for him. That she'd be willing to take his cock in her mouth just to cheer him up made him realize that they were, indeed, still a family. Whatever happened to them, his sisters, and now his mother, would always be there with willing holes for him to violate. Or vice versa, as applicable.
"Go ahead, Jaime," Krissy encouraged. "Use your mommy's mouth to help you feel better."
Jaime grinned. His cock sprang back to its usual, steel-rigid self. He bounced to his knees and shoved his dick down his mother's throat.
"Oh, Mommy. Your mouth is so soft and comforting."
"That's right," said Krissy, who was immensely turned on by the sight. "Fuck her face a little."
Christine moaned a token protest, but in truth she loved the feeling too much to want it to ever stop. Her mouth and pussy were stuffed with loving incest-cock, and her sister's arm filled her bottom up nicely. She was in sexual heaven. This was the sort of thing she's worried might happen if she let her guard drop even the tiniest amount.
Once Jaime had a good rhythm going on Christine's mouth, Krissy resumed thrusting into her tight mommy-cunt. The two of them pounded Christine vigorously until drool ran down her chin, and pussy juice down her thighs. Krissy even managed to shove her arm further into her sister's ass, then proceeded to give it a good fist-fucking.
****
Unbeknownst to the three, but knownst to us, Emily had padded sneakily through the hall, right up to the wide open doorway. Her eyes widened in delight as she saw Jaime facially violating their mother, not to mention the absolute reaming she was getting from the other end.
It was perfect. If their mother was taking Jaime's cock in her mouth, it was only a matter of time before she'd have to let Emily fuck her daddy. Jaime had done good. Granted, it probably hadn't been any deliberate scheme on his part, what with his confusion and turmoil and all. Still, though. Emily made a mental note to do something extra special for him.
Lilith, being even sneakier than her baby sister, put her hand on Emily's shoulder before the latter even knew she was there.
"Leave them be, Em," Lilith said.
"I am."
"Really? That doesn't sound like you."
"Well, like, if I run in there right now, there's a chance I can get Daddy Krissy to fuck me, right? Especially if Jai keeps Mom's mouth full so she can't argue against it."
"But it might not work."
"Right. Exactly. I only have a chance at an incest, here. Whereas if I wait and carefully invest the opportunity, I can guarantee many incests in the future."
"Holy shit, Em." Lilith appeared genuinely startled. "That's almost, like, actual mature thinking."
"You think so? I wasn't sure. It goes against all my instincts."
Lilith put her arm around Emily's shoulders. "Turns out you're kinda clever. I knew there was more to you than just being really, really, ridiculously good looking."
Emily tilted her head in confusion. "You did?"
"Not really. Sounded good, though, didn't it?"
"Ha. You got me."
Lilith and Emily stood and watched their mother get banged by her son and sister for a while. Her holes were getting deliciously and incestuously wrecked, and it made for quite a good show. The two hot sisters both got incredibly horny just from watching.
"Hey, Em?" Lilith said. "Want to go back to my room and do disturbing and dangerous things to your various orifices?"
Emily beamed. "Ok!" As they walked away, she thought of something else. "Hey, Lil? Ms. January did this thing with her tongue today. And if you're her daughter..."
"You want to know if I have a secret super long and dextrous tongue too?"
"Yes."
"Maybe if you're a good girl you'll find out."
Emily's pussy flooded with excitement. She could be good. She could be sooo good.
****
Jaime and Krissy pounded Christine until she was a sloppy, horny mess. It only took Jaime a few hours of vigorously throat-fucking his loving mommy to shake his bad mood entirely.
"Mommy? Is it ok if I cum?" Jaime asked. "I'm feeling much better now, and I'd really like to blow a load in your tummy."
Christine's sex-hazed eyes widened. Getting face-fucked by her son was one thing, but actually swallowing his cum was definitely crossing a line. No mother should drink her son's tasty cum, no matter how hot it was to think about, or how horny she was.
"Mmnngghh hhhgggmm!"
"What?"
"I think she said 'yes, please fill my mommy tummy with yummy cummy,'" Krissy said. She knew better, of course, but she was too filled with lust to pass up the chance. Jaime unloading his balls into his mother's stomach? Fucking hot.
Jaime unleashed a torrent of semen down Christine's throat. She tried not to swallow, but there was too much of it, and it forced its way past tense throat-muscles. She was ashamed of just how good it felt, and even more ashamed when the feel of the thick, creamy cum in her tummy triggered her orgasm.
Krissy came seconds later, completing the chain of orgasming family members. She unloaded her cum into Christine's pussy and uterus, which hastened the inflation of Christine's midsection.
"Oh shit, look how big Mom's getting," Jaime said. "Do you think we should stop?"
"Nah," Krissy said. "Your Mom's a pro. You should have seen some of the stuff I've done to her. This is nothing."
Jaime and Krissy pumped Christine full, then finally pulled out and let her roll onto her back. Christine's breasts and tummy were absolutely huge with stored cum. Sister-cum gushed back out of her pussy once it was unplugged, which slowly let her body shrink back toward normal.
"Aw, shit," said Krissy. "She's soaking the sheets and mattress."
"How did you not know that was going to happen?" Jaime asked. "You must have filled Mom's pussy up like that lots of times."
"Yeah, I have. I just get so sleepy and unfocused when I cum that hard into one of my sister's tight holes."
"Fair enough. Should I grab a new mattress from the linen closet?"
Krissy looked mildly embarrassed. "This was the last one. I'll have to pick up another pack of them tomorrow. I think there was supposed to be a good sale on twelve-packs."
Jaime nodded. "Probably best to get two or three of those, given this family."
While they waited for Christine to drain, Jaime played with his mommy's boobs a little. She was in too much of a sex-coma to chastise him properly. Her breasts were extra soft and bouncy thanks to all the son-cum inside her.
"We can sleep in my bed," Jaime said. "I mean, it's kind of small for three of us, but it's doable. Me and Em and Lil all fit one night. We had to be naked to save room, though."
"Sounds good to me," said Krissy.
In fact, if Jaime hadn't suggested all sleeping together, Krissy was going to. She was looking forward to the opportunity to snuggle with her son's cute little teenage body. He'd grown into such a hottie, and it was easy to see why Emily adored his butt.
Once Christine's pussy outflow had reduced to a trickle, Krissy licked it to clean up any remaining cum. There was probably still some trapped in Christine's womb, but Krissy didn't really feel like climbing up in there and giving it a proper cleaning. That could wait for morning.
Jaime helped Krissy carry his cum-laden mommy to his room. They rolled her onto the far side of his bed to make as much room as possible. Jaime crawled in behind her and spooned up tightly to his naked mother. His hard cock pressed right up into her lovely, soft ass crack.
Next, Krissy spooned up behind Jaime. Her cock, in turn, pressed dangerously against his butthole. There wasn't much room to spare, so she snuggled as close as she possibly could.
Jaime was tetris'd into an amazingly soft and comfy position for the night. The majority of his body was softly embraced by the warm, loving flesh of one of his super hot parents. Aunt Krissy's dick poking his butt was a little weird, but not to the point of bothering him. Soon enough, he was fast asleep.
****
A while later, Emily crept into Jaime's room. Her body had been thoroughly abused by her big sister, and she was feeling satisfied and sleepy. All she really wanted was to cuddle up naked with her brother and get some rest. She was surprised and delighted to find her mommy and daddy already in bed with him.
Emily, unable to pass up the chance for naked daddy-cuddles, pulled out her butt plug and kissed it good night. She set her plug on Jaime's dresser, then set about sneakily crawling into bed without disturbing anyone. It took all her ninja skill, but she managed to slip in between Jaime and Krissy without waking them.
With some careful manoeuvring, Emily got settled in behind her brother, and in front of her aunt/daddy. Krissy's erection settled just as nicely against Emily's butt as it had against Jaime's. Emily, though, was ecstatic about the feel of it against her, rather than just indifferent.
Emily was squished into place, and couldn't get back out even if she wanted to. That was just where she wanted to be; suffocated by warm family-flesh. She stuck her thumb in her mouth and went firmly to sleep.



        Saga of Littown Ch. 09

        Magical retcons and love tested by adversity.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/saga-of-littown-ch-09

Title: Saga of Littown Ch. 09

Author: Xarth

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Magical retcons and love tested by adversity.

Tags: neighbour, butt stuff, bath, excessive cum, double anal, cult, homing butt plug, futa, anal, family sex

Series: Saga of Littown


Author's Note: Along with the previously released 'lost chapter' of Littown, I actually had a partly completed chapter, which is this one. It has been finished, and I actually have been reinspired as far as continuing the story in general, which is good news for the handful of people still interested. Totally unexceptional news for everyone else. Anyway, enjoy the silly, incesty fuckery if you want, and if you don't, don't.
*****
Jaime woke to the delicious feeling of having his cock squeezed by a tight butthole. Somehow, as he'd slept, he'd accidentally penetrated his mother's ass. Luckily she was still asleep, or he'd be in big trouble.
There was no room for Jaime to disengage. His bed had become even more crowded than the night before when he'd snuggled in with his naked parents. Krissy's boobs and cock that had pressed against his backside were now replaced by Emily's tits and pussy. He had no idea how his sister had managed to sneak-snuggle him without waking everyone up.
"Is anyone else awake?" Jaime asked softly.
"I am," said Krissy, who had awakened to find herself spooning Emily instead of Jaime. "My dick accidentally went inside Em's butt during the night. Goddamn your sister has a tight ass."
"Yours too," said Jaime. "My penis is pretty firmly embedded in Mom's asshole. I guess that's what happens when you crowd too many people in one bed."
"Lesson learned," Krissy agreed. She shifted a little and had to stifle a moan as her cock slid deeper into Emily's bottom. "Is it bad that I don't ever want to pull my cock out of my daughter's ass?"
"Nah, I know the feeling. Em's got an amazing butthole. Her pussy and mouth are pretty nice too."
"I honestly don't understand how you do anything other than fuck your sister all day, Jai."
"Yeah, me either." Jaime rolled his mommy onto her tummy so that he was on top of her with his dick still lodged in her bum. "Do you think Mom would mind if I fucked her a little?"
"I think she'd be slightly irritated at being ass-raped in her sleep by her son, yeah."
"Oh." Jaime was disappointed, but not terribly surprised. "Maybe if I'm reeeally careful..."
"Maybe." Krissy rolled on top of Emily in much the same way as Jaime had onto Christine. Emily remained blissfully asleep and sucking her thumb in the adorable and cutesy way she often did. "What about Em? Do you think-"
"Yes."
"I didn't even finish my question."
Jaime shrugged. "It doesn't matter. Whatever you want to do to her will be fine with her. She'd hate to find out that her daddy wanted to sex her up, then didn't. She's got... issues."
Krissy looked down at her daughter's tight, teenage body. Emily was so beautiful it hurt. Krissy loved her sister more than anything in the world, and Christine was adamant about not molesting their children for some reason, but Krissy was already inside Emily's sexy little ass. She was already in trouble if Christine woke up.
"Use long, smooth strokes," Krissy said.
"What?"
"In your mommy's bum. Give her a nice gentle ass-fucking. It helps her sleep. There've been many nights when Chris couldn't sleep if I didn't give her an anal lullaby."
"Really? That's kinda cool." Jaime pulled almost all the way out of Christine's ass, then slowly pushed back in. His mother never stirred. "So this'll keep her asleep?"
"In theory. I've never tried using it that way before. But if you're going to fuck her, and I'm going to fuck Em, we need her to not wake up on us."
"That's true. I'll just have to do my best."
Jaime was far more used to rough, bone-shattering, cyclone-esque fuck-sessions. Being delicate as the summer breeze didn't come naturally to him. It took quite a lot of self-control to violate his sleeping mother in only the gentlest and most loving kind of way. The thrill of getting away with something terribly naughty helped make it worthwhile.
"Mmm, Mommy's bum is so warm and soft on my penis," Jaime said. "It's like a lovely cock-massage. I could fuck her all day."
"I know what you mean, Jai," said Krissy. "Sometimes I do just fuck her all day."
Krissy tried to be just as delicate in Emily's sweet little bottom. Her daughter's ass gripped her shaft with such incestuous determination that her strokes would have been slow even if that hadn't already been her goal. Even asleep, Emily's body craved family-cock inside it.
Unbeknownst to Jaime or Krissy, but once again knownst to us, Christine wasn't as asleep as she appeared to be. In fact, she was totally awake. The thing about Christine was that she was just as attracted to her children as Krissy was. How could she not be when they were such hot, slutty little things?
Christine tried her best to maintain a generational separation in their incestuous household. It wasn't easy when literally every member of the family wanted to fuck every other member, as was often the case in these sorts of stories.
When she woke up to an ass full of her son's delicious cock, Christine knew she had an opportunity she couldn't pass up. As long as she feigned sleep, she could get a lovely son-fucking without having to actually endorse it. She could both maintain order and get ruthlessly violated by one of her super hot children. It was the best of both worlds.
Jaime and Krissy tenderly pounded their respective buttholes while often glancing at each other. Eventually Jaime mustered the courage to reach over and grab one of Krissy's lovely, full breasts. He wasn't quite sure how she's respond to it, but he didn't need to worry. She was perfectly happy to get felt up a little by her son.
"You have really nice tits, Aunt K," Jaime said.
"Thank you." Krissy squeezed Jaime's butt in return. "You don't have to call me 'Aunt' anymore, you know. Now that I'm your daddy and all."
Jaime shrugged. "Yeah, but I'm not really into the whole 'daddy' thing the way Em is. I feel more comfortable interacting with you sexually as an aunt than a father."
"Fair enough. How about you give your aunt a kiss, then?"
Krissy pulled Jaime's head closer and pressed her lips to his. She made out incestuously with her son as he continued to feel her tits. The added naughty thrill really got them worked up, and a mere hour or two later they both exploded.
A totally asleep Emily and a totally not asleep Christine were each internally pummeled by torrents of incest-cum. Christine had bitten her pillow through several orgasms already, but now the biggest one yet took her as she was anally filled up with semen by her son for the very first time. It took all her self-control and a little luck not to make any audible sound and get caught out.
Emily happily snoozed away while experiencing some of the very sexiest dreams of her life.
"Oh shit, look how big their tummies are getting," Jaime said. "How have they not woken up yet?"
"Just lucky I guess," said Krissy.
Krissy smacked Emily's tight ass a couple times as the last of her cum emptied into it. Her daughter/niece truly was the most amazing little sleeping cum dump. She grabbed Emily's butt plug and shoved it in place just as she removed her cock. All her cum was secured safely up Emily's teenage bum.
"I don't suppose you have a plug for Mom as well?" Jaime asked. "I don't want to make a mess over my bed, after all."
"Sure do, honey. You just wait right there for a second with your dick up your mommy's bottom. I'll be right back."
Jaime was stuck balls deep in Christine's ass. It was probably the fourth best place in the world to be trapped, right behind Emily's three holes, but it was still kind of risky. His mother could theoretically wake up at any moment and find him buried inside her, after having already unloaded a swimming pool's worth of cum. She'd probably be a bit ticked about such a violation of her wishes.
Happily, Krissy flounced back into the room while Christine was still apparently asleep. Krissy held the largest butt plug Jaime had yet witnessed outside of some novelty items at the sex toy shoppe.
"That's really what we're gonna use?" Jaime asked. "Didn't you have a normal sized one?"
"Of course I did. Just trust me, though. This one's better." Krissy handed over the plug, which took both hands to hold properly. "Your mom's got a tight ass, but it's also super stretchy. We have to make sure she's plugged up tight so she won't leak accidentally while she's sleeping."
Jaime shrugged. "Ok. You know best."
He pulled his cock out of his mommy for the first time that morning, then replaced it with the tip of the massive butt plug. It took some pushing and persistence, but the large sex toy slowly penetrated Christine's super tight butthole. It finally popped into place and secured her internal cum load.
"Damn. Mommy's got an amazing ass," Jaime said. "So tight, yet so flexible."
"Mmm, don't I know it," said Krissy. "Come on, let's go get some breakfast and let these two sleep."
"Sure. They've earned it."
Jaime still had some traces of cum on his cock. Before he left, he rolled Emily onto her back, then stuck his penis in her pussy. He gave a few quick thrusts to wipe off any remaining semen, then pulled his cleaned cock back out. He patted his sister's useful little vagina, then followed his Aunt Krissy out of the room.
Christine waited a moment to make sure Jaime and Krissy were gone, then rolled over. Her tummy jutted obscenely out from her body thanks to all the cum her son had filled her with. She felt like such a bad mother for letting Jaime do that to her, but it was also one of the hottest things she'd ever experienced.
Despite the multiple orgasms she'd already received, Christine was still horny. She fingered herself wantonly even though her daughter was naked in bed with her. She was too turned on not to.
Emily awoke moments later. She felt amazing right off the bat. She was all tingly, bloated, and slightly sore from taking an anal fucking and massive cum load. She assumed Jaime must have dumped a load in her while she slept. He really was the best brother ever.
"Good morning, Mommy," Emily said as though it was the most normal thing in the world to wake up next to her naked, cum inflated, masturbating mother. "We have the most thoughtful sibling lovers, don't we?"
Emily happily caressed her swollen, sloshing tummy. She rolled to her knees and gave Christine a good morning kiss with only a slightly inappropriate amount of tongue.
"Morning, Emily," said Christine. "Please don't get so close to me. We really shouldn't be touching or kissing while we're both naked and I'm playing with myself. I am your mother, after all."
"Aw, but a little mother daughter action first thing in the morning could be so much fun."
Emily's tummy bumped sexily against Christine's. Emily giggled and put one of her hands on each rounded stomach to feel the soothing flow of cum within. Strangely, the cum in her mommy's tummy felt more like Jaime's than the stuff in her own. That was just weird. Usually her incest-senses were flawless and reliable. She must have still been groggy from waking up.
"Baby, can you please give Mommy a little privacy," Christine pleaded. "I feel weird about masturbating while you're turning me on so much. You're my daughter, you know."
"Ok, Mommy. You have fun with your tummy full of incest cum." Emily gave Christine's tits a quick and innocent good morning squeeze, then flounced out of bed. "I'll go see what Jai and Daddy are up to."
As it happened, both Jaime and Krissy were in the kitchen. Krissy was wearing nothing but and apron, and was busy preparing breakfast. Jaime was wearing nothing at all, and was sitting at the table while staring at his Aunt's big, milfy ass.
"Morning, Jai," Emily chirped. She smoothly straddled his lap and slid her pussy down over his cock as she took a seat on his thighs. "Thank you so much for the lovely present you left me."
Jaime smiled and accepted a deep, sisterly kiss. "You're welcome, but I should probably tell you it's not my cum filling up your tight, teenage ass and tummy."
"It's not?"
"Nope. Your daddy was the one pounding you this morning and using your hole as a cum dump."
Emily was so excited by the revelation that she came right in her brother's lap. Her whole body was filled up with her daddy's semen. That was even naughtier than if it was her brother's because she wasn't supposed to be fucking her daddy.
"That's so hot," Emily moaned.
"Thought you'd appreciate it."
"I do. I so do." Emily's eyes widened. "And that means Mommy's all filled up with your cum, doesn't it?"
Emily experienced another orgasm as she pictured Krissy fucking her ass as she slept, while right next to them Jaime did the same to their mother. It was so deliciously depraved.
"You're the best brother ever," Emily said.
She kissed Jaime again, then slid herself out of his lap. She got down behind Krissy's sweet ass and crawled between her thighs. Krissy's hard cock poked her apron out in front, and Emily had a magnificent view of the entire shaft from below. Emily hugged and kissed her daddy's cock as thanks for filling her up so incestuously that morning.
"Emily! Get out of there!" Krissy said. "You know you're not supposed to be playing with it."
"Yeah, well you're not supposed to fuck my little butthole while I'm sleeping either," said Emily. "So you're not being a very good role model."
Krissy hauled Emily to her feet, then smacked her on the butt. "That was an accident. And it's no excuse for you disobeying your mother's wishes."
"It was an accident when you ploughed my tight, teenage body for hours until you unloaded a whole ocean of cum inside me?"
"... yes. Shut up. Go sit on your brother's cock or something. Behave yourself."
"Ok!"
Emily settled back happily in Jaime's lap. With her pussy full of brother-cock and her ass full of daddy-cum, she couldn't imagine a better start to her day.
Christine stumbled into the kitchen shortly after. She was a little shaky from enduring more orgasms in a short period than was healthy. She'd covered herself with a robe, though it fit awkwardly thanks to her big cummy tummy. It didn't surprise her in the least that the rest of her family hadn't bothered dressing.
"Alright, kids. Go get some clothes on before breakfast," Christine said. "You shouldn't be wandering around all naked and sexy like that. It's impolite to tempt your parents into doing very bad things to you."
Emily pouted. "But Mommy, I like being naked and tempting."
"Yes, I'm well aware of that. You do a fine job of it, too. But I'm trying to keep order in this family, and having you all shamelessly naked and constantly fucking makes that very tricky."
"I can't help that you and Daddy passed on your incest-genes to me. I am what you made me, you know."
Christine sighed. "I know. I tried my best. Just... go get ready for school, please."
"Can't," said Emily. "There's no school today."
"Oh yeah," said Jaime. "It's National Arbitrary Holiday Day, isn't it."
Christine set her hands on her hips and looked stern. "Fine. I don't care what you do, just behave yourselves for a little while, alright? Jaime, why don't you take your sister for a walk, maybe. Get her some exercise that doesn't involve one of her teenage holes being impaled."
Emily perked up at the suggestion. "Take me for a walk like a doggy? Ok!"
Emily scrambled to her feet and dashed off toward her room. Jaime shrugged and stood up as well.
"Sorry for being so bad sometimes, Mom," Jaime said. "We don't mean to."
Jaime gave his mother a big, apologetic hug and buried his face her awesome cleavage. Her tits were so soft and wonderful against his cheeks.
Christine couldn't resist her son's apology any more than she could have stopped him from ploughing her ass earlier. He was just too hot, cute, innocent, and sweet for any mother to stay mad or annoyed at him. Unfortunately, he knew it all too well.
"That's ok, sweetie," Christine said. She stroked Jaime's luxuriously soft hair. "I just want you to try your best for me, ok? And maybe try and keep your sister in line a little."
Jaime laughed. "Em? Yeah, no. No force on this world can properly keep her in line. Except Lil, I guess. When she's got the time and patience for it."
"Don't forget your cock, Jaime," said Krissy from across the room. "You know Emily will do anything for a little brother-fucking."
"That's true," said Jaime. "I hadn't thought of it that way."
"Well go on," said Christine as she swatted Jaime's taut, supple ass. "Go keep Emily company. I just need a little while before I can deal with her family-sluttiness this morning."
"Ok, Mom. I'll do my best."
Christine and Krissy both watched Jaime's beautiful behind as he walked away. They bit their lips with poorly concealed lust for their amazingly hot son.
"I'm losing it," Christine said quietly to her sister. "I'm becoming such a bad mother."
Krissy wrapped Christine in a big, sisterly hug. Their breasts pressed sexily together, and Krissy's cock poked Christine's round tummy. "Don't say that, Chris. You've raised three super wicked hot children. How could you possibly be a bad mother?"
"It's true. I let my son fuck me in the ass this morning. And I let you fuck our daughter in the ass too."
"Oh. You were awake for that, huh?"
Christine managed a faint smile. "Even if I wasn't, how did you think I wouldn't find out? I know your cum, Krissy. The stuff inside me clearly didn't come from your penis. It had to be Jaime's."
Krissy stroked her sister's hair. "You always did have an excellent incest-sense. Emily takes after you that way, I think. That and the way she takes a cock up the ass."
"She was good, was she?"
"Oh my god, Chris. You have no idea."
Despite her fears about her quality of parenthood, Christine was still turned on by hotness and sluttiness of her daughter. Just the thought of her loving sister pounding their baby girl's tight hole made her wet.
"Does that mean you don't want to fuck my ass this morning?" Christine asked.
A slow smile spread over Krissy's lips. She cupped Christine's cheek with pure sibling adoration. "Let's go get you emptied out, then I'll fill you right back up again. How's that sound?"
"That sounds like just what I need right now." Christine kissed Krissy softly. "Thank you for being such a good sister when I need you."
"You're very welcome."
****
Jaime and Emily had gone to their separate rooms to get dressed. Or at least that's what Jaime thought they were doing. Once he was clothed, he couldn't seem to find his sister anywhere he expected her. A little searching revealed that she was, in fact, taking a bath.
"What the hell are you doing, Em?"
Emily grinned at her brother from within a bathtub full of hot cum. "What does it look like?"
"It looks like you emptied all the daddy-cum out of your butt, and now you're soaking in it."
"Mmm, and it's been kept such a lovely temperature in my ass, too. You really should join me. It's so very pleasant and soothing."
"No thanks. You're the cum slut, not me."
"You're so narrow minded sometimes, Jai. Boys can be cum sluts too."
"Yes, but only if they want to be. Personally, I'd much rather be covering and filling you than have someone do those things to me."
Emily considered the point. "I like it better that way too," she admitted.
Emily ducked her head under the surface, submerging herself in entirely in daddy-goo. She came back up fully slimed. Cum soaked her hair and obscured her face.
"Alright, you have your little cum bath," Jaime said. "Let me know when you're done."
He leaned in and gave Emily a very quick kiss so as to only get a small amount of semen on his lips and tongue.
"Ok, Jai. I'll try to be quick. An hour or two of luxuriating in my sweet, incesty cum bath at the very outside."



Jaime left Emily to her sinful pleasure. The sounds of loud, sloppy fucking emanated from the kitchen where his parents had fallen victim to their forbidden lusts once again. Jaime decided to investigate on the basis of 'because he could.'
Christine was getting her tight mommy-cunt absolutely demolished by her sister. Krissy pounded her from behind like an actual incest machine. Christine was bent over the counter and was very nearly being slammed through the wall with every thrust.
Jaime helped himself to some breakfast while his parents fucked right in front of him. They remained blissfully unaware of his presence even as he sat down at the table. He idly watched his Aunt Krissy's ass pounding away as he ate.
It was only when he brought his dishes to the sink that Krissy realized she and her sister weren't alone. It turned her on immensely to know that Jaime had witnessed his mommy's pussy getting destroyed and had casually eaten his breakfast anyway.
Krissy grabbed Jaime's arm before he could leave. "Take your clothes off," she whispered.
Jaime glanced at Christine. "I don't think Mom would like that. I already fucked her once this morning. Any more than that would be pushing it."
"Don't worry about that. Just get naked for me."
It was hard for Jaime to resist sexual orders from his mega-hot aunt, who technically was also his super-hot daddy. He removed his clothing while keeping an eye on his mother in case she turned her head and saw him.
Krissy's eyes grew even wider with lust as her son/nephew became increasingly naked. He had such a hot little body, and his steel-shaft of a cock was basically the pinnacle of sexuality.
"Krissyyy," Christine whined. "Don't stop pounding your sister's tight pussyyy."
Krissy smacked her sister's tight, jiggly butt. "Just a second, alright?"
With a regretful sigh, Krissy pulled her cock out of Christine's lovely, warm hole. She quickly pulled Jaime into place, and forced him to replace her inside his mommy's wet cunt.
Jaime's cock slid easily into place inside his mommy. That was basically what she was made for, after all. Taking her son's penis was as natural to her body as breathing, even if she refused to admit it.
"Oh my god, Aunt K," Jaime whispered quietly so Christine wouldn't hear. "I'm actually inside Mommy's pussy. And she has no idea!"
"First her ass, now her cunt," Krissy whispered back. "What a lucky boy, getting to sneakily fuck his mommy twice in one morning."
"Krissy? Why does your dick feel like Jaime's all of a sudden?" Christine asked.
"Just something I'm trying out, babe," Krissy said. "Do you like it?"
"It's kind of strange. It feels just like our son walked in on us and casually started fucking me."
"Yes, almost exactly like that," Krissy agreed. "Maybe he knows his mommy is a total incest-slut and really wants to get fucked by her son all the time, but she just can't admit it."
Christine moaned loudly at the thought of being Jaime's fuck toy. She had no idea how Krissy was making her feel like she was being son-fucked, but she was totally getting off on it.
While Jaime stealthily ravaged his mommy's tight hole, Krissy proceeded to phase two of her master plan. Her cock was well lubed with sister-pussy already. With careful positioning, she stepped behind Jaime just as he pulled backward and let him impale his own ass on her big, slick erection.
Krissy slapped her hand over Jaime's mouth before he could make a sound. She shoved her hips forward and made sure his tight little butthole was totally filled.
"Shush, little one," Krissy whispered in his ear. "Don't let your mommy know you're here."
Christine, impatient for her presumed sister-fucking but actual son-fucking, thrust her ass back against Jaime. Her big, soft bottom pressed against him, and his cock was completely engulfed by her wonderful mommy-cunt.
It was quite an exquisite, and somewhat painful, feeling to be sandwiched between his two parents like that. Jaime had his mother's soft, loving ass, hips, and pussy on one side, and his daddy/aunt's equally soft and loving tits, tummy, and thighs on the other. The big cock ruthlessly shoved up his ass was the one anomaly in an otherwise gentle and sensual embrace.
Krissy moved her hips slowly at first, but soon up to full fucking speed. Jaime was dragged along with her movements, and ended up being little more than a human condom as Krissy vicariously fucked her sister through him. The friction from Jaime's tight, teen ass was much greater than from Christine's tight, milf pussy, so Jaime didn't really get much in the way of a butt fucking. Certainly nothing like what he was used to with his sisters.
It was a bit confusing for Jaime when Krissy came inside him. He'd never been on the receiving end of a hot load of gooey, incestuous cum filling up his insides before. It was a feeling unlike anything else he'd experienced. It only got newer and stranger when his ass was packed, and his body had to stretch to accommodate the excess.
Once again, Krissy covered Jaime's mouth to prevent any sounds escaping. He moaned silently into her palm as his tummy expanded with its new creamy filling, and a few especially hard shots of cum trickled out his nose. Emily was right; it did kind of sting when that happened.
Finally the flow ended. Krissy hugged her son from behind, still luxuriating in the novelty of making him her cum depository for the first time. She pulled him back and out of Christine's mommy-pussy, then slowly began to withdraw from his stuffed ass.
"Clench up tight," Krissy whispered. "Try to keep the cum in until you can get to a bathroom or outside or something."
Jaime nodded, and somehow managed to keep almost all of the sexy, slippery liquid inside. He felt about eleven or twelve months pregnant, and the size of his tummy would have fooled most observers as well.
Krissy quickly reinserted herself in Christine's waiting cunt before the latter could grow suspicious and perhaps turn her head slightly to see what was going on. That would never do. If she saw her son in his current state, she'd certainly figure out that something untoward had occurred.
With a last glance at his totally wicked hot parents fucking their brains out, Jaime proceeded to waddle to the door. It was closer than the bathroom, and he needed to get emptied out. He didn't have the natural talent for storing incest-cum the way Emily did.
Much to Jaime's surprise, there were three strangers standing just outside the front door when he opened it. They all wore mysterious cloaks with big hoods that cloaked their faces in shadow. All three figures tilted their heads at the sight of Jaime's naked body, expanded tummy, and fully hard cock.
"Now's not a good time for selling Cult Scout cookies," Jaime said. "I'd come back later if I were you."
"We are not here to sell cookies," droned the three mysterious figures as one. "We are seeking dens of iniquity and vice."
"Oh. Well done, then."
"We are the Consortium of Undoing Naughty Tendencies. We are-"
"You're C.U.N.T.s?"
"We prefer not to use the acronym, actually."
"Fair enough. What do you want? I'm kind of in the middle of something, here."
The robed figures surveyed Jaime's sinful body. "Yes, we can see that. That is why we have come."
Jaime frowned. "Hey, don't be perving on me like that." He paused. "Unless you're all secretly hot girls under your dresses. Then it's ok."
This time, the strangers ignore Jaime. They began to chant foreign sounding words and wave their arms in suitably mysterious ways. Jaime patiently waited until they were done.
"The house has been cleansed," said the C.U.N.T.s. "Our work here is done."
"Uh, great. Thanks. I guess. Bugger off now, would you?"
The three robed freaks buggered off. Jaime watched them to make sure they really left, and didn't just hide behind a bush or something. He then waddled onto the lawn and relaxed his butthole. He sighed in relief as Aunt Krissy's cum poured out of him and allowed his body to return to normal.
Jaime's thoughts were still on his aunt as he returned inside. He wondered if he'd get a chance to fuck her up the ass. It seemed only fair given the abuse he'd just been subjected to, and it would certainly help him on his way to completing the anal-violation of every female family member. Her butt probably felt just like his mother's, he assumed, and would therefore be just as lovely a place to stick his cock for a while.
However, instead of the perfectly normal sight of his naked, super hot parents banging frantically in the middle of the kitchen, Jaime walked in on something far more disturbing. Christine and Krissy each stood frozen at opposite sides of the room, seemingly embarrassed and ashamed. That wasn't something Jaime was at all used to from his family.
"What's up?" Jaime asked. "Everything alright?"
His parents quickly covered their tits with one arm, and their respective pussy and cock with the other. Their efforts were fairly futile given the voluptuousness of their bodies. If anything, it was kind of sexy seeing them trying in vain to establish some modesty.
"Jaime! Don't look at us!" Christine cried. "We're naked!"
Jaime frowned. "I know. I can see that."
"We're your mother and aunt," Krissy added. "You shouldn't look at us when we have no clothes on."
Jaime sighed. "You're technically right, but I thought we were past this sort of false modesty. We were well on the way to the house being a constant incest fuck fest."
Christine gasped. "We most certainly were not!"
"We were too. I mean just this morning..." Jaime trailed off as he realized he probably shouldn't inform his mother that he'd fucked both her pussy and ass within the past few hours. "Aunt Krissy was just pounding you in the middle of the kitchen," he said instead."
Krissy, however, shook her head. "No way. Chris is my sister. I would never have sex with her. Somehow we ended up naked together down here, which is totally inappropriate, but sex between any of us would never, ever happen."
Jaime was totally, fully, completely confused for a moment. Then he remembered the robed C.U.N.T.s. "Son of a bitch," he muttered. "Those assholes actually did some kind of magic shit on us."
"What's that, sweetie?" Christine asked.
"Nothing, Mom. Why don't you and Krissy go get dressed for now. I'll worry about trying to bury my cock inside Krissy's big auntly ass later."
"Ok, honey. That sounds like a good idea. We really should put some clothes on. This is so very inappropriate." Christine frowned. "But you really shouldn't make jokes about sticking your penis in Krissy or me."
"Sure, Mom. Sorry about that."
Jaime watched Christine and Krissy's lovely parental asses as they walked away. They were so busy trying and failing to cover their fronts they forgot about their rears. Still, he couldn't spend too long daydreaming about bending his aunt over and pounding her butt, or tricking his mother into sucking him off and completing the morning trifecta. There were shenanigans afoot, and something had to be done.
Emily had just finished rinsing the last of the cum out of her hair, and was desperately trying to get the remainder of her bath to go down the drain. The bath tub was made to handle water, however, not thick, creamy cum. It was only draining very, very slowly.
Jaime walked in on his sister without knocking, still very naked and erect. He didn't even contemplate that it might cause problems. This was Emily, after all.
"Hey, Em? There's something weird going-"
"Eeek! Get out, Jai! I'm naked in here! Didn't you ever learn to knock?"
Jaime frowned. This was even more troubling than with his parents. "You're worried about me seeing you naked?"
After a moment of shock, Emily threw her arm across her tits, and her hand across her little pussy. She glared fiercely at Jaime.
"Of course I'm worried about it. You're my brother. I don't know why you're being a total perv right now. That's so gross, you coming in here without any clothes, and with your penis all hard like that."
Jaime's bottom lip quivered. "I... you... are you saying you don't want my penis in you? Even a little bit?"
"Ew! Of course not. You're my brother, dumbass."
That was too much. Jaime turned away and stumbled down the hall. His whole body shook and trembled with fear and uncertainty. Emily, the most lust-filled sister-slut one could ever imagine, was acting like they'd never seen each other naked before, let alone fucked each other in their various holes at every opportunity. It was like losing a piece of himself, and he didn't know what to do about it.
There was only one more person to try, one last shining hope in the tightening darkness.
Lilith was still asleep, as was normal for her before noon. Normally Jaime wouldn't aggressively wake her up, but this was an emergency.
"Lil! Lil!" he called as he bounced on her bed and shook her shoulder vigorously.
"Hey! Fuck off! I'm sleeping."
Jaime felt a small ray of potential. "I'm naked in your bed with you," he said.
"So what? Get the fuck out and let me sleep."
"Oh thank fuck. You're still normal."
Lilith rolled over and glared at her brother. "What does that mean? And am I going to care enough to make waking me up worth the punishment you're going to get?"
"Lil..." Jaime swallowed hard and fought back tears. "Mom and Aunt K... they don't want to fuck each other anymore. And they were embarrassed to see each other naked, and even more so when I saw them."
"So?"
"And Em kicked me out of the bathroom when I walked in on her."
"So?"
"Lil, we were both naked. I was hard. I asked if she wanted my cock in any of her holes." Jaime swallowed back tears again. "She didn't."
Lilith sat bolt upright. "You're fucking with me, right? Emily didn't want to get filled up with brother-cock? That's not possible."
"That's what I thought. I just... I don't know what to do, Lil. You're the only one except me who wasn't brain-raped by those C.U.N.T.s."
"Cunts? What did they do?"
"No, no. C.U.N.T.s. Like this weird cult or whatever. They chanted a bit and did wiggly things with their fingers, and now three of my four family members are dead set against incest."
Lilith pulled Jaime in close and hugged him tightly. His face pressed against her soft sister-tits, and her hair tickled his neck.
"It's ok, little one," she said soothingly. "I'm still her. Your big sis still has your back."
"Thanks, Lil. My world's kinda falling apart on me. It really helps to know you'd still pound my ass with a strapon at the slightest whim."
"Of course I would, Jai. You can count on me. Those cultist fucks-"
"C.U.N.T.s."
"Right, them. They can't mess with my head so easily. I've got enough demon blood in my veins to withstand such amateur attempts."
"You think that's what it was?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"But what about me? How come Em got affected and I didn't?"
Lilith thought for a moment. "Were you doing anything unusual at the time?"
"Um... I guess I was kinda filled up with Aunt K's special sex sauce."
"Yeah, that'd probably do it. If you were stuffed full of incest-cum, it probably shielded you from magical interference."
Jaime frowned. "But Em was taking a perfectly normal cum bath. She should have been protected too."
Lilith threw her hands in the air. "I dunno, bro. Maybe she was out of the bath, maybe it had to be internal. I'm just doing my best and making some educated guesses."
"You're right, I'm sorry. I'm just... you know."
"I know, Jai." Lilith rubbed her brother's back sympathetically. "It's going to be rough, but we'll get through this. I promise."
"I don't know if I can do it, Lil. Em's the love of my life and my sole reason for living. If we can't spend our days together doing weird incest stuff to each other, what's even the point?"
"It must seem hopeless right now. It'll get better though, you'll see." Lilith climbed over her disconsolate little brother, deliberately pressing her boobs against him in the process, and padded to her wall full of sex toys. "I think I know what might cheer you up in the meantime."
"Is it going to involve pounding my abused little ass with a strapon, with no regard for morality or my physical well-being?" Jaime hazarded.
"Sure will."
Jaime managed a faint smile. "Just like Em used to do," he said softly. "Thanks, Lil."
"Any time. Now roll over and present that sweet little butt, would you?"
****
Hours later, with a sore, well-violated ass, Jaime left Lilith's room. He walked slowly and winced when he took a step that was a little too long. He felt much better knowing for certain that nothing had changed between him and his older sister, but it would have been nice if she'd gone just a tiny bit easier on him.
After getting dressed, Jaime made his careful way to the kitchen. Christine, Krissy, and Emily were all sitting at the table eating lunch. They were all properly dressed, and weren't so much as discussing anything sex-related.
"Ew, Jai's still got a hard on," Emily said. "Mom, tell him to stop being gross."
Jaime's heart ached at the rejection he now faced from his one true love. To see the mix of amusement and revulsion on Emily's face where there should have been innocent delight was hard to take. She was treating her brother's erection like... well, like a sister would. A regular sister, not the incest-craving sibling-slut that Emily was meant to be.
"Jaime, please don't bring your erections to the dinner table," Christine said firmly. "It's very inappropriate for you to be aroused around your family members. I don't know why you do that."
"You used to understand," Jaime said under his breath. Louder, he said, "come on, you guys know I can't help it. I've been almost constantly hard since I turned eighteen. What do you want me to do about it?"
"Maybe you need to jerk off more," Emily said with a wicked giggle.
"Emily!" Krissy chided. "Your brother is going through a rough time right now. You shouldn't mock him."
Christine sighed. "You're right, Krissy. Jaime needs to learn to control himself, but he should be able to trust that his family loves and supports him. Even if it is weird and strange and a bit gross to us." She gestured to a free chair. "Come sit and have lunch with us, Jaime."
"Um... do I have to sit?" Jaime asked.
Christine narrowed her eyes. "That's a strange question. Why would you ask that?"
Jaime thought about explaining how he'd had his ass thoroughly reamed by Lilith, and all the filthy, degrading things she'd done to him. Her comforting had been effective but painful, and it seemed like a good reason why he shouldn't sit down for the rest of the day, perhaps even the week. However, Jaime wasn't sure his brainwashed family would appreciate the story of how he'd submitted to a brutal ass-pounding from his sexy, dominant sister. They might think it was inappropriate.
"No reason," Jaime said instead. "Just asking."
He winced broadly as he lowered himself delicately onto a chair. The pain was manageable as long as he didn't move around too much. He'd have to ask Lilith to go a little easier on him next time. Maybe limit their anal fuck-sessions to an hour or two tops.
Jaime was hungrier than he'd realized, which was pretty normal for him. He often got so caught up fucking his sisters that he forgot about eating. That problem, at least, should be mitigated in the near future. Somehow, that wasn't much comfort to him.
It was totally disturbing to Jaime the way Emily munched happily on real people food. She should have been under the table sucking away on his cock to get the meal she truly craved. Seeing her stuff her face with something other than cum just reinforced how fucked up things had become.



Jaime felt rather isolated as the rest of the table engaged in non-sexual conversation. He really just didn't remember how to do that. Mostly he just sneakily checked out his parents' and sister's racks, since it helped him feel normal.
Lilith waltzed in shortly after. Her hair was damp and mussed after a shower, and she was only wearing a little tank top and panties. Jaime tried to hide his smile behind food. Thank fuck for his big sis.
Christine coughed subtlety. "Lilith, honey, would you mind putting some pants on?"
"Nah, don't really feel like it," Lilith said. She sat next to Jaime and squeezed his hard cock under the table where no one could see. "It's just family around, right? Are you suggesting that anyone here would look at me in a sexual way just because I'm super hot and not wearing very much?"
"No, no. Of course not," said Christine quickly. "It's just... Jaime's having some trouble today..."
"Aw, you checking me out, li'l bro?" Lilith rubbed Jaime's cock through his pants. "You like the way my tight ass looks in these panties? That's adorable."
"Lilith!" Krissy said, coming to her sister's aid. "You mustn't say things like that. Jaime's your brother."
"Yeah, I know," Lilith said with a casual roll of her eyes. "Lighten up. Sisters are allowed to harmlessly tease their brothers. Especially pervy little brothers who walk around their family with big, obvious erections."
"That's true," Krissy admitted. "That is a totally normal thing for siblings to do. Lilith's just picking on her brother the way big sisters do. It's not like she's jerking Jaime off under the table or anything actually sexual like that."
Little did Krissy realize that as she spoke, Lilith was, in fact, jerking her brother off under the table. Jaime struggled to maintain his composure as his sister's smooth, delicate fingers did terribly naughty things to his cock. They'd be in such shit if any of the other three noticed something amiss.
Since she achieved most of her sustenance through siphoning sexual energy, being a half-demon and all, Lilith was done eating first despite being the last to arrive. She stuffed Jaime's cock back into his pants, then stood and motioned for him to follow.
"Thanks for lunch, Mom," Jaime said, standing awkwardly with his throbbing cock jammed painfully out of sight. "I'll just be off now. Lil and I most certainly are not sneaking off to do sex stuff to each other."
"I'm glad to hear it," said Christine. "Though it seems odd that you'd feel the need to specify that."
Lilith grabbed Jaime's wrist and dragged him off behind her. "Yeah, he's funny that way."
Lilith and Jaime headed outside into the bright and sunny day. It was amazing how practically every day was perfect 'no clothes' weather in Littown. Lilith stripped off her two articles of clothing, then slumped gracefully into the family's backyard hammock.
"Ahhh, this is nice," Lilith sighed contentedly. "Lying out naked in the sun. I don't do enough of this anymore."
"Are you sure it's a good idea? What if Em, or Mom, or Aunt K sees?"
"So what if they do? Nude sunbathing isn't necessarily sexual. And I know for a fact you and Em used to do way stupider shit than this back in the long ago olden days of last week."
"That's true," Jaime conceded. "We did some really stupid shit."
"And don't you want to come snuggle with your totally naked and super hot sister?"
Jaime's clothes exploded from his body and rained down in a shower of confetti. "Why yes I do." He glanced around at the shredded scraps floating gently to the ground. "I really need to stop ruining my entire wardrobe, though. I'm going to run out of clothes at this rate."
"Enh, that sounds like a problem for future you."
Jaime slid into the hammock next to Lilith. Their warm and attractive sibling bodies pressed deliciously together as they swayed in the breeze. Jaime tried to relax and enjoy it, but something still wasn't quite right with his world. Probably it was the fact that he wasn't technically committing incest at the moment.
"Do you mind if I play with your pussy a little?" Jaime asked. "I'm feeling a bit anxious, and some mild sibcest should calm me down."
"Sure. Anything you need, li'l bro. Just don't stick your fingers inside."
Jaime hesitated with his hand hovering over Lilith's tight slit. "Uh, why not?"
"Because I'm half demon and my holes really aren't suitable for mortals."
Jaime processed this new information. "So if I stuck my penis in you..."
"You'd probably lose it. Why do you think our fucking always involves me sticking things in you and Em rather than vice versa?"
"I just assumed it was because you like making us your sex-bitches."
"That's the main reason," Lilith confirmed. "But secondarily I worry about causing you permanent harm. Incest is only fun and games until someone gets pregnant or loses a limb."
Jaime covered his cock protectively with both hands. "So I can never fuck you? Is that what you're saying?"
"I wouldn't say never. Supposedly, with enough training, you could make your dick strong enough to withstand my vicious cunt of a cunt."
"How much training? 'Cause, like, I've fucked kind of a lot of girls in week since I turned eighteen."
Lilith arched an eyebrow. "I'm sure you have. But have any of those girls been any kind of challenge?"
"Um... not so much, really. Mostly they just jumped on my cock as soon as they saw it." Jaime paused. "I did sneak-fuck Mom a couple times though. Does that count?"
"Kinda. That will help build your agility, and your natural endurance seems pretty damn good from what I've seen, but it's not enough. You need bigger and better challenges if you're ever going to pound my tight little demon-sister-cunt."
Jaime nodded with fierce determination. "I can do it. I think. Probably. I guess."
"And let's not forget, you've still got to re-seduce Em. We can't let her go too long without some brother-cock inside her. I'm not sure her body could handle the withdrawal symptoms."
"It's so weird to think about actually having to work to get into her holes," Jaime said. "It's like some fundamental law of the universe is broken."
"Don't worry, Jai. We'll get you free access to your sister's pussy, ass, and mouth again."
"Are you sure?"
"Absolutely. I'm kind of an expert on sex stuff. In fact..."
Lilith sat up and grinned seductively at Jaime. She shifted a bit, then lowered her face toward her brother's cock.
"Wait!" Jaime said. "You told me we couldn't do that yet!"
"Not with my other holes, Jai. My mouth's fine though. I can still give you a sweet sisterly sucking."
"Oh. Well, ok then."
Lilith sank her soft lips over Jaime's steely hard shaft. It had been literal hours since he'd been inside a family member, so he was well overdue. Her mouth felt like heaven to him after such a period of deprivation, though in fact 'heaven' was not what Lilith did. There was nothing pure or holy about what she intended to do to her little brother.
"Holy shit! Is that your tongue?" Jaime asked.
His sister ignored the question. She had her mouth full. There were such a thing as manners, after all.
What Jaime hadn't realized was Lilith's demonic heritage gave her some sexual advantages, and not just the arguable downside of cursed sex-holes. For one thing, she was in possession of the second longest and most dextrous tongue in town after her father, Ms. January. For another, she could sense and feed off of sexual energy. This made her amazingly good at knowing how to get people off when she wanted to.
Jaime was awed and aroused by the things his hot older sister could do to him. His cock had never been in better hands, so to speak.
"Oh my fuck, Lil," he groaned. "Your soft little sister-mouth feels so good on my dick. I want to have my cock shoved down your throat all the time, now."
Lilith responded by swiveling around and planting her wet pussy right on her brother's face. Jaime hesitated, then tentatively gave it a lick. Nothing bad happened. He was careful to stay on the outside of her tight sister-slit, but otherwise was soon lapping eagerly at her like a puppy. He hadn't tasted family pussy practically forever, or at least all day. The taste of incestuous juices on his tongue was sweeter than any sugary treat could ever be.
The two pervy siblings sucked and licked each other indefatigably. They were in their backyard, totally naked, totally visible, and could theoretically be caught incesting at any moment. They didn't care about that, though. They were far too busy making each other feel really, really good; the way only a sexy sibling could.
Jaime was fully ready to shoot a load of hot, sticky cum down Lilith's throat for the first time. Every dextrous caress of her tongue or supple flexing of her lips brought him closer to filling her sister-tummy with tasty, delicious incest-semen.
Just as Jaime was about to cum, Lilith pulled her mouth off him and grabbed his cock firmly. She plugged his cock-hole with her thumb and held on as the massive sexual pressure inside him tried to escape.
"Liiiiilllll, what are you dooooinnggg?"
"It's called training, little brother. We've discussed this."
"But I wanna cuuummmm."
"I know. You're used to getting what you want from sex basically whenever you want it. You've got to learn to do more than that, to actually put some effort in."
Jaime's orgasm subsided with nary a drop of sperm expelled. He didn't much care for the experience.
"Em used to let me cum inside her whenever I wanted," Jaime mumbled sulkily. "That's what sisters are supposed to be for."
"Yes, I know. A good sister would let you dump loads inside her all day." Lilith shrugged. "That's not what you need right now. You need a sister who can actually teach you."
Jaime pouted, but he knew Lilith was right. These were desperate times; times when a boy couldn't just expect to use his sisters' holes for his own perverse gratification. Sacrifices had to be made to ensure a brighter future.
"So when do I get to cum for real?" Jaime asked.
"That's up to you. Seduce a girl. Find someone to be your personal cum-dumpster. With those C.U.N.T.s around, you can't rely on plot convenience anymore. It's all up to you."
"Are you sure I can't shoot a load down your throat just to get me warmed up?" Jaime asked. "You wouldn't even have to do any work. I can fuck your face and cum so hard that it fills up your tummy without you even having to swallow."
"That would be enabling you," Lilith said. She pulled Jaime to his feet, then swatted him on the butt. "Go and fend for yourself, little one. You'll be all the stronger for it."
Jaime nodded. He took a confident step forward, then stopped and looked around. He was so used to staying home when he wanted some pussy, and now that simply wasn't practical. Lilith was playing tough love, Em was mind-fucked, and even his parents wouldn't have sex with him anymore.
The neighbours were the obvious solution, for certain values of 'obvious.' With any luck, Alyssa would accidentally fall cunt first onto his cock, and he could blow a proper load in her. And if not, there was a chance she'd just be up for it anyway, assuming those robed fanatics hadn't spread their evil magic that far yet.
Jaime meandered over to the fence between his and Alyssa's yards. Karen, Alyssa's super hot mother, was lying out tanning her milf body. She was wearing a bikini today instead of being naked, or at least topless. That didn't bode well.
"Hello, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom," Jaime called. "Nice ass."
Karen looked over her shoulder and smiled. "Yes, it is a nice day," she agreed, having misheard Jaime's lewd comment. "Are you looking for Alyssa?"
"Sure am. Can she come out and play?" Jaime asked, then under his breath added, "with my cock?"
"You'll have to go ask her. I think she's busy studying right now."
Jaime frowned. "What's that?"
"Studying? You know, when you pretend you're at school, only you're not."
"I don't follow."
"When you try to learn or memorize things on your own. To prepare for tests and such."
"Nope. Not getting it."
Karen sighed in exasperation. "You know, you should really take your education more seriously. You won't be able to coast through your entire life on good looks and amazing luck."
"That's not been my experience so far."
Jaime vaulted over the fence just as Karen settled her head back down on her arms. The timing was such that she didn't realize Jaime was totally unclothed and ridiculously erect. He meant to just go in the house, but the big, beautiful ass on display, covered only by a little bikini bottom, was too hard to resist.
"That's a lovely swim suit, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom," said Jaime, who actually didn't give a shit about her outfit.
"Thank you, Jaime. I thought it suited my sexy, mature body very nicely."
"It sure does."
Jaime crept closer, then pulled her bottoms to the side at the same instant he slammed his cock deep into her unsuspecting pussy. He and Karen both moaned with pure sexual satisfaction as he buried his penis in her tight, motherly cunt.
"Jaime! What did you just do?"
"I, uh, accidentally tripped and fell. I think my penis got stuck somehow."
"Well... accidents do happen. Just get out of my vagina now, please. We don't want to let this be a real incident."
"We don't?"
"No. Can you imagine how sinful it would be for us to just casually fuck outside like this? I'm married, and you're young and naive and I'd be taking advantage of you, or something. Also, what would my daughter think?"
"Those are... considerations, I guess," said Jaime, who was far too cozy in his current position to want to give it up. "Are you saying this because some hooded freaks visited today?"
"Some hooded freaks did visit today, but I can't imagine why that would be at all relevant. All they did was act like they were casting some sort of mind control spell over the house. I don't see how that has any possible bearing on my feelings of wrongness about this current situation."
"Well you wouldn't, would you."
Jaime pulled back, then gave Karen's pussy a hard thrust. She moaned again as her instincts fought with the arbitrary sense of morality that had been imposed on her.
"Jaime, don't do that!"
"Sorry. I slipped again."
"Even though it feels really, really good, I need you get your penis back outside me where it belongs. This simply isn't acceptable."
"Sure, sure."
Jaime kept fucking his friend's mom. His hips slapped decadently against her lovely, soft ass. Her mature pussy was so warm and inviting that he just kept going and going.
Karen quickly put a stop to the sexy shenanigans after only half an hour of getting pounded by the hot neighbour boy. No matter how exquisite it felt, she couldn't just let it happen. She was a responsible adult, after all. It was her job to teach the younger generation about behaving properly.
"No, Jaime," Karen said as she pushed him away. "I just can't let you fuck me all day the way we both really want to. It's wrong."
"It is?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because... I don't know. Reasons."
"Oh, I see. That's too bad." Jaime shrugged. "Guess I'll go see if I can get in your daughter's holes instead."
"Jaime!"
"I mean... see if Allie would help me study. Yeah, study. That's an acceptable thing, right?"
Karen nodded in self-satisfaction. She really felt like she was getting through to Jaime. "Yes, that sounds like a wonderful idea. Perhaps if you put some clothes on first though..."
"Sorry, no time. Studying awaits."
Jaime flounced off into the house in search of Alyssa. Karen thought about pursuing, then decided against it and sprawled back out for more tanning time. Alyssa was a good girl. She'd make sure to get her little friend all covered up, and certainly wouldn't fall into bed with him at the first opportunity just because he was naked and had such a lovely hard cock.
In fact, Alyssa wasn't currently being quite as studious as her mother thought. Despite her head having been messed with by some C.U.N.T.s, she was still a teenage girl with all the hormones and libido that entailed.
If she hadn't been mildly mind-fucked by cultists, Alyssa probably would have sought Jaime out for a casual fuck to deal with her horniness. As it was, she had to resort to the more acceptable but less fun alternative of boring old masturbation. She'd taken off all her clothes and left her bedroom door unlocked, as was traditional for girls who were about to be caught playing with themselves. She was lying in bed with her fingers dancing around her clit when her door unexpectedly opened.
"Hey, Allie," Jaime said. "I'm looking for someone to fuck. You up for it?"
Alyssa froze. Jaime and his totally hard cock stood watching her as though it was perfectly normal for them to be naked around each other. Some deep part of her agreed with that assessment, but the shallower, more easily manipulated parts knew that it was wrong because of reasons.
"Jai! Get out! I'm naked! And also masturbating! Don't look at me!"
Alyssa covered her beautiful teenage pussy with her hand, and threw her other arm over her taut little titties. She was so embarrassed at being caught all exposed like that. Her life was basically over thanks to this incident.
On the other hand, and for reasons Alyssa didn't understand, she was more aroused now than ever. Just because a totally hot, naked boy with the nicest cock she'd ever seen was in her room with her, and just because he was gazing appreciatively at her utterly bared form, her pussy was flooding like crazy. It was baffling.
"Guess they got to you too, huh?" Jaime said.
"What? Who got to me? What does that mean?"
"Nevermind. The point is, you think this situation is weird and embarrassing rather than normal and sexy, don't you?"
"Of course it's weird and embarrassing, even though it's also secretly a huge turn on for me," Alyssa said. "What kind of girl would be ok with a boy who isn't her boyfriend seeing her naked? I mean, you totally know what my sweet tits and pretty little cunt look like now."
"I kind of already did," Jaime said.
"What?"
"I mean... yes. Now I know. How terrible for you."
"Exactly. This is figuratively literally the worst thing ever."
Alyssa carefully climbed to her feet without releasing her secure grip on her naughty bits. She shuffled warily to her closet while keeping an eye on her pervy intruder.
"You look really, really good without any clothes on, if that helps any," Jaime said.
"It doesn't," Alyssa insisted, though in fact the compliment made her quite happy, and even more horny than she already was. "Now don't look while I get dressed."
"Sure thing."
Jaime cunningly crossed his fingers when he agreed not to watch Alyssa change. He was therefore able to totally stare at her as she dropped her arms and turned to dig through her clothing options. He wanted so badly to just walk up behind her and shove his cock in. Apparently he couldn't just do that anymore. It was a strange new world for him to try and cope with.
Alyssa didn't want to risk being perved on any more by her totally hot neighbour, so she only spent several minutes selecting an outfit. Since a naughty part of her still craved Jaime's attention, she opted for a tight little skirt and a top that showed plenty of cleavage. She pulled them on, then turned to Jaime who managed to avert his gaze just in time not to get caught checking out her assets.
"That's better," said Alyssa. "Now you can't see my pussy, tits, or butthole."
"Your two statements don't make any sense together," Jaime said. "But whatever. I'll go with it."
Alyssa examined Jaime thoughtfully. She tried not to get too turned on by him, but she didn't have much success.
"We still need to get you dressed somehow," she said.



"Well, we don't really."
"We do," Alyssa said firmly. "Random boys can't just be naked in my room with me. Or even without me."
"I'm not a random boy," Jaime protested. "I'm a main character, dammit."
"Good for you. You still need to stop sticking that lovely, delicious looking cock out at me."
Alyssa returned to her wardrobe. She didn't realize that her skirt was short enough that every time she bent over, Jaime could see both her tight little holes peeking out. She gave him quite the inadvertent show.
"All I've got is girls' clothes," Alyssa said. "So they'll have to do."
"Aw, not again."
"Again?"
"Yeah, I was..." Jaime stopped and thought about trying to explain getting caught by a girls' volleyball team and being turned into a girl by them. "You know what, that's ancient history. Practically a whole chapter ago."
"Whatever. I don't want to know about your pervy adventures anyway."
Alyssa knelt in front of Jaime with a pair of soft, pink panties. Jaime thought about explaining how this very scene was turning into one of his pervy adventures, but thought better of it. He obediently stepped into the underwear and let Alyssa pull it up his legs.
"My penis might not fit," Jaime said. "What with being so big and hard and all."
"Can't you stop being hard?"
"Not in my experience. I mean, unless I go through some massive, life changing trauma. Then sometimes I'm soft for a few minutes."
Alyssa made a valiant effort anyway. She pushed and tugged and squeezed Jaime's cock in an attempt to hide it beneath his borrowed panties. It didn't work, and basically just felt really good to Jaime, which wasn't at all the intended effect.
"Stop enjoying this!" Alyssa said. "This isn't supposed to be sexy."
"Sorry. I'll try harder."
Unfortunately for Alyssa, on her very next attempt her hand slipped and Jaime's cock sprang right back at her face. It slapped her cheek, leaving a slight red imprint.
"Ow! Hey!"
Alyssa tried again with basically the same result. She opened her mouth to chastise Jaime, only to have his penis accidentally slide past her lips. Half his shaft was in her mouth before she could stop it.
"Mmm, that feels really nice," Jaime moaned. "I like your new plan better."
"Unnnff nnnggg ummmnnngghhh!"
"What? Sorry, I couldn't make that out."
Alyssa was having a hard time communicating with her mouth full. She resorted to sign language, though she was a bit rusty since she only ever used it when some kind of sexual nonsense forced it upon her.
Jaime tilted his head curiously as Alyssa made several movements with her hands and fingers. "Ok, I think you're either saying you didn't mean for my super-awesome erection to go in your mouth..."
Alyssa tried to nod, but again had difficulty communicating in her predicament.
"... or you want me to face fuck you until I cum directly into your tummy," Jaime finished. "I'm going to assume the latter, since it's way more fun for me."
Alyssa's eyes widened and she tried to sign a negative response, but it was too late. Jaime grabbed the back of her head, and shoved his cock down her throat. He thrust hard and fast into her wet little opening, treating her mouth like his personal fuck toy.
The weird thing to Alyssa was how much she enjoyed having her mouth used so roughly, or indeed at all. It was a totally inappropriate and immoral thing for Jaime to do to her, yet somehow her teen pussy was flooding like crazy. She wanted his cock in her, even though she really shouldn't because she was a good, rule-abiding girl as far as she knew.
"See, I knew you still liked this kind of thing deep down," Jaime said. "That mind-wipe couldn't have totally destroyed your enjoyment of casual, semi-accidental sex. I'm sure it's the same for my family members, if I can just figure out how to snap them out of it."
"Hm?"
"Nothing, ignore that. Obviously I don't fuck my sisters or parents. Just confused is all. Because... uh... your mouth feels so good?"
Alyssa flushed with counter-intuitive pride at being told her face was a lovely place to stick a cock. It felt nice to be so appreciated. It also felt nice having her throat filled with no regard for decorum or her physical well-being.
Alyssa began to worry that she was a slut. Obviously that was the only explanation for her inner acceptance of being face-fucked by someone who wasn't even her boyfriend. She couldn't quite remember why that was a bad thing, but she was sure it was. If casual sexy stuff wasn't bad for some reason or other, people would be doing it all the time, because it felt really, really good.
Firmly resolved not to let herself be a slut, and therefore not suffer the uncertain but terrible consequences thereof, Alyssa only let Jaime pound her throat for half an hour or so before stopping him. She had to push him away a few times before he'd take a hint. A mix of drool and precum trailed down her chin onto her tits, and she tried to wipe it away with the back of her arm.
"This is bad," Alyssa said with conviction. "Even though I know it was a total accident, we shouldn't have let things get that far."
"I dunno," said Jaime. "Your mouth and throat were very snug and wonderful. I think it might have been ok for us to do on the basis that I enjoyed it."
"Enjoying ourselves without hurting anyone isn't the point. There are moral codes for a reason."
"What reason?"
Alyssa felt trapped by Jaime's devious logical trickery. She diverted the conversation by moving on to dressing Jaime with a second piece of clothing, and not bothering with trying to fit his cock in the tight, girly panties she'd given him. She felt trying to get a shirt on him might be easier, which it kind of was.
"Why did you pick a shirt that says 'I'm a girl' on it?" Jaime asked, looking down at himself. "Literally any other shirt you own would have been less embarrassing for me."
"Hey, it was the best I could do," said Alyssa. "It very nearly says 'I'm a boy,' which I thought would be better for you than something pink and unicorn-y."
Jaime nodded. If he ignored the last word in the three word sentence blazoned on his chest, it totally did seem not terrible. "Fair enough, I guess. I appreciate the effort."
Alyssa would have tried to dress Jaime further, but they were interrupted by the sound of someone approaching her room. Jaime's cock was still sticking out, and her front was an obvious mess. It would be a disaster if they were discovered like that because... well, Alyssa still couldn't think of the reason, but she was more certain than ever that it was going to explain everything when she remembered it.
"Quick, hide your penis," Alyssa hissed as she wiped frantically at her face and tits.
"Sure thing."
Alyssa squealed indignantly as Jaime chose her pussy as the place to hide his penis. She couldn't even get mad at him because he was just doing what he was told. Her eyes rolled back in a moment of pure bliss as her tight little cunt was stuffed totally full. It felt so good having a cock shoved in her without warning, and it took her a few seconds to regain some kind of composure.
"Hey, guys," Karen said as she reached the doorway. She was still only wearing her bikini, though she'd at least pulled it back into its proper position to cover her. "How are you doing?"
"We're ok, Mom," Alyssa said in a nearly casual voice. "Just... hanging out."
"Oh! I see you're playing dress up," Karen said as she noted Jaime's quite girly outfit. "That's so adorable at your age."
"Yep, that's what we're doing," Jaime agreed even as he rocked his hips in small motions. "Just playing innocently."
Alyssa bit her lip and nodded. It seemed like Jaime was fucking her a bit-which felt incredible-but surely he wouldn't actually do that while her mother was standing right there. It would be so easy to get caught with his cock shoved under her skirt. There must be a better explanation. Like... maybe he was just having difficulty maintaining his balance, what with the precarious position he had to hold.
"You two want a snack or anything?" Karen asked, totally oblivious to her daughter getting fucked right in front of her.
"No thanks," said Jaime. "I've got everything I want right here."
Karen tilted her head. "That's an odd way of phrasing it. It's almost as though you're implying something that I'm not quite getting."
"Yes," Jaime agreed, giving Alyssa's pussy an extra hard thrust. "Almost exactly like that."
Alyssa, on the other hand, was desperate for her mother to leave the room. She was becoming more sure by the second that Jaime was fucking her, rather than just hiding his penis inside her which would have been understandable.
"Actually, I'm getting kind of hungry, Mom," Alyssa said. "I'd really appreciate it if you went and made me something. Away from here. Not in this room. Quickly. Please?"
"Sure, sweetie," Karen said. "Wouldn't want you wasting away."
Karen stepped closer, much to Alyssa's anxiety, and kissed her daughter tenderly on the forehead. Thanks to Jaime's fucking, Alyssa lost her balance and her face pressed into her mother's pillowy soft cleavage. She was totally embarrassed by the accident, but also so turned on that she came immediately. The sexual contact with her mom's tits added with Jaime's amazing cock did things to her that even her brainwashing couldn't prevent.
Luckily Karen didn't notice anything odd about the situation. She assumed, correctly, that Alyssa had simply stumbled a bit. She also assumed, incorrectly, that Alyssa wouldn't think the slightest sexual thought about it.
Both Jaime and Alyssa wistfully watched Karen's juicy milf ass sway as she left the room. The skimpiness of her bikini bottoms meant that she really wasn't covering all that much of her butt. Jaime's thrusts made increasingly sloppy squelching sounds in Alyssa's horny little cunt.
"This is so bad," Alyssa whined once her mother was safely gone.
"What, the fucking?" Jaime asked.
"No. I mean, yes, it is bad. But I meant the fact that I'm super turned on by my mom right now. She's so hot, and her tits are so soft and amazing, and I could watch her ass sway all day. What's wrong with me?"
Jaime gave the problem some thought as he pounded Alyssa all the harder. Since she had bigger problems on her mind, she basically wasn't even paying attention to her sacred little hole getting carelessly violated.
"You want to fuck your mom, huh?"
"Of course not! That would be incest! And that's, like, bad and stuff."
"Right, right. Bad. Buuut think about it this way; how great would it be to fuck your mom?"
Alyssa went dreamy-eyed. "So great," she whispered. "Burying my face in some mommy-cunt while you pound away at me..." She bit her lip and moaned through another orgasm. Rivulets of girl-cum dampened her thighs. Suddenly, her eyes opened wide. "Oh shit! I remember!"
"Remember what?"
"Before. We've fucked before, usually by accident or for teasing or science purposes, but still."
"That's right," Jaime said encouragingly. "What else?"
"I... I wanted to fuck my mom. Except I couldn't because of the whole incest thing. And I kept imagining you and Em doing sexy stuff for some reason, can't think of why."
"Yep. That's a mystery alright."
"What kind of freak am I anyway? Like, who actually gets attracted to a family member? It's so fucked."
Jaime's hips continued to slap against Alyssa's butt. Her ass jiggled with every contact. He pulled her top off, and she was so distracted with her problems that she hardly even noticed her tits getting played with.
"You're not a freak," Jaime assured his friend. "It's totally normal to be madly in love/lust with a family member when they're so wicked hot the way your mom is."
"You think so?"
"Of course I do."
Alyssa frowned. "But Em's wicked hot, and so are Lil and your mom and aunt, and you're not in love with or fucking any of them."
"Um..."
"But maybe... maybe I shouldn't worry about what other people are doing. Maybe if I want to nestle in my mom's big, soft mommy-ass, I should just accept it and move on from there." Alyssa stopped in a sudden panic. "You won't tell anyone I'm so messed up, will you, Jai?"
"Of course not, Allie. If you want to do horrible and physically improbable things to your mommy, then all I want to do is support you in that. Your secret's safe with me and whoever else I tell."
Alyssa breathed a sigh of relief. "Thanks, Jai. You're such a good friend."
"Sure am."
Jaime pulled out of Alyssa and threw her on her bed. He tore her skirt off, leaving her totally naked and helpless. In a quick, smooth motion he shoved his pussy-lubed cock up her tight, defenseless butthole.
"Ow! Hey! You just filled up my ass without even asking!"
Jaime looked down at where his cock was half embedded in Alyssa's teenage bottom. "Oh, sorry. I forgot some girls don't like having things shoved up their butt with no warning. My bad."
"That's ok. Easy mistake to make."
"Do you want me to go back to your adorable cunt instead?"
"Nah, I guess it's too late now. You're already in my butt. It hurts like crazy, but it's kinda nice too."
Jaime nodded. "And from what I've learned, the harder I fuck your ass, the better it should feel."
"That sounds reasonable. You better fuck my pretty little ass really hard then, 'cause it's hurting quite a lot right now."
Jaime smiled and set about absolutely destroying Alyssa's asshole.
****
A thoroughly ass-fucked Alyssa carefully walked into the kitchen several hours later. Karen was cheerfully baking cookies in her bikini and an apron. Alyssa bit her lip and stared wistfully at her mom's sweet, barely covered ass.
"Hey, sweetie," Karen said. "Are you guys ready for a snack now?"
"Uh... yeah. I guess," said Alyssa, though she had mommy-pussy on her mind more so than mommy-cookies.
"Great. I've got a fresh batch almost done."
Karen bent over to peek in the oven, which only gave Alyssa an even sexier view. With her mind un-fucked, and Jaime's support of anything to do with incest, Alyssa was more ready than ever to give into her most depraved desires. Right now, they all had to do with her mother's naughty bits.
"God, I'd like to snack on you," Alyssa mumbled.
"What was that, sweetie?"
"Nothing, Mom. I definitely wasn't thinking about cocooning myself in your ass for the rest of the day."
"I'm glad to hear it. That would be a very odd thing to even consider, let alone mention to me."
Jaime wandered in dressed in a pair of Alyssa's shorts and a cute little top. He'd managed to find an outfit that was slightly less humiliating, although his boner still stuck out prominently in front. There was only so much he could do.
"Mmm, that's a nice view," Jaime said as he too caught sight of Karen's magnificently displayed posterior.
"Isn't it though?" Alyssa agreed. "I kinda want to just lick Mommy's asshole until I run out of spit."
Karen stood back up. "What are you two on about now?"
"Nothing," Jaime said innocently. "Just remarking how nice that apron looks on you."
"Really?" Karen looked down at herself. "It's just an apron."
"Yes, but you wear it so well. I think it would be even nicer if you took off your bikini."
Alyssa clapped a hand over her mouth to stop from squealing in a mix of delight and horror that Jaime would dare try such a gambit. Her pussy flooded at the thought of seeing her mother unclothed. Of course, with her memories properly restored, she remembered seeing Karen that way many times before. Now, however, it was sexual rather than just innocent mother/daughter naked time.
"I don't think that's a good idea," said Karen suspiciously. "You'd be able to see parts of me that you shouldn't if I took off my tiny swim suit."
"Well we basically already can," Jaime said. "But you'll still have your apron covering you." He stepped forward to arm's reach. He put his hands out and pressed them to Karen's lovely, soft chest. "Your tits would be protected." He slid a hand down. "And your pussy of course."
Karen flushed a deep red. She couldn't help feeling like getting blatantly fondled by Jaime-in front of her daughter no less-was slightly inappropriate. "You shouldn't touch me like that, Jaime." She forcefully removed his groping hands. "And besides, you're forgetting about my big, juicy mommy-butt."
Karen turned and stuck her ass out to make a point. If she removed her bottoms, the entirety of it would be fully visible to both Jaime and Alyssa. She was quite certain that she shouldn't give the horny teenagers any opportunity to perv on her like that, even though she was sure they never would because they were good kids. Alyssa was her daughter, after all, and daughters didn't think naughty bad things about their mothers' sweet milf bodies.
"You might be right," said Jaime. "If you took your bottoms off, we could totally see your butthole." He reached to each side of Karen's waist and untied the strings on her suit. The panty section fell to the floor. "Like that. We can pretty much see all of your ass, and even some of your pussy too."
Alyssa bit her lip and started playing with herself as her mother squeaked and tried to cover her plump mommy-butt. Her mom was so fucking hot, and she was only getting more sure that she wanted some sweet mommy/daughter lesbian incest sex action.
"Jaime!" Karen shrieked. "You took my bottoms off, and now my butthole and pussy are totally exposed!"
"Yes, I know," said Jaime. "I was just demonstrating that you were right, and that you shouldn't actually take them off. Although I still think it would be fine to remove your bra."
Without the slightest trace of guilt, Jaime next undid Karen's top and slid it out from under her apron. Her big, soft mommy-tits bounced as they were released, but remained basically covered except for some cleavage and side-boob.
Karen blushed even more furiously and desperately tugged at her apron to get maximum coverage. It disturbed her that both Alyssa and Jaime were playing with themselves now. If she didn't know any better, she'd have to suspect that they both found her sexually attractive and had planned this whole thing in order to do naughty bad things to her.
"Our plan's going pretty well, Allie," Jaime said. "Ready to do naughty bad things to your mommy?"
"Sure am," Alyssa said. Her eyes were slightly glazed over from an excess of incestuous lust. She was hornier than she'd ever been in her life; even more than when Jaime had fucked the shit out of her right on the sidewalk where anyone could have seen.
Jaime grabbed Karen's arms and held them away from protecting her ass. Alyssa took the opportunity and dived to her knees behind her mom. She buried her face in the big, motherly butt and licked and slurped away like it was a melting ice cream cone.
"Alyssa, baby, no! Don't do that!" Karen whined. "That's Mommy's butthole! You can't be licking that."
"Sure she can," Jaime said reasonably. "That's exactly what she's doing, I think you'll find."
"She shouldn't," Karen insisted.
Jaime shrugged. "Maybe, but she is. And she appears to be loving it, if that puddle of pussy juice on the floor is any indication." Jaime grinned wickedly. "And besides, I think you're enjoying it too."
Karen gasped. "How could you say that? What makes you think I would ever enjoy having my super-amazing-hot daughter skillfully tonguing my tight butthole and making me feel really, really good and ridiculously horny? She's my daughter, Jaime. That makes this incest."
Jaime closed his eyes and let out a soft moan at the word 'incest,' which was after all his favourite thing. He had to take a deep breath and try to focus, since the seduction of Alyssa's mother wasn't quite a sure thing yet.
"Is it really incest though?" Jaime asked. "I mean, there's no penis going inside a family member, which is unquestionably the purest form of incest. Allie's just licking her mommy a bit. That doesn't seem too bad."



Karen bit her lip and thought it over, all the while having her ass coated ever more thoroughly in daughter-slobber. "It's still bad. I shouldn't be doing anything the least bit sexual with my daughter. And I'm pretty sure this is a bit sexual."
"Yeah it is," Alyssa chimed in. "Your big, delicious butt's making me so damn horny, Mommy."
"Not helping, Allie," Jaime chided. "Get back to your anal mommy-lickery, would you?"
"Yes sir!"
Jaime turned back to Karen. "Now, then. The point I was trying to make was that if I was your son, for instance, and I shoved my cock inside you like so..." Jaime tore off his borrowed girly outfit, grabbed Karen's hair, and slammed his throbbing erection past her meager oral defenses. "... that would definitely be incest."
Karen's eyebrows shot up in alarm. "Hnnnn gggghhhh nnnnntttt!"
Jaime laughed and patted her head as he gave her a nice casual face-fucking. "Don't worry, I'm not actually your son. That was just a hypothetical. This isn't really incest either."
Karen sagged in relief, some of the tension draining from her over-stimulated body. There was so much going on, and she was so damn turned on by this sudden sexual double-team, that it was hard to keep everything straight.
"I think," Jaime continued, "that despite your protests, getting licked by your daughter and face-fucked by the neighbour boy is secretly one of your favourite things that's ever happened to you."
Even though Karen tried to shake her head and mumble her innocence around Jaime's big, meaty cock, she knew he was right. Having her throat stuffed full of teenage penis was so decadently sensual, and her beautiful little girl's tongue-work over her bottom was so depraved as to make her knees weak. It was so wrong, but it felt so right.
After succumbing to the thrill and pure hotness of her situation, Karen's body relaxed significantly. She submitted totally to the forbidden pleasure and let Alyssa and Jaime do what they wanted with her; not that she had a real say in the matter either way. The mother had become the sex toy, her child's plaything, and it was the most exquisite feeling in the world.
Alyssa felt her mommy's tight asshole loosening up under her determined assault. She pressed her face even more eagerly against her mother's full bottom. The tight entrance gave way even further, and before Alyssa knew it she was actually penetrating her mom's ass.
Karen moaned in ecstasy as her daughter slid inside her from behind. The reverberations of her moan did delightful things to Jaime's shaft that was still pumping away in her mouth. Her butthole spread wider and wider, and still Alyssa pushed aggressively in.
For a split moment, Alyssa pulled back; just long enough to tear off her clothes and get fully naked. She then dove right back in all the way to her shoulders. It took some work at that point, what with widening out so much, but Karen's ass was well lubricated, and Alyssa wiggled her way in with pure incestuous determination.
Jaime was impressed with Alyssa's enthusiasm and creativity for her first time trying incest. He knew Emily would have been proud too, had she been in her right mind.
Beyond that, even, the sight of a horny, naked Alyssa crawling inside her mom's big, juicy ass was a sight to make even the biggest of prudes cream their pants. Alyssa was returning to the body she'd come from, albeit by a different route, and stretching out her mother's butthole far beyond expected tolerances in the process. The pussy juices pouring out of both mother and daughter showed just how good it felt for both of them.
Small sections of Alyssa disappeared one after the other. First her head and neck, then shoulders, breasts, tummy, pussy and ass, thighs, and finally even her feet slipped up Karen's overfilled anal canal.
"Holy shit," Jaime moaned. "Your daughter is actually inside you. Like, fully inside you. In your butt. Your naked daughter licked her way all the way into your ass."
"Hhhnnn ggghhhhh," Karen moaned back. Her eyes were rolled back with insane, brain-melting pleasure. She was far more full than she'd ever been before, and it was all thanks to her sinfully hot baby girl.
Jaime pounded the shit out of Karen's mouth and throat a while longer, then finally pulled out and let her take some long overdo breaths. He walked around to her backside and examined her butthole critically.
"Hm, seems to have closed up nice and tight again," Jaime said. "That's going to be fun when she comes back out."
Karen struggled somewhat upright with the help of the counter for support. It was tough after having been bent over to be used as a cock holster for so long, not to mention the eighteen year old girl crawling around inside her. She didn't get very far before Jaime's curious cock was poking at her butt.
"Jaime, no," Karen breathed, though even as she spoke she stuck her ass out at him and braced herself more firmly for the inevitable. She couldn't resist the amazing feelings he gave her any more than any of his other fuck-partners could.
Jaime shoved his cock into Karen's abused hole, and was suitably impressed by just how tightly it had sealed itself up again. If he hadn't just seen it happen, and if Karen wasn't bulging obscenely in weird places, he never would have guessed she'd just taken a whole daughter through her small sphincter.
Pounding his way deeper, Jaime soon ran into Alyssa's butt. He grinned as he realized the opportunity he had; it was too good to pass up. With careful aim, he shoved himself balls deep in Karen and simultaneously penetrated Alyssa's ass too. He had mother and daughter both anally impaled at the same time.
Both girls' asses were far too sore to be so viciously used the way Jaime was famous for, but luckily he fucked them so hard and fast that it just felt good to them. Because that's how ass-fucking works. Seriously.
Jaime pounded the mother and daughter pair for the better part of an hour, reveling in the double tightness of two inexperienced buttholes. Not to mention the incesty thrill of having brought them together in such a way, and then fucking them immediately after. Then, as so often happened to Jaime, he came like a fire hydrant and filled both girls up with delicious, sticky cum.
Alyssa got filled first, seeing as how she was on the end of Jaime's cock. Then he pulled back far enough to be outside of her, but still in Karen. Mommy got filled next, and any space in her that wasn't filled with naked girl was packed with semen. She thought she'd been full before, now she truly was.
After pulling out entirely, Jaime spent a moment just admiring his handiwork and, of course, Karen's big cum-filled ass. He wiped his cock off on her apron, then pulled her upright. He gave her a soft kiss as thanks for being such a good mommy-fuck-toy.
With a squishy pop, Alyssa's head slipped back out of Karen's butt. She took a few deep, gasping breaths after being oxygen deprived for too long. Jaime, nice, helpful person that he was, conscientiously wiped off Alyssa's eyes and nostrils with a towel.
"You could have drowned me!" Alyssa accused. "All that cum in such a small space, how was I supposed to breathe?"
"Oops, sorry," Jaime said. "I forget that some girls can't survive purely on my cum. I'm used to dealing with a far bigger cum-slut than you."
"Well, I guess it's alright. It was actually pretty hot being submerged in sperm, while also being inside Mommy."
"That's the spirit. You want to come out now?"
Alyssa bit her lip. "Actually... I might just stay in here a while. It's very snug and cozy, especially with the hot cum everywhere. It's like a super sexy hot tub."
"Nice."
"It is, really." Alyssa hesitated. "I don't suppose you could get me a snack or something, could you? I'm kinda hungry after all that fucking, and I can't really use my own arms right now."
"Sure thing, Allie. It's the least I can do after how much you let me ass fuck you and your mom today."
Jaime stripped Karen of her apron, leaving her totally, gloriously naked, then slung her over his shoulder. He filled a plate with fresh-baked cookies and carried them and the girls outside. Jaime carefully lay Karen out on her lounger on her tummy so that Alyssa's head poked out nearly upright from her ass. He alternated between feeding Alyssa cookies, and sticking his dick in her mouth.
"Ok, that's enough," Alyssa said after enough cookies to sate her immediate hunger.
"Enough cookies? Or cock?"
"Both."
"Are you suuurrreee?"
Jaime poked his cock between Alyssa's lips yet again and thrust hard enough to make her throat bulge. She glared at him, but waited until he pulled out to protest.
"Jai!" Alyssa said fiercely. "Don't use me like a fuck-toy just because I can't stop you and also it's super hot and turns me on like crazy."
"What if I ask politely first?"
"Well... that's probably ok. Manners are important after all."
Jaime grinned. "Good. In that case, may I please use your mouth and throat for dirty sex purposes, purely for my own sexual gratification?"
Alyssa opened her mouth to answer, and Jaime took the opportunity to shove his penis right back in. She rolled her eyes, but at least he'd asked this time. That was progress.
The next little while passed mostly with Jaime using Alyssa's poor, defenseless throat to make himself feel good. He wandered around to Karen's face and used it a bit too, but she was so out of it from continued sexual overload that it just wasn't the same. Alyssa was the main recipient of the current face-fucking, as well as the orgasm that followed.
Jaime held himself buried fully inside Alyssa's pert lips as he came. Her body, squished as it was inside her mommy's bum, couldn't hold the capacity it normally would have. Cum was soon squirting back out her nose as the only release point. From what Emily had told Jaime he knew that kind of stung, and since he was primarily a kind and considerate sexual partner, he pulled out after only a few more minutes of watching cum explode from Alyssa's nostrils.
The rest of Jaime's load was sprayed somewhat evenly across Alyssa's face, and Karen's naked milf body. The mother and daughter pair was thoroughly doused; inside and out. They were a beautiful, cummy mess by the time Jaime was done with them.
"Nice going, Jai."
Jaime turned to find Lilith leaning up against their side of the yard-dividing fence. He wasn't sure how long she'd been watching, but clearly it was long enough to know what had been going on.
"Thanks?" he said.
"Yeah, dude. Mother daughter action? That's the stuff. We're well on our way to getting you properly trained."
Jaime left the sex-exhausted girls where they were and hopped back over the fence. It was immediately obvious that Lilith was still naked, and despite having recently cum twice in and on the neighbours, his cock twitched at the incredibly sexy sight of his big sis.
"You really think it'll help me get ready for you?" Jaime asked.
"Absolutely. That was some stellar work; way out of your league if we're being honest."
"Hey!"
"Well seriously. Getting the daughter actually inside the mom so you can fuck them both at the exact same time? That's advanced shit, bro."
Jaime shrugged. "Allie kinda did that on her own. Mostly."
Lilith threw an arm around her brother's shoulders. Her tit pressed nicely on his arm. "It's not always about brute forcing things, Jai. Some of it is finesse, or recognizing opportunities when they arise. And seeing as you're a main character and all, there are going to be lots of opportunities presenting themselves. That, at least, cuts down on our work load."
Jaime nodded. "So, like, how long is this training going to take? Assuming things go as smoothly as today?"
There was silence for a moment as Lilith did some complex math in her head. "Three or four years. Roughly."
Jaime groaned in dismay. "Years? Lil, come on. It takes so long just to get a day written. If this is gonna take years it's quite literally never going to happen."
"Aw, cheer up. You'll fuck your big sister's holes some day."
Her words did little too help lift Jaime's spirits, but he made an attempt at a smile. "Promise?"
"Absolutely. Even our stupid author can't stand between us and our well deserved incestuous fuckathons."
Jaime perked up a bit. If Lilith was truly confident in success, there was basically nothing stopping them. It would still take time, though.
"So I guess we're mostly just regular, platonic siblings in the meantime," Jaime said. "Although I honestly don't know why anyone would choose to live life without fucking their super hot sister or brother whenever they had the chance."
"Yeah, no, people are weird," Lilith agreed. "But we don't have to be like them. There's still sexy shit we can do."
Jaime's spirits rose further at the thought that Lilith might mean more blowjobs; real ones even. Then he saw the look of evil delight on her face.
"Oh. You're thinking about pounding my tight little brother-butt aren't you?"
"Sure am." Lilith swung her hand down and smacked Jaime's bare ass. "Let me go strap something on and we'll have some fun."
"Alright, but next time you suck me off, I get to actually cum in or on you."
Lilith nodded. "Fair enough." Her grin widened. "I'm gonna make you work for it though."
Jaime clasped his ass protectively, already worried about what he'd gotten himself into. He swallowed bravely. "Deal."
****
Several hours later, Jaime was wishing he'd been more careful accepting Lilith's proposal. Sure she'd fucked his ass super hard to make sure it felt really good, but in the aftermath his poor bottom was pretty sore. Jaime toyed with the idea that a slow and gentle anal fuck that went on for a reasonable amount of time might actually be better, but quickly dismissed it as nonsense.
After gorging on Jaime's sexual energy, Lilith had curled up and gone to sleep. She hadn't even removed her strapon first. Jaime watched her doze for a while, partly because she was so beautiful and peaceful, but mostly because it meant he didn't have to move. Eventually, though, he needed to get up and sort himself out.
Jaime climbed gingerly to his feet, then padded carefully out of the room and down the hall. He winced with every step.
A shriek echoed down the hall, and Jaime looked up to find Emily staring at him. Her eyes were wide.
"Ew! Why are you walking around naked and hard, and looking like you just got fucked in the ass for several hours?!"
Jaime sighed. Goddamn he missed his sister. She still looked like herself, but she would have been horrified to see the girl she'd been turned into.
"I... fell down?" Jaime said.
"You fell down?"
"Yeah. Really hard. On my butt. That's why my ass hurts so much. And also I accidentally tore all my clothes off in the process, which is why I'm naked."
Emily folded her arms and narrowed her eyes. "That seems suspiciously improbable."
"Well the only other explanation is that I just spent an eternity getting ass-pounded by Lil, and am now barely able to walk thanks to it. Does that seem more likely?"
"Of course not. That would basically be incest, Jai. It's physically impossible to do sex stuff with family members. Everyone knows that."
Jaime frowned and tried to think of a single person who actually believed that. He came up blank. "Uuuh... yes, right. Everyone knows. And they certainly don't all have secret incest sex all the time when they think they can get away with it."
Emily rolled her eyes. "I don't know why you'd say something so obvious."
"Yeah. Me either. Anyway, I think I'm going to go take a nice hot bath and try to soothe my ass a little."
"Pff, whatever. Why would I even care?"
"I'm just saying, I might forget to close the door, and I don't want you to peek at me while I'm so naked and vulnerable."
Emily scanned her gaze over her brother's super-hot physique. Just because he was literally the most attractive boy in town, he thought she'd perv on her own brother? Gross.
"As if I'd even want to," she said.
"Right. Sure. But just in case, I'm definitely going to remember to close the door."
Jaime left the bathroom door wide open as he ran his bath. He even 'accidentally' wedged it as far open as it would go. If he was going to seduce his sister, he needed to use all the trickery and cunning at his disposal. Letting her see him naked as much as possible might help trigger her natural incesty desires.
There was a flash of movement in the corner of Jaime's eye as he bent down to check the water temperature. He grinned to himself, certain that his plan was working.
In fact, his plan was working almost exactly as well as he imagined. Emily, magically mind-fucked though she was, still possessed deep-rooted instincts that she didn't currently understand.
She'd noticed Jaime's lack of care with the bathroom door. All that talk about closing it, and he'd still forgotten. He was acting very peculiar lately.
Emily peeked at her brother while he ran his bath. She assumed, quite incorrectly, that he hadn't noticed her because he didn't act at all embarrassed about being naked in front of his sister.
Her eyes followed his hard cock as it bounced around with every movement he made. She was grossed out, of course, just like a good sister should be. But there was also something more, something deep inside that screamed at her not to be grossed out, that if she only touched that magnificent penis, great universal secrets would be revealed to her.
She wrenched her eyes away from Jaime's erection, and they naturally locked onto his butt instead. His poor little asshole looked like it had been severely pounded recently, even though that didn't make any sense. She couldn't imagine her brother would be that naughty. Boys weren't supposed to like their bums being filled. Even girls weren't, unless they were slutty. Everyone knew that.
Unless...
Emily gasped aloud, and only belatedly covered her mouth with her hands. Luckily Jaime still didn't seem to have noticed her.
There was an explanation for why Jaime would have been ruthlessly ass-fucked, and why he'd been acting so odd all day. He must be gay. That was the only possible reason for his shenanigans.
Emily, secure in her very incorrect hypothesis, walked into the bathroom. Now that Jaime was gay, she didn't need to worry about inappropriate behaviours anymore. He wasn't interested in her, so it was all safe and good.
Jaime, also incorrectly, assumed that his plan was going better than he could have dreamed. He stood up, cock pointing excitedly at his sister as she approached.
"Well hello," he said.
"Hey, Jai," Emily chirped cheerfully. "I've figured it all out."
"Already? That was quick. You always were clever about sex things."
Jaime advanced, arms and cock outstretched, toward his sister. She danced back with a silly giggle.
"Don't fool around, Jai. I know you don't actually want to grab my naughty bits and rub your penis all over me."
Jaime hesitated. Something had just gone terribly wrong. "I don't?" he asked in genuine puzzlement.
"Of course not. You're gay."
"Oh. Well that's too bad. Are you sure?"
"Absolutely. Your butt's all red and sore and gaping like you've been having fantastically rough butt sex."
"Sure."
"And that can only mean you were fucking another dude. Ergo, gay."
Jaime shook his head sadly. It was worse than he'd thought. The Emily he knew truly was lost. "That's the only explanation you can think of?"
"Yep."
"There's no way that maybe... it was a girl with a strapon? A sister even?"
"Ew. Don't be silly and gross, Jai. There's no way something like that would happen."
"No. I suppose not." Jaime stepped into his nice warm bath. "Excuse me a minute, won't you? I think I need to drown myself now."



"Oh now don't be that way about it. I'm happy for you that you've figured out what you want in life. There's nothing wrong with being gay."
"No. Indeed not."
Jaime slumped in resignation, letting his body slip totally underwater. He didn't even bother taking a breath before his face was submerged. He couldn't do this. He couldn't turn this monstrosity of a girl back into his beloved sister. Everything about the way she thought was flat out wrong and not Emily-like at all.
Emily, being somewhat worried about her brother lying at the bottom of the tub and not breathing, reached in and hauled his head back out of the water. He spluttered and coughed, then glared at her.
"Hey, what's the big idea?"
"It's no good being so dramatic," Emily said firmly. "I love you and accept you, and that's all there is to it."
"Oh how little you understand," Jaime muttered.
"And I'll just stay here and watch you for the rest of your bath if that's what it takes to make sure you don't do anything stupid."
"Really? Even though I'm naked and you can see everything?"
Emily waved a hand airily. "Pff, it's fine. You're gay, remember?"
"Yeah, but you're not."
Emily bit her lip and considered the point. It was true that being so close and touching her brother while he was wet and naked was doing funny things to her. Her pussy felt very damp, and her butthole was clenching rhythmically like it was anxious for something. Even her throat felt more open than usual, like it was prepared to have a massive erection shoved down it.
But that was all just silly. She'd never be attracted to her brother, let alone do anything about it.
"Don't worry about me. I'm a good girl."
Jaime's eyebrows shot up. She'd made her statement with utter conviction and no hint of irony at all. Still, he sensed that he had an opportunity here if he could just maneuver things correctly.
"Well, if you're going to stay, maybe you could help me?"
Emily wrinkled her nose. "How do you mean?"
"Like, you could help me wash. I'm gay and you're a good girl, so there shouldn't be anything wrong with it."
She nodded. "That makes sense. You're my brother and I love you, so if you need help, I should be there for you."
Emily grabbed a cloth and some body wash and set to work.
Jaime relaxed and enjoyed the sensual experience of being gently scrubbed by his sister. Even though it was quite an innocent activity compared to what he was used to, it still felt nice. Plus he could see down Emily's top as she leaned over the side of the tub.
Emily found it kind of strange how she kept imagining tearing her clothes off and jumping into the tub with Jaime. They could roll around all slippy slidey, maybe some things would accidentally go in some other things...
But that was silly. She couldn't possibly want to do anything remotely sexual with her brother. Not only would it be illegal and punishable by super-death, but Jaime was definitely, without question, absolutely, totally gay.
Though for having no interest in girls, he sure was staring pretty hard at her boobs. And his cock kept twitching and throbbing and leaking precum.
"Don't forget to wash my penis," Jaime reminded her.
"Oh. Right."
Emily had been trying not to touch his enthralling cock. It seemed to beckon her, emanating danger and excitement. She couldn't help feeling like there was something very important about it. Like somehow her brother's penis was the greatest, most bestest thing in the whole wide world to her.
But again, that was silly.
With all the false confidence she could muster, Emily wrapped her wet cloth around Jamie's dick and gave it a wipe. Then another wipe, and another. Then she let the cloth fall away and kept rubbing. After that, she decided she actually needed both hands.
There were audible snaps and crashes as several magically erected barriers in Emily's mind came crashing down. No mystical force could stand against the sheer joy she felt with her brother's cock pulsing in her hands.
"Mmm," Jaime moaned. "That feels really nice. Keep washing my penis just like that."
"Yeah. Washing," Emily said in a faraway voice. "That's all I'm doing."
Jaime felt so much better. Everything was right with the world now that Emily was playing with his cock. Sure she wasn't all fixed yet, but the worst was over. He didn't know much about magical spells, but he knew his sister's incestuous impulses. Magic didn't stand a chance.
The minutes ticked past, but Emily was lost in a world of her own. She didn't notice her muscles getting tired from jerking a cock in a terribly awkward position, she didn't realize how inappropriately long she'd been doing it, and she didn't contemplate what any of it meant. She'd rediscovered her purpose in life, at least partially, and bliss and ecstasy were warring with the remaining mental blocks in her head.
Jaime finally exploded in a megaton eruption of cum. Emily was drenched almost instantly, and still more cum showered down on and around her. She squealed indignantly, but enough of her instincts had returned that she aimed her brother's cock to make sure her face and tits got some extra coatings.
"Jai!" she exclaimed, carefully waiting to protest after he was done coating her in sweet creamy filling. "You just came all over me!"
"Yeah, that'll happen."
"But... but... you're gay. You shouldn't have enjoyed any of that."
"I wouldn't worry about that. Here, come join me in the bath. You're the one who needs cleaning now."
"Um... well ok. But only for cleaning purposes."
"Of course."
Emily struggled with removing her clothes. Part of the difficulty was how secretly excited and trembly she was to get naked and jump in the bath with her brother, but mostly it was because every single part of her was dripping with slippery brother-cum.
She eventually managed to strip naked. She blushed at the amount of staring Jaime was doing. He really shouldn't have been looking quite so intensely at her boobies or pussy, but she reminded herself that he was gay, so it was alright. Plus, she kind of liked that he was so attracted to her, even though he wasn't, really.
It was all very confusing.
Jaime watched eagerly while stroking his dick. His sister was naked and covered in his cum. One more step in the right direction.
"Alright," said Emily. "I'm going to get in the bath with you now. It's kind of slippery, though, so I might need some help."
"You got it."
She braced herself on the edge of the tub and threw one leg over the side. Jaime helpfully grabbed her delicious little butt to help steady her.
"Hey, you're still wearing your butt plug," Jaime said as he noticed the heart shaped jewel shining out from between her ass cheeks.
Emily flushed in embarrassment. "Yeah. I don't know how it got there, but every time I tried to take it out, it'd find its way back. I couldn't sit down without it being right there, perfectly lined up with my butthole to slide back in. Sometimes it wouldn't even wait for me to sit."
Jaime patted the plug. "Good boy," he told it.
"Don't talk to my butt plug," Emily admonished. "That's weird."
"Sorry. But he is a good boy. That's all."
"Fine then. At least let me sit down. You're holding my bum so tight I can't move."
"Oh. Oops. I definitely didn't mean to grab your perfect ass so firmly." Which was a lie, as he totally meant to grab her perfect ass so firmly. "Here, sit down."
Jaime tried to guide Emily so that she'd sit right on his cock. She was quick enough to dodge, unfortunately, and ended up sitting just behind his cock, so that her pussy pressed against it as she slid into her seat in her brother's lap. Some water splashed on the floor as the overfilled tub ran out of capacity.
"Ooh," Emily cooed at the incredibly sexy feeling of grinding against her brother's erection. "That feels really nice, but I probably shouldn't think that."
"No, it's ok. I don't mind. Go ahead and enjoy my penis any way you want."
"Well, if you're sure..."
Emily bounced energetically in his lap. Her wet slit slipped easily along his pole. She came close to impaling herself a couple times, but no such luck just yet.
There were more snaps and pings as the rubber bands of malevolent intent in her brain hit their limit and were torn asunder by good, wholesome family values.
"Jaaai," Emily whined. "Why does your penis feel so goooddd?"
"There's my girl," Jaime said.
"What?"
"You're figuring out who you really are. Don't think about it. Just feel it. In here."
He reached around and placed his palm against her chest roughly over her heart.
Emily looked down at her brother's hand and wrinkled her forehead in confusion. "My boobie?"
"No, Em. Not just your boobie." Jaime put his other hand on her other breast. "Both your boobies! Use the power of your tits. Feel your way to the truth."
Emily concentrated hard. She could feel something from her breasts. Something more than just how nice it was having her brother fondle her while she bounced around in his lap.
Then it all seemed so simple. Once she let go of her thoughts, her tits showed her the light and the truth. A final rumbling crash destroyed the remnants of the C.U.N.T.s' hold on her. She remembered everything, and she knew who she was again.
Emily let out a gleeful laugh and slammed her pussy down on Jaime's throbbing cock. She buried his shaft inside her in one swift motion, sighing in abject contentment as her life was made complete. She was back.
"Oh, Jai!"
She swirled around to face her brother, then clamped down hard with her pussy to make sure nothing could separate their conjoined genitals. She grabbed his head and kissed him fiercely.
Jaime was, if anything, even happier to have his sister back. He'd been the one who had to suffer practically all day without her, while she simply hadn't realized what she was missing. He kissed her back hungrily while groping at her tits and ass.
"God I missed you," he panted in between tongue duels.
"What happened to me? It all seems like a dream. A horrible, awful nightmare. I remember... I remember you wanted to have sex with me and... and I said no!"
"Shh... shh... it's ok. You're all better now."
"But I don't understand."
Jaime did his best to explain everything that had happened. He told the story whole taking frequent breaks to comfort Emily, who still felt icky and upset about being turned into the sort of girl who didn't fuck her brother at every opportunity.
Getting her to bounce up and down on his cock helped calm her, as did grabbing her butt and playing with her plug. He interspersed talking points with sucking and licking her boobies, and sometimes sharing deep, long-lost kisses.
"So everybody else had the same thing happen as me?" Emily asked once the story was told.
"Everyone I've talked to, except for me and Lil. Granted, that wasn't very many people. I can actually count the girls I fucked today on one hand."
Emily made a sympathetic face. "You poor boy. Hopefully your balls don't shrivel up from neglect."
"Don't worry. Now that I've got my favourite cum dump back, I think I'll be fine."
"Aw, you sweet talker you. I missed the romantic things you're always telling me." Emily leaned in closer to press her tits against Jaime's chest, her hips still rocking as she rode his cock. "Tell me some more about how much you love me."
Jaime smiled. "You're my sole reason for living, you know."
"Aww."
"I just want to fuck you all night."
"Mmm."
"I want to pound you into a sex coma."
Emily cooed happily and rode him harder.
Jaime kissed her neck. "I feel so much pure and holy love for you right now that all I can think about is fucking your tight little ass and filling it up with so much cum that it leaks out your nose for a month."
Emily was overwhelmed by sheer romantic sentiment and came all over her brother's dick. She missed much of his next few sweet nothings, but the things she heard involving her mouth and pussy were just as loving and tender as what he wanted to do to her butt. It was a long time before she stopped orgasming.
Unfortunately, all their fucking and sloshing around in the tub had caused even more water to spill out, some of which was mixed with the copious cum that was gradually rinsing off of Emily. The bathroom floor had flooded and was spilling out into the hallway, which was inevitably discovered.
"What's all this?!" came their mother's shrill, unhappy voice upon discovering the mess. "Who's in the bathroom? Why are you getting water everywhere?"
"Oh shit," said Jaime. "We can't let Mom catch us naked together in the bath."
"Are you sure?" Emily asked. "She might just think it's hot that we're fucking like bunnies again."
"No, she won't. Her mind's all confused like yours was. She's not strict-but-secretly-horny Mom. She's just plain strict Mom now."
"Oh. Well that's not good. There's nowhere to hide."
"You'll have to hide underwater."
"Will that work?"
"It does in all the online documentaries I've ever seen. Plus the water's all murky with the cum mixed in, so she shouldn't be able to see you."
Emily bit her lip and considered the plan carefully. "I don't know. I can't hold my breath very long."
"You can when my cock's shoved down your throat. You don't ever seem to need to breathe at all when you're sucking me off."
Emily smiled in relief. "Oh, well you didn't say we could do naughty stuff while I was hiding. That's all better then."
Content that she wouldn't have to spend even a minute without brother-cock inside her during their cunning plan, Emily hopped off Jaime's lap and dove face-first right back on his penis.
In a perfectly ordinary stroke of luck, Emily had just disappeared into the bath water with Jaime's dick firmly embedded in her mouth and throat when Christine burst into the bathroom. A bit less fortunately, Emily's body submerging entirely made another cascade of water spill out of the tub.
"Jaime!" Christine said, hands on her hips. "Why are you making such a mess? And why is the door totally open while you're bathing?"
Jaime winced meekly. "Sorry, Mommy. I forgot to close the door. And I think there's something wrong with the bathtub. Water just keeps falling out."
Christine glared a moment longer, but her son seemed sufficiently contrite. "Well alright then. Maybe I'll have to get a bathtub repairman in to look at it. We can't be having these kinds of messes all over the place."
Jaime gazed at the mix of cum and water all over the floor. It seemed like exactly the sort of mess they could have all over the place. He wisely declined to say so.
"I'll just have to clean it up," Christine declared. "We can't have your bath all over the house."
Jaime worried for a second about what his mother sticking around would mean for Emily's hiding place. It was a silly fear, however, since she couldn't be seen from above the water line, and she was all cozy and snug with brother-cock shoved down her throat. She'd be fine staying there for hours if need be. He reached underwater and stroked her hair lovingly.
"Ok, Mom," he said. "Whatever you have to do."
Christine nodded and walked toward the cupboard under the sink to find a rag and bucket. However, the floor was more slippery than she realized. She lost her footing and fell right on her butt in all the mess.
"Oof," Jaime said. "Are you ok?"
She nodded. "Yes, but my pants as all soaked." She carefully stood back up. "Ugh. They're so gross now. What kind of stuff did you put in your bath anyway?"
Jaime thought quickly. He obviously couldn't tell her it was his cum. He had no idea what other sort of thing might look like cum, was the problem.
"Um... I'm not sure," he said. "It was just some bottle of stuff Em recommended for relaxation."
"Well it's very slippery and makes quite a mess."
Jaime nodded. "That it does."
Christine removed her soiled pants. She bent over with her butt sticking out at Jaime as she slipped them down her legs.
He stared lustfully at her big, soft ass swaying back and forth covered only by some damp and clingy panties. He unconsciously grabbed Emily's head and slid it back and forth on his cock.
Emily, of course, was all too happy to be used as a masturbation toy, even though she had no idea what was going on above the surface.
"You aren't staring at my bum, are you?" Christine asked with sudden suspicion.
"Of course not," Jaime replied. "But if I was, I'd think it was totally hot and amazing, and I'd really want to fuck it. But I'm not, so it's all good."
"You better not be. It's your fault I had to take my pants off in front of you." Christine carefully folded her pants and set them next to the sink. "Emily was right. You have been acting odd lately. Very inappropriate around your family."
"Am I?" asked Jaime in a tone of feigned innocence. "I don't recall doing anything even slightly inappropriate with any member of this family."
At that moment, Emily began giggling uncontrollably and he had to shove his cock all the way down her throat and hold it there until she stopped. Too much laughing would give them away.
"I mean really," Jaime continued, "I'm just an eighteen year old boy, confused about sexuality and my raging hormones. I can't help that I'm horny all the time."
Christine sighed. "No, I know sweetie. It would just be nice if you'd stop sporting boners around the rest of us all the time."
"I'll do my best," Jaime promised, though he already knew for a fact that there was nothing to be done. If Emily couldn't tire his cock out, no force in the world could.
Jaime watched as his mother began wiping up the mess on the floor. She went on her hands and knees, and no matter which way she faced, there was something to perv on. Either her big, milfy ass from the back, or her lovely full cleavage from the front. Even her profile featured some attractive jiggling as she swirled her cloth around the floor.
It was a teasingly sexy mommy show to watch while he continued secretly using his sister as a cock toy. And it only got better because Christine kept slipping in the gooey water and getting the rest of her clothes wet too. Eventually she stripped down to her bra and panties, and they were both soaked so they did little to preserve modesty.
"Ugh, I'm going to need a shower and some dry clothes by the time I'm done here," Christine said. "Are you almost done with your bath? You've been in there an awfully long time now, and you hardly ever take baths."
"Well if I had Em and you for company every time, I'd probably take more," Jaime murmured under his breath. Then, louder, "why don't you go get your bathrobe, or some dry clothes or whatever. I'll probably be gone by the time you get back."
"No, that's ok. I'll wait."
It occurred to Jaime that there was now a very real problem. If Christine didn't leave the room, there was no way Emily could possibly sneak by her without being seen. Their mother was clever enough that she'd probably suspect something if Emily appeared from the bathtub, all naked and wet and grinning madly.
He began to feel a mild panic at the chance of being caught. He wasn't sure what this version of his mother would do to him and Emily. What if she separated them and didn't let them fuck anymore? It could be a total disaster the likes of which the world had never known.
The sense of risk actually turned Jaime on ever more than he already was. Combined with staring at his mother's big, fuckable ass and being tightly enveloped in his sister's warm, fuckable throat, it was a recipe for orgasm.
Jaime tried to hold back, but Emily sensed cum. Her formerly relaxed and compliant body became tense and alert, switching to full sister-slut status. She sucked hungrily on her brother's cock until she got what she wanted. Cum. Lots and lots of sweet, sticky brother-cum.



Jaime groaned aloud as he shot a vicious load into Emily's tummy. He clapped a hand over his mouth to try and keep quiet. He definitely couldn't let their mother know that he was filling her daughter up while she was mere feet away.
Emily's tummy stretched out to accommodate the sheer quantity of cum, just as it always did. She wasn't usually taking a bath at the time, however, and her increased tummy size upset the delicate balance of water yet again. Jaime's cock pumped away, her belly grew bigger and bigger, and a miniature waterfall developed over the side of the tub.
"Jaime!" Christine yelled. "You're spilling water again! I just got the floor all cleaned up."
"Sorry... Mommy..." Jaime panted through a clenched jaw. "I... told you... the tub's broken."
Christine sighed. "Well maybe you're right. There certainly shouldn't be that much water spilling out. It just doesn't seem physically possible."
"No," Jaime agreed, patting his sister's tummy. "It sure doesn't. But I do love it so."
"What? You love the bathtub?"
"Um... you weren't really supposed to hear that."
"I'm right here. We were talking. Why wouldn't I hear what you say?"
Jaime scratched his head. "I dunno, really. Sometimes I just say things that mean something secret, or are a double-entendre, or something like that. Usually the person I'm talking to doesn't hear me clearly."
"Yes, you definitely mutter things under your breath an awful lot. You should try to stop that. It makes me feel like there are secrets being kept from me in this house and I don't like it."
Jaime nodded. "Pages and pages worth. I'll do my best to be more subtle."
"You're doing it again."
"Oops." Jaime's eyes alit on Emily's previously discarded clothing. He seized upon the pile as a cunning distraction. "Oh no. Emily must have forgotten her clothes in here earlier and now they're getting all wet."
Christine shook her head. "That girl. Always leaving her clothes lying around." She bent over to pick up the soiled clothes.
Jaime, seeing his chance, dragged Emily to the surface. It was kind of tricky because she didn't want to stop sucking his dick, but he managed.
"We have to be quiet," he whispered. "Mom's right there, and we need to sneak you past her."
Emily, panting slightly after not breathing anything but cock for the better part of an hour, looked at their mother's bent over form. "Damn she's got an ass on her though."
Jaime rolled his eyes. "Yes, I know. We both know Mom's totally curvy and fuckable."
"Well I forgot. I haven't been myself today." Emily looked at their mother again. "I kinda want to dive in and-"
"Whatever it is, don't do it. Just be stealthy and get past without alerting her."
"Fiiine."
Emily braced her arms on the side of the tub and heaved herself to her feet. Her tummy bulged obscenely with a massive quantity of brother-cum and threw off her balance. Once she and her pregnant-looking belly were out of the water, it settled down to barely cover the bottom of the bathtub.
She had to keep holding on to something as she stepped onto the floor. It was quite slippery, and she couldn't afford to fall. That would alert their mom for sure.
Jaime clambered out after his sister. His body didn't have a lot of extra weight sticking out, provided he didn't count his cock, so he was better able to balance and maneuver.
"You have to go faster," he hissed. "Mom could turn around any second."
"I'm trying," Emily hissed back. "It's like a skating rink in here. So much cum and water all over the floor."
That gave Jaime an idea. He put his hands on Emily's butt and gave her a firm push. She went sailing out the door into the hall. Problem solved, he thought.
It wasn't quite so simple, however. Emily's big tummy hit the wall outside even before her hands could, and she bounced right back at her brother. Her butt landed against his hard cock, and if she hadn't had her butt plug in, she probably would have ended up impaled on him.
"Em!"
"Sorry. I bounced."
Jaime tried again, and again she simply rebounded. On his third try he angled her a bit, and when she bounced off the wall she hit the door frame instead of coming back in.
He sighed in relief as he heard his sister bouncing safely down the hall, out of danger.
"Oh, are you all done in the tub?" Christine asked.
"Mom! Don't look! I'm naked!"
Christine blushed and turned back around after catching only a brief glimpse of her naked son.
Jaime didn't much care if she looked or not, but it gave him a way to keep her off-balance and on the moral low ground for once. He took his time drying off, happily embarrassing his mother and staring at her ass as he did so.
"Ok, I'm about done," he said. "Do you want me to go find Aunt K and send in her in to help you clean up?"
"I don't know why I'd want my sister in here with me while I'm showering," Christine said.
Jaime shrugged. It had been worth a shot. There was a chance his mom and aunt might still reseduce one another. "Ok then."
"Besides, Krissy went home a little while ago."
"Isn't this her home?"
"No, her real home. Where her family is."
"Wait, so she has a family of her own? And she just abandoned them to come live with us?"
"Of course she has her own family, silly. You know that. But your cousins can't be in the story because they aren't eighteen yet."
"Oh, right. Of course."
"And Krissy never abandoned them. She was only staying here a few days because... because..."
Christine faltered as she realized she couldn't remember why her sister had come to visit. Since her mind had been wiped of all incestuous naughtiness, she really couldn't think of any good reason for it.
"Just for a visit," Jaime said, though he still knew the true reason. "I got it."
"Yes," said Christine in relief. "Just a nice familial visit. That was it."
"Huh. Well, guess I'll worry about that problem later. Got sisters to do. I mean things. Things to do."
Jaime quickly skated out of the room before Christine could ask what he meant by 'doing sisters.'
It wasn't easy to walk on the slippery floors, but he was able to slide along well enough by strategically pushing off the walls. He found Emily still bouncing around helplessly since her tummy kept pushing her in uncontrolled directions every time she hit a wall.
Jaime glided heroically toward her and, as luck would have it, met her at just the right angle for his cock to connect with her pussy and slide right in. Emily's little cunt clamped down tight and locked them securely together. She sighed happily at being unexpectedly filled up by her brother.
"I knew you'd come rescue me," she said.
"Were you really stuck out here?"
"Yeah. Stupid tummy. Who'd have thought being all cum-inflated like a sexy balloon would have some downsides?"
"It was impossible to predict," Jaime agreed. "Now, let's see about getting out of this mess."
Together, the siblings maneuvered carefully into Emily's room where the floor was mostly still dry. They disentangled themselves long enough to build a palisade of dirty clothes to keep any further flooding out, as well as mop up what water had already seeped in.
Thus secured, they fell into bed together.
"We've got a lot of work to do," Jaime said as he idly played with Emily's tits.
"What do you mean?" she asked as she stroked his cock and fingered his ass.
"Getting our family straightened out for one. Did you know Aunt K has another family? We've got cousins and everything."
"Huh, no I don't think I did." Emily frowned. "Must've happened before the story started. I don't really remember anything from before you turned eighteen."
"Yeah. Me either. But she's gone back to them anyway."
Emily sighed. "Well that sucks. I only got fucked by my daddy once, and I wasn't even awake for it."
"Don't worry. We'll fix it. You'll get plenty more daddy-cock eventually."
"Promise?"
"Absolutely."
Emily smiled and kissed Jaime passionately. She loved him so much. He was the most thoughtful brother a girl could ask for.
"But that'll have to wait," Jaime said. "All I can do for right now is pound your mouth, pussy, and ass until you can't get out of bed."
"Lucky that's my favourite thing then isn't it?"
The loving siblings proceeded to fuck and cum every which way until they exhausted themselves and fell asleep in each other's arms.
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Jaime woke to the sounds of giggles and shushing. More urgently, however, were the feelings of his throat and asshole being invaded and stretched out by big rubbery cocks.
"Oops, I think we woke him up," said Emily from above him. She burst into another giggling fit.
Lying on his back with a fake cock shoved in his mouth, Jaime couldn't really see much of what was happening. He mostly had a good view of Emily's butt as she face fucked him with her strapon.
"I told you we couldn't fuck him for long without waking him up," said Lilith from down by Jaime's ass.
"Well you never know," said Emily defensively. "I've been fucked in the butt for a while without waking up."
"Yes, but you're a total butt slut."
"So's Jai."
"Not like you, dear sister. No one's quite the slut you are."
Emily beamed proudly. "Aw, thanks, Lil. You're so sweet sometimes."
Jaime decided he better interject at this point. However, his mouth was pretty full.
"Whaaah uhuh mmmhhhyyuu?" he asked.
"Sorry, what?" Emily said. "I couldn't understand that."
Jaime tried again, but she didn't stop fucking his mouth long enough for him to pronounce even a single word.
"Em, darling," Lilith said while still casually pounding Jaime's butthole, "he can't talk with you shoving that dildo down his throat."
"Oh yeah." Emily smiled, undeterred. "That's ok. He doesn't need to talk."
"Uh owwwhhnn?" Jaime said.
Emily looked down at her brother between her legs with big, adoring eyes. "Happy ten-day anniversary, Jai! Me and Lil decided to do something special for you to celebrate. You just lie back and enjoy it."
"Uhhh..."
Lilith rolled her eyes. "I tried explaining that it's more a present for her than anything. But you know Em."
Jaime would have nodded if he had any control over his neck. He did, indeed, know Emily.
"Nonsense," said Emily. "He loves this. Don't you, Jai?"
"Ennhh," said Jaime noncommittally.
"There, see?" said Emily. "That was probably a yes."
"Whatever you say," said Lilith. "But you have to admit, he much prefers pounding your tight little butthole."
"Ooh, yeah he does," said Emily, who went all gooey at the thought of having her bottom well fucked by her beloved brother.
"And your cunt."
"Mmm, true."
"And your mouth."
Emily's eyes rolled back and she simply nodded agreement.
"And cumming all over you," Lilith continued.
"Yisss."
"Or, indeed, cumming inside you."
Emily exploded in a nice little orgasm as she imagined all the lovely activities her sister was listing. All of Jaime's favourite things happened to be on her list of favourite things too.
"Ok, well it's still top ten though," said Emily eventually, once she'd calmed down a bit.
"Ennhh," said Jaime, still noncommittal.
"Are you sure he doesn't just put up with it because he loves us?" Lilith asked. "Because that's where my bet is." She patted the bulge in Jaime's tummy that her strapon made when she buried it deep in his ass. "But he is such a lovely little brother butt slut."
"That he is," Emily concurred, ruffling Jaime's hair affectionately before grabbing his head with both hands and slamming his throat even more vigourously.
Jaime relaxed and let his sisters have their fun. Lilith was basically right, he didn't enjoy their attempt at making their dildos touch inside him nearly as much as they did, but he did like making them happy.
Plus the ten day anniversary of an incestuous relationship was one of the most important milestones. He loved Emily with most of his heart and all of his butt. If waking him up with some hardcore pegging action made her happy, then he was happy to be her fuck toy.
The girls fucked their sexy, naked brother until his internal organs were all bruised and he'd passed out a couple times. By then, Lilith, who was half demon, had fed on enough sexual energy to sate her lusts, and she decided Jaime could probably use a break as well.
"Alright, you two have fun," she said. "Happy anniversary, kiddos."
She gave Emily a deep, loving kiss, and would have done the same to Jaime if his mouth hadn't already been occupied. She settled for kissing him on the cheek, then left them alone.
Emily watched her big sister's ass sashay out the door, then turned back to Jaime. She decided that was probably enough throat fucking for now. For one thing, his eyes were beginning to roll back like he was going to pass out again.
Jaime coughed and spluttered and sucked in air greedily as Emily pulled out. She patted his head and waited for him to regain some of his breath.
He looked so adorable all naked and gasping and messy from saliva, precum, and pussy juices. She loved him so much it hurt.
"Lil's right, isn't she?" Emily said. "You like pounding me better than getting pounded, don't you?"
Jaime nodded. "Of course I do. Your tight little holes are made to be brother-fucked. Pounding any of them is literally the best thing in the world."
Emily's pussy gushed. She couldn't resist him when he was so sweet and romantic.
"Well, we're kind of running late for school, but it's our anniversary. It wouldn't be fair not to give you your favourite thing."
Emily slipped out of her strapons harness and got on her hands and knees. She reached back and slowly pulled out her butt plug. She gave it a kiss, then set it on her night stand where it could watch.
"I swear your plug's getting bigger," Jaime said, giving it a long glance as he knelt behind his sister.
"Yeah, it is," Emily confirmed. "They grow up so fast." She sighed wistfully. "Pretty soon he'll be too big to stay in his mommy's ass anymore. He'll go off in the world on his own, start a family, and never come visit my bum except on holidays."
Jaime frowned at Emily, unsure of how silly she was being. That was never an easy thing to tell with her.
"You know it's inanimate, right?"
"So? That doesn't mean he doesn't have hopes and dreams and feelings."
"That's exactly what it... oh never mind. And stop calling it 'he.'"
Emily nodded thoughtfully. "You're right. I should name him. He's practically part of the family."
Jaime shook his head and shoved his cock in Emily's butt, hoping that would distract her. She cooed appreciatively as her tight little bottom was ruthlessly filled up, but somehow didn't lose her train of thought.
"Maybe Jaime Jr." she said. "That way, you'll both have the same name."
"How is that possibly a good idea?"
"Because you're my favourite person and my butt plug is my favourite not-person."
Jaime sighed loudly. "I'd rather not name it as though it's our son, Em. That's a bit too silly even for you."
"Is not." Emily chewed her lip in consideration. "Maybe you're right though. Maybe something like Butt Jaime. You know, like butt plug and Jaime mixed together."
"Yeah, I got it. But-"
"That way we could call him BJ for short!"
"Um-"
"That way I could have BJ in my butt while giving my brother a BJ at the same time!"
Jaime gave up. "Ok, Em. If it makes you happy, we'll call your butt plug BJ. That's better than having to call it Jaime too."
That settled, Jaime grabbed Emily's hips in a firm grip and set about properly destroying her asshole.
The siblings fucked wildly for several hours before cumming intensely at the same instant. Jaime pumped about half his cum into Emily's butt before spinning her around and shoving his still spasming cock down her throat to feed her breakfast.
Emily greedily sucked up every drop. Her morning hunger was more than sated by a lovely meal of brother-cum. The only problem was she didn't get to taste very much since most of it bypassed her mouth entirely on the way to filling up her tummy.
She cleaned up Jaime's cock with her tongue, then gave it a kiss. She reluctantly stood up, wobbling slightly as her cum-heavy tummy unbalanced her.
"I wish we could stay and fuck all day," she said. "But we're gonna be late if we don't hurry."
Jaime nodded. "We better get dressed. There's no telling what's going to happen at school today if those cultist C.U.N.T.s have been busy mind-controlling everyone into hating sex. We'll need to be on our toes."
The siblings hurriedly pulled on some clothes and dashed out the door without stopping for breakfast. In Emily's case, that wasn't really an issue. Jaime simply made a mental note to pick something up at school.
As was tradition, Jaime and Emily made it out to the street at exactly the same time as Alyssa, their sexy neighbour girl friend.
"Hey, Allie," called Emily cheerfully.
"Hey, guys," said Alyssa as she reached them. She gave Jaime a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for all your help yesterday, Jai."
Jaime's cock throbbed as he recalled all his 'help.' It had really been much more a case of taking every opportunity to fuck Alyssa and her mother than actually helping. Still, it had worked out nicely for everyone, and that was what counted.
"You're welcome," he said. "I take it your mom is ok with you two doing sexy incest stuff now."
Alyssa nodded. "She still acts like we shouldn't and whatever, but you should see how wet her cunt gets when I lick her butthole or suck on her titties. She's a total mommy-slut for her baby girl."
Emily sighed wistfully. "I don't know why parents all have to act like they don't want to fuck their super-hot children, even though they totally do. Life would be so much nicer if people wouldn't act so silly."
"Maybe," said Jaime. "But if everyone accepted incest so easily, there wouldn't be any fun in willfully breaking the rules every chance you got."
"Hm, that's true," Emily admitted. "I do kinda love you more because of how naughty it is."
"I kinda just love you because of how hot you are and how nice fucking you is," Jaime said.
Emily threw her arms around her brother and kissed him passionately. They made out frantically and sloppily, too overwhelmed by love to consider the world around them.
A passing driver spotted the brother and sister pair as they kissed and groped each other on the sidewalk. Ordinarily, anyone who spotted their forbidden love was so turned on they passed out immediately. In this case, thanks to magical mind-fuckery, the driver simply died due to being so offended by the display of two consenting people of legal age doing something that didn't hurt anyone and was pretty damn sexy to watch.
The car with a now deceased driver crashed into a pole and burst into flames. Jaime, Emily, and Alyssa stared at it for a moment.
"Guess we better keep going," Jaime said reluctantly. "And maybe not make out by the road like that anymore."
"Aw," said Emily with a pout. "No fair."
"I know, I know," said Jaime. "But those C.U.N.T.s are trying to ruin incest, and sex in general I think, so we can't be sure what'll happen if we aren't careful in public."
"Lots of car accidents," Alyssa predicted sagely.
"At the very least," Jaime concurred.
Emily grabbed Jaime's hand and walked beside him with their fingers intertwined as they made their way to the bus stop. At least they could still hold hands without inadvertently causing a local genocide.
Alyssa, with her mind cleared and having accepted incestuous relationships as the beautiful form of love that they were, was fully appreciative of how cute Jaime and Emily were together. She wasn't offended one bit.
"You two are like the sexiest couple ever," Alyssa said.
"Aw, thanks," Emily said with a big smile. "That's what I think too."
"You're like... like... Romeo and Juliet," Alyssa said, unable to come up with a better comparison.
Jaime wrinkled his nose. "We die in the end?"
"No!"
"One or both of us is underage?" Emily hazarded.
"No!"
"Our families want to kill each other... oh wait, that doesn't make any sense," said Jaime.
"We're secretly Italian?" Emily guessed.
Alyssa rolled her eyes. "That's not the sort of thing I mean at all."
"Ooh, wait, I know," said Emily with a sudden excited bounce. "Our relationship is based entirely on wanting to bone each other."
"And we have to keep it secret," Jaime added. "More or less."
Alyssa breathed a sigh of relief. "Yes, that's what I meant. Thank goodness you got there eventually."
"She's got a point," Emily said. "Romeo and Juliet is widely known as the greatest, most truest love story of all time ever. Or at least it's the one people know about, which is almost the same thing. And their love was basically exactly like ours!"
"That's true," Jaime said. "That can only mean we're destined to be the world's longest lasting, most loving couple of all time ever."
He and Emily wanted so badly to make out some more, but they had to restrain themselves for the sake of the morning commuters. Their respective penis and clit throbbed as one in desperate longing. If they hadn't already fucked intensely for hours that morning, they wouldn't have been able to resist.
Somehow, they made it to their bus stop without further incident. Despite being several hours late, the bus hadn't arrived yet, so they could still make it to school on time.
"I wonder if me and Mom will ever be as in love as you two," Alyssa mused wistfully.
"Sure you will," Emily said with an encouraging pat on the shoulder. "Just fuck as much as possible. That's the secret." Another thought occurred to her. "Oh, and if you really love your mommy that much, you should totally propose!"
"I don't think we can get married."
"No, not proposing marriage, silly. Propose for her to be your butt slut. Like what Jai and I did." Emily flipped up the back of her skirt to reveal her typical lack of panties. "See? I wear the butt plug he got me all the time. It's way better than a ring."
Alyssa made suitably appreciative noises as she dropped to her knees behind Emily. She gently caressed the butt plug with a pair of fingers.
"That's so romantic," Alyssa said. "Maybe you're right, I should get Mommy a plug and ask if she'll be my butt slut. I could even get her one with a base shaped like a butt, just like yours."
"I'm pretty sure it's meant to be a heart," Jaime said, but was promptly ignored.
"We named him this morning," Emily said. "He's Butt Jaime now. Or BJ for short."
"Awww, it's like he's your baby," said Alyssa.
"No it most certainly isn't like that," said Jaime.
"He basically is," said Emily, who was still ignoring her brother. He just didn't understand deep emotional stuff sometimes. "And he loves living in his mommy's ass. He's growing so big already."
"Can I see?" asked Alyssa
"Sure," said Emily.
Alyssa carefully pulled Emily's plug out, leaving a briefly gaping hole as Emily's butt adjusted to being empty; an uncommon state of affairs these days.
"He's so cute," Alyssa cooed. "He's got your eyes."
Jaime threw his hands into the air. "It doesn't even have eyes! What are you... oh forget it."
Emily knelt down next to Alyssa and stroked BJ's head while Alyssa cradled him. "And he's got Jaime's love for being inside my asshole." She leaned over and gave her plug a soft kiss. "Isn't that right, sweetie," she whispered. "You love Mommy's bum, don't you?"
Alyssa was overwhelmed by the love Emily and Jaime had for each other, and the motherly love Emily had for her butt plug. "That's it," she said. "I'm gonna make Mommy my butt slut, and we're gonna have a butt plug of our own. And we're gonna love him, and feed him, and watch him grow. And him and BJ will be best friends, and they can play together."
Emily hugged Alyssa tightly. "You won't regret it. Having a butt plug is the most fulfilling thing in the world. Your life just isn't complete without one."
The girls continued to ignore Jaime, who was now banging his head repeatedly on a stop sign in the hopes of a mild concussion.
Alyssa's expression changed to one of worry. "But what if I'm not ready for a butt plug? What if we have triplets? Me and Mom only have two assholes between us, we couldn't handle three. And what about-"
"Shh, shhhh," Emily said while soothingly stroking Alyssa's hair. "It'll all be fine. Trust me. Lots of girls worry they can't handle having a butt plug, but they all love it so much once they do."
"Are you sure?"
"Positive. I only know about my particular situation, but I feel like that entitles me to speak for everyone when it comes to babies. I mean butt plugs."
Alyssa bit her lip. "Do you think... maybe... I could try out BJ? Just for a minute?"
Emily thought about it. "Well... he hasn't been in anyone's bum but mine, so he might be a little shy. Let's see if he'll let you."
Alyssa grinned enthusiastically. "Thanks, Em. You're such a good friend."
"I am, aren't I."
The girls stood up. Alyssa prepared to drop her pants.
"Jai, keep a lookout would you?" said Emily. "We don't need anyone sneaking up on us and accidentally dying due to be offended by parts of the human body not being properly covered. And stop hitting your head on things. It's kind of distracting."
"Yeah, sure," said Jaime. "It wasn't working anyway." He glanced around. "All clear for now."
Alyssa quickly slipped out of her pants and underwear. She bent over slightly and spread her ass cheeks.
Emily eagerly dove in and licked Alyssa's cute little butthole. She licked and slurped and tongue-fucked her friend's bum right by the side of the road like the most wanton and shameless of sluts. Which, of course, she basically was.
"Car," Jaime said.
Emily grunted in annoyance and stood up, pretending not have been engaged in public analingus. Alyssa hastily covered her pussy with her hand.
The car drove by without incident. The driver didn't see any sexual activity happening, nor any nipple, vagina, or penis. That meant whatever was going on was socially acceptable, and no offense had to be taken.
Emily went right back to slobbering all over Alyssa's bottom as soon as they were clear. She then sucked on her butt plug to get him all wet, then pressed him to Alyssa's tight rear hole.
"Be a brave boy for Mommy," she whispered to BJ. "You'll be home soon, I promise."
Alyssa's ass stretched wider as the butt plug was slowly inserted. She was pretty nervous, but also very excited. She kept thinking about having a butt plug of her own and being able to shove it up her ass any time she wanted.
With a final pop, the plug slid all the way in. Alyssa came from sheer excitement. It was both emotionally fulfilling just like she'd hoped, and also pretty hot to have her butt played with in such a public location.
"Ooh, that's nice," Alyssa moaned.
"I knew you'd like it," said Emily. She pulled the plug halfway out and let it pop back in a few times, just for fun.
Jaime was torn between really, really enjoying watching his sister play with another girl's ass, and being tired of the two of them cooing over the butt plug. It was just so girly to get so mushy over sex toys. Honestly. Everyone had toys, it wasn't anything special.
"I'll have to get twins," Alyssa declared. "One each for me and Mom. I can't go back to a butt plug-less life now."
"That's the spirit," Emily said. She gave Alyssa's butt a few celebratory smacks. "It'll be good for BJ to have some friends."
Luckily, Jaime spotted their bus arriving before things got any sillier. "Better get dressed," he said.
The girls looked up. Emily calmly flipped her skirt back into place. Alyssa squeaked and tried to stuff herself back into her clothes. She didn't have enough time, however, and had to once again resort to covering her pussy with her hand as the bus rolled up.
Jaime was a gentleman and picked up Alyssa's jeans and panties for her so she could preserve her modesty while boarding. She kept one hand over her juicy teenage cunt while doing her best to cover her bum with the other.



Emily was last to step onto the bus. Just before she did, she felt her ass stretch open for a familiar object. She reached back beneath her skirt and gave her butt plug a loving pat as he settled back in where he belonged. BJ was very good at finding his way home.
The three teenage delinquents squeezed into one seat, with Alyssa on the window side. She relaxed a bit one she had some cover and no longer had to cover herself quite so vigourously. She'd gone all red from her humiliating shuffle down the aisle.
"That was so embarrassing," Alyssa hissed. "Everyone looked at me because I had no pants on, but they didn't even care, really. It was like they were only deciding whether they needed to be offended or not. Not one of them popped a boner or stuck their hand down their pants."
"You poor girl," Emily said, reaching over with a sympathetic hand. "No one got all horny over Jai's prominent erection or my sexy short skirt either. It's that mind control shit going on. It's messing with the natural order."
"Good thing you covered your pussy and butthole though," Jaime said. "As long as you can't see them, nothing else below the waist counts as nudity. We could have been in real trouble if you hadn't been so careful."
Alyssa was still feeling pretty horny. Even if none of the other students on the bus found her pantsless state arousing, she was still pretty turned on by it.
"Hey, Em?" she said. "Do you mind if I ride Jai's cock for a while?"
"That's what it's there for," Emily said.
Jaime was used to not being consulted about being used as a sex toy, so it barely even registered that he wasn't asked.
Alyssa fished out his rock-hard erection while Emily did her best to shield them from view. There was a chance someone might notice two hot teenagers having sex in the middle of the school bus.
Alyssa stood up and held the back of the seat in front of them for balance. She positioned her ass carefully and set it right on the tip of Jaime's cock. She then lifted her feet and let gravity slowly slide her down the length of his magnificent fleshy pole.
Emily bit her lip and watched with just a hint of jealousy as her brother's cock disappeared into Alyssa's bum. It was crazy hot watching other girls fuck him, but she always kind of wished that she was the one being sexually filled up instead.
The bus bounced and jolted as it proceeded down the road. Every movement sent little tingles of anal pleasure through Alyssa's body. She sat in Jaime's lap and played with her pussy while letting the bus do all the work stimulating her ass.
"Mmm, it feels so nice having my little teenage bottom all full of cock," Alyssa moaned. "And all these other people around us have no idea."
"They probably will if you keep narrating out loud," Jaime said. "But I agree, it is very nice having my penis all snugly holstered in your sexy little ass."
They began to attract some suspicion at that point, thanks in part to describing exactly what naughtiness they were up to out loud so the whole bus could hear. It didn't help when Jaime blew his load up Alyssa's bum and she started moaning and expanding uncontrollably.
"Shh," hissed Emily urgently. "People are looking. You need to stop enjoying being anally inflated like a cum balloon in a severely public location while naked from the waist down and having a cock shoved up your butt."
That was easier said than done, however, as Emily even had a little orgasm from describing the sexily problematic situation.
Luckily the bus arrived at school and the students all began disembarking before they had a chance to investigate the sexy disturbance. That gave a moment of respite which needed to be used wisely.
"I think I'm all done cumming," Jaime said.
"That's good," said Alyssa as she patted her dangerously expanded tummy. "I don't think I could hold any more cum. My bum and tummy are filled right up."
Emily experienced another pang of jealousy. Sure she'd been cum-filled to an improbable degree once already that morning, but her body had since absorbed most of the healthy nutrients from that load and her tummy was hardly distended at all anymore.
"We have to get moving," Jaime said. "The bus driver's going to check on us soon."
"I know," said Alyssa. "But I can't get off your cock without all your hot cum leaking back out. There's too much for my ass to hold, especially now that's it's been wrecked by your big penis this whole trip."
"Jai'll just have to stay in your butt for now," Emily said, her jealousy only increasing. "Keep you all nicely plugged up until we can think of something."
With careful coordination, Jaime stood up while holding Alyssa by her thighs. His cock helped support her, which was good because she was extra heavy from all the gooey semen inside her.
Emily had to walk in front and cover up Alyssa's lower half so that no one would notice anything sexual happening. Alyssa couldn't protect herself with her big tummy in the way.
They had to walk at an awkward shuffle with Jaime carrying Alyssa in a delicate balance, and Emily leading the way and carrying Alyssa's jeans and panties. They did their best to avoid large groups of students, but once again the general zombie-state of their peers helped them in avoiding detection.
"Looks like everyone's all messed up," Emily said. "No one's even giving us a second glance. Even the smallest bit of imagination would let them figure out that Jai's still fucking Allie's ass."
"We can't worry about that now," Jaime said. "We have to deal with one problem at a time. Class could start any minute, seeing as how we're several hours late to school at this point."
"We should find a bathroom," Emily said. "If no one's going to be having sneaky sex or relationship talk, the bathrooms should all be deserted."
"Lucky thing no one poops in these stories isn't it?" Jaime said.
"Damn straight. That would be very inconvenient."
The first bathroom they found was, indeed, empty. Once they were inside, they had all the privacy they needed.
Jaime bent Alyssa over the sinks and slowly withdrew his cock. She had another baby orgasm just from the feel of his dick sliding back out.
Emily slapped her hand over Alyssa's butthole to keep any cum from spewing back out. She still needed something to keep it in there permanently, and there wasn't much to work with. On a whim, she stuffed Alyssa's panties up her butt. That mostly worked, but it wouldn't necessarily hold forever. Emily then rolled up Alyssa's jeans into a tight cylinder and painstakingly shoved them up after the panties.
"There, that should do it," Emily said, proudly examining her handiwork.
"It feels pretty snug," Alyssa agreed. "But I kinda don't have anything to wear now. I'm still bottomless, in case you'd forgotten."
"Trust me," said Jaime, who was standing back admiring her beautiful bare ass, "we haven't forgotten."
"That's a good point though," said Emily. "You'll need something to wear. I'd give you my panties, but I'm not wearing any."
"Neither am I," said Jaime. "We'll need a better idea."
"Guess we have no choice," said Emily. "We'll have to get something out of a clothing vending machine." She reached back, pulled out her butt plug, and rummaged around in her ass to find some money. "Here, Jai," she said as she handed over the change she'd found. "Go see what you can get."
"Why me? I'm not particularly good at picking out clothes for girls."
"Well obviously Allie can't go, since she's the one with no bottoms."
"Fair enough," said Jaime. "With you so far."
"And I can't go because it's my plan, so I'm the leader."
"Makes sense."
"That just leaves you." Emily stepped close to her brother and enfolded him in a big hug. She made sure to press her boobies all nice and squishy against him. "It's a tough assignment, but I believe in you."
Jaime patted his sister's tight little tushy for good luck. "I'll manage somehow. But I expect a reward blowjob when I get back."
"Hell, I was gonna give you one just for fun. We can make it an even two."
"Deal."
Jaime slipped out of the bathroom and snuck down the hallway, humming sneaky spy music to himself. As per the laws of comedy, this made him no less noticeable, but no one said anything on the assumption that he'd gone a bit crazy.
Luckily, the first clothing vending machine Jaime tried was unoccupied. The overall lack of sexy misadventures in the school was once again coming in handy, since no one was ruining any of their clothes and needing to quickly purchase more. It still didn't make up for the tragic lack of barely-legal sexiness, but it was some small consolation in these trying times.
Jaime stared at the selection in mild bewilderment. He wished he'd been given at least some basic instructions, like what he should purchase, or what size Alyssa wore. Alas, he was on his own.
There was only one thing to do. Jaime put Emily's butt-money in the machine, then looked around to make sure he was definitely alone. No one seemed to be looked. He quickly pulled out his cock, closed his eyes, and thrust his hips forward.
Using his keen sexual instincts, his cock hit a button totally at random in a very deliberate and selective way. He opened his eyes and reached into the collection area to find that he'd purchased a skirt. It seemed rather on the short side, but he wasn't about to go second guessing his penis. It knew better about these things.
He returned to the girls and found them idly playing with each other's tits while they waited. Typical.
"Here, I got a skirt," Jaime said. "Hopefully it fits."
"Let's find out," Emily said.
Emily knelt down and helped Alyssa get the skirt into place. Alyssa's tummy was still much too big for her to be able to dress herself.
Emily examined the result critically. "Well, it technically covers Allie's naughty bits. But if she bends over even slightly, or sits down without keeping her legs clamped shut, she's going to be showing off her pussy and butthole to anyone who happens to be looking vaguely in her direction."
Jaime nodded. He knew his sister well enough to know what her conclusion was. "So it's perfect?"
"Yup. Good work, Jai." She gave him a loving kiss. "I'll have to start letting you dress me too. You're a natural."
"It was all my cock, really."
Emily gave his penis a loving kiss too. "Guess I owe you a couple blowjobs now, huh?" she said without any hint of being put out by such a debt.
The bell rang before Emily could do more than slobber on her brother's erection a bit. This time she looked much more annoyed. "Ugh, there's never any time to do anything before class starts in the morning."
Jaime checked the time. "Well, it is nearly two in the afternoon. I think they probably held off as long as they could."
Emily was unconsoled. "Come on, then. Let's get to stupid class."
She grouchily led Jaime and Alyssa out of the bathroom and off to their first periods.
Alyssa hung back near Jaime. "Thanks for a lovely morning," she said a little shyly. "It was very gentlemanly of you to let me bounce around on your cock for a while, then save the day by finding me a skirt to wear."
"What about filling you up beyond physical capacity with cum?" Jaime asked.
"That too. Very sweet of you." Alyssa gave him a chaste peck on the cheek. "Em's a lucky girl."
Jaime watched his sister's ass for a moment as the trailed behind her. "Me too," he said. Then, after a moment's consideration, "the lucky part, not the girl part. Most of the time."
****
The siblings met up again in English class after being painfully separated for a few hours. They sat in their usual seats next to Lindsay, though their friend wasn't yet there when they arrived.
'What's wrong with Ms. Penny," Emily kissed to her brother. "Something's off about her."
Jaime studied their teacher intently. "I think," he said slowly, "that her tits are regular sized instead of being the size of tour busses."
"Oh yeah. It's so obvious now that I know what I'm looking for." Emily frowned. "Do you think that means she's not storing cum in her boobies anymore?"
"I'd say so, yes. That's not the sort of thing the brain washing would allow, after all."
"Goddamn C.U.N.T.s," Emily muttered savagely. "Even ruining ridiculously oversized breasts now. What's next? Breathing?"
Lindsay arrived soon after. She smiled at Emily and Jaime, and greeted them politely, but didn't seem any more herself than anyone else in the school.
"Hey, Lin," Emily said. "Cultists got to you too, huh?"
Lindsay cocked her head. "I don't understand."
"No, I guess you wouldn't. Let me just make sure though." Emily cleared her throat and thought up a suitable question. "What do you think about sex?"
Lindsay frowned, but answered. "Well, it's necessary, I suppose. But it should only be done between a married and unrelated man and woman for the purposes of having children."
Emily's eyes widened, horrified. She jumped into her brother's lap and nestled into his arms. "Oh god, it's worse than I could have imagined."
Jaime was disgusted too, but tried to be brave for his sister. "There there. She doesn't mean it. She doesn't know what she's saying."
"But... but... it's horrible. How could anyone say something so cruel, even if they're brainwashed?"
"I don't know, Em. I just don't know."
"We'll save her right? Lin'll be all better?"
Jaime didn't know if it was possible for the effects to be reversed. Lindsay seemed to be the worst case they'd yet run into. Still, he had to comfort Emily. "Sure we will," he said, hoping it wasn't a lie. "She'll be back to her cum-slutty self in no time."
"I hope so," Emily whispered.
The siblings somehow made it through class. They had to reach out and hold hands through most of it for mutual comfort. Emily needed more than that and wished she could have impaled herself on Jaime's cock for the duration, but such snuggly reassurance just wasn't viable.
Ms. Penny stopped them as they tried to rush out of the room at the bell. "Jaime and Emily Nallister," she said without any of her usual lustful looks at Jaime.
"That's us," Jaime agreed. "Can we go now?"
"Yeah," said Emily. "We really badly need to fuc- I mean, study. We need to study really deep and hard and get all filled up. With knowledge."
Ms. Penny stared at them until they stopped babbling. "All I know is you two are supposed to report to the principal's office. Off you go."
"Well shit," Emily grumbled. "Everything's going wrong. I really needed a quick bathroom fuck."
Jaime patted her butt reassuringly. "First chance we get, I'm destroying that ass."
"Thanks, Jai. I can always count on you."
Carol, Principal January's secretary, was at her usual post. She greeted Jaime and Emily and waved them in to see Ms. January.
"Are you sure we should go right in?" Jaime asked. "I mean, aren't you supposed to do that intercom thing where you press a button and tell her we're here?"
"Not today," Carol said. "She's in a quite a mood. Said you two were to go straight in."
Jaime quivered slightly. "Fuck. She's bad enough in a regular mood."
"It's ok," Emily said. "Look at the bright side. If anyone in this school escaped brainwashing, Ms. January'd be a likely candidate."
"How is that good?" Jaime asked. "It's not like she'll help us return chaos and promiscuity to the streets of the school."
"She might. Only one way to find out."
Emily boldly marched straight into Ms. January's office. She dragged a more reluctant Jaime behind her.
Something was immediately off about the room. Always before Principal January had been in complete control of herself and her space; not so today.
The room phased between realities in a more or less random sequence. At times it was the office it was supposed to be, at others a sex-dungeon or a bedroom or a cave.
Ms. January herself wasn't doing much better. She mostly looked like herself, which was to say the human form she generally adopted. She wore her tight suit over sinful curves, her skin was flawless, and her long, silky black hair was kept rigidly contained in an elegant, professional manner.
However, her reality wasn't any more solid than the room's. Her form morphed with no apparent rhyme or reason. She'd be dressed, then naked, beautiful breasts and sweet little pussy on full display. Then she'd become red and fiery and about as demon-like as one could ever hope not to encounter. Her wings would beat, her tail would swish in agitation, then she'd exert some control and be back to her professional self again temporarily.
None of this made Jaime feel at all confident.
"You called for us?" Emily asked, being much less concerned than her brother.
Ms. January gripped her desk hard enough to turn her fingers white with the effort. Her poor desk began to crack and splinter in her grip.
"Yes. The Nallisters," she said, making a visible effort to retain normalcy of a sort. "I have need of you."
Jaime took half a step back. "You do?"
Ms. January's eyes flashed, sharp and fiery. "I do," she confirmed. "Tell me, you two are still as slutty as ever, are you not?"
Emily contrived to looked offended. "Who, us?"
Jaime bravely stepped forward again in solidarity. It didn't seem like a good day for getting in trouble. "The very idea!"
"Well I never!" Emily agreed.
"The sheer cheek!"
"Quite rude!"
"Our lawyer shall hear about these spurious allegations."
"Yes. And the pope."
Ms. January rolled her eyes with sufficient force that the siblings lost their balance for a moment. "You aren't in trouble."
Emily breathed a sigh of relief. "Good. Because we are enormously slutty."
"Way more than is healthy," Jaime concurred.
"The horniest little things around."
"Just the sluttiest."
Ms. January raised an eyebrow. "Are you done?"
"We could go on," Emily said.
"But only if you'd like us to," Jaime added, putting a warning hand on his sister's arm.
"What I'd like," Ms. January said, wrenching her way back from a partial shift of her reality, "is the use of your particular talents."
"We have talents?" Jaime asked with a severe frown of confusion.
"She must mean sex," Emily said. "That's about all we're good at."
"But that doesn't make any sense," Jaime said. "She's always been so discouraging of our sexual adventures before."
"Except when they're useful," Emily said. "They must be useful now."
"They are," Ms. January confirmed. "I don't know what's happened to the rest of the school, but I had a feeling the two of you would remain the slutty little ho-bags you've always been."
"No need for flattery," Emily said. "We'll help."
"We will?" Jaime asked.
"Of course we will," Emily said. "Didn't you hear Ms. January? She has a problem with what's happened just like we do."
"Oh yeah."
Ms. January narrowed her eyes. "You know something about it, then?"
"Yep," said Emily. "There's these monsters running around in dresses casting spells and turning people into just the worst filth imaginable."
"What Emily mean," Jaime said, "is that there are cultists brainwashing people into thinking sex is bad."
"That's what I said," Emily pouted.
"They got her temporarily," Jaime added. "She's got some very strong feelings about it."
"They better hope they never see me again," Emily declared fiercely.
"A cult. Of course," Ms. January mused. "Well that all makes sense now."
"It does?" Jaime asked.
Ms. January ignored him. "Usually this school is a positive buffet of sexual energy. Students and teachers all lusting after one another, sneakily masturbating or fingering each other, or slipping off for quick blowjobs. And the naughtiness of their thoughts..." She shook her head. "And then I get in today to find... to find..."
"A desolate wasteland," Emily said with a sympathetic nod. "No lusting at all, let alone improper sexual activity."



"Exactly!" Ms. January said. "The students are meant to be pretending to learn things while they actually just get horny and do stupid shit all day. This is an absolute travesty!"
"Plus you're starving," Emily added perceptively.
"That too."
"Wait, wait, wait," Jaime said. "This whole time you wanted us to do sexy stuff? Then what was with all the warnings and trouble and-"
"Jai, baby," Emily said, patting his head. "Hush now. The adults are talking."
Jaime folded his arms and grumbled to himself.
"So," said Emily. "Now that we have a common enemy, shall we join together and eliminate this scourge from our land?"
"That's not-"
"Shall we ride out and face this great enemy in a battle that will be sung about for generations to come?"
"Actually-"
"And also, can you play a healer? Our party doesn't have one yet."
"Emily, for the love of sex would you shut up half a second." Ms. January's tail flitted about in agitation, and only with a deep breath and much internal strength did she get it to subside again. "I need you and your brother to fuck me. That's all."
"Oh, good," said Emily. "That's all we're really good at. I was kind of worried about the adventuring thing." She grabbed Jaime and dragged him forward. "Come on, Jai. Get that cock out. We've got a client."
Jaime still wasn't totally convinced. He did as he was told, but he was quite leery of fucking the demonic principal.
Ms. January let herself go full naked demon form as she bent over her desk and presented her ass and pussy. Long wings stretched out to the walls in anticipation, and her tail swished excitedly back and forth.
Jaime found it a lot harder to resist when there was such a beautiful, sexy sight on display right in front of him. Terrifying or not, Ms. January was a total hottie.
"What are you waiting for?" Ms. January demanded. "I need cock."
"Um... which hole?" Jaime asked.
"Does it look like I care?"
"Right. Ass it is."
Jaime leapt forward and buried his cock in Ms. January's tight demon butthole in one smooth stroke. Her ass was soft but firm, and it cushioned his landing nicely.
Ms. January hissed in deep satisfaction, already looking better now that she had something to feed on. She took the human cock up her bum like a champion anal queen. Her tail whipped around Jaime's midsection to help pull him hard into her.
Emily was enthralled by the sight of her sexy brother fucking their almost equally sexy principal's tight ass. She played with her pussy for a moment while simply watching, but that didn't last long. She climbed up on the desk, flipped up her skirt, and presented her little cunt.
Ms. January didn't hesitate even slightly. She dove between Emily's thighs and licked her teenage pussy like a starving sex demon, which she quite literally was.
Emily had never had a tongue penetrate her so deeply so quickly. Ms. January's long, sinuous demon-tongue wiggled and tongue-fucked with a skill and dexterity no human could ever hope to match.
Soon enough, Ms. January was feasting on a sweet flood of pussy juices as Emily came all over her face. She licked Emily clean, then went right back to building her up to another orgasm.
Jaime pounded Ms. January hard and deep. The more brutally he smashed her ass, the louder she moaned and the harder she thrust back. She was nearly as eager an anal slut as Emily, which was impressive even for a demon.
After several delightful orgasms from having her pussy licked, Emily was ready for a slightly different kind of fun. She reached in her butt to where most of her belongings were stored and grabbed her strapon. After getting it all snugged into place, she shoved the now-attached dildo down Ms. January's throat.
The horny succubus of a principal easily accommodated being spit roasted by the slutty little sibbos. Her holes accepted all the punishment dished out, while throughout the whole thing she regained her strength thanks to the overload of sexual energy being amassed in the room.
"More," Ms. January moaned as she yanked her face off Emily's strapon. "More cock."
"I appreciate the sentiment," said Emily. "But we haven't got any more cock."
"Not yet."
Ms. January took a firm grip of Emily's rubbery shaft. She held remarkably steady considering the machine-like pounding she was taking in the rear.
For a moment, Emily simply watched with a bemused expression. Then, something happened. She went wide-eyed as her strapon morphed into a real, fully flesh penis.
"What the hell?" she said.
She reached down and tentatively touched the new protrusion. Her fingers confirmed it to be a cock even before the sense from her new penis reached her brain.
"Holy shit!" Emily said with a wide grin.
She gazed at Ms. January with pure, jubilant adoration. By way of thanks, since words weren't nearly sufficient, she grabbed twin handfuls of her principal's hair and shoved her brand new cock down her throat.
It felt every bit as amazing as Emily had imagined. To actually experience the full joy of a deep throat from the giving end, to feel the slick, velvety softness of a mouth, throat, and tummy wrapped around a throbbing hard cock, was all she'd dreamed it to be.
"Whoa," said Jaime. "Is that for real."
Emily couldn't stop smiling. "Sure is." She slammed hard into Ms. January's mouth over and over until drool was splattered everywhere from the impacts. "I thought I liked taking a good face fucking. But giving one? Goddamn, it's even better somehow."
"Trust me," said Jaime. "I am aware."
Emily lost herself in the magical moment. She finally had the penis she'd always wanted to try, and she had a skilled, eager mouth to use it on. Better still, she got to share the moment with her beloved brother as they destroyed their slut-demon principal from both ends.
The siblings finally came at the same nano-second after a long and fulfilling fuck session. Jaime, of course, was well experienced with unleashing a torrent of sticky cum into a willing and capacious hole. Emily was not.
It was initially quite distressing to Emily that she was expelling cum instead of greedily absorbing and hoarding it like she usually did. However, the feeling of so much hot semen pumping out of her brand new cock made her quickly come to appreciate this very different perspective. It was an intense and euphoric feeling, and even though it would never replace the sensation of being a cum-balloon, it was easily one of the top ten best feelings she'd had all chapter.
Ms. January filled rapidly under the combined onslaught of two Nallister children emptying their cum into her. Her body was fortunately just as stretchy and resilient as Emily's, if not moreso. She was a demon after all. Her tummy and breasts expanded like crazy until the flow of cum finally stopped.
Emily was alarmed when she pulled her cock out of Ms. January's mouth, only to notice that her principal was shrinking just as quickly as she'd grown. She assumed, quite incorrectly, that all the cum was spilling back out in a tremendous waste of resources. To her, it would have been even more tragic than an oceanic oil spill.
However, it soon became apparent that nothing had leaked out. Ms. January simply absorbed cum faster even than Emily. Its effects were readily apparent in a new and healthy glow in her demonic skin and the well-stoked fire in her dangerous eyes.
"Ahhh," Ms. January sighed. "That's much better." She stretched, cat-like and sinuous. She didn't seem to mind that Jaime and Emily were still staring at her exquisitely naked body. "Thank you, Nallisters. You may go now."
"Just like that?" Emily said. "But-"
"Ask Carol for a pass excusing you from being late to class," Ms. January said, totally ignoring Emily. "After all, I certainly don't want to punish such helpful behaviour."
Even as she spoke, her form morphed back into a clothed human woman. Her face and curves remained constant, and somehow her tight business suit didn't steal as much from her allure as one would assume. Fully energized, she was a sexual nuclear bomb, and Jaime and Emily remained well within the blast radius.
Jaime, for one, was quite happy to quit while he was ahead.
"Come on, Em," he said urgently. "Let's get to class. Pretend like we might learn something."
"Hang on. I want to-"
Jaime clapped a hand over his sister's mouth and dragged her out of the principal's office. Ms. January watched them with unnervingly bright eyes as they left
"You didn't need to drag me out like that," Emily pouted. "Even if I do kinda like when you muscle me around."
Jaime shook his head. "She's trouble, Em. I think she might even be worse now that we've essentially charged her battery well beyond its usual limits."
"How could you possibly know how much sexual energy she usually eats?"
"Think about it. We both came in her."
Emily considered. "So that's like, what, three times the normal amount of cum you dump in me?"
"Two times, Em. There's two of us so... actually, forget it." Explaining math to his sister was probably futile. Unless there was a direct sexual application, of course. Then she was a fucking genius. "But yes, that's the idea."
"Huh." Emily counted on her fingers, then slowly nodded. "You're right. Ms. January's probably got a severe excess going right now." She perked up. "You think that means she wants to fuck someone? Because-"
"No, Em. If she wanted to take a turn pounding you, she wouldn't have kicked us out. Let's just get out of here and save her goodwill for when we need something in the future."
"Fiiine." Emily grabbed a late pass from Carol and held it over her head while triumphant music played. "Alright, got the quest item. Let's get out of here."
"You better let me hold onto that," said Jaime.
"Why?"
"Because you'll probably try to store it in your butt, and I don't want you getting a paper cut back there."
"Oh yeah. Good thinking."
Emily handed over the pass, then they proceeded out to the hallway together.
It quickly became apparent that Emily's new penis was going to give her some difficulty. It hadn't softened even slightly, and unlike Jaime she didn't have pants to hide her erection in. She only had a tiny skirt that was barely sufficient to cover her naughty bits at the best of times.
"I don't know how you manage with that thing," Emily said.
She tugged frustratedly at her skirt, trying to somehow wrap it around her cock enough to hide it. It wasn't even coming close. If it hadn't been the middle of a class period and the hallways deserted, they would have been in serious trouble. No one could fail to notice her massive erection despite her best efforts to conceal it.
"I don't wear a tiny skirt, for one" Jaime said. Then amended, "usually."
"You don't think my cock's gonna be like yours and never go down, do you?"
"I'd say it's pretty likely. You are, after all, quite possibly the only person in the whole world who's hornier and more of a slut than I am."
"Aww, that's so sweet."
Emily stopped in the middle of the school hallway to kiss her brother. They made out passionately, their hard penises fighting an accidental duel down below.
"Jai?" Emily said, gazing at him with big, adoring eyes. "There's something I've been thinking about a lot, that I've been obsessing over and driving myself crazy with ever since about three minutes ago when we left Ms. January's office."
Jaime returned her affectionate gaze and stroked her hair lovingly. "What is it?"
"Well... I feel kinda bad that I got a penis and... and I didn't fuck your mouth before Ms. January's."
"Oh, Em." Jaime kissed her again. "You know you don't need to fuck my mouth at all. That's not why I love you."
"It's not right," Emily insisted. "I got caught up in the moment. You're my butt slut, and by all rights you should be the one I lose my penile virginities with."
"Very considerate," Jaime agreed.
"Luckily, I haven't done the most important one yet. You can still be my first ass fuck." She frowned. "Obviously fucking your pussy is kinda tricky, seeing as how you generally don't have one, but we can burn that gift horse when we get to it."
"Em-"
"Shhh, brother dearest," Emily said, laying a finger on his lips. "I want to take you to a school bathroom, bend you over the counter, and ram your tight little boy-hole until you can't tell up from down."
Jaime wasn't used to being the receiver of such loving and romantic overtures. Usually when Emily wanted to fuck, they just fucked.
"I don't know what to say," Jaime said, light-headed and overwhelmed.
"You don't need to say anything," Emily assured him. "Your mouth doesn't need to even be a part of this. I just want your butthole. I want to use it for my own personal pleasure and make you my butt slut in a holy and sacred way like we've never been able to achieve before. I want to pound your bum with no regard for your comfort or safety until I unleash a tsunami of cum inside your bruised ass. I want to fuck you until your internal organs are crushed into a fine paste. I want-"
"Stop, stop," Jaime said weakly. His legs were shaking, and his asshole was twitching and flexing. He had been well and truly seduced by Emily's flowery poetry and pure loving soul. "Take me away," he whispered. "Make me your butt slut. I'll be your anal cock toy forever and ever and ever."
He fell into Emily's loving arms. Strengthened by love, she carried him easily down the hallway. Since it was to be a critically important first time for the siblings lovers, Emily decided not just use the nearest bathroom. Only the very finest of school bathrooms would do for this momentous occasion.
With Jaime cradled snugly in her arms, Emily set out on an epic and dangerous journey. Down corridors, through swamps, over mountains, skirting past the teachers' lounge, riding trains, horses, and sharks, and finally arriving at their destination many long minutes later.
It was all worth it. The mythical 'best bathroom in the school' truly was a marvel of ancient civilization. The tiles were inlaid with gold and jewels, the taps all had five temperatures instead of two, the whole ceiling was a portal to a beautiful garden full of bunnies and flowers. Most importantly of all, the counters were padded for the purposes of long, romantic fuck sessions.
"Wake up, my love," Emily murmured softly.
Jaime cracked his eyes and yawned. He'd been lulled to sleep in his sister's arms during the vast and treacherous voyage they'd set out on many minutes ago.
"Oh, we're naked already," he said. "Well that's convenient."
"Yes. I had to trade our clothes to a friendly shark so he'd guide us through the ocean of tears up on the third floor."
"Why would a shark want our clothes? Sharks don't even wear pants."
"Don't be speciesist, Jai. Sharks can wear clothes if they want to. Don't just assume how they should behave based on overwhelming precedent and logic."
"You're right. I'm sorry."
"That's ok. Honest mistake." Emily grinned. "Now are you ready to have your body violated?"
"More than ever before in my life," Jaime confirmed. "I feel like the luckiest girl in the world."
"As well you should."
Emily threw him over a counter, making sure his butt was at the proper height. Satisfied, she strapped his wrists into some handy manacles built into the wall so he couldn't move.
Jaime's bum was already gaping open in excited anticipation. Emily dove upon it and showered his ass with frantic kissing and licking. She slobbered all over his cute little butthole until it was so wet and slick it felt like she'd used a gallon of lube and not just her spit.
"I love you, my darling butt slut," Emily said tenderly as she poked the head of her cock against Jaime's eager hole.
"I love you too," Jaime said. "Be gentle with me."
"I most certainly will not."
It was a special occasion after all. It wouldn't be right for Emily to go any easier on her brother than she normally did.
There was only one way for Emily to properly show due ceremony to breaking in her new penis on her brother's tight butthole. She grabbed his hips and slammed her entire massive length inside him in one swift stroke.
Jaime gasped as the air was forced from his lungs. Emily didn't give him even a second to recover. She pounded him hard and fast and deep.
He had to admit, real sister-cock was far superior to the fake sister-cock he was more used to. His ass was getting just as stretched, and his organs just as abused, but strapons simply couldn't convey the love and affection that a real penis could. With every thrust Jaime felt his sister's emotions flood into him. Though possibly that was just precum.
"Mmm, this is sooo much better," Emily moaned. "Who'd have thought that fucking your butt would be so much more fun when I can actually feel it?"
"Literally anyone ever, I assume," Jaime said.
"Yeah, you're right." Emily grinned. "I guess I just didn't think about it because of how much fun it is destroying your boy-hole even just with strapons."
Somehow, Emily began slamming Jaime's ass ever harder. She was so in love with him, and his bum, and especially her cock. It was so sensitive, and hard, and using it on her brother's ass was amazing and addictive. She felt like she could fuck him for weeks without tiring.
Emily was still vigourously mapping out Jaime's insides when the bathroom door flung open. Emily briefly considered stopping and trying to think up some elaborate excuse for what was happening, but quickly rejected the notion.
Not only would any excuse for her penis being energetically buried inside her brother be terribly contrived, but she found it literally impossible to stop fucking him long enough to even make such an excuse. She wasn't sure she could help herself even if their lives depended on it. His ass was that delicious.
Luckily, the intruder was Alyssa, the one other person in the school who wouldn't get them in trouble. She'd shrunk considerably since being cum-inflated to twice her size earlier in the day, though still sported a pregnant looking tummy.
"There you guys are," Alyssa said. "I thought you might be in here."
"Why's that?" Emily asked.
"Well, the shark up by the ocean of tears was trying on some new outfits. It wasn't going very well mind you." Alyssa shook her head. "But anyway, I thought to myself 'who could possibly be wandering around the school naked?'"
"And you thought of us?" Emily asked.
"Immediately."
"Aww. That's so sweet of you. You're such a good friend."
"I know. I'm always thinking about you and Jai without your clothes on. That's just the great sort of person I am."
Emily hadn't slowed her destruction of Jaime's bum even a little. He was unable to add much to any conversation when his lungs were still being rhythmically squeezed empty by the force of his sister's ass-pounding.
Alyssa's eyes widened as she stepped closer. "Wait, do you have a dick?" she asked. "I'm pretty sure you didn't have one this morning."
"I do," Emily declared proudly. "Just got it. Still making payments."
"Lucky," said Alyssa with an envious look in her eyes. "Can I see it?"
Emily pulled all the way out of Jaime's ass with a suctiony pop. Alyssa got down on her knees and ran her fingers up and down the shaft.
"Wow," Alyssa said. "It's so big and warm and beautiful."
"Isn't it?" said Emily. She wiggled a bit in front of her friend, making her cock dance playfully. "I had to take Jai somewhere and fuck the shit out him. I couldn't resist."
"Who could blame you," Alyssa said. "A lovely new cock like that, and a cute little brother-butt to stick it in. No girl could pass that up."
"Exactly." Emily patted Jaime's bottom affectionately. "Besides, my butt slut deserves a real girl-cock. Strapons are fine and all, but they aren't the real thing."



"Aww, that's so romantic." Alyssa put her hands over her heart. "You even brought him to the nicest bathroom in the whole school. You two are so in love it makes me want to cry."
"We really are," Emily agreed.
Alyssa couldn't resist sucking on Emily's cock a little while it was right in front of her face. A few deep throats, then she reluctantly let it slide back out with a fresh layer of saliva all over it.
"I wish I had a brother or sister with a penis as nice as that," Alyssa said wistfully.
Emily sighed happily as she stuck her cock back in her brother. "Well, if you really wanted a sibling, me or Jai could always come over some day and impregnate your mother for you."
"You'd knock up Mommy for me?"
"Of course. What are friends for?"
Alyssa squealed and gave Emily a big hug. "It'd still take a while before my sibling turned eighteen though," she said, her enthusiasm dampening slightly. "Even if you pumped enough cum into my mommy so that she gave birth right away, it'd still take, like, six years or something crazy."
"Seven, I think," Emily said.
Jaime rolled his eyes and didn't even bother correcting their math.
Emily gazed down fondly at Jaime's jiggling butt. "Even if you had to wait ten years, it'd still be worth it though," she said. "Having a fucktoy brother is the best thing that's ever happened to me."
"Eighteen years," Jaime said, unable to help himself. "It takes eighteen years for a newborn to turn eighteen."
"No, I don't think that's right," Emily said.
"Yeah," Alyssa said. "That'd be a little too on the nose."
"It's basic biology," Jaime said. "It takes eighteen years to be eighteen years old."
"Well sure, with that kind of attitude I guess it could take that long," Emily said. "No wonder I turned eighteen before you."
"You were born first," Jaime said with exasperation.
"How do you know? You weren't there."
Jaime sighed. "Sometimes I hate being the smart one."
"Ouch," said Alyssa with a giggle. "You just got sassed, Em."
"I think I did," Emily said. She gave Jaime a firm smack on the butt. It made such a delightful sound she gave him several more, until his whole bottom had turned red. "And this from a boy who still thinks 'Q' is a made up letter."
"Well it's silly," Jaime protested. "Why have 'Q' when we already have 'K'? It doesn't make sense."
"So we have some use for all the surplus 'U's, obviously," said Alyssa. She turned back to Emily. "I think you need to fuck him harder."
"Way ahead of you," Emily said. She found extra power in her hips and began smashing Jaime hard enough that the counter he was splayed across began to crack worryingly.
Jaime was once again breathless as his sister's renewed anal onslaught squished his lungs flat. Still, it felt pretty nice. He definitely agreed that her penis was much more fun than her strapon. Having a (large) part of his sister inside him transferred her love and adoration so much better than some rubbery dildo.
Alyssa stood watching for a few minutes. Her hand snuck under her skirt to play with her teen pussy as she bore witness to true sibling love and romance. It turned her on like crazy to see the official hottest brother and sister in the whole school fucking like lovestruck bunnies.
"I guess I should go," Alyssa said reluctantly. "Leave you two to your magical liaison..."
Emily considered. "Well, I mean me and Jai were meant to be having a loving and romantic moment together, just the two of us, by ourselves. We were renewing our vows of mutual butt sluttiness, and some stuff about how we care about each other or whatever."
"Private and personal things," Alyssa said. "I hear ya."
"Exactly," Emily said. "Private and personal. Anyway, I can't see any better way to do all that than with a super hot, incestuous, teenage threeway."
Alyssa clapped excitedly. "Yay! Threeway!"
She tore her few, flimsy clothes off and hopped naked up on the padded sex-counter. She scooted her butt over to sit her pussy right in front of Jaime's face.
Fortunately, Emily's physically improbable fucking hadn't done any damage to her brother's tongue. He was still fully able to lick Alyssa's cunt like a good little slut boy.
The girls enjoyed their respective ends of Jaime for the next little while. Alyssa got her pussy sloppily eaten out, and Emily continued to abuse her brother's poor stretched out butthole.
Emily finally exploded in a mind blowing orgasm. She'd thought orgasming with a cock was wonderful before, but it was on a whole other level when done incestuously inside Jaime's loving ass.
Jaime's insides were quickly flooded with sister-sperm. He ran out of room, and Emily's cum bursts were still coming on strong. His body inflated under the pressure, but not quite fast enough. Plenty of cum overflowed up his throat and out his mouth, which was still busy on Alyssa's pussy.
Alyssa found herself being accidentally filled up with Emily's cum too. Her pussy and uterus just happened to be in the path, and she couldn't bring herself to move. It was just too decadent to have one sibling licking her while the other spurted cum all up inside her.
Jaime's feet were lifted off the floor as his tummy bulged out with creamy filling. With his wrists cuffed to the wall, he was pretty well helpless as his body was lifted higher and higher.
Luckily Emily finished orgasming just before her cock popped out of Jaime's butthole due to no longer being able to reach. She scooped up Alyssa's clothes and stuffed them in her brother's bum as a cum-plug, then greedily licked up the dribbles of her own tasty goo that had escaped.
"Mmm," said Emily as she licked up the last little bit of unruly cum. "That was fun."
"Yeah it was," Alyssa said.
She had scooted over to the edge of the counter, her legs dangling over the side. Cum was leaking out of her pussy in a steady trickle, and she had a couple fingers inside in an attempt to determine just how full she was.
"Need some cleaning?" Emily asked enthusiastically. She had already gone to her knees and parted Alyssa's legs before the other girl could answer.
"Yes, please," Alyssa said. "I think my uterus got some cum in it. It'd be very nice of you to clean it out so I don't accidentally get pregnant."
"Oops, sorry, Allie," Emily said with an embarrassed giggle. "I didn't mean to fill up your baby tank like that. My bad."
"It's ok. These things happen."
Emily got her head all snugly nestled between Alyssa's thighs and began to lick and suck hungrily at her friend's lovely, creamy cunt. It took quite a lot of time and perseverance to get every last drop back out, but that didn't faze her. When it came to yummy cum, Emily was the queen of persistence.
A while later, Emily sat back on her heels with a satisfied grin. She patted her tummy, now slightly rounded from her tasty, filling snack.
"There, all clean," she declared.
Alyssa stuck a finger in her pussy, and indeed it came out shiny and clean. "Thanks, Em. That was very thoughtful of you."
"Hey, what are friends for?"
Alyssa nodded in total agreement. The girls shared a platonic, tongue-filled kiss just because they were such good friends. They also grabbed each other's butts a few times and rubbed their boobies together, still in a completely friendly and platonic way.
"I don't suppose either of you would like to let me free any time soon?" Jaime said.
"Oh yeah," Alyssa said with rueful chuckle. "I kinda forgot you were still lying there handcuffed and naked, all full of your sister's cum."
"Yeah, I get that a lot," Jaime admitted.
The girls unlocked him and helped him to stand. His belly was so swollen that he had to readjust his center of balance.
"Damn you look sexy like that," Emily said, checking her brother out appreciatively. "Kinda makes me want to dump another load in you." She grabbed her cock and stroked it without even realizing what she was doing.
"That's all fine and good," Jaime said. "But in case you haven't figured this out yet, all three of us are stuck in here with no clothes at all."
Emily and Alyssa considered the point. The three sexy teenagers were inarguably very naked, and very in the middle of school.
"Maybe no one will notice," Emily suggested.
"I'm pretty sure they'll notice," Jaime said. "Even if somehow everyone else developed nudity blindness at the same time, two of us have massive erections that never get soft, and one of us is about twice the size of a normal person thanks to all the cum someone stuffed them with."
"Good point," Emily said. She wiggled back and forth, hypnotizing herself with her own penis for a moment. It looked so delicious she kind of wanted to see if she could suck herself off.
"Could we buy more clothes from a vending machine?" Alyssa asked, being of a more practical nature than Emily. "Even if they're tiny and barely qualify as clothing, like that skirt you guys dressed me in this morning, it'd still be something."
"We could," Jaime said. "If any of us have money for it. Personally, I don't have any of my pockets on me at the moment."
Jaime and Alyssa both turned meaningfully to Emily, who was still blissfully bouncing her cock back and forth.
"Em?" Jaime prompted.
"Hm?"
"Have you been listening at all?"
"Sure, sure. Naked. Big, lovely cocks. Got it."
"No, Em. We need money for clothes. You're the only one who has your possessions on you."
"Oh, right."
Emily stuck a hand as far up her butt as she could and scrabbled around in all her nooks and crannies. She'd used up her main stash that morning, and was only able to pull together some loose change.
"Looks like I've got... forty-five cents," she said, examining the very small handful of coins.
"Well that's not even close," Jaime said. "So much for that plan."
"Maybe there'll be a sale," Emily said.
"No, I don't think there will be." Jaime sighed and rubbed his head. "I don't want to, but I guess we might have to call Lil to come rescue us."
"Nonsense," Emily said, stepping forward with her hands placed heroically on her hips. "We can do this ourselves. I will lead us to salvation, with my trusty cock to guide the way."
"It can't be trusty. You've only had it an hour."
But Emily was in no mood for her brother's pooh-poohs. She valiantly strode out of the bathroom, fully naked and erect, leaving Jaime and Alyssa to follow along behind with much less confidence.
The halls were empty, though it was difficult to say how long that would last. They'd all lost track of time, thanks to their very sexy sex time in the bathroom.
Emily didn't pause to contemplate how much time they had, or where they were going. She marched forward, hips swaying and cock bouncing with every step.
Despite himself, Jaime found his eyes inexorably drawn to Emily's magnificent ass as he walked behind her. All his problems seemed much less important when he had his sister's beautiful bare bottom to stare at.
"So where are we going?" asked Alyssa. She alone remained quite nervous about wandering the halls fully nude without any idea when the bell would ring and a legion of their schoolmates would come pouring out of nearby classrooms. She padded along awkwardly, doing her best to cover her pussy and tits with her hands just in case.
"Don't know yet," Emily said. "I'm seeing where my dick leads."
"Can't it, uh, only lead forward?" Alyssa asked.
"So far, sure," Emily said. "But you never know."
All three of them stopped short as the bell rang. They hadn't found shelter or clothing, and any second they were going to be surrounded by their fellow students.
"Shit shit shit," Alyssa said in a total panic.
She whirled around wildly, then dove through the nearest door. Jaime and Emily followed her just in time, barely making it before they were discovered.
"Excellent," Emily said. "The girls' locker room. Good work, penis." She patted her cock for being a good boy. "Oh, and Allie helped too, I guess."
"Phew," said Alyssa, calming down a little now that they weren't in immediate danger of hundreds of boys and girls seeing all her naughty bits. "This is a good spot, isn't it? No boys allowed, so even if anyone comes in, we shouldn't get in any trouble. Nudity is ok when it's all kept among the same gender, after all."
"I know everyone keeps forgetting, but I'm a boy," said Jaime.
"That's true," Emily said. "It's on his birth certificate and everything. Also, I have a massive great penis sticking out where my pussy should be. That might complicate things."
"Hm, good point," Alyssa said. "I don't know whether penises are offensive or not when they're attached to girls. It'd be nice if there was a rule book for what offends people so we didn't have to guess about these things."
"Better yet," said Jaime, "if we could just get everything back to normal, people could stop being so offended by the same old body parts that literally everyone knows about already."
"Yeah, that would be better." Emily sighed. "I miss being able to show off my sexy eighteen year old body and leave a trail of boners behind me. Heart attacks just aren't as fun somehow."
Their intellectual discussion was interrupted by the sounds of girl voices getting louder.
"Aw, shit," Alyssa said. "Guess we don't have time to work it out. We'll just have to hide."
Emily pulled open a nearby locker without a lock on it. "Quick, in here."
"There's definitely not room for all of us in one locker," Jaime said. "In fact, I don't think I can get in at all. I'm still way too full of cum."
Emily grabbed him and pushed with all her might. "Think positive thoughts, bro. We can do it."
Emily and Alyssa pushed and shoved as hard as they could. Jaime was simply too big to fit. However, Emily lost her footing and accidentally shoulder-checked her brother's stomach pretty solidly.
Cum came spurting out of Jaime's mouth as the sudden increase in pressure forced it out. A full deluge of Emily's semen washed over all three of them. By the time it was over, Jaime was his regular size again, and all three of them were slippery as could be.
"Jaime!" Emily said fiercely. "Have you really not learned anything about being a cum storage unit from me? That was some very sloppy work just now."
"No time," Alyssa said urgently. "In you get."
Now thin and well lubricated, the three teens were just barely able to all squeeze into a single locker. Emily had to bury her cock in Alyssa's ass while Jaime took her pussy. There just wasn't room for their steely erections otherwise.
Alyssa didn't mind being a cock sheath one bit. She bounced around happily and enjoyed the sensation of being double penetrated by the super hot siblings, then had to go still and quiet as the intruding girls outside got nearer.
"Good thing these lockers are the kind that give us a perfect view out without anyone being able to see in," Jaime whispered.
"That's how all lockers are," Emily hissed back. "It's a safety feature."
"Well it's damn convenient, is all."
Outside the locker, a whole group of sexy eighteen year old girls had assembled and were busy stripping down. Lots of pert boobies and bottoms were on display for a few minutes before they all got changed and left again.
"I think it's safe now," Jaime said after a few minutes of quiet had passed.
"We should wait a bit longer, just to be sure," Emily said.
"You're only saying that because you're trying to sneakily fuck Allie," Jaime said. "We're jammed tight in here. You think I can't feel you grinding on her?"
"I don't mind," said Alyssa. "Girl cock actually feels quite nice up my little bumhole. It's so much softer and gentler than boy cock, even though it's exactly the same size and shape."
Jaime ignored the girls' protests and pushed his way back out of the cramped locker. He looked around to make sure the coast was clear, then gazed down at his utterly soiled body.
"I need to get cleaned up before we go anywhere else," he said before marching off to the showers.
Emily and Alyssa stared after him, still gently grinding on each other with Emily's cock totally ensconced in Alyssa's ass.
"Well, I suppose we could stand to take a quick shower," Alyssa said. "Since we still have quite a bit of sneaking to do, and leaving a thick trail of cum behind us probably won't help."
"Fine," said Emily. "But only if can fuck around some more while showering."
"I thought that went without saying."
The girls held hands while skipping into the shower room together.
Jaime was busy turning on every showerhead in the whole room. It was quite luxurious having hot water streaming down from every angle, no matter where they stood.
The three of them started out by helping one another get all nice and clean. This involved a lot of rubbing and fondling each other, with a particular focus on tits and dicks.
It turned into quite the slippy slidey play time. The horny teenagers had their hands all over each other, and it was only inevitable that Jaime and Emily's cocks found their ways into various holes. They fucked each other's butts a bit, but mostly they double teamed Alyssa.
Alyssa was subjected to every possible combination of sibling cock in her mouth, pussy, and ass. She came several times while being used as a sex toy for the super hot brother and sister tag team.
She was still bent over with her ass being pounded by Jaime and her throat being fucked by Emily when they heard voices again. All three of them froze, the siblings fully buried inside their friend.
"Shit," said Jaime. "We lost track of time again."
"That seems to happen when we have sex," Emily said. "I wonder why that is."
"Ummm mmmhhhppphh eeennnggg," said Alyssa.
"Don't talk with your mouth full," Emily told her absently.
The class of girls coming to use the showers soon started trickling in. Luckily, since all the shower heads had been turned on, there was quite a lot of steam in the air, and visibility was low. None of the girls noticed the incestuous threeway taking place in their midst as they began showering.
"Phew," Emily whispered. "Turns out that tremendous waste of water was totally worth it."
"Hhhppggg nnnnuuu!" said Alyssa, who was really quite desperate for some oxygen by this point.
"Oh, right. Sorry, Allie."
Emily pulled her cock out of Alyssa's throat and mouth, but as she stepped back her butt bumped into another girl's butt. The girl simply assumed Emily was part of her class, so no covers were blown.
Emily did get roped into helping the girl wash her back, however. It was quite tricky soaping her up without accidentally poking her. Emily's cock remained fully hard, and quite a liability in a shower scene sneak scenario.
Alyssa had a much easier time fitting in. Since visibility was so low, she was just another sexy, wet, slippery, eighteen year old girl. There was no way for any of the other girls to know that she wasn't from their class, even when they washed each other or rubbed their boobies together.
Jaime had the most difficult time of all. He couldn't rub boobies together or let any of the girls help wash him without being discovered as a boy. Also, like Emily, he had to be very careful in maneuvering his cock around, as accidentally fucking one of the girls would give him away rather quickly.
With two hard cocks floating around in the misty shower room, it was only a matter of time before they were discovered. A girl bumped into Jaime's cock, and was immediately suspicious. She rubbed his erection thoughtfully, then sucked on it a bit, and before long was quite certain that she had, in fact, encountered a boy's penis.
"Eek!" she shrieked. "A penis!"
A chorus of confusion and outrage went up throughout the room. Another shriek came from the other end, where one of the other girls had identified Emily's cock.



The fog back in the shower became a riot of girls shrieking and trying to get away from the penis monsters among them.
"Two penises!" a girl screamed in dismay, then added, "eek!"
Jaime, Emily, and Alyssa managed to sneak away while the panicked girls were still 'eek-ing' and fleeing in circles from unseen penile threats. They dried themselves off using towels the aforementioned panickers had thoughtfully left out.
"That went well," Emily said, ever the optimist.
"We very nearly got caught," Jaime said, ever the party pooper.
"But we didn't," Emily said. "And we've got at least another fifteen minutes before they tire themselves out and realize there aren't any more penises left in the shower. Plenty of time to think of a cunning plan. What do you think, Allie?"
"I touched butts with three girls in there," Alyssa said, somewhat lost in her own world. "I think I might be a lesbian now."
"Oh don't worry about that," Emily said.
"Why not?"
"Because we got Jai here. Just suck him off for a bit, cancel out those lesbian points."
Alyssa looked pleadingly at Jaime. "Is that ok? Can I suck on your lovely boy-cock for a little bit?"
"Of course," Jaime said magnanimously. "I couldn't very well refuse such a polite request under such dire circumstances."
"Thanks," Alyssa said gratefully. She sank to her knees and deep-throated Jaime's cock with precision and grace. She sucked him vigourously in order to reestablish her heterosexuality as soon as possible.
Emily browsed down the row of lockers while the other two were busy with their important work. Many of the lockers had been left open or unlocked by the girls still rampaging fruitlessly through the shower room. She perused the available clothing, and eventually returned to Jaime and Alyssa with some outfits for them all.
"Here we go," Emily said. "Nudity problem solved."
Jaime wasn't even surprised. "Cheerleader outfits, huh?"
"Yup."
He nodded. "Seems right." He tapped Alyssa's head gently. "That's enough for now, Allie. We have to get dressed and out of here before those girls realize we were in here, or that we stole their clothing rather rudely."
"But I wanna suck you off some more," Alyssa whined.
Emily nodded sympathetically. She felt that way about her brother all the time. "I know how you feel. But we really have to go. You can play with Jai some more later."
Alyssa squirmed and pouted, but finally assented. "Fine. Let's go."
All three of them put on their 'borrowed' cheerleader outfits. Alyssa had the easiest time, since her girly body fit nicely into girly clothes. Emily and Jaime both had issues with their dicks.
Jaime managed to stuff his cock into the pair of silky panties he'd been given. His skirt still tented out noticeably over his erection, but at least it was a contained issue.
Emily, having less experience dealing with her perpetually hard cock, wasn't able to hide it even moderately well. No matted what she did, her penis stuck out under the front of her skirt so that anyone nearby wouldn't be able to miss it.
They ran out of time and had to leave the locker room before they could figure out a solution. Jaime and Alyssa walked in front of Emily to shield her from view, but that wouldn't work for long. They were between classes now, and the halls were full of brainwashed, eighteen year old students.
There was only one solution that Emily could think of. She waited for an opportune moment, then pounced on her brother. She lifted Jaime's skirt, pulled down his panties just enough to reveal his butthole, then rammed her dick into his ass.
"Ow! Hey, come on, Em," said Jaime. "I wasn't ready. Having a large cock violently shoved inside my asshole without any lubrication or warning kinda stings."
"Plus this isn't a very good place for fucking," Alyssa said nervously. "What with being in a rather public and crowded location and all."
"Don't be such babies," Emily said. "I had to hide my penis somewhere before someone saw it peeking out."
She wrapped her arms around Jaime's chest, then lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, positioning herself for an awkward piggy back. Her brother's bum was tight enough on her cock that it helped support most of her weight, which made up for her otherwise untenable grip.
"I mean, come on," Emily continued. "I didn't have a choice. And it's not like I was doing something totally irresponsible like bending Jai over and pounding him good in front of the entire school while he's dressed like a cute little girl." She paused to consider. Her cock throbbed with delight at the mental image she'd conjured. "Although..."
"Bad girl," Jaime said. "Allie, give her a spank, would you? I can't reach properly."
Alyssa very helpfully swatted Emily's butt a few times. This, naturally, only encouraged her.
The bell rang for their final class before Emily could think of any rational way to fuck her brother in front of everyone without being noticed.
Alyssa had to split off to get to her classroom. She kept looking back regretfully over her shoulder, but there was nothing to be done. They were all good and obedient students who wouldn't dare prioritize anything over their education.
"Well now what the hell do we do?" Jaime asked. "We aren't going to the same place."
He walked along with Emily clinging tenaciously. Every step made her bounce a little, which had the effect of Jaime getting his ass fucked very, very gently.
"We'll just have to go to class together," said Emily. "That's the only solution."
"Our teachers won't like that."
"Pff, who cares. We have our legendary artifact to get us out of any trouble."
Jaime stopped short. "Oh shit, our late pass. I think it was still in my pocket. We have to go get my pants back."
"And let you get out of this adorable cheerleader outfit? I think not." Emily rummaged around in her butt and pulled out the pass. "Luckily I thought ahead and stole it back."
"Phew. Good work, Em. The day is saved."
They marched confidently into Jaime's class and flashed their late pass, which somehow excused all their various absences and lateness for the day. Emily delivered quite a clever and sly tale about how they'd ended up accidentally glued together so they couldn't be separated, and the teacher reluctantly let them sit together.
Emily thought it was the best class ever. Jaime was forced to sit in her lap the whole time, and her cock remained snugly buried in his ass.
She wiggled and flexed her cock, and generally spent her time getting more acquainted with her new toy. It was quite distracting for poor Jaime, who wasn't able to concentrate on his studies at all.
****
It was getting dark out by the time Jaime and Emily left school. They looked around for their bus, but it was nowhere to be seen.
"Well shit," Jaime said. "I guess that's what we get for starting the school day so late."
"You'd think the bus would have waited for us," Emily said. "Since we're main characters and all."
"That kinda backfired, I think," Jaime said. "If we weren't main characters, they wouldn't have delayed school starting so long and we coulda just been late to class instead of holding back the whole schedule. Then at least we could have still caught the bus home."
"Yeah. Guess we're walking home, huh?" Emily said.
Jaime sighed. "Yeah, seems like we are."
He continued to carry his sister on his back for a little while, her cock gently thumping in and out of his butt. However, once they got out of sight, Emily hopped off and walked beside him, with no apparent care in the world that they were still in a very public area.
"Em, your dick's showing," Jaime said.
"I know. But it's getting pretty dark, so probably no one will notice. Plus it's kind of annoying that I have such a pretty, pretty cock now, and I haven't been able to show hardly anyone."
"So you're, what, hoping nobody sees it and also everybody sees it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Right. Of course."
But Emily still wasn't happy. She pulled off bits of her outfit and tossed them away as they kept walking. Pretty soon she was totally naked, without any kind of backup clothing at all.
Jaime was kind of nervous about how daring she was being. He absolutely adored getting to see her luscious tits and fantastic ass, as per usual, but he worried about someone else seeing those same parts of her and getting offended to death. Or worse, super-death.
Emily hummed to herself and carried on totally carefree and happy. She batted playfully at her own protruding cock, occasionally giving it a bit of a rub.
Cars passed them semi-frequently. Jaime made sure to stay between them and his oblivious, naked sister. None of the cars stopped or crashed or burst into flames, so that was fine.
More dangerous were the other pedestrians. Jaime had to keep dragging Emily into people's yards and hiding behind trees and things until they had the sidewalk to themselves. Emily kept using those opportunities to grind on her brother and slip her hands down his panties.
"Maybe we should cut through the park," Jaime said as they hid yet again from other people. "There's probably still people there, but there'll be some woody areas, and fewer streetlights. What do you think?"
"Mmhm."
Jaime looked over his shoulder. "Dammit, Em, stop licking my butthole for half a sec and give me an answer."
Emily paused with her tongue halfway up her brother's ass. She was kneeling behind him with his panties pulled down a bit and her hands on either ass cheek to spread him open. She reluctantly pulled away long enough to speak.
"Sure, sounds good," she said.
"Dare I ask if you even heard what you're agreeing to?"
"Muh hmm unn," said Emily who was already back to work rimming her sibling.
"Alright, come on. Coast is clear for now."
Jaime made a quick dash for the park, which wasn't far away. Emily followed slower, both because she'd even thrown away her borrowed shoes and had to walk barefoot, and because she was pretty crazy horny over being so naked on a public road. She really, really liked that she had the capacity to be erect, and the opportunity to show it off in public.
Jaime felt much better once they started down the main path in the park. No cars going by anymore, which helped immensely, and there were plenty of side paths and trees to help them avoid people.
Emily continued to flaunt herself with a total lack of concern for consequences. Sometimes she walked in front of Jaime, ass swaying, daring him to bend her over a park bench and fuck her. Other times she got caught up playing with herself and fell behind a little.
She finally got what she wanted when they had to duck off behind some trees while a couple of dog walkers strolled past abysmally slowly. Her and Jaime were pressed pretty close together in their hiding spot, and once she got his dick out and started rubbing her butt against it, he gave in pretty quickly.
"You're such a goddamn tease," Jaime hissed.
"I'm not a tease if I put out," Emily said. "And I'm nothing if not consistent about putting out."
"That's a fair point."
Jaime thrust between Emily's butt cheeks at first, grinding in the soft valley of her posterior. She'd been getting him all worked up for too long for him to resist any longer. Despite being quite close to the foot path still, he soon yanked out her butt plug and replaced it with his cock.
Emily purred in total slutty satisfaction. She clenched and relaxed her butt to massage Jaime's wonderful penis while he took a firm grip on her hips and built up a nice, hard bum-fucking rhythm.
The siblings' moaning and sex sounds were fortunately misinterpreted by passers by as an indicator of wild monsters in the woods, rather than simply two horny teenagers. The fact that no one could conceive of any kind of sex that wasn't both marital and boring kind of worked itself out in this instance, since no one dared investigate for fear of being eaten by an imaginary being.
It got darker and darker out as Emily's nearly-public ass fucking continued. Jaime pounded her hard enough that the tree she'd been bracing against started making dangerous cracking noises. Emily got down on the ground instead, in order to spare the tree further strain. She stuck her bum wantonly up in the air, and Jaime carried right on destroying it.
Emily felt her brother finally nearing orgasm by the way his dick throbbed inside her. "I want you to cum all over me," she said.
"Really?" Jaime asked. "Not in you?"
"Well... maybe a little in me. But I want a nice brother-cum shower. It's so much fun being outside and naked and having a great big erection, but it'd be even better if I was all covered in cum."
Jaime privately agreed. His sister tended to look positively radiant when she was naked except for a thick coating of his semen.
He decided to oblige her and only left his cock in her ass long enough to give her a small gooey filling, hardly enough to even make her tummy bulge. The rest of his cum was systematically sprayed all over her until she was drenched.
"Mmm, thanks, bro," Emily said. "Now I'm all lovely and warm and creamy." She pulled out her phone. "Here, take a few pictures, would you?"
"It's kinda dark out for that."
"Hm, good point."
There were a few places near the edge of the park that were well lit at night. Emily dragged Jaime to one of those areas to snap some pics. She needed souvenirs.
Once again, even though she was totally visible this time, Emily got mistaken for a wild monster. Her dripping layer of cum masked her true identity as an incest-craving teenage slut. People fled in panic from her without stopping to realize just how insanely hot she was, and that they were meant to be offended by it.
Emily held various poses for Jaime to take pictures of. Mostly she tried to get some good angles of her cock, since she already had lovely nudes featuring every other part of her body.
Posing turned into playing and masturbating. Emily jerked herself off with increasing determination, and eventually sat down and got the end of her cock in her own mouth.
Jaime switched to recording a video on Emily's phone as she did her best to deep throat herself. He was pretty sure she'd appreciate that. He then pulled out his cock and jerked himself right along with her.
The siblings' arousal fed off of each other's horniness and super sexy teenage bodies. They masturbated like crazy, Emily being filmed the whole time.
Emily came first and instinctively swallowed several large throatfuls of her own cum. She then aimed her pulsing cock at Jaime, cheekily catching him unaware with a thick rope of semen.
Jaime came shortly after, and in turn sprayed his sister right back. They giggled and wrestled and spewed cum everywhere, though mostly on each other. It was their first time being able to have a proper cum fight-a true milestone in any loving sibling relationship-and they thoroughly enjoyed every minute of it.
They finally collapsed in the slowly spreading lake of sperm they'd created together. Emily wiped off her phone as best she could and played back the video Jaime had made before getting distracted.
"Do you think your phone'll be ok?" Jaime asked. "It got pretty flooded."
"Oh it'll be fine," Emily said without taking her eyes off the screen. "I made sure to get a cum-proof case when I bought it. You didn't really think it would have survived in my butt all this time if being totally submerged in ball-goo was going to damage it, did you?"
"Good point. Your butt's basically a cum reservoir. I should have known you'd think about these things."
"Mmhm. By the way, thank you so much for getting a video of my first self-blowjob. It's a very special moment for me, and everyone knows special moments don't really count unless they're captured in a shitty phone video."
Jaime smiled. "I thought you might like it. Though it's kinda too bad we don't have all our other super special moments filmed. Like our first face-fuck, ass-fuck, and pussy-fuck."
Emily sighed wistfully. "Yeah, it is. But at least we can always go back and read the previous chapters if we want to relive those loving and romantic memories."
"That's true." Jaime tried to sit up, but there was so much cum on and around him that he was a bit stuck. "Hey, Em? Can you move?"
Emily tried to sit up as well. "Nope. Too much cum." She giggled. "There's something I never thought I'd say."
"Well we can't very well just lie here all night."
"Indeed not. How would we fuck?"
"I meant that someone would eventually find us, and there'd be some pretty bad trouble, and probably a bunch of people would die."
"Oh. Right. That too, I guess." Emily shrugged. "It's fine. I'll just get a hold of Lil, she'll come rescue us."
"She's gonna be annoyed. She's always the one who has to rescue us."
"It's her own damn fault for being the only responsible and competent person in this town."
"Yeah. She didn't think that one through, did she?"
****
Lilith showed up a while later. She didn't seem particularly surprised to find out exactly what sort of predicament her slutty little siblings had gotten themselves into this time.
"Hey, Lil," Emily said cheerfully. "We got stuck."
Emily had been playing with herself while waiting. She'd alternated between watching the video of herself, and taking more videos and selfies. She'd cummed all over herself again in the meantime, and was in even more of a gooey, sticky mess than Jaime.
"So it would seem," Lilith said with a distinct note of exasperation. "Dare I ask why you have a penis now?"
"Ms. January gave it to me."
"Ugh. She's supposed to be leaving you two alone."
Emily hugged her cock protectively. "You're not going to take my penis away, are you?"
"No, Em. I'm not taking your penis away." Lilith jabbed a firm finger at her sister. "But you're going to be responsible for taking care of it. I'm not feeding or walking it."
"Deal," Emily said.
"I don't suppose we could get out now," Jaime said. "I mean, soaking in cum will help make my skin all soft and smooth, which is nice, but right now I'm starting to go all pruney."
Lilith grabbed Jaime's hand, but it was too slippery and she couldn't pull him free without losing her grip. She tried a few times, but nothing worked.
Emily very cunningly licked and slurped all the cum off of one of her hands and wrists. That gave Lilith a much less slippery grip on her, and she was slowly pulled free with a gooey, suctiony sound.
Emily then licked both of Jaime's wrists clean, and together she and Lilith pulled him out of his gooey, gluey mess much more easily.
"Well there," said Emily. "That was quite an adventure. Time to go home for real."
"Uh uh," said Lilith. "You don't seriously think you're getting in my car like that, do you?"
Emily looked down at her body with its thick coating of tasty white semen. She looked back up innocently. "I don't see a problem."
"No. You wouldn't." Lilith pointed firmly toward the park's large-ish pond. "You two are washing up, or you're walking home."
"Fine. Spoilsport."
The three of them took the short walk to the pond, whereupon Emily immediately splashed into the water. Jaime was slower because he had to strip out of his girly clothes, which had become plastered to his body.
"Hey, Lil?" Jaime said once he was alone with her elder sister. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure," said Lilith, who was keeping half any eye on Emily just to make sure she didn't get too caught up in cleaning her dick and accidentally drown.
"So, like, me and Em had a threeway with Ms. January today, aka your dad."
"Sure. I remember that plot line. You guys shouldn't be fucking around with her though."
"Believe me, I'm aware. But, like, I pounded her pretty good, and nothing bad happened to my cock."



Lilith sighed. "Right. So now you're going to ask how come I told you you couldn't fuck me."
"Yeah. Basically. I mean, demon holes seem just as good or better than human ones. My cock likes them, anyway."
"Which makes sense. Demons, and succubi in particular, are pretty well built for any kind of 'sinful' activity. Mostly sex."
"But you said you weren't. You said I couldn't fuck you."
Lilith kicked at a small rock and avoided eye contact. "I'm only half-demon."
"So?"
"I guess you wouldn't get it. Jai, demons usually reproduce by impregnating humans, right?"
"How would I know?"
"Well they do. And out pop little baby demonlings. Like, full demons. Not halvsies."
Jaime frowned. "But then how did you..."
"Exactly. I shouldn't have been born the way I was. Humans and demons are sexually compatible, but physiologically very different. My bits don't all line up the way they should." Lilith shrugged miserably. "I don't belong in the demon world, and I can't properly fuck humans without doing some serious damage."
"Oh. That sounds shitty."
"It is. Why do you think I use sex toys so much? That's about as good as it gets."
"Aw, Lil, that sounds horrible." Jaime tried to give her a big hug, but she ducked away from his goopy embrace. "Not only no fucking, which is quite the excessive divine punishment all by itself, but not even any super hot sexy incest fucking with your siblings or parents, which just sounds unbearable."
"It is. Dating doesn't even help."
"Dating?"
"You know, when you spend time with someone to see if you both want to fuck and/or live with each other."
"I don't follow."
"Like, before sex..."
"Right."
"You go to, maybe, a movie, or dinner, or get coffee or something."
Jaime frowned. "Aren't you not supposed to fuck while doing those things?"
"Yeah, that's the idea. You're trying to figure out whether to fuck or not. Or sometimes it's to spend time with one another, even if you already know you want to fuck."
"I don't get it."
Lilith folded her arms. "Are you seriously telling me you don't do anything that's not for a sexual purpose?"
Jaime thought hard. "Does cunnilingus count?" he finally asked.
"Forget it." Lilith swatted his butt, and immediately regretted it when her hand came back spermy. "Go wash up."
"Ok."
Emily was floating on her back with a miniature sail attached to her cock, letting the soft breeze float her around the pond. She paddled back toward shore as Jaime splashed into the water with her.
"You two were talking an awfully long time," she said.
"Yeah. Did you know Lil should have been a full demon?"
"No, she had a human mom. That makes her half demon."
"Apparently that's not how it's supposed to work. Demons impregnate humans, and full demons pop out. Half-demons aren't supposed to happen, and they're kinda fucked up."
"Oh, right, because of physiological conflicts. That makes sense."
Jaime stared open mouthed at his sister. "How do you even know that word?"
"Hey! I know words."
"Yeah? Name one."
Emily puzzled for a moment. "Well I can't think of any right now, but I do know some."
"Sure you do, babe. Anyway, Lil was also going on about some nonsense called 'dating.'"
"Oh sure. Like what scientists do to carbon."
"No, no. Apparently it's what people do instead of sex."
"Instead of?"
"Yeah. They go eat dinner together."
"Like... lovely delicious cum dinner? Like when you shove your cock down my throat and fill up my tummy?"
"No, Em. Real people dinner. With food and tables and plates and shit."
"Oh. Boring stuff."
"Yeah."
"And people do that? On purpose? With no sex at all?"
"Apparently."
"Huh. Weird." Emily shook her head, then brightened. "Luckily we aren't those people."
"Good thing," Jaime agreed.
"Want to suck on my cock a bit?"
"Yeah, alright."
Jaime sank underwater and gave his sister a lovely, fun blowjob. She helped rinse off his hair while he was down there, and occasionally took a firm grip and face fucked him for a while.
They took turns sucking cocks and helping wash each another off. It was just like a perfectly normal sibling day at the beach.
Lilith got tired of waiting, and eventually stripped naked and splashed into the pond with them. The water was a nice temperature, and it was also very clean and pure and not gross at all, since this is a sexy story rather than a realistic one.
"Hey, Lil," said Emily, who was once again taking a turn to bury her erection in her brother's mouth. "We're seeing how long Jai can go without breathing when he has sibling cock filling up his throat. So far he's doing pretty well."
"Makes sense that you'd share that talent with you," Lilith said. "It's just that he's never had a chance to use it before."
"That's true." Emily stroked her brother's hair affectionately. "He's such a good little cocksucker." She looked back at Lilith. "So, hey, Jai was telling me about your unfortunate condition."
"You don't have to call it that, but sure."
"Is it still ok to lick your pussy?"
"As long as you stay on the outside, yes."
"Great!"
Emily dove on Lilith's cunt and licked away at it while Jaime was still firmly attached to her cock. Giving and receiving sibling oral pleasure at the same time was Emily's favourite thing.
The fun continued for a while, with plenty of incestuous dick sucking and pussy and ass licking. The siblings all got messy some more before finally getting clean one last time. The pond was quite a bit spermier than they found it by the time they left.
****
Jaime was pretty well ready for bed by the time they got home and settled. It had been quite the busy day.
Emily, however, was nowhere to be found. She'd disappeared almost immediately, and Jaime just didn't feel right going to bed without her. He tried waiting and being patient like a normal-ass person, but that lasted all of two minutes. Patience was not one of the family's strong suits.
He checked Lilith's room first, since that was the place that made the most sense. He only saw Lilith when he opened the door.
"Hey, Lil, Em hasn't crawled into bed with me yet," Jaime said.
"Fuck," Lilith said. "You don't think she went missing already, do you? We just barely got home."
"No, no. I'm sure there's a perfectly reasonable explanation for why we're not already in bed together."
Except neither Jaime or Lilith could think of such a reason. It wasn't like Emily to vanish at bedtime, just when it was the time of day to cuddle naked with her brother for several hours.
"If she doesn't turn up in the next five minutes, let me know and we'll call the police," Lilith said, erring on the side of caution. "Just to be safe."
"I mean, she's probably not missing and lost, right?" said Jaime. "Even Emily can usually find her way around the house."
"Absolutely. She probably just wanted some... privacy?"
Lilith made a face as she finished speaking. It didn't even sound right to her as she'd said it.
"It could happen," Jaime agreed with no real certainty.
He quickly scooted through the rest of the house, with no sign of his errant sister. The very last room he checked was their mother's, since there was no real reason Emily should be in there. Their mom was still under the sway of anti-incest fascists, after all.
Emily had apparently thought differently about the situation. She was, in fact, in Christine's room, and was even in bed with their mother. Stranger still, the two of them appeared to be having sex.
"Em?" Jaime hissed. "What's going on?"
"Shh," Emily said. "Don't wake her. She'll be pissed."
"Yeah, I know." He stepped closer. "That's why I'm kinda wondering what you think you're doing."
"Ass-fucking Mom while she's asleep, duh." Emily was, indeed, fully buried inside Christine's ass. She'd pulled down their mother's panties, and was lovingly and tenderly shoving her cock in and out. "I just couldn't resist Mommy's lovely big bum."
"Ok, fine. But you need to cut it out and come to bed. Sure Mom is usually a total butt slut and gets lulled to sleep by sweet and loving ass fuckings, and sure she has a big smile right now while you're doing nasty, incestuous things to her bottom, but her mind's all messed up and there's no telling when she might wake up and get really quite annoyed with us."
"You might be right. Her body is totally loving it, but her mind might have other ideas if it gets in on the discussion." Emily patted Christine's ass adoringly. "We're gonna fix Mom, right? I liked her better when she pretended not to want super hot sexy incest sex with her family, but secretly loved it just as much as we do. That was way more fun."
"Don't worry, babe. We'll get her back to normal. But for right now, let's just go to bed, ok?"
Emily pouted. "Five more minutes?"
Jaime sighed. "I wish you weren't so cute when you pout like that. Fine. Five more minutes." He pointed a stern finger. "But no cumming in Mom. That would be way too hard to explain."
Emily giggled. "Don't worry. I'm saving up a nice big load for you."
"How thoughtful."
Jaime kissed Emily and played with her tits while she finished up her last few minutes with their mother.
Emily reluctantly pulled out when her five minutes were up. Christine's ass gaped open sluttily, hungry for more, but Emily was tough and let Jaime drag her away kicking and screaming.
They fell into bed together, all naked and horny. Emily pounded Jaime's ass for a while, then filled him up to bursting with delicious, creamy cum.
"Well that was fun and all," Jaime said. "But-"
"It was, wasn't it?" Emily said. "I do so enjoy using you like my personal anal fuck toy, which of course you are."
"Sure, I get that." Jaime patted his painfully swollen tummy. "The only problem is you dumped so much cum in me I don't think I can sleep now."
Emily shook her head. "I just don't know where I went wrong with you. You should be all ready for a nice snooze now that your insides are all warm and gooey and filled with love."
"Guess I'm just not the same caliber of cum slut as you are."
"Hardly anyone is. Hopefully some more experience will help. But in the meantime..."
Emily positioned her brother carefully for easy access to his well-used butthole. She spread his ass cheeks and skillfully licked and sucked at his slightly gaping hole, greedily swallowing the steady trickle of her own semen that poured into her mouth.
Eventually, the siblings were more or less equalized. Jaime's insides were only pleasantly full instead of painfully, and Emily had managed to suck enough cum from her brother's ass that her tummy had rounded out a little.
"Well I guess that worked out nicely," Emily said as she patted her belly.
"There are upsides to me not being such a cum slut, huh?" Jaime said.
"Yeah, I guess. Still need to train you better though."
"Of course you do."
They lay down together, face to face on their sides. They pressed their cocks together so that they were snuggly and nearly parallel. Emily took a small, doll-sized pillow and blanket, and lovingly tucked their penises in for sleepy bed time.
"Are you going to be ok sleeping without me being inside you at all?" Jaime asked.
"Mmhm, don't worry about me," Emily said. "It's more important for our babies to get a good night's sleep."
"You mean our dicks?"
"Obviously. What else would I mean?"
"Yeah, you're right." Jaime yawned. "Good night, sis. Fuck you tomorrow."
Emily kissed Jaime sweetly on the lips. "Fuck you tomorrow too, bro. Night night."
Soon the naked, slutty brother and sister were fast asleep with their dreams full of sexy, sexy incest.
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Part One: Nightly Perambulations
****
Laine sighed heavily upon waking up. Catria, his little sister, had a seriously bad habit of sleepwalking into his bed at night. She'd be curled up next to him in the morning often enough that he half-expected to see her when he first opened his eyes.
This morning was a Catria morning.
"You're way too old for this shit," Laine grumbled as he climbed out of bed over his oblivious little sister.
He really just didn't know what to do with her sometimes. Cat, as he'd called her since forever, had always kind of lived up to her position as baby of the family. She'd been a daddy's girl of the most shameless variety, and had had no qualms about jumping into bed with their parents anytime there was thunder or she'd had a bad dream or... well, just because sometimes.
She'd grown out of it eventually, much to everyone else's relief. In fact, Cat had become a fairly normal teenager when the time came. Which was to say she'd hardly acknowledged her parents or siblings except when she needed something and spent most of her time barricaded in her room. In her case, Mom and Dad had hardly even given her shit for it. They were just glad to have some privacy again.
And now she was Laine's problem.
He felt a twinge of guilt as he looked down at his slumbering sister. He'd taken their parents' room now that they were gone. For all he knew, Cat was unconsciously looking for them when she wandered into his room at night. Not that he'd done anything wrong, but he couldn't help feeling bad about it anyway. Possibly that was why he'd been so patient with her.
At some point one probably just had to say "cut that the fuck out." And mean it. Laine'd said variations on it many times, usually in his head, but never with enough conviction. Not enough to do anything about it.
"Alright. Come on then."
Laine still talked only to himself as he carefully scooped up Cat in his arms. She was much heavier at eighteen than she'd been at eight, but still waifish enough to be transported without any real strain.
Cat stirred as she was carried regally back to her room. Her arms snaked around her brother's neck, though her eyes remained shut.
"You did it again," Laine said.
"Sorry." Cat's eyes fluttered open. "I didn't mean to."
"I know you didn't mean to. That doesn't stop you doing it."
"Sorry," she repeated. She looked away, her lip pinching slightly between her teeth.
"Don't look so damn pitiful. You can't just keep puppy-dogging your way through life, you know."
A hint of a smile graced Cat's mouth. "S'worked so far."
"Yeah, well... not anymore." Laine nudged open Cat's door, which had been left not quite open enough for him to fit through while carrying her. "I'm gonna start, I dunno, handcuffing you to your bed every night or something."
A small giggle from his sister. "You wouldn't dare."
"No?"
"No. I know you."
Laine let her down onto her mattress. "Maybe I wouldn't have. But lately...." He shook his head. "You've been bad lately. I actually think you're getting worse."
"I'm not! I'm just... it's just...." Cat squirmed uncomfortably. "I think it's 'cause my dreams have been bad. They're not so bad when I wake up in your room. Or at least I don't remember them." She looked up with pleading eyes. "But I swear it's not something I'm doing on purpose. It just kinda happens."
Laine rubbed his face. "Yeah, I get it. And I know you're sleepwalking. Maggie caught you in the hallway once, you were right out of it. Didn't acknowledge her or anything, even when she steered you back to bed."
"I still don't remember that."
"I know." He sighed. "I know." A moment of silence passed. "Do you think you're looking for me when you sleepwalk? Or... you know...."
"I don't know," Cat said in a small voice. "But I think maybe... maybe part of me doesn't know Mom and Dad aren't gonna be there. Like... I'm still looking for them like when I was little." She shrugged. "Maybe."
Laine nodded. "Who knows. Sorry for being such a downer." He patted Cat's knee, then started walking away. "Anyway, it's almost time I would have been up anyway. I'll probably hit the shower unless you need in the bathroom first."
"No, I'm good for a bit. Thanks for...."
Laine paused at the doorway. "Yeah?"
"Just... thanks. That's all."
"Ok."
****
Maggie was up and in the kitchen by the time Laine had showered and dressed. The eldest of the three siblings had become a pseudo-mother figure now that they were on their own, though without ever giving up her prerogative to mercilessly tease her little brother and sister when the need arose.
"Guess I shoulda put the coffee on before my shower," Laine said. "Never quite sure when you're gonna be up."
"Usually before you are," Maggie said airily. "Don't worry about it. I kinda like the ritual of it."
"That's kinda weird."
"Yeah, well... deal with it." Maggie set the coffee maker to work, then faced her brother. "Was Cat in your bed again this morning?"
"Yeah."
"Thought so. That's, what, the third time in the past week?"
"Something like that. It all blurs together after a while. Feels like it's been worse recently though."
Maggie sighed. "I don't know what to do with her. I keep hoping she'll grow out of it. So far, not so good."
"Yeah, tell me about it. Talking to her about it doesn't really seem to get anywhere. It's hard to be convincing though. 'Specially when she looks all pitiful and sorry."
"Gotta be firm sometimes, even if it's weird." Maggie shook her head. "I don't like trying to be a parent."
"Yeah. Me either. You're way better at it than me, though. Gonna be a great mother some day. All this warm-up."
Maggie shrugged, but didn't quite cover a smile. "Maybe someday," she agreed. "Not for a while, though. Maybe not ever. Too stressful."
Laine didn't argue. Maggie wavered back and forth on the topic, not that it came up all that often. She had a lot of their mom in her, which swayed his thinking toward her giving in and joining the parent cult sooner or later, and also helped explain why she'd stuck around even now that he and Cat were old enough to look after themselves.
Well, that and none of them really knew what to do with themselves. In some ways, Laine felt, they were all just stuck treading water together, unsure what to do with their lives. Or maybe, from a more positive light, they loved each other and were happy living together a while longer.
Probably, from an outside and objective standpoint, it was a nebulous mix of support and co-dependency, problems and comfort. Neither truly good or bad. Just life.
"I threatened to handcuff her to her bed if she keeps it up," Laine offered conversationally.
"Ha! I'd almost like to see that." Maggie tilted her head back and half-closed her eyes. "I can picture it now. Middle of the night, an awful screeching as Cat drags her bed down the hall behind her to get to big bro."
"You goof. That isn't... oh shit, now I'm picturing it."
"Good, right?" Maggie poured some coffee in two mugs. "Though really, the idea itself has some merit."
"It was a joke, Mags."
"I know. I'm just saying, like, we've tried threats and pleading and therapy and... whatever, you know? But, like, what if we actually physically tied her to her bed?"
Laine's eyes narrowed as he sipped his coffee thoughtfully. Both he and Maggie stood in near-silence for a moment as they considered.
"That can't actually be a real option, is it?" he said.
"I honestly don't know." Maggie bit her lip and reached a decision. "But if you want... I do have a pair of handcuffs you could borrow. Just to try."
"I... wait, you do?"
"Yes. And don't you dare comment on that."
Laine bit back an instinctive desire to tease her about a past romantic occurrence. In truth, if she had indeed used some bondage-play in a sexual encounter, that probably wasn't anything he wanted to probe into too deeply.
"Handcuffs, huh?" he said at last.
"Yeah. Not as much fun as movies would have you believe. I'm pretty sure they're just a handy prop that feels kinky without being too lewd for the average citizen."
"I see." Laine sipped at his coffee some more, trying desperately to think of a natural segue to some safer topic.
"You're trying really hard not to make a joke, aren't you?"
"I'm not."
"Well, either way, don't. I'm just saying if you want to try 'em, they're there."
"Nah. I can't do that. Metal restraints all night? I couldn't do that to her. She'd be so sore in the morning. Probably be up whining all night, just make the problem worse."
"No, no. Not, like, police cuffs, dummy."
"What?"
"They're nice and padded. Very comfy. I can't imagine using pure metal ones for anything other than, like, quick roleplay sessions or something."
Laine winced. "Please don't tell me about your roleplay sessions."
"Oh grow up."
Laine shook his head, but the wheels were turning now. "I mean, I guess if you think it's not a terrible idea...."
"Wait, really?"
"Oh come on! You just said--"
"I know. I just really didn't think you'd go for it. Hang on."
Maggie pranced off to her room. Laine spent the intervening time ruing his decision. But, hell, at this point, might as well take the cuffs, see how he felt that night.
Maggie was back a couple minutes later, padded leather cuffs dangling from her hand. "Here ya go."
Laine took them uncertainly. "They aren't--"
"There's no bodily fluids on them or anything. God. Mind out of the gutter, bro."
"Ok. Just checking." Laine inspected the cuffs. They seemed, if not comfortable, then at least like they wouldn't cut off blood circulation or chafe or anything.
"Don't forget the key. That's pretty important," Maggie added. "Don't lose it."
"I won't."
Laine took the restraints and key to his room, examined them a second time, then dropped them carelessly on his desk. He still hadn't made up his mind, but he had time enough for that.
****
Catria was late getting home that night. She'd gone out with friends after school and had lost track of time.
Well, that was only partly true. She'd let herself lose track of time. She'd been having fun, and she'd enjoyed some time free from the guilt of being a burden to her siblings. She tried so hard, but what could she do about invading Laine's room in her sleep? She wasn't awake to stop herself, after all.
Catria tried not to think in terms of 'being a pest.' Therapy-wise, from what little she'd learned in her past, sporadic sessions, that was a no-no. Still, one couldn't always help oneself.
She crept into the house, slinking along quietly. Vestiges of a time when she would have been chastised severely for returning around bedtime flitted around in the back of her mind.
No one was waiting impatiently, as it happened. No one hiding just inside the door waiting for a chance to jump out and yell 'ah ha!'
Both disappointed and relieved, Catria trudged to her room. Laine and Maggie weren't her parents. She knew that. But sometimes... well, she had some issues. Best to leave it at that.
Catria luxuriated in a long shower before turning in for the night. She scrubbed herself all pink and shiny, then changed into a camisole and panties for sleeping.
Opening the door of the bathroom to head back to her room, Catria squeaked and hopped back a few inches at the unexpected sight of her big sister waiting for her. Instinctive guilt flooded back even as she gauged Maggie's expression for clues to her feelings.
"Hey," Catria said.
"Hey. Fun afternoon?"
"Um... yes?"
"Good. Scoot aside, would you? I need to pee."
"Oh. Right."
Another strange mixture of relief and disappointment as Catria once again wasn't chastised. She began to slump away.
"And hang up your towel!" Maggie called after her. "It's not going to dry in a pile on the floor!"
Catria darted back, grabbed her towel, then away again as Maggie shut the door behind her. A small grin crossed her lips as she hung her towel in the laundry room to dry. Her sister had a definite mom-like quality to her voice when she wanted something Done Now.
On a whim, Catria wandered over to Laine's room. His door was closed, no surprise at this time of night. It never stopped her while sleepwalking, though he'd threatened a few times to install a deadbolt on the inside. She wasn't actually sure why he hadn't, except maybe that he never thought of it when he was near the... deadbolt store?
Where did people buy deadbolts anyway? Catria shrugged. Maybe that was why he hadn't gotten around to it.
She knocked on the door, then cracked it open slightly before Laine actually answered.
"Hey," she said.
"What's up?"
"Nothin'. Just... you know. Heading to bed. I'ma try to stay there tonight, for whatever good that ever does."
Laine nodded. He stood in just his boxers, not uncommon for him at night. Catria was fairly certain he used to sleep naked, but now compromised since he could never be sure of having his bed to himself. She couldn't imagine how awkward it might have been for him waking up with no clothes on and finding his baby sister cuddling with him.
Blech.
"Well, if that doesn't work, there's always the handcuffs," Laine said.
Catria rolled her eyes. "Yeah, yeah. You threatened me with that this morning already."
"No, seriously though." Laine held up the padded cuffs from his desk. "Maggie had these. Said we could try 'em if we had to."
Her eyes narrowed. "Why did she have those?"
"Best not to think about it, probably."
Catria concurred. She tried to consider the cuffs as an independent object and not as her big sister's sex toy. "I s'pose we could try them." She shrugged. "Although I can't imagine I'd be able to sleep."
"I dunno. They seem comfy enough. I mean, not uncomfortable, anyway."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Here, just give them a try."
Catria hesitated, then stepped closer and held out her wrists. She was just curious enough to give it a shot. Handcuffs generally occupied the kind of headspace reserved for vaguely kinky items that she'd never really been interested enough in to think too much about. As long as she had an easy opportunity....
Laine fiddled with the cuffs a bit before closing them snugly around his sister's wrists. They were tight, but not uncomfortably so. Just... snug.
She tugged and yanked a bit for form's sake, but they held solidly. There was no way to get out of them by herself, not without the key.
A small thrill went through her at the technical helplessness of the situation. Sure she wasn't in any danger, and Laine would never leave her in them if she didn't want him to, but still. There was something about them....
"They'd probably need to be behind my back," Catria heard herself saying.
"What?"
"You know, 'cause I can still grab things easily if my hands are in front of me. If they're behind me, I don't think I could work doorknobs in my sleep."
"Oh." Laine rubbed his chin. "Do you want to try it."
Catria urged her heart to silence. She imagined she could hear it beat loud enough to give away her nervous interior. "Might as well," she said, outwardly calm and only mildly interested. "Just to see."
Her brother shrugged. "What the hell."
He unlocked one of the cuffs. She swung her hands behind her back. There was enough leeway that her wrists weren't pulled uncomfortably together, but her hands were definitely trapped behind her once they were both locked in place.
"How's that?" Laine asked.
Catria once again made a show of testing her bonds. "Alright, I think," she said with a slight crack in her voice. "I mean, I think I'd be ok sleeping like this." She paused. "If I had to," she added for the sake maintaining the facade.
"I kinda thought I'd cuff one wrist, and then the other end would attach to your bed post or something."
She shook her head a little too quickly. "No, no. Then my... uh... my arm would be all stretched out." She wiggled her shoulders. "I can sleep better like this, I think."
Catria tried not to look at her brother. She was sure that if she made eye contact, he'd see right through her. He'd see that, for reasons unknown, she wanted the cuffs left on.
She felt... something. Something wasn't familiar with and didn't really understand. Being handcuffed, being made her feel helpless and small in an easy and safe way. She kind of liked it.
It was weird. Very weird. But she definitely needed to explore the feeling further, figure out what the hell was going on with her.
They were just handcuffs, dammit. Nothing special.
"Well, if you're sure..." Laine said.
Catria nodded. She added a hint of false-reluctance to her voice. "I think so." Then added, "I might need some help getting settled."
"Ok."
They went to Catria's room. She let her brother go first so he wouldn't see the way she squirmed and wiggled to test the feeling of being restrained. It made her feel funny things deep in her tummy.
Laine pulled the covers back for Catria. She rolled into the middle of her mattress a bit awkwardly. She quickly determined that she couldn't sleep on her back. Curling up on her side seemed fine, even if her lower arm got a bit scrunched.
"Is that ok?" he asked.
"Yes. Tuck me in?"
"That's what I'm here for."
Another thrill, though a more mundane and platonic one. Catria hadn't been tucked in by someone else in... well, she couldn't remember. A while, anyway. It was too infantilistic even for her most of the time. Tonight, though, tonight was different. She was already being a little bad.
"Do you want me to leave the key here?" Laine asked.
"No point. I wouldn't be able to get myself out. Can't see behind me well enough."
He seemed hesitant. "I just don't want something to happen and you get stuck or anything."
"I'll be fine. I'll yell for you if I need to. You're not that far away."
Laine grinned wryly. "That would be quite the backfire for this plan, huh? Instead of finding you in my bed every morning, I just get yelled at all night."
Catria knew she was being teased, so she declined to protest about she wouldn't bother him like that.
"This should be fine," she said instead.
"Hope so. I mean, definitely yell if you need me though."
"Ok. Good night, Laine."
"Night, Cat."
Laine bent down and kissed the side of Catria's forehead. He brushed her hair gently with his fingers, then he left. The light clicked off and the door shut, and he was gone.
Catria was alone. Alone in the dark. Alone and helpless. Hands firmly locked behind her back.
"What's wrong with me?" she breathed aloud.
She was horny. Goddamn was she horny. It wasn't a pressing, urgent need or anything, but it was definitely a part of the weird feelings that had been sneaking up on her. Now that she couldn't use her hands, she had a subtle but nagging desire to play with herself.
"Shoulda had him leave my hands in front," Catria complained to the darkness.
But that wasn't right. She knew better. It wasn't the same with her hands still useful. They needed to be behind her back. Because... because....
"This is so bad," she whispered.
Yeah, it was bad. This wasn't a situation she particularly wanted to get turned on by. Especially because it was Laine who'd handcuffed her. There was a whole swath of weirdness there that she didn't even want to think about.
And yet....
Catria squirmed, once again testing the unrelenting captivity to which her arms were subjected. Her tummy butterflies danced their inappropriate tango, and her pussy begged to be touched.



She was so conflicted. Shame and guilt melded with arousal and sensuality. She couldn't escape. There was no way to even masturbate and relieve some tension. She just had to let it build and feed on itself and grow its wispy, seductive tendrils.
She could call Laine. She totally could. But not tell him about the sexy parts. Definitely not that. God no.
But maybe just say she was uncomfortable. Or that she was scared being alone and handcuffed and so helpless and exposed and....
Catria rolled onto her other side. She was just making it worse. Thinking of solutions only led back to thinking about her predicament, which turned her on, which made her think more. It was a cycle she didn't have a clue how to break.
****
Laine was kind of surprised to awake the next morning and realize he neither saw nor had heard from his sister since he'd left her room the night before. He still couldn't believe that she'd actually gone along with that stupid idea.
But hey, if it worked, maybe it wasn't so stupid.
First thing first, check on Cat. He certainly couldn't leave her like that any longer than necessary. Hopefully she was still ok with being cuffed and hadn't changed her mind but been too guilty to call for him.
He breathed a sigh of relief at finding Cat still in her bed, snoring softly. Her covers had come askew in the night. She wouldn't have been able to adjust them easily, he supposed.
Most of her back was uncovered, including her cute little panty-covered butt. Laine tugged her blanket into place before nudging her awake.
"Hey. Hey. Morning, Cat. Time to wake up."
"Hm?"
"Morning," Laine repeated. "How are your arms?"
"Oh. Them." Cat sounded a little surprised, like she'd forgotten being cuffed. Her shoulder moved, then she stretched out for a moment. "They're alright, actually. One's a little stiff from lying on it funny."
"I imagine it would be. Here, give me your wrists. I'll unlock you."
"Yeah. Ok."
She must have still been fuzzy from waking up, because Laine could have sworn he detected reluctance in her tone and the slowness of the way she rolled onto her tummy and let him get at her cuffs.
Two soft clicks and Cat was freed. She sat up and rubbed her wrists, which appeared a bit red, but otherwise fine.
"You sure you're ok?" Laine asked. "Your arms don't hurt? Or your wrists?"
Cat smiled. "No, I promise, I'm fine. I thought I wouldn't be able to sleep, but... I dunno. I must have."
"Uh huh."
"Stop looking at me like that."
"Like what?"
"Like you're still guilty about cuffing me last night. It was my call," Cat said with uncharacteristic firmness. "It was fine. And it worked, even."
"Well we don't know that for sure. It could have just been one of those nights where you wouldn't have wandered anyway."
She shrugged. "Then we do more tests. Simple."
"Um...."
"Stop worrying. Seriously."
"I'll try."
Silence fell. Laine fiddled with the handcuffs, not quite sure what to do with them. Cat watched him evenly. After a moment she spoke.
"I don't suppose you'd mind leaving so I can change?"
Laine jerked into action. "Oh. Yeah. Right. Sorry." He retreated awkwardly from the room. "I'll just go, uh, like... do... stuff."
Laine pondered the events of that morning and the night before as he got ready for the day. He had a sense that some things weren't quite right, but he wasn't sure how or why.
Everything had basically gone right, hadn't it? Cat was fine, she'd stayed in bed, she seemed fine with continuing the experiment. He definitely hadn't scarred with her with the weird, low-level bondage.
Maybe that was it. Maybe the problem was that on some level, he associated handcuffing his sister for the night with... well, activities one didn't engage in with siblings. Bondage. Eroticism. Bad things.
That was silly though. It wasn't about that. Not even a little. Even if she had been nearly in her underwear....
And she had kind of a look about her....
And if she'd been some other girl....
Nope. Nope nope nope. That train of thought needed derailed.
Sure Cat had a nice butt, and she looked good in her flimsy nightwear. That was fine. Living with his sisters, Laine had long ago had to come to terms with their femininity. That was ok. It was manageable. He didn't even take notice most of the time.
It was the damn handcuffs. They were a symbol of restraint and power imbalance. That was just part of their essence. Maybe he'd recognized that unconsciously at some point and just hadn't acknowledged it. Maybe that was where the weirdness came from.
If that was all it was, that was probably fine. It just meant he had to be aware of what sorts of things he was feeling and make sure they didn't run into inappropriate territory.
After all, it wasn't like he wanted to restrain Cat. He didn't want to have to do anything of the sort. Probably he was feeling guilty that this was what it had come to. Forced to make his sister a prisoner of her bed at night.
Well not forced exactly. But they'd all agreed. It wasn't just him. Cat and Maggie had supported the idea.
Laine shook his head. He had some things to sort out, and so far he wasn't getting much of anywhere.
****
Catria breathed a big sigh of relief once Laine left her room. She lifted her blanket and stared down at her panties which prominently displayed the results of her previous night's arousal. She couldn't imagine the embarrassment of her brother having noticed that.
"I'm such a goddamn perv," she muttered, though without the harsh recrimination she'd expected to launch at herself.
She wasn't feeling quite so strongly about it in the fresh morning light. The urgency had passed. Her hands were free, and with them her mind. It was a temporary and incomplete freedom, but it was something.
Until that night. Her heart beat a little harder at the remembrance that it was going to happen again. And again and again. Unless she stopped it. She could just say no and it would all be over. No one would be any the wiser.
Catria peeled off her mostly dried underwear. She wasn't going to say no, she knew. She was going to let it happen. Make it happen, if necessary. Whatever the hell last night had been, she needed more. More time to understand what she felt, if nothing else. More chances to figure out what had been awakened with such a small, simple removal of the basic freedom she took for granted.
It was an insidious and intoxicating thing. Playing the victim, a helpless little waif. She felt a paradoxical sense of power and discovery as she looked forward to that night and her next chance to be cuffed.
She was the last to arrive for breakfast, but that was nothing unusual. There were only three of them, and someone had to be the slowest. This morning, however, she felt the eyes of her siblings boring holes through her as joined them, and she really wished they were both there already. It would have been easier to deal with one at time. At least she wouldn't have felt outnumbered.
"So," Maggie said.
"What's for breakfast?" Catria asked, not waiting for the inevitably awkward question to be voiced.
"Whatever you make," Maggie replied without missing a beat. "So how'd you sleep?"
Catria fished a box of cereal from the cupboard, taking longer than needed to make a selection as an excuse not to make eye contact. "Laine told you already, didn't he?"
"I did," Laine confirmed.
"Well then you don't need to ask me about it," Catria said.
"Cat," Maggie said delicately, "I just want to make sure we're all on the same page here."
"I am. I don't know about you two."
"Very funny. Seriously though. You slept ok? You're not just faking so your brother doesn't feel guilty?"
"I slept fine."
"And you're ok with carrying on like that?"
Catria hesitated. She had to be careful about how she answered. A mild deflection, perhaps. "It was your guys' idea, you know. I don't know why I'm getting all the questions."
"Just to bug you," Laine said.
"Shut up, Laine," Maggie said without even glancing at him. "Personally, Cat, while I did indeed agree to this plan... I didn't expect you to actually go for it."
Catria rolled her eyes. "Of course you didn't." She pitched her voice a bit higher in a mocking tone. "'Here Cat, put these handcuffs on we both think it's a good idea! Wait, why are you putting handcuffs on that's a terrible idea!'" She snorted. "You two need to figure yourselves out a little better."
Once she'd poured her milk, Catria took off to go eat in her room. Partly to keep up the pretense of mild annoyance, but partly, too, because discussing being handcuffed was... well, it was doing things to her again.
It was worse when both her siblings were present. Two people who might figure her out instead of just one. Twice the risk, twice the subtle throbs down below.
****
Laine was relaxing in the living room that evening by himself. Maggie was flitting around somewhere, and he'd hardly seen Cat all day. She hadn't stayed long at breakfast, and she hadn't joined her siblings for supper. He was trying not to worry about her.
"What'cha watchin'?"
"Porn," Laine replied automatically as Maggie lifted his legs off one end of the couch and settled in beneath them.
Maggie was quiet for several seconds. Then, "liar, no one's even got their clothes off. You're watching sports, aren't you!"
Laine smiled at the accusation. For the life of him, he couldn't remember how that stupid little in-joke had started between them. "You caught me."
"So predictable." Maggie half-stifled a yawn. "Anyway...."
"Anyway?"
"Are you gonna, like, cuff Cat again tonight?"
"That was the plan."
"Ok."
"Oh now don't say it like that."
"Like what?"
Laine waved his hand. "Like you don't really think it's a good idea but you're gonna let me do it anyway, then say 'I told you so' if something goes wrong."
"No, no. Just... I'm not sure what's going on with Cat. That's all. She seemed weird this morning."
"Yeah, she did, didn't she. I haven't been able to figure out if it's her, or just something in my head."
"No, it's definitely her."
"Huh."
"But I don't think she's upset about it or anything. I really don't think she minds."
"Me either." Laine shrugged. "But I don't know what's going on, and she sure as hell isn't saying."
Maggie patted her brother's knee. "We'll just have to keep an eye on her, ok? I mean, we always do anyway, but still."
"Yeah, I hear ya." Laine reached out and squeezed Maggie's hand for a second. "The three of us against the world, yeah?"
"Fuckin' right."
Despite their conversation, Laine somehow managed to forget about Cat as he was getting ready for bed. He had stripped down to his boxers when there was a soft knock on his bedroom door. He turned around and was about acknowledge the knock when the door opened anyway.
"Oh, hey, Cat."
"Hey."
She padded over to him on bare feet, then turned her back and stuck out her arms. Laine shrugged and grabbed her handcuffs. He carefully fastened them to her wrists, still unused to the process and a bit worried about hurting her. She didn't react.
"Ok, well, thanks," she said. "Night, Laine."
"Yeah. Good night, Cat."
He watched her leave, even poking his head out into the hallway until she was back in her room. She made an odd sight in her little panties and cami top, manacled hands hanging down above her butt. Oh well.
Laine had almost crawled into bed himself when he heard the call.
"Laaaiiine!"
It wasn't an urgent shout, but he was unquestionably being summoned. He marched down to Cat's room and found her curled up with her blanket kicked down toward the end of the bed.
"Tuck me in?" she asked.
He snorted. "Yeah, alright." He pulled her covers up over her shoulder and kissed the side of her head. "Sleep tight."
"Thanks."
"No worries. You're kinda helpless like that, huh?"
Cat's response came oddly slow. "Yeah," she said faintly. "Kinda helpless."
Laine shrugged and left her to sleep.
****
Catria lay quiet in her bed for a while after Laine departed. She shouldn't have called for him just to tuck her in. That was bad. Bad little girl.
She couldn't help herself. That was all. She'd been thinking and planning and scheming all day. She had a much better idea what to expect this time, and she'd obsessed.
It was just one of those things. She had a new game, of a sort, and even though she knew she shouldn't really play it, she was going to anyway.
Getting tucked in was part of her scheme, though she'd tried to resist. Letting Laine see her once more, all curled up in bed in her panties and cuffs, supremely vulnerable, it kicked her horniness properly into gear. It would have gotten there anyway, but she'd opted for the quick and easy short cut.
Catria let the feelings creep through her and infuse her various inner places. Feelings of shame and guilt, of helplessness and sexuality, of need and desire. She fought a lot less hard against them now that she basically knew what was coming. Instead, she used them. Harnessed them. Let them feed and grow.
Only once she couldn't stand it anymore, when her pussy ached and was beginning to make a serious mess of her panties, did she hop out of bed. She nearly fell as her foot got caught in her blanket, but she managed to keep her balance.
She'd hidden her vibrator just under the top layer in her underwear drawer in preparation. Her extremely limited dexterity meant having to plan ahead a little.
Catria turned on the toy and squeezed her fingers tight around it to savour the vibrations. Goddamn she needed this.
There wasn't really a good way to connect the vibrator to her vagina. That was a problem she hadn't really solved yet. The best she could do was place it on her bed, then carefully clamber on top and try to lower her pussy onto it. The results weren't great.
She could make contact, sure, and some vibrations were better than nothing. But she had no means of adjusting, of getting more pressure, a more stable connection. Any shifting she did just moved the toy around and made it impossible to get what she needed.
The added frustration was exquisite. Her arousal was teased and taunted, and the consequences of having her hands behind her back were made all the more real and important. She loved and hated it at the same time.
Catria bounced and rocked on her vibrator, trying desperately to make something happen. It wasn't enough. She couldn't get enough consistent contact, nor properly direct it.
The self-teasing, while still deliciously frustrating and arousing, was beginning to wear thin. If she couldn't get off, then the whole thing was going to backfire and she'd end up miserable and horny all night.
That actually didn't sound too bad to her masochistic side, but the rest of her wasn't on board.
In a sudden flash of inspiration, Catria wiggled her way back off her bed. She grabbed one of her pillows and dragged it to the middle of her bed. She felt around for her still humming vibrator, then set it on top of the pillow.
It still wasn't a perfect solution by any means, but it was better. Raising the vibrator a bit gave her better options and angles to work with. She only hoped it was enough. How embarrassing would it be to have to call for her brother to uncuff her because she was too horny to sleep?
Catria's knees went weak and she almost fell off her bed when she tried to balance herself with her arm, only to be reminded that it wasn't available. The thought of Laine coming in and seeing her had sent a shiver through her whole body.
What would he think if he caught her happily riding away on her humming pillow, panties soaked, eyes glazed with pent up lust? He'd have to know at that point, right? He'd have to know what a little pervo she was. That she let her brother, of all people, help with her newly discovered bondage fantasy.
It didn't seem to matter anymore that it hadn't even been her idea at the start. It was hers now. Her stupid, sexy thrill ride.
What would Laine think? What would Maggie think, for that matter?
The extrapolated humiliation of being discovered by either of her siblings meshed with the not-quite-adequate vibrations on her pussy. Catria came, releasing two days of novelty and repressed need all in one much needed orgasm.
She shuddered and shook, and eventually just let herself fall over and twitch her way back to a placid state. Relaxation settled in at last, and she let the afterglow rock her gently to a less conscious state.
With the last of her energy, Catria rolled over and squirmed around until she could grab her vibrator and turn it off. She went to sleep with her bed in a state of total chaos.
****
Part Two: Sexualization Investigation
****
The weeks passed, and the siblings all adjusted pretty well to the new arrangement. Laine and Maggie still weren't quite sure about Catria's easy acceptance of being handcuffed every night, but nothing had gone wrong thus far, and she was staying in her bed. It was hard to argue with results.
Catria, for her part, was still experimenting with her new fetish. She was really getting the hang of using her limited dexterity to its full potential while cuffed, and preparing for her nightly fun when she wasn't.
Taping her vibrator to somewhere useful before bed had become a favourite of hers. Often it was just to her 'sex pillow', but she explored other options. Sometimes they didn't work out, but it was fun to try anyway.
She'd had to start sneakily buying her own batteries so as not have to explain her sudden need for replacements every few days. That was a small enough price to pay.
Catria gradually became bolder about flaunting herself in handcuffs too. The novelty of simply wearing them had faded, though her deeper appreciation of them remained. She had to get a little riskier to find the deep, anxiety-inducing thrills she craved.
Some mornings Laine slept in or forgot to come check on her first thing. She loved those mornings. Since she'd managed to figure out ways around most inconveniences she experienced at night, namely how to successfully enjoy her bondage induced horniness, brand new ones in the morning were a delightful bonus round to her game.
She couldn't, for instance, get properly dressed while still locked up. She had to walk around in her flimsy night clothes if she wanted to leave her room. That wasn't all that exciting, given how relaxed the household was about these sorts of things.
However, depending on what panties she wore, and how soaked she'd made them the night before, it was sometimes terribly obvious that she'd been playing. Those mornings were the most nerve-wracking and the most fun almost regardless of whether she ventured from her room, or whether she simply risked Laine noticing when he came to unlock her.
Another interesting facet of her imprisonment was that she couldn't go to the bathroom in the morning until her cuffs were removed. That had been quite the interesting discovery the first time. She'd walked in, assuming that it would be no problem, only to realize that even if she could get her panties pulled down, she'd never get them back up, let alone be able to wipe herself. The thrill of that exciting predicament had nearly sent her back to her room for fun time.
Actually being held hostage, unable to even pee without getting help, that was one of her guilty favourites. That first morning she'd waited as long as she could before waking up her brother. She kept hoping to have an idea, or that he'd wake up on his own, all the while growing more desperate until she was ready to burst. She'd been practically dancing as she tried to hold still to get unlocked.
Catria cherished the memory of that first time. Subsequent experiences were still fun, but the first was always the most memorable.



Even when there wasn't anything too overly sexual about it, she still enjoyed padding through the house in her bare feet, panties, camisole, and cuffs. Her 'adventuring' outfit.
She woke up one morning, found Laine's door still closed, and as per usual declined to wake him. She didn't have to pee that badly, and her panties were clean enough to pass casual inspection.
Catria's tummy rumbled. She grinned and headed off for the kitchen. She'd tried twice in the past week to get herself breakfast before one of her siblings caught her, and twice had no success at all. It was good fun anyway.
The fridge wasn't bad. She could open it easily enough, and usually managed to grab things as long as they weren't too far to the back. Cupboards were practically impossible though. Pushing a chair over, climbing onto the counter, then turning around and trying to balance while grabbing anything within was a recipe for actual physical injury. That wasn't at all what she was looking for.
This morning, breakfast was relatively simple. Someone had bought muffins and thoughtfully left them on the counter. They were toward the wall and a bit of a stretch, but Catria managed to get one out while only making a very small mess.
She had to leave it on the edge of the counter and lean over bite a piece off. And, in fact, the wrapper around the bottom would be a concern when she got that far. Ah well.
Catria regarded the coffee maker with deep consideration. Filling it with coffee and water, then turning it on were theoretically within her limited capabilities, but she hadn't yet dared to try. This morning she was feeling up to it.
She'd spilled water and coffee all around the machine by the time Maggie showed up. She looked guiltily at her big sister and tried to hide her mess by standing in front of it. It didn't work.
"What are you doing?" Maggie asked, gently pushing Catria aside.
"Um... trying to make coffee?"
"Fine. But why the hell, exactly, are you trying to do it with your cuffs still on?"
"'Cause Laine was still sleeping."
Maggie frowned at her little sister's guileless face. "Well next time, how 'bout you wake him up, 'k? Or wait for one of us to get to the kitchen, at least?"
Maggie wiped up the mess. Catria snuck back toward her muffin, but felt a hand on her shoulder before she made it.
"And you better not be eating that by shoving your face into it," Maggie said with calm firmness.
"How else am I s'posed to?"
"Just... go get your cuffs off. I swear. You've gotten... bizarre about them lately."
"Haven't."
"You have. They're like a security blanket or something. It's like you don't want them off."
Catria shook her head and danced away. "Nuh uh." She took off for Laine's room before her sister could argue further.
That was too close to the truth. Maybe she should cool it for a few days. Let suspicion fade.
Laine was still asleep. That was a bit odd. It was his day off, but he usually didn't sleep in much. Especially when he was supposed to be checking on his sister every morning. Apparently he wasn't too worried about her anymore. That was good.
"Hey," Catria said. She knelt on the bed next to Laine and tried to nudge him. "Hey," she said louder.
"Hm? What?"
"Sorry. I need my cuffs off."
Laine blinked a few times, checked the time, then nodded. "Huh. Guess I overslept a bit."
"Not really. You didn't need to get up. Just... Maggie sent me, is all. She doesn't like me making a mess when I try to do things."
"I shouldn't be leaving you stuck like that in the mornings," Laine insisted. He scooted past Catria and found the key to unlock her. "It's irresponsible."
"It's fine," Catria said, repressing a sigh of regret as she was unmanacled. "I don't mind."
"Sometimes I feel like you enjoy it."
She shook her head quickly. "I wouldn't go that far. Just... I don't mind. Really."
"Uh huh."
Laine was watching her with narrowed eyes. She darted in and kissed him on the cheek, then left before he had too much more time to ponder. "Thanks, bro. Gotta go."
"Uh huh," he repeated just before she was out of earshot.
Yep. Definitely have to be a bit more careful for a while. Sibbos getting hella suspicious.
****
"I think she likes the handcuffs," said Maggie.
Laine turned his head and gave her a funny look. "How do you mean?"
"You know. You must have seen. Cat's been all funny about them ever since that first time, and it hasn't changed. If anything she's wearing them more these days."
"That's kinda my fault. I've been slacking."
"Is it though?"
"Well... yeah. Kinda. Partly."
Maggie folded her arms. "Because you have the key? And sometimes you don't get up on time?"
"Yeah."
"So why the hell hasn't she taken custody of the key for herself?"
"Um...."
"Or why doesn't she wake you up?"
"Well...."
"Or hell, why hasn't she wanted to try not wearing them to see if she'd still stay put at night? For that matter, have they even worked?"
Laine raised a finger with an 'ah-ha' kind of point to it. "We do at least know that. I haven't found her in bed with me even once since this started."
"Yes, but we also haven't heard her bumping against her door at night, or sleeping next to it when she couldn't get past."
Laine lowered his finger. "Well... but still. Success. Right?"
"Laine, she likes being cuffed. I can't see any other explanation."
He shifted uncomfortably. "Oh. Like a... sexual thing?"
"Probably. Yeah. Maybe not entirely, but I can't see any way it isn't at least a little sexual."
"Well fuck." Laine sighed. "You know, I kinda thought it might be something like that, but I told myself I was just being silly."
Maggie nodded sympathetically. "It would be easier if we were just imagining things."
"So what the hell do we do?"
"Honestly... I don't know. We could talk to Cat about it--"
"Ew."
Maggie held up two fingers. "Or we could pretend nothing's changed and hope she grows out of it."
"She doesn't grow out of things easily."
She added a third finger. "Or you could stop enabling her and just let her have the handcuffs and key and she can do what she wants with them."
Laine sighed heavily. He knew Maggie was right, but he'd been trying really hard not to have to deal with this. His denial couldn't hold out forever, he supposed. "Alright. I'll do something."
"Thanks, Laine." Maggie wrapped her arms around her brother in a supportive hug. "Let me know if you need help. But you have to take point on this one."
"I know, I know. I'm the one she's been using." He shook his head. "And there are definitely some parts of this whole thing I'll be glad to say no to."
"And a few parts you'll miss?"
"No." Laine stepped back. "What's that s'posed to mean?"
"Nothing."
"Don't 'nothing' me."
Maggie put her hands on her hips and smirked at her brother. "Don't think I don't know you enjoy it. Just a little. A cute little girl coming to you every night in her underwear, eager to be handcuffed? You're going to tell me that doesn't appeal to you at all?"
"Ew, Mags. That's Cat you're talking about."
"I know it is. And if I thought you were taking advantage of her, I'd be pissed. Since, if anything, it's the other way around... it's kinda funny."
"It is not."
"Is."
"Isn't."
"Is!"
"Isn't!"
Maggie held up her hands placatingly. "Ok, you're right. It definitely isn't funny even a little the way you check out your little sister's butt when you think no one's watching."
"That...." Laine slumped in defeat. "That's not fair. I can't help looking at the cuffs sometimes. And then... and then she's always wearing these little panties, and she has such a... you know...."
"Cute butt?"
"Something like that, yeah. My gaze is already in the area. Can't help it."
Maggie giggled. "No, I don't suppose you can."
"Am I a horrible brother?"
"If I thought that, this would be a much different conversation, I assure you." Maggie once again pulled Laine into an embrace. "Shh, now," she said as she stroked his hair comfortingly.
"What are you doing?"
"Being supportive. And a li'l bit patronizing."
"Thought so."
"Shh."
****
Catria was kind of surprised when Laine came to her with her handcuffs much earlier than usual that evening. She experienced a moment of naughty excitement as she assumed he was going to cuff her before bedtime. She didn't know why or what it meant, but she liked it.
The moment faded quickly once she realized his expression didn't match any kind of naughtiness or punishment or... whatever.
"Here," Laine said, handing her both the cuffs and key.
Catria's brow furrowed. "Um... why are you giving them to me? That's not how this works."
"It is now."
"Oh." She tried not to let her extreme disappointment show. "Why?"
"Well, partly me and Maggie think you can probably handle them yourself, if you want. You've gotten pretty good at maneuvering with your hands behind your back."
Catria cursed herself internally. She should have known better than to let her siblings figure out she could function halfway decently. She'd become so used to the status quo, she'd forgotten it was an artificial situation that could easily be stopped.
"But--"
"No, no. It's not an argument." Laine folded his arms. "You don't have to stop, but I'm not helping anymore. That's all."
Catria swallowed hard. The way he said it, it was like he knew she couldn't stop. Like he knew exactly what she'd been doing this whole time.
"I don't...." Her words trailed off. What could she even say?
"You should do what makes you happy," Laine said in a softer tone.
"Uh huh." She shifted her weight uneasily. She kind of wanted him to just go, let her be alone. She'd fucked it all up. She knew that now.
"You ok?"
"M'fine."
"You sure."
"M'fine!"
Laine sighed. "Ok. Just... ok."
He left.
Catria stood there several seconds longer, just standing, staring down at her former favourite toy. Then, in disgust at herself and what she'd done, she threw the handcuffs and key into the corner of her room.
"Stupid," she whispered. "Stupid, stupid, stupid."
****
Catria didn't put her handcuffs on that night. Nor, indeed, the next several nights. She was too embarrassed, too anxious, too grossed out with herself to even look at them.
She could barely interact with her siblings. Laine and Maggie knew. They knew what she'd been doing. They hadn't yelled at her, or told her to stop, or... anything, really. But they knew.
In some ways, it was even worse that they didn't say anything about it. It meant that all her feelings had to stay bottled up, because she sure as hell wasn't going to start a conversation about how she'd used Laine to handcuff her every night in support of her new kink.
Bedtime was so much less fun now. It was downright depressing some nights. She had a hard time sleeping and sometimes stayed up prowling the house or sitting on her laptop far later than her sleep schedule allowed. She had to spend her days sleep deprived on top of everything else.
At least she wasn't bothering Laine. When she did sleep, she didn't go anywhere. Mission accomplished, she supposed.
She knew Laine and Maggie were starting to worry about her behaviour. She could tell. She just couldn't do anything about it. She couldn't talk to them, and she just didn't have the energy or motivation to act like everything was fine.
Which was silly. She'd had to stop playing a stupid sexy game that she shouldn't have been playing in the first place. That was all. It really didn't matter or affect her life in any significant way.
Except it did. It really, really did.
She'd found something she truly enjoyed. It was a weird and pervy thing, but no less important to her because of that. And she'd lost it.
Catria moped over her loss. Some days were worse than others. Sometimes she obsessed in her head, going over what she could have differently. Sometimes she successfully distracted herself until bedtime when she couldn't help but remember.
Perhaps inevitably, the mutual unspoken agreement not to discuss the cause of her moodiness was finally breached. She was zoned out on the couch watching a show that was meant to be funny, but had yet to make her laugh. Maggie came in and sat on the arm of the sofa near her feet.
"Hey, Cat," Maggie said.
Catria grunted a response, hoping not to get into a real conversation.
"So, listen," Maggie continued, "the past little while seems like it's been kinda rough for you."
"M'fine."
"Right. Uh huh." Maggie toyed with her hair, twirling it around her finger. "But you're not, though."
"Am."
"You're pretty obviously not ok."
Catria curled up. She pulled her knees up toward her chest and folded her arms over her breasts. "Why would I not be?"
"Well... I'm gonna say that it probably has to do with you discovering that you really, really like being handcuffed, and now you're embarrassed about it."
Catria tried to shrink further. The limits of physical space began to impede her. "No."
"Yes," Maggie said patiently. "We both know it. I didn't want to have this conversation any more than you do, but I've waited for you to get over it on your own, and you just aren't."
Catria shut her eyes and put her hands over her ears. It was a pretty stupid response, but it was the only one she had.
Maggie got up and moved in front of her sister. She bodily picked the younger girl's top half up and sat beneath her. She set Catria's head delicately in her lap.
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about," Maggie said in a soothing voice. She stroked her sister's hair. "Well that's not quite true. But you don't need to take it as badly as you have been."
"It's dumb," Catria said.
"No it's not."
"It is. And I was stupid for thinking you and Laine wouldn't figure it out. And stupid for involving you to begin with. Gross and stupid." Catria squeezed her eyes tighter. "I don't know what's wrong with me."
"Nothing, Cat. Nothing's wrong with you."
"Well that's obviously not true."
"It is, though. You're my little sister. I love you. Laine loves you. And... honestly, I liked it better when you were wandering around in handcuffs all the time instead of just being sad."
"But you'd prefer neither, I bet."
"You're not wrong." Maggie smoothed Catria's hair. "But I'll take happy li'l sis over sad li'l sis any day. Even if it means a little weirdness."
Catria was slowly uncurling. The soothing hair stroking and loving tone of her sister's voice were seeping in and letting her guard down.
"You want me to put my handcuffs back on?"
"If that's what makes you happy, yes."
Catria bit her lip, then sighed. "I can't. It's too embarrassing now. And not in a good way."
"It doesn't have to be. Me and Laine are basically used to it. It won't affect us any."
"It doesn't matter."
Maggie kept stroking Catria's hair for a moment, the stopped. "Alright, let me up."
Catria sat up. She looked at Maggie, and was inwardly relieved that she could at least meet her sister's eye.
"Wait here," Maggie instructed.
"Hadn't planned on going anywhere," Catria mumbled to Maggie's retreating back.
A few minutes passed before Maggie returned. Catria had basically lost interest in the meantime.
"You should really keep your room better organized," Maggie said.
"Oh don't start on that." Catria paused, then glared at her sister. "What were you doing in... my...."
She faltered as she realized that Maggie was holding her handcuffs. The ones she'd thrown in a corner somewhere and ignored. Her sister had gone and dug them out because....
Catria swallowed hard and her heart beat a little harder. She had no idea why she was getting excited, because it really didn't matter what Maggie said, she wasn't putting her cuffs back on. Not now.
"We'll talk about the mess in your room some other time," Maggie said, a smile tickling her lips at the look in Catria's eye. "We'll get these on for now, see if that cheers you up."
Catria shook her head. "Nuh uh." But her eyes didn't leave the handcuffs no matter how petulantly she swung her head back and forth.
"Yuh huh," Maggie countered easily. "Give me your hands."
"No."
"Yes," said Maggie firmly. "Give them. Now."
Catria couldn't resist the authoritative tone in her sister's voice. With a dry mouth and a nervous, anticipatory tummy, she lifted her arms. Maggie was making her do it. It was actually happening.
Even Laine had never actually told her to put them on. It had always been an option and a solution to a problem. But now....
"You know better than that," Maggie said. "Behind your back."
Catria stood on trembling legs, turned around, and meekly swung her arms into position. The soft snap and comforting feel of her cuffs locking around her wrists nearly made her collapse. Too many emotions were coursing through her all at once.
"There. Better?" Maggie asked.
Catria nodded slowly. "Yeah," she said faintly.
"Good. Now sit back down with me."
Catria didn't even question the order, if that's what it was. She sat back down with her sister, leaning against Maggie and feeling a sisterly arm wrap around her shoulders.
She was still in shock, unable to properly process. Maggie knew what the handcuffs meant. Being encouraged... no, being told to put them on... what did that mean? What was going on in her sister's head?
It didn't really matter, in some ways. Catria's body was responding without waiting for her brain to catch up. She was all a-flutter, a bundle of happy nerves. Her kinky little submissive side was utterly contented as she sat cuffed next to Maggie, all snuggled up.
Catria had worried about using Laine in the past as her 'keyholder'. She was never quite sure what it said about her, or what the ethical ramifications might be.
Now, with Maggie in charge, she was still confused, but at least she was happier with the morality of it. And actually being 'forced' into her cuffs, that was a very nice feeling.
Catria squeezed her thighs together and tried not to ruin the platonic beauty of the moment. She mustn't run off to masturbate. Permission or no, that would be severely pushing her luck and the bounds of sisterly affection.
So wrapped up was she that she didn't even notice Laine arriving until he was sitting down on the other side of Maggie. She stiffened in her seat and glanced anxiously at her brother, wondering if he knew what Maggie had done, or if he could tell that her cuffs had returned. He gave no sign either way.
"What are we watching?" Laine asked.
"Brooklyn Nine-Nine," Maggie said.
Catria blinked and looked at the tv. "Wait, we are?"
"Yes, we are," Maggie said. "I knew you weren't paying attention."
"Mighta zoned out a li'l," Catria admitted.
"Oh, I think I heard of this one," Laine said. "It's got that guy from the music videos, and Terry Crews, right?"
"That's about it alright," Maggie said.
"Neat."
Catria waited to see if Laine was going to comment on her at all, but he didn't seem to be paying her any attention. She gradually relaxed again, and eventually settled into luxuriating in some naughty fun feels.
Handcuffed and chilling with her sibs. Nice.
****
"So you got her back in her handcuffs, I see," Laine said later on, once Cat had gone to bed.
"Yeah," said Maggie. "I had to. It was killing me seeing her like that. So sad. So distraught."
"I know what you mean. It was a bit pathetic though, don't you think? You'd think we killed her puppy or something."
Maggie gave her brother a light shove. "Don't be like that. It's important to her."
"But why? It doesn't make any sense."
"Ha. You know, you sound like a dad who doesn't understand his kid's hobby."
"Oh I do not! I...." Laine paused. "Ok, maybe a little. But it's not really a hobby. It's mostly just wandering around in her underwear acting helpless because her arms are chained together."



"And complaining about the way she dresses. Dad for sure."
Laine shoved Maggie back. "Oh shut up."
"Next thing you know you'll be telling stories about how back in your day you never--"
"Shut up!"
Laine half-tackled Maggie, and the two of them fell to the floor. Maggie was already in giggles as they landed. Laine wasn't far behind. Their wrestling devolved pretty quickly into them both rolling onto their backs and letting their laughter wear itself out.
"You're such a shit sometimes," Laine said.
"You too, bro. You too."
They both went quiet for a moment. Neither was quite ready to get back up. Sometimes, lying on the floor next to someone held its own special kind of magic.
"Do you think..." Laine began.
"What?"
"That, like, those dads who complain about what their daughters wear...."
"Yeah?"
"That maybe it's partly because they can't always help looking?"
Maggie groaned and sat up. She patted Laine's shoulder. "It's not easy being a boy sometimes. I know."
"I really don't think you do."
"Well... no. But I was trying to be sympathetic." Maggie stood, then extended a hand to help her brother up. "And to be fair, Cat is kind of a walking softcore bondage model some days."
"Right?"
"I'm kinda jealous of the way some of her panties hug her ass, if I'm being honest."
"Aw, don't be jealous. Yours is just as nice."
Laine patted Maggie's butt. She pushed his hand away, but not with any real vehemence.
"When were you checking mine out, exactly?" she asked with the beginning of a frown on her brow.
Laine sighed. "Cat's not the only one who wanders around in their panties from time to time. Don't act like it's my fault."
Maggie smiled sheepishly. "Oh yeah. I guess I do sometimes, don't I?" She shrugged. "Sometimes I almost forget you're a boy."
"Ouch."
"In a good way, though."
"I'm not sure there's a good way to take that."
"Trust me." Maggie kissed her brother's cheek. "There is."
"If you say so."
****
Catria awoke with an overly full bladder the next morning. In hindsight, having been cuffed earlier than she was used to the night before and not taking a bathroom break may not have been a super smart plan. Not that there had been a plan, really, but still.
Oh well. No problem. She'd just have to go wake Maggie up and get unlocked. She didn't like waking her sibs up, but sometimes it had to be done.
She padded down the hall and turned around to open her sister's door. Maggie was still sleeping, as expected for so early in the morning.
"Mags. Mags. Hey, Maggie. Wake up!"
"Hm?"
"Wake up. I need you to unlock me."
"Ughmph."
"Don't put your pillow over your head. I need you."
"I thought you always let Laine sleep in. How come I don't get that kind of treatment."
Catria bounced awkwardly from foot to foot. She felt her face heat slightly at admitting to her predicament. "'Cause I gotta pee."
"Oh. Well... ok then. But I don't have your key."
"What?!"
"I only went looking for your handcuffs yesterday. I didn't even think to grab the key. It must be wherever you left it."
"Oh."
"Sorry."
"That's ok. Sorry for waking you."
Catria returned to her room at a quicker pace than she'd left. She bumped her shoulder against the wall a couple times until she hit the light switch. She looked at the corner of her room where clothes and debris tended to get thrown when she just couldn't be arsed.
"Shit. Shit shit shit."
There was no way she was rummaging through there. Not only could she not rummage hardly at all with her hands behind her back, but the attempt would almost certainly lead to her pissing herself. She needed to go NOW.
The only thing she could think to try was to get Laine. Maggie had already been disturbed once and, more importantly from a pragmatic point of view, hadn't seemed at all inclined to help a sister in urinary distress. Laine had always been pretty soft in the mornings. Much more cooperative.
"Laine," Catria called as she burst into his room. Or, rather, stumbled into his room as she pushed his door open backward. "Laine get up. Laine!"
"What? What is it?"
"I don't know where my key is."
"So? You know I don't have it."
"Yeah, but... but...."
"But what? You've never minded being stuck in your cuffs before."
"Well...." Catria was even more fidgety now. She didn't have long. "I minded a bit when I really had to pee," she said quietly.
"When you... oh. Ohhh."
"Yeah. Please help?"
Laine swung his feet out of bed. He rubbed his eyes as he stood up. He was just in his boxers, as per usual, and Catria couldn't help noticing that he seemed partly erect. She had no idea why this morning of all mornings she'd notice morning wood. There were more important things at stake.
"Where's the key then?" he asked.
"Um... I kinda threw it in the corner of my room a little while ago."
"The messy corner?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. And how long do we have?"
"Not long."
"Ugh. Ok. Fine. You'll just have to go to the bathroom while I dig around for the key."
"Can't."
"You can't? Why not?"
"Can't pull my panties down. You'll...." Catria stopped and felt herself blushing hard. "You'll have to," she said in a smaller voice.
"Uh uh."
"Please. I don't want to piss myself."
"Just... just... ugh, come on."
They made their way to the bathroom. Catria was sure she was going to burst, but had managed to hold on so far.
In the back of her mind, in the naughtiest of the rearward recesses, a small part of her was getting quite excited at the humiliating depravity of her situation. Less than twenty-four hours since she was back in cuffs, and already she'd gotten herself in a more embarrassing predicament than ever before. That was quick work.
Sometimes, she really wished she didn't have that kinky, submissive calling inside her. Sure it was exciting, in a twisted, fucked up kind of way, but she was going to be beyond mortified if she actually wet herself in front of her brother.
Until that happened, however, the possibility was working its anxious sexual magic inside her.
"Can't you maybe just sit on the toilet and, like, do your thing?" Laine asked.
"Nooo," Catria whined. "It'll make a mess. And I'd be like a little kid, peeing my panties like that."
"Well I'm not helping you use the toilet. That's not really making you any less of a little kid."
She couldn't hold any longer. She could practically the feel the first trickles squirting out. "Please. I'm gonna burst."
Laine looked back and forth from her to the toilet, occasionally down to her crotch.
It was too late. Catria experienced a moment of blissful awareness. Whatever Laine decided it wouldn't be in time. She was going to pee herself right in front of him, all over herself and the floor. It was going to be terrible. And probably the subject matter of some extremely guilty play times later on.
Hell, she'd have to lock herself in her room for a few days out of shame. Might as well make some use of it.
Catria squeaked in a surprise and indignation as she was grabbed and very nearly thrown in the bathtub. She missed her footing and went down on her butt, luckily with Laine still supporting her so she landed gently.
She didn't have a chance to complain since her bladder had let go. A torrent of piss exploded from her and soaked her panties instantly, then splashed down her thighs and past her feet in its way to the drain. She spread her legs to try and mitigate the mess, but had limited success.
She looked up, shame-faced, searching for her brother's expression. He had his back turned, but there was no question he could hear the disaster unfold.
It was as helpless and humiliated as Catria could ever remember feeling. It was horrible, awful, just absolutely the worst.
Goddamn was she turned on though. Like, fuck, what the hell was that about?
If Catria could have reached her pussy, there was a pretty good chance she would have been rubbing it, even before she was finished peeing. Even with her brother standing right there. Perhaps especially because of those things, actually.
"I'm done," Catria said in the smallest, meekest voice she had.
Laine didn't move for a moment, then slowly turned. He looked down at her with an unreadable face.
Catria felt a burning both in her cheeks and pussy. She wanted to run and hide forever, and she wanted to stay and let him examine her disgrace. She was a mess inside and out.
"Sorry," Laine said. "It's all I could think of."
"It's not your fault. It's mine. I was stupid. Didn't think."
"It's not... shit, I don't know what it is." Laine rubbed his face. "I need to go find your key."
"Wait!"
Laine had already turned away, but he stopped. "What?"
"Don't leave me like this."
He turned back around. "What am I supposed to do? I can't really get you back out of the tub until you clean off a bit. I mean, I could, but the floor...."
Catria bit her lip. She didn't want him to go. Couldn't let him. Not only was her sex drive working against her need to hide, but she really just couldn't bear to sit and wait in a puddle of her own making. Conflicting needs arrived at the same idea; don't let Laine leave.
"Rinse me off," she heard herself say.
"Um...."
"Please?"
"That's not a great idea."
Catria looked at Laine with big, sad eyes. "Please?" she said again, even more piteously this time.
"Argh, fine." He jabbed a finger at her. "But no one is ever to know about this."
She looked down at herself. "You think I was gonna tell anyone?"
"Yeah that's... that's a fair point."
Laine took the detachable shower head and pointed it away from Catria while the water warmed. Then, carefully, not quite looking at her, he traced the spray up her legs to her thighs.
Catria sat patiently with a mix of trepidation and anticipation. He was getting nearer to her naughty zones, and she hadn't really thought through what was going to happen at that point.
"Hey!" she said.
"What?"
"You're getting my top all wet. I don't need cleaned there."
Laine sighed. "Well what would you like me to do about that, exactly?"
"Watch what you're doing."
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because... because your panties... are all... wet."
Catria considered the point. "Oh."
"Yeah."
"Well... I mean, can't you look anyway? Or is it too gross?"
"That's really not the issue."
Laine took a deep breath, then fixed his eyes on Catria's sodden panties. His aim with the shower head was much better now that he was watching what he was doing.
The good news for Catria was that there was no way her brother could possibly tell how wet she was getting from horniness. Her panties were a disaster already, which at least hid her arousal. That was about the only small mercy she got.
Her panties were super clingy from being soaked, as well as semi-transparent. She wasn't certain how much Laine could see, but her modesty was certainly not being preserved.
Laine's last statement flitted through her mind as she 'suffered' through her cleaning. She thought she knew what it meant, but that might just have been wishful thinking. Either way, the longer he stared at her barely-covered pussy, the wilder her imagination ran.
It didn't help the way the shower spray kept washing over her pussy. Even if she'd wanted to behave, those sensations were impossible to ignore.
"Ok, let's get you stood up now," Laine said.
Catria nodded and did her best to support herself as she was lifted and set back on her feet. She was more than a little wobbly, and the continued attention and water pressure prevented her from pulling herself together.
It was like being in a dream. A horrible, magnificently erotic dream. Nothing seemed quite real, and she felt like if she just closed her eyes it would all vanish and she'd wake up in her bed. Her eyes, however, remained wide open.
"Turn around," Laine said. "Let me get your butt."
"Ok," Catria replied faintly.
It was a little easier to focus and get a grip on herself with her back turned. She wasn't able to watch her brother staring at her naughty bits, and her clit was no longer getting randomly teased by jets of water. She assumed he was getting a pretty decent look at her ass, though.
Finally, thankfully, she was rinsed more or less clean. Laine helped her out of the tub, then grabbed a towel and gently patted down her lower half. He had to kneel down to get her feet, ankles and calves. She was acutely aware of his face being even closer to her wet, clingy panties than before.
Also, once he didn't have a tub or a crouched over body in the way, Catria saw something else very intriguing.
"You're really hard," she said.
Laine flushed and didn't look at her as he finished patting her hips dry. He opened his mouth, then shut it again and gave his head a small, firm shake.
He couldn't very well protest innocence. His boxers were the only piece of clothing he had on, and they didn't do much to hide his full, prominent erection. Nor was there any disguising who had turned him on.
Catria had no idea how to feel about arousing her brother like that, but she was beyond even attempting to process the ramifications. She was mostly just glad not to be the only one inappropriately turned on. And, perhaps, just a little turned on herself by it.
Goddamn was she horny.
"Like, really, really hard," she said as though Laine hadn't heard her the first time.
"Yes, thanks," he said a little sharply. "I am aware, actually."
He guided her to sit down on the edge of the tub, then left.
Catria sat in stunned silence while she waited for her brother's return. Her mind remained a jumble of swirling images, thoughts, and emotions. And her body....
Her body simply ached for more. The shower head running over her pussy had provided brief moments of relief, but nothing substantial enough to satiate her hunger. She wondered what Laine would do if she just started grinding on him when her returned.
Not that she would or anything. She'd never go that far. Probably. He was her brother. He'd put up with her so far, even been turned on, but that wasn't something that should have happened.
Laine came back wearing jeans, though still shirtless. Catria felt an odd disappointment at no longer being able to see the clear outline of his erection. Though, when she looked closely, she could still tell that he hadn't gone totally soft yet.
"Seriously," he said as he unlocked her. "No one else hears about this. Any of it."
"Are you really that embarrassed getting hard 'cause of me?"
"Well... yeah."
"Oh."
"You're my sister, Cat."
"I know."
"My little sister."
"Right."
"You know damn well I shouldn't be getting... like that... about you."
"Yeah. I guess." Catria rubbed her wrists. They'd received an extra long session, and were just a bit sore. "I don't mind," she said. "It's only fair, really."
"I'd be happier if you were mad about it."
Catria risked a small smile. "Guess you're out of luck then."
"Guess so." Laine's gaze wandered down her body. He caught himself and jerked his head back up. "Anyway... I'll, uh, leave you alone then. So you can get dressed. And... whatever."
"Ok. Thanks, Laine."
"Uh... sure. Yeah. You're welcome. I guess."
Catria stared after him a moment after he was gone. Then, unable to hold back any longer, she stripped off her damp clothes and got the shower running again.
With a head full of sexy, humiliating memories and fantasies, she pressed the shower head to her pussy and brought herself to a much-needed series of orgasms.
****
Laine had a weird day. That wasn't terribly surprising given the way it had started. Seeing Cat with her soaked panties, so needy and helpless... it was so far beyond what he could easily handle.
All those times she'd wandered around half-naked paled in comparison to basically seeing everything thanks to wet, clingy undergarments. It almost would have been less titillating if she'd been naked.
And the look in her eyes, the pathetic whine in her voice when he'd almost left her sitting in her own mess, goddamn. It was terrible of him to think that way. He knew that, he just couldn't help himself.
He'd been turned on. There was no denying it. Cat had even seen it. She'd acted surprised that he'd get hard. Like he'd had any kind of choice. Like she hadn't been totally sexy and vulnerable and capable of making even her brother want to take advantage of her.
At least he hadn't done anything stupid. That was something. He couldn't help his cock's reaction, or having to look at barely concealed pussy and ass, but he hadn't touched her inappropriately or anything. He'd only done what he'd been forced to by circumstance.
He was still an awful goddamn brother. Fuck.
Laine skipped supper with his sisters that evening, and basically grounded himself in his room. Maggie, perhaps sensing part of what was wrong, hadn't pressed him and had simply brought him a warmed up plate of food later on. He appreciated her thoughtfulness, even though he half-wished she would have pressed him about what had happened just so he'd have an excuse to release his internal guilt.
But he shouldn't, couldn't tell her. Both for his sake and Cat's. Neither of them came off particularly well in the story. She'd pissed herself and had to be cleaned up by her brother, and he'd... he'd cleaned her. Far too much of her, really.
Perhaps inevitably, Laine started stroking his cock while thinking about it. Trying to repress his arousal only went so far, and only made his need for eventual release grow. He'd just jerk off, get it out of his system, and it'd be done.
He stripped down entirely naked and lay back on his bed, tissues within reach. He jerked his cock slowly while bringing back the image of his sister's tight little ass covered only by clingy, nearly transparent panties.
Cat had such an amazing butt. Her pussy had more of a forbidden appeal, but he'd definitely been more interested in her backside when she'd turned around for him. It didn't hurt that he'd been more free to stare since she had her back turned at the time.
Laine's strokes became faster as he reimagined the scene. He could have pulled her panties down and there would have been nothing she could do about it. In fact, he had a suspicion she wouldn't have stopped him even if she could have. Those handcuffs did funny things to her.
He could have grabbed her bare butt cheeks, held them, squeezed them, spread them apart to get a better look at her little butthole. He'd only been able to get obscured, shadowy peeks at it while washing her. Those tantalizing glimpses made him all the more interested in seeing the whole picture.
Then what? Did he actually want to play with Cat's asshole? The answer came in a thrilling shudder down his spine. Yes, he did want to play with her ass. He wanted to dive right in and lick her tight little hole until it was slick and shiny, then stand up and grind on her butt, then--
Laine's rhythm was thrown all to hell by a soft, uneven knock at his bedroom door. He let go of his cock in a panic, guilty and fearful that one of his sisters knew what he was doing and, more importantly, what he was thinking about while doing it.
"Just a second!" he called.
But the door was already opening. In typical Cat fashion, his younger sister hadn't waited for an answer. She stepped in backward, holding the doorknob in her cuffed hands. She hesitated as Laine hastily threw his blanket over his lap, but she'd already seen what he was up to.
"Oh," she said, her eyes still fixed on his lap. "Sorry."
"Dammit, Cat. Wait after knocking. That's the whole point."
"I said sorry."
She didn't look particularly apologetic. Mostly she looked curious, and maybe a little horny. There was definitely a hint of lust in the way her gaze locked onto where his cock had been bared a moment ago.



"Did you want something?" he asked after an awkward moment of silence.
"Oh, right." Cat snapped back to reality and padded closer. "I just wanted to see if you were ok. After, you know, this morning. Kinda feel like you've been avoiding me."
"I kinda have."
Cat looked disappointed. "Oh."
"We needed a little space, is all."
"I see."
"Stop looking sad. You know things got too weird this morning." Laine rubbed his face. "And you know, it would have been nice if you didn't put your cuffs on before coming to talk."
"Yeah, I didn't mean to. Mags kinda just did it. I think she thinks that I like it better when someone makes me."
"Don't you?"
Cat blushed and looked down. "Well I didn't say she was wrong."
Fuck she was adorable with her hands restrained, her skimpy night outfit, and that cute blush. And sexy. Adorably sexy. Laine hoped some of that was just his interrupted masturbation session talking.
"Maybe we could talk more tomorrow?" he hinted in an attempt to get her out of the room.
"Yeah, maybe," Cat agreed. She did not, however, make any move to leave.
"Did you need something else?" Laine asked, hoping desperately that she didn't.
"Um... like... were you jerking off just now?"
"I'm not answering that. That's not even... it's not... just... please go now."
"I mean, I know you were," she continued as though he hadn't spoken.
"You're just making this worse for me. You know that, right?"
"Sorry. Just... were you thinking about me?"
It wasn't an accusation. Laine could tell by the tone of her voice. If anything, it sounded like a legitimate question. Like Cat was really curious whether her big brother was jerking off while thinking about her. That failed to surprise him as much as he might have liked.
"If I say yes, will you leave?"
Cat's eyes lit up. "Really?"
"Oh my god. Don't you dare be excited by that."
"I'm not."
"You are. Your eyes are practically glowing."
"Oh." Cat, with conscious effort, reset her expression to something more neutral. "How's this?"
Laine rolled his eyes. "This is why I was avoiding you. Things are getting seriously confused."
"They're not." Cat fidgeted, then stepped closer still. "I just... I maybe kinda like that I'm not the only one having weird thoughts. Bad thoughts."
"Well--"
"And I'm actually really glad that you're turned on--"
"Cat!"
"--by what happened instead of, like, being grossed out. That would have been way worse, I think."
"It would have been a more proper response."
"I guess. But it really woulda sucked if you'd, like, seen me piss myself and then been utterly disgusted by me and not wanted anything to do with me and--"
"Jesus, Cat. Slow down."
"Sorry."
Laine sighed. He patted the bed next to him, having given up on a speedy end to the conversation. "Here. Sit down."
"'K."
Cat plopped down semi-gracefully next to her brother. She didn't give any indication of minding that he was still blatantly concealing an erection. Granted, it had softened a bit, but still.
She looked far too innocent for what went on in her head these days. That was probably part of the problem he'd been having. He could look at her and see his baby sister, or he could see a sexy little minx who was grappling with her sexuality and slowly winning. It confused him that she was, in fact, both of those girls.
Now he had to navigate between those two distinct facets of her being without crashing.
"So," Laine began. "You know handcuffing you was never meant to be... sexual... or anything."
"Yeah, obviously. That would have been weird."
"Ok, well it was kinda weird anyway when it started being something you enjoyed in that kind of way."
Cat shrugged. "It kinda was right from the start, if that helps any."
"It doesn't. Either way, me and Mags thought we might need to, like, help you tone it down a bit. And that didn't work out very well."
"Sure."
"And now we're here...."
"Yep."
"And I kinda just don't know what to do with you at this point. It wasn't even so bad when you were parading yourself around every now and then, because at least I could almost pretend like I didn't know what you were doing. But actually being involved... it's tricky."
"I really didn't mean for this morning to happen," Cat said. "It was an accident. In more ways than one."
"Yeah, I get that. But what about right now? I mean, you know I was jerking off, yet you're still here. And trying to get details about what I was thinking about no less."
Cat at least had the grace to look slightly bashful about that. "I guess I'm still a bit confused about this morning too. 'Cept in a different way from you, I think." She looked at Laine with big, worshipful eyes. "I thought it was gonna be basically the worst moment of my life, at the time."
"Oh come on. It wasn't that bad."
"Maybe. But a big part of what bothered me was that I thought you were gonna think I was such a baby for pissing myself like a little kid. And you didn't. You actually got crazy turned on."
"Well I wouldn't say--"
"It meant a lot to me, is what I'm saying. So if you were still thinking about it, that's pretty much ok with me. That's all."
"Uh... I think this might be some more of things getting confused. You shouldn't really be encouraging me to think about you that way."
"Duh. I know that." Cat shrugged, a movement hindered slightly by her restrained arms. "But I'm really starting to like the idea, and nothing you say is really gonna change that."
"That's... probably true." Laine slumped in defeat.
"You're still gonna feel bad about it though, huh?"
"Yup."
"Well, hopefully you get over that. I absolve you of your sins, if it helps any."
"It doesn't."
Cat nodded and hopped off the bed. "Well, have fun masturbating anyway. I know I will."
Laine couldn't help himself. "Cat?"
She stopped at the doorway. "Yeah?"
"How exactly do you masturbate with your hands behind your back?"
She grinned a teasing little smile. "Curious, huh?"
"Despite myself, yes."
"You could come see, if you wanted."
Laine sighed. "Yeah, I thought you might say something like that. Good night, Cat."
"But really, if you--"
"Good. Night. Cat."
She giggled. "Night, Laine."
Laine waited to make sure she was really gone, then shut the door and lay back on his bed, picking up where he'd left off. Thanks to Cat's newfound assertiveness, his need to get off really hadn't gone anywhere, it had just changed shape a little.
He couldn't believe he'd inadvertently given her a new confidence in flaunting her sexuality around him. That wouldn't have been his first guess as to the result of the bathtub debacle. Then again, he'd come away from it as horny as she had, so he could kind of understand her point of view.
It would have been nice if neither of them had reacted like pervy weirdos. That was all.
****
Catria couldn't believe her own boldness any more than her brother could. She really hadn't intended to interrupt him jerking off, nor show her interest in it, but she had. She'd only meant to make sure he wasn't having serious regrets about that morning.
The brief flash of his hard cock before he'd covered up and the guilty look in his eyes had told her all she needed to know. He was thinking about her. She made that happen.
Catria had felt something very different from usual; warmer and fuzzier, but no less exciting than the shame, guilt, and embarrassment she was used to getting off to. It made her feel incredibly sexy that she could make Laine so horny. Her own brother.
She'd half hoped he'd take her invitation and come watch her while she rode her vibrator after their conversation. She was pretty sure he wouldn't, but just the chance that he'd burst in at any moment made her all the hotter.
She woke up early the next morning. She was splayed every which way, blanket kicked off the bed, vibrator still right in the middle of the bed. Apparently she'd fallen asleep pretty hard.
Still feeling a bit naughty, Catria got out of bed and snuck into Laine's room. He was on his back snoring away, chest partly uncovered by his uneven blanket. She wondered if he was naked underneath, but didn't quite dare to find out.
Instead, she balanced on one leg and dragged his covers down with her other foot just enough so she could slip in underneath. She curled up next to her brother and drifted off again.
She only dozed this time, and so was awakened almost immediately when Laine started moving. He was being quiet and moving slowly, clearly assuming her to still be asleep. He carefully climbed over her to get out of bed.
In the process, Catria discovered that he was, indeed, naked. His semi-hard cock dangled near her face for a second before he was across her. She forced herself not to roll over, even though it meant she couldn't see anything.
There were sounds of Laine dressing, then she was picked up and cradled in his arms. She kept her eyes closed for the familiar trip of being carried back to her bed.
She was deposited gently on her mattress, and she risked opening her eyes to slits. Laine reached across her and grabbed her vibrator. She felt a nice little pang of embarrassment as he examined her toy before then setting it on her dresser.
Next he took her wrists and unlocked her cuffs, setting her arms free for the remainder of her 'sleep.' She wasn't quite as into that, but she left her arms limp and continued acting unconscious.
There was a brief lull in activity. Catria strained her ears, trying to figure out why Laine wasn't moving. Then, surprising her enough that she almost jumped, his hand went to her butt and gave it a quick squeeze.
Luckily he didn't notice the uncontained grin on her face as he draped her blanket over her and tucked her back in.
****
Part Three: Cat's Out Of The Bag
****
Catria spent the next several weeks exploring her new boundaries. She was totally free to walk around the house in her cuffs whenever she wanted, that much was clear. But there were other things that were a bit less certain.
Sometimes she snuck into Laine's bed. He didn't complain much about it. She wasn't sure if he knew it was deliberate now or not. Either way, she usually just got dumped back in her own room with very little ceremony.
Every now and then she got a bit of a fondle while she feigned sleep. Those mornings were her favourites and tended to leave her in a very good mood the rest of the day.
She knew that she shouldn't really let that sort of thing keep happening, that it should remain a fantasy only, but it was just who she was. She liked being attractive to her brother, and she really, really liked when he couldn't help himself around her.
Catria's schoolwork improved with her change in attitude, and she spent more time with her friends as well. Being able to be happy and free at home in a way she'd never been before made everything better. Granted, she still fell into naughty daydreams fairly often, but she was able to work around them.
She came home one evening to a house that at first appeared deserted. That was strange, though not totally unheard of.
Being fairly hungry by then, not having eaten since lunch, Catria went to the fridge and discovered a plate of supper thoughtfully left for her by Maggie. She heated it back up in the microwave, then wandered to the living room.
She heard sounds as she approached. Someone must have been home after all and just hadn't responded to her arrival.
Laine was slumped lazily on the couch, game controller in his hands, eyes glued to the tv. He was playing a game that Catria didn't immediately recognize, not that that meant much.
"Oh. Hey," Laine said, barely glancing at her.
"Hey yourself. Mags gone out?"
"Yeah."
"Cool."
Catria sat down and balanced her plate on her lap. She ate in small, careful bites so as not to drop anything. She watched Laine's game progress as a substitute for a show or movie.
"This game involves an awful lot of watching that dude's butt," she remarked.
Laine turned his head a few degrees toward her. "Is that a hint that you want me to stop playing?"
"Not at all. I kinda like watching you play. You don't do it as much anymore."
"I guess."
"And I'm not opposed to watching cute guy butts running around and climbing and shit."
"Of course you're not."
Laine's character didn't move for a moment. He seemed to be waiting for something else, but when nothing was forthcoming, he resumed play.
Catria kept watching while slowly working on her dinner. She actually quite liked playing games vicariously through her brother. He was better at them than she was, and it was a lot less stressful than trying to tackle them herself.
"So are you playing Mr. Tomb Raider or something?"
Laine paused the game. "What?"
"Well I don't know. Like, you're climbing a lot, and then shooting some guys. Like Tomb Raider, right? Except you're a dude."
"So you think it might be called Mr. Tomb Raider?"
"I dunno. Maybe? How'm I s'posed to know what his name is."
"Hang on, do you think Tomb Raider's main character is actually just called Tomb Raider?"
"Um... is she not?"
Laine sighed. "I just don't know where I went wrong with you sometimes." He started playing again. "Lara Croft. Not Mrs. Tomb Raider."
"Oh, yeah. I think I knew that."
"And this would be a totally separate game series anyway. Uncharted. Which, come to think of it, is not dissimilar in some ways." He nodded to the screen. "And that would be Nathan Drake, not Mr. Tomb Raider."
"Well how'm I gonna know that?"
Catria finished eating and set her plate aside. She rearranged herself, tucked her feet snugly up under her butt, then leaned against Laine and rested her head on his shoulder.
"We really could watch a movie or something if you want," Laine said.
"No. I'm good."
"You sure? You're getting awfully cozy just to watch me derp around."
"I like being cozy. And I get the feeling like you could use some cuddle time."
"And why's that exactly?"
"I dunno." Catria shrugged. "I guess partly it's just 'cause you don't play games much anymore except when you had a bad day."
Laine was quiet a moment. Then, "well, it was kind of a rough day at work."
"Thought so."
"But I'm fine. You don't need to worry about me or anything."
"Who's worried? I just want to help my bro out. That's all."
"If you say so."
Catria really had only intended to snuggle, but gradually got more playful. It was kind of fun nuzzling and tickling her brother while he was trying to focus. He swatted at her occasionally and grumbled about her behaviour, but she could tell he was enjoying it too.
"You're really just not gonna let me play, are you?" Laine finally asked.
"I'm not doing anything," Catria protested while running a fingertip across the top of his ear.
Laine pushed her arm away. "Ok. Fine. You win."
"I do?"
"Yeah. Go bring me your handcuffs."
Catria perked up immediately. That hadn't been her intention, but if Laine insisted....
"Ok!"
She bounced to her feet and skipped happily off to her room. Time for some real fun.
She decided to change before returning. It probably wasn't what Laine meant, but there was no point passing up the opportunity. Besides, she'd gone shopping with a friend a couple days ago and she had some new underwear she wanted to try out.
Catria pulled one of her new pairs of panties out of its drawer. Up until now, her panties had mostly been functional rather than sexy. Some were cute, sure, but they all covered her naughty bits pretty effectively. These ones less so.
Her heart beat faster even just from staring at the panties. She hadn't quite been brave enough to just start wearing them around the house. They weren't quite a g-string, but they had very little material in the back. She'd be showing off most of her butt.
Trembling slightly with contained nerves, Catria stripped naked and slid into her tiny new panties. They fit beautifully. Her friend had assumed they were for a secret boy since they were skimpy and impractical for much of anything other than looking hot. Said friend had been basically correct, but would never have guessed who the lucky boy was.
Next she pulled out a new camisole that had also been purchase with seduction in mind. Unlike her others that were simply comfy night clothes, this one hugged her body and showed off some cleavage.
Catria couldn't be sure how Laine would react to her outfit. She hoped he'd like it. In fact, she hoped he really, really liked it. She'd just have to test it out and see what happened.
She walked slowly as she returned. She wanted to make sure Laine got a look at her as she approached. He just glanced at first. Then almost immediately took a longer second look.
"You didn't have to change for bed," Laine said.
"Well I might as well. Otherwise I'd have to get uncuffed and recuffed, and it'd be a whole thing."
"Uh... ok."
Catria finally permitted herself a broad smile when she handed over her cuffs and turned around. She was pretty sure he'd liked the view of her front side, and was even more certain about the back. Even though she kept her eyes forward, the long delay heavily suggested that he was staring at her barely covered ass.
She waited patiently, unmoving, allowing Laine to take all the time he need to stare at her butt. Eventually he jerked into motion and snugged her handcuffs into place.
"You like my new panties?" she asked as they sat back down.
Laine gave her a look. "I kinda had a feeling you wore those on purpose," he said.
"Mighta. What do you think?"
"I can't help feeling like you already know the answer."
"Maybe. I wanna hear you say it."
Laine fiddled with his game controller, and Catria thought he wasn't going to respond. She kept staring at him anyway.
"Fine," Laine said. "They look good on you."
"Really?"
"Of course really."
"Then why don't you sound happy about it?"
"You know why."
"Because I'm your sister?"
"Yeah."
"And you really like my butt, but you don't like admitting to it?"
"... yes."
Catria smiled and settled back in next to Laine. "Well I like hearing you say it anyway."
"Yeah. I got that."
Laine resumed his game. Catria behaved herself and simply cuddled and watched his on-screen character.
"It's not fair, you know," Laine said.
Catria frowned at the apparent non sequitur. "What's not?"
"You enriching your ass to weapons-grade like that. Not fair."
She giggled. "Ooh, I like that. Weapons-grade butt."
"Thought you might."
Catria boosted herself up a little awkwardly without her hand and kissed Laine's cheek. "I really appreciate it," she said softly. "I know you don't like admitting things like that."
"Seems like I might have to get used to it." He smiled crookedly. "It helps that you don't seem to mind me thinking about you that way."
She considered the point. "I guess I should, shouldn't I?" She shrugged. "That's just not how I turned out."
"No. Indeed it isn't."
Laine returned his focus to his game. He glanced sidelong at Catria from time to time, but mostly she was just a spectator.
She was content with her role this time around. Now that she had her cuffs on, clothes half off, and some nice snuggle time, she was pacified. All felt right in her world. It was probably, she suspected, similar to how dogs viewed lap time.
Actually, speaking of lap time, her legs were getting a bit tired of being scrunched under her. She repositioned to stretch out and use more of the space available to her on the couch. Her head, somewhat because of her line of thought, ended up on Laine's lap.
Laine had to hold his controller a bit differently and not rest it in his lap now that there was another occupant, but he didn't complain.



Catria was nice and comfy, and pretty well settled in. She let her eyes fall partly closed, just relaxing and keeping a lax eye on the proceedings on the tv screen. She wasn't expecting anything to happen, and that was fine with her.
However, something did happen. Her eyes flashed wide open in delighted shock as Laine's hand came to rest on her breast.
A cutscene was playing in his game and he didn't need both of his hands at the moment. That was a small thought inside Catria's head. The big thought was she was actually straight up getting fondled by her brother.
He wasn't even looking at her. Just resting his hand on her chest, idly flicking his thumb across the small bump of her nipple.
She forgot to breathe for a moment, though physiology caught up with her quickly enough. She was so stunned she didn't know what to do. Even though he snuck a feel sometimes when he thought she was sleeping, she hadn't been at all prepared for the same thing when he knew she was awake. It had a whole different set of connotations.
It was like he'd decided he had free rein of her body and he might as well make use of it. If so, he wasn't wrong.
The cutscene ended, and Catria let out a small, imperceptible sigh of disappointment as Laine's hands went back to his game controller. She hadn't dared move or say anything while he was touching her just in case she scared him off. Little leftover tingles danced through her body while her breathing and heartbeat slowed back down.
She waited impatiently for another break in the action, becoming somewhat fidgety when it didn't happen right away. She wanted more attention, but was in a tricky position of not being able to say or do anything about it.
Her restraint was eventually rewarded. The next chance he got, Laine was playing with her tits again. It was still little more than idle stroking and teasing, but he was growing perceptibly bolder.
Catria was getting thoroughly horny. Not only was she getting some open, albeit intermittent, action from her brother, but he was really just using her as a toy. Something to keep his hands busy when he wasn't playing his game.
That lack of being treated as a person, let alone his sister, was thrilling in ways she didn't fully understand. She knew it was only because she'd goaded him into it, but it also wasn't too much of a stretch to pretend he'd cuffed her and forced to lie there and be his plaything. Her pussy burned as her mind ran wild with the imagined scenario.
In some ways, her cuffs represented a surrender of control to her brother. There was more to it than that, but it was a convenient simplification. Viewing her current easy acceptance of playing a sex toy as an extension of the fetish she'd previously figured out helped her wrap her head around what she liked about it.
"Hey, Cat?" Laine said.
She startled a bit. She'd been lost in her own little world, luxuriating in alternating states of delicious teasing and aching denial.
"Yeah?" she said.
"Would you mind going to get me some water?"
"Oh. Uh... sure."
"Thanks."
Catria reluctantly left her cozy spot and padded out of them room. She'd forgotten all about the skimpiness of her panties. Only a brief image of Laine staring at her ass in her peripherals as she turned the corner reminded her what kind of show he was getting when she walked away.
Goddamn she wished she could stick a hand down her panties and relieve some tension. But she couldn't. And the fact that she couldn't made her need all the stronger.
She tried to concentrate on completing her somewhat difficult task instead of her internal smoldering desire. She had to push a chair up to the counter to be able to reach a glass from the cupboard, and then got her hands and the outside of said glass all wet while trying to fill it without being able to see very well.
But at least once that was done and she'd dried off, she was able to return victorious. She stepped close to Laine and turned around to present his water.
"Oh, thanks," he said, taking the glass from her.
"You're welcome."
Catria stood there, intending only to let her brother get another few seconds to check out her butt. She squeaked in surprise as he instead grabbed her ass without warning.
She looked over her shoulder at Laine. He was gazing appreciatively at her nearly-bare bottom while also fondling it with one hand. She bit her lip and tried not to lose her balance. She'd become a little unsteady with the sudden, unexpected attention.
"Yup," Laine said. "Weapons-grade alright."
Catria blushed. "Thanks."
Laine pulled his hand away, then patted his lap. "Here. Come lie back down."
"Ok."
She tried to retake her former position, but Laine had a bit of a different idea. He maneuvered her even further across his thighs than before. She surrendered easily to being adjusted like a pillow.
In all the excitement, such as it was, Catria hadn't realized that Laine had put his game away until he started a movie playing. She was about to protest that he really didn't need to do that, but his hand landed on the small of her back, and she thought better of arguing the point.
He wanted to play with her some more. Thrills ran up her spine at the realization. He wouldn't say so aloud, but between moving her closer and freeing his hands and attention, that had to be his intent.
Catria rolled just a little to get comfortable, subtly sticking her butt out a bit more in the process, just in case. Once settled she went still and waited.
Soon enough, Laine got busy feeling her up again. He started out pretty slow, at first just rubbing her lower back. His fingers eventually slipped under her top to rub her bare skin.
Her camisole got pushed higher and higher up her back as her brother explored the smooth flesh between her ass and shoulder blades. It was nice, in a comforting and familial kind of way. It would be the perfect way to be lulled to sleep. Catria couldn't imagine a more secure or loved sensation to drift off to.
The only problem was it wasn't nearly naughty enough. She was too damn horny to put up with mere back rubs for too long. She knew Laine was aroused too, thanks to being laid across his lap. There was no way to hide an erection when it was poking straight into her tummy.
Catria rocked her hips, but there was nothing to grind against. She was unable to help herself out and was entirely reliant on Laine, who seemed in no hurry at all.
"Stop squirming," Laine said.
"I'm not."
"You are. You're being all wiggly."
"Well you... you're...."
"I'm what?"
"You're being a tease."
"I'm the tease?" Laine plucked the back of Catria's panties and let them snap gently back against her butt. "You're gonna try and tell me you didn't wear these specifically to make me look?"
"Um...."
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
Laine gave her ass a quick, sharp smack. She yelped, but then lifted her hips in case there might be a second spank coming. There wasn't.
At least he didn't totally ignore her needs. His hand stayed on her bum, rubbing its small circles there instead of her back. That was a definite improvement.
Catria was pretty sure her panties were getting damp. She couldn't check to make sure. Eventually Laine might get there and find out for her. Maybe. Could she let him do that? Feeling her up was one thing, but her pussy....
Oh who was she kidding. She'd totally let him.
Unfortunately for her pervy fantasies, Maggie arrived home and spoiled any chance of Laine getting too carried away with fondling her.
Catria expected Laine to make her sit up and act like they were being good... ish. However, he didn't make her go anywhere, and she was perfectly fine with remaining sprawled across his lap, so she was still there when Maggie joined them.
"Hey, guys," Maggie said.
"Hey," Laine and Catria chorused back.
"Aren't you cozy," Maggie said. She lifted Catria's legs, making her little sister giggle as she was rearranged, then settled in with them.
"Yeah, we're pretty snug," Laine agreed.
Catria bit her lip and waited for some comment about her underwear, or being on Laine's lap, or... something. She knew it was coming. It couldn't be that bad if Maggie hadn't reacted right away, but it was still going to be something.
Sure enough....
"Was someone being a naughty little sister?" Maggie asked.
Catria flushed and tried to think of a good answer.
"Yeah, she kinda was," Laine answered instead. "I got her mostly under control."
"Uh huh. I notice you didn't make her go change."
"How well do you think that would have worked?"
Catria listened to the back and forth. They were acting like she wasn't even there, or indeed listening to every word they said.
Probably they were just teasing her. Maggie wasn't overtly upset, and Laine had already accepted and enjoyed her choice of underwear.
Catria stiffened as her butt was grabbed. It wasn't even Laine this time. The fingers were noticeably more feminine than his. Maggie was getting a feel? That was a bit of a curve ball. Not a bad one though.
"Isn't that right, Cat?" Maggie said.
Catria realized belatedly that she'd missed some of the back and forth between her siblings. She was lacking context for the question she'd been asked.
"Uh... what?" she said.
"I said you're not going to be this bad all the time, right?"
"Oh. Uh... no?"
"Good answer. I hate to think what you'd do to your poor brother showing off your butt like that every day."
A final pinch, then Maggie left Catria's bottom alone again.
'Poor brother' indeed. His cock was still jabbing Catria's tummy. She smiled to herself. That could just be between her and Laine. Maggie didn't need to know just how bad they were being.
****
Later on that night, Maggie was getting ready for bed. Her mind had been occupied with Laine and Cat ever since she got home. Finding her siblings in such a compromising position right in the middle of the living room was gnawing at her.
She couldn't help wondering if there was more going on than she thought there was. There was obviously some sexual tension happening. The whole house had been filled with it ever since Cat had discovered her predilection for handcuffs. It had only been increasing as her sister had become more confident and experimental.
The problem was that Cat seemed to have figured out how much control she could exert over her brother. Laine was practically helpless when she wanted his attention, which was interesting given that he wasn't the one in handcuffs.
Maggie was worried about one of them going too far or getting hurt, though she wasn't sure which of her siblings she should be more concerned for. She also wasn't certain where 'too far' was. Light bondage, showing off, and even some questionable touching had become normal for them, and that wasn't supposed to be the case for siblings. There really weren't any societally approved guideline for their situation.
There was also the issue that Maggie didn't want to be 'the mom.' She accepted some maternal responsibilities, and wanted her brother and sister to stay safe and happy, but she was nowhere near ready for actual parenthood yet, let alone starting with two grown-ass, technical adults.
Maggie stopped at Laine's room on her way back from brushing her teeth. She thought maybe talking with him would help. He was the second most parental of the three of them, after all.
She knocked on his door, then opened it. Laine was just pulling off his shirt in preparation for bed.
"You know," said Laine, "you and Cat really need start waiting a second after knocking. Kinda defeats the purpose otherwise."
"You gonna act shy now all of a sudden?"
"No. But I might start barging in on you two, see how you like it." Laine paused. "Actually, maybe just you. Cat probably wouldn't even mind."
"Ha, yeah. She probably wouldn't." Maggie smiled at the mental image of their little sister hanging out naked in her room, hoping someone would 'accidentally' walk in on her. Her smile faded as she realized it wasn't that far off reality. "Actually, I kinda wanted to talk about Cat."
"Oh. Good talk or bad talk?"
"Well... not necessarily either."
"I see."
Maggie glanced back toward the hall. "Maybe I should shut the door."
"I wouldn't worry about it. I just tucked her into bed."
"Ah. Right."
Laine frowned. "Are you annoyed about that?"
"No."
"Really? 'Cause your tone kinda says you are."
Maggie scratched her ear. "Well, maybe I am. A little. I don't know exactly what I'm feeling."
"Maybe it was a good idea to talk then."
Laine gestured to his bed. He and Maggie sat down next to each other. She gave him a crooked smile.
"You tell me I'm gonna be a good mom," she said softly. "But you've kinda got the dad thing down."
"What, just because I tuck Cat in sometimes? That's only 'cause of the cuffs. Gotta get her in bed, and make sure she hits the bathroom first and... oh goddammit, I am doing dad stuff."
"Yeah. You are."
"Well shit." Laine sighed. "Well at least she can still look after herself most of the time."
"Until she can con you into doing more for her."
"You say that, but honestly I think she's perfectly happy to do stuff if she gets asked the right way."
"You mean bribing her with cuff time?"
"That's one way. Or just, like, tell her. All dominant-like. She responds to that kind of thing."
"True. Too bad we're both pretty bad at being 'all dominant-like.'"
"Ha, yeah."
Maggie contemplated for a moment. "I'm not sure if I'm worried," she said, "or, like, kinda jealous, maybe."
"Jealous?"
"Yeah. You can Cat got a thing kinda going on. And I don't really fully understand what it is. And I don't know if I should be worried what it's doing to you, or envious because I'm not part of it."
Laine scratched his knee, then fiddled with the leg of his boxers. "You're probably right to worry a little," he finally said. "I know I do. But if you want to be more included in Cat's whole subby bondage thing... I mean, that's all up to you. She's been latching on to me so much lately just 'cause she figured out what she does to me. It's an attention thing as much as anything else."
"I don't think that's true. She loves her big bro, y'know?"
"Yeah, but she loves her big sis too. If you started showing more interest...." Laine shrugged. "I mean, I'm just guessing though."
"So, what, stare at her like you do when you think neither of us is watching?"
"Hey, now."
"Feel her up more?"
"I know you think you're being funny, but yeah. Stuff like that. Or start putting her to bed sometimes. Or just put her cuffs on during the day when she's not expecting it. Or whatever."
Maggie snorted. "Bondage bonding time, huh?"
"Basically, yeah."
She stood. "Alright. I'll have to think about it. Try and figure some stuff out."
"Ok. Don't be afraid to come talk some more if you need to. We're in this together, you know."
"We really are, aren't we." Maggie turned back for a second and smiled wanly. "Thanks for... you know. Being you."
"It's what I'm best at."
"Night, Laine."
"Night, Mags."
She left the room and closed the door behind her. She had some more things to think about, but her head felt a little less chaotic, so that was something.
Maggie decided to check on Cat before bed. Maybe her sister would still be awake and they could chat a bit. It would be nice to get a sense of how she was feeling these days.
That didn't really happen, however. Maggie opened the door to Cat's room and instead of finding her curled up under her covers, Cat was wide awake and kneeling on her bed. She was, in fact, straddling a pillow. A humming pillow.
Cat's eyes were wide, her face was slowly going bright red. She didn't say anything, but she didn't have to. Maggie was a little slow on the uptake, but she figured out what she was seeing.
"Laine might be right about the whole knocking thing," Maggie said aloud.
Cat remained silent and furiously blushing.
"I'll, uh, see you in the morning," Maggie said. "Maybe. Uh... yeah."
She closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a moment. Her own face felt about as warm as Cat's had looked.
Riding a vibrator though, that was pretty clever. Maggie had given no thought to masturbating without one's hands free, but in retrospect it would have been naive to assume that Cat just went without every night. Horny little thing that she was, she'd never get any sleep.
Hopefully they weren't both too embarrassed to look at each other in the morning. Hopefully.
****
Catria had been caught at her nightly masturbating. She could have pretended that it was unexpected, but honestly it was bound to happen sooner or later. If anything, it was overdue.
She'd felt a sense of embarrassment not unlike when she'd pissed herself in front of Laine. This time wasn't quite as humiliating, but still did lovely, tingly things to her insides.
She'd stared at her big sister while her vibrator whirred away under her pussy. Maggie had seen exactly what was going on and, if anything, might have been the more embarrassed of the two of them.
Catria's orgasm afterward had been one of her bigger ones. Certainly the nicest she'd had in the past week or so. Lots of pent up arousal from teasing and getting teased by her brother, then some added stimulus from her sister all melded nicely to get her off explosively.
Of course she'd have to make sure Maggie was ok in the morning. It was getting to be such a lot of work keeping her siblings' emotions in check.
She woke up the next morning to Laine sitting gently next to her on her bed. She smiled sleepily at him, then rolled over to have her wrists released.
"You really should put your sex toys away when you're done with them at night," Laine said.
Catria giggled. "Toy. Singular. It's the only one. And why should I care? Everyone's seen it at this point."
"I dunno. A sense of propriety." Laine put a hand on her lower back before she could retort. "Yes, I know how silly that sounded once I said it."
"Good. 'Cause we don't have much for propriety these days."
"No. Indeed we don't."
As emphasis to his agreement, Laine grabbed her ass. She was still wearing her tiny little panties, and he mostly got a handful of pure sister-butt.
"Ooh," Catria cooed.
She could get used to waking up to this.
Laine fondled her a little more, then gave her bottom a light smack. "Hey, Cat?"
"Yeah?"
"Go ask Mags to unlock you this morning, would you?"
Catria frowned. She wasn't averse to the request, but it didn't make much sense to her. "Why?"
"'Cause I think your sister would appreciate it."
"Really? I'm not sure. Last night there was kinda--"
"Cat?"
"Yeah?"
"Trust me on this one."
Laine gave her bum another smack, then left.
Well, she couldn't argue with that. Plus she needed to talk with Maggie anyway. Two birds, one stone. All that nonsense.
After lazing around another few minutes, Catria finally rolled out of bed. She grabbed her key and padded down the hall to her sister's room.
Her ass cheek still had just the faintest tingle from where Laine's hand had landed. She wondered if there was a visible mark, even just a warm little red spot. She peeked over her shoulder, but the angle was terrible and her arm was in the way. Oh well.
Catria entered Maggie's room quietly. Her sister was still sleeping, and she didn't really want to wake her. Then again, it probably wasn't a great idea to just stand there staring until she woke up either.
"Mags? Mags. Are you awake?"
Catria crept closer and called out again in the soft voice of someone trying paradoxically to wake someone else up without disturbing them.
Maggie cracked an eye open, then groaned. "What is it?"
"Um... Laine said to come get you to unlock me this morning."



Maggie snorted. "He did, did he?"
"Yeah."
"You probably weren't supposed to tell me that part."
"Oh. Yeah. Probably not." Catria shifted her weight, bouncing from one foot to the other. "So, uh, will you though?"
"Ugh. In a minute maybe. M'not ready to get up yet."
"Ok."
Catria shifted feet again while looking around the room. There was nothing much to catch her eye other than Maggie, and she was trying really hard not to stare.
"Are you just gonna stand there?" Maggie asked.
"You said a minute. What else am I gonna do?"
"That was... forget it." Maggie pulled back the covers. "You wanna come lie down?"
Catria stepped forward eagerly, but hesitated before actually getting into bed. "Does that mean you're not upset about what happened last night?"
Maggie gave Catria a crooked, sleepy look. "Upset was never quite the right word. But no, I'm not."
"Ok. Good."
Catria dropped her key on Maggie's dresser, then rolled into bed next to her sister and let the covers be draped back over her. It was snuggly and warm underneath from Maggie's body heat.
"I didn't mean to walk in on you like that," Maggie said.
"It's ok."
"It bothered me a little at first, for a few different reasons, but honestly, it wasn't like I didn't know you... did stuff...."
"Masturbated?"
"Yeah. I just never thought much about it." Maggie shrugged. "But after thinking about it and getting some sleep... I guess I really don't have much emotional investment in when or how you play with yourself."
Catria decided not to mention that it was kind of exciting talking about her masturbation habits. She'd never really done it before.
"Where'd you get it anyway?" Maggie asked.
"My vibrator?"
"Yeah."
"There's a shop about a twenty minute walk from school. Me and a friend went one time, kinda like daring each other. She couldn't believe I actually bought something."
"Huh. Braver than me, then. My first one came from an online store."
Catria grinned at the naughty secrets being shared. She supposed it was just girl talk, in some ways, and not really something she should be enjoying so much. But it was new to her.
Her friend and her had only visited that shop together once, and they'd never really discussed anything about it except to giggle maniacally about it a couple times. That felt like so long ago, like she'd grown up since then. Which she had, technically.
"Does that mean you have a lot?" Catria asked. "Like a whole box full?"
Maggie grinned, then chuckled. "Don't get too excited. I have a couple. And I'm not ready to go into detail about my toys with you."
"Aw."
"Maybe someday."
"Promise?"
"No. Just maybe is all."
"'K."
Maggie pushed some of Catria's unruly hair back from her face. Her fingers were soft and gentle. Catria had really been appreciating the differences between her siblings' touches lately.
"Roll over," Maggie said.
"On my back?"
"No. Do a one eighty."
Catria was confused until she did what she was told and felt Maggie snuggling up behind her. It all made sense then, though she was kind of surprised her sister wanted to spoon.
Maggie pressed right up against her, encircling her waist with one arm. Catria felt her warm breath on her neck. It was nice.
"I just want to lie here a while," Maggie said.
"Ok," Catria said faintly. She hoped her heart wasn't beating too hard and giving her away. She hadn't expected anything like this, but now that it was happening she didn't want to ruin it.
Maggie's hand pressed warm and soft against Catria's tummy. It circled and flexed, and slowly crept upward.
Catria held her breath as her sister came closer and closer to her breasts. She'd been so excited when Laine had casually started playing with her tits. It seemed improbable that Maggie would do the same, but Catria was full of hopeful anticipation anyway.
"You know what I've been wondering about?" Maggie asked.
"Um... no, not really."
"Sexual attraction."
"Oh." Catria wondered if she was supposed to say something meaningful in response. She decided just to wait and see.
"The thing is," Maggie continued, "that we all basically limit ourselves in who we look at, and think about, and lust after."
Catria inhaled sharply as a finger brushed the underside of her tits, then it was gone again.
"Like, Laine never used to check either of us out. Not really. He'd look every now and then, which was only fair. We didn't try overly hard to dress properly around the house when it was just the three of us."
Maggie's thumb flicked across one of Catria's nipples, provoking a small, muffled squeak.
"But now he stares at you practically all the time," Maggie said. "And I can't help wondering whether you've changed, or he has, or most likely some combination of both."
She cupped one of Catria's boobs in her hand. She rolled the soft flesh gently in her palm.
"Is it because you've become sexier?" Maggie whispered. "Or is it just that you've become more acceptable to him? Is your sexuality winning over familial boundaries?"
Catria muffled a moan and decided not to point out that she seemed to be winning over more than just her brother.
"Perhaps more importantly," Maggie said, "is what am I supposed to feel about all of this?"
Catria couldn't help herself. "Right now... seems like my tits."
Maggie giggled softly and gave her sister a light pinch on the nipple. "Yes, that's true." She gave one last squeeze, then put her hand back on Catria's tummy where it was safer. "I wanted to see what you'd do. And, admittedly, how I'd feel about it?"
Catria swallowed. "And?"
"It was nice. You have lovely little boobies. And you didn't seem to mind me playing with them, which I wasn't totally sure about."
"How could I possibly stop you?"
"Don't play innocent. You didn't say a damn thing. And don't think I couldn't feel the way your heart's pounding."
Oh. So it was obvious after all. Live and learn.
"Is it bad that I didn't tell you to stop?" Catria asked.
"Depends. Did you want me to?"
Catria hesitated, then shook her head. "No."
"Then it's fine. But Cat? If you ever want me or Laine to stop or... or whatever... you have to tell us, ok? I don't think either of us have a good sense of your boundaries these days."
"Ok."
"Ok." Maggie patted Catria's tummy. "Alright, let's get this day started. Up ya get."
Catria reluctantly got out of bed, followed closely by her sister. She held still while she was uncuffed.
"Go on then," Maggie said. "Get ready for school."
Catria nodded and started to leave. She hesitated, then turned back and hugged Maggie. "Thanks for putting up with me."
"You silly girl," Maggie whispered back. "You're my sister. I love you."
"Yeah. Me too."
Catria disengaged and left for real.
****
Laine was welcomed home by the divine scent of baking cookies that evening. He couldn't remember the last time he'd eaten a cookie that didn't come out of a package. Maggie must have been in a pretty damn good mood, he thought.
Even more unusually, however, he'd assumed the wrong sister. Cat was the one busy in the kitchen. Maggie was nowhere to be found. Huh.
"Well well," Laine said.
"Oh, hey," Cat said, feigning nonchalance.
Despite her apparent lack of enthusiasm for his arrival, Laine was pretty sure it was all planned. Either that or Cat had taken her pants off just for fun. Which actually wasn't entirely out of the question.
She was wearing another pair of panties that did precious little cover her bottom. Her hips swung back and forth slightly as though swaying to inaudible music.
"Look at you being a little baker," Laine said, deliberately not mentioning anything related to how good her ass looked.
Cat shrugged. "I'm just scooping out some store-bought dough onto pans. Pretty simple stuff."
"Still, though."
Laine walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. She giggled and leaned back into him. She was so soft. The smell of baking cookies surrounded them and combined with her own subtler scent to form an intoxicating mixture.
"I just wanted to do something nice," Cat said softly. "You and Mags have been so good to me. Especially this morning. You were right about going to see her."
"Is that so? What exactly happened?"
"She didn't tell you?"
"No."
"Then I guess it's girl stuff. Secret."
"That's not fair."
"It's not, is it." Cat turned toward the over as a timer went off. "That's the first pan. I gotta get them."
She slipped out of Laine's arms and handled the changing of the cookie sheets, only burning herself a little on the hot pan from the oven. He meandered over to the fresh cookies while she ran her finger under cold water.
"You should let them cool a bit," Cat warned.
"Eating them while they're still too hot is half the fun," Laine countered.
He changed his opinion almost immediately when his tongue encountered a molten chocolate chip.
"Told ya," Cat said.
"Stupid chocolate being so hot."
"Yeah, that's definitely the problem."
"Ok, ok. So maybe I should give them a minute."
Cat nodded, then went back to examining her finger.
"Does it hurt bad?" Laine asked.
"Nah. Just a little burned spot. It'll be fine."
"Cool." Laine eyed the pan of cooling cookies. "Hey, wanna load these all up on a plate and go pick something to watch?"
"What, the whole sheet?"
"Why not?"
"I... don't know." Cat grinned. "Yeah, sure. Let's make ourselves sick on baked goods."
"That's the spirit."
For the next little while, that was exactly what they did. Laine and Cat cuddled on the couch eating cookies, taking turns picking something to watch, and getting a bit handsy from time to time.
Cat cracked first and let out a long groan. "Ugh, I don't know why I thought this was a good idea. My tummy is not happy with me."
"Hm, yeah. Mine either, actually." Laine rubbed his stomach. "Maybe should have stopped sooner."
"No kidding."
The siblings, having eaten too many delicious treats, slumped in their seats and occasionally rubbed their bellies as though it would help. Laine wasn't in quite as bad shape as Cat appeared to be, and he couldn't help noticing the way her tits moved when she moved her hand beneath them. She wasn't really paying him any attention, and his sidelong glances turned into zoned-out staring.
Laine finally grabbed Cat and pulled across his lap on her back. She giggled and happily let herself be thrown around.
"Let me do that for you," Laine said.
He spread his hand out over her tummy and rubbed in gentle circles.
"Mmm, ok," Cat said with contented, half-lidded eyes.
Laine knew he was getting dangerously obsessed with touching his sister. Not even necessarily in inappropriate ways. Just... feeling her. Cuddling with her.
Admittedly, the naughty stuff was nice too.
Cat lifted her burned finger up to her face and examined it. She didn't seem to be in any immediate distress about it, but was probably just checking.
"Your finger doing any better?" Laine asked.
"Kinda. Just stings a bit." Cat grinned mischievously and held her hand up toward him. "You could kiss it better."
Laine stared at the proffered finger for a moment, then leaned forward and brushed his lips against the reddish spot on it.
The expression on Cat's face changed. Her hand stayed in the air, then slowly pressed back to Laine's mouth.
He let her soft finger trace his bottom lip, then opened his mouth and let her fingertip inside. He sucked gently on her digit and caressed it with his tongue.
Cat stared wide-eyed up at him and thrust her finger in and out in small, rhythmic motions.
Laine wasn't quite sure what was happening, but it was turning him on. His cock was poking into Cat's back, trapped beneath her kind of painfully.
He switched from massaging her tummy to rubbing her tits. She moaned and pushed her finger even deeper into his mouth. She wiggled and squirmed in his lap, inadvertently grinding his erection.
Order devolved even further from there. All sense of decorum was abandoned between the two horny siblings.
Cat lifted Laine's shirt until he got the hint and removed it entirely. She bit her lip and rubbed his bare chest, then returned her hand to his mouth. She stuck two fingers inside this time. Once they were covered in his saliva, she stuck her hand down her panties and toyed with herself.
Laine watched his wanton little sister finger her pussy under her panties. His hand stayed busy on her chest. He eventually got bold enough to push her shirt up over her breasts and fondle them directly.
Her eyes glazed over from sheer lust. She thrust her chest up to meet her brother's inappropriate caresses, and her fingers only danced all the faster on her pussy now that she was practically topless.
Laine's gaze bounced between Cat's panties, her boobs, and the cute, overwhelmed expression on her face. She was hot and out of control, and dragging him right along with her.
He watched his sister cum right in front of him, right in his lap. Her lithe body tensed and trembled, and she made such adorable mewling noises.
"You're so beautiful," Laine said.
Cat looked up at him, her face all flushed and smiling shyly. "Thanks. I mighta got a little carried away there...."
"You did."
"Pretty bad, huh?"
"Yeah." Laine traced a line from her belly button up between her breasts. "You're kind of a bad little girl."
Cat had been starting to calm down, her breathing gradually normalizing. Her eyes lit back up. "A bad little girl?"
"That's what I said."
"So I guess I... shouldn't pull my shirt back down? Since I'm so bad?"
"You can leave it," Laine agreed. He booped one of her nipples.
"That must make you kind of a bad boy, then," Cat said.
"Because I'm not making you cover yourself?"
"That. Also you've been poking my back pretty hard."
"That's kinda just what you do to me."
"Mmhm."
Cat sat up, relieving some of the uncomfortable pressure on Laine's erection. Her perky tits were even closer to his face, though not close enough that he was tempted to do something brazen.
She settled in next to him, tits still proudly displayed, panties noticeably damp. Her hand went to his lap, at first settling tentatively over the bulge in his pants. She glanced sidelong at him, and seemed to gain confidence from his reaction.
Laine was probably letting his sister get away with more than he should. But then, that bridge had already been crossed. She'd masturbated right in his lap. It wasn't really a big stretch from there.
Cat was getting more forceful, really grinding her palm against his cock. It was nice, but it wasn't enough. If they were doing this, if it was going to happen, they needed to commit.
"I think my pants need to come off," Laine said.
Cat nodded absently. "Good idea."
She kept rubbing his cock.
"That means you need to let me stand up," Laine added.
"Oh. Right."
Cat jerked her hand away from her brother's hard cock and bounced off the couch. A bemused Laine followed a bit more slowly. He started to undo his pants, but she was faster.
Cat knelt down in front of him and tore at his jeans like it was a race. It was so much nicer once she got his pants pulled down his legs and his cock had more space to breathe. It was still contained in his boxers, but they didn't restrain it quite so tightly.
"You're awfully eager," Laine said.
That slowed Cat down a little. She had his pants off, and she was still kneeling in front of him. She was a picture of sexy innocence with her perky tits still out and a slightly hesitant look on her face.
"Is that bad?" she asked.
"No. Just... you know. Interesting."
She squirmed indecisively. "You're making it sound weird."
"Not weird. Not exactly."
Cat gazed up at her brother, a slight pout in her expression. "I wanna see it," she said. "I know you get hard around me, and I like that, but I never get to see. Or play."
"That's supposed to be how it works with siblings, you know."
"Yeah, but... it's different with us. And usually I have cuffs on when stuff happens, so I just wanna play a little." Cat made big puppy eyes. "Please?"
"Hey, don't look at me like that. I never told you to stop."
"No. I guess you didn't."
In fact, Laine had been a little worried that he was going to have to be responsible thanks to their conversation. He was just as eager as his sister, if not more so thanks to his teased and ignored erection.
He was horny, dammit. And it was all Cat's fault. Her and her soft titties and pouty eyes and wanton attitude and... everything really.
Cat's eyes were bright and excited as she pulled down Laine's boxers. Her mouth went adorably round and appreciative as his cock sprang free, nearly catching her across the nose from her proximity.
"Oh wow...."
Laine flushed. He wasn't as used to being examined as she was. It was nice, but also a little uncomfortable.
Fortunately, Cat seemed fantastically happy with the toy she'd found in his underwear. She ran her fingertips along his shaft, touching it oh-so-delicately while her warm breath caressed it from the front.
She really was fascinated. Laine's discomfort gave way to a dull pride as his little sister fondled and stroked his cock. Now that she'd started, he had an insanely strong need for her to continue. Not that she showed any sign of wanting to stop.
Cat played with his cock using both hands and a variety of grips and pressures. Her experimentation felt amazing, but was even better once she finally tried out her mouth.
Laine let out a low moan as her tongue flicked across the tip of his straining erection. She smiled at the response and licked again. She danced her nimble little tongue all around his shaft, over the head, the underside, all the way to the base. Her eyes met his frequently as she looked up for approval.
"Goddamn you're beautiful," Laine whispered. He put his hand on Cat's cheek and she leaned into it, nuzzling at his palm for a moment before returning to her exploratory licking mission. "The crazy thing is I never would have realized just how amazingly sexy you are if you hadn't become so obsessed with those handcuffs."
"No," she agreed. "And I probably wouldn't have wanted you to." She gave him a cheshire grin. "But it turns out I love you perving on me."
Still smiling wickedly, Cat clasped her hands behind her back, parted her lips, and leaned forward. She engulfed almost half her brother's cock in one go.
Laine's legs went weak at the sight of his little sister giving him a hands-free blowjob, tits still out, puppy eyes being used to full effect. She valiantly tried to get more and more of his cock in her mouth, though was limited by inexperience and her refusal to use her hands to help.
Laine was pretty sure she was simulating having her wrists cuffed, though he wasn't totally sure if that was for his benefit or hers. Probably hers. She liked those things more than he ever would. They did things to her, things he didn't fully understand.
"Good girl," he said on impulse. He stroked her hair. "Good little sister."
Cat's cheeks reddened and she bobbed her head faster.
He stepped back and sat down on the couch. His cock popped free of her mouth with a small explosion of saliva.
Cat frowned in annoyance that her penis had been taken away. She crawled forward on her knees and bent down to his lap to get back to work. She had to use a hand to steady herself, but she made a good effort of working without it as much as possible.
Laine ran his fingers through her hair, occasionally murmuring some small compliment or encouragement. She was dedicated and hardly so much as stopped for air.
Cat was so single-minded, in fact, that she seemingly forgot what she was working toward. Despite Laine's last-second warning, she still coughed in surprise and hurriedly pulled her mouth off of his cock once cum began shooting out of it.



Some semen got in her mouth, but most landed on her face, and some on his own lap. She knelt there panting for a moment.
"Oops," she said quietly.
"That was so good," Laine said, leaning back heavily.
"I kinda forgot about the end bit."
"Yeah, I figured."
"I wanted to get it in my mouth, but--"
"Cat?"
"Yeah?"
"That was amazing."
She flashed her familiar shade of red in a mix of pride and embarrassment. "Well I mean, I could do better...."
"With practice, sure." Laine pulled her up into his lap. "Don't worry about that right now."
"Ok," she said faintly.
Laine pulled her in for a soft, loving kiss. She melted against him.
"We should probably clean up," he said.
"Mmhm," came her reply, muffled against his chest.
"You kinda have cum all over your face. Or I guess a lot of it's on my shirt now."
"S'ry."
Laine waited. Cat didn't move.
"Or we could sit her a bit longer," he said.
She nodded. "'K."
"Yeah. Thought so."
Laine held his sister, cradling her lovingly in his lap. She certainly didn't seem to want to go anywhere at the moment, and the longer he held her, the more he concurred. Thoughts of cleaning up became distant secondaries to how nice it was having her all warm and snuggly pressed against him.
Her shirt was still hitched up over her breasts. One of his hands found the small of her back and he spread his fingers over her irresistibly smooth skin. He rubbed her back slowly and soothingly.
Cat's hips began to rock gently in response. The longer she was held and caressed, the more noticeable her movements became.
Laine moved his hand down a bit and patted his sister's tight, barely covered ass. Then he gave up on subtlety and grabbed her butt with both hands.
She moaned into his chest and shifted around so she could grind on his thigh instead of empty air. She lifted her head and opened her bright, lustful eyes. Streaks of drying cum still marred her face. She looked sluttier than ever before, but no less beautiful.
Laine shifted a hand to the front of his sister's panties. She happily ground against his palm instead of his leg. He pressed harder, providing a more firm contact for her.
Cat's mouth fell open in a soft pant. Her pussy was in constant motion against her brother's hand. She was a desperate, horny little thing.
Laine let her rock for a while, then eventually slipped his fingers into her panties to feel her pussy directly. She only became wilder as he touched and fingered her. Searching for her clit was tricky because he couldn't see and it was a constantly moving target, but he soon realized she'd be able to line it up better than he would.
She came on his fingers in a last, brief flurry of wiggling, moaning, and burying her face in his shoulder. Her hips gradually slowed, then stopped. It was longer still before she pulled her head back far enough to look at him.
"I mighta got a li'l carried away there," she croaked.
Laine smiled. "I loved it."
He kissed her tenderly, little more than a brush of his lips on hers, but the way she beamed afterward made it seem like much more than that.
"Seriously though," he said. "You really need to get cleaned up."
"Aww."
Laine rolled his eyes, having already suspected he'd have to bribe his reluctant sister. "And then once you've showered and changed, we can put your cuffs on."
Cat perked up. "Oh. Ok then."
And off she went, humming cheerfully to herself.
Laine watched her butt sway until she left the room. He looked down at himself and the disorder of the couch in general. He didn't feel like tidying, but he should do a little, he supposed.
Maybe later.
****
Catria couldn't believe what had just happened. She got herself off again in the shower just thinking about it.
She stood there, all warm, wet, and naked, showerhead pressed to her clit. She could still taste Laine's cock on her tongue. He'd actually let her suck him off, then exploded all over her. The memory made her shiver in naughty delight.
She desperately wanted to try it again, except with her handcuffs on. At the time, she hadn't dared break the magic to rush off and get them. There had been a chance Laine would change his mind and decide they probably shouldn't fool around quite so much. He'd been as horny as she was, so maybe the chance wasn't all that high, but he did sometimes feel the need to be 'responsible.'
After her shower masturbation and subsequent squeaky cleaning, Catria dried off and headed to her room to get dressed. She padded naked through the hall, and only after she reached her room realized what she'd done. It used to be that she would have been thrilled and scared to do something so daring. Now it almost didn't even register.
She saw no reason to dress too modestly. She was really getting to enjoy flaunting herself around Laine, and maybe around Maggie too in a slightly different kind of way.
Panties and cute little tops were all she needed around the house anyway. They covered her enough that neither of her siblings chastised her about her outfits, but also showed enough skin to be exciting. Especially when she wore her newly purchased tiny panties and low-cut camisoles.
Laine and Maggie both knew exactly what she was doing. She knew that. But they had yet to stop her, and the rate her and Laine were going, he certainly wasn't going to be a problem. Maggie still might be. Maybe.
Catria pondered about her big sister as she slipped into her top and pulled her panties tight up around her butt. Laine was pretty simple these days. They were both horny little things, and they wanted to tease and mess around, so they did. It was only going to get more interesting, she assumed.
But Maggie... well, she wasn't quite sure what she wanted from her, nor vice versa. It wasn't quite as exciting showing off for another girl, even her sister. And certainly she never caught Maggie staring the way Laine would, or trying to hide a bulge in her pants, or generally just being a boy instead of a sibling. Because she wasn't.
Although, Catria admitted, she definitely loved Maggie, and she liked when her big sister got a little naughty. And being bad around both her siblings was fun too, since then there was the whole three way dynamic going on, and so much more uncertainty.
Catria missed the uncertainty she used to feel. Those first days of figuring out what a little handcuff slut she was were treasured memories. There was plenty of fun still to be had, but nothing that made her tummy flip quite the same.
She was still musing as she scanned her room for her handcuffs. It was just a casual look around at first, but gradually escalated until she was digging through her clothes and peering under the bed. She couldn't find them anywhere.
Luckily she recalled that she'd left them in Maggie's room that morning before she got too frantic. She hurried down the hall to her sister's room and burst in, eyes already whirling as the door opened.
What Catria hadn't counted on was that Maggie was currently occupying the room and was, in fact, in the process of changing. She must have just come home.
The sisters stared at each other for a moment. Catria was torn between ducking back out, and dashing in just long enough to grab her cuffs. She settled for the classic indecisive move of standing perfectly still and waiting for a brilliant moment of clarity that would never come.
Maggie was first to move. She was completely topless, having presumably taken for granted that she'd be all alone in her room for a few minutes. She pulled on her change of shirt and covered her breasts.
"Yep," she said. "Laine's definitely onto something with the whole knocking thing."
Ice successfully broken, Catria stirred as well. "Um... I kinda just came for my cuffs."
"Did you, indeed?"
"Yeah. Laine said he'd lock me up early."
"Mmhm." Maggie gave her a piercing stare. "You two must have been having fun."
"Well, you know, kinda."
"Uh huh." Maggie sighed. "Alright, come here."
Catria obediently walked over and turned around. There was a satisfying double click, then she was all handcuffed up the way she loved.
"Thanks, Mags," she said.
"You're welcome. Knock next time, would you?"
"Sure. You have nice tits though."
"Yes, I know. That doesn't mean you get to walk in and stare at them whenever you want."
"Or maybe--"
"Cat, get the hell out of here before I throw something."
"'K."
Catria returned to her brother who was looking presentable again. She bounced down on the couch next to him and snuggled right up.
"So Maggie's back," she said.
"Yeah, I know. She cuff you?"
"Yup. I accidentally saw her tits. They were nice."
Laine gave her a funny look. "I imagine they would be. Why are you telling me?"
Catria shrugged. "I dunno. Just felt like it." She was quiet a moment, lost in thought. Then, "Do you think hers are nicer than mine?"
He sighed. "I was afraid that might be where this was going."
"You were?"
"It was a distinct possibility, yes. You just had that kind of look on your face."
"Really? Huh." Catria considered that. "Maybe I did." She looked down at her chest. "I guess it's just that now that I've seen Mags' boobies, I kinda wish mine looked like hers."
"Well maybe you should talk to her then. Get some booby growing tips."
"So you do think hers are better?"
"Cat, I swear to god. I am not doing this." Laine grabbed one of her tits and gave her nipple a sharp pinch. "I love your boobs, and just because Maggie's are a little bigger--"
"And nicer."
"Bigger," Laine insisted. "Bigger is all they are. You don't need to worry about it."
"Maybe it's just because you haven't seen her topless," Catria mused. "Maybe we should--"
"Please don't finish that sentence."
"No, please," said a voice from across the room. "What should we do about my boobies?"
Catria and Laine both looked over at Maggie who was leaning casually against the doorway. The looks on their faces were almost identically guilty.
Catria, however, had gained much experience with being embarrassed around her siblings. In some cases, it only made her stronger. Despite her red face and nervous tummy, she barely faltered.
"I hope mine keep growing a little," she said. "That's all."
"Just because you saw mine for, like, half a second?" Maggie asked.
"It was several seconds at least," Catria said. "I mean, we kinda just stood there for a bit. I can't quite get them out of my head now." She gave her sister a hopeful look. "Do you think I could feel them?"
Maggie walked closer, her eyebrow arched sardonically. "How exactly would you do that with your handcuffs on?"
"Oh yeah. Well maybe--"
"Guess that are some downsides, huh?" Maggie sat opposite Laine on Catria's other side. She casually reached out and fondled her little sister's breast. "Whereas I can get any kind of feel I want."
"I guess that's true," Catria said faintly. She bit her lip and tried not to look too much like she was enjoying it.
After a moment, Laine resumed groping her other breast where he'd left off. Catria had both her brother and sister feeling her up at the same time.
There were two of them against defenseless little her. She couldn't have stopped them if she wanted to. Which, of course, she didn't. But still.
They could do anything they wanted. She was helpless yet again. Doubly helpless this time. She looked back and forth between Laine and Maggie while they massaged her soft little titties.
Laine was always the easier one to read. She truly believed that he enjoyed playing with her boobies. He was a boy, after all.
With Maggie, it could have been a couple different things. It might just have been a bit of fun, or maybe she also enjoyed breasts in a naughty kind of way. It might even just have been a power thing. Some establishing of dominance over her baby sister. Catria didn't think it was necessary just because she'd burst in on Maggie changing, but one never could tell with these things.
Whatever the case actually was, Catria sat still and compliant for as long as her brother and sister wanted to play with her. Mostly they rubbed her tits with varying degrees of enthusiasm as the mood struck them, but she also happily spread her legs when Laine wanted to have a feel of her pussy.
She giggled maniacally when Laine nuzzled her neck and dropped a sporadic barrage of kisses. She was pretty sure he was getting horny again from the way he was acting. That was fine with her. She'd never stopped being horny.
Maggie was a little more teasing in her approach. Sometimes she just watched Laine play and sometimes she stroked Catria's tits, but occasionally she explored other areas. She traced fingers through her baby sister's hair, over her ears and neck, across her tummy and up her shirt.
It was all light, loving caresses until Maggie found a ticklish spot. Catria laughed and squirmed as her sensitive flank was attacked. Fighting only made Maggie tickle her all the fiercer.
The girls wrestled, with Catria at a severe disadvantage. She tried to wriggle away, but didn't have much room to maneuver. Her only weapons were her feet, so she ended up turned ninety degrees, butt toward Maggie, fending off further tickles with tactical kicking.
Maggie countered by targeting Catria's feet instead, which produced another flurry of helpless laughter. They were trickier targets though, and the girls eventually reached a stalemate of sorts and settled down again.
Catria was stuck in a more or less prone position across Laine and Maggie's laps. This turned out to be convenient for her siblings.
Laine was able to comfortably rest his hand on her breasts, and he took full advantage of the opportunity. With his other hand, he stroked her hair and occasionally traced her cheek and neck. Sometimes, when he got close enough to her mouth, she parted her lips and sucked on a fingertip for a few seconds before he withdrew again.
Maggie ran her hands over Catria's bare legs. She no longer tried to tickle her little sister, and instead explored a more sensual route up her inner thighs, and eventually to her panties.
Catria's breathing and heart rate grew fast and ragged under the combined assault of her siblings. There were so many hands and fingers running all over her at the same time. She couldn't keep up with everything, and eventually she gave up even trying.
She ended up focusing most of her attention on Maggie's fingers probing at her wet little pussy. Her big sister was being soft and exploratory, and generally just making her crave more.
Maggie took her sweet time. She rubbed up and down the front of Catria's panties until the material formed a small, damp valley along her sister's slit. She seemed curious as to what she was allowed to do, apparently not yet realized that the answer was basically anything.
It was true, Catria realized. She was ok with either of her siblings doing pretty well anything with her. Partly that was because she trusted them and knew she was always safe. Partly, too, was how much she liked being slutty around them.
She loved lying there being touched and felt by both Laine and Maggie at the same time. She loved that could both see just how wanton and compliant she was. She could be their slut. Their little sister-slut. The thought made her giddy.
The next time Laine's fingers approached her mouth, Catria caught one of them between her lips. Unlike previous occasions, she took it all the way in and sucked possessively. Laine regarded her curiously, but let her suck on his finger without trying to pull it away.
Maggie got her fingers under Catria's panties. She rubbed her sister's pussy with ever increasing confidence and boldness.
Catria rocked her hips gently, just enough to encourage Maggie's progress. She wanted more. She wanted some inappropriate sisterly attention. Some tender fingering. If it got rougher, that was ok too.
She moaned around Laine's finger as Maggie found her clit. That was the stuff. Getting her clit rubbed and tits played with, having something to suck on, being surrounded with sibling affection....
Catria's moaning turning into a muffled squeal of surprised excitement. Her panties were being tugged down her legs. She was perfectly fine with it, even if she hadn't expected it. She still squeezed her eyes shut at first, being slightly nervous to see Laine and Maggie's reactions to her revealed pussy.
"Aw, she's shy," Maggie said in a soft, teasing voice.
"Nah," Laine said. "She just acts that way." He removed his finger from Catria's mouth and wiped it on her shirt. Quite a bit of saliva had accumulated from being sucked on so long. "I'm quite sure she likes you looking."
"I have no doubt," Maggie agreed.
Catria shook her head while keeping her eyes tightly shut. Her face was delightfully warm, as was her pussy.
The brother-sister tag team was enhancing everything that would have been fun with just one of them. Teasing, embarrassment, sensuality, nervousness, and lust. They were all magnified, all made that much more potent when she was ganged up on.
Laine pulled Catria's top up past her breasts while Maggie fingered her wet little pussy. She gasped and wriggled while slender fingers penetrated her from one end, and slightly rougher fingers flicked and pinched her nipples from the other.
Catria was as exposed, helpless, and teased as she'd ever been in her life. She risked the occasional peek out between firmly shut eyelids just to make sure both her siblings' attention was on her, which it always was. She couldn't watch for long. Being essentially naked under constant scrutiny was thrilling and embarrassing enough without watching her watchers. She couldn't handle eye contact right now.
Maggie's fingers wormed about as deep as they were going to get inside Catria's tight pussy. Maggie wiggled them around experimentally, adjusting according to the way her sister moaned and writhed and clenched.
Catria couldn't believe the things Maggie was doing to her. Some of the sensations were beyond what she even knew were possible. Clearly she had some things to learn from her big sis.
It was really only a matter of time before Catria came. It was amazing she'd lasted as long as she had, really. She wanted to last longer, to feel more of what Maggie could do with her pussy, and generally just to soak in the heady mixture of intense feelings that surrounded and consumed her.
But her body needed release, and her pussy clenched and released repeatedly on Maggie's fingers as she came uncontrollably. She moaned incoherently and nearly rolled onto the floor by accident. Luckily Laine caught her before she fell.
She wanted to curl right up into a ball afterward. She felt so tired and spent, and more than a little vulnerable. It was one of the few times she regretted being handcuffed.
Her vulnerability and need to hide herself didn't last long. Her brother and sister changed back from sexual tormentors to their usual loving selves. Laine pulled her camisole back down and stroked her hair. Maggie left her panties wherever they'd ended up, but at least pulled a blanket over her lower half, providing both warmth and modesty of a sort.
Catria needed some cool down time. She wasn't sure if they understood that, or if they were just satisfied with making her cum the one time. Either way, she snuggled as comfortably as could be with them, and let their soft, familial caresses lull her back to a sense of security and love.
****
Laine uncuffed Cat that night so she could get ready for bed. He waited for her in her room while she finished up in the bathroom.
Cat was moving slowly and yawning pretty hard when she returned. Maggie hadn't given back her panties, and she hadn't grabbed a new pair, so she was still wandering around bottomless.



Laine tried not to stare at his sister's pretty little pussy despite how tantalizingly it peeked out at him. She'd had a busy evening and was clearly exhausted.
Cat walked up to him and turned around, assuming a familiar pose that had become second nature to both of them. She presented her wrists, he locked them together. She was all set.
He stayed and helped her get all tucked into bed, then gave her forehead a soft kiss.
"Good night, Cat."
"Mmm. Night."
Laine turned to leave and was just reaching to shut off the lights when he was called back.
"Laine?" Cat whispered.
"Yes?"
"Would you stay with me? Just for a bit?"
Laine hesitated. He was pretty much ready for bed himself. He was still in t-shirt and boxers, not totally stripped down but ready to fling off his remaining clothing a fall into bed.
But Cat was looking at him with big, needy eyes. They were practically shining up at him. She looked so adorable and lost. His brotherly instincts flared up.
"Alright," he said. "Just for a bit."
Cat smiled broadly, though with a sleepy crookedness. Laine flicked off the lights, then padded back and slipped in next to her. He had to scooch her over a bit to make room. She really didn't want to get any farther from him than she had to.
"Thanks," she whispered as she nestled against him. "I just don't really feel like being alone."
"No?" Laine patiently gathered loose strands of her hair and brushed them back from her face. "Something wrong?"
"No. M'jus a li'l tired is all. Today was crazy."
Laine chewed on his lip for a second. "Was it... too crazy? I mean, you know you can tell me to stop anytime you want. Me or Maggie. We don't have to--"
"No!" Cat burst out with sudden fervor. She buried her face in his chest for a moment, then continued in a calmed tone. "No, it's nothing like that. I loved it. All of it. Anything you do. I love all of it."
"But you'd say if there was something you didn't like, right?"
Cat didn't answer.
"Right?" Laine prompted again.
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Cat, you have to tell me you would. Otherwise we'll have to stop. I don't want to do anything you hate, or that's gonna do some kind of damage to you. I just couldn't risk it."
Cat nodded. "Ok. I'll say if something bothers me."
Laine was pretty sure she was just saying exactly what he'd told her to say. But then, that was about all he'd expected.
"Are you sure you're ok?" he asked again, just to be sure.
"I am now."
Laine repressed a sigh. The way Cat was cuddling, he'd never be able to slip away. And he was still a little worried about her. Possibly, though, she really was simply worn out. He was so used to her being a tirelessly horny imp that he wasn't used to seeing her crash.
"Do you want your cuffs off?" he asked. "Just for tonight?"
"No. I don't think I could sleep without them. I'm so used to them now. And they make me feel safe." Cat shifted a bit and her head came to rest on his chest. "But you make me feel safer," she whispered. "Safe and snug."
Laine melted. Any trace of annoyance vanished like magic. Goddamn she had him in her pocket. For a girl who spent so much free time without the use of her arms, she'd learned to exert an awful lot of control when she wanted.
"Is that why you always used to sneak into bed with me?" he asked.
"No. That was sleepwalking. You know that."
"Yeah, no, I know that. I just mean, like, maybe unconsciously. Or whatever."
"If it's unconscious, how would I know?"
"Nevermind." Laine patted her head. "Go to sleep, little one."
Cat giggled softly. "Ok. Love you."
"Yeah. Love you too."
Laine held her for a while longer until she was breathing steadily, rumbling gently against his ribs. Even then he didn't move, just kept holding her, feeling her warmth.
He must have dozed off. The next thing he knew, he was still in bed with his sister, but his chest had a damp patch from where she'd drooled on him. That and his neck was complaining from holding an awkward position too long.
Laine considered going to his own bed, but it seemed like too much trouble. And, if he was being honest, he didn't want to leave Cat. In the dark, small hours of the night, he thought he understood what she meant about feeling snug and safe. Probably not quite the same as she felt, but enough so that he didn't want to move.
He loved her. He'd always loved her, of course. She was his sister after all. But never like this. Never with quite the same intensity and need.
Well, that's what sex did to a relationship, right? He'd mixed it with family, and now he felt entirely the wrong things about his baby sister. He spent a moment wondering if that bothered him, then decided it didn't. Partly because he was sleepy and foggy, and not really up to tackling moral quandaries.
He carefully rearranged himself to a more standard sleeping position without disturbing Cat, then threw his arm around her and went back to sleep.
****
After suckering Laine into sleeping with her that first time, Catria couldn't go back to sleeping alone every night. The whole point of the handcuffs had initially been precisely so she would sleep by herself, but none of the siblings had any illusions that they were about that anymore.
Catria tried not to give in to her urges. She was perfectly capable of staying in her room and leaving her brother and sister in peace for the night. Sometimes she was even successful.
But something had changed. Falling asleep in her brother's arms had been one of the most wonderfully soothing experiences of her life. He was so warm and snuggly, and it just felt right drifting off next to him.
Even waking up beside him was different now. It used to be she'd feel embarrassed, or like she was being a pain in the ass. Those feelings mitigated the warmth and comfort of sharing a morning bed. These days, she didn't feel any of the bad things, only the good.
On the nights when she couldn't help herself, Catria would sneak into Laine's room and simply crawl into bed with him. No asking, no hesitating. He never said no, not anymore. Usually he'd wrap an arm around her or even just let her roll halfway on top of him and never say a word.
The more surprising thing was the way Maggie has started acting. Unlike Laine's general passivity regarding sleep arrangements, she took a more active approach in getting some sister snuggles. As far as Catria could tell, she'd figured out much the same thing regarding sleeping alone versus with a sibling and how much better the latter was.
Even better, to Catria's mind, Maggie sometimes played with her a bit before sleeping. It hadn't progressed past some fondling and fingering, but those remained delicious treats when they happened.
****
Part Four: An Incestuous Triangle
****
Catria woke up in Maggie's bed. She stretched lazily, then looked over at her still sleeping sister.
Maggie was sprawled haphazardly next to Catria, lips slightly parted in a soft snore. Both her and Laine had a unique peaceful look when they slept, Catria had discovered, an expression they never wore at any other time.
She lay and watched Maggie for a few minutes, content to be hypnotized by the slow, gentle rhythm of her sister's breathing. After that, she kicked at the covers until they tumbled to the floor off the foot of the bed.
The sisters were mismatched in their clothing. Catria was bottomless, having a camisole but no panties. Maggie wore only panties, and her breasts were fully exposed to the soft morning light.
Catria contemplated her nearly-naked sister. She was still envious of Maggie's slightly larger tits, but that was mostly just a background desire.
The bigger issue for Catria was determining how much of a lesbian she was.
She was fully aware that that wasn't really how it worked. It wasn't a matter of being a certain percentage straight and a certain percentage gay. She just didn't really know a better way to think about it.
She didn't feel the same things when she looked at Maggie as when she looked at Laine, that much was certain. She was far more traditionally attracted to boys than girls, just generally.
But she loved it when Maggie played with her. Absolutely adored it. And Maggie knew some amazing things she could do with her fingers and Catria's pussy.
When Maggie acted a little bit more dominant that usual, she could totally make Catria soak her panties. If she was wearing any.
None of which really provided an answer to Catria's questions.
The longer Catria lay there staring and musing, the hornier she got. Thinking about how Maggie made her feel led her to thinking about what she could get away with right now.
She'd awakened Maggie by sucking on her nipples once. That had been pretty fun. Maggie had smiled and chastised her in the sort of way that was clearly only for show.
Catria's pussy tingled as she thought about doing that again. She could dive right into that lovely soft cleavage and lick and suck and wake her sister up in no time.
Or she could be naughtier.
She contemplated Maggie's sole article of clothing, those little panties, and what lay beneath. Did she dare go for it? She wasn't totally sure how she felt about it, let alone how Maggie would take it.
As so often happened with Catria, once she had something naughty in mind, she found it very difficult to shake the thought loose. Her sister's pussy was right there for the experimenting. She liked sucking Laine's dick, after all. It couldn't be that different on an emotional level.
Catria scooted down between Maggie's legs. It wasn't going to be easy taking those panties off. Maggie was on her back, which helped, but it was still a daunting task.
Catria carefully leaned in, folding her body up to help her balance. She nearly fell right on top of Maggie a few times, but she managed to snag a bit of the panties between her teeth without real incident.
The first tug made very little progress, just barely enough to keep her thinking it was doable. She tugged again, then moved to the other side to balance out her progress.
It was hard work and took quite a bit of focus. Catria didn't want to nip her sister by mistake or pull too hard and make a total fool of herself. She got so absorbed that when she next looked up, Maggie was staring back at her with a bemused expression.
Catria bit her lip and waited. Maggie said nothing, just kept watching through heavily lidded eyes.
Catria took that for permission of a sort. She resumed her work, though with more situational awareness this time. She must have looked like a newborn puppy the way she'd been wrestling with Maggie's panties before. All determination and a greater sense of fierceness than was deserved, with very little actual progress to show for it.
At last she got past the tricky parts where Maggie's weight held down her underwear. Sliding them past her knees and calves was comparatively simple, though it meant some awkward maneuvering of her body, given her head's limited ranged of movement.
Again Catria looked to Maggie for permission or denial, and again found little of either. Mostly there was just curiousity and a hint of amusement.
She lay down between Maggie's legs, getting comfortable on her tummy. She had to worm forward a bit to get her face to her sister's pussy, and given her prone position she practically went face-first into it without really meaning to.
"Feeling naughty this morning, are you?" said Maggie in a lazy, melodic sort of tone.
Catria squirmed. "Kinda. Is it ok?"
"I would have stopped you before now if it wasn't."
That was basically what Catria had assumed. She studied Maggie's pussy from an extremely close distance. She still wasn't sure. It didn't call to her the way cock did, but it was intriguing and inviting in its own way.
More importantly, she was committed now. She couldn't back down. Maggie was waiting.
Catria stuck her tongue out for a long, ungainly lick. It didn't taste bad, nor did it taste good. She tried another lick of a similar nature. Again, a more or less neutral experience.
Then Maggie moaned. It wasn't a loud moan, in fact it was barely audible, but it was an indication of pleasure. That alone increased Catria's enthusiasm by several degrees.
Her wet little tongue flicked across Maggie's pussy. She gradually probed deeper and more purposefully. She got more sensual noises as a reward, and the taste got significantly better once juices started flowing.
Catria lost herself in her cunnilinguing for a while and only realized with a shock just how long she'd been going when her neck started to ache. She let her face rest more on her sister to take some of the strain off, then focused more on deft movements of her tongue to hit the places that got the best reactions.
"That's a good girl," Maggie whispered.
Catria flushed with a mixture of emotions at the slightly patronizing compliment. Sometimes those were her favourite kind.
Maggie reached down and put her finger to her clit. She held it there until Catria slid her tongue over it. Maggie bucked her hips when her clit got a firm lick, so Catria decided to do it some more.
Toward the end Catria was licking her sister's little clitty like it was her favourite treat in the world. Her neck ached more insistently and her back muscles were complaining, but she was getting so much positive feedback that she just didn't care.
Making Maggie cum was such a rewarding feeling. Catria could feel the impact in the way her sister tensed and moaned and went a little crazy with her hips. She'd never experienced a female orgasm vicariously before, and it was both enlightening and pretty damn hot.
Catria levered herself back into a kneeling position. She sat on her heels and waited with a shy but proud grin.
Maggie sat up. She was a bit flushed from her orgasm and still deliciously naked. She extended a finger, the crooked it back in a beckoning gesture.
Catria obediently shuffled forward on her knees. Maggie gently took her cheek, then leaned in.
Maggie's tongue flicked out and traced Catria's bottom lip. She momentarily considered the taste of herself on her little sister's face, then moved in again for a soft kiss.
"Did I do ok?" Catria asked, unable to last any longer without some verbal confirmation.
Maggie smiled a mix of amusement and sexual satisfaction. "Yeah, Cat. You did good." She reached out and gently brushed her sister's nipple with the back of her finger. "That was a hell of a way to start the day."
"Do you want me to do it some more?" Catria asked, bouncing with unrestrained excitement.
"That would be tempting," Maggie said regretfully with a last caress of Catria's tits. "But we have things to do. You're going to be late for school if you don't get moving."
"Oh, right. School."
Catria deflated a little, but was still gleeful and horny as they got out of bed and she was unlocked. She stretched her arms and headed for the door.
She'd become so used to a lack of proper attire that she nearly forgot she was bottomless until she reached the doorway. She caught Maggie staring at her butt out of the corner of her eye as she swung the door open. She smiled to herself and gave her hips a bit more sway as she walked away.
The shower was already running before she got to the bathroom. She went in anyway.
"Morning, Laine," she called in a sing-songy voice while pulling off her camisole, the only clothing she'd been wearing.
"I suppose privacy for showering was too much to ask, was it?" he replied in a tone that suggested he already knew the answer.
"I'm gonna be late," Catria said as though that was really her reason for barging in. "Can I hop in with you?"
She stood there naked and horny, awaiting her brother's decision. She'd wait for him to finish if she had to, but she was really hoping for some play time. She was going to be a gooey mess all day if she had to go to school in her current state.
"Yeah, alright," Laine finally said.
Catria eagerly pulled back the shower curtain and jumped in with him. He was all wet and naked, as was she once she stood under the spray for a moment.
Laine's cock was already stiffening. Catria grinned and reached out to grab it and help it along. She slid her loose fingers along its slick, semi-firm length. Back and forth, back and forth. It pulsed and expanded in her hand, soon reaching full hardness.
It fascinated Catria the way her brother's penis went from soft to hard like that. She didn't usually get to feel the transition, and in her already horny state it was an extra little delight on top of everything else.
"I thought you were in a hurry," Laine said.
Catria looked back up at him, having halfway forgotten that he was still attached to his cock. "I guess I kinda am," she said regretfully. She turned around. "Can you wash my back for me?"
She started on her front while Laine got her shoulders and worked down from there. As she hoped, he didn't stop at her waist and simply carried on to her butt. He spent more time soaping, massaging, and rinsing her ass than necessary, and she enjoyed every second of it.
Only when he finished a very thorough cleaning of her bottom did Catria move from her statue-like stance. She took a careful step back, which pressed her butt nicely against her brother's hard cock.
"Not that much of a hurry, then," Laine murmured.
Catria smiled to herself and wiggled her ass. Laine's hardon slipped around a bit, then lodged itself in her butt crack. Her wiggling transitioned to more of a grinding motion.
She felt her pussy heating up even more the longer she toyed with her brother's penis. She was teasing herself as much as him.
Thankfully, Laine wasn't able to hold out any longer. Despite his apparent concerns for the swiftness of her shower, his hands snaked under arms and found her tits.
Catria giggled happily and gave her hips another firm thrust back against him. He was grinding as hard as she was now.
Their bodies rubbed sensuously together under the warm cascade of water. Brother and sister locked together in a wet, lustful embrace. His hands were all over her tits, while she reached behind her head to find his shoulders and neck.
Laine pulled away from Catria's butt. She tried to follow his movement, but he wasn't going far. When he pressed forward again his cock slipped beneath her ass and between her thighs, grinding on her sodden pussy instead.
That was way better. Catria cooed wantonly as her brother's dick rubbed all over her wet slit. She bounced around against it, squeezing every ounce of pleasure she could from the contact.
There were a couple moments where she was sure he was going to slide right in. They were both wiggling and grinding like crazy, and all it would take was his cock lining up just once. Laine probably wouldn't let it happen, she assumed, but if he did... well, she certainly wasn't going to stop him.
Catria eventually had to give up on her private little fantasy. It wasn't happening by accident, and she wasn't quite brave enough to try and force the issue, though it was a close thing.
She reached down and grabbed the end of Laine's cock where it poked through beneath her. She held it more firmly to her drenched cunt and slid her palm up and down, giving them both a little extra stimulation.
White gouts of cum spewed out of the tip of Laine's penis. Catria clasped her hand around it, feeling the tensing and pulsing of his orgasm. She stiffened, pressing harder, rubbing more furiously, and reached her own orgasm just as his was ending.
Laine's arms around her kept her from stumbling on the slippery floor and her own shaky legs. She leaned back against him until she could restabilize. Then, slowly, carefully, she turned around, pressed her slick breasts against his equally wet chest, and kissed him.



The kiss was longer and deeper than Catria had really intended. She just didn't want it to end once she'd started. She felt so good, so goddamn magical, and she wanted the remnants of that sensation to last forever.
The moment was broken by the sound of someone peeing in the toilet practically right next to them. Catria and Laine turned their heads as one, and after a second of hesitation she started giggling uncontrollably.
"I really can't get any privacy," Laine complained without malice.
"I might feel bad about that if you didn't sound like you were having quite so much fun," Maggie retorted from the toilet. "I couldn't wait forever for you two to finish... whatever it is you're doing."
"Just getting cleaned up," Catria said innocently.
"Yeah. I'm sure," said Maggie in the sort of tone that suggested she'd sooner believe the world was flat. "Just don't be too long."
"We won't," said Laine. "But please don't flush until we're done."
"I might have to if I want to get you out before all the hot water's gone."
"You could always join us," Catria said, still in a slightly dazed state. In her head, being sandwiched between two naked, slippery siblings was even better than just the one.
"In your dreams," Maggie said.
There was the sound of the tap in the sink running, then footsteps out of the room.
"Guess we better finish up," Laine said, giving Catria's bum a final squeeze.
"Yeah. I guess."
****
Cat was gone by the time Maggie finished her shower. Laine was still hanging out in the kitchen, half-heartedly scrubbing at some dishes in the sink.
Maggie poured herself some coffee, then perched on the edge of the counter to sip at it. Her bare legs dangled whimsically, kicking gently to an unheard rhythm. She'd only dressed in a shirt and panties after her shower since she still had time before she needed to leave for work.
"Shower sex this morning, huh?" she said aloud.
Laine faltered and carefully set the plate he'd been holding back in the water. "It wasn't sex, exactly."
"You don't need to be defensive about it. I was just asking."
"No, you weren't just asking. I don't know what you were implying, but it wasn't an innocent question."
Maggie toyed with the accusation. "You might be right." Her legs went still and she gripped her mug with both hands. "I guess I've just got Cat on my mind. She's been getting bolder. Practically every day it feels like. Wearing fewer clothes all the time."
"It doesn't even surprise me when she turns up naked for no discernible reason," Laine agreed. "Or when she decided just to hop in the shower with me."
Maggie smiled faintly. "You know she ate me out this morning?"
Laine gave her a slightly incredulous look that slowly morphed into something more thoughtful and interested. "I didn't think she swung that way."
"Neither did I. But then, it's very hard to tell. She responds better to dominance and naughtiness than gender or any particular sexual activities." Maggie shrugged. "At least from what I've seen. I've got a pretty small sample size to work from. But for what it's worth, she tried to get at my vagina while I was still sleeping this morning."
Laine nodded slowly. "Well, that is quite naughty."
"Isn't it though. She was lucky I was in the right mood for it, or I would have had to kick her out of bed. I can just imagine the sad puppy look she'd give me."
Laine gave up on his dishes and let the water out of the sink. He wiped his hands on a towel. "She's not going to grow out of this, is she?"
"Not for the foreseeable future. It's only getting worse. Or better, depending on your point of view."
"So what do we do?"
Maggie sipped her coffee. "Embrace it."
"Embrace it? Isn't that what we've been doing?"
"More or less. But I mean really accept it for the long term. Not just play along until she has a change of heart."
"Ah. I see." Laine considered. "And what does that entail, exactly?"
"Well, for starters, Cat's graduating high school soon."
"Yeah?"
"And it might be a good time to get her a present."
"Ok. But that would be true regardless. Graduation presents don't have anything to do with our situation in particular."
Maggie smiled faintly. "Just trust me on this one."
****
A couple days later, Laine was staring bemusedly at the sign of a sex toy shop. "You know, this really isn't what I thought you meant when you said you wanted to get Cat a graduation present."
Maggie took his hand and guided him to the entrance. "I know it isn't. But if you have a better idea, I'm open to it."
"I really don't. It's probably a good idea, it's just... weird."
"How so? You can't be that embarrassed about giving her a sex toy."
"I'm not. I'm embarrassed about shopping here for one sister while accompanied by another."
"Oh, yeah. I guess that is kinda weird, isn't it? I wasn't even really thinking of that angle."
There was one other customer in the store already, but they were at the register and presumably on their way out. Laine was relieved by that. He'd had a horrible image of several people milling through the shop, one of whom would recognize him and Maggie and get very curious about them being there together.
"You can let go of my hand now," Laine whispered.
"Not yet," Maggie whispered back.
"Why not?"
"Because I'd rather look like a couple than like siblings."
"I really don't think that's where most people's minds would go."
Still, Laine felt better knowing that he wasn't the only one feeling a bit strange about their visit. Shared discomfort was preferable to lonely discomfort.
He and Maggie browsed the selection of toys and miscellany. Neither of them were totally sure what they were getting. It was the right place to look, though. Laine could admit that, even if he wasn't totally happy about it.
"What about a new vibrator?" Laine asked. "Her old one's been putting in some hours."
"I dunno how much she actually uses it these days," Maggie said. "She's been sleeping with one of us more often than alone."
"Oh yeah. That's true."
Maggie released his hand and started picking up and examining toys. She was far more curious and thoughtful than he felt. He really kind of just wanted to pick something semi-normal and get out of there.
Whenever he wasn't looking toward the girl at the counter, he imagined her watching the two of them with an amused expression. That was unfair, he knew. She'd showed no sign of being anything other than professional. She'd have to be if she didn't want to scare of the more nervous of the clientele, working at a place like this.
Still, Maggie was in no hurry. Laine had time to get over his initial hesitation and begin examining the merchandise with a more critical eye. And his mind had a chance to warm up and start picturing some of the toys being used on Cat. There were some very interesting possibilities.
****
Catria was totally unaware of her siblings' shopping trip. It wasn't uncommon for either or both of them to be late getting home, though she wasn't much a fan of those occasions. She much preferred having either Maggie or Laine around to tease or play with, or even just to be a presence in the room.
The house was too lonely when she was by herself. It used to be that a little time with the run of the place was a nice treat. These days, there really wasn't anything she could be doing by herself that she wouldn't rather do with her brother or sister. Or both.
There was no thrill at all to wandering around partially or fully naked when there was no one to see her. She'd gotten into the habit of dressing in a shirt and no bottoms on a semi-regular basis, and that's exactly what she wore while waiting for someone to get home. It just wasn't exciting by itself the way it used to be.
She still enjoyed her naughty attire. It was fun when the moment finally came for her to feign boredom when Laine or Maggie walked in and realized she wasn't really dressed. She just wished it did something for her in the meantime, was all. Casual nudity had lost some of its magic.
That was ok, though. Nothing stayed quite as exciting as it started. And there were always new thrills to discover.
But for now, Catria was bored. She'd tried to take advantage of her alone time to do some school work. That had kept her busy for a little while. She'd made it more interesting by lying in the middle of the living room with her books and papers in front of her and her ass tactically pointed toward the doorway.
There'd been no payoff, though. No lustful siblings arriving to find a slutty, half-naked sister waiting for them.
Catria had proceeded to stare out the window for a bit, as though watching the driveway would make a car appear faster. It didn't.
She'd even tried one of Laine's games. She'd started it up without bothering to change the game that was already loaded. It didn't make much difference to her since she didn't really keep up on that sort of thing. It hadn't mattered anyway. It had taken forever to start a new game and get through all the introductions and cutscenes and such. By the time she was allowed to play, she'd lost interest.
It was a little depressing in some ways that this was what her life was reduced to. It used to be that she was fairly independent of her siblings and didn't need them around to entertain her.
On the other hand, when they were around she was happier than ever, and more excited about new possibilities. Catria wouldn't trade back for anything.
She ended up eating a mopey supper alone in front of the tv. Microwaved pizza pockets, with their traditional swirls of not quite warm bits right next to molten lava bits. Picking at them without burning herself kept her mind occupied, at least.
Maggie finally walked in the front door followed closely by Laine. She held the door for him since he had a bag in each hand.
"Finally!" Catria said, bouncing out to meet them. "You guys took forever."
"We had some shopping to do," Maggie said, stopping to hug her excited little sister. "Then we stopped for some food. Didn't you get our texts."
Catria drooped. "Oh, right. I might've left my phone in my room."
"If you'd wear pants now and then, you'd have pockets for carrying your phone in."
"Yeah, but I'd have to wear pants."
"So you would." Maggie swatted Catria's butt. "Give us some room, would you?"
Catria stepped back while her siblings decided whose bag was whose, then proceeded off to their respective rooms. She tailed along, slightly hurt that they weren't paying her enough attention. "So what'd ya get?"
"That, dear sister, is none of your business," Maggie said.
"It's a secret," Laine added.
"Dammit, Laine," Maggie said. "Don't tell her that."
"A secret?" Catria asked, perking up a little. "What kind of secret? Something for me?"
"See?" Maggie said. "Now she's gonna be even nosier."
Laine chuckled. "Sorry."
"Hey, don't ignore me," Catria said. "What kind of secret?"
"You must not understand how secrets work," Maggie said before tromping definitively off to her room and shutting the door.
Laine was probably the weaker link anyway, Catria decided, so she continued to shadow him instead of laying siege to her sister's room. She slipped into his room right behind him before he could even think about barricading himself inside as well.
"You should just tell me," Catria said. "I'll have to bug you otherwise."
"I can't. I answer to a higher authority."
Catria frowned. "Like... a god of some sort?"
"No. Maggie. She'd be very annoyed if I spoiled the surprise."
"How come she gets to be the higher authority?"
Laine arched an eyebrow. "Are you really asking that? You who takes every opportunity to submit to our authority whether we want you to or not?"
"That's not what I do."
"Uh huh." Laine sat on his bed, clasped his hands, and gave her a steady look. "Take off your shirt and go fetch your cuffs."
Catria automatically reached for the bottom of her shirt before realizing he was making a point. "Oh." She bit her lip. "Ok, so maybe I kinda do." She straightened up and set her jaw. "But I could be authoritative if I wanted."
"Yeah? Try it."
"Ok." Catria cleared her throat and adopted her firmest tone of voice. "Show me what you bought."
"Or what?"
She hesitated. Was there meant to be an 'or?' "Or... or... I'll spank you?"
Her tone had become rather meek and uncertain toward the end, rather ruining any effect it might have had, which probably wasn't much based on the way Laine was grinning.
"Very good effort," he said.
"No it wasn't."
"No, you're right, it wasn't."
He reached out and grabbed Catria. She squealed and fought him a little just for show, but went docile pretty quickly as he dragged her across his lap.
Laine gave her a few quick, light slaps on her bare butt. Not enough to hurt or even sting, just a playful little spanking. She giggled and kicked her feet, hoping for more.
"You're about as submissive as they come," Laine said. "And you're not shy about it, or about what you want. It's an odd combination, really."
"It is?"
"It is," he confirmed. "And I kinda love that about you."
Another couple smacks, then Laine let Catria go. She stayed right where she was. She gave her bottom a little shake just in case it would tempt him into spanking her some more.
"I'm happy," she said. "With you and Mags. With everything. And I think...." She paused to consider, then decided she meant what she'd been going to say. "I think I wouldn't be this way with anyone else. It's just 'cause it's you two, and I know I can trust you with anything."
"Of course you can," Laine whispered.
Catria smiled. "I like surrendering control and just seeing what happens. And sometimes I like making something happen myself, because let's face it, you're both gentler with me than you need to be."
"You're our sister. Of course we're gentle. I keep half expecting you to change your mind and decide you don't actually want to be messing around with either of us. And if that days comes--"
"It won't!"
"If it comes," Laine repeated, "I really hope that we haven't gone too far already." He patted her butt reassuringly. "Maggie's working on convincing me that we aren't going back."
"She always was a little quicker than you."
Catria's teasing quip earned a much sharper smack on the ass. This one stung a bit and made her yelp. Her pussy felt that much warmer all of a sudden.
"Maybe I'm just the responsible one," Laine said. "Ever think of that?"
"I dunno. I think that might be Maggie too."
"Great. So what do I get to be?"
Catria pretended to think hard. "The token boy?" she suggested.
Laine sighed. "For someone who's trying to get information out of me, you're being awfully sassy."
"Ooh, I almost forgot about that. So what did you get me?"
"I guess that's my own damn fault. Shouldn't have said anything."
Catria wiggled on Laine's lap. "Tell meee," she whined.
She smiled privately at the way her tummy was jabbed when she moved the right way. He was so hard.
"You reeeaaallly want to know?" Laine asked.
"Yes!"
"Because I definitely can't tell you the main thing without Maggie getting quite perturbed. But we did end up going a little overboard...."
"Ooh, does that mean there's more than one surprise?"
"Kinda, I s'pose." Laine's hand rubbed small circles on Catria's butt. "The problem is I'm not sure how you'll feel about what I have in mind."
"I feel really good about it."
"You don't know what it is."
"So tell me. Then I'll feel really good about it."
Laine continued to toy with Catria's bum. His fingertips danced between her cheeks and flitted across her asshole. She was kind of intrigued, but didn't think much of it beyond that.
"How do you feel about, like, butt stuff," Laine asked.
"Like what you're doing now?" Catria asked. "It's pretty nice."
"No. Like, real butt stuff."
Her eyes widened as Laine's fingers brushed her butthole again. "Like... inside butt stuff?"
"Yeah."
Catria swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Nervous butterflies swarmed her tummy with an abrupt vengeance. She'd been caught almost entirely unprepared by the question.
Laine loved her butt. She knew that, and kind of adored it about him. She, in turn, was quite happy to show it off and let him play. But actual, for real butt stuff was something else entirely.
"Yes," she croaked before her mind had really caught up.
"Yes?"
Catria nodded. "I'm ok with it."
She wasn't yet totally convinced herself, but that didn't really matter. She felt nervous and horny and a little bit scared. A combination that did wonderful things to her insides, and which she didn't experience nearly enough lately.
"You don't sound sure," Laine said.
"I'm sure. I just haven't really done it before."
Laine's finger pressed against her tight little hole. He didn't seem to be actually trying to force entry yet, which was good because there was absolutely no lubrication to help him along yet.
"We don't have to or anything," Laine said. "It's just something I was thinking about."
"Oh my god," Catria said. "I told you I want to."
"That's not what you said."
"Well... I'm saying it now."
Laine was quiet a moment, though he kept fondling Catria's bottom. "Fine," he said. "Hand me that bag, would you?"
The bag he'd come home with lay next to his bed. Catria was just barely able to reach it without falling off his lap. It was tempting to tear it open and peek inside, but that might annoy him, so she was good and handed it over. He peered inside, then pulled out a brand new bottle of lube.
"Of course, Maggie thinks that playing with your butt is more to satisfy my own interests than to do something nice for you," Laine said.
"Well that's true, isn't it?" Catria asked.
"Yes and no. I mean, it's definitely kind of a selfish gift, I can't really argue with that. But I think it's the sort of thing you'll enjoy."
"You think I'm the sort of girl who's gonna really enjoy anal?"
"I think you're the sort of girl who really enjoys doing naughty things with her brother."
Catria had to admit that he had a point there. Whether or not she ended up enjoying the physical sensations, she was already pretty turned on by the mere act of lying across her brother's lap and waiting for him to do severely inappropriate things to her butt.
She tensed instinctively as cold lube was drizzled over her asshole and the surrounding area. The shock went away quickly. Once Laine started rubbing it in, she folded her arms under her head and settled in to enjoy the feeling.
"You really like my butt, huh?" Catria said softly.
"You know I do."
Laine's middle finger had been circling its target. Now it probed gently at her butthole, testing her defenses.
"How long have you been thinking about this?"
"I'm not sure, exactly." Laine paused to consider. "At least since you started wandering around the house naked from the waist down. That's been driving me kinda crazy."
Catria giggled softly. "That was the idea."
Her mouth formed a small circle as Laine's finger finally slid in. It was only the barest of penetrations, just past the outer ring. She waited to see if her body would tell her it hurt.
In fact, it neither hurt nor felt particularly pleasant. It was quite a neutral sensation, physically speaking. Mentally, however, it was so much more.
Catria arched her back, then calmed herself with some deep breaths. She didn't want to tense up.
Laine pulled back, picked up some more lube, then returned even deeper. His finger wiggled inside her, ever more intrusive.
She'd secretly hoped it would be more dramatic. That it would hurt terribly to be even gently fingered, or perhaps that it would make her whole body tingle and she'd cum within minutes. Or, indeed, that she'd feel horribly embarrassed and have to remain silent through an agonizing ordeal.



But such was her comfort with Laine that she didn't feel any mental anguish, to her disappointment. It was fun lying there and being a bad girl, letting her brother finger her ass, but it wasn't much more than that. She was used to him seeing her unclothed, and to his touch on her intimate parts. This was a novelty, and that was all.
"Is that ok?" Laine asked.
Nearly his whole finger was in by that point.
"Yeah, it's fine," Catria said.
"You almost sound disappointed."
She shrugged. "I dunno. I thought it'd be more intense."
"Intense, huh?"
Laine pulled his finger out, then pressed a second finger right up next to it. Together, they didn't slip right back in.
Catria stretched away from the extra intrusion. "Well that's too much."
"One's not enough, two's too many?"
"Seems that way."
Laine placed his free hand on the small of Catria's back. He let its weight sit there, solid and comforting.
"They'll fit," he said.
Catria shook her head. "They won't."
"Trust me."
She bit her lip. Her heart was speeding up and she was getting nervous tingles. That was more like it.
"Ok," she said faintly.
The delicious anxiety that turned Catria on like crazy was usually more a fear of emotional pain than physical. This, it seemed, was going to be different.
Part of it was her own fault too. She deliberately psyched herself out and anticipated something much worse than she actually believed in. It got her so damn wet.
Laine took his time. Even more so than his first, single-digit penetration he applied gentle pressure alternated with soft circling and stroking. He took long enough that some of Catria's carefully nurtured tummy butterflies went back to sleep while waiting.
Then, catching her very much off guard, Laine's pair of fingers popped in.
Catria raised her head, mouth opened in advance of a shriek. There she froze, right on the verge of making some terrible noise, before slowly subsiding again.
It hurt a little. Enough that her reaction was more than just shock, but not so much that she felt compelled to end it. She bit her lip and pulled over Laine's blanket to bury her face in.
"Oh shit, that hurt, didn't it?" Laine said, quickly withdrawing.
Catria didn't answer. Laine rubbed her butt without approaching her asshole.
"A little," she grudgingly admitted.
"Sorry."
Catria shrugged. She lifted her hips and wiggled them.
"You can't be serious," Laine said.
Still she said nothing.
He couldn't resist. She knew he couldn't. He held out a little longer, then his fingers pressed to her butthole again.
This time they went in easier, and already the pain was a dull echo of before. Catria clung to that small ache, letting it feed her masochistic little pussy.
Laine pushed deeper with the smallest, gentlest thrusts of his fingers. They didn't get sharply wider after the initial penetration, so there wasn't as great a need for going slow anymore.
This time Catria enjoyed feeling him get deeper inside her much more than before. Now it meant something. Now she could really feel it, both the pleasure and pain.
She rocked her hips in sync with Laine's thrusts. Neither of them moved particularly hard or fast, but participating in her own anal training gave her a bit of that slutty feeling that she lusted after.
Her finger-fucking got smoother and more rhythmic as her ass adjusted. Her nervous thrills gave way to a calmer but no less enjoyable sexual pleasure as her brother toyed with her bum. His fingers were just enough wider at the base that she still experienced a slight stretch at the end of every cycle, before then tightening up again when he pulled back.
Catria was really getting into it, and was therefore disappointed when Laine stopped fingering her bottom. She looked back over her shoulder with a pout all ready for him, but he forestalled her objection by pulling something interesting from his shopping bag.
"You did get me something," she said with barely contained excitement and curiousity.
"We've already established that."
"I know. I was kinda worried you were gonna call a bottle of lube my present."
Laine snorted. "That was more a present for me."
Catria stretched out, taking the break as an opportunity to rearrange herself slightly and get more comfortable. "I liked it though."
"Did you? Or are you just saying that because you know it turns me on?"
"Both."
Catria watched with curious anticipation as Laine unboxed her new toy and took it out of its plastic. After learning how well her butt could take his paired fingers, she was pretty sure she could handle this too. That didn't stop her nervous uncertainty from returning, however.
"It's a butt plug," she said.
"Sure is."
"It looks kinda big...."
"It's really not." Laine held the plug against his hand for comparison. "It's maybe a bit wider than my fingers. And that's only at the widest part."
"Yeah, but still."
Laine was already lubing up the plug. "Are you telling me you don't want to try it?"
Catria squirmed. Part of her was saying exactly that. The rest of her was all gooey at the idea of her brother somehow sticking that butt plug inside her.
"No," she whispered.
"No you're not saying that, or no don't do it?"
"The first one."
Laine patted her butt. He grabbed an ass cheek with one hand and spread her a little while he pressed the plug to her butthole.
"You want this inside you, don't you?" Laine said.
Catria nodded. Her pussy was on fire at the thought of being such a little butt slut. "Yes."
The tip of the plug popped pat the outer ring of her ass. It was more than a finger, but less than she'd already handled so far.
"All the way in," Laine whispered, his voice taking on a more excited tone.
"Yesss," she hissed.
Still more of the plug slid inside. It was getting wide now. Wide enough for it to start affecting Catria in a physical way.
"There it goes," Laine whispered with intense fascination. "Like you're already a pro."
It was a nice idea. Catria knew it wasn't nearly true, however. They met resistance at the widest part of the butt plug and had to slow down.
She wondered if that was what she was destined for. To be a 'professional' little sister butt slut. Whether Laine was going to want to do stuff like this all the time now that she'd assented once.
God she was bad. She was already imagining more, and they weren't even done.
Catria moaned and gradually transitioned to more of a whine as the widest part of the plug stretched her ass out, but didn't quite make it. She was almost there. She was determined now, and had no intention of quitting.
Laine's patience helped. He was so careful about watching and listening, going slow and gentle. He didn't rush things. The small instances of pain never passed beyond an enjoyable level.
"I can do it," Catria said.
"I know you can. You're so close."
She smirked over her shoulder at him. "You know, if you weren't so interested in my butt, you wouldn't have let this get so far. You would've been too afraid of hurting me."
"Maybe I'm starting to figure out what you can handle."
"Yeah. Or maybe you're just horny."
"Maybe I am."
Laine gave Catria's butt a sharp smack. She giggled happily. However, she also bucked her hips in what was meant to be a playful acceptance and desire for more, but ended up accidentally pushing the butt plug the rest of the way in. It popped smoothly into place once the widest part slipped past the former barrier of her anal ring.
Catria lay frozen in shock for a moment. Once again, there was a flash of pain that she couldn't quite decide how to handle; whether to scream out or grind her pussy against Laine's leg.
"Cat?" Laine asked with a note of worry.
"I'm ok," she breathed.
"You went kinda quiet there."
"I know."
Catria squeezed and relaxed her various muscles. Now that the plug was fully embedded, any little shift in the area felt really quite interesting.
Her pussy begged for attention. It had been ignored so long while her desire mounted. Her filled bum made it all the more jealous.
"It's too much," she whispered.
"You want me to pull it out?"
"No. I need to cum."
"Oh." Laine laughed. "Well I'm right there with you."
Catria had somehow restrained herself enough to not rub herself silly. She wanted Laine to play with her and get her off. The anticipatory wait was exquisitely excruciating.
She squealed her protest as she was thrown off her brother's lap. That was the opposite of what she wanted.
"Hey!" she said.
"What?"
Laine stood and began pulling off his clothes. This immediately mollified Catria who proceeded to curl up and watch the show.
She liked seeing him naked. Even better that he was getting naked specifically for her. Better still, more naughtiness was coming.
Catria kind of hoped that he'd want a blowjob. Although actually, her body was practically demanding some pussy play time by this point, so maybe he'd eat her out first. Mmm. That'd be nice.
She bit her lip, vibrating in impatient anticipation. Laine was nearly tearing his clothes off, and it still wasn't fast enough for her.
He finally pounced back onto the bed, fully naked, fully hard. He landed next to her and immediately sought a kiss. She returned it, though still squirmed for more.
"I want you so bad right now," he whispered.
"Me too." Catria ran her hands over Laine's chest. "My pussy needs you," she murmured in his ear.
His cock poked her thigh. His hips moved in small, needy motions, grinding against her.
"You're bad," he said.
"I am."
"Lucky for you, I might just be as bad as you are tonight."
Catria didn't believe that, but she wasn't about to argue. She assumed they were on the same page, and that she was going to get some desperately needed pussy licking. She was wrong, but in just about the most wonderful way possible.
She gasped and instinctively wrapped her arms around Laine as his cock bumped closer to her hot little cunt. It could have been just an accident, but she knew it wasn't. He was pressing, thrusting, getting ever closer. It was actually happening.
Catria reached down and grabbed her brother's full, throbbing erection. She guided the tip to her wet, eager slit, then gasped as a small thrust of his hips parted her pussy lips.
"Yesss," she hissed.
Laine kissed her fiercely, nipping at her bottom lip as they parted. She grabbed his neck and pulled him back for more.
There was an urgency to the rolling of their hips, a lust that needed to be satisfied. Catria's pussy swallowed every little bit of Laine that he gave her. His initial small thrusts gave way to longer and deeper movements, made all the more powerful as she pulled him into her.
Catria purred her satisfaction as Laine bottomed out inside her. Her little snatch was all filled up by her big brother. His cock and her butt plug rubbed together with only a thin layer of her own body between them. It was truly naughty little sister heaven.
"You're inside me," she whispered.
"I am," Laine agreed.
Catria gazed at him adoringly. "I love you."
He smiled back, then kissed her. It was probably their longest, most lingering kiss yet. Neither wanted to break it. They took small pauses for breath, but their lips never fully parted.
Catria writhed sinuously and purposefully beneath Laine. She wanted to touch him everywhere, to feel their bodies pressed as close as possible. Her hips were in constant motion, acting in time with his.
She was totally in love with the feel of his cock thrusting in and out. The small empty feelings when he pulled back only made the moments of true fullness that much better. The instant when he'd buried himself in her and still had a little extra momentum like he could keep going if only physical constraint allowed, that was her favourite.
Every now and then she gave her hips a bit of extra kick to make their contact harder, and just a tiny bit painful. She cherished the ache and hoped she'd feel it for days to come. She wanted a reminder of fucking her brother for the first time that lasted days, if not weeks. Foolish, romantic sentiment though it may have been, it drove her crazy thinking about it.
Catria came forcefully, propelled by vaginal and anal stimulus working in harmony, as well as the omnipresent thrill of being with Laine. Waves of incestuous pleasure overcame her, ruling her body in her mind's absence.
Laine slowed his thrusts as she came back to reality. He pushed up to his knees, his cock reluctantly sliding out of her.
"You don't have to stop," Catria said in a lazy, satisfied voice.
"I know. I just wanted to look at you for a minute."
She blushed and averted her eyes, then peeked back shyly. She felt special and sexy that Laine would actually take the time in the middle of fucking her to just look. But she also wanted him to keep going.
"Take your shirt off," Laine said.
Catria smiled and sat up to pull her top free. "Sure."
Laine took her shirt and began twisting it up. "Roll over."
"What? Why?"
He didn't bother explaining. He simply took hold of Catria and bodily flipped her over.
She shrieked and giggled, then got her knees under her and lifted her butt in the air. She wiggled wantonly with her face still down on the bed. If that was all her brother wanted, a different angle of penetration and a better look at her ass, she was perfectly happy to oblige. Thrilled, even.
Laine took her wrists and placed them both behind her back. She obediently held them in place while he tied them together with her shirt. It wasn't a great rope, and she was pretty sure she could have worked free with a few seconds of hard tugging, but she let her arms rest loosely against their bonds. It wasn't too much of a stretch to pretend that she was tied up and helpless to being further ravished by her brother.
Catria moaned long and low as Laine sank back inside her. It was a subtly different experience being penetrated from behind, physically speaking. More important and exciting were the mental aspects.
It felt so much more like Laine was in control and getting what he wanted, which was at least partly true. Catria was bound and plugged, with her pussy presented submissively for her brother to use as he desired. She loved it.
Laine's fingers dug firmly into her hips and ass. He used the added purchase to thrust into her all the harder.
Catria moaned her encouragement and moved along with him, not making any attempt to wrest control back or set a different pace. She'd be a good little sister and let her brother get off any way he wanted. Though considering how much the thought turned her on, it wasn't exactly a selfless gesture.
Both siblings moaned and breathed harder as Laine pounded Catria's soaking pussy. There was no talking, no thinking, not even much for love or romance remaining as they were overruled by lust and need.
Catria gasped as her butt plug was pulled out to almost the widest part, then allowed to slide back into place. Laine did the same thing a couple more times, then pulled it back even further so that it popped past her anal ring.
She came again while getting fucked in both her ass and pussy. She mewled and alternated stiffening and relaxing as each pop of her butt plug sent a little extra jolt through her already pleasure-wracked body.
Laine's pace had become frantic, and he seemed to lose control even further as Catria's pussy spasmed around his dick. He pounded her hard and deep, then abruptly pulled out.
Hot cum splashed across Catria's ass. She bit her lip and her eyes rolled back in total sexual overload. Brother-cum on her butt on top of everything else. Delicious.
Laine crawled over to the side of the bed and slouched with his back to the wall. Catria fell on her side and curled her legs up partway to her chest. They stared at each other for a few moments.
"I'm sleeping here tonight," Catria said, just in case there was any question.
"Fair enough," Laine said. He reached out and ruffled her hair. "I didn't really expect anything else."
Catria wormed a little closer so she could get better head scratchies. "I liked my present."
Laine snorted. "What part of it?"
"All of it. Everything." She smiled with a lack of any particular focus. "It was wonderful."
Laine twirled a lock of her hair around his finger. A smile grew wide across his lips. "It was, wasn't it?"
****
The siblings didn't much move from Laine's bed that evening. Laine sent Cat to the bathroom and made sure she got cleaned up and ready for sleep, then retied her arms with her twisted up shirt. He thought she'd prefer her handcuffs, but apparently, so she claimed, it would be too much work to go find them.
That was fine. She seemed happy enough with her arms in their makeshift binding, and a total lack of clothing other than that.
Cat fell asleep long before Laine did. He stayed up, propped up on his pillow and headboard, little sister nestled against him. He watched her sleep, and occasionally toyed gently with her hair or traced her soft, delicate skin.
He didn't feel even a little bit bad about what they'd done, much to his relief. A large part of his fears had always been about how he'd feel after something happened, rather than how worried he was before or during.
It felt right. That was all he could figure. He and Cat had definitely gone a bit crazy, a bit overboard, but that didn't have to be a bad thing. She'd fallen asleep with the happiest smile he could ever remember on her, and even now her peaceful expression contained traces of her pre-sleeping joy.
He loved her so much it actually hurt.
Laine didn't stir when the door creaked open. Possibly he should have felt guilty, should have tried to hide what he'd done from Maggie, but he didn't much care to. He simply looked up at her with one curiously arched eyebrow.
"She's asleep," Laine said softly.
"Yeah. I can tell," Maggie replied in an equally quiet tone. "I noticed she didn't get her cuffs yet. Thought she might want them."
"I tied her arms. Apparently that was good enough tonight."
Maggie padded closer, a wry grin dancing on her face. "I'm surprised she could make do."
"Well, you know, she's kinda wore out."
Laine waited to see if that would provoke a reaction from Maggie. It didn't seem to have much of an obvious effect.
Maggie sat down gently on the edge of the bed. Cat lay naked and beautiful between them. She'd fallen asleep on the covers, and Laine hadn't had the heart to disturb her for the sake of arranging the blankets properly.
Maggie brushed back some of Cat's hair that Laine had been playing with. Her eyes were full of some kind of emotion, but Laine couldn't quite tell which. It was a good one, he thought. He hoped.
"You had sex, then," Maggie said. It wasn't quite a question.
"We did," Laine admitted.
"First time?"
"Us? Or her?"
"You two. Together."
"Then yes."
Maggie nodded. "I take it she's even more smitten with you now." Again, not really a question.
"You'd have to ask her," Laine said, just a little evasive in his answer.
"I just might."
Maggie sat there a little while longer, mostly just watching Cat sleep. Laine didn't mind, that was basically all he'd been doing after all. There was definitely something going on in Maggie's head though.
"Do you want to talk?" he asked. "I can maybe slip out without waking her."
Maggie abruptly shook her head and stood up. "No. No, I should probably head to bed soon too."
"Ok." Laine bit his lip a moment, toying with a bit of an odd offer. Since he had their parents' old bed, there was enough room for three, if need be. "You could sleep with us, if you wanted."
Maggie gave him a wry, somewhat disbelieving look. She also seemed amused rather than annoyed or melancholy, so Laine was fine with whatever mild scorn he took.



"Probably not a great idea," she said. "That could get... confusing."
Laine didn't fully understand what she meant by that. Ordinary life these days was pretty confusing all on its own.
"You might be right," he said, wholly unwilling to bring it to an argument. "It's a real offer though, if you change your mind."
Maggie flipped her hair and gave Laine a strange smile. "Thanks, but still no. See you in the morning."
"Yeah, ok. Night."
She left, helpfully hitting the lights and closing the door on her way out. Laine was alone with Cat once again.
He still wasn't quite ready for sleep. And now his mind was busy wondering whether Maggie was jealous. That was a strange thought all its own, though not nearly as strange as it would have been once upon a time.
Laine hoped it wasn't anything like that, but there wasn't much he could do about it either way.
****
Catria came home from school the next day to find Maggie sulking on the couch. It looked like she had Downton Abbey playing, but Catria wasn't sure she was paying much attention. It didn't look good.
"Hey," Catria said, starting out upbeat and chipper just in case she was reading her sister wrong. "What's going on?"
Maggie shrugged. "Not much, really."
"Cool, cool."
Catria pulled her socks off even as she neared the sofa. By the time she perched on the arm of the couch, she was down to shirt and panties; her casual house wear. Maggie was hogging the actual sitting space on the couch by lying across it, slightly curled in on herself.
"Get off work early?" Catria asked.
"Didn't go. Took a sick day."
"Oh." Catria didn't much care for that answer. "Well are you feeling better now?" she asked in a final, insane bid for a happy ending.
Maggie sighed and gave her a look.
"Yeah, didn't think so," Catria said.
She got down on the floor, sitting with her back to the couch. She rested the back of her head on the cushion just in front of Maggie's chest. With great patience, she waited until Maggie finally gave in and started playing with her hair.
"You're not a puppy, you know," Maggie said with a promising hint of humour.
"I know. I'm a Cat."
"Very funny. I mean you shouldn't just sit in front of me and expect to be petted."
"It's got a remarkably decent success rate."
"That's entirely not the point."
"If you say so."
Despite Maggie's apparent exasperation, she kept stroking and playing with Catria's hair. Catria sat still and pretty while being caressed.
"Do you want to tell me what's wrong?" Catria asked.
"I really don't know," Maggie said.
"Oh. So it is about me. I thought it might be."
"There could be other reasons why I don't want to tell you."
"Yeah, but it's not that you don't want to tell me. You said you don't know if you wanted to."
Maggie was quiet a moment. Her fingers dropped lower and tickled Catria's neck. "You're remarkably perceptive sometimes."
"Thanks."
"But I genuinely don't know if I want to tell you. Or anyone. I haven't really worked out how I feel, let alone how to explain it."
Catria nodded. "Ok."
She was happy enough to sit there and get head scratchies. She was pretty sure she was helping Maggie, functioning as a therapy pet of sorts.
She didn't have much idea what was going on in the show Maggie was watching. She only half watched, and mostly just daydreamed away.
They were onto the next episode before Maggie spoke again.
"I think I got jealous," Maggie said.
"Of Laine?"
"Of you and him, yes."
Catria frowned. "But you don't need to be. We're not--"
"I'm perfectly aware I don't need to be, thanks. That's part of what bothers me, and why it's so hard to explain."
"Oh."
"I like that you're happy," Maggie said softly. "And I like that Laine makes you happy. I guess maybe it bothers me that I can't make you as happy as he can."
Catria decided she probably couldn't carry on the discussion while facing away. She got to her knees and turned around, then sat back on her heels. Maggie's expression stayed more or less neutral, but with a hint of sadness to it.
"That's not true," Catria said.
"Isn't it?"
"No!"
"So you wouldn't rather do sexy stuff with him?"
Catria frowned. "That's a whole different thing. I like boys. Laine's a boy. It's not fair turning that into him making me happier, or whatever."
Maggie sighed. "I know. I'm really not explaining myself very well."
She went quiet again. Catria really didn't want to wait for another attempted explanation. That wasn't good enough this time.
Catria lifted herself higher while remaining on her knees. She prodded her sister. "Make some room."
"What?"
"Lemme in."
"It's not that big a couch."
"Good thing I'm only little."
With some determination and a lack of fear of coziness, Catria managed to squeeze onto the couch without Maggie moving too much. She lay parallel to her sister, with her backside pressed snugly up against Maggie's front. She pulled Maggie's arm around her as per classic spooning etiquette just for good measure.
"So what's this going to accomplish?" Maggie asked.
"Nothing. We're cuddling. That's all."
"Why?"
"Same reason as any other time. 'Cause I like it."
"You think this is gonna cheer me up, don't you?"
Catria shrugged and declined to answer, though in fact that was exactly what she thought.
"You're lucky you're the baby, you know that?" Maggie said. "Your whole thing wouldn't work otherwise."
"My whole thing?"
"Yeah. Your cutesy helpless thing. Your puppy act."
Maggie's hand had been dangling over Catria's midriff. It gradually slid over until it cupped a palmful of tit instead.
Catria grinned to herself as she was gently felt up by her sister. "You think I'm cute and helpless?"
"That's not what I said. You act that way, is all. And it works because you're our little sister."
"I dunno. I think Laine might like it even if I wasn't his sister at all."
"Well of course he would. He's a boy." Maggie pinched Catria's nipple. "You being all sexy and adorable and desperately in need of his big strong manliness would win him over sooner or later regardless of who you were."
Catria giggled as Maggie found a sensitive spot under her breasts. "Now you're just being silly."
"I wish I were."
"Well, I mean, you don't even like girls anymore than I do, right? How come you're worrying about what I think about Laine or what he thinks about me?"
"Do you realize how weird that sounds? Considering that your tongue has been firmly entrenched in my vagina."
"Well yeah, but... I mean...." Catria squirmed, which mostly just made her and Maggie's bodies rub together. "I like doing stuff with you. Even if you're a girl."
"Yeah. Exactly."
Catria considered. "So are you saying that it's not that you're jealous, but more like... you're maybe just confused? Sexually speaking?"
"Maybe. Partly. Are you not?"
"Oh I totally am. But as long as I'm having fun, it's hard to worry about it too much."
"Uh huh." Maggie was now fully caressing and stroking Catria's boobs. "So is that what I should do? Just have fun and not worry about it?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"How very helpful."
Catria didn't feel the need to argue against her sister's sarcastically made point. Given the way Maggie was feeling her up, and actually starting to grind on her a little, she knew she really was being helpful. No one could stay truly melancholy when they had a nice pair of tits to play with.
Maggie fondled Catria's boobies and occasionally rubbed her tummy. Her fingers slipped under her sister's shirt more than once, and she gradually tugged the garment higher and higher.
Eventually Catria's shirt was pulled up pretty securely over her breasts, to the point where she might as well have been topless. She hadn't given any outward indication that she even noticed, though she was perfectly thrilled to be touched and exposed, as per usual.
Another episode of Downton Abbey passed with Catria only catching bits and pieces. She lay languid and still, very nearly falling asleep, while being constantly held and stroked and fondled by her sister.
It amused her to imagine herself as a toy; a stress reliever of sorts. An inanimate object to be posed and squeezed as much as one desired.
Catria's pussy tingled as her little fantasy went further. In her head, Maggie played with her a while longer, only to eventually grow tired. Catria was left immobile, all by herself, until Laine found her, whereupon he threw her over the arm of the couch and fucked her limp body like that was all she was for.
Good lord she had issues. Sexy, hedonistic issues.
She bit her lip and rolled her eyes back in silent ecstasy when Maggie finally made it to her pussy. Her big sister's fingers slid easily into her damp panties and made delicious contact with her wet little cunt.
Maggie was still in no real hurry. Her middle finger lethargically traced Catria's slit up and down, then she toyed with the clitoral region, but she didn't really focus on actually getting her sister off, or indeed put much energy into it.
"I love this, you know," Catria said quietly.
"Love's a strong word," Maggie said. "I'm not even really doing much. Are you sure you don't just mean that you enjoy this?"
"No, I know what I mean. I think I might actually like it better when you're just toying with me."
Maggie snorted. "Is this you trying to cheer me up still?"
"Partly. But it's true. I mean, my sister, who's not even a lesbian or anything, will happily cuddle and finger me just for something to do. I genuinely love everything about it."
Maggie kissed Catria's shoulder. Two of her fingers pressed Catria's pussy, and slowly sank into her slick hole. "You're a slutty little thing, aren't you?"
Small thrills ran up Catria's spine. "Mmhm."
"You get off on goddamn everything."
"Well... not everything."
"I could probably tie you up naked in the front yard all day where everyone could see, and you'd still enjoy it."
Catria's eyes widened involuntarily. That was a far more daring image than even she tended to think about. But no less exquisite for its origin.
"Do you think about doing that?" Catria asked breathlessly.
"No, Cat. That was an example. Obviously I'm not going to do that."
"Oh." Probably for the best, but still disappointing.
"Such a slutty little sister."
Maggie thrust her fingers in deep. Catria let out a series of small, utterly contented moans as she was properly finger-fucked at last.
"Yesss," Catria hissed.
After so much teasing, she was more ready for the assault on her pussy. Maggie's fingers moved hard and fast, sending shocks of delicious pleasure through Catria's horny body.
Catria rolled her hips uncontrollably in response to her sister's stimulus. She found that if she wiggled just right, she could grind her clit on Maggie's palm. It was a moving, inconsistent target, but when everything lined up it was heavenly.
She mewled and writhed and enjoyed every second of her sisterly fingering. She was eventually brought to a lovely orgasm by Maggie's hand buried between her legs.
They cuddled a little while after. Maggie offered her pussy-soaked fingers for Catria to suck on, which she obliged without hesitation. Maggie nuzzled at her neck and planted the occasional soft kiss on her shoulder as well.
"Do you want me to lick your pussy now?" Catria asked.
Maggie chuckled softly. "You know, despite everything, it's still weird hearing you say things like that sometimes."
"Is that a yes?"
"Actually," Maggie said, interspersing her words with another kiss on Catria's shoulder, "I think I'd like you to go get your cuffs--"
"Ok!"
"I wasn't finished. There's something in my room that I want you to bring back with you too."
"Uh, ok. What is it?"
"You'll see it. I had it out on my bed earlier. Don't know why, really. I wasn't in the mood until now."
"Sure, sure. But what is it?"
"Cat, my darling, I promise you'll know as soon as you walk in. I don't want to spoil the surprise."
"Ooh. Another present for me?"
"Of a sort. Something I picked up when Laine and I went shopping."
Catria was truly excited now. Her butt plug had been quite a fun new toy, and now there was another one! And she was pretty sure neither of them was even the main surprise, assuming that was something her siblings wanted to give her together. Though that was mostly an educated guess.
She bounced to her feet and skipped off to find out what fun thing Maggie had bought.
"Oh, and you don't need to bother with clothes when you come back," Maggie called after her.
Catria was even more excited now. She kind of wished Maggie had given her a command to return naked rather than a thinly veiled suggestion, but it was still a nice thought.
She happily discarded her shirt and panties in her room, then snatched up her handcuffs. She twirled them in her hands as she padded naked over to Maggie's room, anticipation building delightfully in her chest.
Maggie had been right, of course. Catria knew exactly what she'd been sent for practically as soon as she opened the door.
There, sitting on Maggie's bed in plain sight, was a dildo. And not just any old dildo either; it was attached to a harness. Maggie had bought an honest to goodness strapon. Holy fucking shit.
Catria grinned to herself as she pranced back down the hallway, cuffs in one hand, strapon in the other. Maggie must have been feeling much better if she wanted to break in a fun new toy like that.
Little fits of jealousy and insecurity were probably to be expected, in hindsight. Hopefully Maggie wouldn't go down that road again, but Catria made a mental note to try and watch out for such things in the future. She'd much rather be spending her time trying out new sex toys than tending to hurt feelings. But then, who wouldn't?
Catria felt a sudden pang of shyness as she returned to the living room. Not enough to slow her down much, but she did flush and hesitate just a little as she walked the last few steps. She wasn't quite sure whether to hand over the handcuffs or the strapon first, nor was she certain about what was going to happen afterward.
"That was quick," Maggie said. She was down to her shirt and panties, much as Catria had been previously. She was, indeed, looking much more confident and self-assured than an hour or two ago.
"Well it wasn't that far away," Catria mumbled. She bit her lip, then got close enough to hand over the strapon.
Maggie gave an odd, crooked smile. "Thanks." She began strapping herself in. "You know, I wasn't totally sure this was going to be a good purchase when I bought it. But after last night, I guess it's probably fine, huh?"
Catria shifted her weight awkwardly. "Is that why you were upset? 'Cause I had sex with Laine?"
"That was the catalyst, yes. But I don't think I actually have a problem with the sex itself. I mean, I knew it was coming sooner or later."
"Are we gonna have sex now?"
Maggie tilted her head, her lips still quirked in an enigmatic grin. "You sound so unsure about it. We don't have to do anything at all if you don't want to."
"No, no. It's not that," Catria said quickly. "I just wasn't sure what was happening."
"Well, my dear, you're naked, and I've got a dildo jutting out from my pelvis. How many possibilities do you think there are?"
Catria flushed. "You don't need to pick on me about it."
Maggie snaked a hand around her sister's waist and pulled her in for a soft kiss. "And here I thought you liked that sort of thing," she whispered.
"Well... I mean...."
Maggie took Catria's cuffs from her unresisting hands. Catria obediently turned around and presented her wrists for binding. As soon as she was all locked in, Maggie sprawled herself along the length of the couch, dildo sticking obscenely up toward the ceiling.
"C'mere," Maggie said, patting her lap.
It took Catria a few seconds to realize she was meant to climb on top of her sister somehow. Without her hands free, it wasn't an easy maneuver. She stepped next to the couch, then hesitated, unsure of where to put her feet.
"That's it," Maggie said. "There's a good girl."
Catria's face felt so warm. Maggie was doing it on purpose, she realized. Giving her a tricky task while she was all naked and helpless.
Her embarrassment and uncertainty transitioned from merely awkward to intriguingly arousing. Maggie's eyes were fixed on her, sweeping and studying. Not the slightest bit of physical help was offered. She was being teased and toyed with, just the way she craved.
Catria managed to get one of her legs across Maggie's body, then carefully shifted across until she could bring her other leg up and straddle her sister while kneeling. Maggie traced light fingers up her thigh and even tickled her pussy, but nothing more than that.
With a bit more shifting and shuffling, Catria positioned herself directly over Maggie's protruding strapon. She was so excited now that her heart was pounding and she imagined she could feel her pussy dripping. And the way Maggie just kept staring....
It took a few tries to actually land properly on the dildo. It kept sliding off instead of going in, which only added to Catria's embarrassment, and by extension her arousal.
It felt so good once she connected and began sliding down Maggie's dildo. She sank lower and deeper, bouncing a little as necessary on the way. Her eyes were half-lidded with pleasure by the time she had taken the dildo all the way to the base. She was barely even cognizant of her sister at that point.
Catria rested for a moment, enjoying the feeling of being filled up. She shifted her knees to get a slightly better angle, then started grinding back and forth while also bouncing a little. She worked Maggie's fake cock with increasing confidence while her sister lay back and did basically nothing.
"You enjoying that?" Maggie asked totally unnecessarily.
Catria nodded. "Mmhm."
"Good."
Maggie very deliberately turned her head and resumed her paused show. She gave every appearance of ignoring her little sister bouncing away on her lap.
Catria felt about as slutty and ashamed and turned on as she ever had. She knew what Maggie was doing, it wasn't particularly subtle, and yet it still had the intended effect. She was made to feel as though Maggie didn't care what was happening, and that it was her own uncontrollable urges that led to her essentially masturbating atop her sister's body.
What a hopeless little slut she was.
She could have stopped at any time. She could have refused to participate on the grounds that Maggie wasn't even watching. But she had no intention of doing that.
Catria rode Maggie with fresh determination. She thought that maybe enough of an effort would get her sister's attention. She writhed and wiggled her naked little body, doing extremely pleasant things to her own pussy in the process, but Maggie was steadfast.
It was a rather pitiful and insignificant feeling to be doing her best and getting nothing back. She knew Maggie couldn't actually feel very much of it, and indeed was being deliberately obtuse, but she also fed those internal emotions. She fanned her instinctive urge to be acknowledged, getting herself all worked up over something she knew to be a purposeful ploy.
They must have made quite the sight. Catria was naked and horny and rocking like crazy, while Maggie chilled beneath her without giving away any hint that anything at all was happening.
Catria brought herself to orgasm by her own efforts and imagination. She bucked a little more wildly and mewled in uncontrolled lust.
That was the first time Maggie acknowledged her since she'd started. Catria flushed hot and red when she realized her sister was watching her cum. Maggie's faint smirk made it all the worse, and all the more deliciously sensual. She was being blatantly toyed with and manipulated, and she was playing along just as hard she could.



"Slower, little one," Maggie said with a softly condescending tone. "You don't want to wear yourself out."
"Ok," Catria said faintly.
She slowed her pace, rocking gentle and smooth. Maggie played with her tits for a bit, then turned back to the tv and ignored her once more.
That was how they spent the next little while. Maggie treating Catria with a general air of indifference that totally got her off, and Catria riding her sister while longing for some attention, despite being thoroughly turned on by the lack of it.
Even Laine's arrival didn't stop them. Catria slowed down, then stopped as her brother came in the front door. Maggie, however, gently slapped her thigh a few times.
"Did I tell you to stop?" Maggie asked.
Catria bit her lip, then shook her head.
"Then why did you?"
Catria squirmed and glanced toward the doorway, expecting Laine to turn up any moment, but then resumed rocking. Every grind of the dildo inside her was magnified all the more by the anticipation of her brother appearing in the doorway.
As expected, Laine stepped into the room moments later. He stopped short at the sight before him.
"Hey," Maggie said in totally normal voice. "How was work?"
"It was alright." Laine crossed his arms and leaned against the door frame. "Seems like you two have been having a good time."
Catria felt the heat in her cheeks. She didn't know where to look. She didn't want to meet either of her siblings' eyes, but she was also desperate to gauge what they were thinking.
She peeked at Laine frequently, since she already had a decent idea what was going on with Maggie. Laine was curious and at least kind of interested, but he also hadn't approached yet.
And there she was, grinding away like a horny, naked sister-slut.
She felt Laine's eyes on her even when she wasn't looking. The longer he stared, the more intense the anxious feeling in her tummy got, and the stronger the urge to pleasure herself became. It was all she could do to maintain her calm, casual rhythm and not start pounding her sister's lap.
"You can't have Cat right now," Maggie said to Laine. "We're busy."
"Yeah, don't worry. I figured that out," Laine said. "Do you have any plans for supper?"
Maggie ran a fingernail up the centre of Catria's tummy and chest, right between her breasts. "Somehow I didn't get around to it."
"What a surprise."
They were so nonchalant about the whole thing. Catria was going a bit crazy about how casually her brother and sister discussed what to eat while she was acting the slutty little nymph in their midst. She was so turned on she actually ached.
Catria came again just before Laine left. The conversation died abruptly as both Laine and Maggie watched her twitch and convulse uncontrollably.
Laine smirked and left the room without saying anything else.
"You are a shameless little exhibitionist, aren't you?" Maggie said.
Catria slowly shook her head. "No. It wouldn't be any fun without the shame."
Maggie laughed, clear and unrestrained. She pulled Catria in for a kiss, which nearly toppled her delicate balance. "God I love you."
Catria didn't know how to respond. She stayed quiet and red, and shifted her weight to get back to ideal position. She resumed rocking her hips like there'd been no interruption at all.
Supper was a welcome break. Catria was still horny and ready to go, but her legs were tired and threatening to give out on her. She was content to stop, at least for a while.
Her siblings didn't uncuff her to eat. Instead, they sat her in the middle of the couch, sandwiched between them, and took turns feeding her. It was kind of a babying experience, particularly when a bit of food missed the mark and she had to be wiped up.
Maggie kept Catria claimed the rest of the evening, and ended up taking her to bed as well. Catria was pretty worn out by bedtime, but she wasn't really made to exert herself anymore.
Somewhat surprisingly, once Catria lay down on Maggie's bed, her legs were gently pried open and Maggie settled down between them. Maggie kissed her pussy, then gave it a long lick before pausing to consider.
"You don't have to do that," Catria said softly, wanting to forestall any sense of obligation her sister might feel to do something she didn't really want to.
"I know," Maggie said. "I want to."
"Do you?"
Maggie kissed the inside of Catria's thigh. "I really do."
Catria nodded. "Ok."
Unlike before, there were no games being played, nor any real internal conflict on display. Maggie was a little hesitant and unsure at first, but she got into it. She licked Catria's pussy slowly, tenderly, and with all the sisterly love she possessed.
Catria was brought to the slowest, most luxurious orgasm of her life. It was so different from what she was used to. It was somehow unexciting in the best way possible. Nothing but constant, gentle licks over and over.
Catria was practically falling asleep once she came. She smiled wide and lazy at Maggie, and accepted a kiss tinged with her own flavour.
The sisters curled up naked together and drifted blissfully off to sleep.
****
Part Five: Revenge of the Sis
****
Laine was pretty used to coming home to a casually misclothed Cat. It barely even registered as odd anymore, though he still very much appreciated it when he took the time to look.
He was not, however, used to finding her sitting out on the back step with no bottoms, lazily fingering herself as though it was the most private place in the world.
"What are you, like, trying to seduce the neighbours now?" Laine asked after he'd parked and exited his car.
Cat smiled. "Nope. Don't worry, no one's watching."
"How could you possibly know that?"
"Well... I don't, I s'pose. But someone would have to be awfully nosy to get a good look at me."
"They'd really just have to peek over the fence."
Cat shrugged. "And so far, no one has."
"That's not really a good argument."
"Ok, so assuming someone sees. So what?"
"What?"
"Like, you know, what're they gonna do? Call the police because someone's masturbating on their own property?"
Laine shook his head wearily. "You know what, I can't even argue this right now."
He patted Cat's head and stepped past her to go inside. She leapt up and tagged right along after him.
"I try to be good, you know," Cat said.
"I don't know that I believe that, but sure."
"I do. I just get bored. There's nothing to do when you and Mags are both still at work."
Laine arched an eyebrow. "I think there's plenty to do if you really wanted to. Like, you know, hanging out with your friends."
"I just did that yesterday." Cat hesitated. "Or maybe the day before."
"Homework."
"Well...."
"Housework. Netflix. Reading a book. Mowing the lawn. Playing with yourself indoors like a normal person. Making supper."
"Ok, ok," Cat said, squirming under the barrage of suggestions. "So maybe I was horny and hoping someone'd be home soon."
"Ah. Yes. I thought it might be something more like that."
"And it worked! You're home now."
Laine stopped and studied his sister. She was practically bouncing with excitement.
"What did you do?" he asked.
"Hm?"
"I mean, you're always horny, but not usually like this. Not to the point of playing with yourself outside for the extra thrill."
Cat clasped her hands behind her back and wiggled a little in what might have been an innocent pose, if not for her total below-the-waist nudity. Bare pussy really limited a good-little-girl act's effectiveness.
"So..." Cat said, "I mighta, like, wore my butt plug to school today."
Laine's cock twitched. "Did you indeed?"
"Mmhm. I had to take it out at lunch. It got kinda uncomfortable after a while." Cat flushed. "And a little messy."
"That'll happen."
"But I'm all showered and clean now...."
Laine folded his arms and glared with mock severity. "So all this time you were waiting, you were just hoping your lack of pants and your story about wearing your plug to school were gonna make me want to fuck around when I got home?"
"Well... yeah. Basically." Cat beamed angelic and hopeful. "Did it work?"
"Of course it did." Laine pulled her in and kissed her. His hand snuck around to her naked bum and gave it a firm squeeze.
Cat melted into his arms. She returned his kiss passionately while sticking her butt out for more groping.
"Wearing my plug was so fun," Cat said as she nuzzled Laine's neck. "I felt it every time I sat down, and I sometimes couldn't help just, like, grinding around in my seat."
"You didn't play with yourself at school, did you?"
"I might have." She put her mouth to his ear. "My panties were so wet by the time I took my plug out," she whispered. "I took them off for the rest of the day."
Laine scooped Cat up in his arms, unable to wait any longer. She squealed and kicked in delight at being carried off to his bedroom for naughty times.
Laine tried to take his clothes off once they got to his room. Cat helped, which made the process take quite a lot longer than it should have. They eventually fell into bed together in mutual states of near-nudity. Their few remaining clothes came off as they wriggled around kissing and fondling one another.
"You really are horny today," Laine said. "Even for you."
"I warned you," Cat said.
"Yeah, you did."
Cat giggled as Laine kissed a line down her neck to her breasts. He nuzzled and sucked on her tits, then carried on downward.
Her legs spread wide for him as he made it to her pussy. He licked her wet slit, tasting her arousal. His baby sister was unquestionably in need of some play time.
Cat mewled happily and ran her fingers through Laine's hair while he gave her little pussy some loving attention. His fingers penetrated her easily, and he licked and fingered her to a nice, quick orgasm.
Laine lifted his head, chin wet from her juices. She grinned back through half-lidded eyes, still very much ready for more.
"So," he said, "you've been playing with your butt lately."
"Well you don't need to say it quite like that," Cat said.
"Why not? You have been, haven't you?" Laine kissed her inner thigh. "You've been a naughty little sister, playing with your butt so much."
He got exactly the reaction he expected. Cat flushed and bit her lip, while simultaneously spreading her legs subtly wider. He was starting to get the hang of how her deviant side operated.
"I thought you'd like it," she murmured.
"I do. But I don't believe for a second that you don't. Not after you bragged about your school adventures today."
Laine grabbed Cat's hips and rolled her onto her front. She shrieked and offered a token protest, wriggling in his grasp as he spread her ass cheeks.
A sharp smack on the butt settled her down, and a few more followed just for good measure. Her hips lifted a little more with each slap of his hand on her ass. She got her knees under her, but didn't move her top half. Laine gave her a final spank, then just sat and admired her wantonly raised bottom.
Laine had gotten better at using discarded shirts to tie Cat's arms back. Her cuffs weren't always handy, and besides the crude bondage had a certain charm all its own. It was less formal and effective as a restraint, but she loved it all the same.
Cat was getting all wiggly again by the time her arms were secured. She was stuck in her face down, ass up position, and clearly ready for some more fun.
Her butthole was right there, laid bare before Laine. He leaned down toward it and dragged his tongue along the cleft between her ass cheeks. Given her recent shower, it tasted mostly just like skin, with maybe just a hint of a fruity soap of some kind.
Cat giggled as he kept licking. "That's my ass, Laine."
"Yes, I know."
"You shouldn't lick it."
"Oh? And what should I do with it, exactly?"
That shut her up. A quick glance at her face revealed that she almost certainly had some ideas, but was reluctant to actually vocalize them.
Laine pressed a finger to Cat's tight hole. She gasped softly, but didn't protest.
"Would you rather I put a finger in?" Laine asked, gently circling her butthole.
"I don't know," she said in a soft whine. "Maybe."
"Maybe?"
Laine pressed a bit harder and felt her asshole nearly give way, but not quite. He probably could have done it with just his spit lubricating her, but that was unnecessary when he had some of the real stuff to use.
He felt Cat's eyes on him as he got out of bed long enough to grab his bottle of lube. It wasn't clear whether she was merely anticipating what was to come, or whether his naked, erect form was just that tantalizing to her.
He knew for sure that he liked seeing her all naked and tied up and patiently waiting. There was a time he wouldn't have admitted any more than that his baby sister was pretty cute. Nowadays he couldn't even pretend not to think she was adorable, the right amount of slutty, and just the sexiest little thing he could ever hope to have in his bed.
"You're staring," Cat accused.
"I am."
Her face had gone red. "Why?"
"Because you're beautiful. And in another timeline, I never would have seen it."
Cat squirmed. "All you can see is my butt."
"I can see more than that." Laine knelt being her and kissed her bottom where it was still warm from her spanking. "Though I do like your butt."
Cat squirmed some more, but she was fighting a grin.
Laine smeared some lube around her butthole, massaging the tight opening. He poked his finger in and out a few times, gradually transitioning into a slow finger-fuck. She was still pretty tight, but more accommodating that he recalled. Her self-training seemed to be paying off at least a little.
Two fingers went in almost as easy as one. Cat moaned softly at being doubly finger-fucked.
"You know what I really want to do?" Laine said.
"No," Cat said faintly.
"Yes you do. You've been expecting it. Possibly trying to tempt me into it, for all I can tell."
"Well it's been forever since you played with my butt the first time. And you still weren't, like...."
"Fucking it?"
Cat was bright crimson. She went quiet, but still held her ass up in the air.
"All you had to do was ask," Laine said.
"Why would I?" she mumbled. "You're the one who wants it."
"Don't try that game with me. I know better."
Laine thrust his fingers harder. Cat definitely seemed ready for him, and goddamn was he ready for her. He'd been wanting to try out her sweet little ass, but the time had never seemed quite right. Now that she was doing her whole 'passively begging for it but pretending she didn't care' thing, it was happening.
"So maybe I've thought about it," Cat admitted.
"You don't say."
"And maybe it'd be nice to know what it feels like."
"So what you're saying," Laine said slowly, "is you'd like your big brother to fuck you in the ass."
Cat tensed and arched her back even higher. Her eyes closed for a second, then opened all the brighter and wilder. "Please big brother. Please fuck my ass."
Laine grinned broadly. "I can't believe you just said that."
"Shut uuup," she whined. "Don't be mean."
"I wouldn't dream of it."
A few more thrusts of his fingers, then Laine pulled out. He grabbed the lube and got his hard, impatient cock all nice and slippery.
Cat watched with barely contained anticipation. Her eyes bounced from Laine's cock up to his face, then back again. Her hips were getting all wiggly by the time he was ready.
Laine grabbed Cat's ass to steady her, and she managed to restrain herself. She inhaled sharply as he pressed his cock to her butthole, then gasped aloud as he pushed it in.
He went gentle and slow, but still his cock disappeared inside Cat much faster than expected. Her ass accepted the intrusion like they'd been doing it for years.
"You really have been practicing, haven't you?" Laine said.
"Mmhm." Cat rocked back against him, eyelids fluttering in response to her anal impalement. "I told you I was."
"I guess I didn't realize how serious you were about it."
He fucked her a little harder, which in turn made her push back more firmly. If anything, Cat seemed less worried about going too fast and getting hurt than he was. But then, she knew her limits better than he did. Particularly if she'd been playing with her butt even more than he'd guessed.
Laine didn't fully let himself go. As prepared as Cat may have been, she was still new to anal. He did, however, allow his senses to be lost in the moment, and the sheer, amazing pleasure.
It was kind of insane that he was actually fucking his baby sister's ass. It was tight and warm, and so deliciously naughty. Even better, she seemed to be loving it just as much as he was.
Cat's eager writhing and rocking was one of the best parts. She was impaling her own ass almost as energetically he was, and only seemed to get more into it the longer they went.
"Does this really not hurt at all?" Laine asked.
Cat thought about it a moment. "A little, I guess," she said breathily.
"We can slow down if--"
"No," she said in a firm tone. "Keep going."
It was a bemusing request, but Laine was happy to abide by it. His sister's ass was addicting and compelling, and he really didn't want to stop. Besides, everything about her demeanor and expression screamed that, pain or no, she was fully enjoying herself.
Time slipped away. Laine gradually lost track of anything except for how amazing Cat made him feel, and how much he liked the little mewling noises she made when he fucked her just right.
Eventually, inevitably, Laine came hard in Cat's butt. His cock pulsed and spewed hot cum deep inside her. She let out an animalistic whine and kept rocking well after he'd finished and gone still.
He had to pull out, much to his sister's disappointment. He lay down next to her and reached a hand out to stroke her hair.
Cat, full of hope, stayed put for a moment after, then gave in and rolled to her side, then scooted right up next to him. He wrapped his arm around her as she nestled into his embrace.
"You came in my butt," she said.
Laine couldn't help smiling. "Yeah. I did."
"It was weird."
"Good weird?"
"Mmhm. Very nice. Weird, but in a sexy way."
"I'll have to do it again then."
"Yes," said Cat seriously. "You will."
Laine idly rubbed her arm up and down from elbow to shoulder. He was pretty happy that she wanted to do more butt stuff, and despite his post-orgasmic state, was kind of turned on by the idea. Naked cuddles probably contributed.
"Your graduation's coming up," he said.
"That's true."
"Excited?"
Cat thought about it. "Yes and no. I'm kind of excited, but kind of nervous too. And I'm not sure I'm really happy about not going to school anymore."
"Really? I didn't think you liked it that much."
"I didn't. But, like, all the pressure's off now. I made it through grade twelve." Cat shrugged. "So I kinda wouldn't mind still going."
"That would be what post-secondary education is for."
"Yeah, but then there's pressure again. Plus my friends are all going to different schools, and I've partly just been enjoying school more lately because I haven't been seeing them as much."
Laine kissed her shoulder. "You've been spending too much time with me and Mags. You're allowed to hang out with your friends as much as you want. In fact, you should."
"Yeah, I guess."
Laine didn't know exactly what his sister was thinking. Her face was less readable than usual. He was quite certain, however, that she would never entertain the idea of going away to college, even if it wasn't too late for that this year.
"We could see about signing you up for the local college," Laine said. "You must know some people going there."
"Maybe."
"Or not. Just a thought."



Cat giggled softly. "Don't worry. I'll be fine. I'll have more free time to do friend-type stuff. I'd be so bored waiting around for you and Mags to get home every day."
"You really would."
They both went quiet. Laine could feel his sister's soft heartbeat. He felt so close to her, and not just physically. He could have lain there in silence for hours, just being with her.
"You're coming to my graduation, right?" Cat said.
"Of course I am," Laine said. "You didn't really think I'd miss it, did you?"
"I wasn't sure. That's all. I know they're kind of boring."
"They are," Laine confirmed. "I know mine was. But Mags had some good ideas to make it more interesting."
Cat lifted her head and gave him a funny look. "What kind of ideas?"
"Oh, you know. Stuff like making you go naked under that robe thing you'll be wearing."
"What?"
"And then she was gonna recruit some of your friends, so that just before you go on stage they can pull your robe off and you'll have to go up totally naked."
Cat squeaked and shook her head. "You're making that up!"
"Of course I'm making that up. Can you even imagine? You'd get in such trouble."
"Yeah. Trouble."
Cat relaxed back against Laine. Her heart was sped up from before, and it only slowly returned to a becalmed state. Even for a while afterward, Laine could see the wheels turning.
"You're thinking about actually doing it, aren't you?" he said.
"No."
"Ok, let me rephrase. You're imagining me and Mags making you do it."
She buried her head against him. "Maybe," she said in a muffled voice.
"My god, Cat. I don't know what to do with you sometimes."
Cat rolled away and struggled up to her knees. She shook her head tactically to get her hair back in some kind of order. "You're the one who started it. I never had any plans for being naughty at graduation."
"That's a fair point, actually." Laine patted her thigh. "But I promise, we're not gonna make you go up on stage naked. No matter how much you beg."
"I wouldn't even," Cat mumbled. "That'd be too many people. And none of 'em would mean anything like what you and Maggie do."
Laine smiled and sat up. He kissed his adorable, slightly flushed little sister. His hand stayed on her cheek a moment, then trailed gently away. "Guess it's settled then."
Cat nodded. She looked at him and bit her lip. "Could you, maybe, lie back down?"
"Sure I could. Why, though?"
Laine lay back without waiting for an answer. He should have been able to guess anyway.
Cat carefully shifted her weight and swung a leg across him without falling over. It was pretty obvious what she was after once she was straddling his waist, aroused little pussy closing in on his cock.
He'd been half hard again anyway after that stupid fantasy he'd thrown out on the spur of the moment. It actually wasn't so far from reality to imagine Cat up on stage, totally nude and insanely horny.
Other than the stage part, he had the rest of that descriptor directly before him. Cat lowered herself to grind awkwardly on his cock, coaxing it back to full stiffness with her warm, wet slit.
"Do you want your hands untied?" Laine asked.
"Why would I?"
"You know, to balance easier."
Cat gave a small, lopsided grin. "You still don't quite get it, do you?"
Laine snorted. "I will freely admit that I may never totally get it."
Cat scooted forward a tiny bit more, then lowered her butt. She had to adjust her position a few times, and even once she had her asshole lined up, she couldn't quite get Laine's erection to actually penetrate her. It kept sliding away and up her butt crack.
"Want some help?" Laine asked just a tad smugly.
Cat had gone her typical shade of light red, and wouldn't quite meet his eyes. "Yes please."
With Laine's cock held steady, Cat was able to sink down onto it for more successfully. Her eyes rolled back as her butthole stretched and gradually swallowed his length.
She took a short break once she'd taken his whole length. She sat astride him, ass all filled up with brother-cock.
Her hips rocked back and forth in small, slow motions. Her breathing was already coming ragged.
"If you actually were going to make me graduate naked," Cat said, "how would you do it?"
Ah. So that was what she was thinking about. "Well, as I say, you'd already be naked under your robes."
Cat nodded like that part was a given. "Sure."
"And hell, probably we'd have your butt plug in underneath too."
Another nod.
"And we'd have to talk to a couple of your friends, get them to stand near you and wait until it's almost your turn to go up."
Cat's eyes went half closed, and she bit her lip. Her movements were getting bigger, more up and down than back and forth.
"They'd have to strip you quick, not give anyone a chance to react," Laine continued, kind of getting into the scenario as he described it. It was pretty hot, if totally unfeasible. "Get you all sexy and naked, and probably throw your cuffs on too."
Cat whimpered softly and closed her eyes all the way.
"You'd be up on stage in front of everyone," Laine said, his voice dropping slightly. "Naked, alone, handcuffed. Everyone from school, all your classes, all watching. And their parents, and your teachers."
She let out a full moan while practically bouncing on him.
"And you'd have to take the diploma with your mouth, like a dog, 'cause your hands are stuck behind your back." Laine smiled at the totally wanton way Cat was impaling herself. "I can only imagine the pictures people would be taking."
Cat whined and fucked ever harder, then her movements went kind of jerky and her ass tightened around his cock.
"Did you just cum?" Laine asked.
She nodded shyly.
"Huh. And I didn't even get to the part where Mags and I take turns fucking you on stage."
Cat actually cracked up at that point. She giggled uncontrollably for a bit, still bouncing on her brother's cock all the while.
It was a calmer, gentler fuck now that Cat had got some of the energy out of her system. Laine played with her tits or fingered her pussy, or sometimes just ran his hands over her lithe, naked body. He only occasionally added another little snippet of their school scenario, but he got a fun reaction every time.
Cat's next orgasm took a lot longer. Neither of them were in a hurry for it, and it only came after a slow, luxurious anal fuck session, interspersed with some more frantic moments when she got a little too horny.
Laine came shortly after, dumping a second load of cum in his sister's tight little ass. She seemed quite happy with it, and snuggled up with him again until hunger finally drove them out to seek supper.
****
Graduation day rolled around. Catria's nervousness and anticipation of the event had shifted from perfectly normal considerations to mostly sexual ones.
That story Laine had made up really stuck with her in the lead up to crossing the stage. While waiting for her turn, she couldn't help wondering if something naughty was planned.
Of course her friends weren't in on some scheme to strip her right before walking out in front of everyone. Of course they weren't. They were just hanging out, waiting, whispering and giggling the same as everyone else. Totally normal. Definitely not planning to tear her clothes off. Not even a little.
It was actually a bit of a let down for Catria when she got up, accepted her diploma, and walked off again with very little ado. Sure she didn't actually want to be naked in front of all those people, all her classmates, all their parents and teachers. Sure Laine and Maggie would never actually go that far. But still, it was anti-climactic.
Almost as soon as she got off stage, her siblings rushed over to her and started hustling her toward an exit off to the side and out of most people's direct line of view. It was the door everyone else who wanted to sneak out without being noticed was using, as per tradition.
"Ok, ok, I'm coming," Catria said. "If you wanted to leave that badly, you didn't have to come in the first place."
"Nonsense," said Maggie. "We wouldn't have missed it."
"So proud of you," Laine agreed, sneaking a kiss on her cheek.
"Thanks," Catria said, blushing slightly from the kiss and wondering if anyone had seen it. "So then why the rush?"
"Because, dear sister, the rest of the school is empty right now," Maggie said.
"Well yeah," Catria said. "Everyone's in here."
"Precisely," Maggie said.
Catria followed along, bemused but compliant as ever. There was clearly some kind of plan afoot. She wasn't quite sure what to expect just yet.
Laine got close as they made their way down the empty corridors. "Are you naked under that robe?"
Catria bit her lip, then shook her head. She'd definitely considered it, but the logistics just weren't there. Plus, neither he or Maggie had actually told her to do it, and she wasn't nearly so brave on her own initiative. "No. Sorry."
His hand cupped her butt. "Don't worry. We can fix that."
Her heart pounded faster as they kept walking. The sounds of the graduation ceremony had faded, and it was becoming more and more like they were the only three in the whole building. An entire school all to themselves. This was getting interesting.
They were pretty well at the far end of the building before Maggie picked a room basically at random, for all Catria could tell. The selected classroom was deserted, as expected.
"This looks good," Maggie said as she flicked on the lights.
"Good for what," Catria asked a little breathlessly. She had a pretty good suspicion already, but she needed to hear it.
"For you to take your clothes off," Maggie said, confirming Catria's assumption.
"Right here?" Catria squeaked.
"Not enough people around?" Laine asked. "See, Mags, I told you we should have done it back at the ceremony."
Maggie rolled her eyes. "Oh hush, you." She turned more firmly to Catria. "I don't see any stripping happening."
Catria's fingers trembled as she removed her gown, then her regular clothes underneath. She kept glancing at the doorway, certain that they couldn't get away with this. She was so used to the school being filled with students and teachers, with nary an empty room, let alone a whole wing.
Neither Laine or Maggie made any attempt to speed her along or help in the process. They just watched as their baby sister stripped totally naked in the school she'd only just graduated from.
Goddamn she loved them.
Having finished removing her clothes, Catria stood awkward and flushed while being thoroughly eyed by her siblings. She was excited and nervous, and so very eager to see what came next. Her arousal had lessened her fear of being caught, though it was still very much present in her mind.
Maggie had brought a large purse with her. To Catria's delight, and not particularly surprising her, her sister pulled her handcuffs out and dangled them enticingly.
Catria stood obedient and nude, hands behind her back. She knew she was risking being caught not only naked, but now cuffed as well. It was a scary thought, and not something that could be easily explained away. Nudity alone might possibly be dismissed as some kind of juvenile lark. Light bondage, not so much.
That was the thrill, of course. She hadn't felt sensual danger like this since her brother and sister had each accepted her kinks and her rather unfamilial love. Her little pussy was so wet she was actually dripping down her leg.
Laine took the cuffs and locked Catria in. He swiped a finger up her thigh and sucked it into his mouth. She bit her lip, meeting his gaze with shy but eager eyes.
Maggie, meanwhile, had been stuffing her purse with Catria's clothes. "Ready?" she asked.
"Yep," said Laine.
"Um... ready for what?" Catria asked.
Her siblings grinned, then abruptly wheeled around and took off. Catria stared after them for a moment, suddenly alone, naked, and cuffed in the middle of school. She was left bereft of even the security of numbers she'd enjoyed up until then.
"Wait!" she yelled desperately, then cut herself off from shouting anything more since it could possibly attract other attention.
The only thing she could do was to run after Laine and Maggie. They weren't quite out of sight by the time she left the classroom, and clearly weren't actually trying to lose her, but they weren't making it an easy chase either.
Her gait was necessarily awkward with her hands restrained and her shoes in Maggie's purse. She couldn't go anywhere near her full speed, which let her siblings stay nicely ahead of her without really exerting themselves.
Every corner was another opportunity to be surprised by some other wanderer of the halls, or someone patrolling to keep out the trouble makers. Every empty classroom had the potential to be filled as she dashed by. She was so scared, and so unbelievably turned on.
Maggie and Laine eventually stopped at another random classroom. Catria felt like she'd been frantically chasing them for so long that somebody should have found them by now, though in reality it had probably only been a couple minutes.
"You guys are mean," Catria panted as she stumbled to a halt by her smirking siblings.
Any further grievances were forestalled as Laine kissed her. She melted her supple, naked body against him, allowing and encouraging his caresses.
Maggie had to shoo them inside the classroom where they had some actual shelter from unexpected prying eyes. Once Catria started getting kissed and touched in her aroused state, she never wanted it to stop, danger be damned.
While Maggie leaned casually by the door to keep watch, Laine lifted Catria onto the teacher's desk. He kissed her again, then knelt in front of her.
Catria giggled insanely and spread her legs wide at the edge of the desk. She was pretty sure she was dripping and making a mess, but she didn't care even a little. So what if one of her teachers might discover a pool of her pussy juices? She'd be gone, free from any repercussions.
Laine dove in to her wet little snatch with no dicking around at all. Catria arched her back and scooted forward even more, balancing precariously at the edge of her perch to give her brother the very best access she could.
Maggie was smiling crookedly from her lookout position. Her eyes met Catria's every now and then, in between hallway checks. Catria wanted so badly to kiss her, but was unwilling to do anything that might interrupt Laine.
Her dedicated big brother was licking her more intensely than he ever had before. There was very little technique being employed, and he mostly seemed to want to get her off as quickly as possible.
It totally worked.
Catria exploded in a surging, shivering orgasm. Laine's eager, puppy-like lapping combined exquisitely with her excitement and anxiousness to produce a beautiful climax. She actually squirted on his face, which she hadn't previously been aware she could do.
It turned out being semi-publicly eaten out by her brother kind of worked for her. Who knew.
Laine came up for a kiss, which Catria hungrily returned. Her scent and taste were all over his face, which in her state only aroused her more. She tried to lick him clean, but only got a few swipes of her tongue in before he laughed and stepped away.
Laine and Maggie, by unspoken agreement, swapped places. Laine took up lookout duty, while Maggie approached her slutty little sister with gleaming eyes.
Catria anticipated another pussy licking, and firmly approved of the idea. Maggie, however, had a slightly different plan. Catria was booted off her perch, only for her sister to take her place.
Maggie lifted her skirt and revealed a total lack of panties underneath. Turned out she was being kind of naughty too. Not 'naked in the middle of school' naughty, but still.
"What are you waiting for, an order?" Maggie asked.
Catria flushed, but it was Laine who answered. "Well it wouldn't hurt, Mags."
"Hush, Laine. No one asked you." Maggie looked firmly into Catria's eyes. "Lick me, little sister. You don't get your clothes until I cum."
A sharp thrill took Catria's breath for a moment, but she was already kneeling into position. She was pretty sure her siblings wouldn't actually leave her naked if danger of discovery arose, but the threat still did lovely things to her. It gave a sense of urgency that added to her insane desire to pleasure her sister.
Every moment they stayed increased their odds of being found out. Catria knew that. Laine and Maggie had to know that. Yet here they were, Catria's tongue working away at her sister's pussy, all willfully oblivious to their acute danger.
Maggie's fingers tangled in her hair. She heard the soft moans, and felt the subtle twitches that confirmed she was doing a good job. For a few brief moments, her whole world became her sister's pussy; its taste, its wetness, its connection to the pleasure centers inside Maggie.
Catria licked and licked with single-minded determination until Maggie came. She received a small gush of nectar for her efforts, and her head was momentarily clamped between soft, sisterly thighs.
Catria accepted some head petting and praise from Maggie. She was torn, because now that she'd earned her clothes back she knew she should put them on, but she didn't actually want to.
Her previous orgasm felt like forever ago. She was primed and ready for more after eating out her sister in an empty classroom.
"Ready to get dressed?" Maggie asked, still gently stroking her hair.
Catria looked up from her kneeling position. She hesitated, hoping that the choice would be yanked away, that she wasn't going to be allowed to put her clothes back on yet.
"Maybe not just yet," Laine said, coming to the rescue. He walked over, already in the process of undoing his pants.
Catria tried her best to repress a smile. Maggie just rolled her eyes.
"Seriously?" Maggie said. "Come on, Laine. You know we're pushing our time as it is."
Laine shrugged. "When am I ever gonna get another chance at school sex?"
"I don't mind," Catria said in a small, hopeful voice.
"No, of course you don't," Maggie said. She shook her head. "Whatever. Don't blame me if you two end up in jail over this."
Despite her words, Maggie took up sentry position again without any further argument.
Catria struggled to her feet on slightly wobbly legs. She lay her torso down across the desk and widened her stance a bit to try and get as stable and comfortable as possible without the use of her arms.
Her tummy landed in the warm puddle she and Maggie had made together on the edge of the desk. She wiggled a bit at first, unsure whether she liked the feeling, but decided the knowledge that she was getting all messy with pussy juices made it acceptable.
Laine rubbed his dick up and down her sopping cunt, then pushed it in with very little preamble. None was needed. Time was of the essence, and Catria could hardly have been any more ready for him.
Fast, hard thrusts left Catria temporarily short of breath until she adjusted. She arched her back and gave Laine a better angle, but mostly just let him fuck her.
There was no romance here, just quick and dirty sex. A girl getting pounded by her brother in school while their sister watched. It was so deliciously depraved.
Laine pulled his cock out, which confused Catria. She didn't think he was done yet, and indeed no hot spray of cum graced her backside. He did, however, rub his pussy-lubed shaft all over her butthole. He went back a couple times for more, and by the time he actually pressed against her ass for real, she was prepared.
"Yes yes yesss," Catria hissed, her eyes rolled almost fully back.
Her brother was a goddamn genius. Practically the only way to make the day better or more perverse was to stick it in her butt, and that was exactly what Laine was doing.



Catria didn't think she could have felt sluttier, short of a line forming in the hall to gang bang her. Her ass protested in sharp stabs of pain as Laine went a little too fast, but her pussy gushed like crazy and her whole body shivered in delight. She pushed back, forcing him all the way inside her tight butthole.
"Jeez, guys," Maggie muttered from the doorway. "You're going kinda crazy on me here."
Catria giggled maniacally and thrust her bum out for more. She adjusted to Laine's girth as he fucked her with increasingly smooth strokes, but there was still enough of a sensual ache to send little electric tendrils jolting around her body with every movement.
Her anally-induced orgasm was a whiteout of blinding pleasure. Her ass clenched accidentally, mixing a fresh batch of pain with her overwhelming delight. She must have started making too much noise without realizing it, because she was cut off by Laine's hand clapping firmly over her mouth.
Laine came in her butt shortly after, while she was still coming down. Jets of hot brother-cum splashed inside her, reigniting small flames of illogical passion with every burst.
"Fucking hell," Maggie said softly. She had her skirt pulled up enough to play with herself. Apparently watching her baby sister get royally and incestuously ass-fucked turned her on a bit.
"Ok," said Laine with a lazy and satisfied grin. "We can go now."
Catria struggled to stand upright. She was even more unsteady than before. She looked at Maggie, at Laine, then finally at Laine's cock. "Not yet."
Her siblings frowned as one. "The hell you say?" Laine said.
But Catria was already back on her knees, just below him, tongue stretched out for his penis.
She actually was crazy. She knew that. It was a perfectly acceptable time to call it and get out of there.
Except... except not quite.
Laine was softening. His cock was nowhere near fully hard anymore as she sucked it into her mouth. She bobbed her head anyway, hoping he'd be able to recover quickly. As hot as she knew herself and the situation to be, she wasn't certain it would be enough.
"Damn, Cat," Laine said, his hand hovering just to the side of her head, torn between pushing her away and letting her continue. "I just came."
"Nevermind that," Maggie said, eyes locked firmly on her sister. "That dick was just in your butt." Yet she didn't stop fingering herself.
Catria was well aware she was sucking something that had just come from her ass. There was a definite hint of the resultant unpleasant flavour. Fortunately, the tastes of her pussy and Laine's cum were strong enough to keep her from regretting her decision. She kept right on working her brother's shaft until it grew hard again in her slutty little mouth.
Catria maintained as much eye contact with her brother as she possibly could. She couldn't manage it constantly, partly because she had to keep flicking her gaze over to Maggie, and also because of her occasional losses of balance, but she did her best. Freed arms would have helped considerably, but their restraint and her dependence on solely using her mouth were a big part of the charm for her.
She loved the way her big brother and sister looked back at her. Their surprise and awe, and especially their lust fueled her sluttiness. She worked Laine's cock with everything she had, using her tongue and lips with all the skill she'd amassed from practicing on him. She needed him to cum again, just once more.
"We've created a monster," Maggie whispered just loud enough to be heard.
Laine only grunted.
Catria was rewarded with a smaller, but sufficient burst of cum. A few sticky ropes scarred her face as she pulled back just in time to catch them. She kind of wished she'd thought to take her brother's first load on her face, but she also was deliriously happy to have his cum snugly in her butt.
Laine tucked his cock away more swiftly this time, getting it protectively out of reach of more sex while it was extra sensitive. He then helped Catria stand, since she just didn't have it in her to get back up unaided.
"Ok," Catria said, grinning dopily. "We can go now."
"Let me guess," Maggie said. "You're not going to let us clean you up first."
"Only if you feel it necessary," Catria said lazily.
She was basically out of it. She was still quite horny and ready for more if pressed, but she was also pretty much ready to just nap for a bit.
Laine started to guide Catria toward the door.
"Hang on," Maggie said.
"No," said Laine. "We seriously need to go."
"I know that. I just need a second." Maggie pulled out her phone, aimed carefully, and snapped a couple pictures of her dazed, handcuffed, freshly fucked, cum-adorned little sister.
"That's a hell of a graduation photo," Laine said.
Catria thought that was hilarious and had to be shushed repeatedly as they tried to sneak back toward the front of the school.
Laine went on ahead to scout out their path while Maggie dragged Catria along as best she could. There'd been no real consideration for stopping to clothe their sister since she put up such a fuss when they suggested it.
"Ok, the ceremony's still going, but it looks like it's winding down," Laine said as Maggie and Catria caught up to him. "And there's no way we're getting to our car like this because a bunch of other sneaky buggers are already out there slipping away ahead of the crowd."
"Yeah, I didn't think we'd get away with that," Maggie said. "Would have been crazy. Cat parading naked through the parking lot...."
Catria smiled. "Nakey Cat parade," she agreed happily.
"No, Cat," Maggie said. "No nakey."
"No?"
"No."
"Oh."
In the interest of time and efficiency, Catria's robe was draped back over her and held in place as best as Maggie could manage without being too obvious about it. The siblings walked as slowly and casually as they could manage, doing their best to not get too close to anyone as they threaded through the cars in the parking lot.
They managed to pile into their car without anyone shouting in alarm, whereupon Laine gunned it out of there as fast as could safely be managed.
Maggie had taken the back seat with Catria, who refused to sit up and be buckled in.
"Cat, baby, sit up, please," Maggie said. "Don't be petulant."
"I'm not," Catria mumbled. She'd returned to sufficient coherency to sound just a bit shy. "I can't sit."
"You can't?"
"My butt hurts."
Maggie stared at her, totally incredulous for a moment, then laughed and dropped the subject. "Oh my poor, slutty sister." She stroked Catria's hair. "You're going to have to learn your limits."
"What fun would that be?"
Catria stretched out across the seat, as much as she could, and settled her head in Maggie's lap for more scratchies
"Yes," Maggie said softly. "What fun indeed."
****
It was late in the morning before Catria woke up the next day. She was kind of disappointed to find no siblings in bed with her, nor even her hands cuffed the way they usually were.
Honestly though, she'd been so exhausted by bedtime the night before that she didn't mind a little lonely lazing time for herself first thing. She wasn't ready for any sexy adventures right out of the gate. Plus her ass still ached.
Catria grinned as she remembered the previous day. Despite residual pains and sleepiness, it had all been totally, unequivocally worth it.
After getting home, she'd played pet for most of the rest of the day. She'd snuggled and cuddled and accepted head scratchies whenever they were offered. Maggie and Laine had fucked around with her some more too, at least until she was worn out to the point she couldn't muster proper enthusiasm.
And now she was free. No more school. Just her and her brother and sister. Except when they had things to do, of course. She probably couldn't demand that they both quit their jobs to stay home and play every day.
Catria finally dragged herself out of bed when her bladder became too insistent to ignore. A shower helped wake her up and get her in the mood for the day. It also gave her a chance to cleanse and prod some of her sensitive areas to gauge how much she'd recovered.
She didn't bother getting dressed before venturing off in search of siblings. She padded softly down the hall, all fresh, pink, and scrubbed.
There was a present sitting in the middle of the kitchen table. Catria sneaked close and bounced excitedly on her toes. It was a fancy glittery bag stuffed with tissue paper, and no amount of peeking and peering gave away what was inside. She wanted to tear into it like a child on Christmas morning, but wasn't quite sure if she should.
Maggie and Laine were playing video games in the living room. Or, rather, Maggie was playing and Laine was doing his best to instruct her. Catria guessed by the small, knowing smirk on her sister's face that she was playing deliberately poorly in order to annoy him.
Catria got appreciative glances from both her siblings as she walked in, but they carried on their silly game anyway. She didn't like that she could walk in naked and not get a reaction, but the feeling was also just demeaning enough to kind of work for her. She stood still and ignored for as long as she could, which wasn't long at all, and nurtured that interesting little seed of light humiliation.
"Morning," she said shyly once she could stand it no longer.
"Hey, Cat," Maggie said. "I'll just be a second. I'm kicking this guy's ass."
"You're barely winning and it's your third try," Laine said tiredly.
Maggie winked at Catria with the eye Laine couldn't see. "He's just jealous of how good I am."
Catria smiled, but she still wasn't being lavished with attention and lust, which just wasn't right. She clasped her hands behind her back and shifted her weight uncertainly. "There's a present on the table."
"So there is," Maggie agreed.
"Is it for me?"
"That depends," said Laine. "Did you graduate yesterday? And are you the sexiest baby sister living here?"
Catria brightened up. "Yes," she said firmly.
"Then that'd be your present, alright."
She dashed back to the kitchen, grabbed the bag, and practically skipped upon returning.
Maggie was already putting the game away, belying her and Laine's previous fascination with it over their slutty sister who should rightfully be getting all the attention. She made room for Catria in the middle of the couch.
Catria happily popped down in the vacated space, snuggling in between her brother and sister. She dug eagerly into the bag. She had no idea what to expect, aside from assuming it was a sex toy of some kind.
She was very confused for an instant upon pulling out what seemed like a very small belt. That didn't make sense to her at all. She quickly realized what she was actually holding, and her jaw dropped. Her head whipped back and forth between her siblings.
"For me?" she squeaked.
"Of course for you, silly," Maggie said, kissing her cheek.
"It seemed like the right thing to get you," Laine added while casually sneaking in a feel of her tits.
Catria felt actual tears brimming. "You guys are the best." She gave them each a big, naked hug. "I love you."
She pulled her hair out of the way and held statue-still while Maggie took the collar from her hands and snugged it into place around her neck.
"We love you too, little one," Maggie assured her. "Always."
Catria traced the line of the collar around her neck. It felt a bit odd to her, purely because she wasn't used to wearing anything there, but she absolutely adored it. She was their pet now. It was practically official. Their little sister-pet. The collar even had a medallion hanging off it that simply read 'Cat'.
"Did you get a funny look for getting a dog collar with 'cat' written on it?" Catria asked, her voice slightly distant along with her mind.
"It's actually specifically a people collar," Laine said. "But yeah, we kinda did. I think the guy wanted to make sure we weren't getting it for an actual cat, but he didn't ever dare ask."
"And we didn't volunteer," Maggie added. "None of anyone's damn business, really."
Catria giggled as she got double kisses on her neck and shoulders from both sides. Every movement drew her attention to her new adornment. She savoured the moment, because she knew it would fade with time, the same as her handcuffs were no longer the novelty they'd once been.
"You hungry?" Maggie asked.
Catria nodded. "Starving, actually."
"I'll see what I can do. Laine, you mind finding her cuffs?"
"Sure thing," Laine said.
It felt even better being securely handcuffed while still riding the thrill of her brand new collar. Catria snuggled wantonly with her brother while she waited for food.
Laine fondled her as his whims took him. He mostly played with her tits, though occasionally slipped his hand between her legs and fingered her.
Catria encouraged every little feel. She rubbed herself on him, closer and closer, until she was practically in his lap. She couldn't actually get his cock out by herself, but rubbing all up on him convinced him to do it for her.
After having his cock teased a bit, Laine grabbed her by the waist and dragged her on top of him. She giggled in delight, then sighed happily as he sank into her pussy.
Maggie rolled her eyes when she returned with Catria's breakfast, only to find her sister grinding on Laine's lap. She said nothing, however, and knelt down next to them.
She offered small pieces of food to Catria, who took them carefully with her teeth, then ate while still wiggling around on her brother's cock.
"I took the day off," Maggie said. "And Laine wasn't working today anyway. Is there anything you want to do?"
Catria chewed her bite thoughtfully. "Maybe just hang out," she said. "I'm not really feeling all that energetic right now." She bit her lip. "Do you think I'd be able to get away with wearing my collar outside? Like, just down the street or something?"
Maggie hesitated. "Is that something you actually want? Or something you're just wondering about?"
"I dunno. I guess just wondering right now." Catria shrugged. "I kinda want people to see it, but also don't want them to."
"It's not technically all that bad, really," Laine said. "It's not like it's necessarily sexual."
"No," said Maggie. "Not necessarily. But it is in this case. If you really wanted to show off, it'd probably be better to go somewhere people are less likely to know us."
Catria nodded. "That makes sense. I don't think I'm brave enough for that right now anyway. Just something I was thinking about."
She finished her breakfast, gently riding Laine all the while. By that point she was horny enough that she had to fuck him harder and get herself off. She had a nice little cum while Maggie was sitting right beside her, trying to pick out something to watch.
Maggie's outward indifference was, in fact, too much to resist. Catria went for her next, getting all nuzzly and kissy at first, then trying to get at her pussy. The latter turned out to be nearly impossible. She basically could not get into her sister's pants with only her teeth.
Maggie struggled to hold a straight face at Catria's hopeless, sexy antics. She finally relented and took her bottoms off, then sat back spread-legged and let Catria get at her vagina.
Laine took over the selection of a show both he and Maggie could agree on. The two of them debated vigourously, despite Catria's best efforts to distract her sister to the point of incoherency.
The occasional stroke of her hair was about all the recognition Catria was given. She looked up at Maggie from time to time, but was studiously ignored. Maggie was getting seriously good at pushing her buttons.
Catria got more and more desperately horny as she tried to lick her sister's pussy skillfully enough to get some acknowledgement. The occasional soft whimper or clenching of thigh muscles around her head were worth more than all the lavishing of praise she could have expected from normal sex. Maggie was trying not to give her anything, which made the slip ups all the more genuine.
Only after Maggie came did her act break down entirely. She pulled Catria to her lap and kissed her deeply while also grabbing her butt.
Catria submitted happily to kisses and fondling. She felt sexually victorious after having defeated her sister's feigned nonchalance with nothing but her tongue and an excess of determination. The downside was that she was left even hornier than before, and her attempts at grinding on Maggie's lap didn't really work out.
Catria was so into her wiggly snuggling that she didn't notice Laine taking off his pants until he grabbed her and dragged her off of Maggie. She squealed indignantly for form's sake, while actually enjoying the hell out of it.
She was bent unceremoniously over the arm of the couch, facing her still bottomless sister. Maggie wasn't even looking, seemingly unaware or uninterested. It was no less an act than before, but it was convincing enough.
Catria tried to emulate Maggie. She stayed still and pretended to watch tv while Laine rubbed his cock over her slit. She couldn't totally hold back her reactions, but she did pretty well. Even when Laine penetrated her, she managed to only bite her lip and hold back her instinctive moan.
It was a fun little game playing a living fuck doll. She enjoyed the physical aspects of sex with her brother just as much as she ever did, and the mental thrill of acting like he could do whatever he wanted with her whenever he wanted to was absolutely amazing. Wearing both collar and cuffs, the better to help her feeling of submission, was a nice bonus.
Laine eventually came all over Catria's butt. Her composure totally broke down at that point, and she hissed and wiggled in deviant pleasure as hot streaks of cum lanced across her ass. She loved the feeling on every conceivable level.
Catria stayed right where she was, acting overly obedient and submissive, as Laine retook his seat. He glanced at her with a raised eyebrow, and she pretended not to notice. She remained bent over, pussy nicely presented, like it was her job.
Laine rolled his eyes and took hold of the small ring on the front of Catria's collar. He dragged her back around onto the couch like he was maneuvering a puppy who'd escaped its leash somehow.
It took some work finding a comfortable position. Catria couldn't sit down without making a cummy mess, so she ended up lying more or less on her side, legs curled up a bit, hands still firmly behind her back. Her butt was in Laine's lap, and her head in Maggie's.
Laine's finger traced small, lazy spirals across her ass. The patterns got slippery every time he intersected a line of cum. Occasionally he'd scoop some up and probe at her butthole, though not hard enough to actually penetrate yet.
"We should make a doctor's appointment," Maggie said.
"We should?" Catria asked, unsure where the apparent non-sequitur had come from.
"You really should be on birth control," Maggie said. "If we're going to keep doing things like this. And I don't doubt that we are." She slid a delicate fingernail up Catria's side, making her giggle and flinch away. "I, for one, don't want to end up raising an accidental incest baby."
"Good call," Laine said. "No point risking it."
Catria went a different direction in her head. She knew Maggie had a good point, but she couldn't help twisting it into her sister helping her out a different way; which was to say, making it acceptable for Laine to cum in her pussy.
It had never really been part of her fantasies before, since sperm anywhere near her uterus was just something ingrained in her as being bad. She supposed she'd been a little slow in realizing that since there were various options for birth control out there, not just condoms, she probably could have been looking into it on her own.



Now that the subject had been broached, Catria was already planning out scenarios where she could get her brother to cum in her pussy and ass, and then once more in her mouth. Her mouth would have to be last for sure, since she couldn't hold cum in there nearly as long.
Great. Now she was horny again.
Laine was helping a little. His finger had gone partway up her butt, which was at least an interesting feeling, even if it wasn't really sating her desires.
Catria knew she wouldn't be able to hold out forever without some more physical play time than that, but she was too comfy and settled to want to move just yet.
****
Laine was having a pretty good day. Cat's new look with the addition of her collar really was the culmination of her recent sexual journey. He absolutely loved seeing her wear it.
It wasn't just that the collar looked pretty hot on her, in a fetish-y kind of way, but also the way she clearly enjoyed wearing it. He caught her in the bathroom at one point just admiring herself. She blushed shyly at being noticed, but didn't stop posing for herself.
Cat didn't know it yet, but there was a leash that went with the collar too. He could only imagine how excited she'd get over that. Hell, he was excited, and he wasn't nearly so into the whole bondage thing as she was.
Otherwise, the morning was basically spent doing nothing of any real consequence, other than toying with Cat. Laine and Maggie took turns with her, or sometimes shared her as events warranted.
Laine saw a lot of Maggie, and vice versa, since neither of them much bothered trying to preserve modesty. It would have been a fool's errand. He wasn't quite sure how to feel about it, though it generally just didn't bother him as long as Cat was present to act as a buffer.
He appreciated Maggie's body, but she was still purely his sister in his mind, rather than the sister and sex partner combo Cat had become. The caveat being when Maggie and Cat were doing stuff together. He thoroughly enjoyed watching them, with none of the conflict that Maggie alone made him feel.
Possibly Laine's favourite part of the morning came when Cat was eating out Maggie, and he started fucking her from behind. It had been a moment where he wasn't even thinking about how weird it might be to technically engage in a threeway with both his sisters. He'd just been aroused from watching their antics, and had been caught up in the game of 'treat Cat like a sex toy' they were all playing.
Maggie had seemed amused when they'd made eye contact while each using one end of their sister. Laine had shrugged and tried to focus on Cat's butt rather than Maggie's face. The actual end result had been a compromise wherein he spent a lot of time staring at where Cat was licking Maggie's pussy.
There had been a break afterward where Cat was temporarily uncuffed and sent to clean herself up. Laine and Maggie sat on the couch, only barely clothed at all, and studiously not looking at one another.
"Do you think we're taking this too far?" Laine asked.
"No," said Maggie. "Cat's loving it. She's--"
"No, no. Not Cat. I meant just, like, us."
Maggie was quiet a moment. "You mean like how we're sitting here half-naked together?"
"Yeah. That kind of thing." Laine risked a hesitant glance. "I mean, we've seen each other plenty at this point, but I'm not sure if that's a good thing or not."
Maggie shrugged. "Me either." She met Laine's gaze. "You don't want to do stuff with me, do you?"
"I... don't think so?"
"Good. Let's try and keep it that way."
"The classic 'look but don't touch'?"
Maggie gave a half-smile. "Something like that." Her eyes flicked down to Laine's mostly soft cock. "I mean, you're alright to look at and all, but you're still my brother, you know?"
Laine nodded gratefully. That was more or less the position he'd arrived at too. "I get ya. Cat's our sister, but she's... like...."
"She's Cat," Maggie finished for him. "She's unique. She's an outlier, and not to be taken as an example for how to behave with family."
"Yeah. That."
****
Laine had to run out and do an errand after lunch, which left Maggie in charge of Cat.
Lunch itself had involved Maggie getting her strapon out and making Cat ride her while being fed by Laine. That had been kind of fun.
Once Laine took off, Maggie had something else she wanted to try. Something, admittedly, not quite so directly sexual, but that would hopefully push Cat's buttons the right way.
"You know what you're going to do now?" Maggie asked Cat as she unlocked her handcuffs.
"No," Cat said, breathing noticeably shallow in anticipation.
"Well, the dishes have been piling up a bit."
Cat frowned, confused. "So?"
"So you're going to clean up the kitchen."
Cat's frown didn't go anywhere. "I am?"
"You are."
"But... but...."
"And I'm going to watch you," Maggie said with what she hoped was the correct inflection to achieve the desired effect.
It seemed to work. Cat bit her lip and considered, then eventually nodded.
"Ok," Cat said.
Maggie had never tried using her sister's proclivities to get housework done before. Or for any kind of constructive purpose, really. But it made sense, in its own way. It was slightly demeaning, and at least a little bit sensual since Cat would still be naked and collared.
Maggie did just what she'd said and sat down at the kitchen table while Cat got to work. Bizarrely, helping out would probably have had a lower success rate. By just watching and acting bored, she could feed into Cat's fantasies and make chores interesting for her.
That was the hope, anyway.
There would have to be experimentation done, to determine how to get the best results. In this case, Cat kept peeking over her shoulder to see if Maggie was paying attention. She seemed to quite like when Maggie was staring at her butt, but she wiggled for attention if she wasn't getting it, which hurt productivity. If Maggie met her gaze, she'd whip her head back around, sometimes with an embarrassed squeak.
Overall, the process took longer than if Maggie had just washed the dishes herself, so that needed to be worked on. Ideally she'd be able to get Cat working independently, perhaps simply with the occasional walk by or the promise of a reward at the end. It wouldn't matter so much if a task took twice as long as it should, so long as Cat could be persuaded to work away without constant supervision.
Cat let the water out of the sink while Maggie was still daydreaming. She padded closer, then stood with her wrists held behind her back for recuffing.
"So was this a game?" Cat asked. "Or did you just not want to do dishes?"
"Why can't it be both?" Maggie wrapped her arms around Cat and kissed her neck. "I hope you realize I expect more chores out of you than what you've been getting away with."
"Like... a lot more?"
"Yeah. A lot more. Even when I'm not around to stare at your butt while you do them."
Cat shrugged awkwardly. "I'll try."
Maggie's hand slipped down to Cat's pussy. She idly fingered her sister's wet little slit. "Don't worry, I intend to make it fun. It's a work in progress, is all."
Cat melted back into Maggie as she was caressed and teased. "I kinda liked it when you were watching," she admitted softly.
"Yes, I know. But I can't watch all the time." Maggie drew a small circle around Cat's nipple, carelessly smearing some of her own pussy juices across her breast. "So we'll have to be more creative than that."
"Ooh."
Maggie toyed with her a bit more, then stepped away. Cat almost fell down, but only stumbled a bit. The way she pouted at the sudden betrayal and cessation of sexy time was too adorable for words.
"Perhaps," Maggie suggested thoughtfully, "if you fetched your butt plug...."
Cat's eyes lit up, her pout fading away like a summer breeze. "Really? But you never--" She stopped and shook her head slightly, as though realizing she might be arguing herself out of something fun. "Ok," she said instead.
Cat scampered off eagerly and returned moments later. She cradled the plug Laine had got for her in her hands. She bit her lip and held it out for Maggie.
"Uh uh," Maggie said. "I don't want it." She pulled out a chair. "Set it here."
Cat tilted her head uncertainly, but did as she was told. She set her butt plug on its base, facing up.
"Perfect," Maggie said. "Now, then. You're going to sweep the floor."
Again, Cat's face registered confusion, and perhaps a little disappointment. "I am?"
"You are. And once you're done, you're going to get one chance to insert your plug." Maggie waited until Cat had processed and was about to speak. "Without using your hands."
That preemptively shut Cat up. A small, shy smile spread across her lips as she figured out at least some parts of what her sister was asking of her.
"Do I get a try first?" Cat asked.
"Nope. One room swept, one try. You know where the broom is." Then Maggie leaned back and let the fun happen.
Maggie was quite certain Cat had never, ever swept the floor with such enthusiasm. She didn't even keep checking in to make sure she was under constant observation. The promise of something interesting afterward seemed to have helped significantly. It still wasn't a fast process, exactly, but some more experience would help that.
"So... no hands?" Cat asked upon completion. "Are you sure you don't--"
"I can't cuff you, little one. Because I'd just have to uncuff you again to do the next room."
"And what if I do it first try?"
"Then I guess you'll have outsmarted me."
Maggie wasn't particularly worried about the possibility, though admittedly it would monkey with her plans a bit. Cat's plug was a decent size, as far as she understood these things, and she was confident it would take some work.
Cat tried her best. She knelt down and just stared at the plug for a moment, no doubt mentally strategizing. She then carefully licked and sucked on it, drooling all over it just as much as could.
Maggie wouldn't have wanted to let something that had been up her butt anywhere near her mouth, but it turned out Cat had no such qualms.
After slobbering copiously over her toy, Cat straddled the chair on which it sat. She braced her hands on the back of the chair and began to lower herself.
"No hands!" Maggie said sharply.
"But...." Cat blushed. "Sorry."
She took her hands off the chair and tucked them behind her back as though they were cuffed together. She tried lowering herself again, but only succeeded knocking her butt plug over. The dismay that washed over her face was almost enough to make Maggie burst out laughing.
"Better grab the broom," Maggie said lightly.
Cat pouted and cast a wistful on her plug, but she got to work and did the next room. She made even better time, relative to the size of the rooms, than she had with the kitchen, and was soon back for another try after Maggie reset her toy for her.
Again Cat sucked and slobbered, but this time she was more careful with her anal approach. She managed to land on her butt plug without knocking it over, but she hadn't lined it up well enough. Her attempt at lowering herself further pushed the plug away from her asshole instead of into it.
"I know, I know." Cat sighed. "Next room."
Maggie nodded, and was unable to hide the small smile that crept over her.
And so Cat progressed through the house. She got better at hands-free butt plug insertions, but quickly ran up against the limitations of spit as a lubricant, and her butthole's need to be gradually stretched out to accommodate her plug.
Cat almost got her it in after the last room, but couldn't quite make it past the widest bit without hurting herself. She pouted with pleading, frustrated eyes.
"I almost got it," she whined.
"Yes, you did," said Maggie. "Almost. I guess you're gonna need another try."
Cat reluctantly nodded. "But I'm all out of floors to sweep."
"So you are."
"So then... what do I do?"
"You tell me."
Cat thought about it while standing up and letting her butt plug pop back out. "I could... make my bed?"
"Uh uh. A real chore. Don't give me nonsense like that unless you want me to decide for you."
Cat shrank back. "Um... what about...."
"Quickly, quickly, little sister."
"I can make cookies," she said with a hint of panic. "I could... if...."
Maggie held in her agonizing suspense for a moment, then nodded. "That sounds fine. But you'll clean up after yourself afterward. That will give you two tries, if you need them."
"Ok. I mean, I haven't really made them from scratch before. Not by myself. I might need some help."
"You'll do fine," Maggie said firmly, forestalling any further attempts at dragging her into assisting. That wasn't the point of the exercise, after all. "Remember, your plug is waiting."
Cat nodded and bounced away with fresh energy and determination. She had a recipe book out and the oven preheating before Maggie could even sit down.
It was really working out now. Cat had gotten into the game more than Maggie had hoped. The challenge of plugging herself was more of an impetus than expected, as Cat seemed to view each failure as a petty annoyance that needed rectified, so to speak.
Maggie had honestly only expected Cat to enjoy the pleasure and humiliation of trying unsuccessfully to stick something up her butt while being watched. It was very interesting to note other motivators, and she fully planned to make use of similar challenges in the future.
Despite her own goal of getting Cat to work by herself, Maggie found herself hypnotized by her naked, collared sister as she padded back and forth around the kitchen. Part of it was that she was daydreaming and scheming, and Cat was merely a convenient eye-catcher. Another part, though, was the way Cat moved when she focused on something other than sex.
Maggie really hadn't spent much time with Cat while she was both naked and not looking for attention of some kind. It was a beautiful and more natural look for her, and made Maggie feel some odd but very pleasant things.
Once Cat had the cookies in the oven, she immediately set to work on the dishes and tidying up without being told. Maggie couldn't help herself at that point. After disappearing briefly, she returned with a bottle of lube and snuck up behind Cat.
Cat giggled as Maggie fondled and nuzzled her from behind. She kept washing up, but her progress slowed dramatically.
Maggie nibbled and teased a little more, then opened up the lube. She normally didn't have all that much interest in participating in anal play, but Cat had earned some help.
She easily inserted a slippery finger into Cat's warmed up butthole and thrust it gently. Cat stuck her bum out, eagerly accepting some sisterly ass-fingering.
Maggie didn't go so far as to lube up the butt plug as well. That was still Cat's responsibility.
It was enough, though. After slobbering all over her plug yet again, Cat finally managed to insert it, by herself, no hands.
Cat's eyelids fluttered and her mouth opened small and round as she sank the last little bit into the chair, then she was all smiles.
"I did it," she proclaimed as though Maggie hadn't been watching the whole thing.
"So you did," Maggie concurred.
Cat wiggled around a bit, then stood up. "I'll be able to do it better next time. I kinda got the hang of it now, I think."
"I'm sure you do. But if you get too good, we'll just have to find new challenges."
Cat's grin only widened. Apparently she didn't mind that idea one bit.
****
Laine arrived home to fresh-baked cookies, which was always nice. Even better when there was a little sister-slut around somewhere waiting to be played with some more.
He was getting as bad as Cat. He needed to watch himself. Or actually, he probably didn't. The pervier he thought, the happier she'd likely be.
Case in point, Maggie and Cat were right back in front of the tv. Cat was snuggled up in her sister's lap, looking for all the world like an actual kitty who'd found itself suddenly human and didn't know what to do except revert to old habits.
"Someone's been having a good time," Laine said. He munched on his second cookie as he sat down next to the girls.
"We've been playing a fun game," Maggie confirmed. "Haven't we?"
"Mmhm," Cat said.
"Motivating the little one to do some chores," Maggie added. She grabbed Cat's ass cheek and pulled it to expose the base of the butt plug hidden up her ass.
"My my," Laine said, arching an eyebrow in genuine surprise. "It really was a fun game."
Cat giggled and snuggled more securely into Maggie's lap.
Laine decided they were probably having a moment of sorts, and that it was best not to interrupt just yet. There was no rush. Cat wasn't going anywhere.
Indeed, there was quite a lull in activity for the next little while. Cat was, as always, totally happy to be touched or played with, but didn't quite seem to have the energy to play back. Laine mostly let her rest, though he did occasionally feel her up a bit just for fun.
It was well into the evening by the time Cat was back to her unmanageably horny self. She lured Laine to her room, which didn't really take much persuasion, and they were soon fucking around like she hadn't had any sex all day.
Cat still wore her collar, as Laine had expected. He was glad to see that he and Maggie had done well and hadn't accidentally bought one that dug in or chafed too bad.
Laine experimented with controlling Cat via her collar. The results were actually scarily good. With his finger stuck through the collar's ring, he could basically move her head around as he liked. Cat could be sucking him off, and if he gently eased her away, she'd be good and not even fight him, though she would adopt an annoyed, pleading look with her mouth held enticingly open.
He could only tease and play so long before he had to actually fuck her. Cat purred happily as she was positioned on her bed with her ass up in the air, then pounded from behind by her beloved big brother.
Laine had no idea how long Maggie was watching for. All he knew was at one point he happened to glance at the doorway, and there she was; watching, smiling, bottomless, strapon dangling casually from one hand. They stared at each other a moment, then Laine nodded his head toward Cat in invitation.
Maggie glided over and sat down in front of Cat. She scooted closer until her pussy was positioned for licking.
It was insanely casual, really. All three siblings just kind of falling into bed together, like it was a normal thing to do. Nothing about it was normal. And yet, it was comfortable. Nice. And crazy hot.
Every time he saw it, Laine became further convinced that he loved watching Cat lick Maggie's pussy. He couldn't help it. He just did. Maybe it was the expression of love and lust that he could never see from the outside between he and Cat, or maybe it was just the basic girl on girl action that worked for him. He didn't really know one way or the other.
Laine came all over Cat's ass and lower back. She hissed and arched her back, then wiggled her butt in case she could coax any little bit more out. Maggie wouldn't let her stop licking long enough to do any more than that.
Laine switched places with Maggie after that. Maggie attached her strapon, then took over dominating their sister's vagina. It was pretty hot, but Laine still preferred watching her and Cat's oral action.
His cock had gone too soft and sensitive to simply shove down Cat's throat the way she almost seemed to expect. She made do with small, adorable, teasing licks. She slowly cleaned Laine's shaft up while he, in turn, slowly hardened back up.
Cat got well fucked from both ends for a while. Laine lost track of the total number of times she came, but she had basically been in a state of near-permanent ecstasy ever since she'd started getting double teamed by her sibbos.



All three of them were wearing down by the time Laine came again. He shot his load into Cat's mouth, then sagged back, pleasantly tired and spent.
Cat tilted her head up and opened her mouth to display her now-gooey mouth. Laine chuckled and patted her head.
"Swallow," he said.
Cat closed her mouth, then opened it again. It was empty.
"Good girl," Laine said with another loving pat.
Maggie had been down to a slow, gentle rhythm by then, and she took Laine's finishing as a convenient stopping point. She pulled out and sat back, then traced her fingers along Cat's damp thigh, admiring her work.
With no siblings left inside her, Cat curled up between Laine and Maggie. "Is it bedtime?" she asked, just before trying to stifle a yawn.
"Very nearly, I think," Maggie said. "I know I won't be up very late tonight."
Cat nodded with half-lidded eyes. Then, abruptly she bit her lip and opened her eyes wide and disarming. Her gaze flicked back and forth between her siblings. "Would you both stay here? Like, for the night?"
Laine and Maggie exchanged a glance.
"You want us both to sleep with you?" Laine asked.
"Yeah. Just tonight. I know it's weird for you guys." Cat contrived to look even more pleading and adorable. "I think it'd be nice."
"Your bed's not really that big," Maggie said.
"It's big enough," Cat protested. "I won't take up much room. I'm only little."
Laine eyed Maggie, sizing up her mood and how real her protest was. "We can use my bed. It's bigger."
Cat smiled cautiously.
"Really, Laine?" Maggie said. "That might be even worse. It'll be weird. Cat's bed's one thing, but yours?"
"It won't be weird," Cat insisted before Laine could say anything. "I'll stay in the middle."
"Damn straight you will." Maggie hopped off the bed. "Well, if we're doing this, I'm not going to bed with my snatch hanging out."
"I won't look," Laine said.
"Yeah, I'm sure you won't," Maggie said, flipping him off over her shoulder as she left the room.
"Thanks, Mags," Cat called after her.
"Both of us, huh?" Laine said.
Cat squirmed. "Well... yeah. It just feels like it would be nice, you know? It was such a good day and all...."
"I kinda get that."
"You do?"
Laine nodded. "I think so. Like how cuddling after sex is nice, and you've been doing sexy stuff with me and Mags basically all day, so... yeah."
Cat grinned sheepishly. "Something like that. You're ok with it, right? 'Cause you don't have to if you don't want to."
"Trust me, I know that." Laine leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Just don't expect this to happen again, is all."
"No, I know." Cat lay her head on Laine's thigh. "This whole day, and yesterday, they've been wonderful. And I know it's not gonna last. I know you and Mags have been treating me special. It's been wonderful." Cat looked up with heart-melting eyes. "I just want one night with both of you. That's all."
"Goddamn, Cat," Laine whispered. "It's not fair being that cute."
"Sorry."
"Yeah right." Laine sighed as he scooted off the bed. He really didn't want to move. "Come on, we better get you cleaned up."
"Do we have to?"
"Yes. You still have cum on your butt, and I don't want that all over my sheets."
"Fiiine."
Cat acted reluctant, but Laine was pretty sure she enjoyed having him clean her up. She held still in the shower like she'd never washed herself before, and somehow Laine found himself easily slipping into some kind of caretaker role. Even after he realized what was happening, it didn't bother him enough to stop. Plus, it wasn't like he minded running his hands all over his sister's tight, wet body.
Once Cat was basically rinsed off, Laine took some time to examine her neck and wrists, the areas her bondage equipment had been occupying off and on all day. Her wrists were basically normal, as they were used to it, albeit perhaps a little paler than the surrounding skin. Her neck seemed a bit red, with some faintly indented marks that he could only detect with his fingertips.
"How's the collar fitting?" Laine asked.
Cat reddened slightly, but she also smiled wide. "I love it!"
"I know that. But is it, like, uncomfortable? Digging in maybe?"
"Only a little sometimes. But I kinda like that it reminds me it's there."
"Of course you do." Laine gave another cursory finger inspection of Cat's neck. "We can get you another one sometime if you want. One that we try out before we buy."
But Cat shook her head firmly. "I like the one you got me. It's mine."
"Yes. I thought you might think that way."
Laine patted them both down with towels, then escorted Cat to his room. He cuffed her, but left her otherwise naked for the night. She didn't argue about wearing her collar, which was good, because he had no intention of leaving it on her overnight until she was more used to it.
Cat was clearly fading fast. She rolled haphazardly into the middle of Laine's bed, and there she stopped. Laine smiled and lay down beside her. He didn't bother with the covers just yet since they were expecting Maggie still.
In the meantime, Laine lay quiet and still too, just watching Cat. She was so beautiful, and she did things to him that no one else had ever made him feel. Not even sexual things, necessarily. Although, really, they were mostly sexual to some degree.
But seeing her there, naked but for her handcuffs, utterly contented with her world, it made him happy. She'd found what she wanted from life, in her own unique way, and dragged him and Maggie along for the ride. And somehow it worked. Somehow, impossibly, they were all happy, and closer than ever before. Closer than siblings were ever meant to be.
"What are you thinking about?" Cat murmured, peeking through nearly closed eyes.
"How much I love you," Laine answered, more or less honestly. It would have taken too long to try and explain his actual line of thought.
It was enough for Cat, anyway. She wiggled closer and brushed her lips across the tip of his nose, then curled up and nuzzled at his chest. "Love you too. You're the best brother."
"Straight up best, huh? Not even qualifying that?"
"Nope." Cat yawned, somehow making it sound cute. "Jus' th' best. S'all."
Laine held her and softly ran his fingers through her hair. She was on the verge of sleep by the time Maggie returned.
"Oh great," Maggie said as she flicked off the lights. "Thanks for leaving me the inside, guys."
Maggie was still grumbling as she crawled across Laine and Cat. She'd put on a sleep shirt and panties, which Laine understood even if modesty was an outdated concept around the house these days. She didn't say anything about Cat or Laine's distinct lacks of clothing either.
Cat rolled over, and Laine heard the sound of a soft kiss. "Love you, Mags. You're the bes' sister."
"Love you too," Maggie replied fondly. "Now go to sleep, little one. I absolutely forbid you from doing anything sexy."
"Don' worry," Cat said, trying to stifle another yawn. "I'm wore out."
Laine pulled the covers up and over all three of them. It was a snug fit, but not so cramped as to be untenable. He and Maggie engaged in a silly little dance where they tried to figure out how to both cuddle with Cat without touching each other. They were partly successful. Successful enough, anyway.
****
Catria was gently shaken awake. She grunted in annoyance and shut her eyes tighter. She was more used to being the waker than the wakee. And besides, she didn't have anywhere to be that morning.
"C'mon, Cat," Laine whispered. "Wakey wakey."
Catria cracked her eyes. It wasn't even light out yet. What the hell?
"Wha'ss goin' on?" she mumbled. "Wha' time s'it?"
"Late. Or early, depending on your frame of reference." Laine hesitated. "If you're still too exhausted, I'll let you go back to sleep. But I had something planned...."
A little surge of alertness shot through Catria and she opened her eyes fully. Something planned, huh? At this time of night? Now that was interesting.
"I'm awake, I'm awake."
"Thought so. I mean, probably I should have waited for another night. I kinda half decided I would. But I woke up middle of the night anyway, and turns out it's just about perfect out. Dark, cloudy, warm."
"We're going outside?" Catria asked, seizing upon the information that was relevant to her.
"Yeah. It's dark enough, and ungodly early enough, that there shouldn't be much risk of being seen."
Catria smiled broadly and carefully scooted away from Maggie's embrace without waking her. "And here I thought we were done for the night."
"An easy mistake to make."
The two of them padded out of the room and down toward the front door. Laine didn't turn on any lights. It didn't make sense to ruin their night vision, Catria supposed.
She held still and let the little tendrils of excitement grow inside her as Laine affixed her collar. There was another small, unfamiliar noise following it, and Catria belatedly realized she'd just been leashed as well. She nearly cried, and would have tackled her brother to shower him with kisses, except of course tackling was not really a thing she could do under the circumstances. Not handcuffed and leashed as she was.
Handcuffed and leashed. Goddamn. This was definitely worth waking up for.
Catria tried to remain patient as Laine put sneakers on her feet like she was a kid and incapable of tying knots yet. She couldn't imagine she really needed shoes just to go for a walk around the yard, but that was up to Laine.
He put his sneakers on as well. Unlike Catria, he had also dressed enough to be halfway presentable. It would have been fun if he'd taken her outside just as naked as she was, but that wasn't really important. Her own vulnerable nudity and helplessness were the main things, just as they'd always been.
Catria let herself fall just far enough behind Laine to feel a slight tug from the leash he held. Delicious. To actually be led around like a pet was something she hadn't known she needed until now.
It was a perfect blend of naughty and demeaning. Catria's face flushed hot as she imagined what someone might think if they saw her, a submissive little sister-pet who not only allowed herself to be controlled with a leash, but even got off on it. She wanted so desperately for someone to stumble across her like that, while also simultaneously feeling like she might actually die if anyone did.
Except Maggie. Maggie would have to be shown at some point. There was no question. Hell, she probably already knew that Laine was planning on breaking out the leash at some point.
Catria's mental whirling was interrupted as they neared the road. She'd assumed Laine was just going to lead her in a circuit around the yard or something, but they were already at the end of their driveway.
"Laine?" she said.
"Hm?"
He just kept going. Given that he held her leash, she didn't have much option other than to follow.
"Laine?" she hissed more urgently.
They were firmly on the sidewalk now. There were no streetlights near enough to illuminate them, but Catria felt all too exposed. If anyone came along....
But it was late. There were no cars, no joggers, no dog walkers. Just her and Laine.
"What?" Laine asked, still moseying along, apparently unconcerned.
"Where are we going?"
"For a walk."
"Yeah, but... on the street?"
He stopped and half turned. "Where did you think we were going?"
"I don't know. Around the yard, I guess."
Laine nodded slowly. "Does that mean I found your limit? Are you finally saying no to something?"
Catria bit her lip and looked way. She didn't like the sound of that. She didn't want to wuss out.
But she couldn't stop flicking her gaze around. Her ears twitched at every little sound. They weren't far from home yet, and she still had the comforting option of dashing back to the house if trouble should arise. Assuming Laine let her, of course.
She was panicking. She was nervous. She felt like she had back in school, when she thought her siblings might totally embarrass and humiliate her in front of absolutely everyone. Like that, only different. It was more real actually being naked in public, albeit tamer in the sense that there was no one around.
And she'd been naked shortly after accepting her diploma. In hindsight, with the context of her current situation, it seemed all the more crazy. Why hadn't she been more worried at the time about being caught? It would have been so easy. One small slip, one person wandering around where they weren't supposed to. It had been so fragile.
Just like now.
Laine was waiting. The leash hung slack between them. He'd take her back to bed if she told him to. This outing was for her, after all. He wouldn't try to push it if she really didn't want to do it.
Catria's heart pounded. Her pussy had warmed up and was beginning to show its appreciation. Her tummy was a whole clusterfuck of nerves and anticipation.
Who was she kidding? She didn't want to go back to bed. Not now. Not yet.
"Maybe just around the block?" Catria suggested.
"Sure, Cat. Just a short walk."
The leash tugged, and Catria startled into motion. Laine set a slow, easy pace, and still she found herself lagging. Every gentle pull on her collar made her speed up, but she was too wary, too focused on examining every shadow for someone lurking to maintain a constant speed.
That was part of the difference, she decided. The school had been just as risky, if not more so. But it had been lit. A double-edged sword, certainly, but she would have known if someone was coming, or indeed if they'd been caught.
Out here, along the streets, in the darkness punctuated by evenly spaced streetlights, she couldn't know. There was no way to be sure that someone wasn't watching from the window of a house as they passed, or waiting behind a tree, or about to turn around the corner during a late night run. Just because none of those were probable didn't mean that they were any easier to dismiss.
Catria flinched away from the street lights at first. She skirted around as close to the edge of their halo as she could manage without falling through someone's hedge. The habit gradually fell away, and eventually she was walking a more or less straight line, letting her blood race every time she was lit up and visible to her imagined audience.
It was so insane that she was actually doing this. Letting her brother lead her naked through the neighbourhood, unable to even try covering herself. She was helplessly exposed, at the mercy of Laine and the night.
Her pussy was dripping down her thighs. Her breath came shallow and ragged. She wasn't darting her eyes everywhere anymore, no longer searching for mysterious figures. They were still there, in her imagination, but she let them be. She accepted the possibility of humiliation in front of total strangers. She let it fuel her already unmanageable horniness.
Because goddamn was she horny.
Catria had no idea where the line between fear and arousal had been, or even that it was a line. She still felt the fear and nervousness, but she was turned on enough not to let them control her.
Some part of her had known right from the very start that she'd enjoy herself. Of course she would. It was exactly the sort of thing she loved. Just... more of a leap than she expected, and it had taken her by surprise. Now that she had adjusted, she was able to sink blissfully into the gut-wrenching pleasure of doing something crazily hot.
They'd taken the first corner with no fuss, and the second. Catria was already anticipating getting home. She loved the thrill of what they were doing, but the cowardly rational part of her was pleading for the safety of a warm, sibling-filled bed, and covers pulled up over her head.
Then Laine started across the crosswalk at the third corner.
"Laine?" Catria said, trying to tug him gently back in the right direction. "It's this way."
"I know. I thought maybe a little detour would be nice."
"Detour? You're just keeping me out here longer. That's not a detour. That's... that's...."
Catria stuttered out. Laine was staring back at her with a tiny smirk that she could only barely make out, and only because there was a light sufficiently nearby.
She could also make out the bulge in his shorts. Of course he was hard. Leading her around like a plaything. A sexy, submissive plaything.
Goddammit.
Laine flicked the leash after a moment's standoff. Catria sighed and followed after him, across the street, away from safety.
Because she loved being his plaything, his pet. She loved that he was taking her for this stupidly hot nighttime walk. It was something he almost certainly wouldn't do on his own or with anyone else. It was for her. And it was making her a horny mess.
There was a freedom in surrendering to him, to abandoning her sense of self-preservation in favour of trusting her brother. If anything, it turned her on even more to forget her fears, to let them play inside her but not worry about them, because all she had to do was follow Laine and what would be would be.
They crossed another street, getting farther still. Catria actually slowed down a bit in the middle of the crosswalk where she was most vulnerable. Her body bared and unprotected even by imaginary barriers that the sidewalk held. A car coming along would have her lit up like a spotlight with nowhere to run.
But then, no cars came. It was late. Every reasonable person was snug in bed at that hour.
A dog barked half-heartedly at them as they passed a fenced yard. Catria had become so used to their solitude that she stumbled away and almost hit the ground. Her collar dug painfully into her neck as the leash tightened, then it went slack as Laine rushed back to steady her.
"Holy shit." Catria giggled maniacally. "That stupid dog nearly gave me a heart attack."
Laine smiled back. "You're on a leash. Maybe he wanted to be friends."
"He knows I'm not a dog, you jerk."
"Mmm. You certainly aren't."
Laine put a hand on her chest, caressing her tits. Catria was sure he could feel how crazy her heart was beating, and most of it had nothing to do with the dog.
His lips pressed firmly against hers, and his cock poked against her hip. She melted against him, unconsciously grinding on whatever purchase her pussy could find. She was desperately horny, and making out with her brother was a big crack in the dam. She needed him so badly.
Then he broke away. The leash tugged, they were moving again.
This time, Catria was right behind him. She trotted at his heels like a puppy. She wasn't scared at all anymore, she was something very different.
It was only when they got to the final crosswalk before their house that Catria realized no more makeouts were forthcoming. She slowed down and stopped right in the middle of the road.
Laine felt the leash tighten up and stopped too. He looked at her curiously. "What's wrong?"
Catria smiled. "Nothing." She slowly, deliberately, turned and bent over a little. Not so far as to risk unbalancing herself, but enough to get the point across.
"Here?" Laine asked.
"You got me all horny. Don't tell me you're not gonna take care of me now."
"I was planning on waiting 'til we got back."
Catria shook her head. "Uh uh."
"Ha, fine. At least get out of the road, though. Don't want you falling on your face."
It was an acceptable compromise. There really wasn't anything to steady herself with in the roadway. Plus it was kind of a stupid risk. They'd been lucky so far, but trying to disentangle themselves from full on sex if a car came at them was probably not a smart position to put themselves in.
Catria braced herself against a tree and presented her butt wantonly. From too nervous for a little walk to sluttily demanding public sex. Yeah. That sounded about right for her.



Laine entered her easily. She was wet enough to drown his cock, nevermind letting it in. He fucked her hard with almost no build up, which was just the way she wanted it. Quick, rough, and a tad demeaning. Perfect.
She kept her moaning in check as best she could. She wished she had something to bite down on, or fill her mouth, or anything really. Maybe she'd ask for a gag for her birthday. The thought started as a joke in her head, until she realized she might actually really want one.
The rough tree bark dug into Catria's skin as she was pressed against it harder and harder. The small, painful bites that came with each thrust sent sharp thrills through her. Her whole body was an electrical web of pain and pleasure, lighting up with animalistic intensity as she was pounded by her brother beneath a dark, moonless sky.
Laine nipped at her shoulder, then the base of her neck. She gasped and moaned aloud while holding her hips back for him as much she could.
Catria came, whimpering and mewling. Her legs went weak on her, and pleasure overwhelmed her senses. She only stayed upright because Laine had her pinned to the tree with nowhere to fall.
Things got a bit clearer as her orgasm faded. She was still a prisoner to lust, but she wasn't totally focused on her own base desires. There was some wiggle room for creativity.
"Laine?" Catria said, her voice cracked even on the single syllable. She swallowed and moistened her mouth.
"Yeah?"
"Cum on my face?"
He snorted in amusement and bit her earlobe oh-so-gently. "I thought it might be something like that."
His frantic pace wound down gradually, until he finally pulled out. He helped Catria step dazedly away from the tree, then kneel down in front of him.
The ground was hard, and incredibly uncomfortable on her knees. She couldn't begin to give a shit. She stared up at Laine with all the adoration a love-struck little sister could muster and opened her mouth, her tongue stuck out just past her bottom lip.
Laine brushed Catria's hair tenderly, then took a light grip on the side of her head. He pushed his cock forward into her unmoving mouth, and only once it was halfway inside did she seal her lips around it.
Catria kept her eyes locked on Laine's as consistently as she could. She held her head still and let him use her face to get off. Despite just cumming, she already felt the need building again. She'd given up having her pussy pounded, and she missed it terribly. That was the price she paid for surrendering to her fantasy.
It was all worth it when Laine shot hot cum all over her face. Every streak was another tally mark on the scoreboard of her sluttiness, and another jolt of lightning zig-zagging down to her clit. Some even got on her tongue, since she held her mouth open. She was a good girl and didn't swallow any until Laine was all finished.
"Well, shit," Laine said. "I really didn't intend on doing that."
Catria grinned up at him, mind ablaze with speculation as to what sort of picture she must have presented. "But you did."
"Yeah. Can't argue that." He tilted his head slightly. "Almost wish I could take a picture right now."
"'Cause I look good like this?"
"You look like... like a distilled version of the sluttiest traits you've been developing."
"And that's... good, right?"
"You look fucking hot, if that's what you're asking." Laine helped her stand. "You also look like someone I need to get home before we do anything even stupider."
"Oh sure, now you're gonna worry about being out here. You seemed pretty confident before."
"You complaining?"
"Hell no I'm not." Catria nuzzled Laine lovingly. She accidentally wiped off some of her facial on him, but didn't regret the gesture. She was limited on ways of showing physical affection. "It was amazing. Thank you."
Laine kissed her forehead in a spot where it wasn't cummy. "Come on. Let's get back."
He took hold of her leash, but it wasn't necessary anymore. Catria walked nestled up beside him the rest of the way to their house. He ended up putting his arm around her and escorting her like they were on a romantic walk rather than an ill-advised sexcapade.
Catria had to wait inside the front door of their house for Laine to take her shoes off for her, then unhook her leash. Those small, patronizing necessities went practically unnoticed. As soon as she was free, she darted to the bathroom, shoulder-checked the light switch, and examined herself wide-eyed in the mirror above the sink.
Her streaks of cum were marred somewhat where she'd rubbed against Laine, but the effect wasn't too badly hurt. With her 'face paint' and collar, along with a slightly dazed expression, she could almost mistake her reflection for someone else entirely. Her hand jerked against its restraint as the urge to finger herself briefly triumphed over the well-learned lesson that she very much couldn't masturbate while handcuffed.
"Admiring ourself, are we?" Laine asked rhetorically, having caught up to her while she'd been standing in awe.
"I look slutty," Catria said matter-of-factly.
"I s'pose you do." Laine stepped behind her and peered over her shoulder to examine the same image she saw. "And I assume you're enjoying it."
Catria grinned shyly. "Maybe."
"Well, the cum's gotta come off before we head back to bed."
She nodded. She'd been aware of that, even if she wasn't quite ready. "Give me a minute."
"You really need more time to preen?"
"Not exactly." Catria bit her lip. The gesture was way sexier with semen accents. "I might need something else before I'm ready to go back to sleep."
"Like what?"
Catria met Laine's eyes in the mirror, but he didn't seem like he was grasping her need without it being vocalized. "I'm kinda horny again."
"Oh. Of course." Laine reached around and put his hands on her tummy. He dragged them up and over her breasts. "You're insatiable at times, you know that?"
Catria opened her eyes wide and pleading. "Please?"
"Dammit, that's not fair."
Laine spun her around and lifted her up beside the sink. She smiled and spread her dangling legs as he knelt before her.
Catria shivered and let her eyelids fall halfway closed as Laine's tongue traced a broad swathe the length of her needy little slit. He licked at her like a puppy, all enthusiasm and not much focus, before narrowing his attention to her clit.
A pair of fingers slid inside her, complimenting the tactical tongue-bath she was receiving. Laine licked and finger-fucked her with swift efficiency. It was all about getting her off quickly, and it worked.
It was just exactly what Catria needed. A nice little orgasm to take the edge off and let her properly relax. She writhed through it, nearly falling off her perch, then Laine gave her pussy a final sweet kiss and stood up.
His face was a closer match to hers now. Juices stained his chin and lips, though the effect was far more subtle than the thicker cum-streaks adorning her.
Laine took a damp cloth and wiped Catria up like she was a helpless child. He cleaned her face, then took a moment to get her thighs too.
Catria got unsteadily to her feet. She kissed Laine, lingering slightly as her tongue traced along his lips that tasted like her, then tottered away back to his room.
Laine gave her butt a soft smack to urge her on her way. "I'll be there in a minute."
"'K." Catria paused and turned partly around. "Thanks for everything today. And tonight. It was wonderful."
Laine gave her a crooked smile. "I love you."
Catria returned the smile. She felt all warm and fuzzy inside. Some of it was physical aftermath, some of it was pure emotion. "Love you too."
She made it back to bed, by which time she was feeling the interruption of her sleep pretty hard. It was all she could do to struggle back under the covers and cozy up next to Maggie while trying not to disturb her. She was only half successful.
"You have a good time?" Maggie whispered.
"Sorry," Catria whispered back. "I tried not to wake you."
"I know you did. But you aren't always as sneaky as you think you are, 'specially when you're all squirming around 'cause you got your hands cuffed."
Maggie pulled Catria into a loose embrace. Catria nestled into the comforting warmth of her sister.
"You know what we did?" Catria asked.
"I suspect so. This time of night, I don't know what else it could have been." Maggie shrugged. "I wasn't sure Laine would actually ever go through with it. He kept talking about the idea when we were shopping for you, and a few times after. I was never sure if he wanted me to talk him into it, or out of it."
"It was kind of a stupid thing to do," Catria admitted. "But I'm so glad we did it."
"I don't think that was ever in question." Maggie kissed Catria on the side of her head. "We've got a pretty good feel for your proclivities at this point."
"Thanks for not stopping him."
Maggie snorted. "Yeah, right. None of my business, really."
"Still, though. You and Laine, you've been so good to me. I mean, you both could have been grossed out way back when...." Catria swallowed. "I was being kind of a weirdo and--"
"Shush now. None of that." Maggie stroked Catria's hair soothingly. "We love you. That was never going to change."
"I love you too," Catria echoed softly.
"I know. Now go to sleep, little one. Some of us have things to do tomorrow."
Catria closed her eyes and let her breathing slow, but didn't fully let herself drift off until Laine crawled in next to her and reformed her sibling sandwich. Only then did she allow sleep to reign once more.
****
Catria awoke to an empty house late the next morning. She'd been uncuffed while she slept, but her collar was still on. It had dug into her neck where she lay on it, and she decided to remove it, at least for a bit. She could always put it back in without anyone being the wiser.
Her day was, overall, quite a letdown after the events of the past few days. It wasn't like she couldn't function on her own, she just would have preferred not to, was all. There simply wasn't much thrill to be had wandering around casually misclothed when there was no one there to appreciate it. Nor, indeed, getting all bondage-y and submissive.
It was boring, that was the problem. Catria craved totally inappropriate sibling shenanigans, and instead got... a day. Just a regular old boring day.
And that was just kind of what she had to learn to deal with. The next few days were much the same. Sure, sometimes Laine or Maggie would be home with her, and they almost always were both there in the evenings, but generally the mornings and afternoons kinda sucked.
Gradually, Catria learned to make the best of it.
She always got to sleep with one of her siblings at night, so that was nice. And with some dedication and training, she was often able to be the first one up in the mornings so she could be their 'alarm clock.' One of her very favourite things was watching Laine wake up with his cock in her mouth, or Maggie with an eager little sister-tongue buried in her pussy.
Play time at night and first thing in the morning left her sleep schedule a bit lacking, but she had lots of time for naps to make up for that.
Laine was sometimes good for a quick fuck before work, but not reliably so. Maggie usually wasn't, but she seemed to have figured out Catria's restlessness, and would often be up for playing other games. Things like the butt plug challenge, with varying rules, though nearly always involving chores. Catria knew she was being used, to a degree, but since she was constantly using her sibbos for sexy fun, it seemed only fair.
Plus, sexuality aside, she was the only one of the three not working. Keeping a tidy house helped make up for that.
Evenings were the best times. Laine and Maggie developed a rhythm of sorts where they'd trade off turns occupying Catria without even having to discuss it.
For instance, Laine might give her a good fucking, then hand her over to Maggie. Maggie might then open a book and spread her legs, fully expecting Catria to lick her out while she read and ignored her. Which, of course, Catria happily obliged. Eventually Maggie would call for Laine, and he'd take Catria away and hop in the shower with her.
There was no fixed schedule or anything, but it worked smoothly enough. Partly just because Catria was up for most anything that involved sexual gratification in some form. That was the main thing.
Catria hung out with her friends some days, though never stayed late. She got brave enough to wear her collar around them, which got some comments and questions, but was more or less accepted. She loved showing off that she was owned, even if none of them could properly know or appreciate it.
Overall, her new routine, such as it was, grew on her. She loved spending time with her brother and sister, doubly so when it was sexy time, and didn't mind occupying herself for a while as long as it was only for part of the day.
****
Epilogue: Path of Leashed Resistance
****
Laine parked his car, got out, then just stood there a moment. He was used to coming home to a naked little sister doing something naughty. That was practically routine. He was not, however, used to said sister being tied up like a dog out in the backyard.
"Hey, Laine," Cat called cheerfully.
She was lying out on the lawn; collared, cuffed, and with a rope leading from her to the back steps where Maggie was sitting and sipping on a beer.
"Hey, Cat," Laine said. He thought about asking her what she was doing, but he decided it probably wouldn't do any good.
Laine sat down next to Maggie. She offered him her beer and he took a swallow before handing it back.
"I see we have a new puppy," Laine said.
"I thought you knew," Maggie said. "You've been taking her for walks."
"Yeah, but not when it's still light out."
Maggie shrugged. "She was a good girl today, and she asked to be tied up out here. What could I do?"
Laine glanced back and forth at the neighbours' yards. "I take it no one's spotted her yet?"
"Not that I can tell. I think the odds are actually reasonable that we get away with it. Hell, anyone who sees her might only think she's lying out naked and not notice the whole 'puppy sister' thing."
"And that's better?"
"Yep. Then it's only Cat getting embarrassed a little instead of awkward questions getting asked. And let's be real, she loves getting embarrassed."
"Very true. She should be careful, though, or she's gonna end up with tan lines in hard to explain places."
"Dude, I'm pretty sure she's specifically cultivating tan lines."
"But... then...." Laine tried to imagine walking around with light bands of skin around his wrists and neck. There really wasn't an innocent excuse for that sort of look that he could think of. "Goddammit," he muttered. He swiped Maggie's beer and drained the rest of it.
"Yeah. Exactly," Maggie said.
Laine ran a hand through his hair. "This is our life now, isn't it?"
"How are you only just now figuring that out?"
"No, I mean, I'm fully aware of what's going on. I just assumed that sooner or later Cat would get tired of it, or decide it wasn't really what she wanted, or... something."
"Really?"
"Well, maybe. I at least thought she wouldn't want other people finding out. Not really. I know she likes the risk, but the actual hassle of discovery shouldn't be attractive."
Maggie patted his knee. "I know. I get it. But I think in a weird sort of way, Cat actually knows what she's doing. Even if she wants to show off her proclivity for bondage, I'm sure she'd never let on who she's roped into domming her. So to speak."
"I guess."
"And seriously, you can't tell me you mind. Waking up to blowjobs nearly every day, a naked little nymph parading around the house, someone who's always ready to fuck, a--"
"Ok, ok. You made your point." Laine couldn't help smiling as he took another look at Cat lying out sunning herself. "You're right. I do love it. I love her. I don't want things to go back the way they were. I just also don't want her getting herself into trouble."
"You're such a dad."
"I most certainly am not."
"You gotta let her do her thing, Laine. Be who she's gonna be. If she's gonna make mistakes, get in trouble, then you gotta let her."
"That's awfully philosophical of you. Didn't you used to worry about her just as much as I did?"
Maggie smiled a little sadly. "I still do," she said softly. "But I'm trying not to let it bother me. She's so happy. We all are, really. Things are good. Why ruin it by spending all my time fretting about the future?"
Laine sighed. "You're right. I tell myself the same sorts of things. And honestly, I don't worry that often anymore. Just... you know...."
"When you come home and find Cat naked and tied up outside?"
"Yeah. Times like that."
Maggie nodded and stood up. "I'd get used to it if I were you. She's gonna want to do it again, pretty much guaranteed." She jerked her head toward the house. "I'ma grab another beer. You want one? Bearing in mind that you're not stealing mine again?"
Laine considered, then shook his head. "Nah. Not right now. Thanks, though."
He handed the empty bottle back to Maggie before she headed inside. He then sat staring without focus at his naked little sister, still happily lazing around in the grass.
****
Catria could hear bits and pieces of her siblings' conversation. Not the whole thing, but she was pretty sure they didn't think she could hear any of it.
She honestly didn't mind being discussed like she wasn't there. Not only did it feed into her fetish of being slightly objectified or patronized, but it was mostly stuff she knew or agreed with anyway.
It was adorable the way Laine and Maggie still fretted over her. They didn't show it often, at least not in obvious ways, but it was always there. And she was fine with that. Along with whatever else she'd become; puppy, slut, toy, lover, or any other label one might apply, she'd always be the little sister. The baby of the family.
Catria didn't intend to always stay within the bounds of her siblings' comfort zones, obviously, but she was glad they cared enough to try and corral her somewhat. It gave her a nice fuzzy feeling, even if it could be inconvenient at times.
A shadow passed over Catria's eyes, interrupting her train of thought. Laine had walked over, and was staring down at her with a crooked smile. After a moment, he pulled off his shirt and lay down beside her without saying a word.
"I guess you're not gonna try convincing me to go inside," Catria said.
"I can't imagine what that would accomplish. For someone who tries so hard to convince us she's a subby little thing, you're really not very obedient except when you want to be."
"To be fair, I'm very obedient when I want to be."
"That you are."
Laine reached over and fondled Catria's tits. She grinned, but said nothing about it. As was tradition.
Maggie joined them shortly after. She sat cross-legged on the grass and sipped at a freshly opened beer. "I'm not taking any clothes off," she informed them. "Just in case you were planning on asking."
"That's ok," Catria said. "I'll be naked. You guys don't need to be."
"Way to take one for the team," Laine said, not quite able to hold back a chuckle.
Catria matched his smile, then closed her eyes. The sun was still high enough in the sky to get some more tanning in. Maggie had been totally right; she absolutely planned on cultivating some tan lines, maybe just some faint ones though. She wasn't sure how bold she wanted to go yet.
Laine and Maggie touched her occasionally, just some idle caresses. She didn't let on that she even felt them.
They stayed out until the sun threatened to disappear on them. Just Catria and her beloved brother and sister. Her rope was unhooked before they headed in, and promptly replaced by her leash, which Maggie had thoughtfully brought out with her.



They walked back to the house, Catria lagging behind slightly just so she could feel the tug of the leash on her collar. She was already anticipating the cuddling that was to come, and the groping, and most importantly the sex.
She loved the sex, and she loved her siblings. She understood where their occasional fears came from, but they didn't need to worry. She had exactly what she wanted, and had no intention of ever giving it up.
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Emily's eyes opened wide and bright as soon as she woke up. She immediately flung back the covers to check on spiffy new penis. Her ensuing cry of despair startled Jaime out of bed, and he crashed to the floor.
"What?" Jaime asked, his head poking back up over the edge of the bed like a ground hog. "What's the matter? Are we under attack?"
"Worse," Emily sobbed disconsolately.
"You're pregnant?"
"Even worse!"
"You've been mind controlled to hate sex again?"
"Wor- no wait, not that bad." Emily shivered at the memory.
Jaime pondered a moment. "You woke up and aren't horny?"
"As if that would ever happen. No, Jai, my cock's gone."
"Ah, yes, so it is."
Emily stared sadly at her crotch where her beautiful, shiny new penis had turned back into her plain, boring old strapon. It used to be her favourite thing, but couldn't very well compare to the actual flesh and blood version.
"That's such a tease," Emily muttered. "I had such plans for my cock."
"By any chance, did all these alleged plans involve ruthlessly pounding my mouth and ass and filling me up with a ridiculous amount of girl-cum?"
"Um... probably. Let me check." Emily pulled out her schedule for the next week. She traced her finger across line after line involving gratuitous, brotherly incest. "Hm, yep. Pretty much. That wasn't very good scheduling, though. I really should have left room for fucking a few other people in there somewhere." Emily tossed her planner away. "But I guess it doesn't matter now."
Jaime's butt relaxed in relief at not being the target of an inhumane amount of luxurious fucking.
"You got your pussy back," Jaime said, attempting to point out a bright side. "That's pretty nice."
Emily was unconvinced. "Is it though?"
"Of course it is. Your sweet cunt's one of the top three things I love most about you."
Emily bit her lip. She was swayed by her brother's romantic flattery, but not yet convinced. "But I liked having a cock better."
"I know, Em. It's rough. Let me make it better for you."
Jaime pulled off her strapon and lay down between her legs. He buried his face in her cute little pussy and licked enthusiastically. He, for one, was much happier eating out her tasty snatch that trying to accommodate her big girl-cock being jammed down his throat over and over. He was just weird that way.
Emily chilled out as she was licked to orgasm by her beloved brother. She relaxed even more when he shoved his cock inside her and began battering her uterus. It was so considerate of him to give her a nice, hard fucking when she was feeling so disheartened. He was always thinking of her.
The siblings had lovely incestuous sex for a while, and Emily gradually felt more and more like her usual self. She still longed for her cock, but getting to feel her brother's dick all up inside her ovaries was nice too.
Jaime was doing his best to pound the shit out of his sister's tight little cunt. Proper pussy destruction was the only thing that had a chance of consoling Emily. She needed to be reminded how much she loved her slutty girl body, and that she could still have just as much fun without her sexy, sexy penis.
It wasn't until Jaime came that Emily was totally convinced. Feeling her uterus and ovaries become flooded with brother-cum reminded her of the joys of being totally girl-shaped.
After giving Emily's baby factory a thorough cum-basting, Jaime pulled out and showered the remainder of his orgasm over her lithe, naked form. She giggled happily and rubbed his semen all over her body and massaged it into her hair.
"Feeling better now?" Jaime asked.
"Much better. Thanks, bro. You really know how to cheer a girl up."
"I do what I can."
Emily sat up with a gooey squelch. She patted her tummy. "You really filled up my ovaries this time. Good thing you have that magical cereal box ring that prevents pregnancy, or we'd be risking incest octuplets."
"Oh yeah, I do, don't I," said Jaime. "We should probably mention that occasionally so the readers- I mean so we don't forget."
"Mmm. It's so nice being able to have my little pussy and uterus filled up with brother-cum," Emily said. "I personally would never forget that we can totally get away with that ever since chapter eight."
The siblings shared a cummy kiss before Emily hauled herself out of the nice, warm, sticky bed.
"You should probably get cleaned up before school," Jaime said.
"I know," Emily said regretfully. "I was just on my way to the bathroom. I'd really like to stay and luxuriate in a nice creamy bed all morning, but unfortunately we're responsible students who value our education and getting to school on time."
"More's the pity," Jaime concurred. "I'll probably have to throw out the mattress in the meantime. Can't have Mom stumbling upon it in this state while she's still mind-controlled into thinking sex is bad by those cultists from chapter nine."
"Nice recap," Emily said. "But you don't think we could maybe save our nice squishy bed for tonight?"
"I don't. It's too risky. Plus all the cum'll get cold by then."
"Oh yeah. Ew." Emily made a face. "Sleeping in room temperature cum would be gross."
"Yeah. That's the part that would be gross. Definitely."
Emily snuck to the shower while Jaime dealt with disposing of their sodden mattress in the backyard mattress incinerator. She tried to wash herself off quickly, but there was so much cum that she didn't really get anywhere.
Part of the problem was Emily kept getting distracted playing with herself in her cummy state. She meant to rinse and scrub, but her gooey, slippery skin was so tantalizing. She rubbed her tits for a while, then played with her pussy in the hope of being able to cram some more cum inside. She couldn't, though, since she was already packed full.
She then got some play time with BJ, her butt plug. He was growing so big, and she was such a proud mommy. She pulled him in and out of her bum, thoroughly enjoying the way he stretched her asshole out at his widest point.
Jaime finally had to join her in the shower and help Emily get cleaned up since she was taking forever. With their efforts combined, they were much more successful.
"There we go," Jaime said with a celebratory spank on his sister's tight ass. "All squeaky clean."
"Thanks, bro," Emily said. "Now how about a quick fuck?"
"We already had one. We really don't have time for-"
"Oops," Emily said as she 'accidentally' pulled her butt plug out and backed up into Jaime's cock.
Her well practiced and extremely slutty bumhole latched on to her brother's fantastic penis and sucked it in. Jaime was helpless against her butt-fu. He was drawn into her impossibly tight rear hole, nearly cumming at the initial feeling of loving snugness that only his sister's body could provide.
Emily squealed with pure glee as her beloved brother, the love of her life, grabbed her firmly by the hips and set about wrecking her ass. Being used as her brother's anal fuck toy-in a totally caring and respectful way of course-was her very favourite thing in life.
If Emily could have spent every second of her existence having hard, passionate, incestuous butt sex with Jaime, she wouldn't have even had to think about it. She would have jumped at the chance and spent the rest of her days as a blissfully fulfilled sister-shaped cock toy.
Unfortunately, Christine was not currently aware of her daughter's hopes and dreams, nor would she have been supportive like a good mother should be. She would have found the very notion of her sweet, innocent children having hot, sexy, teenage butt sex to be abhorrent and disgusting, and not at all the beautiful display of pure and holy love that it truly was.
Jaime and Emily both knew that their mother needed help with her cult-imposed mind-affliction, and also knew that it was kind of a bad thing when she started pounding on the bathroom door demanding to know who was taking so long.
"Emily?" Christine demanded. "Is that you hogging the shower? You've been in there far too long."
Emily remained frozen for a moment with Jaime buried firmly up her bum. It was a cunning response, since there was a chance their mom's vision was based on movement, just like the dinosaur from that one movie. Christine didn't actually barge in, however, so they weren't yet discovered.
"Yeah, Mom," Emily called back. "It's me in here. Just me. No Jaime."
"I'm not here," Jaime confirmed.
"Glad to hear it," Christine said. "I don't even want to think what sort of disgusting things might happen if your brother was in the shower with you."
"Probably some lovely-" Emily started before having Jaime's hand slapped across her mouth.
"She doesn't want to think about it," Jaime hissed.
Emily realized her mistake and nodded acknowledgement. She had a bad tendency to assume that everyone understood how wonderful incest was, and also to ignore any signal they might give that they felt the opposite.
"What I mean to say," Emily said loudly, "is that if my brother somehow accidentally entered the bathroom while I was all naked and wet and totally wicked hot and shit, I would of course try to cover my naughty bits while also shrieking for him to get out."
Jaime flashed her a thumbs up for her totally convincing lie.
"As is tradition," Christine agreed. "I'm glad to see you're learning something at school. I was beginning to wonder."
"Oh sure," Emily said. "Loads of things. Just please don't ask me to name any of them."
"I didn't plan on asking," Christine said. "All I really want is for you to get out of the shower already. Some of us have things to do today."
"You do?" Emily asked with genuine surprise. "I mean, I know you had a business job back in the earlier chapters, but lately it seems like you don't do much of anything when me and Jai aren't around."
"Don't talk to your mother that way, young lady," Christine chided. "What I do is none of your concern. Now, I'm giving you two minutes before I come in there and pull you out of the shower myself."
"Ah ha!" said Emily. "You can't do that since I'm naked in here and if you came in you'd see my luscious girly parts."
"I'm your mother and we're both girls," Christine said. "It's totally not weird or sexual for me to see your tits or vagina. Or even your ass for that matter."
"Aw shit," Emily muttered. "She's right. Girls are totally allowed to see each other's bits in a totally platonic and not sexual way. Especially mothers with their daughters."
"Yeah, it's weird, but scientifically factual," Jaime said. "I personally don't understand how anyone could see you naked and not want to fuck you."
"Aw, thanks. That's so sweet."
Outside the bathroom, Christine had started counting down their two minutes. They didn't have much time.
With the quick thinking and excellent technical skills they were known for, Jaime and Emily grabbed some tools from under the sink and silently knocked a big hole in the wall. They then put on their hard hats and goggles, as well as a little safety vest for Jaime's dick, and set about doing some swift and subtle carpentry.
They finished up installing a brand new picture window just in the nick of time. Jaime still ran into a problem when he tried to make his escape.
"Um, I don't think this window opens," he said. "Did we just install a non-opening window as my escape plan?"
"Yeah, I thought that might be what we were doing," Emily said with careful consideration. "But I wasn't sure until we were finished. I don't really know that much about carpentry."
"Me either," Jaime said. "Still, a fully installed picture window in under two minutes wasn't a bad effort."
"We did good," Emily concurred. "And luckily I had the idea to install a totally hidden and undetectable secret exit while we were working."
"Wow," said Jaime, genuinely impressed. "Where does it lead?"
"Outside. It's literally just a doggy door."
Emily held open the super secret exit door for her brother while he dove out just at the very last second. Despite having nearly a full two minutes to work with, the siblings had still almost dawdled long enough to get caught.
Christine burst in just as Jaime had disappeared. Emily smiled innocently amongst the debris of their recent construction job.
"Emily, what did you do?" Christine asked.
"I put in a window as a surprise for you," Emily said. She spread her arms. "Surprise!"
"Why on earth would you do that?"
"I mean, look at all the natural sunlight in here now. It's much cheerier."
"Emily, darling, this is a bathroom. This is where we shower, or bathe, or... actually I'm not sure what the toilet's for, no one's ever used it."
Emily remained undaunted. "Those things are true."
Christine waited to see if her daughter would figure out her grievous error, then she remembered this was Emily she was talking to. "We get naked in here," she explained patiently.
"Right."
"And now there's a great big window taking up most of the wall."
"Uh huh."
"People can see us, Emily. They can see in through the window and see our naked bodies. In fact, you're naked right now, and anybody looking in would see you."
Emily had grasped these things, she wasn't stupid, but she had once again failed to remember that being seen naked wasn't something she was supposed to enjoy. "Oh," she said. "Right. Because those things you just said are bad things. Gotcha."
"Exactly. Now, do you think you could possibly put the wall back the way it was?"
"Doubt it. I'm not much of a carpenter."
Christine waved a hand at the professionally rebuilt wall. "You just did all that."
"Yeah, but main characters can do basically anything when the plot calls for it and they've got a lazy writer. That doesn't mean I can just do carpentry whenever I feel like it."
"Fine, fine. I don't know what any of that means, but maybe the window won't be so bad. At least clean up all the tools and sawdust and bits of wire and pipe that look like they might have actually been quite important before they were ripped out."
"Sure thing."
Emily hummed to herself while ineffectively trying to shove all the mess under the bath mat by the tub. Christine silently despaired.
Emily made sure to bend over quite a bit more than necessary, and also show off her beautiful naked body from every conceivable angle, just in case it might turn her mother on. No such luck, but at least it was fun.
Christine stripped nude as well, thinking nothing of taking a perfectly innocent shower with her daughter still in the room. They were both girls, after all. And mother daughter relationships were absolutely capable of containing some shared naked time without it being weird or sexual. She couldn't really think of any good examples or reasons why that was true, but she was sure it was.
After finishing her castle of debris with a bath mat thrown over top, Emily's attention was firmly set on her naked milf of a mother. She fought her urges to jump in the shower and try to get some mother on daughter action going, but there was only so long that kind of internal struggle was going to last. Emily just didn't have it in her to watch her sexy mommy soap up her big, juicy tits and plump, round ass and not try to get in on that.
"Need some help showering?" Emily asked, already stepping in behind her mother as she spoke.
"No, Emily," said Christine. "I'm a grown woman. I can shower by myself."
"Ok," said Emily, who then proceeded to squirt some body wash into her hand and lather up her mom's thick butt.
"I said no." Christine swatted at Emily, but she may as well have been trying to kill a fly with an oversized comedy mallet.
"This will be excellent mother-daughter bonding time," Emily said.
"That's not what showers are for."
"Why not? It seems like a perfect time to me. No distractions, no one to interrupt us, just you and me. A naked mommy and her baby girl, getting all wet and slippery together."
"I just don't think it's a good idea."
Emily was still rubbing Christine's ass. She was getting so bold as to slip the occasional finger into her mom's butthole. All under the pretense of cleaning, of course.
"Well I, for one, feel much closer to you right now," Emily said.
Christine hesitated. It was very tempting to seize upon a chance to bond with her daughter, since she felt like she had very little idea what was going on with her children these days. However, she couldn't help feeling like Emily was up to something more than just some innocent family time. The way Emily kept trying to shove a hand up her ass had something to do with that suspicion.
"Emily, dear, please stop trying to fist Mommy's bum," Christine said. "I know you're trying to be helpful, but that sort of thing could be considered somewhat sexual."
Emily was the picture of wide-eyed innocence. "Could it?"
"Yes, I'm afraid so."
"Oh."
That didn't stop Emily, so Christine was forced to physically drag her daughter away from her butt.
"Emily, seriously, please don't stick your fingers or hand inside my bum or vagina."
"Ok, Mommy. Sorry. Can I wash your sweet tits then?"
Christine frowned. "I suppose that's fine. I wish you wouldn't say it like that, is all."
"Oh, right. I meant to ask if I could wash your breasts."
Christine relaxed a little. "That's better. As long as there's no sexualization going on, there's no reason a mother and daughter shouldn't be physically close and intimate, such as in the case of you washing my sweet tits. I mean breasts. Shit, you got me doing it now."
"Sorry, Mommy."
Emily scrubbed, washed, and occasionally motorboated her mother's breasts for as long as she could get away with it. When her mom wasn't watching close enough, she pressed her slick little body close and rubbed their boobies together.
Christine was confused at how aroused she felt. She couldn't understand why, since all the was happening was her super hot daughter was helping her shower and spending an awful lot of time and effort on her big, juicy mommy-tits. Nothing out of the ordinary, really.
"Maybe that's enough breast washing," Christine suggested. "You've been at them a while. I think they're as clean as they've ever been."
"Fine," Emily said reluctantly. She immediately knelt down.
"And maybe not my vagina either."
Emily pouted. "Alright."
Christine stopped her before she could scoot around to the other side. "We've already discussed my butthole, Emily."
"Oh yeah. Well then what else can I even help with?"
"Literally any other parts of my body except for my breasts, vagina, or bum."
Emily pondered. "I don't think that leaves anything fun."
"Emily! If I didn't know any better, I'd swear you had a sexual interest in my body! Me! Your super hot and naked mother!"
"Preposterous!" said Emily. "I'm not a lesbian. You know that. It would have been on my birth certificate. Also that would be incestuous desire, which is illegal and bad and blah blah whatever."
"Those are very good points," Christine said. "And I'm now convinced that I was worried over nothing."
"Good."
"Now why don't you wash my hair for me."
"I've got a better idea. How about a kitten bath?"
"Kitten bath?"
"Yeah, you know, like when a mommy cat licks her baby clean."
Christine, despite being thoroughly convinced by Emily's logically sound argument, had misgivings about this new idea. "Umm..."
"Here, I'll start. Though you should actually be playing the mommy cat. Since you're my mommy and all."
Emily started licking Christine's soft, wet skin. She started high, around the shoulders and neck, and gradually worked downward. She was careful this time not too spend too much time on her mother's tits and arouse suspicion. She only licked and sucked on them for a little while, then carried on down her tummy.



Christine was increasingly turned on and nervous as Emily neared her pussy. She was pretty sure Emily wouldn't actually lick her there, since that would unquestionably be lesbian mother daughter incest sex. Yet she couldn't help worrying that her daughter might just do something that crazy.
"Ok, baby," Christine said, pushing Emily's head away, "no licking Mommy's pussy."
Emily frowned at being batted aside. "Yes licking Mommy's pussy."
"No!"
"Yes!"
"No!"
"Yes! Yes yes yes!"
"No times infinity!"
"Damn." Emily sat back on her heels in defeat. She couldn't beat 'no times infinity.' It was the ultimate weapon in a rhetoric arsenal. "You win this round, Mother. But I'll be back."
"Ok, but maybe just don't come back when I'm the shower anymore, sweetie."
"We'll see."
****
Meanwhile, in the recent past, Jaime had tumbled to the ground outside the brand new bathroom window. He stood up and brushed himself off. He was naked outside again, a problem that seemed to occur quite often, for some reason.
A noise was coming from the neighbours' yard. Jaime thought about going to get dressed before investigating, but then decided not to bother. If it was anything to with Alyssa, and it probably was, then clothes were certain to be superfluous anyway.
Jaime popped his head over the fence. The vision that greeted him was even sexier than he'd hoped.
Karen and Alyssa, the hot next-door neighbour mother and daughter sex team, were both out in their backyard. They were also entirely naked.
Karen way lying out in a lounger on her stomach. Alyssa was kneeling behind her and had most of her arm buried up her ass.
"Hey, Allie," Jaime said. "Hey, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom."
Alyssa turned her head and gave him a big smile. "Hey, Jai. How's it going?"
"Pretty good. I was fucking Em for a bit, then Mom almost caught us in the shower together. You know. The usual."
Alyssa nodded. "Sure, sure. Sounds like a pretty typical morning for any kind of loving siblings." She beckoned with her free hand. "Come on over. I'm just fisting Mommy a bit before school."
"So I see." Jaime vaulted the fence and got closer. "You're really working your mom's ass good."
"Sure am. We need our bums all nice and limber for when we get our butt plugs. We have a meeting scheduled with the adoption agency. We're hoping for twins."
"Allie, you know you can just go to a sex toy shoppe, right?"
"Well, yeah, we could. But we want to explore all the options. This is a big decision." Alyssa patted Karen's ass lovingly. "It's not every day you make your mommy your own personal butt slut."
"I guess that's true." Jaime was getting pretty turned on from watching Alyssa's arm pump inside her mother's ass. He got closer still and watched intently for a moment. "You mind if I stick my dick in your mom's mouth and get her to suck me off a bit?"
Alyssa waved her hand in generous dismissal. "Please, you don't even need to ask about things like that. We're practically family. Mi madre es su madre."
"Thanks, Allie." Jaime gave her a tender kiss, then walked around to the far side of Karen's lounger. "Hey there," he said.
"Hello, Jaime," said Karen, who was still wincing a little every time Alyssa shoved her hand particularly deep into her rectal area. "How are you?"
"Oh, can't complain," Jaime said. He knelt down and carefully slipped his penis in between Karen's plump lips. "Still madly in love with my sister, of course. Fucking her as much as possible. Nothing really new."
"Mmm unnngghh nnnuuhh nnhh unh?"
"Oh, yeah. That's true. My parents are both mind-fucked currently, so that's a bit of a drag. Aunt K's not even living with us anymore. Em's pretty upset about that."
"Nmmnhh uunng hhhnn uhh."
"Thanks. I'll pass on your condolences."
"You can understand that?" Alyssa asked.
"You can't?" Jaime asked. He frowned in confusion, then abruptly nodded in understanding. "Oh, right. I'm so used to Em having her mouth full of my cock that I sometimes forget other people don't get the same level of practice."
"Ha, yeah. Em's quite the little cocksucker, isn't she?"
"She totally is. I'm so lucky we popped out of the same vagina eighteen years ago. I don't know what I'd do with my life if I didn't have her as my sister and fuck toy."
"Aww, you two are so adorable. I'm seriously jealous of how in love you are."
"As well you should be."
Jaime and Alyssa double teamed Karen for a bit. Alyssa finally pulled her arm out of her mother's ass, leaving a nice gaping hole. She massaged her arm which was kind of sore after such a workout.
"You want me to turn your mom's butt into a cum jacuzzi again?" Jaime asked. "She's all stretched open, it should be nice and roomy in there."
"That's very sweet of you to offer," said Alyssa, "but I'd want to stay and soak all day, and we still have school to get to."
"Oh yeah, right. Is it just me, or are our mornings getting ridiculously long lately?"
"I think you're right. Yesterday was particularly egregious."
"Uh huh. Well anyway, I'm still waiting for Em, so we can't leave yet. She should have been here by now. Usually she can sense awesome sex happening nearby."
Jaime glanced up toward the freshly installed bathroom window. His eyes widened as he saw his sister somehow showering and sexing up their mother. How the hell had she managed that?
Alyssa followed his gaze. "Looks like Em's busy with your mom. I thought she wasn't doing sexy incest stuff these days."
"She's not," said Jaime. "But you know Em."
Alyssa nodded absently. She and Jaime remained transfixed by the super sexy show they were getting thanks to the big new window that left nothing in the bathroom at all private.
"Damn," Alyssa said. "Your mom and sister are hot together."
"Yeah they are," Jaime agreed. He would have really liked to run to them and join their little shower party, but alas that was not really a good idea. He'd just have to make do with face fucking his neighbour's mom some more. The sacrifices he had to make...
"Hey, Jai?"
"Yeah?"
"I haven't had my butt exercises yet this morning. Would you mind pounding my ass a little?"
"Are you sure you're asking for perfectly normal butt stretching exercise? Or are you just horny from watching my slutty, naked sister rub herself all over my equally naked and sexy mother?"
Alyssa shrugged. "Maybe a bit of both."
She got down on the grass and stuck her lovely teenage bottom wantonly up in the air. She wiggled so sluttily in anticipation that Emily would have been proud.
Jaime pulled his cock out of Karen's mouth. Long strands of spit connected them for a moment after. Karen gasped for breath, though also held her mouth wide open in case Jaime wanted a little more sucking off. She was coming along excellently as a mommy-slut.
Jaime spun Karen's lounger around to face toward his house. He knelt behind Alyssa and shoved his spit-lubed cock deep inside his smoking hot, sex-crazed neighbour, making her moan in sweet anal ecstasy.
Once he got a good rhythm going and Alyssa's ass was getting a nice, friendly cock-stretching, he turned to Karen. He pressed his fist to her butthole, and was glad to find that it was still plenty lubed up from Alyssa's workout session with her. His hand was bigger, so it took some effort shoving it in, but he persevered.
Karen moaned loudly at being anally violated by her second fist of the morning. Being her daughter's butt slut was turning out to be a lot of work, though admittedly she loved every minute of it. What woman wouldn't want to be surprise ass-fisted by a sexy neighbour boy?
Jaime helpfully fucked and fisted his neighbours while all three of them watched Emily and Christine shower.
Somehow, Emily had managed to lick practically all over Christine's front and even suckle on her tits. Jaime's eyes widened as she neared their mother's lovely cunt, but apparently that was where the line was drawn, and Christine didn't allow her baby girl to eat her out. That was too bad.
Shortly afterward, Emily came skipping out of the house, all dressed and ready to go. Which in her case, as per usual, meant having just enough clothing on to not be arrested. She followed the smell of sex right over to her brother and their neighbours.
"Oh, there you are," Emily said. "Aren't you guys ready to go yet?"
"Almost," said Jaime. "I just gotta blow a load here, then we'll be all set."
"Mmm, yes," Alyssa moaned happily. "Yummy bummy cummies."
Emily clapped excitedly. "Me too! Me too!"
With her tiny skirt and typical lack of panties, Emily was ably to quickly get down next to Alyssa and present her ass for a creamy filling.
Jaime first exploded inside Alyssa, battering her innards with gooey goodness. He gave her a nice share of his cum, then to be polite he shoved his cock in Karen's butt and filled it up too.
Emily got the last of her brother's orgasm. The pressure had dropped off a bit, so it didn't feel like someone had turned on a fire hose inside her like it usually did. Still, there was plenty of brother-cum to make her insides all pleasantly warm and loved. He even saved enough to shoot some down her throat and feed her breakfast. He was always so thoughtful that way.
Afterward, Emily patted her tummy, which wasn't as full as it often got, but still felt nice. "You know you just stuck your dick in my mouth after it had been inside three different asses in quick succession," she said to Jaime.
Jaime nodded. "I guess I did. How was it?"
"Delightful. Thanks for being such a loving and considerate brother."
"Any time."
The siblings made out for a bit and took the time to finger each other's butts a little.
"I really don't mean to interrupt here," said Alyssa, who was lightly playing with herself while watching Jaime and Emily express their love. "But we should probably get dressed and whatever."
"Yeah, probably," Jaime said. "Five more minutes though, please?"
"Fine," said Alyssa. "You two can slobber all over each other a little longer. But I get to finger your butts. It's not fair that I have to sit here with no super hot sibling to make out with."
"Sounds reasonable," Jaime said.
"Yes, I also find these terms acceptable," Emily concurred. "Finger away, good lady."
****
A while later, after having only narrowly avoided descending into orgy, the three slutty teenagers were finally all dressed. Unfortunately for Jaime, this meant once again being stuffed into girl's clothes, since that was all Alyssa had available.
"Is this really necessary?" Jaime asked, tugging awkwardly at the dress the girls had put him in.
"Of course, silly," Emily said. "You can't go to school naked."
"No, I get that," Jaime said. "And I'm ok with the dress, because it's not nearly the most embarrassing thing you'd dressed me in. But did you really have to put makeup on me?"
"It brings out your eyes," Emily said.
"Yeah, you look super pretty right now," Alyssa agreed.
"And the wig?" Jaime asked. "Braided pigtails? Were those necessary?"
"They are so super cute on you," Emily said, giving one of his pigtails a gentle tug. "You make such an adorable girl. I want to take you back to my room and do terribly naughty things to you."
"That's just how you normally feel," Jaime muttered. "It's got nothing to do with how I'm dressed."
Emily and Alyssa flanked Jaime and each took one of his hands. They dragged him along down the sidewalk, looking for all the world like three adorably sexy girls on their way to school.
Jaime was just starting to get comfortable with his outfit by the time they reached the bus stop. He still wished they hadn't insisted on giving him high heels. They were a nightmare to walk in, even if they did make his butt look amazing.
A van roared up and stopped with a traditional squeal of tires on pavement. The three teens stared bemusedly at it, then applauded politely in case it was performance art.
The side door of the van slammed open, the applause dropped off immediately.
"Oh shit!" Jaime said. "It's the cultists!"
"Aw," said Emily. "Does that mean it's not a stranger offering free candy? I was hoping for candy."
Indeed, two robed figures jumped out of the van, looking about as menacing as shadow faced, dress-wearing unknowns can look.
Emily and Alyssa squared off for turn-based combat, assuming fighting stances and bouncing from one foot to the other in a short loop. Jaime fell over almost immediately thanks to his ridiculous heels.
Unfortunately, the cultists had initiative thanks to their surprise attack. One of them pulled out a dildo, waved it in front of Emily, then threw it down the street. Emily instinctively took off after it, barking frantically so everyone would know it was hers.
"Oh come on, Em," Alyssa said. "You don't even need another dildo. I can't take these two by myself."
She was right. The second cultist gave her a shove, and she too fell over. With no fighters left on their feet, the cultists got a bonus action and used it to grab Jaime and retreat into their van. They sped off with another well executed tire squeal.
Emily came trotting back a moment later with the dildo held sideways in her mouth. She looked around in confusion, then spat out the sex toy. "Where'd they go?"
"They left, Em," Alyssa said. "They took Jaime and escaped."
"They abducted my brother? Rude!"
"Seriously though. Who even abducts someone these days? That's not very friendly."
"Well, what else can you expect from a C.U.N.T. who wants to take beautiful, loving sex away from a whole town? Their mothers clearly didn't raise them right."
Alyssa nodded. "Hey, Em? What does C.U.N.T. stand for, anyway?"
"CUltists who are Not Terrific, obviously."
"Oh, right. Sure. Do you think they're going to sacrifice Jaime? I've heard cults do things like that."
"They better not," Emily said fiercely. "I need him for sex."
"Do you have their address by any chance? We could send a strongly worded letter explaining our position and asking for Jaime's release."
"Excellent idea, but there's no time for that. We have to go after him ourselves." Emily raised her hand above her head with her finger extended. "Quickly! To the Slutmobile!"
Alyssa remained less enthusiastic. "You mean your mom's car?"
"Not this time, Allie. This time it's serious."
Emily grabbed Alyssa's hand and raced back to her house. She hummed action music to give them bonuses to speed and agility. Time was of the essence.
The girls dashed into Emily's garage. Alyssa still wasn't sure what to expect, but she kept pace with Emily as best she could.
There was a secret trapdoor at the back of the garage under a pile of junk. Emily shoved the offending boxes out of the way and dove headfirst down the revealed passage. Alyssa shrugged and hopped in after her.
Alyssa shrieked as her outfit was torn off by unseen forces. She was naked just long enough to give the audience a tantalizing view, then was reclothed in an entirely different outfit.
Emily was waiting for her at the bottom of the shaft. She now wore impossibly skin-tight, thigh-high boots that should have rendered her unable to move, but somehow left her mobility unrestricted. Very similar elbow-length gloves adorned her arms. She also sported a leather corset that only barely covered her nipples, and a mask that did little more than conceal the area immediately around her eyes.
Alyssa had been given an identical costume. She looked down at herself, then up at Emily. "Em? Is that you?"
"Of course it's me. How many girls did you follow down a secret tunnel just now? Use some logic."
"Sorry. It's just, I can't see the part of your face immediately around your eyes, and that's how we as humans identify each other."
"Yes, these tiny masks are ideal for concealing identities, aren't they?"
"Apparently so." Alyssa hesitated. "Hey, Em? Are we being superheroes?"
"Kinda. We never got a license, so officially we definitely are not. Unofficially, we have to save Jaime, rules be damned."
Alyssa gasped. "Ignoring the rules? That's so unlike you, Em. I don't like what this emergency has done to you."
"I know, baby girl. I know. But I'll do what has to be done."
"Alright. Then I guess I should too." Alyssa took a deep breath. "But I do have one more question."
"Shoot."
"Should we have bottoms with these costumes? My pussy and butt are, like, totally uncovered. As are yours."
Emily grinned. "No, this is correct. There's a very good reason why our pussies and asses are left bare."
"Shameless fanservice?"
"Ok, two reasons."
"To make sex easy and convenient?"
"Fine. Three reasons."
"Because you like showing off?"
"Four." Emily folded her arms. "Are you done yet?"
"No, but go ahead. I'll shut up."
"Good. 'Cause I think you're gonna like this."
Emily pulled a tarp off a car-shaped object in the middle of the underground bunker. Said object turned out to be a totally sweet car.
"Oh my god!" Alyssa said. "That's awesome!"
"Isn't it?"
"Does it have boobs painted on it?"
"Yup."
"And some kind of rocket engine thing on the back?"
"Naturally."
Alyssa lay across the hood of the car and hugged it. "I love this thing. It's so pink and shiny and curvy."
"Not unlike your mother," Emily observed. "Anyway, this is the Slutmobile."
"Yeah, I figured as much."
Emily opened the driver's side door, and Alyssa followed suit on the opposite side.
"Um, Em?" Alyssa said. "Why are there dildos sticking out of the seat?"
Emily grinned. "That's the best part! It's a cunning theft protection system."
"So not purely because you're sexually insatiable?"
"Not purely that, no."
Each seat had a nearly matching pair of beautiful, hand-crafted dildos jutting up. Emily sat down easily, allowing her pussy and ass to swallow perfectly positioned sex toys.
As soon as she'd gotten all comfy and snug with her two dildos fully inside her, the front dash sprang to life with colors and lights, and even a miniature fireworks show.
"Hello, Miss Emily," said a seductive, albeit slightly computer-sounding female voice.
"Hey, Slut," Emily said. "We're on a mission. Let's fire this puppy up."
"Certainly."
The car roared to life, making an incredibly satisfying revving noise and expelling a small jet of flame from the rear.
"Holy shit," Alyssa said. "This is so awesome. How come you've never driven this car before?"
"I told you," said Emily, "we never got the permits for doing super hero stuff. This is enough of an emergency that we'll just have to risk the wrath of The Bureaucracy." She patted the passenger seat. "Now come on, hop in. There's not a moment to spare, and we've already spared quite a few of the unspareable... we've unspared... shit, I lost my sentence there somewhere."
Alyssa knew what she meant, more or less. It took her a little bit longer than Emily to slide into her seat, but she was as quick as she could manage. It felt rather nice having her pussy and butt all filled while also getting a nice, low-level hum from the car's purr.
Emily pointed straight forward. "Ride like the wind, Slutmobile!"
"Yes, ma'am," said the car.
Alyssa was slightly concerned when the Slutmobile rocketed forward without Emily touching anything, but upon reflection, she was probably happier not to have Emily driving. It didn't take long at all for them both to go all gooey at the delicious feeling of the car's vibrations being transmitted up inside them via twin dildos.
"Miss Emily, may I ask where we're headed?" said Slutmobile.
"We're off to rescue Jaime, obviously."
"Very good. Where should I go to find him?"
Emily hesitated. She looked to Alyssa who simply shrugged, having no better idea herself.
"We're not exactly sure," said Emily. "We'll need you to hack into local cctv, satellites, and police radios to search for clues. Also the entire Littown cellphone network. And other cars. And-"



"Miss Emily," said Slutmobile, somehow with a computery exasperation in its voice, "none of those things are things I can do. Some of them don't even make sense."
"Well how are we supposed to track my brother down then?"
"We could drive around randomly and hope we stumble across that van," Alyssa suggested. "It had C.U.N.T. written on the side in big letters, so it should be pretty noticeable."
"Yes! Excellent observation, Allie," said Emily. "Slut, did you hear that?"
"I hear everything," said Slutmobile. "You're literally both yelling from inside me."
"Good. Then execute plan 'Drive Around Randomly.'"
"Very good, Miss Emily."
"And also turn up the vibrations a little."
"Yes, ma'am."
****
Meanwhile, in the past, Jaime had just been abducted. He was thrown on the floor of the cultists' van and held down as they drove off. He was then tied up securely, with a blindfold over his eyes, and basically left helpless and blind for the journey.
He really wished today hadn't been one of the days where he was dressed as a girl. He couldn't help feeling like he wouldn't have made such an easy damsel in distress if he hadn't dressed up for it.
It also made his predicament all the more embarrassing that he looked so much like girl, except for his cock which remained rock-hard despite his danger. Or perhaps because of it. His body had been conditioned to treat peril as a prelude to sex, after all.
The van eventually stopped, and Jaime was dragged into some kind of building. He was tied securely into a chair, then his blindfold was removed.
Three robed cultists stood before him. Their faces were all shrouded by their hoods, and they mumbled quietly to each other while watching him.
"So hey, excellent kidnapping," Jaime said. "Well done. Top notch. I don't suppose you'd mind telling me what this is all about, would you?"
The cultists went silent. They reached as one for their hoods.
Jaime shut his eyes and whispered to himself. "Please be hot girls, please be hot girls, please be hot girls..."
Upon opening his eyes again, he was relieved to see that-much like every other character in the story-the three kidnappers were indeed hot girls.
"Are we sure this is the guy," said one of them. "He looks like a girl."
"Yeah, that happens to me some days," Jaime said. "I'm definitely me, though."
"Of course it's him," said another. "He's a total deviant. Who else could have broken our totally unbreakable and foolproof spell?"
"I think you underestimated how foolish me and my family and friends are," Jaime said helpfully. "And how good we are at breaking things. It's a common mistake."
One of the cultist girls stepped forward. "We are the Consortium for Undoing-"
"Yeah, we've met," said Jaime. "Sort of."
"I am Jezebel," said the girl. "These are my colleagues, Miranda and Clarice."
"Uh, hey," said Jaime. "How's it going?"
"Oh, fine," said Miranda. "How about you?"
"Well... I don't mean to complain, but I've been kidnapped and tied to a chair, and I have a feeling it's only going to get worse for me."
Clarice nodded sympathetically. "Try and stay positive," she suggested. "When I'm feeling sad I-"
"Honest to fuck, ladies," Jezebel said. "He's our prisoner. He's ruined all our grand plans to save the town."
"Oh, right," said Miranda.
She and Clarice adopted stern expressions and folded their arms.
Jezebel shook her head. "The things I have to put up with."
"I know the feeling," Jaime said.
Jezebel sneered. "What do you know? You and your perverted shenanigans. You and your... your..."
"Sexy, sexy incest?"
Miranda and Clarice burst into muffled giggles.
"He said incest," Clarice squeaked.
"I know," Miranda hissed back. "So bad."
"Girls, shut the fuck up," Jezebel said tiredly. "He doesn't just say naughty words, he actually does those naughty things."
"It's true," Jaime said. "I do loads of incest. It's my favourite thing."
Miranda and Clarice gasped in scandalized delight. They wisely refrained from further commenting or giggling.
"I don't understand what the problem is," said Jaime. "I mean, why does it matter how much sex I have? Or who I have it with?"
Jezebel's eyes narrowed. "Don't you know how offensive that kind of attitude is toward those who like to impose their own morality on everyone else?"
"I honestly hadn't considered that, but I suppose-"
"What about people who would rather you didn't fuck your family members, or anyone else who happened to be nearby? Or people who would rather not see you naked and/or erect?"
"Um..." Jaime considered. "Are you one of those people?"
"Not really. But I think it's important to consider everyone's feelings, and to make sure everyone gets treated equally."
Jaime looked from Jezebel to her followers, then back. "So you lead your group of equality fighters? As their leader? Who is superior to them?"
"Yes."
"And you want to treat everyone equally by specifically punishing certain types of people?"
"Now you're getting it. I'm glad we cleared that up." Jezebel put her hands on her hips triumphantly. "Now, are you going to fall in line?"
Jaime sighed. "I'm afraid I can't. I love sex, and I love my sister. And my other sister. And my mom, and my aunt. And I really, really love fucking them. And also I love fucking lots of other girls too. I don't think I can give up doing what I love and living my life the way I want to just because you asked politely."
"I thought you might feel that way." Jezebel turned to Miranda and Clarice, who were doing their very best to look stern and imposing, and not like giggly, excited girls. "We'll just have to teach him a proper lesson after all."
Clarice clapped and bounced, unable to restrain herself. "Yay, our first lesson teaching. Our scary magic worked so well before I thought we'd never get to do the sexy stuff."
"Shush," Miranda hissed, still fully audible to everyone in the room. "We're not supposed to be excited about sexy stuff. That's the whole point."
"Oops."
Jezebel face palmed as her subordinates stripped out of their robes.
Jaime was starting to like where this was going. He'd been a little worried before, but as long as naked girls were involved, he knew he'd be just fine.
"Damn, you girls are hot," Jaime complimented Miranda and Clarice once they were basically unclothed. "I particularly like your pussies, tits, and butts. Those are my favourites just in general."
Clarice blushed and twirled some of her hair around her finger. "Aw, thanks. I really liked seeing you naked last time we met. Your cock was so pretty."
Miranda jabbed her. "Hey! No flirting. We're punishing him."
"But he's so sweet," Clarice pouted. "He said he liked my pussy and tits and butt. You and Jezzy never compliment me like that."
"You're right," Miranda said. "We should compliment you more. I really like your boobies too."
"You do?"
"Yeah."
Miranda played with Clarice's tits, which mollified her considerably.
Jezebel, meanwhile, was muttering to herself about having to do everything. She stripped Jaime naked, then tied him to a padded device shaped roughly like a sawhorse.
He was lain on his stomach with his limbs attached to each of the four legs. His cock hung free beneath him, and his face and butt were easily accessibly right at waist height.
"Em would love this thing," Jaime observed. "I don't suppose you'd tell me where you got it?"
But Jezebel wasn't paying him any attention. She was busy corralling her subordinates and chastising them vigourously for fondling one another when there was work to be done.
Jaime had limited head movement available, so he was taken by surprise when the three girls stepped back in front of him. Jezebel remained robed, but Miranda and Clarice had donned strapons.
"You're going to fuck me with strapons?" Jaime asked, somewhat incredulous.
"Yes," Jezebel declared triumphantly. "We're going to show you that sluttiness isn't good, and that your wanton sexual ways need to be amended."
"Yeah," said Miranda. "What she said."
"Fine, fine," said Jaime. "It's just... when my sisters fuck me, they usually use much bigger dildos. I thought you might want to reconsider your plan, is all."
This confused Miranda and Clarice, who began whispering urgently amongst themselves. Jezebel was implacable.
"Trying to trick us, are you?" Jezebel said with narrowed eyes. "Trying to get out of having your throat and butthole used roughly and painfully?"
"Actually-"
"You think we'd fall for such an obvious ruse? I've seen comedies. Any time a man is faced with the possibility of having a strapon used on him, he will run away in sheer terror. That's why we've tied you down securely. There will be no chance of escaping your fate."
"Actually," said Miranda nervously, "sometimes in those totally factual comedy movies, it is later implied that the man was anally violated in a way he didn't enjoy, which is ok to laugh at since society dictates that it's hilarious when men are sexual victims. Such as, for instance, jokes about prison rape."
Jezebel glared. "Ok, that's true. But it's all much the same. The point is for this pervert to not enjoy his punishment, and to later reform his ways."
Jaime tried again to help his captors. "Can I just suggest-"
"You may not," said Jezebel. "Girls, get to work."
Miranda and Clarice eagerly assumed their positions in front and back of a tied down and naked Jaime. They shoved their respective dildos into his mouth and ass at the same time, and commenced energetically fucking him.
Jaime actually kind of enjoyed their efforts. He was used to strapons wielded with the size and force to totally destroy his insides. These girls were adorable in comparison. They didn't so much as bruise a kidney, despite their best efforts.
He had to be slapped awake later after he dozed off. He'd been lured to sleep by the comforting and cozy double penetration.
"See?" said Jezebel. "He can't take it. He already passed out."
Jaime tried to explain that he'd fallen asleep rather than passed out. He definitely had enough experience with both to know the difference. His mouth was full of dildo, however, and he couldn't make himself understood.
So the pegging continued. The cultists thought they were doing an excellent job sexually torturing their prisoner, and Jaime got some more lovely, snuggly nap time in. Everyone came out a winner in their own minds, which was nice.
The faint sound of a rocket powered vehicle was the only warning any of them got before a car-shaped hole appeared in the wall, preceded by a car-shaped car. Emily and Alyssa were projected out of their totally sweet ride by ejector seats, and managed to land in badass poses like they'd totally meant to do that.
Jaime awoke from a pleasant dream about being fucked by two hot girls to find that, in reality, two hot girls had just stopped fucking him. Miranda and Clarice were frozen with shock, strapons buried firmly inside his mouth and ass.
"Oh come on!" Jezebel said. "How could you possibly have found us? Our hideout was foolproof."
Emily shrugged. "We checked facebook. We found a new picture with two girls we didn't recognize fucking Jaime while he was all tied up, and it was easy enough to get your location from there."
Jezebel glared and Miranda and Clarice, who contrived to appear meek and innocent. "Are you kidding me?"
"See?" Miranda muttered. "I told you posting selfies on facebook was a bad idea."
"But how else will all our friends and also various strangers know all the personal details of our lives?" Clarice whined. "That's the only way I know to bond with my fellow humans."
"I'll deal with you two later," Jezebel said in an ominous tone. She jabbed a finger at Emily and Alyssa, who were in the midst of trying out different heroic poses. "As for you, don't think you've won. I'll be back stronger than ever."
"You will?" asked Emily. "It's just... you're still here, is all. So you can't really be back unless-"
She was interrupted by a sudden bright explosion and a cloud of smoke. When the room cleared again, the cultists were gone.
"Huh," said Alyssa. "We didn't even get to fight."
"That's ok," Emily said. "I don't have any idea how to fight anyway. I'm mostly good at looking wicked fuckable in this costume."
"Well you're doing a great job," Alyssa said. "I've kinda wanted to eat out your ass ever since I first saw you dressed up like that. And the posing's only making me hornier."
Emily beamed. "Thanks. Do you think it works better when I stand front-on to show off my pussy, or kinda side-on to give a little peek at my butt?"
"You mean for looking sexy, or intimidating? Because-"
"Hey, girls?" Jaime said. "I don't mean to be a bother, but I am actually still tied down pretty securely over here."
"Oh, right. The rescue," Emily said. "I nearly forgot." However, as soon as she got a closer look at her brother's predicament, all thoughts of untying him vanished entirely. "Ooh, this is neat."
"Yeah, I thought you might like it," Jaime said.
"I do. Look at that. Your cute little boy holes are at the perfect height, and you can't move or squirm around or anything. And your cock's even hanging down here for some fun play time."
Emily gently milked Jaime's cock while caressing his butt. She couldn't help herself. She stuck a glove-covered finger in her mouth and sucked on it a bit, then probed his tight but well exercised asshole.
Alyssa fingered herself a bit while watching. "How'd you know it was us, anyway?" she asked Jaime. "We've got perfect disguises on. You can't even see the areas directly around our eyes."
"Oh, that," said Jaime. "I mean, for one thing, my penis alerted me when my sister was near, as it often does when it hasn't been inside her for over an hour."
"Sure," said Alyssa. "That makes perfect sense."
"Also, you two may have hidden your eye-areas, but you left your pussies completely exposed. Do you really think I can't identify you solely by your sweet cunts?"
"Aww," said Emily. "You're such a perfect boy. Always paying attention to the important things in my life. Like my pussy. And sometimes my feelings and hopes and dreams and whatever other junk I got going on."
"That is super romantic," Alyssa agreed. "Most guys would spend way too much time listening and caring about what you say to memorize all the fine nuances of your vagina."
"Right?" said Emily. "I think that deserves a good reward fuck."
"I don't suppose this fuck will involve me getting inside either of you, will it?" Jaime asked without much hope.
As it turned out, it kind of did.
Emily got out her strapon from its storage area in her bum, and wasn't long at all setting up to pound some brother-butt. Her wrecking of Jaime's ass was even more intense than usual at first, since his internal organs had become complacent after the sloppy workmanship of his previous peggers. His insides took quite a thorough beating until his organs all hid themselves away again and left more room for Emily to pound away.
Alyssa, by contrast, slipped beneath Jaime and played with his cock. She batted at it like a cat toy at first, just for fun. After that she sucked on his penis in a much more normal and civilized manner.
Neither girl seemed to care that they were using Jaime as their personal sex toy in the midst of the enemy hideout. He was just strapped into such a nice, convenient position for fucking and sucking that it was hard to think about the potential negatives of the situation.
Jaime eventually came, thanks to his sister's butt pounding and Alyssa's expert suckmanship. Alyssa didn't feel like taking a full load, since her excellent costume wouldn't fit anymore if she let her tummy engorge too much with all the sperm he expelled. She got a good few mouthfuls, then let the rest of the cum spill over her tits and cascade down her body to the floor.
The waterfall of cum pooled wider and deeper on the floor. It got to be so distracting for Emily and Alyssa that they abandoned Jaime altogether and went off to play and splash around in his mess.
"Uh... guys?" Jaime said. "I'm still tied up. Em? Allie? Hello?"
But the girls weren't listening. They were too busy playing with some toy boats they'd found and discussing the finer strategic nuances of their new cum-fleet. There was, fortunately, no shortage of semen to crew their ships.
After that, they took turns holding their buttholes open with their fingers and seeing how much cum the other could poor in. They were held back by only having their hands to scoop with, but they made do. Emily managed to open her bum wider, and thus take more of a load, but that was really only to be expected.
They eventually remembered they were meant to be rescuing Jaime, and he was finally untied. By that time, his butt had almost managed to close up again after the severe wreckage inflicted by his loving and caring sister.
Getting back in the Slutmobile was a bit tricky since it only had two seats, and Jaime's anatomy didn't respond well to taking the requisite pair of dildos.
Alyssa ended up driving, which was to say she sat in the driver's seat and told the car where to go. Emily sat in the passenger seat with Jaime in her lap. Once the girls were all snugly settled with their pussies and butts full of sex toys, Jaime was seated atop his sister and they proceeded back home.
Emily couldn't help reaching around and playing with Jaime's dick along the way. It was so nice to cuddle with him while stroking his lovely, thick brother-cock. The car-powered vibrations running up through her sex holes made it even better.
"Em, you know we're in a car and everyone can see us, right?" Jaime said.
"Nah, Slutmobile has sex-stealth technology," Emily said. "We're totally fine, even though it looks like you're exposed since you're sitting so high up and your cock should be prominently visible through the window. None of those people outside can see you getting a handjob from your sister."
"Sex-stealth technology?"
"Yeah, you know, special technology to keep your sex stealthy. Don't you know anything about cars?"
"Apparently not."
They got back safe and sound to the underground garage without anyone noticing anything at all sexual or incestuous. Overall, it had certainly been the most successful superhero mission yet. Not to mention the only one.
"I guess we gotta take our costumes off now, huh," said Alyssa. "It's too bad, though. I was kinda enjoying wearing it. Made me feel sexy."
"Probably because your pussy and ass were hanging out," Emily observed wisely. "I enjoy that part too."
"That is very nice to look at," Jaime concurred. "And also the ridiculously, impossibly skin tight gloves and thigh-high boots, and the corsets that leave most of your boobies exposed. You both look very sexy and slutty."
Emily and Alyssa clasped their hands behind their backs and posed shyly.
"You really think we look sexy and slutty in these outfits?" Emily asked.
"Absolutely," Jaime said. "I mean, you're already the sexiest and sluttiest sister and neighbour girl that a boy could ever ask for, but I think the outfits really emphasize those qualities in a way that regular clothes don't."
Alyssa blushed and toyed nervously with her hair. "That's so sweet of you to notice."
"It really is," Emily said. "It's nice to have our efforts appreciated when we dress up."
After posing for Jaime a little more and taking some commemorative pictures, the girls finally stripped and sent their costumes off to the cleaners.
The three beautiful, naked teenagers climbed the exit ladder back to the Nallister's backyard. Emily went first, and her butt was stared at very thoroughly by Jaime on the way up, who in turn was stared at by Alyssa.



Jaime had some trouble since his hard cock kept getting caught on the ladder rungs, but he struggled along anyway.
"Well, it looks like we missed school today," Alyssa said.
"That's too bad," Emily said. "Today might have been the day one of us learned something."
"Yeah, but probably not," Jaime said. "So I wouldn't worry about it."
"So what should we do now?" Alyssa asked.
"Hm," Emily said thoughtfully. "Good question. Maybe let's hang out at your house. You know, because our mom is a prude right now while yours is more of a slut."
"That seems reasonable," Alyssa agreed. "Slutty moms are way more fun to be around than prudish moms."
They traipsed over to Alyssa's yard. Alyssa was in the lead, and she stopped short while going by the kitchen window. This resulted in Jaime running into her and his cock nearly going straight up her butthole, though it just barely missed.
"Oh damn," Alyssa said reverently.
Through the window, her mom could be seen doing some baking. That wouldn't have been all that interesting, except that Karen was naked except for an apron, and had bent over to check something in the oven. Her apron did nothing at all to cover her from that angle, and her pussy and ass were displayed beautifully for the three peeping pervs.
Alyssa, Jaime, and Emily all stared unabashedly at the erotic baking show they'd discovered. Karen didn't seem at all concerned with the possibility that someone might see her in her state of undress, and made no move to put on some clothes or cover up. She just kept right on going with her barely covered boobies and totally uncovered ass, occasionally wiping her hands on her apron and accidentally revealing her pussy too.
The girls started fingering themselves while watching, and Jaime stroked his dick. It was quite fun masturbating while spying on one of their own mothers while she was unaware. However, they had second thoughts about what they were doing and were terribly ashamed at doing something so morally wrong and incorrect.
"What are we doing?" Emily said in sudden frustration. "This isn't right."
"No," said Jaime, "it certainly isn't."
Jaime took his hands off his cock and put one on each of the girls' wet little slits instead. He fingered them while they each grabbed his cock and stroked it for him.
"There," said Emily. "That's better. I don't know what we were thinking."
They all felt more comfortable now that they were masturbating each other instead of themselves. They kept right on watching until Karen finally happened to notice them.
"Alyssa?" Karen said. "What are you and your friends doing out there?"
"Just spying on you and playing with ourselves, Mom," Alyssa called back. "You look so sexy we couldn't help it."
"Well thank you, sweetie. But I really didn't dress up at all."
"We know, Mom. That's what's so hot."
Karen blushed, but also looked terribly pleased with herself. "Why don't you all come in. I should have some after-school snacks ready soon."
Alyssa padded naked into the kitchen, followed closely by Jaime and Emily, also naked. Karen's eyes locked hungrily on Jaime's stiff cock as he sat down, then she tried to pretend like she hadn't been checking out her daughter's barely legal friend.
"So I got a bit carried away," Karen said. "And I probably baked way too much. Help yourself to anything you want. I was just about to frost the brownies since they're cool enough now."
Emily grinned wickedly. "I have a better idea. How about you and Allie go play. You know. Incestuously." Emily winked like she was being sly rather than as obvious as a rampaging hippopotamus. "And me and Jai can whip up some 'frosting'."
As though her level of subtlety weren't low enough, Emily air-quoted the word 'frosting' several times, and also nudged Jaime conspiratorially. He had a sneaking suspicion that his cum was going to be involved. It usually was.
"That's very nice of you," Karen said. "It would be nice to have some lovely, innocent, mother daughter bonding time."
"More like bondage time, am I right?" Emily held her hand up for a high-five, but was promptly ignored.
Alyssa rather liked the idea, despite Emily's efforts to overly sexualize it. She took her mother's hand and led her back outside. "Come on, Mommy. Let's go 'play.'"
"Sure, baby," Karen said. "Anything you want."
"Excellent," Emily said once she and Jaime were alone. "Now for my super secret sexy plan."
"Is you super duper secret sexy plan just to coat various baked goods in my cum?" Jaime asked.
Emily squealed. "You read my mind! Truly we are the greatest, most lovingest couple of all time ever!"
Jaime thought about pointing out that anything food related around her tended to involve his cum, but decided against it. She was having a good time. That was the important thing.
Emily scrounged up the largest mixing bowl she could find. It wasn't nearly big enough to hold a full load from Jaime, but it would have to do.
They then proceeded to have a lovely sibling fuck fest in their neighbours' kitchen. It wasn't really good manners to pound each other and spray sexual juices all over the floor and counters without so much as asking whether Karen or Alyssa would like to join them, but hopefully their culinary efforts would make up for the breach in etiquette.
Jaime destroyed Emily's pussy, then her ass, then her pussy again. He finished off with a nice, firm throat-fucking, then pulled out just in time to erupt like a volcano, spewing cum all over the ceiling.
Emily did her best to catch the falling sperms in the mixing bowl. She didn't have a great success rate, but luckily there was so much tasty goo going everywhere that she got her bowl filled right to the brim anyway.
"You don't think they'll mind having cum splattered over literally everything in their kitchen, do you?" Jaime asked.
Emily looked around the room. "I can't imagine why. Looks good to me."
"Pretend you're not a total cum slut for a second."
"I don't follow."
"Like, pretend you're someone else. Someone who doesn't want to be surrounded by and covered in your brother's cum all day every day."
Emily stared blankly. "I still don't understand what you mean."
"Nevermind. Silly idea anyway. I'll just try and clean up a bit while you're working."
She shrugged. "Suit yourself. I got what I need."
Emily ignored Jaime as he tried to mop up the ceiling. He was so silly sometimes.
She put on an apron for the passive bonus to cookery it provided, and also because it looked sexy when she was naked underneath it. Then she got out some recipe books and studied them intently.
"What the hell are doing?" Jaime asked. "We both know you're just going to spread pure cum all over Alyssa's Mom's baked goods."
"Shush," Emily said. "I'm doing important baking things."
"Sure you are, babe."
After skimming through some very helpful recipes, Emily carefully scooped cum from the collection bowl and spread it over the pan of brownies. She made a nice, thick, smooth layer worthy of a professional cake decorator, except with her brother's spunk instead of icing.
She did the same to a cake that had cooled in the interim, and again had fantastic results. She ended up covering basically all the baked goods in cum, then cut them up and made a nice presentation on a large serving plate. The only exception were the cookies, which she brought large dish of cum with for dipping instead of trying to coat them.
"Alright, all done," Emily said. "And I'm hungry, so let's go snack."
She took off her apron and picked up her laden tray of baked goods.
"You got a bunch of cum left over though," Jaime pointed out. "Are you really just gonna leave it here?"
"Oh shit, no, of course not. What a dreadful waste that would be. Thank goodness I brought you with me, Jai. I don't know what I'd do without you sometimes."
"Well," said Jaime. "You'd probably-"
But it was too late. Emily didn't really want an answer. She was already propping herself upside-down against the counter, with her shoulders on the floor and butt sticking up as close to vertical she could manage.
"Grab a couple funnels," Emily instructed.
"Sure," Jaime said. "I can't imagine anyone would complain about their cooking equipment being used for sexual purposes."
"Exactly. I didn't think so either."
Jaime stuck a funnel in Emily's ass, and another in her cunt. He slowly poured cum into each funnel and waited for it to drain away inside his sister, then poured more. Before long, the last of it was gone.
"There, that's better," Emily said. As per usual, she felt much better when she had some brother-cum stored up safely inside her, as well as making sure none of it was going to waste. Except for all the mess they'd made around the kitchen. But that had been an unavoidable risk.
The siblings went outside while carrying far, far too many snacks for four people. Karen was lying on her tummy in her lounger, sunbathing nude as she'd always enjoyed. Alyssa was nowhere to be seen.
"Hey, where'd Allie go?" Emily asked. "She needs to try some of this. We worked hard on making delicious and healthy snacks."
Jaime nudged Emily, then nodded to Karen's big, milfy ass. "I think she's probably curled up in her favourite place."
Emily frowned. "What, on her mom's butt?"
"Close. Wrong preposition though."
Jaime walked over and delicately pulled Karen's butthole open with his fingers. "Hey, Allie," he called. "You in there?"
A moment later, Alyssa's head popped out. She blinked in the bright sunlight after having adjusted to a much darker area. "What?"
"There you are," Jaime said. "I told Em you probably would be."
Emily had her hands over her mouth and her eyes widened in pure delight. Alyssa snuggling inside her mom's large, cuddly bottom was so sexy and beautiful, and it kind of made her envious since Christine wasn't the sort of mother who would allow that kind of behaviour these days.
"Ooh, snacks," Alyssa said. "I don't suppose one you would mind feeding me? I'm not sure I can get my arms out."
Jaime was perfectly happy to help her out. He didn't want to eat most of the things anyway, since they were covered in his jizz. He did nibble at some relatively un-messed cookies, but mostly left the cum-sluttery to Emily and Alyssa, and even Karen seemed to quite enjoy the sexy treats.
It didn't take Emily long before she was only licking the cummy frosting off the brownies and pieces of cake, then trying to pass the denuded snacks off to her brother. Jaime didn't like to encourage that sort of behaviour, but he was also fairly hungry since he rarely got a chance to eat anything, so the system kind of worked itself out.
Once Emily's desire for cum was sated, which in her case never really receded beyond a dull ache for more, she began eyeing Karen's butt with increasing envy. She didn't have much restraint at the best of times, and she soon enough pushed Jaime out of the way and positioned herself to dive in.
"Out of the way, Allie," Emily said.
"Um, ok, but-" Alyssa said. She interrupted herself with a loud squeal of indignation as Emily shoved her all the back inside her mommy.
Emily shoved her head in after her friend with typical lack of forethought or planning. She managed to get about halfway up Karen's ass before she got stuck. She kicked and pushed, but couldn't get enough leverage to squeeze any further up the tight, overladen hole.
"You girls play nice back there," Karen admonished.
A muffled reply came back from deep inside her. It might have been a contrite apology for all she could tell.
Jaime stared at his sister's tight little ass wiggling in frustration. He'd been trained to recognize it as a signal that she wasn't currently being sufficiently fucked. In this case, it was for reasons of being trapped, but that didn't stop his instinctive reaction.
He pulled Emily's butt plug out halfway, then played with it a bit, letting it stretch out her hole as it came out, then popping it back in. She calmed down as her ass was toyed with. Any kind of incestuous, sexy fun always helped her relax, no matter the circumstances.
Jaime eventually set Emily's plug aside and instead licked and fingered her sweet butthole. Even though they'd literally just finished fucking like ten minutes ago, he had an overwhelming need to stuff her bum full of brother-cock.
So he did.
Emily's ass opened up eagerly as his mighty, thrusting cock speared her from behind. Her loud moan of sheer ecstasy was clearly audible even from outside the mommy-bum she was trapped in.
The frantic ass-fucking, while amazingly sensual on its own merits, also had the benefit of helping to push Emily deeper inside Karen. She slipped further in until her butt had passed Karen's anal ring, and Jaime was effectively pounding two beautiful asses at the same time.
Emily legs entered more easily, and she had soon gone too far for Jaime to fuck her any longer. He consoled himself by continuing to anally violate Karen, whose butthole had tightened back up nicely after Emily was through.
Some movement and rearranging went on inside Karen's bottom. She chastised the girls again, since they really weren't being very respectful. It was quite rude to get rowdy while occupying someone else's ass.
"Settle down, you two," Karen said, prodding at her tummy in an attempt to locate one of the girls. "And you better not be making a mess in there, or you'll be cleaning it up."
Only some very quiet and muffled giggling escaped from within as a response.
Once the girls had adjusted their positions, Jaime felt a pair of wet little tongues sneaking licks of his cock. He slowed his pace to give Emily and Alyssa more of a chance to lick and suck him, while not entirely giving up on fucking Alyssa's mom's butt.
Jaime savoured his unique opportunity to enjoy single-anal, double-oral action. It wasn't something he got a chance to do very often, partly because even one sexy girl climbing up inside a motherly butthole was physically impossible enough, let alone two of them simultaneously.
It was a nice, gentle, fourway fuckathon. Karen remained relaxed and compliant for her anal massage, and may have been lulled to sleep due to how cozy and comforting the slower pace was, if not for the unruly girls in her butt.
Emily and Alyssa kept squirming around as they playfully argued over whose turn it was to suck Jaime off, or sometimes flipped themselves over to get their pussies and asses in on the action.
Messing around with three sexy girls at the same time made Jaime's eventual orgasm bigger and more powerful than usual. Emily had tried to sneakily take the first of his load up her cunt, and indeed she did get a lovely ovary-basting, but the flow was so strong she squirted off her brother's dick and nearly got lost down Karen's intestines. Alyssa managed to grab on to her, and they clung together against the raging, battering flood of cum.
Karen groaned as she was filled beyond capacity, whilst having already been filled beyond capacity. Cum flooded everywhere inside her, suffocating the girls and stretching out her tummy, boobies, and butt cheeks, and even some of her less sexy bits. She had to clap a hand over her mouth and nose as cum threatened to spray out of them.
When Jaime was finished, Karen appeared an inflated, over-sexualized parody of herself. A small river of semen spewed out of her ass as he pulled out, but her butthole closed up quickly enough that very little was wasted.
A moment later, Alyssa's head burst out of her mother's asshole. She gasped for breath, and a copious layer of cum covered every single bit of her face and hair.
"Well, aren't you a mess," Jaime said.
Alyssa stuck her tongue out at him, and it was just as cum-sodden as the rest of her. "Someone tried to drown us in cum."
"And was it fun?"
"Very nice, thank you. It's actually very warm and cozy in here. There's all this surrounding pressure, plus I'm inside Mommy. It's like being a fetus again. A sexy, eighteen year old and totally legal fetus."
Jaime considered. "And that's a good thing, is it?"
"Well... no. That thought's kinda gross in hindsight. But being nestled in a cummy pressure cooker in Mommy's bum is definitely an amazing experience. I highly recommend it."
"I'll pass, thanks."
"Suit yourself." Alyssa tried moving her head to look around, but had a very limited ranged of motion. "You think Em's alright in there?"
"Literally drowning in cum? I can't imagine anywhere she'd be more in her element."
Emily popped her head out a few moments later, even more cum-soaked and bedraggled than Alyssa. She sucked air in greedily after having been denied it for so long.
"This is the best!" Emily said between gasps.
"Isn't it?" Alyssa said. "Who knew mommy butts could be so versatile and cozy?"
"I had my suspicions," Emily said seriously.
The girls, with their heads squished together from both sticking out of a butthole at the same time, helpfully licked each other's face clean. When they were done, they almost looked like girls again, rather than bizarre, ass-invading cum monsters.
"You two gonna stay in there a while?" Jaime asked.
"Of course I am!" Emily said, as though the question were absurd. "You don't think I'd really abandon my chance to cuddle with Allie, her sexy mom, and your even sexier cum all at the same time, do you?"
"Not when you put it that way," Jaime admitted. He patted Emily's head. "You have fun, then. I'll be here when you're ready to get out."
"Ha! You'll be waiting a long time for that."
Emily wriggled back inside Karen's butt, leaving only Alyssa's head poking out. Alyssa moaned and cooed as Emily licked and played with her inside their shared cum bath.
Eventually Alyssa had to dive back in as well so she could fight back. The girls playfully cum-wrestled and fingered each other's slippery little pussies.
Jaime took the opportunity to relax and sunbathe next to Karen. It was kind of nice to just lie out in the sun without any sexy girls bouncing on his cock. It was quite a novelty for him.
Every now and then, Emily or Alyssa would pop their heads out long enough to take a few gasping breaths, then dive right back in. Jaime smiled at the way they played and enjoyed themselves. It was such innocent fun, reminiscent of a more civilized era.
Karen occasionally reached over and stroked Jaime's cock, and he in turn fondled her large, cum-inflated titties. It wasn't really sexual, though, and they didn't let it affect their casual, relaxing sunbathing time. It was more a way of exchanging social pleasantries without talking.
Only when it started getting dark out and the girls still hadn't surfaced did Jaime finally decide he had to take action. They couldn't stay out all night, after all.
"Hey, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom?" Jaime said. "Do you think I could please face fuck you a little?"
Karen smiled. "That's very polite of you to ask so nicely. How could I say no?"
"Mom raised me to be very respectful of ladies I wanted to stick my penis in," Jaime said. "Or to just bend them over and fuck them, if it seems like too much trouble."
Karen nodded. "Very wise, your mom."
Jaime very respectfully grabbed hold of Karen's head and shoved his cock down her throat. Her eyes watered and drool leaked out from the corners of her mouth as she was professionally face-fucked. Her throat got quite a work out, and she had to gasp for air at any little chance she got.
"You've got such a nice cocksucking mouth, Mrs. Alyssa's Mom," Jaime groaned. "I see where Allie gets it from."
"Unnnhhh hhuuuhh nnyuuh," said Karen.
"You should be proud," Jaime agreed. "She's grown into quite the sexy little fuck toy. You did good as a mother."
Jaime kept pounding Karen's throat until he came. Her lips sealed vacuum-tight around his shaft as a volcano of hot semen erupted within her and increased the already considerable pressure on her body. She inflated a bit more, but she just couldn't handle two full loads of cum as well the pair of sexy girls inside her.



Cum burst out of Karen's ass in a constant fountain as she was simply unable to hold her butt closer any longer. Alyssa shot out of her mother's ass in the sudden deluge, followed closely by Emily. The girls slid across the lawn and finally stopped when they hit the fence.
"There, that got them out," Jaime said.
He finished up inside Karen, which involved his cum running through her as fast as it could be pumped in. The spray from her ass kept knocking Alyssa and Emily down as they tried to stand up on the slippery lawn and make their way back.
Jaime was finally spent, and the cum fountain slowed down as Karen deflated and was more or less emptied out. Half the yard was a gooey swamp by that point, and the girls nearly drowned a few times before they got back to safer ground.
"That was so awesome!" Emily said. "It was like a sweet water slide, only with cum instead of water."
"And my mom's ass instead of a slide," Alyssa added.
"Can we go again?" Emily asked. "Pleeease?"
Her features were totally obscured by dripping sperm, so her pleading puppy eyes didn't have the same effect they usually did. However, she still had Jaime wrapped around her finger sufficiently that he couldn't say no.
"Alright," he said. "But just one more ride. Then we really have to go get cleaned up before Mom wonders where we are."
Emily clapped excitedly. "Thanks, bro. You're the best."
She gave Jaime a big hug and kiss, which were both a little too gooey for his taste. Then she and Alyssa clambered back inside Karen for round two.
It took a while to set up, since the whole plan was based around getting Jaime off another two times after he'd already cum twice. Luckily, having three beautiful sluts all working his shaft in perfect synchronization helped the process alone nicely.
Karen's ass remained as snug and cuddly a cock toy as ever, while Emily and Alyssa dedicatedly used all the tools at their disposal from within. Tongues, pussies, boobies, hands, buttholes, and even their feet, which Jaime thought was weird, but hey, some people enjoy that sort of thing.
Once he came again and filled Karen's bum up with the primer load, Jaime once again fucked her face so he could cum down her throat. He made sure to ask politely beforehand, of course. Even though she'd said yes last time, it was important to always get consent and treat women with respect. In hindsight, he probably should have asked before using her body as an anal cum ride in the first place, but he couldn't be expected to think of everything.
Jaime unloaded in Karen again, and again the girls went flying in a fit of joyful shrieking and giggling. They raced back to him, or rather slid and tripped their way back as rapidly as they could manage. They and the lawn were goopier than ever.
"Again! Again!" Emily cried, with Alyssa firmly concurring at her side.
"I said-"
"Pleeease," the girls chorused.
"Fine," Jaime said. "Once more."
In fact, it was several more rounds before they finally stopped. The girls were having too much fun to quit, and they were adamant in taking another ride, then another. Every fresh cum explosion from Alyssa's mom's butt was an undiminished thrill for them.
They only gave in and called it quits when Jaime simply couldn't cum anymore. He'd actually gone soft, which was distressing for everyone involved, even though it was fully understandable. There were only so many Pacific Oceans worth of cum a boy could be expected to produce in one afternoon.
Not that Emily and Alyssa didn't try their best. They licked, sucked, and stroked Jaime's poor, abused cock to try and coax some more life into it. They rubbed their cummy boobies on it, and Emily made a valiant effort at stuffing it into her pussy, all to no avail.
"Sorry, Em," Jaime said. "I promise you're still the sexiest girl ever, even in your spooky ghost costume, but that was too many times all at once. I can't fuck at all right now."
Emily pouted, though no one could tell through all the cum dripping down her face. "I guess it's ok. We had our fun." She brightened. "And we could maybe try again tomorrow or something. Thanks for doing as much as you could, anyway. It was very sweet of you to fuck and cum inside Alyssa's mom so many times just to make us happy."
"Yeah," Alyssa agreed. "Thanks for using my mom like a cum storage unit and amusement park ride. Very noble and generous of you."
Jaime nodded seriously. "That's just the kind of sacrifice I'm willing to make. I should get a medal, honestly."
The girls dove on Jaime and kissed and hugged him as further thanks and proof of their affections. He wasn't able to fend both of them off at the same time, and ended up getting quite gooey with his own used cum.
Emily and Alyssa weren't so rude as to leave him in such a state, and kindly licked him clean again with their little pink tongues. It took a while to finish him, then longer still to clean each other off afterward, but they were tough and persevered, and ended up with bellies full of tasty, yummy cum as reward for their diligence.
After everyone was cleaned up, Emily and Alyssa exchanged the traditional girls' parting ceremony of rubbing their tits together and patting each other's butt.
Since the yard was a full cum swamp by this time, Jaime had to hire a gondola to ferry him and Emily back to their house. It was a lovely romantic boat ride to end their exciting visit with their neighbours.
They walked hand in hand into their house, still fully naked. They'd been too preoccupied to remember that they had to sneak around their mother, and were almost immediately caught.
"What is going on here?!" Christine demanded. "Why are my two super hot children naked?! And coming home so late after skipping school, no less."
Jaime and Emily each guiltily let go of the other's hand and tried to cover themselves as best they could with no clothes.
"Sorry, Mommy," Jaime said.
"Sorry? You're sorry? Being naked around each other is literally the worst thing siblings could ever do! It could lead to..." Christine shuddered, then composed herself. "It could lead to incest."
Emily and Jaime shivered as well, though in their case it was a far more pleasant physical reaction as they recalled all the incesty fun times they'd shared.
"That's nonsense," Jaime said. "If Em and I were doing any incests, then I would obviously be hard right now because we're both naked together and she is the absolute hottest piece of ass in town."
"Aw, thanks, bro."
Christine narrowed her eyes and examined her son's penis carefully. It was totally flaccid, which could only mean he was telling the truth and there was nothing inappropriate going on between him and his sister.
"Well then how do you explain your lack of clothing, and also my other complaints that I don't feel like listing again?"
Jaime didn't have any explanation that didn't lead to further interrogation, but luckily Emily was on the case.
Emily cleared her throat, cracked her knuckles, then burst into tears. "Oh, Mommy!" She dove at Christine and buried her face in her mother's ample cleavage. "It was horrible! It was a bully!"
"A bully?" Christine asked skeptically.
"Mmhm. A bully took our clothes and wouldn't give them back, even though we needed them for school. It was especially heartbreaking because of how dedicated we are to our studies and education."
"Yeah," Jaime said. "We like... you know... math? Math's a school thing, right? Oh, and history. Very dedicated to it."
Jaime silently congratulated himself on a well-orated supporting point to Emily's cunning ruse.
"That's right, Mommy," Emily sobbed. "We didn't learn even one history today. Because of the aforementioned bully. Then we had to walk all the way home without letting anyone see us because it would have been so embarrassing and illegal. And not at all incredibly hot or enjoyable."
"Well!" said Christine. "I shall certainly be having a long conversation with your principal if that sort of behaviour is going on at school. I can't have my helpless little children be subjected to nudity and the interruption of their studies."
"Yeah, that'd be awful, alright," Jaime said. "We mustn't allow it to continue."
"Indeed we mustn't," Christine concurred. "But for right now, let's just run you two a nice, soothing bath and get you all cleaned up. Poor Emily looks like someone's spit all over her."
Emily looked down at herself. Traces of Alyssa's saliva were still present after the lovely tongue-bath she'd been given.
Christine picked up her children and cradled them lovingly in her arms as she dragged them off to the bathtub. Jaime instinctively tried to suckle at her breast, but she was still clothed so he didn't get very far.
After running a nice, hot bath, Christine carefully sat Emily in the tub at one end, and Jaime at the other. She then rolled up her sleeves and began scrubbing her bedraggled children.
Both Jaime and Emily thoroughly enjoyed being rubbed all over by their loving mommy, even though it was a totally maternal thing and not at all sexual. Jaime's cock hardened in a platonic way as he stared down Christine's top while she bent over to wash him. Likewise for Emily's pussy warming up as she also perved on their mother.
Luckily, Christine was too focused on bathing her children to notice how horny she was making them. It could have been a disaster otherwise.
Christine did, however, note the presence of Emily's butt plug when she turned her kids over to wash their backsides.
"Emily! What is that?!"
Emily, who was so used to wearing her plug that she didn't even register it as not being a normal part of her body, craned her neck to try and figure out what her mom was seeing. Jaime had to come to the rescue.
"That's just some butt jewelry, Mom," he said. "Nothing to worry about."
"Nothing to worry about?! My precious, innocent little baby girl has been wandering around with a sex toy up her bum and you tell me there's nothing to worry about?"
"You're so old fashioned," Jaime said. "Maybe back in your day, like four years ago or whatever, girls only used their bums for sexual purposes. These are modern times. Girls can use their buttholes for style, just like getting their ears pierced, or getting tattoos, or whatever."
"That's right," Emily agreed, happily seizing upon the clever excuse her brother had come up with. "I wear a pretty jeweled heart on my butt because of how cute it looks, and also because of how much I love my family."
Christine couldn't stay mad at such a pure symbol of familial affection. Even though it still looked very much like Emily was wearing a butt plug, she had to admit that it was impossible to keep up with all the teenage trends that popped up.
For all Christine knew, all the girls were wearing bum jewelry these days. If that was so, then Emily's display of love for her family was probably actually quite wholesome and adoring, rather than a sign that her daughter was a total slut. Unbeknownst to her, it was a mixture of both.
"I suppose that's ok," Christine said. "I wouldn't want to stop you expressing yourself. Just as long as it's not a disgusting sexual thing."
Emily couldn't help getting quite offended at the way her mother was implying that sticking things up one's butt could in any way be disgusting. "What are you-"
Jaime hurried to cut her off. "Of course it's not anything disgusting, Mom. Just some perfectly ordinary butt jewelry, like all the cool kids are wearing."
Christine nodded. "That's fine then. But I'll need to take it out for now, until you're all cleaned up."
With that, she popped Emily's butt plug out, leaving a beautifully gaping bumhole in its wake. She examined the plug closely.
"Are you sure this isn't a butt plug?" she asked. "It looks an awful lot like one."
"Nah, it's just 'cause the shape happens to be really good for staying in a butthole," Jaime explained. "Pure coincidence, I assure you."
Christine narrowed her eyes suspiciously. "And just how do you know so much about your sister's butt jewelry anyway? You haven't been looking at Emily's cute little bum, have you?"
Jaime flushed and stammered, having been caught without a good answer. "Uh, well... you know... no... but... I mean..."
"Mommy!" Emily said. "Do you really think I'd let my brother look at my bare bottom? Or touch it, or taste it, or finger it, or fuck it?"
"Well, no, baby," Christine said. "Of course not. I know you're both good and well-behaved children."
"Phew. Thank goodness,' Emily said. "That was almost a disaster."
"Em, you're still talking out loud," Jaime hissed. "We can hear you."
"Oops," Emily said. "What I meant to say was that Jaime knows all about butt jewelry because of how popular it's become. So many girls are showing theirs off at school."
"But not in a sexual way, I hope," Christine said.
"Of course not," Emily said. "They only show their bums to everyone for the purposes of displaying their jewelry. Not for anything lewd or lascivious."
Christine was satisfied, and resumed bathing her eighteen year old babies. She did their backs all the way down to their butts, at which point she decided she'd better make sure their adorable little buttholes were clean too.
Emily and Jaime both happily let their mother finger their tight assholes. Emily even moaned wantonly as her mommy got deeper and deeper, until she was actually getting fisted.
Jaime was less enthusiastic, though he had to admit, his mommy's hand felt very nice up his bum. It so soft and maternal and loving, even if she was stretching him out rather painfully by shoving her arm up his ass.
"Ooh, Mommy," Emily cooed. "Thank you for cleaning my bottom so thoroughly. That feels very nice."
Christine wasn't quite sure what was happening. She only meant to bathe her teenage son and daughter, just like any mother might do for her children. Perfectly normal and natural. Yet somehow, she'd ended up wrist deep in each of their asses, and she was pretty sure that wasn't quite so normal and natural.
Their sexy, slutty little bodies called to her, begging for more. Despite her involuntary mental conditioning, of which she remained unaware, she wanted to keep fisting them, to keep wrecking their beautiful fuck holes. Something was wrong with her.
"Why did you stop, Mommy?" Emily asked as she rocked back and forth to keep the action going.
"Yeah, I was just starting to really like it," Jaime said.
Christine shook her head. "I don't know what I'm doing."
"Obviously fisting us good, right up the bu- I mean, cleaning us," Emily said, hastily correcting herself. "Giving us a lovely bath after our trying day. Just doing mother stuff."
Even Jaime was bouncing back and forth, impaling himself further on his mother's fist. "Don't stop," he whined.
Christine pulled her hands free with a long sucking sound. Her children's buttholes gaped open, sad and lonely at having been so thoughtlessly abandoned. "I shouldn't be doing this."
"Don't be silly, Mommy," Emily said. "We love it."
"But... but... I think it might have accidentally been sexual," Christine said. "I think I might have been sexually fisting my super hot, naked, teenage son and daughter."
"Well, that's a risk we're willing to take," Jaime said. He wiggled his butt for more.
After some more protesting, it became clear that Christine wasn't going to be doing any more sensual anal fisting. Jaime and Emily were disappointed, but they also recognized that they had an opportunity. After all, anyone who had just delightfully wrecked their children's buttholes by shoving their fists up them might very well be in a frame of mind where they could be convinced to do more.
"You should join us, Mommy," Jaime said. "If you don't want to deep-clean our asses anymore, at least get in with us. You seem like you could use a relaxing soak."
"I don't think I should," Christine said. "I've already done such a questionable thing."
"Mommy!" Emily said in her fiercest voice. "Your mind is certainly in the gutter this evening. First you think that somehow stretching out our little teenage buttholes with your hands is inappropriate and sexual, now you're suggesting that even just joining us in the bath is wrong? I'm very disappointed in you. Obviously it would just be some lovely and innocent family bonding."
"Exactly," said Jaime. "We might not even fuck at all. Probably. Maybe."
Christine was very tempted by some soaking in a nice warm bath. She tried not to think about how tempted she also was by her sexy, pouting kids.
"Maybe just for a little bit..." she said slowly.
"That's the spirit!" Jaime said. "Now get your clothes off."
"Ok, but don't look."
Christine nervously stripped down until she was naked. Despite her plea for privacy, both Jaime and Emily watched her intently. She felt so embarrassed and ashamed of herself, partly because they were staring, but mostly because she actually enjoyed that they wanted to see her body. Something was definitely wrong with her.
"You don't have to cover yourself like that, Mommy," Emily said. "It's just family here."
"Yeah, we might be checking out your sweet mommy-tits and pussy, but it would certainly never be in a sexual kind of way," Jaime said.
"I'd like to believe that," Christine said, "but you're both playing with yourselves."
Jaime looked down to where his hand was busy on his cock. "Oops. Didn't realize I was doing that."
Emily, likewise, was rubbing her clit. "We're just washing ourselves, is all. Really, thoroughly washing."
Christine shook her head. "I don't believe that. You two are aroused, aren't you? You're turned on by your own mother."
"Well... maybe we are," Jaime said while still jerking off. "But I only want to masturbate and maybe fuck you in the most platonic and non-sexual way possible."
Emily nudged him. "Jai, I think our cover's been blown."
"No, no. I think she's buying it."
"She most certainly isn't." Emily turned to Christine. "But that's ok. You still want to get in the bath with us, don't you, Mommy?"
Christine really, really did. Even though she knew it was wrong, she wanted to get all cozy and slippery with her children. "I do," she whispered.
"Good," Emily said. "Make some room, Jai."
Jaime nodded acknowledgement and opened up the house editor to widen the tub. He made it about twice as wide as normal, so it was more square than rectangle, and had plenty of room for three. He'd have to remember to reset it later so it wasn't taking up the whole bathroom.
Christine sank gently into the water between Jaime and Emily. She was still nervous, but she knew she needed this. The trapped sexual areas of her brain were leaking back in, overriding her magically-enforced desire for propriety.
Emily slipped close as soon as her mother had settled in. She nuzzled at Christine's neck, then bowed her head lower to suck on some big, tasty boobies.
Once Jaime was through fiddling with the dimensions of the room, he joined his sister and sucked on their mother's other breast.
The siblings nursed like a pair of eighteen year old babies. They suckled so hard and with such determination that they actually got some tasty milk flowing. They lapped it up and kept sucking for more.
"Babies, don't do that," Christine said without conviction. "Don't suck Mommy's tits."
Even as she spoke, she cradled them lovingly and held them to her breasts. She was filled with a confusing mixture of maternal and sexual loves. She wanted to take care of her children and protect them, but she also wanted to fuck them silly. She didn't know what to do.
Emily drank her fill first, mostly because she'd started with her tummy already nicely cummy. Jaime suckled more greedily, being more used to getting nourishment wherever he could when he wasn't too busy fucking.



Emily couldn't wait around for her brother to finish. Who knew how long that would be. Instead, she dove under the water and licked Christine's mommy-cunt, just for something to do.
Christine's breathing had gone shallow and ragged. Her eyes rolled back and glazed over. Her slutty children were destroying her sense of morality, or what she thought it should be, anyway. Their quick little tongues eroded any self-control she had left.
Jaime switched nipples at various intervals, evening out the amount of milk he sucked from each of his mother's tits. It was so addictive and delicious, and he thought he better understood how Emily felt about his cum.
Beneath the surface, Emily continued to eat out her mommy. She was sure that if she could just get Christine to cum a few times, it would fix everything. She had yet to encounter a problem that couldn't be solved by throwing orgasms at it.
And indeed, Christine's first orgasm seemed to help. She relaxed into her children's oral assaults and let Emily lick her to another nice pair of climaxes.
"I think this is really working," Emily thought to Jaime, with their shared sibling mind-connection that all siblings have.
"Me too," Jaime thought back. "Mom's not stopping us from licking or sucking on her at all. And you've already made her cum, like, three times."
"I know, right?" Emily lifted her hand out of the water for a quick hi-five. "Mom's gonna be our little slut in no time. Easy peasy."
"Yeah she is."
Jaime kept drinking up his mother's breast milk until he was full. He sat back and patted his full belly in Emily-like satisfaction.
His cock jutted out of the water, firm and proud. Since Christine was leaning back with her eyes closed, he sneakily took her hand and put it on his dick. She started stroking him automatically without even realizing she was jerking off her son.
"Are you feeling better now, Mommy?" Jaime asked.
"I don't know what I feel," Christine said without slowing her handjob down even a little. "Except your penis. I Guess I'm feeling that. And your sister's tongue on my vagina."
"That's a good start," Jaime said. "She had a nice tongue, doesn't she?"
"She really does." Christine shook her head. "I'm starting to remember some things. It's all such a blur though. Like, I think we may have had sex before, and I can't imagine why I would have thought that was ok."
"You kinda never thought it was ok, but you really wanted it anyway. After those cultists got to you, you didn't want it at all."
"You keep saying weird things like that, but I don't understand. What do cults have to do with sexuality and morals and stuff?"
Jaime shrugged. "Some people, they get a little power, they try to force their values on everyone else. I think this Jezebel chick got hold of some magic somehow, and for some reason she thinks people shouldn't be fucking around all willy-nilly. Which is weird, because willy-nilly is the best kind of fucking around."
"I see." Christine considered what Jaime was saying. "So I've been targeted in a conspiracy to prevent me from fucking my children?"
"Not you specifically, but yeah. Basically."
"Even though I already don't think it's ok to fuck my children?"
"Well... yeah, but... it's more complicated than that."
"And you and Emily think I should fuck you?"
Jaime seized upon a question he could answer with more authority. "Yes! Definitely. 'Cause incest is wicked hot."
"That's your argument? It's 'wicked hot'?"
"Um... yes?" Jaime nudged his sister. "Get up here, Em. I need backup."
Emily emerged gasping for oxygen after having been underwater licking her mom's pussy for quite a while. She always forgot about breathing when she got going sexually. It was such an inconvenient part of living. She'd much rather have cock filling her throat and lungs than air.
"What's going on?" Emily asked. She casually put Christine's free hand on her pussy so she could get rubbed off by her mom just like Jaime was.
"I was trying to explain how incest is wicked hot," Jaime said.
"How hard can that be to explain?" Emily asked. "Isn't it obvious? I mean, look at us. I know I'm turned on."
"Me too," Jaime said. "And so is Mom. But I think just being turned on isn't convincing her that fucking attractive and slutty family members is ok."
"It isn't?" Emily frowned in confusion. "But, like, what other considerations could there possibly be?"
"Beats me."
"You're my babies," Christine said. "You came from my vagina."
"Yes, and now we want to cum back in your vagina, right Jai?" Emily said.
"Damn straight," Jaime agreed.
Christine still wasn't convinced, even by the powerful persuasion of unsubtle word play.
"Just trust me, Mom," Emily said. "Try out Jai's cock a bit. I know you'll love it."
"I don't know..." Christine said.
But she still allowed herself to be guided by her children and lowered onto Jaime's lap. His beautiful, manly cock stuck up at her so enticingly. Her mommy-cunt approached closer and closer, but at the last second her body shifted of its own accord so that he went up her butt instead.
"Ooh, surprise anal," Emily said. "Nice choice."
Christine gasped in shock and pain, having only expected to get her pussy filled up. Her body knew what it was doing, though, and she soon had her son's penis shoved firmly up her ass.
The last of Christine's mental barriers collapsed at the joyous feeling of familial cock stuffing her butt, and the memories of such events happening to her in the past.
"Oh my god!" she exclaimed. "I remember now."
"You do?" Emily said. "That's great! So you wanna fuck your kids all the time now, right?"
"No, no. Of course not. That's still very wrong and I shouldn't do it," Christine said, even while bouncing up and down on Jaime's shaft. "But I remember Krissy, and what we used to do together. That was pure sibling love of the sweetest and most loving kind. She used to pound my ass all the time."
Emily glanced at Jaime, who simply shrugged at her. "Close enough, I guess," she said.
"Good enough for me," Jaime concurred. "Mom being indecisive and hypocritical about incest is totally workable. Much better than banning it entirely."
Christine tried to explain to her children why they couldn't do sexy things with her, and vice versa, while continuing to ride Jaime. He nodded like he understood, while mostly just enjoying the feel of her tight ass wrapped around his cock.
Emily, too, pretended like she understood why parent and child incest was so much different from sibling incest, and why she and her mommy couldn't fuck around. She knew that fucking her brother was a far more pure and loving thing than fucking other family members, let alone anyone not closely related, that much had always been obvious. But she really didn't see any reason why she shouldn't jump into bed with her mother whenever either of them felt like it.
It must be grown up stuff, Emily decided. All those arbitrary rules that were supposed to help a growing child, but mostly just got in the way. Why shouldn't she or Jaime fuck their mom if they wanted to? After all, it wasn't like this was one of those stories where there was a significant power imbalance or anyone was in danger of being abused. Not in a bad way, at least.
Emily sucked some more milk from her mommy's tits while she pondered, then lightly fisted her mom's pussy too, just on a whim. It was all very enjoyable, and didn't seem the least bit immoral to her.
The three of them fucked around until the bath cooled down too much, at which point they got out and dried off. Emily and Jaime were more than happy to help Christine towel off, though they kept forgetting to use a towel and accidentally rubbed their hands all over her wet, naked body instead.
"So do you both understand now why we can't be sexually intimate?" Christine asked.
"Not really, no," Jaime said as he squeezed and fondled her tits. "But I'll take your word for it."
"Me too," Emily said, while caressing Christine's ass and sticking a finger up her bum.
"I suppose that's all I could really hope for," Christine said.
Jaime and Emily followed her to her room. They tucked her in and lulled her to sleep by taking turns tenderly ass-fucking her; Jaime with his cock, Emily with her strapon.
Christine was soon cozily asnooze, thumb stuck adorably in her mouth, and lovely incestuous dreams passing through her sleepy head. She got a goodnight kiss from each of her kids, then they pulled her covers up snug and left her alone.
"We fucking killed that seduction," Emily said victoriously.
"We usually do," Jaime said. "We are quite sexy and persistent, and very good at turning people on."
"Sure are. Now, speaking of being turned on... wanna go fuck?"
"Like you even need to ask."
The loving and romantic siblings hopped into bed and did sexy and physically improbable things to each other until they were all tuckered out. They then lay side by side on their tummies, waiting for their buttholes to close back up after quite a workout.
"So we got Mom back to a fuckable state," Emily said.
"I know," Jaime said. "I was there. And it was only a few paragraphs ago."
"Hush. I'm recapping."
"Oh, sorry. Carry on."
Emily cleared her throat. "And we stopped your kidnapping," she continued.
"Which was a pleasant little excursion," Jaime said wistfully. "I don't know why people complain about kidnappings so much. It was the most restful morning I've had in a long time."
"Hush, I said." Emily spanked her brother's butt sharply. "Anyway, my point was that we've still got a lot of people to re-seduce."
"Sure do."
"And those cultists are still at large."
"Sure are."
"And you still haven't fucked Lil."
"Sure haven't."
"And we've got to find Aunt K and bring her back."
"Sure do."
"So I guess my question is, which plot line do you think we're going to follow next?"
Jaime shrugged. "Who knows. We might even go off and do something totally unrelated. It's happened before."
"True dat. Guess we'll just have to find out... in the next episode! Coming to a theater near you! This summer! Or spring, or whenever."
"Em! No talking to the audience."
"What? I'm just advertising our next wacky adventure."
"That's not allowed. Here, do something more productive with your mouth."
"Ok!"
Emily happily shoved herself face-first onto her brother's cock and got her throat all snuggly filled up the way she liked. She sucked gently on Jaime's penis like it was candy as they both fell asleep.
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Jaime awoke to find his cock snugly holstered in his sister's throat, right where he'd left it. Emily was still adorably sucking on it in her sleep. She made quite a cute and sexy picture; so peaceful and serene, but also so slutty that she couldn't stop blowing her brother even while unconscious.
Jaime wouldn't have her any other way.
He just watched her for a while and enjoyed the gentle suction of her lips and warm wetness of her mouth and throat. There was no question that they were meant to be together forever, because no one else could ever possibly match Emily's dedication and raw, physical ability to make his penis feel nice. That was the most important thing in relationships. Especially between siblings.
Jaime felt so much love for his cockslut of a sister that he decided to do something nice for her in return. He pulled his cock free, much to Emily's sleepy distress, and rolled her onto her back. Her forehead was creasing and she began to stir, but he shoved his cock back down her throat, soothing her back to happy dream land.
From above, Jaime hammered Emily's cozy mouth like a jackhammer, sending drool flying everywhere. He simultaneously reached down and fingered her cute little pussy.
The combination of rough face-fucking and gentle pussy play kept Emily lulled securely in her sleepy state. She was the most relaxed and docile fucktoy a brother could ask for first thing in the morning.
Jaime pounded his sister's mouth until he came, unleashing a torrent directly into Emily's formerly empty tummy. Her eyes fluttered open as her belly ballooned out to accommodate her surprise breakfast.
Jaime pulled out slowly once he was finished, allowing Emily to lick his cock clean. She gave the tip a final soft kiss before he was out of range.
"Mmm, sleepy breakfast," Emily purred happily as she stretched, then patted her overfull tummy. "What did I do to deserve such a treat?"
"Just being your sexy little self," Jaime said. "I'll never stop loving how horny you make me."
"Aw, that's so sweet."
Emily rolled over and pounced on Jaime. She made out fiercely with him, while also rubbing her beautiful, soft boobies all over his chest.
The naked, loving siblings fondled and groped each other with unreserved enthusiasm. They certainly would have ended up fucking if not for an interruption by their occasionally strict mother.
"Ahem," said Christine from the doorway.
Jaime and Emily both turned guiltily to face her, though they were relieved that she wasn't truly angry. Now that they'd broken the awful, terrible anti-sex spell she'd been under, she was back to being mildly annoyed at inappropriate sexuality rather than furious.
"Hey, Mom," Jaime said. "Me and Em were about to fuck. Care to join us?"
"You know very well I don't," Christine said. "I don't approve of fucking around with my children. Or at least I pretend I don't because I'm ashamed of my desires, and I have to be cunningly lured into it somehow."
"That's true," Emily said. "You should have asked her more cunningly, Jai."
Christine belatedly realized she'd been a little too forthcoming. "I mean, not any of what I just said. Ignore that."
"Too late, Mommy," Jaime said. "We already knew those things."
"It's good that you're better at admitting them, though," Emily added cheerfully. "Pretty soon we'll have you fucking us all the time, like a good mommy-pet."
"You most certainly will not," Christine said defiantly. "Especially not this morning. I'm making sure you two get to school. No more missing important classes and lessons and things."
"Ok," Emily said. "We'll be right there. We just need a quick fuck first."
"Nope. Now."
"But mooommyyy..." Emily whined.
"We'll be ever so fast and speedy about it," Jaime said.
"Not a chance," Christine said. "Get moving. Now."
A very disheartened pair of sluts grumbled out of bed and got themselves dressed under their mother's watchful eye.
"Are you at least gonna make us breakfast while dressed all sexy?" Emily asked.
"I'll make you breakfast," Christine said. "I don't want my children going to school hungry and not learning anything because of it."
"We've got plenty of other reasons for not learning things," Jaime said. "I wouldn't worry about that."
"But I am not dressing sexy just so you two can perv on me," Christine continued as though she hadn't been interrupted.
"It's not just for that," Emily protested. "Cooking naked except for an apron gives a nice passive boost to your relevant skills. I tried it out yesterday. It worked really well."
"Plus the author's got a weird obsession with that outfit in particular," Jaime added. "So you'd score some points with him."
"I will not," Christine said firmly. "I'm your mother, not an object of lust."
"You can be both," Jaime grumbled.
He and Emily resigned themselves to sitting and waiting for their food without any sexy show at all. Christine wore her robe tightly closed, and never even bent over far enough to accidentally reveal her pussy and butthole. Sure she showed off some cleavage and most of her beautifully smooth legs, but it just wasn't the kind of lewd display her kids were used to.
Jaime still ate hungrily when presented with his plate of waffles, pancakes, bacon, eggs, toast, sausage, lasagna, hash browns, cheesecake, cereal, chicken noodle soup, eggs again, spam, baked beans, tomato, spam, hotdogs, spam, spam, spam, ice cream sundae, and spam. Emily only picked at hers and sneakily pawned it off on Jaime when Christine wasn't looking. She'd already eaten, after all.
The two horny teenagers were then sent off to school with nothing more than a light swat on the butt to get them out the door. That wasn't near enough intergenerational incest to satisfy either Emily or Jaime, and they were very disgruntled as they made their way to the sidewalk to meet up with Alyssa, their sexy neighbour-girl friend. Alyssa, at least, undisgruntled them a little with her cheerful bounce and cute, revealing outfit.
"Hey, guys," Alyssa said. "How you doing this morning?"
She hugged Emily and rubbed their boobies together, as was tradition, then fondled Jaime's hard cock through his pants. Just some normal friendly greetings.
"We're ok," Emily said. "Just disappointed that our mom didn't want to fuck around this morning."
"Oh, that's too bad," Alyssa said sympathetically. "You guys can come over to my house and play with my mom for bit, if you want. She won't mind."
"Nah," Jaime said. "We should go catch the bus. Mom'll be pissed if we skip school again. That's very nice of you to offer, though."
Emily nodded. "Very polite of you to let us use your mother for our deviant sexual gratification. You're so lucky to have such a cool mom." She rolled her eyes. "It's much dang work seducing Mom every time we want to fuck her."
The three of them walked down the street, Jaime in the middle with the girls flanking him. Emily and Alyssa casually rubbed his straining erection while he slipped a hand under their skirts and squeezed their tight butts.
"You know what might be cool?" Alyssa said. "What if my mom and your mom got married?"
"Why would they want to do that?" Emily asked.
"You know. So that then we'd all be one big family. That way you guys would have a mommy to play with whenever you wanted, and I've have a brother and sister to play with too. It'd be great!"
"Hm, maybe," Jaime said. "But it would have to be super-marriage, not just regular marriage. Otherwise we'd all be step-related, rather than actual related. I mean, I'd love to fuck you as a step-sister, don't get me wrong, but it's not the same as an actual, blood-related sister. It's just not as hot, no matter what the porn sites try and tell you."
Alyssa hastily rummaged through her stash of coupons. "Shit. I only have free regular marriage offers. Nothing for super-marriages. I don't know about you guys, but I can't afford for our moms to get super married with the extremely limited income I have. Which is to say, no dollars per hour."
"Yeah, us either," Emily sighed. "Our income is related to plot-convenience, and rarely very much even then. Maybe one of our moms would pay for it?"
"I kinda don't think so," Jaime said. "I mean, Mom and Mrs. Alyssa's Mom haven't even spoken to each other since the first chapter, so I suspect they probably aren't in love. And it'd be a bit much asking them to get super-married, and even pay for it, when they have no reason to want either of those things."
Alyssa sighed in disappointment. "Why does everything have to be so hard and complicated? All I wanted was to get some hot sibbos and a new mom in order to satisfy my spurious sexual whims. It's like the universe just never wants to cooperate."
It was Emily and Jaime's turn to console their friend.
"We know how you feel," Emily said, patting Alyssa's tit empathetically. "Despite how we totally deserve to have everything we want, whenever we want it, sometimes that just doesn't happen. Even though we're wicked hot, which should mean we get our own way every time, according to the laws of physics."
"That's true," Jaime said. "I mean, I still haven't been able to fuck Lilith-who as you know is our almost equally hot older sister-due to her semi-demonic heritage. Talk about unfair."
The three horny and disconsolate teens cheered each other up by fucking around at the bus stop. They had to be fantastically sneaky, so as not to be seen doing anything inappropriate in public, but they had lots of practice with super duper sneaky stealth missions of exactly that nature.
They erected a quick watch tower and Emily clambered up to keep lookout while Jaime and Alyssa fucked down below. Emily as a scout didn't work quite as well as they might have liked, since she kept getting distracted watching her brother and friend engage in very public sex, rather than keeping an eye out for cars and pedestrians like she was supposed to.
After the third time getting caught and having to offer awkward and unconvincing explanations for why it looked like she was getting her pussy destroyed in broad daylight by the side of the road, but really wasn't she promised, Alyssa switched with Emily and did a significantly better job watching for danger. Emily was much happier getting pounded by her brother than just watching.
Jaime eventually took his turn as lookout, and the girls casually felt each other's boobies and pussies.
All three of them were in much better moods when the boarded their school bus. The girls took turns riding Jaime during the trip. Neither had panties on under their skirts by this point, so it was pretty easy to slide his cock into one of their snug little holes without anyone being the wiser.
Having engaged in lots of sneaky fucking-which was, after all, their very favourite thing-Jaime, Emily, and Alyssa exited the bus at school with fresh springs in their respective steps. However, something was soon noted to be amiss.
"Where is everyone?" Emily asked, peering around. "I know everyone's had their sex drives replaced with utter nonsense, but our classmates are still usually hanging out before school starts."
Jaime and Alyssa examined their surroundings as well. Aside from the students on their bus, and a few stragglers, the area was deserted.
The interior of the building wasn't any better. There were still only a few streams of late arrivals making their way down the halls.
"Better follow them, I suppose," Jaime said. "Maybe we'll get some idea what's going on."
"You guys go on ahead," Alyssa said. "My pussy's dripping down my thighs. What with being so horny and all, you know. I better go buy some panties at a vending machine before class."
"Good thinking," Emily said. "I keep forgetting that underwear has its uses. Get me a pair too, would you?"
"Sure thing."
Alyssa and Emily kissed and patted each other's butt before Alyssa skipped happily off in the direction of the vending machine aisle.
Jaime and Emily trailed along after the rest of the students who seemed to know where they were going. Their cunning method of navigation led them to the auditorium, which was full up with captivated eighteen year olds. The curious sibbos hung out at the doorway and watched just long enough to get a sense of what was happening. They then proceeded to run back out, screaming in terror.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!" Jaime yelled.
"What you said!" Emily concurred just as urgently.
They stopped and panted for breath several turns later, far enough away not to be any immediate danger.
"Was that what I thought it was?" Jaime asked.
"It looked to me like a pre-class prayer meeting," Emily said, still pale and shaken. "And... and a seminar on the benefits of sexual abstinence."
They clung to each other for comfort, but it only helped their shaking a little.
"They can't do that, can they?" Jaime asked. "I mean, there have to be child protection laws or something, right?"
Emily shook her head. "We're technically adults. That's why we're allowed to be depicted in sexual situations within the medium of text on certain websites."
"When did you get so good at knowing about laws?"
"Back in episode one when I read the Littown Legal Code for a couple minutes. I learned lots of neat shit."
"Sure. That makes sense." Jaime disentangled himself from his sister, despite how nice it felt to press their warm, nubile bodies together. "Anything that can help us?"
"Alas, no. The legal code is surprisingly silent on the subject of brainwashed teenagers and the presenting of disgusting and morally reprehensible materials to them. It's more to do with murders and things. And taxes."
"And incest, of course."
"Yes, right. Murders, taxes, and incest. The big three."
Jaime pondered their situation. "Miss January could help, couldn't she? She should be able to shut this whole down if anyone can."
"Seems like our best bet," Emily agreed. "Do you think she'll mind us bothering her?"
"I can't imagine. Not compared to the filth going on in her school. Besides, last time we saw her, we all had a lovely time fucking in her office. She's bound to be happy to see us."
Thus decided, Jaime and Emily skipped urgently off to the principal's office, hand in hand, with autumn leaves twirling to the ground in their wake.
"Hey, Cheryl," Emily greeted the secretary. "Is Miss J. in?"
Carol frowned. "It's Carol," she said. "Not Cheryl."
"Is it really? Has it been this whole time?"
"Since I was born."
"Huh." Emily shrugged. "Anyway, is she in? It's important. There's impressionable teenagers being taught that not having sex is a good thing."
"Sorry," Carol said. "She left early."
"Incredibly early," Jaime observed. "Seeing as how school hasn't started yet."
"Maybe she saw the assembly and had to go home sick," Emily suggested. "I know I feel nauseous."
Carol narrowed her eyes. "She's gone. That's all I can say. But if there's some kind of assembly, shouldn't the two of you be there?"
"Pff, hardly," Emily said. "We're main characters. Rules don't apply to us."
Jaime nodded. "Speaking of disregarding the law of the land, want to go rifle Miss January's office for clues to her whereabouts?"
"Hell yeah I do," Emily said. "Being a teenager, I do of course enjoy disrespecting people's things, and also causing mischief and mild property damage."
"As do I," Jaime said. "After you."
"Um... hang on a second," said Carol, who had the feeling she ought to be stopping delinquent behaviour. Such a situation had never come up before, however, and she really didn't know how to stop anyone going in Miss January's office. She was more used to students desperately trying to get out.
Jaime and Emily poked around the deserted office with increasing levels off hooliganism. Emily sent papers flying off the desk as she searched for anything of value to them, while Jaime carefully tilted the picture frames on the wall slightly to one side.
"Ooh, check this out," Emily said while pulling drawers open at random.
"What is it?" Jaime asked as he scooted a potted plant a few inches to the right so it no longer got the best light.
"Confiscated sex toys, I think. Or possibly Miss. J's secret stash. It doesn't really seem her style, though."
Emily held aloft a vibrating dildo of remarkable girth. It was an impressive toy, and she was tempted to take it. She only put it back because she was worried her butt plug might get jealous if she started inviting random toys to come play in her tasty holes.
"Hm," Jaime said thoughtfully, "dildos, vibrators, anal beads... must be from before The Incident."
"Well obviously," Emily said. "No one would be smuggling such contraband these days. Good to know it's here, though. Just in case."
"Sure, sure."
They explored a little more, until Emily stumbled across what they were looking for.
"Hey, Jai, come look at this," she said.
"More sex toys?"
"No, but still kinda interesting, maybe. Looks like it might be a teleporter."
"Why do you say that?"
"Because it's got a big sign hung on it that says 'WARNING: TELEPORTER DO NOT TOUCH THIS MEANS YOU JAIME AND EMILY ESPECIALLY YOU EMILY I KNOW YOU'RE TOUCHING IT STOP THAT THIS INSTANT.'"
"That's oddly specific," Jaime said. "Are you touching it?"
"Of course I am. It's a teleporter. What the hell am I gonna do? Not touch it?"
The siblings examined the teleporter in silence for a moment.
"Well, it's pretty sweet looking," Jaime said. "And cool and glowy and shit."
"Sure is," Emily said. "Shall we try it out?"
"I can't see why not. What could possibly go wrong?"
Moments later, after Jaime and Emily had become horribly mangled in a teleporter accident and had to reload their save state, they stared at it a little more closely.
"Ok, so at least one thing could possibly go wrong," Jaime admitted. "Should we try again?"
"I don't know," Emily said. "I didn't much care for all my insides ending up outside. It wasn't pleasant at all."
"It probably won't happen again."
"I don't know." Emily pointed at another sign below the one she'd read. "It says here 'DANGER EXTREME RISK OF MANGLING AND DISMEMBERMENT ABSOLUTELY DO NOT TOUCH SERIOUSLY EMILY FOR FUCK'S SAKE STOP PLAYING WITH THIS.'" She folded her arms and pouted. "I don't know why she's gotta pick on me like that. It could have been anyone stumbling across this thing. Not just me."
"Sure," Jaime said. "But to be fair, you're already fiddling with it again."
"I just wanna see if I can fix it," Emily said as she pulled a long tangle of wires out of an access hatch. "It's not my fault that there's a cool but dangerous toy in here where anyone could get at it. Besides, Miss January probably went through this thing, so if we go through too we'll be bound to find her."
"That's some questionable logic," Jaime said. "For all we know, it'd tear her apart too."
"Yeah, right. Like Miss. J'd let some stupid machine mess with her just because she was violating the laws of space and time." Emily spliced together the wires in a brand new order, based almost entirely on which colours she thought looked nice together. "There, that ought to do it."
"Do what, exactly?"
"This!"
Emily slapped her hand down on the big red button labeled 'DO NOT PRESS,' and she and Jaime were off on their second journey through the fishnet fabric of reality.
Jaime was very pleased to arrive all in one piece this time, and with all his bits where they should be. Emily had never doubted for an instant that they'd arrive intact this time, and was more immediately interested in where they were.
They appeared to have landed right in the middle of a road, which fortunately had no traffic at all to be seen in either direction. They were also right next to a toll booth of some description. A bustling metropolitan area was visible not too far past said blockade.



"So," Emily mused, "a road with no cars, an idle toll booth, and a city with no apparent signage to identify it."
"Damn, good observations," Jaime said. "I was still busy being impressed that we didn't die again. Any idea where we ended up?"
"Offhand, I'd say we're just outside Hell."
"Why do you say that?"
Emily kicked at the ground. "Because the pavement appears to be mainly composed of good intentions."
Jaime knelt down and felt the roadway with his fingertips. "So it does. Well, I guess that makes sense. Where else would our demonic principal have a teleporter to?"
"Exactly. Now then, we need to get by this impassable barrier. Miss January is clearly not gonna come looking for us."
"Quite right. Let's go ask that helpful looking girl in the booth over there."
There was, indeed, a girl kicked back in the lone booth serving both directions of the road's blockade. She had her feet up, a book in her lap, and a bored look on her face. She didn't give any indication of having noticed the siblings pop into existence.
"Excuse me," Emily said brightly as she tapped on the glass of the girl's booth. "We'd like to get through."
The girl flicked her gaze up just for a moment, then back to her book.
"We're closed," she said.
Emily looked over at the city. "What, the whole thing?"
"Yep."
"Are you sure?"
"Quite sure, thanks for asking. Try again next week."
Jaime nudged Emily. "Did you see her eyes?" he whispered.
"Yeah, she's a demon," Emily hissed back. "That was only to be expected, really. I'm pretty sure that's her tail sticking out there."
"So it is. Do you think it's weird that she's mostly in human form other than some convenient details we can use to identify her?"
"I literally know one and half demons," Emily said. "Same as you. I have no idea what normal is for them."
"Fair enough." Jaime wandered over to the barricade. Upon close inspection, it appeared to just be a bar that swung up and down to block or allow traffic, as the case may be. "Hey, I think we could probably just, like, sneak under this thing."
"You mean once it's raised?"
"No, I mean even while it's down. It's only blocking a very narrow strip of horizontal space. We could hop over or crawl under, no problem. In fact," Jaime mused as he walked a bit farther, "we could just go around. There's loads of room to the side."
"That's not allowed," said the demon-girl as she delicately turned a page in her book.
"See, Jai, not allowed," Emily said patiently. "They wouldn't very well erect such a flimsy barrier if you were just allowed to bypass it."
"Well fuck," Jaime said. "I really thought I was onto something there."
Emily knocked on the glass again. "Excuse, miss demon lady, could you pretty please let us through?"
The girl didn't look up. "Nope."
"What about in exchange for sexual favours? We're good at those."
The offer warranted a brief once over, but not much else. "No thanks."
This reaction, quite rightly, offended Emily to no end. "I beg your pardon?"
"I said no. I'm not interested."
"Everyone's interested," Emily insisted. "That's literally mine and Jaime's only defining characteristic is everyone wants to bang us 'cause we're super wicked hot."
"Rather full of yourself, aren't you?" the girl said.
"Believe me, if she could manage it, she would be," Jaime said. "She usually has to settle for being full of me."
That got a snort of amusement and a more interested appraisal from the otherwise unhelpful border guard. "You two are siblings, aren't you?"
"Correct," Jaime said. "How did you know?"
"There's a little scanner thing in here that tells me people's names. In case of shape shifters, mainly. You two have the same last name, so either siblings or married unwisely early."
"Hopefully someday it'll be both," Emily said cheerfully.
"A brother and sister who fuck each other," the girl said thoughtfully. "Fairly common, actually, but they aren't usually so eager to point it out, or to come visit me." She stood and walked through the wall of her booth. There didn't appear to be an actual door. "You have my attention."
"Great!" said Emily, to whom having people's attention was all-important. "Wanna watch us fuck? Incestuously, of course." She flipped up her skirt and leaned against the surprisingly solid wall of the booth.
"Tempting," said the girl. "But we'll get to that later. Right now..."
Her clothes vanished with hardly a gesture. Beneath was an incredibly sexy, naked girl, with a perfect little pussy, and an eagerly whippy tail extending from just above her pert ass. Her eyes flashed bright, and her predatory smile was razor-sharp.
"... I would very much enjoy some sibling teen tag-team tongue action," she finished.
Emily was only too happy to oblige, and even Jaime found her hot enough to get past his usual nervousness around girls who could literally eat him as a snack if they so chose. He was funny that way.
Emily dove into the girl's butthole with some manic, puppy-like licking. Jaime was a tad more reserved, but attacked her pussy with nearly the same enthusiasm.
"Ooh, that's nice," the girl cooed huskily. "I haven't had a brother and sister together for far too long. Like, at least since last week."
"You poor thing," Emily said sympathetically before resuming her sensual, public analinguing.
She and Jaime kept licking and slobbering until the demon-girl had a lovely little orgasm from the efforts. After that, as promised, she had Emily bend over while Jaime pounded her.
Jaime got lost in fucking his sister's tight teen twat, but soon remembered his manners. "Sorry, I never asked your name," he said to the nearby masturbating demoness.
"Perhaps I didn't intend to tell you," she answered.
"Why wouldn't you want to tell me?"
"Privacy is important to me."
Jaime wasn't sure about that. She was, after all, masturbating naked in broad daylight next to two people she'd only just met. That didn't seem very private to him.
"That's ok," Emily said. "I figured it out. It's Zar'yanna, right?"
"How the fuck did you guess that?" demanded the girl, who was indeed named Zar'yanna. With an apostrophe, even. Because that's how to make names foreign and mythical.
Emily held up her phone. "Found you on facebook."
"Fuck's sake." Zar'yanna shook her head. "That's just what I need."
"I'ma add you, ok?" Emily said.
"No, not ok."
"And Jaime will too, once he gets a second. He's very busy destroying my tight little cunt at the moment."
Zar'yanna clenched her fists. Claws sprang from her fingertips and dug into her palm, then retracted again. "If I let you go through, will you promise never to contact me on social media?"
"Deal!" Jaime said. "We only use the internet for occasional jokes that aren't even that funny anyway."
He and Emily high fived at having cunningly gained entry to the demonic city practically for free. They were reluctant to stop fucking, but there was a mission to be tended to.
They waited patiently while Zar'yanna melded back into her lonely guard booth, then raised the barrier for them to cross.
"I still think we could have just gone around," Jaime said. "There's nothing but open, sunny field to either side."
"It just isn't done, dear brother," Emily chided gently. "Without rules, where would society be?"
Jaime pondered. "Probably having a lot more sex," he decided.
"Ooh, good point. Fuck the rules!"
Thus agreed, they proceeded into town.
****
Meanwhile, elsewhere in space and time, Lilith was getting a bad feeling. Her nearly helpless younger siblings were constantly having sexual misadventures, and often needed rescuing. She couldn't help but feel this was going to be one of those times.
She felt rather annoyed at having to bail Emily and Jaime out of imminent peril. In a fit of pique, she decided to lie back and play with herself a while before rushing to their aid.
****
Jaime and Emily had no idea their big sis was thinking of them, that she was annoyed, or indeed that they were in any sort of imminent peril. They were more concerned with their immediate surroundings anyway. They walked hand in hand down bustling sidewalks, gawking the sights.
It wasn't, however, the den of iniquity they'd expected and, indeed, hoped for. Everything was generally just city-like, with buildings, cars, and pedestrians all around.
Sure lots of the people they saw sported demonic attributes; horns, tails, flaming eyes, pointed teeth, and the occasional cloven hooves instead of feet, not to mention the rare individual wandering around in full nude demon form like it was no big deal. But aside from that, it might as well have just been a bunch of ordinary people going about their day.
"Well I must say, I'm disappointed," Emily said with a soft pout.
"Go ahead," Jaime urged. "Say it."
"Alright, I'm disappointed."
"Yeah, me too. I mean, I like the sexy demonesses walking around with no clothes on. That part is quite nice."
"Agreed," said Emily. "But everything else is just... normal. No street orgies or fuck fests or anything."
"Not only that," Jaime said, "which would be disappointing enough, but this place is also huge. There's no way to find Miss January here. Even this is where she came."
"Hm, that's true," Emily said. "We may need a better approach than wandering around a massive city hoping to run into the one person we know."
"Any ideas?"
"Only the same one that's worked every other time I've had any sort of problem." Emily patted Jaime's eternal erection, which had been heroically stuffed back into his jeans. "Let your dick take care of it."
"Sure. But how, exactly?"
Emily waved her hand at the cityscape before them. "Which way does your cock want to go? We'll just follow until it leads us to something useful or fun."
Jaime shrugged. "Alright. So far it's pointing straight ahead. As it always does."
"Then that's where we'll go!"
The siblings marched forward with fresh determination, guided by the infallible sage in Jaime's pants.
They proceeded straight forward for a while, then bumped into the side of a building. They decided they better deviate slightly at that point, because the building looked like it could take them. It was quite a bit larger than they were.
"Ooh, look," Emily said as they walked around front. "There's a map thingy."
"A map thingy?"
"You know, like a map, but on a thingy."
Jaime looked at said map. "You mean a sign?"
"Yeah, sure. That."
They examined the map thingy more closely, and discovered it to be a very helpful guide to the local area.
"Looks like we're here, in the business section," Jaime said, tapping their position with his finger. "Which must be why it's so business-like."
"Makes sense to me," Emily said. "Where do you think we want? The caverns? The woods? This place over here that's just labeled 'DEATH AND DANGER?'"
"Probably not that last one." Jaime kept scanning. "Oh, here we go. There's a bit over here listed as 'HOUSES FOR TEACHERS.' That sounds like a good bet."
"You think so?" Emily asked. "Miss J's more of a principal than a teacher. And in a human school too. That might be a different subdivision."
"I don't see one specifically for principals and/or human schools. Can't hurt to check the generic teachers' area anyway."
"Fair enough. Let's go!"
They set off again, but quickly realized they didn't actually know which way to go. They returned to the map and stared helplessly at it.
"Which way do you suppose N is?" Jaime asked. "'Cause whichever way it is, we gotta go, like, a bit right from that."
"Hell if I know," Emily said. "What if we just do that thing where we travel as a dotted red line on the map? That always seems so quick and easy. You can't get lost when you're literally directly on the map you're following."
"Sounds good."
After a quick, painless, and physically impossible journey, the siblings arrived at a very pleasant subdivision, full of cozy houses and tidy yards. There was much less activity around, which made sense considering they weren't in the city anymore.
"Now what?" Emily asked. "Knock door to door?"
"Unless we come up with a better idea, I'd say that's all we can do," Jaime said.
So they did.
No one answered the door at the first several houses, which got a bit discouraging. Emily in particular was getting a bit testy since she hadn't been fucked for nearly an hour. If they didn't have any luck soon, she was just going to have to drag Jaime behind a tree and jump on his cock.
Unfortunately for her brother-cock craving pussy, they finally stumbled on someone who was home. The door opened to reveal a naked lady in full demon form, with reddened skin, a tail, pointy teeth, fiery eyes, and even a sweet pair of wings folded up along her back. Jaime and Emily's eyes were mostly drawn by one detail, however, which was the pendulous cock hanging between her legs.
"Yes?" the woman said, eyeing the two intruders suspiciously.
"Hi," said Emily, still staring fixedly at the delicious looking penis. "We're looking for our principal. We think she lives around here. Miss January? Lisa January?"
The woman snorted. "That sounds like a human name."
"Yes, well, she works in a human school," Jaime said nervously.
"And you two are human, I take it?"
"I think so," said Emily. "We might be sluts, except I'm not sure if that's a species or not."
"More of a slur, I think," Jaime said.
"Oh. Then yes, human," Emily said. "I'm Emily. This is Jaime. My brother." She smiled prettily. "I like your cock."
"Em, no," Jaime hissed desperately. But it was too late. Emily had a target.
The woman smiled crookedly. With the mouth full of teeth she possessed, that was a dangerous smile indeed. "Thanks. You want to come in?"
"Absolutely!" Emily said, which came out much louder and firmer than Jaime's anxious "no."
The woman stepped back and gestured into her house. Emily bounced inside without a second thought. Jaime hung back a moment, but couldn't abandon his sister.
"Fuck's sake," he muttered to himself. "That penis better not be going in my butt."
"I'm Kray'shanal," the demoness said as she shut the door behind them.
Emily nodded wisely. "You can tell that's a demon name because of the gratuitous apostrophe."
"Indeed. You can call me Kray, if you want," said Kray'shanal, aka Kray. "Or you can just get busy on my cock."
"Don't mind if I do!" Emily said happily.
Kray sprawled back in a comfy chair, and Emily quickly tore off her clothes and dove to her knees in front. Emily grasped Kray's slowly stiffening member in both hands and showered it with kisses.
"Goddamn, Jai, check out the size on this thing," Emily cooed. "It's not even hard yet. It's even bigger than anything Lil's used on me."
"Trust me," Jaime said. "I see it. My insides are not looking forward to it."
"Don't be like that, Jai," Emily chastised. "It's a real penis, not a dildo, so I'm sure you can take more than you think."
"I fail to see any logical sense in that statement, actually."
But Emily wasn't listening. She far too enthralled by the amazing feeling of the demon-cock hardening in her hands. She hardly ever got to experience that part-seeing as how Jaime was basically always erect and ready for sex-let alone with such a mighty shaft. She had a lovely little orgasm just imagining it inside her.
Kray crooked her finger at Jaime, beckoning him closer. He shrank back instead.
"What's wrong, little one?" Kray asked. "Your sister is having such a good time."
"Yeah, well, she's kinda got cock tunnel vision," Jaime said. "I'm more worried about your claws."
"Oops, sorry. I'll put those away."
Once the offending claws had been retracted, Jaime cautiously approached. Kray was really quite enticing, with all the sensual perfection succubi were known for, and despite not knowing her basically at all, it was quite tempting to try sticking his dick in her. That was his favourite way of interacting with females just in general.
"A human brother and sister," Kray mused aloud as she traced soft, no longer clawed fingertips up Jaime's chest. "That's quite a nice novelty."
"Er... you've never done stuff with siblings before?" Jaime asked.
"Not human, no. We don't get many of you around here as it is. Mostly because you're not really supposed to be allowed in."
Jaime nodded. "I see. Me and Em don't always follow the rule of law all that well."
"I assumed as much." Kray's eyes flashed in amusement. "You types aren't really supposed to fuck your siblings, are you?"
"Depends who you ask," Jaime said. "But generally it's frowned upon. Which, fortunately, makes it all the hotter."
"Damn skippy," Emily agreed before trying to force her mouth around Kray's hard cock.
Jaime and Kray watched her struggle for a few moments, then Jaime sighed and got behind his sister to give her a push. He heaved against her butt until, little by little, she slid onto the massive demon-cock.
Emily's throat bulged obscenely as she was stuffed overly full. Her jaw ached after less than a minute being stretched around the mighty shaft. Her lungs protested, then moved further to the sides of her body to make room. Ditto any of her other organs that were in the way. She needed all the room that could be spared, and then some.
She got stuck again about halfway down the shaft. Jaime, ever helpful, took his clothes off as well and switched to fucking her pussy instead of just pushing and shoving on her tight little bum. It was possible small, sharp thrusts might help, and if not, at least he got some sweet sister sex. That was, after all, his favourite thing.
Emily felt herself slide incrementally forward, thanks to her brother's helpful pussy-pounding. She desperately wanted to take the whole demon-cock inside her. It was a challenge like nothing she'd faced before, and she was producing quite the puddle on the floor due to cheer sexual thrill and excitement.
It was over an hour later before Emily finally sank balls deep onto Kray's magnificent cock. Nearly her entire body was impaled as her forehead bumped gently against Kray's tummy.
Jaime's cock head kissed Kray's as they met inside his over-filled sister. Every thrust bumped their penises together, which Kray seemed to rather enjoy.
"I'll admit, that's quite impressive," said Kray. "I really didn't think you'd ever be able to take the whole thing, mainly because of how physically impossible it is."
Emily flashed a thumb's up. She would have smiled in a rather smug sort of way, except of course her mouth was full.
"One should never underestimate Em's ability to take a cock," Jaime said. "She's really quite amazing at it."
Emily blushed and squeezed her pussy tighter as a special thank you for her brother's kind words.
Jaime kept at it for a while, but the problem was that now that Emily wasn't moving, Kray began to get slightly bored. There was only so long that using a sexy little minx as a living cock holster could keep her attention without some kind of additional stimulation.
"Jaime," Kray said, "would you be so good as to fetch a vibrator out of my room?"
"Uh... I suppose so," Jaime said. "Where would it be, exactly?"
After receiving directions, Jaime returned shortly with what appeared to be quite a heavy duty toy. It was bigger than any vibrator he was familiar with, and actually had a cord for plugging into a socket rather than batteries.
Emily's eyebrows shot up in anticipatory glee just at the sight of it.
"Thank you," said Kray. "This ought to be quite fun."
Jaime agreed, once he was quite certain the vibrator wasn't going inside him.
Emily's butt plug had to be taken out to make room for the new toy. Once again, it took a fair bit of shoving to get it in place, especially with the massive demon-cock already distorting her body the way it was, but they got it in.



As soon as the vibrator turned on, Emily's whole body began to hum, which in turn transferred across to Kray and Jaime's cocks.
"Holy shit!" Jaime exclaimed as he buried himself fully in his sister's vibrating pussy.
"I know, right?" Kray said. "I haven't had anyone to turn into a cock massager like this in quite some time. I forgot how nice it was."
Emily quite agreed with the assessment. She had immediately hit a rolling string of orgasms upon having all three of her holes stuffed full and the vibrator being turned on, and it didn't look like they were going to stop anytime in the near future.
Jaime didn't even bother moving. Once he was buried snugly in his sister's pretty little pussy, she helplessly massaged his cock to the point where fucking would have been basically irrelevant. He could relax and enjoy himself.
He panicked for a moment when something poked at his butt, then forced its way inside. It was too thin to be a cock, however, and besides, that was already well established inside Emily.
Jaime's anal intruder was, in fact, Kray's sneakily dextrous tail, which had whipped around behind him and up his ass. That was fine with him. He didn't mind having his ass played with when it was a reasonably-sized object or extremity. It was just that it was almost never something of a reasonable size or power level. The thin, nimble tail, however, actually produced some very fun and interesting sensations inside him.
All three of them spent a casual few hours locked in preposterous sexual ecstasy. Only Jaime's eventual titan of an orgasm broke the stalemate.
Emily's body had been filled and distorted like never before, and she just couldn't take a normal brotherly cum load the way she usually could. Her body tried to find room for it in her uterus, tummy, and tits, as well as any other nooks and crannies that were unoccupied, but cum was soon leaking out her ass, nose, and ears even so.
That might still have been fine if Kray hadn't exploded inside Emily while Jaime was still pumping her full from the other end. Her orgasm was, if anything, even more intense and improbable than his.
Emily was shot off of Kray's cock like a cannonball by the sheer force of cum on her already overloaded body. Jaime, being sexually attached to her far side, went right along with her. The two of them crashed against the far wall in a shower of cum, Jaime still lodged snugly in his sister's pussy.
They remained trapped under a constant flow of cum geysering out of Kray's demon-cock, and were slowly buried beneath it. Emily was ecstatic. Incestuous sex with her brother and being literally drowned in cum at the same time; her two favourite things, together at last.
Once the flow of cum had ceased, Emily took some time to just enjoy being totally submerged and suffocated in it. She bounced around on Jaime's cock too, since her vibrator had been ripped from the wall socket due to her sudden journey across the room.
She eventually decided she better try and get them out before Jaime drowned to death. He was so finicky about needing air even when he had perfectly good cock or cum to substitute. He'd always been a pickier eater that way.
Emily began swallowing cum just as fast as she could. There was so much of it that she could just keep taking big mouthfuls and never run out. It was practically Heaven, except geographically, because in that sense they were still in Hell.
The only problem Emily had in her escape attempt was that the cum was too thick, and began to clog her throat as it went down, severely limiting her intake. She'd never free them at the rate she was going.
Luckily, Kray eventually realized they were stuck and came to haul them out before Jaime suffered permanent brain damage, which was nice of her.
The siblings were incredibly gooey, to put it mildly. Emily was quite pleased with that state, but was less impressed when all her hard-swallowed cum started running out of her pussy as soon as Jaime's cock no longer plugged it up.
Emily squealed indignantly and slapped her hands over her leaking cunt. "Bad cum! Stay in mommy!" she instructed fiercely.
"Em, I think your whole insides might have been rearranged just now," Jaime said carefully. "Like, our dicks touched inside you. Quite literally. I think your throat might connect straight to your pretty little twat."
"Well that's convenient," Emily said, "but I don't see why my cum won't stay in. It always has before."
"Because there's no reservoir to hold it now," Jaime explained patiently. "Just one long tube. Like a waterslide."
Emily let the rest of the cum run out, then scooped some more off the floor and swallowed it. Just as Jaime predicted, it ran straight through her and back out her cunt, no matter how tightly she tried to hold it closed.
"Well fuck," Emily said. "This is no good at all."
Kray looked on, rather amused. "I wouldn't worry about it," she said. "Human bodies are surprisingly resilient. You should go back to normal soon, provided you don't take any more ridiculous fuckings like you just did."
Emily calmed down a little. "Well... I'm not saying no to ridiculous fuckings. It's just not in my nature. But I've never met anyone else with a cock that size, so my insides should be safe enough to rest and recuperate."
"Thank fuck for that," Jaime said. "I think you'd probably literally break yourself on cock if we had anyone of Kray's size nearer to our house."
"True dat," Emily agreed. She looked around at the vast lake of cum they were standing in. "I feel bad about not being able to help clean up. But, you know, no reservoir." She patted her tummy for emphasis.
"You know there are ways of cleaning up that don't involve eating as much cum as you can get your tongue on, right?" Jaime said.
Emily stared at him blankly. "For example?"
"Nevermind."
Kray shook her head. "Don't worry about it. I'll just do a soft reset on the house. Been meaning to shut it down for a while and do a few mods anyway. Maybe defrag the bedroom while I'm at it." She rubbed a hand down her mostly soft cock. "Anyone who makes me cum like you did shouldn't have to worry about cleaning up afterward anyway. You're a hell of a slut, Emily."
Emily blushed, then tiptoed forward to plant a soft kiss on Kray's cheek. "Thanks," she said. Then, "Sorry about getting cum on your cheek just now."
"Again, don't worry about it. In fact..."
Emily squealed again, this time in utter delight as Kray's long, succubean tongue flicked out and licked a large swath of demon-semen from her face. Emily didn't usually get to be the one getting licked clean, and it was quite an intriguing novelty for her.
It took quite a long time to clean both the naked siblings with only a tongue, especially since Emily kept 'accidentally' falling down and making cum-angels as soon as no one was looking, but the task was eventually managed.
Emily was subsequently taken outside to stop her making more of a mess. Kray put a collar on her and tied her out in the yard to keep her out of trouble. As an afterthought, she tied Jaime up too.
The siblings curled up together on the lawn and lay naked under the warm sun. It was quite a nice way to wind down after their most recent sexual escapade.
It was especially nice not having to worry about being seen by passers by. Not that there was much traffic, but the few people going by reminded Jaime and Emily of the lovely times they'd been naked in public for all to see, back before the dark times of the sexual retcon.
"I think my kidneys just came back out of hiding," Emily said conversationally.
"That's nice," Jaime said. "Where were they?"
"Down near my knees, I think. Hard to say, though. I can't really see inside myself all that well."
Jaime nodded and patted Emily's tits reassuringly. "You'll be all straightened out in no time."
"Hope so."
Emily nuzzled her brother lovingly and stroked his cock in platonic and sisterly manner as they cuddled together. Public, naked, and incestuous snuggling was, after all, their favourite thing.
****
A while later, with no real movement from the siblings in the intervening hours, a shadow fell across them as they continued to laze nude in the sun. Emily was a bit annoyed that someone was casting a shadow and ruining her even tan, but also turned on that someone had come over to get a better view. She glared up, still deciding whether to be grumpy or seductive, then abruptly smiled as she recognized their loomer.
"Oh, hey, Miss J," she chirped brightly. "Fancy running into you here."
Jaime stirred into alertness. Miss January, their errant principal for whom they'd begun an epic quest to seek out, had sought them instead.
"I really don't know what to say," said Miss January. "It seems the two of you truly can't help yourselves."
"That's true," Emily agreed. "But what specifically are you referring to? The teleporter we weren't supposed to touch? Or fucking some random demoness we just met, then letting her tie us up in her yard?"
"Both," said Miss January.
"Fair enough."
Miss January untied the siblings, then attached their collars to a pair of leashes instead. "You're just lucky you ran into Kray'shanal. She's one of the least dangerous residents of this area. Or any area in the Hellscape, for that matter."
"Are you sure?" Jaime asked. "Because she would have fucked Emily to death, in a quite literal way, if Emily wasn't impossibly slutty and capable of taking a cock nearly as big as her whole torso."
"Yes," said Miss January. "That would still make her quite safe, relatively speaking."
"Oh," said Jaime. "Well then."
"Pff, whatever," said Emily. "Everyone here has been quite nice. Or, more often, ignored us completely. Not very dangerous either way. Except, as Jaime so correctly stated, that I would have been very literally fucked to death if I was even a tiny bit less slutty and stretchy than I am."
"I suspect it's only your charmed existence that gives you such a perspective," said Miss January.
"I didn't know I had one of those," said Emily. "Neat."
Kray stepped out of her house, just as naked as ever. Her cock remained mostly flaccid, but was stiffening up a bit. Jaime cunningly hid behind Emily so as not to be a target for improbable fucking.
"Thank you for the call," Miss January said. "These are indeed a pair of my wayward students."
"I thought they were," said Kray. "Had a funny name for you, though. Muss Janganard or something."
"Yes, well, thanks again," said Miss January. "I must get them back home safely, or there'll be hell to pay. So to speak. My daughter is quite fond of them, for some reason."
"Don't act like you don't love us," said Emily. "I know you do."
She tried to throw her arms around Miss January and give her a big kiss, but was neatly sidestepped and fell flat on her face.
Miss January dragged the naked siblings away by their leashes. The three of them meandered down the road, presumably to Miss January's house.
"How come she didn't know your name?" Emily asked. "And how come she pretended like she didn't know who you were at all when we asked?"
"Kray'shanal doesn't know me by the same name you do," Miss January said. "And presumably, whatever she told you was all a cunning ruse to trick you into having sex with her."
"Joke's on her," Jaime said. "Em woulda fucked her even without the cunning ruse."
"True dat," Emily agreed. "She had a lovely cock." She rubbed her sore tummy. "Probably wouldn't want to try and take it every day or anything, mind you. My poor internal organs would go on strike."
"That wouldn't be so bad," Jaime reassured her. "As long as you still have your amazing pussy and sweet ass, I'll always love you. Even without any of your vital insidey bits that keep you alive."
Emily swooned and had to be caught by Jaime before she tumbled away. "That's the most romantic thing you've ever said. What did I do to deserve such wooing?"
"Just being sexy li'l you," Jaime said. "That's all I've ever needed."
He tried to insert his cock into his sister, an instinctive reaction to having her naked in his arms, but Miss January gave a tug on their leashes and the horny sibbos had to hurry to catch up.
"Do you think I'd pass for demon if I put an apostrophe in my name?" Emily asked Miss January. "Like Emi'ly or something?"
"I doubt it," said Miss January. "You're far too slutty to fit in."
"Too slutty to be a demon?" Emily pressed up against Miss January's side, making sure to rub her titties against her principal a little. "Now you're trying to seduce me too, huh?"
"I very much am not."
"Then why would you say such beautiful, sensual things about me?"
Miss January rubbed her face in exasperation. "Do you think Lilith would notice if you two just didn't come home?"
"Probably," Jaime said. "Eventually. She'd come looking for a pegging session sooner or later and get quite annoyed if neither of us are around to get pounded like inanimate fuck toys."
Emily went all dreamy-eyed at the mental image of being her big sister's inanimate fuck toy. That was all she really wanted in life.
Somehow, they made it to Miss January's house without the siblings having been abandoned in a cardboard box by the side of the road. Jaime and Emily went tearing off naked through the house as soon as they were unleashed, leaving Miss January to once again regret some of her decisions in life.
"Hey, Em, check this out," Jaime said. "I was just rifling through some mail here..."
"Oh sure," Emily said. "Anything good?"
"I think so. It looks like everything's addressed to Liszhaurenekh."
"Ooh. You think that's Miss J's demon name?"
"I think so. Except there's not even an apostrophe in it, which means it's not foreign and edgy enough to qualify."
Miss January lifted the two nosy siblings by the scruffs of their necks. "It's a silent apostrophe. Not that I need to explain myself."
"I don't think that makes sen-" Jaime started, before being shaken viciously.
"Are you going to behave?" Miss January asked. "Or-"
"Unlikely," Emily answered calmly. "It's not something we do very well."
"-do I need to kennel you while I call your sister to come pick you up?" Miss January finished undeterred.
Emily perked up at the threat of a good kenneling. That was something she hadn't tried yet.
"Actually," said Jaime before his sister could cheerfully agree to a degrading punishment, "we're on an important quest."
"Oh yeah, that's right," Emily said. Then she paused. "Wait, which important quest? I can't remember which one we're on."
"The religious abstinence teachers," Jaime reminded her patiently. "Because our school has been made a den of virtue and morality."
Emily made a disgusted face. "Ugh, that's right." She dry heaved a few times. "I think I'm going to be sick just thinking about it."
"You came to the wrong place," said Miss January. "Why do you think I took the day off? I don't like those people either. And I use the term 'people' very loosely." She shuddered almost as badly as Emily. "Horrible filth, really."
Jaime stood firmly erect, which for once wasn't a description of his penis, although it could have been. "Then we have a common enemy," he declared. "We shall ride forth and-"
"It'll have to be tomorrow," Miss January said.
"Er... what?"
"Yeah, the school day's over already. Whatever stupid plan you're about to describe, it'll have to wait."
Jaime deflated slightly. He didn't often get to lead armies into glorious battle. Even very, very small armies. "Oh. Fine, then. Tomorrow."
He stood there a bit awkwardly, unsure what to do next. Emily had become bored in the meantime and had knelt down to suck on his cock, so at least she was keeping busy.
"I guess we'll just hang out until Lil gets here," Jaime said uncertainly. "Maybe have a bit of illegal but very hot incestuous sibling teenage sex, as me and Em so often do."
"Do you always say it like that?" Miss January asked. "That seems awkward."
"Only sometimes," Jaime said. "When there's not much going on. Keeps us amused."
Jaime spun Emily upside down as he picked her up, the better to carry her without having to remove his dick from her mouth. He gave her pussy a few loving licks as he maneuvered them into what he assumed was the living room, although instead of a tv and windows and pictures and things, it mostly contained various scary looking setups either designed for kinky sex, or torturing people to death. Possibly both.
Not so long ago, Jaime would have been sufficiently terrified of an actual fucking demon lady that the room would have sent him screaming. He'd learned better, however, and now knew that Miss January wasn't to be feared. So long as she wasn't too annoyed, at least. She could still theoretically disembowel him with a single swipe if pushed too far.
Jaime was pretty sure he and Emily would be fine as long as they stayed out of the way and quietly fucked one another without making a nuisance.
It wasn't entirely clear to Jaime, even in hindsight, where things went wrong for him. He and Emily started off with some perfectly normal brother and sister fucking, mainly centered around a roughly couch-like piece of furniture, except with attached dildos and restraints. So that was all well and good. But somehow, Emily managed to sneak him into some kind of cunning trap of a device where his limbs were strapped in tightly, then pulled at awkward angles.
Emily cheerfully strapped on in her own way and proceeded to peg the fuck out of his vulnerable asshole. His protestations were futile, as the machine apparently sensed resistance, and a spring-loaded dildo-gag shoved its way into his mouth as well.
Miss January entered the room while Emily was in full brother-pounding mode. "Lilith's on her way," she said casually, as though there wasn't blatant bondage-themed incest occurring right in front of her. "She's a bit miffed with you two for coming all the way here, you know."
"That sounds right," Emily agreed, unconcerned. "She gets a little high-strung sometimes. Doesn't get laid enough. Or, indeed, at all." She stopped moving all of a sudden and turned to Miss January. "That reminds me, we're trying to figure out how Jai can fuck her. We've been quite remiss in figuring that one out. It's been literal days, and still no sexing her up. Quite the travesty, really."
Miss January shook her head. "Unfortunately, Lilith has a severe medical condition."
"Yeah, we know," Emily said. "She's half-demon, which isn't really supposed to happen, and her naughty bits are all graaaaggh and shit."
"Something like that, yes." Miss January sighed. "I wish she would have come to live with me. She could have had a much more fulfilling sex life amongst demonkind."
"She could have?"
"Yes. Demon cocks can take way more abuse than human cocks. Everyone knows that."
"Then why the hell hasn't she found some demon to fuck?" Emily demanded angrily. "It's not good for her to be all chaste and shit when she doesn't need to be."
Miss January made calming, shushing noises. "I know you're worried about your sister. I am too. But she never really fit in with either world. her life was always going to be hard, no matter what choices she made."
"That's bullshit," Emily said, pulling out of Jaime and undoing his restraints, much to his relief. "Come on, Jai. Let's go find a nice demon to violate our sister."
"Very thoughtful idea," Jaime said as he was finally able to free his mouth from its penetrating gag. "But I think if she wanted that, she would have just done it herself."
"She's sex-deprived! She doesn't know what she's doing!"
"I think you'll find she generally has a better idea what she's doing than anyone else we know."
Emily paused in sudden existential crisis. "You don't think... that maybe... focusing on nothing but sex to the exclusion of all else might actually have some drawbacks, do you?"



Jaime shook his head. "I wouldn't go that far."
"Oh good. You had me worried there for a second."
Emily was relieved not to have to reevaluate her entire life, but also wasn't sure anymore that finding a demonic fuck buddy for Lilith was as good an idea as she'd initially assumed. She decided to save it as a backup plan if they needed one.
Since they didn't have to rush off and interview sexual partners, Emily amused herself by trying out some more of Miss January's neat sex machines on her brother. Her favourite was one where he was suspended in such a way as to be easily visible from all angles if one merely walked around him, while an automatic dildo pounded the shit out of his mouth and butthole. There was a third dildo arm that could be switched on, but alas, Jaime didn't have a pussy to allow for triple-penetration.
Jaime wistfully recalled the day before when he'd been subjected to similar involuntary pegging from the anti-sex cultists. That had been quite pleasant. Their attempts at roughly teaching him a lesson about the perils of sexuality had been so soothing and relaxing in comparison to what his beloved sister often did to him just for kicks.
Jaime briefly considered that maybe, possibly, perhaps there was something slightly unhealthy about his and Emily's relationship, but he quickly dismissed the thought as nonsense.
Emily went off with Miss January for a more thorough tour of the house. Jaime was left tied up and tirelessly slammed from both ends. Drool and precum were forced out of him at an alarming rate.
Luckily, Emily remembered to come back for her brother before he passed out. She unstrapped him and set him back on the floor, whereupon he immediately collapsed due to weak and wobbly legs.
"Come on, Jai," she said. "No time for messing around."
"I'm not messing," he said. "I actually can't feel my legs. They were held in weird positions, no matter how much I struggled, and my ass was being brutalized incessantly while you were gallivanting about the house."
"If you're trying to make me jealous, it's not working," Emily said. "Well, it's kind of working, actually. But I have something more important than that."
"More important than being tied up and sexually assaulted by a machine for an indefinite amount of time?" Jaime forced his legs back into action. This was serious.
"Yeah, so I was cunningly probing Miss J more about options for getting Lil some sweet, sweet penis in her."
"Naturally."
"She didn't actually give me a solution, but I think I know where to look."
"How's that?"
Emily grinned smugly. "I got looking at a map of the Hellscape we're in. There was a bit Miss J said we absolutely mustn't go, under any circumstances, never never never. We'd probably die, be dismembered, or be harshly criticized in internet comments, she says."
"Right," said Jaime. "So we're headed straight there, then?"
"Yep. I've already packed sandwiches and juice boxes for the trip."
Jaime nodded. "Right on. We're headed to a mysterious and dangerous location without any idea what to expect or what we're looking for. Sounds like we've got a solid plan now."
****
A while later for the siblings, but almost immediately for those reading, Jaime and Emily had finished their juice boxes and were beginning to have some small, niggling doubts.
"You know," said Jaime, "I'm wondering if perhaps we shouldn't have brought along some weapons or something. Or, like, a guide book."
"Yeah, that might have been a good idea," Emily said. The area along the road had been getting progressively less urban, and there were even some occasional wisps of mist amongst pockets of trees. "I'm particularly worried we might run into one of those fiends Miss J warned me about. The ones who say mean things about other people for no good reason. I mean, what do we even do against that? There's no defense against carefully chosen harsh words."
Jaime took her hand. "Don't worry. I'm sure they'll see we're just trying our best and having a bit of fun, and no one will say anything mean at all."
Emily clung to her brother's hand. "I hope so."
They walked a while longer. Glowing eyes could be seen in the increasingly dense mists to their flanks. The road, fortunately, remained clear.
"I've had another thought," Jaime said. "Which makes two in one day. I've got a bit of a headache now."
"Try not to have another until we can get some rest," Emily urged sympathetically.
"Right. I'll do my best. It's just, how will we know when we've found what we're looking for, if we don't know what it is in the first place?"
Emily gave that some thought. Her head was aching a bit now too. "Well," she said slowly. "We learned that our dear, sweet, half-demon sister can fuck other demons, right?"
"Sure," said Jaime. "But she clearly doesn't want to. Doesn't belong in their world. Probably some mean things got said about her being a half-breed or something, and she quite wisely fled never to return."
"That doesn't sound like her," Emily said. "I would have assumed she'd bop 'em in the nads if they said mean things. But that's not really the point I was getting at."
"Sure, sure," said Jaime. "Go on."
"Well... we don't need actual demons. We just need demon-cock."
"Which tend to be attached to demons, mind you."
"Yes. But what if..." Emily paused for dramatic effect. "What if we simply changed your cock to be demon-elemental instead of human?"
A slow smile crossed Jaime's lips as he realized the sheer brilliance and simplicity of Emily's flawless plan. "That's brilliant!" he said. "And also flawless! And a plan, even!"
"Thank you. I thought it might be."
"So how do we do that?"
Emily bit her lip. "Well... that may be the one unbrilliant flaw in an otherwise flawless and brilliant plan. I don't actually know that it's a possible thing to do."
"Oh. Well, still, though. Pretty good thinking."
Emily cozied up to Jaime as they walked. They were both still totally naked, which wasn't nearly so much fun in creepy settings as it was in the constant sunshine and rainbows they were used to. There weren't even any other people around to gawk at them and make the predicament more erotic.
The scenery abruptly turned bright and sunny as the sibling crested a gentle hilltop. The threatening eyes along the roadway became happy little demonic butterflies, and the wispy fog gave way to pretty flowers shaped like tiny penises.
"This is much nicer," Jaime said. "We must have crossed into another district."
"Could be," Emily agreed. She pulled a map she'd taken from Miss January's house out of her butt. "Let's see. I think we were here, and now we're... here?"
Jaime studied the map over her shoulder. "Wait, we're at the deadly and dangerous zone already? That can't be. It's all, like, sunshine and unicorns. The opposite of dangerous."
"Don't underestimate unicorns," Emily said seriously. "They love them some virgins. And we are the exact opposite."
"Good point." Jaime looked around again, but no unicorns were threatening to approach and chastise them about their sexual sinfulness, so nothing to worry about just yet. "Shall we carry on then, my wayward sister?"
"Yes, let's."
Jaime took Emily's hand, and together they skipped naked through the lovely, peaceful fields of flowers and fluffy bunnies. They had no particular goal in mind, at this point. They'd arrived at the zone they wanted to search, so all they had to do was cover some ground until they stumbled across whatever treasure or boss fight was hidden there.
"Ooh, look, a sinister cave!" Emily said.
"Right in the middle of a bright, sunny, and small-creature-filled field?" Jaime asked. "That doesn't seem like a sinister cave's natural habitat."
"I don't know about that. But there is one, see?"
"Yes, I do see." Jaime shrugged. "Guess we better check it out. What's the worst that could happen?"
"Your dick could stop working," Emily replied promptly. She'd given the subject some thought in her spare time, and she was quite sure she had the correct answer.
"I meant that worst thing that could directly result from exploring this sinister cave."
"Oh. Then I don't know."
Ignorance firmly established, Emily and Jaime dove headfirst into the cave mouth.
****
Meanwhile, elsewhere in the story, Lilith's siblings-in-danger sense was going off like crazy. She was beginning to regret not tracking Jaime and Emily down and dragging them home earlier. They weren't making themselves easy to find at all.
They weren't in any of their usual hangouts, which was to say at home, at school, or over fucking the neighbours. That could only mean there was a new plot line that no one had told her about.
She definitely didn't get paid enough for this shit.
****
Back in the main part of the story, where the narrative really wanted to be, Emily and Jaime had discovered a bit of a predicament. It wasn't dangerous yet, not exactly, but it was kind of an unknown for them.
"So, um, is it just me, or have we discovered a room full of tentacles?" Emily asked.
"It's not just you," Jaime assured her. "They're definitely tentacles. And I think they're moving."
Emily prodded one of the tentacles. "Do you think these are the 'tentacle-rape' kind?"
"Is there any other sort?"
"Not that I know of. It's just my mouth, pussy, and bum are all still pretty empty. Not hardly being tentacle-raped at all."
"Yeah, same here," Jaime said. "Which I'm honestly fine with. I'd be happier without prehensile, cock-like tentacles being shoved into my delicate boy-holes over and over until I pass out."
Quite unfortunately for Jaime, an orated desire not to get tentacle-raped in a room full of tentacles was tempting fate just a tad too much to get away with. The vast, undulating mass twitched energetically to life and seized the siblings' various limbs in flexible, iron grips.
Emily squealed in delight. Jaime sighed and hoped this wouldn't take long.
"Yay! Tentacles!" Emily said.
"Yeah. Woohoo," Jaime said much less enthusiastically. "This'll learn me not to dive headfirst into strange caverns. Which, honestly, I shouldn't do anyway. That's a good way to get head injuries."
Emily couldn't respond to his dour sentiments. A tentacle had forced its way into her mouth, which was to say, of course, that it had tried to force its way in. The truth was more along the lines of the tentacle slipping between her widely parted lips and down her welcoming throat. Two other tentacles did likewise with her pussy and butthole.
"Oh great," Jaime muttered. "Here comes the blaaaggh mmmhhuuugghh uggkkmmm."
He, too, was filled up with writhing tentacles, though only in two holes instead of three, since that was all he had available for penetration.
The siblings were viciously pounded without any mercy or breaks. If any individual tentacle got tired, it was quickly replaced by another.
Emily orgasmed in bursts a sporadic intervals, which seemed to encourage her assailers. Jaime's cum was even more appreciated, and his ass got slammed all the harder in an attempt to milk as much from him as possible.
"I can't take much more of this," Jaime thought telepathically to his sister.
"Sure you can," Emily thought back. "It's only been... what, like, a hour? Or several? I can't keep track at all for some reason. Anyway, just enjoy it. I'm sure this tentacle monster thing will be done soon and we'll be free to go."
It wasn't, and they weren't.
****
Lilith was in quite a grumpy mood by the time she'd tracked Jaime and Emily to the nice sunny field outside their prison-cave. She'd only found out they were in the Hellscape thanks to Lisa Fucking January, who hadn't even managed to keep them at her house until they could be picked up. Some help she was.
Some silly girl had tried to bar her entrance back at the road into the city. As a result, there was now a guard booth floating down the river along the highway, with the aforementioned guard girl tied up inside.
Most everyone else had given her a wide berth, and the few who hadn't were still curled up on the ground nursing their summarily punted testicles.
One of the unicorns in the field, having sensed Lilith's sinful nature and noting she didn't have any backup, tried to approach and lecture her on the virtues of virginity. Unicorns had something of a fetish for it, for unknown reasons. Lilith shoved its horn up its ass and kept walking.
"They can't possibly have been that fucking stupid," Lilith growled as she approached the tentacle cave. She knew even as she said it that yes, in fact, they could.
She was still grumbling as she marched into the cave.
From the outside, nothing much seemed to happen for a moment. Then, abruptly, there came a loud, squishy, slapping sound, followed by pathetic yipping and whimpering.
Shortly thereafter, Lilith return from the cave's mouth dragging Jaime and Emily along behind her by their ankles. Their heads bumped off of the occasional rock, but that was alright. They didn't keep anything useful in there anyway.
With her siblings laid out in the grass, Lilith took the time to carefully examine them. They were both out cold, and their various holes gaped wide and slick from protracted abuse.
Lilith tried slapping Jaime awake first, but he didn't stir. She had more luck with Emily, who came awake slowly and groggily.
"Ow, my head," Emily said as she rubbed the back of her neck where it met her skull. "Also, ow, my other body parts. It feels like I've been fucked for ages, then dragged across rough terrain."
"Got it in one," Lilith said.
"What happened to the tentacle monster?" Emily asked, looking around in a rather puzzled sort of way. "Last thing I remember I was getting a lovely fuck that just kept going on forever. I mean, I passed out a few times, but the parts I was awake for were quite enjoyable."
"I had to pull you out of there, you silly twat. You would have let yourself be fucked to death. And you got Jaime caught up in your mess too."
Emily scoffed. "Fucked to death. Right. Like that's even possible." She paused and chewed on her lip a moment. "Wait, is that possible? Because if so-"
"You're not doing it, Em."
"Well not now, obviously. But maybe in a year or two when I'm hopelessly old and no one wants to pound my sweet pussy or tight little bumhole anymore..."
"Yeah, fine. We'll talk about it in a couple years, if you haven't forgotten by then."
Emily glared. "You're just assuming I'm going to forget by then, aren't you?"
"Yep. Now come on, help me carry Jai."
"In a minute." Emily gazed wistfully at the cave of sexy tentacle death. "Maybe just another quick hour in the-"
"No."
"But I-"
"No."
"Just-"
"No."
"Ugh, fine. You never let me do anything." Emily tried to pout convincingly, but the effect was marred somewhat by the continued lewd gape of her pussy.
"That's an exaggeration," said Lilith. "But honestly, I really shouldn't let you do anything. You just get into trouble. I'm tempted to chain you up and not let you leave the house."
Emily perked up at the mention of being chained. "With handcuffs an' a collar an' everything?"
"Naturally."
"Deal!"
"That wasn't actually... oh nevermind." Lilith nodded at their brother. "Now seriously, help me carry Jaime. I don't feel like lugging him all the way back by myself."
"I don't feel like carrying him either," Emily whined. "I'm all tuckered out for some reason."
"Possibly the tentacle death cave was a bit wearing?"
"Yeah, maybe, I guess." Emily stretched and groaned. "It feels like I got fucked for days. Or weeks, maybe."
"I imagine it does. Time works differently in the Hellscape. Caves like that, even more so. I couldn't say for sure, but I suspect you spent a much longer time in there mentally than you did physically. Because it couldn't have been more than an hour or two before I found you."
"Huh." Emily considered this new information. "So I felt like I was getting well and royally pounded from every direction, in every one of my tight little holes, for days or weeks, or perhaps months, but really it was only an hour?"
"Or two, yes."
"Neat! Now I really want to have another go!"
"Focus, Em. Another few minutes in there and you might have been dead by the time I found you."
"I probably wouldn't have been. I can take a good fucking. You know that."
Lilith sighed. She hadn't wanted to truly scare her sister, but Emily was being persistent and annoying. Which was to say, Emily was being herself. "Let me put it this way. You know how your pussy and butthole are still gaping wide open?"
"Sure. That's kinda neat too. Look, my whole hand can go right in." Emily easily fisted herself a few times, front and back.
"Ok. Now imagine if you spent just a little longer with the tentacles, and you got too stretched out to ever tighten back up again properly."
Emily's face became a mask of horror. She slapped her hands protectively over her wide open cunt and bum. "That can't happen, can it? That... that... Jai wouldn't ever want to fuck me anymore! We'd stop loving each other, and I'd have to go work in a bank or something."
Lilith cocked her head. "Your mind goes weird places sometimes." She patted Emily's shoulder. "Anyway, don't worry. I got to you in time. Your cock holsters will be good as new in a little while."
"Promise?" Emily asked, looking quite sad and miserable.
"Promise."
****
Since neither of the girls felt like slogging all the way back home while carrying their unconscious brother, Emily eventually scrounged up an old DIY ambulance kit that had been kicking around in her butt for ages, and she'd just never gotten around to putting together.
With Lilith's help, she made short work of assembling the homemade emergency vehicle. She packed herself and Jaime into the back while Lilith drove them home.
Emily crawled up front to hit the siren a few times, though gave up when Lilith kept swatting her away and telling her not to do that. They drew enough attention just being in an ambulance in the Hellscape, an area which traditionally didn't go much for human medical practices. The last thing they needed was to get pulled over by demon-cops, who were just like regular cops, except they were demons.
Emily grew bored sitting by herself in the back waiting for Jaime to wake up. He'd never stayed asleep so long when she wanted to play. Even his very longest sessions of unconsciousness due to her brutally throat-fucking him hadn't lasted near so long. And she'd really choked the shit out of him, too.
"Lil?" Emily asked. "Is Jaime gonna die?"
"No, he'll be fine," Lilith said. "Eventually."
"Are you sure? He won't wake up, and his penis isn't even hard either. Like, I wouldn't mind so much if I could at least ride him while he was sleeping, but he's just boring like this."
Emily rubbed her titties all over Jaime's penis in case it might help. It didn't. Even worse, she felt kind of weirded out by the act. It just wasn't right molesting her brother while he was unconscious and soft. His lack of erection made her feel dirty, and not even in a good way.
Lilith would have liked to reassure her sister more, but she wasn't any happier about Jaime's condition. Seeing her little brother without an erection was like asking Emily if she wanted to fuck around some and getting a rejection; it felt fundamentally wrong and totally bananas crazy pants. And not even in a good way.
After an excruciatingly long drive on the highway from Hell, Lilith parked in their driveway and threw Jaime over her shoulder to carry him into the house. Emily tagged along behind her. Neither of the girls looked back as the ambulance exploded behind them, because they were cool guys that way.
"It'd be nice if ambulances didn't self-destruct after one use," Lilith said mostly to herself. "It'd really bring down health care prices, at the very least."



Emily tossed away the pair of sunglasses she'd earned for not looking at the explosion, like a cool guy. They weren't her colour. "Shoulda got the deluxe model. The one with the non-explodey feature."
They laid Jaime out in his bed, after first making sure to get him a fresh new mattress and sheets from the linen closet. Emily knelt next to the bed, watching her brother carefully for any sign that he might be waking up or, more importantly, becoming aroused.
Lilith watched the sad display for a few moments. She wanted to leave, let Jaime rest, and hope that everything would be better by the next episode. She'd never seen Emily so pathetic, however, and her sisterly instincts wouldn't let her abandon the desperate little slut.
"Hey, Em, wanna go make out in my room for a while?" Lilith asked.
"No thanks," Emily said.
Lilith frowned. "I just got a new strapon. Wanna check it out?"
"Nah."
Lilith steeled herself for one last try. "Want me to tie you up, spank you, then savage your various holes until you're broken and drooling? I promise I'll take pictures in case I'm so brutal you don't remember anything."
"That's very nice of you to offer," Emily said politely, "but I think I'll pass. I might just do homework or something."
Lilith felt dizzy and put her hand through the wall in a poorly judged attempt at steadying herself. She held her tummy for a moment as she thought she might be sick. "Please tell me you didn't just say what I thought you said."
Emily shrugged. "I dunno. If Jai doesn't even want to fuck me, it might be time to give up on life and, like, study and do well in school or some shit. Get a good job, find a husband, raise some kids. You know, like people do when they don't have a sibling to spend their days fucking around with."
"You have me."
"Yeah, no offense, but you don't have a penis. That was what I always loved most about Jai." Emily sighed wistfully. "It felt ever so lovely having his cock nestled snugly in my pussy or bumhole. What's my life gonna be now? Probably some stupid boring shit like working hard and getting voted Queen of Town. Ugh. Boring people stuff."
Lilith needed to clear her head. "Promise me you won't do anything rash for a little while, would you? At least until I get back."
Emily nodded. "Ok. I promise not to do any schoolwork until you get back. As long as you don't take too long. I'm already itching to crack open some world history. Gotta study up for my queenship."
Lilith stumbled outside and gasped in some fresh air. She felt positively ill. Emily was actually talking about being responsible and thinking about her future. It was enough to make a person question everything they knew about the world.
There was only one thing to be done. Lilith stripped naked and marched back to Emily. She'd hoped it wouldn't come to this, but these straits were about as dire as they came. She'd have to resort to the forbidden magicks, the disallowed arcana, the illegal sorceries.
Emily was curled up in a naked ball of woe next to Jaime when Lilith returned. She barely even looked up as Lilith strode across the room and repositioned her so her ass was propped up and made easily accessible.
"I'm sorry to do this, Em," Lilith said. "But it's the only way."
"What is?"
"I have to use the forbidden butt magic."
"The what?"
"You know, like regular magic, but for bu- actually, no. There's no time to finish the last half of that syllable. I have to act now!"
Lilith's eyes burst into dangerous flames as she balled up her fist. She aimed carefully, then rammed her fist deep into Emily's tight little ass. Lubrication sprang forth as needed to ease the way, and soon she was shoulder deep in Emily's cozy bum.
She didn't stop there, however. This was a situation so desperate it called for more than a simple shoulder-deep ass-fisting. Lilith shoved her other fist in after the first, then spread them apart to made Emily's bottom gape lewdly and somewhat painfully.
Emily moaned softly, and would certainly have enjoyed the surprise butt sex, if not for her continued fretting over her beloved and adored brother. She tried to get into the spirit of the game, since it was so awfully nice of Lilith to make the attempt, but she just couldn't corral her feelings properly.
Lilith was still going deeper. She'd spread Emily wide enough that she could get her head in, then her shoulder and tits. She kept worming her way in past her hips and butt, and finally kicked and squirmed until her legs were past the outer sphincter.
The going got easier once Lilith was totally encased in her sister's warm butt. She was able to crawl forward at a steady pace, and made some very nice progress in a fairly short time. The fleshy tunnel widened dramatically until she was able to stand up and walk normally.
Emily's capacity to store cum was coming in quite handy now. All that extra room made maneuvering much easier. Lilith jogged along the path, which only continued to get larger and roomier. Soon enough, the traditional scenery of the interior of a slut's ass became a pleasant sidewalk and surrounding neighbourhood.
This was where Lilith's forbidden and ancient knowledge of butt magic came in handy. She had successfully entered Emily's spirit world. She was no longer fully in reality, nor was she in a land of make-believe, but was instead somewhere in the middle. She was glimpsing Emily's very soul. Luckily, as with everything else important in her life, Emily kept her soul up her ass.
Lilith found the house she wanted very easily, since it looked exactly like their real world home. Now all she had to do was locate Emily's butt persona, or buttsona, to use the technical mystical terminology.
Somber music floated over from the backyard, so Lilith went to investigate there first. She found quite a mournful display, with a facsimile of Jaime's body resting on a dais, and a crowd of very sad girls all dressed in black milling about. If she had to guess, she'd probably assume that everyone Jaime had fucked was in attendance, at least in spiritual form.
Emily's double was, naturally, the saddest and most black-clad of them all. Her outfit was even so modest as to not show off any of her naughty bits. Lilith had to fight a wave of nausea before approaching. She just couldn't handle the thought of her sister eschewing sluttiness entirely. It was deeply disturbing on a basic and primal level.
Emily-Two smiled wanly at Lilith as she neared. "It's good you could make it. Here, cover yourself with one of these Official Mourner outfits I picked up. I hate to say it, but this isn't a place to be showing off your body. Even though I'd be quite delighted to stare at and suck on your beautiful titties at any other time."
"You still could if you wanted." Lilith stuck out her chest, but without much hope. It wasn't going to be that easy. "You can stop trying to push that macabre black outfit at me. I'm not wearing it."
"This is a sad and dark day," Emily-Two insisted. "You need to wear sad and dark clothing."
"No, I don't think I do, actually."
Lilith took a breath, prepared herself, then flipped Emily-Two over and tore away the part of her outfit covering her butt. She dove in even faster now that she had some experience with anal spelunking.
The next butt was much the same, only the colours were all a bit swirly, and the crowd of mourners at Jaime's memorial were less easily distinguished. She had to go deeper still.
Emily-butt after Emily-butt went by in what became a comforting rhythm. Lilith dove deeper and deeper, searching for the Omega-butt. The final bastion of Emily's very soul and being. She was pretty sure she'd found it when she popped into a nearly featureless white plane.
The only feature, in fact, was an imposing throne right in the very centre. Lilith wasn't sure why it was the centre, given that the plane was, as previously mentioned, nearly featureless with one exception, but it definitely was.
Emily-Omega sat astride the throne, fingers idly toying with the arms of her seat. Half-melted dildos stuck out at random intervals, in all different directions. It was an entire throne made of dildos, Lilith realized, as though Emily-Omega had decided she really was going to be a queen instead of a slut.
"You may approach the Slutty Throne," Emily-Omega declared with a surprisingly booming voice.
"I was gonna anyway," Lilith muttered to herself. Louder, "You are the final Emily. I need to speak with you."
"I am the final," Emily-Omega agreed. "And I am soon to give up my slutty ways, and go into a career path that leads to the monarchy."
"That's not going to happen. You were born to be a slut. It's your true calling. You're amazing at it, and the world would be a poorer place were you to abandon your position as the town's sexiest girl."
Emily-Omega shook her head. "That's no longer who I am."
"Oh isn't it? You can't fool me, dear Omega-sister. You're the same slut you ever were, deep down."
"Am not."
"Are too."
"Am not!"
"Are too!"
"Am not not not!"
"Are too infinity!"
"Fuck!"
Emily-Omega shook her head in defeat, since even she couldn't argue with the infinity clause of the rules for battles of wits. She stood slowly, making a slurping sound as two strategically placed dildos were dragged out of her pussy and butthole. Being the Slutty Throne, one couldn't sit in it without getting fucked.
"I knew it," said Lilith. "You pretended like you weren't a slut anymore, but there you were grinding around on a pair of dildos like the same old Emily we all love and adore."
Emily-Omega smiled shyly. "Only you could know me so well, dear sister." Her smile faded. "But this doesn't change anything. Jaime is still unable to fuck. And it's no good using his butthole while he's unconscious either."
"Because of ethical consideration?"
"No. Because it's just not as fun when he's not squirming around underneath me."
"Phew. Thought you were going rational on me again." Lilith stood up straighter. "Leave the next part to me. I just need the real world Emily to stand by my side, and not mope around pining for brother-cock all day."
Omega-Emily stepped closer, somehow regal and slutty at the same time. "It shall be done."
Omega-Emily then lashed out with a foot faster than Lilith could react. Lilith found herself tumbling backward, head over heels.
Lilith popped back into the previous butt-dimension without slowing down. Every tumble and pop triggered another, and another, until moments later she burst back out of Real-Emily's ass at a dangerous speed. Only her catlike half-demon reflexes allowed to her twist around in the air and land feet-first against the wall, then execute a slow somersault to bring her back to a standing position, none the worse for the wear.
Emily stirred, possibly because her big sister had just shot out of her ass like a cannonball, but hopefully more because her very inner self had been reinvigorated and enlisted for the good of the family.
"What happened?" Emily asked.
"I spoke to your omega self," Lilith said. "We reached-"
"My who now?"
Lilith slumped slightly. She'd almost forgotten who she was dealing with. "I went in your butt and did stuff."
"Oh. Why didn't you just say so." Emily stretched, making sure to show off as much of her lithe, teenage body as possible. "I feel much better now."
"Good, because-"
"Do you think I could go with you next time? I've always been curious what the inside of my butt's like."
Lilith pursed her lips. "If you want to disappear up your own ass, you'd probably have to get into politics. And I've just worked very hard to make sure that doesn't happen."
"Oh." Emily shrugged. "Oh well. There are other butts to be explored."
"There are indeed. Such as Jaime's. Because we need to go see if we can fix him now."
Emily considered. "Well, I guess crawling up Jai's bum could be fun even he's not awake to feel it."
"And also it could really help him," Lilith prompted.
"Oh yeah, that too. I guess."
Emily tried to climb inside Jaime, but had some trouble getting started. Lilith gave her a splash of magical lube, then shoved on her butt to help push her in. It took some doing, but Emily soon vanished into Jaime's ass, followed closely by the more practiced Lilith.
Lilith found that Emily had stopped just inside Jaime's butthole, and had to squeeze by her. Their naked, nubile bodies were pressed very close together as she squirmed past her unhelpful sister.
"This is nice," Emily said. "Reminds me of when Allie and I snuggled inside her mom's butt. Except this is even more incesty, and so therefore better in every way."
"If you've got experience with butt-spelunking, then why did you have so much trouble just now?" Lilith grumbled.
"I was enjoying having you push me," Emily explained like it was obvious. "You had your hand right on my pussy for a bit. That was quite pleasant."
"Fuck's sake. Maybe I should have fixed Jaime first."
"He probably would have been more helpful," Emily agreed.
The nude and slippery sisters traveled onward, with Emily generally making a sexy nuisance of herself. She took every opportunity to grope Lilith, or tangle up with her to halt progress and satisfy her carnal desires.
Still, they somehow made it to yet another house that looked exactly like their real world home. This time, all was quiet. There was no sign of movement or life as they entered the front door.
"What do you think we'll find?" Emily asked curiously. "Do you think I'm in here? And if so, do you think the anal version of myself will want to fuck around some? 'Cause that could be pretty hot."
"Goddamn, Em. Less than an hour ago you were talking about giving up slutdom altogether. Now you're hoping for a phantasmal self-cest encounter."
"Yeah, so?"
"I'm just saying-"
Lilith was interrupted by the appearance of Emily-Anal, who was the Emily that spiritually lived in Jaime's posterior.
"Oh, hey, it's me," said Emily-Anal. She looked regular Emily up and down. "You're hot. Wanna fuck around?"
Emily grinned. "Thought you'd never ask."
The two Emilys wrapped their arms around each other's supremely sexy body and commenced making out with all the fervor and exuberance of horny girls who didn't have an important mission to complete.
"Come on, Em," Lilith said. "We have an important mission to complete."
"Just a sec," Emily said. "I think I can totally get laid here."
"Of course you can, dipshit. She's you. She's literally as horny and slutty as you are, which is to say she'll fuck anything that asks nicely, and probably anything that doesn't too."
"My kinda girl!"
Lilith let the Emilys go at each other for another few minutes in the vain hope that they might remember there were more important things than licking the pussy of someone who looked exactly like they did, but no such luck.
Emily got one last feel of her doppelganger's boobies before she was dragged away by the ankle. She mimed 'call me' as she was hustled down the hall and out of sight.
Jaime, or the anal version of himself, was lying in his bedroom, sound asleep by all appearances, but no easier to awaken than his more real counterpart.
"So, what, do we jump him now?" Emily asked. "'Cause his penis isn't hard either."
"No, Em. Not everything is solved with sex."
Emily blinked vacantly. "Pardon?"
"I said not everything is solved with sex."
"I don't understand. It sounds like you're speaking English, except the words don't make sense together."
"Forget it." Lilith rolled the sleeping fake-Jaime over. "Hop in his butt, we've got a lot more distance to cover."
****
The journey to Jaime-Omega took much longer than the one to Emily-Omega had. Emily's continued assistance, which was to say her constant attempts at sleeping with her anal counterparts, was mostly to blame.
Still, they eventually made it to the final destination. Jaime only, no items. The featureless void was much the same as Emily's, except there was no Slutty Throne with a queen in the making to greet them. Instead, there was a limp Jaime-Omega suspended in the air, tentacles viciously violating him without pause.
"Of course," Lilith said. "No wonder he won't wake up. He's still getting tentacle-raped in the deepest parts of his mind and butt."
"Lucky!"
"No, Em, not lucky."
"Oh, right."
"We have to save him."
"Gotcha. I'll be the distraction."
Lilith glared at Emily. "Are you going to be a distraction by offering up your tight teenage holes to be ruthlessly violated by an unthinking and uncaring tentacle monster?"
"Maybe."
"Well... don't."
"Ugh, fine. You never let me do anything."
"Here, this should cheer you up some."
Lilith reached into her butt, rummaged around, then pulled out a pair of dildos. Emily's interest was piqued, though they still weren't as exciting as getting her mouth, pussy, and ass filled up and fucked for a subjective several months at a time.
"So you keep emergency supplies up your butt too, huh?" Emily said. "I thought I was the only one who did that."
"Nah, lots of girls do. They're just subtler about it than you are." Lilith shrugged. "We have no choice about it, really. The pockets on our clothing are crap for trying to carry stuff."
"True dat," Emily said. She took one of the dildos and tested it in her hands. It was perhaps overly stiff, but sufficiently cock-shaped that she could make it work. The shape was the main thing, really. "But I don't understand why we're going to stop and have a nice little masturbation session. Shouldn't we rescue Jai so he can fuck me properly? You know, if I'm not allowed to get tentacle-raped, for some arbitrary reason."
"That's exactly what we're doing." Lilith squeezed her dildo just right, and a blade of light shot forth from the tip. "These aren't any ordinary dildos, dear sister. These are the finest in cocksaber technology, very useful for the purposes of rescue missions."
Emily's eyes went wide and she stared at the dildo in her hand. Sex toy and dangerous weapon all in one? "What is it, Christmas already?"
"I thought you might enjoy it."
Emily ignited her cocksaber and gave it an experimental twirl. She didn't have much practice with weaponry, but her dildo handling skills were second to none. She spun the flashy blade of her new armament in a dizzying and hypnotizing display, and managed to not even cut off any of her own limbs in the process.
Emily cackled maniacally. "Ooh, this is gonna be fun!"
"Sure is," Lilith agreed. "The best part is we can hack and slash with impunity, since our foe hasn't been given any humanoid characteristics with which to identify."
"That is quite convenient," Emily agreed.
The naked warrior sisters positioned themselves just out of range of the writhing tentacles assailing their helpless brother. As one, they leapt into the fray, cocksabers whirling a bloody swath of destruction all around them. Tentacles flopped away spurting icky goo every which way.
There were many snake-like limbs to be severed, and no matter how many were chopped off there always seemed to be more. Emily laughed gleefully as she swung this way and that, getting all her repressed violent urges worked out on an opponent who couldn't easily be identified with, and so therefore was ok to mutilate any way one saw fit.
When Lilith wasn't looking, Emily even managed to sneak in some quick little tentacle-fucks, which kept her libido at bay in between murderous rampages.
Finally, many long minutes or hours later, the last tentacle was slain, and Jaime-Omega was released from his mental torture. The girls carefully laid him the ground-or what passed for the ground in a featureless white void-and sheathed their cocksabers up their butts. Emily sheathed hers several times before getting a look from Lilith and putting it away for good.



They gently slapped Jaime-Omega until he finally opened his eyes. He groaned and blinked in confusion at his ichor-covered sisters.
"What happened?" he asked.
"You got tentacle-fucked," Emily said. "A lot. Like, a looot."
"Oh. That explains why I feel like I've been sexually violated even worse than usual."
"Sure does."
Despite Emily and Lilith's gory coverings, they were still quite naked and sexy. Jaime-Omega's cock stirred to life after a long slumber of nearly a few hours.
Emily squealed in delight and hugged her brother's cock tightly, then smothered it in kisses. "You're back! You're back! I've missed you so much!"
"And the rest of Jaime too?" Lilith prompted.
Jaime-Omega shook his head. "Give her a minute. She'll remember I'm here eventually."
But they didn't have a minute. The balance of the interior-verse of Jaime's body had been restored, and things were shifting back into place. Emily and Lilith found themselves falling into the next reality down, again and again, tumbling and turning uncontrollably until they were ejected with great speed from the real Jaime's ass.
Lilith, once again being all ninja-like and shit, landed smoothly. Emily face-planted the wall and fell into an ungainly heap.
"Owie," Emily complained. "I think I might have bruised my nipple." She looked at Lilith hopefully. "Kiss it better?"
But Emily was distracted even before Lilith could answer. Jaime was waking up and, more importantly, so was his cock.
Emily scrambled to the bed and hopped astride her brother. She stuffed his cock up her pussy, then sighed in utter bliss as she felt him expand within her.
"Aw yeah," she moaned. "That's the shit."
Jaime groggily came awake and found Emily already riding him. He felt like he'd just been through some sort of odd and traumatic event, but his slutty, naked sister bouncing on his cock while he was unconscious was about as normal as things could get. He wondered if it had all been a crazy dream.
"You got mind-fucked by tentacles," Lilith said without waiting for Jaime's question to form. "After being regular fucked by tentacles. You were in pretty rough shape."
"Oh," said Jaime. "That explains some things."
"I was worried you might die," Emily said. "Or worse, you might never get an erection ever again. But Lil saved the day! She's such a great sister that way."
Emily pulled Lilith in and hugged her while still grinding on top of Jaime. She rubbed her and Lilith's boobies together as a sign of love and sisterhood, the way girls so often do.
"We had to climb all up in your butt," Emily continued. "And then your butt-self's butt. And then more butts. Way more. Just a lot of butt exploring, is what I'm getting at."
"That also explains some things," Jaime said. "Like why my asshole feels like it's been stretched open well beyond capacity, and is now throbbing and aching like crazy."
"Mmhm, mine too," Emily said. "But you get used to it."
"I'd rather not get used to it, actually," Jaime said. "I'd like it to stop hurting."
"Fine, ya big baby."
Emily rode Jaime another few minutes, then reluctantly got off his beautiful, freshly restored cock. She and Lilith rolled him over, then took turns licking and kissing his sore bumhole. Thanks to their loving and caring attention, he was soon feeling much better.
"Ah," said Jaime. "Thanks to your loving and caring attention, I'm now feeling much better."
"Good," said Emily. "Wouldn't want your sweet little tushy out of commission. I've got plans for it."
"What are you thinking?" Lilith asked. "A bit more sisterly rimming, then on to some hardcore incest pegging?"
"You read my mind," Emily said.
"It was easy. It's all just pictures in there. And most of them are pop-ups."
Luckily for Jaime's bottom, he spotted a distraction before his sisters could get around to strapping on some big dildos and plundering his vulnerable hole(s).
"Lil?" he said. "Why's your pussy glowing?"
Lilith and Emily both followed Jaime's gaze.
"Oh my! Your pussy is glowing!" Emily exclaimed. "Is that normal? Mine never glows, except maybe a little when Jai fucks me too hard and it starts to overheat."
Lilith carefully felt around her incandescent cunt. "I think," she said slowly, "that perhaps my curse might have been broken."
"Really?" Emily said. "Is that how it works? Because we could have stuck a flashlight up there ages ago if a little light's all it takes."
"The light is the effect, not the cause," Lilith said.
"The what with the what now?"
"I mean it's only glowing to make sure we notice the change in state. The glow itself isn't changing anything."
"Oh, I see," said Emily, who in fact didn't see at all, but was willing to go along with whatever Lilith said. "So you're saying we need, like, three or four flashlights?"
Lilith sighed. "Jai, shut her up for a moment, will you?"
"On it!" Jaime said.
He grabbed Emily and shoved her mouth down onto his cock. Emily would have protested the rather rude treatment, but it involved brother-cock going inside her, so it got a pass.
"I can't be sure," Lilith said, now free of silly interruptions, "but I think that after my dangerous and slightly annoying quest to rescue my beloved siblings-"
"That's us," Jaime supplied helpfully.
"-I maybe have been granted the power of True Love."
"Ooh, sounds neat," Jaime said as he thrust Emily's head back and forth on his shaft like a cock toy. "What's it do?"
"Usually whatever the plot calls for. In this case it's a bit unique, because I'm pretty sure it's going to let me bone my brother. Which is not quite so standard when it comes to True Love."
"Siblings can have True Love together," Jaime said. "Like me and Em."
Emily nodded fractionally and flashed a thumbs up in agreement even while tears and drool ran down her face and chin from the casual but brutal throat-fuck she was taking.
Jaime used his sister's mouth for his own pleasure a while longer, only in a True Love kind of way, of course, then tossed her aside. His cock stood hard and proud, and glistened with a thick coating of saliva.
"Bet you think you're gonna fuck me now, huh?" Lilith said.
"I assumed so, yes," Jaime said. "We're naked together, neither of us have silly moral objections, and it's not physically prohibitive anymore. As far as my experience goes, those are all the criteria filled."
"You may be onto something," Lilith said. A devilish smile crossed her face. "But you're not jumping on top of me and pounding my pussy."
"I'm not?"
"No. I'ma pounded your dick."
Lilith tackled Jaime and mounted him in one smooth motion. Her pussy engulfed his cock and clamped down on it so tightly it was a bit painful.
"Oh my fuck!" Lilith hissed as her eyes rolled back. "That is some good shit."
"That's what I'm saying," Emily concurred as she crawled back next to her brother and sister. "Jai's dick is the best! Mostly because he's our brother and it's totally the incestiest of incests."
Lilith rode Jaime even harder than Emily usually did. She had much time to make up for. It was already the twelfth day since it had become legally possible to have sex with him, for certain values of legal, and it was only their first fuck.
Emily watched gleefully as her big sister finally got the incestuous brother-fuck that she so rightfully deserved. She firmly believed that it was every girl's right to experience the pure joy and sexual ecstasy of sleeping with their brother, and that went doubly for Lilith who had been such a good sibling to them both.
Lilith bounced around on Jaime's cock like a wild thing. She moaned and howled in pleasure. Her eyes flared sporadically, and her teeth gleamed wickedly sharp. She wasn't in full control of her body, and was lost in the excess of sensual joy flooding through her.
Having verified that Lilith was having an excellent time and didn't require any coaching on the salient points of fucking one's brother, Emily straddled Jaime's face and sat atop him. He obediently licked her dripping wet pussy like the good little brother-slut he was.
The sisters politely shared their brother, each taking their share of intense sexual pleasure from his body. They also groped each other and made out as the whim took them. Emily even spent some time trying to suck on Lilith's boobies, but was stymied when Lilith wouldn't stop bouncing them around.
Lilith gave her neglected pussy a good workout now that she had the chance, then switched to her equally ignored butthole without breaking stride. She winced just a little as she impaled her ass on Jaime's hard cock all in one go, but the small pain was nothing compared to the deliciously naughty feeling of being anally filled by her brother.
Seeing her big sister switch to anal mode, Emily decided to do the same. She scooted forward just a bit to make Jaime lick her bum instead of her pussy. She rocked back and forth, switching up which of her naughty bits got his oral attention from moment to moment.
After several fun hours of hard sex, Jaime's cock erupted within Lilith's ass. Her bum greedily sucked up his viscous cum until she switched back to her sweet cunt and made sure she got plenty of brother-cum all up in her pussy, uterus, and ovaries too.
"Fuck that feels nice," Lilith moaned.
"Are your insides getting all cummy?" Emily asked.
"They sure are."
"Mmm." Emily's eyes rolled back as she had a little orgasm just thinking about what Lilith was experiencing. "I love getting my insides all cummy. It's my favourite thing."
"Well maybe you can be next," Lilith said.
"No, no. You should get a few turns." Emily reached over and patted Lilith's tummy that hadn't engorged in medically improbable ways hardly at all. "You haven't even been properly filled yet."
Lilith's eyes blazed for a moment, and her smile was toothy to the point of scaring away children two neighbourhoods over. "I can metabolize cum very quickly, when need be. Demonic heritage and all."
"And is now when need be?"
"Oh, it's very need be, I assure you."
Lilith pulled her pussy off of Jaime's cock with suction-induced slowness. She concentrated, then thrust her hips forward. A penis formed where her recently cum-filled twat had just been, and it grew quite large quite quickly.
Emily's eyes bugged. "What the hell? No fair! How come you can grow a penis whenever you want? And more importantly, how come you haven't done that before?"
"I needed cum to do it, Em," Lilith said. "I thought that was obvious. Ordinarily I would have needed several loads, perhaps hundreds. But luckily our brother's kind of a freak and produces sweet, delicious cum on an industrial scale."
"Yeah he does," Emily purred, gazing down affectionately at Jaime, who was still dedicatedly lapping at her nether regions.
A sensual growl rolled out of Lilith's throat as she tackled Emily. Emily squealed in surprise and delight as her big sister's brand new cock was pressed against her and guided to her horny little pussy.
Lilith fucked Emily hard and deep. Emily's tight teen twat was lovely and wet, and really quite accommodating to being pummeled by a family member's cock.
Emily wriggled and moaned like crazy as she was used as a cock toy by her loving big sis. Jaime used the opportunity of her mouth being open to shove his dick down her throat, which she thought was very considerate of him, and she sucked on him enthusiastically as a thank you.
Happy little Emily got double-teamed by her sibbos for the next while. She came repeatedly on their plunging shafts, and had basically achieved the pinnacle of existence as far as she was concerned. Short of having a third sibling to fill her remaining hole, of course, but that was so obvious as to not even warrant mentioning.
Lilith and Jaime came inside their cock-slut sister at the same time, by mutual agreement. Despite her many days of experience with Jaime's orgasms, Emily wasn't prepared for the effect of Lilith's cum being added to his. Emily's body inflated at twice the speed it normally did, and was soon bulging and stretching to contain the precious present she was being given.
Little did Emily realize that an even better gift was on the way. As soon as she was filled with enough cum that it started leaking from her ears, Lilith did some Magical Demon Shit and used all that potent semen to grow Emily a cock of her own.
Emily was disappointed when she shrank back down to her lithe, cum-emptied usual self. She was, however, quite the opposite when she realized what her sister had done.
"You gave me a penis!" Emily exclaimed.
"I gave you a penis," Lilith confirmed.
"She gave you a penis," Jaime also said, so as not to be left out.
Emily gave Lilith a big, naked hug, while also playfully rubbing their hard cocks together in a sisterly kind of way. "You're the bestest sister ever," she said.
"Thanks," Lilith said. She kissed Emily, using lots of tongue just like all the best sister smoochies. "Wanna gang up on Jai and give him a good fucking?"
"Do I!"
Jaime accepted his turn as fuck toy with good grace. There was so much pure and platonic love being shared between the siblings that everything felt right and good; even having his mouth and ass abused by his sisters. They gleefully filled his tight boy holes with their girly cocks until all three of them were squirming and moaning in sheer sexual ecstasy.
Emily and Lilith pounded Jaime hard and deep. They whispered excitedly to each other as they watched him sink into happy cock-slut mode. Barely an hour later, they flipped him on his back just in time for a gusher of an orgasm to explode from his cock, up into the air, showering down around them.
Emily took the opportunity to give herself a nice cum shampoo. Lilith, on the other hand, kept fucking Jaime to squeeze every little bit out of him that she could.
They were all in quite a messy state afterward, but no less horny for it. Emily in particular was all the more wound up now that she was drenched in her brother's cum.
The siblings took turns banging each other, often two of them pounding away on the other for a while, but sometimes Jaime would fuck Emily's butt while Lilith fucked his, or some variant thereof.
It was an innocent afternoon and evening full of typical sibling fun. Cocks and cum were stuffed up every available hole many, many times, and the room ended up being spattered and soaked from stray cumshots until it was nearly impossible to find a dry and clean bit to stand on.
Jaime, Emily, and Lilith fucked themselves silly, to the point where they eventually wore each other out; quite an impressive feat all on its own. They cuddled together in Jaime's cummy bed, all snuggly and engaged in some casual but non-sexual fondling of naughty bits.
"That was amazing," Jaime said. "I don't think I've ever cum so much. And I cum a lot. Like, a lot."
"It was wonderful," Emily agreed. "I especially liked the parts where there was cock in me, or my cock was in one of you, or one of us was cumming."
"That was literally all the parts, Em," Lilith said. "But I concur. Best day ever." She paused. "Except for that bit where Jai nearly died, I guess. That wasn't great."
"I'd do it again for more fuck sessions like that," Jaime said.
"That's 'cause you're a team player, and a highly valued member of this family," Emily said. She gave him a big, cummy kiss. "I love you so much for being willing to sacrifice yourself for the sake of possible incesty sexy times."
Lilith tried stroking her flagging cock, but it was not to be coaxed back. "I'd like to do more right now," she said with a sigh. "But I don't think I can."
"Yeah, me either," Jaime said. "I'm just worn out. I think the only way I could fuck any longer is if we had some fresh pussy and butt for filling. Perhaps another family member for optimal results. Someone who would just walk in unawares and we could jump and have our way with."
"That does sound nice," Emily said. "I could go for some fresh pussy right about now. But where would we ever find another family member who we could have a lovely little gangbang with?"
Just then, by pure coincidence and not plot convenience at all, the door opened. Christine shrieked indignantly as a flood of cum surged through the opened door.
"What the hell is going on?" Christine demanded. "There's a waterfall of sperms flowing down the stairs and out the front door. This is quite unacceptable."
The siblings exchanged a glance, which took a few moments since they were doused with so much cum they couldn't tell where each other's faces were.
"Mom's another family member that we could have a lovely gangbang with," Lilith suggested.
"Yes. What a coincidence," Jaime agreed. "How lucky that she would walk in just as we needed her."
"What a good and thoughtful mommy she is," Emily said.
Christine realized too late the danger she was in. She tried to back away, but couldn't get any traction on the slippery floor. Her children lunged at her and dragged her deeper into their sex cave.
"Stop that this instant!" Christine said. "I don't know how there are three penises wiggling around, since only Jaime should have one, but I know what you're thinking, and you mustn't do it!"
"Mustn't we?" Emily asked. "I think we must."
"Don't worry, mother," Lilith said. "You'll enjoy this."
"Well of course I will," said Christine, whose holes were already drooling in anticipation of getting royally fucked by her three crazy hot children. "But that's not the point. This is very inappropriate behaviour."
"Well duh," Jaime said. "Inappropriate is the only kind of behaviour we know."
"True dat," Emily said. "Now off with those clothes, Mommy. I wanna see some boobies."
Christine struggled, but not too hard just in case she accidentally broke free. Her clothing was torn from her body until she was naked. Cum dripped and smeared on her bare skin from her children, and also the floor, bed, and literally everything in the room. It was a sexy disaster area.
"Babies, please don't fuck Mommy," Christine said as she bent over and crawled onto the saturated bed. "Please don't stick those lovely hard cocks in Mommy's ass, pussy, or mouth. That would be very naughty of you."
"I call pussy!" Lilith said.
She lay back and let Christine straddle her and sit on her cock. Christine was still going on about how bad and wrong it was for son or daughters to take advantage of their mother in a sexual kind of way. Jaime stuck his cock in her mouth in the hopes of quieting her. It worked quite nicely.
"No fair," Emily said. "Now Lil gets to rub her boobies on Mommy's and I don't."
"Oh honestly, Em," Lilith said with a certain exasperation. "That's not even something that feels particularly good, or that girls do to each other. It's just a male fantasy."
"Nuh uh," Emily said. "I like rubbing my boobies on other boobies. It's the bestest."
Jaime had a better idea how to pacify his sister. "You know, Em, you get to pound Mommy's sweet milfy bottom. With your cock."
Emily looked down at her firm erection. She brightened immediately. "Oh yeah! That is something I get to do, isn't it?" She hopped up behind Christine and shoved her cock into place.
Christine groaned around Jaime's dick as her ass was filled with shocking and slightly painful alacrity. She also came as soon as all three of her holes were filled by her children. No mother could resist an orgasm under such sexy and illicit circumstances.
Christine came again and again as the siblings fucked her, swapped places, then fucked her some more. In turn, they all came in and on her several times. She found herself becoming more cum than mom.
Jaime, Emily, and Lilith each got plenty of chances to fuck their mommy in each of her holes. Emily also got lots of sexy boob-rubbing time in, which made her deliriously happy.



Once they'd pounded Christine into a cozy and blissful sleep, they snuck out of the room and let her rest. By mutual agreement, they then ran about the house playing cum-tag, which was like regular tag except they had to hit one another with cum-shots instead of body parts. It was some silly and innocent fun, even if it did involve absolutely wrecking the house.
Eventually, the siblings were spent. This time for real, since they didn't have any other family members handy to accost and use for sexy fun times.
Since they'd filled the house right up to the brim semen, Lilith led Emily and Jaime up to the room and spread out some blankets. They cuddled up together under the stars and romantically stroked each other's butts.
"That was quite a day," Lilith said. "I can honestly say..."
She trailed off as she heard soft snores coming from both sides. Jaime and Emily had each tucked their heads onto her lap, and had gone to sleep while sucking adorably on their thumbs. She ruffled their hair fondly and settled in to watch the night sky while her cherished little brother and sister got some well-earned sleep.
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*****
I let myself in to Kylie's place without even knocking. If she wasn't picking up Mom's calls, she probably wasn't going to answer the door either. Or maybe she would and she'd be irritated I hadn't extended that small courtesy. Whatever. I still had a little brother's prerogative to be an annoying shit when the situation called for it.
I, personally, wasn't worried about Kylie. She got too focused sometimes, especially in her work, to care about the outside world. That was who she'd always been. Mom was concerned, however, and I'd promised I'd check in on my wayward sister.
Kylie's loft was a labyrinth of paintings right from the entryway. Some were hung on the wall, most rested on the floor and leaned against walls wherever there was room. All of them were her work. I'd never known her to show enough interest in anyone else's paintings to actually display them in her apartment.
My shoes got abandoned near the front door, then I picked my way carefully through the delicate maze. A few of the hung paintings were familiar to me, but none of the floor-dwellers were. The latter group tended to move on to new homes at a reasonable turnover, such that I would never count on seeing any of them again on a second visit.
Kylie was in her studio area, which was where she actually did her painting, and where she used to keep her finished work before it had spilled out everywhere else. She was only wearing an old t-shirt, with just brief flashes of her panties beneath as she moved this way and that. Small splashes of paint dotted her exposed skin, with far more of a mess over her shirt from the accumulation of many sessions.
Beautiful lighting filtered in through the large windows to the side of the room. The potential for natural light along with the available space had been the twin considerations when Kylie took the apartment way back when.
I stayed back a semi-respectful distance and cleared my throat. Kylie, by all appearances, hadn't heard me. I knew better. She swiped her brush a few more times at the canvas in front of her, then finally turned.
"What?" she said.
My lips twitched into a smile. Such a curt greeting would have been considered rude by anyone who didn't know Kylie better, and in fact often had been.
"Nice to see you too," I said. "How've you been?"
Kylie sighed and set down her equipment. She rubbed an arm across her face, which only streaked paint all the worse over her forehead.
"Alright, Ty, have it your way. I could probably use a break anyway."
I nodded. She usually could. She lost track of time all too easily when she was in one of her productive phases. "Did you remember to eat today?"
"Yes, smartass." Kylie put a hand on her tummy. "Though I could probably go for some more food now."
"Yeah, I thought maybe you could."
Kylie glided easily through the room and across the cluttered floors. The way she walked through her apartment, you'd almost swear the arrangement of her paintings made sense, and you were the one being silly for walking so gingerly around them for fear of collision.
I followed my big sister to her kitchen area. She opened the fridge, stared at it curiously, then closed it. She did the same to the cupboards next to it.
"You forget to buy groceries again?" I asked as casually as I could manage, given the smugness that threatened to overtake my demeanor.
"Oh shut up. I got busy."
"Yeah, I know. Busy. Speaking of which, Mom's been trying to call you."
Kylie shrugged. "She knows I turn my phone off when I don't want distractions. She didn't really send you to check on me again, did she?"
"She may have."
"Dammit. Can't get a moment's peace."
I bit back a reply suggesting that Mom trying to contact her every couple weeks didn't really constitute an egregious breach of solitude. "Come on, let's go out somewhere, yeah? Get some food in that tum tum." I made my last few words deliberately patronizing, and emphasized them by patting Kylie's belly.
"You're an ass," she said.
"Sure am," I replied cheerfully. "Now let's go. Chop chop. Get some pants on. Maybe a clean shirt. If you shower first, we can even go somewhere nice."
****
We didn't go anywhere nice. I'd known that was pushing it even before I suggested it.
Kylie made herself somewhat presentable, which was about as good as I'd hoped for. She also vetoed any attempt at going farther than a couple blocks away, despite my best efforts to force a little exercise into her.
We ended up at the same diner that we nearly always did when the two of us went for food. It was close, casual, and tended to offer reasonable privacy if we didn't hit a dinner rush.
I smiled at a splotch of green paint on Kylie's shoulder that I hadn't noticed until we sat down. Even the shirt she'd changed into for going out had seen some action.
"I'm doing fine, you know," Kylie said as she sipped the coffee our waitress had poured her. "You don't have to check on me just 'cause Mom gets worried."
"You're probably right," I agreed. "But it gives me an excuse to see you. You don't make it easy. If you had it your way, I'd probably see you once a year, at Christmas."
"I'm not that bad."
"No? When was the last time you called me? Wanted to hang out? Even just sent a text without being prompted?"
"Um..."
"Take your time."
Kylie glared at me, then her eyes softened and dropped to the table, chagrined. "You're right. I'm sorry."
"It's fine. I know you. I know how you are."
"Better than anyone," she concurred with a faint smile tugging her lips. "And I guess... maybe... I don't mind if you want to drag me out somewhere every now and then."
"Gee, that was almost affectionate."
"Yeah, almost." Kylie took another sip of her coffee. "What are you, twenty-six now? And you're still that annoying little shit of a brother just below the surface. I can feel you wanting to do something stupid sometimes. Even now. Just to get a reaction out of me."
"The reaction's always been the best part," I agreed easily. "You'd miss it if I didn't do little annoying things occasionally. It's part of my charm."
"No, I don't think it is. It's just something I've learned to tolerate."
"Coming from you, practically the same thing."
Our food arrived, and I immediately stole a fry off Kylie's plate, despite having a pile of my own. After our discussion about my annoyances, I couldn't help myself. She just rolled her eyes, which was all I'd been hoping for anyway.
"How are things going with you?" Kylie asked as though she'd only just thought to inquire, which she probably had.
"Pretty good. Work's fine. The house is fine. Everything's fine, basically."
"Uh huh." Kylie's nose wrinkled. "Can't believe you're still putting up with roommates. That used to drive me crazy."
"Yes, but you're a hermit," I patiently explained. "Any people drive you crazy."
"That's not true. I just need them to not, like, be around me, is all." Kylie waved her arms. "When I'm home, I mean. When I'm-"
"When you've retreated to your cave for solitude?"
"Goddammit, Ty. Now I'm a bear?"
"A hermit bear," I confirmed. "A bear even more lonesome than the average bear. Off in your magical cave in the sky where-"
I ducked as a bit of french fry was pinged at my face with impressive accuracy. It caught me on the temple and glanced off. I grinned like the shit of a little brother I was.
"Ass," Kylie said.
My grin broadened.
****
"Let's get you some groceries," I said on the walk back to Kylie's place.
"Nah, not right now," she said.
"You have literally no food. You should have some. Even magic hermit bears need food."
"I want to get back to painting," she whined.
"And you can. Right after shopping. It won't be so bad. My car's parked right outside your place. We'll pick it up, throw some things in a cart, drive back, done. Easy peasy."
"Ugh."
"My treat?"
"You know money has nothing to do with it."
"I do." I shrugged. "But you never know. The offer sometimes works on you anyway."
Kylie's eyes narrowed. She was still silent as we approached my car. I unlocked the doors, then held the passenger side open for her. She stood indecisively for a moment.
"Fine," she said. "But you're not paying."
"Excellent. I don't have any money on me anyway."
That was a lie, but it made Kylie roll her eyes again, and even got a baby smile out of her.
****
I felt better as Kylie and I stocked her fridge and cupboards later on. Rationally, I knew she wouldn't actually let herself starve for the sake of finishing a painting or avoiding the outside world, but emotionally I shared some of the same concerns Mom did.
I'd already texted Mom not to worry about Kylie, that she was fine. I'd received a text back asking me to get Kylie to call her. I'd ignored it.
Kylie padded off before we'd finished putting everything away. I chased her down a few moments later, and she was already back to her painting, heedless of the potential damage to her 'good clothes.'
"Ky, your outfit?" I reminded her.
"Oh, yeah, right." She frowned as she noticed the same bit of green on her shoulder that I had earlier. She picked at it, but it was old and not coming off easily. "I probably need new clothes too, at some point," she admitted.
"Well if you want-"
"Not today."
"No, I knew that. I was gonna say when you got around to it, you could hit me up."
"Yeah, maybe."
Kylie stripped out of her shirt and pants like I wasn't even there. Even her socks came off, then got balled up and thrown safely to the side of the room with the rest. Only her bra and panties stayed on. Those, I noted, were less presentable than her outer layer. Though, of course, they weren't intended to be seen.
"You know I'm still here, right?" I said.
"You've seen me in my underwear before," she said without turning around.
"Many times. And I've tried to explain almost as many times why-"
"Yeah, yeah. I know. Inappropriate. Whatever. If you didn't want to see me half naked, you wouldn't still be looking."
"That's..." I trailed off, slumped, and turned away instead. It wasn't worth arguing about again. Truth be told, I didn't much care one way or the other. It mostly just annoyed me that she didn't care either.
What sort of sister just let her little brother see her in her underwear? That wasn't right. That wasn't how these things were supposed to go. She was supposed to get mad and call me a perv and probably throw something heavy at me, or punch me repeatedly in a not-too-sensitive area. The media had collectively lied to me about these sorts of scenarios.
Then again, Kylie was Kylie. She hadn't ever fit any of the classic cliches, not consistently at any rate, and that didn't seem about to change.
****
I waited a couple weeks to see if Kylie would contact me on her own. She didn't. I used her predictable lack of communication as an excuse to drop in on her again.
As before, I simply took the elevator in her building up to her loft, then entered using the spare key she'd given me. No warning, no chance for her to beg off.
Her place was tidier than I expected, which was to say a dent had been put in the number of paintings awaiting homes. There was actually a decent amount of space to walk around without fear of bumping into anything. It was a particular relief for me, since I could never tell which of her works were the really valuable ones.
There was a logic to it, she assured me, but I'd never understood it. It had never had much to do with the size of the canvas or how much I liked the painting in question, and that was about all I had to go on. I'd pretty much given up even trying to evaluate, and therefore had to be all the more careful handling or tiptoeing around piles of her work of indeterminate value.
Kylie was in her studio area. No surprise there. She was also totally naked, which wasn't as much of a surprise as I would have liked it to be either.
I coughed loudly and pretended to examine a painting hanging to my left. It was one of the long-term residents, a swirl of dark colours that made me think of an improbably close nebula in the night sky. Uninteresting to buyers, Kylie had informed me, and I suspected she'd only kept it because I'd mentioned I liked it.
"Hey," she said. "Wasn't expecting you."
"You never expect me," I said.
"That's true."
Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Kylie pad across the room and pick up a shirt. She bent over unselfconsciously as she grabbed it off the floor. Once she had it on, I risked looking at her again. Her lone garment was only just barely long enough to give her some semblance of modesty.
"See, if you'd learn to knock, I could have put clothes on first," she said.
"You never answer when I knock," I countered.
"Well you could be anyone. Why would I answer if I don't know who it is?"
I rubbed my face in exasperation. "Do many people knock on your door?"
"No."
"Then is it really that big a risk?"
"Hard to say. I don't have much data to work with."
"Goddammit, Ky."
She grinned a small, impish smile. I found myself mirroring it.
"Mom can't be panicking about me again already," she said. "I sent her a text only yesterday. No, wait." She paused and stuck her tongue out of the corner of her mouth thoughtfully. "Three days ago? Four tops."
"No, Mom didn't send me," I said. "You never got back to me about clothes shopping."
"From what I know about boys, which admittedly isn't much, you shouldn't really be all that interested in girly clothes shopping."
"And yet, here I am." I shrugged. "Though to be fair, I'm mostly just hedging against walking in on you naked again. If you needed clothes that badly, you really should have let me know."
"Pff, whatever. You know damn well my wardrobe isn't quite that bad." Kylie gestured to her setup. Only then did I take in the canvas and the mirror next to it. "I was just trying something out."
"I see that. Is that... you? Naked?"
"Yeah. It's not easy. I mean, I've never been great at people anyway. But doing myself's even trickier. Mechanics-wise, mainly. I do like that it doesn't involve interacting with an actual model."
"Uh huh."
I was trying not to look, and only partly succeeding. It helped that the nude girl in Kylie's painting wasn't necessarily a dead ringer for her. I could tell that it was her, of course, but I could also pretend that it wasn't. It was less conflicting than staring at my sister's actual body.
"Not bad," I said.
"You think?" Kylie looked at her work more critically. "Not great either, though. If you like it, you can have it when I'm done. I'm not gonna sell it or anything either way."
"Um... I'd probably rather not have a nude painting of my sister, actually. Let alone in a house with roommates."
Kylie cocked her head. "Oh yeah. I guess that could be awkward. Oh well. Maybe I'll keep it. I'll have to decide if I like it when it's finished."
"Yeah, you do that."
****
I wasn't able to convince Kylie to go out. I'd had a feeling it was one of those days as soon as I'd found her painting a nude self-portrait. Her moods could often be telegraphed by what sort of piece she was working on, if one could decipher the connections, and in this case there was the obvious correlation of nudity to not leaving the apartment.
She was amenable to taking a break and eating an early supper with me. I assumed she'd missed lunch, but didn't ask.
I made us grilled cheeses, then we sat together on her bed and put on a movie. Kylie being Kylie, she didn't actually have a dinner table. Or chairs. Or even a couch.
Actually, that wasn't quite fair. She had a pair of tables, but they were dedicated to art supplies. She had one large, comfy chair that was often used as a 'temporary' surface to leave a painting on, or occasionally for its actual purpose of sitting in. She liked to sit and stare out the window sometimes, just watching and thinking. I'd never seen her sit in it to read a book or watch tv or anything.
So we shared her bed, in what constituted her bedroom, though it wasn't quite a proper room. I wasn't sure who had designed it, but one whole wall was just a curtain Kylie had hung up, and usually left halfway open. It was a space that tended to be painting-free, at least, excepting a couple hung on the more solid walls. It was no less messy for all that, and had clothes and various items strewn about wherever they'd been dropped. I tried to ignore what was almost certainly a vibrator half-hidden by the mess on her night stand.
The bed itself was a perpetually disheveled affair, always a mess of half-kicked-off covers and pillows going the wrong way. It was cozy enough to sit and eat on.
"So how-" I started.
"Shh," Kylie interrupted almost immediately. "I'm watching the movie."
I glanced at the screen, then back to her. "It's Pirates, Ky. You've seen it a dozen times, at least."
"I like it. Cap'n Jack's funny."
"Yes, I know. But I'm pretty sure you could recite the entire script word for word. You don't-"
"Shh!" she insisted.
I rolled my eyes, but stayed quiet until Johnny Depp was off-screen. "Can I talk now?"
Kylie frowned, then shrugged. "Fine. What's so important?"
"Nothing, nevermind."
I took our plates and took them back to the kitchen. I gave them a quick wash to eradicate the crumbs and bits of melted cheese, then returned to my sister.
I stopped short upon approaching the bed. My face warmed noticeably.
"Uh, Kylie?"
"What?"
"Your pu- I mean, your, uh, lady bits are like... there."
She looked down at her lazily spread legs with only her shirt keeping her modest. I knew I should have insisted on more clothes being donned.
"Oh," Kylie said. She closed her legs up, but without any rush to the movement.
I stayed where I was, unsure whether to get back on the bed with her. It felt questionable all of a sudden.
"You can say 'pussy' you know," she said. "I don't mind."
"No, but I do. It's not a word I like to associate with my sister if I don't have to."
"Why not?"
I sighed heavily. "Goddammit, Ky. Sometimes I swear you act oblivious on purpose."
A smile tugged at her lips, nudging me closer to suspecting I wasn't wrong. Shortly thereafter, Captain Jack did something silly but somehow brilliant on screen, distracting Kylie's attention. I gave up on my moral quandary and crawled back into bed with her.
This latest uncomfortable flash of femininity from Kylie set my mind awhirl. I'd already been a bit on edge from catching her naked, not to mention the large painting of roughly the same image hanging out on the other side of her loft, just in case I'd forgotten. I'd at least avoided seeing her vagina in the flesh in that instance. This time, it was basically stuck front and centre in my brain.
"Couldn't you glare at me and call me a perv or something?" I asked.
"Why?"
"'Cause I saw your... pussy."
Kylie snorted in amusement. "That was my fault. Not yours so much."
"See, there you go being calm and rational about it again. I hate when you do that."
"You do?"
"Yeah. It's too... it's wrong. It's just wrong."
Kylie considered. "So I should get mad at you and say or do hurtful things? Just so we can be normal?"
"I mean... yes? Kinda?"
She shook her head. "And I'm supposed to be the weird one."
I set my jaw and stared straight ahead at the movie. I wasn't going to win this argument. If Kylie wasn't bothered by me seeing her bits, then she wasn't going to be convinced to be bothered.
It wasn't really about that anyway. I was trying to make it about her reaction, the same way I basically always tried to make it about her whenever I caught her in various states of undress. I'd never seen her fully naked before, nor had such a framed shot of her pussy, but it had been a close thing a few times.



If I was being honest, and I tried really hard not to be when it came to Kylie's body, I was more annoyed with myself.
I'd never wanted to be one of those pervo little brothers who discovered that his sister was, in fact, a girl, and so therefore had all the interesting parts that other girls had, which in turn meant I should try to sneak peeks of said parts. If I had been that kind of brother, Kylie would have made an ideal sister. She was careless with covering up and had never once gotten mad merely because I'd seen something I shouldn't.
And now here I was, brand new images of Kylie in my head, feeling like I should be punished for it, yet having no source of punishment available. She was just as likely to show me more if I asked as to get annoyed and hit me with something.
I kept glancing at her, and sometimes she'd glance back, one eyebrow slightly raised in invitation of a question. I needed to say something more, just to get my feelings out somehow, but I didn't want to try arguing again. It would be just as doomed as my first attempt.
"You shaved it," I said out of nowhere. I was pretty sure the statement surprised me more than it did Kylie.
"Yeah. I did."
Easy, calm acceptance of fact. I wished I could do that as well as she could sometimes.
"Was that for a boy?" I asked.
She looked at me like I was stupid. "How many boys do you think ever see it? Not counting you, obviously."
"Not that obvious," I grumbled. "It was only an accident."
Kylie waited for an actual answer.
"Ok, fine," I said. "I don't know. I just thought maybe..."
"Maybe I was finally seeing someone for real?"
"Yeah."
She shook her head. "No such luck. I'm terrible at that stuff. And even if I wasn't, you probably would have met by now, if he was around for long enough to be seeing me like that."
"Don't act like you're that shy. You're definitely not."
Kylie actually seemed surprised. "You think I'm the same around other people as I am around you?"
"Well... kinda. Not really, but kinda."
"Tyler, you're my brother. You're you. I'm more comfortable with you than I'm ever gonna be with anyone else."
"So you're saying if someone else walked in and saw you naked-"
"First off, how'd they get in? You and Mom have the only other keys. So yeah, I'm probably panic like crazy and start throwing paint cans or something."
"Assuming you knew them?"
"Then maybe... I'd have to yell at them to get out until I dressed. That's what people do, right?"
I gave her a look. "That's precisely what I've been trying to explain to you for years."
"No, you've been trying to tell me that's how I should react around you specifically. And when it's you, I just don't mind that much."
"You know that's backwards, don't you?"
Kylie cocked her head. "It's not, I don't think. I get why you'd think that. But, like, I think most girls don't want to be seen naked by most guys. Most people generally. There's just a select few they'd maybe be ok with, or even like." She shrugged. "You're in my select few, is all."
I leaned back and closed my eyes. "Is it because you think I wouldn't think inappropriate things about you?"
"I've never really thought about it that way, one way or the other."
"Oh."
There was a silence, broken only by the music and sword-clangs of an action scene emanating from the tv.
"Do you think inappropriate things?" Kylie asked.
"I don't want to answer that."
Another pause. "Do you try really hard not to?"
I nodded slowly. "Yeah."
Her fingertips brushed my cheek. I opened my eyes again. She had an odd look on her face, like she was examining my soul.
Abruptly she turned forward again and settled back into her seat. That was it. Nothing else from her, no further statements either accepting or condemning me.
I waited a bit longer, then rose from the bed. "I should probably go."
"The movie's not over."
"Ky, I've seen it almost as much as-"
"The movie's not over!"
Kylie grabbed my arm and dragged me back down. She curled up against me in a way she didn't normally do, just to hold me in place, I assumed.
It was an acceptance of sorts. That was the way I took it. Maybe she didn't have the words, but she wanted me to stay. Maybe just wanted to make sure I didn't take off to never return out of embarrassment. She'd have to be the one to invite me over in that case, and she'd hate that.
I put my arm around Kylie and held her loosely. We'd never really cuddled much, and if not for the mildly sexual thoughts still bouncing around in my head, I probably would have enjoyed it immensely. As it was, it was still nice.
I noted that because of the way she'd moved to latch on to me, Kylie's shirt had hitched up in the back. Part of her butt was visible. Once I'd noticed it, it was hard not to look.
Gently and carefully, I grasped the edge of Kylie's shirt and tugged it down. The way it was caught under her, it didn't really go anywhere. My gentle hold slipped, and all I really accomplished was to brush her ass with my fingers.
Kylie gave me a curious look.
"Your shirt's pulled up a bit," I said.
"Oh."
She turned back to the movie. I'd hoped for at least a token attempt at covering herself, but apparently not.
Her butt taunted me. I knew it was there, uncovered, with nothing stopping me from looking except my own sense of propriety.
Kylie was oblivious to what she was doing to me. That, or she just didn't care. I was actually leaning toward the latter, since she hadn't done anything about her shirt when I'd mentioned it.
"You're a pain in the ass sometimes, you know that?" I said.
"Rude."
"Well you are."
Kylie shrugged and nestled more snugly against me. Her butt got just a little more uncovered in the process.
I was helpless against the allure of her bared bottom. I'd seen it before, in brief flashes and glimpses, but never had to deal with her so flagrantly showing off like this. It could be considered a minor thing, I supposed, but it wasn't minor to me.
I wasn't sure what made me do it. It was most likely a mixture of wanting to startle her, and giving in to the pervy side of me that Kylie never helped to repress the way I would have liked. I was only human, after all. Morals and decency only went so far.
My hand slid down easily to Kylie's ass. I cupped her soft little bum and gave it a tender squeeze. To my mild annoyance, she didn't even flinch.
"Still nothing?" I asked.
"Enh. It's fine."
"I'm groping you."
"I know. You enjoying it?"
"I... honestly don't have an answer for that."
"You don't?"
"It's complicated."
She nodded slowly against my chest. "Yes. I s'pose it would be." She breathed out slowly, her eyes closing partway. "I kinda like it."
"Oh god." I pulled my hand away. "This has backfired really quite badly."
"Trying to annoy me again? Make me call you names?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"And get a feel in the process?"
I flushed. "Maybe."
Kylie chuckled softly. "Ever think that maybe you're hoping I'll punish you because you think you deserve it? Not because it's, like, normal or whatever you keep babbling about?"
"That's certainly a possibility."
Kylie stayed where she was. So did I, though it was hard to say how much of that was because she was pinning me down, and how much was because I didn't want to move.
She felt nice against me. I moved my hand back to her ass, and that felt nice too. Even the soft scent of her hair added to the bewitching coziness, despite its habitual disarray.
We remained entangled until the movie ended. I thought we might not move even then, but midway through the credits Kylie finally groaned, stretched, and rolled off me. She straightened out her shirt as she stood, then padded away without looking back.
I watched her go, eyes fixed in the hem of her shirt in the back. There were no more flashes of butt cheek to reward my efforts, however. Just Kylie wandering around with the bare minimum of modesty, as per usual.
It annoyed me that I was half hard and had to adjust myself slightly before tailing after my oblivious seductress of a sister.
Kylie was right back to painting. She'd set aside her nude self-portrait and hadn't taken her clothes off again. Which just meant she was still wearing her barely adequate shirt.
"I should probably take off, I guess," I said.
"You don't have to," Kylie said.
She didn't look at me, but I didn't take it personally. She was eyeing a fresh canvas, and I understood the sort of distraction that entailed in her head.
"You're just gonna be working again, right?"
"Yeah, sorry. I had an idea for a piece. Wanted to at least get a start on something, see where it goes. We could do something after that if you wanted to stick around."
I smiled to myself. "Ky, I know you have difficulty with time, just generally, but you know you're gonna be hours before you come up for air again, right?"
"I... well... but..." Kylie turned and offered an apologetic expression. "You're probably right. Sorry."
"No worries. It was nice to hang out a bit anyway." I nodded at the canvas. "What's it gonna be?"
"A sexy pirate ship."
"A sexy... pirate ship? Like, with naked ladies on it?"
"No, silly. The ship is sexy. Not the crew."
"Oh. So it's got boobies?"
Kylie laughed melodically and shook her head. "It's a good thing you never tried to be an artist, Ty. You just don't get these things."
"I'd like to be offended by that, but you're basically correct. I truly do not get a lot of this stuff."
She turned back to her unstarted painting, still picturing things in her head. I watched a moment, and was just about to leave when she called out again.
"Hey, Ty?"
"Yeah?"
Kylie said nothing, but reached down and flipped up the back of her shirt, giving me a quick, tantalizing flash of what lay beneath.
"Pain in the ass," I said loud enough for her to hear.
She giggled like a school girl.
I had to drive home with that last image of my sister's butt stuck in my head.
****
Kylie texted me about a week later. I immediately assumed that something was wrong, but she assured me that everything was fine, she just wanted to take me up on my offer for clothes shopping after all. I continued to assume something was wrong.
I drove to Kylie's place right after work, still questioning what could have possessed her to seek out human contact. It couldn't just have been a whim. She wasn't good at those, unless they involved paint.
"Ok, what's wrong?" I asked as I barged in to Kylie's studio.
She gave me an annoyed look and kept working for a moment. She had on a long button-up shirt, with panties flashing from beneath when she stretched. It was modest enough clothing for her that I didn't give the outfit a second thought.
"Nothing's wrong," Kylie said.
"You texted me."
"I'm allowed."
"Out of nowhere. To do a thing. In public."
Kylie glared at me, then relented. "Fine. I need pants."
"You need... pants?"
"Yeah. I need more. I only have one good pair left."
"What do you mean 'left?'"
"I mean I had two pairs with hardly any paint on them, and then..."
Kylie grabbed a pair of jeans off the floor and held them up. She poked a finger at the crotch and it went right through. One of her 'good pairs' of pants had worn out to the point that unsightly holes were developing. That sounded about right.
"Ah," I said. "I see. So it was something."
"Yes, alright. I didn't just decide I wanted to go shopping with you, ok?"
"Very ok, actually. I'm much happier knowing you're just being pragmatic and not spontaneous. You had me worried there."
"Laugh it up. Let me know when you're done."
Kylie picked up her brush again, but I could tell she was only pretending to get back to it. Her rhythm had been broken, and she was only staring at her half-painted canvas rather than actually working on it.
"I'm ready to go whenever," I said. "Though traffic's kinda rough right now. I wouldn't have come right away if I'd realized it wasn't anything critical."
"I told you it wasn't-" Kylie sighed. "Nevermind. I give up." She brushed her hair back over her shoulders, inadvertently leaving a streak of white through it in the process. "I'll get my other jeans and we can go. We can walk to the mall. It's not that far."
"The mall on the other side of town's better."
"How much do you honestly think that matter's to me?"
I bit my lip and considered. "Somewhere between very little and not at all?"
"Bingo."
I watched Kylie's teasingly half-covered butt as she left the room. "Might want to grab a quick shower," I called after her.
"Why?"
"Check the mirror."
I waited, just in earshot, then smiled as she noticed the amateur highlight she'd given herself and let out a vehement, "Goddammit!"
****
Helping Kylie clothes shop was an interesting experience. I didn't do it often, and as far as I could recall this was the first outing the two of us had taken specifically for that purpose.
Kylie walked close to me on the way there. She didn't just stay by my side, but actually right up next to me depending on how crowded the sidewalks were at the time.
I tried to help by taking her hand and squeezing it reassuringly, but then she refused to let go afterward. Still, it got her focusing on me rather than people getting in her personal space, so it kind of worked.
Once we arrived at the mall, we ended up having to abandon the first and second stores we tried on the basis that Kylie thought there were too many other people in them. She accepted the third option, though it took some convincing.
As long as I stayed close, Kylie seemed basically fine to pick things out on her own. I tried to check out some different racks and help speed up the search, but she wasn't having any of it.
I'd known that I'd essentially be moral support, but somehow I'd still hoped for more. Kylie was the only person I knew who actually valued moral support as a valuable and precious resource. For her, it could easily be the difference between functioning normally in public, and deciding that it was too much of a hassle and bailing on a moderately important errand.
"I might try these on," Kylie said, holding up a pair of jeans she'd been carrying around, and another she'd only just spotted.
"Uh huh."
She frowned and looked in the same direction I was staring. "Are you checking out that girl?"
I smiled sheepishly and averted my eyes. "Her boobs were jiggling while she was rifling through that rack."
Kylie's eyes shot daggers. "You're s'posed to be here with me."
"I am. And as soon as your boobs start jiggling like that, you'll have my undivided attention."
It was a risky thing to say, in some ways. Our recent interactions had pushed some boundaries, and I wasn't quite sure where the new lines were. Still, I was quite correct in assuming that Kylie wasn't about to make a scene.
"You're an ass," she informed me.
"Yes, I know."
"Come hold my things while I change. Be the unlucky sap of a boyfriend you're playing at."
"You don't have any things to- oh."
I nodded in belated understanding as Kylie shoved an armful of clothes at my chest. Things she had no interest in, of course, but she'd make me hold them anyway, just to get back at me a little.
I had some time to muse while Kylie busied herself in her changing room. The 'boyfriend' comment had struck a slightly odd note, even though I knew what she meant. What I was doing was essentially the job of the archetypal hapless boyfriend; 'helping' to shop, waiting around, getting bored, checking out other girls, getting reprimanded...
Yeah. I could see it.
I hoped there was nothing more behind what Kylie had said. I didn't think there could be. She was still just my sister, and I was just her brother. A little inappropriate dressing and touching didn't change that. We were weirdos, that was all. We had a different sort of relationship. But it was still far too sibling-y to be anything else.
"I like these ones," Kylie said as she stepped out. She did a slow half-spin, so she ended with her back to me. The jeans she had on hugged her ass like a second skin. "What do you think?"
For a moment, I considered answering snarkily for the sake of a more 'little brother' kind of response. I couldn't bring myself to do it. The pants looked amazing on her, and I was pretty sure she knew it. I didn't want to be petty about my reaction just because I wasn't quite sure where we stood.
"They make you butt look awesome," I said.
Kylie's smile made my doubts disappear instantly. "You think so?"
"I know so." I stepped forward and gave her a smack on the ass. "Get changed again, buy 'em, and let's get out of here."
Kylie flushed and bit her lip. I thought she might chastise me-and honestly I deserved it-but she didn't. "I think I want a looser pair too, though. Something comfier. 'Cause these might look good, but I don't think I'd want to wear them all day."
"Sure. So, what, same pair a size up?"
"Maybe."
She insisted on trying on a few more pairs, none of which hugged her ass nearly so well as the ones she'd first modeled, but she kept showing off how they looked anyway. Like she was trying to make me stare at her bum.
What the hell were we even doing?
I thought we'd almost escaped when Kylie decided on a second, comfy pair. Then I had the same thought again after she'd opted to get a backup of the 'nice ass' pair, because she feared she might not find something like them next time.
We were on our way to the register to pay when she took an abrupt detour toward the underwear section. I resigned myself to some silly ploy being attempted, and/or yet further attempts at keeping my attention firmly on her, and not on boob-jiggle girl.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Looking at underwear. Duh."
"Yes, but why? Is it just to torment me?"
"Would that work?"
"I don't know, really. It depends on what you're planning, I guess."
Kylie shook her head, but a small smile had crept onto her lips. "I just decided maybe I should pick some things up. I haven't gotten any new stuff in a while. Usually I don't care too much, 'cause no one else sees them anyway."
An odd feeling hit me, and I tried to push it aside. "You're expecting me to see you in your underwear more?"
"I don't know about expecting it. But if you do, I'd like to have something a bit nicer."
Only a slight flush of Kylie's cheeks gave away that she was being anything other than purely practical. Her reasoning had a certain logic to it, but I wasn't sure that I entirely liked it. That said, I couldn't help wondering and picturing what sort of panties she might pick out, and how they'd look on her.
Why oh why did I have to get the sister that accommodated me seeing her in her underthings? It was way too complicated.
I got lost in my own thoughts to the point where we were headed out of the store, and I belatedly realized I didn't even know what Kylie had purchased for underwear. I didn't ask. I'd probably find out sooner or later.
Kylie slipped her free hand into mine as we made the return journey. I didn't fight it. It was kind of nice, and arguably wasn't even that weird for siblings to do.
"Thanks for going with me," she said.
I shrugged. "You didn't really need me."
"Nuh uh. You know I did." She playfully bumped her shoulder against mine. "'Sides, I might not have bought the jeans that make my butt look so nice if you weren't here."
"Well hey, maybe that'll encourage you to actually wear pants when I come visit."
"Yeah, maybe."
And now my thoughts were on Kylie's ass again. Goddammit. I probably needed to stop worrying about it. It was her fault as much as mine. Probably more than mine, really. And she didn't seem concerned.
I slipped my hand out of Kylie's grasp. She frowned at me, but it faded almost immediately when I grabbed her butt. I cupped my palm over her ass cheek for a moment, then retook her hand.



"Naughty," she said.
I said nothing.
"Does my butt feel good?" she asked after a quiet moment.
"Is that a serious question?"
"Maybe I just want you to say it."
I hesitated, then lowered my voice to ensure that no one else would hear. Not that anyone was particularly close, or cared about anything other than their own silly little lives.
"Your butt makes it very hard to be your brother," I said.
Kylie took a moment to process, then apparently decided she liked my statement. She squeezed my hand tighter for a second. "Good."
"Good?"
"Well I must have a nice butt if it's worth disowning me over."
I gazed sidelong at Kylie. Her expression remained innocent and unconcerned. "Your logic frightens me sometimes."
****
Kylie changed into her new jeans as soon as we got back. I didn't think she was trying to mess with me too badly, but she also didn't shy away from showing off her butt in them when given a chance.
It was getting late enough that we were both hungry, and Kylie's kitchen was in its usual state of barely stocked. We ordered pizza, which I only later realized meant I was sticking around for a while.
I didn't have a problem with hanging out into the evening. I had no other plans. What was a little odd was that Kylie seemed intent on keeping me around, and hadn't even darted straight for her painting area to make use of some fresh inspiration.
It was nice that she wanted to spend more time with me, I just wished I felt like her intentions were pure.
But honestly, even if she wanted to tease me a bit, to make me look at her in somewhat unbrotherly ways, it wasn't that bad. She didn't get a lot of male attention, or at least not much that she wanted, and she'd probably just been overcompensating lately.
Besides, much as I hated to admit it to myself, I really, really liked the way her butt looked in those jeans. My inner turmoil over that fact hadn't gone away, but it was lessened by the knowledge that we both knew more or less what was happening.
We ate pizza together on Kylie's bed. I'd had to deal with the delivery guy, but she'd insisted on giving me the money to pay.
I thought about putting on a movie while we ate, like we had the other day, but I didn't really feel the need for sensory distraction. Since Kylie didn't say anything about it either, I didn't bother.
Kylie finished eating before me. Or, more accurately, she slowed down the point of just picking at the half-slice remaining on her plate.
"Can I ask you something?" she said.
I nodded. "Always."
"'K. Just 'cause, like, it's kinda weird."
"I figured. You wouldn't have asked about asking otherwise."
Kylie systematically picked and tore at the crust of her pizza. She wouldn't quite make eye contact with me. "I know we've kinda been joking and stuff. But, like, for real... how weird is it that I don't mind you looking at me." She bit her lips. "Like, 'looking' looking."
"Yeah, no, I knew what you meant." I wiped my mouth with a piece of paper towel that was serving as a napkin. "Honestly? I don't know."
"Oh."
"I mean, it's not something you get a lot of second-hand experience with. No one goes around talking about how their brother checks them out, and it's totally cool with them. Plenty of the opposite, though."
Kylie smiled crookedly, but her grin faded as quickly as it arrived. "That's true. That's kinda like what you were always bugging me about. Not giving you enough shit for some stuff."
"Yeah, kinda, I guess. That's all I really understood." I shrugged. "It probably wasn't the correct way to approach the situation. I just didn't know that there was more to it than your, uh..."
"My obliviousness to social interactions?"
"Something like that. I don't know I'd put it quite that way."
"No. Me either. I was being deliberately hard on myself to make a point." Kylie scooted a little closer to me. "I'm not oblivious to things. I know that you looking at me is not nothing. I know I shouldn't encourage it, or seek it."
"But you do anyway."
She nodded. "Not always on purpose. But sometimes... I don't know. It just feels nice. Nice to be appreciated, or wanted, or... whatever."
Kylie looked at me, met my eyes, but she was hesitant and shy about it.
"That makes sense," I said. "I don't know that it's necessarily the best response to your feelings, but it's understandable."
"Yeah, I guess." She pushed some of her hair back over her ear. "So I'm only partly a weirdo, is what you're saying."
"No, I'm not saying that. You're just... Kylie. Same as you ever were."
She nodded, but didn't look entirely happy. She was starting to get fidgety too. She'd take off on me soon if I didn't do something. The only problem was I didn't really have any great plan for salvaging the conversation.
I decided to compromise. "Hey, why don't you go paint for a bit," I said.
"Um... I mean, ok, but are you gonna go?"
"No. I'm gonna stick around and stare at your butt."
Kylie gave me a curious look. She probably couldn't tell if I was joking. I only kind of was.
After a moment of calculation, she smiled. "Ok."
So that's what we did. I dragged Kylie's comfy chair around a bit to get a better view of her while she worked, and she painted away, only occasionally checking over her shoulder to make sure I was still watching.
It was an odd solution by any standard. But somehow, it was one that worked for us. It gave us both some time to think and work things out in our heads without me having to leave, which neither us really wanted at the moment.
I had Kylie's ass to amuse me and keep me attentive when my mind wandered, and she had the naughty knowledge that I was eyeing her in a mildly inappropriate kind of way.
I wasn't terribly surprised when Kylie took a moment to strip out of her new pants. She could have given some false excuse like how she didn't want to get paint on them, which was a legitimate concern, but we both knew it had more to do with her desire for my attention.
The panties she had on underneath were almost certainly a new pair as well. They weren't tiny and revealing exactly, but they were sexier than I expected from her. They hugged her ass even better than her jeans, while also revealing quite a bit more of her tantalizing skin.
My erection had been debating whether to come fully to life or not. It had made a decision by this point. I adjusted myself slightly, but only had an uncomfortably small amount of room for my cock to grow into.
I wasn't sure what would happen if I just took my pants off too. I didn't think it was a good idea, exactly, but it wasn't any worse than Kylie taking hers off. My situation wasn't so dire that I needed to do anything, and it wasn't like this was my first uncomfortable boner of all time, so for the moment I just abided.
For a time, Kylie seemed to forget I was even there. She carried on painting, sometimes just standing and staring at her work before resuming her brush strokes. She wasn't trying to pose for me or show off, she was just doing what she did.
I liked her better when she was acting natural. There was a certain illicit thrill to her trying to get my attention, but overall she was more alluring when she wasn't. Maybe it was just because that was how I was more familiar with her. I was used to her getting so absorbed in her work that she forgot the rest of the world existed. In those moments, she was as much my big sister as she ever would be.
It helped ease my conscience that Kylie had, essentially, given me permission to still watch her, despite her having since forgotten about me. I stayed quiet and watched her, and daydreamed, and sometimes wondered if I shouldn't just leave. My pangs of guilt were so infrequent as to be inconsequential, but not gone entirely.
I'd curled up and was halfway dozing when Kylie took a break. She set her brush and paints aside, took another long stare at her mostly finished painting, then turned toward me and her chair. She squeaked in surprise, then giggled at scaring herself.
"Oops," she said. "I forgot you were there."
"Mmhm, I know. You were having a good time, though."
"I was. Sorry."
I shrugged and let my eyelids fall partly closed again.
Kylie hovered for a moment, then resumed course and padded over to me. She slipped into the chair next to me; mostly on top of me, in fact. She curled up snugly with me, and I put my arm around her without even thinking about it.
My hand landed on her hip. I felt the material of her panties, but also bare flesh. I didn't dare move once I had settled, despite the unintentional nature of my hand placement.
The chair had been turned from its usual window facing direction, but Kylie had landed in a weird half-sitting, half-lying position that still allowed her to look out the large panes of glass into the dim evening scenery. I turned my head a bit to look out along with her.
"You're so warm," she whispered.
"I s'pose I am."
"It's nice." She leaned her head on my shoulder. "I think that's what bothers me most about being alone so much. Most of the time I need to be by myself. But sometimes... sometimes I need something. Contact. Warmth."
"We all do."
"I guess. But I feel like I'm the only one who hasn't figured it out."
"Well that's incorrect. I'd say most people don't have it figured out."
"Maybe. In a different way, though." Kylie sighed. "They're all running around finding someone to sleep with. Someone to be with. Multiple someones, even. And yeah, they're generally not doing a good job of it, but at least they're doing something."
I tightened my arm around her. "You're not them. You're you."
"I am. Which leaves me putting you in an awkward position just so I can try to figure myself out."
"I don't mind."
I slipped my hand down to her butt to emphasize my point. It was getting easier all the time. Easier to take liberties. Easier to do things with her that I probably shouldn't.
"Sometimes you don't," Kylie said. "But sometimes you do. And either way, it's not fair of me. I'm s'posed to be your big sis. I'm not s'posed to do what I've been doing."
She was so warm against me. The same way I was to her. She was soft, and the faint scent of her teased my nostrils. I was getting lost in her the longer she snuggled on me.
"I love you," I said.
"Mmm, me too. But it's not meant to be that kind of love."
"No, it isn't."
My hand crept up, away from her butt, under her shirt. Her flesh was just as soft and warm there as everywhere else. I went higher and higher, up to her breasts.
Kylie twisted her head, giving me an uncertain look, biting her lip. I met her gaze as evenly as I could.
"I don't want to mess this up," she whispered. "I don't want you to stop visiting."
"That won't happen."
"Promise?"
"Promise."
Kylie's lips met mine. She shifted her whole body around, kissing me all the more fiercely as she got better leverage.
I sent my other hand up her shirt for backup. She pressed her chest against my palms as I cupped her tits and felt her up.
She bumped my cock a few times as she squirmed around in my lap. At first, she didn't seem to realize what she was hitting. Once she did, she let her thigh deliberately grind on my erection.
Part of me protested the sudden eruption of a make out session with my sister. The pulses of shame and guilt, and the fear that I was making a huge mistake kept me wary, but I didn't stop. Couldn't stop, really. Kylie felt good. So very, very good.
I was horny. That suppressed a lot of my potential negative reaction. The way Kylie was grinding on my cock ensured that I couldn't throw her off even if I wanted to, which I didn't. Not really.
Kylie pulled away, then self-consciously wiped at her mouth where our shared spit had left a bit of a mess. Her eyes were bright and excited, but also scared.
"Ty..." she said.
"Yeah?"
"I... I don't..."
There was a tremble to her lips, and when I moved my hand over her heart, I felt it pounding away like crazy. I was anxious and unsure about what we were doing, but she was even worse.
"It's ok," I said. "We can stop."
"I don't want to stop. But I don't know..."
I pulled Kylie close to me, hugging her tight. She nestled against me, her cheek pressed to mine. I brushed her hair back and kissed her neck ever-so-softly, a repeated staccato of lips on warm, sensitive skin.
"I want you to stay," she said in a small and far away voice. "Please stay."
Another kiss, close to her ear. "I wasn't going anywhere."
"For the night, I mean."
"I knew what you meant." My fingertips ran up and down her spine, dancing lightly over her shirt. "I don't have work tomorrow."
"I know. That's why..."
Aha. So there'd been more planning to this than I realized. More thought than I'd given my sister credit for.
"That's why you picked today," I finished for her. "Because you knew."
She bit her lip and grinned sheepishly. "Maybe."
I kissed her on the nose. "Fine. Then you can have me for the night."
Kylie shifted and her butt pressed against my ever-hard cock, making me groan.
"Good," she said.
****
There was some more making out, some more fondling and exploring, but things didn't get any more out of control than that. I think we were both happier not pushing.
Kylie and I were going to share her bed for the night. Neither of us said it out loud or asked the question, but it wasn't really necessary. It was the only place to sleep in her apartment, really, especially since she didn't have any extra blankets or sleeping bags or anything.
I had to jerk off before bed or I knew I'd never sleep. Kylie wanted to ask, or watch, or help, or... something. I could see it in her expression. But she didn't quite dare, and I didn't bring it up. I just slipped off to the bathroom to do what needed to be done.
I stripped to my boxers for bed. Usually I didn't even wear that much, but getting naked would have been awkward, even considering what had already transpired.
Kylie wore a shirt and panties, similar to what she'd already been in, except she swapped out her shirt for a light camisole. It showed some cleavage, but wasn't an overtly sexy choice other than that. She still wore the sexy new panties, but I didn't think there was any seduction planned there. She'd just already been wearing them, was all.
Lying in bed together was uncomfortable at first. The fire that had possessed us earlier had died back, leaving us more rational and hesitant.
Since I'd made sure to get off before bed, I didn't have my hormones to carry me through. I lay awkwardly next to Kylie, wondering if I should touch her, curl up with her, or perhaps just stay where I was.
"You'll be the first boy to sleep in this bed," Kylie said to break the silence.
"Lucky me."
She fidgeted. "I guess it's kinda sad when I put it that way, huh?"
"No, Ky, it's not." I rolled closer and put my arm around her. "It's very you."
"Could be the same thing."
"Yeah, could be. Only if you want to look at it that way."
She relaxed as I held her, and gradually snuggled tighter with me. I felt the rise and fall of her chest against mine. We were out of phase, but I imagined we were slowly synching up.
Kylie eventually went so still and calm, and her breathing so steady, that I assumed she'd fallen asleep on me. I was on my way, but wasn't there yet. I kissed her forehead.
"Love you," I whispered.
She stirred, just a little. "Love you too."
We held each other until we both fell asleep for real.
****
My dreams featured Kylie, though upon waking I couldn't remember quite how. It took me a moment to sort out what had actually happened between us, and what had merely been conjured in my head. I was still working things out when I was distracted by movement.
I'd initially assumed Kylie to be trembling, or vibrating for some reason. I was partly correct. In fact, she had her hand busily working within her panties.
She was playing with herself, with me right there next to her. My grip on her had loosened significantly overnight, but my arm still rested on her and made it easier to feel her sneaky little movements. Not sneaky enough.
Once I'd figured out what was happening, what was real, I had to make a decision. I could stay quiet and still, let her finish, pretend like I didn't know anything about it later. That was an option, but I didn't much care for it. My other option that I could see was riskier, but I was pretty sure it was the correct one.
With a quick, light motion, I slipped my hand down to cover Kylie's. She froze immediately, pretty much as I'd expected. I rubbed the back of her hand, guiding her to keep going.
"Someone's feeling naughty this morning," I whispered.
Kylie squirmed. "I thought you were still sleeping."
"I was, until just now."
"I shoulda done what you did last night. That was smart. I was all worked up from last night, and then you were still here, still holding me..."
"You could have gone to the bathroom, done it there."
"I guess. But... then I wouldn't feel you. You wouldn't be there."
"You're not wrong."
Kylie started moving again. She was only slow and hesitant about it, mostly just making small twitches with her middle finger.
"Sorry," she said.
"I don't mind."
"I've got a lot going on in my head."
I kissed her cheek. "I know. I really don't mind. You need to do it, so do it."
Even with my total acceptance, it took Kylie a while to get back to a proper rhythm. She didn't seem to believe that I really, truly wanted her to masturbate next to me. Which was fair enough, really, because it was decidedly odd when I thought about it like that.
Compared to last night, compared to our brief but meaningful makeout session, it was nothing. That had been truly questionable. Kylie fingering herself was lower on the scale of oddness, as far as I was concerned.
I cupped Kylie's tits while she played with her pussy. They felt good in my palm, and I could tell fondling her was helping. Whatever it was about my presence that had necessitated action, feeling her up was definitely adding to it. She couldn't hide her gasps and little moans when I lightly squeezed her boobs or tweaked her nipples.
Her movements grew quicker, her breathing loud and ragged. She abruptly tensed with her hand going frantic for a moment, then relaxed.
I moved my hand from Kylie's chest and smoothed her hair. She curled in on herself for a bit, and I was somewhat expecting her to run off and hide from me. She didn't. She stayed right where she was and eventually even rolled to face me.
"Thank you," she said.
"I didn't do anything," I said.
"You're here. You didn't leave. That's enough."
She lowered her eyes. I tilted her chin up, causing her to meet my gaze just before I gave her a soft kiss. The kiss dragged out far longer than I expected, by silent agreement, and I was running short on breath when it ended.
Kylie panted gently and her face was flushed, mirroring what I felt my own state to be. "Do that again," she whispered.
So I did. We were still waking up, and already we were engaging in a protracted makeout session. It was slower and more purposeful than the night before, and allowed more time to figure each other out.
Her skin was so warm under my hands as I felt beneath her shirt. I caressed her tummy, her sides, and inevitably her breasts. She wriggled and squirmed, and eventually rolled right on top of me, still moaning into my mouth.
Kylie's hips moved in their own wave-like rhythm. She had just masturbated to completion, but it wasn't enough. She was still needy, still looking for satisfaction of a sort. I knew the feeling. My precautionary jerk off the night before seemed much further in the past than it was.
The way Kylie was grinding on me made my body crave more. She wasn't quite hitting my cock, but was coming damn close. I got harder and harder while she writhed on top of me. I held back for a while, but eventually grabbed her hips and guided her to my erection.



Her eyes widened comically as I jabbed her pussy, my cock separated from her only by our underwear. Her grinding stuttered and stalled for a few seconds, then she closed her eyes, braced herself on my chest, and rocked with even more vigour than before.
I grabbed and fondled Kylie's butt through her panties. She bit her lip, then kissed me again.
We were in a loop of sexuality that would only lead one place, if not stopped before then. The more I felt her, touched her, kissed her, and tasted her, the more I wanted to keep doing those things, to push even further.
The smart thing would have been to stop. All along, that had always been the traditionally 'correct' option. With every little slip of inappropriate behaviour, every flash of naughtiness, we really should have just stopped and tried not to do it again.
But we hadn't stopped, and now Kylie was two thin pieces of material away from riding my cock. And I wasn't doing a damn thing about it. I was just looking into her eyes, feeling our sibling connection, our unique understanding of one another. I craned my head up, pressing our lips together once more. I knew that if she didn't stop it, then I certainly couldn't.
The only thing that saved us, if that was the right word, was Kylie rubbing out another orgasm on my shaft. She moaned and sat up straighter while grinding a little harder for a moment, then her body relaxed and she calmed down a bit. Her movements slowed, and eventually halted altogether.
"We can't have sex, can we?" Kylie said, her tone suggesting she wasn't really asking.
"I'd like to say no," I said, "but I'm not that certain right now."
She swung off of me, pausing long enough to give my cock a lingering, regretful caress through my boxers. "You want breakfast?"
"I will. I'm hungry, but I'm also... you know. Horny."
Kylie giggled nervously and fiddled with her hair. "Yeah. I know."
****
Breakfast was leftover pizza. I warmed mine up, Kylie nibbled at hers while it was still cold. She didn't seem overly invested in her meal one way or the other. Her eyes had a far-off look to them, and she often paused her eating for minutes at a time. She'd made it through half a slice by the time I'd finished.
"Eat," I urged her. "I know you're hungry."
Kylie turned her head bashfully, aware that she'd been caught daydreaming. "I am, just... I'm thinking."
"Yeah, I could see that. Eat some more while you think."
Kylie tore off another small bite with her teeth, smiling shyly at me while she chewed it. "You shoulda been the older one. You woulda been better at it."
"I don't know about that."
"It's true. You'da made a great big bro."
"How would it have made a difference?"
Kylie shrugged. "I don't know for sure. I just think it might've been nice."
"Yeah, maybe." I chewed my lip as I watched her eat about as slowly as a human being could. "But then... you wouldn't have developed when you did. Maybe I wouldn't have seen you the same way. Maybe I still wouldn't."
"What?"
"You know." I reached out and gently caressed her breast. "Like, would I still see you the same if I was the older one? Or would you just be a kid sister?"
Kylie leaned into my touch, and I massaged her chest all the more firmly. I'd only meant to make a point of some kind, but I found myself unwilling to leave her boobs alone now that I'd started playing with them.
"I don't think it would have changed anything that way," she said softly. "You didn't look at me that way when we were younger."
"I sometimes did. Not a lot. And mostly I tried not to. But little things affect us as we get older, you know. Maybe those little flashes of awareness about you when I was younger... maybe they built up into something more."
Kylie nodded slowly. "So then what about how I feel when I look at you? Where did that come from?"
I met her eyes. They were so deep, so full of questions and emotions. "I'm not sure I can answer that."
"No. I guess you couldn't."
****
Our attempts at controlling ourselves never had much hope of success. Perhaps if I'd left early, like right after waking up, we would have been fine. At least until I visited again. But in close proximity, with our boundaries stretched past the breaking point, with our constant teasing of one another... yeah, it was never going to work.
We made token attempts at getting properly dressed. Those didn't work out. I'd either follow Kylie into her room, or vice versa, and clothes would come off instead of going on, or one of us would start feeling up the other, or we'd just fall onto the bed and make out for a while.
I was getting hornier all the time and couldn't do anything about it. Kylie wouldn't even leave me alone long enough for me to jerk off in the bathroom.
My only consolation was that she wasn't in much better shape than I was. I didn't say anything lest she decided she needed to change, but my occasional sneaky feels confirmed that her panties were soaked.
Somehow, I ended up naked. Kylie wasn't too far behind, but had resolutely clung to her pussy-messed panties. Every other part of her was bare and uncovered, which kept me sufficiently occupied that I didn't hold her down and finish stripping her.
"You should let me paint you," Kylie said.
Her thigh was rubbing pretty insistently on my cock at the time, which made it difficult to deny any request she might have made. I didn't want to let her go, but I also didn't want to tell her no.
"What, right now?" I asked.
"Yeah." She bit her lip. "I mean, honestly, if we don't do something..."
I knew what she meant. She was very nearly naked, and I was entirely so. We kept getting closer and closer.
I wanted to fuck her so badly. It was a crazy thought, an insane need, but it was unquestionably true. She was so beautiful, and soft, and warm. The feel of her on my skin, her lips on mine, the way she squirmed in barely restrained lust...
She was still my sister, but I had no idea how long that would last if we didn't do something.
"Ok," I said. "Paint me."
It was a respite of sorts, if not what I'd hoped for. Kylie got something to focus on other than wanting to crawl back into bed with me. I didn't.
I was made to stand naked by the wall of large windows, in the best lighting. I felt a bit silly at first, being naked and erect while also the subject of an artistic endeavour. The way Kylie's gaze changed to consider me as an object rather than her brother whom she desperately wanted to bone was slightly unnerving.
I alternated being weirded out by the situation, and being turned on. There was a certain eroticism to being nude and dispassionately examined. Plus, of course, I was still free to watch Kylie's lithe, nearly-naked body while she worked.
Rather unfairly, I thought, was that even when I managed to chill out, stop thinking about sex for a minute, and let my erection start to droop, Kylie would frown. She'd put down her brush, walk over to me, and stroke my cock a bit until it livened back up. Just not fair.
I only lasted so long before I got too fidgety. I padded over to Kylie, who frantically tried to keep me away from her painting.
"Nooo," she said. "It's not ready yet."
"I know that," I said. "But I can't handle just standing there forever."
Kylie couldn't physically hold me back, though I rather enjoyed her attempts. They involved an awful lot of her body pressing against mine.
The painting itself was not what I expected. Certainly my nude and erect form was pretty much what I'd pictured, but I somehow hadn't realized that Kylie had added it to the nude of herself that she'd been playing around with. The pose she'd put us in was not sexual, necessarily, but was awfully close and sensual for naked siblings. Plus, she'd insisted on leaving my hard cock in, which didn't help sell any kind of platonic scenario.
"Good lord," I said.
"It's not finished," Kylie repeated in a half-whine.
"I'm not talking about that. Ky, we're practically snuggling in the painting. Naked. Together."
"I know. That's what I want."
"But... but... if someone sees..."
"Who's gonna see? I already wasn't gonna show anyone but you. Nothing's changed."
I sighed. "And you had to leave my cock in like that?"
She smiled impishly. "I like it."
"Of course you do."
Kylie reached down and lightly trailed her fingertips along the top of my shaft. "I know it makes the painting a little porn-y. But... it's for me. It's what I want."
"You want my dick?"
She flushed in mild embarrassment, which had been my intent. "I didn't mean it like... like that."
"Or did you?" I tilted her head back to face me, but in the process noted that she had some splatters of paint on her, and she'd made a bit of a mess on my chest when she'd been trying to push me away. "Hey! You messy girl."
"Not my fault. You wouldn't stay where you were s'posed to."
I arched an eyebrow, and instead of arguing simply dipped my fingers in some paint and flicked them at her. She stared with an open mouth in mock-horror, then retaliated in kind.
Our ensuing paint fight was ridiculously childish, all things considered, and quite messy too. It graduated quickly from flicking paint, to smearing it, and from there it was a short journey to basically just feeling each other up, paint forgotten.
Kylie wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. Her breasts were soft and a bit slippery from the paint. I grabbed her ass and lower back, holding her tight. My cock was pinned between us, harder and needier than ever.
I couldn't stop myself this time. Not anymore. I just couldn't.
"I'm going to take you to bed," I told Kylie.
"Ok," she said in a faint voice.
"Like, for real."
"I know." She nuzzled my neck. "Take me."
She couldn't have melted any closer to me. She would have done anything I asked in that moment, I was quite sure. I, likewise, would have obeyed any directive she gave. It just happened to be me who took charge first.
It was a long, slow process to get back to her bedroom. We wouldn't let go of each other or stop kissing long enough to just walk like functional adults. We tripped over several paintings on the way, and probably ruined a couple in the process. Neither of us was watching where we were going basically at all.
I hesitated once we got to Kylie's bed, but she fell back and dragged me right along with her.
"Your sheets," I said with some vestige of responsible thought.
"Fuck 'em. I'll get new ones."
Then she was kissing me again. My worries about the disaster zone we'd make of her bed fled from my mind as I hungrily kissed her back.
I held Kylie, rubbed against her, and ran my hands everywhere. My hips thrust of their own accord, trailing slick precum over her panties. Her underwear was so wet from our mutual arousals that I had some trouble actually getting them off her.
We fought her panties together to slide them down her legs. She finally kicked them off, then lay back with a nervous but excited smile.
There was no question anymore, not by either of us. We'd denied ourselves for too long. I kept thrusting, and without panties in the way, my cock quickly found its way.
Kylie whimpered softly as her pussy lips were parted and the head of my cock just barely pushed inside her. She pulled at me, her fingernails digging into my butt as she physically urged me to keep going.
Her pussy opened up for me as I went deeper and deeper. She was as warm and wet as I'd imagined, and small flexes of her inner muscles rhythmically tightened her around me.
I had to move in sync with her, following her body's cues, but nothing was stopping me from getting fully inside. I growled in animalistic victory as I bottomed out in my big sister's sweet little pussy.
I froze with my cock fully buried in Kylie. I thought she was crying into my shoulder. There were indeed a few tears streaking her cheek, but they had nothing to do with sadness, fear, or pain. She caught my expression and smiled back at me with misty but still vibrant eyes. She kissed me softly, tenderly, and with a simple reassurance of love and joy.
We moved together, our hips beginning a slow dance back and forth. She whimpered again, but it transitioned into more of a pleasurable moan. Her pussy tightened around me at irregular intervals, eliciting very similar sounds from my throat.
I fucked Kylie harder, surrendering to my lust and need for her. One of her hands went to the back of my head, stroking my hair as she nuzzled and kissed my neck. The harder I thrust into her, the louder and deeper her moaning became.
"So good," I whispered.
"Mmhm." She kissed my cheek, trailing up to my earlobe that she gently nipped at. "Sooo good," she concurred at much the same volume.
We writhed around, always moving, always grabbing and touching and kissing. Kylie rolled me over and got on top for a while. I loved the fire she displayed riding me so energetically, and way her breasts moved when they weren't pressed to my chest.
I played with Kylie's tits with one hand while rubbing the other up and down her lower back. She growled deep and low, then rolled back over.
"More," she urged. "More."
She was sweaty and flushed, as I suspected I was as well. Our breathing was ragged and only allowed for shorter kisses before air breaks were needed.
I was going to cum very soon. I'd lasted longer than I expected already. Everything about my sister made me want to explode, to fill her up with my cum. Every single touch, every sound, even just the way she looked at me with those perfect, glistening eyes.
Her moaning reached its highest pitch yet before she buried her face in my chest. Her hips went crazy and her pussy clamped down tighter than ever. I couldn't last through her orgasm. Not the way she gripped me.
I fucked her hard and desperately, then pulled out just before the last vestiges of my humanity were obliterated by the sweet release of my long overdue orgasm. I came in long, thick strands of cum that plastered themselves to Kylie's tummy. There was so much it didn't even feel real, and yet it was over before I fully understood that I was done.
I looked down at Kylie, held up by arms that trembled slightly from exertion. There was a satisfied love in her expression, and a contentedness that overcame any desire she might have had to move.
I let myself fall just to the side of her. I didn't go far enough away to separate our bodies, just enough that I could lie down. She pulled my arm around her and snuggled to my chest. Warm cum squished between us, and I couldn't begin to give a shit.
"Thank you," Kylie said. "That was wonderful."
I smiled crookedly. "You don't need to thank me. I enjoyed that as much as you did."
"Maybe almost as much," she said seriously.
I laughed softly. "Alright. Almost as much. I'll take it."
****
We had to get up and shower eventually. The splotches of dried paint and cum were a bitch to wash off, but it wasn't an unpleasant task. Kylie and I helped each other with the task, as well as fooling around some more under the warm cascade of water.
We washed each other thoroughly, spending even more time scrubbing than our dirty bodies needed. Kylie giggled when I kept returning to her breasts to give them another rinse. She in turn playfully washed my cock repeatedly, but never enough to really turn into a proper handjob. Just enough to tease me and get back at me for all the attention to her chest.
Kylie seemed to like me washing her hair the most. She sighed happily and closed her eyes while I massaged her scalp and made sure her shampoo was all nicely rubbed in.
She washed my hair too, which was quite pleasant, though I had a lot less of it that she did, and it was over much quicker. Still, I decided I'd like to do it again sometime. Among other things.
Kylie dried off first, then wiped off her bathroom mirror and carefully brushed her hair. I watched her while I toweled off in turn. Her beautiful nude body captivated me. Her ass in particular drew my attention as it swayed gently from side to side.
Once dry, I stood behind Kylie, my semi-hard erection nestled against her butt. She stopped brushing and relaxed into my arms.
"You'd think your hair would be more orderly, the care you put into it," I murmured.
"You should see how bad it gets if I don't brush it out," she said.
"Ha, ok. Fair enough." I gave her bottom the lightest of swats. "I'm gonna go see how bad a mess we made of your bed."
"It's pretty bad."
"Yeah? You have a spare set of bedding?"
"No. I'll need new sheets."
"Of course you do." I chewed on my lip. I didn't really want to leave Kylie, but she needed clean bedding. Or perhaps it would be more fair to say we needed it. "I guess I could run out and pick up a new set."
"You don't have to do that."
"No? Are you gonna go?"
Kylie hesitated. "Well... not now..."
"That's what I thought. I'll go." I kissed her on the forehead. "And later today, if you're up for it, we'd better do groceries again. Or tomorrow."
"If I say tomorrow, does that mean you'll come back again?"
I gave her a lopsided grin. "I might just still be here."
Kylie smiled back shyly. "You'll get tired of me by then. I won't be much fun when we're not... you know. 'Cause I'll need to paint for a while. Do some alone things. Me stuff."
"I know," I assured her. "We'll burn that bridge when we get to it."
"Cross," she said. "Cross that bridge."
"Funnier my way."
****
My trip out ended up being lengthier than I anticipated. Bedding was easy enough. I had to text Kylie to figure out what size her bed actually was, but other than that it was a quick jaunt in and out of the store.
However, instead of going straight back, I figured I better get prepared. I packed some clothes and supplies from my place, on the basis that I didn't know how long I'd be staying at Kylie's. Maybe another night. Maybe longer. Maybe I'd be back at my place by bedtime. It was all up in the air.
I was pretty sure I could count on at least another night, despite the uncertainty. I couldn't get my sister out of my head. Couldn't stop thinking about her. I needed to see her more, to be around her. Maybe, hopefully, to have sex with her again. Repeatedly.
To that last end, I stopped at a drug store and bought some condoms. Just in case. There was no point being unnecessarily stupid about things. Also just in case, I opted for getting the morning after pill for Kylie. Again, even though I didn't think there'd be a problem, there was no point taking stupid risks.
Perhaps unsurprisingly, Kylie didn't even seem to notice how long I'd taken. She barely registered my return at all. It was her painting, of course. She'd become lost in her creative zone once again; a place where time and relationships didn't have nearly the impact they ought to.
She was working on her nude portrait of the both us. In my absence, she'd opted to pose naked for herself in the mirror and touch up her half of the painting.
"I'm back," I said.
"So you are," Kylie agreed. "Take your clothes off and come here."
"Um... ok."
I might have gotten excited, except that I was about eighty percent sure she just wanted me to model some more. Still, watching her practice her art in the nude was interesting in its own right. And getting naked with her, even for semi-platonic purposes, that had a certain thrill to it as well.
As I suspected, Kylie got me to pose with her so she could see us both in the mirror. I tried to be good. I didn't try very hard, but I tried. My hands started wandering pretty quickly in any event. She giggled and pushed them away when I got too distracting, but didn't once tell me to stop.
When she'd take her small pauses to examine her progress and plan the next steps, Kylie dropped her nearest hand down to stroke my cock a bit. It started as a deliberate gesture, but after a while I got the distinct impression she wasn't even really thinking about it anymore.



I found it pretty hot that my sister was jerking me off just as a way of occupying her hand while she pondered, but it was also kind of frustrating that it meant she wasn't putting in any real effort at making me feel good. Her touches would sometimes be little more than feather-light caresses, her fingertips idly tracing paths back and forth across my shaft while I struggled not to grab her hand and make her do it properly.
Things gradually devolved as I got more and more handsy, and eventually stepped firmly behind Kylie and started grinding on her butt. I saw her smile in the mirror with a look of amused resignation. She'd almost certainly expected this to happen sooner or later.
"I guess that's all the painting I can do for now," she said.
"I think so, yeah," I said. I grabbed Kylie's boobs from behind and massaged them my both hands. "You can't expect me to behave forever."
"No. Indeed I can't."
Kylie set her supplies aside, then twisted in my grasp until she was facing me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. She pressed her lower half firmly against me to trap my cock.
We made out for a few moments, then I put my hands under Kylie's thighs and lifted her up. She squealed and clung to my neck as I carried her to her comfy chair. I set her down, and she smiled eagerly at me as she awaited my next move.
I knelt down in front of Kylie and pulled her knees apart. She scooted her butt forward as she guessed what I was up to.
She giggled nervously as I kissed my way up the inside of her thigh to her pretty little pussy. She spread her legs even wider for me and threw a hand over her mouth to muffle the adorable squeaks she made as I kissed dead centre between her hips.
I smiled at Kylie's reaction, but didn't let it distract me. My tongue flicked out along her bare slit, eliciting further sounds of girlish glee.
Kylie calmed down as she got used to my licks, but still moaned appreciatively at regular intervals and tangled her fingers in my hair. Her thighs occasionally squeezed against my face until she remembered to give me room to work.
"Mmm. That's nice," she breathed.
I patted her leg and kept licking.
Kylie seemed happy to settle in and let me do my thing for as long as I wanted. I, on the other hand, was too horny for that. After getting my sister all nice and warmed up, I wrestled her around so that I could sit in the chair where she'd been, and she had to take my lap. She didn't much seem to mind the switch up.
Kylie wriggled around and got comfortable, which only turned me on more, as if I needed it. She settled in facing me, with her pussy pressed right up on my cock. Her eyes gleamed impishly as she rocked gently back and forth against me.
I didn't give her much of a chance to tease me. I simply lifted her up and let her come down on my erection. She reached down to guide me in. Her eyes closed to slits and she hissed in pleasure as she slowly sank down.
We sat totally still at the end, my shaft engulfed within Kylie's warm pussy. I still wanted more, still wanted to lie her back and fuck her hard and fast, but somehow the urge to get off wasn't sufficiently strong to break the moment. Just feeling my sister, seeing her, smelling her, it was enough.
"I love you," she whispered.
I kissed her tenderly. "I love you too."
She rocked her hips gently, taking some of her weight on her legs to give herself the needed flexibility. She didn't move fast, and that was fine. The slow grind was perfect. I wanted it to last. I wanted the desire I had for her to burn steady for as long as I could stand it.
"I bought condoms," I said. "I don't want to stop right now, but maybe..."
Kylie laughed, clear and happy. "We don't need those, silly."
"We don't?"
"No. I'm all tied down there. Baby-proof."
"You are? Since when?"
"Did I not mention that?"
"No."
"Oh. Oops. I wondered why you pulled out last time."
I shook my head, then nuzzled and kissed her breasts to relieve some exasperation. "Here I was thinking we needed to be safer..."
"Yeah, no, I was on top of that. I mean, I know it was silly worrying about babies. I never really expected... you know, something like this. But just in case..."
I traced my fingers up her back. She maintained a steady rhythm, back and forth. Just enough to keep me on edge. "You'd never make it as a mom, huh?"
"Hell no I wouldn't. It's bad enough dealing with regular people. Can you imagine a little tiny person who's, like, always there? Nevermind the bit where they come out of my vagina. Ick."
I laughed and kissed Kylie again. "You're so... you, sometimes."
"Should I take that as a compliment?"
"Yeah. Yeah you should."
Kylie shifted again to get her knees into a better position, but didn't increase the speed or power of her slow, constant grind on my lap. I held her while alternating between staring into her eyes, and looking over her shoulder at the magnificent view out the window. It should have been just a tad scary to be fucking my sister while in theory we could be observed, but the height of her loft meant that it wasn't really much of a worry.
"Are you gonna stay over again?" she asked, disrupting my idle train of thought.
"I thought I might." I smiled as she kissed my cheek. "But you know I can't stay here all the time."
Kylie sighed. "I know. I hate thinking about it like that right now, but you're right. I couldn't handle having someone else here all the time. Even you."
"We'll work something out, yeah? Maybe on the weekends or something?"
"Yeah. Something like that."
She still didn't look quite convinced, so I did the only logical thing I could think of to reassure and cheer up my big sister; I picked her up and carried her off to bed, my cock still nestled snugly in her pussy the whole way.
I let my desire and need take over. I fucked Kylie hard on her bed while she grabbed and me and mewled happily.
I came inside her, free from the responsibility of being more cautious. She gasped at feeling cum spurt into her pussy, then grinned wickedly and rolled on top of me to keep riding.
My cock softened and got sensitive after my orgasm, but Kylie brought it back to life and wouldn't let me have a break until I got off again. She'd reached a couple orgasms of her own by then, so she was content to let me rest after my second time.
"I think I really like sex," Kylie said as she drew lazy circles around my nipples with her finger.
"Was there some doubt about that?"
"No. Not really. Just good to know for sure, is all."
"Fair enough."
We cuddled a while longer before Kylie got restless. She grew increasingly fidgety, then finally hopped out of bed.
"I'ma go paint for a bit," she said.
"Yeah. I figured."
"I think I'll work on something new. But maybe later you'll come pose for me again? I wanna finish up our painting at some point."
"Our painting?"
"You know, the one with-"
"I know which one you mean. Just... calling it our painting, is all."
Kylie flushed slightly. "Well, I mean, it is. It's us."
"Uh huh. But you meant it's, like, ours."
"So?"
"So... nothing I guess. It's just interesting."
Kylie stared at me, chewed on her lip for a moment, then left.
I lay where I was, just thinking. The painting meant something to Kylie, I was sure of it. It was possible it was nothing more than just her expressing her interest in me via her art. That was almost fine, though I still didn't like the idea of such blatant evidence of our sexual union hanging around to be spotted.
There was a chance it was something deeper. That might be ok too. It was hard to say.
Who was I kidding? I had accepted where Kylie and I were going, where we'd already been. I loved her. She loved me. We were going to do more sexy sibling things. That was just what it was. And if she wanted to paint sexy pictures of us, then what the hell was I worrying about it for? Painting was what she did. Of course she'd do a portrait of the two of us. I was important to her. It was a good thing.
I padded naked through Kylie's apartment and peeked into her studio area. She was just as naked, and as usual totally oblivious to being snuck up on from behind. It was tough not to get stuck staring at her nude form as her arm swung gracefully this way and that.
'Our' painting had been set aside for the moment. I took the time to study it, despite its incomplete nature. Looking at it with fresh eyes, the way my sister might, without letting my worries affect me, I saw it differently. It wasn't a fatal mistake waiting to happen, or an expression of feelings too deep for me to understand. It was just us. Me and Kylie; naked, together, and in love.
She had painted what I felt when I looked at her. That was what it was. Though, presumably, it was actually what she felt for me instead of vice versa. Either way, I needed to leave well enough alone. Let her work. Let her be happy.
I tiptoed away to clean up and put some clothes on. I could go for a walk or something, give Kylie some peace. Chances were she wouldn't even know I was gone.
****
The plan for me spending nights with Kylie when I had days off had been an arbitrary suggestion at the time, but actually seemed to work fairly well. It took some restraint from both of us, since we often found ourselves craving more. Sometimes we simply gave in to our desires and hooked up when we weren't supposed to, but we tried our best.
Kylie needed her space. Even from me. That wasn't going to change. The reward for our patience was how good the sex felt when we had to wait most of week for it. I found myself daydreaming about her far too often while I was meant to be working.
Since she generally knew when I was going to show up these days, Kylie often wasn't wearing much when I arrived. She'd always had that problem, but now it was deliberate. That made it all the more confusing when I arrived one evening to find her painting while fully dressed. It wasn't unheard of, but was unusual.
Regardless, I snuck up behind my sister and enfolded her in a ninja-hug. She squealed in delight and carefully set her brush down before turning and kissing me.
"What's with the clothes?" I asked.
Kylie grinned. "So I'm not allowed wearing clothes now?"
"I didn't say that." I slid my hands under her shirt. "Although..."
She laughed. "I had some delivery guys in earlier. I just didn't get around to changing after they left."
I arched an eyebrow. "Oh?"
"Don't look so surprised. I buy things sometimes."
"Yeah, sometimes. Not often." A quick glance around revealed exactly what her purchase was. Her comfy chair had a twin positioned by the wall of windows. "A new chair? What was wrong with your old one?"
"Nothing." Kylie's eyes flicked away, then back to me. "I just thought... maybe... you could have one too?"
My return smile erased most of her discomfort. It wasn't just a chair. I recognized that. It was something in her place that wasn't hers. Something for me. Coming from Kylie, it was practically an engagement ring.
"Thank you," I said.
I kissed her deeply and held her more tightly to me. On unspoken agreement, she wrapped her arms around my neck and hopped into my embrace so I could carry her over to my new chair.
"Of course you know," I said as we sat down with her in my lap, "we don't often end up needing two chairs."
Kylie giggled. "No. Not often."
We played a game of getting each other's clothes off while maintaining as much contact as possible. Tops were easier than bottoms, naturally, and Kylie eventually had to get off me long enough to get my pants off.
We both sighed in delayed satisfaction when she climbed back into my lap and slid her pussy onto my cock. We held each other close until she had me fully inside and had started rocking back and forth the way she liked to do.
For a while we engaged in slow, exquisite grinding while feeling each other up whenever and wherever we felt like it. I alternated stroking Kylie's hair, and caressing her breasts. She ran her hands up and down my chest, and occasionally leaned in to kiss my shoulder, neck, or cheek.
"Mom came to visit the other day," Kylie said.
"She did?"
"Yeah. I guess she got tired of being told I was fine. Wanted to make sure."
"How'd that go?"
Kylie shrugged. "I thought she was you, so I didn't bother dressing when I heard someone come in. I should have known, though. You're always much quieter."
"So you were... naked?"
"No. But only in panties. It was fine. Mom knows how I am."
"Sure."
"I had to make sure she didn't get into my room, though."
That threw me for a second, until I recalled where Kylie had hung our nude portrait.
"You mean because of our painting? Yeah. I don't want to think about her reaction to it."
"It'd be awful, right?" Kylie shook her head. "I think I get why you were worried about it. I thought about trying to explain it to Mom, and... I couldn't."
"I don't know that I'm worried about it anymore. I mean, yeah, it's dangerous, but I'm still glad you did it."
"Really?"
"Mmhm. I like it more every time I see it."
"Just 'cause it has me naked in it, you mean?"
"No. Not just that. It doesn't hurt, though."
Kylie smiled at me, and I smiled back. We kissed softly and passionately.
"I love you," she said.
"Love you too."
Kylie nestled more snugly to me while still riding my cock. I held her in a warm embrace and gazed over her shoulder. The sun was just setting, and the view was about as picturesque as it got.
It wasn't a typical relationship, not in any kind of way. Having sex with my sister on a regular basis would have been odd enough, but Kylie was her own brand of unique. It wasn't a relationship I could ever share with anyone either. It had to be a secret. Not to mention the inconvenience of probably never living with each other full time.
And yet, in its own way, it was perfect. I was happy with Kylie. So, so happy. I had plenty of practice accepting her idiosyncrasies, and even cherished them most of the time. I loved having sex with her, holding her, and just being with her. What we had was weird and definitely not normal, but it was ours.
"Take me to bed?" Kylie whispered in my ear.
I kissed her shoulder and gathered myself to lift her up. "Absolutely."
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The rain hadn't let up all day. It had been coming down hard since before I got out of bed that morning. That in itself would have been fine. I didn't have to go anywhere, and was perfectly happy waiting out the storm indoors where it was snug and dry. The truly annoying thing was that the power was out.
I loved my family and was happy to be home for the summer now that my university exams were well behind me for the year, but too much proximity without any distractions or the ability to escape outside really cut into my sanity. Mom had tried to get us playing some board games, which had been about when I'd escaped to the attic.
One whole end of the attic had been fashioned into a sort of hangout nest for Brandon and I many years ago. Mainly so that our parents would have somewhere to send us when they wanted us out from underfoot. It hadn't changed much since we'd grown up and headed off to further our educations. It was still a mess of an old mattress, some pillows and blankets, and stacks of books and comics and whatever other junk we left lying around.
It was a cozy enough place to hide out for a while during the storm. The sound of the rain drumming on the roof was more soothing than annoying, thanks to the acoustics, and I could watch it come down through the window nestled between the slanting edges of the roof.
There was enough light to basically see, but not enough to read without straining my eyes. I compromised and curled up with some nail polish to paint the extremities of my various digits.
I only had three toes on my left foot remaining when I heard the unmistakable creak of someone else climbing up the ladder. Brandon, I assumed. The 'rents didn't venture up here much, and if they wanted me they would have just yelled up until I answered.
"Hey, Allie," Brandon said. "What's happening?"
"What do you think?" I asked as he padded over, hunching slightly under the low, sloping ceiling. "Dick all, basically."
"Yeah." He sighed. "I'm bored out of my skull too."
He sprawled out across the mattress, jostling me slightly in the process as my seat shifted beneath me. I paused my painting until he was all settled.
Brandon grabbed a nearby comic and spread it open in front of him. He flipped a few pages, then tossed it aside.
"Booorrred," he announced.
"Yes, I know," I said. "What do you want me to do about it?"
"Amuse me?"
"Fine." I put the finishing touches on my pinkie toe. "Give me your hand."
"Why?"
"So I can do your nails. Duh."
"First of all, no. Second of all, how exactly would that amuse me?"
"You have any better ideas?"
Brandon glared at me. "Not really. But still no."
"Whatever."
I rearranged my pillows and propped myself more comfortably against the wall. I stretched my legs out to examine my toes in the dim lighting. They looked ok, but without proper light to see by I couldn't say for sure.
Brandon sulked and tried reading again. I wasn't sure if it was the lighting, or if he'd simply outgrown the stash of comics in our hideout, but he didn't last very long the second time either.
"You could grab a flashlight if you really wanted to read," I suggested.
He shrugged. "I don't. I just want to do, you know, something. I don't think comics are it."
"No. Perhaps not."
Brandon was quiet for a moment, then, "If I let you paint my toes, promise you won't tell anyone?"
"For real?"
"Yes, dammit."
I grinned. Big bro Brandon gonna let me pretty him up. He really was losing it. "Deal."
Brandon pulled off his socks, and I made him sit with his feet near the window for what little bit extra light I could get.
"No girly colours," he warned me.
I rolled my eyes. "No pink or yellow? Such a boy."
"Yes, I am a boy, actually. I think no pink or yellow is fair. Or purple."
"Purple's not girly."
"Is."
"Isn't. Dudes can wear purple. It's, like, royalty colour. Not girly."
Brandon considered. "Maybe some purples are ok," he grudgingly admitted. "But still, no purple."
"Fine. So, what, like a nice manly black? For your brooding and edgy masculinity?"
"Hmmm..."
"Too bad. Trick question. Not doing black anyway."
I pulled out a blue that I assumed wouldn't be too objectionable. Brandon didn't say anything as I settled in and placed his foot in my lap for easy access, so I went ahead with it.
"You have nail polish remover, right?" Brandon asked.
"Of course I do. Not chickening out already, are you?"
"Just checking, is all."
"Uh huh. Sure."
Naturally, Brandon spent the next little while acting like he didn't care one way or the other what I was doing. He kept sneaking peeks at my work, however, which rather undercut his attempt at indifference.
"There," I said. "All finished."
Brandon wiggled his toes around, catching them at different angles. "That's not bad," he admitted grudgingly.
"Not too girly?"
"Enh. Still pretty girly."
"Well now you gotta deal with it. So too bad."
I pushed my brother's feet away and got settled back in more comfortably. I pulled out my phone, but I still only had a quarter battery left and no wi-fi, with no idea when the power would be back, so I sighed and put it away again.
"Can I do your fingers?" I asked.
"Hm?" Brandon flicked his gaze toward me, then seemed to grasp what I was referring to. "Oh, hell no."
"Why not? We can clean them off after."
"No. Toes were one thing. They aren't that visible. I'm not risking fingers."
"No one'll know. Paint 'em, wipe 'em, done. No problem."
"I said no."
"Fine."
I folded my arms and sulked on my side of our nook. Now that I had a taste of painting Brandon's nails, the thought of getting his fingers too gnawed at me. I really wanted to do it, but obviously couldn't without cooperation.
****
Getting called down for lunch was a bit of a mixed bag for me. It was something to do, which was good, but I was also halfway toward napping at the time, and I wasn't sure that it wouldn't have been better just to get some unneeded sleep in to pass the time.
Our meal consisted of sandwiches and our choices of slightly-too-warm beverages. It was adequate.
I kind of zoned out while eating until Mom asked me something about my nails. That was al fine and good. I showed her my hands, then even lifted one of my feet high enough that she could get a look at it. What I hadn't counted on, or even considered, was that she'd then take a look at Brandon's toes.
I was pretty sure it wasn't even on purpose. Mom just happened to glance down at Brandon's feet as her head swung back, and he happened to be sitting in such a way that his toes weren't safely hidden in shadow. Whatever the case, Mom's eyes narrowed as she took in the sight.
"I see Allie's done your toes as well," Mom said.
Brandon stopped chewing and set his sandwich down so carefully that my eyes widened in anticipation of a massive overreaction from him. He glared back at Mom.
"Yeah, so?" he said.
Mom took a few seconds, then went back to her food with the same slow deliberation as Brandon had demonstrated. I was about ready to duck under the table for cover by this point.
"It's nice that you're playing together," Mom said. "You're going to clean it off after lunch, no doubt."
"Of course he is," Dad said. "Just playing around, as you say."
"I don't see how it's any of your business, really," Brandon said.
Aw shit.
Mom sat up straighter with an air of Perfect Civility about her. "You're just being contrary now, dear. We all know it was Allie's doing." I got a Perfectly Civil Glance of my own. "Which would have been far more adorable had you both still been children at the time."
"Adults can wear nail polish too," I muttered as I slipped down in my seat in preparation for ducking under cover.
"Yes," Mom said patiently. "And that's fine for you. But Brandon's a boy."
"Ah," said Brandon. "That explains a lot."
Mom and Dad both turned distinctly toward him, and it was really only a toss-up as to which would Politely Chastise him first. God I hated family meals sometimes. It was all fun and food until me or my brother did The Wrong Thing. Then god help us.
"Well that was delicious," I said loudly, patting my tummy in an exaggerated manner.
"Allie, dear, you haven't even finished-" Mom started.
"Yup, very tasty," I continued. "I'll probably need to take a nap now. So sleepy after such a-"
"Allie," Dad said. "Don't-"
"Quite right," Brandon agreed. "Very nice. Very filling. Off to have a nap. Good thinking, sister mine."
As one, Brandon and I rose and took our nowhere-near-emptied glasses and plates off to the sink, presenting a united front so our parents didn't know which of us to accost. Sibling teamwork had always been their greatest weakness.
We escaped back to our attic sanctuary and closed the trap door behind us. Not that battening the hatches would stop yells from reaching us, but it made us giggle like kids all the same.
"Boy, they did not like your painted toes," I said as I flopped onto our hideout's mattress.
"Hell no they didn't," Brandon said, sitting down next to me with a bit more care than I'd shown in my landing. "I can't believe I forgot to put my socks back on."
I shrugged. "Shoulda been fine still. Just a freak accident Mom even noticed."
"Yeah, really."
I waited a moment to see if he'd say anything else, then, "So, uh, should I get out the nail polish remover?"
Brandon gave me a funny look, then critically examined his toes. "Not just yet," he said slowly.
"No?"
"Not yet," he repeated.
"Uh huh. So you like them after all." I grinned. "'Cause they're so cute, right?"
Brandon rolled his eyes. "I really wish you wouldn't use words like that."
"No? What description should I use?"
"I don't know. Just... it'd be nice if you wouldn't make Mom and Dad sound like they have a point."
I bit my lip. "But, uh, you didn't want to keep your toes painted anyway, right?"
"Well... I kinda do now out of spite."
"Oh sure. That makes sense."
Brandon flexed his toes a few more times. "Although..."
"Yes?"
He hesitated, then shook his head. "Nevermind. Forget it."
"Nuh uh. You were about to say I did such a great job that now you wanna keep 'em. You can't just not say it."
Brandon rolled his eyes. I grinned impishly at his reaction.
"Absolutely wasn't gonna say that," he said.
"Well, the world will never know for sure."
"The world's got nothing to do with it."
Brandon went all pensive and brooding, so I ignored him and stared out the window. Nothing but rain. It was oddly hypnotizing in its constant staccato. I wiggled around to get a bit more comfortable as I let it seduce me into complacency.
"We could go run around in the rain," I said.
It took Brandon a moment to respond. "Is that a serious suggestion?"
"I dunno. Maybe. Why not?"
"Because... reasons."
"Ah, well then. I see the error of my ways now." I scooted over to my stash of nail polish.
"What are you doing?"
I grinned evilly at my brother. "I'm gonna paint your fingernails. And they are gonna be sooo girly. Bright fucking pink."
"And why would I let you do that?"
"'Cause you shot down my last idea."
"That doesn't even begin to make sense."
I shrugged and pulled out my bottle of bright fucking pink nail polish. Brandon rolled his eyes.
There was a brief scuffle as I tried to sit next to Brandon while he pushed me away or retreated from my reach. It got pretty stupid and giggly, without anything at all being accomplished.
"Changed my mind," Brandon said. "Maybe prancing through the rain would be better than this."
"That's the spirit!"
****
We had to sneak down to the back door without being spotted. It had taken some further deliberation to sketch out a rough plan, let alone come to an agreement that we were actually doing this thing. Once I'd gotten the idea in my head, I wasn't letting go of it. It was the only semi-fun thing I might get to do all day. Brandon's toes excepted.
"We're gonna get soaked," Brandon said as he looked out the door.
"Duh. It's raining," I said.
I pulled off my shirt, then worked on my pants.
"The hell are you doing?" Brandon asked.
"The hell do you think I'm doing? You want me to go out all fully dressed and get my clothes wet too?"
"Well... no, but I don't really want you to get naked either."
I smacked my brother in the face with my jeans, the put my hands on my hips as I stood in just bra and panties. "Not naked, dummy. Even if it's just you, I don't plan on going that far."
"Just me? What does that mean?"
"What do you think it means. You're a boy, but you're, like, not, too. 'Cause you're my brother."
Brandon's expression was halfway between annoyed and exasperated. "Am I s'posed to strip too?"
"You can do what you want. I'ma have dry clothes to come back to, that's all I'm saying."
I didn't wait for him. I was committed already, and despite my lack of forethought and general brashness, I knew if I just stood there I'd get shy. Partial nudity wasn't really a big deal, unless I stopped to think about it. And if Brandon decided to make it a bigger deal...
But it was fine. I got out in the rain and forgot all about my creeping doubts. I was drenched almost immediately and was very glad not to have all my clothes on, as they would have been a soggy, clingy mess.
I walked forward with my arms spread and my face uptilted. The rain hit me in a constant soft drumming no matter where I moved. It would have been the world's best shower if only the temperature had been warmer, and if I didn't mind the lack of privacy.
Brandon followed me, though he was slow about it. I was halfway across the yard before I turned, and he was only just stepping onto the lawn by that point. He didn't appear quite as free in his enjoyment of the rain, though he was just as half-naked and soaked as I was.
"Thought you were gonna chicken out," I said.
"Well I didn't," he said. "It's, like, super wet out here, though."
"Yeah. Duh." I lifted my hands up toward the sky. "That's the fun of it."
Brandon sighed. "Reduced to this. Getting cold and wet for amusement."
"Hm, you're kinda right." I shrugged. "Still, better than nothing."
I twirled away, still taking enjoyment in the novelty of what I was doing. Sure it wasn't exciting or intelligent or really much of anything, but it was a bit naughty and childish. That was something.
Brandon didn't really want to get in the spirit of things. He followed me around, but that was about it. I needed to kickstart him somehow.
In a moment of not thinking particularly clearly, I turned and ran straight at my lethargic brother. He tilted his head in confusion, then easily side-stepped me. I skidded on the wet grass and tumbled to the ground. After a mental check to make sure I wasn't hurt, I burst out laughing.
"You're so weird sometimes," Brandon said.
"I know. That's ok."
He reached down to help me up, and instead I pulled him down to the ground with me. He bumped my chest on the way down, then quickly rolled off. I didn't mind his accidental brush against my boobies, but his reddened face was quite amusing.
"What'd you do that for?" Brandon asked.
"For fun."
"Ah. Right."
I had to put my arm over my face to keep the rain from striking my eyes between blinks. Brandon shielded himself similarly.
"You seem a little tense," I said.
Brandon took a few seconds to answer. "Maybe," he said slowly. "I mean, I am out in the rain in my underwear."
"I guess. That doesn't really-"
"And I can see your nipples."
I looked down at myself. My transparent and clingy bra was, indeed, failing to properly cover me. "Oh."
"Yeah."
"Is that all?"
"Isn't it enough?"
"Maybe." I took a moment to consider. "That seems like a pretty minor thing though."
"Easy for you to say."
"Yeah, ok then."
I didn't cover myself. I didn't really care that much. I wasn't even sure if Brandon really minded, or if he was just expecting me to be embarrassed about it.
"I'm getting kinda cold," I said.
"Yeah. I was wondering how long that would take," Brandon said. "You know, 'cause it's raining and you took most of your clothes off."
"Ok, ok, Mr. Smartypants. Are you gonna be cranky about being out here? Because I didn't force you or anything."
"M'not cranky."
"Sure you aren't."
"I'm not!"
I rolled onto my side facing him. "Prove it."
Brandon just looked at me, then casually reached out and pushed my shoulder, knocking me onto my back. I rolled toward him again, and again he shoved me right back down again. A faint smirk graced his lips at my struggle.
"Cut it out," I said.
"No."
I lunged at him in more of a tackle, but he was so slippery I slid halfway off. He laughed and rolled over so that he was on top of me instead. I frowned and tried to worm my way out. It didn't do any good. I was slippery too, but not enough to escape his advantage in weight and strength. Stupid boy advantages.
"What were you trying to do, exactly?" he asked.
"Dunno. Somethin'."
"Uh huh."
I looked down at his chest. "I can see your nipples too, you know."
"So what? I'm a boy."
"So you are. A boy with pretty, pretty toes."
Brandon frowned, then reached to my chest and pinched me on the nipple. I opened my mouth wide and indignant, more from shock than because it hurt.
I tried to pinch him right back. He swatted my hand away. I tried again, persistently. He could only use one hand to defend himself since the other was supporting him. One of my attacks got through.
"Ow, hey! I only did it gentle," Brandon complained, rubbing his nipple where I'd tagged him.
"Yeah, but you started it. I'm allowed to retaliate harder."
"Not that much harder."
"Says you."
I jabbed my hand toward him again, and this time he pinned my wrist to the ground. He shifted his weight and pinned my other wrist too before I could try again.
My heart beat a little faster at being firmly held down like that while Brandon hovered just above me. It was a confusing response. He was just my stupid brother after all. Still, we were both half-naked and thoroughly soaked. I could kind of understand where my body's confusion stemmed from.
"Alright, you win," I said. "Let me up."
"Hm..." Brandon considered my request. "Nah."
"What do you mean 'nah?'"
"What's in it for me?"
I squirmed and wiggled in attempt to free myself. It didn't help. And of course my stupid body got more and more excited the harder I struggled without breaking free. It really wasn't grasping the situation particularly well. This was brother wrestling, not sexy boy wrestling. Big difference.
"Lemme up you jerk!"
Brandon smirked. He was enjoying himself now. At least I'd gotten through to him in that sense, if only accidentally. "Don't think so."
I thrashed some more, then pulled my legs up toward my chest. He hadn't pinned them down. I got my feet in the general area of his tummy and pushed them out together. That got Brandon off of me, at least for the moment.
He laughed as he fell away. I pounced as soon as I got my knees under me. This time, I was on top. He'd have an easier time escaping than I had, given that he still outmassed me. He didn't seem to want to fight all the hard at first.
"Now I got you," I said. "What ya gonna do about it?"
"Nothin'."
"Nothing?"
Brandon shrugged. "I kinda dig this, actually."
"Oh god." I sat up, still straddling his tummy, but not holding him down or dangling my boobs in his face quite so much. "Is that how you're gonna play this?"
"I mean, I guess."
"Gross, dude."
And yet, I wasn't as disgusted as I tried to act. Assuming he was telling the truth and not just messing with me, he probably wasn't feeling anything too dissimilar to what I had been moments ago.



Perhaps this whole rainy excursion had been a bad idea from the start. Or maybe not. Too soon to tell.
Brandon reached for my chest and lightly tweaked one of my highly visible nipples. I didn't try to stop him. I realized belatedly that my nipples had stiffened really quite obviously at some point. He hadn't teased me about it yet, but he still might.
"This is probably a bad situation," Brandon said.
"Probably," I agreed.
"We should probably stop."
"We should."
I didn't move. Raindrops coursed down my body to where my brother lay beneath me. I was a mess of confused emotions and uncertainty. We didn't have a definite problem. Not yet. And I wasn't sure exactly what kind of problem we'd have even if we did.
After another few moments of waiting to see if anything would happen, I rose off of Brandon. "I'm getting too cold to stay out anyway," I said.
"Go figure."
We tromped soggily back to the house. My enthusiasm had waned, and I was looking forward to some warm, dry clothes. My mind remained awhirl with the question of whether we'd done something terribly stupid, but I didn't think so. Mildly inappropriate, sure, but we'd probably forget about it as soon as something else interesting happened. It was the boredom. That was all.
I didn't get the chance to fully process my thoughts. Mom was waiting for us when we got back inside, arms folded, a carefully neutral expression on her face.
Fuck.
"Do I even want to know?" Mom asked.
I looked at Brandon. He looked at me. No help there.
"We were playing," I said.
"Playing?" Mom said disbelievingly.
"You know. In the rain. For something to do."
"In your underwear?"
"Better than naked, I thought."
Mom rolled her eyes. She produced a pair of towels and handed one each to me and Brandon. "Dry off. Get dressed."
"Were gonna do that anyway," I said a little sulkily.
"Yes, but you didn't have any towels ready, did you?" Mom said. "What were you going to do, drip water all through the house?"
"... maybe."
I started drying myself off. Mom appeared torn about whether or not to say anything more, then decided against it and walked out.
"That could have gone worse," Brandon said.
"Yeah. She could have said something about your dick hanging out."
"Wha-"
Brandon looked down with such a look of concern and embarrassment that I almost felt bad.
"Made ya look."
"Dammit, Allie."
I smirked to myself and kept toweling off.
I didn't want to put my dry clothes on over my wet underwear, but I also didn't have privacy to strip with impunity. Brandon wasn't really paying me any attention, so I turned my back, unhooked my bra, then deftly slid it off, padded myself dry, and slipped my shirt back on. Not deftly enough as it turned out.
"You know I'm still right here," Brandon said.
"Yeah, I do. Just don't look, pervo."
"I'm not. But again, I am literally right here."
"Then close your damn eyes or something."
I didn't even check to see if he was looking as I slid my panties off. At worst, he'd get a flash of my butt. He'd be more embarrassed about it than I would if he was still looking.
Brandon was still standing there in wet boxers as I wrapped up my soggy underwear in my towel, freshly clad in my dry clothes.
"Don't stand there all day," I said. "Get a move on."
"Might as well wait for you to go," he said.
"What, you think I'm gonna peek? As if."
"You never know."
"Uh huh, sure. Whatever."
I left without a backward glance.
Unfortunately, I didn't get very far. Not back to my room as intended. Instead, I was accosted by my parents and 'invited' into the living room with them.
"Allie, dear, I think we need to have a chat," Mom said.
I rolled my eyes. "You don't have to freak out. We were just messing around. Being bored. Doing something a bit goofy."
"Yes," Dad said, looking even more uncomfortable than I felt, "but in your underwear."
"So? Why's that so bad?" I tried to keep my voice level. "I don't know why you guys are so upset about stuff today. So what if me and Brandon were in our underwear? So what if I painted his toes? You guys never used to care about us being 'model children' or whatever."
Mom and Dad exchanged a glance. "It's not really about that," Mom said.
"Is it not? Because it seems like you two have been looking for any excuse to tell us we're doing something wrong."
"It's not that it's wrong exactly," Dad said. His leg bounced nervously.
"We're worried about Brandon," Mom said.
That made me pause. "Uh... why?"
Mom now appeared just as uncomfortable as Dad. She fidgeted with her hands as she spoke. "Because of the way he looks at you, Allie. It's gotten worse since you've both been home this time."
"What?"
"She's right," Dad said. "I don't like it, but... there it is."
"Ok, fine," I said. "But right about what?"
"Allie," Mom said patiently, "your brother has a crush on you."
I stared at both of them for a moment, then burst out laughing. The fact that they both sat straight-faced, practically unblinking just made me laugh harder. "Ok, sure, yeah." I shook my head. "You two have lost it, haven't you?"
"We most certainly haven't," Dad said. "If you-"
"Yeah, no. That's stupid," I said. "It's Brandon. Come on. Find a better excuse. Or, better yet, if you don't want him doing 'girly' shit, just stick with your original sexist line. It's annoying, but at least it makes sense."
"It's not about him doing... girly things. Or whatever," Mom said. "We're worried he's only doing them because you want him to."
"We may not have been doing a good job putting some space between you two," Dad said. "Picking a fight over toenails may not have been our greatest move."
"Yeah right," I said.
Mom sighed. "Just think about it, please. Think about what you ask Brandon to do, and whether he actually wants to, or whether he's only doing it for you. And maybe... maybe try to keep some space between the two of you. If you can. Just for a while."
I folded my arms tightly across my chest. "It bothers me that you're both so serious about this."
"We don't much care for it either," Dad said.
"Yeah, I bet." I shrugged and turned away. "I'ma go be somewhere more sane for a while."
****
Despite my best efforts, my parents' words stuck with me. I returned to the attic lair and lay by the window, staring blindly out at the rain while my mind whirred unabated.
The truly annoying thing was that Mom and Dad clearly believed what they'd told me. They never would have said it otherwise. It sounded ludicrous, and yet...
"I was wondering where you were," I said as I heard someone else climbing the ladder into the attic.
"The power's back on," Brandon said. "I thought I might as well get a shower while I could. A real one."
"Ooh, mister fancypants, too good for standing out in the rain to get clean."
"Yep. That's me." He sat down next to me. "I thought you might come back to civilization. Or at least turn on a light up here. It's getting dark out. Darker, I should say."
I shrugged. "Didn't realize the power was back. Nobody told me."
"Sure. Fair enough."
Brandon sat with his knees pulled close to his chest, arms draped casually across them. He hadn't put socks on, so his painted toes were still freely visible.
"You want me to get the nail polish remover?" I asked.
Brandon looked down at his feet as though only just remembering about his toes. "Oh, uh... hm."
"Very decisive of you."
"Well, like, I don't know. There's no rush."
"I see." I eyed him warily. "So you actually do like it? At least a little?"
Brandon eyed me back even more warily. "I guess? As long as you're not gonna make fun of me about it."
"Hell no. I'm just glad that... actually nevermind."
"Nevermind what?"
I cursed myself silently for slipping up. I really didn't want to repeat anything Mom and Dad had said if they hadn't talked to him about it already. It just felt weird putting the same thoughts in his head as were now floating around mine.
"Nothing. The 'rents just had a stupid theory, is all."
"About what, exactly?"
I sighed and steeled myself. "They thought you were crushing on me, and basically just doing anything I wanted."
I winced as I waited for a reaction, then cautiously peeked through slitted eyes. Brandon was sitting silent and still.
"Well," he said. "I-"
"Oh goddammit."
"I-"
"They're right, aren't they?"
"I just-"
"I mean for fuck's sake. Of all the times for them to be perceptive."
"Allie, would you shut up for half a second?"
I glared at Brandon, but stayed quiet all the same. Mostly I was hoping he'd say something to put me at ease if I gave him the chance. He didn't.
"They're not entirely incorrect," he admitted.
"Dammit."
"But it's not a big deal."
"Not to you maybe."
"No, seriously. I mean, it's just a stupid thing, nothing to worry about. Doesn't have to affect anything."
"It already has."
Brandon looked at me. I turned my head away, staring back out the window. Silence descended, broken only by his fidgeting and shifting.
"I'm sorry," he said at last. "I really didn't mean to."
I stayed quiet a moment longer, then sighed loudly. "No, don't be sorry. It's not something you can help."
"You got that right."
"Besides, it mostly just bugs me that they were right. They give some stupid excuse for being shitty, and it turns out not to be an excuse after all."
Brandon smiled ruefully and ran his fingers through his hair. "Yeah. Sucks, don't it?"
"Kinda." I studied Brandon; his posture, his expression, the way he was only looking at me from the corner of his eye. "Was the whole underwear rain thing a huge mistake?"
He winced and turned away entirely for a moment, then looked back sheepishly. "I saw an awful lot of you."
"I know. I didn't think it was a big deal. I mean, I saw you too... 'cept it's different."
"It definitely is," he agreed.
I bit my lip, then pressed further, just out of curiousity. "I assume you were totally checking me out the whole time we were out there."
Brandon blushed adorably. "Come on, Allie."
"Well you were, right?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe? More like definitely."
He gave me a funny look. "You sound like you want me to say yes."
I bit back an instinctive denial. Did I want him to say yes? Shit, maybe I did. But why, though?
"Nah, whatever," I said. "Just teasing."
"Uh huh. Sure."
The tension between us dropped slightly, but was still pretty thick. I lay where I was, pretending to be cozier and more comfortable than I actually was. Brandon scratched at non-existent itches and kept looking toward the trapdoor exit from the attic.
"You can go," I said. "The power's back on. You don't have to stay up here with me or anything."
"You don't have to stay either," he said.
"Yeah, but I got the better spot. I don't need to leave."
"Is that right? Are you sure you aren't just hoping I'll leave so you can brood up here by yourself in the dark?"
"Pff, as if. You're the one who needs to brood. I'm not the one with a hot sister to obsess over."
Brandon shook his head. "I never obsessed."
"Never?"
"Mostly never. Never-ish."
"Uh huh."
"Ok, sometimes I did. But I tried really, really hard not to."
"If I let you keep talking, is this just gonna get progressively worse?"
"Only a little."
"I see."
Brandon stared down at his hands, with only occasional glances over at me to gauge my reaction. Every flick of his eyes in my direction made me just slightly more nervous and fluttery in ways I didn't understand. I was pretty sure I still wasn't mad at him or anything, but there was definitely something happening.
"You look good in soaked underwear," he said.
"Dammit, dude."
"Sorry. True though."
"You are just the worst sometimes. I thought we were getting through this."
"We are."
"I'm not convinced." I sat up. "I might go see if the internet's back up."
"Oh. Yeah, I guess maybe..."
I frowned. "Maybe what?"
"Nothing."
"You don't expect us to both continue sitting up here in the dark like cavemen, do you?"
"Well... isn't that what you were going to do?"
"I was going to brood. That's different. Can't brood in pairs. It just isn't done."
"Ah. I see."
I shifted a bit. "So I'm going to go."
"Sure."
"Somewhere else."
"Naturally."
I still didn't leave. I wasn't sure why I was stalling, but I definitely was.
"Or I could stay," I said.
Brandon smiled shyly. "You could."
I really didn't know what the hell I was doing. If he was any other boy who was crushing on me, anyone that I didn't particularly want to feel that way about me, there was no way I would have stayed in a dark, confined area with him any longer than necessary.
But this was Brandon. My brother. It wasn't like that. Or, actually, it kind of was. But still wasn't.
It was complicated.
I lay back down, mentally squirming under the suspicion that I was making the wrong move. Brandon lay next to me on his side. He reached out and set his hand on my tummy. I bit my lip and raised an eyebrow at him.
"You know I didn't say you could do that," I said. "Right?"
"Yeah. I know."
"Ok."
I left his hand where it was. It was making me all fluttery inside. My brother's touch had never done anything like that to me before. But then, I'd never considered that it could. It simply hadn't occurred that it would ever mean anything between us. Not until now. Stupid parents with their stupid warnings.
"You're very warm," Brandon said.
"Oh god." I let out a nervous giggle and pushed his hand away. "You can't say shit like that."
"Why not?"
"'Cause it's dumb. Of course I'm warm. You've got your hand all up on my tummy."
He replaced his palm, though under my shirt this time. "So soft too."
"Dammit, dude."
I turned my head away, but didn't stop him. Admittedly, I was enjoying the illicit attention. I wasn't going to let it go any further or anything, but it was a bit of a naughty thrill to know the sorts of things that were probably going on in my brother's head.
It was crazy to think that he was actually interested in me in that kind of way. Me. His sister. Goddamn. So bad.
Brandon moved his fingers, just a little, just enough for me to notice. I did nothing. His hand started moving in small circles. I still did nothing.
No matter how I tried to deny or justify it in my head, I was letting my brother feel me up. It wasn't all that naughty yet. Nothing that couldn't be explained away later with the benefit of time to rationalize. But it was definitely happening, and if I didn't stop it...
Brandon's hand crept higher and higher beneath my shirt. I looked at him, staring into his eyes as he reached for my breasts.
"Brandon! Allie! Supper's almost ready! Get down here!"
His hand jerked away and we both stiffened comically in shock as Dad's voice carried up into the attic. A moment later we broke down in a fit of giggling as the tension drained away.
"You were gonna grab my tits," I said between snickers.
"Might have."
"Definitely would have."
Brandon shrugged. "Enh. I was just seeing what you'd do."
"Like hell." I bounced to my feet. "But you missed your shot. Don't think you're getting another one."
"Wait, so I had a shot, is what you're saying?"
"Guess you'll never know now."
****
I studied Brandon obsessively over the dinner table. He didn't seem any different from any other family meal, except that he flushed slightly a couple times when he noticed me staring.
I'd tried to maintain a flippant attitude about his attempt at touching my boobs, as though he wouldn't have really done it, or I wouldn't have cared even if he had. I wasn't sure either of those assumptions were actually safe to make. The more I thought about it, the more it gnawed at me.
Once again, I reserved a little corner of my mind for being annoyed with our parents. If they hadn't said anything, I wouldn't still be puzzling and pondering when I should have been happy and carefree.
I grabbed a shower after eating, partly because I needed one, and partly because it was an excuse to hang out by myself with no possibility of interruption.
Sometimes showers were a chance for some 'me time.' This was not one of them. I was very careful not to play with myself, or even do anything to turn myself on. With this new familial development in my head, it just felt weird to touch my naughty bits in any kind of erotic way.
I did, however, take some time to examine my nude body in the mirror afterward, once I'd wiped the steam off it. I didn't exactly see myself as a 'seductress' of a sister. It wasn't like I had a porn star level of irresistibleness going on.
But then, it wasn't all about pure, physical beauty. I wasn't so naive as to think that was the only thing that mattered. My own crushes had sometimes been purely visual, but they were so much stronger when I had some other connection to the boy in question. Some flirting, or perhaps a deep, interesting conversation or two went a long way to building whatever latent attraction was there and would otherwise have been ignored.
Presumably, it was similar for Brandon. He must have found me just attractive enough that our casual closeness filled in the rest.
I thought back to all the times we'd hung out in our attic hideout, just the two of us. Or when we'd stayed up late watching movies. Or met up on the weekends during the school year. There'd been plenty of opportunities, even if I had no idea what had truly instigated his infatuation with me.
Without even thinking about it, I wrapped my towel around my otherwise naked body and headed to my room. Brandon happened to be walking down the hall as I came out, and he stopped short when he saw me.
"Well that's not fair," he said.
I rolled my eyes. "Wasn't on purpose, I assure you. Also, get over it. You've seen me wearing towel-dresses before."
"Yeah. I have. Wasn't easy those times either."
"Oh come on. You're seriously going to tell me this is what made you go all weird about me?"
"One of the things, sure." Brandon carefully stepped closer, not quite in arm's reach, but near enough. He ran his hand down through the air, indicating my admittedly skimpy attire. "I mean, look at you."
I flushed slightly, partly because that was literally what I'd just been doing. I hadn't checked out how I looked in a towel. Maybe I was more tempting that way? Covered, but only just. Giving some tantalizing glances, threatening to show more. Kind of like our underwear rain dance...
Shit. I was not helping things at all, was I?
"Well maybe don't look, then," I said.
"Yeah right. Like it's that easy."
"It is."
He shook his head. "No. It isn't."
Brandon stepped closer. His fingertips ran up the line where my towel closed. I clutched it tighter, just in case he tried something stupid.
"You know the worst part?" he said in a low voice. "I halfway think you'd be ok with some stuff that I thought was totally off-limits before."
"Wouldn't," I said in a small whine.
"You almost let me touch your boobs."
"Didn't."
"You so did."
Brandon flicked the top of my towel open, though it didn't really go anywhere since I was holding onto it. All that really happened was more of my cleavage was exposed.
"Stop that," I said in an entirely unconvincing voice.
"You'd let me do it right now."
"Wouldn't!"
I turned and stalked off to my room, for real this time. I salvaged what dignity I could while awkwardly holding my towel closed with both hands.
Brandon was a few steps behind me, but he closed fast. I knew he was going to follow me. I also suspected that I wasn't going to stop him, and not just because I didn't have any hands free.
Something was seriously wrong with me.



Hell, something was seriously wrong with him too. He was the one who wanted to feel up his sister. Considering letting him didn't seem so bad in comparison.
It was still bad though.
"This is the second time you're going to try and peek while I'm changing," I said.
"To be fair, the first time you just kind of started taking clothes off in front of me."
"And this time?"
There was a long pause. "This time I guess it's my fault," Brandon admitted.
He closed the door behind us. We were alone in my room, lights on now that the power was restored. I still clutched my towel as a nudity-shield.
"Don't look while I'm changing," I said.
"Ok."
I didn't really believe that he wouldn't look, but I needed the pretense if I was ever going to drop my stupid towel. I let it fall to the floor once my brother had his back turned. He still didn't peek, even with the audible cue of my nakedness.
I tried to set a brisk but unhurried pace while getting my clothes on. Mostly I just succeeded in nervously fumbling everything and taking much longer than if I'd been in no rush at all.
"Show's over," I said. "You can go now."
"Who says I was here for that?" Brandon asked.
"Well, considering you followed me in here in hopes that I'd get naked..."
"I'd almost think you didn't trust me, with that tone."
"I don't, in this case."
"What, you think I can't help myself?"
"Basically, yeah."
"Then why'd you still let me stay in the room?"
I folded my arms and glared at Brandon, but he had a point. "Because I'm very confused."
"Confusion? That's what you're going with?"
"I guess." I shrugged. "I mean, what do I even do with you now?"
"Nothing's changed."
"Things have absolutely changed. You never tried grabbing my tits before today. You never tried to perv on me nearly so blatantly."
Brandon smiled ruefully and ran his fingers through his hair. "No, perhaps not. Maybe... maybe I'm a bit confused too. Maybe I just thought it was worth a try."
"Because I might be into it?"
"Well you never know."
"Really? You think?"
"Hard to say. You always get so close, and you're so casual around me, and you're always getting me to do things..."
"Yeah, 'cause you're my brother."
"Is that all it is?"
I hesitated, then dropped my arms and scratched an imaginary itch. "I think so."
"So you definitely wouldn't want me to do this, then?"
Brandon reached forward and cupped my breast. I looked down at his hand, then up at his open, questioning face.
"You shouldn't do that," I said.
"Of course I shouldn't. That wasn't the question."
My heart pounded. I pushed Brandon's hand away so he wouldn't feel just how anxious and excited I was. I didn't want to have to try explaining that to him when I couldn't even explain it to myself.
"Don't be difficult," I said.
"I'm not sure I can help that."
"You could try."
"Yeah, I could. But you don't make it easy."
I swallowed hard. My mouth was so dry the motion almost hurt. "S'not my fault."
"Some of it is."
"You're my brother. I didn't know it'd go like this."
"Neither did I. Didn't stop it." He stepped uncomfortably close. "Didn't stop all those peeks you gave me, or the feels, or when you do that thing where you make me do something and just assume I'll eventually give in."
"That was just s'posed to be fun."
"Uh huh."
Brandon's hands went to my hips and started a painfully slow creep up my sides. I melted under his illicit touch. He wasn't supposed to make me feel that way. He was just my brother. Someone I could hang out with and be myself, be free, never have to feel like he might actually think dirty stuff about me. And yet, here we were.
Somehow, I couldn't even bring myself to hate it.
"I peeked a little while you were changing," he said softly.
"I knew you would."
"Couldn't help it."
"Whatever."
He was pulling me closer, his hands sneaking around to my lower back for leverage. I pushed weakly at his chest, making a token effort at breaking free. It didn't work.
"You don't know what you do to me sometimes," Brandon said. "Especially when you don't mean to."
I let myself slide toward him a little, enough that my leg bumped against a hard bulge in his pants that I'd suspected would be there. He groaned at the sudden pressure on his growing erection.
"I might have some idea," I said with as much false confidence as I could muster.
Neither of us knew what to do from there. We didn't move for what seemed like a small eternity, except that I could feel my brother's cock pulse and stiffen even further against my thigh.
My heart pounded like crazy and I felt a bit dizzy, despite my utter lack of exertion. I was so desperately out of my depth trying to figure out what was happening and what I wanted.
Even what Brandon wanted wasn't totally clear. Sure he was into me in an inappropriate kind of way, that much had been proven beyond a reasonable doubt. But what did he actually, truly want from me? To feel me up? To generally perv on me? To maybe...
I bit my lip and flushed at the idea of sex with my brother. It was a ludicrous notion. Totally insane. Surely he wouldn't ever take it that far. But if he did, if he tried something like that, what would I do? What the hell even could I do?
"That feels kinda nice," Brandon said quietly.
"Yeah, I bet it does." I shook my head and pulled away. "You've got me all confused, you know that?"
"It's only fair. You've been confusing me for a while now."
"That doesn't actually make it fair."
"No. Maybe not."
I turned away as Brandon stepped close again. That didn't stop him. He pressed against me from behind instead. His arms went around me, hands clasping at my waist. His erection was no less obvious pressing on my butt than it had been on my leg.
"Stop that," I said.
"Which part, exactly?" he asked.
"All of it."
"You mean stop feeling bad things for you?"
"Yes."
"And presumably stop touching you?"
"Also yes."
"Well, I can't really help you with one of those things."
"And the other?"
"That one I don't want to help you with."
"Yeah. I thought not."
I relaxed my tensing muscles as best I could. I was such a bundle of nerves.
It honestly felt nice to be held by my brother, even if I didn't know that I wanted it. It felt nice to be wanted, to be desired, and for it all to be so very, very naughty.
Our parents knew. They knew about Brandon, and about how he looked at me. They'd just assumed I wouldn't let him touch me now that I knew. And here I was letting him. So bad.
Goddamn, I better not be doing this just to spite them. That would be even worse.
Brandon shifted against me, just enough that I felt his cock grind against my butt. No, I wasn't doing this just because of Mom and Dad. There was something more there. Some part of me that found a crazy thrill in being the object of my brother's lust. A part of me that just didn't care how godawfully terrible an idea it was to let this go on any longer.
"Is this what you always wanted?" I asked softly.
"I wouldn't say always. It's a fairly recent development, all things considered. But yeah, kinda." His palms slid up the surface of my shirt, heading for my breasts yet again. "For a while, I mostly just wanted to see you naked. I got too many teasing glimpses from you. Not that you meant to, I'm sure. But it made me think things anyway."
"You weren't supposed to care about seeing me," I said. "That's the only reason I never worried about you seeing stuff." I shrugged. "But you've seen me naked now, right? So you could just go away happy?"
"That's not how it works. Besides, I still only got peeks."
"Shit. Of course you want more."
Brandon's breath was hot on the back of my neck as he got in closer to my ear. "It's in our nature to always want more. You should know that."
His hands closed on my tits. My tummy fluttered so hard I thought I might actually be sick.
It wasn't fair. The groping, the grinding, holding me the way he was, his soft voice in my ear... if only he wasn't my brother, we'd be in business.
My pussy was protesting that it didn't care about familial bonds. "This is hot," it informed me. "Fucking do something about it," it demanded. Stupid vagina. What did it know?
I shifted my weight and felt the dampness collecting down there. Whether or not it truly had a say, my pussy was going to make its opinion known.
Not fair. Two against one.
Or, perhaps, two and a half against the small, defiant part of me that saw the absurdity of this whole situation. Not good odds, at any rate.
I rubbed back against Brandon, grinding my ass into his crotch. He groaned softly and rocked his hips reciprocally.
I was falling victim to the sweet, seductive allure of what Brandon was offering. I didn't even know if he realized what he was luring me into. He was probably amazed I'd put up with him thus far.
With a speed and decisiveness that surprised both of us, I whirled in my brother's arms and kissed him. His eyes widened to their full size for a second before returning to normal.
Brandon's hands found a comfy perch on my butt as he regained enough control to return my kiss. I snaked my arms around his neck and stood up on tiptoes just so I could press my lips more firmly to his. We locked together in our embrace for long enough that I was panting for breath by the end.
"Ok," I said. "That was it."
"That was what?"
"It." I pushed him away. "You get one kiss. That's all."
"I didn't even ask for it."
"No, you asked for a lot more." I flicked my eyes down to the bulge in Brandon's jeans. "But that would obviously be too far."
He stepped closer again. "Would it?"
I stepped back. "Definitely."
He closed the distance, maneuvering me toward my bed. I let it happen. Maybe I'd hoped that's where he'd lead me. Maybe it was more my doing than his. All I knew for sure was I wasn't surprised to fall backward onto my mattress, nor was I upset by it. I was, however, quite giggly and excited when he fell on top of me.
"One more?" Brandon suggested.
I pretended to resist the idea. "Just one."
We kissed again, our 'one more.' Then again after that. A fullscale makeout session broke out between us, complete with rubbing, fondling, and some nuzzling when we took breathing breaks.
I felt insanely, electrically alive. In bed with my brother, making out with him, grabbing and feeling him. It wasn't right, but goddamn was it fun.
Our bodies writhed together, seeking mutual gratification from the other. I pushed on Brandon's shoulder softly, then more insistently until he finally rolled over and let me be on top for a while.
It meant losing my excuse of being pressured into something, but I didn't care anymore. I wasn't an unwilling participant no matter how comforting the lie might have been. I was just as into this as he was.
I broke away from Brandon long enough to pull my shirt off. He'd already seen my chest in his little 'peeks,' but his reaction was still quite satisfying. I was letting him see me for real now, not just in brief glimpses. I was feeding his crush, and in turn feeding off his desire for me.
Brandon stared adoringly at my tits, then reached up and grabbed gently with both hands. He massaged my boobies, occasionally flicking his eyes to meet mine as though he still wasn't convinced that I was actually giving him such access.
My hips kept rocking while my brother's hands caressed my breasts. I slowly lowered my upper body back down until he had to remove his hands and let me press my chest to his. I kissed him again, long and deep, with plenty of exploratory tongue action in the mix.
I was totally lost to my lust and the unique novelty of it all. I needed more, and we weren't going to stop until I got it.
Brandon rolled me back over and took his turn on top. He didn't lie fully across me, but kept himself partly propped up. The reason for his chosen position became clear when he snuck his hand down my tummy and undid my jeans. Once he had enough room to work, he slipped his fingers into my panties.
I gasped and thrust my hips upward, into his touch rather than away from it. It was just what I needed, a little brotherly fingering to take the edge off.
We kissed again while Brandon worked his magic on my pussy. I was wet enough that his fingers slid around like he'd lubed me up beforehand. I knew where that was going to lead, and sure enough he pressed into me with slow, tentative movements. I spread my legs wider and allowed the digital penetration.
I groaned into Brandon's mouth as he finger-fucked me with increasingly deep movements, then louder as his palm brushed my clit. He hadn't quite found the right area to press his hand, but he was narrowing in and pushing my buttons with ever greater success.
His hard cock poked my thigh through his pants. It moved back and forth a little even while he was concentrating on me, and I raised my leg a bit, propping up my knee to give him more to work with while grinding on me.
Brandon masturbated me with all the frantic vigour of a boy getting into a girl's pants for the first time. It was like he thought if he did a good enough job, I'd fall for him and be his sexy toy again in the future. I couldn't see that happening, but it was a good effort all the same.
I came all over my brother's fingers as they thrust and vibrated, working my pussy into a sopping mess. I rode the illicit high until I started coming down, then had to push him away before I gave in and let him do it again.
"Ok, ok," I said, panting slightly. "That's enough."
He grinned just a little smugly, but he deserved it. "Seemed like you liked it."
"I did. But don't push it. I could still punch you in the nads and tell you to fuck off."
"Yeah, I s'pose you could. Wouldn't be very polite, mind you."
"No, indeed not." I bit my lip and considered. "Not very polite at all."
Brandon hadn't moved away, and was still far too close. I couldn't sort my head back out when he was right there, pressing against me, breath caressing my skin, eyes boring into my soul.
I gave him a gentle push on the shoulder. "Roll over."
"Why?"
"Just do it."
He complied, albeit with quite a bemused expression on his face. I got to my knees and settled next to him. The tent in his pants was even more prominent from this angle.
"Help me get these off," I said.
Brandon quirked an eyebrow, but was all too happy to let me pull his jeans down his legs and past his feet. I hesitated longer at his boxers, but I knew I couldn't back out. It wouldn't be fair, true, but more importantly, I didn't want to stop just yet. Fairness be damned, I was still a horny little thing deep down inside. That was what mattered. If I'd really wanted to stop, Brandon would just have had to suck it up and deal.
His cock sprang to attention once freed of his underwear. I felt an extra jolt of excitement as I actually saw it for the first time. That feeling only grew sharper as I wrapped my fingers around the shaft.
Brandon moaned softly as my hand enclosed his throbbing stiffness. His cock twitched and pulsed in my grasp, eager for release. I just held it at first while I processed the sensations and emotions that threatened to overwhelm me.
"This is only going to happen once," I said, as much for my benefit as Brandon's.
"What?"
"I said-"
"No, I heard. Just... I don't know. That's a weird thing to say."
I shook my head. "Only once," I repeated.
I squeezed a little harder, stifling any argument my brother might try to make. I had all the control in the world over him at that point. He was horny, and I held his cock. I was in charge.
We couldn't do this again. That was only sensible. But for right now...
I stroked my hand up and down Brandon's exquisitely stiff cock. It was such a nice feeling, especially when paired with small gasps and twitches he made.
After making sure my brother wasn't going to do or say anything stupid, I settled in more comfortably. I lay down half on my tummy with my face close to his cock and my arm resting on his leg while I jerked him off.
Precum drooled from the tip and I swiped my thumb across it every now and then to gather some lubrication. Eventually I grew bold enough to flick my tongue out and taste him. There wasn't much to gather in my mouth, just enough for a hint of his flavour.
"Mmm, that's nice," Brandon groaned.
"Yeah, I bet," I said.
"You could do it more, if you want."
I snorted. "Gee, thanks for the permission."
It was tempting to be contrarian just for the sake of it, but the truth was I actually did want to lick him some more. I restrained myself for just long enough to make a point, then darted in for another, longer swipe of my tongue. I traveled the entire length of the underside of his shaft, ending with a swirl of tongue around the head.
Brandon's moans combined with the sheer physical thrill of licking my brother's cock were getting me all wet and horny again. Or maybe still. I hadn't exactly had a chance to calm down and get rational yet.
My oral action progressed to taking him in my mouth and gently running my lips partway down his length. I didn't intend to graduate straight to a blowjob, but it might just have been inevitable. It felt natural enough by that point to carry on and work my way to the base in a gentle series of head bobs, occasionally broken up with pauses to flick my tongue around some more.
Brandon loved it. He was even smart enough not to say anything while I lavished oral attention on his cock. He did, however, start playing with my hair while I sucked him off. That was ok. It felt quite sensual and pleasant, despite what a dirty pair of deviants we were being.
My sisterly blowjob got results. Brandon tensed up just seconds before unleashing salty cum into my mouth. My initial reaction was to pull back and spit it out, but I didn't. I kept him snugly engulfed, allowing my mouth to be filled up.
The taste wasn't good, exactly, but it was pretty sexy, and I was horny enough to get off on the act. I swallowed about half the mouthful, considered what I was doing, then swallowed the rest.
I pushed myself up to my knees, then dragged the back of my arm across my lips to clean up anything I might have missed. Brandon was looking up at me with a dazed, awed expression. I'd probably just strengthened whatever crush he'd had on me to begin with by quite a significant margin. Oops.
"That's not happening again," I warned him.
Brandon shrugged. "I don't believe that. But we can work that out later." He grinned wide and dopey. "Either way, that was amazing. Thank you."
I felt my face heat and had to turn away so he wouldn't see. "Whatever."
He sat up and reached out to gently caress my breast. I let him. This was still technically the same event, so he wasn't immediately disregarding what I'd said. Not exactly.
"Can I lick your pussy?" he asked.
I rolled my eyes. "What makes you think we're not done here?"
"You don't seem done."
"In what way?"
"You just don't."
I stayed put, but I didn't resist when Brandon gently guided me to lie down. Nor did I put up a fight when he started taking my pants off.
My breathing quickened and my pulse pounded. I covered my eyes with my arm as my brother stripped me naked even after I'd assumed he was finished pushing his luck.
It annoyed me that he was right. I didn't want to be finished yet, not really. Sucking him off had gotten me all worked up again. My previous orgasm wasn't holding me over.
"Goddamn, Allie," Brandon said reverently.
His fingers ran a soft, warm course up my bare thigh and over my pussy. His touch made me twitch and tense up despite how I'd known it was coming. It was a whole different feeling from the focused fumbling earlier. He could get his whole hand into play and press as soft or hard as he wanted.



He wanted to do more than just feel me this time. He pushed my legs apart and lay between them. I propped myself up on my elbows and watched with lustful fascination as my brother's face neared my pussy.
Brandon's tongue licked a broad swathe the length of my slit. I had to close my eyes and hold back an embarrassing noise in response. He licked a few more times, then paused. I peeked through slitted eyelids, then opened wider when I saw him grinning at me.
"You're very wet for someone who didn't want this," he said smugly.
I frowned, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pushed him back toward my cunt. "Shut up and get back to work."
****
It wasn't until late in the evening that I got a chance to really sit back and reflect. I wasn't on my own at the time, not exactly. I'd opted for chilling with Mom and Dad in the living room, mainly as a way to show that I wasn't spending the whole day sneaking around with Brandon.
They'd never suspect that we'd actually done anything. I hoped they wouldn't, anyway. Just because they'd figured out Brandon had a thing for me didn't mean they'd guess I'd feed into it the way I had. Hell, I wouldn't have ever bet on that result.
I snuggled with Mom on the couch while she watched her show. She toyed affectionately with my hair at times, at others she was too engrossed to notice me. She was so much nicer to be around when she wasn't picking at me or Brandon. Today had been a rough day in that regard, and it was a good feeling to smooth the waters somewhat.
Dad sat in his chair doing a crossword, sometimes getting distracted by the tv as well. I caught him watching me sometimes, but I didn't react or look directly back at him. Like Mom, I think he was happier under the assumption that I was putting some space between me and Brandon.
Little did they know.
I could still feel Brandon's tongue on my clit. I had to squeeze my thighs together every now and then at the memory of it. Not that his technique had been god-like, but it was just so insane and dirty that I'd let my brother, my one and only sibling, eat me out until I came.
It couldn't happen again. I was very firm on that with Brandon, and with myself. I'd been weak to give in before, though admittedly I had no regrets. It had been fun and made for memories I'd look back on for a long time.
And, despite the weirdness, I was glad I knew more about my brother. His big, dark secret about me. It was better than not knowing. I wasn't sure I would have felt that way if I'd reacted to it with appropriate horror rather than being intrigued, but still.
Brandon came down and joined the rest of us for a while. He very wisely left space between me and him, and didn't pay me any particular attention. He also got up and walked out again before any of the rest of us had moved.
I stuck around until Mom started making noises about going to bed. I concurred and declared myself to be rather sleepy too, though I wasn't really. I just didn't want to leave any room for assumptions that I'd be off to hop into bed with my brother, which I most definitely wasn't.
I played with myself a bit in bed before going to sleep. Just a little fingering of my lucky pussy while I replayed the events of the day, focusing heavily on the juicy details. I then rolled over and dozed off a very contented girl.
****
I was gently shaken awake sometime in the middle of the night. I grumbled, but my waker was insistent.
"F'ck 'ff," I mumbled.
"Come on, get up," Brandon whispered.
"I'm not fucking you. Don't even bother."
"I know, I know. It's not about that. I wouldn't have tried when you're sleeping. I'm not that stupid."
"I'm on the fence about that last point."
Brandon tugged at my arm. "Come on. It'll be worth it. Promise."
"Go 'way. I'm naked under the covers anyway."
"Why the hell would that stop me?"
"I... just... I told you we were done, right? No more sexy times. No more nakey sister. Got it?"
"Don't make me carry you. I'll do it."
I didn't move, so Brandon followed through on his threat. I giggled in spite of my annoyance as he dragged me to the edge of my bed and tried to pick me up. He didn't have much luck, and his groping hands were getting feels that I didn't want him getting used to. He'd gotten some boobs and pussy already that day. He'd just have to get used to not getting any more.
"Alright, alright," I said. "Make it quick, though."
"We'll see."
Brandon turned and padded out of the room as I rolled out of bed, still naked. I shrugged and followed him. If he wasn't waiting around to watch, maybe he really wasn't just perving on me some more.
He was only in boxers, and I found myself staring more than I meant to as I tagged behind him up to the attic.
The storm had picked up since bedtime, I could hear it raging outside. The power seemed to still be on for now, judging by the faint sources of light from electronic devices. We didn't turn on any lights, though. We didn't even have to discuss the issue of not wanting to raise our parents from their slumber.
I figured out what Brandon was up to once we neared our attic mattress-fort. A brilliant crack of lighting shone through the window, just barely preceding a boom of accompanying thunder.
"Wow," I said softly.
"Neat, right?"
"Yeah, it's ok."
I knelt down by the window, hugging my arms around my body. I was suddenly conscious and slightly embarrassed of my nudity once we stopped and settled down. The sporadic flashes of illumination made the problem more visible.
Still, Brandon didn't turn to stare at me. He maintained his steady view out the window. I gradually relaxed next to him despite our mutual clothing shortage.
"I don't remember ever seeing lightning like this," I said.
"I know, right?" Brandon said. "Some of 'em, you can see all the little jaggy bits and everything."
"Is it just 'cause it's nighttime, you think? More contrast or something?"
"Maybe. Could also just be that it's so close by."
I nodded. "Maybe."
We kept watching, but the show died down as the lightning moved away from us. Eventually, there was nothing but the more usual flashes of light with none of the cool bolts remaining visible to us.
"Ok," I said. "I'll admit, that was probably worth waking up for."
"Thought it might be."
"Don't get all cocky about it, though."
"Wouldn't dream of it."
Neither of us moved. After a few moments, I leaned against Brandon. He put his arm around me, and I rested my head on his shoulder. He didn't even try using the opportunity to feel me up, which I appreciated.
"You know..." I said.
Brandon waited a moment, then, "Yes?"
"Nothing. Nevermind."
"Uh uh. You gotta tell me what you were gonna say."
"Wasn't anything."
"I think it was something."
"Well it wasn't."
In truth, I was getting kind of horny. I'd been about to say something to that effect, except I realized it was probably a bad idea, and would result on me backing down yet again on my not-so-firm moral stance. We couldn't keep fucking around, even if in the moment it was getting tempting.
I shouldn't have just wandered after my brother without putting clothes on. He shouldn't have come to my room half-naked either. There was some blame for both of us this time. Worse than that, I wasn't sure that I hadn't deliberately opted for nudity, then covered up my decision with rationalizations and laziness.
But that would mean I actually did want Brandon to try something, and that wasn't right. That wasn't me. Probably. Maybe.
Oh goddammit.
As casually as I could manage, I slunk a hand over to Brandon's lap. He quirked his head toward me the very instant I made contact. I saw his mouth open, but it closed again as my fingers crept over to his boxers.
Brandon let out a small, soft groan as I touched his cock through his underwear. He leaned back slightly and spread his legs. I smiled to myself, even as my inner turmoil refused to quiet itself.
Stupid brother being so fascinating and fun to play with. This was his fault. All him.
I massaged his cock with my palm, enjoying the feel of it stiffening within my grasp. The real question was what I was going to do when he got fully hard and wanted more. I had a sneaking suspicion that it wouldn't be an issue once we got that far.
"Let me guess," Brandon said, "this is the last time for real?"
"Oh shut up."
I turned and kissed him, slowly pressing him back until he fell prone with me on top. Rain pattered against the window directly beside us as we made out and pressed our bodies together.
We took turns fumbling with Brandon's boxers, neither of us willing to push the other away long enough to deal with them efficiently. I got plenty of groping feels of his cock in the process, and he reached around to grab my butt a few times.
It was like we hadn't messed around at all earlier in the day. We were both desperately horny all over again, totally lost in exploration of each other's bodies.
My hips rocked, grinding against Brandon's thigh even as he finally made some progress getting his sole article of clothing out of the way. I switched to grinding on his cock as soon as possible, ignoring how blatantly stupid an idea that was. I couldn't help it. Sexing around with my brother did things to me that defied logic and common sense.
"Goddamn, Allie," Brandon breathed. "You know I can't be good if you're gonna act like that."
"You wouldn't be good anyway," I said. "So I'm not sure what your point is."
I braced myself on his chest as I rolled my hips, sliding back and forth along his shaft. His hands went to my tits, softly squeezing and toying with them.
"I was being good," He said. "You were all nakey, and I wasn't even doing anything about it."
"True. But how long was that going to last?"
"Guess you'll never know."
Brandon's shaft had gone slick from all the pussy juices I was transferring. I was having to grind harder to try and find that lovely bit of friction that was keeping me temporarily satisfied.
I squealed as he pushed me over and rolled on top. I couldn't keep a big, goofy smile off my face as he held himself above me, staring down with loving, lustful eyes. His cock stayed right about where it had been, pressing against my hot little cunt.
"This is the last time," I warned him.
"Yes," he said. "I thought it might be."
"I mean it this time."
"Uh huh."
"We can't keep doing this. Making things worse."
"No, indeed not."
His cock slid along my wet slit. He thrust back and forth in short, jerky motions. A couple times I gasped as the tip of his erection bumped my entrance, but he didn't quite connect at the right angle. I was pretty sure he wasn't trying for real yet.
"If this is the last time," he said, "we should make it good."
I nodded weakly, my heart hammering in my chest. "Yeah. Good."
"Like, really good," he hinted.
"Dammit, dude. You're not being subtle. Just do it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
I wrapped my arms around his neck and clutched tightly for security as he carefully lined us up. I pressed my face into his shoulder and muffled my gasp as he slowly, deliciously, pushed his way inside.
Small shocks of pure delight zapped through me as I was spread open and entered by my brother. My own goddamn brother. Fuck.
He was in me. Deeper and deeper into my little pussy. It was a physical connection beyond anything we'd ever had before. I loved him. Loved feeling him. Loved what he did to me.
I was lost. I knew it in that moment. I could say things like 'not again' or 'this is the last time,' but they didn't mean anything. I had to actually be able to help myself for moral stances to do any good.
I pulled Brandon even closer as he continued to smoothly and gently work his way in. My pussy stretched and engulfed him, snugging around him oh-so-cozily.
My lips found his. They locked together in a long, deep kiss as he buried himself entirely within me. I moaned into his mouth, wriggling slightly from the sheer overwhelming nature of what was happening. My cunt was all filled up with brother-cock. It was about the naughtiest, sexiest thing that we could have been doing, short of getting creatively hedonistic.
Brandon thrust into me in short, but increasingly lengthy motions. My pussy welcomed every single intrusion and sent little shocks of pleasure through me every time he bottomed out.
I ran my hands down my brother's back, softly dragging my nails along his skin. I kissed and nipped at the tender areas around his shoulders, neck, and face. He growled and nipped back when got a little too rough. I don't think he realized just how hot my pussy got when he did that.
Our sibling love-making built to an uncontrolled frenzy. Brandon pounded me hard, my nails dug into his back, and his teeth left a painful mark on my shoulder. I struggled to hold onto him as his movements got wild and frantic.
I closed my eyes and hissed with decadent lust as Brandon's cum erupted inside me. His thrusting slowed down as more and more of his semen was pumped into my little pussy.
Brandon went fully still as he finished, save for his breathing and a slight tremble in his arms. I kissed him once more, then gave him an insistent nudge until he rolled over and let me climb on top.
He winced as slid back onto his softening cock. He'd be sensitive after cumming, but that was just too bad for him. He needn't think I was coming away from this without an orgasm of my own.
I rode my brother slowly and gently until I felt him begin to stiffen up again. My movements got a bit quicker, but still fairly tame.
A small, distant flash of lightning in the far, far distance illuminated the window for a split second, then a muffled roar of thunder a moment later. I gazed out at the rain, the rain that hadn't stopped all day, then back to my brother beneath me. Who would have thought that a storm like this was all it would take to bring us here?
I sat up straight, my posture as perfect as could be, while my hips continued working back and forth. Brandon's cock was back to full strength inside me, and he was no longer wincing. He put his hands on my thighs and caressed them gently, but otherwise let me ride him and go at my own pace. He'd had his fun. It was my turn to get what I wanted.
And I really, really wanted it. I wanted to cum on my brother's cock. It was a burning need deep within. Brandon probably guessed some of it, knew that the more we fucked around, the longer it went on, the harder it would be for me to stop it.
My eyelids fell half-closed as the pressure built. I took my time, didn't let myself rush no matter how badly I wanted to, kept my movements steady and rhythmic.
Brandon's hands went to my hips in an attempt to get me moving a bit faster. I smiled to myself. He'd gone too fast, and now he was trying to speed me up as well. He'd just have to wait, let me do it in my own time.
I squeezed my pussy around him, giving him something to distract him from my slow, deliberate pace. He groaned and ran his hands down my thighs instead of trying to guide my speed.
My orgasm built in the slowest, most sensual way. It was a constant battle with my body not to fuck my brother like a wild thing. I let it happen in its own time until my toes were curled with tingly anticipation, then it all finally crashed down around me in a sublime wave of incestuous ecstasy.
I slowed down to an eventual full stop. I felt so relaxed in the aftermath, so at peace with the world.
Brandon was a different story. He needed to get off again, and that was fine. I let him take over and finish off inside me for a second time. Feeling him cum in my pussy again only added to my angelic afterglow and general soft euphoria.
We lay cuddled together afterward in our dark and illicit love nest. The rain had slowed outside, though still pattered irregularly on the roof and window. I listened to the staccato of raindrops melding awkwardly with Brandon's heartbeat and debated falling asleep where I was.
"That was pretty great," he said.
I nodded absently. "It was."
"You don't regret it, do you?"
"No, I definitely don't." I brought Brandon's hand to my mouth and kissed it. It was easier than moving my whole body around to kiss him properly. I didn't want to disturb my cozy spot all curled up with him. "But we can't do it again."
"No, yeah, sure." He tightened his arm around me. "You're probably right."
****
I woke up the next morning still in my brother's arms. That wasn't good, but in a more immediate and physical sense, it wasn't bad either.
The sun had crept up to cast a pool of warm light over the two of us. It was a very welcome change from the dreary rain and clouds of yesterday. It melded nicely with the warmth of my brother's naked body snuggled up against mine.
I felt when Brandon began to wake up shortly after me. He shifted a bit, his breathing changed, and most noticeably he started caressing me and fondling my tits. Even his cock stiffened as he gradually returned to a fully alert state.
I didn't say or do anything about my brother sleepily grinding on my hip or feeling me up. I should have stopped him right there, just as I should have stopped him every other time things got too far. It wasn't something I was very good at, as it turned out.
"Last night was the last time," I said. "I told you that."
Brandon kissed my cheek. "You did say that. But maybe..."
"We shouldn't."
"I know. I'm not saying we should. Just..."
I sighed. I knew what he meant. It was so warm and lovely, and he felt so good against me, and my pussy was warming up so nicely in anticipation.
"One more time," I said. "But that's it."
I felt Brandon's smile without seeing it. "Sure. One more."
He rolled me over a bit and kissed my ear. I lay on my side while he scooted right up behind me. His cock slid up against my ass, the down again as he guided it between my thighs. I lifted my upper leg to give him more room.
Brandon left his cock tantalizingly grazing my pussy while he reached around and slid his finger down my slit. I sighed happily as he toyed with my gradually awakening little cunt. His fingers, cock, and naked body all cozied up to me were getting the juices flowing in a big way.
After fingering me long enough to ensure I was ready, Brandon guided his cock into me. He gave small, gentle pushes, filling me up agonizingly slowly. I squirmed a bit, but resisted shoving myself back against him. That would be too wanton and eager. Besides, the slow, sensual torture was kind of nice.
There was no hurry to anything that morning. We were warm and cozy together, and neither of us was going anywhere. Brandon rocked back and forth inside me in smooth, lazy strokes. I murmured happily to myself and brought his hand back up to my chest, closing it over my breast.
It was all so very calm, relaxed, and soothingly sexual. It was the very best way to wake up.
At least it was until we got shouted at from downstairs.
"Allie! Are you up there?"
Brandon and I both froze in sudden terror, then relaxed a bit when we realized we weren't actually caught. I craned my neck around to meet his eyes. He shrugged fractionally.
"Yeah, Mom," I called back. "What is it?"
"I didn't know where you were," Mom yelled up. "It's getting late and I couldn't find you or your brother. Have you seen Brandon?"
Quite a lot of him, in fact. Best not to say so. "No, haven't seen him," I lied. "Maybe he went out?"
"Maybe."
I waited, still tense, but no further questioning arose. I finally devolved into a suppressed fit of giggling. Brandon followed suit.
"Well that was stupidly close," I said.
"Kinda was, wasn't it?" he agreed.
"Can you imagine if she'd come up here?"
"I don't even want to picture it."
I was all excited and jittery, and part of me just wanted to escape and get back to safety. However, Brandon was still inside me and I didn't want him gone yet.



"Keep going," I said.
He didn't move. "Um... are you sure? Maybe-"
"Yes I'm sure. You can't just start something and not finish."
"But Mom-"
I growled and wriggled away from my reluctant brother. Once I was free, I immediately turned and pounced on him. I easily wrestled him into submission, mostly because he wasn't fighting back hardly at all.
"She could still come up here," was all he said.
"Then we better be quick."
I climbed onto Brandon's cock and started riding. It really didn't take any more than that to win him over. He still glanced toward the ladder a few times as though Mom might pop out at any moment, but most of his attention returned to me, where it rightfully should be.
I braced my hands on my brother's bare chest while my hips moved fast and crazy. I was just as anxious about getting caught as he was, so unfortunately there'd be no more taking it slow. We needed to finish up and get out of there.
Nervous energy spurred us on, and pretty soon I felt Brandon's cock spasm and shoot yet another load of his brotherly cum into my hot little cunt.
"Sorry," he said.
I shook my head. "We needed to be fast." I bent down and kissed him softly. "And now we need to go."
Brandon put his boxers back on from the night before, then led the way to our rooms. I had to sneak naked behind him with my arms wrapped protectively around my chest, my head twitching every which way in case I saw or heard something. We were lucky. There was no sign of either parent lurking in wait.
I grabbed some clothes and hit the bathroom for a shower. I desperately needed to clean up before interacting with Mom or Dad.
The shower felt nice, and I just stood beneath the flow for a couple minutes. Then I got to work washing and scrubbing, making sure no scent of illicit sex remained on me.
Cleaning my pussy of all the brother-cum wasn't exactly a fun task, though afterward I left the showerhead down there and let it jet against my clit until I came. That was more my speed.
After cleaning myself and taking the edge off, I spent the next little while dressing, brushing my hair and teeth, and checking every part of my body in the mirror. I put a lot of effort into making sure I looked just the same as I would any other day, with the bizarre additional goal of making sure the extra work wasn't noticed by anyone.
Brandon must have been waiting for me to finish up, because he headed for the bathroom as soon as I was done. On a whim, I smacked his butt as we passed each other. He raised an eyebrow and I just grinned back at him.
I headed to the kitchen for some breakfast. My heart felt like it would betray me, even if the rest of my facade was perfect. I forced myself to breathe slowly and calmly, and try to focus on something other than my romantic night with my brother. Easier said than done.
I derped around a bit trying to figure out what I wanted to eat. Mom snuck up on me while I was carefully examining a cupboard that didn't even have anything I wanted in it. My daydreaming was not helping my ability to function at all.
"There you are," Mom said. "Finally."
I nodded and waved airily. "Yeah, just got hungry. Thought I'd get some breakfast."
She frowned. "It's nearly lunch time."
I glanced at the microwave clock. "Just coming up on eleven. That's not lunch time yet."
"It's late, is my point."
"So?"
Mom sighed. "Nevermind. Did you see Brandon on your way here? I still can't find him anywhere."
My pulse shot up. "No. Why would I have? He can look after himself."
Shit. I was panicking. I didn't need to, Mom didn't know anything, and I was only going to raise suspicion if I got too defensive.
"I just thought you might have, is all," Mom said, giving me an odd look. "Sometimes you two seem to know each other better than I ever will."
I tensed further. "I wouldn't say that," I said in a carefully even tone.
A moment passed. I felt like I was under scrutiny, and it wasn't just my stupid paranoia. Mom was examining me intently, and I wasn't doing a great job of acting nonchalant.
"Maybe we never should have said anything," Mom said softly.
A ball of guilt and shame roiled in my tummy. She couldn't actually know, could she? There was no way. And yet...
"About what?" I asked, though I strongly suspected I knew the answer.
"About your brother."
"Oh. That."
"It's not his fault you know. He doesn't mean to feel the way he does."
Wait, what? That wasn't what I'd expected. I glanced cautiously at Mom. She appeared concerned rather than angry.
"No, I know," I said even while I waited to see where this was going.
"Don't be too hard on him. These things happen. I don't want it to ruin your relationship with each other."
I relaxed internally, breathing a huge sigh of relief. Mom thought I was stressed and upset with Brandon, not that we'd spent the night fucking around in a very non-familial kind of way. All I had to do was feed into her incorrect assumption and we'd be all clear.
"It won't," I promised. "Just... you know."
Mom put her hand on my back and rubbed in small circles. "I know, sweetie. It's a tough one. It might take time, but I hope it'll be better for everyone in the long run." She bit her lip. "I really hope so. If we accidentally drove you two apart..."
"No, Mom. It's fine. It's better that I know." Though not in a way I could ever tell her. "I'll adjust."
She nodded. "That's the spirit." She forced a smile. "Now, how about I make an early lunch for us all? Brunch, maybe. I think it's still early enough for that."
"Sure, Mom. Sounds good."
Me, Mom, and Dad all went out to the back deck to eat 'brunch' when it was ready. I felt more secure around them now that Mom had taken my initial reaction entirely the wrong way. Any awkwardness or weirdness from me only reinforced her false belief that I was upset by Brandon's feelings for me, rather than guiding her toward the more damaging truth that I'd caught some of those feelings.
Brandon showed up a little bit after the rest of us. Lured by the food, no doubt. It had been a while since supper the night before, and we'd been burning some calories since then.
I didn't notice at first, but Brandon hadn't put any socks on. He sat across from me, giving our parents a better look at his feet than what I had. I couldn't figure out why Mom kept looking down and trying to hide a smile until I remembered about his toes.
"Alright, why are Brandon's painted toes funny today when they were a point of contention yesterday?" I demanded.
Brandon looked up, flicking his gaze around the table. He'd been happily and obliviously focused on eating until that point.
Mom shook her head. "They aren't."
"Then why do you keep smiling?"
She hid her mouth with her hand. "I don't."
"You do too."
Mom stood abruptly. "Anyone want more toast? I'm going to make some more."
Dad was trying to repress a grin too as Mom left. Brandon was a picture of hapless woe as the rest of his family amused themselves at his expense.
"Your toes are very nice," Dad assured Brandon diplomatically.
"Ok, Allie's right," Brandon said. "You and Mom are acting very different about them today."
Dad shrugged. "We were just concerned. Maybe unnecessarily. But if that's what you want-"
"It isn't. Me and Allie were just bored."
Dad patted his shoulder. "If you say so." He rose. "I'm going to see if there's any more coffee."
Brandon and I were left temporarily alone.
"Well this is weird," he said.
"Yeah, it kinda is," I said. "But Mom thinks I'm upset with you, and probably Dad does now too. So they aren't worried about you crushing on me, or me taking advantage of it, or whatever they were all bothered and cranky about yesterday." I took a breath after quickly getting some details out of the way while I had the chance. "They're probably going to be more relaxed about things today."
"Relaxed enough to poke fun at me," Brandon groused. "Isn't that great."
"They aren't even poking fun. Just... appreciating quality artistic endeavours. Or whatever."
"Yeah right." He sighed. "Maybe you should clean my nails up after lunch."
"Brunch," I corrected. "And no can do. I'm meant to be awkward around you for a while. Take some of the heat off."
"But I don't want to be picked on all day."
"Shoulda worn socks then, huh?"
Brandon grimaced and stared at his plate. "I forgot. Wasn't even thinking about it."
"No. Indeed not."
****
I left Brandon to deal with his toes and our parents after I'd eaten. I had some errands to run. Or, rather, one pressing errand that I turned into an excuse to get a few other things taken care of. I was procrastinating, really.
Eventually, I had to just do it. It was either that or return home without what I needed, which just seemed foolish. I mentally braced myself, then went into the drug store.
I had to gradually circle the area, not wanting to look too desperate or obvious. Still, I made it there. A while after that, with more random meandering in the meantime, I reached the checkout counter.
I watched the guy ringing me through, silently daring him to say a goddamn thing about me buying the morning after pill. He was either wise or experienced enough that his face didn't so much as flicker through the whole transaction. He even double bagged the small box, which was unnecessary but thoughtful.
No one accosted me upon my arrival home, which was good. I went straight to my room and shut the door. I just wanted some privacy for a little while. I didn't get as much as I might have liked.
Brandon came poking around less than ten minutes after I got settled. I might have been annoyed with him for just walking in, but the excited, nervous little jitters I got from his arrival made it difficult to get upset.
Goddamn. I was getting as bad as him. All crushy and infatuated and shit. That wasn't supposed to happen.
"You took off for a while there," Brandon said.
"Yeah. So?"
He shrugged. "Nothing. Just saying."
"Sure you were."
"Buy anything interesting?"
"Nothing you'd care about."
"You sure?"
"Pretty sure."
Brandon considered. "Tell me anyway?"
I rolled my eyes. "Fine. I had to go pick up the morning after pill 'cause my stupid brother came in my pussy a bunch. Happy?"
My tirade left Brandon temporarily speechless, so at least that was kind of funny.
"Oh," he eventually said.
"Yeah."
"Oops."
I snorted. "Like hell. You knew what you were doing."
"I mean, I did, but I kinda didn't too. I wasn't really thinking."
"You don't say."
He smiled innocently. "I could make it up to you."
"How exactly would you do that."
He stepped closer. "Maybe I could... you know... lick you a bit?"
"Of course it's a sex thing. I should have known."
"Well, like, I do kinda owe you an orgasm from earlier."
I folded my arms and tried to glare at him, but a brotherly tonguing was actually sounding pretty good. My horny little cunt was certainly on board with his plan.
"We'll have to be quiet," I said. "I don't want Mom or Dad finding out I'm letting you in my room for a while. Too many questions, even if they'd be starting from the wrong place."
"Hey, that's all up to you. I won't be making much noise."
His grin was a little too smug, but that was ok. I could deal. He'd have his mouth buried in my pussy soon enough anyway.
I made sure to lock the door before taking my pants off. I flushed slightly at disrobing while my brother was watching me, but it wasn't like he hadn't seen plenty of me already.
"This is getting to be a bad habit," I muttered as I slid my panties down my legs.
"Seems that way," Brandon agreed happily. "Isn't this about when you tell me this is the last time?"
I glared at him, but he remained unfazed. Me standing there bottomless probably didn't help my attempt to appear annoyed with him.
"Shut up and get to work," I said.
"Don't mind if I do."
I lay back on my bed with my legs spread. Brandon nuzzled my pussy, then got to the actual licking. I sighed contentedly and promptly forgave him for being a bit of an ass. It was a whole new dimension to our relationship that he could acquire forgiveness via eating me out.
"We're not going to be a couple," I said. "You know that, right?"
Brandon looked up, a mildly shocked expression on his face. "Well of course not. How would that even work? You're my sister."
"Well... yeah. Are you telling me you weren't hoping for anything like that?"
He shook his head. "No. I just... I like hanging out with you. And I think you're pretty hot. And... and I really like sex with you, as it turns out."
"So you just wanted to bone?"
"No, no. I mean yes, but not just that." He shrugged. "It's like any crush on a girl, really, except I don't need you to be my girlfriend or anything. You're already my sister. I've got plenty of reasons for spending time with you as it is."
"Gee, that was almost sweet. Kinda."
"Well-"
"Shush, now. Back to work."
I pushed Brandon's face back to my pussy. He didn't seem to mind being interrupted in such a fashion.
I relaxed and let my brother do his thing. His lovely, incestuous, oh-so-pleasurable thing. A girl could get used to such eager cunnilingus.
Honestly, there was no way we weren't doing more of this stuff. My protestations be damned; I was as interested and addicted as Brandon was. I absolutely didn't want to stop.
We'd have to be careful, of course. Constant vigilance would be key. But it would be worth it. So very, very worth it.
I looked down at the top of my brother's head and gently toyed with his hair. "You know," I said, "we probably need to work on you not cumming inside me. That may require some practice."
Brandon gave me a crooked smile tinged with my pussy juices. "Sounds good to me."
"I thought it might." I lay my head back and closed my eyes. "Finish up there, then we'll see."
He gave my pussy a quick pair of kisses. "Can do."
A slow, lazy smile spread across my lips. I wouldn't have expected to get here from such a stormy, rainy day, but I'd never look at bad weather the same again.
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The moon was full and bright, high up above us. We ran through the forest effortlessly, blood pumping hot in our veins. I could hear the other three behind me, there was no need to turn my head and check on them. We'd been together so long I wouldn't have worried even if I couldn't sense them.
The four of us had split from the main pack, but I couldn't say how long ago. Time felt different when I was a wolf. It didn't have the same meaning. The smell of our kill was still fresh on my nostrils, the blood sharp on my teeth. That was all I knew.
Our bloodlust sated, I could already feel my need to hunt receding. I could run all night if I wanted, my muscles were strong and tireless, and my mind as much animal as person. It would be dawn soon, however, and it was better to be home before then.
Lucas, Jess, and Damian were right there with me. We'd run together since we were pups. They all knew where we were going, and the boys could have outpaced me if they'd wanted. They merely kept pace, following my lead.
We made it home before the sun. The back door was wide open the way we usually left it. I leapt the railing of the back step just to show off and powered through the doorway, nearly colliding with it on my way past. I heard the sound of someone stumbling behind me and felt wolfy satisfaction at having proven my superior agility.
I was first to the big dog bed. I slowed and took the time to pick my spot, then settled. Damian and Jess were shortly behind, having timed their final arrival so that they didn't have to stand there and wait for me. Lucas, the stumbler I assumed, was just a tad sheepish behind them.
The three of them curled up next to me, all of us touching one another to varying degrees. Jess got right up on my flank like she often did. She liked being close, though it didn't always matter whether it was to me or one of the boys.
My eyes were closed even before Lucas had finally snuggled into place with us. Our bellies were full, our primal desire met under another full moon, it was nap time.
****
I woke in a tangle of naked human bodies. That was nothing new for me. I extricated myself with practiced ease, taking a moment to ruffle the hair of each member of my pack.
Damian rolled over a bit as I slipped my leg free from beneath him. His eyes didn't open, and soft snores resumed shortly after.
I padded to the back door with the intention of closing it, more for form's sake than for any practical reason. Closed doors didn't really appeal to the wolf in me, or any of us, but when I was human, I tried to act like it. That meant little impracticalities here and there.
There were streaks of dried blood on my skin, my hair was tangled, and dirt smudged my feet and hands. I needed a shower. I put it off a few minutes as I looked out at the back yard and the forest beyond.
Small traces of the emotions and sensations from the night before echoed in the wolf part of my brain. My nostrils twitched in remembrance. I imagined I could still taste the deer, even though swiping my tongue around my teeth didn't turn up any missed remnants.
I closed the door and glided off to the bathroom. First crack at the shower meant I had all the hot water in the world to work with.
I felt refreshed, despite my short slumber, and rinsing all the grime off my body was a better feeling still. I was truly waking back up into my human form. My wolf side wouldn't lie down entirely for another few days after the moon, but the hunt was over and done with for another cycle. Calm was returning slowly but surely.
The bathroom door creaked open, not that I'd shut it all the way to begin with. Privacy wasn't really a big concern.
"Serena?" Jess called softly, despite how she must have known it was me.
"I'm almost done," I said aloud.
Jess ignored me and stepped into the shower with me anyway. She looked the way I'd felt upon waking; so very alive, but also quite filthy.
"You're always trying to shower without me," Jess accused.
"There's no trying involved," I said. "There's just no need to do it together. Why would I wait to see if you decide to roll out of bed before noon?"
Jess pursed her lips and shook her head petulantly. "I liked you better back when you used to drag me in with you. You used to be so much more fun."
"Well, we all gotta grow up sometime."
She snorted. "This has nothing to do with growing. You're just getting all full of yourself, is all."
Jess turned her back and stole all the spray from the shower head to wash herself off. I glared at the back of her head, but she very deliberately didn't look back at me right away.
She was still such a brat at times. We weren't puppies anymore. All four of us were in our twenties now, and the youthful excesses of our teens should have been fading.
Well, kinda.
I knew we'd never truly settle into boring human lives the way other people did. We'd never be 'civilized.'
But I had responsibilities now, dammit. Jess knew that. Lucas and Damian knew that. They just didn't seem to want to acknowledge it. Not when it inconvenienced them, anyway.
"Wash my back?" Jess asked innocently.
I rolled my eyes. "Fine."
I knew what she was doing. I also knew that she didn't care if I knew. It was the same old game from her, and it kind of annoyed me how well it worked.
My hands followed the familiar lines of Jess's smooth back down to her tight little butt. It started out just washing, same as it always did, and somehow evolved into something more.
I couldn't resist her when I was fresh off a hunt. My hormones were all wild and crazy, and I was such a horny thing. Maybe not as horny as her, but then she didn't try to restrain herself hardly at all.
I squeezed Jess's butt, then slipped my arms around her waist and circled back up to her tits. She giggled and let me play with her, even leaning back against me so our shower-slick bodies pressed delightfully together. I let my hips grind on her ass, my pussy searching for purchase that just wasn't there.
"You don't gotta be the serious boss lady all the time, you know," Jess said. "We still love ya."
I growled rather than responding properly. I slipped a hand down to her hot little slit and ran my fingers along its length. I knew exactly where to touch and what buttons to press. Her body was as familiar to me as my own, which made resisting her all the harder when she wanted me.
Jess moaned and squirmed at my touch. Her butt wiggled enticingly against me, spurring me on as I fingered her just the way I knew she loved. She tilted her head to bare her neck to me as I nuzzled up to it. I gave her a little nip with my teeth, then kissed and nosed my way up the back of her cheek to her ear.
I grinned in personal satisfaction when I made her cum on my fingers. I brought my hand to my face while still holding her to me. My nostrils flared as I inhaled her scent, then I sucked my messy fingers into my mouth to taste her. In my aroused state, that threw yet more fuel on the fire.
A moment later, Jess snaked herself out of my grasp and dropped to her knees in front of me. She looked up at me with big, round, 'little sister' eyes as she extended her tongue and dive straight into my wet cunt.
We'd essentially been raised as sisters, really, and had grown up as best friends that became fuck buddies when we reached a certain age. We knew each other about as well as anyone can know another person. Jess was well aware that I couldn't stop her when she looked at me like that while I was horny and she had her tongue buried in my pussy. There was just no beating that combination.
She used her physical charms and cunnilinguing skills to best effect, pinning me against the shower wall while she licked me. That was what I hated, and what I'd been trying to avoid. I was supposed to be in charge, dammit. That was the whole point. And here I was melting at her touch and the adorable fucking eyes she made at me.
Jess, the little brat, even slid a finger up the back way, between my ass cheeks. She wasn't holding back at all this morning. Her frantic oral assault on my pussy carried on unabated while she wormed a finger up my butt. She wanted to make me cum hard and fast.
It worked, too.
I leaned back even more heavily against the slippery wall as my orgasm rose and built, then was finally teased out on the end of Jess's nimble tongue. I came all over her face while she licked and fingered me through to the end.
She was still looking at me as she sat back on her heels, now with a trace of pride and self-satisfaction. She was so annoyingly smug about these things, just because she had me wrapped around her little finger.
Fucking goddamn. I was about ready to grab her and take her to bed.
"Are you two almost done in there?" Damian asked from outside the shower.
Thank goodness, a distraction.
"All done," I said, using the excuse to get out and shake myself off. As an afterthought, I grabbed a towel and patted myself dry for real.
Damian was just as naked as Jess and I, and his cock was about halfway hard already. I looked away again when I realized I was staring. He looked fucking good to me right about then.
"You stay, Serena," Jess said. "I'll wait for Lucas."
"No," I said. "I'm done. Things to do."
"Nuh uh," Jess said, "you're still horny. I can smell it. Have a quick fuck, you'll feel better."
I looked at Damian. "Keep Jess in here, would you? Find something to keep her mouth busy if she won't shut up."
Jess made a noise of indignation, but when I looked back over my shoulder upon exiting the room, she was already giggling and pulling Damian into the shower with her.
Lucas still lay in the middle of our big dog bed, all stretched out and just as filthy as the rest of us had been before cleaning up. It was just as tempting to climb on top and ride him for a while as it had been with Damian or Jess. I was so fucking turned on and helpless against my desires, needs, and hormones.
"You're missing the fun in there," I said to Lucas.
He shrugged lazily as he basked in the sun coming in through the window. "So are you, looks like."
"Yeah, well, I got things to do."
He grinned. "Name one."
I shot him a dirty look, then walked away. "None of your business."
"Yeah, didn't think so," he called after me.
I got to my room and swung the door partway closed. Even with my current desire for privacy and time to myself, closed doors felt wrong, somehow. It was a conscious effort to shut them fully at the best of times, and right now I didn't have the motivation to go back and close mine before flopping onto my bed.
I wished my mother hadn't been queen. I didn't want all the responsibility of taking over one day. I especially didn't like this new authority I'd been tasked with over my best friends and pack-mates. I missed the old days when the four of us could have spent all day after a hunt fucking around with each other to our hearts' content.
But I couldn't do that anymore. Not while trying to maintain some level of discipline. It fucking sucked.
Jess could sucker me into sexy times basically whenever she wanted, especially when my blood was up. Damian and Lucas could both take me in a straight fight if it ever came to that, not to mention all the amazing memories I had of rolling around in bed with them too.
They all followed my lead, for the most part, but I couldn't quite trust them to obey if it ever came to something really serious or important. It was all just a game to them, and my newly forged role as leader of our sub-pack had never been properly tested. I dreaded to think what might result if I actually needed them to listen when they didn't want to.
****
A while later, after a good sulk, I got up and got dressed. The house was quiet, which was either a good or a bad sign, depending on what the silence meant.
Lucas was sprawled across the couch playing a video game, and had managed to grab a shower and a pair of jeans since I last saw him. He glanced up at me for a second, then back to his game.
I thought about asking where the other two were, then decided I didn't really care at the moment. "I'm going out," I said instead.
"Cool," Lucas said. "Want me to come?"
"No, I'm good."
I remembered to put on some sneakers before heading outside. Human feet didn't take to barefoot walks like paws did.
I paused at the end of our driveway and looked down the street each way. I didn't smell anything noteworthy, nor did I see or hear anything to help make up my mind.
Our neighbours were fairly sparse in either direction, which was by design. Being in a more rural area meant cheaper property and more room to be our wolfy selves without attracting attention.
After my brief hesitation, I turned away from the nearest town, going the direction where the already isolated houses would get even more so. As soon as I was out of sight of our property, I broke into a jog, then a run.
It wasn't the same running as a human, but it still had some positives. It got the heart pumping, blood moving, sweat pouring, and most importantly pushed my thoughts to the side. When I was going full speed, I didn't have room for anything other than breathing and watching for obstacles while my body moved like a perfectly built machine.
I let my wolf mind come out to play a bit. Time faded away and I lost all sense of how long I'd been out or how far I'd gone. All I knew was running. I ran until I couldn't, until my lungs ached and my heart threatened to burst.
I stopped by a promising tree with some nice, low-ish branches. I judged the jump, then leapt and scrambled up to a likely looking perch just over head height from the ground. I settled there, snuggled securely in the branches where I wouldn't accidentally fall off.
It was a good place to stop and reflect, hopefully get some clarity away from the others. With no one around, at least my body should stop demanding sex quite so urgently, if nothing else. That was the hope, anyway. Those kinds of hopes never really worked out the way I might have liked.
****
I truly had no idea how it happened. It didn't make sense to me. Somehow, someway, I found myself waking the next morning at first light deep in the woods.
I was naked, of course, but that was only to be expected. My wolf self was not in the habit of carrying around a handy bag of clothes for my human self.
I sat up and blinked as I examined my surroundings. Entirely unfamiliar territory was all that I could see.
Thinking back yielded some results, though nothing immediately useful. I remembered running, on all fours this time, and I remembered the moonlight. Not a full moon, but close enough to make my feral side come out despite having been sated the night previous.
I remembered some kind of prey... a rabbit maybe? Whatever it had been, it should have just waited for me to go past. I hadn't been in a hunting mood, not exactly, but when something small started running, I had to chase it.
There wasn't quite as much remaining of last night's meal as of the night before, but some smears of blood marred my skin, along with some dirt, and some leaves and twigs in my hair.
Fuck. I blamed my own self-imposed sexual frustration. Not that blame helped anything at the moment.
I grimaced. I didn't want to do it, but I didn't see any good alternatives.
Concentrating hard, I let myself slip into my other form. I let the wolf out, in spite of the surrounding daylight. It wasn't a pleasant feeling.
I felt sick to my stomach as I made the final shift and dropped to all fours. My senses came alive slowly and unwillingly. Still, my nose finally started picking up some helpful smells on the still forest air. At the very least, I could pick out which way I'd come from, and if all else failed I could follow my trail home.
I loped away in the general direction of the way I'd come. I kept sniffing wildly in every direction, trying to get a sense of where I was. I could retrace my steps and go straight home if I wanted, albeit via a circuitous route, but I had somewhere else in mind.
Finally, when I'd almost given up hope, I caught the lingering scent of the pack from the night of the full moon. So many of us all together had left a trail that could be followed for days after, perhaps weeks if one knew what they were doing.
My stride picked up as I gained confidence in which way I was headed. Pretty soon I was running and bounding through the undergrowth, though still not as quickly as I would have been on a moonlit night.
An indeterminate time later, once again blaming my wolf side for not keeping track very well, I emerged into a backyard that wasn't my own, but was oh so familiar. It was a larger yard than my current one, and with a much bigger house too. It was the home I'd grown up in; my mother's house.
I slowed practically to a crawl, my nose frantic and overwhelmed at all the scents there were to parse. I could have happily explored the back yard until sun down without getting bored, if I'd wanted. But I had something more pressing that needed my attention.
My shift back to human was again a slow and nauseating process. It was never as easy as changing into a wolf anyway, and was usually done while asleep if it was feasible. I didn't have that luxury this time.
A woman stepped gracefully out the back door of the house, a broad grin on her face. I matched her smile, even though I was still fighting my stomach and trying not to throw up. She glided toward me, her light sun dress trailing softly behind her and rippling in the breeze.
"Hello, little Serena," Athena said.
"Hi, Aunt Athena," I greeted her in return.
Not my biological aunt, actually, but wolf families and our pack mentalities transcended blood lines. It was like how Jess, Lucas, and Damian were all younger siblings to me, in a sense, though in another sense they also very much weren't. It was complicated if I thought about it too much, but made perfect sense if I didn't worry about it.
We embraced warmly. Athena didn't even flinch at the blood and dirt that would be rubbing onto her dress.
"I don't get to see you enough anymore," she said, stroking my hair the way she had when I was little. "You should come visit more often."
I brushed my hair back as an excuse to look away for a moment. "Sorry," I said. "I'm still getting the hang of things. Speaking of which, is Mom around?"
"I'll have to locate her," Athena said. "Do you want a shower in the meantime? Or clothes?"
She knew, of course, that I'd been a wolf at a very odd time. I appreciated that she didn't actually ask about it, though left room for me to bring it up now if I wanted to. I didn't think I was ready to discuss it with anyone other than my mother.
"Actually," I said. "I could go for a bath. We don't have a tub in the new place."
She smiled. "Of course. I'll see about that right away."
Athena glided back off into the house without waiting for me. It was my childhood home, she knew very well I didn't need an escort and might want to roam around a bit on my own before bathing.
I didn't feel the need to explore in this instance. I could tell without even trying that the house was mostly empty at the moment. It was daytime, and compared my new house there were a lot more human-world responsibilities to be tended to. Me and my sub-pack basically just had to work flexible part-time jobs while we got used to our independence; bringing in enough money and looking after the house sufficiently that it didn't all fall down around us.
Our relatively easy life made it all the more frustrating that I couldn't find the way to balance it properly.
The tub was filled and steaming by the time I made my slow way to the master bathroom. I hadn't explored, but I had lingered a few places along the way, letting memories of a simpler time fog my mind for a moment.



I sank into the water with a happy growl that became a sigh by the end. My grungy skin and lightly aching muscles appreciated the choice immediately.
I'd only been sitting and soaking for a minute or two when Athena returned.
"Your mother will see you when you're done here," she said.
"Thanks," I said. "I must have caught her at the right time."
"Well... she thought she better make time, under the circumstances."
I winced. "Shit. Is it that bad?"
"No, little one. Don't worry yourself. All I mean is you've got the same stubborn streak as she does. You wouldn't come looking for help if you didn't need it. So if you're here now, like this..."
I nodded. "Yeah, ok, fair enough."
Athena stepped closer and pulled her somewhat soiled dress off in one smooth motion. I scooted forward in the tub and made room for her. I hadn't really been looking for company, but I wasn't going to refuse it either.
She slipped in behind me just as gracefully as everything else she did. I settled against her, relishing the gentle softness of her breasts on my back. She enfolded me in her arms and held me in a familiar and comfortable way.
"You're so tense," she said quietly. "All I can smell is you, even with this nose."
"Yeah, I know," I said a little sulkily. "Jess keeps telling me the same thing."
"Is that what's wrong?"
"Partly. I think I need to talk to Mom about it."
"Sure, sure. No talking. Got it."
I smiled wryly as Athena's hands moved from their initial innocent location. One went to my breasts, and the other between my legs. I relaxed and let her touch me. Unlike with my younger charges, I didn't have to worry about games of control with her. She was still just Aunt Athena.
Her fingers had many more years of experience than mine or Jess's, and it was nice to have a chance to appreciate them again. The way she toyed with my nipples, caressed my tits, and played with my pussy was absolutely heavenly. It wasn't even about cumming when she massaged me like that, though inevitably I did.
After taking the edge off for me and playing with me a bit more just for fun, Athena made sure I was all nicely scrubbed and cleaned up. I was far more refreshed and relaxed afterward, though still a bit jittery despite her best efforts.
A deeply familiar scent caught my attention as I left the bathroom, and I followed it right to my mother. Even in human form she was unmistakable to my nose.
"Serena," Mom said, smiling warmly at me.
I smiled back a little warily, though it seemed like I wasn't in for a scolding after my unplanned and untidy arrival.
"Hi, Mom," I said. "I, uh, got some things I wanted to ask you about."
"Yes, I thought you might."
She stepped close and enfolded me in a big hug. I breathed in deeply, relaxing further in the comfort of her feel and smell in a way that even a flurry of orgasms couldn't match. Maternal love and shelter was still the most powerful of drugs to me.
Mom led me by the hand through the house to her sitting room. It was seen as a dangerous room to some, as it was definitively Her Room, where she usually held court when needed. To me, it remained ingrained as the place I used to hide under her chair when I was very small and watch the grownups do Important Things.
Mom sat in her chair at the head of a rough oval of seating. Despite wearing a dress only a little fancier than Athena's, and sheer enough to reveal tantalizing glimpses of her breasts, she sat with an elegant poise that was as regal as could be. Mom was queen, and no one ever dared forget it.
I curled my legs under my butt as I took the seat next to her. I was conscious of my nudity, but more because of the room we were in than anything else. We were a pretty relaxed group when it came to clothing, but this was about the most formal location in the queen's own house. Daughter or not, it didn't sit quite right with me to meet with her while naked.
Still, if she didn't care, I supposed I shouldn't either. She knew better about these things, even if she had a mother's bias.
"So, little one," Mom said. "Tell me your troubles."
I blushed and toyed with my hair, pushing it obsessively back over my ear in order to stall for time. Now that I actually had the chance to talk, my problems felt small and silly.
"I don't know what I'm doing," I finally admitted.
"No one does," Mom said patiently. "That's what you've been sent to figure out for yourself. Figure out what works for you."
"I know, I know. But, like, I just don't get it." I shrugged helplessly. "I can't learn how to lead my friends. They know me too well."
"They seem to follow you."
"Yeah, but only because I haven't really needed them to do anything they didn't want to. I'm worried what's gonna happen when I actually need them to obey when they'd rather not."
Mom's eyebrow quirked. "You think it would be easier with someone less familiar?"
"I mean... wouldn't it?"
"Perhaps. But that wouldn't be the point either way. You need to be able to inspire loyalty in those closest to you, and they'll help keep everyone else in line when need be."
"Great. Fine. But how do I do that without them thinking I'm a total bitch?"
Mom smiled. "You could be a total bitch. It's a viable strategy. I don't think you have the temperament to pull it off, though." She shook her head. "No, you just need to learn to be in charge when times call for it. You can still keep your relationships the way they are the rest of the time."
"How, though? I can't even keep Jess in line when she really wants to mess around, let alone Lucas and Damian too. Not without damaging our friendships."
"Is that what you think?"
Mom rose smoothly and flicked her hair over her shoulder in a single practiced twist of her head. She took a long step toward me, getting within arm's reach. Without hesitation, she reached out and grabbed a fistful of my hair.
I whimpered softly, but climbed quickly to my feet as Mom tugged me toward her. She then yanked back on my hair and I instinctively bared my neck to her. It was all symbolic, and yet I felt my heart race faster as she opened her mouth wide and pressed her teeth to my exposed flesh.
I stood perfectly still and obedient as my mother's teeth grew sharper and pressed harder against my delicate and vulnerable throat. She held me like that for more than long enough to make her point, then abruptly licked a long swath of my neck and kissed my cheek.
"Did I stop being your mother just now?" Mom asked.
I blinked, slightly confused by the question. "Well, no. Obviously not."
"But you think your friends would stop being your friends just because you demanded the same show of fealty from them?"
"I... that's different."
"How?"
I waved my hands helplessly. "You're you. You're... you're the queen."
"And so will you be, one day. Better get used to it before then."
I grumbled something like an acknowledgement and tried to pull away. Mom wouldn't let me go. She sniffed deeply, then gave me a concerned look.
"You haven't been getting enough sex, have you?" she said.
"That's, you know, part of the whole thing," I said. "Sex gives away too much control. I know Jess and Lucas and Damian don't think it affects me being in charge, but it does. I can feel it even if they can't."
Mom set her expression firmly. "That's something else you're going to have to learn, then. In fact, we better have a lesson right now. I can't have you going around horny all the time and making poor judgement calls because of it. That'll do more harm then surrendering to your friends every now and then ever would."
She strode out of the room and beckoned me to follow. I tried not to notice how her ass swayed under her thin dress. She was right about my judgement being impaired. She was still my mom.
"You just need to demonstrate that you are unquestionably in charge," Mom continued. "If there aren't any questions about it in anyone's head, then it doesn't matter if you aren't always in a dominant position every second of the day."
"Are you saying you aren't?"
"Kind of, yes. I have to be more wary than you, but with my closest friends... no, I'm not always asserting dominance. I don't need to. Your Aunt Athena, for instance, she never questions me in public, but the things she can do to me when we're alone..."
Mom's smile suggested levels of sexual delight that I might not even have dreamt of, as yet.
"She's good with her hands," I agreed.
"Nevermind her hands. Her tongue, dear. Her tongue."
"Her tongue?"
"The way she licks me when we're alone, darling Serena, is something truly wondrous. You must ask her about it sometime."
Despite my whirling mind and vague aura of embarrassment at having to reveal my insecurities, I smiled impishly at the juvenile adoration my mother was expressing. To think anything or anyone could break through that facade of regal elegance and reduce her to a squealing girl...
That would be quite the sight to see. Probably it was a sight I'd never witness, however, since even I wasn't permitted to watch such private affairs. Any public sexual activity Mom was involved in had to be carefully considered, and she couldn't properly let herself surrender to it. Not when people were watching.
It would be the same with me, I supposed. I still wasn't quite sure how to handle my friends, but whatever compromise I reached with them, it would stay between us. No one outside a few trusted friends and family members would ever be allowed to know the special ways I could be melted into a helpless and quivering mess. That would be too much a liability.
There was a line to be danced on, and I hoped Mom had more to teach me about the steps involved.
"The main thing," Mom said, "is to make sure you can take control when needed. It's not about always having it, necessarily, so much as you and everyone else being well aware that you're in charge as soon as you decide you are."
"Um... yeah, sure, but-"
"Don't worry, we'll practice a bit."
She led me to the kitchen area, which was quite sizable to account for the numbers that sometimes needed to be fed, as well as the nature of some of the meals.
Janus was there, a boy somewhere between me and Mom in age, and who I'd had a mild crush on when I was younger. He was wearing jeans and no shirt, much like Lucas and Damian often did. It was a common enough casual outfit amongst the males. I wasn't sure if it was a laziness thing, or some subtle vying for dominance between them that I didn't really get. Showing off the muscles, maybe. I rather enjoyed the latter consequence, so I'd never really questioned the trend.
Janus looked over at us a bit uncertainly as we approached. Probably he wasn't quite sure what it meant that my mother was approaching with me naked in tow behind her. Or maybe that uncertainty was mine projected onto him, since I was also very unsure.
Mom smoothly pulled her dress up and over without breaking stride. She let it flutter to the floor and advanced on Janus just as nude as I was, but far more confident and queenly in spite of it.
She didn't have to say anything. She merely leaned over the counter, snapped her fingers, and pointed to the floor behind her. Janus was still hesitant, his gaze flicking to me, but he dropped to his knees behind her. She stuck her butt out a bit, and he spread her cheeks and dove in to lick her ass.
"You see?" Mom said.
I sighed. "Yes, kinda. But that's you. You can just do that stuff."
"So could you, if you really wanted to. You still don't see yourself as a queen in making. Just someone who's been told they're going to be queen."
"Well... yeah."
"So be a queen, Serena. Let everyone know who you are."
It was a bit of a confusing point to try and take seriously, given that Mom was standing there casually getting her ass eaten while making it. That was the idea though, wasn't it? That I was going to have to merge dominance and sex into a carefully constructed air of elegance and self-confidence when necessary.
The idea of maintaining a firm sense of control while getting vigourously licked felt impossible to me, despite how easily Mom managed it.
Mom gently pushed Janus away from her asshole, then stepped back a few paces. She gestured at him while looking straight at me.
I took a deep breath. I could do this. Probably.
I kept my outward appearance as calm and unflustered as I possibly could, considering I wasn't either of those things. I marched over to Janus, who was still kneeling right where Mom had left him. His shirtless chest and tousled hair made focusing on his eyes even more difficult for me.
Mom folded her arms and tilted her head as I came to a stop and hesitated. I already felt like I'd disappointed her, and I hadn't even done anything. I decided I'd better at least try, give it my best shot and see what happened.
I crooked my finger at Janus. "You," I said in my best commanding tone, "here."
I kept it short and deliberately didn't look at Janus as I hopped up on the counter. When I looked back at him he had just finally started to move. If Mom had said anything, there wouldn't have even been a pause. Still, at least he wasn't ignoring me.
Janus crawled right up to me, and I spread my legs wide as he settled again. I reached out and pulled his head closer. His gaze still flicked toward Mom for a second before he properly complied. She'd given tacit approval for me to try and be queen-like, and still he looked to her for confirmation? It annoyed me enough that I didn't let it slide.
"Don't look at her," I said sharply.
Janus blinked. "I-"
"You should be looking at me."
To his credit, he maintained a much straighter gaze once chastised. I didn't feel like I'd handled him with all proper dignity and gravitas, but it was something.
"What do you need, a map or something?" I asked.
Janus flushed slightly and leaned in the rest of the way. I bit back a soft moan as his tongue connected with my pussy and he began licking me.
"Not bad," Mom said. "A little self-conscious, but that's only to be expected."
"It's not really fair," I said. "No one's going to listen to me the way they should when you're standing right there."
"That's true. It's not fair. That's what makes it good practice." Mom smirked and beckoned with her hand. "Janus, come."
Janus immediately disengaged and tried to pull away from me. I growled deeply and instinctively. I grabbed him by the hair and pulled him right back.
"Oh I don't think so," I said. "I didn't say you were done."
Again there was hesitation, and I appreciated that the situation wasn't fair for Janus either, but he got back to work eating me out. I held him against my cunt for a moment to make sure, then let him go. He didn't try to escape again.
"That was better," Mom said. She approached and gave me a loving kiss on the cheek, while also patting Janus. "You still need to find your voice, but I think you're starting to get it."
"Yeah, maybe."
"Keep working with Janus for a bit. I'll be back."
Mom glided out of the room, leaving her discarded dress right where it was.
I looked down at Janus who was still dutifully licking my wet little slit. He met my gaze with a questioning raise of his eyebrow.
"Wish I'd figured this stuff out back when I still had a crush on you," I muttered.
"Wha-"
"Still, better late than never."
With Mom gone, I felt somewhat more confident in taking control. Janus's obedience would be much less divided.
I slipped off the counter and gestured for Janus to follow. He bounced to his feet and padded after me as I made my way outside.
It was just as sunny as when I'd arrived, only now I was in more of a frame of mind to appreciate it. There was a girl out in a lounger sunning herself, a little younger than me, I thought, and I couldn't remember her name even though I was sure I'd met her before.
"You should find somewhere else to be," I told the girl.
"Like hell," she said. "I was here first. I-"
I didn't wait for her to finish. I growled even deeper than I had with Janus and stalked toward her. She seemed to belatedly realize that she might have made a tactical error and scampered past me. I took her chair and settled into it. This was all feeling so easy all of a sudden. Things were clicking into place for me.
"Don't be shy," I said. "You were doing such a good job."
Janus crawled between my legs. "This is so weird."
"You better not mean my pussy."
"No. Just... I remember when you were little. Or even just a few years ago."
I frowned. "Yeah, so what?"
"Did you really have a crush on me?"
"Briefly, yes. Don't let it go to your head. I had crushes on lots of the older boys."
Janus gave me a lopsided smile. "Yeah, I know how that goes."
"I bet you do. Now how about using that tongue for something other than talking?"
He still hesitated. "Could you, maybe... do that growly thing again?"
"What? Are you serious?"
He blushed. "You sound just like her when you do it."
Fuck's sake. He wanted me to remind him of Mom. That was kind of messed up.
Or maybe it wasn't. Maybe it just meant I was developing a queen's growl. Maybe it was a good thing.
I let the sound vibrate through my throat, low and menacing, promising bad, bad things if Janus didn't start licking. He seemed happy with it, and obediently pressed his mouth to my waiting cunt.
Well, if that was all it took...
I mused and daydreamed while I basked in the sun and got my pussy licked. I was gaining some small confidence in my own abilities, though I didn't forget that I still hadn't dealt with a real, proper test. Getting some boy to lick me out wasn't exactly a challenge worthy of great heroes. In most cases I could probably just ask and get identical results.
All the same, I luxuriated in the oral attention and sunny spot I'd claimed for myself. They weren't hard-fought prizes, but they weren't freely given either. Baby steps.
I was feeling pretty mellow and relaxed by the time Mom came back. Janus was working on my third orgasm, after taking a break at my insistence.
I was about ready to go home and deal with my pack, but didn't get a chance to tell Mom that.
"How are you doing now?" Mom asked.
"Good," I said as I stretched languidly. "I think-"
"Glad to hear it." She tapped Janus's head. "You can go now."
I was just a bit smug when he glanced at me before moving this time. I let him go without a fight.
"Now, then," Mom said. "I think we need to try something more challenging."
"Oh?"
She nodded and half turned. Athena stood behind her, just outside the doorway.
"Your Aunt Athena has graciously accepted the task."
"What task?" I asked.
"What do you think?"
My eyes widened, and I stared at Athena. She met my gaze levelly and with a certain amused twinkle.
"No," I said. "I can't."
"That's not the right attitude at all," Mom said. "How are you going to learn to achieve total control if you can't even manage it with someone who's perfectly willing to help you out?"
I didn't have the words to explain what I felt. Athena was a second mother to me, practically. I couldn't fathom trying to dominate her any more than my actual mother, even if they represented very different formative personalities in my life.
"But Mom..."
"Unless you have a real objection, I don't want to hear it," Mom said, her brow taking on a warning glower.
I sheepishly stood. I was under such scrutiny that I actually felt the downside of my nudity, something I didn't often mind. Clothes could sometimes be good for a false sense of security. But then, if Mom didn't need to bother with them to maintain her regality, then neither did I. I just needed for my body to figure that out.
I stood up as straight as I could, shoulders back, breasts out. I craned my neck up, endeavouring to look more comfortable in front of Mom and Athena that I actually was.



At least the edge had been taken off of my arousal. Janus had done well there. If I'd tried to assert myself while still horny and flanked by the sensual sight and scent of my mom and aunt together, I would have been a mess of confused sexuality and emotion.
I stepped over to Athena who was still waiting patiently for me. I put a hand on her hip, then slowly slid it to her lower back as I guided her to turn.
"Taking me somewhere?" Athena asked, a hint of teasing in her voice.
I forced myself not to look at Mom. "Your room, I think."
"Ooh, how delightful."
My face warmed, but still I didn't look around like an uncertain girl. I knew I wasn't passing myself off as any kind of queen right now, but the sincere attempt was important all the same.
I pulled my hand back and smacked Athena across the butt. "Now, please."
Athena jumped, then giggled and started walking. She winked at Mom before disappearing inside the house. I still didn't look back. This was not working the way I might have hoped, though still better than expected, honestly.
My eyes locked on Athena's swaying ass as she led the way to her bedroom. She was swinging her hips to deliberately attract my attention, I realized. She was toying with me. She knew me as well as anyone, and possibly better in some ways, given how well she knew my mother. How was I meant to seize control of the situation back when she could seduce me so very easily?
It was probably an important lesson to learn, given my very similar and more prevalent issues with Jess.
Athena breezed into her room, and I partly shut the door behind us. Just enough for a modicum of privacy, if only in my head. She turned and waited with a cheerful glint in her eye. I had to take charge quickly, or I wouldn't be able to at all.
I stalked Athena, making a slow, deliberate circling motion around her. She was still amused, but fell into a half-crouch and followed my movement. She may have been older and more womanly than me, but the play that we learned as puppies never really went away.
When I judged the moment right, I snarled and lunged at her, tackling her straight onto her bed. She giggled and allowed herself to be thrown back, but then growled back and tried to roll on top of me. She nearly succeeded in flipping me, but I had the advantage of being quicker and taking the initiative. She had more experience and slightly out-massed me, but she also wasn't trying very hard.
Athena fought back for show, and it was enough to keep me on my toes for a while. She could easily have pinned me if I'd given her an opening. I stayed firm and focused as we wrestled around, naked bodies rubbing and sliding together as we each searched for openings and opportunities.
Our physical contest had the same side-effect as such things often did; that we became increasingly aroused the longer it went on. It was a natural referee when any of us in the pack got tussling. Sooner or later, one or both participants would be more interested in fucking than in trying to win the scuffle. It was an important safety valve when things escalated too far in otherwise friendly contests, particularly between well-matched opponents.
My breathing got ragged and heavy as I wolf-wrestled Athena into submission. She was in a similar state, and I had the added bonus of being able to see the lust growing in her eyes. It wasn't something I'd ever seen from her, but then I'd never really looked either. I'd always just ceded control to her before, since she was my elder and a close friend of my mother's. Now, for the first time, I really took note of things I'd ignored before.
I finally pinned Athena's arms to the bed and snarled again, lower and deeper this time. She growled back, but more weakly. I nosed at her chin. She resisted a moment, then tilted her head back. I let my teeth go sharp and opened my mouth wide as I seized her throat. I pressed my teeth to her skin just hard enough to make sure she could feel them. Her struggling arms went limp. Only her heaving chest continued to move.
I carefully sat up and felt my teeth return to their fully human shape. Athena didn't try to throw me off. She just looked up at me, naked, sweaty, and ready to obey. Sure she hadn't been fighting for real, but that was kind of the point too. Outside actual challenges to my leadership, I shouldn't ever find myself in a proper, decisive battle.
After a moment to survey my conquered prize, I bent down again and kissed Athena firmly. Her lips, along with the rest of her body, were mine in a way they never had been before. I'd always been happy playing with her on her terms; when she wanted, the way she wanted. Those had been fun and instructive times, but now it was my turn.
I kissed a trail down her neck and chest to her breasts. I nuzzled and fondled her tits, then sucked on them a bit. She laughed in a low, melodic tone, teasing my hair with her fingers while I toyed with her boobies.
I carried on down her body, kissing and licking my way down to her pussy. Her arousal filled my nostrils, and I took a moment just to breathe in the heady and alluring scent.
My tongue flicked out and swiped the length of Athena's slit. She tasted as good as she smelled. I licked her more and more, pushing her legs farther apart so that nothing hampered my ability to get right in there.
Athena moaned and writhed sensuously beneath me. I grabbed a firm hold of her butt to keep her hips still.
After a few minutes, I pushed her legs back and pinned them up against her chest to expose her ass to me. I traversed my tongue smoothly to her butthole and licked it with just as much vigour as her pussy. It didn't have the same addicting taste or smell, but in this case that made it easier for me not to lose sight of my goals.
I licked Athena's ass until it was all slick with my spit, then I looked up at her and released her legs.
"You know those toys you and my mom use sometimes?" I said.
Athena grinned wickedly. "Which one in particular?"
"I'm thinking something cock-shaped and firmly attachable."
Athena rolled out of bed and padded over to a chest at the side of the room. A moment later she came back with a strapon dildo. I admired the way she moved from both directions. She was in full seduction mode now.
Her arousal would have been evident even if I couldn't smell and taste it. It was all over her; in her eyes, the flush of her skin, and the glistening sheen on her thighs from where her pussy couldn't contain itself. I'd never seen her like this. She'd always been above other girls and women in my mind, on a whole different level from them. It only made sense that she could succumb to her desires at times, the same as any of the rest of us.
I supposed I'd have to learn how to hide things like that behind an air of aloofness too. Not deny my wants and needs, but carefully present them only at the right times to the right people. Maybe that was the lesson I truly needed to learn.
It was my intention to attach the harness myself, but as soon as I stood up, Athena dropped to her knees and did it for me. She was playing submissive, but that was all it was; playing. There was still a teasing glint in her eyes and lips that suggested she could be in charge any time she chose.
We'd see about that.
"Better lube up," I told her.
She looked up at me curiously. "Why? I'm wet enough."
"Maybe your pussy is."
Athena's composure flickered for real, just for an instant. She wasn't shaken, but she clearly hadn't expected me to go straight for her ass. I'd licked her there plenty of times in the past, it wasn't new territory by any means, but strapon play and anal penetration in general weren't things that we did together. Not usually. Surprising her wouldn't gain me any kind of large or permanent shift in the dynamic between us, but it was a start.
Her assured, lopsided smile had already returned as she made another trip to her toy chest for some lube, then back again. I sat on the bed and patiently watched as she knelt on all fours, then reached around to drizzle her butthole. She rubbed the lubricating liquid in while occasionally glancing back to check on me.
I lubed my dildo up while Athena gave me a show. I rubbed my strapon the way the boys sometimes stroked themselves, treating it like a real cock.
Two of Athena's fingers disappeared inside her butthole. I poured some more lube around them for her, but otherwise let her do her thing. She was still just playing along, of course, but even playing the submissive put her that much closer to the real thing.
Even without the power games, watching Athena finger herself so wantonly and purely for my benefit was quite an experience. Small surges of lust and desire coursed through me, and I was tempted to dive back in and eat out her ass some more. The puppy in me would have done it. The queen in me sat back and waited for her to get impatient.
She finally pulled her fingers out, leaving her ass sloppy and gaping just for a brief second before it closed up again. "Well?" she asked.
I grinned. That was what I'd been waiting for.
Without comment, I knelt behind Athena and grabbed her butt cheeks with both hands. I spread her ass and pressed my strapon against her tight little hole. I had to use on of my hands to actually sink it in, but after that I was digging my nails into her butt again.
Athena let out something between a moan and a growl as her ass was invaded and stretched. I slowed down, thinking I might be going to fast for her, but she pushed back against me and disabused me of the notion. She had so much more experience than me that it was probably silly to think she didn't know what she was getting into.
My inhibitions faded away as I discovered that Athena could take whatever I gave her. I fucked her ass harder and harder until she was whimpering and curling her toes. Her fingers dug into the bedsheets, mirroring the way mine dug into the soft flesh of her bottom.
Even if I wasn't truly dominating her, it certainly felt like I was. I was getting a nice boost of confidence in my ability to take what I wanted if and when I needed to.
Athena's tongue lolled out of her mouth in between moans and whimpers. Her eyes rolled back, and her nails started leaving permanent tears in the sheets beneath her. She was absolutely loving it, which in turn encouraged me to pound her all the more fiercely.
My breath came even more ragged than hers as I threw my energy into really slamming her ass. I was limited by the dildo, nearly having it pop right out a few times, but I used the toy for all it was worth. I gave Aunt Athena's ass the best workout I could, eventually making her cum. The sounds and smells that came from her upon anally orgasming were intoxicating, and nearly made me stop to play with myself.
When I pulled out of her, her butthole stayed gaping wider and longer before closing again. I pressed my face to it and licked her a bit before she was all tightened up.
Athena stretched lazily, her sensuous body taking the length of the bed for a moment before curling back in on itself. She smiled at me in a mix of sexual satisfaction and pride.
"That was quite lovely, little one," she said. "Thank you."
I grinned back. "You let me win, though."
"Of course I did." She pointed a finger at me. "But then, you were holding back too. You're going to have to leave some scars if you get in a real struggle. You understand that, right?"
"Yeah, I know. I couldn't do that to you. Not for the sake of practicing." I sucked her finger between my lips and closed my teeth around it sharply, but gentle enough not to really hurt. "I'd feel so bad."
"Mmm, so you would." Athena sighed. "It's not really something you can practice. You can't force the feeling of a proper fight. Hopefully you'll never be in one, but if you are, your mother's instincts should serve you well."
"I've never seen her fight."
"No. More's the pity. That could have been very instructive all on its own."
Athena sat up. I took the chance to press my lips to hers, stealing a kiss in a way I never would have dared before. She allowed it, even enjoyed it, I thought. She reached up and caressed my cheek as we parted.
"Have you had enough?" she asked. "I know you didn't cum."
I bit my lip. "Well..."
"Yes?"
"Would you lick me... the way you do my mom?"
Athena's eyes shone with mischievous delight. "I should make you earn something like that. Although-"
I interrupted her by lunging and pinning her firmly to the bed. "Like that?"
She laughed. "You silly thing. I wasn't going to wrestle you again."
"Well you never know. Better to get the surprise attack just in case."
"Yes, very wise." Athena darted her head in and gave me another quick peck on the lips. "You're your mother's daughter alright. Now let me up."
I rolled onto my back, legs spread apart. Athena settled between them, making the sort of eye contact in the process that sent anticipatory shivers up my spine.
"Very few people have experienced this," she said. "You're one of the lucky few."
"All those years you were holding out on me, huh?"
She shrugged. "It's something special, and it takes a lot out of me. You hadn't earned that level of effort from me before. Nor, I think, would you have properly appreciated it."
I tensed up a little more in curious impatience. I couldn't imagine what she could possibly be about to do that would have made Mom go all dreamy-eyed just at the thought of it. The answer was made clear with the very first lick.
My back arched and I hissed in surprised pleasure at the feel of Athena's tongue. It wasn't the one I knew, the one I'd felt so many times before. It was a trick she must have saved just for Mom. And now me.
She was using her wolf tongue, or rather some combination of it and her human tongue, to give her crazy length and flexibility. I unconsciously knew what she was doing as soon as I felt it. Except she shouldn't have been able to. Not with that kind of control.
I could make my teeth sharper for a moment, let them start to grow, then retract them. Ditto for my nails, and probably something similar for other parts of me if I ever had the need. But to hold a partial change with such fine control...
I squealed and squirmed as Athena gave my pussy the most luxurious tongue-bath of all time. She did things that should have been impossible, reached places that should have been out of reach. Every part of my horny little cunt was hers to lick and toy with in a masterful execution of cunnilingus.
She knew all the right place, all the right touches, and how to use her tongue to best effect on each and every one of them. How many nights had she and Mom spent locked in just such an oral embrace, her perfecting her technique and Mom being driven crazy and helpless as a result?
Whatever the case, I was benefiting now. Every time I thought I had a handle on what she could do to me, she switched it up and attacked a little bit differently. It was amazing. On a whole other level from any other licking I'd received in my life.
Athena drove me to a breathtaking orgasm. Her tireless, wolfy tongue kept me all askew and unable to regain my senses. I clutched at her, at the sheets, at the pillow, anything I could hold on to and restore my balance. Nothing helped.
I came again with her face buried in my cunt. And again. And again.
I experienced such constant, crashing waves of pleasure that it became physically painful, like I was being tickled to the point of not being able to breathe, but more so in every way. I pushed weakly at Athena's head, trying to get her away from my electrically tingling pussy, but she only latched on more tightly.
She gripped my thighs firmly and licked me to a final, massive orgasm that nearly made me black out. My vision faded, and only slowly returned as she finally stopped. She laid a final kiss on my pussy, then another on my inner thigh.
It was another few minutes before I could speak again. Athena lay watching me as I recovered, a cat-like smile on her lips.
"So now you know," she said.
"No wonder Mom likes you," I said, my voice croaking slightly.
Athena laughed and crawled up beside me. "It's one of her favourite things about me," she admitted. She kissed me. My own flavour was strong on her lips and tongue, the latter of which had incidentally gone back to normal.
I smiled and nuzzled sleepily at her shoulder. "Thank you," I said. "It was wonderful."
"I'm going to make you earn it for real next time."
"Just as long as there is a next time, I can live with that."
I curled up with my Aunt Athena, no longer worried about dominance or control, or anything at all really other than being close to her. She'd helped me learn some things about myself, and she'd shared something truly special and unique with me. I just wanted to be held in her arms for a while, to feel her heartbeat as I nestled my head against her soft breasts.
I must have dozed off, because I awoke a while later to an empty bed. Athena's scent lingered everywhere in the room, as well as that of my own arousal.
I pushed sex from my head and sniffed the air. I padded naked out of the room, following Athena's trail. She was in my mother's room, the two of them snuggled together in Mom's bed. Janus was curled up at their feet, possibly having been rewarded for being a good boy earlier.
As quietly as if I were stalking my prey, I slipped across the carpeted floor and crawled into bed. Mom and Athena stirred long enough to make room for me between them. Mom nipped at my ear as chastisement for disturbing them, but enfolded me tenderly in her embrace before drifting off again.
It didn't take long for me to return to my slumber as well. The loving comfort of Athena's soft cuddling was enhanced all the more for having Mom beside me as well. Our three naked bodies entwined into a warm pile that the sandman could not resist.
****
I awoke early the next morning, much refreshed after my long rest. I slowly disengaged from Mom and Athena, giving each a soft kiss before gliding away. Janus got a quick hair-ruffle on my way past.
It was still dark outside, the moon hanging in the sky, but about to fall. It was enough.
I shook myself to rid the last dregs of sleep from my body, then began to run. I let the change happen the way I did when showing off. I gave a last great leap from my two legs and came down on four, then I was tearing away for real.
The way home was as clear to me as if it had been lit up with fireworks. I raced toward it, stirring up some of the early-rising forest critters along the way. Many a squirrel and bunny could count themselves lucky I had no interest in them this morning.
It was a long way, long enough for me to be panting by the time I got within earshot. My ears pricked up as I hear sounds and voices. Noises of my pack. I put on a last burst of speed to cover the last bit of distance, then slowed almost to a stop at the edge of the wood.
The sun was coming up by this time, and my transformation back to human was slower and much less impressive than my athletic switch into wolf form. I took a few moments to recover my breath and fight back a wave of nausea, then straightened my shoulders and walked into my back yard.
All three of them were outside. Lucas and Damian were rolling around on the ground, snarling and growling over some petty dispute. Jess sat on the step watching them. She seemed only idly interested in the squabble, and not at all interested in her own modesty, given that her lack of panties under the skirt she wore was abundantly clear to me even from a distance.
It was strange how I picked up on things like Jess's lack of underwear when I probably wouldn't have found it noteworthy if she'd been fully naked like I was. The melding of wolf and human tendencies led to odd quirks like that.



Jess perked up as she caught my smell on the breeze. She turned her head and grinned as she saw me approaching.
"Well, well. Our fearless leader returns."
"So I do," I agreed. "I see you've all been productive in my absence."
"We almost formed a search party," Jess said with a faint shrug. "But then we figured nah, you'd turn up again."
"You weren't wrong."
"Plus it'd be so much effort, what with the sun and all, and we'd-"
"Quit while you're ahead, Jess."
I marched past her and neared the boys. They were too intent on each other to stop their scuffling. Whatever the issue was, it couldn't have been too serious. They weren't trying to injure each other, but it was more than just playing. It was all pretty irrelevant to me in any case.
Lucas was on top as I reached them, so I grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked him to his feet. He let out a surprised yelp and nearly turned it into a snarl, but went docile once he realized it was me.
"My room," I said. "Now."
He opened his mouth, then decided against it and slunk away. I followed a few steps behind him.
"Ooh, sexy punishment?" Jess asked. "Want some help?"
"I want you stay," I said.
"But-"
"Give me some time with Lucas, then bring Damian."
Jess considered, then apparently decided it was a fair compromise. "Ok. But seriously though, is it sexy times? Please say it's sexy times. You haven't-" She stopped, then sniffed me more closely. "Hang on, who's that I smell on you? And what have you-" Her eyes widened. "Ooh, you've already been doing sexy things. Good for you."
"Yeah, yeah."
"No, really. I mean, it would have been nice if you'd come to one of us, but if-"
I growled and stepped toward Jess, forcing her to back down and shut up. "Not now."
"Ok, but-"
The look in my eyes must have made her think better of questioning me.
"See you later then?" she said more meekly.
"Yeah. Later."
Lucas was waiting for me when I finally caught up. He was standing in the middle of my room fidgeting with a rip in his jeans. Possibly one Damian had caused moments ago.
"Why aren't your clothes off?" I asked.
He blinked in confusion. "Um... you didn't tell me anything about my clothes."
"I sent you to my room," I said with more patience than I felt.
"Yeah, but, like, you haven't really been doing much of that kind of stuff lately. I wasn't sure..."
"Then get sure." I waved my hand at him. "Clothes. Off. Now."
A slow smile overtook his lips. "Ok."
His clothes came off quickly, though still not quickly enough for me, given the mood I was in. I tackled Lucas to the bed as soon as he was naked. He was already hardening in anticipation.
I held him pinned down, not that he was fighting me over it, and kissed him fiercely. He wasn't giving me much back, so I let my teeth sharpen and bit his lip just hard enough to draw blood.
"Ow! Hey!"
He tried to throw me, but I stayed on top of him. I kept him down, flat on his back, even while his cock rose to meet my pussy.
"I'm going to ride you until you can't stand up," I told him. I stared into his eyes, daring him to say anything about it.
"You say that like it's a threat." Lucas tried to roll over on me, but again I held him down. "I'm just going to enjoy it, you know."
"That's fine. It's not a threat. I'd like you to enjoy it too." I shrugged with exaggerated dispassion. "I'm just warning you."
"Pff, whatever. You've hardly fucked around with us at all the last little while. You'll wear out way before I will."
I grinned toothily. "Wanna bet?"
He didn't get much of a say in the matter either way. I rocked my hips back and forth, grinding on his increasingly hard shaft. I kissed him again, picking up the faint taste of blood that had already stopped flowing since I hadn't bitten him very hard.
I moved from Lucas's mouth to his shoulder. I pressed my teeth to his skin and bit him firmly enough to leave a mark, but not to draw blood this time. Just leaving a reminder that he was mine. He accepted the temporary brand with good grace, relatively speaking, and only tried to wrestle me off of him once more before I put my hand on his throat and held his head down.
"Stay," I said.
"Then stop biting, dammit."
"Just reminding you of some things."
"Like what? That teeth hurt?"
"Yeah, sure. That was the message alright."
Lucas was more than hard enough by then. I sank my hot cunt onto him, my eyes rolling back as I took him ever deeper inside me. I hadn't been doing this nearly enough lately. I could see that now.
He relaxed once it was clear that sex really was happening, and I was able to let my guard down a little. The boys had always been easier to handle once their dicks were getting some attention. They were very predictable that way.
I rode Lucas while bracing my hands on his chest and mostly using my hips and thighs to move. Every now and then I'd lean in to kiss him, or nuzzle and lick his neck. I gave his sensitive skin a few gentle nips, but no more bites.
He tried to sit up a few times, or pull me down closer, but I rebuffed those attempts. I made him lie there and accept being fucked. He seemed generally fine with that and contented himself with grabbing handfuls of my butt or boobs as the whim took him, or sometimes just running his hands over my legs, tummy, and hips.
I fucked Lucas until he came. I smiled predatorily and let my eyelids half close as he spurted inside me. Such a delicious feeling. I'd missed this.
We didn't stop. Or, more accurately, I didn't. Lucas grimaced as I squeezed my pussy around his post-orgasm erection, but as I kept riding him the mild discomfort faded and he started enjoying it again, just as I knew he would.
I heard the faintest of footsteps out in the hall. My ears tried to perk up and catch the sound better, but of course there were human limitations to work with.
Jess padded in with Damian close behind. They were both naked, and I could smell sex on them. They'd been fooling around while waiting to come in. No real surprise there.
"Ready for us?" Jess asked with a hopeful and teasing smile.
"You know, I think I am," I said. I reached back and grabbed one of my ass cheeks, spreading my butt quite lewdly. I raised an eyebrow.
Jess didn't even hesitate. She got behind me and dove into my butthole with an eager and attentive tongue. She licked and slurped without any sense of shame or decorum. I loved that about her.
I got Damian to lube his cock up, and after I'd deemed Jess to have licked me sufficiently, I got her to lube me up properly too. Her slippery fingers slid as deep inside my ass as she could reach while she giggled and nuzzled my lower back.
Having both the boys inside me at the same time was a hedonistic pleasure I'd done without for far too long. I moaned and hissed as Damian filled me up from behind while Lucas remained firmly entrenched in my pussy. Two cocks, my two favourite boys, and Jess crawling around front to give me kisses and play with my tits. I'd missed this so much.
The boys fell into an easy rhythm as my body adjusted. Damian was able to fuck me harder as my ass opened up to him, while Lucas was limited by his prone position. I rocked my hips, grinding on Lucas more than properly fucking him, while he did his best to thrust from below.
I grabbed Jess by the hair and pulled her in close. I flexed my teeth and pressed them to her neck. She tilted her head back as far as it could possibly go, even as my teeth pressed dangerously into her flesh. After a moment, I released her neck and bit her shoulder instead, leaving a nearly identical mark to the one on Lucas.
When I pulled back, her face was still upturned, eyes partly closed, breathing ragged. She slowly tilted her head back down, eyes aglow with desire.
I saw now what I'd been missing for so long, what I'd needed a nudge to figure out. I could have my needs met without sacrificing any of the love my pack felt for me, nor my position as their eventual queen. I'd been so blind, so naive.
Jess kissed me again, and this time I held her to me until we both gasped for air. She grinned impishly and ducked to lick and suck on my tits while her breathing stabilized.
I remained the center of our fourway fuck-session until the boys each came in me, spilling their cum inside my pussy and asshole. I gave Lucas a bit of a break after that and let Jess sit on his face for a while as his cock recovered. Damian kept fucking my ass.
We switched things up several times. Me and Jess rode Damian and Lucas respectively for a bit, side by side, always leaning over and making out or fingering each other's butthole in the process. Then, taking a short break, I watched as Jess sucked Damian off while Lucas pounded her ass.
It devolved into quite the disorganized orgy. All four of us gave into our base and feral desires to varying degrees, and essentially just did what we wanted. I made sure not to surrender too much to my lust, and every now and then left another set of tooth marks on some exposed skin just in case there was any confusion. There never was.
The boys tired out first, as I'd known they would. Damian and Lucas curled up together quite adorably while I sat at the corner of the bed and watched them just a tad smugly. Jess lay with her head in my lap, questioning eyes staring up at me, wondering if we too could have a nap. Not yet, we couldn't.
"Come," I said gently.
I padded naked and sweaty out of the room, Jess right on my heels. We went to her room instead, so as not to disturb Lucas and Damian.
We fell into bed together in a tangled pile. I ran my fingers through her hair and enjoyed the feel of her against me, and the scent of her sexuality from such a close distance.
"Whoever you went to see, I'm glad you did," Jess murmured. "I was getting worried about you."
"I went home," I told her. "Went to see Mom. Spent some time in bed with Aunt Athena. And played around with Janus a bit too."
Jess smiled. "Ah, good. Athena must have set you straight."
"She did, kinda. Her and Mom." I kissed Jess's forehead. "I was being silly. I thought I couldn't be your queen and your friend at the same time. I thought I couldn't have what I needed." I paused. "I mean, I'm not queen yet or anything..."
"You goof." Jess looked at me with big, adoring eyes, but still with a teasing smile. "You're already our queen, Serena. We know it's not always gonna be the same as when we were little. We're ready to help whenever you need us. But, like, don't stop being our friend, either."
"I don't ever want to stop being your friend. I just didn't know how to reconcile it and trying to be in charge, and especially you always seducing me all the time."
She giggled. "Well if you'd just take us to bed more often, I wouldn't have to." She booped my nose gently, so I took her finger between my teeth and gave it the softest of nips. "I don't care how important you are, I'm always gonna try getting in your pants if you won't take care of that stuff yourself."
"Yes, I think you probably would." I held her hand to my lips and kissed it. "I love you guys, you know."
"Yeah, I do. We love you too."
This time when I ducked my mouth toward her neck, she leaned back without any prompting at all, somehow managing to act even more submissively than before. I barely grazed her throat with my teeth, just enough to feel the blood pumping through her, then kissed her there instead. I trailed my lips down to her chest, rolling her onto her back so I could shift my attention more easily to her tits.
Jess moaned and played with my hair as I sucked and nuzzled her breasts. I left them with a faint sheen of saliva replacing the sweat that had adorned them. I kissed my way further down, over her tummy, all the way to her sweet little cunt.
Her pussy was a mess of her own juices mixed sloppily with Lucas and Damian's cum. With a single lick, I could taste all three of them. I proceeded to do so repeatedly.
Jess spread her legs wide for me as I ate her out. My tongue probed deeper and deeper within her, seeking out the sexy and interesting tastes she had to offer.
I licked Jess to some approximation of clean, then she made another mess as she came and flooded my mouth with more of her pussy juices. I gave her tasty cunt a final kiss, then crawled back up beside her.
I wasn't overly surprised when she immediately switched positions with me. She licked me clean the same as I had just done for her, only she did her best to lick the cum out of my butt too. I smiled at her eager tongue-bath and stretched languidly to settle in for the duration.
"Athena's got this neat trick," I said. "I must see if she'll teach it to you sometime."
"Oh? What kind of trick?"
"You'll have to wait and see if she says yes."
"No fair teasing me like that. Now I'm curious."
"Yes. I'm sure you are."
Jess licked me to a final orgasm in spite of her piqued curiousity. Neither of us had the energy left to do anything beyond cuddle up together afterward.
Lying there naked, sweaty, and satisfied beyond belief with Jess snuggled against me, I knew I was closer to the right answer than ever before. I had to find the right balance, but whatever it was certainly didn't involve shutting her or the boys out of my sex life.
As if summoned by my thoughts, Lucas nosed into the room, followed by Damian right behind him. They hesitated, but I beckoned them forward with a lazy finger.
They found spots on the bed that definitely wasn't made for four, but did allow us to all sleep quite cozily together. I patted each of them on the head, then ruffled Jess's hair as well.
In the warm light of the early sun pouring through the window, the four of us settled in for a post-sex nap. Me and my pack. I was to be their queen someday, but would always be their friend and lover too. I'd never again make the mistake of forgetting it.
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Part One: Thrown to the Wolves
****
Christopher MacKenzie sat uncomfortably next to his mother as she chatted away happily with Miss Carlyle. Apparently they were old friends from when they went to university together, the one where Miss Carlyle still worked.
Chris had no idea why his mother insisted on him going to the same school she'd attended back in the day, but she'd been really quite firm about it. Quite unusually so, actually. She wasn't all that strict or overbearing in general.
He'd more or less tuned the two older women out. Their conversation failed to interest him. It was all, "oh, Molly, I'm so glad your boy will be attending, he's so handsome blah blah blah," and, "thank you, Simone, I remember when we were students here blah blah etc."
Ok, so that was an exaggeration, but still.
Chris didn't know anyone going to this stupid school. Certainly none of his friends, at any rate. And his mom refused to tell him why it was so important. She acted like it was some big secret, but really, it was probably just because she went and wanted it to be a tradition. Some nonsense like that.
A knock on the door startled Chris back to semi-alertness. He held out hope for a brief second that Miss Carlyle had another appointment to get to, but neither she or his mother showed any sign of moving from their seats.
"Come in," called Miss Carlyle.
The door opened, revealing two girls around Chris's age. He guessed they were a little older than him, and they were admittedly quite attractive. He did his best not to stare or otherwise act uncool. He was stuck next to his mom, so there was a limit to how suave he could pass himself off as.
"Hey," said one of the girls cheerfully. "Is this our boy?"
Chris frowned slightly at being referred to as 'our boy.' He'd never met these girls before, after all.
Miss Carlyle nodded. "This is Christopher, and Mrs. MacKenzie, his mother. He is, as you say, 'your boy.'"
Chris struggled to keep his face neutral as introductions were made. He'd been wishing he were anywhere but in the room, but somehow it was worse when everybody was talking about him like he wasn't present.
The girls were introduced as Natalie and Sasha. Chris still had no idea why he was meant to be meeting them, and he really would have preferred not doing so with his mom and her friend present.
"You ready to go?" Natalie asked, nodding toward the door.
Chris was slow in answering. It hadn't been made clear to him that there was anywhere he should be going, let alone with these girls. "Um... I guess? Where to, exactly?"
"Your home for the school year," Sasha supplied helpfully, but with an overtone that suggested it should have been obvious.
"Oh," Chris said. "You're showing me around." That made more sense to him, and he relaxed a little.
"Something like that, sure," Sasha agreed.
"Come on," Natalie urged. She took Chris's arm and tugged at him as he rose and followed too slowly for her liking.
"Have fun, sweetie," his mom called after him. "Try not to get freaked out. Remember, I wouldn't let anything bad happen to you."
Chris flushed. Yet more embarrassment to absorb. "Thanks, Mom," he managed through his clenched jaw.
He relaxed a little as he and the girls put distance between them and Miss Carlyle's office. Natalie and Sasha flanked him and seemed quite upbeat and cheerful, and hadn't even teased him about his mother. It was possible no one else cared and he was the only one even thinking about it.
"So," Natalie said, "shall we go straight to your room? Or do you want to bring your things?"
"Um... my stuff's in the car, and I don't have the keys..." Chris said.
"Straight there it is!"
Their path, however, was more meandering than actually straight. Natalie and Sasha took it in turns to point out various points of interest along their snaking march to... somewhere.
The girls were quite disarming. Their bubbly demeanors and general friendliness made it nearly impossible to remain tense and guarded, despite being in unfamiliar territory with people he didn't know.
It didn't hurt that their butts looked particularly good in their jeans, as Chris discovered on more than one occasion when he was presented an opportunity to check them out. And occasionally Sasha grabbed his arm in a way that inadvertently pressed her breasts against it.
Chris decided he wouldn't mind sharing a dorm with the two of them, assuming that was actually what was happening. It still wasn't clear to him exactly what his living situation was going to be.
"How much farther is it?" Chris asked, after having crossed what felt like the entire campus.
"Not long now," Natalie answered. "We're right on the edge, all tucked away in our little corner."
"Like... far away from everything?"
"Kinda, I s'pose. It's not that bad once you get used to walking. We have our own little parking area, so it's not that bad in that sense."
"Sure. But I don't have a car," Chris said. "And I can't imagine it would make sense to drive to class anyway. I'm mainly worried about, like, morning classes on the opposite end of campus."
"Those suck," Sasha admitted. "But it helps keep you in shape. Walking's good for ya."
"So I've heard," Chris grumbled, still unconvinced.
It really wasn't that much farther. Chris recognized the building before it was formally pointed out to him, based on its somewhat secluded location.
It looked nice enough from the outside. It was a three-story house, and looked approximately like what he imagined a classy frat house would, based purely on movie knowledge.
"This is it," Natalie pronounced with her arms spread. "Futa House."
"Sorry, what?" Chris asked. "Did you say 'Future House?'"
"Something like that," Natalie with a sidelong smirk. "Out of curiousity, how much did your mother tell you?"
"About the school? Or about this place in particular?"
"Either."
Chris shrugged. "Not much. Just that she went here, and for some reason it's really important for me to go too, but I don't know why."
Sasha once again pressed herself close, and the softness of her breasts distracted his line of thinking. "We might have some answers for you very soon," she said in a low, conspiratorial voice. A soft, girly giggle ruined any vibe of wisdom she may have been attempting to convey.
"But no answers right now, I assume?" Chris said wearily.
"My, my," Natalie said. "Someone's feeling put upon, aren't they?" She took his other arm, but didn't get quite as close as her friend. "What say you give us a chance. We've only just met, after all."
Chris nodded. "Yeah, that's fair. I don't mean to be pessimistic or anything."
"Of course you don't," Sasha said with the same bubbly cheer her and Natalie had maintained since their first meeting. "You're just feeling lost and confused. Perfectly understandable. We get that a lot around here."
"We'll get you sorted out," Natalie added. "Never fear."
Contrary to her words, the look in Natalie's eye and the tone of her previous statement made Chris nervous in a whole new way. She'd appeared almost... predatory, if only for a second. Like she wanted something from him, though he had absolutely no idea what it could be.
Chris allowed himself to be guided the rest of the way to 'Future House,' still confused about why it would called that. It didn't appear particularly futuristic.
The interior was as nice as the exterior. The building appeared well-maintained and looked after, so far as Chris was any judge of these things. There was no one else around as they entered, except for a girl up on the second floor who waved at them from an area overlooking the main room before disappearing.
"Most of us will be moving in over the next couple days," Natalie said. "A few of the girls are already here. Tiffany, for example," she added, gesturing toward where the unmet girl had previously stood.
"Not much point trying to round them up for introductions right now," Sasha said. "Plenty of time for that later. Let's find your room, shall we?"
"Uh... sure," Chris said. "Did you say girls, though? Like, there are gonna be other boys living here too, right?"
Natalie sighed. "Alas, no. Not this year. Usually we have a couple of you. You'll be all on your own, though."
Again, Chris felt as though there was something he was missing. Something Natalie and Sasha both knew that he didn't. Something important.
"Does that mean you deliberately have much fewer boys than girls here?" he asked.
"Sure does," Sasha said with a sly smirk. "Does that make you nervous?"
"Well... yeah, kinda. Especially given that there's still some kind of massive conspiracy that I'm not a part of."
"Don't exaggerate," Natalie chided. "It's not massive. Just a regular old baby conspiracy." She flicked her head, tossing her hair nonchalantly over her shoulder. "And besides, if you want to know the secret, me and Sasha'd be happy to show you now."
"Ooh, can we?" Sasha asked with a worrying amount of enthusiasm. Her eyes had lit up like beaming stars.
Chris hesitated, but he desperately needed to know what was being kept from him. Plus, he was pretty sure whatever it was couldn't be as bad as his imagination suggested.
"Ok," he said. "What's the big secret?"
"Not here," Natalie said.
Chris balled up his fists in irritation. "But you just said-"
"Hush, now," Natalie said with a patient smile. "I just meant let's go to your room first. Not out here where anyone could walk in on us. A little privacy is in order."
Chris nodded tersely. "Fine."
His room was, in fact, much nicer than he'd anticipated. There was only one bed, which suggested he wasn't being made to share, and it was almost luxuriously spacious compared to what he understood about university living. It was bigger, in fact, than his room back home.
"Well this is nice," he admitted grudgingly. He sat down on the bed with a heavy bounce, just to test. It must have been a queen size, and felt comfortable enough. "This is really my room? Bed and everything?"
"Sure is," Sasha said. "You need room for visitors, after all."
Chris flushed. "What?"
"She's not wrong," Natalie said as she glided elegantly to a seat next to him, one leg tucked delicately beneath her. "Although that might not have been how I'd introduce the subject."
After closing the door, Sasha once again flanked Chris on the opposite side from her partner in crime. He felt himself heating up even further at their proximity, and the... insinuations? But what exactly were they getting at?
"I don't understand," Chris mumbled.
"I'm sure you have a decent guess at this point," Natalie said softly. "I expect it doesn't contain all the details, but what you're imagining is in the ballpark, at any rate."
What Chris was imagining, what he felt was being implied, was that a house full of girls intended to hop into bed with him, at some point or other. And from Natalie's tone, she knew precisely what he was envisaging.
"That doesn't make any sense," he protested.
"It will soon," Natalie assured him. "At least, I hope it will."
Sasha had been getting fidgety on his other side. "We're a bit different here," she blurted. "We're, like, pretty horny. More than a lot of guys, even."
Chris was pretty sure he was going to run out of blood, if it kept rushing to his face the way it was. He studied the far wall intently, as though perhaps the girls would forget he was sitting amidst them.
"Are you?" he croaked.
"We are," Natalie confirmed. "And since you aren't smiling idiotically yet, I assume you think there's quite a massive catch to this arrangement."
"Is there?"
"Well... yes."
"And am I going to be told what it is?"
"Not just yet. I'm scared you'll bolt. You're all wound up." Natalie placed her hand on Chris's thigh. "Just relax," she breathed, her a voice a barely audible whisper in his ear.
Chris swallowed hard. Part of him wanted to do just what she'd said he might, and fling himself out of the house. However, panicked and nervous as he might be, he was also sandwiched between two beautiful girls who were gently running their hands over him. It was a difficult situation to make himself leave.
"We can be lots of fun," Sasha assured him. "Lots and lots."
"I'm not really questioning that," Chris said.
"Good," Sasha said with a grin. "So you'll play with us?"
Chris glanced back and forth between the two girls. Natalie still watching him with an outwardly calm, appraising sort of look. Sasha was less restrained, and more overtly eager to do... whatever it was she wanted to do.
"You promise this isn't a horrible trick of some kind?" he asked, his last token defense.
"Chris," Natalie said seriously, "your mother sent you here, remember? How much of a trick could it be?"
The reminder made Chris feel a whole new set of odd, conflicting feelings. His mom wouldn't have sent him somewhere a horde of mean girls would strip him naked and take embarrassing pictures to laugh at all year or anything. But on the other hand, had she really sent him off with these girls expecting them to jump into bed with him the first chance they got? That didn't seem right either.
The girls weren't waiting for Chris to figure himself out. Sasha rubbed her hand closer to his cock, then made him gasp as her palm pressed directly against his hardening erection. Natalie, meanwhile, nuzzled at his shoulder and neck, and dragged his hand up to her chest. Her breasts were delightfully soft and squeezable.
That was it. Chris knew he couldn't turn down the opportunity. Even if there was still something he didn't know, some catch to it all, he wouldn't be able to forgive himself if he passed just because he was nervous.
Sasha took greater and greater liberties with Chris's rapidly expanding hardon, cupping and caressing the bulge in the front of his jeans. He didn't stop her when she slipped off the bed to her knees, then scooted in between his legs.
Chris's hand jerked instinctively to protect himself as Sasha undid his belt. He felt suddenly vulnerable and unsure of himself, but he stopped his reaction before it got too far. He had to relax and let go of his desire for control. The girls presumably knew what they were doing, and if he accepted that he wanted what they were offering, he was probably better off letting them do their thing.
Natalie tilted his head further toward her and met his lips with hers. He hadn't been expecting an actual kiss, not from a girl he'd only just met, but it was hardly the most surprising thing that had happened in the past few minutes. Besides, it was nice. Not as urgently pleasurable as Sasha fumbling around with his trapped cock, but very pleasant all the same.
"Stupid pants," Sasha grumbled from down on the floor. She was too excited, and her fingers were taking a hit to their dexterity as a consequence. She did eventually manage to drag Chris's jeans down his thighs, but then got stopped by his sneakers when she tried to pull the legs past his feet.
Natalie cracked up watching Sasha struggle, though she did eventually help her friend out.
Chris was even more nervous, in an anticipatory way, as the two girls teamed up to strip him. He didn't have Natalie's soft lips distracting him any longer, and all his attention was left for the two pairs of hands scrabbling around his cock.
With Natalie's help, Sasha soon had him undressed down to his boxers and shirt. There should have been a pause there, Chris felt. It seemed right to him that they'd slow down a bit, maybe talk a bit more, or... something.
They didn't stop. In fact, Sasha gave him a sudden shove on the chest, causing him to fall back on the bed. In his prone position, less of his body weight rested on his underwear, and the girls yanked off his boxers without giving him any chance to think about it or protest. By the time he sat back up, mere seconds later, the pair of them were already staring intently at his fully hard cock.
"Not bad," Sasha said in an appraising tone. "Not too big."
Chris flushed even warmer than before. "Gee, thanks."
"What? That's a good thing," Sasha said. "It means I can suck it easier."
So saying, Sasha grabbed a pillow off of Chris's new bed, positioned it under her knees, then dove face first onto his cock. Any further embarrassment or annoyance he might have wanted to express was neatly headed off by the feeling of a warm, wet mouth fully engulfing him.
"She's a little tactless at times," Natalie commented as she slipped back into her seat next to Chris. "But she means well. If it helps any, Sasha's never been good at sucking off bigger dicks. And her sense of scale is a bit off too, I imagine."
Sasha extended a middle finger toward Natalie without ever pausing her assault on Chris's shaft.
"The boys you usually have here tend to be big, do they?" Chris asked.
"Not particularly, no," Natalie said with an amused glint in her eye. "Not that it matters as much you might think."
Chris didn't feel like pursuing that line of inquiry any further. He was far more interested in the blowjob he was receiving. It felt good. Really, really good. Sasha was enthusiastic, and clearly had some experience in spite of Natalie's teasing lack of respect for her talents.
Natalie went back to nuzzling and kissing Chris. She brushed her lips over his neck, cheek, and sometimes his mouth. She also replaced his hand on her chest, encouraging some more boob fondling.
The whole experience was a lot more chill and relaxed than Chris had first expected, once he got settled in. He liked not having to think, and being able to just let the girls do lovely, sensual things to him while casually touching them in return.
He discovered he was able to reach down past Sasha's bobbing head and slip his hand down her shirt. However as soon as he got a handful of her tit, she pulled away. He was all set to apologize for doing something wrong, but she simply discarded her top, revealing her lack of bra underneath, and got right back to sucking.
These two were fucking crazy.
Chris alternated feeling up Natalie or Sasha as the whim took him. He leaned more toward Sasha purely because she was now topless, which gave him better access.
"Having fun?" Natalie asked.
Chris was too dazed and captivated to comment on the unnecessary question. Instead, he just nodded. "Yeah. I am."
"Good. Let's see how you like this, then."
Chris arched an eyebrow as Natalie hopped off the bed. She took a step away, then undid her jeans and wiggled her hips a bit to work them down her thighs.
He wasn't sure what she was up to. She couldn't be after sex, right? Not so quickly. And yet... she might well be. Probably it was just so he could, like, finger her or something. Or maybe she wanted him to eat her out. That seemed more reasonable.
Not that it mattered, in some ways. Chris was pretty sure he was just going to go along with whatever she wanted. It was working out pretty damn well for him so far.
Chris got a decent profile view of Natalie's butt with her panties pulled taught as she bent over and stepped out of her pants. His eyes flicked to her feet, then up her long, smooth legs. His gaze traveled up her calves as she straightened back up, past her thighs to her panties and the bulge...
Wait, what?
Yeah. He'd seen right. No amount of blinking was changing the view. There was an actual tent in her underwear.
"Weren't expecting that, were you?" Natalie said softly. Her voice held an overtone of teasing to match her words, but also a hint of uncertainty. She slid her panties down and kicked them off. "Here's where we see if you freak out or not."



Natalie sported a partly erect cock right about where Chris would have expected her vagina to be. It seemed to point right at him, and twitched and bounced ever so slightly with every movement she made. It was smooth and hairless, and decidedly feminine, as far as a penis could ever be called such. Chris was hypnotized, in a 'deer in the headlights' kind of way.
"The hell?" he mumbled.
"Well you haven't bolted," Natalie said. "That's a good sign. Of course, I imagine it would be hard to move when Sasha's working you like that. Rather unfair of us to spring the trap when you're getting a blowjob, I know."
She padded the few steps back to Chris, her swaying erection appearing to grow all the larger with proximity. Chris wrenched his eyes away and up to her face. She was smiling crookedly, but also warily. She wasn't sure how he was going to react. That was fair enough. He wasn't sure either.
He wished Sasha wasn't doing such nice things to his cock. Natalie was right; it was very hard to make himself move under the circumstances.
"So you're..." Chris said, quickly running out of words.
"I have a dick," Natalie confirmed. "And balls."
"And Sasha..."
"Yep."
Chris swallowed. "You're not gonna tell me that... like..."
"All the girls living here, yes. This place is called Futa House for a reason."
"Ah. Not a weird pronunciation of Future House after all."
Chris almost laughed. He felt an insane, manic urge to curl up and giggle until it all made sense.
"No," Natalie agreed. "Not a weird pronunciation."
Chris nodded. "Sasha? Could you please stop for a minute."
Sasha ignored him. Her tongue ran along the underside of his shaft and her lips wrapped comfortably around it just as consistently as if nothing was amiss. From her perspective, perhaps nothing was.
"If this is really a deal-breaker, you can say so, and you can go," Natalie said quietly. She sat back down beside Chris. "Some guys are like that. Even the ones we get sent. We get a fair number of runners. But you're more clever than that, right?"
"What's clever got to do with it?" Chris asked, his voice slightly choked as Sasha made his toes curl for a second with a particularly involved flick of her head, before backing off again.
"You must see the potential," Natalie said. She took his unresisting hand and set it on her throbbing cock. "Sure, you might be thinking this is unnatural, or that staying here's gonna turn you gay, or some stupid shit like that. But I think you can see that this is still a very good opportunity for you."
"Is it?"
"Do you not think so?"
Natalie wrapped his fingers around her warm, thick shaft. She was noticeably bigger than he was, though that wasn't really the main thing on his mind.
"I don't know," Chris said. "I really don't know. This... like... I don't know."
"Let me put it this way. If you thought we all had pussies, but you never got to see them all year, you'd still think this was a great place to live, wouldn't you? Bearing in mind you're getting a stellar blowjob almost immediately without even having to ask."
Sasha looked up and made eye contact with Chris. She winked just before pushing forward and taking his length all the way to the base and holding there for a moment.
Chris groaned softly. "Maybe."
"There's no maybe about it. You know you would."
"Ok. So maybe that's true. So what?"
"So don't be an idiot. That's all."
Natalie was moving his hand up and down, masturbating herself vicariously. He was still pretty weirded out, but he had to admit it didn't feel bad or anything. In fact, it even felt... nice? Well... ok, at least.
After a moment she released his hand and Chris just kind of kept stroking her. He was pretty used to jerking himself off, and the motion was practically identical. Natalie was a little softer and thicker than he was used to, but his fingers still knew what to do.
She leaned back and let her eyes fall halfway closed. She peered at him from beneath her heavy lids, smiling faintly in encouragement and enjoyment.
Maybe it was just because he was horny, but Chris's worry and conflict were already fading into dull background emotions. He knew he'd still have to deal with them, but for right now it was ok.
He kept jerking Natalie off while also daring to run his free hand through Sasha's hair. He'd become rather distracted, but when he put his focus back on the heavenly mouth sliding around on his cock, he felt the stirrings of an orgasm waiting to be released.
Natalie was right, in a way. It would idiotic to pass on this chance based solely on his knee-jerk reaction. If he decided he really didn't want to be here after careful, logical thought, that was one thing. Giving in to irrational fear and emotion was quite another.
"You can let him cum now," Natalie said.
Chris turned to her in confusion, but soon found out what she meant. Sasha, it turned out, had been deliberately toying with him, keeping him not quite at the point of accidental explosion. Keeping him docile, no doubt. When she wanted to make him cum, she did.
Chris moaned aloud as sudden burst of enthusiasm and skill surged into Sasha's mouth and hands. She pumped him vigourously, then growled in satisfaction as his cum shot into her mouth shortly after.
Sasha sat back on her heels with a self-satisfied grin. A few strands of mixed spit and cum stretched between her lips and Chris's cock, lasting only a brief second before falling away.
Now that he knew what to look for, Chris noted signs of her arousal as well. A hard mass in the front of her jeans where he wouldn't have expected any. He imagined her trapped erection was probably just as uncomfortable for her as it was for him when such things happened.
"Good, right?" Natalie said.
Chris nodded. "Yeah. Really good."
Sasha beamed even harder.
"Do you want to try now?" Natalie asked.
"Try what?" Even as he asked the question, Chris realized what she meant. "Wait, you want me to..."
"Yes. Of course I do. You must know I'm pretty horny now, don't you?"
Chris looked down to where his fingers were wrapped tightly around Natalie's cock. He's stopped stroking her at some point and was just gripping her. She pulsed gently in his hand. Her need was, indeed, fairly obvious when he gave it some consideration.
"I can't," he said.
"Why ever not?" Natalie countered.
"Because... because... I don't do that."
"You mean you haven't done that. You can't know that you don't if you've never been given a chance."
Chris shook his head and tried to sort out his instinctive refusal. He felt like he needed to make a coherent argument, but had no idea where to start. His reasoning was obvious, but only in the sort of way that turned out to be inexplicable when pressed.
"I'm a boy," he said.
Sasha giggled. "We know that, silly. A cute boy with lots of potential. That's why we're interested."
Natalie nodded. "What she said."
"What I mean," Chris said desperately, "is that I don't do... that. I'm not that sort of boy."
"Do you mean, perhaps, that you aren't gay?" Natalie suggested lightly. "And that therefore you oughtn't to suck cock? Despite the one having very little to do with the other in this case?"
Chris felt like his argument didn't really make sense when put that way. Still, he struggled on. "Yes?" he said with a slightly quavering voice.
"I see." Natalie appeared to give his problem due consideration. "Is that really how you feel, or is it how you think you should feel?"
Chris bit his lip. "I'm... not sure."
"You should try it," Sasha said. "It's not as nice as getting sucked off, obviously, but it's still pretty fun."
"She's not wrong," Natalie said.
Once more, Chris stared at the cock he still hadn't managed to let go of. He could try it, he decided. If he really had to. At least then he'd know for sure.
Besides, he'd already established that it didn't feel bad to play with a penis other than his own. Weird, sure, but not unpleasant by any means. Natalie's cock felt basically like his, except without all the lovely, pleasurable feelings masturbation provided. If he was fine with jerking her off, using his mouth couldn't really be that much worse.
"If I try it," Chris said slowly, "do you promise not to tell anyone?"
Natalie and Sasha exchanged a glance. "Do you mean not tell anyone else at all?" Natalie asked. "Or anyone outside the house? And do you mean about this instance in particular, or-"
Chris flushed. "I mean, like, if I hate it. If I don't want to do it anymore-"
"Oh, right." Natalie waved away his embarrassed diatribe. "I assure you, Christopher MacKenzie, I give you my solemn oath that if you choose to leave this house, neither Sasha or I will reveal anything to anyone, save only that you have chosen not to remain. We don't go around spreading gossip in revenge for being slighted, if that's what you're worried about."
Sasha actually looked a little hurt. "We take good care of our boys. Even if you don't want to stay with us."
"Or," Natalie continued, "if you're worried about being made fun of, bear in mind you aren't the first newbie to this house. Not by a long shot. We're here to teach and guide as much as we're here to satisfy our urges. Well, nearly as much, anyway."
Sasha nodded. "Me and Nat especially, but the other girls too. At least the ones who aren't as new to sex as you are."
Chris looked down. "Who said I'm new?" he mumbled.
"I meant new to, like, this stuff," Sasha said, waving her hand in a rough circle. "With the cocks and whatever."
Natalie put a reassuring hand on Chris's thigh. "Whatever experience level you're at," she said gently, "it's not really important. Not to us."
Chris bit his lip. He wasn't sure how his fears had gone from perfectly reasonable 'not wanting to suck dick,' to something more in relation to his relative lack of experience compared to Natalie and Sasha. He was pretty sure that wasn't what he'd been worried about. Not at first. And yet...
"Well, I definitely haven't sucked cock before," Chris said.
"That's ok," Sasha said cheerfully. "I'll help if you need me to. It's mostly pretty straight forward anyway."
She offered him her pillow for kneeling on. He wasn't quite sure how his statement equated to agreement, but he found himself going along with her. He'd been swayed, he realized, though his conscious mind had been a little slower to realize it than the rest of him.
Chris knelt down beside the bed, getting comfortable on the cushion Sasha had relinquished to him.
The girls took the opportunity to adjust themselves as well. Natalie faced straight at him and spread her legs to allow him access. Sasha hummed to herself while stripping out of her jeans, then knelt next to Chris in just her panties.
It was still weird seeing such a bulge in female underwear, but Chris didn't begrudge Sasha releasing her erection from her tight jeans, even if she did 'accidentally' brush it against him a bit as she settled.
Natalie's cock looked all the more intimidating when it was right in front of his face. He was pretty sure he couldn't take all of it. But then, he didn't have to. He could just try it, see how he felt, and maybe that would be the end of it for him.
"It looks big, doesn't it?" Sasha said from next to Chris's shoulder.
"Kinda, yeah," Chris said.
"Don't worry about that. Even I can't take her all the way."
Natalie's eyes twinkled. "That's because-"
"Oh shut up," Sasha said. "No teasing me about my oral skills right now. I'm trying to help. You'll only make Chris nervous."
Chris, in fact, didn't need any help being made nervous. He could handle that part on his own.
"Just start out with your hands," Sasha coaxed. "Maybe lick her a little. Or kiss her. Easy stuff. It all feels pretty good, whatever you do."
Chris nodded. He understood the logic of what she was saying, and it was a lot less daunting to try some things that didn't involve cramming his mouth full of girlcock straight away.
Having already stroked Natalie, Chris opted to do some more of that. There was room on her shaft for both his hands, so he experimented with one and two-handed grips. He slid his loosely wrapped fingers along her cock, then nearly jerked away when she cooed in pleasure.
Chris laughed nervously and kept playing with Natalie's penis. It was actually kind of neat to get such a different angle and perspective, the sort that was unavailable when playing with himself.
Sasha leaned into him. Her naked breasts pressed against his arm and shoulder blade. "Don't forget your mouth," she whispered. "It's integral to a blowjob."
"I know that," Chris muttered back. "I'm not ready, is all."
"Sure you are. Give her a li'l lick."
Just to get Sasha off his back, so to speak, Chris leaned forward and stuck his tongue out. He swiped it across the head of Natalie's cock, provoking a small twitch and moan from her.
There was a faint taste, a little salt, a little something else. Chris tried another lick, then another. He liked the way she pulsed in his hand with every flick of his tongue, and the hint of sexual flavour was kind of nice too.
Sasha got even closer as she watched over his shoulder. It was a bit uncomfortable having her so near and observant when he was only just figuring things out, but he enjoyed having her pressed up against him too much to say anything about it.
Chris licked and stroked, and gradually got comfortable enough with what he was doing that he didn't worry about it anymore. Once he stopped dwelling on the sexual and social connotations, nothing about the physical act itself bothered him.
He started sucking on the tip of Natalie's cock without really thinking about it. It just seemed like the natural next step. He wasn't nearly ready to try taking her full length in his mouth, but just the head by itself was a nice size to play with.
"That's it," Sasha said approvingly. "Not so scary anymore, is it?"
Chris shook his head slightly without releasing Natalie's penis.
"That feels good," Natalie said from above. "But you could try using your hands more if you aren't ready to go deeper yet."
There was a note in her voice that suggested it was more than an idle suggestion. That perhaps she was getting a tad impatient. Not enough to hurry him, but enough to make her antsy.
Chris understood. He knew that sometimes, as fun as just playing could be, one needed more than that. Sometimes it was about getting off more so than having fun along the way. Horniness could be a fickle and demanding mistress.
He stroked his hand up and down Natalie's shaft while keeping his mouth affixed to the top area. He bobbed his head a little, just to test how easily he might take her if it came to that.
"A bit harder," Sasha whispered. "She's getting pretty worked up."
Chris flicked his eyes up at Natalie, craning his neck a bit to get a good look at her without leaving her cock. She did, indeed, have a slightly glazed look to her eyes, and her mouth hung halfway open in a soft, lustful pant.
A bizarre surge of pride filled him at the recognition that he was doing an acceptable-perhaps even good-job. It encouraged him all the more.
Chris took more of Natalie's shaft in his mouth, no longer pausing to consider, just doing what felt right in the moment. He bobbed his head a little over the end while still jerking off the base.
Her soft moans drove him on, and he was soon taking all that he comfortably could in his mouth, which still wasn't quite half her length.
Sasha squealed excitedly at Chris's loss of reluctance. She nipped playfully at his ear, and her breasts squished against his shoulder even more firmly.
Natalie, too, was getting noisier and wiggling around more. She kept reaching for Chris, then hesitating and pulling back again, like she didn't want to scare him off.
"Yesss," Natalie hissed.
She reached for Chris one more time, and this time grabbed his head and pulled him deeper onto her shaft. Her cock didn't quite go down his throat, but just made him gag at the attempt. The torrent of cum that followed turned his gagging into choking.
Chris coughed and spluttered, swallowing some of the cum, spitting the rest out to drool down his chin and over his shirt. He finally managed to wrest his head free as Natalie finished up, and the last of her orgasm ran directly onto his already soggy front.
"Easy there," Sasha said, unable to contain her laughter. "That's a virgin throat you just tried to impale."
Natalie appeared suitably abashed, but also satisfied and not quite as repentant as Chris might have liked. "Sorry," she said. "I lost control a little toward the end." She grabbed a corner of a sheet from the bed and wiped his face for him. "You're just so cute, and made me feel so good."
"Um... thanks?" Chris said. His face felt warm, and there was some more of that bizarre pride bouncing around internally.
He'd just officially sucked cock. He'd swallowed some cum and everything. He was pretty sure he should feel disgusted with himself, or with the girls, or with something. But Natalie's beaming face looking down at him, so utterly contented and pleased with him, made it hard to feel anything nearly so negative.
"See? Fun, right?" Sasha said.
"I don't know if I'd go that far," Chris said faintly.
"But you'd do it again, though, yeah?"
Chris hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah."
Sasha ruffled his hair with more familiarity than warranted. "That's a good boy. Now how about doing me next? That was way too hot watching you suck Nat off."
She pulled off her panties and stood beside Chris, offering him a cock that was no less intimidating than Natalie's. Precum leaked from the tip, and in general she appeared even needier than her friend.
"Give the boy a chance to catch his breath," Natalie said languidly as she stretched out cat-like across the bed.
"Easy for you to say," Sasha pouted. "You already got to cum."
"That's true."
Sasha turned back to Chris. Her eyes looked very big all of a sudden, and she made a sufficiently pitiful expression to distract from her cock stuck in his face. "Please?"
She wiggled back and forth a little, just enough to make her cock sway with a hypnotizing rhythm. Chris flicked his gaze between her face and her dick and felt himself caving. Penis or not, there was a sexy, naked girl asking him for a sexual favour. Pleading, in fact.
"Ok," he said.
Sasha's broad smile made it all preemptively worth it. "Awesome!"
She pressed against Chris's lips, and he opened up for her. Unlike Natalie, she didn't wait for him, but thrust gently into his warm little mouth.
"Mmm, yesss," Sasha moaned happily. "That's the stuff."
Chris gagged as her cock thrust against the back of his mouth. He tried to put his hands on her hips and hold her back, but she wasn't even paying attention. Now that she was in, she was making herself at home.
Sasha grabbed Chris's head with both hands and used the leverage to force her way even deeper inside, despite his best efforts to prevent the added intrusion.
A rising panic took hold of Chris as his throat was forced open. He fought harder to push Sasha away, but she had a much better position, and was stronger than she looked. She would not be denied.
In fact, she still didn't even seem to acknowledge that Chris was having any troubles. Her face was a mask of joyous lust, and she was only getting wilder with every new and deeper thrust.
"Whoa, ease up there, Sasha." Natalie said. "You're gonna choke the poor thing."
Chris flicked his eyes to the side, hoping to see Natalie coming to his rescue, but she was just lying there, relaxed, watching the show. She was, in fact, idly playing with herself. Her cock had already rehardened after cumming all over him.
Sasha wasn't slowing down. She didn't seem to be aware of anything other than the mouth wrapped around her throbbing shaft. With a final hard shove, she had herself fully buried down Chris's throat. She held him there a moment, forehead pressed against her tummy, lungs clawing for air through a totally blocked windpipe.



"Let him breathe," Natalie reminded Sasha. "I'll be very annoyed if you make him pass out when he's only just warming up to us."
"Oops, right."
Sasha pulled back enough to let Chris gasp some shallow, ragged breaths around her shaft. She didn't pull all the way out, though, and soon began rhythmically thrusting in and out of his throat, with barely enough space in between for him to cycle some air.
"It's just been so long since I had a proper boytoy to play with," Sasha said. "I haven't had any all summer, practically."
"You poor thing," Natalie said with a distinct lack of sympathy. "You know that wouldn't be a problem if you'd stop scaring potential boyfriends off."
"Pff, whatever. Like that's my fault."
Chris wasn't able to chime in, what with his mouth being so full, but he was pretty sure he understood why Sasha might have trouble with boys. Certainly if she'd tried pounding their throats the way she was currently using his, there might be some reluctance on their parts.
Although, to be fair, it wasn't that bad once he got used to it. He had his breathing more or less figured out, though he still felt kind of light headed and would have preferred a gentler approach like Natalie had taken. Plus he was pretty sure his throat was going to be sore afterward.
On the other hand, Chris wasn't used to girls being nearly so enthusiastic about doing sexy stuff with him. Getting throat-fucked wouldn't have been his first choice of activity, but there was still something oddly gratifying about inspiring such lust in a girl who was clearly much more experienced than he was.
Perhaps more importantly, Sasha and Natalie were hot. Their cocks had thrown him at first, but even so, he was definitely aroused. Even after getting a blowjob, and subsequently having to give a couple, he was still pretty turned on.
Sasha fucked Chris's face a little harder, then growled and held him against her tummy again. He felt her cock pulse, and his throat fill with a warm, thick liquid. He only got a taste of her cum as she started to pull out toward the end of her orgasm. The last of it dribbled onto his tongue, then down the front of his shirt to join Natalie's previous mess.
Chris fell backward and gasped big lungfuls of air.
"You shouldn't be so rough," Natalie said calmly. "You'll scare him off. He hasn't agreed to stay yet."
"You were rough too," Sasha said. Her petulance was tempered with the satisfaction of a lovely orgasm. "Wasn't just me."
"You were rougher than me and you know it," Natalie said, still without any real vehemence behind her words. She slid off the bed and knelt down beside Chris. "How are you feeling?"
Chris shrugged. His breathing was slowing somewhat. "Ok, I think."
"Sasha wasn't too hard on you, was she?"
"Whatever," Sasha scoffed. "He's hard again. He can't be that bothered."
Chris flushed, but Sasha was basically right. "It was a little much," he said. "But... I think I'm fine."
Natalie smiled gently and smoothed back some of his ruffled hair. "You're not going to run off, then?"
Chris gazed at Natalie's erection, which wasn't all that far from his face the way they were positioned, then back up to her questioning face. "I think maybe I'll stay."
"Ha! I knew he would," Sasha said. She knelt down opposite Natalie. Her cock, too, was rehardening remarkably quickly, considering how much work it had been getting it off once already. "You know a good thing when you see it, don't ya, Chris?"
"That or I'm easily manipulated," Chris said. "I'm not entirely sure which yet."
The girls helped him up and got him sat back to the bed. It remained mildly disconcerting that all three of them had erections as they sat together, but Chris was becoming increasingly comfortable with the situation.
"We kinda made a mess already, huh?" Chris said. "Does that usually happen?"
"Sure does," Natalie said. "I wouldn't worry about it too much. Your room in particular is gonna get cleaned every day once we get rolling. Or more often, as necessary. Bedding and floors and everything. We'll get the new girls on it once they arrive."
"Can't have you sleeping in puddles of cum every night," Sasha added. "That wouldn't be very nice of us."
"Ah." Chris scratched the back of his head. "Does that mean... you expect puddles of cum in here?"
"Maybe not literally," Natalie said. "But... there are going to be a lot more girls like us living here. With, you know, active sex drives."
Chris nodded slowly. "And I'm meant to be..."
"Our boytoy," Sasha supplied helpfully. "You're gonna be doing a lot more of what you just did. Among other things."
"We really are meant to have more than one of you," Natalie said apologetically. "We'll try and get the girls to go easy, maybe play amongst themselves when they're willing, but yeah. It's gonna be a lot of work for you."
"I see," Chris said. "Is there any reason why, let's say, you couldn't all 'play amongst yourselves' without any boys here at all?"
Sasha frowned. "Well that would be silly."
"Why, exactly?"
"A variety of reasons," Natalie said. "First off, we all have our own preferences. Same as anyone, really. Me and Sasha, for instance, will mess around sometimes if we're in the right mood-"
"Or if we're horny enough," Sasha said.
"Right. That too," Natalie said. "But we both much prefer boys. We're traditionalists like that. The majority of the girls here tend to run the same way." She cleared her throat. "Secondly, how well do you think it works when two dozen girls want their dicks played with, and there's no one to take any of that cock?"
Chris considered. "Not well?"
"Exactly." Natalie shrugged. "That's an exaggeration, of course, because generally we try to help each other when necessary. But I can assure you, it's been tried before. All futas living here. It was a disaster, as I hear tell."
"Buncha cranky, horny girls," Sasha said. "All fighting and getting bitchy and shit. Nah, dude, we need boytoys. Keeps everything running smooth." A sly grin spread over her lips. "Speaking of which..."
Sasha moved Chris's hand to her cock. The ice had been broken sufficiently that he rolled his eyes, but tightened his fingers around her and slowly jerked her off.
"You could all just learn to masturbate like normal people," Chris said. "I know it's probably not as fun, but it gets the rest of us by."
"Oh, we do that too," Natalie assured him as she claimed his other hand. "If we really have to, we can get by with nothing but our own hands for a while. We'd prefer not to, though."
"And going too long like that leads to the same cranky, bitchy girls I mentioned before," Sasha said. "It's just nothing like the sweet release of dumping a load down a silky boy-throat."
"You're fucking with me, right?" Chris said. "It can't be that different."
"Fucking with you, you say?" Sasha said, eyes agleam. "We-"
"To answer your question," Natalie said in a louder, interrupting tone, "It is different. You must understand that on some level. It's just... you know how boys tend to have a more uncontrollable sex drive than girls?"
"I guess so," Chris said. "That's the stereotype anyway."
Natalie nodded. "Well imagine that we're that much worse again than boys."
"Oh." Chris considered the analogy. "That kinda makes sense, actually."
"Glad you think so," Sasha said as she leaned in. "Because-"
Chris startled as the door opened. He'd forgotten that they weren't truly alone in the house. The girls turned as well, but much more calmly.
It was the girl Chris had seen earlier, but hadn't actually been properly introduced to. Tiffany, he thought.
"Hey, guys," Tiffany said, apparently not at all surprised to find them disheveled, half-or-fully naked, and engaged in a light threeway. "There's a lady here looking for-"
Chris squeaked and yanked his hands away from Natalie and Sasha's laps as his mother appeared behind Tiffany.
"Thank you, dear, but I can handle it from here," Molly said. She smiled wryly at the scene in the room. "I'm glad you're all getting along, but might I have a private moment with my son?"
The girls stood and gathered up whatever bits of their clothing happened to be near at hand.
"Sure thing, Mrs. M," Natalie said. "Sorry, we kinda got right to it."
"That's quite all right," Molly assured her. "I expected as much."
Chris, for his part, was panicking, and hastily dragging the blanket over his legs in an attempt to cover himself. His mom had just walked in. Just walked in! What the hell?!
All the other shit he had to process-he'd been doing remarkably well, he thought-and now he had to deal with his mother having seen him jerking off Natalie and Sasha. Not to mention the fact that his erection had been prominently displayed for her as she entered.
The girls cleared out without bothering to dress first. Despite everything, Chris couldn't help checking out their asses as they swayed out of the room. They had amazing butts, even if brief flashes of cock confused the effect somewhat.
Molly sighed, her eyes following the same view as her son's. "My ass used to look like that," she said wistfully.
Chris tactfully pretended he hadn't heard.
"So," Molly said, closing the door, "you're settling in already, I see."
"Mom, can we... can you just..."
"Hush, Christopher. It's alright. Don't start hyperventilating."
She stepped closer, which did nothing to help Chris calm down. He pulled his blanket more tightly over his lap, making sure it was still bundled to hide his erection.
"I didn't mean to," Chris whined.
Molly arched an eyebrow. "Do you think I didn't know what was going to happen?"
"... did you?"
"Of course. I told you I went here when I was your age, didn't I?"
"Yeah, but... not, like, to this house in particular, right?" Chris was not comforted by the looked on his mother's face. "Right?" he repeated desperately.
Molly sat down gently next to her son. "They really made a mess already, didn't they?" she said, tracing a finger up Chris's chest, and the drying cum thereon. "I honestly didn't think you'd jump in quite so eagerly."
Chris was pretty sure life didn't get any more embarrassing. He turned his head and squeezed his eyes tight for a moment. His mother, naturally, couldn't let that go and swung his chin back toward her.
"Mom," he pleaded, "please tell me you didn't live here."
"I did, baby," she said in a quiet, apologetic voice. "I knew what I was sending you into."
"But... why?"
"Well, partly because I know what these girls go through, and I know they need some good boys to look after them." Molly shrugged. "And partly, too, I thought it would be good for you. I know you haven't had much luck with... romance. And such."
"Mom!"
"Sorry. But it's true, isn't it?"
Chris grimaced. "You're right. But still."
"This is going to help. I know it is." Molly's lips quirked into a crooked smile. "You're off to a good start."
Chris managed a weak smile in return. "You expected me to just be ok with this, huh?"
"I hoped so. There was certainly a chance you'd want nothing to do with these girls, but... they can be quite persuasive, when they want to be. And they'll look after you now that I can't. That's important to me too."
"I'm not sure that's exactly what they'll be doing, Mom."
"Not the main thing, no. But they'd never let anything happen to their boytoy. Nothing serious, anyway. Nothing more severe than some aching muscles the next day."
Chris actually chuckled, albeit only faintly. Then his expression dimmed again. "I still don't understand, though. They told me only girls with... not girls, exactly... futas... only them and a few boys stay here. So how did you..."
Molly cocked her head. "Haven't you figured that out yet?"
"I mean, I didn't really want to, but... kinda? Except it doesn't make any sense because you're my Mo- oh, wait. Oh no. Please don't tell me-"
"Biologically your father, yes," she said. "But still your mom in every way that matters, if that helps any."
Chris sighed heavily. "I really don't know if anything helps right now. I've been about as confused and embarrassed this afternoon as I can take."
"I'll try not to add to that any further, then," Molly said as she stood up again. "Perhaps I'll ask those nice girls to go easy on you this evening. In the meantime, perhaps we should gather your things and get you squared away. Something nice and simple."
"Uh, sure," Chris said. "But, uh, do you think you could grab me a change of clothes first?"
Molly's smile was right on the edge of bursting into laughter. "Sure, baby. You sit tight for a moment. I'll be right back."
****
Chris got very little time to himself the rest of the day. He and his mom moved his stuff into his room, with some help from Natalie and Sasha once his mother commandeered them for the purpose. He wasn't sure exactly what the hierarchy was meant to be, what with her not being a current resident, but the girls seemed to listen to her.
He was conflicted about seeing his mom off afterward. All awkwardness aside, he was going to miss her. She was the only close family he'd ever known, and he'd never been away from her for anywhere near a whole school term at a time. On the other hand, given the way Natalie, Sasha, and the other girls kept eyeing him, he was just as happy not having his mom around for too long.
The hug goodbye was just the slightest bit weird for Chris. He couldn't help wondering about his mom's penis. Not that he meant to, but as he was pressed up against her, their arms wrapped around each other, his mind just went there all on its own. She had one, apparently. All these years and he'd never suspected.
He had some time to process after her departure. The girls let him be, more or less, except for moving through his room like professional maids and turning it back into a neat and tidy place to hang out for a while.
Chris met two other residents of Futa House at supper. Aside from Natalie and Sasha, and Tiffany who he'd sort of met, the other two senior girls were Beth and Layla. He had trouble keeping their names straight, because they looked far too similar to each other. It would have been nice if they hadn't been introduced at the same time, he felt. That might have helped.
It wasn't long after eating that Chris was approached by Tiffany. He had a suspicion that there was an order to these things, and it was 'her turn.'
"Hey," she said.
Chris nodded in return, and acted nonchalant despite being pretty sure she wasn't after casual conversation. "Hey."
Tiffany nodded to the stairs. "Wanna go to your room?"
"You mean for, like, a blowjob, right?"
She smiled wryly. "That's the idea. I mean, I don't mind if you're not ready for that yet. Sasha tells me you kinda just got dropped into this whole thing without warning."
"That's basically true. Actually no, that's entirely true."
Tiffany nodded. She shifted her weight and fidgeted anxiously. "And really, there should be more than one of you to take care of everyone, so I get it if you wanna limit how much you do..."
Chris was a little surprised by her demeanor, though he wasn't sure he should be. Natalie and Sasha weren't necessarily representative of how all the girls were going to act. Tiffany certainly wasn't quite as assertive or sure of herself, though he wouldn't have exactly called her shy, either.
In any case, he wasn't about to say no to her. She clearly needed some help, judging by the way she kept bouncing from foot to foot and twiddling with her hair and shirt, and anything loose her fingers found, generally. Plus, she was cute, and it was still quite a thrill to him that these girls all wanted to do stuff with him. Or to him. Whatever.
"Sure," he said. "Let's go."
Tiffany smiled wider, and gestured for him to go first. He could have sworn she was checking out his butt as he ascended the stairs ahead of her. That was yet another thing he wasn't used to.
Chris found himself in a somewhat nervous state as the two of them entered his room. Not nearly so nervous as he'd been earlier with Natalie and Sasha, but he didn't know Tiffany very well at all, and his previous experience that day didn't eliminate all his anxieties.
"Would you mind closing the door?" he asked.
"Oh, sure," Tiffany said. "I guess you're not really used to people watching you yet, huh?"
"Um... I'm not really used to any of it." Chris tilted his head. "Are people gonna be watching?"
Tiffany shrugged. "It tends to happen. You know, when the girls are waiting their turn, or just for something to do."
Her calm delivery didn't help Chris relax. His tummy got all the more fluttery at the idea that he'd end up performing for an audience on a regular basis. It probably wouldn't be all that different from sucking off Natalie and Sasha while the other watched, but it was unknown enough to scare him a little.
"Sorry. I just freaked you out a bit, huh?" Tiffany said.
"Yeah, kinda," Chris said. "It's ok. I have to get used to all this sooner or later."
"Very true."
Tiffany started stripping out of her bottoms as casually as could be. She probably had enough experience that it really wasn't anything to her.
Chris watched entranced as her cock popped free, already well on its way to full strength. For some reason, he found the revelation exciting, in its own unique way.
Now bottomless, Tiffany scooted past Chris and settled herself in his bed. She lay down like she was going to sleep, except with her cock sticking lewdly up into the air.
It seemed she wasn't planning on jamming her dick down Chris's throat, for which he was grateful. Her passivity did, however, leave him needing to approach her. Having a cock thrust upon him was very different from crawling up onto the bed in order to suck it, which was what he found himself doing.
"You want a pillow?" Tiffany asked.
Chris paused on his hands and knees, nearly in position between her legs.
"Um, for what?"
"To lie on. Or whatever. Sometimes that makes it easier, but it's up to you."
"Uh... sure. Why not."
Chris accepted the proffered pillow and laid it beneath him. It gave him a little boost as he lay down in turn, and made the angle of attack less daunting. It still wasn't ideal, though.
"I don't know about this," he said. "I think I'll be too low if I lie down, but too high if I don't."
Tiffany tilted her head. "I mean, you know my cock'll bend somewhat, right? It doesn't have to stay straight up like that."
Chris bit his lip and grabbed Tiffany's rock-hard shaft. For some reason, it had looked far more fixed and rigid until he touched it. He knew how his penis worked, but that hadn't quite translated to anyone else's.
It was much easier to line Tiffany's cock up when he held it at a slight downward angle. He stroked it softly and gave it a few tentative licks, causing her to moan in appreciation.
Chris was a lot less squeamish about sucking dick than on his first attempt. He took her in his mouth without even having to be prompted, let alone shoved forcefully down her pole.
"Mmm, that's nice," Tiffany purred. "You're a quick learner, aren't you?"
It was truly odd how good compliments about his cock-sucking abilities made him feel.
Chris kept up a moderate rhythm, and took as much of Tiffany in his mouth as he comfortably could. His plan was, essentially, to do a good enough job that she wouldn't feel the need to use him roughly to finish herself off. So far so good.
Tiffany was calmer and more respectful than Natalie or Sasha, and Chris didn't think it was entirely due to his increased oral skills. He vaguely wondered why they hadn't started him on her instead, seeing as how she was so much more patient and laid back about it.
It was nice to be able to take his time and learn what worked and what didn't at his own pace. As long as Tiffany was getting sucked and stroked, she seemed content to let him do his thing.



Chris experienced her orgasm nearing in a more subtle way than with the other girls. Much less violent throat invading. Instead, he felt her cock pulse and twitch in his mouth and hand, her hips buck slightly, and her moaning increase in volume until she erupted in a long, low growl.
Mouthfuls of cum exploded onto Chris's tongue. He swallowed some, but despite having a better idea what to expect, was still surprised by the volume and was unable to keep up. The overflow ran out his mouth, down his chin, and onto Tiffany's balls and the sheets beneath her.
Once she was finished, Chris pulled his head back and finished swallowing the last little bits of cum in his mouth. He was starting to develop a taste for it, and he wasn't sure if that was a good thing or not. He kept a gentle hold of her shaft as it settled down and softened in his grip.
"Thanks," Tiffany said. "I needed that." She patted his head and stroked his hair as one might a beloved pet.
Chris didn't quite know how to react to the slightly patronizing gesture, but it was kind of pleasant, so he ignored it. "You're welcome. Thank you for not going crazy on me."
Tiffany laughed. "Nat and Sasha, right? They can go a little overboard, for sure. So can a lot of the girls, honestly. You'll have to say something if it gets too much to handle, or they're just gonna keep using you however they want."
"I'll, uh, keep that in mind."
"As well you should. Just remember, everyone here wants you to be happy. A cranky boytoy is bad news for everyone. Especially when we've only got the one this year."
"Um... sure." Chris chewed his bottom lip. "Do I really have to be called a boytoy? I'm not sure I like it."
"You'll probably just have to get used to that, I'm afraid," Tiffany said. "It's kinda what you are, now."
"But... yeah, ok. You're probably right."
"I can talk to the others about not calling you that if you really want," Tiffany said. "But it's hard to say if it'll stick."
"No, it's ok. You're right. It kind of is what I am." Chris shrugged. "I probably will get used to it. Eventually."
Tiffany and Chris chatted a bit more as she cleaned herself up and got dressed, then she patted his head a final time before exiting. Chris had anticipated a moment to himself at that point, but it turned out someone was already waiting at the door.
"Finally! How long can you possibly take?"
"Oh whatever," Tiffany said. "I didn't know you were there. You could have knocked if you were in a hurry."
Chris lifted his head in mild confusion at the squabbling. He thought he should maybe say something, but he honestly didn't have any idea how to intervene between people who knew each other far better than he knew any of them.
Tiffany left before he could do much of anything either way. Beth slipped in the room as she left, followed closely by Layla. Or, possibly, Layla then Beth. Chris still wasn't quite sure. He really, really wished they hadn't come in together. That wasn't helping differentiate them any.
"Um... hey, Beth," Chris said tentatively.
He was relieved when the first girl nodded back, even as she pulled off her clothes. Casual stripping didn't seem to bother anyone around the house. Which probably made sense, under the circumstances.
"Hey yourself," Beth said.
"Layla," Chris said, following up with more confident eye contact with the second girl.
Layla gave him a half smile, but stayed quiet as she took her clothes off just as casually and efficiently as Beth.
"I hope you don't mind if we do you together," Beth said, almost conversationally.
Chris's eyes went wide. "Together? What, like, not both in my mouth at the same time, right? There's no way that would work."
Layla giggled like he'd said something funny. Beth smiled too.
"In your mouth and butt, silly," Beth explained like it was obvious.
Chris recoiled even more. "Well that's not happening either!"
The girls looked confused and unsure what to do now. They already had their cocks out and pointed at him, and Layla was just finishing undoing her bra, releasing quite a lovely pair of tits. A quick glance back and forth between the two confirmed that even their breasts matched. Not that it would have been an easy method of telling them apart, but it certainly wasn't helping.
"Wait, so you haven't done anal yet?" Beth asked.
"He's new," Layla said in a quieter tone. "Maybe no one tried it yet."
Beth nodded. "Maybe. All those other years, the boytoys were already broken in by the time we got here. Huh."
"I really wish you wouldn't talk about me like I'm just a sex toy," Chris muttered.
"Sorry," Layla said.
"Yeah, sorry." Beth stepped closer, her erection straining toward him. "We can still get blowjobs, right? One at a time, obviously."
Chris let out a breath and felt some tension drain away. This was more within his comfort zone. "Sure. That I can do."
Beth turned back toward Layla. Without discussing it, they each extended a hand and threw a quick round of rock, paper, scissors. Or tried to, anyway. They ended up tying three times in a row before Layla emerged victorious.
"Ugh, you always win," Beth protested. "It doesn't make any sense."
Layla smirked and moved past her, approaching Chris.
"So, uh, how do you want to-" Chris began. Layla ignored him and put her hands on his shoulders, forcing him to kneel. "Oh, ok. I guess that works."
Beth harrumphed across the room and sat grumpily on the bed to watch while she awaited her turn. She played with herself a little, but was clearly holding out for Chris's mouth.
Chris tried to start with some licking and sucking on Layla's cock, getting himself ready more so than her, but she shoved her way directly into his mouth. At least she stopped there and didn't go straight down his throat, so still not as rough as Sasha. What followed was a mixture of him bobbing his head and working her shaft, and her thrusting back and forth inside him.
Layla's cock bumped against the back of his throat with varying degrees of firmness. It got harder and harder to keep her satisfied without allowing her to fully submerge herself, but he managed.
This time, Chris correctly anticipated the gusher of cum at the end, but still hadn't perfected his reaction to it. As per usual, he swallowed some of it, and the rest made a mess all over his front.
Beth impatiently pushed Layla aside while Chris was still catching his breath. She shoved her cock into his mouth and began pounding with very little restraint. With single-minded focus, she thrust again and again, until his throat gave in and accepted her hard cock.
Chris gagged and drooled around Beth's invading shaft. He tried to pull away, just enough to empty his throat for a moment, but she was insistent. Her fucking was perfectly measured to clear his airway just barely long to allow breath, before filling him right back up again.
"Aw yeah. That's what I'm talking about." Beth hissed in abject pleasure. "Boy holes are the best. So tight and silky."
Copious spilled saliva joined the cum that had already spilled down Chris's chin and shirt. No more cum was added, however, as Beth buried herself balls deep in his face before unloading inside him.
Chris had no choice but to swallow everything, as Beth's cum was already halfway to his stomach before he got a say in the matter. He felt like quite a bedraggled mess by the time Beth pulled out and wiped her dick on a clean sleeve of his shirt.
At least he was done, he assumed. For one day.
The thought shook Chris a bit. So far as he could tell, he was signing up for this same sort of treatment every day. Only worse, because there were going to be more of them. There was a very good chance it wasn't going to be physically possible to handle.
"Alright, Lay," Beth said. "Let's go."
Layla shook her head. "I want to go again."
Beth put her hands on her hips. "The poor boy's only new. Cut him some slack."
Chris thought that was an odd attitude, given how rough she's just been, but he appreciated the sentiment.
Layla, however, remained stubborn, in her own taciturn sort of way. "Again," she insisted
Chris sighed and opened his mouth as Layla moved back into position. Apparently he wasn't quite done yet.
"Sorry about her," Beth said. "She's like this sometimes."
Chris shrugged and would have said it was ok, but his mouth was full.
"I'm going back to our room, Lay," Beth said. "Don't be too long."
"'K," said Layla.
Beth flounced out of the room, totally naked, apparently unconcerned about her clothing. Chris only got to watch her for a brief moment before her lovely, swaying ass was out of his peripheral vision.
Layla fucked his face a little rougher than the first time, though still not quite matching the pounding Beth had given him. With his throat warmed up, Layla had an easier time thrusting balls deep inside his mouth without having to force it.
She lasted longer this time, having gotten off once already. Chris was getting pretty worn out by the time she finished up again and added to the growing mess on his chest.
Unexpectedly, once she was done, Layla knelt and wiped his chin. She gave him a soft kiss, barely brushing his lips with hers.
"Thank you," she said softly.
"Uh... you're welcome," Chris replied, somewhat unsure about the gesture.
There were definitely some interesting facets to these girls once he got past their overwhelming sex drives. He had to try and remember that they were unique individuals, just like everyone else, excepting perhaps when they were shoving cocks down his throat. They all seemed to enjoy that activity.
Layla grabbed her shirt and put it on, but otherwise left her clothes scattered on the floor much as Beth had. She wandered out, bare ass and flaccid cock swaying with every step.
Chris moved in a bit of a daze after that. He was pretty out of it. There was too much on his mind, and he'd had a tiring day.
He kicked all the abandoned clothing into a loose pile, unsure what else to do with it short of yelling for the girls to come back and fetch their things. He didn't dare do that in case they decided they needed more blowjobs.
He'd only just pulled off his cum-stained shirt to examine the damage when Natalie knocked gently on his open door. She padded in without waiting for an invitation.
"How's it going?" Natalie asked.
She'd abandoned pants in favour of just her panties below the waist. Chris was distracted by the prominent bulge in them, even though he felt like he should have been getting used to that by now.
"How do you even fit in those panties?" Chris mused aloud.
Natalie smirked. "It takes some doing. Gotta buy the right kinds to start with. There's a lot of ladies underwear that just can't contain a cock very well, if you can imagine."
Chris nodded absently. "Speaking of which, Beth and Layla left most of their clothes here. Does that, like, happen a lot?"
"You mean wandering around naked? Or using your room as a laundry hamper? Because either way, yes." Natalie shrugged. "Your room gets cleaned regularly. Some of the veteran girls tend to get sloppy and just leave stuff here to get washed with everything else."
"And I suppose they probably don't get embarrassed easily either."
"Nope, not so much. I mean, we get shy girls here, sure, but there's enough nudity and sex going on that they don't tend to stay shy. Not if they ever want a turn with one of the boytoys." Natalie grinned. "It's only gonna get worse for them this year. Everyone sharing you, it's gonna mean even less privacy."
"Gee. I can hardly wait."
Natalie took his shirt away so he'd stop fiddling with it and tossed it on top of the pile of clothes he'd made.
"Don't you worry about that," she said. "We'll get you trained up. You're already doing really well. You haven't chickened out at hardly anything yet. Believe me, most boys don't have the natural skill and enthusiasm that you seem to."
"I'm not convinced that's a good thing," Chris muttered.
"Sure it is. What'd be worse is being on the fence and being totally miserable about being here. You're fitting right in." Natalie patted his shoulder. "Now how about we get you cleaned up and off to bed. You'll need your rest."
"Yeah, that sounds good, actually. I could use some sleep."
Natalie helped Chris take the rest of his clothes off. She seemed amused at how hard he was, but not at all surprised. She stripped naked as well, once he was done. She was only about half-erect, but her dick was visibly twitching to life.
She wrapped her fingers around Chris's cock and stroked it a couple times, then tightened her grip and began leading him out of the room. He followed, because what else can one do when they're being led by the penis?
Chris and Natalie entered the house's bathroom, which he'd only briefly visited once earlier in the day. It seemed far too big and empty, but he'd been assured that would change once the house filled up.
Natalie selected a shower stall and dragged Chris in behind her. He took the chance to admire her from behind while she turned on the water and adjusted the temperature.
Like all the girls he'd met so far, Natalie had a body that could easily have occupied a prime spot in his sexual fantasies, if not for the big, jarring penis in place of a pussy. When seen from behind, she was merely a beautiful, naked girl who wanted to hop in the shower with him, which was absolutely crazy. That she did, in fact, have a cock made it crazy in a whole different way.
The thing was, Chris didn't even particularly mind. He was focused on how hot Natalie was, and how lucky he was to have been pushed into this living situation. Donating his mouth as a masturbation toy for these horny futas was a small enough price to pay in exchange for all the benefits.
Acting on impulse, and deciding to test his degree of liberty, Chris reached out and squeezed Natalie's butt. Her soft but firm ass cheek felt amazing in his hand.
"I was wondering if you were ever gonna feel me up," Natalie said.
"Did you want me to?" Chris asked.
She shrugged. "Kinda, I guess. It's nice to feel sexy enough that it overcomes a new boytoy's shyness."
Chris switched to a two-handed grip and fondled Natalie's bottom with even less restraint. "You're very sexy," he assured her, feeling slightly lame at his insistence. "I mean, I think so."
She turned, an impish grin on her lips. "Even with the cock?"
He swallowed and nodded. "Yeah. Even with it."
Natalie bit her lip, then stepped in and wrapped her arms around Chris. She kissed him ever-so-softly. Their erections met and slipped awkwardly past one another.
"I kinda wish you weren't bigger than me, is all," Chris mumbled. "I still don't know how to take that."
"Honestly, don't worry about it," Natalie said. "None of us mind. I assure you."
"Yeah, no, I know. You're more interested in my mouth."
"Among other things," Natalie agreed, slipping a hand down to tease his ass.
"Hey! Cut that out. Beth was trying to get at my butt too. What's with you guys?"
Natalie quirked an eyebrow. "You don't really think it's gonna be all mouth stuff, do you?"
"Well... yeah. It's gonna have to be. There is no way my ass can handle any of you."
"Really? Have you tried?"
"No. Obviously."
"Then I'd say you might be surprised what your ass can take." Natalie leaned closer and nipped playfully at his ear. "I can guarantee you, I'm going to get in it sooner or later," she whispered. "And as long as you don't freak out, you're gonna love it."
"I really don't think that's happening."
"Suit yourself," Natalie said in a way that suggested she wasn't truly conceding the point. "How's your jaw holding up?"
"Um... a little sore, I guess. I'm glad I'm done with blowjobs for the day."
"Uh huh. And that's only with five of us here. What do you think happens when we have a full house?"
Chris considered and felt a small surge of panic. "Aw, fuck."
"Yep. That's right." Natalie reached around and patted his butt. "Once you get used to it, your butt's gonna have way more staying power than your mouth and throat. You're gonna need the extra daily capacity."
"I... fuck. What have I gotten myself into?"
"A very fun time, assuming you loosen up. You know, literally and figuratively."
"I got it, thanks. No need to explain any more than that."
With a final smug grin, Natalie stepped under the shower's cascade. She beckoned for Chris to follow, and he did.
It was snug with both of them in the shower stall, but not cramped. There was room to maneuver, though it required some cooperation.
Chris set his nerves and fears aside in favour of enjoying getting all close and slippery with Natalie. Her breasts kept pressing against him, and their cocks poked each other in the tummy, thighs, and butt, depending on which way they were facing at any given moment.
All pretense of showering was set aside as they groped and explored each other. Chris was becoming increasingly horny and incautious. He felt Natalie wherever he wanted, and delighted that she didn't seem to have any boundaries. Boobs, butt, legs, cock, it was all good. She was just as bold about touching him.
Somehow they ended up stroking each other's straining erection, masturbating one another while warm water poured down their naked bodies.
"Oh goddamn," Chris moaned as he leaned back against the wall.
"You like that, huh?" Natalie purred.
"Hell yeah."
"Good. Let's try something you seemed to like even more earlier."
Natalie sank to her knees and rotated her grip on his cock. She kissed and licked and teased him, then pressed forward and took him into her mouth.
She bobbed back and forth for a moment, then pushed deeper still, taking him easily all the way the base. Her forehead pressed against his tummy, and her velvety throat embraced the top of his cock.
"Holy fuck," Chris breathed.
He suddenly understood the reason some of the girls had forced their way into his throat on a whole different level. If they could get so much hornier than him, as they claimed, then no wonder they couldn't hold back.
Natalie worked him like a professional until he came. She swallowed most of his load, then saved the last bit on her tongue to show him before swallowing it down too.
"See?" she said, as she regained her feet. "It's all gonna be worth it. I promise."
Chris nodded absently. "I think I might really believe that."
"Good. 'Cause I want something now."
Chris was guided to turn around, which he only complied with hesitantly. "You don't mean my butt, do you? Because I told you-"
"Not inside, no," Natalie said. "Don't worry so much. We'll save that adventure for tomorrow."
"Um..."
He still tensed up when Natalie's cock slid across his ass, but he relaxed again when he realized she really wasn't trying to surprise butt sex him. All she actually did was grind on him, sliding her hard shaft up and down his butt crack. That was fine. Kind of fun, even.
Chris let Natalie rub off against him until he felt hot cum splash all over his back. She kept thrusting as more and more goo covered his wet skin, but was finally done.
"I probably shouldn't have done that," Natalie said. "Cum's such a bitch to clean off in the shower."
Nevertheless, she scrubbed Chris's back free of the mess she'd just made. They then took turns washing and shampooing each other until they were about as clean as feasible.
There were stacks of towels in a cupboard outside the showers. Natalie padded over to grab a couple, water dripping from her beautiful, naked form the whole way.
The tiled floor with a few scattered drains easily allowed such wanderings without making a mess, Chris realized. He couldn't help but picture the room full of wet, naked girls, all in various stages of showering or drying off. His cock twitched back to life at the thought.



Of course, somehow, even in his imagination, all those girls were sporting substantial erections. This house was going to break him if he stayed. He simply wasn't going to come out the same as he'd gone in. And maybe... maybe that was ok.
They dried off with only a bit more playful fondling slowing them down. Chris was worn out, and even full access to a sexy, naked girl could only distract him so long when he'd just orgasmed shortly before.
Upon getting back to his room, Chris crawled into bed and was tucked in by Natalie. It was a slightly infantilizing gesture, but he didn't really mind at all. He was mostly just ready for sleep. He did, however, appreciate the sight of her breasts dangling overhead as she snugged the covers up around him.
"I'm glad you decided to stay," Natalie said. "I think it's going to be a good time for everyone."
"You wouldn't have anyone to use as a sex toy if I left," Chris mumbled sleepily. "That's all you mean."
"No, it's more than that," she assured him. "I'll admit that's a factor, but also, you're cute, and you're fun, and you're surprisingly adventurous considering what I first assumed." She smiled wryly. "Then again, it's always the quiet ones who are unpredictable. You never can tell what you're getting."
There was a cough at the doorway, a clearing of the throat to announce a presence. Natalie turned and shifted just enough that Chris could see Sasha standing halfway in the room.
"You're not really going to bed already, are you?" Sasha asked.
"He's had a busy day," Natalie answered for Chris.
"Yeah, but... but I want another turn," Sasha said, almost at a whine.
Natalie sighed and rolled her eyes theatrically. "If you give me a couple minutes, I'll come suck you off, ok?"
Sasha pouted. "I wanted Chris to do it."
"Sorry," Chris mumbled. "I'm tired."
"Fine." Sasha turned away. "Don't be too long, Nat."
"I'll be right there," Natalie called after her.
"That's nice of you," Chris said. In his sleepy mind, it was almost a sweet gesture, rather than a sexually depraved one.
"Sometimes you gotta do what you gotta do," Natalie said. "She'll get cranky if she doesn't get any blowjob at all, now that she had her heart set on getting another one from you."
Chris nodded. "Do you think Beth and Layla do that sort of thing for each other too? Them seemed close."
"I imagine they would appear that way," Natalie said lightly. "They're twins after all." She shrugged. "I really couldn't say what they get up to with each other. They've shared a room since the first year they got here, and no one's ever actually caught them doing stuff."
"Oh. But... they wanted to fuck me at the same time."
"I'm sure they did. They love double-teaming boys. That's not the same as what you were implying." Natalie shrugged again. "Not that there's anything wrong with that. We have needs. And it's not like there's any danger of one of us impregnating another. So there's that."
Chris was too tired to ponder the ethical ramifications any longer.
"Lucky you guys." He rolled over a bit to get more comfortable. "G'night, Nat."
"Good night, Chris. Pleasant dreams."
****
Part Two: Anal Training
****
Something poked Chris's face. He groaned, squeezed his eyes more tightly shut, and tried to roll over. His shoulder was grabbed, and he was held in place. His mouth was poked more insistently.
He cracked his eyelids, and was not terribly surprised to find a cock in his face. Traveling his gaze upward, he discovered that said cock was attached to a nude Sasha, who was beaming down at him.
"Morning," she chirped.
"Nnnggh," said Chris.
"I tried to be patient. But I really couldn't wait any longer."
"I thought Natalie was taking care of you."
"She did, last night. That was ages ago." Sasha thrust her hips gently forward, smushing her cock head into Chris's lips again. "Open up."
"No. I haven't even woken up yet."
"Don't worry. I'll wake you up."
"Not by jamming your dick down my throat again you won't."
"Wanna bet?"
Sasha pushed Chris onto his back, then easily swung a leg over him and straddled his head facing his feet. Her beautiful round ass was directly above him, which at least got his eyes to open properly. Despite his reluctance to let her win so early in the morning, his cock twitched to life at the magnificent view she was giving him.
"Last chance," Sasha warned. "Are you gonna be a good boy?"
"Not unless you give me another hour or two first," Chris grumbled.
"So be it."
Without further warning, Sasha sat herself down, directly on Chris's face. He'd been expecting something more like her trying to pry his jaw open, rather than smothering his head with her big, soft ass. His cock grew ever harder.
At first, Chris wasn't terribly bothered by being used as Sasha's seat. However, he couldn't actually breathe, which drastically limited the amount of time he was ok with it.
He pushed Sasha, assuming she was just messing around, but she held firm. A rising panic made him push harder, then slap at her thighs and ass.
She finally lifted herself, allowing Chris to suck in a desperate gasp of air. As soon as his mouth was wide open, she shoved her cock in.
"Mmm," Sasha moaned. "That's better. Woulda been easier on you if you'd just cooperated, you know."
Chris was unable to answer since he was busy choking on her rapidly pistoning cock. Mostly he grunted and drooled, and drew small breaths when he could get them.
Sasha brutalized Chris's throat until she came. A hot explosion of her gooey cum poured into him, most of which was swallowed without ever being tasted.
She pulled out at the end, small strings of saliva and semen connecting her cock to his lips for a second, before falling away. With a tenderness belying her former wild passion, she wiped his face with the corner of one of his sheets.
"That wasn't nice," Chris panted.
"Was for me."
"Just because you had fun doesn't make it ok."
Sasha flipped back the covers. "You're awfully hard for someone who claims not to be enjoying himself."
Chris flushed. "I can't help that," he mumbled.
"Believe me, I am well aware. Mine has a mind of its own too." Sasha gently ran her fingers along Chris's shaft. "Do you still want me to leave, or are you gonna put your petulance aside long enough for me to play with you a little?"
It was no choice at all, really. Sasha was already gliding her fingers all over Chris's cock, and her sweet ass was still tantalizingly close to his face.
"You can stay," he said with only a hint of sulk in his voice.
"That's what I thought."
Sasha gripped him more firmly and stroked him with slow, smooth motions. She bent down and flicked her tongue all over the head, occasionally sucking just the tip between her lips.
Chris was soon mollified by the decadent treatment his cock was receiving. It made up quite nicely for the rough, early morning face-fucking.
Sasha's bum dipped lower and lower as she worked Chris's cock. He was relieved that she didn't seem to be trying to penetrate his mouth again already, and rather intrigued at the increasing proximity of her butthole. She wiggled back and forth a little, and Chris realized it was most likely entirely deliberate.
Well, what the hell. It wasn't like it would be the most questionable thing he'd done in the past twenty-four hours.
Chris grabbed Sasha's ass and pulled it down further still. He squeezed and massaged her butt cheeks, then explored into her butt crack. His fingertips traced delicately around the tightly puckered hole in the middle.
"That's a good boy," Sasha said. "You can lick it, if you want. I showered, so it's all clean."
"I don't know if I'm ready for that," Chris said, despite still being quite fascinated.
It was the first time a girl had ever let him examine and play with her butthole, let alone been so eager about it, practically forcing it upon him. It was enthralling. He circled it, pressed gently at it, then finally decided he wanted to lick it after all.
The first few swipes of his tongue were tentative and cautious, but they soon got longer and bolder. Her skin mostly just tasted like skin, neither good or bad. It was so deliciously naughty, however, and that was what really drove him. That and Sasha's reactions.
The more frantically Chris licked, the wilder Sasha got sucking him off and rubbing her butt in his face. He hadn't really expected her to enjoy it that much, but since she'd been the one to offer her ass for licking, it probably made sense that it was something she got off on.
Chris felt his orgasm nearing. He lapped maniacally at Sasha's butthole, hoping to spur her on to the very end. Instead, she rather disappointingly stopped altogether.
"You're pretty horny now, right?" Sasha said.
"You know I am. Finish me off already." Chris paused. "Uh... please?"
"I was just wondering," Sasha continued conversationally, "whether you're horny enough to let me do you in the butt."
Chris was, admittedly, not quite so against the idea as he'd been yesterday, but was still pretty sure he couldn't take a cock up there, especially the way Sasha liked to pound him.
"No. That's not happening."
"Why not? I'd be gentle."
"First off, I don't believe you. Second, you wouldn't fit in the first place."
"Sure I would. Boys are always stretchier than they think they are before they've tried it. And I would be so super gentle."
"You're not fooling anyone, Sasha," came a third voice.
Chris peeked around Sasha's thigh to see Natalie standing near the doorway. She was bottomless, and slowly stroking her hard cock as she watched the two of them.
"I could too be gentle," Sasha insisted.
"No," said Natalie. "You couldn't. You'd start out gentle, then you'd get too excited and start pounding like you always do."
"But... but... it's not fair," Sasha whined. "I never get to deflower any boys."
"Sure you do," Natalie said gently. "Remember our first year here? You found a boy to bring home?"
"Um..."
"And how he couldn't sit down for a week afterward?"
"Oh, right. Him."
"And last year? Another boy who didn't know any better? Remember what happened?"
"He... wouldn't return my texts after that." Sasha swung her leg away, unstraddling Chris and kneeling on the far side of the bed. She flushed in mild embarrassment. "I didn't mean to be so rough with them."
"I know, baby girl," Natalie said soothingly. She leaned over Chris and gave Sasha a soft kiss. "But I'm not letting you scare Chris off of anal. I've got everyone else here to think of."
"Um, I'm not really sure-" Chris began nervously.
"Hush, little one," Natalie said. "I'll get to you in a minute."
"Fine," Sasha grumbled with crossed arms. "You're right. I probably can't be gentle enough for a first time."
"Don't pout," Natalie said. "You can prep him, if you want."
Sasha twisted her head back and forth a few times as she wrestled the conflict between petulance and lust. "Ok," she finally said. "Are we doing it now?"
"That's the idea," Natalie said. "At least a warm up. We've only got today to spare before others start showing up, and we mustn't still have our boytoy being obstinate by then."
"Alright, hang on now," Chris said. "I think I've been pretty clear about my ass being off limits."
"You have," Natalie agreed easily. "But I think perhaps we just haven't properly incentivized you yet." She grabbed his cock and jerked it rhythmically. "Now, you don't have to commit to a proper ass-fuck yet. But if you're willing to at least try it, you can have a go on my butt afterward. Or Sasha's, if you'd prefer."
Chris had been all set to say no again, but Natalie had successfully tempted him enough to make him hesitate. Plus her hand on his dick made it hard to concentrate on his moral indignation the way he would have liked.
"Or both," Sasha said. "Doesn't have to just be one of us, if choosing's the problem."
That wasn't, in fact, the problem. And yet, Chris was all the more tempted by the thought of having both girls. He could still feel Sasha's bumhole on his tongue. The thought of actually getting to stick his cock in there...
The girls weren't helping his resolve. Natalie kept quietly jerking him off, as though she knew it was only a matter of time before he caved. Sasha had actually turned around and stuck her bottom out toward Chris, showing off the prize he could win. Her asshole still gleamed with the layer of saliva he'd bestowed upon it.
"That's not fair," he said.
"It's entirely fair," Natalie said. "More than fair, one might argue."
Sasha winked and wiggled her butt at Chris. He groaned and tried not to look, but it was nearly impossible not to. It was right there, his for the taking, if he only agreed to let Natalie do naughty things to his ass first.
Chris's acquiescence was, perhaps, inevitable. Natalie and Sasha knew what they were doing, and were far too tempting and persuasive to resist forever.
"Fine," he said.
The girls' eyes lit up immediately.
"Really?" Natalie asked.
"Yes," Chris said. "Just... please don't make me regret this."
"I shall certainly endeavour not to," Natalie assured him. She nodded to Sasha. "Get him ready, then."
Sasha smiled almost as eagerly as Natalie. "Roll over," she instructed Chris.
He took a deep breath and rolled onto his tummy. He clutched one of his pillows tightly in an attempt to seek comfort from it. He'd vaguely wondered why there were more pillows than he needed on his bed, but maybe situations like this were exactly the reason.
"You don't need to get all tense," Sasha said as she massage his butt cheeks. "We're not even at the scary part yet."
She had a point, but Chris couldn't help how he felt. Natalie was going to try jamming her cock into a hole that was far too small to accommodate it. His hole. It was probably going to hurt quite a lot.
Still, Sasha was entirely correct that they weren't there yet. All she was doing so far was caressing, kissing, and licking his butthole, which was not only not painful, but actually quite pleasant. Despite his fears, her soothing tonguing and fingering genuinely helped him to relax.
Chris could see Natalie lubing herself up out of the corner of his eye. He tried not to notice, or to pretend that her threateningly hard cock wasn't going up his ass, but had only limited success with either.
It was a mixed blessing when Sasha lubed up her fingers as well and began poking a pair of them into his butthole. It was a welcome distraction, if slightly uncomfortable at first. At least it didn't take long to adjust to the mild penetration, and once he had, it was yet another new experience that turned out to be rather interesting, and perhaps even fun.
But he still wasn't ready for a full cock, let alone one the size Natalie was packing. He maintained, in his head, that it simply wouldn't fit, and that would be that. He'd have to go through with the attempt, however, or they'd never leave him alone.
Neither of the girls seemed to be in as much of a hurry as Chris had assumed. Sasha really took her time fingering and licking him, and Natalie made no move to push her friend out of the way. He still tensed up a little every few minutes when he imagined what was to come, but eventually even those little spasms had basically ceased.
Much to his own surprise, by the time Sasha was finished and Natalie took her place, he couldn't even muster up the appropriate level of dread. He felt Natalie's large, slippery shaft slide in between his butt cheeks and leave a trail of lube up to his lower back, and still he simply lay there and waited.
Sasha got herself settled in with a nice view of the action, slowly and intently stroking herself in anticipation.
Natalie slid her cock back and forth several times, getting Chris used to the feel of it, before pressing the tip against his virgin butthole. She pushed gently but firmly, and Chris was amazed to feel her actually spread him open and sink into him ever so slightly.
"Shh," Natalie whispered soothingly. "You're doing so good."
Chris bit his lip, then buried his face in his pillow to avoid looking at either of them, or vice versa. He felt such a bizarre mixture of things, both physical and emotional, and didn't really know how to handle it, other than to figuratively bury his head in the sand.
His asshole stretched even further open as Natalie pressed a little harder. There was a slight ache as she got to the widest part of her cock head, then the pain faded again as it popped in. It was nothing at all like the agony he'd expected. He'd been all set to yell at her to pull out, and instead he found no cause for such dramatics.
Natalie paused upon entry to allow Chris to adjust. She ran her hands over his butt and up to the small of his back in a gentle massage, ensuring he stayed loose and relaxed.
"Not so bad after all, is it," she said.
Chris grudgingly shook his head, but wasn't quite ready to face the girls yet.
Natalie gave a little push of her hips, sliding that tiny bit deeper into Chris. Since she was already past his butthole, the further penetration didn't seem quite as big a deal. She eased her way deeper and deeper, and still there was no sharp jolt of pain, no cause for sudden alarm.
"Is he super tight?" Sasha asked, sounding rapt and a bit jealous.
"You know he is," Natalie replied. "It's his first time, after all."
Chris risked a peek at Sasha. She was masturbating much faster now, with her eyes glued to his posterior.
"You're so lucky," Sasha said.
"I don't know that luck has much to do with it," Natalie said. She grunted in satisfaction as she shoved her cock the last little bit inside Chris, achieving a full sheath. "Although I'm not inclined to argue the point right now, 'cause this feels really damn good."
Chris felt Natalie's hips meet his at the same time as her balls slapped softly against him. She was all the way in. She felt like she was impossibly deep inside his body, and yet somehow he'd accepted her. He'd taken her entire cock, and he hadn't screamed or passed out or anything.
Natalie moaned even louder as she slowly pulled back out about halfway. "Oh god, he's gripping so tight."
"Not on purpose, I assure you," Chris mumbled around his pillow.
Natalie plunged back in, right to the balls. Once the initial novelty wore off, she wasn't long in establishing a rhythm that wasn't quite as slow as Chris would have liked, but still wasn't unmanageable.
Chris's butt protested the constant in and out motions. It had been much happier just having her filling him up without moving.
"Maybe a little more lube?" Chris suggested tentatively.
"Oh, whoops, good call," Natalie said, abruptly pulling out all the way. "I meant to recoat, but I kinda forgot. You've got quite the hypnotizing bum, you know."
"Geez, Nat," Sasha teased. "And here you were worried about how I'd treat him."
"Shut up. I got excited, is all."
Sasha leaned across Chris, accidentally dragging her cock over his back in the process, and grabbed the lube. She poured some into her palm, then rubbed it all over Natalie's cock for her like it was no big deal.
There was an immediate improvement upon reentry. Natalie glided in even easier, and her thrusts were much smoother.
"Is that better?" she asked.
Chris nodded affirmatively. It was much better. It still wasn't comfortable, exactly, but the longer Natalie gently fucked his ass, the more he found the pleasure in it.
There was a certain snugness to having Natalie balls deep inside his bum. he kind of wished she'd just stay like that for a while instead of focusing so much on fucking him.
He kind of got what he wanted when Natalie abruptly slammed her full length inside his butt and held it there while her dick spasmed and pulsed. A hot liquid spurted deep within him as she came up his ass.



"Daaammmn," Sasha said. "I think he really liked that."
Chris blushed and hid his face again.
Natalie stayed inside him for a little while, long enough that he could feel her start to soften. He felt her breasts on his back and she got down closer and nuzzled the back of his shoulder.
"That was really good," she whispered. "Thank you."
Chris bit his lip and didn't exit the safety of pillow-land.
Natalie sat back, pulling out of his ass with a soft but lewd sucking sound. Sasha almost immediately leaned in and prodded his butthole with her fingers.
"That's so cute," Sasha cooed. "It's still gaping a little." She easily inserted a pair of fingers. "It doesn't hurt, does it?"
Chris hesitated, then shook his head.
"Awesome," Sasha said. She gently finger-fucked him for a moment. "Can I have a turn, then? I mean, I know it was just s'posed to be Nat... but can I? Please? Pretty please?"
Chris turned his head to look at her. She was pouting so adorably that it was hard to say no. Plus, after Natalie had totally failed to cause him nearly as much pain as he'd expected, he wasn't nearly so scared of getting ass-fucked by Sasha anymore.
"You have to stop if I say," Chris said.
Sasha's eyes lit up and she squealed in delight. The sheer joy on her face made his acquiescence worthwhile all by itself.
Natalie gave Sasha's butt a smack as she lubed herself up.
"Be gentle," Natalie reminded her.
"I know, I know," Sasha said, too eager to sound properly annoyed at being patronized. "Don't worry. I got this."
And she was gentle at first, just as promised. Her initial penetration of Chris's ass wasn't as slow as Natalie's, since he was already warmed up, but it was quite tender all the same.
Sasha moaned happily as she sank her cock fully into Chris's tight butthole. He, too, found himself enjoying being snugly filled up again. It was even nicer for a few moments as she lay out on top of him, her soft, naked body pressing down on his back even while her cock firmly claimed his ass. Her breasts in particular felt exquisite as they were squished between her chest and his shoulder blades.
She inevitably began to fuck him properly, lifting her upper body away from him to get a better position to pound his ass. It didn't take her long to get rougher and more energetic than Natalie.
Chris whimpered softly as Sasha's hips slapped against his ass. His poor little bum wasn't anywhere near used to being treated that way. Thanks to a thorough loosening up, it still didn't exactly hurt, though there was a bit of a low-level ache developing.
The main thing that kept him quiet was an odd new sensation for him. It reminded him of jerking off, but different, and not really to do with his penis the way he was used to. It grew stronger and more intense every time Sasha bottomed out in him.
Chris lost himself in the feeling of being rectally pounded by a hot, big-cocked girl. It was like a dream, or perhaps a trance. He couldn't seem to focus on anything, even his own well-being.
He felt like he was on the verge of orgasm. Like somehow he was being held right at the edge, without anyone so much as touching his cock. He wasn't even able to move enough to grind against the bed. It was just the feeling of it. And then, suddenly, he was cumming.
Hot cum spurted onto the sheets beneath him. He felt the warmth and wetness of it on his tummy. Every fresh stroke from Sasha coaxed a little more out, until he was finally spent.
Sasha, however, kept going just as hard as ever, preventing Chris from taking a breather or figuring out what had just happened. She finally grunted animalistically and, for the second time in his life, Chris experienced a load of fresh cum being shot deep into his ass.
It was rather disappointing when she pulled out. Chris's butt felt even more disconcertingly empty than after Natalie's initial fucking.
"He's not moving," Sasha said, just a hint of worry in her voice. "Do you think I broke him?"
"Nah, he's fine," Natalie said. "I think he just came, is all."
"Oh," said Sasha. "Fair enough, then."
Natalie shook Chris's shoulder. "Come on. You can get up now."
Chris slowly pushed himself up on his elbows, then rolled over and sat on his butt a bit gingerly. The bed was soft, and his ass was only a little achy after its workout, so he was able to let his full weight down with only a small wince.
"So, you survived," Natalie said conversationally.
Chris nodded. "I did."
"And it seems like you enjoyed yourself."
"I... didn't not enjoy it, if I can put it that way."
"You totally liked it," Sasha said, bouncing slightly with barely contained glee. "You came all over the bed."
"Yeah. That was weird," Chris said.
"Not so weird," Natalie said. "It happens. Not with every boy every time, but a lot of them at least some of the time."
Sasha perked up even more. "Hey, that means I got to be the first one to make you cum from a butt-fucking!"
She held up her hand. Chris stared at her incredulously for a moment, then gave in and high-fived her.
"You wanna fuck one of our butts now?" Sasha asked. "'Cause you can."
Chris shook his head. "I may kick myself later, but I actually don't think I'm up for that right now."
"Don't worry about regrets like that," Natalie said. "We owe you whenever you want to collect. It doesn't have to be now by any means."
"And really, if you wanna do butt stuff, you just gotta ask," Sasha said. "Or any stuff, really."
"That's true," Natalie said. "We're all quite invested in keeping you happy."
"As long as you get to pound my butt whenever you want?" Chris asked wryly.
"Exactly right," Sasha said earnestly. "Now you're getting it."
****
Chris was a little timid about his ass and its recovery for the next while, but it seemed to have taken things well. He made sure not to let Natalie or Sasha play with it too much in case they decided to have another go.
The three of them lazed around just chatting for a bit, then headed to the showers to get cleaned up. They all squished into one shower stall at first, which was some lovely slippery fun, but they then had to split up to actually have enough room for washing.
Since Natalie had been the one to shower with Chris the night before, she semi-graciously allowed Sasha a turn. That predictably resulted in Chris sucking Sasha off yet again, then taking a load of her cum all over his face. After that, she helped him shower off for real.
Breakfast followed their sexy shower time. Chris took a cue from the girls and didn't bother getting fully dressed. Partly, he assumed, it would have just meant more of his clothes getting messed next time someone came all over him. He threw on a shirt and boxers for the sake of pretending like modesty mattered.
Natalie, similarly, put on a shirt and panties. Chris examined her underwear more closely, intrigued by its ability to contain her cock without it falling out or being too blatantly obvious. He blushed when he got caught staring at her tucked away package.
Sasha was even less formal, and only put on a top. Her soft cock swung free between her legs. She seemed absolutely unembarrassed to leave it hanging out for all to see.
Tiffany, Beth, and Layla had all beaten them to the breakfast table, and were in similar states of partial dress. Chris got a little nervous under their sly, knowing stares. He couldn't help feeling like the three of them knew that Natalie and Sasha had both just finished fucking his ass, and were probably plotting how to get a turn themselves. He couldn't even chalk it up to mere paranoia, because they all anticipated him surrendering his butt sooner or later.
Thankfully, Natalie and Sasha took him out on a more comprehensive tour of the campus after breakfast, which gave him a chance to get away from his sexual pressures and responsibilities for a while.
"Does everyone know about Futa House?" Chris asked after he felt like he'd been getting some looks from passers by.
"To varying degrees, sure," Natalie answered with a total lack of concern. "To most of them, it's all just rumour and theory. Some know the truth. Some of them are good friends, some think it's a big joke, some despise us for being freaks." She shrugged. "We run mostly the same gamut as any group who's a bit different."
"Ok, sure," Chris said. "I guess I kind of meant more specifically whether everyone's going to know about me. You know, like, what I'm doing there."
Sasha wrapped an arm around his shoulders. "Don't you worry about that. We got your back if anyone decides to be a dick."
"And will anyone decide to be a dick?" Chris asked.
"Quite possibly," Natalie said. "It's not a common problem, but it happens. Honestly, it's more likely that people'll think you're a legend for 'living with a bunch of hot chicks and totally banging them.'"
"I'm not entirely sure how much better that is," Chris said.
Natalie shrugged. "Like I say, most of what people are gonna know, if you don't straight up tell them anything, is gonna be rumours and speculation. It can go either way. And people are... people. They all react differently to things. I can promise nothing, essentially."
Chris was not terribly comforted by their assurances, overall. He was only put at ease once he realized that the looks he was getting could just as easily have been envy as disgust. He caught a flash of their reflection in a window as they passed, which caused him to think about how the three of them actually appeared.
He was walking around flanked by two total hotties. That was the short version. Either Natalie or Sasha would have been what he considered 'out of his league' until very recently, and now not only was he strolling along with them, occasionally touching or holding hands, but he could have sex with either of them whenever he wanted. Not to mention how much sex they'd be having even when he didn't particularly want.
A different perspective really helped. His insecurities became elation and a sense that he'd hit the sexual jackpot. Who even gave a fuck what anyone else thought?
****
Chris headed back to his room after his tour with the intention of just chilling for a bit. Perhaps unsurprisingly, that didn't last long.
The door opened maybe five minutes after he'd flopped down on his bed to stare at the ceiling and ponder his new life. Beth stepped in, with Layla just behind her.
"Come in," Chris said a tad sarcastically.
Beth ignored him. "You're doing butt stuff now, right?"
"If I said no, would you believe me?"
Beth was already stripping. "Me and Layla, we've been patient."
"For certain values of 'patient,' sure," Chris said. Despite his sass, he watched intently as Beth disrobed. The novelty of hot girls casually taking their clothes off in front of him hadn't yet faded.
Beth stood up again once she was naked. She fidgeted, shifting her weight from foot to foot. Her cock was erect and drooling. "You let Nat and Sasha fuck you," she said, nearly a whine.
Chris sighed. "So I did. I suppose you're going to say I have to let the both of you do it too."
"Well... it's only fair."
Chris glanced at Layla, who was hanging back a little. She hadn't taken her clothes off yet, but her erect state was quite clear even so.
He almost couldn't believe he hadn't realized they were twins until being told. They weren't mirror images, exactly, but they were so similar as to make it painfully obvious now that he knew.
"What you said yesterday," Chris said, "about doing me at the same time..."
"What about it?" Beth asked. Then she brightened. "Does that mean we can?"
"I just mean, like, isn't that weird?"
"Why would it be? It's not like our balls touch."
"He means because we're sisters," Layla said quietly. "He thinks it's weird."
"Oh." Beth frowned. "That's a little narrow minded, don't you think?"
"I honestly don't know what to think about much of anything these days," Chris said. He stood up and started removing his clothes. "I'm still new to this shit. You're gonna have to go slow and warm me up."
"No problem," Beth said. "I can go slow, if it means getting some of that cute little butt."
Layla put a hand on Beth's shoulder before she could get any closer. "Me first."
"Hell no! Me first."
The twins glared at each other, then silently extended fists. They through rock, paper, scissors a few times, tying the first several rounds, before Layla emerged victorious again.
"Fuck's sake!" Beth said with a frightening scowl. "Every fucking time."
Layla, however, was all smiles. She disrobed and approached the bed.
There was some confusion as the three of them got settled. Being with Natalie and Sasha one after the other hadn't really prepared Chris for the logistics of two girls at the same time. He ended up having to get on his hands and knees instead of lying nearly prone as he had earlier. It wasn't as comfortable for him, but he imagined that probably wasn't the twins' first priority at the moment.
Beth stuck her cock down his throat with hardly any preamble. She seemed to have decided to take out her grudge with her sister on his mouth, though at least she slowed down after a few hard, penetrating strokes. He couldn't have taken that kind of oral pounding for very long.
Layla very efficiently lubed up his butthole and spent several minutes finger-fucking him. She didn't spend quite the time and effort that Sasha had earlier, however, so he still wasn't feeling quite ready when she pressed her cock against him.
Chris tried to warn her off, but his mouth was quite full, and it basically only came out as muffled grunting. His ass stretched a bit as Layla tried to enter him, but didn't give way.
"He's too tight," Layla grumbled. "I can't even get in."
"That's how it works," Beth said, just a little smugly. "He's only new. He's bound to need more loosening up than we're used to. Do you want me to do it?"
"No," Layla said with determination. "I can do it."
Layla got some more lube, then fingered Chris more firmly with three fingers instead of two. When she next tried her cock, she managed to force it in, despite causing a sudden stab of pain for poor Chris.
"Gentle!" Beth said. "You nearly made him choke on me just now. Which felt kind of nice, mind you, but still."
Layla grunted in annoyance at her sister and kept working her way deeper into Chris. His butthole protested, but inexorably gave way and slowly relaxed under her assault. It didn't have a choice, really.
Chris was brutally impaled from both ends by the horny sisters. His mouth and ass were their simultaneous playthings.
Having them both balls deep inside him left him filled up like never before. At first it was too much. Too painful, too stimulating, too restricting, and just generally too overwhelming for his inexperienced body and mind to handle.
The positive side, from a certain viewpoint, to being so thoroughly dominated and spit-roasted was that it really didn't matter how he felt or what he was thinking. He didn't have to act or make any decisions. He could simply let himself be used. Beth and Layla were perfectly happy to pound his stretched holes without any input from him.
It took a while to adjust to Layla's anal intrusion in particular, but once he did, Chris once again found that he most enjoyed the moments when she was fully ensconced in his ass. He luxuriated in the brief sensations of fullness, while trying not to wince too much as she pistoned in and out of his sore bum.
Layla finally unloaded her cum in Chris's butt, much to his relief. She held herself deep inside him as she spasmed to completion, then withdrew.
Chris was given brief reprieve as Beth vacated his mouth as well, but it was not to last. The sisters calmly switched positions without any discussion, and Beth took over at his ass.
He groaned and tried to pull away from Beth as she shoved her cock into the sore hole Layla had left her. He couldn't go far, because Layla was also shoving her dick in his face. She was only about half hard, but still seemed to want some oral play time.
"Suck, please," Layla said.
"No thanks," Chris said, wincing as Beth managed to shove herself halfway into his loosened and lubed bottom.
"Suck!" Layla insisted, poking his mouth with her penis.
Chris opened his mouth, and almost immediately had it filled. Layla couldn't throat-fuck him the way she and the rest of the girls usually could, not being fully hard anymore, but she still thrust gently back and forth in time with her sister.
Luckily, he wasn't subjected to the taste of ass and cum for too long, as Beth ejaculated shortly after. She'd probably just been holding out to dump her load in his butt.
Layla pulled out of Chris's mouth and gave him a very sweet kiss on the lips, then flounced off out of the room, totally naked. Beth was a little slower and took the time to wipe herself off.
"Sorry about that," Beth said. "I know that was kinda rough of us."
"Yeah," Chris agreed. "It kinda was." He grunted as he rolled onto his side. "I wish I hadn't let you two do that to me."
"That bad, huh?" Beth chewed her lip. "Layla gets carried away, sometimes. She's never had much control when she gets too horny. And her first time with a new boy's ass? Yeah, I shoulda reined her in."
Chris shrugged. "Sisters. What ya gonna do?"
"Are you mad?"
"Not mad. Just... regretful, maybe. Wondering if I made the right choice." Chris sighed. "I mean, jesus, there's only five of you. What happens when more show up? I can't handle that."
"You will," Beth said far more confidently than Chris felt was warranted. "You'll get used to it."
"I doubt it. Not sure I even want to."
Beth looked guilty. "Don't say that. Let me make it up to you?"
Chris cringed away as she neared again. "Please no."
"Not your butt, silly. Your penis."
"Oh." Chris let his guard back down. "Well that's ok, then."
Beth got Chris on his back, then settled comfortably between his legs. She proceeded to give him a long, sensual blowjob unlike anything he'd yet experienced. In fact, he hesitated to call it a blowjob, except that was the only word he could think of to describe it.
Really, it was more like soft, playful, erotic teasing. Beth kissed, licked, and nuzzled his straining cock, and only very occasionally sucked on it. She traced her fingers along it at times, but never made a fist around his shaft.
It was, in many ways, the polar opposite of the hard twin-fucking she and Layla had just inflicted upon him. This was about him, not them. It was soft, where that had been hard. It was slow instead of fast, patient instead of needy. It was absolutely wonderful.
"Oh my god," Chris breathed. "How long has it been? You haven't even gotten me close to cumming yet."
"I know," Beth said. She gave him another little puppy-lick. "Nice, isn't it?"
"You've done this before?"
She nodded. "Yes. Not often. There's a time and place for it. Usually it's too much time and effort. But occasionally it's nice to do, or have done to me."
"With... Layla?"
Beth tilted her head. Her fingernail glided dangerously up the bottom of his shaft. "Is that what you think?"
"I honestly don't know. You're not like any sisters I've ever known. In more ways than one."
Beth smiled crookedly. She took him between her lips, then nipped with her teeth, just barely enough to register. "Maybe someday I'll tell you our secrets. I don't know you nearly well enough for that yet."
Chris actually laughed. "After what we did, you're still gonna be shy with me?"
"That's only sex stuff. Secrets and feelings are more important."
"Ok, sure."
Admittedly, he was probably the odd one out in the house in regard to how he viewed sex. His positions had already shifted quite dramatically in the short time he'd been there, and would certainly move further still.



Chris let the subject drop. He didn't want to upset Beth by pushing any harder. He didn't really need to know anyway. He was just curious, was all. Honestly, if she and Layla did fuck each other, he was pretty sure he didn't care enough one way or the other to make a fuss over it. Futa House had a way of rearranging his priorities and principles for him, whether he wanted it to or not.
Beth resumed her torturously slow penis play time. She watched him attentively, drawing out every little feeling, making sure never to over-stimulate.
This game, at least, Chris could understand and enjoy in a way he couldn't when getting pounded. Toying with his penis was fine. It wasn't anything like how he'd ever masturbated, but the basic feelings were similar enough, and he felt comfortable with it. It wasn't nearly so alien and novel as what the girls preferred doing to him.
When he finally came, it had built up so long that his cum exploded with unprecedented vigour all over Beth's face and hair. She smiled cat-like and stayed totally still and she was drenched in his cum. She was quite the pretty mess afterward.
"Does that make up for us treating you so badly?" Beth asked as she stretched languidly, like she knew the answer already.
Chris was still staring in awe at her cum-streaked face. "It helps," he said absently.
"Good." Beth gave his cock a final pat. "If you feel you need more to make up for it, just say so. I won't mind."
She kissed him on the cheek, accidentally smudging a bit of his cum on his face in the process, then sauntered out of the room just as naked as Layla, excepting her facial covering.
Chris lay right where he was for a while, a mixture of bliss and subtle agony. He finally dragged himself off his bed and stumbled down to the bathroom.
The thing about having cum up one's ass, he realized, was that it eventually had to come back out. He wasn't thrilled with the discovery.
Natalie was already changing his bedding and throwing all the discarded clothes on his floor into a basket by the time he got back.
"Damn, you're quick," he said.
"Well, you know," said Natalie. "I only have to do this until the younger girls get here. Might as well do a good job until then."
"Sure."
Chris didn't wait for Natalie to finish before sprawling back across the mattress. She spread the final blanket across him like she hadn't noticed.
"Very funny," said Chris.
Natalie pulled the blanket back and folded it at the end of the bed, out of the way. She had a crooked, teasing smile on her lips, but it faded slightly as she examined his expression.
"Something wrong?" she asked.
"Maybe," said Chris.
"You want to tell me?"
"I haven't decided."
Natalie sat down next to him. "You better tell me. I can make you talk if I have to."
"How, exactly?"
"Well... I could get my tits out."
Natalie pulled up her shirt over her breasts. That attracted Chris's attention, but didn't cause him to spontaneously reveal all his secrets.
"That's better, isn't it?" Natalie said while gently shaking from side to side and making her boobies sway.
"Well, yeah. But how is it helping?"
"'Cause now you're focused on my tits instead of whatever's bothering you." Natalie gently batted at her own breasts as yet a further distraction. "So what's up?"
Chris hesitated, then started talking. "I'm pretty sure I can't do this. Not with twenty of you, or however many. I know you all keep telling me I'll get better and more experienced, and it'll all be fine. I just don't think I believe that."
"Ah. I see." Natalie considered. "So you're not having a problem with the job, just the numbers involved?"
"I mean, I guess. Kinda."
"That's good, then. I'd hate to think you were still having doubts about staying with us."
"Yeah, no, I'd like to stay. I want to stay. I'm really getting to like all of you, and..." Chris flushed. "And I like the sexy stuff. Maybe even getting fucked in the ass. I'm not sure about that yet."
Natalie beamed. "Well I'm glad to hear that. We all love having you here. I hope you know that."
"Oh, I certainly do. Some of you maybe a little too much, is all."
Natalie's expression darkened. "What happened?"
"Um..."
"Chris, what happened? Seriously. If someone-"
"It's nothing bad," Chris said quickly. "Nothing you need to worry about or anything."
"I'll be the judge of that, thank you very much."
"It's really not a big deal though. Things got a bit rough, I'm a bit sore now, but-"
"Goddamn it." Natalie pulled her shirt down grumpily. "It wasn't Sasha, was it? No, it couldn't have been. She's been with me most of the day. Unless she snuck in when I wasn't looking." She chewed her bottom lip thoughtfully. "The twins, then. That would make sense. They were just in here, right? Was it Beth or Layla?"
"Um..."
"Nevermind. I'll figure it out. They should know better."
"You don't have to..." Chris trailed off. Natalie was already marching away, laundry forgotten.
He sighed and slumped back on the bed. He felt like he'd made a grievous error. He didn't want to get Layla in trouble, just... something. Just vent a little, maybe. Or get some advice. He'd clearly handled it all wrong.
Honestly, it didn't even hurt that bad. And it wasn't like Layla had meant to be overly rough. She was just a bit excitable. Accidentally sending Natalie after her felt worse than anything she'd inadvertently done to him.
This shit was complicated.
****
Chris was sucking Tiffany off a little later on when Layla appeared hesitantly in the doorway. Chris wasn't sure if he should stop and say something, but fortunately Tiffany came soon enough after that he didn't have to make a decision. He swallowed the last of her load, and she quickly scooted out of the way with a murmured, "Thanks."
"Can I come in?" Layla asked.
Chris wasn't used to any of the girls asking, and confusion alone made him hesitate. "Yeah, sure. Come on in."
She stepped inside, but only covered about half the distance between him and the doorway before she stopped again. She was wearing a long shirt, and presumably no panties underneath because her cock was hanging out the bottom.
"I guess I could take a lesson from Tiff, huh?" Layla said. "She's so much better at just letting you do your thing."
Chris shook his head. "I'm sorry. Natalie talked to you, didn't she? I didn't mean to send her after you. I really didn't."
"I mighta deserved it though," Layla said. She fiddled with the hem of her shirt, accidentally revealing more of her penis in the process. "I didn't realize you were still sore. I thought it was just, like, a little ache or something. Normal stuff."
Chris was a bit worried that she thought his ass aching was going to be normal for him, but he left that alone for the moment. "It's not that bad. It's just... there's going to be so many of you. I can handle you and Beth, and Natalie, Sasha, and Tiffany. Or I think I can, at least. But more? Like... I'm not that durable."
Layla managed a wry smile. "You're way tougher than you think. And more than you look, too. I thought you were gonna be like the usual boys who can't hardly even take it up the ass without weeks of training. I-"
"Hang on, what?"
"What?"
"You said there's usually weeks of training?"
Layla cocked her head, confusion winning out over contrition as some of the gloom left her expression. "Well, yeah. Brand new boytoys don't usually take cock the way you do. Not so quickly."
"But then... but... everyone was acting like I was supposed to."
"Well of course we were. We wanted to fuck you. We're not exactly unbiased."
"Jesus fuck." Chris sat back and shook his head. "So I've been tricked into..."
He stopped and considered. Nothing had been a trick, exactly. It had just been heavily implied that he was meant to do certain things within a certain time frame, with full knowledge of what those things were, and what the consequences might be. Seduced or bribed were probably better words than tricked.
Layla had gone quiet again after an unusual amount of words all at once for her. She sat next to Chris, but not near enough to be touching. He couldn't help but notice her cock slowly stiffening and lifting her shirt in the process. He tried to ignore it for the moment.
"I guess it makes sense," he said at last. "If I'm the only boy here this year, and I'm brand new, there's probably a lot of pressure on me to perform."
Layla shrugged.
"I could almost even think of it as flattering, in a way," Chris said. "That you all want to fuck me so badly. I never got anything like that before I came here. Then again, I guess it's not really anything to do with me. I'm just the warm body that happens to be here, right?"
"I definitely wouldn't say that," Layla said. "You're way cuter than I was expecting."
Chris felt his face warm, and turned his head to hide his blush. "Really?"
"Yeah." Layla ran the back of her finger up and down his cheek. "Super cute."
"Oh. You mean, like, adorable. Not sexy."
"They're kinda the same thing."
"No they aren't. 'Cause girls tend to-"
"We're not ordinary girls, Chris. You know that. We like different things about boys. Different traits." She turned his head back to face her. "Like your lips..." She smiled shyly. "I love your lips."
Chris had a suspicion he knew what was about to happen, but he let it develop anyway. He allowed Layla to guide him to his knees in front of her, with a pillow for padding, then nudge him onto her cock.
It was kind of embarrassing how little flattery it took to make him want to pleasure her. Although it really wasn't her words so much as the desire behind them. He didn't know how much truth there was to what she said, but he liked the idea of legitimately being attractive to her, and not just a pair of warm holes to be used for dumping girl-cum into.
Being cognizant of her earlier failing, Layla was docile as could be this time around. She hardly moved a muscle, except to occasionally stroke Chris's hair while he bobbed his head up and down in her lap.
He much preferred setting his own pace, though he couldn't actually take her in his throat without help. He'd have to work on that. His blowjob technique simply wouldn't be all it could be if he had to rely on getting his throat forced open by overly horny girls.
Layla came in his mouth after a long and gentle suck-session. Her hips bucked and he felt her hand press the back of his head, but she didn't actually push down. That was progress, he felt.
Layla patted him some more, like he was a puppy who'd learned a trick, until he finished swallowing and climbed back into bed.
"You didn't hardly injure me at all that time," Chris said. "That was nice."
Layla kissed him softly and ran her tongue along his lip, sweeping up the last traces of her own cum. "I'll try to do better," she promised. "At least until you've got more practice."
"I'd appreciate that."
Her shirt had gotten hitched up over her butt a little, so as she walked away, Chris had a tantalizing peek at what lay beneath. He belatedly wished he'd asked her to play with his cock before leaving. He was all turned on now.
Chris thought about simply jerking off, though that seemed a bit of a waste when he had other opportunities to explore. And he was still owed from earlier, after all.
It was a mild thrill walking down the hallway naked and erect with no one else around. He was quickly getting used to his new life, but there were still so many new ways to look at his situation, and new things to explore. He'd never been so free to be nude in his life.
Chris stopped briefly by the balcony overlooking the ground floor. He could see the entryway from there, and in theory anyone coming in would see him pretty quickly too. Granted, anyone entering would most likely be someone who'd already seen him naked, and had their dick inside him too, so his risky stance wasn't quite the feat of daring that it might otherwise have been.
Natalie and Sasha were hanging out in the room they shared. Natalie was cross legged on her bed, laptop balanced on her knees while she typed away intently. Sasha had her cock out and was idly stroking it. It was nearly fully hard from her playing with it.
"Chris!" Sasha said with a beaming smile. "Good timing. I just thinking about coming to see you."
"Were you, indeed?" Chris said. "I can't imagine what for."
Sasha giggled. "For sex, silly."
"Ah, yes. Of course."
"Make sure he's ok with it before you jump him," Natalie warned, only briefly taking her eyes off her screen. "Chris needs to be rested for tomorrow."
"You didn't get hurt that bad, did you?" Sasha asked.
Chris wasn't sure if she was actually worried about him, or the possibility that she wouldn't get to fuck him.
"Nah, not that bad," Chris said with false bravery. "But, um... I don't suppose there's any chance the other girls who are going to be showing up won't want to fuck me right away?"
Natalie and Sasha devolved into raucous laughter.
"I'll take that as a no, shall I?" Chris said.
"Yeah, dude," Sasha said. "They're gonna want to tap that. No question." She shrugged. "I mean, some of 'em might be patient, for whatever reason. But, like, I wouldn't count on any lack of desire overall."
"None of them have boyfriends or anything?" Chris suggested weakly.
"Oh sure. Some probably do," Sasha said. "I think I remember one girl used to have a boy who went to this school too. She only ever fucked him and not any of the boytoys. You might get lucky."
"We don't do well at monogamy," Natalie said, finally shutting her laptop. "Especially not if there's separation of any kind. And it's not easy for us to casually date and get our sex fix that way."
Chris sighed heavily. "Well, if I die tomorrow, tell my mother I loved her."
"Can do," Sasha agreed cheerfully. "Now about me fucking you..."
"Actually," Chris said, forestalling Sasha's attempted seduction, "I kinda thought, maybe, like..."
"Like what?"
"Maybe I could have a turn?" he finished while looking down at the floor a bit uncomfortably. In theory, he was pretty sure he'd get a yes. His instincts still hadn't caught up to simply asking as being a viable strategy for getting sex.
"Oh! Right," Sasha said. "Good idea. You go first, then you'll be all relaxed for me."
That wasn't at all Chris's intention, but he let it slide for now. "So how do I... I mean, like..."
"It's not that complicated," Natalie assured him in a soothing voice. "Me and Sasha can both take cocks your size pretty easily, so no worries there. I guess the first thing is just to decide which of us you'd like. Or which order, if you want to try us both. That'd be up to you."
"Um..."
"I wanna go first," Sasha said, neatly solving Chris's dilemma of having to choose between them. "You got to fuck his ass first. It's only fair." Her eyes glinted eagerly. "Besides, I've never taken a boy's penile virginity before. Seems like a neat thing to do at least once."
Chris shrank back. "What makes you think-"
"Don't worry about that," Natalie said. She stood and put a hand on Chris's shoulder. "I told you, things like that aren't big deals to us. It's honestly a good thing this'll be your first time."
"You don't know that it is," Chris mumbled.
"Is it not?" Sasha said. "Because you've been acting like you haven't done it before. Getting all shy and quiet and blushy when the topic comes up." She shrugged. "What, you think we'd like you better if you'd fucked a bunch of girls before? Honestly couldn't give a shit. Except, as I say, it'd be kind of a neat little achievement to be your first. Unless you really want Nat, which is fine. Kind of annoying, though."
Natalie's hand moved from his shoulder and smacked his butt. "Go on. Have a good time. Stop worrying about it."
Chris was still feeling quite embarrassed at the evident transparency of his virginity, despite his efforts not let it slip. He knew it shouldn't bother him, at least partly because he'd had sex repeatedly that day alone, even if it wasn't the sort that traditionally counted. He wasn't even sure why certain kinds of sex counted, and others didn't. That was just the way it was, he supposed.
Sasha saved him from further awkwardness and introspection by going face down, ass up on her bed, then shaking her butt invitingly at him. He was drawn toward her as inexorably as if she'd been reeling him in with a rope.
"You've got such a nice ass," Chris said as he reached out and put his hands on each cheek, spreading her slightly wider.
"Aw, thanks," Sasha said. "I don't get many people staring at it, actually. Not with my pants off, anyway."
Chris traced his finger down the bottom of her cock, which hung hard and neglected below. "No. I suppose you probably don't."
Natalie flounced onto the bed next to Sasha. She'd brought a bottle of lube with her, though didn't hand it over quite yet. "What are you in the mood for?" she asked Chris. "You wanna get right in there? Or maybe eat her out a bit first? Or do some fingering?"
Chris stared transfixed at the tight, crinkled little hole on lewd display before him. He flashed back to the last time it had been stuck in his face, and the bizarre enjoyment he'd felt from giving analingus. "Is it weird if I kinda want to lick it?" he asked.
Natalie giggled. "Not at all. In fact, it's encouraged."
"Mmm, and you did such a nice job last time," Sasha agreed. She gave another wiggle. "Lick me, baby."
Chris was a bit hesitant, and wasn't at all sure about being watched, but moved in and licked Sasha's butthole anyway. She made a deep, low growl in her throat even just at the first swipe of his tongue.
He kept licking, gradually getting into it enough not to worry about Natalie spectating nearby. The noises Sasha made got more and more animalistic and gratifying the more anal attention she got, and became louder still when he closed a hand around her cock and jerked her off a bit while fiercely tonguing her asshole.
Natalie got her cock out to play with herself while she watched. Chris flicked his gaze over to her every so often, but mainly focused on Sasha's increasingly slobbery behind.
"Ooh, yeah. Get something in there," Sasha moaned. "Fuck that's nice."
Chris licked a few more times, then tentatively pressed a finger to her butthole. It sank in pretty easily with only spit for lubrication. He stared awestruck as his own finger disappeared inside a girl's ass. It was a truly captivating sight.
Natalie leaned over and drizzled some lube from her bottle down Sasha's butt crack. Chris pulled his finger out, coated it, then slid it back in even more easily.
Chris fingered Sasha a bit more, but was getting far too horny and impatient to delay any longer. He was excited to the point of shaking a bit at the thought of actually fucking her pretty little ass.
Sasha let out a pathetic whine and squirmed in readiness as Chris positioned himself behind her. Natalie helpfully spread Sasha's bottom to make it easier for him to guide his cock to her rear entrance.
Chris had to push a little harder to get his cock in than he had with his finger. Still, Sasha clearly had more experience than him, based on the amount of warming up they'd done relative to the ease of penetration. Then again, he recalled a with a slight flush of shame, his cock was also notably smaller than the ones that had been shoved inside him.
None of that really mattered to him as he buried his throbbing erection in Sasha's snug bum. She was delightfully warm and tight around him. He savoured the moment, still and quiet just for a moment, then gave a small thrust.
"That's it," Natalie said with an intense gleam in her eyes. "Give it to her."
Chris gave a few more thrusts, each longer and more confident than the last. He got an almost smooth rhythm going, and was absolutely enraptured with the experience of ploughing Sasha's tight and welcoming butthole.



"Harder, Chris," Natalie urged. "You don't need to be gentle with Sasha. She can take it. It's your first time. Enjoy yourself." She gave Sasha's butt a few smacks for emphasis.
Chris smiled shyly and followed Natalie's example, giving Sasha a few extra spanks. Sasha cooed in delight and arched her back even higher.
It didn't seem to matter how hard he pounded her ass, she kept it stuck up in the air, begging for more. He lost himself in the crazy thrill of going totally wild and succumbing to the most insane and lust-driven urges within.
"Aw hell yeah," Natalie breathed. She was unabashedly masturbating again, still occasionally squeezing or spanking Sasha as the mood took her.
All too soon, in Chris's mind, he felt an oncoming orgasm. He wanted to go longer, to fuck Sasha all night, but he also very much didn't want to stop or go slower, so he kept right on pounding her. Cum exploded inside her as he kept thrusting, and only at the end did he hold still, balls deep in her ass. He waited for a few moments, then finally, reluctantly, pulled free.
Natalie squealed and pulled Chris in for an excited hug and kiss on the cheek. "That was awesome!"
"Was it?" he said, just a little on the dazed side.
"Pretty good," Sasha confirmed as she stretched, then got up on her knees and sat back on her heels. "Of course, you just got me all horny."
"You were already horny," Natalie said. "You're always horny."
"Fine. Hornier, then." Sasha looked meaningfully back and forth from her cock to Chris. "Mind if I...?"
Chris nodded. "Yeah, alright."
He lay back while his legs were pinned back and his ass was warmed up in preparation of being filled with cock yet again. Perhaps due to his earlier troubles, Sasha was extra thorough about licking, fingering, and gently stretching his sore little bottom before finally getting to 'the good part.'
Natalie supervised at first in order to make sure Chris was doing ok. She couldn't just watch forever, though. She eventually straddled his head and sat on his face.
Chris was happy enough to kiss and lick Natalie's butthole, though was a bit confused and uncertain when she wiggled around so her balls were dangled in his face instead. Still, they were remarkably smooth and hairless, and somehow girly, despite not being a traditional part of female anatomy. He was brave and gave them a bit of a lick and suck, just to test. Natalie seemed to appreciate that, so he kept at it.
Chris alternated working her balls and butthole according to how she positioned herself above him. He fully expected to get throat-fucked sooner or later, and was proved absolutely correct. He gurgled and gagged a bit, but managed to take his double-penetration pretty well, he thought.
It didn't hurt that both Sasha and Natalie were worked up enough that they didn't last too long pounding his aching holes. He swallowed their pair of loads from both ends, then sagged in relief as he was vacated.
Chris didn't much feel like moving for a while afterward. Natalie and Sasha were perfectly happy to cuddle on either side of him, so it kind of worked out.
"It might be too early to call it," Natalie said, "but I'd say you survived your second day."
Chris nodded. "Mmhm."
"And you took an impressive amount of dick up your butt for your first day of anal training," Sasha said. "It might even be a record."
"God. Don't remind me," Chris said with a groan. "I'm gonna hurt tomorrow."
"We'll make sure to get you nice and warmed up first thing," Natalie said, as though somehow that would reassure him.
"Lots of stretching," Sasha added. "That's the key."
"Could we, perhaps, just not discuss it for a while?" Chris asked. "Let me pretend like I'm not going to be ruthlessly violated tomorrow by a horde of excitable futas?"
"Yeah, fair enough," Natalie said. "You just rest now."
She stroked Chris's hair and hummed a soothing melody. Sasha marred the maternal effect somewhat by occasionally feeling him up and, in particular, fondling and fingering his butt. Still, she was gentle, and it felt kind of nice, so he didn't say anything.
****
Part Three: Facing the Horde
****
Chris woke up snuggled between Natalie and Sasha. He'd apparently fallen asleep in their room.
Their warm skin and soft breasts were quite lovely against him. He could, however, also feel insistent erections jabbing him from both sides
"I think he's awake," Natalie whispered.
"Oh, good," Sasha replied. "I was tired of waiting."
Natalie pulled Chris to her breast and stroked his hair as Sasha slithered down the bed and stuck her face between his butt cheeks. Sasha was licking away at him before he even had his eyes open and clear.
"You're starting early," Chris grumbled.
"Not as early as you think," Natalie said. "You slept in. We didn't want to wake you. You were so cute and angelic. Plus, you needed the rest."
"Mmhm," Sasha concurred without her tongue leaving his butthole.
"Not to mention it's quite important we get you ready for the day," Natalie said. "We're planning on a gentle morning, but we do have to make sure you're all stretched out and prepped for new arrivals."
"Is that just an excuse to start butt-fucking me straight away?" Chris asked.
"No. Not just that."
Chris snuggled against Natalie and suckled at her offered breast while Sasha worked his bum and opened him up.
Sasha remained quite gentle and tender once she switched to her cock. Her movements were slow and pampering, seemingly much more about his comfort than her fun.
They eventually moved down to the common room, which in this case involved Sasha picking Chris up while still inside him, then carrying him all the way down to one of the couches.
It was quite a vulnerable feeling to be casually maneuvered like that while also being unclothed and exposed. Chris felt that he should have been horribly embarrassed about it, except that it was difficult to muster up any sense of shame around Natalie and Sasha in particular, or the other girls either. He'd been naked around and fucked by each and every one of them.
Sasha sat on the couch with Chris in her lap. He expected to get pounded at some point, but she just sat there, passively filling him up. He loved it.
His ass was so wonderfully full, and he wasn't getting torn apart by exuberant fucking. Not only that, but Sasha had her arms around him, holding him cozily against her soft, warm body. It was incredibly pleasant.
Natalie brought out some food and fed Chris breakfast while he remained in his 'booster seat.' Once he was done, things got a little more normal as she stood on the couch and slid her dick into his mouth to get sucked off.
Sasha was getting quite antsy by the time Natalie came down Chris's throat. She'd been remarkably restrained up until then, but she could only last so long.
"I need to fuck him," Sasha whined. "I need to."
"No, Sash," Natalie said. "You know that's not what this morning is about. Switch off, I'll take care of you."
"It's not the same," Sasha grumbled.
Nevertheless, she let Chris stand up, then vacated her seat for Tiffany, who had joined them after a quick breakfast of her own. Chris was reseated on Tiffany's cock, once again without any fucking occurring.
Natalie took one for the team and bent over the couch to let Sasha pound her ass for a while. Chris found the sight absolutely fascinating and watched with wide eyes until Sasha finally unloaded in her friend's butt.
"I'm pretty sure you guys don't really need me as much as you say you do," Chris said as Sasha was busy wiping off her softening dick.
"Like hell," Natalie said. "You think I want to do that every day?"
"Yeah, really," Sasha said as though Chris's suggestion was kind of dumb. "I only fucked Nat 'cause we gotta keep you in good shape today as much as possible. It wasn't like that's what I wanted."
Chris didn't understand, but he was pretty sure further arguing wasn't going to change much of anything. Personally, he found girl butts far more interesting and attractive than his own, but they all clearly felt differently.
Beth and Layla finally dragged themselves out of bed. They wanted a go on Chris, but Natalie absolutely refused them the use of his ass. They felt that was unfair, since Tiffany got to snuggle her cock up in it, but eventually grudgingly agreed that she wasn't actually fucking their boytoy, so it didn't really count.
Chris ended up sucking off the twins one after the other, which they appreciated, even if it wasn't what they really wanted.
The girls took it in turns through the morning to be Chris's bum stretchers. There was no proper fucking allowed at all, mainly just filling him up, with occasional gentle movements being permitted.
Chris's ass had never been anywhere near so relaxed and massaged in his life. He had an amazing several hours just sitting on cocks and chilling.
He basically forgot that they were expecting more housemates to show up, and was startled when the front door burst open. A girl rushed in, head swiveling every which way until she spied Chris. Her eyes lit up like precious gems catching the fiery midday sun.
"Boytoy!"
"Oh," said Chris. "That's how it's going to be."
Naturally none of the other girls lifted a finger to help him as the new futa dragged him off of Natalie's cock and up the stairs. They all just thought it was funny. Jerks.
"Which room's yours?" the girl asked. "Nevermind," she said before Chris could answer. "Must be this one."
"Um," said Chris. "Don't you want to-"
"It's been a brutal summer," the girl carried on like he hadn't even spoken. She pulled off her clothes with a determined efficiency. "Would you believe none of the boys I used to play with came home during the summer? Fucking ridiculous."
"Well," said Chris. "I-"
"Mom and Dad were all 'you can go a few months without' like it's just that easy." The girl shrugged. "They never really understood."
She was already naked. She clearly had no qualms at all about stripping in front of someone she'd literally only just met. Her cock was savagely erect, and drooling precum at a rate Chris had never imagined possible. She didn't seem to have exaggerated how badly she needed this.
Chris lay down on his bed and presented his ass. The girl followed swiftly behind to inspect her prize.
"Aw," she cooed. "It's so pretty. It's even gaping open for me."
She ran her finger over Chris's butthole, prodding at his entrance. His warm-ups that morning had done their work.
"Goddamn you got a cute little butt," the girl said as she lubed herself up.
With only a bit more fawning and admiration, she plunged her needy cock into Chris's ass. He groaned, but not as loud as she did. She sounded so happy he almost thought she was cumming purely from her initial entry. However, no great spurts of semen filled up his bum, and she soon began pistoning her hips at a still-desperate pace.
"I, uh, don't think I caught your name," Chris said conversationally once he'd adjusted to the frantic thrusting.
The girl slowed a bit as she let out a short giggle. "Oops, my bad. Not very good manners, huh? I probably should have introduced myself before going balls deep in your sweet tushy."
"It happens," Chris said politely, though he was pretty sure it actually didn't.
"I'm Kelly," the girl said before ramping up her speed again.
"Chris."
"Yeah, I know. I heard all about you." Kelly keened wildly as she pounded him particularly fiercely for a moment. "You're even more adorable than I expected. And your ass... I mean, goddamn, dude."
Chris flushed at the compliments. He was beginning to really believe words like 'cute' and 'adorable' were good things when coming from futas.
Kelly kept fucking him like it was her last day on Earth. He began to ache slightly after a while, but it was manageable. He actually thought there was a fair chance he'd get through the day without crying, although that did depend on Kelly finishing up at some point. For having supposedly abstained for so long, she certainly wasn't shooting off particularly quickly.
Her orgasm, when it finally arrived, was absolutely massive. It seemed to go on forever, flooding Chris's butt with her hot cum. He half-expected it to rush back out in a river when she pulled her cock free afterward.
"Fuuuccck," Kelly sighed contentedly. "That hit the spot." She spanked Chris's butt affectionately. "Thanks, dude."
"You're welcome," Chris said. "But you know it's only once for right now, right?"
"Don't worry, I am aware. I jerked off, like, four times before we got here to make sure it'd last."
"Well that's, like, cheating, isn't it?"
Kelly giggled unselfconsciously. "Whatever I gotta do, man. Though I kinda wish I didn't have to do it in the car on the way here. Mom and Dad weren't happy about that."
Chris tried to formulate a response to the scenario Kelly had just presented, and failed miserably. "I see," was all he could think to say.
"Anyway, speaking of, better go find the 'rents. Get my stuff all stored away in my room. See ya around, hot stuff."
Chris only just had time to get out of bed and hit the bathroom before another new girl arrived and took him right back to bed. He caught the names of the next few before or while they pounded his ass; Lily, Talia, and Alanna, but the trickle of arrivals became a river, and he stopped bothering to try and keep up.
Girlcock after girlcock went up his ass, and occasionally down his throat depending on how backed up the line was. A couple of them claimed they wanted his mouth first anyway, so that kind of worked out.
Chris's bum was a sloppy, gaping mess by the time the new group had gone through. He was sore and exhausted, but at no point had he felt like he couldn't take it.
He didn't even look up as another pair padded into the room. He assumed they must just be stragglers, since he'd lost count a while back. The two quiet futas paused for a moment at the side of his bed, then there was a muffled curse before they each chose and end.
Chris had a sneaking suspicion a that point, and lifted his head. It was, indeed, Beth positioning herself at his mouth, and Layla behind.
"Did you seriously lose at rock, paper, scissors again?" Chris mumbled.
Beth rolled her eyes. "Every time. I swear."
"Then why do you keep using that method?"
"'Cause Layla gets cranky otherwise."
"Do not," Layla protested as she worked her cock into Chris's well used and lubricated butthole.
Chris groaned in a mixture of pleasure and ache as Layla buried her shaft in his bottom. "I guess this means you guys all get to use me again."
"Yep yep," Beth said as she fed him her cock in turn. "We all decided it was probably wise to let Layla have the first go since she's still annoyed at not getting a good fuck in this morning. I was a bit biased 'cause it got me a turn quicker too."
"Whatever," said Layla. Though, indeed, she was picking up speed and going at Chris pretty hard and needily.
The sisters gave Chris a good double-fucking, and eventually blew their loads inside him. Beth, as usual, let Layla cum first, then swapped holes with her before cumming too.
Chris was made to clean both their cocks with his mouth once they were finished. There was a particularly egregious mess thanks to the sheer quantity of futa-cum that had been unleashed in his ass, which had subsequently covered any further penises that were inserted.
After the satisfied twins took their leave, Chris rather stiffly made his way to the bathroom. He noted as he limped along the hallway that the house had more ambient noise to it now that it was nearer to its intended capacity. He paused at the balcony overlooking the ground floor and took in the sight of a whole array of half-naked futas hanging out and milling around. It was quite something.
The bathroom was nearly empty when he arrived. Only Tiffany, the quietest of the elders, was using it at the time. It was still a bit disorienting to Chris to walk into the bathroom and find it occupied by one or more girls. He'd eventually get used to that, as he would many other things, he was sure.
"Everyone must've had their turn, huh?" Tiffany said as she glanced over at Chris.
"Pretty well," he said. "Sasha'll be looking for me soon. And Nat too, probably." He winced slightly as he felt his well-used bottom. "I was gonna take a break while I can. I need to pee. And maybe try and get some of this cum out of my butt. There's, like, a lot in there."
Tiffany nodded as she finished up and washed her hands. Curiously, she approached Chris despite his stated intent to simply use the bathroom for its intended purpose.
"A lot, you say?" she said.
"Well, yeah. I lost track, but over a dozen loads, I'd guess."
"And most of 'em from backed-up balls," Tiffany mused.
Chris didn't know what was happening, but he didn't resist when he was led into one of the shower stalls. A shower honestly wouldn't hurt after the fuck-session he'd been through.
The warm water cascading down his body felt nice. It soothed his aching muscles, though a hot bath might have been better. He didn't even mind getting pushed against one of the walls, and braced himself for what he assumed was going to be yet another use of his tired butt. At least didn't think it was going to be a hard pounding, since Tiffany had always been gentle before.
Tiffany knelt behind him and traced a soft finger around his butthole. "You're still so opened up," she said with a tinge of awe in her voice.
"Yeah, I know. I'm hoping that's not permanent."
"It won't be. It'll tighten back up if it gets a proper chance. Boys are stretchy." Tiffany ran her finger along his upper thigh. "Cum's been leaking out already," she observed.
"Uh huh."
Chris didn't think much of what she was saying until he felt her tongue on his inner thigh, then gliding upward toward his ass. She lapped at his butt crack, then his sore and gaping little hole.
"Are you licking cum out of my ass?" Chris asked.
"Maybe."
She definitely was. Her nimble tongue flicked again and again at Chris's butthole, and eventually worked its way inside him. She drilled as deep as she could and sucked up any cum she could find.
It was quite weird and not what Chris had been expecting, but it wasn't at all a bad feeling. Her tongue was soft and pleasant on his abused asshole, and she was helping him get cleaned up, in a way.
Tiffany licked and sucked Chris's butthole a while longer, to the point where he was pretty sure she'd found every bit of reachable cum there was. Granted, some of it was pretty deep in there and might still be trickling out.
Chris braced himself as Tiffany rose and pressed her steely cock to his butthole that had just begun to think it was safe. She pushed inside him and gently rocked her hips in long, slow strokes.
He was pretty horny himself. He'd cum a few times during the day-long anal gangbang, but not for a while now, and Tiffany's luxuriously soft reaming was hitting quite a few of the right places.
Chris came against the shower wall, and Tiffany anally milked every last bit out of him. He got a bit wobbly at that point, but she supported him and held him place while she continued to use his butt for her pleasure. She was surprisingly steady despite having to partly hold him upright.
Tiffany tenderly fucked Chris a while longer, then held herself fully inside him as her hot cum spurted into his ass. He luxuriated in the feel of being so nicely filled, and of having her soft breasts squishing against his back.
A sudden flood of warmth inside him startled him slightly, and for a second he was amazed that Tiffany was still cumming, let alone to such excess. He soon realized it wasn't cum at all.
"Are you peeing in my butt?" Chris asked.



Tiffany let out a happy sigh. "Maybe."
"Oh my god, you are!"
It was a strange and somewhat worrying sensation. Chris's insides were getting filled in an entirely new way, a way they certainly weren't designed for. Although, to be fair, his butt probably wasn't supposed to always be taking cock and futa-cum up it either.
"That's so weird," Chris groaned as he slipped a hand over his tummy. He imagined he could feel himself bulging from the unexpected influx of liquid. He was pretty sure it was all in his head, though.
Tiffany purred contentedly against his back. "It's really nice, actually." She nuzzled and nipped at his neck and ear. "You can do it to me, if you want."
Chris shook his head in despair. "I wouldn't have expected you to be this freaky. Of all the girls here, you almost seemed the most normal."
Tiffany laughed. "You're probably clinging to an incorrect idea of what normal is. Especially here."
"I mean... yeah, ok. I guess." Chris wiggled a bit. "Can you please let your pee back out now?"
"In a minute. I just wanna stay here a bit longer."
Tiffany eventually pulled out, once she was mostly soft anyway. A torrent of piss and cum splashed out of Chris's open butthole. It was quite a relief getting emptied out again.
He still had to pee, and by this point wasn't at all surprised when Tiffany knelt down and guided him to piss all over her. She aimed his cock for him, splashing urine all over her tits, then into her open mouth, onto her cock, then finishing up on her chest once more.
Once Chris finally managed to escape the shower and pad naked over to the towel rack, dripping all the way, he found Sasha waiting semi-patiently for him. She was perched on the counter, idly stroking herself.
"About time," Sasha said. "I didn't think you were ever gonna finish up in there."
"Yes, well... you know I don't much say in these things," Chris said.
"That's true."
Sasha helped him towel off, though in the process her cock bumped and rubbed against him far more than necessary. She was fully grinding on his ass by the time he was reasonably dry.
Sasha picked Chris up and lowered him onto her throbbing erection. His butthole didn't put up much resistance at all. He was then carried back to his room, which had been cleaned and had the bedding changed in the time he'd been gone.
"The maid service here is pretty good," Chris mumbled as he was laid back and fucked up the ass by a horny Sasha, who had remained remarkably restrained thus far.
Sasha laughed. "Don't say that too loud. Someone's liable to dress you in a maid outfit."
"I believe it. Some of you have weird fetishes. Weirder even than all wanting to butt-fuck the same boy on a daily basis."
"You mean Tiffany, yeah?"
"In this case, yes."
"Yeah, probably should have warned you about her. I mean, she's not nearly as rough as some of us. But, like, yeah. She likes some weird stuff."
"I wouldn't have thought it of her."
"No, you wouldn't." Sasha shrugged. "But then, everyone's got fantasies you wouldn't guess. And futas... well, we have more libido than most to vie with. We can't always help ourselves."
"Yeah," said Chris as he glanced down at the cock pummeling his ass. "I've learned that much, at least."
****
Chris awoke the next morning to a cock sheathed snugly up his ass. He craned his neck around to find Natalie spooning up behind him, still asnooze. He honestly didn't remember falling asleep with her inside him. Maybe that part had happened after he was already unconscious.
He curled up cozily and lazed in Natalie's embrace. It was a lovely respite from the egregious and sometimes painful ass-poundings he'd taken all yesterday, and would probably take again in the hours to come. It would be so nice if he could just lie there all morning, impaled on a firm and unmoving cock, snuggled with a warm, feminine body.
It was not to be.
Sasha, ever insatiable, was the first to creep in and stick her dick in his face. She didn't wantonly throat-fuck him, probably so as not to wake Natalie, but she did use his mouth as a sex toy and eventual cum-depository.
Tiffany took a turn after Sasha and took her time about making a deposit as well.
Either Beth or Layla-Chris still couldn't tell them apart from far away, especially if they didn't speak-peeked in a couple times, but didn't seem interested in him when he was already half-occupied.
The less senior girls didn't intrude at all. Either they'd been warned off, or the pecking order was sufficiently established that they knew better.
Natalie finally roused, though Chris would have been just as happy getting another hour or two of relative peace. She murmured sleepily and tightened her arm around his chest, even twirling a finger over his nipple. Her hips began moving in a slow, lazy kind of way at first as she was still waking up.
"Mmph. Shit. Guess I slept in a bit," Natalie mumbled.
"A little," Chris agreed. "It's been nice, though. Very restful. None of the other girls seemed inclined to risk waking you up."
Natalie snickered softly. "Restful, you say? With my dick up your butt? Goddamn you adjusted fast, huh?"
Chris flushed. "I just meant in comparison to getting gang-banged all day."
"Uh huh. Sure. Whatever you say."
Natalie kissed his cheek, then rolled him onto his tummy and lengthened her strokes. It was still a rather smooth and gentle fuck, though it was getting rougher all the time as she gained alertness and horniness. She gradually transitioned into giving Chris a hard pounding that made the bed frame squeak in protest.
As though summoned by the sheer sexual force Natalie was exerting, Beth and Layla turned up to watch and eagerly await their turns. They knelt on the bed next to Chris, sometimes playing with themselves, sometimes just watching and waiting. Chris could have sworn that at one point he caught them jerking each other's cock instead of their own, but he wasn't able to get a good look with Natalie pounding him into the mattress.
The twins took over as soon as Natalie was done with him. Beth got to go first on his ass this time, by some unspoken understanding between them. Layla throat-fucked him all the harder to make up for not getting his butt. They came at almost the same time into his throat and ass, after which Beth briefly stuck her cock in his mouth for a quick cleaning.
Once Beth and Layla had vacated the room, a steady trickle of the newer girls kept Chris well occupied. There was no discernable order to their arrivals, but there was no audible fighting between them, so again it must have had something to do with rules, or an established order of dominance.
Chris tried to learn some more of their names as the opportunities presented themselves, but it was tough making conversation when he was so often drooling and gagging on futa-cock.
He got a bit of a break when he was let out of his room to come down and have breakfast, which was long overdue for his grumbling tummy. He ended up having to eat bent over at the table while Talia reamed his ass.
After her, a girl called Rachel let him sit down; on her lap, of course. He rocked back and forth on her cock to keep her happy, and in return she reached around and rubbed and toyed with his penis too.
Chris came all over himself when Rachel got a bit too enthusiastic jerking him off. That caused a few titters amongst the girls at the table, whereupon Natalie detailed one of the gigglers to crawl under the table and lick Chris clean.
After breakfast came another long parade of girls using Chris to get off, some of them getting a second go in while they could.
He got another break, a longer one this time, when he was laid out on one of the couches so Tiffany could lick his butthole, delving for the excess of mixed cum within. It wasn't as good a position as standing up, since gravity wasn't helping her out, but the gentle tonguing was soothing to his poor, gaping, abused bumhole, so he was quite happy to go along with it.
Some of the girls clustered around to examine and finger Chris's butthole once Tiffany was done eating it out. Apparently it was quite fascinating. He mostly just thought of it as being sore.
Still, at least no one else tried pounding him for a while, so that was nice.
****
Chris must have fallen asleep at some point, because an indeterminate time later he was shaken awake again. He was still sprawled across the couch he'd been lying on earlier.
There were several girls in his line of sight, and enough chatter going on around him to suggest that there were even more he couldn't see from where he was. There was also a line of four girls nearby that he didn't think he recognized.
"Hey, sleeping beauty," Natalie said. She tousled his hair. "We got our shipment of newbies in, and you weren't even awake to greet them."
"Oh," said Chris. "Sorry."
"That's ok. We've been pretty rough on you this morning. You earned a little rest." Natalie straightened. "Still, time to earn your keep." She clapped her hands in a 'chop chop' kind of way.
Chris groaned an sat upright. Natalie took his hand and led him over to another couch that had been pulled out into a bed. That was a bit strange, since he'd expected to be taken back to his room for more sexy times.
Without having to be prompted, Chris assumed the face down, ass up pose that the girls tended to like. He wasn't used to quite so many of them being present when he exposed himself like that, but he didn't really mind. They'd all seen everything anyway. Excepting the new girls, of course.
The four somewhat nervous newbies were gestured forward. At least one of them seemed eager enough to overcome her nerves, and she stepped closer than the rest, dancing from one foot to the other in anticipation.
"This is Melissa, Ashley, Jan, and Steph," Natalie said by way of introductions. "Girls, this is Chris, our one and only boytoy this year. He's been doing very well for us," she added, patting his butt. "And it's time you four got acquainted with him too."
Ah, so that's what all this was. The new girls were going to be made to fuck him in front of everyone. A welcoming ritual, of sorts. It kind of made sense, given that literally everyone else seemed to have no problem being partly or fully naked around the house. Anyone new needed to be inducted into that lifestyle somehow or other.
"Melissa, would you like to be first?" Natalie asked the most daring of the four.
Melissa nodded and stepped right to the edge of the bed. She bit her lip. "Um... what do I do?"
"Well," Natalie said gently, "traditionally, you start by taking your clothes off."
Melissa hesitated, looking around at all the spectators, then steeled herself and pulled off her top. Once she got going, it didn't take her long to get naked. Judging by the state of her cock, its hardness and the sheer quantity of leaking precum, Chris assumed her horniness was doing quite a bit of work in beating out any shyness or reserve.
"Now, then," said Natalie, "have you had a boytoy to play with before?"
Melissa shook her head. "No. Is that bad?"
"Only for your education and well-being," Natalie said. "Not in any kind of moral or judgey kind of way. We get girls, and boys too, with all manner of different experience levels. Many with hardly any at all. The important thing is to make sure everyone is getting looked after sexually once they get here."
There was a chorus of agreement from the audience, and some nervous giggles from the four new girls.
Natalie smacked Melissa's butt. "Now get up there. Let's have a fun and educational moment, shall we?"
Melissa, excitement continuing to win out over nervousness, crawled up behind Chris's lewdly displayed backside. She tentatively touched his butt just with her fingertips, then jerked back again.
"What do I do?" she asked.
"Pound that ass!" came an exuberant shout from the back of the crowd.
"Yes, thank you, Sasha," Natalie said, ever calm. "Someone cut her off from the booze, please."
Sasha retorted with a rude noise.
"You can start with licking him," Natalie instructed. "He likes that. Don't you, Chris?"
Chris nodded. "Yeah. It's nice."
Melissa hesitated a moment longer, then abruptly dove in. She licked Chris's asshole in a long, exploratory swipe of her tongue. Another pause, then some more licking.
"That a girl," Natalie said approvingly. "Get right in there. It's only polite, considering how accommodating he is to all of us."
Perhaps as a testament to how horny she was, Melissa very enthusiastically ate out Chris's butt until Natalie finally had to remind her to stop and get to fucking him instead.
Natalie helped lube Melissa up and guide her to an initially gentle penetration. Shortly thereafter, Melissa lost control and instinctively pounded her hips against Chris's butt as hard and fast as she could manage.
There was some more cheering from the crowd, though after the initial novelty some were already slipping away and grabbing themselves drinks, or just moving to comfortable spots to masturbate.
Melissa didn't last long. She'd been about ready to burst from the get go, and she hadn't held anything back. A copious load of cum spurted inside Chris while she kept thrusting. She only pulled out well after she was done.
"That was amazing!" she said with a heavy overtone of awe and delight. "Are all boys' butts that good?"
"Pretty good," Natalie confirmed. "But not quite as good as our Chrissy," she added with an affectionate pat on Chris's bum.
"Can I go again?"
Natalie laughed. "Of course. Not right now, though. Two turns in a row wouldn't be fair."
"Oh. Right."
Steph was the next girl to get over her shyness in the face of having sex in front of a whole room full of spectators. She got her clothes off a bit slower than Melissa, but was just as hard and horny once she was naked.
"Is this your first time too?" Natalie asked her as she crawled into position.
Steph took a moment to answer. "Kinda."
"Kinda?"
"Well, I mean... I've only messed around with one boy. And he only let me do him in the butt on special occasions."
"Your boyfriend?" Natalie asked.
Steph hesitated again. "I shouldn't say, I think."
"Ah." Natalie leaned in close so Chris was the only one who could hear other than Steph. "You said boy, so not your dad, I assume. Your brother, maybe?"
Steph squeaked in embarrassment. "I... like..."
"It's fine," Natalie assured her. "Like I say, we don't judge. We all know how hard it is when you don't have anyone to help with your urges and needs. You gotta do what you gotta do."
Chris wasn't sure about that logic, but really, who was he to judge either? He wasn't exactly a paragon of virtue these days.
Steph gave him a brief licking first, much shorter and less intense than Melissa's, then entered him with noticeably more grace and comfort. She did indeed seem to have at least some small amount of experience. She wasn't nearly so frantic or awed by getting to fuck his butt, though she was still quite appreciative.
Jan got a turn after Steph, then finally Ashley, the apparent shyest and most gentlest of the four girls, though Chris was reserving final decision on her character for now. He'd learned his lesson with Tiffany.
The audience had dispersed further and become distracted by that point, which seemed to help Ashley take her turn. She was the slowest by far to get her clothes off, though she seemed just as horny as any of them.
Ashley was almost comically fascinated by Chris's butthole. Instead of displaying puppy-like levels of enthusiasm for licking him, or treating it as a token gesture of foreplay, she made very deliberate swipes with her tongue, occasionally pausing to consider, or even to finger him.
Unprompted, Ashley experimented with prodding her finger at his lubed-up ass, and even inserting it. Every glance over his shoulder showed her enraptured expression as she fingered him, licked him, and finally rubbed her cock against him.
She didn't spend long grinding on Chris's ass before pushing inside. She made a cute noise of rapturous pleasure as her cock slid deeper and deeper.
"Oh wow," Ashley breathed.
"Nice, isn't it?" Natalie said.
"It really is. He's, like, gripping me, but he's so soft and warm too."
"Mmhm."
Once Ashley was settled into her fucking rhythm, Natalie apparently decided she could relax from her duties a bit. She slipped in front of Chris and reclined with her cock right in his face. He nuzzled and kissed her shaft like a good little boytoy, and in return got his hair tousled like a favoured pet.
Natalie eventually guided Chris's mouth onto her cock properly, but she wasn't in any particular hurry. As long as he was paying attention to her, she didn't much seem to mind how deep he took her or how hard he sucked.
Ashley, as the other three girls had done before her, kept pounding Chris's butt until she came a nice, gooey load inside him.
"That was awesome," she said. "Thank you!"
She planted a quick little kiss on Chris's butt cheek, then was gently pushed aside so someone else could have a turn.
Chris had pretty much expected to have a train run on him, and he was proved quite correct. So many mostly-naked futas gathered together with him occupying an exposed and central 'place of honour' pretty much made it inevitable.
Natalie didn't leave her spot. Chris assumed she was establishing dominance of some kind of by hogging his mouth all to herself, sitting regally like she was on a throne rather than a pull-out bed.
The atmosphere in the room and those adjoining became more and more like a party, albeit quite a sexually charged one that would have risked becoming an orgy, except that basically everyone only wanted to fuck one person.
A possible exception, one that Chris could only kind of see in his peripherals or when he got a chance to glance over, was Jan sitting next to Talia off to the side, somewhat by themselves. He wasn't sure, but he thought they might be flirting a bit. These sorts of things were hard to gauge when literally everyone in the room had their cock out.
Chris's suspicions were partly confirmed when Talia began slowly running her fingertips up and down Jan's erection. Jan alternated biting her lip shyly and giggling nervously. She accepted a kiss from Talia when it was offered with enough enthusiasm to suggest she hadn't just been cornered on her first day with no idea what to do.
"Good for them," Natalie said quietly, making Chris aware that she'd seen the same thing he had.
"Why good?" Chris asked, taking the risk of neglecting Natalie's dick for a bit.
"The same reason it's nice when anyone hits it off with someone else," Natalie said.
"Oh. I guess that makes sense. I thought it might have been something more complicated."
"What, like, Talia's secretly been pining for a girlfriend, and might have a shot now?"
"Um... maybe? I don't know. Has she?"
"Couldn't really say. I know she's more open about hooking up internally, as it were, than a lot of us. I mean, we'll fuck around with each other when necessary, but I've always had the impression she'd be open to more than that." Natalie shrugged. "Nothing much serious ever tends to happen between the girls here, relationship-wise. It'd be kinda neat if Talia and Jan made it work."
"Isn't it ridiculously early to be thinking about that?"
"I'd say yes, except they're currently sneaking off upstairs together."
Chris looked. They were, indeed, almost out of sight up the stairwell. "Huh. Didn't waste any time, did they?"
Natalie gently guided his head back to its proper position lavishing attention on her cock. "I don't feel I should have to remind you of this, but we tend to be horny as fuck, basically all the time."
"Ggghhuu nnmmhh uunngh," Chris agreed.



****
Part Four: A Dedicated Scholar
****
Life couldn't be all lying around getting pounded by big-dicked futas. Only a few days ago, that would have been so self-evident as to be meaningless to Chris. All of a sudden, it made for a jarring transition as classes started up.
Natalie had to chase away a flock of girls waiting for turns to get an early fuck in so he could be prepped. He'd been fucked and cummed in repeatedly already, and the worst of the mess had to be quickly showered off before he could be dressed. At least he'd already managed to get some breakfast, even if some cheeky girl had shot her cum all over his food first.
"Alright, now remember," Natalie said as she guided him toward the door, "we've arranged your classes in nice time blocks, and Ashley's going to be with you in your first class today. Then Jan will-"
"Remind me why I need escorts again?" Chris interrupted. "Because I don't think anyone else is going to have someone tagging along to take notes for them."
"No one else has nearly the full-time job you do," Natalie answered patiently. "And you needn't think we're taking any chances on you not passing something."
"Right, but isn't the point for me to learn things?"
Natalie patted his head. "Sure it is. And if that's what ends up happening, great. If not, we've got backup plans. Now off you go."
Ashley was waiting for him. She along with the other three girls starting university this year along with him had all been detailed to shadow him to the lectures they shared, as well as any labs, tests, or projects. Chris honestly had no idea how they were planning on doing all his work for him with no one being the wiser, but since it was apparently something that happened every year, he imagined they had their ways.
Chris was initially quiet and lost in thought as he and Ashley walked along. There wasn't much other foot traffic at first, not until they got onto the more traveled paths. Ashley kept glancing at him, but it took her a while to say anything.
"Thank you for yesterday," she finally blurted.
"You know I didn't have much to do with it, don't you?"
"I mean, I guess. But, like, you let us all have a turn, and you're so patient and everything. And your butt's so nice."
Chris couldn't help smiling at the earnest gushing, however misguided it may have been. "You're welcome. It's apparently what I do now."
Ashley fiddled with her hair a little awkwardly. "Do you like it?"
"Getting butt-fucked?"
"Yeah. And the other stuff. All of it."
Chris considered the question. "Overall, yes. I think ideally I wouldn't be trying to take quite so many cocks every day, and some of the girls could be a bit gentler, but I'm becoming strangely ok with basically all of it."
"Just ok?"
"Well... some of it I like. Really, really like."
Ashley walked closer, her interest overriding her shyness and desire to keep a step or two away. "What parts? Like, when you're taking it in the butt, only not too rough? Is that nice?"
Chris cocked his head, and Ashley abruptly stepped away again, putting more space between them.
"Sorry," she said. "That's probably not a good question to ask."
"I think it's fine," he said lightly. "Considering you've fucked my butt, asking about me liking it almost certainly isn't rude at this point."
Ashley was quiet a moment longer, then, "So do you like it?"
"Honestly... I think I prefer it when it's really gentle. Actually, when they're not even moving. When I'm just filled up, and I can feel the cock inside me, warm and firm and pulsing, and there are arms around me, breasts pressed against me, warm breath on my neck..." Chris trailed off.
Ashley had become noticeably flushed. "That does sound nice."
"You think so?"
She nodded, but withdrew slightly into herself. "Yeah. But, like, I've never had a chance to try it. I don't actually know if I'd like it or not."
"Having your ass fucked?" Chris laughed softly. "Well you came to the right place for finding out about that."
"Easy for you to say. You get all the cock."
"I assure you, I will gladly share some."
"You might. I don't think they will. The way everyone looked at you yesterday... I think I'd just feel embarrassed asking anyone to help me out."
Chris wanted to argue with her about it, but stopped himself. He still didn't really understand the dynamic of the girls fucking around with each other. It pretty clearly happened, but he hadn't seen enough to understand the logic to it. They clearly didn't just fall into bed together all the time. Not nearly the way they did with him.
"If you really want to try it," he said instead, "I'm always here."
He didn't expect the offer to be taken up, at least not right away. Ashley, however, immediately whipped her head toward him, having gone slightly doe-eyed.
"You mean it?"
"Well... yeah. Why would I not?"
"I don't know. I wasn't sure if you liked that sort of thing."
Chris was taken aback. "You weren't sure if I liked putting my penis in girls?"
Ashley flushed. "Ok, so maybe it was a bit silly of me. It's just... you seemed so happy with girls doing you all evening, and I never saw you fucking them or anything. Just, you know, kneeling there, taking it."
"That's more to do with them than me, I can assure you."
They walked along in silence for a while. There really was just an unnecessary distance between Futa House and his classes, Chris felt. The privacy was nice and all, but surely there had been a better compromise.
Ashley uncurled herself as the minutes passed, slowly letting go of her self-conscious desire to hide.
"I've never felt comfortable with boys," she said. "Or anyone, really. Not in, like, a sexual way. I've never had anyone to try things out with."
"Yeah. I know that feeling," Chris said. "Or at least I used to. It all seems so far away now."
She reached over and squeezed his hand before withdrawing again. "I know it was a weird way to meet, but I'm glad we did."
Chris smiled lopsidedly. "Me too."
****
Classes themselves were essentially just the same as high school, only in bigger rooms with more students. Chris took notes and tried to pay attention, despite knowing that Ashley's notes could be copied for him at any point, and she'd be happy to go over anything with him later that he hadn't caught.
Such were the rules, apparently. He was valuable to a whole group in a way that he'd never been before, and it was a weird feeling. He wasn't sure whether to be glad or annoyed that they had no intention of letting him fail a course.
There were more lectures to attend as the day progressed and, subsequently, the week. Ashley traded off with Melissa, Jan, and Steph according to which of them shared the relevant class with him.
Melissa was the first to recognize the potential of her position. The others treated the time as a responsibility, and maybe a chance to hang out with their shared boytoy one on one. Melissa realized that she and Chris had time to themselves, time when none of the other girls were competing for his attention or, more to the point, his body.
Chris was bemused when she dragged him into a girls' bathroom after class, but didn't immediately clue in as to why. She checked all the stalls and seemed delighted that the room was empty.
"So, uh, what's up?" Chris asked, still oblivious.
Melissa grinned wickedly. "It occurs to me we have, like, almost half an hour before I need to hand you off," she said.
"Yeah, I know," Chris said. "What's that have to do with a bathroom? I'm not really supposed to be in here, you know."
"Oh I know."
The look on Melissa's face as she approached him and pushed him back against the wall finally gave away her cunning plan. Chris nodded and accepted his fate gracefully as she pressed her lips to his.
"Ah," he said. "I see."
"I thought you might."
Making out and groping in a public bathroom. Yet another new experience for Chris. As per usual these days, he wasn't quite sure he liked it, but it wasn't unpleasant either. Mainly he was worried about someone walking in on them.
He was even more worried about getting caught when Melissa pulled out her cock, and shortly thereafter pulled his pants partway down.
"I don't know if this is a great spot for this," Chris said. "Maybe we should wait?"
"What, wait to get back to the house? Where I don't have you to myself basically ever? Don't think so."
"But maybe... you know..."
Chris's arguments faltered as Melissa dropped to her knees and shoved her face in his ass. He did enjoy receiving analingus, he couldn't deny that even in his own head. It was even better when she reached around to caress his cock and fondle his balls.
"Fine," he said. "Just try to be quick, please."
"Do my best," Melissa assured him cheerfully.
She did, indeed, do her best. It was a bit less lubricated an entry than Chris would have liked. Melissa promised to remember actual lube next time so as not to have to rely on her own salvia copiously slathered over his butthole.
Once he loosened up it wasn't too bad. Melissa struck a decent balance between going slow and gentle, and moving fast enough to cum in a reasonable time frame. Still, it wasn't fast enough.
Chris winced as the door opened and a pair of obliviously chatting girls wandered in. They stopped short as they witnessed the casual ass-fucking he was receiving. Melissa didn't.
"Do you mind?" Melissa asked without breaking stride.
"Oh my god," one of the girls said with wide eyes. "She's... she's..."
The other girl nodded dumbly. "Guess the rumours about this campus are true."
"Oh they're true alright," Melissa said, just a hint of annoyance in her voice at the intruders who hadn't yet vacated. "If you'd like to be next, you're welcome to keep standing there and staring."
One of the girls seemed to actually be considering, oddly enough. Her eyes didn't leave the area around Chris's ass, which was constantly being pummeled by Melissa's thrusting cock. The other girl had to tug at her friend's arm repeatedly until she finally started moving again.
"Thought they'd never leave," Melissa grumbled. "They were throwing me off with their gawking."
"Didn't seem like they were throwing you off," Chris said, still flushed red from being caught getting his ass pounded. "Didn't seem to bother you at all, really."
"Well... I guess it didn't much. I mean, compared to how many people watched me fuck you that first time, this wasn't hardly anything. Still, it's rude to stare like that."
"And taking over a bathroom for an illicit fuck isn't?"
Melissa smacked his bottom. "No sassing me while I'm pounding you."
"Uh huh. Sure."
****
Time at the house became even more chaotic and demanding once Chris's classes got into full swing. Too many horny futas, too few tasty boy holes to go around.
Other than Jan and Talia, there were a couple other hookups happening, which at least briefly helped relieve some pressure. Some of the girls brought someone home, or had sleepovers elsewhere, but mostly the played amongst themselves, and it was usually only when Chris was too busy to satisfy everyone.
Natalie, Sasha, Tiffany, and the twins maintained priority status, so they generally got enough action to suit them.
Beth and Layla tended to just wander in and have their way with him, so nothing much changed there. Tiffany indulged her peculiar fetishes as she felt like it, and other times simply dumped some cum in Chris.
Natalie and Sasha, however, took the on the responsibilities involved in keeping Chris sane. They made sure he had some time for studies and assignments and things, as well as making him cum from time to time just to make sure he didn't get too pent up.
Honestly, Chris felt like he ejaculated enough simply from getting ass-fucked, even though it was sporadic and he hadn't quite figured out what triggered it in him. He was not, however, going to mention that. Not when it might mean the end of butt-fucking Sasha, or getting casual handjobs from Natalie under the desk while she privately tutored him in his room.
Sasha tried helping with teaching him as well, but her efforts tended to fall apart. She often got too excited and ended up fucking Chris instead of helping.
One evening she did kind of manage to do both. Chris was lying on his stomach in bed, laptop in front of him. Sasha had given him a quick fucking and an anal cum load, just to take the edge off. Afterward, she was able to lie on top of him, cock still snugly buried inside him, looking over his shoulder and giving and advice and tips. It was rather pleasant for both of them.
"You know, I've never really appreciated how nice it is just being inside someone like this," Sasha said. "Even without any actual fucking."
"Try being on the other side of it several dozen times a day," Chris said. "You'd figure it out a lot quicker."
"Yeah, yeah. I know. You like to pretend like you don't enjoy yourself."
"Well-"
"But we all know you love it," Sasha declared without letting Chris defend his honour. She kissed his shoulder for emphasis.
"I like some parts of it," Chris admitted. "Maybe even love, but I don't know if I'd go that far."
"Pff, whatever." Sasha pointed at his laptop's screen. "Back to work. You need to finish up here so I can fuck you again."
"Can't imagine why I'm distracted," Chris grumbled sardonically. He stabbed at the keyboard a little awkwardly from his position and got a few more things written in.
Sasha amused herself by moving her upper body around, lifting and lowering it, and generally just rubbing her boobies all over Chris's back and shoulders. He could make out the stiffness of her nipples at times, causing yet another distraction for him.
Chris eventually got even squirmier than Sasha. Between her teasing and having her amazing naked body on top of him, not to mention her cock filling him up, he was pretty goddamn horny. Grinding his erection into his mattress helped keep his arousal at bay somewhat, but it didn't do anything to make it go away.
He finally had to give up and push his laptop away. "Ok, I need a break."
"A fuck break?" Sasha asked hopefully.
"Yes, actually."
"Ooh. You want a turn in my butt?"
"If you wouldn't mind."
"No problem."
Sasha pulled out slowly, making a very satisfying sucking sound as her cock withdrew from its home. Chris felt sadly empty once she was out.
Once Sasha got into a comfortable position, Chris spent a while just licking and nuzzling her delicious bum while she cooed and luxuriated in the intimate attention.
"Damn that's nice," Sasha purred. "One of these days, I might have to find a full-time boytoy just to eat me out before bed every night. Sooo relaxing."
Chris was so worked up by the time he started actually fucking Sasha that he came inside her pretty quickly. He got a few minutes of pounding her sweet tushy, but then it was all over.
"Mmm, butt-cum," Sasha said. "You musta been right on the edge, huh?"
"Well you were on top of me for a long time," Chris said just a tad defensively. "I told you I needed a break."
"So you did." Sasha wiggled beneath him. "And I'd say you got one. Back to work?"
"In a minute."
Chris stayed where he was, enjoying the reversal of getting to be the one softening inside her, then simply not pulling out. He eventually rehardened, still balls deep in her ass.
Sasha let Chris stay atop her, and simply pulled his computer back over and carried on doing his work for him.
"Hey! I'm s'posed to do that," Chris said.
"I know. But you'd have to get off me for that to work. You can't balance your laptop on my head, and I'm not even gonna let you try, just in case you were considering it."
"Fine."
Chris didn't want to move, which limited his options as far as fighting with Sasha about doing his homework for him. Besides, just once couldn't really hurt. Not when he got such a sweet trade-off for it.
He could have fallen asleep right where he was. Sasha made such a comfy bed. She was softer, warmer, and far more sensual than any actual bed could ever hope to be.
"You two look cozy," said Natalie from the doorway.
Chris looked over at her and smiled lazily. "I really am."
"Kinda neat having someone in my butt without it being sexual," Sasha added. "Like, actively sexual, I mean. I guess it's still kind of a sexual thing."
"I'd say so, yeah," Natalie said. She padded closer, slipping out of her panties and shirt as she neared. "Is it gonna bother you too much if I tag in?"
"Nah, it's fine," Sasha said. "There'll be other chances to experiment with stuff like this."
"Yeah there will," Chris agreed. He definitely wanted to do that sort of thing some more.
Sasha slipped away, naked and unselfconscious about it as ever. Natalie took over Sasha's original spot on top of Chris instead of beneath him. Her cock slid easily into his still nicely warmed-up butthole.
"Did you get all your work done?" Natalie asked as casually as if she hadn't just mounted him from behind.
"Uh... not quite. Sasha was trying to help, but she got a bit distracting. Then she took over and I have no idea what she wrote."
"Better check on that then, hadn't you?"
Chris nodded agreement and tried to focus on his laptop's screen. He could almost ignore Natalie and just enjoy the lovely sensation of fullness she provided as long as she wasn't moving, but as with Sasha, that only lasted so long.
Natalie was more restrained in some ways, but the more Chris got to know her, the better he understood that she wasn't any less of a horny sex-maniac than Sasha. She was just subtler and more in control of it, was all. She nuzzled his neck a bit, which was tolerable and somewhat possible to tune out, and nipped gently at his ears, which was less so.
Eventually she was rocking and grinding on his ass just as bad as Sasha would have been. At that point Chris had to once again push his computer away.
"Alright," he sighed. "I guess I'm as done as I'm going to be."
"Are you?" Natalie asked innocently. "Good." She paused a moment in the midst of pulling back for a longer thrust. "I could get one of the new girls in to finish up for you, if you want. That's what they're there for, you know."
"Yeah, I got that. Maybe let's revisit the issue when you're not about to fuck my ass, hm?"
"That's probably a good idea." Natalie giggled. "Because I really, really need to pound your cute little butt."
"Yes, I thought you might."
****
Chris found himself with an opportunity to chat with Jan before their next class together. Since she and Talia were basically the only ones in the house who seemed like they might have stumbled into a lasting relationship of sorts-which, given the standards of the house, only really meant that it was more than a one night stand-he couldn't help but be a bit curious.
"How's it going with you and Talia?" Chris asked.
Jan flushed slightly and glanced around. No one was near enough to overhear a quiet conversation. "Good, I think. Maybe. I don't really know much about these things. Especially with other girls like me." She shrugged. "It's really not how I thought it was going to happen."
"Oh?"
"I dunno. Maybe it's silly, but I always kind of assumed I'd meet a nice boy, and somehow... well, I really don't know how it would work, but I kind of thought it would. Some kind of fairy tale thing."
"That's fair," Chris said. "Lots of people have fantasies like that, I think, even though I'm pretty sure it rarely happens so poetically for much of anyone." He smiled at Jan. "But you seem happy. That's worth a lot, right?"
Jan smiled back, still somewhat red in the face, but it was fading. "I am. I'm actually really happy. Talia's so sweet, and she knows so much about... you know..." Another blush reinforced the remnants of the last one. "Sex and stuff," she finished in nearly a whisper. "And I like being with her even when we're not doing... that stuff."



"Sounds like you lucked out."
"I really think I did." Jan bit her lip. "I just wish we had a little more privacy."
"Yeah, tell me about it."
Jan giggled. "I guess complaining about lack of privacy to you isn't gonna get a lot of sympathy, huh?"
"Not so much, no."
She sighed. "I feel like everyone's watching. Everyone's interested, waiting to see what happens. It's too much pressure sometimes. Makes it hard to get out and eat and hang out with the others." A slow goofy smile erased the tense set of her jaw. "'Cept when Talia's there. I don't mind then."
"If it helps any, I think everyone's mostly just happy you two aren't fighting for time with me anymore. Neither of you have used me more than once or twice since you got here. The girls tend to be selfishly horny little things. I don't know if you've noticed."
Jan laughed aloud. "I have, yes. And you might be right. They probably do care more about a bit of extra time with you than whatever's going on behind mine or Talia's door."
"I imagine so," Chris agreed.
****
Things stayed pretty constant for Chris and his bedroom. Mornings, evenings, and weekends tended to be scheduled pretty full for him. There were even lineups sometimes as the girls were unable to wait patiently for a turn slamming his butt or choking him with a cock down his throat.
Perhaps Natalie had sensed that he needed actual breaks from time to time, or maybe it was simply part of the tradition of the house. In any case, Chris found himself with an evening off as the girls were all herded downstairs, some quite reluctantly.
Chris watched from the balcony above, just peeking around the corner so as not to be seen. The couches were rearranged to all face the big flatscreen tv mounted to one side. There was quite a bit of jostling and vying for position, which soon settled into the older girls having the better seats. He still didn't fully understand the pecking order, but the girls all seemed to innately grasp it.
Once everyone was basically settled, all half-naked if not fully nude, a movie was started. Chris was entirely unsurprised to see that it was a porno. He was, however, somewhat intrigued when Sasha announced it was the new one from Natalie's mom, to Natalie's mild embarrassment. A chorus of cheers and applause rolled through the room.
The movie itself, quite unsurprisingly, seemed to involve a voluptuous and well-hung futa-presumably Natalie's mom-seducing some boys and giving them good, hard fuckings in various positions.
Catcalls and lewd comments from the audience seemed encouraged, as were jerking off and, indeed, trying to seduce one another while the porno played on. Limited success was had in the latter department, but a few of the girls did start playing with each other instead of just themselves, and even a few blowjobs began to shape up.
Chris picked out Jan grinding around in Talia's lap off to the side, and one of the other girls had managed to convince Melissa to do much the same on her cock. Things were getting to be a horny mess, and Chris knew at least part of it was purely because he wasn't working that evening. He had a tremendous amount of power in the house, in an odd sort of way.
He eventually moved away from the balcony and down the hall to the bathroom. That was where he'd been headed initially, before getting distracted.
He was fully hard from peeping on the room full of sexually aroused futas below, and it didn't even occur to him anymore that walking naked and erect through the house might be embarrassing or wrong. Such considerations simply had no meaning for him at this point.
Chris pushed open the bathroom door, and was a bit surprised to hear one of the showers running. He assumed it had been accidentally left on and went to check on it after relieving himself. However, instead of an abandoned stall, he found Ashley in the process of washing her hair.
"Oh, sorry," said Chris as he averted his gaze. "I thought... I assumed everyone was downstairs."
"That's ok," said Ashley. "Not like we haven't seen each other naked before."
"Very true." Chris chuckled softly. "It just feels different, I guess. When you're showering and neither of us were intending to make it sexual. I dunno. I still react oddly to things sometimes. Or, rather, I react in a way that would be normal anywhere else."
Ashley shared his smile. "I know what you mean. Literally everyone here has seen me naked, and I don't mind too much, but I still prefer showering when I have the bathroom to myself. Which doesn't happen often, mind you."
Chris nodded. "Hence you skipping movie night?"
"Kinda, yeah. That and it's just too crowded down there. It's kinda sexy, but also just a bit too much for me."
"I can see that for sure. I know I wouldn't want to be down there right now."
"Ha, well of course you wouldn't. You'd be mobbed and gang-banged 'til you couldn't walk tomorrow."
"Very true."
Chris stood a little awkwardly, watching Ashley as she rinsed the last of the shampoo from her hair. He found it hard to turn away. She looked so beautiful and seductive from his angle, with water streaming down her bare breasts and bum, and even over her temptingly hard cock.
Ashley smiled shyly at the way he was staring. "Mind grabbing me a towel?"
Chris startled back into motion. "Oh, right. Sure."
Instead of just handing the towel over to her, Chris began drying her off. She didn't seem to mind, even when he gave an excessive amount of attention to her chest, and not always using the towel, even. The flip side was once he finished with her dick, she gently guided him back to rubbing it some more.
The towel was eventually abandoned in favour of simply standing close together, feeling each other up. A special emphasis was put on their cocks, which they ended up pressing together as they made out.
"Hey, you remember how you said I could ask you for... things?" Ashley said huskily.
"I do."
"Do you maybe... wanna come back to my room?"
Chris was ridiculously horny, and he felt there was a pretty good chance of sex that didn't involve him being a cum dump. There was no way he was saying no. "Absolutely."
Ashley beamed. "Awesome."
They padded naked back out of the bathroom, hushing each other and sneaking off to Ashley's room just in case someone was listening and decided they needed to interrupt.
They made it unscathed. Ashley closed the door behind them, then gestured to the inside of her room. Like most of the bedrooms, it was a double with a bed on either side and the room more or less divided in two, though with significant overlap.
"So this is it," Ashley said. "Nothing special, really. Not as nice as yours, I guess."
"I bet it doesn't have quite the same parade of visitors, though," Chris said dryly.
"Well, no." Ashley gestured to the other bed. "But Jan and Talia sometimes fuck around in here, and sometimes in Talia's room. So sometimes I get peace and quiet, sometimes I get noise and distraction. I mean, nothing like what you get, of course..."
Chris nodded. "You got roomed with Jan, huh? I guess that's a mixed bag, as you say."
"Basically, yeah."
Chris and Ashley both stood uncertainly for a moment. She finally took a few hesitant steps and picked up a bottle of lube, then held it out to Chris.
"I, uh... I mean, I haven't really done this before," she said. "Not in my butt. Not with anyone else, I mean." She flushed. "Just playing with myself."
Chris took the lube. "You don't need to be nervous about it. It's just me."
"I know, I know." Ashley shrugged helplessly. "But I am nervous. I mean, I might end up not really liking it, then I'll feel silly about all this. Or everyone might think I'm a weirdo 'cause I asked you to do this instead of just pounding you while I had you to myself. Or-"
"I think I can fairly confidently say you're overthinking this," Chris said.
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure I am too."
After a short hesitation, Chris pulled Ashley close and kissed her. Every single part of her felt good against him. She was so soft and deliciously feminine, except of course for her jutting erection that out-massed his own. Still, even that felt right on her, somehow.
Chris wasn't used to being the more dominant partner. Even when he'd had his cock inside someone, it had usually been with the mutual understanding that they were mostly letting him blow a load to keep him pacified. This was very different on an emotional level.
He was reasonably confident despite all that. He'd been seduced and bedded and fucked enough times that he could basically step into the other role just by mimicking what he'd learned.
The first thing, as Chris saw it, was to get Ashley relaxed and relieve some of the tension in her body. Tightened muscles and apprehension didn't make for good anal fun times.
Chris got her lying on her tummy, legs spread wide enough for him to crawl between them. She kept looking over her shoulder and biting her lip as he made his approach.
He tried to put her at ease right away by planting some kisses on her bottom, then gently massaging and parting her butt cheeks. Her pretty little butthole winked up at him, and he gave it a few kisses as well.
Ashley squirmed. "I don't taste weird, do I?"
"Of course not," Chris said. He gave her ass a long lick. "You taste fresh and clean, and kinda nice too."
"Really?"
Chris proved his assertion by licking her more, getting deeper and more thorough until his face was firmly planted between her ass cheeks and he was slurping away like her butthole was the tastiest thing ever.
Ashley giggled softly at first as her ass was orally assaulted, then switched to some quiet moaning as Chris got into his rhythm.
There was no pressure, no sense of urgency or haste the way there so often was with Chris's sexual encounters. He was able to lick, kiss, and finger Ashley's tight little bottom for as long as he wanted without any feeling that he was taking too long or holding up the line or anything like that. He could take his time and really enjoy himself.
Ashley seemed to be liking it too. She got increasingly squirmy the longer she was licked and touched, eventually to the point that she was grinding on her bed in sheer wanton horniness. She clutched her sheets and moaned incoherently at sporadic intervals.
As much as she enjoyed the analingus, Ashley clearly liked getting her ass fucked even more. She cooed happily at the initial penetration, ramping up as Chris sank into her and bottomed out.
"That feels so good," she said breathily. "So much better than my fingers."
Chris grinned. "You want me just to stay there?"
Ashley nodded. "For now. I like just feeling your cock all up inside me. It's nice."
"Yeah, I know exactly what you mean."
Chris was horny enough that it took some patience and discipline to keep still in Ashley's ass. He knew how nice it was not to get immediately pounded upon penetration, but from the other side it was a different experience. Given futas' tendencies to get even hornier than boys, it was no wonder they got so rough with him.
Once they started actually fucking, it was a different story. Ashley stuck her butt up in the air to give Chris a good angle, and even though he tried to stay slow and steady, she didn't put up with that for very long.
"Harder," she moaned.
Chris obliged, but still held back. Ashley pushed her hips back to meet his thrusts and demanded more. She reached down to her cock and stroked it as he acquiesced and pounded her all the harder.
For her first time, Ashley could have passed for being far more experienced. She took everything he gave her and only got wilder the rougher he got. The extensive warmup and her futa horniness certainly helped, but it was still crazy just how intense an ass-fuck she wanted and could easily handle.
Chris ploughed her a while longer, to the point they were both sweaty and breathing raggedly, until his orgasm overtook him. He unleashed his overload of cum inside Ashley and continued to thrust slower and slower until he was spent.
Ashley rolled onto her back, a small pout on her lips. She kept jerking off, but slower than when she'd been taking her anal pounding.
"I need more," she said as a simple statement of fact.
Chris smiled wryly. "That should be the house motto."
Ashley didn't acknowledge his attempted joke. "I need more," she insisted. "It was so good. I was getting close."
"Are you sure? I mean, it was your first time and all. You don't want to be like me and get yourself fucked raw right away."
"Yeah, but you're not as big as the dicks you're used to taking, remember?"
"Ouch."
"That's a good thing! If you were too much bigger, I'm pretty sure I couldn't take you so easily." Ashley bit her lip. "And I really, really liked you going wild like that. Just hammering me. I felt like such a slut."
"In a good way?" Chris guessed.
Ashley nodded. "Yeah. Definitely good. You make me feel way more experienced than I am. Like I'm good at sex, if that doesn't sound too silly."
"No, I get you." Chris looked down at his softening cock. He was still conflicted about Ashley's 'compliment,' but she wanted him to fuck her ass some more, so it was hard to feel too badly. "I'll probably need a couple minutes if you want to go again."
"I guess you do, huh?" Ashley's lips twitched impishly. "Maybe I can help with that?"
Chris accepted her invitation, and the next few minutes were spent rolling around on the bed together, naked and sweaty, hands groping absolutely everywhere, lips and tongues grappling excitedly. His cock pulsed back to life, taking a cue from Ashley's larger and harder erection that it was pressed up against.
This time when Chris re-entered Ashley, she lay on her back with her butt propped up a bit with pillows. They took turns jerking her off while he pounded her newly deflowered butthole. She was a moaning, horny mess again in no time.
Ashley ended up shooting cum all over herself. Her first few spurts reached up to her chin, then progressively ejected with less force so she ended up with a trail of white goo leading right back down to her tummy.
Chris lasted a while longer since he'd already orgasmed quite recently. Since Ashley had been pacified somewhat as well, they ended on a slower, lazier rhythm. On a whim, he asked if he could cum on her tits, seeing as how they were already a bit messy and all. She had no problem with it.
"Well," said Chris afterward as they lay next to each other, "how was that?"
"Fishing for compliments, are we?" Ashley said. She kissed his cheek. "You know I loved it."
"Yes, I thought you might have."
They devolved into silly giggles for a moment.
"I can't help feeling like you enjoyed it too," Ashley said.
"I did a bit." Chris traced a swirling pattern in the cum on Ashley's boobies. "Or maybe a lot."
"Good. Maybe we could... you know... do it again sometime?"
"Hope so."
They lazed around, halfway cuddling for a while. They planned to grab a shower together to clean up, but the movie night was breaking up by that point, and it seemed easier to hide out in Ashley's room than face the horde of horny futas, any one of whom might decide that a naked boytoy wandering the halls and/or showers might be fun to play with, despite it being frowned upon on his night off.
In the end, Chris fell asleep next to Ashley in a messy snuggle of naked bodies.
****
The respite Chris got from his night off was made up for in force the next morning. The girls were particularly manic and unruly, jostling each other to get their turn and going all out on him when they did.
He didn't even get a chance for breakfast before heading off to class, other than several large loads of futa-cum. Since the girls had been hornier than usual-a feat unto itself-and they'd used both his ass and mouth as much as possible before he had to leave, the sheer quantity of cum actually held him over for a while before he needed to eat for real. The downside was that warm semen kept leaking out of his ass in a steady trickle as he walked.
Luckily, his first classroom escort of the day was on the ball. Melissa had some snacks packed for him when they stopped in the bathroom for their traditional sneaky fuck after class. He was sufficiently used to getting pounded from behind that he could eat without making too much of a mess.
Since Melissa kept dragging Chris into the same girls' bathroom every time, some of its patrons had become used to seeing the two of them. It wasn't a high-traffic bathroom, and most girls who wandered in got scared off by the sight of Chris getting viciously butt-fucked, but there were a few who had grown accustomed to the sight and had decided to use the facilities anyway.
A pair of girls walked in and exchanged greetings with Chris and Melissa before each entering separate stalls. Chris had never really had a chance to ask their names, or vice versa, even though he'd seen them often enough to recognize them.
After those two, another girl came in far more timidly. Again, Chris didn't know her name, but she was one of the very first pair who'd encountered the illicit bathroom ass-fucking. She showed up irregularly, always nervous, but a little braver every time.
"I'm gonna have to start making you buy a ticket," Melissa commented.
The girl giggled nervously. "Sorry. Just... you guys keep being here. I figured you can't mind that much."
"Oh I don't," Melissa said. "I was just kidding." She smacked Chris's butt. "Feel free to watch all you want. Chris doesn't mind. He's kind of a huge butt slut, as it happens."
Chris wasn't sure that was entirely fair. On the other hand, he wasn't sure that it was unfair either.
"I'm Melissa," Melissa said as she extended a hand.
"Shawna," the nervous girl replied, stepping closer to gingerly accept the handshake. She watched wide-eyed from her closer position as Melissa's cock repeatedly disappeared into Chris's ass. "That's so crazy. How does that even fit in there?"
"Wanna find out?" Melissa asked impishly.
Shawna hurriedly took a step back. "No! Um... I mean, no thanks."
"Good. I didn't really want to stop fucking Chrissy anyway. His bum's sooo nice, you don't even know."
Chris blushed at the compliment. He watched Shawna out of the corner of his eye, then more blatantly once she stuck a hand down her pants. She flushed in return, but kept playing with herself.
"It's too bad you don't have a cock," Melissa told Shawna, "or you could totally have a turn after me."
Shawna got even redder and bit her lip, but her hand moved faster in her jeans. Her mouth fell open in shock and delight shortly after as Chris's dick twitched and spewed cum over the floor, mostly as a result of being butt-fucked, and partly due to Shawna's voyeurism.
"Told you," Melissa said just a little smugly. "Total butt slut."
She thrust even harder for a moment, then came inside Chris. Her cum joined the sloppy mess already inside him, whatever hadn't trickled back out already.
There was a squelching sound as Melissa pulled out, then she beckoned Shawna closer. "Look at that. Pretty, isn't it?"
"Oh my god," Shawna gasped. "He's so... open. Doesn't that hurt?"
"Sometimes," Chris said, even though he hadn't really been directly asked. "Right now, no."
"He's well warmed up this morning," Melissa said. "Nice and relaxed so you can pretty much do whatever to him."
She dragged her fingers softly along the gaping hole she'd just dumped her cum into. She convinced Shawna to do the same, and Shawna squealed in nervous delight as her hand made contact with Chris's sloppy butt.
"That's too much for me," Shawna said, backing off abruptly. "That's... that's..."
"You know where to find us when you want more," Melissa said with a wink. "Or just to watch."



Shawna nodded, gave Chris one last glance, then left.
"I wish you wouldn't treat me like a public toy," Chris said as he stood up and stretched.
"Did you want me to tell her to piss off?"
"No. Just... you could have asked before inviting her to watch and touch me and stuff."
"I could have," Melissa agreed. "But she seemed nice. Too shy for her own good, though. I was trying to help her with that."
"Being nervous around a horny futa is wisdom, not shyness. Ditto for a boy willing to be a fucktoy in a public bathroom like this, I imagine."
"Pff, whatever. I'll work on her. You'll see."
"I'm afraid I will, too."
Chris's underwear was way too much of a mess to put back on. Melissa had thoughtfully brought him a spare pair, only her backup didn't thrill Chris.
"You want me to wear panties?"
"You don't have to," Melissa said. "But I think they'll fit, and they're gonna be way cleaner and comfier than your messed underwear."
She didn't appear to be joking, so Chris finally sighed and took the panties. "Fine. But I'm just gonna look silly."
Melissa watched him as he slid the panties up and into position. She then examined and adjusted with a critical eye. "You don't look silly. They actually frame your ass really nicely." She gave Chris's butt cheek a quick pinch. "I might need to get you something a little tighter in the front for a proper fit."
"Yeah, yeah. 'Cause my dick's smaller than yours. I get it."
Melissa gave him a soft kiss. "Don't be upset. You look totally cute and bangable. And dick size isn't always a good thing. You should see how much we all have to spend on underwear that fits us properly."
"Poor you."
****
Chris had his next class with Steph. She was in a bizarrely good mood all through the lecture. She kept smiling to herself until she realized she was doing it, then reined herself in.
Chris waited until after class to ask what was going on.
"Oh, I get to see my brother this weekend," Steph said, blushing slightly.
Chris was pretty sure he hadn't met her brother, not that he'd met any of the girls' families for the most part. He'd seen a few parents here and there when they'd dropped their daughter off, or came for a visit, but that was about it.
"Is he the one you, uh..." Chris said, trying to recall what he knew.
Steph blushed even harder. "Yeah." She grinned helplessly. "It's been so long since we've messed around. He'd never admit it, but I'm pretty sure he misses me always pestering him for sex." When Chris didn't say anything right away, she gave him a funny look. "That doesn't weird you out, does it?" she asked. "I'm not sure we ever talked about it."
Chris shrugged. "I don't know, really. I mean, it definitely doesn't weird me out. It'd take something pretty crazy to really faze me at this point. But, like, the way futas interact with their families is... different, you know?"
Steph nodded slowly. "Yeah, that's fair. Don't you have a futa mom though?"
"Um... apparently so, yeah. But I never knew until basically when I got dropped off here."
"Wow, really? Crazy. She must have hella restraint."
Chris flushed in turn at the idea that his mother might have lost control at some point and decided she needed to use her son as the sex toy he'd only recently become. "I try not to think about that too much. That actually does weird me out a little." He shrugged. "Mind you, all her friends that used to visit her, often with trips to her bedroom, that all has a brand new perspective for me now."
Steph giggled. "She used to take lots of people to her room and you never wondered about that?"
"I wondered, sure. But lots of them were other women, and it wasn't like they locked themselves in Mom's bedroom and didn't come out. They also spent a lot of time in... the... basement." Chris slowed down at a sudden realization. "Which Mom had furnished for no good reason that I ever saw. And would usually lock the door." He face-palmed. "Oh goddammit."
Steph put a hand on his shoulder. "It's ok. It probably really wasn't that obvious at the time, not until you knew. I mean, your mom taking a steady parade of people to her sex dungeon probably wasn't as obvious as it sounds."
"Wasn't a sex dungeon," Chris mumbled. He was feeling pretty slow about figuring out his mom's secret life. He trudged silently alongside Steph for a while until he realized they were going the right way. "Where are we going?"
"I'm s'pose to take you to see Miss Carlyle," Steph said. "I was gonna mention it, but we got talking, and then you just seemed sad."
"Miss Carlyle? My mom's friend? What does she want?"
"I dunno. She stays pretty involved with Futa House, though. She might just want to see how you're doing."
Chris sighed fatalistically. "She probably wants to bone me."
****
A short walk later, and after giving Chris a chance to compose himself, Steph knock at the door to Miss Carlyle's office.
"Ah, good. You're here," said Miss Carlyle from behind her desk. "Please, come in. Close the door."
Chris and Steph each took a seat. Chris was uncomfortably reminded of the girls underwear he had on as he sat. Not that it was physically uncomfortable; if anything it was even cozier than what he was used to. That in itself made it all the worse for his confused emotional state.
"So," Miss Carlyle said, "little Christopher MacKenzie. You've been fitting in well at Futa House, I trust? No problems?"
"Uh... no. No problems. Not really," Chris said, squirming ever so slightly. He was really hoping they were going to start discussing what exactly he did at the house.
"Good. I've been waiting to see you until you were settled in. I think it's been long enough."
"Has it?" Chris asked quietly.
Miss Carlyle ignored him. "You have an extra class to take. I think it's time to get started on it."
Chris blinked. "What? An extra class?"
That didn't make sense to him at all. He'd expected to be immediately bent over the desk, or propositioned, or something sexual, at any rate. The possibility of an increased workload had not been mentally prepared for.
Granted, he had quite a lot of help with his current classwork, and Miss Carlyle must have known that, but he wasn't sure he could handle much extra even so. Almost all of his free time was already spent getting his holes filled, pounded, and creamed.
"You'll be getting credit, of course," Miss Carlyle said. "And it'll be one on one, or perhaps two on one, as the case may be. It should be quite helpful for your academics." She stood and began fiddling with her outfit.
Chris rolled his eyes and stood as well. So it was sex after all. He didn't know Miss Carlyle nearly well enough to understand what her game was or why she was playing it, but bending over to satisfy a futa's perverse urges was something he had quite a lot of experience with by this point. That he could handle.
Miss Carlyle and Steph both cooed over his panties as he pulled his jeans down. He blushed at their reactions, but stood quiet and obedient as they fawned over him. Their reactions at least confirmed that Melissa hadn't just been messing with him, and that the panties did look good on him. At least, good from the perspective of horny futas, which wasn't necessarily a generalized opinion on fashion.
"What a little cutie," Miss Carlyle said as she fondled Chris's butt cheeks. "Molly was so generous leaving her boy here with us."
"Thanks? I think?" Chris said.
Miss Carlyle ignored him. She felt him up some more, then enlisted Steph to her help her strip him entirely.
Chris felt a little uncomfortable being naked and examined in unfamiliar territory. Every now and then he heard the sounds of someone passing by outside the office, though Miss Carlyle didn't seem the least bit nervous about being discovered severely molesting a student.
It was even more nerve-wracking when the groping stopped. Chris looked over his shoulder to see Miss Carlyle disrobing while staring hungrily at his butthole. He knew it was happening, regardless of anything he might say or do. He just had to relax and take it.
It would have been nice if she could have made the trip to Futa House, was all. He would have been much happier in his room, or anywhere in the house, really. He'd come to think of it as a second home of sorts. Her office, despite being rather spacious, was making him feel claustrophobic and anxious.
Steph stroked Chris's hair as he lay across the desk. "Don't worry. Miss Carlyle's one of us. She won't hurt you. Not on purpose, anyway."
"No, I know," Chris said. "It's just... there's people out there. And I've never been here before. And usually Natalie or Sasha are around when someone new decides to take me for a ride."
"I'm here," Steph assured him. She squeezed his hand. "My brother used to get nervous sometimes. Like that time I made him suck me off in front of my friends. He didn't like that at first."
"Wait, what?"
But Chris never got to find out about Steph's story, or what it could possibly have to do with him. Miss Carlyle had stripped sufficiently for her purposes, which left her mostly naked except for her stockings, heels, and necklace. She laid her cock on his lower back, and the sudden weight of it gave Chris a whole new reason to be nervous.
"Oh my god, she's huge!" Steph hissed with wide, disbelieving eyes.
Chris craned his neck to try and get a look. "Um... maybe-"
"Don't worry," Miss Carlyle said soothingly, "I waited until you had enough experience to handle me. There's a reason I didn't jump you from day one."
"Yeah, but I still don't think-" Chris said desperately.
"You don't need to think," Miss Carlyle said. "Just relax and be a good little boytoy."
She slid her massive cock up and down Chris's butt crack, rubbing her shaft against his sloppy and gaping hole. He was afraid it wasn't sloppy and gaping enough for her monster.
"Stephanie, would you please lube us up?" Miss Carlyle asked. "I see he's been lubed up already, but we may need more."
"Yes, please," Chris said. "Lots more."
Steph got to work. Coating Miss Carlyle's full erection took a worryingly long time. She then lubed up Chris's butthole, getting the outside and as much of the inside as she could reach without balling her hand up and fisting him. He was half-tempted to ask her to do that for extra warmup, and to delay the inevitable.
Steph then held Chris's butt cheeks spread wide open while Miss Carlyle pressed the head of her mighty cock to Chris's inadequate bumhole. She pressed harder and harder, causing him to grip the edge of the table and hope she'd give up, but she finally popped inside.
"Oh fuck!" Chris said.
"Precisely," said Miss Carlyle. "But that's just the tip. Don't tense up on me now."
Chris did his best, and Steph went back to stroking his hair and murmuring soothing encouragement, but it was only barely enough. Miss Carlyle penetrated him further with excruciating slowness. His poor ass was getting stretched out like never before.
When Chris was unable to help moaning and grunting with each thrust, Steph stepped in to make sure no one outside would hear the noises and feel the need to investigate. He was entirely unsurprised that her method of choice was to gag him with her cock.
He spluttered and drooled a little as his airflow was abruptly cut off, but he had sufficient experience to handle a sudden throat-fucking without choking or passing out. The required focus on timing his breathing actually did help to distract from the anal reshaping he was going through, though not by enough.
Chris was fucked from both ends. Steph's assault on his mouth was going much faster and harder than Miss Carlyle's continued attempt at getting all the way inside his ass.
Steph came down Chris's throat once while waiting for Miss Carlyle to get in, then took a break while her cock softened a bit in his mouth. She never pulled out, so as not to forgo her duties as a living gag, and soon enough hardened up again for another go. She went slower and gentler, having taken the edge off with her initial orgasm, but her speed gradually picked up as she got properly horny again. It didn't take all that long, really.
Chris's ass was getting destroyed like never before. The sheer size of Miss Carlyle's cock was tearing him apart, and the strain on his butt when she started thrusting for real was just too much. He gurgled and drooled on Steph's dick as he tried to tell them both to stop, but he wasn't given a chance. He just had to bear with it.
The pain eventually faded to a dull ache, and for occasional brief moments, Chris almost enjoyed himself. Even when he wasn't facing sharp pain, the sensations were still too intense to really properly appreciate, however, and he really wished Miss Carlyle wasn't quite so huge.
"Fuck that's good," Miss Carlyle moaned. "Boys this age just have the softest, tightest little buttholes."
"Sure do," Steph agreed conversationally. "I thought I was gonna miss my brother really badly this year, but Chris's bum is just as lovely, and I get to play with him practically every day."
The two of them exchanged more pleasantries about how nice fucking Chris was, while continuing to roughly pound him all the while.
Chris groaned and grunted as Miss Carlyle's dick somehow made him cum despite its unwieldy girth. Or, perhaps, because of it. Either way, he made a mess all down the side of her desk.
Miss Carlyle finally came in his butt a while later, and Steph dumped another load down his throat shortly after that. Chris was barely able to stand on his own by that point, and he was generally a sloppy, well-fucked mess of a boy.
He was made to lick Miss Carlyle clean, but at least she didn't try and shove her cock in his mouth. His jaw wouldn't stretch the way his butt would, and he was afraid she'd break his teeth if she tried forcing her way in.
"Very nice work," Miss Carlyle purred. "Of course, we'll need to have more sessions. Perhaps twice a week? I'll set up a schedule for you."
"Oh god," Chris breathed. "Please no?"
Miss Carlyle tilted her head and gave him a soft glare. "What was that?"
"My butt can't take it." Chris reached back and felt himself gingerly. "It can't even close up after what you did to it."
"Yes. That's why you're getting more training. So you'll be able to handle older, more experienced cocks." Miss Carlyle smiled predatorily. She stepped back in her heels and gave her softening cock a few idle strokes. "I do so enjoy my work at times."
****
Chris, naturally, didn't get much chance to rest up upon returning to the house. A small cluster of girls were waiting for him, and they all cooed over his panties, much to his annoyance, then fawned over his sloppy and gaping butthole.
He gave in and lay on his tummy in bed while the girls took turns prodding and fingering his loose ass while it did its best to close up again. He at least took some small, pyrrhic satisfaction at the complaints they made when they tried to pound his bum. He just simply wasn't up to their standards of tightness for the moment. Served them right not even giving him an hour or two to recover.
Tiffany was the only one who actually seemed to really enjoy his temporary looseness. She got much better access than usual as she dove into his butthole and lapped up the deposited cum.
All in all, Chris's mouth and throat got more of a workout than usual, and his ass eventually managed to more or less close up again. He was very grateful for when lights out was called, and the remaining horny futas were shooed out of his room.
Natalie came over to sit next to Chris once the room was otherwise cleared out.
"I hear you had a 'lesson' with Miss Carlyle today," she said.
"Yeah. I guess that's what you'd call it," Chris said. "She's fucking huge."
"Mmhm. That's kinda what happens. Our dicks don't stop growing when you'd think they do."
"Huh?"
"I mean, boys are pretty much full-sized at your age, right?"
"I guess."
"Well, I'm not. Sasha's not. No one in the house right now is. Probably."
"Oh, fuck. You're all gonna get as big as Miss Carlyle?"
"Eventually. Maybe. Hard to say. But bigger than we are now, for sure."
Chris groaned. "I'm not gonna make it."
Natalie giggled softly. "Don't be so dramatic. It'll be a while before any of us get any bigger to an extent that you'd notice. And if any of us are still together by then, you'll have plenty of experience, and won't be whining so much about it."
"Easy for you to say. Miss Carlyle wants more sessions with me."
Natalie nodded a bit more seriously. "Well, yes, that might be a concern. We could always try and get you warmed up better on those mornings. Try and get you ready for her."
"You mean you want to pound my ass harder than you guys are currently doing?"
"I wasn't gonna put it that way, but kinda, yeah."
"Ugh. I'm really not gonna make it."
****
But Chris was, in fact, mostly just being dramatic. Just as he'd learned to satisfy a few dozen lustful futas every day, so too did he learn to accommodate Miss Carlyle better, as well as the extra-hard poundings the girls gave him to 'warm him up.'
He was basically enjoying himself, other than those odd sort of hiccups in day to day life. The regular butt and throat fuckings he received had become anywhere from tolerable to quite pleasant, or even pleasurable, mostly depending on who was using him at the time. The girls all had their own styles, some of which suited him better than others.
Other than that, Chris also took what opportunities he could to spend more time with Ashley. Everyone tended to be pretty accommodating with any sexual requests he made, but she was the only one he felt something a bit more with. Something deeper than just getting off. Although part of that was just the refreshing novelty of a futa who liked getting fucked in her butt more than pounding his.
"You've been sneaking in to see me an awful lot lately," Ashley remarked as they cuddled in her bed. "It's a lucky thing Jan's off playing with Talia so much, or the others would start to talk when they heard about it."
"Well, I don't have to keep com-"
"No, no," Ashley said. "I like it. Don't get me wrong."
Chris idly fondled her breast. "It sounds like you want to say something about it, though."
Ashley shrugged. "I'm not sure. I guess I've just been wondering why. As far as I know, you don't sneak off to sleep with the other girls."
"That's true. Though Nat does come sleep with me sometimes. She likes falling asleep still inside me, which is honestly kind of comfy and cozy." Chris shook his head. "Which is probably a pretty fucked up thing to say. Goddamn I'm getting slutty."
"Yeah you are," Ashley said. "Basically everyone in the whole house, once or twice a day. That's some serious fucking."
"It is. I guess maybe... I like how you're probably the only girl here I can just lie with. Just cuddling and talking."
Ashley giggled. "That's only 'cause we just finished having sex."
"Yeah, no, obviously it's still pretty sexual. But I've been feeling your tits for a few minutes now, and you haven't tried to roll me over and stick your cock in me. I appreciate that."
"I see." Ashley gave him a teasing grin. "So you like me because I don't use you quite as hard or often as everyone else?"
"Now you're twisting my words."
"I am. I like making you squirm a little."
Chris kissed her shoulder and dropped his hand down to her tummy from her chest. "I think that, like, even if you weren't so happy to let me fuck your butt instead of vice-versa, I'd probably still want to hang out."
"Ooh, so romantic."
Chris laughed along with Ashley. "Yeah, yeah. So I'm not doing a very good job explaining here."
"That's ok. I basically know what you mean. I like hanging out with you too. Partly for sexual reasons, and maybe partly because you're the only boy here, but also... I dunno. You're just easier to hang with. Less highly strung."



Chris nodded slowly. "The girls do tend to be a bit wound up, don't they?"
"Sure do. It's probably a sexual thing. Everything is, with them. Us. All of us." Ashley hesitated. "Maybe less with me. I don't feel like I quite fit in sometimes. Like maybe I'm not quite on the same level in some way."
"Possibly, sure. But I think maybe you're lucky for that. As much as they annoy me sometimes with how needy they are, it can't be easy for them either."
"That's true," Ashley said. "I mean, like I say, I'm not as wound up as most of the girls, but before I got here, before I met you, I was spending a lot of my free time jerking off. Like, a lot. A looot."
"More than me, I bet," Chris said. "And I used to think I spent a lot of time masturbating. I can't even imagine how you all cope."
"Not well. It shocked me a bit when I learned about some of the girls and their, you know, brothers. Or sisters. Parents, sometimes." Ashley squirmed a little. "But I get it. It'd be bound to happen with some of them."
"Beth and Layla," Chris added. "I still haven't quite figured out how close they are."
"Pretty damn close," Ashley said. "Do they always fuck you at the same time?"
"Basically, yeah."
"Huh. Crazy."
Chris rubbed his cock against Ashley. He'd become horny again, and was starting to look for some action. "Speaking of fucking..."
Ashley giggled. "Jeez, you're as bad as the other girls."
"Pff, whatever. I'm not even close. You really think we would have just been lying here all this time if I was as bad as them?"
"Ok, maybe not." Ashley rolled onto her tummy and stuck her butt up for Chris. "Lick me first?"
"Of course."
Chris gave Ashley's bum a good tongue-bath. She cooed and moaned happily, and the volume of her pleasure only increased when he began fucking her tight little ass.
"I'll probably need a turn on you after this," Ashley said. "You're getting me all horny again before sleepy time."
"I think that could be arranged."
Chris took his time finishing up inside Ashley, then obediently took his turn being her cock toy. She spurted her cum deep inside him, then at his request didn't pull out afterward. They fell asleep together with Chris's ass snuggly filled up with girlcock, just the way he liked.
****
Part Five: Merry Cocks-mas
****
Exams had turned out to be easier than Chris expected. He didn't know what kind of deals the university had with Futa House, but they clearly were more comprehensive than he'd assumed.
His class buddies, Ashley, Melissa, Jan, and Steph, had all been allowed to sit with him during the exam taking. Where necessary, they'd helped him out or just written his answers for him. They'd received some looks from other students, but nothing from the professors or TAs.
In some ways, Chris was relieved, since his studies had been... lacking, to some degree. Studying had been hard enough when he could barely get a hour free of butt-fucking at the best of times. It had been even crazier when all the girls were stressed out from their own cram-sessions, and had to relax with a very different sort of cramming.
Chris was reasonably certain he'd passed everything, though he couldn't say for sure that he'd learned much of anything for his troubles.
Naturally, the girls didn't ease up any when testing was over. Instead, they let loose, spent a lot more time getting drunk, and fucked Chris for celebratory reasons rather than stress relieving ones.
The pullout couch in the common room got left in bed form most of the time for the few days while exams were winding down, then finished. Chris was reminded of the time when the freshman girls had all been made to fuck him in front of everyone, only now it was everyone having a go without having to leave the party area.
The house was more a den of debauchery than ever for those last days. Chris felt like he had been turned into a full-time sex toy. At least they gave him breaks for eating, sleeping, and using the bathroom. Even the occasional showers were allowed when he just got too cummy.
Tiffany took advantage of Chris's situation once by fucking his butt until she came, then staying inside and releasing her bladder. Chris groaned as he was filled up with piss right in the middle of the room, while Tiffany giggled in manic delight.
The other girls had playfully teased Tiffany about her proclivities, and she'd been made to carry Chris up to the showers and clean him up. That was presumably what she'd wanted anyway. She held him firm on her cock while she carried him so as to limit how much of her pee leaked back out of him.
"You're fucking crazy," Chris told her as he was jostled slowly up the stairs. His insides felt funny, all warm and sloshing around.
"I'm a weirdo and a perv," Tiffany said softly, but with a gleam in her eye. "This I know." She gave him a kiss. "But you're so much fun to play with. I can't help it."
"I think you could if you tried."
The shower was an excuse for further dirtiness from Tiffany. She knelt below Chris while the cum and piss mixture drained from his ass, then convinced him to pee all over her too. He took a perverse pleasure in it, even though he knew she was enjoying it more than he was, instead of being disgusted like a normal person. She pumped her cock like crazy as hot piss ran down her face and boobies, eventually splattering on the floor.
They got cleaned up, later rather than sooner, and rejoined a party that had become even wilder since they left. Some guests had arrived, including a boy who was already giving out blowjobs, another few guys who didn't seem to know if they were in heaven or hell, and a pair of shy and almost equally confused girls.
Chris only recognized one of the visitors; Shawna, the girl who peeped on him and Melissa from time to time. Except for blowjob boy, she appeared the most confident of the outsiders. She at least had an idea what she was getting into.
The futas who lived in the house didn't have a particularly strict dress code or sense of propriety at the best of times. Now that they were unwinding, even those meager limits had been disregarded.
Lots of the girls were fully naked, and the rest well on their way, given time, alcohol, and horniness. Boobs, butts, and cocks were everywhere. Erections were being rubbed against anyone who didn't immediately dodge away. Chris knew he was in for a hell of a workout, but he wasn't worried. He was a much more experienced cock-slut than when he'd arrived at the house. He could take a serious gangbang these days, when called upon.
Pretty much as expected, Chris was pushed back onto the foldout bed and set to work. He at least got his ass nicely lubed up before girls started pounding it in a never ending conga line, with occasional refills as needed, so that was considerate.
A disorganized cheer went up at one point, and Chris turned his head to see that the next cock aimed at his ass was, in fact, a fake one. He was very confused for a second, then realized that Shawna had been outfitted with a strapon and somehow convinced to give him a go.
"Hey," Shawna said, blushing a furious red at the continued cheers and catcalls. "Um... is it ok if, like..."
Chris shrugged. "I don't mind. Getting my butt pounded is basically what I do these days."
"Yeah, I saw that." Shawna bit her lip. "I thought it was just Melissa, but basically everyone here seems to just... use you?"
"Sure do. I got used to it."
Shawna still seemed to think it was weird and crazy, but that didn't stop her from giving in to peer pressure and pressing her strapped on dildo to Chris's slippery asshole. Melissa came over to whisper in Shawna's ear just before she pressed forward. Shawna giggled, grabbed Chris's butt, and began working her strapon into him.
So Melissa and Shawna seemed to have become friends, Chris assumed. Or maybe more, for all he knew. That was nice for them.
"That doesn't hurt, does it?" Shawna asked.
Chris almost laughed. Her soft little thrusts were about as gentle as he'd ever received. "No, it doesn't hurt," he assured her.
"He can take way more than that," Melissa said. "Don't be afraid to really give it to him."
Shawna tried to go harder, but her efforts were still more adorable than effective. Chris didn't mind. It was kind of a nice rest for him. And he'd always preferred being gently filled to viciously fucked anyway.
Shawna didn't keep going much longer, but she still got another round of cheers when she pulled out. Her face was a mixture of excitement and embarrassment, and she quickly flounced off to find a drink.
Melissa took a turn next and waited for Shawna to return before really fucking Chris. She gave Shawna some pointers for next time while she reamed him.
The party carried on well into the night, though it did at least wind down after a while. Even as drunk and horny as they were, the girls did tend to be pacified after dumping two or three good loads of cum into Chris's mouth or ass.
Of course, just as Chris was thinking he might get a small break, someone came up with the bright idea of commemorative pictures. Some of them had taken sexual selfies with him before, but never in an organized way like this. Girl after girl lined up to shove their cock up his ass, then adopt a cheery smile while someone else snapped a pic of them.
That wouldn't have been so bad on its own. The problem was that many of the posers subsequently decided that they might need another turn on Chris afterward, and he was subjected to another round of hard fuckings.
The girls were getting sloppy by now, and even more of their cumshots than usual ended up splattered across Chris's skin instead of snugly inside his body where they wouldn't make a mess. His face and butt got the worst of the mess, but nowhere was safe. Combined with the slutty gape of his ass from being fucked so long, by so many cocks, Chris appeared quite the well-used fuck-toy. Which, of course, he was.
****
Chris dozed fitfully that night. The party, while having wound down significantly, never quite stopped altogether. He kept waking up to find a girl trying to sneakily fuck his tired bum while he dozed. None of them succeeded in not disturbing him, despite their repeated efforts.
Natalie finally realized what was happening and got Chris a few hours sleep by commandeering his ass as a cock-sheath while she napped as well. She spooned cozily with him, right on the cum-disaster of a pullout bed, ignoring the disgruntled mumblings of a few stragglers who'd wanted another turn.
"Thanks," Chris whispered.
"You're welcome," said Natalie. "Least I could do." She kissed the side of his head. "Now try to get some sleep. They'll be at you again tomorrow. It'll be their last chance with you for a few weeks, you know."
"Yes. I s'pose I should have expected that they weren't done."
And indeed they weren't. Chris got a halfway reasonable sleep after that, but all the same felt it unreasonably early to be awakened the next morning when a cock was pressed insistently to his lips.
"Oh good, you're up," Sasha said as Chris's eyes fluttered open.
"Don't say that like it's not entirely your fault," he said.
"Yeah, fine. It's my fault. Now open up. We don't want to wake Nat."
Chris let Sasha quietly use his mouth and throat while Natalie continued to snooze behind him. He felt rather sore and unrested from the day before, but he knew he still had to get through another parade of horny futas saying goodbye.
Sasha was in a mischievous mood, and when she came she woke Natalie up with a cumshot to the face. She grinned at Natalie's annoyed expression.
"Goddammit, Sasha. What the hell?" Natalie grumbled.
"Oops," Sasha said with an innocent expression.
"Like hell it was an 'oops.'"
Natalie pulled out of Chris's ass slowly and sloppily thanks to the suction and the way he'd tightened up around her overnight. Sasha seemed to know what was coming and didn't resist as Natalie pushed her onto all fours and lubed up her ass none too gently.
Chris watched with a certain amusement as Natalie forced her cock into Sasha's tight ass. Despite getting a lot less anal action than him, Sasha still took her friend's dick like a champ.
"Mmm," Sasha moaned. "That's nice. I don't know why, but I really wanted it this morning. Maybe 'cause of watching Chris take so much cock last night."
"You could just ask," Natalie said, still with some annoyance in her voice, though it was waning.
"Yeah, but what fun is that?"
It was pretty rare for Chris to watch a good butt-fuck without being a participant. He quite enjoyed it. Natalie was really hammering Sasha to vent her annoyance, and both girls were having a good time.
Chris got horny enough while spectating to instinctively reach for his cock. He hadn't masturbated hardly at all since he arrived at Futa House. There'd been no need. Jerking himself off didn't feel nearly so natural as it once had.
Chris somewhat tentatively knelt in front of Sasha. He didn't need to worry about her reaction. She opened her mouth for him as soon as he was in position. His cock slid easily past her lips and she began sucking him off while still getting pounded from behind.
Other girls were stirring, attracted by the sounds of sexy times. Hangovers were slowing them down, but Chris knew he had a limited window to satisfy himself before he'd be put to use.
Sasha still had trouble taking Chris all the way in her mouth. She occasionally gagged when his cock bumped her throat, but otherwise took her mouth-fucking with grace and enthusiasm.
As a cheeky revenge for Natalie's impromptu facial, Chris pulled out just before he came and splashed his load all over Sasha's face. She didn't much mind. She left her mouth open with her tongue sticking out to catch some of the yummy cum.
Chris only got a moment to appreciate the mess he'd made of Sasha's face before he was rolled over and lubed up by the least patient of the recently awakened girls. He relaxed and settled in for a long morning of having his ass pounded.
****
Chris was a cummy, worn out mess by early afternoon. The girls had been getting in their last fucks before trickling out to head home for the holidays. Some of them even brought their parents over for introductions, which Chris thought was exceptionally bold given his state. Still, quite a few of the moms and dads weren't even fazed by the sight of him. Presumably they'd witnessed this sort of thing before.
It was mainly the new girls whose parents presented some awkwardness. For instance, Jan introducing her mom and dad to Talia, her girlfriend, had been interesting. Chris wasn't sure that in her place he wouldn't have waited for a more private moment.
Melissa got caught in the middle of fucking Chris one last time, which both her and her parents seemed quite unprepared for. Natalie smoothed things over as best she could, and presumably Melissa's parents knew on some level what was going on, but it still made for an awkward ride home afterward.
Steph's brother actually came to pick her up. He wasn't the only sibling who showed up, but he was the only one Chris knew for certain was messing around with his horny sister at least a little bit. How much of that was because he wanted to, and how much was just so Steph wouldn't go around miserably unsatisfied all the time, that was hard to say.
Ashley, unique to all the futas saying goodbye, chose to ride Chris's cock one last time instead of pounding his butt. Her parents walked in while she was still bouncing up and down on him. He'd been too tired to do the work for her.
There had been a moment of frozen time as Ashley's parents were led in and saw their baby girl impaling her ass on some cum-slut boy's cock. Chris was glad of the facial mask that now helped to hide his features somewhat.
Still, it didn't go as badly as it could have. Ashley's dad looked like he wanted to say something, possibly even blow up in anger, but he never got that far.
After a moment of indecision, Ashley pried herself off Chris's cock and rushed to her parents for hugs. Their embarrassment at embracing their naked and very hard daughter helped distract from whatever initial reactions they may have felt.
"Alright, little Ashley," Natalie said, ever the diplomatic leader. "Go finish up. Make sure you cum, or it's going to be an awful car ride home." She gestured to Ashley's parents. "I'll take your mom and dad to your room to get your things."
Ashley's dad seemed glad of an excuse to get out of the room. Her mom almost looked like she wanted to stay, but let herself be dragged away.
"Sorry about that," Ashley said as she returned to Chris. "I was hoping they wouldn't show up while we were still... you know."
"That's ok," he said. "I'm pretty well immune to embarrassment by this point."
"Yeah, you would be." Ashley giggled. "Mind if I finish up in your butt? Nat's probably right that I don't want to ride home all horny and worked up."
"That's literally what I'm here for."
"I know, but you look too sore and tender, is all." Ashley gently touched Chris's asshole where it was still gaping open from the parade of cocks that had gone through that morning.
"I'll be alright," Chris assured her. "You just do what you need to do."
Ashley nodded and carefully inserted her needy erection. Soon enough, she was pounding away, concern for Chris forgotten in favour of using him to get off quickly.
Her parents went by within Chris's sightline again as they carted her things out to their car. Both of them glanced at their daughter as they passed, their faces displaying quite a mixture of emotions.
Ashley pumped her cum into Chris's bum, then pulled out with a contented sigh. She kissed him gently.
"Bye," she said. "Thanks for everything. See ya after Christmas, yeah?"
"Definitely," Chris confirmed. "Looking forward to it."
They smiled at each other until Ashley turned away and skipped off to join her parents. Natalie had to remind her to get dressed before she left the house.
****
Beth and Layla had, of course, performed their usual double-team act before leaving. Chris realized that he'd miss the kinky sisters and their twin cocks. They were a bit strange, but they'd grown on him over the months.
Tiffany, too, had departed after a last fuck. She didn't do anything too weird, though she did lick up some the creampie she left in Chris's butt, then kissed him with it still in her mouth. He tried to glare at her, but her dismissive laughter negated any effect he may have had.
Only Natalie and Sasha remained by the time Chris's mom arrived. It had been planned that way, Natalie informed him, because it just wouldn't have worked out well if the only boytoy on the premises had abandoned ship before all the girls got to 'say goodbye,' so to speak.
Molly MacKenzie walked in quite calmly to the sight of her cum-drizzled son being idly fucked up the ass to pass the time. Sasha respectfully pulled out as Chris struggled to sit up.
"Uh... hi, Mom," Chris said.
"You've had a busy day," Molly said, totally nonchalant. She reached out and wiped back Chris's hair and some cum that was dripping down beside his eye. "You'd better clean up before you get in the car."
Chris bit his lip and nodded. Seeing his mom again while he was all naked and messy and anally gaping wasn't nearly as embarrassing as he'd expected. The girls at Futa House had truly broken his sense of social propriety.
Natalie took Chris to get cleaned up. In this case, the escort was actually necessary rather than an excuse for sexy times, though they did some of that too. There was so much cum on and in his body that the extra pair of hands to scrub made a significant difference.
Chris was more shocked upon returning, as Sasha was on her hands and knees with Molly fucking her hard from behind. Chris had been made aware that his mom was a futa, and not technically his mother in a biological sense, but he still hadn't been prepared for actually seeing her in action.



"Sorry, baby," Molly said. "I know I shouldn't have, but I couldn't stop myself. Seeing you taking a cock like that... it made me so proud. But also..."
"You should have seen how hard she got just discussing it," Sasha said with her usual lack of tact. "Your mom got super turned on seeing you all cute and cummy like that."
She winced a little every time Molly buried her cock, but otherwise took the milfy hammering remarkably easily. From what Chris could tell, his mother was about as well hung as Ms. Carlyle. Apparently all the girls were going to keep growing for a while. It was a damn good thing their penises didn't reach maturity as quickly as the rest of their bodies. He never would have been persuaded to stay in the first place if he'd been facing monsters like that.
Natalie bent Chris over and leisurely fucked him while waiting for Molly to have her way with Sasha. Mother and son surreptitiously watched each other when they could get away with it without being too obvious. Chris was quite sure this was the least appropriate activity they'd ever done together.
"I really should have controlled myself better," Molly apologized. "It's going to take me a while now that I've started. I just couldn't help it." She thrust extra-hard and made Sasha groan. "But I definitely need to finish or I'll be all out of sorts on the ride home."
"No worries," Natalie said easily. "Chrissy's such a good cock-slut. He doesn't mind getting fucked a bit more, do ya?"
Chris didn't answer. Despite his sense of shame having been chopped up and sold off for parts, he still wasn't sure he liked Natalie being quite so honest in front of his mother.
Molly, however, laughed. "I knew he had it in him. I mean, you can never be sure, but I believed in him."
Chris flushed and avoided eye contact for a bit while Natalie, Sasha, and Molly went right on chatting about him, as well as fucking around.
Chris was still getting butt-fucked and mostly ignored when another woman entered the house. She looked vaguely familiar, but he couldn't place her until Natalie noticed her as well.
"Mommy!" Natalie said. She pulled out of Chris painfully quickly and ran to give her mother a big, naked hug. Judging by the woman's lack of surprise, her daughter's nudity wasn't uncommon. Or, perhaps, it was simply that Natalie's mom was a futa porn star, and it took a lot more than that to faze her.
Molly nodded. "Hello, Dia."
"Molly, good to see you," Natalie's mom said. "This must be your boy."
"Yes, he is." Molly reached over and ruffled Chris's hair affectionately. "This is Chris. Chris, this is my friend Dia from way back when."
Of course his mom and Natalie's were friends, Chris thought. That would explain some of the arrangements that had been made for him here without him ever knowing about them. His mom, Ms. Carlyle, and Dia. All working together, presumably.
He couldn't really muster any outrage over it. It wasn't like he hadn't enjoyed himself.
"You're the one who does... movies," Chris said as he sat back on his heels.
Dia nodded easily. "Porn. You can say it. It's not a secret. I usually go by Diamond or Lady D in my work."
"The girls all loved watching you," Natalie said. "You've got such a way with boys."
"Thank you, dear," Dia said. "But speaking of boys..."
Chris hadn't missed the increasingly prominent bulge Dia was sporting. It rather marred the air of casual, sensual elegance the woman otherwise presented. It reminded him that she was yet another horny futa, albeit one who was a bit more grown up.
Molly put a hand on Chris's shoulder. "You don't mind, do you? Dia's a good friend."
It was totally surreal hearing his mother casually ask if he'd mind just letting her friend fuck him up the ass. Sure she'd left him with a bunch of girls who were going to do that regularly, but it still didn't have the immediate impact of directly asking him to bend over and take it.
Still, he actually didn't mind.
"Sure," Chris said as he assumed the position. "Why not?"
"That a boy," Molly said proudly. She patted his butt. "The girls have you well trained, haven't they?"
Chris flushed with embarrassment and didn't answer. His mom was throwing him off pretty badly with this sudden acceptance of his new cock-slut nature. Just because she'd planned it didn't mean she had to be so easy to embrace it. A brief period of warming up to it up would have helped him adjust, he felt.
Natalie helped her mom take her clothes off, then assisted with lubing her cock as well. Dia was even more formidable in person than on screen. Her throbbing erection was the biggest Chris had seen yet, and he was actually a little worried than even his constant and comprehensive training wouldn't be enough.
Natalie helped Chris relax with a quick but thorough rimjob before her mother took over.
It took Dia some time to actually work her way into Chris's butthole. She stretched him out just that little bit more than he'd experienced up until now, and his ass protested the intrusion. He thought he might have found his limit, but Dia was good about going slow and knowing when she was about to push too hard and hurt him.
Against Chris's expectations, Dia managed the improbably feat and worked her entire length inside him. He felt so absolutely, ridiculously full.
Natalie stroked Chris's hair and made encouraging noises while he adjusted to Dia totally filling his butt. Natalie let him get comfortable with her mom, then pressed her cock to his lips. Chris opened up, accepting Natalie in his mouth, and allowing himself to be spit-roasted by the mother and daughter pair of futas.
Dia was slow and gentle to start fucking Chris, which contrasted with Natalie's faster and harder approach. Natalie knew what he could take and stayed within his limits, but still gave his mouth and throat a good workout.
Chris took the intense reaming like a pro. It went on for quite a while, long enough that Natalie and Sasha switched places a few times. They alternated using his mouth, and being used by Molly.
Dia finally came in Chris's ass, loading him up with hot futa-cum shortly after Molly had done the same to Natalie. The mothers laughed about using each other's kid as a cum dump while cleaning up afterward.
****
Chris curled up in the passenger seat while Molly drove them home. His butt ached from being stretched out so badly, and cum kept leaking out from the massive load Dia had deposited. At least the panties he wore were pretty comfy and absorbed cum nicely. At the girls' urging, he'd been wearing special futa-accommodating panties more and more lately, and had been growing to enjoy them, much to his annoyance.
He was already feeling pangs of missing Natalie and Sasha, not so much because of the length of their separation so far, but because it was going to be so long before he saw them again. He'd grown quite close to them, as well as a few of the other girls specifically, and had become so used to always having them around that he was at a bit of a loss now.
Apparently Natalie and Sasha's moms were good friends, and the two of them had gone off with Dia at about the same time Chris and Molly had departed. Their farewell kisses still lingered on his lips.
"You ok, sweetie?" Molly asked, startling Chris from his daydreaming.
"Uh, yeah. I'm fine," he said.
"You're awfully quiet."
"I was just thinking about stuff."
Molly watched him out of the corner of her eye. "Missing your friends already?"
Chris flushed, but nodded affirmatively. "Yeah, kinda. It's silly, I know. We only just left."
"It's not silly." Molly reached over and squeezed his leg reassuringly. "You found somewhere you really belong. I was hoping you would. Obviously I couldn't be sure that you'd take to it, but I'm so happy you did."
"You know that's a little weird to hear you say."
"It is?"
"Mom, you know what happens there. You know I'm basically a full-time fuck-toy."
"I wouldn't put it quite like that, but yes, I know. You're enjoying it, aren't you?"
Chris flushed redder. "Yes. But you don't need to sound so excited by it. You're my mom. You're not s'posed to want me to be a total slut."
"Why not?"
"What do you mean 'why not?' I mean, obviously that's not what you should want."
Molly pursed her lips seriously. "Chris, baby, what I want is for you to feel like you belong somewhere, and to be happy. I know it wasn't easy growing up with me for a mother, never having a proper dad, dealing with my... eccentricities." She squeezed his leg again. "Maybe I made it hard for you to fit in, or to truly figure out what you wanted in life. And maybe being a boytoy is an odd career path for me to push you toward. But if it's what makes you happy, then it's what I want for you."
Chris squirmed uncomfortably. He appreciated what his mom was saying, but he still didn't think she should be quite so enthused about it. Somehow, that was weirder even than participating in a small, impromptu orgy with her earlier. Clearly his priorities weren't much straighter than hers.
****
Chris moped around the house the next day. His sleep had been fitful, but adequate. He found that he was just simply bored and felt totally unfulfilled, both in the traditional sense and euphemistically.
He didn't know what to do with himself anymore. He hadn't had hardly any time left to his own devices for months. More than once he headed to his room with the idea of getting naked and waiting for a horny futa to come looking for some action, before realizing that his instincts were misleading him. None of the girls were around. It was just him and his mom.
Chris was totally unable to sleep the second night. He just couldn't do it. He felt all wrong, so empty and unused. He suffered from sudden cock withdrawal to the point that he couldn't even lie still and get some rest.
He ended up sitting and blankly watching tv in the living room late at night after he'd gotten tired of tossing and turning in bed. He tried to stay quiet, but somehow Molly still padded in to check on him, despite his assumption that she was long since asleep.
"Not sleeping?" Molly asked.
Chris shrugged. "Nah. Just wasn't happening."
"Oh. Something keeping you up?"
Chris hesitated. He wasn't sure he wanted to tell his mother that his problem was a lack of cock. She was just so enthusiastic about how well he'd taken to being a boytoy. It might actually have been less uncomfortable if she didn't approve.
"I dunno," he said. "Just can't sleep. That's all."
Molly was quiet, but Chris still shrank under her appraising stare. When she eventually spoke, her tone was quiet but firm.
"Chris, honey, do you think it's because you're missing your friends?"
Chris bit his lip, then nodded. At least she hadn't asked if he missed having his butt pounded. That's what she'd meant, of course, but she'd had the decency not to phrase it so bluntly.
Molly sighed. "That was so neglectful of me. I didn't even think. Of course you can't sleep. You've probably been going to bed with some nice girlcock up your bum every night."
"Not every night," Chris mumbled.
Molly sat next to Chris and pulled him in for a hug. Her robe left some cleavage on display, and his head landed right in the middle of it as she held him close.
"Poor baby," she said. "Mommy didn't plan things very well, did she?"
Chris tried to act nonchalant. It was tricky with his mother's soft breasts cradling his face. "It's ok. I'll manage."
Molly continued to hold him and ruffle his hair in a way that danced on the line between motherly and sensual. He relaxed and enjoyed it since she clearly had no intention of letting him go.
"Um... Mom? You're kinda, like, starting to poke out a bit," Chris said.
Molly's cock was waking up, and the flimsy barrier of her robe wasn't doing much of anything to hide it. It slipped through the loose gap below her sash, becoming fully visible to Chris as it hardened.
"Mom?" Chris repeated, though he was sure she'd heard him.
"Sorry, baby," Molly said huskily. "You feel too good." She inhaled deeply. "And you smell like a boy who needs some cock too."
"M-mom? What..."
Chris knew what was happening, he just didn't want to believe that his mother was the same as all the other futas he'd met so far. It took some mental gymnastics, given how he'd already seen her libido at work when she'd fucked Sasha and Natalie.
"I did so good," Molly said, essentially talking to herself. "You were so cute, and so tempting, but I was good. But now you need me. How can I resist?"
"Dammit, Mom," Chris said softly.
He felt her hand on the back of his head. She no longer stroked him, but instead pushed and guided him. He could still say no, he supposed. She was still his mother. She wouldn't force him. Probably.
Chris didn't really want Molly to stop. His finely honed instincts and reactions were coming into play. He was being pushed toward a girlcock, and his mouth was already opening to receive it.
His mom's cock was big. He'd gotten used to taking cocks that size up his butt, but he still had work to do orally. Molly was patient. She let him take her a little bit, just as far as his jaw would allow without aching too badly, then take a break for some kissing and licking.
"That's a good boy," Molly cooed as her son moved to kneel between her legs and worship her cock all the more thoroughly.
Molly let her robe fall all the way open. She idly toyed with her nipples while watching Chris work her shaft.
Chris found himself really trying his best in a way that he wasn't used to. He had plenty of experience with his mouth and throat being forced open, or easily taking a cock once he'd practiced enough, but not so much actually trying to take a cock that wouldn't quite fit.
Possibly he wanted to show off for his mother, or possibly he was afraid she'd be disappointed if he couldn't manage her girth. Maybe, too, it was simply that cock withdrawal hitting him in ways he hadn't expected. All the possibilities he could think of were more than a little fucked up.
Chris licked and sucked Molly's cock until it was all sloppy and spit-covered. She then stood and led him off to her bedroom. He couldn't help watching her boobs as they gently bounced, or her erection swaying back and forth in front of them.
He hadn't often been allowed in his mom's room when he was younger, nor the basement. He'd never really questioned it, since it was just the way he was raised. Now, at least, he had a pretty good idea why.
It wasn't necessarily obvious that Molly was a futa just from seeing her bedroom, but there were clues if one was looking. Her panties were oddly shaped, unless you knew they were meant to contain a large penis. There was a bottle of lube on her nightstand, and a collection of DVDs in a drawer that she'd forgotten to shut with titles that were rather overtly suggestive.
Chris didn't have time to examine the rest of the room as he was thrown to the bed by Molly. She dove on his asshole and gave it some very deep kisses.
Being eaten out by his mother was an insane feeling, but he couldn't deny that it felt amazing too. She knew what she was doing, and there was a definite sense of the forbidden heightening the pleasure. Mommies were not supposed to lick their sons' buttholes like that.
Then again, that wasn't even the craziest part.
Molly made Chris lube up her shaft, which he did with a sort of horny reverence. He hadn't been fucked all day, and now his mommy was going to take care of him with her big, delicious cock. His doubts had faded in favour of imagining just how nice it was going to feel. His bottom felt all fluttery in anticipation.
"Are you going to be a good butt slut for Mommy?" Molly asked.
Chris nodded obediently and assumed a face down, ass up position, presenting his butthole for filling. Molly slid her cock back and forth, giving him a teasing sense of its length and weight, and just how much she was going to stretch him.
"You ready, baby?" Molly asked.
"Mmhm. Sooo ready," Chris said, wiggling his butt slightly as he waited impatiently.
The initial penetration made Chris groan and take some deep breaths while he tried to stay relaxed. Molly wasn't necessarily any bigger than some of the other mature futa dicks he'd taken, but he hadn't been warmed up at all that day. His bum hadn't enjoyed a single hard pounding or massive cum load.
His mom's cock really opened him up and made his ass ache before she was even halfway in. It was a good pain, though, and it transitioned smoothly to a soothing and comforting pleasure.
Chris moaned loudly as he was stretched and filled deeper and deeper. Molly's thrusts were getting harder as she encountered more resistance. She clearly wasn't stopping until she got all the way in. Not that he would have it any other way.
Molly's balls slapped lightly against Chris's moments before a final hard push got her entirely inside him. He clenched his butt tighter around her to hold her in place.
"Ooh, baby," she said. "Mommy can't move if you tighten up like that."
"I know," Chris said. "I just wanted to feel you for a minute. No moving."
He looked over his shoulder. Molly smiled affectionately at him and gently rubbed his lower back.
"You like having Mommy inside you?" she asked.
Chris grinned sheepishly. "I like just being all filled up. Mostly girls want to pound away on me as much as possible, but sometimes they'll stay still for a bit. It's so nice and comforting." He bit his lip. "Especially you, Mom."
Molly bent down over him, her lovely, soft breasts pressing against him as she kissed his cheek. "Then I'll try to be good," she said.
Her cock pulsed and throbbed in Chris's butt, but she did a very good job of holding still and just letting him enjoy it. He felt so full and warm and loved.
Molly occupied herself with kissing her son on his neck and shoulders, as well as rubbing his tummy where her cock was making a slight bulge. She got increasingly fidgety, however, and just like any of the other girls who'd fucked his ass, she couldn't stay still forever.
"Chris, baby, I really need to fuck you," Molly said in a half-whine.
Chris smiled and consciously relaxed as much as possible. "Go ahead, Mom."
With a firm grip on Chris's hips, Molly pulled her cock out slowly, then shoved it right back in. Both of them moaned deliriously as she repeated the movement over and over, gradually getting smoother and more consistent as Chris's bum gave up what little fight it had left and allowed her free rein.
Mother and son were locked in an incestuous, anal adventure. Molly laughed wildly as she slammed her cock into him hard and fast, lost in the thrill of pounding her baby boy. Chris moaned and drooled while his eyes rolled back in an excess of pleasure.
"That's so damn good," Molly hissed. "Your butt's as tight and silky as I ever imagined."
"Mmm, it gets good reviews alright," Chris said. He whimpered at a particularly deep thrust.
"I really don't know how I resisted so long," Molly breathed. "I really, truly don't."
Perhaps to make up for lost time, Molly fucked Chris unceasingly for a long, long time. Even filling his butt up with cum didn't slow her down. She kept right on pounding him through her orgasm, causing a fair amount of it to leak out and make a mess everywhere.
Molly's second orgasm was deliberately even more of a mess as she sprayed cum over Chris's butt and back, and even on his face. It didn't faze him at all, since he was quite used to that sort of thing.
Their fucking got sloppy and gooey, but Molly cumming twice at least calmed her down a little and took the edge off. She got some more control over herself and rolled Chris onto his back so she could watch his face while she held his knees back and pistoned in and out of his ass.



Chris groaned and wriggled as his mother found the right spots inside him. He gasped as his cock twitched, then exploded in an orgasm of his own, adding to the mommy-mess on his tummy.
Molly's final cum-shot came after the longest, gentlest stretch of fucking of them all. It was quite loving and tender, relatively speaking. She gazed into Chris's eyes while internally massaging his butt, occasionally giving his cock a soft rub.
They cuddled together afterward in a warm, slippery embrace. Molly's cock remained halfway inside Chris the whole time, and she made sure to plunge it back in completely before they both went to sleep.
****
Chris slept in late the next morning, and probably would have slept later still if he hadn't been gently fucked awake by his mom. She'd apparently gotten bored waiting for him to wake up on his own and had started rocking her hips in small circles while her cock was still firmly inside him.
Chris smiled lazily and pressed his butt back for more. Molly took his awakened state as an opportunity to roll him on his tummy and climb on top. Her thrusts got much more powerful as she got better leverage and didn't have to worry about disturbing his slumber any longer.
"Good morning, Mom," Chris said.
"Mmm, good morning, baby." Molly kissed his shoulder. Her breasts jiggled enticingly against his upper back as she leaned over him. "You made such a snuggly cock-sheath last night."
"I guess I'm versatile that way."
"You certainly are."
Molly kept pounding Chris until she came, but instead of dumping her load deep in his butt, she rolled him onto his back and fed him a tasty, cummy breakfast.
"We should probably get you cleaned up now," Molly said as she gazed adoringly at her messy little slut of a son.
"Yeah, probably," Chris agreed. "I've got dried cum everywhere."
"So you do."
Molly started ripping the sheets off her bed for changing before Chris had even padded out of the room. He stopped and watched his naked mother as she obliviously gave him quite a show with all her moving around, bending over, and jiggling.
Chris had always kind of known that he had a hot mom. Until his recent sexual liberation, that knowledge had never been more than background trivia. He never would have dared perv on her, or even consciously think about whether he was attracted to her or not. Now, however, after spending a night in her bed, he didn't feel the least bit of guilt for ogling her sexy, nude form.
These sorts of things happened in futa families. That was the impression Chris had from what he'd learned over the past few months. It was quite impressive Molly had restrained herself so well until now. With the dam broken, however, Chris had no doubt that he'd be feeling his mommy deep inside him lots more.
He got the shower running, then stood under its spray, jerking his hard cock. He was so turned on from his wake up pounding, being fed his mother's cum, and imagining her warm, voluptuous form. It was so bad, so immoral, and yet he'd been conditioned so that it practically felt normal to him all the same. As if he and his mom had been fucking for years, and not just since last night.
Molly snuck into the shower with Chris while he was still masturbating and daydreaming about her. He flushed guiltily at being caught, but his embarrassment was small and fleeting. It vanished completely when she removed his hand from his erection and replaced it with her own.
"You could have asked me to do that," Molly said. "It's not really fair, is it? Me cumming so much more than you."
"It's fine. I'm very used to it," Chris said.
"Your girls take care of you, though, don't they?"
"Sure they do. They'd basically all suck me off, or jerk me off, or whatever, if I asked." Chris shrugged. "Most of them wouldn't even think about it on their own, though. Nat sometimes did. And Sasha was very happy to help out when prompted." He chuckled softly. "Only Ashley really preferred getting fucked in the butt to vice versa. In that sense, she was pretty damn good about 'taking care of me.'"
"Hm? Interesting."
"Is it?"
"Yes. Quite. I mean, I know there are some of us futas who don't just think with our dicks, but we're fairly rare. You say you actually found one who likes taking cock more than giving it?"
Chris hesitated. "...yes? I think that's fair to say, anyway. I mean, she still had her needs, of course. But when we were messing around, I think we'd spend way more time playing with her butt than mine."
"Very, very interesting."
Molly jerked Chris off with a pensive look on her face. She barely seemed to even register what her hand was doing. She only came back to reality when Chris started 'washing' her boobs.
Both of them actually did need to clean up, but the way they went about it was terribly inefficient. Their hands were all over each other, but so focused on only a few areas that the other areas of their bodies were neglected.
It was the first chance Chris had had to really just explore a fully mature futa body. The girls he was used to playing with basically had all the same bits, but their breasts weren't quite as full, and their cocks weren't quite as big, as well as some other small differences that added up to a novel and titillating experience.
Inevitably, Molly got too horny to keep messing around and had to fuck Chris again. She pressed him up against the wall and gave it to him hard until she came all over him yet again. Afterward she was calm enough to get them washed up for real.
****
Chris and Molly had breakfast after their shower sex. Molly put on her robe, but didn't contain her cock within panties, so her modesty wasn't particularly well preserved. Her penis dangled down below the hem of her robe most of the time, except when she got excited and it got even more prominent.
Chris, meanwhile, wore panties and a t-shirt. His mother was apparently yet another girl who thought ladies' underwear looked cute on him, and he didn't feel like arguing. Besides, the pair she gave him were remarkably comfy, and just silky enough to be interesting.
They both got so horny around each other just from watching and teasing that their few clothes didn't really last long after eating. They cuddled together on the couch, and Molly stripped Chris off before sitting him on her dick.
Chris felt so lovely and full with his mom fully buried in his ass while he snuggled in her lap. She didn't even start fucking him, so he got to just enjoy having her inside, filling him up, stretching him out.
The two of them sat and cuddled, watching Christmas movies on tv, enjoying their new sensual closeness. Molly idly rubbed Chris's tummy where her cock was making a bit of a bulge, or sometimes stroked his cock instead. There was no hurry or purpose to it, it was just some nice play time between them.
Chris spent as much time as possible the next few days with his mom's cock inside him. Mostly he just sat in her lap, maybe grinding a bit, but of course she needed to fuck him regularly to take the edge off. He also stroked and sucked her on occasion too, just for variety. With Molly being the only source of girlcock around, she was lucky and got all the attention and energy he otherwise would have had to share amongst a couple dozen horny futas.
****
Christmas morning didn't mean nearly the same to Chris as it used to when he was a kid. Like basically everyone, the novelty had faded for him and he no longer woke up full of giddy excitement.
Unlike the previous few years, however, Chris found himself receiving a present that was actually worth getting excited over.
He didn't realize it at first. His eyes flicked open as something disturbed his slumber, and he stretched and yawned before truly examining his surroundings. Molly had insisted he sleep in his own bed that night, without her cock to keep him company. That was fine. She'd fucked him good before bed to make sure he could get to sleep.
He frowned in confusion upon realizing he wasn't alone. His lips slowly transitioned into a wide smile as he figured out what was going on.
Ashley knelt at the foot of his bed. She was naked except for some ribbon cunningly wrapped around her to make her looks like a Christmas present. His Christmas present.
"Merry Christmas?" Ashley said with a shy smile of her own.
"Yes," Chris agreed, "is sure is."
He threw his covers aside and crawled over to Ashley. He gave her a big, naked kiss and rubbed his hardening cock against her already warmed up shaft.
"I can't believe you're here," Chris said.
"I know. Me either, kinda," Ashley said. "It was your mom's idea. I guess you must have really talked me up to her."
"Did I? I mean... I guess in hindsight I might have mentioned you a few times. Or a lot of times."
Ashley giggled. "Well I'm glad. I missed you."
They kissed again, and Ashley aggressively grabbed Chris's cock while sucking on his tongue. Her ribbons started coming undone as she was enthusiastically fondled in return.
"Your parents were ok with this?" Chris asked. "I mean, it is Christmas and all."
"They weren't thrilled, exactly," Ashley admitted. "Something about offering their daughter up as a sexy present for some boy didn't really work for them, I think."
"I bet. How'd you convince them?"
"Well... they try to be supportive of my sexuality as best they can. Plus they get super flustered and easy to manipulate when I walk around with my cock hanging out, or get all hard and rub up on them."
"I can see how that might perturb them alright."
"So here I am!"
"Yes. Here you are."
Ashley shrieked and giggled happily as Chris swung her around so she fell on her back across the bed. He removed some of the more inconvenient ribbon still clinging to her, then kissed and sucked his way down her body. He made sure to give her cock plenty of attention before getting her to roll over and lavishing her butthole with an excessive amount of saliva and tongue-action.
Chris gave Ashley a good, hard, Christmas morning butt-fuck. Once he came inside her, she did the same to him.
The two horny teens spent the early morning switching back and forth, fucking around to their hearts' content. They pounded each other's tight little buttholes until they were both pleasantly gaping and sore.
"Best Christmas ever," Chris declared one they'd finally collapsed together in a sticky puddle.
"Mmm, you said it," Ashley concurred.
****
Chris and Ashley took a shower together to clean up. They'd worn each other out enough that their messing around was kept to a minimum, and they got back out even before using up all the hot water. They dried each other off, then walked back to the hallway, hand in hand.
Molly was just shutting her bedroom door as Chris and Ashley came out. She was being very gentle, and didn't even make a click as the door snugged into place.
"Hey, Mom," Chris said. "Merry Christmas."
Molly straightened and turned toward him. She wore her robe, and her cock swayed free from beneath the bottom of it, shiny and dripping like it had been recently used.
"I see you found your present," Molly said.
Chris gave Ashley's hand a squeeze. "Sure did. Best present ever."
Ashley giggled and blushed coyly. "Aw, thanks."
"How'd you get her here?" Chris asked.
"My parents brought me," Ashley said. "We got an early start this morning."
"Yeah, I bet," Chris said. His eyes narrowed as he started putting pieces together. "Wait, are they still here?"
"I assume so," Ashley said. "Why?"
Chris stared accusingly at Molly. "Mom, please tell me they aren't in your bed right now."
Molly clasped her hands behind her back and contrived to look innocent. "I don't know what you're talking about."
Ashley brought her hands to her mouth as her eyes widened in horrified delight. She'd figured out the same thing Chris had. "No way!" She dashed to Molly's bedroom door and cracked it open. She let out a muffled squeak, then shut the door again. She gazed at Molly with scandalized awe.
"Dammit, Mom," Chris said. "You didn't have to fuck them."
"No, I didn't have to," Molly agreed. "But it was a lot of fun."
"Oh my god," Ashley said through a nervous torrent of giggling. "You did both of them?"
"Of course," Molly said. "They were having some trouble understanding about you and the futa sex drive in general. I just explained some things, is all."
"Like hell," Chris grumbled. "You just thought it was hot boning the parents of the girl I was fucking around with."
"Well... maybe some of that too," Molly admitted. "Now, how about some breakfast?"
****
Chris and Ashley didn't bother getting dressed for breakfast, and Molly remained only halfway modest, what with her ample cleavage and cock hanging out. The three of them worked together to put a meal together, but it wasn't as efficient a process as it might have been. Two of them were usually preoccupied with each other more than the food at any given time.
Often times it was Chris getting a cock grinded on his ass or a hand reaching around to feel him up. Sometimes he was the accoster. And sometimes Molly would make a move on Ashley. Just something small and non-threatening; a bit of grinding or fondling, or even a quick makeout session at one point.
Chris would have said something, but Ashley didn't seem to mind his mom's sexual overtures. Their hard cocks dueled as they kissed and rubbed together right beside him while he tried to pay attention to the frying pans in front of him containing bacon and pancakes. Molly's dominated Ashley's much the same way Ashley's dominated his. He'd long ago learned not mind being outsized by literally every girl he had sex with, but it was kind of a funny reminder that even most of those girls were going to get bigger still.
Ashley then had to take over watching the food as Molly bent Chris over the counter. She licked and slobbered all over his butthole, then shoved her cock in and gave him a good, hard fucking.
It was turning into a hell of a Christmas.
Chris wasn't particularly surprised when his breakfast was doused in cum before being served to him. Molly and Ashley both giggled maniacally about it, but he just started eating like it was normal for him. Given the amount of futa-cum he was used to swallowing, it practically was.
After a tasty, cummy breakfast, Chris and Ashley went to cuddle on the couch in the living room. Ashley sat on Chris's cock while facing him, snuggling up while her bottom was thoroughly impaled. Her cock pressed against his chest, rubbing him whenever she shifted.
Molly joined them shortly after, and the three of them watched old Christmas movies while enjoying each other's naked company.
Ashley's parents came down a while later, still adjusting their clothes and appearing quite bashful. They only got redder and shyer upon discovering their daughter happily nude and snuggling with a cock up her ass. Ashley was unaffected by their stares.
"Hey Mom and Dad," Ashley said casually. "How was sex with Chris's mom?"
Molly stood and swatted Ashley's butt, making the younger girl yelp. With an easy grace, Molly glided to Ashley's parents and guided them to the kitchen.
Chris watched his mother's swaying ass as she left, and noted that her cock had hardened slightly even before she was out of sight. "I think Mom likes your parents," he said to Ashley.
"Good," she said. "They don't get out much. So boring. It's good they met a new friend who can get them doing some fun stuff." She snuggled tighter to Chris. "I know I got a lot happier when I started messing around with you."
"Mmm, yeah, that's a good point. I'd never have said Mom was boring, but she's definitely more interesting and fun now that I know her sexy secrets."
"And participate in them, even," Ashley added with a giggle.
"That too."
****
Ashley's parents stuck around a while longer to eke out bits of a regular Christmas with their daughter. She and Chris were made to get dressed for a while, and for a few hours it was almost like a proper family holiday. The teens couldn't keep their hands to themselves, however, and kept sneakily groping each other and playing footsie under the table.
Ashley eventually said goodbye to her mom and dad, then waited just long enough for them to be out of the yard before taking her clothes off again. Chris wasn't far behind her.
"That's too bad they couldn't stay," Molly said wistfully as she remained watching out the window.
"They wouldn't have lasted," Chris pointed out. "You would have fucked them stupid."
"I certainly would have tried," Molly agreed with a feline smile. "Luckily, I have a couple of hot little butt sluts here to keep me busy."
Ashley cheered and rubbed her sleek, naked body up against Molly in hopes of some fun. Chris rolled his eyes, but his butthole twitched in anticipation as well.
Ashley got the first ass-pounding. She knelt on the couch on her hands and knees, bum presented wantonly for filling. Molly obliged and fucked her hard and deep.
Chris was horny enough that he tried feeding Ashley his cock while she was getting ploughed by his mom, just to see what she'd do. She obediently opened her mouth and sucked him off as best she could while getting jostled by powerful anal thrusting. Her eyes shone bright and happy at getting her first spitroast; even better that it was a mommy and son doing her.
****
The rest of the day went much the same, with sporadic flurries of sex mixed with naked cuddles and lounging around. Molly dumped plenty of cum in both Chris and Ashley, and by bedtime the teens were exhausted and gaping lewdly.
Their buttholes didn't even get a much needed rest, since Molly buried her cock snugly in Chris's ass before falling asleep almost immediately, while Ashley cozied up to him in the front and sheathed his cock in her butt.
Chris was trapped between two soft, warm futas in the most deliciously perverse way possible. He couldn't say he minded.
"That was a good Christmas," Ashley said sleepily.
"Yeah it was," Chris agreed. "The best Christmas, I would say."
"Me too. I'm glad you and your mom had me over."
"Mmhm. That was mostly Mom's doing, surprising me like that. Must've taken some balls for her setting that up with your parents. And not the literal kind, before you start giggling too hard."
"I honestly don't know if they think you're my boyfriend, or that I'm just a slut," Ashley said once her giggles had subsided. "They try to be supportive, but they still never really got it. Not really."
"Even after Mom did her thing with them?"
"Hard to say. I still can't believe she swung that. I've clearly got some things to learn from her."
Chris nodded absently. "She's got a lot of secrets and wisdom, I imagine." He traced small circles on Ashley's skin with his fingers. "Um... about that 'boyfriend' thing you said..."
"Hm? Oh, what about it?"
"I don't know, exactly. My experience with sex and relationships has been rather unorthodox. But, like, the idea of a girlfriend still sounds kinda nice."
"Sure."
Chris sighed. "Except... I couldn't really be a good boyfriend. Not when I'd be cheating literally every day whether I wanted to or not."
"Silly Chrissy. It's not cheating if everyone knows about it. It's not like I'd expect you to stop being a boytoy for all the other girls. That would hardly be fair of me."
"Oh. Then..."
Ashley squeezed his hand. "Yes," she said before he could properly ask.
Chris smiled. "Ok."
"You'll have to take me on dates sometimes though. Or maybe I'll take you. You have to, is the point."
"That sounds reasonable. I'd kiss you, 'cept I don't have much wiggle room with the way Mom's keeping me pinned."
"No, indeed you don't." Ashley shrugged. "That's ok. I'm kinda ready for sleep now anyway. We can talk more tomorrow. In between fucking and whatever."



"Yeah. Ok."
****
Molly was thrilled to find out that Chris and Ashley wanted to be a couple. It didn't stop her from fucking either of them at the slightest whim, but then they hadn't expected it would.
The rest of winter break was pretty much a constant orgy of threeway fucking, broken up with a few 'dates' and some snowy activities. Chris and Ashley learned that dating wasn't quite as fun or important when you were screwing each other's brains out all the time anyway.
Molly got the teens some belated presents, ostensibly as a celebration of their relationship, though Chris suspected that was just an excuse. The presents were a pair of matching butt plugs modeled on Molly's cock.
"I don't want you to ever risk another day like when you first got here," Molly said. "It broke my heart seeing you all agitated and sleepless like that."
Chris rolled his eyes. "Yeah, but now that I've got you and Ashley here, and all the girls when I'm at school, I can't see lack of cock being a problem."
"Speak for yourself," Ashley said. "I don't get nearly as much butt sex as you. I'ma totally wear mine all the time."
"See," Molly said. "Some people are appreciative of thoughtful presents."
"Uh huh," said Chris. "Well, I think it might be more thoughtful if you weren't just excited about me always having a replica of your cock in my butt."
"That has nothing to do with it," Molly insisted, even while slowly stroking herself. "On an unrelated note, how about trying them on and making sure they fit?"
Chris wasn't even remotely fooled, but he also had never really played with many sex toys before, let alone such a magnificent specimen of a butt plug. He was intrigued enough not to put up a fuss.
He and Ashley lubed each other up, then tried to sit on their respective dildo-plugs. It turned out not to be as easy as they expected, even with all their experience taking cocks up their butts. They had to do all the work, with no one pushing and guiding from the other end, plus the toys weren't quite stiff enough that they could simply let gravity help them out.
Molly didn't assist hardly at all. She was too busy jerking off while watching with wide, bright eyes as her son and his girlfriend struggled to stuff their butts totally full.
Chris finally groaned in triumph as he made the last bit of his butt plug disappear, leaving only the flared base visible from without. The material didn't feel quite as good as a real girlcock, but it also stayed put and let him enjoy the feeling of fullness instead of immediately starting to pound him, which he appreciated. There were trade-offs.
Ashley wasn't too far behind Chris in getting her new plug in. She sighed happily and leaned over to make out with him while they were both feeling quite stuffed with facsimiles of his mom's cock.
Once they'd adjusted enough to be able to move, the two horny little butt sluts crawled over to Molly and began worshipping her delicious erection. They licked and sucked all up and down its length, even down to her balls and asshole.
Chris cautiously fingered Molly's spit-lubed butthole, and she moaned in approval. He worked more fingers in until he was totally fisting his mom's ass.
While Chris was exploring Molly's butt, Ashley got too horny to just keep lavishing oral attention. She pooped out her plug and hopped onto Molly's cock to go for a ride. Since she was all stretched out already, she got going pretty quickly.
Chris fisted his mommy a while longer while watching her cock get repeatedly swallowed by Ashley's butt. He, too, couldn't hold out forever without getting some real action. He pulled his hand free, then replaced it with his drooling erection.
The three deviants fucked around with each other to their cocks' content, cumming in and on each other many, many times. The new family dynamic was odd, but oh so satisfying for all involved.
****
Part Six: Return to Futaland
****
Molly drove Chris and Ashley back to Futa House at the end of winter break. Chris was a bit sad to be leaving home again now that he and his mom had their new, more sexual relationship, but he was also excited to see all his girls again.
Chris sat in the front seat next to Molly. He wore his butt plug, which forced him to sit up straight. Molly and Ashley had each dumped a couple loads up his butt that morning, so his insides were all nice and gooey for the trip.
Ashley sat in Chris's lap. She, like Chris, was naked from the waist down, excepting shoes and socks. His cock had been snugly secured in her ass, the better to amuse themselves for the journey.
Some people along the way probably noticed Ashley's cock through the window, but the car never stopped long enough for anyone to put up a fuss. Ashley got kind of embarrassed sometimes, but Chris made up for it by playing with her cock a bit while she wiggled around in his lap.
They all gladly piled out of the car upon arriving. Even while traveling sexily, there was still a limit to how long the cramped quarters could be enjoyed.
Chris and Ashley, being underdressed for winter conditions, had to make a bottomless dash for the door. Their cocks bounced around in very undignified ways, and Chris had to slow down because of how his unwieldy butt plug messed with his gait.
Natalie and Sasha were waiting just inside with big grins on their faces.
"Well well," Natalie said. "Someone's happy to be back."
"Maybe his mom didn't let them wear pants," Sasha suggested. "Or maybe Chrissy just got used to walking around like that and doesn't like wearing bottoms anymore."
"Nice to see you too," Chris said, ignoring the mild teasing.
Natalie began stripping out of her jeans. Sasha was already down to her panties, which struggled to contain her as she got hard.
"Goddamn I need some action," Sasha said as she pulled out her cock.
"I just sucked you off like an hour ago," Natalie said.
"Yeah, but it doesn't really count if it's not a boy doing it," Sasha protested. "It's not the same."
She pushed Chris to his knees and shoved her cock down his throat right there in the entryway. Chris opened wide and held still while he was face-fucked, just like the good little cock-slut he was.
While Chris was getting his face used as a cock toy, Ashley ran back to the car, still bottomless, and fetched her butt plug so she could show it off for Natalie. Natalie was suitably impressed, both by the quality of the dildo and Ashley's anal capacity.
"It's molded on Chris's mom's cock," Ashley said.
"Damn. Kinky," Natalie said. "Did Chris get one too?"
"Of course. He's wearing it right now. That's why his posture's so good. It's like having a second spine when it's all the way in."
Ashley bent over so Natalie could shove her plug in, which took some time as Natalie opted to fuck her with it for a while instead.
Molly finally had to come get the four of them to help unpack the car, since they would have been busy for hours if left to their own devices. There were a lot of half-naked dashes outside as none of them stopped long enough to put their bottoms back on. Bouncing cocks and jiggling butts kept passing Chris as he waddled around with his ass totally stuffed.
The girls all warmed up afterward by taking turns fucking Chris's butt, his mother included. They had some fun for a while, then Molly dumped a last loving load of cum into him before saying goodbye.
Once his mom was gone, Chris was taken to his bed where he spent most of the rest of the day. Natalie and Sasha shared him for a while, getting all their deprived frustrations out.
Ashley sat next to them and chatted while idly playing with herself. Her new status as Chris's girlfriend had bumped her up the social order somewhat in a way the girls all understood, but Chris didn't even pretend to grasp. As the house cock-slut, those sorts of politics didn't really affect his day to day life.
Natalie and Sasha had only just finished with Chris, leaving him a cummy and drooling mess, when the twins arrived for their turn. Beth and Layla helped each other out of their clothes, then advanced on Chris with steely hard cocks.
"Excellent," Beth said. "All warmed up for us."
"Didn't know you guys were here," Chris said.
"Only just got here," Beth said as she climbed up on the bed. "Layla wouldn't get out of our brother this morning."
Chris almost asked for clarification on that last point, then realized Beth probably meant it exactly the way it sounded.
The sisters played a half-hearted round of rock, paper, scissors, whereupon Layla won and took position at Chris's butt. Beth looked a little annoyed at having lost yet again, but she also seemed quite eager just to get her dick in Chris again, one way or another.
Beth and Layla shoved their cocks in at the same time, impaling Chris from both ends. They released mutual moans of pleasure and satisfaction.
"Oh that's good," Beth breathed. "I've missed this."
"I thought you guys were messing around with your brother," Ashley said. "Like, just this morning."
"That's different," Beth said. She waved her hand as she searched for the words. "He's... you know..."
"Family," Layla said.
"Yeah. Family," Beth agreed. "It's not the same."
Ashley tilted her head curiously. "Why not? I woulda thought that'd make it better."
"Sometimes it does," Beth said. "But, like, Chris, for instance, is a total butt slut. Always ready to go. Always ready to take a cock, and very rarely takes any convincing or warm up."
Chris took some vestigial offense to the description, but she wasn't wrong. He just didn't often hear it out loud in quite such blunt terms. It tended to just be implied and assumed rather than vocally confirmed.
"Whereas fucking our brother comes with terms and conditions," Beth continued. "He loves us and wants to help out, but he's not totally addicted to girlcock or anything. He doesn't want to be fucked all the time, and usually doesn't want me and Layla at the same time." Beth patted Chris's head. "Plus he just can't take a pounding the way Chrissy can. And his holes aren't quite so warm and soft and welcoming."
Chris felt a perverse flush of pride at being the superior fuck-toy in Beth's opinion. He wasn't actually sure how much of an achievement it was to beat out her brother for the spot, but it sure felt like one the way she told it.
Layla dug her fingers into Chris's hips and their balls slapped together as she pounded his ass hard and deep. She moaned in ecstasy as she got what she needed from his tight butthole.
Beth gave up talking for a bit to catch up with her sister. She held Chris's head firmly while grinding her cock in and out of his throat.
All the while, Ashley just sat and watched; a nude, horny spectator to the fun the other girls were having. Chris's concerns that she might get upset or jealous proved unfounded. If anything, she seemed quite interested in the close up view she got of him getting his holes roughly stuffed.
The twins gave Chris a good, thorough fucking before timing their orgasms to be almost simultaneous. A hot load of futa-cum was injected into his ass, while another forced him to swallow rapidly to avoid drowning.
The girls then switched sides, with Beth taking over Chris's ass, and Layla sticking her cock in his mouth and making him clean it off for her. It didn't faze him at all to lick cum off the dick that had just been in his butt. It was just a normal part of life for him now.
Beth and Layla had their fun with Chris, using him until they were satisfied and exhausted. They each gave him a soft kiss, then left him lying in a well-fucked daze. Their freshly sated cocks swayed between their legs as they casually walked out of the room without bothering with their clothes.
"Damn, they fucked you good," Ashley said. "Still hard to believe they're sisters sometimes. They get such a good sexual rhythm going."
"I know what you mean," said Chris. "But I honestly don't even think about it that much anymore. Getting mercilessly pounded by those two at the same time is basically just what I expect. Being related isn't quite the same taboo to futas as it is to other people, and I guess that's rubbing off on me."
"Mmhm. Speaking of rubbing off on you..."
Ashley had been very patient, but her needy erection could only wait so long. She climbed on top of Chris, straddling his chest and grinding her cock on him while he lay stunned from his recent use as a fucktoy.
"Too bad I don't have any boobies to titfuck, huh?" Chris said.
"Nah," Ashley said. "Everyone's got boobies here 'cept you. It's kinda refreshing actually. Nice smooth chest..."
She kept grinding away for a while until she got herself so worked up that she needed more. Chris's butthole was still gaping a bit, and was over-lubed thanks to all the cum sloshing around inside him. She had no problem getting in there and giving it to him good.
Ashley pushed Chris's knees up to his chest and held them there while she fucked his ass. It was an oddly comforting position to be held in, especially considering Ashley didn't generally try to dominate him the way a lot of the other girls liked to.
Ashley's vigorous fucking made Chris cum all over himself, making him more of a messy boy than he already was.
Tiffany snuck in while the horny pair were still going at it. She was wearing silky panties and a tight little cami top. She padded close and just watched for a moment while her cock grew and threatened to burst out of her underwear.
"Hey, Tiffany," Chris said. "Here for the butt sex?"
"Well of course," Tiffany said. "Ashley can finish up first, though. It's only polite."
"Sure, sure," Chris agreed. "Politeness is important."
To occupy herself in the meantime, Tiffany crawled up next to Chris and started licking puddles of cum off of him. Some of it was his own, but there was plenty from incidental messes the girls had made while using him too.
"Do you really like cum that much?" Ashley asked.
Tiffany shrugged. "Kinda. It's pretty tasty. But, like, I mostly like licking it off a boy. That's where the real fun is."
"Really? I don't think I see it."
"It's not for everyone." Tiffany took another long lick off of Chris. "But I like it."
Ashley considered. "So you don't like it straight out of a cock?"
"It's ok."
"What about if I cum in Chris's butt? Would you..." Ashley didn't even finish her question. Tiffany's eyes lit up like a kid seeing a present. "Oh god, you would too, wouldn't you?"
"Wouldn't be the first time," Chris muttered.
Sure enough, when Ashley eventually came and filled Chris's ass all up, Tiffany was ready to dive right in and suck all the gooey cum back out.
"That's so crazy," Ashley said. "That's just something you do, huh? Sucking cum out of Chris's butt?"
"Constantly," Chris answered instead. "Though I have to admit, it feels kind of nice."
Ashley watched a little while longer, then, "Can I try?"
Tiffany happily pulled the younger futa deeper into her web of corruption and let Ashley have a turn snacking on Chris's creamy bum. The girls shared his asshole until it was empty, then Tiffany took a turn pounding him and filling him back up again.
More cummy anal snacks were enjoyed until Ashley and Tiffany both found their enthusiasm flagging a bit. After that, the three of them visited the showers to clean up, and also so Tiffany could demonstrate the fun of pissing up a tight boy hole, then letting it flood back out.
Chris was unimpressed, but had put up with worse. Besides, as long as the girls were having fun, and his ass was getting filled with girlcock, he was pretty content just to abide.
****
Chris settled back into his life as a fucktoy for a couple dozen futas like he'd been born into it. His butt was well-trained and could take all the abuse they could dish out.
In fact, it was getting to the point where he couldn't sleep with an empty bum. That wasn't too much of a problem as half the time one of the girls fell asleep while still buried in him, and the rest of time either Ashley or his oversized butt plug did the trick.
Ashley spent most nights in bed with Chris. Sometimes they just cuddled, but often one of them was firmly lodged in the other's ass. Luckily none of the other girls got too jealous since their supply of boy-ass never got interrupted.
Not that there weren't still some playful fights over him from time to time. Sasha, for instance, started whining about how often Natalie got to sleep with her cock inside Chris, and thereafter would sometimes sneak in and get there first.
These little arguments would then lead to similar spats in the mornings. One morning in particular, Natalie had enough. She hadn't even had a chance for a goodnight fuck the night before, so in the morning she was grumpy enough to just start shoving Sasha off of Chris before either of them was even awake.
"Mmph, hey!" Sasha grumbled. "I had him first."
"You had him all night," Natalie said. "I didn't get to cum in him last night thanks to your shenanigans. I had to go get one of the first-year girls to take care of me. And it's just not the same."
"No, that's true," Sasha admitted. "Still, very rude cutting in like that."
Natalie glared at her. "You want to talk about rude?"
Chris wasn't quite sure what happened next. The girls verbally sparred a bit more, then graduated to some pushing and shoving, which in turn devolved into full contact wrestling.
It was quite a show. Two naked, fully erect futas grabbing, pushing, and pressing against one another all around and over top of him. He got cock-slapped more than once, purely by accident, and they fell right on top of him a couple times as well, which resulted in some boobies and ass directly to the face.
After quite a bit of scuffling, Natalie managed to pin Sasha on her tummy. Natalie's cock slid in between Sasha's ass cheeks as Sasha continued to struggle, but Natalie had a decisive upper hand.
"Get over here, Chris" Natalie said. "Lick her butt for me, would you? Get it all nice and slobbery."
"Whoa! Hey, now," Sasha said. "No need for that. We can still share Chrissy, give him a good fucking. That's what he's here for."
"Too late for that," Natalie said. "Clearly I've been slacking off. You've forgotten who's in charge here."
Sasha wiggled and squirmed, which really only had the effect of grinding her bare butt all over Natalie's hard cock. "No, I remember. You can let me go."
Natalie looked at Chris, who remained undecided. "Come on. We don't have all day."
Chris shrugged and crawled over. It took some doing getting in between the girls sufficiently for his purposes while Natalie continued to hold Sasha down. Natalie's cock bumped the back of his head while he shoved his face against Sasha's butthole and started licking.
Chris was a good little boytoy and did as he was told. He spit and slobbered all over Sasha's asshole, even tongue-fucking her a bit for good measure. Sasha chilled out a bit as she was anally licked, and cooed softly when he tried to worm his tongue deeper inside her.
Natalie finally pushed his head away when it was clear he'd keep going indefinitely. She aimed carefully, then slowly lowered herself so that her cock sank smoothly into Sasha's bum.
Chris watched wide-eyed from about as close as it was physically possible to be as Natalie's shaft disappeared inside her friend. None of the girls fucked in front of him with any kind of regularity, so it was still kind of a fun novelty when it happened, and he'd never had quite as good a view of the actual penetration.
It didn't looked like Sasha should have been able to take a cock that size up her tight little hole, yet she managed it without any difficulty. Her bum was clearly stretchier than it appeared. Chris wondered if his looked just as impossibly tight when it was getting all filled up.



Natalie pounded the shit out of Sasha, hammering her hard in an unrelenting display of pent-up lust and frustration. Natalie's butt and thighs sheened with a thin layer of sweat, and her balls slapped against Sasha in a rhythmic pattern of flesh on flesh.
"You know," Natalie said with a slight pant, "your ass is almost as good as Chrissy's. I don't know why I don't use it more often."
"Pff, whatever," Sasha said. "You just got lucky. Next time I'll be fucking your butt."
"Looks like someone's not learning their lesson," Natalie said as she took a better grip on Sasha and fucked her even harder.
Chris eventually sat back and casually stroked himself, feeling very much like Ashley in his spectator role. Usually by now, if any sort of sex was happening, he'd be right in the middle of it. His butthole felt a bit neglected as a result, but he didn't mind too much.
Natalie rolled Sasha over, pinned her legs back, and kept right on giving it to her. She must have known what was coming, because shortly afterward Sasha's cock exploded, drenching her tummy and boobies with her own cum. Even her chin and mouth took some of the blast.
The fucking didn't stop until Natalie came as well, burying her load deep inside Sasha's ass. Even then she only took a short break before going again. She sprayed her second load over Sasha's body, adding another coat to the one Sasha herself had already laid.
Natalie patted Sasha's leg as she rose. "There. Maybe that'll remind you of some things."
Only once Natalie had left the room did Sasha allow herself a wide smile.
"Well that was fun," Sasha said.
Chris, still playing with himself as he eyed Sasha's cummy body up and down, shook his head. "Good lord. Don't tell me that was what you wanted all along."
Sasha struggled to sit up, causing her creamy coating to start sliding down her tits. "Maybe." She shrugged. "Sometime I like when Nat gets all frustrated with me and gives me a good fucking. She hasn't done it in a while."
"You guys are weird."
Sasha swirled some cum on her tit. "Well, you know, we are crazy horny. It's kind of our thing."
"Don't I know it."
Sasha grinned wickedly. "Speaking of which..."
Chris submitted to the inevitable ass-fucking. Sasha penetrated him easily, then gave his butt a nice workout. He got all gooey from her second-hand cum-battering, then again when she came in him.
Afterward, she made him lick her clean. Or at least clean-ish. There was a lot of naked territory to cover with only his little tongue. She didn't seem to mind that most of his effort went to her boobies and cock.
"I feel like my diet has become half girl-cum since I moved in here," Chris mused as Sasha was preparing to leave.
"That's probably not all that far off," Sasha agreed. "If you're worried about it, we could always get you in to see a doctor."
"This hypothetical doctor wouldn't happen to be one of you, would she?"
Sasha's eyes glinted. "Maaayyybe. She'd give one hell of a prostate exam, I'll say that."
"Thought so."
****
Chris's next meeting with Miss Carlyle was directly in her classroom. He was a bit nervous about that, since their irregular fuck-sessions had always been in more private locations before.
"I wouldn't worry about it," Melissa told him beforehand while they were banging in the bathroom after class. "Miss Carlyle's from Futa House. She knows how to protect our boytoy in public locations."
"I'd feel more confident about that if our bathroom fucks hadn't become something of a spectacle," Chris grumbled.
And, indeed, Melissa had been bringing him to the same place at the same time for so long that the girls who wanted to use the facilities had simply become used to it. They'd walk past the fucking pair with a casual greeting, then go into one of the stalls or just stand at the sink and fix their makeup like nothing out of the ordinary was happening.
Shawna still showed up frequently to play around with Chris. She had her own strapon now, and she'd use it on his butt just as naturally as if she was a futa herself.
Some of the other girls coming in would sometime give Chris a few spanks on the butt, or stroke his cock a bit, or just watch and play with themselves.
"Don't be silly," Melissa said. "This is just a bit of fun. No one minds."
"Except maybe me?" Chris hinted.
"Yeah, I guess." Melissa slapped his butt. "You love it though."
"Do not."
"Whatever."
After being thoroughly butt-fucked and cum-dumped within, Chris was led to a classroom he'd never been in before. Miss Carlyle was waiting for him, as were a pair of girls standing off to the side.
"Christopher MacKenzie," said Miss Carlyle. "So nice of you to join us finally."
Chris thought about protesting that the time of his arrival had very little to do with him, then thought better of it. It wouldn't get him anywhere.
"It's a testing day," Miss Carlyle continued, "and I get ever so bored with them. I think I'll have you help pass the time."
"What, while there are students in here?" Chris asked.
"Yes. But don't worry. You'll be under the desk. No one will see you."
Chris looked over at the unfamiliar girls. "Um..."
"Oh don't worry about my lovely assistants, Shelly and Justine. They know all about what I'm like. Don't you, ladies?"
The girls rolled their eyes, but nodded assent. "Yes, Miss C."
"Now, then. Better take off your clothes, little Christopher," Miss Carlyle said. "My students will be arriving any minute now."
Chris hesitated, but then Melissa started stripping him anyway. He was soon naked in the middle of a classroom that was about to be filled with students, and indeed already contained some unfamiliar faces. Despite himself, he was kind of turned on, as well as understandably nervous.
He was made to crawl under Miss Carlyle's desk and kneel on a padded mat underneath. She then pulled out her large cock and sat down at the desk.
"Open wide," she said as she pushed forward and guided her cock into Chris's mouth.
Once Miss Carlyle was in position, Chris had his throat quite well filled without any of the inappropriate scene being visible from the rest of the room. That wasn't so bad, in some ways. The only minor difficulty was that Chris couldn't breathe.
He tapped Miss Carlyle's leg softly at first, then more insistently as he began to panic. She reached down and stroked his hair reassuringly.
"I know you can't breathe very easily," she said. "But you'll have to figure it out. Everyone else who goes down there does, and you're more an expert than most of them."
Chris struggled, but there was no room to get off the massive, throat-invading teacher-cock. He found that if he pulled back all the way with the space he had, he could sort of breathe around Miss Carlyle's shaft. If he stayed like that too long, however, she'd reach in and pull him down to her balls, then hold him there a moment while he gagged and drooled.
He gradually figured out a rhythm that kept Miss Carlyle happy, while also not choking himself to death. He had to alternate greedily sucking in what air he could with deepthroating her massive lady-cock. Fondling and massaging her balls seemed to help buy him more leniency as well.
The sounds of students entering and taking their seats trickled down to Chris under the desk. He was supremely vulnerable, naked and face-fucked as he was, but he wasn't terribly nervous about being discovered by a whole class of onlookers. He was pretty sure Miss Carlyle knew what she was doing, even if she was doing it purely for her own sexual amusement.
It took a while for all the chatting and shuffling to die down, then much longer still for the actual test to be written. Chris had never given such a long blowjob, let alone on such a mighty shaft. His jaw was aching really quite badly by the end.
He made Miss Carlyle cum halfway through and had to somehow swallow her whole cum load without alerting anyone that he was there. His best bet seemed to be taking her as deep as possible and minimizing the distance her cum had to travel to his tummy. Less chance of choking or drowning that way.
Chris was quite dazed by the time he was dragged out from under the desk. The room was empty by that time, save for Miss Carlyle, Sherry, and Justine.
"Not bad, little one," Miss Carlyle said approvingly. "I knew you could do it. Even a long session like this."
"Gee, thanks," Chris mumbled with what little sarcasm he could muster.
"Now then, I have things to do, so we better make this quick."
Chris didn't bother asking what was left to do. With horny futas, it was almost always the same thing.
He bent over the desk, sticking his bum out wantonly. It, unlike his mouth and throat, was still quite ready for action, and was in fact feeling a bit neglected.
Sherry, or possibly Justine since Chris didn't know who was who, approached with a bottle of lube. She drizzled some down his ass crack, then rubbed it in with her fingers. She even stuck her fingers right inside him, coating his insides too.
Justine, or possibly Sherry, massaged lube onto Miss Carlyle's cock in the meantime. Neither girl acted like this was at all new to them.
Miss Carlyle then gave Chris a good ass-pounding right there in her classroom while Sherry and Justine lounged around and chatted. It was a bit painful at first, since Miss Carlyle's cock was one of the biggest he'd ever taken and he hadn't been warmed up properly, not since back before he'd ben stuck under her desk, but his butt soon stretched out and accommodated her more easily.
All the rest of Miss Carlyle's pent up cum was dumped deep inside Chris over a moderate length fuck session. She eventually pulled out, smacked his butt, then dressed herself.
"Alright, girls," she said. "He's all yours. Just make sure he gets home safely afterward."
"Yes Miss C," Sherry and Justine chorused together.
The girls stripped out of their bottoms without any obvious hesitation or embarrassment. Chris was intrigued as he didn't see many pussies flaunted around him. Mostly just cock. They didn't seem to mind him staring.
Once of the girls pulled out a strapon from her bag and helped the other into it. Chris wasn't particularly surprised by this turn of events.
The girls positioned him so he was bent over the desk facing the long way, then the one with the strapon walked up behind him while the other got up on top of the desk.
"You don't mind eating pussy, do you?" the girl on the desk asked. "I mean, I s'pose I should ask, since I know you're more of a cock boy."
Chris almost argued the point, then decided not to. He'd never had anything against pussy by any means. It just wasn't on offer most of the time, was all. Plus he'd grown really quite fond of girlcock.
"Yeah, I'm down for it," he said. "But, uh, can I just ask which of you is which? I think I didn't quite get a proper introduction."
The girl behind Chris was already rubbing the tip of her strapon up and down his butt crack. "Well crap, that's rude of is, isn't it? I'm Justine. My friend on the desk is Sherry. We work for Miss C, and sometimes get to play with her toys when she's done."
"It's not a bad job," Sherry agreed. "You don't mind us playing with you a bit, do you? We'll take you right home afterward."
Chris shrugged. "It's fine with me. I'll just warn you ahead of time, I'm probably not great at licking pussy."
"Pff, that's ok," Sherry said. "Lots of boys aren't. Girls too, for that matter. Enthusiasm and the willingness to learn are all I'm looking for."
"I'm pretty obedient, if that counts."
"Sure does!"
Sherry spread her legs in front of Chris and guided his face toward her cunt. She was quite wet already, probably from watching him get hammered by Miss Carlyle previously.
Chris licked her eagerly, though with some reservation purely due to his still-aching jaw. She mostly just let him go at it, though offered pointers from time to time, and sometimes played with his hair while he ate her out.
Justine fucked him from behind while he licked Sherry. She went pretty gentle on him, though that might just have been gentle as relative to the futas he was used to. His basis for comparison was quite skewed in that respect.
After a nice little orgasm, Sherry rolled over and let Chris eat her ass for a while. He was much more familiar and experienced in that area. Her moans increased in volume and frequency as a direct result.
Chris was still worried that someone might walk in, since the three of them hadn't taken any pains to prevent such a scenario, but possibly students knew not to barge into this classroom in particular. Also, upon reflection, it wasn't like he'd mind all that much. Privacy and dignity were both things of the past.
After having her fun, Justine switched with Sherry to have a turn getting her pussy and ass licked too. Sherry took over pounding Chris's butt, while also adding some spanking and eventually a reach-around handjob as well.
Chris eventually came all over the side of the desk and the floor below. Sherry giggled and gave his ass a last few slaps before pulling out.
The girls straightened themselves out and got dressed, then helped Chris do the same. He almost went along with it until he realized they were about to outfit him in a girls' clothes.
"Hey, what the hell?" he asked.
"What?" Sherry said innocently.
"You're putting me in panties," Chris said. "And Justine's got a skirt there. What happened to the clothes I came with?"
"I think your friend must have accidentally taken them," Justine said just a tad too angelically to be believable.
"Great," Chris said. "So I either go naked, or as a girl?"
"Not as a girl," Sherry assured him. "Just dressed like one."
"That's not any better."
"It'll look good on you," Justine said. "You're such a pretty boy. You can pull it off."
Chris glared at her, but she and Sherry were smiling so winsomely that it was hard to stay upset with them. It didn't hurt that Sherry was kneeling in front of him with the pair of panties she wanted to dress him in, which allowed him a nice view down her shirt.
"Fine," he said. "Whatever. It's not like I have much dignity left to lose at this point."
"That's the spirit!" Sherry said. "Now lift your leg for me, would you?"
Justine gave Chris a soft peck on the cheek, while also pressing her boobs against him. "It'll be ok," she promised.
"Yeah, yeah. If you say so."
The girls got Chris all dressed up in panties, skirt, and a cute little top. At least they left him his regular shoes and didn't try to make him wear heels or something.
They then walked him home while flanking him and holding his hands. He got some looks, but he was used to that. He was accompanied by one or more girls from Futa House any time he went out, so stares happened. They just did.
Sherry and Justine chatted away like there was nothing untoward occurring, like it was just another day of escorting a boy home after dressing him like a girl. Since they worked with Miss Carlyle, it might actually have been a common thing for them.
Unsurprisingly, Chris was cooed over the moment he got inside the house. The girls present all seemed to agree that his outfit was quite cute and sexy on him, and he was soon bent over so his panties could be pulled down and a cock shoved up his ass.
Sherry and Justine stuck around long enough to have tea and watch Chris get thoroughly butt-fucked for a while, then took their leave.
Chris's gang-bang carried on, as it so often did, until bedtime. He was finally able to remove his girly outfit and crawl into bed with Ashley. It was her turn to get to sleep with his cock up her butt, rather than vice versa, so he made do with the dildo-plug he'd received from his mom at Christmas. Then it was time for some well-earned sleep.
****
Final exams eventually rolled around. Much like the Christmas exam season, everyone was a bit on edge. The girls were all clamoring for more time with Chris as stress relief, and he was doing his best but only had so many holes and so much time.
Out of desperation, some of the girls even started accepting handjobs from Chris while he was otherwise occupied, though they all still preferred blowjobs or ass-fucks. Another tactic they used was to sometimes suck each other off while waiting, just to ease the pressure a little.
Natalie was a champ through the whole process. She kept on top of scheduling well enough that only a few fights broke out, and often didn't even use Chris herself until bedtime. She took even more turns sleeping with him as her cock-sheath than usual, but she'd earned the privilege as far as he was concerned. Ashley concurred and wasn't too put out by missing out on some cozy, sexy snuggles.
Chris was left with exactly zero time to prepare for his own exams, but that continued to not be an issue. Much like the whole rest of the year and the previous run of exams, his academic needs were met with or without his actual participation. He didn't know how, precisely, but he was assured he'd pass with flying colours, despite never even managing to show up to write his tests.
Chris was pretty well alone in not having any cares or worries. The constant flood of girls using him to take the edge off meant that he was taking even more cock and cumshots that usual, which was already quite a ridiculous amount.
His ass was constantly overflowing with cum, and likewise he was hardly eating any actual food at all since his tummy was getting so filled up with semen. His face was often cummy to the point of being unrecognizable, and he generally just got used to being a sloppy, gooey mess for the duration. Quick shower breaks didn't help much when there was always another girl waiting impatiently to paint him right up again.
Chris finally made time after lights out one night to sneak over to Ashley's room. She'd been so easy going about not getting much time together, and he felt bad about not seeing her more, even though it wasn't really his fault.
He crept naked down the hall in spite of the risk he was taking should he get caught. Any of the girls who saw him might very well decide he was fair game for another round of butt fucking.
Ashley was in bed with her bedside lamp on, and the main light off. She had her phone out and propped up on her leg with a porn video playing. Her hands were both wrapped around her cock.
"Oh, hey," she said with a big smile. "Wasn't expecting you."
"I wanted to see you," Chris said as he shut the door and padded closer. "You don't have to jerk off by yourself, you know. I woulda taken care of you."
Ashley shrugged. "I didn't want to bother you. You're so busy these days."
Chris gave her a kiss. "You wouldn't bother me. I love fucking around with you."
"Even though you're getting pounded all day already?"
"Of course. It's different with you. I love the girls, don't get me wrong, but I'm primarily a cum dump for them." Chris ran his fingers along Ashley's cheek. "It actually means something with you."
Ashley flushed. "Well when you put it that way..."
She put her phone away and kissed Chris back. She pulled him into bed with her, then rolled around with him and got their horny, naked bodies writhing together in the sheets.
It didn't take Ashley long before she had Chris pinned and was grinding her big, hard cock against his smaller but equally hard erection. Her eyes gradually lost focus as her lust built to unmanageable levels. Trying to take care of herself had only left her wilder and needier now that her boy had arrived.
Chris pulled his legs back so Ashley could pin them up out of the way. He sighed contentedly as she rubbed her cock up and down his ass, slicking up his butthole with her copious precum.
They came together for a kiss as Ashley slowly entered Chris's well-used rear hole. She filled his ass up with her cock while also sticking her tongue deep into his mouth. Her tits pressed gently against his chest while his legs were forced even further back, really stretching his thighs.



Ashley stayed still for a few moments, allowing Chris that brief time to enjoy being anally filled the way he liked, then started fucking him smooth and deep.
Their fucking built into a hard pounding. Ashley really let herself loose, taking out all her pent up sexual frustration on Chris's sweet little ass.
He smiled happily at her expression as she panted and grunted just above him. She clearly needed this, and it made him all warm and fuzzy to help her feel so good.
Ashley unleashed a backed-up torrent of cum into Chris's bum, but kept right on fucking him while pumping out her creamy semen. She worked him continuously until her second orgasm, then finally gave in to her body's need for a break.
She rolled over, cock slurping as it exited Chris's gooey butt. The two of them lay side by side for a bit, just breathing and cooling down.
"Well, you were right," Ashley said. "I needed that."
"Yeah. I could tell."
Ashley gave Chris a soft, lingering kiss. "You want a turn now?"
"You know, I kinda do."
"Good. I was hoping I'd get you in my butt for a while." She patted his shoulder. "You stay right where you are. I know you've had an exhausting day."
Chris lay back and let Ashley straddle him, then sink down on his cock. Her tight butthole was just as wonderful as ever and felt amazing as she snugged it around his relatively neglected erection. Sure he got his share of orgasms, but they were disproportionately anally induced. It was nice having someone to spend time with who liked taking cock as much as giving it.
Ashley happily bounced around on his shaft for a while. She let out occasional moans as she wiggled around and took Chris at different angles. He smiled as he watched her. He knew almost exactly what kind of lovely sensations she was feeling, albeit probably not with quite the same accompanying fullness that he usually experienced, since the cocks he took were invariably larger.
Ashley rode Chris until he came in her ass. She squeezed and milked him for every last bit, then without climbing off him she grabbed her dick and started jerking off.
It was a little hard to believe that she'd still feel the need to masturbate after all that, mostly because she could always have another go in his ass if she wanted. However, she giggled in delight as she sprayed cum all over his chest and face, so he supposed that had been the real goal all along.
She licked him partly clean again, then curled up with him so they could be all nakey and messy together. It was time for some much needed sleep.
****
The end of exam season was a relief for everybody. Chris was given back some of his free time, and the rest of the girls were able to relax and not worry about studying or writing tests.
There was a certain melancholy too. End of year meant everyone going their separate ways again, just like at Christmas break, only for the whole summer instead.
The girls of Futa House held a final big party as a send off of sorts. Chris was kind of surprised at how many people attended from outside the house itself. It kind of made sense since there was music, alcohol, and some pick up sports happening out on the sunny lawn. It also made sense that some of the less open-minded or adventurous guests left as soon as the girls started getting too rowdy.
A spot had been made for Chris to hang out off to the side where it wasn't quite so obvious when someone decided they wanted to play with him. He lounged out in the sun naked, occasionally sucking a cock or taking it up the ass when someone needed to calm down. There were enough boys around without shirts and girls in bikini tops that the hormones were getting all stirred up.
Ashley split her time between mingling and socializing, and keeping Chris company. She made sure to bring him drinks and keep him hydrated since it was a warm day and he wasn't able to move around hardly at all.
"Ooh, look at that," Ashley said.
Chris craned his neck around, first trying to peer past Lily who was currently fucking his ass, then following Ashley's gaze off to the side. Beth and Layla had taken a boy off behind a large tree where there was a certain amount of privacy from most of the partiers. They each got their cock out and shoved them in the boy's face as he knelt in front of them.
"Huh," Chris said. "Would you look at that."
Ashley giggled as she watched. "You know, if you hadn't been such a little boy-slut, everyone might have had to branch out and be more social to get their needs met. We coulda had more parties like this for sure."
"Yeah, maybe." Chris grinned back at her with only a faint hint of embarrassment. "But I am pretty much a slut, and I like having more cock than I know what to do with."
"You sure do."
Ashley leaned over and kissed Chris, then they settled back to watch more of the activity out in the yard. Lily finished up in Chris in the meantime, and almost immediately replaced by Steph.
A semi-serious game of volleyball had been happening around a net set up on the lawn. The stakes had gotten higher when clothes started coming off. Chris was entirely unsurprised to see the game devolve into some form of strip-volleyball.
It was far more interesting just how many non-futas had remained either in the game or spectating it. Sure some of them were sufficiently inebriated to explain things, but others seemed to be having just as much fun as if girls getting their cocks out was a normal thing for them.
Jan and Talia were making out in a lounger not far from where Chris and Ashley were stationed. The two of them had attracted a small audience, probably due to 'hot lesbian shit' going on. The crowd didn't even disperse that much when Talia got her cock out and Jan started sucking on it.
"I guess we're kind of improving relations today, huh?" Chris said.
"Something like that, sure," Ashley agreed. She pointed. "Nat certainly seems to think so."
Chris followed her finger. Sure enough, Natalie was talking to a group of people by the front steps of the house. She had Sasha beside her, totally bottomless, and was demonstrating something or other on her friend. An anatomy lesson of sorts, it seemed.
"It's just gonna be a naked orgy by the end of the day, isn't it?" Chris said.
"One can only hope," Ashley mused.
"What?"
"Well, you know, it'd be neat. And sexy."
"Would it?"
Ashley squirmed a bit. "Well... I mean... sexy things could happen."
"Something in particular?"
Ashley waited until Steph came all over Chris, then left them alone. "I've kinda had this feeling lately like it'd be nice if maybe you and another boy, like... you know. At the same time."
Chris arched an eyebrow. "You want to get fucked by me and another guy?"
"Kinda." Ashley went red. "Just, like, it was nice having you and your mom do me together. I've been thinking about it a bit recently. Is that too weird?"
"No, not really." He considered. "Like, definitely a guy? Or if one of the girls was up for it would that be ok?"
"Yeah, that'd be fine. Just, like, I want it to be someone who'd interested in me, at least a bit."
"Oh, yeah, fair enough." Chris lay back. "Well, I mean, if you find someone, we can definitely make it happen."
"Thanks." Ashley shrugged. "I don't know if I'm quite brave enough to ask anyone though."
"Really? Why not?"
"Because unlike you, I'm not the object of a whole houseful of girls' sexual desires. It's not as easy for me."
Chris nodded. "I do have a somewhat unique perspective on things these days, for sure." He grabbed Ashley's arm and pulled her into his chair. "But I can definitely say that you have my attention."
Ashley laughed nervously and looked around to see if anyone was watching. "Stop. There are all these strangers here."
"So?"
She playfully fought him as he tugged at her bottoms, and only grudgingly gave in and let herself be partially stripped. She was much happier as soon as she was able to sit on Chris's cock and get it all up her butt.
"You're mean," she said. "Everyone can see."
"Everyone could already see. Nobody's bothered us over here even though I've been taking girl-dicks for the past couple hours."
"That's different."
In spite of her protests, Ashley really started getting into riding Chris and not worrying about being so publicly exposed while doing so. She got a bit startled when Kelly came over and fed Chris her cock, but got right back in her groove after that.
After Chris eventually came in Ashley's butt and she got back to her chair, Shawna approached with another girl in tow.
"Man, you guys are getting even crazier than the last time I was here," Shawna said.
Chris shrugged. "It's got very little to do with me."
Ashley snorted. "It's more to do with you than you'll admit."
"Doesn't."
Ashley gestured at Shawna. "Well she's only here 'cause of you, right?"
"She's right," Shawna said. "I was, uh, hoping you'd be up for playing a little?"
"He always is," Ashley said before Chris could respond.
Chris couldn't really argue with her assessment, nor did he much want to. Shawna was already getting out of her clothes, though she left her shirt on. She was a bit nervous about the public setting, but didn't let it stop her. She had, of course, brought along a strapon that she casually slid into place on her body.
Shawna's friend stared wide-eyed as Shawna impaled Chris and butt-fucked him right where he lay. "This is so crazy," she whispered.
"Told ya," Shawna said. "The rules are all different here. I'm thinking next year I wanna hang out a lot more."
Ashley casually stroked her cock as she watched Shawna pegging Chris. She glanced at the amazed and uncertain friend. "You can come sit, if you want." She made room on her lounger. "I'm Ashley, by the way. And the cute boy getting his ass pounded is Chris."
Shawna started a bit. "Oops, sorry, where are my manners. This is Morgan. She's a bit shy, but she really wanted to see this place and the people I kept talking about."
Morgan flushed a bright red, but finally sat next to Ashley. "Hi," she said quietly.
It took a while, but with some calm discussion, and enough time just sitting and watching, Morgan slowly uncurled from herself. Eventually when Chris looked over at the two of them again, Morgan was tentatively playing with Ashley's cock. Ashley met his eyes and shrugged, and was totally unable to keep a small grin off her face.
Chris smiled back and watched Morgan experimentally slide her hand up and down Ashley's shaft. He remembered the novelty of such lovely big cocks attached to girls back when he'd first discovered them, even though they were basically just his life these days.
Ashley gently encouraged Morgan to use her mouth as well as her hand, and gradually negotiated her way to getting a blowjob from the shy girl. It took a series of baby steps to progress Morgan from stroking to kissing and licking, then sucking on the tip, and finally taking it in her mouth.
Things were getting sexier all around the yard. Most of the futa girls were partly or fully naked, many of them working on seducing either each other or some of the guests. Varying degrees of success were had.
Chris took a visual sweep around the yard, focusing on any little pockets of sexiness he could spot. There were so many to choose from.
The volleyball players were almost all down to their underwear, if not further. At least a few hard cocks were hindering their owners' movements.
Jan and Talia had disappeared, but Beth and Layla were still very active. They'd managed to talk their boy into trying to deepthroat them, and were taking turns attempting to shove their cocks all the way inside him. So far they hadn't managed it.
Natalie was continuing her educating demonstration, and currently had Sasha on her hand and knees while slowly penetrating her from behind. Sasha quite happily got her ass filled up in front of their small crowd of onlookers. No shame from either of them.
Rachel was sitting with a boy of her own, and they each had a hand on the other's penis, just messing around a bit. Alanna had found a girl to make out with nearby, and Kelly was sneaking off into the house with a boy in tow.
Things were getting out of control all over the yard, including right next to Chris where Ashley was still trying to convince Morgan to take her cock all the way in her throat. In the drunken, horny theme of the day, it seemed like very little was off-limits.
"You know," Chris said, "this could be a good time for that little fantasy of yours."
Ashley tilted her head. "In what way?"
"Well, Shawna's got her strapon, and she's clearly into some weird stuff just like the rest of us."
"Hey, I'm right here," Shawna said. "But, uh, what kind of weird stuff are we talking about?"
Chris grinned. "Oh, you know, just fucking Ashley in the butt instead of me, is all."
Shawna and Ashley looked at each other, weighing their options.
Ashley smiled and nodded first. "Yeah. That could be fun."
Shawna shrugged. "What the hell. I'll give it a try."
They rearranged themselves and got appropriately lubed up. Shawna slowly entered Ashley's butt while Chris fed Ashley his cock. Morgan knelt just to the side and toyed with Ashley's cock as she got doubly penetrated.
Since neither Shawna or Chris had cocks nearly as big as what Ashley had proven she could take, they were able to really go at her. Ashley urged them on until she was really getting pounded from both ends. She looked up at Chris with big, adoring eyes even as she was face-fucked to the point of drooling all over herself and his shaft.
Chris held Ashley's head with a loose grip on her hair. He alternated making eye contact with her, and watching Shawna's strapon thrust in and out of her tight little ass.
Morgan shrieked and pulled her hand away as Ashley suddenly came. She laughed at her own skittishness, then jerked Ashley the rest of the way through her orgasm.
Shortly after that, Chris came as well. Ashley greedily sucked up most of his cum, but some leaked out of her mouth and added to the mess on her face.
Chris got very little time to appreciate Ashley's slutty, glazed face. He was grabbed from behind and dragged away by someone he hadn't seen coming. Judging by the soft boobs and hard cock rubbing against him, he didn't have to worry about it being anyone he didn't know.
"Sorry to interrupt," Natalie said.
Chris relaxed further at the sound of her voice. "Shouldn't sneak up on me like that."
"Yeah, maybe not. It wasn't all that sneaky though, really. You were just quite intent on face-fucking your girlfriend."
Chris flushed. "Well... yeah."
Natalie patted his shoulder. "Anyway, we're gonna have a real problem on our hands if you don't start taking care of the girls. Lots of horny futas looking for some action."
"I've been here the whole time. They knew where I was."
"Yeah, but we have to step up service. Get 'em moving quicker."
The plan for stepping up service, as it turned out, involved sticking Chris right in the middle of the yard. Natalie got him settled semi-comfortably on the lawn with his face down and his ass stuck wantonly up in the air. It was quite an exposed and vulnerable position considering the number of guests around.
He felt better as soon as Natalie started licking his butthole, then pushing her cock inside. In his mind, things were always going to be ok as long as he was filled up with girlcock.
Natalie gave Chris a nice hard ass-fucking right in the middle of the horny, tipsy crowd. Noises of curiousity and appreciation filtered through to him, but mainly he zoned right out into boytoy butt slut mode. Natalie's cock up his bum was the only thing that really mattered, and the only thing he paid any attention to.
Natalie pumped him full of cum, then pulled out, smacked his butt, and made room for the next girl. He was claimed again before his bottom could even close its gape.
Chris let his mouth hang open in a sexed-up daze as he was anally railed again in his most public forum yet. He took it up the ass like a pro and let his insides get painted with another layer of girl-cum.
A whole string of girls had been attracted by the sight of their favourite boy getting ruthlessly fucked in the middle of the lawn, and Chris wasn't given any breathing room at all. As soon as one finished up inside him, or occasionally all over him, another was right there to keep his butthole all nicely stretched out.
Chris was fucked into as sloppy a mess as he'd ever been. So much cum was dumped in his butt that it started squelching back out when the next girl took over. His whole body was drenched and cummy, and still more cocks found their way inside him.
He had no concept of time or keeping track of who'd taken a turn on him. He was pretty sure some were coming back for seconds and thirds, but any actual idea of who was using him at any point was totally beyond him. He'd been reduced to a free use fuckhole. More so than usual, even.
A constant parade of girlcock rammed its way in and out of Chris's slutty ass. His butt couldn't even try to close anymore, not that it was given a chance.
A few of the girls got all giggly about Chris's gape and messed around with fisting him and trying to shove in two cocks at once, but for the most part they just had their way with him and added to the sloppy abuse of his asshole. They lovingly wrecked their little boytoy, then waited for a chance to do it again.
Hours later, Chris was finally pulled to his feet. He was a gooey, incoherent mess of a boy, and didn't really understand what was happening at first. Cum poured out of his overfilled ass as soon as he was vertical.
"Come on," Ashley said, "let's get you cleaned up."
"More cock?" Chris said dazedly.
"No. No more cock."
"Oh."
Ashley patted his shoulder, which just made her hand sticky. "Don't worry, there'll be more later, I'm sure. I'll give you a nice slow fuck after a shower if we aren't interrupted."
Chris nodded happily. "Ok."
They were accosted by Tiffany before they could get in the house, since she couldn't resist sucking on the literal cum-fountain that Chris's bum had been turned into.
It took quite a long shower to purify Chris, once they got that far. The drain kept clogging due to the sheer volume of cum they tried to wash down it. Plus Ashley had to spend some time fisting Chris's butt and scooping out the excess that hadn't already poured out of him. It was quite the endeavour.
Chris's sluttiness had chilled by the time he and Ashley made it to his room. Even though it was still early, they just lay together cuddling for a while, with Chris seriously contemplating a nap.
"I'm really gonna miss this place over the summer," he said.
"Mmm, I know," Ashley said. "But I'll come stay with you. And you'll have your mom too."
"That's true. You're both very good to me."
Ashley giggled. "But you're right, just the two of us may not be able to keep up. You've become quite the butt slut. I used to think it was impressive when you could handle all the girls once a day. Now look at you. Once a day might not even satisfy you."
"I'm pretty hopeless, aren't I?"
"You kinda are." Ashley kissed his forehead. "But I love that about you."
****
Part Seven: All Good Things
****
Chris awoke to the decadent feeling of being gently ass-fucked. Whoever was inside him was doing her very best not to disturb him. In fact, judging by the amount of cum squishing around in there, this probably wasn't the first sneaky fuck of the morning.
Ashley was sitting up next to him with a book in her lap. One of her hands was wrapped around her cock, and she was stroking herself even more slowly than he was being fucked. She seemed to be more engrossed in her reading than in playing with herself, or with watching him get his ass stretched out.



Chris decided to feign sleep for a while longer. The slow, luxurious ass-fuck was too damn good to interrupt. If he was obviously awake, he was pretty sure he wouldn't get such delicate treatment.
A little while later, he felt the delicious spasm and flood inside his butt that meant he'd received another creamy filling. Strangely, after the girl pulled out, she nestled against his bottom and there was the faint click of a picture being taken.
Chris waited until it was just him and Ashley in the room before stirring. "What was that picture about?"
Ashley glanced down at him and smiled. "Oh, you're awake. You were pretty much dead to the world there for a while."
"So the girls decided to just fuck me anyway?"
"Well... yeah. They weren't about to leave without saying goodbye. You don't mind, do you?"
"Of course not." Chris wiggled a bit and felt the cum slosh around inside him. "Would have been nice to say goodbye too, is all."
Ashley nodded sympathetically. "Yeah, I get that. But anyway, to answer your question, the girls started taking selfies with your butthole after they finished fucking it."
"My butthole? Not my face or anything?"
"No. I guess they probably remember that part of you more fondly."
Chris frowned, but then had to concede that it made sense. "Fair enough. I know what parts of them I'll miss most, too."
Ashley giggled and ruffled his hair. "You silly little boy-slut. You really can't get enough girlcock, can you?"
Chris smiled unselfconsciously. "I really, really can't."
He pretended to be asleep as the next girl came in, and the ones after her too. He noted who it was through lidded eyes, however, so he'd know whose final fuck he was enjoying. Since they all went slow and easy on him, he got the nicest and most delightful goodbye fucks he could have ever asked for.
****
The house was so empty with all the girls gone. Chris wandered the halls one last time, feeling empty both emotionally and physically. It wouldn't just be weeks this time, it'd be months. A full summer break before he could come back and be a boytoy fuck-slut for a couple dozen horny futas. It was a depressing thought.
Ashley sensed his mood and slipped in beside him to hold his hand the rest of the way. She intertwined her fingers with his and squeezed reassuringly. They traveled down the main staircase to the ground floor together, though even her presence didn't help his wistful mood all that much.
Chris perked up a little upon finding his and Natalie's moms busy downstairs. Natalie and Sasha were 'entertaining' them while they waited.
Molly had Sasha bent over one of the couches to fuck her sweet butt, and Dia likewise had Natalie impaled on her motherly cock. The two older futas were having a lovely chat while the younger girls rolled their eyes back and panted in sheer anal pleasure.
"Is that how I look when I'm getting pounded?" Chris asked quietly.
Ashley leaned close. "Kinda. 'Cept your tits aren't as nice, and your 'getting fucked' expression's usually cuter."
"Oh sure."
Molly smiled broadly when she caught sight of Chris and Ashley. "Ah, there's my baby boy. Finally!"
She pulled out of Sasha with a slurping sound, and cum immediately leaked out from Sasha's gaping ass. Clearly they'd been at it a while. What with getting gentle 'sleepy' fucks and cleaning up afterward, Chris hadn't had a chance to get downstairs until now, so he had no real idea how long his mom had been there, except for the physical evidence Sasha presented.
Molly enfolded Chris in a big hug. Her boobs and cock pressed against him in a mix of maternal love and unrestrained lust. He buried his head in her soft cleavage for a moment, then sank to his knees without even being prompted.
Chris looked up and made confident eye contact with his mother as he licked and sucked her cock clean. It tasted mostly like her cum, but also carried the distinct flavour of Sasha's bum.
Molly let her son suck her off a bit, then bodily repositioned him next to Natalie and slid her cock up his butt. Ashley helpfully assisted in lubing him up when she couldn't quite manage the feat unaided. The problem with cleaning up was that he tended to lose all that excellent natural lubrication that girl-cum provided.
Once Molly got settled into a nice rhythm, she picked her conversation right back up with Dia like there'd been no break at all. It was amazing the way the two mothers could casually fuck their children right next to each other like it was the most ordinary thing in the world.
Natalie smiled at Chris through a slightly stunned and messy visage. He had no idea how long she'd been getting her ass totally destroyed, but she seemed to have gone quite limp, if that was any indicator.
Chris leaned over and kissed Natalie. She kissed back, her tongue slick with copious unswallowed spit.
Chris sank into the pleasant, comforting abyss of being his mommy's fucktoy. His ass got stretched to its limit and pounded without any mercy at all. He knew he wouldn't be going anywhere until Molly came at least once. Probably more.
In fact, it was her third orgasm that did the trick. Molly dumped two loads of mommy-cum in Chris's butt, then finished off her final one in his mouth. She gazed deep into his eyes as he tried desperately to swallow everything, and laughed softly as some trickled back out his nose and the corners of his lips.
Natalie was pretty well comatose by the time everyone else was ready to leave. Chris helped carry her out to Dia's car and get her all settled in, then gave her a final peck on the cheek.
He got a big, nakey hug and kiss from Sasha before she climbed in with Natalie. Dia, too, got in a hug and quick grope before winking and taking off.
Chris, Molly, and Ashley were the very last to depart. They made sure everything was packed away in Molly's car, then got themselves settled.
Chris sat on Ashley's lap, snugly impaled on her cock. She idly fondled him as they got on the road, but mostly they just enjoyed cuddling with each other in such an intimate and risky way.
Molly reached over to play with Chris a bit when they hit red lights, or once they were cruising on the highway. Mostly she just smiled at seeing the two teenagers so happy together.
They switched seating about halfway through the journey. Ashley took over driving, and Molly sat Chris down on her cock instead. She was an even cozier seat since she filled Chris up more with her mommy-cock, and had softer curves for him to rest against.
Chris settled back happily against his mom's breasts and rubbed the bulge in his tummy where her cock was making itself known. He felt so full and loved in her lap.
"Hey, Mom?" he said.
Molly kissed his neck. 'Yes, baby?"
"I was just wondering, like, it's ok if I go back again next year, right?"
"Well... yeah, of course it is. Why wouldn't it be?" Molly sounded concerned. "Did somebody say something?"
"No, no. I just thought, like, maybe it was silly for you to be spending money on my education when basically all I did all year was take cocks up my butt. I mean, I guess I learned some stuff, but-"
"You silly boy," Molly said. "It's all paid for. Futa House isn't going to not take care of its boys."
"Yeah, for real," Ashley said. "You didn't know that?"
"How would I?" Chris said. "No one ever told me."
Molly laughed and nuzzled at him from behind. "Baby boy, you're free to pursue your education as much or as little as you want. As long as you keep the girls happy, you've pretty well got the world in the palm of your hand."
"So, like, I could choose just to be an inanimate fucktoy all day every day and that'd be fine?"
"If that's what you want. I'd like it if you were a tiny bit more ambitious than that, but I will love and support as long as you're doing what you want to do."
"And as long as you get a piece of that sweet ass every now and then?" Ashley suggested with an impish grin.
"Yes. That too," Molly agreed.
****
They eventually made it home. All three of them were horny messes by that point. Chris would have been content being carried off to bed and fucked wantonly for the rest of the day. Molly, however, insisted that they needed to unpack first. She was clearly tempted to skip that step, judging by the way she looked at both Chris and Ashley, and the way precum drooled from her steely hard cock.
Chris didn't remember to be embarrassed about their collective lack of proper clothing until he returned to the car to grab a second load of stuff. He flushed red as he realized they were all walking around outside partly or fully naked, with three stiff erections carelessly bouncing around.
"Shit," he said.
"What's that?" Molly asked as she came out the door behind him.
"We're not dressed."
"Yeah. So?"
A car cruised down the street past their driveway, and across the road Chris could see someone watching from their window. He had no idea how many people had already seen the three of them. And yet, his mother didn't seem the least bit concerned.
Chris frowned. "Mom? I may not want to know the answer to this question, but how many of our neighbours have you had sex with?"
Molly tilted her head innocently. "Total? Or recently?"
"Yeah, nevermind. I should have guessed."
No wonder she didn't care and no one else seemed to either. For all he knew, he was the last person on the block to figure out Molly's secret.
"You're not mad about that, are you?" Molly asked. "Just 'cause your mommy's a bit... slutty."
Chris shook his head. "No, of course I'm not mad about that. I'm just as slutty. Maybe sluttier."
"Mmm, and I'm so proud of you."
Molly pulled him in for a lingering kiss. Chris fidgeted a bit knowing that at least one person was watching, and he truly had no idea how many eyes were on them. Still, he couldn't resist his mom's luscious body and loving embrace.
"It just would have been nice if I wasn't the last to know," he whispered a little sulkily.
"I know, baby. Trust me, I know. But I really think it's better that you discovered yourself with some friends your own age. I wouldn't have been able to live with myself if I'd tried something you didn't want."
"That's fair. It sucks, is all." Chris patted Molly's butt as he broke away and grabbed another bag from the car. "You'll just have to make it up to me."
Molly's eyes were smoldering as he turned to face her again. "Believe me, I will."
****
Much to Chris's delight, Molly wasted no time fulfilling her promise. He'd only just started unpacking in his room when she came in and threw him on his bed. She jumped on top of him and ravaged his butthole without even waiting to see if he was ready.
Ashley took over unpacking, having decided that she'd be sharing Chris's room. She rearranged his things to make room for hers as well. Only once everything was put away to her satisfaction did she come lie next to Chris and stick her ass wantonly up in the air.
Molly alternated fucking the two horny, teenage butt sluts for a while. Eventually Chris got up and stuck his cock in Ashley's face to give her the double fucking that she enjoyed so much. Naturally, he took his turn getting fucked by both her and Molly afterward.
They moved out to the backyard toward the early evening, once their hunger got the better of them. Molly set up some burgers on the barbecue and they rotated turns watching the food while the other two fucked around.
Chris was once again slightly embarrassed when Mrs. Lynn from next door poked her head over the fence. He was riding Molly's cock as she lay on her back in a lounger at the time. His anxiety faded when he realized that Mrs. Lynn wasn't even fazed. Presumably she'd taken similar rides before.
Goddamn his mom was a slut. Neither of them could help themselves, it seemed.
After Mrs. Lynn was finished chatting with Molly, and once the burgers were done, the fucking was put on hold for a bit. Though the girls did surprise Chris by cumming all over him and his food just as he was about to eat. He rolled his eyes at their childish antics, but didn't let it stop him consuming his now cum-drenched meal.
Chris lazily rode Molly's cock once he was done eating. Then, after getting her cum-load up his butt, spent some time riding Ashley. The girls sunbathed in the last of the evening light while getting some excellent anal servicing, and only reluctantly gave in and went inside when it started to cool down.
The three of them stayed up watching a movie and snuggling on the couch. Chris rode Molly and Ashley a few more times each, but eventually was all worn out, and the girls weren't even horny enough to make him keep going. They were sated for the time being.
Molly sat in the middle of the two younger ones, holding them cozily against her soft, luscious body. She stroked their hair and lulled them into deeply relaxed states. She smiled when Chris started sucking on her nipple without really being aware of what he was doing.
Eventually, she had to lead Chris and Ashley up to bed and get them all tucked in. Since she knew her son so well, she made sure to lube Ashley up and delicately slide her into his butt so he could get a nice, restful sleep.
****
Chris woke up the next morning to a cock poking his butt, and another pressing against his lips. Without even thinking about it, he opened his mouth wide enough to suck on the tip of the offered erection. The one at his asshole slowly spread him open and made its way slowly and deliciously deeper inside him.
He initially assumed that it was his mom and Ashley giving him a lovely wake up call. It made sense, given that they were the only other two in the house. He frowned as he realized that neither cock felt quite right.
He cracked his eyes, and was puzzled to find Natalie smiling down at him as he suckled on her cock head.
"The hell?" Chris said. "I thought... am I imagining things?"
"Nope," Natalie said. "It's really us."
"But... we all just went home."
"Yeah, we did." Natalie shrugged. "But your mom mighta kinda extended an open invitation for any of us to come visit whenever we wanted, so long as we took good care of you while we were here."
"As if she needed to specify," Sasha added. "I mean, that was basically a given."
Chris let a broad smile cross his lips. "Missed me already, huh?"
"You know it," Natalie said as she fed him her cock again, this time pushing it halfway into his mouth. "Just can't get enough."
Chris let himself be face-fucked a bit, then pulled his mouth clear again. "I assume Mom and Ashley know you're here."
"Of course," Natalie said. "Your mom and mine were double-teaming Ashley when we left them. That girl has serious potential. She's almost as stretchy and slutty as you, seems like."
"Yeah, she's pretty great," Chris agreed. "You think any of the other girls are gonna show up too?"
"Most of 'em sooner or later, I imagine," Natalie said. "We made sure to get in early, get some private time with our favourite boy."
Sasha punctuated Natalie's sentence by thrusting the rest of the way into Chris's butt, bottoming out with a slap of her balls against his skin. He groaned and rolled his eyes back at the feeling of being filled. Natalie waited for him to adjust, then slid her cock smoothly down his throat until she too was all the way inside.
Chris happily took his double-fucking while imagining Ashley doing the same elsewhere in the house. He would have been content spending the summer with his mom and girlfriend, but anticipating visits from the other girls too was quite exciting. He truly couldn't get enough girlcock.
Natalie and Sasha took their time and fucked him as long as they wanted, as many times as they wanted. This morning, at least, they didn't have to worry about sharing or being considerate the way they usually did. He was their fucktoy for as long as they wanted.
He was quite a mess afterward, as he often was following sessions of such length. He cleaned up in the shower and debated whether or not to get some breakfast since he'd swallowed quite a bit of cum already that morning. It turned out not to really be a relevant decision.
Molly and Dia had worn Ashley out and came looking for Chris before he could get to the kitchen anyway. He let himself be dragged back to his room for a second round of heavenly fucking.
Dia was more of a stretch than either Natalie or Sasha had been, but he was all warmed up so she had an easy enough time getting going on his ass. He stopped Molly before she could shove her cock down his throat.
"Hey, Mom?" he said.
"Yes, baby?"
"I just wanted to say thanks for everything. Like, helping me figure out who I really am, and making sure I have lots of girlcocks keeping me busy."
Molly smiled with pure motherly love. "I'm so happy you figured it out too." She ruffled his hair fondly. "Now be a good boy and suck Mommy off, yeah?"
Chris obediently opened his mouth and throat up for her, relaxing his body as much as possible to accommodate the two big cocks pushing their way inside from either end. He was, of course, perfectly happy to be his mom's fucktoy whenever she wanted, as well as any other futa who wanted to use him.
That was his life and who he wanted to be. Nothing else had ever felt so right.
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Leif burst into his sister's room, filled with the sort of petty rage that only a sibling could inspire. Celia had their shared laptop in front of her on her bed. She remained totally engrossed in the screen despite his abrupt entry.
"I don't know what's worse," Leif muttered aloud. "That you always manage to sneak off with the computer when I need it, or that it's always so you can watch porn."
Celia only barely glanced at him. Earbuds trailed from her ears down to the laptop, and her hand moved slowly, but rhythmically between her legs. "Close the door," she said.
"I'm not closing the door, dammit." Leif marched over, flipped the laptop shut, then grabbed it away before Celia could stop him. "Honestly. Some big sister you are."
"Hey!" Celia pulled out her earbuds and scrambled after Leif as he walked away. She beat him to the door and physically blocked it. "Come on, that's mean. I was busy."
"Yes. I know. I saw." Leif's eyes flicked downward. "I can still see, for that matter."
Celia flushed and tugged her shirt down more firmly over her panties, which only helped her modesty a little, given that she had nothing else on below the waist. "I let you jerk off whenever you want," she said sulkily.
Leif flushed in turn. "At least I wait until nighttime. Not middle of the afternoon."
"Well we can't both use the computer at bedtime, can we?"
Leif met Celia's gaze. They stared each other down for a tense several seconds.
"I got school stuff to do," he said.
"Yeah, well-"
"Can't you just look stuff up on your phone or something?"
Celia frowned. "The screen's so small. And then I gotta use one of my hands just to hold it, and-"
Leif threw his spare hand up between them. "Really don't want to know any details. I'm sorry I brought it up."
He tried to slip past Celia, but she was quick enough to block him. He was at a disadvantage since he was holding the laptop, and she was only half dressed and had just been fingering herself. He didn't want to get too physical under the circumstances.
"Ten more minutes?" Celia said.
"No."
"Come on. You can wait just a little bit."
"I could. But it sets a bad precedent. And besides, you weren't even that into it yet. It'd take you way longer than ten minutes."
Celia grinned impishly. "You know that much about how I masturbate, do you?"
Leif went even darker red. "Unfortunately, yes."
"Hm, does that mean you've been watching me?"
"No, just-"
"Maybe the reason you always need the computer when I have it is you want an excuse to-"
"Nope!"
"-come in and-"
"Stop!"
"-see a little-"
Leif thrust the laptop toward Celia. "Good god. Take the damn computer! Just stop talking."
Celia beamed wider as she accepted the laptop back. "I'm right though, aren't I?"
"Cel, seriously, shut up."
Celia leaned in and kissed Leif on the cheek. "I'll be quick, promise."
"Yeah, yeah. If I don't see the laptop in twenty minutes, I'm coming back, and I'm not going to be so accommodating."
"Uh huh. Looking for another excuse already, I see."
"I... you... shut the hell up."
Celia laughed as she bounced back to her bed and opened the laptop back up. Leif shook his head and slammed her door on his way out.
He really shouldn't have to put up with shit like that, he felt. Catching her masturbating should make her more uncomfortable than him. That was only right. And yet, Celia was Celia. She was just weird.
****
It was nearing twenty-five minutes later when Celia popped into Leif's room, laptop in hand. He hadn't been able to muster up enough righteous irritation to march into her den of sin a second time, so he was glad she hadn't gone even further over his time limit than that.
"Here you are," she said in a sing-songy voice. "One laptop for important school work."
"Great," Leif said with a roll of his eyes. "Thanks ever so much."
"You're welcome."
Leif cringed slightly as he opened the computer up, but Celia had been good and cleaned up whatever porn she'd been watching beforehand. He was just starting to settle in and open up the stuff he needed when she bounced onto his bed beside him. He examined her out of the corner of his eye, deciding whether he needed to chastise her some more. At least she'd put pants on. That was something.
"Can I help you?" Leif asked.
Celia shrugged. "I thought you might want help, actually."
"Me?"
"Yeah. You're doing homework or something, right? Well, I've been through all those classes already. Maybe I could make it easier."
"You want to do my homework?"
"No, no. Just help. If you want."
Leif narrowed his eyes and considered. "Are you feeling guilty?"
"I wouldn't go that far."
"You are too, aren't you." Leif chuckled. "Alright, fine. How 'bout you get us a snack or something then. We'll see how it goes."
Celia flipped her hair over her shoulder, bit her lip, then nodded. "Yeah, alright."
She flounced off, and Leif got back to his work for a while.
His respite didn't last long. Celia returned with a bowl of popcorn, fresh from the microwave. She settled in next to him, propping their snack between them.
"So what are we doing?" Celia asked. "I hope it's not physics. I was never any good at that stuff."
Leif rolled his eyes. "You don't need to be involved at all if you don't want to."
"No, I said I'd help."
"Yes, but-"
Celia jabbed her finger at the screen. "Hey, Napoleon. I know that guy. History, is it?"
Leif sighed. "Yes, it's history. Got an essay due tomorrow."
"Ah. So it wasn't really an emergency. You just procrastinated."
"Like you never do."
"Oh I totally do. Everyone does." Celia shrugged. "But if you'd planned better, you wouldn't have had to interrupt me."
"Can we please not talk about you playing with yourself anymore?"
"Hey, you brought it up."
"What? No I didn't. That was you. Literally, like, twenty seconds ago."
Celia grinned and popped some popcorn into her mouth. "Oh yeah."
Despite his sister's 'help,' Leif got some progress made on his assignment. Enough that he was confident he'd be finished by sometime that evening.
Celia went quiet for a while, which went mostly unnoticed by Leif as he typed away. She lay on her back and gazed thoughtfully at nothing.
"Hey, Lee, can I ask you something?" Celia said.
Leif shrugged without taking his eyes off the screen. "I don't see why not."
"I'm not ugly, right?"
Leif turned his head to stare at Celia, hardly blinking for several seconds. "What?"
"I mean, I don't think I am."
"Then why ask?"
Celia wriggled uncomfortably. "'Cause you'd tell me if there was something weird about me, yeah?"
"Everything's weird about you."
"No, for real, though."
Leif ran a hand through his hair. "No, Cel, nothing's weird about you. Not physically. Mentally, you might want to get checked out."
"You're sure?"
"'Course I'm sure. I've seen way more of you than I ever wanted to. I think I'd know."
Celia sat up. She chewed on her lip a moment. "What about my tits?"
"What do you..."
Leif trailed off. Celia had pulled her shirt up, and was holding it above her breasts.
"Like, they aren't weird either, right?"
"I..."
"I know my left's a tiny little bit smaller than my right, but you can hardly even notice, really."
Leif shook his head, snapping his eyes shut to block out his sister's bare chest. "Dammit, Cel. Put your boobs away."
"Ok, but-"
"Now!" Leif peeked out through lidded eyes, then opened them fully when he saw that Celia had complied. "The hell's the matter with you?"
"You wouldn't have looked if I hadn't tricked you."
"You say that like it's a good excuse."
"Not 'good' exactly, but yeah. An excuse. Or a reason, actually."
Leif closed the laptop and pushed it aside. "Ok, listen, you better tell me what the hell's going on here. That, or I'ma have to seriously kick you out."
Celia twirled some of her hair nervously around her finger. "Yeah, fair enough."
Leif waited a moment. "So?"
She shrugged. "It's not that simple."
"Ugh. Just tell me why you felt the need to flash me just now. I mean, come on, Cel."
"I needed to know, ok? I'm trying to figure out if something's actually wrong with me."
"But why? Why would you suddenly think there's something wrong? And, more importantly, why ask me? Why not, like, Brian maybe?"
Celia's face clouded at the mention of her boyfriend's name. Leif, in turn, frowned in puzzlement at the reaction.
"We're, uh, not together anymore," Celia said while studiously examining Leif's bed sheets.
"Oh."
"Yeah."
"Since when?"
Celia shrugged. "Couple days."
"And it's, like, definitely over?"
"Yeah. Pretty much definitely."
"Shit." Leif coughed awkwardly. "So you're, uh, feeling insecure now? Or something like that?"
"Well... kinda. I tried not to be. Brian said some pretty mean things at the end. They've kinda stuck with me. I know he was just trying to hurt me, but... you know."
"Christ. Ok, seriously, forget what he said. You're right. It was all just to hurt you."
Celia laughed bitterly. "Not that easy, unfortunately."
"No, I guess not. But I really do think he's full of shit, for whatever that's worth."
Celia managed a shy smile. "For real?"
"Yeah. For real."
"Even my tits?"
Leif groaned. "Ugh, fine. Show me them again."
Celia lifted her shirt, and this time Leif looked at her breasts deliberately. He tried to ignore his sister's face and pretend he was just being shown some random boobies. In that context, it would have been quite an enjoyable assignment. As it was, he was still decidedly unsure about it.
"Yeah, they're good," he said.
"Good?"
"You've got nice tits, Cel. Promise. Put your shirt down."
Celia slowly lowered her top and smoothed it out. "Not weird or anything?"
"No. Perfectly lovely, I assure you. I'd be praising whatever gods were listening if you weren't, like... you know... my sister."
"Yeah, sorry about that." Celia brushed some of her hair back coyly. "I know it's kinda awkward for you. But hey. Boobs are boobs, right?"
"In a sense, sure. Buuuttt... sister boobs are still different."
"Have it your way." Celia hopped off the bed. "Maybe I'll let you get back to it, then."
"That'd be nice of you."
"Try not to let the thought of sister boobies distract you."
Leif stared after her long after she'd left the room. Thanks to her parting shot, he couldn't think of anything except her breasts.
"Goddammit," he muttered.
****
Leif spent the evening regretting his decisions. He regretted them while finishing his homework, through supper, and afterward. It had seemed like the right way to proceed at the time. But now...
Celia was annoyingly chipper. She'd catch his eye at times and give him a quick wink, which he found insufferable. She knew he was thinking about her chest, and it was all her fault. It wasn't right.
Leif spent some time before bed sulkily playing video games in the living room, since at least they distracted him from images of the forbidden tits. His parents seemed to recognize that he wasn't in a good mood, even if they didn't have any idea what had actually occurred. At least, he very much hoped they didn't. They left him alone, at any rate.
His sister, however, didn't want to take a hint. Celia came in and sat down on the far end of the couch. She pulled her legs up half-curled so that her feet just barely infringed on his half of their shared seat.
"Whatcha doin'?" Celia asked.
"Is that a serious question?"
"No, not really. Wanna play something together?"
Leif sighed. "Not really."
"Oh." She chewed on her lip. "Are you mad at me?"
"A little, yeah."
"Just because I-"
"Well don't say it." Leif glanced around, but he didn't see any sign of their parents. "I mean, come on. No one else needs to know."
"Mom and Dad are sitting outside drinking wine. We're fine." Celia leaned in closer. "I can talk about my boobies if I want."
"Cel..."
"Boobies boobies boobies!"
Leif glared at her. "I swear to god. If you-"
"Boobies!"
Celia grinned broadly, her expression slightly manic as her eyes dared him to do something about it.
"Why are you like this?" Leif asked. "I mean, seriously."
"Like what?"
"All weird about stuff." Leif rubbed his face. "It's been bad recently. And today especially."
Celia looked slightly hurt. "You know why. I told you."
"Yeah, Brian, I know. But, like, that doesn't explain everything. It doesn't explain why you're shoving your boobs in my face yet again."
Celia looked down at herself. As she leaned forward, she displayed an inappropriate amount of cleavage. She examined her situation, then shrugged. "That really wasn't on purpose. Not this time."
"Ah, right. Well that's ok then."
Leif went back to his video game. Celia slumped back against her corner of the couch. She pouted for a few minutes before speaking again.
"So you didn't actually like my tits at all, did you?" she said.
"Oh for fuck's sake, Cel."
"You were just trying to make me feel better."
"Yes, of course I was trying to make you feel better. But I wasn't lying. Your tits are fine. Good. Lovely, even. They're just... you're just..."
"Your sister?"
"Yeah. That."
"So you're trying to tell me you'd like my tits, except they kinda gross you out?"
"No!"
"'Cause it sounds like-"
"I haven't been able to stop thinking about them, ok? I mean, it's your fault. But just... ugh. Like, that's not what I want in my head."
Celia arched an eyebrow. "You're still thinking about them?"
"Yeah. I was distracting myself pretty well until you showed up again."
"Oh." She considered, then sat back with a satisfied smile. "Good."
"Good?"
"Yes. Good."
"You're a jerk."
"No, I'm insecure. There's a difference."
"You can't be that insecure."
"Why not?"
Leif saved his game and closed it out. He wasn't going to be getting anywhere at this rate. "You know what I think?"
"What?"
"I think you just want an ego boost."
"Yeah. That's what I've been saying."
"No. You've been saying you think your body's all weird, 'cause of what your ex said. I think you know it isn't, but you really want someone else to tell you that, and for some reason you've picked me."
"Well... maybe."
"So cut it out, dammit."
Celia folded her arms. "Or what?"
"Or... I'll be annoyed, I guess."
They stared each other down for a moment, then Celia smirked and slowly reached for the bottom of her shirt. Leif grabbed her wrists and restrained her movements.
"No," Leif said.
"I wasn't gonna do it." Celia squirmed and tried to get free. "You're so paranoid."
"It's not paranoia if you've already done it, and were just about to do so again. That's just called learning."
"Hmph. Whatever." Celia jerked her arms again, and this time Leif let her go. "I really wasn't gonna do it again, though. Once was enough."
"Twice."
"Yeah, right. Twice was enough."
"You're so damn weird."
Leif got up and started walking out of the room.
"Hey, Lee?" Celia said in a soft voice.
"Yeah?"
"You were right. I did just want someone to tell me what I already knew."
"Thought so."
"Sorry for being weird."
Leif shrugged uncomfortably. "That's ok. I mean, honestly, I probably shouldn't be complaining about seeing tits. It's not like girls are typically lining up to show me their boobies."
"No. They probably aren't." Celia bit her lip. "If you want-"
"Please don't finish that sentence."
"It wasn't-"
"Don't care. Don't wanna hear it. Night, Cel."
"Yeah, ok. Night, Lee."
****
Leif began to relax over the next few days. Celia didn't flash him again, and she managed to be subtler about her 'computer time' too. He still had confusing images of her in his head, but he could deal with it.
He was less impressed when Celia invited her friend Kara over on the weekend, and the two of them hung out in the backyard suntanning. It had never much bothered him seeing his sister in a bikini before, but the context was different this time.
Rather unfortunately, Leif's mom, Cindy, caught him watching the girls out the window. She came to the wrong conclusion, but it was still rather embarrassing.
"You know," Cindy said, "I'm sure they wouldn't mind if you went outside too."
Leif jumped and turned around guiltily. "What?"
"I'm sure Kara would prefer it to you staring at her through the window," she continued, giving him a meaningful look.
Leif wanted to protest, but what he'd actually been thinking was worse. He couldn't very well explain to his mother that he was staring at his sister in her skimpy outfit rather than her friend.
"Well, I-"
Cindy gave Leif a gentle, but quite firm, push toward the door. "Outside with you. Girls prefer you try talking rather than just peeping from a distance. It'll be good practice."
"Mom! Come on. It's not even like that. And Kara wouldn't-"
"That's why I said practice. It'll be good for you one way or another."
Rather awkwardly and miserably, Leif shuffled outside and over to where the girls were hanging out. Neither seemed to mind his approach, although they did pause their conversation when he got within earshot.
"Hey," Leif said. "What's going on?"
Celia shrugged. "Not much. Gettin' some sun."
"Wanna tan with us?" Kara asked with a teasing smile. "I think Cel's got a spare swimsuit."
Leif was a bit slow on the uptake, what with his mind being a bit preoccupied, but he belatedly shook his head. "No, that's ok."
Kara frowned slightly. "What's up? You seem a little out of it."
"I kinda am." Leif slumped down onto the end of Celia's lounger. "Maybe didn't get enough sleep," he fibbed.
"Uh huh. Sure," Celia said. She peered at him suspiciously, even as Kara continued to appear concerned.
"No, really, I'm fine," Leif said. "I might just chill out here for a while, if that's ok."
He shrank a bit as he continued to be assailed by the steady gazes of both girls, but Celia finally leaned back and closed her eyes. "Yeah, whatever. That's all we're doing anyway."
Kara nodded slowly. "Yeah. Just chilling. Hey, Cel?"
"Yeah?"
"Mind grabbing me some water?"
Celia groaned. "Can't you get it yourself?"
"I could, but I'm invoking guest privileges."
"You're a lazy bitch is what you are."
"Oh really? Well... maybe you're right. But maybe I also know what you-"
Celia bounced to her feet. "Fine, fine. I'll get you some damn water."
"I was just going to say-"
"Well don't."
Celia marched away, still grumbling to herself. Leif made a conscious effort not to watch her ass as it swayed beneath her bikini bottoms. He didn't need any mental comparisons between it and her boobs running around the mess his head already was.
"What was that about?" he asked, partly to distract himself.
"Oh, nothing," Kara said airily in the sort of way that suggested the exact opposite.
"Nothing, huh?"
"Weeelll... maybe I wanted a chance to talk to you."
"Dare I ask why?"
Kara glanced toward the house, ensuring they were alone, then leaned forward conspiratorially. "I saw you watching us," she said. "Until your mom kicked you out."
Leif tensed. "Oh. Sorry. I, uh, you know..." He shrugged helplessly. "It's a weird time, right now."
"Yeah, I bet." Kara pursed her lips in thought. "Now the real question is who were you actually watching?"
Leif flushed warmly and turned his head away in what he hoped was a nonchalant manner, but probably wasn't. "What?"
"Cel's been saying some stuff, and-"
"What kind of stuff?" Leif interrupted defensively. "What'd she say?"



Kara grinned wickedly. "Nothing specific. But you're doing a good job convincing me my suspicions are true."
Leif balled his fists, then let out a long, deliberate breath. "So you're gonna pick on me about it now? Is that it?"
"Hell no. Well, maybe a little. But hey, it was my idea in the first place. I didn't think Cel would actually flash you or anything, but if she-"
"Wait wait wait, what?"
Kara shrugged. "It's a good ego boost."
"It... you... the hell are you saying?"
"Chill, little dude. All I'm saying is Cel needed some compliments and reassurance. Why not from you?"
Leif stared at Kara in total confusion and disbelief. "How is that possibly a good idea? I'm her brother."
"Exactly. No ulterior motives, no chance you'll be total bastard about it. Perfect." Kara brushed her hair back and smiled coyly. "That's why I show off around the house sometimes," she said more quietly. "Works like a charm."
"You... your brother... you do?"
"Sure. Nothing gross or anything. Just little peeks here and there. Get him all red and embarrassed like you are right now." Kara laughed softly. "I told Cel she should flash you, partly as a joke. She was going on and on about what Brian said about her tits." She jabbed a finger at Leif. "Now that guy's a dick. Don't you ever be that way about a girl's body, no matter how annoyed you are, yeah?"
"Um, yeah, sure."
"We got enough problems with the media and society and porn and shit already. Don't need specific targeted insults on top of that."
Leif shook his head and tried to focus. "This is so weird."
"I imagine it is. But just remember, all that you have to worry about is seeing a girl-"
"My sister."
"Your sister, yes, but still a girl. It's not like it's anything actually bad. Relax and enjoy." Kara smirked. "You can even perv on me too, if that helps."
"What was stopping me from doing that before?"
"Nothing, really. But now you have permission. At least temporarily."
Celia returned with Kara's water before Leif could press the argument any further. Celia handed over the glass, then scooched back into her seat while maneuvering around Leif's disconsolate form.
"What'd I miss?" she asked.
"Nothin' much," Kara said even as she directed a subtle wink at Leif. "Your brother says he likes my outfit."
Leif startled and opened his mouth to protest the lie, but realized Kara was just teasing and it was probably preferable to the truth anyway. Plus, Celia didn't appear to believe her friend's claim.
"Fine, don't tell me," Celia said. "See if I care."
She settled back for some more tanning. One of her legs stretched across Leif's lap in the process. It didn't occur to him to feel awkward about it until he caught Kara's smirk. He rolled his eyes at her, but couldn't do much more than that without making things even more uncomfortable.
****
Leif knocked on Celia's door that evening and waited for a response before entering. He slowly pushed the door open, making sure his sister was fully clad before walking in and closing it behind him.
"Hey," Celia said. She was lying on her bed, laptop open in front of her. "You looking for the computer?"
Leif shook his head. "No. You can have it for the evening, if you want."
"I mean, sure, I'll keep it if you don't want it. I've basically finished with it for now, though, if you wanted a turn."
Leif sighed. "You mean you just finished watching porn again?"
"Basically, yeah."
"I wish you'd try and hide that stuff better."
"I know. I like how uncomfortable you get, is the thing. It's adorable."
"Yeah. About that."
Leif sat down on the edge of Celia's bed. She rolled on her side and propped her head up on her hand.
"What's up?" Celia asked.
"I had a talk with Kara earlier. Or, rather, she had a talk with me."
"What about?"
"You. Obviously. All this stuff you do..." Leif waved his hand in a vague circle. "Is it really all just to get a reaction from me? Are things that desperate?"
Celia bit chewed her lip as she considered the question. "I wouldn't say desperate, exactly. I mean, flashing you kinda was. I'll admit that."
"And all the times you 'accidentally' let me catch you... doing things?"
"That mostly wasn't on purpose. Mostly. Not at first anyway." Celia had the grace to look slightly guilty, though still not as guilty as she should have been. "I was kinda embarrassed the first time you, uh, walked in on me. 'Cept you were even more embarrassed than I was, and that was kinda funny."
"Hilarious," Leif said dryly.
"Then, I dunno, I just stopped worrying about it. I know it's supposed to be a whole thing, not wanting anyone to catch you playing with yourself, but I honestly didn't mind. And it was still good for a chuckle sometimes."
"Uh huh."
Celia scratched her chin, then continued. "I guess recently... I kinda have been looking for something more. You know, like a li'l ego boost."
"Yeah, I got that."
"I know you like to act like you hate it, but I didn't think you'd mind. Not really." Celia peered intently at Leif. "Do you?"
Leif was suddenly at a bit of a loss. It was a good question, actually. Did he mind? On the surface, yes. She was his sister, and she was acting totally inappropriate around him. But was that how he truly felt, or just how he thought he should feel?
"I mean... it's not that big a deal, I guess," Leif said. "I wish you'd be more discreet, is all."
"I know. But I probably won't be. I really like not having to hide who I am from you." Celia tilted her head. "You know, other than Kara, I'm probably more honest with you than anyone. That's kinda strange, isn't it? But still nice, I think."
"Um... maybe?"
Celia giggled. "I know, you still think I'm a weirdo. That's ok. I kinda am."
Leif broke a smile and chuckled softly along with her. "You definitely are."
A slightly awkward silence descended afterward. Leif shuffled from foot to foot and glanced toward the door.
"Guess I should get going," he said.
"You could hang out," Celia offered.
"Yeah, I could. I'm not sure that's a good idea right now."
She gave him a look. "Dude, I'm not gonna do anything. I haven't ever since I flashed you, right?"
"No, that's true."
Celia patted the bed next to her. "Come on. Let's watch a movie or something."
Leif hesitated, then started walking forward. "Yeah, ok."
He was a bit tense as he got comfortable next to Celia, but that gradually faded. Her total ease helped him get over some of what he was feeling.
"What do ya wanna watch?" Celia asked.
"I dunno. It was your idea."
"Yeah, but I don't want to put on anything you won't be interested in."
Leif shrugged. "I'll only be half paying attention anyway."
"Ok, fair enough." Celia nudged him with her shoulder. "I'ma get you chilled out again sooner or later. Just you watch."
"I really hope you do."
As Celia got the movie started, Leif let his whirling thoughts take over. He only stared in the general direction of the laptop, eyes unfocused, totally absorbed in his own emotions.
Weirdly, Celia's proximity actually helped. Even though she was the primary cause of his anxieties, she was also a soothing presence. He didn't protest when she pulled him closer and made him cuddle against her shoulder. He relaxed into it, letting her warm softness and subtle scent lull him into a feeling of security.
Time passed in a pleasant and confusing haze. Leif was dimly aware of the sound and flicker emanating from the laptop, but far more aware of every little thing about his sister. She seemed enraptured by the movie, but still took the time to hold him and toy with his hair. Her breaths caused just the slightest brush of her breasts against him.
Leif truly had no idea how he'd let himself get seduced into this comfy snuggling. It seemed like the last thing he should have allowed, and yet here he was, enjoying himself. He closed his eyes for a time and pretended he was elsewhere, dreaming of a more suitable scenario.
"Hey," Celia whispered. "You still awake?"
Leif cracked his eyes open again. "Yeah. Just thinking."
"Still?" Celia gave a crooked smile. "I was tryin' to get you to stop that for a bit."
"I know. It's kinda working."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah." Leif tried to pull away a little, but Celia pulled him right back to her even more firmly. "I haven't figured out why I'm letting you."
"'Cause it's nice?"
"Well, yeah, but that's not enough. Not right now. Not with... you know."
Celia ruffled his hair. "You silly. It's still just me. Just your big sis."
"Kinda. I guess. Mostly."
She kissed his cheek. "Totally," she said softly. "Always will be."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Leif faced her, studying her expression intently. She seemed faintly amused, and maybe just a little antsy for some reason. He couldn't figure out why until she leaned in and kissed him again, this time pressing her lips directly onto his.
"Cel..." he mumbled around her mouth.
"Shhh."
"Don't."
Celia ignored him. Her lips were too soft and inviting for him to pull away. He needed her to stop, but she wouldn't.
Leif found himself kissing back, pressing more insistently against her. She made a small growl into his mouth, then rolled halfway on top of him. Her breasts pillowed on his chest, her hair fell ticklishly around his face.
There was a brief pause for breath. Celia pulled away fractionally, just enough to get their mouths of out each other's way. Her eyes were wide and searching, waiting for some clue from Leif's expression.
That was his moment, he knew. If he wanted to stop, he had to say it then. He had the words, they were ready, but they caught in his throat. He didn't want to stop.
They made out some more, the intensity evening out to a slower, gentler tempo. Leif moved a hand to his sister's tits, she slid one of hers under his shirt.
Only Celia stretching her leg and accidentally kicking the laptop to the floor shattered the moment. Both her and Leif went stiff and alert at the sound of the crash, then sagged into a flurry of nervous giggling.
"Well shit," Celia said as she crawled to the edge of her bed and scooped the computer back up. "Guess I should have seen that coming."
"Is it ok?" Leif asked.
"I think so. Movie's still running."
"Ah, well. Good then."
Celia flipped the laptop closed. There was a moment of silence between them.
"I didn't mean for that to happen, you know," she said quietly.
"Yeah, I know." Leif toyed with a loose thread on his shirt. "It wasn't bad, though."
Celia smiled crookedly. "No, it wasn't."
"Please just tell me it wasn't one of Kara's suggestions."
Celia shook her head. "No. I don't think even she'd go that far."
"But we did."
"Yes. We did." Celia chewed on her lip for a moment. "I don't know where it came from. I mean I do, but I don't. You know?"
"Kinda, yeah." Leif gazed at his sister's cleavage. He'd both seen and felt her tits now. Oddly, if anything, he was less uncomfortable about it now that he'd had a feel. He had no idea why. "You're not gonna tell Kara, right? Or anyone?"
"I'm... not sure. I definitely won't if you don't want me to. I usually tell her most stuff, though. And I might need to talk to you more if you don't want me telling her." Celia pushed back her hair from her face. "You might not believe this, but I really have no idea what to think of... all that. The stuff we just did."
Leif breathed a sigh of relief. "Good. Then it's not just me."
"It definitely isn't."
After another small pause, Celia leaned in and kissed Leif softly again, just a brush of their lips. He swallowed hard as she pulled away.
"Stop that," he said weakly.
"I should, shouldn't I?"
"It's... you know... like..."
Leif faltered altogether as his sister's face moved closer. He gave in and met her halfway.
They fell together onto the bed, him somewhat on top of her this time. He slipped a hand under her shirt, exploring her suddenly fascinating skin as he sought out a more intimate connection with her breasts. She ran a hand over his lower back, then down further to grab his butt.
They writhed together, Leif grinding against Celia as his cock grew hard and needy in his pants. He was going crazy for his own sister. He needed to be close to her in a way that didn't make sense, and that he never, ever had before.
"I really need to go," Leif mumbled around her frantic kissing.
"Mmhm."
"No, for real, though."
"I know."
Celia rolled on top of him, and he let it happen. She felt so good, so soft and inviting. Her shirt was hitched halfway up, exposing most of her bare tummy to his caresses.
Leif surrendered to her enthusiasm for the next little while. He let things happen and stopped trying to half-heartedly slip away. Every kiss, every feel, every small pressure on his uncomfortably hard cock made him happy to be right where he was. That was enough.
They finally broke apart one last time. Celia rolled onto her back without breaking eye contact. Her face was flushed, her eyes shining with lust, her mouth open in a soft pant. Leif felt much the same as she looked.
"I should be careful," she murmured. "I could get used to that."
"That's the last thing we need."
"Don't I know it." Celia bit her lip. "I really should let you go. But, like, thanks for that. I think I needed it."
Leif frowned in confusion. "You needed it?"
"Yeah. Just, for like, feeling normal and shit."
"That was about as far from normal as-"
Celia waved her hand. "Yeah yeah, I know how that sounds. It made sense in my head." She shrugged. "I dunno. I thought I was over it. Then we were cuddling together, and it felt nice not being alone, and it's you..."
"Yes, me. Your brother. Remember?"
"I do. You still kiss like a boy, though."
Leif shook his head. "Oh good lord."
"Well you do. And it can just be... just what it is. Right?"
"I don't know how to answer that."
"Fair enough." Celia glanced at the laptop. "Hey, you want the computer? 'Cause I kinda want to use it again, but it'd really be only fair if you wanted a turn."
Leif was pretty sure she was planning on masturbating again. He actually would have liked a chance to look up some porn and get off, but he didn't want to admit it. Not that she wouldn't be able to guess.
"No, you keep it," he said.
"You sure?"
"Yeah. I'll be fine."
"Ok, thanks." Celia grinned. "A parting gift, then."
"A wha-"
Leif stopped short as Celia lifted her shirt, exposing her beautiful breasts to him. He knew better what to expect this time, and was over some of his knee-jerk uneasiness. He drank in the sight, storing it away for his imminent play time.
"Something to help out," she said quietly.
He managed to smile and nod. "Yeah. I guess so." He reached forward and gently cupped one of her tits, just for a moment. "Still amazing."
"Amazing, eh? I might have to keep flashing you if my tits get better every time."
"I think I might be ok with that."
Celia's return smile was wide and genuine. "Good."
****
In fact, Leif's next few evenings' sessions involved many images of his sister, mostly of her boobs. Other than that, there was also just the memory of the way she felt, and how he imagined her totally naked. He felt a little guilty stroking himself while thinking about her, but those feelings didn't last long. She wanted him to, after all. It wasn't like he was perving without her permission or anything.
Confirmation if confirmation were needed, Celia interrupted Leif one weekend morning while he was lying in bed idly jerking off before he started his day. He just barely had time to cover himself up with his blanket before she burst in, but the look on her face suggested that any attempt at acting casual would be futile.
"Hey," she said, cat-like grin growing all the wider as her gaze flicked down to his lap and back. It was like she could see right through his covers. Or maybe he was just too obvious. "Kara and I were thinking about going shopping today."
Leif, feeling rather self-conscious, replied far more grumpily. "Yeah? So?"
"So do you wanna come with?"
"Why would I want to do that?"
"I dunno. Just to hang out. Carry our stuff for us." Celia sat down on his bed and put her hand on his leg, dangerously close to his semi-hidden erection. "Maybe help me pick some clothes I look good in?"
"That, uh..."
"Or we could do some other stuff too. We don't hang out enough."
"I really wish I thought you were saying that for normal reasons."
"Ha, no you don't."
"Yes I do." Leif squirmed a bit. "Although..."
"It's tempting, right? It'd be like a date almost."
"A date?!"
"Well, not like that. Like a date for siblings. Who've done some stuff. But, like, I dunno. Just an innocent one." Celia flipped her hair casually over her shoulder. "I mean, Kara'll be there to chaperone, if you're worried."
"I wouldn't say worried exactly."
"Good. Settled."
"Hang on, I absolutely didn't say that-"
"Now, you better get a move on. Not that we're leaving for a bit, but if you gotta finish up here and all..." Celia winked, then flipped her top up to show off her breasts.
Leif felt like he'd gone about as red as possible throughout the conversation, but his sister's easy manner and overt showing off kind of flipped things around for him. Focusing on her tits also made it harder for his embarrassment to maintain its power.
"You're gonna get me addicted," he said with a hint of false irritation.
Celia giggled cheerfully. "That's ok. I don't mind showing you more often if you want."
"No, I bet you don't." Leif traced his fingers up her tummy and over the soft mound of her nearer breast. "You'd probably let me just, like, walk up and pull your shirt up if I wanted."
She considered a moment, then nodded. "Yeah, I think I would. Not around anyone else, obviously. But then, you wouldn't do it around anyone anyway." She smiled crookedly. "I really do like the way you look at me," she said more quietly. "Makes me feel nice."
"What, when I go all slack-jawed and drool like a freshly pubescent teenager?"
"Give yourself more credit than that. But yeah, the way you stare." Celia wiggled a little in a mixture of self-consciousness and delight. "Getting my own brother to look at me like that. It's a hell of a thing."
"How'd you put it before? I'm your brother, but I'm still a boy? Something like that."
"True. Very true. And maybe it's overstating things slightly to say your motives are pure-"
"Definitely overstating things."
"-but I think it's fair to say your reactions are genuine." Celia glanced down to where Leif was toying with her nipple. "You make me feel sexy. Even if it's in kind of a naughty way."
"Sexiness is always naughty."
"You know what I mean, brother dear," she said, emphasizing 'brother' slightly. She stood and pulled her shirt down. "Anyway, you coming with us later on?"
"Yeah, sure. What the hell."
"Good. I'll leave you to it then."
"I'm not..." Leif sighed and gave up. "Yeah, ok."
****
Leif remained ambivalent about his decision even after meeting up with Kara at the mall. Partly, he simply wasn't sure he wanted to be around both her and Celia at the same time right now. Kara was the only one who had a sense that not all had remained platonic between the sibs. She didn't actually know any of the really questionable stuff, which was the only thing that allowed Leif to manage his emotions at all.
He really needed to sort himself out. He couldn't go around always worrying that someone would discover he'd made out with his sister. That was a recipe for never having any mental peace again.
Leif zoned out a bit as the three of them meandered through the parking lot and inside. He startled back to awareness when Kara latched onto his arm.



"It's good you came along," Kara said cheerfully. "You can be my boyfriend for the day."
"I... what?" Leif asked stupidly.
"I mean you can carry my bags, silly," Kara said with a giggle and a teasing grin. "Why else would we ever bring boys along?"
"Oh. Right."
Celia, however, wasn't going to let it drop there. "Hey, he's my brother. If anything, he should be my 'boyfriend'."
Kara stared at her, still with an amused expression. "Whoa there. Don't be saying that too loud."
Celia grabbed Leif's other arm and started walking. "You know what I mean."
"Sure I do. But other shoppers might get the wrong idea. And we wouldn't want that, would we?"
Leif remained deathly quiet between the girls as they argued back and forth. He didn't care about anyone overhearing Celia call him her boyfriend. Not nearly so much as he worried that it'd clue Kara in that something wasn't quite right.
Well, that and the implications for him. He and Celia definitely, definitely were not a couple. No way. She'd just been playing along. And yet, it was one of those jokes that meant something to him, even if it didn't actually mean anything at all. It was fuel for the fire of his already confuzzled brain.
Things didn't get much better when the girls started browsing for clothes. They seemed to sense weakness, and made sure to keep asking him how he thought they'd look in certain skimpier outfits or underwear. Luckily, they didn't go so far as to model anything inappropriate for him.
Celia took Leif aside when Kara had disappeared into a changing room to try some things on. She glanced around, then spoke in a low voice.
"Hey, you doin' ok?"
Leif shrugged. "I dunno. It's kinda just a lot of teasing for me right now. In my mental state and all."
"Oh. Is that all."
"What's that s'posed to mean?"
"Exactly what it sounds like. It means I think you're being silly. We're only picking on you 'cause we love you. And 'cause it's fun."
Leif gave his sister an annoyed and disbelieving look. "Yeah, that doesn't really make it better."
"Sure it does." Celia looked around again, then stepped closer and pressed her lips to his. The kiss was soft, and only lasted a moment, but it was enough to stun Leif into silence. "I want you to enjoy yourself too. We'll lay off if you're really not having a good time, but just try and see the good side of it all."
It was Leif's turn to glance around wildly. "You can't do that here," he hissed.
"No one was watching."
"You don't know that."
Celia grinned and tried to move in again. Leif stopped her, holding her back while she giggled and tried to worm past his defenses. She didn't really get anywhere.
Instead of continuing to try for a kiss, she slipped her hands to his waist and up under his shirt. Her gentle touch on his bare tummy was both pleasant and anxiety-inducing. He gave up and stopped fighting, finally allowing her to kiss him again on the basis that getting it out of her system might actually be the safest bet.
"You know, you're acting just as weird as me today," Leif said. "Except, you know, in a different way."
Celia nodded easily. "Guess I probably am." She flipped her hair back casually. "Just in that kind of mood."
"Couldn't you at least wait until we got home?"
Her smile widened. "You mean you want to-"
"No! No, I didn't say that. Just... if you had to... like..."
Celia leaned in and brushed her lips on his cheek. She whispered in his ear. "Yeah, you want to."
Leif flushed warmly. The way she was pressed against him didn't help anything. Her body was becoming so damn interesting to him. It was hard to remember that she was his sister and her boobies were not meant to evoke such feelings in him. Not in public, at any rate.
Kara popped back out of her changing room, which bought Leif some much needed space. Celia darted back over to her friend so they could go over the minutiae of her outfit. Leif took the opportunity to wander off and pretend to be shopping the men's section for a while.
"Hey."
Leif jumped slightly and whirled guiltily toward Kara, who'd managed to sneak up on him while he'd been idly browsing.
"Uh, hey," he said. "What's up?"
She nodded her head back toward the change rooms. "Help me for a sec?"
"Uh... sure?"
Leif followed Kara back to her change room, totally unsure what she could possibly need his assistance for. He was unprepared for being dragged right in with her.
"No, hang on, wait," he said. "I'm not allowed in here with you."
"Why not?" Kara said as she locked the door behind them. "Do you see any clothes police watching?"
"No, but... I'm not, though. That's all."
She gave him a look. "Whatever. Don't be a wuss. Help me with this dress, would you?"
Without any more warning than that, Kara pulled off her shirt, then wiggled out of her bottoms. She still had underwear on underneath, but Leif automatically averted his eyes, only to discover that looking at the mirror in the room didn't actually help, it just gave him a different angle while she disrobed.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"What does it look like?" Kara sighed. "Don't be a baby. I'm not naked or anything."
"You know what I mean. You have never, ever pulled shit like this before."
"Yeah, no, you're right." Kara started working herself into the dress she'd selected. "Seriously though, give me a hand, here."
Leif found himself holding the dress awkwardly, then zipping up the back. He tried not to let his hands or his eyes actually touch Kara's bare skin, but there was a limit to what he could do.
"So, uh, yeah," she said as she examined herself in the mirror. "Here's the thing. If you and Cel are gonna be all kissy kissy in public like that, then-"
Leif went bright red. "We didn't... I wasn't... don't..."
"Go on. Tell me it's a misunderstanding. I dare you."
Leif stayed quiet.
"Thought so," Kara said, still adjusting herself in the mirror. "What do you think? Not enough cleavage?" She shifted her boobs a bit with her hands.
"I, uh... what?"
"Nevermind. Anyway, I think it's good Cel's getting over Brian. All I really wanted to say is I think it's important that you consider what you're getting into."
"You think I haven't? That's basically all I've been doing is thinking about this stuff."
"I suspect you've been worrying more than thinking. You're a worrier."
"Seems like the correct response to me."
"Maybe." Kara shrugged. "You may find that just thinking about stuff without assuming all of the bad things might be more helpful, though. And I think it'd be better for Cel too. I don't want you hurting her."
"Me?" Leif was so incredulous that some of his embarrassment faded instantly. "I haven't done anything. None of this is my fault."
"Never said it was. I am, however, saying that your sister needs you right now. You don't need to react a certain way, I'm not saying that, but I am definitely saying that you need to consider her feelings no matter what path you choose. And I'm including this 'lack of decision' when I say make a choice. Because that's a choice all on its own, weirdly enough."
"I don't know what that means."
Kara gestured back toward her zipper, then started sliding back out of the dress once Leif had pulled it down for her. "It means that Cel might just want a bit of fun, or she might want more. You might just want to keep being the hapless brother caught up in some emotional nonsense, or you might want to actually step up and actively help her out, whatever she needs."
"But what if she needs, like, you know..."
"More kissy kissy? Or something more than that even? Then I guess that's up to you."
"She's my sister. I can't do that. Not more. Not even what we've already done."
Kara rolled her eyes and pulled her shirt back on. "Obviously not true. You can do whatever you want. You're both agents of your own lives."
"And you think that makes it ok?"
"Nothing to do with what I think. But yes, I do." Kara gave him a shy smile. "Trust me, I know what can happen."
"How?"
"How d'you think, dummy?"
Leif's eyes widened. "You and... no, Cel said you only... but she wouldn't know if..."
"Don't you be telling anyone," Kara warned him. "What me and my brother do is just for us. Got nothing to do with anyone. I wouldn't even tell you, except Cel needs you right now, and I need you to stop worrying about the wrong shit."
"But how far did you-"
"None of your business. For real. Just like I don't ever expect to know what you and Cel get up to. Other than kissy face stuff, obviously. 'Cause good lord, apparently that girl doesn't understand subtlety."
"I knew that was a bad idea," Leif mumbled. "In a store. I mean come on."
"She knows it too," Kara said. "Don't forget she's the same girl she's ever been. If she's acting out a bit, that should tell you something."
"Yeah. Maybe it does. I dunno."
****
Somehow, Leif had even more on his mind than before. He'd already been looking at his sister in entirely different ways thanks to their more sexually charged relationship, and Kara had dumped even more considerations on top of that.
He'd already known that Celia was looking for something from him as a result of her break up, that she'd been acting weird, and that she was possibly doing things they'd both regret later. Kara had added a few twists and managed to make everything more complicated. That really wasn't what he'd been looking for.
Leif didn't want to have to figure out his relationship with Celia. He wanted it to be simple and easy. The same as it ever had been. Not this emotional minefield with sporadic sexy times thrown in.
Although the sexiness wasn't bad, exactly. Not unpleasant in any physical way. Just... what the hell.
Leif watched Celia more closely than before. He examined her expression for clues while she rifled through racks of clothes, or sipped a drink at the food court, or even just idly perused store windows as they passed. He had no idea what he was looking for, and he sure didn't find it.
It was only later, once he'd mainly stopped worrying about it, that he able to achieve some peace on the matter. He managed to slip away from the girls for a while and into the relative seclusion of a games store. It was a little more his speed anyway, and it offered very little in the way of romance, sisters, or a combination of the two.
Celia still managed to find Leif and snuck up on him as he was exiting the store. She slipped right up beside him and took his hand before he could raise his defenses again.
"Hey there," she said. "Gettin' tired of girly shopping, huh?"
"Kinda, I guess," Leif said.
"Or tired of me?"
"No. I mean, not like that. Just..." Leif paused and made sure no one was close enough to easily overhear. "Kara said some stuff, and there's been stuff between us anyway, and it's all just, like, a lot."
"Yeah, I know. I'm sorry about that." Celia squeezed his hand. "I appreciate everything, though. It's been really nice having you around. Doing stuff. Feeling like I'm not a total mess."
"You don't need me for any of that, do you?"
"I dunno. Maybe not. It's made things easier, though."
Leif shrugged. They kept walking with no particular destination in mind. He found he didn't mind holding hands with Celia, though he was very conscious of it, in a low-level kind of way.
"Cel?"
"Yeah?"
"Is this real?"
"I don't know what that means."
"Like, is this a weird-ass rebound that's going to end badly one way or another? Or is it for real?"
Celia bit her lip. "That's not an easy question answer."
"No, it isn't. But, like, nothing about this has been easy for me either. You know very well I don't know what I'm doing."
"True." Celia mulled it over for a few moments. "Lee, I don't want to hurt you."
"I know."
"This whole thing has been pretty selfish of me."
"Sure."
"But I kinda, like, don't want to stop." Celia gave Leif a sidelong glance. "I know that's not really an answer."
"No. It kinda isn't. But I get it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"And you're gonna be ok?"
"I think so, yeah. You're my sister."
Celia frowned slightly. "What does that mean in this context?"
Leif squeezed her hand. "Nothin'. Just that you are, is all."
She nodded slowly. "Ok. I can work with that."
****
In a weird sort of way, Leif found Kara's acceptance and advice becoming kind of helpful instead of troubling. It eased some of the mental pressure over the next few days and let him concentrate more on what he wanted to do and how Celia was feeling than on his fear of the potential consequences.
He found he was able to deal with stuff pretty easily that had previously been odd and complicated. Letting things happen with the understanding that they didn't fundamentally change how he and Celia felt about each other made the days go much more smoothly.
His new attitude also meant that it didn't bother him at all the next time he entered Celia's room to retrieve their shared laptop and found her sitting entranced by the screen with her hand down the front of her panties.
Celia looked up at Leif and pulled out one of the earbuds she was wearing. "Oh, hey, need the computer?"
"Kinda, yeah," Leif replied easily. He sat on the bed next to her. "It can wait."
Celia was a bit surprised, but smiled at him as he joined her. "Whatever you say."
She offered him the earbud she'd removed, and he accepted it. Only after it was in place and he'd settled in next to her did he start paying attention to what manner of porn she'd been watching.
"Aw, come on. Two guys?"
Celia chuckled. "Well I wasn't expecting company. 'Sides, they're cute together."
"Still, though."
"Alright, alright. We can change it. Any preferences?"
"I dunno. Something with more girls and fewer guys, anyway."
"Picky picky." Celia tapped the laptop with her fingertips as she considered, then brightened and began typing for real. "Ooh, I've got an idea."
"Yeah? What is it?"
"I thought you didn't care."
"I don't. I just wanna know, is all."
"Well... you know how porn sites are all filled with those incest roleplay things these days..."
Leif groaned. "Oh no."
"What?"
"Isn't that a little too on the nose for us?"
"I dunno. We haven't really, like, done anything. You know? We could live vicariously through them."
"That's so weird."
"Too weird?"
"Um... maybe." Leif sighed. "I'm not sure, really. Queue it up. Let's see how it feels."
Celia got a video playing, then snuggled back with Leif to watch. "This is a good one. I think you'll like it."
"Are you seriously telling me you've already watched this stuff?"
"How is that a surprise? I mean, we made out, dude. This is like a step down from that."
"Yeah, but-"
"And honestly, I had to see how I felt about seeing this kind of thing before I ever really did anything with you."
Leif turned toward his sister, but she was still watching the start of the video. He was a bit surprised by her admission, though perhaps he shouldn't have been. It made sense that she'd have insecurities about it just like he did. She must have gotten a head start on dismissing them, was all. That would explain a lot about why it seemed like nothing about it bothered her.
"Did you watch a lot of these videos?" Leif asked.
Celia smirked. "If you ever checked the browser history-"
"I tried not to."
"Fair enough. Let's just say yeah, I've seen a few."
"It's not gonna be gross, is it?"
"Gross how? They're attractive porn actors doing sexy things. They pretend like they're sibbos, is the only difference from other porn." Celia gave Leif a funny look. "Do you think making out with me was gross?"
"No. Not at all."
"Then this should be fine."
Leif remained unconvinced, but he was willing to give it a shot. He tried to focus on the video, and not the subtle motions of Celia's fingers in her underwear.
The acting was passable. Better than one could usually expect from a porn video, but not as good as in a real movie. The pretend brother and sister hung out in a bed for a while, just talking a building the scene. Gradually, they started touching a bit, and kissing, then taking clothes off.
"They're good together, right?" Celia said.
"They're ok," Leif said.
"Uh huh. Don't act like you don't like it. I see you getting hard."
Leif squirmed. "Well she's got her tits out," he said defensively.
"Yeah. And she's got her brother feeling her up and kissing her and shit."
"Fake brother."
"Still though."
Celia was clearly entranced. Leif wasn't sure if she just really liked the actors that much, or if it was something else. Like, perhaps, if she was imagining the two of them doing similar things.
Leif finally got over his initial hesitation and joined his sister in masturbating. He had to take his pants off first, which attracted her attention, but after that the two of them had hands busy down their underwear, even as they sat cozily together on her bed.
"You can take 'em off if it's more comfortable," Celia said.
"No thanks. I'm not ready for that yet."
"Didn't think so."
Leif and Celia snuck glances at each other while ostensibly masturbating to their porn video. Their eyes met occasionally, and they exchanged shy little smiles.
Leif found the video helpful for getting him going, but his sister interested him more on a slightly different level. She was real, for one, not just set in front of him for the purpose of getting him off. Plus there was their whole relationship change of late. The hornier he got, the more he thought about the things they'd done, and what they might still do.
"Oh god," Celia whispered. "Look at the way she looks at him."
The girl on screen was, indeed, making some very big eyes at her 'brother' while giving him a slow, deliberate blowjob. Leif had to admit that it was pretty hot, even if she was only simulating the emotion behind her smoldering facade.
Again, Leif turned to Celia, trying to gauge exactly what was going on in her head. She was focused on the screen, hand moving frantically on her unseen pussy. She bit her lip as she watched, then only belatedly seemed to realize she was being stared at.
The turn of Celia's head was what did it. Her eyes were big and full of emotion and lust. It wasn't the same purposeful gaze the girl in the video had used, but it was similar in its effect. Leif was drawn to her by an intangible, but irresistible force.
Their lips met softly at first, then with growing insistence. Leif's hand came out of his boxers as he went for his sister instead. She reached for him at almost the same instant, and they fumbled at each other with a passionate lack of coordination.
Leif's hand ended up on Celia's breast, with his other trapped awkwardly between them. She went for his hair, pulling his mouth firmly to hers, then down his back to grab his butt.
They wrestled around a bit, grabbing and fondling wantonly, lips locked together all the while. Leif groaned into Celia's mouth as his hard cock pressed against her soft, welcoming body. She grinded back against him, encouraging his noises of pent up sexuality.
Leif, with the last of his presence of mind, popped out his and Celia's earbuds, kicked the laptop closed, and scooted it to the corner of the bed, out of the way. He rolled on top of her, cock pressed against her pussy, separated only by their underwear.
Celia growled eagerly and dragged her fingernails up Leif's back, pulling his shirt up along the way. They had to break long enough for her to remove the article of clothing, and Leif took the opportunity to flip Celia's shirt up over her boobies. She laughed as he dove head-first into her cleavage.
"Mmm, yeah. Get right in there," she giggled.
Her giggles turned to soft moans as Leif nuzzled and sucked her tits. She tangled her fingers in his hair and caressed his cheek while he orally toyed with her chest.



Celia let him play a while, but her impatience to try some things of her own eventually won out. She squirmed around to get some leverage, then rolled him over and got on top instead. She kept her boobs pressed to his face, while gaining more flexibility to grind on him and slide her hands along his half-naked body.
The horny siblings writhed around together in a confused tangle of lips and limbs. Their grinding grew more and more insistent as desire triumphed over what dregs of caution remained to hold them back.
Celia went for Leif's underwear and had it halfway down his legs before he could muster any kind of response. His instinct was to protest and cover up, or at least it would have been if he hadn't been quite so turned on. As it was, the fiery look in his sister's eyes as his cock sprang into sight made him decide it was probably alright.
Celia dove between his legs as soon as his boxers were clear. She made eye contact as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gave the tip an experimental lick.
Leif had to cover his face with his hands for a moment, overwhelmed by the sensations and what little sense of morality still struggled for life within him. "Oh god."
More little licks trailed the underside of his erect shaft, despite his attempt at hiding from reality. Celia's hand slid gently up and down in between swipes of her tongue.
"You taste pretty good," she said softly.
Leif risked peeking again. Frantic desire was still clearly evident in his sister's face, but her actions were calm and deliberate. She licked, stroked, and kissed his cock in carefully measured motions.
"Good to know?" he said.
Celia giggled. "I'm not scaring you off, am I?"
"I wouldn't say that, no."
"Good. Because goddamn, Lee, I want this right now."
Leif nodded. "Yeah," he said, his voice cracking slightly. "Me too."
Her smiled went wide across her lips. "Good."
That was about the end of her restraint. Leif's cock disappeared between her lips as she swallowed it whole. She maintained eye contact most of the way down his shaft until she gagged slightly on the tip. She bobbed her head up and down while running her tongue all over.
Leif groaned and arched his back as Celia worked his cock with her soft, wet mouth. It felt absolutely amazing, and he couldn't tell if that was in spite of her being his sister, or partly because of it.
Celia sucked Leif off with a manic enthusiasm. She went totally crazy on him, and he couldn't do anything much more than just enjoy the ride.
Horny as he'd been right from the start, Leif didn't last long under his sister's dedicated oral attention. He exploded in her mouth, filling it with incestuously obtained cum.
For her part, Celia again maintained adoring eye contact as her mouth was coated, and she casually swallowed everything he gave her.
"Damn, you were really ready to go off," Celia said.
"Yeah. Sorry about that."
"No no. That was the point. Had to get the first one out of the way."
"What does that mean?"
Celia grinned wickedly. "It means I want the next one to take longer."
Leif's eyes widened as Celia shimmied out of her panties. She discarded her top as well, leaving her totally naked and endlessly fascinating to his horny little self. Usually cumming once was enough to sate him for a while. His sister's sensual, nude form was cause for exception.
Celia slipped in for more kisses, dragging her smooth, naked body along Leif's as she maneuvered into position. Her tongue tasted like him, but not strongly enough to bother him. Not in comparison to everything else she offered.
A feral growl emanated from Celia as her thigh rubbed against Leif's returning erection. She shifted just enough to press her pussy against it instead, grinding around a bit while continuing to make out with him all the while.
"Are we doing this?" Leif asked breathlessly. "For real?"
Celia pulled back enough to look at him with searching eyes and an open, panting smile. "I think so."
Leif bit his lip, then nodded. "Ok."
He gripped Celia's butt with both hands, squeezing it gently as she rocked back and forth. She was so wet, and her little slit was getting closer and closer to finding the tip of his cock at just the right angle.
A particularly determined twitch of Celia's hips lined them up, and Leif gasped as she sank onto him faster than he'd expected, even after all the lead up. She groaned into his mouth, then pulled her head back and stared at nothing, mouth wide open, as she took him deeper.
Their connection was made complete in steady increments, and Leif had to remember to draw breath again. He was totally inside his sister. She'd straddled and engulfed him, leaving them joined in a way siblings were never meant to be.
Celia grunted and thrust her hips, slowly establishing a rhythm. She braced her hands on Leif's chest, holding him firmly in place while she rode him.
"So good," Leif whispered.
Celia quirked her lips. "Yeah it is."
She sped up that much more, even squeezing her pussy around Leif's cock as a show of just how good it could be. Her eyes rolled back as she gave in fully to her need for loving yet forbidden pleasure.
Celia fucked her brother hard while he ran his hands over her warm, naked body. She rode him at an increasingly frantic pace until she managed to push herself over the edge and fall into a well-earned orgasm.
Leif let her enjoy herself until she slowed down a little too much for his liking. He was too horny to wait for her to pick up the pace again, so instead he gently rolled over on top of her.
Celia stretched out happily beneath him, beaming lazily up at him when they made eye contact. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close as he found a rhythm of his own.
It was even more insane to Leif when he was in charge. He was actively fucking his big sister. It put an even sharper focus on the emotional impact of their sexual union, and how good it felt to give in and do what made them happy.
Celia ruffled Leif's hair and whispered in his ear. "I love you."
Leif kissed her softly. "Love you too."
With each sibling now having taken the initial edge off, they were free to proceed at a slower, more amorous pace. Their bodies entwined, physically connected in the most delicious way.
Leif kept a steady pace in and out of Celia's wet little pussy. He relished the extra control and time to enjoy every sensation there was to discover.
Then, too, there was the way Celia looked at him. Her eyes were so deep, so full of emotion. They widened fractionally every time he bottomed out in her. He could see the love she'd verbally expressed to him just by meeting her gaze.
"I'm gonna cum," Leif said quietly, not wanting to break the moment just yet.
"Ok," Celia said back in the same hushed, reverent tone.
"Is it ok if it's, like, on you?"
She shook her head. "In me."
"Um..."
"Please? Just once."
Leif wanted to argue. It wasn't a good idea by any means, but he felt a lot of the same desire that Celia did. The animalistic side of him wanted to bury his cock deep inside his sister and fill her up. His rational side screamed at him not to do it.
The way she looked at him though...
Leif buried his face in Celia's neck as he came inside her, the way she and his sexual self wanted. She cradled him and whispered love and reassurance in his ear. His body tensed a few final times, squeezing out the last of his cum, then relaxed all at once.
They lay together, just holding and nuzzling one another in the afterglow. Leif felt like he should move, but absolutely didn't want to. Celia's warm body felt better to him than the softest of beds on the laziest of mornings.
"Is that gonna be ok?" he asked.
"What?"
"What I did. Inside you."
Celia nodded. "It'll be fine. I'm still on birth control from... before." She kissed his forehead. "I know it was still kind of a stupid risk, but I really wanted to feel it. Just once. We shouldn't do it again."
Leif wrestled with disappointment, unsure if it was warranted. "Any of it, or-"
"Just the last part. I mean, technically we shouldn't do any of it again, but..."
Leif smiled and closed his eyes. "But how could we not?" he finished for her.
****
Sex changed everything. Or, perhaps more accurately, it accelerated the path Leif and Celia had already been on. They'd been spending more time together and developing some very questionable feelings for one another. Now, they were inseparable.
Their shared laptop became more of an excuse than ever. It became something of a joke between them to walk in on the other watching porn, and more often than not they'd simply join in. Any and all awkwardness had about it had vanished now that they'd taken things several steps beyond masturbating next to each other.
Their parents couldn't help but notice the sibs' newfound closeness. They were spending so much time together that it would have been almost impossible not to. Even though he hoped otherwise, Leif wasn't surprised to get ambushed and Talked To about it.
Naturally, his mom picked a time when he didn't have sisterly backup to subtly bring the conversation up. Even worse, it was first thing in the morning, before he was really awake yet.
"There you are," Cindy said casually as he stumbled into the kitchen, "how you feeling this morning?"
Leif shrugged. "Not sure yet."
"Is you sister up?" Stan, his father, asked from the other side.
Leif shrugged again, not yet aware enough to be worried about the flank attack. "Dunno."
"You do seem to be spending a lot of time together lately, though," Cindy suggested lightly.
"A lot," Stan agreed.
Dawning realization crept through Leif's body. "Yeah? So?"
"Just... we're concerned," Cindy said.
"About what? Cel's been through some rough stuff lately. But it's getting better. Nothing more to it."
"Rough stuff?" Stan asked.
"He means the breakup," Cindy supplied helpfully. "And you're right, Leif, she does seem to be doing better."
"Good. Then what's the issue?"
"Well... she's latched onto you pretty hard," Cindy said.
"It might not be the best thing for her right now," Stan said.
Leif rolled his eyes. "Ok, I'm going back to bed. It's too early for this."
"You'll be late for school," Cindy argued. She gently took Leif's arm. "Come sit, I'll get you some breakfast."
"No more interrogation?" Leif asked.
"So dramatic," Stan said. "This isn't an interrogation."
"Coulda fooled me."
"All we're saying is maybe it would be better if Celia spent more time with her other friends. Or some other boys," Cindy said patiently.
"First of all, why not tell her that?" Leif grumbled. "Secondly, like, what, you want her to get stuck in an unhealthy rebound?"
"Not at all," Cindy said. "But maybe... maybe it's not so healthy her spending all this time with you either."
Leif tensed, but tried not to show it. "How so?"
"Well... she wasn't in her room one evening when I went to check on her," Cindy said.
"She was with you," Stan added. "In bed."
"It was very cute," Cindy said. "You two all cuddled up together, sleeping so peacefully. I just don't know if I like that happening regularly. Not at your ages."
Such a mix of emotions and sensations surged through Leif. He couldn't imagine when he and Celia had been caught, but it wasn't like he could deny it. How the hell they'd managed to come off as it being a purely innocent thing, he had no idea. In all likelihood, they'd been naked under the covers at the time.
"She was having trouble sleeping," he muttered.
"Yes, we're concerned about her too," Cindy said. "But she'd been doing much better lately, and it might be better if you two had some space, is all."
Leif sighed and rubbed his forehead. If only his mom and dad had any concept of exactly why Celia was doing better. That she had, in fact, turned to him for more than either parent could imagine.
"What exactly do you think's gonna happen?" he asked.
That, as he'd hoped, quieted the deluge for a moment.
"Um..." said Cindy.
Stand coughed. "Well..."
Leif shook his head slowly, partly for effect, and partly to help hide his expression. "You'd think you'd be happy your kids were so close. That we actually care about each other. But no. You gotta make it weird."
"I wouldn't say that, exactly," Stan mumbled.
"No, I know. You'll just hint and vaguely threaten some kind of disaster." Leif shook his head again. "It's too early for this. I'm gonna go get ready. I'll have to grab breakfast on the way."
"No, no. I'll make something," Cindy said. "You get dressed. It'll be here when you get back."
Leif shrugged. "Yeah, alright."
He held his face in check until he was out of the room, then breathed a huge sigh of relief. Somehow, he was pretty sure he'd gotten away with it.
Still, suspicion was mounting. That wasn't good.
Celia was still dozing as Leif crept into her room. He laid a soft kiss on her lips, then pulled back in time to watch her eyelids flutter open. Her lips twitched into a lopsided smile.
"Hey, you," she said as she stretched out lazily. Her bare tits popped out from under her blanket, and she made no move to cover up again.
"Hey yourself," Leif said. "So, listen, Mom and Dad kinda just ganged up on me in the kitchen."
Celia's smiled turned to a confused frown. "What?"
"You know. About how close we've been lately."
"How is that any of their business? Why would they even care?"
Leif shrugged. "I mean, to be fair, we have kinda been doing all sorts of sexy stuff. Which is what I think they're worried about, even if they wouldn't come right out and say it."
"Ugh. Of course they are. They couldn't just let a good thing be, could they?"
"They might not see it as a good thing at all."
"Yeah, well... yeah. Goddammit." Celia pouted. "It was so nice waking up like that. Why'd you have to bring reality into it?"
"Sorry. Had to give you fair warning, since I really need to get going."
"I guess." Celia tilted her head up. "One more kiss?"
Leif nodded and bent toward her again. This kiss lasted significantly longer than the quick wake-up one. It was tempting just to fall into bed with her, but that would be asking for way more trouble than he was prepared to deal with.
"I'll see ya later, ok?"
Celia nodded. "Sure. Guess we'll have to be sneakier for a while though, huh?"
"Yeah. We sure will."
****
Apparently, part of Celia's plan to be sneakier involved picking Leif up from school later on. He hadn't been expecting something like that at all, but he also didn't question it too hard. It was nice to spend some time with her away from the suddenly prying eyes of their parents.
"What's the occasion?" Leif asked as he settled into the passenger seat. "I don't remember you ever picking me up before, unless one of the 'rents made you. And somehow I can't see that happening today."
Celia quirked a smile as she pulled away from the curb. "We're being sneaky, remember? We might have to not fuck around at home for at least a few days."
Leif felt a burst of disappointment, even though he'd basically been thinking the same thing. It was worse to hear it out loud, somehow. "So... what, then?"
"Well, we could grab some food. Hang out somewhere else for a while. Officially, I'm hanging with Kara this afternoon. You know, to avoid suspicion."
"Right. Sure. And what am I doing? 'Officially?'"
Celia shrugged. "I dunno. Make something up and call home though, would you?"
"Right. Of course."
Leif made up a story about working on a school project for the afternoon, rolling his eyes at Celia's attempts to distract him while he was on the phone.
Despite her sudden and childish kidnapping, he was actually pretty happy to have some time with her away from prying eyes. The thought was nice, even if the execution left something to be desired thus far.
The restaurant they arrived at wasn't terribly busy, being the middle of the afternoon and all. That was fine by Leif, who was just a little anxious about being on a pseudo-date with his sister. It wasn't like anyone would know that's what it was, and it wouldn't really be any different from them just grabbing a bite any other time, but that didn't stop his mind from conjuring a vague sense of unease.
Celia helped defuse his tension by seeming totally unconcerned and acting like everything was normal. Which it was, more or less.
"Don't look so nervous," she said. "It's just us."
"Yeah, I know," Leif said. "But, like, it's different, too."
"Well... kinda. Maybe." Celia shrugged. "I like it though. Kinda neat that nobody knows."
"Sure. But super-worrisome that someone might know."
She giggled. "You're overthinking it."
Leif conceded that he probably was. No one paid them any special attention at all, even when Celia started playing footsie with him under the table, just to tease him.
He picked at his food once it arrived. It was early for supper, and he'd already had lunch, so he wasn't overly hungry. Celia toyed with her meal as well, though somewhat more artfully.
"Is this a date?" Leif asked.
Celia considered the question. "Not sure. Kinda, I guess."
"'Cause I don't know what else to call it."
"I mean, it could be. We're not doing amazingly so far if it is, though."
"We're not, are we."
Celia chewed on her lip for a moment. "No," she decided eventually. "It's not a date."
"Just like that?"
"Well, this way we can just be a brother and sister eating out a bit awkwardly. That's better, right? Better than an awkward and confused date?"
Leif shrugged. "I guess."
Celia threw her hands up. "Bleh, whatever. I don't know. This all made more sense in my head."
"Yeah, no, it was a good thought. Just... I feel like there's too much pressure here to, like, do something. Or not do something. I'm not even sure which."
"You might be right." Celia stabbed another forkful of food. "Wanna finish up and get out of here? I had another idea that's probably better."
"Oh yeah? Like what?"
She grinned mischievously. "You'll see."
****
About half an hour later, Leif did, in fact, see.
"Kara's house?" he asked, somewhat baffled at the choice of venue.
"Yep."
"But... why? How is that possibly any better?"
"Because no one's home." Celia walked brazenly through the yard, headed around the house. "Come on."
Leif, left with no other good choices, followed. "I don't know about this."
"It'll be fine. Trust me. No parents, ours or Kara's, and no Kara either. No one watching. Just us."
Leif liked the sound of being totally on their own. However, any comfort derived from their solitude was offset by being in fairly unfamiliar territory.
Celia was far more at ease. She'd been to Kara's house enough times over the years that it may as well have been a second home for her. She led her reluctant brother around to the backyard without any sign of hesitation or tension. Clearly she had complete confidence in her plan for alone time.
"What happens if someone sees us?" Leif asked.
"So what? How would anyone know you're my brother?"
"I mean, like, Kara or her parents? They'd know."
Celia shrugged. "Kara promised it'd be all clear for a while. We'll be fine."
"But-"
"Come on, Lee. Please just give it a chance?" Celia turned and met his gaze with pleading eyes. "I'm so tired of having to hide all the time. I mean, it's fun, but it's exhausting too, you know?"
"I do, actually, yes."
Celia stepped toward Leif and slipped her arms around him. She gave him a soft, lingering kiss. "It'll be good. You'll see."
Kara's backyard featured a pool, which Leif had been invited to use a few times over the years, which was the main reason he had any familiarity at all with the property or Kara's family. Celia made a beeline for the water once she felt she'd sufficiently convinced him to give their trespassing a shot.



"Now what?" Leif asked as Celia started shedding clothes.
"Swimming, duh," she said as though it was obvious.
"I thought you wanted to, like, hang out."
"We can do both."
Leif rolled his eyes. "I didn't bring a suit."
"Neither did I. Did you already forget that we're all alone?"
Celia finished with a lascivious wink as she pulled down her panties without any consideration at all for being in someone else's yard in the middle of the day. Her shameless stripping worked quite well, however, as her naked form was enticing enough for Leif's mind to shift gears. He stepped closer, but she giggled and dove into the water before he could reach her.
He had a decision to make at that point, and all of a sudden it seemed much simpler than it had a moment ago. Naked sister trumped possible embarrassment and scandal. Not even a fair fight.
Celia watched from the side of the pool as Leif stripped out of his clothing in turn. He wasn't quite as sure or graceful about it, but he quite liked the glint of lust in her eyes as he revealed himself.
Leif dove in after Celia, surfacing somewhere in the middle of the pool. He wiped water from his eyes just in time to see her swimming for him and latching on. Her naked breasts pressed to his equally nude chest as she wrapped him up in a delightfully slippery kiss. He grabbed her butt while simultaneously trying not to lose his balance and go under.
Thankfully, Celia only held him for a short time before pushing away and flashing like a mermaid as she swam the other way. Unlike such a mythical creature, she made quite a teasing and erotic sight from behind as her legs kicked and alternated showing and hiding what lay between.
Leif was fully hard already and grateful for the slightly obscuring effect of the water. He still hadn't quite adjusted to the idea that no one else was going to sneak up and catch him totally perving on his sister while she did likewise to him.
He belatedly swam after Celia by the time she was almost to the far edge already. She waited for him to catch up, and they shared another slippery, naked embrace before she again darted away.
Leif grinned, beginning to get into the game. She wasn't making it hard for him to get some action, but the extra playful element added some sensual fun that they'd never really had a chance to explore previously.
Celia's escapes grew shorter and shorter between getting caught again. Her false resistance crumbled until she was doing little more than wiggling around in Leif's grasp, rubbing her slick naughty bits all over him and causing his hands to roam even more wildly.
She was finally trapped in the corner of the pool. She had nowhere to run, not that she had any interest in doing so. Leif pressed in on her, rubbing against her and grinding his hard cock on whatever soft part of her it could find. She kissed and groped him hungrily while rocking her hips right back.
They were so close to fucking, right there in someone else's backyard pool. If Celia hadn't been so slippery and hard to find purchase against, Leif was sure he would have taken her right there, previous fears be damned. A low growl formed in his throat, vocalizing his need for his sister. He had an image of picking her up and throwing her onto dry land, then rolling around together in the grass, joined together in blissful sibling sex.
Instead, his heart skipped as he caught sight of a form in his peripheral vision. He whirled his head and found Kara sitting calmly at the pool's edge, watching the two of them with an amused smirk on her face.
"What the fuck!"
Leif tore away from Celia, moving to cover himself, then changing his mind and looking toward his clothes, then finally settling for looking desperately at his big sis for help.
Celia rolled her eyes in total disgust. "Seriously, Kara, you told me we could have this place to ourselves for a bit."
"Yeah, sorry 'bout that," Kara said, not sounding the least bit apologetic. "I couldn't help myself. I had to see."
"You most certainly did not."
"Easy for you to say."
"Yes, it is easy for me to say. You don't just interrupt like that because you're curious." Celia splashed Kara, who in turn ducked away, but didn't otherwise move. "Goddammit. It was going so well, too."
"I could see that," Kara agreed.
Celia splashed her again, then climbed out of the pool. Leif forgot some of his indignation and embarrassment at the sight of his sister's lovely, dripping wet body catching the late afternoon sun.
Celia smoothed back her hair and shook off some of the water droplets clinging to her. She gave her butt an unconscious little wiggle in the process, further luring Leif in to stare at her.
"Come on, Lee," she said.
He glanced up at her face. "What?"
She gestured out of the pool. "Come on."
"Where are we going?"
"We're gonna go mess around on Kara's bed."
"We are?" Leif asked.
"You are?" Kara likewise demanded at almost the same instant.
"Yes," Celia said. "We are. Since apparently leaving us be for an hour was too much to ask." She shrugged. "That or your parents' room, I guess. Good luck explaining the mess we make in there."
Kara rolled her eyes. "Ugh. I just wanted to know for sure. You don't have to be mean about it."
"I do, actually."
While the girls squabbled, Leif climbed out of the pool. He was rather self-conscious about his erection sticking out so plainly without even the distortion of the water to protect him, even more so when Kara's eyes drifted over to it momentarily.
Celia took Leif's hand and led him away. He looked over his shoulder, verifying that Kara was still watching him as they walked away.
"At least dry off first," Kara called after them a little sulkily.
The last Leif saw before he entered the house, Kara was stripping down for a swim of her own.
"We're not actually doing this, are we?" he asked. "I mean, this is really getting weird now."
Celia looked defiant. "I'm not letting anyone ruin this. We were having fun, weren't we?"
"Well, yeah, obviously."
"And you wanna fuck around, don't you?"
Leif couldn't very well deny that he did, not with his prominent hardon that had shortly before been grinding around Celia's pussy.
"Yeah. But maybe we could just go home?"
Celia shook her head. "Parents," she said simply.
"Maybe they won't be there?"
"Not likely."
They stopped at the bathroom to dry off properly, after trailing a small shower of drips through the house to that point. Leif occupied himself with toweling off, and was caught halfway by surprise when Celia slipped in and gave him a fierce kiss while her arms encircled him. She was so warm and soft, and he was way too horny to resist any further. She was right, too, that the risk of being caught here probably was less than at home, even if it felt like the reverse to him, simply due to unfamiliarity.
"Which way is Kara's room?" he asked.
Celia beamed. "Thought so."
She led the way, ass swaying in full seduction mode. Leif followed like a puppy and fell into bed with her as soon as they arrived at their destination.
They picked up right where they'd left off at the pool with lots of making out, grinding, and groping. They rolled around, kicking the covers out of the way, and growling and moaning as the need arose.
It was so liberating not to have to worry about being quiet and stealthy. Kara already knew what was going on, and presumably she was going to leave them be. Even if she didn't, Leif recognized that she wasn't likely to be any more a pain in the ass than she already had been.
Inevitably, Leif's cock found its mark. Celia gasped loudly and arched her back as she was just barely penetrated. She bucked slightly under him, urging him on. He thrust deeper into her, then deeper again. He groaned happily at the feeling of burying himself fully inside his sister's tight pussy.
"Go for it," Celia whispered. "Don't worry about holding back this time. I want everything."
Leif kissed her firmly, then adjusted his position and gave her what they both wanted: free, unrestrained, untamed fucking.
The bed creaked in protest as Leif hammered his sister's little cunt. She moaned and growled, and her pussy squelched with every hard thrust. Their mixed sounds of sex and pleasure echoed out of the room and down the hall, and neither of them particularly cared. It was all about them, their pleasure, and there was no one around to have to hide from.
Leif fucked Celia as hard and long as he could before pulling out and spraying his cum all over her tummy. She smiled and watched the totality of his orgasm before running a finger through the mess he'd made.
"Nice not having to be quiet, isn't it?" she said.
He nodded with a lopsided grin. "It really is."
They cuddled together a while, still in no hurry, or with any desire to get dressed or cover up. Celia toyed with her cummy tummy some more, while Leif nuzzled up to her boobs and rested his head.
"Thank you for coming with me this afternoon," she said. "I needed this."
"Mmm, yeah, I hear ya." Leif palmed one of her breasts just to feel its comfortingly soft weight. "You know, I assumed this thing between us wasn't going to last, that it was a phase for both of us maybe. But, like, are we ever stopping?"
Celia was silent for a long moment. He let her be, certain that she was giving his question due consideration. "I could fall in love with you," she admitted. "I mean, I already love you and all, but getting closer lately... it's been kind of amazing. Way more than what I thought I was getting into. In a good way, I think."
"That makes sense."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Kinda." Leif played with Celia's nipple. "I dunno. I like it too, and I definitely feel... something. It's a weird feeling, but not a bad one."
"Mmhm. That'd be the one."
They lay together a while longer. Celia eventually rolled over top of Leif in a smooth, easy motion. She straddled him, pressing her pussy to his restiffening cock. She rocked back and forth until he was hard enough, then slipped right onto his shaft.
Her movements were steady and gentle. She rode him slowly, pouring emotion rather than energy into their second round of sex.
Leif lay back and admired his sister's grace and beauty as she undulated atop him. There were things about her he'd never noticed that were now all too clear after she'd been stripped both physically, and emotionally. There was nothing separating them anymore, either literally or figuratively.
Celia wiggled around on her brother's cock, eyes half-closed, but still looking down at him with a special half-smile. She dipped down and brushed his lips with hers. He held her in place when she tried to straighten up and kissed her back more firmly. Their lips and tongues said what their voices couldn't yet, what their bodies knew but their minds yet pondered.
A faint shuffling sound caused both siblings to turn their heads at the same time; not in a quick, alarmed way, but rather a slow, disbelieving sort of way.
"The hell, Kara?" Celia asked.
"Not perving, I swear," Kara said as she dug through her dresser right next to them. "Carry on. Don't mind me."
"I mean, for real though," Celia said. "You're being a shit friend today."
"You're fucking your brother in my bed," Kara countered. "I'd say we're even."
"She has a point," Leif said quietly.
Celia fought to keep a straight face, then lost it. She snorted and shook her head. "Please just go," she said. "Give us another ten minutes at least."
"Or twenty," Leif suggested.
"Yeah right. Like you're gonna last that long," Kara said. She turned away, some clothes bundled in her arms. "I brought your guys's stuff in, just in case you decide to stop being naked at some point. I'ma go have a long, hot shower. If you're still here after that, I won't feel the least bit bad about interrupting again."
"Off to play with the shower head, I bet," Celia whispered a little too loudly to Leif.
"You know it," Kara said just before leaving the room. "And yet I'm not even the most wanton of the two of us right now. Go figure."
Celia and Leif were left alone again. They'd been fully, unquestionably caught fucking each other, and yet nothing bad had really come of it. Then again, Kara was probably not the best benchmark for the reception they'd be likely to get from other people.
After a long, quiet moment, Celia resumed rocking on top of her brother. Leif hadn't gone soft in her despite the interruption. Her pussy just simply hadn't allowed that possibility.
"This is so messed up," Leif said.
"What, screwing your sister?"
"No. Well, yes, but I didn't mean that. More like I don't even care enough about Kara seeing us to want to stop. I'm getting used to being with you. It's getting normalized in my head."
Celia tilted her head with a faint smirk. "Can't get enough of me, huh?"
"That too."
Leif slid his hands up her body, briefly fondling her breasts, then pulled her down toward him. Their kisses were long and soft, loving and revealing.
They caressed, fondled, and enjoyed each other in the aftermath of their interruption. Consideration for anyone else faded once more as they lost themselves in their incestuous lust. Celia rode Leif until she came, savouring every last bit of the exquisite pleasure, then finished him off as well.
The sated siblings snuggled together afterward, secure in each other's embrace, until Kara returned. She seemed a bit annoyed that they were still naked in her bed, and even moreso that they barely registered her attempts to kick them out.
Eventually Leif gave in asked Kara for his clothes. She even turned around while he dressed, though it was a bit late for that to do any good. Celia followed suit, leaving all three of them more or less properly attired.
They hung out together for a bit. It wasn't nearly as awkward as Leif expected, though Kara remained a bit perturbed since he and Celia mostly spent their time making eyes at each other in spite of Kara's best efforts to focus some attention on herself. Some last little bit of their former semi-normal life had snapped, and it probably wasn't going back together easily.
****
It was just getting dark when Leif and Celia returned home that evening. They were still smiley and giggly on their approach, and had to calm down and put on straight faces before entering.
Unfortunately, they forgot all about their cover stories, and how they'd claimed to be doing different things all afternoon. Their parents' faces upon walking in reminded them pretty quickly.
"Well," said Cindy, barely contained tension all over her voice, "what have you two been up to?"
Leif shrugged and did his best attempt to play it cool. "Oh, you know, just doing some stuff. Cel came and picked me up after-"
"Oh I am so not in the mood for this shit right now," Celia said.
Leif turned to her in pure shock. He'd been expecting a line like that from anyone except her. "Um... wha-"
"I had a lovely afternoon. I don't need a fight to ruin it for me now." Celia pulled Leif in and kissed him in a definite, territory-claiming kind of way. "I need a shower," she declared as though she hadn't just started world war three, home edition.
No one else made a peep as she strode past Cindy and Stan. Leif was left just as stunned as their parents, but also very outnumbered.
"Yeah, so, uh..." Leif cleared his throat. "Like, you know..."
"What the hell was that?" Stan demanded.
"It was probably nothing," Cindy said desperately. "Maybe she just... maybe..."
Leif experienced a moment of clarity as he watched his mom and dad try to resolve a passionate kiss between their children. He'd been afraid of the consequences of them finding out, but all along he and Celia had been more in control than anyone else ever could be. It was their life, their choices, their chance to set the story the way they wanted. Honestly, what was he afraid of?
"So me and Cel have been, uh, messing around," Leif said, his voice sounding foreign to his own ears in the deathly quiet room. "Nothing to worry about. We've got it all under control."
"What does that mean?"
"What are you saying?"
"How could this happen?"
"Are you both crazy?"
Leif smiled, shook his head, and walked right past the barrage of follow up questions. He didn't need to answer them. He'd wait for Celia. They could answer together, if at all.
The shower was already running when Leif reached the bathroom. He didn't even hesitate at the closed door, and just walked right in.
Celia poked her head out at the intrusion, but nodded when she saw who it was as though she'd been expecting him. "Sorry about leaving you out there like that."
"Yeah, that was kinda awkward. You coulda stuck around for a minute."
"I know. I just couldn't, is all. Like, the whole bullshit explanation, or the aftermath of the truth, I couldn't do that. Not yet."
"Well it went better than expected, I think. Not good by any means, but better than it could have."
"Good." Celia disappeared back behind the shower curtain. "Guess I owe you now, huh?"
Leif let a slow smile creep over his lips. He started pulling off his clothes. "Yeah. I think maybe you do."
There wasn't even a question of Leif joining Celia in the shower. It was happening, that was all. She made room for him and let him rinse off before getting all close and gropey.
By mutual, unspoken agreement, they let the subject of their parents drop entirely. It was far more fun to mess around while cleaning up from their earlier sexy times than to worry about further repercussions.
Slippery fondling and makeouts transitioned smoothly to snuggling in bed afterward. It had been quite a day, and neither sibling wanted to be without the other. Not only was there a security and comfort to sharing body heat and physical reassurance, but there was no chance of one of them getting ambushed alone by some desperate ploy from their parents.
"This is really happening, huh?" Leif whispered. "Like, we're officially doing this now."
"I think so, yeah," Celia whispered back with a shy smile. "I mean, Kara knows. Mom and Dad know. It's not really a secret anymore."
"Not really, no."
She bit her lip. "Is that ok? We never really talked about where this was going. Not in any kind of long term sort of way."
"More than ok," Leif assured her. He kissed her softly. "It's so good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Celia nodded and got even more firmly embedded against him for nakey snuggle times. "Good."
****
Leif assumed the subject of he and Celia would be coming up again at some point. He hoped that it could be a calm, semi-rational discussion since the initial blowup seemed to have been averted. As it turned out, there was no followup at all coming.
Cindy and Stan studiously avoided making any mention of what their children were up to. At first that was worse than shouting, because Leif had absolutely no idea what they were waiting for, and the uncertainty was killing him.
Eventually the fear faded, and he realized they just really, really didn't want to talk about it. He could accept that, and it might honestly have been the best solution. It wasn't like anyone would have come away happy from the argument.
Leif and Celia, in turn, remained as discreet with their fun times as possible. It got easier for them, since their parents were extra careful about leaving them their privacy, but they still needed to get out of the house together a few times a week just to feel like they had space to be themselves.
Despite her complaints and mischief making, Kara was fairly helpful in keeping Leif and Celia sane. Her house provided a much-needed sanctuary at times, and the simple fact of someone else knowing and generally accepting what the sibbos were doing was quite a relief.



There was a lot of time just spent hanging out in their rooms too. Not even doing inappropriate activities necessarily, although there were plenty of those too. Just being together, watching movies, lounging around, whatever. And if one caught the other in a state of undress or playing with themselves, that had become entirely a non-issue.
"You know what's funny?" Leif said one evening while lying with his head in Celia's lap.
She shook her head, eyes remaining glued to the laptop in front of them. She had a fake-incest porn video playing even though they'd just finished messing around. "What's that?"
"How annoyed I used to get when you'd use the computer to watch porn all the time."
Celia snorted. "Yeah, you really got irked by it sometimes, didn't you?"
"And now here I am watching with you like it's the most normal thing."
"Well it never had to be as weird as you made it out to be."
"So you've claimed." Leif nuzzled into a slightly more comfortable position on her thigh. "You might have had a point though."
Celia smiled and ruffled his hair. "Maybe I did," she said softly.
She closed the laptop and scooted it aside. Leif protested when she slid out from under him, but she ignored him and climbed across his lap anyway. He stopped complaining when she started grinding on him.
"Again?" he asked.
"I got worked up watching that vid. It was a good one."
"It was alright. Their acting wasn't great."
"It rarely is. That's not the point." Celia braced her hands on Leif's shoulders and rocked harder back and forth. His cock stiffened quickly as her slick pussy slid all over it. "Don't tell me you're not interested."
Leif smirked crookedly. "No, I definitely wouldn't say that."
Celia smiled back and leaned down to kiss him. Her hair fell across his face, and her breasts teased his chest. He pulled her tighter to him, savouring the feel of her body on his.
"Definitely interested," he murmured.
"Thought you might be."
They kissed again, long and lingering.
"Love you," Leif whispered.
"Mmm. Love you too."
Celia took his cock inside her, then rode him gently and unhurried. They'd already burned off their excess lust, so they were under no pressure this time around.
They had the privacy of semi-understanding parents, their mutual love, and the rest of the evening to kill. Somehow, things had worked out just fine.
****
Bonus Scene
****
Kara perked up when she saw Reeve's car in the driveway. All this Leif and Celia nonsense lately had been leaving her with some mixed emotions, and some brotherly company would help her out with that.
Their mom and dad were home too, but that didn't put too much of a damper on her enthusiasm. She wasn't looking for sexy times. Not yet, anyway.
Reeve was in his room. He was lying on his bed, intently texting on his phone. He didn't bat an eye as Kara shut the door, padded over, and slipped onto the mattress beside him.
"What up?" he asked.
"Got something interesting, actually," Kara said coyly.
She waited until Reeve put his phone aside and looked at her.
"Like what?" he asked.
Kara grinned. "Wellll..."
"Don't do that. You wanna tell me, so tell me."
She coiled some of her hair around her finger. "You know Cel?"
"Of course."
"And you know Lee?"
Reeve frowned for a second. "Her brother?"
"That's the one."
"What about them?"
Kara grinned wider and flicked her gaze toward the door to reassure herself that they had privacy. "They're totally banging," she said in a loud hush.
Reeve's eyebrows shot up. "They are?"
"Yep."
"You're sure?"
"Dude, I caught them almost going at it in the pool. Then they actually did it in my bed."
"Your bed?"
"Yeah, kinda annoying actually." Kara shrugged. "Young love, what ya gonna do?"
Reeve snorted. "Yeah, 'cause you're so worldly."
"Well... I'm not as anxious and excitable as they are." Kara thrust her chin out defiantly. "I wouldn't go around screwing on other people's beds."
"Only 'cause you never had the chance."
Kara punched Reeve's shoulder lightly. "S'got nothing to do with it."
"If you say so."
She grumbled and folded her arms. He remained calm and relaxed, stretched out in his reclined position. A moment of silence passed.
"So I guess we're not the only ones now, huh?" Reeve said. "Not special anymore."
Kara gave him a look. "Not special anymore?"
"You know. Unique."
"Pff, whatever. Our thing's still better."
"Is it? On what criteria?"
"You tryin' to be an ass?"
"No. Just asking. Wondering if you're jealous."
"As if."
Kara turned her head away, arms still folded over her chest. Reeve sat up. He reached over to her chin and applied gentle pressure until she turned back to look at him. He kissed her softly.
"You're right," he said easily. "They got nothing on us."
"S'what I'm sayin'. They're just puppies, really. All eager and excited."
"Puppies," he agreed. He kissed her again.
Kara unfolded from herself as her brother's embrace worked on her. His lips caused such wonderful, tingly feelings. It wasn't like she needed those feelings. They weren't what she'd come here for. But once they started...
She pressed against him, pushing him onto his back, then following him down. He felt so good, so comforting in the wake of her friend's new relationship. Reeve was always there when she needed him.
"Did you tell Cel about us?" he asked.
Kara shook her head. "Not all of it. She's always known some. May have guessed the rest."
"Do you think you will? Now that she's all brother-happy and shit?"
"I dunno. Maybe. If it comes up. Still not anyone's business."
"No. It isn't. But it's nice not to be alone with things sometimes."
"True." Kara shrugged. "We'll see."
She kissed Reeve some more, making out with him in his bed in the easy, familiar way they had together. His hands slipped under her shirt, warming her skin where he caressed her. She luxuriated in his touch, in all the feelings it evoked within her.
Clothes started coming off. Kara hadn't really been sure that it was that kind of make out session, but these things tended to work themselves out. She and Reeve had more than enough experience with one another to let their bodies basically decide for them. Doing what felt right was all it took.
Kara became increasingly horny and excited as she got her brother naked, and he did the same to her. The crazy, early days of their relationship were long past, but she still reacted with much of the same fire when they were together like this. He still did things to her that she couldn't fully comprehend, but absolutely adored.
Still, there was nothing desperate or rushed about their movements. They knew what was coming, that it took time to get there, just as it always did.
Kara kissed Reeve, then down his neck to his chest. She nuzzled his shoulder as she felt his fingers tangle in her hair.
She growled low in her throat as Reeve rolled her over. She accepted his kisses, then bit her lip as he dipped lower and sucked on her breasts. His tongue flicked over her nipples just the way she liked, the way that always got her anticipating more.
He meandered lower and lower, arriving at her waiting pussy. His licks and kisses became all the more meaningful as he lapped at her wet slit and teased her little clit.
Kara moaned and squirmed as her brother ate her out in his experienced and practiced way. He knew what she liked, what built her up, what got her off. His tongue was a sweet instrument of illicit pleasure in their incestuous play time.
"Mmm, yeah," she breathed.
She grabbed a loose handful of his hair in her fingers for some feeling of control, even though she didn't intend to guide him at all. He knew what she liked even better than she did.
Reeve's licks focused more and more on her clit as she got closer. She whined and panted and pawed at his hair, then clapped a hand over her mouth as she came all over his skillful tongue.
He gave her a few more long, gentle swipes to bring her down. The flat of his tongue trailed all the way up her pussy with only the barest caress of her sensitive clit, then dodging it altogether as she relaxed. A final kiss of her happy little pussy, then he crawled back up to her.
Kara smiled lazily and pulled him in for a kiss, licking tastes of herself off his lips. They made out again for a bit before she rolled him over and took her turn on top.
She sat up almost straight, hands braced on his chest, pussy pressed to his cock. He was deliciously hard against her. There'd been no doubt he wanted her, but his physical arousal was such a visceral reminder. She loved feeling her brother like that, and not just because of how horny it made her.
Reeve grabbed her hips, urging her closer still. She grinned and rocked back and forth, spreading her wetness along his shaft. Teasing him like that was a fun was to get them both ready for penetration, plus he made such a cute face every time she almost took him, then slid back instead.
Kara finally twitched her hips just that little bit extra and caught her brother's cock at the right angle. She sighed happily as she sank onto him, bouncing slightly to work herself all the way down. The moment when he was fully inside her was one of her favourites, and she paused briefly to savour it.
Reeve seemed just as happy about being inside her. He smiled broadly and ran his hands up her tummy, over her boobs, then back down again.
"Damn that's nice," he whispered.
Kara nodded with a matching grin. "Always is."
She rolled her lower body in slow, steady arcs, grinding on Reeve's cock in small but sensuous movements. She very gradually increased her speed and range of motion until she was sliding up and down and putting a bit of bounce into fucking him.
She rode him good without undo rushing, letting a sheen of sweat develop over the course of her sexy workout. Eventually, when the time was right, she let him flip them over and get back on top.
Reeve was all worked up now. Her teasing and slow fucking had him looking for more, just the way she knew they would. It was a predictable dance, but one that grew all the more intricate and subtle with every revision.
He fucked her harder, spreading her legs wide in his quest for satisfaction. She moaned and held him, digging soft fingers into his back, sparing him her nails since they left marks that sometimes brought awkward questions.
Kara came for a second time while Reeve grunted and pounded her little pussy. He was getting so close. She whispered affections in his ear and nuzzled his cheek, urging him to completion.
She sighed in satisfaction and wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him in place as she felt hot brother-cum exploding within her. She loved it filling her all up like that. Such a tangible punctuation to an already amazing expression of their sibling love.
They stayed tightly cuddled together afterward. Kara wouldn't let Reeve go until he'd softened nearly completely, and even after that she brought his hand down and made him cup her cummy pussy in a soft and comforting way.
"I bet Cel and Lee aren't nearly so good together," Kara mumbled cozily.
"No, I'm sure they aren't," Reeve said.
"Are you patronizing me?"
"A little, yeah."
Kara snorted and snuggled tighter to his chest. "Why do I put up with you?"
"Because you love me, and you love fucking me, and also you have no choice because we live together, and I know all your secrets already, and-"
Kara shut him up with a long, deep kiss. "Hush. That wasn't a serious question."
"I know."
They lay together a while longer, until they heard a call from further in the house. Reeve groaned and rolled out of Kara's arms.
"Well shit. Guess that's me," he said.
"I didn't hear anything," Kara said, reaching for him.
"Yes you did. Mom called me, and you know damn well we don't want her to come looking."
"Ugh. Fiiine."
At least she got to watch him dress, which was somehow almost as fascinating as watching him undress. Almost.
Reeve blew Kara a kiss before slipping out the door, then she was left alone. She curled up by herself in her brother's bed, only his scent remaining to keep her company. She lay like that a while, hoping he'd be back, but knowing he probably wouldn't be. Not for a while. Besides, she'd gotten what she wanted already, even if some more cuddle time would have been nice.
She reached down between her legs, slowly tracing a finger along her pussy and catching some of his cum. She brought it to her mouth and sucked her finger clean, smiling as the sexy taste hit her tongue.
Kara stretched nude and catlike along the length of Reeve's bed, then rolled to her feet and scrounged up her clothes. She got dressed, smoothed out her hair so it looked more casually ruffled than sexually mussed, then padded out of the room. There'd be other chances, but for now it was back to pretending like she didn't fuck her brother on a semi-regular basis. It had worked for them so far.
It might be time to really have a talk with Celia about all this family sex stuff going on. Let her in on everything. It wasn't like she'd be judgey about it.
But then again, Kara really liked having her and Reeve's true relationship just between them. A perfect little secret, other than the hints Celia and Lee had about it.
She shrugged and kept going. It might be one of those things that just naturally came up at some point. Or maybe it would never feel right. Either way was fine. She'd figure it out.
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I felt a little uncomfortable right off the bat when Mom told me she and Lily needed to talk to me. It got even worse when they sat me down, each with a nervous and guilty look on their faces. Still, despite my racing mind, I couldn't possibly have guessed where the conversation would go.
"Honey," Mom said slowly, "as you know, Lily and I have been figuring things out with a few different doctors recently..."
I nodded tightly. Lily, my little sister, had been having some health problems that had developed in her mid-teens. If anything, they'd been getting worse as she got older, and turning eighteen hadn't helped anything.
"It's not, like, bad news, is it?" I asked.
Mom shook her head. Lily refused to look at me. "It's good news, actually," Mom assured me.
"Neither of you look like it's good news."
"Well... it's good, but strange."
"Messed up," Lily mumbled.
"What kind of messed up?" I demanded. "Just tell me, would you?"
Mom sighed. "Jess, honey, it's not that easy. You're not going to like this either. It's taken Lily and I a while to come to terms with it."
I swiped my fingers back through my hair and took a deep breath. "Well, listen, either you tell me and we deal with it, or I'm outta here. I can't just sit here all day while you make me nervous and don't tell me anything."
Lily shifted uncomfortably. "Mom, maybe we shouldn't yet."
Mom set her jaw firmly. "No, Lily, we have to. We talked about this."
"I know, but... it's so weird."
I rolled my eyes. "Anyone gonna let me in on the secret or what?"
Mom raised her hands and dropped them. "Fine. Lily has certain rare deficiencies. Proteins and nutrients and stuff."
"Fine," I said. "What's the big deal? Get her some supplements."
"That's what we're working on. It's just that we need something very specific."
"Ok. So?"
"Something from you," Mom continued, tone indicating that she hoped she'd hinted closely enough.
She very much hadn't.
"What could I possibly have?" I demanded. "I'm not a scientist or doctor or anything."
"No, honey, but you're a boy," Mom said, twisting her fingers anxiously as she spoke. "And you're Lily's closest male relative."
"You're not wrong. But so what?" I paused. "Oh, shit. Does she need a blood transfusion or something? Why didn't you just say that?"
"No, not blood," Mom said.
"So what, then? Something else?"
"Yes."
I sighed and tried to stay cool. I was not having fun with this game of twenty questions. "Please just tell me what she needs."
"Well... it's like..."
Lily had herself all scrunched up into the smallest ball she could make. I'd assumed she was out of the conversation, but apparently Mom's lack of answers was bugging her almost as much as me.
"Cum," Lily blurted. "I need your fucking cum, alright?"
"What?"
Mom winced. "I wouldn't have put it that way-"
"No, you wouldn't put it any kind of way," Lily muttered, having gone bright red. "You made me do it."
I held up my hands placatingly. I couldn't deal with a verbal jousting match between them right now. "Say that again?"
"You heard right," Mom said wearily. "Apparently the very best thing for your sister is your... stuff. Semen."
"Cum," Lily repeated. "It doesn't get any better if you're all evasive about it."
I nodded slowly. "And this was a real doctor you spoke to?"
"I knew you weren't gonna like it," Lily said. "I sure as hell don't."
"Yes, honey, a real doctor," Mom assured me. "If you like, we can all go in and see her together. I know this is going to be hard to process and everything, but it really does seem like it might help. You know we've been trying everything to get some answers."
"Yeah, but... this?"
"This," Mom confirmed. "We kinda thought maybe we'd try it for a week or something, see how it-"
"Wait wait, hang on. Just to be clear, when you say 'try it,' you mean..."
"Gotta eat it," Lily mumbled in a barely audible voice.
"Oh god."
Mom shook her head rapidly. "No, listen. You just do it into a little jar or something. It doesn't have to be super uncomfortable for either of you."
Lily and I exchanged a glance. "Somehow you're not grasping the sheer levels of discomfort here," I said.
"No, I know." Mom sighed. "I'm just trying to make it sound less painfully awkward."
"Not doing a great job so far, gotta say."
Lily had curled up into herself so much by that point that I could barely see her face. She looked about like I felt. It was going to be a long-ass day at this rate.
****
Further conversation and arguing didn't get us much of anywhere. We took a break to cool down and think things out on our own. I tried that at first, then decided I'd rather not think about it at all. Instead, I loaded up a heavy playlist and lay on my back in bed, losing myself in the music instead of my thoughts.
I'd managed to zone out a bit before Lily came looking for me. I was a bit surprised that she wasn't off hiding in her room like I was, but I also wasn't about to turn her away. I knew she wasn't having any better a time of it than me, and if she wanted to talk I should probably listen.
"I'm sorry about this," she said, perching on the foot of my bed while I sat up and got comfortable.
"It's not your fault. It is what it is, I guess."
Lily brushed her hair back nervously. "It's kinda my fault. Sorta."
"How? 'Cause of your health? That's not on you."
"No. More, like, it doesn't have to be you. I mean, it's better if it is, but in theory any guy's cum would help. There's this whole explanation that this new doctor has, and I don't really understand it."
"So, wait, I'm not sure I follow."
Lily shrugged. "It's better if it's you," she repeated. "And... I wanted it to be."
"What?"
"Not like that. Don't be weird. Just... I know it's horrible and all. But, like, it'd be even worse if it was someone else. Like, what, I'm gonna start blowing random dudes?"
"I don't think that's the only alternative."
"No, it isn't. I'm just saying." Lily shrugged miserably. "I could get some anonymously. I thought about it. But I'd still feel horrible and gross about it. As fucked as it is, it'd be easier if it's you. And it is legitimately better for me, too."
"Lily..."
"Please?" She looked at me with big, pleading eyes. "Just think about it at least? For me?"
"Dammit..."
"I'm so tired, Jess. So tired of having to go to the hospital, having tests, staying home sick half the time, not being able to concentrate for no reason. Just... tired of being tired."
"Yeah, I get that. I want to help. I just wish it was something less... this."
"I know. It's weird. But hey, it's an excuse to lock yourself in your room and jerk off, right?"
"Pff, like I need an excuse."
We exchanged a cautious smile, but awkwardness still lurked behind the facades we momentarily presented.
"You know," Lily said quietly, "at first Mom really wanted me to ask some other boy. Wanted me to think of someone I wouldn't mind fooling around with a bit. I think she thought it'd be easier on me. But, like, you were the only one I could think of who I wasn't just super terrified of asking."
"Aw, come on. I'm the weirdest possible choice."
"Weirdest, maybe, but the least scary too. I knew you at least wouldn't laugh, and you'd want to help." Lily shrugged. "You know I've always been the weird sick kid at school, right? Plus I got no tits or ass or anything. Fuckin' can't grow into this stupid body."
"Tits and ass aren't everything."
"No, but they're something, and I don't have 'em." Lily sighed. "At least with you, it doesn't have anything to do with being attracted to me, 'cause that was never gonna be the important thing."
"I guess not."
We sat in awkward silence a moment.
"Would it make it any better if I, like, helped?" Lily asked.
"Helped?"
"You know. Like, you'd probably wanna close your eyes or whatever, but maybe it'd still feel better if I, like..." She trailed off made a jerking off motion with her hand.
My eyes widened. "Lily!"
"Sorry, sorry. Stupid idea. I knew it was. Fuck. Sorry." She stood up. "I should go now."
"You don't have to, but-"
"No no, that just made it worse. I knew it would. I dunno. I just thought maybe like... 'cause you could pretend it wasn't me and all..."
"You'd still have to do it to me," I pointed out.
"Yeah, but I think I'd be ok with it."
"You would?"
"Don't look at me like that. I mean, just with my hand. Nothing too messed up." She shrugged. "I've never actually felt one, you know. So I don't have all those associations already ingrained. Maybe it wouldn't feel that gross to me. Or maybe it would. Stupid idea either way."
I sighed. "Lily, we probably need to talk some more about this. But, like, you know I love you, right?"
She smiled faintly. "Yeah, I know."
Lily exited, and I was left confused and disturbed in slightly different ways from the end of the previous conversation.
Still, oddly enough, I felt determined now to help her out. Knowing that it was her decision to ask me, agonized as it was, made it better than having the choice forced upon us by some doctor, or even Mom. It was something that ultimately was between Lily and me, and should be up to us. If it was what Lily wanted, what she needed, than I was going to help her, dammit. Weirdness be damned.
I got a small jar from Mom, which was just about as awkward as anything else had been that day, then barricaded myself in my room. I felt super embarrassed and had a hard time getting started, since I felt like both Mom and Lily knew what I was doing, and I kept imagining them creeping outside my door, or waiting to tease me later. I knew they wouldn't be doing either thing, but that didn't help much.
After an overly long porn and jerk off session, I managed to shoot most of my load in the clinical little container. It wasn't as much as I thought it would be, but maybe it was enough. I assumed it had to be.
Not knowing what else to do, I set the jar in front of Lily's door, knocked, the ran away. It was way, way too much to deal with the aftermath just yet. Hopefully if I waited a while, we wouldn't have to talk about it any further.
****
I ended up seeing Lily again before bed, though purely by accident. She was waiting to use the bathroom as I was coming out. I couldn't very well avoid her at that point.
"Thanks for earlier," she said with a tentative smile.
"Uh, yeah. Sure."
"I actually felt a little better. But... it might have just been, like, a placebo effect or something."
"Well that's good anyway." I shifted uncomfortably. "So did you... I mean did it..." I shook my head. "Shit, I don't know why I'd even want to ask that."
Lily giggled softly. "I put it on a sandwich with lots of peanut butter. Couldn't even hardly taste it, really."
"Oh. Ok. Good."
"Yeah." Lily bit her lip. "Well, uh, good night, I guess. See you in the morning?"
"Yeah, in the morning." I cleared my throat. "Um, how often do you think-"
"Maybe a couple times a day? Once before school if, like, you think you could." Lily's face was flushed but hopeful. "And maybe I could take a sandwich too?"
"Are you sure you want to do that?"
"No. But I really did feel a little better. And even if it's just in my head, it's still something."
I thought about arguing that she would have to eat more of her brother's cum for that feeling, but decided against it. She already knew that. Pointing it out again wasn't going to help.
"We'll see," I said. "Night. Love you."
Lily threw her arms around me, pressing her frail weight firmly against me. "Love you too. Thanks for doing this."
"Yeah, well... yeah."
****
I jerked off twice the next morning, which was a bit much for so early in the day. My second load wasn't impressive at all, but it's what I could produce.
Lily was happy, and that was the main thing.
I wasn't prepared for her being quite so eager upon my return home that evening. I got the sense that she'd been specifically waiting for me, and she ambushed me just as I was walking in.
"Hey," Lily said, bouncing from foot to foot.
"Hey yourself. How was school?"
"Fine. Good, actually. Do you think you could, like, get me another dose?"
I looked at her. "More cum?"
"Yes, please."
"Lily..."
"I know, I know. But I think it's working. I really do."
"First of all, I don't think it'd work that fast. Secondly, how much are you actually supposed to get in a day?"
"Well it might work that fast. You don't know." Lily hugged her arms around herself. "And I mean, more's gotta be better, right?"
"Lily, seriously, how much did the doctor say?"
"I don't know. She kept talking about, like, milligrams and stuff. Like, how'm I gonna know how much that is?"
"Maybe you better find out."
"Yeah, I guess. But for right now..."
"Fine, fine. I'll go do it again. Only 'cause I love you."
Lily threw her arms around me. "Thanks, Jess. You're the best."
"I'm something alright."
****
I had to admit, as the week wore on, Lily looked progressively better. It got to a point where I couldn't deny that something was working, though I wasn't quite ready to say what.
Unfortunately, jerking off got to be a chore, which was something I never thought would happen. Lily pestered me about it constantly, and I honestly just couldn't keep up.
"Pleeease," she whined one evening. "Just one more for a bedtime snack?"
"I can't, Lily. Seriously. You're wearing me out."
"Am not. You can still go again. You only did it four times today, and I know you can do six."
"You've been keeping track?"
Lily flushed. "Maybe."
"Well that's certainly not helping. And I'm just tired, alright? I've been jerking off a lot this week."
"Yeah, I know. I appreciate it." She bit her lip. "But, uh, I could maybe help?"
"What do... oh. No. No no no."
"I could! I know how it works."
"That is so not the point."
"I know I'm all weird and not really sexy or anything, but-"
"Untrue, and not the point either."
Lily set her jaw stubbornly. "You shouldn't be complaining so much about doing it if you won't even let me help when I offer."
"Dammit, you're not jerking me off. You're my sister."
"Yeah, dude, I know. I've also been eating your cum all week, so don't act like we're all pure and innocent."
"That's... different. It's medicinal."
"Yeah. So's this."
We argued some more. I grew increasingly frustrated at being unable to dissuade Lily from wanting to jerk me off. Sure she had a decent reason for it, and I was pretty sure she really was just trying to be helpful, but she had to understand why it was a terrible idea, didn't she?
I thought I had some backup when Mom showed up, but I may have assumed too much.
"What's all the fighting about?" Mom asked.
I waved my arm at Lily in exasperation. "She's being weird."
"Just trying to help," Lily responded sulkily.
"Help with what?" Mom asked.
"He didn't want to masturbate again," Lily said. "So I said I'd help. And he got all mean about it."
"I did not," I said. "I was being sensible."
Mom rubbed her forehead. "Lily, do you really need more tonight?"
Lily nodded. "It'd be good."
Mom looked at me. "And you... what, can't do anymore?"
"Well... I mean I could... I guess..."
"You know it's helping your sister."
"Sure. She seems better." I shrank back under Mom and Lily's combined stares. I had the feeling of being trapped between them. "I did it four times already. Maybe that's enough until tomorrow?"
Mom sighed. "Honestly, even what Lily's been getting hasn't been as much as we'd like. I was talking to Dr. Michelle about that. We might have a solution. In the meantime..."
"Hey! No no, none of that trailing off nonsense. Just say it."
"Sweetie, do you think you could just help your sister out a little more until then?"
My eyes widened. "You're taking her side?"
"It's not about sides. I'm not asking you for anything unpleasant. I know it's hard for you. Lily and I have had more time to adjust to the idea and all. But you've been doing so well."
"But... but..."
"Would you rather I help you?" Mom asked. "It wouldn't have to be a big deal. We could just-"
"No! Come on. Not you too."
"At least it's not just me he doesn't want," Lily mumbled.
"You know it's not about that!" I said louder than I meant to. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. "You're my sister."
"You say that like it's a whole argument by itself," Lily said. She stuck her chin out defiantly. "Guess what everyone would say if they knew what we'd already done. You're acting like somehow a little touching'd make it so much worse."
I looked to Mom, but she was no help. I sensed I'd lost. At least I'd tried, though, and my conscience felt a lot cleaner for the effort. "Well I definitely am not doing it with both of you watching," I said quietly.
Mom kissed my cheek and ruffled my hair before leaving the room. "That a boy."
Lily and I retreated to her room. I lagged behind by several steps.
She appeared much more nervous once the door was closed behind us and we were trapped together, about to embark upon an entirely new stage of weirdness. Perversely, seeing that helped me to feel better about what was about to happen.
"So I guess you should, like, close your eyes or whatever," she said.
"Why?"
"So you don't have to look at me while I'm doing it. That'd make it better for you, wouldn't it?"
"You're determined to make this about you, aren't you?"
"Well... it is about me."
"Lily, I'm your brother. Your big bro. I'm not allowed to think certain things about, or do certain things. Not ever. It's got nothing to do with wanting to or not. Nothing to do with you at all."
Lily's brow furrowed. "So you do want to?"
"You're not listening."
She let out a frustrated breath. "Fuck's sake. I just thought it wouldn't be such a big deal. Thought you might even like it if you had some help. But you're making it such a big deal, and you won't even make up your mind about whether or not you're interested, and you're-"
"Lily? Hush, please."
"But-"
"Just chill. We're gonna try it, ok? I already said we would. If you need therapy afterward, I'm washing my hands of it. It's all gonna be your own damn fault."
Lily's face slowly relaxed as my words sank in. "Yeah, you're right, I guess. Maybe we should, like, actually try it before I get too wound up."
"Yeah, maybe."
I looked away as I pulled my pants down and sat on her bed. My cock twitched to life, but didn't harden very much just yet.
Lily was almost comically fascinated at me sitting there in my boxers. She approached tentatively and knelt beside me.
"I haven't really done this before," she whispered.
"I know. It would have been better if someone else could have been your first, I think."
"I don't mind about that. Better you than a lot of other possibilities. Just... I don't want you to think I'm bad at it."
I looked her in the eyes, though that made her look away instead. "You think I'd think less of you 'cause you didn't jerk me off right?"
"Well... maybe. No, I guess not, actually. You already know I'm useless with boys and sex stuff. Can't actually get any worse. So maybe... maybe it's really good that you can teach me a little."




I arched an eyebrow. "Good, is it?"
"Kinda, yeah. 'Cause you're right, I know you won't care if I need practice or whatever. And, like, I trust you, you know? You care way more about me than getting into my pants."
"I don't want in your pants."
"S'what I'm sayin'. If I ever found some other boy to mess around with... who knows what he'd really be thinking. But I know for sure you love me."
"I do."
"And you don't want to ever hurt me, to the point where it's actually kind of annoying."
I chuckled softly. "That's what brothers are for."
"So, like, this'll be good. I'll get to learn, and maybe you'll actually enjoy yourself too."
"I might. But Lily? Seriously, if you decide you don't actually want to do this at any point..."
"I won't."
"If you do," I insisted. "You already saw how annoying I can be about this. Just imagine me feeling all guilty 'cause I emotionally scarred you with sexy stuff."
Lily's lips twitched into a smile. "You'd be insufferable."
"Exactly."
"I Promise I won't get all emotionally scarred, ok?"
I nodded. "Ok."
Lily scooted a smidge closer, then stopped and cleared her throat uncertainly. "So, uh, how do I start?"
"I guess... you probably need my cock out."
"Yeah, I know. But, like, do I take your undies off? Do I reach in the little hole thing in the front?"
"How about I make it easier for you."
I was, admittedly, quite uncomfortable stripping further in front of Lily. It wasn't as bad as it could have been. Her embarrassment helped mine feel smaller than it was, and I at no point felt like I was going to be judged on appearance or size or anything.
Lily was kind of a unique case for me. I'd never gotten my cock out for a girl and not had the sense that something sexual and/or romantic was going to happen, and that there was a lot riding on the removal of clothing.
Well, technically this was still sexual, but not in the way I usually thought of it.
Lily watched me with fascination and anticipation fully evident on her face. She forgot her fears as she studied my cock, and scooched even nearer to me when I sat back down.
"I can see it growing," she said in a hushed and reverent tone.
"Yeah, it'll do that."
"No, I mean, I know. But guys on the internet are always just... hard. Or sometimes soft. But never really in the middle."
"You see a lot of cock on the internet do you?"
Lily was entirely unashamed in her answer. "I don't get out much, dude. You know that."
"Yeah, that's fair." I shrugged. "I really don't mean to imply that it's a bad thing."
Lily nodded minutely and leaned lower. She reached a tentative hand out and stopped just before touching me. "Can I?"
"That'd be the point, I believe."
Her warm little fingers encircled me in a quick, gentle motion. She gave a short, nervous giggle as I stiffened further in her loose grip.
"Wow," she said.
"Nothing's even happened yet."
"No, but... I dunno. It feels nice."
"You're easy to please."
"Shut up! I'm learning."
Lily unconsciously squeezed tighter. I groaned at the sudden tightness and she jerked away.
"Don't let go," I said.
"Sorry. I thought I did something wrong."
"You didn't. It just felt good is all."
"Oh. Ok."
Lily gripped me again and started experimenting. Playing, really. Like my cock was a new toy.
She initially appeared a bit disappointed when I stopped growing, though she soon found the fun in my full erection. I exaggerated my vocal reactions for her benefit, since she really seemed to respond to clear feedback. She liked touching me in ways that made me feel good.
She toyed with every part of my cock, from the tip, down the shaft, around the base, and even all the way to my balls. Everything got caressed and fondled, gently or more firmly depending on my reactions. I almost could have forgotten that she was my sister and just appreciated a girl who was so keen on figuring out what every part of me felt like, and what felt best for me.
I eventually guided her toward the classic full hand grip and stroke. She did it for a bit, then decided she needed a better position. She moved to the floor, kneeling between my legs so she had a more comfortable angle for her arm, and a much closer view of what she was doing.
"You want a pillow or something?" I asked.
Lily shook her head with a trance-like lack of hurry. "No, I'm good."
She jerked me off over the next little while, demonstrating absolutely no sense of hurry or desire to finish up. I really wanted to take over a few times and give myself the release she was building me toward so very slowly, but I let her have her fun. It was really quite pleasant in spite of being so agonizingly unfocused.
"Gonna cum," I whispered as I finally approached the end.
Lily squeaked as she felt me tense in her hand, then darted forward and took the tip of my cock in her mouth. My cum shot straight out onto her tongue and the back of her throat, and she swallowed reflexively until I had nothing left to give her.
She sat back on her heels afterward. A slight flush crept over her cheeks as though she recognized that she'd gone a bit further at the end than I'd expected.
"You used your mouth," I said gently.
"Well you were gonna cum. What else was I s'posed to do?"
"I'm not saying it was wrong. Just that I didn't expect it."
"Sorry." Lily wiggled as she wrestled with something in her head. "So... was it ok though? Overall?"
"It was pretty damn great."
She beamed. "Really?"
"Yeah. Really."
"Cool. We can do it again, right?"
I laughed softly. "Yeah, I suspect we can. Not right now, obviously."
"No, yeah, not right now. Soon, though?"
"We'll see."
"And do you think I could try-"
"Lily..."
"-maybe like using my mouth-"
"Lily!"
"-like doing a blowjob or something. That could be fun too, right?"
"Dammit, Lily. Don't say things like that."
"Like what?"
"Like you want to give me a blowjob."
She flushed redder. "It's not that I want to. I mean, I do. But... but not in a weird way. I already put my mouth on your cock, so that wouldn't be new. And it'd just be a chance to try it, is all. You liked me using my hand, right?"
"I did. And I'm saying we can do that some more. Probably. But don't push it."
Lily stuck her bottom lip out in a defiant pout. "Like you wouldn't like it," she grumbled.
"I'm sure I would, actually. That's not the point."
"No, of course not. You're probably gonna tell me it's all for my own good, and what a good brother you are, and-"
"Lily?"
"Yeah?"
"Shut the hell up."
She stuck her tongue out at me in response.
I stood up and got dressed again. Lily stood as well and watched until I was ready to leave.
"Thanks for this," she said quietly. "Seriously."
"I like being able to help," I said. "I want to keep you as my sister, though. You get that, don't you?"
"Yeah, I do." Lily scratched her head. "I think maybe I just know that none of this is gonna change anything important between us. It's not gonna ruin anything. And maybe you're worried that it might. Maybe that's all."
I nodded. "Yeah, maybe. You're smarter than me about that stuff sometimes."
"More like all the time."
I reached out and mussed her hair affectionately. She glared and tried to smooth it out, but then darted in on tip-toe and kissed my cheek as I turned to leave.
"Love you," she said.
I smiled back at her. "Love you too."
****
As it turned out, Lily didn't have to wait long to play with me again. She knocked on my door while I was jerking off the next morning, then walked in before I could cover up. Not that she hadn't seen everything already anyway.
"Going at it again, huh?" she said.
"For your benefit," I clarified.
"Uh huh." She clasped her hands behind her back, shifting her weight to one foot in an outwardly innocent pose. "Want some help?"
I felt anticipatory tingles at the thought of accepting the offer. Sister or not, I hadn't forgotten how good it had felt to let her stroke my cock the night before.
"You're gonna get tired of it pretty fast if you do it all the time," I said.
Lily smirked. "No I won't."
She assumed a position almost identical to last time; on her knees and within easy reach of my cock. She wasn't nearly so tentative upon first contact this time, and had definitely learned from her previous experience.
I groaned in pleasure as my sister's delicate little fingers gripped me in a tight, comfortable embrace and stroked my length up and down. She flicked a finger over a few interesting spots, but mostly focused on the very basic pumping of my cock.
It was really was better having her do it. For actual efficiency, I was still the more talented, but it wasn't all about cumming quickly. Having someone else touch me, caress me, work me the way Lily did, it was on a whole other level. Her skin was so soft and warm and feminine, so unlike my own despite all the similarities.
And maybe, just maybe, it was pretty damn hot that it was my own little sister jerking me off. It wasn't good by any means. Not moral or ethical. But it was pretty fucking naughty and sexy.
That was how Lily felt, I thought. At least somewhat. I could see on her face that it wasn't all about learning or helping me out. She was excited too. She was enjoying this.
What did that say about us?
I didn't really care in the moment. I'd have to give it all a serious think at some point, but not right now. Right now I just wanted my baby sister to make me cum. Again.
So wrong. So depraved. So fucking hot.
Lily flicked her big puppy eyes up at me, searching my expression as though she sensed something was wrong. I smiled back at her and lifted my hand to her face. She leaned into my caress, nuzzling her cheek to my palm.
"I'm not a very good brother," I whispered.
"You're the best brother," she corrected without even thinking about it.
"I'm liking this way too much."
Her beaming smile melted away a whole layer of guilt all by itself. "Really?"
"Yeah. Really."
"I'm doing good?"
"Really good." I hesitated, unsure I should say any more. "And you're killing me the way you're looking at me."
"What? Looking at you how?"
I tilted her face up toward me. Her eyes remained wide and searching. "Just like that."
Lily blushed and looked away. "You're being silly."
"I'm not."
Still red, she cautiously met my gaze again and smiled shyly. Her expression was too damn adorable. My cock twitched in her hand, eager to be released.
Lily giggled softly and stroked me faster. As I got closer, she opened her mouth partway and extended her tongue just a little. The effect was to appear ready for me to cum all over her face, which I found that much more arousing. It was such a cute and slutty look all at the same time.
As soon as I said I was going to cum, Lily darted in and covered the tip of my cock with her mouth. Her soft lips formed a perfect seal, ensuring nothing escaped as my cum flooded over her tongue and throat.
I was fully entranced by Lily's every movement as she swallowed all my cum, then gave me a few cute little licks to make sure nothing had been missed. I was pretty sensitive, but her touches were so tender that they didn't bother me.
"You almost looked like you were gonna make me cum all over your face," I said.
Lily bit her lip. "I thought about it," she admitted. "I watched this video last night. The girl kept making these sexy faces while jerking a guy off. At the end she gets a mess all over." She wiggled a bit. "It got me pretty hot."
"I didn't really need to know that."
Lily tilted her head and arched an eyebrow. She nodded at my softening cock where her fingers were still loosely wrapped around me. "Dude. Don't act like that's too much information."
"No, you're right. I'm just not used to you being quite so upfront about that kind of stuff."
"Well... it got me really horny, ok?"
"Fine. What does that have to do with sharing?"
Lily squirmed even more self-consciously than before. "I kinda wanted to see if you might be ok with trying something like that sometime."
"Cumming on your face?"
"Yeah. Or whatever."
"Seems like a waste, given the actual point of the exercise."
Lily shook her head a little too quickly. "I could lick it up after. No waste."
"Oh god."
"What?"
"I'm creating a monster."
Lily punched my thigh. "Don't say that. It was a really hot video. That's all. And I thought it could be fun."
"This isn't supposed to be about fun."
"Says you. There's no reason it can't be." She smirked crookedly. "Besides, you can't tell me you aren't enjoying this."
She had me there. I was really quite enamored with having her jerk me off instead of doing it myself. And I could totally see the appeal in cumming on her face. I wasn't quite sure if she wanted it, or if she just thought I'd like it. I suspected it might be both.
I couldn't be too hard on her either, because I knew she'd spent her whole life without ever feeling sexy or desirable, and all of a sudden she had an outlet. I wished she'd been able to learn this stuff in a more normal way, but it wasn't like this was the most harmful experience for her either. She could have found some abusive jerk instead. Combined with her self-esteem issues, that could have been crippling.
"There you are, Lily."
I startled out of my daydreaming. Mom stood at the doorway, arms folded in a not-quite-stern expression.
"You're going to be late if you don't get moving," Mom continued.
Lily reluctantly let go of my cock that had long since softened almost entirely. "Yeah, you're right. Kinda lost track of time."
My heart pounded in an instinctive reaction to getting caught, but neither Lily or Mom seemed the least bit put out. Lily straightened herself out, then skipped off to get ready for school.
"Breakfast is on the table," Mom called after her.
I belatedly covered myself up before Mom turned back to me. Not that it meant much at this point.
"Don't you need to be getting somewhere too?" Mom asked.
"Well... yeah, I s'pose." I looked away, then back at her. "Are you gonna tell me off or something?"
"What for?"
"You know what for."
"If I wasn't going to last night, why would I this morning?"
"I dunno. Just to make me feel better, I guess."
Mom laughed softly. "You're a good boy, Jess. If you and your sister can find some fun in all this, I'd really like you not to feel guilty about it. We've all been through a lot."
"That's true."
"Anyway, I better let you get dressed. Don't take too long."
"Yeah. Right."
****
I didn't give into Lily's request for a facial right away, but I wouldn't have stopped her if she'd tried it. After the first couple times jerking me off, she had apparently decided she could do it whenever she wanted, and I wasn't inclined to disagree. It gave her plenty of opportunity to try things, but she mostly didn't.
Partly she may just have wanted to get me used to her getting at my cock on a regular basis. She spent a lot of time and effort on normalizing it. I knew what she was doing, but it still worked. It got so that she could just walk up to me anywhere in the house, take my pants off, and do her thing. I accepted and enjoyed it.
It didn't really surprise me when she finally finished me off and instead of her usual hasty mouth clamp to ensure she got everything, she brought her face to my cock and let my cum splash all over it. I even had to admit that it was pretty hot watching my little sis taking my load on her face.
What I didn't anticipate at all was what she did after that. Almost immediately, she had her phone out and started aiming it around to get the best angle for a selfie.
"What the hell are you doing?" I asked.
"What does it look like?"
"It looks like you're taking a dirty pic of yourself."
"Then why the hell did you ask?"
Lily snapped a few shots, then flounced onto her bed to examine them more carefully. Almost as an afterthought, she licked up the cum around her lips, then scooped the rest into her mouth with her finger.
"You're not sending those to anyone I hope," I said.
"Of course not. They're just for me."
"But... why?"
Lily looked at me seriously. "'Cause it feels sexy."
I had to let her have that one. It had been a bizarre side-effect of this whole adventure that she was finally feeling good about herself in a way she never had before. If she wanted dirty pics of her face all covered in brother-cum, who was I to tell her it was wrong?
The other thing that happened right around the same time, a few weeks in to the cum experiment, was Mom finally dragged me out to see Lily's new doctor. Dr. Michelle seemed very eager to meet me. Interested in a way I didn't really associate with the medical profession.
"So you're the brother," Dr. Michelle said once we were alone in her examination room.
I wasn't sure whether I would have rathered have Mom in there with me or not. "Uh, yeah. Jess."
"Mmhm. Well I just want to say it's so wonderful of you to be so helpful in all of this. The treatment simply wouldn't work nearly so well without such full cooperation from you."
I squirmed uncomfortably, since I knew exactly what 'full cooperation' meant. I wondered if Dr. Michelle knew just how full it was.
"She's my sister," I mumbled. "I want to help."
"Yes, indeed. In the spirit of that, why don't we make sure you're performing as well as possible, shall we?"
We proceeded with a basic examination, making sure my body was essentially functioning as expected. I let myself be lulled into a false sense of security, right up until Dr. Michelle started asking about my sexual performance.
"Are you finding it easy to keep up with such a rigorous masturbation schedule?" she asked. "I notice that you've been providing samples four or five times a day. Sometimes more."
"Uh, yeah," I said, flushing slightly. I hoped she didn't know how I'd been providing them, but then there was no reason anyone would have told her. "That's about right. I guess it gets a little rough sometimes. And some of my... samples aren't really all that large."
"That's to be expected. However, if you're up for it, we can certainly make things better all round."
"In what sense?"
"Every sense." Dr. Michelle picked up a small bottle of pills and shook it slightly to make its contents rattle. "Increased semen production, increased density of nutrients, faster recovery, more control, increased sensitivity... and, in fact, superior taste, thought that's not really advertised for medical purposes."
I blinked slowly. "You want to make me cum more?"
"Yes. Again, if you like. It's not necessary. But it would make things much more pleasurable for you and your sister both." She gave me the kind of look that suggested she knew exactly how pleasurable it had already been. "Up to you."
****
I took the pills. It seemed silly not to. I disliked the thought that Dr. Michelle knew Lily was jerking me off regularly-though of course I still didn't know for sure that she knew-but either way increasing my performance seemed like a good idea.
Truth be told, I'd been struggling to keep up with my sister. Her cum-lust seemed insatiable. It was for a good reason, but I felt like her health was sometimes just an excuse for her to play with me.
I was quite impressed with the pills once I'd been on them a few days and they really started kicking in. Lily was overjoyed with the bigger cum loads she was getting, but it wasn't until I managed to overflow her mouth that she realized there was something going on. Fun sexy times could be a little blinding at times.
"How come you're cumming so much all of a sudden?" Lily asked as she wiped cum off her chin with her free hand and sucked it from her finger.
"Well, you know how I went to see Dr. Michelle?"



"Sure."
"She gave me some pills."
"What kind?"
"You know, I'm not sure. She never said. I kinda feel like she might not be s'posed to give them to me."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. So they supposedly do a bunch of stuff. Make me cum more, and more often. Make it easier to get off when I want. Stuff like that."
Lily nodded seriously. "You have been cumming quicker lately." She perked right up. "So I should be able to jerk you more often and get more cum each time?"
"In theory, yes."
"Cool!"
Lily, in her infinite fascination for my cock hardening and softening, hadn't let go of me after I came. I'd gone half-soft in her loosely wrapped grip, but she tightened up and started stroking me gently to get me back up to full strength. I was pretty sensitive, but not in a painful way, possibly as a function of the pills I was on.
"You know what could be fun too?" Lily said.
"What?"
"This might be a good time to teach me how to give a blowjob."
My cock twitched involuntarily, but I tried to play it cool. "Why now, specifically?"
"'Cause you just came. We won't be in any rush."
I nodded. "Yeah, ok, that kinda makes sense. I'm really not usually in much rush anyway, since you've been jerking me off so frequently."
Lily frowned in confusion for a second, then smiled. "No, silly, I meant I wouldn't wanna rush, 'cause I already got so much cum from you."
Her logic was bizarre and backward from a traditional standpoint, but coming from Lily it actually made sense. She'd become totally addicted to cum, and I could understand why. She had so much more energy and confidence. The transformation had been gradual, but when I thought back to some of her worst days, it was like was a different person. No more lying around in bed for days on end, not when there was brother-cock to exploit for precious resources.
"I guess we could try it," I said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Cool."
Lily stroked me back to full erection with a practiced touch. She looked at me as though expecting instruction, but none was forthcoming.
"What do I do?" she prompted.
I shrugged. "Whatever you want."
"No, I mean, I want to give you a blowjob."
"Right."
"So how do I do it?"
"You mean to tell me all the porn you watch-"
"It's not that much!"
"-you don't know how a blowjob works?"
"I know how it works. I just... don't know how to do it."
"I promise I won't think you look silly, if that's what you're worried about. Just do what you feel like, and I'll guide you if need be, ok?"
Lily pouted, but nodded assent.
She leaned in, flicking her gaze up to me one last time before sticking out her tongue and giving me a small lick. She licked a few more times, occasionally glancing up, but gradually getting the swing of things.
I hadn't been sure how to explain to her that I didn't particularly care if she had much technique yet or not. Even just those first tentative licks felt amazing to me, and all the more so as she gained confidence and experimented more. There'd been no need to explain exactly what she should do, because she'd figure it out, more or less. Plus, it wasn't like I knew how to explain it anyway. I wasn't really an expert.
Lily progressed to sucking on the tip of my cock, much the same as she did when taking my cum loads in her mouth, only with some sliding back and forth. She seemed a little hesitant to go any further at first. I put just the slightest pressure on the back of her head, not enough to force her anywhere, but just nudge her into doing more.
She went along with it and took me deeper into her mouth. She stopped right at the point where my cock bumped against her throat, and no deeper. That seemed reasonable to me.
Lily pulled back and stroked me with her hand for a moment while searching my expression. I could only guess at what she wanted, and I assumed it was reassurance.
"You're doing great," I said.
"Yeah? I wasn't sure, 'cause I don't think I can get it all in."
"That's not super important. If you want to practice, I'm sure you could get it, but you certainly don't have to."
Lily bit her lip and considered. "Maybe sometime. Girls in those videos make it look easy."
"Yeah. That'd be the practice."
"Right."
She eyed my cock critically, then got back to work. She didn't try very hard to take it deeper than before, but instead put more enthusiasm into sucking and licking what she could easily get at. I was more than fine with that.
I decided not to mention just how cute and sexy Lily looked when she lost her self-consciousness and really went at my cock with her mouth. She wouldn't have believed it, and I probably would have just ruined the moment.
Her adorable little licks alternated with sloppy, slutty sucking, and the occasional eye contact thrown in just to make sure I couldn't look away. The sight of her looking up at me with her mouth full got me so horny I wanted to pull her up on the bed and do much worse things with her than a simple blowjob.
But then, Lily was still my baby sister. We couldn't get too crazy. Assuming we hadn't already passed that point.
I eventually blew my load in Lily's mouth. She swallowed it easily, then wiped a stray trickle off her bottom lip.
She stayed on her knees for a moment, and I took the post-cumming moment of clarity to reflect on how different she appeared to me these days. I'd always maintained that she was prettier than she believed she was, but there was something else now. Possibly I was biased because she played with my cock a lot, but I genuinely thought she looked sexier now.
"You're staring," Lily said.
"I am."
"Do I have cum on my face?"
"No. You got it."
"Then what are you looking at?"
"You, obviously."
"Why?"
I opted for pure honesty. "You look good."
Lily flushed. "Shut up."
"You do."
She chewed her lip. "I actually have been looking a little better," she grudgingly admitted. "I've been noticing it in the mirror." She looked at me curiously. "Do you think it's 'cause I'm getting better?"
"At getting me off?"
"No, silly. Health-wise. Like, I feel better, and maybe I actually am looking better."
"It's possible."
"My hair feels nicer lately," she mused. "And... I don't want to jinx it, but I think my boobs might be growing a little."
"They are?"
"Yeah. See?"
Lily yanked my hand down and placed it on her chest. It was a nice feeling, warm and soft and sexy, but I wasn't sure what she thought she was demonstrating.
"Lily, I haven't felt your boobs before. I can't tell a difference."
She rolled her eyes. "I was totally flat. I mean, practically. You telling me you feel nothing?"
"No. Just... I don't know."
"Oh, here."
Lily pulled her shirt up over her tits. She didn't have a bra on underneath. My little sister's boobies lay bared before me. All I could do was stare, then cautiously replace my hand on her breast from where it had been disturbed.
"See?" she said. "Bigger. Like, a little, at least."
I nodded absently. "Sure."
"You still can't tell, can you?"
"Not really."
Lily sighed. "But you're gonna keep groping me?"
"If you don't mind."
She gave me a shy smile. "Go ahead."
That was how we ended up cuddling deep into the evening with my cock out and Lily's tits exposed. We played with each other off and on, while mostly just enjoying the intimacy of being so physically and emotionally close.
Lily got a me hard few times, then let me go soft again. I cupped her boobs and fingered her nipples, even going in to suck on them a bit at one point. She seemed delighted that I was actually interested in her chest. Admittedly, her breasts weren't very big, but that didn't matter nearly as much as she thought. She had beautiful little boobies, no matter how dismissive she was of them. I didn't argue with her about it, just let my continued interest make my case for me.
She eventually curled up against me and went to sleep. I held her, watching her breaths go in and out. I felt a bit silly for worrying about our relationship. If anything, we were closer than we'd ever been. Still, I knew that might not last. We still had to be careful.
****
I woke up to a blowjob the next morning. Lily sucking away gently at my cock while I'd been asleep. She got more energetic about it as soon as she realized I was awake.
She was so eager for first thing in the morning. That wasn't a surprise, exactly, but it did contrast quite a bit with my lazy, barely awake state. I stretched carefully, then lay back and enjoyed feeling my little sister's mouth sliding around my cock in my hazy, half-dreaming state.
Lily eventually got to the creamy center of her treat, which was what she was mainly after. She licked me all clean afterward, then smiled in cat-like self-satisfaction. She pranced out of the room without ever bothering to cover up her boobs, which were still on display from the night before.
I kind of forgot that modesty was still a thing and stumbled my way to the bathroom without getting dressed. I ran into Mom as I came out again, and only belatedly remembered that pants were still relevant in the house.
Mom glanced down in a bemused fashion, then back up. "You two must be having fun."
"It's very confusing that you never sound angry about these things," I said as I stepped back and grabbed a towel to wrap around myself.
"You think it's all a trap, and I'm just waiting to bust you?"
"Part of me does."
"Oh, Jess, sweetie..." Mom wrapped me in a hug, which was awkward when I was trying desperately to keep the towel around my waist from slipping. "I love you, and I'm glad you and Lily can find the fun side of all this."
"Even if I told you Lily just sucked me off this morning?"
Mom frowned slightly. "Well, I don't totally like you saying it that way, but it's not like that wasn't going to happen sooner or later."
"It's not?"
"She's been helping you masturbate, and I know she's curious about trying more. Considering her unfortunate sheltering, it's probably best that she has a chance to try some things with you."
"Yeah, that's what she thinks too." I tilted my head. "You guys talk about that stuff?"
"Sometimes."
"Oh. Do you talk about me?"
Mom smiled crookedly. "Sometimes."
"I don't think I like that."
She kissed the side of my forehead. "Relax, honey. We love you. It's all gonna be ok."
"Yeah. Sure."
****
We got into something of a weird routine over the following weeks. Lily would jerk or suck me off five or six times a day, sometimes more if she was bored. Some of those occasions were just to stock up for going to school, or to have a snack ready for later, but others continued to be fun play times for her as well as medicinally vital.
A side-effect of taking my pills, as it turned out, was that if I didn't cum for too long, my balls would start to hurt pretty badly. It made sense, what with producing such a ridiculous amount of cum all the time. Luckily, Lily very rarely left me alone long enough for it to be a factor.
Clothing became a lot less of a requirement for us. It took me a while to get truly comfortable being partly or fully naked around Mom, but after enough accidental moments the embarrassment wore off.
Somehow, despite all the times we got caught, I still wasn't prepared for the first time Lily initiated and followed through with giving me a blowjob with Mom in the room. It's quite possible nothing could really have prepared me for that.
All three of us were snuggled on the couch late one evening watching a movie. Lily had taken the middle seat, and had opted to stretch out over both mine and Mom's laps. She was wearing one of my hoodies over a thin top, and only panties below the waist. Her bare legs had been draped over me as if to entice. She had some success with that tactic.
She pulled her foot back to rub it over my cock a few times, to which I responded by gently pushing her foot away. She was not so easily deterred, and eventually swung around to get into my pants.
At that point I really did stop Lily, totally cock-blocking her. I really wasn't digging the idea of going at it with Mom right beside us, but Lily seemed quite annoyed by my reluctance.
"Lemme," she hissed.
"Not now," I said.
Lily pouted, then turned to Mom. "Mooommm, Jess won't let me suck his cock."
"Oh for heaven's sake," Mom said, shaking her head wearily. "I honestly thought you two were getting along so well."
"We are," Lily said. "He always lets me every other time." She frowned at me. "Is it just 'cause Mom's here? She's seen it before, you know."
"Yeah, but... it's different," I said.
"Jess, sweetie, let your sister suck your cock, please?" Mom said. "I won't look."
"Yeah, see?" Lily said. "It's fine."
She proceeded to attack my pants again, and this time I let her. Mom was pretty good about not looking, just like she said, though I caught her glancing a couple times. To be fair, once Lily had her mouth wrapped around my cock, she made sure to be extra sloppy and noisy, probably as revenge for not giving her what she wanted right away.
Possibly letting my sister become accustomed to getting my cock whenever she wanted hadn't been entirely the wisest choice. Possibly.
Then again, it had some significant upsides. I forgot about Mom's peeking and my sister's brattiness as Lily got me all worked up and horny as fuck. She'd become amazing at sucking me off. She was getting so much practice at it.
The next little while of watching the movie was spent with the added bonus of having my ferocious cock-sucker of a little sister hard at work. I didn't even care about Mom sitting next to me anymore. How could I care about much of anything with those warm lips, wet tongue, and snug throat giving me such exquisite pleasure?
I was particularly impressed with Lily's ever improving ability to take me in her throat. She hardly even gagged at all anymore, and could take me all the way to the base if she wanted, though that still took some special effort on her part.
I eventually came in Lily's mouth, giving her what she wanted. She made a show of holding the last mouthful for a moment, then swallowing it with evident satisfaction.
She then stretched right back out across Mom and me like nothing was at all amiss while we finished up the movie.
I got back at Lily later on, such as it could be described that way. She took a shower before bed, and came out wrapped in a towel, all fresh and clean. I followed her to her room, which she didn't seem to mind.
"So what was that all about earlier?" I asked.
"What was what about? I wanted cum."
"Yeah, but I think you wanted to be bad too. You don't usually dive onto my cock quite so enthusiastically while Mom's right there."
"And you don't usually act like you don't want it."
"So, what, I'm s'posed to just lie back any time you want a go on me?"
Lily shrugged. "Kinda, yeah."
"Really? So what if I want a go on you?"
She frowned. "What do you mean by that?"
"Like, for instance, what if I just walk up and stick my cock in your face?"
I pushed on Lily's shoulders, guiding her to her knees. She complied with a somewhat bemused expression. She obediently opened her mouth for me as I pressed my cock forward.
I'd expected her to at least question my actions before giving in, or possibly conceding the point altogether. She did neither. Even when I took twin handfuls of her hair, fashioning crude pigtails to hold onto her, she did nothing. Getting face-fucked by her big bro didn't seem to faze her.
It occurred to me only belatedly that Lily was actually super into it. When she looked up at me, her eyes were bright and full. Her towel fell off and she didn't seem to even notice. A little bit after that, I caught sight of her hand down between her legs.
Things hadn't gone as planned, but that was turning out to be a good thing. I kind of liked getting to take a more active role than usual, and Lily was getting all kinds of horny as well. It was quite a pleasant discovery.
I stuck with my wilder instincts when I came. Lily got some in her mouth, but most of it went over her face and chest when I pulled out. She made an annoyed squeak at having my cock removed before my balls were empty, but she calmed down pretty quickly when she realized what was happening. She sat nice and pretty, mouth held open for stray jets of cum to land in.
As soon as I was done, Lily started scooping up cum and sucking it off her fingers.
"Yes," she decided between licks. "You can totally do that."
"I'm not sure if I won or lost just now," I mumbled mostly to myself. Truly, though, it didn't much matter.
I sat on her bed and watched as Lily finished grooming herself in cat-like fashion. Every spatter of cum was accounted for and deposited.
"You coulda done that before my shower, though," she said as she stood up. "I might need another one now."
"You might," I agreed absently.
I'd seen all of Lily's various bits by now, but rarely in a fully nude state, and then not very long at any one time. Now, as she scoured her body for any wayward streaks of cum, she gave me the best show yet.
In particular, I focused on Lily's sleek little pussy as she twisted back and forth. She loved showing off her tits and how they were slowly growing, but not so much with her lower areas. She was still shy about parts of her body, I assumed.
With her attention diverted, I got the longest and clearest look at her pussy that I'd yet been treated to. Despite having just cummed all over her, I felt my hormones rev right back up again, and my cock twitch back to life.
"Did I get it all?" Lily asked.
"I think so, yeah."
"Good."
I nodded. "Hey, mind if I asked you something?"
Lily shrugged and cocked her head. "What's up?"
"Well... this wouldn't be strictly medicinal... but how would you feel if I ate your pussy?"
She flushed adorably and covered her little slit with her hand far too late to do any good. I thought I'd embarrassed her too much, because she didn't speak for several long seconds.
"Would you really want to?" she asked quietly.
"It looks so pretty. And it's kinda unfair I've been getting all the attention."
Lily shook her head, a shy smile creeping over her flustered expression. "Not unfair. I like doing it. And I need my fix." Her hand slowly moved away, uncovering her pussy again. "But I do get pretty horny..."
She stepped tentatively closer. I reached out and put my hands on her hips. Her lithe, frail body had filled out a bit since she started her 'treatment.' It wasn't just her boobs, even if that was what she obsessed over. Her hips and butt, for example, had also grown a bit. She had some padding to work with now. Just enough to give her a bit of sexual emphasis.
"You really don't have to," she whispered.
I looked up from her delightful lower half to her anxious face. "Maybe I think it's unfair that I haven't had the chance to play with you as much as you've had with me."
Lily giggled. "That's silly."
"Is it?"
"Yeah. You've been cumming all over and all in me. That's what boys want."
"Oh? Look who thinks she's an expert now."
"Hey!"
I slid my hands around her hips to her butt and pulled her into my lap. She was so sensually naked and clean against me, wiped up cum nonwithstanding.
"Maybe boys sometimes want to do fun things with a sexy girl that don't just involve blowing a load in her."
"You'd need a sexy girl for that."
Lily shrieked as I threw her from my lap to the bed. She fell back with her limbs spread, her nude body all laid out for me.
"I have one," I said.
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh."
"Nuh uh!"
I didn't argue further. Instead, somewhat insanely, I leaned over her and planted a firm kiss right on her soft lips. She tensed, her surprise registering clearly, her eyes still wide as I straightened up.



"Don't do that!" Lily protested.
"Why not?"
"'Cause... just because. You can't."
"You know what I think?" I asked.
"No."
"I think that for some reason you're still determined to think you aren't attractive."
"M'not though. S'getting better."
"It's pretty good already."
I leaned in for another kiss, but Lily giggled and turned her head while pushing my face away from hers. "Stop, you goof."
"Fine."
I went for her tits instead. That she was ok with. It was like a little growth in the chest department had allowed her to believe her breasts might be enticing, even though she refused to accept it for other parts of herself.
Lily quite happily let me kiss and suck on her boobies all I wanted. I'd expected as much, given how much she showed them off and wanted me to feel them. I had a suspicion that it wasn't just because she was proud of them, but that they might have increased in sensitivity with their recent growth spurt.
After her tits, I trailed nuzzles and kisses down Lily's tummy to her pussy. She was a bit shyer about letting me see it, and had her thighs squeezed together tight by the time I reached it. She didn't fight too hard when I pried her legs open though. She did, however, briefly cover her face with her hands as I gazed upon her little slit from such a close distance.
I gave her a kiss just above her pretty pussy, then pushed her legs even further apart. She still refused to watch, so I just dove in.
Lily squealed in a very undignified manner at my first few licks. Her hand came down to my head as though she wanted to push me away, but she didn't. Her fingers tangled in my hair, neither pushing or pulling, just resting there as I helped her to experience something entirely new in her life. I had supreme confidence that I was the first to ever eat my baby sister's pussy, and so far she seemed to be loving it.
Lily squirmed and wiggled a bit. I grabbed her thighs and held in her in place as my tongue flicked all over her pussy.
I explored absolutely every bit of her I could reach with just my tongue and lips. She tasted so good, and her responses were everything one could hope for. Either the novelty of it or some increased sensitivity had her losing control beyond what I would have imagined. It was extremely gratifying, even if I suspected it wasn't really because I was just that good.
Whatever the case, I kept licking and sucking, and occasionally fingering, until I made Lily cum all over my tongue. She whimpered softly as her orgasm flooded through her, then she went very quiet and still.
I crawled back up my sister's limp form and kissed her. She kissed back this time, the only sign she'd so far given of still being conscious.
"Don't be up too late, guys," Mom said from the doorway.
I whirled my head, but Mom was already moving away.
"Shit," I said. "How long was she watching?"
Lily shrugged. "Beats me. I wasn't paying any attention."
We devolved into nervous giggling as I rolled off of her onto my back. We lay side by side for a few minutes as our giggles and anxiousness dissipated.
"Is it always like that?" Lily asked. "So... intense?"
I shrugged. "Couldn't say. I don't think so though. Might just be you and whatever weird growth spurts your body's doing all at once."
"Maybe. Doesn't feel that good with just my fingers though. That's for sure."
She leaned over and kissed me. I put my hands on her bare sides, gliding my fingers along her soft, perfect skin.
I had to give in and get up to shut off the light before we got too involved, but after that it was snuggle city. Neither of us wanted to be apart. We huddled up together under Lily's blankets, warm, naked flesh pressed together in a secure and sensual embrace.
"You don't think Mom likes watching us, do you?" I asked.
Lily giggled softly. "Maybe. I know I would."
"Yeah. I guess. I don't know how to feel about it."
"Maybe don't worry about it."
I snorted. "Yeah, maybe."
Lily's breath was hot on my chest. Her fingertips danced lightly over my skin. My body couldn't decide whether to get horny and try something again, or settle in and bask in the ultimate cuddle session.
"I liked that thing you did," Lily said.
"Licking your pussy?"
"Oh yeah, that too. Both things, then."
"The face-fucking, you mean?"
Even without light I could sense her blush. "Yeah, that. It was pretty hot."
"It went better than I expected," I admitted. "I kinda didn't really mean to go that far."
"Well... I meant it. About doing it again sometime. If you wanted. Or whatever."
"Good to know."
Lily went quiet again. I stayed silent too, mainly listening to her cute breathing sounds, and feeling her heartbeat in its slow, relaxed rhythm.
"Jess?"
"Yeah?"
"Thanks for everything. You're the best brother."
I caressed her cheek with my thumb and kissed her softly. "Love you, Lily."
"Yeah. Love you too."
****
I decided the hell with any sense of propriety, given that Mom and Lily seemed to have abandoned it entirely. I got Lily to suck me off in the kitchen the next morning, then came all over her breakfast. She, of course, was delighted. Mom was bemused, but didn't say much of anything about it.
We sat next to each other while we ate breakfast. Lily's hand was in my lap practically the whole time, slowly jerking me off under the table. She eventually made me cum straight into a thermos so she could have some for later while she was at school.
Even that wasn't enough to really sate her. She jumped me as soon as I walked in the door that evening, and within a minute had me half naked on the couch, her mouth working my cock. My life had become a series of moments between my little sister making me cum. It wasn't the worst fate, really.
We cuddled on the couch after she got her snack. My hand sneaked under her shirt, and she toyed with my cock and balls as though they were just something for her to fidget with.
"I might be joining the volleyball team," Lily said.
"Yeah? I didn't know you were interested in it?"
"Well... it's never really been an option before. But now, like, I can kinda do sports stuff. Somewhat. I'd only be a backup, and I'd probably never even get to play in real games or anything, but it could be fun."
I hugged Lily tighter to me and kissed the side of her forehead. "That's great! I'm glad you're getting to try some stuff out."
"Mmhm. I mean, I have massive pity points accumulated, so I can basically get into anything I want."
"True, true."
"Kinda like how you and Mom let me get away with murder."
"Also true." I shrugged. "Though to be fair, anyone who sucks me off like you do doesn't need pity points."
Lily grinned. "Good, then I'll save them for a special occasion."
We goofed around a bit, touching and teasing each other, before calming back down and settling into prime cuddle positions once more.
"I'll need more cum to take with me if I'm going to practices though," she informed me matter-of-factly.
"Do you? I mean, it doesn't really boost your energy right away or anything. Does it?"
"Well... technically no." Lily squirmed in my embrace. "Dr. Michelle says that I'm developing an addiction or something. Psychologically, not physically. Says it's all in my head that I feel better every time I drink some."
"Which means..."
"I dunno. Just, like, I feel like I can do more right after I have some, so maybe it's working for me somehow?"
"Is that healthy? You getting all addicted like that?"
"Hell if I know. But I'm definitely not going back." She gave me big puppy eyes. "You wouldn't make me stop, would you?"
"Never," I declared easily. "You needing your fix really isn't anything I'm too concerned about. Not if it's just so you feel like you have more energy."
"I feel better all over," she corrected. "It's like... it's like having a little orgasm, but different, and my whole body gets all focused and stuff. Like, even if it's all in my head, it feels really good, you know?"
"Not really, but I believe you."
"That's fine. I'll take it."
****
Lily did, in fact, end up joining the volleyball team at her school. I got to watch her at practice a few times when I went to pick her up. She was clearly not at the level of the rest of the team, but she was having such a blast with it and didn't even care that she didn't get to play in any actual games.
It was good to see her getting out there, trying new things, being more socially outgoing. She was making new friends, and hanging out more with her old ones. One of the highlights for her, even at her age, was going to a sleepover with a couple of her friends from way back. She'd never been able to before, just didn't have the stamina for it even if nothing else went wrong, but now it was no problem. I, of course, sent some 'snacks' along for her, just in case.
Meanwhile, I hadn't watched porn in over a month. Maybe two. Even jerking off was rare, though I did it occasionally, usually when building up a supply for Lily to take with her somewhere, or to hold her over if I was busy or not around for a bit.
Lily took care of me as often as possible, mostly for her own purposes. I was benefiting greatly from it regardless of her motives. My cum-hungry little sister was licking, sucking, and stroking me so much that it began to feel weird being in a room with her for very long and not engaging in some naughtiness.
Despite being closer than ever, despite our constant fooling around, despite our mutating feelings for one another, she still managed to totally surprise me one day with an angle I'd managed to not even consider.
"I got asked out today," Lily said casually as we lounged together in the living room. She idly played with my cock, while I in turn ran my fingers up and down her pussy. Neither of us were really giving the mutual masturbation much attention.
"Oh?" I said. I experienced a sudden surge of mixed emotions. Happy for her, of course, but also jealous and possessive. She was my sister. Boys shouldn't be asking her out. Silly, but that was what I felt.
"Yeah. It was kinda cool. It's never happened before." Lily shrugged. "I said no, of course."
I tried to act nonchalant, like I wasn't super relieved. "Why 'of course'? You weren't interested?"
"Not really, no. But also... it'd kinda be cheating. In a way."
I examined her sidelong, doing my best not to be obvious about it. What Lily and I were doing had long since passed the barrier of being purely medicinal and platonic, if indeed it ever had been. But to call going out with another boy cheating?
"I don't know if I'd say that," I said carefully.
"Well I would," Lily said definitively. "I already have a boyfriend."
"I'm your brother."
"You can be both."
"Not by most people's definition."
"Still, though."
I remained silent and thoughtful.
Lily went slightly red, her hand squeezing harder around me as she absently jerked me faster. "I mean, I don't have to be your girlfriend or anything. You could still see someone else if you wanted."
"That doesn't seem fair."
"It's not, exactly. But, like, I know you don't see me the same way I see you. And that's fine. You've been so great, and I know how much you love me, even if it's still just as brother and sister." She glanced down at our hands, hers on my cock, mine on her pussy. "In our own way," she added.
"I guess I can kinda understand that. But, like, I wouldn't say you're just a sister to me."
Lily met my gaze, her eyes all big and hopeful. "You wouldn't?"
"I don't think so, no."
"So, like... what then?"
Talks were getting pretty serious. In light of that, I released Lily's pussy and turned toward her on the couch. My jutting cock rather undermined any sense of gravitas, but I did my best.
"I never really thought about it quite that way," I said slowly. "But I think maybe... maybe I want you to be my girlfriend."
Lily beamed. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. Not in the traditional way, I guess, but we already spend so much time together, and we do so much sexy stuff... it kinda makes sense."
"That's what I thought." Lily looked down shyly. "Plus I can't really see ever loving anyone else as much as you."
I had to kiss her. I had to. She was stirring up feelings in me that I now realized only she could produce. In all respects, other than being my baby sis, she was kind of an amazing girlfriend.
Our kiss drew itself out longer and got more involved than I meant it to. Lily clung to me as our tongues wrestled. I felt her heat, and her desire. I wanted her so badly, but I didn't really understand the urge. It wasn't a sexual desire in the way I usually understood them. Possibly I was cumming so often these days that sexuality didn't mean the same thing for me that it used to.
Our makeout session got even longer and wilder. I couldn't let her go. She fell to her back, pulling me on top of her. My hard, throbbing cock pressed dangerously against her pussy, and I had to be careful about where I went with it.
The last few articles of clothing between us were tossed to the floor. Only out naked bodies remained, grinding and rubbing together, getting all horny and sweaty.
"Oh god, Lily," I whispered.
"Jessss," she hissed back. Her wet little pussy rocked against me, firing my need into something new and volatile.
"We need to stop."
"Why?"
"You know why. You can feel it."
Lily was quiet a moment, then, "I'd be ok with it."
"Lily!"
"Well I would. If I was gonna have my first time with anyone... it'd be you. You know it'd be you." Her eyes were so damn big and soulful. "And I'm your girlfriend now, right?"
"Yeah, but... but..." I trailed off. I didn't have a good answer for her. I wanted it as bad as she did, and it made sense given where we'd arrived in our relationship.
But the idea of actually having sex with my li'l sis? Actually filling up her pussy and fucking her silly? It was a lot. It was tempting to the nth degree, but it was a lot.
"We can't right now anyway," I said through a tight, regretful jaw. "Not the way I cum these days. That's too risky."
"That's... not actually a problem," Lily said carefully.
"In what way?"
"Like... I guess I never told you this. Never seemed relevant, really. But, like, I can't have kids anyway."
"What?"
"Yeah. Some of my inside bits never grew right." Lily shrugged. "I was pretty upset when I found out. Felt like something else had been yanked away, and I wasn't doing so hot in the first place. But, like, I thought about it, and I wouldn't have wanted to pass on what I have anyway." She shrugged again, her eyes darting everywhere except right at me. "Adoption was always my best option, I think. It just kinda got forced on me either way."
"You really can't..."
She shook her head. "No. But maybe... maybe it's kind of a good thing, weirdly."
"It is?"
Lily met my eyes with a shy but mischievous smile. "In theory, you could cum in me all you wanted and it'd be fine."
A shiver ran up my spine. "I could, couldn't I?"
"You really could."
Lily arched her back and pressed her pussy to me more firmly. I groaned and pushed back, feeling her heat. My cock was straining, wanting the action, feeling its proximity, but not being allowed its freedom just yet.
"You'd really be my girlfriend then," I said.
"I already am. You said. No takebacks."
"No." I smiled. "No takebacks."
I stood up, then grabbed Lily before she had a chance to protest me leaving. She'd put on some weight since the last time I'd carried her, but she was still very manageable. She squealed and hugged me tightly as I held in my arms and carefully walked her to her room.
I set her on her bed as delicately as I could. My drop was a bit uncoordinated since she wouldn't let go of me and I had to follow her right down to the mattress.
Lily kissed me ferociously while her hands caressed and mauled my back. Her lithe, nude form writhed beneath me, even as she tried to pin me down on top of her. She was trying to do too many things at once, but all of them were sexy.
I had to pry myself away from her clutching grasp, in spite of her pitiful noises and protests.
"Hey! Come back!" she demanded.
"Not yet."
"You're going the wrong way."
"No I'm not."
I nuzzled Lily's boobs and gave them each a kiss. I sensed her conflict as I played with her tits since she loved when I gave them attention, but also wanted something very different from me right now.
I kissed a trail down her tummy to her pussy. She was wet and puffy and horny, all ready for me.
"You don't need to do that," Lily said.
"I want to."
"Yeah, but... not now? Please?"
I ignored her and gave her some kisses and licks while spreading her thighs wider with my hands. Again she was torn between enjoying what I was doing, and desperately wanting something else.
Lily squirmed and whimpered as I ate her out. Her wet little pussy flooded my tongue with her taste. She gave me more than ever before, all in anticipation of having me inside her for the very first time.
"Jeeeessss," she whined.
I didn't stop licking.
"Jeeeessss, pleeeaaase. I want you."
"Soon."
"Now!"
I smiled and sucked on her clit, which only shut her up for a moment.
"Please, big brother?"
A small shiver ran down my spine, and I had to look up into her big, pleading, baby sister eyes.
"Please?" she repeated.
"Goddamn, Lily. Don't look at me like that."
"Why not?"
"It's not fair. That's why not."
I crawled back up her body, trailing another path of kisses over her soft, naked skin. I saved the biggest, longest kiss for her pouting lips. That combined with my steely hard cock pressing against her mollified her somewhat.
"So mean, making me wait," she whispered.
"Some girls would be happy getting foreplay, you know."
"Maybe if our entire life wasn't foreplay..."
"Yeah, that's... that's kind of a good point."
Lily bit her lip. "Can you please do it now? I don't think I can wait."
"You're ready?"
She gave me a disbelieving look. "I couldn't possibly be more ready."
"Just wanted to be sure."
"Yeah, yeah."
Lily reached down and found my cock with her hand. She nudged the tip so that it was pressed right against her impatiently waiting pussy. I couldn't make her wait any longer. I wasn't sure I could wait any longer either.
Our moans of pleasure combined into one long, low sound as I pushed inside Lily as slowly as I could. Her pussy embraced me just as beautifully and sensually as I ever could have dreamed. She was so tight around me, yet so wet and accommodating that I didn't have to worry about hurting her.
I sank deeper into my sister's formerly virgin pussy, using soft little thrusts to help me along. She clutched at me, at my back and at my hair, trying hold onto something as she was filled up for the first time.
"Jeeessss..."
"Almost in," I whispered in her ear. "Almost there."
She nodded and kissed my cheek, then my neck, then lost herself for a moment as I gave one last thrust to bottom out inside her.
"You're in me," she breathed.
"I am."
I lifted my head away from her just enough to see her face. She was smiling so wide, and her eyes were a little misty.
"I love you," she said in the smallest, most adoring voice.
"I love you too, Lily. So much."
She pulled me back down and kissed me firmly. I started rocking my hips, grinding inside her while our tongues wrestled.
We were officially fucking. Me and Lily. My li'l sis. And it didn't even seem weird or wrong. It felt like something we were meant to do. Something we'd just been waiting for.
Her tight pussy gripped me in the perfect mix of tight and slippery, allowing me to move freely while squeezing me oh-so-snugly. My desire to go gently on her faded away in favour of pounding her harder and harder. Her eagerness and the invitation of her squirming, naked body urged me on, inviting me to give in to all the things I wanted from her.



Time lost meaning for me. I had no idea how long we spent lying together, writhing and grinding passionately. Our sexual union existed somewhere else entirely, in my mind. It could have lasted forever, we could have shared that moment for eternity, and it would have been absolutely perfect.
Lily's orgasm broke the spell in a beautiful sort of way. She squeezed me even tighter, making me gasp and involuntarily slow down. She mewled and scratched my back, while also wrapping her legs around me and holding me down.
Her desperate embrace slowed my movements, but there was no way I was stopping. My sister's excess of pleasure fueled mine to an unmanageable degree. I kept going, hard and frantic. I needed to cum. I was going to cum. Inside Lily. In her tight little pussy.
She wanted it almost as badly as I did. I could see it in her eyes when she looked at me. Mostly she was busy kissing or nuzzling me somewhere, but the desire in her expression was unmistakable after cumming in her mouth so many times. She wanted cum. Even though it wasn't going to her tummy, she still craved it like no one else could ever understand.
I pounded Lily extra hard right at the very end, then stiffened and let out a primal growl as my cum exploded within her. Such a torrent flowed from me that I was sure it wouldn't find room, but in fact most of it stayed in her pussy, and only dribbled out a little when I pulled out.
I looked down at Lily's pussy, then up at her beaming face. I slowly, carefully, lay down beside her. She put a hand over her pussy, just holding it there, feeling the results of our first time together.
"That was amazing," she said in an awed, hushed tone.
"It really was," I agreed emphatically.
"You came so much."
"That can't possibly be a surprise after all this time."
"Yeah, I guess. Feels like more down there, is all."
"Maybe it was. Felt like a lot from my side too."
Lily smiled wryly. "Might have to do tests. Find out for sure."
I giggled manically. "Yeah. Maybe. Any excuse to do that again, really."
She giggled too. "Really, though."
****
We spent the night together, of course. We couldn't bear to be separated, even for sleepy times.
Lily snuggled against me just as tightly as she could manage. She spent the time before falling asleep drawing imaginary pictures on me with her finger, and occasionally murmuring a question or random thought she had.
Morning found us fooling around again even before we were truly awake. I was halfway convinced that Lily had been sleep-jerking me, and I knew for a fact that I started fingering her before she opened her eyes. The actual timeline on waking up was hazy.
Once we were both worked up enough, and Lily was satisfied that I was as hard as I was getting, she crawled on top of me and slid onto my cock just as easily as if she'd been doing it for years. She sighed blissfully and her eyes went halfway closed as she sank all the way down my shaft.
Lily rode me slowly and gently, taking all the time in the world. We were horny, yes, but we'd gotten a lot of the urgency out of the way, and were much better able to take our time and really savour the experience.
It struck me just how self-assured she'd become. No longer the shy, nervous little sister I'd known for so long, but instead a girl who knew what she wanted and would simply go for it. She wanted my cock, she got my cock. Just for instance.
I grabbed Lily's butt as she rocked back and forth on top of me. She giggled as I played with her ass, then smiled approvingly when I slid my hands up her sleek body to her tits. She still liked it best when I fondled her chest.
Lily's movements got a little faster as I massaged her tits, but she was still pretty restrained. She was prepared to make it last, which was fine with me. I couldn't imagine a better way to spend my time.
The only problem was that we were so wrapped up in each other that we weren't paying any attention to anything else. As was getting to be a bad habit, Mom was able to sneak up on us and watch without either of us being aware.
"Don't be too long, guys," she said from the doorway, startling both me and Lily. "Remember, it takes a while getting you ready for school these days, Lily."
I remained frozen until Mom left. Lily kept grinding on me, but her hips moved quite a bit slower with the intrusion into our space.
"How the hell long was she there?" I asked.
Lily shrugged. "Dunno."
"Wasn't the door closed?"
"Yeah, I think so. But, like, a bomb coulda gone off outside and I might not have noticed."
"That's an exaggeration."
"Yeah. Maybe."
I pulled Lily in for a kiss, then smacked her butt to get her going again. She giggled and rode me harder, really leaning into the teasing spankings.
Lily hissed in pleasure when I came in her pussy for the second time. She bounced frantically on my cock and had an orgasm of her own as a result of being all filled up with brother-cum.
It was a bit of a rush getting her out the door on time afterward. She insisted on still getting her morning dose of cum, as well as some to take to school with her. She had to suck me off in the shower while I washed her hair for her, which was quite an odd mix of efficiency and depravity.
I was sufficiently relieved that Lily wasn't late getting out that it didn't even occur to me that I'd made it to the kitchen without putting any clothes on. Still, it wasn't like Mom cared, and I was pretty well getting used to being around her in compromising ways.
"So, you and Lily are having sex now," Mom said, not really making it a question.
"Yeah," I said. "We are."
Mom fiddled with some dishes instead of looking at me directly. "You're not seeing anyone else, are you?"
"Of course not."
"Good."
I noted the tension in her shoulders. "You're worried about Lily?"
"About both of you, really."
"You don't have to be."
Mom turned to me and smiled wryly. "Part of being a mother, sweetie. I'm always worried about you two."
"Oh. Isn't that tiring?"
"Exhausting."
Despite my nudity, Mom gave me a big hug and kissed my cheek. My cock stirred at the close contact and press of her breasts against my chest, and I viciously swore at it in my head. She wasn't the right female family member to get aroused over, damn it.
****
"I think Mom likes watching us," Lily told me later that day, after we were both home and she'd sucked me off as eagerly as if my cum was a life-giving elixir. She'd draped herself half-nakedly over my lap afterward as we cuddled on the couch.
"I've been getting that feeling," I agreed. "Says she worries about us, which I believe, but there's definitely something else, too."
"You think she just likes seeing us happy, or... something pervier."
"Kinda the latter." I shrugged. "But who's to say."
"I guess." Lily mused quietly for a moment, then smiled up at me. "You ready to go again?"
I mock groaned. "You're insatiable."
"That I am." She bounced to her knees. "I really like fucking. We could do that again."
The innocence of her delivery pushed the right buttons for me, and my cock stirred in my lap. "We could."
She wiggled back and forth with her hands on her knees. She was like a puppy waiting for a stick to be thrown. "Maybe now?" she suggested none too subtly.
"You know," I said, "if you keep up this rate of sexy times, that's all we're gonna be doing."
"I'm fine with that." She shrugged. "'Sides, I've had enough time for school and friends and stuff."
"You're never off my cock for very long when you're home."
"I don't see you complaining."
I grinned lopsidedly. "That's true. Just as long as you're aware."
Lily shrieked in delight as I stood up and grabbed her around the waist. I half-dragged her away and off to my room. She giggled and wrestled me, inasmuch as rubbing her horny little body against me could be considered resisting.
"I don't mind being your full-time cock-slut, you know," she said wickedly.
I gasped in mock-horror. "Such language! What happened to your innocence?"
"Was never innocent. Just inexperienced. S'different."
"Fair. But really, I feel more like I'm your sex toy than you are my 'cock-slut,' as you put it."
Lily gave my cock a squeeze. "Either way is fine by me. Just as long as I get that cum."
I snorted. "It's not even about that anymore. Don't act like it is."
"It's still about that! Somewhat. A bit." Lily squirmed. "And a bit about other stuff."
"Naughty little thing, you."
Lily squealed as I threw her to my bed, and somehow she managed to land with her legs widely spread for me. Quite the coincidence.
I looked down at my beloved baby sis, all cute and slutty for me. I felt like the luckiest brother ever.
"God I love you," I said as I crawled on top of her and kissed her neck. I pushed her shirt up and over her tits to gain access to them.
Lily made a sound halfway between a moan and a giggle. "Love you too, big bro. So much."
It was all so perfect. Our love, our lust, the exquisite feel of her pussy as I slid inside her, the warmth and intimacy of her embrace...
I'd never expected things to go this way just for trying to help Lily out, but goddamn was I glad I'd gone along with it. Being a good brother had its perks after all.
****
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****
It was Saturday, and Lily had plans with her friends that afternoon. That shouldn't have affected me all that much, except of course that nothing she did these days could really go ahead until we'd prepped.
In this case, we'd already filled Lily's favourite thermos with fresh cum so she could take it with her, and we were following that up with a quick kitchen fuck so that I could fill her pussy as well. It turned out she really, really liked being all sloppy and gooey and full of her brother's mess when she went out into the world. Not just in her tummy anymore, but her pussy as well.
Being a loving and caring older brother, and certainly not for selfish, sexual reasons, I did my best to help Lily out. These days she went to school, or to hang out with friends, or whatever else with her pussy full of my cum as often as not. And I had to admit, aside from the obvious fun of getting her set up, it was kinda hot knowing she was walking around like that in public and around other people.
Lily was bent over the kitchen counter, naked except for her shirt and socks, and happily cooing as I pounded her tight little pussy. I smacked her ass occasionally, which had about an equal chance of making her giggle or moan.
I eventually groaned and shuddered as I came massively inside my baby sis. She sighed contentedly as my thrusts slowed to nothing, and she was all filled up.
"Mmm, thanks," Lily said. "That'll do nicely."
"Any time," I assured her. I stayed inside her even as I went soft. It was a cozy way to calm down afterward. "Kinda surprised, though. You're not leaving for, like, another hour. Usually you want a fresher load for going out."
Lily bit her lip and gave me slightly guilty eyes. She was up to something, it seemed, though I couldn't imagine what. Her trickery tended to begin and end with getting brother-cum, one way or another. She already had that.
"I was thinking..." she said.
"Yes?"
"You know how you cum in my pussy?"
"Sure."
"And my mouth?"
"All the time, yes."
"Well... it'd be kinda cool if you, like, came in my butt too."
There it was. My cock restiffened within her, gradually expanding back to full strength. I still didn't know quite what her end game was, but the insinuation was that it was going to be something new and sexy.
"Your butt, huh?"
"Yeah. Like, what if I went and hung out and everything, but I was even more filled up with your cum?"
I looked down at Lily's butthole, which I had a very clear view of thanks to her bottomlessness and bent over position.
"I mean, you know what we'd have to do if you wanted that."
Lily nodded, looking both nervous and excited. "Sure."
"We haven't done that before."
"I know."
"And this isn't a very romantic way to try it out."
"It's not meant to be romantic. People don't do butt stuff because it's romantic." Lily paused. "At least I don't think they do."
"You're serious?"
"Yeah."
As if to prove her point, Lily sucked on two of her fingers, getting them all spitty, then rubbed her butthole. As I watched, totally entranced, her middle finger slowly poked its way in, albeit only just the tip.
"Well, then," I said absently.
"I play with it every now and then," she said. "Not a lot, nothing big, but... I could do it, I think."
"I've never seen you play with it."
She flushed. "Well I was kinda embarrassed about it."
All the shameless cum-sluttery she'd displayed without a hint of reservation, and this was what she embarrassed about. Figured.
I hadn't seen Lily so shy or flustered about anything sexy for quite a while, and I'd forgotten how cute it was. She watched me over her shoulder, gaze flicking around anxiously, hoping for something good from me.
"You were embarrassed about playing with you butt in front of me?"
"A little."
Her finger was still stuck in her ass, though it would only need a slight pop to come out again.
"Can you put your finger in deeper?"
Lily smiled cautiously. "Yeah."
She brought her hand back to her mouth, slobbering over her fingers even more than last time. Her middle finger vanished all the way to the second knuckle this time.
It was by no means the most impressive display of anal proficiency ever, but it had such an innocent sluttiness to it that I halfway wanted to jam my cock in there and give her exactly what she wanted. But, of course, that wouldn't go very well at all for either of us.
Lily's lips parted in a gentle gasp as she slowly fingered herself in and out. She had definitely done this before. She was also succeeding pretty hard at enticing me to take things further.
I sank to my knees behind Lily. I had an even closer view of her anally fingering herself, but I only watched a bit longer before gently pulling her hand away. She squirmed in anticipation, so I grabbed her butt cheeks firmly in both hands, both spreading them apart and keeping her still with one move.
I couldn't help myself at that point. She was right there, her asshole fully mine for the taking. I had to admit to having been curious in the past, having thought about doing butt stuff, but it hadn't been much of a serious consideration. Now, however, with it practically being forced upon me, it seemed those silly little fantasies were to become something far greater.
I licked a small line across Lily's butthole. She tasted clean and fresh, having just showered before we'd started our preparatory naughtiness. In a more emotional and euphemistic sense, it was also quite dirty. Eating my li'l sis's ass? Yeah, not exactly prim and proper behaviour from either of us.
Lily squirmed some more as I licked and licked. Her legs flexed with barely contained excitement, and I saw her toes curl a few times when I took quick breaks to finger her.
I lubed her up with some of the cum from her pussy on top of all the saliva I'd coated her butthole in. I also snuck my cock in her sloppy snatch just to make sure it was all slippery too. Then it was time.
Lily tensed up when I pressed my cock to her butthole. I went slow and rubbed the small of her back reassuringly, careful not to try pushing in when she wasn't physically ready for it. I definitely didn't want to hurt her or scare her off the idea.
She gasped and tightened up again as my cock head slipped in her impossibly small butthole, but was much quicker to relax this time. She pushed back, helping me to get deeper into her bum. Her infrequent tensing diminished the further I made it inside her, until she seemed to have adjusted entirely.
"Oh wow," she breathed. "That wasn't as hard as I thought. Didn't even hardly hurt."
"So it hurt some?"
"Only a very, very little. Just at the start. But, like, really not that bad." Lily smiled over her shoulder. "It feels kinda nice, actually. Better than my finger."
"I would hope so."
Another small push and I was all the way in, as deep as I possibly could get inside my sister's ass. She had a hand down between her legs playing with herself. She gave little involuntary squeezes still, but mostly she was getting used to the brotherly anal intrusion.
I fucked her so slowly and gently at first that I was barely moving. Lily was happy with that for a while, and her hand sped up even just at that tiny movement within her bum. When she started rocking back in synch with me, I figured she was ready for more.
I held Lily's hips and fucked her harder and faster, speeding up just as gradually as I could. I still kind of lost control after a while. It was nearly impossible not to succumb to the sheer naughtiness of pounding my baby sister's sweet butthole in the middle of the kitchen.
Lily grunted and winced a few times, so I slowed down again, assuming I'd gone too far. She frowned at me.
"Don't stop," she insisted.
"It seemed like it was hurting."
"Only a little. Just when you went really deep a couple times." She gave me her shy, halfway embarrassed smile. "But I think I really like when you do that."
I probably was getting just a tiny bit deeper when I thrust all the way in as opposed to sliding as far as I could. I wouldn't have thought it would make that much difference. Maybe it was the depth and the force of it together or something. Either way, I still didn't want to hurt her, but her expression was turning to annoyed until I gave in and went back to full, deep strokes.
We really got into a good rhythm for a while, only pausing occasionally to lube me back up from Lily's gooey pussy. She was having entirely too much fun with getting her bum pounded, which worked out well for me because I was enjoying it way too much too. We were definitely going to have to do this some more.
Unfortunately, our choice of venue did come back to bite us in the ass somewhat. Mom walked in on us mid-buttfuck and chided us disapprovingly.
"Oh come on, guys," she said.
I turned my head and raised an eyebrow, wondering if me pounding Lily's butt in the middle of the house was where Mom finally drew the line.
"You're going to make such a mess," Mom continued. She walked over and scraped a finger up the inside of Lily's thigh, scooping up all the sexiness that had leaked out of her pussy. "Do you know how often I have to clean the floors because of you two?"
I grinned. That seemed about right. Mom's chastisements had become a surreal amusement to me. Things like, "Lily, stop sucking your brother off while we're eating dinner," or, "guys, seriously, you have to keep your clothes on when I have people over," or indeed, "if you get any cum on the furniture, it's gonna be you two scrubbing it off!" And here, again, she'd caught me with my cock shoved up Lily's ass, and she was worried about a little cum dribbling to the floor. Classic Mom.
"Sorry, Mom," Lily said. "Lemme take care of that."
Lily took Mom's whole finger in her mouth and sucked it clean. Mom froze, somewhat taken aback by her daughter sucking on her finger like that.
"And what about the rest of it?" Mom demanded, though the quaver in her voice suggested she was only holding her air of authority through sheer willpower.
At first, Lily didn't seem any more certain than Mom, but then an assured smile crept over her face. "We can do something about that too," Lily said.



I frowned as Lily nudged me back. My cock popped out of her butt, and I wanted nothing more than to grab her and push back in. She was up to something, though, and it probably wasn't a great idea to fight her on it. Not until I knew what it was, at least.
Lily turned and hopped up on the counter, sitting her bum right on the edge with her legs spread. Her cream-filled little pussy was splayed lewdly for both Mom and I. It was only then that I had a sneaking inkling of what naughtiness my not-so-innocent baby sister was up to.
"You're welcome to clean me up, if you want," Lily offered easily.
I thought for sure this would finally be the time Mom exploded and tore into the both of us for our wanton ways. Yet again, I was wrong. All those times Mom had watched us, or snuck peeks, or seemed a little too interested, they now came to a head all at once.
I watched wide-eyed as Mom took a slow, hesitant step toward Lily, then bent over at the waist. Lily gasped and leaned back as Mom dove right in. There was still some hesitation, but Mom must have been wanting something like this for a long time, because she was soon licking away at her daughter's little cunt like she'd been doing it for years.
"Oh, Mommy," Lily breathed, eyes half-closed in unexpected pleasure. She tangled the fingers of one hand in Mom's hair and bit her lip as sloppy sounds came from between her legs.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing, but I couldn't deny how amazingly hot it was. Admittedly, I was already unfairly worked up from getting to fuck Lily's butt for the first time, then getting interrupted halfway through. But even still, my mom eating out my sister right in front of me was the stuff wet dreams were made of.
Mom's full ass was stretching her pants tight directly in front of me, and right at cock height. I tested her reaction by pressing my painfully hard erection against her butt. She didn't acknowledge the move in any way, so I pressed more firmly, grinding up and down on her.
A low moan emanated from Mom, and she wiggled her ass back against me. Confirmation, if it were needed. I took hold of her hips and used her mommy-butt as a masturbation toy, something to tide me over while she ate Lily out.
Feeling emboldened and hornier than ever, I pushed my luck and tugged at Mom's pants. I gave her plenty of opportunity to stop me, but she once again didn't acknowledge that I was doing anything at all.
Mom's panties were surprisingly smooth and silky, which was quite nice on my cock, though somewhat unsatisfying. I needed something a bit more substantial than that. It didn't take me long before I was pulling her panties down too, then grinding directly on her ass, skin to skin.
I was rubbing my cock mainly on Mom's ass cheeks at first, but it naturally gravitated to her butt crack. I thrust again and again into the soft cleft between her butt cheeks. I was getting dangerously close to fucking her, from a certain perspective, but wasn't sure I was ready to go quite that far.
Lily finally pushed Mom away and slid off the counter. Both of them were breathing heavily, and undiminished lust burned in their eyes.
"That counter's hurting my butt," Lily said. "We should go somewhere softer."
She got no disagreement. Mom kicked off her pants and underwear that had bunched up at her ankles, then she and Lily led the way to her bedroom, both of them now bottomless.
I walked behind, staring at the swaying asses of my mom and sister. Their bare butts, while very different in size and shape, hypnotized me with equal success. Lily in particular was swinging her hips far more than necessary, and she glanced back every few seconds to check on me and make sure I was watching her. She smiled at my overwhelmed expression.
The remainder of our clothes got tossed haphazardly to the floor as we reached Mom's room. Lily got naked first and bounced onto the bed with a soft, anticipatory giggle.
I took a moment to appreciate how hot Mom was, especially with her clothes off. It wasn't something that ever would have occurred to me before, though being with Lily had broken some of the incestuous barriers down for me already. Once I took the time to do it, I was fully able to appreciate her form without the kneejerk reaction of being grossed out just because she was my mother.
Mom didn't have the petite, lithe body that Lily did, but the fuller tits, hips, and ass made for a nice counterpoint in their own way. I realized that under the right circumstances, I'd fuck my mom. I would totally fuck her. And these circumstances might just be the exact right ones to make that happen.
Now fully nude, Mom crawled across the bed to Lily, who had reclined herself at the head of the mattress, propped up on the pillows. Mom went for Lily's tits, which delighted Lily, given her love of getting attention in that region.
Lily made eye contact with me while Mom sucked and fondled her boobies. "She's been wanting this a while," she said.
"Yeah, I got that," I said.
"We should give her what she wants."
I bit my lip and looked at Mom's big ass. It was just sitting there, waiting for some familial love. "We should, shouldn't we?"
Lily grinned at me as I took position behind Mom. I felt pretty confident that I didn't have to worry about any jealousy from her. It only belatedly occurred to me that I should possibly have felt some when Mom started eating her out before. That had been exclusively my domain previously. But it wasn't like any of us were going out and finding someone else to bring to the bedroom. It was different. It was family. There was no need for jealousy between us.
I had to taste Mom's butt. I had to. After seeing it, and rubbing my cock all over it, and especially after eating Lily's ass for the first time not so long ago, I had to do it.
I felt Mom's reaction clearly as I licked and slobbered all over her butthole. Her asshole pulsed, her hips wiggled, and once I ventured down to her pussy, I found a waterfall of arousal waiting for me.
Switching between Mom's cunt and ass really got her worked up, until I eventually focused exclusively on her pussy to get her over the edge. She came hard on my tongue, finally releasing some of that pent up horniness within her.
I, however, was still wickedly horny. Without waiting for Mom to recover fully, I shifted position and pressed my cock to her hot, wet pussy. She moaned and tilted her butt up toward me even more as I penetrated her from behind.
Lily's eyes were wide and gleaming as she watched me slide into our Mom's pussy. She bit her lip shyly when she noticed that I'd caught her staring, but she didn't avert her gaze. She wanted to catch absolutely every second of it.
I worked up to a good rhythm fucking Mom, while she in turn went back to licking and tongue-fucking Lily. All three of us were caught in the emotion and lust of the moment, helpless against our naughty desires. It was family bonding taken way, way too far, and none of us cared.
Personally, I couldn't get enough of seeing Lily writhing in pleasure from a brand new angle, while simultaneously pounding a new and forbidden pussy. I was consumed with the intense hotness of a threeway with my mom and sister. It was a magical, sexual experience that I simply didn't have a comparison for.
Lily came loudly as Mom sucked on her clit. Watching her get eaten to such an orgasm got me fucking Mom even harder, and soon after I was pumping a load of cum into my mommy's cunt. That, in turn, caused Mom to moan and squeeze her pussy tightly around me as she came as well.
We were an orgasmic mess for a while. I collapsed next to Mom, who had given up licking Lily in favour of lying half on top of her, panting for breath. Lily, the least exerted of us, idly toyed with Mom's hair and watched the two of us through heavily lidded eyes.
"You shouldn't have cum in her," Lily told me without a hint of judgement in her voice.
"Oh. Yeah. Maybe not," I said.
Lily shrugged. "It'll be fine. I'll get you all cleaned up, Mom."
Lily wrestled Mom around until she was on her back with her legs spread. Reversing their roles from what had started this whole thing, Lily then began eagerly licking my cum out of Mom's creamy cunt.
I knelt behind Lily and put a hand on her butt. She gave a low growl of approval, and her hips got quite wiggly. She arched her back more, presenting her pussy even more nicely as I pressed my cock against her butt. It was kind of a toss up whether I went for her pussy or ass, but I figured her ass would need lubing up again, whereas her pussy was more than ready to go.
The pills I was on were really proving themselves today. I sank into Lily's sweet little hole, feeling just as fresh as if I hadn't already cum multiple times in the past couple hours.
Lily cooed happily in between frantic bouts of licking as I pounded her wet little pussy. I, too, was quite happy to fuck her for a while. Sure it was hot pounding Mom, but with Lily it truly felt right. She was the one I was meant to be with.
Lily kept licking Mom until she'd pretty well exhausted the supply of cum she could reach, and Mom tapped out after another orgasm induced by one of her children.
After that, Lily rolled over to face me, while still half draped across Mom's nude form. She stared lovingly at me while I pounded her to an orgasm of her own, shortly followed by me filling her pussy up yet again.
"Mmm, that's better," Lily sighed as I snuggled up with her, using Mom's recovering body as a pillow. "It's nice having cum all licked out of me and all, but I'd rather have it in me, you know?"
"I really don't," I said. "But I believe it makes you happy."
"Sure does."
Lily closed her eyes and pulled my arms tighter around her, looking for all the world like she was ready to go to sleep right there. She was so damn cute with that contented little smile and no care in the world.
"You're gonna be super late for hanging out with your friends," I remarked absently.
She sighed. "Yeah, I guess I better officially cancel, huh?" She stretched out, incidentally rubbing her boobs across my chest in the process. "I really don't feel like going anywhere."
"It'd be polite."
Lily nodded and reluctantly slipped away from me, pausing only to give Mom's butt a fond pat on the way by. She cupped a hand over her pussy as she padded out of the room, presumably to make sure no cum leaked out, rather than for any token attempt at modesty.
She returned moments later, phone in hand. She cuddled back up with me and Mom before embarking on a brief flurry of text exchanges.
"There, done," Lily said.
"They're cool with you bailing?" I asked.
"Sure. Blamed it on my illness. Hard to get mad at that."
I made a face. "I don't know about that. I don't think you're allowed playing the pity card anymore."
"I'll have to give it up, sure. But I've got some residual pity left to use up for now." Lily shrugged. "You'd rather I tell them the real reason I'm bailing?"
"Not really, no."
"Thought not."
Thus resolved, we lapsed into a snuggly silence. For a time, I simply enjoyed the sensual warmth of the nude bodies cozied around me.
"You know," Lily said with false casualness, "I got cum in my pussy."
"I do know, in fact."
"And my tummy."
"Sure."
"But I didn't actually get any in my butt."
"Alas!"
Lily put a hand on my chest and lifted her head. She batted her eyes winsomely at me. "Please, big brother?"
"As if I could say no to you."
Lily rolled over with a deep purr of excitement and arousal. She stuck her butt out at me while nestling her head comfortably in Mom's voluptuous cleavage.
"Lube your sister up nicely, Jess," Mom murmured while idly stroking Lily's hair.
"Yeah, Mom. I know," I said.
As if I could resist eating that perfect ass again, that sweet little butthole. No, my sister's bum would not be penetrated prematurely.
I licked Lily's butthole copiously, tongue-fucking and slobbering to the very best of my ability. She moaned and wiggled, and eventually started bouncing back and forth in impatient anticipation.
I repeated my earlier trick of using some cum from her sloppy pussy to lube her up further. She calmed down and stopped her wiggling about when I slipped inside her. She mewled happily as I slowly but decisively filled her ass up with brother-cock.
"My children play so nice together," Mom mumbled lazily, then giggled at her own statement.
Lily nodded in total agreement. "So nice," she concurred.
I thrust back and forth in Lily's lovely, tight butt gently and in no particular rush. Neither of us was in much of a hurry, and it was nice just to savour the experience for everything it was worth.
I tenderly butt-fucked my beloved little sister for a long while. She alternated between nuzzling and cuddling with Mom, and looking back over her shoulder at me with smoldering, adoring eyes.
She was more than ready by the time I couldn't hold back any longer. Eventually I just needed to cum, and she was happy to finally get the anal load she'd been craving. She bucked and writhed in synch with my harder pounding, head flicking wildly this way and that.
"Oooh, yeah, Jess," she moaned. "Fill my little bum up with all that brother-cum!" She shuddered and trembled through an orgasm while manically repeating, "Fill me up, fill me up, fill me uuuuuppp!"
Her sounds of pleasure devolved into something primal and unintelligible when I spewed hot cum up her formerly virgin ass. We gasped and stiffened together until the very last of me was unloaded deep within her butt, then collapsed together in a pile of sex-exhausted familial love.
"I've got your cum in my butt," Lily whispered to me.
"You do," I agreed tiredly, but happily.
"And in my pussy."
"Yes."
"And in my tummy," she said, giving herself a pat just below her ribcage.
"All very true."
Lily kissed me. "You're the best big brother ever," she informed me seriously.
"And you," I said with equal gravitas, "are the best little sister cum slut."
A slow, wide grin spread over Lily's face. "Your little sister cum slut," she repeated. "I like that."
She kissed me again, then cuddled up in my arms much-needed and well-earned nap.
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Author's Note: This was intended as a Christmas contest kinda thing for Lit, but I don't really do those and didn't realize that much like everything else Christmas, that stuff starts way too early. Also I was a little slower getting this done than I meant to be. Oh well. It's still well early for actual Xmas, and is plenty incesty since that's what we all really want anyway.
*****
I'd never been drunk before. Maybe I still wasn't. For my eighteen year old, alcoholically-inexperienced self, it was hard to know exactly where the line was.
There were three reasons for my current lack of sobriety: Ash, Mandy, and Jen, aka my sister and cousins respectively. I was the youngest of the four of us, and therefore subject to much corruption and loss of innocence when we all got together.
This evening in particular, we were hanging out in the basement of mine and Ash's house in what was essentially our rec room. The adults of our extended family were all upstairs, probably more wasted than any of us were. Technically we had all reached the stage of being adults too, more or less, but we still clung to our more youthful statuses and kept apart from the older generation somewhat.
The Christmas season had lost its luster as we aged. In years past, Christmas Eve would have been a sacred and revered time; the day before bountiful presents were to be looted in a frenzy of childhood glee. Nowadays, we amused ourselves by other means. Such as, for example, sneaking booze away from the upstairs family and persuading the baby of the family to do shots.
I'd wisely, in my own somewhat hazy estimation, cut myself off when I found myself unable to walk without feeling like I wasn't quite doing it right. I now lounged on the couch in a pleasant stupor, giggling madly at anything even remotely funny the girls said or did.
Ash, for all that she'd been right along with our cousins in attempting to get me drunk, had at least backed me up when I said I was done. Best not to give her baby bro alcohol poisoning so close to Christmas, she reasoned to the others, though I believed in my little heart that there was more love behind her concern than the purely pragmatic.
Christmas movies had been running non-stop on the tv. I watched them in a half zoned out state while Mandy and Jen argued about the rules of a drinking game. I'd figured out a while back that they were talking about different games, and it was mildly hilarious to me that they hadn't figured it out yet.
Ash slipped lightly onto the couch next to me, adopting a posture almost as relaxed and sloppy as my own.
"Holding up ok, Wes?"
"Think so." I shrugged without moving my eyes from the tv. "Every year the Grinch thinks he can stop Christmas, and every year he's wrong."
Ash laughed melodically. "Yeah, you're doing fine." She patted my shoulder. "Want some food to help soak up that alcohol?"
"Nah, still full from supper."
"Yeah, me too." Ash yawned. "Between that and the booze, I could just go to sleep, almost."
"A nap almost sounds good, actually."
"Right?"
Ash snuggled closer and let her eyelids drop. I smiled and returned my attention to the Grinch's cunning ploy that seemed remarkably similar to his devilish scheme from the year before.
Mandy and Jen had resolved their argument while I wasn't paying attention, and were currently engaged in a game of dexterity involving coins. I was pretty sure they still had the rules wrong, but I didn't know exactly what since drinking games weren't my forte. I only knew that there wasn't much drinking going on considering the typical object of such pastimes.
Ash's breathing changed, prompting me to look back at her. I couldn't be sure, but I thought she might actually have dozed off. Certainly her face was relaxed and peaceful, and her chest moved in deep, regular motions.
I hadn't realized before, but the way she'd lain against me pointed an astounding amount of cleavage right at my face. It was a magical combination of her angle of rest, and the way her shirt had fallen open at the neckline.
It wasn't the first time I'd noted my big sister's awesome boobs, but it was the first time I'd been sufficiently inebriated that I kind of just kept staring at them. In my state, they were rather hypnotizing and hard to look away from.
I wasn't quite out of it enough to try grabbing them, but good lord I could have if I'd wanted to. They were right fucking there. It would have been so easy. But wrong. Definitely wrong. And I wasn't even sure she was asleep, for that matter.
I belatedly became aware that the room had gone quieter. Not silent, not with the tv on, but my cousins weren't causing any sort of ruckus at all. I turned my head toward them, only to find two gleaming pairs of eyes staring right back at me.
There was a tenuous silence for a moment longer, then a gleeful, "Oh my god," from Jen.
"Dude," Mandy agreed.
"You were checking out your sister!" Jen said with a manic giggle.
Mandy gave me a disbelieving tilt of her head. "Dude," she repeated with a slightly different inflection.
I realized I'd been caught, and that I needed a cunning and eloquent defense in order to weasel out of the situation. "Uuuhhh..." I said.
"You total perv!" Jen declared just as happily as if she'd found twenty bucks in her pocket.
"Seriously though," Mandy said.
"I didn't..." I protested, "she wasn't... it was... I wasn't..."
"Go on, finish a sentence," Mandy encouraged. "We'll wait."
"Good lord you two are jerks sometimes," Ash mumbled. She stretched, offering me an even more tantalizing view that I had to steel myself against, then sat up straight. "You can't help yourselves, can you?"
"Wes was perving on you," Jen said somewhat defensively. "He was staring right at your tits."
Ash looked down at herself, then shrugged. "I shoulda picked a tighter top, I guess."
"You telling me you really don't care?" Mandy asked. "You don't even think it's funny?"
Ash looked at me, searching my eyes. "Maybe a little funny," she said with a wry smirk. She put an arm around me and pulled me to her instead of vie versa this time. "I do have kind of a pervy li'l bro."
"Aw, come on," I said. "They were right there."
"But you'd have to be kind of pervy to look as long as you did," Ash said.
"How would you even... were you watching me the whole time? I thought your eyes were closed."
"Just open enough to watch the movie. And you, as it turned out."
"Goddamn," I muttered a little sulkily. "I can't catch a break, can I?"
Further implications only gradually dawned on me. Ash had noticed me staring well before Mandy or Jen, and she hadn't said anything. She also hadn't immediately revealed herself as being awake when accusations started flying. Further, she certainly wasn't mad at me. Some of that was good, most of it was just confusing. Had I been missing opportunities to stare at boobs all this time? Well actually, she was still my sister. Probably best not to think that way.
"We need to get you a girlfriend or something," Jen said halfway seriously.
"You think that would help?" Mandy asked.
"I dunno. Maybe."
Mandy peered at me. "You don't have one already, do you? 'Cause that would make checking out your sister that much worse."
"Would it?" Ash asked lightly. "I don't know that it really affects anything."
"Well it's kinda like cheating a bit on top of everything else."
"Looking's not cheating."
"I said like cheating. Not that it fully was."
I debated trying to sneak off, or more likely run away, while the girls were bickering. There wasn't really much hope of that, though. The alcohol in my unhabituated body was a real drain on my ambitions for moving, let alone with much coordination. Plus it seemed to be numbing my embarrassment, because I was pretty sure I should be feeling worse about everything right now. It wasn't great having my sister and cousins debate my perviness and lack of girlfriend, but it wasn't quite as dishearteningly shameful as it could have been.
I flinched as Mandy sat down beside me, opposite Ash. She kind of had to cram herself in between me and the arm of the couch. I'd been too preoccupied to notice her approach.
"So," Mandy said, eyes focused directly on mine, "do you have a girlfriend?"
"Uh..."
"Because you've never said anything about having one."
"I might have a friend who'd be into you," Jen added helpfully. "But only if you're not going to stare at Ash's tits around her."
"Oh come on," I whined. "It was one time. I'm all dopey and out of it."
"One time that we know of," Mandy clarified.
"One time that we're making a big deal out of," Jen further clarified. "There's been a couple times you've looked at my tits. But those were normal glances, not actual stares."
"Hold on, what?"
Jen shifted uncomfortably. "You know, when boys look at your tits, but then look away again immediately. 'Cause they wanna look, but know they shouldn't. It's normal. You can't count that."
"She's right," Ash said. "It happens."
"You can count it when it's your cousin. Or brother."
Ash shook her head thoughtfully. "No, I don't think so. Still a boy. Still tits. Rules are the same."
Mandy sighed heavily. "I don't think I'm drunk enough for this. Or maybe you guys are all too drunk for it. I'm not sure which."
"Speak for yourself," Ash said. "I'm not hardly drunk at all."
"Me either," Jen said. "I don't think we were playing that game right. I should have more booze in me by now."
"I might go see what else I can swipe from upstairs," Mandy said, heaving herself back to her feet dramatically.
"Yeah, I'll come with," Jen said. "Could be something good we missed."
Ash and I were left alone, our cousins' banter fading as they ascended to the upper level. I was suddenly far more aware of how close she still was to me.
"Sorry about that," Ash said.
"Sorry for staring."
"It's fine."
"Is it though? Maybe Mandy was right."
"S'not up to her. S'up to me. I say it's fine."
"Oh. Ok."
A moment of silence passed.
"Wes?"
"Yeah?"
"You don't have a girlfriend though, do you?"
I shook my head. "No."
"Have you ever?"
I flushed warmly. "No."
"Didn't think so."
"Kinda pathetic, huh?"
"Only if you let it be. Doesn't have to mean anything."
"Maybe. I feel like there's something wrong with me though. Or I'm just super unlucky. Or something."
"Maybe." Ash had a thoughtful expression. "You wanna change that luck a little?"
"Uh... what?"
"Just a little, though."
"I don't know what that means."
Ash smiled crookedly. "Do you really like my tits?"
"Aw, come on with that already."
"No, Wes, seriously. Just between us. No teasing. Do you?"
"Well..." I glanced toward the stairs. No sounds of returning hooligans yet. "Yeah. They're pretty great."
Ash grinned wider. "Thanks. Wanna feel them?"
My brain broke for a second. "Sorry, what?"
Ash ignored me. She took my hand and slowly brought it up to her chest. "There. Like that."
I stared stupidly at where my hand was gently pressed to her warm breast. It was over her shirt and everything, but still.
"So soft..."
Ash giggled. "Oh shit, you really haven't done this before, have you?"
I flushed and jerked my hand away. She insistently moved it back where it was.
"Sorry, sorry," she said softly. "I don't mean to tease."
"What do you mean, exactly?"
"I guess I'm not totally sure. Maybe this is like... a present."
"A present?"
"Yeah. It's almost Christmas, right?"
"Sure."
"So, like, maybe it's an early present, of sorts."
I squeezed gently on Ash's breast. "As a Christmas present... you're letting me feel you up?"
She giggled again. "Yeah, kinda. You like it?"
I switched to her other boob. It was just as warm and inviting to the touch as the first. "You know, I really do."
"Good. Merry Christmas, then, li'l bro."
I smiled goofily and toyed with my sister's tits. It was strange to consider this a present, but it honestly made me happier than most things I could expect to find under the tree tomorrow.
Tromping footsteps flouncing down the stairs yanked me painfully back to reality. I hastily brought my hand back from the danger zone and endeavored to act as though I wasn't the sort of boy who'd grope his sister if given the chance, though I now knew I was exactly that sort of boy. I met Ash's gaze before Mandy and Jen burst in upon us, and very briefly pondered her sly, enigmatic smile.
"We got snacks!" Jen proclaimed as though she'd made them herself. "An' booze!"
"Good work, team," Ash said. "Let's see the haul, then."
Ash leaned forward to stand up, and I could have sworn she left her butt pointed at me a bare second longer than strictly necessary. Maybe she'd broken me, and now all I could think about was naughty stuff. Or maybe I'd always been a perv, and suddenly it had been revealed that I didn't have to hide it or feel ashamed of it quite as much as I'd assumed.
Either way, my sister certainly could fill out a pair of jeans. Her butt was almost as enticing as her ample cleavage had been earlier, when presented just the right way. Which, I decided firmly in my only slightly impaired mind, she probably had done deliberately just now.
I guessed it was all fun for her. It didn't mean anything, of course, 'cause I was just her derpy little brother. But maybe it amused her, or perhaps even flattered her, and she'd established that she could do something nice for me. That was probably all there was to it. Just some fun for the both of us, never to be talked of again. But maybe, just maybe, I'd be getting a few more flashes of skin from time to time. Maybe.
****
I'd assumed that Ash and I had gotten away with our sneaky naughtiness. Neither Mandy or Jen said anything, they didn't give me any stranger looks than I'd already been getting from them, and their teasing about me being a perv didn't escalate any. It therefore gave me a bit of a shock when I trudged upstairs to the bathroom later on to find Jen waiting for me as I came out.
My first reaction was that she must be about to accuse me of something since she didn't move to let me past. I got even more panicked when she forced her way in with me, then shut the door.
I calmed down a little when Jen spent a moment examining herself in the mirror rather than jumping right to berating me. Her concern for her appearance replaced some of my concern for pure confusion.
"I had a thought," she said.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. About you being... you know. Single."
"Oh."
"You haven't had sex or anything, have you?"
I flushed and moved to the door. "Dammit. Not this again."
"No no. Hang on."
"Why?"
"I'm not picking on you."
"You sure about that?"
"No really."
Jen turned to fully face me, pushing her hair back as she did. There was a subtle shyness to the gesture that I almost didn't even register. She wasn't kidding though. There was something deeper here than just cornering me for more teasing. Either that or she was an absolutely phenomenal actor.
"We were being kinda mean before," she said.
"True."
"I mean, it's not your fault, really. In a sense."
"Ok."
"But, like, I think you'd make a pretty good boyfriend, when you find someone."
"Uh... thanks?" I peered at Jen suspiciously. "You're not planning to set me up with someone, are you?"
"No, not that. But, like, I kinda feel like it might be good if you had a little confidence going in."
"What?"
"You know. Some experience. Even just a little."
I began to feel flustered for a whole different reason. I might not have had any indication where this was going, except that I was fresh off a similar encounter with Ash.
"Are you saying..."
Jen stepped closer and kissed me lightly before I could react.
"Don't make a big deal of it," she whispered. "It's just for practice. And maybe a little fun. Just a little. Think of it like... like..."
"A Christmas present?" I hazarded.
Jen giggled. "Yeah, like that. That's kind of a good way to put it. A little fun to brighten the holidays."
"You know you're my cousin."
"Yeah, well, they call it 'kissing cousins' for a reason, right?"
"I... don't think that's how that works. I think-"
Jen interrupted me with another kiss. It lasted longer than the first, but was still quite soft, like she wasn't quite sure of it yet. I knew I wasn't. Me and my lack of experience were doubly unsure, given who it was kissing me.
"You don't have to stay so stiff like that," Jen said quietly.
"I don't know what else to do, really," I said. "And not just because I haven't done this before."
She flicked her hair away again where it had fallen back in front of her face. "Don't worry about it. Just having some fun. Just think of it like other Christmases when you get a present that you don't even hardly think about by next week."
"I wouldn't say this is the same thing."
"Sure it is. A little fun, then all forgotten. No problem."
This time when Jen kissed me, she pressed herself delicately against me as well. The whole length of her body, especially her breasts, molding itself to me in a feather-light caress.
My arms went around her, hands on her back, half instinctively, and half because it seemed right based on what I knew. She put her hands on my shoulders, then slipped one behind my head. Our kiss grew longer and deeper, and I felt just the barest brush of her tongue on my lip.
"Shit, Wes, you're not too bad, actually." Jen smiled playfully. "You sure you haven't done this before? You haven't just been luring me in?"
"I had nothing to do with this," I protested. "You ambushed me, remember? I'm still not even sure... I mean it's nice, but... I don't know."
"Maybe that's it," she mused. "Not trying to force anything or prove what a sex god you are. It's a nice change. Maybe I should find myself a nice, shy virgin boy to play with."
"Huh?"
"Nothing. Just keep doing what you're doing."
We kissed some more, transitioning at some indefinite point to what I considered making out. I wasn't sure exactly where the line was, or even if there properly was a separation, but that's what it felt like.
I was kind of embarrassed when I got hard, because I knew Jen definitely felt my erection a couple times when she shifted against me. She didn't say anything though. And honestly, it wasn't like it was my fault, even. This wasn't a case of me being a sneaky perv; she'd come to me and initiated the mildly incestuous naughtiness. I couldn't help reacting to it.
Jen finally pulled away. I was gratified to see that she was panting softly, her eyes were gleaming, and her cheeks held a rosy, flushed hue. I really didn't think she'd been faking anything, but the sight of her confirmed that it was real.
"Better not stay here too long," she said. "We'll get found out eventually."
"Uh huh," I said dumbly, wondering if I could get away with just a bit more making out.
"That was fun though," she said. "A little practice, that same gentle shyness with some skill behind it... yeah, you got potential."
"Thanks?"
"Anyway, give me a minute or two before you follow, yeah?"
Jen slipped out before I could answer. I stared after her a moment, then shook my head and stepped out of the bathroom too.
I'd chosen to use the upstairs bathroom in the first place just to get some space for a moment, for all that it hadn't really worked out. In a good way, of course, but still. Now I found myself still in need of a little breathing room. Instead of heading back to the girls, I went to my bedroom, which was on temporary loan to my aunt and uncle.
I rifled through my clothes, ignoring my relatives' stuff occupying my bed and surrounding area. I tried to decide if I wanted to dress down for sleeping time already, but figured it probably wasn't time for that yet. Besides, I had some clothes already stashed downstairs. I was just looking for any excuse to be alone for a moment.



My head was so full, mostly of good, just a little anxiety and confusion marring the otherwise exhilarating recent memories of my sister and cousin. I could still feel them on me. Jen's lips on mine, Ash's tits in my hand. Jen's boobs on my chest, Ash's head on my shoulder. Some things that I wouldn't have thought twice about before, and others that I couldn't possibly see in a totally innocent way.
I smiled broadly and dopily at the thoughts of what I'd done. What we'd done. Not exactly the healthiest or most moral of behaviours, perhaps, but fun and exciting, and bizarrely validating too. Not only did they care enough to want to help me out and give me some confidence, but Jen at least had admitted to enjoying the experience, and I was pretty sure Ash had too, in her own way. I might not be so hopeless as I sometimes thought.
My self-imposed exile didn't last very long, in spite of my best efforts. Mandy found me daydreaming by myself and proceeded to corner me in a manner not dissimilar to the way Jen had shortly before.
"So this is where you're hiding," she said.
I shrugged. "In my own room. How cunning of me."
"Wasn't sure where you'd run off to, that's all."
I started to tell her that I really hadn't been there that long, but realized in time that I'd been away longer than I meant to. I really didn't feel like explaining that I'd been delayed because I'd been making out with Jen in the bathroom. It seemed like not great idea, somehow.
"I was on my way back," I said instead.
"Uh huh. But like, maybe before you go..."
My spidey senses tingled. "Yes?"
"There was something I wanted to talk about."
"Right."
"I know this is gonna sound like I'm teasing, but I promise I'm not."
What the fuck was even going on this evening? I was pretty sure I knew where this was going, at least generally, and by all rights it didn't make any sense. Still, though, I was pretty worked up and horny from Ash and Jen's 'presents,' so I wasn't in much of a mood for questioning or shutting down.
"Go ahead," I said magnanimously.
"Well I was just thinking that maybe..." Mandy paused, chewing her lip softly. "Shit, I don't know if I can say this, actually."
"Say what?"
"Ok, so like, your whole lack of experience thing, right?"
I had to pretend like I wasn't totally expecting that. "Oh god," I said, rolling my eyes perhaps a little too dramatically.
"No, no, listen. I had an idea."
"Of course you did."
"No, seriously. Like, I kinda had that problem for a while, and, like, there was this friend I had..."
I cocked my head. I wasn't expecting a story about a friend. "Your friend? What about them?"
"So it wasn't like we were into each other or anything. Weren't lesbians. Weren't anything except good friends, right? But we kinda, like, practiced some stuff. With each other. Together."
My eyes widened at the myriad implications all rushing at me at once. "Oh."
"So obviously, like, you and me... that'd be weird. 'Cept me and my friend, that felt kinda weird at first too. But then it wasn't, and it really helped me, I think."
"Oh," I repeated.
"So we definitely wouldn't have to do anything, but if you wanted to try some stuff..."
"You want to 'try some stuff?'"
Mandy shrugged and sat on the bed. She toyed with her hair in a way that somehow made her more vulnerable and easy to approach. I sat next to her shyly, part of which was feigned, and the other part still very real.
"We're just cousins, right?" she said. "Not like I'm your sister or anything."
"No," I agreed, thinking of Ash. "You aren't my sister."
"We couldn't let anyone find out. Or go too far." She shrugged again. "But what's the harm in messing around a bit, really? Not like we'd be the only cousins ever."
My thoughts shifted to Jen. "You're not wrong."
"So... you interested at all? Or am I making a fool of myself here?"
"The, uh, first option, I think."
"Oh. Cool, then."
We sat awkwardly together for a moment.
"What now?" I asked.
"Don't know, really. I kinda didn't expect to actually ask. Or for you to say yes. Or that I'd be kinda nervous if we actually got here."
I breathed a small sigh of relief at not being the only one somewhat nervous and uncomfortable with the evening's entertainment. Although, in a bizarre sort of way, I had the advantage here, since unlike her I'd been doing naughty things with my relatives already, and she presumably hadn't.
Acting on tentative impulse, I reached my hand up and set it delicately on Mandy's tit. She looked at my hand, then over to me with a small, wry grin.
"Well well," she said.
"Sorry."
"No. That's fine. I just didn't expect you to be so bold."
"Maybe I've been laying a careful ruse this whole time in order to get a feel."
"Ha! Yeah, sure. Maybe." Mandy turned more toward me, bringing her knee up on the bed so she could fully face me. "That'd be quite the ruse." She gave me a lopsided smile. "Plus you'd be admitting that you've been trying to seduce your cousin, which is questionable."
"Is it? Isn't that what you did?"
"Nope. I was up front about it and had good reasons."
"Debatable."
"I'd think very carefully before debating too hard. You know, seeing as I'm letting you feel my tits."
"I did that on my own."
"Yes, and I'm letting you."
"In a sense. In another sense, you're not really doing anything."
"You don't think so?" Mandy's smile grew somewhat evil. "How about this, then?"
Her hand darted toward me and pressed firmly against my cock. I'd been half hard already, and her groping me only got me more uncomfortably aroused inside my pants. It would have been nice not having anything in the way, but that was probably more than I was ready for.
Mandy massaged my cock while I fondled her tits. I felt like we were in an insane game of chicken, except that I didn't think either of us was budging. I knew I didn't want to stop.
"This kinda escalated faster than I expected," she admitted.
"No kidding."
I went for an even riskier move and slipped a hand under Mandy's shirt. Her mouth opened in mild shock, but then returned to its impish grin.
"Bad boy," she said softly.
I shrugged and crept my hand upward until I closed over her breast beneath her shirt. There was still a bra in the way, but that didn't stop me from delighting in the pure, warm flesh that was left unprotected.
It was my turn to gasp in surprise when I heard my zipper slide open. Mandy grinned at me in a return to confidence as she got in my pants. My cock begged for release from its cage, which it still didn't really have, but it had a little more freedom now, as well as Mandy's fingers wrapped much tighter around it than before.
"You look like you're in pain," Mandy said in a bemused voice.
"I'm kinda... there's not much room in my pants."
"Oh. Right." She bit her lip and considered the problem. "Is it... god, is it a super bad idea to just take 'em off?"
"Probably."
"Yeah."
I looked away, struggling to restrain myself. Mandy was still my cousin, and we weren't technically in a very safe location, given that my room wasn't fully my own right now. But seriously, was I going to sit there in a mix of amazing pleasure and painful entrapment?
"We could do it anyway," I suggested.
Mandy's eyes gleamed. "I was hoping you'd think so."
Between the two of us, it took quite a bit longer getting my pants down than if I'd just done it myself. We were both a little too eager and excited, and got in each other's way far more than we helped.
In a rational, detached kind of way, I recognized that I probably should have felt some shyness about getting my cock out in front of Mandy. We'd known each other forever, were about as close as cousins could be without living together, and I'd always been the baby of the family, so was used to getting teased. In the moment, none of that seemed to have much bearing.
As well as being my cousin, Mandy was also a hot girl who wanted to do sexy stuff with me. I couldn't quite separate the two, but I also found I didn't care as much as I probably should have. I didn't care that it was technically some light incest in the works, that we shouldn't be messing around. I was too horny to worry about that. I just wanted her to touch me some more.
And she did. I sighed happily as her warm little hand wrapped around my freed erection. Her gaze was intense and focused as she stroked me up and down a few times, then squeezed my cock and just held it.
"I kinda want to jerk you off," she said.
I tilted my head. "Is that not what we were getting at?"
"Don't get ahead of yourself, li'l cuz. Feeling doesn't mean jerking."
"Well no, but... but..." I stopped and bit my lip. Then, "Please?"
"Ooh, well I can't very well resist that cute little face, now can I? Not when you're asking so pretty."
I flushed. "You don't have to say it like I'm a baby."
"No. But it's fun."
Mandy resumed stroking my cock. I moaned appreciatively and leaned back.
"It's been a while since I've done this," she mused.
"Has it?"
"Yeah. Handjobs seemed so daring at one time, then you kinda outgrow them to an extent. Not as exciting anymore." She watched her own hand go up and down for a moment. "But there is something fun and relaxing about them. Not all this drama and work that some other stuff is."
"You think sex is drama and work? That's kinda depressing, isn't it?"
Mandy laughed. "Well... when it's bad it can be." She shrugged. "It can be very, very good, at times. Just the most amazing thing. But, like, it can be tedious and draining too. And then when emotions start getting into it, and not in a good way..."
"Oof. That doesn't sound great."
She shook her head and kissed my cheek. "Don't you worry about that right now, Wes. We're just having a little fun. Having a good time. No drama, no bullshit, right?"
"Uh, yeah, sure. I guess."
Mandy got into a more comfortable position, halfway sprawled out on the bed. I shifted too, grabbing a pillow to put behind my back as I leaned against the wall. It was a pretty chill position for both of us, considering what we were doing.
She stroked me for a while without any words being exchanged. Nothing really needed to be said. I was enjoying her playing with my cock, and she seemed to be amusing herself too. It was a good time all round.
Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end. It was weird because cumming was absolutely the best, better still with a girl's hand wrapped around my cock, and yet I regretted that the buildup to it had to end. I'd experienced similar things before after particularly long and hot jerkoff sessions, and still didn't fully understand it.
Regardless, my hot cum shot out, making a mess all over my lap and Mandy's hand and wrist. She didn't seem the least put off by it. She kept stroking away until I was done, then slowed to a halt, finally releasing me when I was fully spent.
"You came a lot," she said in a bemused tone.
"Sorry?"
"No no, it's good. Interesting, even. Do you normally cum that much?"
"Uh... probably not really."
"Huh. Must just be me then."
Yeah, her or all that teasing and arousing I'd been getting from Ash and Jen before her. Best not to get into that.
"Could be," I agreed. "That was, like, pretty great."
"I bet." Mandy stood and ruffled my hair with her clean hand. "Merry Christmas, little Wes."
****
I had to clean up before rejoining the girls. That meant finding an opportunity to hop in the shower, despite being such a weird time for it. Mom gave me a weird look when I came out all fresh and clean afterward, but I ignored it. I wasn't about to suffer through cum drying all over me the rest of the night.
I got knowing glances from all three girls upon my return to the couch, but I consoled myself with the belief that they all knew different things. I'd gone from not doing much of anything with any girl to doing some stuff with three girls all in a row. Three girls that I really shouldn't have been doing things with at all. Zero to complicated real fast.
Ash's knowing gaze in particular seemed to linger longer than the other two, but that might just have been because I was returning to sit next to her and lightly cuddle. She didn't say anything, but did start playing with my hair. I leaned into it, since I loved my head scritchies. Otherwise, all was quiet on the western front.
We eventually gave in and headed for bed. Or what passed for bed, in some cases. Mandy and Jen were sharing a bed tucked away in the small guest room downstairs next to the rec room. Ash and I, given our responsibilities as gracious hosts, were making do with the couch, or comfy chair, or a sleeping bag on the floor, or whatever we chose, really. It was interesting how having people over downgraded our needs and comforts, but we were so used to it that we hardly put up a fight anymore. A mild whining, perhaps, but no real argument.
I got the couch, in the end. Ash was happy to curl up in the old armchair with a fold out footstool. Happy-ish, anyway.
"This used to be way more comfortable," Ash grumbled as she rearranged herself yet again.
"When you were smaller?"
"Yeah. I feel like I've grown even since last year."
"You had the couch last year."
"Well... whatever year it was, then."
"Could be." I shrugged even though she couldn't see the gesture in the dark. "You could still fight me for the couch. It's not terrible, as long as you're about six inches shorter than I am."
Ash snorted. "We really must pester our parents for an extra mattress or something one of these years. We'll get old enough eventually that we won't recover from sleeping like this."
"I think they may be hoping we'll have moved far away by then."
"Maybe. But they'll still complain if we aren't back for Christmas. And we'll still be given last dibs on sleeping arrangements."
"Hardly seems fair, does it?"
"It most certainly does not."
I chuckled softly and rolled slightly to try and get more comfortable. It didn't really work.
I tried my best to lie still and fall asleep in spite of my makeshift bed. It wasn't happening quickly, but I felt like I might make it eventually. Ash seemed to have beaten me to it, but it turned out she too was merely lying in silence.
"So how'd you like your early Christmas presents?" Ash asked.
I frowned in confusion. "What do you mean?"
"You know. My tits. Then Jen and Mandy..."
All my attempted relaxation was undone in an instant. "They told you?!"
Ash giggled. "No, silly. They don't know I know."
"Then how... why... what?"
There was a faint shuffling, then Ash padded over from her chair to where I lay. Somehow she found room to recline next to me, half sitting half lying. I sat up a bit to make room, but she pulled me back to her before I could get too far. I wasn't sure I wanted to snuggle right now, but I also wasn't sure whether I was mad or embarrassed or what. Too soon to tell.
"Who do you think put ideas in their heads," Ash said softly. "You didn't think I was done just giving you a feel, did you?"
"I kinda did, actually."
"What kind of sister would that make me?"
"Um..."
"Don't answer that." Ash twirled a finger in my hair. "I take better care of you than that, don't I? You need experience, so I got you some."
"Well I can't argue that."
"Kinda funny watching you all think you're sneaking around too."
I rolled my eyes. "Of course."
"But you liked it though, right?"
I hesitated, then sighed. "Yeah, I really did. It's weird and stuff, but like, it made it easier too, in a way. I know you guys all pick on me sometimes, but you're honestly the closest girls in my life. I don't know who else would ever give me some friendly teaching moments like that."
"Mmhm. Very noble, we are."
"So how'd you get Mandy and Jen to-"
"I'm not giving away all my secrets, li'l bro. But I will say I know all three of you pretty well. I know how to get you to do things."
"You're saying you can just casually manipulate us whenever you want? I don't buy that."
"No, no. Not casually, and not whenever I want." I felt Ash shrug. "But you know, a little teasing you when you're out of the room, a little hinting that wouldn't it be nice if you had someone who could guide you, inciting a discussion about how it's kinda weird for cousins to do stuff, but maybe not too weird..." I sensed Ash's evil grin, though I couldn't actually see it. "The truly funny part is I've got them thinking they're seducing my baby bro and getting one over on me."
"That... what? How does that make sense? How is that anything to do with you?"
"You're my brother," Ash repeated patiently. "It's like... I dunno, like if you fucked your friend's little sister or something. Without him knowing. If you had that secret, and anytime he maybe got annoying or full of himself, you could think about it and know that you'd always have that on him."
"You think that's what Mandy and Jen wanted?"
"Maybe. Not like it's the main thing, but probably at least partly."
"God you guys are weird."
"Says the boy who felt up his sister, and did even worse things with his cousins."
"I... shut up. No fair using that against me."
"I'll always have that on you, come to think of it."
"Uh huh. I'd feel more threatened by that information if you hadn't invited me to feel you up in the first place."
I punctuated my retort by rolling toward Ash and putting a hand on her tit. She didn't remove it.
"You make a good point," she said. "Very good point."
It hadn't been my intent to enjoy myself, but it was quite exciting and intimate to snuggle so close with my sister and casually stroke her boobs while in near-total darkness and with our sleeping cousins in the next room, not to mention the rest of our family upstairs. Ash just let me play, seemingly as content with the situation as I was.
I grew bolder and slipped my hand under her shirt. She giggled, but still didn't stop me. There was nothing else between me and her tits, and I drew a sharp intake of breath as I palmed her bare tits.
"Bad little brother," Ash whispered in my ear. Her breath was warm on my skin. She kissed me on the cheek, slow and lingering. "It seems I may have encouraged you too much."
"You aren't stopping me."
"No. I'm not."
I got more aggressive with her boobs, egged on by her easy acceptance of my groping thus far. My hot big sister's tits were all mine to caress and play with. So soft, so warm, so hypnotic.
Ash let me go a while longer, then pulled her shirt off entirely and swung around to straddle my lap. I wasn't sure what was happening at first, and was a little panicked that I'd done something wrong. Her palm pressing firmly against my cock and her lips seeking mine out dispelled that alarmed notion.
This 'present' of Ash's was only getting better at every turn. I'd been amazed before at her merely letting me touch her boobies, but that seemed so minor and far away now. And I definitely had the feeling that there was more to all of this than generous feelings gotten out of hand. She was making out with me and ferociously encouraging my arousal. She wanted something from this. Not the lame excuses of wanting sneaky secrets, but something real and visceral.
Maybe it was all still fun and novelty for her. That was fine. It was for me too, more or less. I had no illusions that any of this was something deep and lingering that had just been waiting to float to the surface. Ash was my sister. Mandy and Jen were my cousins. Nothing serious could happen.
Then again, I hadn't previously imagined that anything unserious could happen either.
"Hey, I gotta ask somethin'," Ash said.
"Yeah?"
"Did Mandy or Jen, like... did they get you off? They didn't go that far, right?"
I experienced another moment of panic, but realized that I probably wasn't in any trouble. If anything, I could have sworn it was a note of competitiveness I detected in her voice.



"Mandy may have, uh, done that," I said warily.
"Ah. Shit. I kinda figured. I mean, either that or you would have been off playing with yourself a while longer." Ash shrugged. "Still, had to figure that might happen."
"Well yeah. According to you it was all your doing."
"Partly my doing. And I couldn't know exactly how far they'd go." Ash kissed me again in a small flurry of light pecks, like she couldn't quite help herself. "She didn't use her mouth or anything, did she?"
"No. Just her hand."
"Good. I can beat that."
She didn't have to beat anything. She knew that, and I knew that. But who was I to argue? This could only get better the more competitive she felt.
Ash slithered backward in a bizarrely sensual fashion. Maybe I just felt that way because I knew she was positioning herself to get at my cock. It really didn't take much to impress me sexually.
My blanket was thrown to the side and my boxers were yanked off in quick and aggressive motions. Somehow those simple things turned me on ever more. I was fully erect and ready to go as Ash's fingers locked around my shaft and gave me a few preliminary strokes.
It took her a bit longer to settle in somewhere that she could get at my cock with her mouth. I scooted back until I was almost sitting straight up, giving her as much of the couch as I could. I didn't want to fuck this up now.
Ash nuzzled my cock before giving it a soft kiss. I bit my lip and tried to stay still and quiet. I knew there was more coming, more amazing sensations that I very much wanted to encourage, but I also knew we had to remain undetected and uninterrupted if I was going to experience them all.
Ash's licks got longer and fuller, using the entire breadth of her tongue. In one smooth transition, her final lick became a blowjob as her lips parted around the head of my cock and carried on downward. I couldn't hold back a groan this time. My back arched and I gave an involuntary little thrust toward her.
"Just chill, Wes," Ash said with a soft giggle.
"Sorry."
She patted my bare thigh, then took my cock again, deeper this time. An insane sensation of warm, engulfing wetness surrounded my shaft. My sister's mouth was simply the greatest place my cock had ever been, and it only got better as she worked her way to the base.
Her throat pressed against the tip of my cock, then slowly opened up to it. Ash struggled just a little getting me all the way in, but managed it without much fuss. She held me there a moment before pulling back again, like she wanted to make sure I was duly impressed by her talents. I very much was.
Ash bobbed her head slowly, getting into a rhythm for a proper blowjob. It was so soft and sensual at first, with only the exquisite little hitches in and out of her throat marring the otherwise silky smooth motions.
"Goddamn that's good," I moaned just barely above a whisper.
Ash moved a little faster, her mouth making correspondingly sloppier noises, in response to the compliment. Running my fingers through her hair seemed to earn approval as well. Otherwise, I mostly tried to be a good boy and stay quiet and still for her, letting her rev up at her own pace.
My big sister was really going at me, working my cock ferociously in search of my cum. She was damn well going to get it too. I was split between wanting the magical moment to last, and desperately wanting to explode in her warm, velvety throat.
I didn't have much of a choice in the matter either way. Ash's skill and enthusiasm came together in a beautiful and effective way, summoning my orgasm from the aether. A great flood of cum burst from my cock into her waiting mouth before being swallowed away just as quickly.
Ash nursed every last bit of cum from me before drinking down the end of it and giving my cock one last kiss. She crawled back up to me and curled up with cat-like self-satisfaction next to me.
"Blow your mind?" she asked.
"Among other things."
"Good." Ash booped me on the nose. "Don't want you ever forgetting who the best big sis of all time is."
I laughed softly. "Not much danger of that. At least until I'm horny again."
Ash chuckled too. "Mmhm. Such a boy. Maybe one of your helpful cousins will take care of that next time."
I chewed my lip a moment, debating whether to ask my next question. "That's not all this is, is it? Some kind of game between you, Mandy, and Jen?"
"Not all, no. I mean, I wanted to beat them to some things." Ash propped her head up on her hand. "You feeling a little objectified?"
"Maybe a little? Maybe like a toy?" I shrugged. "Not that it's such a bad thing, in some ways."
"I should hope not." Ash leaned over and kissed me. "Not to worry, li'l bro. I wouldn't do this stuff for just anyone. Not over some imaginary contest."
"So it is a contest?"
I got a playful shove for my inquiry.
"Careful, Wes. I could cut you off anytime."
"But are you-"
"I mean it. I wouldn't do this for just anyone. None of us would. I won't pretend that we're not having some fun, and maybe not really doing it for the right reasons, but it's all based in love. Promise."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You're my favourite, you know."
"Favourite what?"
Ash shrugged. "Just favourite." She yawned and nuzzled her head to my shoulder. "Hush with the questions now would you? We really should get some sleep tonight."
"I... yeah, ok." I drew the covers up over the both of us as best I could manage. I wasn't convinced Ash wouldn't fall off the couch while asleep, but that was her concern. "Night, Ash."
"Night, Wes. Merry Christmas."
****
I should have expected trouble. I couldn't say why I hadn't. Excepting, of course, that an amazing, sisterly blowjob followed by half-naked snuggles tended to eclipse such petty concerns as possibly getting caught by other family members.
My wakeup came slowly amid a low, hissed argument between Ash and either Mandy or Jen. No, both Mandy and Jen were there. I was stuck in the middle of all three of them, still asleep until just that moment. I kept my eyes carefully shut while I assessed the predicament.
"You can't do shit like that!" Mandy affirmed in the sort of angry voice that was pitched so as not to wake nearby sleepers, but had the very opposite effect. "You're his sister!"
"You're his cousin," Ash shot back in a slightly calmer tone. "You don't see me getting all righteous and moral on your ass."
"First of all, that's not nearly the same. Secondly-"
"Guys, seriously, we need to not do this right above Wes," Jen said, for some reason stuck in the position of a mediator of sorts. "Can we just take it to the next room before we wake him up?"
"Too late," I mumbled as I opened my eyes. Three gazes fell upon me all at once. I reconsidered involving myself, but it was too late. "Merry Christmas?"
Mandy rolled her eyes. "Of all the bullshit. You really had us going. Poor little virgin Wes. Banging your sister how long now?"
"Whoa! What the-"
"Yeah, not cool, man," Jen agreed. "You can't just be getting sympathy points if you're already hooking up with someone. Especially if she's... you know." She nodded toward Ash.
"First of all-" I tried again, but was interrupted.
"We never did anything before yesterday," Ash said firmly. "So don't give us shit over that. And I wouldn't call it hooking up anyway."
"Seriously?" Mandy said. "You're all cozied up, barely any clothes on, and you think we're gonna buy that you never did anything before?"
Ash slipped her shirt back on like she'd only just remembered her tits were out, but without much concern either way. "If we'd done stuff before, we woulda been smarter about it, don't ya think?"
"That's kind of a good point," Jen said. "They aren't that stupid. Usually."
"It was all true," I said, determining that it was a reasonable time to get a word in. "All that shit about me... none of it was made up or anything."
"I just got a little further a little faster," Ash said. "That's all."
I rolled my eyes at her. Competitiveness was so not helpful right now.
"Which, again, is not something to be proud of," Mandy said. "What with the whole sibling thing you got going on."
"Kinda hot though," Ash said, her eyes twinkling in devious amusement. "Made sucking Wes off that much more exciting considering-"
"Ew, dude," Mandy said, shaking her head. "Cousins are one thing. That... that's too much."
Jen had been quiet. Her expression now suggested she was weighing some things over in her head, and that she wasn't quite sure which side she wanted to be on. Interesting.
"Is there any chance I can have a bit of privacy to get dressed?" I asked.
I got three disbelieving looks for my trouble.
"Seen it already," Ash said. "Don't be giving me privacy complaints."
I decided not to point out that she'd done mostly feeling and not much seeing.
"And we're not done here," Mandy said. "You can't get rid of us that easily."
"Sure he can," Ash said. "I for one want a shower and some food. I'm starved."
She brushed her hair back into a slightly more presentable tangle, then marched up the stairs without stopping to argue with Mandy anymore. Mandy, contrarily, followed right on Ash's heels to try and throw more logic and disgust at her.
Jen stayed behind, still looking uncertain but less upset than before. She cautiously perched on the arm of the couch by my feet. She sat facing me a moment before speaking. "Was it really super hot?"
I shrugged. "'Cause she's my sister? I dunno. Kinda, maybe. I wasn't really thinking about that too much. It was mostly hot for other reasons."
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense."
"You're not pissed about it?"
"I don't think so. A little upset at first, maybe, when I found out Mandy had messed around with you. Then Ash too. Kinda took some of the fun out of it. Thought it woulda been something special and unique, ya know? Like a secret little memory of your first makeout. On Christmas, even. Or Christmas Eve or whatever. Close enough."
"Well... it's not quite so secret. But, like, it's still pretty special."
Jen shrugged, unimpressed with my affirmation. "I dunno. Not like I thought it was."
"You mean just 'cause Ash and Mandy did stuff with me too?"
"Well yeah. Not fair having to share."
I sat up and took Jen's hand, pulling her down to the cushions with me. "I can assure you, it still means quite a lot to me. Like, that you'd make out with your weirdo little cousin just to try and do something nice for me."
"Not like it was a chore though," Jen said, flushing slightly. "You made it more fun than I thought it might be."
"See? It's still special."
"I dunno..."
I pulled Jen closer still, then kissed her softly. She still seemed hesitant at first, but that melted away as our lips parted ever so briefly, then met again more firmly. I felt her tongue poke gently against mine, then she pulled away altogether.
"I think it must be hotter when you do stuff with Ash," Jen said.
I frowned. "What? Why are you bringing that up again?"
"Just sayin'. I mean, I know it's kinda fun and naughty knowing that I shouldn't be corrupting my baby cousin, and yet here we are." Jen grinned impishly. "I can only imagine how it is with you and her."
I slowly returned her crooked smile. "Well... maybe it is. And maybe it's pretty fun and naughty getting corrupted by my hot older cousin."
"Maybe, huh?"
We kissed again. Jen drew closer still, nearly into my lap. I was acutely aware of my pantslessness, but the blanket between us kept some bare semblance of modesty. For the moment.
"Ok, definitely," I amended.
"Good answer."
We pulled closer together. Jen got a hand on my cock through the blanket, massaging it in slow, firm motions. I got a peek down her shirt as she leaned over. No bra underneath. Too early in the day, I supposed.
I slid a hand across Jen's thigh, maneuvering it between her legs. She bit her lip and thrust gently against my palm, then a little harder. She started grinding on my hand like she was as horny as I was. Maybe that was exactly the case. Certainly the look in her eyes suggested more hormones than rationality.
I moaned appreciatively when she dug under my blanket and grasped my cock directly, warm little hand wrapping around my throbbing erection. I took her move as an excuse to try getting into her pants, though I had more work to do to get there.
"You bad boy," Jen hissed excitedly. "We did a good job corrupting you, didn't we?"
"Very good job."
"Mmhm. Well I'd better make sure to do a thorough job then, hadn't I?"
I had no idea what that meant, but nodded my head agreeably all the same.
Jen stood long enough to shed her bottoms. I gaped stupidly as she slid her panties down, fully entranced by her beautiful little pussy coming into view. She flushed at my blatant staring, but her smile only widened.
"Now that's the kind of reaction I like to get," she said.
"It is?"
She laughed and patted my head, which meant bringing her pussy even closer to me. "You're still adorable, Wes. Don't ever change." She urged me out of my seat, which in turn gave her an eyeful of my hard, precum-dripping cock. "You didn't eat Ash or Mandy out, did you?"
I shook my head. "No."
"Good. Let the corrupting continue, then." She grinned evilly. "And score one for me."
"Really wish you guys wouldn't keep making it a contest," I grumbled.
"And I wish your tongue was busy being more productive. Hopefully one of us gets what we want."
I took in the sight of Jen lounging bottomless on the couch, occupying my comfy, recently vacated spot. Her legs were spread wide, her pretty snatch as open to me as it ever would be. It was hard to argue with her under the circumstances.
I crawled between Jen's legs, positioning my head directly above her pussy. The aroma of her arousal was subtle, but unmistakable. I breathed it in even as I hesitated just before contact.
"Go ahead," Jen urged softly.
"I... don't know what to do."
"Give it a little lick. Or some kisses. Whatever you want, really. We can work on technique from there, if we need to."
I shrugged and did as suggested. A small lick of her wet slit determined that she tasted as good as she smelled. I took a few more longer licks, and soon had forgotten all my misgivings in favour of eating Jen's pussy out. It was captivating to my horny self in a way I couldn't fully understand, and I fully gave myself over to it.
"Ooh, 'atta boy," Jen cooed. Her fingernails danced lightly through my hair. "So eager."
I kissed, lapped, and sucked my cousin's delicious pussy. She made occasional moans and soft murmurs of delight, only rarely guiding me any more than that as I experimented. I explored and tested at my own pace, feeling more relaxed about it all the time as I discovered how easy it was to make her feel good, and how much I enjoyed licking her out.
Jen was audibly getting hotter and hotter, ever more worked up and close to cumming, when I heard the sounds of someone coming down the stairs. Two someones. And they were still arguing.
All sound ceased as Ash and Mandy caught sight of Jen and me. I'd stopped licking Jen, but my face was still in prime position for it. Combined with Jen's bottomless and aroused state, there was no mistaking what we'd been up to.
"Fuck's sake," Mandy said, throwing her arms up in resignation. "I guess this is just what we're doing, is it?"
"You're part of it too," Ash said, eyes twinkling as she examined me and Jen.
"Yeah. I was. And now everyone's taking it way, way too far. That's my whole damn point."
"He's only licking me," Jen said defensively. "It's not that bad. And... and I was so close, so could you both kindly fuck off for a few minutes?"
"Not a chance," Ash said, smoothly sliding to a seat across from Jen and me where she could watch comfortably. She flicked her shower-damp hair behind her shoulders and settled in.
"This is, uh, kinda awkward now," I whispered apologetically to Jen.
She sighed. "I know. It was a good effort while it lasted." She sat up, giving me a light kiss before standing.
I followed Jen's half-naked form as she took a few steps, then bent over to gather her previously discarded clothes. It wasn't helping my pulsing erection to subside any, and I felt a surge of annoyance that the other girls had interrupted us. All the same, staring at Jen's butt while she bent over made it hard to hold on to those irritated feelings.
"You done with him already?" Ash asked, a disappointed note in her tone.
"You guys coming back kinda ruined the mood," Jen said.
"Yeah, maybe. Sorry about that." Ash's gaze swung back to me. "Still, can't leave my baby bro hanging."
Ash rather shamelessly sunk to her knees in front of me, wrapping her soft fingers around my shaft. I was painfully erect and in need of some attention, so I didn't protest at her doing it in front of our cousins.
Her tongue flicked out across the head of my cock. A few more licks, each getting closer to her actually taking me in her mouth, but not quite arriving there yet.
"Jesus," Mandy grumped. She folded her arms. "I'm finding it increasingly hard to believe that you deviants haven't done this shit before."
"You think?" Jen asked curiously, tilting her head as she watched. Her progress toward leaving to get dressed had been well and truly halted.
"I mean... look at them," Mandy said waving her hands in our direction. "I'm surprised Ash hasn't jumped on Wes's cock and started riding him. There's no restraint at all there."
Jen chewed her lip. "I dunno. I could maybe see it. You think she would though?"
I was asking myself the same question. A moment ago I would have said that was too far even for Ash. However, I'd seen the look in her eyes that Mandy and Jen hadn't. She was goddamn considering it.
"Fuck, that would be hot, wouldn't it?" Ash said in such a low voice that I might have been the only one to hear it.
Mandy and Jen were still talking, but I'd pretty well tuned them out. All my focus was on my sister. She was weighing her options, only idly holding onto my cock in the meantime.
It might have said some bad things about my character that I was hoping she'd rule in favour of the crazy idea. I couldn't help it. Every little escalation had worked out so well for me so far, and this one promised to be the best yet. Perhaps the worst morally speaking, but that wasn't much of a concern for me at the moment.
Ash's lips twitched in amusement as though she could read my thoughts. "You want to?"
I hesitated, but I wasn't even fooling myself by delaying. "Yes."
"Cool."
Ash stood, then offered me a hand up. She kept a hold of my hand as she led me past Mandy and Jen toward the bedroom they'd shared last night. They fell silent as we walked.
"Where the hell are you two going?" Mandy demanded.
"Gonna go fuck on your bed," Ash replied. "I wouldn't come in for a while if I were you."
"You aren't... no, you're messing with me. Right?"
Ash ignored her. She tugged at my shirt as we entered the bedroom, stripping me totally naked before pushing me onto the bed that was still rumpled from our cousins sleeping in it. I watched as she efficiently shed her bottoms and panties, then climbed into bed with me.
"Oh my god, they totally are," Jen said from the doorway. She'd followed us, clothes still in hand, making something of a bottomless matched set with my sister.
Mandy followed slower as though we were dragging her reluctantly along. "So it seems."
Ash hadn't even looked back over her shoulder. She stared straight at me, directly into my soul, as she positioned herself and pressed her bare pussy to my cock. We moaned in tandem as she gently rubbed herself up and down my shaft, coating it in her preparatory slickness. She slowed momentarily as she smoothly pulled her top off and discarded it as well, then right back to focused grinding.



So many things weren't what I'd expected for my first time. I hadn't expected an audience, or to be doing it in the spare room in the basement, and I especially would never have guessed it would be my big sister getting ready to ride me with an almost scary hunger in her eyes.
And yet, I was glad it was Ash. Happy that it was someone I loved and trusted so much. It should have been confusing that she was my sister, but it wasn't. It just made it hotter. Hotter for both of us. We were doing something we definitely shouldn't be, and it turned us on all the more.
Ash continued to grind on my cock until she couldn't resist any longer. She grasped me lightly, just enough to hold me steady, and lowered herself precisely where she wanted to be. I moaned and let my eyes roll back for a second as my sister's pussy engulfed the head of my cock. More and more of me was taken inside her warm, slick, wonderful hole as she slowly lowered herself.
Ash smiled at me, never losing eye contact as she confidently took me all the way to the base. She was fully on me, taking me as deep as she possibly could, and it felt amazing.
"Holy fuck," I breathed.
"Damn straight," Ash said.
She flexed her thighs, then her pussy, making experimental little movements. She bit her lip and rolled her eyes back as she seemingly found exactly the angle she was looking for. Her hips rocked back and forth in slightly larger circles, massaging her pussy and my cock together just the way she wanted.
I was entranced by absolutely everything my big sister was doing; the sinuous dance of her naked body, the pleasure evident in her expression, and especially how it felt being inside her while she was grinding around on me. That didn't stop me from noting our cousins' continued presence, if only peripherally.
Jen slipped into a seat at the far corner of the bed, still naked from the waist down. Her hand went between her legs, covering her little pussy but not at all disguising that she was fingering herself while watching us.
Mandy remained more restrained, but hadn't left her post at the doorway. Her expression had softened, and she too was enthralled by the naughty, incestuous display of sibling fucking.
None of what those two were feeling made much difference to me. I knew it was wrong to let Ash ride my cock, and that it was simultaneously super fucking hot. I didn't need anyone else to tell me those things.
Ash leaned down and our lips met. I cupped her breasts as they were dangled enticingly close to my waiting hands. I caressed her chest and flicked my thumbs over her nipples as our mouths did a dance of their own, mimicking the naughtier one down below.
I let my hands slide down Ash's body as she straightened partway up again, eventually settling on her tight butt. I groped her while she rode me, getting as much of a feel as I could on her constantly moving ass.
Ash's pace increased once she braced herself against my shoulders and took some of the weight off her legs. Her tits were back in fondling range, though not quite in my face the way they were before. Weirdly, I was more entranced by her face than her boobs.
She was panting, only lightly, but quite noticeable to me. Her mouth hung open slightly, her tongue just visible between her lips. Her eyes had glazed over a bit so that she was almost staring through me rather than at me.
My big sis was horny as fuck, and was using me quite vigourously to get herself off. That was my conclusion. This definitely wasn't all about me, nor about some silly, oddly placed competitive streak. It was more about cumming all over her brother's cock.
Ash moaned happily, panting even harder as her muscles tightened and her butt wiggled around frantically, losing the steady, smooth pace she'd been setting before. She squeezed my cock so much differently than before, arrhythmically and probably not at her own discretion. Her orgasm gave me a further glimpse into the wild thing she could become when sufficiently enticed, and I loved it. The physical and the emotional both.
I wasn't long after her in cumming. I was impressed I made it as long as I had, in some ways. The extra squeezing and massaging and frantic grinding got me as good as it got her. My cum exploded with an intensity not even matched by the finale of her blowjob from the night before. It was the single greatest feeling of all time, for the brief seconds it lasted. So much cum flowed from me in huge, amazing pulses, directly into my sister's still spasming pussy.
The immediate aftermath was just a touch scary. I felt vague stabs of guilt and uncertainty once the high of my arousal wore off. Ash was so quiet afterward that I feared she might regret what we'd just done. Or that one of the other girls would go on a rant about why that shouldn't have just happened.
I didn't need to worry. I should have believed in my sister. Her breathing slowed, and suddenly she was all smiles again, bending down to give me a last, lingering kiss before dismounting me.
"That was fucking hot," she said, confirming her own earlier hypothesis.
"It was, wasn't it?" I said cautiously.
"Fuck yeah. Shit." Ash shook her hair out of her face and took a moment before standing up. "Really shouldn't have done it now of all times. I don't wanna go sit with the fam the rest of the morning and pretend everything's chill."
"Yes. That's the takeaway from this," Mandy said sardonically, though there wasn't much bite in her words. She clearly wasn't as scandalized by the extremes we'd taken our fun to as she had been.
"Just sayin'." Ash said. She snagged her panties off the floor and pulled them up, securing them snugly against her pussy that was all filled up with my cum. "Shoulda done it last night or something. Give us some cool down time." She shrugged. "We weren't ready for it then, though. Woulda been weird."
"Again, you might be taking the wrong lessons from this," Mandy said. "It wouldn't have been any more weird last night."
"Sure it would have," Ash said. "You weren't goading us into it last night. We needed that rebellious push, so thank you for that."
Mandy's retort was interrupted as Ash darted to her and gave her a light kiss on the lips. Mandy pushed her away, glaring menacingly, but Jen was cracking up from her perch on the bed. Ash, too, was grinning impishly and daring Mandy to blow up on her.
"Yeah, ok then," Mandy said resignedly, seeing she had no help. "I dunno exactly what to think about it all. But I guess it was kinda, like, pretty hot."
"I know, right?" Ash said.
Jen was nodding along, but watching me rather than the girls. "Yeah. Pretty damn hot," she echoed.
I tilted my head, watching Jen warily. She was thinking something, working it over in her head.
"Think I could have a go?" she asked me.
My eyebrows went up. I hadn't particularly been expecting the question, though it also wasn't totally out of nowhere.
"I never finished earlier," Jen wheedled, wiggling slightly in pent up frustration. "And it was super hot."
Ash's eyes were gleaming from over Jen's shoulder. "Fuck yeah! Do it, Wes." She held up a pair of fingers. "Two girls for your first time. You can't say no."
"Two girls you're related to," Mandy reminded me, though somehow I got the sense it wasn't quite an argument against it. More a vocalized curiousity as to what I thought of the idea.
"I'm not really ready again yet," I said, my voice thick with the disappointment I felt. This wasn't the sort of opportunity that one casually passed up.
Morally speaking there was no problem. Jen fucking me was easily less bad than Ash fucking me. Ash's point about fucking two girls in a row was well-received by my pervy, teenage-boy brain. And, all other factors aside, it would be pretty fucking amazing having sex with my hot cousin. I wasn't horny, was all. I'd just cum massively. Unfair as it was, that left me not nearly as interested as I should have been.
"Is that the only problem?" Ash asked, making a dismissive sound. She patted Jen on the shoulder. "Go get him."
I cocked my head again, but Jen wasn't waiting for my response anyway. She crawled over to me, cleavage quite visible down her shirt as she approached horizontally. Still maintaining eye contact, she dipped her head and flicked her tongue over my cock.
I was sensitive in my post-orgasm state, and not ready to go merely from that one touch, but Jen was persistent. She gave a series of small, dainty licks until she started getting the reaction she wanted. Her licks grew longer and firmer as my cock twitched back to life. She didn't seem to mind the taste of my cum or Ash's pussy at all as she licked and sucked me back to a full erection.
Jen kept playing with my cock longer than necessary, either because she was having fun, or just really wanted to make sure I was ready. All the sex juices covering it had been replaced with her saliva by the time she crawled into position atop me.
She was a little shyer than Ash, a little less sure of herself and what she was doing. She glanced over her shoulder a few times rather than ignoring her audience the way Ash had. When she met my gaze, a faint blush filled her cheeks.
"You ready?" she asked.
I smiled with more confidence than I truly felt, as though somehow I needed to be the experienced and reassuring one. Not that I really was by any means. "Very ready," I said.
This time I had a better idea what to expect when Jen lowered herself onto my cock. I got to relive the magic of pressing against Ash's pussy, feeling her spread to accommodate me, and slowly, exquisitely disappear within her. There were some subtle differences in the way Jen moved and felt, but the overall effect was very, very similar.
Jen bounced lightly as she took me deeper. She used a long series of small, purposeful motions to fit me all inside her, perhaps having a little more difficulty with it than Ash, though the end result was the same.
I ran my hands over her bare hips and ass as she got situated, then took a firmer grip as she started riding me for real. I squeezed her butt as it bounced around, feeling it tighten in response to the pleasure she felt.
Jen's frantic pace was, I assumed, at least partly a product of her having missed out on cumming earlier, then having her arousal deepen as she watched Ash and me. There was more physical lust apparent in the way she moved, as opposed to Ash's more calculated mental arousal.
Either way, it was pretty amazing. My edge had been taken off already, and I had more clarity and patience for appreciating just how good it all felt, and how hot it was fucking my cousin immediately after my sister. Jen may have felt the urgent need to cum, but I was happy to enjoy the ride in the meantime.
I let my hands roam some more, over Jen's butt, down her thighs, up her tummy, and even all the way under her shirt to her tits. It was all mine to play with while she in turn focused on fucking herself on my cock.
She got just a little faster and wilder as her orgasm overtook her. Her hips got all squirmy and her pussy clenched at me, while up above her eyes rolled back and her mouth hung open in wordless ecstasy. A few long shivers rolled through her body at the tail end, then she was back in the real world again.
Jen smiled shyly down at me as her eyes refocused. Her pace had slowed, but was back to a consistent rocking. She worked my cock more deliberately in her calmer state, giving little squeezes from time to time that might have been for my benefit rather than hers.
Several more delightfully sensual minutes passed before I was ready to cum again. I let it happen, savouring the buildup and eventually release straight into Jen's pussy. Her expression changed as she was filled, very much resembling her blissful orgasm face.
She kept fucking me until she sensed that I was done and once again very sensitive. I noted the reluctance in her eyes as she unstraddled me. I managed to snag her shirt and pull her in for a kiss before she got too far away. That brought a grin back to her lips.
Much like Ash, Jen scooped her panties up and snugged them to her creamy pussy, keeping all the sexy mess tightly contained. It was so hot knowing they were both carrying my cum around inside them now.
Ash and Jen wandered out of the room together, mainly chatting about fucking me, by the sound of it. Mandy was a little slower, but she followed behind them.
I stayed where I was. I was tired out, though in a very good way. I was happy to lie there and do basically nothing, snippets of the past half hour flitting through my head.
Noises from the next room filtered in to me, little bits of conversation, and occasional footsteps going up and down to the main floor. I didn't pay much attention to any of it. I didn't even notice Mandy returning until she was in the process of sitting down next to me. I wondered if I'd drifted off a bit.
"Sorry, did you want the bed?" I asked.
"No," she said. "Came to talk to you."
"Oh."
"Not to chastise you. Don't look so worried."
I nodded. "Good. So what's up then?"
Mandy was silent a moment. "You and Ash... you and Jen..."
"Uh huh."
"I'm not a prude, you know."
"No, I know. You letting me feel you up and jerking me off kinda gave it away." I chewed my lip. "So, uh, why did you freak out this morning?"
"I didn't freak out."
"You kinda did."
Mandy sighed. "I thought it was too much. I can have limits without being a prude."
"You can."
"But maybe... maybe I did freak out a little. And maybe I didn't need to." She shrugged. "Maybe."
"I seem to have come through ok."
Mandy snorted. "Yeah. You sure did." She shrugged again. "I'll admit it. It was fucking hot, and I can't blame any of you for taking it that far, really."
"Yeah, I noticed you were hanging around watching."
"I was." She bit her lip, then looked straight at me. "And maybe I'm a little jealous now."
My well used cock still twitched at the insinuation. I'd some recovery time, though not as much as I might have liked.
"You don't need to stay that way," I offered cautiously.
"Wanna fuck me too, huh?"
"Well... just if you want to. You know. I'd be up for it."
"Bet you would."
Mandy's hand wandered over to my cock that had only just barely started hardening again. She stroked it lightly with her fingertips, watching intently as it stiffened at her touch.
"It'd be hot," I said, perhaps unnecessarily. It seemed like Mandy was leaning the right way already.
"It would," she agreed.
Her fingers curled around my stiffening erection. She squeezed gently, then stroked up and down. She was still thinking, but I was pretty sure she'd decided, even if she hadn't fully realized it yet. On some level, she'd probably known before she came back. It had never been just about talking. Not really.
"And I can't be the only one not to," she said in a quieter tone.
I groaned. "Not that competitive shit again."
"Maybe a little." She leaned down and kissed me. "But not really."
That was good enough for me, not that I would have declined either way. I'd had enough time to recover, to feel properly horny again as I was touched and fondled. I cupped Mandy's boobs through her shirt, comparing them to the feels I'd snuck from the other two girls.
It wasn't really all that long before Mandy had worked herself up enough. Not much kissing or fondling required to lose the last of her reservations. She shed her pants and underwear quite efficiently, not even giving me much chance to perv on her before crawling on top of me.
"You've gotta be having the best Christmas ever," she said offhandedly.
"It's up there alright."
"Only up there?"
I shrugged and smiled. "Ok, you got me. This is definitely the best Christmas."
"Will be when I'm done with you. That's for sure."
Some odd bravado coming from Mandy, but not entirely undeserved. I felt some of the same confidence and ease from her as I had with Ash as she grabbed my cock and sank onto it. Her pussy accepted me, so warm and snug, so willing to take me deeper and deeper.
It only belatedly struck me how wet she was, even without playing with herself or having me do much of anything. Sure there'd been some foreplay, but I had a suspicion it had mostly been from her watching or playing things out in her head. Maybe just the idea of fucking her baby cousin, watching Ash and Jen have their fun with me already. Maybe that was enough.
She rode me hard with more determination and need than Ash or Jen. I was her sexy, forbidden toy to be used to catch up with the other girls, and more importantly to get her off. I was ok with that.
Mandy's hips bounced around wildly, making her ass hard to hold on to without getting in her way. I played with her tits instead, getting right up under her shirt and pushing it higher up her chest. I had become absurdly comfortable with the girls' bodies in the short time since they'd been made available to me in any kind of sexual capacity. I didn't know if my access would last beyond this morning, but for right now I could grope Mandy's chest all I wanted and barely get a reaction from her, other than the occasional soft moan that might have had more to do with her riding my cock than anything I was doing.
Mandy managed to cum, releasing that initial pent up horniness in a contented hiss of satisfaction. I watched the fluctuating expression on her face, felt the twitching of her pussy, and ran my hands down her bare tummy to her hips.
With that out of the way, she kept going at a slightly calmer pace. She rocked back and forth more steadily, only now seeming to give some thought to what would make me feel good. I wasn't totally sure if she was looking for another orgasm for herself or one for me, though I knew I'd eventually get there regardless as long as she didn't stop.
A flash of movement caught my eye. Ash was at the doorway, ghostly silent and grinning like the devil. She winked at me and flashed a thumbs up. I rolled my eyes, but didn't engage. It would probably do more harm than good. I wasn't sure if Mandy cared one way or the other, but I didn't need them bickering or competing again.
Ash watched a while longer, seemingly with no desire either to interfere or leave us alone. Mandy, fortunately, remained focused on me. She fucked her way to another climax without being aware of our audience.
Shortly after that, I felt my own end approaching. Mandy made an odd sound as my cum spurted into her pussy, then smiled crookedly and milked it all from me until I had nothing left. She carefully dismounted me and patted my shoulder before stepping to the floor.
Ash had vanished in the interim.
"Merry Christmas, I suppose," Mandy said lightly.
"Yeah," I said. "You too."
I stared at Mandy's butt as she dressed herself, then rolled over and shut my eyes after she left. I didn't quite want to sleep, but I was pretty drained and didn't want to do much else either.
My lips curled subtly upward as I processed the morning I'd had. Mandy had it right; best Christmas ever.
****
I had to be roused by my sister and cousins when the rest of the family started getting impatient. Not that they'd waited for us to have breakfast or anything, but there were certain rituals that mandated perfect attendance. Presents, specifically.
I was the most bedraggled of anyone, wedging myself into a spot where I couldn't lean over and fall asleep even if I wanted to. The girls did much better jobs acting like they hadn't lost any sleep or spent all their morning energy fucking me.
All three of them; Ash, Jen, and Mandy. They all were walking around, sitting among family, interacting and laughing, all with cummy pussies. My cum. Nobody had any idea except for the four of us.
Any other day that would have made me too horny to sit comfortably. As it was, they'd worn me out so that sitting and being good was exactly what I wanted to do.



Jen kept closest to me, sometimes right beside me. We exchanged frequent, blushing glances. Secret looks, little smiles. She squeezed her thighs together from time to time, but I only noticed because I couldn't help glancing that way. Maybe she was still horny, maybe her creamy pussy was distracting. I didn't ask.
Ash and Mandy each caught my eye repeatedly as well, though they mingled a little more and didn't pay me quite as much attention. Still, their pussies were just as naughtily filled, and I imagined they were on the horny side too, despite hiding it well. I liked to think they were being driven a little crazy by it regardless of what they showed outwardly.
It kind of sucked when everyone left later on. I got sneaky kisses from Mandy and Jen before they left, and I managed to get a few feels of tits and ass in too. Mandy somehow had the audacity to grab my cock through my pants during our final hug goodbye, and managed to get away with it without being noticed.
I felt a bit lonely when the house was empty again. Mom and Dad were still there, and Ash of course, but the magic seemed to have left with our relatives' cars. It had been a hell of a Christmas, but we'd come to the end.
I was stocking up on food and planning to barricade myself in my reclaimed room when Ash found me later on. I hadn't eaten much at all so far and was pretty hungry, as well as being resigned to a relatively boring and uneventful rest of the day.
"Hey there," she said cheerfully.
"Hey," I said in a more normal tone. "Getting some food too?"
"Nah." Ash watched me thoughtfully for a moment as I stuck my overfilled plate of leftovers in the microwave. "Wanna go hang in the basement? Watch some more Christmas movies or something?"
"Now?"
"Now-ish. Whenever you're ready."
"To watch movies?"
"Or something. Yeah."
"You didn't get enough of that last night?"
Ash rolled her eyes like I was being painfully slow. "Want to go downstairs?" she said more slowly. "With me? To do 'Christmassy' things?"
The light dawned on me. "Oh. Ohhh."
"Yeah. You know. 'Cause it is still Christmas, after all."
"Good point." I bit my lip, reexamining my options now that I knew Ash wasn't done with me. "Although you know some people say that every day can be Christmas, if you keep the spirit alive in your heart."
Ash gave me a cat-like grin. "Is that what they say? Must be true then."
"Must be."
She moved in and gave me a light, lingering kiss.
"Better eat up, li'l bro. Might be lots of Christmas left yet."
I nodded, my grin matching hers, imagination running wild. "Might very well be."
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I lay in bed staring at nothing. My mind refused to slow down, one of those godawful sleepless nights where every tiny mistake of the recent past, and some from years ago, came back to niggle at me. Why had I said this, not done that, and screwed up that simple task so badly? That sort of intrusive, very unhelpful thinking.
I would almost have accepted it, if in fact there had been a personal fuckup worth fretting about. There wasn't, though. Just a series of minor mishaps and overanalysations all working together to make me feel like the dumbest dummy alive.
My covers became suffocating, and for a time I leaped out of bed and paced across the floor. Stalked, really. An angry, deliberate movement of my legs as a traveled back and forth. But the floor was too cold for my bare feet, and I reluctantly returned to my warm bed.
I sat with my back to the wall, cross legged, blanket pulled over my lap as a concession to my poor chilled toes. The wall was a bit cool through my thin cami, but not so much as to be uncomfortable. I wasn't ready to lie back down and try to sleep again just yet.
My phone was in my hand, having semi-unconsciously grabbed it before giving up on stalking shadows. I scrolled up and down my contacts list, wanting to talk, knowing that no one else should be up at such an hour. Waking someone just to listen to my inconsequential problems wouldn't make me feel any better.
Unless...
I pursed my lips and stared at my brother's name glaring back at me from the small screen in my palm. Asher was about the right mix of good to talk to and not someone I'd be too upset about waking up. Plus he'd always been up till all hours in our teen years. There was a chance.
My hands shifted to a double grip on my phone, thumbs poised. Hesitation a moment longer, then a few swift touches.
"Hey."
Another hesitation, then a follow up.
"You up?"
I waited an excruciatingly long time, to the point I was certain I'd get no response. Though, in fact, when I did get a message back, the time stamp suggested it had only been a couple minutes.
"In a sense."
My lips twitched in a brief facsimile of a smile.
"Same."
"Nightmares? Need your valiant brother to scare the monsters off?"
I snorted aloud.
"You dick. No, not monsters or dreams. Haven't got as far as dreams yet."
"What is it then?"
"You first."
"Nuh uh. I asked first."
"Mine's stupid."
"So?"
"So I don't wanna say. I just want a distraction for a while."
"What kind?"
"Dunno, really."
"You don't make this easy, Vic."
My lips quirked. He was right. I thought about what to say next, what kind of distraction I could ask for, but Asher had already sent another message.
"Hang on a sec, I got something."
I frowned, imagining what could possibly require me to 'hang on a sec.' A moment later, a picture came through that kind of explained it.
I giggled out loud at what he'd sent me. Much like me, he was lying in bed. He'd managed to get a very good angle of his pouting face and part of his bare chest, with his nipples and everything below strategically covered by his sheet. It was a very good imitation of the sort of thing an attention seeking girl might post online. It didn't have quite the same enticing effect when coming from my little brother, though I supposed the right sort of girl might think he looked good in spite of the goofy pose.
"You doofus."
"What, not sexy enough?"
"Yeah. That's the problem. Not sexy enough."
Another long moment passed. I could feel something coming, something that took the joke just a bit further. And, sure enough, another pic came through. This time, Asher was biting a finger seductively, and nearly the entirety of his chest made it into the shot.
I shook my head and flicked a thumb across my screen to call him instead of typing out a reply. I hit speaker and set my phone down, taking the chance to stretch out a bit before he answered.
"That one was better, wasn't it?" he said without bothering with a greeting.
"Yeah, Ash, it was lovely."
"Thought so. Hang on, I had another idea for-"
"I swear to god if I get a dick pic I'm kicking you in the balls next time I see you."
"Oh. Nevermind then."
I snorted. "Ash, my darling brother, you need help."
"Do not."
"You sent me sexy pics to try and cheer me up."
There was a pause. "Well it worked, didn't it?"
"Kinda, yeah. But how 'bout next time you tell me a funny story or something."
"Don't have any funny stories off the top of my head."
"I said 'or something.'"
"Don't have any of that either."
I rubbed my forehead in a mix of amusement and exasperation. "Well no more of that sort of thing anyway."
"No? Not even a little?"
"No. What if someone saw those pictures?"
"Like who?"
"Someone. Anyone."
"Enh."
I sighed loud enough to make sure Asher could hear. "What if I sent you pics and someone saw, hm? Sexy pics of your sister?"
"Huh." Asher hummed thoughtfully. "I dunno, really. You better send me a couple and I'll see how I feel about it then."
I made a sound of mock outrage, though I couldn't help smiling. I could imagine the smirk on his face on the other side. Little brat of a brother he was sometimes. I had to admit, though, he knew what he was doing when it came to getting my mind off internal troubles.
"As if," I said. "You'd probably actually like that, wouldn't you?"
"Of course not. It'd just be for a test."
"Yeah, test this," I grumbled under my breath.
I quickly flicked to the camera setting and snapped a selfie of me, middle finger stiffly upraised, front and center. I heard the moment Asher got it. His chuckle was fully unrepentant.
"You know I can see a bit of cleavage there," he said. "Behind your hand."
"Good for you. Stop staring at my tits."
"How do I know you're not staring at my chest right now? Hm?"
"Why would I be doing that?"
"I'unno. Same reason I'm staring at-"
"Don't even."
"I was going to say the beautiful colour of nail polish you're wearing."
I groaned, then chuckled softly. "Ash, if I believed that, I'd be the one needing help."
"No seriously. It's so lovely and soft and smooth..."
"Yeah. Ha ha. You're doing that thing where you pretend to refer to something innocuous, but could just as easily apply what you say to something more perverse. Hilarious."
"I thought so."
"You're just the worst sometimes."
Again I could sense Asher's grin without seeing it. "Vic?"
"Yeah?"
"Love you."
"Yeah. Love you too."
"D'awww."
"Only because it's contractual, mind you."
"Fair enough." I made out a stifled yawn on his end. "I'll take what I can get."
I glanced at the time on my phone and sighed to myself. I was keeping him up so late just because I couldn't sleep. "No, really though. Love you, Ash."
He made a kissy sound back. I accepted it without comment this time. I'd let him have it.
"I should let you go," I said.
"Gonna get some sleep?"
"Gonna try."
"'K. Night, Vic."
"Yeah. Good night, Ash. Thanks for talking."
"Anytime."
I held onto my phone after hanging up. I took another peek at the pictures Asher had sent me. They actually weren't half bad, in some ways. My little brother had grown into his body more than I'd realized. I wondered when that had started. We didn't see each other as much now that we were both in our twenties. It was harder to keep up on these things.
I shrugged and set my phone aside. Oh well. I'd just have to make more of an effort. I needed more Asher in my life. Goofiness and questionable choices of selfies and all.
****
It was the following weekend when I next saw my brother. He came to visit me at my apartment, in point of fact, and with no warning at all. It was both sweet and annoying of him.
I was still in bed at the time, though not asleep. Just dozing. Somewhere between sleep and consciousness, but not fully in either realm. I heard voices from elsewhere in the apartment, but didn't pay them much mind. Krista, my roommate, might have had someone over for all I knew.
Asher's voice registered in my sleepy brain just before he entered my room. Without knocking or anything. Rather uncouth, I thought.
"Morning, Vic."
"I'm sleeping," I mumbled without opening my eyes.
"No you're not."
"I'm sick!"
"Nope."
"I'm... naked?"
"You're lazy, is all. Time to get up."
"You're breaking and entering."
"Krista let me in."
"I don't wanna get up yet."
"Now that one I believe. However, I'm here now, and I'm not sitting around all morning waiting for you to stagger out of bed."
"It's early yet."
"It's nearly eleven."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"Well... I'm allowed to sleep in. It's the weekend."
Asher sighed. "Sleeping in like this is why you can't maintain a healthy sleeping pattern the rest of the week."
"That was one time!"
"One time recently. That I know of."
I grumbled and sat up, brushing my hair back into a slightly less disorganized mess. "What are you, a sleep therapist now?"
"No. Just working off my own experience and common sense."
"I hate it when you act like you're the older sibling, you know that?"
"And here I thought it'd make you feel young at heart again."
I stuck my tongue out. "M'still young. Ish."
"Glad to hear it. Up you get. We're going for brunch." Asher glanced at his wrist, miming checking the time on a nonexistent watch. "Or lunch at this rate."
"And who decided that?"
"I did. It'll be lovely family time."
"Are you worried about me or something?"
"A little."
"Ugh. You call someone in the middle of the night just once..."
"And they take an interest and reach out," Asher continued in a sympathetic tone. "Horrible, I know."
I could tell I wasn't winning. I gave up and swung my feet out of bed. "Fine. I'll go to stupid brunch."
"Huzzah!"
"Let me change in peace, would you?"
"What, you don't want me to watch?"
I threw a pillow at Asher's head. He dodged easily and scampered out of the room, self-satisfied giggles echoing behind him as he shut the door.
****
"Lovely morning, isn't it?" Asher said cheerfully as we walked to the nearest available diner.
"Lovely," I mumbled.
I'd pulled my hair back in a messy ponytail and thrown on clothes that were presentable without taking much effort. I'd refused to put myself together too much just for my helpful pain in the ass of a little brother this morning.
"I'm really fine," I said, despite not having been asked.
"I know. We can hang anyway, can't we?"
"You came over this early in the morning-"
"Not that early."
"-with no warning just to hang?"
"Yes. Unless you actually were in need of rescue, in which case I might have done that instead of brunch."
"Rescue from what?"
"Inner demons. Or insomnia. Or if you'd been replaced by a replicant of some kind."
I glanced sidelong at Asher. "And how would you have helped with any of those possibilities?"
"Self-confidence and a plucky, can-do attitude."
"Ah. Good, then."
We had a reasonable amount of space to ourselves in the diner. It was after breakfast and before lunch, so we'd hit a nearly perfect lull.
Asher declined coffee, but I cradled a mugful and sipped gratefully at it. I still needed to wake up a bit, unlike my more alert brother.
"You know I appreciate the support," I said, watching Asher over my mug.
He flashed a smile. "Good."
"But I don't need rescuing."
"Also good."
"Just as long as we're clear."
"Very clear. So you're paying for brunch then?"
"What? Hell no! If anything, you should be buying, dragging me out of bed like that!"
"You said-"
"I said nothing about not accepting well-deserved recompense for disturbing my weekend lounging."
"Promise me you'll work on a better sleep schedule, and I will happily buy you brunch."
I glared at Asher. "That sounds an awful lot like you trying to trick me into being rescued."
"Perish the thought."
The arrival of our food interrupted my train of thought. I was hungrier than I'd realized, and I stuffed my face rather indelicately for a few minutes before eventually attempting further conversation.
"Tell me about you," I said in a blatant attempt at changing the subject.
Asher struck a pose, a faraway look in his eye. "Well... I was born in a small town, the-"
"Fuck off. I meant what's been going on recently? Stuff I don't already know." I took another bite. "And there was never any small town," I mumbled around the mouthful.
"Oh, right. That makes more sense." Asher considered, then shrugged. "Not much exciting, I'm afraid."
"No? No new girl? Job? Car? Hobby?"
"No, no, no, and no. Respectively." He tilted his head. "I finished a short story last weekend. I guess that's something."
"Ah, see, there. Your writing's going well. That's the sort of thing we should be catching up on."
"I s'pose."
"You making any money off that yet?"
"I've told you. It's for fun."
"It can be both."
Asher chewed on his lip. "Maybe," he said thoughtfully. "And yet, maybe the one precludes the other, sooner or later."
"Yeah, something's precluded."
"That's not..." Asher stopped and sighed as he saw the grin on my lips. I was finally awake sufficiently to properly enjoy teasing him back. "Yeah, ok."
"Your face is precluded," I continued helpfully.
"Yes, thanks. You use 'precluded' incorrectly one more time and you really are paying."
I weighed my options. "Your butt's precluded."
****
I considered buying Asher's meal as being well worth it, in the end. Not just for the chance to be a bit of an ass, but more because I was genuinely feeling pretty good. It really was nice having a surprise visit from him, once I'd warmed up enough to appreciate it.
I threaded my arm through his shortly after leaving the diner. He gave me a questioning sidelong glance, but didn't protest walking arm in arm.
What surprised me was how nice it actually felt. It had been meant as a whimsical gesture, a small sign off sibling affection. Somehow it ended up being more than that.
Maybe I was just starved for intimacy. It had been months since I'd had anything like a boyfriend, and I couldn't remember the last time I would have held hands or walked with arms around someone down the street. It was a small thing, perhaps, but meaningful in its own way.
"It's probably just as well I don't have a boyfriend right now," I said aloud.
"Oh?"
"You know. So I don't have to explain why I'm walking around with another boy. Getting sexy texts from him. That sort of thing."
Asher snorted. "Yeah, because if movies have taught us anything, there's no way to take ten seconds and explain I'm your brother."
I rolled my eyes. "You know what I mean."
"Kinda, I guess."
"And besides, being close and hugging and stuff is one thing. You really did send me sexy pics."
Asher chuckled and shook his head. "In a sense, I suppose." He perked up a bit and tilted his head toward me. "So you liked them after all?"
"Never said that."
"You called them sexy just now."
"Only because that's what you were going for."
"No, I think you liked them."
"Well..." I slipped a hand under my brother's jacket and patted his tummy. "You're better looking with no shirt on than you used to be. I'll give you that."
Asher grinned crookedly. "Knew it."
"But of course, being my little brother and all, I can't actually think any sort of pictures of you are sexy."
"Sure you can."
I shook my head decisively. "Nope. It's the law."
"What if I really firmed up my abs and-"
"Nuh uh."
Asher sighed theatrically. "Alas. Doomed to mediocrity on a technicality."
"Let's call it somewhere between mediocre and sexy." I looked down at my own tummy, now pleasantly full from brunch. "You want real mediocrity..."
"Hm?"
I pulled my jacket up and poked a few bits that were a bit too soft for my liking. "This ain't winning any sexy contests."
"Pff, whatever. You could do some hella sexy pics if you wanted."
"You mean if I get my tits out?"
"No. Well, yeah. But that's not what I meant." Asher shrugged. "In a bra or something'd still work."
"Maybe."
"Definitely."
"If I dropped a few pounds..."
"Regardless."
I pursed my lips. "I can't tell if you're just trying to cheer me up, or if you're really angling for topless shots of me."
"Why can't it be both?"
"It better not be." I tapped Asher lightly on the shoulder with my fist. "Sister, remember?"
"I know that."
"Seemed like you forgot."
"Nah. Just... it wouldn't stop pictures from being sexy just 'cause of that."
I arched an eyebrow. "Really?"
"Yeah. Really. Obviously I couldn't admit to it, though."
"You're admitting to it right now. As we speak."
"Perhaps. But then, that's only in theory. You can't prove anything."
"I don't need to, Ash. This is about me knowing what kind of sicko thoughts you got going on up there."
"It's not sick to recognize sexiness when it's presented."
I gave him the sort of look reserved for truly exasperating lack of common sense, all to no effect. "That's fucking incest, dude."
"No it isn't."
"Pretty sure it is."
"You think looking at a girl's tits is the same as having sex?"
"No. That's not what I'm saying."
"What you're saying is that looking at someone is the same as having sex with them. At least when accounting for incest. Which I think is total nonsense, just so you know."
"Fine, fine. I may have exaggerated the problem a bit."
"I'll say."
"But Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"You're taking a joke too far here. You know that, right?"
He snaked an arm around my waist and pulled me closer. "I don't know about that. Some of it's not even jokes."
"Better be jokes," I muttered.
Even so, I let him hold me close as we finished our walk. Inappropriate jokes or no, there was a comfort in his embrace, and not just as a shield against the breeze that had come up.
Maybe I should have been more bothered by the direction our talks had been going. Toward incest. That shouldn't have been a comfortable subject. It was fine, though. I maybe liked feeling a bit desirable with a safe boy. It wasn't like Asher and I would ever take it to extremes. Just joke around with it. Flirt some.
I glanced at my brother's face, but he wasn't watching me and his expression was unreadable from my angle. That was almost what we were doing, I realized. Flirting. But, like, the 'just for fun' kind. Not the 'leading to something else' kind. It was fine. And, I admitted privately, he wasn't the worst choice for some very, very light sexy fun. Very, very, very light. Weightless, even. Nothing that counted.
And yet... I knew I didn't want anyone else ever finding out, which suggested that we were, in fact, doing bad things. Shameful things. Or, more optimistically, simply things that would be difficult or impossible to explain. Maybe that was all. Not bad so much as tricky and nuanced. Yeah, that sounded better.
****
Asher hung around for a while that afternoon. We had a late lunch, which took a while to make between the two of us in the kitchen. We were far more focused on teasing and hindering one another than on actually producing food. If brunch hadn't been so recent, it might have been a different story. As it was we weren't hungry enough to get cranky over it.
Krista was around for a while too, which was fine. She and Asher got along well enough, and the three of us settled in for a movie, though we talked more than we watched. The only problem I had was upon returning from a bathroom break and finding Krista had taken my seat neat to Asher. The two of them had gotten too close too quickly for my liking. I'd only been a minute or two.
I watched from the doorway without announcing myself, aware that I was being a bit of a weirdo. Who cared if my brother and roommate wanted to flirt with each other? Wasn't any of my business, really.



Except I really, really didn't want them going out or anything. Even flirting. Somehow, in my mind, that was our thing. Me and Asher. It was a stupid, nonsensical thought. It wasn't like he was never going to be interested in girls again just because of me. But... not Krista. That would be too awkward.
I took Krista's former seat, somewhat apart from her and Asher. They continued talking and giggling in low voices that I couldn't make out, and I did my best to ignore them.
Krista finally stood, much to my relief. "Well, I best be going," she said. "Got plans in a little while."
Asher grinned and stood as well. "Good seeing you again anyway," he said.
They shook hands, and my petty internal self was pleased that it wasn't a hug. I scooted back into my seat next to Asher as soon as Krista had gone off to her room.
We were quiet a moment, and I noted Asher looking off the way Krista had gone, then he leaned over and whispered to me. "You didn't like her getting so close, did you?"
"I'm that transparent, am I?"
"To someone who knows you, yes."
I sighed. "I mean, it's fine. I dunno. She's a great person and all. Just... promise me you'll never date her."
Asher laughed, totally abandoning discretion. "You think I'd do that to you?" He gave me a playful shove that nearly toppled me off the couch, though only because I hadn't been expecting it. "She's your roommate, Vic. I know better."
"Do you?"
"Yeah."
"You seemed kinda into her."
"Well... in a sense. Under the right circumstances maybe." He shrugged. "But who knows if she'd even be interested."
"Course she would. If you asked."
"Then I won't ask. Problem solved." Asher thought a moment. "You really know she'd say yes? You've talked about it?"
"First of all, stop thinking about it. Secondly... no, I don't know. I just suspect."
"Ah. You're jealous."
"Am not!"
"You are. You're already trying to cut me off from other girls." He shook his head ruefully and cupped his chest with both hands. "I knew I shouldn't have given you a full nipple shot the other night. It was too much."
I shoved him in turn, fighting the smile on my lips. "You ass. You're not gonna drop that, are you?"
He looked at me seriously, placing a firm hand on my shoulder. "I never meant to seduce you, you know. I would never-"
"Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"Shut the hell up."
He opened his mouth again, but Krista's returning footsteps silenced him before he started. Teasing or not, he knew better than to reveal our recent little game to anyone. He was smarter than that, despite the way he acted sometimes.
Krista came over and stood behind the couch for a few minutes, leaning between Asher and me, but closer to him. I clenched my jaw when she idly ran her fingers through his hair. Asher fought to repress a smile, which only irritated me all the more.
It wasn't fair of me, I knew. Krista didn't know any better. Didn't know what I was feeling. Even I didn't really know what I was feeling. Only that she better damn well leave my brother alone.
"Be back later," Krista said as she finally turned to leave for real.
"Bye," I called, layering false neutrality to my voice.
Only after the front door had closed behind her did Asher turn to me with bright eyes and a devilish smirk.
"Well, she-"
"Shut up," I said firmly.
"Are you-"
"I'm fine."
"You sure?"
"Positive."
"Good."
He turned back to the movie. I squirmed silently in my seat for the better part of a minute before deciding that no, in fact, I wasn't.
"Why's she playing with your hair anyway?"
"You may have been right. She might like me."
"You don't have to be so smug about it."
"It's nice to be wanted."
"Uh huh. Right."
I folded my arms and leaned away from Asher. He put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me back again. I stayed in my pouting pose for a couple minutes just to make a point before allowing his cuddling to relax and unfurl me.
"I still won't ask her out," he whispered.
"You better not."
"I promised, didn't I?"
"You did. And I'ma hold you to it."
"Fair enough."
I snuggled closer to my brother, secure under his sheltering arm. In the process, his hand dropped from my shoulder down to my tit. My first instinct was that I'd accidentally shifted him and he'd move his hand as soon as he realized. I almost immediately realized that was wrong, and that he'd done it deliberately.
I didn't even look at him for a moment. Didn't acknowledge what he'd done, what he was still doing. When I dared to flick my eyes over to him, he was staring straight ahead, not looking my way at all.
It was entirely my right to reprimand him. He was being bad. Quite brazenly so. And yet I chose not to. I turned back to the movie, let my tense muscles relax, and settled my head on his shoulder.
My hand dropped to his thigh, just below his crotch. I didn't rub him or try to get a feel or anything. Just left it there, gently but firmly planted in an almost naughty spot.
Our sexy standoff lasted long enough that my mind drifted entirely away from his hand on my tit. It became a background sensation, unconcerning and unworthy of further thought. I'd become so oblivious to it that I gasped softly in surprise when he squeezed my boob a little harder just before releasing it and standing up.
I looked up at Asher, a mix of emotions whirling in my mind, and no doubt partly visible on my face. He smiled down at me, then started walking away.
"Don't worry, Vic. Just have to hit the bathroom. I'm coming right back."
"Yeah you better," I grumbled low enough that he couldn't hear me.
I took the opportunity for a break too. Try and clear my head some, if that was possible. I grabbed a beer from the fridge and popped it open before heading out to the back deck, such as it was. There wasn't much space out there, but it was just me, and it was outside in the fresh air.
It was too cold to stay out for long. I questioned whether I should have grabbed a jacket or some boots or something, but that would have meant more time and effort than the endeavour was worth.
I gazed out at the limited view while sipping the beer in my hand. Things weren't complicated enough to warrant getting drunk. Not yet. But I debated going harder at the alcohol and trying to get a bit of a buzz, just to take the edge off.
Asher was quicker than I'd hoped, but I'd pretty much known he would be. I didn't turn as the back door opened behind me.
"Found you," he said. "My turn to hide."
"Ha," I said, then, "ha," for good measure.
"You ran off on me."
"Yeah. Just... thinking." I held my beer up. "If you want one, they're in the fridge."
"I might not. I'm driving."
"So soon?"
"Hard to say. Do you want me to go?"
I turned around. His expression was so damn hard to read. It didn't help that I was starting to shiver pretty badly.
"Let's go in," I said.
Asher nodded and led the way. I hadn't realized just how cold I'd been getting, and all of a sudden I needed to warm up again. Stupid lack of good decision making.
"I don't want you to go," I said. "But I'd like you to stop confusing me so much."
He smiled crookedly. "No promises."
"Yes promises."
"No. No promises."
Asher stepped close, brushed my cheek with his thumb, then kissed me delicately on the forehead. My heart went crazy in my chest, pounding like never before. My tummy, in a similar vein, was all aflutter.
"Jerk," I whispered.
"Sorry."
I took a long pull from my beer, then set it aside. I slipped past my brother's stupid, enticing, nearly enfolding stance and walked decisively back to our movie. My hips may have swung a little more than needed, but I maintained that it wasn't on purpose. It probably was though.
Despite leading the way, I made Asher sit first, then occupied his lap just as he'd gotten settled. I curled up against him before he could say anything about it.
"It's not right, you know," I said. "You being bigger than me."
"Why not?"
"You're s'posed to be my little brother."
"Maybe I'm your big brother now?"
"No. Never. Always my li'l bro." I punched his shoulder in the lightest of taps. "Not my fault you did it wrong and got so tall and shit."
"I've only got a an inch or two on you."
"That's too many," I declared definitively.
"Oh. Sorry."
I nodded, closing my eyes and settling in. "As well you should be."
****
I admitted to myself, once Asher was safely gone, that I'd probably overreacted a bit to Krista getting close to him. Luckily I hadn't done anything I needed to apologize to her for, so I could simply drop it and leave things be. Still, though, she better damn well not make a move on him.
I went about my regular life the next few days, except that I caught myself reminiscing and smiling goofily far too often for comfort. Anyone would think I had a new boy in my life or something. It was, rather, the oldest boy in my life, and it wasn't even like that anyway.
Or maybe it was. It certainly was if the texts Asher and I sent back and forth were judged. They'd been flirtier of late, to a dangerous degree. I recognized it, but didn't stop. It was fine as long as it stayed flirty and went no further.
Probably.
Whatever the case, it made me smile a little every time I got a text and saw it was from my brother. Even when I got one pretty late at night one time. Or maybe especially that occasion.
"You still up?" he'd written.
I was, in fact, just settling in to go to sleep, but I didn't mind staying up a bit longer for Asher.
"Maybe," I wrote back.
"Just wondering. I'm feeling some mild insomnia tonight."
"Oh good. It's not just me who gets that."
"Seems not. What you up to?"
"Just lying in bed. You know. Since it's nighttime and all."
"Am I keeping you up?"
"Kinda. Better make it worth my while."
I bit my lip and waited to see if he was in that kind of mood. I shouldn't really encourage him, I supposed, but what the hell.
"Scintillating conversation with your favourite brother isn't enough?"
"Show me some scintillation and we'll see."
"Ha, ok, you got me. Not in a very scintillating mood."
I frowned. "You ok?"
"Yeah. Fine. Just a weird mood, is all."
"You sure?"
"Very. What you wearing?"
I rolled my eyes at the blatant subject change. Still, it was what I'd been waiting for, more or less. What I'd expected. What I'd been hoping for, even, bad as that was.
"Who says I'm wearing anything?"
"Ha, no way. You don't sleep naked. And you wouldn't tell me if you did."
I pouted at his response, though of course my expression didn't accomplish much of anything.
"Guess you'll never know."
"No, I know."
"Do not."
"Do too."
"Do not!"
"Yeah? Prove it then."
I snorted at the request. I'd halfway expected something like it, perhaps had even goaded him into asking for it. But I definitely wasn't sending my brother nudie pics.
"You wish."
"Is that a no?"
"Of course."
"You wuss."
"I'm not a wuss because I don't want you seeing me naked. Jerk."
"A tease then?"
"Still your sister, dude."
"You can be both."
I chewed my lip thoughtfully as I stared at my phone. I still couldn't send Asher a sexy pic. That hadn't changed. But I was really starting to wonder how much of his asking was teasing and silliness, and how much was real. Would he actually want to see me naked? Probably not. Maybe not. But he could probably enjoy the thought of it without actually wanting it. Or... something. Something that made sense.
The even more confusing thing was I kind of liked the idea of him really wanting it. To see me unclothed. Not that either of us would really, truly go so far as that, but the nebulous concept of it...
I made a decision, though recognized that I wasn't entirely sure how to pull it off yet. That was fine. I had time.
My pyjamas came off since I hadn't, in fact, been naked already. Asher knew me too well. I felt a little surge of excitement in my tummy as my panties came off, in spite of it not really being terribly naughty as yet. It was the knowledge of what I was planning that made my nudity thrilling.
It was all a question of how to get just the right shot. Something alluring and provocative, something that demonstrated that I was following through on our little game, but without actually showing anything that I shouldn't be. Quite a conundrum for me.
Some girls could probably imagine suitable poses as soon as the desire came to mind. I wasn't one of them. I tried many an angle, phone held all around me as I posed in different ways, tried to cover myself with a sheet as Asher had done, and even went for a full frontal while covering myself with my arm. None of it was what I wanted, either for being too sexy, or not sexy enough, or even kind of the right amount of sexy, but in a weird way that I didn't like.
I finally landed on a shot that might kind of work for me. I lay on my tummy, propped up on my arms somewhat so that my boobs pressed into the bed and only showed some cleavage. My butt was very exposed, but I had the option of not showing it in the picture if I chose. But then, if I hid my lower half, it wouldn't really do the job. It wouldn't prove I was naked.
Which was a silly thing to have to prove anyway. It wasn't like I couldn't be naked anytime I wanted. Asher knew that. And given how much time I'd spent setting this up, I was hardly proving anything about what I had or hadn't been wearing previously.
But it wasn't about that. It was the game we were playing. Our naughty, flirtatious little back and forth. Between me and my brother. God we were bad.
I bit my lip and felt my tummy flutter as I chose an angle that showed off my butt, though only in the background, and not making it a focus of the shot. Asher would focus on it though. I knew he would. And still...
I snapped the pic before I could chicken out. Then had to rush to send it off to Asher before my brain caught up to what I was doing. As soon as it was sent, I dropped my phone and closed my eyes. This was so bad. What was I doing?
My heart beat loudly in my chest as I waited, then seemed to skip as the sound of a new text startled me. I scrambled to open it, hardly daring to read Asher's response, but knowing I'd die of curiousity if I didn't.
The first text was a simple, "Holy shit!" that made me giggle and let some of my accumulated tension out.
"That's super hot, dude."
I smiled widely. "Still your sister, remember?"
"You can be both."
"So... you believe me now?"
"Hell yeah I do. I can see your butt and everything."
I felt a warm flush, mainly in my face. "Well don't stare too hard."
"Too late."
I rolled over, still naked and fluttery, and curled up with my phone. "I shouldn't have sent you that."
"I disagree."
"You should delete it. Now that you've seen the proof and all."
"Don't think so. Might make it my background or something."
"Don't you dare! If anyone else sees that I will murder you to death!"
"Fair enough. I'm still keeping it though."
I squeezed my thighs together, fighting an absurd urge to let the situation turn me on. Not that it seemed I had much choice. Hearing Asher's alleged fondness for the naked picture of me was doing funny things to my various inside bits, naughty or otherwise.
My phone rang. It was Asher, apparently having tired of texting.
"Hey there," I said as I answered.
"Hey, Vic."
"Thumbs get tired?"
"Not exactly."
"No? What, then?"
"You probably don't want to know."
"I don't? Why wouldn't I..." I stopped, mind racing ahead to the most likely reason my brother wouldn't want to keep both hands on his phone. It probably wasn't that, I told myself, and yet... "Please tell me you're not."
"I'm not."
"Really?"
"Really. Buuuttt I mighta been, like, toying a bit."
"Ew! Ash!"
"Just a bit."
"Don't jerk off to my picture, Ash. Seriously."
"I'm not. I told you I'm not."
"You're not being very clear about that, actually."
Asher sighed. "Ok, like, have you ever been turned on, but not masturbated?"
"Um, duh."
"But you, like, want a little contact. Want to press, or rub, or get a little vibration or something?"
"That's masturbating."
"No, no. Not full playing. Just toying. Teasing."
"Still masturbating."
"Really? You're telling me you've never done anything like that?"
I hesitated, thinking about the feeling between my legs even now, how nice it felt squeezing my thighs together, how I wanted to let my hand stray. Other times, times I'd been kind of horny in public, or around other people, and had done some of the things Asher had suggested. A little pressure, some discreet squeezing or rubbing.
"Maybe I have," I admitted.
"Yeah. Thought so."
"Not to pictures of you though."
"I never sent you anything like what you sent me."
I flushed and clenched my thighs again. "Don't make me regret it."
"I don't want you to regret it. It's hot. That's all."
I bit my lip hard enough to hurt, then went ahead with my next question. "Do you want to jerk off?"
Asher was slow to respond. "Is that a real question, or a trap?"
"It's real," I said softly.
I put my phone on speaker and set it next to my head. One of my hands crept down to my chest, a lone finger dancing over my nipple. I didn't let myself go any further south than that. Not yet.
"Yeah. I do," he said. "Are you still naked?"
My heart beat faster. "I am. Are you?"
"I could be."
"You should be."
There a pause, some indeterminate sounds from his end, then, "I am now."
"Are you jerking off?"
"Not yet."
My hand dipped lower, but halted mid-tummy, not quite crossing the border. "Are you still looking at my picture?"
"Maybe."
"Ash!"
"I am, yes."
I took a deep, ragged breath and slipped my hand the rest of the way to my pussy. It was wet and ready for me. It took serious restraint just to run my fingers up and down at first, neither penetrating, nor going for my clit.
"I'm touching myself," I said quietly, wondering if I'd spoken loud enough for him to hear.
"Me too," he said almost immediately, answering the question.
"Thinking about me? Looking at me naked?"
"Yes. You?"
I smiled crookedly to myself. "Just imagining. I don't have anything to look at."
"Do you want something?"
I regretfully shook my head. "That would be bad."
"Isn't it already?"
"I didn't send you anything too explicit. Not really."
"Well-"
"It's not!"
"Maybe not. Still very sexy."
My pulse quickened. My finger pressed deeper, just a little. "Tell me how sexy," I said huskily.
"Dude, you're my sister and all, but you don't want to know the things this picture makes me think. Or... knowing you're lying there... being as bad as I am..."
"Tell me."
"Vic..."
"Tell me!" I urged.
"I want a closer look at your butt."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. It's just a tease what you sent me."
"That was the point. What else?"
"You're my sister."
I smiled. The tables had turned, in a sense. I'd pushed him beyond his comfort zone now. I liked how it felt.
"I am. And your big sis wants to know, Ash," I said in a voice that was calmer and more deliberate than any of the rest of me. "She wants to know what you're thinking in that dirty little mind of yours."
"I want... I want more pictures, Vic. That's what I want."
I pressed my palm firmly against my clit, trying to head off some of the uncontrolled electricity running through me. "More naked pics of me?" I rasped.
"I... yes. Would you?"
I was too far gone to think it through. I thumbed over to my camera and very awkwardly tried to find a good angle without letting go of my pussy. Having my hand there wasn't a bad thing, since it meant it was hidden from my brother. I didn't want him to see everything.
Other than my covered pussy, I snapped a full frontal shot that didn't hide hardly anything. I only hesitated a second or two before sending it off. I heard a satisfying groan from Asher once he received it.



"Goddamn..."
"Something like that?" I asked.
"Yeah. Hell yeah."
"You like it?"
"So hot."
I could hear a low noise beyond my brother's heavy, stilted breathing that I assumed must be the sound of my jerking off. His hand working his cock, probably slick with precum. All while he was looking at me. Almost the entirety of my naked body. And here I was fingering my pussy in response, encouraging him and getting off on it.
"Are you gonna cum while looking at me?" I asked softly.
Asher made a strangled, aroused grunt. "Yes."
"Soon?"
"Yes."
I closed my eyes, bit my lip, and rubbed my clit just the way I liked when I was this turned on. "Then cum for me Ash. I want you to."
"Fuuuccckkk."
"Do it," I hissed. "Cum for me, little brother. Cum all over yourself while perving on your naked big sis."
Asher was too far gone even to form coherent words anymore. I listened to his gasping, moaning, and grunting, furiously playing with myself as I waited for the final moment. He eventually gave one last long moan that turned into a sigh, then went quiet.
"Did you do it?"
"Mmhm."
"While looking at me?"
"Yes." Asher chuckled lazily. "Made a mess too."
"Where?"
"All over myself. Mostly my stomach. Some on my hand and dick. And my chest. Almost hit my chin, actually."
I bit my hip so hard it hurt. I fingered myself deeper, pressed harder on my clit, but couldn't find quite what I needed.
"Show me," I said breathlessly.
"Really?"
"Yes." I waited, but heard nothing. "Please?"
"Vic..."
"Please, Ash?"
I waited agonizing seconds. In my advanced state of arousal and need, it felt like minutes, or indeed an eternity.
Then that glorious alert on my phone. A picture from my brother. My eyes widened, my lips parted, and I rubbed my clit intensely, pushing that last little way as I stared at the much needed final impetus.
It was my brother's top half only, which was probably a good choice. His tummy was, as he'd claimed, splattered with cum. So were the fingers of his hand that made it into the shot. The cum he'd produced for me. Staring at my image, listening to my voice. All for me.
I came harder than I ever had from fingers alone. My whole body wanted to contract and pulse, and massive thrills ran through me, exploding out from their origin of my fiery little clit. I shuddered and writhed and moaned, and may have even whispered Ash's name, though I wasn't sure if it was aloud or not.
There was silence between the both of us for a moment after. Time to calm down, to reflect, to take in the enormity of what we'd done. I, personally, felt too satisfied and relaxed to be hard on either of us. I wasn't sure what I'd think later, nor indeed what Asher thought now.
"You came?"
I giggled maniacally. "Yes, Ash. Thank you."
"You're welcome. I think."
"Mmhm. Are you..." I rolled on my side, taking a moment to choose my words. "How do you feel?"
"I just jerked off to you."
"Yes."
"Should I feel guilty?"
"Probably."
"Do you?"
I considered. "Not yet."
"No. Good. Me either."
I nodded. "Good," I echoed.
A pause.
"We should talk about this," Asher said.
"Now?"
"No. Later. Sometime."
"You're probably right." I smiled, slow and soft and sly. "That was fun, Ash. We shouldn't have done it, but I don't regret anything."
"Yeah. Good. I'll talk to you soon, ok?"
"Ok."
"Love you, Vic."
"Love you too. Night."
We hung up. I lay right where I was, slowly sprawling out to take up all the space on my bed, luxuriating in the afterglow and the privacy to enjoy it. I didn't know what I'd say when we talked again. It didn't matter. We'd figure it out.
****
As it turned out, we didn't talk about it for a while. It seemed easier not to, from my perspective. Asher felt similarly I assumed, since he didn't bring it up either.
What happened instead was far more naughtiness, in particular with sending pics to one another. It was fun and risky, thrilling in a new and novel way. I quickly got in the habit of snapping selfies while in bed, or fresh out of the shower, or while halfway through changing. That agonizing but delightful wait for a return comment or sexy pic from Asher kept me revved up and horny far more often and at greater intensities than I was used to.
I found myself masturbating in bed nearly every night before going to sleep, usually to pictures Asher had sent, or sometimes a particularly lascivious text or sentiment he'd expressed. The best, though, were the nights where we talked and got dirty and got each other off. I got so wet hearing what he was thinking, what he'd do, imagining what might happen if he were around...
But he wasn't around, and for a time I believed that might keep us safe. We'd crossed some lines, sure, but it was all separated by our phones, and by the invisible signals between them. We weren't actually being bad, incestuous sibbos. Not really. Our minds may have gone there, but not our bodies. Maybe that made it ok. Maybe that kept it from being a total disaster.
Except we didn't stay apart forever. Of course we didn't. We had to acknowledge what we were doing sooner or later, deal with the consequences.
Dad's birthday arrived, and with it the chance I'd been craving and dreading at the same time. Asher and me together, even if it was around other people.
Lots of our parents' friends were at the house that evening. And Asher. He got there before me, had a drink in his hand, making charming small talk with a group twice his age or more. I caught his eye as soon as I walked in. I met it, smiled enticingly, and kept walking.
I couldn't go right for him. Not now. Not that anyone would know what it meant, but we had to be careful even still.
Dad was first. An innocent, winsome smile, a big hug from his baby girl, a declaration that he was the bestest dad ever. I meant it all, and it was part of the dance. Two birds, one stone.
Asher and I circled, sipping drinks, making conversation, being the perfect children at the party full of people we only knew through our parents. That made it easier, I decided. There was hardly anyone there I was excited to see, or with whom I truly wanted to catch up.
It was too cold to go stand outside and stare wistfully up at the stars as they came out. I made do with a window in a quiet part of the house. I held my drink, stood almost perfectly still, and allowed Asher to sneak up behind me.
"We've got to stop meeting like this," he said.
"At our parents' house?"
"... yes."
Asher took another step to stand beside me. I glanced at him from the corner of my eye, but didn't fully turn toward him yet.
"People will talk," I said.
"We'll have to run away together."
"Ugh. I'm too old for that."
"Old?"
"For that sort of teenage drama." I turned my head, meeting his gaze full on. "But honestly, Ash, we do need to be careful."
"I know."
"Joking aside."
"Yeah. I know. Trust me." He ran a hand through his hair. "I really, honestly am aware."
"But here we are," I said softly.
Asher nodded. "Here we are," he echoed. We stared at each other for a moment. "I suppose kissing you is out," he said.
My heartbeat shot up, but I reined my reactions in otherwise. "Bad brother," I said mildly, as though I hadn't been thinking the same thing. "Of course it's out."
"Thought so." He reached over to fix my hair this time, just some delicate adjustment. It was still more contact than I could safely handle. "I shouldn't even want to."
"And yet you asked."
"Sort of, yes. Just checking."
"How did we get here?"
"Well... I drove, and you-"
"Ash, don't."
He shut up for a moment, then, "I have no idea, Vic. I really don't. It was meant to be a joke, you know?"
"I know."
"And it got out of hand. And I started thinking... you know, like, what if it wasn't all a joke?"
"As was the case, it seems."
He nodded. "As it was."
"Doesn't seem like it ever should have happened, then. You never should have stopped being my little brother."
"I still am."
"You are. But you're something else too." I straightened his hair out for him in return, just to get back at him in some small way. It annoyed me that I had to reach just that little bit farther than he did. "There was a time that never would have happened. I don't know when that changed. When you... grew up."
"When I got hot, you mean?"
I matched his crooked smile. "I never said that."
"You were thinking it."
"Cocky, much?"
His smiled faded slightly, and he bit his lip. "It was earlier for me, I think."
"It was?"
"Not when I started thinking about you differently. But when I could have."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I got to watch you change. Back when we lived together. You grew up faster. You got... hot."
I flushed. "Perv."
"No, I told you, I didn't think that way then. I noticed, but you were purely my sister. You were beautiful and cool and older and everything, but-"
"Flatterer."
"-I never would have tried anything. Never would have thought of trying anything."
I stepped close enough to whisper in his ear. "So you never, ever thought about me with no clothes on back then?" My eyes were firmly locked on, gauging his expression as I stepped back again. He'd gone even redder than I felt.
"Once or twice," he mumbled.
"Ash!"
"Just 'cause that's what I did! I thought about every girl with no clothes on sometimes. It's just what happened."
"And you've been waiting all this time for-"
"Vic, please, it really isn't like that."
I felt bad, suddenly. I knew it wasn't Asher's fault. So what if he'd jerked off to me well before whatever this current thing was? That was the sort of thing boys did at that age. They were horny little messes. Moreso even than Asher and I were now, and it wasn't like either of us were controlling ourselves overly well even with those extra years of wisdom and experience.
"As long as you haven't been pining away all these years," I said, relenting.
"Promise."
"You really think I'm beautiful?"
Asher smiled shyly, dipping his head and only peeking at me from the tops of his eyes. "Have for a long time now. Never thought it meant anything."
"It shouldn't have. I never thought about you that way."
"Of course not. I was younger. It's all..." Asher flipped his hands around in sloppy circles. "You know. Different. The way older and younger siblings see each other."
"So if you'd been older..."
"I mean, not saying it would have reversed things, but... yeah, it would have altered them."
"Uh huh. That's quite a theory."
He shrugged. "It's all I got right now."
"Maybe you're just a perv who wants to get in his sister's pants."
"Maybe. But in that case, dear sister, what does that make you?"
"That's-"
"A perv who wants to get into her brother's pants?"
I rolled my eyes at Asher's smug grin. It had very little effect on him.
Before I could say anything else, we were disturbed by approaching voices. That wasn't technically a problem, since we weren't doing anything incriminating. Not as long as we didn't carry on with our conversation.
My flight response triggered regardless. I felt guilty in my parents' house, and therefore I might be about to get in trouble. So went the well-conditioned logic in my brain. I grabbed Asher's arm and dragged him away upstairs before we could be spotted. He didn't protest, though he did seem amused.
"You know we're allowed to talk to each other," he said. "In public, even."
"Yes, I know, smartass."
"So why are we bravely fleeing?"
"Because... because shut up. That's why."
"Oh. Of course."
I felt safer upstairs. Alone. Just me and Asher. No one to find us, to overhear, to stumble upon us at an inopportune moment.
It was, too, the place of my childhood, which helped. The whole house was, really, but upstairs was a safe place in a different way. Where Asher and I had our rooms, away from where Mom and Dad had spent most of their time. Away from their authority just that little bit extra. Not that my room was there to seek refuge in anymore.
"Still can't believe Mom turned it into a sewing room," I muttered as we passed my old room at a slower pace.
"You weren't using it," Asher said with an amused grin.
"Uh huh. Yeah. You've still got your room though, haven't you?"
Asher shrugged. "Guess I'm the favourite after all."
"Not hardly. Maybe they just think you'll be the one who has to move back in with mommy and daddy."
Asher laughed, undermining my attempted jab, and after a moment I giggled along with him. We entered his old room, closing the door behind us.
I knew Asher's room well enough from the olden days, though it had never been a place I'd spent much time. It wasn't home in the same way that other places in the house were. It was to Asher, I assumed. The same way my room would have been to me, had it not been callously dismantled.
I glided lightly around the room, observing my brother's childhood as it had been preserved here. He stood toward the middle and just watched me.
"Well," I said. "You finally got a girl in here."
"I've had a girl here before."
"Other than me?"
"Yes."
"Or Mom?"
"Yes, Vic. An actual real girl. With makeouts and everything."
"Really? Who?"
He hesitated, then, "Brianna."
"From down the street?"
"Yeah."
"Ooh. How did I not know about that?"
"You were busy with other stuff, I'm sure. She came around sometimes when you were here."
A few old, shelved memories jogged loose. "I kinda remember that, actually, now that you say it. I guess it never clicked that you two were... together."
"I'm not sure if we were."
"You said you made out."
"Sure. But that's about as far as it ever got. And it was never clear if we were going out, or just hanging, or... what. You know?"
I nodded sympathetically. "Young love. How the fuck does it even work?"
"Pretty much that."
I tossed my hair flippantly. "Guess it's not special having me in here then. May as well not have bothered."
Asher smiled crookedly. "You've been in here before. Not like it's the first time."
"Technically it isn't," I conceded. "But..."
I let the word linger. I felt like saying anything more than that might jinx it. When I'd been in his room before, it had always been as a sister. Exclusively. None of this flirty, messy, sexy little dance going on.
I wondered if it was anything like Asher's misadventures with Brianna. Maybe that was his type. Nebulous and uncertain, teasing and difficult.
"I like having you in here," Asher said softly.
"Do you?"
"Yes."
"Why's that?"
"Same reason younger me would have been thrilled with having girls up here. And in fact was thrilled with Brianna, while that was happening. Whatever it was."
"Shouldn't keep bringing her up," I said airily. "You're liable to upset me."
"Insecure, are we?"
"Hardly. But dwelling on exes doesn't get a lady excited the way you might think."
"You're a lady now, huh?"
I shrugged. "Can be if I want."
He shook his head. "You're just my sister. You can't be a lady too."
"Says who?"
"Me."
"Guess it's official then." I walked close to him on the way to the door. "Just your sister. And here I thought there might be something else."
He grabbed my wrist. I'd made it easy for him, stepping so close, leaving my arm casually out from my body. I let him stop me, waited to see what he'd do.
"That's not what I meant," Asher said. He pulled me back to him. "I'm delighted to have you in my room."
"Are you indeed?"
Asher pushed me. My legs caught on the side of the bed, and I went sprawling across it. Just as he'd wanted. I squealed on my way down, transitioning to a nervous giggle as I bounced and settled.
He was right behind me, but slower and far more controlled. He crawled carefully atop me, hands and knees to either side of my body. My breath caught as he got nearer and nearer.
"I am," he confirmed.
I closed my eyes just before Asher's lips met mine. Our first kiss, in his old bedroom, while our parents and their friends were milling about downstairs. Hella good decision making on our part all round.
And yet, as I'd known I would, I absolutely loved it. I could have melted underneath my brother, feeling him overtop, gently pressing against me in a few strategic places. His lips melded to mine, his tongue just barely exploring in my direction.
I felt for all the world like a girl he'd snuck home and brought upstairs. A girl he was hiding from Mom and Dad for now, fooling around with, not sure where any of it was going but very much enjoying the process. And in some ways, that was almost exactly what I was. And in other ways, too, I was his big sister, and shouldn't have allowed myself to get into this kind of position. Not in a million years.
My hands pressed against Asher, not to push him away, but just to feel him. They ran across his chest, over his shoulders, his neck, and into the fringes of his hair. They looped around him, eventually, and pulled him closer, eliminating the slight gap he'd been maintaining so as not to lie directly on me. I didn't want that consideration. His weight didn't bother me. It was a warm, comforting pressure on me while we made out. It did, however, lead me to wanting more.
He was hard, or very much getting there. The feel of it sent tingles all the right places. I was horny anyway, but to feel how excited my baby bro was for me turned everything up another notch or two.
It was hard to say how far we would have gone if left to our own devices. I didn't think we would have fucked. Certainly some other stuff was on the table, and I wasn't sure I could have said no to sex if Asher really wanted it. It was all made irrelevant by a creak out in the hallway.
We'd been trained back in our younger years. We listened for certain small noises whether we were aware of doing so or not. A parent approaching without being detected could easily mean getting in trouble or being embarrassed. Getting caught making out meant both, taken right up to eleven.
My ninja-like not-getting-in-trouble reflexes took over. I levered Asher off me and onto the floor with an audible thud, knocking the wind out of him. I timed my follow-up leap for just as the door opened. I was midair when Mom caught sight of us, and pinning Asher down a moment later.
Our red faces and being slightly out of breath would be explained away, I hoped, if she thought we were wrestling and goofing around. I couldn't have explained why we were playing like children at a much more grown up party, but luckily I didn't have to. Parents learn instincts and reactions in much the same way kids do, only from a different perspective.
"And just when I think you two have grown beyond things like this," Mom sighed as she looked down at the two of us.
"Uh... like what?" Asher asked, as though he weren't currently on his back with his wrists held to the floor by his physically smaller big sister.
Mom nodded toward the stairs. "Come on, it's cake time. We didn't know where you'd gone."
I got off Asher and gave him a hand up. "Just reminiscing."
"A little too violently for your age, perhaps," Mom chastised lightly.
"Perhaps," I agreed. "But someone needs to be reminded who's in charge."
I tried to noogie Asher, and he calmly put a hand on my face and pushed me back. I made an indignant noise, yanked at his arm, and tried to close the distance to engage in some more family-friendly brawling.
Mom clicked her tongue. "Children! Behave."
"Yes, Mom," Asher and I chorused. We exchanged glances and smiled. Just like the good old days. Except for the whole making out thing. But we'd gotten away with it, so it was all good.
****
Asher and I were good the rest of the evening. More or less. The moment was over, and we didn't dare sneak off again by ourselves.



We did, at least, get a moment together when we returned to our cars. We'd parked along the street, as had most everyone else. There were streetlights, but not directly over my car, which gave a sense of false intimacy for the two of us. Asher had tagged along, walking me to the driver side door where I stopped and fiddled with my keys rather than just getting in and driving away.
"You know," Asher said in the low dark we stood in, "every time we're bad, it makes it that much harder to pull back."
"Pull back from what?" I asked unnecessarily.
"From you. From us."
I bit my lip, heart beating faster. "We were very bad tonight."
"We were."
"And I don't want to stop."
"Me either."
"So... what do we do?"
Asher put a hand on my shoulder, slowly sliding it up to my cheek. I accepted his kiss, even reaching around his neck to pull him down a little more. I once again hated that he'd grown taller than me, even as I enjoyed the thrill of kissing him outside our parents' house while other cars were still starting up and driving away.
"Don't," I said. "This isn't a good place."
"It's dark. It's-"
I was already kissing him again, cutting off his excuses. I didn't need much of an excuse for more.
"Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"You should follow me home."
"To your place?"
"Yes."
"Isn't Krista there?"
"Fuck Krista."
"Well ok, but-"
"Not like that. You know what I mean."
I sensed his smile more than I could see it, the way his face was all shadowed. "I should make sure you get back ok. What with all that drinking."
I'd had half a drink over the course of several hours. I was pretty sure he knew it too.
"I might need help getting to bed too."
"Might you, indeed?"
"I might."
Slowly, deliberately, I turned away from him, got in my car, and turned the key in the ignition. I waited, watching in my mirror until Asher's headlights came on, then pulled smoothly out into the otherwise deserted road.
Asher followed me all the way back to my place, as I'd known he would. I kept an overly close eye on him in my rearview mirror just to be sure. I again waited for him once I'd parked, only heading inside when I had my brother firmly in tow.
It was a hell of a way to bring a boy home. Not only picking someone up at a family event, but actually a close member of said family. I smiled to myself at the thought of it. At just how fucked up it all was. That of all the boys I could be dragging off to my room, my baby bro was my first choice. My all grown up, pain in the ass little brother.
I was very glad not to run into Krista as I snuck Asher to my room. I didn't want to try explaining that. Not when I was so confident he wouldn't be leaving for a while, and maybe not until the next morning.
My heart gave an extra little flutter at the thought of Asher spending the night. I mean, the plan was already to get him into bed and do... things. But somehow the idea of having a sleepover made it all the more real to me, and all the more naughty.
I ignored my trembling fingers and efficiently herded Asher into my room, breathing a sigh of relief as I closed and locked the door behind us. Nothing was stopping us now.
"Well, now you got me in your room," Asher said. "Which is probably better than trying to hook up in my old room."
"Probably," I agreed.
"I guess if we really wanted to do the whole set we'd have to hit my place after."
"Yeah, that's not happening."
"Just saying-"
I cut Asher off by pushing him unceremoniously onto my bed. I followed swiftly after him. There would be another comment coming if I didn't maintain the offensive. I shut him up decisively with a firm kiss even as I planted myself atop him.
Everything felt easier once we'd gotten back to making out. The lead up to it left too many questions and uncertainties bouncing around in my head. Excitement, yes, but lots of anxiety too. Locking lips with my brother, feeling his enthusiastic response, made things so much clearer and more manageable.
Our makeout progressed uninterrupted, becoming more intense at its own leisurely rate. Asher or I started to talk every now and then, but were silenced by the other pulling back in for more kissy times.
I eventually collapsed to the point of lying fully along Asher, our bodies pressed deliciously together. His increasing hardness was fully apparent to me, getting me all horny in turn. I loved feeling his cock straining in his pants, rubbing back and forth on it, grinding against his erection.
My panties were getting soaked in response. My nipples hard and sensitive. Asher's hands roaming my back, grabbing my butt, tangling in my hair, all driving me crazy. I was turning into a mess of instinct and arousal, totally at peace with our incestuous makeout so long as it kept me worked up the way it had been.
"Goddamn, Vic," Asher whispered huskily in my ear. His breath was so warm on my skin. "You don't know how good you feel."
"I absolutely do," I countered.
I kissed him again, nipping playfully at Asher's bottom lip. He moaned low and animalistic in response. His hands slipped under my shirt, up my sides, latching onto my boobs. I wished I didn't have a bra on. I wanted to feel him pure, skin to skin, let him have that access.
If it hadn't happened serendipitously, the next best thing was to make it happen. I pulled at Asher's shirt, yanking it up his body about as awkwardly as possible, getting it stuck on his head and interrupting our makeout. I had to give up and let him remove it the rest of the way.
I was an impatient, horny big sister, and tossed my own shirt aside while Asher was busy with his. My bra followed just as quickly, leaving me topless under his appreciative gaze. I could have teased him, I supposed. Could have drawn it out. But as I lay back on him and felt my soft breasts pillow against his much firmer chest, I had no regrets.
We were even closer together than before, with our shirts out of the way, toplessly pressed together. Closer than we'd ever been. And it felt amazing. All that naughty, highly inappropriate sibling contact was feeding a fire that was already out of control. I was perfectly happy to ignore any artificial lines between us, cross whatever needed crossing. Every new step we took only increased my desire for sweet, beautiful brother.
"I want you so bad," I said, hissing in pleasure as Asher's fingers caressed the side of my breast that wasn't trapped between us.
"How bad?"
"So. Fucking. Bad."
A small hesitation from him, only noticeable because I caught his eyes in that moment. "Vic?"
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing. Just... are we doing this? For real?"
I bit my lip, repressing an urge to scream in frustration. Not now. Not fucking now with the doubts.
"You don't want to?"
"I absolutely want to. But, like, can we?"
"Why not?"
"Because... reasons. You know."
I stroked Asher's hair, gazing deeply into his big, confused eyes. "Trust your big sis, Ash. We can do whatever we want tonight. No one's gonna stop us. No one's gonna know. Just trust me."
He smiled widely and fully, melting my heart just a little with the innocence of it. "I do, Vic. I'd trust you with anything."
"Good."
I kissed him again, much differently than before. This time was tender and delicate, more platonically familial than it had any right to be. The sort of kiss a sister might get away with giving her brother. And yet, the meaning behind the kiss was anything but socially acceptable.
I sat up and eased myself back, still atop Asher but taking most of my weight on my legs rather than sitting on his. I made deliberate eye contact while slowly undoing his belt and unzipping his pants. Asher's adoring, trusting look got me right in the tummy and made my fingers clumsy. I would have had to go slow even if that wasn't already my intent. I couldn't hold back for long, but for those short few moments I savoured the awe and anticipation in my brother's eyes, and the nervous excitement zipping through my body.
Asher groaned happily when I tugged his pants and underwear out of the way and let his cock spring free. He was so fucking hard I had no idea how he'd been able to stand it as long as he had. Precum smeared the tip of his erection, and even as I watched a little more oozed out.
The slutty big sister in me took over again. I dove on Asher's cock voraciously, licking and nuzzling at his hard shaft. He made such cute, sexy whimpers as I attended to him in lavish and thorough fashion.
Asher managed to kick his pants and boxers the rest of the way off even while I teased the hell out of his cock. He seemed much happier being able to spread his legs out of the way, and admittedly I rather enjoyed being able to snuggle down between them to continue my fun.
Once comfortable, I took hold of Asher's cock and angled it toward me slightly, then deftly swallowed about half of it in one smooth motion. He made a truly primal groan in response, and that combined with the sudden taste of him on my tongue made my eyes roll back and my free hand stray downward and between my thighs.
Pressing against my pussy through my clothes helped temporarily sate my overwhelming need to get Asher inside me. It was amazing having him in my mouth, more mentally than physically, but enough to keep me horny and wanton all the same.
He'd propped himself up on his elbows while I worked his cock, and the open-mouthed, overawed way he watched me kept me going at him hard and determined. I imagined I'd be soaking through my pants soon, and I wanted nothing so badly as to tear them off and jump on top of him, but I couldn't stop long enough to get there. I was in love with the cute twitches of his face, the way he bit his lip, and the soft moans that kept escaping. The longer I bobbed my head around, licked frantically, and gave him my most devilish bedroom eyes, the better reactions I got.
"Oh god, Vic," Asher moaned. "You gotta stop. You're gonna make me cum."
He pushed weakly at my head, as though that would stop me. I appreciated the sentiment, since I so badly wanted to ride him. But hearing that he was about to cum just poured gas on an already uncontrolled blaze. I kept sucking him hard and fast, uncaring of his desire not to cum yet, nor indeed the rather undignified amount of spit drooling down his cock and my chin.
"Vic," he tried again, his voice a soft whine, "seriously. I'm gonna cum."
And he did. It was a magnificent explosion, salty and thick, filling my mouth with the sexy results of my enthusiastic efforts. I swallowed quickly, but not fast enough to keep the entire interior of my mouth from getting a coating of my brother's cum. I milked it all from him, taking it in, not letting any escape.
I released Asher afterward, panting softly and letting my mouth hang open, only the smallest amount left on my tongue, enough to keep the taste fresh. He had collapsed onto his back, flat out, chest rising and falling deeply, a wide, satisfied smile on his face. I swallowed the very last of his cum, emptying my mouth before crawling back up to where I could kiss him again.
I was still pretty damn wound up, but he had relaxed quite noticeably after cumming in my mouth. Couldn't blame him too much for that. I needed him horny though. Needed to get him hard again. It might have been my own fault that he wasn't ready for me, but that didn't mean I was happy about it.
"You came too quick," I admonished in between kisses.
Asher's pitiful, helpless expression was funny, but not enough to turn my aggressive tongue-dueling into giggles.
"You wouldn't stop," he said.
"You're right. I wouldn't. But now we need to get you ready to go again."
His eyes lit up, a hopeful smile playing on his lips. Surely he hadn't assumed we were done, had he?
I kissed him again even as I felt his hands slide up to my tits. It was such a different experience being fondled by him now that so much of the urgency had left him. He was calmer and more deliberate about feeling me up, taking the time to explore more methodically and react to my cues. It was nice. It helped keep me all revved up and tingly while I waited for him to catch back up.
The first pulse of Asher's cock returning to life brought a primal smile to my lips. I shifted, moving one of my legs between his and pressing my thigh to his burgeoning erection. He groaned and ran his hands down my bare sides to my butt. His interest devolved into its more impulsive and chaotic form along with the hardening of his cock. He was getting properly horny again.
I made out with Asher some more, alternating with some kisses down his face and neck, across his chest at times. I nipped at him occasionally, when it felt right, and moaned into his ear when he touched me somewhere interesting.
He went for my pants, undoing them and pushing them partway down my legs. My panties were just as soaked as I'd imagined, made obvious when he started rubbing them and sneaking beneath. I took over stripping away my bottoms since he didn't want to let go of my pussy once he had it. His unsubtle fascination with my body made my pulse race, compounding nicely with the physical sensations of him fumbling around my clit.
Asher gradually narrowed his attentions, figuring out what I liked as I reacted to his touch. A pair of his fingers slid easily inside my drenched pussy, while he carried on rubbing my clit with his thumb. I wiggled around on top of him, grinding on him and feeding him my tits to be nuzzled and sucked on.
I inched nearer and nearer to his cock, eventually displacing his hand in order to grind directly on his hard shaft. I was so wet and slick, and that natural lube transferred nicely to my brother as I rubbed my pussy over him. He'd be so easy to take. He'd slip right in and fill me up. I bit my lip so hard it hurt at the thought of it.
I grabbed Asher's cock firmly, lifting my pussy just enough to adjust him the way I needed, then swiftly and precisely sat myself back down. A dangerous, animalistic hiss escaped my mouth. My brother's cock inside me, deep inside, and with a small extra movement of my hips, totally buried. Fully, completely within me.
His mouth was a small, perfect circle of awe and delight. His eyes were wide and full, broadcasting love and adoration toward me. His cock pulsed against the snug walls of my pussy, and I squeezed back to elicit little whimpers and groans from him.
"Fuuuccck," Asher moaned.
His hands found my thighs and rested there, as though he wanted them touching me but was too overwhelmed to give them any thought. I planted my palms on his chest in turn and used the extra support to help gently rock around on him, changing the depth and angle of his cock inside me, finding where he felt best.
The only thing holding me back from riding my little brother like a wild thing was how damn good it was just being filled up by him. I kept returning to a firm seat astride him, playfully exercising my lower muscles for the sensations I could cause. That wouldn't get me where I needed to be, though, and that deeper, less incestuous desire just to cum by any means necessary slowly won out.
I leaned even more heavily on Asher as I kicked my hips properly into gear. I bounced, rolled, and wiggled around before settling on a rhythm that was just the perfect decadence for the situation. He grabbed my ass, using his arms to give my movements a little extra oomph as I rode him. He remained awestruck and enraptured by me and what I was doing to him, visually and physically.
"I'm gonna cum all over your cock," I whispered throatily to him, just to see his eyes widen even further.
"Oh god."
"I am," I said, dipping in for a kiss, then running my cheek along his before sitting back up. "All over you, my beautiful baby brother."
Asher nodded, accepting the declaration. "Do it," he said, eyes shining brightly up at me.
I closed my eyes then, letting go of the distraction of watching Asher, focusing entirely on myself. I'd found exactly the rhythm I needed already, I just needed to coax my body into letting go and giving me that sweet release. With my added concentration and a more concerted effort to hit the right spot on every single stroke, my pleasure bubbled and exploded volcanically, wracking my insides with an electric, shivering bliss.
My movements became slightly spasmatic as I came, though steady enough to milk every little bit of pleasure from my orgasm. My eyes cracked open to take in my brother's face, fixing the knowledge of who I was with, melding it to the thrills coursing through me. Asher. Sweet, forbidden Asher.
He ran gentle fingertips over my skin as I slowed and panted in the aftermath. His touch was feather-light and whimsical, just amusing himself while allowing me to come down from my high in my own time.
"Feel better?" Asher asked.
"Much."
"Good. Ready for more?"
I smiled like a tiger stalking easy prey. "Oh my darling brother, don't you dare think we're anywhere near done yet."
****
I was beyond bleary upon waking up the next morning. I had no idea how late we'd stayed up. I couldn't remember us even stopping to fall asleep.
Asher's body pressed warm and snug against mine, his breathing deep and regular enough that I assumed he was still asleep. The fog and headache faded somewhat as I lay still next to him and let the memories flood back in. The things we'd done, the things I'd felt, the new and magnificent experiences...
I'd gotten off so many times on my brother's cock. Riding him or presenting my ass so he could pound me. Sucking him off, letting him lick me out. Grabbing, kissing, nipping, biting, squeezing, and nuzzling. A total blur of incestuous lust.
I turned my head, examining Asher's adorable sleeping face. Love, I decided. Not just lust. A multifaceted, confusing kind of love, but there was no doubt in my mind that it was the right word.
It was beyond tempting to lie there all morning, to let Asher sleep, and perhaps to doze off again with him. In theory I was perfectly content to waste the day away in bed with him. In practice, however, that just wasn't going to happen.
I eventually grumbled out of bed in response to my insistent bladder. I was careful not to disturb my brother, but otherwise wasn't much in the mood for finesse yet. My various scattered clothes stayed right where they were as I stomped out of my room, down the hall, into the bathroom.
My image in the mirror reflected what I'd already been feeling since I'd dragged myself out of bed. Not just that I was naked, which I didn't much care about, but more than I was a sexy mess from last night's sexy times. Dried cum, most notably, was splattered across me in myriad and bizarre place. My tits had taken a load, of course, but there was also some in my hair, a bit down by my knee, and, somehow, a streak across my nose. I had no idea how that last one had clung so tenaciously without being discovered or accidentally wiped off.
A shower was certainly in order. I didn't much want to bother, but decided I probably should clean up. Once I was under the hot spray, my reluctance dissolved and I luxuriated in the cozy, cleansing waterfall.
I began to wake up properly, to feel more like a human being again rather than a shuffling automaton with memories of a glorious night. Despite being well and truly satisfied by my nocturnal adventures, I began to get horny and excited again thinking about them. All the thoughts that had brought a smile to my lips as I lay next to Asher now warmed my pussy instead.
The naughty sister in me regretted that I'd washed away all that brother-cum and pondered the scenario of waking Asher up while still disheveled and messy. It hadn't been fresh, though, and lost some of the appeal for that. Washing had been the correct choice. Getting all glazed and creamy anew, however...



I was fighting the urge to masturbate by the time I stepped out and dried off. I only unconsciously wrapped my towel around me afterward, lost in dirty thoughts as I was, but it was just as well I'd done so.
Krista was up and about now. I heard her in the kitchen as soon as I stepped out of the bathroom. For all I knew she might have been up since before my naked, cum streaked march to the toilet. I hadn't been paying much attention at the time.
She popped her head around the corner when she heard me and gave me an irritatingly knowing smile. I frowned back while internally debating whether to engage her, or just head back to a delightfully naked and sleeping Asher.
"Well well," Krista said. "Look who's finally up."
"It's not that late," I said defensively. My mind was beginning to really process things again, and it was becoming clear to me just how stupid it might have been to spend most of the night fucking my brother with a witness around.
"Maybe not. Considering last night, it's fairly impressive you're up at all." Krista disappeared back into the kitchen.
A chill ran through me. I glanced toward my room, but then padded after Krista in my damp towel, wondering what the hell I was going to say. I had to do something, I thought. But I had no idea what could possibly salvage the situation.
"What are you saying?" I asked.
Krista finished pouring milk into a bowl of cereal and sat down with it at the table. "I'm saying you two are noisy."
"We-"
"I mean, not when I was in my room. You didn't keep me up or anything."
As though that was my main concern. "Glad to hear it," I mumbled.
"But from the hallway... yeah. Not much left to the imagination." Krista pointed her spoon at me. "What gets me curious is I don't remember ever hearing you two before. And I can't think of anytime Ash spent the night either."
"Well, you know. It's complicated."
"Uh huh. Sure." Krista took a bite and chewed it thoughtfully. "You really had me going though."
"We did?" I asked absently, leaning back on the doorframe. I was still waiting for whatever reaction was inevitably going to explode from her. It bothered me that I hadn't heard it yet.
"Yeah. I was wondering about it some this morning. How much of it was you guys acting, how much was my own perceptions fooling me. But, like, I think you guys put in too much effort if you've been holding back around me for so long. You know, if last night's anything to go by."
"You think we shouldn't have been holding back?" I asked in total confusion.
"Well, like, I'm sure you had his place to go to, or whatever." Krista shrugged. "I mean, congrats, you had me really thinking he was your brother. But was the joke really worth it?" She shook her head. "It bugs me that I didn't see it before. They did a bit like that in a show I was watching a few weeks ago. Shoulda put the pieces together."
Ah. So that's what it was. I tried not to show my palpable relief, fussing with my hair to hide my face for a moment. "I see."
"Oh come on, don't act like you didn't know you'd suckered me. I was even toying with asking him out sometime, you know. Guess I shouldn't do that now."
"No. Indeed not."
"And, like, please tell me you guys haven't been avoiding sleepovers here just because of that joke. That's a little much."
"I told you. It's complicated."
"What, like you guys really haven't been fucking until now? Or a hot and cold kinda deal? Or what?"
"Complicated," I repeated. It was a useful word, at times.
"Sure. Fine." Krista took another bite. "I really shoulda known anyway. You guys don't even look like siblings."
"We don't?" I asked with genuine interest.
"I think that was all in my head. And he's totally older than you, right? Not your 'little brother'?"
I squeezed my hand into a fist in reflexive irritation, but forced myself not to show any anger. We were so close to getting away with this after all.
"'Cause he's taller?"
"No. I mean, kinda. But he seems older or something. I always thought that was weird, you supposedly being the big sis. That an in-joke, or what?"
I supposed I'd have to take it. Asher would never, ever be finding out that Krista thought he was older, not if I could help it. But otherwise we had a 'get out jail free' card here, and I intended to use it.
I chatted with Krista a while longer, slowly relaxing into the roll of a girl who'd tricked her roommate into thinking her complicated, part time boyfriend was her brother, despite the truth being roughly the opposite of that. As soon as the subject turned to other things, I felt pretty confident it would stick. Asher and I would just have to adopt a non-sibling kind of act around Krista, and things would be all good.
Once I was sure Krista believed her suspicions and I felt like I'd been casual enough about it to do my part for the narrative, I whisked away back to my room. Asher was still lying on the bed, still naked, cute, and vulnerable. Not, however, asleep. His eyes flicked open at my entrance and followed me as I closed the door and padded softly nearer.
"Good news and bad news," I said softly.
Asher frowned and groaned. "It's too early for bad news."
"It's not that bad, really."
"It isn't?"
"No. Krista knows we were fucking all night."
"She does?"
"We weren't very quiet or subtle, according to her."
"How is that 'not that bad'?"
"She also thinks you're not my brother."
"But... she knows I am."
"No. She used to know. Now she thinks we're assholes who played a joke on her."
"Oh." Asher considered the news. "So... she thinks..."
"Thinks you're my boyfriend." I shrugged. "More or less, anyway."
"Huh."
"Yeah. So not so bad, right?"
"No. Not so bad. Was that the bad and good, then? She knows, but she doesn't know?"
"Kinda. There's more good news, though, if you want it."
"Is there, indeed?"
"There is." I gave Asher a small, sly smile. "I'm not wearing anything under this towel."
I paused just long enough to let my words sink in, then executed a perfect full-body shrug to let my towel slip majestically to the floor. Asher's eyes lit up with that delightful sense of awe that I loved causing in him. I stood before him in a statuesque display of my fresh, clean, and slightly damp self, fully nude under his wandering and appreciative gaze.
"Very good news," Asher concurred. "You know what would be even better?"
"If I fell back into bed with you?"
"If you came back to... yeah, what you said."
I giggled and toppled across him with deliberate lack of grace. He pulled me close and silenced my giggles with a firm kiss. I molded myself to him, returning his kisses while rubbing my naked body over his.
Asher had apparently recovered from last night's exertions, because he was quick to get hard and ready to go again. I was fresh off the high of being able to bang my brother whenever we wanted, since he was my 'boyfriend' now, and I wasn't long in getting wet and horny either.
We rolled around languidly on the extremely rumpled bed, making out and groping one another with much less urgency than the night before, but all the same love and desire for each other. His cock pressed against my pussy almost constantly, grinding and sliding on it until I was whimpering with need for him.
I'd been playfully fighting Asher for the top position, though not very hard. Now that I just needed him in me, I gave ground and let him pin me on my back. I spread my legs wide for him and reached down for his cock, all the while still making out with him and nipping at his lip or neck when he got distracted.
Asher thrust slowly toward me while I guided his cock to its rightful place. I cooed happily at having him enter me once more. That was the good shit. My beloved brother filling me up and about to fuck me.
Once he was deep enough in me, I grabbed his butt and pulled him closer, attempting to get him buried in my pussy all the sooner. I wasn't sure if it really helped, but it made me feel naughty and wanton, which was entirely accurate when it came to Asher.
His rhythm was painfully slow starting out, though I loved the little moments before he pulled back when he was as deep as possible. I urged him on, whispering in his ear, grabbing his hips, thrusting back to meet him, even wrapping my legs around his butt. All of which got me sweaty and horny, but I suspected he was deliberately taking his time; either to savour his big sister's pussy, or just to tease me and get me all worked up before pounding me for real.
He deftly avoided my potential ire by building up to a good, hard, smooth fucking that really hit the right spots for me. He had me whining and moaning, wiggling and bucking, running my hands all over him as his amazing brother-cock slammed into me over and over again. I was driven crazy in the most beautiful way possible.
It was nice, too, to not have to worry about making noise. Not that we'd been all that quiet last night, apparently, but we had even more liberties available to us now. The worst we could do now was annoy Krista. Revealing our incestuous liaison had been a much scarier prospect.
I moaned to my brother, hissed his name, encouraged him to keep fucking his adoring big sis. The last was kept to a whisper, the rest was whatever volume felt right.
I came all over his cock, my orgasm stretching longer and harder as Asher relentlessly pounded my spasming little pussy. I couldn't catch my breath, couldn't do much of anything other than clutch desperately at him and paradoxically wish for him to finish, and for it to never, ever end.
Asher didn't actually last that much longer after me. His pace became gradually rockier and more desperate, then he grunted and I felt him cumming inside me. I closed my eyes and focused on that hot flood of brother-cum exploding in my little pussy. I moaned and squeezed him tight, savouring the feeling of being filled up in a somewhat different way.
We lay together afterward, neither of us moving much at all. I stroked his hair, he nuzzled at my cheek, but otherwise we just held each other and let our breathing recover.
"I came in you," Asher said.
"I know," I whispered back. "Bad boy."
"Didn't mean to. Just... I dunno, felt right."
I kissed his cheek. "It really did."
"You're not mad?"
"No, Ash. How could I be?"
He smiled crookedly. "Pretty justifiably, if you wanted."
"True." I shrugged. "It felt right, like you said. There are pills for this kind of thing anyway." I grinned wickedly. "And it'll give me a reminder of you all day."
Asher groaned. "Don't tell me things like that."
"What, that I'm totally gonna have your cum all up in my little pussy even after you're gone?"
"I'm late to get out of here as it is," he complained with an exaggerated pout.
"I'm not stopping you from leaving. Just giving you something to think about."
"Not fair."
Nevertheless, Asher dragged himself out of bed and made ready to leave. I watched lazily, only throwing clothes on toward the end so I could kiss him goodbye at the front door.
I'd be late to work, but didn't much care. He'd be later, I imagined, since he had further to go and probably would need to stop at his place first. I also didn't much care about that. Nothing was bringing me down. Not for a while.
Just to be a bit more teasing and cruel, I took the time to find a good angle of my pussy, then snapped a pic with some of Asher's cum visibly leaking out. I sent it off to him with a message of, "See what you did to your sister? Bad brother." I only hoped he didn't look at it while driving. I didn't want him to crash.
I then pulled my panties back up, snugging them to my brother-cummed pussy, and prepared for the rest of my day.
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Still working in a clothing store was not what I envisioned for my early twenties. It had been fine in my teens, but I'd assumed I'd be somewhere more 'grown up' after that.
Which was not to say I hated it or anything. I liked it enough that I was still there, after all. It was a pretty chill place to work, in many ways, and I knew my shit well enough by now that I didn't have any worries of fucking up like I used to in my nervous early days of employment. Plus, my best friend Julie worked there too, which made a huge difference all on its own.
Julie and I working together made for the kind of employee duo that drove managers crazy. That had meant being separated many a time over the years. We'd gradually become two of the most senior workers, and at some point management had been forced to concede that in spite of our shenanigans and tendency to hang out together too much, we also got way more shit done than any of the newbies.
We were technically supervisors now, which didn't mean a hell of a lot. Mostly just that we were entrusted with opening or closing, when need be, and allowed to do our own thing most of the time. We also got stuck training the new hires and keeping an eye on them, which wasn't quite made up for by the pay bump, but we got to do some bossing around too, which evened things out.
Possibly my favourite part, in a weird sort of way, were the Saturday morning shifts. No one wanted them. They came too soon after a Friday night, and were dead as all hell for the first few hours. Julie and I had been saddled with them as a punishment of sorts after we'd flipped all the clothes on the mannequins inside out, which I thought was a little harsh at the time, but it turned out well for us. A few hours of ostensibly doing our job as normal, but actually just chilling together without any pesky customers, managers, or fellow employees to disturb us.
The lack of customers was not guaranteed, however.
This Saturday in particular we had a couple of them come in early. Early enough, as it happened, that Julie and I had only just settled in to our ritual lounging. She was perched rather unprofessionally atop the counter next to the registers staring at her phone, while I was making use of one the store's mirrors to fidget with my hair trying to get it sit just right.
I was the first to notice the two girls come in since Julie wasn't even making a pretense of watching the store. I sighed, left my hair the way it was, and stepped over to Julie to give her a nudge.
"Look alive," I said.
"Why?"
"Customers."
"Really?" Julie looked up, then nodded. "Huh, so there are. What the hell do they want?"
"You're asking me?"
She slipped off the counter, tucking her phone away in a smooth, practiced motion calculated not to draw any attention. She'd perfected it over the years.
"Damn inconsiderate of them," she grumbled.
"Tell me about it."
We stood behind the counter, casually keeping an eye on the girls and their progress. They were only browsing, not looking for anything specific yet. We still should have approached and offered assistance, but without any witnesses we were free to use our own judgement on these things. We knew when customers weren't ready for help yet.
"Still, at least one of them's cute," I said thoughtfully.
"Which one?" Julie asked.
"The cute one."
"Give me a hint."
"The one in the skirt."
"Ahhh," Julie said knowingly. "The shy, doe-eyed one."
I rolled my eyes. "How would you know if she's shy?"
"'Cause she's only following her friend around, and she keeps looking at us out of the corner of her eye to see if we're watching."
"Which means she's shy?"
"Probably. Maybe a shoplifter, but I don't get that vibe."
"You're so full of shit. One psychology course and--"
"Two and a half, thank you very much. Very nearly three."
"Yes, very nearly."
I accidentally caught the cute girl's eye. She looked away immediately, a slight flush rising on her cheek. Julie might actually be onto something, not that I'd willingly admit it.
"I guess one of us should meander over to the change rooms," I said. "Just in case."
"You go," Julie offered graciously. "It might give you a chance to flirt."
"You're such an ass."
"What? You said she was cute."
"She is. But what are the odds she's into girls? And if she is, what are the odds she and her friend aren't together?"
"I dunno. Fifty-fifty?"
I snorted. "Yeah, either she is or she isn't. Fantastic math there Jules."
"Thanks. I did it without a calculator even." She gave me a gentle push. "Just go, Bree. Give it a shot."
"Fine. Just to shut you up, though. And just for the record, even given your extremely suspect percentages, I'd have to win two coin flips, which only makes it one in four."
"Have fun," Julie called after me, ignoring my parting shot with ruthless cheerfulness.
I moseyed over to the changing room alcove, which someone was always supposed to be guarding, according to the rules. God forbid a customer might have to wait half a minute for someone to come over and help them.
Still, it gave me an excuse to pass nearer the two girls without actually having to disturb them or make it obvious I was getting a closer look. They both appeared to be around the same age as Julie and me, which was preferable if I was going to engage in even a fleeting crush on one of them. Not that I was planning on taking things even that far, but it was good to know all the same.
I caught the cute one watching me as I walked past. She didn't know the angles on the strategically placed mirrors like I did. I smiled to myself and put a little extra swing in my hips, feeling silly about it even as I did. I'd meant what I told Julie. The odds just weren't in my favour. Let alone the horrible logistics and potential consequences of actually flirting with a customer.
I pretended to tidy up around the area for a while, only watching the girls when they were busy looking at clothes. Julie sent me a couple texts in the interim, but I ignored them. I could make out her impish grin from where I was, and I was quite sure whatever she'd sent wasn't helpful.
The girls finally headed my way with a few selections each. I set myself in a professional stance with a customer service smile plastered on my face.
"Finding everything ok?" I asked cheerfully.
"Yes, thanks," said Cute Girl's Friend, a slightly slyer smile on her lips to mirror mine. "We'd just like a couple rooms to try things on."
"No problem at all."
I glanced at Cute Girl, but she wouldn't look directly at me.
I maintained my retail courtesy as I set them each up with a changing room, just a small room with some hooks, a full-length mirror, and a curtain drawn across the doorway. I tried asking Cute Girl directly if she needed anything else before I left her to her decisions, but I didn't get much out of her other than a faint blush when she finally met my gaze. It might have meant something, or it might not, but it was an adorable reaction either way.
Any lingering hopes I had, not that they'd been all that high at any point, were dashed when the friend snuck across to Cute Girl's room. I pretended not to notice, though in fact it was hard to slip much of anything by me. I knew the exact type of sneak too. It came up every now and again when two people wanted to occupy the same room for less than virtuous reasons.
Just to be sure, I padded silently next to the room once they were settled, and indeed there were soft whispers, giggles, and eventually some barely audible sounds of making out.
Well fuck. Won one coin flip, lost the other pretty hard. Better than I thought I'd do, and yet all the more painful for it.
It was Julie's fault, I decided. Left to my own devices, I very sensibly would never have considered things going anywhere at all. It wasn't like I knew this girl even a little, except that she was cute, and that she did, in fact, like girls. And that when she thought I wasn't looking, she'd given me looks like....
No, bad Bree. Stop that. All in your head. She definitely wasn't checking you out. Not when she was out with her girlfriend.
Julie caught my eye as I paced out into the main store area just to get a little space. She shot me a questioning glance. I shrugged in return. Then, because I might as well get it over with, pulled out my phone and shot her a text.
"They're in there together making out."
Julie, thankfully, didn't make a joke of it. She sent back a sad face, then mouthed a, "Sorry," when I looked up at her again.
I went back to stand by the counter in the changing area, summoning my retail happy face back for when I needed it. They'd be gone soon enough anyway, and the whole thing would blow over.
I got another text from Julie. "Want me to come kick them out for you?"
We weren't supposed to let people use the change rooms for sexy times, though in practice that wasn't always an easy rule to enforce. And when left to our own devices, Julie and I would use our own discretion as to whether to interfere or not. Oftentimes it came down to whether we liked the customers in question or not.
This time was a bit different. It was tempting to get them out sooner, but it also felt a little too petty.
"Nah. Leave them be. Thanks, though."
"I got your back, Bree. No one breaks your heart on my watch."
I smiled for real, if only for a moment. It wasn't all that funny, really, but I'd cooled down just enough to appreciate what humour there was. Plus, Julie was really good to have around at times like these. Even if they were basically her fault. As soon as the girls were out of there, we could huddle back up and talk shit about them. Or about relationships in general. Or whatever. It'd be fine.
The problem was, the girls took fucking forever. And when the curtain finally did move, only one of them came out. The friend. I had no idea why they weren't leaving together. Surely they knew that staggering their exits wouldn't prevent me from noticing they'd been in the same room. Or maybe they weren't thinking things through that thoroughly. Who knew.
I was bored and frustrated, but all that was safely hidden behind my customer service shell. I smiled and took the pile of clothes back, setting it on my counter to be refolded and rehung.
"Hang onto my friend's things for her would you?" the girl asked with an even broader version of her sly smile from before.
I tilted my head uncertainly. "Would she like to buy some of these?"
"Not exactly."
She gave me a wink, then sauntered off without bothering to explain. Nor, indeed, without waiting for makeout accomplice.
None of it made sense. She'd winked at me very deliberately. I felt like she had to know that I knew what they'd been up to. Yet they weren't leaving together. And she'd seemed to think something was terribly amusing, but I couldn't begin to guess what.
I absently began organizing the pile of clothes to put back on the floor while I pondered the morning thus far. It took me a moment to realize some of the clothes I was sorting weren't ours, and a moment longer still to recognize that they formed a complete outfit, excepting shoes. A complete outfit such as....
My eyes tracked toward the still-occupied changing room. I slunk toward it without really making the conscious decision to do so. There was only a small gap under the curtain, not enough to see much of anything, but enough for me to spy a pair of shoes and a bare, fidgety pair of feet next to them.
I knocked on the side of the room. "Doing ok in there?"
"Uh... yes, thanks."
A rather nervous voice. For good reason, if I'd put the pieces together correctly. And I was pretty sure I had.
"Is Cindy still there?" the girl inside asked.
"Your friend? No, she left."
"Oh."
I waited to see if I'd get more out of her. Then, with a certain amount of self-satisfaction that I just couldn't contain, "Would you like your clothes back?"
Silence a moment, then a rather meek, "Yes, please."
I leaned against the side of the girl's flimsy prison. "Is this the sort of thing Cindy does to you often?"
"Well... not this specifically, no. Could I please have my clothes?"
"In a minute. I'm trying to figure out if this game is something you both play, or if it's mainly just her."
"Does it matter?"
"Kinda. If it's just her, I'm gonna grab your clothes for you and advise you to tell her to fuck off." I shrugged. "If it's both of you, then I'm gonna be spiteful and not get your clothes."
"You're not?"
"Nope. You'll have to come out and get them."
"Why?"
"I told you. Spite. For involving me in your games without even asking if I was cool with it."
"Oh. If it helps any, I didn't know she was gonna do this."
I felt a 'but' coming, and calmly waited for it.
"But... it's not exactly like I don't know how she thinks."
"So a little of both?" I hazarded.
"I guess. Kinda."
"Well you know that makes things complicated for me. Now I don't know whether or not to help you out."
"Yeah. I know."
This was getting interesting. I still wasn't quite sure what was happening, but that was ok. I also didn't know who I was talking to, and that at least could be easily resolved.
"I'm Bree," I said by way of introduction.
I could practically hear the anxious hesitation before I got an answer. "Riley."
I nodded. "Well, Riley, we've got a bit of a predicament now, don't we?"
"Sort of, I suppose."
"Sort of?"
"Well, uh... is there anyone else around?"
I peeked out to the main floor. All quiet on the western front.
"Just Jules over at cash."
"The other girl working here?"
"That's her."
"And she's not looking?"
"Got her face buried in her phone. Why?"
The curtain slid back and Riley stepped out. She did the traditional, very awkward attempt at covering herself at first; hunched over, arm across her breasts, hand covering her pussy. Once she'd verified that there really wasn't anyone else around, she dropped her arms to her sides, hands clenching and unclenching with nervous energy.
"Huh," I said.
I really hadn't expected to see anything. I'd been messing with her, mostly out of spite just as I'd claimed, but had no intention of forcing the issue in the end. Maybe just make her beg a little or something.
She was even cuter without clothes on. Partly because of her nudity itself, but more so because of how adorably shy she was about it. Eyes darting away from mine, cheeks gone rosy pink, and constant fidgeting like she wanted to hide herself or turn away, but was resisting the urge.
"Wow," I said after a moment.
"You don't mind, do you?"
I tilted my head. "Are you kidding me? Why would I?" I cleared my throat. "But, uh, you really don't have to do this. I can grab your stuff for you."
"That's ok."
I had no idea why it was ok, but I let it bed.
Riley stood there, gradually getting her reactions under control. She didn't move toward her clothes, nor back to the safety of her changing room. Just stood, letting me look if I wanted. Which I did.
"Cindy said you were checking me out," Riley said softly. "I wasn't sure if you were or not."
"Oh I totally was."
I scanned up and down her naked form, taking in the cute features of her face, the smooth paleness of her uncovered skin, the curve of her breasts, the soft lines of her tummy and hips, and the forbidden slit of her pussy.
"Cindy's better at seeing that kind of thing. She caught me looking at you too."
"She's an observant one." I swung my eyes back up to hers. She was getting more comfortable, but still wouldn't quite meet my gaze. "I thought you were looking too. I got thrown off a bit when Cindy snuck in there with you."
Riley's fading blush brightened back up again. "That's probably not quite what it looks like."
"She left you naked," I said lightly. "And I heard you making out."
"Yeah, but... we....." Riley folded her arms, though it seemed more a gesture of conversational discomfort than one of trying to cover her tits. "I'm not good at this."
I sighed. "Sorry, I'm being a bit of a dick about it too."
"No you're not."
"I am. This is, like, not a situation I know what to do with."
"I get that." Riley smiled tentatively. "I'm really too shy to be doing this kind of thing too."
"You're a very confusing kind of shy."
"That's... fair. That's pretty much how I feel about it too."
I gestured to my counter. "You wanna sit? We can talk more, if you want." I shrugged. "Or you could grab your stuff and leave, too."
Riley bit her lip and looked longingly at her clothes before coming to a decision. "I could talk for a bit. If you wanted."
I nodded. "Ok."
It would have been nice to have chairs to offer or something. As it was, we used the counter as seating, much as Julie and I so often did when no one was watching.
Riley took the end against the wall where she was partly covered from anyone wandering through the store. I took a seat on the other end where I had a better view through the doorway, and where I could spot trouble more easily. I folded one leg under me and left the other dangling over the side. Riley adopted a cross-legged pose, which left her pussy quite well displayed, more than she realized I assumed, but she couldn't decide what to do with her hands, and they alternately covered and uncovered her as she fidgeted with them.
I got a text from Julie as we were getting settled.
"Was that a naked girl I saw? What's going on over there?"
I texted back quickly, "Tell you later. Promise. Keep watch?" then put my phone away, ignoring the follow up buzz.
There was a moment of awkward silence between Riley and me. I didn't quite know what to say to her, nor was I sure how much I could safely check her out without bothering her. It was a delicate balance.
Riley picked anxiously at one of her nails a moment, then dropped her hands again. She took a deep breath, unwittingly drawing my attention to her chest in spite of my efforts to make eye contact.
"There's kind of a thing between Cindy and me," she said. "Obviously."
"Obviously," I agreed.
"But it's, uh, I don't know exactly what you'd call it."
"She's not your girlfriend?"
"No." Riley shook her head and shrugged ruefully. "She's got a boyfriend."
"Oh. Ohhh. And he doesn't--"
"No, he knows. He's cool with it. But I'm very much 'on the side' for her."
"Huh. Well then."
Riley shifted, then peeked at me cautiously to gauge my reaction. "I honestly don't know if Cindy was just being Cindy here, or if she was legitimately trying to set us up or something." She bit her lip. "Maybe some of both."
A small thrill ran through me, and it was my turn to pause and take a breath. "She likes getting you naked?"
"Not naked very often. I mean, not in risky places. Usually something less extreme than that."
"Right. But she'd also be ok if we... if you... you know."
Riley flushed and adjusted an errant strand of hair. The gesture was as cute as I was coming to expect from her. "I mean, she cares about me. I think she'd be happy if I found a real relationship of my own." She went even brighter red. "Not that you... we... not that that's what this is, necessarily. It could be, but it doesn't... you don't...."
"Riley? Chill. It's all good."
She nodded, but it took a moment to get her panic levels down. "It is?"
"Yeah." I let my dangling leg swing with calculated carelessness, even though I felt anything but careless inside. "I get it."
"Oh. Good." She hesitantly met my eyes. "Could you explain it to me?"
I laughed, expelling some of my nervous tension. Riley joined in and giggled along with me. Her body untensed somewhat and uncurled from itself.



"This might sound ridiculous," I said, "but what if we thought about this like kind of a date?"
Riley's eyes went wide. "A date?"
"Kind of. Not a proper one, obviously, but just like a chance to see what happens. Like, uh, no expectations or anything. No commitments. But maybe with the acknowledgement that we're both kind of interested?"
"That makes sense," Riley said slowly. "It's kind of unfair though."
"Why?"
"I'm naked."
"So you are." I shrugged. "Your clothes are right there if you want them."
Riley looked toward the small pile, again with a certain amount of longing.
"Or maybe," I said, "you'd rather if I didn't let you have them back yet?"
She squeaked in embarrassment and ducked her head under her hands to hide. "Oh god, you think I'm a total weirdo, don't you? I don't even know why I'm like this."
"I think you're cute," I stated definitively.
"... you do?"
"And I, personally, am rather enjoying your lack of clothes."
Riley reflexively moved to cover herself again, but then caught herself and forced her arms away. "So unfair," she mumbled.
I was beginning to get a sense of her. Not only that, but I was rather enjoying the insight that I had gleaned. The way things were going, this could be very, very fun. Actually, it kind of already was, minus the awkward fumbling we were both doing. Though hers was quite endearing, in its own way.
"I don't know," I said airily. "Maybe dating would be more fun if someone had to be naked for it."
Riley smiled shyly. "But how would you decide who?"
"That'd be the trick alright." I tilted my head thoughtfully. "Usually, anyway. In your case it'd be quite easy."
"I really don't do this!" she protested. "This isn't, like, my version of a pick up line."
"It'd be a good one if it was."
"That... you...."
I grinned broadly. "You'd get so many girls."
"I'd get so many guys, more like," Riley grumbled.
"Ooh, yeah, that is a problem. It all seemed so foolproof."
Riley rolled her eyes at me, which was fine. I liked her all cute and embarrassed, but getting her loosened up and talking like a normal person--like we were on some bizarre kind of impromptu date--was probably better for getting to know each other.
We talked for a while longer, not about anything in particular, just chatting, giggling, and getting comfortable with each other. I started to forget that she was even naked and found myself conversing with her like she was any other girl I was kinda sorta into.
Riley was forgetting too, judging by her little reactions every now and then. She'd be all relaxed, then suddenly jerk and go a bit red, sometimes covering her chest for a second, then we'd both giggle and she'd let her arms fall away again.
A few times I caught myself staring at her. Not in a checking her out kind of way, but more like my eyes just kind of zoned out a bit, and she happened to be right in front of me. It didn't hurt that she was by far the nicest thing around to look at. I knew she caught me a few times, but actually seemed not to mind at all. Her lips quirked shyly when our eyes met afterward, and she didn't do that little twitch and blush thing. Like it was ok if I looked, but it still startled her when she remembered suddenly that we were in public.
"Hey, Bree? You still hiding over here?"
I sighed at the sound of Julie's voice. Riley squeaked and curled up into a protective ball.
"Don't worry," I whispered. "Sit tight for a sec."
I hopped off my perch and intercepted Julie before she could wander into the changing area.
"There you are," she said. "You're leaving me bored to tears out here. You know that, don't you?"
"Yeah, well, I'll owe you one, ok?"
Julie tilted her head. "You don't care, do you?"
"I--"
She smiled wickedly. "You've still got your little crush back there."
"I do. And it's going pretty well."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Did I really see her naked earlier? It was only quick, but--"
I urged Julie further away and lowered my voice. "She's totally naked."
"Seriously?"
"Yes."
"Damn, you move fast. And here I've been worrying about your love life all this time."
"I had so very little to do with it, I assure you."
"She just got naked? Then, uh, I guess she's the one who moves fast?" Julie shrugged. "Either way, hell of a first date."
"Tell me about it," I murmured absently. "But, uh, I'd really like it to keep going well...."
Julie grinned and punched me lightly on the arm. "Hey, dude, I got your back. It's quiet as shit out here anyway. Been a couple people poking in, but not really interested in anything. And this story is definitely gonna make up for a little boredom." She looked at me seriously. "You're gonna tell me the whole story, right?"
"Promise."
"Pinky promise?"
I rolled my eyes at the childish gesture, but clasped pinkies with Julie without hesitation. I would have told her anyway. This wasn't the sort of event I could keep to myself.
"You really need to give up on playground rules one of these years," I told her.
"Haven't failed me yet."
"You--"
"Can't argue with success."
"You're a weird girl sometimes, Jules."
"Maybe." She gave me an innocent, beaming smile. "Why don't you head on back to your romantic encounter in the changing rooms at work with a naked girl you just met?"
I glared at her, which didn't faze her even slightly. "Ok, you win this round."
"Yeah I do." Julie pointed authoritatively over my shoulder. "Now get back in there and work some magic already."
"Yes ma'am."
The room was deserted as I reentered. I looked around in confusion for a moment until Riley's head cautiously popped up from behind the counter.
"It's safe now," I said with only a faint trace of the amusement I felt.
Riley stood up, this time appearing embarrassed over her reaction more so than her nudity. "I, uh, got a little nervous. Thought you might have been called away."
"No, just had to keep Jules happy. She was getting bored."
"Oh. You didn't tell her about me, did you?"
"Only a little."
"What?!"
"It's fine. She's cool. You can meet her if you want."
"Uh...."
I giggled. "Relax, you don't have to. I'm just teasing. She did kinda see you for a second earlier, though. When you were naked, I mean."
Riley went red again. I felt kind of bad for how much I liked doing that to her, but it wasn't my fault she was so damn adorable when she was all flustered.
"I guess maybe that's fine," she said with the tone of trying to convince herself rather than me.
"It is."
"But, uh, maybe it's time I got dressed again?"
I shook my head. "No, I don't think so."
"You said I could."
"I did. I changed my mind."
Riley glanced toward her pile of clothes, still just sitting there temptingly. I advanced on her, cutting off her options. She stood where she was, fidgeting nervously until I was directly in front of her.
"You can't change your mind," she mumbled unconvincingly. "S'not fair."
"No. It isn't. But maybe I can make up for that."
"How are you--"
I slipped my hand to Riley's neck, then up behind her head. I held her gently as I moved in and kissed her with just a light brush of my lips on hers.
"Oh," she said.
I kissed her again, more firmly, testing her response. Not good or bad yet, still just anxiously fidgeting.
"You can tell me if I'm being too forward," I said softly, my mouth only barely separated from hers.
"I wouldn't know how to judge that, under the circumstances."
My lips twitched upward. "Then tell me if I should stop."
"Not fair," she repeated.
"Hardly anything ever is."
My third try at kissing her went so much better. She was still uncertain at first, but I held it longer this time, long enough for her to start kissing me back.
It was unfair, I acknowledged. She was naked. Any touch of mine on her body was meeting her bare skin. She was ridiculously unprotected and vulnerable for such initial explorations. I was very conscious of where I put my hands, even as she stepped minutely closer and cautiously put her hands on my shoulders in return.
My caution didn't last forever by any means. Riley responding and actively participating allowed me to be bolder. I slipped a hand to her tits, cupping one of them just as a test. The press of her lips didn't change as a result, nor did the tentative probe of her tongue. If anything, she may have even become more responsive when I started fondling and stroking her breasts.
I pressed closer toward Riley, to the point of forcing her to back up or be knocked over. She moaned softly when she hit the wall and I kept coming until I was right up against her.
She'd gotten over her reservations and hesitation, it seemed. I couldn't get close enough for her. She didn't hold me lightly any longer, but instead pulled at my lower back, then slipped a hand down to my butt, bringing me tight up against her.
I smiled broadly, somewhat interrupting our making out for a moment, as I felt her grinding on my thigh. I brought my leg forward, placing it firmly between hers, giving her more purchase for rubbing off on me.
This was new and exciting territory for me. I wasn't at all used to getting so intimate with someone I'd only just met, let alone at my workplace, but it felt right. I absolutely loved that Riley was so horny that she'd grind on me like that, that she'd grab my butt, that my roaming hands weren't being rebuffed. Everything about our meeting had been unique and special, and I wasn't about to start questioning it now just because it was moving so fast.
We broke for air, parting our faces just enough to be able to look at each other, to search for emotions in each other's eyes. Even the way she panted was cute and made me want to aggressively kiss her some more. I held back, waiting until I had enough oxygen in reserve to make it worthwhile.
Riley came for me first. She attacked me hungrily, kissing with ferocity beyond what she'd demonstrated thus far. She was losing control, not holding back, no longer worried about her fears or what I was thinking. She was just going for it.
Well, if she was going to, so was I. I pulled my leg away with some difficulty, given the way she was molding herself to me. She whined and tried to use some cunning footwork to get my thigh back where she wanted it. I ignored her protests.
I'd made space to get my hand in, and I made full use of it. Riley calmed down and moaned deeply as I found her pussy. I pressed my palm hard against it to reassure her that I'd take care of her, before then maneuvering my fingers with more purpose and deftness.
"Holy shit you're wet," I said during another quick air break.
"What did you expect?"
"I dunno. Less than that, I guess? You probably soaked right through my pants."
"S'your own fault. Kept me naked. Got all makey-outey with me. What d'you want from me?"
I grinned and nipped at Riley's lip. "Just exactly this."
She was totally mine now. She had been anyway, more or less, but with my fingers put to work, she had no more free will than a puppet. I could do anything I wanted so long as I kept her all worked up.
She was so crazy turned on that I couldn't quite believe it, but I made full use of it anyway. Slipping a pair of fingers inside her was the smoothest, most natural gesture, given how wet and slick she was. I pushed into her pussy, smiling at the small gasps she made.
I made my fingers dance, finding her weak spots, figuring out what she liked, what she loved, and what made her clutch desperately at me so as not to fall down. I teased her clit, but didn't focus on it yet. Not until the moment was right.
For a time, Riley was my horny little plaything. She was cute, naked, desperate to cum, and reacted so beautifully to my fingering. I loved her whimpers, her wiggles, her hands grasping at me for purchase, and that overarching sense that she needed my touch more than anything.
Slowly, gradually, I increased my attention to Riley's clit. She leaned into every caress, every flick of my fingertip, wanting ever more than what I gave her. Only at the end did I really give in and rub her like crazy, giving her everything she wanted and more.
Riley whimpered, trembled, and leaned heavily on me as I played her clit hard and fast. She bucked against my fingers, her nails digging painfully into my skin even through my clothes, then finally gasped and moaned as she came.
A fresh flood of arousal surged out, making a total mess and making my fingers even slicker. The sounds she whined into my ear were a beautiful music to me, a just reward for my efforts. I kept rubbing her until she was clearly spent.
Things got a little awkward again afterward. Not too bad, really, but there was a definite moment of uncertainty for both of us. Riley extracted herself from my grasp and leaned back against the wall, still unsteady on her legs. I took a step back and gave her some space.
"Well that was... something," I said, trying to sound casual.
"I can't believe we did that," Riley said softly, her tone tinged with confusion and awe.
"We did, though."
Riley giggled madly. "We sure did."
I laughed along with her, letting it expunge some of the tension from me. It was silly to even think about feeling bad, and yet it was such a new relationship that disastrous possibilities were still lurking at the fringes. It had been so much fun making Riley cum like that, but I didn't know her well enough to know what to do now.
I brought my hand up to my face, then looked past it to Riley's inner thighs, the floor beneath her, and even the damp patch on my leg where she'd been grinding on me. "You made a bit of a mess."
Riley didn't go as red this time as I was expected. It wasn't as cute, but I liked what it suggested about her growing comfort around me. "Not exactly my fault, is it?"
"Kinda is." I licked one of my fingers experimentally. "Tastes good though."
"Oh my god!" Riley buried her face in her hands. "Stop!"
I grinned, enjoying her reaction. I licked myself clean-ish even while she peeked through a gap in her fingers.
"I better go grab a towel or something," I said.
"Wait, don't leave me here by myself again."
I smiled over my shoulder as I headed away from her. "You're welcome to come with."
As I expected, Riley declined and stuck with the relative safety of the changing rooms. It was preferable to parading through the store, it seemed.
"Going well?" Julie asked as I passed by her to the employee area.
"So well," I answered without stopping to explain.
I managed to find a clean towel, and got a very curious look from Julie as I carried it back with me. Again, I didn't offer any explanation. It was more fun to make her wonder.
Riley hadn't bothered to hide this time. She didn't even seem to realize how visible she was as she hung around waiting for me to return. It made me wonder just how brazen she could be made to act if I decided to make a proper effort of finding out.
She inhaled sharply as I knelt in front of her. I smiled up at her, quirking my lips just a tad suggestively, then proceeded to behave myself impeccably as I patted her down with the towel I'd fetched. I started at her ankles, still amazed that it was at all necessary to begin that far down, and slowly worked my way upward.
I was fully prepared to admit that I was tempted. Riley's pussy was right there at face height, thanks to my decision to kneel in front of her. The mess she'd made was as evident to me as it possibly could have been. I knew how good she tasted. I could go for it if I wanted.
"I could do that myself, you know," Riley said.
I smirked up at her again. "Sure. But what fun would that be?"
It was a deliberately slow, tender job. I wasn't overly thorough about cleaning her, necessarily, but rather took my time traveling up the inside of her bare legs and spent my focus on exploring her soft, intimate skin with my fingertips, rather than on making sure she was dried off properly. It only got worse as I reached her upper thighs and teased myself as much as her by somehow resisting the urge to jump straight to the summit.
The scent of her eventually got to me. Her sweet little pussy called to me, wet and sensuous beyond my ability to ignore for long. I breathed it in deeply, then leaned forward and extended my tongue.
Riley gasped far above me. Her fingertips grazed the top of my head, flexing but not quite grasping, like she couldn't decide whether to encourage me, to push me away, or to do nothing at all.
My first quick taste of her was so much better than off my fingers. It was her pure, undiluted flavour, straight from her impossibly aroused little pussy. It was the greatest, most instantly addicting taste that had ever graced my tongue. I needed more.
I licked again, paused to savour it, then once more. Riley decided what she wanted to do with her hand, which turned out to be gently pressing me to her. I happily obliged, licking longer and deeper, exploring the length of her pussy. I allowed myself to get lost in it, to lap at her with no goal beyond simply seeking out her juices as they flooded toward my waiting mouth.
I lost track of time almost entirely as I ate Riley out. I forgot where we were, that she was naked and I wasn't, even that she wasn't my girlfriend, let alone someone I'd known before this morning. None of it mattered anyway. Only her sweet little pussy, and what I could do to it with my tongue.
It was something of a surprise to me when she came on my face. I truly hadn't been working toward that goal this time. Not yet, anyway. I loved it all the same. Loved that definitive pleasure in her adorable moans and whines as she tried to muffle herself, the mess all over my lips and chin afterward, and the heavy lidded, well-satisfied smile she gave me.
I finished wiping her up, then stood. "Well, all cleaned up," I said casually.
"Excellent service here," Riley murmured nearly incoherently. She gave me a soft kiss, then took the towel from me and patted my face dry. "I never think of towel-work when I'm deciding where to shop."
"Tragically underrated," I concurred.
Riley hopped back up on the counter, then stretched out along it, chest still rising and falling heavily as her breathing slowly returned to normal. She made such a beautiful picture reclined all fresh off a pair of orgasms, still unclothed, and with no thought at all to hiding from my gaze. I stood watching her, remaining totally still in case I disturbed the moment.
"I suppose I should get dressed," she said, though made no move to follow through.
"Maybe," I said. "You'll have to before long. The morning calm doesn't last forever." I chewed thoughtfully on my lip. I didn't want Riley to get dressed just yet. And she was so damn relaxed and comfortable right now that there had to be potential there. "Wanna meet Jules first?"
Riley turned her head, remaining otherwise exactly where she was. She frowned slightly. "Naked?"
"That's the idea."
"I don't know if I can do that."
"Sure you can. I'll be right there the whole time. Julie's cool. It can't be any harder than when you first walked out in front of me."
"That's... actually probably true." Riley sighed and sat up. "And you've got me feeling so good it's hard to even properly panic about the idea."
"That is very good to know."
I took Riley's hand and tugged gently until she slid off the counter and slowly followed along behind me. I set a gentle pace, letting her come out onto the main floor as gradually as possible. Giving her time to look around, to verify that it was as safe as it was going to get, and to adjust to being naked out there.
Technically, there was no one around to see Riley, excepting Julie. However, it was a pretty wide open space, broken up strategically by all the clothes racks and things. It was quite a mix of exposed and covered. I was pretty sure the people walking by the front of the store wouldn't notice anything, but it was hard to say for certain.



Julie caught our approach when we were about halfway to her. Her eyes went comically wide for a second, then she grinned broadly at me. I smiled right back and squeezed Riley's hand as I felt her lagging behind a bit
Riley had regained some of her adorable shyness by the time we made it to Julie. She was blushing and fidgeting, not meeting Julie's gaze, but also standing more or less straight and not trying to hide herself in any way. It was a nice mix of embarrassed and confident, one that I felt I'd had some hand in.
"Julie, this is Riley. Riley, Julie."
"Nice to meet you," Julie said, still with a long, appraising look at Riley.
"You too," Riley mumbled.
Her grip on my hand had become tighter, and I noted her anxious glances toward the glass windows at the front. No one had really stopped to stare yet, but we were, admittedly, in one of the most exposed areas with nothing next to us much higher than stomach height, albeit off to the side where anyone glancing at display racks wouldn't necessarily look. She could theoretically be seen at any time, but probably wouldn't be. Maybe. Hopefully.
"You're staring, Jules," I said.
"Well what did you expect?" Julie responded without a trace of shame about it, though she did flick her gaze off of Riley.
"Pretty much that. Don't be rude about it, is all."
"Ha, yeah. Rude." Julie shook her head. "Like any of this is my doing." She looked at Riley. "Watch out for Bree. She's a bit funny about some things."
"Hey! I am not! Don't be telling her stuff like that."
"Why not? Not like I could scare her off now."
I paused a moment. Riley was standing closer to me than ever, and still had a solid grip on my hand. Julie's teasing honestly didn't seem likely to be much of a problem. Still, though.
"Be nice," I said.
Julie beamed innocently. "Always." She turned to Riley. "So, what brings you here? In the market for some new clothes?"
I glared at Julie, but she cunningly ignored me.
Riley rather surprised me by smiling sweetly at Julie in response. "I'd love to try some things on. Maybe you could go fetch some options for me?"
Julie laughed. "Ha, alright, fair enough." She adjusted her stance and leaned casually on the counter. "So what's with the whole naked thing? Was it just to get Bree's attention? You probably didn't need to go that far."
Riley shrugged. "It worked, didn't it?"
Julie looked back and forth between Riley and me. "I guess so. Though how well it worked--"
"Is none of your business," I interrupted firmly.
"Just saying, you two alone and naked--"
"I wasn't."
"One of you naked, then, with no adult supervision...."
"You're only technically an adult, Jules," I said, folding my arms. "And if you're fishing for an invitation to watch next time--"
"Pff, yeah right. I don't need to see any of that."
"I think maybe you want to," I said, jumping eagerly on the opening she'd given me to tease her right back. "I think you want to see me naaakeeeddd."
"Don't flatter yourself."
"Naaakeeeddd," I repeated in a sing-song voice.
"Oh grow up."
"After you. I insist."
Luckily Riley found our squabbling funny, and seemed to help her take to Julie, even in her continued unclothed state. She still stuck close to me, but was pretty comfortable hanging out with us for a bit.
Again, it became background noise that Riley was naked. It wasn't something you could miss, but it ceased to be super relevant. Or at least it did until a customer approached the counter, very nearly catching us entirely off-guard. I only just barely noticed in time to give Riley a warning, which elicited an embarrassing little squeak from her as she dove for cover.
The little old lady who'd toddled up to us hadn't, so far as I could tell, seen Riley. Or hadn't noticed her lack of clothes, at any rate. She just asked for some help finding something for her granddaughter, which Julie very kindly offered to assist with, after only a single sharp elbow to her ribs by way of encouragement.
Julie was still grinning like a lunatic as she led the lady away. She winked at me over her shoulder as I feigned calm and tried to ignore Riley cowering below me until our customer was out of earshot.
"Did she see me?" Riley asked.
"I don't think so," I said. "She's a pretty chill kinda person if she did, 'cause she sure didn't let on at all."
"I think... I think maybe I need my clothes back now."
"Yeah, maybe."
"Maybe?"
Riley looked cuter and sexier than ever, all naked and embarrassed on her knees in front of me. I hadn't moved to give her room since I didn't want to give away that anything was amiss, and now that we were alone she remained too close to leave me unaffected. I wasn't horny to the point of absolutely needing some action, but was horny enough to seriously contemplate some very questionable choices.
"Riley?"
"Yeah?"
"I know this is kind of a stupid idea...."
She gave me a confused look, but with a hint of anxious, excited anticipation that really worked for me. "What?" she asked softly.
"We really shouldn't, but I want to ask...."
"Tell me," she insisted breathily. She was sitting back on her heels, palms laid demurely on her thighs. The way she looked up at me, searching, waiting....
"Would you, like, lick me?"
Riley's eyes shone. Her tongue flicked across her bottom lip. "Right here?"
"Yeah."
"Now?"
"Yes."
"You'll get in trouble."
"Hopefully not." I gave her a crooked smile. "I haven't gotten in trouble over you yet."
Riley bit her lip. She was still behind the counter, nearly invisible unless someone leaned over to get a look. She might really have been more worried about me than herself, which was touching in its own way.
Slowly, shakily, she reached for me, going straight for my pants. I leaned in and braced myself on the counter in a way that I hoped looked normal and casual, but really was meant to cut down the angles in which my bottom half could be seen.
Riley's trembling fingers clumsily worked at my pants, finally tugging them down past my thighs, all the way to my ankles. My panties followed much more quickly and easily in comparison.
I felt light-headed and giddy, on top of my growing arousal. This wasn't something I did. Getting naked at work. At the counter. Even if it was only my bottoms, I really could get in trouble for this. And I could potentially be seen so easily.
It was such a different experience than being around Riley all this time. So much more personal and visceral in a sense, while also managing to be surreal and dream-like in another.
None of which even touched on the thrill of having Riley's face inches away from my bare pussy. The feel of her breath on my arousal-wet skin, the anticipation of what she was about to do, the acknowledgement of how my feelings for her had developed in such a very short time. It was crazy to have formed this mutual trust and attraction already, even if it had been spurred on by her initial nudity.
I bit my lip hard at the first caress of her tongue. I couldn't make a sound, couldn't let my expression reflect what I felt. I'd inadvertently given myself the torturous task of standing like a statue while I got eaten out by the sexy little nymph kneeling between my legs. How exactly was I supposed to stay calm and quiet? I hadn't thought this through well enough at all.
Riley, totally oblivious to my struggle, was quickly warming up to our risky game of cunnilingus. Her tonguing accelerated from a few tentative licks to lapping at me with puppy-like enthusiasm without much buildup time at all.
My knuckles went white as I gripped the counter hard in an effort to steady to myself. I was pretty sure I couldn't do this. I couldn't stand there all nonchalantly and give nothing away.
Riley slipped her hands around my butt, holding me tightly for better leverage as she licked me. Her swift little tongue probed deeper into my pussy, exploring as far as she could reach, then returned to her initial style of licking with a gentle focus on my clit.
My eyes rolled back and my arms shook as I desperately tried to maintain some form of composure. It didn't work all that well. I got a sharp elbow in the ribs from Julie, who I hadn't even noticed returning.
I pulled it together somewhat while Julie rang her customer through. I didn't think the woman suspected that I was getting eaten out behind the counter, and I was pretty lucky it hadn't been someone more alert and observant.
"Ok, seriously?" Julie demanded as soon as the three of us were left alone again. "This is pushing it."
"Not now," I gasped. "Argue later."
Julie folded her arms. "You've got to be kidding."
I closed my eyes, blocking out her attempt at disapproval. I focused on Riley's tongue, and only her tongue. I was still aware of Julie's presence, of Riley's grip on my butt, on the world around us, but let all of that slip away for a few glorious minutes.
I was going to cum, I could feel it, and I needed it so badly. It didn't matter that Julie was watching, that anyone could come in and walked over to where I was standing. I just needed that release, and Riley was going to give it to me.
Her lithe, eager tongue just kept going and going. My knees went weak, and I had to use my arms for even more support than before. My hips were going all wiggly of their own accord. I could only imagine how wanton and irresponsible I looked.
That little ball of pleasure built inside me, coaxed forth by Riley's frantic licking. I tensed up so hard in an effort not to give it away, but I couldn't hold it as I came all over Riley's tongue. I moaned and whimpered, and nearly collapsed to the point where I was halfway lying across the counter by the end. My body refused to work properly, but I felt too good to care. It was a brief, magical moment.
I stood up shakily and looked around. No customers. Good.
Riley was still on her knees, chin wet from my pussy, looking up at me with adorable searching eyes and a proud smile. Julie, meanwhile, was on her phone again as she pretended not to be at all interested. She wasn't feigning indifference all that well, though, as I caught her peeking a few times even after we were finished.
I offered a hand to Riley and helped her up. I kissed her, freely tasting myself on her lips and tongue, then wiped some of the mess off her chin.
"You gonna put your pants back on yet?" Julie asked.
"In a minute," I answered without taking my eyes off Riley yet.
"'K. Only just 'cause a couple girls just walked in."
I looked toward the entrance. There were, indeed, a pair of new customers checking out the front displays.
"They never stop, do they?" I sighed.
"Yeah. Such a rush this morning," Julie said as she slipped her phone away. "I've been run right off my feet. And you hardly had a spare hour for your sexy shenanigans. I'm gonna demand better working conditions as soon as I see our manager. I say it's time we go on strike. We--"
"Fine, fine. You win. You're right."
Julie jabbed a finger at me with a serious expression. "We don't even get our union mandated public sex breaks anymore. Having to sneak them in like this just isn't--"
"Jules? Shut the fuck up. You're losing moral high ground with every word."
She grinned. "Yeah, I thought I might be. Worth it, though."
I pulled my pants and underwear back up, then took Riley's hand. "Come on, better get you dressed too."
Riley nodded and followed along back to the changing rooms. She walked casually, not darting between racks for protection. Either she was too worn out to worry about being seen anymore, or had just grown comfortable enough with the store to figure she was safe with the cover she had.
"Hey, so, uh, this was pretty fun," I said, suddenly feeling awkward again as we got back to her clothes.
"It was," Riley agreed. She picked at her pile of clothes without yet grabbing anything to put on.
"Would you... could we...." I stopped and took a deep breath. "Can I get your number? Maybe I should just start with that."
Riley smiled. "It's a good start alright."
I got her contact info all squared away, then before she could get dressed I decided to push my luck a little more.
"And I should probably get a picture of you," I said.
Her eyebrow lifted. "Oh?"
I flushed slightly. "If that's ok."
Riley matched my faint blush and smiled shyly. "Sure."
I snapped a quick, nude pic of her with my phone, managing to capture some of that endearing mix of shyness and boldness that I loved in her. Her cute, naked, openly displayed body along with her blushing cheeks and a small lip bite. Such a perfect combination on her.
Riley hung out with Julie and I for a little while after, though our clientele soon grew to the point that I couldn't really just stand and chat with her. Cindy eventually came back to pick her up, and since I was helping a customer at that point, I only got a farewell wave before she left.
A few coworkers trickled in as their shifts started, and as it got closer to noon the store started to feel like its true self again. This Saturday more than most, I missed those precious few hours first thing in the morning when it was a ghost town. I already had wistful thoughts of Riley flitting around naked.
The time passed in a blur of being helpful mixed with being utterly distracted by fond, sexy memories. Julie had to come grab me when it was time to go.
"Come on, enough daydreaming at work," she said. "Time to go daydream at home."
"That time already?"
"Yep."
"Huh." I waited until we were alone in the back rooms. "Thanks for everything today. I seriously owe you one. Or a couple."
"Yeah you do." Julie shrugged. "But honestly, it was good seeing you let loose a little. Even if I didn't necessarily want to see as much of it as I did."
"Oh what, 'cause you saw me getting eaten out?"
"Yeah. Pretty much."
"You didn't mind when Riley was naked."
"You're right, I didn't. Because she's not my best friend, and no one was licking her sexy bits at the time. Those kinds of things make a difference."
I gave Julie a big hug, which she didn't quite know whether to accept or not coming on the heels of her last statement. "Well I love you for putting up with my sexiness today anyway."
"Yeah, yeah. Love you too, or whatever. Just keep your butt to yourself, ok?"
"You've seen my butt plenty of times."
"Not when you're doing sexy stuff. Again, that makes it different."
"I feel like there are some real questionable lines being drawn here."
"Some very reasonable lines, I think you'll find."
I grinned to myself as Julie and I bickered playfully while we got our stuff together. In fact, I totally got her point. Looking back I wasn't sure what had ever possessed me to take my pants off like that, except that I'd been exceptionally horny. Apparently that had been enough to override any and all common sense that I had to work with.
I checked my phone out of habit, and found myself flicking to the picture of Riley that I'd taken. It made me smile just looking at her. Julie came over while I was still fondly staring at it.
"Nice pic," she said.
"Thanks."
"You ask her out?"
"Uh... not exactly."
"Bree!"
"What?"
Julie rolled her eyes at me. "Please tell me you at least got her number."
"Yeah, I did."
"Good. And you're gonna ask her out, right?"
I looked down at Riley's picture again. A broad smile crept over my lips. "Hell yeah I am."
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I didn't mind Lexi hanging out in my room. I truly didn't.
Back when I'd received my first Nintendo, Mom hadn't wanted it in the living room, so I got to have it conveniently tucked in the corner of my bedroom. I'd had to let Lexi play sometimes, but it wasn't that bad. Unlike some of my friends' siblings, my little sister was generally pretty respectful of my space, and only occasionally a bit of a brat.
My setup had evolved since the early days, in consoles and tvs. The size of my screen had expanded to the point where it was genuinely comfortable to play while sprawled out on my bed. The height of luxury, given the right mood. I didn't mind Lexi emulating me there either, lounging on my bed like it was her own while she played either with me or by herself. Even using my room while I wasn't there was fine. She'd remained a model room-guest over the years, and there'd been no change to that as she reached her late teens.
What bothered me, rather frustratingly and counter-intuitively, was that Lexi had grown up.
It happened to everyone, I supposed. I'd grown into my body ahead of Lexi, being the elder sibling and all. It wasn't like I expected her not to follow suit, albeit in a somewhat more feminine way. It was just that there had never come a time when natural barriers got thrown up to protect us from one another.
I knew Lexi was aware that she'd grown up. I saw the way she changed around her friends, around boys, around Mom and Dad, even. She acted differently, talked differently, and dressed differently. And yet, somehow, she thought nothing of bouncing into my room on a Saturday morning in her sleep shirt and panties and flopping onto my bed while firing up whatever game had her attention at the moment.
Sleep outfits were often the worst offenders of all her outfits, since they nearly always lacked proper bottoms. Skirts could be just as bad, though, or tight jeans or shorts, or tops that either hugged her too well or not well enough.
I honestly, truly tried my very best not to look at her that way. I made a very conscious effort. But in spite of my best efforts, there were only so many times I could wake up to her casual state of partial undress before I had to acknowledge that yes, in fact, my sister's butt looked pretty good, and was just as interesting to stare at as if she hadn't been my sister.
Following from there, naturally, was the forced acknowledgement that Lexi possessed all the other physical attributes an eighteen year old girl generally does, all the same interesting-to-stare-at kind of bits. Bits I really wished didn't look quite so good on my sister.
Lexi was cheerfully oblivious to my problems, which was infuriating at times. I could almost think that she was doing it on purpose, showing off her butt to me just for fun, but that wasn't like her. She'd never, to my knowledge, deliberately teased me with her body. I didn't think it even occurred to her that she could.
And so, once again, I woke up one Saturday morning to the shifting of my bed as Lexi got all comfy, lying down facing toward the tv and away from me. She was quiet about it, had muted the tv and everything, but she couldn't help disturbing the mattress as she lay down on her tummy. Not for the first time I wondered if there might have been subtle benefits to having a narrower bed, if only so I wouldn't wake up to her butt in my face, and all associated problems..
I feigned sleep for a while. I didn't have to get up yet, and I didn't much want to either, partly because I had some inconvenient morning wood. Not because of Lexi, but just because.
Unfortunately for my attempts at being good, the way the two of us were lying, Lexi's butt was directly in my eyeline if I opened my eyes. I could keep them closed, sure, but that was boring, and I kind of like watching her play. She'd only recently discovered Breath of the Wild, and it turned out she loved it. There was a delightful innocence of sorts to watching her explore.
"Mom's making muffins," Lexi said. "They might be ready by now."
I stayed quiet for a moment, then, "How'd you know I was awake?"
"The way you breathe."
"You've been listening to my breathing?"
"Kinda. Kinda can feel it through the mattress too."
"Oh you can not."
Lexi shrugged. "'K."
I sat up, leaving my covers strategically draped over my lap. "You just guessed, didn't you? You know I don't stay asleep long once you start playing."
"That's probably it." She took the opportunity of a brief lull to look over her shoulder and flash me an impish grin. "Not like I've known you for years and can tell these things."
"Not through super vibration senses. Or whatever."
"Doesn't take super senses. Just takes some basic awareness."
Lexi was back at her game, eyes glued to the screen once again. I let the argument drop. I didn't really know if she was telling the truth or not. There was just enough believability in what she said to make it confusing. On the other hand, I couldn't remember her ever correctly calling me out on being awake without checking before. But on the other other hand, how many chances did I give her? Not many.
I was happy enough to be distracted from my mental circling by watching her play. Then a little less happy when I was further distracted by what she was wearing. Her top was riding up a bit, leaving a gap between it and her panties. Her lower back was uncovered. Not strictly arousing on its own, but rather by proximity and potential. And she did have such beautiful soft skin...
I reached over and tugged Lexi's top down. It only halfway covered her panties even after my adjustment, but it was better. She gave me a lopsided grin for my troubles.
"What was that for?"
"What was what?" I asked, electing to plead ignorance.
"You just pulled a 'Mom'."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh. She's always fiddling with my outfits too."
"That's not what I was doing. Your shirt was riding up. That's all."
"So you fiddled with it."
"I fixed it."
Lexi nodded sagely. "That's what Mom calls it too."
I frowned, but she didn't glance back again. I opted not to carry on arguing on the basis that I'd only get myself in trouble. Pointing out that I wasn't acting like Mom at all because Mom wouldn't have been fascinated by the small of Lexi's back seemed like a bad move.
Just to make things more difficult, Lexi shifted during a lull in the action and her top rode up again, more or less where it had been to start with. What ever happened to the days when it was all baggy shirts at bedtime? When did these smaller, cuter tops start making such an appearance? Oversized t-shirts wouldn't ride up like that.
Aaannnd now I was thinking like Dad. Fantastic.
I should probably have just given up then. I could have just walked out, left Lexi to her game, and gone to check on those muffins she'd mentioned. That wasn't what I decided to do.
Instead, I tickled the bottom of Lexi's foot. She squealed and kicked at me. I tickled her other foot, resulting in more kicking and protesting.
"Cut it out!"
"I'm not doing anything."
"You're tickling me. Stop!"
I stopped. That wasn't what I wanted anyway. Instead, I place my hand square on the small of Lexi's back. There was only a small strip of skin between her camisole and panties, the rest of my palm lay with the fabric of her top between us. I didn't dare go for her butt.
Lexi didn't protest my hand placement. I hadn't been sure either way, though I expected at least a questioning look or something. She ignored me entirely, to all appearances.
I was being so very stupid. I knew it, but it was one of those things I just couldn't help, despite knowing better. That small, sneaky feel of my sister. That illicit touch. It was the tactile equivalent of all those times she'd made me stare at her butt. It got to me the same way, made me feel things that weren't at all proper for a brother.
"What ya doing now?" Lexi asked.
"Nothin'."
"Nothin'?"
"Yeah."
"Huh."
And still she didn't tell me to move my hand, nor even glance over her shoulder at me. Just kept playing. Letting me leave my hand on her back. Though, I supposed, it wasn't really objectionable yet. Since she couldn't see into my mind, all she knew was that I had a hand on her back. Odd, but not yet fully weird or worthy of argument.
It made me question myself though. Why I was doing any of this. Yes Lexi had a nice butt. Yes I'd been forced to acknowledge that thanks to her lack of awareness around me. Yes she had lots of other interesting qualities too. And yes it felt nice just having my hand there, resting, drawing her warmth through my palm. And... and...
I shook my head, having rather lost my train of thought somewhere back there. I needed to snap out of it. It was early, that was all. Not thinking straight.
"I'm gonna go check on those muffins," I said.
"Good idea. Bring me one if they're ready?"
She beamed such an innocent, hopeful smile that I could hardly refuse. I amended my earlier thought about how she didn't realize what she did to me. In certain specific ways, she certainly did. How hopeless would I be if she ever explored beyond adorable, impossible-to-resist smiles?
I threw on a shirt and headed to the kitchen. I could smell fresh-out-of-the-oven baked goodness even before I got there.
"Morning, Aiden," Mom said. She was just setting the last of a tray of muffins onto a cooling rack. She smiled. "You do have a sense about these things, don't you?"
"It's why I get up every morning."
I gave her a kiss on the cheek in passing, then snagged a couple small plates from the cupboard.
"Are you taking one to your sister?"
I nodded. "Yeah. She's in my room. Probably not coming out for a while."
Mom chuckled softly. "Where else? I don't understand that girl. She never wanted a Nintendo of her own, you know. Never in all these years."
"I think she's just clever and realizes she doesn't need to spend money or presents on a setup of her own when she can just use mine, and maybe pick up a few games here and there that she wants to play."
"Probably so," Mom agreed. "When you take those up, ask her if she wants some juice?"
"I'm not room service," I grumbled.
Lexi hadn't moved since I'd left her. She might as well have been frozen in time, if not for the progress she'd made on screen.
"Thanks, bro," she said with another beaming smile as I set her muffin next to her.
"No crumbs," I warned her.
"No worries. I'll sweep 'em all on the floor."
"That's not at all what I said."
"Mmhm," she replied absently while carefully breaking off a bit of muffin and popping it in her mouth. "Ow! Hot!"
"Yeah, doofus. Just came out of the oven."
"'oo din' tell me 'at."
I sighed dramatically. "Yeah, my bad. You want juice?"
"'es p'ease!"
I shook my head and made my way back to the kitchen. Mom already had two glasses of juice sitting on the counter, though she'd disappeared in the interim. I scooped up the glasses and escorted them back to my room. Apparently I was room service this morning whether I wanted to be or not.
Lexi took a long drink of her juice upon delivery, then paid me with yet another angelic smile. "Thanks."
I sat and watched her play for a bit while we both ate our muffins. It was easier not to stare at things I shouldn't when I had food to distract me, so that was nice. Once I'd finished eating, I ran into trouble again.
Another muffin would have been good. I probably should have grabbed two to start with anyway. But that would require some small amount of motivation, and I was already comfortable, and Lexi's cami had pulled up again...
There was a solid band of skin between the bottom of her shirt and the top of her panties. Wider even then when I'd tried to fix it before. Like she was doing it on purpose. I watched her carefully for a moment, but I still didn't think it actually was deliberate. Just careless. Totally unconcerned around me, for some reason.
Well, not for some reason. Because I was her brother, and she assumed she could trust me not to perv on her. I felt horrible that she wasn't correct in that assumption. And yet, somehow, not horrible enough to look away.
Since I'd already gone for it before, and it hadn't worked out too badly, I was quicker this time to scoot close to Lexi and put my hand on the small of her back.
"You want another muffin or anything?" I asked, just to pretend to myself like I would take an excuse not to feel up my little sister.
"No," said Lexi in an absent tone. "I'm good."
She was good. I had my hand on her back, not quite on her butt, and she could have sent me away if she wanted. But she was good. Interesting.
I rubbed a small circle over her lower back, partly directly on her skin, partly through the thin material of her camisole. Still no reaction. I carried on with another circle, then just kept going. Maybe I could spin it as just giving her a back rub if confronted, which in a sense was exactly what I was doing, so I had the technical truth on my side. But that was only if I was confronted, and thus far she didn't seem to have any interest in such a thing.
My low-key, impromptu back rub continued, gradually expanding its radius of influence. I made sure not to actively grab her butt at any point, though my pinkie strayed across the line of her panties more than once.
It was both fascinating and confusing that Lexi was just letting me do it. It was possible, I supposed, that it might just feel nice. Strictly speaking, back rubs didn't have to be weird or sexual. Maybe she was genuinely enjoying it and didn't realize I might have less wholesome motives.
I truly didn't know how far I was prepared to push it, and luckily I didn't have to find out. Our dad called for me, interrupting my pervy, daydreamy back rubbing.
"Aiden! Are you in your room?"
I jerked my hand away from Lexi, then tried to play it off like I hadn't been caught in the cookie jar, so to speak.
"Yeah, Dad," I called back. "What's up?"
"Can you come help me with something?"
"Ok. Give me a minute, I'll be right out."
My heart pounded a little too fast in my chest. It wasn't like I'd been caught or anything. Dad hadn't even come to my room. But I'd been doing something I shouldn't, and it could easily have gone worse.
"Guess that's the end of that back rub, huh?" Lexi said.
"Uh, yeah, I guess so."
"That's too bad. It was kinda nice."
I stared at her, but she didn't even glance my way. Her tone was utterly lacking in guile or sarcasm. So far as I could tell, she meant exactly what she'd said. Which was, after all, what my hope had been. Something didn't sit quite right with me about it, but I didn't have time to worry about it right now.
"Keep your eyes on your game," I said.
"Why?"
"Gotta change, don't I? You heard Dad."
"So what, you thought I'd peek?"
"Maybe. I dunno. Just keep your eyes averted, yeah?"
Lexi snickered. "You're being so weird this morning. When have I ever looked?"
"I dunno. Just don't start now."
I was pretty quick about getting dressed, and it was really only a few seconds while I changed boxers that mattered anyway. I rarely slept in anything more than underwear, and what with Lexi's early morning gaming, she'd seen me like that too many times for it to even register.
She was still just lying there staring fixedly at the tv screen when I left.
****
I was pretty convinced I'd been temporarily insane that morning. Once I'd gone through some of my normal life, the urges I'd felt seemed ridiculous and not a good idea to act on at all. Then again, that was often how urges experienced while horny seemed once the moment had passed.
Luckily, I hadn't broken anything. Nothing had changed. I'd acted a bit weird, but judging by Lexi's lack of reaction through the rest of the day, she'd barely given it any thought.
It was late that evening before I was given any sign that I'd made an impression.
This time, I was the one playing a game. Lexi came into my room near-silently, except for the faint squeak of the door. I didn't give her much notice at first since that morning was out of my mind, I was otherwise absorbed, and her walking in whenever she wanted wasn't unusual, so long as I hadn't left the door fully closed. She was better than our parents about respecting a shut door, and I made sure to leave it cracked most of the time so as not to push my luck and ruin a good thing.
Rather curiously for Lexi, she slipped around behind my chair and stood leaning against the back of it, arms draped loosely around my neck. When she didn't do anything more than that, I got too curious not to say anything.
"What ya doing there?"
"Nothin'."
"Nothin', huh?"
"Yep."
"You trying to freak me out just hovering like that? You know I'm not gonna give up and let you play instead just because you're being weird."
"Perish the thought." Lexi shifted slightly. "No, I had a thought like maybe I could rub your shoulders or something, but it's not a very good angle. Then it turned out it's kind of a comfy spot."
"Comfy, or just amusing because you're lurking behind me?"
"Both." She moved her chin closer to my ear. "It was kinda weird you just rubbing my back out of nowhere, you know."
My heart jumped. She didn't sound like she knew exactly why I'd done it, but she was being a bit hard to read too. "Oh?"
"But it was nice."
"Oh. Good."
"So I thought it might be nice if I did something for you too."
"Really? Is that what this is?"
"I dunno. It was a thought. People like shoulder rubs, I think. I never saw the appeal really. Back rubs just seem better. Mighta been a good chance to find out for sure, though."
"Well I mean if back rubs are on the table..."
"Can't do that either, smarty-pants."
"Maybe not right here, but I possess the mystical power of locomotion."
I slid smoothly out of my seat and onto my bed without ever taking my eyes off my game. I emulated Lexi's favourite game-playing pose by resting on my tummy with my elbows propping me up near the very foot of the mattress.
"Wow," Lexi said with all due sarcasm, "that's a neat trick."
"I thought you'd like it."
"Buuuttt what if I just steal your chair now that you're out of it?"
"That would be cruel, and I would be forced to be slightly annoyed at you."
"Oh. Well then."
Lexi seemed to still consider being a chair thief for a moment, but opted against it. She came over to sit with me instead.
She was once again in my blind spot. I could feel her, but couldn't see her without craning my neck around. I was forced to consider whether I'd made an error in playing along. Having her so close to me and not being able to see what she was doing did some very weird things to my imagination.
Somehow, Lexi's first move was not something I ever would have guessed. She shifted around, disturbing the mattress under me with her movements, then swung a leg over me and sat down straddling my butt.
"The hell are you doing?"
"What?" Lexi wiggled a bit, then settled in. "Seemed easier this way."
"What seemed easier?."
Her hands landed on my back. "This."
Lexi started rubbing the small of my back, slowly working up my spine. Admittedly, sitting right on top of me allowed for a remarkably even pressure distribution, but I still wasn't sold on it.
"I really don't think you needed to sit on me for this," I said.
"Of course I didn't need to. I chose to. I opted to. But no, I didn't need to." Lexi pressed more firmly, approaching more of a massage than a simple rub. "Or are you not enjoying it?"
"No I mean it's nice, definitely."
"Good." Lexi ran her thumbs all the way up my spine, then spread her fingers and dragged her hands back down. "It's supposed to be nice."
"And you're just gonna keep sitting on me?"



"Yep."
"Fair enough."
I couldn't really complain too hard about Lexi being weird. I'd started it that morning. There was no arguing that. And it genuinely was pretty nice getting a casual back rub while chilling together. Even better, it almost certainly meant she hadn't taken my morning weirdness as being anything to worry about. She wouldn't be reciprocating otherwise.
For a time, it was all good. Great, even. Getting to hang out and game like I'd wanted to anyway, but with the added bonus of getting a thorough, if unfocused, back rub. I only had to start questioning everything again when Lexi slipped her hands under my shirt.
"Ooh, you're really tense," Lexi said. "I couldn't feel that before."
I declined to mention that I'd only tensed up specifically because she'd gone under my shirt. I had enough to deal with trying to figure out why she'd done so.
There was a reasonable chance this was some kind of slow-played payback. That maybe she knew my intentions had been somewhat less than honourable when I'd rubbed her back, and she was getting some kind of revenge now. Or, on a more hopeful note, maybe she was just messing around, emulating me on the assumption that I'd been doing likewise. Or it could even be something like she genuinely was just rubbing my back and thought that my shirt was interfering.
It was so hard to know what to do when I couldn't tell what Lexi was thinking. So I did nothing. It seemed safest.
She kept right on going. My shirt got pushed up further and further to the point where I lifted myself and let her roll it right up to my shoulders. I wasn't sure that was wise, but I was really kind of getting into it. As long as I ignored the question of her motives, it was extraordinarily pleasant.
I got so accepting of Lexi's back rub that I let it soothe and relax me, and let all my concerns about it drop away into the background. I was also rather unprepared for her suddenly hopping off me and exiting the room. I watched the doorway for a moment in case she was coming back, but it remained empty. I bemusedly tugged my shirt back into place and carried on by myself. Even though that had been my initial intent, it wasn't quite the same anymore.
****
Lexi returned as normal the next morning like nothing had happened. She snuck in and settled in on my bed on her tummy, wearing only panties and what appeared to be the same cami top as yesterday morning. She got Zelda going, and was soon fully absorbed in it.
I was glad things hadn't changed, but I also would have liked if she'd worn pants. Even a more modest pair of panties would have been nice. The ones she wore this morning were smaller and silkier than I was used to seeing on her, molding to her butt and not covering nearly enough of it to keep me from checking her out.
I feigned dozing for a while, using the time to stare at my sister's tight ass. Not a healthy or helpful option, but it was what it was.
Eventually, if only to stop my own perving, I stretched and carefully extricated myself from my covers, which was somewhat tricky just because of how Lexi was pinning them down on one side. I cunningly hid my morning boner by lying on my tummy next to her and watching her game.
"I was wondering when you were gonna move," she said.
"When I woke up."
"You've been awake for a while."
"Not this again."
"Look, dude, I know when you're awake. It's not a big deal."
"Bah, get out of here with your witchcraft."
"Shan't."
I shrugged, conceding defeat. "Fair enough."
I laid where I was, agonizing over the knowledge that my erection was unlikely to go down if I kept it pressed against the mattress, nor indeed if I kept lying so close to Lexi. Subtly grinding my hips both helped and didn't, for different reasons.
There really wasn't much chance of me staying good forever under the circumstances. I definitely couldn't just start massaging Lexi while fully erect though. That was insane far beyond even the boundaries I'd already pushed. I slipped out of bed and made my way to the bathroom, keeping my back to my sister until I was out of sight.
Upon my return I was in a much better state, still kind of horny, but on a much more manageable level, and without a telltale erection to give me away. I tried to play it cool as I positioned myself next to Lexi again and lowered a hand to her back.
Neither of us said anything as I rubbed small circles, then up and down Lexi's spine. I casually rubbed her back like it was no big deal, like it was something we'd always done.
I took a cue from Lexi and slowly pushed her top up, exposing more bare skin above her panties. I didn't dare push it quite as far as she had mine, but I got plenty of warm, smooth skin under my palm and fingers, and still she didn't say a word about it.
I half wished she'd balk, just a little. Just enough to keep me in line. Because as it was, I wasn't sure I could stop. There was something truly fascinating about touching my sister like this. In an ostensibly innocent way, that in reality was nothing of the sort. I felt guilty that she didn't know what was going on in my head, but not quite guilty enough to stop on my own.
It was one of those times when I should maybe have been more careful what I wished for. Although, admittedly, it was entirely my own damn fault.
It was a stupid move. No way around it. I was just horny enough to be an idiot, take things that little bit too far, and very nearly ruin everything. In this case, all it took was grabbing Lexi's butt.
Her facade of ignoring me dropped immediately, and she whirled her face around toward me, lips frozen in a shocked gasp. I stared at her for a long few seconds, still cupping her ass, then jerked away.
"Sorry! Sorry. Shit, sorry. Fuck."
"Aiden?"
Her voice was a mix of surprise and confusion. I didn't dare look right at her again. I stood up, facing away from her, very much wishing I'd thought to get dressed before now. Standing in my underwear was not making the moment any easier.
"I know, I shouldn't have done that," I said. "That was my bad. Totally. I really... I just... I'm sorry."
"Well you don't have to freak out that bad about it," Lexi said.
I almost smiled at the gentle chastisement, but wasn't ready for that yet. "I don't?"
"No. You caught my surprise, mostly. I didn't really think you'd do it." She paused. "But after yesterday... I kinda knew it was a possibility you'd do something like that."
I cautiously turned to face her. She'd paused her game and was sitting up cross-legged.
"You knew?" I asked.
"Kinda. I suspected. But, like, I didn't think I was right."
"And you didn't say anything?"
"I told you. I didn't think I was reading it right." Lexi shrugged. "And if I was, I kinda wanted to see what you'd do."
"Well, uh, I'm kinda confused now, then."
Lexi chewed her lip thoughtfully. She studied me with big, searching eyes. "You know, all those times I saw you looking at me... I thought it was just looking."
"Well-"
"I thought there's no way you'd be looking the way other boys do."
I flushed, fully ashamed of myself. "'Cause I'm your brother."
"Yes, partly that. But, like, I didn't think you saw me that way. Didn't think it occurred to you." She waved a hand at me. "Always being topless. Changing around me and stuff."
I looked down at my almost-naked body. "Wait, really?"
"Well duh."
"But... but... it's my room! You're the one always coming in wearing hardly anything."
"'Cause you hardly wear anything. I thought it was fine."
"So did I."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Good."
"Fine."
We both stopped for a second.
"I can't tell if we're still arguing," I said.
"Were we arguing?"
"I can't tell that either."
Lexi nodded. "Fair."
I looked down at myself again. "I'm gonna put on a shirt."
"Also fair."
I threw a shirt on, then sat down next to Lexi, but not too close. I still wasn't sure where we stood.
"So, this is a whole thing, huh?" Lexi said.
"Seems so." I tilted my head slightly. "Was my lack of clothes really a problem?"
"Not a problem, exactly. But it made me look sometimes. And made me feel things I didn't necessarily want to, you know?"
I nodded. "Oh boy do I know."
Lexi smiled slyly. "You were totally checking me out too, huh?"
"Constantly. Some days, it was like you wanted me to look at your butt."
She giggled softly. "I really didn't think you'd care. You know, 'cause you didn't care about what you wore around me. I liked being able to wear whatever around you. It was kinda fun."
"Fun?"
"Well, you know, a little naughty, but not in a way that would really mean anything." She shrugged. "But I guess I was wrong about that one."
"Yeah. Kinda." I shrugged back. "But then, I guess I got it pretty wrong too."
"Yeah."
"Yeah." I scratched my head. "So, uh, what do we do now?"
"You're asking me?"
"I am. I was really hoping you had something."
"Not so much."
"Alas."
I took a moment to consider our position. Somehow when I imagined disaster scenarios, or scenarios where nothing went horribly wrong, this particular set of circumstances never came up. I was unprepared for a reality where Lexi and I both felt some inappropriate things for one another.
"Well," I said slowly, "I guess we probably need to start by wearing more clothes around each other."
"Oh. Yeah, that makes sense."
"And the back rubs weren't ever a good idea."
"Probably not."
"And maybe first thing in the morning visits aren't so great."
Lexi nodded with reluctant acceptance. "'Cause of your boners."
"What?"
"What? Isn't that why?"
"Partly, yes. But that shouldn't be your reason. You weren't supposed to see them."
"I mostly didn't when you were awake. But I've come in often enough when you've got a little tent going under your blankets." Lexi grinned crookedly. "That's part of how I know when you're awake, actually. You shift a little to hide your erection."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
"Well then." I coughed awkwardly. "I didn't know that either."
Lexi shrugged. "If it helps any, they never really mattered one way or the other to me."
"They didn't?"
"Nah. I know it happens to boys. And I knew for sure they weren't over me, 'cause of how you were asleep and all."
"True."
"Although... actually no."
"What?"
"Nothing."
"No come on, what were you going to say?"
Lexi had gone a bit red. Her sudden reluctance and shyness really made me want to know what she could possibly have cut herself off from saying.
"It's kinda bad," she said.
"So?" I spread my arms. "So is this whole morning."
"Ok. Yeah. Fine. I just, like, I sometimes thought about maybe... touching it."
I sat back a little. "Oh."
"I didn't or anything. Just thought about it. Just 'cause it was there."
"Yeah, no, I get it."
"That's not too weird?"
"Lexi, I grabbed your butt. I didn't just think about it, I did it." I shrugged. "So no, you're not any weirder than me."
She nodded. "Ok."
"Which is not to say that either of us should be having these thoughts in the first place."
"That's the problem alright." Lexi sighed heavily. "So... pants time, I guess? For both of us?"
"Um... yeah, that's probably a good idea."
"Yeah. Probably is."
Lexi left to go get changed. I tried to resist the urge for one last peek, but still snuck a glance at her butt before she was out the door.
What an emotional mess this all was.
But at least we could be responsible adults about it. We could behave ourselves and dress and act properly, even if we'd needed a little nudge to remind ourselves of it.
****
As prim and proper as our behaviour was over the next week, which was to say adequately so, something didn't feel right about it to me. Lexi and I made sure to always be dressed around each other, the same as we would around anyone else. We also lapsed into polite formality at times when speaking to each other, though that had more to do with trying to crack each other up than anything else.
It took a few days for me to realize that I just wasn't seeing as much of her. She was still around, still present at meals and stuff, but not in the same way. She didn't, for instance, come to my room hardly at all except for one evening when she asked if she could come in and play a game. I didn't think about it at the time, but that might have been the first time in years that she'd actually asked instead of just wandering in and claiming my setup if I wasn't already using it.
I thought about talking to Lexi about our situation again a few times, but didn't quite work up to it. We still needed time to settle, or whatever, and technically things were going the way we wanted them to. Kinda. Sorta.
It took me by surprise when I woke up the next Saturday and found Lexi lying in my bed, playing Zelda in her shirt and panties like nothing had changed. I briefly considered the idea that I'd traveled backward in time somehow, then concluded that was insane. I blamed my sleepy brain.
"You forgot pants," I said.
Lexi didn't hesitate even slightly. "You forgot a shirt."
"I was sleeping."
"Yeah. Without a shirt."
"I'm in bed. This is how I sleep. I thought I was going to be alone."
"Why would you think that?"
"Because... you haven't been around as much."
"Yeah. And that sucked." Lexi shrugged. "So I'm here again."
"In your underwear."
"An' a shirt. I remembered mine."
"Thank goodness for that," I muttered. I shifted a bit so I could see the tv screen. It didn't distract me from Lexi's butt nearly enough, but it was an attempt. I was trying. "You know you're gonna make me stare."
"Not making you do anything. Tempting, perhaps."
"You're... are you doing it on purpose."
Lexi sighed. "No, not really. I just... I got up, and I really wanted to come play Zelda. Then I was just outside when I remembered that I wasn't s'posed to come in without pants. I didn't want to turn around and have to come back again."
"It's not that long a journey."
"No, but, like, it sucks, Aiden."
"Walking?"
Lexi paused her game and half turned around toward me. "This, Aiden. This whole thing with us. I felt all week like I couldn't just come in anymore. I didn't like that feeling."
"You still can. Anytime. Just... with pants on."
"Yeah. Not the same, though."
I blinked slowly. "That's a deal breaker for you?"
"It's a symbol."
"A symbol?"
"Of our self-oppression."
"Um..."
"And I mostly really didn't want to go back for them."
"Again, not that long a walk."
"More of an emotional trial than a physical one."
"Huh?"
Lexi tilted her head and made direct eye contact. "If I turned around, I might not have come back."
"Oh. Is it that bad?"
"I dunno. Kinda. I never ever felt like I couldn't be in here before. Never felt like there was a problem between us. I don't like it."
"Yeah. Me either."
Lexi chewed her lip and fidgeted a moment. "So, like, an amnesty morning? Or something?"
"I don't feel like I've been given much of a choice."
"You could kick me out."
I shook my head. "Never."
"Good."
Lexi went back to her game. I went back to staring at her butt. Somehow, I wasn't entirely convinced we'd made the correct decision.
I eventually sat up, mainly just because it made it harder for me to absently check out my sister. She glanced at me as I rose, then turned away again when I stopped making such a disturbance.
"You're welcome to get dressed if you want," Lexi said.
"I have to even though you don't? Not hardly fair."
"You don't have to. Just saying you could."
"Well... not just yet."
"No?" Lexi was quiet a moment, then giggled to herself. "Oh, right, morning wood, huh?"
I flushed slightly. "It's not that funny."
"It's a little funny, though. I mean, boners, right?"
"That's what constitutes humour for you?"
"Sometimes."
"You must be so popular with the boys."
Lexi gave me a funny look. "Did you just call me a slut?"
"What? No! Because of the, you know, laughing at dicks. And such."
"Uh huh."
"You know that's what I meant. Don't be difficult about it."
"You're right, I do." Lexi grinned at me. "See what I mean about it being funny?"
I rolled my eyes, but she was already looking away again. As revenge, without really thinking it properly through, I smacked her butt. Just a quick, light slap.
Lexi gasped in indignation. She fixed me with an accusing glare, but I met her gaze neutrally and serenely.
"Rude!" she said.
"Or is it funny?"
"Nope. Just rude."
"It seems we have some differences of opinion this morning." I slapped Lexi's butt again.
"Hey!"
"What? Amnesty morning, right?"
"That's not how that works."
"Isn't it?"
"It isn't."
"Oh." I raised my hand yet again, but Lexi swung her fist and connected solidly with my thigh before I could spank her. "Ow!"
"Amnesty morning," she said calmly as I rubbed my leg where she'd hit it.
"Now who's abusing it?"
"Both of us, I guess."
I continued to rub my leg, though it honestly didn't hurt after the initial jab. It was an excuse to keep my hand to myself, which wasn't the worst thing. In spite of my playfulness about it, I had genuine concerns about Lexi's attitude this morning, and indeed my own possible reactions.
The flip side was that I was happy to have her back. It didn't feel right always waking up undisturbed, no scantily clad sister-butt to guilt over. Didn't feel normal. That was probably a sad indictment of my life, in some respects, but it was what it was.
Just to see what would happen, I slowly moved my hand toward Lexi again. I didn't go for more spanks or anything, but rather simply set my hand on her back. Just let it lie there, gentle and unassuming.
"You're kinda pushing it," Lexi said.
"I know."
"I might have to go get dressed."
"You say that like it's a threat, even though it's exactly what I wanted this whole time."
"Is it, though?"
"Yes."
Lexi gave me a disbelieving glance, only for a second. I knew I wasn't making a compelling argument at the moment, but it genuinely wasn't my fault she'd shown up in her shirt and panties this morning.
I moved my hand just a little, drawing the smallest of circles with it. I rubbed in gradually broader strokes, waiting for a reaction from Lexi. It was unclear even to me why I was pushing my luck like this. Why I would risk it. But then, it was unclear too why she'd returned without being properly dressed. There was probably some truth to the explanation she'd given, but I couldn't imagine it was the whole truth.
I pushed Lexi's shirt up her back, baring the lower half of it to be rubbed directly. She bit her lip very noticeably, but didn't turn or say anything. Just let me massage her.
Once I'd started, I couldn't easily stop. Regardless of what my original goal had been, either in theory or reality, I was sucked in by something much less than innocent. Lexi's warm skin under my fingers, so silky smooth to my caresses. The subtle tensing and relaxing of her muscles, the small, barely audible gasp I caught only because I was listening for something, anything.
I grew even bolder, far too daring for my own comfort, really, but being horny could do that to me. I moved to my knees, swinging one leg over Lexi to straddle her and get a better angle. My erection was all the more prominent from that position, and I was careful not to drop too low and poke her with it. I really hoped she wouldn't turn around, which was probably a good indicator that I should stop.
Instead, I kept pushing. I rubbed Lexi's back with both hands, sliding her shirt incrementally further up toward her shoulders. It was barely covering anything, though since she was on her tummy, she wasn't actually indecent or exposed. Kind of.
Her panties looked even smaller, tighter, and less appropriate with so much of a gap. Nothing but bare skin to either side; long, stretched out legs one way, the soft line of her spine the other. Her butt tempted me more than ever, barely covered and so easy to reach.



I resisted a little longer, but only a little. In spite of the further trouble I expected it to cause, I couldn't control myself for ever. I swooped both hands downward in synch, grabbing firm handfuls of her ass and holding there just for a moment. I moved away again, back up to her shoulders, still awaiting a delayed reaction that just wasn't coming.
She wasn't going to say anything? Interesting.
Lexi was very clearly aware of what I was doing. She couldn't possibly miss it. Plus there was the tension in her muscles, and the way she stared a little too fixedly at her game. She was deliberately hiding her reactions as best she could, but wasn't entirely succeeding. Her efforts only made me want to try harder and get something out of her, even though any word from her was as likely to put an end to the fun as anything.
Nothing about it was strictly rational. Nothing at all.
I rubbed Lexi's back, taking incrementally longer and longer breaks to fondle her bum. I grew daring enough to venture along to the sides of her breasts as well. If she hadn't been lying on them, I might have gone even further.
"Aiden?"
I paused, hands halfway onto Lexi's butt. I slid them a down a little more and snuck in a last squeeze, just in case.
"Yeah?"
"I think I'm gonna go grab breakfast now."
"Oh."
Lexi turned her game off, wiggled out from under me, and fixed her shirt as she sat up. She grinned crookedly at me, and as I looked down at myself, I belatedly realized my cock had slipped out the front hole of my boxers at some point without me noticing.
"See, you shoulda wore pants," Lexi said gently. She reached over and calmly tucked my erection back into my underwear for me.
"That, uh..."
"Must be very embarrassing having your penis fall out like that."
Lexi gave my cock a squeeze through my boxers, then kissed me on the cheek. I stayed frozen, kneeling right where I was, but followed her with my eyes until she was out of the room. She stayed long enough to put her controller away and turn off the tv, then padded out without so much as a glance my way, but the smallest, most knowing of smiles on her lips.
After she was gone, it still took a few moments for me to shake myself into action. First thing was to stumble over to my door and make sure it was firmly closed. Next thing, drop the boxers. Then, naturally, fall back into bed naked and horny, and wrap my hand around my hard, pulsing cock.
Lexi's brief, soft touch was fresh on my skin and in my head. She'd grabbed my cock so decisively I couldn't have managed a protest if I'd wanted to, and being honest, I really wouldn't have wanted to.
My head was full of my sister as I jerked off in me bed where she'd been lying so shortly ago. I thought of her scantily clad body, the way she felt, how she'd let me play with her.
I wanted more. I wanted her hand wrapped around my cock again, to feel her stroking me. That brief touch had been such a tease.
It was so easy to imagine Lexi doing more. To picture her sneaking back in, kneeling next to me in just her panties, giving me a look of mock disapproval even as she reached for my cock. I so badly wanted to let her jerk me off. Thinking about what it would feel like just wasn't the same as experiencing it. Not even close.
The door opened while I was still lost in my incestuous daydream. I hadn't been listening for anyone approaching, and usually I could at least expect a knock first, even if it was the classic parental knock where they didn't give me enough time to hide whatever I was doing before opening the door.
Lexi poked her head in a mere fraction of a second after I'd pulled my blanket over my lower half. Her eyes flicked toward my hastily covered erection, but I didn't think she could see it. Not that it mattered. She knew what I'd been up to. Along with her having already seen my cock slip out, me covering myself wasn't accomplishing a hell of a lot.
"Mom wants you to come down," Lexi said in a professionally casual tone. "We're all gonna have breakfast together."
"We are? Why?"
"Dunno. Just telling you what she said."
"Uh..."
"Should I tell her you're busy?"
I glared at Lexi. "No, you ass. Just... ugh."
A smile escaped her otherwise perfectly controlled lips. "Shoulda jerked off faaasteeerrr," she said in a sing songy voice.
"Not helping."
"I know. But it's fun."
"Well can you just, like, let me get dressed then?"
"Yeah, I guess I could." Lexi grinned even wider. "Don't take too long, or I'll be back."
"I believe you would, too," I muttered as she left.
Jamming my cock into a pair of pants really sucked. It sucked even more trying to arrange it somehow so my boner wasn't obvious. But it was necessary, thanks to my darling sister. In more ways than one, even.
I made it through breakfast ok. I started out eating fast and without tasting much of anything, with the idea that I could escape again as soon as possible, but that didn't work very well. Lexi and I kept meeting each other's gaze. That was all it took. Knowing what she knew, being reminded of it several times a minute, none of that was helpful. I softened somewhat, but not entirely, thanks to her presence.
It got worse toward the end because Lexi started giving me deliberate little smiles. I didn't know exactly what they meant, but the uncertainty didn't help any, it just made me imagine possibilities.
I escaped back to my room afterward. I wasn't quite as horny as before, but still felt the urge to jerk off. It wasn't quite clear whether I should bother or not, given that I was all dressed and everything now, but I was leaning toward doing it anyway. Luckily I still had my pants on when Lexi popped by again.
"You're going to make me think you're trying to catch me with my pants off," I said.
"Maybe stop taking 'em off then?" Lexi replied with a casual shrug.
"You want me to masturbate with my pants still on?"
"Hey, man, that's all up to you. I have nothing to do with that."
"You kinda do, actually."
Lexi grinned crookedly. "Perv."
"Did you need something?"
"Nah. Not really. Guess I should probably give you some, uh, alone time, huh?"
"That'd be nice."
"Hell, maybe I should go play with myself too."
My cock twitched at the thought of my sister with her hand down her panties. "Maybe you should."
"After all, someone wouldn't stop feeling me up this morning."
"Well-"
"Kinda gets to me after a while, you know?"
"Yes. I think I do."
"I bet."
"Well have fun."
"Yeah. You too, I guess."
I began questioning what had just happened after Lexi was gone. It all seemed pretty straightforward, in one way, but in another I couldn't quite reconcile that we were both, presumably, about to masturbate while thinking about each other. Unless she was just teasing or something, which was possible. I, certainly, was going to jerk off to my sister. Whether she did or not was up to her.
It was an odd state of affairs, at any rate.
****
My only other questionable interaction with Lexi that day-as if more were needed-came that evening. I was, initially, watching a movie with Mom and Dad. Or, rather, I was watching, Mom was flitting back and forth doing other things and asking me what happened while she was gone, and Dad was fighting his evening battle with falling asleep in his chair. Generally a losing battle, as it was this time.
So despite there being three of us ostensibly watching, I was the only one to take note when Lexi slipped in to join us. I didn't think anything of it at first. She just sat and behaved herself, rather deflecting my attention away again.
Lexi crept closer on the couch with such small, sneaky movements that even though I caught the individual shifts, she was practically right next to me before I realized that she had a purpose in mind. I gave her a curious look, but she stared evenly straight ahead at the tv until I gave up. I knew she was looking when she thought I wasn't, but I didn't challenge her on it.
She leaned in against me, just gently, not with her full weight. I said nothing. I remained mute when her hand crept up to my head and she started running her fingers through my hair.
It might just have been her version of carrying on whatever it was we'd been up to that morning. Maybe it was just something she felt like doing. I couldn't imagine it was totally innocent, not with the context of what had been going on between us, but I wasn't yet convinced that it was anything I needed to stop. It didn't hurt that it felt really nice having her play with my hair.
"You sure you wanna be this close when Mom comes back?" I whispered.
"Why wouldn't I be?" Lexi whispered back. "M'not doing anything wrong."
"Sure, but this isn't something you normally do either."
"So what? It's cute."
"Is it? Not suspicious, you don't think?"
I was forced to concede, however, that judging by Mom's expression when she came back in, Lexi and I probably did look cute together. Outwardly innocent too, it seemed. Good enough.
Lexi stuck around and cuddled for a while, then flounced off again on some schedule known only to her. Maybe she'd just been trying it out or something. Testing the water on being subtly naughty when it wasn't just the two of us.
****
I smiled to myself the next morning upon waking up with Lexi next to me. Her bare legs were the first things I saw, meaning that she hadn't done a damn thing about dressing more appropriately. That was fine.
The hell with everything else; it was fun first thing on a weekend morning. If she was gonna keep coming in like that, I was going to enjoy it.
I rolled onto my back and closed my eyes again. I reached a hand out to my sister's calf and gently ran it up and down her lower leg. That was all I did for a while, other than listen to her play, as she'd turned the volume up once I'd awakened.
As I allowed myself a slow, lazy waking up process, I gradually scooted my way to where I could let my hand travel up Lexi's thigh, and eventually her butt. She didn't outwardly react as I fondled her ass, not that I'd expected her to.
It was only when I finally sat up and took a full look at Lexi that I realized her panties were, in fact, the only clothing she had on at all.
"Where the hell's your shirt?"
Lexi shrugged "Where's yours?"
"You know I don't sleep with one."
"I do. So why should I wear one if you aren't gonna?"
"You're a girl."
"Good catch."
"You have boobs."
"You can't see 'em."
It was true, in a technical kind of way. Since she was lying on her tummy, I couldn't actually see her tits, other than the barest hint of side boob. Still, though.
"What about when you want to leave?" I asked.
"Dunno, really. Guess we'll figure that out at some point."
I didn't really believe that Lexi had nothing in mind. She wouldn't have just walked in topless without some kind of plan or agenda.
Her top was on the floor by the bed, as I belatedly spied. So she hadn't come from her room like that, and she could probably reach it and slip it on without me actually seeing much of anything. Although I could 'accidentally' kick it out of reach, if I wanted. That was a thought.
"Pretty soon you're not gonna be wearing anything at all," I said as I ran my hand up Lexi's bare back.
"And wouldn't you love that."
"I might."
"You would."
I grinned and grabbed her ass. "Ok, I would."
"So I really couldn't do that."
"No?"
"No. Look at how handsy you get when I'm just lying here being good."
"Excuse me? Good?"
Lexi stuck her tongue out at me over her shoulder. "Yes, good. Not now, obviously, but most of the time." She turned to face front again. "I can only imagine what you'd try if I was lying here naked."
A thrill ran through me at the thought of it. I shook my head to try and clear it, which didn't really work.
I shifted again, moving to straddle Lexi as I had the day before. I rubbed her back with both hands, going slow and firm like I was professionally massaging her. Though, rather unprofessionally, I snuck little feels of her side boob as I ran my hands over her soft skin.
"I can't believe you'd think such things of your own brother," I said.
"Oh you can believe it."
"So harsh."
"Fair as can be, dude."
"I guess we'll just have to see about that, won't we?"
Lexi tensed beneath me. "We will?"
"Yes. For science."
I slipped my fingers into Lexi's panties with the intent of pulling them down. She reached back and gave one of my intruding hands a vicious slap.
"None of that, now," she said.
"Ow. Not nice."
"You're trying to steal my panties."
"Well... yeah."
I grumbled to myself and went back to massaging Lexi, while she in turn went back to pretending to ignore my decreasingly subtle groping of her ass and the sides of her tits. I tried pulling her panties down a few more time, but got slapped again with unerring accuracy.
If I really wanted to, I could strip Lexi anyway. If she truly had to fight me off, she'd have to roll over, and in that case I'd be in a no-lose kind of scenario. That wouldn't be right, though. If she wanted her underwear left on, then on it would stay.
Mine however...
My heart sped up as I slipped my boxers off. This was very nearly as risky as stripping Lexi, and without any of the immediate feedback from her that would have let me stop before committing.
I was so hard, and precum was leaking from my erect cock. I looked down at my sister, so very nearly naked below me. She was entirely right about the things I might want to do to her, under the right circumstances. She tempted me so badly.
I had no idea if Lexi knew that I was naked or not. She hadn't looked, so far as I'd seen, but she might well have guessed what I was up to, since I'd been squirming around awkwardly behind her. She hadn't said anything, though.
Either way, I was going to try. Just to see what I could get away with. I rubbed Lexi's back, returning to my regular pattern, carefully keeping my cock away from her at first. It wasn't easy.
Slowly, so slowly, I lowered myself until I was just pressing against her butt. She tensed at the feel of my cock, though I still didn't know whether or not she knew it was free of any covering. I didn't get slapped, at any rate.
I kept rubbing her, getting her back to a relaxed state before sitting down more firmly. I wedged my cock between us, sitting it firmly in the faint cleft in the middle of her panties. That made her tense right back up, of course, but by proceeding slowly I kept things more or less balanced out.
Although, really, in spite of her tension, I couldn't say for sure that I wasn't doing exactly the sort of thing she expected me to. It was unclear which of us was in control of the situation, if indeed either of us were.
I rocked my hips ever so gently, testing her reaction. She didn't say anything about it or swat at me, which was encouraging.
It felt really nice grinding on Lexi's butt. I was glad she wasn't stopping me, because once I'd started I really didn't want to quit. I rubbed my cock back and forth, sliding on the smooth material of her panties, slowly pushing them deeper into her butt crack.
Lexi was actually getting better at ignoring me the longer I went. Possibly she just couldn't help reacting to the initial shock of it. Admittedly, I could understand how feeling her brother's cock rubbing on her ass for the first time might not be something she could take in stride. Now that she'd adjusted, I'd hardly even know anything was amiss, if I wasn't fully the cause of it.
I kept rubbing her back for the pretense of it. I was much less thorough and consistent about it now that I was so very distracted. My sister's butt and getting off thereon were shutting everything else out to a distant secondary priority level.
I was getting more and more worked up. I was so hard, so needy, smearing precum all over Lexi's panties. My thrusting was getting a little out of control, though it helped to grab her hips and hold them firmly while I kept grinding on her.
Lexi's attempt at pretending I wasn't doing anything was an absolute joke by this point. Her face was buried in the bed, a game over screen on the tv, controller barely clutched in one hand. She was even lifting her hips, just a little, just enough to push her butt back against me.
I thrust against her ass harder and more desperately as I got close. I was nearly there, but it took some extra effort to finish off since I wasn't getting quite the physical stimulation I would have with my hand. It was way hotter using my sister's bum, but not quite as practical as jerking off, or actually being inside her, if I dared to imagine it.
That last thought was what did it. The thought of actually fucking Lexi's ass instead of just grinding on it was enough to make me cum. It was so wrong to even contemplate, yet it thrilled me so much more than I could have expected. She'd feel amazing, I knew she would, and the sheer ridiculous, forbidden hotness of actually getting inside my own sister like that...
I grunted and gave a few last, sporadic thrusts as I came all over Lexi's bum. Her panties and lower back got thickly streaked with my cum. All that pressure from my balls exploding delightfully from my shaft and making a total mess of her skin and sole article of clothing.
It wasn't at all clear to me what to do in the aftermath. Lexi's ass was a cummy mess thanks to me, and I was still naked and straddling her. For her part, she'd hardly moved at all.
"I think you died," I said.
Lexi took a few seconds to respond, slowly pulling her head up and refocusing on her game over screen on the tv. "So I did," she said faintly. She settled her elbows for support, took a fresh grip on her controller, and resumed play.
I stayed where I was for a moment to see if she really was going to carry on like nothing had happened. It seemed that was exactly her intent. I carefully dismounted her, then sat beside her for a while, casually running my fingers up and down her back, steering clear of the small lake of cum around her butt.
Eventually I got up and got dressed, not much worried about whether Lexi would peek or not. It didn't seem all that important anymore, for some reason.
"I'm gonna see about breakfast," I said. "You want anything?"
"No thanks. I'll probably be down shortly." Lexi looked my way just for a second. "I need to shower soon anyway, before your cum gets all dried on."
I felt my face warm at the acknowledgement of what I'd done, but there was no accusation in Lexi's tone. Just the hint of a smile on her lips that could have been either teasing, or just amused at the circumstances.
"I might have made a bit of a mess," I admitted.
"Yeah you did. I'm almost impressed."
"You are?"
Lexi shrugged. "In an odd sort of way. Or is that too weird?"
"It's fine. Probably. But, uh, that was fun, anyway. Thanks, I think?"
Lexi's grin broadened into almost a real smile. "Rather naughty of us, wasn't it?" she said softly.
"Very."
****
I went out for a while, through late morning and most of the afternoon. I was back for supper, but found that no one was around, let alone making anything. Undeterred, I set about making something for myself. I had no idea what anyone else's plans were, and I was getting hungry enough not to have any interest in waiting to find out.
Lexi was home, as it turned out. She'd just been off somewhere being quiet when I returned. She found me while I was only in the beginning stages of figuring out what to make.
"You're back," she said.
"I am."
"Not nice to run off on a girl after messing her panties like that, you know. Very uncouth."
"Oh. Well I certainly didn't mean to be uncouth. Couthness is very important to me."
"As well it should be." Lexi hopped up to sit on the counter nearby. "What ya making me?"



"Who says I'm making anything for you?"
She clicked her tongue and shook her head. "Not even a dinner in it for me. Boy do I feel used."
I tilted my head and gave her a Look. "Are Mom or Dad around?"
"Nope. Gone out."
"Good."
I stepped over to Lexi, pushed her legs open to make it easier to get close, then kissed her. I kept it short and soft.
"Well. That's better, I suppose," she said.
"Glad to hear it. What would you like?"
"What?"
"For supper."
"Oh. Right. Uh... I dunno."
"Anything you want."
"Anything?"
"Provided I know how to make it."
Lexi returned the Look I'd given her earlier. "That's a much less amazing offer. So, what, sandwiches or Kraft Dinner?"
"Ouch. I can make more things than that."
"Name twenty."
I grinned. "You set an impossible standard for cheffery, you know."
Lexi tossed her hair in an impressively haughty manner. "I'm pretty high maintenance like that."
"So it would seem." I considered the issue for a moment. "Maybe I just gotta take you somewhere."
"To eat?"
"Yeah."
"Like a date?"
"Um... maybe?"
She shook her head. "Nuh uh, dude. Not falling for that one."
"What?"
"You're my brother."
"I know. I caught on a couple years ago. You act like I'm slow or something."
"You can't date your sister," Lexi said, speaking very slowly and enunciating carefully.
"Well... that's the conventional belief, sure."
"No dating. No way."
"Huh." I folded my arms. "You're awfully firm on that question, considering it didn't even officially come up."
Lexi shrugged. "It would have come up sooner or later. A boy cums on your ass, all of a sudden he wants to get all romantic and shit."
"I... you..." I scratched my head. "Do I dare ask how many times that's been an issue?"
"None yet. But only because I've been proactive."
"Ah. I see."
I only kind of saw, in fact. I also wasn't sure whether to be hurt or not that Lexi emphatically didn't want to date me. I was pretty sure that wasn't even what I'd asked. At worst, I'd maybe kind of asked her on one date. Maybe. I wasn't even sure about that. The rules got pretty fuzzy in cases like this.
"So we're still stuck with me making something, are we?"
"Maybe. Could be fun. You could be, like, a sexy chef guy. Or something."
"Could I?"
Lexi shrugged. "Enh... probably not. But I'm willing to be surprised."
"I'm not getting a hell of a lot of support from you, you know. Lotta criticism flying around. Maybe I don't want to cook for you anymore."
"Then... hm. Guess we order pizza?"
"I dunno."
"Order pizza and snuggle with a movie?"
"... you have my attention."
"Thought I might. Lemme look up the number."
And so, once the pizza arrived, Lexi and I settled into exactly what she'd suggested. We cuddled really damn close on the couch, too close to easily eat our pizza, as it happened. Not that that stopped us. It just meant we had to eat carefully, and that occasionally one of us would feed a bite to the other in a cutesy kind of way that was nevertheless Not Like A Date.
The cuddling only intensified once we'd finished eating. There was nothing anymore to distract us from us. The movie certainly wasn't more alluring to me than my sister's warm, cozily snuggled body. Not even a contest.
We pretended, of course. Acted like we cared about something other our dangerous proximity. I was pretty sure we didn't make eye contact the whole time, even while I was slipping hands under her shirt, or she was wiggling around in my lap.
We more or less settled down after a while. Still close as could be, but having somewhat established ourselves. I was amusing myself with an arm casually wrapped around Lexi, hand firmly embedded under her bra. She was a little more subtle at first, but that subtlety went out the window when she started undoing my zipper.
I glanced at Lexi, but she was staring straight ahead, apparently oblivious to me except for her cunning little fingers digging for my cock. I leaned back and waited to see how it was going to play out. I had my suspicions.
Sure enough, Lexi slowly, carefully pulled my cock free from my pants and underwear. I was so hard for her, and I smiled at the sharp intake of breath I caught when she wrapped her hand around my pulsing shaft.
What followed was about the most decadently frustrating experience of my life. Lexi stroked and teased me about as glacially slowly as was possible without being frozen in time. Her hand barely moved at times, and at others only her fingertips slid across my sensitive skin, hardly touching me at all. She kept me crazy horny without ever giving me even the hope that she might finish the job at some point.
I couldn't even do anything about it. If I said anything, if I did anything, she might just stop. I had no idea what she was thinking, what she might decide she did or didn't want. I had to just let her play with me however she wished. That was what she did for me, after all. It wasn't even just in my bed anymore. Not with my hand cupping her tit right there in the living room.
It did make me wonder if what I'd been doing was quite the same tease for Lexi as what she was doing to me. I didn't think it was. Certainly not on purpose at any rate.
Either way, Lexi was in no hurry at all. She played with me so slowly, and was still at it when our parents got home.
I swore as I heard the front door open. I had to disentangle my hand from Lexi's bra, then try and stuff my poor, overly-teased cock back into my pants. Lexi, thinking a little more clearly, just threw a blanket over our laps. It meant we were still sitting a little too close together when Mom and Dad came in, but at least we weren't being obviously handsy or horny.
Dad took over his chair for the evening. Mom went to get changed, then flitted back and forth between joining us and taking care of something she'd just thought of. The usual.
I was happy enough that neither of them thought to comment on how close Lexi and I were sitting, though admittedly it might not have looked so bad without the context of knowing what we'd been up to.
Lexi's hand strayed to my lap a couple times, despite me trying my best to go soft. I couldn't even reprimand her too overtly without attracting attention I very much didn't want. Glaring at her accomplished very little.
****
Our weekday schedules ate into our naughty time a bit. That issue didn't come close to dissuading us entirely.
It was only a few mornings later when Lexi entered the bathroom while I was mid-shower. I wasn't expecting her to be quite so brazen, but there wasn't really any reason why she wouldn't.
I felt a tad vulnerable standing naked behind the shower curtain while she stood at the sink. I'd been unclothed with her in the room many times before, but never because she'd deliberately walked in on me. She didn't make any obvious attempts at peeking, but it would have been easy enough if she'd wanted to.
I got halfway hard just from knowing she was there and wondering what she was up to. She didn't even really have to do anything to turn me on.
Eventually I had to give in and dry off. I stayed behind the curtain, reaching around it to grab my towel, only stepping out once I had it wrapped around my mostly dry body.
Lexi was applying moisturizer to her face. All outward evidence suggested she didn't care at all that I was in the room too. I knew that to be false.
I took a quick moment to admire her tight top and panties combo, keeping her modest to an extent while also highlighting some interesting areas. There was some tantalizing cleavage on display the way her top sat, and when I stepped next to her I could still see it in the mirror.
"You couldn't wait for me to finish?" I asked.
"You were taking forever. I have things to do."
"That's never been a problem before."
"Not that you know of."
"I think you just wanted to perv on me in the shower."
Lexi turned her face toward me, eyes all big and innocent. She distracted me so masterfully that I didn't notice her hand moving to my towel until it was already dropping to the floor.
"Oops," she said.
"So clumsy of you."
"Really though. Still waking up, I guess."
I got even harder. Standing naked next to my sister, knowing she could see my arousal, it fed back on itself and only got me increasingly excited.
Lexi kept her hand near my waist while only using her other one to fuss with her appearance. She was just stalling, I assumed. Using any excuse to stay right where she was. And, indeed, she soon wrapped her fingers around my cock.
My eyes rolled back and I bit my lip at the feel of Lexi holding my nearly full erection. She was so casual about it, though less so than our evening cuddling with a movie. And she wasn't quite so much of a tease this time either. She just held me at first, but with a firm grip, and when she started moving it was very nearly like a real handjob.
It was tricky fighting for space at the sink without dislodging Lexi entirely. I didn't want to risk making her let go of me. But I too had things to do, and I needed to get ready for them sooner than later.
It was quite a fascinating experience brushing my teeth while Lexi jerked me off. I felt uncoordinated enough to have been embarrassed by it under any other circumstances. In this case, I felt somewhat justified.
She was still going when it came time to shave, which turned that into a slow and careful exercise. It would be all too easy to cut myself while Lexi played with my cock.
As soon as I'd finished everything and was finally able to just lean on the counter and enjoy my handjob, Lexi released me and took a step toward the door. I caught her with a speed that impressed even me.
"Where do you think you're going?" I asked.
"Gonna go get dressed."
"You're just going to leave me like this?"
Lexi looked me up and down. "You can dress yourself, can't you?"
"That is so not what I meant."
"And what exactly did you mean?" she asked, flashing those overly innocent eyes at me again.
"You did this to me last night too."
"Made you dress yourself?"
"Teased me. Got me all excited. Then didn't finish the job."
Lexi shrugged. "Not really my fault last night. Couldn't go jerking you off with the 'rents hanging around."
"No, that's true. What about now, though?"
She looked down at my erection that was pointed right at her. She chewed thoughtfully on her lip. "Well..."
I released Lexi as she grabbed my cock again. She stroked it with much more purpose, with the full intent of getting me off quickly. It was so very different, in an amazing and wonderful way. Unlike her teasing, this was pure bliss and would actually make me cum. I could feel it already.
We stood together in a state of near-silence while Lexi jerked me off. Her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth in an adorable expression of concentration. I let out the occasional soft grunt or sigh of pleasure.
"You're gonna make a mess when you cum," Lexi said.
"Probably."
"Can you reach a towel or something?"
I could have grabbed a towel. But I was just horny and stupid enough to grab something else instead. I reached for Lexi and took hold of her panties. I pulled them out, away from her body enough to get my intent across.
"Oh my god, you perv," Lexi said breathily. "That's not what I meant at all."
Despite that, she jerked me even faster and more intensely. Her eyes locked on my cock, waiting for its explosion. Her breathing had become heavier, much like mine.
When I came, she thrust her hips forward and aimed me right for the gap between panties and skin. My cum hit her in thick, gooey streaks that dripped down toward her pussy. She milked every little bit of it from me, even wiping the last of it off with the edge of her underwear. I eased her panties back into place, trapping my cum within them.
"You happy now?" Lexi asked.
I grinned. "Very."
I pushed her back against the wall and kissed her firmly. At the same time, I slipped my hand between her thighs and pressed my palm hard against her panties over her cummy pussy. I held her like that for a moment, then broke away.
"You're the best, Lexi."
I left her standing there breathless, confused, and horny.
****
Lexi was waiting for me in my room when I got home that evening. She wasn't even playing Zelda and pretending like she didn't care if I showed up or not, but instead was on her phone while waiting and put it away as soon as I showed up.
"Wasn't very nice of you this morning," she said.
"Oh?"
"Leaving me like that."
"Now you know how I felt."
"Hey, I jerked you off this morning."
"That's true. And it was lovely, thanks."
Lexi flushed. "Well... you're welcome. But then I had to go to class all worked up, and with my panties all messed, and-"
"You didn't change them first?"
"No."
I grinned. "Bad girl."
"Shut up! It's your fault."
"Only partly."
"Mostly."
I shrugged, not too bothered either way. "If you say so."
Lexi bounced off the bed. "Glad you're admitting it."
She moved to leave the room, but I stepped in front of her. She didn't try very hard to get around me.
"Where do you think you're going?"
Lexi tossed her hair flippantly. "Probably to go masturbate, since I have to do everything myself around here."
"Is that what you think?"
"Kinda, yeah."
I smiled crookedly and pressed my hand to her pussy, much as I had that morning. Her jeans prevented me from getting a particularly good feel this time, but it still got a reaction out of her, which was the main thing.
Lexi stood nice and still for me as I knelt in front of her, undid her pants, and pulled them down her legs.
"Glad to see you changed your panties since you got home, at least," I said.
"Had to. They were getting all dry and gross. Thanks to you."
"Can't blame me for that," I muttered. "I don't control how cum works."
I pressed a finger to the front of Lexi's panties. I located her slit by touch and rubbed up and down on it. It didn't take long for me to start feeling some moisture through the material. She really had been waiting for me. However, as soon as I tried to pull Lexi's panties down, I got my hands swatted again.
"I'm getting some seriously mixed signals here," I said.
"Tough."
"Were you not just complaining that I wasn't getting you off?"
"Maybe."
"Well I'm trying."
Lexi shifted her weight from foot to foot. "I'm not quite ready for that."
"For what, me touching you?"
"No. Taking my panties off."
"Seriously?"
"Yes."
I threw my hands up. "What do you want from me then?"
Lexi considered the question. "I have a few ideas, actually."
I followed her lead as she guided me to stand, then took my pants off. It seemed easier to go along with whatever she had in mind. I didn't know what was with her reluctance for panty removal, but it might just have been one of those things that didn't fully make sense. Sex and emotions could be like that.
Lexi made me lie back on my bed. I was in the beginning stages of getting hard anyway, and she accelerated the process greatly when she straddled my waist and practically sat on my cock.
She had grabbed a controller beforehand, and casually started up her game while rocking very gently back and forth on top of me. I grew harder beneath her, and I had to press on her butt a couple times so she'd shift enough to give me space to grow.
Her grinding got a little firmer and more intense as she made better and better connection with my erection. Eventually I slipped out the front of my boxers, giving her free rein of my exposed cock. She reached down to touch it a few times when she had a free hand, but mostly just kept grinding.
I was stuck, it seemed. Somehow that just kept happening to me. It wasn't a bad thing by any means, since I was getting my sister's panty-covered pussy rubbed all over my cock, but it was at a slower pace than I would have chosen.
I had Lexi's butt to stare at and play with to help amuse me, and I took full advantage of that. It wasn't quite enough to get past my arousal and desire for something a bit more. Something faster or harder. Something more than a decadent, sensual tease.
Or, dare I think it, something along the lines of Lexi riding me for real.
That was probably too much. Maybe. Possibly. I wasn't quite sure either way. But just the thought of it was worryingly enticing.
I was kept pinned and ruthlessly teased for quite a while. Lexi eventually came on my cock, which was kind of fun and interesting. It made her lose her rhythm and go nearly still for a moment afterward, but she soon got right back to her slow, excruciating pace rocking back and forth on me.
Only when she came a second time did Lexi finally get off of me. Her panties were visibly soaked as she turned around and took a look at me.
"That looks kinda painful," she said, gently poking my angrily erect cock.
"It kinda is," I agreed. "You like doing that to me, don't you?"
Lexi shrugged. "You coulda said something."
"And that would have worked."
"I dunno. Maybe."
Her game stayed paused and forgotten as she settled into playing with me instead. Either she could tell how needy I was, or maybe she just realized how long she'd been grinding on me, because she didn't fuck around too long with me before getting to a solid grip with her hand and jerking me off with smooth, rapid strokes.
"I was never sure if it was a myth," Lexi said as an afterthought. "Blue balls, or whatever. If it was just a ploy, or actually a problem."
"Probably a little of both. Depending on the situation."
"Probably." She looked at me with a slightly raised eyebrow. "Do your balls hurt too?"
I actually felt a little embarrassed by the question, silly as that was. "Ah, yeah. They're actually where the pain tends to be. Kind of an ache to them."
"Like you need to cum really badly?"
"Yeah. But, uh, they probably still won't be happy afterward."
"Oh. Teased you too much, huh?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Lexi smiled apologetically. "You really could have said something."
"Yeah, well... I didn't want you to stop."
Her cheeks coloured softly and she ducked her eyes for a moment. "I see."
Lexi kept jerking me, getting me close. I was almost there when she abruptly leaned her head in close, opened her mouth, and took part of my cock inside. I didn't last long at all in her warm, smothering mouth, with her lithe, wet little tongue wiggling around on me.
I had a ridiculous amount of cum for her, thanks to the time she'd spent working me up. My balls contracted over and over in a simultaneous huge wave of relief, and a mild repeating pain. It was both wonderful, and not something I particularly wanted to experience again.
Lexi swallowed most of my cum, but didn't quite manage all of it as fast as it was coming. She choked a bit toward the end, and had a bit of a messy chin when she sat back up. There was a rogue streak on her shirt where some had dripped.
"Damn, you did need that."
I nodded. "Yep."
"Feel better?"
"Much."
I wiped Lexi's chin with my thumb, then offered it to her. She hesitated a second, then sucked it clean.
"Not a bad taste, at least," she said, still eyeing me a bit oddly.
"Glad to hear it."
"Uh huh. You're just lucky. 'Cause if it had been too gross, I wouldn't have been doing that again."
I almost made a smartass comment about how she was implying she would do it again, then wisely decided against it. Too risky. Too much at stake.
****
Lexi and I got more comfortable than ever with each other over the next few days. I got to wake up to her playing with my cock a couple times, and she took another cumshot in her mouth after jerking me off again. She still wouldn't let me take her panties off, but I got my hand inside them to rub her off on one occasion, and anything to do with her tits seemed to be fair game still.



Saturday morning found Lexi in my bed, pretty much just as expected. I felt her up some while I slowly came awake, and she pretended not to notice. Also as expected.
I noticed that she had a much baggier shirt on than usual for our weekend morning naughty play time. That didn't alert my suspicions as much as maybe it should have. In the moment I just shrugged and flipped her shirt up to get it off her butt. I went wide-eyed afterward at the realization that she had no panties on underneath.
All I could do was stare, dumbfounded. I'd expected to get her panties off sooner or later, but I would never have guessed this is how it would go.
I caught the smirk on Lexi's lips despite her best efforts to look forward and ignore me. It helped ground me back in reality. Sure I had my sister's perfect little ass all nicely bared in front of me, and sure it rather pulled the rug out from under my expectations, but it was still Lexi I was dealing with, with all the good, bad, and impishness that entailed.
I ran my fingers reverently up her thigh and over her ass. I kept my touch light and teasing. Her deliberate lack of panties meant that I had a lot more leeway to play with, but it didn't feel right to immediately explore these new boundaries right to their limits.
Instead, I went slow. I savoured the moment. I caressed Lexi's thighs, hips, and back, with special attention paid to her ass. It took concerted effort to hold back, but I kept myself in check. Eventually I got her wiggling under my touch, seeking more. I responded with a gradually firmer fondling of her backside.
I straddled Lexi, settling in comfortably as I started to really lean in and massage her. I didn't have to pretend I wasn't after her butt this time. It was all about her ass. I continued to give some attention to her surrounding areas, but it was all focused on her pert little tushy.
Lexi's breath caught a few times, and I got some quiet sighs and gasps from her. My careful progression to fully kneading her ass got some lovely reactions from her, small as they were. She got even squirmier when I spread her ass cheeks and experimented with rubbing my thumbs over the sensitive region between them.
Lexi's butthole was as cute and perfect as I could have imagined. She seemed sensitive to it being touched, but I wasn't yet sure whether her twitches were a sign of anxious enjoyment, or of seeking avoidance. For all I knew, she might not really have known either.
Until she gave me a clearer sign, I carried on rubbing her butthole, reveling in the freedom I had to play. I didn't quite dare try to get a finger in, though I was very tempted. I circled and pressed, but stayed outside. Mixed with grabbing and rubbing her ass, I amused myself just fine.
Eventually I settled myself even lower, pushing Lexi's legs apart so I could get right down between them. I caught her glancing back at me, but ignored her. I nuzzled her bum, giving little kisses and licks to her ass cheeks. She tasted good; clean and fresh, with just the slightest distinct flavour of her own that I'd previously tasted on her lips.
Again I spread her ass, this time for my tongue rather than my fingers. I kept my licks small at first, but they were quick and furious, getting longer and longer with every additional taste of her. Her little wiggles and sighs only encouraged me, fueling my new addiction to my sister's butthole.
Lexi abruptly set her controller down and whirled her head around toward me. "Goddammit, Aiden."
I paused, tongue mid-lick along her ass. It slowly retracted. "What?"
"You keep licking my butt."
"Well... yeah."
"You were s'posed to, you know, do other stuff."
"Other stuff?"
Lexi squirmed and looked away for a moment. "I like when you play with my pussy, alright?"
"Sure. Makes sense."
"And I wasn't sure about taking my panties off. 'Cause... I dunno. Just 'cause. But I kinda wanted to, and I wanted you to, like, play with me more."
"Uh huh."
Lexi balled up a fist. "And then all you want to do is eat my goddamn ass."
I grinned. "You could have just asked."
"It was obvious!"
"Was it? You're kinda lying on your tummy. Your ass is way more visible. And it looks way too good to pass up."
She flushed, a smile fighting for space on her lips. "Such a pervy brother."
"That's me!" I slipped a hand between her legs, below where I'd been playing. Her little slit was easy located by touch, and incredibly wet for me already. "You really could have just asked, though. I'm happy to help."
Lexi looked like she wanted to retort, but thought better of it, bit her lip, and turned back away from me. She was getting what she wanted. Further arguing, fun as it might be, wasn't really going to accomplish anything.
I got to keep on eating Lexi's butt while rubbing her pussy. I alternated hands, using her own arousal to slick up her asshole, which both made it even more delicious, and allowed me to try probing deeper. She tensed when I tried to poke a finger in, but those reflexive contractions were getting slower and weaker all the time.
She took a pair of fingers in her pussy much easier. Unlike with her ass, Lexi was happy to get more action there, and was so wet and excited already that I could slip right in. She rocked her hips in a gentle motion, riding my fingers as they slipped deeper inside her.
I went back to aggressively eating Lexi's ass as I felt the change in her. She was quivering with impending release, her pussy gripping my fingers tightly. I lapped at her butthole and finger-fucked her steadily while she moaned and wiggled, and eventually came under my diligent ministrations.
Lexi slowly recovered, body going still, breathing returning to normal. I kept up some soft caressing, but mainly just watched her.
"Better?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah. You do alright with some direction."
I grinned. "That's probably what I need. More direction to play with your butt."
Lexi squealed as I smacked her bum. "Ow! No, you do that fine on your own. You need direction to do literally anything else, it seems."
I used some leftover wetness from Lexi's pussy to push a finger partway into her ass. "You might have a point."
She glared at me, but in her relaxed, post-orgasm state, she didn't tense at all at the intrusion. "You've got a problem."
"I've got an obsession." I kissed Lexi's butt cheek while gently fingering her ass. "If you had the view I did, you'd understand."
"If I were a pervy brother maybe I'd understand."
"That too."
I finger-fucked her some more, then sat up and tugged my boxers off. I'd pulled a Lexi on myself and gotten all horny and worked up, and was definitely getting to a point of needing to do something about it.
"What, you think you're gonna fuck my ass now or something?" Lexi asked.
"That's the plan," I said cheerfully, with no expectation that she'd actually agree. I'd really only intended to grind on her until I came, but as long as she was going to bring the subject up, I'd take the long shot on it.
Lexi was quiet a moment, then, "Well you better damn well use real lube if you're gonna do that."
I stopped cold. "Really?"
"Yes really! You think I want you half-assing this?"
"No, I mean obviously lube, but... I can really, like, fuck your butt?"
Lexi squirmed. "Well, you probably need to cum, yeah?"
"I do."
"And you have your weird obsession."
"Not that weird."
"So, like, you might as well, right?"
I tilted my head, considering what Lexi was telling me. "You want to try it, don't you?"
"I'm totally indifferent. It's just so you can-"
I leaned in over Lexi, accidentally dragging my erection along her butt, and kissed her on the cheek. "You're still horny and want your brother inside you," I whispered in her ear.
She elbowed me in the tummy and never looked back at me. "I'll take back the offer. See if I don't."
I didn't think she would, but I cut out the teasing anyway. I had to stop and ponder, which apparently was enough hesitation to make Lexi curious.
"What's the hold up, not sure anymore? I wouldn't have guessed you having second thoughts now."
"Not at all. Just trying to think where I can get lube at this time of morning on a Saturday."
Lexi stopped everything and slowly turned her whole body to face me. I absently checked out a better view of her pussy, but still had things on my mind.
"Are you fucking for real right now?"
I shook my head. "Not yet, alas."
"You don't have lube?"
"Why would I?"
"You... I... you..." Lexi closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "I can't believe this nonsense."
I shrugged, slightly embarrassed now. "There aren't really a lot of opportunities where I need it, are there?"
Still with her eyes closed, "Fine. Top drawer of my dresser. You unprepared fool."
I smiled, darted in for a kiss, then headed for her room. "Thanks, Lexi. You rock."
"Yeah, I know," she grumbled as I was on my way out.
I bounded down the hall, cock bouncing in front of me. An errant trail of precum smacked my thigh and stayed there. It was pretty damn stupid to be racing naked and horny for my sister's room when I didn't know for sure there were no parents lurking about, but I didn't much care.
I had to dig through Lexi's panties to find the lube she'd hidden away. I also found a vibrator on my quick sweep, and I suspected there might have been more to be found. However, it wouldn't be right to pry into her private things just for my own curiousity. And, more importantly, her ass was waiting for me. I slammed the drawer shut and sprinted back to her.
Lexi was waiting for me. Not just still where I'd left her, but specifically awaiting my return. She'd ditched her shirt and adopted a face down, ass up position on my bed, presenting herself beautifully for me. In spite of my haste, I had to stop and just admire her for a moment.
I approached her much more calmly than I felt. I felt a full body ache of need and desire for my beautiful little sister. The adoration I had for her in that moment manifested physically inside me, making my actions wooden and drawing me in like I was under her thrall.
"You put your game away and everything," I said softly in attempt to keep some control. "How romantic."
"You've been too distracting. That's all. I can't play properly with you... doing stuff."
"Uh huh. I'm sure that's it."
"It is!"
"I believe you." I knelt behind her on the bed and casually ran a pair of fingers along her pussy. "I'm sure you're crazy wet for totally unrelated reasons."
"Ugh. I'm gonna regret this, aren't I?"
"You most certainly will not."
Lexi was ready for me, thanks to the work I'd put in already, but I didn't risk ruining all that by going to fast. I got her butt nice and lubed up first, spreading it with my fingers and making sure to get inside her some too. Her hips rocked back a bit even just at that gentle penetration.
Grinding on her with my cock really got her going. She could protest all she wanted, but her pretense fell apart pretty quickly as I rubbed back and forth across her butt crack, teasing her little hole. She got all wiggly and made some cute, involuntary noises of desire and impatience.
"You gonna do it already or what?"
I smiled and spread her butt one last time to get a good look, then pressed the head of my cock to her butthole. "So impatient."
"Yeah, well, I've got things to do today. Haven't had breakfast even, and I'm getting... hungryyy..."
Her sentence trailed off into something like a surprised moan. Her ass took me even easier than I'd hoped, and I was inside her before she realized it. I stopped immediately, just in case, but I didn't need to worry.
"Oh wow," Lexi said. She clutched at the sheet beneath her, then released it. "That's it?"
"Um... no? There's more."
"No, but I mean... I thought it was gonna hurt a little or something at first."
"You were pretty well warmed up."
"True. Pervy brother."
"Guilty."
Lexi bit her lip, then nodded to herself. "You can go deeper."
I held her hips and gently pushed forward, then pulled back, then forward just a little bit more. She was tight, but not so much that I was worried about hurting her. I'd already seen that she could take my width. It was just a matter of working the rest of my cock into her snug little butt.
Lexi had her face turned on my bed such that I could see half of it. That was enough to watch the twitches of her lips and the way her visible eye rolled back when I sank deeper into her ass. I loved seeing the effect I was having on her, even while experiencing inverse but equally amazing sensations.
I expelled a huge sigh of contentment as I bottomed out fully inside my sister. Her butt had taken everything, the entire length of my cock, right down to my balls. It was so warm and cozy in her ass, and the way she gripped me when I pulled back was like she didn't want to let me go.
"And you thought you'd hate this," I said.
"I never said that." Lexi bit her lip and clenched her hands into tight fists as I thrust a little harder. "And I definitely don't hate it."
"I knew you wouldn't."
"Sure you did."
I got into a rhythm fucking Lexi's ass. I held her hips steady, sometimes kneading and spreading her butt cheeks, but mostly just keeping her firmly in place for easy thrusting. She was very helpful about it, holding nice and still, only moving just a little to rock her hips back in time with mine. She could downplay it if she wanted, but there was no question she was loving this as much as I was.
Lexi closed her eyes and arched her back even more somehow, while always keeping her bum up in the air at a constant height. She alternated biting her lip and letting out soft moans and sighs. I was truly glad she liked it. It would have sucked if she didn't, and I wouldn't have been able to enjoy myself. More than that, the pleasure she got, everything I could see and feel from her, it all made it that much more fun for me. Getting to bury my cock in my sister's tight ass was physically amazing by itself, but getting that positive feedback from her amplified it to ridiculous levels.
It was undoubtedly the best morning ever. I'd already had the chance to play with Lexi for a while, to explore her ass in a way I wouldn't have expected upon waking up, and now to leisurely fuck her up the butt and further my naughty claim on it. I couldn't ask for anything more than that, excepting, possibly, more time.
It was just as well I couldn't last forever. If I'd gone too long, I would have run the risk of wearing Lexi out, or chafing her butt and marring the experience. As much as I wanted to pound her ass for hours, I couldn't resist its magnificence nearly so long, nor would it have been ideal in the grand scheme of things.
I kept fucking her until the very end, kept right on savouring every moment of being in my sister's ass until I came inside it. There was a brief period of an even more magical experience, the bliss of cumming added to everything else, then came the gradual fading away.
I stayed inside Lexi for a bit afterward, even to the point where I could feel myself softening in her, then eventually pulled out. I lay down next to her, staring at nothing. She stayed right where she was a moment longer, then dropped flat to the mattress, curling up slightly while facing me.
"You really like making messes," Lexi said softly.
"Didn't make a mess. Very neat and clean."
"Inside my butt's a total mess. Don't think I didn't feel that."
I grinned lazily. "But as long as you keep it in there, it's not hardly a real mess, is it?"
She snorted. "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Me walking around all day with a butt full of your cum."
A thrill went up my spine. "Oh my god, I so would."
"Naughty brother."
"Bad sister."
Lexi grinned back at me, then slipped an arm under her head and closed her eyes. I watched her a moment, then rolled my head to face the ceiling without really focusing on it. Her breathing was barely audible, but drew my ear as surely as an explosion would have. When I closed my eyes too, all I could see was her.
"Didn't you say you were hungry?" I asked.
"Yeah. I am. I guess. Just maybe not that hungry."
"No?"
"Well... I dunno. I'll get there. Eventually."
I cracked an eyelid and peeked at her. Still just lying there. Still naked. Full of my cum. No sign of wanting to leave.
"Sure," I said. "Eventually."
We lazed around together for a while afterward. I got pretty hungry too, but I just didn't want to move. It wasn't even a matter of wanting to play with Lexi more, or to stare at her enticingly nude body, but rather just being with her, sharing our mutual secrets without having to say a word, and basking in her proximity.
We eventually got dressed and pretended like we were functional humans, but my day had begun and ended with Lexi first thing in the morning. The rest was a wash, except for the little thrill I got every time I saw her and thought of my cum still in her butt. I assumed she didn't walk around with it all day, but I actually wasn't sure about that.
****
Lexi and I kept messing around the next few days. Nothing on Earth could have stopped us, I think, other than perhaps a very large wall placed between us.
We spent a lot of time casually misclothed together, and hands sneaking places they shouldn't was practically becoming 'hello' for us. I didn't actually get to fuck her butt again right away. As much as she'd loved it the first time, she wasn't giving me signals that she wanted it again, let alone actually telling me so. I still ate her ass out a few times and rubbed my cock on it in case that would work, but it didn't go any further. Which was all fine with me. I was pretty sure it would happen again, and I was having lots of fun in the meantime.
I was chilling in my room one evening toward the end of the week when Lexi approached me differently than I was used to. She'd been getting to be quite well versed in luring me in when she wanted attention. Not that she'd ever truly struggled in that area, but since she'd begun to make a habit of showing off her tits or ass, or sometimes both, she didn't run hardly any risk of being ignored.
This time was different. I was zoned out, reclining in my chair and playing a game, and instead of stretching out on my bed and 'accidentally' flashing me a little something, she sat firmly cross-legged on my bed, hands in her lap, staring fixedly at me until I acknowledged her presence.
"If this is you wanting to play, you're picking an awfully strange way of going about it," I said.
"It's not," Lexi said.
"Then what?"
"I hurt my butt."
That got my attention. I paused my game and turned for a proper conversation. "From when we-"
"No. I had maybe a tiny little ache after that time." Lexi flicked her hair. "So I thought, like, no big deal, right?"
"Um... I guess?"
"And I just wanted to experiment a little."
"Uh huh."
"And it fucking hurt!"
"Oh. Well that can happen. You used lube?"
"Oh course I did! Why would I not- nevermind. Just, like, how come it didn't hurt when you did it?"
I cocked my head. "Well, you remember how I warmed you up for basically an hour?"
"You licked my butt like a pervy brother, sure."
"I mean, I assume you didn't warm up nearly so well this time."
"Is that all?"
"Well... yeah."
Lexi shook her head. "But it was so easy last time."
"Yes, because-"
"I know, I know. Your weird obsession had some value. I get it."
I wasn't sure if I'd won or not, but I decided that I probably had. "Good. Glad to hear it."
I went back to my game, but it turned out Lexi wasn't done with me yet.
"It still hurts," she said.
"Your butt?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. Sorry."
There was a pause.
"It felt nice when you licked it," Lexi said in a hinting kind of tone.



"Did it? I thought it was just a weird obsession thing that I-"
"Yeah, yeah. I'm admitting it, alright? Would you just please, like... you know."
I smiled, unable to help it turning into a bit of a smirk. "Would you like me to make it feel better?"
"Yes please," she mumbled.
"Well you've come to the right place." I held up the controller. "You want to play?"
"Sure."
We got situated into what was definitely one of my favourite positions. Lexi stretched out on her tummy, naked from the waist down, focus firmly on her game until I did something to change that. I nestled in between her legs, getting all the access to her sweet little ass that I could ever want.
Lexi's poor butthole was a bit tender. After some initial testing, I kept my fingers well away, and soothed it with the very gentlest of licks and kisses. She was on edge at first, but began to relax under my dedicated care.
As she was salved by my tongue and saliva, some of the sting seemed to gradually fade away. I got firmer and deeper with my tonguing, really spreading her cheeks and getting my face in there. Her ass was so damn addicting, I couldn't have maintained a delicate, professional touch if I'd wanted to.
Lexi was enjoying herself too, now that I'd taken care of her initial pain. She was getting all wiggly the way she did when I made her horny but she didn't want to show it too obviously. When I checked her pussy, it was all wet and ready for fun.
I fingered Lexi while eating her ass, getting her all worked up. Of course, I got myself pretty horny too. I eventually had to take a quick break to ditch my bottoms and let my hard cock run free.
In the brief time I had my back turned, Lexi had rolled over and was watching me as I turned around again. My gaze swung from her face down to between her immodestly spread legs, then back again. I shrugged and repositioned myself to eat her pussy instead of her ass. I was flexible when I needed to be.
"You got your cock out," Lexi said after a few minutes of letting me lick her wet little slit.
"You noticed."
"What do you think you're gonna do with it, hm?"
"Nothin'. Was getting uncomfortable, is all."
"Uh huh. Well you can't fuck my butt."
"I know."
"It's still sore."
"I'm aware."
"So you can't."
"Gotcha."
I licked Lexi some more. I had a feeling she wasn't finished, but she tasted really good, and I was enjoying myself. She'd say whatever it was in her own time.
"It'll just have to be my pussy," she finally said.
I finished a last lick almost comically slowly, then stared at her. Fuck her pussy, huh? I couldn't very well say no to that. I'd been ready for the usual grinding on her, or maybe getting jerked off at some point. This was better. Far better.
"Well, if it has to be," I said with all due solemnity, "who am I to argue?"
"Who indeed?" Lexi murmured.
My licks transitioned upward into a soft trail of kisses and nuzzles leading to Lexi's mouth, which I gave some extra attention. Kissing her properly put my cock just about level with where it needed to be, which was a double bonus.
This was probably what she'd been angling for right from the start. The way she bucked her hips to rub all over my cock, the way she kissed me back, there was no way her suggestion had been anything like as casual or out of necessity as she'd wanted it to sound. Taking things even further back, I could only assume she'd been in a particularly horny mood anyway if she'd tried fucking her own ass in the first place. I'd have to subtly remind her at some point that that was my job.
I started grinding back against Lexi, needing more of her rubbing on my cock. She was so slick against me, so tantalizing. Her pussy was also a much more natural fit than her butt, in some ways. My cock could practically navigate on its own, Lexi's body was doing such a fantastic job of coaxing it in.
I slowed my movements, but let our bodies do what they wanted to do. My cock found her entrance and the head slipped inside just as smoothly as if we'd done this thousands of times before.
Lexi clasped me tightly and tried to wiggle me deeper, but she was stuck beneath me and didn't have the right leverage. I kissed her firmly as I obliged and thrust into her.
Her pussy accepted me eagerly. It was tight and wet, like her ass in some ways, very different in others. Regardless of the minutiae, it was a simply wonderful feeling to slip deeper and deeper, and eventually bury my cock inside. It felt so right, so very amazing.
I pulled my head back enough to look at Lexi's face. She was the reason. Sure she felt good physically just goddamn everywhere I'd touched her, tasted her, and been inside her. But that wasn't all of it. It was that she was Lexi. My sister. The person I trusted and knew best of anyone in my life. The one I spent so much time with and still never got tired of. Sex with her was on a whole other level from just the physical act of it.
I could only hope she understood she was spoiling me. That every new experience we shared was another step that couldn't be taken back. Just as I had become helplessly addicted to her ass, so to could I develop other obsessions. From just the feeling of her pussy gripping the full length of my cock, I was pretty sure I'd found a new one.
At the same time, it was quite possible Lexi knew exactly what I felt with her. Her fingers were digging into me enough to hurt, her eyes were rolled back, and her mouth open in either a pant, or just waiting for me to kiss her again. Her oft feigned indifference or dismissiveness of my desire for her had always clearly been a game of sorts, but I hadn't considered that part of her coyness might have been an emotional layer of defense. A way of maintaining control not just over me, but over herself as well.
Or maybe it was just fun, and I was reading too much into things.
"You're staring," Lexi chastised lightly.
"Sorry. Couldn't help it."
"You have a bit of a problem with that sort of thing, don't you?"
"Around you, sure."
Lexi rolled her eyes, but her lips betrayed a smile all the same. I kissed her and rocked my hips back and forth, making her moan into my mouth. She grinded back on me even more energetically, as well as squeezing her pussy around my cock and doing just amazing things down there.
We were a little uncoordinated and still figuring things out, but I enjoyed every second of it. Every move, every touch, whether dextrous or fumbling, held its own special magic. Every meeting of our eyes in between kisses contained some small communication.
Lexi tugged at my shirt, forcing me to move even less smoothly for a moment while I helped her get it over my head. I responded by pushing her top up over her breasts and leaving it there. I didn't need it off, just out of the way. Her hands clutched at bare skin now, sometimes rubbing over my chest when there was room. I fondled her tits right back, then lay closer to her so that our chests could press together.
I fucked Lexi harder, getting just as much an increase in vigour from her as she matched my energy at every step. I wanted more, and harder, and deeper. If anything, her desire might have been all the greater.
In a sense, it was a bigger thing for her. It was probably a more significant difference for her between me being in her butt or her pussy. If I felt those exquisite little differences on my end, I could only imagine how she experienced them.
"You're gonna make a mess again," Lexi whispered as she nipped at my earlobe.
"Eventually, sure."
"Inside me."
"Well-"
"Bad brother, always messing me like that."
"I could cum somewhere else."
"And make me clean it up? Rude."
I smiled, then turned my head to meet her mouth, pulling my ear away from her and replacing it with my lips. I nipped back at her bottom lip as revenge for her toothy excursion.
"I could cum in you again," I said.
"Bad brother."
"But only if you want me to."
She looked at me, a faint wrinkle on her brow, a slight pout on her lip. I held her gaze evenly, or as evenly as I could while constantly thrusting into her tight little pussy.
"Please?" she said.
I nodded, kissed her again, and lost myself in her, in so many ways.
I didn't worry about holding back from cumming. Not if she wanted it. I just let it happen naturally.
Lexi's nails dug into my flesh as we came. She buried her face in my neck. My cum exploded inside her, into her already soaked pussy, making just the sort of mess she'd alluded to. The mess she wanted.
If I'd thought cumming in her ass was special, this was something else again. I wasn't sure that I preferred one or the other from a physical standpoint, but emotionally I knew this meant more.
I rolled to the side, Lexi followed, clinging so close that I didn't slip out of her right away. We held each other in a warm, loving embrace, and I slowly softened until my cock slid out of her on its own. It was a bit gooey, but most of my cum remained inside her.
"It's better when the mess is inside," Lexi murmured, slipping a hand between her legs and cupping her pussy.
"Is it?"
"Mmhm. Tidier."
I snorted softly. "Sure. Tidy. That's what it is."
"And secret."
"Secret?"
"Yeah. No one knows. But I do. I can feel it."
"Tidy and secret, huh?"
Lexi smiled and kissed me. "Don't look all befuddled. I like having you cum in me, ok? 'Cause it's yours, and 'cause it's naughty."
"But mostly because you don't have to clean up right away, right?"
She giggled. "Sure, yeah, that's the main thing."
"Thought so." I wrapped my arms around her, nestling my chin against her shoulder. "I love you," I said.
"Love you too, Aiden. And your perviness. And messes."
"I'm serious."
Lexi pulled back to look at me. She sighed gently. "Me too. Really. But, like, we can't date or anything, right? You remember that?"
"Of course I do."
"You're my brother."
"Got it. Doesn't mean I can't love you."
"Siblings can love each other."
"And kinda wish you were my girlfriend."
Lexi pursed her lip. "See, you're pushing it."
"Just saying."
"Yeah. I know." She shrugged. "But I'd take you being my brother over my boyfriend any day."
"Really?" I thought about it. "Yeah... yeah, you might be right."
"Of course I am."
"Only 'cause you're a pervy sister though."
Lexi mock-gasped. "Am not!"
"Are too."
"I'm just... trying to deal with your perviness. You've corrupted me."
"Oof. That's no good. Guess I better stop cuddling naked with you, and licking you in fun places, and making messes, and-"
"Whoa, now, let's not go crazy here."
"No, no, you've got such a good point." I extricated myself from Lexi's clutches and started gathering clothes. "I need to be much more prim and proper. Set a good example."
Lexi sat up. Her shirt slipped partway down over her tits. "Dammit, Aiden, come back to bed. You can lick me all the fun places you want."
"Ooh, tempting. But I actually gotta take a wicked piss."
Lexi collapsed backward, shaking her head. "Ugh. Changed my mind. And here I thought you had class."
"Really? Maybe I do. Everyone pees, you know."
"You don't gotta say it and ruin the mood like that."
"There'll be other moods."
"Will there though?"
"I'm pretty confident."
My confidence was well justified, too. By the time I got back, which wasn't all that long, Lexi had her shirt pulled down and was lying on my bed playing Zelda. She remained fully bottomless, long bare legs and pretty little bum all exposed and waiting for me, not to mention the pussy full of my cum that I knew she hadn't done anything about.
I wasn't quite in the mood to really start something again just yet, but I was happy to sit and play with her while she played her game, and kind of just see what happened.
****
Lexi and I were more inseparable than usual over the next little while. It was getting to a point where we almost couldn't be in the same room without one of us sneaking some naughty feels. If we were in my bedroom, or otherwise confidently alone, those sneaky feels graduated to fondling, making out, getting half or fully naked, and various forms of sex.
It was pretty great, essentially.
Lexi had become less patient about waiting for me, especially in the mornings. I started waking up to find her already slowly stroking my cock when one of her hands was free. Once she figured I could take over naughtiness, she'd usually adopt her more passive, stretched out on my bed pose.
It probably shouldn't have surprised me when I woke up one weekend morning and found she'd been less patient than ever. As I cracked my eyes and tried to sort out my bleary senses, I found that what I was feeling was Lexi already astride me and grinding gently with my cock firmly buried in her pussy. She was focused on her game, not fucking me very hard at all, but moving enough to immediately place it as the best wake up call of my life.
On that occasion, I didn't take over. I didn't make any move to. Nor, indeed, did she seem to care if I did. She had her hands and attention free, and I got to wake up as slowly and luxuriously as a boy could ever ask for.
Wake up sex got worked into Lexi's rotation, much to my delight. She still did a lot of casual jerking off, bottomlessly waiting for me to wake up and play with her, and on one notable occasion when I'd been too deep a sleeper, actually sitting firmly on my face and not getting off until I licked her out.
All of that was on top of whatever other games we felt like playing at other times. Those were great too, but mornings with Lexi had taken over even more a special place in my heart than they'd occupied before. She made waking up fun.
Quite surprisingly to me, it was Mom who made me think harder about Lexi and me. Not that she meant to by any means. In fact, she started off my scaring the shit out of me.
"I think Lexi's seeing someone," Mom said.
Luckily, she wasn't looking at me, as I'm sure my face was a horrifying mix of confusion, fear, and jealousy. I forced myself to rein it in and get more information before I panicked properly. I wasn't even sure if I should panic because Mom was suspicious of us, or because Lexi was interested in someone else.
"You think so?" I asked.
"You haven't noticed how different she's been?"
"Uh... no? She's just Lexi."
"Maybe you don't see it. But lately she's just been so... happy, I guess. In good moods all the time."
"Sometimes that just happens."
"To teenagers?"
"Uh..."
"She's kind of reminding me of when I met your dad."
I flinched. "Ok."
"I wonder if she's in love."
"Well-"
"First love." Mom sighed. "So beautiful, so fragile."
"You're freaking me out a little, Mom."
"Sorry." Mom ruffled my hair affectionately. "You're not seeing anyone, are you? I shouldn't just talk about your sister, I guess."
I shrugged and hoped it looked casual. "Not as such."
"No? And you don't know of anyone Lexi's seeing?"
"She hasn't told me about any boys at school or anything," I said carefully.
"Maybe not, then," Mom said thoughtfully. "Could just be a big crush or something too, I suppose. But if I had to put money on it, I'd say she's really into someone. Someone she hasn't talked about." She paused. "You don't think it's a girl, do you? And she doesn't want us to know?"
I almost laughed at how wrong and right she was at the same time. Instead, I put a hand on her shoulder and somehow maintained composure. "Mom, she might just want her privacy. She doesn't tell any of us everything."
"Yeah, maybe." Mom pouted. "I want to know what's going on with her, that's all."
"I know, Mom. But teenagers, right? What can you do?"
Mom tilted her head. "I know you think you're being funny, but just wait until you have a couple. See how you like it."
"I plan on not having any. Saves the hassle."
"Uh huh. We'll see."
I patted Mom patronizingly on the head. "Sure we will."
"Things happen, Aiden."
I thought of Lexi, my little sister, the girl I was in love with, having sex with every day, and wanted to spend all my free time with. The one girl who should never have been in the running for any of that.
"Now that I believe," I mumbled absently.
****
In all the years Lexi had been sneaking into my room first thing in the morning, I didn't think I'd ever returned the favour. I'd never had a reason to, for one, and she was so consistently an earlier riser that I wouldn't have had much of a chance anyway.
It took a very deliberate effort to wake up early enough on the next available Saturday to beat her to it. It was an ungodly early hour for a weekend, but hopefully worth it.
No one else would be up yet, so I had no fears about padding over to Lexi's room in just my boxers. It looked suspicious as hell, but I had to be seen for that to matter.
Lexi was still asleep, which was good, because the effect would have been somewhat ruined otherwise. I closed the door, approached her bed, and just watched her sleep for a moment. Something I so rarely had a chance to witness.
I painstakingly pulled her covers out of the way without disturbing her. She lay on her side, which was inconvenient, but was made up for by her not wearing any panties. I smiled at her half-naked, comfortably dozing form in the dim light. I couldn't imagine why she'd think it would come up, but I was about eighty percent sure her bottomlessness was for my potential benefit. That or she'd really started to enjoy dressing that way thanks to our messing around.
I had no idea how to urge my sleeping sister onto her back without waking her, other than just try to physically move her and hope for the best. Some careful, gentle pressure eventually did the trick. I thought she was going to wake up once she'd rolled, but after waiting and watching for a couple minutes, I decided I'd either gotten away with it, or she was better at faking sleep than I was, and that seemed unlikely.
With all the tricky parts out of the way, I got to savour the most purely fun phase of my plan. For the first time I got to wake Lexi up by playing with her instead of vice versa. I felt her up a bit through her shirt, but that wasn't what I was really after. No, I wanted her pussy.
Licking Lexi out was one of my favourite things anyway. Sure I didn't get a reaction from her this time, but I often didn't while she was awake either. In this case, I had the bonus anticipation of not knowing exactly when she'd wake up, that thrill of switching roles, and the exciting uncertainty of not being entirely sure what she'd do about it.
I licked and sucked gently on Lexi's pussy, though with increasing fervour as the taste of her and my own naughtiness got me all horny. Even before she moved, I could tell when I'd finally awakened her. It was my first chance to understand what she'd meant about knowing when I was awake. There was something just simply different about her when the change happened.
"What are you doing up so early?" Lexi murmured, her fingers finding my hair and running through it lazily.
"I thought that was obvious."
"Just couldn't wait, huh?"
"Kinda that. Kinda other stuff."
"Oh?"
I kept rubbing Lexi, teasing her clit with my fingertips while we talked. "I thought it needed to happen."
She gave me a sleepy, crooked smile. "I'm a little surprised you didn't take the chance to do something... naughtier."
"If you'd taken to long to wake up, maybe." I kissed the inside of her thigh. "But then, I'd feel a little weird about taking too many liberties."
"Well don't feel bad. Take liberties."
"You weren't wearing panties on purpose, huh?"
"For almost two weeks now." She sighed. "Always hopeful."
"I'll have to try harder in future."
"Yes. You must."
"So if you woke up and I was inside you..."



Lexi bit her lip. "Yes please."
"Good to know." I kissed her just above her clit. "Wasn't sure."
"Really?"
"Well... I dunno."
"Because you seemed fine waking up inside me. Tryin' to be all chivalrous or something?"
"... maybe."
She ruffled my hair affectionately. "You goof. You know chivalry isn't what I'm after."
"No. I suppose there hasn't been much call for it, has there?"
"Not really, no."
I went back to licking Lexi, already planning in my head what I might do next time I could force myself to get up before her. There were interesting possibilities if I truly didn't have to worry about her being upset. Not that I'd believed she would be, but confirmation was nice.
Lexi cooed and wriggled as I licked her more and more aggressively. I loved eating her out, and I loved making her cum on my tongue even more. Now that the novelty of licking her awake was fading, I wanted to finish her off and put a nice little cap on our early morning naughtiness.
She eventually came for me, giving me a last messy taste of her delicious pussy as her orgasm flooded my lips. I licked her gently back down to earth, then crawled up to cuddle with her.
I spooned in behind Lexi as she rolled onto her side. I was so hard for her, my erection all snugly pressed into her butt and demanding not to be ignored. There was going to be more fun, but I had something to ask her first.
"I could get used to this," Lexi mumbled contentedly.
I slipped a hand under her shirt, pushing the material partway up her tummy as I located her tits by feel. "Nice, isn't it?"
"Mmhm."
I kissed her shoulder. "Lexi?"
"Yeah?"
"I've been thinking."
"That's dangerous."
"It really is. I love you."
"I know."
"I want you to be my girlfriend."
She tensed. Her response was slow in coming this time. "Aiden, you know we can't. I can't date my brother."
"Who said anything about dating?"
"You literally just did."
"I said I want you to be my girlfriend. I want to be together. We don't have to date."
"How exactly does that work?" The amusement was thick in her tone.
"You'll like it, I think."
"Oh yeah?"
"Mmhm. Here's my cunning plan."
"Tell me."
"We'll be together, yeah? But we won't tell anyone. We'll be super sneaky about it."
"That's... already what we do."
"Exactly. So it'll be easy."
"Then what's the difference?"
"'Cause then we have a bonus secret. And it's official. Secret, but official."
"Official, huh?"
"Yes."
"You know you'd be stuck with me then."
"When have I ever not been?"
"And you wouldn't be allowed to see other girls."
"Why would I want to?"
Lexi shrugged. "Well, you went after your own sister. You're obviously horny and out of control."
I tickled her side where she was vulnerable, making her squeal and try to roll away. "You know that's not what happened."
"Do I?"
"You do." I had to wrestle her a bit to get on top of her, pin her down, and kiss her properly. "I honestly love you, Lexi. Just you. I don't care if no one else knows. Only we have to know."
She chewed on her lip, eyes searching for clues in mine. "I do like it being our secret," she said.
"I thought you might."
"And it doesn't really change anything."
"That's my point."
Lexi booped my nose. "Ok. You win. You can be my boyfriend."
"Actually, you're my girlfriend."
"Nuh uh. You're my boyfriend. I called it."
"Fine."
Lexi nudged my shoulder, dislodging my arm and allowing her to scoot out from under me. Her top didn't cover her pussy when she stood up, which was very distracting.
"Good. Got that settled. That was too much work this early in the morning."
"Tell me about it."
She flipped her hair casually and turned toward the door. "I'ma go play some Zelda. You wanna watch?"
I was already staring at her swaying butt as I followed behind her. "Just watch?"
"Well... maybe you can find something to occupy yourself with."
"Yeah. I think maybe I can."
****
It took me a while to sneak in on Lexi again. I tried my best a few times, but now that she knew and could anticipate, it just wasn't happening. She was as disappointed as I was.
The trick that ended up working was to do it on a weekday. She wasn't expecting that, and so was in a nice, deep sleep when I padded into her room at perhaps the ungodliest hour I'd ever been awake. Or rather, that I was awake after having slept, rather than before I'd even gone to bed.
I was still careful and silent, since I'd been foiled before by Lexi being easily disturbed when she was expecting something. Even though I thought I'd beaten her this time and she'd be sleeping normally, I didn't want to ruin everything by being overconfident. I needed my payoff for all this inhumane early rising nonsense.
Lexi was bottomless, as she'd been every night for weeks, so far as I could tell. Her dedication to maybe getting some action in her sleep was both hot and kind of adorable.
I'd been hard before even entering her room, just from the thought of what was coming. When it came to Lexi, it didn't take much to get me going. Now, alone with her, staring at her pretty pussy while she dozed unaware, I couldn't have been any more aroused. This was it. What I'd been striving for.
I spread Lexi's legs as gently as I could, exposing her sweet little pussy for a nice, soft tongue bath. I loved licking her anywhere that was on offer, it was very nearly my favourite activity with her, and it was all the hotter doing it while she was asleep.
As much as I enjoyed the thrill of waiting for her to wake up to find my brotherly tongue buried in her, I very much hoped that wouldn't happen this time. I just wanted to get her all soaking wet and ready for more. She reacted so nicely to my licking, even when she didn't know about it. Her pussy knew what was up without conscious instruction at all.
Getting inside my angelically snoozing sister was trickier than licking her. I could be gentle and soothing with my soft, wet tongue, but my cock was hard and needed to go much deeper.
It was a struggle of self-control to push into Lexi so very slowly. No kissing, no fondling, no putting any unnecessary weight on her. Just sliding into her waiting pussy, barely breathing, and filling her up without waking her.
I had to fuck her so slowly, so gently. It was the kind of exquisite torture Lexi liked to visit upon me, only I was doing it to myself this time. I had good cause, sure, and I never doubted it, but I so badly wanted to pound the shit out of her and make a nice cummy mess. That would certainly wake her up and would ruin all my efforts, but boy was it tempting.
I was actually sweating and feeling some ache in my muscles by the time I got close. Despite not going hard or fast in any respect, it was a pretty physically intense time. Having to hold a careful position while giving steady, gentle thrusts into my sleeping sister was a workout all its own.
And it was all so very worth it in the end. I gave a happy, successful sigh than turned into a moan, my cock finally pulsing and spurting cum, finishing the sexy task I'd assigned myself.
Lexi's breathing changed and her eyes fluttered open as my cum continued to flood into her. It only took a second or two before she broke out into the hugest grin I'd ever seen. She stretched out, lazily accepting the last of my cum while waking up.
"Almost had a perfect run," I said, smiling back then giving her a good morning kiss.
She shook her head. "No, you nailed it. That was perfect."
"You think?"
Lexi pulled in for another kiss. "I know. Feeling that last little bit, knowing what you've been up to..." She bit her lip and looked deep into my eyes. "It was amazing. Thank you."
We kissed and snuggled some more, then I eventually made my way back to bed since I still had a possible hour or two of sleep I could sneak in before having to actually start my day. I probably should have guessed what Lexi had in mind, but I was running a bit of a sleep deficit for the night and wasn't quite thinking everything through.
When I awoke again later on, it was with my cock firmly ensconced in Lexi's ass. Not only had she managed not to injure herself playing with her butt this time, but she'd fully buried me inside, and was grinding on me to such a beautiful wake up call. The sort of wake up that she was much more practiced at giving me than vice versa, though not one that she'd ever done with her ass quite like this.
Lexi was facing away from me, giving me such a beautiful view of her grinding her bum around on my cock. She bounced on it a little, but only softly until she knew I was awake, at which point her bouncing got a whole lot harder and more fun.
Her hand was busy on her pussy, probably working her clit if I had to guess, while she rode me to my second orgasm of the morning. She came before I did, but there was barely a stutter in her rhythm as she kept anally milking me for the sexy mess she was after. Her bum eventually got a nice, big load to match the one in her pussy, which delighted her to no end, judging by the smile on her face when she finally turned around.
We didn't really have time for cuddling at this point in the morning. We were running ourselves pretty late and needed to get moving. I took the time to appreciate Lexi pulling a fresh pair of panties up her legs and snugging them cozily to her messy holes, but then I really had to get moving.
Lexi wasn't even done yet. I was in the bathroom trying to get ready when she waltzed in like she hadn't a care in the world, dropped to her knees, and scooted as close between me and the sink as she could. She yanked my boxers down with no preamble at all, the only clothing I'd yet managed to don, and started sucking on my soft cock like we hadn't had sex in months.
I couldn't say no to her. Not even knowing how close we were pushing our time. Not even with the risk that our parents would wonder what the hell was keeping the both of us this morning. One look into her big, adorable eyes as she sucked on me was enough to dispel the very notion of trying to stop her.
I somehow managed to shave while getting frantically sucked off by my horny little sister, but I had no idea how I didn't cut myself repeatedly in the attempt. As soon as I'd finished I had to lean on the sink for support. Lexi was working me hard and making my legs go all funny.
Lexi wanted another mess of cum, and she got it. It wasn't as nice a load as the first two of the morning, but her ferocious assault on my cock still got pretty good results. She had a nice mouthful as she stood back up.
"You gonna swallow or what?" I asked as she leaned against the sink where I'd braced myself moments ago.
Her mouth remained closed, cheeks slightly puffed out. She shook her head.
"Spit?" I asked.
Another shake of her head.
Lexi's eyes rolled back as her fingers slipped into her panties and found her clit. She rubbed herself with all the frantic horniness that she'd just finished showing on her surprise blowjob.
I shrugged and pushed her top over her tits. There'd be no reasoning with her at least until she came. Might as well give her a hand. Or two.
I ran my fingers over her pussy from outside her panties, while she continued hard-focusing on her clit from within. I played with her tits with my other hand, sometimes leaning in to kiss and suck on them some, though I couldn't help myself from spending more of my time watching her face as she neared orgasm.
Her mouth was full of my cum. As were her pussy and ass. Her eyes were rolled back so far I was afraid they'd get lost. The noises she made even through her firmly closed lips would have had my cock twitching on any morning except the one that had seen me cumming three times in such quick succession already.
It was a thing of beauty to watch her get herself off.
Lexi finally brought herself to a hard, shaking, leg-weakening orgasm. She only swallowed the cum in her mouth as the last of her pleasure receded, sucking in large breaths as she stabilized.
I held onto her until I was sure she wasn't going to fall over. She beamed at me and wrapped her arms around my neck for a long, loving kiss. Her tongue was still pretty cummy, but she mostly kept it to herself.
"We're gonna be so late," I said.
"I know. Worth it though."
I nodded. "I'm inclined to agree."
Lexi smiled even wider. "I had my brother's cum in my pussy, my butt, and my mouth all at the same time."
"I noticed that, yes."
"He's the bestest secret boyfriend ever."
"Good to know."
"And this gives me another sexy secret." Lexi gave me a quick kiss. "Only for me and you. No one else."
"You like your secrets."
"Don't you?"
I had to admit, they were pretty great most of the time. "You know, I really do."
"Thought so."
Lexi kissed me again, another long and deep one while pressing herself sensually against me. I held her to me, running my hands everywhere, but I knew we had to pull ourselves together.
"We're so late."
"I know."
"You need to stop kissing me."
Lexi grinned, gave me a last quick peck, then flounced away. She stopped and half turned at the doorway. "You could just stop kissing me, you know."
I looked down to her butt, panties molded to it and showing the cleft between her ass cheeks, then up to where her breasts were still showing since she hadn't fixed her top, then to her beaming face.
"Sometimes I really can't," I said.
Lexi giggled and finally pulled her top down before prancing down the hall. I followed her, watching her swaying butt for the brief time before we each went to our separate rooms to get dressed.
I had to agree with her, in my own reciprocal way. She was the bestest secret girlfriend ever.
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Going to a new school for my last year of high school pretty much sucked. It was all the tribulation of switching schools, which was never great at the best of time, plus the knowledge that any friends or acquaintances I might happen to make would all be going off in different directions at the end of the year anyway.
Admittedly, it wasn't all bad. Not what I'd call good either, but not as terrible as it could possibly have been. Within a few months I'd somehow insinuated myself into a circle of people who at least tolerated my presence, and maybe occasionally enjoyed it. Toward the end of the year, a couple of them were practically friends. Not close friends, not like I used to have, but enough to keep loneliness at bay.
There was also a girl. Not a girl in the sense of being someone I really liked, or who was into me, or indeed who was even aware I existed. She was more an 'across the room' kind of crush. A 'we shared one class and worked together on an assignment that one time' kind of relationship. I wouldn't put money on her even remembering my name.
For my part, her name was one of the few things I knew. Kylie. I wasn't even sure about her last name.
There were a few small things other than that. I thought she was cute. Superficial of me, maybe, but it was true. I liked her outfits that always looked slightly more complicated than necessary for day to day life, and the way she did her makeup to echo that. She seemed to read a lot when not in class, and I even recognized a few of her books.
Also, maybe the main thing in a weird way, she seemed to be even lonelier than me. Which might not have been fair to either of us. I didn't know her well enough to judge, and I was technically doing alright as far as having people to hang out with at school. It made for an imaginary bond between us in my head, regardless of what the truth was. Two people who didn't quite belong.
I watched Kylie from afar when I caught sight of her sometimes, not yet having made up my mind to do anything more than that. Apparently I wasn't quite as subtle about it as I thought. People in the group started to notice. Little jokes got made about it. I assumed it was playful teasing because I was crushing on a girl. Slowly, I began to suspect it was something else.
I dared to bring it up one day at lunch. The group at our table was only about half the size it sometimes was, which made it a bit easier.
My question brought a brief silence, and I almost thought I'd fucked up even broaching the subject, but I still had no idea why.
"Has no one told you yet?" Jess asked. She was across the table from me and looked at me rather intently as though searching for clues that I was making a joke of my own.
"Told me what?" I asked.
"I really don't think Carter knows," Ben smirked from the end of the table. Probably one of the people I was least happy to be having the conversation with. He always smiled the widest at any little joke about Kylie. He made my lack of understanding that much worse. "He still stares."
"Well can someone please tell the poor boy?" Jess asked.
"Why don't you?" Andrea retorted. "S'not like you don't know as well as any of us."
Jess sighed. "I just... it's not my place."
"As much yours as anybody's."
The bickering went on a bit. Rob, sitting beside me, nudged me with his elbow. I raised an eyebrow at him, tuning out the other voices.
"She's outside," he said. "I saw her. Maybe just go talk to her, hm?"
He had such a mixture of earnestness and amusement on his face that I honestly couldn't figure out what the right answer was.
"You think?" I asked carefully.
"Why not? What's the worst that could happen?"
"Until I figure out what you all keep going on about, I honestly don't know."
"It's... probably not as bad as you think. Well, depending on how you feel about certain things, I guess."
I rolled my eyes. "Way to not clear anything up at all."
"Just saying. Worst case, you probably get teased some."
"And that's already happening." I stood up, my mind momentarily settled. "Might as well find out why, I guess."
"That's the spirit!"
I had to wander a bit to find Kylie. She was sitting on an old picnic table outside, perched on the top with her shoes on one of the benches. She was hunched over with a book in her hands, reading in the warm, late spring sun. She'd picked a spot with no one else in the immediate vicinity, which only made me more self-conscious about deliberately approaching her. I knew she saw me coming, but she didn't react even when I was right next to her.
"Uh, hey," I said.
"Hey."
"I'm, uh, Carter. We have history together? We--"
"I know. I remember."
There was no venom in her terse words, but neither was there any warmth. There wasn't really anything.
I cleared my throat uncomfortably. "Can I sit?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
She looked at me, finally. "You're new, right?"
"This year, yeah."
"Thought so. Don't remember you from before that."
"Is that a problem?"
"Have people told you about me?"
I sighed heavily. "I know there's something, 'cause people won't shut up about it, but damned if I know what."
"So you're curious," Kylie said, with a tone of some finality about it.
"Kinda. But, like, if you don't want to tell me, that's fine. No one else does either, so I'm kinda used to it."
"Isn't that what you came over for?"
"Partly." I shifted uncomfortably. "Partly I also just wanted to."
"Wanted to what?"
"Introduce myself. Talk. I don't know. Something." I kicked at the ground miserably. "I almost kinda made some friends, sort of, but that's not really what they are. Not like what I used to have."
"So you're lonely?"
"Yeah."
"And you think I am too?"
"Aren't you?"
"Sure. Who isn't, underneath it all?" Kylie inserted a bookmark and laid her book aside, taking a moment to study me properly. "I'm not a good choice if you want to make friends."
"You're not?"
"It'll just make everyone else pick on you. You don't need that."
"Everyone? But--"
"Ok, ok. Not everyone. Enough of them, though."
I thought of Ben's smug grin. "I can see that." I shrugged. "But they already pick on me for it, so whatever."
Kylie arched an eyebrow. "Over me? Why?"
I looked away, anywhere but her for a moment, then bit the bullet. "'Cause I think you're cute, I think."
She stared a moment, then broke out giggling.
"Yeah," I said, face getting warmer. "Kinda like that."
"Sorry, it's not really funny." Kylie let out another little giggle. "But honestly, you transfer to this school, and I'm the one you crush on? Some god has it in for you."
"You know I don't know what that means, right?"
"I do." Kylie patted the table top beside her. "Stay if you want. I think you're right, it's not going to get much worse for you."
"But you're not going to tell me why, are you?"
"Nope."
"Thought not."
I grumbled a little as I sat down, but I was honestly feeling ok about things so far. I was still apprehensive about what Kylie's goddamn irritating secret was, but that was background noise.
Kylie sat up straighter, unfurling herself somewhat. She fiddled with the strings on her light hoodie, which drew my attention to the choker she seemed to always wear, and which was now visible as her hair fell partly out of the way.
"I know it's annoying," she said, "but I don't often meet someone who doesn't know. Not here, anyway. Other places, I'm not quite so famous. It's nice."
"You know I'm still gonna wonder."
"Of course. But you don't know. So that's something."
"I guess."
There was a momentary silence, then Kylie tossed her hair over her shoulder and gave me another appraising look. I wasn't sure what she expected to find.
"So, you moved here last year?" she asked.
"Last summer, yeah."
"Do that a lot?"
"No. Just the once. Parents couldn't wait another year and make things easier for me, I guess."
Kylie snorted. "Yeah. I get that. It's all about them sometimes."
"No kidding."
I felt like I'd at least been accepted into Kylie's circle of solitude, though the reason for its existence still eluded me. We talked a while longer, not about much of any substance, but just talked. It was nice. Different from so many other conversations where it half felt like a constant audition to keep being allowed to hang around. Not that it was really that bad, but I didn't feel comfortable and relaxed too often with other people either. With Kylie, knowing she was the only one listening, I felt like there were possibilities of working up to some true casual chatting at some point.
I returned to my regular group just before lunch ended. Ben had that shit-eating grin that I'd been dreading, and there was a decided mix of curiousity and amusement from most of the rest.
"Got a date?" Ben asked.
"Goddammit, Ben," Andrea said. "Shut the hell up."
"Just asking. You never know."
"Did she at least tell you?" Andrea asked, ignoring Ben's further attempts at antagonizing.
I sighed. "No. Not yet."
"Well... at least she will eventually, right?" Andrea said, talking more to herself than me. She didn't seem to want to tell me the secret, but at least in her case it wasn't because she thought it was funny, so that was something.
"I mean, probably," Rob agreed. "Not really our place."
"No. Of course not," I said. "Everyone knows but me, but not really anyone's place."
"We only know 'cause we were around for it. It's, like... it's complicated."
"Complicated," Andrea echoed.
"Of course it is," I muttered.
****
But I had to admit, in hindsight, they weren't wrong. It was complicated. I'd hung out with Kylie at lunch all week, eventually not even bothering a token visit with my group first. They just made me feel awkward anyway.
Friday lunch period found me walking up to what I'd already started thinking of as 'our' picnic table, finding Kylie there as usual, but being mildly surprised to see she had a cigarette between her fingers. She put it to her lips as I approached as though daring me to say something.
I sat next to her for a moment before speaking. "I didn't know you smoked."
"I usually don't. It helps, sometimes. Not sure if it's the crap in these things, or if it just makes me feel better to rebel in a stupid and pointless way."
"Yeah, I, uh, don't know that one either." I scratched my head and looked around. "You don't get in trouble for smoking out here?"
"I don't do it often. And I'm careful."
"Oh."
Kylie took another puff, then carefully ground out the end while preserving the remainder. "Just need it sometimes."
"That's not the big secret, is it?"
She snorted. "Not hardly."
"Good. Would have been a let down."
"Wouldn't it just." Kylie leaned back on her arms, staring up at the clouds. "No. There's more to it than that."
"Such as?" I prompted.
"Well, interestingly, it might be a good day to tell you."
"It is?"
"Don't look so surprised. It makes sense to get it out of the way. If you're going to be weird about it, better to find out now than after I get attached."
"Oh. Uh, I guess?"
"Plus my morning sucked, so if this goes badly then the whole thing's a wash already."
"It might go well," I suggested.
"Maybe. Hopefully."
I waited. Kylie didn't say anything. I shrugged and lay back, getting comfortable on the table top and trying not to look too anticipatory.
"I'm ready if you want to," I said. "But you don't--"
"I grew up as a boy."
"... what?"
"I'm trans."
The momentary silence after her brief couple of words hung disproportionately heavy, but I needed that time to process.
"Oh."
"Oh good, or oh bad?"
"Just... oh. I didn't see that one coming."
"No?"
"No. I kept dreaming up, like, you burnt down your last school. Or murdered a teacher and got away with it. Or sold drugs on the side. Or had naked photos of you floating around. Or--"
"That's enough, thanks."
"Sorry. Just... I mean, the way people were talking, I thought it was something bad, you know?"
"Depends on who you talk to. To some, it is."
"Oh. Yeah. I guess, huh?" I sat back up, needing some feedback from her facial expression. She was keeping it altogether too neutral to help much. "Surely not everyone's a dick about it?"
A faint smile graced her lips. "No, not everyone. Not by a long shot, really. But enough." She groaned and rubbed her face. "Enough to be a pain. And so few of the rest know what the hell to do with me."
"Yeah, that kinda tracks."
"I mean, I get it. It's hard to forget who I was. Or who they thought I was. But I'm so over this shit. Can't wait to get out of here, go somewhere nobody knows me."
"That's, uh, not all it's cracked up to be."
Kylie gave me a sideways glance, then smiled ruefully. "Yeah, I guess you got the opposite problem, huh? In a sense."
"In a sense, yes. Goddamn I miss people who actually knew me. And liked me."
"I would imagine."
Another silence. I was still thinking, processing.
"So, uh, thanks for telling me, anyway," I said.
"So you can stop being so curious?"
"That too. I meant, like, 'cause--"
"Yeah, no, I know what you meant. Thanks for not being a dick about it. So far."
"Doing my best."
****
Kylie and I started sitting together in history, our shared class. We got some looks when it became obvious it was a deliberate choice, but nothing much more than that. I hadn't been quite sure what kind of reaction I'd get, but I was fine with whatever. It's not like anyone's opinion carried much weight with me.
I had trouble picturing her as ever being boy-shaped, which was kind of the point, I supposed. I didn't have the reference of her past life the way most everyone else did, and I think it worked well that way for both of us.
Our picnic table outside had become our default lunchtime spot, weather permitting. I was so much happier hanging with her than trying to fit in with my circle of people who tolerated me. All the more so with the smirks Ben kept giving me, the questions Jess sometimes asked, thinking she was being subtle even when she wasn't, and just the general awkwardness. Mostly everyone dropped the subject as soon as it was no longer a novelty, but I knew it was still lurking there somewhere. I could only imagine how Kylie handled it, having to deal with it all the time whether she wanted to or not.
She was in a particularly intense mood one lunch. She'd beaten me to our spot, as happened more often than not. She was also working a cigarette like she needed to get through the whole pack before next period. This was only about the third or fourth I'd ever seen her with, making her unlikely to be a habitual chain-smoker, and leading me to believe something was wrong.
"Kylie?"
She barely glanced at me. "Hey."
"Something up?"
"No. Yeah. Kinda. No, it's stupid."
"Kinda seems like it isn't."
Kylie stabbed out the last of her cigarette on the table top. "Somebody called me Lee."
"As in... not short for Kylie?"
"No. As in my old nickname. For Liam. I halfway thought I wouldn't mind when I picked Kylie, 'cause at least it still kinda works. Except they definitely aren't using it that way, and it doesn't bug me any less."
"Oh."
"Stupid, right?"
"Not if it's important to you."
"I don't want it to be."
"That doesn't always matter."
"No. You're right about that one." Kylie fidgeted. "Shit, now I want another smoke."
"One didn't cut it?"
She turned to me with a massive roll of her eyes. "It never 'cuts it.' It just helps."
"Sorry." I shrugged. "I'm pretty useless with some of this stuff."
"No, it's fine. I'm cranky and anxious and snappy." Kylie rubbed her face. "And the end of the year just won't get its ass in gear and get here."
"Almost," I said.
"Almost. It's been almost for forever now."
"Doesn't make it untrue."
"No. Maybe not."
She was still fidgety. She hadn't yet reached for her pack, but it was coming. I felt like I should distract her somehow, but had no idea what to do. I wasn't overly entertaining at the best of times.
"Crazy idea," I said slowly.
"What's that?"
"Wanna go do something?"
She frowned. "In what sense?"
"Any sense. What do you want to do right now?"
"Smoke."
"Besides that."
"Go home and curl up and wish for armageddon."
"Besides that."
"You can't just keep vetoing me."
"Watch me."
"Fine. You suggest something and I'll shoot it down. See how you like it."
I shrugged. "Go grab food?"
Kylie made a face. "At the cafeteria? No thanks."
"No, I mean. Somewhere. Anywhere. Preferably within walking distance. So not really anywhere."
"Don't have time. And not allowed."
"So?"
"What do you mean 'so'?"
"Weren't you just praying for the end of the world a moment ago?"
"Thinking about it. Hadn't actually done any praying."
"Why the hell you letting rules stop you then? Breaking a few has to be less bad than ending all life on the planet."
"Arguably, sure." Kylie's lips twitched in the barest glimmer of a smile. "What about you? You don't need to be getting in trouble."
"Who gives a shit, really? I'm not crucial to goddamn anything that happens around here. Or anywhere."
"Ooh, someone's even more existential than I am. Interesting."
"No, just... well, maybe. I dunno."
Kylie stood up and grabbed her things. "You'll have to tell me all about it."
"Later?"
"No, now."
"Where are we going?"
"You forget already? We're off to break rules and be idiots. Or the other way around, maybe."
"Be rules and break idiots?"
"Something like that."
So we went off to be rules and break idiots.
It wasn't all that exciting, really. We literally just walked toward the road, then kept walking. No one was watching or making sure we didn't leave. We just left. There'd be hell to pay later, presumably, but in the moment it was a very casual thing.
Once out of immediate sight of the grounds, our pace slowed. We hadn't been walking all that quickly anyway, now we practically dawdled.
"So," Kylie said, "wanna tell me about this crisis of yours?"
I flushed. "I wouldn't put it like that."
"No?"
"No. It's not a crisis, existential or otherwise. It's just... frustration? Anger? Maybe some loneliness?"
"Sounds crisis-ish."
"Well... maybe." I shrugged. "I miss people. People from my old school. My friends. My old house. Everything and everyone I knew. I've got basically none of them anymore. 'Cept my parents, and I'm still quietly bitter and resentful that they put me through this."
"But you woulda been leaving next year anyway, wouldn't you?"
"Hey, don't you bring logic into this. You asked."
"I did ask. Sorry."
"It's fine. It's just life, I guess. These things happen." I sighed. "S'not easy, though."
"No. I get that."
We ended up at a local diner. It was busier than I wanted, but it was lunch time so anywhere we went would be. Somehow we still managed to snag a booth in corner with some relative privacy.
"I'm getting a milkshake," Kylie said without even looking at other options.
"That's it?"
"Yep. Who's gonna stop me?"
"No one, I guess." I was conditioned to feel like I couldn't just have a milkshake for lunch, but for the life of me I couldn't see a good reason not to. "I used to dip fries in mine when I was a kid."
"Ooh, that sounds good. Wanna split a fries too then?"
I shrugged. "Sure. Why not?"
So we sat and dipped fries in milkshakes like kids while the lunch rush slowly trickled out.
"This is nice, you know," Kylie said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. No one here knows me. Haven't had a funny look since we walked in."
"You still get funny looks all the time?"
"No. Not usually." Kylie looked me in the eye. "But I can only imagine what kind of looks we'd get if kids from school were trying to figure out if we were on a date."



I paused uncertainly. Kylie watched me, her expression only mildly amused.
"I guess maybe it looks almost like one, huh?"
"Almost," Kylie agreed. "Not where I would have picked, necessarily." She shrugged. "Though there's something to be said for keeping it casual."
I studied her a moment, trying to figure out where her head was at. "So what if this was a date?"
"You didn't ask me out."
"No. But if I had?"
Kylie tilted her head, eyes half-focused on me in thought. "That's an interesting question," she murmured. "I think I'd have said yes, but--"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. But I don't know that I should."
"Why not?"
"Because maybe it'd be for the wrong reasons."
"So are lots of dates."
Kylie's lips twitched in a crooked smile. "True enough."
I chewed my lip, considering for a moment. "I'll have to ask you out for real one of these days."
"We just established that I'd only say yes for the wrong reasons."
"Only the wrong ones?"
"Well... no. But some wrong ones. Like... maybe I think you're the only good option I've got, until I move somewhere else."
"Sure, yeah, maybe. But at least you think I'm a good option."
"Maybe I should have said decent option."
"Maybe."
"Or what if it goes badly? I'm s'posed to go back to not having you to hang with a school?"
I tilted my head. "So you don't want to risk not liking me because you like me?"
"Not at all what I said."
"No, but not too far off either, I think." I shrugged. "I won't ask if you really don't want me to. But I don't think that's what it is. I just think you're nervous."
"Of course I am! You make me feel almost normal sometimes, and I don't know what the fuck to do with that."
"Oh. Oh wow."
"Too heavy?"
"No, it's good. It's... intense. But I appreciate where you're coming from."
Kylie took a long drink to avoid speaking or making eye contact for a moment. "I mean it," she said softly. "I sometimes feel normal with you. And I don't want to lose that."
"Dates are normal."
"Not with me."
"Why not?"
"Because... because."
"Oh. Well when you put it so eloquently..."
Kylie snorted. "Shut up. I'm trying."
I nodded. "Ok, well, what about this?"
"This?"
"Right now. This is almost like a date. This is fine, isn't it?"
"But it's not a date."
"No. But it's like what one would be." I shrugged. "Disappointing as it may be, I probably wouldn't be any more inventive than grabbing food somewhere."
"Not even a movie first?"
"Well... maybe. But I just feel weird about that. Like, go on a date with someone, then just sit next to each other for two hours without speaking? I'm not convinced."
"Huh. Yeah. When you put it that way..."
"It's mostly just about excuses to chill and talk, right?"
"That's already what we do."
"Yeah, but... differently. Somehow."
Kylie chewed another fry. "You sure it's not about trying to get into each other's pants?"
I coughed, nearly choking on the mouthful of milkshake I'd been in the midst of swallowing. "I mean, in a sense. Kinda. Maybe."
"I'm pretty sure it's the pants thing."
"I, uh..."
"And you probably don't really want in my pants."
My face was painfully warm and I kind of wanted to just hit the ejector seat on the conversation. I summoned all my foolish determination and ventured forward anyway.
"Why don't I?" I asked.
"You can't guess?"
"Well..."
"Not even gonna try?"
I swallowed hard. "Do you still have..."
"A dick? Yeah. Haven't fixed that yet."
"Ah."
I felt like Kylie had remained altogether too calm, considering. Her even stare made my own awkwardness and red face all the more embarrassing for me.
"So you probably don't, am I right?" she asked.
"What if I'm ok with it?"
"Then I'd be worried."
"Why?"
"'Cause you're probably fetishizing me."
"I... what? No. Just, like, I like you."
"Sure. I like you too. But you're probably in over your head here."
"And you're being overly defensive here."
Kylie sipped her milkshake, giving me quite the crooked look. I thought she might tear into me for a second, but then the moment passed.
"I am," she admitted. "It's a bit of a sore point for me."
"I get that."
"To an extent, maybe."
"As best I can without living with a vagina for a while, I imagine."
Kylie's lips flicked into what was almost a smile, just for a second, then went neutral again. "Either way, it's probably not happening."
"Give it time. Think about it."
"You think I haven't?"
"... have you?"
"Of course."
"And?"
"Exactly what I just said."
"No, Kylie. What do you think of it? Nevermind what you think I think."
Kylie went quiet for a while. Uncomfortably long, really, but I was determined at this point to get a straight answer. Speaking for me was only a way of deflecting from that. I assumed. If it wasn't, then she was just guessing, and she was wrong. Probably. I couldn't actually say totally for certain based on experiences I hadn't had yet, but to the best of my knowledge, I meant everything I'd told her.
"I don't want to lose you yet," she said quietly.
"I--"
"Shut up for a second. Let me finish. If... if it was a little closer to the end of the year, fine. I'd go for it. See what happened. But it's not close enough yet, and I don't want to risk ruining this... whatever it is we have."
"Friends, Kylie. We're friends."
"Yeah. That."
I shrugged. "I mean, I think that's a fair answer."
"Thanks so much for your approval."
"Don't be shitty. You were putting words in my mouth. Speaking for future me. Risking friendship for maybe getting something more... that's more legit."
Kylie slumped in her seat. "Shit, I'm ruining things anyway, aren't I?"
"No. Hell no. This is good."
"Fighting?"
"Not hardly. Skirmishing, maybe. You should have seen the blowup I had with my parents when they told me we were moving. That was a fight."
A ghost of a smirk appeared on Kylie's face. "Maybe this is a fight, and that was a war."
"Maybe. I stand by my analysis."
Kylie reached for her milkshake, pulled it closer to her mouth, then stopped and shook her head. "I need something more substantial to eat, I think. You want anything?"
"No. I'm good for now, thanks."
Kylie ordered a burger while I toyed with the remnants of our fries. Disaster had been averted, to some extent. I wasn't quite sure where we were at anymore, but it was probably going to be ok.
"You shoulda got something," Kylie said once she had her burger. "Now I'ma feel weird eating while you stare at me."
"Maybe I won't stare."
"You're staring now."
"We're talking. That's what people do when they talk."
"So stop, then."
"Fine."
"Fine." Kylie took a bite, chewed, and swallowed. "You're still staring."
"What else am I s'posed to do? Stare at the ceiling like an idiot?"
"Maybe. I dunno. Just not at me."
"Maybe you're the only thing worth staring at."
"Thing?"
"You know. As opposed to the ceiling. Or the wall. Or whatever."
"Uh huh." Kylie took another bite while arching her eyebrow and waiting for me to dig myself deeper.
"I mean," I said carefully, "that I like looking at you."
"Weird."
"Not weird. You're beautiful, you know."
"Ha, right."
"You are. That's what drew me to you in the first place."
"Before you knew."
"Before I knew. It didn't change anything."
Kylie chewed slowly, eyeing me thoughtfully. "I accept the compliment," she finally said.
"So glad to hear it."
"But are you sure it's worth hanging with me just 'cause of that?"
"Who the hell said that was the only reason? That was just the initial one. You're also kind of alone, like me, if for different reasons. You get what it's like. And you're fun to hang with. So much less pressure on stuff. We can just chill."
"I'm pretty, I'm an outcast, and I'm easy?"
"Er... I don't think that's quite what I said."
"Pretty close, dude."
"Ok, fine, so you don't think there's any good reason we hang out?"
"Well... you kinda just keep showing up."
"Hey!"
"Nah, for real though, you're easy to hang with too. Low pressure, like you say." Kylie tilted her head. "Plus you're kinda cute too."
I flushed just a little warmer than before. "Thanks."
"But don't get the wrong idea. We're still not dating."
"I'm too out of your league, huh?"
"Other way around, more like."
"I dunno. You've got ketchup on your chin. Pretty sloppy."
Kylie grabbed a napkin and wiped her chin with impressive speed, and only a small but adorable squeak of surprise and indignation. "Don't look so smug about that," she warned darkly.
"Wouldn't dream of it."
"This is why I didn't want you to look."
"Ah, but if I hadn't looked, you wouldn't have know. It would have been more embarrassing in the long run."
"I'd take my chances."
Kylie slowly made her way through the rest of her burger while eating all the more carefully and daintily. I felt nervous butterflies take a firmer hold of me the closer she got to finishing, and only getting worse as we left the diner. She gave me a curious look for walking so slowly, but I had other things on my mind.
We didn't go very far before I felt like we weren't being directly observed, and that the moment was right. I reached over for her hand, felt her tense at the contact, watched her turn, confused frown on her face.
"What are you doing?" she asked. "Holding my hand?"
"Briefly," I said.
I stepped closer, staring into her eyes. She didn't know what to do. I only barely did.
I raised my free hand to Kylie's cheek, brushing it tenderly with my fingertips. I made my movements slow and gentle, as though reassuring a timid puppy. Kylie stared back at me, frozen, unsure, anxious, and waiting.
I kissed her, only softly, delicately. I waited for her to tense again, or pull away. She didn't. She didn't push forward either. Just stood there, still unsure.
"Now it's a date," I whispered.
"Cheating," she replied faintly.
"It's in the rules."
"I called no date. That's cheating."
"So you agree it's a date now?"
"Yes, dammit."
"Would you say it's going well?"
"Makes the top ten for me anyway."
"Could be worse, I guess."
"Sure could. If you hadn't made the top ten, it'd be worrisome."
"You haven't been on ten?" I hazarded.
"Correct."
I kissed Kylie again. She pulled her hand away from mine, but only so she could press back against me and lift her arms to my shoulders. It was a much better kiss all round.
I slipped my arms around her in a gentle embrace, straddling the line between loose and tight. This was uncertain territory, even if she was now kissing me just as firmly as I was her.
"We should keep moving," Kylie said.
"Do we have to?"
"Yes. People are gonna stare."
"So?"
"I don't like being stared at, Carter. You should know that."
"I dunno. I stared at you and it got you to kiss me."
"That is not at all how that went." She slipped from my arms, but took my hand as we headed away. "What do you think? Keep going, or turn around and catch the bus home?"
"It's still early for the busses." I shrugged. "We could walk for a bit, then go back? We probably should go back eventually, at least, 'cause otherwise I don't know how I'm getting home."
"Yeah. Me either."
So we walked, fingers intertwined, sometimes talking, sometimes silent.
I had very little idea what I was doing, but it felt good, and I was pretty sure Kylie wasn't any more certain than I was, so at least we were even.
I didn't dare kiss her back at school as we split up to our respective busses. I didn't care about anyone seeing, not much anyway, but I was quite certain she'd be pissed about it. I settled for giving her hand a last squeeze before separating. She half turned and gave me a quick smile before we parted and went our own ways.
****
Things went pretty great for a little while. I got some shit for cutting a whole afternoon, as did Kylie, but it honestly wasn't a big deal. I was getting to the point of realizing just how unimportant high school was, how powerless the jackass administrators were, and how irrelevant all the bullshit was.
Maybe it had taken being swept from my comfort zone to see it. I was pretty sure I'd have been happy staying in my familiar world-view bubble, believing that it all mattered, that I needed to respect the principal and my teachers and all the rules, and that it would pay off someday.
The main downside to staying in such a bubble was that I probably wouldn't have met Kylie. Not in the same way, at least. Not so that we'd get so close and start spending most of our free time at school together, and even some time outside it as well.
We hadn't done anything more than kiss and hold hands, and that was fine. I loved just getting some light makeouts in, and she was responding with more interest and enthusiasm all the time. She'd even initiated a few times, though she was more hesitant about it a lot of the time. Possibly due to her notion of the gender roles she was expected to fill. I didn't feel like they were super important, but I recognized they mattered more to her, and she had to figure out her own path.
I got suspended about a week after our afternoon adventure. It was unrelated, mostly, but there was a chain of events leading to it. I planned on telling anyone who asked that it was, in fact, because I'd buggered off halfway through the day. Getting temporarily kicked out of class for missing class had a deliciously ironic flavour to it that I appreciated, even if it wasn't the truth in this case.
I evaded Kylie's questions over text, though I was happy to talk to her about most anything else. It'd only be a couple days anyway, then I'd be back.
Nevertheless, she must have decided that wasn't good enough. I was lying in bed one afternoon, fully clothed, on my back, hands back under my head. Bored to shit, essentially. I'd had some privileges revoked at home as a result of my suspension, though I was pretty sure that was only because I'd refused to explain my line of thought to my parents. They knew why I'd been suspended, and they were pretty sure there was more to it than they'd been told, but I sure as hell wasn't explaining it. Even for the sake of leniency.
Mom knocked on my door, waited a moment, then came in without waiting for me to answer. To be fair, I wasn't sure I would have answered.
"There's someone here to see you," she said.
"Oh?"
"She says she brought classwork for you."
"Ah. Good. My education is very important to me."
Mom frowned. "I wish you wouldn't say things like that. Like you mean the exact opposite."
"I do, in fact, mean the exact opposite." I sat up and smiled winsomely. "But what the hell, maybe I'll look at it anyway."
"Carter..."
"Yeah, Mom. I'll actually look at it. Ok?"
She nodded tersely, concern still evident in her eyes. "Can I send her up?"
"I'm not going anywhere."
Mom left. Moments later she was replaced by Kylie. I'd been hoping it would be her. I wasn't even sure who else it would be, but I hadn't wanted to get my hopes up too high.
"Hey there, rebel boy."
"That's me. Nice of you to bring school to me, since my rebellious ways have taken it away."
Kylie snorted and stepped into the room. "I didn't bring anything."
"Oh? Coming to see me under false pretenses, huh?"
"You know it."
I patted my bed. She slipped her bag to the ground and sat next to me.
"I'll be back the day after tomorrow," I said. "It won't be that long."
"I know. But I missed you, you stupid trouble-making goofball. You know I was perfectly happy spending breaks by myself before you go and get me feeling like a regular human being again?"
"My bad."
"Damn straight."
I hesitated. "So you heard why I got suspended?"
"Duh. Everyone did, sooner or later. It wasn't subtle."
"No. I guess not. I'd hoped, though."
Kylie toyed with a few strands of her hair. "So you know I need to ask."
"You don't have to."
"I do." She looked straight at me. "Why'd you kick Ben in the balls?"
I sighed. "He was being a dick."
"So what's new?"
"More than usual."
"There's something specific, isn't there?"
"Maybe."
"And you don't want to tell me?"
"Correct."
"So it's about me?"
"... maybe."
"Dude, Andrea told me."
"Oh."
"He was picking on you about your 'boyfriend.'"
"... yeah."
"I've heard worse. You didn't have to do that."
"Yeah, well, it felt right." I shrugged. "And Rob texted me earlier. Apparently Ben's been less of an asshole since. So maybe he just needed a good kick in the dick."
"He's got issues," Kylie said. "He's not just an asshole."
"You're gonna be standing up for that shit now?"
"No. Just... I don't want you kicking everyone in the dick. Your foot would get tired."
I laughed. "Don't worry. Lots of 'em don't have bits to kick. So that helps."
"You can still kick people in the pussy, dude. It's a similar motion."
"True."
"Give 'em the old cunt punt, if you will."
I laughed harder, and it only got worse when Kylie started giggling too.
"That's so horrible," I said.
"Hey, you started it."
"I know. But still." I wiped a few errant tears from my eyes. "Dick kicks and cunt punts."
"Both getting you equally suspended, I imagine."
"Yeah. I'm lucky I didn't get worse, really." I sighed. "And you're right, I shouldn't have done it. Ben'll grow up on his own eventually. Hopefully. I think he's starting to realize no one else thinks it's funny anymore. Maybe he's just slow."
"Lots of people are."
"If too many people are slow, doesn't that just make them average?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
I grinned at Kylie. "Still, enough about that. Seems like I got you in my room, huh?"
"Don't you look at me like that. I just wanted to see you. You happened to be in your room, is all."
"Yeah, but you're here now anyway."
"I said stop looking at me like that!"
I ignored her and leaned in. In spite of her protests, she met me halfway, bringing our lips together in what was becoming a comfortable prelude to making out for us. The first kiss of many.
I pushed against Kylie more aggressively, getting closer and closer, kissing her deeper. She giggled and nearly fell over a few times as her space was crowded out. I kept pushing. She tried to force me back again, to crowd me out instead, but was already at a disadvantage, and wasn't really trying that hard.
Kylie giggled even harder as I gave her a particularly well calculated shove and she went sprawling on her back. I crawled atop her even as she tried to sit back up.
"Stop," she said, playfully swatting at me. "I didn't come over for this."
"But it would be such a shame not to make use of the opportunity now that you're here."
"Is that all this is? Convenience?"
"Hell no. This is you being sexy and alluring and in my bed."
Kylie flushed. "M'not those things. 'Cept in your bed. I can't really deny that one."
"You are all three," I insisted.
"Well you're just a horny boy--"
"True."
"--taking advantage--"
"Somewhat true."
"--of poor little me."
"Not hardly true."
"Very true! I came over just to see you, just 'cause I miss you, and here you are trying to... trying to..."
"Trying to what? Go ahead. Say it."
Kylie had gone bright red. "You know."
"I know I wanted to make out with you. You look like you're thinking of something else."
"No. M'not. Just..."
"Just what?" I danced my fingers up her side, over her layered tops, nearly to her breast before sliding away. "I think maybe your mind's going place mine hasn't yet."
"Well good. 'Cause I'm not ready for those places."
"Me either. I wasn't even thinking them." I booped her nose. "That was all you."
Kylie squirmed beneath me. "Well you're on top of me. On your bed. Being all... all..."



"All?"
"All warm and sexy and stuff," she mumbled.
I grinned. "Well I'm very sorry for being all warm and sexy and stuff."
"No you're not."
"No I'm not," I agreed.
I kissed her again, softly but holding it for as long as my breath allowed. Her hands went to my chest. I thought she'd push me away, and she seemed to think about it, but then slipped them up to my shoulders instead, and eventually wrapped her arms around my neck, drawing me in.
As we kissed deeper, letting our tongues duel and our lungs struggle, I sank lower. I let my weight come down so very slowly, pressing into her a little more at a time. I wanted to feel her. As much as I could. I wanted that contact.
Initially I wasn't sure how close she'd let me get, but it turned out not to be a worry. She only got more intense as we pressed together, chest to chest, hip to hip, legs intertwining.
"You're so heavy," she breathed.
"Sorry."
"No. In a good way. Like, not painful. Just... comforting? I guess?"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I like it."
"Good."
I stopped worrying about leaning too much on her. Just let myself rest wherever was comfortable.
Kylie's lips and tongue were ever moving, ever searching. Her hips were all wiggly beneath me. I wanted to grind back against her so badly. I held back some, but she felt so good it was nearly impossibly not to let myself go.
I found the gap between her shirts and jeans. My hand slid easily beneath her bottommost shirt and across her warm skin. I crept up higher and higher, locating her bra by touch. I waited a moment to see if I'd get a reaction, then fully cupped her breast in one smooth motion.
Kylie gasped and broke away to look in my eyes for a second, then went back to kissing me. "They're only small," she said between kisses. "They're not--"
"Feels good to me."
"But they're--"
"I like your boobies."
"Even if--"
I silenced Kylie with another kiss. I had the sense that arguing with her would be a losing proposition. How was I supposed to convincingly explain that I didn't care how big her tits were or how she got them, and that they felt good in my hand and I was having a lot of fun playing with them? There was no way at all if she didn't want to be convinced.
It wasn't clear to me whether she had two shirts on, or if there was a third smaller one in the mix. Either way, I struggled to push them higher up and get better access. I wasn't sure how far she would have let me go anyway, but it never became an issue since I could only get them partway up her tummy. That made things a little easier for me, but not as much as I'd hoped.
Kylie didn't have any further complaints once she got into it and accepted that I was genuinely having a good time fondling her tits. She tried running her hands over my chest, but only had limited access and didn't have the same freedom I did to shift around as needed. She changed course up to my shoulders, kept them there for a moment, then went further upward to play with my hair. I liked that better anyway.
I ducked down some to make sure she could reach, not that that was really an issue. It gave me an excuse to kiss my way down her neck, though. Her choker made an interesting divider between her chin and collarbone. I kissed on both sides of it, then nuzzled against her lower cheek.
"I don't like my neck," Kylie said, as though some explanation were necessary.
"I like it. And your tits."
"So I gathered." She sighed. "There's lots about me that's almost right, but not quite. It's just--"
"I think that's how everyone feels. I know I'm not perfect."
"That's different."
"No it's not."
"Yes it is! You never had to try and make yours something totally different."
"True, I s'pose." I grinned at Kylie. "But I like what you've done with the place."
She flushed. "Don't look at me like that."
"Like what?"
"Like... like you wanna do stuff to me."
"I do wanna do stuff to you though."
"I know. I can feel your boner." She pressed her thigh against my trapped cock, making me groan. "It's not subtle."
"Then why do you care how I look at you?"
"Just, like, I'm insecure. About lots of stuff. You know this."
"You only sometimes are."
"I am now."
"Yeah, well... don't be?"
"Ha, right."
"I mean it. I'm getting all horny over you, and I still don't think you really believe it. Even though you can feel it."
Kylie flushed redder. "No, I believe it," she said quietly. "I'm just waiting for you to find something you don't like."
"You say that like it would be a dealbreaker."
"Well--"
"What, are you worried I'll go too low, find your dick, and suddenly realize I don't actually love the rest of you?"
"... yes?"
"Well... well don't, then. I basically know what to expect."
"Basically isn't the same as actually."
"No, but... dammit, Kylie. I wanna do stuff. With you."
"I know!"
"And I want you to want to."
"I do!"
"Then stop looking for reasons not to enjoy yourself."
Kylie looked at me, chewing hard on her lip. "You're super, super hard," she whispered.
"So I am."
"For me."
I nodded. "For you."
She smiled tentatively. "Thank you."
"What? I, uh..." I shrugged. "Ok. You're welcome. I guess."
Kylie pulled me in for more kisses. Some of her gathered tension eased as we made out and I resumed groping at her. I kind of understood where she was coming from with insecurities and whatnot, but they were unnecessary, and I was much happier making out and grinding on her than trying to solve them all. Partly that was because of how damn horny she had me. It was harder to appreciate the intricacies of the mind when I was all turned on and shit.
I was worked up and grinding harder and harder on Kylie's thigh. She pressed back against me and grabbed my butt, encouraging me and urging me on. Once she let go and let herself get into it, her enthusiasm for feeling my pinned erection sliding up and down was a match for my own. In theory she was getting quite a bit less out of it than I was, but you wouldn't have known it.
I liked it so much better seeing her like that. Free and unconcerned, enjoying the moment.
Her lips and tongue were an aggressive force to contend with as her hormones and my reassurance overwhelmed her anxiety and restraint. She wiggled and squirmed beneath me, unable to help how she felt or how she reacted.
A stupid, stupid knock on my door ruined the whole sexy, liberated moment. Even stupider, Mom once again didn't wait for a response before coming in. She froze upon seeing me atop Kylie, the two of us clearly caught in the middle of some intense makeoutery.
"It does no good knocking if you just come in anyway," I said.
I stayed where I was. It wouldn't help to get off Kylie now, and would probably hurt given how obvious my hard on would be.
Kylie turned her head away and covered her face with her hands. I saw the blush anyway. There was no missing it. It was cute, but it would have been nice if it hadn't come at the expense of getting caught like this.
"I just wanted... I was going to... um..." Mom coughed. "So she's your... girlfriend?"
"That's what you wanted to ask?"
"No. I mean, supper's going to be about half an hour. Is, uh, is Kylie staying?"
I looked down at Kylie. She didn't make a sound, nor look at me.
"Probably?" I hazarded.
Kylie squeaked and tried to shift, forgetting perhaps just how pinned beneath me she was. "I should go."
"No you shouldn't."
Mom backed away, hand on the doorknob. "I'll, uh... there'll be enough if you want to stay. It, um... I'll call you. Later."
"Yeah," I said as the door closed. "Later, please."
Once we were alone, I rolled off Kylie and sighed heavily at the ceiling. It was another long moment before she dared to budge.
"Goddammit," she muttered.
"Sorry," I said.
"Not your fault."
"No, but... I dunno. She's my mom. I feel responsible."
"She always walk in like that?"
"Sometimes. Sure. It's a parental thing. I think."
Kylie sat up and shrugged. "Not so much with mine these days."
"No? Why-- oh. Oh, right."
"Yeah. It's a bit awkward."
"I could see that."
"So you get why I get insecure?"
"I was never unclear about that. I just don't want you to feel like you have to be."
Kylie tilted her head. "I'm having a hard time believing you really don't care."
"It's not that I don't care. Just, like, it doesn't bother me. And it's not really the most important thing about you, you know?"
"Oh? And what is?"
I grinned. "That way you smile when you're embarrassed and red and all cute about it."
"Ugh. You goof."
I laughed. "Ok, maybe not. But I do like that."
"And here I thought it was gonna be my tits or something, the way you were grabbing them."
"Too rough?"
"Uh... actually no. It was... nice."
"Oh really?"
"I dunno. Just 'cause, like... you wanted them. I guess."
"Yeah I did. Still do."
Kylie gave a crooked smile. "Feels nice being wanted that way. Validating, maybe. Something like that."
"Come here. Let me validate you some more."
She giggled. "You goof."
I sat up and reached for her, but she caught my wrists in her hands. I let her hold me still, watching the wheels turning in her head.
"Do you think, maybe, we actually have some time before your mom comes back?" she asked.
"Yeah. And hopefully she'll knock for real if she returns."
"'Cause... you're still hard."
"I am." I quirked an eyebrow at Kylie. I wasn't sure where she was headed, but my tummy was already getting excited and fluttery at the possibilities. I didn't dare guess, just in case I was disappointingly wrong.
"You want some help with that?" she asked softly.
I grinned. "Yes please."
"Don't take much convincing, do you?"
"Nope."
I watched in fascination as Kylie dropped to her knees on the floor. I sat at the edge of my bed and stared dumbly while she carefully undid my jeans and tugged them down. I helped a little, but mostly just let her strip my pants and underwear, freeing my cock that was so painfully hard for her.
Her expression was initially one of wide-eyed shock and wonder, though faded almost immediately in favour of something more like curious excitement. She reached out and brushed my cock with her fingertips, making me shiver at the faint contact.
"So hard," Kylie breathed.
"You knew that already."
"I didn't feel it. Not like this. Not directly." She looked up at me, deceptively innocent. "And all for me. I'm not used to that."
"It's not like I'm much used to this either."
"No. Sure. But, like, that's a different thing."
"Boys wanting you to play with their cocks?"
"Well... not that specifically. But yes."
"I'll have to make up for that."
"Off to a good start," Kylie said absently as she closed her fingers around me.
I groaned at the feel of her grip tightening around my cock, and the way it slipped up and down experimentally. Just the sensation of her soft, warm hand toying with me like that sent little thrills up my body, and pulses of pleasure through my shaft. It was pretty great.
Kylie was absolutely enamored with my cock. She couldn't take her eyes or her hand off it. Her pink tongue flicked out over her lips a couple times, and she wiggled forward on her knees until she was as close as she could physically get.
"You want to lick it?" I asked.
She bit her lip. "Kinda. Is that too slutty?"
"I wouldn't say so. But then, I'm biased."
"Ha, yeah. I guess you would be." She looked up at me with big, curious eyes. "You really want me to?"
I reached out and caressed her cheek. "I want you to do anything you want to me."
"Anything?"
"Anything. You're my girl. It's your prerogative."
Kylie's eyes went wider for a second and rolled back slightly. Her grip tightened. "Say that again," she whispered.
"You're my girl?"
"Yeah I am."
She shivered, then abruptly dove forward and licked the tip of my cock, swiping up the precum that had accumulated. She licked again and again, aggressively tonguing me while shifting her hand lower and out of the way.
"Good girl," I breathed.
Kylie moaned, wiggled, and licked even more frantically. It somewhat confirmed that she was, in fact, specifically responding to being referred to as a girl, or my girl, or whatever. Which I kind of got, even though it seemed a little too obvious. But then, while I wasn't super bothered by gender in most respects, it was certainly a bigger deal for her. It was something she had her own issues and perceptions about, and I didn't mind playing into them if she enjoyed it. If I couldn't reassure her through logic, maybe I could through repetition.
"Good girl," I repeated, stroking her hair while she licked and suck on my shaft.
Kylie squirmed some more, her face flushing pink. "Your very good girl?" she asked between licks.
"Very good girl," I confirmed.
"Do you... do you want to be in my mouth?" she asked breathlessly.
"So badly."
She nodded. "Then do it," she said quietly. "Use me like I'm your good girl."
I hesitated, conflicted about the conflation between submission and girlishness. I wasn't quite sure I was hearing exactly what she meant. "That's not really--"
"Please?"
"I--"
"Pweeeaase?"
Kylie knew exactly what she was doing. I still wasn't totally happy with it, but her big, hopeful eyes and cute little pout were impossible to resist, horny as I was. As long as she was happy with what she was asking for, there was no reason to let my doubts stop me. Not that they ever had much of a chance when I was all worked up.
I stood up and took a gentle hold of Kylie's head in both hands, tangling my fingers in her hair. "This is what you want?"
She nodded, still looking at me with an intense gaze. "Yes."
I nodded back. "Then open up."
Kylie smiled, then let her mouth fall open as big as she could manage. She held it like that as I pulled her closer, while simultaneously pushing my hips forward. My cock slid in nice and easy. She closed her lips around me when I was about halfway in, increasing the pleasure I felt at invading her mouth.
Conflicted as I may have been to start with, using Kylie's mouth like she wanted turned out to be kind of amazing. I slid in and out, taking advantage of her soft lips gripping my shaft, all the while staring down at intense, shining eyes.
I pushed deeper, testing her limits. She gagged a bit as I hit the back of her throat, but then frowned at me when I didn't try going further. She pressed at my thighs and pulled herself off my cock, a small line of spit falling from my cock to her chin.
"Deeper," she said.
"I can't."
"You can. Just push a little."
"I don't want to choke you."
Kylie bit the corner of her lip. "You can choke me a little," she said in a small voice.
"Kylie..."
"I know, I know. But, like, I'm so into this. I can do it. I've practiced. I have a toy I use."
My eyebrow rose, curiousity aroused. "You do, do you?"
"Mmhm. Maybe I'll show you sometime."
"You're kinda showing me now."
"True. But you gotta push harder if you want to see."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"I'm not delicate, Carter." Kylie paused. "At least, not in that sense."
She opened wide for me again. I couldn't say no to such an invitation.
I pushed back inside Kylie's waiting mouth. Her lips closed around me quicker this time, more sure of themselves as they embraced my cock. I still stalled out at her throat, but I gave some gentle thrusts, slowly increasing the pressure, and didn't back away entirely from trying to go further.
Kylie's hands rested on my hips, not really holding, pushing, or grasping. Just being there. She kept her head compliant, letting it move at my every whim. She was getting pretty wiggly, and her eyes shone as bright as ever, but her mouth was firmly mine to control and use as I wished. There was no wiggle or attempt at independence with it.
My next few attempts still made Kylie choke, which in turn made her mouth all the sloppier. But it really didn't take long before I felt her open up and let me the rest of the way in. Her throat was so much tighter than her mouth, and just as warm and wet. Not to mention the thrill every time she swallowed or gagged a bit, and those sensations were passed directly to me, up my cock in an electric massage.
Kylie took over some at that point, bobbing her head to alternate breathing with sucking me balls deep. I kept my hands on her head, holding on loosely, but mostly enjoying getting her excited enough that she couldn't help herself.
For the next few minutes I got a nice, sloppy deep throat from Kylie, before she remembered I was supposed to be using her mouth. I enjoyed the moment while it lasted, then smiled crookedly as Kylie got herself under control and put her hands over mine to remind me what I supposed to be doing.
I was such a horny boy for her. She had me all worked up, even before she'd initially pulled my cock out. Now, after all the teasing, licking, and deep sucking, I wanted to give her exactly what she wanted. Not even just for her, but also because of how good it would feel.
Those adorable, eager eyes staring up at me were too much. I met them at first as I rocked my hips, thrusting in and out of Kylie's mouth, but couldn't maintain my gaze on them. They did things to me. Things that made me all fluttery and excited inside. Things that distracted me from my goal.
We didn't have a super lot of time to spare. We needed to be done before supper was ready, after all. Even knowing that, I still wanted to take my time and make it last. I wanted to savour the feel of her tight throat around my cock, the adoring look in her eyes, the amazing sense of just how much freedom I had to do whatever I wanted.
All of which were rather opposed to my deeper, more primal need just to cum. Because I wanted that pretty badly too. I wanted to blow my load in Kylie's pretty mouth. Straight down her throat. Or maybe on her tongue so she could taste it first. Or maybe even all over her face to make a sexy mess of her. She'd probably like that, but it was risky since I wasn't totally sure.
Kylie moaned around my cock, tongue dancing across the underside of it. Her eyes were getting more pleading by the second. Asking me to finish, to cum for her.
I groaned deep in my throat and took a firmer grip on Kylie's hair. I fucked her mouth harder, in longer, fuller strokes. Using it as a toy to push myself the last little bit toward completion.
As I got closer and closer, Kylie sensed the end coming and once again abandoned her position of neutral acceptance. She bobbed her head, forcing me balls deep into her on every thrust, and pulling back enough to sneak in a breath in between. She helped me impale her face over and over until I burst.
Kylie squealed happily and wiggled her butt so much I thought she might fall over. My cum flooded her mouth, coating her tongue, filling her with a salty, creamy mess. Her eyes rolled back and she kept her mouth tight around me, gently suckling me dry until there was nothing left to give her.
Her lips parted wide as I pulled out. She made sure I saw the extent of the cummy mess I'd made before closing and swallowing. She looked so self-satisfied afterward as she carefully climbed to her feet, taking my hand for a boost up.
I fell backward onto my bed. Kylie giggled and followed me down slower and more gracefully.
"Your mouth is amazing," I said.
"Why thank you."
"How much did you practice on that toy of yours?"
"Probably too much." Kylie shrugged. "I get bored. And I never had anyone to help me out with my experimenting. Until now."
"That was an experiment?"
"Of course. I can't very well simulate getting my face fucked now can I?"
"I mean... I guess not."
She giggled softer and stroked my hair. "Don't look so disappointed. It wasn't just an experiment. I wanted to make you feel good too."



"I'm not disappointed. Far from it."
"But it wasn't quite what you wanted, was it?"
"Well... no. I'm not sure I like the idea of you equating being a girl and being a sex toy."
"That's kinda my choice though, isn't it?" Kylie asked lightly.
"Kinda. I guess."
She kissed me on the cheek. "Don't worry so much about me. I'm just trying things. I've never had someone to try them with before." She looked at me seriously. "Carter, there's still lots about being a girl I don't know or don't understand."
"That's fair."
"So I might do things that don't seem right. But I need to do stuff like that."
"Like getting your face fucked?"
Her crooked smile matched mine. "Yeah. Like that." She wagged a finger, mock-chiding me. "Which you didn't fully commit to, by the way. We'll have to try it again sometime."
"I tried."
"You did. And it's kind of adorable that you didn't want to hurt me."
"Hey, now."
"I mean that in a good way."
"M'not adorable just 'cause I don't wanna choke you," I mumbled sulkily.
"You don't get to decide, unfortunately."
Kylie lay next to me, cuddled close but not fully pressed up against me. I felt her warmth, her softness, and wanted more. But now wasn't the time.
I took a moment to go over things in my head. The way she felt right now, the way her mouth had felt only minutes ago, how nice it was basking with her in the aftermath. I was conflicted about some things still, but she was right that it was kind of her call as to what she experimented with.
"I don't want you to feel like you need to be objectified to be a girl," I said aloud.
"Ah, but I do. At least a little."
"You don't."
"I do, actually. I have to find the right balance still."
"But--"
"Carter, for real, I felt some things when you let go and actually fucked my mouth. And especially when you came in it. Good things. Things I've been struggling to find. And probably once I sort myself out in a few years... or more... I won't need to seek mildly unhealthy solutions. But right now... a little objectification could help more than you know."
"You confuse the hell out of me sometimes."
Kylie snorted. "Welcome to everyone else's world."
"Oof."
"Right?"
We lay together a few minutes longer before I had to sit up and get moving again. "Should get pants on, I guess," I mumbled, absently scanning the room to locate my discarded bottoms as I spoke.
"I guess. Could leave 'em off, though."
"Yeah, you'd like that, huh?"
"Maaaybe."
"Well I gotta dress. Supper's gonna be soon."
Kylie jerked upright. "Shit!"
"What?"
"I forgot about that."
I shrugged. "No biggie."
"Yes biggie! I don't have any cum on my face, do I? Do I smell like blowjob? Shit. Fuck."
"You're fine. I--"
But Kylie was already on her feet. "Where's the bathroom?"
I nodded my head. "Down the hall. Second door."
"Fuck. Shit!"
I snorted and finished dressing. I opted to let Kylie sort herself out. It's not like I'd be much help anyway. And there was no point in me being in the bathroom with her on the off chance one of my parents caught us. Not that it'd necessarily be any worse than getting caught making out.
Kylie eventually returned much calmer and a little sheepish. She blushed and shrugged at my questioning look.
"All better?" I asked.
"Yeah, it's fine. Just... goddamn, Carter, I don't want your parents knowing that I sucked you off just now."
"Even better," I said with a teasing grin, "you made me face fuck you."
"Shut up."
"Well you did."
"The point is, I don't want them to know."
"You think I do?"
"Well... probably not, no."
"Damn straight. A very solid probably not."
Kylie shrugged again. "So I had to make sure they wouldn't know."
"You were quite panicked about it."
"Of course I was!"
"It was kinda funny. That's all."
She stuck out her tongue. "Maybe next time I'll drool your cum back all over your face. See how you like it."
"Ooh, next time, you say?"
Kylie quirked her head. "I... yeah. Next time. There's gonna be a next time, isn't there?"
"I certainly hope so." I stepped to Kylie, tilted her chin, and kissed her softly. She'd gone a little overboard with the mouthwash, but she'd probably be happy to know there was no detectable trace of cum left. "It's hard to say no to a girl who wants my cock in her mouth."
"Gee. So romantic."
"I do my best."
We got called down for dinner before we could get any snugglier and work ourselves up again. I introduced Kylie to Mom and Dad, despite her having technically met Mom already, perhaps a little more than either of them wanted. I wasn't sure whether Kylie or Mom blushed redder. It was a close contest.
Dad, at least, seemed happy for me. He didn't really say anything, but I sensed the relief and pride that I'd brought home a pretty girl. Maybe he'd even heard that we'd been intensely making out. I had no way of knowing. My mind dwelled harder on what he'd think if he knew everything about Kylie. I didn't want to go there just yet.
Conversation was a bit forced on everyone's part. Kylie didn't know my parents, and they didn't know her. They all tried. I probably didn't help as much as I could have. Too many other things on my mind.
Dad drove Kylie home shortly after supper. She was ready to leave, and I didn't feel the need to prolong her agony. I went with, sitting in the back seat with her for the ride. We didn't do anything more than sneakily hold hands for part of the trip.
I walked Kylie right to her door, partly because it seemed like the 'proper thing' to do. Mostly because it got us out of Dad's line of sight for a moment.
"Thanks for coming over," I said, giving her a lingering farewell kiss.
"Thanks for cumming," she replied, turning the nice moment into a mutual fit of hushed giggling.
"Any time."
"Uh huh." Kylie fidgeted, but held tight to my hands, preventing me from leaving yet. "Seriously though, thank you. For... for making me feel like a girl. And stuff."
"Ky, we're really gonna have to work on that. We need something less demeaning to be your 'girly' moments. Like... like flowers... and fancy dresses and dates... and candles and ponies and shit."
"S'not demeaning if I want it." She shrugged and nodded. "But I know what you mean. Trust me, I really do." She made a face. "But we'll have to workshop it, 'cause that all sounds like it'd be trying too hard to fit someone else's script. Plus, you know, fancy dresses wouldn't fit me right, and I still can't wear heels for shit. And I've got nowhere to keep a pony."
"We'll work on it."
"Ok."
A last kiss, then I had to go. We couldn't linger forever, much as I might want to.
I sat quietly next to Dad on the ride home. I saw him glancing at me, but I didn't acknowledge his curiousity until I had to.
"She seems like a nice girl," he said.
"She is."
"Have you, uh, been seeing her long?"
"Not that long, really. But I guess it's getting there."
There was another lengthy silence between us before he spoke again.
"If you ever need money or anything. To take her out..."
"Thanks, Dad."
"And, uh..." He coughed. "I want you two to be safe."
"Dad!"
"I'm not saying you're anywhere near there yet. But I--"
"Please stop."
"--don't want any unexpected surprises. That's all."
"Please, please stop."
"There's--"
"I'm begging you!"
Dad cleared his throat, sounding as uncomfortable as I felt, and mercifully let the subject drop. "Just let me know if you need anything," he said as we got out of the car. "Not even about that. But, like, anything."
"Yeah. Sure. Thanks. I'm, uh, gonna go try to forget this conversation happened."
He nodded. "Yeah. Me too, I think."
Later, lying in bed, I toyed with the idea that Kylie might well be thrilled that my dad was worried about her getting pregnant by accident. There was an almost equal chance she'd be as horrified as I was. Maybe both, for that matter.
****
I got to see Kylie again at school a couple days later. She was, rather adorably, waiting for me at my locker. The way her face lit up as I approached made me all tingly inside.
"Well hello," I said.
"Hey." Kylie squirmed a bit in anticipation, then darted in for a kiss when I didn't immediately provide one. It dragged out longer than either of us meant it to, but we had to break it off pretty quickly anyway. We didn't have much for privacy. As it was, we'd already attracted some looks. "Missed you," she whispered, hiding behind me as best she could as a shelter from prying eyes.
"Me too. Actually got excited to be back to school. Which is kinda crazy."
"Isn't it though?"
"Pretty much, yeah."
She grinned at me and leaned back against the neighbouring locker while I opened mine up and figured out what I needed for the morning.
We dawdled on our way to first period, but still got the point where we needed to split up too soon. There were too many people going by for anything terribly intimate, but we managed to sneak a quick kiss around a corner before parting. I was getting kind of addicted to her lips.
I'd only just started walking again, after admiring the sight of Kylie walking away, when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I jumped, but whirled only to find the smirking face of Andrea beside me. Jess was on her far side, looking somewhat amused, but not as obviously so.
"Look at you go," Andrea said.
"Go where?" I asked, trying to ignore their stares.
"She's so into you," Andrea continued.
"He's into her too," Jess added.
"Well yeah, of course," Andrea said. "It's kind of adorable."
"I'm not really in the mood for being teased," I said.
"Who's teasing?" Andrea asked. "I think it's great."
"It's fine," Jess added, quite a bit less enthusiastically.
"That's nice," I said. "Now can I--"
"You two a couple now?" Andrea interrupted as though I hadn't even been speaking. "You really looked like you were just now."
"Does it matter?"
"I'm curious. That's all."
"Uh huh. Well we are, ok? Can we drop it now, please?"
Andrea nodded. "Sure. I gotta go this way anyway," she said, nodding down a side hall. "Catch you later."
"Sure," I muttered. "Later."
Jess kept tagging along with me, presumably still headed in the same direction. She was quiet at first, which I appreciated, but that didn't last.
"So it really doesn't bother you?" she asked in a low voice.
"What doesn't?" I asked, fearing I knew exactly what already.
"Who Kylie used to be?"
"I never knew her from before I moved here. You know that."
"Yeah, but... you know."
"Does it bother you?"
Jess flinched. "A little. Sometimes. I don't want it to. But I dunno."
"You know it's been harder on Kylie than anyone else, right?"
"Yeah. I do." Jess shrugged. "But I don't know what to do about any of it."
"It's not really about doing anything. In a sense."
"Maybe. I guess." Jess gave me a faint, crooked smile. "Ben's been less of an asshole since you kicked his balls in. That was kinda funny."
"Glad to hear it. I think."
"Just saying. They say violence never solves anything, buuuttt..."
"I could give you a good swift kick if that would help."
Jess took a quick step away from me. "No thanks. But... I appreciate the offer?" She shook her head. "Actually no. No I don't."
"It's a proven tactic."
"Yeah, still no."
"'K then."
"'K."
"I'll, uh, see you around?"
"Yeah. Sure."
****
Kylie was equal parts horrified and amused. Possibly leaning slightly toward the amused side, thankfully.
"Dude! That was a joke. You can't just go around threatening to kick girls in the pussy!" The smile on her lips belied her attempt at chastisement.
"I didn't. It was just... it was the way the conversation went."
"Uh huh. Sure."
"Besides, things are fine. If anything, people are being more cool about everything since I got suspended."
"People respect a cause worth kicking someone in the dick over, I guess," Kylie said almost sincerely.
"Ah. So that's the solution after all."
"Well... I wouldn't say that."
"No. No, probably not." I leaned back on the table we were sitting on. Our usual one. "I might have to go sit with the group again. See how things are. I kinda half thought I was done with them, generally. But I dunno."
"They're your friends, dude. You should."
"I mean, close as I got, anyway. I'd still rather be hanging out with you, given the choice."
"'Course you would. I sucked you off. Only makes sense to stick close."
I laughed. "Ha, yeah. That does bias me. Though you didn't do much sucking. Made me fuck your face, mostly."
"You complaining?"
"Not hardly. Just saying."
"Well... maybe next time I'll let you take it easy."
I perked up. "And when do you think next time is going to be?"
"Depends. What you doing after school?"
I groaned. "Don't say that."
"What?"
"I gotta go home right after. Still kinda in trouble. Sorta."
"Oh. Parents home too?"
"Mom probably will be."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
Kylie pushed her hair back behind her ear. She appeared deep in thought, concentrating hard. I kinda liked that look on her. Particularly given the subject matter of her thoughts.
"Doesn't make it easy," she mused.
"We could maybe make it work, I guess. Technically, we didn't really have a great situation last time, and that went ok."
"Your mom saw us making out!"
I nodded. "True. And I'm not totally sure if they'd let us be, or insist on interfering in some way. Still, though. Options."
"Yeah. I'll have to think about it some more."
"Can't wait to get at my dick again, huh?"
Kylie punched me lightly on the shoulder. "Don't tease. I actually do wanna, like, do more stuff. S'not like you don't."
"No, I definitely do."
"Then you should be more polite."
"Should I? I kinda feel like I'd have even better results just, like, dropping my pants and grabbing a handful of your hair."
Kylie bit her lip and shook her head. "I hate that you're not wrong," she said softly.
I snorted. "See, I'm figuring you out."
"But you'd still feel too guilty to actually act on it, wouldn't you?"
"Probably, yeah. Doesn't mean I don't know."
"Yeah."
"Yeah."
****
We took the first chance that presented itself. We were horny and impatient, and ready to jump at opportunities.
It was a flimsy pretext. Kylie came over to my place to study for a history test together, so our story went. It was a valid enough excuse, even if our intentions were less than noble.
Mom kind of headed us off at first by cheerfully offering the dining table for us to work at. She knew what she was doing. There was no way she didn't. But I couldn't insist that we wanted to go to my room for makeouts and possible sexy times. Not without totally embarrassing Kylie and risking a flat rejection from Mom.
So we waited and actually got some studying in, which wasn't the worst thing. Mom did her best to pretend she wasn't keeping a close eye on us, but wasn't nearly so subtle as she thought. Or, perhaps, it was just super obvious to me because I was waiting for an opening that just wasn't coming.
Only after supper did we get some freedom to play with. We'd had to move our school stuff to get it out of the way for serving food, which allowed a perfect excuse for ditching it in my room and then returning afterward. Somehow, in spite of her earlier watchfulness, Mom didn't seem to catch on to our passingly cunning plan.
"Was it just me, or did your mom really not want us sneaking off for alone time?" Kylie asked as we barricaded ourselves in my bedroom.
"Not just you," I assured her. "Don't know why she'd have a problem with it though."
"Contractually obligated, I think. Not s'posed to let your kids discover sexuality in a healthy and stress-free way."
"Oh yeah. That sounds about right."
"It does, doesn't it?"
I nodded and followed Kylie to my bed. "Luckily she slipped up."
"Mmhm. Lucky."
We giggled and fell into bed together. Our lips locked, our legs tangled together, and our hands sought out fun places to grope and fondle. I'd been anticipating this moment for a while, and it didn't take me long to get painfully, needily hard.
Kylie gave more and more attention to my cock. She rubbed the bulge in my pants, pressing her hand firmly against it as I rubbed back against her. I knew she wanted it, and I so wanted to let her have it.
Between the two of us, we managed a chaotic, disorganized team effort of undoing my jeans and getting them down my legs, where I could eventually kick them off.
My boxers were easier. Kylie followed them down, tearing them past my ankles and releasing them so they landed behind her in the middle of the floor. Her eyes locked onto my erection as soon as it was visible, only flicking up to meet my gaze for a brief second as she positioned herself between my legs.
I sat up and scooted to the edge of my bed, delivering my cock to Kylie's hungry mouth. She didn't dive straight on it, though I'd halfway expected she would. All she did at first was give it a kiss, then wrap her fingers lightly around my pulsing shaft.
"You're so hard for me," she cooed happily.
"Yeah I am."
Kylie softly licked from the middle of my cock right to the tip. "Are you too excited? I was gonna take care of you, but you could fuck my mouth again if you want."
I groaned. "I'm actually tempted. But, uh, I'd kinda like you to. Please?"
She grinned. "Of course. I've wanted to try this too, you know."
She licked me again, holding impressive eye contact as her tongue caressed me. She manipulated her fingers carefully to stay out of the way as she experimented with different tongue strokes and areas of contact. In between licks she'd give occasional little strokes of her fist, but mainly she just wanted to lick me for a while.
I got all squirmy under her teasing affections. Precum leaked freely from my cock, and Kylie was very attentive about cleaning it up as it appeared. She was driving me kind of crazy with her attention to detail, and the certain knowledge that she was enjoying herself as much as I was. Maybe more than I was, somehow. Her eyes were happy, full, and going somewhat glazed the longer she played with me.
It only got better when she finally took me in her mouth. She still only teased, just barely popping me in and sucking a bit, then releasing and giving me a few strokes, alternating licks and kisses with further oral penetration.
Kylie's technique refined somewhat as she figured out what I liked, what made me moan or wiggle, or sometimes thrust involuntarily toward her mouth. She liked getting reactions from me. I played them up a little for her benefit, but I didn't need to do much. She would have gotten the responses she wanted whether I gave them deliberately or not.
I was completely at her mercy. She worked me with her mouth, her soft lips and wet tongue utterly enthralling me. It was a hold I couldn't break, nor indeed did I have any desire to do so.
My cock sank gradually deeper inside her. I knew how deep she could take me. All the way, if she wanted. But she was in no hurry to show off again. I was getting antsy, wanting her to do it, to take me in her throat, to embrace the entire length of my cock within her. She was taking her own sweet time about it.
"Deeper," I urged.
Kylie pulled away, a trail of spit connecting us for a moment after her lips left my cock. "You wanna be in charge, we can go as deep as you want," she offered.
"Uh, no, that's ok."
"You sure? I don't mind."
"I like you doing your thing."
"Me too. It's fun. But you're gonna just have to deal with me doing it how I want. And it's gonna be slooowww."
"Tease."
"Ingrate."
I ran my fingers through Kylie's hair as she resumed sucking on me. "I'm very grateful," I assured her. "You feel so amazing."



Her cheeks flushed and she took me deeper, nearly throat-depth. She bobbed her head faster as an excuse not to look directly at me for a moment.
"So amazing," I repeated softer.
"Like a slutty girl?" Kylie asked, pausing briefly to nuzzle my cock while she spoke.
"Is that what you want to be?"
"Kinda. For right now."
"Then yeah. Like a slutty, cute, great-at-blowjobs girl."
The eyes Kylie made at me while sliding her face down my cock once again just about made me melt.
"Your slutty little mouth feels so good," I continued. "Way too good. Like this is what it was meant for."
Kylie growled deep in her throat, then proceeded to try and stuff me just as deep as the sound had come from. She tried to go too fast, however, and choked herself on me a bit. Her follow up, somewhat slower attempt was more successful.
My eyes rolled back and a happy sigh slipped from my lips as I felt the comforting embrace of Kylie's throat around me. It was a feeling unlike any other. Unique even when compared to her other oral techniques. So tight, so snug and warm, and she was clearly proud of her ability to take me like that. To deepthroat me like a porn star.
Kylie pulled back slowly, letting suction stall her out before she released my cock entirely. She throated me again a few times, up and down, using a smooth bob of her head, then worked the head again while stroking the base.
"Goddamn, Kylie," I breathed.
"Still good?" she whispered before sliding all the way back down my cock, impaling herself balls deep on me.
"You have no idea."
"Hm mm?" she moaned around the length of my cock, holding it totally inside.
"So fucking good," I said. "How are you so good at this?"
Kylie wiggled her hips while beaming with pride, partly translating the movement to her head. She bobbed back and forth some more, getting more aggressive in her attack on my cock.
"You're gonna make me cum," I said.
Her tongue danced along the underside of my cock. Her eyes somehow seemed to get bigger and more intense.
"I'm gonna cum in you," I said. "Right down your throat."
Kylie nodded, or tried her best to anyway. Her tightly suctioning lips slid back and forth on my cock, milking it, waiting for the final payoff. She was so eager for it. Again, rivaling my own interest, which should have been the more obviously immediate between the two of us.
She went wild on me toward the end, knowing I was close, sensing victory. She gagged a few times from going so hard and fast, but didn't let that stop her. My cum was going to be hers, and no amount of choking and drooling was going to stop her now.
I tensed, grunted, then exploded in Kylie's mouth. My cum flooded her tongue while she jerked me and swallowed everything I gave her. In spite of the spit running between her lips and down her chin, she didn't spill any cum at all.
A final kiss and little lick of the tip of my cock, cleaning the last of my mess, then Kylie sat back on her heels. She was panting and disheveled, but also glowing and contented with herself.
"Goddamn you do that well," I said, fighting the urge to fall backward and just lie there.
"Practice," Kylie said. "Just imagine when I get experience with you, not just my toy."
I groaned. "I'll never last."
"Don't act like you wouldn't enjoy every second."
I grinned. "You're damn right I would."
She crawled up beside me. I lay back while she curled up next to me. We just watched each other for a moment.
"I like seeing you like that," Kylie said softly.
"Like what?"
"Helpless. Feeling good. Looking at me like you never want me to stop sucking you."
"Still feeling slutty?"
"Maybe. Kinda." Kylie squirmed. "Maybe like your good little slut."
"My good girl."
"Or bad girl."
"Both. Either."
She stretched out. "I know you don't like it, but it helps me feel right."
"It's not that I don't like it. I'm just not convinced it's the healthiest way to feel like you're expressing yourself."
"Probably isn't. Still like it though."
I nodded. "Me too. Mostly."
"I bet. If I got you thinking with your dick more, we'd be all set."
I snorted. "Yeah. That's the solution." I studied Kylie. She was lying on her back, not looking at me anymore, just lounging and basking in the aftermath of a job well done. More at ease than she often was, unfettered by usual concerns. And yet, I couldn't help wondering if she really was as relaxed as she appeared. "Hey, Kylie?"
"Yeah?"
"Like, that was great--"
"Thanks."
"--but do you still need... some attention?"
She tensed, relaxation fading away. "Don't ask that."
"Why not? I don't want this to be all one-sided and shit."
"It's not."
"It kind of is. I could, you know..."
"No. You know I still don't have the right parts."
"Yeah, I know."
"So you can't do stuff for me," she said matter-of-factly. "That would turn you gay."
"Kylie!"
"Sorry, sorry. Bad joke." She sighed heavily. "But for real. No."
"You're not horny at all?"
"Of course I am. But first of all, it's much trickier to deal with than you are."
"I--"
"Secondly, I'm not ready for you to see that part of me."
"Even if--"
"I know you know, Carter. But, like, that's different from letting you down there."
"Yeah. I guess."
"You're getting a good deal here. Don't complain."
"I know that's another joke, but for real, I'd like to make you feel good sometime. It's not really about what, uh, parts you have."
"Ideally, sure. But I'm not there yet. Maybe never will be. And can you even imagine if it turns out you aren't either, and then it's all you can think about?" Kylie shook her head. "No. Not happening."
I nodded acceptance and rolled toward her, wrapping my arms around her, helping the tension I'd caused to melt away again. "I guess it's not such a bad deal getting blowjobs in exchange for cuddles."
"You're making out alright, here," Kylie said. "Trust me." She snuggled closer against me, nuzzling her face to my shoulder. "And don't think I'm not either," she added near silently.
****
It was tricky finding times and places for being naughty. Sneaking around at my house was often our best bet, and even that depended pretty heavily on some luck to provide us a good opportunity.
Everything else was much easier. Hanging out, sitting close, walking together and holding hands, talking, cuddling, whatever. It was all good. We didn't have much for exciting dates, but we found plenty of time for ourselves when we wanted it. Just not the sexy stuff so much.
It wasn't the worst thing in the world to have to wait. It might have felt like it was at times, but having to be patient had its upsides. Mainly in adding to the excitement when we did have our secret chances. There was nothing quite like the thrill building up to being alone with Kylie, and knowing exactly what she was going to do to me once we made it.
I still felt bad that I couldn't reciprocate Kylie's oral pleasures. It was her choice, of course, but I felt a little greedy about it even so. Not that it was a chore for her. She was happy to do it, and probably initiated it more often than I did. Not to mention the devious enjoyment she got from getting me right where she wanted me, and doing basically whatever she wanted. There was no question who was in control once her mouth was wrapped around my cock. Even on those instances where she wanted me to face fuck her again, even when she was a sloppy, panting mess, it was all very much at her own whims.
We didn't often get quite so aggressive as that. Mostly that seemed to just be so Kylie could prove something to herself. Something not entirely logical, from my perspective. I'd noted something of a correlation between high emotions and wanting some rougher action. It was an odd form of calming exercise, but whatever worked, I supposed.
Perhaps the culmination of our stupid, sneaky, sexy times came when Kylie started sucking me off in the middle of movie night. Which was to say, we'd been cuddling on the couch in my living room, mostly being good since parental oversight was a bit of an issue. But neither of us really wanted to be good.
Kylie was bolder than I was. I assumed we'd have to get to my room undetected somehow. She recognized the opportunity of my mom taking a phone call for what it was. Dad, as per usual, was taking a more hands off approach anyway.
Kylie attacked my pants before I was even aware what she was thinking. I whirled my head around to make sure we were alone, torn between fending her off and really, really wanting her to keep going.
"What are you doing?" I hissed.
"What does it look like?" Kylie answered without looking away from her task. "I wanna suck you off."
"Not here."
"Why not?"
"We might get caught."
"So? We always might get caught. It's not like we have a place of our own to go to."
"I mean, more so than usual."
She shrugged. "Enh. It'll be fine."
Once she had my cock in her grasp, giving it little licks to get it all stiffened up, I found it hard to argue.
Kylie managed to lie down in an only slightly awkward position, head in my lap, gently licking and sucking on my erection while still keeping an eye on the movie. I was far too engrossed in watching her to pay much of any attention at all to the scenes on screen.
It was going to be one of those times where Kylie was in no hurry at all. I could sense it already. She had her mouth positioned so that she could lick and suck it from the side, but not actually dive on top of it, and didn't seem to want to change that yet. She was happy just using me as a toy, something to keep her mouth idly busy.
I stroked Kylie's hair, sometimes drifting my hand down to her tits to play with them for a while. I tried to relax and enjoy it, since it was genuinely a pretty good time, so long as I didn't get too horny and impatient. There was no way to help myself from feeling some general apprehension about Mom or Dad stumbling upon us in such a compromising position, though.
"Maybe we should have a place of our own," I mused.
Kylie hesitated. "Like what?"
"Like a place. You know. An apartment. Or something."
"We can't afford that."
"No, but we're gonna have to get jobs sooner or later anyway."
"Hm. Maybe." Kylie sucked thoughtfully on the side of my cock for a moment. "I kinda like the thought, I guess. But you know you're, like, low-key asking me to move in with you."
"I am essentially aware, sure. I'm not saying we're ready. But it's maybe something to think about. Eventually."
"Yeah. Eventually." More thoughtful sucking. "I know I'm not ready for it yet."
"No worries. Pretty sure I'm not either."
"Good."
"Good." I shrugged. "But we're stuck doing stupid shit like this until we have a better solution."
"Hey, they're your parents. It's more of a problem for you, really."
"Oh is it? Who was the one all embarrassed that one time Mom caught us making out?"
"... both of us?"
"You more than me, I believe. And you're only just getting to the point of not panicking about them being able to tell you just blew me afterward."
"Well... yeah." Kylie squirmed. "But how else am I s'posed to get your dick without being a little risky?"
"I don't know. That's the point." I tickled her ear. "And aside from that, how come we haven't done stuff at your house yet, hm? Why are we always risking my parents?"
"You saying you want to meet mine?"
"Well... kinda?"
"You can if you want. But it's not gonna solve anything. They wouldn't know what to do with me bringing home a boy."
"Oh, but, like..."
"I mean, maybe it'd be fine. Maybe they'd cheerfully send us up to my room for sexy times. Just doubt it somehow."
"Sure. I guess."
"It's complicated, you know?"
"Yeah. I get that."
We had to scramble a bit at approaching footsteps. We got a blanket over my lap and Kylie cuddled up with her head on my shoulder instead of strategically next to my cock. Dad walked in, rummaged around on his bookshelf for a moment, then left again without more than a casual glance our way. Which was good because Kylie had her hand wrapped around me under the blanket that so flimsily covered my partial nudity, and I didn't feel like I was maintaining a particularly good facade.
Kylie waited and checked over her shoulder a few times to make sure we were alone again before throwing the blanket off my lap and jerking me slowly, watching her hand's movement with an odd fascination.
"I really don't know what they'd think about me bringing you home," she said.
"So you said."
"I halfway think they'd still expect you to be a girl."
"Uh..."
"Not you specifically. But, like, whoever it was."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
"Because--"
"Because as hard as they try, I don't think they're quite over me being their little boy."
"Shit."
"Yep." Kylie sighed and put more energy into her handjob for a moment, distracting herself by sliding her grip and up and down on my rather bemused cock. "They do try," she said softly. "But they're the older generation. Some things don't come as easy to them."
"Sorry."
"Nah, it's fine. Coulda been a lot, lot worse." She shrugged. "But I'm not ready to try introducing you. I guess that's the point, really."
"Could just say I'm a friend."
"For the purposes of sneaking you to my room? I can't help feeling like that would create more problems than it solves."
"Maybe. I guess."
Kylie grinned and leaned in to kiss my cheek. "Worried you're not gonna get enough alone time with my mouth?" she murmured into my ear.
"I wouldn't say that."
"I think you would. You want more places we can sneak off together, don't you?"
"Kinda. But, like, it's just getting awkward always coming to my place. Mom and Dad gotta be figuring out there's a reason we aren't hanging out in more public places."
"Maybe. Maybe not. You never can tell with parents."
"No. That's true."
Kylie ruffled my hair. I slipped my hand up her shirt in response. She squealed, cutting herself off as soon as she realized how loud it was, and how likely to attract attention. It didn't stop me from getting a good feel of her tits before she lowered herself back to my lap.
She wasn't entirely wrong about me wanting more time with her soft lips wrapped around my cock, suckling gently but persistently at me. Or her throat snugly and somewhat messily enfolding me. Any form of oral attention, really. They were all fun.
I wanted to do more than that, too. But I was pretty severely limited by what Kylie was ok with. I was pretty sure she'd drop to her knees for me at the merest request, but letting me play with her was still a whole other thing. Anything lower than her tummy was risky.
Although...
It occurred to me that I hadn't really tried playing with Kylie's butt all that much. I'd grabbed it a bit, but had always been hesitant to push too hard. In a sense, there shouldn't be any reason she wouldn't want more attention there. But that was only theoretical.
I dragged my fingers past Kylie's shoulder and down her back. My nails skimmed across her shirt, up and down her spine, getting a feel for her reaction to my touch. There wasn't really much of anything yet.
My palm flattened out until I was giving her a slow back rub. Nothing too fast or hard to distract from her sucking me off, but straying ever nearer to her butt.
Eventually, I moved my hand to Kylie's ass in one smooth motion, cupping it through her jeans. She gave just the smallest little moan, but didn't let it interrupt the way she was sucking on my cock. That was a good sign. I'd gone this far before, gotten some sneaky feels in, so I hadn't been expecting much reaction yet either way.
It was more a question of whether she'd let me keep playing, squeezing, and exploring. I grabbed a handful of Kylie's bum, massaged it gently, then rubbed a different area. I ran my hand everywhere, even down between her thighs just as far as I dared, as far as I could safely expect to get before hitting the danger zone.
Kylie tensed when I ventured too close to her unwanted cock, but otherwise seemed quite happy to have me groping her ass. I learned where the borderline was, and as long as I stayed on the right side of it, I pretty much had all the leeway in the world. Rubbing, squeezing, groping, massaging, it was all good. I even got some excited growls from deep in Kylie's throat when I tried lightly spanking her butt. The harder the slaps got, the more she wiggled and made noises, and even got more aggressive with her cock sucking.
She looked up at me, taking a quick break from her blowjob. Her eyes were shining and full, and she was panting softly through lips streaked with saliva that she hadn't cleaned up.
"Careful," she said. "You make too much noise, we're gonna get caught."
"Hm, you're right. Maybe I shouldn't spank you."
"Well... I didn't say that."
"But you didn't want us to get caught, right?" I punctuated the question with another slap of her ass.
Kylie bit her lip, said nothing, then went back to work, taking half my cock inside her mouth in one calculated bob of her head. Clearly the risk was not so great that she was going to let it stop the fun.
We both just got hornier the longer we played our stupid, sexy game. I didn't want to stop playing with Kylie's butt, and I definitely didn't want her to stop sucking me. Even though I couldn't see inside her head, she pretty obviously was on the same page. Her ass was all wiggly under my rubbing and caressing, and she was making some very aroused noises deep in her throat.
Somehow, we both had enough resistance to last until almost the end of the movie, to which I'd paid almost zero attention. Kylie got her patiently earned mouthfuls of cum, and I got the sweet release she'd built me toward and which I so desperately needed by that point. I sighed and let myself flow into her, to be swallowed down sensually and maybe just a little sluttily.
We had some time to cuddle just as we were before the credits rolled, at which point we either had to move or put on another movie, else it'd be way too obvious that we had no interest at all in what we were ostensibly watching.
"You all horny?" I whispered.
"It's pretty fucking bad," Kylie answered.
"And you're not gonna let me--"
"Definitely not."
"Didn't think so."
Kylie sat up and kissed my cheek. "Maybe someday."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"I probably should, uh, hit the bathroom though."
"Ooh, hornier than usual."
"I told you it was bad. You and your groping me that whole time."
"That's what does it for you, huh?"
"One of the things, sure."
Kylie left, moving somewhat awkwardly. It was the same kind of weird motion I'd used more than once. I couldn't see the reason for it, but I knew precisely what it was.
I sighed and lay down while awaiting her return. It was weird to me to think that Kylie was probably--almost certainly--jerking off in my bathroom. I knew she had a cock still, but I couldn't properly picture it. It didn't seem to fit. Which was, I supposed, the whole point.
She didn't want me to be able to imagine it. Didn't want me to really, viscerally know. And maybe I didn't actually want to either. But it kind of hurt that she might never want to share all of herself with me. It was her decision to make, and might be the right one, but that didn't mean I had to like it.
****
It poured rain a few days later, practically all day. It made for one of those rare lunch periods where Kylie and I couldn't hang in our usual outdoor spot. That wasn't overly unusual by itself.
Somehow, though, without ever consciously intending to, Kylie and I spent most of lunch with Andrea, Rob, Jess, and a few others. They just kind of kept trickling over to the table Kylie and I had tried to pick off in a corner away from anyone's attention. It didn't work overly well.



Ben showed up for a while, staying at the far end of the table and not settling in overly long before heading off again. We didn't really talk at all while he was there, and Kylie studiously ignored him, but it was something. Awkward, but at least not overtly hostile or aggressive on anyone's part.
I could sense Kylie getting kind of restless next to me, and I couldn't blame her. Neither of us had been expecting company. Holding her hand under the table seemed to help some.
Toward the end of lunch, Kylie excused herself to hit the bathroom. I nodded and watched her slip away, then turned back to find Andrea giving me a concerned look from across the table.
"Kinda freaked her out, didn't we?" Andrea said.
"I think so, yeah," I said.
"Sorry. That wasn't the intent."
"No, I know. But, uh, what was the intent?"
Andrea shrugged. "I don't know. I can't speak for everyone, but a few of us have been missing you. You won't hardly sit with us anymore."
"Yeah, I've, uh--"
"Been busy. I get it."
"That and I honestly didn't think anyone was gonna care."
Andrea tilted her head and raised an eyebrow.
I winced. "Sorry, that kinda sounded harsh."
"Just a little."
"I might have issues."
"Don't we all?" Andrea murmured thoughtfully. She nodded in the direction Kylie had left. "Better go catch up. She clearly just wanted an excuse to leave."
"Yeah, uh... yeah. I should."
"You two can both hang anytime," Andrea said as I pushed to my feet. "Don't be a stranger."
"I'll keep that in mind." I forced a smile. "Thanks."
"Seriously. Go."
"Right."
I didn't know exactly where Kylie had gone, but I got kind of lucky and stumbled on her just coming out of the nearest bathroom. I took her hand and kept walking with her in a gesture smooth enough to even surprise me at the execution of it.
"Goddamn I need a smoke," Kylie muttered. "Fucking rain."
"Fucking rain," I echoed. "Sorry about the ambush."
"No. It's fine. It was kinda nice of them. I think. It's just me being a mess."
"A sexy mess?"
"Stop that."
"Sorry."
"They were mostly there for you anyway. 'Cause I stole you away and all."
I snorted. "Yeah, right. That's what happened. Still, it actually was kinda nice that anyone cared."
"You've been hanging with them all year. Bound to make an impact."
I sighed. "Maybe. I guess. It's all so confusing sometimes."
"Isn't it just."
We happened upon a secluded stretch of hallway, no one immediately in sight. Kylie pulled me in, trapping herself against the wall with my body, and wrapped her arms around my neck for a kiss. Our lips lingered in their comforting embrace.
"Woulda been so much easier if we both coulda finished the year with no one giving a shit, huh?" Kylie whispered.
"Easier, sure. Not better though."
"No. Not better." Kylie pulled back, an enigmatic smile teasing her lips. "Got some fun news, though. Was saving it for later, but..."
"What is it?"
"Well... my parents are kinda, like, out of town this weekend."
It took me a second to process the implication, but the mischievous look Kylie was giving me left no doubt as to the correctness of my final assumption.
"Are they really?" I asked while sliding a hand down to Kylie's butt.
"They are."
"That must be... lonely for you."
"Very."
"I'll have to come keep you company."
"Yes," Kylie said decisively while wiggling her ass beneath my sneaky groping. "Yes you will."
****
I got embarrassingly nervous and excited as the weekend approached. Some proper alone time with Kylie. Something we hadn't had basically ever. Not for real.
Along with the possibility of true privacy came my imagination running wild and thinking of what we could do with such power. My thoughts were almost universally dirty, of course, but there were a few more platonic ideas in there occasionally. Even if we didn't really get any sexier than we usually did, it'd be nice just to chill by ourselves for a while.
I sensed disaster just before leaving for Kylie's house that Saturday. I'd tried not to give anything away, nothing about how we'd be left unsupervised for an indeterminate amount of time, but I worried I must have failed somehow when I walked downstairs and ran into my parents before I could make it out the door.
Mom had a frown of concern on her face. Dad just looked super duper uncomfortable.
"Are you about to tell me I can't have a car for the weekend?" I hazarded, trying my best not to let my excited optimism falter. "You said I could."
Mom and Dad exchanged glances. My heart sunk further at the lack of immediate response. I had other options even if I couldn't have one of their cars for sneakily driving myself over to see Kylie, but it was unlikely that such a scenario happened in a vacuum of no other consequences.
"You're going to see... Kylie?" Mom asked hesitantly.
I sighed. "Yeah. That was the plan."
Mom looked at Dad again, but he shook his head. "Don't look at me," he said. "This is your conversation."
"What is?" I asked, even as I dreaded whatever answer might follow.
Mom took a moment to steel herself. "Carter, sweetie, I've, uh, learned something about Kylie. From a friend. Something I think you should know."
A moment of confusion and continued anxiety flashed through me, then a sudden calm. I almost felt amused, except that my tummy was still kind of fluttery and nauseous.
"She's trans," I said calmly.
"She used to be..." Mom stopped, only belatedly processing what I'd said.
"I know," I said. "You thought I didn't?"
"Well... you never said anything."
"Why would I?" I shrugged. "Wasn't relevant."
"But... but... she's... you..."
"Use your words, Mom."
She hesitated, folding her arms in a gesture nearly as uncomfortable as Dad still looked. "If you're happy--"
"I am. Thanks for worrying. I guess." I nodded toward the door. "Can I go?"
Mom didn't answer. I looked toward Dad. He clenched his jaw, then took a deep breath and relaxed it.
"She seems like a nice girl," he said.
"She is," I agreed.
"Keys are on the hook where they always are."
I smiled, small and cautious, but genuine. "Thanks, Dad."
Mom stepped aside for me, clearly not totally happy with the way the conversation had gone, but I wasn't sure there even was a good way for it to have happened.
"Don't stay out too late," Mom said softly as I passed.
"Oh, I almost certainly will," I replied cheerfully. "See you tomorrow!"
"That's not funny."
"Wasn't a joke."
I grabbed the keys to Dad's car and scooted out the door before I could be called back to account for my glib exit.
****
Kylie met me at the front door to her place. I was momentarily taken aback by her outfit, though very appreciative of it at the same time.
"Ooh, a skirt, huh? Don't see you in one of those very often. Or ever."
Kylie smiled shyly and did a small spin back and forth. "I'm not usually brave enough. Does it look ok?"
"Looks great to me. But why don't you take it off so I have something to compare it to."
She put her hands on her hips and cocked her head while giving me A Look. "You goof. That's about the worst seducing you've ever tried."
"Yes, but imagine if it had worked."
"No thanks."
Kylie beckoned me inside and started showing me around. It was a somewhat wasted effort because I was still mostly watching her. Her skirt wasn't indecent by any means, but it was new on her, and somehow the way she moved in it attracted my gaze quite effectively.
Her legs were bare beneath the skirt, excepting a pair of cute socks on her feet. Her top, while again not indecent, was tighter and less covering than I was used to on her, showing off more of her arms, shoulder, and neckline. I couldn't be sure about her choker, but it seemed like it might be new too.
It wasn't clear whether it was an outfit donned for my viewing pleasure, or whether Kylie was just trying something new while there wasn't going to be anyone else around. Maybe both, I supposed.
Once Kylie realized I wasn't paying any attention to the tour, she gave it up and led me to the living room. She sat me on the couch, then turned the tv on and got a show playing. I continued to mostly watch her. That skirt was oddly captivating, every twitch of it sparking interest in what lay beneath.
She sat down next to me, slipping under my arm for some close snuggles. It took us both less than five minutes for the show she'd put on to be made irrelevant background noise.
We feel easily into our practiced routine of making out and feeling each other up. It was exciting and liberating both to be somewhere new to me, fearing that we'd be caught, but knowing that actually had the space entirely to ourselves. I loved it.
The new thing for me was getting to slip my hand up Kylie's skirt. She'd never given me a chance to get into her pants before, but this time I technically didn't have to.
Grabbing her butt through her panties was a whole different game to feeling it through her jeans. So much less in the way, such a warmer, closer, softer feel under my palm.
Kylie seemed totally fine with me getting just as obsessed as I wanted with my newfound access. She still didn't want me straying too far front, though. Not that I would have expected otherwise.
"You've kinda got a thing for my ass, huh?" Kylie breathed in between kisses.
"I'm fond of it, yes."
"Mmhm. Fond. Right."
"I might... like it."
"Just like?"
"... love? I love your ass?"
"You don't sound sure."
"Well... I can't really be sure. This is the first time I've gotten to your panties, and I still haven't been under them."
Kylie kissed me again, softly biting my lip and tugging at it before releasing. "You want more?"
"Basically always."
Kylie repositioned herself and sat down firmly in my lap. I groaned as her body weight settled partly atop my cock. I could feel hers pressing against me too, but decided not to mention it.
"How's that?" she asked.
"Better." I got both hands under her skirt, grabbing and massaging her ass from both sides. "Definitely better."
"Good."
As I kept fondling Kylie, she started rocking back and forth, grinding in my lap. I moaned into her mouth as she found just the right spot to rub against me, and I used my grip on her bum to guide her back when she strayed from it.
I managed to pull Kylie's panties down past her butt, exposing her bare cheeks to my continued explorations. I squeezed and caressed her ass to my heart's content, getting us both hornier and hornier in the process. Once I felt brave enough, I dipped a finger between her ass cheeks and felt out her butthole, pressing softly and drawing little circles around it. That more so than any fondling seemed to excite Kylie and get her all wiggly the way I loved.
"Bad boy," she chided softly.
"That's me."
"That's my bumhole."
"Sure is."
"You're not supposed to touch me there."
I grinned. "You don't seem to mind."
Kylie bit her lip. "Maybe I don't."
"I think you want me to touch you there."
"Maybe I do." Kylie looked away for a moment while continuing to squirm as I anally teased her with my finger. "Maybe I want more, too."
My eyebrows went up. "More?"
She nodded. "More."
"Like..."
"We're all alone, you know," Kylie said quietly. "We could try it."
"And by 'it' you mean..."
"You know what I mean."
"I think I do. I hope I do." My pulse was pounding hard and excited. "But I don't want to guess wrong."
Kylie put her hand on my cheek, brushing her thumb across it. "It'd be my first time," she said. "And... and I think I really want it. Today. With you."
I kissed her thumb as it passed my lips. "Me too," I said breathlessly. "To all of that."
She smiled, slow and shy at first, then blossoming quickly into something full and beautiful. She kissed me fiercely, but without lingering. "You ready now?"
"Hell yeah I am."
Kylie bounced off my lap and took my hand as soon as I stood up after her. She led me away at an impatient clip, her skirt falling back to cover her butt after an all-too-brief flash of her backside with panties pulled partway down.
Her skirt was discarded almost immediately upon reaching her bedroom. She watched eagerly as my pants followed a similar path.
I wanted to take a moment and survey the scene, but she was more compelling than anything else in the room. Especially with her skirt pooling down her legs to the floor, and her panties still not adjusted. She caught me staring back at her the same way she was looking at me, and quickly spun around to display her ass instead of her barely covered erection.
"You've got such a nice butt," I said.
"Thanks."
"It gives me... ideas."
Kylie giggled and slowly crawled onto her bed, exaggerating every movement. "Good."
Her panties bulged at the front. Her wanton pose--head lowered, butt sticking out toward me--didn't hide much. I was pretty sure there was even some precum leaking through.
Luckily, her ass was still the most enticing thing in the room. It just simply wouldn't do to ruin the moment by focusing on the wrong area. She wiggled her bottom at me, drawing me in closer and closer until I was right on top of her.
I reached for Kylie's panties and gave them a small adjustment, tugging them down just a little more to better frame her bum.
"Leave them," she said.
"I know. I'm not taking them off. Yet."
"Ever!"
"We'll see." I discarded my shirt, then gently swatted Kylie's butt. "Make some room."
Kylie shifted and positioned herself so I could get on the bed behind her. I grabbed her ass, kneading and spreading it much as I had before, only this time it was right in front of me and I could see what I was doing. Her cute little butthole actually twitched in nervous and excited anticipation. It was oddly hypnotizing just to watch it react to my caresses.
I bent down and kissed Kylie's butt cheek. I had to hold her more firmly as she got all squirmy. It still wasn't enough when I swiped my tongue across her butthole and she moaned and wiggled even harder.
"Hold still," I said gently.
"I'm trying."
"I really don't think you are."
Kylie bit her lip and looked at me over her shoulder. Her hips settled down. "It's hard."
"I bet."
I licked Kylie some more, getting comfortable with tonguing her bum. Never having eaten anyone's ass before, I hadn't been totally sure I'd like it, but I really, really did. It tasted nice, and I loved the way she overreacted to every little thing. There was something delightfully fun and naughty about the whole thing, not to mention the promise of more yet to come.
"There's lube under the pillow," Kylie said softly.
I frowned. "Under your pillow? That's where you keep it?"
"No. I keep it with my toys. I just... wanted it to be handy."
"Planning on seducing me this whole time, huh?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Well... I'm ok with that."
"Thought you might be."
There was, indeed, a half-full bottle of lube under Kylie's pillow. I hadn't given it much thought before, that she might have played with her butt quite a bit, but it took some of the pressure off anyway. I was pretty sure it'd be ok, but I wasn't overly familiar with butt play, outside of porn. Kylie already having experience was reassuring.
And indeed, she very easily took a lubed finger. I was more hesitant about pushing it in than she was. It was tighter around my second finger, but again she took it nicely, and moaned as I delicately pushed my twinned fingers deeper inside her tight little bum.
"You're taking these pretty easy," I said.
"Is that bad?"
"Not at all. I like it."
"I've kinda played with myself a bunch."
"Mmhm."
"But it woulda been nice if it was you all those times."
"Well it's gonna be now." I kissed just above where my fingers slowly thrust in and out. "You're definitely ready for me."
"Hope so. I wanna be a good girl for you."
A thrill ran up my spine. "Kylie..."
"Well I do. I want you inside me. And... and I want to be able to take you. I want it to be a good first time."
"Understandable." I pulled my fingers back, marveling at the feel of them sliding free from Kylie's lube-slicked hole. "It'll be my first too, you know."
Kylie grinned shyly over her shoulder at me. "Nervous?"
"A little."
"Good. Not just me then."
"No. Definitely not."
"It'll be good," she assured me. She turned her head forward, arched her back, and wiggled her butt. The gesture was purely for seductive reasons this time. "I'll be a good girl for you."
"Hard to say no to that," I said, eyes locked on her cute butthole as it swayed back and forth.
"I should hope so."
I lubed my cock without taking my eyes off Kylie. Her wiggling hips became impatient instead of seductive, even in that brief period of waiting for me. She settled immediately as soon as I pressed my cock to her asshole.
"Ready?" I asked, probably unnecessarily.
Kylie flashed me the biggest, most pleading eyes I'd ever seen on her. "Please?"
"Goddamn," I whispered.
My cock didn't want to go in quite as easily as my fingers. Not at first. Once I pushed just right and popped past Kylie's outer ring, it went much easier.
"Yesss," Kylie hissed happily.
She was so tight around me, even just the first little bit of my cock as it entered her. Somehow, though, she wasn't so tight that I felt I had to stop, or that I might hurt her. She opened up just enough for me to keep working forward, to go deeper inside her bum.
"That's ok?" I asked.
"So good."
"Doesn't hurt?"
"Just a little. But that'll go away. I've done way worse when I was learning."
I stopped moving. "Do you want to wait a moment? I can--"
"Keep going!"
"I--"
"Please!"
I snorted and shook my head, then gave another thrust into Kylie's ass. She wanted more. So did I. It was a heavenly embrace around my hard cock, and it only got fuller and more all-encompassing the deeper I got.
Kylie took everything, right down to my balls. She cooed and moaned as she was filled up as much as I could give her.
"Mmm, yesss." Kylie gave me a heavy-lidded look of sexual contentment before burying her face in her sheets. She rocked her hips, bouncing slightly back and forth on my cock. "Make me your slutty girl."
"Isn't that who you already are?"
"Make me!" she insisted.
I smiled and squeezed Kylie's ass. She squeezed my cock with her inner muscles in return.
I knew what she meant. What she wanted. I was getting to understand her thinking about some of these things. Sex as a rite of passage wasn't exactly a new concept, even if it was generally questionable. If that was what Kylie felt she needed... well, that's what she was going to get anyway. And admittedly, there was a part of me that really got into the idea of claiming her ass and 'making her my slutty girl,' as she put it.
It wasn't easy or smooth to fuck her at first, since her ass didn't really want to let me go, but once I started thrusting and getting a rhythm going, her body cooperated better.
Kylie gripped her sheets and alternated arching her neck and keeping her face down. She didn't help much when I was pulling out, but she pushed back and gave my thrusts an extra oomph every time I buried myself back inside her. I tried slowing and down and making her fuck herself on me a bit, but she started whining and wiggling, and really couldn't do everything from her position anyway.
Her ass relaxed more as it got used to me, making my strokes nice and smooth after a while. I was able to fuck her in longer, harder thrusts, which she continued to encourage and assist.
"Fuck me good," Kylie moaned softly.
"I am."
"Make me your girl."
"You already are."
"I know. But make me."
I slapped Kylie's ass, assuming she'd like it. She did. I spanked her some more, whenever I felt like it, or whenever I felt she wanted it.



The rest of my inhibitions slowly fell away and I didn't hold anything back. I didn't go as hard as I could have, but I did whatever felt good to me, not worrying about hurting Kylie. I didn't think I could. It was what she wanted. A nice, hard ass fuck. It was more a mental and emotional thrill for her than physical, I assumed, though it was possible that she actually, genuinely loved getting her ass pounded purely for the feel of it. I didn't think that was it, though, and was pretty sure it had more to do with her continued fight against her own gender insecurities.
Whatever the case, she took my cock like a pro. She was a good little butt slut, taking a pounding, squealing happily at every smack of my hand on her ass, and grunting deliriously at every slap of our hips coming together.
She was so hard in her panties that were struggling to stay on. My hands were groping and grabbing, and I got a few accidental feels in. Nothing that upset her or spoiled the mood. If anything, she might have been horny enough to enjoy those brief seconds of contact. I knew I did, for not so physical reasons. I knew she was already enjoying herself, to just a ridiculous extent, really, but I maintained an urge to be able to better reciprocate the things she did for me sometimes. The hornier and more excited we both got, the stronger my desire to play with her cock and make her cum.
I kept pounding Kylie's ass, finding rhythms and thrusts that got the best squeals, wiggles, and internal flexing from her. I knew I'd found something really good when I got a long string of similar, happy gasps from her, combined with her legs giving way beneath her and slowly letting her fall flat on her tummy on her bed. She nearly dislodged me in the process, but I managed to adjust and follow her without ever slipping out of her butt.
It took a different stance and movements on my end to accommodate Kylie lying prone beneath me. She was looking a bit dazed and didn't seem to mind a few moments of awkwardly regaining some form of rhythm.
Kylie lying flat didn't make for the easiest position, but it was new and kind of fun in its own way. I got to feel like I was pounding her into the bed, just absolutely dominating her amazing, hungry little ass.
"Cum in me," Kylie hissed. She raised her butt some, giving me a better angle and getting back into the action after her brief zone out.
I groaned and fucked Kylie harder.
"Do it," she urged.
"You really want it?"
"Yes. Right now. Inside me."
"You bad girl."
Kylie giggled softly. "That's right. I'm your bad girl. Your slutty girl. I want your cum all inside me. Marking me. Making me your slut."
"Goddamn, Ky."
"You don't want that?"
"I do. But holy fuck you get slutty sometimes."
Kylie wiggled happily beneath me, nearly throwing off my pace as her ass refused to stay still for a moment. "That I do. I love it. I love that I can be slutty with you. And that you like it."
"I like anything with you."
"Don't act like I can't feel how hard you are. Or how close you are to exploding in me."
"Fuck. So close."
"Mmhm. Give it to me."
I reached up and put a hand over Kylie's mouth, muffling her to keep her from distracting me. She loved that too, of course. Slutty, horny little thing that she was playing at.
I fucked Kylie hard, hand covering her mouth, body lying heavier on her all the time as I ran out of energy to focus on everything at once. Her ass was the only thing front and center in my mind. Her ass taking my cock, milking it, trying to get me to finish. Her ass that she wanted me to claim, to play into her little fantasy.
"You're my good girl," I whispered into her ear.
Kylie grunted into my hand, and shook her head a bit.
"My good slutty girl."
That got a nod and a happier sounding moan.
"I'm gonna cum in you."
Another nod, another moan.
"Fill you up."
Kylie's back arched, her butt pressed more firmly toward me.
"Make you mine."
She managed to pull her mouth free for a second. "Do it."
I came harder than ever before. It was almost painful. So much cum inside me, pulsing out, flooding Kylie's ass, making such a naughty mess in her. It felt good on a whole other level. Different, more intense, and meaning something far beyond what I imagined it could.
Kylie mewled and wriggled as my weight settled firmly on her, and the last of my cum emptied into her bum. She held onto my arm, holding me in place afterward, making sure I couldn't easily roll off. I stayed right where I was, cock slowly softening, but still buried in her for the moment. She was so warm and soft beneath me, so happy to have me so close in the afterglow.
"Thank you," she said quietly.
"That was amazing," I said.
"Wasn't it?"
"But you know your ass is mine now, right? You're gonna have to let me play with it whenever I want."
Kylie giggled and finally pushed me off her. "Is that what you think?"
"Consequences of making me claim it." I shrugged. "I don't make the rules."
She slipped her hand behind my neck and kissed me delicately. "You've claimed all of me. I'm your good slutty girl, aren't I?"
"Sounds good."
"I bet."
"Or maybe you're mine, now."
"How do you figure?"
Kylie looked at me with big, serious eyes. "'Cause I can get you to do basically anything I want."
"I don't know if that counts. What you want seems to involve a lot of my cock going inside you somehow. You're not really making me do anything I don't want to."
Kylie pushed me onto my back, then rested her head on my chest. "I know you don't like the way I talk about myself sometimes," she murmured. "But you usually play along anyway."
"I'm getting used to it. It's easier now. I know it's more a game than your actual self-image."
"Little of both, Carter. And it helps whether you believe it or not."
I nodded. "Ok."
"And it's pretty fun too."
I smirked. "Yeah. Kind of is."
"I knew you'd like it once you loosened up."
"No you didn't."
"Did. I could tell."
"Pff, whatever."
I rolled Kylie off of me and onto her back. I pinned her down when she tried to roll right back where she'd been all snug and settled. She struggled a little just for show, but her eyes gleamed at being held down by me.
I very calmly waited for her to behave herself, then went for her shirt. I tugged at it, intending to remove it entirely and free up her tits, but stopped when I felt unexpected slickness.
There was a moment of confusion as I tried to process why Kylie's shirt and tummy felt like they'd been cummed on, since mine was all cozily resting inside her bum. The answer was so obvious that it didn't occur to me at all until I looked lower and noted her cock sticking out of the waistband of her panties, which I'd previously pulled down low enough to leave them in an awkward position.
"Did you cum?" I asked, even though the pieces had fallen into place and I knew she had.
Kylie nodded, cheeks flushing as a result of my visual inspection. "I did."
"From being fucked in the butt?"
She grinned crookedly. "Like a good slutty girl," she said in a soft voice.
I grinned back. "A good little butt slut."
"Mmhm. That's me."
I left her messy shirt pushed halfway up her tummy. I slipped downward, moving my whole body so that my head was more in line with her panties.
"These are kind of a mess now," I said. "They should come off."
Kylie grabbed her panties as I started to pull them down. Our eyes met. "You don't have to," she whispered.
"Can I, though?"
She hesitated, then nodded. "If you really want to."
"I really do."
Kylie pulled her hand away and toward her chest. I pulled her panties in the opposite direction.
Despite having made a mess all over herself already, Kylie's cock popped almost straight up as soon as it was released. She was still hard, or maybe hard again. I couldn't tell which.
"You need cleaned up," I said in a bit of a dazed tone. I finished removing Kylie's panties, then settled in with my face closer to a hard cock than it ever had been before.
"I'm a mess," she agreed, not really committing verbally.
"I better help."
"Yeah. Maybe."
I'd been secretly nervous that playing with someone else's penis would be a much scarier thing than my own, that all the memes and jokes about accidental 'gay stuff' had some basis in reality. I was pretty quickly comforted that they didn't. Kylie's cock wasn't much different from mine, in many respects, except that I could easily reach it with my mouth, and that it belonged to her, which made it interesting and a way to provide her pleasure.
My grasp of Kylie's erection was tentative at first, as were my initial licks at small streaks of her cum. The first soft moan from her lips was all it took to start breaking down those artificial walls of uncertainty.
Her cum didn't taste amazing on its own merits, but it wasn't bad either, and more importantly it belonged to her. The sensuality of cleaning her up made up for the slightly bitter taste of her mess.
"Sorry I don't have a pussy for you to lick," Kylie said with an uncomfortable squirm.
"Who says I even want one?"
"It'd be better, wouldn't it?"
"Maybe." I kissed the tip of Kylie's dick. "This is who you are right now. I care about you way more than what you've got down here. I've been trying my best to explain that."
"It's not something I listen very well to."
"No. I got that."
Kylie squirmed again. "You can keep licking. If you want."
"What about sucking?"
She closed her eyes. "If you want," she repeated.
I went back to licking, growing more comfortable with it as my licks got longer and fuller. The taste of her cum got better, somehow, though that might have been partly due to me already getting the more obvious streaks, and only smaller, subtler tastes remaining to me.
"How do you get rid of all your hair down here?" I asked, taking a quick break to gently stroke Kylie's shaft with my hand.
"The normal way?"
"I mean, around the balls and stuff. I tried it once. It's a nightmare."
"It is. Takes patience." She shrugged. "And an unhealthy dislike for certain facets of your own body."
"Ah. Ouch."
"Yep."
"Well, if it helps, everything looks that much... girlier? I guess? In a weird way."
"No, I know what you mean. That's the idea."
"Makes sense."
Kylie's balls somehow drew me in. I hadn't been planning on it, but I found myself kissing one, then slowly parting my lips and sucking it into my mouth. She let out a sharp gasp. Her hand went to my head, but only to grab a tangled handful of my hair, not to push me away.
I switched balls a few times, sucking oh so delicately on them while jerking Kylie off all the while. It was kind of fun, and got some interesting reactions from her, but it wasn't quite what I wanted.
Actually sucking Kylie's cock wasn't that big a step up, physically speaking. Mentally, it was still kind of a thing. It felt far more intense than it actually was to press my lips to the head of Kylie's firm erection, give her a quick, nervous glance, then slide my mouth down over her, parting my lips just enough to accommodate her.
It took a conscious effort to keep my teeth out of the way. Luckily Kylie wasn't scary big the way a lot of cocks in porn seemed. She was pretty manageable, and I was able to get most of her inside my mouth, even with no previous training.
"That feels nice," Kylie said in a breathy tone.
I was pretty sure it didn't feel as good as when she sucked me, given her superior skills, but it was encouraging all the same. The soft little moans coming from her and the way she played with my hair drove me to keep going.
I bobbed my head up and down at a fairly slow pace at first, concentrating on getting the motion down, keeping my lips pressed to her and my tongue dragging along her shaft. As I got better and faster at it, so too did Kylie's reactions become more obvious and more of a turn on for me. The way she acted when sucking me off sometimes started to make a lot more sense. It was fun making her feel good in such an intimate way.
My confidence and skill grew quite a bit in a short time. I at least felt like I had the basics down. I was working Kylie's cock smoothly and lovingly, lavishing attention on it in a way that was new and amazing to both of us. Her little gasps and moans were attaining a higher and less controlled pitch, hopefully indicating I was doing as well as I thought I was, and that I could get her to finish.
"Shiiit," Kylie moaned, "I'm gonna cum."
I bobbed my head faster, deeper, gagging slightly as I impaled my throat.
"Is that ok?" she asked. "In your mouth?"
I flashed a thumb's up and kept sucking her off. I had no idea if I'd actually like it, but fucked if I wasn't going to try it. It needed to happen at least once. Just to see. And if it wasn't so bad, maybe it'd happen again.
Kylie's hand pressed against the back of my head, not forcing me down on her cock, but holding me there and preventing me from backing off too far. A splash of hot liquid caught my mouth, the salty and slightly bitter taste hitting me a second later. More cum was already pouring in, accumulating on my tongue, filling my mouth.
I wasn't sure what to do. Actually dealing with a mouthful of cum was a whole different prospect to simply being vaguely aware that it was coming. I took no immediate action, and instead held it in my mouth as I pulled off of Kylie's softening cock.
She grinned lazily, stretching out in post-orgasm relaxation. "Don't wanna swallow?" she asked.
I shrugged.
"Lemme see."
I opened my mouth, careful not to let the cum all drip out.
"Good boy." Kylie tilted her head and examined me for a moment, seeming to enjoy the sight I made. "If you don't want to swallow, you better hit the bathroom before you spit that everywhere."
I considered, then shut my mouth and tried swallowing. It wasn't the greatest flavour, in a sense, but much the same as licking Kylie clean previously, it came from her, which made it sexy enough that I didn't mind.
"Good boy," she repeated.
I flushed warmly, but still crawled over to her and cuddled up. "So you liked it, huh?"
"It was very nice. Very, very nice." Kylie hesitated. "I don't know if I want to do it too often."
"But not never?"
"Maybe not never. Buuuttt... you're gonna have to make sure you make me feel like a girl again."
"You're always my good slutty girl," I assured her. "Even if I'm sucking you off at the time."
"Thanks." She kissed my cheek. "But seriously, I'ma need some more cock in me."
I giggled and kissed her back properly, lingering on her lips. "We can make that happen."
"I know. I can feel you all hard again down there."
"You have that effect on me."
"Good."
I kissed her again. "Can we just cuddle for a bit first? I don't want to get all worn out so soon."
"Sure. I'm not in a hurry. Just as long as I get what I need."
"No worries there."
"Mmhm."
We lay together for a while. Kylie rolled over and little-spooned herself against me. I groaned as she pressed her butt firmly against my returned erection, but she didn't wiggle around and try to get me even more excited, so she probably meant it about taking a breather with me.
I pushed her shirt up higher, the only clothing still separating us, and got it out of the way of her tits. I casually stroked and cupped them as we snuggled together.
"You know the problem, though?" Kylie asked.
"What's that?"
"Well, you know how I just wanted to leave? To get out of this town once I graduated?"
"I remember something about that, sure."
"You kinda make me want to hold off a bit. I had plans. Now they seem, like, too hasty. Or whatever."
I kissed her shoulder. "You liiike me," I teased softly.
"I do. S'not fair."
"That's ok. I like you too. Maybe... maybe more than that."
"The L word?"
"Maybe. I don't think I'm there yet. Saying it. But... I dunno."
Kylie nodded. "I'm not ready to hear it either. So that's good." She covered my hand with hers, the one exploring her boobs. She just held it there a moment. "But I guess if I ended up staying, it's nice to know that... that I might hear it."
"I'd like it if you stayed. Or if we made plans together. Or whatever."
"Maybe we should." Kylie let go of my hand and let me get back to lazily playing with her chest. "That's too much for me right now, though."
"No kidding. I'm struggling to hold much of any thought in my head. You being all naked and stuff makes that tricky."
"M'not quite nakey."
"Not quite. But close enough to cause problems."
"Mmhm." Kylie gave the smallest of wiggles against my cock. "Anytime you want to take care of those 'problems', lemme know."
I lifted myself and pulled on her shoulder, rolling her onto her back. She giggled and immediately lifted her legs, wrapping her arms around them to hold them back and display her butt.
"How 'bout right now?"
Kylie bit her lip and gave me sultry eyes. "Now's good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Please?"
I found the lube and reapplied it, getting us ready to go again. I didn't spend much time on it, nor on warming Kylie up. Spreading her legs, pinning them out of the way, then slipping back inside her felt easy and natural, like I'd never left. Except this time I could watch her, stare into her expressive eyes, watch her lips twitch and curl. And I could kiss her, even while buried fully inside.
I went slow. Slow and smooth. A gentle connection between us. The edge had been taken off for both of us. We had all the time in the world.
Kylie reached up to my hair, letting me take care of her legs. She pulled me in and kissed me deeply, then held me further away, chewing her bottom lip and staring intently back into my hypnotized gaze.
A soft moan made her mouth open, small and adorable. A cat-like grin replaced the expression soon after.
"I want this every day," Kylie purred.
"If you're a good girl, maybe you'll get it."
"Aw. But I'm so bad sometimes."
"That'll work too."
"Oh. Good."
****
We hardly wore clothes all weekend. They would only have gotten in the way anyway. We only occasionally remembered to take care of anything that didn't involve fucking or cuddling. Even eating was an unwelcome distraction.
Kylie got so much of my cum in a relatively short time. Everywhere. In her butt, in her mouth, on her face or tits or tummy. I had no idea how I kept having more to give her, but she kept coaxing it out regardless.
I didn't get to play with Kylie's cock much more, except for when we watched a movie together on the couch. She sat on my lap, my cock snugly buried in her ass, while I fondled her naked body to my heart's content. I was a little surprised at how easily she let me feel up her cock, alternating between it, her balls, her tits, and other areas on occasion. I eventually made her cum all over her own tummy, which was kinda fun.
We didn't really talk much more about plans for the future, not that we had much time to think about them. It was mainly just copious, gratuitous sex. It was pretty awesome.
What was less awesome was losing track of time on Sunday and not realizing when Kylie's parents were going to be home. It was a bit awkward when they walked in and found us both naked, with my cock pretty firmly down Kylie's throat. At least she was the one gagging herself on me. It would have been worse if I'd been throat fucking her at the time. Close call there.
Kylie slowly pulled herself off me. A thick strand of spit dangled between my cock and her bottom lip for a second before breaking and adding to the sloppy mess. She swiped at her chin with the back of her hand, which only helped a little.
"Uh, hey. You guys are back early," Kylie said meekly.
"Not really," her mom said.
"Oh."
"Who's this?"



Kylie looked at me, then back to her parents. "Carter. I told you about him."
"Not enough about him apparently," her dad said.
Her mom and dad were both staying quite calm under the circumstances. I attributed that to shock and uncertainty. That would only last so long. I did not, however, have a good exit strategy. They were blocking the only way out, and trying to sprint past seemed terrible for a few different reasons.
"He usually wears clothes, I assume," Kylie's mom said, her tone conversational, but laced thickly with the hint that I ought not to still be sitting there naked with my cock pointed at her daughter.
"Well we gotta go get them and you guys are still just standing there," Kylie said. "What do you want from us?"
"Not to come home to this," her dad in an attempt at light humour that didn't really come off that way.
Fortunately, they did finally drag each other away and give Kylie and I a chance to head back to her room. My erection wouldn't go down in spite of everything. I'd become used to being naked in the house and around Kylie, but with her parents now lurking, it was a whole other thing. For some reason my cock decided that staying firmly out was the correct reaction.
"Well that fucking sucked," I said once we were alone in her room.
"Yeah. Sorry. Lost track of time."
"Still, they didn't murder me. So that's something."
"I guess the upside to them raising a son for so many years is Dad doesn't have quite the usual set of instincts when it comes to finding me with a boy."
"That's not funny."
"Is a little." Kylie shrugged as she put on a bra. "In a fucked up way. And I'm not totally kidding."
"No. Maybe. I don't know." I sighed. "You think I can sneak out now, or will they be watching."
"You could, probably, but then it'll only be worse when you come over again."
"You think that's gonna happen?"
"It better."
"Oh?"
Kylie flushed. "You're my boyfriend. And you've met my parents now. Sort of. You should come over more."
"If we don't all die of embarrassment today, then I guess we can make that happen."
"Deal."
I tried to appreciate the sight of Kylie dressing, but my mind was elsewhere. My erection shrank away, thankfully, though at the cost of increasing panic and anxiety about the near future.
"It honestly wasn't that bad though," she said while adjusting her panties.
"No?"
"Nah. It was way worse, like, the first time Mom took me bra shopping, for instance. Or they've both walked in on me a few times during... awkward moments."
"Masturbating?"
"Not that, thankfully." Kylie shrugged. "Though maybe that wouldn't have been so bad either. Considering."
"Yeah, maybe. I feel like it would be. But then, getting caught with my dick in your mouth kinda buries that. So I dunno."
Kylie, still missing her bottoms, paused to pat me on the cheek. "You came through ok. You didn't hardly panic and do something stupid at all."
"There was nothing to do. Just... sit tight. Hope for the apocalypse."
"Pff, whatever. Drama queen."
"Ok, maybe not." I took a deep breath. "We doing this?"
"Sure are."
There were softly red faces all around as I was more formally introduced to Kylie's mom and dad. The tension didn't get too bad, somehow, and slowly faded the longer we made forced small talk. What really helped was getting a sense that in spite of how they'd walked in on us, Kylie's mom at least seemed tentatively happy that she'd found someone. Her dad was harder to read and might still have been struggling with some of those confused instincts Kylie had mentioned.
All in all, it could have been a lot worse. And being real, I would have put up a much larger disaster for the sake of such an amazing, sexy weekend with Kylie.
****
It was kind of awkward being around either set of our parents for a while, for their own unique reasons. That didn't stop us. Not much did.
Kylie was even getting comfortable in more public places, school in particular. She just didn't seem to give a fuck anymore what people might think. If she wanted to hold my hand, she did. If she wanted to engage in ill-advised makeouts in the hallway, she did. It was a little crazy, but I loved it.
Whatever her plans for escaping town may have been, I seem to have well and truly interrupted them. Kylie didn't leave after graduation, nor did she bring the subject up. When I did, she gave some vague answer and said we could worry about it later.
Further confirmation of her feelings for me, not that it was needed, came a few weeks after graduation. My parents had gone away for a few nights, and that was the sort of opportunity we were all over. We didn't even bother being subtle about it anymore. Our families knew what was up. They must have. And still, we had the luxury of a house to ourselves for a while
Somehow, Kylie and I ended up cuddling naked on the canopy swing out back, watching the sun slowly slip away. It wasn't totally private, but there was a reasonable chance no neighbours would see us. Not that we much cared. We were too self-absorbed for any such concerns.
"I love you," Kylie whispered, somewhat out of nowhere, though really we were basking in the aftermath of copious sex, and the current romance of sunsets and sexy snuggles.
I smiled and pulled her tighter to me. "Love you too."
"Feels so good being with you," she purred, accepting my embrace and melting into it.
"Right now? Or generally?"
"Both. 'Specially when we got no clothes on."
"Agreed." I casually slipped my hand to her chest and cupped one of her tits. "And even more especially when I'm inside you, I suspect."
"Mmm, definitely that too. Or when I got your cum all filling up my ass."
"Not your tummy?"
"And my tummy. Both is best." Kylie batted her eyes at me, but then giggled and marred the effect somewhat. I found it adorable. "That's when I feel like the naughtiest, sluttiest girl. Never felt that way before you."
"Happy to help." I pinched her nipple lightly. "Doesn't hurt that you make me feel like a sex god."
"Ooh, someone's full of themselves."
"Not hardly. You're always so busy being full of me, I never get a chance."
Kylie giggled again and countered my feeling of her tits by toying with my soft cock, slowly bringing it back to life the way she did so expertly. "Guess I can't argue with that."
The sun continued to sink in the sky, casting pretty colours in long swathes as it slipped away. Admiring it while feeling Kylie up and getting a handjob from her made for quite a fun and relaxing time.
"I don't know what I want to do anymore," Kylie said quietly.
"Hm?"
"Like, I used to want to leave. Get out of here. Go somewhere."
"You don't anymore?"
"I don't know! It's all complicated now."
"I'd go with you."
"You probably would, too." Kylie sighed. "But I don't even know if I want to go. It was so easy when I was alone and miserable. Now I'm not. And now I don't know."
"Sorry for complicating things."
"You should be." Kylie maneuvered herself around to give me a soft, lingering kiss. "But also thank you for everything."
"My pleasure."
"Yeah, I bet."
I waited for Kylie to settle cozily back against me and resume playing with my cock. "I mean, you don't have to decide right now."
"Good, 'cause I don't want to." She shrugged. "I just wanna chill, and hang out with you, and do stuff, and... and... I don't even know what else."
"So let's. Let's just do that. Even for the whole summer if we want. See where it goes."
"Sounds nice. I could be convinced."
I reached down and grabbed a handful of Kylie's ass. "Oh I'll convince you."
She squealed and wiggled in my grasp. "Stop. I wanna finish watching the sunset. After that, you can take me to bed and pound me into the mattress. Or whatever."
"Deal."
I moved my hand back up to Kylie's head, gently stroking her hair in the dimming evening light. As had become a recurring theme in my life, I kind of didn't even care what we did, so long as it was together.
"Love you," I whispered, enjoying the sound of it, and the liberating feeling of finally being able to say it aloud.
Kylie smiled. "Love you too."
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There was no answer at the front door. Skye didn't let that stop her. She walked in, scanned each room as she passed it, and found her brother sprawled across his couch in the living room.
Jace was wearing shorts and an oversized hoodie with the hood pulled as far around his face as possible, in spite of being indoors in the middle of summer. The AC running at least made it less of a recipe for dying of heat.
"You couldn't answer the door?" Skye asked.
"Didn't hear it."
"Like fuck you didn't. I knocked loud enough. I know."
"Oh."
"Oh?"
"Oh."
Skye sighed. "You been moping all day?"
Jace shrugged, barely a flick of his shoulders on his otherwise inert frame. "More like all week."
"That seems unlikely. She's only been gone three days."
Jace flinched even at the oblique mention of Hailey. "Is that all?"
"By my count."
"Huh."
"It's not the end of the world, you know."
"I know. Sun keeps coming up. Fucker."
"Just doing its job. Don't blame the sun."
"Why not? It can't hear me."
"It's unproductive, that's why."
Jace snorted. "You think a lack of productivity is my concern right now?"
"No. But it's the first reason that came to mind." Skye swiped her fingers through her hair, pushing it back some. "I mean if you want, go ahead and blame the sun. But honestly, if you're gonna pointlessly seethe and rage at anything, prolly should be Bitch-Face."
"Don't call her that," Jace said automatically.
"Why not? She left. You don't gotta defend her anymore."
"You never liked her."
"I briefly did. Before I knew her."
"Always with the name calling."
"Turned out she was a Bitch-Face though, wasn't she?"
Jace sighed heavily and draped his arm over his face, blocking it out even further from what little light made it into the room through drawn curtains. "Yeah," he mumbled.
"So I'ma call her Bitch-Face if I want."
"Three times is enough."
"For now." Skye climbed up the arm of the couch and perched herself on the back, looking down at her woebegone brother. "Are you gonna make me kick you off the couch?"
"Not making you do anything. And I'd prefer if you didn't."
"Ah, but you are making me do something. You know how many sad texts I've had from you in three fucking days?"
"No."
"Me either. Too many to count. So if I want my phone not to get filled up with misery, I do in fact have to do something about you." Skye put her foot on Jace's hip. "Starting with booting you to the floor if you make me."
Jace groaned and rolled a bit, though didn't actually sit up. "There. I moved."
"Well... it's a start." Skye prodded Jace's ribs with her toe. "Have you eaten today?"
"I think so."
"Worrisome, but we'll circle back to that answer later. Has Calypso eaten today?"
"I left the bag open for her."
"Oh for fuck's sake."
"And the back door open."
"Jace, seriously."
"An' I filled a bucket with water in case she got thirsty."
"That's fucking horrible, dude."
"Why do you think I asked you to come get her?"
"I'm not taking your dog for you, Jace. She's yours."
"She's... she was..."
"She was yours and Hailey's. I know."
"She's sad, Skye. Sad as I am. Yesterday, she didn't even move hardly. Just laid here next to me."
"Yeah, probably because she doesn't know what to do with you either. Dogs get sad when their people get sad, you know."
"Her mom's gone."
"Fuck off. Callie's smart enough not to miss her."
"Now who doesn't understand dogs?"
"Yeah, yeah. I know. Callie wouldn't judge Bitch-Face for being a cunt. But for real, she's moping 'cause you're moping. So stop moping."
"Oh, gee, thanks. I'll just stop. Never occurred to me. So very wise of you."
Skye gave a solid thrust of her legs and toppled Jace to the floor. He swore, and slowly pushed himself to his feet.
"You're a dick," he said.
Skye grinned. "You're lucky I love you enough to care, is more like it. Now come on, where's Callie at?"
Calypso was lying outside, curled in a shady spot on the deck. She lifted an ear at Skye's approach, but then made a grumbling sound and went still again.
"You've spent too much time with Jace," Skye told Calypso.
Calypso said nothing.
"Wanna go for a walk?"
Calypso yawned, making an odd yowling sound in the process, then lay her head right back where it had been.
"Way, way too much time with him." Skye looked over her shoulder. "Jace? Put a fucking t-shirt on. And some sneakers. We're going for a walk."
"Leash is by the door. I'm going for a shower."
"I said 'we'! If you wanted a shower you should have goddamn well taken one earlier."
"I'm not going out."
"You fucking are."
"I'm not."
Skye set her jaw. "Fucking. Are."
****
"See, it's nice out today?" Skye said pleasantly.
Jace grumbled next to her.
"Swear at me all you want," Skye said, tugging gently at the leash in her hand. "It's good for you."
Calypso followed along behind, hardly even stopping to sniff Interesting Things. Jace and Calypso were almost scarily alike today. At least it hadn't been necessary to leash Jace as well to get him out of the house. Only just barely, though.
"I'm gonna get a sunburn," Jace said, somehow still squinting in the sunlight that he should have adjusted to by now. "Then I'll be miserable in a whole new way."
"Well there. Broadened your horizons, at least."
"I'ma whine so hard at you."
"Ya big baby. We won't be out long enough for sunburns."
"You don't know that."
"Look, I know you've been trying to turn into a fungus or whatever, what with the melding into the furniture in a dark environment and all, but a little sunshine and fresh air truly won't kill you."
"Better not. If I die out here thanks to your silly walk, I will haunt the shit out of you."
"I accept your terms." Skye threaded her fingers between Jace's and cheerfully swung their arms back and forth together as they walked. "Besides, Callie needs the walk. Not fair on her holding back on the exercise like that."
"That's why I wanted you to take her. I didn't need to be here for this."
"She's your dog. Not mine."
"I mean, yeah, but... damn, Skye, I'm not ready to be a single dog-parent."
"A what now?"
"You know. Like... when you have kids and then split up-"
"No, I got that, thanks. I'm just flabbergasted that you think you can't handle this. You love Callie."
"I do."
"And she's the sweetest, easiest doggo one could ever hope for."
"True."
"And you're complaining?"
"Not complaining. Just... I feel bad. I haven't hardly been out with her for... well, since Hailey left. Yesterday we spent half the day on the couch together. Just lying there. I don't want that for her."
Skye glanced sidelong at her brother. "But you want that for you?"
"No."
"But you're still doing it?"
"Yes."
"Oh. Ok. Well as long as you're making rational decisions. That's the main thing."
"Don't be an ass. I know perfectly well I'm not being rational." Jace shrugged. "Emotions. What the hell."
"Fair enough."
They kept walking. Calypso picked up the pace a bit, trotting ahead, sniffing poles and garbage cans they passed. Like she was cautiously taking an interest again.
"Hey, ice cream truck," Skye said.
"So it is."
"Let's get ice cream."
"... ok. Sure."
"You're buying."
"I have no money with me."
"You're useless to me!" Skye shook her head. "Fine, I'm buying. You hold Callie."
They only had to wait for a couple of kids in front of them, then they were on their way, each licking their frozen but increasingly melty treats.
"See?" Skye said. "How can life suck when you can literally just go have ice cream every day?"
"I really don't need constant ice cream with my current zero-activity lifestyle."
"We're working on that." Skye nudged Jace. "Admit it. It's good."
Jace nodded. "It is."
"And you're a little happier now."
"I am."
"Good."
Jace licked some more of his ice cream. "Skye?"
"Yeah?"
"I appreciate this."
"You better."
"No, seriously. I'm prolly gonna be grumpy again once the sugar wears off, but thanks for coming over today."
Skye grabbed Jace's tummy and gave it a rub. "You need food, dude. We'll have to get some more in ya."
"That might help."
"Definitely will."
****
"Do you know," said Skye slowly, "that in spite of having plenty of food in your kitchen, you have basically nothing to just... eat."
Jace leaned against the counter. "I picked over all the easy stuff already."
"Like you have one egg left. One. What's even the point of that? And your bread's started going moldy."
"Sounds right."
"There's cereal, but no milk."
"Correct."
"So many cookies, but-"
"Cookies? Where?"
"-but I'm not letting you eat whole bags of cookies. Don't even think about it."
"Aw."
"Canned food. I could just open some of that up and... and do something with it."
"I mean, I guess. How'm I gonna wanna eat a pile of that, though?"
"Well that's the question alright." Skye opened the freezer on the fridge again. "Ok, listen. There are frozen pork chops in here. They'll take some time, but I can cook them, maybe with mushroom soup and rice. You have any onions? No, I imagine you don't."
"Probably not," Jace agreed. "Is that what mushroom soup is for? I was wondering. People don't just eat it, do they? Gotta be for casseroles and whatnot."
"Ok, first of all, there's no reason you couldn't just eat it. It's a soup. That's what they're for. Second of all, why do you have mushroom soup if you've never eaten it?"
Jace shrugged. "Pretty sure I never bought it. Maybe it was Hailey. Maybe it was one of those random-ass canned goods that just appears. Like that can of mixed vegetables. What's even the point of that?"
"In case you want to pretend to be healthy without any real effort. Or flavour."
"Oh. Right. I don't often feel that way."
"No. I suspected you didn't." Skye made a shooing motion. "Go play with Callie or something. I'll be a little while."
"Yeah, I should probably, like, fill her dish properly. And her water bowl. Take down the all-you-can-eat buffet."
"That'd be good."
Jace sighed. "I'm not cut out for this."
"You've had her for, what, a couple years now? You'll be fine."
"Co-parenting, though."
"Owning. Or co-owning. Or whatever. Enough with the parenting shit. I love Callie, but she's a dog, dude. You were even ready to adopt her out an hour ago."
Jace flinched. "Not adopt her out. Just... have someone else look after her. I'm worried, Skye. What if I'm not enough on my own. What if I have more days where I just, like, don't walk her?"
"Then I'll come over and kick your ass off the couch again. Easy."
"Yeah. Ok. Easy."
****
They sat out on the deck to eat. Not so much because it was nice out, but rather because Jace had been sitting out there with Calypso, and she'd refused to remove her head from his lap, even once ear scritchies time was done. Jace made use of a footstool Skye brought for him to set his plate on, and awkwardly ate while disturbing his pupper as little as possible.
"And you think you can't be a doggy daddy," Skye said, an amused smile gracing her lips as she watched Jace twisting his torso in attempt to eat somewhat gracefully.
"You seem to be deliberately ignoring the qualifiers I put on those sentiments."
"I do, don't I?"
Jace pointed his knife at Skye. "See, if you were here all the time, it'd be no sweat."
"Well sure, if I'm here to take you both for walks and feed you and stuff."
"Not even that. Just... just 'cause I need the support sometimes. I need to not have all the responsibility on me."
"It's a rough patch, Jace. It'll fade."
"Hope so." Jace took another bite. "These are seriously good."
"I'll have to try making 'em again sometime when you're not half starved. See if you still think so."
"Anytime. For real."
"We'll see."
Skye eventually finished her plate, only just ahead of Jace despite him having started with more food and a less comfortable position to eat it in. She leaned back in her chair, let her eyelids droop, and waited for Jace to finish as well.
"You have any booze or anything?" she asked. "It's a 'get mildly drunk' kinda afternoon."
"Not that I know of, or I assure you it'd be gone too."
"Figured."
"I honestly probably shouldn't have any in the house for a little while."
"Yeah, that's fair. 'Sides, I'll need to drive myself home sometime."
"You could stay."
"Stay?"
"Just for the night. If you wanted." Jace shrugged. "The place is pretty empty currently."
"I s'pose it kinda is." Skye shook her head. "This better not be a ploy to try getting me to stay permanently."
"Why would it be? We'd drive each other crazy a few days in. We both know that."
"We do."
"Just... for the night. If you wanted. If you don't have anything too pressing tomorrow. Or tonight, even."
Skye chewed on her lip. "Well... I'm definitely getting a bit tipsy, then. So I'll have to make a supply run. What do you want? Beer?"
"Uh..."
"I know, but I'ma only get you, like, two or something. And I might even drink those on you. Not enough to get stupid drunk on even if you wanted to."
Jace shrugged. "Yeah, ok, beer's fine."
"Good. And I'm gonna pick up some milk and stuff. You have any money?"
"Me?"
"They're groceries for your house. And I already subsidized your ice cream."
"Uh... maybe in my wallet. By the front door. If not, I'll have to owe you."
Skye got up and ruffled Jace's hair on the way by. "Yeah you will."
****
Skye and Jace lazed the rest of the day away. Jace nursed a single beer to the point that Skye actually got kind of impatient with him, but she couldn't fault his restraint. She, meanwhile, got quite a bit tipsier than her brother.
Despite the fairly slack day, it was still only mid-evening when Jace stood up, stretched, and yawned.
"I should get to bed."
"Already?"
"Yeah. Callie's ready."
"Callie's always ready for bed."
"Only once it gets dark out."
"Sun's only just barely down."
"I know."
"You're gonna just leave me alone to my drunken stupor?"
"You're not that drunk, sis. But I can take your booze away from you if that would help."
Skye clutched her glass protectively. "Nuh uh."
"Seriously though, I should get to bed. Get up early tomorrow and all that."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Skye shrugged. "Ok."
"I really appreciate you coming over today, you know."
"Yeah, no sweat. Coulda warned me it was gonna be an early night, is all."
"I didn't know it would be."
"Sure you didn't."
Jace spread his arms and Skye stood up to meet his hug. Jace pulled her tight, and she squeezed him back with just as much force. They held each other longer than normal, hugging out some of the emotions of the day, and of the past week.
"Hey, Jace?"
"Yeah?"
"You're poking me."
"Yeah. Sorry."
"You gonna let go or what?"
"You haven't let go yet."
"True."
They clung together a while longer, Skye doing her best to ignore her brother's erection. It wasn't a big deal, in some ways. But it was kind of weird coming from him.
"Hard up for female attention, huh?" Skye said. "No pun intended."
Jace cleared his throat and tried to turn so the tent in his pants was less prominent. It didn't really work.
"Sorry. For real. It just... felt nice."
"I'm your sister, dude."
"Not like that. Just the hug. And... and maybe you're right. I haven't had any attention for... over a week anyway. Maybe longer, when I think back. Even before she was gone... she was kinda gone. Y'know?"
"Oof. Rough. You're jerking off though, right?"
Jace flushed. "Well... no."
"No?!"
"Yeah. No."
Skye punched Jace lightly on the shoulder. "You idiot. No wonder it's hitting you so hard with Bitch-Face leaving. Fucking go rub one out. Or a couple."
"You don't think I tried?"
"What d'ya mean 'tried'? Just go do it."
"Not that easy."
"In what world?"
"I know, it sounds stupid. But legitimately, I haven't been able to for a while. Certainly not the past couple days."
"Well... watch some porn?"
"Not interested."
"In anything?"
"No."
Skye put her hand on her head. "Oh good lord, Jace. How bad a shape are you in, anyway?"
"I mean, you saw it. This morning."
"That was this afternoon, dude."
"Well whatever." Jace shrugged. "It's not been good."
"No. It seems not." Skye sighed. "Do you think you can, like, go take care of shit now at least?"
"Maybe."
"Well you got hard from me. Go look up some of that fake sister porn that's all the rage these days."
"First of all, ew. Second of all, you shouldn't tell me to do things like that."
"Why not?"
Jace rolled his eyes. "And besides any of that, it was the physical contact that did it. Porn's not gonna help with that."
"Counter first of all, don't 'ew' me."
"Wasn't. Was ew-ing the suggestion."
"Still, though. And also... what the hell am I gonna do with you?"
"Beats me."
Skye put her hands on her hips and frowned at her brother. His erection was fading, at least.
"You said it was the physical contact?" she said slowly.
"I think so. Just 'cause, and don't take this the wrong way, but it felt really nice just holding you for a minute. And vice versa."
"I'm-"
"Because you're a girl. Not because you're my sister," Jace added hurriedly.
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Well, as a girl, I'm about to suggest something very stupid."
"Like what?"
"Bearing in mind it's only because I care about you. And probably because I'm a little drunk."
"Ok. Fine. What's the suggestion?"
"And you can't ever tell anyone I said this, no matter what happens."
"Skye, I get it. Tell me."
Skye stepped closer to Jace, well inside his personal boundary. "I'm gonna have to jerk you off."
Jace stepped back quickly. "The fuck you say?"
"You need to get off, Jace. You need it."
"Yeah, but, not like that. Surely there are prostitutes or something?"
"Do you know how to hire one?"
"... no."
"Me either. And I don't know anyone I could ask that wouldn't just make things more complicated, if they'd even say yes in the first place."
Jace twirled his finger. "This right here, this is things already getting hella complicated."
"No it's not."
"Yes it is."
"Not it's not!"
"Yes. It is."
Skye threw her hands up. "Fine. Whatever. Deal with it yourself."
"I-"
She stabbed a finger at Jace. "But you better go jerk off. Right now. Go."
"That's so weird to hear you say."
"I'm serious! If I'm putting all this work into you, I need you to at least start flushing her out of your system."
"Not sure that's how that works."
"Try it first, then criticize my methods later if it doesn't help."
"That... fine. I'll try it."
"Good boy."
Jace started to say something, then stopped, shook his head, and stalked off. Calypso stood up and stretched, ready to trot after Jace, but Skye caught her collar.
"Whoa there, Callie. Daddy needs some alone time."
Calypso looked unimpressed, but settled for curling up on the couch with Skye for a while.
****
Skye knocked on Jace's door a half hour later. There was no answer, so she knocked again.
"Yeah?"
Skye opened the door and slipped in. "Surprised I managed to sneak away from Callie."
"Why did you need to sneak away?"
"Grown up talk. She doesn't need to hear it."
"She's a dog."
"I know. I just felt weird bringing her, alright?"
Skye stepped closer to the bed. The lights were on, and Jace's naked top half was bared above the covers. His lower half had a blanket across it.
"So, you did it?" Skye asked.
"Don't wanna talk about that stuff."
"We don't have to. As long as you did what you were sent up here to do."



"None of your business."
Skye put her hands on her hips. "All of my business, actually. You didn't, did you?"
Jace sighed. "No. Still couldn't. Can barely start without thinking of Hailey. And that kinda ruins the mood."
"That's ok. Luckily you've got me, still."
"Skye, no."
"Jace, yes." Skye stepped closer still. "I'm sobering up, and I still think it's the right call. But we gotta do it before I lose all that alcohol in my system and I don't have the nerve."
"If you wouldn't do it full sober, maybe we shouldn't do it at all."
"Not saying I wouldn't. But it'd be harder to convince myself to actually go through with it, is all."
Skye pushed Jace's covers back and knelt on the bed. He clung to what was covering him, preventing easy exposure.
"Then don't convince yourself," Jace said.
"Hey, I gave you a chance. You didn't do it."
"Couldn't."
"Didn't, couldn't, whatever."
"Doesn't mean I'll let you."
Skye put her hands on her hips. "Yes you will."
"Won't."
"Will!"
"Skye, I-"
"You need this, dude. I'm not gonna let you wallow in her forever. I care about you too much for that."
"So let me wallow another day or two, then-"
"Nope."
"I just-"
"Nuh uh."
"You can't... oh."
Skye took advantage of Jace's distraction and flicked the covers out of his grip. She tossed them past the foot of the bed to the floor, out of range of recovery.
"Just lemme take care of it," Skye said.
"I'd rather you didn't."
"Is that what you'd rather?"
"Yes."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes!"
"Dude, I can see your dick. It's getting hard."
Jace flushed and covered his cock with his hands. "Shut the hell up. That's just... it's confused. It happens."
"Sure. Sure." Skye made piercing eye contact with her brother. "Jace, you'll feel better afterward. I promise."
"I'll feel like I took advantage of my sister is what I'll feel."
Skye blinked slowly at him. "What kind of male-centric view of the world you runnin' on, Jace?"
"What?"
"I'm here tryin' to convince you into something, and you're worried about taking advantage of me? Good goddamn, dude."
"No, just 'cause... because if you did the thing..."
"You got nothing, do you?"
Jace sighed. "I got nothing," he agreed. "It made sense in my head."
"I bet." Skye slapped gently at his hands. "Just lemme do it. It'll be quick and done, you'll feel better, and it'll all be over with."
"Promise it won't scar the both of us?"
"I promise nothing of the sort."
"... you're not even gonna lie to me and tell me it'll all be ok?"
"It'll be better. I promise that." Skye shrugged. "But it's not like I've ever jerked my brother off before. I don't know how it feels afterward."
"So maybe we shouldn't-"
"But no time like the present!"
Skye darted her hand in and gripped Jace's partly hard cock. He groaned and instinctively reached for her, then stopped and let his hands drop.
"Feels ok, right?" Skye said, gently squeezing and running her hand up and down.
"... yeah."
"Not like you want it to stop right away?"
"No. Just... kinda wish it wasn't you."
"That's fair. Close your eyes and pretend I'm someone else. Not Bitch-Face! Anyone else. Emma Watson or Natalie Dormer or someone."
"Does it have to be a celebrity?"
Skye smirked. "Not at all. I can be anyone you want. With the aforementioned excepton, of course."
"Ok."
"Better?"
Jace shrugged, eyes tightly closed. "Not really. I still know it's you."
"Well imagine harder, then."
"It's not working."
"God you're hopeless."
At least Jace was hard in Skye's grip. She could work with that, even if he was going to keep complaining.
Skye got into a pretty nice rhythm, casually working her brother's cock. He found it harder to protest when she was jerking him good. Sister or not, she had him in the palm of her hand, in more ways than one.
"That feels good, doesn't it?" Skye asked rhetorically.
Jace grunted something that could have been either a positive or negative response. It didn't really matter which. His compliant, increasingly relaxed posture told a more truthful story either way.
"We'll give you a nice li'l cum, and it'll be all better," Skye said soothingly.
"Don't talk like that."
"Like what?"
"Like I'm a dog and you're trying to teach me a trick."
"Fine." Skye lowered her voice, making it significantly huskier. "Cum for your sister, Jace. Cum all over her-"
"Not that either!"
"Picky picky."
"Just... be normal about it."
Skye smirked. "So it's normal now?"
"No. It's... you know what it is."
"Sure do."
Skye kept working her hand up and down Jace's hard shaft. She teased him some more, but got quieter the closer he got. Her eyes focused harder on his cock, on the way it pulsed and twitched in her hand. Even though she wasn't the one getting played with, her cheeks developed a rosy tint, and her breathing ran slightly ragged.
The room went nearly silent, except for Skye's handjob and a soft, mutual panting. Those small sounds became amplified with nothing else to cut them.
"You close?" Skye whispered.
Jace grunted. "Yeah."
"Do it."
"Skye..."
"Do it! You have to!"
Jace bit his lip. He couldn't argue. He didn't have time to. His body went stiff and taut, then an explosion of cum, all over himself and Skye's hand. Beautiful jets of white all over, arcing briefly in the air, landing messily wheresoever they chose.
Skye's eyes were wide and alert. Her hand kept moving, increasingly lubed by cum getting all over Jace's shaft. He finally had to slap her away, and this time she heeded, sitting back and almost tucking her hand away before realizing just how slick and gooey it was.
"You were seriously backed up," Skye said in an awed tone.
"You knew that already."
"No, I know, but I mean... that was a lot, dude. More than I've ever seen."
"How often are you looking?"
"Just sayin'." Skye shrugged. She turned to Jace, who was hiding his face with an arm draped over it. "Feel better though? For real?"
He didn't answer at first, but eventually gave a grudging, "Yeah."
"Good."
"Just 'cause I came, though."
"I know. That was the whole point."
"No, I mean, like, it's not necessarily gonna fix anything."
"Doesn't have to all by itself. It's just to help."
"Uh huh. Sure."
"It did, didn't it? It felt good, right? You're all 'oh it's gonna be so terrible,' and all like-"
"I never thought it would be terrible."
"The hell you didn't. The amount of complaining you-"
"I was worried it wouldn't be."
"That... you... what?"
"And it wasn't."
"So-"
"So now I'm the guy that got a handjob from his sister, and... and liked it."
There was dead silence for a moment.
"Well, to be fair, if more boys got handjobs from their sisters, I'm sure-"
"Don't say it."
"-lots of them would-"
"Seriously don't."
"-enjoy it too. Not that they all would, but-"
Skye was cut off with an indignant squeak as Jace nailed her with a pillow. She threatened to smack him right back with it, but he made no move to even defend himself and she relented.
"You told me I was being all... what was it? Male-centric?"
Skye shrugged. "Something like that."
"But now I gotta live with being that kind of guy."
"What the hell kind of guy, Jace?"
"I-"
"And why the hell is whatever kind of guy you are so much worse than whatever kind of girl that must make me?"
"It's not-"
"Can't you just enjoy it?"
"I did."
"Good."
"Good."
"Fine."
"Fine."
Skye looked down at Jace's pillow she was still clutching. "I think I got cum all over this thing."
"Makes sense."
"Sorry."
"S'ok. There's kind of a lot of mess."
"There sure is."
Jace hesitated. "Skye, it was good. Great, even. I've just, like, been with Hailey so long... and I feel like it's on me that we just did what we did."
"I offered, Jace. I pressured, even."
"Only 'cause I'm being a sad sack."
"Not just 'cause of that. Also 'cause I love you and I want you to get over Bitch-Face, and I mean really, it's only a handjob. Not a big deal."
Jace found Skye's hand and squeezed it. "I hate myself a little for feeling this, but... it kind of is a big deal. In a good way."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like... you care enough that you'd do that for me. That's pretty huge. I mean, fucked up and probably not the correct way to help, but huge all the same."
"We gotta work on your pillow talk, my dude. It lacks a certain something."
"Don't call it that."
Skye grinned. "Or what?"
"Or I'll take that pillow back and smack you with it again. And it's full of cum now, so it'll-"
"Ew!"
"So don't make me do that, is what I'm saying."
"Uh huh. Sure." Skye looked down at her still-messy wrist. "I probably should go clean up."
"Yeah. Me too."
"Definitely you too." Skye bounced to her feet, lightly tossing Jace's cummy pillow back to him. "But me first."
"Hey, Skye?"
Skye stopped at the edge of the room, just before opening the door. "Yeah?"
"I don't know how I'll feel tomorrow, but... thanks. That was kinda awesome."
Skye smiled cautiously, suddenly shy in the face of appreciation for jerking off her brother. "You're welcome. I..." She shook her head. "Night, Jace."
"Good night."
Skye slipped out of the room and closed the door behind her. Calypso was waiting out in the hall, and slowly climbed to her feet as Skye came out.
"You guarding daddy?" Skye asked.
"Yaaaoooouuu," Calypso said, stretching and letting out something like a yawn.
"Don't worry, I'm all done with him. Once he cleans up, he's all yours."
"Whuff."
"Hey, you watch your language." Skye scratched Calypso's ears with her clean hand as she went by. "He'll be happier. I promise."
"Whuff!"
"No, you can't go in yet. I know it's bedtime, but just wait for it."
Calypso gave Skye a dirty look, but sat her butt down and waited for Jace.
"Good dog," Skye murmured as she kept walking and hit the bathroom to clean up.
****
Jace was up surprisingly early the next day, and was far more cheerful than Skye had dared to hope. She herself was nursing something right on the cusp of being a hangover, which put his smile into a starker contrast first thing in the morning.
"Someone's chipper," Skye said.
Jace shrugged. "Had a good sleep."
"Is that all?"
"And a good... something else."
Skye cracked a smile. "Glad to hear it."
"Coffee's ready. Still fresh."
"Even gladder to hear it."
Jace and Skye sat out on the deck in the early morning sun, sipping coffee. Calypso curled up on Jace's feet, doing her best to pin him in place.
"So," Skye said once she was feeling human enough for the conversation, "how you feelin' this morning?"
Jace was slow to answer. "Really good, actually."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I've been waiting all morning for the massive wave of guilt to hit me-"
"You've got nothing to be guilty about."
"No, I know. I'm coming to terms with that. Slowly."
"Good."
"How 'bout you?"
"How 'bout me what?"
"How do you feel about it?"
It was Skye's turn to hesitate and really think. "I've honestly been doing my best not to think too hard about it. Too early for that."
"Oh. Is that... bad?"
"I hope not." Skye sipped her coffee. "I don't regret it. At all. You're so clearly better than you were yesterday."
"I can't help feeling like that's more because of you caring than you... jerking me off."
"You needed a release, Jace."
"Yeah, no, I get that."
"And I don't feel bad that I was the one to do it. I really don't."
"Good."
"I feel a little bad about how I keep thinking of all that cum coming out of you."
Jace snorted and spat some coffee back into his cup. He wiped his chin and set his mug down. "Don't do that when I'm drinking."
"It was a lot of cum, dude."
"I hadn't jerked off in a while!"
"I know. Just sayin'."
"Are you honestly hung up on that, or just messing with me?"
"Why not both?"
Jace studied Skye's expression. She casually sipped some more coffee with and enigmatic ghost of a smile on her lips.
"Well if you want to see it again..."
It was Skye's turn to choke on her drink. "Dude!"
"'Cause I'd be happy to-"
"Alright, alright. You made your point."
"Oh good. Glad to hear it."
Skye sighed and set her coffee down. "But now I'm gonna be thinking about it. So thanks for that."
"About last night? Or about doing it again?"
"Obviously we're not doing it again. That was a one time deal."
"Yeah. Obviously. But are you thinking about it?"
Skye eyed her brother sidelong. "None of your dang business."
"Fair enough."
They sat in silence for a few minutes, each occasionally taking a sip of increasingly cool coffee.
"Next time I jerk off, I'm definitely gonna think of last night," Jace said.
"Are you, indeed?"
"I think so. Hard not to."
"True."
"Is that ok?"
"Do I have a say in the matter?"
"Not really. Still asking, though."
Skye nodded, then shrugged. "I knew the risks."
"So it's ok?"
"Ok as any of it."
"That's not really an answer."
"I don't really have an answer."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
****
Skye was making lunch when Jace sidled up to the counter next to her. She glanced at him inquisitively, but he didn't say anything right away. She went back to what she was doing until he spoke.
"I think I'm getting horny again."
"Good for you." Skye glanced at her brother again. "You probably don't need to announce it."
"Well it's partly 'cause of you."
"All the more reason not to tell me."
"Well-"
"I'm not doing it again."
"Are-"
"One time. We established that. You shouldn't even want me to anyway. You were so resistant the first time."
"... what did you think the odds were I'd both give in that time, and not ever want it again? Honestly?"
Skye hesitated. "I mean-"
"'Cause it's a pretty small target you were trying to hit."
"Well fuck, dude. I dunno. I just wanted you to get past Bitch-Face."
"And you helped, for sure." Jace sidled closer. "'Cause now I got different thoughts to kinda obsess over."
"Goddammit."
"About you."
"Yeah, I got that." Skye glared at Jace. "You're not, like, crushing on me or falling in love or something, are you?"
"Oh hell no! You're my sister, doofus. I just, y'know, want you to jerk me off again."
Skye sighed and washed her hands. "Fine. A quick one. Then I'm making lunch, 'cause I'm fucking hungry."
"Deal."
Skye reached for Jace's crotch at the same moment he started to walk away. They both stopped and stared at each other suspiciously for a moment.
"Where you going?" Skye asked.
"Well we're not doing it here."
"What part of 'quick one' are you not getting?"
"That's a little too quick and dirty."
"Too good for a kitchen jerk off all of a sudden?"
"I mean... there's a perfectly good couch we could use. Or bed. Or something."
Skye sighed. "Alright, dude. If you're gonna be picky about this, we're gonna eat first. Go, I dunno, play with yourself or something while I finish up. You're gonna have to be patient if you want some romance."
"I am most certainly not looking for romance."
"You're looking for something more romantic than getting jerked off against the counter in the kitchen."
"That's such a low bar to set. Seriously."
"Yeah, well..." Skye waved her hands in a shooing motion. "Away you go."
"For real?"
"Yes. For real. I'm hungry."
Jace rolled his eyes, but vacated the kitchen at Skye's insistence. She carried on making lunch in peace.
Once Skye had finished up and was carrying two plates of food into the living room, she stopped at the doorway and just stared at her brother for a moment. He was naked from the waist down and idly playing with himself while watching tv.
"Oh goddamn, dude."
Jace flushed slightly, but didn't stop. "What? This is literally what you told me to do."
"You couldn't have kept your pants on?"
"Why would I?"
"So we can eat with... with your pants on. With your dick not hanging out."
"Listen, you said-"
"Yeah, I know what I said. Fuck's sake." Skye strode over, handed Jace a plate, and sat down next to him. She started eating, ignoring his boner right next to her. "Eat up."
"Or we could-"
"After lunch."
"Just-"
"Later! Be patient or you get nothing at all."
"Oh. Ok."
Jace finished eating well before Skye. It was only to be expected, given his anticipation of what was to come afterward.
Skye resolutely took her time and continued to ignore her brother, even while he just sat staring at her hopefully while she tried to enjoy her meal.
"Stop staring."
"Sorry."
"You're still doing it."
"I know."
"Go... play with Callie or something."
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"I have no pants on. And I'm... you know."
"Jesus."
"Well I am. I left her outside for a bit so it wouldn't be weird."
"It's definitely getting weird anyway."
"Yeah, it is a little, isn't it?" Jace scratched his head. "I imagined this going differently."
"Like last night?"
"Yeah. Like last night. I mean, some parts of it."
Skye pursed her lips for a moment. "Last night was about getting you over Bitch-Face."
"Which definitely helped."
"You're saying you need more help?"
"Uh... I mean, I guess?"
"You're not very convincing."
"Well, like, mostly it just felt kind of amazing, and it really did help, but I don't know if it was so much about forgetting Hailey."
"No?"
"No. More like... like reminding me that I don't need her, I think."
Skye set her plate down, half-finished. "Alright."
"Alright?"
"Yeah."
Skye scootched closer to Jace and put her hand in his lap. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked them up and down.
"Aw, shit. That's good," Jace moaned.
"Like that, huh?"
"So much."
"Good."
Skye snuggled in closer while still jerking Jace off. He put an arm around her shoulders in response, hugging her into him for a mix of cuddles and naughtiness.
"You know this is definitely the last time, right?" Skye asked.
"Is it?"
"It is."
"Oh. You think?"
"Well I can't keep masturbating my brother. That wouldn't be right."
"I mean... you could, though."
Skye craned her neck around to stare at Jace for a moment. "Is that what you'd want? Coming home every day to handjob from your sister?"
"It wouldn't have to be every single day or anything."
Skye snorted. "Oh good."
"And it could be other things."
"You idiot. We are not doing... other things. This is only so you get over Bitch-Face. Nothing more."
"Yeah, no, of course. But, like, it might take some time for me to get over her."
Skye nodded slowly. "I might need to come over more often. For a while."
Jace groaned as Skye's fingers tightened on him. "Maybe, yeah."
"Just 'til you're over her."
"Absolutely."
"And jerk you off sometimes, just so you don't relapse."
"Very noble of you."
"Don't be flippant. It is. Kinda."
"Oh I agree."
"You'd agree with literally anything right now. So long as I'm jerking you off."
"You're so right," Jace agreed happily.
Skye snorted again and rested her head on Jace's shoulder. She kept stroking him, working him toward orgasm, but without any real urgency.
They were snuggled all warmly together in what would have been a beautiful picture of sibling bonding, if not for Jace's cock wrapped in Skye's fingers. That was something else entirely.
"I get you off, you let me eat in peace after," Skye said.
"Oh, yeah, of course."
"That's the deal."
"And the terms are so very fair."
"And we only do this again if you really, really need it. It shouldn't be a habit."
"Well..."
"Now hurry up and cum for your sister already. Jeez."
In spite of her words, Skye's hand didn't move any quicker. She kept moving at a steady pace, unhurried, all comfortably resting against her brother.



Jace was about to say something further, then thought better of it and simply kissed Skye on the side of her forehead, then settled his head against hers. They snuggled together, in no hurry to actually finish up.
****
The next time Skye visited Jace, he wasn't actually home yet when she first arrived. She didn't let that stop her.
Calypso sprang to attention as Skye walked in, and dutifully collected her ear-scritchy toll for allowing entry.
"Hey, girl," Skye said. "Dad's not around, huh?"
Calypso tilted her head and accepted more pats.
"That's ok. Wanna go for a walk 'til he gets back?"
"Rowr!"
"Thought so."
Calypso held regally still while her leash was affixed, then led the way on a jaunt around the neighbourhood.
Jace had returned by the time the girls did. Calypso raced into the kitchen to greet him, followed much more slowly by Skye.
"Hey, Callie," Jace said. "Did Mommy take you for walkies? What a lucky girl."
"I'm not Mommy," Skye said. "Don't even start."
"Well you're gonna have to be at least a step-mom. Callie won't do well with a single dad."
"Why ever not?"
"A lack of good female influences, mainly. Also fewer walks."
"I will be an aunt. No more."
"We'll see."
"No we won't." Skye stepped closer, sniffing the air. "You cooking something? That's very unlike you."
"Supper. For both of us, assuming you're staying, and further assuming you don't make too many wisecracks about it between now and then."
"I promise nothing, but I am definitely getting some food. I'm starved."
Jace knelt down and whispered conspiratorially to Calypso, though loud enough to be sure Skye heard. "Mommy's getting cranky. Better get her some food, hm?"
"Watch it."
Jace grinned. "Speaking of food, you mind filling Callie's dish?"
"Sure, I can do that."
Jace turned back to Calypso. "Mommy's gonna get you-"
"Call me Mommy one more time. I dare you."
Jace laughed and stood up to wash his hands, then went back to food prep. Skye watched him through narrowed eyes, then dealt with Calypso's dinner.
The siblings ate a little while later, out on the back deck. Calypso curled up between them just in case either of them felt like sharing.
"You seem happier," Skye said.
"Happier than what?"
"You know. Happier than last time I was over."
"I'd almost have to be."
"Sure. Just sayin'."
"I mean, it's nice having you around more too."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"For my scintillating conversational skills? Or because I'm great at handjobs?"
Jace choked on his mouthful. Skye grinned.
"Don't do that."
"What?"
"You know what?"
"Seems unfair. I jerked you off twice, and now you're too delicate to even bring it up?"
"Not hardly. Just... if you talk about it, you know I'm gonna think about it. And, like, want it."
"You want me to jerk you off again?"
"I'd want it if you keep talking about it, yes."
"But not yet?"
Jace hesitated while Skye gave him a teasing little smirk.
"I mean, yeah," he said. "But... not that badly yet."
"But you do want it though? From your own sister? Again?"
Jace flicked a bit of bread crust at Skye, who only giggled in response.
"Of course I do, dammit. How'm I not gonna want that again?"
"You're not s'posed to want your sister playing with your penis, you know."
"I am aware."
"But you still do?"
"Yes."
"You at least know I'm not gonna, right?"
"I don't know that at all. You've done it twice already."
"Mitigating circumstances. You needed me."
"I still do."
"No you don't. You're fine."
"I mean... I'm better. I don't know about fine."
"You seem fine."
"Well sure. If you mean I'm not curled up in a ball crying into a pillow, then yeah, I seem fine."
Skye pursed her lips. "Now I'm confused. Are you actually feeling like that?"
"No. Just being overly dramatic to make a point."
"Oh."
"But, like, the less extreme version of that sentiment is true."
"... what, like, if I jerk you off, you'll be happier?"
"Essentially, yes."
"Well gee, what a revelation this has been."
"Just sayin'."
"Yeah, I know."
Skye finished the last of her plate and set it down on the deck. Calypso sniffed at it cautiously, then began licking the traces of remaining flavour off the dish. Jace glared at Skye, but didn't get a guilty reaction out of her.
"If we're gonna do this, we should do it now while I'm feeling all full and contented," Skye said.
"Do what?"
Skye made a jerking off motion with her hand.
"Really?" Jace asked.
"Yeah, man. Someone's gotta look out for your well being."
"You don't mind? Like I don't wanna pressure you or anything, or like-"
"Dude. Don't talk yourself out of a handjob."
"Fair point."
Jace glanced at Calypso as he and Skye entered the house.
"Don't worry about her, she'll be fine," Skye said.
"I know. Just... might give her issues, us always sneaking off like this."
"It's not hardly always. Third time ever. And also, she's still a dog, dude."
"She'll pick up on it. It's getting to be a habit."
"Dream on."
****
A few weeks and several visits later, Skye entered Jace's place as usual. She greeted Calypso with head scritchies, then her brother with a perfectly chaste kiss on the cheek.
Skye and Jace snuggled together on the couch after a bare minimum of small talk, and shooed away Calypso's attempt at joining them.
"You wore makeup today?" Jace commented.
"I always do."
"More than usual, then. Nicer. I like it."
"Uh huh. Trying to get me into your pants again, are you?"
"Kinda. But it really is nice that you'd put the effort in just to come see me."
"Who says I don't have a hot date to get to?"
"Do you?"
"... shut up."
Skye unzipped Jace's pants and settled her hand on his cock in a move that was becoming dangerously familiar to both of them. She stroked him softly to life while he cradled her head to his shoulder and teased her hair.
"I remember you claiming this wouldn't get to be a habit," Jace murmured.
"I lied."
"Oh."
"You know something else?"
"What?"
"I don't think you're pining over Bitch-Face anymore."
"No, I'm not."
"And yet you happily let me play with you."
"Sure do."
"That makes you a bad boy."
"Does it?"
"Yes."
"Well I think you're a good sister." Jace pulled Skye tight to him and nipped playfully at her ear while sneaking his hand to her chest. "Maybe the best."
Skye squealed and giggled. She tried to pull away, but with only the bare minimum of effort, and without letting go of Jace's cock. "Stop, you goof. That's my boobies!"
"I know."
"You can't touch them!"
"Why not?"
"'Cause... 'cause."
"Oh. I see."
"It's bad."
"That doesn't seem fair."
"Tough."
"I'm only touching them through your shirt. That's not hardly that bad at all."
"Still pretty bad."
Jace kept fondling Skye's tits. She in turn jerked him with a firmer grip and an increasingly enthusiastic pace.
"I'll have to be bad then," Jace said lightly.
"Guess so."
"Speaking of which..."
"No."
"No what?"
"Whatever you're going to say."
"You don't even want to hear it?"
"It's gonna be naughty, isn't it?"
"Most definitely."
"Then we can't be having that."
"We're already being naughty."
Skye squirmed, but didn't dislodge her brother. "That's different."
Jace cupped one of Skye's tits more firmly, flicking his thumb up and down over her nipple, though only through her clothes. "It's not, really."
"It iiisss," Skye whined. "I was helpiiinnng."
"You were, and I love you for it. But now you just waaannnt toooo."
"Shut uuuppp."
"You liiike it."
"Shutupshutupshutup!"
"You wanna jerk off your broootheeerrr."
"Argh!"
Skye tried to tackle Jace, but didn't have nearly enough leverage. She ended up ineffectually wrestling him while he laughed and slowly pushed her backward until she was lying down with him on top of her. His cock was rather prominently jammed between them.
Skye's breathing grew heavy as she went still beneath Jace, arms pinned to the couch, essentially helpless to her brother's whims.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" she asked in what was almost an accusatory tone, but with too much denied excitement hiding in it to work effectively.
"Not actually, no."
"No?"
"No. I honestly just wanted to finger you a bit."
Skye stared at Jace incredulously, then laughed. "For real?"
"Yeah."
"I thought you were gonna be all pervy and shit."
"No. Just some fingering. Which... some might still consider pervy."
"I mean, sure. Just not... I dunno."
Jace sat up. Skye followed more slowly, brushing her disheveled hair back behind her shoulders.
"We shouldn't get any naughtier," Skye said.
"Yeah, you're right."
Skye waited, staring into Jace's eyes. He stared right back for a moment, then regretfully settled back into his seat. Skye pouted, but Jace wasn't even looking anymore.
Skye snuggled back in with her brother and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She didn't jerk him off, just held him.
"You wanted to finger me?" she asked softly.
"Yeah. Thought it might be nice. Feels good when you do me, you know?"
"It probably would be nice."
"But if you think we shouldn't..."
Skye bit her lip. "We shouldn't," she agreed. "But maybe... you remember that last guy I was with?"
"Matt?"
"Yeah. Maybe... maybe I'm not over him yet."
"It's been a few months, hasn't it?"
"... yeah."
"So if you're not over him yet... it must be pretty bad."
Skye shrugged. "I don't know about that."
"And you must really need some, uh, help."
"... I mean yes. Yes it is pretty bad."
"Thought it might be."
Skye held her breath as Jace slowly turned to her. Her eyes widened as he slipped off the couch, kneeling before her, still studying her face even as he reached for her waist.
"Need to get these off," Jace said matter-of-factly.
"Those are my pants!"
"Yes. Exactly."
Skye squirmed and wiggled, though in spite of her uncertainty, her movements were more to help her brother than to hinder him.
"Cute panties," Jace said.
"Shut up. Don't look."
"You know I'm gonna be looking, Skye."
"Well..."
"And I'm gonna see more than your cute undies."
Skye squeezed her legs shut, but let them fall open again almost immediately when Jace went for her panties. She shut her eyes instead as her underwear was dragged slowly and smoothly down her thighs, and eventually past her feet.
"That might be even cuter," Jace said, gently pushing Skye's knees further apart.
"Stop looking at me! You're just meant to be... helping. Not being weird."
"Can't help without looking. S'not possible."
"Don't think you tried very hard."
"No, you're right. I really didn't."
Jace put his hands on Skye's hips and gave her a solid yank to the edge of the couch. Skye yelped and opened her eyes just in time to see Jace dive face-first into her pussy.
Skye's eyes and mouth went so wide, but no sound came out. Her brother's tongue flashed across her surprisingly wet slit, forestalling any protests as the feeling of it shot through her.
Slowly, carefully, Skye leaned back and let some of the tension exhale from her body. She was still very much on edge-it was hard not to be with her brother busy between her thighs-but the exquisite feel of his tongue helped mollify her, as well as the self-reminder that it was Jace, after all, and he'd stop if she really wanted him to.
"You were only s'posed to finger me," Skye said.
Jace paused and looked up at her, chin already damp. "This seemed better."
"For who?"
Jace shrugged. "You taste good," he said instead of answering.
Skye screwed her face up and swung her legs shut as Jace tried to get back to work. Once again, she let them fall open at the slightest pressure from him. In fact, she held them spread wide, knees pointing nearly opposite directions.
Skye bit her lip and let her lids fall half-closed. Jace's quick little tongue was taking altogether too many liberties with her naughty bits. She started to protest more than once, but decided to put it off a moment, then another, then gave up entirely.
A soft moan escaped Skye's lips before she could stop it. Her body relaxed even more, slinking into decadent lounging as she was licked out by her 'helpful' brother.
"Just to help me forget," Skye murmured, mostly to herself.
"That's right," Jace whispered back, pausing to kiss her pussy softly before going back to licking. "Forget all about... what's his name."
"Matt."
"Clearly you haven't forgotten yet."
Skye arched her back, lips forming a silent groan as Jace attacked her more vigourously. His tongue was nimbler, quicker, and more cunning than she ever would have given him credit for even fifteen minutes ago. Now she knew better. And now she had to deal with the consequences: both the questionable, and indeed the oh-so-lovely.
"Oh my god, Jaaace."
Skye's fingers found her brother's hair, tangling in it and encouraging him. She gasped and moaned, hips giving involuntary little thrusts. Her thighs gradually closed on Jace's head, not to try and block him out, but instead locking him in a cozy, sensual embrace.
Skye enjoyed every second of Jace eating her wet little pussy. He skillfully built her up, higher and higher, until she was whining and squirming, and oh so very horny.
"Goddamn, Jace," she whispered.
Jace grabbed her butt and squeezed firmly in response.
"So close," she moaned desperately.
Another butt squeeze.
"Good brother. So good."
Squeeze.
"Almost."
Squeeze.
"My clit. More on my cliiittt."
Skye nearly kicked Jace on his ass, purely by accident, as she came all over his face. He grabbed wildly at her legs to stop them flailing and keep himself stationary.
Skye's body rocked and tensed. Her fingers tugged on Jace's hair. Her thighs tightened around his face as she went stiff, then she relaxed all at once.
Jace pulled away with a wide, slightly smug grin. Skye stretched out languidly and ignored his smirk.
"What do ya think of Matt now?"
Skye shrugged lazily. "Who?"
Jace kissed the inside of her thigh. "Good girl."
They fell into a loose, disorganized cuddle on the couch, sexy bits still hanging out.
"That was nice," Skye murmured.
"Not too naughty?"
"Oh it definitely was. But... y'know."
They held each other, lightly petting and caressing as the mood struck them.
"Skye?"
"Yeah?"
"Is it my turn again?"
Skye giggled. "I was tryin' to do you, silly. But you got all up in my cooch instead."
"These things happen."
"You couldn't help it, huh?"
"I mean... not easily."
Skye bit her lip and brushed Jace's hair back from his forehead gently, repeating the motion until he met her gaze with big, horny eyes.
"Did you really like it?" she asked in a hushed tone. "Eating out your sister?"
"Are you serious? Of course I did."
"What about me?"
"I very much assumed you did too."
"No, silly. If I used my mouth, I mean. My hands get so tired after a while, you know."
"Oh. Do they?"
Skye nodded. "They do."
"Well then," Jace said slowly. "You'd better try something different. Just to see."
"Yeah. Just to see. For health reasons."
"Oh sure. Health reasons."
Skye slipped from her brother's embrace to kneel on the floor. She made him spread his legs wide and scootch to the edge of the cushion, while she made herself comfortable.
"Ok, pants gotta go," Skye declared.
Jace nodded and started sliding them off. Skye helped pull them down, somewhat awkwardly as she'd already settled herself directly in front of Jace. His underwear was easier.
They were a more or less matching set of sibs now, with their mutual bottomlessness. The obvious difference being Jace's rather lewd erection, practically stuck in Skye's face.
Skye moved her hand toward Jace's cock, then stopped herself. She looked up at him as she set her hands on his thighs, poked out her tongue, and gave him a quick, soft lick.
"Oh wow," Jace groaned.
"That's ok?"
"Dude, that's amazing."
"Haven't even hardly done anything yet."
"So just think how good it's gonna feel for me when you do."
Skye flushed and gave her brother another lick, then a soft, lingering kiss on the underside of his shaft.
"That's so surreal feeling you do that," Jace said.
"I've touched you down here lots."
"Touched, sure."
"And you just ate out my pussy."
"I did."
"What's surreal, then?"
"I dunno. My beautiful sister on her knees, with no bottoms on, putting her soft little mouth on my penis. Something about that's surreal to me still, I guess."
Skye bit her lip and squeezed her thighs together involuntarily. "Well when you put it that way..."
"You didn't feel like that when I was licking you?"
"I felt like it was way too naughty. But... maybe it just didn't seem that out of character for you. Like, weirdly, it was stranger that you hadn't tried something like that before."
"Before? Like, how long-"
"I meant since I've been getting you off."
"I know. Still, though, you wanted me to reciprocate more? 'Cause I didn't-"
"Of course I didn't! We were only just helping you." Skye shrugged. "Until we weren't."
"I'm confused."
Skye gave Jace's cock another lingering kiss. "Don't you dare let this go to your head," she said in a soft, mildly threatening voice. "But when you were licking me... it honestly just felt right."
"Oh?"
"Not surreal. Just... just like something we both wanted, and that felt incredible."
"Hm. Maybe that's what this feels like too. Do it some more so I can figure it out?"
Skye grinned. "You silly. If you'd just stop talking, you'd probably already be balls deep in my mouth."
"I-" Jace cut himself off almost immediately and firmly closed his mouth.
Skye snorted and shook her head, but as promised parted her lips around the tip of his cock and gently bobbed her way down his shaft.
Jace groaned and brushed Skye's hair back as she took him deeper. The smoothing motion he made with his hand naturally caused her eyes to raise and meet his gaze. They shared quite an intimate look for a moment before Skye gagged slightly on her brother's cock and had to back off a bit.
"Damn you look hot doing that," Jace whispered, even as Skye neared the base of his shaft.
Skye rolled her eyes.
"I know, I'm biased right now," Jace admitted. "But seriously, though."
Skye stuffed the last of her brother's cock down her throat. She met his gaze again, mouth all full up, eyes watering slightly.
"Seriously adorable," Jace said, caressing her cheek with his thumb.
"Unnhh gnnuuhh? Oo mmhh nnuh."
"Yeah, I can't understand any of that. But for real, it feels amazing."
Skye pulled back far enough to take a couple quick breaths, then impaled her throat again.
"So fucking good," Jace whispered.
He leaned back, relaxing into his sister's sensuous blowjob. She throated herself on his cock over and over again, taking him balls deep, choking herself with ever greater enthusiasm as Jace moaned and encouraged her.
Skye snuck a hand down to play with her pussy a little while keeping the other on Jace's thigh. She jerked him off some when she needed a breath, or fondled his balls when she felt like it, but mostly she kept her mouth and throat busy working him. She flicked her eyes up regularly to check on the cute expressions he made as he got close to cumming in her.
Skye eventually got her creamy reward for her self-throating efforts. Jace's body tensed and his cock twitched, just before unleashing a load of hot cum. Skye swallowed some directly, but then pulled back to let it flow over her tongue first.
As Jace's orgasm came to an end, Skye diligently milked every last bit from him, pumping her fist slowly up and down his shaft, then finally releasing. She sat back on her heels with a satisfied grin, while he gazed back happy and temporarily worn out.



"I think I like that better than the handjobs," Jace said.
Skye snorted gently. "Yeah. No shit. Don't go thinking you're getting that all the time or anything."
"Why not?"
"What do you mean 'why not'?"
"I think I'd like that all the time."
"Yeah, well..."
"And I'd like to play with you more. If you wanted."
"So not the point."
"It could be."
"No it couldn't."
"Sure it could." Jace patted the couch beside him. "Come sit up here and lemme finger you a bit."
"Gee. So subtle."
Still, Skye bit her lip and stared at the spot her brother had indicated. She remained frozen in indecision for a moment.
"We don't have to," Jace said. "But the more I think about it, the more I can't see any reason not to just do what we want."
"That'll happen when you're horny."
"I'm not, though. You just sucked me off. I've got a precious few minutes of near-perfect clarity." Jace leaned forward and ran his thumb along Skye's cheek. "Even when I'm not horny, I'm still excited for the next time you're going to... help me."
"How very romantic."
"Just sayin'." Jace shrugged. "You know I don't miss Bitch-Face at all anymore? I mean, I haven't forgotten her, but I'm always thinking about you coming over. Not her."
"You called her Bitch-Face."
"I know."
"You're really over her."
"Far as I can tell."
"But then... you're not just rebounding on me, are you?"
"I... is that even a thing?"
"Rebounding? Of course."
"On a sibling, though."
"Huh. Maybe? I dunno."
"Well I don't think I am. But maybe."
Skye nodded slowly, then abruptly stood up. "We don't have to decide anything now anyway. Let's take Callie for a walk, yeah?"
"You're saying there's still something to decide?"
"Don't look so hopeful. It might be a no."
"Yeah. But it's not yet, though."
Skye rolled her eyes. "Don't push your luck." She headed for the door, eyes scanning for Calypso's leash.
"Hey, Skye?" Jace called, still from the couch.
"Yeah?"
"You want your pants?"
"... shut up."
****
The next time Skye came over, Jace found her already settled on the couch, Calypso curled up beside her getting ear scritchies.
"Well hello, girls."
"We just got back from a walk," Skye said.
"And you've gotten so cozy together."
"Well, y'know. Callie might like me. Sometimes."
"'Course she does. You're quite lovable."
Skye stuck her tongue out. Jace smiled and sat down on Calypso's other side, giving her some greeting pets.
"Callie's gonna get jealous when she realizes she's not who either of us actually wants to be petting," Skye said lightly.
"Oh really? You're in that kind of mood, huh?"
"Maybe. Maybe not." Skye shrugged. "Just kind of seems to happen when I come over."
"True." Jace stood. "Come on, Callie. Mommy and Daddy need some private time."
"Enough with the mommy shit!"
"It'll grow on you."
"It really won't."
Upon returning from sending Calypso outside, Jace got a pair of panties flung expertly in his face. Skye sat almost exactly where she'd been a moment ago, now without any bottoms on. She arched an eyebrow, daring him to whine about getting some underwear flicked at his face.
"You really are a horny girl, hm?"
Jace casually slid out of his pants, letting them and his boxers fall to the floor in a small pile.
"You'd get me out of them sooner or later. Might as well save the trouble."
Jace cozied up to Skye. Her hand wrapped around his growing cock. His went to her pussy, already feeling some moisture there as she got excited.
They both sighed and leaned into each other as they toyed with one another. Jace found the tv remote with his free hand and turned on some background noise while they teased each other.
"This is nice," Jace said.
"Yes, I've noticed that you enjoy having your dick rubbed."
"Not just that. All of it. Knowing when you show up we're gonna get snuggly and... naughty."
"Making it too easy, am I?"
"Not hardly. But, like, are you still pretending like we need an excuse to do this stuff?"
Skye was quiet a moment. "I think we did at first," she said slowly. "Maybe not now. Maybe now it's too late for that. And it really wasn't naughtiness that first time."
"Yeah, no, not the first time."
"But after that... I mean, what if I was getting you into something you didn't want, or-"
"Seriously?"
"-or something that was gonna backfire hard? I don't know these things."
"I woulda told you to stop if I didn't want it."
"You did tell me to stop. I pressured you."
"That was... that was different. It's different now."
"Yes. It is." Skye rested her head on Jace's shoulder. He was fully hard in her hand now. His fingers were sneaking their way inside her. "Very different. Very nice."
"Right?"
"I'm glad it didn't go badly."
"Me too."
"And... and it's getting to be my favourite thing. Days when I can come over."
"You could come over more. You could stay, even."
"You asking me to move in all of a sudden?"
"No. Yes. Maybe. Only if you wanted to. But, like, I've got room."
"I really would have to be Callie's step-mom then."
"That's what I've been saying."
"You were only saying it to annoy me."
"No. Not just for that."
Skye kept stroking her brother. She chewed on her lip thoughtfully. "Jace?"
"Yeah?"
"Technically my lease is up in a couple months. Well, just under two months now, I guess. I was gonna stay. I like my roommate. But maybe... if you still want me to move in by then..."
Skye gasped as Jace started rubbing her clit, while still exploring inside her wet little pussy.
"I'd be very happy with that, I think," Jace said.
"Very happy?"
"Yep."
"You think it's a good idea?"
"The best."
"You wouldn't be able to play with me whenever you wanted," Skye warned.
"Oh yes I would."
Jace kissed Skye's neck. The feel of him nibbling her sensitive skin while still fingering her made her all squirmy.
"Noooo," she whined.
"Yes," he whispered. He took her earlobe lightly between his teeth, tugging gently at it.
Skye held out a moment, but not for long. "Yes," she agreed.
"Yes?"
"Yes. But I'ma play with you whenever I want too."
"I sure hope so."
"You don't get all the fun."
"I would never have assumed I did."
"Good."
"Good."
Skye squirmed some more as Jace's fingers did lovely, interesting things to her pussy. He gasped as her grip tightened on his cock and her thumb rolled around the tip.
"Wanna go upstairs?" Jace asked in a husky tone.
"... to your room?"
"Well, your room isn't ready. So yeah."
"I'd get my own room, would I?"
"What, you think you'd just move into mine and pester me for sex every night?"
Skye snorted. "Like I'd be the one pestering."
"And I've got all my stuff in there already, and you'd want room for your stuff..."
"Quite the ordeal, alright." Skye caught Jace's lip with her teeth, effectively silencing him for a moment while she nipped at it. "Who says we'd have sex anyway?"
"Well... you know. Stuff like this."
"You'd call this sex?"
"... it's in the neighbourhood, at least."
"Sure. But you'd want more, wouldn't you?"
"Most definitely. Sooner or later."
"Sooner or later?"
"Yeah."
"Well... for practicality's sake... we probably ought to try it before I move in. Just to be sure it's for us. Y'know? It'd be awkward getting all moved in and finding out we're incompatible."
"You think we would be?"
"Dunno. But it'd be a shame to find out later."
"I mean... for practicality's sake, then..."
"Yes." Skye stood, regretfully dislodging her brother's fingers from her naughty bits. She offered him a hand up, and didn't let go once he was standing. "For practicality," she repeated.
"And no other reason?"
Skye looked dead at Jace. "And because I'm horny."
"Oh good. Me too."
She leaned closer. "And I kinda wanna bang my brother."
"Me too!"
"You haven't got a brother, silly."
"I... you know what I meant."
"I hope you meant you want to bang me, 'cause-"
Jace aggressively pushed Skye against the wall and kissed her. His tongue forcefully slipped between her lips and grappled hers. His hands were down at her hips, then her bare ass, holding and squeezing, helping to pin her helplessly. His cock throbbed hot against her skin.
Skye's arms went around Jace's neck. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, making him support her weight. She kissed him back just as fiercely, tongue snaking around his in an extremely naughty dance.
"You forgot to take me to bed," she whispered once he needed a breath.
"Din't forget. Just din't get that far."
"You can't bang me against the wall."
"Oh can't I?"
"S'not romantic."
"Depends on who you ask, maybe."
"Our first time is not gonna be against the wall!"
Jace paused and bit his lip, staring into Skye's eyes. "It is the first time, isn't it?"
"You didn't notice?"
"Just... I dunno. Feels more right than that. For a first time. Usually it's more... uncertain?"
"I'm a sure thing now, am I?"
"Not like that. More like... I don't know if the girl's gonna like it. Or if I am. Or what we're gonna feel after. Or any of that junk." Jace spared a hand holding Skye's butt to rub her cheek and gently brush her hair back. "This just feels easy. Like whatever happens, it's all gonna be good afterward."
"Even if I change my mind and don't wanna do it?"
"Yeah. Even then." Jace shrugged. "You're not gonna ever stop being my sister."
"True. But I could stop wanting to play with your dick."
"Are you, though?"
"Probably not."
"And you still want it inside you?"
Skye's eyes rolled back for a second. "Most definitely," she whispered.
"You want your brother to fuck you?"
"Yes!"
"You want your brother to-"
"Fucking yes, you dick!"
Jace grinned. He lowered his hips, pressed his cock to Skye's pussy, and somehow got it in on the first try. She sucked in air, eyes going wide as his cock spread her pussy open.
"S'posed to take me to bed," she mumbled.
"Sorry. Couldn't wait."
"You couldn't wait two minutes to bang your sister?"
"Correct."
Jace sank deeper into Skye, letting gravity do some of the work for him. Her soaked little pussy made things pretty easy.
"Fuuuccck that's gooood," Skye moaned.
"Fuck yeah it is."
"Gimme more."
"Working on it."
"Mooorrre, Jace."
"I said I'm working on it!"
Jace thrust hard into Skye's pussy. She purred happily and dug her fingers into his back. He thrust a few more times, a bit awkwardly while holding her up, but burying himself nicely inside her, much to their mutual delight.
"So good," Skye whispered.
"God I wanna pound you so hard."
"So fucking do it."
"Is it... are you..."
"Fuck's sake, Jace. Yes. Do it. Don't tease."
Skye kissed Jace aggressively, parting his lips and filling his mouth with tongue.
He thrust into her, tentatively at first, but increasingly fast and hard as she took him balls deep again and again, only getting more worked up every time he pushed back into her.
"God you're so tight," Jace breathed.
Skye giggled. "Is that what you tell all the girls?"
"Just you."
"Just your sister?"
"... yes."
"That's she's got the bestest, tightest little pussy around?"
"Not if she's gonna be smug about it."
"Is it the bestest though?"
Jace groaned. "It really is."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Good. 'Cause I think I like you filling me up the best too."
"We're kinda fucked, huh?"
"That's the idea."
Skye dragged her nails up Jace's spine. She lifted his shirt partway up his back to get at the skin underneath, but she couldn't take off either of their tops while he was holding her.
"Not what I meant." Jace grunted and pressed Skye even harder to the wall. His thrusts were causing a deep, rhythmic thumping as he pounded her.
"I know." Skye grinned wickedly before kissing her brother again, just as deeply as before. "But I've really only got one thing on my mind right now."
"Bet I know what that is."
"Getting railed by my brother."
"Yeah. That was it."
"Good guess."
"I've got an instinct for these things."
Skye's nails were creating sexy red marks all up and down Jace's back. Her legs squeezed tight around him. Her lips found any break in conversation or breathing to kiss and suck and nibble at him.
Jace's pace was becoming frantic. His hips slammed against Skye's over and over, pounding her horny little pussy so hard and deep. He was breathing much heavier, and his muscles were starting to tremble from the exertion.
"M'gonna cum," he mumbled.
"Not yet, silly. But I'm close."
Jace shook his head. "Can't wait."
"Can wait! I wanna cum while you fuck me all hard and slutty like this."
"Better do it fast, then."
"That's not how it works."
Jace just grunted. A moment later, his rhythm changed, burying himself in Skye's pussy for longer, with only small thrusts out and back in.
Skye's eyes rolled back. "Oh fuck, you're cumming in me. Oh shit, dude. Oh wow."
Jace grunted again, then buried his face in Skye's shoulder.
"Mmm, fill me up, Jace. Give your sister's pussy all that hot cum."
"Fuuuccck, Skye," he hissed.
"Give it to me. Everything. I want it all."
Jace went still, fully inside Skye, finishing the last of his orgasm balls deep within her hungry little hole.
"Everything," he repeated faintly. "Just for you."
"Good brother." Skye kissed Jace's cheek. "Even if you didn't wait for me."
Jace slapped Skye's butt lightly. Then a little harder. She let her legs fall, finding her feet to support herself. Jace let go of her, and semi-gracefully fell back on the floor.
"Wore yourself all out, huh?" Skye said, smiling down at Jace.
"Kinda."
"Well I have to admit, that wall thing was more fun than I expected."
"Hard on the muscles after a bit."
"I would imagine so." Skye sank down onto her knees, straddling herself across Jace's tummy. "Fun though." She reached behind her and casually toyed with his shrinking, cummy cock.
"Whoa. Whoa! I'm sensitive."
"I know."
"You can't do that right now."
"Sure I can. I need you hard again. It was pretty hot getting all cummed in and shit from you pounding me like that, but I still need to get off, y'know?"
"Can't it wait a few minutes?"
"Not really, no."
"But-"
"Whuff."
Skye and Jace's eyes both slowly tracked toward the source of a rather annoyed sound.
"How long's Callie been there?" Skye asked.
"Hopefully not long. Wouldn't want to scar her with seeing what Mommy and Daddy just did."
"I think she'd be fine."
"Well she wants something now."
"Wrhuff!"
Skye sighed and patted Jace's chest. "I'll get it. You just get hard for me again, m'kay?" She stood and slipped her panties back on, for some bizarre sense of modesty. "Come on, Callie. Let's see if you need fed or something."
It wasn't really food time for Calypso, but Skye diligently filled food and water dish for her anyway, then rather pointedly set both dishes outside in a shady spot.
"There you go. Now Mommy wants some more alone time with Daddy, ok?"
"Ruuurrff."
"That's none of your business."
"Whuff!"
"No we're not going anywhere right now. You're gonna amuse yourself out here, and maybe later we'll all go for a nice walk, ok?"
Calypso gave Skye a dirty look, but slunk off and found a nice sunny spot to stretch out in.
"That a girl."
Jace was still right where Skye had left him, though he did seem to be hard again, as requested.
"Didn't get very far, did you?"
Jace shrugged. "Here's fine."
"Coulda gone to the bedroom or something."
"What fun would that be?"
"What indeed." Skye stood above her brother, eyes roving over his prone form. "Lose the shirt."
Jace smirked and awkwardly slid his top off, leaving himself naked beneath her.
"Yeah, that's better," Skye said approvingly.
"You like that?"
"Very much."
"I kinda liked you bottomless."
Skye pouted. "No love for my boobies?"
"Oh I love those too. But there's something sexy about fucking you with your shirt still on. All innocent and naughty at the same time, kinda."
Skye pushed her panties, now somewhat soaked, past her thighs and let them fall to the floor. "Like this?"
"Mmm, just like that."
Skye clasped her hands behind her back and stuck out her chest a little more. "That helps the naughty sister fantasy, does it? Makes me a horny girl who just wants to jump on her brother's dick?"
"I mean... that's not even a fantasy. It's just what you are right now."
Skye shrugged. "Can't really argue with that, I s'pose."
Jace ran his hands up Skye's calves as she stepped near, once again straddling him, but still fully upright for now. "Maybe, too, I'm just used half-nakey times meaning sexy things now."
"Hm?"
"You know. 'Cause when we've been messing around... playing with each other..."
"We've mostly been bottomless," Skye finished. "Yeah, I could get that, I guess. I like you better with your shirt off, though." She artfully slipped her top off and let it fall next to her panties. Her bra joined the pile as well. "And my boobies are feeling neglected now."
"Oh, well, we can't have that. They're such lovely boobies."
"Glad you think so."
Jace's hands ran as far up Skye's legs as he could reach. "And you look kind of fucking amazing all naked like that."
"Better with the shirt off?"
"Fucking hot either way. But... yeah. Maybe better with your shirt off. Fully naked." Jace grinned. "My naked, horny sister."
"Very naked," Skye agreed. She knelt down. "Very, very horny." Her butt bumped against Jace's cock. "Very ready for being filled up by my brother again."
"With cum?"
"Not that. For now. I meant more like... getting all stretched out again," Skye said, lowering her pussy onto Jace's cock as she spoke. "Feeling you all up inside me. So deep. All warm and pulsing. Feeling how badly you want me."
"So badly."
"Yes. So very badly." Skye moaned and shivered as she sank down onto her brother's hard shaft. "'Sides, I've still got all that cum from last time."
"Yeah you do."
"But maybe a little more wouldn't hurt," Skye whispered, leaning down until she was nearly kissing Jace. She held just far enough away from him that he couldn't get her, teasing the promise of kisses without delivering.
"I've got more for you."
"Bet you do."
"Fill you up even more."
"Mmm."
"You like that idea, don't you?"
"I really do."
Skye rocked back and forth, building a nice, smooth motion atop her brother. His cock remained snugly buried in her cummy pussy as she grinded around on him. Her posture gradually straightened higher and higher until she was riding Jace with an arched back, eyes half-closed, a blissful smile quirking her lips.
"I'll be very annoyed if you cum again before me, though," Skye warned in a soft, only partly present tone.
"Wouldn't dream of it."
Jace's hands slid up his sister's body, over her warm, sensuous skin, cupping her tits as she wiggled around on his dick.
"Bet you wouldn't," Skye murmured. She opened her eyes wide and stared down at him. "Bet you're not thinking at all about how you wanna cum in me again."
"Well... I'm definitely thinking about it."
"Just wanna make me happy."
"That's true."
"So selflessly thinking of your sister's needs."
"Um... half true?"
Jace pinched Skye's nipple, making her hiss and rock a little faster. He moved his open palms down to her butt, squeezing it tight and helping its sexy, rhythmic motion.
"Jace?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm gonna cum."
"Ooh!"
"On your cock."
"Do it."
"Rub my clit for me?"
"I-"
"Please?"
Jace fumbled a bit in his over-eager haste to do as he was bidden. His gaze locked on to where his and Skye's bodies joined as he sought her clit, then back up to her eyes.



"There?"
"Mmm. Right there."
"Harder?"
"Yes, please."
"Like that?"
"Yesss."
Skye moaned, leaning on Jace's chest for support. Her muscles tensed, her rhythm got a bit unsteady, and it was all Jace could do to try and keep his fingers rubbing on target.
"Yes yes yesssss," Skye hissed.
She writhed around with even less coordination as she came. A rush of juices flowed from her, making a mess of Jace's naughty area. Her eyes rolled back and her arms strained. Her hips and butt wiggled like crazy, then went nearly still, then rolled slow and gentle toward the end, milking the last of her orgasm from herself.
"Damn," Jace said reverently. "That looked like a good one."
It took Skye a second to focus on him, still shivering slightly, and eyes not quite wanting to cooperate. "S'alright."
"Alright? You look like you're about to fall over."
"Shut up."
Despite her defiance, Skye carefully lowered herself down until she was lying nearly prone atop her brother, his cock still somewhat keeping her in place, throbbing within her happy pussy.
Jace toyed with Skye's hair. Her chest went up and down heavily for a bit, then faded back to normal breathing.
"Am I allowed to finish now?" Jace asked.
"Soon."
"How soon?"
"I dunno. I'm tired now."
"But I need to cum. You got me all worked up again."
"Not so fun when it happens to you, hm?"
Jace pouted. "Skyyyeee."
"Shush. I'm basking."
"How long's that gonna take?"
Skye sighed and propped her head up a bit to try and glare at Jace. Her effort didn't start out particularly firm, and it only devolved further when he booped her nose. She swatted lazily at his hand in response.
"You really wanna cum again?"
"Of course. Why is that in question?"
"In me?"
"Yes please!"
"Right now?"
"Uh..."
"Even though I'm all relaxed and comfy and-"
"I could be quick."
"You want to disturb your poor, worn out sister, who's been so very good to you, just so you can-"
"Oh shut up."
Jace rolled Skye over in one smooth, surprise motion. She squealed and flailed a bit, but her grin suggested it wasn't entirely unexpected.
Jace was on top of Skye before she could go anywhere, cock slipping back inside her like it was the most natural place in the world for it to be. He kissed her deeply, silencing her indignant protests, smothering them with lips and tongue until she was quiet and kissing him back just as firmly.
Skye dragged her fingernails along Jace's back, not quite hard enough to leave marks, but enough to make them known. She grabbed his butt, urging him deeper and to thrust harder. He'd been fucking her gently as soon as he'd reentered her, but at her insistence he picked up the pace quite significantly.
"Do it," Skye whispered. "Fill me up again."
"I'm gonna."
"Then we're gonna cuddle for a while."
"Deal."
"No complaining."
"I'm not."
"An' I want lots of hair stroking."
"You'll get it."
Skye nuzzled into Jace's shoulder. "Cum in me, Jace," she encouraged in a soft, adoring tone. "Cum in your sister. Again. I want my cuddles."
Jace snorted. "You want my cum."
"Nuh uh. Just cuddles."
"You like being all filled up."
"Shut uuuppp."
"You'll probably leave it there all evening."
"Oh my god, no. You weirdo. You think I want my little pussy all gooey from my bro-ther?"
"Fuck yeah you do."
"No, no, no!" Skye shook her head firmly, but her fingers were digging almost painfully into Jace's ass.
"Yes," Jace said gently.
"All gooey and creamy and filled up and naughty and bad and... and..." Skye trailed off and paused a moment. "Only for the cuddles," she repeated. "It's gonna make such a mess."
"The best kind."
"I'll make you help me clean up," Skye warned.
"Oh no. Not more playing with your pussy. Anything but that."
Skye nipped at Jace's shoulder. He yelped, then laughed and dug his fingers in her side, tickling her and making her squirm.
"Gonna cum in you," Jace said, voice going a bit ragged. "Cum in my sis-ter. Make her all messy. Make her all mine."
Skye's voice was, if anything, even more breathless. "Make me yours?"
"Yuh huh."
"That better mean lots of cuddles."
"Cuddles, sure. Hair stroking, sure. But mostly fucking and fingering and lots of cumming in you."
"Gee. So romantic."
Skye gasped as Jace pushed her legs farther apart and slammed deep into her pussy. He fucked her harder, nearly out of nowhere, pounding her sopping little pussy.
"Tell me you don't want it," he dared her.
"Shut up," she growled, wrapping her arms around him and clinging tight.
"Tell me."
"Shut up! Just... just... goddammit, fuck me harder."
"I am."
"Harder!"
"Ooh, so-"
"Don't even start." Skye kissed Jace rather savagely, nearly drawing blood as she caught his lip between her teeth. "Yes I want you to cum in me, ok?"
"Even if it's messy?"
"Especially if it is." Skye pushed Jace's hair back, running her fingers through it and forcing his head back just enough to stare into his eyes for a moment. "Pound me. Cum in me. Make me yours. Make yourself mine."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Give me that brother cum. I want it."
Jace pushed Skye's legs even further back, giving them an almost painful stretch. He pounded her pussy hard. She only cooed and moaned louder the harder he slammed into her.
"Mmm, fuck me, Jace."
Jace only grunted in response.
"Fuck me. Fill me. Give it to me."
"Hnnggghh."
"That's it. That's it!"
Skye's voice devolved into babbling as incomprehensible as Jace's grunting. They were sweaty and tired, and Jace was railing Skye with everything he had left. Their bodies slipped against each other, coming together hard and fast, slapping and rubbing.
Skye clung tighter to her brother, always tighter. Her eyes bored straight into his, when either of them was looking at anything at all.
Their mouths met in a long, adoring embrace as Jace's cum poured into Skye, giving her a promised second dose of his sexy, brotherly mess. He kept fucking, slower and slower, until they finally were only writhing together, and even that slowed to an eventual total halt.
Only panting was exchanged between them for a while. But it was happy, satisfied panting, and every time their eyes met, both siblings grinned like maniacs and had to look away again.
"I need... off... this floor," Skye said.
"Good luck... I don't... know... if I can move."
Skye beat weakly on Jace's arm. "Help me... uuuppp."
"You help... me up... first."
"You're... on top."
"Well then... we've got... a problem."
They giggled stupidly at each other and made token efforts to rise that mostly went nowhere. They only barely managed to eventually drag themselves to the couch where Skye stretched herself out mostly on top of Jace, who comfortably settled himself beneath her. As promised, he set to work lazily playing with her hair.
"My ass hurts now," Skye murmured.
"Well don't blame me. I didn't do that."
"You pounded me into the floor pretty hard, dude."
"Oh. That kind of hurt."
"Yeah."
"Sorry. Want me to kiss it better?"
Skye snorted. "You can't possibly have the energy for that right now."
"No. Probably not."
Skye sighed contentedly and snuggled deeper into Jace's loose embrace. "This is nice, though."
"The cuddles? Or being all filled up with-"
"The cuddles, silly." Skye bit her lip. "Although..."
"Yeah, thought so."
"It's very naughty."
"Isn't it, though?"
Jace twirled some of Skye's hair around his finger. She matched the movement, tracing her finger around Jace's chest roughly in synch with him.
"You still want me to move in?" Skye asked.
"You think I'd change my mind?"
"Well... you might be on the rebound. Looking to hit it and quit it."
"Yeah. That'd go over well, I'm sure."
"You never can tell with boys."
Jace kissed Skye's forehead. "I'm pretty sure you're just fishing, but I'll bite anyway. Yes I want you to move in. I love you. I want you around more."
"And you wanna fuck me more?"
"Well... yes. That too."
"Ah. All about sex. I knew it."
Jace jabbed his free hand into Skye's side, making her squeal as he tickled her unprotected flank.
"I bit already. Cut it out."
"Ok, ok. Jeez." Skye giggled softly again, then smiled at Jace as she held his hand away from her. "Love you too, you goofball."
"Glad to hear it."
"I bet."
They kissed softly, lingering on each other's lips.
"Callie'll be thrilled having a live-in mom again," Jace said.
"Yeah. That's the real takeaway from this, alright."
"Just sayin'."
"Mmhm."
"I mean, I'll be more thrilled, though."
Skye's warm, broad smile belied her slightly sardonic tone. "I'm sure you will."
****
The eventual move went pretty smoothly. Skye was practically living with Jace even before it was official. Even though she had her own room, it was more or less irrelevant as they slept together nearly every night anyway.
Skye awoke one morning cozied up to her brother, as was usual. She smiled at him, then lifted her head to examine the warm weight by her feet.
"Jace. Jace!" She nudged him. "You up?"
"Hm? Well if you're gonna poke me like that, guess I will be."
"Callie's in bed with us."
"She likes it there."
"We've been over this. You're s'posed to close the door."
"She gets lonely."
"She'll be fine, dude."
"You don't know that."
Skye sighed and rolled her eyes. "Fine then. Just sayin', though, kinda kills the mood for morning sexy times if she's gonna sleep with us."
Jace was quiet a moment. "I'll go let her outside, maybe."
"Yeah. Maybe you just do that."
Jace padded into the bathroom, pausing barely long enough to don a pair of boxers. By the time he got back to fetch Calypso, she was already curled up in the warm spot he'd just abandoned, getting slow pets from Skye. Calypso gave a couple heavy tail thumps on the bed, then went still again.
"Oh now really."
"Hm?"
"Thought you wanted sexy times?"
"I did. Callie got here first."
"But... you were just complaining about her sleeping with us."
Skye shrugged. "Yeah, well, she's snuggly."
"I know. That doesn't-"
"You snooze you lose, dude."
"You're infuriating, you know that?"
"Deal with it."
"I'm just gonna have to."
"Mmhm."
Jace sighed and cuddled in behind Skye, barely finding room on her side of the bed. "You got me all excited for sexy times," he grumbled.
"Maybe you'll shut the door next time."
"Yeah. Maybe." Jace grinned. "She's getting you just as wrapped around her little finger as me, you know."
"Not hardly. You're a total sucker."
"I stand by what I said."
"Pfft."
"You're a dog mom now."
"... maybe. So?"
"It's nice."
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever."
Jace kissed Skye's shoulder. "S'like our own li'l family."
"Hurray for us."
"Love you, you know."
"I do know. And if you keep sweet talking me, maybe you'll get those sexy times after all."
"Yeah?"
"After you put Callie out."
Jace looked at Calypso over Skye's arm. "In a bit. She looks so comfy."
Skye nodded lazily. "In a bit," she agreed. She caught Jace's hand and squeezed it. "Love you too," she mumbled.
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Serena knocked on the door jamb of Nancy's room, only stepping as far as the open doorway. "Alright, I'm off. You're on your own for a little while."
Nancy nodded and pretended not to care. "Ok, sure thing. See ya later."
As soon as Serena was out of earshot, Nancy bounced out of bed and crept along the hallway so that she could hear the front door close. With her big sister officially out of the house, Nancy finally had the privacy she'd been waiting for. It didn't come all that often for her.
Privacy was nice most any time, though usually locking her door was sufficient for her alone time needs. At a bare minimum, anyway. This was a bit different, though. Nancy needed access to Serena's room, and it was especially critical for there to be no one lurking around to surprise her.
Nancy skipped over to Serena's door, heart pounding with nervous anticipation. She slowed down and picked her way carefully through the scattered, haphazard mess on Serena's floor, not wanting to leave any trace that she'd been there.
The underwear drawer at the top of Serena's dresser was one of the few areas that was reliably organized and almost always kept closed up, and Nancy knew the secret of why that was. It was where Serena had always hidden things, ever since... well, ever, as far as Nancy knew. Serena had better hiding spots too, but her undies still concealed things from time to time.
Nancy truly hadn't meant to snoop or anything. Sure, sometimes she just took a peek at things that weren't her business. Who didn't, really? But this time had been the result of trying to be nice and put some clean clothes away for her sister. She'd accidentally been rewarded for her efforts in a way that was both exciting and somewhat guilt inducing.
With trembling fingers, Nancy very carefully moved Serena's panties aside and pulled out the dildo she'd previously located. She just held it in her hands for a moment, staring at its length and feeling the weight of it. It was almost scarily big, but that might only have been because she didn't have any experience with sex toys. For all she knew, it might be a very regular size for dildos.
All on its own, one of Nancy's hands wrapped totally around the thickness of the dildo. She stared at her fingers as they curled around, then slowly slid back and forth. It didn't seem so scary to jerk off something this size, but anything beyond that...
"Ahem."
Nancy jumped and fumbled the dildo, luckily dropping it right back in the drawer it had come from. She slammed the drawer shut and whirled around, knowing it was too late to feign innocence but still willing to make the effort, since in her panic she didn't know what else she could possibly do.
Serena stood casually leaning in the doorway, arms folded, eyebrow arched, the beginnings of a smirk on her lips. "Whatcha doin'?"
"Nothing!"
"Nothing?"
"Yeah. Just... nothing."
"Ah."
"You're gone, though. I heard you."
"That's a bold defense, li'l sis."
"But... but you were."
"I forgot my keys. Rookie mistake not waiting until I was actually for real gone."
Nancy looked down at her feet.
"So y'know I gotta ask," Serena said lightly, "what the hell you're doing touching my stuff. Especially... that."
"I was only looking at your underwear," Nancy said desperately. "I was gonna maybe... borrow some?"
"Without asking?"
"... yes."
"Ah." Serena walked slowly over to Nancy, who fidgeted a little more with every step closer. "I could almost believe that. Not that it would be ok. You gotta at least ask. I don't steal your panties, do I?"
"You've got all the nicer pairs anyway," Nancy mumbled.
"Not the point." Serena calmly opened her underwear drawer and pulled out the dildo that Nancy had dropped. "And irrelevant, since you weren't actually looking at my panties."
"Well... I was... it..."
"Question is, did you just happen to find it, or is it what you actually came to steal? Sorry, 'borrow.'"
"I-"
"Look at me, Nance."
Nancy looked up, somehow meeting her sister's eyes. Serena was holding the dildo up in her eyeline, causing Nancy to blush furiously as she tried to maintain eye contact.
Fortunately, Serena still didn't seem overtly angry. Annoyed and patronizing, sure, but not actually livid that Nancy had dared to violate her space and privacy.
"I found it when I brought laundry in the other day," Nancy admitted.
"Ah."
"It's so... I mean... I had to get a closer look. I had to."
"Did you, though?"
"I mean, like... it..."
Serena sighed and padded over to her bed. She sat down and patted a spot next to her. Nancy hesitantly slipped over and sat next to her sister.
"Nance, you know you can just buy your own toys, right?"
Nancy felt her face go even hotter, and was sure she'd look embarrassingly crimson if she dared to check a mirror. She shook her head rapidly. "No! No way. I couldn't."
"Yes you could. You're eighteen. It's totally legit."
"No, but, like... 'cause the store... and people... and they'd..."
"They wouldn't give a shit. But... but I get it. It's scary when you're not used to that kind of thing." Serena fidgeted with the dildo, then thankfully set it aside. She continued more gently. "Nance, can I safely assume that you don't have any toys of your own?"
Nancy bit her lip and shook her head again.
"And you've never looked at any up close?"
"I... Lindsay found her mom's vibrator once. And we kinda looked at it. But only that once time. It was... smaller."
Serena snorted. "I would imagine. This one's on the large size for dildos."
"Oh thank god."
Serena actually chuckled at that. "It's, uh, well... here's something else I gotta asked first, I guess. How much porn do you watch?"
Nancy, whose face had just started to cool down, felt it go right back to full blush. "I don't do that!"
"No? Not even a little?"
"I shouldn't... it's... it's..."
"Nance," Serena said gently. "Everyone does it. You think I'm gonna tease you?"
"Well... are you?"
"No. I don't think it'd be funny enough to be worth it. Wouldn't even be a challenge, judging by your reactions so far."
Nancy wrestled with her answer for a moment, then decided she probably might as well just be honest. "I've seen some. Every now and then I just, like, can't help myself? I get curious and-"
"Get horny, more like."
"That's... no I don't! You... ugh."
"Nance, you're super adorably shy about this, but it's gonna transcend into annoyingly shy if you keep pretending like you don't feel the same stuff literally everyone does."
"What?"
"Everyone gets horny. It..." Serena stopped and considered. "Well, no, I shouldn't say that. Almost everyone does, though. And nearly everyone checks out porn. Lots of them regularly. I know I do."
"You do?"
"Don't feign naivety. You found the dildo. I presume you know some other things, but I don't know what, exactly."
Nancy squirmed. "You left your phone open once. It was on a... a site."
"Huh. A naughty site, I assume."
Nancy nodded.
"Well I don't recall that. But that's what I'm talking about. I get horny all the time. It's nothing to be ashamed of."
"You never told me before, though."
"It's... ok, it's something to be mildly ashamed of. But for stupid societal reasons. I wasn't just gonna come out and casually slip into conversations that I'd just been fingering myself while watching porn."
"... do you do that?"
Serena face-palmed. "Oh for fuck's sake, Nance. How behind are you on figuring yourself out?"
"What?"
"Do you at least masturbate?"
Nancy cringed and shrank back. "I mean..."
"Yes or no, dude. And don't say no. I'll be forced to reevaluate my performance as a big sister. I never thought that I had responsibilities in this area. Just assumed people kinda got there on their own."
Nancy pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged herself into a ball. She took the time Serena was ranting to calm herself down a little.
"I masturbate," Nancy admitted quietly.
"Yeah? Good."
"But I don't think I do it right."
"That's ok. That's halfway expected. We can work with that."
"We can? We're... what are we doing?"
"Nevermind just yet." Serena tilted her head back in thought. "So, lemme get this straight. You know about porn, somewhat, but are embarrassed enough that you're probably not that deep into it. Which isn't a bad thing, honestly. You don't have any toys, but you do play with yourself, but maybe haven't..." Serena trailed off and examined Nancy's face. "Have you had orgasms?"
"I... I don't know."
Serena nodded. "Ok. So you haven't."
"I-"
"Shush. I'm thinking." A long, awkwardly quiet moment passed. "You weren't gonna try and use my dildo, were you?"
Nancy squeaked and buried her face in her knees.
"It's way too big for you," Serena said gently. "You can't start on something like that. Something thinner for you."
"And shorter," Nancy mumbled.
"Well... yeah. But you wouldn't be trying to take the whole length anyway. This one's made for two people. You understand that, right?"
"What?" Nancy's curiousity overcame her deep, crippling embarrassment enough for her to lift her head as Serena lifted the dildo again.
"See the two identical ends? Yeah, one for each person."
"Like... like two... girls?"
"Generally, yes. Not always."
"So you're... you..."
"Don't make assumptions just yet," Serena said softly. "I can see we've got a lot of work to do, and I don't dare think what you're imagination's telling you."
"Well, you and another girl, right? 'Cause... 'cause of..."
"Yes, yes. You're right. But just... don't read into it, is all I'm saying."
"I-"
"You're still reading into it. I can tell. Stop that."
"Sorry."
Serena nodded. "So, anyway, we need to get you a smaller toy. That's pretty clear."
"I don't really want one."
"No? You sure? Or are you just still super embarrassed by everything?"
"... it can be both."
"You seemed awfully fascinated before you realized I was there."
"That was... it was only..."
"What?"
"You're gonna think this is stupid."
"I really doubt it."
"I just wanted to see if it would... if I could get it in my mouth."
Serena blinked slowly. "What?"
"I told you it was stupid."
"It's actually not."
"It's not?"
"No. That makes way more sense."
"It does?"
"Yeah. And it's probably way more feasible that you could suck on it than, like, comfortably taking it another way."
"You think?"
"For sure. Still not what you'd want to start with, though."
"Well... I don't really have options."
Serena smirked crookedly. "Almost certainly more than you think you do. But nevermind that. Boys aren't gonna be that big, Nance. If anything, you want something more human-sized."
"I-"
"If you wanna see what a blowjob feels like, anyway."
"Hey!"
"That's what it's about, isn't it?"
"No!"
"Yes it is."
"No!"
"Yes!"
"... yes."
"Good. We can work with that." Serena put her hand on Nancy's shoulder. "You're gonna have to let me help, Nance. We got work to do with you."
Nancy squirmed. "It's kinda pathetic, isn't it?"
"Nope. Not at all. Everyone has different experiences. And lots of 'em don't have awesome big sisters to help out when they need it, so you're already doin' better than most."
"I don't think that's true. That last part."
Serena grinned. "We'll see if you change your mind when I'm done with you."
"That sounded kinda ominous."
"Oh it'll be fun. Trust me."
"Again, ominous."
Serena affectionately ruffled Nancy's hair. "Hush, Nance. I'll take care of you."
"You seriously don't hear how ominous you sound? 'Cause mppphh mmnnhhhgg nnhhggg."
Serena wrapped her arm around Nancy and covered her mouth until she went silent. She let her hand fall away and just held Nancy to her for a while. Slowly, Nancy unfolded and let herself fall into her sister's loose embrace.
The scariest part was, arguably, over now. The confrontation. Except Nancy had no idea what Serena was contemplating, and it was quite possible there would be scarier stuff ahead. Still, it was Serena. Her big sis. It couldn't possibly be too bad, right?
****
It was only the next day when Serena came to Nancy's room with the first part of her scheme. Even before she spoke, Nancy had a hollow feeling in her tummy that she was up to something. Just the way she smiled.
"Brought you something," Serena said casually.
Nancy pretended to look up from her book, as if she hadn't been tracking Serena ever since she entered. She didn't move from her bowl chair in the corner where she'd been curled up reading. "A banana?"
"Yep."
"... for a snack?"
"Nope."
"Then... what?"
"You know what." Serena handed the banana over, then settled herself on the end of Nancy's bed, folding her legs and getting comfy. "Don't worry, I'll get something better for you. Just didn't get there yet."
Nancy felt heat rise in her cheeks. "Thanks?"
"You're welcome."
Nancy stared at the banana. "I don't-"
"Probably wanna peel it first," Serena suggested. "I mean, you can do it skin on, but it's thicker that way, and kinda grosser. I washed it though, just in case."
"I-"
"Probably just, like, peel it halfway, like you're gonna eat it. But instead, like, you know, just suck on it for a while."
"I've had bananas in my mouth before," Nancy blurted, trying to get ahead of Serena cutting her off again.
"Yeah, but not for this."
"No, but... but I don't think this'll actually help."
"Hey, it's training wheels shit, sure, but ya gotta start somewhere." Serena shrugged. "And honestly, you'll only be able to go so long before it gets too soft." She winked. "Much like a real penis, in some ways."
"Oh god."
"You know, 'cause of when they-"
"I get it, thanks."
"And afterward-"
"I said I get it!"
"I heard. But if you don't start sucking on that thing, I'ma have to keep tormenting you."
"I don't think you do, actually."
"Education and torment all in one. The big sis wombo combo. How many opportunities do I get to-"
"Alright! Alright. I'm gonna do it. Then you'll leave?"
"Probably."
"Probably?"
"Well I gotta see how you do first."
"Oh my god!"
"So show me."
Nancy blushed furiously as she stared at the banana in her hand. It was on the green side, still pretty firm, so probably wouldn't fall apart too quickly. That wasn't really her main concern though. She wasn't sure at all that she could actually just, like, pretend to suck it off in front of someone.
"First you peel it," Serena prompted. "That's not even part of the lesson. That's just how bananas work."
Just to buy herself a few more seconds, Nancy slowly peeled the banana back to about halfway. It looked more doable at its reduced internal thickness, at least. That still didn't help the emotional barrier to entry, though.
"Put it in your mouth," Serena urged helpfully.
"I know."
"You're not doing it."
"I... I can't."
"Sure you can. Just take a bite, except don't. Boys don't like when you bite their penises. Pro tip right there."
Nancy smiled and almost giggled. Just enough tension was released that she took a deep breath, then brought the banana to her mouth.
"There ya go," Serena said. "In it goes. Doesn't have to be deep yet. Just get some in there."
Nancy felt ridiculous, but put about as much of the banana in her mouth as she might bite at once, then kind of just held it there.
"Give it a kiss if you want," Serena said. "Or out and in. Or go deeper. Lots of options, really. In fact, if you don't wanna go right to it when the real thing happens, you can always spend some time licking and kissing."
Having been given the option, Nancy pulled the banana back and gave it a kiss. She swiped her tongue out and licked it from a quarter of the way down up to the tip.
"I dunno. That just feels silly," Nancy said.
"It's a banana, Nance. Of course it's gonna feel a bit silly."
"But-"
"I'll try and get you a dildo for next time. It at least feels properly sexual. Though honestly, a real dick would be best."
"I... I couldn't do a real one."
"You could if you were super duper into a boy, I bet. And that's the point, right? To see if you could handle it when the time came? And to kind of know what you're doing."
"Well... yeah. Basically. Maybe. I think."
"So it's better if you start on something a bit silly, isn't it?"
Nancy bit her lip. "Did you ever do anything like this?"
Serena grinned and leaned forward. "You wanna know?"
"... yes?"
"When I used to get horny, sometimes I'd grab a banana and sneak it to my room. And I'd kinda, like, do exactly like this. Just pretend I was sucking someone off. And I'd play with myself while I did it."
Nancy's eyebrows shot up. "Really?!"
"Did you think I didn't masturbate?"
"I... no... but-"
"Then eventually I got a dildo. I had to. Needed something a little closer to the real thing."
"The one I-"
"No, god no, not that one. Something only little. Easy to stuff in my mouth. Fairly easy to get in my throat, even if only just a bit of it," Serena said, indicating a spot on her neck. "I'm gonna get you one like that. Promise."
Nancy squirmed in her chair. "I don't even know if I'll like it enough to really bother getting one."
"Nance, babe, you're sitting here with your big sis practicing on a banana. You're into it. You don't gotta be all shy about that with me. I know what you're feeling."
"I-"
"And just you wait for the real thing." Serena grinned. "It's so much fun with the right person."
"I don't think that's happening for a while."
"Maybe. Maybe not." Serena shrugged. "Never can tell with these things. But don't worry. I got your back. Anyway, back to work missy. You've stalled long enough."
Nancy felt a little less ridiculous putting the banana back in her mouth. At least Serena had done things like this before, so it wasn't just her.
Other than sliding the banana in as far as felt comfortable, Nancy wasn't really sure what to do next. She tried bobbing her head a little, but it didn't quite feel right. Nor did licking or kissing or anything Serena had suggested. It was still just a banana after all.
Serena watched quietly for a bit, then got up and came over to Nancy's bowl chair. She climbed in as Nancy frantically pulled her banana free.
"Hey! No room!"
"Sure there's room," Serena said calmly. "Just gonna have to snuggle a bit."
Serena got herself settled at nearly a ninety degree angle to Nancy, legs fully across her lap, pinning her in place.
Serena plucked the banana from Nancy's unresisting fingers. "You're overthinking things, Nance."
"I don't think that's the problem."
"It so is, though." Serena shrugged. "I mean, lack of experience, sure. But I can tell you're not feeling it."
"Well... it's a banana."
"True. But still, though."
Serena brought the banana up most of the way to her mouth, then made firm eye contact with Nancy as she dipped her head to meet it. She never looked away as she parted her lips, then only gave the banana a teasing kiss. She licked halfway up it, then kissed it right around the middle.
Nancy watched awestruck as Serena made it look sexy. She couldn't imagine doing that herself, but her big sis did it so effortlessly.
"See?" Serena mumbled in between kisses and light sucks of the shaft. "Gotta tease a li'l. Play a li'l. Then..."
Serena took more of the banana straight into her mouth than Nancy felt she'd be able to. All so smoothly. Serena bobbed on it, up and down, pulling entirely off at times for more kisses and licks. Eventually she paused to peel the skin down further, then tilted her head back some and took it partway down her throat, held it there, then flourished back out, presenting it back to Nancy.
"Oh wow," Nancy breathed. For some reason, just from watching her sister's ridiculous and lewd display, her tummy had gone a bit fluttery. She hesitantly accepted the banana back, trying to ignore the slight tremble in her hand.



"I mean, the deep throat thing is a whole other lesson. I wouldn't expect you just to be able to do it." Serena winked. "But that's something specific we can work on. Mostly I just want you to get comfortable with the basics."
Nancy looked at the banana. "It's getting kind of mushy."
"It'll do that. When it starts falling apart, I guess the lesson's over."
Serena watched expectantly. Nancy knew she couldn't follow up on her sister's skill, but she also had some ideas of how to proceed now.
Taking a deep breath, Nancy went back to it. She darted a few teasing kisses here and there, then some long, lingering licks. She delayed as much as she dared under Serena's watchful eye before sucking on the banana properly.
Nancy continued to stall by taking only a little more into her mouth at a time, slowly bobbing back for each bit of progress she made. Still, before she knew it she was bumping the back of her throat.
"Hold it there," Serena whispered. "Look at me."
Nancy blushed and looked up at Serena while holding her mouth stuffed full.
"Eye contact is such a useful tool," Serena said. She reached over and gently brushed back some of Nancy's hair.
The brief touch did funny things to Nancy. It was so deliberate and electric. It felt far more intimate than it really was. Nancy wasn't sure if it was because she was starting to buy into the banana shoved almost down her throat, or if it was something Serena was purposefully projecting. Another lesson of some sort.
There was so much to learn. It was a small shock for Nancy to realize that she wanted to know more, to discover how Serena could so casually do some of these things. She also kind of wanted to bury her head under her covers and wait until Serena left, but so long as she was being sat on, she supposed that option was right out.
Nancy played with the banana some more, with ever growing urges to impress Serena somehow. The poor fruit was pretty much done though, on the verge of falling apart.
"I need a new one," Nancy said with a faint pout.
Serena giggled. "You're getting into though, huh?"
"I... maybe?"
"You are. You're all disappointed you gotta stop now. That's progress."
"Is it?"
"Sure is." Serena guided Nancy's banana hand up higher, then leaned in and delicately bit off the tip. "Don't do this when it's an actual boy."
Nancy giggled in turn, releasing some nervous tension, though not all of it by any means. "Guess they wouldn't like that, would they?"
"Not so much."
Serena swallowed the small piece, then took another careful bit. This time she held it between her teeth and leaned toward Nancy.
Nancy's eyebrows shot up and she tried to pull back. There was nowhere to go, though, and Serena just kept getting closer. Nancy's mouth was so dry as she parted her lips and accepted the small morsel with her teeth. Their lips brushed soft as the breeze before Serena was pulling away again.
"All about the teasing," Serena murmured, gazing at Nancy with heavy lids and an impish grin. "You can get away with limited technique if you get the teasing down."
Nancy swallowed the banana, then swallowed again to try and get some moisture back into her mouth. Her tummy was fluttery and squirmy like never before.
"You shouldn't tease me like that."
Serena tilted her head. "No?"
"It's... it's weird."
"Oh is it?"
Serena took another bite. Nancy knew what was coming and could have stopped it. It would have been so easy. As simple as moving her hand before Serena could take the bite. And yet, all she did was watch.
Serena came in slow. Nancy met her halfway, lips parting on their own. Again there was the very softest of meetings between their mouths before Serena pulled away. Maybe not even enough to register as physical contact.
Before she sat back, Serena darted in and kissed the tip of Nancy's nose, grinning in self-satisfaction as she leaned back again.
"It's all in the teasing. I'm telling you."
Nancy flushed warmer, hardly daring to swallow the small piece of banana between her teeth, her tummy was so damn turbulent. How did Serena do that to her? What kind of mystical power was it anyway?
"You ok, Nance? You're looking a bit terrified."
Nancy swallowed hard, clearing her mouth. "I'm ok," she said.
"Are you?"
"Yes?"
Serena stared appraisingly at Nancy. She gently took the banana away, folded the skin back up, and set it aside. "Maybe that was a bit much all at once."
"It's fine."
"You look like you'd bolt on me if I wasn't sitting on you."
"Well..."
Serena shifted around until she was sitting almost parallel to Nancy. She wrapped an arm around her and hugged her close. Once Nancy relaxed into it, Serena stroked her hair some.
It kind of calmed Nancy, but she was still a mess of inner confusion and turmoil. If anything, her tummy was fluttering even faster at the more intense physical contact. Which didn't make any sense, really. The almost-kisses sure, those were new and weird. Just sitting together? She should have been used to that.
"You can practice on your own if you want," Serena whispered. "Lemme know when you want something more."
"Are you... still gonna get me a real toy?"
"Do you want one?"
Nancy bit her lip. "I don't know."
"Do you really not know, or is that a yes that you're too embarrassed to vocalize?"
"... maybe?"
Serena twirled some of Nancy's hair around her finger. "I'll find something fun for you."
Nancy flushed. "Ok," she said in small voice.
****
Nancy continued sneaking bananas away to her room for the next few days, getting some private practicing in. Somehow, even though it was far less embarrassing on her own, it also lost a lot of the thrill not having Serena there.
A couple times, Nancy almost went to Serena to see if she'd watch, but always chickened out. It'd just be weird to ask.
Every now and then Serena would take more opportunities to tease Nancy. Usually just quick little things, either in private or in front of other family members, but sometimes something more involved.
One evening in particular, Serena came into the rec room where Nancy was curled up watching a movie. Drew, their brother, was taking advantage of his gaming setup off to the side to play a game with his headphones on. Having two tvs running solved most of the old problems they'd used to run into fighting over whose turn it was. It wasn't so much an issue these days anyway, as they'd grown up some since then, and their elder two sibs had since moved out.
It was some combination of Nancy, Serena, and Drew sharing the room these days, which would have been mostly fine even if they hadn't matured since their younger years. This evening, Serena had brought a banana with her, which only made Nancy roll her eyes. There was only so much maturity age could bring, it seemed.
Serena ignored Nancy's exasperation as she settled on the couch with her and started peeling her banana. It had become a bit of an overly obvious way for Serena to pick on her. And yet, she kept doing it. Nancy didn't know whether to keep giving her credit for being a helpful big sis, or to feel very annoyed that she just kept... eating bananas. Which when put that way, felt rather petty. Still, Serena knew what she was doing. She deserved at least a tiny bit of ire directed her way.
Maybe the worst part of it was that Nancy already knew she was going to be interested. Even if Serena was being a bit of a shit about it, she had the skills. She could get Nancy all fluttery and squirmy anytime she wanted. The question remained, did she know that's what she was doing? She couldn't, right? Surely she wouldn't keep doing it if she knew she was making her little sister all wet and confused.
But she definitely was doing it. Whatever her intent, Serena was fully committing to sucking off another banana. She went at it apparently oblivious to any audience, but she knew Nancy was watching. She had to.
"What the hell is it with you two and bananas lately anyway?" Drew asked.
Nancy jumped and tried not to react. She'd halfway forgotten all about Drew being there too.
"Whatcha mean?" Serena asked calmly.
"You know what I mean," Drew said. He'd paused his game and pulled his headphones back from his ears. "Every time I see either of you, you're eating one. Or about to be. And you," Drew said, stabbing a finger at Serena, "man, I don't even know what you're doing. It's like you're tryin' to..."
"To what?" Serena asked sweetly.
"It's weird."
"Is it?"
"Yes. You haven't even taken a bite yet."
"So sorry."
Serena took a small, lingering bite from the tip of the fruit while making full eye contact with Drew.
Drew shook his head. "Such a weirdo."
"You love it."
"I really don't."
Serena winked and licked her banana before taking an even slower bite, using her lips far more than necessary.
Nancy was stuck in the middle, eyes darting between her brother and sister, hardly daring to move. Like somehow she'd escape notice if she just stayed still enough. She wasn't even sure why she felt like she had to hide. The exchange had nothing to do with her. Except... it kind of did. Sort of. Even if it was mostly in her head.
Drew rolled his eyes, replaced his headphones, and went back to his game. Serena smiled like she'd attained victory and finished the rest of her banana in a more normal fashion.
After eyeing Drew and ensuring he wasn't paying attention, Nancy scooted closer to Serena.
"You shouldn't do stuff like that," Nancy hissed.
"Like what?"
"You know what."
"But it's so much fun."
"Someone's gonna figure it out. Drew already almost knows."
"He doesn't know anything. And if he does, he'll just assume it's all me. You're too much an innocent to ever be, like, sucking off bananas. Or whatever."
Nancy flushed. "Am not."
"Well, no. But you seem like it."
"Ugh."
"But hey, we're working on that, right? I can turn you into a seductive little succubus if that's what you wanna be."
"A what?"
"You know, one of those demon lady things that sexes up dudes and drains their life energy."
"That's not a real thing."
"Sure it is. You think I just made it up?"
"... maybe."
"Well I didn't."
Nancy shook her head. "You still shouldn't make it so obvious. And... and it's not nice teasing me about it all the time either."
"It's only 'cause I love you."
"Sure it is."
"And 'cause I like making you squirm like that."
"Mean."
"And 'cause you kinda like it."
"Don't!"
"I've done the banana thing with boys, Nance. They look at me kinda basically the same way you do." Serena booped Nancy's nose. "'Cept you blush more."
"Shut up!"
"Well you do."
"You're the worst."
"Aw, am I?" Serena pouted. "I thought I was such a good sister."
"You're mean."
"I tease. That's all." Serena shrugged. "'Sides, I got something for you."
Nancy hesitated. "What sort of something?"
"Wanna find out?"
"Are you just gonna embarrass me more?"
"Maybe a li'l." Serena stood and nodded toward the hall. "C'mon."
Serena didn't wait for Nancy. She just started walking.
Nancy considered her options for a moment, but she really wanted to know what she was getting. She hopped up and hurried after her sister.
"So what is it?"
"I told you. You have to come see."
"You can't just tell me?"
"Nope."
"Mean."
"Wait to see before you throw that word around any more."
Serena didn't drag the reveal out. Before Nancy could even peruse the room and try to figure out what the surprise was, Serena was flourishing a dildo in her face.
"Oh. Oh wow."
"Nice, huh? Not too big for you, but still should be pretty fun. Suction cup base in case you wanna stick it somewhere. Body safe too, in case you wanna... 'stick it somewhere.'"
Nancy felt her face warming. "You're already tryin' to embarrass me again."
"Not so, baby girl. I'm very serious. I got you a good one."
"But you're all... like..."
Serena led Nancy to the bed so they could sit. "Look, I'm sorry I kept teasing you with those bananas."
"You're not sorry."
"I am. Kinda. I mean, it wasn't to embarrass you."
"Yes it was."
"No it wasn't. It was more, like, 'cause I really liked that reaction I got from you. I know how to get reactions from boys if I want, but girls are a whole other thing. And especially with you... you're my baby sister, Nance. Getting that sort of reaction is some kind of a thrill that I still don't really understand."
Nancy's mouth went dry and her tummy fluttered. "It is?"
"Yeah. It is." Serena nudged Nancy with her shoulder. "You didn't think I was actually just tormenting you, did you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Aw, where's the love?" Serena kissed Nancy's cheek. "You know I looove you."
Nancy's heart pounded, and swallowing wasn't restoring enough moisture to her mouth. "You're confusing me now."
"Am not."
"You are!"
"Ok then." Serena held out the dildo. "You still want this though, right?"
Nancy hesitantly took the toy. "You're not gonna make fun of me about it?"
"If anything I'll just enjoy that you're having fun with it."
Nancy gave Serena a suspicious, sidelong glance. "All of a sudden I don't know what to make of a statement like that."
"Why so?"
"'Cause it almost sounds like you're gonna... think about me using it."
"Ideally I'd get to see it too."
"Serena!"
"What? I watched you suck off bananas. It's not that different."
"Yeah, but... you implied you wanted to see... something else."
"Did I? Or did you imply that all on your own?"
"I... you... stop messing with me!"
"Sorry."
Nancy looked at her brand new dildo. Inside, she was crazy nervous and excited about it, but she wasn't sure how much was the object itself, and how much was Serena sitting next to her.
"You really want to see?"
"Yeah! Of course! I mean, I'm kinda training you and all, so I gotta see how you manage. And, like, I kinda just wanna see, too."
"For real?"
"For realsies." Serena made an exaggerated heart crossing motion with her finger.
Nancy gripped her dildo with both hands to try and hide the nervous tremble that had developed in them. She stared at the toy that looked far more like a real cock than any of the bananas she'd been practicing on. Serena wanted to see her suck it. That was so crazy. So very, very insane. Nancy shifted her legs a bit, feeling the dampness already accumulating in her panties.
"Promise no making fun?"
"Of course."
Nancy nodded, tried to moisten her tongue some, then started in on her brand new dildo.
She started just the way she'd been taught, with teasing little licks and kisses. She flicked her eyes toward Serena every now and then, but didn't dare make proper eye contact. Her sister stayed quiet and interested, though Nancy strongly suspected she was waiting for something more.
Slowly, smoothly, and doing her best not to appear anxious or uncertain, Nancy parted her lips wide and took the dildo into her mouth. She started with just a little, swirling her tongue over it even though Serena couldn't see what she was doing, then took a bit more.
Nancy bobbed her head, taking her dildo deeper and deeper until she bumped the back of her throat. She worked the shaft some more, sucking on it and working up a bunch of extra spit to make up for her previously dry mouth.
"You're doing good," Serena whispered. "Can you take it deeper?"
Nancy hesitated and looked at Serena, who was watching intently. She pulled the dildo out, leaving a strand of saliva connecting them for a second.
"I don't know..."
"Come on," Serena urged. "You know how. I wanna see."
"You first?"
Nancy held out the dildo, offering it to Serena. Serena gently pushed it back.
"It's your new toy, Nance. You need to do the first deep throat. It's ceremonial."
"I don't think that's true."
"I'll do one after, if you want."
Nancy bit her lip, insides going all nervous and squirmy again. "Promise?"
"Enough with the promises! Yes, of course I will. Why would I say it otherwise?"
"I dunno. Jus' checkin'."
Taking a deep breath, Nancy pushed her dildo back into her mouth, all the way to the back. She tilted her head backward, straightening out her throat, and kept pushing.
If only because Serena was watching, Nancy was firmly determined to fill up her throat. The dildo was thicker than she was used to with bananas, but also made for this kind of thing, and much more resilient under pressure. She choked a bit on her first attempt, but then managed to stretch out her throat enough to fit the toy partway inside.
With a series of in and out movements, making sure to breath in between, Nancy worked the dildo deeper and deeper, until she had it balls deep in her mouth.
"That a girl," Serena said softly.
In her determination to succeed, Nancy had almost forgotten about her sister for a moment. A flush of pride went to her cheeks at the genuine statement of appreciation for her skills.
Serena reached over and held the bottom of the dildo in place with gentle pressure. "How long can you keep it there?"
Nancy's eyes went wide and she felt a momentary panic at not being able to breathe. But, too, she could still rip the dildo back out if she wanted. Serena wasn't forcing it down. Just... holding it. Helping keep Nancy's throat stuffed.
Shivers ran up Nancy's spine, her clit tingled, and her pussy flooded into her already damp panties. She let go of the dildo in her throat and let Serena hold it in place, surrendering to the thrill of pretending like Serena was in control. Which, in a sense, she actually was. Just because she wasn't physically dominating Nancy didn't mean she wasn't in charge.
A returning, deeper panic took hold as seconds passed with no way of getting air. Nancy clenched her hands, tried to fight it, then finally had to shove Serena's hand away and spit out the dildo, coughing and gagging and accidentally getting excess spit all over herself.
Before Nancy could fully recover and look up, Serena was on her. Nancy's eyes went wide and her whole body tensed as Serena's lips met hers firmly and adoringly. Almost as soon as Nancy relaxed into it, melting beneath her sister's embrace, it was over, and Serena was back sitting and watching Nancy, a big smile on her face.
"That was so good!" Serena said.
"Wha'?"
"Oh my god, you with your throat all filled and choking, and you're all just... just...
"You kissed me."
"I did."
"That... you... you can't."
"Yeah, sorry." Serena fidgeted with her hair and chewed her lip. "I probably shouldn't have, huh? It just... I dunno. It felt right. I won't do it again."
A sudden panic gripped Nancy, deeper than anything the dildo cutting off her airway had caused. "Well... wait now, though. I mean, like, if you wanted to again... or something... or... or..."
The anxiety only intensified as Nancy found herself unable to express what she wanted to. Partly she was still wrestling with what she actually wanted, because she couldn't let Serena kiss her like that. There was no way. But, too, how could she ever go on knowing she could have more of that and had refused it?
Serena solved the problem by putting a warm hand on Nancy's cheek and leaning in for another kiss. It wasn't as forceful or spontaneous this time, but was soft and loving, and lingered to the point where Nancy was breathless all over again.
"You're utterly fascinating sometimes," Serena murmured.
Nancy felt much the same back toward Serena, but didn't dare actually say it.
"Can I put it back in?" Serena asked.
Nancy's poor heart was pounding so fast. She nodded and opened her mouth as wide as it would go. She gripped her hands together to keep them from trembling so noticeably.
Just the way Serena's eyes met Nancy's made her feel like such a slutty little thing, and she couldn't quite decide if it was in a good or a bad way. She only knew she wanted more.



Serena pushed the dildo back in slowly, meeting Nancy's gaze the whole time. She had to wiggle it a bit and find the right angle for actually getting into her throat. Nancy helped by tilting her head back some, but no so much that she lost sight of her sister's smoldering eyes.
There was a bizarre calm involved with letting Serena fill up her throat. More so even than doing it herself. Nancy's hands stopped shaking, and she left them splayed casually on her thighs even while her air was being cut off.
It was only a tease at first. Serena pushed the dildo in partway, then pulled it back. In, then out again.
Nancy gripped her legs tighter, holding her hands back from 'assisting' her sister. She wanted more. Like when Serena had held the dildo deep in her throat. But she wasn't getting it. Not yet.
But, too, the way Serena was eye-fucking her as she teased her throat was nothing short of panty-flooding.
Nancy gagged once as Serena finally pushed the dildo all the way in, but then held still and calm, unwilling to let her pull out again so quickly just because she choked a little.
Serena's eye contact got even more intense. She got up close to Nancy, so close her breath was warm on Nancy's cheek, gazing deep and lovingly into her eyes.
"How long should I leave it there?" Serena whispered huskily.
Nancy gave a fractional shrug, staying otherwise still even as her lungs began to protest.
Serena bit her lip for a second. "So utterly fascinating. I'm starting to wonder if you haven't secretly been crushing on me for a while. Is that it?"
Nancy's eyes widened, but she didn't want to shake her head with the dildo still pinning her somewhat in place.
"No, maybe not that. You already were better at oral stuff than you let on? Hm, no." Serena sighed. "I don't understand it." She grinned. "But I do so love it."
Nancy gasped loudly as Serena released the dildo and let her breathe again. Nancy sucked air in greedily, but still left her hands on her thighs.
Serena reached over and wiped tears off Nancy's cheek for her. Nancy hadn't even realized her eyes had been watering so badly, nor how much she'd drooled down her chin and shirt.
"So what is it?" Serena asked gently.
"What's what?"
"This easy acceptance of having your throat filled. You look like a pro taking it. An innocent, adorable, sexy pro."
Nancy squirmed at the compliment. "I don't know. Just... it feels nice. And it's you."
"Me? But you weren't crushing on me, right? I don't think it makes any sense. I would have noticed something before you tried to steal my toy. At least, I think I would have."
Nancy took a deep breath and felt her hands tremble again. Her whole body was buzzing and tingling, and she felt about ready to explode. She knew it was a risk to admit feelings even she wasn't quite able to come to terms with, but she needed more. So much more. Her sister had inadvertently opened something much larger inside her than she would ever have intended to.
"I never had a crush on you," Nancy said.
"Thought not."
"But... I might be falling for you now."
"Oh. Oh wow."
Nancy cringed back a little. "I know you probably don't need that. Not from me. But-"
"Are you kidding?" Serena gave another of her long, deep kisses. She used significantly more tongue this time. Once again, she left Nancy breathlessly trying to recover afterward. "You know you've been making me feel things too, right? You must know that."
"Um..."
"The things you make me think about..."
Nancy squirmed some more. That small motion made it clear to her just how ruined her panties were. She was going to be leaving a wet spot all over the bed at this rate. "What kind of things?"
Serena grinned and gave a small shake of her head. "Open up," she said instead of answering.
Nancy didn't even think about it. She opened her mouth wide and let her big sis fill it back up with the dildo. Her throat bulged out obscenely as Serena pushed it in deep, and once again Nancy gagged once initially before accepting the intrusion.
The dildo went all the way in, right to the base. Serena didn't hold it there long, though, just enough for a tease. She pulled it back out, then shoved it back in. She only went slow at first, but built up faster and harder until she was vicariously fucking Nancy's throat.
Nancy held eye contact as best she could, though at the pace Serena was going she was forced to blink and choke some. The more deliberate effort she put into eye-fucking her sister, the more energetically Serena violated her mouth in return.
"Nance?"
"Hm?"
"Do you want to play with yourself?"
Nancy looked away and felt her cheeks warm.
"Do you?" Serena insisted.
Nancy met her gaze again, then nodded fractionally. "Mmhm."
"Then why don't you?"
A small shake of her head, as much as she could manage while her throat was pinned.
"Nance, you're a horny little thing right now. It's not exactly a secret. You're gonna need to do something about it."
Nancy shook her head again, but then undid her jeans anyway. She didn't want to stop and pull them off, but her access was limited with them on. Somehow, though, she wormed a hand into them and her soaked panties and got to her flood-disaster of a pussy.
Nancy's eyes rolled back as her fingers brushed against her clit. She was more turned on than she'd ever been while touching herself. Every little sensation felt like so much more than it was. Electric thrills ran up her body from her clit, and a deeper, aching pleasure emanated from her pussy as she slipped a pair of fingers inside.
"That a girl," Serena said in a husky voice.
Serena held the dildo in longer in between each cycle, slowly increasing the time it filled Nancy's throat. Nancy rubbed herself as fast as she could manage with her hand pinned by her jeans, earning herself more throat time the more desperately she fingered herself.
Nancy was becoming such a sloppy mess. She felt it, but didn't care, and certainly didn't let it stop her. She was gagging and drooling so badly as Serena got rougher with her mouth and throat, messing her own chin and shirt with her excess spit. Her pussy and fingers were drenched, soaking her jeans and making embarrassing noises as she fingered herself.
"You're gonna cum, right?" Serena asked. "You gotta cum soon. You gonna do it?"
"Hnngghhmmmgg!"
"Oh good."
Nancy was already so close. Serena gave her an extra push by burying the dildo in her throat and holding it there.
Nancy's eyes watered and tears flowed down her cheeks. She felt yet more drool spilling from her lips. Her lungs tightened a bit, and her clit throbbed like crazy.
The absolute most intense feeling by far of Nancy's life exploded within her. Electric shocks of pleasure burst outward from her pussy and clit, her whole body tingled, her toes curled, and her eyes rolled back until she couldn't see anything at all. She rubbed her clit with cramped fingers, giving herself more and more and more.
The dildo came free halfway through, and Nancy sucked in a huge, dizzying lungful of air. She remained oblivious to anything else but her own pleasure, though she knew Serena was right there watching her go insane.
Nancy fell back on the bed panting. She still rubbed herself, but gradually slowed down as the thrills coursing through her faded away. Little tingles danced through her toward the end, then there was nothing but relaxation and peace as she came back to reality.
Once Nancy could focus again, which took a moment, she found Serena still sitting beside her, gazing down with a fond, bemused smile.
"Enjoy that, did you?"
Nancy nodded.
"Good girl." Serena ruffled Nancy's hair. "I kind of enjoyed it too."
Nancy smiled shyly.
"Shall we get you cleaned up? You're a bit of a state right now. Not that I mind." Serena shrugged. "Probably best no one else sees, though."
Nancy shared the sentiment, but also didn't want to move. Getting cleaned up sounded like a huge, impossible task in the moment.
Instead, Nancy shifted around a bit and laid her head in Serena's lap. Serena giggled softly and played with her hair some more.
"Ok. Maybe we'll get to that later."
"Yes, please. Later," Nancy mumbled. "Only later."
****
Nancy only reluctantly got up at all, and only when her need to pee grew strong enough. Once she was up, though, she made a cursory swipe at cleaning her face, though her shirt and panties were lost causes. She probably needed a shower and change of clothes, but didn't quite feel like committing that much effort.
She stopped by the kitchen and downed a glass of water, realizing belatedly just how thirsty she was. She was refilling her glass for another drink when Drew wandered in.
"Where'd you and Serena disappear off to earlier?" he asked.
"Whatcha mean?"
"I mean you both just vanished and I haven't seen you around since then."
Nancy shrugged. "Just hanging out. Went to her room for a bit."
"Yeah?"
"Mmhm."
Nancy turned around and sipped at her second glass of water. Drew's eyes narrowed and he scanned her up and down. Apparently her sloppy shirt and general dishevelment was all too clear. Hopefully her jeans weren't soaked through enough to be obvious.
"Just hanging out, you say?" Drew said suspiciously.
Nancy took another sip of water. She was oddly calm in the face of having her sexy secret being dangerously close to given away. It was kind of exhilarating to so casually show off something so naughty, perhaps only because Drew wouldn't quite know what it meant.
"S'what I said," Nancy confirmed.
"Then... what happened to your shirt?"
"I drooled a bit."
"A bit?"
Nancy took another sip and ignored the implied question.
"Seriously," Drew said, "you guys've been weird lately. Like, for real, what's going on?"
Nancy's heart pounded a little harder, though she remained remarkably calm. She didn't care if he knew, she decided. In fact, it was kind of a thrill to think about him knowing.
Knowing some of it, anyway. She wasn't about to give everything away.
"Serena's been teaching me about blowjobs," Nancy said. She stared straight at her brother, amusing herself at his reaction.
"Sorry, what?"
"Blowjobs. Serena's been teaching me stuff." Nancy shrugged. "I don't really know for sure, but I think I'd be pretty good at them."
Drew scanned down Nancy's shirt again, then back up. "The fuck you say?"
"No, not that. Just blowjobs."
"That's... good lord, Nance. What the hell? Is she... are you... who..."
"Use your words."
Drew ran his fingers back through his hair. "Is this a thing girls do? All this time I've been thinking they don't really, like, practice kissing and have sexy pillow fights. Has media been truthing to me this whole time?"
"Can't speak for any of that," Nancy said. "Only just stumbled into this whole thing, really. It's been very educational though."
"Educational?"
"Yep. S'too bad you're my brother, kinda, 'cause you'll prolly never find out what I learned."
"Oh wow, ok. I did not need that kind of comment."
"Jus' sayin'."
Drew shook his head and turned away. "I'm abandoning ship on this conversation."
"Probably for the best."
"I was genuinely concerned for you, though. I just want you to know that. 'Cause I can't tell how much you're messing with me, but you definitely are."
"Never lied about anything."
"Messing doesn't always involve lies. Sometimes the truth is fuckier than fiction."
Nancy thought about it for a moment after Drew left. He kind of had a point. She'd definitely been messing with him, in a truthy kind of way. And it was pretty dang fun, too.
Maybe it was the continued afterglow of a truly marvelous orgasm. Her first one, and just as mind blowing as a girl could ever ask for. Maybe that's what it was. Because Nancy still felt calm and happy, and more than a little amused.
Any other day she felt like she would have spun herself into quite a tizzy just at the thought of telling Drew all that stuff. Now she could hardly muster up a bit of anxiety over it.
Nancy went to her room and stripped off her clothes. She was only going to change her shirt, but changed her mind and ditched everything. She replaced her panties and top, but didn't bother with anything else.
After changing, Nancy wandered back to Serena's room, bare-legged and still remarkably calm, considering.
Serena's eyes glinted upon Nancy's return. "Taking your clothes off just for me?"
"No. Just needed to get some clean stuff on."
"Uh huh. Well I like it anyway."
"You've seen me like this loads of times."
"Sure. But that was... before."
"Before?"
"Mmhm."
"Before what?"
"You know what."
Nancy blushed and flopped onto Serena's bed to try and cover her returning flutters. Maybe that was why she didn't get anxious around Drew. She was too busy being all crushy on Serena. It kind of drowned out a lot of other stuff.
"Ran into Drew," Nancy said, by way of trying to change the subject.
"Makes sense. He lives here too."
"I still had my messy clothes on."
"Oh?"
"You think he'd ever let me practice on him?"
Serena sat down next to Nancy and prodded her. "Trying to make me jealous?"
"No. Just wonderin'."
"About him instead of me?"
"Well yeah. 'Cause he's got a penis. More conducive to blowjobs."
"I could get one."
"A real one?"
"No. But almost as good."
"Mmhm. Almost."
Serena sighed heavily. "Alas. Grown tired of already."
"Not hardly." Nancy wiggled closer to her sister. "Just thinkin', is all."
Serena laid her hand on Nancy's tummy. She tickled it softly as she let her fingers roam. She neared Nancy's tits a few times, but didn't quite touch them.
"Would you actually want to suck him off?" Serena asked gently. "Your brother?"
"You say that like what we're doing isn't just as bad."
"Arguably, it isn't." Serena shrugged. "But then, too, arguably it is." She smiled crookedly. "I only meant to show you some stuff, you know. I didn't plan on... having so much fun."
"Me either."
"You're my baby sis."
"I am."
"How'd you get so interesting?"
"I'm interesting?"
"More than that, even."
Serena cupped one of Nancy's tits in her warm, gentle hand. Nancy bit her lip and stared up at her sister with shy, adoring eyes.
"We shouldn't feel this way, should we?" Nancy asked.
"You know the answer to that."
"Yeah, but... I thought maybe you'd convince me otherwise."
"Do you need convincing?"
Nancy gasped softly as Serena tweaked her nipple. "Not really."
"Oh good."
Serena flipped herself down on the bed and stretched out next to Nancy. Their hands went to each other, gently and rather chastely at first. They just lay there, mostly. Their foreheads were nearly touching, their eyes locked together, their hands exploring only safe territory. Mostly.
"Can I stay with you tonight?" Nancy asked.
Serena smiled. "Yes," she whispered. "You sure can."
****
Nancy ate fewer bananas now that she had her dildo to occupy her mouth. She didn't abandon them entirely, though. They were still fun and relatively innocuous for when she was hanging out in the living room or something. She felt a small, sneaky thrill every time she grabbed one in front of her parents, and rather enjoyed the looks Drew gave her now that they were both on the same page about what she was doing.
Not that it would have been hard to figure out what Nancy was up to. She'd sit on the couch for long whiles at times, only just sucking gently on her banana. Sometimes her snack would be falling apart before she remembered she was supposed to eat it eventually.
Generally, though, her dildo was better for what she wanted to do. It wouldn't fall apart no matter how vigourously she deep throated it. Plus the suction cup base provided some interesting possibilities all on its own.
Nancy was particularly happy to discover that the dildo would stick to her mirror. There was something excitingly slutty about kneeling down, leaning forward, and watching herself as she sucked the toy deeper in her mouth. She was even able to see what she looked like when she got all sloppy and gaggy, and had tears trickling down her cheeks after throating herself for a bit.
Even more fun was when Serena walked in on her while she was playing. It was heart-jumpingly terrifying for a second until she saw who it was, but that extra jolt of adrenaline added a sense of danger that lingered beyond the initial feeling.
Serena closed the door and watched calmly for a moment as Nancy kept sucking off her toy. Nancy could keep an eye on her in the mirror, at least when she wasn't gagging herself too hard.
"Is this what you do when you're alone?" Serena asked.
Nancy pulled herself off the dildo and swiped at her face, which didn't really clean up the mess by any appreciable amount. "Sometimes."
Serena padded closer, near silently. She knelt behind Nancy and put her hands on Nancy's waist. "Horny little thing, aren't you?"
Nancy shrugged and tried not to show the shivers running through her as Serena got all close behind her.
"You didn't even wait so I could watch," Serena said, nipping softly at Nancy's ear.
Nancy squirmed and ducked her head, playfully avoiding Serena's teeth, though not trying too hard to keep away. "You wanna watch every time?"
"Probably not. And honestly, it's more fun walking in and catching you being bad."
Serena ran her hands up Nancy's shirt. Nancy leaned back against her sister, letting her get her feel in, as well as snuggling a little closer.
"Back to work, li'l sis," Serena admonished. "That dildo isn't going to suck itself."
Nancy grinned and leaned forward. She opened her mouth and swallowed most of the dildo in a single smooth motion. She kept pushing and buried it in her throat, holding herself there for a second before pulling back again.
"You're getting good at that," Serena whispered.
Nancy barely even felt her face warm at the acknowledgement of her deep throating skills. It was true, after all. She was getting really, really good at it. And she really didn't feel embarrassed about being good at it in front of her sister.
One of Serena's hands stayed on Nancy's chest, freely playing with her tits under her shirt. The other strayed low, dancing with the edge of Nancy's pants.
Nancy clenched her fingers, holding them in place on her thighs, wanting to move, to do something, but even more strongly wanting to let Serena do whatever she was going to do.
"I've been thinking about some things," Serena said, almost conversationally. Her casual tone contrasted heavily with the way she kept fondling Nancy. "I kinda want to keep you all to myself. Which isn't at all fair, for a few different reasons."
Nancy's heart beat stronger against her rib cage. She pulled off her dildo, gasping to regain her breath. "I'd be ok with it."
"Mmm, maybe you would, too. But maybe you just haven't found the right boy you want to be with. Someone you could suck off for real."
"I dunno. Maybe." Nancy leaned back against Serena again, cozying up to her and enjoying her warm embrace. "I like being with you, though."
"There are some things I can't give you. You know that. And some things... well, I'm your sister, after all. Some things I shouldn't give you. And some things I can't quite be sure you actually want."
Nancy met her sister's reflected eyes in the mirror. "You think you've tricked me into all this?"
"Not exactly. But something like that."
"That's mean. I'm capable of making decisions, you know."
"I know. But I'm very capable of persuading you, too."
Serena slipped her fingers down the front of Nancy's jeans. Nancy gasped, her eyes going wide even as she stared her sister down.
Yes, indeed, she could be persuasive.
"I don't even know if I'd want a boy," Nancy said. "I'd like to try sucking real cock, but other than that..."



"I'm not sold on hetero relationships either," Serena agreed lightly. "They have their upsides, but not all they're cracked up to be." She kissed Nancy's neck, just above her shoulder. "But then, I never would have expected to fall for my baby sis, so what do I know?"
"Fall for me?"
"Mmhm."
Nancy's clit throbbed, and she didn't think it was all from Serena's teasing fingers circling closer. "So you wanna be with me?"
"I do."
"And I wanna be with you."
"For now."
Nancy reached back and pinched Serena, who tried to swat her away but her hands were both tangled up in Nancy's clothes.
"Either you think I can decide things for myself, or you don't. Cut it out with this patronizing bullshit!"
Serena grinned. "You know you're cute when you're angry and all covered in your own spit?"
Nancy rolled her eyes. "Whatever."
"You're right, though. I have to pick a lane, don't I?"
"Ideally."
"Nance?"
"Yeah?"
"How'd you feel about me eating your pussy?"
Nancy felt like her heart was going to stop. It was a long, long fraction of a second before it reassuringly thudded in her chest again.
"You want to?" she squeaked.
"Been thinking about it. Kind of a lot. S'not like you're the only one who likes doing stuff with her mouth."
Nancy's mouth felt dry. Her fingers were digging painfully into her own legs, and she had to force them to relax. All this work getting used to sucking on things for Serena, getting used to it and not embarrassed or nervous anymore, and one little question had her flustered all to shit again.
Not that she hated the feeling.
"We could try it," Nancy managed to say, her voice only cracking slightly halfway through.
"Oh good."
"You have to let me go, though."
"Not yet. You haven't finished with that dildo yet."
"I haven't?"
"Get a little messier for me."
"I'm pretty messy already."
"I know. Messier, though." Serena kissed Nancy's ear. "Please?"
"Ok," Nancy said faintly.
She jammed her mouth back on the fake cock, despite being short of breath already. She sucked it hard and deep, ignoring her body's signals that she hadn't prepared for it. She gagged and choked and felt light headed from cutting off her air, and all the while Serena's lips and fingers caressed her all over, finding so many spots to tease and tickle her, and get her absolutely drenched.
Nancy deliberately let drool run from her mouth. It would have found its way out anyway, but she made that special effort to be even sloppier than usual. Serena wanted messy, so that's what she was going to get.
Serena undid the front of Nancy's jeans, giving her more room to work. Nancy was stuck in an odd position of wanting to keep thrusting her face forward, wanting to lean back into Serena, and wanting to lift her hips to help Serena's fingers slide further into forbidden territory. Her inability to do more than one of those at a time was exquisitely frustrating.
The sisters fed on each other's energy and arousal. Serena fingered and fondled Nancy more aggressively the harder Nancy throated herself, and Nancy in turn face fucked herself somehow more enthusiastically as she was rewarded for it.
Eventually, Serena gently pulled Nancy away from her dildo and held her head back until she stopped trying to lean forward again. Nancy collapsed back against her sister, gasping and sweaty, cheeks glistening, chin wet, and her shirt practically soaked through over her boobs.
"You're gonna pass out if you keep that up," Serena murmured as she stroked Nancy's hair. Her other hand kept up a softer touch in Nancy's panties.
"Wouldn't."
"Did you even remember to breathe?"
"Sometimes."
"Ah." Serena kissed Nancy's neck. "Well how about you take a little break anyway?"
"Awww."
"So we can do... that other thing."
Nancy bit her lip and felt a thrill run through her. "Ok," she said faintly.
Serena gave Nancy a hand up, which was needed since Nancy's legs had started going to sleep on her. Nancy leaned more heavily on her sister than strictly necessary, staying all cozy against her until Serena laid her gently down on the bed. Nancy started to scoot back and get more toward the middle, but Serena grabbed her legs and held her with her butt resting at the edge of the bed.
Once Nancy stopped squirming, Serena tugged her pants down, slowly pulling them off and leaving Nancy's soaked pussy covered only by her equally drenched panties. The thin, wet underwear clung to her and provided little to no modesty.
Serena knelt in front of Nancy, getting settled right up between her legs. She grinned up at Nancy, eyes bright and aroused.
Nancy couldn't believe she was going along with this. It was so crazy that Serena was leaning in toward her pussy, her soaking wet little pussy, about to do... things.
And despite that disbelief, Nancy wanted it so badly. She couldn't watch, but she couldn't bear to tear her eyes away either. She was so nervous for the moment of contact, and also excited like a kid on Christmas.
"What are you gonna do?" Nancy whispered.
Serena kissed Nancy's inner thigh, first on one leg, then the other. "What do you want me to do?"
"I dunno." Nancy's butt wiggled anxiously. "Stuff."
"Just stuff?"
"The... the stuff you said. The licking."
"You want me to lick you?"
"Sereeenaaaa."
"What?"
"You know."
"I do. But it's fun watching you squirm."
"Mean!"
"And I love your little pout."
"Shut uuuppp."
"You worried I'm not gonna lick you?"
"... maybe."
"You think I'd do that to you?"
"Not really."
Serena's voice got even huskier. "You think I'd pass up on the chance?"
"Probably not?"
"More like definitely not."
Serena nuzzled Nancy's panties, getting her face all up in them. She licked the wet material and opened her mouth wide to try and suck on them. Somehow she caught them between her teeth and pulled back, but didn't get very far without using her hands to help.
Nancy lifted her legs and helped Serena remove her ruined panties entirely. She was totally bottomless afterward, fully exposed to Serena whose head was already at pussy level.
Nancy didn't get much of a chance to get more nervous or excited, because Serena's restraint evaporated near-instantly. Before Nancy could even register what was happening, Serena dove forward and did an even more intimate version of her previous nuzzle.
The feeling was unlike anything else, more intense than over the panties nuzzling, or any teasing fingering. Her sister's face directly in her snatch, lips parting, tongue darting out, giving little licks, sucking at whatever she could get.
For not ever having had anyone eat her out before, Nancy was thrust into the deep end of oral attentions. Serena knew what she was doing, and her desire for Nancy's pussy was overwhelmingly clear.
"Oh my god," Nancy breathed.
"You taste so good," Serena mumbled in between close, fast licks.
"Do I?"
"Hell yeah, li'l sis."
Nancy had to close her eyes for a moment. It didn't stop the amazing sensory overload Serena was causing, but she just couldn't take it all in. There was no way.
Serena was doing things with her tongue Nancy hadn't realized were even possible. Things she still wasn't convinced were possible. But Serena was managing.
Granted, she had gone into this as horny as she'd ever been, and there was the factor of being eaten out by her big sister. There were those emotional and psychological factors. But then, too, so much of it was pure physical bliss.
Nancy wiggled uncontrollably as Serena's tongue danced along her slit, flicked her clit, and tried to bury itself deep inside her. Even Serena trying to grab her hips or thighs and hold her still only made Nancy squirmier. She couldn't help herself. Couldn't contain what she was feeling. Couldn't resist her sister's skilled cunnilinguing.
Serena ate hungrily, greedily, and with very little sense of decorum. She looked up at Nancy every now and then, but only briefly, and seemingly only to make sure Nancy was still watching. She couldn't possibly have needed confirmation that she was doing a good job. There was no question she knew she was blowing Nancy's mind.
Eventually, at some determination all her own, Serena focused her tongue and mouth more and more around Nancy's clit. She snuck a pair of fingers in, probing and gently entering Nancy's pussy, all while keeping a light, concentrated effort on her clit.
"Serenaaa," Nancy whined.
She didn't get a response. Not that she would have expected one. Only the same, constant, steadily escalating attention in some very naughty places.
Nancy came hard on her sister's tongue and fingers. A torrent of pleasure washed over her from one end to the other. She arched her back, dug her fingers into the bedding, and tried not to scream.
Her whole body was alive and tingling. Clenching and spasming. She tried once again to wriggle free of Serena, but her big sis still had a grip on her with one hand, as well as a pair of fingers ever deeper inside her.
Those licks on Nancy's clit just kept coming. Every one of them keeping her aloft a little longer, riding the high, not letting her properly finish.
Only by squeezing her thighs together on either side of Serena's head was Nancy finally able to push her back enough. Serena fought her about it at first, but gave in and let Nancy settle out some.
"I wasn't done, you know," Serena murmured, kissing Nancy's thigh as it was all she could reach.
"I was. That's too much."
"Is it?"
"Yes!"
"Looked like you were enjoying it."
"I was, but you just wouldn't stop."
"It's too much fun to wanna stop. You and your little pussy, tasting so good, getting all wiggly, going all crazy..." Serena kissed Nancy's thigh again, then slowly pried her legs apart one-handed as Nancy's resolve wavered. Serena still had her fingers inside Nancy's flooded pussy and gave them a gentle flex. "You don't know what it does to me making you feel good like that."
"So tell me."
Serena giggled. "I can't explain it, Nance. It's just something you'll have to try sometime."
"You mean... lick you?"
"Not necessarily. I mean, I'd enjoy it if you wanted to. But even sucking someone off is very similar, I've found. In certain respects." Serena leaned in and softly kissed Nancy's pussy. "Though nothing has ever been quite as good as eating you out just now."
Nancy blushed furiously. "That's not true."
"Certainly is. I've never loved anyone I've played with before. Thought I did once. But no. Not like you." Serena's eyes met Nancy's. "No one's ever been like you, Nance. I've never felt nearly that same thrill."
"Oh my god shut uuuppp."
"Stop talking? Well... I guess that lines up with what I wanted to do anyway."
"What did... oh."
Nancy closed her eyes as Serena latched right back onto her clit. Serena's fingers curled inside her in a fascinating and very pleasant way.
"I guess we could do that again," Nancy said.
"Mmhm."
"Just don't get so insistent this time."
"No promises."
****
Nancy was barely functional the next morning. She'd slept like the dead, but upon waking still didn't feel like she'd recovered from the multiple body-wracking orgasms Serena had tirelessly delivered. If she didn't have classes to get to, there'd have been no dragging her from her warm, comfy bed.
She sat alone at the breakfast table at first, chewing her cereal with blank eyes and an untasting mouth. Eating by reflex rather than any sense of desire for it.
Drew joined Nancy when she was about halfway through her bowl, but had to wave his hand in front of her face before she acknowledged him.
"You playing a zombie in a school play or something?"
Nancy blinked slowly. "What?"
"Nothin'. You're clearly not awake enough."
"That's true."
"Mmhm."
"Yesterday was exhausting."
"How so? You didn't do anything."
"Says you."
"You were locked in your room all evening."
"How would you know?"
"What, like, you snuck out or something?"
"Maybe. None of your business."
Drew shook his head. "You're so weird lately. You and Serena both."
Nancy smiled faintly. "I could see how you'd think so."
"This isn't about, like, that thing you said."
"What'd I say?"
"About... blowjobs."
"Oh. Yeah. Kinda, I guess."
"Was that for real?"
"Yeah."
"And last night?"
"We did some stuff."
"Like... what kind of stuff?"
Nancy set her spoon down. It was too much effort to eat and follow a conversation at the same time. She was going to fall asleep in class. She could feel it.
"You really wanna know?"
"I don't know. I kinda do 'cause you're worrying me a little. And I kinda don't 'cause it sounds like maybe it's stuff I don't want to know about my sisters." Drew shrugged. "But I kinda also do 'cause... it sounds maybe interesting?"
Nancy cocked her head. "Interesting?"
"Yeah. Maybe. I don't know."
"Interesting how?"
"I dunno. Just... you know."
"I really don't."
Drew was quiet and pretended to be busy around the kitchen long enough that Nancy thought he was going to drop the subject. She wasn't sure if she wanted to push it or not anyway.
"I feel like a weirdo about it," Drew said finally, sitting down across from Nancy. "But, like, it's not me doing anything."
"What?"
"It's you two. Doing stuff."
"Doing what?"
"I don't know! That's the worst part. You just told me Serena was... teaching you."
"About blowjobs. Sure."
"And, like, what does that even mean?"
"Well, it's when a girl... or doesn't have to be a girl, actually. It's when someone takes a penis in their-"
"Yeah, yeah. Not that. I know that. I mean I don't know what you two are doing."
"Oh."
"'Cause neither of you has a penis."
"Thanks for the update."
"So, like, you're not getting a boy or something, are you?"
"Nope. Although I want to try a real one sometime."
Drew relaxed fractionally, then tensed, then seemed unsure how to proceed. "So... just practicing on her toy or something then?"
"Not hers, no." Nancy frowned. "You've seen it too?"
"Her vibe? Yeah. Accidentally."
"Oh. That's not the one I saw."
"Ah. Ok. Makes sense, she'd have more than one. Didn't seem ideal for..." Drew trailed off and scratched the back of his neck. "This conversation is weird, isn't it?"
Nancy nodded. "Li'l bit."
"All I'm saying... I think... is you put this idea in my head, and it was one of those ones where I just couldn't help... filling in the blanks. In different ways. 'Cause I didn't know what was true."
"And you were 'interested.'"
Drew shrugged uncomfortably. "Well... like..."
"Drew?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm barely following this conversation. It's way too early for this."
"Sure, yeah. I didn't mean to get this deep into anything, really."
"I know. But as long as we're talking about it... how would you feel about being my practice boy? Hypothetically."
"... is that a serious question?"
"Serious enough, I guess."
Drew slowly rose from the table. "You're right, it's too early for this."
"Is that a no?"
"Waaayyy too early."
"Drew? Is that a no?"
Drew walked away, ignoring further attempts at being engaged.
Nancy sighed and got up too. She had to leave anyway.
"Was only hypothetical," she grumbled to herself. "Coulda just answered."
****
"What if I sucked Drew off?"
Serena slowly unlatched from Nancy's nipple and raised her head. She had Nancy's bra off and her top pulled up over her tits for easy access, but she forgot all about that for a moment as she considered Nancy's idle suggestion.
"Drew?"
"Yeah."
Another pause. "You mentioned him before. Is that what you want?"
Nancy shrugged. "Maybe?"
"Well if it's only maybe-"
"Ok, ok. I think I do want to. I mean, I definitely want to with somebody. And, like, yeah. Drew."
Serena sucked on her bottom lip in deep, intense thought. "I have to admit, I've considered it too."
"You have?"
"For you, I mean. I don't really want to. But, it kinda makes sense, right?"
Nancy felt a soft sense of relief. "I think it does. Except for I don't think he wants it."
"No? You asked already?" Serena tickled Nancy's side. "You're getting bolder."
"I don't know if it makes sense or not, but I think I just don't worry nearly as much about basically anything anymore. 'Cause I've got you."
"You always had me."
Nancy flicked her eyes down to where her boobs lay exposed directly underneath Serena's jaw. "Not like this."
"No, that's true. Not like this." Serena swirled a finger casually across the gentle slopes of Nancy's chest. "So Drew, huh?"
Nancy nodded.
"Just to try a for real blowjob, yeah?"
"You gonna get jealous on me now?"
"Maybe."
Despite her best efforts, Nancy couldn't help smiling broadly.
"Hey!" Serena said. "Don't be happy about that."
"But you're all jealous just 'cause of me. It's nice."
"I'm not even. It was only just maybe."
"You're all scared I'll suck Drew's cock and suddenly I'll fall for him instead."
"Ok, whoa, there's a lot to unpack here."
"There's not, really." Nancy tugged at Serena until she crawled a little further up, then kissed her firmly. "I'm only teasing," she breathed. "I'm yours. I'm not going anywhere."
"Damn right you're not."
Serena kissed Nancy even more fiercely, then abruptly sat up and hopped off the bed. Nancy started to sit up too, but Serena pushed her right back down.
"Stay," Serena said lightly, but in a tone that Nancy didn't have any intention of disobeying.
Nancy watched curiously as Serena swayed across the room. She only had panties on from the waist down, and they clung tightly to the curve of her ass. A casual swing of her hips was all it took to get Nancy drooling over her.
It was an interesting question whether Nancy would always have found her sister so tummy-wrenchingly hot if she'd only considered the idea, or whether the feelings she'd caught were what caused the sudden, explosive attraction. There really wasn't any way to know, now.
Serena opened up her underwear drawer and pulled out her large, double-ended dildo. The one that had started everything in the first place. She walked back to Nancy with the corners of her lips teasing their way into a smirk as Nancy's eyes got bigger with every step.
"Drew might have an actual penis," Serena said, "and believe me, I get the appeal. But there's still lots of things I can do that he can't."
"You know I only wanna try it," Nancy said in a small, nervously excited voice.
"I do know, in fact."
"But you're still gonna try and prove something?"
Serena paused. "You're getting entirely too cynical, Nance. I think I liked when you were a blushing innocent."
"You sure you don't prefer being able to lie me down and do whatever you want to me?"
Serena's eyelids fluttered and she bit her lip, all just at the idea Nancy had suggested. "You ought to be careful saying things like that," she said huskily. "I might just take you up on it."
"You trying to tell me you don't already?"
"Oh baby sis, you couldn't begin to guess some of the things I'd do."
Nancy's heart pounded. "Could so."
"You don't know. You only know what I've let myself try so far."
"Yeah, like, I get that there's other stuff you'd do, I guess. Like using that," Nancy said, nodding at the double-ended dildo. "And I haven't really done much other than mouth stuff, so that could be pretty new."
"Sure could."
"But, like, I've got some experience with this stuff now. I'm not gonna be the same naive girl as I was."
Serena sat down, idly rolling her dildo back and forth in her hands. "You know what I rubbed myself off to this morning?"
"How could I? Something about me, I guess?"
"I had a nice little fantasy," Serena confirmed. "About tying you up in bed. So you couldn't hardly move. And I had your ass stuck up in the air, so I could eat you as long as I wanted, and you couldn't do anything."



"That's it? You'd tie me up and lick my pussy?"
Serena's eyes glinted wickedly. "First of all, I didn't stick with your pussy the whole time. Secondly, I left you tied up a long, long time. If I got bored, I could go do something else, and you'd still be here later when I wanted more."
Nancy's eyes went wide as she contemplated the first part of what Serena said, then narrowed again slightly at the second. "You wouldn't actually lick my butt."
"I wouldn't?"
"People don't do that. That's just in porn and stuff."
Serena laughed aloud. "Oh, Nance. There's that innocence again."
"But... but... they don't, right? It's dirty."
"That's part of the fun. One of these days I'm gonna have to show you."
Nancy felt her cheeks getting warm. She didn't fully believe Serena, but she recognized she'd gotten herself into unknown territory. Her confidence in her newfound sexual knowledge was quite diminished all of a sudden.
"S'not like you'd leave me tied up all day or anything, thought," she mumbled, less certainly than before.
"Oh wouldn't I?"
"You'd have to let me out to, like, eat and drink and pee and stuff."
"I wouldn't let you dehydrate on me or anything," Serena said. "But no, I wouldn't have to let you out. Not until I was done."
"You would too! Or I'd pee myself."
Nancy thought at first that it was a point Serena would have to concede, but she only grinned back.
"Serena, you wouldn't..."
"Don't test me, unless you really wanna find out."
"Serena!"
"What?"
"That's... it's..."
"Too much for you?" Serena smiled sweetly. "You're going awfully red there all of a sudden for someone who thinks she's seen it all."
"Din't say that," Nancy mumbled, averting her eyes.
"If it helps any, I wouldn't really do that to you."
"Uh huh."
"But I am going to stuff this dildo deep in your mouth."
Nancy cautiously peeked up at Serena. Sucking on sex toys was much more comfortable to her than these other strange fantasies of her sister's. She may not know what was going on in Serena's head as well as she thought she did, but that didn't make her any less interested in the stuff she already knew she liked.
Nancy obediently opened her mouth wide, expecting Serena to guide the dildo in. It didn't go quite like that, though.
First, Serena grabbed a firm handful of Nancy's shirt that was bunched up over her tits, and hauled her into a sitting position. Nancy was thrown off balance both physically and mentally, but still reciprocated when Serena kissed her deeply.
The kiss lingered to the point where Nancy was already breathless before Serena pulled away, then pushed the dildo to her mouth. Nancy let it in, opening wide. It forced her jaw to stay open more than she was used to, since it was bigger around than her own toy. It became even more of a problem as it reached her throat.
In spite of her training, and her very best effort, Nancy gagged and her throat refused to meekly accept the larger invader. She tried again, persistently, but still only choked and drooled a bit.
"Lean your head back some," Serena suggested gently. "Open your throat up a little more."
Nancy obliged, adopting a back-tilted head position like when she'd first tried deep throating, even though it meant looking up at the ceiling rather than at Serena. It seemed to help, as almost immediately Serena was able to push the dildo deeper into her mouth, beginning to stretch and fill her throat.
Nancy's eyes watered, and she gagged a couple more times, but even with such a bigger dildo than she was used to, her training turned out to be quite helpful. The toy slipped inexorably further inside her already overfilled throat. Deeper and deeper. Like it just wasn't going to stop.
Except it had to sooner or later. Nancy needed to breathe, and there was no way in hell she could manage it around the monster blocking her airway. She made an urgent, questioning sound, muffled by the dildo. Her hand reached out to Serena's arm, ready to pull her away if she kept going any longer.
But Serena was already retracting. The dildo slid out much faster than it had gone in. Nancy coughed, then took some deep, heavy breaths. She swiped at her chin, wiping away some drool that had leaked past her lips.
"That thing's big," Nancy gasped.
Serena started sliding her panties down, but paused halfway. "Too big?"
"Well... no..."
"Oh good."
Serena kicked her panties off, then rather to Nancy's fascination, began pressing the spit-lubed end of the dildo to her pussy.
"Wow," Nancy said faintly.
In all likelihood, Nancy was pretty sure she could never take something that size the way Serena was so casually managing. But then, not so long ago she never could have swallowed it either. A sudden, small panic gripped Nancy as she wondered if Serena was going to expect her to try taking it vaginally. There was no way. She knew better. Right?
The throbbing in Nancy's pussy was worrisome. She was just horny, was all. But it was like her body was willing to betray her as easy as that. It was willing to try something stupid because she was all worked up, and smitten with her big sis, and probably a little too eager to please, if it came right down to it.
Serena got the dildo over a third of the way inside her. Nearly halfway. She held it there with one hand as she gestured with the other.
"Turn around some."
Nancy frowned. "Turn around?"
"Just... so your head's toward the edge."
"What?"
Serena rolled her eyes and gestured again. Nancy squirmed herself around, on her back, tits uncovered, face getting closer to the free end of Serena's dildo.
It became belatedly obvious what Serena intended once Nancy had settled herself. She felt a small surge of relief that it was only going to be her mouth after all, though that feeling was almost lost in the renewed excitement for trying something new.
And whatever else this was going to be, it certainly would be a new experience.
Serena stepped directly in front of Nancy and softly guided her dildo across Nancy's lips, back and forth. Nancy tried to open up and let it in, but Serena was only just teasing at first.
"This is going down your throat," Serena said.
"Yeah, I know."
"Ready?"
Nancy opened her mouth as wide as she could, then just waited. Serena teased a little longer, dragging the toy across Nancy's lips, then slowly pushed it into her mouth.
It was a whole different angle from what Nancy was used to. It actually seemed to work really nicely, if she let her head lean back off the edge of the bed. It was practically a straight shot down her throat from there.
Different, too, was the way Serena's thighs approached on either side of her face. The way the dildo connected from Nancy's mouth to her sister's pussy. It was not dissimilar to sucking a cock, in some ways, though presumably not at all the same in other ways.
"That's a good girl," Serena cooed softly.
Serena thrust back and forth a little, pulling out just enough that Nancy could breathe. She got deeper and deeper every time she pushed back in, filling more of Nancy's throat.
At times, Serena let go of the dildo entirely, letting the momentum of her thrusting carry itself along momentarily while she held Nancy's head or cupped her tits. Usually, though, she held at least a loose grip on the toy to keep it from going astray.
Nancy's clit burned with need as she was face fucked by her big sis. Sloppy noises were coming from her mouth pretty well constantly, excess spit was going everywhere, and all she could really see was Serena's butt as she pumped it back and forth.
Arguably, her position could be considered somewhat degrading. Like she was just being used as a toy. A plaything. But whatever it was, it turning her on like crazy.
Nancy was soaking wet. She needed to rub herself. She had to. She was going to burst.
Serena thrust especially hard into Nancy's mouth, pressing her pussy right up to her lips, bringing them together and totally burying the dildo between them. Nancy's pussy throbbed and gushed. Drool ran down her cheeks, over her upside down face.
With trembling, undextrous fingers, Nancy fumbled and worked at her jeans, managing to undo them. She squirmed and wiggled to try and get them out of the way, even while Serena kept throat fucking her so deep.
"Need some help?" Serena asked, as though it wasn't painfully obvious what Nancy was trying to do.
"Mmhm!"
"Sorry, what? I couldn't understand you with your mouth full."
Nancy would have glared at Serena, except of course that all she could glare at was her butt. It was fine, though. Serena knew what she wanted.
Once again, Nancy's mouth and throat were filled all the way up as Serena pushed forward and leaned over her. Serena's pussy was in Nancy's face, mashed right up against her. Not that Nancy could do that much with it without her tongue or lips free.
Except of course that her hands were currently unoccupied. Nancy sneaked a hand between Serena's legs while she was busy leaning over and pushing Nancy's pants down. Nancy couldn't actually see anything, and so fumbled around more than anything else as she tried to find her sister's clit.
"Ooh, whatcha doin' down there?" Serena asked, voice full of pleasant surprise.
"Unnhhh gnnnhhuuhh nhhaaa."
"Ah, yes. Of course."
Serena got Nancy's jeans down to about her knees, followed by her drenched panties. From there, Nancy was able to kick them off without too much trouble.
Serena backed off for a moment, letting Nancy get a few deep breaths in, then resumed face fucking her. Her strokes weren't quite as controlled or smooth as before, since she was now more focused on reaching over and fingering Nancy's wet little snatch.
Nancy moaned around the dildo, which resulted in some minor gagging as it just kept thrusting in and out. Serena's attention to her pussy and clit were just what she needed. It gave Nancy a release valve of sorts for her unbearable horniness.
"Goddamn you're soaked," Serena said. "Such a horny little thing, aren't you?"
"Mmmhmm."
"You gonna cum for me?"
"Mmhm!"
Serena jammed a pair of fingers even deeper into Nancy's pussy, while rubbing small, fast circles over her clit. Electric thrills surged through Nancy's body, emanating from her clit and traveling up her spine or through her tummy, and connecting to her overstuffed, well fucked throat.
Nancy was helpless beneath her sister. More so than usual, even. She couldn't think, couldn't move, couldn't do much of anything, really, other than try to remember to breathe when given the chance. She kept trying to go for Serena's clit some more, but it was impossible to keep track of it for long the way Serena kept moving and distracting her. She eventually just gave up on it.
Nancy wanted to cum so very badly. Both for her, because she needed it, and for Serena, who was working her closer and closer, and clearly wasn't going to stop before then.
"Cum for me," Serena half-sang, in a soft, melodic voice. "Cum for me, Nance. You're so close. I know you are."
Even though Nancy hadn't been looking at anything at all with any focus, her eyes rolled back and cut off her view even further. Her toes curled and clenched. Her fingers grabbed at whatever was closest, one hand grasping the sheet beneath her, and the other struggling and failing to find purchase on Serena's thigh.
"Cum for me," Serena repeated, her tone firmer, but still musical. "Now, Nance. Cum for me now."
And Nancy did. Not the very instant she was urged, but shortly enough afterward that it basically counted.
Nancy went on a euphoric, full-body ride. The jolts of pleasure coursing through her were cranked up to eleven, her awareness of her surroundings dialed down to near-zero, and her concentration on breathing fell off rather sharply.
Luckily, Serena pulled the dildo entirely out of Nancy's mouth, even while continuing to rub her clit all through her amazing, ridiculous orgasm. Nancy gasped and panted, still clutching for something to hold on to and centre herself, but the rush of oxygen helped her settle just a little.
As Nancy finally came down from her high, she rolled over on her side and curled up. She breathed heavily for a while, slowly coming back to near-normal. Her thighs were a slick mess rubbing on each other. Her face was almost as bad. She was barely clothed, either. But she was in such a relaxed, contented state that she didn't make any attempt at all at straightening herself out. Just lay there recovering.
Serena lay down behind Nancy, having ditched her dildo. She didn't snuggle up tight, but close enough that Nancy could feel her. She ran light fingers up and down Nancy's bare skin, from hips to shoulder, sometimes up over her neck, flitting past her ear, and through her tousled hair.
"You ok?"
Nancy nodded weakly. "So good," she whispered. "Oh my god, though."
Serena kissed Nancy's shoulder. She let her teeth press against Nancy's skin, but without really biting at all. "Believe me now?"
"About what?"
"That there are still lots of things I could do that you wouldn't expect. Or that you wouldn't be ready for."
"Yeah, I guess I can believe that."
"Good."
"But maybe... you could do more of them. Sometime. And I'll learn about more stuff."
Serena laughed softly. "Yeah, Nance, I definitely could." She reached around and teased Nancy's tits. "And we should get you a chance to suck Drew off. You should try it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. For sure."
"Thanks."
"Mmhm." Serena pulled on Nancy's shoulder until she rolled on her back. Serena climbed half on top of her and started licking at the spitty mess on her face. "I better clean you up some."
"With your tongue?"
"Yes."
"On my face?"
"And other places."
Nancy bit her lip. "Are you gonna lick my pussy?"
Serena grinned wickedly. "Probably."
"You have to be gentle. That was intense. I'm not recovered."
"I'm sure you'll manage."
Nancy giggled as Serena's tongue flicked over the tip of her nose. Serena licked her face a bit more, then soon enough was trailing downward, toward her pussy and the mess it had made.
Serena was probably right. Nancy was sure she'd manage somehow.
****
Nancy waited a couple days until it felt like the right time to approach Drew. It wasn't out of shyness or awkwardness. Nothing like that. It genuinely just hadn't felt like there was a good moment.
Being with Serena had changed her. All for the better, so far as she could tell. Things that should have freaked her out no longer did. She didn't have the confidence or experience that Serena did by any means, but she had come a long way from her far more sheltered existence not long ago.
Nancy walked past Drew in the laundry room one day, stopped, then took a few steps back and leaned against the doorway, narrowing her eyes in contemplation. He didn't notice her at first, too occupied with grabbing his clothes out of the dryer.
The house was quiet, generally speaking. Their parents were out. Serena was... somewhere. Nancy expected her back basically anytime, but didn't have much of a guess as to when. There wasn't much of being interrupted. Not right away, certainly.
Plus, Nancy was horny. Not crazy horny. Not like Serena got her. Not even close. But just a nice, low level arousal that put her in the mood to do something about it. Something like suck her brother off. Just to try it. Just to see.
As Drew remained oblivious to her presence, Nancy took a long moment in further consideration. Drew wasn't necessarily an easy sell on the whole blowjob thing. Which was fair. If he'd come to her and asked to lick her pussy, she would have been weirded out, perturbed, disconcerted, and various other such things. Gender stereotypes notwithstanding, it wasn't unreasonable for him to say no.
But she really wanted a yes. Even just once. She wanted to experiment. To try a real dick.
Maybe she was using him. That was an odd thought. Trying to use her brother. But he'd enjoy it if he'd just go for it. Probably. Despite her lack of actually, proper experience, Serena's training made Nancy pretty damn confident she could do a good job.
Drew finally turned around, laundry basket full of haphazardly piled clothes in his hands, and stopped short at finding Nancy watching him.
"Uh, hi."
"Hey," Nancy said.
"What ya doin'?"
"Thinking."
"Why?"
"Every now and then I like to think."
"No, yeah, but I mean, why there? Like you're... staring at me or something."
"Was thinking about you."
Drew's shoulders slumped. "Oh. Great." He stepped forward. "Can I get this to my room at least?"
Nancy stepped aside, then dogged along behind him. "Don't sound so excited."
"Is this about what I think it's about?"
"Almost certainly."
"Then I'm not excited."
"Harsh."
"You're my sister, Nance. You know that as well as I do."
"I mean, sure, yeah. But that's not really as convincing an argument as you seem to think it is."
"It'd be enough for most people."
"Probably it would be."
Drew dumped his basket out on his bed. He picked up a shirt and started folding. Nancy stepped in beside him and helped him get things sorted out. They worked in silence for a moment, and Nancy pretended she couldn't feel his eyes on her, appraising and calculating.
"What exactly have you and Serena been getting up to?" he asked.
"You really wanna know?"
"... no. Not really."
"Are you suuurrre you don't want to know?"
Drew stopped and openly stared at Nancy, chewing on his lip.
Nancy stared right back. She let the moment linger before saying anything. "She's licked me out, you know."
Drew's cheeks went red. "What?"
"Lots of times, now. She likes it. I do too. But she really must, 'cause she hasn't even asked me to do her."
"Oh my god, Nance."
"It wouldn't be any worse than that. You know it wouldn't. And it's not like you're not interested."
"I... I don't wanna do something like that to you. Wouldn't be right."
"That's fine, then. It's me doing something to you anyway."
"That's not how it works."
"Sure it is. I want something from you. And I'll be doing all the work. How is it anything other than me using you for my own purposes?"
"Because... I'd enjoy it?"
"Hopefully, yes."
"But, like, in a bad way, though."
Nancy rolled her eyes. "That doesn't even make sense." She reached over and gently took a shirt away from Drew, since he was only fidgeting with it anyway. She folded it neatly and set it on the small pile they'd managed so far. "Drew, I'm gonna try a blowjob. If it's not with you, it's gonna be with some other guy. And I personally don't know any that I'd really want to do it with. You gonna make me go through that?"
"You don't actually have to."
"No, that's true. The things Serena knows how to do to me, it's not like I'm lacking in fun sexy times. But... it's something I really want to try. And Serena agrees, even if she's gone a bit adorably jealous on me over it."
"Adorably jealous?"
"Only a bit."
"What does that even mean, though?"
"Well, like, she wants me all to herself, right? And it's kind of adorable."
"Oh sure."
"I get it though. I'd be a bit perturbed if she was after someone else too."
"This is a lot to take in. You know that, right?"
"I s'pose."
"You're talking like you're... together."
Nancy allowed herself a small but goofy smile. Couldn't help it, really. "We kind of are, I think," she said softly. "It's nice."
"So maybe-"
"You're right."
"I am?"
"Yes. I shouldn't be sneaking around to do this. Even if she knows. Serena should be here."
"Um, wait, I don't-"
"I'll be back later."
"I don't think that makes it better!" Drew called after her.
Nancy ignored him.
This was a much better plan. Get all three of them together. Drew was on the verge of caving anyway. He was interested. So interested. But reluctant for, admittedly, very good reasons. Serena would help with that. She could probably convince him better than Nancy could manage.



And Nancy was much happier at the thought of having Serena present. There was a certain appeal to having some privacy when she tried blowing Drew. But, too, Serena had shown her everything she knew. The emotional support of having her there would be nice, as would the lack of secrecy. Privacy was good and all, but Nancy would happily sacrifice it for any increased closeness with her sister. Her... love?
Was it too early for thinking like that? Maybe. Maybe just a little. That sort of thinking, at least, could remain secret for now.
Nancy anxiously waited for Serena to come home. Unlike before, when she didn't have any pressing need for her return, now it mattered. Now Nancy couldn't think of anything else.
It was a weird sort of thrill. Albeit the sort that was much more normal these days, thanks to Serena. The thrill of anticipating something altogether naughty and exciting.
Nancy was about out of her mind when Serena's car finally pulled in the driveway. She was by the back door, bouncing from foot to foot, as her sister walked in.
"I think Drew'll do it," Nancy blurted.
Serena calmly arched an eyebrow as she kicked off her shoes. "Oh?"
"Yeah. He wants to. I mean, it's a blowjob, right? And he's kind of into the whole... whatever we've got going on." Nancy made large, sweeping hand gestures to try and help her explanation. They probably didn't really help that much, actually. "But he's, like, not committing."
"So he's not really ready, then?"
"No, he is. Just doesn't know it." Nancy bit her lip and kicked at the corner of the mat by the door. "Might need your help convincing him, though."
"Ah."
"And... I want you there."
"There? In the room?"
"Yeah. I don't want to do it without you."
"You don't have to, Nance. It's not mandatory."
"No, I want to. I thought it'd be easier to just try it without you there. Quick and easy." Nancy slipped closer, taking Serena's hand. "But now I think I don't want to do anything like this without you."
Serena smiled. "You goof. It's ok if you do. You should be able to try things that you can't with me."
"I don't know about, like, things. But this particular thing, yeah, I'm gonna. And I want you there. And if there are other things, which I don't know that there will be, I want you there too."
"And what if you want to suck Drew off again. What if the first time's not enough to really get a sense. You gonna want me there every time?"
"Um... I don't know. Hadn't thought about that." Nancy shrugged. "Burn that bridge when we get there?"
Serena leaned in and kissed Nancy. "I can work with that." She kissed her again, for longer this time, lingering on her lips. "You shouldn't get this close to me," Serena whispered. "It gives me ideas."
"Well they'll have to wait."
"Yes. Let's get you sucking our brother off. Then we'll have some fun after."
Nancy shivered and snuggled deeper into Serena's embrace. "Sounds so dirty when you say it like that."
"It is, dear sister. You're going to suck your brother off. While I watch." Serena poked a finger softly into Nancy's chest. "Because that's what you want."
An even deeper shiver ran its way through Nancy. "We better go do it then."
"Yes. We'd best."
They walked together to Drew's room, Serena's arm around Nancy for most of the short journey.
Drew found himself outnumbered and cut off inside his bedroom, with very little warning at all.
"Oh good," he said. "You're both here now."
"Sure are," Nancy said.
Serena very casually closed the door and leaned against it. "You know what we're after?"
Drew nodded. "Yeah, I think I do."
Serena folded her arms. "And?"
"Uh..." Drew's gaze flicked back and forth between the girls.
Nancy, in an attempt to help the cause, tried putting on a bit of a cuter show. She clasped her hands behind her back, batted her eyelashes, and gave her most winsome smile. "Please can I suck you off?" she asked, turning gently from side to side as she spoke.
"Goddammit, stop that," Drew said. "That's not fair."
"If you really don't want to, you can say so," Serena said. "We're not going to force this."
Nancy frowned, but nodded. There wasn't going to be any forcing happening, but she'd hoped it wouldn't come to that in the first place.
"I have... reservations," Drew said carefully.
"As well you should," Serena said. "There are plenty of good reasons not to ever do this." She shrugged. "And yet... here we are. We'd both appreciate it."
As Drew's eyes landed back on her, Nancy smiled wider. "Please?"
"Teaming up on me's not fair. And... don't look at me like that."
Nancy batted her eyelashes for him again.
"You don't know how bad I want to say yes," Drew said.
"So say it," Serena said. "It's not a trap."
"If I do-" Drew said slowly.
"Yes?" Nancy said eagerly.
"-would you... do something first?"
"Like what?"
"Maybe, like... kiss?"
Nancy was silent, processing. Serena was a little quicker on the uptake.
"You want two girls to kiss for your benefit? Like a typical male fantasy thing?"
"I mean... yeah. Kinda. I guess." Drew shrugged. "Maybe that's dumb to ask though."
"Under the circumstances, it's probably ok," Serena said. "Considering what we're asking you." She stepped forward, away from the door. "We do this, you drop your pants?"
"Uh... sure."
Nancy was still thrown off balance. She hadn't expected this. Not that she had a problem with it, just she'd been focused on the potential blowjob pretty well to the exclusion of all else.
Still, as soon as Serena got close enough and started wrapping her arms around her, Nancy unfroze and melted into her sister's embrace. It was the first time kissing in front of anyone, and it was on request which was a bit weird, but as Serena said, not all that weird considering their request.
Maybe Drew just wanted reassurance before he committed. Maybe he was nervous about accepting a blowjob from his baby sis until he felt like it wasn't getting dropped all out of nowhere. Like some lead up would help the process.
Or maybe as long as he was about to give in anyway, he wanted to see what else he could get out of the deal. He'd previously admitted some interest in Nancy and Serena's relationship, in an uncertain and complicated kind of way.
Nancy was biased. She felt like it was insanely hot getting all close to Serena and making out with her. Feeling her sister's hands all over, down her back, grabbing her butt, or upward, fingers tangling in her hair.
But Drew wasn't getting any of that, really, so it was hard to say what he thought of their embrace. Supposedly, plenty of guys just liked seeing girls do stuff together. Maybe it was as simple as that. Kind of like Serena had implied. Or maybe it was something more. Maybe to do with the conflict Drew had regarding his mutual interest and discomfort regarding his sisters' relationship.
Whatever was going on, Drew was amusingly wide-eyed by the time Serena stepped back.
"Damn," Drew said. "It's all real, huh?"
"You thought I was making it up?" Nancy asked.
"No, but... I didn't quite believe it, I think. Couldn't quite get there in my head. I dunno."
"So we're good now though, yeah?"
"I think so."
Serena was still low key feeling Nancy up, while at the same time Nancy was rather gleefully noting the growing bulge in Drew's pants. Things were going well.
It took some more coaxing, with Serena's help, to actually get Drew out of his pants. They managed, though.
Serena let go of Nancy with a final squeeze of her ass, then proceeded to claim Drew's chair by his desk. She put her feet up and made herself comfortable while watching her younger siblings in their slightly awkward dance.
Though Drew took his pants off by himself, Nancy was quick enough to drop to her knees that she caught him off guard and yanked down his boxers without letting him stall any longer.
Nancy was too awestruck at first to do anything. There was a cock right in front her face for the very first time. Her brother's, even. Nancy knew what to do, but somehow couldn't quite remember for a moment as she knelt there just staring.
A look over at Serena helped Nancy along. Serena nodded at her with a casual, lazy smile, giving her that little bit of reassurance she needed. Nancy turned back to Drew with proper determination.
Drew sat down on his bed, forcing Nancy to shuffle forward on her knees. He spread his legs for her, allowing her to get close.
Nancy reached out cautiously to first touch Drew's cock, then wrap her fingers around it. She nearly pulled away again at the feel of it, so different from a dildo. He wasn't yet fully hard, and his cock pulsed in her hand unlike anything she'd ever felt.
The cock in Nancy's hand kept growing without her doing anything other than holding it and staring in amazement. She'd known this was what happened, but to actually experience it was something else entirely. It didn't feel real. It was, however, quite enthralling.
"You can't just sit there," Serena coached gently.
"I know," Nancy said. "I'm just taking a moment."
"Feels crazy the first time, right? Growing in your hand like that."
Nancy glanced over at her sister. "It does," she agreed.
Drew seemed to be about as hard as he was going to get. He was also the least comfortable of any of them with the situation, if Nancy was any judge of his expression and body language. Certainly he was far tenser than she felt. And Serena was pretty dang relaxed in her spectator position.
Nancy tightened her grip a little, feeling the warmth of her brother, the difference real flesh made in an otherwise familiar shape. She stroked back and forth, getting a sense of his whole length. The tip of his cock was wet with precum already, which was another small but significant difference.
As she shifted her grip down to the base of Drew's erection, Nancy leaned in and licked the tip. There wasn't a lot of taste to it, but it definitely wasn't unpleasant. More encouraging still was the soft moan from Drew as her tongue swiped across him. Nancy did it again, though didn't get the same audible reward this time.
More licks and kisses got a few more grunts and moans, though not in any pattern Nancy could discern. Drew definitely seemed to be enjoying it so far, in any case. But she was ready to move past preliminary teasing.
Just as she'd learned with all her practice and training, Nancy parted her lips, opened her mouth, and took Drew's cock inside. Other than the warmth, texture, and taste, it was a familiar sensation. The novelty of it was, however, more than enough to make it interesting.
Nancy liked sucking cock-shaped toys anyway. To do it for real got her all excited, like her first forays into sucking dildos. It was a new twist, complete with an audience.
Serena was watching. Watching her suck off their brother. Knowing that made Nancy's pussy flood, as well as it being a comforting reassurance.
Nancy bobbed her head back and forth while still gripping the base of Drew's shaft. She didn't take him in her throat yet, though she knew she could. After that larger dildo of Serena's, getting her throat stuffed with it, she had a pretty good sense of her abilities, and Drew was well within them.
Without breaking rhythm, Nancy let go of Drew and pushed deeper, taking him a little into her throat, then a little more, then soon all the way. Her gagging was kept only at a minimum, though still enough to get her mouth sloppier and full of extra spit.
It all flowed so naturally once Nancy got going. Like she was working her dildo again. Or one of Serena's toys. The movements were all there, and the pattern of breathing in between deep throating.
There was something more visceral about it, though. Something more than even Serena's throat fucking. A more direct connection with Drew. Sensations going straight into his body, eliciting little moans and gasps, making his cock throb in her mouth. She could feel what she was doing to him through body to body contact, and it was wonderful and electric.
And all the while Serena was watching. Maybe she'd still be jealous. Maybe. But she didn't need to worry. Nancy loved the thrilling new activity, but she loved her sister more. Not even just because Serena could thrill her any number of varying ways. Though it was a lot to do with that, too.
Drew grunted and leaned back heavier on his arms that propped him up. Was he going to cum? Nancy didn't know exactly how long it would take. She was pretty sure if she just kept working his cock, taking it deep and fast, kept bobbing her head and impaling her throat on him, he'd cum. Fairly confident that was how it worked. Reasonably sure she was doing everything right.
Nancy tried to look to Serena, just to confirm. Still looking to her more experienced sister and teacher. But she couldn't see her without stopping and turning her head, and she didn't want to do that. She really, really didn't want to stop.
Drew's breathing was coming as a soft pant. His cock twitched in Nancy's mouth, and his thighs flexed noticeably where she had her hands resting.
"Goddamn, you're gonna make me cum," Drew said.
To all outward appearance, Nancy ignored the comment. It was, however, exactly the confirmation she'd been looking for. She wasn't sure that she wanted it to end just yet, but she was happy that she was doing so well.
Nancy kept sucking, kept working Drew closer and closer to orgasm. She could feel drool running down her chin, and there was a slick, sloppy sound as he went in and out of her throat. They were sounds and feelings that she associated strongly with naughty throat-play times, and only served to keep her eager and horny as she finished her brother off.
A sudden, much stronger taste filled Nancy's mouth. She nearly pulled back in surprise, but realized in time that it was Drew's cum. It wasn't a nice taste, exactly, but not terrible either. Knowing what it was, why it was in her mouth, made it kind of hot.
Nancy tried to swallow, but didn't stop throating herself long enough to actually manage it properly. She swallowed some, but also made more of a mess.
Drew had to push Nancy away since she didn't stop on her own. She reluctantly gave up and sat back on her heels, examining the aftermath of her handiwork. Drew's cock was softening before her eyes, and the area around it was slick with her spit. Without bothering to feel herself, she knew she was a bit of a cummy, spitty mess too. She could wait until later to find out exactly how much of a mess she was.
"Was it everything you hoped it'd be?" Serena asked, still relaxing off to the side.
Nancy turned to her. "I dunno. It was fun."
"Looked like it. What about you, Drew? Happy you said yes?"
Drew looked a little stunned, but happy too. "Right now, definitely. If it gets awkward later... who knows."
"I wouldn't worry about that," Serena said. She stood and stretched, drawing Nancy's attention as her shirt pulled up and exposed some midriff. "All done there, Nance?"
Nancy nodded. "I think so."
Serena gave her a hand up, then led her from the room. "Still feeling good?"
"Uh huh. And... kinda horny."
"Kinda?"
"Ok. A lot."
"Good. Thought you might be. You like sucking dick, huh?"
Nancy grinned shyly. "I think I really do."
Serena nodded over her shoulder. "Think you'll go to Drew again?"
"Would it be ok?"
"As long as it's just that, yeah, I think so." Serena's expression went just a touch shy as well. "It was kinda hot watching, y'know."
"Oh really?"
"Mmhm."
"Well... maybe you can watch again sometime too."
"Maybe. But you know I'm gonna have to do things to you after."
"Fun things?"
"Very fun things."
"Then that sounds like a good deal for me."
"It does, doesn't it?"
Serena practically threw Nancy onto her bed once they made it that far. She was on top of her before she could even sit up again, aggressively kissing and muffling Nancy's surprised, excited giggles.
"You taste like cum," Serena said huskily, before licking a long swipe up Nancy's chin, then sticking her tongue fully into her mouth.
Nancy had to wait for a chance to speak. "You'd think you'd expect that."
Serena was already licking up more spit and cum, directing it back to Nancy's mouth where it had come from. Nancy accepted the mix of her and her sister's spit along with their brother's cum. She let it flow over her tongue and held it in her mouth without swallowing.
When they kissed again, Nancy shoved her tongue aggressively into Serena's mouth, passing some of the mixture right back. Serena sucked on her tongue, moaning around it, then pressed her lips against Nancy's again.
They locked themselves in a messy, sloppy makeout session for quite a while. Nancy, being on the bottom, got the messier end of things, and her face was in an even worse state by the end than when Serena had started 'cleaning' her in the first place.
Nancy was hopelessly horny by that point. She was grinding as hard as she could manage on Serena's leg while being firmly pinned down. She whined piteously as Serena moved away from her, leaving her lips all lonely and her pussy with nothing to rub against, but she settled once she realized Serena was moving downward to take care of the latter problem for her.
Serena ferociously yanked Nancy's pants down, nearly dragging her off the end of the bed. Nancy had to scramble back into place once her bottoms were clear. Her panties were given similarly rough treatment, but didn't cling to her strongly enough to shift her. They were, however, absolutely soaked.
Serena dove straight in to Nancy's hot little pussy, lapping up the flood of juices already there and making her gush even more. Nancy spread her legs wide arched her back, and moaned her sister's name.
"Sereeenaaa!"
Nancy found the back of Serena's head with her fingers, grabbing a thick, tangled handful of hair and holding on. She trembled and shook as she tried her very best to stay still.
Serena licked and licked at Nancy's wet slit without even the slightest pause. Her tongue was everywhere, probing as deep as possible and flicking skillfully over Nancy's clit, sometimes seemingly at the same time.
It was an enthusiasm even a step beyond anything Serena had displayed before. She loved eating Nancy out, and was amazing at it, but she'd never been quite so focused and single-minded about it. Never licked Nancy like it was the only thing in the world to her.
But she was certainly going for it this time. Whether because of how turned on she was, or maybe she felt she had something to prove. Nancy didn't much care, for the most part. She was getting the pussy eating of her life, and it was going to make her cum so goddamn hard.
Nancy whined and squirmed and wailed Serena's name again as she came on her sister's nimble, unstoppable tongue. Her clit was flicked over and over as her body burned and shook, her muscles contracting, her tummy pulsing with electric tingles that kept shooting up her body.
And Serena wouldn't stop. She didn't just make Nancy cum, she kept going, kept licking, taking a break only to suck on her clit instead for a time, and to fill her with a pair of pussy-lubed fingers.
Nancy must have been pulling painfully on the full tangle of hair in her grip, but Serena seemed not even to notice. Even when Nancy managed a brief glimpse of her eyes, the only thing in them was a burning, lustful intensity. Serena was a sister possessed.
Nancy came again, nearly as hard, but without quite the same sense of release behind it the second time, nor the same loss of control. She rode the warm, pleasant waves within, the less urgent electric thrills, and the calm rush.
It was almost painful when Serena kept going after the second time. Nancy was too sensitive for it, and hadn't had even a moment to recover, not for her clit or any of the rest of her. She was breathing hard, wild-eyed, sheening with sweat, and very much a prisoner of her sister's desire.



It took longer to cum for a third time, and though still enjoyable, it was even more a relief when Serena's tongue slowed. Nancy rode the wave of a more relaxing final orgasm, feeling her muscles untense toward the end, her grip loosen, and her body slump.
Little tingles still danced through Nancy, but soon Serena gave her pussy one last kiss, pulled her fingers free, and crawled back up to her. They shared Nancy's flavour this time, passing it back and forth on tender lips and caresses of their tongues. Serena's face was soaked with it at first, and it only slowly faded away.
Nancy curled up snugly in Serena's warm, loving embrace. They lay together on their sides for a time, occasionally kissing, Serena sneaking a few fondles in, but mostly just holding each other.
"I won't be able to move 'til tomorrow," Nancy mumbled.
"Hm? I'd like to think I could make you cum so hard your legs stop working, but I don't really think I did."
"They feel all weak and shaky."
"Mmm, well that I believe." Serena kissed Nancy's forehead. "Didn't hurt that you were all crazy horny."
"You were too. You've never licked me like that."
"Maybe you weren't ready for it before."
"No, you just weren't quite as into it before. Not until now." Nancy snuggled her face into Serena's cleavage, muffling her words. "You weren't jealous after all, were you?"
"Of course not. But maybe... maybe there was a little bit of reminding you what I can do to you."
"Be hard to forget that," Nancy agreed.
"Problem is, I'll have to work even harder next time I want to blow your mind."
Nancy giggled softly. "You'll find a way."
"Glad you believe in me."
Nancy smiled and stayed quiet for a long moment, just feeling her sister's heartbeat against her head. "Serena?"
"Yes?"
"Sometime, not now, but sometime... would you teach me to eat pussy like you do?"
"My darling baby sister, I absolutely insist on it."
"Oh good."
Serena kissed her forehead again and stroked her hair so very tenderly. "I love you, Nance."
Nancy smiled wider and felt her heart protest at trying to contain all the feelings it had to manage. "Love you too. So much."
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Ash parked in the driveway of his sister's house, right next to her car. He'd only been to her place a few times, and always before it had been hers and her husband's. Now just hers.
He debated for a moment over whether to start bringing stuff in, but left it all where it was. Keep things easier at first.
The front door opened before Ash could decide whether to knock or try the doorbell. Val stood there, the same crooked smile on her face as when they were kids. Maybe slightly different now. More knowing and tired, less smug and whimsical.
"You made it," she said.
"Of course."
"Never know. It was only ever a fifty-fifty any time I invited you."
"That's different."
"Is it?"
"Yeah."
Val moved back to let Ash in. "Because those were social things?"
"Partly? Also... Carl kinda sucked."
Val's grin widened, but a touch of sadness hit her eyes. "Guess now that he's the ex you feel safe saying that, huh?"
"Safer than before."
"Sure." Val shrugged. "You never liked him that much. S'not like I don't know that."
"I tried."
"Not very hard."
"No."
"But then... here we are." Val punched Ash lightly on the shoulder. "You win."
"You know I'd rather have been wrong."
"I know. What can ya do, though."
"What can ya do," Ash echoed.
The siblings stood awkwardly for a moment.
"You wanna bring your stuff in?" Val asked.
"Kinda might as well, right? Just as easy now as later. And I've still got my shoes on."
"Sure. Lemme slip my boots on. I'll help."
It was cold out. Not bitterly so, but enough for Val to start whining by the time they made the last trip from the car. She blew on her hands, fruitlessly trying to warm them up, then stuck them straight down the back of Ash's shirt.
"Ah! Hey!" Ash squirmed away from Val's icy touch, but since her hands were down his shirt he couldn't easily escape.
"You're warmer than I am," Val argued calmly. "Share the wealth."
"At least warn me."
"You'd just be on guard then."
"Yeah. Exactly."
Val pulled her hands back, now closer to room temperature again. "You remember where your room is?"
"You mean the one I stayed in that one time I slept here?"
"Yep. Yours now."
Ash shrugged awkwardly. "I swear I don't mean to stay long. Just... you know."
"Pff, whatever. It's stupid having this whole house on my own. Was always too big for two as it was. I just bounce around going crazy on my own. That or use, like, two rooms for days at a time." Val waved her arms. "What was I ever thinking?"
Ash stayed quiet. He assumed he knew what she'd been thinking, and didn't want to be the one to bring it up.
"Don't look at me like that," Val said. She picked up a bag and started walking.
"Wasn't looking at you like anything."
"I saw you."
"Yeah. And there was no look."
"There absolutely was."
They arrived at what was now Ash's room and set their respective loads down. It was a somewhat barren room, not having been properly lived in, only ever being a temporary place for guests. Since most everything Ash owned was going to be put in here somewhere, that would at least fill some of the empty space.
Val looked at Ash and raised her chin slightly, daring him to say what they were both thinking. He squirmed under her gaze just as he had when she'd placed frigid fingers on his warm back.
"You could always get a different place," Ash said.
"That wasn't what you were thinking."
"No. But it's true. You could."
Val sighed. "Technically, sure." She waved a hand around. "I actually do like the place, though. Like, I picked it for... for living in. Forever, maybe. I love it, really. Just... not alone." She shrugged. "And Carl gave it to me in the divorce, so it's easy. I don't feel like going through the process of selling and moving again."
"No, sure, I get that." Ash's eyes darted around for a second, involuntarily seeking escape. "At least it wasn't a messy split? I guess?"
"No. He was fair about it. More than fair, really. Got the house, came out decent financially. I can't fault him for any of that."
"Buuuttt... he did leave."
"Yeah. That I can fault him for. And... not, too."
"Not?"
"He wanted kids as bad as I did, Ash. And I never really told anyone, neither of us did as far as I know..."
"What?"
"It's me, Ash. I'm the one who couldn't have them."
Ash tensed up. Val was already well past tense.
It was more than either had intended to discuss. Ash knew about the kids thing being an issue. And knew that it was the reason for the size of the house and yard and everything. He hadn't actually known they'd figured out what the problem was, though maybe he could have guessed something close if he'd really wanted to think about it. The way the divorce went down and all.
"His new girl doesn't have that problem," Val said quietly.
"Aw fuck, Val." Ash enfolded her in a deep hug. "I didn't mean to bring any of that up."
She shrugged miserably in his arms. "Was gonna happen sooner or later. I didn't want to talk to anyone about it, but I would with you sooner or later. 'Specially with you living here." She managed a forced chuckle. "Might as well get it out of the way."
Ash kept holding her. "You didn't have to tell me if you didn't want to."
"Ah, dear brother, but of course I wanted to."
"You did?"
"I did. And I didn't."
"Oh. Right."
"Hold something in too long, something that needs to get out..." Val sneaked a hand out from Ash's hug and made a false explosion with her fingers. "S'gonna blow first chance it gets."
"Ah."
"Better to you than... well, anyone else, really."
"Even Mom and Dad?"
"Especially them, are you kidding me?" Val managed to wriggle free and push Ash to arm's length. She stared straight at him. "Do you even know how excited they've been? Thinking I had everything set and grandkids were on the way? I mean, you've not been giving them much hope-"
"As little as possible."
"-and here I was finally... finally getting set..." Val turned and headed out of the room. "At least with the divorce I'm getting all kinds of sympathy and no one's asking impossible questions yet. You want a drink?"
Ash struggled to shift mental gears. "Are you having one either way?"
"Yes."
"Then sure. Why not. I'll finish bringing stuff to the... to my room, then-"
"Later."
"It's just sitting in the entryway."
"So? Whose way's it gonna be in?"
"... ok, later."
"Correct."
****
'A drink' turned into more than one, though spaced widely enough through the afternoon and evening that both Ash and Val stayed closer to sober than not. Val perhaps just a tad less so.
Ash made a few valiant attempts at bringing more of his stuff to his new room, and eventually managed to bring most of it over, shoving the better part of it in the corner.
At least after that there wasn't anything much else to do, and he could let himself properly relax into an ongoing, mildly-alcohol-lubricated conversation about whatever they felt like.
"I think you should tell me what happened," Val said as they sat together in her living room.
"What happened with what?"
"That's the question, isn't it." Val had her knees pulled up to her chest. She rested her hands on them and peered suspiciously at her brother. "I said I wasn't going to pry-"
"You did."
"-but now that my shit's out there already... what's yours?"
"Who says I have any?"
"You did, more or less. In all my years... well, the ones we've been living out in the world on our own anyway, I've never had you beg me for a place to crash."
"Ok, whoa, I did no begging. I merely asked, and you were nice enough to say yes. I'm now regretting asking, just for the record."
"Yeah, yeah. But still, though. You've been all independent and shit. Never really needed me or the 'rents or anyone to bail you out, so far as I know."
"That's me."
"So what happened?"
Ash sighed and rubbed his face. "It's stupid."
"That's ok. Hit me with it."
"You really wanna know?"
Val fixed her brother with a Look. "I think I've been very clear that I really, really wanna know."
"Fine. But it's not that interesting. Or particularly flattering."
"S'fine. It'll distract me from my life for a bit."
"Oh gee, well I'm so glad to be sharing for the sake of... distracting you."
"And also I very much care about my darling brother and his emotional needs. Obviously."
"Ah, yes. Obviously."
Val took a sip of her latest drink, then arched her eyebrow. "Whenever you're ready."
"Yeah, yeah." Ash ran his fingers through his hair. "So the short version-"
"I want the long version."
"I don't wanna tell it. The short version is... we opened a bakery."
Val stared at Ash, waiting for the punch line to whatever joke this was going to turn into. None was forthcoming.
"You did not," she said.
"Did."
"You?"
"Yes. Me and Marcy."
"Marcy? Who's that?"
"My girlfriend. At the time."
"What happened to Fiona?"
"Uh... nothing. Just... not together by then."
"You only met her two months ago!"
"Three. At least. Have I not mentioned Marcy?"
"No. How the hell did you possibly have time to fall for someone new and open a fucking bakery with her?"
"I told you it was stupid. You had fair warning."
"Fuck's sake, Ash. I didn't think you meant it quite that literally. You don't even know how to bake!"
"Correct."
"Or how to run a business."
"Better at it then baking though."
"Uh huh. So this bakery..."
"Was a disaster basically immediately."
"Ah."
"I didn't really lose much on it, not after we managed to sell it, but I didn't have a hell of a lot of money, and hadn't been working for a bit... not counting trying to run that place."
"Sure. And Marcy?"
Ash shrugged. "We fell apart when the bakery did. Made for a clean break, at least."
"Small mercies." Val took a longer drink. "You really thought going into business with a girl you'd hooked up with the night before was a solid plan?"
"Hey, we had a connection, ok?"
"A connection?"
"Well... yeah."
"Is that code for 'she had a pretty face and knew this trick with her tongue?'"
"... no."
"It totally is, isn't it?"
"... maybe."
Val sighed and leaned her head, resting it on her propped up arm. "Brother mine, I do so love and care for you, but goddamn do you need a chaperone to function in society."
"I do fine."
"You chase after whoever your newest love of your life is just like a puppy. A puppy who somehow never learns better."
"Do not. Most of the time we just... have fun for a while. Marcy's only the second... third..." Ash stopped and thought a moment. "Fourth girl tops I really thought I had something with."
"Oh. Only four."
"That's not bad."
Val nodded. "All things considered, it actually isn't."
"But, you know, I guess I didn't."
"Seems that way."
Ash sighed and slumped in his seat. "Am I just bad at relationships? Is that what it is?"
"I mean... this one sure sounds like you were."
"Oh thanks."
"Just this one, though. I mean, usually you don't come out of one bad enough to come seek asylum with your sis, right?"
"It's financial! That's all."
"Mmhm. You coulda gone to the 'rents, you know."
"Mom and Dad? No way. Woulda either been too much sympathy, or told ya sos, or Mom trying to set me up again..."
"She tries to help."
"Uh huh. I don't need that kind." Ash raised his glass in a haphazard salute. "Honestly, Val, I think you're who I needed. I need that weird mix of support and sarcasm. And, like, it's nice that you're a girl I don't have to worry about falling for, y'know?"
Val tilted her head. "Is that what I am?"
"Among other things."
"Huh." Val contemplated silently for a minute. "Yeah, I guess that all makes sense. Some of it's kinda why I'm happy having you here too. For real, don't worry about finding somewhere else. Just... just let's both chill a while, yeah? Together?"
"That sounds nice."
"Right?"
"Mmhm. No pressure. So much easier." Ash scratched his cheek. "But, uh, you think it'd be awkward if one of us, like, met someone?"
"Oh god. Do you already have someone you're into?"
"No! No no. Nothing like that. Just... what if?"
"I dunno. Go with it, I guess. We're both adults."
"Ok. Yeah. Maybe."
"How about try to go at least a week without falling for someone though, ok? Just see how you like it."
Ash casually flipped Val off, making her giggle. "Four times I've fallen for someone, ok? We established that. Maybe five. Four or five."
"Uh huh."
"Sometimes I know what I'm doing."
"Glad to hear it."
"Now I want to go pick up a girl just out of spite."
"Be sure to announce that. Girls love that sort of thing. Drops panties like no one's business."
"Maybe I will."
"Good."
"Good."
The siblings stared at each other a long, unblinking moment, then Val stood up.
"Another drink?" she asked.
"Yes please."
"Same again?"
"Sure."
"Coming up."
****
Val woke up the next morning with a bit of a dry mouth, but otherwise none the worse for the wear. It took her a moment to remember the day before, and that she had her brother staying with her. It was so easy to fall into a routine of being all alone in an overly large house.
Val threw on a long shirt and hit the bathroom, then the kitchen. Ash was already there, rummaging confusedly through cabinets.
"Starving already?"
Ash smiled crookedly at her. "Couldn't find coffee. I assume you have coffee? The maker is right there."
"Of course I have coffee, silly."
Val gently pushed Ash out of the way. He went to stand on the other side of the kitchen island.
"It's just up here at the top," Val said, having to stand slightly on her toes as she reached the top shelf of one of the cupboards. "That's all."
When she turned around, coffee in hand, she found Ash with an insane blush on his face.
"What's up with you all of a sudden?"
Ash coughed awkwardly. "Val, you, uh, don't have underwear on, huh."
Val's face took a bare instant to match Ash's red colouring. "Oh. Oh shit." She looked back at the top shelf and thought about how she'd had to stretch to reach it. "Um, how badly did I just flash you?"
"Um... pretty badly."
"Frick. Dammit." Val set the coffee down. "I thought I was doing well to remember putting anything on at all."
"Usually naked?"
"In the mornings. I mean, why not? S'just me. Was just me." Val took a deep breath, not quite daring to meet Ash's eye. "I'ma go find some pants."
"Probably a good idea. I mean, even just panties would help."
"Yeah, no. Full on pants time, I think. I just..." Val stopped. There really wasn't anything else to say. She pointed back the direction she'd come from, toward her room. "I'll... yeah."
Ash put coffee on while waiting for his sister's return. He thought about getting dressed himself, since he was only in a shirt and boxers. Which, really, he'd remembered underwear, so this wasn't on him. Somehow, though, more clothes seemed more appropriate all of a sudden.
Both sibs had their faces down to a dull pink by the time Val came back, now wearing jeans. Her cheeks flushed a little darker as they looked at each other, but the main blush had passed.
"That's a hell of a way to start your stay, huh?" Val said quietly.
"It's something, alright."
"You think, like, how many years we lived together, I never, uh, did something stupid like that."
"Never flashed me your whole butt?"
"Oh god, the whole thing? Really?"
"Well, no. Like half of it. Aaannnd..."
"Oh fuck. Don't say it."
"Ok."
Val waited. Ash didn't say it.
"Well tell me!"
"You said not to!"
"Yeah, but... I didn't mean it. I need to know."
Ash squirmed and held up his thumb and finger slightly parted. "Like, maybe, a li'l something else."
Val covered her face with her hands. "Fuuuccck. I haven't even done anything down there in... a week?"
"That's what you're worried about?!"
"No, but... if you had to see it, coulda at least been presentable."
Ash stared at Val. She peeked back at him through a gap in her fingers. With no warning, he abruptly broke out laughing.
Val smiled shyly and dropped her hands. She managed a giggle, though mostly only because of how hard Ash was laughing.
"This is such a disaster," Ash said, still giggling in the wake of his laughter.
"You think?"
"Don't you? I mean, not in a bad way. Just, like, in a disastrous way."
"What's the difference?"
"I dunno. It's funnier, I guess?"
"Is it?"
"That or embarrassing. Or both." Ash turned. "How do you know when this coffee machine's done?"
"It stops making noises."
"Ah. Fair enough."
A few minutes later, the siblings were sitting across from each other on stools pulled up to the island. They each sipped coffee, using it as a distraction from either having to talk or sit in horrible, awkward silence.
"You look thoughtful," Val said.
Ash nodded. "I guess."
"Whatcha thinking about?"
He hesitated. "You want the truth?"
"Is it my butt?"
"Maybe."
"Then tell me a lie."
"Ok. I thought maybe we should get a painting for your living room."
"... a painting?"
"Yeah. For that bare wall."
"Ah. It was gonna be for pictures. I have a bunch already, actually. They just never went up."
"Oh. Should we put them up?"
"No. Mostly Carl's in them. Or they remind me of him."
"Oh. Shitty."
"Yep."
"Lucky that thought was only a lie then."
Val snorted. "Yeah. So lucky."
Ash cradled his coffee mug, sitting thoughtfully for a minute. "This isn't gonna be weird, is it?"
"What?"
"Living together."
"Shouldn't be. This morning excepted."
"I mean, it's been less that a full day, though. You can't just except a big chunk of that."
"My house, my rules." Val waved her hand. "Honestly, I just need to adjust to having someone around. No biggie."
"Mmk."
"Seriously. It's good." Val stood up. "Let's make breakfast. You being here's an excuse to actually make something, and not just, like, throw a bagel in the toaster when I get hungry enough."
"Yeah, ok. Maybe I'll go get dressed first."
"Why?"
"I dunno. You are."
"Yeah, well, there's a happy medium that I didn't find this morning. You're doing ok, though."
"Still. I'ma grab pants."
"Whatever floats your boat, I guess."
"Uh huh."
Val watched Ash until he was gone, then sagged, leaned on the island, and shook her head. What the hell kind of mistake was that anyway? Forgetting about panties of all things. Flashing her brother.
They were adults. It wasn't a big deal. Or maybe it was more of a big deal. Either way, it was just such a dumb thing to do.
****
Making and consuming breakfast led to no further moments of awkwardness. Ash volunteered to do the dishes afterward, partly just to get a better sense of the kitchen.
Once he'd finished and went to find Val, she was in the living room playing a game on a fairly massive tv.
"Whoa, where'd that come from?" Ash asked. "I shouldn't have missed that."
Val pointed to the side of the screen. "There's panels there that slide over it. I never wanted anything this big, but Carl did. So he built it to hide away. I think he just liked having a secret compartment for his tv, honestly." She shrugged. "He wanted to pay for it, who was I to say no?"
"Plus now it's awesome and it's yours."
Val grinned crookedly. "Plus now it's awesome and it's mine."
Ash flopped down next to her and watched her play. "I keep wanting to say something like 'it kinda all worked out for you' or something. But I know that's not really right."
"No, I get it. As divorces go, it was a good one. Still coulda done without the little things like heartbreak and questioning all my life choices and things."
"Yeah, no, I mean those aren't always the most fun."
"Not so much."



Ash watched a while longer. "This Spyro?"
"Yeah. It's a pretty chill game. I need that sometimes."
"Sure. You wanna just play, or you have something two player?"
"Uh... we only ever had a few games that I liked. Wasn't that much into 'em. But there's Mario Kart, I guess."
"Ooh, that's be sick on this screen."
"That's true."
"Wanna do it?"
"Ok. Lemme finish this level."
After breaking out Mario Kart and spending a few races being suitably enamoured with the overly large screen to play it on, the siblings retreated into a more mindless playstyle that left time for quiet introspection.
"I had a thought," Ash said.
"Well quick, write it down before you forget."
Ash expressionlessly reached over and pinched Val in a sensitive place on her tummy. She yelped and drove into a wall, too slow to catch her brother's hand with a wicked slap before it was gone again.
"I had a thought," Ash repeated patiently.
"Better hear it then," Val said, rubbing where she'd been pinched.
"What if you got a dog?"
"A dog?"
"You know. Four legs, furry, waggy tail, barks, often-"
"I know what a fucking dog is!"
"Oh good."
"I mean, what would I do with a dog?"
"Well, you were saying about having this whole place and it being too much and kinda empty and stuff. A dog'd help."
"That's what I got you for."
"To be a dog?"
"To fill space."
"Ah. My life's purpose revealed at last."
"Happy to help."
Ash set his controller down in between races while Val selected a new character and vehicle. Her previous choice being 'unlucky.'
"For real, though," he said, watching Val for signs of her actual feelings on the subject. "Could be something to consider."
"S'not the same as a family," Val said quietly without looking at him.
"No, I know. I didn't want to sound like I was saying it was. Just... could be something." He toyed with a stray thread on his shirt. "Not to belittle anything, but sometimes dogs are better than people. A lot of the time, actually."
"You're not wrong. I don't think I want a dog, though. Not now, anyway. It'd be all that work. Getting everything ready. Always having to take it for walks. Always needing to provide attention and affection."
"What exactly did you think kids would be like?"
"Well... you know, somewhat fewer walks, I guess."
"But you can't put them on a leash."
"True."
"So tie game, more or less."
Val sighed and temporarily abandoned her selection process entirely. "Maybe I wasn't even ready to be a mom at all."
"Well I wouldn't-"
"You're right. A dog would be easier than kids. Or at least not any harder. And here I am dreading the amount of work it'd be. How the hell was I ever gonna raise kids?"
"Maybe you just don't want a dog. That might be all it is."
"Maybe."
"And you woulda had a husband. Wouldn't have just been you."
"I guess. Unless it turned into one of those things were he spent all his energy on work and the kids were all mine. I don't think it woulda been that way, but he made way, way more than I ever did, and he loved his work. Coulda happened."
"Uh, sure."
"Just sayin'." Val waved her hand at Ash. "And it wouldn't be such a different scenario with a dog, either. Like, it'd be way easier if you were gonna be here to help, but we don't actually know how long you're staying. And then what if the dog gets all attached and then you leave and I've got a heartbroken pupper and-"
"Val. Val. Shhh, it's fine. It was just an idea."
"Yeah. An idea."
"I've got more. That was a first draft."
"More, huh?"
"I'll let things settle before I try again."
"No, go on, try another one."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I wanna see if you actually have other ideas, or if they're all just about getting a pet. I've thought of it myself, you know. It's not just your brilliant idea."
Ash sat pensively a moment. "What about a cat?"
Val rolled her eyes and swung a cushion at him. "That's about what I thought."
"Cats are different. Less work, kinda. More independent."
"I know. And I'd be more likely to get one. But I don't think I'm there yet."
"Well what if we just went to see some. Get a sense of how you feel being around them."
"Yeah, why not. Something to do, I guess."
Ash nodded. "Something to do."
"Just to think about. Tomorrow good?"
"My schedule's open."
"Good. We'll check it out tomorrow."
****
In spite of Val insisting on driving to the animal shelter the next day, Ash had to drive them home. The reason being Val's arms were all full of kitty.
"What ever happened to just looking anyway?"
Val didn't take her eyes off the cat purring cozily against her chest. "Well I couldn't leave him. Someone else might have taken him."
"That'd be how it works, I s'pose. But again, just looking."
"He's the one. You can't mess with fate like that. He honestly hasn't stopped purring since I picked him up."
"Might be a kitty con man, just waiting to get home then he'll rob us. You don't know."
"I'll take that chance." Val traced her fingers down her cat's tail, then gently booped his little paw. "He's the most adorable thing of all time, just for the record."
"Duly noted. What's his name again?"
"Sebastian. You couldn't possibly have forgotten already."
"I was looking at other cats. And how'm I s'posed to remember a cat named like a person. Cats should have cat names."
"Like what?"
"... I dunno. Sebastian should be a person, is all."
"Disagree. Strongly."
"Evidently so." Ash sighed. "Well they had some stuff there, the basics, but we're not supplied properly at all for this."
"So we hit a store. Who cares?"
"Before or after going home?"
"Um..."
"Because if it's before, he needs to go in the crate. And if it's after, you have to decide whether you're gonna leave him home alone right away."
"... can't I just hold him?"
"Probably not."
"Shit. I don't know. Maybe just go home and we can scrounge what we need somehow."
"Scrounge?"
"Yes."
"From your home that hasn't had nearly enough time to accumulate occasionally useful junk?"
"... yes."
"And definitely doesn't have cat food lying around somewhere?"
"I said yes, ok! Stop bringing logic into this!"
"Right. My mistake."
****
Most of the rest of the day was spent trying to get Sebastian settled with the things he needed. Which was fine because neither sib really had anything else going on.
Ash was more than ready for a break by that evening. He'd enjoyed the day, and certainly didn't mind having an excuse not to think about his own life for a while. He sat lazily on the couch, got Val's massive tv working and playing the first movie he found that looked watchable.
When Val came in a little later, she stopped by him long enough to give him a quick, affectionate hair ruffle.
"What was that for?" he asked, only half curious.
"For having a good idea after all."
"Oh?"
"I already love him. Sebastian."
"Yeah, I knew who you meant."
"I didn't think I would, but... I really do."
"Good."
"He's sleeping in my room. I didn't want to leave him alone. He doesn't know the house yet. But I couldn't move him. Didn't have the heart."
"He'll find you if he wants to. Cats are notoriously quick studies of architecture."
Val stared at Ash as she sat down on the couch with him. She stretched her legs along the length of it, casually invading his space. "I can't tell if you're saying nonsense, or if there was actually a fact in there disguised as a joke."
"Guess you'll have to wait and see if he locates you or not."
"So I'll know if he's a student of architecture?"
"Yes."
"Oh sure." Val chewed her lip for a moment in thought. "This might sound crazy-"
"I'm used to that."
"Shut up. This might sound crazy, but I kind of, like, I feel some of those 'mom' feelings."
"What are those?"
"You know. Like what a mom feels."
"Which is what?"
"Just... the stuff I'm feeling."
"Ah. Well you know I can't actually feel the things you're feeling. You have to describe them to me."
"I can't."
"I sense this is going to be tricky conversation."
"It's good. That's all I'm saying. It feels nice. Feels warm and important and stuff. I dunno." Val leaned her head against the back of the couch and stretched her legs a little further, setting her feet in Ash's lap. "Some stuff I thought I'd feel with kids, except that didn't happen. Different, though. Better, in some ways."
"Better than kids. What a world."
"I'm being genuine and emotional here. Would you please try and-"
"You're right. Continue. Please."
"You're just gonna make another joke the first chance you get, aren't you?"
"Most likely, yes."
"Why do I even bother?"
"Because I'm your brother and you love me."
"No. That's not it." Val clicked her tongue softly, pretending to really consider the issue. "I think maybe it's because... you're the only one here."
"That is one of my finest talents. Nearly won a prize for it once."
"No you didn't."
"No I didn't."
"Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"Even though you're being kind of a smartass as a defense mechanism, for some reason I still love you and I'm glad you're here."
"Defense mechanism?"
"You know, when you're emotionally vulnerable so you-"
"I know what it is. That's not what I'm doing, though."
"You sure?"
"Yes."
"Ok. But ya know, you should be feeling some things too."
"I should?"
"Yeah. If I'm a cat mom now, you're kinda like a cat dad."
"He's your cat."
"You helped bring him into this home, mister."
"That's-"
"He's gonna need a father figure. That's you."
"You're getting silly now."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh."
"Nuh uh!"
"I didn't sign on to be a cat father."
"But we have a cat now. Ergo..."
"You mean you have a cat."
"Our house, our cat."
"It's still just your house."
"Yeah, well, could be ours. Kinda."
Ash stopped for a moment and stared suspiciously at his sister. "What are you asking me to move in permanently or something?"
Val shrugged. "Maybe. Just... you don't have to. I want you to feel like you could if you wanted, is all. You were saying you had no plans. You could have no plans here. Could be like a little make-pretend family thing."
"And I'd have to be a cat father?"
"Cat step-father, if the full commitment was too much."
"I feel like that's worse. I don't know why, but I feel like it is."
"Well, just think about it." Val leaned over and patter Ash's knee as she stood up. "I'm gonna go check on Sebastian."
"You left him alone for, like, ten minutes. He'll be fine."
"New mom anxieties. You know how it is."
"I really don't," Ash told Val's back as she left the room.
****
Things settled in for a few days. Val got used to her new responsibilities and slightly altered schedule thanks to now having a dependant. Ash got some of that too, but much less so than his sister.
There weren't any more wardrobe issues initially either, until Val came to the kitchen one morning wearing a shirt very similar, length-wise, to the one she'd flashed Ash in. He stared at her disbelievingly for a moment until she caught his gaze.
"What?"
"Nothing," Ash said, looking away.
Val looked down at herself, and very quickly made the connection her brother had. "Oh, this? Don't worry. I remembered underwear this morning."
She lifted the hem of her shirt just enough to flash some colour beneath.
"Nice panties," Ash said. "You didn't really need to show them off, though."
"Nah, but I thought you'd be more willing to drop it if I proved there wasn't going to be... inappropriate viewings."
"Showing me your panties is still kinda inappropes, Val."
"Totes inappropes?"
"Enh. I wouldn't say totes."
"Oh good." Val moved past Ash, who couldn't help still taking note of just how much bare leg she was showing, in spite of that being very unhelpful. "We have to find the happy medium for decorum versus comfort, you know."
"We do?"
"Yes. And I know you know what I mean. Don't think I've missed you cheerfully waltzing off to the bathroom in just your underwear. That's more revealing than what I'm wearing, let me tell you."
Ash held up a finger like he was about to make an important point, then faltered slightly. "Well... I didn't know you were watching."
"Ah."
"I had to pee. I often have to do that when I get up in the morning, you know."
"I do. Hence the happy balance we're finding. Unless you truly find the way I'm dressed objectionable."
Ash involuntarily raked his gaze softly up and down the length of Val as she stood there faintly smirking at him. "That's not the word I'd use, no."
"Not objectionable?"
"Not hardly."
Val flushed, and her smirk lost it's confident edge. "Thanks, I think."
She wasn't any more certain than Ash whether it had been a compliment, nor what it meant if in fact it was one.
Val was saved from having to think too hard about it by a soft but insistent, "Mrow?" She smiled and bent down to pick up Sebastian, who seemed to have followed her on his own lazy schedule.
"You still probably should be careful about bending over like that," Ash said.
Val pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes, all while holding and cuddling her kitty.
"Just thought you'd like to see 'em again."
"Your panties? I mean... you're gonna make it weird."
"Well I could take them off, but that might be weirder."
"Ya think?"
"But then again, it's a much more presentable area than last time."
"Val..."
"Trying to get back into the habit of regular maintenance, you know."
"I don't know, and-"
"Yes you do."
"Ok, I do. What are you getting at?"
"Me? Mostly deflecting from the fact that I forgot what I was doing and flashed my butt again."
"You... oh. Well, I didn't think you were going admit it."
Val shrugged. "It's early. I'm not fully awake."
"Yeah, I get ya." Ash shifted awkwardly. "Far be it from me to tell you you need to wear pants in your own home..."
Val snorted. "Really? You're gonna say it anyway?"
"No, I'm going to heavily imply it."
"What happened to me not being objectionable?"
"You're still not. Just... you know what I start thinking about when there's a girl first thing in the morning dressed like you are?"
"No, I... wait, you mean like one of the loves of your life?"
"Generally, yes. Someone I had a 'sleepover' with. Or more."
"Oh gross, dude."
"What do you want me to do about it? It's the association I have."
"Yeah, well, don't think of me that way. If you're gonna enjoy the show, enjoy it. But only thinking of me as a sister. Not... not one of them."
"... are you sure that's better?"
"How could it be worse?"
"I'm sure it could. I just can't think of why right now."
"You can't?"
"No. Too distracted by those legs of yours."
Val smiled and cuddled Sebastian closer, kissing him before turning her back on Ash and walking away. "Enjoy 'em, brother dearest. Someone should."
"Don't sway your hips at me like that!" Ash called after her.
"Don't tell me what to do!" she retorted easily. "I'm gonna feed Sebastian. Start working on breakfast, would you?"
"I... fine, yeah. I'm hungry anyway."
****
"So I've been thinking about something," Val said.
It was a few days after her return to bare-legged mornings, and they'd only been increasing in frequency since then.
"Why does your tone inspire such anxiety in me?" Ash asked.
"I really couldn't speak for your inner nervousness."
"Maybe also don't speak with such foreboding?"
"There was nothing foreboding about what I said."
"You should have heard your tone."
Val shook her head and paused long enough to suggest a reset in the conversation. "Anxiety aside, let me know what you think of this. You know how I was married and everything?"
"I vaguely recall something about that, yes."
"And how Carl was basically the only guy I was with for... a while."
"Basically?"
"Entirely the only guy. Like, for years. The only one. And then... then there's been nothing since then. Alone. You being the most consistent male presence ever since."
"To be fair, I've been more consistently present than anyone else could really hope to match."
"That's true. But what I'm wondering is what that's doing to me, as far as like messing with my sense of relationships."
"I don't follow."
"Like, I could have rebounded on someone, yeah? Gone for a short-lived, ill-advised, messy relationship with the first vaguely promising guy who presented himself."
"I... suppose you could technically have done that."
"But I didn't."
"Right."
"So what if you're the closest I get to something like that."
Ash blinked slowly. "You're rebounding on me?"
"No! I'm saying I'm not rebounding on anyone. Or I haven't rebounded. I'm not going to. Something like that. But just... maybe it would have weirdly been better for me."
"I can't condone that line of thought."
"I don't need you to condone it. I just want to know if it makes any sense."
"... maybe some sense. A very little."
"Ok."
"Ok?"
"Ok."
Ash shrugged. "Ok, so assuming that's the case... so what?"
"So... maybe it explains how I've been feeling around you."
"Meaning what?"
"Meaning the way you look at my legs. Makes me feel kinda nice."
Ash looked away, flushing. Even though Val wasn't currently dressed in any particularly revealing way. "They're nice legs."
"Thanks. And that time I accidentally bent over-"
"There's been more than one."
"The main one. The very revealing one."
"Ah."
"I genuinely was more embarrassed that you weren't seeing me at my best than that you were seeing too much."
"For real?"
"At least partly, yeah."
Ash shrugged awkwardly. "So what am I supposed to do with that?"
"Nothing. I just wanted to say it. Let you know. Obviously it doesn't really mean anything."
"Obviously."
"But if you want to keep looking sometimes... that's ok."
Ash tapped his fingertips thoughtfully. "Is that sort of the same thing you're thinking when you look at me sometimes?"
"Hm?"
"You brought up about me being shirtless sometimes."
"I believe it was you prancing around in your underwear."
"I have never pranced in my life."
"But yes. The lack of shirt." Val smiled cautiously. "I appreciate it at times."
"Ah."
"We both get a little something to look at, on occasion. No harm done, right?"
"That's one way to look at it." Ash shook his head. "I knew you were looking. I just... I get sloppy. Not used to living so long with a girl and having to worry about shirts and things."
"You still don't, if you don't want to."
"And let my sister use me for her sick visual pleasures? What kind of boy do you think I am anyway?"
"You don't want me to answer that."
"Fair."
****
Ash wasn't quite sure what to expect after their most recent talk about clothing, or a lack thereof. It turned out not to be too bad, really. He'd toyed with the idea of being more careful and proper, but it just seemed like so much work.
The thing with Val was it was kind of weird being as casual around her as someone he was dating, but it was also easier and kind of nice too. There wasn't all the relationship stuff getting in the way. She was his sister, was all. Nothing to have to worry about. No dates or sex or drama. Just Val.
Sure it was weird knowing she was Looking at him, but it was nice having that little confidence boost from time to time, that he could even catch her eye. It wasn't always easy being between girlfriends, and having Val to check out occasionally and also keep him feeling interesting wasn't the worst.
Though neither knew the extent of the other's thoughts, Val felt fairly similar about things. Her perspective was different, coming from a much longer, more committed single relationship, but the boost to her confidence was well appreciated just the same. And experience teasing and mildly flirting with someone was more useful to her than it could ever be to Ash, given their respective histories.



Val mused sometimes about trying to find someone new, and shifting her focus off her brother. She was feeling more and more like she might be ready to try dating again.
Sebastian kind of kept her busy, though, and having Ash around just always felt like he was an easier target for her occasional minor needs. Not her larger, deeper needs, but they hadn't been making too much a nuisance of themselves yet. She could feel some yearnings emerging, though, things she hadn't felt for years, probably. And sooner or later she'd have to do something about them.
****
"Maybe I should get a cat too," Ash said.
Val was busy dancing around a cat toy on a string while Sebastian fiercely pawed and pounced at it. "It's been a solid decision for me."
"I've noticed."
"It'd mean committing, though."
"I know. I might be ready for something like that."
"Oh really? Finally maturing, are we?"
"I'm mature."
"Ok."
"Why would you suggest otherwise?"
"Your long string of relationships that presumably were attempts at faking being an adult."
"Whoa, dude, that's not cool. Looking for happiness isn't some personal fault. Even if I haven't had the best luck or made the best choices necessarily."
"Oh sure."
"I'm just as good an adult as anyone."
"You're not wearing pants, though."
Ash was, in fact, only in boxers from the waist down. "We agreed that was fine!"
"We did. But it somewhat undercuts any talk of maturity."
"Oh really?"
"Yes."
"So if I go put pants on I'll be more of an adult?"
"Having to ask means it won't really help."
"You've got such double standards sometimes."
"Only when it's funny."
"Ah."
Val got down on the floor with Sebastian and played with his tummy until he decided he'd had enough and brought the claws out. "I think you should really look into it. Cats are great."
"You're biased."
"I am. But you wanted one, didn't you?"
"Seriously thinking about it."
"So do it."
"You're right, though, I'd have to commit. And before you say anything, I am aware my follow-through on these things has a pattern of being... temporary."
"Everything is temporary. You're just... more temporary than most."
"Oh thanks."
"You think you're really ready to settle here then?"
"I mean, if that's still cool."
"It is. And let's be real, once you found your dream job, what kind of sister would I be kicking you out and risking all that?"
Ash gave Val an unamused look. "Part time at a drive through is not my dream job and you know it."
"Oh. My mistake."
"I'm still working on something better. But... staying here means so much less pressure. Don't have to worry about getting a really good job. Not for a while, maybe, if nothing comes up."
"True."
"I think having a pet to come home to would be nice."
"It is."
"But... what if I'm jumping the gun on it?"
"You mean what if you meet someone, yeah? And you want to immediately move in with her?"
"Well, not immediately."
"Uh huh. Maybe don't worry about it, dude. Or maybe try and learn and grow from your experiences and next time you meet a girl, really get to know her before thinking about moving in together."
"I usually don't anyway."
"Oh good. So no problems then."
"You think?"
"Why not?"
Ash thought about it. "Well maybe I just will."
****
Val put her hands on her hips. "You can't call a cat Dragon."
Ash grinned. "Absolutely can."
"I'm sure that wasn't her name before you adopted her."
"Ah, but it is now."
"That's... that's not a name. It's a mythical animal."
"So?"
"So you can't call her that."
"Not up to you, I'm afraid. She's my li'l Dragon. Too late to stop me."
Val sighed. "Whatever." She looked around. "Where'd she get to anyway?"
"Um... yeah, not sure about that. She's kind of an independent soul. As dragons can be."
"She's still just a cat. Why wouldn't you get one who liked being close?"
"Like Sebastian? Because if I was looking for a dog I would have got one. Cats are cats. Gotta just respect it and deal with it."
"Sure. Fine. Are we gonna look for your cat or what?"
"I mean, if I haven't seen her in half an hour or whatever, I'll take a look. Otherwise I'll just assume she's scouting her territory."
"Scouting?"
"Yeah. Gotta know what she's working with."
"You're insane."
"Thanks for noticing."
****
Dragon continued to display a more lone wolf sort of behaviour than Sebastian, though the two cats thankfully reached a sort of mutual respect and tolerance for one another. Dragon didn't much care for being caught being affectionate with her counterpart, but their respective people found it adorable.
"I weirdly feel even more like a parent now," Val said. She sat sipping at a glass of wine at one end of the living room couch, Ash at the other end. "Even though Dragon's not really mine."
"No, I getcha. It's like... like having a step kid, kinda. Not yours, but yours."
"Yeah. Something like that."
"Mine's cuter though, obviously."
"Pff, you wish."
"It's maybe a little bit weird thinking of them as step kids though."
"Because they're cats?"
"No. Because that would mean we're, like, together."
"It's only what it feels like. Doesn't mean we're actually parents, and actually... a whole family. Or whatever." Val paused and took another sip of wine. "Though we actually are family. Just not in a married way."
"You think that's why family's not allowed to marry? 'Cause they're already family and it would get complicated if people could double down?"
"No, I think it's because of the weirdness and grossness and abuse and stuff."
"Oh. That."
"What's the complication anyway? If anything, it'd be simpler. No worrying about last name changes."
"Some people don't change them anyway."
"Yeah, but there wouldn't even need to be a discussion, let alone paperwork."
"True" Ash rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "So you're saying... it actually makes more sense for family to get married."
"Except for the weirdness and grossness and abuse and stuff, sure."
"Well yeah, obviously except for that. Goes without saying."
"Uh huh."
"But, ok, let me ask you this, though."
Val arched an eyebrow. "What?"
"If it was us, just for example, I don't think it'd be that gross. And there wouldn't be abuse. Maybe a bit weird, sure, and I can't totally rule out stuff. But overall, maybe not that bad."
"Dude, how much have you had to drink?"
"Hardly anything."
"Then what's this whole line of questioning about?"
"I mean, not to really think about it. Just as a for example."
"... you're serious?"
"As a thought experiment, yes. I'm really asking."
"I mean... ok, yeah, it's probably less a big deal in some situations. But there's... there's... you know, kids getting all fucked up."
"Couldn't have any anyway."
"Yeah, but for other people-"
"This was about us."
Val glared. "Is this about me letting you see me half-naked on a regular basis? Because I might have to stop that."
"Seriously, not actually suggesting anything. Nothing at all. Just hypothetical. You think I'd actually wanna... do... stuff?"
"I'd hope not."
"Good. 'Cause I don't."
"Good. It'd be weird."
"But not gross."
"But not gross," Val agreed. She hesitated. "Wait, maybe it should be gross too."
"Are you kidding? I'm super hot. And you're ok too."
"Excuse me?"
"I said-"
"I heard you. I'm hotter than you, though. Easily."
"You wish. And me and my cat versus you and yours... no contest."
"Dude. You bringing cats into a hotness contest?"
Ash raised a finger, then stopped and shut his mouth. "Shit, I think I might have. Pretend we were talking, like, cute or something."
"Nope. Too late." Val smirked. "And besides, Sebastian and I would have cuteness on lockdown too."
"In your dreams, sister mine. You got nothing on..."
Ash trailed off as he looked over at where he'd last seen Dragon. She was right where he expected, but was now napping curled up with Sebastian, nearly close enough to be considered cuddling.
Val caught the sight too, and both siblings smiled when their eyes met again.
"Fuck it, they got us beat," Ash said.
"That they do," Val concurred. "Adorbs."
"You notice they only get that close when they don't think we're looking?"
"That's yours. Dragon's all tough and independent on the outside, even if she's all fuzzy and wants to be loved on the inside."
Ash glanced at Dragon again, feeling his heart melt just a little. "You noticed that too, huh? Yeah, she's a li'l sook if you catch her in the right mood. Or if no one's looking."
"Mmhm. Sebastian's just a little attention slut though."
"True dat."
Val kept looking over at the cats, while Ash used the chance to study her freely.
"What are you smiling at?" Val asked.
"Nothing."
"Really?"
"No. Just you. The way you were looking just now. Kinda like Mom. Kinda."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. You ever see the way she looks at us when she doesn't think we're watching?"
"I think I know what you mean. All... maternal and stuff."
"Yeah."
Val's eyes flicked over to the cats again and she grinned. "You think she'd be happy finding out she's only getting grandkittens?"
"Ha, not what she was expecting, is it?" Ash shrugged. "I think she'd be happy if we're happy."
"Probably, right?" Val sighed. "And somehow, I think I really am happy right now. I don't know that it'll last or anything, but it's nice. Mostly just not even worrying about anything. 'Cept Sebastian."
"Sure. Easy going. What's not to like?"
****
Val was in the shower the next morning, not a care in the world. She was caught somewhat by surprise when the door opened. The brief nervous panic at being intruded upon only lasted a second. It was only Ash, after all, but still.
"What is it?" Val called out over the sound of the water.
"Nothin'."
"Um... wait your turn then?"
"I'll be quick."
"Dude, I'm in here."
"I know. I'm not looking. It's all fogged up anyway."
"How do you know that if you're not looking?"
The smirk on Ash's face was practically audible. "Ok, you got me. I peeked."
Val waited, but Ash didn't leave. "I know we've been taking liberties, Ash, but this is maybe a bit much."
"Why, are you peeking?"
"No, but still."
"'Cause you're nakey in there?"
"Yes. Obviously."
"Well I'm done anyway. And I'm not even gonna flush the toilet on you."
"Gee thanks?"
"You're welcome."
After finishing her shower, Val barely took the time to fuss with her wet hair a bit to make it damp and disheveled in an attractive way before marching off to find her brother. She caught him just outside his room. She wore only a towel wrapped around herself, but her expression and arm-folded posture forced him to take her at least somewhat seriously.
"What was that all about?" Val demanded.
Ash was uncowed, despite his sister's attempt at fiercely staring him down. He was barely any more dressed than she was, having been interrupted before he could get around to putting clothes on. "I needed to pee."
"So wait! Or use the other bathroom. I can confidently say it wasn't in use."
"It was farther away."
Val raised her eyebrows dangerously. "I don't think you needed to go that badly."
"I'm a sucker for convenience."
"You-"
"Why the sudden concern anyway? I thought we were being all cool and casual about clothes and whatnot."
"Yeah. Not about, like, sneaking in while I'm naked. That's way different. Bathrooms are off limits. You know that."
"Ok."
"Ok?"
"Yeah. Sorry. I honestly didn't think it'd bother you."
"Well... you caught me off-guard."
"I s'pose I did." Ash shrugged and smiled shyly, but with a sly sort of charm. "If it helps, I really didn't see much."
"Much? I thought you didn't see anything."
"I saw the vaguest of blurry skin tone somewhere in there. Not even any shape to it, really."
"Uh huh. You've made it worse again. You know that, right?"
"I don't think that's what I've done."
"You told me you saw nothing. Pretty soon you're going to be admitting you saw everything."
"Well obviously I didn't. You couldn't see me, right?"
"... mostly right, sure."
"So I couldn't see you any better than that."
"... fine."
Ash nodded to his doorway. "Can I go get dressed now? Unlike some people, I do have places to be this morning."
Val smiled wickedly and slipped past Ash into his room. "Be my guest." She sat down on his bed, carefully crossed on leg over the other without flashing anything, then just sat and waited.
"Really? What, you're gonna watch me dress?"
"Seems only fair."
"In what way? We established I didn't see anything."
"Sure. But it's an invasion of your privacy you weren't expecting, isn't it?"
Ash rolled his eyes. "Ok, fine. Sit there and perv on me. See if I care."
"Will do."
In fact, though Ash would have gone through with it, having very little choice in the matter, he didn't get very far at all. His plan had been simply not to change boxers just now while Val was watching. Everything else was relatively inconsequential.
"Oh my god!" Val said, her eyes going wide.
Ash stopped dead and turned to look at her. "What?"
"You're hard! I didn't see it before, but when you turned... oh my god, dude. Ash, what the hell?"
Ash gave Val a heavy look. "Well I was doing my best not to show you. You rather insisted, you know."
"I didn't think you'd get hard!"
"Have you seen you!" Ash shot back.
"What?"
"You! Sitting there like that. In your towel. All damp and... and showered. I can see most of your boobs. You must know that. And your crossed legs..." Ash shook his head. "Fuck's sake, Val, what do you want from me?" He held up a finger. "And to be fair, I'm not even fully hard. Somehow."
Val went through a quick range of emotions, anywhere from total embarrassment to furious wrath. She didn't really land on any of them such that they stuck.
She delicately uncrossed her legs and adjusted her towel, though there was a very limited amount she could do about it.
"Oops," Val said.
"Yeah. Uh huh."
"Well I didn't think it through."
"I can tell."
"Could you please stop being turned on? I can still see it getting bigger."
"Stop looking."
"Put pants on."
"I was trying!"
Val abruptly dissolved into uncontrolled giggles. Ash tried to maintain composure, but didn't last much longer than Val. The two of them laughed with and at each other, each desperately trying to keep themselves somewhat decent, and failing just a little more with each passing moment.
"Ok. I'm gonna leave you be," Val said.
"Thanks?"
"Mmhm."
Val walked out of the room, pausing at the doorway to look back. Ash was waiting for her to actually leave before doing anything else. He didn't seem to realize, though, that with the angle he was now standing relative to her, she was getting an even better profile of his ever-larger erection.
"You should deal with that before going to work," she said lightly.
Ash flushed faintly. "I know how to handle it, thanks."
"Yeah I bet you do."
****
Val had a weird, nervous energy to her all day while Ash was gone. She had a hard time sitting still or focusing on much of anything. It wasn't a bad feeling, exactly, but not strictly a good one either.
She had to admit to herself that Ash was all she wanted to think about. Not him getting hard, or remembering him changing, though those both intruded regularly. But just... just Ash. Just generally.
It was a lucky thing Val had Sebastian, because he seemed to be the one thing that helped to her to chill. She held him in her arms lavishing attention while he purred some of the stress away.
"It's not fair," Val said.
Sebastian said nothing.
"I mean, you don't expect to have to worry about these things with your brother. I wouldn't have moved in with a boy so soon if I thought... if I thought there'd be any of this. Even just a roommate. You know, if there was potential. There shouldn't be potential with a brother. That's how brothers work, you know?"
"Mrow?"
"Yes I know I stopped petting for a second. My mistake."
Val kissed Sebastian's head and teased his ear a bit.
"You understand me. Well, no, you don't. But you don't argue. Or judge. That's more important, really."
Sebastian just purred.
"I mean, he was kind of right this morning. Don't tell him I said that. But, like, it's probably fine if he walks in while I'm showering. As long as he can't see anything. And I really think he couldn't."
Val sighed.
"So why'd I freak out? That's a good question. I think... I think I freaked out because maybe I was afraid I wouldn't freak out. And then I freaked out because I was freaking out."
"Mrow?"
"Shut up. What happened to not judging? I know it doesn't make any sense when I say it out loud. I know what I mean though."
Val stroked Sebastian some more.
"What would it make me," she said softly, "if I didn't mind my brother seeing me naked? What would that even mean? Don't answer that. It's rhetorical."
Sebastian wisely said nothing.
"So maybe I overreacted, because that's better than not reacting. But... if it's not a real reaction, is it actually any better?"
Val sighed.
"You've got it easy, little one. You can fall for whoever you want. Even if it was your sister somehow. People wouldn't judge. Not the same, anyway."
"Mrow?"
"No, obviously that's not what's happening. I'm just saying... if you... if something you did was..."
Val paused, but failed to reorganize her thoughts.
"Mrow."
"Shut up." She shook her head and groaned. "And now I'm losing arguments with my cat. That's not great."
****
Val had reached a decision by the next morning. She wasn't sure exactly what Ash would think of it, but there was only one obvious way of finding out.
Ash choked a little on the mouthful of orange juice he was in the middle of when Val joined him in the kitchen.
"Morning," Val said casually.
"Holy crap, Val."
"What?"
"That robe."
"You like it?"
"... that feels like a trick question."
"Why?"
"Because..." Ash waved his hand up and down, indicating her body. "I mean, it's super crazy short."
"It is a little on the scandalous side, isn't it?"
"Just a touch."
"I really like it, though. So silky soft."
"Uh huh. Why you wearing it?"
"I literally just said-"
"I know what you just said. Previous to that we established how short it is."
Val nodded. "Yeah, I haven't really felt comfortable wearing it in front of anyone before."
"Um..."
"And then I usually don't want to bother when it's just me. Feels like I'm getting all sexy for nothing."
"Only just yesterday you were getting after me about not even seeing anything. Now you're... what, dressing sexy for me?"
"Not for you. For me. But you can look too if you really must."
Ash shook his head. "I don't know what's happening here."
Val nodded sympathetically. "I know. It's a little sudden. But I kinda had a good conversation yesterday and I figured some things out. Kinda."
"With who?"
"... probably better if you don't know."
"What does-"
"Point being, I think I reacted a little more strongly than I needed to yesterday because... because I felt like I had to. Not because I really wanted to. And then I had to kinda figure that maybe, like, ok yeah, maybe I'd be ok with it if you... appreciate me sometimes. Like... like maybe more than before. More than what we agreed to."
"Oh."
"And it was an excuse to wear this robe, which cost enough that I really want to get some use out of it."
"Well... I guess I'm ok with that."
Val grinned coyly. "Just ok, huh?"
"I... appreciate it."
"Good. I could kinda tell anyway."
"It kinda falls open up, uh, here-ish," Ash said, indicating his chest while staring at Val's.



"It does tend to do that. Not enough to show nipple, I think."
"Not so far," Ash agreed.
"But a li'l cleavage for sure."
"Plus it's super short."
"That too. You'll have to help me if I need to bend over or reach for anything."
Ash swallowed hard. "Fair enough," he said faintly.
"Or I'd be showing off basically every-"
"Yeah. Yeah you would."
"And we couldn't have that."
"Probably best not to."
Val hopped onto a stool by the kitchen island. Ash's eyes widened comically, and she belatedly closed her legs a little tighter and adjusted the edge of her robe.
"Oops," Val said lightly. "I didn't flash you again, did I?"
"Only... only enough to know you don't have anything on under there."
"I wasn't being subtle about that."
"No. But now I know. For sure."
"My bad."
"Is it? I'm not sure that wasn't on purpose."
"It wasn't. I'm just... not being as careful as I should."
"That sounds like it's in deliberate territory when you put it that way."
"Hm, maybe." Val flashed a winsome smile. "Pour me some coffee? Please?"
Ash's movements were slow and not fully coordinated. He nearly spilled the mug of coffee he set next to Val. She'd opened her legs a little wider when he had his back turned, just enough to threaten exposing herself again. It was quite a lot of fun when it was on her terms, and when she wasn't freaking out over what it all meant.
"You're gonna drive me crazy," Ash said. "You need to not wear that robe."
"But if I take it off I'll-"
"You know that's not what I mean! Just... wear your normal stuff."
Val sipped her coffee. "You were perfectly happy to see me all nakey in the shower yesterday."
"I couldn't see anything."
"But you might have. Anyway, I'm really enjoying this robe right now, and I intend to get some more use out of it."
Ash looked Val up and down. "You really never wore it for anyone?"
"Never."
"Even Carl?"
"It was too late between us by the time I got it. Hadn't been anyone else I would have dared."
"Except your brother?"
Val's eyes softened and her voice went quiet. "Except him," she agreed in a near-whisper.
"You know that's not fair."
"I do."
Ash chewed his lip and tried to look away, without much success at all for any length of time. "You know how hard it is not to think about just giving that sash a tug, seeing if it all falls open?"
Val's legs clamped together, but not out of any sense of modesty. Rather, the sudden thrill running through her demanded at least that small physical response. "Then I'd be basically naked."
"Correct."
"I knew you wanted to see me."
"I do. And I don't. At the same time." Ash looked askance at Val. "I'll admit it, I didn't think I'd see anything when you were in the shower, but I kind of hoped I would."
Val breathed sharply inward.
"Not everything," Ash said quickly. "Not that. Just... something."
"You could, if you wanted."
"What?"
"I mean physically it'd be very easy. I could try and stop you, but this robe is, like, not designed for modesty. You could see something with very minimal effort. And with a little effort more, you could probably get if off me entirely."
Ash closed his eyes and groaned softly. "I wish you wouldn't say things like that."
"Not that either of us would want it to come to that," Val said. "Just saying that, you know, physically speaking, it's very doable."
"You're a monster."
Val laughed. "It's just so easy once I get started. God I've missed having someone to flirt with like this."
"This is flirting?"
"... maybe? Whatever it is, I've missed it, is the point."
Ash considered for a moment, the took a step back. He reached for the bottom of his shirt and pulled it off in one smooth motion.
It was Val's turn to go wide-eyed and silent. She's seen him shirtless a fair amount recently, but never in a deliberate attempt at... at whatever he was attempting. If anything, that just made it hotter.
"You're right," Ash said. "That is fun."
"Shut up."
"You can do it but I can't?"
"I never took my top off."
"No, but you're welcome to."
Val stared at Ash, then smirked crookedly. She casually hooked her finger in the top of her robe and tugged on one side of it enough to reveal most of one of her breasts.
Ash was temporarily transfixed. "... well I didn't actually mean it," he mumbled.
"Oh didn't you?" Val asked sweetly.
"It was just, you know, rhetorical. Or something."
"Oh. My mistake."
Val readjusted her robe to cover herself again. She left a little extra cleavage showing, though.
"I feel like we're headed for some kind of mutually assured destruction here," Ash said. "Only we both kind of want to see what happens if we go for it."
"That's probably fair." Val grinned. "Mutually assured distraction, more like."
"That too."
****
Ash was quite happy to only have a short shift at work that day. It had been a long time since he'd had to deal with getting random boners all day, and he hadn't missed it.
Fucking Val.
What had been up with her that morning anyway? Any other girl he would have been certain it was a full on seduction. And a good one, too. With Val, as per usually lately, it was something more complicated than that.
Ash went to his room to change after work. Upon swapping outfits, he flopped onto his bed and tried to think some more. He'd been doing precious little other than thinking, but at work there were constant interruptions.
"Hey, Dragon," Ash said as his cat hopped up onto the bed with him. "What's up? Hungry?"
Dragon said nothing and walked straight onto Ash's chest where she curled up.
"This is almost affectionate of you. What did I do to deserve such an honour?"
The very softest of purrs was the only response.
"Don't tell me, you're actually my secret spirit animal and you've come to deliver wisdom and comfort."
Ash waited in silence.
"Ok, so just comfort then. That's fine."
He reached for Dragon's head with a soft touch, alert for any of the signs he'd learned that she wasn't actually in the mood for physical contact. Contact other than her making a bed atop him, of course. That didn't count.
"What do you think I should do, hm?" Ash asked, as though one of these times Dragon would answer. "I mean, yeah, I liked what I saw this morning. I liked the teasing. But also... I kinda wish we hadn't taken things that far. Wish I hadn't walked in that bathroom yesterday."
Ash sighed. "Like, she's my sister. I'm not supposed to enjoy seeing her tits. Or... other things. And do you know how much time I spent today wondering if she'd wear that robe again? Too much. Way too much."
Dragon's ear flicked in an annoyed way. Ash stopped petting her in case it was his touch that was bugging her. It was more likely that than his quandary, since presumably she wasn't really getting much of the content of it.
"You think she's gonna show me more? Like, yesterday I wouldn't have thought so. But I guess maybe I just caught her the wrong way. This morning... goddamn, I mean I know you don't care, but that little flash of her cooch..."
Ash snorted, disturbing Dragon enough to earn himself an unamused look.
"I mean, she flashed me accidentally that other time. And I didn't really get why she spent any time worrying about not being groomed the way she wanted. Now I kinda do. Like, I know I only saw it for a second, but it looked amazing. Like... like the sort of pussy you just wanna dive into and drown in." Ash paused. "No offense."
Dragon stood up, digging her claws in enough to make a point, and hopped off Ash's chest to the edge of the bed.
"Well I'm sorry. Pussy and drowning can too be in the same sentence without it being horrific, ok?"
Dragon stared fixedly at Ash.
"Fine. Treats? Will treats help? Let's get some, ok?"
Dragon seemed to find that an acceptable apology and led the way, taking care to make sure Ash was following.
****
Ash was taking a shower the next morning when he heard the bathroom door open.
"Val? That you?"
"Who else?"
"Whatcha doing?"
"Don't mind me. Carry on."
Ash sighed and continued rinsing his hair. "Is this 'cause of when I walked in on you?"
"Perish the thought. We're past that, aren't we?"
"I genuinely have no idea."
Val didn't seem to be in any particular hurry. Ash couldn't see her all that well, except to make out her form standing by the sink, not going anywhere.
"I'm nearly done in here," Ash said.
"That's nice."
"Did you have something in particular you needed?"
"I've got it, thanks."
Ash rolled his eyes. "Whatever." He shut off the water and reached out for his towel. A little fumbling around where it should have been hanging confirmed it wasn't there any longer. "Hey, Val? Is my towel there?"
"Oh, yeah, it fell on the floor. I've got it right here."
"I don't think it did. But could I have it, please?"
"Hm... nah."
"Nah?"
"I'm busy."
Ash peeked out, still keeping his body mostly covered. Val had rubbed a spot more or less clear of shower mist and was delicately arranging her hair.
"Yeah, you look busy. Can you just hand me my towel?"
"Nope."
"Ugh. You jerk."
"Hey! No name calling."
Ash hesitated a moment longer while Val pretended to ignore him, then bit the bullet and stepped out of the shower, totally naked and dripping with water. "Don't even think about yelling about this mess I'm making."
Val didn't seem the slightest bit concerned about the water getting everywhere. She casually wiped more of the mirror and kept right on playing with her hair.
"I can see you looking," Ash said as he started drying off.
"Haven't even peeked," Val said.
"I can see in the mirror just as well as you can. You're literally wiping it clean again right now."
"I can't help it if I accidentally see something in there."
"You absolutely could have. All you had to do was not put my towel way over here out of reach."
Val's lips twitched into a faint, lopsided smirk. "What fun would that have been?" she asked.
"That's what I thought. Happy now?"
"Pretty happy, yeah."
"Oh. Well... good."
For all his grumbling, Ash was busy appreciating the view he had as well. Val was once again wearing that same short, silky robe. She wasn't quite showing off anything, but the effect of the robe didn't really require being overtly explicit.
Ash finished a quick dry-off, then secured the towel around his waist. He stepped close behind Val, meeting her eyes in the mirror. Her movements slowed as he drew near, and he caught the subtle change in her breathing.
"What are you doing?" Ash asked.
"My hair wasn't behaving itself, so I-"
"What are we doing?" he clarified.
"Well, you just showered, and I'm, uh..."
"Yeah. No. You wanted to see me naked. Fine. I want to see you too. I think we both get that."
Val bit her lip, her eyes bright and intense as they stayed on Ash's in the mirror. "Well you're not s'posed to just say it."
"You forced my hand a little just now. Moving my towel."
"I expected you be more adamant about getting it back."
"Is that your best excuse?"
"All I've got, I'm afraid."
"And was it worth it?"
Again, Val's lopsided grin came out. "Totally."
Ash flushed softly. "Are you gonna do more stuff like that?"
"Probably."
"And what if I start doing stuff like this?" Ash asked, slipping a hand around Val to gently pull her sash open.
Val looked down at herself. With her robe open, she was pretty close to naked herself. She tugged the edges back over her breasts, though there was still a gap straight down the middle. She didn't think Ash could actually see her pussy from the angle they were standing at, but she wasn't sure about that.
"Then I guess you'll see more of your sister then, won't you?"
Ash groaned softly. "Don't say it like that."
"What? That you'll see more of me? Or... remind you that it's your sis-ter you're trying to see?"
"The second one. You know that's what's making this weird."
"The only thing?"
"Basically. Isn't it?"
"Perhaps." Val tilted her head. "Or maybe we'd be in a similar conundrum even if you weren't my brother."
"How so?"
"Well... one might argue that if we were very close, emotionally, and were getting so close physically as well, that it might be almost as complicated."
"I don't think so."
"I know you don't. That's why you jump from bed to bed so easily."
"Ouch."
"I mean that in the most loving way possible."
"That doesn't much help." Ash took a reluctant step back. "You don't think... shit, am I just doing what I always do? Falling for the wrong person again?"
Val fought her disappointment at having Ash even that little bit farther away. "Certainly possible."
"You're better at the long term thing. What do you think?"
"Long term doesn't mean the same thing for us. We're always gonna be family, you know. Always have been, always will be."
"Is that... is that an argument for or against?"
"Neither, Ash. It just is."
Ash flexed his hands, clenching and unclenching them. "That doesn't help."
"I know."
"I want to... see you. And touch you."
Val bit her lip and felt a thrill run up her spine. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like, a lot. But I don't want it to be my usual thing. I don't want to, like, fall for you like that, then find out it wasn't real."
Val took a careful step back, then an even smaller one. She bumped into Ash, feeling another, larger thrill as she felt something hard against her butt, under his towel. Hard for her.
"What's the longest you've ever known a girl before you either fell in love or went to bed with her? Or both, if they were the same time."
"Um..."
"Months? Years?"
"Well..."
"Less?"
"... yeah. Probably. I don't remember, but... usually not super long."
"So it's different, right? You never fell for me before. It can't just be that."
"You were never this hot before."
Val laughed. "Bullshit, but thank you."
"No seriously. You never were."
"I think maybe I've just never been this hot to you. It's different." Val rubbed her butt deliberately against the tent in Ash's towel. "Just like I've never really found you particularly attractive until just recently."
Ash's hands landed lightly on Val's hips. He pressed back against her grinding ass, locking them more firmly together. "That so?"
"Mmhm."
"I've always been attractive, thank you very much."
"So you think. And so, admittedly, have a fair number of girls."
"Thank you."
Val sighed. "Maybe you needed to grow up some."
"What?"
"You're not quite mature yet, but you're much closer these days. I think you really needed that."
"I... for what?"
"For me to ever see you as anything other than a brother. For me to see how hot you can be."
"Maturity doesn't have anything to do with that."
"Oh but it does." Val locked eyes with Ash in the mirror once again, slowing her grinding somewhat. "Imagine the hottest eighteen year old you can, Ash. Fresh out of high school, sneaking into bars with fake ID, partying with the girls, going out every night, getting wasted, hooking up with dudes whenever it takes her fancy, maybe lots, maybe never, knows how to look sooo damn good if she wants to..."
Ash frowned. "Ok, and?"
"Would you rather have her or me?"
"That's such an unfair question."
"Why? You've fallen for a few girls like that, haven't you?"
"... not exactly like that."
"You can pick her if you want. I'll be annoyed, but it'll be my own damn fault."
"Why would I ever? I mean... compared to you..."
"Yes?"
"Come on, Val, like... you're way better than that. You're beautiful, and way less work, and more fun to be around, and easier to talk to, and-"
"Getting it yet?"
"... maybe."
"Keep going with that list if you want. It was getting good."
"Shouldn't have interrupted then."
Ash wrapped his arms fully around Val and hugged her tight. He was deliciously hard against her. Her robe had ridden up, and even though his towel wasn't the sexiest thing to have rubbing on her butt, the knowledge of what was underneath made up for that.
"Maturity is important," Val said, in case the lesson hadn't landed as well as she thought it had.
"Yeah, yeah. In moderation."
"Moderation?"
"Well, presumably if we were both sufficiently mature, you wouldn't be grinding your naked ass on your bro-ther like this."
Val stiffened and moaned softly. She felt behind her for Ash's towel and tugged it away, letting it fall to the floor. His cock was left bare against her ass, skin to skin. She could feel his hard, warm shaft pulse against her.
"Ok. Moderation," she agreed hoarsely. "Moderation's good."
"It's sure doing it for me right now."
Val was flushed and could feel herself breathing heavier. "So we're both mature enough to maybe kinda know what we're doing, and to know that even if it's a stupid thing to do, we're not being frivolous about it."
"Um... yes?"
"So, ok, are we perhaps still sufficiently immature to go do something even stupider?"
Ash groaned softly. His cock was firmly wedged between Val's ass cheeks, and the two of them were only grinding harder and more frantically with each passing moment. "I know I am."
"Yeah. I think I am too." Val put her hands on top of Ash's and slid them up her body. Once she got him moving, he cupped her tits fully under his own power. "But then again, maybe I'm just horny and haven't had sex in... a while."
Ash pulled Val's robe off her arms and handed it to her before returning to fondling her breasts. "That is certainly a consideration."
Val absently folded her robe and tossed it beside the sink. "You think we should worry about it?"
"Well... I'm used to being between girls, and from experience it'd take me longer than this to get horny enough to do something really, really stupid. I'm pretty sure this is just regular stupid." Ash set his chin on Val's shoulder. "If that helps any."
"I actually kinda does." Val turned around, putting her face to face with her brother, as close as they'd ever physically been, both totally naked. "Regular stupid I think I can handle," she murmured.
Val closed her eyes as she leaned in. There really wasn't far to go. Ash's lips met hers almost immediately.
Their bodies were pressed together all the way down, from mouth to increasingly entwined legs. Val's soft breasts pillowed against Ash's chest, and her hot, wet pussy rubbed urgently on his hard, throbbing cock.
"Keep this up, and I'm gonna have to do something stupid," Ash mumbled around Val's lips.
"I thought that was the idea."
"You're sure?"
Val pulled back to look at Ash, her eyes big and shining. "You think we could possibly stop now?"
"Not easily, no."
"Ash... I want you so bad right now. I know we didn't really figure everything out, but... I need you. Please."
"Val..."
"Pleeeaaase."
"You don't have to beg. I'm right there with you."
"Well you're not-"
Val was muffled by a sudden deep kiss. Ash pressed hard, pouring emotion and need into the kiss, and no small amount of tongue too.
Ash moaned into her mouth as she pressed extra hard against his erect shaft. A moment later he gasped and nearly fell over as Val leaped into his arms, legs wrapped tight around his waist, arms around his neck. He managed to get his hands under her butt and steady himself before falling over.
"I wasn't ready for that."
"Oops," Val said without the slightest hint of apology in her tone.
"You can't just jump on me like that."
"I can't?"
"Not without expecting to take whatever you get as a result."
Val grinned and let her eyelids lower flirtatiously. "Maybe that's exactly what I expect."
"Oh good."
Ash carefully walked over to the wall and pressed Val against it, helping balance and secure their somewhat precarious position.



"Ah! That's cold on my back," Val said.
"It'll warm up."
"You sure about that?"
"Pretty sure." Ash thrust gently, sliding his cock up and down along Val's pussy lips. "And if not, I don't intend to be here long anyway."
"What? How fast do you think this is gonna be?"
"Not fast at all. I don't know about you, but I'm looking for a bed pretty soon."
"Oh. Yeah, I guess I'll allow that."
"Decent of you."
"Mmm, of course if you keep grinding on me like that, you're just gonna slip in right where we are."
"That's true. I might."
Ash shifted the angle of his hips relative to Val. The head of his cock pressed against her pussy for a moment, then slipped past. He did it again, loving the look on his sister's face.
"Oh my god that's so close," Val hissed.
"I know."
"You're gonna be inside me."
"Fucking hope so."
"Goddd Ashhh."
Val's nails dug into Ash's shoulders, not quite painfully, but definitely making themselves known.
"You like that?" Ash asked. "Almost feeling me go in? So close?"
"Stop teasing."
"Feels nice though, doesn't it? I... oh!"
Val let go with one arm and reached down. She grabbed Ash's cock and held it steadier, so on his next thrust it didn't slide away, it went straight in.
"Fuuuccck," Val moaned.
"Oh damn."
Val rocked herself, as much as she could while pinned between her brother and the wall with her feet well off the ground.
"Deeper," she begged.
"All the way?"
"All the way!"
Ash tried to be gentle, but it wasn't easy while holding Val. She wasn't helping either, constantly trying to bounce herself lower on his cock. He ended up burying himself much faster than he meant to, though it seemed to make Val quite happy.
"Yesss," she hissed. "I needed this."
"Goddamn, you're so wet," Ash breathed. "You took me so easily."
"I mentioned being hor-ny didn't I?"
"You did." Ash grinned. "All 'cause of me, huh?"
"Maybe 'cause of you. Maybe 'cause it's been so long. I don't know, really."
Ash pouted, then dipped his head and nipped at Val's shoulder. "Don't be coy. It's me."
Val's fingers tangled in Ash's hair. "Maybe. But that would mean I really, really wanna fuck my bro-ther. Like, really badly."
"Well you do. So that makes sense."
"God help me, I really do." Val's eyes went big and round, full of demonstrably false innocence. "Take me to bed."
"You want me to carry you?"
"Yes."
"I might fall."
"You better not."
"Can you just walk?"
"And let you out of me? Don't think so."
Ash got a firmer grip on Val's bare ass, then pushed off the wall and started walking. The entwined sibs bounced lightly off a few obstacles on the way. Val reached out and braced against whatever was handy as Ash carried her.
Both of them were a mess of insane, horny giggling by the time they made it to Val's room and fell to her bed.
"What, you couldn't have run me into a few more walls?" Val asked, still laughing uncontrollably. "Walk much?"
"You ever try walking straight with a girl riding your dick?"
"Surprisingly, never."
"Well it's not as easy as it looks."
"Maybe if you'd stopped kissing me long enough to watch where you were going."
"I tried! Then you just started kissing me even harder."
"Oh yeah."
Another fit of giggling rolled through them. It transitioned into moans as Ash built a slow, steady rhythm, fucking Val with long, deep strokes.
"Fuuuccck that feels good," Val cooed.
"It's amazing," Ash agreed.
"You're so deep in me."
"Deep as I can get."
"Deep in your sis-ter."
Ash groaned as Val gave another soft giggle at his reaction.
"I don't think we're supposed to enjoy that part so much," Ash said.
"If we're gonna fuck, might as well enjoy everything."
"Yeah, that's true." Ash kissed Val, then nuzzled her cheek. "I'm enjoying everything about you right now."
"Shut uuuppp. You'll make me blush."
Ash laughed. "I'm balls deep in you, and you're worried about getting embarrassed?" He caressed her face lightly. "You're so flushed anyway, I wouldn't even notice."
"Oh god, really?" Val examined Ash's face. "Well actually you kinda are too."
"I'd assume so. Can't fuck my sis-ter without getting a little worked up, you know?"
Val moaned and buried her face in Ash's shoulder, digging her fingertips into his back. "Is it bad that that's really doing it for me?" she mumbled.
"The sibling thing?"
"Yeah?"
"Fuck, probably."
"But it's doing it for you too?"
"It really is. Don't tell anyone."
Val giggled insanely. "Won't tell a soul," she promised.
Their lips met again, melding together in a longer and longer kiss. Even breaks for air didn't feel like they'd ended the kiss, only delayed it.
Ash was thrusting deep in Val, and was slowly getting even more forceful. Part of that force was a result of her doing everything she could to thrust back against him. Her movements were limited, but she wanted so badly to meet him every time.
"You know what's actually an upside to this?" Val asked huskily.
"Aside from everything?"
"Aside from that."
"Couldn't begin to guess."
"I can't get pregnant, you know."
"Um... sure."
"So you can basically just cum in me."
Ash groaned. "Don't talk about that yet."
"Why not?"
"I wanted to, like, do this for a while. Feel you. Be in you."
"You still can."
"If you talk about me cumming in you-"
"Which you totally can."
"-how'm I s'posed to last?"
"What, you think if I just keep telling you that you can fill me all up-"
"Val!"
"-all the way up with brother cum. That you can do it as much as you want. And I'll really, really enjoy it. You think maybe that might make you explode a teensy bit faster?"
"You monster."
Val giggled. "Well it's better to cum a little too early than to drag things on past when they're fun."
"I've done this before. I kinda know what I'm doing."
"Oh, right. Forgot about aaalll the girls you've banged. My sexpert brother over here."
"Shut up."
"Make me."
"'K."
Ash kissed Val, starting soft but getting deeper and more intense, slowly working his tongue between their lips until she met it and skirmished back into his mouth instead. It did, admittedly, make it much harder to talk.
Val's hands ran up and down Ash's back, sometimes grabbing his butt, sometimes tracing his spine, and sometimes tangling in his hair.
Ash's cock was making such sloppy sounds as went in and out of Val's soaked pussy. With their mouths full, the noises from down there were all the more noticeable. They were possibly a little embarrassing, but mostly they were just even more of a turn on.
"Fuck," Ash mumbled around Val's still searching lips. "Now all I can think about is cumming in you."
"Hehe, well you can, you know."
"I-"
"Seriously, Ash. Cum in me."
Ash pulled back a little to look at Val. Her eyes were so big and shining, her mouth parted in a soft pant. She watched him intently, seriously.
"I'm gonna, then," Ash said.
Val smiled wide. "Good."
She looked so damn eager, so excited. She had the whole time, sure, but it was something a little more than that now.
Val could see something very similar in Ash's eyes. He had a look that, she guessed, was him needing to cum. It had been growing steadily stronger the longer they fucked. On a physical level, he would certainly be feeling it stronger than her. On an emotional level, Val suspected she needed it way more than he did.
"You're close, right?" Val asked softly.
Ash just nodded.
"You're gonna cum for me?"
Another nod.
"Cum in me?"
Nod.
"Cum in your sis-ter?"
"Dammit Val."
Val flashed him a teasing smile that had a deeper hunger to it, somehow. She kissed him and dug her nails into his shoulders just as he was feeling the final release coming.
Ash moaned into Val's mouth, but only for a moment. She broke the kiss and squealed happily as his hot cum flooded inside her, messing her pussy quite thoroughly after the first few spurts. More filled her even beyond that, ensuring she was all cummy inside.
"You gotta stop saying that," Ash mumbled.
"It works, doesn't it?" Val replied with great self-satisfaction.
"That's not the point."
"I think it is."
Ash pushed himself up on one elbow and used his other hand to caress Val's cheek. "You're crazy."
"Says the boy who just-"
"Yeah yeah, I know." Ash kissed Val softly. "You didn't cum, did you?"
"No, but that's ok."
"I wanted you to cum too."
"It wasn't about that."
"No?"
"No. I wanted the other stuff more."
"What stuff?"
Val's eyes glinted. "You know. Having my br-"
"Don't say it."
"Having you in me," Val corrected. "That's what I wanted most. Just feeling you. And feeling how much you wanted me."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I haven't been wanted like that in a while. And it's even better that it was you. I'm not being all fetishy about it, Ash, it really just is better that it's you. My brother. Having you in me. Feeling you on top of me." Val ran her hands up Ash's chest. "You don't even know how good it feels."
"I think I do."
"No. You know something very similar. But it's different for you. I know it is."
"How do you know?"
Val teased Ash's hair back from his forehead. "I know boys. And I know you."
"How many boys?"
"Boys in general, silly. Not specifically." Val booped Ash's nose. "Maybe you might start out feeling kinda the same as me, but after a while it's all about getting off."
"And it's not for you?"
"It's nice, sure. And hey, maybe I'm just weird. Maybe it's not a gender thing. But, like, I like all the beginning bits, and some of the middle bits. Cumming's nice, but it's not at the top of the list."
"I don't believe that."
"Which only proves my point."
Ash rolled his eyes. "If you say so."
"I do."
Ash studied his sister, her eyes still gleaming, her smile broad and teasing, her cheeks flushed. "You're so damn beautiful right now."
"Gee, and that's after you came in me, even. You must really like me."
"I've got a certain fondness for you, sure."
"Aren't I a lucky girl."
"Val?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you still wanna cum? Or is that gonna throw off your whole sex theory thing you've got going?"
"You're ready to go again already?"
"Not quite, no. But there are other things."
"Mmhm. Too bad you made my pussy all cummy, huh? Woulda been nice having you lick it."
"Maybe some other time."
"Mmhm. Well... can you kinda stay just like you are for a bit?"
"What?"
"Just... in me. Like you are."
"I mean, probably. You want to wait for me to get horny again?"
"No." Val slipped a hand down to where Ash's cock met her pussy. "I just want to feel you in me while I rub myself."
"Oh."
"Was that disappointment?"
"No. Or... maybe."
Val grinned. "I know. You don't get to have the magic touch that gets me off. Not what you wanted. If it makes you feel any better, I basically never get off just from fucking."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I told you. It's different." Val's eyelids lowered as she teased her clit. "But having you in me while I play with myself... I think that'll work."
"And my cum in there?"
"Mmm, that too."
Ash watched in fascination as Val fingered her clit. Her expression was different from when they were fucking, though it showed just as much enjoyment. She seemed more focused, with fewer moments of meeting his eyes and giving that sly little smile that kept him absolutely captivated.
Val's soft, panting moans only barely reached Ash, even with how close he was. It was very nearly like she was trying to sneakily masturbate, except of course for having her brother and his cum all filling her up still.
"I think I might get hard again just watching you," Ash said.
"Yeah, I can feel you twitching down there."
"Does that help?"
"Kinda does. I think... I think if you were all the way hard and, like, just kinda throbbing in me..." Val's eyes rolled back at her own description. "Yeah, that'd be nice," she finished hoarsely.
"I'll do my very best."
"Thanks."
Val was absolutely melting under Ash's constant, piercing stare. He watched her so steadily, with such adoration. She wasn't sure if it was that or his cock in her pussy that was turning her on more. It was a close race, though possibly decided by all the mess he'd made inside her pussy as well.
"So much brother-cum," Val murmured aloud.
"Saying that stuff really does it for ya, huh?"
"You don't think it's hot?"
"I think it's a bit much, maybe. Hot, sure, but like..." Ash stroked Val's cheek. "I don't think I need it. Not with you."
Val arched her back and gasped softly. "Now who's saying stuff?"
"Hm?"
"Come on, Ash. That halfway romantic, kinda lovey stuff?"
"Oh, what, that's worse than your deliberate fetishy stuff?"
"Not worse. But don't complain about me if you're gonna do it too."
"Some girls like that sort of thing."
"Oh? It's just a tactic?"
"Not with you."
"Ugh. Again with that!"
Despite her protests, Val was getting close, and she had to admit Ash being semi-romantic wasn't hurting. It wasn't the easy, immediate thrill of mentioning their sibling relationship out loud, but had a nice, gentler, deeper kind of effect that had sneakily set Val's fingers working harder and her toes curling up in anticipation.
Ash let his free hand trail down to Val's boobs, casually playing with them while he kept watching her. That kind of helped too. Partly just the vibe of possession Val was getting off him, like he could just feel her up if he wanted. Which he could. Absolutely he could.
"Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"Say some more romantic shit."
"Um..."
"Please?"
"I can't just force it."
"Pleeeaaase."
"You close?"
"Getting there."
Ash paused a moment. "I think I could just lie here and watch you all day."
"Hm, I don't-"
"Even if I wasn't in you. Just watching. Just that little way your lips twitch. Or your eyes roll back sometimes. And that cute little noise I don't even know if you know you're making."
Val flushed and her fingers moved faster. "Ok, that's kinda working."
"I'm honestly entranced with you right now. My beautiful sis-ter."
"Ah! Cheater. You don't like saying that."
"Not that I don't like it. I do. I get some of that same thrill, you know. Just I don't know that we need it."
"'Cept now you really want me to cum."
"Of course. I was very clear about that. This is all way better if you cum."
"Even though I told you I don't strictly need it."
"Even so."
"... Ash?"
"Yeah?"
"You're kinda moving again."
"Well I got hard, and you're keeping me all turned on. Is it ok?"
"If you just stay gentle like that, it's kind of amazing."
"I can do that. For a while."
Val smirked lopsidedly. "Only a while?"
"You think I can resist fucking you again forever? Keep dreaming."
"Mmm, sure. Maybe... maybe you could go a little faster."
Ash rolled his weight back onto both arms, but still kept himself enough off of Val so she could keep working her clit.
"Like this?"
"Yeah. That's nice."
"You gonna cum?"
"Don't rush me."
"But I wanna see you cum. See my sis-ter-"
"Oh my goddd," Val said, half cracking up. "Ok, I'm starting to get it. Maybe use that more sparingly."
Ash smiled and kissed Val, gently taking her lip between his teeth and tugging on it just a bit as he pulled back. "I don't know. It's growing on me."
"Of course it is."
"It's kinda hot."
"I know. I told you that before." Val shifted a bit. "You're gonna cum in me again, right?"
"Sure hope so."
"Tell me how much you want to?"
Ash grinned. "You don't even know. You've got me all worked up again. I just came in you, and I still can't think of anything else. You do things to me, Val. I can't even explain them."
"Mmm, you're just gonna make such a mess of my li'l pussy, aren't you?"
"You're gonna feel it in you all damn day, it'll be so messy."
Val bit her lip and only grunted.
"So much brother-cum," Ash continued, watching Val's face. "Just for you. Your little pussy. And you'll know I really couldn't help myself. I just watch you and I need to do it. You turn me on like no one else. And you're my sister. Fucked up, right? But you know. You know exactly what I mean. Here you are rubbing yourself while your brother's all balls deep in you, your insides already cummy from him, and-"
Val moaned loud and kept her fingers going hard. Her orgasm had taken some time, but it was an amazingly hard one, and well worth the effort.
Her pussy clamped down on Ash's cock while her clit sent out waves of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her. She was lost for a moment, lost in her fingers on her clit, and her brother inside her. Even when she looked up at him again, those big, adoring eyes staring back at her were too much mid-orgasm and she tried to look away, but just couldn't.
It was so fucking good. Val had totally meant it about not needing to cum, but she had to admit she was pretty damn happy that she had.
"Oh wow, you tensed up like crazy," Ash said.
"Shhh."
Ash dropped his voice to a whisper. "Feel good?"
Val's fingers slowed, and the last few shivers worked through her. She looked up at him with dreamy eyes. "Very," she purred.
"Glad I insisted then."
"Mmm, yeah, ok, you get points for it."
"Oh good." Ash thrust tentatively back and forth in Val. "Is it ok if I..."
"Go again?" Val nodded. "I think I'd kinda really like just having you in me all day. Or a while, anyway."
"Mmm, sounds nice."
"And cumming in me some more."
"That can be arranged."
"But I kinda need to pee."
Ash pouted. "Awww."
Val traced her finger around Ash's ear. "Maybe if you're gentle and don't jostle me too much we could get away with it."
"See, that's a challenge I can work with."
"Gentle, remember."
"So gentle."
Val relaxed and let Ash get into his groove. She did really need to pee, but she was pretty sure she'd be fine to let him go again first.
"You're all sweaty," she murmured.
"And I just showered too."
"Mmm, pity about that."
"Val, you can't pull me closer like that. I'm trying not to press on you."
"You can press a little."
Ash let himself lower. "Like that?"
"More. Just... just lie on top of me if you want. It's kinda comforting."
"And that's not gonna bother you?"
"Just as long as you don't jostle. And your weight's even."
"You're making this complicated."
"Maybe. You wanna cum in your sis again or what?"
A shiver ran up Ash's spine. "Definitely."
"So put up with a little complicated."
"Ok."
"That's so nice," Val breathed. "You on top of me, just kinda in and out a little down there."
"Doing it for you?"
"You don't even know."
"Well..."
"It's not gonna make me cum, so no, you don't know. I know that's what you're looking for again."
"You got me." Ash nuzzled Val. "You're gonna have to explain this stuff to me some more. Sometime."
"Sure. Sometime. When you're not so horny."
It was a slow and luxurious affair this time around. No hurry, no rush. The siblings cradled together against one another, enjoying each other softly and tenderly, and so very intimately.
Ash eventually came inside Val once again. They enjoyed that moment too, and some of the afterglow.
"You really need to get up now," Val whispered.
"Hm?"
"Seriously. Or I'll pee all over you."
"That wouldn't be nice of you."
"No it wouldn't. Up you get."
Ash reluctantly rolled off of Val and watched her with detached interest. She still enticed him, sated as he was. She still kept him fascinated and wanting to drink her all in.
"Dressing?" Ash asked.
"Just panties. Don't want to leave a mess everywhere if I start dripping."
"That's fair. Better to keep it all in, huh?"
Val gave him a crooked smile. "I might just do that, you know. Feels so naughty having your cum all in me like that."



Val was gone a few minutes, and was moving much easier when she came back.
"That's better," she said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Coming back to bed then?"
"You really want to go again already?"
"No. Not yet. But I like just feeling you. And I'm sure I could get there pretty soon if you were up for it."
Val laughed and stepped closer, but remained out of reach. "Tempting. I need to go check on the kitties though. Surprised I don't hear any mewling yet as it is. Sebastian's gotta be getting hungry."
"Ooh, good point. Feed Dragon too?"
"Sure thing. And, uh, I could be wrong, but don't you have work today?"
Ash groaned. "Ugh, why'd you remind me?"
"Maybe you don't. I don't really know."
"No, I do. Frick. Maybe I just call in sick."
"Maybe." Val stepped closer and leaned down for a kiss. "I'll still be here later, you know."
"Yeah, but... but..."
"I'll almost certainly want to fool around some by then too."
"Well when you put it that way..." Ash kissed her again. "Wait, fool around, or fuck?"
"Hopefully one then the other."
"Oh, good. I can work with that."
"We kinda skipped a few things. I'd like to go back and hit a few of them."
"All fun things, I hope."
"Exceedingly."
"Excellent."
****
Val wasn't exactly waiting for Ash when he got home, but he'd only just kicked off his shoes when she glided over to greet him.
"Well hello," Ash said with a broad smile just before she pressed right up to him.
"Hello yourself."
Their lips met with the eagerness of a new relationship, and very little of the uncertainty such a sibling kiss might have entailed. The feelings and experiences of the morning had hardly faded for either of them.
"I wanted to just up and leave so many times today," Ash mumbled around Val's kisses.
"Wouldn't hardly have blamed ya."
"Felt almost giddy on the way home."
"Mmm, miss me that bad, huh?"
"Definitely. Is that weird? It's not like we haven't spent lots of time together. Recently or in the past."
"Sure. Maybe you just like me a lot better with no clothes on, though."
"I can't really argue with that."
"I'm gonna make you work for it, you know."
"Hm?"
"You'll have to seduce me out of all these clothes I put on."
"Is that the only reason you got dressed?"
"Basically, yes."
"So I'd have to... kiss you... and touch you... and tease you?"
"Yes, yes, and also yes."
"Slowly get all those unnecessary clothes off?"
"Mmhm!"
"Better get started then."
They moved at a slow, awkward shuffle, guiding each other blindly away from the front door. Their lips hardly separated any more than necessary for speaking, and their hands were all over each other.
They got kind of stuck in a corner in the kitchen. Partly that was so Ash could start working on Val's clothes. He really only got as far as pushing her shirt up over her tits and unhooking her bra.
"Mmm, there they are," Ash said.
"My boobies?"
"Mmhm."
"Whatcha gonna do with them?"
"Hmm... what do you want me to do?"
"I want you to figure out what I like."
"Wouldn't be easier to just tell me?"
"Sure. But it's more fun my way."
"Oh, ok. I see how it is."
Ash gently caressed Val's tits, running his thumbs in small circles around her nipples.
"You know this just means I get to do whatever I want," he whispered.
"Isn't that what you were gonna do anyway?"
"I coulda done whatever you wanted if you'd told me what it was."
"What makes you think this isn't exactly what I want?"
"Playing with your boobies? Or very slowly taking your clothes off?"
"Kinda both. Mmmaaayyybe more the second one."
Ash leaned down and kissed Val's breasts, sucking gently on one of her nipples. "So if I really take my time actually getting you naked..." he mumbled around her tit.
"I might be super into that."
"Noted."
Ash carried on playing with his sister's chest, much to Val's continued delight. She happily ran her hands over him while he sucked and nuzzled her breasts, toying with the idea of trying to slip his shirt off, but not wanting to interrupt.
"Mrow?"
Val glanced over. "Oh, Sebastian. What do you need?"
"Mrow."
Val tapped Ash's head. "Ash, it's-"
"I heard."
"I'ma need you to stop for a sec."
Ash looked up at Val with a pout. "Really?"
"Yes, really. It'll only be a moment."
"But... but... your boobies."
"They'll still be there."
Val tugged her shirt down as she slipped away from Ash and picked up Sebastian, who snuggled eagerly in her arms.
"Or maybe it'll be a few moments," Val said. "He needs some attention."
"Seriously?"
"Yes."
"He's only doing that 'cause he's jealous."
"Is that what it is?" Val cooed, tickling Sebastian's purring tummy. "Are you jealous? Mommy still loves you, you know."
"Aw for real?" Ash grumbled. "I'm already hard over here."
"My kitty baby needs me." Val gave Ash a soft kiss on the cheek. "These things happen."
Ash followed Val to the living room where she sat on the couch, still cradling Sebastian.
"You're really gonna make me wait?"
"You could play with Dragon for a few minutes, surely."
"You know she only plays when she wants to. And that's rare."
"You could think about me naked."
"Way ahead of you, actually."
"Oh good."
"You're enjoying my misery, aren't you?"
"Perhaps a little," Val grinned at her brother. "I wouldn't be much of a sister if I didn't still torment you from time to time."
"Yeah, well... I can't think of a good retort! I'm gonna go get a drink!"
Ash grumbled to himself the whole way, feeling the discomfort of his erection still trapped in his pants. He'd just feel silly taking them off, unfortunately. Walking around with his dick out while Val cuddled Sebastian just didn't seem all that sexy to him.
Dragon was sitting full in the middle of the counter as Ash grabbed a beer from the fridge.
"You know you're not supposed to be there."
Dragon just looked at him.
"For real. I could, like, shoo you. Or get a spray bottle."
More staring.
"You could at least help me out and cuddle for a while. Make Val jealous."
Stare.
"Or teach your brother not to be so needy. Why's he such a sook anyway? Doesn't he know cats are meant to be more independent? I mean, I thought it was great her getting these cuddles from him." Ash sighed. "But now I want to be the one cuddling her, dammit."
Stare.
"Don't you look at me like that. You'd want to fuck her too, in my place. She's just, like, amazing. None of this bullshit you get with new relationships usually. I already know all her nonsense. Except for how she'll pick Sebastian over me. That's relatively new."
Stare.
"Look, I'ma get you a treat, and you're gonna stop judging me, deal?"
"Mrow."
"Good."
Val cocked her head as Ash walked back in. "Talking to yourself in there?"
"No. Dragon. She was being judgey."
"Oh? What about?"
"Me wanting to fuck you."
"Mmm, incest is frowned upon by some."
"Not by cats."
"Not by me either, turns out."
Ash felt his cock throb. "Well if you want some..."
"In a minute."
"Why do I feel like I'm gonna be hearing 'in a minute' all evening?"
"Just let your imagination go. Think of what you're going to do with me."
"I did that the whole time I was at work."
"Oh. Right."
"You didn't spend all day thinking about me?"
Val grinned. "Might have."
"And you interrupted to snuggle your cat?"
"You're gonna have to get used to that, brother dear. Seb's my baby."
Ash sighed. "I brought this on myself, didn't I?"
"Kinda, yeah." Val chewed her lip thoughtfully. "Wanna take your pants off while you're waiting?"
"Thought about that. Just seems weird in front of Sebastian."
"Hm, true, I guess. Well I'm sure it won't be long. He usually doesn't want to be cuddled like this for more than a few minutes at a time."
"Uh huh." Ash got up again. "I'm gonna make food. Want anything in particular?"
"Whatever you make. Thanks, Ash."
****
"Sebastian's sleeping now," Val said, slipping her arms around Ash from behind.
"Oh is he now?"
"Mmhm."
"You know I'm not really horny anymore."
"I don't think it'll take me long to fix that."
"So sure, are you?"
"Why, are you gonna pout about it?"
Ash squirmed, though he was enjoying Val's hands running over him, and the way her breasts squished against him. "I kinda want to."
Val nipped lightly at Ash's ear. "Hey, I wanted to mess around earlier too. It was already getting good. It can be good again. We're gonna have so many chances, Ash. We're under no time pressure."
"... well you're gonna have to seduce me."
Val chuckled. "That's fair. I can work with that." She kissed her way down his neck. Her hands slid up inside his shirt, over his tummy. "What would you like me to do to you?"
"Turn me on."
"Any way in particular?"
"Not yet."
"Mmk."
Val kept kissing, kept feeling, and started grinding. Ash slowly melted in her grasp, leaning back into her and everything she wanted to do.
"I get that you gotta look after Sebastian," Ash admitted softly.
"Hm?"
"I just got a little annoyed."
"I could tell."
"But I'm happy that you're happy with him."
"Mmm, he definitely helps with some stuff. So do you. Even Dragon, somewhat. S'kinda like a family. Sorta. I need that junk, you know?"
"I know."
"I love you, you know."
"Yeah, I know."
Val lifted Ash's shirt all the way off. He took the opportunity while her arms were in the air to turn around and face her. She grinned at him, then went back to kissing and sucking on him, around his neck and shoulder, and down around his chest a little.
"It's probably good for me," Ash said. "That everything with us isn't all lust and puppy-love."
"Some of that too," Val mumbled between kisses.
"Some, yeah. And it's great. But I like that there's some stuff that's not that. Like you being all mom-y and stuff. I probably need to find a little more stuff like that still."
"You got work."
"Ha, right."
"Well you got Dragon."
"When she deigns to be in the same room."
"That's cats for ya."
"I know. And I love her. When she's not being an asshole. Even then, actually."
"S'good."
"I'm not used to any kind of even vaguely 'dad' role, you know. It's not something I wanted."
"Well lucky you, you can half-ass it."
"Sure." Ash ran his fingers through Val's hair. "This all makes sense, yeah? What we're doing?"
"Aw jeez. You're gonna make me regret not getting you off earlier, aren't you? Getting all deep on me now."
"We're not just being horny idiots?"
"No, Ash. No we're not." Val kissed Ash, sucking on his bottom lip for a moment. "Maybe we're partly horny idiots."
"We definitely are."
"Maybe definitely."
Ash pushed Val's shirt up. Her bra was still missing in action, leaving her breasts bared to him. She arched her back and pushed her chest out to him.
"Being horny idiots is good sometimes," Ash said.
"It works for me."
"I seriously love you, though. And... and I really think this is what I want. All of it."
"Mmm, me too."
Val slipped from Ash's arms down to her knees. She looked up at him with big, horny eyes as she undid his pants.
"Whatcha doin'?" Ash asked, eyebrow quirked.
"You told me to seduce you."
"This is seducing?"
"Is it working?"
"... yes."
"Then yes."
Val lavished attention on Ash's cock as soon as she got it out, and only slowly finished tugging his pants and underwear down. She kissed, licked, and nibbled at him, remembering to frequently gaze up at him while she played.
"God you look so hot doing that," Ash groaned.
"Sure hope so."
"That way you look at me..."
"You like that?"
Val maintained serious eye contact as she sucked Ash between her lips and into her mouth. She gagged a little when she took him too deep too fast, but otherwise kept her big, falsely innocent eyes on him with impressive consistency.
"You just make me wanna cum all over you face, you know that?"
"Hmm?" Val hummed questioningly around his cock.
"Just cover you with cum." Ash stroked her hair back. "Mess your whole face."
"Mmhm!"
"Or maybe let you swallow it. I don't know."
"Mmm."
"You'd like it either way, wouldn't you?"
"Mmhm."
Val bobbed her head back and forth more aggressively, losing eye contact as she moved faster and harder. Her clit was throbbing, demanding she either pay attention to it, or at least get some of that cum load her brother was threatening her with.
Ash's groans and the way he touched her hair were driving her crazy. She wanted to suck him off so good. Get him to cum all over her, or in her, or wherever he wanted, really.
"Hey!" Val squealed and fought as Ash pulled her up, off her knees, away from his cock. "What the hell?"
Ash kissed her fiercely. When he pulled back, she saw the insane lust in his eyes. The same as would be mirrored in hers, she was sure.
"I want to taste you," Ash said.
"It was my turn!"
"I want taste you right now."
Val squirmed. Her pussy flooded at the tone in Ash's voice, and her struggles to get back to his cock slowly weakened.
"You wanna eat me out?"
"So badly."
"It couldn't wait?"
"I wanted to do it while I'm this horny."
"You'd get horny again pretty fast."
"Not like this. Not tortured all day with thoughts of you kinda horny."
"Oh."
Ash's hand slipped down to her hip, then in front to cup her mound over her jeans. "Can I? Please?"
Val nodded, fearing she might fall if he let her go entirely. "You always can," she said hoarsely. "I mean, if you're not interrupting."
Ash smirked crookedly. "Sorry. I'll make it up to you."
There was a promise in his eyes that just absolutely made Val melt.
"I believe you."
"Your room or mine?"
"Whichever's closer."
"Good call."
They left a trail of their remaining clothes on the floor behind them and took a far longer time getting anywhere than they ever had. They were handsy as all hell and grinding on each other like crazy.
Val was on fire when she finally fell back on Ash's bed. She was glad it was his, for some reason. Maybe the faint smell of him on the sheets. It made her head swim.
"Are you-" Val started.
She didn't get anywhere with her question. Ash didn't waste more than a second or two admiring her before pushing her legs open and diving between them.
Val was absolutely soaked. Ash got the scent of her just before sticking out his tongue and going right for her. Between it and the sexy taste of her, he was immediately hooked.
"Ooh, not much for subtlety, huh?" Val said, trying to joke.
She couldn't think of much else to say, though. His tongue was such sweet pleasure on her swollen and flooded pussy. Even if she could have, it really wouldn't make sense to tease someone lapping so frantically and enthusiastically at her. That sort of thing shouldn't be discouraged.
"That's nice," Val breathed, relaxing into her brother's fierce oral ministrations.
He just kept licking.
"You could slow down a little if you wanted."
Ash ignored her.
"Or don't."
Lick lick lick.
"Mmm, maybe just a little on my clit. Just a little though."
There was a hitch in Ash's rhythm. He carefully flicked his tongue over Val's clit in between continued aggressive licks of her sloppy wet slit.
"That's nice. Just a few like that," Val purred.
Lick lick lick.
"So goooddd."
Val scratched Ash's head like a pet.
"You'll probably make me cum like this."
Lick lick lick.
"Don't go any faster."
Lick lick lick?
"Just like that. Tad more on my clit. Little higher actually. There. Perfect."
Lick lick lick.
"Mmm, yeah, Ash. Fuck yeah. Right there. More. More more more. Not harder though. Just more. Mmm, that's good."
Val guided Ash a little further, the abruptly couldn't any longer as she came all over his tongue. His amazing tongue.
She moaned and arched and wriggled, both trying to dislodge him, and let him keep going. She couldn't quite decide which. She rode the pleasure without ever quite trying to jump off. It filled her electrically, nearly painful when he kept going at her clit, but even that small pain was so damn good.
Ash lifted his face grinning from ear to ear when Val finally pushed him away for real.
"That make up for taking your turn?" he asked a tad smugly.
Val looked at him through heavily lidded eyes. "You've got pussy all over your face."
"You didn't answer my question."
"Mmm, I accept your apology."
"Oh good."
"Next time you're damn well gonna let me do my thing."
"I'd better with you looking so threatening."
Val, in fact, looked about as relaxed and pacified as was possible. She rolled her hips, laying one leg on the other and hiding her pussy away. She stretched her arms and upper body, then relaxed again and watched Ash through one opened eye.
"I'll admit it," she said quietly. "Once you started, I was gonna need to cum."
"Ah. So that's what does it for you."
"Honestly? More than fucking, usually. 'Specially if you're gonna eat me like that. Like you're starving. Or dehydrating. Or whatever makes the analogy work better."
"Duly noted."
"Downside for you is now I just don't feel like I wanna suck you off properly."
"That's ok."
"Is it?"
"Well..." Ash crawled up Val's body, laying a few sporadic kisses as he went. He reached down and pulled her legs open again. "You feel like... something else?"
"You wanna get in my pussy again?"
"That ok?"
"Very. Go slow to start. I'll get worked up again in a bit."
"I didn't really wear you out that badly did I?"
"Dude, you made me cum hard just now. Like, super hard. I don't cum hard easily."
"Again, duly noted."
"Don't smirk at me like that. You won't do so well next time, then you're gonna be all disappointed."
"We'll see." Ash rubbed his cock against Val's thigh, gradually adjusting until it was running straight up and down her slit. "You ready?"
Val nodded. "Slow," she reminded him.
"Mmhm."
Ash guided himself in. Val was still soaked, albeit not quite as overtly horny as before. She took him easily, sighing contentedly at the feeling of being filled by her brother. It was nice, even after just cumming so hard.
Ash was really quite gentle with her. They both just enjoyed being together, being joined, and the slow back and forth, in and out motion.
"You'll have to go a little faster than that," Val murmured.
"I don't think you know how turned on I am. It's actually kinda good to have to go slow, or I'd just cum inside you."
"You're going to anyway, aren't you?"
"Yeah, but I wanna enjoy this for a while."
"A while?" Val shook her head. "How 'bout you just cum?"
"S'that what you want?"
"Honestly, I think it'd be pretty great. All relaxed, your cum in me. Maybe you still in me. Cuddling like this morning except we don't have to go anywhere."
"Alright. You sold me."
Ash sped up a little while still savouring every moment. He could basically cum at any time. He'd felt it the very instant he'd slipped inside Val's pussy. He was in that space between desperately wanting to cum, and wanting very badly not to for a while.
But she was right. Just cumming and getting to enjoy the cuddles after did sound nice.
Ash let himself go, let his small amount of control slip, and felt his orgasm break free.
"Ooh, there it is," Val cooed.
Ash grunted and felt his body pulse, huge pleasurable shocks hitting him in a slow, brief rhythm. So much cum from his day of fantasizing about his sister was now free to be unleashed, and her soaked pussy was made even more a sloppy, sexy mess.
"So much cum," Val murmured. "More than this morning? Or does it just feel that way?"
Ash grunted. "Really couldn't say."
"Mmm, guess not." Val sighed and held Ash tighter as he finished up inside her. "Stay on top for a bit?"



"I'm not squishing you?"
"Nah. It's nice. Might need you to roll eventually. But it's nice right now. Snug. Secure."
"Ok."
Val reached out and made a half-assed attempt to pull some covers over them. It only kind of worked.
"Don't fall asleep on me," she said.
"Don't plan on it," Ash mumbled, though admittedly he was already closer to sleep than he would have thought possibly. "Your boobs are comfy."
Val giggled. "Glad to hear it." She swept her fingers through Ash's hair. "Your everything's comfy."
"Glad t'hear it."
Val giggled again, softer. "Seriously don't fall asleep."
"M'not."
"Good." Val let her eyes close. "I love this," she said quietly but seriously. "This in particular. But everything, too."
"Hm?"
"Nothin'. Just, what you were worrying about before. I'm not worried about it. I feel so damn good about it."
Ash lifted his head enough to flash Val a crooked smile before nuzzling back up to her. "S'nice," he agreed.
"You're too out of it to really think about anything, huh?"
"Maybe kinda."
Val kissed him softly where her lips landed on his head, just below his hairline. "We get to do this again tomorrow," she whispered.
"Every day."
"Yeah." Val smiled. "That's true, isn't it?"
She tugged at the covers again, but didn't get any further. She squirmed a bit, snuggling just a tiny bit deeper with him. Despite her warning, she was pretty sure Ash was about to fall asleep on her. She'd let him drift off for a bit, but would have to shift him eventually.
For now, she'd just enjoy it.
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Author's Note: This isn't an official April fools story, since I'm nothing if not consistent when it comes to forgetting a holiday theme is coming up. But I did have a fun little idea, and I wrote it, and this is it. It's only quick and silly, which seems thematically appropriate.
****
I didn't think anything of having my sister over at the time. April, my little sister, and Charlotte, my wife, got along quite well. It was nice being able to have April come and hang out basically whenever, though at times they almost got on too well for my own good.
That evening was one of those times. The two of them were all giggles and conspiracy all night. I might have blamed it on the bottles of wine we demolished, except that tomorrow was April first.
April had long ago decided that April fools was a day that was especially hers, for fairly obvious reasons. She'd never missed a year to get me somehow, and on average her pranks had only become more involved and intense.
I knew why April had shown up to spend the night on March thirty-first, but I also knew I couldn't stop whatever was going to happen from being attempted. If necessary, she'd just have waited until the wee hours of the morning and broken in somehow. Hopefully without actually breaking anything. It was just easier this way.
Plus, honestly, I kind of looked forward to it, in a terrified kind of way. It was a cute sort of tradition for us, even if I nearly always got the worse end of things.
"Do you know what she's planning?" I asked Charlotte when we'd both stepped into the kitchen.
Charlotte fixed me with big doe eyes. "Whatever do you mean?"
"Feigning innocence are we?"
"I don't know what-"
"You two have been scheming all night. Don't think I don't know you're in on it. Whatever it is."
Charlotte scoffed with an expression of offense being taken. "I would never! I'm on your side. We're a team against April's wacky hijinks and tomfoolery."
"Are we though? She's never played tricks on you."
"Yes. That's the teamwork part."
"Teamwork doesn't mean I get to be a lightning rod for my sister's antics."
"It does when you're her brother and I'm not related."
"Well-"
"Not blood related."
"Still, though." I sighed. "You won't tell me, will you?"
"Nothing to tell," Charlotte said, batting her eyes in a way that would have immediately set off a lie detector, in spite of that not being how they worked.
"Ah ha!"
Charlotte and I both turned. April stood in the doorway, pointing accusingly at us, in a slightly tipsy manner.
"Conspirators!" April declared.
I rolled my eyes. "I don't do April fools. You know that."
"That's just what you'd say if you were doing them!"
"And, what, I've spent my entire child and adult life lulling you into a false sense of security?"
April stroked her chin. "Perhaps. Time will tell."
I turned to Charlotte pleadingly. "Please protect me from her."
Charlotte hugged me close. "Of course, baby," she cooed soothingly. "I won't let her hurt you."
Even as she held me, I could sense her mouthing something to April, who in turn giggled and scampered off. Somehow, I didn't feel all that protected.
****
I woke up the next morning to Charlotte riding me. She was slow and gentle about it, but I was fully hard and buried in her, and one couldn't possibly argue that she hadn't fucked me awake. I loved when she did that.
I'd had just a tad too much to drink the night before. I didn't have a hangover, but I was slow to wake up properly. My last wisps of dream merged into reality at their own pace. I knew Charlotte was riding my cock, but I didn't quite know that it wasn't imaginary, too.
Gradually, it became more and more clear. The feel of her pussy wrapped around me, the way she rocked back and forth, trying not to disturb me for as long as possible. It was all so decadent and lovely for the both of us. She probably loved doing it more than I did, from what I'd been able to glean over the years.
"Morning, sleepy," Charlotte said in a soft bedroom voice. "I was starting to think you weren't going to wake up."
"Mmm, just a little slow this morning."
"Part of you wasn't."
"I'm sure. You have a way of getting the sort of reaction you want."
"I should hope so."
Charlotte's pace increased, and she started bouncing a little along with rocking, sliding me in and out as she wiggled back and forth. She was so tight and wet around me, almost dreamily good.
"Not that I don't love this," I murmured sleepily, "but there's no chance this is to lull me into forgetting that April's going to be up to something this morning?"
"Absolutely not."
"Oh good."
I didn't truly believe my wife, shocking as that was, but I didn't much mind that a trap was undoubtedly being set. Wake up sex was a delightful way to be distracted, which presumably was the impetus behind it. And at least I was almost totally safe while it was happening. April wasn't about to burst through the door and poor cereal all over me while Charlotte was nakedly riding me.
And yes, April had indeed poured cereal all over me in bed as one of her very first pranks. She'd improved since then.
Charlotte leaned forward on me, her rhythm changing slightly with her posture. Her hair brushed my face, tickling it, then a soft kiss just on the tip of my nose. I grinned and lifted my head, but she was already coyly pulling back.
Her fingers ran over my chest, her pussy tightened and flexed around my cock. She was doing some different things this morning, almost like she was trying to tease me into opening my eyes. I didn't want to. I was basking in the early morning safety, the softness of my loving wife, the pleasure of her vaginal embrace.
"You're really having a lazy morning, aren't you?" Charlotte said.
"The longer this lasts, the longer I get to enjoy you first thing in the morning."
"Aaannnd?"
"And the longer before April pounces on me."
Charlotte snorted, again picking up the pace. Her hips moved in more energetic strokes, her pussy squelching slightly as she fucked me. She weirdly felt even wetter than usual. Like truly soaked. And her movements weren't quite right.
I frowned for a moment as a thought almost formed in my head, but it was gone again before I could catch it.
I lazily reached for Charlotte's legs, placing my hands flat on her thighs, running back and forth on them as she rode me. I felt her muscles moving, and just a faint sheen of sweat on her as she put more and more energy into her surprise morning sex.
She was about to cum, I judged. Getting there. Her breathing was just audible to me, panting slightly. Her movements were losing some of their smoothness.
For that matter, I was getting close too. I wanted it to last, but I wasn't about to fight too hard to hold on longer. So long as Charlotte came first, I was happy to cum anytime after her. And if I was first, then I'd probably have to wake up for real and make it up to her. I couldn't repay wake up sex with a denied orgasm. That just wouldn't do. Even if Charlotte was, in fact, being a distraction rather than simply a horny wifey.
"You gonna cum?" Charlotte asked. "You look like you're gonna cum."
Her movements got even faster, somehow. She was riding me frantically, as though she needed to get off immediately.
I nodded. "Gonna cum."
Charlotte purred in a sort of intensely interested way that didn't sit quite right. My mind once again struggled to focus on something that I couldn't quite figure out.
"Well I wasn't expecting this," Charlotte murmured thoughtfully.
I was about to ask her what she possibly meant by that, but then I didn't need to. It clicked. Partly because she was somehow both talking to me in a casual voice and panting helplessly at the same time, but also all the rest of it came crashing down.
My eyes snapped open far too late to do any real good, but at least confirmed the scene for me. Charlotte was not, in face, riding my cock. She was sitting next to me, very still so as not to give away her true position, and with a wide bemused grin on her face.
April was the one moaning and bouncing on my cock, bringing herself to orgasm atop me. She was naked, slightly sweaty with exertion, her eyes glazed and unfocused.
She was cumming. My own little sister was cumming on my cock, getting herself off on me while I'd sleepily assumed she was my wife, though in hindsight it all seemed so obvious that she wasn't.
In the moment, I was helpless. I didn't want her to stop. I really, truly didn't. She felt so damn good. And I was close to cumming. I couldn't be held responsible when I was so close. Not that I could be held responsible anyway. Her and Charlotte, still grinning like an imp at me. Those two...
I groaned and came hard into April. My orgasm caught the tail end of hers, and for a moment we were cumming with each other, both getting off, experiencing massive, intense pleasure.
She started to recover her senses a little while I was still pumping cum into her pussy. She seemed slightly unsure for a moment, but then accepted it.
"April fools," April declared, her tone trying to be smug, but too satisfied and worn out to really make it there. She swiped at a lock of hair that had plastered itself to her forehead, further destroying her attempt at detached victory.
I, being that much slower to recover, could only stare at her for a moment. Her and Charlotte, the Cheshire Cat in this play.
"April fools?" Charlotte echoed, clearly awaiting my reaction.
"You two..." I shook my head. "You two are actually insane."
"Ouch," Charlotte said, clearly not actually bothered by the accusation.
"Got you, didn't we?" April grinned. "You never saw it coming." She glanced down at where we were still joined. "So to speak."
"No, you're right," I admitted. "I failed to predict that you'd... make me cum in you. I didn't quite guess that one."
"To be fair," Charlotte said, "we very much assumed you'd figure it out well before you actually came in your sister. You just... didn't."
"I think it's a better fool that you didn't," April said.
"True," Charlotte said. "He's definitely more fooled."
"Are you two both serious right now?" I asked. "I mean, for real. I just came in April. Like... what the fuck?"
April looked at Charlotte, who looked at April.
"I mean, it was just for the prank, obviously, but I kinda really enjoyed that," April said. "Didn't you? You seemed like you did."
"I mean... kinda."
"Not too much, I hope," Charlotte said. "If you both liked it too much... it's not really an April fool anymore, is it?"
April grinned, glancing sidelong at Charlotte, then leaned in close to me. "Wanna get her back?"
"Her?" I hissed back. "Both of you, more like."
"Yeah, well, you can have her or no one, right at the moment."
I only had to briefly consider my options. "How?"
April grinned wider, fully in evil little sister mode, though apparently not directed at me. "Just follow my lead."
April's pussy squeezed around me again. My eyes widened. I hadn't quite softened all the way, and all of a sudden it didn't seem likely that I would.
"I really liked it," April said louder, huskily. "Way more than I thought I would actually. You know what would make this April even foolier than you cumming in me?"
"Er, whoa now," Charlotte said.
"What?" I asked, playing my part.
"Cumming in me twice."
"Oh," I said.
"Hang on," Charlotte tried again, still being ignored.
April leaned down and kissed me, full on the mouth. She didn't try and do anything with her tongue or anything, but it was a very solid kiss. Not sisterly at all, really. Which shouldn't have been a concern of mine, considering just how deep I'd been in her pussy that morning, and how much of my cum was in her, and how she apparently was just going to fuck me some more, and I was most of the way to going along with it.
In fact, the kiss probably helped convince me.
"That's not funny, guys," Charlotte said.
My hands slipped around April, one over her naked back, the other into her hair. Quite a bit of her hair was falling on and around my face as she stayed down kissing me. I played with it a bit, trying to adjust it, but not really getting anywhere, and settling for just running my fingers through.
I was coming alive for real again inside April. Her pussy nursed me back to full hardness. She was slicker than ever with the addition of all my cum.
She'd been seriously turned on. She had to have been. I'd felt how damn wet she was while riding me initially. Trick or not, there was something real there.
Not that that was any great revelation. Not after she'd cummed all over my cock like that. No one was passing that off as purely part of the prank.
Still, I felt like I had my subtle revenge on her right there. I wasn't a trickster like April, I rarely if ever got back at her for her fools, but on this occasion she'd played herself. She'd actually really enjoyed fucking me. And, presumably, was enjoying herself again now.
I smiled to myself, making our lips meet weirdly for our next kiss and causing April to give me a funny look before shrugging it off.
"Seriously!" Charlotte said, getting a bit agitated now. "Cut it out! I mean yes, ha ha, you got me. Very funny. But really, though."
My hands went to April's butt as she rocked it gently around on me, massaging my hard cock. I was so incredibly deep in her when she bottomed out on me. So deep in my little sister. And all for her fools.
Well, not all.
"Give us a minute, babe," I mumbled around April's lips.
"What?! Oh hell no!"
"Jus' a minute," April agreed, rocking harder and harder on me. "I want to cum again."
"Ok, look," Charlotte said, "I get it. It was kind of hot. Fine. We can all deal with that. But this is... this is... argh. For fuck's sake!"
April kissed me harder, though I wasn't sure Charlotte would appreciate the details of our embrace through the curtain of April's hair. I squeezed her butt, rubbing it, tracing a finger down across her asshole, up and down, encouraging her.
She was back to riding me nearly as hard as at her most frantic, her most desperate to cum. I wondered who'd get there first this time. In theory I could probably last a while, having just cummed in April such a short time ago. But then again, I didn't have much experience fucking my sister. The normal rules didn't necessarily apply.
"Can you please just stop fucking each other for a second?" Charlotte pleaded. "Let's just talk about this, yeah? Like adults?"
I was starting to feel bad. Pranks truly weren't my thing. Not from this side of them.
Fortunately. April was on top of things. Not just me, even. She had far more practice at shenanigans and japery. Mostly directed at me, sure, but even still it was valuable for occasions such as this.
Even as I formed the words to ask if maybe we should stop, April started whispering a countdown to me.
"Three... two... one."
I wasn't sure exactly what to do when she reached one, but I correctly guessed the gist of where she was headed. April sat up abruptly and turned to Charlotte with the biggest, most self-satisfied grin.
"April fools!" she declared smugly.
Charlotte looked at her, then at me.
I shrugged. "What she said."
"You... argh!"
April hunched over giggling, sheltering from the furious battering Charlotte directed at both of us with the nearest pillow to hand. It was an impressive barrage, and the pillow was quite the worse for wear afterward. April and I somehow came out intact.
"That wasn't funny," Charlotte said firmly.
I was smiling almost as broadly as April. "I dunno," I said. "I think I might finally get the appeal."
"You're on thin ice as it is, buddy."
"That's ok," April said casually. "If you kick him out of bed, he can always-"
"Don't you dare finish that sentence," Charlotte said, pointing a warning finger.
April nodded and patted my shoulder as she levered herself off my cock for the first time that morning. "You better fuck your wife, dear brother. Or we're both gonna be in big trouble."
"Who even says I'm in the mood now?" Charlotte asked.
"Oh? Well if you're not going to-"
April squealed sharply as Charlotte pushed her off the bed in a rather undignified flurry of limbs.
Charlotte didn't actually climb atop me immediately. I was first made to pay penance by licking her pussy for a while, which was fair enough, and only after I'd made her cum a few times was she mollified enough to progress to fucking.
April climbed back into bed and stretched out languidly for most of the cunnilinguing, just observing, casually playing with her pussy. It occurred to me how odd it was having my little sister watching and masturbating while I ate out my wife, but once again, given the way the morning had started, there wasn't much I could properly consider to be weird in comparison.
Presumably Charlotte must have forgiven April around the same time as me, even though arguably April had more to answer for. Her forgiveness was demonstrated rather unequivocally when she ate April out, licking my cum back out of her.
Charlotte didn't even wait for me to finish. She ate April out while I was still pounding her. Her licks were a little sloppy as a result, but April didn't seem bothered.
I watched with utter fascination, then came in Charlotte probably sooner than she expected, but that was entirely her fault for eating my cum out of my sister in front of me.
****
Breakfast was a bit awkward afterward. We were all rather haphazardly dressed, but that didn't really have much to do with the atmosphere.
"I probably should tell you both that April fools need to stop," Charlotte said over a mug of coffee.
April and I looked at each other, disappointment as clear in her eyes as in my chest, but it made sense. I couldn't argue with the assertion.
"But then again," Charlotte said, taking a long sip for the sake of a dramatic pause, "who am I to get in the way of family tradition?"
Again, I looked at April. Relief filled her face.
"Tradition is important," April said cautiously. "Right?"
"Um, yeah, absolutely," I said. "Tradition."
Charlotte nodded like something had been decided. And maybe something had.
"I had an idea for next year," April piped up.
Charlotte and I groaned, and it was unclear which of us beaned her with a bread based projectile first. Charlotte and her half a muffin, or me and my slice of toast.
"Quit while you're ahead," I said.
"Fiiine."
April went quiet, but even as she sipped her coffee I could see the wheels turning, the plans being made. Even more so than usual, I was terrified and excited for what she might be planning.
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Kasey calmly sipped her tea as Hunter burst into her apartment and began efficiently swiping things off her table. She winced as something shattered on the floor, but just sighed and took another sip.
It was Mother's Day Eve, after all. Her brother always got a bit squirrely as the day approached. Had done for years, ever since some new family traditions had arisen when he was eighteen. Or maybe nineteen. Kasey couldn't remember exactly.
Arguably, years later and now in their mid to late twenties, both of them should have been more grown up and mature individuals. That had yet to properly manifest. Despite occasionally flaunting her elder status, Kasey wasn't always any more mature than her little brother.
"I got a map," Hunter declared, unrolling a large sheet of paper on the now empty table.
But then, sometimes he made it easy to look like the saner one.
"Well done you."
"So I thought we-"
"Why?"
Hunter stopped and turned his head, blinking slowly. "Why what?"
"Why did you get a map?"
"It's of Alex's house. I found a satellite view and recreated it in a more basic format so it'd be easier to print. Then I-"
"Why?"
"Well... Alex is Mom's new boyfriend. She-"
"Hunter, dearest brother, why the fuck do we need a map?"
Again, Hunter stopped and had to really think about the question. "I don't get to print maps very often," he mumbled.
"Aaannnd?"
"And the girl at the print shop's cute."
"There it is." Kasey leaned over the map. "So what good is this? Couldn't you just have shown me the picture you found if we really needed it?"
"Well... she's really, really cute."
"Got it." Kasey nodded and sipped some more tea. "So fine. Use the map. What very important things do you need to tell me?"
"Well Mom said she wanted us to meet Alex."
"I know. She told me."
"But... but it's Mother's Day."
"I know this too."
"That's our day."
"Well-"
"Our traditions. You know."
"Fair enough."
"So I don't think we can stop Alex coming over, but maybe we just delay him a while. Get our traditions out of the way before we have to meet this guy."
"He's probably nice," Kasey said. "I assume."
"Yeah, I know. He probably is. That's not the point. Are you with me or not?"
Kasey tapped her mug thoughtfully. "Mother's Day is important," she admitted. "It seems weird that Mom would pre-empt it like this. Meeting her new boyfriend instead."
"I know, right?"
"Maybe she doesn't want her wishes this year?"
Hunter shook his head firmly. "It's tradition," he insisted. "For years now."
"Yeah, I know. I'm with you. Mom would have said if she didn't want the usual for some reason. She's known us long enough not to take chances with something like this."
"That's what makes this whole thing so weird," Hunter said, looking down at his map again. "She didn't say anything about it one way or the other. Just... just that Alex would be coming over and she wants us all to get to know each other."
"You know much about him?"
"Not a thing."
"Yeah, me either. Don't know what the secrecy's about."
Hunter shook his head, slightly irritated. "Doesn't matter. Maybe he's cool, maybe not. Not the point. We delay him."
"Delay. Right. With the map?"
"No, with... I mean, here's his driveway, right?" Hunter said, pointing at the map.
"Sure."
"So his car'll be there. And we can just... make sure he has a flat."
"Ah. Is that strictly legal?"
"No reason he'd ever know it was us."
"That's a no, then." Kasey took another sip of her tea. "What other Home Alone shit do you have planned?"
"I thought about locking him in, but-"
"Locking him in?"
"Yeah."
"To his own house?"
"Right, well-"
"To which he presumably has the key? Nevermind that from the inside he can just... unlock the door."
"I was gonna say it wouldn't work, if you'd stop interrupting."
"Fine. What else?"
"Well... we lock Mom's place after we're in."
Kasey sighed and sat down. "Did you get a map printed so you could point at the driveway and say 'there's probably a car there'?"
"... and because this girl is-"
"Yeah, yeah. Super cute girl at the print shop. Got it. If you need an excuse that badly, let me know next time and I'll get you to print me a large novelty copy of my grocery list or something."
"Why would you need that?"
Kasey stared crookedly at her brother. "The same reason you needed this map. For an excuse to chat this girl up."
"I don't chat her up."
"Then... then what-"
"She's at work. I'd feel bad hitting on her there."
"You're really something, Hunter."
"In a good or a bad way this time?"
"Don't know yet. Meet you there tomorrow morning?"
Hunter nodded. "Early."
"Yeah, of course early. You're not even setting traps with remote control cars and buckets of glue over doors. I can't see us getting much delay out of any of this."
****
Kasey was getting impatient the next morning by the time Hunter rolled up. She was parked on the street outside their mother's house, and Hunter pulled up just in front of her.
"Took you long enough," she said.
Hunter shrugged. "I had to swing by and delay Alex."
"Yeah, I know. But how long does that take?"
"Well... I had to look up how to let air out of tires without causing damage. That took some time."
"Really? You printed a giant, useless map, but didn't look that up beforehand?"
"I've had a lot on my mind. There's a lot of planning involved, you know."
"Not really. We could just show up like normal. No planning to that, really."
"You just don't take this seriously enough sometimes."
Kasey grinned and ruffled Hunter's hair. "Hey, I'm here, aren't I? I want Mom to have her happy Mother's Day just as much as you do."
"I know."
"You just gotta chill a little. It's gonna be good."
Hunter grinned back cautiously. "It is, isn't it?"
"Definitely. We're good at this."
"Yeah we are."
Kasey started toward the house. "Come on."
Hunter nodded and tagged along just behind her.
Kasey used her copy of the house key to unlock the door, then locked it again once they were in. They crept through the dark house lit only by the dawn's light breaking through the windows.
As they'd hoped, Lianna, their mother, was still snoozing in bed, totally oblivious.
"Think she's naked?" Hunter asked as he pulled off his shirt.
Kasey shrugged and slipped out of her jeans. "Probably. She knows how much harder it is not to wake her right away if she's wearing stuff."
The sneaky siblings shed their clothes without any fuss. Kasey glanced at her brother, then reached over and wrapped her fingers around his cock.
"Hey! What-"
"Shush," Kasey hissed. "You're not hard."
"Well I was gonna get there."
"I'm just helping."
Kasey stroked Hunter a bit, feeling him pulse and throb to life in her hand. It was kind of fun feeling him swell all the way from soft to hard as she held him.
"There," Kasey said. "You're all set."
"Woulda got there in a minute," Hunter said, just a tad sulkily.
"Yeah yeah, I know."
Kasey was already moving to the bed, Hunter close behind. Together, oh so delicately, they pulled back the covers. They had to very gently lift one of Lianna's arms and set it back down. It didn't seem to disturb her any.
Their mom was, indeed, totally naked under her sheets. her body was bathed in the soft light of early morning, before the sun had fully crested.
"Fuuuccck," Hunter whispered. "See, I woulda got hard just looking at her."
Kasey bit her lip and nodded agreement. "Don't know how she does it. Pretty sure I don't even look that good while I'm sleeping."
"Sure you do."
Kasey glanced at Hunter. "What, you watch me sleeping, do you?"
He shrugged. "Well... there've been times. I'd totally get hard for you just as fast as Mom."
"Gee, that's almost sweet of you."
Hunter wasn't waiting around any longer than that. He was already climbing into bed with Lianna. Kasey had to hurry and catch up, while of course still trying to be quiet and undisruptive.
Hunter went straight for Lianna's tits, which was pretty typical of him. He was tender and loving with them, giving only the softest kisses and licks, not yet sucking or fondling or anything.
Kasey traced delicate fingertips up Lianna's bare thighs, over her tummy, then bypassed her brother and gave their mom a kiss on the cheek.
Lianna's breathing was changing, but she wasn't yet awake. It wouldn't take long for her eyelids to flutter open. Ideally, when she did awaken, it would be a beautiful and affectionate moment.
"I'm gonna lick her," Kasey whispered.
"Sounds good," Hunter replied while nuzzling their mommy's boobies. "She likes waking up to that. Especially when you do it. You're better at it."
Kasey had to push Lianna's legs apart some more so she could get in between them. "You just need to focus a little more when you do it. You're too distractable."
"Can you blame me?"
"A little, yes."
Kasey kissed a soft line up the inside of Lianna's thigh, then a shorter trail up the other. Their mom was going to wake up any moment now. She could feel it.
Depending on circumstances, Kasey might have teased more before going for her mom's pussy. In this case, she wanted her tongue on it as Lianna woke up. Kasey started giving some broad, flat licks all the way along the length of her slit. Just lapping and bathing Lianna's pussy in a thin sheen of spit.
Before long, there was more wetness than just Kasey's tongue provided. Lianna's body was feeling the effect of being licked like that. It was only a short moment later before Kasey felt a loving hand on the back of her head, stroking her hair.
"Mmm, there's my babies," Lianna murmured, yawning as she came out of her slumber.
"Happy Mother's Day," Kasey said, taking her tongue off Lianna's pussy long enough to say those few words, then back to work.
"Happy Mother's Day," Hunter echoed.
Kasey heard the telltale sounds of soft kisses from above, gradually becoming deeper and sloppier. Lianna's pussy was fast getting wetter and wetter in response to Kasey and Hunter's lavished affections.
Kasey lapped up her mother's sweet juices. She gave Lianna's clit some quick attention in between licking and probing for more arousal. The more aroused Lianna got, the more and more Kasey focused on her clit, until eventually it was the sole recipient of her tongue's graceful dance.
Lianna's soft moans grew in volume and frequency as Kasey got her all worked up and horny. Hunter had switched to sucking on their mom's boobies, which left her mouth free to express her arousal and excitement.
The fingers in Kasey's hair tangled in deep and held her tight. Lianna didn't have the leverage to actually hold her there with only one hand, but Kasey loved that she might try. It turned her on immensely when her mom was all horny and desperately wanted more lickies.
The sibs teamed up on their mom with their mouths until she was panting and whimpering, arching her back and trying to lift her butt to press her pussy harder against Kasey's face. It was all Kasey could do to try and keep Lianna still enough that she could keep delivering the exact licks that her beloved mother needed so badly.
Kasey felt extremely self-satisfied when her mommy came all over her tongue. She really had the magic touch this morning. And Hunter probably helped some too, or whatever.
Kasey kept trying to hold Lianna down as she writhed and bucked her hips. All Kasey could do was her level best to keep hitting that clit until her mommy had enough.
"You taste so good this morning," Kasey purred. She gave Lianna a kiss on the inner thigh, then crawled forward, picking her way with seductive care.
"You always say that," Lianna said, stretching out lazily as her daughter approached.
"It's always true."
Kasey leaned in and kissed Lianna softly. Her lips and tongue were still coated in mommy-juices, and Lianna was quick to taste herself on her daughter's mouth.
"I do taste good," Lianna admitted between soft, loving, mother-daughter kisses.
Kasey giggled. "Told you."
Lianna kept kissing Kasey and licking at her lips and chin. The only thing that stopped her was Hunter crawling down between her legs, making her gasp and roll her eyes back.
Kasey looked down toward her brother, grinning as she watched him rub his hard, precummy cock back and forth over their mom's wet pussy.
"You ready for Hunter?" Kasey asked just loud enough that they could both hear.
Lianna nodded. She found Kasey's hand and squeezed it. "Yesss."
Kasey squeezed back, holding tight. "You heard her," she said to Hunter.
Hunter's eyes were big and horny. He was staring down at Lianna's body with lust and adoration. He actually blinked a few times as he refocused on Kasey, as though for a moment he'd forgotten she was there too.
"I love this part," Hunter said, grinning widely at Kasey.
Kasey grinned back. "I know you do." She turned to Lianna. "He was getting all excited again last night. You should have seen him. Practically manic."
Lianna nodded, eyes half-lidded. "I know how he gets," she murmured.
"Hey, I'm right here," Hunter said.
"Well it's true," Kasey said.
"I know." Hunter swung his gaze from Lianna's face to her pussy, then back up again. His smile returned with a vengeance. "How could I not be excited for Mother's Day? It's the best."
"Mmm, one of the best, definitely," Kasey partly agreed. "Would you fuck Mom already?"
"Language," Lianna chastised without any real force behind the admonishment.
A moment later, Lianna's mouth opened wide and her head arched back. She groaned deep in her throat, happy and primal.
Hunter made a similar sound as he slid deeper into Lianna's soaked pussy. He thrust in small, gentle motions. As he got deeper, he kept his movements slow and rhythmic, giving their mom a nice, gentle, early morning Mother's Day fuck.
Kasey got to watch and appreciate her mom and brother both as Hunter sank deeper. He pressed balls deep into their horny mommy, making her moan and coo on his cock.
He kept it slow, smooth, and loving. A perfectly devoted son on Mother's Day.
Kasey felt the urge to rub herself, and fought it off. Instead, she leaned in close to Lianna.
"My little pussy's getting all wet," Kasey whispered.
Lianna moaned and sought out Kasey's lips for another kiss. "You want Mommy to help?"
"Mmm, yes please."
Kasey maneuvered herself to her knees and swung a leg across Lianna's head, straddling her mother's face. Carefully, but with all due glee and excitement, Kasey lowered herself until she was hovering only a few inches above Lianna's mouth. At that point, her caution was made irrelevant. Lianna grabbed her hips and pulled her the rest of the way down.
Kasey gasped and moaned happily as she was forcibly sat down directly on her mommy's mouth. Lianna's tongue was out and licking before Kasey was even settled.
"Ooh, Mommyyy," Kasey purred.
Hunter met her eyes. He had Lianna's legs pinned back and was getting so deep inside her, but continued to fuck her slow and tender. Kasey could see the desire in him, the urge to go faster and harder, to pound their mommy silly. But Kasey could definitely say this for her little brother; despite how horny and excited he could get, he was very sexually conscientious when the situation called for it.
None of that same restraint was being displayed by Lianna. She held Kasey down on her face like breathing was a negligible concern. She lapped up Kasey's sweet pussy juices like only a horny mommy could. Her tongue swiped along Kasey's little slit again and again, trying to probe deeper in her, taste her more intimately.
"Damn she loves your pussy," Hunter said.
Kasey grinned at him. "Well we got her all hor-ny." She reached down with both hands and cupped Lianna's tits, gently fondling and playing with them. "We know what Mommy needs. What she loves."
Hunter nodded, smirking back at her. "We're really good at this, huh?"
Kasey giggled. "And so humble, too."
Still, as Kasey watched Hunter sliding in and out of Lianna, she bit her lip and felt shivers run down her spine. She could imagine so easily just how good it was feeling for Lianna.
It didn't even take much imagination either. Kasey's little pussy was being licked and sucked so good by her mommy. Kasey was starting to whimper and grind around on Lianna's face like a horny, slutty daughter. She couldn't help herself.
The sibs fed off each other's arousal. Kasey watched him fuck Lianna, and the pleasure on his face as he thrust in and out of her mommy-pussy. He stared right back at her riding Lianna's face, getting her wet snatch licked out so good, her lips parted in a helpless, gasping smile.
Lianna shuddered and mewled beneath Kasey. Hunter was rubbing Lianna's clit while smoothly fucking her, bringing her to a second orgasm.
"That's it, Mom," Kasey said, still grinding on Lianna's face even while her tongue wasn't working. "Hunter made you feel pretty good, didn't he?"
Lianna moaned louder.
"Bet he's about to cum too," Kasey continued. "That look on his face."
Hunter grunted and bit his lip.
"You want your son's cum all up in you, hm?" Kasey said. "I know he wants to cum in his mommy. Make a mess of his mommy's pussy."
Lianna's fingers dug in deep to Kasey's hips, holding her down firmly and just a tad painfully as he nails bit. Kasey hissed approval and let Lianna suck her pussy and find her clit with a slightly uncoordinated tongue.
"Dammit," Hunter breathed. "How do you get me like that."
Kasey winked at him and stuck out her tongue teasingly. Hunter shook his head and kept pumping, clearly about to blow his load.
Kasey watched with all due satisfaction as Hunter grunted and pumped cum deep into Lianna's waiting pussy. Lianna moaned straight into Kasey's clit as she felt all that hot, thick, gooey cum shoot into her.
"Oh wow," Kasey cooed, arching her back and looking straight up. That buzz on her clit was so nice.
Hunter stayed inside Lianna afterward. Not moving, not doing much of anything other than tenderly and distractedly running his hands up and down her thighs.
Lianna relaxed some as well with Hunter's cum now messing her pussy and his cock having gone still within her. She still licked Kasey, but only lazily and without the same level of excitement as before.
After taking stock of her mom and brother, Kasey shut her eyes and basked in the moment along with them. She was still getting some tongue action, but not to the same level as before. It was nice, though, and she would happily enjoy it until Lianna was ready to get properly back into it.
"Oh shit," Hunter said.
Kasey cracked an eye. He wasn't looking at her, but rather toward the door. She opened her other eye, both going wide as her gaze swung to follow her brother's line of sight.
"The hell?" Kasey tapped Lianna's shoulder. "Mom, why is there a woman watching us?"
The woman in question seemed more curious than anything, leaning against the doorframe with loosely folded arms. Kasey had no idea how long she'd been there.
Lianna's attempted reply was muffled by Kasey's pussy.
"Who are you?" Hunter demanded. His attempt to be threatening and in control was hampered somewhat by still being buried in his mother's snatch at the moment.
Lianna managed to lift Kasey off her face and take a few deep breaths. "Kasey. Hunter. You remember I wanted you to meet Alex today?"
"Yeah, so?" Hunter said, still watching the mystery woman.
Lianna gestured to their surprise guest. "Kids, this is Alex."
Kasey frowned. "She's your boyfriend?"
"Girlfriend," Alex said lightly, a bemused smile on her lips. "You weren't lying about them at all, were you, darling?"



Kasey had to hop off Lianna and sit down properly. She tilted her head in confusion. "Wait, so... shit, really? Why did I not know Alex was a woman?"
"You never asked," Lianna said.
"You..." Kasey stopped for a moment. "You knew we'd assume."
"Maybe."
"You think this is funny, don't you?"
"Perhaps a little."
"And you just let her catch us like this?"
Lianna patted Kasey's knee. "I told you I wanted to introduce everyone, didn't I? Can I help it if you disregarded that?"
"It's Mother's Day," Hunter said, pouting slightly as he pulled out of Lianna and covered his lower body with a sheet. "You can't mess with it. It's special."
"I didn't mess with it, baby," Lianna said, stretching out naked and unselfconscious. "I gave you fair warning. Usually you two aren't over this early. I thought Alex would meet you before anything happened."
"I got slowed down," Alex said, only finally moving into the room, padding cautiously closer. "All four of my tires went flat on me somehow."
Lianna rolled her eyes. "Oh now really, children. Is that any way to behave?"
Kasey glared at Hunter. "Seriously? All four?"
Hunter shrugged. "It's Mother's Day," he said sulkily. "It's for family."
Lianna reached up for Alex, who leaned down and met her for a long, deep, possessive kiss. "You may have to get used to a new family member," Lianna said softly.
"For real?" Kasey demanded. "We haven't even met her and already you're talking like that?" She nodded toward Hunter. "I'm with him. This isn't right."
Lianna sighed. "You two always do this. You get so jealous of anyone I meet."
"Not jealous," Kasey said. "Maybe protective."
"We want you to be loved," Hunter agreed.
"I'd say she's well loved," Alex murmured.
Kasey couldn't decide whether to smile or glare at the comment. She opted for neither. Yet.
"And you," Kasey said, stabbing an accusing finger at Alex. "Why are you not freaked out and shouting at us all yet?"
"That's what Mom's last boyfriend did," Hunter added.
"I never liked him anyway," Kasey said.
"Bit of a twat."
"To put it mildly."
Lianna sat up and made some space for Alex to perch next to her. "And you wonder why it takes so long to introduce you two to anyone."
Alex put a hand on Lianna's thigh, just letting it sit there comfortably. "I was warned about today."
"Probably wise," Kasey said.
"I didn't fully believe it," Alex continued. "Lianna had to work on me over a few weeks. I thought I'd show up and see for myself. Then... well, having all my tires flat sort of indicated that I was in for a wild ride today." She shrugged. "Luckily I managed to get a drive over here."
"Shoulda gone for kids-movie style booby traps," Kasey said to Hunter. "Told ya."
"We locked the door too," Hunter protested.
"I have a key," Alex said.
"... oh."
Alex rubbed her hand along Lianna's thigh. "You definitely weren't kidding about them at all," she said.
"No," Lianna said. "I wasn't."
Kasey thought about covering up some like Hunter was, but it seemed too late for that to matter. Plus, somehow, this whole time she hadn't really felt any need to. Something about Alex gave Kasey the impression that it was all going to be fine.
Probably something to do with the lack of freaking out. They'd been caught with Kasey sitting on their mom's face while Hunter was balls deep inside her, having painted her pussy white with his cum. If that didn't faze her, a little nudity sure wasn't going to.
Kasey brushed her hair back. "So, uh, should we get some breakfast?"
"Breakfast sounds good," Hunter said.
"Are you telling me my Mother's Day wake up is over already?" Lianna asked with a faint pout.
The siblings glanced at each other.
"Well... your girlfriend's kinda... here," Kasey said.
"It's weird now," Hunter said.
"I really don't think I'm the one making things weird," Alex protested lightly.
"Ah, see!" Hunter said, jabbing a finger at Alex. "She thinks we're weird."
"Hush, dear," Lianna said. "You know that's not what she meant." She ran her fingers through Alex's hair fondly. "She's been very accepting, I think. Ever since I first brought up about what today would likely entail."
"Bizarrely, I'm not even sure if it's the oddest family tradition I've ever heard of," Alex said, leaning in to allow Lianna to stroke her hair some more.
"Called it odd," Hunter muttered, getting sulky again.
"So, fine," Kasey said, setting her hands on her knees. "So, what, you're cool with this?"
Alex shrugged. "I love Lianna. You're her family."
"That's all you got?"
"She thinks it's interesting," Lianna said.
Kasey cracked a slow smile. "You think it's hot," she said, a hint of glee forming in her words.
"Interesting," Alex said. "Fascinating, even."
"You think it's hot!" Kasey cackled maniacally. "Ok, I can work with this. You're a bigger freak than we are!"
"Why does everyone keep saying stuff like that?" Hunter asked. "S'not weird. We're not freaks."
"Come on, bro," Kasey said. "Freaks was harsh, admittedly, but you know we're... unique."
"Unique's fine."
"Right." Kasey grinned toothily at Alex who was looking right back at her, sizing her up in her newfound excitement. "Alex comes in here and gets off on our traditions. That's what I'm saying, Hunter. If anyone's a weirdo-"
"Lianna," Alex said gently, patting Lianna's leg. "Can you..."
"Kasey," Lianna said warningly.
"Mom."
"Kaseyyy."
"Mommm."
"Don't be rude."
"Wouldn't dream of it. I'm thrilled to meet your girlfriend." Kasey reached over, hand extended. "Charmed."
Alex tilted her head curiously, but accepted the handshake. "A pleasure," she shot back just as politely.
"Just here to perv on us, are you?" Kasey asked chipperly.
"Kaseyyy," Lianna growled.
"Mom," Kasey chirped back smugly.
"What did I just say?"
"Not to be rude. I'm not. I'm gonna be very... nice."
Kasey was high on her own delight with the way circumstances were turning. Her mom had a girlfriend who could not only accept Mother's Day, but actively got off on it?
Well, she didn't know if it went quite that far. But it probably did. She could find out, at any rate.
Kasey felt all giddy. The centre of attention. She leaned forward, crawling slightly to get closer, nearing Alex.
With a cat-like smirk on her face, Kasey kept slinking in until she was able to press her lips to Alex's in a soft, testing kiss.
"I can be nice," Kasey murmured.
"Oh wow," Alex breathed, taken somewhat aback.
"Mom wants you here for Mother's Day... she gets you here."
Lianna rubbed Alex's arm. "You ok?"
Alex nodded slowly. "I think so. Did... did your daughter just kiss me?"
"Yes."
"You know I did," Kasey said. "And you can-"
Kasey's eyes widened as Alex kissed her back. Her grin became shock, then became a grin again. None of which made for a particularly good kiss, but that didn't really matter. It was the feeling behind it that was significant.
"Oh shit," Hunter said quietly. He hesitated a moment, then crawled closer, letting the sheet fall off his lap.
Kasey saw her brother moving and gently nudged Alex's face in his direction. He got a nice, cheeky kiss in as well. If anything, his went deeper and longer than Kasey's had.
"This is what you want, is it?" Kasey asked, making firm eye contact with Lianna.
Lianna watched with rapt attention as her children made out with her girlfriend. She rubbed Alex's lower back encouragingly. "It's Mother's Day, isn't it?"
"Of course."
"This is what I want," Lianna confirmed.
Kasey smiled crookedly. "And you know we can't say no to a Mother's Day wish, don't you?"
"I don't think you want to say no anymore."
"Ah, you know me so well."
Alex turned her head, panting slightly from Hunter's kisses. "Did you say wish? What-"
Kasey took the opportunity while Alex was turned toward her to move in for another kiss. She took more liberties this time. She had a better sense of the situation, and was becoming more and more certain that she was right about Alex getting off on the family thing.
Together, Kasey and Hunter pulled Alex to the centre of the bed. Alex offered a token resistance at first, more out of uncertainty than any apparent reluctance.
However, she did protest a little louder when the sibs started going for her clothes.
"Hey! That's my shirt!"
"Can't do this properly with clothes on," Hunter said.
"We're all naked," Kasey said reasonably.
"Maybe I'm not ready for that."
"Gotta talk to Mom about that," Hunter said, nodding at Lianna.
"Can't argue with a wish. Not today."
"What are you talking about?" Alex demanded, even as she allowed Hunter to unbutton her blouse at the front.
"It just used to be something cute," Lianna said, reclining back and just watching. Her hand rested near her cummy pussy, barely even moving. Just sitting there waiting. "Something the kids did on Mother's Day. Or my birthday. Stuff like that. It, uh, got out of hand somehow."
Kasey grinned wickedly. "Mommy got naughty. That year Hunter turned eighteen? Oh boy. That was a good one."
"Hardly my fault," Lianna said.
"Entirely your fault," Hunter mumbled as he got Alex's shirt open and dipped his head toward her cleavage.
"As I recall, you two were trying to give me a massage with more enthusiasm than skill. And you got... handsy."
"Mmm, but every time Hunter went a little too low, you said to just keep going," Kasey said. A warm tingle started in her as she recalled Mother's Day past. "Or when I was working around your boobies. And we couldn't so no to a wish."
"You know I meant keep going normally. Not to feel me up more."
Hunter was fully nuzzling Alex's tits, having unhooked her bra in the interim. "Don't know why you're acting innocent for your lady friend. She saw me cum in you already. Obviously she knows what you're like."
Alex drew in a sharp breath, her eyes rolling back. Kasey delighted in the all-too-obvious arousal Alex was showing.
Lianna pouted. "You make me sound-"
"Horny?" Kasey suggested.
"No."
"Sexy?"
"I-"
"Slutty?"
"Pervy?" Hunter hazarded.
"The sort of Mom to get turned on by her kids?"
"A bit of a nympho?"
"A little too loving?"
"A horny little thing?"
"A slutty mommy?"
"You're repeating yourselves now, dears." Lianna said. She sounded calm, but she had spread her legs and was rubbing her pussy faster.
"Yeah, I ran out," Kasey said with a shrug.
Just as casual as could be, Kasey straightened up on her knees, judged the angle, then tipped Alex over. Alex wasn't expecting to be pushed and squealed in surprise, then giggled helplessly as the siblings descended on her as one, working together to get the rest of her clothes off.
The sibs teamed up on Alex just as naturally as they did with their mother. Alex was a lot less certain of herself and what she was participating in, but there was such nervous excitement in her eyes, and her pussy was deliciously wet.
Hunter actually got to taste her first. He was just a little quicker than Kasey. He was good about sharing, though. They took turns licking her for a while until she got to the point of needing more focused attention.
Kasey kissed Hunter on the cheek, incidentally smearing a trace of pussy on his face, then left him the place of honour. She crawled up to lay kisses across Alex's tummy, then suck and play with her boobies while Hunter licked her to orgasm.
Alex seemed more chill and relaxed after cumming on Hunter's tongue and burning some of that nervous energy. She still didn't seem to quite know what to do with the brother and sister pair grinning smugly at her like twin Cheshires.
"Wow," Alex breathed.
"Blow your mind?" Kasey asked.
"Actually kinda, yeah."
"Mmm, my babies are way too good at this stuff," Lianna said proudly.
"Hell yeah we are," Hunter said.
Alex rolled over and crawled to Lianna for naked snuggles. Lianna stopped masturbating for a moment while Alex got situated, then went back to playing with herself while holding Alex to her.
"Your children just made me cum," Alex whispered loud enough that Kasey could hear.
"Yes," Lianna said, letting her eyelids close halfway. "They sure did."
Alex's eyes darted over to the self-satisfied siblings. "Do they... do you..."
"Use your words, darling," Lianna said.
"Do they ever make each other cum?"
Kasey felt a little tingle in her naughty bits and a thrill run up her spine.
"Sometimes they do, sure," Lianna said.
"Like... now?" Alex asked.
"What are you saying?" Kasey asked, trying to keep the excitement from her voice.
"I think she wants us to fuck," Hunter said helpfully.
Kasey gasped. "Fuck my brother? Is that what you want?"
Alex blushed faintly. "Is that... ok?"
Kasey maintained her air of shock as she looked at Hunter, then back to Alex. "On Mother's Day?! You want me to fuck my brother on Mother's Day?"
"Pretty sure she does," Hunter said, reaching behind Kasey to grab her butt.
"That's so baddd," Kasey purred, feeling the warmth inside her grow. "I can't believe you're asking us to do that."
"Am I missing something?" Alex asked. "Is that... is that not what's happening?"
"Well, you know, it's Mother's Day," Hunter said.
"Yeah, I got that."
"I mean, it's not like it's Sister's Day or something."
"Or Brother's Day," Kasey said watching Alex with glinting, predatory eyes.
"... those aren't days," Alex said.
"They're like Mother's Day, only-"
"Yes, I understand the concept. But they don't exist."
"Says you," Kasey said with an indignant sniff.
Lianna kissed Alex on the side of her forehead, then cradled her closer. "Alex wants to see it," she said decisively.
Kasey nodded. She was so wet. So tingly. "I got that. But... you know. S'not really right. Not today. Fucking my brother and all."
"Kinda like incest," Hunter agreed.
"Which is bad."
"Obviously."
Lianna rolled her eyes. "I swear. The games you two play." She waved her hand. "I do so wish it."
"Oh, that's fine then." Kasey turned toward Hunter.
"If Mom wants it," Hunter concurred.
"Mother's Day wishes."
"All nice and legal."
"Are they serious?" Alex murmured.
"Hardly ever, I'm afraid," Lianna said. "You have to get used to that."
The siblings faced each other on their knees. Kasey put a tender hand to Hunter's cheek. He did the same on her opposite cheek. They held each other, softly caressing with thumbs and palms. Kasey met Hunter's eyes, holding his gaze, then moved in.
Their lips met snugly, with well-practiced cooperation. They kissed with sibling love and affection, while also drawing it out into a bit of a show. Some was just for them, though.
Kasey caught Hunter's lip between her teeth, just gently holding on to it for a moment. He pushed his fingers up and into her hair, tangling them there.
"I think I actually like Alex," Kasey whispered into Hunter's ear, away from Lianna and Alex so they couldn't hear.
"Yeah. Me too."
"You ready to fuck your sis-ter?"
Hunter groaned. "Definitely. Wasn't expecting her to actually, like, ask for it."
"I know. Makes today more fun, doesn't it?"
Kasey didn't wait for a hissed reply. She pushed Hunter backward, easily throwing him off balance. As he lifted himself up on his arms, she was already pouncing and taking him down again.
Sounds came from beside them as Lianna and Alex snuggled, whispered, and played with each other. Kasey mostly ignored them. Her brother was her target now.
"You're poking me," Kasey said between kisses.
"S'what happens when you lie on my dick like that."
"That's baddd. I think you wanted to fuck me even if Alex hadn't made Mom wish it."
"Maybe."
Kasey kissed Hunter again, then booped his nose. She put her hands on his chest and levered herself upright. She made sure to grind her drenched pussy over his super hard shaft as she maneuvered herself. Then kept right on grinding back and forth on him. It felt so damn good.
"They're really gonna do it," Alex said in an awed, hushed voice.
"Of course," Lianna said. She was rubbing Alex's pussy now, while Alex rubbed hers for her. "They're awfully horny little things. I don't know if you noticed."
Kasey didn't bother calling Lianna on the hypocrisy of her statement. She had brother-cock to get inside her. That was more important.
Hunter's hands were all over her. She loved feeling him. Just physically, for one, but also that enjoyment he always seemed to get from her body. Like he never got tired of being able to feel his sister up when occasion permitted. Kasey felt much the same way about him.
Kasey changed the angle of her hips, rocking slower, trying to get it just right. She moaned happily when Hunter's cock started sliding in, and she kept going, taking him deeper. She kept rocking, bouncing a little too, working her brother and getting him all the way in.
"I love you in me," Kasey breathed contentedly.
"You're so wet."
"Mmm, I know. You're so hard."
"Your fault."
"I'll accept it."
Kasey rode her brother, beaming with delight the whole time. She made a bit of a show of it, since they had an audience and all. Someone who'd never seen them do this before, even. And she never minded showing off for their mother.
It didn't take any playacting to make it seem like she was enjoying every second of it. She absolutely was.
Kasey overplayed her reactions just a tad, and really worked her hips, but generally didn't do anything she wouldn't have if no one was watching.
Kasey rode Hunter until her eyes glazed over and her thighs started to feel a bit mushy. He was quick enough to roll them both over and keep fucking her as soon as he saw the chance. Kasey smiled up at her brother and accepted more kisses as her pussy got pounded.
Hunter eventually came in her, in front of Lianna and Alex and everything. He grunted and thrust a bit off-kilter toward the end while Kasey cooed and rubbed her hands over his shoulders as she got filled up with brother-cum.
"You might just have the greatest family of all time," Alex said.
Kasey only the heard the comment from what felt like a great distance, though actually was from right next to her. She laughed like a crazy person, thinking it very funny in the moment.
"I really think I do," Lianna replied simply.
****
The sibs left Lianna and Alex alone for a bit and went to deal with breakfast. Neither of them bothered dressing.
Kasey downed a glass of water. When she refilled it, Hunter snagged it from her and drank about half of it before handing it back.
"Hey, you're gonna give me cooties," Kasey said.
"If I was gonna, you'd definitely have them already."
"Heh, yeah." Kasey patted herself just above her messed pussy. "You totally came in me."
Hunter started mixing up a batch of pancakes. "I did. In front of Alex."
"And on Mother's Day, no less."
"Strange times."
"Hot though."
"Oh definitely. Mom did well this time, I think. I'm really, really coming around on Alex."
Kasey sighed in remembrance. "Damn her pussy tasted good though, huh?"
"And she's got a nice rack."
"That too. Plus..." Kasey bit her lip. "Plus she wanted us to fuck," she said a little quieter. "She really, really wanted it. You and me. Even though she knows we're brother and sister."
"Yeah. So?"
"You don't think that's hot?"
"I mean, yeah, but not any more so than the other stuff."
Kasey shook her head. "Disagree. That's my favourite part so far, I think." She squeezed her thighs together. "Fuck, I really need a cum."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Haven't had one yet, and now I got your cum in me, and Alex being all horny for brother-sister action... damn, bro. I'ma need to get off."
"Want some help?"
"Of course."
"You gotta do the pancakes then."



"Yeah yeah. I can do that."
Kasey positioned herself near to the frying pan that was on to heat. She anticipated Hunter standing behind her and fingering her. Or something. He made it a bit inconvenient when he bodily turned her and knelt down.
Not that she was about to complain when he went straight for her pussy with his tongue. But it meant standing at a weird angle and fighting against wobbly legs.
"Ooh, Hunterrr," Kasey purred. "Straight for my snatch, huh?"
"Mmhm."
"Careful, you might lick all your cum back out."
"Nah. I'll stay outside."
"Are you... ooooh."
Kasey leaned back and arched her neck. She sighed contentedly. Hunter licked her clit in soft, gentle touches. Just perfectly for the moment.
"Yeah yeah," she moaned. "Keep doing that."
Hunter flashed her a thumb's up without breaking stride.
Kasey got her little clit licked all the way through cooking pancakes. She felt wetness rolling down her thighs, and had no idea if it was all her, or if there was some of his cum mixed in.
Either way, Kasey got the release she needed before the last few pancakes had finished. She came on Hunter's face, rewarding his efforts with an extra gush of wetness and her tangled fingers running through his hair.
"Good brother," Kasey mumbled, stumbling away in the aftermath and letting Hunter take over again.
"I do my best."
"And it's verrryyy good. I assure you."
"Noted."
"Yeah, look smug. You earned it."
Hunter flashed her that beautiful smirk he could pull off when he really wanted to. If Kasey hadn't just cummed, she might have jumped him again right there.
As it was, Hunter was all hard and ready to go again. Which was another temptation, sure, but there were bigger traditions to think of.
So, as Mother's Day dictated, Kasey jerked her brother off onto Lianna's plate of pancakes.
"Made with love," Kasey murmured, licking her thumb of a last little bit of Hunter's cum.
"I'm sure she appreciates it," Hunter said, breathing slightly heavier after a quick jerk off session with his sister.
"Appreciates what?" Lianna asked, walking in with Alex at her side.
Both women had donned robes and nothing else at all from the look of them. If anything, those robes coming down to mid-thigh and opened enough at the top to show some cleavage were all the more enticing than full nudity. If only because they gave Kasey ideas, and because she felt it'd be so very easy to undo them and let them fall to the floor.
Maybe that one orgasm on Hunter's tongue hadn't been enough after all. Not with her family putting all these thoughts in her head all the time.
"Breakfast is ready," Hunter announced.
Lianna's lips twitched up as she saw her plate. "Ah. Of course. Mother's Day breakfast."
"Woulda brought it to you in bed," Kasey said. "But you beat us to it."
Alex still looked confused until they all sat down and she got a better look at Lianna's plate. "What's so... oh. Did he cum on your pancakes?"
Lianna nodded as she cut a bite off for herself. "It amuses them, I think."
"Extra special pancakes for Mommy," Kasey chirped, pouring regular syrup on her own.
"Yes, dear," Lianna said.
Alex shrugged and started eating too. "So... do you all just, like, do this all the time?"
"Mother's Day?" Hunter asked. "Usually once a year."
"No, the whole... fucking thing. With your family."
"Oh, that," Kasey said as thought it hadn't already been clear what she meant. "Well obviously we don't fuck each other normally. That'd be weird."
"Incest," Hunter supplied helpfully.
"Right. So only special occasions."
Alex raised an eyebrow. "How does that make it different?"
"You don't do different stuff on special occasions?"
"Of course I do. Just not... incest stuff."
Hunter shook his head. "It's not incest if it's an occasion. Did you explain nothing to her, Mom?"
Lianna was midway through another cummy bite of pancake. "I tried. You know I don't understand a lot of the rules you two make."
Hunter sighed. "You explain it, Kase."
"It's simple," Kasey said. "Traditions. Special times. Family activities. It's all very straightforward."
Alex still seemed very confused, but Kasey was secretly delighting in her lack of understanding, so she didn't try very hard to explain it better. Not to mention that it really was all very straightforward and simple.
"So," Alex said slowly, "if we all came over again tomorrow..."
"Why would we do that?"
"If we did... would anyone be naked?"
"Can't imagine why."
"Ah. And so how often do you have... special occasions?"
Kasey shrugged. "You know. The usual. Mother's Day, obviously."
"Sister's Day and Brother's Day as well," Hunter said.
"Right. And birthdays. Three of those every year."
"Could be four if Alex's doesn't conflict with anything," Hunter said. "Assuming you're sticking around."
"Definitely thinking about it," Alex said, letting her hand drop to rub Lianna's thigh.
"Christmas is a given, I think," Kasey said. "All about family and tradition and stuff."
"New Year's," Hunter said. "And some days around them."
"A lot of the holiday season, really," Kasey said. "It's so festive."
"Mmhm. Thanksgiving."
"Right. And Easter."
"Valentine's."
"Canada Day."
"Family Day. That's a new one, but fits nicely."
"Ooh yeah, forgot about that. Labour Day too."
"Victoria Day."
"Halloween."
"Groundhog Day."
Alex snorted. "Would it be faster to list days you don't do 'traditions'?"
"Are you mocking us?"
"Mommm, she's mocking us."
"Yes, dears, I heard," Lianna said, not sounding the least bit bothered.
"Point is, special occasions only," Kasey said firmly, as though that should be the end of it. "Don't want to make it weird."
"No. That makes sense."
"Oh good."
Kasey took another few bites. The pancakes were good, but it was hard to compare any food with the tastiness of her mom's pussy.
With that thought, Kasey casually slipped under the table. Once again the newbie, only Alex seemed to have any comment about that. Kasey ignored her and crawled between Lianna's legs.
Lianna spread her thighs and let her robe fall open at Kasey's delicate touch. She moaned softly as Kasey ate her out again.
Eating her mom's pussy was even better than last time. Her flavour hadn't changed, but Kasey got some hints of Hunter's cum along with the usual taste. Sometimes, when she probed deep, she got more than hints.
Hunter was slower to follow, but he too slipped underneath the table with Kasey. He emulated her with Alex, eating her pussy out again as well. Kasey caught his eye and winked at him. He grinned back.
Just two naughty sibbos eating milf pussy. Nothing to it.
Lianna finally dragged Kasey out from under the table once she'd finished her cummy breakfast. She kissed Kasey, each tasting interesting flavours on the other's lips, then led her away back to the bedroom. She allowed Kasey to tease the robe off her and let it slink to the floor, giving her daughter an unobstructed view from behind the rest of the way.
It was such a good view, too. Her mom's naked back and beautiful, full ass swaying just for her. And those wet thighs a little lower down.
Back in bed again, Kasey took her time and licked her mommy good. Hunter and Alex joined them before too long as well. Hunter did his best to distract Kasey by fucking Alex next to her, and eventually giving her the third and final cummy pussy of their small familial group.
"Goddd, I weirdly feel like I could get used to this," Alex said, stretching out lazily, post-fuck with her girlfriend's son.
"Hope you do," Hunter said. "I'd like to have you back."
"Aw, see, I knew you'd all get along," Lianna said. "Even with a bit of a rough start."
Kasey made Lianna cum again before joining in the conversation. She curled up against her mom's warm body, toying with her boobies just for fun.
"Makes me wanna come do this again next weekend," Kasey said. "You know, to get to know Alex better. Obviously."
"Right. Obviously that," Hunter said. "I mean, nothing happening next weekend. Can't do sex."
"Can't possibly," Kasey agreed. "Unless..."
"Unless?" Alex asked, taking the bait.
"We've still got Brother's Day to use up this year."
"... use up?"
"Well... they're flexible holidays. Society at large hasn't latched onto them, really. We kinda get to pick our day."
"Next weekend sounds good," Hunter said.
Kasey nodded happily. "Yep yep."
"And Sister's Day?" Alex asked.
"Enh, kinda used that one already."
"Oh."
"Could do Girlfriend's Day," Hunter pointed out. "That's always been a theoretical day we could use, just haven't had a good opportunity."
"Ooh, good thinking, bro bro," Kasey said. "We must pencil that in as well."
Lianna stroked Kasey's hair fondly. "They do a lot of this," she said to Alex. "You just have to get used to it."
Alex stretched out across the bed in such a way that her head rested next to Lianna's. "I think maybe I'll manage."
****
Kasey and Hunter left their mom's house much later that day. They were both a tad disheveled and wobbly, but pretty relaxed and pleased with themselves too.
Lazy, satisfying, Mother's Day sexy times had gone on for hours. Everyone had a chance to lick, suck, and fuck everyone else many times. As much as they wanted. Especially anything Lianna desired, it being her day and her wishes and all.
Kasey had particularly delighted in drawing out Alex's latent familial kinks, encouraging and teasing her in equal measure. She was so new and innocent to it all. It added extra fun and arousal to all the things that were already Kasey's favourites.
Like fucking her mom and brother. Mostly just that. And apparently doing so in front of a horny, accepting spectator just made it all even better.
"That was fun," Kasey said, still reminiscing as she walked with Hunter.
"Yeah. Pretty good, huh? One of our best Mother's Days yet, I'd say."
"Mmhm. I'm happy for Mom, too. She deserves someone who gets her."
"Gets us, even."
"Good point. That too."
Kasey looked around as they got to her car. No one seemed to be watching. She pulled Hunter in for a quick kiss, then skipped away and around to her driver's side door.
"See ya next weekend?" she asked.
"Sure thing. What day are we doing? Girlfriend's Day?"
"Seems only fair. Need to get to know Alex better still."
"Definitely. She should get the attention. Plus it still leaves me Brother's Day for later."
Kasey grinned cat-like. "Looking forward to that one too. Plus my birthday's next month."
Hunter sighed contentedly and stretched in the afternoon sun. "I never properly appreciated family time and traditions when I was little, I think."
"Yeah. Me either. I'll text you about next weekend, 'k?"
"I'll come over. Get a new map made."
Kasey rolled her eyes and just smiled at her brother as he headed for his car. "Yeah," she murmured to herself. "You do that."
As she got in the car, her phone buzzed. She looked at it curiously, then smiled as she realized she'd been sent a picture.
It was fairly tasteful, really, of both Lianna and Alex together. They were both naked, but the pic was only from chest up, so it really wasn't too inappropriate, other than two beautiful pairs of boobies. They were both smiling and blowing kisses.
A follow up text thanked Kasey for a wonderful day. She smiled broadly and put her phone back in her pocket. Presumably Hunter had received the same picture and words of thanks. It was nice to feel their efforts were so appreciated.
"Yep," Kasey said to herself as she pulled her car away, "Girlfriend's Day. Have to do it."
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A Foreword from the Editor:
Readers, this is it. This is the one that broke me.
I've been friends with Xarth for going on 9 years now, and I've been editing his work for perhaps half of that, albeit mildly-Xarth's stories seemingly spring forth fully formed. We talk a lot, spitball ideas, share kinks, and have a pretty good idea of what gets the other off.
A while back, I sent him a clip from the film A Simple Favor; those of you who've seen it know which scene I'm talking about. Inspired by the clip, and knowing exactly which buttons of mine to push, he wrote Brotherfuckers, evidently to hit precisely my kinks. Folks, I've never read something this gorram horny. I kept having to stop reading entirely, my face and body absolutely burning, completely unable to focus on what was ostensibly my job.
I hope it has the same effect on you.
Lovingly, LizHaze
****
Steph woke up in the dark. As far as she could tell, it was still full night out. She wasn't sure what had roused her.
Her best friend, Blake, was snoring softly beside her, still fast asleep by all indications. It had gotten late while Steph was over, and it had been easier just to crash than go all the way home. It wasn't any big deal.
But now the door was creaking open. Steph frowned and lay still. That wasn't normal. No one else slept in the room. Not that she'd ever known. Blake's parents, older brother, and younger sister were all in the house, but none of them should have any reason to intrude.
There was just enough light that with her eyes cracked, Steph could make out the form moving closer. She had a brief panic that it was an intruder. Someone here to do... something. Something bad. She didn't know what to do if it was. There was precious little she could do to stop an attacker.
Luckily, it was nothing so dramatic as that. The figure crouched down and whispered at Blake. Steph breathed a sigh of relief as she recognized Ezra's voice. It was just Blake's brother. Not an ill-intentioned stranger.
"Blake. Psst. Blake." Ezra gently shook Blake's shoulder.
Blake awoke with a tired grumble. "Ugh. What?"
"You awake?"
"Obviously I wasn't. Shush. You'll wake Steph up."
Blake turned in the bed and stared at Steph for a long moment. Steph didn't know that there was any reason to continue feigning sleep, but she did anyway. Whatever Ezra wanted, she probably didn't need to be involved.
"What do you possibly need at this time of night?" Blake asked, sounding slightly more awake now.
"You know."
"Oh come on. Obviously not now."
"You promised. We didn't have time yesterday. I got you, you know."
"Yes, I know. If you wanted it that badly, you should have got me earlier. It's so late."
"Sorry. But... Steph was around."
"She still is."
"She's sleeping."
"And I really don't want her waking up."
"... we could be quick."
Blake sighed and ran her hand through her hair. "How quick?"
"Really quick."
"You promise?"
"Promise."
"Fine. But think next time."
Steph was confused as all hell about this whole conversation. She couldn't see very well for a moment as Blake rearranged herself, and she didn't dare adjust her position as well for fear of being noticed.
Despite her caution, Steph very nearly gave herself away. Even in the dim light, with her bad angle, and Blake still kind of in the way, she figured out what had just happened. Ezra had his dick out.
The lack of light worked in Steph's favour. Her wide eyes and silent gasp were hidden from Blake and Ezra. They might have noticed if they looked right at her, but they were too distracted for that.
Blake wasn't bothered by her brother's cock. It must have been what they were talking about. She was taking it far too in stride for anything else. And she was... reaching for it.
Steph put a hand over her mouth, not caring that it would give her away so easily if one of them saw it. What the fuck was going on? What was this?
Ezra groaned as Blake gripped his shaft.
"Damn, see?" he said softly. "It's way better when you do it."
"I know that, dummy," Blake said a tad smugly. "I was never arguing that. Your timing's atrocious, is all."
"I got horny."
"Yeah, I can kinda tell." Blake made a low noise in her throat that might have been a sign of arousal. "Kinda love it when you're not quite hard yet."
"I know."
"Of course you do. But quick, yeah?"
"Yeah. Of course. Ready when you are."
Blake's arm moved. Her hand on his cock. Her brother's cock. Stroking him. What the fuck?
Despite herself, Steph was fascinated. She wanted to be horrified. To run screaming from the room, or close her eyes and make it all go away. To wake up and experience the relief of it all being a dream.
But instead she watched. Just watched. Her hand fell away from her mouth. She lay still. And watched.
Blake didn't spend long jerking Ezra off. She shifted again, Ezra stepped a little closer, and all of a sudden her mouth was on his dick instead of her hand. Along with her hand, actually. She held her brother's cock at the base, and sucked the top half in her mouth.
Blowing her brother. An actual blowjob. She couldn't do that. She couldn't. Her brother!
Steph was all confused, mentally and physically. She tried to piece it together. To make some kind of sense of this puzzle. And her body... her body was worse.
She felt all warm. Too warm. She wanted to throw off the covers, even just for a second. But that was out. It was too late to give up her pretense of sleep now. She was committed.
Steph's tummy fluttered. Her heart beat faster.
It was shock, probably. All of it. Shock at what her best friend was so casually doing. At no point, not once, had Blake expressed reservations about the act itself. Only that Steph was there and might see. She'd done this before. Blake had sucked her brother off before this. Probably a few times anyway.
How had Steph never known this? How?
Except... except obviously Blake wouldn't tell her. They told each other everything, but this...
Whatever this was, it was no wonder.
Steph bit her lip and maintained her silent vigil. Blake's sucking was getting a bit sloppy and noisy. To the point she might have awakened Steph mid-blowjob had she not been alerted previously. In fact, yeah, Steph hadn't been in a particularly deep sleep. This could easily have pulled her from her slumber.
Neither Blake or Ezra seemed to notice or care how risky their game was. Ezra was softly moaning and stroking his sister's hair. Blake was bobbing her head with ever increasing enthusiasm and energy, trying to get her brother to blow his load.
Steph pressed her thighs together. It was doing things to her, just watching and listening. They were right next to her, for goodness' sake. She could reach over and put her arm around Blake without hardly moving, if she wanted to. They were so close.
Why was it turning her on, though? Because it was. It so was. It was so close and visceral, and so wrong. So very wrong.
Blake couldn't blow her brother. She couldn't. But she was. She was sucking him off, making him feel so very good, right beside her best friend whom she assumed was oblivious to it all.
"Oh fuck," Ezra hissed.
Blake made an encouraging noise without taking her mouth off him.
"Gonna cum."
Blake's head kept bobbing back and forth on him.
"Gonna cummm."
Ezra grunted, and Blake's pace slowed down. There were no sounds for a moment other than some thick swallowing, then a slightly sloppy pop as Blake released her brother's cock and leaned back panting softly.
"Happy now?" Blake asked.
"Very. Thanks, sis."
"Mmm, well... you're welcome. My turn next."
"Yeah, of course."
Blake leaned in and licked at Ezra's softening cock, cleaning it up a little, then patted his leg and settled back under the covers. "Night, Ez."
"Night, Blake. That was great."
"Mmhm. Damn right it was."
Steph could only contain herself so long. Ezra had only been out of the room barely a minute when she finally had to roll on her side, prop herself on her elbow, and let the repressed, uncertain excitement out.
"What was that?" Steph demanded.
Blake stayed totally still for long enough that Steph thought she might actually try pretending she was asleep. Then, "How long have you been awake?"
"The whole time."
"And you didn't say anything?"
"Don't say that like I'm the one who needs to explain myself."
"What's to explain?"
Steph's eyes went wide in disbelief. "You sucked you brother off!"
"Well-"
"You put his penis in your mouth. Just now. I saw. And you sucked him. And he came. In your mouth."
"I mean, yes, that happened."
"So what the fuck?"
Blake pushed herself into a sitting position, leaning back against the headboard of her bed. "So, I dunno. Ez and I just, like, do stuff like that sometimes. I dunno. It's no biggie."
Steph sat up too. "It's obviously a biggie. You would have told me if it wasn't."
Blake shrugged. "I didn't want you to, like, think I was gross."
"Blake, come on. It's me. You can tell me shit."
"This was, uh, something I couldn't tell anyone. You get that, right?"
"I do, but it hurts."
"Yeah? Like... it hurts that I didn't tell you?"
"Yes! Obviously!"
"So you would have just understood if-"
"No! Obviously I wouldn't understand. I saw it and I still don't get it. That's not the point." Steph jabbed Blake hard enough to make her protest. "You shoulda told me anyway. Explained it."
"Maybe. Yeah, maybe. That bridge is burned." Blake rubbed her face. "So what do you think?"
"Hm?"
"You saw it. You know now. What do you think?"
"I have no idea what to think."
"Well... give me a hint. Grossed out? Worried? Turned on?"
"... can it be more than one?"
Blake snorted, then made a sound almost like a laugh. She reached over and flicked on her reading lamp, perhaps finally ready to risk some light. "It's kinda hot, right?"
"It kinda is! But... but... he's your brother, though."
"Yeah. That's part of the hotness. I mean, it's fucked, I know. But... I don't know. Nothing else is quite as exciting as messing around with Ez."
"Is that why you do it?"
"Partly, sure. Partly... partly it's just something we do now. We're not always both around these days, but when we are... it's nice knowing you can just, like, go to the other's room and get a little action."
"Oh wow. That's... super casual. For him being your brother and all."
"I know."
"How long?"
"Since we started?"
"Yeah."
"I mean... must have been when I was eighteen, the first time. Toward the end of high school."
"You fucker! That's two years almost, then. Two years you never told me!"
"Yeah, Steph, I know. I really am sorry. I didn't want to hide it. But also... I mean, I suck my brother off sometimes. He eats me out sometimes. You just hide something like that. You just do."
"He... he..."
"Eats my pussy," Blake said, bringing her knees to her chest and leaning her chin on them. "Fingers me sometimes."
"Please stop sounding so casual about it."
"Sorry. I'm... I'm kind of all super nervous inside right now."
"Thank god. Me too."
"Right? I'm just... I'm trying to talk to you like you're you. It's helping some."
Steph nodded. "It's me," she confirmed. "Two years, though."
"Give or take, yeah."
"You two really just... just get each other off."
"Yeah. We do. It's better than always doing it yourself." A small, cautious smile curled on Blake's lips. "Like, way, way better. Better than any boy I've been with. It's just so insanely wrong and sneaky and bad. And... and it's Ez. I mean, I love him, you know? Like a brother, obviously, but... I dunno. A brother with benefits, I guess."
"Benefits. Right."
"Just saying."
Steph flopped back down. "This is so fucked. I mean, you're my bestie and I love you. Always. But this is fucked."
"I know. To both things."
"I need to sleep. I can't process this all right now."
"Very fair. Do you think you can sleep?"
"No idea. I think I need to try."
"Ok. Are we... still good to crash together?"
"Well yeah. Of course. Why wouldn't we be?"
"I dunno. 'Cause Ez. And how you're feeling about that."
"Listen, unless you think he's gonna waltz back in and start banging you or something, I think we're good."
Blake wrinkled her nose. "Ew! Steph, gross, he's my brother. We're not banging."
"Glad to hear it."
"We're not!"
"I know. I heard you."
"But did you believe me?"
"Yeah, Blake. I believe you."
"Well... good." Blake switched off the light and settled back down. "Talk in the morning?"
"Yep."
"'K. Night."
"Night."
There was silence for a few moments, then, "And thanks for basically being ok with it all."
"No worries," Steph murmured sleepily. "What are friends for?"
****
Steph wasn't actually convinced that sleep had helped. Granted, it hadn't been the deepest and most restful sleep of all time. And somehow she woke up still horny, with the vague impression that some of her dreams had involved Blake and Ez.
Blake noted Steph's mood too.
"You gotta stop blushing every time Ez walks in," Blake whispered over morning coffee.
"How'm I s'posed to help blushing?" Steph hissed back.
"Well... maybe everyone'll just think you're crushing on him or something."
"How's that helping?"
"Better than him figuring out what you saw."
Steph nodded, but then mid-sip changed her mind. "Hey, wait, no. You two gotta worry about being seen. Not me."
"You don't want our family knowing, do you?"
"Well... no. But don't act like this is my burden to bear."
"Fair."
Despite her best efforts, Steph didn't know how to act normal around Ezra at all that morning. Blake's parents, sure. Blake's little sister Anna, sure. Blake herself, mostly sure. Ezra... Ezra was the wildcard.
Steph felt like she needed to talk it out with Ezra, but couldn't do that without letting him know that she knew. It really wasn't her burden, but at the same time, she didn't really want to get into it with him. It'd be a weird and intimate conversation to have with him. He was Blake's brother, not hers.
****
Luckily, perhaps, Steph had Chris. Chris, in this case, being an older brother of her own.
Chris had lived on his own for a few years, but had had to move back in with Steph and their parents not long ago. That was convenient for Steph at the moment, since it meant she could talk to him face to face as soon as she got home.
And she did so. Steph walked straight into his room and started sighing dramatically and with great melancholy.
"Well well, Steph," Chris said, unfazed. "What brings you here?"
"Woe. Woe and confusion."
"Really?"
"... mostly confusion, actually. I feel like there should be woe, though."
"Ah. Something I can help with?"
"Either help or make worse."
Chris nodded. "Those are good odds."
"Fifty-fifty at least."
"At least."
They went to the kitchen. Their parents weren't home, so they had the place to themselves. And they were both getting hungry, which was nearly as pressing an issue in some ways as the weight on Steph's soul.
Chris started making lunch while Steph sat at the table and stumbled haphazardly through her story. She didn't want to give away Blake's secret right away or anything.
"So wait, who did you say this girl was?" Chris said.
"Just some girl. I kinda knew her at school."
"Ok. Sure. And you heard this because..."
"It's going around. I don't know. Probably just rumours or something."
"Could be. So she... she and her brother..."
"Someone caught her sucking him off. Apparently."
"Ah. Just that?"
"I mean, how much do you need?"
"Just wondering. Woulda been juicier gossip if they fucked or something."
Steph made a gasp of reproval. "Chris! No! They're siblings. They can't fuck."
"They can suck but they can't fuck?"
"Well... maybe? This is what I'm struggling with."
"Why?"
"What?"
"Why do you care?"
"Because... because it's not normal."
Chris shrugged. He faced away, cutting stuff on a board at the counter. "Obviously. But, you know, just some girl, right? And I'm sure you've seen the kind of porn that's getting made these days. People think about stuff like this."
Steph subtly snuck her phone off the table in front of her. She flushed warm at the thought of her very recent internet history. Not that she'd get off to it or anything, but she'd looked a few things up to try and make sense of Blake and Ezra. Somehow, stories or videos of sisters sucking their brothers didn't actually help. Plus they all kept fucking afterward which just made things weirder.
A little warmth and tingle danced between Steph's thighs. She squeezed them tight and tried to block it out. She didn't need that right now.
Yes, sure, there'd been... something when she watched Blake. Something that turned her on. And looking up things online only brought her back to that. She had to deal with that still. But now wasn't the time. Not when she was talking with Chris. She wouldn't ever dare be quite that honest with him.
"It wasn't just some girl," Steph admitted.
"No?"
"No. It's... she's... a friend."
"Oh. Blake?"
Steph felt herself going crimson. "What?"
"Your friend. Is it Blake? You were just at her house for the night, yeah? Plus... I dunno. She seems the most likely I can think." Chris turned around, eyes widening. "Plus oh my god do you see your face right now?"
"Shut up. Yes. I know." Steph covered her face with both hands and hunched down in her seat. "Fuuuccck. I told Blake I wouldn't tell. Frick. Very first person I talk to."
"To be fair, I guessed."
"Yeah, but... but I made it too easy. I shouldn't have said anything. Ugh."
"Hey, it's fine. I'll probably hardly tease Blake at all about this."
"Chris! You can't tell her at all! You-"
Steph stopped. Chris was chuckling and had turned back to the food.
"I'm not gonna tease her," he said.
"You ass. I'm very delicate right now."
"Yes, I can see that. You know that just makes you an easy target."
"I'm fragile! And I'm coming to my big brother from some advice and comfort, and all you can do is-"
"What do you want from me? I think it's just something you have to process. Honestly, not the biggest deal in the world."
"I mean, in a sense, you're right. But in another sense... isn't it though?"
"It isn't though."
"Wish I shared your confidence."
"Have you eaten today?"
Steph squirmed. "Not much."
"We'll have some lunch. You'll feel better."
"You think?"
"Couldn't hurt."
"Blergh." Steph went face down on the table with her hands stretched out in front of her. "This is so bad."
"It's really not that bad."
"Stop saying that."
"You first."
"Bleh."
"Good point." Chris set a plate next to Steph. The sandwich on it was loaded and looked delicious. "Eat up."
Steph groaned, but sat up and took a bite. "Ok, fine, this is good," she admitted, mouth still full."
"Thanks."
"And maybe I'm hungry."
"Thought you might be."
"I don't think it's gonna help any, though."
Chris shrugged. "We'll see."
The sibs nommed their sandwiches, which continued to be delicious. Even though Steph felt better, she was still a mess of confusion and turmoil.
"Wouldn't you feel so bad afterward though?" Steph asked.
"What?"
Steph swallowed hard. She shouldn't push things further, but she couldn't help herself. She was in such a state. "You know. Like, assuming you got... horny."
"Sure."
"And... and you did a thing. With your brother. Or sister. Whichever. And maybe it kinda does it for you at the time. Whatever it is. A blowjob, let's say."



"Blowjob. Got it."
"I mean, you know how afterward when you're not horny, like, sometimes you feel bad about what turned you on? Wouldn't that just kinda wreck you if it was your sibling and everything?"
Chris only had a few bites left in his sandwich. He chewed slowly and thoughtfully, finishing the remainder before answering. "Is that what it is?" he asked.
"Huh?"
"Steph, don't get mad, I just need to ask."
"... well that makes it sound dangerous. Maybe just don't ask."
"I have to do it. Are you maybe feeling guilty about how you reacted to this whole Blake thing? With her brother?"
Steph felt the flush in her cheeks again, the telltale warmth. "No."
"Steph?"
"No!"
"Steeeppph?"
"... maybe."
"Uh huh. I see."
"Shut up. You see nothing."
"No, hey, listen. You don't need to be defensive or anything. I'm not judging."
"You better not be."
"I'm not. Really." Chris ran his fingers through his hair. "I've never actually seen any brothers and sisters doing stuff. Not in real life. But... you know. I mentioned porn that does the whole 'sibling' thing. Or step-siblings they like to call it. I don't know."
"Yeah. So?"
"So... some of it's alright."
Steph's insides went squirmy on her. Chris actually watched that stuff? And he'd tell her?
"Oh what?! Come on, Chris, don't tell me that."
"Hey, it's just out there. I see some."
"You... like it?"
"Sometimes."
"Wow. Just... wow."
"Now who's judgy?"
Steph folded her arms and shook her head. She only watched Chris from the corner of her eye. "You have a sister," she said quietly.
"I know."
"So if you like that stuff-"
"It's not about you. You know that."
"Do I? I would have said I did. Until Blake and Ez. They've kinda shattered my world a little."
"Yeah. I can tell. I was only telling you this to try and help, you know. Ordinarily I'd never bring it up, 'cause... well, weirdness."
Steph nodded and tried to calm herself down. She was only getting more and more tangled inside today. Nothing was actually helping to get her all straightened out again. Least of all that her brother might like this sibling incest stuff. How was that supposed to help anything?
Except at least Steph didn't have to feel like the only weirdo. Not if Chris might have some ill-advised interest too.
And fucking damn it, Blake was the one sucking her brother off. She was the weirdo! Maybe kinda sorta getting turned on wasn't even close to as bad as that.
"You ever, like, read any stories or anything?" Steph asked hesitantly.
"Stories?"
"You know. Dirty stories. Erotica."
"Oh. Not many, no. None like what we're talking about."
Steph was quiet a moment. She tried to contain the anxious, painful thrill running through her. She was telling Chris way too much, and she just couldn't stop herself. "I looked at a few today. When I was trying to process."
"How were they?"
"I didn't get very far. I chickened out. One seemed kinda sweet, I guess. Then... then they started kissing. The brother and sister. Kissing. It... confused me again."
"'Cause you liked it?"
Steph's heart beat harder and her face grew hotter. "No! It confused me."
Chris sighed. "Steph, you keep thinking I'm judging you. Or something. I'm really not."
"Well... but if I did like it though..." Steph swallowed hard and continued in a small voice. "What would you think about me then?"
"... did I not already tell you I get off to this stuff sometimes? The videos?"
"That's different."
"How?"
"'Cause you don't go looking for them."
"You didn't either."
"I did, though. I went looking specifically."
"Only after... after something happened. Something with Blake. Did she tell you about this blowjob thing or what?"
Steph could barely breathe. She didn't need the reminder of Blake sucking Ezra off right now. Not on top of all the things she was feeling.
And yet, she needed to keep telling Chris. It was a full on compulsion for her. She hated to think what he might think of her afterward, after their conversation, but she so desperately needed to see his reaction to everything.
"I saw it," Steph said, squeezing her thighs tighter as she tried to speak normally. "Accidentally."
"Oh. Well, then, yeah. Not your fault. You're just trying to deal with something you never meant to see."
"But it got me fucking horny!" Steph said, louder than she meant. She blushed and lowered her voice. "It... it got me horny. I didn't want it to."
"Yeah, no, and that's fine. It is."
"Is it?"
"Yes."
Steph sighed. "I don't know if I believe that."
"I can't help what you believe. I'm just telling you I accept it, and I think you should too. Cut yourself some slack. You didn't do anything wrong."
"I... I didn't, did I?"
"Nope."
"But I feel like I did."
"That can happen."
Steph fidgeted in her seat. Her pussy was burning. She felt horrible and alive and a thrilled bundle of nerves all at the same time. "Would you think it's weird if I... go read some more of that story?"
"It's maybe slightly weird that you'd let me know. But otherwise, no, I don't think it's weird."
"You sure?"
"Yes."
"Ok." Steph squirmed uncomfortably. "Could I borrow your laptop?"
"Huh?"
"My phone's so small for reading on."
"Oh. I mean... it would be." Chris scratched his head. "It's probably fine if you use it."
"You don't sound sure."
"No no. Use it."
"You still don't-"
"Use it!"
"Ok! Ok, jeez."
Chris brought his laptop out for Steph. She took it to the living room, sat herself comfortably on the couch, then opened up the laptop. She had to find the address on her phone to get the story up on the bigger screen.
She couldn't believe she'd done that. Not just telling Chris everything, which was bad enough, but borrowing his laptop too. It was like she wanted him to think badly of her. To rub in what a horny little freak his baby sister secretly was.
Because oh my god she was all worked up. Worse than ever. All those thoughts bouncing around in her head were made so much more intense with her brother's eyes on her, feeling his stare as she let some of those incredibly inappropriate things slip from her lips.
Chris came in, sat on the other end of the couch, and flicked the tv on. Steph just stared at him for a moment. She was still all aquiver, a bundle of tension waiting to snap, ready to read some more naughtiness. But Chris was just... there. Like nothing was amiss.
"You're not just gonna sit there, are you?" she asked.
"Why not?"
"'Cause... 'cause you know what I'm looking at."
"So? You can go to your room if you want."
"Nuh uh," Steph said, shaking her head. "That'd be worse. It'd look like... like I'm doing... stuff."
"Masturbating?"
"Ah! Don't say it!"
"Well you wouldn't be, right? So it's fine?"
Steph's hands were shaking a little she was so tightly wound and anxious. She tried to steady herself, to not think about everything that was pouring through her head.
"It'd look like I was," she said, voice squeaking slightly.
"I'd know you weren't."
"Would you?"
Chris's eyebrow went up. "You saying you might start-"
"Don't even! Obviously I wouldn't. Just... it's weird. Shush."
Steph curled up tighter in her seat. She wished she'd grabbed a blanket to wrap herself in or something. She found her spot in the story she'd left off, and started reading again from just before where she'd stopped.
Almost immediately, she was back to the brother and sister kissing. Her tummy went all fluttery on her again as she read that part, then even further beyond it. She got some naughty tingles happening too.
It wasn't that the words were graphic or overly sexual. They weren't. If anything, it was kind of romantic and sweet. Except for the part where the characters were siblings, obviously. That part was weird. Or it should have been.
Steph frowned to herself as she kept reading. Videos like what Chris was talking about, those were easier to dismiss. They seemed to mostly be flimsy pretexts for two actors to say they were related, then bone.
Granted, at least one video Steph had quickly skimmed through that morning had seemed to involve some actual setup and halfway decent acting, but then end of that was the same as the others. Though she'd also skipped past the early part where the sibs were falling for each other when it started making her feel funny, so perhaps she hadn't been fair on it.
Steph tried to focus on the story, on following the siblings through whatever the hell this was. Her body kept betraying her, getting her wet and nervous, flushed and warm. She became increasingly certain that she'd made a mistake ever reading more.
Especially with Chris right there. Right freaking there! She could reach over and touch him with a bit of a stretch. Why was she doing this to herself?
"How's the story?" Chris asked.
"Nothing!"
"What?"
"I mean... fine. It's ok."
Chris gave Steph a suspicious look, then turned away again.
Steph tried her best to pull herself together. To focus on the words and the story, and not all the funny feelings going on inside her. And definitely not her brother sitting so close.
She couldn't do it, though. She just couldn't. Steph abruptly closed the laptop and just sat with it still perched on her lap. Just sitting and thinking. Trying to work it all out.
"Done?" Chris asked. "How was it?"
"Not done."
"No?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"I don't think I can."
"Not as good as you thought? Or... too good?"
Steph hated her face for the constant telltale blushes it seemed to be producing. "It's whatever," she mumbled.
"Oh." Chris reached over and plucked the laptop away.
"Hey!" Steph scrambled to try and grab it back.
"You're done, aren't you?" Chris asked, fending her off with one arm while holding his laptop clear with the other.
"I didn't close out! Gimme it back!"
"I wanna check this story out anyway."
"Nooo don't."
"You know I'm gonna."
Steph sat back on her heels, pouting and giving Chris her biggest, saddest eyes. "Please don't. I... I don't want you to know that I read that."
"I already know."
"It'll be worse if you read it too. You'll know what was in it."
"It'll be fine. I promise."
Steph folded her arms and kept pouting. Chris ignored her and opened the laptop back up. Her naughty story was still open, right at the beginning of a sex scene. Thankfully, Chris went back to the beginning of the story instead of starting from right there.
All Steph could do was sit and wait anxiously, watching for any disapproving reactions from Chris. She wasn't sure what she expected, exactly. If anything, he'd shown himself to be far cooler about the idea of siblings messing around than she was.
Rather disturbingly, Steph kept getting more excited the longer Chris read silently to himself. She knew what he was reading. What was happening in the dance of the words on screen. And he just kept reading.
"Tell me when you're there," Steph said quietly.
"Where you left?"
"Yeah."
"I think I know where it was. I'll tell you."
"'K."
It seemed like forever before Chris finally nodded at Steph. "I think I'm there."
Steph scooted closer, leaning right up against her brother. She skimmed the words on the screen. He was, indeed, right about where she'd had to stop.
"What do you think?" she asked anxiously.
"It's... it's kinda hot."
"Kinda?"
"I don't know. Like, this is where it's starting to really hit something, you know? I need to keep reading."
Steph frowned. "No, like, are you not getting it? They've been building something between them. Like, all romantic and shit. But they're brother and sister. The sex isn't the important part."
"It kind of is."
"I mean, yeah, kinda. But... but..." Steph squirmed, trying to get more comfortable, and desperately trying to ignore the squishiness in her pussy. "Like they know they shouldn't! But they keep kissing and stuff anyway. And... and she loves him. You can tell."
"Sure." Chris pointed at the screen. "Can I keep reading? They're gonna bang."
"Ugh. Yes, fine. Read about them banging."
Chris turned back to the laptop. Steph stayed right where she was and read along with him.
It was easier somehow with Chris reading too. Steph would have thought it impossible when she was reading alone. That having him reading over her shoulder would have made her melt away into nothing from sheer embarrassment. Maybe it was because she was reading over his shoulder instead. It weirdly made a difference. It put the pressure on him instead.
Steph still got turned on like crazy. It was worse in that regard. Partly because it was a sex scene, and partly because she was pressed right up against Chris. She could feel his warmth against her, and she could swear his heart was beating faster, just like hers.
"You think he's gonna cum in her?" Chris murmured. "Seems like he's gonna."
"I don't knooowww," Steph whined, poking at Chris to hurry up and scroll down.
She slipped a hand between her thighs and squeezed her legs around it. She'd never had a greater urge to play with herself than at that moment, but likewise it was more important than ever not to do so. Not while reading about siblings fucking with her brother.
Steph's body wasn't cooperating at all. She was so flushed. Her pulse raced. Her pussy was soaking through her panties, she could feel it. She was all aquiver. So very on edge. Needing to keep reading, needing to touch herself, needing so many things that she either didn't understand, or couldn't give herself even if she did.
Chris paused after the sex scene in the story. Steph scrunched up her face in frustration, gave him a minute, then leaned in and kept scrolling the text.
Chris glanced at her, but then went back to the screen and kept reading. He took over scrolling again.
"Why won't they say they love each other?" Steph muttered.
"What?"
"They do! You see the way she keeps looking at him? And he won't stop touching her every chance he gets. Just little brushes as he walks by. Like right there," Steph said, pointing at the paragraph in question. "But they won't say it!"
"Maybe they're just horny. Might not be love."
"Are we reading different stories or what?"
They kept reading. Steph somehow kept getting even squirmier, to the point where Chris would sometimes glance curiously at her because of it. That would force her to settle down for a few moments, but it didn't last.
She was so damn horny.
The end of the story was a little disappointing just because there wasn't more. It was beautiful, though, and Steph was torn as to how to feel.
"You think there's more?" Chris asked.
"Maybe. I don't think so, though."
"Oh. But... no more sex?"
"Is that all you took away from that? The sex?"
"Well, no, but... it was hot, wasn't it?"
Steph shivered. "It was," she admitted softly.
"So it'd be nice if there was more."
"Maybe. But... probably just as well. It ended in a good place. And... I couldn't take much more of that."
"Why not? I thought you liked it."
"And you don't think that's a problem?"
"... maybe?"
"Here, give me the laptop for a sec."
"No."
"No?"
"No."
Steph frowned and grabbed for the laptop. Chris hung on tight.
"Why are you being weird?" she demanded.
"You can't guess?"
"Obviously not!"
"Well... I liked the sex stuff."
"I know. You said."
"You know what happens to boys when-"
"Oh. Ohhh." Steph stared at the laptop, strategically covering Chris's lap. "Sooo this is a bit weird now, huh?"
"Yes."
Steph was actually kind of relieved that she wasn't alone in enjoying the story. Relieved and disturbingly interested. Chris was popping a boner under there, huh? Not that she wanted to see it or anything. Nothing like that.
It didn't help chill her out at all though. She was still picking over little moments she'd loved in the story.
But it was a brother and sister! She had to remember that. It had been weirdly beautiful and engaging, and definitely arousing, but that wasn't what she wanted out of it. That only left her with her original problem. She still couldn't justify Blake and Ezra to herself, nor her confused reaction to them. The story had most definitely not solved anything for her.
"Hey, Chris?"
"Yeah?"
"I've got a very stupid thing I need to try."
"You do?"
"Yes."
"What is it?"
"I can't say."
"Why not?"
"If I say, then I won't be able to do it."
"Ok, so-"
Steph waited until Chris's face was turned toward her just right to make her move. Fueled by tension, nerves, and hormones, as well as an overwhelming need to fix whatever was going on with her, she darted in and kissed her brother.
Chris was caught totally by surprise. That was clear. But he didn't pull away immediately. He didn't seem to know what to do, really, which was fine because Steph didn't either.
"Fuck," Steph murmured as she pulled back again.
"What... what was that for?"
"I needed to see."
"See what?"
"If I hated it."
"... and did you?"
"No."
"Oh."
"I wanted to hate it."
"Um..."
"Would have made things easier."
Chris just stared at Steph, then slowly moved in again. She didn't move, other than to lean forward just a touch. She knew what was coming. Probably she should have declined, but her body betrayed her. And her mind. Everything all together, really.
Sharp tingles lanced through her as their lips met again. This was so bad. So very, very bad. If it was only once she could justify as needing to try it. She needed to. Just to see. Except it hadn't been the right result. It wasn't looking any better this time around either.
"How was it that time?" Chris asked softly as they parted.
"Still didn't hate it."
"Sorry."
"Not your fault."
"... try one more time?"
Little thrills ran up and down Steph's spine. "Just once more," she said, trying to sound firm about it and failing miserably.
This third time lasted way longer than the first two. By comparison, those had been relatively innocent kisses, and this latest one rapidly became something very different.
Steph heard herself moaning into Chris's mouth. She tried not to, but he was doing such things to her. His lips moved so hungrily for hers, and she was afraid she was probably going at him just as aggressively.
Her body continued to work against her. It rewarded her for things she should never have thought about, let alone attempted. Her pussy was a flooded mess, soaking her panties and making them increasingly uncomfortable. Squirming and wiggling in them only exacerbated the issue. She felt more of her own wetness, which made her wiggle more. Her heart pounded and her tummy did continual backflips.
All over her brother! The whole point had been to calm down and figure out that her feelings about Blake and Ezra were entirely due to shock and awe. But no. Those feelings had been multiplied and stuffed back into her until she was about ready to burst.
Mostly the horny, excited feelings, really. Steph's confusion and sense of moral wrongness were fast fading into relative obscurity.
That fucking story. Fucking Chris. Fucking Blake. Even Ezra, fuck him too.
"Move the laptop," Steph mumbled around Chris's mouth.
"What?"
"Move it."
"But-"
"Move!"
Chris groaned and slapped the laptop onto the end table next to him. Maybe he knew what Steph was thinking. Maybe he just didn't want to expose the tent in his pants.
It didn't matter. Steph barely glanced at her brother's hardon. She was too busy swinging herself into his lap. That was probably worse than just looking, in a sense, since she could then feel him far more intimately than she could see anything.
Their lips locked back together needily. Steph didn't even protest at feeling Chris's tongue probing. She just let it happen, and allowed it to fuel her.



Steph was such a helplessly horny little thing. She couldn't do anything about it. At least she'd been right that kissing Chris would be a stupid thing to do. Perhaps that was some small comfort.
Chris's arms wrapped around her. She felt his hand on her back, flat against her, rubbing up and down in small movements. She rocked gently on him, grinding on his erection. She tried to pretend she wasn't doing that, wasn't feeling her brother's cock so very near to her hot pussy, but every time the realization flashed into her head was another stab of pure arousal straight into her most vulnerable parts.
Steph finally tore herself away, pulling back out of range of Chris's fascinating and eager mouth. They were both panting heavily by then.
Chris's cheeks were flushed. His eyes gleamed with something Steph had never seen in him before. Arousal. Intense arousal. Over her. Over his sister.
Why the fuck did that just turn her on more? She was not in a proper state of mind.
"This is just 'cause we're horny," Steph said.
"Yeah, no, of course," Chris said.
The pressure on Steph's back increased as Chris tried to pull her close again. She braced herself on his shoulders and fought the pull. The physical pull and the emotional both.
"Sisters don't make out with brothers," Steph said with all the authority she could muster.
"Very good point," Chris said, undeterred.
"But Blake sucked Ez off."
"True."
"This isn't so bad. Relatively."
"Exactly."
"Stop agreeing with me while you're trying to kiss me more."
"Ok. I'll stop."
Steph let herself be drawn in and kissed some more. Somehow, it had been all too obvious that Chris would stop agreeing rather than stop kissing. Worse, she would have been disappointed with any other outcome.
"M'just confused today," Steph mumbled between kisses.
"Me too."
"You're not!"
"I am."
"No, I am."
"We both can be."
"You're just taking advantage to get with your sister."
Chris snorted. "That what you think?"
"... maybe."
"Or does that just make it easier to let yourself keep doing this?"
"Maybe! Shush."
Steph tried to glare at Chris, but since her hips were still wiggling her around in his lap, it didn't really have the intended effect.
Fuck she was so damn horny. She'd never been like this. Not ever. Not even with the very cutest boy she'd previously made out with. It was nothing like with Chris. Why the fuck did it have to be Chris? Just because he was her brother? All for the new fantasy?
Except... if she couldn't see anything in him at all, she was pretty sure the kink angle of it wouldn't be enough. It couldn't be. She wasn't so horny that she'd do absolutely anything. Just... some things that she ordinarily wouldn't consider. It wasn't quite as bad as it could be.
"You're gonna make me cum in my pants if you keep that up," Chris said.
Steph gasped and slapped Chris's shoulder. "No! Bad! Don't!"
"How am I supposed to help it? You keep rubbing on me like that."
"I can't help that."
"Well neither can I."
Steph shook her head, but didn't slow down at all. If anything, she pressed herself more firmly into her brother's lap, really working his throbbing erection. He groaned and clutched her tighter, making little thrusts back against her.
Steph was delighting in this feeling of having power over Chris like this. She knew she shouldn't, but she was too far gone to properly keep that in mind. Maybe it was just the first occasion in this whole brother-sister fiasco where she'd felt at all in control, even if it was over someone else rather than herself.
"How badly do you need to cum?" Steph whispered.
Chris hesitated, struggling even to focus on her for a second. "Really badly."
"Really, really badly?"
"Yeah."
"What if I made you cum?"
Chris chewed his lip. "You'd do that?"
"I'm horny and stupid enough to do it right now, I think."
"I'm horny and stupid enough to go along with it."
"Sounds like it's settled, then."
Steph was so tightly wound by this point. She was nervous and shaky, beaming and shy and excited all at once. She had to move so carefully on limbs that didn't quite want to obey as easily and smoothly as usual.
She crawled off of Chris, kneeling on the floor in front of him. She was being such a bad girl, she knew. A naughty little sister.
Her fingers trembled as she tried to open up Chris's jeans. He tried to help, but wasn't all that much better than she was. Somehow they made it work, and got them pulled down a bit. Steph rather insanely wanted them off entirely. She almost settled for limited access, then threw caution further to the wind and yanked at Chris's pants until they came off and she almost fell over backwards with them.
Chris was so damn hard. So hard. His jeans had concealed some of it, but his boxers didn't. He was tented prominently in them, precum leaking through the material and smeared around from where she'd been grinding all on top of him.
"Need those off too," Steph mumbled.
She reached for Chris's underwear. He lifted his hips as she grabbed his boxers so she could pull them down. His cock sprang free, even more ridiculously obvious in how hard and dripping it was.
Steph pushed Chris's legs apart. He spread them wide for her and scooted closer to the edge of the couch.
"You're so hard," Steph breathed. Her eyes were wide as she reached for Chris's cock and just grazed it with her fingertips.
"Well... yeah. I'm sure you noticed."
"I did. But it's different when I can see it. All of it."
"Not too weird?"
Steph hesitated as she was reminded that this was her brother, not just some boy she was into. That hesitance lasted a bare second at longest. For some reason, it didn't really seem like a problem to her just at the moment.
"Not too weird," Steph replied softly.
She curled her fingers loosely around Chris's throbbing shaft. The pulse she felt through it shot down her arm and straight to her pussy. She was already soaked, and now she felt herself gushing in synch with her brother, matching his arousal through their physical connection.
"Not too weird for you?" Steph asked.
"Just a little, maybe."
"Yeah?"
"Well... you're my little sister. And you're totally grabbing my dick right now."
Steph grinned shyly up at Chris. "I totally am," she agreed.
"That's a bit weird."
"Is it?"
"You know it is. But... goddamn, Steph, it just feels good."
Steph grinned wider, and just a tad more confidently. She moved her hand up and down in a few tentative strokes. "How 'bout that?" she asked softly.
Chris groaned. "Even better."
"And this?" she asked, tightening her grip.
"Unfff."
"Aaand thiiisss?"
Steph locked her fingers and jerked her fist in a way suited to a proper handjob. Her uncertainty was quickly giving way to a more self-assured arousal. Getting progressively better reactions out of Chris was making it so much easier for her. Turning her on and constantly reassuring her that she wasn't alone in being a stupidly horny little thing.
Chris was making such cute and sexy noises. He couldn't quite seem to decide if he wanted to look away or stare straight at Steph. At his adorable baby sister smirking back at him while stroking his cock.
Steph was getting off on the sounds she could make Chris produce and the look in his eyes that she'd never seen before. She was pretty sure brothers were never, ever supposed to look at their little sisters the way Chris was looking at her.
That might have been the trigger for Steph. The thing that pushed her to be even more daring. The look in her brother's eyes. It added just enough to the thrills running through her, her over-excited, shaking muscles, and her drenched pussy. She threw caution to the wind, shifted forward as close as she could get, and dove on Chris's cock.
The taste of his copious precum hit her first. He was leaking so freely and there was lots to lick up.
Chris twitched in Steph's mouth even worse than he had in her hand. He made the sort of sound that could have embarrassed a porn star as Steph took him deep. His hand went to her head, but hesitated there like he wanted to push her down, but knew he better not.
Steph was pretty sure that in that moment, she would have let Chris hold her down on his cock, oxygen be damned. She would accept basically anything, really. She was a succubus feeding on her brother's arousal, taking it and making it her own.
"Steeeppph," Chris moaned.
Steph's eyes rolled back at hearing her name called in that way. She trapped a hand between her thighs, holding and pressing it there, buying her some time. She was so deliriously horny she wanted to fall back and rub herself silly, but that would mean releasing Chris from her mouth, and that was unacceptable.
"Do you even know how this feels?" Chris whispered.
There was no way for Steph to know exactly what Chris was experiencing, not physically, but the emotional thrill was certainly similar to what she was feeling. It had to be. She was the one with her brother's cock in her mouth, working it just as fast and skillfully as she could, but he was on the other end, getting frantically sucked off by his little sis.
Chris was getting all squirmy as Steph worked to get him off.
"Fuck, I can't even believe this," he said.
Suck suck suck.
"So good."
Suck suck suck.
"Fuck, Steph, you're gonna make me cummm."
Steph's eyes rolled back. Her pussy was on fire. She'd never needed anything so bad as she needed to make her brother cum right fucking now.
"Fuccckkk."
Suck suck suck!
"Steeeppph!"
A salty splash hit the inside of Steph's mouth. She moaned around Chris's cock, sucking more cum out of him. Swallowing it fast and feeling more coat her tongue.
Her brother's cum. In her mouth.
She was ready to explode. It couldn't ever be possible to be more turned on than she was at that moment. All that build up, Chris cumming in her mouth, and now the happy, satisfied look he bestowed on her as she gave him a few last gentle sucks and licks.
"Damn, Steph," Chris said, somewhat awestruck.
Steph grinned at him. She felt a trickle of cum run down her lip, and couldn't begin to give a shit. "That was intense."
"Are you... are you ok with it? I didn't-"
"Chris, your concern is touching and all, but... I need you to lick my pussy."
"You need..."
"You. Pussy. Lick."
Chris tilted his head and smiled cautiously. "Really?"
"Please!"
"How the fuck horny are you? Like from one to-"
"Twenty!"
"-ten?"
"Still twenty!"
Chris nodded and leaned forward. "Well you better get your fucking pants off then."
Steph nodded and got moving. She tried to climb onto the couch and yank her pants off at the same time. The result of which was her crashing back to the floor, then turtling on her back a bit before finally getting her bottoms clear. Her panties were, as she suspected, soaked to the point that she could have wrung them out, given time and inclination.
Luckily Chris recognized the moment wasn't one for laughing at her lack of coordination. He neither teased her, nor waited for her to get up again. Once her panties were off, he had her legs spread and was already nestling down to her previously private areas.
Chris's tongue was the instant balm for Steph's horny soul. His licks on her desperate little pussy were exactly what she needed. Fuck she needed them.
Somewhere inside, Steph understood what she was doing. Letting her big brother do something so very naughty to her. She didn't give one single shit how bad it was. Or how bad making him cum in her mouth had been. All she wanted was more.
Steph mewled helplessly on her brother's tongue. She didn't lie still enough for him to get a bead on her. And still it was enough. The barest effort from him would have done it, let alone the loving effort he was giving her.
Steph came for Chris within a meager few minutes of him diving face-first into her flooded little snatch. It was an immediate wave of relief and tingly pleasure all through her. It took her need and horniness from twenty back down to a regular old manageable ten.
"Mmm, that's better," Steph cooed, feeling like she could breathe again.
Chris was still licking her. She wasn't about to stop him.
Steph stretched out on the floor, bottomless, on her back, legs spread wide. Her brother nommed on her pussy, building her toward a second orgasm. It felt so magnificent, so luxurious, so naughty.
Why was this so good? Why did Chris of all people make her feel this way all of a sudden?
Steph had never before that day considered letting him eat her out, let alone so wantonly. Now it was somehow a sexual pinnacle for her. Something to put all other experiences to shame.
Steph ran her fingers through Chris's hair, caressing and encouraging him.
"Damn that's good," she whispered.
Lick lick lick.
"Mmm, yeaaah."
Lick lick lick.
"Why is this basically the best?"
"Hm?"
"Like, for real though." Steph lifted her shoulders, propping herself up on one arm to watch Chris. "I went from not really understanding Blake or my feelings about her, to now... now I so fucking get it."
"Oh." Lick lick lick.
"Is that bad, you think? All it took was you licking my pussy."
Chris lifted his head, eyeing Steph with a messy chin. "You really want to interrupt, don't you?"
"Nuh uh. I want licks."
"Well you start asking me stuff, I don't know how you think you're gonna get both."
"... 'cause you're so talented?"
"Uh huh." Chris kissed the inside of Steph's thigh. His fingers traced up her leg and across her pussy, substituting for his tongue. "I'm pretty sure it wasn't me licking you that did it anyway. If you didn't want it, you wouldn't have let me lick you in the first place."
"Well-"
"And you sucked me off first."
Steph wriggled and squirmed. "I did, didn't I?"
"Sure did." Chris's fingers ran up and down Steph's wet slit. Slowly, gently, he pushed his middle finger inside her.
"That might be worse though," Steph said. "I don't even have a proper excuse for that."
"Do you need one?"
"Probably." Steph watched Chris through heavy-lidded eyes as his finger teased its way deeper into her. "Sisters aren't meant to give their brothers blowjobs."
Chris gently thrust and curled his finger inside Steph. "The whole thing kinda started because, in fact, a girl does do that. Blake."
"I know. I haven't forgotten."
"So it's not like it's just you."
"And that makes it ok?"
Chris shrugged. His finger was so damn distracting. "Don't know what to tell you, Steph. But that blowjob... it was amazing."
"Was it?"
"Yeah. Obviously. Probably the best I've ever had."
Steph blushed. "Shut up. Now you're just saying things."
"I'm not. If I could have any girl who's given me a blowjob give me another one... it'd be you."
"Oh my goddd. You can just ask for another. You don't have to say stuff like that."
"It's true though." Chris's finger had found a beautiful little spot to curl against in Steph's pussy, which was making it very difficult to concentrate on being properly ashamed. "I don't think we should actually do it again. But I'm just saying... I'd pick you, though."
Steph's heart skipped a beat in sudden, unbelievable panic. "You don't think we should?"
"You're my little sister."
"I know! I mean, obviously we shouldn't. But... you don't want to?"
Chris sighed. "This isn't an easy conversation, you know."
"You're still fingering me!"
"Well... gotta take what I can get while we're still doing this, don't I?"
Steph nodded absently. "How many girls, anyway?"
"Hm?"
"How many have you got blowjobs from?"
"Uh, three."
"Three? Including me?"
"Yes."
"That's not very many."
"Well I'm sorry that most girls I meet don't wanna put my penis in their mouth, ok?"
"Have you even tried asking?"
"Generally no." Chris tilted his head. "Is this really what the conversation is now?"
"I just wanna know how good you actually think I am, ok? Since you don't wanna do it again."
"I do too."
"You said you didn't."
"I said we shouldn't. That's different."
Chris's finger kept right on working. Steph felt herself going mushy again.
"So if I offered again..."
"I might have to say yes, sure."
A thrill ran up Steph's spine. "Even though you think we shouldn't?"
"Yes."
"And we actually definitely shouldn't?"
"Yes."
"And this might have all been a horny mistake?"
"Still yes."
"Do you... do you want me to do it right now?"
Chris slowly shook his head. "Right now... I want to eat your pussy."
Another, bigger thrill ran through Steph. "Say that again."
"I-"
"Properly."
Chris hesitated, then grinned faintly. "I want to eat my little sister's pussy," he said softly.
Steph nodded, feeling that lovely mushiness spread through her. "Wish granted," she said. "Think I could be on the couch though?"
"Don't see why not."
Chris helped Steph to get settled more comfortably on the couch. He then picked right back up where he'd left off licking her slick little slit, sometimes fingering her a bit too. Mostly licking, though.
He seemed tireless about it. Just a machine. Not particularly hard or fast about it, but he kept going and going like he couldn't get enough.
Steph had the decadent sexual experience of her life. She reclined and got eaten out for longer at once than she could have ever imagined or asked for. Her cums were slow, slow build ups after that first one, but Chris ran her through a handful of them in his own time. Each one sinking Steph deeper into her brand new infatuation with her brother.
Left to their own devices, Steph suspected Chris might have kept going until she passed out or dehydrated to death. She wasn't even sure she would have stopped him.
Perhaps luckily for her, Chris finally lifted his head, ears perked toward an unheard sound.
"Was that a car?" he asked.
Steph shrugged bonelessly. "Who's to say?"
"I think it was."
"Oh."
"Probably Mom and Dad."
"Oh."
"Shouldn't just stay here like this."
"Maybe not."
"Get your pants back on."
"Can't."
"Can't?"
"Right."
Chris rolled his eyes. "Really?"
"You been licking me out for hours. Can barely move."
"Hasn't been that long." Chris paused. "Has it?"
"Don't know. Time's all just... wibbly wobbly, you know?"
"I kinda do, yeah. Come on."
Chris had to help Steph up and let her lean on him. With his help, she managed to drag herself to her room and collapse into her bed, still naked from the waist down. He had to dash back and grab their clothes before discovery.
Steph had a hot moment to collect herself while Chris was gone. She ran a hand to her pussy, but didn't feel much of a tingle from it. She was all cummed out. Even Chris dashing back in all hard and pantsless and whatnot didn't really thrill her the way it might have.
"Think you cured my horniness at least," Steph said, struggling to sit up.
"Temporarily, maybe."
"Sure. Temporarily." Steph brushed some of her hair back. "You always eat pussy that long?"
"Not until just now, no."
"Just for me?"
"Sure. Might not happen again, right?"
"Oh. Right. I guess." Steph grinned shyly. "You liked it though, right? Like... everything?"
"Oh my god, I so did." Chris sat down on the bed, not quite next to Steph, but close enough for her to have a good look at his lap, and his erection dripping with precum. Even after she'd sucked him off earlier. "I know we were both stupid today. Maybe I took some advantage or whatever."
"You didn't."
"Maybe I did."
"You super didn't."
Chris shrugged. "Once we started... once we were both all worked up... I didn't want it to stop. I've never so badly wanted sex to just keep going. Even after I came. Cumming's usually enough, really."



"You got hard again."
"Only after licking you for a bit. At first... well, I told myself I wanted to make sure you came. Only seemed fair."
"Very fair," Steph agreed.
"It was so hot making you cum, though. Or just the way you wiggle around when I'm trying to lick you."
"You lick good."
"And once I was horny again, forget it. Didn't want to stop in case that was it."
"Wouldn't have been. You need to get off again, at least."
"Didn't know how you'd feel. Couldn't risk it."
Steph smiled goofily. "You make me sound so amazing."
"You are."
"Even if I'm your li'l sis?"
"Maybe... maybe partly because of that. Other things too, but... I dunno. After you telling me about Blake, and that story, and just... you."
"Got myself all horny too."
"Yeah. I noticed."
Steph giggled nervously and brushed her hair back again as an excuse to avoid Chris's eyes. "So... you want help getting off again?"
"You offering?"
"Mmhm."
"You don't feel bad about any of this?"
Steph shook her head. "I don't know what we're doing, but... let's not feel bad about it, ok?" She peeked cautiously at Chris, waiting for his reaction.
"I don't think I possibly could."
Steph smiled. "Good."
She slipped off the bed to her knees, having taken enough time that her legs mostly worked properly again. Chris rather obediently scooted to the edge of the bed and opened his legs wide for her.
Steph really took her time this time. She nuzzled and kissed Chris's dripping cock, giving it just the smallest little licks to clean up all the precum he was leaking. Just as he'd taken his sweet time playing with her, she did the same right back.
Steph sucked Chris off slowly, pausing every now and then for more kisses and nuzzles. His precum gave him a sexy flavour, and he was all hard and twitchy in her mouth.
Eventually, after a great deal of careful play time, Steph took a second load of cum from her brother. He painted her mouth hot and creamy, grunting softly as she milked every little bit from him.
Afterward, they just kind of lounged around half-naked on Steph's bed. Just talking and being near one another. Steph didn't want Chris to leave, and he didn't have much of an inclination to go anywhere.
The lack of clothing was a mistake, as they only just barely managed to cover up with Steph's blanket when their dad opened the door.
"What are you two up to?" he asked.
Chris and Steph looked at each other.
"Nothin'," Chris said.
"Nothing?"
"Talking," Steph said.
"About what?"
"Stuff," Chris said with a shrug.
"Things," Steph added. "Secret things."
"Secrets? Like what?"
Steph rolled her eyes. "That's not how se-crets work, Daaaddd."
"Right, well, supper's ready anyway."
"Ok."
Their dad waited a moment, but neither of his kids were moving, and he finally just gave up and went on without them. As soon as it seemed safe, Chris jumped out of bed and sorted out his clothes.
"Can you even imagine if he'd caught us with our bits out?" Chris mumbled as he stuffed his legs into his jeans.
"Not great, huh?" Steph said, moving a bit more methodically.
"Yeah. Not great."
"Woulda taken some explaining."
"No explaining in the world would have fixed that."
"That worry you?"
Chris paused. "Not enough."
"No. Me either." Steph kissed Chris on the cheek. "I'm still very confused," she said softly. "But in a much better way now."
"Oh. Well... good. I think."
"You go first. I'll catch up in a minute."
"Dad already knows we were together."
"Yeah, I know. Tell them I had to use the bathroom or something." Steph shifted her weight in a slight bounce. "I mean, I actually do, so it's not even a lie."
"Ok, sure. I'll tell them that, then. Being true and all."
"Great. We're agreed."
"Uh huh." Chris stopped for a moment as he was leaving. "Your pussy's amazing," he said quietly. "For real."
Steph blushed furiously. "Would you get moving already?"
"Ok."
Steph muttered to herself while shuffling off to the bathroom and tried to calm her face before meeting her family for supper.
Still, in spite of his horrible timing and making her blush just before eating and all, she couldn't stop thinking of an excuse to let her brother lick her out again. Preferably in the near future.
****
Steph spent the next day in a near-constant state of anxious arousal. Not too horny to function, but certainly horny enough not to focus properly at work. She got teased some for daydreaming all day. If only they knew.
Once home, and in particular once she located Chris, her mind went a bit blank. She felt like she'd been rehearsing in her head all damn day what to say when she saw him again. Somehow, she couldn't find anything that made sense once the time came.
It didn't matter, really. They smiled cautiously at each other, eyes dancing in silent communication. Steph hoped fervently that Chris had spent even half the amount of time thinking about her as she had about him.
With more bravery than she really felt, Steph stepped closer to Chris and slipped her hand into his. He still just stared at her a moment, silently asking. She stared back, eyes wide and full of promise.
Chris squeezed Steph's hand and started gently leading her away, watching at first to see if she'd follow. She came along with him easily, staying close and nearly in step.
He took her to his room this time. They spent a moment each trying to make the other sit on his bed before Chris gave up and just pushed Steph onto it. She decided it'd be rude to insist any further at that point.
"Always this romantic with girls you bring to your room?" Steph asked, eyes bright and teasing as Chris reached for her waist.
"Only the ones I really like."
"Oh you shit. That's almost a good line."
"Thanks."
Steph lifted her butt and helped Chris get her jeans and panties out of the way. They were just a nuisance, really.
She'd never before been with a boy who made her feel like her clothes were unfortunate impediments. Usually she enjoyed the process of getting seduced out of them, or didn't want to be out of them at all, for one reason or another.
With Chris, Steph just wanted to make it easy. Wanted to get back to the wonders of yesterday without all that potential dicking around about it. She wasn't sure she should feel that way, even disregarding Chris being her brother. But she did feel that way, so 'shoulds' weren't really bothering her that much.
Steph scooted back and propped herself up on Chris's pillows, leaving him lots of room to lie between her legs and get all up close and personal with her pussy. He nuzzled against her, kissing her inner thighs, letting his warm breath caress her sensitive, increasingly wet skin.
"You know I thought about this all day?" Steph said.
"Mmm. Good. Me too."
"Yeah?"
"Was barely functional, really."
Steph giggled. "Same. And I couldn't even tell anyone why."
Chris made eye contact with her. "I know, right? How'm I s'posed to ever tell anyone the sorts of things I all of a sudden want to do to my li'l sis?"
Steph's pussy gushed even wetter. "You could tell me."
"Ha, no. I can't even tell you."
"Why not?"
"Some of the things, Steph, they're... they're not right for me to think about."
Steph squirmed. "You know that just makes me wanna hear 'em more."
"Too bad."
"Aw c'mon. How bad could they be, relatively speaking?"
Chris kissed much closer to Steph's pussy. "You mean 'cause I already ate you out? And the line's already been crossed?"
"... yeah, I guess."
"There are badder things than this," Chris whispered.
He started licking Steph's wet little pussy. She shivered and moaned happily. It was enough to get her away from pressing him further, but not enough that her mind didn't whirl with possibilities of what he so badly wanted to do with her.
Steph had some tantalizing images of her own. Some thoughts that she didn't quite dare focus on too hard, lest she scare herself with her own desires.
It was so lovely just as they were. Lying back and feeling Chris's tongue running all over her pussy. Goddamn. Her brother's tongue. This was the secret all along.
Blake had figured it out. Steph hadn't given her near the credit she apparently deserved. She'd probably have to at some point. Admit that she now understood. But not yet. Not for a while maybe. Steph had no idea when it would feel right.
It was still so new and exciting. So risky and questionable.
Ordinarily, Blake would have been the very first person Steph turned to with tales of a new and fascinating boy. Blake could help her figure it all out. And maybe she'd do the same even when it came to Chris. Just... not yet.
****
It was amazing how quickly Steph got comfortable with her and Chris's new relationship. One week she wouldn't have dreamed of touching his penis. The next, she couldn't go a day without sucking on it. Ditto for him playing with her pussy.
Their parents commented a few times how odd it was that they were suddenly spending so much time together. Otherwise, though, they seemed oblivious. Who was ever gonna leap to the conclusion that their kids were spending their time sucking and licking each other to fantastic orgasms?
Steph hadn't masturbated at all since Chris had first made her cum. She didn't need to. He was always there for her, just as eager and horny for more as she was. He couldn't get enough of her pussy anymore than she could back off from his cock.
All of which made it terribly distressing when he didn't come home right after work one day. Frustrating, even. Steph waited in his room for him when he was late to get back, jeans and panties off, idly rubbing herself so she'd be all ready for Chris when he finally walked in.
Then he didn't. And didn't. And didn't.
Steph finally had to give up and get dressed again for supper. She ate in sullen silence, then returned to her room.
She did little more than occupy herself. Read some, played some games on her phone, texted a bit with Blake. She had the urge to just blurt out what she and Chris had been up to, but over text wasn't the right time for it. Steph was pretty sure she'd tell Blake sooner or later, 'cause she couldn't keep it to herself forever. But it had to be in person. Steph needed to see the shocked and fascinated reaction Blake would give her. Needed it.
Steph eventually shed her bottoms again, kicking her damp panties aside and stretching out her bare legs. She tried playing with herself, rubbing her pussy some, but her heart wasn't really in it. It wasn't the same anymore. Not when Chris could be playing with her instead.
She wasn't really horny anyway. Not in the way she used to get sometimes. Her arousal these days was much more specific and limited. Sure she could probably get horny again in Chris's absence, given a few days or something. Or watched some porn maybe. But that wasn't what she wanted. She wanted her brother, dammit. Her big bro adoringly licking her little sister pussy. What was even the point in trying to get herself off when she could have that instead?
Finally she heard a car pull in, and shortly after the sound of the back door. Steph listened carefully for signs of Chris making his way to his room. She gave him a few seconds lead time before she slipped out of her bedroom and followed him.
Steph was acutely conscious of slipping between her room and his with no bottoms on and the foolishness of that particular risk. Her shirt didn't come down far enough to cover her if her mom or dad saw her, and there really wasn't any good explanation she could give them for having her pussy out.
"'Cause I wanna ask my brother pretty please to lick my pussy for me," Steph murmured to herself, snorting at the bad joke. It'd almost be worth it for the looks on their faces, though. Well, probably not, actually.
Chris didn't appear at all surprised to have Steph sneaking into his room just behind him. Her attire-or lack thereof-drew his eye lower and brought a faint smile to his lips, but similarly failed to shock him in any way.
"Where have you been?" Steph demanded.
"Out. Drinks." Chris shrugged. "Was a work thing. Social obligation, you know."
"I don't know! I was waiting for you," Steph said with a slight pout.
Chris sighed. "I know. I should have texted you I'd be late."
"You just shouldn't have been late, is all."
Chris smiled crookedly at Steph. "Shoulda been here licking you out, you mean?"
Steph's pussy started responding to Chris the way it so easily did these days. "Yes. Exactly."
"I wanted to be."
"Well-"
"Social obligation. I told you."
"For that long?"
Chris ran a hand through his hair. "Not entirely, no. I mean, I had to stay for a drink. And I needed to give it time to settle. Just to be safe, you know."
"Fair enough. But... then what?"
Chris sat down heavily on his bed, incidentally putting his eyeline more level with Steph's pussy peeking out at him under her shirt. "I got thinking about you," he said softly.
"That's good. Kinda."
"Yeah. Kinda." He fidgeted awkwardly. "Started wishing you were there with me. Some people had girlfriends or boyfriends there. Or whoever they're with."
"Sure. I mean, it'd be fine to bring your sister though, I'm sure. Doesn't have to be a whole thing. No one'd care probably."
"No. They probably wouldn't. That's not the issue."
"It isn't?"
"No. The issue is me controlling myself if you were there."
Steph raised an eyebrow. "You really think you couldn't help feeling me up or something?"
"I think I'd manage. But the thoughts I'd have..." Chris shook his head. "Even while you weren't there, they were pretty bad."
Steph stepped closer. "Like what?"
"Like... we were sitting at this table... and I kept having this thought of you just, like, under the table."
"Under it?"
"You know. On your knees. Under the table."
Steph let shivers run up her spine and advanced further, pressuring Chris's personal space. "Oh I see," she said deceptively calmly. "You wanted your sis-ter under the table sucking you off."
"Yeah."
"With everyone around and everything. They all would have found out pretty quick, I think."
"Probably."
"Wouldn't have been very clever of us."
"Definitely not." Chris shrugged. "But it's what I kept thinking." He hesitated. "Well, no. It's not the only thing."
Steph slipped to her knees in front of Chris. She didn't yet reach for him. He wasn't yet forgiven for making her wait so long. "Do tell."
"I mean, that was kinda the big one. The under the table thing. But, uh, I think I spent a weird amount of time just kind of... wanting you there. Not even to do anything. Just... I wanted to be spending time with you."
Steph lightly punched Chris's knee. "Well then come home, dummy! I was right here."
"I know. I needed to think some."
"Why?"
"'Cause it's weird how much I missed you."
"Solution remains the same."
"No, like, I know I could have just come home and seen you. I get that. But... why was I missing you? We live together, y'know?"
"You missed my pussyyy."
"No. Well... yes. But that wasn't it." Chris scratched the back of his head. "Shit, I don't know. I just kinda took you for granted, you know? Then we start messing around and it's like... you're just so much better to be with than other girls."
"Oh am I?"
"Yeah. Easier. You're just... you. I know you. I get you. And you get me. And... there's no pressure. When you're not sucking me off, you're just Steph. My baby sis."
"... I don't know whether you're complimenting me or not."
"I'm not totally sure either." Chris shifted uncomfortably. "If you're not gonna go for my dick, could you please not kneel right in front of me like that. It's... giving me thoughts."
"Of course it is." Steph sighed and crawled up into Chris's bed. She sprawled out comfortably, heedless of her very exposed little pussy.
"I think I mighta got a bit freaked out is all," Chris said.
"Uh huh."
"No really, though. It's scary thinking I might like you a lot more than I thought. Or in a very different way, at least."
"You didn't have a problem eating me out."
"That wasn't as scary. Sex with my sister isn't the same as feelings for her, y'know?"
"Not really. But... I think maybe I can allow it."
"Oh good."
Steph thought a moment, considering her options. "So are we doing sexy stuff now?"
"I'm forgiven?"
"If you lick me good enough."
"Ah." Chris shook his head wryly. "Should have guessed." He lay back, stretching out on what was left of his bed that Steph hadn't already claimed. "Steph?"
"Yeah?"
"Is it ok if we don't?"
"... is it ok if we don't get each other off?"
"Yeah. Just for a bit."
"Aw jeez. How bad are these feels anyway?"
"Don't know for sure."
"Oof. Fine. No sexing."
"Thanks."
A silence fell between them for a few minutes. Steph thought about things some more. Especially how she felt about what Chris had told her, and what it all meant to her. And the lack of brother-lickies she was getting.
"So what, we just lie here together?" Steph asked.
"Ideally, yes. You don't have to stay if you don't want to."
"Just kick me out why don't ya?"
"I have no intention at all of doing that." Chris took Steph's hand and brought it to his mouth, kissing it softly. "I want you here."
Steph's insides were all confused, and not even in the fun and sexy way she'd gotten used to. It wasn't unpleasant, really. But she didn't know what to do with it. "I can hang for a while. Or whatever."
"Cool."
Steph's hand was still loosely clutched in Chris's. She let it abide there for now. It had nowhere else to be.
****
Steph woke up in darkness. She couldn't remember where she was for a second until she shifted and ran into Chris. It came back to her then.
She didn't really want to leave. Didn't want to move really, even. But she was a bit cold, and she had no covers on. She groped around for them, only to conclude pretty quickly that she and Chris were lying on them.
"Whatcha doin'?" Chris mumbled quietly.
"Oh, you're awake."
"Kinda."
"I'm cold."
"Ah."
"Need blankets."
"I can do one blanket."
"Good enough."
Chris shifted around, trying to align himself with the bed instead of being roughly diagonal to it. Steph had to follow suit. Chris then pulled the covers up and over the both of them.
"Better. Thanks."
Chris yawned. "Don't mention it."
Steph snuggled up to him, sneaking his body heat for her own use. He wrapped an arm around her with no hesitation at all. Steph smiled and nuzzled a little deeper.
****
The morning found Steph awakening to the delight of Chris's tongue already buried in her snatch. Her bottomless state had paid off at last.
She stretched lazily and reached a hand down to Chris's head, touching him gently, just so he'd know she was alert and appreciating his efforts.
Waking up to her big brother lovingly licking her out. That was winning at life if anything was.
They swapped once Steph had her orgasm. She doted on Chris just as adoringly, eventually getting a mouthful of his cum. She showed off a little, opening up so he could see the mess he'd made in her before swallowing it. He just snorted in faint amusement.
"Guess you got over your hangups pretty quick," Steph said, sitting back on her heels with her hands on her lap.
"It's hard to resist you, you know. You and your no panties and everything."
Steph grinned and plucked at her shirt, pulling it up just a tiny bit more, flashing her pussy. "Bad sisters don't wear panties while sleeping with their brothers."
"More like good sisters. The best sisters, even."
"You think I'm the best?"
"Unquestionably."
"Aw. So sweet. Wonder what would happen if I wore even less."
Chris watched intently, just as Steph knew he would. She dragged her fingers up her sides, pulling her shirt with her. She slowed as she neared her boobies, keeping the material tight to lift her breasts, then releasing the tension all at once by letting them both drop near-simultaneously.



"Unnff," Chris said.
Steph kept lifting her shirt, removing it entirely a smooth, practiced motion. She left herself kneeling totally naked on her brother's bed while he looked her up and down, unable to pick any one place to rest his gaze.
"Why the fuck are you so hot?" Chris asked.
Steph's grin was impish. "Now that's what a girl likes to hear."
"Even a sister?"
"Especially a sister."
"I feel like you're starting to make up some stuff about sisters."
"Only 'cause your dick twitches when I do. And that's even after I just sucked you off."
"Yeah. You kinda do that to me."
Steph nodded happily. "Sure do."
She hopped out of bed and took a moment to pose naked under the pretense of stretching. She felt Chris's eyes on her, getting her all tingly and warm in a few key places.
"Probably should get ready for the day, huh?" Steph said regretfully.
"Probably."
"Pah. Real life. Who needs it?"
Chris swung his legs out of bed. He was halfway hard again already, which wasn't helping Steph stay focused at all.
"There'll be this evening. As usual."
"You promise you're coming home on time?"
"Promise."
"No more worrying you're falling deeply, deeply in love with your li'l sis?"
"That's not what happened. And also... no. I don't promise."
Steph felt another bout of confusing turmoil inside that was so very warm and fuzzy, but not quite sexual and exciting in the way she anticipated. She tried to shake it off as best she could.
"Guess we'll see how it goes," she said.
While making sure Chris was still watching, Steph turned and strutted out of the room. She didn't bother with her shirt, and just tried to make her naked, post-cum walk back to her room both casual and eye-catching.
Steph knew she'd at least partly succeeded because when she turned to go in her room, Chris was standing in the hall in his doorway, just as naked as she was, watching her the whole way. She gave him a little wave, then disappeared from his view.
****
The siblings' oral shenanigans continued, now joined by frequent sleepovers at each other's beds. That one time had been all it took to get Steph craving nakey cuddles and warm, brothery sleeps. Sometimes she'd sneak to his room, sometimes he'd come to her. It didn't really matter which way they went. The important part was having him next to her.
Steph pondered every now and then about Chris's dramatic day, and the sort of emotional difficulties he'd talked about. She didn't think she was suffering from the same issues, though she eventually had to admit she had somewhat fallen for her brother. It was hard to both need him next to her in bed every night and pretend like they were only just messing around, sucking each other off because it felt good and kinda turned them on. She couldn't have it both ways.
But she wasn't actually, truly falling for him. Not like that. He couldn't be either. They were still brother and sister, when all was said and done. Still siblings. Dangerously close siblings, admittedly, but siblings all the same.
It wasn't clear what happened one night to change things further. Something definitely did happen though.
It started with light kisses that became a firmer make out. Steph had meant for it to be a perfectly ordinary pre-bed blowjob, and somehow had ended up unable to get around to actually sucking Chris off. She just wanted to keep kissing. His lips were addictive like never before.
Chris was no help either. He held her, ran his hands over her, and kissed her back just as fiercely as she did to him.
They both had their pants off, for ease and convenience, and somehow that led to them grinding on each other all frantic and desperate. Which just didn't make any sense. Steph could have blown Chris, he could have eaten her out, and they both would have been sleepy and satisfied for curling up together and spending the night.
But no. Kissing and grinding. So inefficient.
"Would you just let me suck you already?" Steph panted.
"You're welcome to any time."
"Stop kissing me then."
"You first."
"Ugh."
Steph only kissed Chris more aggressively, doing her best to choke him with her tongue. She just couldn't stop. That feel of her brother's cock all rubbing against her like that wasn't helping any. Just rubbing and rubbing. Feeling amazing.
There was only so long Steph could deny it. She knew what she wanted, even if she wouldn't admit it at first. She was grinding back hard, giving in even before she'd consciously acknowledge it.
"Chris?"
"Yeah?"
"You gotta stop grinding on me like that."
"I'm not. You are."
"You definitely are."
"You're worse."
"Not."
"Are."
"Ugh. Just... don't. Or it'll be bad."
"Not sure I agree."
"Me either. But you know what I mean."
Chris's fingers dug into her. Holding her so tight. He knew what she meant. He was fighting it as unsuccessfully as she was.
"Obviously we're not gonna..." he trailed off.
"Is it obvious though?"
"You're my sister."
An extra small surge shocked through Steph, especially her pussy. "You say that like it's gonna stop us."
"I'll just lick you. Like usual. It'll be fine."
"So do it then."
"Stop grinding on me!"
"You first."
"Argghh."
"Exactly."
Steph kissed Chris again, deeply and ferociously.
That was it. All there was to it. She couldn't stop. He couldn't either. No one else was going to do it for them. No one else knew. They were the only ones. It wasn't self-control's lucky day.
Chris's cock caught against Steph's pussy. Just a hitch, really. Bumping against her almost just right. She groaned deep in her throat and made her hips move the same way again.
Again she nearly caught him. Nearly had him. He was trying too. She could feel the tensing of her brother's muscles as he re-angled himself.
Steph couldn't tell if they were working as one, or merely interfering with each other's efforts. It didn't matter. A few more tries and he was in. In her pussy.
"My brother," Steph whispered.
"Hm?"
"In me. You're in me."
"Yeah. I know." Chris kissed her softly, then rubbed his cheek on hers. "It had to happen, didn't it?"
"Did it?"
"I feel like it did. I don't know if that's right. But it happened though."
"True."
Steph pushed Chris firmly on his back, straddling him, easing on more pressure, taking him deeper. Their rhythm had been halted. Interrupted. She rocked her hips, trying to get the grind back, but it was different with him in her. So different.
"I don't know if I can handle this," Steph breathed raggedly.
"Why not?" Chris kissed her shoulder. "Doing fine so far."
"You're my bro-ther."
"And yet you're doing your best to get my cock all up in you."
Steph groaned and slapped weakly at Chris. Even during that small act of defiance, she was still wiggling her way fully onto him. Getting the last bit of his hard, brotherly shaft into her wet, waiting pussy.
Steph hissed in pleasure and took a moment to just enjoy it. To grind around on Chris while all filled up. It was intense and wonderful.
"We can't fuck," Steph said.
"Well-"
"I know. We are. I know."
Chris ran his fingers up Steph's side, then gently clasped her breast. "Feels good," he said cautiously.
"I know."
"I like it."
"Me too! But... arrgghhh."
Steph leaned into it. She kissed Chris, smothering her own words in his mouth. She let her hips do what the wanted to anyway, lifting and falling, rocking back and forth. Taking her brother in and out of her. All around inside. Feeling him so completely, all along her body, his hands on her, their lips together.
It was a thing of beauty. Something close to perfection. In hindsight, it really had been inevitable.
Now that Steph knew what it felt like, knew for sure and not just guessing, she recognized that messing around with Chris was always going to lead here sooner or later.
"You feel so good," Chris whispered to her.
"Mmm, you too."
Chris's hands went to her ass, squeezing and caressing, helping her movements along. "To think I might have gone through life never fucking my sister."
Steph giggled insanely and tried to muffle herself against Chris's chest. "You idiot."
"Well I might have. Might never have known I needed it."
Steph groaned, still riding him. She wanted to argue that they didn't need this. It wasn't something necessary. She was having a hard time forming an argument, though, let alone believing it herself.
"Tell me how bad you need it," Steph urged instead of fighting over it.
Chris quirked a lopsided smile. "Is that what you want?"
"Yeah."
"To hear how much I want my lit-tle sis-ter?"
"Fuuuccck yooouuu. Don't say it like that."
"Why?"
"It's too much. I know we're being bad. I don't need quite such a blatant reminder."
Chris laughed softly and kissed Steph forehead, teasing her hair. "You're riding me harder though aren't you?"
"Shut up."
"You like me saying it."
"Maybe. Still shut up."
"You asked for-"
"I know! Jeez, I know."
Chris smirked wider, then rolled them over. Steph didn't fight it. Didn't protest at all as Chris got on top of her, as his weight settled partly on her, as he started thrusting, taking over from right where she'd been forced to leave off.
Steph wrapped her arms around his warm, reassuring back, and clung tight to her big brother while he pounded her little pussy. She was so desperately into it. Even wanted more of him teasing her over it. Reminding her that he was her big brother, and that they were fucking, and that it was basically the worst thing either had ever done. And the most amazing and wonderful, too. The absolutely sexiest thing of their whole damn lives.
Seriously, how did either of them ever top this?
Steph shut her eyes and tried to calm down, but that wasn't happening. Chris's cock kept thrusting into her, deep inside. She felt every movement, every shift of his muscles, every pulse of his heart. She loved it, bathed in it, and wanted more.
"Make me cum," Steph pleaded.
"M'doing my best."
"Fuck me. Fuck your li'l sis."
Chris groaned deep and somehow fucked her harder. He was so deep in her. Bottoming out with a soft grunt on every downstroke. A faint slap accompanied their flesh meeting.
"I'm gonna cuuummm," Steph gasped, almost a whine.
Chris nodded, then kissed her. He came on passionate and fierce at first, but it soon softened into something bizarrely tender and loving in the midst of him doing his best to destroy her pussy at her constant urging.
Steph came for her brother. A lovely, all-encompassing, overwhelming wave of pleasure through her whole body. She loved him so much, and in a more visceral way than usual. She could feel it in a way she could never, ever explain. There was a moment where it all made sense, where Chris was everything to her, where she knew it would never end and she'd feel an eternal euphoria.
But that wasn't quite true. The brief glimpse of incestuous heaven faded again into a more manageable downswing of her orgasm, still being fucked hard and getting jolts of exquisite pleasure sent through her from pussy on up.
Steph watched Chris, small tears welling in her eyes. She couldn't help it. Just looking at him now while still having him in her, still thrusting, still needing her, it was too much.
He'd been right earlier. About needing this and not knowing. After the fact, it all seemed so obvious.
Chris came in her. She was waiting for it and hissed her approval as he spurted in her pussy. Having regained some measure of control, Steph caressed and stroked Chris, comforting him through his orgasm and letting him lie atop her afterward.
He was breathing so hard. Rising and falling. His heartbeat danced with hers, pounding an out of synch tempo.
Steph found herself crying. Just for a moment. Just a little. But more than a few tears.
"You ok?" Chris mumbled, swiping at Steph's wet cheek.
"Yeah. Fine. Good. Just..." Steph shook her head minutely. "Don't worry about it. Too much for me. I told you."
"You told me it was saying it that was too much."
"Well... other things were too."
"Oh."
"In a good way."
"I figured."
"Oh did you?"
"Yeah. I've gotten pretty experienced with you cumming. That was... something else. Something kinda new."
"Mmm, it was, kinda." Steph patted Chris's shoulder. "You gotta get off me now."
"Right."
Chris rolled over, onto his back. They just lay next to each other for a few minutes.
"Never had your cum in my pussy before," Steph mused.
"Mostly in your mouth."
"Mostly, yeah."
"I like your pussy."
Steph cracked up, letting her manic laughter drain some residual tension and emotion. "Yeah, I bet you do. Rather cum in it than lick it, I bet."
"Maybe. Closer than you'd think. But yeah, I probably would prefer cumming."
"Doesn't get you out of licking, you know."
"Wouldn't dream of even trying."
"Good." Steph rolled over to snuggle against Chris. "I gotta sleep with my pussy all cummy now, thanks to you."
"So sorry about that."
"Are you?"
"No."
Steph snorted lightly. "Didn't think so."
****
Steph was bursting to share some things with Blake. It was to the point she had to. Not about actual sex or anything. Obviously no one could ever know about that. Not even Blake. But some of the less incesty things.
She went over to Blake's house, and the two of them pretty quickly ended up out on the back steps drinking coolers.
"So what's up with you?" Blake asked.
"Why do you think something's up?"
"Um, 'cause I know you. I can tell. Plus you're way more smiley than usual, and you haven't wanted to hang out much lately."
"Oh. Sorry."
"I thought you were weirded out at first. About me and Ez."
"I'm not. Really."
"No, I know. But you've been acting weird all the same."
Steph took another drink. "Let me get a bit of a buzz. I do have something I need to tell you."
"Ooh, alright. Intriguing. Needing to get a li'l tipsy first, hm? Must be juicy."
"It kinda is."
"Well don't leave me hanging then."
The next time Steph took a sip, Blake casually held the bottom of the bottle and kept it tilted to make Steph drink more. Steph spluttered a bit and smacked Blake's hand away.
"That's not gonna help any," Steph said.
"Sure it will. Get ya drunk faster."
"What if I don't trust you now and don't want to drink any more?"
"Then I've made a terrible blunder." Blake held her hands up in surrender. "Won't mess with you anymore. Promise."
The girls kept drinking. Steph was practically squirming with a need to tell Blake some stuff. To not have to keep her and Chris's secrets totally private forever. She didn't want to have to do it sober, though, nor did she want to seem too eager about it. It was such a tricky balance.
"Blake?" Steph finally said.
"Hm?"
"So you know what I saw you and Ez doing?"
"Obviously I know, yes."
Steph fidgeted and tapped her half-emptied second drink. "Well..."
"Come on. Tell me."
"I'm nervous."
"Yeah, I can tell. Tell me anyway."
Steph took a deep breath. "Chris and I did that too," she said all in a rush.
Blake's eyebrows went up, then slowly lowered. "Really?"
Steph nodded. "Yep."
"You... you sucked your brother off?"
"I did."
"Oh wow. Wouldn't have thought." Blake grinned. "Damn. Nice. He, uh, do the same for you?"
Steph grinned back and sipped more alcohol. "Yep."
Blake laughed and patted Steph's leg. "Look at you. Guess I never needed to worry about you being grossed out or anything, huh?"
"Maybe at first." Steph shrugged. "Not now."
"Ha, no. Not now." Blake wrapped an arm around Steph and gave her a one-armed hug. "Look at my secret little hornygirl."
"I wouldn't say that."
"I would! You sucked your brother off!"
"So did you."
"Yeah. You telling me I'm not a hornygirl? 'Cause I definitely am." Blake leaned in to whisper. "You kinda gotta be a hornygirl to do the things I do with Ez. Not really s'posed to enjoy my brother licking my pussy, am I? You neither."
"True. I guess."
"So what else d'you do?"
Steph flushed and tried to hide with another drink. She was gonna go through it too fast the rate this was going.
"Nothin' else," Steph lied. "Just... just blowjobs. And getting eaten out. Just that stuff. Like what you do."
"Nah. You don't smile like you were for just that. You think I can't see that you're bursting to tell me more?"
"I'm not! Not even smiling."
"Not now. But..." Blake leaned in again. "Chris," she said, drawing out the single syllable. "Think about Chris."
Steph clapped her hands over her face and hunched down, hiding herself and her reaction.
"That's what I thought," Blake said.
"I din't say anything."
"Whatcha doin' under there? Smiling like a goofball, or blushing so hard your hair's gonna catch fire?"
"... neither?"
"Pff, nope. Try again."
"Just... it's new, ok? Yeah I smile about it, sure. But don't make it weird."
"I'm not. I just want to know what's up. So tell me. What's really happening? You did something more than Ez and I. I know you have. There's that look in your eyes."
"There isn't!"
"Is. So what is it? You didn't, like, fall for him or something did you? You're not doodling his name in notebooks all cutesy-like just 'cause he likes having his dick in your mouth, are you?"
"God no! Would you shush?"
"Well what is it? 'Cause I know it's something, but obviously it isn't..." Blake stopped, eyes going wide again. Her mouth fell open.
Steph watched Blake out of the corner of her eye. She had a sense that Blake was about to make a dangerous guess. She just couldn't tell if she was relieved, or wanted to sink away into nothing and not have to deal with it. Her tummy was all flip-floppy and not being helpful at all.
"Oh my god, it is, isn't it?" Blake said in awe.
Steph shook her head and tried to feign nonchalance. That ship had long since sailed, however, and her attempt didn't get her anywhere.
"Brotherfucker."
"What?"
"Brotherfucker!"
"No. Shush."
"You did. You fucked your brother! You're a brotherfucker!"
"Would you shut up? You just gonna yell so everyone can hear?"
"Who's gonna hear?"
"Your family. Your neighbours. The whole damn street."
"How loud do you think I'm being?"
"Way too loud."
"Only 'cause I'm right though, huh?" Blake said, eyes glinting.
"You're a loony."
"You're a brotherfucker."
"Stop saying that!"
"Bro-ther-fuck-er."
"Stop!"
"Tell me I'm wrong."
"You're wrong."
"No for real though. Tell me. Look at me."
"No."
"Why not?"
"'Cause you're just gonna look in my soul."
"Do my best, yeah. Doesn't matter though. I got you pegged already."
Steph drained her drink and rather disconsolately tossed it to the lawn in front of them. "Shouldn't have ever said anything."
"But I'm right though?"
"Yes. Fine. You're right."
Blake grinned. "Bruh-thur-fucker."
"Yes. Great."
"Don't be mad. I'm glad for you."
"Are you?"
"Yeah. It's great, isn't it? You wouldn't have done if it wasn't."
Steph felt a small warmth flow through her, helping burn away some of the shame and anxiety. "It is pretty great," she admitted softly.
"Haha, yiss. That a girl."
"You're cool with it? For real?"
"Yeah. Durr. What, you think this brothersucker's gonna get all morally indignant over brotherfucking? Pff. Please."
"You and Ez haven't-"
"Us? No." Blake sighed. "Be nice, though, huh? Especially now that you've done it."
"What do I have to do with anything?"
"Would you ever have fucked Chris if not for me and Ez?"
"Almost certainly not."
"There you go, then."
"But you were already doing stuff. Way before me."
"Yeah. But not fucking. Fucking's, like, a whole other level. Not just getting each other off."



"Not that different."
"Um, yeah. It is." Blake poked Steph. "Tell me you'd be ok just going back to having him lick your pussy. Tell me you would."
"I... wouldn't."
"Right? Different."
"How would you know if you've never fucked Ez?"
"Doesn't mean I've never thought about it. Doesn't mean I don't have an idea what it would be like."
"How much have you thought about it?"
Blake's lips quirked. "More than healthy, probably. Never quite dared actually try. I mean, falling for your brother... that's dangerous."
"You wouldn't have to fall for him."
"Maybe. But can I fuck him and not fall for him? Risky."
"Shit. Yeah."
"You realizing that now?"
"... maybe."
"How bad is it?"
Steph groaned, tilted her head back, and kept her eyes squeezed shut. "Ugh. It's really bad. I don't know if I could even sleep without him."
"Ooh. That good, is he?"
"That mighta started before fucking. Sex kinda... made it worse."
Blake patted Steph's shoulder. "You slept with him before fucking? Yeah. Digging your own grave there, girl."
"Shush. That's not... why would that be worse?"
"Dunno. But sure seems to be." Blake stood up and stretched. "Hey brotherfucker, want another drink?
"Yes. I do. That would be lovely."
"Great. Try not to fuck any brothers while I'm gone."
****
Steph stayed the night. She had to by the time she and Blake finished drinking and discussing the finer points of brotherfucking.
Chris was disappointed. He offered to come pick her up, and Steph was sorely tempted, but she was also tired and suffering from emotional overload already.
Plus, if she was being honest, she needed to stay with Blake. Just to see. She had a suspicion that was based on very little other than wisps of thought and conjecture. It was enough for her to need to know.
She was right, though, that she couldn't sleep easily without Chris. She lay awake next to Blake, still but alert. She wanted to stay up, but she couldn't have fought sleep if it tried to claim her. It didn't.
Blake took forever before she finally stirred and gently nudged Steph. "You awake?"
Steph said nothing. Didn't move, didn't change her breathing.
Blake didn't even wait long enough to make properly sure. There was that edge in her that Steph had sensed. Something that had been growing ever since their discussion started earlier on. It only remained to be seen how correct Steph was about Blake's intentions now.
Ensuring that Blake had a good couple minutes lead on her, so that she definitely wouldn't catch her following, Steph slipped out of bed and padded after her friend. It didn't matter that there was no sign of Blake anywhere. Steph knew where she was.
Quiet talking sounds came through the door of Ezra's room. Exactly where Steph knew she'd be.
The very dangerous part of the operation was cracking the door open without alerting them. Steph knelt down and proceeded to do it through several agonizingly slow minutes. She drew on patience reserves she didn't even know she had. This was important.
Thankfully, the door didn't creak at all as Steph opened it painfully slowly. She got it just far enough that she could see in, but probably wouldn't be noticed. The words coming from the bed immediately got a lot clearer.
"What got into you tonight?" Ezra was asking.
"Nothing yet. But hopefully you," Blake answered.
Blake had pulled the covers back and to the side, exposing her brother. Steph didn't have the best view from her kneeling position, but she didn't dare stand up and increase her risk of being seen.
Blake was sitting mostly upright, straddling Ezra. Her arms ran down to his chest, bracing her there while she rocked back and forth on him. Ezra's hands were on her thighs, rubbing tenderly.
For all Steph could see, it seemed like Ezra might be naked, and Blake had shed her panties but left her shirt on.
"We don't actually fuck," Ezra said.
"No. We haven't actually fucked. Nothing stopping us, though."
"Unff. You're being bad tonight."
"Heh, yeah. I am."
Blake arched her back and really pressed her pussy against Ezra. Steph couldn't see his cock, but from his reaction she was pretty sure Blake was rubbing directly on it.
Unbidden, Steph's hand crept down to her panties. She was already getting damp and she'd hardly watched much of anything yet.
Well, no. She was watching her best friend grind on her brother. Sister-pussy to brother-cock. Probably leading to something more than that.
It was, when Steph thought about it, the very naughtiest and sexiest thing she'd ever witnessed without being a party to. Beating out the previous champion, which was Blake sucking her brother off.
Granted, in the interim, Steph had been even naughtier with her brother. Sucking him. Fucking him. Getting eaten out. Naked kissing and cuddling. She bizarrely thought of herself as a bit of an expert. But watching someone else do the same kind of things was different and interesting in its own way.
"Oh god, Blake," Ezra moaned.
Blake was still grinding on him. "You wanna fuck your little sister or not?"
"I mean, yeah, but you were the one who told me we couldn't do that."
"Yeah, well, changed my mind, didn't I?"
"Why?"
Blake lowered her voice, leaving Steph straining to hear. "Steph fucked her brother."
"What?"
"Yep."
"No way."
"Mmhm."
"Little Steph?"
"Yes."
"She seems so innocent."
Blake snorted. "Maybe she seems that way. She's not, though. She might even be a hornier girl than I am."
Steph, watching wide-eyed from the crack in doorway, had her hand fully down her panties. She wasn't sure that Blake was right in her assessment, but she also wasn't in much of a position to argue too hard about it.
"I don't think she could be," Ezra said.
"She fucked her brother."
"Same thing you're trying to do now."
"Only 'cause she did it first."
Ezra's hand ran up Blake's body. "That's the only reason?"
"Ha, no. Of course not. But if she can do it... we certainly can."
Blake kissed Ezra. The faint sounds of their brief makeout covered the even fainter schlicking sound Steph was making.
"Can't believe that's what finally does it for you," Ezra said.
"Hey. A girl succumbs to peer pressure every now and then. Deal with it."
"Not peer pressure. Competitiveness. You think she's winning now."
"Don't."
"Do."
"Don't!"
"Do!"
"You're impossible!"
"You're grinding on me awfully hard for thinking that."
"Well... that's your fault for being a stupid sexy brother."
"My bad."
"Sure is." Blake rocked her hips harder, in longer back and forth strokes. "Can we fuck or what?"
"And they say romance is dead."
"Ez!"
"Well fucking of course we can! Are you kidding me? You think I want to say no to you?"
"No. I just think you want to be difficult about it first."
"A boy's gotta have hobbies."
"Why don't you put more energy into loving your sister instead of annoying her."
"I can do both."
More kissing interrupted their casual spat. Louder and louder moans reached Steph's ears, even muffled as they were by each other's mouths.
Full on gasps came from both siblings and Blake's whole rhythm changed. Steph clamped her mouth shut and kept her eyes wide, wide open. She waited for some vocal cue to confirm, but she was pretty sure Ezra was inside Blake. Maybe not fully yet, but at least some.
"Oh god, Ez," Blake moaned.
"Fuuuccck," Ezra hissed back.
They moved a bit jerkily for a moment, not quite in synch, then gradually smoothed it out. Blake got back into a nice, controlled pace atop Ezra. Her movements were a bit different to accommodate actually having her brother in her pussy instead of just grinding on him, and she was already breathing much heavier.
"This feels really goooddd," Blake purred.
"Yeah it does," Steph whispered from her quiet vigil at the doorway.
She was fully masturbating, eyes glued to her best friend riding her brother's cock. She could so easily imagine what it felt like for Blake. Steph could practically feel Chris in her now as she watched and played with herself.
"This is insanely good," Ezra confirmed. He lifted Blake's shirt and pulled it off her, taking her from bottomless to fully naked. She let it go and kept riding him. "Can't believe you held out on me like that."
"I knooowww, we coulda been doing this all this time," Blake said. "What the fuck?"
"Yeah. What the fuck."
Blake leaned in again for sloppy makeouts. Her hips were constantly in motion, keeping her pussy sliding around on her brother's hard cock.
Steph observed in total awe. The siblings devolved into scarcely more than murmuring to each other at times. They spent so much time kissing and nibbling at each other, or nuzzling and whispering, or whatever.
Steph wanted them to talk more. To describe out loud for her exactly what they were feeling. But she knew already anyway. And, in some ways, their helpless, naked, bed-bound dance spoke for itself more than their words could.
They were so into each other. Not even just Ezra literally being in Blake. Steph could see it in the way they moved, the way Blake's face stayed so close to Ezra's. The way he ran his hands all along her back, grabbing her butt or hips. The way they moaned and whispered to each other.
Steph was panting and rubbing herself so frantically, trying to keep up with the things she felt. She wished so badly that Chris was there to take care of her. To take her to bed and make her feel all the wonderful things Blake was getting.
It was her own fault, of course. But this needed to happen. It needed to. Steph had to share with someone, and if she had the chance to prove to herself that she wasn't the only brotherfucker around, she needed that too.
Steph was kept on edge for a while, straining and listening for hints from the fucking sibs. It seemed like forever before Blake finally arched her back and hissed in abject pleasure, followed by Ezra growling deep and primal.
"Yes yes yesss," Blake said, staring at nothing, well above Ezra's head.
Steph rubbed herself harder and fought to keep quiet as she came too. She was missing some of it, she knew, but she couldn't just not cum with them. She was much too horny for that.
She slumped against the doorjamb for a hot minute afterward, trying to regain some semblance of self-control. Blake and Ezra were too wrapped up in cuddling naked in the aftermath to notice her, but they eventually would.
Wobbly legs made the short walk back to Blake's room a longer, trickier affair than it should have been, but Steph made it. She collapsed into bed and crawled over to her side, hiding herself back under the covers and hoping she had enough time to cool down before Blake got back.
If she got back at all. There was a good possibility she just wouldn't. She might throw caution to the wind and spend the night with Ezra. Steph knew she'd be tempted, even given the increased risk of discovery. It might be worth it.
But no, Blake did eventually sneak back in. She'd put her shirt back on, but Steph could swear she hadn't bothered with her panties.
Blake was so quiet and gentle that Steph would never have been disturbed had she actually been asleep. But she wasn't. Far from it.
Steph waited, silent and grinning, winding herself up inside tighter and tighter, letting Blake get all settled and ready to sleep before she sprung.
"Blake?"
Blake turned her head, clearly not expecting Steph to say anything. "Yeah?"
Steph waited again, grinning wider. Like a maniac. She was so delighted she could hardly stand it.
Blake nudged Steph. "What is it?"
"Brotherfucker!"
"Oh, you-"
"Brotherfucker! Brotherfucker!" Steph cackled in sheer joy.
"You shit. You were awake. I knew you were."
"You didn't know anything. You were too busy thinking about fucking your brother. 'Cause you're a brotherfucker."
"Yes, thanks."
"Bruh-thur-fuc-ker," Steph sang happily. "Bruh-thur-fuc-"
"I guess I deserve this."
"Mmhm!"
"Are you done?"
"Yes."
"Good."
Steph let the silence linger a moment, then, "Hey brotherfucker, how-"
"Dammit Steph!"
"You still deserve it."
"I know. But I just fucking did it. Could you at least wait 'til tomorrow to pick on me?"
"That sounds fair." Steph rolled on her side and propped her head up with one arm. "How was it?" she asked eagerly, as if she didn't know.
"We said tomorrow!"
"Tomorrow for justified teasing. This is demanding salacious details. It's different."
"Oh." Blake thought about it a moment, but Steph could already see a wide grin hitting her lips as well. "It was so good," Blake said rolling to face Steph.
"Sure sounded it," Steph agreed.
"Ah! What did you spy and everything too?"
"Had to know for sure."
"You didn't. I would have told you."
"Would you?"
"Eventually, sure."
"I couldn't wait that long."
"Uh huh. Sneaky perv."
"No!"
"Hornygirl."
"Shush. Mean."
"You watched us."
"Only a little."
"How little?"
"... the whole thing?"
"Oh you sneaky, pervy hornygirl!" Blake gave Steph a shove on the shoulder, knocking her off balance for a second. Blake couldn't help herself giggling though.
"You know I couldn't help it."
"I know nothing of the sort. Guess that explains the door being open, huh?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Blake hesitated for a moment. "So what did you think?" she asked in a quieter voice.
"It was the best thing I've ever seen."
"Oh shut up."
"No, it was, though. I mean, it wasn't as good as actually, like, being with Chris. But I could tell you were feeling the same kind of stuff."
"Probably I was." Blake sighed. "It was amazing. It's always been fun messing around. But, I don't know, it's a whole other thing having him in me. Riding him. Feeling him- are you masturbating?"
Steph bit her lip but didn't stop her fingers in her wet panties. "No?"
"You are!"
"How can you tell?"
"We're in the same bed. You're right next to me."
"I'm being subtle."
"Not as subtle as you think."
"Oh."
"... you're still doing it."
"Yeah."
Blake snorted a looked about to say something else, then shrugged and moved her arm.
"Are you doing it too?" Steph asked.
"Well fuck, might as well if you are."
Steph grinned gleefully as she felt the small shifting of Blake's hand moving around down by her pussy. "Might as well," she echoed.
Steph's panties were frankly gross from dampness at this point. She slid them off and tossed them over to Blake to the floor.
"And taking your clothes off too?" Blake asked.
"They were soaked."
"Hornygirl!"
"Brotherfucker!"
They both cracked up a little, then kept right on softly rubbing themselves.
"You got no panties on anyway," Steph said.
"Yeah. I know. They're somewhere in Ez's room. I'll have to find 'em tomorrow."
"Yeah, you'll have to walk in all bottomless and be all 'brother, please, my panties are missing, have you seen them? My little pussy is all nakey and stuff, see? I-'"
"Oh my god would you stop?"
"I'm just saying."
"I created such a monster."
"Nuh uh."
"Yup. An incest monster."
Steph rubbed herself harder. "I'm not."
"You so are. You're still getting hornier over it."
"... maybe."
Blake's hand moved faster under the covers too. "Though it's kinda hard to blame you too much," she admitted. "It's pretty fucking hot."
"Right? You fucked your brother. Your brother!"
"We both did."
"Mmhm." Steph slipped a pair of fingers in her pussy. She was so sloppy and wet. "I'm gonna have to fuck Chris so good when I get home."
"You have to," Blake agreed. "Call me when you do."
"What? No."
"Yes! You owe me. You watched me and everything. Just call me."
"Chris won't go for that."
"Sure he will. You get him all snug inside you, he won't say no to anything."
"Oh my god!"
"I wanna hear."
"Now who's super duper pervy, hm?"
"You got to-"
"I know, I know." Steph squirmed, still fingering herself. "You really want to hear us fucking?"
"So much! I just... I need to, Steph. I've been thinking about you two ever since you told me."
"Since you accused me, more like."
"Correctly accused you. Still, thinking about it. And then you fucking just sneaky-watched Ez and me." Blake was making louder and louder schlicking sounds from beneath her covers. "You'd do this for me, right?"
"I can try. If Chris, like, takes my phone away, nothing I can do."
"He won't. He's so smitten with you."
"Oh you don't even know that! You didn't know we were doing anything until today."
"You're smitten with him, aren't you?"
"I mean... you could say that. Something like it, anyway."
"And he's fucking you, isn't he? His li'l sister."
"Well yeah."
"So how you figure he's not smitten?"
"Argh. You're so full of shit." Steph moaned softly, finding her favourite spots as she played with her pussy. Her toes curled and she arched her back just a little. "You really think?"
"I don't think there's any doubt."
"Are you smitten with Ez?"
"Kinda, I think, yeah."
"How bad?"
"I mean... his cum's all in my pussy."
"Unf."
"And I'm lying here masturbating with you while thinking about him."
"Him? Or Chris and me?"
"Both. More him, though. I just kinda want to go back in and see if he'll go again."
"Unfff."
"I've never had the urge to, like, fall asleep with my brother inside me-"
"Oh my god, stop," Steph whined, rubbing herself frantically. She could just picture herself sleeping with Chris like that. All cummy inside, and him still hard and filling her.
"-but my fuck could I ever go for trying that right about now. Or just like have him gently fuck me to sleep or something."
"I don't think that would work," Steph mumbled, alternately stretching and curling her legs. Her toes were balled up so tight. She was gonna cum. She was getting so close.
"Worth a try though, isn't it?"
"Probably. Definitely. Tell me how it goes."
"Ha, ok."
The girls were both panting wantonly, each getting closer to getting themselves off.
"Steph?" Blake asked a moment later.
"Yeah?"
"What are you thinking about?"
"You know what I'm thinking about."
"I mean specifically though."
"Oh." Steph squeezed her thighs tight over her hand for a second. "You really wanna know?"
"Yesss."
"It's kinda dumb, but... Chris and Ez both walking in. Right now. On us all rubbing ourselves over them. And just, like, yanking back the blankets."
"Oh wow!"
"And just, like, each smiling at us all knowingly 'cause neither of us has panties on, and we're all wet and stuff. And they're all hard and just kinda crawl in with us."
"Hnnggg!"
"They just kinda start going at us. Any way they want. I'd let Chris fuck me like a little toy slut he could throw around right about now. Just any way he wants me."
Blake whimpered softly. "Oh you hornygirl," she said with far more arousal than chastisement. "You imagining us getting fucked side by side, huh?"
"Yeah."
"By our brothers."
"Yup."
"Unf. Can I get it from behind? With my face down on the bed? Just getting absolutely pounded?"
"Fuccck yeah you can."
"What about you?"
"Mmm, maybe on my back. With my legs pinned back. Chris goin' sooo super deep and, like, looking in my eyes the whole time."
"Ooh, damn, yeah I want that one too now."
"Copy cat."
"Shhh, I'm close."
"Me toooo."
"Let's do it."
"What?"
"Get our brothers to fuck us next to each other."
"Oh my god nooo!"
"Yes!"
"No no no!"
Steph's eyes rolled back. She could just picture it too. Chris and Ezra, each fucking their respective sister. Right next to each other so Steph and Blake could watch while they got pounded together.
It would never happen. It couldn't possibly. But the thought of it...
Steph came just slightly before Blake. The girls rode their brother-fueled orgasms so close together. Mid-cum, Steph forced herself to focus on Blake and get that close up look at what Ezra could make her feel. It'd be even more intense, she was sure, if Blake was getting fucked at the time and she was right there to witness everything.



The afterglow was warm and quiet for a time. Just soft panting and lots of searching each other's eyes. Steph was too relaxed and satisfied to worry too much about what Blake was thinking, but she was still curious.
"That wasn't too weird for us to do, was it?" Steph asked, not really minding what the answer was but wanting to hear it all the same.
"I don't think so. I'm not bothered."
"Good. Me either."
"Good."
"So, uh, how serious were you about, like, getting the boys together for... stuff."
Blake didn't answer for a moment. "Very," she finally said.
"Oh."
"It'd be hot, wouldn't it?"
"I'm not disputing that. But would they think so?"
"I mean, if they say no, they say no. Nothing we can do."
"Right."
"But... I mean, it'd be hot."
"You said that."
"Aaannnd... Steph I need to see you and Chris together."
"Do you?"
"Yes. And don't be a shit about it. You spied. You know exactly what I'm saying."
Steph nodded. Blake not only had a sliver of moral high ground to work with, but Steph really did know what she was saying. She'd given up a night with her brother to see Blake with hers. There was a need there. A need to see it. To witness it. To know she wasn't alone. And even just to see what it looked like from outside, when she wasn't directly involved. To know how she and Chris appeared.
"Worst comes to worst, you can always stay over some night," Steph offered.
"What, and be a sneaky spy too?"
"If it comes to that."
"Ok, deal. But we're gonna try to be upfront, yeah?"
"We really should try, yes."
"Now that you've got your sneaky perving in."
"Hey, the first one wasn't my fault and you know it."
"This time was."
"Yeah, ok. This time." Steph giggled, then yawned broadly. "Shit, I'm gonna need some sleep here."
"Me too." Blake sighed and rolled onto her back. "I think I'm probably wound down enough that I can manage it. I hope."
"Mmm, me too. Good night."
"Good night."
****
Steph was all over Chris as soon as she got home the next morning. It was all she thought about when she woke up, and she didn't linger long once she actually got moving. Which after staying up so late wasn't terribly early.
Blake wasn't offended at all by Steph abandoning her so quickly. She mostly just favoured Steph with a small, knowing smirk.
If anything, Chris was even more enthusiastic about Steph bursting in and beelining for him than she was. Her intent had been to immediately drag him off to her room, but in actuality it wasn't clear who was leading whom.
There were a few minor stops along the way for groping and making out. Steph tried to rein herself in. She didn't know for sure that their parents weren't lurking about. She felt much safer once they got to her room.
The horny sibs fell into bed together, still locked in an embrace fueled by a whole night apart. It was pretty desperate, Steph had to admit. But there was no time for that level of introspection just at the moment.
Chris got on top, pinning Steph down under him while they attacked each other. Feeling him so close was comforting.
They were still in the process of getting each other's clothes off when Steph's phone rang. She would have ignored it, except for her correct suspicion that it would be Blake.
"Hey," Steph said.
Chris stopped moving, giving her an incredulous look as she answered the call.
"Are you fucking him yet?" Blake demanded.
Steph rolled her eyes. "Working on it."
"Well hurry up already."
Chris shook his head. "What the fuck?" he mouthed silently.
Steph grinned and pulled him back in for more kisses. "It's just Blake," she whispered in his ear.
"Don't care who it is," he whispered back. "Hang up."
"Are you fucking yet?" Blake asked. "Tell me when you're fucking."
Steph laughed. "Oh my god, are you playing with yourself?"
"Yeah, of course. Now give me something to masturbate to. You owe me."
Chris's eyebrows shot up at Steph's question. He didn't seem quite sure whether he wanted to pull away or not. Steph helped out his decision by yanking her shirt up higher and showing her boobs. Chris growled, shook his head again, then ducked in and started sucking on her tits.
"Mmm, don't worry," Steph said, petting Chris's head. "I'll explain later. Just gonna have to trust me on this one."
"Who does she think is with you?" Chris asked.
"You."
"Steeeppph?"
"Shh. Seriously. Trust me."
Chris growled deeper, threw off his shirt, then considered removing Steph's as well before changing his mind and going straight for her pants.
Steph had been ignoring Blake's demands for a moment and put the phone back to her ear.
"-you doing now?" Blake was asking. "Is he still there?"
"Yeah, he's still here," Steph assured her. "Getting my- ooh! Getting my pants off," she said, giggling as Chris accidentally slid her down the bed while trying to pull her jeans off.
Steph crawled back to a comfortable position with her head on a pillow once she was down to her panties, socks, and shirt pulled up over her tits.
"He's got them off," Steph said. "Just my panties in the way."
Chris groaned, very unsure about this conversation, but clearly still interested in sexy times. Hopefully he'd be ok with this. Steph was pretty sure he would be once he stopped worrying about what was going on.
"How wet are you?" Blake asked. "Can he see?"
"Oh my panties are wet, dude. Totally obvious."
Chris went straight for Steph's panties then, nuzzling and tasting them while she was still wearing them, then pulling them off to get at her sweet little pussy.
"Oh god," Steph moaned.
"What? What?"
"He's licking me now."
"Fuuuccck."
"Exactly."
"Good?"
"Obviously good."
"Fuck, dude, I'm just here in my room rubbing myself."
Steph smiled. "Yeah, I figured."
"I really want Ez to eat me now too."
"So go get him."
"You think?"
"Yeah. Fucking do it."
It didn't take long for Blake to make up her mind. "Ok, I'ma do it. Hang on."
The phone went quiet, only the faint sounds of Blake scrambling out of bed and off to find her brother. Presumably she wasn't fully dressed. Steph could just imagine her flouncing through the house as she was, possibly totally naked or maybe just bottomless, wet pussy out, bum all wiggling.
She'd have Ezra on board as soon as he saw her, no doubt. Her brother couldn't possibly resist his little sister in such a horny and wanton state.
Steph was quite certain that if she'd had her panties off before finding Chris, they'd already be fucking. They might not have even made it to her room first.
"Hey, so I know this is weird," Steph said, taking advantage of Blake being on a brother-hunt. She stroked Chris's hair while he licked her needy pussy. "I didn't mean to spring anything like this on you."
Chris lifted his head. His chin was already damp from her flowing juices. His eyes were wild and confused, but met hers so intensely. "Blake knows about us?"
"Yes."
"How long?"
"Since yesterday."
"Oh."
"I stayed over. Watched her fuck Ez."
"Oh wow."
"She didn't know 'til after. But I totally saw them. She kinda thinks I owe her now."
"Owe her what?"
"Some of this."
"Listening to us?"
"That. Probably more too."
"Jeez, Steph."
Steph shrugged and wiggled her hips. "My pussy's getting lonely."
"Don't try and tempt me with your pussy."
"Why not?"
"'Cause it's too easy. At least make it a challenge for yourself."
"No thanks. Pussy, please."
Chris snorted and started rubbing her soaked little snatch. "Better?"
"Yes, thanks."
Chris fumbled with his pants and eventually kicked them off while still rubbing Steph. Her eyes gleamed at the big hard tent in his boxers. Somehow it was even more alluring when she had to picture his cock from memory instead of just seeing it.
Fuck she wanted it so bad.
"You're just lucky I love you," Chris said.
"I am," Steph agreed. "It's kinda hot though, isn't it?"
"Is it?"
"Blake's half naked running around looking for her brother," Steph said. "She was masturbating. She's all horny. Someone other than Ez could easily catch her all bottomless and stuff."
"Unf."
"Exactly, right?"
"She's looking for Ez?"
"Yeah. To lick her out."
"While I lick you?"
"That's the idea."
Chris considered. "Ok, maybe that's kinda hot."
"Right?"
"You still owe me now, though."
A beautiful shiver ran through Steph at the implied threat. "Anything," she promised softly, absolutely meaning it.
Chris nodded and dipped his head down to lick Steph's pussy some more. She moaned at the feel of his tongue, and the way his hips subtly moved to grind against the bed. He was just as horny as she was. Surprise phone call or no. A bottomless, horny Blake definitely seemed to have helped too.
"You still there," Blake demanded, sounding a bit breathless.
"Of course," Steph said, replacing her phone next to her ear. "You got him?"
"Yeah. Dad almost saw me though."
"Ha. That woulda been great."
"No it wouldn't."
"Where are you?"
"Back in my room. Ez is... ooh, he's just started."
"And he knows you're telling me?"
"Well durr. I'm saying it out loud, aren't I?"
"Just checking."
Steph sighed happily, squirmed her shoulders to a more comfortable position, and closed her eyes. She went back to petting Chris with her free hand while he did lovely things to her with his tongue.
"Chris eating you?" Blake asked.
"Yep."
"Didn't storm off on you?"
"Nope."
"Good."
"He's all horny too."
Chris lifted his face a moment to give Steph a look, but it was only brief before he was licking her pussy again.
"Mmm, same with Ez," Blake said. "I'm gonna need to get him off after."
"You gonna fuck him again?"
"Unf. Maybe. Should I?"
"Yes."
"You're biased."
"I am. But do it anyway."
"Shit, I really want to." Blake clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "You have to do it too, obviously."
"Obviously."
"You gonna?"
Steph looked down at the top of her brother's head. He'd make her cum if she left him alone, but fucking would be so much better. Especially if Blake was fucking her brother too.
So much brother fucking.
"Alright, brotherfucker," Steph said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Steph put her phone down and tapped Chris's head. He looked up questioningly.
"Wanna fuck me?" Steph asked.
"While Blake listens?"
"Yeah. She's gonna fuck Ez."
"You're so stupidly into this, you know that?"
Steph shrugged. "You want to or not?"
"Obviously I want to. I just don't know why you two are so weird about it."
"You're right. We are definitely taking perfectly normal brother fucking and making it into-"
"You know what I mean."
Steph spread her legs and reached down to rub her wet little pussy. "Come on, bruh-thur."
"Hnnngghh."
Chris shed his boxers. He was leaking so much precum from his painfully hard cock. Steph would have jumped him and gone down so sluttily on his dick if he wasn't already coming for her.
"Pin my legs back," Steph said, lifting her knees as Chris started to settle.
"What, like this?"
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"Just... I don't know. Something me and Blake were talking about. It'll feel nice."
"Will it?"
"For me it will." Steph grinned. "Maybe you too. If not, you still get to fuck my little sister pussy."
"Unnff. That's a good point."
Steph was on fire. All tingly and warm. Chris had her legs pinned back, closer and closer to her chest as he put more weight against them. She couldn't even handle it for a moment when he actually pushed inside her.
"Steph? Steph?"
Steph shook out of it enough to pick her phone up again. "Yeah?"
"Are you doing it?"
"Yeah."
"He's in you?"
"Mmm. Yeah. You?"
"Most definitely."
"How?"
"Stuck my ass up for him. Presented my pussy all nice and wet. He's... unf... getting deep already."
"Mmm. Chris has my legs pinned back."
"Like you were talking about?"
"Just like that, yeah."
"Damn. Nice. Good?"
"So good. You?"
"Same."
Steph looked into Chris's eyes while she listened to Blake getting pounded by her brother. Chris's gaze flicked to the phone every now and then, but mostly he stared right back deep into her eyes. Just as deep as his throbbing hard cock was in her tight little pussy.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Steph said.
"On your brother's dick?"
"Mmhm."
"Right now?"
"Soon."
"Do it. Let me hear."
"You... unf... perv."
"Let me hear!"
Steph let her eyes roll back and did her best to keep the phone right to her mouth while cumming. Chris kept pounding her, so deep and loving. His eye contact was driving her crazy. The fire inside her went wilder, making her happy tingles burn hot and dangerous.
Any sounds she made, Blake was getting loud and clear. It didn't even occur to Steph to be embarrassed about any of them. She was too busy cumming hard from fucking her big brother and sharing it with her equally brother fucking friend.
It was a very close thing whether Steph liked cumming better, or getting cummed in a little later when Chris blew. In both cases, Blake was listening the whole time, getting lascivious details.
In return, Steph got to hear Blake's fun as well. Having just watched Blake and Ezra the night before, Steph could practically visualize it all without even having to be there.
The girls hung up afterward to spend time cuddling their brothers. They'd had their fun, and Blake had been paid off. Probably. Steph wasn't totally certain she'd call it even yet.
Chris was bemused in the afterglow, as well as his usual relaxed and contented after cumming in his sister.
"You know I can't lie around all morning with you," he said.
"Aw. Why not?" Steph asked.
"Things to do. Responsibilities."
"Snuggling me is a responsibility."
"My job probably wouldn't see it that way."
"Well nuts to them."
"Good point." Chris distractedly played with Steph's boobies. "You get that all out of your system?"
"What?"
"That phone sex thing."
"Oh. Maybe. Probably not."
"No?"
"We, uh, might want to do more stuff like that. Sometimes."
"Blake? Or you?"
"... both?"
"You've got a dirty friggin' mind, Steph. I never would have guessed it all these years."
"Blake's a bad influence."
"Nah. I don't think you can blame her."
"Um, yeah I can. She gave me my incest fetish. That's pretty bad."
"Ha. No. She showed it to you. Didn't take much convincing to get you there though, did it?"
"What ya sayin', huh?"
"Just what I already said. You've got a dirty mind. Dirtier than even you'll admit, maybe."
Steph shrugged. "Blake calls me a hornygirl."
"She's right. You are."
"She is too."
"I don't dispute that."
"Or brotherfuckers," Steph said with a small giggle of naughty delight. "We're definitely that."
"No question there."
"Makes you a sisterfucker, you know."
"I can live with that."
"Good." Steph luxuriated against the warmth of Chris's body while she still had him. She could sense him starting to watch the time. "What would you think of, like, hanging with Blake and Ez?"
"... just hanging? Or..."
"With sex. Hangouts and sex."
"Aw, Steph."
"No come on, though. It'd be so hot."
"Fuck's sake you got this kink bad."
"I mean... yeah."
"So, like, when we fuck, that's just hitting your fetish is all, huh?"
Steph easily spotted the faint hurt in Chris's tone. "Don't be silly."
"Who's being silly?"
"I love you."
"Sure. But-"
"Perving on Blake and Ez, that's just kink. Mostly. You're kink and love. It's way better."
"Uh huh."
"You don't believe me?"
"I believe you at least partly. Just not sure how much."
"You really telling me none of what you feel is that maybe it's pretty super hot banging your sister?"
"Part of it's that," Chris admitted.
"Well there, see?"
"Especially at first. When you first blew me."
Steph smiled at the memory. "God I was such a horny mess that day. All confused and stuff."
"Mmhm. But, like, I really like you, Steph."
"Thanks?"
"I'm serious. That's not, like, a backhanded compliment or anything. I mean I genuinely really like whatever it is we have going on. I have never, ever missed anyone like I did you last night."
Steph lifted her head to look at Chris's face more fully. "Sorry about that," she said softly.
"Nah. It's good to know, I guess. That we're getting too codependent."
"Are we? Or are we just doing... you know. Like what couples do."
"We're siblings. Can't be a couple."
"Don't see why not. No reason we can't be both. And if not, for some reason, we can always be brotherfucker and sisterfucker."
"You just like saying stuff like that, don't you?
"Maybe."
"You're so fucked."
"Mmm." Steph ran her fingers along her cummy pussy. "Thank you for that."
"Not that way. You know what I meant."
"I seriously love you, Chris."
"I know."
"I'll be your girlfriend in a heartbeat, if you want me to be. I'd be pretty much whatever, really."
"You would too, wouldn't you?"
"Yep."
Chris kissed her so tenderly. "I really have to go."
"I know."
"Love you."
Steph's smile widened. "Say it again."
Chris rolled his eyes. "I love you. Sister or girlfriend or... fuckbuddy. Or whatever." He climbed out of bed, still very naked for the moment.
"Sisterfriend? No, that's not right." Steph rolled on her side and visually followed Chris around the room. "Love of your life?"
Chris snorted. "Sure. If you like."
Steph shrugged. "Brotherfucker. I'm a brotherfucker."
"Can't argue that one."
"Blake calls me that too. It's growing on me. A lot."
Chris paused with one leg of his pants on. "If we ever actually, like, do this hang with Blake..."
"Yeah?"
"You'd be ok with me seeing her naked and everything?"
"Is that something you're interested in?"
"Used to be. Sometimes. Not so much now that I've got you. But... maybe. We'll have to see."
"I'll get it scheduled."
"I said we'll see."
"Calling her back right now."
"Why are you like this?"
"Being in love with your brother makes you kinda stupid with some stuff, turns out. Who knew?"
"Uh huh. See you tonight, 'k?"
"Sooner, ideally."
"Probably sooner. Just... definitely tonight."
"It's a date."
****
It didn't really take as much convincing as Steph thought. When the day came around that she and Blake had agreed to, all that was required was showing off the bikini she planned to sunbathe in. Her hints that Blake would be wearing a similar suit were superfluous. Chris was so enamoured with her, both in her tiny little bikini and just in general, that bribing him with some other girl was wasted effort.
Which, if Steph was being honest, she kind of adored. She loved having Chris wrapped around her little finger. She almost equally loved being just as wrapped around his. The only real edge Steph had was that she was more willing to use her influence for her own purposes than he was.
Chris was still maybe a tad leery of the whole event even once they first got there. Somehow, Blake and Ezra had the place to themselves, so there was no one else around to be an issue. The siblings themselves were enough to keep Chris on edge. Ezra, too, appeared to be not totally convinced yet.
Getting some alcohol and pot out helped things. Steph and Blake didn't really need any help with the social aspects, but their boys benefited.
Even better was the girls stripping down to their bikinis. That got Chris and Ezra over whatever shyness they might be feeling and freely staring at their respective sisters.
It was Steph's turn to feel just a bit shy. She wasn't used to quite so revealing an outfit in front of other people. With Blake she didn't really care one way or the other. They were used to each other. Ezra's occasional flicking gaze caused her some embarrassment though.



Chris's full and open look of appreciation dispelled any qualms Steph had. She could only imagine the things she'd do to have him looking at her like that all the time. She'd certainly do worse than just the skimpy bikini.
"They look like they've never seen girls before," Blake whispered to Steph as they shared a bottle of sunscreen between them.
Steph glanced at the boys. They were standing a little way off, chatting to each other while working on the beers in their hands. Really, though, they were mostly just staring.
"Can't blame 'em. You look good in that suit."
"Thanks. You too. You've gotten daring," Blake said, casually reaching over to fix Steph's top where the pink edge of her areola was just peeking out.
"Chris brings it out in me."
"I don't doubt it. Ready to tease them some?"
"Heck yeah."
Steph and Blake laid out in sunloungers, copious amounts of faintly glistening skin on full display.
Despite technically having the important bits covered, Steph felt practically naked under Chris's watchful eye. It might even be worse having on what little she did. He'd have to be picturing what lay beneath. She could see him thinking it. Imagining her fully naked before him. Maybe something even worse than that.
"'Course I might get too horny before Chris does," Steph murmured.
"Unf. Tell me about it. Usually when Ez gets eye-fucking me this hard, he just gets me somewhere and eats me out or something. But he's just staring." Blake squirmed. "There was a miscalculation here somewhere."
"Agreed."
"Now what the hell do we do?"
Steph surreptitiously kept and eye on Chris while she pondered. "I mean... either we just bang 'em and get it over with..."
"Unf. Is there an or? 'Cause I could just go with that."
"I know, right? Or we just, like, wait and see."
"Wait and see?"
"Yeah."
"See what?"
"Whether we calm ourselves. Or if our brothers just come over and, like, start doing what they want."
"Goddamn. I could be so into that."
"Mmhm. Or if it gets too much worse and nothing's really happening, we go back to plan A."
"Banging 'em?"
"Yes."
"That's not much of a plan, Steph."
"It's the best I've got."
Booze and weed continued to help the general social comfort along. It also helped Steph to get progressively hornier and even more wanton about showing it. Blake didn't seem any better off.
The two girls worked together at one point to convince Chris and Ezra to get their shirts and off and get some tanning in too. They also mutually dared each other to go topless while sunning their backs.
It was getting to be a barely clothed event all round. Though Chris still had too much on for Steph's liking. The idea of forcibly yanking his shorts off and taking him for a ride was seeming more and more like the way to go. And that was while she was only just pleasantly tipsy.
The boys got the barbecue rolling and produced some food. It was much needed by that point, for purposes of sating hunger and soaking some alcohol.
Blake remembered to put her top back on before prowling over to get a burger. Steph didn't.
Once Steph realized she was fully topless, she decided she didn't really care if Ezra got a few curious peeks in. She had Chris's full attention while she pretended not to realize her boobs were out. That was really all she needed.
"Come sit with me," Steph murmured, getting dangerously close to Chris.
"I don't think I should."
"Why?" Steph asked, already guessing the answer, more or less.
"'Cause I won't be able to keep my hands off you."
Steph licked her bottom lip, then moved in for a surprisingly tame kiss on her brother's cheek. "Good," she whispered.
"I'm not that comfortable yet. Not around... other people."
"How have you not had enough beer not to care yet?"
"I haven't been drinking that heavily."
"Well maybe you should have been."
"You shouldn't encourage behaviour like that."
"Maybe you shouldn't have told me that was the only thing standing between us and hot makeouts."
"Just makeouts?"
"Ha, no. Probably more than that."
"You're gonna try and fuck me in front of everyone, aren't you?"
"'Everyone' is two other people, dude."
"You know what I mean."
Steph looked directly into Chris's eyes. "I am totally gonna fuck you in front of everyone."
"Hnnggh. I knew it."
"You want it."
"I don't know."
"You're getting hard thinking about it."
"I'm getting hard 'cause your tits are right there."
"Wanna feel 'em?"
"... yes."
"So do it."
Chris looked around, but Blake and Ezra were similarly wrapped up in their own thing. In fact, Ezra was just untying Blake's bikini bra again, letting it fall away from her chest and leaving her just as topless as everyone else was.
While Steph was busy watching Blake, Chris moved in front of her and cupped her breast. His body mostly blocked any visual of him casually groping his little sister.
Steph was pretty sure it'd be obvious if either Blake or Ezra really looked. But they'd have to stop making goo-goo eyes at each other for a moment first.
"Come sit with me," Steph urged again.
This time Chris nodded. "Ok."
Steph got Chris sat down in her lounger, then climbed right into his lap. She sat her tiny little bikini bottoms square on his hardening cock, gasping in delight at his erection pulsing and firming against her.
Their lips met, tongues probing almost immediately. Steph was fully in the mood for aggressive, grinding makeouts.
Chris couldn't seem to decide between feeling up her tits, or grabbing her ass. Steph encouraged both, maybe favouring the ass fondling since it helped pull her harder against his dick.
Steph lost track of Blake and Ezra. She was too wrapped up in her brother. Apparently he forgot about them too, judging by how he found the ties on the sides of her bikini panties and casually undid them.
Some small part of Steph recognized that she was being left totally naked, and that Chris wasn't actually the only one to see her like that. She blushed faintly, but kept kissing and grinding on him, feeling an extra little warmth through her.
It was trickier getting Chris naked too without actually getting off him. He didn't have convenient ties on either side of his shorts to get them off easily. They managed somehow.
Steph sighed in utter bliss as she was able to grind her soaked pussy fully against her brother's hard, precummy cock. He groaned his approval too and grabbed her ass again to press her firmly to him.
Steph's grinding was slicked with pussy arousal and precum. Her chin was wet from a sloppy combination of her and Chris's spit. Her pussy was on fire, and her hips, ass, and boobies were all warm from constant, enthusiastic fondling.
Even when she heard smooching from next to her, it took a real effort to turn her head away from Chris. Blake had sat Ezra down and was riding him in much the same position as Steph was on Chris. Steph watched long enough to catch Blake's eye. The girls exchanged a torrent of information based on eye contact alone.
Still making big, shining eye contact, Blake reached down between her legs. Steph did the same, trembling fingers closing on Chris's cock.
Together, watching, horny as all fuck, Steph and Blake slipped their brothers' cocks into their sopping little pussies. The boys groaned in stereo at being mounted by their little sisters.
"They're right next to us," Chris whispered.
Steph turned back to him, smiling down even as she felt herself getting all filled up. "Sure are."
"They're gonna fuck."
"That's the idea."
"While we fuck."
"Mmhm."
"That's... kinda hot."
"Mmm." Steph's eyes rolled back as she landed in Chris's lap, having taken him balls deep inside. "I knew you'd figure that out eventually."
"'Cause, like, he's her brother."
Steph giggled. "Oh my god, how out of it are you?"
"You're not helping, you know. Little pussy feeling all amazing and whatnot."
"So sorry."
Steph leaned in and kissed Chris while raising her hips back up. She had to take the occasional peek to make sure Blake was riding Ezra too. Just to be sure. Obviously she was, though.
Side by side brother-sister loving. It didn't feel real. Steph couldn't quite process it. Not fully. It was definitely happening. She was riding Chris, Blake was riding Ezra. Anytime she wanted she could look over and verify it. Yet the surrealness remained.
"God I wanna cum on you," Steph hissed.
Chris gave her ass an extra squeeze, digging in slightly with his fingers. "So do it," he hissed back, eyes lighting up at the prospect.
"I want you to cum in me too."
"Unfff. Well I'm gonna."
"Good."
"Just keep riding me like that."
"Like this?"
"Yeah. More hips."
"Hehe. Bad boy."
Steph rocked back and forth more along with up and down. She really put her hips into it, as requested.
It was so fucking good. So damn hot.
Riding her brother like this. Feeling beautiful tingles from her pussy, more running down from their embracing lips, and some radiating out from her chest at the constant reminder or brotherfucking right next to her as well.
She couldn't handle it. Just couldn't. Steph came on Chris's dick, riding him even harder through the whole orgasm.
It didn't even matter how much or little she did. With Blake and Ezra there too, she wouldn't be able to calm herself. She just couldn't see it happening.
Steph did her level best, though. She rode Chris until she was a sweating, panting, sloppy mess. She came again on him, and only eventually had to pause when he came in her too, filling her up with cum and forcing a break while he recovered.
Steph had to slip back off his cock so she wouldn't keep grinding. He'd be sensitive for a short while. If she just gave him a chance, she was pretty sure she'd let her fuck him some more.
Unable to help herself, Steph settled between Chris's legs and gave his messy cock some little licks. Hopefully not enough to be too much. Just something to keep her revved engine from burning out.
Steph inefficiently cleaned her brother up, occasionally looking up to see if he was ready for more yet or not.
Somehow, she misjudged things and he was ready before she realized. Seriously ready. He actually pushed her back on her butt on the warm lawn, then again so she sprawled out on her back. She was about to protest until he started pinning her legs back, whereupon her heart surged and she squealed happily.
Chris shoved his cock right back into Steph. He leaned more and more weight on her legs as he sank deep into her. She took everything and only looked at him with big, adoring, little-sister eyes, begging her brother for more. More and more and more.
"Fucking pound me," she said softly but urgently.
"Hard?"
"So hard. Pleeeaaase."
"Anything for you."
"Hnnnggghh."
Chris fucked Steph hard. She loved every second of it, soaking up his lust and affection as though they were the daylight kissing her skin, warming her even deeper and more effectively than the sun.
Animalistic noises were coming from somewhere to the side. From Blake and Ezra. Steph couldn't even check on them. What they were doing. She had eyes only for her brother. Her beloved big brother pounding her so good.
"Why aren't you like this all the time?" Steph asked.
"Huh?"
Steph reached up and brushed his hair back, jolting a bit with his hard thrusts. "This intense."
"You want me to be?"
"Yes please."
"Fucking you hard whenever I want?"
"Yes please!"
"In front of anyone who happens to be around?"
"Unf."
"Our parents? Friends? Anyone?"
"Hnnggghh."
"Is that really what you want?"
"Yesss."
"You horny little thing."
Steph just grinned.
"You... brotherfucker."
Steph's eyes rolled back. "Unf. Say that again."
"Brotherfucker. You just want to fuck your brother. All the fucking time."
"Yeeessssss."
Steph came again while Chris fucked her like that, legs all pinned back, staring deep into her eyes, calling her the brotherfucker that she unquestionably was.
"People'd be shocked if they knew how often we cum for each other," Chris said.
"Fuck. I wish they knew."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Can you imagine if I just, like, walked around with your cum on my face instead of inside me?"
Chris smiled slow and devilish.
"Chris, what's that look for?"
He still just grinned.
Steph was slow on the uptake, and only grasped what he had in mind when he pulled out, let her legs drop and crawled up closer to her face. To be fair to her mental faculties, she was still kinda tipsy from substances, and fully drunk on her brother.
Steph held her mouth open, tongue sluttily extended. Chris jerked himself quickly, then exploded all over her cherubic little face, plastering it in brother-cum. Steph absolutely adored it.
Despite having cummed repeatedly in a relatively short time frame, Steph started rubbing herself anyway as the last of Chris's cum dribbled onto her lips. She swiped a taste, but mostly just wanted it to stay where it was for a bit.
Blake and Ezra were nakedly cuddling as Chris and Steph returned to their chair to do the same. There was a flicker of jealousy from Blake as she saw how coated Steph's face was, but she couldn't seem to muster much energy to do anything about it. Not with Ezra's arms hugging her securely in place.
It was a long while before any of them did much of anything. Just lay in the sun, all warmly snuggled with their sibs. Motivation was hard to come by.
"Ez and I were talking," Blake murmured eventually, propping her face up more toward Ezra's shoulder as she focused on Steph.
"Oh?" Steph said.
"Yeah. We think it'd be nice to be able to do stuff like this whenever we wanted. Not having to wait to have the house to ourselves."
"I mean... you're right. It would. So?"
"So why don't we get a place?"
"... all of us?"
"Yeah. Today went well enough, didn't it?"
Steph snorted gently and snuggled her cheek against Chris's warm chest. She'd accidentally gotten cum on him, but he didn't seem too bothered. Probably it was hard to care about much of anything with his li'l sis all nakedly soft against him like she was.
"It went well," Steph agreed.
"So why don't we? Between four of us, we could get something half-decent."
"I suppose."
"You interested?"
"We're interested," Steph said, speaking for Chris. "But we'll have to talk about it."
"Obviously."
"It's a good idea."
"Yeah. I thought so too."
****
The idea of moving out only got better the more Steph thought about it. Every time she wanted to mess around with Chris and couldn't because they weren't alone, she wistfully contemplated a world where that wasn't an issue.
Chris wasn't that hard to convince either. It helped that he and Ezra had developed some tentative bonds and mutual interests outside of sisterfucking.
There really wasn't anything standing in the way except for finding the right place. Even though Steph didn't want to get her hopes too high, she felt like that might be a problem solved sooner than later.
"So what does everyone think?" Steph asked after they'd all toured a house that held serious promise.
"Seems like a lot of responsibility owning a house," Ezra said.
"Yeah, but split fours ways," Blake reasoned. "Not so bad."
"It's small-ish," Steph said. "But totally in our budget. And we only need two bedrooms anyway."
"Heh, yeah." Chris stepped closer behind Steph and casually stuck his hand up her shirt. "More bedrooms would be a waste."
"Having the fenced yard's nice," Blake mused, pretending to ignore Ezra wiggling his fingers down the front of her pants. "Gives some privacy."
"Privacy is good," Steph said while Chris fully groped her tits. "The kitchen's a little small, but no biggie."
"I can live with that," Blake agreed. She moaned softly and leaned back against Ezra as he rubbed her pussy.
"How do we decide who gets the bigger room though?" Steph asked, trying to focus on the issues at hand while being felt up by her brother and watching Blake get rubbed off by hers.
Blake considered. "Whoever makes their brother cum first?"
Steph grinned. "Sounds fair."
The girls had to disengage themselves from the lovely, casual fondling they were getting and be more focused and serious.
Steph yanked her pants down, leaned against the wall, and stuck her butt out. Blake was perhaps even more direct and simply got Ezra's cock out and started sucking on him.
Chris was quick to catch up, though, and soon had his dick out and pressing to Steph's waiting snatch.
Steph got pounded hard against the wall while Blake frantically blew her brother. Steph had the advantage of getting to watch Blake, while Blake mostly had to stay focused on her own task. Not that it really helped for the contest, but this was one of those times where winning wasn't everything.
Whoever lost still got some sexy times with their sib, and in a somewhat dangerous place too. There was, after all, that lady who had shown them the house still lurking around somewhere. The chance of being caught added greater urgency to an already fast-paced contest.
"Hello?" called a voice, as though summoned by Steph's jumbled thoughts.
"Shit," Steph muttered. She tapped Chris's hip. "Faster."
"Going as fast as I dare."
"Then dare harder."
Chris grunted and thrust harder, as requested. Steph thumped against the wall, getting hammered into it now. Fucked hard by her brother in a house that wasn't yet theirs, possibly about to be discovered.
Blake's mouth was full and she couldn't say much, but her head was bobbing in rather manic fashion. She choked and gagged herself a bit, drool running down her chin and splattering over Ezra's legs and the floor beneath them.
They only had moments, and Chris made them count. He gave Steph's pussy the sort of pounding that could only be maintained for quick sprints, really slamming her into the wall in a way that was making just an unsafe amount of noise.
Fortunately, he came in her fairly quickly. Steph hissed pleasure and victory as she felt lovely, hot brother-cum flooding into her.
Or at least she thought it was victory. She noted halfway through getting her pussy messed that Blake was mid-swallow as well, and that a trickle of cum was already leaking from the corner of her lips.
It was just as frantic in the aftermath. Steph didn't get to enjoy the moment, nor question who'd actually been the winners, but instead had to yank her pants back up, trapping her cummy pussy under her panties, and try to put on a calm facade.
"Your chin," Steph whispered as she heard the clicking of heels getting close.
Blake swiped at her spitty, cummy chin and looked nearly presentable as Lucy, their realtor, turned the corner.
"Ah, there you are," Lucy said. She peered about. "I thought I... heard something?"
Chris and Ezra had ducked into the nearest room while their cocks were still softening and they tried to stuff them back into their pants in a way that wouldn't show. Steph nodded in the direction they'd gone.
"Chris thought there was something wrong with the wall. He was banging on it like that would tell him something." Steph rolled her eyes. "Boys, am I right?"
Lucy smiled and nodded, but there was a flicker of suspicion in her eyes. Steph had to admit that neither she or Blake appeared totally nonchalant. Both were breathing just a tad too heavily, and there was a definite flush to their faces.
"Well what do you think other than the... wall?"
Steph and Blake exchanged a glance.
"I think we really like it," Steph said.
"We'd still have to talk it over a little more," Blake said. "But I think we'd be ready to look at some paperwork or something."
Lucy smiled wider, much more genuinely than before. She started rattling off details and official type things that quickly left Steph nodding to pretend like she was keeping up.



The details didn't matter, really. It was about having the house. Having a place her and Chris could do anything they wanted, any time they so chose. Getting to share it with Blake and Ezra and mutually feeding off each other's incestuous naughtiness was such a great perk too.
"So who won?" Steph whispered to Blake when she had a chance.
"Beats me. It was so close. And, you know, inside us. So couldn't tell that way."
"Yeah," Steph said, slipping a hand down over the front of her pants and feeling where her big brother had just cummed in her. "Should have to be outside next time, huh?"
"Next time?"
"Need a do over, don't we?"
"Ooh, yeah, guess we do. On our faces?"
"Seems the most logical."
They got their chance for a second contest once Lucy had locked up and driven off. They pretended to be leaving too, but once they were unsupervised just sneaked back in to the backyard, and the small but adequate deck.
"Remember," Blake said, "on my face this time."
Ezra smiled. "Sure thing."
Steph felt Chris squeeze her hand as they followed Blake and Ezra. She squeezed back and felt a flutter of excitement. They were pretty sure they had enough privacy, but it was unfamiliar territory. Not to mention the only other time she and Chris had done much of anything outside, they'd both been less than sober.
Not today. Nothing fueling them now but their own horniness and recklessness. Which, as it turned out, was more than enough.
Both brothers leaned against the deck's railing with their pants off while their sisters knelt before them, getting as comfortable as they could before starting.
Steph looked up at Chris in the brief moment they had of pure anticipation. A little sister gazing up at her big brother with love and adoration, eyes full of the promise that she'd soon have his cock stuffed in her wet little mouth.
Then they were going at it. Steph and Blake both attacking their brothers with their lips, tongues, and mouths. Bobbing back and forth, sucking their hard cocks, seeking out the cum inside their balls.
It was just the very best kind of contest. So new, yet already Steph's favourite. Usually she wanted sexy things to last longer, to savour them. But now she had a reason to finish as quickly as possible, and she had to admit it was extremely fun in its own way. There was a novelty and kind of a faintly thrilling and slutty feeling to go along with it. It was just about getting her brother off as fast as she could manage, and she loved it.
Blake won, as it turned out. Steph could feel Chris getting close, but before he was ready to blow, Blake had pulled back and was taking thick cum all over her eager, happy face.
Steph stopped and just admired the sight. There was no reason to hurry anymore, so she didn't. She watched Blake's brotherly facial, sticking her hand down her pants in the meantime, since she didn't have to focus so hard anymore.
"Congratulations," Steph said.
Blake grinned at her, one eye closed in a long wink thanks to a plastering of cum. "Thanks."
Steph finished Chris off shortly after, taking her time a little more toward the end, but he'd been close already. It was her turn to get her face all messed by her big brother, and she loved it even more than watching Blake get cummed on.
The four of them hung out a bit longer while the boys got calmed down. Steph and Blake weren't much for calm, though. Steph pulled her pants and panties off entirely and casually rubbed her cummy pussy. Blake did much the same, though without any cum in her pussy.
Once they were ready to go, the girls scampered half-naked to the car that was parked by the road. They were too horny to take the safe route and just get dressed again. Bottomless was more fun, and it made it easier for them to masturbate as they drove back, side by side with their cummed faces.
Sharing a car had really only been a practical concern for Steph on the way over. On the way back it was a nice bonus to have someone to rub her pussy with.
****
Steph didn't mind not getting the nicest room. Really, hers and Chris's wasn't that much smaller. It was far more important that she got to share it with her brother, and for it to be all theirs for whatever nasty sibling desires they might have.
Unpacking was a rather slow affair. Sure she and Chris were both working at it, so it should have gone faster, but rather predictably they ended up spending as much time making out and feeling each other up as they did actually putting things away.
Chris's shirt was off and Steph was totally bottomless when Blake peeked in. Blake had them both beat and was completely naked already, and seemed to have more arousal running down her thighs even than Steph did.
"You guys ready for a break yet?" Blake asked.
Ezra was close behind her, and wore only a pair of painfully tented boxers.
"I sure could be," Steph said, dropping a bundle of her shirts on the floor halfway to the closet.
Chris, who'd been doing an awful lot of sighing wistfully and watching Steph's bare bum wiggle back and forth across the room, was in a similarly agreeable mood.
"Great," Blake said, flouncing over and laying out across the width of the bed, letting her feet dangle to the floor. "We've got to christen every room sooner or later, right? Might as well start here."
Steph laughed and bounced down on the bed next to Blake. "You mean all of us at once?"
"Well yeah. It's everyone's house. Can't christen properly with only half the people."
"But boy we're gonna give it our best shot anyway, I imagine."
"Hehe, probably."
Steph smiled winsomely at Chris and batted her eyelashes. She spread her bare legs, letting them overlap with Blake's, and offered her little pussy to her big bro.
Chris only took time to get his pants off before kneeling down on the floor by the bed, yanking Steph closer to the edge, and diving face-first into her pussy. Ezra already had his tongue working on Blake.
"Goddamn," Steph moaned. She put a hand just lightly on the back of Chris's head. "Now this is the life."
"Getting eaten by your brother?" Blake asked.
"I mean... just anything. Anything at all. Anytime."
"Hehe, you're such a little hornygirl brotherfucker."
"Rich coming from you."
Blake shrugged. "I'm a brotherfucker too. I know it."
"Yeah you are. Brotherfucker."
Steph relaxed and enjoyed every moment of being licked out by Chris. Blake's thigh was warm against her, and their shoulders were just lightly touching. It was enough contact to feel a slight tremble or tensing every now and then, which was some interesting visceral feedback for what Blake was experiencing.
Mostly all Steph felt was her brother's tongue, though. And his lips when he kissed her sucked on her a bit. Mostly lovely licks. Mostly.
Steph's first cum in her brand new bedroom was beautiful and decadent. It wasn't enough, though. She'd known going in that it wouldn't be.
Almost as soon as Chris stopped licking her, she was already rolling to her front side, propping her lower half up on her knees. She went face down, ass up, sticking her butt wantonly in the air for her brother's approval and enjoyment.
"You horny brotherfucker," Blake said.
Steph stuck her tongue out in response. Blake countered by emulating Steph and presenting herself for Ezra just the same sexy way.
There wasn't really much room on the bed for all of them, so putting her pussy high enough that Chris could fuck her while standing behind her worked well. It also gave him some very nice leverage and angles for pounding her into the mattress.
Steph and Blake both got fucked deep and hard by their brothers, which made them some very happy and slutty little sisters.
"Gotta do this in every room you say?" Steph asked.
"Definitely," Blake said.
"I could be into that."
"Really though."
Steph let herself go all mushy, barely keeping her legs underneath her with some help from Chris. The way he was going, he wouldn't possibly last much longer.
She wanted him to. Wanted him to fuck her until they were both sloppy, exhausted messes. But then again, they had all the time in the world. All four of them.
Blake's panting was an out of synch counterpoint to Steph's. The two of them were lost in the thrill of the moment, the sheer joy and pleasure of it. Their faces were turned toward each other while getting pounded, but they were only sometimes properly aware of the other.
Those brief, glorious moments when they made eye contact, smiled, and fully acknowledged what they were doing made things even hotter. Two pairs of incestuously obsessed sibbos doing exactly what they wanted.
Chris cumming in Steph's pussy was the last little thing she needed. He pumped her all full and creamy, claiming her pussy yet again just the way she loved so much.
Blake and Ezra were a bit slower, but she too got her pussy all cummed by her brother. It was impossible to say which of them was more delighted by it, but Steph secretly assumed it was her. Blake couldn't possibly be any happier than she was.
Maybe a tie.
"You need a bigger bed," Blake said.
"Like we've got money for that right now," Steph said.
"Just sayin'. No room for all of us to cuddle."
"Your bed's not any better."
"I know. We need to work on that."
"Sure. Sometime. For now, get back to your own room."
"Aww."
"Leave us our snuggling space."
"But then I gotta move. And Ez'll have to pull out of me."
"He's still in you?"
"Yeah. Goin' kinda soft now, but yeah."
"Dang."
Blake groaned and wobbled to her feet, legs all shaky from a good session with her bro. She and Ezra slipped unsteadily away.
Steph and Chris wasted no time settling more fully on their bed, freshly christened by some serious sibcest.
"This was a good idea," Chris murmured in Steph's ear while cozying up on her boobies.
"Which part?"
"All of it."
"Mmm. I think so too." Steph yawned. "We still gotta unpack more, you know."
"You think I care about that right now?"
"... probably not."
"Right."
Steph teased Chris's hair. "What am I gonna do with you?" she asked affectionately and rhetorically.
"Fuck me? Lots?"
"Oh yeah. That. Good point." Steph sighed happily and let Chris nestle warmly with her. "I love the fuck out of you, you know?"
"I know. I love you too. Horny brotherfucker and all."
"Heh. Yeah. Jus' a li'l brotherfucker." Steph patted Chris's head. "Rest up, sisterfucker. Lots to do still."
"Nnnhhh. Can't we just cuddle?"
"You can't get out of work just because naked, sexy cuddles feel really good."
"I mean, I'm pretty sure I can. Between cuddles and fucking."
"... ok, yeah, you can. But we need to be responsible, you know."
"Do we?"
Chris shifted over fully on top of Steph. His cock pressed against her pussy, then slid inside.
Steph went all mushy and helpless as her brother filled up her gooey pussy again. "Maybe later."
Chris grinned and kissed her. "I love my little brotherfucker," he whispered.
Steph already felt that burning need flaming up inside her. That feeling that only her big brother could create. "Fuck me," she pleaded softly. "Fuck me so good."
Chris's grin was tender and adoring. "Absolutely."



        Naked Tag

        2020 Nude Day contest entry. Girls playing a naughty game.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/naked-tag

Title: Naked Tag

Author: Xarth

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: 2020 Nude Day contest entry. Girls playing a naughty game.

Tags: embarrassed, public, naked in class, masturbating in class, enf, naked outside, public nudity, public masturbation, university, game




Author's Note: Submitted for the 2020 Nude Day contest. Enjoy, and please consider voting (assuming you don't live in the future). It's for a good-ish cause!
****
Jade woke up to someone booping her nose. That someone was her roommate, Naomi. Naomi was naked.
"You're 'it'," Naomi said gleefully as soon as Jade had fluttered her eyes open.
Jade groaned. "You kidding me? It's so early."
"Game's started. You know that. Not my fault you're still sleeping."
"Your fault you got tagged though."
Naomi shrugged and brushed back her platinum blonde hair. "Kinda, I guess. Forgot it was today. And that it was gonna start on our floor. But, you know, lots of easy targets right now."
"So you pick me?"
"You were the very easiest."
Jade rolled her eyes, but smiled at the lazy logic of it. She swung her feet out of bed. "Alright, I've only got my top and panties. What do you want?"
"Hm... give me the cami."
"Bottomless, huh?"
"I'll probably get tagged again anyway."
"Probably," Jade agreed. "It's early yet."
Jade slipped easily out of her two articles of clothing. She handed her camisole to Naomi and left her panties on the floor.
"Gotta hit the bathroom naked now," Jade grumbled. "Thanks for that."
"Just gotta tag someone."
"Uh huh. They might be more alert than I am, though."
Naomi snorted. "You know better than that. Half of 'em won't have remembered any better than I did, and half'll still be asleep. Anyone else won't be moving quick yet anyway."
"I think your math's suspect, but sure."
Jade padded out of her room and down the hall to the bathroom. It wasn't busy, and there were only girls on the floor anyway. Mostly ones she knew. There was a thrill to making the walk naked, and a small nervousness, but it really wasn't any big thing. Not yet.
Which was probably just as well. Jade wasn't properly awake yet. She needed to get her brain running before she could deal with the day to come.
There actually was someone already in the bathroom when Jade opened the door. Gwen, an eighteen year old freshman, was at the sinks brushing her teeth, appearing to be just out of the shower.
Jade grinned. She didn't know Gwen all that well, but she suspected it might be fun to see what the shy, red-haired girl would do with being tagged. There was a very good chance it'd be her first game of naked tag, and she so far seemed totally oblivious to Jade sneaking up on her.
"You're 'it'," Jade declared, poking Gwen in the shoulder.
Gwen frowned in confusion, spat toothpaste into the sink, then looked at Jade's prodding finger before running up and down Jade's whole naked body.
"Um... what?"
"Tag," Jade said, poking her again.
"I don't... what?"
Jade stepped back, folding her arms as she leaned against the edge of the sinks' counter. Gwen was a little taller than her, which felt a bit weird, but she also had a bit of a sweet innocence to her that left no doubt Jade was the older and more experienced girl here.
"Has no one told you about naked tag?"
"... naked tag?"
"That's a no then, I take it."
Gwen was blushing now, having correctly guessed she was in the dark about something fairly relevant. Her eyes kept flicking to Jade's nude body, which Jade didn't mind. It was bound to happen, her not wearing any clothes and all. Gwen would hardly be the only one looking as the day went on.
And, really, Gwen was so adorable about it that Jade couldn't possibly have taken offense even under other circumstances.
Naomi walked in before Jade could start explaining things, still wearing only the camisole she'd stolen. Gwen's eyes darted over to the new bottomless girl, and she only flushed pinker.
"What's up?" Naomi asked. "You tag Gwen?"
"Yep," Jade said. "But no one told her about today, seems like."
"Oh. Whoops."
"Yeah."
"Best get into now, then. It's still early."
"Loads of time yet," Jade said with a nod.
"What are you talking about?" Gwen asked.
"Well... naked tag, right?" Jade began. "You know tag, obviously. Everyone does."
"It's like that, but whoever's 'it' has to be naked," Naomi said.
"Right. So Naomi got me already," Jade said, gesturing down at herself.
"And then she got you," Naomi added, pointing at Gwen. "Now you gotta take off your clothes."
Gwen squeaked in embarrassment. "I do?"
"Yep. Rules are rules. Jade gets to keep them all except one thing. Her choice. Hence me not getting her panties."
"It's a surprisingly dangerous time, early in the morning," Jade said. "Lots of us are only wearing, like, two things anyway."
Gwen glanced down at herself and her cami and pyjama bottoms. "I only am," she said quietly.
"Right," Jade agreed. "And that's actually kinda smart usually. Lotta people somehow think wearing lots of clothes is clever somehow. But you always lose everything when you're tagged anyway, so all you're doing is making yourself more of a target for someone who wants to get dressed again."
"Two things is actually ideal, in some ways," Naomi said. "Makes it less likely someone'll go for you. Another thing people think is clever is only wearing a sundress or something."
"But if someone's feeling spiteful, they might tag you anyway and deal with getting nothing out of it," Jade said. "All that means is then there's two people 'it'."
"How... how do you know who's it?" Gwen asked.
Jade and Naomi grinned at each other. "Anyone who's naked is 'it'," Jade said.
"Oh. Right."
"Later in the day, there can be lots of people."
"Right now, it's just you," Naomi said. "Only you haven't taken anything off yet."
Gwen hugged her arms around herself. "Do I have to?"
"Well... no. Technically. You could simply refuse," Jade said.
"But you'd be a party pooper," Naomi said.
"A spoilsport."
"A stick in the mud."
"And etcetera."
"Oh." Gwen struggled internally with the decision. "Is it just this in the dorm?"
"Nope. Everywhere," Jade said. "Except not in class, 'cause teachers'll get pissy."
"Still gotta wear whatever you have on when you go in," Naomi said. "However little that may be. But no tagging."
"Right. And elevators and stairs and such are safe as well. Just for safety and whatever."
"Dining hall's usually safe territory too. Just gets messy otherwise."
"Shoes and stuff aren't counted. Don't want anyone hurting themselves stepping on things."
"Any girl wearing something is fair game. Students only, obviously."
"Boys play their own game. Last year they were lame, but I've been assured they're stepping it up this time."
"They couldn't handle us making fun of how few of them lost their clothes last time."
Gwen's eyes were still wide and disbelieving. "I can't go outside... naked!"
"Well you'd best tag someone then," Jade said. "Half the girls on the floor are still asleep. It's easy pickings right now. Plus no tagbacks when you do get someone. That might go without saying."
"Good to clarify," Naomi said. "There was that kerfuffle last year."
"Mmhm."
Gwen was still weighing her options. "So if I just get someone now, then don't get tagged again...."
"You'd be all set," Jade finished for her. "And we'd all know you're alright."
"It can be very helpful socially," Naomi agreed.
"You wanna hang with the cools kids, don't you?"
Naomi rolled her eyes. "The cool kids don't call themselves the cool kids, Jade."
Jade grinned. "Can if I want."
Gwen took a deep breath and started pulling off her top. "I can do this."
"For sure you can," Jade said.
She and Naomi both had their attention firmly on Gwen as she slowly, nervously stripped. Gwen only noticed how they were staring when she started to pull her bottoms down.
"Don't look."
"Dude, you're gonna be naked," Naomi said.
"Plus it's just us," Jade said. "I mean... I'm already naked."
"True. I guess."
Gwen still didn't seem totally happy about being watched, but she was a good sport about it and obeyed the rules. Jade took her pyjama pants and stepped into them. They were a little long, but manageable.
Naomi had already wisely backed up and appeared ready to flee if Gwen went for her, but she only had a cami on anyway, and Gwen didn't really seem interested in getting zero clothes back for her efforts.
Gwen looked at herself in the mirror, then back to Jade and Naomi. Her arms kept twitching like she wanted to cover herself with them, and she couldn't quite decide between being a shy naked girl, or trying to pull off a more casual pose like Jade had been doing while she was the naked one.
It probably helped some that both Jade and Naomi were only half covered now. Jade's tits and whole upper body were out, and Naomi's pussy and legs were clearly visible with only a top on.
"So now I just... find someone to tag?" Gwen asked.
"That's about the size of it, yeah," Jade said.
"And then if I don't get tagged again, I can just be dressed all day?"
"Sure can," Naomi said, eyes glinting.
She knew as well as Jade that it wasn't really as easy as it sounded. Especially when there started to be multiple taggers running around. Plus, sometimes girls who desperately wanted not to be 'it' sent the kind of signals that only made others want to focus harder on them.
Before Gwen could muster the courage to run out and find someone to steal clothes from, the door opened again and Diana walked in. Diana was yawning as she walked in, clearly even less awake than the rest of them were.
Jade and Naomi both grinned and stepped back.
Gwen was pouncing before she even seemed to realize what she was doing. "Tag," she declared with a sort of vicious joy.
Diana stopped short, stared up and down at the gleeful redhead who'd just poked her, then grinned. "Ha, ok, you got me." She looked back and forth from Jade to Naomi. "You guys help her set up an ambush for me or something?"
"Not hardly," Jade said. "She was about to go hunting if you hadn't just walked in."
"Oof. Well, fair's fair."
Diana shrugged her way out of a loose t-shirt, sleep shorts, and panties.
There'd been a comical fear on Gwen's face for a moment as she worried that she might have to choose between covering her top or bottom, but she seemed happy enough getting to put on shorts and a shirt. Even if the shorts would have been quite small and tight on her for wearing most days.
Given her recent nudity and fear of sharing it, Gwen was delighted with what she got.
"So you said I can still put sneakers on, right?" Gwen said, looking happier and braver now that she wasn't naked in front of everyone.
"Yep. Footwear's exempt from the game," Jade confirmed. "And, like, a backpack or something to carry your stuff, if you want. Good luck."
Gwen nodded, smiling shyly. "Thanks."
She squealed in surprise as Jade smacked her butt on the way out, but Jade only grinned winsomely and fluttered her fingers in farewell.
"Well that was kinda fun," Naomi said. "A naked tag virgin."
"And so cute about it too," Jade said. "The shy ones can be the best, sometimes."
"Mmhm."
Diana cleared her throat. Both Jade and Naomi turned to her, each belatedly realizing they should have fled already.
"Tag," Diana said sweetly, touching Jade's shoulder. "Aaand since I'm still 'it', also tag," she added, touching Naomi as well.
Both girls groaned.
"Dammit, Di," Jade said.
"Not cool," Naomi concurred.
"S'what you get. Ambushing me like that."
"Told you it wasn't," Naomi grumbled, tossing her/Jade's cami aside and putting her hands on her bare hips. "But would you listen? Nooo. Well great. Now we're all 'it'."
"Sure are," Diana said. "I'm off to find a good target."
"I'll come with," Naomi said, abandoning her foul mood as quickly as it had come. "You in?" she asked Jade.
"Nah," Jade said. "It's gonna get too hectic. I'll just get someone at breakfast or something."
"Suit yourself."
Shrieks, giggles, and the pounding of running feet became something of a backdrop to the morning. Jade went about beginning her day without worrying about it. If someone gave her an easy chance, she'd probably go for it. Otherwise it just wasn't worth the effort right now. Too crowded and chaotic.
It was more of an actual game later on. Once they got out and onto the campus. Where there was room to actually run and chase.
For now, Jade amused herself at everyone else frantically scampering about in various stages of dress; from fully clothed, to nightwear, to completely naked. All sorts of variation.
Jade took a shower, luxuriating in not having to worry about someone waiting to pounce on her when she left. Her hand strayed to her pussy as the warm water ran down her body. She tingled faintly at the knowledge that she'd soon be naked in front of more people. Not just Naomi or Diana, or even little Gwen.
Jade's lips quirked. 'Little' Gwen who was taller than she was. But such an innocent. Jade almost felt bad about tagging her, but she had to learn sometime. Better now than later. It had been kind of fun getting her naked too.
Despite her thoughts, her musings about some of the other girls, and her own temporarily enforced nudity, Jade wasn't really in the mood for playing with herself just yet. There hadn't been anything quite enough of a thrill for that.
That was ok. The day was just starting.
Jade couldn't wrap herself in her towel after drying off, of course. She had to patter nakedly back to her room, towel dangling loosely in her hand. A girl on her way to the bathroom squeaked and darted back the other way, but Jade only made a false lunge at her before proceeding at her normal pace, a faint smile on her lips.
Honestly, being 'it' was more fun most of the time. Nerve-wracking and humiliating sometimes, sure, but Jade was sufficiently used to it that it was more fun and lightly embarrassing than full on anxiety-inducing.
In fact, Jade was kind of looking forward to it. At least two other girls were 'it' already, and probably more than that. She didn't need to try and keep the game going. Others could do that. She could just enjoy all the fun parts of getting/having to be naked.
Getting dressed was a breeze. Jade just put her dark hair up in a ponytail, threw on some socks and sneakers, slung her laptop bag over her shoulder, and was ready to go.
Jade hummed to herself as she made her way down the stairs to ground floor. She made some more girls skitter away from her as she casually proceeded, and did her level best not to give away how much fun she was having with her brief superpower.
Rather unexpectedly, Gwen was hanging about the front door peering out anxiously. The nervousness itself was easily explained in that Gwen seemed to have lost her clothes again already.
"Naked again, are we?" Jade asked cheerfully.
Gwen started, then flushed lightly and shrugged. "I was doing so well," she mumbled. "Thought I could just escape while everyone was running around up there. Then... someone got me just before I could leave. Now I don't know what to do."
"Come with me," Jade said, extending her hand to the shy, naked girl. "I'm headed out too."
"But... but there's people out there!" Gwen lowered her eyes. "Boys out there."
"Sure are. And that's awkward sometimes. But you know there's gonna be boys coming through here any minute now too, right?"
Gwen appeared not to have considered the occupants of other floors. Clearly she hadn't been at the front door long enough for anyone else to walk by.
"What do I do?" Gwen pleaded.
"Walk with me," Jade repeated, hand still extended. "Better than going alone, isn't it?"
"Yes. But...."
Jade ignored whatever protest Gwen was about to make. She snatched her hand and started walking. Gwen just had to keep up.
Jade understood. It wasn't like she thought Gwen was being silly at all. It was tough walking around other people and showing off absolutely everything. Especially if you'd never done it before.
Even Jade, seasoned veteran that she was, felt delightful nervous tingles as they strode out into the warm, sunny, morning air. It wasn't busy out yet, but there were some people around. Some girls, some boys. She and Gwen immediately began attracting attention from everyone.
Small, tentative thrills ran through Jade as she imagined where they'd be looking. They had lots of options. Two naked girls walking together, nothing to hide themselves with except for their bags.
It was a bit of a gray area, honestly, whether Jade could swing her satchel around to cover her pussy if she wanted to. Or her ass. She left it at her hip anyway.
Gwen's backpack, if anything, was probably drawing more attention to her rather than hiding anything. Sure it covered her butt somewhat from certain angles, but it also made her look....
"You know you've got a sexy schoolgirl thing going on right now," Jade said. "Is that on purpose?"
Gwen, wrapped up in trying not to make eye contact with anyone, startled at being spoken to. "What?"
"You know. Your shoes. Your backpack. And your pigtails."
Gwen reached for her hair and the twin pigtails she'd french braided in. "What about them? Are they bad? I've been wearing them like this sometimes. I didn't--"
"Not bad. Not at all. Just, I didn't realize, but honestly you've got a cute look going."
"No I don't."
"You do. The more I look now, that's all I can see. And that blush isn't helping."
"Well I can't help that, can I?"
"No, I know. I'm just saying."
Gwen looked back wistfully at their receding dorm. "Maybe I should just give up on today. Go back to sleep."
"No way! You've made it this far. Plus you'll get clothes again pretty soon. It'll be fine."
"How? Everyone can see us coming. No one's getting close." Gwen looked around and flushed darker. "'Cept those boys." She squirmed. "I can't deal with this. They're gonna look."
"They already are," Jade said, squeezing Gwen's hand. She could feel eyes on her just as Gwen could, and it was getting her excited. "Just don't worry about anyone. If you start acting all shy, you just get more attention."
That was kind of unfair, Jade knew. Gwen couldn't help being shy. And she did it so adorably too.
But she honestly was handling herself pretty well. Jade had seen many girls do as Gwen had considered and just gone back to their rooms to wait it out. Or curled themselves up into a shy ball. Or refused to play entirely.
Gwen was blushing and looking down at her feet as they walked, but wasn't awkwardly trying to cover her breasts or pussy, or curl herself up, or hide behind Jade or anything. Her hand squeezed tighter around Jade's as she heard the pair of boys catch up to them, then walk past, but that was about it.
"Morning," one of the guys called cheerfully as they went by.
Jade nodded and allowed a small smile back. "Morning."
Gwen's grip remained firm even after the boys were past, and only gradually slackened.
"Not so bad, was it?" Jade said.
"I mean... no. They just kinda kept walking."
"Right."
"But... we're naked."
"Sure."
"Did they even look?"
Jade snickered. "Oh, Gwen. Yes they looked. Probably the whole time they were catching up. But it'd be quite a faux pas to just, like, leer at us for as long as possible."
"It would?"
"Yeah. It's a day for fun. Not for being a creep."
"Oh." Gwen considered. "I don't think I really understand the game all that well."
"That's ok. You'll get the hang of it."
More voices got louder from behind them. A guy and a girl this time. Jade peeked back at them and noted that the boy had no shirt on. It was hard to say if he'd already been playing tag, or whether he was just passing on a shirt today because he could get away with it. He definitely looked good enough with no shirt on that it might be deliberate.
"Just keep walking," Jade murmured. "Don't look back. There's a girl coming. Wait and see if she gets close. Then drop your bag and go for her."



Gwen tensed. "You don't want to try?"
"Nah. She's all yours. I might try and herd her for you if it comes to it. She seems kind of oblivious right now."
"How? Like... can she not see we're not wearing anything?"
"She's all wrapped up in her friend. Mister No-Shirt."
"Oh."
"You disappointed she's not checking out your butt?"
"No! I mean... no. Definitely no."
Jade grinned. "It's ok. It's interesting having people look. I know. Exciting, sometimes."
"It isn't anything like that."
"No?"
"No."
"Even though you're all nakey? Outside? Where everyone can see? And you can't help wondering just where their eyes are landing?"
"Stop!"
"And you feel that soft breeze and realize your thighs are starting to--"
"Nooo."
"--get a little wet?"
"Oh my goddd."
Jade grinned. "Sorry. Just thought you might prefer knowing it's not just you."
Gwen squirmed. "Is that ok? Like, it's just a game, right? But if--"
"It's fine to get excited. Totally fine. It's a game, and we're all just having fun, but we're still naked in public. You know?"
Gwen shook her head, perhaps trying to deny reality for a moment. She took a deep breath. "Ok, I'm going for her."
Gwen dropped her backpack and tore off before Jade could properly react.
"Wait, no, it's too... oh whatever. It was too soon," Jade finished, only muttering to herself by the end.
She stopped anyway, guarding Gwen's bag, and turned to watch.
Gwen had a second or two of surprise on her side, but she hadn't let her target get close enough. Rookie mistake.
The girl's eyes widened and she took off the other way, racing away a bit more slowly than Gwen was moving. But there was the boy.
Mister No-Shirt laughed and stretched his arms out, moving to block Gwen as she neared. Gwen tried to veer around him, but he stuck with her, and she was forced to skid to a halt.
Gwen stomped her foot in frustration. She'd forgotten she was naked and had just charged a pair of strangers, and was only concerned with having been denied.
"No fair!"
Jade picked up Gwen's bag and walked over to her. "Yeah, Gwen, it's fair."
"But he blocked me."
"Yep."
"He can't do that, can he?"
"Sure I can," the boy said, smiling as wide as ever.
Gwen blushed and shrank back as she belatedly remembered she had no clothes on. Her arms twitched, nearly folding across her chest to cover her breasts, but then she sighed and let them drop again.
The guy had flicked his eyes to both Gwen and Jade, which he really couldn't be blamed for, but was mostly maintaining eye contact with Gwen, when she allowed it.
"It was a good try," Mister No-Shirt said.
"... thanks," Gwen said, taking her bag back from Jade and slipping it on.
"Let us go by?" he asked.
"Yeah," Jade said, speaking for both of them. She waved to the girl who was slowly creeping back up, keeping her boy between her and the two naked girls. "We had our shot."
Gwen's breathing slowed back to normal as she and Jade gave their missed target a good head start.
"Can't believe I didn't get her," Gwen said.
"Gotta be patient."
"But she might run if I didn't go."
"She did run."
"Well... yeah, but...."
Jade nodded to the dining hall. "Come on."
"Hmf."
A moment passed before Gwen spoke again. "He totally saw everything."
"Yep."
"I didn't even think of it, but, like, I just ran at a boy naked."
"Sure did."
"That's... oh my god. What was I thinking?"
"You were playing the game. That's how it goes."
"I'm not used to boys seeing... things. Or girls."
"What, like your boobs?"
"... yeah. Or my butt. Or...."
"Your pussy."
Gwen blushed, but nodded.
"But for a moment you didn't think about that, did you?" Jade said.
"Not really, no. But I'm thinking about it now."
"And how does that feel?"
"Embarrassing."
"And?"
"And... it makes me all anxious again."
"Aaannnd?"
Gwen shook her head and refused to answer. That was fine. Jade could tell it was doing things to her. Her nipples were way too hard to be only feeling embarrassment. And even though Jade didn't want to stare and make Gwen uncomfortable, she was pretty sure Gwen was getting wet too.
Jade understood. She felt that same kind of thrill. Being naked outside. Free to do it and not worry about it. Knowing that everyone she passed would check her out to one degree or another. That every part of her would be seen and hopefully appreciated.
Sure it was embarrassing and a little nerve-wracking to think about being judged and perhaps perved on, but it was naked tag day. There'd be plenty of other people taking attention away and ensuring that Jade and Gwen weren't all anyone remembered by the end of it.
Just for now, though, they kind of were. The only two fully naked girls to be seen anywhere around. A shiver ran through Jade as she contemplated just how exposed, vulnerable, and alone they were at the moment. She could only imagine how Gwen and her lack of experience felt about it.
Gwen took Jade's hand and squeezed it tight for extra reassurance as they made the final stretch of the journey to the dining hall. Jade didn't mind being her security blanket, if that's what she needed.
As they approached the front cash, Gwen moaned loudly in defeat. "Nooo, shit, I forgot my card."
Jade smirked lopsidedly. "Forgot it in your other pants?"
Gwen was too busy feeling sorry for herself to catch on right away, but a moment later she glared at Jade. Jade just laughed.
"Her first time?" the woman sitting at the cash asked.
Jade nodded easily as she handed over her card to be swiped through. "First naked tag for her. I never thought to mention about making sure you can carry all your stuff you need. Ok if I pay for her?"
The woman shook her head. "Don't worry about it. It's gonna be a rough morning for some."
Jade flashed a wide smile. "Thanks."
"Thanks," Gwen echoed, mumbling half to her feet as she followed Jade through.
"She was nice," Jade said.
"Mmhm. God that's embarrassing though."
"Forgetting your meal card on the day you have to walk around with no clothes? I wouldn't worry about it."
Gwen just shuffled and mumbled some more. Jade took some extra pity on her.
"Here, grab a table. Look after my bag. I'll get us breakfast, ok?"
Gwen nodded, already looking around for a good spot. Somewhere she could hide from prying eyes somewhat.
"Anything in particular you want?" Jade asked.
"Maybe... maybe just toast or something? I'm feeling all nervous."
"Makes sense. I'll make sure I get some toast for you. And orange juice maybe."
Gwen nodded. "Ok. Thanks."
Jade stood for a moment and watched Gwen walk off with her own backpack and Jade's satchel. Gwen's cute little butt was pretty dang watchable, and really wasn't blocked by her bag hardly at all.
Jade realized she was staring and shook her head to try and clear it. It was too early for this. Besides, it wasn't her fault Gwen was so adorable and sexy, all walking around with no clothes on, her bare little bum all swaying if anyone wanted to watch.
Well ok, partly her fault. Mostly? No, partly. Someone else almost certainly would have tagged her first if Jade hadn't, since somehow Gwen didn't know any better.
The place wasn't all that busy yet. There were more than enough wandering eyes around to make any naked girl anxious and fluttery, but it wasn't nearly so bad as it'd be later on in the day. It wasn't crowded by any means.
Jade easily glided around, filling a tray mostly on whim, though ensuring she grabbed some toast for Gwen's nervous tummy.
She'd become pretty good at acting like she wasn't even aware she was naked. Opportunities to practice were rare, but they came a whole day at a time.
Her act didn't mean she was oblivious to the looks she got. Especially this time of day, while nudity was still scarce and people were adjusting to it.
Jade stood in a short line for coffee, well aware of the guy in front of her trying to casually peek back at her without being obvious about it. He was failing miserably.
She herself was doing her best not to look back at the shuffling feet getting in line behind her. Whoever was there would be able to stare pretty freely if they wanted. She wouldn't know. She didn't even know who was there, or exactly how many.
A warmth grew inside Jade. Helping Gwen had kept her distracted, but now she was flying solo, and her emotions were allowed more time to shine.
She loved this feeling. And hated it, too. But mostly loved it. This feeling of being so visible. Uncovered. Available to be looked at, to truly be seen.
And, yes, to know that some people were definitely enjoying what they saw. A lot of them would be people she ordinarily would never take her clothes off for. Not ever. But lots, too, would be people she wouldn't mind seeing her, under the right circumstances. It was such a mix. Boys and girls both. She was naked in front of everyone equally.
Jade's pussy was betraying her as she got her turn to fill up a pair of mugs with hot coffee. Standing at the machine gave her a first natural chance to glance at the line behind her. All of a sudden the people behind her seemed to have lots of things to look at that weren't her butt, now that she might catch them. The warmth in her grew and she tried not to show that she knew some of them had been looking.
There was definitely some arousal happening. Some actual, physical slickness overflowing her pussy and wetting her thighs.
Jade tried to ignore her body's reactions the same as she ignored stares and glances. It was harder to feign indifference to herself, though. She knew better.
Gwen was fidgeting anxiously at the table she'd picked. Her leg was bouncing with uncontained nervous energy. She seemed much relieved to have Jade back, and it had little to do with the food.
"You drink coffee?" Jade asked, setting the precarious tray down.
"Yeah. Don't know if I want it this morning. My nerves don't need it."
"Well I got some on spec. Have some if you want."
Gwen nodded and started munching on toast. She seemed glad for something to hold, and something to keep herself occupied.
"Everyone's been staring," Gwen said quietly. "I nearly just left."
"Wouldn't have been any better out there."
"Well... no. But I wouldn't have just been sitting here knowing they're looking. And I might have been able to tag someone."
"True."
"You left your bag with me, though."
"Well I'm glad you guarded it with such dedication."
Gwen gave Jade a funny look like she wasn't sure if she was being made fun of or not. She shook her head minutely and took another nibble of toast. "How do you deal with it?"
"The looks?"
"Yeah. I mean, I know you just try and ignore them or whatever, but--"
"I get horny."
Gwen blushed bright red. Probably it was more pronounced given her light skin tone and red hair, but it was a good effect whatever the case.
"Oh my god!"
"I'm just saying," Jade said, grinning at Gwen's shock. "You know what I'm saying, don't you?"
Gwen's leg started bouncing again. She held her toast in one hand, unable to decide between another bite or setting it down. Then, finally, she cautiously met Jade's eyes.
"I do," she admitted. "It's... oh my god, just what this is all doing to me...." She let out a deep sigh. "I can't even deal with it. I don't want to feel this way."
"Why not?"
"I... I can't get...." Gwen paused and lowered her voice to a bare whisper, still blushing furiously. "Horny. I can't be all turned on or whatever."
"Why not. Happens to lots of us. Happens to me."
"But... it's just a game, you said."
"Yeah, Gwen. A game where you're naked in front of everyone."
Gwen meeped and huddled lower in her seat at the reminder. "You're confusing me!"
"Sorry. But honestly, yeah. It's embarrassing. It's thrilling. It's gonna make you horny. And people are gonna know sometimes. Know that you're turned on. And that's gonna make everything more intense all over again." Jade shrugged and sipped her coffee. "But it's also just a game. Everyone knows the deal. Almost everyone," she amended.
"Yeah, but--"
"So have fun with it. Enjoy it. You're not gonna get in trouble. No one's gonna think you're a weirdo."
"Or a slut?"
"Definitely not that. Why would you even think that?"
"Because, you know. Naked."
"There's... too much to unpack there. I can't process it all right now."
"I mean, not that it means... not that it's slutty... just...." Gwen made a noise of frustration and reached for the other cup of coffee.
Jade smiled to herself, noting that Gwen had once again forgotten to be embarrassed, and was just drinking coffee down like it was a normal day and she needed to wake up. She'd remember again, but for a moment she was just herself. Just Gwen. Nudity only a small part of who she currently was rather than the main thing. Jade liked seeing her like that.
"I forgot cutlery," Jade said. "I'll be back."
Gwen nodded and distractedly took another bite of toast, staring absently into the distance while she chewed. Yep. She'd forgotten to be embarrassed.
Jade hadn't. She let the naked thrill run through her again as she made the quick trip over to grab a knife and fork for herself. She grabbed a pair for Gwen as well, just in case.
Her body had calmed itself a bit while she and Gwen were talking, but reminding herself of all the people around, and catching quick peeks on her way by got her revved up again. Not a lot, just enough to keep it fun.
Jade saw Naomi on her way back to Gwen and beckoned her over. Naomi saw her and smiled assent. She'd won a shirt at some point since Jade had last seen her, but nothing else by the look of it. And the shirt wasn't long enough to properly cover her pussy as she walked.
Gwen was still lost in her own world and was startled about being joined by someone other than Jade. She seemed relieved that it Naomi. Someone she already knew.
"Naked again, huh kiddo?" Naomi said.
Gwen nodded, somewhere between resigned, dejected, and maybe just a little bit excited. "I'm maybe kinda getting used to it. Some."
"Attagirl."
"I was just explaining that it's ok to get kinda horny," Jade said.
Gwen gasped, eyes wide, and reflexively kicked Jade under the table. She immediately covered her mouth with both hands in shock as she realized what she'd done. "Oh shit, sorry!"
Jade laughed. and rubbed her shin. "It's fine. I deserved it."
"Yeah you did," Naomi agreed. "But Jade's right, though. It happens."
Gwen squirmed. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean, I know I got a shirt on and everything, but you should feel how wet I am still."
Gwen's eyes went wide again and she covered her face by bringing her mug up with both hands cupped to it.
Jade laughed. "And you're talking about me deserving a kick."
"Well you did. I'm just trying to help."
"By telling her about your pussy?"
"... yes."
Gwen giggled uncertainly. "You guys are crazy."
"Says the nakey girl," Naomi shot back calmly.
"Says the bottomless horny girl," Jade said.
"Pff, whatever, also-naked-but-even-hornier-than-me girl." Naomi grinned and turned to Gwen. "You know Jade gets off on this?"
"Don't make stuff up," Jade said.
"No, it's true. You know I know." Naomi winked and leaned in closer to Gwen, pushing her hair back behind her ear. "Just watch. Bet ya she won't try to get clothes all day."
Gwen's eyes locked on Jade for a moment, searching for the truth of the statement. Jade just took a bite of her eggs and declined to respond.
"Really?" Gwen asked.
"Yep," Naomi said. "I noticed it last time. She likes showing off."
"I might enjoy the freedom of it," Jade said, "but that doesn't mean I'm a show-off."
"You like being na-ked," Naomi teased. "It gets you hor-ny."
Jade calmly kicked Naomi under the table, making her swear and rub her leg.
Gwen giggled again and relaxed some more. The three girls at the table only had a single shirt between them, but other than that they were still just who they were. Jade hoped Gwen would come around to appreciate that fact. That she could enjoy her lack of clothes for what it was without obsessing too much over the negatives all day.
The girls all left together, heading back out into the sunshine. It was getting busier out, and the three of them all lined up together drew some definite attention. Jade and Gwen naked and pretty, Naomi bottomless and alluring.
Before they got moving, Gwen casually reached out and tapped Naomi's shoulder. "Tag," she said.
Naomi just stared for a moment, then burst out laughing. "Oh you little shit! I was actually feeling sympathetic toward you, you know."
Jade laughed even harder and held her hand up for a hi-five. Gwen smiled and slapped her hand.
"Now we're talking," Jade said.
Naomi was a good sport and took her shirt off, getting just as naked as Jade and Gwen, then tucked the shirt in her bag.
Gwen tilted her head as she watched Naomi. "So, uh, I know my clothes are probably back on our floor anyway, but how do people usually get them back?"
"That's part of the fun," Naomi said. "There really isn't a good way. I still sometimes see someone wearing something of mine weeks afterward."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"Do they give it back?"
"Eventually. If they're really fun, they'll take it off right there when I ask."
"Oh wow."
"Yep," Jade said. "Usually not if they'd actually be, like, topless or something. But I've seen it. A girl one time took off her borrowed sundress to give it back. She didn't have anything on but a pair of panties underneath."
"Oh my god," Gwen said. "Even, like, on a day when it wasn't... naked tag day?"
"Yep."
Naomi leaned closer to Gwen. "Jade won't tell you, but I will. She was the one that did that."
Jade shrugged, not being terribly surprised that Naomi would give it away. It hadn't been a big deal. She was on her way back from class anyway at the time. It just meant a mostly naked walk the rest of the way to her dorm.
Even as she lied to herself about the lack of meaning to the event, she felt the warmth and thrill of the memory wash back over her, adding to the soft breeze breathing over the wetness between her legs, and the all-over tingles from being naked outside in the sun around passers by.
That had been such a good one. She'd been so damn turned on even from that brief, not-quite-naked walk. It was so much naughtier on a non-tag day.
The girls got moving, walking slowly off toward their classes. They were headed to the same building anyway, so they got to stick together.
Gwen wedged herself in the middle, presumably for the comfort of being flanked on either side. Jade didn't think it'd really help hide her much. No one was going to see three butts in a row and not look at the middle one. Ditto for anything else they chose to look at.
There were enough people around that Jade could sense eyes always being on her, and the looks could from anywhere. Any angle at all.
Sure some of the other students heading to class were only half dressed, but Jade, Gwen, and Naomi constituted an island of pure nudity in the midst of it all. Jade was on the lookout for anyone else being 'it', but she couldn't see anyone else fully naked yet, boy or girl.
Jade wasn't sure if Gwen had realized yet that the people closest to them were pretty well all boys. It wasn't a matter of them perving necessarily, so much as it was other girls giving a wider berth.
Gwen was mostly walking with the security of her naked friends to her sides, eyes down, cheeks rosy and warm. It was hard to say how aware she was of their surroundings. She was, presumably, still very aware of her nudity, judging by her face and how hard her nipples were. Jade tried not to be too obvious about looking, but she was pretty sure Gwen's thighs were getting as wet as hers were.



It would have been nice if a few of the boys around them were naked. Even just to give Jade something to look at. She was turned on from her exhibitionist walk, and it was basically enough on its own, but some eye candy wouldn't go amiss.
The best she got were a few guys with no shirts on. Which was alright, but not great.
They just kept walking. Naked and thoroughly observed or not, they still had to get to class.
"Should be some easy pickings for getting some tags in," Naomi mused aloud as they approached their building. "Jade, you mind flushing them for us?"
Jade shrugged. "Sure."
Gwen looked back and forth quizzically. "What are you talking about?"
"Just stick with Naomi," Jade said. "She'll get you some clothes."
Gwen nodded and smiled in relief. "Oh good. I thought I'd have to go through class like this."
Naomi snickered. "Jade totally will. And some other poor suckers we tag."
Gwen looked at Jade. "Are you not gonna try to get someone?"
"Well... not all that hard."
"She likes being na-ked," Naomi teased. "I told ya."
Gwen giggled, once again forgetting her own nudity as she shared a laugh with Naomi at Jade's expense.
As she was lovingly mocked for her proclivities, Jade only felt some extra tingles and inner warmth. It was a little embarrassing to have it pointed out that she did, in fact, revel in the thrill of being so naughty, but that embarrassment only added to what she was already feeling. Naked, exposed, vulnerable, and definitely turned on.
"Don't mock me too hard or I won't help you," Jade said, pretending like she wasn't enjoying herself.
"Pff, whatevs," Naomi said. "Come on, Gwen, we're gonna circle around from the side entrance."
Gwen gave Jade a last questioning look, then had to hurry to keep up with Naomi who'd broken into a slow run. Some other girls scattered at the sudden change in velocity, but Naomi wasn't aiming for them, and by extension neither was Gwen.
Jade dawdled as she watched her friends loping away. Their quick pace and the flash of their bare skin in the sun attracted lots of attention away from her. If she wanted, she could easily have her pick of at least a dozen girls who weren't watching her closely enough. But, really, what would the fun in that be? Having to get dressed now would be such a waste.
After a few minutes had passed and Jade was nearing the front doors anyway, she decided Naomi and Gwen had gotten all the time to set up that they were going to. She veered slightly to the side and approached a pair of boys walking parallel to her.
"Here, hold this a second, would you?" Jade said, handing over her satchel.
The guy who took it didn't have a chance to say anything before Jade was off and running.
Jade grinned widely and let her legs stretch out, feeling the air on her skin as she bounded toward the entrance to the building. Boys and girls both had been leisurely making their way inside. Now, as they saw the very obvious naked Jade running straight at them, the girls turned and ran for safety.
Jade felt like a big cat. A tiger, maybe. Or a cheetah. She ran like a hunter, and they ran like prey.
If she'd wanted to eat, she would have gone hungry. She'd done exactly what she'd warned Gwen against and started running too soon. Everyone had plenty of time to clear out, or find shelter somehow. But they weren't expecting to be scared into a trap. Shrieks and laughter from inside told Jade that her friends had had success.
Jade slowed to a full stop just outside the front doors. She waited for her temporary valet to walk up and bemusedly hand her bag back over. She was breathing heavier than before, but still ready to run.
The actual physical part of tag, the running and chasing just like when kids played, Jade kind of loved that part. Even naked. Perhaps especially naked. If it was a thrill just walking around with no clothes on, it was that much better to be dashing about, worrying about nothing but trying to catch up to someone, even forgetting for long moments at a time that she was the centre of attention for very good reason.
"Thanks," Jade said, securing her bag back over her shoulder.
"No problem," the guy said. "No luck, huh?"
Jade grinned and started inside. "Nah, we got 'em."
Both boys laughed when they walked in with her and saw two petulant girls handing clothes over to Naomi and Gwen.
"Classic," one said.
"I know, right?" Jade agreed. "So satisfying to pull off."
Naomi covered herself like it was no big deal to be dressing in the middle of the hall on the way to class. It might as well have been a private changing room rather than an extremely public area.
Gwen was much more excited and relieved as she got dressed. She smiled gratefully at Jade. "Thanks," she said.
"No worries," Jade said, standing with only her shoes and satchel while her friends dressed.
There was a slow moving crowd passing by on either side. The quarters were much tighter than outside, forcing students to pass close by. Boys walked casually, getting some appreciative stares in. Girls darted past, keeping a close eye out in case anyone lunged for them.
In fact, the two newly naked girls, once they were squared away, did just that. They broke in opposite directions and chased down targets of their own to tag.
Jade just watched them in amusement. "You two better get moving before someone tags you right back again."
Gwen nodded. "See you guys later."
Naomi once again was more collected, having done this several times before. "Think she'll get to stay clothed for her classes?"
"This one, sure, she's already past the chaos. All of them though? Doubt it. Might even get tagged right after this class."
"Mmhm. Well I best get moving."
"Sure sure."
"Don't let the boys stare too long. You need to get to class too."
"M'not letting anyone do anything."
"You say as you stand there posing for every passer by."
"Am not."
"All voluntarily nakey and stuff. All wet and--"
"Jeez, announce it to everyone why don't you?"
Naomi grinned and tossed her platinum hair over her shoulder. "You'd get off on it if I did. You'd just stand there and soak in the embarrassment and attention. Probably get even wetter. Start a little puddle at your feet."
"Would you shush? I can still make you 'it' if I want."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh. I'm faster than you and you know it."
Naomi was still grinning as she started walking away. "But you'd have to put clothes back on. And we know you don't want that."
A few other students overheard part of the exchange, and as Naomi had predicted, Jade felt her face heat up and her pussy gush. It was so much more intense when the people looking knew she was enjoying herself.
Jade headed to class. Nothing else she could do. Her thighs slicked lightly against each other as she walked. She'd left puddles behind in chairs before, and this might end up being such an occasion.
These days, Jade's classes were mostly on the smaller side. Not like her first couple years where auditorium classes were more frequent. Being the only naked girl sitting in the middle of a hundred or more other, much more clothed students was the sort of thing that left her unable to concentrate on a damn thing the professor said, and guaranteed leaving behind a wet seat.
Not that smaller classes were much easier. A ten to thirty student range was technically fewer people around, but it was always a more intimate room where she knew more people, which made up for that.
Jade slipped into the room with very little fuss. She wasn't allowed to tag anyone in there already even if she wanted to, so there were no shrieks or mad dashes as she found a seat. She sat down at the end of the middle row, trying to look like she was hoping to avoid attention.
It wouldn't work. Anyone who wanted to look would look. Short of sitting in the very back corner, she couldn't do a single damn thing about someone behind her staring at her all class.
All class. She just had to sit there in her chair trying not to squirm too much.
Someone sat beside Jade as she was getting her laptop out. A small thrill went through her as she wondered who would have just gone straight for her. A girl who wanted to offer support for her naked and vulnerable moment? A boy who thought now would be a good time to hit on her?
In fact, it wasn't anything Jade would have guessed. As she turned her head, she found a very naked boy sitting next to her. Her eyes raked up and down as she was caught by surprise. He was very, very naked.
"Hey," he said.
Jade finally lifted her gaze to his face after her few quick seconds of surprise and checking him out.
"Well hello," she said, smiling back.
Tristan was a boy she kind of knew. She'd had some classes with him. This one included. They'd talked a bit on occasion, but hadn't made it to friends.
"I hoping you were the chocolate," Tristan said.
Jade frowned in confusion. "What?"
Tristan blushed. "Sorry. That sounded dumb. I just meant... people are already talking about... well there were three naked girls walking together...."
"Oh. Yeah. That woulda been me and my friends."
"Yeah. No. And, like, you know Neapolitan ice cream?"
"Sure. Who doesn't? But--" Jade's eyes went wide, then she tried to stifle an insane laugh. "Oh shit, I just got it. Ha! Didn't even think of that."
"Yeah. Your hair."
"Oh my god, that's amazing! I'ma have to tell Naomi that one. I don't know if Gwen would appreciate it, but maybe." Jade snickered again. "Shit, yeah, ok, I was the chocolate. People were really calling us Neapolitan?"
"I mean... like one guy did, probably. I don't know if it'll stick."
Jade leaned back in her seat. She was still pretty wound up, but having someone to share being it with took some of the pressure off. That and the idea of being an ice cream was amusing to her.
"How'd you just figure I was involved? Or were you just gonna use that line on whoever you found with no clothes on?"
Tristan looked around, then leaned in closer. "I mean... you spend a lot of time being 'it'."
"What?"
"Yeah. I've known you for going on four years of tag now. It's, uh...."
"Oh wow."
"Just something I've noticed."
"Yeah I bet you have."
"Not 'cause I'm staring."
"You are staring though. You've been checking me out since you sat down."
Tristan flushed lightly, but didn't seem overly chagrined. "You've been doing the same."
Jade grinned and brought her gaze back to Tristan's face. "You're awfully hard, my dude."
"Yeah, I--"
"And dripping."
"Like you're not?"
"No, I definitely am. But I don't have a big ol' boner sticking out like that."
"I can't help it."
"Mmhm."
"Do you want me to move? I can move."
"Nope. I want you to stay right where you are. Hasn't been nearly enough eye candy so far."
"Beg to differ."
"I mean for me. Obviously." Jade leaned back and just let Tristan look if he wanted to.
"I'm flattered. I think," Tristan said.
"Yeah, you look ok naked. Don't get a big... head... about it."
"Ha. Ha."
Jade grinned, but their professor walked in before they could tease each other any more. He spied the two taggers pretty quickly and just rolled his eyes at them, carrying on with class as usual despite having a pair of naked students always catching in his eyeline, as well as distracting some of the hornier students around them.
Jade split her time between trying to listen and take notes, and appreciating her nude companion. Tristan looked better with nothing on that she probably would have given him credit for. He, presumably, was already familiar with her body, given that he'd noted her proclivity for remaining 'it.'
He was so hard! Jade felt better about being all soaked because at least she wasn't alone, but it also kind of made her problem worse. She didn't just have to deal with her horniness from being naked. She had to put up with always checking Tristan out and her brief, intrusive thoughts related to him.
It would be so crazy and not at all within the rules to just, like, grab him under the desk, or sit herself in his lap and start making out, or anything like that. She didn't even want to, really, but she was a horny little thing, and such thoughts arrived whether she wanted them to or not.
A few times, it almost seemed like Tristan forgot to be all horny and on edge like he was supposed to be, and just kind of got caught up paying attention. Jade was trying to be a good student too, but as long as she wasn't, she didn't want to be alone.
Whenever Tristan seemed to have forgotten about her, Jade sighed and shifted a bit to show off her boobs a little more, or leaned back and stretched. She was attracting attention other than Tristan's, of course, but that was ok.
Only once, when he was really zoned out, Jade 'accidentally' brushed her hand on his lap, not quite hitting his cock in the process. Tristan jumped and Jade offered quick apology, but he stiffened right back up again, so it basically worked out.
It was looking pretty painful for Tristan by the end of class as they walked out together. They waited until the end so everyone else had a head start and there wouldn't be quite so much running and screaming.
"That looks kinda bad," Jade said.
"What?"
"Your dick."
Tristan snorted. "Yeah. Thanks. Were you trying to keep me hard all class?"
"Maybe."
"Well... now I gotta go deal with before next class, so thanks for that."
Jade beamed, ignoring his sarcasm. "You're welcome," she chirped.
Naomi showed up with Gwen in tow as Jade and Tristan meandered for the front doors. Both girls were still dressed, more or less. Naomi had a shirt and panties. Gwen had a halter top and shorts that probably only looked scandalously short because she had such long legs.
"Oh look," Naomi said, not even trying to hide a smirk. "You made a friend."
Jade nodded. "Naomi, Tristan. Tristan... Vanilla." She gestured at Gwen while Tristan was busy blushing. "That's Gwen."
"Vanilla?" Naomi asked.
Jade elbowed Tristan. "Go on. Tell her."
"Um... well you know Neapolitan ice cream?"
Naomi's eyes darted to Gwen's hair, then Jade's. Her lips widened even further in pure delight. "Haha, oh shit! That's great. We were walking together earlier and--"
"Yeah, we got a nickname," Jade said. "But you two'll have to get nakey again so we can pull it off properly."
Naomi snorted. "Fat chance."
"Aw come on."
"Maybe later. I got classes to get through."
Gwen still looked bewildered. "I don't understand."
"I'll explain later, Strawberry," Naomi said.
Gwen belatedly made the connection. "Oh."
"At least you got strawberry," Naomi said as Gwen tried to decide whether to be embarrassed or not. "I got vanilla."
"And you're not a particularly vanilla girl," Jade said with mock sympathy.
"Watch it, naked girl. Don't start throwing shade over preferences here."
Tristan had been watching with amusement, but started edging away. "Hey, this has been fun, but I gotta go."
"Class right now?" Jade asked.
"Well... I got half an hour. But...."
"Oh. That," Jade said.
Gwen once again didn't follow immediately, but Naomi's eyes went straight to Tristan's painfully hard, precum dripping erection.
"Come with us," Jade urged.
"I... that doesn't seem...."
"Oh Jade," Naomi said. "You're not gonna go play with yourself this early in the day, are you?"
"Shut up! I've been naked. I've got needs."
Poor Gwen was bright red by this point, even despite not being 'it' anymore. "You're not really... are you?"
Jade felt delightful tingles on her pussy at everyone's questioning eyes. "You're welcome to find out," she said as she marched off.
There was a definite chance no one would follow. But they all did. There was a nice little area behind the building with some tables and benches, half surrounded by trees and a small flower bed. As she'd hoped, it was unused at this time of the mid-morning.
Jade dropped her bag, took a seat on the top of a picnic table, and rested her feet on the bench. She caught the glisten on her own thighs, and the very apparent moisture on her pussy.
Naomi was first to stand in front of Jade, arms lightly folded, head slightly cocked. "Well this is horny, even for you."
"You keep talking like I'm some kind of deviant," Jade said. "A girl has needs when she's been naked in front of people like I have. That's all."
"You've been naked of your own volition."
"The rules--"
"Yeah, yeah. And now you're gonna play with yourself, huh?"
Gwen was hiding behind Naomi, biting her lip and only peeking at Jade like she wasn't sure she should be watching.
Tristan stood next to Naomi staring at Jade, cock twitching, looking wistful as he stood there uncertainly.
"I am," Jade said softly.
"In front of us?" Gwen squeaked.
Jade smiled shyly as she let her hand drift to her pussy. "Naomi's right, as much shit as I give her for it. I... I like this stuff. Plus, you know, it's just you guys. Not like I'm being super slutty about it."
"Not slutty," Tristan breathed. He cleared his throat. "I mean, uh, masturbation breaks are unofficially pretty acceptable. If you've been 'it' a while."
"But you're supposed to try not to get caught," Naomi said. "And here you decided to do it out in the open air."
Jade wasn't paying overly much attention. Just rubbing her pussy felt so good right now. Goddamn she was turned on. Naomi, Gwen, and Tristan watching her was all it was going to take.
Honestly, she was almost horny enough to masturbate in the middle of class. Maybe at the front of the room. Just be the total show off Naomi accused her of being. She was pretty sure she actually couldn't do it, but the thought was so intense and amazing for her as she drew small, quick circles over her clit.
Jade's eyes closed as she bathed in her audience's mixed reactions and her own aroused fantasies. It wouldn't take her long to cum. Not at all. She needed that release if she was going to make it through next class.
A soft grunting made Jade's snap right open again. Tristan was jerking himself off while watching her. They made brief eye contact before he looked away in embarrassment, but his gaze flicked back to where she was fingering herself.
Gwen was taking even more solace in hiding behind Naomi than before. Her eyes were big and shining, taking everything in without knowing what to do with it. Naomi was even getting squirmy as she watched, not as unaffected as she'd like to appear.
Jade spread her legs wider, panting softly and rubbing herself a little faster. She couldn't quite decide if she wanted to cum quickly, or draw it out some more. She was leaning toward quick on the basis that she might not be able to help it.
Naked outside, an audience of three, one of them even a cute, equally naked boy masturbating right along with her. It was too good. Too much to handle.
They just kept staring. Kept watching her get off. She was being so bad. Naomi already knew some of Jade's secrets, and wasn't shy about telling others. If Gwen had Tristan hadn't come around to the same conclusions, they sure would now.
Who even did this? Having fun on naked tag day was one thing. Getting off on it was something else entirely. Jade couldn't pretend in front of any of the three watching her. They could see exactly what she was. A secret little exhibitionist.
Not so secret, maybe.
Tristan grunted and came, right there on the grass. He drew all eyes to him as he spewed sticky white cum, arcing briefly through the air before hitting the ground.
Naomi looked like she regretted being clothed and that she couldn't masturbate too. She could have anyway. Jade wouldn't mind, and she was quite certain Tristan wouldn't either.
Gwen remained torn between wanting to hide and not look at anyone, and watching to witness absolutely everything. She'd stepped partly out from behind Naomi in order to get a better look at Tristan cumming, and though she kept a hand on Naomi's shoulder, she stayed slightly more on her own as she turned back to Jade.



It had been so tempting to cum right along with Tristan. Jade was horny and desperate for a release. But she waited. Held back long enough to make sure everyone was watching her. It was, perhaps, on the narcissistic side, but she'd committed to showing off already. There was no point half-assing it now and achieving a slightly worse orgasm for the sake of long-forgotten propriety.
Jade closed her eyes, leaving her lips parted. She felt the eyes on her as surely as if she'd been staring right back. All focus on her. Watching her rub her pussy. Watching her tremble with need, her legs all shaky. About to watch her cum.
Jade moaned loudly, letting her little group know what was happening, not caring if anyone else heard. It was an electric, explosive orgasm. Her whole body tensed from it in the best possible way. Her hand went jerky as she lost some control. She tried to keep rubbing herself even as it started to get kind of painful.
She wanted everything she could squeeze out of the moment. More pleasure. More watching. Making certain Naomi, Gwen, and Tristan all knew exactly what she was feeling, and that they'd always know afterward that this was what did it for her. Her thing.
Jade's orgasm was long and intense as she kept rubbing her little pussy and imagining what everyone's reactions were. She cracked her eyes open again midway through, and indeed she had three unblinking sets of eyes squarely on her.
The tail end of Jade's public cum involved using what small amount of brainpower she had available to try and fix those awed expressions in her memory. Their reactions to her getting off in front of them, totally naked and ridiculously immodest.
"Feel better now?" Naomi asked, feigning disinterest in her tone even if Jade already knew better.
"Yes, thanks," Jade said.
She casually rubbed herself a bit more, just slow and tender, then pulled her hand away entirely. She kept her legs spread, not hiding the wetness between them, nor the puffiness of her pussy.
"That was crazy," Gwen said, voice squeaking slightly. She wasn't even leaning on Naomi anymore, and Jade smiled to herself at the way Gwen subtly squeezed her thighs together.
"Crazy," Tristan agreed. "And hot."
Jade snickered. "Yeah, I saw you enjoying it." She reached a hand toward him.
Tristan grinned bashfully and helped Jade stand until she was sure her legs were going to hold her. "Couldn't help it, could I?" he said softly.
"You horny little things," Naomi said.
"Pff, you woulda been playing with yourself too, if you were naked," Jade said.
"Yeah but I wasn't, was I? Unlike some people, I'm just playing the game. Not using it as an excuse to show off to everyone."
Jade considered a witty retort, but it seemed like so much work. So instead she stuck out her tongue and made a rude noise.
Naomi rolled her eyes. Gwen giggled before clapping a hand over her mouth. Tristan just smiled.
"Probably should get moving," Jade said.
"Probably," Tristan agreed. "I got class... soon-ish."
"Me too."
Gwen nodded. "I'm already late. I probably might as well not--"
"Gwen!" Jade said. "What were you doing hanging around with us if you had class?"
Gwen didn't look nearly so shy as Jade might have expected. She bowed her head slightly, but looked straight at Jade, gently teasing her bottom lip between her teeth.
Jade had worried for a moment that she'd dragged Gwen away with misused peer pressure or something. In that instant, as she saw something glinting in Gwen's eye, she knew better. There was something being revealed in Gwen today that was more important than a single missed class.
"Well, too late to be a good influence now," Jade said before anyone else could speak, hopefully saving the moment. "Off we go, then."
Jade strode forward just as confidently as her not-quite-recovered legs would allow. Cumming had wound her down some, but she was still horny and enjoying the thought of everyone watching her butt.
They were all so intent on her, in fact, that none of them noticed a girl sneaking up until she said, "Tag!"
Jade turned. Gwen was looking at her own arm, totally bewildered for a second at why someone had grabbed it, then her shoulders slumped.
"Awww. Nooo!"
Jade grinned. "You got tagged."
Gwen groaned and dropped her bag. "Fiiine."
The naked girl who'd tagged Gwen grinned maniacally and eagerly took Gwen's shorts from her.
Gwen looked embarrassed at being naked again, but nearly so bad as the first couple times. Not even close to when she'd initially contemplated going outside like that.
People were walking by, glancing over at the small, mostly nakey group, none stopping or staring for too long.
"Thanks," the girl said happily as she snugged the shorts up.
Her face changed and she looked down. So did everyone else. There was a quite visible wet spot around the crotch of the bottoms.
Only then did Gwen go crimson and fold her arms up tightly.
Jade shrugged and touched the girl on the shoulder as she stood there considering the damp patch on her newly acquired shorts.
"Tag."
The girl looked up again, then laughed. "Ok, fair enough." She shed the bottoms just as quickly as she'd put them on. "Guess I shoulda run faster."
"Really, though," Jade said.
Naomi had wisely stepped back, ready to flee if necessary.
The girl stuck her hand out toward Naomi anyway. "Lacy," she said.
Naomi just gave her a look. She was too experienced to fall for an obvious handshake tag. "Naomi," she said from a careful distance.
Lacy remained unperturbed as everyone else introduced themselves, playing up accepting her hand since they were already 'it' anyway.
"Wanna go chase girls down with me?" Lacy asked, looking at Jade and Gwen.
Gwen only mumbled something, still shy from having her arousal noted by everyone. She was keeping her legs pressed together now too.
"Sure we will," Jade agreed for both of them. "Come on, Gwen. Here, Naomi, take care of this." She handed her bag over.
"Just carry everyone's stuff why don't I?" Naomi grumbled.
"Be more naked next time and you won't have to."
It took some effort to drag Gwen away and get her moving, but soon she was following along, being led by Jade's hand.
"I can't believe they were so wet," Gwen whispered.
Jade smiled reassuringly at her. "No one minds. You weren't as bad as me or anything."
"That's true."
"People pretty much get that they're gonna get some soaked stuff every now and then."
"Do they?"
"Yep."
"Oh."
"You might when you get someone. Might get some drenched panties."
Gwen shook her head. "I don't know if I'd want them."
"That's fair. Depends on my mood. Sometimes it seems hot. Sometimes just uncomfortable."
"Yeah, but you don't wanna tag anyone anyway."
Jade grinned. "True."
Lacy, marching slightly ahead, turned suddenly. "Ready?"
"Ready," Jade said immediately.
"What?" Gwen said, somewhat less immediately.
Jade squeezed Gwen's hand, then released it and broke into a jog, moving up beside Lacy. Gwen followed belatedly behind them.
A whole, spread-out group of students lay in front of them. Boys and girls both. They all started scattering with varying levels of awareness and urgency. Jade questioned that until she realized Tristan had caught up with them too and was running from close beside her. They exchanged brief, amused grins, then sped up to full runs.
It was chaos. A confused, milling flock of sheep descended upon by naked wolves.
It would have been so easy for Jade to grab someone if she really wanted. There was an abundance of choice. But that wouldn't have been any fun.
She ran gleefully, scaring targets, herding them back into the fray. She ran for the fun of it. For the joy of being free and naked.
Weirdly, it wasn't even a case of showing off or anyone really looking at her. They were all running too. Jade might as well have had a jersey that just said 'IT' on it. It would have had the same effect as her current full nudity.
There was a certain level of excitement in that too. In being naked outside and among her peers, but not really been seen or appreciated for it. Only that she was coming for them, and they'd better scurry.
Pandemonium erupted as other naked taggers joined the fray as they caught wind of it. The boys had been having it easy, only Tristan to dodge. Suddenly they were running in more of a panic. Another few girls got mixed in as well, at least one or two from outside, but there was a definite possibility that more and more were becoming 'it' as people with only one piece of clothing got tagged.
As the crowd thinned and more escapees made successful breaks for freedom, Jade narrowed her focus and hunted down some good targets who looked like they only had a top on, or panties, or jeans, or whatever. Any single-item girls, really.
Heart pumping, already panting and gaining a sheen of sweat, Jade ran hard, chasing down some of the faster ones. A few girls were clearly runners or otherwise in fantastic athletic shape and were baiting her out. As soon as they started running for real, Jade was left well behind. Some others, though, she was able to catch by running her little heart out.
Jade tuckered herself out chasing girls around and collapsed exhausted onto the grass, stretching out to recover in the warm sunlight. Her panting slowed and her heart chilled out. Her horniness had abated for a time, but as she became more conscious again of being naked and lying out for everyone to see, it crept back on her.
A hand reached down toward her. Without really looking, Jade clasped it and was hauled to her feet.
Tristan had acquired some pants, but remained topless. He still looked pretty good like that, but it wasn't the same as him being all nakey with her.
"Boooo," Jade said, frowning at his jeans.
Tristan nodded. "Yeah, I know. But I caught someone. What do you want from me?"
"Obviously I want you to be naked. I thought that was obvious from my booing."
"Well, yeah. Sure."
"You're only half as interesting now."
"Oh. So you really liked my dick, huh?"
Jade snorted and punched him lightly on the shoulder. "I liked you when you were more fun."
"Naked's the only fun you know?"
"You know what I mean."
Gwen and Lacy came over, followed by a rather weighed down Naomi, still carrying lots of extra bags.
"You didn't get tagged?" Gwen asked, watching Naomi's slow approach.
"Be a bit of a dick move going after the bag minder," Naomi said, gently dropping bags to the ground.
"Oh. That makes sense as a rule, actually," Gwen said.
"Not a rule. More like... well it's a dick move, is all."
"So I could still technically tag you?"
"Yeah. But let me just remind you before you get too backstabby, you're not actually 'it' right now."
Gwen looked down at herself and flushed. "Oh. Right."
Everyone else had their gazes drawn too, much to Gwen's chagrin. She only had a pair of panties on. A pair of rather soaked looking panties.
Only Jade knew why she'd chosen them. Or suspected she did, anyway. It might not have been their brief conversation, but it probably was.
"I really didn't think this through," Gwen said, squirming under multiple gazes. "I can't even tag someone now."
"Sure can't," Lacy agreed. She'd taken someone's light hoodie, which only came down to her waist and left her pussy and butt exposed. It was probably still a better choice than Gwen's wet, skimpy panties. Plus cutely bottomless was a good look on her. "Well, I'm probably gonna skedaddle here."
"Fair enough," Jade said, extending her hand. "Good to meet you."
Lacy started to reach for her, then yanked herself back. "Ah! Ha, no."
Jade easily let it go and didn't make any further attempt. It would have been funny if it had worked, but it wasn't worth pressing the issue. It was better just watching Lacy walk away with her butt showing under her hoodie anyway. Better, possibly, than fully nude.
"I should get going too," Tristan said. He shuffled a bit awkwardly. "Uh, any chance I get your number?"
Naomi and Gwen "ooohed" together like it was their job.
Jade ignored them and tilted her head. "Pretty bold asking now that you're dressed."
"Half dressed."
"Still."
"Ok, but... is that a yes or a no?"
Jade let him squirm for a minute, even though she'd already decided in his favour. "Yeah. Alright. Gimme a pen."
"My phone's right--"
"Nah. Pen's better."
"But... I'll just put it right in my phone anyway."
"You seriously arguing about this?" Naomi asked Tristan disbelievingly. "You know Jade's a weirdo already. Let her do her pen thing."
Jade took Tristan's hand and started writing her number on it.
"Nah, I kinda get it," Gwen said. "It makes sense."
"Does it?" Naomi asked.
"Yeah. It's more... what's the word? Tactile. More tactile."
"Sure. Whatever you say."
"You'd best text me later," Jade said. "All this and I don't hear anything? Not a happy girl."
Tristan was carefully holding his hand out to avoid any smudging. "You know, if you just put it my phone, there's no way I could--"
"Your problem," Jade said, slinging her bag over her shoulder. "Come on, ladies." Jade marched off with Gwen and Naomi to either side. She let it go a moment, then hissed, "He still looking?"
Gwen glanced over her shoulder and giggled softly. "Yep."
"Good."
Jade wasn't sure exactly what was developing between her and Tristan, but he really seemed to have a thing for her. Even from before he'd seen her naked. Although he'd seen her before today. Maybe lots of times. So it could still have been the naked thing.
Naomi handed over her bag to Jade once they got to the building for their next class. "Hold this. I'm hitting the bathroom."
"Yes ma'am."
"See how you like being the holder."
"Love it," Jade called after her, grinning.
Gwen hung out next to Jade, fidgeting a bit in her pair of someone else's soaked panties.
"How you making out there?" Jade asked.
"Uncomfortable."
"Yeah."
"I don't know why I thought this was a good idea."
"You were horny."
Gwen shook her head, but not particularly vehemently. "You got me all confused."
"Sorry."
"You should be." Gwen hesitated. "But it was kinda hot, maybe. For a minute. Or whatever."
"Haha, ok."
Jade felt a weird surge of something very much like pride. No longer dreading being naked in front of people, Gwen was actually trying new things. At least partly at Jade's suggestion and mentorship.
Sure it wasn't really anything super deep, intelligent, or meaningful. But social liberation and discovering herself were important in their own rights.
Gwen was getting more comfortable with herself and other people, and Jade was watching it unfold before her.
"You wanna take those off and try again?" Jade asked.
Gwen nodded. "Yes please."
"Even though you'll have to be naked?"
"It's not really any better only wearing panties. And they're all wet and stuff. Not even from me. Mostly not from me." Gwen shrugged. "And that might even be worse, really. Wearing someone else's soggy panties where everyone can see."
"But it was fun. For a minute."
"Yeah. For a minute."
Jade reached out and booped Gwen. "Tag."
Gwen smiled and slipped her undies off. "Thanks."
Her little pussy was all puffy and shining as she stepped out of the panties. Not unlike Jade's just after she'd masturbated.
Jade was pretty sure Gwen wouldn't go for it if she suggested playing with herself in public, though. She hadn't come that far yet.
"We're headed to class," Jade said as she saw Naomi returning.
Gwen nodded. "Sure. Already missed half the one I was supposed to be in. I'll just... I dunno. Try and tag someone, I guess."
"Good luck."
"Thanks."
Jade watched proudly as Gwen walked off on her own. All naked and scouting for someone to chase after. She'd be just fine.
"Where's she going?" Naomi asked.
Jade shrugged. "Nowhere in particular, I think. Not until her next class."
"Oh."
"Yeah."
"You look like your baby just left the nest."
"Ha. I mean, basically, though."
"Well come on. You've still gotta be naked in the middle of another classroom."
Jade's pussy tingled. "Yeah I do."
****
Naomi and Jade had split up, going their separate ways for their classes. But in the afternoon they had a poetry class together.
Jade was still naked, and Naomi had lost her outfit and acquired someone's jeans in the meantime. Naomi's toplessness and Jade's nudity had become less unique as they day went on and more and more people lost more and more clothes, but they still got some looks.
Jade was horny and on edge, her morning masturbation too long ago to do any good. This was their final class for the day, though, and if she could make it through she could go get off as much as she wanted.
Their poetry class wasn't large. Maybe twenty students, give or take. It was fewer people to be naked in front of, but also more intense because there wasn't any anonymity. Everyone knew everyone else to at least some degree.
Jade greeted a few of her classmates as she and Naomi slipped in and took seats. She felt gazes on her even more acutely than usual because of the small room size, her familiarity with those checking her out, and certainly because of how horny she already was.
Ms. Shields, their professor, walked in a few moments later as the last of her class was trickling in. She arched her eyebrow at the state of some of her students, eyes lingering on Jade's total nudity, but it wasn't like it could possibly be taking her by surprise this late in the day.
"I'm glad to see some of you remembered to get dressed today," Ms. Shields said.
Small titters ran through the class. Jade accepted the mild, joking reproach. There was nothing malicious behind it.
"Hopefully you all did better remembering the poems you were meant to be working on," Ms. Shields continued, just as dryly. "Let's get right into it, shall we?"
A couple volunteers went up to read their work, followed by some brief comment and critique by Ms. Shields and the class at large. Jade absently watched a boy in boxers and a shirt read one out, then a girl in a shirt that came down past her pussy, leaving it ambiguous as to whether that was all she was wearing.
After those two, there didn't appear to be any other eager takers. Jade didn't think much of it until a hand suddenly clasped her wrist and lifted her arm.
Jade, somewhat bewildered, turned to a furiously grinning Naomi who was still holding her wrist. "What are you doing?"
Naomi was about to answer, but Ms. Shields got there first.
"Ah, Miss Jade. You've been quiet today."
Jade blushed as Naomi released her. "Um, I don't--"
"Yes, come on up. It's your turn. Regale us."
Jade blushed even warmer. "I'm not wearing anything."
"Yes, Miss Jade. We can all see that."
A few light snickers caught Jade's ear. As if she needed to be any redder for this. Her stupid heart was beating so hard, and her pussy was all madly on fire.
"I can't--"
"Sure you can. Class, we'd like to hear Jade's poem, wouldn't we?"
A firm chorus of agreement answered the leading question. Naomi the loudest supporter of all. Jade's death glare did absolutely nothing to wipe the smirk off her face.
"There, you see? No one has any problem with your lack of clothes," Ms Shields said, a rather unprofessional smile tugging at her lips.
Jade fumbled with her notebook, finding the page for her latest poem. There was no point fighting it. She could maybe chicken out if she really, really dug her heels in, but it'd only be worse than just giving in. If nothing else, her reputation would take a serious hit.
Jade slowly made her way to the front of the room, right next to Ms. Shields' desk. She clutched her notebook like a lifeline, even though it did absolutely nothing of any practically value for her.



Being naked in front of the class was... well that was kind of amazing. The sort of thing she got off on. Reading her poem out to everyone, that was more of a problem.
There was a vulnerability to sharing her own work while being the sole focus of attention for a couple dozen classmates. It was similar to the vulnerability of being naked in front of them, except without really any of the benefits. And when she combined the two, it meant that she had to share her work while under the constant threat of everyone recognizing that she was getting all worked up.
Jade felt lightheaded. Almost dizzy. Her body was warm everywhere. Her pussy was flooded like crazy, warmer than anywhere else on her, begging for attention. It should know better. Just work with her here. Let her get through it. She'd give it such loving attention later.
But no. Not so much. Tingles and small, imaginary flames ran all through her body, making her appear shaky and nervous, like someone who'd never done public speaking before. Or, indeed, like a girl who was humiliated at being nude in front of her class. Except that neither was really the case.
Jade couldn't look at anyone. Couldn't make the slightest eye contact. She needed to just get her thing done and get out of there. And yet, she stared at her notebook, barely able to read her own words.
"Whenever you're ready," Ms. Shields said gently, but with obvious amusement.
Jade nodded and tried to read. It was painful. Her voice wouldn't hold steady, and she couldn't keep track of her place. Couldn't make a single dang thing about her work compelling, even though she knew she'd done pretty well on it.
It was the stuff of classic public speaking nightmares. Just a poor performance all round, and she knew it while she had to keep struggling on anyway.
There was the urge to shrink away into nothing, sure. To never be seen again by anyone currently watching her nakedly bomb her presentation.
But, too, there was an insane, stressful, thrilling desire to stay in the spotlight. To suffer the eyes on her for as long as she could get away with.
Her pussy was running like a faucet. Jade could feel more arousal trickling down her thighs. It must have been visible to everyone. She could swear it was. They could see it. All her classmates. Her teacher. Everyone.
The permanent red flush of her cheeks was even more of a giveaway. That and the tremor of her voice, the tremble of her hands, the raggedness of her breath, and her heartbeat that might as well be echoing through the whole room.
Fuck she was turned on. And miserably humiliated. But horny! But embarrassed.
And all the while Naomi just sat there giggling herself silly at Jade's expense.
"We really must work on your public speaking," Ms. Shields said casually once Jade had finished.
Jade closed her notebook and mumbled something back, shifting her weight from leg to leg. She started to step away from the front of class, but was stopped by Ms. Shields continuing to speak.
"Who has some thoughts for Miss Jade?"
Naomi, grinning evilly, raised her hand high. Jade clenched her fingers tight around her notebook and glared ineffectually at her friend.
"I think the imagery really worked," Naomi said, the picture of innocence as she delighted in Jade's torture. "But it was kind of hindered by the delivery, maybe?"
"Yes," Ms. Shields said. "We know Jade's having a... nervous sort of day. Let's not dwell on that, shall we?"
"I liked her outfit," one of the boys from the other end of the room called.
Jade squirmed, wanting again to escape from them all. To return to her seat and be horny with at least some modicum of privacy. Instead, she lifted her middle finger toward her teaser. She was glad to get a better laugh than he had.
A few more of Jade's classmates shared some thoughts, at which point she was sure she'd be able to sit back in her seat and try not to draw attention for the remainder. She was wrong.
"Miss," Naomi said, piping up again in the sort of way that made Jade groan internally.
"Yes?"
"Remember when you were telling us about accompanying poetry with other mediums?"
"Yes, Miss Naomi, I do."
"Well... music and pictures and stuff are fine and all. But what about a nude model?"
Jade glared pure daggers at Naomi. She had a sense where this was going. She wasn't going to get to sit down at all.
And her fucking pussy just wouldn't quit. She'd slip on a puddle of her own arousal at this rate.
She was so goddamn horny she could rub herself off right where she was. Right in front of everyone. She was such a twisted up little mess.
Ms. Shields looked at Jade, then back at Naomi. "They'd have to be fairly specific--"
"I've got poems that would be perfect right here," Naomi said promptly, holding up a notebook that Jade knew for certain wasn't her usual one for class.
"Are they appropriate for the classroom?"
"Not really, no." Naomi stood up anyway and started forward to join Jade.
Ms. Shields rolled her eyes. "Anyone object to... whatever we're about to hear?"
No one much seemed to mind. Anyone who wasn't busy enjoying Jade's naked time in class was at least amused by it. Including, perhaps, their professor.
"What about you, Miss Jade?" Ms. Shields asked more softly. "You don't have to stay up here."
Jade swallowed hard, feeling faint but exhilarated beyond her imagining. "Am I getting bonus points for this?"
Ms. Shields smiled wryly. "For such a demonstration of mixed mediums? I probably could arrange something."
"I should really earn those points, then."
Ms. Shields snorted. Jade's marks were fine and they both knew it. "Suit yourself."
Naomi stood next to Jade and grinned at her for a moment before opening up her notebook and taking her time ruffling through.
"How long have you been planning this little stunt?" Jade whispered to her.
"You could always chicken out," Naomi hissed back. "I heard Ms. Shields give you an out."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"Nope. I'd rather you squirm. But then, you'd rather that too, wouldn't you?"
Jade clenched her fists at her side; one empty, one with an increasingly distressed notebook. Naomi was right. This was exactly the sort of thing Jade wanted, in all its thrilling, terrifying glory.
Jade felt like she'd never be anything but 'that horny naked girl' to everyone present. And they wouldn't be entirely wrong.
She was so fucking turned on. Her thoughts kept flashing through various scenarios. Things that might happen, or that she might want to happen. Things like jumping Naomi and riding her face right there on the floor. Or bending over Ms. Shields' desk and just seeing what happened. Or standing outside the door after class and letting every single classmate rub up on her a bit as they went by.
Stupid stuff. She didn't want any of it. But fuck she needed something. It was way, way too much.
It only got worse when Naomi started speaking. Her poem, as it turned out, was filthy. Not just titillating, but downright pornographic. And, of course, eyes that had wandered locked straight back onto Jade as flowery and rhyming descriptions of rather intimate acts were vocalized next to her.
It was actually kind of unfair. Naomi was topless. They could have looked at her.
But then, Naomi didn't have a horny little pussy gushing in front of everyone, giving away just how badly this was all getting to her. Jade did.
"That was... perhaps a tad inappropriate," Ms. Shields said once Naomi was done.
"Oh, sorry," Naomi said. "Lemme try again."
"Please don't," Jade whispered.
Naomi ignored her and was already launching into a second poem that was more romantic than dirty, though still sexually charged.
Time was frozen for Jade. She was stuck right where she was, standing at the front of the class while Naomi rattled off an endless barrage of poetry. Sometimes it was only lightly suggestive, conjuring images of tender embraces or light, loving kisses. Other times it was practically an instruction list for eating her out, or otherwise getting her off.
And every single thing she said, Jade knew it was being imagined about her. As if their audience needed help having thoughts about her as she stood in front of them naked and turned on like mad.
Plus, and Jade truly hated to admit it, some of Naomi's work was actually super hot on its own. One was about masturbating while being spied on, though disguised behind cunning use of language so it wasn't quite so obvious. It was a little too on the nose for the moment, given Jade's mood and tension, but it fucking worked for her. It worked too damn well.
The class was collectively getting all worked up to the point of bursting. At least half Jade's classmates were wiggling in their seats, either trying to grind on something or even possibly playing with themselves. They had the small privacy of desks in front of them. Jade didn't.
And yet... that wasn't going to stop her. Jade could feel it. Naomi wasn't even slowing down, and Ms. Shields hadn't cut her off yet. Whatever was happening, Jade couldn't restrain herself forever.
This was the moment. The point where she might truly gain the title of horniest little exhibitionist on campus. Slowly, shakily, Jade leaned on Ms. Shields' desk, then boosted herself up to sit on the edge of it. Her legs spread wider of their own accord, her pussy flaming with need as those at the back craned for a better look.
Naomi was still one step ahead of Jade, shifting right into another masturbation poem. How many of these did she even have? Jade knew that Naomi wrote stuff like this from time to time. Honestly, Jade did too. But to have this whole collection ready and waiting....
Yeah, Naomi had been working toward this for some time. She had to have been.
"... my secret little caress, only for me..." Naomi was saying, nearly making Jade snort out loud.
No. It wasn't going to be secret. And it wouldn't be just for her. But it didn't matter. Jade couldn't wait any longer.
Trembling with nerves upon nerves, Jade reached down past her tummy and slid her hand over her pussy. Her legs were still obscenely wide, and there was no possible way anyone could mistake what she was doing.
"... I shiver at the hot flame inside...."
Goddamn, she was doing this deliberately.
Jade rubbed herself. Rubbed her soaked, painfully aroused pussy while perched on her professor's desk. Providing a blatant counterpoint to the 'secret' girl in Naomi's poem. Being just the most obvious about rubbing herself as it was possible to be.
Ms. Shields cleared her throat a couple times, but gave up when both Jade and Naomi ignored her. Jade didn't dare to look at her. Didn't dare to look at anyone.
She knew everyone was still there. Rapt, undivided attention squarely on her. But if she kept her gaze low and soft, maybe she could pretend like she wasn't doing what she most definitely was.
Masturbating for the whole class.
Jade moaned softly, rubbing her small, wet circles. She was so warm. Overheating despite her lack of clothing. Partly it was her physical arousal, but most of it was the warmth of shame. Feeling stared at while doing something wrong. And this wasn't a small group of friends watching her. This was her whole damn class. This was taking it to another level entirely.
It wouldn't even help to stop now. She couldn't play this off. There was no going back.
Jade risked a few direct peeks at classmates while she rubbed her pussy in front of them. In each instance, she both regretted daring to look, and felt another insane surge run through her, an extra thrill electrifying her and pushing her to continue. Forcing her to keep rubbing herself silly.
They were watching. Everyone. Watching with utter fascination. Some were definitely playing with themselves too. No doubt about it. Even a glance at Ms. Shields confirmed that she was just as riveted as everyone else, though perhaps slightly more bemused about it.
And Naomi just kept talking. She wasn't holding together any better than anyone else, really. Her voice caught at times, and she was definitely squirming and squeezing her thighs together, but she kept rattling off dirty poetry like it was her job.
Jade's moans and panting got louder. Her fingers blurred and squelched. Her legs tensed and her toes curled. It was too much. Just too much.
Jade came in an explosion of embarrassment, horniness, need, and exhibitionism. She fully squirted, splashing her juices all over the floor in front of her. Gasps hit her from surprised onlookers, as well as subsequent murmurs of appreciation.
"Did you just squirt?" Naomi asked, breaking her monologue and being the only one to directly comment.
Jade only groaned, threw her head back, and kept fingering herself. She was a horny mess. The shameful thrill of her orgasm still made her tingle in the aftermath, but it wasn't enough. She needed another one. She was sensitive after cumming, but didn't care. She kept rubbing.
Naomi wasn't even speaking. The class wasn't silent, exactly, but Jade was by far making the most noise. Probably every single person could hear the schlicking of her fingers, the little moans she made, and the rasping pant of her breath.
Jade made herself cum again. Not as intensely this time, but still overwhelming and pleasant, and helpful as far as calming her down.
There wasn't even a pretense of a real class anymore. No lessons. No critiques. No Naomi working her way through months worth of erotic verse.
Just a very horny and naked girl masturbating for everyone.
How the hell had she ever gotten to this point? How had she been allowed to do it? How had she not been stopped?
Jade came a few more times before she was well and truly worn out and calmed down. Her fingers, pussy, and legs were all messy from her juices, as was the floor and part of the desk she was sitting on.
Not knowing what else to do, Jade lay back right where she was, still breathing heavy and feeling a sheen of sweat over her body.
Ms. Shields swore and rescued a stack of papers from being lain on. A few pens clattered to the floor. Jade ignored it all. Just lay there with her eyes closed, unable to look at anyone right now.
For all she knew, they might all be done staring at her. Or they might still be looking. She was all stretched out naked for them, spread-legged and wet. They could look if they wanted.
A long moment passed, then Ms. Shields sighed. "Well, why don't we call it a bit early today. I have a feeling we're not getting much of anything done after this."
Chairs scraped the floor and a soft stampede of feet arose. Jade remained on her back for a moment until the worst of the noise was past. But when she sat up, she found about half the class was still just kind of milling around her. Naomi included, naturally.
No one appeared at all upset or judgmental, which was a good start. Jade still wasn't sure she was ready to handle them all standing around her like they were, even if a few were only half-clothed, and at least one or two looked like they'd cummed pretty recently.
Then, all at once, excited voices started piping up from all around her.
"That was awesome!"
"Did you plan that?"
"How'd you get away with that?"
"Wasn't it embarrassing?"
"Did you really cum?"
"Shut up, of course she really came. You could see it."
"She wasn't the only one."
"Oh gross."
"Just saying."
"It was hot!"
"That was a crazy class."
"Glad I didn't miss this one."
"You think that's gonna be on a test?"
"You doofus."
Jade blinked, slowly adjusting to the crowd around her. They'd congregated on her, but there didn't seem to be much pressure for her to actually answer anything.
"No one's gonna believe this."
"With Jade? Some people might."
"You think?"
"Damn I wish that whole thing was filmed."
"No way. It's better that it wasn't."
"How so?"
"It's the medium, isn't it? Like how a spoken poem is different from reading it in a book."
"But on film...."
"It would have been different. Not spontaneous. And it wouldn't have felt the same just watching a recording."
"Hm. Maybe."
Ms. Shields looked like she'd been about to start shooing students from her class. But as the discussion became actually relevant to their studies, she started joining in. Just little bits here and there, not trying to run things, just help them along.
Jade scooted back on the desk and crossed her legs, just perching there, not really participating other than to be used as the main example for the conversation. It was, perhaps, slightly objectifying, but her little stunt had been truly accepted by at least this group of her fellow students. She could work with that.
A few appreciative looks still came Jade's way from time to time, but mostly people were wrapped up in the post-lesson discussion. It was a pretty chill time, really.
Jade sat and let the moment happen. Let everyone discuss her performance and its relevance while she was still right there with them, on the desk, naked and messy, having just cummed repeatedly for everyone.
There was a warmth to it that wasn't a feeling of horniness or shame. Something related but different. It was nice, whatever it was.
Students finally filtered out, leaving Jade, Naomi, and Ms. Shields alone in the room.
Jade stood and accepted her satchel from Naomi, adjusting it across her hip and shoulder. She fidgeted with it a bit more than necessary as she took a breath.
"Sorry for getting a bit out of control there," Jade said.
Ms. Shields smiled and shook her head. "It's understandable. And honestly, we got some surprisingly good thoughts out of it. I wouldn't have dismissed them early if I'd known how the discussion would go afterward." She paused. "Although it's possible dismissing them allowed the discussion to happen organically."
"Definitely seemed like it," Naomi said cheerfully.
"There was, if you don't mind me saying, a certain poetry in your performance," Ms. Shields continued. "Though I know you didn't really intend for it."
"You mean... like with Naomi saying her poems and me--"
"That too. But even when it was just you... you had their attention, Miss Jade. Everyone's."
Jade blushed. "Only for dirty reasons."
"I wouldn't say that at all. Let's not forget, just because something's erotic, that doesn't mean that's the only value it brings."
"Oh. Maybe."
"You were like a silent poet up there," Naomi said, only half teasing.
"Um... thanks?"
Ms. Shields gave both girls a small, crooked smile. "We may discuss this more next class, if you don't mind terribly. Once I have a chance to settle my own thoughts."
"Oh. Um, yeah? Yeah. Ok."
"Can she be naked for it?" Naomi asked, making Jade glare at her.
Ms. Shields gave Naomi a look not unlike Jade's. "I really don't think that would be appropriate."
"Fair enough."
"Although... if no one objects... and if you can make a sufficient case for it being relevant...."
Naomi beamed. "On it!"
Jade trembled and her calmed pussy twinged back to alert. They couldn't be serious, could they? Do that all again? Or even part of it?
Didn't they know how embarrassing that would be? Naked tag day was one thing. Spontaneous and all. Her being as surprised as anyone.
But again? Planned? Everyone knowing what it did to her? Being 'that' girl? A horny little exhibitionist getting off on their attention?
Oh fuck. Who was she kidding. She'd do it again in a heartbeat.
Jade poked Naomi's shoulder as they left the room together. "Tag."
Naomi accepted it easily. "Fair enough," she said, stopping to strip off her jeans and fold them up. "Figured that might be coming."
"Can't believe you."
"Yes you can."
"Ok. Yes I can. How long were you planning all that?"




"I dunno. A month maybe?"
"Ah."
"Never thought it'd go quite that well."
"No kidding."
"I really must remember to ask if we're definitely getting bonus points for that. Performance points, maybe. Something."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. I mean, it was a hell of a show. That's the sort of stuff we're supposed to be learning, right? Not just writing poems but, like, performing them. Making people care." Naomi waved a hand up and down Jade's nude body. "People definitely cared."
"I still don't think it was for the right reasons."
"Pff. So what? We mix beauty and sexuality and poetry all together and get something pretty great out of it? Who cares if it's 'right'?"
"That's... not a bad point."
"Damn straight."
"You really think she's gonna let me be naked again?"
"Girl, there's gonna be a riot if she doesn't."
"Ha, ok, whatever." Jade grinned to herself as they walked side by side, two naked girls proceeding through a decreasingly clothed campus. Her pussy was already trickling again despite a flurry of cums back in class. "Naomi?"
"Yeah?"
"You're a pretty great friend."
"Aw. Thanks."
****
Jade and Naomi returned to their dorm to dump their bags. Jade took the opportunity to clean up some, since she was quite a sticky mess.
As they headed back out, they ran into Gwen just returning as well. All three of them were currently 'it'. Gwen seemed to be faring quite well with being alone and naked, though it probably helped that it was a much more common sight at this time of day.
"Hey, drop your stuff and come back out with us," Jade said.
"Where you going?" Gwen asked.
"Just out to play tag."
"Yeah," Naomi said, "we get to go chase down girls the rest of the day if we want. And we got nothing slowing us down."
Gwen shifted her weight. "So your plan is to just, like, run around naked and see how many other girls you can get naked too?"
"Basically, yeah," Jade said. "You in?"
Gwen had to consider for a moment, but a wide, slow grin gave away her answer. "Ok. Just give me a minute."
Jade and Naomi hung around outside waiting. Gwen was back pretty quickly, already slightly out of breath from her dash to her room and back.
"Ready, Team Neapolitan?" Naomi said.
Gwen shook her head. "I don't know if I like that."
"Aw, c'mon. You get to be strawberry and everything."
Jade nodded absently, watching a couple of potential targets from a distance. "Come on, Strawberry. Let's get 'em."
Gwen sighed dramatically, but jogged to catch up once Jade and Naomi started moving. "Gwen's fine," she grumbled. "Don't gotta mess with that."
Team names soon became irrelevant. There were so many girls to run after that none of them really thought about it again.
Jade loved it. She was having the time of her life. Possibly second to poetry class, actually. But still, pretty close.
She got to run free all the rest of the afternoon, naked and exhilarated. She, Naomi, and Gwen kind of got in each other's way at first, but bumping into one another and even falling down in a naked, laughing tangle was all just in good fun.
As they kept at it, they truly became an effective team, herding not-yet-naked girls around until one of them could catch up and deliver the all-important tag. If one of them accidentally won clothes, the others could easily tag them and take care of the problem.
Some girls they tagged stayed and joined their hunting party, swelling their numbers and making things dire and hopeless for anyone trying to sneak past with modesty intact.
Thanks to Jade's team starting it, the game of tag spread wildly, so much faster than it had all day. The whole campus was a chaotic arena of students running, shrieking, laughing, and stripping. Even the shyest of them were pretty much just having fun at this point, since nudity was becoming more common than being properly clothed.
The boys' game had been slower to get rolling all day. They got properly enthusiastic about it as waves of naked girls started spreading out everywhere in the late afternoon sun.
Some of the more excited girls who were disappointed by the increasing lack of targets to tag started helping the boys by tackling or latching on to guys trying to escape. It was, technically, a bit of a faux pas to interfere that heavily in the other game, but very few boys protested about naked girls flinging themselves at them.
Jade ran until she wore herself out. Naomi and Gwen had already stopped for a break long before she did, and were just chilling sitting on a picnic table and watching her. She flopped down on the grass next to them to recover from all her running around.
"Gwen and I are gonna go get some food," Naomi said with an utter lack of sympathy for Jade's exhaustion. "You wanna come?"
Jade nodded, feeling the rumbling of hunger hit her as soon as Naomi mention it. "Yes please. Help me up?"
"That's a little pathetic."
"I know."
Naomi and Gwen each took an arm and got Jade upright.
"I gotta go get my card," Gwen said. "I forgot it again."
"Hm, yeah, me too," Jade said. "They might not care. Lots of people'll probably forget theirs this time of day. Practically everyone being naked and all."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"It's not that far to hit our rooms and come back," Naomi said. "Might as well be official."
"Sure," Jade said. "Official. Why not?"
****
The girls stuck together for the evening. They hung out at the dining hall for a time, having something of a popular table for friends and acquaintances to come sit with them. Plus the atmosphere was pretty fun and crazy.
So many eighteen to twenty-two year olds were all naked together and didn't have to feel bad since everyone was doing it. For many of them, it was an excuse to get wild and just enjoy the public nudity.
For Jade, it wasn't the same thrill as being more daring. But it was a pretty good time watching others enjoy themselves, as well as sneak peeks at some of the more interesting people around, so it kind of worked out.
Parties ramped up that evening, as was pretty much inevitable with so many naked, excited, horny people all hanging out. Jade, Naomi, and Gwen cruised through a few of them, variously taking other friends along in tow or losing them somewhere along the way.
Jade was a bit too tired to really get into partying too hard, whether it be dancing, grinding, drinking, or something else. She did a bit of it all, of course, couldn't pass up the chance, but stayed light and kept moving.
She had to keep an eye on Gwen too. Naomi could handle herself, but Gwen clearly hadn't yet learned to rein herself in when things got crazy. She hadn't even quite hit the legal drinking age, for that matter. Not that that stopped her or much of anyone else.
"You've had enough there, Strawberry," Jade said, plucking a half-full plastic cup from Gwen's unresisting fingers.
"Oh, have I?" Gwen asked, giggling madly and leaning on Jade.
"You have."
"Oops."
"We don't want you getting all drunk, do we?"
"I... I might already be."
"Possible. You're still standing though, so that's something."
Gwen nodded seriously like she was really thinking about it, but then seemed to lose her train of thought. "Hey, so, lots of people are naked here."
"Yes, Gwen. Most of them. If not all of them."
"Right. And lots of them are kinda drunk too."
"Sure."
"And some are... hot."
"Where's this going?"
"Is it bad that I kinda maybe want to... make out with someone?"
"Ok. Maybe let's get you back." Jade looked around and spied Naomi busy flirting with a naked and very erect boy. She seemed to be lightly teasing him about it, and he didn't much seem to mind. "Naomi! Give me a hand please?"
Naomi nodded and excuse herself, then came over. "What's up? Our little one getting tired out?"
"Getting drunk and horny more like," Jade said. "Help me get her back to her room?"
"Sure."
"You can come back after if you want."
"Nah. It's fun, but I'm about ready to call it quits anyway. Not super interested in accidentally waking up next to anyone here."
Jade snorted. "Their loss."
"I know, right?"
Jade and Naomi supported Gwen between them and began a rather slow walk back to their dorm. Gwen was in no particular hurry. She was happy just wrap her arms around her friends and snuggle-walk with them.
"Gettin' a bit handsy there, Gwen," Jade said.
Gwen giggled and shook her head. "Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh," Naomi said. "You're straight up grabbing my butt."
"Oops." Gwen laughed harder.
"How much did you let her drink?" Naomi asked.
"Why was that all my responsibility?" Jade retorted. "You could have been helping instead of flirting the night away."
"Look who's talking. You're just happy 'cause you already got a boy interested. Some of us don't."
"You had plenty interested in you. I saw them."
"Well... ok. But not the right boy."
"There it is."
Jade had to keep guiding Gwen's hand back to her waist, where it would inevitably fall to her butt again. Naomi didn't even bother. Eventually, Jade gave up as well.
They took the elevator to their floor, even though Jade usually used the stairs. She didn't like their odds of navigating Gwen up even a single flight without incident.
Gwen leaned even more heavily on Jade during the brief elevator trip. She even put her head on Jade's shoulder and sighed comfortably. Jade just patted her and murmured something soothing.
"Alright, here we go," Jade said. "Back to your room for a nice nap."
"No," Gwen said.
"No?"
"No."
Jade and Naomi exchanged helpless glances.
"Um... well there aren't a lot of other places we can take you," Naomi said.
"Take me with you."
"Are you just gonna try feeling us up more?" Jade asked.
"Nope."
"Promise?"
"Yep."
"Fine. Ok."
Gwen happily lay out on Jade's bed, trapping Jade by putting her head square in her lap. Jade shrugged and rolled with it.
Naomi grinned over as she made herself comfortable on her own side of the room. "She likes you."
"So it seems."
Naomi settled herself cross-legged and casually started rubbing her pussy.
"Oh really?" Jade asked. "You're just gonna masturbate now?"
"Why not? Gwen is."
Jade turned her gaze, and sure enough Gwen had her hand busy on her pussy too. It didn't appear to be anything deliberate or calculated. Just Gwen being kind of out of it while super horny.
"Just great," Jade mumbled. "I got her head in my lap. What am I supposed to do?"
"Bit of a departure someone else getting to masturbate in front of people and not you, huh?"
Jade flipped Naomi off, then idly stroked Gwen's hair. All she could do was sit there and rather wistfully watch Naomi and Gwen play with themselves.
Neither girl had much sympathy for Jade. Naomi clearly enjoyed getting to be the one getting off this time. With Gwen there was a chance she didn't even realize she was playing with her pussy in front of anyone.
The three of them had a moment to themselves before Diana found them. She casually walked in and sat down next to Naomi, who didn't break stride on fingering herself.
"So this is where you all got to," Diana said. "I was wondering. Not like you to miss the fun."
"We've had our fun," Jade said.
"I'm still having mine," Naomi said with another petty grin in Jade's direction.
"Your own little pussy party, huh?" Diana said. "I was wondering when one was gonna start."
She too started rubbing herself, right next to Naomi.
"Really?" Jade asked. "No one else is rubbing off yet?"
"Well... not in any kinda group, really. Couple girls went back to their own rooms for private time. But you know. Day like this, it's nice to have company."
"Yeah," Jade said, "I know."
"Wha'ssa pussy party?" Gwen asked.
"This," Jade said. "It's not really a party. Just... you know. Girls getting horny. Usually after naked tag. All rubbing themselves."
"Oh. Like me."
"Yes. Like you."
Gwen was satisfied and went quiet again except for the occasional little moan or whimper.
Jade remained the only one unable to play with herself in the room. The door had been left wide open on Diana's entry, and every now and then girls would filter in or out. Sometimes staying to hang out and chat even when they weren't masturbating, but they all basically rubbed at least one orgasm out.
As many as half a dozen girls squeezed into the room at times, at other times it was just Jade and Gwen. Gwen didn't seem to have much pattern to when she was fingering her wet little pussy, she just kind of did it at times. Sometimes to make herself cum, sometimes just for the casual fun of it.
It was, perhaps, a window into the soul of a typically shy girl who'd been rather indelicately pulled from her shell, and was currently more than a little tipsy to boot.
Naomi brought some water in for both Gwen and Jade at one point. They had to help Gwen lean up and sip some, but she drank greedily once the water was to her lips.
Eventually, Gwen fell asleep right where she was, even while other girls were still sneaking in to masturbate.
Jade debated kicking Gwen out, but there wasn't much point waking her while the room was otherwise busy anyway. Besides, Gwen was exhausted and looked so peaceful while sleeping.
It was only when things truly calmed down and everyone was pretty much on their way to bed anyway that Jade decided she probably had to sooner or later. Naomi had disappeared somewhere, so it was just the two of them.
Gwen was bleary upon being nudged awake, and looked around in confusion.
"I'm... in your room?"
"Yes."
"Oh. I thought...." Gwen trailed off and frowned, rubbing her eyes and yawning. "How long was I out?"
"An hour maybe? Maybe longer."
"Oh. Sorry. I didn't mean to fall asleep on you."
"I know."
"I didn't drool on you, did I?"
Jade quirked her lips. "A little, yeah."
"Oh."
"It's fine."
Gwen nodded, bouncing slightly in place, still seated on Jade's bed. "I had weird dreams. I mean, I know why. Just, they're weird for me."
"Like what?"
"Like... I dunno. Girls kept coming in and... and doing stuff."
"Masturbating?"
"... yeah. And I just thought it was fun and... and played with myself too." Gwen shrugged, looking away slightly embarrassed.
Jade sighed and knew she probably had to tell Gwen. "That wasn't a dream."
"What?"
"That happened. You. Other girls. It's been a whole party in here."
"Oh. Oh no. Really?"
"Yeah. But you know, no one thought anything of it. Just happens sometimes. Naked tag, you know? It gets to everyone."
"I guess." Gwen fidgeted. "I really just masturbated in front of people?"
"Yep."
"Wow. Huh. I must have been drunker than I thought."
"Drunk and horny."
Gwen blushed, but smiled cautiously back Jade. "That's actually kinda hot that I did that. Like, crazy and stuff. Is that why you do it?"
"Basically, yeah. It's maybe a little more complicated than that, but mostly I just really like it. It's all crazy and embarrassing and just, like, the biggest thrill in the world. Took me a while to get over some of those feelings. Like the bad ones that sometimes hit afterward." Jade sighed. "I may still wake up tomorrow and feel humiliated about that class with Naomi."
"Hm? What happened?"
"I... kinda got myself off in front of the whole class. Repeatedly."
"No!"
"Yes."
Gwen's eyes were wide. "Like... wait, how? Before class?"
"During. As part of the lesson. Somehow."
Gwen clutched her hands and squeezed her legs together. "No way."
"Yuh huh. Ask Naomi. She was there."
"That's... oh wow, I could never do that."
"Yeah, I thought that too. Until today."
Gwen looked at Jade with an entirely new awe, then shyly looked away again. "I think I was kinda... grabbing you a bit earlier."
"You were."
"Sorry about that."
"It's fine."
"Just... I think I need to, like, maybe get off again?"
"Ok."
"And I don't want you to think I'm, like, being weird about it."
Jade smiled, shook her head, and leaned against the front of her bed. She spread her legs and slipped her fingers down over her wet slit. "I need to do it too. Someone's been hogging my lap all evening."
Gwen struggled between apology, embarrassment, and horniness for a moment, then grinned back and rubbed herself too. It took her a few minutes in her less inebriated state to get comfortable fingering her pussy in front of Jade, despite having so easily done it in front of anyone who happened to walk in not that long ago.
The girls watched each other as they rubbed themselves. Gwen perhaps more intently than Jade.
"I think I might really like this," Gwen admitted softly.
"Which part?"
"... all of them?"
Jade smiled knowingly. "Ah."
"I don't think I could ever be naked if I was the only one, but... well, I guess I was by myself sometimes today. But even then, like, people knew why. But I mean... if other people are naked, I kinda really like it. Maybe."
"That's good."
"And... and knowing I was actually just playing with myself in front of people...."
"Hot, right?"
"And you. I don't know. I'm confused about you."
"Oh?" Jade asked, keeping her tone light.
"I don't think I'm really, like, into you or anything. You're just... there are things I love about you. And things maybe that I want to be. Things I'm not."
"Plus you're a horny drunk."
Gwen blushed, but only faintly. "I think I was horny while I was drunk, not because of it. It's different."
"If you say so."
"I'm still maybe a little tipsy."
"I could believe it."
Gwen panted and rubbed herself faster. "Would it be weird if we did this again sometimes?"
"If you like. I don't think Naomi'll mind too much if you want to... 'visit'."
"Ok."
Jade wasn't totally sure what to make of Gwen's admissions and question, but she was pretty much on board with it all anyway. It was, in some ways, like she'd found herself a little protege. That could be fun. Assuming Gwen didn't really start catching feelings for her, which might be awkward. But it was probably all just fun and nerves and hormones and the novelty of the whole day.
The girls brought themselves to some final orgasms of the day while watching each other intently. Staring and being stared at. A last little bit of enjoying the nudity of the day, and the consequent slackening of inhibitions.
Gwen was much cuter making herself cum when she was fully aware what she was doing. Some of her initial shyness of that morning came back as she came while knowing Jade was watching every little moment of it.
She kept her hand covering her pussy afterward while waiting for Jade to finish up too. She either just wanted a bit of comforting pressure on it, or was feeling self-conscious about showing herself, despite Jade having had most of the day to check her out if she wanted.
Jade got herself off, playing up her moans and squirming perhaps just a little for Gwen's benefit. It wasn't nearly so intense as cumming in front of a small group outdoors, let alone in front of a whole class, but there was an intimacy to the mutual act that added kind of a lovely warmth to her cum.
There was a quiet few moments afterward, both girls still rubbing themselves slowly, but with no urgency or need to the touching. They shared communication only through their eyes until Gwen finally sighed and bounced to her feet.
"I should probably get some sleep," she said. "Some proper sleep."
"Probably a good idea," Jade said. "You really are welcome any time."
Gwen nodded, fighting a small, goofy grin. "You've corrupted me, you know."
"I had a sense of that, yes."
Gwen hesitated a moment longer, then turned and padded off to her own room, naked and freshly cummed.
Jade gave her a few minutes, still idly playing with herself in memory of the day, then got up and hit the bathroom, getting ready for bed. She'd only just tucked herself in when Naomi returned from wherever she'd been.



"Gwen found her own bed?" Naomi asked, crawling into bed on her side of the room.
"I believe so," Jade said. "I didn't check."
"She had quite a day."
"Mmm. Me too."
"Ha, yeah. That was a good one."
"It was."
"Just a regular, plain old day tomorrow."
"Mmhm."
"Unless Ms. Shields really asks you to be naked again."
"Don't have that class tomorrow."
"Well... next time, anyway."
"Right. She wouldn't though."
"No. Probably not."
"But... she might."
"Would you really do it? On a regular day? You'd be the only one misclothed, let alone naked."
"Hrrgg. I'm tryin' to sleep."
"Getting excited thinking about it?"
"No. Shut up."
"Maybe I'll just steal all your clothes before you wake up. Then what?"
Jade sighed, trying not to let the small thrills of Naomi's suggestions get to her and ruin any chance of sleep. "Good night, Naomi."
"I could--"
"Good. Night."
Naomi giggled softly. "Yeah. Ok. Good night. Weirdo."
Despite Jade's best efforts, she had to sneakily masturbate again before she could drift off. Stupid Naomi knowing her so well. And she probably wouldn't even follow through with any of her 'threats' either. Just a tease.
Still, at the very least, there was always the next game of tag to look forward to.
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Riley waited for Jen by the front of the school. She smiled when she saw her friend approaching and turned to fall into step beside her.
"Morning," Riley said cheerfully.
"Morning," Jen greeted her in return. "Anything interesting this morning?"
Riley shrugged. "Seems like a few more showing 'em off every day. No teachers around keeping an eye on things so far either."
"Nice. You're wearing yours?"
Riley gave Jen a sideways look. "You think I wouldn't?"
"You might have forgotten."
"Pff, and let you have all the attention? Like hell."
The girls grinned at each other. Right at the front doors they stopped, each hooked their fingers in their waistbands, and pulled their leggings and panties down at the same time, just past their butts. They then proceeded inside.
Riley held the door for Jen and followed just behind her. She took a moment to check out the jeweled butt plug Jen was wearing. It was basically the same as Riley's, except that hers had a light blue jeweled base, and Jen's was pink.
They walked side by side down the halls. They'd taken care with their outfits, as anyone showing off butt jewelry had to. Their backpacks didn't come down low enough to cover their asses, nor did their shirts.
Their bottoms had been tested to make sure they'd sit just below their butts without riding up or down too far. It wouldn't do for their pants to fall all the way down, after all, and if no one could see their plugs, there wasn't much point. Riley and Jen had spent at least an hour or two walking around one of their houses together when no one else was around, just to test options. They each had a few choices that would work for them. Mostly leggings, though other options could work too if the hips weren't too high on them.
"I think you're right," Jen said. "Hard to know for sure, but I think more people are getting in on this."
Riley nodded, subtly scoping out other jewelry show offs. There weren't exactly an abundance of girls walking around with pants pulled partway down, shiny plugs on display between their cheeks, but enough that anywhere she looked she could spot one. It become a common enough fashion statement that it wasn't quite act of bravery it had been at first, though it still took some courage and self-assurance to actually go in public like that.
Even fewer boys were showing off like than girls were, but again, more than there had been. Enough that you could spot them here and there without having to search too hard.
"More hearts lately," Riley observed as she checked out shiny butt plugs going by.
"Everyone used to go for the standard circle bases for a while, huh?"
"We definitely did."
"Well yeah. Hearts are cute I guess, but maybe a little too cutesy?"
"I kinda like 'em. I might get one at some point."
"Really?"
"I dunno. Maybe. If this keeps getting more popular, we're gonna need to switch it up from time to time, you know."
"True." Jen sighed. "As scary as it was, I miss those first few times we did this, when hardly anyone was showing their plugs. We'd get all that attention without even having to work at it."
Riley nodded. The same amount of butt and jewelry showing with the exact same carefully calculated sway in their hips just didn't get the same results anymore. Still, they'd at least gotten in early enough to gain some notoriety from their efforts. Anyone starting now could still get respect for it, but wouldn't get to be a trend-setter by any means.
The girls stopped at their lockers. They'd managed to finagle their way into getting ones side by side, which made things especially convenient these days. They both were much more comfortable showing off their butt plugs with the other nearby for moral support.
Not that they'd admit hesitance to anyone else, of course. They had a bit of a rep now, which was new and fun.
"Rumour has it lots more students are wearing plugs than we think," Jen mentioned conversationally. "Only they keep their pants over 'em, is all."
Riley snorted. "Well that doesn't count. Scaredy cats. I mean, I knew some people were still doing that. You think it's a lot? I woulda thought anyone who really wanted to stay fashionable woulda kept up better."
"Could be basically everyone for all I know. Or maybe everyone wearing one is already showing it off. Who knows?"
The girls took their sweet time rummaging in their lockers while sticking their asses out just a tad, without being too blatant about it of course. Once they closed their lockers up, they each adopted a lean against them, bags on the floor beside them, hips angled to show off their butts while they faced each other and chatted some more.
"Have you seen Logan?" Jen asked, giving a slight movement of her head to indicate an indistinct area behind Riley somewhere.
Riley casually looked over her shoulder, and was easily able to locate the boy in the question. "Oh, ok, sure. That's only a li'l baby plug, though, from the look of it."
"At least he's doing it. It's still interesting when boys get into it."
"Lucky them."
"Those girls flirting with him are interested, anyway."
"Jealous?"
Jen shrugged. "Maybe a little. You know I crushed on him a bit last year."
"I remember."
"Now... now he's just that little bit more interesting."
"Better do something quick. If he's got two girls after him already..."
Jen waved her hand dismissively. "I don't see any butt crack on either of them, let alone jewels."
"Doesn't always matter." Riley grinned wickedly. "Or maybe they'd got plugs in under their clothes, and they're gonna... show him privately."
Jen pouted. "Whose side are you on, anyway?"
"Yours, of course. Just give me the word if you wanna move in. I'll help you get them out of the way."
"Nah. Let them have their fun. Not sure if I even want to go for him."
"Yeah you do. If even I know you do, you certainly must."
"I'm being aloof here, thank you very much."
"And a splendid job you're doing of it. It's just that I know you so well."
"Ah. And here I thought it was 'cause I specifically mentioned him being kind of interesting."
"That certainly helped."
Riley reached back and touched the base of her butt plug, casually toying with it a little. Most of the fun was in showing it off, the shiny fake gem sticking out of her butthole, which in turn provided some very, very limited illusion of modesty by not actually letting anyone see said butthole. It was a daring look, though slightly more common every day at their school.
But admittedly, Riley also kind of enjoyed the feel of it. The plug in her butt, making itself known when she walked of shifted her hips. Or when she sat on it in class and subtly wiggled herself around on it. Or even when she just played with it a little in the middle of a semi-crowded hallway.
"Plug falling out?" Jen asked, a smile teasing the corner of her lips.
"Not hardly. My butthole is very tight and secure, thank you."
"Seemed like you needed to adjust just now."
Riley stuck her tongue out at Jen's teasing grin. "I like the feel of it. I'm allowed."
"You're not supposed to let anyone see that. You're just s'posed to casually show your plug off like you don't even care. You know how this works."
"Well maybe I'll just start something new. Gotta keep ahead of the curve, right?"
"You really wanna try making masturbating in front of everyone the new thing?"
"... well not when you put it like that."
Riley rolled her eyes at Jen's beaming smirk. She didn't much mind what Jen thought. They both knew how good walking around all day with plugs in felt. It wasn't a secret. Just, for prestige reasons, it wasn't something they were supposed to acknowledge publicly.
As her eyes wandered, Riley caught sight of Hailey. Riley didn't react, tried not to give any sign she'd noticed, but followed Hailey with her eyes as she passed.
Hailey was rumoured to have been the first girl to dare actually showing her plug. Before that, it had been a whispered secret that some students were wearing them to school, unconfirmed and possibly little more than a myth. No one quite knew for sure who had been the first to take the obvious step of proving they were wearing their butt jewel, but Hailey's name was a top contender in school gossip.
"Anyone ever figure out if she was first?" Riley asked, turning to follow Hailey's ass with her eyes for a moment.
"Still inconclusive last I heard," Jen said, not needing clarification on what Riley meant. "But I got something better."
"Better than who was first?"
"Mmhm."
Riley scrunched her mouth slightly at the look on Jen's face. "Well are you gonna tell me?"
"It's a good one."
"Great. So tell me."
Jen took another moment to savour her advantage in rumour gathering, then leaned in and dropped her voice conspiratorially. "The plug Hailey's been wearing..."
"Yeah?"
"Apparently it vibrates."
"What?"
"Vibrates. Like a vibrator. In her butt."
Riley turned around a little too quickly to maintain her air of nonchalance. Hailey's locker was down the hall, and though her bum wasn't visible, let alone what she was wearing in it, Riley could see the side of her face when the wall of students between them shifted the right way.
"There's no way," Riley said. "She wouldn't just be... vibing herself all day. Would she?"
"I expect it can be turned off and on."
"Oh, yeah, that would make sense." Riley chewed her lip thoughtfully, her mind going to the brief image of the jewel between Hailey's butt cheeks that she'd captured moment ago. "You really think it vibrates though?"
Jen shrugged. "How would I know? It's just what I hear."
"It would be keeping ahead of the rest of us. That's for sure."
"I dunno. It gets awfully close to the masturbation thing again."
Riley tilted her head and looked disbelievingly at Jen. "You seriously gonna tell me you wouldn't be impressed."
Jen thought for a moment. "Well yeah, I'd be impressed. I mean, it'd make a sound when vibrating, right? That'd get even more attention. And be a bit riskier probably." She switched to her conspiratorial tone again. "But wouldn't it just make you horny though?"
Riley laughed softly. "Probably. But then, I get kinda horny as it is."
Jen matched Riley's nearly silent laughter. "You're not s'posed to admit it, you goof."
"You already know."
"True."
"And even if you didn't, I can trust you with my secrets."
"Probably just as well. If you didn't trust me with secrets, you've been awfully liberal in telling them to me."
Riley, mulling things over in her head, reached a decision. "I'm gonna go ask her."
Jen arched an eyebrow. "Hailey?"
"Yeah."
"Is that allowed?"
"Asking her? Why not."
"I dunno. Ruins the mystique, I guess."
"Well I just won't tell you what she says, then. Keep the mystique intact."
"Don't you dare hold out on me."
"We'll see."
Riley slipped through the hall, conscious of her lack of wingwoman as she moved away from Jen. She could still operate solo if she needed to, but it was way more comfortable with her best friend next to her, both of them showing off their jewels instead of just her.
"Hailey?" Riley said as she took up a lean on the locker next to Hailey's.
Hailey closed up her locker. "Riley," she returned. Her gaze shifted downward, and without really thinking about it Riley half-turned to show that she was displaying a plug. Hailey's smile grew bigger. "Nice."
"Thanks."
"I think I heard you were wearing a plug. One of the early adopters, right? You and Jen?"
Riley nodded, flushing slightly at her reputation preceding her. "That's right. Not that we're quite on your level."
"Oh?"
"Well... some say you were first."
Hailey shrugged. "Other girls started wearing them before I did."
"None showed them off, though. You were first at that?"
Hailey smiled slyly but didn't say anything.
"You're not gonna tell me, are you?" Riley said.
"A girl's gotta keep some mystery."
"Fair." Riley shifted her weight, inadvertently reminding herself of her butt plug. Even with all her experience, she still caught herself off-guard with it at times. "New rumour is you have a, uh, different kind of plug these days."
"Maybe I do."
"Mystery again?"
"Tell you what. Tell me what you think is special about it before I say anything."
Riley swallowed, growing more nervous despite not quite knowing why. "Does it... vibrate?"
Hailey nodded easily, all smiles. "Got it in one."
"For real?"
"Yep." Hailey turned to show her butt to Riley.
"It, uh, kinda doesn't look that different to a regular plug," Riley said.
"I know, right? Still just like a regular old butt jewel. Give it a press though."
"What?"
"The jewel. Press it for about three seconds."
Riley swallowed, going somewhat fluttery as she reached for Hailey's plug. She'd touched other people's plugs on occasion. While they were wearing them, even. It happened. This felt different to her, and she didn't quite know why.
There was a border around the edge of Hailey's jewel, where the base of the plug was wider than the gem. When Riley pressed in the middle, the jewel clicked in just a bit, enough to be noticeable. Nothing happened, but after a few seconds, a whirring noise started up and Riley yanked her hand back from the sudden vibrations as though it had gone hot.
Riley flushed deeper red, embarrassed at her reaction. Hailey didn't seem to pay it any mind, though.
"See?" Hailey said.
"I do," Riley mumbled, still staring at her ass. She was bizarrely transfixed.
Hailey casually reached down and pressed her button again. The whirring grew louder.
"It's got different settings and everything," Hailey explained. "Different speeds, but also it's got patterns."
She pressed her plug a couple times, and Riley got what she meant when the sound started going on and off in a controlled rhythm.
"That's pretty fucking cool," Riley said.
"Isn't it?"
"So is. Do you actually turn it on while you're wearing it?"
"Of course. What's the point otherwise?"
"Uh, yeah. True."
"Obviously I don't have it on most of the time. The noise isn't so bad when there's people around, but in class when it gets quiet or something, you're be surprised how obvious it is."
Riley's eyes widened. "In class?"
"Well... the thing about it is, right, that sometimes if you don't pay attention, you can kinda turn it on accidentally just by sitting the wrong way. And then to turn it off without actually sticking your hand down the back of your pants, not the easiest."
"Oh wow. That sounds crazy."
Hailey grinned, flushing just slightly pink. "Not that crazy."
"No way. Definitely crazy. You get in trouble for it or anything?"
"I've been lucky. I always keep covered up in class."
"Well of course."
"And I think mostly people think it's a phone on vibrate. Teachers do, anyway. Some of the people next to me... some of them have definitely caught on."
"Damn. That's insane."
"Glad you think so."
A sudden flurry of activity at one end of the hall caught both girls' attention. Everyone displaying butt jewelry was pulling their pants up. Neither Riley or Hailey hesitated to do the same. A moment later, Mr. Simmons walked by. He didn't catch anyone with their pants down, in a literal sense or otherwise, and didn't seem to be trying too hard either.
Like many teachers, he didn't bother getting as worked up about the new trend as he might have when it started. Some of them had been fiercely annoyed by the new fashion trend, but it was a hard one to catch anyone out on, since they could always just pull their pants up and pretend nothing was amiss.
Most everyone who'd adjusted their cover went right back to showing their butts again when the danger was past, Riley and Hailey included.
Hailey pressed her plug and held it for a few seconds, turning it off. It was only then that Riley realized it had still be running as a teacher walked by.
"I need to get one of those," Riley blurted before she'd actually decided it was a good idea to say aloud.
Hailey looked curious and impressed. "Yeah? You'd wear one?"
"I think so. I mean, it looks cool and kinda fun. And I mean, gotta keep ahead of everyone else, right?"
Hailey glanced around as she turned back so she was fully facing Riley. Riley was disappointed not to get to see her butt anymore. To kind of a weird degree, actually. She wasn't sure what was with that. She'd seen the plug. That had been the main goal.
"Almost getting popular, isn't it?" Hailey said. "Even the boys are starting to get into it. I wasn't sure they would, really, except for a special few."
"Most of 'em still just like looking."
"Can't blame them for that, I s'pose."
Riley felt an inexplicable little flutter in her tummy. "You think?"
Hailey grinned. "Don't tell me you don't like looking. Everyone does. Mostly everyone."
"Oh. Well yeah. Sure."
"You're fascinating, you know."
"I am?"
"Yep. I think you must be one of the bravest girls in school, but the way you get flustered so easily I can't quite figure out what's going on there."
Riley squirmed. "Usually I got Jen with me. She makes me braver."
Hailey arched an eyebrow. "Oh?"
"You know. Best friends for forever, basically. Everything's easier with her around."
"Just friends?"
"Um... what?"
"Nothing."
"No, what did you-"
"So listen, I gotta get to class, obviously. You really want a plug like mine?"
Riley really did. She'd wanted one anyway, but the way Hailey asked made her bizarrely interested specifically in matching with her. "I do."
"Cool. I'll bring you one. Maybe tomorrow if I remember."
"You will?"
"Sure. It'd be nice having someone else doing the vibrating thing. As far as I know it's just me so far."
Riley's tummy fluttered again. "So it'd be just us, then."
Hailey smiled wide. "Fun, right?"
"Um... so you want me to pay you back when you bring it or-"
"Nah. I got a source. Don't worry about it. Just gotta let me see you wear it, obviously." Hailey's smile became almost suggestive. "Maybe I could help you put it in, even." She winked, then slowly turned and walked away.
Riley stood right where she was, both because she was confused and wasn't sure what had just happened, and because she couldn't take her eyes off Hailey's ass. As she watched, Hailey reached back and pressed her plug, presumably turning it on, though she was too far away to be sure.
Riley was still a bit dazed when she rejoined Jen.
"So?" Jen prompted.
"Hm?"
"Is it a vibrator?"
"Oh. That. Yeah, it is."
"Cool. Seemed like you talked about it kind of a lot."
"That and other stuff."
"Yeah?"
"Well mostly just about plugs, I guess. I think... I think she's gonna bring me one. Like hers."
Jen looked impressed. "Wow, really? How'd you swing that?"
"I... didn't really do anything. She said she just wanted someone else to wear one. I don't think that's really the reason, but I don't know what is."
Jen tilted her head and seemed about to say something, but the bell rang before she could. "Catch you at lunch?" she said instead.
"Definitely." Riley took a deep breath and prepared to face her morning classes. "I'll probably wanna hang after school too, the way this day's going."
"Yeah yeah, of course. No one's home at my place until this evening."
"Cool."
****
Riley was distracted all day. Classes were sometimes a place for games of showing off some more, even just pulling her bottoms down some while in her seat, enough to show a little shine from her bum.
She wasn't the only one, either. It wasn't really a surprise these days to see one or two shiny plugs showing for most of a period, if one wanted to look. Riley had even seen some games of letting others touch the plug a bit while class was happening, though she didn't really get into that sort of thing.



One of her classes was with Hailey. Riley had the urge to go sit by her, but it was unfortunately one of the classes with assigned seating. Hailey smiled at her before the lesson started, and Riley caught that she was still sneakily showing off her plug a bit. Both the smile and the exhibitionism distracted her more than ever.
It made Riley's heart beat faster to lean forward and tug her pants down. As far apart as they were, it took Hailey some time to notice, but when she did it made Riley all happy and warm to get another wide grin for her effort. She kind of wished she could get away with more than that during class, but that was about her limit.
It was a massive relief to get out of school that afternoon, and subsequently get to Jen's house.
Riley sighed with relief as she was finally able to strip off her leggings and panties entirely. Jen was only slightly slower to do the same.
"Damn, dude, my panties are soaked from today," Riley said.
"Yeah? Fun day was it?"
"I don't even know! Just... confusing. Or something.
"Doesn't seem like your pussy's that confused."
Riley rolled her eyes. "Ha ha," she said with no trace of amusement.
Riley followed Jen as the girls walked totally bottomless to the kitchen for snacks. She was basically just as comfortable in Jen's house as her own, and did her own foraging right alongside her friend.
Despite initially thinking she was hungry, Riley didn't eat much. She wandered away before too long and went back to Jen's room, making herself comfy on the bed. Jen joined her only a moment later. By then, Riley had already spread her legs a bit and started playing with her crazily soaked pussy.
Jen still had a half a cookie in her hand and sat cross legged on the bed with Riley while she finished eating it. She brushed a few crumbs away when she was done, then rearranged herself and casually reached down to masturbate too.
"I think I really needed this today," Riley said, eyes half closed in pleasurable relief.
"I need it basically everyday," Jen said.
"Yeah, me too. More that usual, I mean."
"Mmhm. You even look super horny."
"I do?"
"Yeah. Pretty wet down there. And kinda... puffy? Almost?"
"Sure. I guess."
"I know you're gonna try and avoid it, but seriously, what did it for you?"
"Who says I'm avoiding it?"
"That right there was a deflection."
"Wasn't."
"And that."
Riley sighed. "Fine. Can I at least get off before you interrogate me?"
"You can try. I don't know if I'm that restrained, though."
"No, you probably aren't."
Riley slowed down and stopped working quite so deliberately toward orgasm. She kept fingering herself though. Just a little constant stimulation to take the edge off.
"I think you're right," Riley said. "It's still not quite clear in my head, but I think there is something. I haven't quite worked it out yet though."
"So bounce it off me," Jen said, casually playing with herself very similarly to Riley. "That's what I'm here for."
"Oh god. This is gonna sound... weird. Or dumb."
"Doubt it."
"You don't know what it is yet."
"Strangely, I might have an idea."
"For real?"
"I might. Maybe you'll surprise me."
"Ugh, I don't wanna say it."
"You better. You can't leave me hanging now."
"Promise you won't think it's bad?"
"That's a weird thing to make me promise, Ri. You know I can't help what I think. But also, what could you even say that I wouldn't accept, hm?"
Riley flushed. What she wanted to say was made somewhat more uncomfortable by her fingering herself while she said it. She had to reluctantly pull her hand away from her pussy and rest it on her leg.
"I think I might have a bit of a crush," Riley said, not quite looking at Jen.
"Oh. Good!"
"On... Hailey."
"Nice!"
"Nice?"
"Well I already said good."
"Hailey's a girl, Jen."
"Yes, I'd actually picked up on that, thanks."
"But... but I don't like girls."
Jen wrinkled her nose. "No, Ri," she said gently. "You don't like boys."
"What?"
"You've never liked a boy."
"I have!" Riley hesitated. "Haven't I?"
"You've certainly never told me about any. And you tell me everything."
Riley leaned back and tried to think. "Oh. Oh wow. Fuck. Shit."
"Shit and fuck," Jen agreed empathetically. She too stopped masturbating for the sake of the conversation.
"I've never liked a boy?"
"Probably not, no."
"But... but girls... but I'm... am I... do I..."
"Shhh, you don't have to work it all out right now."
Jen crawled over, her jeweled plug catching the light and sparkling beautifully for a moment before she sat back down right next to Riley. She put an arm around her friend and just held her.
"I don't even hardly know Hailey," Riley mumbled.
"That often happens with crushes."
"I mean I know her some."
"She's possibly the first public butt jewelry wearer," Jen pointed out. "That's enough to intrigue anyone."
"I guess."
"And she's cute."
Riley felt her cheeks warm. "Oh god, she is, isn't she?"
"Mmhm. I mean, not my type, but she definitely is."
"You still like boys, I suppose?"
"They're very nice to look at, yes."
Riley covered her face with her hands for a moment. Jen pulled her closer and snuggled with her, sharing warmth and reassurance as best as she could.
"I was staring at her butt!" Riley moaned. "I couldn't figure out why."
Jen giggled. "Butts are great. Don't fight it. We're living in a golden age of checking out your crush's backside. If you happen to have the right crush. Which, let's be real, we both kinda seem to."
"Why are you so calm about this?"
"Because, my darling, I'm not the one having a world-shattering revelation."
"I guess that's fair."
Jen held Riley with both arms, gently rocking and soothing her.
"Jen?" Riley asked cautiously.
"Hm?"
"Does this mean... do we have to not, like, see each other with our clothes off anymore? Can we not relax after school like this?"
"Why the hell would it mean that?"
"'Cause... 'cause if I like girls..." Riley took a deep breath, but still felt a little choked. "I never quite understood why it seemed easier masturbating with you. More fun. But it, uh, kinda makes sense now. And I don't want to put you in that position."
"Oh, Ri. You're still crushing on Hailey, yeah? Not me?"
"Pretty sure. But... I think I might like looking at you. Sometimes."
"I'm nice to look at. That's no one's fault."
"I'm being serious."
"I know." Jen pulled Riley's chin up, forcing her to make eye contact. "And seriously, I don't want anything to change. Nothing, ok?"
"I changed."
"No you didn't. You're the same girl you were half an hour ago. Same girl you've always been."
"I might look at you differently."
"So? Bish, I've checked you out just as often as you've looked at me. It doesn't mean anything. It's not bad or a big deal or anything, right? Never bothered either of us, did it?"
"Well, no, but-"
"Do you think you're going to start feeling uncontrollable urges to do things with me?"
"No!"
"Do you think I think you will?"
"... probably not?"
"Ok then. Are you going to stop being silly?"
"... not yet."
"Do you want me to keep holding you for a while?"
Riley nodded and cuddled a little deeper into Jen's grasp. "Yes please."
Jen kept holding Riley, sometimes rocking her or stroking her hair. Eventually they both got uncomfortable holding their positions and had to shift. When Jen started rubbing Riley's back, it lured Riley into lying down on her tummy and relax into the soothing touch of her best friend's hand up and down between shoulder blades and butt.
"Rather perversely," Jen said, "I kinda want to grab your ass now. I think it'd probably make things a bit awkward, but I really want to do it."
"Like how?"
"I dunno. Big ol' handfuls I guess. Maybe smack it a bit."
Riley giggled. "You're crazy."
"I dunno. It's a nice butt. The gleam of your plug really catches the eye, too. Keeps drawing me down."
"Thanks. But you better not. I'm only a brand new lesbian. You might make me fall for you immediately."
"Does that work?"
"It might. I'm very vulnerable right now."
Jen kept rubbing quietly for long enough that Riley thought she was going to drop it. Then, with no further warning, Jen did in fact grab Riley's ass with both hands, giving firm squeezes. She then quickly alternated smacking each cheek in rapid succession like a drum roll.
Riley squealed and started kicking. When Jen didn't stop, Riley rolled over and aimed her kicks for actual effect, catching Jen in the tummy. Jen laughed and fell over, miming dead for a moment before propping herself up on her arms.
"How was that then?" Jen asked. "You really want to kiss me so very badly now, don't you?"
Riley's eyes glinted madly. "You're in trouble now," she confirmed, then launched herself at Jen.
Jen didn't have time to roll away, Riley was already on her. She laughed and barely managed to hold Riley back from trying to put big, play-acting kisses all over her face.
The girls tired themselves with wrestling each other and fell apart, bare legs still slightly tangled as they lay panting softly.
"I love the fuck out of you, you know that?" Riley said.
Jen grinned and punched Riley lightly on the arm. "You're my bish."
"Yeah I am." Riley groaned and sat up. "Weirdly, I'm not even sure if I'm still horny or not."
"Guess I shoulda rubbed your face in my boobies some more or something, huh?"
"Oh shush."
"You should still have a cum. Get it out of your system."
"Would that be weird right after, like rolling around on your bed with you?"
Jen grinned, already reaching for her pussy. "It got me kinda worked up, even," she said softly.
"Oh goddd, no it didn't. You were just already horny."
"And you're not?"
Riley bit her lip, then slowly reached for her clit. "Maybe a little." Her bare leg remained draped over Jen's as she started rubbing herself. "Not 'cause of you though."
"Maybe a little 'cause of me?"
"Does your ego demand it?"
"Yes."
"Then sure. Yeah."
"Good." Jen relaxed, let her eyelids droop, and just rubbed herself. She reached down with her other hand and fingered her butt plug some. "Staying for supper?"
Riley hesitated but kept her fingers moving. "You won't tell your family or anything, will you? About me? Not that I don't want them to know, but maybe not yet?"
"Nah, Ri. That's up to you. Not my call."
"Thanks, Jen."
****
Riley ended up spending the night. It was a common enough thing not to attract the slightest attention from either family.
She was a little hesitant about sleeping in bed with Jen, but she wasn't given a choice in the matter. Jen noted her hesitation and yanked her into bed, trapping her under the covers before she could react.
"Do you want some cuddles?" Jen asked.
"... is it weird if I say yes?"
"It's weird if you don't."
Riley accepted some light cuddles, then rolled around so Jen could spoon her from behind. While Riley still wasn't quite caught up to big revelation of the day, she trusted that Jen wouldn't let herself be caught in anything she wasn't comfortable with, particularly if she was initiating.
The cuddles didn't last all night by any means. Jen rolled away before falling asleep, and by morning both girls were sprawled and only touching accidentally.
In the morning light, and with a surprisingly decent night of sleep in her, Riley felt perkier than the evening before. She smiled at Jen's sleeping face before waking her up, then went about her morning as usual.
When the girls helped each other lube up and insert their butt plugs for the day, it didn't even occur to Riley until afterward to think twice about it. It felt kind of nice that she hadn't lost all that lovely platonic intimacy that she and Jen shared.
Riley started to get nervous as they were headed to school. Things remaining perfect between her and Jen was great, but she'd have to deal with what, if anything, she felt about Hailey. She'd been confused yesterday, and it was that much worse today. Now that she had a for real crush on a girl and all.
"You think there's any chance Hailey kinda maybe likes me back?" Riley asked Jen.
"Well-"
"It'd be easier if she didn't, in a way."
"I think-"
"But what if she did? I kinda want her to."
"You could-"
"What would I do though? Would I ask her out? Oh god, could I even? I don't know if I could."
"She-"
"I'm probably not even really crushing. I just think I am. It's just 'cause she's cute, that's all. And I'm new to this. Liking girls. It's a new thing."
"It's not-"
"And she's so brave, though. With plugs and stuff. And I kinda like how she smiles at me."
"..."
"And there's this, like, funny kind of feeling in my tummy when she's around. At least yesterday. Has it always been there? Have I just not noticed?"
"..."
"She's just easy to talk to. Have you noticed that? Or is that just me? Maybe it's just 'cause I like her."
"..."
"Oh wow, I do like her, huh? Maybe I really do. Is that crazy? We've never really been friends, not exactly, but maybe we don't need to be."
"..."
"Or what if it's the mystery of her? Is that a thing? Do I just like that I don't know that much? Probably not. She's not exactly a mysterious stranger, huh? We've been classmates for a while. We talk some. Not like I don't know her at all."
"..."
"I don't know, I'll have to see what happens." Riley took a deep breath and nodded to herself. She reached over and squeezed Jen's hand. "Thanks for talking that through with me. I feel better."
"Oh sure. Anytime."
The girls didn't spend their time before class posing at their lockers, as was their usual wont. They only briefly stopped there, adjusted their pants for optimal jewelry display, then headed straight for Hailey's locker.
Riley was a little disappointed that Hailey wasn't there yet, but when she turned around she found that Hailey was right behind her, smiling impishly.
"Hey there," Hailey said. "I was gonna catch you at your locker, but then I saw you headed over here. And really, who can resist following behind two such pretty, well decorated butts."
Jen winked and blew an exaggerated kiss, half turned to wiggle her bum at Hailey, then settled down.
Riley appreciated Jen's levity, since she was feeling somewhat on edge. Happy to have Hailey checking her out, happy to be talking to her again, but definitely unsure of herself.
"Hey," Riley said sheepishly, doing her best to appear normal, but quite succeeding.
"You brought a friend," Hailey said, nodding at Jen.
"I'm her security blanket," Jen replied chipperly. "I don't mean to intrude by any means, but Ri hasn't seemed interested in giving my hand back."
Riley realized that she had, in fact, been maintaining a death grip on Jen's hand this whole time. She jerked her hand away. That wasn't really a good start, showing up holding another girl's hand. She was pretty sure that wasn't the way one was meant to act around a crush.
Hailey only seemed amused though. Which wasn't necessarily a good thing, if it meant she had no interest in Riley at all.
"You don't have to be nervous," Hailey said.
"I'm not," Riley lied.
"You are," Hailey said.
"You definitely are," Jen added.
"Traitor," Riley muttered, only making Jen smile wider.
"If it's about the plug, yes I have it, and no it's not at all scary," Hailey said.
She reached into her bag and pulled out a box rather obviously containing a sex toy of some kind. There was a big picture of a butt plug on the front, in case there was any question exactly what kind of toy was contained within.
"Well don't show everyone," Riley squeaked.
Jen nudged Riley with her hip. "Dude, you're gonna be wearing it soon."
"That's different. No one pulls their plug out and waves it in the air, do they?"
"I mean, technically no."
Hailey shrugged and held the box in her arms, below breast level. Just subtly held it there. "We could always get it in you right away," she suggested. "If somehow people seeing it not in you is more embarrassing than in you."
"You guys both wanna make me sound insane, don't you?" Riley grumbled.
"Well you are still showing off your ass and plug to everyone," Jen said. "And you're all embarrassed 'cause Hailey's holding a box with a new butt plug in it. So..."
"Weren't you just telling me yesterday not about playing with plugs and stuff? Being all casual about it?"
"Sure was. So be casual."
"You two are kinda cute together, huh?" Hailey said.
Riley halfway wished she hadn't brought Jen. She was scared that it was really starting to look like they were a thing, and that was not at all the impression Riley wanted to give.
The only thing Riley could think to do was to try and find her bravery and act more decisive. She knew she could do it. She had before. Just because wearing her butt jewelry was normal for her now didn't mean that it had been so easy at that start. That had taken some uncommon confidence from her. Surely she had more of that.
Riley gently took the box from Hailey. "Ok, let's get it in me," she said, voice hardly even trembling.
"That's the spirit," Jen said cheerfully. "I kinda want to see how it works once it's in."
"You haven't seen one yet, huh?" Hailey said.
"Nope. Just heard about it from Ri. She seemed pretty excited, though."
"I'm not putting it in here," Riley said, half ignoring the other two. "Usually I don't have to worry about it at school. What would be easier, like, an empty class? A bathroom? Outside somewhere?"
"Probably a bathroom," Hailey said. "See if we can't find an empty one."
Riley nodded. "Ok."
Hailey took the box back from Riley just as delicately as it had been initially swiped from her. "Now, you did say that I could put it in for you."
Riley swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Her heart was beating way too loudly, and she almost moved a hand to cover it before realizing that probably wouldn't actually muffle the sound of it.
"I think you said that," Riley corrected.
"Oh. Yeah, you're probably right." Hailey held the box back to Riley.
Riley was all too conscious of Jen standing right next to her. She was of two minds, still wishing she hadn't brought Jen, and phenomenally glad she was there for moral support.
"But I could probably use a hand with it," Riley said, surprised at how confident her words sounded as she said them. "If you want to."
Hailey's smile was slow to return, but once she was sure about what Riley was saying, it practically gleamed. "I'd be happy to help."
"It was so nice of you to get it for me," Riley heard herself saying.
"Very thoughtful," Jen interjected with far too much amusement in her tone.
"And you have more experience with this kind of plug than I do," Riley finished.
It wasn't much of a reason, Riley knew. Except for possible size issues, butt plugs didn't really involve many differences as far as inserting them. Not the ones anyone at school wore, anyway. She'd seen online that there were some weird and even scary variations out there, though they tended not to have jeweled bases, which made them unsuitable as a school fashion option.
Flimsy as the excuse was, no one questioned it. Riley knew why she was accepting help from Hailey, as did Jen. It was unclear yet what Hailey was thinking, but Riley could only hope it was somewhat in line with her own thoughts on the matter. Hailey had, after all, suggested putting it in for Riley in the first place. She must have some kind of interest in doing it.
The three girls walked in a loose group, Hailey leading Riley and Jen. Riley kept sneaking peeks at Hailey's butt in between bouts of clenching her hands and trying not to throw up due to nerves.
Jen subtly slipped her hand into Riley's when she wasn't paying attention. When Riley glanced over at her, Jen gave her a reassuring smile and mouthed something Riley didn't catch, but assumed was supportive.



Once in the bathroom, Riley's anxiety leapt to a whole new and more urgent level. Hailey did a quick peruse, peering under stalls, and concluded they were alone for the moment.
Somehow, Riley composed herself before Hailey turned around, and even impressed herself with how calm she looked in the mirror. Just by looking, she wouldn't guess that she was all aflutter inside, so badly wanting what was about to happen, but terrified of it at the same time.
With Jen, things like this were easy. Casual intimacy was such a normal thing for them, and was just stuff they did as friends. With someone she actually really might like as more than friends-though that still wasn't totally clear-Riley didn't know what to feel.
"Now what?" Riley asked.
Hailey shrugged and opened up the box. "I only took this out last night to charge it and give it a bit of a clean. It's brand new other than that."
"That's, uh, good."
"Mmhm."
Riley noted Hailey fiddling with the butt plug, hesitating. It was actually tremendously helpful to see a touch of nerves in her as well. Riley didn't want to feel like she was the only one a bit out of her comfort zone.
Taking a deep breath, Riley pulled her leggings and panties down to her knees and bent over the sinks, leaning on her arms. She tried to strike a balance by sticking her ass out enough to be enticing, but not enough to be obvious or slutty about it.
"I guess you could put it in now," Riley said. "If you want."
"Yeah," Hailey said faintly. "Guess I could."
Riley's arms tensed up as Hailey knelt behind her. She had to concentrate on relaxing them, on breathing deeply and calmly. She wanted to keep track of Hailey in the mirror, but the angle wasn't good and only the top of Hailey's head was consistently visible. It was all the more nerve-wracking and exhilarating not to know exactly where Hailey was looking or what she was doing.
"Gotta take this out first," Hailey mumbled.
Riley gasped softly at feeling her butt plug move. She should have been expecting it, but she'd also never had anyone except herself or Jen even touch it, let alone try to pull it out. Physically it was nothing exceptional. Emotionally it was a whole new thing for her.
Jen picked a different mirror and pretended to check herself out in it. Riley knew it was only a ruse to look like she wasn't that interested in what was going on, and not a great one either, since she couldn't keep her eyes from gravitating toward the action.
"Your butthole's so tight," Hailey said, letting Riley's plug slip back in before it had quite made it to the widest part.
Riley flushed. "Just a regular one," she mumbled awkwardly.
"I dunno. It's just different from dealing with mine. I can feel everything usually. I can't with you."
"I mean, that'll kinda happen."
Hailey pulled on Riley's plug again, once again getting it to nearly the widest part before letting it go back. "Never seen this up close either."
"Never?" Riley asked, voice cracking even just on the single word.
"Nope. It's... kinda fun."
Jen was trying to hide a smile, but it was getting so damn big as she listened and watched. Riley wanted to throw something at her, but didn't have anything handy. Plus if Hailey hadn't noticed Jen's amusement, Riley didn't want to call attention to it.
Riley's arms trembled slightly. She hoped so fervently that she wasn't getting too obviously aroused or anything. She wanted to seem cool and in control, not like the nervous school girl with a crush that she was. But then, how many people had to deal with their first crush toying with their butthole up close and personal like this? It wasn't a fair scenario right from the start.
Before Riley had to decide how long she could let Hailey play with her, Hailey finally pulled the plug all the way free. Riley's bum was empty, rather unusual for this time of day. It felt like there was a piece of her missing just because of how used to it she was.
Worse still, Hailey now had an unobstructed view of her butthole. Riley usually didn't have consider what it looked like or what anyone would think. Now she was filled with concern over what Hailey thought of it, how closely she was looking, what she was going to do next. So many different considerations.
"That's cute," Hailey said.
Riley gripped the counter tighter and tried to keep her voice steady. "What?"
"There's just a tiny little gap there. Where I took the plug out." Hailey put a hand on Riley's ass cheek and spread her a bit more. "You didn't quite close up. But I think you're getting there. It was only for a moment."
Riley squirmed, wanting to close her legs, but also not wanting to give away how badly embarrassed and turned on she was. "I didn't know I did that."
"You definitely do," Jen said from the side, feigning indifference with less and less conviction. "Just a little gape there when your plug comes out."
"Oh my goddd," Riley whined. "Don't tell her that."
Hailey laughed, then kissed Riley just above the butthole so fast Riley didn't have time to react. "It's cute. Really. Don't be shy about it."
"It's hard not to be shy," Riley said honestly.
"Is it uncomfortable having me back here?" Hailey asked.
"I mean, kinda. But... you can keep going."
Riley's words hung in silence for a moment, making her feel vulnerable. Then Hailey ran a pair of fingers up and down over her asshole.
"Should get some more lube," Hailey said. "Don't want to hurt you."
At last Jen made herself useful and passed Hailey a small bottle of lube almost as soon as she'd asked for it. With that small gesture, Jen abandoned her pretense of not watching and fully turned to observe Hailey at work.
Riley felt Hailey's breath on her so close, so warm. She didn't think Hailey would actually, like, lick her or anything. She wouldn't, right? But she had stolen a quick kiss already. Who could say for sure?
Hailey rubbed some slippery fingers all around Riley's butthole, then pushed a single one inside. Riley's eyes rolled back and she struggled not to make any embarrassing noises.
"That ok?" Hailey asked.
Riley nodded, then realized Hailey probably wouldn't see the gesture. "Yeah. Yep. Good."
Hailey pulled her finger out, added more lube, then stuck her finger back in. She pressed a second finger with the first, and slowly pushed them both inside Riley's ass.
Riley knew she had to be visibly wet. She had to be. Maybe Hailey couldn't see, though. Couldn't see the effect she was having.
Or... did Riley want her to know? Would that be better?
This was so damn confusing. Riley didn't know what the hell to do.
Only, Hailey's fingers felt so good, all slippery and gently going in and out. And her warm breath. Her eyes that had to be watching from so close. Riley was a total fucking mess over it all.
Even Jen was transfixed. She had a hand down the front of her panties, rubbing just slowly, not all crazed and lost like Riley, but at least feeling the tension and arousal. It helped, weirdly enough.
"I'm gonna put the plug in," Hailey said breathily.
Riley nodded. "Ok. Bell's probably gonna ring soon."
"Oh yeah. That. Forgot about that." Hailey squeezed Riley's ass cheek with her hand that wasn't knuckle deep in Riley's tight bum, then reached for the new plug. "This one might be just a little bigger than your old one. It's close, though."
"I'm ready," Riley said.
"I'm gonna lube it up too for you. We might need to clean you up a little afterward. Might have used too much already."
"That's fine."
Riley squirmed again at the images her mind conjured of Hailey 'cleaning her up.' They weren't realistic images, not even necessarily things Riley knew she wanted, but in her horny state, they didn't meet much resistance from her.
Her eyes rolled back just at the thought of Hailey abandoning all sense of decorum or restraint and diving tongue first into her ass. That was so crazy. Having Hailey eat her ass out like that. Probably Hailey wouldn't even really want to do that. Probably.
But, Riley had to admit, her first thought and excuse had been Hailey's preferences. Not her own. If Hailey was so bold as to do something like that, Riley had a suspicion she wouldn't want to stop her.
That was so damn slutty of her. Way too slutty.
Or... was it? Butt plugs were all the rage right now. Why couldn't ass eating be cool too? For all Riley knew, it might be that she was just out of the loop.
But then, it really didn't have anything to do with anyone else. She had to admit to herself that it was really only her own mind that was throwing these ideas at her. Her, not some act of fashionable rebellion. And maybe... maybe that was ok. It was all so new, she just didn't know.
The tip of a plug pressing against her jolted Riley back to reality somewhat. Not a tongue, just a regular old butt plug. Well, not so regular maybe. Definitely not Hailey's tongue, though. Alas.
"You ok?" Hailey asked. "I didn't even push it much. You twitched pretty hard."
"Sorry. Just... nervous. I guess. In an excited way, I mean," Riley added hastily.
"You'll enjoy it. Trust me."
Riley felt a trickle of arousal down her thigh. "I'm sure I will," she mumbled to herself.
Hailey toyed with Riley again, as she had when taking the old plug out. She pushed it in almost to the widest part, then let it slide back, let Riley's butthole push it out.
Did Hailey know what she was doing? Or was she just stalling to have a longer turn playing with Riley's ass? Riley shivered and felt the urge to clench her legs again at the thought that either way was probably a promising sign.
It was such a tease, the slow in and out. Feeling her ass stretch out, then close up. Riley loved it, and she couldn't stand it. She wanted more, and she wanted to Hailey to just push it in already.
Hailey eventually had to finish up. It was already obvious to everyone present that she'd taken longer than necessary, but not so long that it required comment. Not if no one wanted to mention it aloud.
Riley bit her lip and held back a moan as her new butt plug popped past her outer ring and settled into place inside her. She didn't have long to adjust to it before Hailey pressed on it and made it start vibrating.
"There you go," Hailey said, giving both Riley's cheeks a squeeze before standing up. "All set up."
"Thanks," Riley said faintly.
She turned around unsteadily, then blushed and bent down to pull her bottoms up. Maybe Hailey wouldn't have noticed how wet she was in that brief moment, but Riley didn't think she could count on it. She felt more secure having herself somewhat covered again, anyway.
Hailey and Jen both fussed with Riley's pants at the back, getting her adjusted for optimal presentation of her new plug. Jen's grin was just a tad too smug and knowing for Riley's taste, but she couldn't say anything about it with Hailey there.
"That vibration is super distracting," Riley said, trying to fight the weakness in her legs. All she wanted to do was lean back and jam her fingers down the front of her panties. She wanted to cum so damn badly.
"Isn't it though?" Hailey said. "That's part of why you have to be careful about turning it on during class or something. That and the sound of it."
"How come yours isn't on?"
Hailey shrugged, gave a small, shy smile, and turned around. Riley looked down at Hailey's ass, chewed her lip a moment, then reached down and pressed Hailey's plug. She let it start vibrating too, then took it a step further and pressed again to turn it up to the next level.
"Ooh, hey, careful there. Gonna be time for class any minute now," Hailey said.
"You can turn it off again when you get there," Riley said.
"Yeah, but I'll be all... distracted."
"You're not already?"
"Well, kinda."
"Ri definitely is," Jen supplied helpfully. Her hand darted in and pressed Riley's plug, turning it up higher as well.
"Oh my god, Jen!" Riley squealed, turning away from her friend.
The movement only presented Riley's bum to Hailey, who pressed her plug again and turned it up to its highest vibration.
"Not fair!" Riley protested, swinging her hands behind her to try and guard her backside. "Ganging up on me."
Jen laughed and hugged Riley. "Only 'cause you're cute when you're like this."
"Like what?" Riley asked, only somewhat mollified by the hug.
"Embarrassed, horny, and trying to be cool for your crush," Jen whispered in her ear.
Riley blushed worse than ever, but at least Hailey wasn't watching. She was busy pressing Riley's plug more and settling on a pattern of alternating on and off vibrations for her.
It just wasn't fair at all. The bell rang before Riley could do anything else about her situation, not that she could do much anyway. She was horny as all fuck, her ass was vibrating in a way that kicked it into another gear, and her crush was toying with her ass like it wasn't any kind of thing. What was a girl even supposed to do?
"Better get going," Hailey said, reluctantly leaving Riley's butt alone with a soft, trailing caress of her fingertips as she pulled away.
The girls all marched out together, Riley flanked and somewhat guided by Jen and Hailey. Her legs didn't want to fully cooperate. She needed to turn off her plug, to regain some concentration, but she didn't want to do that while Hailey was right there. It'd make it seem like she couldn't handle her upgrade.
"See you guys later?" Hailey asked, though she only really looked at Riley.
Riley nodded. "Yeah, see you later."
"Cool."
Riley stood and watched Hailey head off. Hailey's butt swayed addictively, her plug shone where it caught the light. The faint vibrating sound of it was lost well before the gleam of reflected light.
Riley fumbled for Jen's hand and squeezed it tight when she found it.
"Doing ok there?" Jen asked, amusement thick in her question.
"Turn it off, please."
Jen pressed and held Riley's plug until it mercifully went still.
"Getting to you, was it?"
"Do you even know what it's like trying not to be turned on with that thing vibrating inside me?"
"Not so much. I don't think it was the only thing getting you though, huh?"
"How obvious was it?"
"Well... you looked pretty fucking soaked."
Riley groaned. "I was. Still am. Surprised I don't look like I pissed myself yet."
"Ha."
"Then that fucking plug just going and going. You know when you vibe yourself?"
"Sure."
"Imagine that but just, like, in you constantly, but no control over exactly what it's hitting. It's, like, not quite hitting the right spots, so it's a bit frustrating, but so close that it keeps you right on edge, and with the feeling that if you wiggle just right, you could probably make yourself cum."
"Oh wow. That sounds... intriguing."
"It's intriguing and delicious and hellacious all at once."
"Oh my."
Riley sighed and gave Jen's hand a last squeeze before releasing it. "Or maybe I'm just horny as fuck and making everything more than it is."
"You need to go cum?"
"No time. We're already late. Come on."
"I'd cover for you."
"I know, Jen. Thanks. I just need to get through today for a while. That's all. Maybe I can cum at lunch."
"I'm sure you can. I believe in you."
****
Riley didn't make it to lunch. She didn't even make it through first period. Luckily she didn't make a habit of abusing bathroom breaks, so when she asked to be excused she was given permission with only the barest raised eyebrow at how early in the school day it was. Jen caught Riley's eye as she made her way out, but Riley only shook her head fractionally at the unasked question.
Riley locked herself into a bathroom stall and dropped her pants, sighing with relief as she got her fingers busy. Rubbing her clit immediately gave her a feeling of well-being and an antidote to the insane arousal she was dealing with.
It would have been easy enough to cum just rubbing herself as usual. Riley had the plug in her butt to provide stimulation, and even without it she would have been maybe a few minutes from orgasm.
But there was certainly some time pressure. And, Riley had to admit, she was curious about what it would feel like with the plug running. She she turned it on.
Right away the vibrations in Riley's ass melded with the dance of her fingers on her clit. It was like they were connected directly. Every little touch was amplified and made more intense by the humming in her bum.
She settled on medium vibration, leaned back, and fingered herself silly chasing the elusive orgasm that she so desperately needed.
Hailey's face popped into Riley's head as she sat there with her eyes closed. That wasn't too much of a surprise, perhaps. Maybe it was to be expected, even. Riley didn't fight it. She thought of Hailey, thought of her watching, maybe even helping.
Riley's free hand dipped to her ass, found the edge of the plug, and toyed with it some. She was careful not to push on the middle where she might change the setting or turn it off. She pressed and wiggled it with no real goal or pattern in mind, only just the memory of Hailey teasing her to go on. The lingering feeling of a plug going in and out.
There was no way to quite replicate that exact experience. Riley was alone, and her plug was staying firmly inside her. But the exhilaration, the novelty, the physical thrill, those things she could chase.
With her eyes closed, her breathing quiet and shallow, Riley imagined Hailey there with her. Just watching. Watching Riley get herself off with lots of help from the butt plug Hailey had given her, and even inserted for her.
Hailey would watch, if she were there. Riley was sure of that. Maybe more than watch, but at least that much.
And Riley would cum right in front of her. Or for her.
For her? Did that make sense?
Riley couldn't even sort it out. The vibrating plug in her ass was driving her crazy. She found just the right spot, where it impossibly connected to her clit from within her butt, and rode her way to a beautiful, intense orgasm.
Thrills ran through her, from her pussy, her ass, and all the way up her body. Riley needed it so badly, and it was so damn good now that she had it.
She felt blissfully at one with the world afterward. Far too comfortable for her situation, really.
Her panties were still soaked, and cooler than her body temperature now. Riley swapped them out with the spare pair she kept with her. She'd learned her lesson from her time wearing butt jewelry. Some days... some days it didn't leave one looking proper and unmussed. Best to have a backup ready.
Only Jen looked at Riley askance when she returned. A single questioning moment of contact. Riley gave her back a small smile and enough of a nod to confirm. Jen nodded back, and that was the end of it.
****
Riley and Jen met up with Hailey at lunch in the cafeteria. The three of them shared a square, four person table, each their respective chairs so as to be able to show off their jewelry.
Riley and Hailey both turned their butt plugs on, just on the lowest setting. Enough to count, but not enough to be too loud or distracting while they talked.
"So how'd you like it?" Hailey asked. "All this morning and everything."
"The plug?"
"Yeah."
"It, uh..." Riley leaned in and lowered her voice. "It got me kinda horny."
Hailey giggled softly. "You too, huh?"
"It does the same to you?"
"It definitely does. Especially if there's something else going on. It's way more likely to get me going than a normal jewel."
Riley felt her cheeks warm as she felt the constant, low vibration in her ass. She could still feel Hailey's eyes on her from earlier, up close and personal with her butt. "I know what you mean."
Hailey glanced around, but other than the usual looks at their shiny, well-displayed butt jewelry, no one was paying them any undue attention. "This is kind of embarrassing to say, but at first break I kinda had to sneak away and... get myself off."



Riley chuckled softly in relief. "You think that's bad? I didn't even make it through first period."
"Ha, really?"
"Really."
"It's true," Jen added absently. "Asked to go to the bathroom and everything. Came back looking like- ow!"
Riley smiled angelically, like a girl who wouldn't kick her friend under the table. She accepted the return kick with barely a flinch. Hailey looked between the two of them, but just shrugged.
"What are you staring at anyway?" Hailey asked Jen.
"Oh that?" Riley said. She flicked her eyes off in the direction of Jen's eyeline, a few tables behind Hailey. "She's making eyes at Logan."
Jen had already zoned out again even after their under-the-table foot scuffle. "Hm?"
"Nothing, Jen," Riley said.
Hailey turned around, just for a moment, and got a look. "Oh. Logan. Sure. He wears a jewel these days, huh?"
"Yup."
"Wears it nicely," Jen added, just dreamily enough to be amusing.
"You just like his ass," Riley said.
"You're not wrong. It's... very nice."
"For a guy," Hailey said.
Riley perked up a little. "Don't like guys' butts?"
"Well... not as good as girls' butts, are they? On average."
"Disagree," Jen said.
"She said on average," Riley said. "Not disparaging your boy over there."
"Oh. Then... probably, yeah." Jen settled her cheek in her hand as she continued to stare wistfully into the near-distance.
Riley nudged Jen. "Would you just go over and ask him out or something. You're gonna drive yourself crazy. Or more likely, drive me crazy."
"He's got his friends with him."
"So? You want me to come with? I'll wing girl you, you know I will."
"We'll both go," Hailey volunteered. "Almost even numbers."
"Nah." Jen pushed herself to her feet. "You're right, though, I should go talk to him. He's not coming over here by the look of it."
"Well we're very intimidating," Riley said. "You can't just approach this level of social elite all clustered together."
Jen rolled her eyes. "That's probably it alright."
Jen shook her head gently, put a small, confident smile on, pulled her shoulders back, then started marching away.
"She's really gonna do it?" Hailey asked curiously.
"Probably. Not sure how much of a thing she's really got for this guy, but I guess it's at least something."
"Sure. But, like, not even waiting 'til he's alone or something? Or wasn't he looking at her too?"
"He totally was. They were all eye-smooching over here. Or whatever a couple steps down from eye-fucking is."
"But she-"
"Jen doesn't always want to wait once she makes up her mind."
"Is that what she was doing? Making up her mind?"
"Partly, probably. I egg her on a bit too."
"I noticed that."
Riley glanced over at Jen, ready to head over quickly if it looked like she needed backup. Jen had worked some of her minor magic, though, and she and Logan had somehow already moved off on their own a little ways, apparently discussing something fairly intently.
Even as Riley watched, the two cute little flirters each did half-turns, one at a time, either showing off or discussing their respective butt jewels. Or both.
"Yeah, she'll be fine," Riley said. "I should know better to start with. I thought Logan was getting all this other attention and she had to move fast, but she just wanted to play it cool or whatever. Though I guess that wore off." Riley shrugged. "Either way, she definitely seems to know boys way better than me."
Hailey arched an eyebrow. "Oh?"
Riley flushed, wondering if she'd just said a little too much. But then, she couldn't just dance around things forever. "Maybe she just knows people better than I do," Riley covered lamely, swearing at herself even as she did it.
"Oh."
"She definitely knew something about me already that I only just figured out," Riley said. "Just for instance."
Hailey tilted her head, interest piqued. "Oh?"
"Please stop saying that."
"Sorry. What was the thing?"
"It, uh, I don't know if I'm ready to say."
"And yet you brought it up."
"I feel like my conversation skills aren't quite all there today, if that's any explanation."
"I guess that's fair. I mean, new plug. Very distracting."
"Oh my god, so distracting!" Riley squirmed around in her seat, unsure if she wanted to somehow get more or less stimulation from the plug whirring happily away in her ass.
"Are you... getting horny again?"
Riley chewed her lip, but as she met Hailey's eyes and felt a thrill run through her, she knew she didn't want to lie. "Yeah."
"Good. Me too. Being naughty's fine, but being naughty with someone, it's better, I think."
"Me too."
Hailey leaned in close. Riley matched her posture, enjoying the small intimacy of their position.
"I almost don't dare ask."
Riley's heart beat a little faster. "Yes?"
"What did you think of this morning? That was... kinda naughty. Kinda bad."
Riley's ass clenched around her plug. Her clit throbbed in her backup panties that were well on their way to being just as soaked and useless as her first pair. "I really liked it," she admitted softly.
Hailey's brow relaxed some and her eyes brightened. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. What about you?"
"It was pretty great. I've never, uh, really done anything with another girl's butt like that before." Hailey blushed. "You probably have way more experience than me with that stuff. I didn't think you'd actually, like, go along with me 'helping' you. But it was like no big thing for you."
"Are you even shitting me?" Riley squeaked in a rather undignified tone. "I was so fucking nervous!"
"Were you? I didn't notice that." Hailey looked away for a moment. "Then again, I was distracted."
"By my butt?"
"Mmhm."
The girls giggled together softly, conspiratorially, releasing tension.
"Did you not see how wet I was?" Riley asked.
"Well... I might have noticed. Horny's not the same as nervous, though. And I was mostly all busy trying to figure out exactly what was doing it for you. Just the plug, or... something else."
Riley took a deep breath, doing her best to maintain eye contact. "Both. The plug and... and the something else."
Hailey went bright pink. Riley felt herself match nearly the same shade. What a fucking pair they must make if anyone looked at the two of them.
"Good to know," Hailey said quietly.
Jen slipped back into her seat. "What's up with you two?"
"Nothin'," Riley said, coughing to clear her throat. "How'd your little flirt session go?"
"Very well, thanks. How'd yours go?"
Riley looked at Hailey, who smiled shyly back. It was tempting to deny any flirting, or to deflect somehow. It hadn't really been flirting anyway. But maybe it was better in some ways. Riley was at least pretty sure she wasn't totally fooling herself about how Hailey felt.
"Very well also," Riley said.
"Oh good." Jen beamed. "Me and Logan are gonna hang after school."
"Hey, there ya go. Got him right where you want him."
"Well, not quite. Not yet. But it's looking good."
"Cool cool."
"You guys wanna come?"
"What, and ruin your date?"
"It's not a date. Just hanging."
"Alone. Together. When you both wanna jump each other."
"Sounds kinda datey when she says it like that," Hailey said.
"I'm hoping for some dating to come of it," Jen admitted. "But it's not officially a date or anything yet."
"Want me to yell at him?" Riley asked. "Tell him to take you out properly? He can hear me from here if I really-"
"I obviously don't want you to yell across the cafeteria. And I don't want you to talk to him about it subtly either. I've got this. It's all going smooth."
"Oh good."
"You know, for claiming to want to be my wing girl, you sure don't take the job overly seriously."
"You never give me a chance to learn, do you? Being all independent and shit. Never get to develop my skills. You just flounce off and talk to boys by yourself like some sort of well-adjusted human being."
"Well I have to do something to leave you and Hailey alone, don't I? I'm probably gonna start needing more excuses, unless you two start sneaking away by yourselves. Which I can't really count on."
Riley flushed and looked at Hailey who seemed just as flustered by Jen's statement. "You're gonna say stuff like that, I really will yell at Logan across the room."
"Fair point."
Hailey stood up. "I gotta get some stuff ready. I'll, uh, see you before I go home today?"
Riley nodded. "Sure thing."
Riley followed Hailey with her eyes, taking in the delightful sway of her hips. Hailey looked back once, only briefly, but enough for her to confirm she had Riley's attention as she left.
"Fuuuccck I could stare at her ass all day," Riley groaned, leaning forward and resting her head on her arms.
"Why sound so put upon? Sounds like a great thing. She'd probably enjoy it."
Riley swatted half-heartedly at Jen. "Would you cut it out? We're still, like, feeling things out a bit. I don't even know if she'd, like, want a girlfriend or anything like that. Let alone if she'd want me."
"You don't know?"
"No. Of course I don't. I know she's interested to some degree. But that's about it. And I don't even know what part she's interested in."
"I know what part."
"That's not-"
"Your butt."
Riley lifted her head just for the chance to roll her eyes at Jen. "That's not what I meant and you know it. Like, does she actually kinda like me? Or is she, like, just interested physically? Or is it only a curiousity thing?"
"So ask. You want me to yell the question at her down the hall when we see her next?"
"Shut up. I deserve that, but shush all the same."
"Roger."
"I'll ask her."
"Today?"
"Maybe. Probably not, but maybe. It's all still new. You don't gotta rush it."
"But it's so cute! I just wanna see you all kissy and lovey and touching each other's butts more."
Riley snorted, a crooked smile breaking out on her lips. "You idiot."
"And you know I want you to be happy and shit, obviously."
"Yeah, I know. But seriously, don't rush it. You're embarrassing even me, let alone what Hailey thinks, and she doesn't love you like I do. I don't want you scaring her off."
"She's like the bravest kid in school. Who's scaring her?"
Riley's smile changed to something smaller but warmer. That was how people saw her. Even how Riley had seen her. But there was more there, deeper stuff. Hailey had fears and anxieties and stuff. Riley was starting to get a sense of some of them. "I think I could scare her," she said softly.
"Hm?"
"Feelings are scary, Jen. Even to the bravest of us."
"I don't know about that."
"Well... maybe if you start getting all close with Logan, maybe you'll see."
"Who says I will? It's just testing. Just for fun for now. Might not even like him that much when I get to know him. Who knows."
"I said 'if', didn't I?"
"Yeah, you did. That's true." Jen shrugged. "Anyway, not my fault you decided to go and get all crushy before asking someone out. Only makes it harder, I think."
"Oh my god. You know I didn't have a choice about that."
"Just saying."
"Uh huh." Riley fidgeted a bit, then reached back and turned off her plug. She'd halfway forgotten about it, gotten used to the low vibes running through her ass, but it was helpful to have it turned off all the same. "So you're busy after school, huh?"
"Yep. Unless you need me. I can postpone on Logan if you need me to."
"No way. You do your thing."
"You sure?"
"Yeah. Just... wondering if it's too soon to ask Hailey to do something this afternoon."
"Dude, of course ask her."
"You think?"
"Yeah, Ri. The sooner you figure out if there's actually something there, the better. Asking her out's the best way."
"Well I wasn't gonna ask her out. Just... to do something."
"Oh. Like what?"
"Don't know. Haven't got that far."
"Well still, go for it."
"I just might."
****
The way Hailey smiled at her just wasn't fair. Riley so badly wanted to kiss her, do something with those teasing lips.
Wouldn't that be something. To just start making out with her right there. That'd get an answer of some kind, anyway, either enthusiastic response, or definite refusal. Or, god forbid, ambivalence and uncertainty, made worse by Riley pushing too fast.
Fuck this stuff was complicated.
"Jen's off with Logan, then?" Hailey asked as she finished putting stuff in her locker and closed it up.
Riley nodded, settling into her show-off lean right next to Hailey, hips cocked for jewelry display. "Yep. Just me."
"Cool. How you doing with that plug?"
"Good, I guess. Had to, uh, take care of myself again since lunch."
Hailey grinned. "The vibes do it for you, huh?"
"Kinda. Just, like, being all in my butt and stuff. Do you ever feel like... like it's connected kinda..."
"Connected? To what?"
"Well, when you wanna get off..."
"Oh, like almost connected to your clit somehow?"
"Uh, yeah. Something like that. Is that dumb?"
"No. I know what you mean."
"Oh good. 'Cause yeah, those vibrations can really take me places. My other plug, it could hit the spot sometimes. But this one... it's a whole other thing."
"Don't I know it. When I get home..." Hailey trailed off, a rising pink tinge to her cheeks. "Well, you know."
Riley's heart beat faster. She swallowed, trying to steel herself. "This might be way too presumptuous of me..."
"I doubt it, somehow," Hailey said softly.
"You don't know what I was gonna say."
"I doubt it's too presumptuous. Whatever it is."
"Oh. Well, all it was... fuck, no, I can't even say it now. It's too embarrassing."
Hailey reached over and took Riley's hand. Both of them were trembling just a little with all the pent up nerves. "Promise it's ok. I won't mind you asking, at least."
"Fuck. Ok. Do you wanna go somewhere and... and take the edge off? Together?"
"Like..."
"Like I usually need to masturbate after school," Riley blurted, pulse racing. With Hailey's hand on hers, and her reactions so far, Riley felt like she'd be ok, in spite of being on emotional thin ice. "Do you wanna do it with me?"
"That's..." Hailey broke off giggling maniacally. "Oh my god, that's a hell of a first date."
"Only if you say yes. Plus, you know, bearing in mind that you did play with my ass this morning already."
"Shit, yeah, ok, yeah."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean, it's a lot, but oh my god I really want to." Hailey's eyes were impish. "And you're right, I totally played with your butt this morning. And for real, it was kind of the best. I can't believe you let me do it."
"I can't believe you kept ass fucking me with those butt plugs instead of just swapping them!"
"I was waiting for you to say something. Anything. Or Jen, even. She saw too. That whole time, you never even grunted like you wanted me to stop or anything."
"'Cause I didn't want you to stop."
"Kinda hoped that's what it was."
Hailey's eyelids feel slightly, her bottom lip caught between her teeth.
"Don't look at me like that," Riley said softly.
"What? Why?"
"'Cause it was hard enough not to kiss you as it was."
Hailey's eyes flew open again, staring wildly at Riley. "Oh wow."
"Too forward?"
"No. A good amount, I think. Just... I'm maybe not ready in front of people just yet."
"No. Me either. So don't look at me like that. And that smile. Stop it. Cut it out!"
"Can't help it."
"Then we better get moving."
Riley started moving, dragging Hailey away with her. They moved somewhat out of synch at first, but then fell into step with each other, side by side, holding hands.
It was different holding Hailey's hand compared to Jen's, who Riley had much more experience with. With Jen it was all platonic love and knowing each other as deep as any could. With Hailey it was exciting, new, promising, and still a little uncertain as to what it all meant.
But that uncertainty was fading. At least Riley's fear of it was. They were holding hands! Hailey wanted to kiss! Or at least she wasn't upset by the idea, provided it wasn't so public. And they were going to go masturbate together!
Like, holy shit, this was so much easier when Riley stopped being afraid and just tried things. Jen knew her shit sometimes.
Riley's step caught, enough to make Hailey slow for half a step as well and toss Riley a worried look.
"You didn't just have second thoughts, did you?" Hailey asked. "We don't have to-"
"No! No. Not that. Seriously not that."
"Oh good."
"Just... I'm used to masturbating after school being easy. Simple. But... I don't know where we'd go, exactly. We could go to my house, but then there's my family, there's questions, you'd have to meet people, I... god, this might sound silly, but how do I introduce you?"
"Oh hell no, I get all that. Believe me."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean... you're right. What exactly are we? I sure don't know."
"Right? But I like it. Whatever it is."
"Me too. You, uh, wanna come to my place? It's just me and Mom. You might meet her, possibly, but she's cool, and it wouldn't be a whole thing."
"Yeah? You're ok with that?"
"I suggested it."
"Just checking." Riley squeezed Hailey's hand. "I'd love to come over. Never had a girl take me home on the first date."
"Or as the first date?"
"Definitely not that either."
****
Hailey drove Riley to her place. Her car was clearly second-hand, but it was nice enough.
Riley spent most of the drive slipped low in her seat, playing with her butt plug. She tried to only be a little distracting about it, or when they were at a stop light or something. Her battery ran low before they made it to Hailey's house, and Hailey only giggled when Riley pouted about it.
The house was empty when they arrived, which Riley was pretty happy about. She wanted some alone time with Hailey. And she especially was not ready for meeting Hailey's mom right now. Not as horny and distracted by other things as she was.
"I really need to get out of these panties," Riley said as she kicked off her sneakers.
Hailey looked at her. "Boy, this date's going even better than I thought."
Riley giggled. "Shut up. Not like that. They're just soaked, is all."
"Yeah. Good date. S'what I'm saying."
"Oh my goddd. Just... where's your room?"
Hailey grinned.
Riley rolled her eyes. "Yeah, still sounds like the date's going well. I know. I guess this is why people go for, like, coffee or whatever for dates."
"What fun's that, though?"
"Hard to say."
They hadn't moved very far into the house yet, still within sight of the entryway, which was technically kind of risky, considering Riley didn't really know the flow of the place and what the chances were of someone else intruding. She was feeling brave enough to ignore all that, and simply pulled her bottoms down right where she was.
Hailey was staring wide-eyed at Riley when she straightened up, leggings and panties in her hand, now naked between shirt and socks.
"It was getting uncomfortable," Riley said, as though further explanation were needed.
"Yeah, no, I get that," Hailey said faintly.
"We're gonna masturbate anyway, right?"
"Mmhm."
Riley shifted her weight. "Why are you staring so hard?"
"Is that a serious question?"
Riley flushed, shook her head, and let a bigger and bigger smile spread on her lips. She did a slow turn, letting Hailey get a better look at her bottomlessness. Hailey'd been up close and personal with her butthole already. It wasn't like this was any worse than that.
Hailey's eyes went hungry and she reached out, took Riley's hand, and dragged her away. Riley followed eagerly, anxious to see Hailey's room, and excited for what would happen there.
Rather wisely, Hailey took the time to shut the door behind them. By the time she did, Riley had already bounced onto Hailey's bed. Hailey was drawn as if in a trance, and Riley only belatedly closed her legs up a bit. Modesty wasn't really high on her priority list.



"I don't know if I can just take my pants off like that," Hailey said, hesitating by the edge of the bed.
"Why not?"
"'Cause you'll see."
"I want to see."
"It's embarrassing."
"How could you just start showing off your butt to everyone in school, and now all of a sudden you won't take your bottoms off when it's just me?"
Hailey shifted her weight from one foot to the other. "Partly it's different. Actually means something. Partly... jeez, I dunno, I was hoping you'd, like, do it for me or something, but I don't know how to trick you into it."
Riley grinned and scooted forward, right off the edge of the mattress. "Why would you think you have to trick me?"
Riley hooked her fingers in either side of Hailey's leggings and tugged them down. Her heart pounded, but she wasn't nervous. Just excited. Seeing and smelling Hailey's damp panties as they were exposed was such a visceral turn on for her, and only increased her interest in removing them.
"This isn't really a date, is it?" Hailey asked.
"Why would you say that?"
"I don't think this is what people do on dates. Let alone first dates."
Riley lifted one of Hailey's legs gently, slipping her foot out of her leggings while Hailey held her balance, then did the other side. "You're right. Doesn't have the feeling of a date. Never did. But... I really wanted to call it one. And I'm very happy we're on it. Whatever it is."
"You don't think we're, like, moving too fast?"
"Nope." Riley paused before pulling at Hailey's panties. "But if you want me to stop..."
"I don't want you to stop."
Riley looked up at Hailey as she pulled her panties down so very slowly. Hailey was nervous, for sure. Probably similar to how anxious Riley had been that morning with the butt plug change. Now it was Hailey's turn to get that kind of attention.
Riley smiled up at Hailey, then tilted her head forward, coming nearly face to face with Hailey's shining wet pussy. Riley's leaned in and gave Hailey a kiss on the upper thigh, somewhere relatively innocent, if such a concept made sense with two horny, wet, bottomless girls who were already getting so close.
There was a soft moan from Hailey as Riley kissed her some more, still just gentle and tender, and nuzzled at her tummy. The smell of aroused pussy filled Riley's nose and made her so much more aware of her own insistent need.
They were supposed to be masturbating. Taking the edge off of the day. Satisfying their needs. But Riley was horny and not in a mood to remember exactly what they were meant to be doing.
Riley pressed on Hailey, urging her to turn. She did so slowly, and in steps not quite her own, in thrall to Riley's gentle, unuttered command.
Hailey's ass was all hers. Hers to do whatever she wanted to.
Maybe that was an exaggeration. Riley didn't much care about the reality of it. It had been a long time coming for her to realize that she might like girls, and that she could be so interested in Hailey in particular. The ass that had broken through to her was totally bared right in front of her, close enough to lick it without having to hardly move at all, if she wanted.
Riley grabbed it with both hands and squeezed with her fingers just enough to get a good sense of its firmness. It felt so amazing in her hands. Just holding and fondling. Spreading Hailey's cheeks to get an even better view of the jewel not so hidden in the middle.
"You know how amazing your butt is?" Riley murmured.
"What?"
"It made me realize things I might not have otherwise."
"And here I thought it was just nice to look at."
"It's definitely that too." Riley leaned in and kissed Hailey's butt, then pressed her teeth to it, feigning a very gentle bite. A little nip of Hailey's ass. "You know the problem is it's what started me being attracted to you. Now I might have a bit of an obsession."
"That's ok," Hailey said. "I don't mind."
"Even if I want to... do things to it?"
"That'd be fine," Hailey assured her, voice cracking slightly.
"Naughty things?"
"I assumed."
Riley pulled her hand away and drove back hard enough to make a small slap, then gripped tighter. "Hnnnggg, you gotta take it away from me."
"... no."
"No?"
"Dammit, Riley. Do you even know how horny I am? How I was trying not to embarrass myself by being too eager? You think I'm gonna want to stop you?"
"Wearing plugs all day kinda does us in, huh?"
"Kinda."
Riley kissed and nommed at Hailey's ass some more. She felt Hailey pushing back gently against it, sticking her bum out more, straight in Riley's face. Encouraging the incredibly forward behaviour. More forward than playing with Riley's plug that morning though?
Riley could do just the same, if she wanted. Her hand was already moving before the thought finalized. She grabbed Hailey's butt plug and tugged on it, pulling it out just a little. She let it go in and out, feeling Hailey's legs tense and tremble as she teased and teased, stretching Hailey's butthole a little bit at a time, but not pulling the plug all the way out.
"Hey, Riley?"
Riley ignored her name and kept nibbling on Hailey's ass and teasing her bumhole.
"Riley!"
"I'm busy."
"I know. Just... can we masturbate now?"
"You'd rather do that?"
"I think I need to. I like this. Like, a lot. But I am going to go embarrassingly crazy if I don't get off soon."
"You're the one who wanted help getting your pants off."
"And you helped."
Riley let Hailey go, but stayed kneeling and pouting up at Hailey as she turned around.
"Don't look at me like that," Hailey said.
"I've never wanted to eat an ass so badly in my life."
Hailey covered her face with her hands. "Oh my god." She pulled her hands down, her face noticeably pinker than a moment ago. "Do you really?"
"For truly, yes."
Hailey bit her lip, took a few tottering steps, and practically fell over into her bed.
Riley shuffled closer on her knees and leaned her elbows on the mattress. She watched in intense fascination as Hailey lifted her legs, reached to her butt to turn her plug on and set it on high, then set about rubbing her pussy with very little sense of dignity or decorum. Riley found it riveting.
"Don't make me do it alone," Hailey mumbled.
"I could just watch though. It's weird, usually when I'm horny and there's masturbating on the agenda, I'm right there. But... I really could just watch."
"Please don't."
"Do I get to play again once you finish?"
Hailey nodded. "As soon as I take the edge off."
Riley crawled up onto the bed with Hailey and stretched out next to her. Riley was just as horny, but far more in control. She slipped a hand to her clit and rubbed it strategically while continuing to observe Hailey closely.
The plug in Riley's ass still helped her along, just as she was used to. It wasn't the same electric thrill as when it was vibrating and doing such neat things to her insides, but it was still very nice.
Hailey was a bit of a mess already. Her pussy was sloppy, though Riley's wasn't any better. With her more frantic schlicking, however, she was making far more noise. That and the constant buzzing from her ass.
The girls were lost in their respective, intertwined worlds. They weren't lost for long, though. Hailey very soon was cumming, and cumming hard. To Riley's surprise, not only did Hailey moan and twitch, she actually squirted as she came, some of the hot liquid splashing Riley in the process.
If Riley had been entranced before, she was downright enthralled now. Whether it was seeing Hailey squirt or actually feeling it, it was all she could take, and she came too, partly overlapping with Hailey.
Hailey turned off her butt plug, sat up, and smiled shyly as Riley finished. Riley rolled on her back and lay panting softly, staring up at Hailey. They both seemed far more relaxed after cumming, but not totally calm by any means.
"Sorry. I got some on you, huh?" Hailey said.
"Yeah. That was freaking hot! How'd you do that?"
"Squirt?"
"Yeah. I've never done it. I thought it was, like, a porn star trick or something."
"I mean, I guess it can be. It's not something I do on purpose, really. Just... if I'm super turned on..."
"Oh. So you can't show me?"
"I could try. If you get super, super horny again sometime-"
"I'm sure I will."
"-and probably if your plug's charged. For the vibrations."
"They do funny things," Riley admitted. "I haven't messed around with it that much yet, I guess. Might help."
"And partly too you know what gets you off. Just try and do that too, but... more."
"More? Like harder?"
"Maybe. Depends. I don't know how to explain it. I just kinda feel it. And only sometimes."
"When you're really horny. I got it." Riley sat up too and looked deep into Hailey's eyes. "So, for now though, do I get to, um, carry on?"
Hailey nodded. "I'd like that. I think I need a drink first, though. And it wouldn't hurt to get these plugs out and charging. And-"
Riley pouted again, but admittedly she'd like to give her bum a bit of a break. And she'd like to have her plug ready for when she wanted tasty little vibes again.
The girls prowled the house half naked. Their partial nudity kept them flirty and playful, but not excessively so after cumming together so recently. They were in a low enough state of arousal to remain functional, more or less.
Riley kept slipping a hand down to Hailey's butt, growing accustomed rather quickly to having the freedom to do so. She groped Hailey a little while they were getting some drinks. She got even handsier after they popped their plugs out and Hailey gave them a quick but thorough wash.
"Ooh, you've got a little gape going on," Riley cooed.
"I imagine I do."
"You think it's cuter than mine was this morning?"
"Hard to say. I haven't seen mine, and you didn't see yours."
"I think yours is cuter anyway. I just want to kiss it."
"Kiss my butthole?"
"Yeah."
"You really like my ass, huh?"
Riley kept fondling Hailey, but went thoughtful and quiet for a moment. "Is it weird that your butt's genuinely what got me to figure out I might like you?"
"It's not overly romantic, by some standards."
"Well... ok, yeah, I know how it sounds. Just... I couldn't stop looking at it. Or I didn't want to. I didn't know I might like girls, except your bum was too powerful for my denial."
Hailey giggled softly and wiggled her hips in Riley's grip. "Ok, I can work with that."
"I like lots of other stuff about you. I really admired you, how brave you were. Are. I know we never got to be super good friends or anything before, but in hindsight I think I would have liked to be." Riley sighed and gave Hailey's ass a firmer squeeze in between gently fondling it. "It definitely attracted my attention when you first started showing your butt jewelry off. Mine and everyone else's. You were probably the one who initially got me thinking about if I could do it too."
"Turns out you could."
"Mmhm, turns out."
"You remember when you asked me if I was the first to really show off?"
"Yeah."
"Well... I guess for the sake of salvaging some romance out of this, I think I was the first. I probably was the first girl you saw showing her butt plug."
"I thought you might have been. Never thought to pay enough attention when it first started." Riley slipped her hands from Hailey's butt and wrapped them around her waist. "I'm glad I get to keep believing it was you."
"I really think it was. Some of my friends had been talking about it. Going on like it was this crazy thing. Giggling about how naughty it'd be, and how it'd get boys' attention like nothing else."
"They weren't wrong."
"Sure. But none of 'em would do it. I got tired of it one day. Just struck me the wrong way one time, don't know why. I pulled my pants down at the back and just started showing off my plug. It wasn't even a great jewel then. Not coloured or anything. But it was enough. It was bolder than anyone ever expected, just because no one else had actually dared."
"Well it was. For the time. Now, though... well you know. You and your vibrating jewels. Gotta keep upping the stakes."
"I'm glad you joined me."
"Me too."
"And Riley? I'm glad you looked at me like that. 'Cause I've kinda been watching you too."
"No you haven't."
"I have! I remember. You and Jen. I don't remember when, but I remember. Both of you, standing at your lockers, asses casually out for everyone to see, perfect little gems shining to catch my eye. You were both looking good, but you in particular... I don't know. You're the one I really saw."
"You're not just saying that 'cause you ended up taking me home?"
"I probably would, if that was the case. But no. Maybe just 'cause I knew you better. Had more classes with you or something. Generally liked you better, maybe." Hailey turned around in Riley's arms. Her eyes shone, her lips curled in a faint, crooked smile. "Maybe your ass is just that much better than all the others out there."
Riley slid her hands back to Hailey's butt. "Can't be. That's yours."
"Well I can't see mine as easily, so maybe you're right."
"You're s'posed to argue some more."
"Nope. I've got the best ass. You win. I can lose gracefully."
Riley spread Hailey's ass and snuck her middle finger in to press Hailey's still slightly gaping hole. "But you liked mine though? Even if it's second best?"
"I did. I do. When you actually let me swap gems for you... I swore it was a dream. A trick. Something. I took so long at it in case it was my only chance at it. I've never gotten to play with someone like that. Never really wanted to, for that matter. It was a dream in more ways than one."
"I know the feeling. And speaking of..."
Hailey grinned and moaned softly as Riley wormed her finger past the ring of Hailey's bum where it hadn't quite closed. It couldn't close if Riley kept prodding at it.
Somehow, without meaning to, Riley found herself moving in for a kiss. Maybe Hailey had started it. Maybe she'd done it without realizing. Maybe it had just been something that needed to happen.
Their lips met, tender and exploratory. Just tentative at first. Unsure. Their first kiss, just as Riley was getting knuckle deep in Hailey's ass.
It was perfect.
The front door opened just after the kiss. Riley would have felt bitterly disappointed if it had come any earlier. As it was, the interruption was unfortunate, but she felt as peaceful as a soft summer breeze.
Or, rather, she felt all peaceful and serene about it excepting the intense panic that gripped both girls as they heard the sound at the same time.
"Hailey?" called a woman's voice.
Hailey didn't answer. She slipped from Riley's embrace, grabbed her hand, and hauled her off to her room, both girls giggling like mad and trembling with panic and semi-resolved emotions.
They stood totally still for a moment once safe, then giggled some more, releasing nervous tension. Riley was a little slow to realize just how close they were standing together, but once she did, she slipped her hands back to Hailey's hips and snuggled in closer still.
"Stop," Hailey whispered. "Mom's home."
"I heard."
"We're almost naked. We need to dress."
"We don't need to go out, do we?"
"She's probably gonna come talk to me sooner or later. You really want her catching us like this?"
Riley sighed. "No. Why'd she have to interrupt like that, huh?"
"So inconsiderate."
"That's what I'm saying."
Hailey smiled and gave Riley a soft, quick kiss. "To be continued."
"Mmm, ok. Continued. I can work with that."
The girls found their leggings and put them back on. Riley borrowed a pair of panties from Hailey and tried not to be too excited about it, since it really wouldn't do to soak right through Hailey's underwear right away.
They wandered back out to greet Hailey's mom, on the basis that it might be weird and suspicious if they didn't. Or at least it would involve more questions.
"Hey, Mom," Hailey said breezily. "This is Riley."
"Well hello, dear," Hailey's mom said, extending her hand.
"Hello," Riley said, taking her offered handshake.
"Colleen."
"Hm?"
"You can call me Colleen. If you want."
"I guess I usually don't really call my friends' parents anything, really. Never much thought about it."
"Well just if you want to. Are you staying for supper, Riley?"
Riley glanced at Hailey, who shrugged. "Hadn't got that far."
"You want to?" Hailey asked.
"It's fine with me," Colleen said. "I'd just like to know so I can plan, is all."
Riley hesitated a moment longer, then nodded. "Ok. I will. Thank you. I'll, uh, let my parents know I won't be home for a bit."
Riley hadn't even bothered contacting her mom or dad yet. She was at Jen's after school frequently enough no one would even think to question where she was, not until later in the evening. Might as well nip it in the bud, though.
"We'll be in my room, Mom," Hailey said.
"Ok, honey. But, uh, before you go..."
Hailey stopped and turned back. "Yeah?"
"Do you know you left some toys in the sink?"
Hailey went crimson. Riley was slower to catch the meaning, but once she realized their butt plugs were still out in the open, she felt her face heat up too.
"Shitshitshit," Hailey mumbled, dashing past Colleen. She went right back the other way even faster, plugs cradled protectively to her chest, but not quite hidden. "Shitshitshit."
Riley knew she should follow Hailey. Should get out of there somehow. She couldn't help looking at Colleen, though. Just gauging what Hailey's mom's reaction was.
Her own parents... Riley didn't even want to think what their reactions would have been. She wasn't sure that they'd be angry, exactly. But they sure wouldn't have sounded as calm or amused as Colleen about it.
"It's good she's remembering to wash them," Colleen said lightly. "Though I'd prefer if she wouldn't use the kitchen for it."
"It was only..." Riley tried to throw out an excuse, but she realized as soon as she spoke that anything she could think of would only make things worse.
"I've embarrassed you both, huh?"
Riley put a hand to her warm cheek and decided not to try denying it. She had no idea why she was still even standing there, except that turning tail and fleeing now felt worse.
"Hailey's only mortified because you're here, if that's any help," Colleen said. "Normally she'd laugh off forgetting something like that."
"How come you don't mind?"
"Why would I?"
Riley didn't have a good answer for that. It was just was adults did. They minded things. Anything cool, usually, was especially minded.
"I'd rather Hailey be safe while she's learning," Colleen said. "I know kids. I know the sorts of things they get interested in. I don't know why people act so shocked about it. They all got up to exactly the same things they rage at their kids about." Colleen frowned. "Though admittedly, butt plugs are a new one. I certainly never developed any fascination for them at her age."
Riley started backing away. She wasn't sure if Colleen had made the connection to their being two butt plugs and two butts present, but she didn't really want to find out.
"I'm gonna... go find Hailey," Riley said. "Nice meeting you. I think."
Colleen smiled crookedly. "Sorry it was awkward."
"No. Yeah. No. I mean... yeah."
Riley turned and all but ran away. Hailey was moaning into a pillow in her room, and Riley gratefully shut them in together, with at least that small barrier between them and further awkwardness.
Riley sat on the bed next to Hailey. Just sat there while she cooled down. Hailey peeked out, but only briefly before going back to her pillow-moaning.
"I mean... at least you were right about her being cool," Riley said.
"I can't fucking believe I left our plugs out like that."



"Yeah. But, like, I forgot about them too."
"That doesn't help much."
"No, I know. You, uh, think she knows one of them's mine?"
"Probably."
"Oh."
"I mean, she knew the second one was for a friend. And then you come over almost immediately after, and there's the two plugs. I'm sure she's put it together."
"She knew about them before?"
Hailey rolled onto her back, which helped unmuffle her voice. "So, listen. My mom kinda... she sells sex toys."
"She what?"
"It's sort of a side hustle kinda thing. But yeah. And she's pretty good at it, even. As far as I can tell, anyway."
"Oh wow. So wait. No. What?"
"Mmhm."
"But then..." Riley covered her mouth with both hands and slowly dragged them down to her chin, then let them fall to her lap. "You mean when you brought that new vibrating plug for me... you got it from your mom?"
"Yeah."
"Oh god. She definitely knows it's mine."
"I'm afraid so."
"But... so she already knew you were wearing one. Or more than one. And she was cool with it? She gave them to you? What is going on here, even?"
"You've pretty much understood it already."
"I don't, though. Like, I get it, your mom's cool about stuff. But... she really gives you, like, jewel plugs and stuff when you want them?"
"Well, I don't push my luck too much usually. But yeah. When it started being a thing, I just asked her for one. Picked it out of some of the stash she's got for selling. Asked if I could have it."
"And she just said yes?"
"She was confused. She'd didn't understand why I wouldn't ask for a vibrator or something. She doesn't really get the butt plug thing, I think, but she's supportive." Hailey gave a small, mostly humourless smile. "Little does she know she's supporting fashion choices more than sexual exploration."
"I don't know if she is, anymore."
"Why not?"
"Because I'm feeling very exploratory."
Hailey flushed. "Oh."
"Why do you sound surprised about that?"
"Well... I was kinda afraid I'd ruined everything."
"Why? Just 'cause we almost got caught being bad, and your mom saw our gems in the sink and definitely knows we both wear butt plugs and oh god now that I say it out loud..."
"Yeah. That."
Riley shook her head and tried to clear it. She took a deep breath. "No, it's whatever. It doesn't change anything." She scooted closer to Hailey and put her hand on Hailey's stretched out tummy, running it in small, lazy circles. "I am so enamoured with you, you don't even know."
"Yes I do."
"It's kinda embarrassing that your mom half caught us, but so what? It wasn't nearly as bad as either of my parents finding a pair of butt plugs in the kitchen sink. I think in a month or two when I can look her in the eye again, I might even like to be able to ask her some stuff, if she's as cool about it as she seems."
"A month?" Hailey giggled.
"Or two," Riley confirmed seriously, but wasn't able to keep from cracking a smile as she tried to hold a stony expression.
"She's honestly really good to ask hard questions. I get why people don't want to talk to their parents about sex, but Mom knows stuff. And she just, like, doesn't make me feel bad about asking them or anything."
"That sounds nice."
"It is."
"You think I should really stay for supper? I could still fake having to go home right away or something."
"Nah. Might be awkward, but I think it really won't be that bad. You know, since you didn't already freak out and want to leave."
"True. Plus you still owe me some... desert... for later, after supper."
"Did you just do that thing were you used 'desert' to mean sex?"
"... yes?"
"Alright, changed my mind, out you get."
"Hey!"
Riley swatted Hailey lightly, but with all due prim indignity. Hailey laughed and rolled away, almost falling off the edge of the bed. Riley tackled in her in what was meant to be further chastisement, but didn't really go that way. It was more just like impromptu cuddling, which was nice too.
****
Supper was, indeed, on the awkward side. But not too bad, really. There was some kind of connection there, between Riley and Colleen, that Riley couldn't quite put her finger on. A lack of judgement from Colleen, perhaps. It was hard to process a parent who knew her daughter and friend had been wearing butt plugs earlier, and her only comment on the whole subject had been about leaving them in the sink. The latter of which was fair enough, really.
"I think I kinda like your mom," Riley said afterward, once they were safely back in Hailey's room.
"Good. I'm rather fond of her too."
"It got to a point where I almost wanted to straight up ask her what she thought of us wearing butt jewelry to school."
"I'd rather you didn't."
"Yeah, no, don't worry. I'm hardly bringing that up. Just saying, like, I know most of the teachers hate us doing it, but I've been kinda curious sometimes why. Or what our parents would think if they knew."
"It's a good question," Hailey said. "But not a good enough one for me to ask it. Cool as Mom is about that stuff, she doesn't need to know I'm showing off my plug at school like that."
"She might not get it, huh?" Riley sighed. "And if she doesn't, I can forget about my mom or dad."
Hailey nodded. "So, uh, what you wanna do? We could go watch something, if you want."
"Maybe in a bit."
"Oh?"
"You know you owe me something."
Hailey smiled slyly. "What's that?"
Riley didn't answer. She pushed Hailey onto the bed, then rather unceremoniously started pulling her leggings down.
"Oh," Hailey giggled. "That."
"Didn't think you'd get out of it, did you?"
"Never crossed my mind."
Hailey very conscientiously moved her hips and legs to help Riley strip off her pants and panties. She hugged a pillow to her, burying her face nervously in it once Riley had her stripped bottomless, just the way she wanted.
"Why so shy?" Riley murmured as she settled herself comfortably and casually spread Hailey's butt.
"'Cause I know what you're gonna do."
"And you don't want it?"
"I do want it! I'm just not used to anyone doing that stuff. Even looking."
"But you're so pretty back here. Look at your little butthole. So cute."
"You know I can't see."
Riley grinned. "You can't, that's true. More for me, then."
Riley played with Hailey's ass, spreading and fondling it. Giving it firm squeezes. She carefully examined every inch with her eyes and fingers, zeroing in slowly on Hailey's butthole.
There was something particularly enticing about Hailey's bum. Riley was fairly familiar with butts these days, but none had ever drawn her like this one. She'd never wanted to play with one so badly, nor had anyone wanting her to.
Lubing a butthole up and putting in a plug was basically all Riley had really done with one that wasn't hers, and she hadn't done much more than that with her own either. That limit on her experience was about to be blown wide open.
Riley rubbed her thumb over Hailey's tight rear hole. She grinned at the reaction she got, the little squirm of Hailey's hips. She rubbed more, pressing, seeing how much Hailey's body would allow.
Then she had to taste. She absolutely had to. Riley stuck her tongue out and gave the most tentative little swipe across Hailey's asshole. Then a bigger one.
Riley was addicted right from the very first lick. She licked and licked at Hailey's ass like a girl possessed.
Her fingers dug into Hailey's ass as she spread it wide, burying her face right in there. Her tongue flashed across, lapping again and again, endlessly spreading saliva over Hailey's tight hole.
"You taste so good," Riley purred.
Hailey squirmed. "You think?"
"Mmhm."
"It feels nice."
"Good. 'Cause I could do it all night."
Hailey giggled. "I don't think you like it that much."
Riley didn't answer. She didn't need to. She kept licking, sucking, nuzzling, fondling, and generally bestowing affection on Hailey's butt. Hailey tried to suggest switching more than once, but Riley wasn't having any of it, and Hailey didn't seem inclined to fight her too hard on the matter.
Eventually, Hailey's hips developed just a hint of a regular motion, involuntarily humping the bed. Shortly after, her hand sneaked down underneath to finger her pussy some.
Riley left all that up to Hailey. She was a one track mind kind of girl at the moment, and didn't have time for anything but eating ass.
Riley was fully in the zone. She wasn't aware of anything beyond Hailey's ass. She could hear Hailey's panting and mewling, feel her little wiggles, the way she rubbed herself. They were nice things to notice. But they couldn't compare to the taste and texture that Riley dedicatedly explored with her tongue, and the heat and softness under her fingers.
A knock on the door startled Riley and made her jump back like she'd been caught. She hadn't. Not yet. She wasn't even sure why she panicked so hard, except that she'd never been tongue deep in anyone's ass before, and she had a very certain feeling that she didn't want to be caught at it.
Hailey wasn't in any much better shape, swearing softly and fumbling with her blankets. She managed to sit up and cover her naked lap, though it was an undextrously close thing.
"Yeah?" Hailey called, voice sounding almost normal. She was still brushing her hair out of her face when the door opened.
Colleen took half a step in, paused at the sight of the two girls trying to look innocent and failing miserably. "It's getting late," she said, eyes darting back and forth between Hailey and Riley. "Would you like a drive home?" she asked Riley.
"I'll take her," Hailey said.
"Are you sure?"
"Of course. Why would I make you do it?"
"You're awfully flushed. I thought... you might not be feeling well."
Hailey's face only got redder with her mom pointing it out. "M'fine," she mumbled. "Riley had a good joke. Got me laughing pretty hard. That's all."
Colleen didn't believe that for a second. Even Riley could tell. But she nodded and let it be, and that was something, anyway. She even closed the door behind her.
"Well shit," Hailey muttered. "You're never gonna come back at this rate."
Riley stopped Hailey before she could stand up. "Don't count on that," she said softly. Riley leaned in and kissed Hailey, ever so softly, holding it for only a second or two.
Hailey blinked slowly afterward, nearly leaning in again for more, but then stood and tried to find her pants. Riley watched her dress, very much enjoying the quiet eroticism of the relatively benign act.
"We haven't been very subtle, have we?" Riley said.
"Hm?"
"With your mom. She totally knew we were doing something just now, huh?"
"I imagine so. Hence you not wanting to come back."
"Nah, it's fine. She probably thinks we were making out or something right? That's what people do."
Hailey smiled crookedly. "Sure. People. You, however..." Hailey bent down in front of Riley and brushed their lips together. Hailey's tongue flicked out over Riley's bottom lip, perhaps tasting herself on it. "You go straight for my ass."
"No regrets."
The girls got ready to leave without much incident. Hailey's legs were a little wobbly after lying there taking an impressive ass eating, and having made herself cum during it at least once. They remembered to grab Riley's butt plug, though they actually weren't sure which was hers of the two identical ones and just had to guess.
Colleen said goodbye to Riley just as warmly as if she didn't definitely know Riley had been making out with her daughter. Or, indeed, something more intense than that. But then, Riley had no idea about the inner workings of Colleen's mind, and for all she knew Colleen might be as easily be happy for Hailey, or totally oblivious.
Hailey drove Riley home, stopping along the street just by her driveway. Riley didn't even think about why Hailey had parked there until she dallied at getting out of the car, unwilling to leave so easily.
When Riley looked at Hailey, she was looking right back, eyes shining in reflected light from the nearest street lamp. The girls moved as one, getting in as close as their seats would allow, and frantically kissing goodbye.
It was by far their longest, deepest makeout yet. It was almost as nice for Riley as licking Hailey's bum, with several added benefits as Hailey could kiss back, and dancing their tongues together was pleasant and arousing in its own right.
"I really need to get out of the car," Riley mumbled around Hailey's mouth.
"Ok."
"We can't stay out here all night."
"True."
"I'm going now."
"Ok."
Minutes passed, only sloppy, experimental kissing sounds between them.
"For real," Riley said.
"Mmhm."
"I need to go."
"Mmhm."
"Stop kissing me."
"You first."
It was another few minutes still before Riley finally pulled back, panting and out of breath. "Wow."
Hailey's eyes still gleamed, but she was just as breathless, and didn't push it. "Yeah."
"That was easily the second best thing today."
"I feel like I know the first."
"Did you... did you like it too? The first thing? I know I went, like, a really, really long time. I couldn't help myself."
"Oh my god, so much!"
Riley grinned. "Yeah?"
"If you hadn't been keeping me so horny... I almost feel like I could have fallen asleep to it. It was so damn relaxing. But also, like, you were keeping my pussy flooding so bad. Did you see the wet spot under me?"
"No."
"Well, it's gonna be a problem."
"Sorry," Riley said, meaning exactly the opposite.
"You should probably go before I kiss you again."
"I really should." Riley darted in for a kiss, but only a very quick one. "See you tomorrow."
"With your new jewelry?"
"Of course."
"Ok. Bye."
"Bye."
Riley walked backward away from the car at first, unwilling to let her eyes off Hailey, but practicalities forced her to turn around. She stopped at her doorway and looked back, smiled at Hailey though she couldn't actually see her in the car the way the shadows fell, then went inside.
"Hey Mom. Hey Dad."
Riley's parents offered greetings in return. They didn't make any particular fuss over her return. Not that they had any reason to. Riley felt all different and tingly over her day, but as far as they knew, it was just another day.
She smiled to herself, carefully keeping her butt plug out of sight behind her body, and waltzed away to her room. Tomorrow was another day, and she was more excited than she'd probably ever been to wake up and get to school.
****
Riley brought Jen back to her place that afternoon after school. They had to be a little more careful since Riley couldn't be sure her parents or brother wouldn't be around, but all that really meant was no wandering around the house bottomless and showing off their butt plugs.
They were still totally free to do as they liked in Riley's room, which as always meant first and foremost to rub one out.
Riley took advantage of her vibrating plug while masturbating. Jen had to make do with her regular butt plug for anal stimulation, over which she expressed some minor jealousy.
"I might be able to get you one of these," Riley said afterward, after they'd each had a nice cum and were relaxing together in the afterglow. "If you want. Hailey's mom I guess sells stuff like this on the side."
"Does she?"
"Yeah."
"Fascinating."
"Isn't it? Yeah. I probably couldn't get another freebie, but maybe she'd have a better price or something."
Jen shrugged. "I dunno. Haven't made my mind up whether I really want one."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. Just don't think I need one right now."
"But fashion!"
"I know. But, like, I've got Logan now."
Riley gave Jen a serious look. "You can't use a boy as a fashion accessory."
"Excuse me, says who?"
"Me."
"Well you don't know, do you? If Logan and I work out, all I gotta do is keep him on my arm, both of us showing jewelry, and bam, easy top of the social ladder."
"That's so exploitative."
"Nuh uh. Side benefit. That's all."
"Pff."
"Well whatever. If it doesn't work, can always go vibrating, I guess."
"Does Logan at least know you're into him for fashion potential?"
"First of all, that's a side benefit. You're not even listening when I say that, are you? Second of all, yes he does. We're gonna be, like, a high school power couple, so we're both coming out ahead."
"You seriously discussed that already? You've known each other, like, an hour."
"Dude, we've been at school together for years. Like you and Hailey. Not like either of us is going in cold, here."
"Yeah, that's true." Riley nodded toward the door. "Wanna go take our plugs out?"
"Sure."
After a quick peek to make sure the coast was clear, Riley sneaked the short way down the hall to the bathroom, still bottomless, followed close behind by Jen. She helped Jen take the gem from her butt, and Jen did the same for her. They gave their toys quick but thorough washes, then dried them and took them back to Riley's room. Riley certainly wasn't about to leave them around for someone else to find, even less so now that it had gone wrong that one time.
"My butthole's a bit sore now," Riley said as they settled back in on Riley's bed. "I think this plug's a little wider where it keeps me open. Wearing it for two days kinda has me feeling a bit chafed or something."
"Not too bad, is it?"
"No. Just a little. Like remember when we first started wearing jewels?"
"Oh yeah. Just that new feeling of having something up your butt all day, huh?"
"Exactly."
"Want me to rub you a bit like we used to do? See if that helps?"
"Yes please."
Riley rolled on her tummy, then stuck her butt in the air in a face down, ass up position.
Jen got some lube, never in short supply these days, and dribbled a little down Riley's ass crack. She rubbed a slippery finger over Riley's slightly achy butthole, then pushed it inside. She massaged Riley's asshole with her one finger, then slowly pushed in a second when it felt right.
"Yeah, that's nice," Riley confirmed. "Just needed a bit of a massage."
"Glad to help."
"You don't think it's weird for me to have another girl fingering my butt, do you?"
Jen shrugged. "Wouldn't think so. But that's between you and Hailey. Best not to refer to it as fingering, though. Fingering's definitely sketchy."
"Good call."
Jen fingered Riley's ass for another few minutes while they both mentally called it something else, then pulled her hand free. She gave Riley's bottom a medium smack to signify being done, then couldn't resist a quick, arrhythmic drum roll as though Riley's ass was a pair of bongos.
"That's better, thanks," Riley said. She rolled on her side and reached back, testing her ass with a finger. "Much better."
"Anytime."
"I really need to see if Hailey'll let me finger her ass."
"On a first date?"
"We're calling yesterday our first date."
"Ah."
"Aaannnd I kinda definitely ate her ass out for a while. So there's that."
"You did?"
"Mmhm."
"Now who's moving fast? And you were giving me shit."
"It's different. I was doing something nice for Hailey. Not exploiting her for fame and fortune."
"Uh huh. She enjoyed herself, I take it."
"Very much so."
"And you didn't finger her then because..."
"Didn't think of it. She was too tasty. Once I started licking, I didn't want to stop."
"... her ass was too tasty?"
"Correct."
"Asses are sexy, Ri, but I don't know about tasty."
"How would you even know?"
Jen blushed and didn't answer right away.
"Jeeennn, I asked how would you know?"
Jen squirmed. "I was gonna tell you."
"Yes?"
"I might have... when me and Logan... yesterday..."
"Ha! The tables turn! Again!"
"Shush."
"You ate his ass?"
"Just a little."



"How was it?"
"Sexy, but I wouldn't call it tasty."
"Yeah, I probably I could have guessed that." Riley shrugged. "Maybe Hailey's just got a super tasty ass. I dunno."
"Or maybe you're a horny perv."
"M'not a perv. Can't be. Didn't even know I really liked anyone until just recently, let alone perv on them."
"Quality over quantity."
"Yeah. Actually maybe yeah." Riley bit her lip and sat up, crossing her legs and bouncing a little with excitement. "I really, really like her, Jen. I loved eating her ass and everything, and making out, and I want to do more, but... I think I'd be excited even if I didn't think she wanted more of that right away."
"Uh huh. So why the hell are you hanging out with me today then?"
"Well... why are you hanging with me and not Logan?"
Jen tossed her head airily. "Can't get all clingy all at once, can I? That just wouldn't do."
"Yeah. Me too."
"Not you too. You just wanted to copy my answer."
"Well... shit, no, ok, I don't know. I think actually the same answer, except I didn't know what words to put it in. I didn't want to come on too strong."
"I don't know if you could have. You were both eye-fucking each other like crazy all day. And holding hands like the most sickening of couples."
"S'cute when we do it."
"Of course it is."
"You held Logan's hand too! I saw you. And you wanted to make out with him."
"Maybe I did."
"You definitely did."
"We have to keep public affection to certain levels for a bit, ramp it up." Jen leaned in. "We made out so hard yesterday, though," she said enthusiastically. "After school. Fuck, thought my lips were gonna be numb today."
"Before or after you licked his ass?"
"That was in the middle somewhere, if you must know."
"Was he at least a gentleman and lick yours?"
"He fingered me a bit."
"Pff."
"Well I didn't want to taste my own ass while we made out some more, did I?"
"Don't see why not."
"You have a problem."
"I don't! You licked him. What's the difference."
"There's a difference."
"Oh yeah, what?"
"I can't explain it. There just is."
"Wuss."
Jen stuck her tongue out at Riley. "Whatever. Better if I don't let him do everything right away anyway. Gotta make sure he's hooked."
"You're too detached about some of this."
"I'm not. A lady has to be careful, is all."
"And what about you?"
"Shush. I'm a lady."
"You-"
"I really might like him, ok? I don't want him to get bored too quick."
"Aw, Jen. How could he? You're great."
"Thanks."
"Really. If neither of our new relationships work out, we can always become platonic life partners, or something."
"I think it's early days yet for going to extremes. Plus you'd just whine about wanting to eat my ass, and it'd be all awkward and stuff."
Riley nodded, somehow keeping a straight face. "That's true. I don't know how I didn't see it before, but now that I've tasted ass, I simply must have yours." She started crawling toward Jen. "Lie down, let me at it."
"Shut uppp."
"Let me liiick you."
Jen giggled and pushed Riley away, but Riley just kept coming.
"Stop, you goof."
"Assss," Riley said in the tone of a zombie. "Mussst eattt assss."
Jen had to knock Riley over and pin her down before she's stop. Both girls were laughing, even after Jen pretended to smother Riley with a pillow.
"You would too want to, though," Jen maintained. "If we ended up living together with no partners."
"Enh. I've resisted the urge this long."
"Yeah, but that was before you knew how much you might like it."
"That's true. Burn that bridge if we get there?"
"Sure. Give us a few years before you consign us to codependency though, yeah?"
"Deal."
****
"So, I kinda gotta tell you about something," Riley said.
She and Hailey were standing at Hailey's locker at the start of their lunch period.
"What's that?" Hailey asked.
"Well... yesterday, my butt was a bit sore. Just a bit. From my jewelry."
"Oh sure. That can happen."
"Right. And... Jen kinda helped me a bit. Rubbed me. A massage you could call it."
"... for your butthole?"
"Yeah. And, like, I'm just used to doing stuff like that with her sometimes. I didn't really think about it until we were already doing it. And... it might not have been cool."
Hailey tilted her head and considered Riley for a moment, then closed her locker. "She fingered your ass."
"Yes. But... no. But yes."
"I mean, I'd rather you left that for me to do."
"You wanna finger my ass?"
"I kinda have already."
"Yeah, but that was just normal stuff. Helping me put a new plug in. That doesn't count. I mean for real." Riley wiggled her hips hopefully. "You can if you want."
Hailey smiled crookedly. "That stuff's really just casual for you, huh?"
"It can be. It depends on context. It... it actually wasn't casual when you did it. I really liked it when you had your finger in my bum."
"Oh good." Hailey chewed her lip. "I think I don't really feel a need to be jealous of Jen. And I get that you two help each other with stuff. But maybe ask me if you need more... massages?"
"You weren't around."
"I have a car."
Riley giggled and pressed herself back against the lockers as Hailey moved in, trapping her. "I should give you a booty call?"
"Mmm, so to speak, yes."
"Give you first dibs?"
"Precisely."
"That seems fair," Riley said quietly as Hailey leaned in closer and closer. "Just let my parents know a girl might be at the door who wants to get in my-"
Riley was interrupted as Hailey's lips met hers. She surrendered to the gentle kiss, appreciating the delicate touch. They couldn't make out in the hall the way she wanted to, but this was very nice too.
Riley's eyes sprang from mostly closed to wide open. Hailey's hands had gone to her butt, which was fine, but had been even bolder than she expected. Her butt plug popped out and Hailey had a pair of fingers pressed to her hole before she even knew what was going on.
With her mouth covered, Riley couldn't even properly protest. Not that she wanted to. But she felt like she should want to, or something. It was so very public. But no one could see, probably. It was maybe hidden enough.
Who was Riley even kidding? She'd still happily let it happen even if everyone could see. She felt Hailey's fingers slipping inside her lubed up, slightly gaping ass, and she just wanted to melt against Hailey and savour the moment. The anal fingering and soft kisses both.
Hailey's fingers went in and out, pressing deeper with every inward motion. She got them almost entirely inside Riley before pulling out and replacing Riley's gem, turning it on for good measure.
Riley pouted even as her ass hummed and rather ruined any dramatic expression she might have attempted.
Hailey just grinned and sucked her fingers into her mouth, fresh from Riley's butthole. "Come on. We're s'posed to meet Jen and Logan in the cafeteria."
"Oh yeah. Right. You could, uh, finger me some more if you wanted though. We could be late."
Hailey sucked her fingers again, then offered Riley her clean hand and led her away.
Jen and Logan were in the midst of a mild argument when the girls arrived. Riley and Hailey took seats, scooting over next to each other, and waited politely to see if Jen and Logan would finish on their own.
"We're definitely gonna have to get you a bigger gem," Jen said. "It's not even a question. You can't just coast on that baby little thing forever."
"I don't see why not," Logan said.
"Just 'cause you're a boy and the standards are lower doesn't mean they're gonna stay that way. Especially if we're gonna be together."
"Whoa, what? My plug's not good enough for you all of a sudden?"
"Well we have to match, don't we?"
"I mean, it'd be better. But I can just get a colour that matches your jewelry. Doesn't have to be the same size."
"It's way better if they are the same size though," Jen insisted. "You have to sacrifice for fashion, sometimes."
Logan looked over at Riley, who was only barely paying attention, lost as she was in Hailey's eyes.
"Would you tell her she's being silly?" Logan asked.
"Don't even try to get me in the middle of this," Riley said. "I don't care nearly enough for it to be worth it for you."
Logan and Jen kept at it for another few minutes before arriving at a compromise of some sort. Riley still wasn't paying that much attention, and didn't realize they were done until she happened to look over and find two pairs of eyes watching her and Hailey play some sneaky grab ass.
"Logan's planning a party for a couple weekends from now," Jen said.
"Parents won't be home for a few days," Logan said.
"Neat," Riley said.
"You could pretend to be excited," Jen said. "We're, like, guests of honour and shit."
"Well done us."
"Jewels only?" Hailey asked.
"Hm?" Jen said, tilting her head.
"You know. Only allowed in if you're showing jewelry?"
"Ooh, I kinda like that. I'd kinda been picturing something like that, but yeah, should be official. Only jewels allowed."
Riley giggled happily. "There'll be so many butts."
"There already are," Hailey said.
"Yeah, but, proportionally."
"Ah."
"So you guys are definitely coming?" Jen asked. "Gonna have booze and stuff, natch."
"Absolutely," Riley said. "I'm always there to support you."
"And stare at butts," Hailey added.
"Nah. I only want to stare at yours, really."
"Hm, that so?"
Jen rolled her eyes as Riley and Hailey started getting all cutesy together, but was mostly ignored. She satisfied herself by doing sort of the same with Logan. Two pairs of horny teens getting handsy and teasing each other with light kisses, unable to go for full makeouts in the middle of the cafeteria.
****
"You want to do something?" Riley asked Hailey after school.
"Like what?"
"I dunno. Go out? Have a date?"
Hailey grinned slyly. "Don't just want to come back to my place then?"
"I mean, I do. I just thought maybe we should have a date involving something other than me eating your ass."
"Why?"
"I dunno. Just seems like the done thing." Riley shrugged. "But you're right. Your idea's better. Let's-"
"Nah, I want to try yours now. Go out and do something."
Riley made an indignant sound. "You only changed your mind to torment me."
"Partly that, yes. I like that cute little face you make." Hailey gave Riley a consolation kiss. "Come on, we'll go see a movie or something so we can say we did, then go somewhere and do naughty things."
"Probably have to be your place," Riley said. "Easier. Your mom already knows we're up to no good."
"Ah, but she doesn't know how much no good we're up to."
"Sure. But still easier than dealing my parents, isn't it?"
"I'd assume so. Honestly, haven't met them though, so can't say for sure."
"Fair. I'll introduce you someday when we're not too horny to function."
"So... never?"
"Maybe never, yeah."
"Wearing butt plugs everywhere kinda short circuits some social stuff, doesn't it?"
"Sure seems to."
Hailey drove Riley to the local theatre. Riley spent a good chunk of the drive casually rubbing Hailey's thigh, sometimes creeping a little closer to her pussy. Hailey protested that she had to concentrate, and wouldn't let Riley get too naughty.
It wasn't quite as safe showing off butt jewelry outside of school. It really wasn't a publicly accepted thing. Riley and Hailey still did a bit between the car and the theatre, but only when they didn't think anyone was really watching.
They more or less behaved themselves standing in line, buying their tickets and snacks, and finding seats, but were still quite giggly from their brief moments of outdoor exhibitionism.
"You know the problem with having a girlfriend?" Riley said as they got settled in a back corner of the room.
Hailey arched her eyebrow. "Do enlighten me."
"Neither of us can do the trick with this popcorn where we cut a hole in the bottom and-"
"Oh my god."
"It's a real issue."
"It isn't. But if it helps, once the lights go down I'll sneak my hand down your panties."
"That does help, thank you."
They'd made a good choice of movie, as it turned out. Seats didn't fill up too much to be an issue, and Riley and Hailey had enough privacy in their corner to get away some stuff if they wanted to. And, indeed, they very much wanted to.
Hailey kept her promise, almost, and slipped her hand down Riley's pants once the lights went dark. She stayed overtop of Riley's panties at first, which wasn't quite what she'd said, but it was quite lovely all the same and Riley slouched down in her seat to open up her lap for as much rubbing as possible.
Riley did much the same for Hailey, sneaking her fingers down to Hailey's damp panties as well. She rubbed Hailey like that for a bit, then was first to take it further and go beneath Hailey's panties, directly fingering her wet little pussy.
The girls spent much their time and energy working each other into horny messes in their corner of the theatre. Riley hadn't paid attention to a single thing on screen, despite spending much of her time staring at it. Her focus wasn't visual hardly at all, except when she turned to check on Hailey from time to time.
Riley worked a pair of fingers into Hailey's soaked pussy, finger fucking her into sloppy submission while Hailey rubbed Riley's clit in return. Riley came first from their mutual masturbation, thanks to Hailey's focus on her clit. After she'd had a moment to recover, she abandoned all sense of subtlety and climbed straight into Hailey's lap.
"I think you just spilled our popcorn everywhere," Hailey murmured.
"Did you want some?"
"Not really."
"I can get you a snack if you really want."
"... is that innuendo?"
"Probably."
"'Cause you'd really have to contort yourself to-"
Riley kissed Hailey, consigning whatever point she'd been making to oblivion. The kiss slowly became everything, turning into the long, deep makeout session Riley had been craving. The movie played on, forgotten behind her, as she kissed Hailey, sucked her lip, playfully poked at her tongue, and anything else she felt like. Hailey did much the same right back.
Hailey had a definite advantage in getting at Riley's butt. With Riley climbed into her lap, she could just reach around and grab at it all she wanted. Riley couldn't get at hers and had to be content with kisses, caresses, and getting under Hailey's shirt.
There was no rush at all in Hailey's fondling. She squeezed and rubbed Riley's ass, slipped her hands down the back of Riley's leggings, and eventually pulled them down altogether. Riley's panties didn't last long once her pants were out of the way.
In theory, someone could have looked back and gotten an amazing view of Riley's backside. The thought crossed her mind, but that was about as far as it went. She didn't really want to do anything about it, not while she was being so delightfully played with.
If anything, Riley only made out with Hailey all the more aggressively at that point. Her horniness was being given extra fuel by Hailey exposing her and getting naughtier and naughtier with her bum.
Riley moaned into Hailey's mouth as Hailey started playing with her plug. Riley felt it slip out and back in several times, then Hailey wiggled it around some. It reminded Riley of Hailey switching out her jewelry for her, only now there was no confusion at all remaining. They both knew exactly what they were doing, and how the other felt.
Eventually Riley's plug popped entirely free of her ass, eliciting another soft moan. Hailey fucked it in and out a bit more, as though trying to stretch Riley's ass out, then pulled the bejeweled toy away entirely.
"Don't lose that," Riley mumbled around Hailey's lips.
"Hm, better put it somewhere safe, huh?"
Riley felt a fluttery little thrill at the way Hailey spoke, though she couldn't think where else naughty Hailey was even thinking of. Her unasked question was answered when Hailey brought Riley's butt plug right up to her lips.
Riley's eyes widened in surprise, but she obediently opened up, then closed her lips around the thinnest part of the plug, leaving only the gemmed base free of her mouth.
"There," Hailey said. "Can't lose it now, can we?"
Riley slowly shook her head. She was sure she must be gushing all over Hailey's lap, without even her panties to soak up some of her arousal. Hailey had really just taken her plug out and stuck it straight in her mouth, fresh from its usual home in her ass. Her butthole was empty and probably gaping slightly, even more exposed than she was used to if anyone chanced to look.
Hailey was quick to replace Riley's butt plug with her fingers. She pressed two of them in easily enough, then pulled them out, sucked them to apply some saliva, then pushed them in even deeper.
This was so insane, and Riley was absolutely helpless against it. Hailey was fingering her ass just as publicly as Riley felt she'd ever dare. Maybe a little over the line, even, but horniness and a certain level of trust was carrying her through.
Resigning herself to her delightful fate, Riley snuggled deeper with Hailey, nuzzling right up while sucking gently on her butt plug pacifier.
Hailey, still having her mouth free, continued to kiss Riley occasionally, more on the forehead or around her ear, Riley's mouth being totally unavailable.
Having never had her ass fingered for any great length of time, let alone a good chunk of a movie, Riley was unprepared for just how horny she'd eventually get. Aroused, sure, but that constant lovely, relaxing stimulation up her butt-different in its own right from a butt plug, much more focused and attentive-turned her into a total sopping mess. The problem being that it got her all worked up, but never to a point of actually making her cum.
Riley lasted a while, but eventually took her plug out of her mouth and pushed it in Hailey's instead. With her mouth free, Riley aggressively took her turn going after Hailey, kissing her anywhere and everywhere she could get at, even licking or nibbling places that looked fun. Hailey squirmed and whined, fingering Riley deeper in response. They fed off each other, making each other hornier the hornier they got themselves.
They nearly got caught at the end, paying so little attention as they were. Riley managed to roll off Hailey before the lights came up, then stood up and waited while Hailey reinserted her butt plug and adjusted her pants for her.
"Does it look like I pissed myself?" Hailey asked quietly.
Riley stepped further away from Hailey as they walked and tried to casually look at her crotch. "Kinda, yeah. I think I soaked you a bit."
"Wasn't all you. Believe me."
Riley grinned and stepped back next to Hailey, taking her hand. "I don't care where we go, but I need you."
"You just had me."
"I need you somewhere we can both cum hard."
"That's a problem."
"Why?"
"I might be too horny to drive."
"I promise I won't touch you while we're moving."
Hailey pouted adorably. "Maybe that's what I'm afraid of."
Somehow Riley kept her hands off of Hailey until they were parked in Hailey's driveway. They were somewhat disappointed that Colleen's car was there too, but not wholly surprised.
"Think we can get past your mom and fuck around in your room?" Riley asked.
"We're damn sure going to try."
Luckily for the desperately horny girls, Colleen was all dressed up and, in fact, on her way out again shortly.
"How do I look?" Colleen asked, seeming too wrapped up in her evening plans and appearance to notice anything amiss with her daughter.
"Smoking hot, Mom," Hailey answered, moving in to give her a hug, and perhaps hide her soaked leggings from view.
"Mmm, you lie a little too easily, darling," Colleen said as she hugged Hailey back and kissed her cheek. "But thank you for saying so."



Riley hoped she hadn't left too much spit or anything on Hailey's face from their rather messy time at the movie.
"Don't even have to lie," Hailey continued cheerfully. "Who's the lucky boy?"
Colleen arched her eyebrow. "Who says it's a man, hm?"
Hailey giggled and skipped back, moving her legs in such a way as to avoid giving her mother a straight look at the front of her. "Well whoever it is, you'll have them in the palm of your hand."
Colleen glanced at Riley. "Does she lay flattery on this thick at school too?"
Riley flushed, unsure if the question meant Colleen knew the extent of their relationship, or if it was just a casual query.
"Get going, Mom. You'll be late." Hailey stepped behind Colleen and gave her a shove toward the door.
"You don't know what time I'm headed out for."
"If you waited for me to get home, you're probably already running late, aren't you?"
"I know you're just trying to get rid of me, Hailey. Don't worry, I'm going. There's food in the fridge if you girls get hungry."
"'K, Mom. Thanks, Mom. Bye, Mom."
"Don't have too much fun while I'm gone."
"Of course not," Hailey promised cheerfully. The very instant Colleen was safely out the door, she whirled to Riley. "Want to go have too much fun while she's gone?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
They kissed and fumbled their way to Hailey's room. Riley's pants were down far enough to expose her pussy and ass by the time they got there. Hailey's had gone down her legs entirely and been kicked off in the hallway. She'd had just enough rational thought remaining to drag them along with her toes to hide the evidence.
Bottoms were dispensed with entirely at that point. Riley and Hailey got leggings and panties clear, then fell on the bed in a flurry of kissing, groping, and rubbing. They turned each other's butt plugs on, adding a background hum to the sounds of making out, as well as the internal stimulation the toys provided.
Riley found Hailey's flooded pussy and rubbed it with more enthusiasm than dexterity. Hailey reciprocated just a little slower. Two hands, two pussies, two vibrating asses.
Riley couldn't even think for a time. It was an effort to remember how to move her fingers properly. Hailey's touch on her clit was electric, blending with the vibrating anal plug to absolutely shut her down, turning her to a whimpering, orgasm-obsessed mess.
It didn't take long for the girls to cum on each other's fingers. Riley exploded noisily, unable to modulate her volume. She was wracked with waves of pleasure to a level beyond anything she could have imagined. Every twitch of Hailey's finger across her clit was another spasm of pleasure so hard it was nearly painful, in the best possible way.
Hailey's mouth settled atop Riley's in something that might have been a kiss, if only either of them could concentrate on it. Riley's cries were muffled, but her pleasure went unabated for another few moments before she finally began to settle.
"You ok?" Hailey whispered.
Riley's eyes fluttered open, slowly bringing Hailey's smiling, satisfied, but slightly concerned face into focus.
"I think so," Riley rasped. "What day is it?"
Hailey snorted. "Why, Christmas day, sir."
"Merry Christmas to me, then."
"Mmm, I know how you feel."
Hailey let her weight settle even more on Riley, lying fully atop her. Riley accepted the snuggle gratefully, letting it help hold her down and in the present.
"Can you pass out from cumming?" Riley asked.
"I almost thought you did for a second. You definitely squirted all over me."
"I didn't. Did I?"
"Once I feel like moving, I'll show you the sheets under us. Bet they'll be soaked."
"Maybe that was just you."
"Mmm, true. I feel like I might have as well. That was... intense."
Riley nodded and nuzzled Hailey's cheek. "Could you possibly turn my plug off? It's a bit much right now."
"Oh, right."
Hailey had already turned her own off, it seemed, though Riley wasn't sure when. She slid a hand underneath Riley and turned hers off as well, then left her hand there cupping Riley's ass.
"I'm still horny," Riley admitted. "But not quite ready for more. If that makes sense."
"It does. Need water or anything."
"I might. In a minute. Don't move yet."
"Mmm, ok."
The girls cuddled together, just basking in the moment and each other, until they finally rolled lazily apart.
"I've got some energy back," Hailey said thoughtfully.
"I'm getting there." Riley watched Hailey carefully. "You have an idea, don't you?"
"Maybe."
"You can do anything you want to me."
Hailey's eyes rolled back. "You shouldn't say that to me," she said breathily.
"Why not? It's true. Right now... I'm yours. Anything. Get me while I'm horny."
"Ok. I will, then."
Riley bit her lip and prepared to pull her knees up, or roll over, or whatever Hailey wanted. She was a bit disappointed when Hailey stood, popped her plug out, and stuck it in Riley's mouth, much as she had with Riley's plug at the theatre.
"Hold that a second, I'll be back."
"Hnnnhh gghhhnn mmmhh?"
"You'll see."
"Nnnnhhh nnnmmm!"
"Patience. You're still recovering anyway, remember?"
Riley pouted as Hailey left the room, though having a butt plug in her mouth ruined any effect it might have had.
As she waited alone and horny, the mystery and excitement of it all got Riley all revved up again. She perked up eagerly when she heard Hailey's footsteps padding back toward her.
Admittedly, too, sucking on the subtle flavour of Hailey's ass was kind of working for Riley. Much hotter than sucking on her own plug.
Hailey slipped back into the room, still naked from the waist down, sans butt plug now, of course, but holding something intriguing in one hand which made up for the lack of jewelry.
Riley spat out Hailey's plug and tossed it lightly on the bed. "What's that?"
Hailey held up a small tangle of straps with something very phallic attached. "This?"
"Is that..."
"A strapon."
"Oh wow." Riley gazed wide-eyed at the sex toy as Hailey swung it gently back and forth. "And you... want to use it on me?"
"Ideally. You said anything, didn't you?"
"I did."
"I mean, you can still say no, obviously. But I thought... well, I'm feeling horny and crazy enough to see if you'd go for it."
"Hailey?"
"Yeah?"
"Where'd you get it?"
"Um..."
"It's not... your mom's, is it?"
"No! I mean, kinda. But no."
"What?"
"It's a display model. Kinda," Hailey said quickly. "She's never used it. Not really. Probably put it on, like over clothes or something. But she's never done sex or anything with it."
"You don't think it's maybe kind of weird anyway?"
"No. Do you?" Hailey flushed. "I could get a new one, I guess. I know where Mom has some. But then I'd have to explain about-"
"Yeah, no, that's worse. Except, she's bound to notice we used this one, isn't she?"
Hailey smiled cautiously. "I slip a condom on while we play, give it a wash afterward, should be no traces left."
"You think?"
"Don't see why not."
Riley chewed her bottom lip. "How badly do you want to use that on me?"
"Pretty badly. I... jeez, ok, like, you don't know how bad I want to be in that cute ass of yours. And I'm kinda limited. Unless I use something like this."
"Right inside me?"
"Yes."
"In my ass?"
"Yes!"
"That's what you want?"
Hailey's eyes were pleading. "More than anything right now. You don't have to, but even if you just let me try it..."
"Is that what you were thinking about when you were fingering me earlier?"
Hailey squirmed. "Kinda, yeah. You grip my fingers so nicely, it's so warm, so cute, so perfect. I don't really want a cock or anything. I'm happy as I am. But I've never had an urge so intense as when I was thinking about, like, just getting inside you then. Sitting you down on my lap, feeling you, watching your face go all crazy."
"You won't be able to feel it," Riley said quietly. "Not physically."
"I know. That doesn't matter, though."
Riley only hesitated a moment longer. She'd been eyeing the dildo Hailey was holding, and was a bit leery of it. She'd never had anything bigger than her current plug in her ass. But for Hailey, for that look, even just for her horny, crazy needs, Riley couldn't seriously contemplate passing on the opportunity.
"Ok," Riley said.
Hailey's eyes lit up and she pounced onto Riley, kissing in a small, furious flurry of lips.
Riley fended her off, giggling. "You need to get into that thing, don't you?"
"Mmhm."
Hailey bounced back to her feet, turned the strapon around in her hands a few times, then tentatively stepped into it. She got it up to her hips, dildo pointed forward, then took some time getting it snugged up correctly.
Riley watched with mounting curiousity and excitement. Hailey was going to be inside her. Deep inside her. It wasn't something she'd expected, or that she was physically ready for, but she wanted it quite badly now that it was in her head and Hailey was gearing up right in front of her.
With some amount of forethought, Hailey had brought a few condoms with her as well. She opened one up, flipped it over a couple times, then settled on a side and rolled it down the length of her hip-mounted dildo.
It was a sexier sight than Riley would have anticipated. Condoms were sometimes referred to derisively when it came to actual seduction and whatnot, but seeing Hailey getting prepped for her made Riley tingle in a very good way.
As Hailey stepped toward her, lube in hand, Riley shivered, met her eye for a moment, then slowly rolled herself over and lifted her ass as high as her knees would comfortably take it. She settled her face and shoulders down on the bed, presenting herself just as cute and submissively as ever she could.
Hailey gave Riley's butt a light smack. "Forward a bit, please."
Riley scooted herself forward, making more room for Hailey behind her on the bed.
First, her butt plug was pulled free. That only made sense. Hailey cooed and purred over Riley's slightly gaping little butthole, running a thumb over it as she spread Riley's ass cheeks.
Hailey then dove in face first, tongue heavy with spit, slobbering liberally over Riley's ass. Riley felt wetness running down her thighs at the combination of sexy anticipation and now being enthusiastically eaten out. Hailey's tongue lapped and probed at Riley's ass, trying to exploit the small gap, but not quite able to penetrate. She left copious excess saliva in her wake.
Impatience became a real factor very quickly. Ordinarily, Riley would have been delighted to have Hailey licking her out for any length of time she so desired. The problem was she'd been convinced to try something more intense than that, and once she was settled on it, she couldn't just rev down again, no matter how lovely and squishy all those anal licks made her feel.
"Stop squirming," Hailey admonished, grabbing Riley's ass more firmly.
"How'm I s'posed to do that?"
"Just stay still."
"I caaan't."
"Why not?"
"You know why. You're about to put... put that thing in me."
"My dildo?"
"Yes."
"In your ass?"
"Yes!"
"And you're this excited, huh?"
"And nervous. But... yes." Riley lifted her hips a tad higher. "No one's ever, like, fucked my ass before, you know."
"No?"
"No."
"I was really hoping I got to be first."
"Well you definitely do," Riley said softly. "My first time."
"Fuuuccck, I really don't want to rush this, but you're making it hard."
"You don't have to rush, but... well maybe just a little." Riley wiggled her booty. "If you wait too long, I might lose my nerve. Or maybe just start enjoying all that licking too much to let you stop."
"Well we can't have that." Hailey kissed Riley's sloppy butthole. "But I'm coming back for more later."
"Anytime, babe. Just... not now."
"Sure, sure."
Hailey very tenderly and efficiently applied lube to bolster her spitty efforts. She penetrated much further into Riley's ass with her lubed fingers than she had with her tongue. She made Riley's butthole and her own strapon all slippery before going ahead.
"You think this'll hurt?" Riley asked nervously as Hailey pressed against her ass.
"Maybe. I really hope it won't. Partly I think it's in your head. If you think it's gonna hurt, you'll be all tense, you know?"
Riley thought ahead in time, to when Hailey would be all up inside her, dildo deep in her ass. Sure she was nervous about having her bum filled like that, but so very excited too. Her heart was pounding and her pussy dripping, all at the thought of Hailey being in her.
"I want you in me," Riley said firmly.
"You think you're ready? I can try and relax you more if-"
"Don't you dare. I want it now!"
"Ri, you can't just declare that you're ready if you're not."
"Yes I can."
"Are you sure?"
Riley wiggled her butt and pressed it back against the thick dildo attached to Hailey's hips. It was going to stretch her so good. She could sense it. Like when she and Jen put in their first butt jewels, only more so. More physical sensation, and a much deeper emotional meaning to it.
"Haileyyy, please fuck my ass."
Hailey groaned at Riley's slutty begging. As Riley had hoped, she couldn't resist it.
Slowly, so slowly, the pressure on Riley's asshole increased. Riley did tense a little, she couldn't help it, but she remembered to breathe deeply and focus on unclenching all her muscles as much as she possibly could under the circumstances.
It seemed to take forever, that her little bum just wouldn't accept the strapon inside, then all at once it just popped in past the outer ring. Riley's eyes went wide, her fingers clutched tightly at whatever sheets she could grasp, and she went very still and quiet for a moment.
"Are you ok?" Hailey asked, concerned.
"I think so," Riley said. "It's very big. Relatively speaking."
"I don't think it's that much bigger than your plug, really."
"No. Maybe. But it's not gonna get smaller again, is it?"
"No. Not so much. Pretty consistent width."
"Maybe just stay there for a moment?"
"I can pull out."
"Don't you dare!"
Hailey obediently stayed still, just the tip inside Riley's uncertain ass. It was quite a stretch for Riley, not painful exactly, but sort of on the cusp of what she felt she could handle. But she wanted so very, very badly to be able to take it. For Hailey.
"You're really stretching me," Riley said.
"You're definitely gonna have more of a gape than usual afterward."
"Mmhm. You like that, don't you?"
"Maybe."
"You better fuck me then, make sure you get me as stretched as possible."
Hailey pushed in a little more, making Riley's eyes roll back at the feel of being penetrated even deeper.
"Are you ready for more?" Hailey asked.
"Mmhm."
"You sure?"
"How delicate do you think I am?"
"I think you're as delicate as someone who's never been fucked in the ass."
"I'm a butt slut at heart."
"Mmhm, I know you are, babe." Hailey pushed even deeper, claiming more of Riley's ass. "You're gonna take it all for me, aren't you?"
Riley hissed and arched her back even more, really presenting her ass as sluttily as possible. "Every little bit. Just for you."
"Mmm, that's my girl."
Hailey thrust back and forth in initially small and gentle thrusts, but with an increasing power to them. Riley was subjected to harder and deeper anal fucking, unable to quite keep up with adjusting to it as Hailey ramped up on her.
At first, the pleasure was mostly in Riley's head. She wanted to let Hailey fuck her ass, and she was doing it. It felt amazing and slutty and wonderful. She liked butt play, what limited experience she had with it, so there was some fun there as well, but it took a while to get used to having a dildo pushing in and out of her ass.
"Your ass it so amazing," Hailey breathed.
"I know you can't actually feel it," Riley said.
"I don't have to. Do you even feel how you're gripping me? You're so tight, and your butt's so inviting and perfect."
Riley flushed. "You really have a thing for it, huh?"
"Ever since you first started showing it off. It's been developing since then, I think, whether I knew it or not."
Riley squirmed, though that messed up Hailey's rhythm a little. "You've just been waiting to fuck me like this?"
"I got it in my head once we started... doing stuff."
"And is it what you hoped?"
"Well... I'd like to go harder, but generally yeah, it's awesome."
Riley bit her lip, eyes unfocusing, not that there was much to look at from her angle. "Harder," she whispered.
"What?"
"Go harder. Fuck me."
"You're only new. I can't go that hard."
"Babe, it's my ass, I'm giving it to you. Go harder."
Hailey moaned, clenched her fingers into Riley's ass, and drove her strapon the equivalent of balls deep into her. Riley's eyes went wide and she moaned loudly. It was a lot all of a sudden, and Hailey was already pulling back to thrust hard into her again.
Probably she was getting herself out of her depth. Riley knew she was being foolish, that she should take it nice and slow for a while, but such a large part of the thrill for her was in making Hailey happy, giving her what she wanted. And it seemed to be working.
Hailey groped and massaged Riley's ass, fucking her deep and hard with long, smooth strokes. Riley already ached a little, but was feeling so damn good too. It wasn't all mental. The longer she took it, the more she discovered the physical pleasure. It was similar to wearing a plug, or having vibrations running in her ass, but so very unique too. The constant motion, the invading and retreating, keeping her butthole all stretched out, giving her everything she could take, and maybe just a little bit more on top.
Riley's pussy was running down the inside of her thighs. She was helpless and sloppy. The longer Hailey went, the more she wanted those harder thrusts, the deeper penetration, to feel Hailey fully inside her, temporarily owning her ass and making it hers.
"Oh my goddd," Riley moaned, nearly incoherently.
Hailey smacked Riley's butt. "You're taking this really well."
Riley swelled at the praise. She wanted to do something more, to be an even better butt slut somehow, but there really wasn't anything to do other than hold her sexy, vulnerable pose while her ass was pounded.
"It's goooddd," Riley purred.
"You're really liking it?"
"Yesss."
"Your butthole's gripping so nicely."
"Mmm."
Hailey reached under Riley, between her legs. "And you're suuuper wet."
"You got me hornyyy."
Hailey gripped Riley's hips and fucked her ass harder. Riley's mouth was open and drooling on the bed. She was lost in it. Lost in the ass fucking.
"Play with my clit," Riley begged, summoning just enough control of her tongue for the brief sentence.
Hailey slowed again just a touch. "Your clit?"
"Mmhm."
"You wanna cum?"
"Yes please."
Hailey slowed further and reached for Riley's pussy, but didn't quite go for her clit. "You sure? You'll probably want to stop after you cum."
"How long you planning on fucking my butt for anyway?"
"Hadn't thought about it."
"I'm gonna be sore as is."
"You should have said."
"You knew it. I knew it. Let's not pretend."
Hailey flicked across Riley's clit while bottoming out in her bum, making her shiver with pleasure. "I'll have to soothe you tomorrow then."
"With... with your tongue?"
"Maybe."
"Mmm. Ok."
Hailey flicked Riley's clit again. Then again. She gradually built a faster rhythm while doing her best to keep pounding Riley.
Riley's eyes were rolled back and she was drooling more than ever, from both her mouth and pussy. Purposefully or not, when Hailey pressed in at just the right time and hit a certain spot inside her ass at the same time as rubbing her clit, it was absolutely heavenly.



"Riley? Ri?"
Apparently Hailey was trying to get her attention. Riley was too out of it to take much notice. She just wanted to keep getting butt fucked. Keep getting her clit rubbed. Keep making a mess of herself and Hailey's bed.
And she really, really wanted to cum. The need was getting strong, almost too much for her. As much as she wanted to keep this butt slut thing going a while longer, she also just wanted to explode and feel all those lovely tingles through her body, and the nice relaxation afterward. She'd need that too. Her ass was starting to ache, and it would only get worse. Nevermind how it would feel tomorrow.
"K'p g'ng," Riley mumbled.
Hailey rubbed faster. Riley heard her still saying something, but she wasn't sure what. It didn't matter. Those fingers were all that concerned her. And her ass getting pounded into pleasantly achy submission for the first time.
Riley came all over Hailey's fingers, moaning incoherently. She squirmed a bit through her orgasm, but the dildo deep in her butt kept her fairly well pinned.
Riley sank flat to the bed through the end of her delicious and intense orgasm. Hailey followed her, snugging right down on top of her, still buried in her ass.
"Are you listening?" Hailey asked, brushing her lips over Riley's ear.
"Hm?"
"You've been ignoring me."
"Haven't. Just... couldn't pay attention. You were fucking me too good."
"I guess I can accept that." Hailey kissed her shoulder. "Feeling ok?"
"So good."
"Excellent. You definitely squirted that time, by the way."
"Did I?"
"You can't argue with me. My hand got soaked."
"Oh." Riley grinned. "You're the secret, I guess."
"Mmm, I like the sound of that." Hailey kissed Riley's shoulder again. "I'm gonna get you some water, ok?"
"Don't leave."
"I'll be back. Sit tight."
"As if I could even move."
Hailey slowly pulled her entire length from Riley's bottom. It was both a relief and a disappointment. Hailey made a noise of arousal as she spread Riley's ass after and presumably examined it.
"Interesting?" Riley asked.
"Very. Got you seriously stretched out."
"Yeah. I felt that."
"Seriously, I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"Nope. You'll just need to carry me tomorrow is all."
Hailey chuckled and moved away. "I'll just have to, if it comes to it."
Hailey slipped away, still bottomless and sporting a bouncing dildo. She was quick to return, and very tenderly helped Riley sit up and sip at least half the glass of water.
The girls snuggled for a while after that until Riley had recovered some. She nuzzled closer to Hailey's boobies as she got some energy back, then suckled on them while Hailey stroked her hair.
"It's getting late," Hailey murmured.
"I know," Riley said, not letting Hailey's nipple go for long even to speak.
"Do you want to... stay the night?"
Riley looked up at Hailey with big, cautious eyes. "Yes."
"It'll be ok with your parents?"
"Don't see why not. They don't even know I like girls. I mean, I didn't either until just recently. No reason they wouldn't be fine with me staying over."
"You think they'd mind if they knew?"
"I... don't know. But it's not something I've been living with long enough to have fully processed it, let alone figured out what I want to tell the 'rents."
"That's fair." Hailey ran her fingers through Riley's hair some more. "My mom basically knows, you know."
"Yeah. That's fine, I think. People at school are probably gonna be figuring it out too, I imagine."
"Probably."
"I think I kinda like it. One of those kinda warm and fuzzy things thinking people are gonna know you're my girlfriend. Just... not ready to actively deal with it, is all."
"... I'm your girlfriend?"
Riley flushed. "Well... we haven't talked about it, technically. Do you... do you want to be?"
"I really do."
Riley's heart had ramped up quickly, and only slowly settled back down. A smile invaded her lips as she rested her cheek back on Hailey's boobs. "Oh good."
"It seemed like early days, but then... I did just fuck you in the ass."
"Mmm, that's where the romance is, alright."
Hailey giggled softly and hugged Riley tighter. "You gonna be ok with Mom seeing you here in the morning?"
Riley shrugged as she leaned even more heavily into Hailey. "It's a small price to pay. At least with her, it's you that has to explain things."
****
Riley got cozier with Hailey both in school and out. They wore their matching jewelry everyday, and often hung out with Jen and Logan while they were at school.
It was a few days later when the administration threw a wrench into everyone's routine.
Riley and Jen stood at their lockers-pants in fully up positions, rather unnaturally-frowning in silence. Hailey joined them, and gave every appearance of being just as perturbed.
"Hallway monitors," Riley spat in disgust.
"I mean really," Jen said.
"Dick move," Hailey concurred.
"How are we supposed to show off our butt jewelry if they've got fricking narcs with nothing better to do watching everywhere?" Riley complained.
"I think that might be the point," Hailey said.
"Well obviously we know that," Jen said. "The point is... well, fuck 'em, basically."
"What was so wrong with us being fashionable anyway?" Riley said. "Frickin' adults. Think they know everything. Think they're the only ones who get to decide what's acceptable."
Jen shrugged. "To be fair, no one would bother with butt jewels if our parents didn't hate the idea."
"True," Riley admitted. "But still, though."
"Frickin' police state," Hailey said.
Riley and Jen grumbled in agreement, still glaring at the nearest volunteer 'hallway officer.' Logan walked up, joining the three girls. Jen greeted him with a long kiss, then all four of them spent time staring daggers at the lone visible do-gooder.
"I had a thought," Hailey said cautiously.
Riley turned to her. "Yes?"
"Well... I don't know if it's actually a good idea. But I was thinking about it last night. And if the school's gonna be like this about butt plugs... it might be worth it."
"Well don't leave us in suspense," Jen said. "Tell us."
Hailey chewed her lip. "I'll tell you at break," she decided. "I need to think some more."
"That's so dirty," Riley complained. "You know we're all curious now."
Hailey kissed Riley, then skipped off. "Break," she repeated.
"Your girlfriend's a bit of a tease," Jen said.
Riley still had eyes on Hailey, appreciating the way she moved even without her butt being as visible as she was used to. "Depends on her mood," Riley said, half to herself.
****
At break, Riley immediately sought out Hailey, who in turn dragged Riley to a deserted classroom. Riley's interest was piqued when Hailey pulled her leggings down with no more preamble than, "Watch the door."
Riley took up station near the door, but almost exclusively watched Hailey rather than the small window to the hall outside. She was pretty sure Hailey wasn't trying to be sexy, she hadn't teased hardly at all while taking her pants off, and even while standing there in her panties, she seemed too focused on some sort of task to even flash her butt properly.
It didn't take Riley long to decide to help out with the latter. She sneaked over and tugged Hailey's panties down to optimal jewel-showing height. Hailey whirled her head around in initial surprise, but then only snorted in amusement as Riley resumed her ostensible lookout post.
"Sorry. Should have thought of that," Hailey said.
"Mmhm. But this crackdown has everyone all confused."
"So unnecessary."
"I know! Haven't seen any butts all day, until just now. Or any jewels."
"Butts I can't help. But jewels..."
Riley's eyes widened as Hailey pulled out a pair of scissors. She hadn't much been paying attention to what Hailey was doing with her leggings, but when Hailey started carefully cutting them, Riley got both interested and concerned.
"Whatcha doin', babe?"
"Well... we can't show off as much anymore, right?"
"Not looking good."
"So what if we just had something a bit... subtler?"
"Like what?"
Hailey tested her handiwork for a moment, poking a finger through a small hole she'd made in the butt of her leggings. She then rather unsubtly popped her butt plug out and managed to just barely squeeze it through the hole without ripping it wider.
"There. Perfect," Hailey declared.
Riley frowned and stepped closer, abandoning all pretense of keeping watch. "Ok, but... now what?"
"Now I put them back on, obviously."
It all started coming together for Riley as Hailey stepped back into her bottoms. She pulled them up, keeping hold of her plug, then once she was settled, pushed her plug snuggly back in her ass.
"Oh wow," Riley breathed in awe.
"How's it look? Good, I hope, 'cause I kinda can't turn back time on that hole I made."
Hailey's jewel was nicely visible, even with her leggings all the way up. Since it was now through the hole in Hailey's leggings at its narrowest point, the base of the plug did double duty for not going all the way inside Hailey, nor all the way through the hole in her pants.
In fact, the plug was pinning Hailey's leggings even tighter to her butt than usual. The curves of her ass were visible as plainly as if she was bottomless. Not the skin itself, but the entire shape of it. And right in the middle, her gleaming little bum jewel.
"That's amazing," Riley said. "It's perfect!"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. It's so hot. And not really as noticeable from a distance unless someone's really looking for it."
Hailey grinned over her shoulder. "Subtlety."
"Yeah, you're right." Riley cupped Hailey's ass in both hands and ran them up and down a little. "Your panties are kind of a problem though. They're kinda bunched up and ruining your lines."
"I thought they probably would be an issue. But, uh, I don't think I can get away without. 'Cause you know, they at least soak up some wetness."
"Oh trust me, I know." Riley kept massaging Hailey's ass. A tentative idea was forming in her head, but she wasn't quite sure about it yet. "So, wanna cut a hole for me too?"
Hailey turned and kissed Riley. "I was hoping you'd ask."
Hailey repeated her careful cutting for Riley's bottoms, then knelt down and ate her ass some to 'make sure it was slippery enough.' There was still lots of lube for sticking Riley's plug back in, but she wasn't about to point that out.
Any further sexiness had to wait, since the bell rang for next period. The girls got themselves sorted out, smoothing their panty bunching out as much as possible, then walked hand in hand in the direction of their next classes, parting regretfully when they had to go separate directions.
****
Jen was on Riley like glue right from the start of lunch.
"Show me. Show me show me show me!"
Riley smiled, took a cursory glance around, then turned and let Jen examine her butt.
"Oh wow!" Jen said. "That's amazing!"
"I know."
"How come you didn't tell me you guys were doing that? I had to hear about it in a rumour."
"That's a quick rumour. We only tried it at break."
"Could have invited me."
"Sorry, Jen. I didn't know what was going on at first. By the time we'd tested it, there wasn't time."
Jen pouted. "Yeah, I guess. We'll you'll get me sorted out too, yeah?"
"Oh course. Just gotta find Hailey. She's got the magic touch with those scissors."
Jen wiggled Riley's plug a little, which felt quite nice, then turned it on for her, which felt even nicer. They wandered off to find Hailey, Riley's ass buzzing and her gem visible to anyone who wanted to look. Her butt was technically covered more than usual, but the size and curve of it were just as obvious as they ever had been. In these trying days of administrative repression, Riley got more attention than ever before for her daring look.
They met up with Hailey and all found a quiet corner to hang out for lunch. Almost immediately, Jen had her leggings off and handed over to Hailey, who set about cutting her third hole in a pair of pants already that day.
While Hailey was busy, Riley helped Jen get her panties pulled down at the back while keeping them as unbunched as possible. It wasn't an easy task, but they had all lunch if they needed it. Plus it meant Jen got to show her butt gem to anyone who came by, just as if it was a normal day.
Granted, pants had usually stayed mostly on, and they'd be in significant trouble if one of those people wandering by was a person of authority. So not altogether normal.
They got Jen's leggings back and pinned them to her butt with her shiny plug, just the way Riley and Hailey were wearing theirs. They each took a turn modeling for the others and helping each other adjust for optimum effect. They then took a casual stroll around in order to show off the new, arguably safer but still pretty hot look to as many of their classmates as they could.
"So I really think I do have an idea for this," Riley said, having come to a decision since break. "I think you should both come to my place after school."
"What's the idea?" Jen asked.
"She's not gonna tell," Hailey said. "I already tried."
"That's right," Riley said. "It's my turn for secrets. You're just gonna have to wait and see."
****
Riley actually found it much easier bringing Hailey home with Jen present to help deflect attention. Her parents and brother took hardly any note of Jen's presence beyond a few usual pleasantries, and by extension Hailey slipped mostly under the radar.
There was no reason any of them should have suspected Hailey of being anything other than a friend anyway, but Riley was still new and nervous to this whole 'liking girls' thing. Even if her anxieties were rapidly falling behind her.
Only when they were all three safely locked in her room did Riley explain her idea.
"I got these panties a little while back," Riley said, opening up her underwear drawer. "I thought they might be kinda hot for showing off jewelry. But maybe a little too much so. I never quite worked up the nerve to try."
Riley held up a pair and turned them around in her hands.
"They've got no butt," Jen said, peering closely.
"Well, not much of one," Hailey said.
"Yeah, backless," Riley confirmed. "They go up from your pussy to either side of your butt crack. Leave it open."
Jen snatched the panties from Riley's hands and examined them closer. "Perfect for showing off."
"Exactly," Riley said. "Wear these and we can still have something to keep our bottoms from soaking through too badly, but that don't get all wrinkled and lumpy when our leggings are stretched over them. 'Cause they can just stay up too."
Hailey kissed Riley's cheek. "I love it, babe. These'll do nicely." She grinned. "And they definitely woulda been hot framing our butts too, back when we could get away with it. You shoulda gone for it."
Riley shrugged, blushing faintly. "Never quite dared."
Jen was already stripping off her bottoms, damp panties included. She didn't seem to mind Hailey being there and getting to see her pussy, and certainly wouldn't be bothered by Riley. She pulled the backless panties on and adjusted them, then popped her butt plug back in.
"How's that look?" Jen asked, turning this way and that to give Riley and Hailey views from different angles.
The girls nodded approvingly.
"Pretty hot," Riley said. "I think they look better on you than they ever did on me."
"I disagree," Hailey said.
"How would you know?"
Hailey just grinned until Riley rolled her eyes.
"You wanna see, don't you?" Riley said.
"Sure do."
Jen started to pulled the panties down, but Riley waved her off.
"I got more," Riley said.
"You have more of the same panties that you never wore?" Jen asked, somewhat incredulous.
"Never said I didn't wear them," Riley said. "Just never showed them. I go through so many pairs during a week at school I need something for weekends and evenings and whatever."
Hailey giggled. "Bad girl."
Riley, too, stripped bottomless with no compunctions. Both Hailey and Jen had seen everything she had, and for slightly different reasons she was happy enough to get partly or fully naked in front of either or both of them.
Riley emulated Jen, adjusting her backless panties to ride symmetrically up each cheek while leaving the middle bared. She took the time to swap out her vibrating plug for her more colourful gem, since she figured presentation mattered more than vibrational potential.
In fact, with her older plug in and matching panties, Riley and Jen made quite a pair. Hailey professed to preferring the way Riley pulled off the look, but she was biased.
After modeling panties and plugs separately and together, Jen bounced casually onto Riley's bed and nodded at Hailey. "Your turn."
Hailey looked at Riley.
"Yeah, I have another pair," Riley said. "If you want."
"Well I can't possibly be left out of this," Hailey said.
She too modeled her underwear and bejeweled backside for the others, even doing a bit of a slow, swaying dance with her butt to Riley and Jen.
It got a bit crowded on the bed afterward, but Riley and Hailey didn't mind getting quite cozy. There was a bit of an awkward pause while all three girls knew they were horny from school and their butt plugs, and from the sexy modeling show they'd given each other, but weren't quite sure what to do.
Riley solved the problem by sticking her hand down her panties, lowering her eyelids, and sighing contentedly as she rubbed herself.
Hailey and Jen were close behind, just as soon as they saw that it was going to be fine with everyone.
As they all masturbated together, Hailey slipped her leg over Riley's, opening up more room for her to rub her pussy. Riley enjoyed the warm contact and leaned harder against Hailey in return.
Jen kept deliberately more to herself, as much as it was possible on the relatively small seating area they had to work with. She didn't shy away from watching the other two, though.
The three horny teens fingered their wet pussies and rocked back and forth slightly, grinding on their butt plugs. Panting breaths filled the bed until one by one they made themselves cum and got to finally relax after a hard day of getting themselves all worked up from anal stimulation and mild exhibitionism.
"What's kinda funny," Hailey said, still idly playing with herself under her panties, "is even though we weren't showing any skin or anything, I feel like more people were staring at our butts than ever."
"Oh definitely," Riley said. "But you just watch, won't take long for some others to start copying."
"Mmm, that's fine," Hailey said. "As long as we were first."
Jen sighed. "I don't know if I can get Logan to go along. I tried talking to him about it, but he doesn't really want to cut holes in his jeans like that."
"So get him some leggings?" Riley suggested.
"I don't think he'd go for that either." Jen sighed again. "He's such a boy sometimes."
Riley and Hailey exchanged a glance.
"Guess we cunningly avoided that problem," Riley said.
Hailey grinned and kissed her tenderly. "We made the right call."
Jen rolled her eyes. "Yeah yeah. Yippee for you two."
"That's not very supportive, Jen," Riley said, mocking a frown.
"Well you're lucky, is all," Jen said. "Even the boys getting in on the bum jewelry thing aren't taking it seriously enough, just generally."
"'Cause they don't have to," Hailey said. "Less competition. Not as fierce."
Jen grumbled and curled up on the end of the bed and tried to ignore Riley and Hailey making out and slipping fingers to each other's backsides. "At least the party's coming up. We'll be able to rock that anyway."
****
The girls' legging holes idea took off pretty quickly, although in somewhat subdued fashion. Plenty of students who would happily dare to show off bums and jeweled plugs weren't quite willing to cut holes in their clothes to sneak past the draconian crackdown at the school.



Enough girls were game to at least provide some tight asses to check out, and plenty of light catching jewelry, but the numbers just weren't what they were, and it just wasn't the same level of excitement when one couldn't see actual ass on display.
Hardly any of the boys were any braver than Logan, and very few of them opted to show anything off at the moment at all.
Riley, Hailey, and Jen were temporarily the queens of school, unquestionably the height of academic fashion. That didn't last long before the pool was diluted again, but even after copycats showed up, they maintained an increased notoriety.
Their fame ensured a good turnout at Logan's party, though presumably it would have been good anyway. So many horny teens suddenly denied their favoured method of expressing themselves and their sexuality, and now needed somewhere to vent it all. An illicit house party seemed just the place.
Jen went over early, and Riley and Hailey weren't far behind her. There wasn't really much to set up, other than blocking off a few key areas of the house and taking anything too easily broken out of the line of fire entirely.
By mutual agreement, the girls all stripped to their backless panties, butt plugs gleaming between their cheeks, framed by the pair of straps running up their butts that failed to cover much of anything.
Even Logan had been persuaded to go without pants, underwear pulled down to show off his newer, bigger plug that matched Jen's very nicely. Jen was pretty happy with that, and even before other people started arriving she was all over Logan, kissing and grinding on him.
Riley and Hailey teased them a bit and had to welcome the first arrivers since the official host was busy toying with Jen's plug.
The single item of dress code, that butt gems must be shown by everyone, was strictly enforced, though there weren't any arguments to be had. Anyone showing up knew the drill, and were all happy to have somewhere to let loose and express themselves again. Some even immediately took to the idea of no pants at all and stripped down as soon as they saw it was an option.
"This is gonna be a crazy night," Riley said to Hailey as they stepped back and took a moment to survey the house so far.
"Gee, what makes you think that?" Hailey asked.
"Well, everyone showing their ass, all the pants coming off, lots of us on our way to getting drunk, all the-"
"Jeez, I know," Hailey giggled, taking another sip from the plastic cup she held. "I'm already getting horny," she said in a lower tone.
"Only getting? I'm well ahead of you then."
Hailey snorted and kissed Riley's cheek. "Keep staring at those bums, then. Just make sure mine's still your fav."
"Of course."
Riley turned to kiss Hailey full on the lips. It turned into a bit of a casual make out session, fueled by cheap alcohol and the atmosphere in the house. There'd been a fair amount of booze anyway, and people kept turning up with more. And everyone, absolutely everyone, was contributing to the amount of skin showing, and the general horniness of the party.
It didn't hurt that the ratio of girls to boys was quite high, as they remained more likely to wear butt jewelry, just as they did at school. Girl butts were just more fun, in Riley's biased opinion. And the way some of the girls could move them while they danced...
So far, underwear was all staying on, maintaining some twisted pretense of decorum. But there were getting to be some boners and dampened panties around, fairly easily visible if one wanted to look.
Logan and Jen were two of the biggest offenders of the latter. They'd torn themselves away from each other, to an extent, enough to mingle some. Logan was constantly erect, Jen was seeing to that, and she for her part was showing telltale signs of being just as turned on, albeit somewhat more subtly.
A rather bubbly girl, Raylene, from one of Riley's classes, bounced up to the girls while they were busy feeling each other up. They put that on pause to turn toward her.
"Hey," Raylene said excitedly. "I got one of those plugs like you two have." She turned around and stuck out her butt. "See?"
Riley grinned. The plug Raylene had in did, indeed, appear to be similar to the vibrators she and Hailey wore. Just to be sure, Riley reached out and pressed it until it turned on and started humming beneath her fingers. The actual sound was drowned out by the music playing and sound of people talking.
"Nice!" Riley said.
Raylene turned around, biting her lip cutely as she adjusted to the vibrations in her ass. "I don't know how you wear them to school all the time. Don't you get just..." She lowered her voice. "Constantly horny?"
Riley and Hailey looked at each other and laughed.
"Well yeah," Hailey said. "I mean, we don't have them running all the time."
"But definitely yeah," Riley confirmed.
"Are yours on now?" Raylene asked.
"Not yet," Riley said, giving Hailey an inquiring look.
Hailey shrugged and turned around, so Riley followed her lead.
Raylene delightedly pressed both girls' jewels and got them both vibrating. She changed the speeds apparently at whim until Riley decided she'd had enough and grabbed her wrists. Hailey quickly slipped behind Raylene and turned her plug up to full speed while Raylene laughed and playfully tried to free herself. They then sent her on her way, with Hailey sneaking in a quick smack of her butt before she skipped out of reach.
"Look at that," Hailey said. "We could have our own little minions."
"Ha, yeah, sure."
"Seriously. She looked up to us."
"Well I mean... we are cutting edge in the world of fashion and social bravery."
"That's true."
They were just turning back to each other for more kisses and strategic fondling when another, somewhat shyer girl stepped close. Victoria, if Riley remembered correctly.
"Um, hi," Victoria said, a pinkish flush on her face, either from embarrassment, booze, or both.
The girls nodded greetings back to her.
Victoria looked over at where Raylene had already found a boy to dance with. "She, uh, she... can I... your gems..."
"You wanna see 'em?" Hailey asked easily.
"Can I please?"
"Sure thing."
Hailey guided Riley to turn around and bend over a bit. Riley wasn't sure how she'd just become volunteered like that, but she couldn't say she minded. She was nicely buzzed, horny, eagerly compliant for any naughtiness Hailey might ask of her, and intrigued at the promise of having another curious classmate playing with her plug.
Hailey casually reached around Riley and fondled her boobs some through her shirt while otherwise just standing there and observing Victoria.
Victoria knelt down and tentatively spread Riley's cheeks a little wider, which Riley hadn't expected.
"Oh wow, I can already feel it vibrating," Victoria cooed, awestruck, as her fingers slipped closer to the centre of Riley's backside.
"Pretty great, right?" Hailey said. "You can press on the jewel to change the pattern, if you want."
Riley flushed and felt her pussy gush at Hailey's offer. She only spread her legs wider, as well as pushing her chest more firmly against Hailey's gently cupping palm.
Victoria lavished increasingly bold attention on Riley's ass, even daring to pull her plug all the way out for a moment to feel the vibrations in her hand. She didn't actually finger or lick Riley, but it was a nearer thing than Riley would have initially guessed.
Some other people came over to play with Riley or Hailey's jewel over the next little while. Mostly girls, but a few boys as well. Riley was happy to let the girls play as much as they wanted as long as Hailey was encouraging the behaviour anyway. She only gave the boys shorter turns, just a chance to try out the plug.
Between all that and playing with each other in between, Riley and Hailey both got pretty crazily horny.
And they weren't the only ones. As everyone got drunker and hornier, hardons and soaked panties became a more and more common sight. Even some bottoms being shed altogether, underwear included. Horny teens were starting to grind hard on each other, and fingers were sliding into temporarily unplugged asses.
A lot more girls than Riley would have guessed were pairing up with other girls. But then, they did wildly outnumber the boys, so mathematically it almost had to happen.
"Fuck, this is getting out of control," Hailey said, eyes gleaming as she surveyed the partiers.
"What, you want to stop it?" Riley asked, incredulous.
"Hell no! I'm just saying, I didn't think it'd go like this."
"Really? School's been tightening up and getting everybody cranky. First chance they got..." Riley waved her hand toward a girl in the corner sucking a boy off while reaching around to play with his butt plug. She probably thought she was being sneaky, but she absolutely wasn't.
"Hm, I guess," Hailey said. "But don't pretend like you knew it was gonna be this intense this fast."
"Maybe not." Riley moved in closer, sliding a hand up Hailey's warm side, under her shirt. "But I'm ready to be a part of it, if you are."
Hailey laughed and encouraged Riley's under-shirt exploration. "What the hell do you think we've been doing the past hour, what with getting kinda drunk and letting everyone play with our plugs?"
"Not everyone."
"Lots of 'em."
"Well... we're popular," Riley said with a casual flick of her hair. "S'only to be expected."
"Uh huh. But it got you horny, didn't it?"
"So fucking horny!" Riley admitted eagerly. "Wanna go find someplace?"
"Bedroom?"
"Bedroom."
The girls navigated around the crowd of their half-naked classmates, variously engaged in talking, dancing, grinding, making out, lounging, fingering, chilling, and sometimes getting very naughty.
A pair of girls they passed were dancing close and slowly taking each other's clothes off, getting totally naked. Another girl was trapped between a boy eating her out in front, and another girl eating her from behind. She gasped in delight as her pussy and ass were licked at the same time.
Part of a room Riley and Hailey passed had become something of a dance circle, where it seemed people would take turns stepping into the middle and showing off. Sometimes showing off dance skillz, but more often showing off in a sexier fashion. Riley had to stop and stare as the current dancer was a girl incorporating self ass play. She'd dance and sway a bit, reaching back to pull her butt plug out, then spreading her ass with both hands. She sucked her own plug for a moment, then popped it in and out, lubricated with her spit. She got many cheers and much applause, including from Riley and Hailey.
"Come on," Hailey whispered as the next girl took over dancing. "Keep moving?"
Riley nodded absently and slipped her hand into Hailey's. "Yep yep."
As they got to the bottom of the stairs, there was a girl kneeling on a step while two other girls took turns eating her ass. Then at the top of the stairs, in the relative privacy of the upstairs area, a boy was on hands and knees with a girl apparently doing her best to fist him. Another couple sat next to them offering encouragement. The fisting, or so far lack thereof, caused the Riley and Hailey to pause again.
"Do you think he's done that before?" Riley whispered to Hailey. "Or are they all just drunk?"
"Could be both. And being super horny."
"Mmm, drunk and horny. S'a nice combo."
"It's a dangerous one. Kinda got me thinking about getting up your bum now."
"You have," Riley giggled.
"With my hand, though."
Riley gasped and smiled widely. "You really are horny, huh?"
"And tipsy enough to say it out loud."
Riley bit her lip, squeezing her thighs together and feeling the slickness between them, even with her panties supposedly soaking a lot of that up. "You wanna try?"
"Seriously?"
"I mean, I don't know. Start with fingers. See how much I can take."
"Hnnngg."
Hailey pushed Riley against the wall not far from the fisting show. She kissed her firmly, passionately, and just a tad drunkenly.
"My ass is your kryptonite, huh?" Riley mumbled around Hailey's kisses.
"At what point was that ever unclear?"
Riley giggled and let Hailey kiss her some more. Somehow, she managed to slip to her knees despite Hailey's aggressive make outs and grabbing her butt. As she fell lower, Hailey turned around without even being asked and stuck her ass in Riley's face.
Riley had to push Hailey away just long enough to remove her plug, then went crazy on her butthole. Hailey let Riley frantically eat her ass for a few minutes before pulling her back to her feet and dragging her along. Riley somehow managed to slide Hailey's butt plug back in on the way.
The first promising room that might be a bedroom was already occupied. They almost passed it by entirely, but Riley hesitated and stepped back nearer the door.
"Whatcha doin'?" Hailey asked.
"That sounds like Jen," Riley said.
"Seriously, you can tell that?"
"Well... yeah. I've heard her masturbating lots of times. Is that weird that I can tell?"
"Maybe not."
Riley cracked the door open with Hailey just behind her. As she pushed it wider, it became clear that she'd been right, it was Jen she was hearing.
The room, presumably, was Logan's. It looked like a boy's room, and it would be kind of weird if he'd gone for his brother's room instead. Assuming he had a brother, which Riley wasn't even sure about.
Both Jen and Logan were fully naked. Jen was on the bed with her ass in the air, face to the sheets. Logan was behind her, licking out her bum. By all appearances, they were both in similar states of drunk of and horny to what Riley and Hailey were.
Further credence was given to the notion when Logan started slicking up Jen's butthole with actual lube, followed by doing his cock.
Jen caught sight of her sneaky voyeurs while Logan was grinding his slippery shaft all over her raised bottom. She lifted her head to make sure, then smiled and reached out to crook her fingers.
Riley glanced at Hailey, who was watching with rapt attention and didn't even catch Riley's look. Riley took her hand and led her in.
Logan didn't seem bothered by the intrusion, and Jen was downright happy to have Riley nearby. Jen and Logan had to scooch over some to make room, then Riley was able to lie down next to her bestie.
"He gonna fuck your ass?" Riley asked in a hushed whisper.
Jen grinned eagerly, shyly, and a little nervously all at once. "Yep."
"Done it before?"
"Nope."
Riley smiled back at Jen. "You can tell us to get lost, you know."
Jen shook her head minimally, as much as she could while lying with it flat on the mattress. "I'm glad you found us." Her fingers snaked in between Riley's, holding her for security. "I'm a li'l nervous."
"You'll be fine."
"I know. But... it's better with you here." Jen squeezed Riley's hand. Her eyes were full and round, anticipatory and anxious.
Hailey was settling in as well. She pulled Riley's soaked panties off entirely and set about lavishing attention and worship upon Riley's ass.
Riley squirmed under the effects of Hailey's adoring tongue but tried to stay with Jen for now. Her friend needed her, if only as a comfort blanket. She'd be absolutely fine as soon as she adjusted to Logan being in her. Riley was sure of that. Jen was no anal wuss.
"It's all good," Riley said soothingly. "I'll be right here."
Jen nodded, then bit her lip and closed her eyes as Logan pressed against her asshole.
Riley got to watch the expressions on Jen's face from up close as she had butt sex for the first time. In some ways, it might have been better than seeing the penetration itself. Then again, Riley was biased because she had Hailey working her ass the whole time too.
Jen's eyelids fluttered. Sometimes her eyes rolled back, sometimes they shut tight. Her nose twitched adorably. Her lips contorted variously in pleasure, shock, or disbelief.
They held hands tightly, Jen never letting go of Riley, her lifeline to safety and security. She didn't need it, Riley knew, she could handle herself. But it was one of those things. They were always there for each other in new, unknown, and scary adventures.
Riley started losing control herself. Hailey was tongue-fucking her ass like a girl possessed. Either horny or competitive with the butt fucking next to them. Possibly both. Riley had never even thought about bringing Hailey's strapon with them. Would have been kind of fun if they had. She could just imagine her and Jen in identical positions, bums wantonly stuck up in the air, both getting fucked deep in the ass side by side. It was a beautiful image.
"That's sooo deeep," Jen moaned.
Riley was confused for a moment, thinking her mind had been read. But then it occurred to her that in fact it was just that Logan was fully inside her.
"How is it?" Riley asked.
Jen's eyes flicked open, her lips shifting from a wide pant to a sly smile. "So goooddd," she hissed back.
"See, I knew you'd be fine."
Jen tilted her head over and nuzzled Riley's shoulder for a moment, even as she started moving softly back and forth as a result of Logan thrusting in her.
Riley nuzzled back against Jen, then settled down to just watch her. They maintained eye contact with each other, watching, sharing in each other's pleasure. Jen got fucked deep in her ass with increasing speed and force, while Riley graduated from getting her butthole liberally tongued and coated in saliva to having fingers exploring inside her.
It was very probable that Hailey was really going to try fisting her. Riley knew the possibility was there. She'd signed off on it. And she was horny enough that she was kind of excited by the prospect. Plus she had Jen for moral support. It might well end up being a very quick favour returned.
Jen moaned and her eyes rolled back as she was jolted harder and harder, signifying Logan's progress in her butt. A big, silly smile took over her face, and her tongue lolled out slightly as she panted.
Riley smiled and just kept watching Jen as more fingers gently thrust in and out of her own ass. Hailey had started at two, a nice casual anal finger fuck. Then three, which was fine, albeit a little worse for ease and speed. Four had followed, and that was where it slowed down some.
It was kind of nice having four of Hailey's fingers in her. It wasn't markedly different in the general thickness she had taken from Hailey's strapon, though they didn't go deep so easily, and the process of thrusting them in and out seemed to be getting awkward.
The thumb was coming. Riley knew that. She knew Hailey would try. And if she didn't, Riley would probably tell her to. There wasn't likely to be a better time to try than right now.
Jen started moaning and whimpering through an orgasm. Riley brought Jen's hand that was holding up to her mouth and kissed it, then held tight all the way through Jen's deep anal cum.
Hailey waited for the end of Jen's orgasm, but only just barely. Jen was just coming back into focus as Riley's mouth went wide and she muffled herself with a pillow.
It was Jen's turn to send back some of that love and support as Riley's ass was stretched wider than ever before. Riley was horny, tipsy, and relaxed, but there was only so much preparing one could do for something like this. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't help tensing just a little as that thumb wriggled its way in.
"Breathe," Jen said calmly, still being fucked from behind. "Just breathe. It's ok. I'm here. Hailey's here. It's fine."
Riley nodded and took deep breaths. All five fingers were in, but not yet the whole hand. It would take just that extra little stretch to get past her outer asshole. And Hailey was determined.
"Up on your knees," Hailey said, sounding as breathless as Riley. She smacked Riley's butt with her free hand a few times until Riley realized she was being spoken to.



Riley got her knees under her and lifted her ass without dislodging Hailey's fingers. She and Jen were now in even more identical positions, faces down close to each other, bums wantonly in the air for their respective lovers to get deep within them.
"Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod," Riley hissed.
"What?" Jen asked.
"She's pushing deeper," Riley gasped.
"Does it hurt?"
"Kinda? But... but it a good way. That stretch, you know?"
"Mmm, I know."
"I don't think she can get all the way in though."
Riley was almost immediately proved wrong. As she finished speaking, her mouth and eyes both went wide, no sound coming out, her eyes slowly rolling back. Hailey's hand had slipped past, all the way, and was now inside her.
"Ri?" Jen said. "Ri!"
"Wha'?"
"You look like you're going to pass out."
Riley couldn't speak. Hailey was pulling back slowly, stretching her asshole again from the other direction, but not quite going all the way. Hailey then pushed deeper, fingers curled in a fist.
Riley's pussy was gushing down her thighs. Her ass was being stretched and penetrated deeper. She was holding Jen's hand so tightly she was probably cutting off circulation.
There was some pain, but it was more of a beautiful ache than anything. It was intense and added to the insane pleasure, but it definitely felt like just beyond the edge of what she could handle.
Someone kissed Riley firmly, bringing her back to reality a little. She was confused at first how Hailey was managing it while still thrusting her wrist in and out so consistently, but it wasn't Hailey at all. It was Jen.
While Jen got fucked deep in her ass, and Riley got stretched out by Hailey's fist, the two butt slut best friends kissed and held each other in the moment. They rocked back and forth at different rhythms, but nothing that disrupted their long, sequential kisses too severely.
Hailey only fisted Riley's bum harder as she presumably watched the friendly makeout session.
"Easy," Riley murmured. "I still need my ass tomorrow."
Hailey was panting slightly. "You don't know how horny you're making me."
"Me? I'm not the one with a hand up your bum, am I?"
Hailey grunted. "Technically." She somehow got even deeper in Riley, what felt like her full forearm to Riley's imagination, but surely wasn't anywhere near. "Kiss her again," Hailey urged.
Riley didn't bother arguing that Jen had, in fact, kissed her first. She just slid back in to press her lips to Jen's. It felt so natural and good to kiss her. They'd been friends for so long, it was like they already instinctively knew what the other liked.
Or maybe they were just horny little things whose asses were being filled and fucked, and any pleasure spike was enough to seem like the moon.
Logan grunted and Jen's rhythm changed.
"Oh wowww," Jen whispered, eyes slightly out of focus.
"He's cumming?" Riley whispered back.
"Mmhm."
"Inside you?"
"Yep."
"Deep in your butt?"
"Yesss."
"Is it nice?"
"It's... oh man, I don't even know how to describe it. But yes, very nice."
Logan finished and pulled out, rolling to the side, looking exhausted and happy. Jen stretched out flat right where she was, then let Logan roll her on her side for some cuddles.
Riley was so close to cumming too, but wasn't quite there. She knew all she needed was a little clit play to complement Hailey's exquisite ass-work, but somehow she couldn't make her arms move the way she wanted them too. She was being quite a helpless, wanton little butt slut at the moment. She'd probably be lying out all jelly-like if not for Hailey's fist holding her butt in the air.
Once again, Jen came to the rescue. She had to extract her hand from Riley's death grip, but after that it was a simple matter of slipping her fingers to Riley's pussy, finding her clit, and that about did it. It didn't take any finesse or rhythm, just that extra stimulation itself was enough.
Riley came hard, so intensely that it almost went out the other side of pleasure and just kind of made her ache more. It was a near thing to passing out. Still, her butt and pussy squeezed and spasmed, trapping Hailey's fist momentarily, and insane tingles ran throughout her body. She definitely squirted this time, no question, and her own juices soaked her thighs and the bed beneath her. Pure warm pleasure filled her core, while being surrounded and dampened by the soreness of a body taken just a bit too far.
Hailey struggled to get her hand free afterward, but once she did, Riley sighed and relaxed, even knowing she'd be gaping open for a while afterward.
Somehow they all made room. Riley was trapped close between Jen and Hailey, both snuggling and comforting her. Then, after a while, unsure how it had happened, it was just Riley and Hailey.
"Where'd they go?" Riley mumbled.
"They went to go check on the party," Hailey said, kissing Riley's ear from behind. "That's still happening, you know."
"Oh. Right."
"Jen brought you some water. Have a drink."
Riley managed to get some water down, only spilling some over her already messy self, and the equally messy bed. "When'd they sneak off?"
Hailey laughed. "You're really out of it, huh?"
"Maybe a li'l."
"It wasn't... too much, was it? I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"I mean... I'm sore." Riley took Hailey's hand. "I don't regret anything," she assured her. "But... I don't think I'll be ready for that again anytime soon."
"That's fair. I liked using the strapon better anyway. Fisting was neat, but... I dunno. Not quite the same as fucking you. Or licking."
"Mmm, I do like licking," Riley said.
"Want me to lick you some now?"
"Um... if you're very gentle..."
"I will be so gentle."
And Hailey was, indeed, just as tender as could be. She salved Riley's mostly closed but still achy bum with her tongue. Over and over, just the gentlest, softest licks. It would have been absolutely lovely anyway, but under the circumstances, it was flat out divine.
****
The party was still the main topic of conversation at school all the next week. As well it should be.
People who had been there kept raving about it. Those who hadn't attended expressed disappointment and hung eagerly on details from those who had.
Logan and Jen were boosted into the spotlight as hosts of the whole thing. Riley and Hailey got some love too, but not to the same extent. Which was totally fine, Riley was just happy for her best friend. She had lots of memories to fondly reminisce about anyway.
For days she would keep recognizing someone from the party and either immediately recall some rather salacious things, or have to think about it and eventually break out into a grin seemingly at random when she remembered.
Plenty of girls and some boys had played with Riley or Hailey's plug while they had the chance, and they both giggled together or apart when they walked past someone they recalled having done so.
Not to mention all the bottomless makeouts, fingering, rimming, fisting, and fucking that Riley had witnessed, or was told about by Hailey or Jen. Riley had had to walk a little tenderly for a few days after, and she wasn't the only one by any means.
Being even hornier than usual in the wake of the social event of the year, Riley and Hailey slipped off somewhere halfway private every single chance they got.
"God, do you remember that boy trying to get fisted?" Riley asked in between licks of Hailey's pussy during a break.
"Of course," Hailey said, widening her stance slightly to allow Riley better access to her butt. "I hadn't actually planned on fisting you right then and there until I saw that, you know."
Riley already had a pair of fingers up Hailey's ass while she ate her sloppy wet pussy, and was able to push them a little deeper still.
"Got you all excited, did it?"
"Mmhm."
"Did he ever get that girl's hand all the way in?"
"No idea. Wasn't looking good when we went past, but if they were persistent enough, I'm sure they could manage."
"Probably, eh?" Riley sucked on Hailey's wet slit some more, loving the flavour of her. "Or those two girls sixty-nining right in the middle of that room, going to town on each other's ass."
"Ha, yeah, like they were the only ones there. Not giving a shit."
"And they were not at all the only ones there."
"Nope."
"That was nice."
"Mmhm."
"Or-"
"Oh my god, Ri, I loved it as much as you, but I swear if you don't get me off before this bell rings..."
Riley grinned and initiated a more determined, focused assault on Hailey's naughty bits. She enthusiastically finger fucked Hailey's ass, in and out, while latching onto her clit and licking and sucking at it just the way she knew Hailey liked.
Hailey moaned happily and came all over Riley's face with an easy minute or two to spare. Riley eagerly licked up the juices flooding all over her face and mouth, then stood and kissed Hailey with her own pussy still on her lips.
Hailey graciously licked Riley's face clean of arousal. Riley offered her the pair of fingers that had been up her bum, and she sucked them clean too, making lascivious eye contact with Riley the whole time.
"You're gonna need to get me at lunch," Riley said, not breaking eye contact. "I'm gonna be squelching around in my panties, I can just feel it."
"Don't worry, babe, I'll get you."
Another kiss, then the girls had to hurry and get themselves presentable again. They helped each other adjust their bottoms, getting their jewels on prime display and their leggings smoothed out. So far the hole in the butt of their pants was working, still allowing some showing off without getting them in trouble. They still would much rather be able to show off some skin as before, but it was an acceptable compromise.
****
Only a few days later, Riley sat squirming in a chair just outside the principal's office. Her dad sat next to her, confused and frowning. Luckily, he didn't seem angry with her, but then he probably didn't understand why they were there. Riley had no intent of informing him, though she was sure Principal Thompson wouldn't hesitate to gloat over it.
It wasn't fair, really, that she and Hailey had been singled out like this. Just 'cause they'd flouted the new status quo a little and walked around at lunch showing their gems the old way, bottoms pulled down below their bums. It was an even better effect with their backless panties framing their jewels that much more temptingly.
Even now, Hailey sat in Mr. Thompson's office with her mom, having gone in first. Riley squirmed uncomfortably both for Hailey's sake and her own.
However, instead of Hailey walking out abashed and in definite trouble, a terrific yelling started coming out through the closed door. Riley and her dad both stared at the door in amazement. It was a woman's voice, and must have been Colleen. But... from what Riley could make out, she wasn't shouting at her daughter. She didn't seem the type anyway. Was she yelling at the principal?
A few minutes later Hailey walked out followed closely by Colleen. Hailey offered Riley an encouraging smile, while clearly trying not to appear too thrilled.
"What happened?" Riley mouthed silently to her.
Hailey couldn't stop, and only had time to flash Riley an 'ok' sign with her hand before she and her mom were past them.
Mr. Thompson came out a minute later, looking much less smug than before. He appeared cowed, with maybe a faint sheen of sweat on his forehead.
Riley and her dad took seats in his office across from him, where he endeavored to explain why Riley was in trouble without ever really mentioning any details. It didn't seem at all like him. He'd been so proud of finally catching some students flaunting the arbitrary rules on fashion in a way they couldn't weasel out of.
"I still don't understand," Riley's dad said. "What exactly did my daughter do?"
"She, uh... the dress code," Mr. Thompson said vaguely. "You know, everyone has to obey it. It's... it's..."
"But what did she actually do? Too much midriff? What?"
"Well, uh... yes. Yes something like that. Just... be more careful."
Riley tried not to look too happy as they left. She was still insanely curious what had happened with Hailey that all of a sudden she was getting off with not even a proper warning, let alone any real consequences.
"What an odd man," her dad said.
"He's been under a lot of stress," Riley said without hesitation. "People are saying he's cracked. Coming down on all these minor dress code things." Like showing off butt jewelry, Riley added to herself. Typical power tripping adult, thinking he knew anything about trends and popularity.
Riley texted furiously on the drive home, getting the replies she needed soon enough that Hailey must have been waiting for her queries.
"What happened???"
"Mom happened. Shoulda seen her tearing into him."
"Why?"
"Well when he tried to explain how we'd been caught, Mom kinda looked at him and asked very quietly and calmly if he'd stationed people at the school specifically to stare at teenage girls' butts. He didn't know how much trouble he was in at that moment. He tried to explain that no, they were watching the boys too."
Riley giggled insanely at this point, prompting a questioning look from her dad.
"Oh my god," she shot back.
"Yeah. Didn't take Mom long to get rolling after that. She was piiisssseddd. Tore into him like I've never seen. Didn't quite threaten legal action, but there was an implication there."
"Oh wow. Tell her she's my hero."
"I better not. She was hella on my side, but she's also got that look like I better not push it right now."
"Doesn't approved of butt gems?"
"She's fine with them. Thinks I should know better than to be showing off like that at school, is all."
"It doesn't work if no one can see."
"Yeah, I know. Explain that to Mom in a way that doesn't get me grounded."
"So you're not grounded?"
"Nope. Just on thin ice."
Riley grinned. "Cool. See you tomorrow then."
Hailey sent a pic of her butt with a jewel in the middle, not her vibrating one, but something more colourful. She'd either edited it slightly, or it caught the light just right in the photo to appear to have multiple shades of purple reflecting back.
"Oh damn. Wear that one tomorrow," Riley sent.
"It's not quite as amazing in real life."
"Don't care. Wanna see it."
"Yeah I bet that's what you want to see."
****
The hallway monitors were out. It was immediate. Students were confused about the suddenness of it, but didn't take long to get back their usual showy selves.
Once rumours of what had happened started circulating, however, a bizarre side-effect was that fewer students bothered with showing their jewelry. There was a brief peak of more butts than ever shining around the halls, then a steady drop again.
"What the hell even?" Riley muttered as she and Hailey stood casually posing in the morning, as was their wont.
"I know," Hailey said. "The effect of too much freedom, I guess. Principal guy can't do anything now and everyone knows it." She shrugged. "Takes some of the thrill away."
"Well... I mean yeah, but come on. They should be pushing it more, not less."
"Dunno what to tell you, babe."
"Yeah, I know." Riley slipped around beside Hailey and dropped her hand down to toy with her plug some.
They'd both switched back to more colourful gems lately, rather than the vibrating ones. Colours were more eye-catching, after all, and the novelty of vibes had faded. Vibrating plugs were still fun for play time, though.
The addition of backless panties sticking up well above their pulled down leggings was a nice, sexy addition to the outfit, and had produced a few copycats who'd enjoyed the look, but it wasn't enough to provide much of a resurgence on its own.
Jen sidled up next to the two girls. "Morning."
"Hey," Riley said. "Another disappointing showing today, looks like."
"Yeah, I know," Jen said. "One of those Pyrrhic victories, huh?"
"... what?"
"You know, when you win, but kinda lose too," Hailey said.
Riley looked back and forth between Hailey and Jen. "Whatever you two say."
"It's basic history," Jen said.
"I said 'whatever.'"
"It's true," Hailey said. "She did."
"Logan still one of the quitters?" Riley asked.
Jen rolled her eyes. "Yeah. Says there's no point anymore. I told him sometimes you just gotta dress up for you and the people you care about. I don't think plugs are worth it that much to him when there's no popularity to go with them."
"Boys just don't get it sometimes," Riley said.
"Tell me about it."
"So you're..."
"Done, yeah. And I mean, it was about time anyway."
"God, you're so mercenary about it," Riley said. "It was really just for the status?"
"I mean obviously not just that," Jen said. "The sex was nice too. But he obviously was never someone to settle down with or anything."
"Well I'm glad you recognized that," Hailey said.
"What, you didn't like him?" Jen asked.
"He was ok to look at, but..."
Jen snorted. "Yeah, no. Nice enough to look at, decent guy, kinda fun, great dick-"
"Jen!" Riley said with a quick giggle.
"-but yeah, not enough there."
"You two are horrible," Riley grumbled.
Hailey kissed her cheek. "Not everyone always wants the same things, babe."
"Yeah," Jen agreed. "What she said."
"Ok, ok. Stop ganging up on me."
"Weren't."
"We'd never!"
"Perish the thought."
"Absurd!"
Riley shook her head in exasperation just as the bell rang. "I've never been so thankful for classes to start in my life."
"Harsh."
"Unnecessary!"
Riley started to move away, then stopped and looked at her best friend and girlfriend both standing there grinning at her. "Wanna all go masturbate together after school?"
Hailey and Jen looked at each other.
"Together?" Jen asked.
"Yeah. It was fun that one time, right? And at the party-"
"Hm, that was pretty fun," Hailey said slowly, again glancing at Jen.
"Well as long as you two don't make it weird," Jen said. "Just some casual after school relaxing, yeah?"
"Yeah," Riley said. "Of course."
****
"What if we did something even crazier," Riley mused as Hailey drove them all back to her house after school. "Like, to get people back into butt plugs."
"Or plugs back into people," Jen said. "To be more precise."
"We don't know that they're not wearing them," Hailey pointed out. "Could just be not showing them off anymore."
"Lots of 'em definitely won't bother wearing them if there's no status in it," Jen said, slightly bitterly. "Frickin' posers."
Riley tilted her head. "Jen, you got a temporary boyfriend for the status."
"Not just for that! Why do you keep acting like it was pure power move? It was only half that. Half was for, like, other reasons. Normal reasons." Jen folded her arms. "And you can't accuse me of ditching butt jewelry as soon as it started going out of style."
Riley grinned. "'Cause you're a li'l butt slut, just like us."
"Well... yeah. Kinda."
"So, uh, like what kind of craziness were you thinking?" Hailey asked.
"Oh. Well, like, they have those tail plugs, right?" Riley said. "Something like that, maybe?"
"Wouldn't those be... way too obvious? And impossible to hide?"
"Yeah. But see, Mr. Thompson doesn't dare bring us in again for jewelry violations. Not for a while."
"Not really jewels though, are they?" Jen pointed out.
"No, but it's an evolution, I guess. Just thinking of stuff. You know, like plugs with fidget spinners on the end. I saw a video of that once."
"Seems impractical," Hailey said. "And I don't know that anyone would care."
"Oh definitely not. You couldn't sit down on them, or hide them, or anything," Riley agreed. "But it'd be unique." She stopped and thought about the logistics. "You kinda gotta give them room to spin, too. More of a party trick than anything, I guess."



Hailey nodded. "And we don't know when there'll be another party where we could show something like that off. I saw something kind of neat, though. Getting back to jewel plugs."
"What's that?" Riley asked.
"Something a bit new. Mom got one as a demo unit. It's, like, it's a plug with a jewel on the end, like normal, but it changes colour based on heat."
"Like a... one of those rings people used to wear? Mood rings?"
"Yeah. Exactly."
"That could be fun," Riley said, thinking of the possibilities. She grinned wickedly. "People could always see when someone's just been playing with your plug."
"Mmhm."
"It's definitely neat," Jen agreed. "But I don't know if it ups the game sufficiently. Not when people are getting bored."
"Maybe not," Hailey said.
"Well we're gonna think about it, yeah?" Riley said.
"Of course," Hailey assured her. "And we can keep wearing them as long as we want."
"I sure don't plan on stopping," Riley said confidently.
"Of course not," Jen said. "You're a self-described butt slut."
Riley shrugged and accepted the statement. It was demonstrably true.
The girls ran into Colleen as they entered Hailey's house.
"Hello, Hailey," Colleen said, giving her daughter a quick kiss on the cheek. "Riley," she said with a warm nod. "Um... I don't think I've met-"
"Jen," Hailey supplied. "We've got some school stuff to do."
Colleen looked faintly surprised by the assertion, making Riley wonder just how aware Colleen really was of what she and Hailey got up to. Enough that she was caught off guard by Riley coming over for a different reason.
Though to be fair, it actually was the same reason as ever. And Riley was getting used to a parental figure being aware of that and accepting it. Once she was past the initial awkwardness, it had slowly been creeping into nice territory. It was exhausting, albeit fun, always having to sneak around.
"I'm headed out again," Colleen said. "Got a sales party to get ready for this evening."
"Ooh, looks promising, does it?"
Colleen grinned. "I know the woman organizing it. She's, uh, a good client. And she knows good women to invite."
Hailey grinned. "Well good luck with them."
"Thanks, sweetie. There's food in the fridge. Or freezer. Or you can-"
"We'll handle it if need be. Go have fun."
As Colleen finally drove out of the yard, so too did pants come off. All three girls were horny from their day, as they always were, and were eager to take the edge off.
The girls pranced bottomlessly off to Hailey's room, carrying their leggings and wet panties, school bags over their shoulders. Riley could already feel her arousal running down her thighs.
Jen bounced onto Hailey's bed and started rubbing herself slowly. Riley stopped and rummaged in her bag for her vibrating plug. Hailey plucked hers from her dresser.
"You two really like those, huh?" Jen said, watching them. "I really need to try one sometime."
"You can try mine, if you want," Riley said.
"Nah, that's ok. Might be weird having your plug in my butt."
"Kinda hot though," Hailey said.
"Hey, no making it weird," Jen said, reclining on Hailey's bed rubbing her pussy with one hand and playing with her plug with the other. "We agreed."
Riley grinned at Hailey and held her plug out. "You wear mine, I'll wear yours?"
Hailey giggled eagerly. "Deal!"
Jen just shook her head, though she did rub herself a little faster.
Riley's pussy continued to trickle down her thighs, and her butthole got a tad fluttery at the thought of having Hailey's plug in her. The truth was they'd probably already mixed the plugs up more than once, since they were identical, but doing it deliberately felt very naughty. Even more so with Jen watching them do it.
Riley and Hailey stripped off their few remaining clothes, then Hailey crawled on the bed and lifted her ass enticingly to Riley. Riley, perhaps showing off a bit for Jen, went in with her mouth, took a few attempts to latch on with her teeth without biting Hailey, then slowly pulled the plug out without using her hands.
With Hailey's butthole as tasty as ever, and it being presented ever so nicely, Riley absolutely had to eat it out some. Hailey moaned happily as Riley lavished attention on her ass, tonguing and sucking on it rather sluttily, getting it all covered in spit.
The bed shifted beneath Riley, but lost as she was in her girlfriend's booty, she didn't think much of it until Jen appeared right next to her.
"You're always saying she tastes good," Jen said softly.
Riley nodded, excess spit streaking her chin. "Hailey's butt's super tasty," she confirmed.
"... can I try?"
Riley looked at Hailey, who was still facing away. "Can she?" Riley repeated.
"Yeah," Hailey said in a raspy voice. "Sure."
Hailey leaned her face down flat on the bed and arched her back even more. Jen glanced at Riley for confirmation before accepting the irresistible invitation.
Riley sat back on her heels, hand slipping back to pull her own plug out and replace it with a pair of fingers. She had to suck on her fingers a bit and get them slippery, then they slid in easily.
She fingered her ass and watched with utter fascination as Jen licked Hailey's butt with increasing confidence. It made Riley kind of nervous to realize just how much she'd like it to be her in Hailey's spot with Jen eating her out. It was hot either way, like crazy hot, but a small part of Riley felt like Jen was her best friend, and if Hailey was going to get licked out like that, then she should too.
"You were right," Jen mumbled around Hailey's ass. "She's tasty."
"Told ya," Riley said automatically.
"Way better than Logan."
"Well he's a boy. How could he possibly be tastier?"
"You're biased."
"Sure am. But I was right about Hailey, wasn't I?"
"Only by luck." Jen rolled her eyes before going back to licking Hailey's ass out. "She's known she's into girls for all of a hot minute, and suddenly she thinks she's an expert," she muttered.
Riley squirmed, squeezing her butt around her fingers, trying to delay, but unable to for long. Her whole tummy was nervous and her butt was all tingly. It was like the early days with Hailey all over again, but unique to the relationship she and Jen had. Not an anxiety of figuring herself out and hoping to not be rejected, but more one of complexity and hoping she'd judged things right for herself and both Jen and Hailey.
"You know," Riley said, trying to sound casual, "if you tried mine too, you'd have an even better comparison."
Jen looked up, chin messy with her and Riley's combined spit from Hailey's asshole. She bit her lip, then flicked her tongue out to clean some of the mess. "Fuck, I'm actually horny enough to think about that."
"You don't have to," Riley said, flushing slightly.
"It'd be weird, wouldn't it?" Jen said. "You're... you're Riley. My best friend."
Hailey made a noise somewhere between annoyed and extremely turned on. She rolled over and looked at both of them. "Jen, if you'd seen you and Riley together at Logan's party, I don't think you'd even be worried."
"Huh?"
Hailey turned to Riley. "Kiss her."
Riley blinked, but somehow couldn't think of questioning the firm, confident instruction. She moved in, licked some of the shared spit from Jen's chin, then kissed her. It felt right immediately. Unique in its own way from kissing Hailey, the only other person Riley had ever locked lips with, but just as fun and enjoyable. It brought her back to the night of the party, when they'd kissed out of necessity. It was nice to do it without the pretext or urgent, sexual need. Not that it wasn't needed or sexual, but in different ways.
"Fuuuccck that's hot," Hailey said.
Riley cracked up a little, breaking the kiss. Jen smiled too.
"You two are bad influences on me," Jen said. "I coulda just liked boys, you know. I'd have been fine with that."
"Welcome to the dark side," Hailey said. "We have pussies."
Riley kissed Jen again, tenderly, hand to her cheek. Hailey got up on her knees and moved closer. Without hesitation, Riley moved her head back enough to let Hailey get in and have a turn kissing Jen.
"Jesus fuck," Jen said once she had a chance to get a breath. "Is this happening?"
Hailey looked at Riley. "Is it?" she echoed.
Riley wasn't sure why it was apparently up to her, but she nodded anyway. "I think so."
She gave Hailey and Jen each a quick, soft kiss, tasting Hailey's ass still on Jen's lips.
"This was gonna happen eventually," Hailey said. "Since that night..."
"How bad were we?" Riley asked. "Some of it's a bit of a blur of feelings and emotions."
"That's exactly it," Hailey said. "Emotions. You needed each other, and I don't think I saw any hesitation at all from either of you when it was important."
Riley bit her lip. "And you're ok with that? Jen and I aren't, like, romantic together or anything."
"Definitely not," Jen agreed. "Buuuttt Hailey's right I think. There's... something. I think maybe there has been for a while. Like... like friends with benefits, only not the same way people usually mean it."
Riley nodded slowly. "That kinda makes sense. Hailey?"
Hailey nodded. "It's really hot," she said, as though that was what mattered most.
Riley and Jen both laughed.
"Ok," Riley said, "but other than it turning you on that I might wanna make out with my best friend sometimes when we're horny, is it really ok?"
"A better question might be are you ok with sharing her?"
"That's kinda up to her more than me."
Jen's eyes widened as she was unexpectedly made the centre of attention. She squirmed a bit, then nodded with a blossoming smile. "You'll probably only get me doing this stuff when I'm all worked up," she warned.
"That's ok. You're always horny," Riley said.
Jen made a noise of indignation. "I mean... yeah, ok, fine. But this is a whole different level. You know that. Most of the time I'm just gonna want to leave you two to your fun."
"We'll see," Riley said.
"I'm serious!"
"Yeah," Hailey said, "we'll see."
Jen pouted at not being taken seriously, but didn't hold it as Riley and Hailey worked together to get her top off. Once Jen was as naked as they were, Riley spun around and went face down, ass up, just to see what would happen. As she'd hoped, she didn't have to wait long.
Hailey was quicker to dive into Riley's ass, giving her some lovely broad licks. She didn't hog Riley's butt, though, and after her initial claim, didn't hesitate to invite Jen in for a turn.
It was a truly decadent and luxurious feeling for Riley to have her girlfriend and bestie sharing her ass. They took turns eating her butt with all due love and affection. At times they even tried getting their tongues on her together, though that tended to make them break out into brief giggling fits at the awkwardness of trying to squeeze both their faces in too small a space.
Still, Riley's bum got well tongued, sucked, and kissed. Her pussy was absolutely sopping from all the anal attention, and the thrill of having Jen back there eating her out for the first time. Riley was amazed at just how much she wanted it, and hadn't ever realized.
"Goddamn," Jen said while taking a breather and letting Hailey get her licks in. "Your ass is just as tasty as Hailey's."
Riley smiled. "I don't think it could possibly be."
"Nah, babe, it is," Hailey agreed.
"You've never eaten yourself out," Riley protested. "You can't know."
"But I've tried both of you," Jen said, declaring herself the authority on the matter. "And I have to say, it's enough to make a girl question her sexuality."
"Ooh, you really are being seduced by the dark side," Riley purred.
"Hm, maybe," Jen said. "Shame about the lack of cock, though." She sighed wistfully. "It felt really nice having Logan filling me all up back there."
Hailey snorted. "We've got toys for that, you know." She rolled to the side of her bed, reached underneath, and slid a box from underneath. From the box she carefully extracted a strapon. "I know, I know, not quite the same. But I'd argue it's better in some ways. Not all, but some."
Riley frowned, but then her eyes rolled back as Jen attacked her ass again, slurping enthusiastically at her. "That's not your mom's again, is it?" Riley asked after collecting herself. "You don't just keep it under your bed now, do you?"
Jen made a questioning noise, but didn't seem curious enough to stop eating Riley's ass.
"No, no," Hailey said. "This baby's brand new. I thought we'd probably end up wanting one of our own. And... you know, shouldn't use the display model too much. It's meant to stay clean."
"But you got it from your mom?" Riley asked, fearing she knew the answer.
"Well, yeah. But she's cool. You know that."
"I do. It's just weird always being reminded how much she must know about our sex life."
Hailey shrugged. "Parents all went through basically the same stuff at our age. S'not like they don't know how things go."
Riley groaned in protest. "Ew, don't make me think of things like that. You're s'posed to keep me horny."
"Babe, have you seen the puddle you're making? I don't think that's an issue."
While Hailey got herself strapped in, Jen grabbed one of the vibrating butt plugs and sucked it a bit before sticking it in Riley. Jen turned the plug on and kept pushing the button until she'd decided on a vibration pattern she liked.
Hailey, even with her strapon sticking out lewdly in front of her, bent over next to Riley so that Jen could plug her too. Riley had no idea whether the plugs had gotten mixed up again or not, but it really didn't matter. One way or another, they were each wearing a plug that had been in the other's ass at some point. Riley really liked that little extra intimacy.
"You know," Riley said slowly, turning her head to look at Jen, "if Hailey and I both have our butts plugged, that only leaves you for this dildo."
Jen's cheeks went pink. "I've got a plug too."
"Not a vibrating one," Riley said.
"And ours just went in," Hailey added. "Be a shame to pull them right back out again."
"Plus Hailey's already wearing the strapon, so can't be her," Riley added.
"Plus that," Hailey agreed.
Jen bit her lip and shook her head. Her eyes betrayed her, wide and gleaming. All it took was a gentle push and she was on her back.
"This is crazy," Jen breathed.
"Crazy hot?" Riley asked.
"Definitely," Hailey said. She pushed Jen's legs up to her chest, where Riley helped hold them. "Definitely hot."
Jen shook her head again, but only watched in aroused fascination as Hailey leaned down to her butt, pulled her plug out, and stuck her tongue out for a taste.
"Ri, what am I doing?" Jen whispered.
Riley grinned. "You're my best friend," she said softly. "I don't know how I never realized I wanted this."
"You're kind of slow about these things," Jen said, a hint of a smile playing on her lips.
"That's true."
"I'm better about them though, so why-"
"You only think you're better." Riley leaned down and kissed Jen. "Maybe you're just even slower than me."
"Oh god. Worst part is you might even be right."
Hailey was smiling like the Cheshire Cat as she lubed Jen's ass, sticking her fingers deep inside. She met Riley's gaze and winked at her.
"You sure you wanna let me go first?" Hailey asked.
"I mean, you've already got the strapon on," Riley said.
"Yeah, but we could still switch."
Riley shook her head and crawled over to kiss Hailey, lips still wet from Jen's tongue running over them. "You do it, babe. Then I expect you to fuck me afterward too."
"Oh you better believe I will."
They kissed again, deep and passionate, then Riley backed off and let Hailey do her thing.
Riley knelt by Jen, holding one of her hands for reassurance, as well as one of her legs to keep it out of the way. Jen held her other leg back with her free hand.
Hailey focused intently on Jen's tiny, slippery butthole as she guided her strapon in. Riley, having experienced a very, very similar penetration, could imagine exactly what Jen was feeling.
"Oh wow," Jen murmured, eyes rolling back as the dildo slipped in. "That's... that's..."
"Good?" Riley suggested.
"Yeah. It's a stretch."
"Nothing you haven't had before."
"Kinda, I guess." Jen refocused her eyes and stared up at Riley. "M'not an expert or anything, you know."
"Mmhm, I know."
"You were with me that first time with Logan."
"I remember. You were fucking adorable."
"Shut uuuppp."
"You are now too."
"Shut uuuppp!"
"You look so cute when you're getting filled up."
"Hey, what about me?" Hailey said.
"How would I know?" Riley retorted. "You're always the one filling me up."
Hailey grinned. "And you are super cute about it too."
Riley stuck her tongue out at Hailey, who only laughed in return.
Riley kept holding Jen's hand supportively. Once Hailey was all settled in Jen's ass, she was able to take over keeping Jen's legs pushed back and her ass tilted up. Riley used her freed hand to stroke Jen's hair while smiling down at her friend's cute, sexy time face.
"Oh goddd," Jen moaned. "She's going so deep."
Hailey was, indeed, taking some very long, deep strokes in and out of Jen's bum. Hailey looked to be enjoying herself just as much as Jen was, in a different sort of way.
"Nice, isn't it?" Riley murmured.
A bit dazedly, Jen reached up for Riley, letting go of her to lift both hands. Riley leaned down, kissing Jen softly, but with increasing force and passion. Some was hers, more was Jen's. Jen was feeling the effects of having Hailey fuck her ass, feeling the arousal, excitement, fullness, and the pleasure of it.
Their kiss became urgent, needy. Jen's lips locked to Riley's, her tongue explored quick and willful into Riley's mouth. Riley, being just as horny, had some ideas what else that excited little tongue could be put to.
Riley pulled away, leaving Jen panting and pouting for a moment, but only a moment. Riley sat herself gracefully straight onto Jen's face, sighing happily as Jen immediately started lapping at her soaked, dripping pussy. That and the buzzing plug in her butt took some of the edge off, allowing Riley to sink into the moment and truly enjoy herself, worrying a little less about how Jen was faring.
Hailey, thrusting faster and harder into Jen's butt as it opened and relaxed for her, met Riley's eyes. Her gaze was impish and gleaming, full of unconcealed lust. Her plug was still humming as well, and Riley had to lean forward to reach around to Hailey's backside without leaving Jen's face.
Hailey leaned in too, meeting Riley for a long, deep kiss, even while Riley played with her butt plug, changing the pattern on her. Riley slowly pulled back into a more upright position, still making out with Hailey, still being licked out by Jen. Riley slid her hands to Hailey's chest, caressing her boobs while she pounded Jen.
Perhaps inevitably, Jen eventually pulled Riley's plug out altogether and grabbed at her butt until Riley shifted. Jen lapped at Riley's ass with all the same enthusiasm as she'd licked her pussy just a moment before.
Whereas Jen had previously kept Riley's pussy juices in check with her tongue, they now flowed freely down to mess Jen's chin and neck. Riley reached down between her own legs, fingering herself while having her ass eaten from below, and Hailey in constant makeout mode from above.
Riley came on Jen's face, squirting even more of a slick mess over Jen's face and chest. Jen paused at licking for a moment to squeal in surprise and delight, then grabbed a firm hold of Riley's ass cheeks, spread them, and dove right back in.
An initial cum finally out of the way, Riley turned some more attention back to Jen. All Jen really needed was some clit play too, and soon she was cumming even harder than Riley, pussy spurting all over Riley's fingers, tongue trembling on her asshole, fingers clenching hard into her hips.



"Fuuuccck," Hailey moaned. "She's gripping so tight."
Riley giggled. "Cumming with your cock deep in her, huh?"
"Hell yeah. Squeezing like she wants to break it."
Riley kept rubbing Jen's clit until she seemed to settle, and Hailey was able to pull out of her ass.
Both girls backed off of Jen a bit, giving her some room and some air.
Jen took a solid minute to really focus her eyes on anything, and she was still breathing pretty hard. To be fair, she'd had more pussy and ass than oxygen for the past several minutes.
"Is my butt all open?" Jen mumbled. "Feels like you wrecked it a bit."
Hailey snorted. "Not hardly. Little gape, is all." She poked a finger at Jen's ass, sliding it in to the second knuckle, then back out. "Closing up already. Now if you want it wrecked-"
"I don't," Jen said. "I saw what you did to Ri that time. With your fist."
Riley's eyes rolled back a bit, recalling the same thing. "God you stretched me so much that night. You know I still wake up sometimes and have to check to make sure my ass is all closed up tight?"
"Really?" Hailey asked.
"Yeah. Then I usually gotta masturbate too, 'cause I get thinking of it. You wrecking my butt with your fist."
"Unf." Hailey's eyes gleamed brighter. "Well that settles it, then. I was thinking of swapping out here, but nah, I gotta pound you now."
Riley grinned back mischievously. "Oh really?"
"Yes, really. Show me that cute li'l butt."
"Or what?"
Hailey looked at Jen and raised an eyebrow. Jen, somewhat more recovered, nodded and got up on her knees. Together, they pounced on Riley, who didn't fight back very hard, just flailed and squealed some for show.
It wasn't long before Riley was on her back in exactly the same position Jen had been. Only now she got all the fun of having her ass pounded by her girlfriend while eating out Jen's butthole. Jen hadn't stretched out nearly as much as she continued to claim, but she was certainly looser than usual, and Riley was able to get her tongue in pretty far.
Sloppy kissing sounds came from above, suggesting that Hailey and Jen were making out just as vigourously as if they'd been doing it for days or weeks already, rather than it being totally new between them. Riley was happy her girls were getting along so well, and she just kept nomming on Jen's ass.
Riley got a very nice orgasm on Hailey's strapon deep inside her, Jen still sitting on her face.
After that, it was agreed that it was Hailey's turn to get railed, and Riley got to fuck her girlfriend in the ass for the first time, which was pretty damn hot. Jen mostly sat beside them and watched, clearly getting worn out, mostly feeling up Riley or Hailey a little from time to time, or just casually playing with her pussy.
All three girls were messy, exhausted, and well-stretched by the end. They fell into a comfortable tangle, naked and sweaty, breathing deeply and relaxing in the afterglow of an intense anal threesome.
"I really don't understand why anyone would ever need a boy anyway," Riley said, stroking Hailey's hair with one hand and toying with Jen's nipple with the other.
Jen groaned. "Don't start with me. Some of us like boys, ok?"
"You still really think you need one?"
"I don't need anything. But yeah, I'll probably wanna date one again. Not right now, but eventually."
Hailey nuzzled deeper against Riley, burrowing into the head pets. "Would you two shush? I'm very contented and I don't see the point in arguing."
"Who's arguing?" Riley asked. "I'm just seeing if Jen's gone full lesbian yet."
"That's not how it works," Jen said.
"No?"
"No."
"So... more ass eating? That'll do it?"
"... well no, not really. But I probably wouldn't say no to you trying anyway."
Riley giggled softly. "I'll keep that in mind."
Hailey sighed happily. She ran her hand up and down Jen's leg where it happened to lie conveniently close. "This is nice."
"It is, isn't it?" Riley said.
"You two gonna sleep over?"
Riley considered. "If we don't, we're gonna have to get dressed and leave and stuff."
"That'd be how that works alright," Jen agreed.
"I'll have to phone home at some point."
Jen groaned. "No. You'll have to move then. And I'm comfy."
"Me too," Hailey said. "Phone later."
"It won't be any better later," Riley said. "We'll just be sleepier."
"Nah, it's not that late yet," Hailey said. "Plus Mom'll be home eventually, and I guess technically we could let her find us like this, but..."
"Enh, fuck it," Jen mumbled. "She's cool, right? Might be worth not having to move. Maybe she'll call our parents for us."
Riley rolled her eyes, but made no effort to move. She could simply lie there forever, she felt. All nakedly curled up with Hailey and Jen, freely touching them anywhere she wanted, anywhere she could reach.
"So, I was thinking about school," Hailey said.
Both other girls groaned and booed her.
"No no, listen," Hailey said. "What if I got full pantsless. Only panties. The backless ones."
Riley felt some arousal twitch back into her at the image. "Might be more slutty than fashionable."
"Yeah, maybe."
"But you could try it anyway. See what happens."
Hailey snorted. "Uh huh."
"What about bigger plugs?" Jen said.
"Bigger?" Riley asked.
"Yeah. Bigger."
"You think that'd be flashy enough?"
"Well... maybe. Honestly, I think I just might like some more stretch." Jen reached back and rubbed her fingers up and down over her butthole. "Feels nice afterward. And during."
"Mmm, that's true. Not really about fashion, then?"
"Nope. Fuck it. I think we're committed to being butt sluts at this point. Who cares about fashion?"
"Yeah," Hailey said. "Fuck it. Butt plugs for life!"
Riley smiled and kept softly caressing both the horny little butt sluts already making naughtier plans for school. Regardless of where the school zeitgeist might land, there was sure to be more sexy anal fun in their futures.
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Grace leaned heavily on the balcony's railing, working on the remainder of her beer. It wasn't a super cold night. Just on the cool side of comfortable, perhaps, but right now that wasn't a bad thing.
"What are you hiding out here for?"
Grace took another swig and only flicked her head enough for a token acknowledgement of her best friend as Scarlett closed the sliding door behind her.
"Not hiding."
"Sure seems like you are."
"Things are dying down anyway. People are leaving."
"That should be less of a reason to hide. I mean, I know it was only kind of an ok party, but it wasn't bad by any means."
"No. It was ok."
"Uh huh." Scarlett slipped closer. "And don't think I didn't notice you getting all cozy with Isaac. With things dying down, might be a good time to sneak off with him or something."
Grace grunted and took another long drink.
"Where'd he get to anyway?" Scarlett asked.
"I don't want to get into it."
"Into what?"
"Any of it."
"Why not?"
"Ugh. Fine. Isaac's down there."
"Where?"
"You see that blue car?"
"Um..."
"Next to the street light there."
"Oh, sure, yeah."
"And you see just behind it where he thinks it's dark and he can't be seen?"
"I... oh what the fuck!"
"Yeah."
"Who's he making out with?"
"Allison."
"Are you shitting me?"
"I am not."
"He was hitting on you all night!"
"The fuck are you telling me for? I'm aware."
"And so he just fucks off with someone else?"
"Apparently."
Scarlett wrapped Grace in a big hug, holding her tight and not letting go. "Well no fucking wonder you're out here being sad then."
"M'not sad."
"Really?"
"Ok, maybe a little. I don't know. Fuck. It's just like, yeah, that figures."
"Hey! No it doesn't."
"It does. I can't ever seem to get this stuff right. I don't know why. Even when I really think someone's into me... yeah, not so much."
"You've had too much to drink."
"Or not enough."
"Do I need to cut you off?"
"No."
"Grace, you're wonderful. You're amazing. You deserve someone just as amazing. Isaac's a dick as it turns out. You don't need that."
"So, what, like ever guy I like is a dick? Is that what you're telling me?"
"Maybe. No. I don't know. Don't let it get you down is all. He's not worth it."
Grace smiled humourlessly and managed to squirm around in Scarlett's arms to return her hug. They just held each other for a while, then finally released entirely.
"I know he's not worth it," Grace said softly. "But combined with all the other guys lately..."
"It hasn't been that many."
"Scar, I've been into three guys in the last few months."
"I know."
"It wasn't really anything. Nothing serious. Basically nothing even happened. But they've all just... I don't know. Fucked with me, I guess. Isaac's just the latest. And don't even get me started on last year. There's something wrong with me."
"There isn't. It's bad luck, is all."
"It's a clear pattern. Luck's got nothing to do with it."
Scarlett set her jaw firmly. "Ok, we're gonna unpack this more later. Maybe when you're not drunk."
"I'm not drunk!"
"Right now, we're gonna fuck with Isaac right back. 'Cause he's a dick."
"Agreed."
Scarlett rapped on the glass of the sliding door, then made a broad gesture. A moment later, her boyfriend Max stepped out with them.
"What's up?"
"You wanna know what's up?"
Scarlett took Max to the railing and pointed out the offending couple. Grace was pleased to see that Max was suitably outraged, taking some cold comfort in the support she was thus far receiving. It still stung, though.
Max marched off while Scarlett stayed with Grace. Scarlett wrapped an arm around Grace and just kind of held her, providing silent emotional support.
Max came back a few minutes later with Kye in tow, one of their mutual friends. Grace wasn't thrilled about Kye being let in on her humiliation just at the moment, if only because she had an occasional thing for him and this just seemed like something he didn't need to know.
However, the boys each carried a small armful of water balloons with them, and it didn't take long for Grace to figure out why. Maybe the tradeoff was worth it.
Kye seemed to have been given a cursory explanation of the problem at hand, since Max only had to point out Isaac and Allison below, then Kye was ready to go.
"This is so childish," Grace mumbled.
"Sure is," Scarlett agreed. "Wanna throw one?"
"Nah. The boys got better arms, I'm sure. If you're gonna do it, you better nail him though."
"That a girl." Scarlett grinned wickedly. "You heard her, guys."
The boys grinned and selected their first projectiles, releasing near-simultaneously. Faint popping and splashing sounds came from below, even as Grace forgot her sulking and rushed to get a better vantage point. Sounds of confusion made their way back up to her.
The first balloons has only come close. Maybe not even touching their targets. The second volley was much better.
Isaac made a sound of surprise and indignation as a balloon burst on the car next to him and caught him with a large chunk of its payload. Allison caught a balloon full on and shrieked hysterically. The next two balloons were dead on, soaking Isaac directly.
It was only then that Isaac started running, the last few shots missing entirely, but that was fine. Justice had been served.
Grace found herself cheering and taunting Isaac from the balcony, to the background of the boys whooping at their success. Scarlett had squeezed up to the rail next to her. The space was kind of tight with all four of them out there.
"Feel better?"
"Some, yeah."
"We got your back."
"I appreciate it." Grace sighed. "Still gonna be a lonely night now. I shouldn't have got my hopes all up like that. That's what makes it worse."
"You wanted a sleepover or what?"
"I don't know. At least some makeouts. Allison stole all my makeouts for tonight. Ugh." Grace shook her head. "It takes some emotional investment for me to want to make out with a boy all night, y'know? Can't just drop that like it's nothin'."
"Sure." Scarlett rubbed Grace's back. "I hear ya. We're gonna find you someone, ok? Someone great. Way better than that dick."
"Promise?"
"Mmhm."
Grace nodded and drained the last of her beer. She trusted Scarlett. She still didn't feel great, but it definitely helped having her bestie totally behind her. And the boys too, for that matter. Max and Kye. They were good people.
****
The party had pretty much wound down. Grace started on another beer, only nursing it, trying to maintain a perfect level of melancholy tipsiness. She considered getting too out of it to care, but she recognized that it probably wasn't actually a good idea.
Other that Grace, Scarlett, Max, and Kye, there were maybe four or five others still hanging out. All friends, except for a girl making out with Carter over in the corner who Grace didn't really know that well.
Max came over to stand with Grace. He got a little closer than Grace would ordinarily have found comfortable, but under the circumstances she just leaned her head on his shoulder and stayed cozy with him.
"Where'd Scar go?" Grace asked. "Thought you and her were gonna sneak off to her room or something."
"Nah. Not yet."
"Oh. Just looked like your conversation was headed that way."
"You heard any of it?"
"Nope."
"Good."
"You got tense all of a sudden."
"Did I?"
"Yeah."
"Sorry."
"Why, though?"
"No reason."
"You're being weird."
"Yeah." Max took a long drink. "That's kinda gonna happen."
"Is it?"
Max said nothing. Grace let it drop.
They stood in near silence for a few minutes. A couple more friends made their exits in the meantime.
Max dropped his hand closest to Grace and put it on her lower back. It was a weird move, but not strictly inappropriate. It got less appropriate when he started rubbing her, though. It was something Grace wouldn't have thought twice about Scarlett doing. But Scarlett's boyfriend wasn't the same.
"Um..." Grace said hesitantly. Then her eyes widened as Max slid lower, rubbing her butt. "Oh, hey, whoa, what the fuck?!"
She jerked away, eyes scanning for signs of Scarlett.
"Jeez, jumpy much?" Scarlett came around the corner and slid herself into a seat facing Grace.
"I told you this was gonna be weird," Max said.
"The fuck's going on?" Grace demanded.
"Probably a bad idea," Scarlett admitted. "I'm... not sober enough to make good plans right now."
"This was your idea? Your boyfriend just grabbed my butt!"
"Rubbed it. Not grabbed," Max insisted
"Oh shush. Not cool either way."
Scarlett shrugged. "You like Max, don't you?"
"I mean... he's your boyfriend. I literally just said that."
"Grace, honey, you know I love you."
"Sure."
"And you need someone. You like Max. I know you'd never do anything, 'cause you're a great friend and all, but... what if we're offering?"
"Oh wow." Moderation be damned. Grace took a big swallow of her beer. Then another.
"This just feels weird," Max mumbled. "I don't know if I like it."
"It's for Grace. You know that."
"You didn't even ask me!" Grace said. "I mean... come on."
"Sorry. Grace, do you want to mess around with Max a little?"
"I... goddamn, what even? I can't with this."
Kye walked over. "I'm a little hurt I wasn't even considered for the position, you know."
"Hey! Private conversation!" Grace said.
"Not at the volume you're having it, it's not."
"Oh. Well... whatever." Grace looked around. "Where'd everyone go?"
"Wisely took off while you guys were... well I don't even know what you guys are doing. It weirded people out, though. So if it was to get stragglers gone, good work."
"Didn't get you gone," Scarlett pointed out easily.
"I feel like I still got a shot here. That's all."
"Oh really?" Grace said, giving him a Look.
"Why not? I'm not anyone's boyfriend. That's a point in my favour."
"True. But maybe I don't want anyone feeling me up just 'cause I'm all sad and depressed over a boy. Anyone ever consider that?"
Scarlett shrugged. Max shuffled awkwardly. Kye stared at Grace, meeting her defiant gaze.
Kye approached slowly and plucked the beer from Grace's hand. He handed her drink and his own to Scarlett, then turned back to Grace. Slowly, as though approaching something dangerous, he moved his hand toward Grace and let it come to rest on her tummy, just below her breasts.
"You look good in that dress," Kye said quietly.
"Shut up."
"You do."
"He's right," Max agreed.
"Shush the both of you," Grace said. She made eye contact with Scarlett, who had a small pile of drinks next to her now, and was only watching bemusedly. "I think your boyfriend's still hitting on me."
"I think he is too," Scarlett said. "Funny about that."
Kye's hand got bolder, moving from her tummy up to her tits, then back down again as though only briefly feeling her boobies wouldn't arouse any anger from her. He was right, but only on a technicality.
Was she too drunk? Maybe. Probably not. She was buzzed for sure. Probably enough to allow some stuff she wouldn't normally. But not to the point of being helpless by any means. Or at least that was Grace's own self-assessment, which was surely biased.
But Scarlett was there. Grace could trust her not to let anything too bad happen, right? It would be fine. Whatever the hell this was.
Kye got closer, again moving his hand to Grace's breasts. She breathed shallow and ragged, uncertain of how she should react. If she wanted him to take his hands off her entirely, that would be easy. If she definitely wanted to, like, make out with him or something, that would also be easy. She was somewhere in the middle where it wasn't easy at all.
She wanted him sometimes. There had definitely been fleeting little crushes. Kye was pretty cute. He had that winsome smile that she adored. And as evidenced by him joining the balloon barrage, he was ready to be a good friend when needed.
Did she want him feeling her up in front of other people? That was something else entirely. They hadn't even kissed. Surely she shouldn't be letting him grope her boobs when they hadn't made out even a little.
Well that was easily solved, then. Grace leaned in, ready to kiss him, and found that he met her halfway, clearly ready for it.
The first pass wasn't a great kiss. It was uncoordinated and all too quick. Grace giggled self-consciously and thought about pulling way, but Kye was already kissing her again, doing a much better job of it this time. His lips felt so good and reassuring. And his hand had slid back down to her tummy, then her hip. Somewhere she didn't have to think about quite as hard.
"Oh sure," Max grumbled. "I'm not allowed to touch you. But Kye's just got free rein here, huh?"
Grace was torn between chastising Max, and continuing to kiss Kye. Kye kind of made the decision for her by making out with enthusiastic dedication and not giving her much of a chance to speak.
A tentative hand landed on Grace's butt again. Max going for a second attempt. She should probably still swat him away.
But should she actually though? Scarlett was just sitting there watching. Apparently having signed off on her boyfriend being sneaky over here. And Kye's kisses were doing wonders for Grace's mood already. Either just the male attention she needed, or perhaps something deeper.
And two boys feeling her up at the same time. That was something. Something good? Quite possibly, yes.
Kye finally pulled away. It was, unquestionably, the longest Grace had ever made out with someone she wasn't even with. And right now, she didn't really want to worry about what that meant.
"You're just lucky you kiss good."
Kye grinned broadly. "You think so, do you?"
"Who's to say? I'm drunk."
"Don't seem that drunk."
"Well I am."
"Oh. Maybe I should stop then."
Scarlett snickered from her watching spot. "You're not drunk, Grace. I know you when you're out of it. This isn't it. You wanna say no, just say no."
Grace hesitated. Kye still had his hands on her, one chastely at her hip, the other cupping her breast. Max was getting ever bolder with her ass, grabbing it with both hands and slowly lifting her dress higher. She wouldn't be surprised to feel him pressing up against her pretty soon, despite his earlier protests that it was weird.
He was right that it was weird. Grace couldn't deny that. But that didn't mean it was bad.
"Who says it's a no?" Grace asked softly.
She wasn't even sure Scarlett could hear her. Kye definitely could. His grin had never gone away entirely, but it flashed back to full force. He was kissing her again with barely a pause for her words to sink in.
Grace was increasingly trapped between the boys. They crowded in on either side, pressing nearer and leaving her no room at all to herself. The closer they got, the more she enjoyed the feel of it.
Max was hard. So obviously erect. He must have known she could feel it on her ass. Maybe he didn't care. Or maybe he wanted her to feel it. Grace had no idea what anyone else was thinking. She barely knew what she was thinking.
In fact, she didn't want to think. This wasn't a time for thought and introspection. Something great was happening, and it might be terrible afterward, but for right now it was worth going along for the ride.
Somehow, Grace's dress just kept climbing up. It wasn't all Max's doing. Some was Kye. Grace was pretty sure they were both working on her. Kye kissing and groping her, Max grinding on her and nuzzling her shoulder from behind. She'd half think they'd done this together before.
"Damn, I'm a little jealous already," Scarlett murmured.
"And whose fault is that?" Grace shot back.
"Well I didn't know you'd have two of them."
"You wanna be me right now?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Grace watched Scarlett over Kye's shoulder. The boys were kissing either side of her neck, and down her bare shoulders. Her dress had to be up past her panties by now. It sure felt like it was. And their hands just wouldn't stop roaming. Like they had the run of her.
The girls stared at each other in a silent game of guessing what the other was thinking. Scarlett eventually gave away where her mind was when she hiked her own dress up, spread her legs some, and snuck a hand down over her panties. She stayed over top of them for the moment, but she was definitely playing a little. Playing while she watched her best friend get sandwiched.
Kye's hand slid down over Grace's pussy, cupping it over her underwear. She moaned and closed her eyes, breaking the spell between her and Scarlett. She was back in the boys' world. Stuck between them and their increasingly daring moves.
Grace's arms locked around Kye's neck. She clung to him hard as he rubbed her. Max was being just as bad. He fumbled around for a moment, then Grace felt his cock on her butt even more clearly than before. He'd probably dropped his pants entirely, she guess. It felt that way. She couldn't quite tell if he still had underwear on, or if it was bare cock on her panties.
"That's it, boys," Scarlett encouraged breathily. "Doing good so far."
When Grace peeked at Scarlett again, her fingers were fully buried in her panties. Grace honestly had no idea which of them was getting off on this more.
"Is this weird?" Max whispered.
"Nah," Kye said. "Don't think too hard about it. You'll make it weird."
"Oh. Ok."
Max grinded harder on Grace's butt. Her dress was up well over her waist now. Kye's fingers were doing wonderful things to her pussy. Nothing quite good enough yet, but very nice all the same.
"Ok. Fuck it," Grace said more to herself than anyone else.
She went for Kye's belt and jeans. She had precious little room to work, and couldn't see a damn thing, but she needed his cock out. If this was happening, and it sure seemed like it was, then his pants needed to be off. No exceptions.
"God you've got a great ass," Max said.
Grace flushed a faint pink. "Shut up."
"Or what?"
Grace groaned and shook her head, still pawing at Kye. Max was grinding so hard on her. Her panties were slipping between her butt cheeks, covering less and less of her. Max's cock was following them, working her butt crack hard.
She succeeded in freeing Kye's erection as well, holding it in her warm little hand with a disproportionate feeling of victory. He was so hard. Just as hard as Max, and she felt him twitch in her grasp. More so as she tightened her grip on him.
"Woo, yeah, get those pants off," Scarlett cheered. "Grace isn't the only one with a nice butt. Lookin' at you, Kye."
Grace felt Kye's reaction to the compliment in her hand as she stroked him.
"Hey, what about my butt?" Max said.
"Yeah, babe, you already know I love yours. I've never seen Kye's."
"Well don't get too attached."
Scarlett only grinned and slipped her underwear off entirely, masturbating as openly as could be from her perch. "I should say the same to you."
Grace lost her grip on Kye as he started grinding on her too. Precum smeared her skin as he thrust against her, making an odd, uncoordinated rhythm with Max rubbing on her from behind.
Two boys, two hard cocks, trapped between them being groped, kissed, and humped. Grace was horny like she'd never thought possible. Turned on beyond all reason.
Since the boys just weren't getting there fast enough, she slipped her own panties down, having to fight somewhat with Max's attempts at sticking them firmly up her butt crack. Somehow, she seemed to be the last to be fully bottomless, which was kind of impressive given her situation.
"Oh wow. You're, like, crazy wet already," Kye said.



Grace snorted softly. "How's that a surprise?"
"You're doing good, guys," Scarlett encouraged. "Keep it up."
Kye sank to his knees. Grace missed him immediately, but she saw where his interest was and it was hard to protest. He made full eye contact with her before leaning in and shoving his face in her pussy.
"Oh my goddd," Grace moaned.
She tangled her fingers in Kye's hair, involuntarily rocking her hips against him. His mouth and tongue were busy right from the get go, sucking up her arousal, licking her slit, and zeroing in on her clit.
Max was making a precummy mess of Grace's ass, thrusting even more happily into her butt crack with her panties out of the way. He also took full advantage of Kye being busy and reach around to Grace's tits. He kissed her neck and shoulder, getting lots of room to work as Grace tilted her head away to let him do his thing.
Goddamn two boys on her was good. Especially these two. They were obviously horny and having their own fun, but Grace couldn't complain even a little about the attention they gave her. It was a brief heaven in her life. A moment that shouldn't exist, but somehow did, and it was amazing.
"Oh shit," Grace hissed. She held Kye's head more firmly. "Shit shit shittt."
He was going to make her cum. She wanted it to last longer. There weren't exactly line ups of boys waiting to lick her pussy out. It had been... well, it had been a while, anyway. But no. It wasn't going to last. She was far too worked up for that. And to give him his due, Kye was actually really good at eating pussy.
Grace trembled through her orgasm. She was well supported by Max and Kye, and there was no danger of her losing her balance. She leaned back heavily against Max, allowing herself to be held up by him while Kye lovingly cleaned her pussy up for her.
Sometimes one cum was enough. Most times, in fact. This time it wasn't even close to sufficient.
Max started lifting Grace's dress even higher. She raised her arms for him, helping in the removal of her only real covering. Max wanted to get her naked, and she wanted to be naked. It all worked out so well.
Naked for the boys. Grace felt absolutely wicked. Even Scarlett watching was an extra thrill. The nudity itself wasn't much of an issue between the best friends, but never before had Grace been nude in front of Scarlett while being felt up and having her pussy licked. Nevermind that the guy groping and grinding on her was Scarlett's boyfriend.
Grace turned around in Max's arms. It meant sticking her butt in Kye's face, which he seemed more than ok with. She hadn't expected him to start licking it out too, but wasn't particularly surprised when that was exactly what he did.
Grace met Max's gaze with dreamy, unfocused eyes. "You're super hard," she whispered.
"Yeah. I know."
"What are you gonna do with that, hm?"
Max's eyes flicked to Scarlett before coming back to Grace. "I, uh, Scar said... she told me..."
"What'd she tell you? Something good I hope."
Max swallowed hard. "You'd want that?"
"Want what? You haven't said."
"Like... sex."
Grace shivered and her pussy gave an extra little gush. "You wanna put it in me, huh?"
"I mean... I think so?"
"You think so? Wrong answer, bud."
"It's complicated."
"Guess we'd better uncomplicate it."
Grace felt bold. And why shouldn't she? She had two cute, nearly naked boys at her disposal. Both so eager to do things to her and with her. She'd never felt such a heady rush of power and sexiness. She could probably get away with most anything she could imagine. If only she could think of anything at all beyond what was right there in front of her.
Grace bent over at the waist, pushing Max back some as she went for his cock. She couldn't see Scarlett's reaction to the move, but she did catch a small moan from her friend. Scarlett was getting off on this way too easily for someone who was lending out her boyfriend.
Max groaned in a very gratifying way as Grace took his cock in her mouth. He liked it. Of course he did. He was so damn horny for her. Conflicted, sure. He hadn't dropped his concerns over what they were doing yet. Not as completely as Grace had.
Alone in the group, Kye had no entanglements whatsoever. He also now had Grace's ass right in his face, and was enjoying the hell out of it. His tongue danced from her pussy to butthole, back and forth in a whimsical pattern.
In fact, Kye was getting even bolder. His fingers had been probing more and more, rubbing and penetrating Grace as intimately as he dared.
"Kye?" Grace said, taking her mouth off Max for a moment.
"Yeah?"
"You can fuck me if you want."
Kye gave Grace's butthole a last sweet kiss, then slapped her ass and stood up. He was so very quick to accept. Just as horny as she was.
"Take that shirt off!" Scarlett called.
In response, both buys tossed their tops aside. Grace wasn't even certain which one the comment had been directed at.
Grace sucked Max some more while Kye took a turn grinding on her butt. She hated to give him up, but Scarlett was sounding just as horny as she felt, and might be regretting her decisions.
"You want Max back?" Grace asked.
"You kidding me? Not yet."
"Are you getting off on this?"
"... maybe."
"Oh wow."
"Well it's hot! I didn't think you'd have Kye too. It's... damn, I don't know. It's crazy."
Grace agreed. It was entirely crazy. And so damn fun.
She held onto Max's hips as he started face fucking her, rather than her sucking him. Scarlett's constant horny encouragements were probably helping. That and Kye slowly sinking into Grace from behind, filling up her soaked little pussy.
Being fucked from both ends. Now that was something. Something Grace wouldn't have imagined trying to make happen. Not something she'd even really considered that she might want to happen.
But holy fuck was it good. Having her two naked cuties taking her like that. Having their cocks thrusting into her in two different directions. Making her feel slutty and wonderful and free, and maybe not loved, exactly, but at least cared for.
Everyone was horny and not at their most sober. She had to remember that. But even with that in mind, Grace felt all fuzzy from the care her friends were showing her. She also felt some much ruder and more sexual things from getting doubly fucked in her and Scarlett's living room. She was somewhere between a porn star and a consoled friend, and it was a much better mix for her than it had any right to be.
The boys were whispering to each other. Grace couldn't make out what they were saying over the sound of herself sloppily swallowing Max's dick. Kye's hips slapped against her ass, adding to the sexy sounds overwhelming her ears.
Grace was lost in the midst of it all. She was technically aware of where she was, who she was with, and what they were doing. But more and more all she could do was feel the moment and experience everything as it came. She was tingly all over, little thrills running through her, her pussy on fire, her breaths coming raggedly and leaving her lightheaded as she worked around Max's cock.
"Fuuuccck I think I'm gonna cum," Max said from above, sounding distant to Grace despite being as close as physically possible.
"Do it, babe," Scarlett urged.
The sounds of Scarlett's schlicking carried to Grace's ears stronger than before, sounding very wet and sloppy. Not as bad as Grace herself, but pretty close.
"You too, Kye," Scarlett said. "Both of you. Do it. Together. I wanna see it."
"Not there yet," Kye grunted, pounding Grace harder, fingers digging into her hips and ass for purchase.
"Well you better hurry," Max said.
"Shut up! Don't rush me. Fuck."
Grace was excited beyond belief. Her toes curled up. Her legs tensed. Her pussy clenched around Kye's cock, wanting him to explode in her. Both of them. Now that Scarlett had put the idea in her head, Grace so badly wanted both boys cumming in her at once. It sounded amazing, sexy, and slutty. Maybe even enough to get her off again.
A hot jet of cum splashed the inside of Grace's mouth. It was sudden and surprising even though she'd been expecting it. She swallowed reflexively even as her mouth was filled even more. The taste was all over, coating her mouth. Her eyes rolled back and she just kept swallowing.
Grace reveled in it all. Every part of taking Max's load. Including sucking him dry to the point where he was whimpering softly due to being too sensitive for more.
Kye gasped, thrust balls deep inside Grace, then let loose as well. It wasn't quite as breathtakingly hot as if it had been simultaneous, but it meant the feeling lasted that much longer. The pleasure and horniness was drawn out, first cummed in at one end, then the other.
Grace's pussy was pumped all messily full of cum. Just as messy as her mouth, except with nowhere to go. Just adding to the sloppiness of being full of cock and her own arousal.
Grace nearly collapsed when the boys pulled out of her. She was panting, sweating, drooling, and an all round disaster of a girl. She was also wound and still very ready for more.
"Thanks," Grace said softly, giving Max a kiss, then Kye. "That was pretty fucking great."
"My pleasure, I assure you," Kye said, a faint smirk on his lips.
Max loosely echoed the sentiment, looking a bit lost and confused again now that he'd blown his load and had some post-orgasm clarity. He was looking to Scarlett for guidance, even though she had her eyes rolled back and appeared to be bringing herself off, heedless of the three sets of eyes landing on her.
Unlike everyone else, Scarlett still wasn't fully naked. That didn't stop her performance being fully pornographic. Her legs were spread wide, and her fingers were a blur on her clit, leaving her wet slit very visible. She moaned and shuddered her way through an orgasm, gushing juices onto the chair she sat on.
"Damn, babe," Max whispered in an awed tone.
He moved to sit with Scarlett as she finished herself off and returned to reality. The pair of them grinned, snuggled, and kissed in the afterglow of something not traditionally all that romantic.
Grace pulled Kye over to the couch and got snuggled with him just as tight. She felt very close to him at the moment. Far closer than their relationship had ever been before.
"Feeling better then?" Scarlett asked Grace.
"Definitely."
"Excellent."
"You guys are all pretty great friends. I just want you to know that."
Kye grinned and fondled Grace's boobs some. Max mumbled something her way while in the midst of getting just as handsy with Scarlett.
"Great friends, huh?" Kye asked quietly, whispering in Grace's ear.
"Mmhm."
"I didn't know friends could do that. I've missed so many opportunities."
"Yeah, well, most of the time they can't. This might be a one off for all I know."
"Ah. Well, like, if you want to do something like it again, even just the two of us, you can just say."
"Oh?"
"Yeah."
"You feel that way, do you?"
Kye shrugged. "Kinda. I mean, I've kinda liked you for a while. Off and on. I wouldn't mind if-"
"For a while? Why'd you never say anything?"
"I mean... never seemed like the right time. I'd be with someone, or you would. Or, I don't know, it just didn't feel right."
"... I'd be more annoyed by that except I know exactly what you mean." Grace snuggled deeper into Kye's arms. "You can take me on a date if you want. Sometime."
"Ha. Ok. Maybe I will."
"Good. You should."
Kye kissed Grace's forehead and kept caressing her tits. It was a very nice moment.
"Well look at that," Scarlett said. "All tuckered out and ready for bed. You guys got her better than I thought."
Grace shook her head. "Nah. I'm all wound up still. Gonna have to get myself off again or something. Maybe a couple times. I just wanna enjoy the moment though."
"Grace!"
"What?"
"If you wanna cum more, just say so. We're all still right here, you know."
"Oh. Well... I didn't know what the deal was."
"Coulda asked."
"Seemed embarrassing."
"Really?"
"No. I don't know."
Scarlett stood and pulled off her dress, getting all nakey in front of everyone. Finally joining the group.
"It's all about you now," Scarlett said. "The rest of the night is yours. We're all on board, right?"
The boys chorused agreements. Kye dipped his head to suck on Grace's tits instead of just playing with them.
Scarlett herself fell to her knees in front of Grace. Grace's eyes widened, unwilling to believe that Scarlett would do what she was quite sure she was about to do. And, indeed, Scarlett pulled Grace's butt closer to the edge, wiggled her way between her thighs, and went right for Grace's messy pussy.
"Scar! Oh my god what? You're crazy."
"Hey. It's my man's cum in there. I have a right to it."
Max scratched his head. "Nah, babe. I came in her mouth, remember."
"Oh yeah. Well... whatever."
Grace moaned as Scarlett ignored everyone and probed her tongue deeper, licking her pussy like crazy and apparently still seeking out the creampie within, despite it not belonging to her boyfriend.
"Guess you gotta cum in here too then, babe," Scarlett mumbled around Grace's pussy.
"You think so, huh?" Max said. His cock was approaching full erection again, and kept twitching harder as he watched Scarlett eat cummy pussy.
"I mean, if your girlfriend says..." Grace said, staring hard at Max's cock.
"If she says," Max ruefully echoed.
Scarlett got some more licking in while Max squeezed himself in next to Grace, opposite to Kye. The boys good-naturedly fought over time with Grace, kissing or fondling or whatever. Scarlett worked Grace's pussy, evidently dead set on making her cum.
Getting Grace off wasn't going to be a problem. Between her cute, naked boys rubbing up on her, coming at her from both sides, kissing and feeling her up, and Scarlett down between her legs, licking her so good, Grace was a happy, happy girl.
It was passingly weird having Scarlett eating her out. Grace couldn't deny that. It wasn't like they were into each other in that way. But it was just that kind of night. And, admittedly, if any girl was going to eat her out, Grace definitely wanted it to be Scarlett.
Grace moaned loudly and came all over her bestie's face. It was an increased pleasure over her previous cum, probably more to do with arousal and situation than who had been licking her at the time. Grace rode the waves of pleasure, cooing and bucking slightly on Scarlett's face.
Scarlett sat back on her ankles grinning like a cat and casually wiping her chin with the back of her hand. "There we go. That should take the edge off."
"That it did," Grace purred. "Can I still have Max again?"
"Definitely. Do it up."
Grace swung herself around and straddled Max's lap. She didn't mount him just yet, but pressed her pussy to his cock, just feeling its hardness and the pulse of it against her.
"So, uh... guess I'm just chilling then?" Kye said in the sort of tone that suggested he was hoping for a better answer.
Grace made full eye contact with Kye, feeling more assured, confident, and sexual than she could ever remember. She gave him sultry eyes, reached around to grab and spread her ass with one hand, and arched an eyebrow.
"You're welcome to join," she said huskily.
"Oh fuck, really?"
"Yep."
The expression Kye made was almost funny, but given the context it was pretty damn hot seeing how excited he was. Grace wasn't sure she was being particularly smart in her offer, but she didn't regret it at all.
Scarlett slapped her hands on Grace's butt cheeks, kneading and spreading them even more.
"Seems like a good offer," Scarlett said. "You should take it."
"I fully intend to," Kye assured them both.
"You're gonna need lube though, mah girl," Scarlett said, giving Grace's butt another couple smacks.
"True. You know where I keep mine?"
"Nope. But I know where mine is. Back in a sec."
Scarlett fairly sprinted away, her bare tushy drawing the boys' attention for the brief second or two it was still in view. She was back a moment later, panting softly from her speedy delivery.
Kye had started grabbing and playing with Grace's butt in the interim. He and Scarlett worked together upon her return.
Scarlett drizzled lube down Grace's ass crack and rubbed it over her tight hole. She poked her finger in a couple times, then let Kye have a turn.
Grace growled deep in her throat as her ass was fingered by an alternating Scarlett and Kye, while she was still grinding on Max's cock. A single finger at a time was easy. Two started to be a stretch. She knew she was probably in trouble for when Kye tried to get his cock in, but she could probably handle it, she assumed.
"I'm gonna need you both in me now," Grace said firmly.
"You're not ready yet," Scarlett said, still popping a pair of fingers in and out of Grace's bum.
"Ready as I'll ever be."
Grace grabbed Max's cock and settled herself on it, sinking down the length of his shaft to bury him fully inside. Already she felt extra stuffed with a pair of fingers in her bum and her pussy all full of dick.
"I really don't think that's true," Scarlett said, wiggling her fingers around a little more before withdrawing them. "Anyway, we at least gotta get Kye lubed up first."
"Yeah, that's fair."
Grace couldn't wait. She was all revved up, already wiggling and grinding around on Max while she was forced to be patient.
Scarlett efficiently applied lube to Kye's hard cock, getting it all ready for Grace. Soon enough Kye was pressing himself to Grace's slippery asshole.
Grace went still, biting her lip and holding her breath. There was a chance this would hurt too much, or she wouldn't like, or something else would go wrong. But really, she was going to love it. She knew she would.
"Oh fuck."
Grace gasped and felt herself clenching onto Max. Kye was pushing into her, stretching her tight little butthole. It was kind of intense.
But holy fuck she was going to be full. Already she could feel the boys meeting inside her, their cocks only separated by the wall between her ass and pussy. There was some discomfort on the way to getting there, but it was worth it.
Two cute boys at once. So fucking good.
Scarlett curled up on the couch next to Grace, just watching now. Watching and admiring. Grace could only make brief eye contact with her, distracted as she was.
"You look like you're enjoying that," Scarlett said lightly.
"Getting there," Grace gasped. "It's... a lot."
"Too much?"
"No way."
"Pretty fucking good from where I'm standing," Kye said.
"Yeah I fucking bet," Scarlett snorted. "Getting a nice booty like that without even buying a girl dinner."
"It's a super nice booty," Kye agreed, not bothered even slightly by Scarlett's sarcasm.
"You'll make me blush," Grace said, sucking in a sharp breath as Kye thrust deeper into her.
"It'd be a cute look on you," Max said, stroking Grace's cheek gently.
"Watch it, you. You've got a girlfriend."
"What, like thinking you're cute's gonna get me in trouble? I'm balls deep in you already."
"Plus you are totally cute," Scarlett said. "You should see yourself right now. You can't seem to decide between pure bliss, and wanting to scream and push Kye off you."
"It's a lot, ok?! I'm... getting there."
"Does it hurt?" Kye asked.
"Just a little. But holy fuck it's good though. I can feel you two rubbing together."
Max shifted uncomfortably. "Yeah, I don't know that I like that."
"But it makes her super tight though," Kye said.
"True. I do enjoy that part."
Grace managed to ride Max some as Kye finished stretching her out and filling up her butt like never before. She was stuffed so full she felt like she could hardly move, but once she got her hips moving she found it was possible after all.



The sensation of two cocks going in and out at the same time was amazing. The small discomfort of her ass being filled was more than made up for by the steady waves of pleasure cresting through her.
She was being such a slutty girl. Grace reveled in it. In every single part of it.
Max and Kye were warm on either side of her. They were all hard and pulsing within her, in their respective holes. Kye was dominating her ass, grabbing and spreading it while fucking her tight little hole. Max happily let her ride him while he played with her tits.
Grace turned to Scarlett, who was once again playing with herself. This time their eye contact was something more. Grace didn't know what she was feeling. Not exactly. Only that when she looked at Scarlett now, horny and filled as she was, Grace felt an extra longing. As if somehow she didn't have enough already.
"Why you looking at me like that?" Scarlett asked.
"I honestly don't know."
"Oh."
The girls stared at each other for a long moment, then Scarlett unfurled herself and leaned in closer. Without having to discuss it, their lips met, and Grace knew that was what she wanted. Just that little bit extra. That full surrender to the moment. Doing so many things all together that she ordinarily wouldn't contemplate.
"You're... the best... friend... ever," Grace said, stumbling over her words slightly as she tried to handle her double penetration and the taste of her own cum on Scarlett's lips.
Scarlett smiled and kissed Grace again. "You know it."
"What about me?" Kye asked.
Grace groaned as he thrust a little harder into her ass, really making her feel it. "You're pretty good too. Both of you."
"Aw. Only pretty good?"
"I'm fine with that," Max mumbled around Grace's tits.
"How's it feel?" Scarlett whispered, ignoring the boys.
Grace shivered in delight as she settled herself fully down in Max's lap again, taking him deep. Her eyes rolled back when Kye buried himself too.
"So damn full," Grace hissed back.
"Hehe, yeah."
"So good. Feel like I'm gonna be sore from this."
"Don't doubt it."
"But it's so worth it."
Scarlett's fingers traced Grace's shoulder, then tickled her neck. "You lucky girl."
"Mmhm!"
"Just wait until they cum in you."
Tingles ran through Grace, nearly overwhelming her again. "Don't say that."
"Why not?"
"I'm barely holding it together as it is."
"Ha. Slutty little thing. You want more boy cum in you, don't ya? You want it everywhere."
"Nooo, shush." Grace wiggled and squirmed, which only made her feel some even more interesting things down below.
"Gotta ride the boys harder than that."
"Shuuuttt uppp!"
Grace did as instructed anyway. She wasn't much in a mood for defying Scarlett, really. Or anyone. There was a weird balance of control where everyone wanted to make her happy and follow her lead, but where she was quite sure she'd basically do anything any of them wanted.
Luckily, everyone's desires seemed to be meshing pretty well. Max and Kye wanted to be inside her, and wanted to grope, fondle, kiss, and suck her. She wanted all those things too, along with as much closeness as she could get. Scarlett wanted Grace to be as bad and wanton as possible, to really get some stuff out of her system. Including kissing and getting licked out by Scarlett, which ordinarily would be off the table.
But it was all working for Grace. All of it. The stuff she understood, and the stuff she didn't. She was so damn horny. Everything from sloppy kisses to her achy bum that was getting pounded harder than ever, it was all keeping her so damn high, making her feel better than ever before.
It was sex at its absolute peak. So much pure sexual pleasure, and more than enough emotional love and comfort to make her feel snug and secure about everything she was doing.
Grace bounced around on Max's cock while Kye just had to deal with her erratic movements to keep fucking her butt. The boys were grunting and groaning in such deep, helpless, intoxicating ways. Scarlett was so very right about how badly Grace wanted them to cum in her some more.
Grace came during her wild ride. She came with cocks filling her pussy and butt. She came intensely in a crazed, mewling, whimpering, still horny kind of way. Her orgasms were taking the edge off, but none yet had left her drained and satisfied the way she felt like she really needed.
She just kept going. Kept using the boys for everything they could give her. They were sweating and panting, and she was pretty sure they were getting close too.
Grace reached down and rubbed her clit, trying to match her arousal to theirs. She gasped loudly as her touch that she usually knew so well was suddenly electric and way, way too much. Her clit felt connected to her ass in some bizarre way. Like having Kye filling her up had kicked her little clitty into overdrive. And that wasn't even counting how having her pussy fucked had already made it better.
"You're going a little manic there, girl," Scarlett said, gently stroking Grace's hair.
Grace didn't answer. She shook her head minutely even though she knew Scarlett was right. Still riding some of the high of her last cum, Grace got herself off again, chaining orgasms in an amazing and breathless kind of way.
"Fuck she's going crazy on me," Max hissed.
"You're telling me," Kye said. "She's squeezing so tight."
"I'm gonna blow."
"Fuck. Me too."
Grace's eyes rolled fully back. She couldn't focus on anything. Was barely aware of her surroundings. Nothing except Scarlett, Max, and Kye.
She was still rubbing herself. She could feel another orgasm ready and waiting whenever she wanted. It was like she could cum forever while in the midst of this weird, sexy, private party, as its guest of honour.
But Grace was tired too. Exhausted and worn. Still riding a massive thrill, but wearing herself out in the process. And if the boys were going to cum, she'd better make it count.
Grace held herself on the edge. Right at the brink. Max and Kye were so very close. They were so hard in her, thrusting desperately, grunting adorably.
All things considered, the boys timed things really quite nicely. Kye blew first, technically, but Max was close behind, and he was followed just as closely by Grace. She let herself go as she was cummed in from both sides, in both her pussy and butt.
It was a chorus of three of them grunting, moaning, tensing, spasming, and totally losing it. Three friends sharing orgasms together in the closest and most delightful way.
Grace shook, whimpered, and trembled through a longer and deeper cum than any of the others. Max and Kye were making such sexy messes of her little holes. So much cum in her. Such a stretched and pleasantly achy bum. And a pussy that was all filled, sloppy, and very happy.
Grace was reluctant to let the boys pull out, but she was also exhausted. She had no energy left. It had all been used up. She was a limp, tired, and very contented girl.
"That was pretty fun," Kye said, picking Grace up so Max could escape from beneath her.
"Mmm. It was," Grace purred.
"You're such a horny, slutty little thing when given the chance, huh?" Scarlett said, standing to give Grace a quick, soft kiss.
"Maybe I am."
Scarlett grinned and sneaked another kiss in. It was getting to be a bad habit of hers. "Anyway, Max, you better take me to bed and do some wonderful things to me, or I might have to be a jealous girl."
"Aw, babe, I just came. You know that."
"Uh huh. You can still eat me out until you get hard again."
"I mean... yeah, but-"
"Great. See you two in the morning."
Scarlett winked and dragged her boyfriend off toward her room. Grace watched them go, even though she had no horniness left in her. Their butts were still fun to look at.
"I should get you to bed too," Kye said.
"Yes please," Grace murmured.
"You're going all limp on me."
"Carry me?"
"Ha, no."
"Please?"
"I might drop you."
"Well... don't."
Kye half carried, half dragged Grace to her room and laid her out on her bed, still all naked and flushed. He really didn't spend all that much time raking his eyes up and down her body, considering the opportunity. But then again he probably wasn't any more aroused anymore than Grace herself was.
Grace giggled. "Poor Max. Still gotta play some more."
"Hehe, yeah. Not the worst fate, though."
"Definitely not. Surprised you didn't try and sneak in with them or something. There's a decent chance Scarlett would have been into it."
"Enh. I'm kinda tapped out. And... I'm more into you than her."
"You certainly were tonight."
Kye grinned. "I mean it though."
"I know." Grace reached up and touched his cheek. "Same here."
"So we're still on for a date sometime?"
"Yep." Grace stared into Kye's eyes and debated with herself, but it wasn't much of an argument. "If you want... even though we didn't have a date yet... you could sleep over tonight."
"I was planning on it. I'm still a bit buzzed from earlier, and pretty tired, and driving just wouldn't-"
"I mean sleep with me. Specifically in my bed."
"Good. I was hoping that's what you meant."
Grace curled up happily as Kye settled in with her. They were both still kind of warm and sweaty, and probably a shower should have been in order, but it was nice to have someone to come down with. Someone to hold her until they both fell asleep. Someone she could maybe start thinking of as new boyfriend material. She was in the market, after all. And Kye had managed to put himself right at the top of her list.
****
Grace felt a weird mixture of refreshed and worn out the next morning. Her body protested every move as she haltingly rolled her way out of bed.
She gazed down at Kye still snoozing obliviously, her naked and rumpled boy. Just looked at him made her feel such nice and lovely things.
The bathroom called to her, though. She had some stuff to take care of.
Scarlett was up already too. Though 'already' in this case meant mid-morning. She had a robe on, whereas Grace had thus far neglected clothes entirely. Scarlett eyed Grace in a predatory kind of way, as if to insinuate she was enjoying her nude friend, but Grace ignored the look, certain that it was only a holdover from last night. Nudity between them wasn't really a deal in that kind of way.
"How you feeling?" Scarlett asked, dropping her air of arousal as quickly as she'd adopted it.
"Sore. My butt hurts."
Scarlett giggled. "Yeah. No doubt. I wanted to warm you up more. Just remember that."
"It's fine. I don't have anywhere to be today. And... it's kinda hot thinking of why it's all achy and stuff."
"That it is." Scarlett sighed wistfully. "That was a fun night."
"Yeah it was. Thanks for, like, sharing and stuff."
"No worries. What are best friends for?"
"Not usually lending out their boyfriends, but I'll definitely take it."
"Mmhm. Speaking of which, Kye..."
"... is still asleep in my bed."
Scarlett grinned wider and reached out to high five Grace, who shrugged and accepted. It was probably worth some small celebration.
"He's kinda into you."
"Sure seems that way."
"You're gonna date, right?"
"Plan on it."
"That a girl. He'll be way better for you than Isaac."
"You were encouraging me and Isaac last night."
"Well I didn't know he was such a dick then."
"Kye might be a dick too."
"Maybe. But we've known him longer. You've wanted to get together before."
"True."
"So it's meant to be then."
"Yeah. Maybe."
Grace's eyes flicked back toward her room.
"You thinking of heading back in and jumping him?"
"How the hell could you read my mind just now?"
"I kinda know you, you know."
"Yeah, well... I'm tired and sore."
"Mmhm."
"And... I really want to head back in and see if I can get him hard."
"Bet you can."
"I'm not at all recovered from last night."
"So? This is one of the most fun parts, Grace. Enjoy it. Fuck each other's brains out."
"Maybe we will."
"Good."
"Good."
Scarlett caught Grace with a smack on the butt as she turned to patter off back to her room. Grace stuck her tongue out, which just made Scarlett grin wider.
"I'm gonna have great sex and you're gonna be jealous," Grace warned.
"That's the spirit!"
Grace paused in the doorway to her room. Kye was still adorably asleep. It seemed mean to wake him up. And she wasn't even quite ready anyway.
Silently, Grace slipped back under the covers and cuddled back up. There'd be plenty of time for sex later, once he woke up. For now, snuggles were very nice.
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Chapter One: Kasey at Eighteen
****
It probably started earlier, but I couldn't think of when. All I know is that it was the first time I recognized that something wasn't quite right. That I had feelings I probably shouldn't.
It was Xander's own fault, really. He was the one who made it obvious.
"So what do you think?" he asked.
"Hm?"
"About Zoey?"
Zoey. Xander's new girlfriend. He'd brought her over to meet the family, so clearly it was at least somewhat serious.
"Don't like her," I replied automatically.
Xander sighed. "Dammit, Kase. Why do you hate every girl I see?"
"I don't."
"You do."
I stopped and considered. Did I? Ok, maybe I did. But that wasn't my fault that my big brother had poor taste.
"Well date someone better, then."
"Oh this is not on me. If you hate every girl I'm with, that's a you kinda problem."
"There's been, like, three, dude. You could just be getting unlucky."
"Zoey's number four, thank you very much."
"And I'm sure she'll be pleased to hear she has a number."
"What's wrong with her anyway?"
"Wrong? Nothing in particular. Just don't like her."
"That's petty."
"Well hey, Xan, you asked, didn't you? You coulda just not asked."
"Maybe I care about your damn opinion."
"Well... good, then. Fine." I took a deep breath. "She's fine, I'm sure."
"Really?"
"No. But I'm trying to placate you."
"You're not meant to tell me that's what you're doing."
"Tough."
"Whatever. I'ma go text her. 'Cause I like her."
"I'm sure you do. She touches your dick, I take it?"
"It's not about that. Don't be shitty."
"But she does, though, yeah?"
"... yes. Shut up."
"Yeah. Good luck with that."
Xander shook his head and left.
I made sure the door was firmly closed, then flopped down on my bed and tried not to cry.
Why did I even want to cry? It didn't make sense. Things had gotten maybe a little heated, but nothing to get worked up over.
Or maybe I'd been worked up already. Why, though? Was it since meeting Zoey? Since having family dinner with her?
She was long gone, though. Safely back at her own house. Why did I care? I didn't have to even really talk to her if I didn't want to.
But she had Xander's attention. Maybe that was it. He was all stupid and enamoured with her. The way he got with girls sometimes. That was just how boys were anyway. They'd get all infatuated with some girl. Especially if she touched his dick. They loved that.
Not that girls were any better. I got fed up with my friends at times and their swooning over boys. There were other things in the world than relationships. I didn't know why I had to always be the one to remember that.
I hugged a pillow tight to my chest and once again tried to calm down. It was possible I was the problem. That there was something wrong with me. I hated that feeling. It crept up sometimes, and if I was already primed for a bad mood, it could ruin me.
Possibly, just perhaps, if everyone else in the whole damn world wanted to get all stupid over some person they liked, maybe that was what I was supposed to do too. And if I really thought about it, I couldn't remember anyone ever making me feel like that. No one ever capturing my soul in that way.
And that was scary. Both the idea that someone could do that to me, and the fact that it hadn't happened. Maybe I was just broken.
Like, for fuck's sake, the closest person to that was probably Xander of all people. My brother. That was just wrong. It was probably just because I'd never fallen for anyone. That I didn't know what it was supposed to feel like. And whatever sibling bond there was there, that was the closest I could get.
I laughed humourlessly at myself. No boy to get properly jealous over, so I did it over my brother instead. How pathetic was that?
****
It was only in hindsight that I recognized I might have actually been onto something there. Something deeper than I would have guessed.
I had to watch Xander be all goofy over Zoey. Do his usual thing, except more evolved. He grew up and learned a little more with each relationship, it seemed. And here I was still relationshipless and inexperienced.
It was the insane jealousy that did it, I think. The way I secretly loathed Zoey, but had no idea why the fuck that was. I thought about it sometimes, really thought hard, and couldn't come up with anything. She was a sweet enough girl. Never mean toward me in any way. But I hated her.
I hated her because she was with Xander.
"Zoey's fine," I told Xander one day.
"What?"
"Zoey. She's ok."
"Oh. Was she not ok?"
"I don't like her."
"... I'm confused."
"I don't like her, but she's ok. If you want my opinion. Which you sometimes do."
"Oh, um, good then. I think?"
I shrugged. "Just saying."
"Is this from back when I asked-"
"What I thought of her. Yes."
"And you still don't like her?"
"Right. But that's not her fault. You shouldn't hold that against her."
"I don't, but thank you."
"Sure." I turned to go.
"Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"Why don't you like her?"
"No good reason."
"Oh." Xander scratched his head. "Uh, so this whole thing where girls are catty and hate each other for no reason, that's all kinda bullshit and exaggerated, right? Except... that's exactly what you're saying you're doing?"
I thought about explaining it to him, but I still couldn't explain it to myself, really. I only had hints of what I was feeling. Suspicions. And not very good ones. Not ones I understood properly. It was easier to lie.
"It's not always bullshit. It's only unfair as a general stereotype. Some girls are like that, yes. And I guess I'm one."
"I don't believe that."
I shrugged. "Can't help what you believe."
"There's something more, Kase. I know there is."
"Nope. I'm a simple girl with simple emotions."
"That's not even remotely true."
"Is."
"Isn't."
"Is!"
"Fine. You win. You're simple."
"Thank you." I shrugged awkwardly and turned to leave for the second time. "Have fun with her."
"I will, thank you."
****
The day they broke up was probably the happiest day of my whole year.
That sounds horrible. It is. It was. But what can ya do?
Xander was disconsolate. Mopey. Just a bit of a dick, even. I loved it.
I sat with him a while in his room while he refused to get out of bed. Just sat and talked. Nothing else. But I had him all to myself for a while, and that was enough for me.
"Never liked her anyway," I said.
Xander snorted. "Yeah. I believe I remember something to that effect."
"I may have mentioned it."
"Once or twice or... every time you saw her."
"I wasn't that bad."
"You so were."
"Maybe three or four times I said something. Tops."
"Uh huh. She liked you, you know."
"No she didn't."
"Yeah she did. Thought you were an adorable little sister."
I flushed with brief anger before recalling that Zoey was gone anyway. But she wasn't wrong, if that's what she thought. I was only ever Xander's little sister. That was all I could be.
"Good for her, I guess."
"You really don't have anything nice to say?"
"Is that what you want right now? Me to sing her praises?"
"Hm, no, maybe not."
"Mmhm."
"Maybe... maybe be a little spiteful?"
I grinned. "That I can do. You ever notice how one of her fingers is kinda weird?"
"Oh my god. I mean, yes, I did. She broke it when she was little."
"So weird."
"Dude, come on, less petty, please."
"And when she looked at you sometimes, all I could see was a big stupid dear. It was those eyes."
Xander laughed softly. "You're horrible."
"When you were first together, she wouldn't stop playing with her hair. It drove me crazy. It's like, yeah, we get it, you like him. Stop twisting your finger all up in there and trying to give yourself curls. She did, you know. That one side of her head was always a bit curly and the other wasn't. For like a solid month."
"That's not true." Xander paused. "Is it?"
"Totally is. Like she couldn't help but make sure everyone knew she liked you."
"That's not really a bad thing. Could we do more bad things? Like real ones?"
It felt like a bad one to me, but then I was in a weird place. "Heard she liked kicking puppies."
"Kase!"
"It's true. You know those kicker guys in football? And they gotta, like, get a ball through those metal post things? She does that on her weekends. But with puppies."
"Oh my god. Stop."
I grinned. Xander was cracking up in spite of himself. Ragging on his exes to make him laugh? Now this I could work with.
"Used to trip old ladies trying to cross the street too."
"Shut uuuppp!"
"And she was never any good at painting her nails. You could tell."
"... I kinda love that you're throwing those out back to back."
I moved to sit close to Xander and patted his head. "You're gonna be ok."
"Yeah, I know. Just feels shitty right now."
I patted him some more, almost stroking his hair before I had to pull back and restrain myself. I didn't want to make it weird. Not while we were having such a good time. Or while I was, at least. I was helping, though. It wasn't all selfish.
"D'you ever think..."
Xander opened one eye. "What?"
"Nothing."
"No, what?"
"It's stupid."
"Tell me."
"Ok. Fine. You ever think about, like, if we were together?"
"What?"
"I mean, you know, hypothetically. If I wasn't your sister. And we just kinda, like, were together for a bit. And like, how long we'd last."
"Oh Kase. That doesn't even make sense. I can't think of you that way."
"No, no, obviously," I said hurriedly. "But just... you know. If."
Xander reached over and squeezed my hand. I hoped to hell he couldn't feel how my heart was beating and how anxious and awkward I felt. What was I even thinking asking a question like that?
"I think you'd make a great girlfriend," he said. "For the right guy."
"Oh. Yeah. Right guy."
"I'm glad we don't have to worry about that."
I swallowed painfully. "Yeah. Good."
"Wouldn't want to ever lose you."
I dug my free hand, the one he wasn't holding, into my thigh, feeling my nails bite skin. How could he make me feel so miserable and so happy at the same time?
He was right. It was good that we wouldn't ever have to break up and lose each other. That part was great.
And it was silly anyway. We were sibs. Always would be. Thinking about being different people wasn't helpful. Even if we were, there was no guarantee he'd ever be interested.
Not that I was. Not really. I couldn't be. He was my brother. These thoughts made no sense.
****
I guess I got crying pretty loudly. I didn't think I was, but Mom heard me from the hall, so I must have been.
I stifled myself pretty well when she came in, but I could hardly hide how I was feeling. Not after she'd heard me, and definitely not after she saw my face.
"What's wrong?" she asked, face full of motherly concern.
"Nothing," I lied, as though that would explain things sufficiently for her.
"I thought your brother was having the bad day. I didn't realize you were too."
"I wasn't."
"Honey, I haven't seen you cry like this for... well, years anyway."
Mom wiped my face, drying it off some. Her touch and concern helped some, but also in another, deeper way just made me feel shittier.
"I don't know why," I said.
"I think you do," Mom said gently. "I think you don't want to tell me."
"It's stupid. Xan's going through stuff. His is real."
"Ah."
"What?"
"A boy, then?"
My heart jumped in sudden panic, even though the way she said it suggested she didn't have a clue which boy. "No!"
"Xander's thing is real, you said. As if, possibly, yours is over a boy who maybe doesn't like you?"
Fuck. How did she do that?
She still didn't know. She couldn't know. But that was too uncomfortably close.
"Maybe," I said.
Mom started rubbing my shoulder. "Oh sweetie. I wish I could save you some of this heartache, but it's just something that's going to happen from time to time."
"Thanks?"
"Did that sound bleak? Sorry. There'll be lots of good. Lots and lots. But there's going to be bad times. And maybe this will help later on."
I snorted softly. "I don't think so."
"I know it doesn't feel like there's anything good right now."
"That's true."
"But it won't seem so bad tomorrow. Or the next day. Sometime soon."
"Ok."
"You want some ice cream?"
I struggled with my inner turmoil. I wanted to keep moping. But holy fuck did ice cream sound amazing.
"Yes please."
"Ok." Mom patted my head. "Ice cream in bed, ok? It'll be better."
"Hope so."
****
Mom maybe knew what she was talking about. It hurt for a few days, then it got better. I got back to normal, more or less.
I still looked at Xander sometimes just a little wistfully, but that was all there was. Nothing more than that. Not really.
I got a date to my high school prom. I didn't really know how it had happened. Jake asked me, and it felt like I probably better just say yes. I didn't particularly care one way or another, but everyone was going. Everyone was getting dates. That was just what I was supposed to do. So I did.
"Do you think he'll want to dance?" I asked Xander.
I was already in my dress. It was early, but I wanted to make sure everything was ok. So I was now kind of stuck just... waiting. Waiting and getting nervous.
"Depends on the guy, I guess. I don't know anything about him."
"I hope he won't want to. Except... then what do we do?"
"Beats me. I went for dancing."
"Of course you did."
"Tasha was a good dancer."
"Uh huh. You just wanted to get close to her."
"They don't let us do anything fun. But yeah, I guess it got me close. Slow dances are where it's at."
I shook my head and plucked at my dress around my cleavage. It wasn't sitting quite right. It looked weird.
"God I really don't want to slow dance. I don't like him near enough for that."
"So why are you going with him?"
"He asked."
"Ah."
"That's what I'm supposed to do, isn't it?"
"You can do what you want, Kase. Don't do things just 'cause that's what you think you have to."
I sighed to myself. I wished I could just do what I want.
Xander's eyes were on me in the mirror, but not in any meaningful way. Just 'cause we were talking. I looked pretty good. Not great. My dress wouldn't quite do what I wanted. But it was a good presentation overall. And I got nothing from him. Nothing to indicate that I was even dressed up. I might as well have been in an old pair of jeans and a t-shirt for all it affected him.
God I hated that feeling.
"Maybe it'll be canceled," I said with some small hope.
Xander smiled. "It won't be."
"I know."
"Go. Dance. Have fun."
"Maybe I only want to dance with the right guy."
"Who's that?"
"There... isn't one."
"Oh. That complicates things." Xander shrugged. "So maybe Jake's good enough."
"Enh."
"Give it a shot. Dance close with him. See if you enjoy it. You don't have to like him or go out with him or anything. Just dance."
"I won't like it. I... I don't even know how. Not really."
"No?"
"I guess I've never done it. Never seemed like the right time."
"Oh well now you have to, then. Last chance before school dances are a thing of the past, right?"
"But-"
Xander hopped up and snatched my phone from where it was sitting. I watched him in the mirror, all frowny and confused, even though I understood that he was picking some music that would play on the speakers in my room.
Somehow, even though I fully anticipated him playing a song that could be slow danced to, I didn't expect him to actually try dancing. Let alone with me. This in spite of the two of us being alone in my room.
"Come on," he said with an easy smile. "No pressure. Nothing to it. It's not, like, a complicated dance or anything."
"I know."
"Teenagers can do it. It can't be that hard."
"I know!"
"You kinda just move a bit and use it as an opportunity to get all close and stuff."
"Jeez, I kn-"
I squeaked as Xander yanked me toward him with all the casual display of force an older brother could muster. I fought a bit just for the show of it. He laughed and pulled me tight to him anyway.
It was a rush. My heart went crazy immediately. My head spun. Xander had me close, right up against him, arms around me.
"Relax," he whispered. "Feel the music. Don't think."
"How'm I gonna not think?"
"Fine. Think if you want. Let Jake guide you if it comes to it. Just follow him. Think about whatever you want. It'll be fine."
"It'll be fine," I echoed weakly.
It was more than fine. With Xander, at least. He felt so good against me. So warm and solid. Like I could put my whole weight on him. Let him carry me.
I tried not to give in. To not make it obvious how easily he could make me feel things. The pretense got harder and harder to keep up.
I wanted to melt into him. To let him guide me in slow circles all evening. To rest my head on his shoulder. Feel his breathing so close to my ear. Feel his heart beat next to mine. Listen to him murmur instructions and suggestions. Whatever he wanted to tell me, really. It wasn't about the words. It was his voice. His voice and his warmth and... and everything.
"Am I doing ok?" I asked, just to pretend like I cared about learning. Like I wasn't already getting everything I wanted out of the moment.
"You could loosen up more."
"Oh."
"You're hanging maybe a little tight on me. You know, if I'm Jake and all. You might give him ideas."
I blushed warmly. "Oh."
I didn't let go even fractionally. I clung to Xander. He let me. Every now and then he'd encourage me again to loosen my grip, and every time I ignored him.
We danced through a few songs, and I actually did gain a certain comfort with the process. Like I probably could acquit myself well enough at the actual prom. If it never came, if Xander and I just kept dancing, it'd be such a better night. A perfect night, perhaps.
But reality intruded. Dad came by to inform me that my date had arrived. Dad was far too amused about it. Only probably because he knew I didn't go out with boys, and that I was somewhat embarrassed about the whole thing. What was it with parents enjoying their kids' humiliation anyway?
I had to pretend like I wanted to go. Like I didn't want to stay in my brother's arms. Like my legs weren't jelly from our less than twenty minutes of dancing together.
I hated it. I hated it so much.
****
"So you're going out with Jake, huh?"
I shrugged uncomfortably. "Whatever. Maybe. Yeah."
"Cool. Guess he made an impression at that dance."
I tried not to look right at Xander. How could I tell him that I'd enjoyed myself, but only because his touch was still fresh on me. His scent still lingering on my senses. That if I closed my eyes I could pretend Jake was Xander. That my date was a sufficient stand in for my brother at prom for me to be able to lose myself in the illusion.
People just assumed I was into Jake. Even Jake himself did. He asked me out. I didn't know what to do. I said yes. I was stuck with it.
It wasn't the worst, but it certainly wasn't the best.
"Just trying it out," I mumbled. "Don't date much. Thought I should try it."
"Probably a good idea. Get a sense of what you want, if nothing else.
"Yeah. Maybe. Yeah."
"It'll be good for you."
"Hope so."
"It will."
"Why are you always so certain about my stuff?"
"I mean, I know you, don't I?"
I felt a small warmth inside. "Yeah."



"So I got a pretty good feel for you."
"That's... good."
"Have fun with it. See what happens."
"Ok. Yeah. Sure."
****
Chapter Two: Kasey at Nineteen
****
Jake didn't last. I knew he wouldn't. I just didn't know how long I could pretend.
University was a convenient excuse. I didn't go anywhere. Xander had stayed local, so of course I was going to.
Jake wanted me to come with him. Or to stay with me. One way or the other. I told him that didn't make sense. That we'd already been accepted and enrolled at our respective schools. We couldn't change plans now. The world didn't work like that.
He wasn't happy. I had to pretend like I wasn't either. But I was so relieved. It made things so much easier. I could breathe again. Get back to being me and not acting like I liked being a couple.
Jake would have got tired with me anyway. I didn't let him do much beyond kissing. He wanted more. He was nice enough about not going further, but he really badly wanted to. I could tell. I thought he'd break up with me on his own a few times, but he never did.
I got to drive back and forth from campus with Xander every day. Even those days where I wouldn't get to see him otherwise, we at least had those moments.
It was pretty bad, I had to admit. If I wasn't his little sister, it would probably constitute some pretty sketchy behaviour on my part. Or maybe it was worse because of that.
I was just happier with him. Just being in the car next to Xander. Some days, that was the highlight. It was what I looked forward to.
"I think I'm gonna ask Milly out," Xander said.
I repressed a sigh. I'd seen it coming. He told me about girls he was into. I didn't know why. Maybe just because we had the time every day. And possibly because I encouraged it. I couldn't help myself. I knew I'd hate it, but I hated not knowing even more.
"Which one's she?"
"Dark hair. Glasses. Cute smile. You two hit it off when you met, remember?"
"Oh."
"Don't 'oh' me."
"What?"
"You're doing it again. You liked her. As soon as I said I was gonna ask her out, you went all sullen."
"Didn't."
"Did. You're doing it now."
"She's... nice."
"Kase..."
"She is. She's nice. I... like her. She's fine."
I hated her.
"Really?"
"Really."
"Ok. Good."
I stared out the window. Fuck. Xander was right. I actually did like Milly. Except... I didn't now that he was gonna ask her out. Why was I like this? I should make more of an effort. I didn't hate her. I just hated what she represented. Or something.
I hated that I wasn't the one drawing Xander's affections.
It was stupid. I was being stupid.
"There's a boy," I said.
"Hm?"
"Gene. He's nice. He likes me."
"Oh. Well great." Xander side-eyed me. "Is it great?"
"It's ok. He might ask me out soon. I think. He's working toward it."
I'd been being deliberately obtuse. Making Gene's job harder. He wanted to, though. I could feel it.
"Ask him out."
"What?"
"You ask him. See what happens."
"That's not how it works."
"Why not? Do you like him?"
"I don't know."
"Do you think you could?"
I thought about it. I didn't really know what it would mean to like a boy. I knew what it felt like to be around my brother, but it must be different than that. It had to be. And whatever I was supposed to feel, I wasn't convinced I was feeling it. But I probably needed to keep trying.
"Maybe I'll ask him," I said.
"Good. Do it. Tell me how it goes."
"Will you... will you not ask Milly today? In case it goes bad?"
Xander gave me a funny look. "I mean... yeah. If you want. Doesn't have to be today. You nervous?"
I was, but not really about rejection like Xander probably assumed. I was more nervous about getting a yes, if anything. More importantly, though, I'd bought myself a day before Xander would have a new girl, and I'd be a second priority again.
Being second sucked. It was so much better when he was between girls.
****
My grace day wasn't enough. I knew it wouldn't be, but it still stung when Xander and Milly started going out.
Gene and I started going out too. It was ok. Nothing special.
Gene wanted to make out and stuff. I expected that. It was ok too.
What made it better was thinking about Milly, bizarrely enough. We'd be making out, and I'd think of Milly getting Xander. Making out with him. What that would feel like. I put myself in her head and imagined Gene was Xander.
He wasn't anything like my brother, really. But if I closed my eyes and lost myself deep enough, I could make believe. Those moments were so good. I felt all the things I couldn't seem to find with Gene normally, or with Jake before him.
And I wondered what it all meant. Brothers and sisters couldn't make out, obviously. I was only imagining what Milly was experiencing, which wasn't so bad, in a sense. I couldn't help feeling like if Xander ever tried to kiss me, I'd let him. I'd let him so hard.
But I shouldn't. Couldn't. But I would.
****
The day I discovered incest porn was huge for me. I honestly didn't know how I'd missed it for so long.
Sure I didn't really do the whole porn thing for the most part. It wasn't really part of my life. I masturbated sometimes. Probably not as much as a lot of people, and definitely not as much as Xander, say.
Yes, I had an idea how often he jerked off. So what?
Point was, somehow, I'd missed it. There was a lot out there. A looottt. It was like seeing in grayscale, and suddenly realizing that there were colours everywhere around me. Except with porn.
I was riveted. I clicked through video after video. My heart pounded, my fingers trembled, and my pussy gushed like it never had before. I'd never in my life been so turned on.
But it wasn't even about that. I hardly touched myself the whole time. I just sat wide-eyed and fascinated, exploring this brand new world.
I couldn't get enough. It wasn't horniness. It was something else. It was, perhaps, the first time in my life that I'd felt justified in thinking some of the things I did about Xander. The first time I realized I wasn't alone and a weird little aberration. Validation from a terribly unlikely source.
People thought about being with their siblings. Fucking them, mostly, according to these videos. But then, they were porn vids. That was their whole thing.
Probably some people didn't really want that. Surely some of them must just want to, like, kiss and be held, right?
Or was that just me? Was I still the weird one here? Somewhere in between wanting a platonic relationship with my brother, and wanting to bone him. I couldn't be the only one in there somewhere. I couldn't.
But none of these videos, amazing as they were, seemed to support that. There were no videos of sibs making out like crazy, then falling asleep together. They were straight up all fucking all the time.
I'd been home alone. I was sitting in the middle of the living room, cross-legged on the couch. I hadn't intended to look up porn on my laptop. That was the only reason I wasn't safely holed up in my room. I didn't even realize how long I'd been there, and how stiff my legs would be when I finally moved them.
"You know other people can hear that, right?" Xander said.
I jerked my head up, cheeks flushed and heart racing in sudden panic. "What? Where'd you come from?"
Xander spread his arms. "I live here. As do our parents. Watching porn with the volume up... it's a bold choice. I like it, though."
I shakily found the volume and muted the video I was in the middle of. "I didn't mean to... it wasn't..."
"Something good, huh?"
"No. I..."
Xander walked over, stepping behind the couch and looking over my shoulder.
Why didn't I just slam the laptop shut? I wanted to. My hand jerked to do it. But I didn't. I wanted him to see. I needed him to. It was proof that I wasn't crazy.
"Oh wow. That's what you're into?"
A bolt of excited stress tore through me and just kind of stayed there, yanking my insides painfully. "I didn't know it existed."
"Huh, really? It's, like, all over the internet."
"I never knew."
"That's insane." Xander paused, still watching the action on screen. "Although... you've never been super into boys..." He scratched his head. "Do you... not watch much porn either?"
"Not much. No."
"Interesting. I woulda thought... actually no, I shouldn't speculate on that."
"On what?"
"On your... habits."
I was so excited I could burst. I felt like I was close to something. Not what I wanted. Not my goal. But something. Maybe something helpful.
"What do you mean?"
Xander was quiet for a moment, which only gave me longer to speculate about what he was thinking and what exactly he'd say.
"You, uh, masturbate, don't you?"
A thrill ran through me, deep and tight, and so very wonderful. "Yes."
"I mean... do you not watch porn while you do?"
"Not a lot. I don't do any of that stuff very often, really."
"Hm. Yeah, maybe that makes sense. You've never really been super into any of it, huh?"
I fidgeted and wondered if I should pretend that I actually did more of that stuff than I truly did. Masturbating. Watching porn. Anything to get Xander talking about it more. Or thinking about me doing it.
I recognized that some of my hopes were impossible. I'd been watching too many pretend brothers and sisters using the flimsiest excuses to do unspeakable things to each other. Somewhere inside me, I had a hope that Xander was thinking of those same things with me. He wasn't. But maybe.
"I am sometimes," I said cautiously.
"Sure. Yeah. But not a lot. You never even were all into boys like some girls are."
No. Not like some girls. Not like most girls, even. He had that right.
"I'm kinda weird, huh?" I said.
"Enh. Who's to say. Maybe you got, like, a low sex-drive or something. Or... I mean you're probably not asexual I guess. But if you are, that's cool, you know."
"... asexual?"
"You know, like... well I don't know how it works. But not really into sex, I guess. Or maybe, like, people have different types of other people they're into, and maybe you don't really have any preferences. Not really into anyone. And that's totally fine. Except, you know, I don't think that's quite right. And I might not understand what I'm talking about anyway."
I nodded slowly, digesting the brief rant. "No. No I don't think it's quite right either. Not me. Not exactly."
"Didn't think so."
"But maybe... I'm very specific."
"Ha, yeah. Specifically into brothers and sisters getting it on by the look of it."
I blushed so hot that it was a damn good thing I was faced away from Xander. "I told you. I didn't know it was a thing," I mumbled.
"Sure."
"But, like, hypothetically if I did like that stuff, is that ok?"
"Don't see why not."
My heart pounded, racing hard in my chest. I felt about ready to throw up, or pass out, or something. "What if I thought about you?"
"Me?"
"You're my brother."
"Yeah. Huh. I get what you're saying. Guess that'd be maybe a little weird."
"Oh."
"It'd probably be fine though. Everyone was weird thoughts."
"Right."
Xander patted my shoulder. I couldn't decide if I wanted more of his touch, or to run from it.
"You're ok, Kase."
"You think?"
"Just... don't let the 'rents catch you like this, yeah? Don't want to have to explain why you're thinking about me like that, do ya?"
Oh god oh god oh god. He said it like a joke. Did he know? He didn't know. He couldn't know just how true it was.
I wanted to scream at him that it was all real. That he had to know it was real. But I didn't. Obviously I couldn't do that. Couldn't tell him the real reason I'd been so enamoured with these videos. More than mere morbid curiousity and a passing kink. I couldn't be sure he'd accept it in that context.
****
I thought about going further with Gene at times. When I closed my eyes and we got all close and kissy and stuff, I was better than ever at pretending like he was Xander. He never got close enough to really hit the right spots for me, but it was something.
I watched more videos. They gave me ideas. They took the edge off too. Gave me some kind of pseudo-outlet. They weren't really any better than Gene in many respects, but at least I could sit and watch them, one after another, skipping past the sex for the sake of what little plot and romance I could skim from them.
They were easier that way than Gene was. He was nice, and he was patient, but he got horny. I felt bad leading him on. Like I was ever gonna feel something more for him. I didn't really know what to do about that.
I gave him a handjob. He liked that. I didn't mind it. I spent most of the time wondering if it was anything like jerking Xander would be. If his cock would be similar. If it would feel the same in my hand.
I'd jerk Xander off if he ever asked. Do it in a heartbeat. It wasn't really what I wanted from him, but I'd be all over it.
Cum is weird and gross but also kinda super fascinating. I learned that. All those cumshots in porn made a lot more sense all of a sudden. It was still bizarre how much focus there was on them, but I was closer to understanding the appeal, at least.
"I think I have to break up with him."
Xander shrugged, eyes on the road. "Not working out?"
"I don't feel anything for him."
"Oh. Then yeah, probably should break up."
"Figured."
"Did you at least get something out of the relationship?"
"... not really."
"Oh."
"Maybe a bit. I learned some things. But I don't know that much had to do with him."
"Um..."
"Did that make any sense?"
"Not really."
"Oh."
"Like... what did you learn? Anything good?"
I slumped lower in my seat in the car. "You don't wanna hear what I learned."
"Try me."
"Don't say I didn't warn you."
"I won't."
"I... I want someone more like you."
Xander didn't know how to take that. I was pretty sure I would have gotten quite a staring-at if he hadn't been driving.
"How like me?"
Like exactly you, dummy.
"I don't know, just... like you. Like a brother."
"Oh. Incest fetish again."
"No! Well... no-ish."
"Uh huh. Dang. You know you shouldn't be telling me how much you like that stuff."
"I thought you were fine with it."
"I am. Just, you talk about it enough, I'm gonna have to start giving you shit about it."
"You really don't have to."
"I think I might, actually. Contractual. Big brother, remember?"
How the fuck could I ever forget?
"It's not really about the porn," I said uncomfortably.
"Hm?"
"Like... fuck, this really is gonna make it worse."
"Intriguing."
"The porn's just the closest I can get."
"... Kase?"
"There's not enough story to them. Just... lots of fucking."
"Oh. Ok."
Xander seemed relieved. I'd been so close to revealing that I was fixated on him. Maybe I should have just gone for it. But it could have gone so bad, and I didn't like the way he seemed happier about my criticism of porn vids. Like he wouldn't have been ok if I'd said something else. Something about him.
"I mean, you know there are other options," he said.
"What do you mean?"
"You know. You want story. Have you tried actual stories? Erotica?"
"What's that?"
"Seriously?"
"Yes. Seriously. What is it?"
"How are you my sister? I bizarrely feel like I've failed you as a brother. You're so behind on your knowledge of adult entertainment."
"I'm not! You're not! Just... what?"
"It's porn, but with words. I mean, some of it's way more romance than porn, I guess. Some of it might be what you're looking for."
"I'll, uh, have to check it out."
****
Xander was right. He was so very right. Erotica was what I'd been missing. It was so much closer to what I wanted than porn was.
A lot of it was trash, but I was used to that. Many evenings of clicking through dumb porn plots had inured me to it. Even the stuff that was well written was often so focused on sex as to be a serious impediment.
But some stories... some hit just the right spots for me. Sometimes there were pages and pages of it. Stories of brothers and sisters falling for each other, sleeping together, snuggling, talking, sharing. And sure they'd inevitably fuck, but that was ok.
Sometimes it flowed so naturally that I was dragged along and read the whole thing, seeing the beauty in it all. Other times I skipped over the sexy times and got back to the good stuff.
More and more, though, I was certain that if I ever was going to have sex, it had to be with Xander. It had to be. And maybe... maybe I'd love it. Some stories made me think it would be the pinnacle of my life. Others, I was back to thinking it was something I'd do to make him happy, and that would make me happy, and that was fine. It depended partly on my mood and how horny I was, and how the story was written.
Rarely, but sometimes, I'd get myself off to them. Sometimes in those cases I wanted the dirtier stories. I wanted sisters getting happily pounded by their brothers. I wanted lust-fueled sexy times. I wanted them looking deep into each other's eyes and cumming together and all that shit.
But mostly I wanted all the stuff around sex. Not the sex itself.
I got even more ideas from my obsessive reading. It felt like all I did, at times. My personal hobby. Becoming a connoisseur of incest erotica. And sometimes, some of those ideas could be applied to my reality, with varying degrees of success.
Slowly but with a goal in mind, I began covering myself less around the house. Wearing fewer clothes, or stuff that wasn't quite fully appropriate. It wasn't easy. It couldn't be anything that scandalized Mom or Dad, nor even Xander for that matter. I wanted him to look, to be interested in what he saw, but in a way that didn't freak him out, or that gave away what I was up to.
It was a tight line to walk, and I didn't always hit it right. More than once I got sent back to my room to put something else on. Something I'd never in my life had an issue with.
"Honestly, Kase," Dad said one morning. "Pants at the table. Pants. You always used to wear them."
I shrugged as casually as I could, not looking at Xander though I so badly wanted to know what he thought. "It's no big deal."
"You're right. It's not a big deal to go put pants on."
"I can do it later. I'm hungry."
Dad sighed, torn between affection and annoyance that I hadn't already gone to get dressed. "I don't remember ever having this issue with you before."
"It's not an issue."
I took a chance and sat down just as I was. It really wasn't anything scandalous. A shirt and panties, the latter covered by the former, if more daringly than ever before. Most of my legs were bared, but that shouldn't have been enough to get me in trouble.
"Kasey's just growing up," Mom said.
"I am?"
"I've seen it lately. You're maybe a late bloomer, but you're finding yourself now."
I shook my head and poured myself some cereal. This was not headed where I thought it would.
"Do late bloomers not wear pants?" Dad asked.
"Oh now honestly. Kasey's always been a little shy. I think it's great if she's getting over that. Besides, it's only family here. If we had guests, then yes, pants would be more appropriate."
"Maybe I just won't wear pants tomorrow. See how you like it."
"Don't sulk, dear."
Xander was grinning to himself, wisely staying out of the whole thing. I stared a little too long and caught his eye. He only grinned harder and winked at me. I had no idea what that wink was for.
****
"Erotica was a good suggestion," I said.
"Likin' it, are you?"
"Mmhm."
"Is that what's gotten into you lately?"
"What do you mean?"
"You're different. Everyone can see it. You must know that."
"Well... maybe. Maybe Mom's right. Maybe I'm getting less shy."



"I don't think that's it. I mean, partly, maybe. But it was never about being shy with you, was it? It's that you don't see the point."
"I... don't see... the point?"
"Yeah. In, like, dressing for people. Trying to get their attention. Or whatever. You're getting it though, aren't you?"
I squirmed and unconsciously tugged at my top. I was showing more cleavage than I was used to, still hoping to get one person's attention in particular.
"Maybe."
"Yeah you are. It's great."
"You think?"
"Sure. It's good to be comfortable with stuff like that when you find the right guy. Or girl."
"I'm not-"
"Hey, whatever, I'm just saying."
I nodded and looked down. "So what do you think?"
"Me?"
"Yeah."
"Of you?"
I flushed. "Yeah. Would it work on you?"
Xander was silent for a moment. Without looking at him, I had no indication of what he was thinking. I had to risk peeking at him. He only looked thoughtful.
"It just might," he finally said.
My heart swelled. "Really?"
"Yeah. I think a lot of it would be the extra confidence. But, you know, more leg and boobies never hurt, right?"
I started to cross my arms in embarrassment, then stopped myself. "Right."
"You should think about doing that thing with your hair more too."
"What thing?"
"You know, when you..." Xander made a few motions with his hands, but seemed not to have the words. He struggled a moment, then gave up. "The thing."
"I still don't know what you mean."
"You've done it before. Lots. Like... like this."
He stepped closer and reached for my hair. I stood so very still for him. His touch was so perfect as he fussed with me, trying to recreate something like what he was imagining.
I wanted him to play with my hair for hours. To just feel it. To be with him, and to have him touching me. Just caressing. Feeling cared for.
"Something like that," Xander said all too soon. "But with the braid and everything."
"You know I can't see it."
"Well, yeah, but... but..."
I took my phone out and snapped an awkward selfie. It gave me some sense of what he meant, and actually I did know which hairstyle he meant once I saw.
"Oh. That. Like kinda pulled up and braided on one side, and down and in my face in the other, yeah? You like it like that?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"I could maybe do it more often."
Xander smiled. "You should. It looks good on you."
"Thanks."
****
I wore my hair like Xander liked it. Not always, but a lot more often. He knew it was because he'd asked. He smiled sometimes when he saw me, in a way that made me all melty inside. I had to consciously not do the same thing to my hair every day. It was tempting, but I got better results when I waited a few days in between.
I carried on trying to dress a little more fun. A little sexier, maybe. It got me compliments sometimes, and sometimes those compliments were from Xander, which was what really mattered.
It got me more attention from other boys too, though. Somehow, without meaning to, I picked up another boyfriend. Avery. Probably not quite as nice a guy as I was used to, but it made me feel less horrible about myself knowing that I wouldn't be giving him what he wanted.
And to be fair, I was more explicit about not really being interested in a relationship, so he had fair warning. I said we could hang out sometimes, and maybe we'd make out on occasion, and stuff like that. He said he was fine with it. He was expecting to grow on me, of course, and expecting things to progress. Maybe it was still kind of shitty leaving him that hope, but I'd been very clear that I wasn't going for any of that, so it wasn't all on me.
Xander was seeing someone again too, and maybe that was why I said yes at all to Avery. Some feeling of loneliness or jealousy, or even just that Xander was with someone so there was no point holding out for him until he was single again.
****
Chapter Three: Kasey at Twenty
****
I got a part-time job while still doing school. I needed money. Money for clothes and makeup. Stuff I wouldn't ordinarily have gone for before. I was trying out new things, and I needed the funds for it.
Plus, rather naughtily, I had started messing around with sex toys, and they cost money too. I couldn't exactly ask for financial help buying them from either Mom or Dad.
I got a dildo 'cause I thought it might be fun to have something I could pretend was Xander getting all bad with me. That didn't really work the way it did in my mind. The vibrator I got was better. It felt really nice just having it pressed to my clit, just gentle on me, while I read stories or thought about my brother.
I got another, more powerful vibrator after that one. A magic wand. Mostly because of stuff I'd seen online. I used it much less frequently, but it was so good for getting off when I really, really needed to. That wasn't often, but it was nice to have when I needed it.
The other upside to my job, aside from the money, was Lily. Lily was another girl who worked there, about a year older than me, but close enough to my age as made no difference. I was intitally drawn to the ever-changing artful streak in her hair, and her related attitude of not stressing over much, including stuff that would have made me a ball of anxiety. And she seemed to like me, which was important too. She was the closest thing I had to a friend there at first, and later on she became one of my best friends.
At some point, we bonded over Xander. It kind of cemented us in a way that I very much wasn't used to.
"So that guy who picks you up sometimes," Lily asked one day, "that's Avery, yeah?"
"No," I said. "That's Xander."
"Oh. Oh wow, wait, that's your brother?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"I don't know. Just... the way you look at him, I assumed boyfriend."
"I don't have a boyfriend."
"Right, well, the guy you're... what, seeing? The guy you do stuff with sometimes?"
"Sure."
"Just call him your boyfriend. It's easier."
"Not for me."
Lily went quiet. Contemplative. "So what's Xander's deal then?"
"His deal?"
"Or your guys' deal."
"There's no deal."
"I mistook him for your boyfriend, and now you're adamant your actual boyfriend isn't your boyfriend either. There's something."
I looked at Lily. She looked right back. Fuck it. It wasn't a great job. I only liked it for Lily being there some days. If this fucked things up, I could always leave.
"I've got a thing for him," I said bluntly.
"For... Xander?"
"Yeah."
"Your brother?"
"Yes."
"Oh." Lily took a moment with that. "I can see it."
"You can?"
"Yeah. I mean, I've kinda got a thing for him, and I barely know him."
"Don't you dare."
"Ha, relax. I'm more into girls anyway."
"You are?"
"Yeah. Boys are fine sometimes, but girls... yeah, girls are better." She peered at me. "Have you seriously not noticed me flirting with you?"
"Was that... for real flirting?"
"Depended on how you took it."
"Oh."
"Is that ok?"
"I mean, yeah, it's fine. I'm not-"
"No no, I get it. It's ok. Long as you're cool with me being... me. Some people still aren't in this day and age."
"Sure." I shrugged. "I don't really understand how any of that stuff works. Not in any kind of normal way. It's good for people to figure it out, I think. At least what works for them."
Lily smiled. "I like that way of looking at it. But sounds like you've got troubles, huh?"
"You could say that."
"About your brother."
"Yes."
"How long?"
"Oh, fuck, like... I don't even know. It's just kind of always been a thing, maybe. But for a long, long time I was too young for it to be a... a problem."
"Makes sense."
"Apparently I used to sneak into his room when we were little. Like if I was having a bad night or something. I don't think it was on purpose, at least at first. He was just closer. But from what I remember... he was so good about it. I realize now he wasn't really any more mature than I was, but he seemed like he was at the time. It seemed like nothing could hurt me while I was with him."
Lily put a hand to her heart. "Awww. That's cute."
"Shut up."
"No, it is, though."
"You think?"
"Yeah."
"I mean, maybe it was kinda cute. It made me all warm and happy. I remember that. Usually he wouldn't let me sleep with him. But he did sometimes. I wasn't allowed to touch him. I remember that. We had to have our own sides of the bed. But... it was enough. He was there. He was warm, and his bed smelled different from mine. I... I snuck in a couple times when he was away or something. Just 'cause his bed made me sleep better."
"That's adorable."
"Yeah. Or obsessive."
"Do you think you're obsessive."
"Yeah. Probably. I don't mean to be. But just, like, why can I not get it through my head that I should be going after basically any boy other than Xan?"
"Enh. Not the worst, though. Sure you can't really be together, but at least he'd never treat you shitty, right?"
"Never."
"Yeah, see, so there you go. Worst you could do was be with someone shitty to you. By comparison, the doomed romance isn't so bad."
"Huh. Maybe. That's a good way to look at it."
"I think so."
"So... you don't think it's a problem if I don't get over him?"
"It's obviously not ideal. But, like, you know how often I get crushing on straight girls? I'm not exactly ideal either."
"That's not quite as bad."
"No. Maybe not."
I sighed. "I think Xan thinks I'm, like, asexual or something."
"Oh. Are you?"
"I don't think so. But maybe. I just, like, sometimes I think it'd be easier being totally asexual, maybe. So I wouldn't have these feelings for him."
"Yeah, asexual wouldn't cut it. You'd need to be, like, aromantic."
"What?"
"Yeah. Asexual is mostly to do with sex. If you've got romantic feelings, that's a different thing." Lily shrugged. "Unless you just really, really want to bone him and aren't all deeply in love."
"I wouldn't say I'm in love. But... yeah, that makes sense. I don't know that I actually want to... have sex with him. I would, but it's not about that." I considered. "Aromantic, huh?"
"Yeah. But I don't think it's something you can, like, learn. It's just something you are."
"Maybe if I try really hard..."
Lily smiled. "Don't think so."
"Dang."
"Yeah."
"Lily?"
"Hm?"
"I don't know why I told you any of this, but thanks for being pretty great about it."
Lily smiled. "Hey, no worries. It's no fun going through this stuff alone."
"Tell me about it."
****
Maybe it was just having someone who knew and was ok with it. Maybe that was all it took. My fantasies, my thoughts of Xander, made me feel a little less guilty and alone, anyway.
Having it figured out in my head that there was a difference between sex and romance helped too. It seemed so obvious in hindsight, but I wasn't sure I would have put it together on my own. I didn't want to fuck my brother necessarily, but I so badly wanted a relationship with him.
Not that it mattered. I couldn't have either. He was always chasing after other girls. Or in relationships with them. I still had to resign myself to never being the kind of girl he looked at that way.
I got myself kind of in trouble. It was all my confused feelings. Maybe I just wanted to try some things and see what I felt.
Whatever it was, I let myself go too far with Avery. Let him start taking some of my clothes off, let him get his dick out, touched it, stroked it, halfway convinced myself that I might as well try sex. Might as well see.
But I couldn't do it. I didn't want it. The closer we got, the more panicked I got, and the more I just wanted to run.
It was even harder for me because I could see how excited Avery was getting. How much he wanted it. I started to worry, to get truly afraid that he wouldn't accept a no from me. But what else could I do? I didn't want it. I couldn't do it. Just couldn't.
"Stop."
"What?"
"Stop! I... I can't. I don't want to."
Avery looked confused, then hurt, then annoyed bordering on angry. "What?"
"Stop," I repeated. "Give me my shirt."
"Oh seriously?!"
"Yes. Please?"
Avery fell back on the bed with a groan of frustration. His cock was out and hard, his underwear halfway down his legs, his shirt open, but not quite out of the way.
I wrapped my arms around myself, wondering if I dared to just start grabbing my clothes and dressing. I had my panties on, and my jeans only opened enough so he could get at me some. I kind of liked having my pussy touched, but it was better when I did it myself, or used a vibrator. It wasn't good enough to be worth it, at any rate. I wasn't even sure I was getting wet for him.
"What the hell, Kasey? How long are you gonna do this to me?"
"Do what?"
"Be a... cocktease."
I flushed a little angry, but also kind of embarrassed. "I'm not."
"You are."
"I told you! I told you I never wanted anything. Not really."
"Then why did you ever go out with me?"
"You asked. And I thought... I don't know what I thought. But I told you I didn't want to be your girlfriend."
"You... ugh, you don't make any sense. This is torture."
I was getting more angry by the moment, which helped fight my fear and uncertainty, at least. "So find someone else, then! Jesus. Don't put your shit on me. I've got enough of my own."
"Yeah? Like what? What shit do you have?"
"None of your business."
Avery looked disgusted. "Yeah. None of my business great. Fine. Whatever. Just go."
I wanted to remind him he'd driven me, but I didn't quite dare. I picked up my bra, my shirt, whatever of my things I could find. Maybe I'd miss something. I didn't care. I just wanted out of there.
My fingers trembled as I tried to call Xander. I didn't even think about anyone else. Didn't consider it. I needed my brother. He needed to come rescue me.
The phone rang forever before he finally picked up.
"Kase?"
"Come get me," I blurted.
"Um... Kase, I'm kinda with-"
"Please!"
Xander hesitated a moment. It wasn't long at all, but I had a sudden panic he'd say no.
"Are you ok?" he asked.
"No. I'm... I'm safe. But I'm not ok."
"Shit. Ok. Where are you?"
"Just... I'll be in front of Avery's. You remember where?"
"Yeah. I remember. Did he do something?"
"... no. Yes. But no. I don't know."
"Shit shit shit." Xander's voice was in and out a little like he was moving around frantically. "Ok. Find the nearest, like, coffee shop or something, ok? Wait there. Text me where."
I nodded, feeling reassured already. "Ok. Thanks, Xan."
"Yeah. Of course."
I realized that I was still holding my bra in my hand as I marched down the street, fighting tears. I stuffed it in my coat and kept walking. I didn't know what else to do.
The barista at the place I walked into gave me a concerned look and seemed like she wanted to ask about me, but I mumbled my way through an order and she just kind of let it go.
The drink I got was way more chocolatey and sweet than I usually went for. More desert than coffee. It tasted good, though, and comforting. Not unlike a hot chocolate on a cold, miserable day.
Xander rushed in the door a little while later, after I'd finished most of my drink despite trying to sip it slowly. He looked a bit wild, but calmed down when he saw me, and that I was sitting there relatively ok.
"Jesus, Kase. You had me kinda scared."
"Sorry. I was kinda scared myself."
"What happened."
I shrugged. "He wanted sex. I didn't."
"What? Did he..."
"He didn't do anything. It's my fault, kinda. I let him get further than usual. Get my clothes off and stuff."
"It's not your fault," Xander said firmly.
"It kinda is. I told him I didn't want any boyfriend stuff. But, like-"
"No, Kase. It's not your fault."
I felt a warm reassurance in his repetition and conviction. "I shouldn't have gone out with him."
"Maybe not. But... you have to try so you know, right?"
"I guess. I'm tired of trying, though. It's so much work. And so stressful. I don't like it."
"Yeah. Yeah I kinda get that." Xander shook his head. "It's worth it. When you can find something good, even for a little while, it's worth it."
"I wouldn't know."
"Well that's what the trying's for. Although... shit, Kase, I don't want you in situations you're not comfortable with."
I squirmed. "I'm not comfortable with much, seems like. I thought... maybe if I just had sex, if I just did it, maybe stuff would make more sense?"
"It doesn't really work that way. If stuff doesn't make sense before you do it, it probably won't after either."
"Oh. Well... fuck."
Xander chuckled as I dropped a heartfelt f-bomb. "You wanna hang here for a bit? I'm gonna order something if we're sticking around, is all."
I looked up suddenly regaining awareness of something other than myself. "Oh. Oh shit. You were with Beth, weren't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Shit. Like... like how with her?"
"You really want to know?"
"Maybe?"
"Mid-sex."
"Oh no." I buried my face in my hands. "I'm sorry."
"It's fine. She was pissed, but she was fine when she realized you were in trouble."
"But I wasn't! Dammit. Why'd you pick up? I coulda got a cab or something."
"Kase, seriously, like I'm not gonna pick up when you need me?"
I flushed warm inside. I wished I had more of my drink left to hide behind, not just weird, sugary dregs. Why couldn't he say stuff like that more often? That was what I needed in my life.
"I didn't need you as bad as I thought."
"Yeah you did. It's ok. People have emotions. Be ok with that."
"Ok." I looked toward the counter. The same barista who'd served me earlier gave me a questioning look when I caught her eye. I smiled hesitantly like I was ok. Because I was. Nothing could hurt me right now. Xander was here. "Maybe... maybe you should order something?"
Xander nodded easily. "Sounds good. You want something else too?"
"Maybe. Yeah, maybe. Here, I'll pay though. You came out to get me and everything, and-"
"Nah, it's on me, Kase. Just sit tight."
Again that warm flush inside, deeper and more visceral. It was like... like how a date was supposed to feel, I thought. They never did much for me usually. And not that this was a date at all, but Xander showing up and paying for me and just wanting to take care of me... it all felt so nice. Like I mattered.
"You should maybe eat something too. What do you want?"
I broke out of my daydream that must have only lasted a few seconds, though it felt longer. "Oh, uh, actually yeah, I'm kinda hungry. But wait, for real let me give you money for that."
Xander stopped my hand fumbling with my purse. He patted my shoulder. "What do you want?" he repeated with a look in his eye like he wasn't going to let me convince him.
Drink-wise, I only had a tea the second time around. It was nice. A bit odd coming on the heels of my previous drink, but hot and soothing, adding to the warmth inside me from Xander's care and attention.
We sat and drank and ate. I only picked at my food, but we sat for long enough that I finished most of it eventually.
I wanted it to last forever. At least all evening, maybe. Until they kicked us out. I'd been on track for having the worst night in a long, long while. Now, somehow, it was the best.
Just me and Xander having a not-date. Just the two of us. Talking, smiling, laughing. Me being cared about in a way I could never imagine getting from anyone else.
The hard part was knowing how much harder this was going to make any attempt at getting over him. It felt like that was never happening at this rate.
****
"That's amazing," Lily said.
"You think?"
"Yeah! It's like... jeez, I don't know. Like your hero came to your rescue or some shit. I don't know. It's all romantic and stuff."
"It's not, really. He was in the middle of... he was with his girlfriend."



"Well see? That's even better. He chose you."
"Nah. He thought I really needed him."
"You did."
"No. I mean, yeah, kinda. But I woulda been fine."
Lily tapped my shoulder with her fist. "Stop being a bummer and just enjoy it."
I smiled cautiously. "It was so super nice," I admitted.
"There, see?"
"Like, I don't know, I just have this feeling like Xan will always be there when I need him. And he was."
"Right? Sweet. Romantic. Etc."
"And, like, having all his attention. Even if it was for something shitty. That's all I want, really. I just want to always feel like that. Or as much as possible. Like I'm all that matters to him."
"You're so far gone for him, you know that?"
"I am aware, thanks. It's been a struggle."
"It's cute though."
"Ha. Just imagine if he actually felt the same about me and... and stuff... happened."
"Sex?"
"Yeah."
"I dunno. It'd be kinda hot, I guess."
"He's my brother!"
"I know. You're the one with a crush on him. Don't be judging me."
"I'm not. But, like... do you actually think it'd be hot?"
"Kinda, yeah. Brother and sister? Yeah."
I blushed. "That kinda does it for me too," I admitted quietly.
"Well no shit. Obviously with you it would."
"Not so obvious. Not much does it for me."
"Dude, out of everyone I know, you'd be the obvious choice to be into that kink just generally. And at least a few people I know gotta be into it. It's big these days."
"Yeah, really though. You, uh, you have any favourite stuff online?"
Lily grinned. "Porn?"
"Yeah. Maybe. Or... stories?"
"Ooh, stories, huh?"
"I like some plot and romance and stuff, ok? Porn doesn't always do it right. Actually it never does."
"Mmhm. Alright. My secret little kinkster, huh? We got a connoisseur here."
"I don't know about that."
"You know exactly what you're looking for, don't ya? You probably think most stuff's trash, and you only go for real quality."
"What's wrong with that? No ones wants trash."
"When it comes to sex and romance and shit? Yeah, sometimes they do, actually. I know sometimes I just want something hot and dirty."
I shook my head. "No way. Gotta be done right. Hot and dirty's a waste if it's not set up well."
"Mmhm. Connoisseur. Or snob, maybe. Incest porn snob. Now there's something I never thought I'd see."
"Oh shush."
Lily just grinned. "Hey, wanna watch some stuff with me sometime? You can show me some of your favs."
"What, together?"
"If you're cool with it. You could just send me links or something if you want."
"I can't... that's..." I screwed up my face. "No one watches porn together. That's not what it's for."
"It's fun. You should try it."
"You've done it?"
"Yep. Well, only with a girlfriend. But I liked it when we did it."
"It'd be weird for us."
"Why? I already know what you're into."
"No but like..." I felt myself blushing red enough that Lily had to notice. "Like... we couldn't... get off together."
Lily laughed. I felt embarrassed for a moment, but it wasn't that kind of laugh. It wasn't teasing. Or at least, it mainly wasn't.
"Oh, Kase. Sure we can if we want. But nah, we don't have to watch it like that. We can just watch it. Just have fun. If you want to."
"Oh. Well... maybe."
"I'll take a maybe."
****
The memory of my rescue stuck with me longer than it did with Xander or Lily, or anyone else who might know, I assumed. I thought about orchestrating another scenario somehow, another occasion where he could come save me and care about me and make me feel special the way I so desperately wanted. It was a bad idea for several reasons, and I gave up on it.
I did other stuff, hoping it would have an effect. I made sure to wear my hair the way Xander liked, and I dressed skimpier around him when I could. Sometimes as daring as a cami and panties, leaving legs, midriff, and cleavage all well on display, as well as my panty-covered butt if he wanted to look.
He did look at times, I thought. Not quite the way I wanted, but at least somewhat appreciatively, perhaps.
Mom and Dad weren't thrilled, but whatever. Mom at least was supportive, seemingly understanding some of what I was going through. I did catch her frowning at times when I was too underdressed, same as Dad did.
Xander never minded how little I wore, but it was frustrating not to know for sure if he liked it.
"You know what's weird?" Xander asked while we were hanging out in his room.
"No. Tell me."
"You might actually be the girl who dresses sexy around me the most."
A small, thrilling surge of victory hit me inside. I tried not to smile like a total lunatic. "You think I look sexy?"
"Well obviously. A lack of clothing is, like, a pretty good bet. And you're pulling it off these days."
I looked down at myself. Cami and short shorts today. And Xander fucking liked it!
"Thanks."
"Honestly, Kase, if you ever find the right guy, he's gonna be super lucky."
I nodded and toyed nervously with the braid I'd put in my hair. The one I wore most days now, just for Xander.
"I think... I think it still wouldn't work on 'the right guy'."
"I can't see why not."
"Well... it hasn't yet."
"Oh?" Xander's eyebrows went up. "Are you telling me there's someone you haven't told me about? How long?"
"Long."
"What? Hm. You're gonna have to give me a hint. But, like, why haven't you gone after him instead of these other guys you've been with?"
"Couldn't."
"Why not?"
"It's complicated."
"Oh." Xander shrugged. "Well you don't have to tell me. But you can."
"You wouldn't like it."
"Try me."
"You wouldn't!"
"I said try me."
My heart pounded. He was forcing me. It took discipline to never tell him the truth. If he pushed, how was I supposed to hold it back.
"You can't get mad."
"I won't."
"Promise?"
"Kase, it's me."
I nodded. That was enough. Xander. My big brother. He wouldn't be mad. But he'd reject me. I knew he would. He didn't know what he was leading me into, but he'd gone and done it now.
"Yeah," I said. "It's you."
"Right. So who is it?"
"You."
"No, who's the guy?"
"You."
"Kase?"
"Dammit, Xan, it's you. It's always been you."
Xander took a long time to process. I could see him working through it. See it in his eyes.
"Me?"
"You."
"That doesn't make any sense."
I laughed weakly. "Sure it does."
"But... it's not 'cause of, like, that stuff you're into, is it? The porn? Because-"
"I'm into the porn because of you," I said softly. "Not vice versa."
"Oh. What? Oh. Oh Kase."
"Yeah." I sighed. "Sad, huh?"
"It's... something."
"So go on."
"Go on what?"
"Tell me what you think."
"I don't know what to think."
I smiled sadly. "Sure you do."
"Kase, I really don't."
"You think it's weird."
"I don't."
"No?"
"No. But it's confusing. I don't understand... really? It's me?"
"Yes. Of course it's you."
"Why me?"
I sighed and hugged my arms around me, regretting my lack of clothing all of a sudden. I needed something for comfort, and didn't have it. "It just is. That's all. It happened. And it's so far back that it's not really obvious when."
"Oh. But... you've never liked guys. Not really."
"None except you."
"Oh Kase..."
"Yeah, I know. Pathetic. But it is what it is."
"Not pathetic. Just... unfortunate."
"Hm, yeah, that too." I fell back on Xander's bed, back to not caring what he did or didn't look at. And maybe hoping just a little that he was looking at something. "Maybe it was that time you pushed a kid for me. That one who kept bugging me when I was... fuck, I don't know. Little. Or maybe it was when Mittens died and I was a wreck and you kind of held me together somehow." I shrugged. "I really don't know what it was. But you've always been there, you know? Always."
"I'm your brother."
"I'm aware."
"Like, brothers are there for sisters. It happens lots."
"Not like you."
"You make me out as something I'm not."
"Just how I see you. You gave up sex for me."
"Not permanently."
"No. But you did. That night."
"Yeah, well, you needed me."
I smile wanly. "Exactly. You've never not been there when I needed you. And... and you always make me feel better. Everything's better when you're there. Good stuff's better. Bad stuff's less bad. You can melt me with a smile. Especially when I know it's just for me."
"Kase, come on."
"I'm just saying. It's not some flighty thing. It's how I feel. I don't want anyone else. I just want you. And I can't have you. I know that. So I steal what I can."
"So... the outfits?"
"To see if I got your attention, yeah. It kinda worked."
"Jeez. It kinda did. I didn't realize..." Xander shook his head. "You tricked me."
"Sorry. It's all I've got. You've been so good to me, and all I've got is... I don't know. Boobs, I guess. You like boobs."
"Are you kidding me?"
I cringed. "You don't like them?"
"No. I mean yes. Kind of. Don't confuse me. I'm saying you're amazing, Kase. You don't need to flash skin at me. You've been there for me just as much as I have for you."
"Nah."
"Yeah. You have. Every break up, you've been there."
"'Cause it makes me happy some other girl doesn't have you for a while."
Xander snorted. "Well yeah, ok. But you actually really help. Just so you know."
"Oh."
"Or, like, you do actually make some good points about who I'm seeing. In between petty snark. It helps me not be too stupid sometimes."
"Again, self-serving."
"Sure. I guess. Shit, I don't know, now you're in my head. Kase, you're the best sister I could have hoped for, ok? And if it's all because... because you want to have sex and stuff-"
"What? Ew. No. I don't want that." I hesitated. "I mean, I would if you wanted. But that's not what I want."
"You don't?"
"No. I just want... I want to be your girlfriend, ideally. I want you to always look at me the way you sometimes do, when I'm the only one you're thinking about. And you know, if sex would get that for me..."
"We're not having sex, Kase."
"No, I know. Just saying. It's on the table."
"Well take it off."
"Nope."
"Fine. Whatever. Don't act like you don't want it, though. The problem with me knowing the porn you're into is playing coy doesn't work."
"Only because of you! I told you. All I really want is the stories that, like, tell it properly. That aren't all fucking and banging and stuff."
"They're still incest."
"Thought you didn't care about that."
"I don't. But there's context to it now. And... and I don't know if it's healthy."
"Obviously it's not healthy! Are you kidding? Obviously it's not."
"Oh. Well... good, then. As long as we're clear."
"We're very clear. Ask me if it helps any."
"... does it help any?"
"It does not."
"Oh. Damn."
"Yeah."
I lay there on Xander's bed. I longed to bury myself under his covers and cocoon myself in. To take solace and comfort in being surrounded by his scent and lingering presence. It probably wouldn't have gone over particularly well though.
Silence reigned for a time. I was thinking. Xander was thinking. We were both kind of worked up and unsure of ourselves.
"I still love you, you know," he said quietly.
I managed a weak smile. "Thanks."
"You're my sister. Always. That's not changing."
"Yeah. Unfortunately."
"No. Not unfortunate. Whatever you think right now, I wouldn't change us being sibs for anything. And I don't think you would either."
"It's like you know me or something."
"Yeah. Maybe I know you."
I groaned. "No, Xan, I wouldn't give you up for anything either. But... dammit I just wish I had a chance, you know?"
"Kase..."
"No, I get it. I understand. And if I wasn't you sister, I'd have even less of you. Way less. But it hurts. It hurts a lot sometimes."
Xander smiled crookedly. "Guess I was wrong. I thought going out with boys would help you see some of the good parts of relationships. Maybe you already knew."
"It's torture!"
"Yeah. That's part of it."
"I don't like it!"
"That's part of it too. But you know, don't you? That you put up with it all because sometimes... sometimes there's nothing in the world that comes close."
Fuck. I did know. The good moments with Xander were the best dang parts of my life. And the bad parts were, as I'd stated, torturous.
"Why'd it have to be you," I whispered.
"That I can't answer."
"Damn."
"Yeah."
"Thanks for trying."
Xander snorted and moved closer. He ran his hand over my head sympathetically, petting me like I was a sad puppy rather than a very sad sister. "You'll be ok."
"Will I?"
"Yes."
"... will you play with my hair some more?"
Xander chuckled softly. "You think that's appropriate?"
"No. Do it anyway?"
"Will it make you feel better?"
"Yes. Probably not long term. But for a little while it will."
Xander weighed his options, then nodded. "Ok. But no getting more attached."
"How would I possibly get more attached than I already am?"
"Just sayin'. Don't."
Laying my head in Xander's lap and letting him tease my hair helped to salvage the day. Between that and our whole conversation, which honestly didn't go as disastrously as it might have, I had mixed and complicated feelings for a long while afterward.
At least I still had my brother.
****
Chapter Four: Kasey at Twenty-One
****
"You can't move out!"
"Kase, I-"
"You can't! Don't even say it!"
"Look, you know things with Beth have gotten pretty serious."
"Yeah, but-"
"This is what people do. They move in together."
"Doesn't mean you have to."
"I want to."
"But-"
"Look, I'm done with university. My job's going ok. I've got a girlfriend, and we're good together. You don't even hate her."
"I do now."
"I know. But really, we can't stay home forever. You know that."
I folded my arms and shook my head in childish petulance. "It's not fair."
"No, it's not fair. I agree with you there. But... maybe some space wouldn't be a bad thing in the long run? Not right away, but eventually. Maybe."
I felt myself tearing up. I wanted to hold it together. To try and pretend like I could handle it. But I couldn't.
"It's... it's not fair," I repeated, not quite crying yet.
"I know. I'm sorry."
I turned around. Xander already knew I was breaking down. It wouldn't do any good to try and hide it. But I tried anyway.
"Ok. Whatever."
"Kase-"
"Whatever! Go, then."
"This has nothing to do with you, you know. I don't love you any less."
"I never should have told you how I felt."
"Ok, obviously this has nothing to do with that."
"It... whatever. Just go."
"I-"
"Go!"
I hated being shitty to Xander, but I didn't know what else to do. I needed to be alone. I needed him out of my room. Most times if things were bad, I wanted him as close as possible. When things were bad because of my feelings for him, sometimes I needed the opposite. This moment in particular, I just couldn't handle having him in my room.
He was going to leave me. Of course he was. I had to have known it would happen eventually. But in my little fantasy world, we'd live together forever. I didn't know how I'd thought that would work.
Finally alone, I cried. I just cried. Nothing else to be done. I couldn't stop him. Couldn't break him and Beth up. Couldn't prevent time from marching on.
If I somehow did something drastic enough that he couldn't leave, it'd only strain our relationship, and I knew it. That didn't stop it being tempting to do... something.
Mom came in after the worst of my emotions had flowed out of me. By then, I was mostly just curled up in a ball, occasionally sobbing.
"He's not going that far, you know," Mom said gently.
"Too far."
"I know. It feels that way, doesn't it?"
"I hate it."
Mom's hand landed on my shoulder, gently rubbing in circles. I tensed against it, then slowly relaxed, and eventually rolled onto my tummy so she could rub my back. Neither of us said anything about it. It was like I was a kid again, and for the moment I didn't care at all. It was comforting, and I needed it.
"It's not easy for me either," Mom said. "My babies getting all grown up. You'll be moving out soon too, I expect."
"Maybe."
"And I've just got to watch you go. I can't hold you back. That would only hurt you."
"Xan hurt me."
"No, sweetie. He's just living his life. He doesn't want to leave you, but you know he has to have his own life, don't you?"
I squirmed. "Does he really have to?"
"Yes."
"Damn."
"I love how close you two have always been. Never fighting like some siblings do. Never had to worry about you when you were together. You'd always look after each other."
"Xan looked after me."
"Mmhm. You were there for him too. Don't think I haven't noticed."
"Not the same."
"Maybe it seems that way. I think you both just do it without thinking. You could help him after breakups in a way I never knew how. Or when he broke his leg that time."
I smiled despite myself. "He thought he was gonna be a skateboarder."
"Mmhm. At first, while he was stuck in bed or on the couch, I couldn't pry you away from him. He would have been miserable if you weren't there looking after him and just... being with him. We had to drag you away at night just to make sure you slept. And I still remember finding you asleep next to him some mornings."
I smiled a little wider, cracks of happiness marring the otherwise smooth surface of my current tragedy. "He tried to learn to use the crutches. And he was sooo bad at it."
"He got there. But yes, he was at first."
"Well what's he gonna do now if he does something stupid again, huh?"
"He'll deal with it. It's not like you won't see each other, but maybe it's good to sometimes grow on your own. Maybe?"
"Ugh. Don't want to."
"I know. It's not going to be easy."
"No. It's not."
****
I sat next to Lily on her bed, staring vacantly at the porn playing on her tablet propped up in front of us. It was an incest scene. It almost always was with us.
It had been weird at first watching this stuff with her, but fun and exciting too. It made me feel less alone. These days it barely even registered as anything abnormal.
Lily was bottomless and casually rubbing herself. I'd taken my jeans off, but just kind of sat there without ever touching my panties, let alone beneath them. I couldn't cum as easily as she could at the best of times. With my heart still heavy at losing Xander, I didn't even feel like bothering.
Lily made herself cum before she finally stopped the video. "Not in the mood, huh?"
"Nah."
"Thought it might help."
"Sometimes it does." I sighed heavily. "I don't think much of anything could help right now."
"He's only been moved out a week. It might get better."
"Yeah. It might." My heart tightened. "I miss him so much."
"I know."
"He still came over on the weekend, but only for a couple hours, and mostly only to grab some more of his stuff."
"Oof."
"I slept in his bed last night."
"Yeah?"
"Still smells like him. I'm dreading the day Mom decides to wash his bedding and put it away. She will, you know."
"Well... yeah, I get that. Can you just ask her not to?"
"I can't imagine that would go over well."
"Why not? Just tell her you want to... smell him... sometimes... Ok yeah, maybe don't do that."
"Yeah."
"Well, like, steal his pillows or something. Just play it off like you want them for Maximum Comfort or something. It might help."
"Maybe. It's gonna be brutal anyway. Whatever I do."
"It is. But you're hanging in there, yeah?"
"Technically."
"Make him visit more. Go visit him."
"Friggin' Beth's always around!"
"Friggin' Beth," Lily agreed supportively.
"You know the worst part?"
"No."



"I don't even hate her. I want to, but she's actually nice. She's good for Xan. I can see it."
"Oh."
"Usually it's so easy to hate them. But I can't even with her. Even though... shit, I'm pretty sure she was the first girlfriend he had sex with."
"You think?"
"Best I can figure. Maybe he and Milly did it. I don't know."
"How would you know these things?"
"Best guesses is all. I know exactly the first time Xan and Beth had sex. He was so fucking happy for days. Like irritatingly happy."
"Oh. Yeah. That kind of thing. I getcha."
"Or maybe he's fucked them all. Every fucking girl. Except me. Everyone except me."
"Don't spiral, Kase."
"Doin' my best."
"I know. You don't even want to fuck him anyway."
"No, but... if he wanted..."
"Yeah, dude, I know. But that's not what you want. Not good to fixate on it."
"Easier said than done."
"Sure. Most things are. Plus you just said you only thought it was Beth. Not, like, 'everyone'."
"That's true. Doesn't help much, but yeah, you're right. I might be spiraling a little."
"No way, really?"
"Shush."
"I think it's good at least that you're not instinctively hating Xan's girlfriends anymore."
"Maybe. Could just be Beth though. Maybe she's just, like, actually not a bad person or something. Maybe she can make Xan happy. I do want him to be happy."
"Yeah, of course."
"But, like, how'm I gonna be happy?"
"Shit, that's the trick alright. Pretty sure everyone asks themselves that."
"Are you happy?"
"Enh. I'm doing ok, I think. Be happier if I could find the right person. You know, kinda like you."
"A girl?"
"Probably. Not necessarily, but probably."
I nodded, feeling just stupid enough to carry on my line of thought. "What about me?"
"Uh... in what sense?"
"Like you kinda liked me, right?"
"Well yeah. Still kinda do, but just low-key. Not a big deal. What are-"
I moved quick, darting in to kiss Lily. She was very clearly surprised. Even once she figured out what was happening, she let the kiss linger a moment before pushing me away.
"Kase, don't."
"But you like me."
"Yeah. But that's not you."
"How do you know? Maybe that's why I don't really want boys. Maybe I like girls."
"But you don't, do you?"
I struggled internally. "Well... no. I don't think so."
"Don't try and force it."
"But... but..." I slumped back. "I'm sorry."
"It's ok. It was a nice kiss, if that helps."
I snorted. "Yeah. I mean actually, it was kinda nice. I think maybe... maybe I've never started a kiss."
"What? Really?"
"Yeah. I've been ok with kissing boys sometimes. But never really excited enough to want to go for it. Just, like, let it happen when they wanted to."
"Well gee. I feel special now."
"You should."
"Did it... do anything for you?"
"Ugh. No. Not really. And... and I just realized your pussy's still out, and now I feel even weirder about what I did."
Lily laughed softly. "I'll put pants back on."
"I appreciate it."
"It really wasn't a bad kiss."
"Thanks?"
"If you ever feel like you actually really might like me, I'd do it again."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. But I'm not being your get-over-Xander-free card."
"No. I know. Sorry again."
"It's cool."
"I don't think it'd really get me over him anyway."
"No. Probably not. You want ice cream?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Yeah I really do."
"Great. Go pick some up and we'll have at it."
"Oh you dick. That's such a tease."
Lily beamed angelically. "You owe me one. You just surprise-kissed me."
"You said we were cool!"
"We are. We'd be even cooler if you get us ice cream."
"Right. Because it's cold. Ha ha, etcetera."
"I didn't actually mean it that way, but yeah, that too."
"You know this means I gotta put pants back on too."
"The world is just full of hardships."
****
Chapter Five: Kasey at Twenty-Two
****
I moved in with Lily. Her roommates left and she needed some new ones anyway. I was one, this guy Brendan was another. He and Lily were already kind of friends, and we got along well enough, so it was fine.
It was good for me. I couldn't handle living at home without Xander. As predicted, Mom had washed his bedding and ruined me being able to sneak in and sleep in his bed to pretend like he was still around. For a while I'd still been able to curl up in one of my brother's hoodies I'd stolen, but that wasn't nearly enough.
The good news was I probably grew out of some of my obsession. I hated to think that other people had been right, that it wouldn't be so bad, that I'd actually come out better in the end. They were right, though. I didn't strictly need Xander in my life. I missed him, but I could function. Even enjoy myself.
I still texted with Xander frequently, and we met up sometimes. I tried to get once a week with him, but sometimes it was two or three weeks between visits.
I was waiting for him at a coffee shop this time. Coffee dates were easy and reminded me of the time he'd rescued me.
"Hey, Kase."
I looked up from my phone and smiled. "Hey, Xan."
"Waiting long?"
"Nah. I was early anyway."
"Mmhm. I'ma grab a coffee and be right back."
I nodded and went back to my phone while Xander was ordering. Really, though, I watched him while pretending to be looking down.
He looked good. He always did to me. But maybe... maybe he didn't look like he was putting quite the same effort in as I was used to. I'd been noticing a faint trend toward slacking off. Ever since he and Beth moved in together, I thought. Like he just didn't feel the same need to attract attention these days.
"How's it like being out of school finally?" Xander asked.
"Pretty good. It was getting tiresome."
"Yeah. I get that. I miss parts of it, but overall... nah, don't miss it."
"Mmhm. My job's going good too. I wasn't sure at first, but they're finally letting me do some of the stuff I'm supposed to be there for."
"What were you doing before?"
"Like... busywork. Printing stuff. Entering data."
"Oof."
"Yeah. Had to tell them that wasn't why I wanted the job. I got a degree for a reason, and it wasn't to be an intern."
"Went well?"
"Yep."
"Nice." Xander favoured me with a broad smile. "You're really figuring the world out, huh?"
I shrugged. "I don't know about that."
"I do. Honestly, you might not like to hear it, but I think you're doing better without me around all the time."
I fidgeted with my half-finished drink. "No, you're right. I do hate it, but yeah, it was good for me."
"I'm glad."
"It's... it's whatever. It's good. I miss you."
"I know. I still wake up sometimes and think you're gonna be there. Start thinking about, like, asking what you want for breakfast, or if you need a drive. Then I remember... you know."
"You think that stuff?"
"Not a lot. But sometimes. I miss living with you too, you know."
"Well good. You should miss me."
"I do."
I nodded like it was settled. "So, uh, how's Beth?"
Surprisingly, Xander seemed to struggle with a fairly usual and innocuous question. "She's... good."
"Is she?"
"Yeah."
"Buuuttt?"
"I don't know. She's talking about getting married."
I choked on my coffee. "What?"
"Yeah. Like not right away. But she thinks maybe we should at least get engaged or something?"
"Really? Isn't it kinda early for that?"
"That's what I thought," Xander said, seeming relieved that I agreed. "Like I really like her and everything. And living together's going good. But... I'm not ready to be married."
"What's the hurry?"
"Exactly. But maybe... maybe I just go along with being engaged? See how that goes?"
"Xan..."
"I know. I shouldn't do it if I don't want to."
"Correct."
"But I don't not want to, if that makes sense. I'm not sure. And engaged isn't as crazy as married."
"You get engaged, she's gonna push for marriage."
"Probably, right?" Xander sighed. "I kinda miss just dealing with you wanting to get in my pants. Simpler times."
I giggled softly and looked around to make sure no one heard. Though to be fair, no one knew us, or that I was his sister. "I never tried to get in your pants."
"Easy to say now."
"I never did! Being in love with you and wanting to bone you are two different things."
"Ah. So you never wanted to bone me. Good to know."
I shifted awkwardly. "Well... maybe not never..."
"Ha. I miss you, Kase."
"Could always move in with me. I'll leave my roommates, you leave your girlfriend. We could get back to our weird little codependent sibling thing."
"I could be down for that. Lemme give this thing with Beth a go first. Your plan can be the backup."
There was conflict within me between the easy, mildly fucked up banter we slid into, and the sad knowledge that I wasn't going to get picked over Beth. I knew that right from the start, of course. But I liked to pretend even just for a moment.
Still, it wasn't as heartbreaking as it would have been even a year ago. I was getting better and more independent all the time. Didn't mean I had to like it.
"Your funeral," I said, feigning disinterest as best I could.
"It's gonna be fine," Xander said, trying to convince himself as much as me.
"I'm sure she'd be glad to hear that it'll be... 'fine'."
"Oh shush. How's your love life going?"
"Low blow, bro. Low blow."
"Hey, I don't know. Maybe you actually found someone. How'm I to know if I don't ask?"
"Me and Mr. Vibey are doing just fine, thanks for your interest."
"Mr. Vibey? You don't really-"
"No. It doesn't have a name. I'm not that weird."
"Good to know."
"I'm thinking of trying out butt plugs."
Xander went gratifyingly pink. "Kase!"
"You asked."
"I did not ask about your masturbation habits."
"You essentially did."
"I did not."
"Lily says butt play's pretty fun sometimes. I thought-"
"Still didn't ask!"
"No." I grinned devilishly. "But you're going so red I couldn't help myself."
"Well... stop."
"Poor innocent brother. Such a prude."
"Not wanting to hear about my little sis sticking things up her... butt... does not make me a prude."
"You didn't care about my vibrator."
"That's... I don't know. That's easier. Normal."
I arched an eyebrow. "Ooh, ok, so you actually are a prude. How did I never know?"
"I'm not!"
"Have you even done any butt stuff?"
"What, me? Or with a girl?"
"Either."
"... no."
I cackled gleefully. "I finally got one up on you!"
"Whatever."
"At least I've tried-"
"Please don't tell me what you've tried."
"Don't you wanna knooowww?"
"No."
"Even if-"
"Nuh uh."
"-it was just fingers?"
"What part of 'I don't want to know' is confusing you?"
"Oh I get it. I'm just loving this."
"I bet you are."
"You know, if Beth won't do that stuff, you could always-"
"Kase, I don't want to threaten our coffee dates. But if you finish that sentence..."
I threw my hands up. "Done! I'm done."
"Good."
"Prude."
"Little shit."
I grinned.
Xander shook his head. "I think I miss the days of you being all repressed and semi-asexual and whatever."
"Oh I still am. Don't worry. Just... I try stuff sometimes. Lily's been good for that."
"Oh yeah? Anything going on there?"
"Ha, no. Not like that. Nothing romantic."
"Ah. Oh well."
"But she has shown me some stuff."
"... in what sense?"
"Thought you didn't want to know."
"You're right. I don't."
"But you were cuuurious for a sec, huh?"
"Maybe."
"Me with another girl, eh? That's what does it for you?"
"Not hardly."
"It did. For a sec it totally did."
"Stop grinning like that."
"Can't."
"You're a weird girl, Kase."
"Yeah. I've been told."
****
"You mind if Brendan joins us?" Lily asked.
"With what?"
"Our porn night."
"What, seriously?"
"Yeah. Is it ok? We could watch on the tv in the living room if we didn't have to keep it all secret."
I folded my arms. "Lily, did you already tell him about it?"
"Maybe."
"Lily!"
"Well he was curious."
"So what?"
"He's our roommate. He's cool. It's fine."
"Says you. I don't want to have to stop watching what we want to just so-"
"Oh, no. No no. He's cool with incest vids."
"... he is?"
"Yeah."
"You told him everything?"
"It kinda happened. It was going so well, and we just kept talking."
"Ugh."
"Come on. You like Brendan."
"I like lots of people that I don't want to share my dirty side with."
"That's fair. Give it a try anyway?"
"Is he gonna perv on me?"
"I dunno. Probably not."
"Great."
I had my doubts, and it was definitely a little awkward at first, but it actually wasn't too bad. I kept all my clothes on at first and made Lily sit on the couch with Brendan while I took the recliner.
Lily wasn't bothered and was first to strip her jeans and panties off so she could freely rub herself.
She had to repeatedly nudge Brendan before he finally got his dick out. He didn't seem any much more comfortable than I was at first.
Once they were both masturbating, I felt like it was probably fine if I did too. I left my panties on and just sneaked my fingers in underneath, still not quite willing to give Brendan a show in case he looked my way, which he occasionally did.
"You guys really do this a lot?" Brendan asked.
"For sure," Lily said. "Had to always be on my little tablet though. The big screen's way better."
"And it's always... incest?"
"Nearly always, yeah. Sometimes I pick something else. Kasey's a one-track girl though."
"Oh shut up," I said, flushing slightly. "Don't blame me."
"It's genuinely mostly because of you though," Lily said. "I never watched nearly so much incest porn before we started doing this."
I shook my head and pulled my knees up, curling into more of a ball while still rubbing myself. "You make me sound like a total perv."
"Which is funny considering how horny you generally aren't."
Brendan looked back and forth between us. "I'm missing something, aren't I?"
"Lots of things," Lily said. "Enjoy the show, would you?"
All three of us pretended to go back to watching the porn on the tv. It wasn't particularly doing much for me, though, and I kind of just left my hand covering my pussy, barely moving.
The initial setup had been kind of sweet. A sister all nervous for prom. Her brother danced with her some before she went, made her feel more confident. When she got back, she sneaked into his room and they talked some.
Then they boned. They always boned. Never just fell asleep all cuddled and snug. It was ok, but not what I wanted.
As soon as sex happened, that's all it was. Maybe they'd call each other 'brother' or 'sister' sometimes, but it lost all meaning. It kinda sucked. Sometimes vids could still do it for me at that point. This one couldn't.
Lily and Brendan didn't have that problem. They played with themselves while watching the action. Brendan even scooted his pants down to his ankles and freed up more of his cock for stroking and for someone to peek at if she wanted. Which I did.
It wasn't really sexual. Not like I was getting off on seeing his penis. It was more just that I was used to Lily being bottomless, and us casually being together half naked. A boy with his cock out that wasn't expecting me to do stuff was a bit of a novelty.
It gave me ideas, honestly. Thoughts of Xander in particular. Wondering if there was ever a world where he and I did something like this. Masturbating together to videos of pretend siblings falling for each other.
That was wishful thinking, of course. He wasn't interested that way. And even if he was, he had a girlfriend he was about to get engaged to.
At least my little daydream got me kind of worked up again. Gave me something to rub myself to, even if it wasn't enough to really get me there. I needed something way better to cum. Lots of times I didn't finish. It was fine. I wasn't even jealous much of Lily these days, and her superhuman ability to usually cum when she wanted to.
Though admittedly, it probably just meant she was normal, and only seemed to have powers relative to my dysfunctional self.
****
Mom and Dad were thrilled to hear Xander and Beth were engaged. I had to endure a family dinner with everyone gushing about it.
For the most part, I stayed quiet and picked at my food. Xander had moments in between acting excited where he went just as quiet as me. No one seemed to notice. Just the two of us at times, making knowing eye contact across the table.
We somehow made an excuse to stand outside by ourselves for a bit after dinner. Xander casually sipped at a half-emptied beer bottle. I'd already had two glasses of wine and needed to chill so I could drive myself home later. The buzz was already on the downswing, and I needed to just let it fade no matter how much more pleasant it would have been to ride the evening comfortably drunk.
"Pulled the trigger, huh?"
Xander shrugged. "Wouldn't say that. Married would be the trigger, wouldn't it? More like cocked the gun, if anything."
"Hehe, cocked."
"It's a real word."
"I know. But it's funny."
"You're taking this remarkably well."
"Oh, I hate it, thanks for asking."
"No, I know. But you haven't been actively sulking."
"True. Seemed uncouth."
"Fair." Xander took another drink. "We're gonna be happy."
"Never said you weren't."
"We love each other."
"Who you arguing with, Xan?"
"Just sayin'."
"Mmhm."
"I'm not ready to get married yet."
"I know."
"But I should be."
"Who's to say when you 'should be'?"
"It's good though. The sex has been way better since we did the whole 'engaged' thing."
"Thanks for sharing?"
"Beth's happy."
"Xan, listen, you don't have to get married. And even if you do, it doesn't have to be yet. Stay engaged a while. See how it goes."
"That's the plan. I'm already worried for when she gets impatient though."
"Have you told her any of this?"
"How can I do that? She'd be crushed."
"Seems like you dug yourself quite a hole then, didn't ya?"
Xander sighed. "Yeah. I think I did. This is supposed to be fun. It's so stressful."
"Even with the good sex?"
"That helps. Lots of other stuff's good. I don't mean to imply it isn't. I'm happy with her."
"Uh huh."
"I'd be happier if... if we could just be together, you know? Why we gotta be making it a whole thing?"
"Don't ask me. She's your girlfriend. Sorry, your betrothed."
"Ugh."
I grinned. "And just think. You coulda had me instead. Never woulda been any issue about marriage."
"You mean 'cause it's mildly illegal?"
"That too, I guess. I just meant I wouldn't really care."
"At all?"
"Nah. Well, maybe I shouldn't say at all. It'd feel kinda nice everyone knowing we were together, I guess. Even if that's the impossible cherry on the already-nearly-impossible sundae."
"You still think about stuff like that?"
"Sure. Less than I used to. It helps not always having you around. It sucks too. But at least I think about other stuff. I still basically only get off to brother and sister stuff online."
"You know I don't need details like that."
"You asked."
"I did. Not that specific, but I did."
I hesitated while Xander took another drink. "There's this guy Brendan..."
"Your roommate? Or another one?"
"No. Him. He's kinda interesting."
"Oh?"
"Yeah."
"Like for real?"
"I think so. Maybe. I don't know that I could really be into him. Not like in a normal way. But he's been watching porn with me and Lily. He's kinda into that stuff too."
"... you watch porn together?"
"Yeah. Have I never said?"
"Maybe. You'd think I'd remember that, though."
"Mmm. 'Cause you do so enjoy the thought of me and Lily messing around, don't ya?"
"You continue to misinterpret things. Deliberately, I assume."



"Enh."
Xander shrugged. "Well if Brendan already knows what you're into, could be a good thing."
"Yeah. I think so."
"Makes it easier when you want to explore your kink some more. Since he already knows about it."
"Does make it easier. Never dared bring it up before." I shivered slightly even though it wasn't that cold out. "You think he'd be ok with, like, calling me his sister or something?"
"Don't know. Don't really want to know."
"Oh come on. You're curious too."
"Do you even know if he's interested in the first place?"
"Well... no. But he probably is. Boys like girls who will play with their dicks. If I offer, I'm probably in."
"I... shit. I wanted to say it's not that simple, but it definitely can be."
"Mmhm."
"That's not a solid basis for a relationship, let's put it that way."
"Who said anything about a relationship? I just wanna see if I feel anything for a guy who can... push my buttons."
"You want him to pretend to be me or what?"
I felt my face warm. "Not... not exactly. Just pretend to be a brother, maybe. That's all. He couldn't be you."
"That's a relief."
I looked at Xander, feeling self-conscious. "But you know my interest in this stuff comes from you," I said softly. "Not the other way around."
"... I guess I probably did know that, yeah."
"You made me the mess I am."
"Don't blame me for you being a little weirdo."
"I blame you."
"Fair enough." Xander finished his beer. "Ready to head back in?"
"Are Mom and Dad and Beth all still raving over her ring?"
"Probably."
"Ugh."
"Come on. It'll be fine. We'll be together."
I eyed Xander sidelong as we went back in. It was unfortunate getting excited over him saying we'd be together, when in fact the whole problem was him being together with a different girl. And yet, despite all my progress, something small like that was all it took to make me all fluttery inside.
How, after all this time, could he still do that to me?
****
It was weird to realize I'd gotten used to Brendan and having him join Lily and me in our little perv parties. I saw an awful lot of him without pants on. Mostly in the context of jerking off.
I would even go so far as to say that I kind of liked having him around. Lily had been huge for me. Having a friend who understood and empathized with my unfortunate attraction. Brendan became something similar. Not quite as important, but meaningful to me in a different way from either Xander or Lily.
Brendan was a boy who I was fairly close to, but wasn't related and wasn't trying to get in my pants. That confused me at first, but I got to really cherish it after a time. Despite us masturbating together to incest porn, we probably had the healthiest and most normal relationship I'd ever had with a boy.
It was either that comfort or some sort of self-sabotage that led me to push things, and I really couldn't tell which.
I waited until a night where Brendan and I were doing a porn night but Lily wasn't with us. Those nights were pretty rare, her being the most likely of the three of us to initiate such events.
"So hey," I said, eyes locked firmly on the screen. "Can I ask something?"
Brendan nodded, which I only caught because my attention was firmly on him in my peripherals. He was slowly stroking himself while we watched a pretend brother and sister do the initial awkward dance that would inevitably lead to sexy times.
"Go ahead," Brendan said.
"Just, like, hypothetically... how would you feel about me sucking you off?"
Brendan couldn't decide between gaping in astonishment, or smiling like a goof. Even staring more directly at him didn't sort out which emotion he was going to land on.
"How hypothetical?"
"I'd like to try it."
"Oh! Well-"
"But I don't want it to be a whole thing. Like... is it ok if we do something like that and then maybe that's it? Maybe nothing else?"
"Maybe nothing else, or definitely nothing else?"
"Maybe. Just maybe."
"Ah." Brendan wrestled briefly with the decision. "I can't pretend like I haven't thought about you a bit," he admitted.
"Really?"
"Is that surprising?"
"Maybe not. You've seen... you've seen bits of me. My pussy, particularly."
"Not often. You keep it pretty covered even when you're half naked."
I grinned shyly. "Frustrating?"
"A little. But I don't know. I like this whole... getting off together thing. I didn't want to ruin it."
"I appreciate that." I let my legs fall apart somewhat, keeping my hand well away, letting Brendan get a peek at me if he wanted. "You seem cool. Pretty chill. There's some stuff I'd like to try when there's no pressure. And I might still not really like any of it. But... I'll definitely make you cum, at least."
"That's a hell of an offer."
"Good enough for you?"
"I'll try very hard not to get my hopes up for anything more."
"Probably wise."
I wasn't convinced Brendan could stick to his promise. He already looked so awed even as I first knelt in front of him. So thrilled by what was happening. Maybe I'd misjudged and he had a serious thing for me already. But if that was the case, he'd behaved himself really well so far. That counted for a lot.
Right off the bat I enjoyed playing with Brendan's cock more than any of my previous experiences, few as they were. It was my decision. Not coerced. And I was pretty sure if I backed out, he'd be chill about it. Disappointed, sure, but not angry or annoyed.
"You're dripping some."
Brendan flushed rather cutely. "Yeah, that happens."
"'Cause of porn?"
"Sometimes. Some of these vids are pretty hot."
"What about on your own? When you pick what you watch?"
"Yeah. Sometimes then too."
"Huh. So it's nothing to do with me?"
"No, it's, uh, it's definitely about you right now."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Shit, I don't know if you want to hear this, but you look pretty fucking fantastic like that."
"On my knees?"
"Partly? Like, I don't know, bottomless. On your knees, yeah. And, like, looking at me all fascinated like that. And touching me."
I gripped Brendan's cock tighter, getting an adorable little exhaled sigh from him. "That's what does it for you?"
"Those are all pretty good things, sure. Plus... plus it's you. You're very easy to crush on."
I tilted my head. "Are you crushing on me?"
"Kinda? Maybe? I've never masturbated with girls like I have with you and Lily. It's... it's hard not to look. To be interested."
"In me? Or in both of us?"
"... is it bad if it's both of you?"
"No. It's better that way. This isn't about hooking up or anything, right?"
"Uh... sure?"
"So it's better if it's not just me anyway."
I started sucking Brendan before I chickened out. I didn't know what I was doing, really, except for what I'd learned watching porn, and my experience coaxing out cum with handjobs.
I didn't hate it. It wasn't directly stimulating, but there was an appeal to it. It was a fairly intimate feeling. Taking a boy in my mouth.
He loved it. I could tell that easily enough. Guys were easy enough to please by just paying any attention at all to their penises. Until they wanted more. But initially, yeah, that tended to do the trick. It was working for me, at any rate.
At least I was getting more out of it than I usually did. I felt far more in control. I'd initiated, and not through any sort of pressure I was feeling to perform or conform. It was my own choice. I could take my time, find out how I felt, and have that knowledge and experience all safely tucked away.
Brendan felt kind of weird in my mouth, but not in an unpleasant way. Just... weird. New. Different.
The more I sucked, the deeper and longer I bobbed my head up and down and caressed his shaft with my lips, the more I got into it too. I could almost say for certain that I was enjoying myself.
There was a power to it. To being in control. To making him feel good on my terms. And, of course, I was learning. I was getting a taste, so to speak.
There was an actual flavour, I found. A very subtle one to his cock itself, and a somewhat more prominent taste to his precum. I was familiar with precum, having had it over my fingers. But to taste it on my tongue was something else entirely. And I could play with it if I wanted. I'd never felt comfortable enough before to just stop and run it through my fingers, or give little licks and contemplate it in my mouth.
So much of the moment was really very nice. I didn't feel vaguely horrible about myself, which I realized I probably always had before, even if I'd tried to fight it.
"Kase?"
I looked up, startled. Brendan had been quiet for a while, other than the little moans and sighs I teased out of him. It made no sense, but I'd somehow almost forgotten he was there.
"Yeah?"
"You're gonna make me cum."
"Oh. Right."
"Is that ok?"
"That's largely the idea."
"Oh. Sure. Ok."
"How close are you?"
"Pretty close."
"Where..." I blushed. "Where do you want to do it?"
"Oh, uh, I just thought... is in your mouth ok?"
I nodded, feeling a warmth in me that really hadn't been present the whole time. Maybe it had been there in some small form, never really making itself properly know. Something about the way Brendan was looking at me now, and the way I was forced to acknowledge what we were doing, it kind of worked for me. Got me excited.
"That's fine," I said.
"And... and could you look at me?"
"Look at you?"
"Sorry. I mean, whatever you want. I just... I like when you do."
More warmth. More tingles.
"Ok," I said quietly.
I sucked Brendan harder, keeping my hand low on his shaft and squeezing some. I flicked my eyes up at him in semi-regular intervals. Had I been doing that? At first maybe I had. Then I'd gotten so focused on just his dick.
He liked it though? Why did that do things to me? I liked it, whatever it was. I liked that he liked it.
Brendan's cumshot was hot in my mouth. The flavour stronger than his precum. Way stronger. Not one that I immediately loved, but I didn't hate it. And it was so weirdly hot taking it all in while doing my best to stare up at him. He was staring right back so damn intently, until finally he shut his eyes and rolled his head back with a satisfied groan.
I took my cue to pull off his cock. I still had a good mouthful of cum. I debated what to do with it at first. Any other time, it would have been a rush to the sink to spit it out. With Brendan, in the moment, I went for it and just swallowed.
He gave an extra groan like I'd done something hot. Maybe I had. My hand was, admittedly, sneaking down to my pussy even while I sat back on my heels right in front of him.
It was easily the clearest view of me masturbating Brendan had yet received. I didn't mind. He looked, but it wasn't even a pervy kind of look. It was a look of appreciation. He liked what he saw, but didn't need to make anything of it. He was sated for the moment. And, probably, he would have been respectful enough not to ruin it for me even if he'd still been horny.
Whatever the case, I came on my knees in front of a boy while his cum still lingering on my lips, tongue, and throat. It was hot, embarrassing, mildly slutty, and just so damn good.
****
"I sucked Brendan off."
Lily looked at me, shocked just for a second or two, then grinning wickedly. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Good for you."
"Thanks."
"How'd that happen?"
"I... I wanted to try it. And I did. He was accommodating."
Lily snorted. "Bet he was. How was it?"
"I think I kinda liked it. I'm still not quite sure why, but I've got some thoughts. I think I gotta do it some more."
"You should."
"You support me, huh?"
"Well duh. This is probably the healthiest sexual thing I've ever heard about from you."
"Sucking some dude off?"
"No, Kase. Not some dude. A dude you and I both know pretty well. Well enough, anyway. Someone you're comfortable with. Someone who presumably isn't going to be a total shit about it."
"He's been pretty good. He's hinted he'd be up for it again. I think he's really hoping it's gonna happen more. But he's been good."
"Good. If he ever isn't... I'll set him right."
I giggled. "I bet you would too."
"I got your back, you know."
"Mmhm. And I definitely appreciate it."
"Do you think you're gonna... be a thing?"
I shook my head, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. "No, I don't think so. Nothing like that. I mean... probably not."
"Ooh, but not definitely not?"
"It... it wouldn't be fair. Even if I wanted to. I couldn't promise that it'd be anything real. Not with me. You know how I am."
"Babe, no one can ever promise that a relationship is gonna work out. I know how you are. Brendan's got an idea too, remember, and he still likes you."
"He does?"
"As a friend, I mean. He'd probably go for more. I could see it. I'm just saying. He comes to our little incest nights. He's as bad as we are."
"Maybe not quite as bad."
"No. Maybe not quite."
"We'll see how it goes."
"All anyone can do."
****
Brendan was pretty dang accommodating, really. He seemed to be good with the level I wanted. It probably helped tremendously that what I wanted was to make him cum a couple times a week. It was a pretty alright deal for him.
It got better when I finally worked up the nerve to ask if he could pretend I was his sister. I'd already started pretending he was my brother while I sucked him off. Not Xander, but just some nebulous bonus brother. I didn't mention that, but he might have been able to guess.
Brendan wasn't sure what to do with the request at first, but it didn't bother him. It just took some time to figure out how comfortable he was with the pretense, and how to make it work. Once we got into a bit of a flow, it made things so much better.
"What are you doing?"
I grinned up at Brendan as I knelt in front of him. I was getting so comfortable doing it. It wasn't even something I second guessed anymore.
"You're hard."
"We can't do it out here. We'll get caught."
I almost exclusively sucked Brendan off while having porn nights, out on the couch. I'd tried in his room, but I just didn't like it quite as much in there. I wasn't sure why. Privacy should have been more important to me. But, too, it was a somewhat more intimate and personal setting, and I maybe didn't want that.
"Mom and Dad are out," I said, getting into the pretense while scooting Brendan's boxers down. His pants were already off.
Brendan took a moment, then shrugged and decided to play along. "They could come home."
"Nah."
"And Lily's still here."
I started stroking his cock, rubbing my thumb over the head to pick up any initial precum. I wasn't sure if Lily was meant to be our sister in the scenario. In my head, she definitely was.
"She won't mind."
"She might tell."
"She won't." I licked Brendan's cock, just a bare flick of my tongue, but I knew what he liked and it made him so weak and compliant for such very little effort. "Don't you want your blowjob, bruh-ther?"
"Unf."
Lily padded in, spoiling the buildup slightly as we weren't quite far enough in for my taste. She'd witnessed our blowjob sessions a couple times already, so that wasn't an issue, but I hadn't yet told her about the incest fantasy. Not that it could possibly surprise her.
"Again?" Lily asked. "You're really starting to make me doubt previous claims regarding your libido."
I tried to ignore her and took Brendan deeper in my mouth. He was blushing cutely, but still liked when I looked up at him while taking his cock. He wasn't fully used to Lily watching, but clearly was willing to make a lot of little sacrifices for the sake of semi-regular blowjobs.
"You're gonna make me want to get in on that if you keep it up," Lily grumbled settling down for some bottomless self-love, as was her wont.
I kept my eyes fully on Brendan as I pulled my lips back, leaving a soft trail of spit halfway down his cock. "Ooh, you kinda twitched at that," I said.
Brendan frantically waved like he wanted me to shut up, but it was too late.
Lily snorted. "Of course he did."
"It's like he wants both his sis-ters sucking on him."
Brendan groaned and covered his face. Lily looked at me.
"Oh really? Is that the game you're playing?"
"What did you expect from me?"
"How'd I get roped in?"
"You just said-"
"I wasn't serious."
"So just watch then."
"Yeah. Already am, thanks, since you two literally won't get a room."
I squirmed a little, partly for the game, and partly for actual arousal. It was still a novelty for me, getting wet while messing around with a boy.
"You won't tell, will you?" I said shyly.
"... what?"
"Mom and Dad. You won't-"
Lily groaned and lashed out with her foot, just barely catching my shoulder hard enough to be a rebuke. "Stop!"
"I'm sorry I'm a bad sister. I can't help-"
Lily giggled and kicked me again. "Stop. Seriously."
"She won't," Brendan mumbled.
"And you put up with it?"
"Well... yeah."
"Oh. Right. The sucking you off thing. Fair enough, I guess."
My cheeks burned. They weren't playing along, but it was still kind of ok. It wasn't quite what I wanted from my games, but it was good in its own way.
Behind the teasing and exasperation was a tacit acceptance of my kink. Neither was bothered by it. Possibly my insistence on doing stuff less privately than it could be was a very slight issue, and dragging them both into said kink, but I wasn't being rejected for any of it. Just teased some.
Teased was ok. I could live with it.
Lily still rubbed herself. She was watching the porn we had playing, but also keeping an eye on Brendan and me.
I really, really wanted to know if any of her masturbating was over us. Over me in particular. Probably not, right? But maybe. She'd had a bit of a thing for me at one time, and it was possible that hadn't gone away entirely.
Did I want her to still have a thing for me? Not really. Nothing major. But maybe... maybe a little something, possibly.
I was getting so bad. I felt like an entirely different person than even a year or two ago. I remembered the feeling of trying desperately to like someone, or to enjoy being liked, or anything at all.
Probably I still wasn't there yet. Not quite in a 'normal' place when it came to sexuality and romance. But it was something. Something other than Xander, which was important.
I made Brendan cum while Lily was right there watching. In fact, I made him cum on my face. It made a better visual than in my mouth, and both were pretty visceral for me anyway. With an audience, the facial was better, unless I wanted to be super obvious and open my mouth to show off a cummy tongue, which I didn't really.
I'd learned plenty of things from porn, but I didn't always want to emulate them. Just sometimes. When it felt right.
I feigned indignation, even though I'd been the one to make Brendan blow his load.
"Not on my face! Bad brother!"
"I didn't... I thought you were gonna... swallow."
"Of course I was. Can't leave messes for Mom and Dad to find. Then you go and cover your little sister like that." I shook my head in mock despair. "So bad."
"Your acting's even worse than some of these videos," Lily remarked without malice.
"Shut up!"
"It is."
"He came on my face!"
"Yeah. I watched you jerking him off onto you. And you're still just sitting there all messy. You think we can't see you playing with yourself?"
I was, indeed, rubbing myself. It wasn't quite doing it for me. I needed... something. I was trying to keep some kind of roleplay going, but it wasn't working.
Jeez. I needed a 'brother' to apologize for cumming on me. Or maybe just to tell me I looked cute like that. Something.
Brendan was very little help immediately post-cumming. He wasn't hardly horny at all in the aftermath. Lily was actively unhelpful.



What I wouldn't give for Xander to walk in and see me like that. And maybe do... things to me.
Things? Like what? I was over him. Sort of. Not really. Better than I used to be.
But I needed something more than desperately trying to imagine I'd been cummed on by my brother. It wasn't enough.
I sat on the couch next to Lily and tried to rub myself to incest porn, the way that we'd made a bit of a tradition for us. Even with my messed face, it wasn't enough. If anything, the cum seemed to make it trickier for me. It was kind of hot, but in a distracting way. I just didn't know what was up with that.
If I got too frustrated, there was always my magic wand. I only used it tactically, but there was a possibility I should put it into a heavier rotation. It could get me off when nothing else could. Super powered vibrations truly were a magic all their own.
In the meantime, I just kept trying. A cummy face and a boy willing to pretend to be my brother really should be worth more when trying to orgasm. They really, really should.
****
I dreaded the dinner with Xander, Beth, and our parents. I had an inkling I was going to hate it. I wasn't sure why. There was just that sense.
And, indeed, Beth started talking about 'plans'. Wedding plans. Not in direct terms, but gushing over ideas for dates and locales and all that crap. It was miserable.
I went outside after supper to take a 'smoke break.' There was no smoking involved, it was just what it felt like. It was better than thinking of it as an 'avoid a breakdown in front of your family' break. It had to be.
"You're hiding," Xander said.
I smiled, not turning around. I was secretly ecstatic that he'd bothered to come find me, but I also wasn't sure I was ready to talk.
"Thought I might take up smoking. I'm getting practice in standing outside by myself. It'll come in useful, I think."
"Oh. So you're not out here sulking then?"
"Why ever would I be sulking?"
"Beth wants to set a date."
"So I hear."
"How much do you hate it?"
"I'm... I'm happy for you."
"Kase?"
"Oh god I hate it. I hate it so much."
"Yeah. I figured."
Xander leaned against the rail next to me, both of us staring out over a dark lawn in the late evening moonlight.
"I wish I could hate her more," I said.
"You don't hate her?"
"Not as much as... not like I used to. With your girls. Beth honestly probably is the best of them."
"Well... thanks?"
"I don't want you marrying her though."
"Yeah. Me either right now. She says we can wait a while for it. She just wants... I don't know. A timeline? Commitment?"
"You're pretty committed."
"I thought so. Needs to be 'official' or something I guess."
"Uh huh."
"It feels like a lot."
"Does it?"
"Yeah. I don't know. Maybe that's silly. Lots of people are married with kids at my age already."
"And lots of them are miserable about it."
"That's true. I forget that sometimes."
"Divorce rates are high for a reason. Nevermind the amount of people suffering through the rest of their lives with someone they never would have married if they'd been a little more clever."
"Also true. Do you think that's what I'm doing?"
"You're not married yet, are you?"
"No, but... but I can see it coming. She wants it."
"And what do you want?"
"I don't know. That's what makes it so hard. I like living with Beth. I really do."
"Do you love her?"
There was a hesitation. Just enough to keep me from dying entirely.
"Yes."
"Yes. Good. Well that's fine then. I'm sure it'll work out."
"Don't be shitty."
"What do you want me to be? You know I don't want you to be with her."
"You said you don't hate her."
"I mostly don't. If she makes you happy... you should be with her." I turned my head and looked fully at Xander. "Promise me you won't let her trap you. If she doesn't make you happy anymore, don't stay with her."
"What if it's not that simple?"
"Why wouldn't it be?"
"It just isn't always simple."
"It can be. Every couple weeks maybe just think if you're happy where you are. When you think about getting married for real, think harder about it. Don't do it if you're not sure. Simple."
"It's not!"
"Sure it is. If you're worried about losing out on sex, dump her and come over to see me. You can-"
"Don't finish that sentence."
"Xan, I'm doing way better without you than I thought, but if you ever need anything at all from me-"
"Kase, I'm not using my sister to... to..."
"As a cum dump?"
"Come on!"
"What? I watch a lot of porn these days. I know some filthy things."
"Probably watch more than I do."
"No doubt. You got a girlfriend holding back your corruption. I don't."
"You don't need to be crude."
I shrugged. "Just saying. If you needed something 'crude' to get you through at some point, I'm here."
"If anything was ever gonna happen, and it's not, I don't want it to be like that. That just feels like a horrible thing to do someone. Let alone you."
"I volunteered. I can make my own decisions."
"You'd really be ok if I came over and just... oh god, no, I can't even say it."
"Prude."
"I think I miss the days when you didn't even know incest porn was a thing."
"I don't. It's the only thing that gets me even kind of horny. Even if it's only a poor substitute for something real."
"You ever think that maybe you've built up too much of a fantasy? If I ever did stuff with you, and especially if it was only for my own gratification, that maybe you'd feel horrible after? That maybe the fantasy of it would be ruined, and you'd discover you never really wanted it?"
"Probably be best to find that out and get over it, don't ya think?"
Xander snorted. "You've got an answer for everything, don't you?"
"I spend a lot more time thinking about it than you."
"That's true."
We stood in silence a long moment. I didn't mind the quiet. I kind of wished I was brave enough to scoot closer to Xander and press against him, if only for a moment, just to feel him. I didn't get that contact very often these days, outside of hugs.
"We should head back," Xander said. "Before anyone comes looking. Beth and Mom are gushing so hard to each other they might not have noticed. But someone will sooner or later."
"Oh. Yeah. I guess."
Xander was already turning to go in. Impulsively, I dove against him, wrapping my arms tight around him, going for the biggest, comfiest hug I possibly could.
He felt like he might resist at first, then his arms were around me too, holding me close, taking comfort in me just as much as I was in him.
The hug didn't last as long as I would have liked, but it was enough to get me through the rest of the evening.
****
Chapter Six: Kasey at Twenty-Three
****
I went out shopping with Mom. There wasn't any particular need for us to shop together, but it was a nice little ritual at times that kept us closer than we otherwise would have been.
Plus, purely pragmatically, it meant Mom sometimes bought me stuff I needed, or at least could drive it to my place for me. I really needed to get a car of my own one of these days.
Somehow the subject of Xander came up. Not that it was all that unusual. He was a big part of what Mom and I had in common, and was a pretty big deal in both our lives.
"I think they're going to set a date soon," Mom said.
"Hm?"
"Xander and Beth."
"Oh. For a wedding?"
"Yes. Obviously that."
I shook my head dismissively. "Nah. Don't think so."
"Why do you say that?"
"Xan doesn't really want to."
Mom sighed. "Kasey..."
"What?"
"You know it's happening."
"Not necessarily."
"And here I thought you were over this."
"Over what?"
"This... possessiveness. Xander needs to do his own thing."
"Yeah, I know. I'm not being possessive. He really doesn't want to be married right now." I shrugged. "Nothing to do with me."
"They've been together a while now. They're engaged. They love each other."
"Sure."
"So why wouldn't they get married?"
"Dunno. She's not right for him, I guess. Or maybe he's just not interested in marriage at all. I can't know everything that's in his mind."
"Are you sure it's not just wishful thinking?"
"Pretty sure."
"And this isn't another one of those things where you don't like your brother's girlfriends for no reason?"
"There's always been reasons. Not always good ones." I kept walking, making Mom have to keep up with me. "I like Beth, as far as these things go. I mean, I don't. But I do. She's ok. Xan should have someone better than just ok, though."
"That's... true. Sort of. There's nothing wrong with Beth, though."
"I know."
"So... so..."
"Why are you having this conversation with me anyway? Shouldn't you be talking to Xan? Asking him how he feels?"
Mom sighed. "He won't talk to me. Not about anything like that."
"Oh."
"He'll talk to you. Can you ask him?"
"Ask him if he's setting a date? Nope."
"No?"
"No. Obviously not. Even if he was going to, soon or in a while or whatever, you can't just be asking people that stuff. Puts all this pressure on."
"Hm. True."
"Why are you so desperate anyway? It'll happen if it happens."
"I'm not getting any younger, you know."
"Oh whatever. You're not hardly an old lady yet."
"... I miss you both, ok?"
"I'm literally right here."
"Not like that. Like... when you were littler. When you needed me. When we had our family all together."
"People grow up, Mom."
"I know. And I think I've been feeling that more lately."
I contemplated. "So really... you want grandkids?"
"Is that too much to ask?"
"I dunno. Maybe. What's that got to do with a wedding?"
"Well... that's how these things go."
"Sometimes."
"Right. Sometimes."
"I think you're focusing on the wrong thing here, Mom. Do you even know if Xan wants kids?"
"He won't really tell me stuff like that either."
I laughed softly. "You're not doing well at getting all his secrets, huh?"
"He never really was much of a sharer. Not with me."
"Not with most people," I said, feeling a small warmth at knowing I was Xander's most likely confidante for deeper stuff.
"No. Maybe not. I could ask Beth. She might tell me."
"Who's to say she knows?"
"Who would, if she doesn't?" Mom narrowed her gaze at me. "Do you know?"
"Never came up."
"Uh huh."
"Really. It never has."
"Ok then."
We kept walking, heading toward checkout. I'd been too distracted to look at much, but Mom had what she came for, so it wasn't a total disaster.
"You know I'm probably not having kids," I said.
"I... guessed that."
"Ah."
"Is that horrible of me?"
"Can't see how. It's accurate."
"I don't mind, you know. I want you and Xander both to do what makes you happy."
"I'll let you know if I ever figure that one out."
"Just... I'd so like to have grandkids. Even if they'd make me feel ancient."
"Hm... thought of getting a puppy?"
"That's not the same, dear."
"Arguably better, though. Much more trainable. And people don't look at you funny when you put them on leashes."
"You're not as funny as you think you are."
"Just saying."
"Mmhm. You want anything before we leave?"
"Nah, I'm good. We could maybe look at some clothes after, though? There's a good store pretty close."
"Your wardrobe getting sparse again?"
"Maybe. It happens."
"Well... I suppose as long as I'm not getting grandkids, I might as well dote on my children some more."
"That's the spirit! Love you, Mom."
"I wish you wouldn't only say that when you're getting something you want."
"But that's when it's most true."
"Still not as funny as you think you are."
I just grinned.
****
"Mom thinks you're setting a date."
Xander sighed and fidgeted with his coffee. "Yeah."
"Don't sound so excited."
"Dude, I'm not ready."
"I know that. How come Beth doesn't?"
"I don't know! I've told her. But... I don't know. Maybe once it happens-"
"Idiot."
"Hey!"
"You don't want it."
"It's not that simple."
"It is."
"It isn't. I don't want to lose her."
"Yeah? Why? Sex that good, is it?"
"You of all people should know it's not that." Xander hesitated. "Well, mostly not that."
"Uh huh. Xan, can I ask you something?"
"When have you ever not?"
"Is Beth the only one you've ever had sex with?"
"Oh wow."
"Is she?"
"None of your business. But no. Just... the only one where it's been more than once."
"Ah. That's it, then."
"It's really not."
"It is. It's about sex."
"You're infuriating. You don't even like sex."
"I might once I tried it. Maybe I should with Brendan."
"Yeah?"
"I dunno. Been toying with it. Might as well, right? He's the least obnoxious boy who I've ever kind of had a thing with."
"That's not a great way of making the decision."
"You're getting married to the first girl who wanted to sleep with you repeatedly. Don't talk to me about bad decisions."
"You're getting borderline mean there Kase."
"Sorry. You're right." I shrank back in my seat some. "I'm all jittery over it. I see myself having to be there. Watch you get married. It hurts. Even as best as I can let you go... I don't know if I could do it."
"No good lashing out at me about it."
"Some good, actually. It's your call. You're the one doing it."
"Not yet."
"Slowly but surely, Xan. She's got you wrapped around her little finger."
"Doesn't."
"Absolutely does."
"... does she?"
"Yep."
"Fuck."
"Mmhm."
"I don't like it. That's not how it's supposed to be."
"You have the power to change things."
"I don't know that I do. We're moved in together and everything."
"Sure are."
"And I don't want to lose her."
"So you keep saying."
"This sucks."
"Yup."
"Why is life so hard?"
"Pff, you're asking me?"
"Thought you might have figured it out by now."
"I'll let you know if I do."
****
I still had nervous energy to burn off. I couldn't stop thinking about the terror of having to go to my brother's wedding. Probably, god forbid, be part of the wedding party.
Bridesmaid? Probably. Ugh. Have to be next to Beth instead of Xander, even. Just the worst. It would have been so much easier sometimes if I could just hate her properly.
I released some of my tension by going after Brendan even harder. More blowjobs, more pretending he was a second brother, more showing off while Lily was around.
It was, for me, fairly slutty. I recognized that it wasn't really. Not enough that probably anyone would actually label me that way. But it was definitely the most wanton I'd been in my life. Not that it was much of a contest.
I went even further than that one night. A little sister blowjob and facial, followed by my usual rubbing one out, just wasn't enough. I still needed something. So I did all I could think of to do.
I pattered softly into Brendan's room that night. My face was all scrubbed clean, no traces of cum left. I wore only panties still damp from playing with myself and one of his shirts that came down low enough to mostly cover said panties. It was what a horny little sister would wear, I figured. And even if it wasn't, it would probably work for him, right?
"Brendan?"
"Hm? Kasey?"
"Yeah. It's me."
"What's up?"
I got closer in the dark, feeling my way carefully to the edge of his bed. "Do you think it'd be ok if I slept with you?"
"Um..."
"I just mean sleep. Nothing else."
"Oh. That's... I don't know."
"You can feel me up some if you want. I don't mind."
"God, Kase..."
I crawled in, forcing Brendan to move over and make space. He hadn't rejected me yet. Not fully. I could sense it might be coming though. I really wasn't sure what I'd do then.
"I can suck you off again too, if that helps."
"No, I'm good, thanks." Brendan let me snuggle under the covers. "This is more brother stuff, isn't it?"
"Yeah."
"I don't know that I can handle being... whatever I am to you. Not forever."
I lay still. "Kinda shitty of me, isn't it?"
"No. I wouldn't say that."
"We can do more stuff if you want. What do you fantasize about doing with me?"
"Arrggh. Don't do that to me."
"I mean it. I don't mind. You've been good to me. I can be good to you."
"See, that. That's been bugging me. You don't actually want a relationship with me, right?"
"I don't think I know how."
"We could figure it out if you wanted. But I don't think you do."
My chest was getting all tense. I regretted crawling under the covers already. It made things that much more awkward.
"I'm sorry."
"It's fine. I knew what this was. I just... I don't think I can keep doing it if there's not, like, something emotional going on. Something more than you pretending to be my sister. It's kinda hot, but... it's not real."
"Shit. Yeah. I know." I sighed heavily. "You know what sucks?"
"What?"
"The fact that you don't even want to take advantage of me makes me kinda wish you would."
"That's horrible."
"It is, isn't it?" I shrugged as I sat up and swung my feet back out of bed. "Let it never be said that I know how to handle relationships in an emotionally healthy way."
"Kasey... you can stay for tonight if you want. If it's just sleeping."
I smiled sadly and shook my head. "Thanks, but I can't now. I appreciate you being decent, Brendan. I'll try not to make things weird."
"You got to be pretty good at blowjobs, you know."
I laughed in an awkward, stilted way. I was caught unprepared for finding anything funny.
"Thanks. I try."
"Kasey?"
"I'm tryin' to leave you be, you know."
"I know. Just... do you really have a thing for your brother?"
"How gross do you think it is if I do?"
"I think it explains a lot. That's all."
"Well... I do. Xan was my first crush. And somehow, maybe, still my only one."
"Ah."
"It sucks. I don't recommend it."
"It hasn't gone away at all?"
"Not the way you'd hope. I dunno. You were the closest to ever pushing me into something more normal, but I don't wanna lie and pretend like I would have been able to love you properly. I don't know that I can with anyone. Even with Xan. If he'd ever loved me back like that... shit, I mighta just fucked that up too. Maybe it's better to stay a fantasy. Maybe I'm broken, and that's as good as it gets."
"I don't think you're broken."
"I am. It's only a question of how badly. And whether I can maybe be put back together. I mean, I'm already more whole than I ever was. You helped some."
"Oh. Well... good."
"Mmhm. Night, Brendan. Thanks for everything."
"Oh sure."
I stepped quickly out the door and shut it behind me, leaving Brendan alone. In the aftermath, I felt kind of stupid for ever trying.
It wasn't stupid. It was good. We were on the same page, basically. It sucked losing what we had. And I could have kept it going if I'd been more restrained. But maybe it was better that it didn't go any longer. Maybe getting everything out of it that I had was good enough.
It didn't really help in the moment. I'd tried to hold it together in front of Brendan. Not let him see the hurt in me.
Because it did hurt. It was good. It was adult. It was responsible. Nothing bad had happened. I didn't blame either of us. It was the way things had to be.
But goddamn it hurt. It was a rejection. It was the closest thing to a relationship I felt like I'd ever been in. And it was over. Probably. Definitely? No. Probably.
I went to Lily. I didn't know what else to do.
With her, I didn't ask. I'd never slept with her before, but asking just felt like I'd open myself up to double rejection, and that was too much for my poor heart this night.
Lily had been asleep already, but I woke her up trying to sneak into bed with her. I only knew I had because once I'd settled, she rolled toward me and put an arm around me.



"What happened?" she whispered.
"I fucked up. No. I didn't, actually. Kinda I did. I don't know. But Brendan and I are done."
"Ah. Fuck, dude."
"Yeah."
Lily squeezed me tighter. "That sucks. He was good for you, I think."
"I think so too. But I could never give him what he deserved."
"You don't know that."
"I do. I wasn't going to love him. Not the way he should be."
"Maybe not. But you know that's kinda the point of relationships. You chill for a while and see if love happens. Forcing it or needing to already be there, that's missing the point."
"... you think I should have tried?"
"I really don't know. I'm just saying if you never really try, you'll never really know."
"Huh. Maybe. Yeah. I guess."
"Sleep on it, ok? Whatever happened with you two, I'm sure if you want to talk again in the morning Brendan will listen. He's a good guy."
"He really is. Better than I deserve, probably."
"You stop that. Don't be mean to yourself just 'cause you're feeling bad."
"Sorry."
"Go to sleep. You'll feel better tomorrow."
"Ok."
It took me a while. Lily was back to sleep long before I was. But being next to her, feeling her comforting presence, listening to her breathing, it helped. It allowed to me to calm down and eventually join her in slumber.
****
"So, uh, we're setting a date."
I clenched my fist so tight it hurt, but under the table so it didn't show. "Of course you are."
"I pushed it to next spring. I said spring weddings seem like the best. Beth went for it."
"Uh huh."
"She... she'd like you to be a bridesmaid."
The knot inside me squeezed tighter. "I can't."
"I mean... it's not that big a thing. Just gotta show up for a few things. Get some pictures."
"Look happy?"
"Well... ideally, yeah."
"Xan, you know I can't."
"It's most of a year away. Maybe it'll be ok by then?"
"It won't."
"Oh."
"I can live with you getting married. That's fine. But it's gonna make me sick just being there, let alone being part of it."
Xander sighed. "You know, at some point you're gonna have to get over this whole thing."
"Fuck you."
"Kase-"
"No, seriously. You think I haven't tried? You know I've tried. You don't take me seriously, I get that."
"I do."
"You don't. You'd think it would have been long enough now that you'd get it. But you don't. It's just something silly to you. Like I'll grow out of it. I'm fucking broken, Xan. Always have been. I can't just, like, be normal. I can't do it. I'm all fucked up."
"No, Kase. You think I don't take you seriously? I do. I just don't see you the way you do. I don't think you're broken. You never have been."
"Twenty-three and never had a real, functional relationship. What do you call that?"
"If you think everyone's running around having functional relationships, that might be your problem. Hardly anyone does."
"Who are you kidding? Everyone's always finding someone they like. Everyone. You do it lots. Or you did, before Beth."
Xander snorted. "Nah, Kase. Why do you think I've stayed with Beth so long? The other girls I was with... those relationships would not have been healthy to stay in."
"You seemed fine with them at the time."
"Yeah. For a time. You see people getting in all these relationships and think they've got it figured out? They bounce between people specifically because they don't have it figured out. They're trying desperately to be happy. To find someone who makes them happy. And it's not working. They aren't winning the race. They're still trying to find which direction to run in."
I sat back, stunned at the torrent of words flooding from Xander's mouth and the sheer intensity of them.
"You go in so pessimistic," Xander continued. "I've seen it. And that's not great. But honestly, it doesn't put you any further behind anyone else, really. Going in thinking you've found the one when you haven't isn't better than going in assuming it's all doomed to failure. Neither's good, don't get me wrong, but you're not in such a bad place."
"But aren't... aren't they, like, going in with a chance, though? A chance at being normal. I don't even have that."
"Maybe it'll work out if you find the right guy. Who's to say?"
"There only ever was one. And he's getting married."
"You haven't met even a decent fraction of the guys out there, Kase."
"Yeah. Obviously. No one can. You can only meet who you can meet. Only so much you can do." I sighed miserably. "This idea of there being 'the one' out there never made sense. Like how are you gonna find them in a billion other people? It's an even more cruel joke for me 'cause I did, and he's my brother. And it's bad and stupid and I'm surprised you still put up with it, really."
"Don't say that."
"Well really, though."
"I need you in my life. I've got no one else to tell all this fucked up stuff about me. And it matters more than you know that whatever else happens, you care about me."
"But... you're not broken. You're all normal and all like 'can't fuck my sister, durrrr.'"
"Why'd you give me a stupid voice? That's a perfectly sensible thing to say."
"Maybe it shouldn't be, ever think of that? You say people are being all dumb and shit and have no idea which way to run? Maybe they shouldn't be so uptight about who's right for them."
"So just... boink your sib if it feels right?"
"Why not?"
"I really don't think I have a sufficient grasp of philosophy to delve too deeply into that one."
"Well if you figure it out, get back to me. In the meantime, I think I got somewhere I need to be."
"You think?"
I stood up and stretched, trying to release some lingering tension. "Yeah. I think. It may all go horribly. But on the other hand, probably can't make it any worse."
"... you've got me intrigued, but I have the feeling you're not gonna tell me what this is about."
"Correct." I hugged Xander tight. Despite having my mind basically made up, I still needed to feel him for a moment. To take comfort in him the way I just couldn't seem to grow out of. "Congratulations on getting married. Tell Beth I'll be her stupid bridesmaid, ok?"
"Really?"
"Yeah. Serve her right when I throw up during the ceremony."
Xander snorted, then giggled at the absurdity. "I hope we get pictures."
"I'm sure we will. Bribe the photographer if you have to."
"Will do. Love you."
"Mmm. Love you too."
****
Brendan was perfectly chill, just hanging out at home. A perfect foil to the bundle of nerves that I was.
I didn't know what else to do other than just launch into it.
"Do you wanna go out sometime?"
Brendan tilted his head curiously. "What?"
"Go out. With me. Date. Do you want to try a date?"
"I... didn't we... did I miss something?"
"Of course you did, but that's not important." I pushed my hair back, stalling for a few precious seconds. "Look, part of our problem was we didn't do things in any kind of normal way, yeah? So... do you want to try being normal? Just go on a normal-ass date?"
"Maybe?"
"Oof."
"No, like, I don't get it. I thought you didn't like me that way."
"That's what dating's for. To maybe find out. No blowjobs. No brother stuff. No sneaking into bed. Just... just a date."
"... maybe there could be some blowjobs?"
I grinned cautiously. "Have to play your cards right for that, boyo."
Brendan grinned back. "Say Saturday?"
"See you then."
I walked way quickly so as not to show how fluttery I went all of a sudden. Maybe this was a terrible idea, but it felt kind of exciting. Not necessarily in a good way, but maybe. Hopefully.
****
Chapter Seven: Kasey at Twenty-Four
****
I'd never realized how good it felt just holding hands. It wasn't something I'd had many opportunities for. I was pretty sure Xander and I had held hands in our younger days, back when it didn't really mean anything. Evidently that either had a lingering effect on me, or it was just something I naturally liked and had forgotten about.
Brendan found it all very adorable. At times, though, it probably drove him a bit crazy.
I liked the hand holding, the cuddling, the caressing, the lying together and whispering all sweetly. He must have missed the blowjob sister phase at times. He was happier being normal, sure, but I could tell there was an undercurrent of horniness in him at times that I didn't really feel.
Sometimes I did. Sometimes I was as happy to play with his dick as he was to have me getting him off. Other times I only really did it because he wanted it. And still other times I strictly ignored his hints because I just wasn't in the mood. But at least I felt like I didn't have to be in the mood all the time. That it wasn't a failing in me. That was progress, probably.
But perhaps it wasn't enough.
"Hey, Kase?"
I lay next to Brendan, only slightly more clothed than him. The taste of his cum fresh on my tongue. Directly after a blowjob wasn't when I usually expected anything too serious, but there was something in his tone...
"Yeah?"
"How come you never want me to do you?"
"What you mean?"
"You know what I mean."
"I don't."
Brendan sighed. "Like... licking you. Fingering you. Anything."
I shrugged. "Not that big a deal."
"It kinda is. I want to make you feel good, you know. It doesn't always have to be one way."
"It's not. I like making you cum."
"Sure. But I like making you cum too. And... and I know maybe I'm not great at it..."
"It's not you. I only cum easy with certain things. My magic wand will usually do it. Or just the right porn. Otherwise, it doesn't really happen much."
"Yeah, but, like, I need practice, don't I? Or I won't get better."
"True, I guess."
"But it's like you don't want me to."
"It's unnecessary, is all."
"Disagree. But, uh, that kinda brings me to something else."
"What?"
"Sex."
"Oh."
"I didn't want to push anything-"
"I just made you cum, didn't I?"
"Yeah. And that's great. But Kasey, I really like you. Really, really like you. It's not about cumming."
"It's not?"
"No. It's like... like... it's more special, I guess. I don't know. It means something. And maybe it kinda means something if it never happens, but in a worse way."
I felt a small tingle in me. Something more than cumming. That I could work with.
I thought back to my stories. The ones that had initially opened up my world. They'd all been brothers and sisters, sure, but beyond that, I only really wanted to see them fucking if it was more than that. If it was, as Brendan said, special.
"How special would it be?" I asked tentatively.
"What?"
"How special?"
"I dunno. A lot?"
"Brendan!"
"What?"
"I'm serious. How special?"
"Kase... fuck. Like, ok, sometimes I think about doing it with you and... and it just feels so right. Like it kinda hurts to think about, but in a good way. An ache. Like a longing or something."
I tingled harder inside. "Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"That's pretty special."
"I guess."
"You know I haven't done it before."
"I assumed."
"Is that ok?"
"Yeah. Of course."
I could see Brendan getting excited. I was, admittedly, pretty excited too. Maybe we should just do it. See what happened. It'd be special, right? We'd been together a while. I liked Brendan. Maybe not quite as much as he liked me, but it wasn't all that far off. Not enough to be a problem, hopefully.
I squirmed, racing through possibilities in my mind, trying to figure out how it would go. If it would be anything at all like some of my favourite, most romantic stories that I revisited regularly. The ones where sibs fell madly, stupidly in love, and the hell with the rest of the world anyway.
It wasn't quite as special and romantic just being a regular couple, but there was precious little anyone could do about that. It was, too, a lot simpler that way. Probably for the best.
"If we did it," I said slowly, watching Brendan's eyes light up, "would it be ok if I changed my mind? I can't promise I wouldn't, is all."
Brendan wrestled with that one. "I mean... yes. Yeah, it's ok, but..."
"I don't intend to. I'm just saying, if we start and I don't like it... you need to be ok with stopping."
"That's fair. Have you never... like anything at all in..."
I tilted my head curiously until I realized what he meant. "Oh. Dildos, you mean. Yeah, sure. Not my favourite, but they're ok, I guess."
"Oh. Well, like, it won't be any worse than that, right? And it should be a lot better."
"Ooh. Confident, are we?"
"I'm pretty sure it'll be better than just a toy."
"Depends on the toy."
"You trying to make me insecure or what?"
"Maybe a little."
"Oh thanks."
"Well I'm gonna be a little insecure too. So it's only fair."
"I don't know if that's really how it works."
"You wanna argue, or you wanna have sex?"
Brendan didn't even think about it. "Sex."
He started rolling toward me, and I gently pushed him back.
"Not now."
"Uh... what?"
"Obviously not now. If we're gonna do this, it's not gonna be after you just came already."
"I can go again."
"I know. But... not like I want anything cheesy and romantic or whatever. I'm not a lovesick teen. But maybe a little special?"
"Oh. Special. Yeah, that makes sense." Brendan visibly relaxed. "We can do special."
"Again with the confidence."
"Again with the making me insecure."
I laughed softly and kissed him. "Good night, Brendan. Don't be up 'til all hours worrying about this."
"Don't worry. It's gonna be so good."
****
"So... I think I'm gonna have sex with Brendan."
It took Lily a moment to process, then she grinned widely. "Oh thank fuck. Finally."
"Hey now!"
"Well you have to admit, it's about dang time."
"That's exactly no one's business."
"Excuse me, who insisted just now on informing me all about it?"
"... shush."
"Was it you? I think it was you."
"Are you gonna be a supportive best friend or what?"
"I can be supportive and teasing. Multitasking isn't that hard in this case."
"Sure."
"Sooo?" Lily leaned casually forward toward me. "You excited?"
I groaned and slumped, letting my emotions take over. "I'm so fucking nervous."
"Ha, yeah. That makes sense."
"Does it?"
"Yeah. You never got a first time out of the way early. At least you're doing it now."
"I don't want to do it wrong."
"Don't worry about that. Just get through it. Brendan'll enjoy it whatever happens. You know, excepting a real disaster. Just try to not hate it. And maybe pick up a few things."
"He might hate it."
"He won't. You let him cum in you, he'll be a happy boy."
"He can't cum in me! Has to be a condom."
"Oh, well, yeah. Fair enough. Not on the pill, huh?"
"You know I'm not. Why would I need to be?"
"I guess I just assumed you were. I don't know why, in hindsight. We should see about getting you on it. Or actually there are other options. Supposedly better ones. If I went out with boys more often, I probably would have looked into them more."
I squirmed uncomfortably. "Well... whatever. Condoms are fine."
"They're fine, but not great. Best to stay safe though, you're right. Go with them for now. But we're looking into options, ok?"
"Unless he breaks up with me 'cause I'm so bad."
"He won't. And even if he does, you still need options for the next boy."
"Why do you assume there'll be another one? If this goes horribly, maybe I just won't bother."
"You want a happy, healthy relationship as bad as the rest of us, Kase. Wanting it with your brother doesn't change that."
"Maybe it does."
"It doesn't. And honestly, that's not even the worst baggage I've ever seen. You're not the hopeless case you make yourself out to be."
"Says you."
"Yeah. And I'm an expert. So deal with it."
****
The day came. I still wasn't sure I was ready, but it had to happen sometime.
Brendan was good about it. He took me out to dinner and everything. We had some wine together back at the apartment. Some calm music. Trying to get me all happy and relaxed I guess. I went a little harder on the wine than maybe I should have, but that was on me and my nerves, not Brendan.
There was something brotherly about the way he took me to bed. I didn't dare say that out loud, even though he probably would have understood. I didn't want to ruin the mood. It helped, anyway. Helped to feel like I was cared about. Like the sex was just happening between two people who wanted it rather than something orchestrated.
I wished I was more drunk. It wouldn't have been good, probably, but that was where I was at.
Still, I liked it at first. I liked being in his arms, slowly dragged along while he held me and we stopped a few times to make out. Then more of the same on his bed.
Then he insisted on licking me out. Which was fine, but I didn't really want it. I wanted sex. In the sense, of course, that I wanted to get to it and see whether I hated it or not.
Brendan's attempt at pleasuring me was doomed to failure. He wasn't going to make me cum like that. I could barely make myself cum without some specific tools and/or techniques. He didn't really stand a chance with just his tongue.
It felt nice. At least there was that. But then there was all that pressure on me to make sure he knew I was enjoying it, and then to pretend like he made me cum at the end. That part I wasn't in love with.
I could have just been honest, sure, but again, I didn't want to spoil things before they'd been given a real shot.
"You ready?" Brendan whispered.
I nodded. "Yes," I whispered back.
He had to stop long enough to put a condom on. I'd insisted on it, and he couldn't argue that it wasn't the smart thing.
Once he came back, I tried to hold him close. Partly just for the intimacy of it, but partly too so he wouldn't see my face. I didn't know what I looked like at the moment, or what I'd look like when it happened. I didn't want to have to worry about it either way. If we both could have been blindfolded, that might have been ideal.
Brendan found my entrance and pushed into me so very carefully. He didn't need to be nearly that delicate. I'd played with myself lots, and my pussy could definitely take it.
Nevertheless, he stayed slow and gentle, only gradually filling me up. He was restraining himself for me, even though faster would have been better.
I thought about saying something, but just left it. There was so much potential for things to all end in tears that I didn't want to add conflict over a non-issue.
"That ok?"
I nodded, knowing he could feel the movement of my head against him. "Yeah."
And it was. Just ok. Nothing overly good or bad about it. Just... yeah. A cock in me. A real one. It wasn't particularly magical, but it was maybe better than a dildo, or at least I could convince myself it was. But again, dildos had never done much for me. They didn't stimulate me the right way.
Now maybe Brendan's cock in me while I vibed my clit...
This wasn't the time for that, though. This was only a first trial run. Maybe things could be added next time. Not now.
"Harder," I urged.
"You sure?"
"I won't break."
"No, but... first time and all..."
"Yeah. Still won't break."
"We can just go slow if you want. It doesn't have to-"
I growled in my throat. "What's the point if we're not gonna do it for real?"
"Ha, yeah, ok."
Brendan started thrusting in me. Some actual fucking motion. It was better. Still not great, but better. I could be ok with it. It was sort of like a mediocre massage, in that it wasn't really worth all the fuss but as long as we'd started already I could probably relax and enjoy it for what it was.
I continued to cling to Brendan as he let himself enjoy it more. I didn't want him to see the lack of rapture on my face. It was good that he was getting into it more. His little grunts and sighs in my ear were nice. And the happier he was, the happier I was just to feel him against me. I could take pleasure in his pleasure.



If not for the pressure to have an amazing time, I probably would have liked it better than sucking him off. Blowjobs were, similarly, about making him feel good, mainly. I could enjoy that part of them without having to feel like I needed to experience certain things too.
It really came down to the pressure on me more than anything. I wasn't sure how everyone else handled it. Although they probably just liked fucking, which must help.
"Unf, god you feel so good," Brendan moaned.
I didn't know what to say to that. Did I feel good? Probably. No reason I wouldn't.
He fucked me harder, losing the precious sense of control he'd started with. Again, I kind of liked that. Liked that he was enjoying himself, and got some more enjoyment out of the feeling of him moving faster.
I had to admit, his cock probably was better than a dildo, even if it wasn't the part I was most enjoying about sex. Maybe it was the combination of things that made it better as one big package. The actual mechanical sex along with the warmth, intimacy, and feeling that Brendan was loving it. I could get behind that. Sort of.
I stroked his hair and ran my fingers up and down his back. I tried to encourage him as best I could. He should cum. I needed him to finish. The sooner the better. I could enjoy sex, I decided, but only if it wasn't a drawn out affair. Not like porn videos where dudes lasted ten minutes, twenty minute, half hours, or whatever.
No. Brendan could have his fun, cum, and we'd all be happy with it. It could be fine.
"Cum," I found myself saying aloud, though I wasn't sure I meant to. Once I'd spoken, I mentally shrugged and went with it. "Cum!"
"Hnnggh. Not yet."
"Yes yet. Cum, Brendan. You want to."
"I do, but-"
"Do it."
"Kaseyyy."
"Do it! Cum!"
Brendan grunted and shook his head, then came. I couldn't actually feel the mess, since he had a condom on and all, but I knew his orgasms well enough even from a different perspective.
He was the one to cling to me afterward. I just kept running my hands over him, all gentle and comforting and whatnot. Bringing him back down softly
"That was pretty amazing," he murmured.
"Mmhm," I responded noncommittally.
"You didn't cum, did you?"
"... no."
"I wanted you to."
"I know. It wasn't going to happen though."
"Oh."
"Not your fault. I don't cum easy."
"I know. I thought... maybe sex..."
"From what I've read, it's less likely from straight fucking than other methods. Another one of those porn lies."
"Oh. Well fuck."
"Nah, it's fine."
"Do you want me to-"
"No," I said, forestalling whatever offer Brendan might have made. "Let's just enjoy the moment, ok?"
"Yeah. Ok." Brendan kissed me softly and caressed my cheek. "I love you."
My eyes went wide. I nuzzled against his cheek so he wouldn't see my reaction.
Fuck.
Fuck fuck fuck.
Fuck fuckity fuck fuck fuck.
Seriously? Love? Dammit. Fucking damn it.
What was I supposed to do with that? I'd had so much on my mind this whole time, and now switching gears like this? Impossible.
Fuck.
****
"He told me he loves me!"
Lily's eyes went wide for a second, much as mine had upon first hearing it. "Oh. Oh wow."
"I know!"
"Like... during?"
"No. After. Right after."
"Fuck."
"Exactly!"
"What did you say?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"What could I say?"
"Well... nothing."
"Right."
Lily pushed her hair back and shook her head. "Sorry, dude."
"Ugh. What do I do?"
"I don't know."
"I... I don't love him. I really like him, but not... not that."
"I know. I get ya."
"What do I do?"
"Stay chill, I guess. Maybe it's fine. Maybe he doesn't even remember saying it. Might have been a post-orgasm kinda thing. You might have rocked his world."
"I doubt it. It was... ok."
"For you, sure. For him, who knows?"
"You think?"
"He really liked it, didn't he?"
"Sure seemed to."
"So maybe he just thought he had to say it or something. Maybe it's not a whole big thing."
"Maybe." A small hope bloomed in me, though I was sure it wasn't right. "So I just... hope he doesn't bring it up again?"
"No. You should probably talk about it."
"Fuck."
"Yeah."
"I don't want to."
"I know."
"Ugh. Can you do it for me?"
"... talk to your boyfriend about loving you?"
"Yes."
"Obviously not."
"Damn."
"This happens sometimes, Kase. It's something you gotta learn to deal with."
"How do you deal with it?"
"Honestly... usually it leads to a breakup."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. Sooner or later. If one's in love and the other isn't... what else do you do?"
"You've never had, like, a mutual love thing?"
"Oh sure. Or I thought I did. Weirdly those didn't last all that much longer."
"Why do I even come to you for advice?"
"Sometimes the wisest girl is the one who's made the most mistakes."
"... I don't know if that's deep or not."
"Me either. But hey, honestly, this isn't your fault. Whoever pulls the Love trigger is responsible for the consequences."
"Even if it's been long enough that maybe I should love him too?"
"Don't be getting into that. You love him or you don't. Nevermind whether you should or not. Shoulds don't belong in this conversation."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"Take some time. Figure it out. You don't need to rush regardless of what you decide."
"You say that-"
"'Cause it's true."
"-but the wedding's coming up."
"Oh. Oh shit. I forgot about that."
"I didn't."
"Damn. Xan's still going through with it?"
"Apparently."
"Shit. You doing ok?"
"Obviously not."
"Right."
"Why's everything gotta be so complicated? And all at the same time?"
"Hell if I know."
****
"Still getting married, huh?"
Xander fidgeted. His leg bounced nervously. "Yeah."
"That excited, are you?"
"Hush. You know I'm... anxious."
"I know. I'm surprised you haven't called it off, really."
"How am I possibly supposed to do that? Everyone's excited. Beth. Her parents. Our parents. Our families. Her friends. My friends. Ugh. Everyone."
"I'm not."
"Ha, no, I know. I appreciate it."
I smiled at the absurdity of it all, but the smile faded pretty quickly. "If it goes ahead... I'll be there. For the ceremony and everything. I promise."
"You gotta be. You're a bridesmaid."
"I'll be your fucking best man if I gotta be. I'll be there."
Xander smiled, small but genuine. I knew he knew what I was saying. And I meant it. Whatever my feelings, however much of a mistake I knew it was, and however much it hurt, I wasn't going to abandon my brother to his fate all alone.
"I miss you," he said quietly.
"We see each other all the-"
"Not often enough. Not like it used to be."
A small hole inside me made itself known. The one I variously tried to ignore or fill in. The one Xander had left in me without meaning to.
"Not like it used to be," I agreed. "But at least we're learning, yeah? Getting better at the whole 'independent adult' thing."
"Arguably, sure. I feel like I peaked, though, and I'm on the downslope now."
"You'll soon have a wife to help with that."
"Yeah. I will."
"It'll be good, right?"
"Probably. I don't know."
I watched Xander slowly spiraling. There was nothing more I could do for him right now. And I still had burning news I wanted to share. I'd hung onto it way longer than I wanted to. At least I had Lily to share that stuff with, or I would have gone crazy waiting to tell my brother.
"I had sex," I said.
Xander's head jolted up, mind-train derailing instantly. "You did?"
"Yeah."
"With Brendan?"
"Obviously."
"Right. Well that's... good."
"You don't sound sure."
"No I mean it is, isn't it?"
"I think so. Definitely in some ways it is."
"But?"
"But I don't know. He likes it way more than I do."
"I could see that. I'd be surprised if he didn't, honestly."
I snorted. "Thanks."
"Well... really though. It's you."
"It is me."
"How you doing with it?"
I shrugged. "Enh. It's fine. I probably should have realized he'd want it a lot more after the first time."
"I'd imagine so."
"Uh huh. But, like, it's so much work. I miss just sucking him off. He got to feel good, I got to make him feel good, it's all pretty straightforward and easy. Now he's hell bent on making me cum and stuff."
Xander laughed. "Oh my god. Of course that would be a problem for you."
I flushed. "What? I'm serious."
"I know. It's just... you know how many women have the opposite problem?"
"How would I know that?"
"Like... a boyfriend who wants to make you cum. And that's a problem for you." Xander chuckled and shook his head.
"Well, ok, like, it'd be fine, but he can't do it, is all. And it gets exhausting. Makes me just wanna grab my wand and bang one out for myself instead of letting him try to fuck me good enough or whatever."
"So tell him."
"What?"
"Girls especially, sometimes they need certain things. You gotta communicate that. Don't just expect him to figure it out."
"What, like, hey I don't wanna fuck, I'ma actually just vibe myself?"
"Nah, Kase. But maybe be like, hey, you wanna use this toy on me after you get off?"
"Oh. You think I could just do that?"
"Don't see why not."
"He might not like it."
"So? Then you know. And if he really wants to make you cum, he shouldn't be so concerned with how he does it. If he's got that whole thing where he thinks his dick'll take care of everything, you've got bigger problems."
"Yeah. Yeah maybe." I smiled cautiously at Xander. "Thanks. That's actually good advice."
"Hey, what are brothers for anyway?"
We both paused a moment.
"Well, probably not convos like this usually," I said with a small, insane giggle.
"Yeah. Yeah I'm just starting to think about it now and... yeah." Xander rubbed his face. "Giving my little sister advice on how to get off with her boyfriend. That's weird, isn't it?"
"Not for us, really. We're well past that in weirdness."
"Mmhm. Maybe."
"I like what we have. It's not what I wanted, exactly, but it's important to me. Wouldn't trade it."
"Me either."
****
The wedding snuck up on me. I knew it was coming. Dreaded it coming. And yet somehow, I still didn't expect it when relatives started popping up and rehearsals started happening, and all that other junk.
I'd been trying to sort out things with Brendan, though I didn't make as much progress on that as I would have liked. I had to put a pin in it anyway.
Somehow, Beth and I bonded through the lead up to the ceremony itself. We'd been ok anyway, but she did a weird sort of anti-bridezilla thing, and I actually found myself enjoying her company.
Which only made me more conflicted when we misplaced Xander on the wedding day.
There was an initial sense of relief that hey, no groom no wedding, right? Except that was quickly overwhelmed by Beth freaking out, her mom trying to calm her down, my Mom dialing Xander over and over, and every other woman there all trying to help. Some of them even managed to not make things worse, which was nice.
I wandered out. I was useless there, and unlike everyone else I recognized it.
Xander didn't answer me either when I tried his phone. That was fine. If I couldn't find him I could find him. That was all.
Except... dammit. I needed to find him. There was a possibility he actually wasn't ok. He might need someone. He might need me.
Sure he might just be running from the wedding and simplifying my life for me, but it could be something much, much worse than that for all I knew.
The next step was getting hold of anyone he might be with. Friends and family and whoever else. Except who would he go to that wasn't already here? No one, right?
Then I stopped and just thought. I must have looked silly. People were rushing around frantically, or at least purposefully. I was just standing there in my stupid dress trying to breathe deeply and calmly, and just have a good think.
No one paid me much mind, which was nice of them.
All my thinking didn't lead to much, but there was one place that popped into my head. Somewhere no one else would find him. Even if he wasn't there, at least it wouldn't be redundant effort.
"Hey Mom, I need to borrow your car."
"What?"
"Your car. Please?"
Mom gave me a look of hope. "You know where he is?"
"No. But I have a guess."
She hesitated, then shrugged and handed her keys over. "Find your brother."
"Do my best."
Someone would have checked our parents' house. Probably. Xander wouldn't have gone there anyway, but even if he had someone would have seen him.
However, in all likelihood, no one had bothered scouring the park nearby. Why would they? There was no particular reason he'd be there.
And yet, as I parked and started walking, I knew I was right. I knew he'd be there. What's more, I knew right where he'd be.
There, by the pond, watching the ducks, was a hunched figure on a bench. As I neared, he straightened up and looked toward me. My sad, worried, tired looking big brother.
"You tracked me down, huh?"
I sat beside him, looking so very out of place in my formal wear.
"Just a guess."
"How many other places did you try?"
"None."
"So not really a guess."
"Sure it was. I didn't know. I guessed. I got lucky."
"No one else would have found me here."
"An educated guess then."
Xander sighed and slumped down again. "No. Not a guess at all."
"Why do you keep saying that?"
"Because it's not the first time."
"Hm?"
"You really don't remember?"
"What?"
"What was I, like, ten? Twelve? Something. I got upset about something. What was it?"
My memory jogged. "Oh shit, yeah. That's what it was."
That's why I'd been so certain. It came back to me then. Tracking Xander down here as a little girl after he'd run away.
Not a proper run away. Just an upset little boy dealing with shit he couldn't handle. Not so different from now, in a way.
And me, even littler, but I knew where he'd gone, and I was determined to follow. It wasn't a bad walk from our house, though pretty far for us at the time with no adult supervision.
"Was that when Grandma died?" I asked.
"Yeah. Yeah I think that was it."
"Must have hit you hard, huh? I don't remember being that bothered for some reason."
Xander gave a short, humourless laugh. "You know what? It wasn't even missing her that hit me that bad. I think that was the day I realized I was going to die. And it scared the shit out of me."
"Oh. Oh wow. I don't remember that."
"I probably didn't tell you. I'm not even sure I knew what was going on at the time. I didn't have the words or experience or anything. It was like my first time dealing with existential dread, and could nooottt handle it."
"No kidding."
"But you found me."
"Yeah. That was our spot for, like, what, a couple months? Something like that. We loved it. I remember that. We'd come to the park and really annoy Mom 'cause we just wanted to watch the ducks. I think they had their babies, maybe."
"Ha, yeah."
"And I don't know, it just made sense that you'd be there when no one could find you."
"You know me too well."
"It's kind of a problem."
"Sometimes it's the best damn thing in the world," Xander said softly.
"I... what?"
"It is. I needed you that day. You were my little sister. Even younger than I was. But you were there, and you just, like, held me and patted my head while I was freaking out."
"And crying."
"And crying, sure. I didn't even feel bad about it. You didn't mind. Didn't tease me or ask questions or anything."
"It didn't matter," I said, remembering the moment viscerally for a second. "I just wanted you to feel better. I didn't care about anything else. That's what freaked me out most about that day, you know. I'd never seen you like that. Upset as all hell, sure. But not quite as... primally, I guess."
"Mmhm."
"But after a while you went quiet and just, like, laid there with your head in my lap. It was ok then. We watched the ducks. Just watched them."
"And Mom and Dad called down havoc when they realized they'd lost us both."
"Ha, sure did. God, you think they remember that day?"
"I assume. The one and only time they had to get the police involved looking for us. Probably memorable."
"Police? I don't remember them."
"You mighta been asleep by then."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I was still awake and in your lap and stuff, but I think you fell asleep sitting there. Your hand was still on my cheek I think."
"Oh."
"It was nice. I was gonna walk home, but I didn't want to wake you, and obviously wasn't going to leave you."
"Huh. Yeah, I really don't remember any of the fallout for the rest of that day now that you say it. I remember after that. We got helicoptered good for a bit afterward."
"Yep yep. Good times."
I smirked crookedly, then let it fade. "Good times," I echoed.
I reached over and pulled Xander toward me. He resisted for only a moment, then fell across my lap, scooting down so his head rested on my thighs.
"It's a nice dress," he said faintly.
"Thanks."
"Softer than it looks."
"Maybe that's just me."
"Oh. Maybe."
I stroked Xander's hair. "Mom said something like that a little while back. About how often we were there for each other. I only remember the times I needed you. Somehow the ones where you needed me don't stick the same."
"We both had our moments," Xander mumbled.
"I guess."
"You were about the best sister I ever could have had."
"Glad you think so."
"I mean it."
I smiled, feeling warm tingles inside. I tangled my fingers gently in his hair. "You were the best brother."
"Was?"
"Still are."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Even though I'm marrying someone other than you?"
"Don't spoil the mood."
"Sorry."
"It had to happen. We can't be together like that. I've never been under any illusions."
"Well..."
"Ok. A few illusions. At times. Whatever. You know what I mean."
"I do."
Xander sat up slowly. I hated to have him leave my lap, but I let him go.
After stretching, he just sat staring at me for a moment. It was so piercing. So intense. It made me feel all small and helpless in the best possible way. He could have asked me anything, anything at all, and I couldn't have refused him.
In a way, that was exactly what he did. Sort of.
Xander, still staring at me in that irresistible way, leaned in. He leaned in dangerously close, until his warmth and scent was all there was in the world, then just kept coming.
His lips met mine. I was shocked, taken aback, but even as my reaction would have been to pull away from literally any other guy trying a move like that, I pushed into him. I accepted my brother's kiss and gave it right back.
My heart pounded like a bass drum, out of control, no particular rhythm to follow. I vibrated all throughout, just small shivers, but everywhere, consuming me.
And still he kissed me. Still I felt my brother's lips, tasting them for the longest, sweetest moment of my life.
Why was it so fucking good? I mean, I knew why. I absolutely knew why. But I thought I'd been exaggerating what it would be like. Making it into something reality could never match.
That wasn't at all what I'd done. I'd under-anticipated. I'd expected too little.
Fuck it was good. So fucking good. The one perfect moment in my life.
And then it was over.
I blinked. Seconds? Had it even been seconds? Or had we been frozen for hours? Probably closer to the former than the latter.
Xander was still looking at me, but no longer in the kind of way that made me a melty little sister. Just... just like my big brother. Like who he was.
"Sorry," he said.
"It's ok."
"It's not. I'm getting married. I shouldn't be..."
"Making out with your sister?"



"I definitely shouldn't be doing that."
"Probably not."
"Oh god I shouldn't have done that."
I put my hand to Xander's cheek. "It's ok. It's... a wedding gift. That's all."
"That's not how wedding gifts work."
"Why not?"
"I can't give away presents at my wedding."
"You didn't. You took one for yourself."
"... I did?"
"It was a beautiful kiss, Xan. Best of my life."
"It-"
"Shush. It honestly was. So yeah, kind of amazing for me. But you needed to try it. I... know the feeling."
"Oh. Really? You think?"
"You can't tell?"
"I don't know. I'm very confused."
"Woulda been easier if you'd hated it, huh?"
"Oh wow. So much easier. Just... fuck. I wish I'd hated it just now."
"Be better if were terrible at kissing each other."
"Ugh. So much better. Seriously."
"Sucks to be us."
"For real."
I smiled, taking an extra moment to just drink it all in. Including the leftover tingles from my one perfect kiss. The only one I'd probably ever get.
Worth it. So fucking worth it.
"Speaking of sucking... we should actually get to the wedding at some point."
"Yeah. Fuck. Probably."
I laughed with unfeigned joy. I didn't even care anymore that Xander was getting married. "Don't sound so excited."
"I mean, it's good. It'll be good."
"Sure."
"I love her."
"Yup."
"You're not being helpful."
I patted Xander's shoulder. "Come on, bro bro. Time to be adults."
"Yeah. Shit. Alright."
We walked back to the parking lot.
"I got dirt on my dress," I said.
"Where?"
"On the hem."
"Oh. Whatever. No one will notice."
"Pretty sure someone will."
"Then fuck 'em. You're best sister. Kick 'em out. I hereby grant you authority."
"Best sister?"
"Like best man, but-"
"Yeah, no, I get that. The effect isn't the same."
"Don't care."
"I-"
"Don't care. You're standing with me, ok?"
"That'll fuck with tradition."
"Mmhm."
"And literally all the planning for the ceremony."
"Ask me if I care."
"Do you-"
"Nope."
"Xan?"
"Yeah?"
"Good luck."
"Thanks."
"Love you."
"You too."
****
"He kissed me. He fucking kissed me!"
"Yes," Lily said patiently, but with gleaming, excited eyes, "so you've said. repeatedly."
"I don't think you're getting it. He kiss-"
"No, I get it. But he still got married."
"Well, yeah. He had to."
"He could have run off with you."
"With his sister? Uh huh. Yeah. That'd go over great."
"What happened to the desperate little thing you used to be. You would have gone for that in a heartbeat."
"Maybe I've matured."
"... I want to make a joke, but honestly... yeah. You have."
"Well... good, then."
Lily leaned in closer, mischievous spark still in her eye. "So how was this legendary brother-kiss?"
"Oh my god so good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like... what was the best you've ever been kissed?"
"I... hm. Good question. Maybe that time when-"
"Better than that."
"You didn't let me-"
"Then double it."
"That doesn't make sense."
"Imagine never wanting it to end."
"Ok, sure."
"Then when it ends, you're still happy, because it's right there lingering. It was a magical fucking moment, and there's no way you can be unhappy afterward. Your whole body is just fucking revved up. Like you wanna... wanna..."
"Fuck?"
"What? No. Don't ruin this by being gross."
"Oh come on. Don't tell me you wouldn't have fucked your brother right there."
"Lilyyy. Don't ruin this for me."
"I'm not ruining a damn thing. You would have."
"Ok, yeah, sure. He was getting married though."
"That's your counter-argument?"
"Shush. Don't bring logic into this. I'm warning you."
"Wouldn't dream of it."
I leaned closer to Lily. The two of us were huddling in like conspirators, afraid of being overheard but wanting to share every juicy little secret.
"We danced after the wedding," I hissed in a hushed tone, like it was dangerous to even say aloud.
"That's traditional."
"Specifically me and Xan, I mean. My dress and shoes were... less than pristine. He didn't give half a shit. He danced with me longer than Beth, even. I watched the video after and counted."
"Of course you did."
"The slow song, Lily. The slow song! Fuuuccck."
"You bad girl. Dancing platonically with your brother in public like that. What will the neighbours think?"
"Nothing platonic about it. It was what sex wishes it could be."
"That... ok, what?"
"You heard me. Sex wishes it could be that good."
"I really don't think that's true."
"You ever danced in someone's arms, head on their shoulder, slowly melting into them, letting them carry you, feeling like you'd happily just fade away like that, still held and safe and snug?"
"That's quite a claim."
"It's what I felt. I thought I'd never top that kiss. And then a few hours later..."
"Better, huh?"
"Longer, at least. Not that pure moment of intensity, but just, like, I can die happy now, is what I'm saying."
"And at his wedding no less."
"I knooowww! That's part of what makes it so good. It wasn't just slow dancing. It was... everything. Everything all together. I can't describe it."
"You gonna try and dance with him more? Right in front of his wife?"
"Don't be silly. Wouldn't be the same. You can't force moments like that."
"You haven't even tried."
"Are you luring me into doing something stupid."
"Maybe. It's all very fascinating. That's all."
"Uh huh. Stop perving on my life."
Lily snorted. "You want me to be fascinated. You'd be miserable if I wasn't."
"... maybe. Shut up."
****
Chapter Eight: Kasey at Twenty-Five
****
Sex with Brendan got better. It still didn't seem worth the effort most of the time, but he really liked it, and I liked that he liked it.
A bigger problem was that it was getting more and more frequent for him to say that he loved me after sex. Hoping he'd just drop it probably hadn't ever been the correct course of action, but these things aren't emotionally easy to handle.
"I love you," he said yet again.
It spoiled the moment somewhat. We were lying in a rare moment of post-orgasm, where we'd each had one fairly close together. Mine was vibrator assisted, his was more traditionally penetrative. It would have been a nice time anyway. Could have gone to sleep all restful and content.
But no.
"Brendan?"
"Yeah?"
I squirmed anxiously. "I can't say it back."
"That's ok."
"It's not. You keep saying it. It's been months. I can't say it."
"Maybe I said it too soon."
"Maybe."
"But I don't think I did. It's what I feel."
My tummy knotted up tighter. "I don't," I said in a bare whisper.
He was slow to answer. "What are you saying?"
"I think it might be unfair to let you keep thinking it's gonna happen. I think maybe what we have right now, that's about all that it's ever going to be."
"... never anything more?"
"I don't know. Maybe. Maybe not. I like this. I have no idea if I'll ever want more than what it is."
"Oh."
"Is that horrible?"
"No. No I guess I knew what I was getting into."
I felt stung, even though I knew exactly what he meant, and it was a fair assessment. I wasn't quite right. I knew that. A girl doesn't get hung up on her brother like I did if she wasn't a little broken.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"It's fine."
"Ok."
It wasn't fine. We both knew it.
****
"I hate this," I told Lily. I was still a twisted mess inside.
"Well, you know, messy breakups are a part of life."
"Is that what it is?"
"Not the messiest, sure, but kinda messy. And definitely a breakup."
I sighed. "Yeah. Fuck. He found a new place yet?"
"Supposedly."
"He didn't have to move out."
"What, even after you two broke up?"
"We didn't have to break up either."
"After you told him you'd never love him?"
I gaped at Lily. "Are you not on my side?"
"Of course I am."
"What was I supposed to do? Let him keep believing that... that... I'd change?"
"Maybe. If he was happy, and you were happy, maybe that was enough."
"It wasn't. If he'd just stopped saying it..."
"Yeah. Yeah you might be right. You probably needed to tell him."
"I think I did."
"It probably was the mature and responsible thing to do." Lily sighed. "But now we need to find another roommate."
"Oh gee, thanks for caring."
Lily hugged me. "I do. I'm proud of you. Your first long term relationship. Fairly healthy as these things go. And you're only mildly nonfunctional in the aftermath. That's pretty good all round."
"Oh good. That makes me really excited for... life."
"It's good. Seriously. You've got experience now."
"So I've got experience. So what?"
"It makes next time a little better. Or less terrible, as the case might be."
"Oh good. There's that to look forward to then."
****
Mom took me out. Shopping, nails, food, drinks. Someone must have told her about Brendan. I didn't. But presumably she would have found out eventually anyway, so whatever.
"I dunno," I said. "It kinda sucks. I liked him."
"He was good for you. I could see it."
"Well... yeah, kinda, I guess."
"But you're doing ok, right?"
"Yeah, no. Pretty good. It's weird getting used to having so much space again. I like it, I think. But it was nice just... having someone. Sleeping with someone. Sleeping alone all the time isn't the same anymore."
"I can understand that. Are you... interested in anyone?"
"Mom! It's been, like, a minute. Gimme a chance."
"Sorry. Just curious."
"Just because I gotta figure stuff out again on my own doesn't mean I want to jump into anything."
"No, I know. I was just wondering. I thought there might be. Maybe that was part of the split."
"Come on, really? You know I don't fall for anyone easily. Let alone more than one at a time."
"I know." Mom took another long sip of her drink. "There was someone though, wasn't there?"
"No."
"But... you remember around Xander's wedding?"
"Sure."
"There was someone then. I didn't want to say anything, but I could see it."
"Oh my goddd. Do I need to cut you off?"
"We're getting picked up, darling. It's fine."
"I don't care about that. There was no one else the whole time I was with Brendan, ok?"
"There was. You were so happy for a while after the wedding. I expected you to be mopey. But you weren't."
"I was happy for Xan."
"No. You didn't want him to get married. Don't think I don't know."
"Well... whatever."
"Was it someone you met at the wedding? We could get you in contact."
"Oh really? Even if it's someone married? Or related? Or-"
"Well obviously not in those cases." Mom frowned. "Related?"
"To Beth, I mean."
"Right."
"'Cause that's be weird, like, hooking up with her cousin or something."
"Was it her cousin?"
"No, Mom. There was no one. I was there for Xan. That's all. It was his day. I was happy for him. Even if it was a terrible, terrible mistake."
Mom laughed just a little off-kilter, but triumphant. "I knew it!"
"Yes, well done. I'm possessive of my brother. You worked out my least secret secret. Well done you."
"So what were you happy about then?" Mom asked, drilling deep as though she was some kind of emotional investigator hot on the trail of... something.
"You wanna know?"
"Yes."
"Xan was by the duck pond. That's where I found him. And I remembered when we were little. Some stuff. It was nice. And, like, he's always gonna be my brother. I'm not gonna lose him just 'cause he marries someone he shouldn't. Got nothing to do with anything. No one else is ever gonna be his sister. It's special."
Mom teared up a little. "It is." She clutched my hand. "I love how close you two have always been. Warms me inside."
"Does it?"
"Yes. Makes me feel like I did some things right. And that you'll both always have someone."
"Yeah. Kinda how I feel too." I patted Mom's hand. "You did lots of things right. You and Dad. Not everything, but you know, pretty good overall."
Mom kept staring at me all misty-eyed. "I think I shouldn't have any more to drink."
I snorted at the way she broke the moment. "Yeah, Mom. Probably a good idea."
****
Chapter Nine: Kasey at Twenty-Six
****
"Marriage is the wooorrrst."
I grinned at Xander from my end of the couch and sipped my wine. We were chilling at his place. Beth was away for the weekend.
"So it's all going well then?"
"Ugh."
"Oh good."
Xander shook his head, a little further along to be drunk than I was. "I don't know what happened."
"I do."
"Shush. It was so good before we got married. What happened?"
"You didn't want to, remember? We both knew it wasn't what you wanted."
"I know. But... it shouldn't have changed things."
"It does, though. From what I understand."
"Maybe? Fuck. Like, why is there less sex? There should be more!"
"Have you told her that?"
"No. I... I don't even really want more. It just gets so... normal. Not boring, but... well yeah, boring."
"Whip out some ropes and cheerleader outfits and butt stuff. Easy. Solved."
"Beth's not really into that."
"I meant for you."
"Oh ha ha. So hilarious."
"Thank you."
"You think me getting tied up and..."
"Pegged."
Xander gave me such a dirty look. "And that. You think that's gonna-"
"Pegged. Say pegged."
"No."
"Prude."
"I'm not."
"You've been getting more and more a prude since you were with Beth. You used to know all this stuff I didn't. And be into stuff. You introduced me to erotica, remember that?"
"Did I?"
"Yeah."
"Oh wow. That was... forever ago."
"Mmhm."
"You were all into... incest and stuff."
"Still am. It's my main thing that gets me off."
"Don't say it like that."
"Like what?"
"Like some kind of subtle invitation."
"It wasn't. You're married. I've matured."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"So you wouldn't do stuff with me?"
"Now who's making invitations?"
"It was a hypothetical."
I shrugged and finished my glass. Xander refilled it without asking. "Hypothetically... yeah, I'd do stuff with you. Of course I would. But that was never in the cards for us."
"So defeatist."
"Again with the making subtle invitations."
"I'm not! I'm just saying. You used to be so super into me."
I gave Xander a Look. "You feeling neglected now that your baby sis doesn't have a hopeless crush on you?"
"... maybe."
"It's still pretty bad. It's just not as overwhelming as it used to be."
"Ah."
"I sometimes imagined what it'd be like having sex with you instead of Brendan, you know. I felt bad about it. Like it was kinda almost cheating. But people have their fantasies, right?"
"They do."
"What's yours?"
Xander looked confused. "Mine?"
"Yeah. I've got the whole incest thing. Specifically you. What's yours?"
"I... don't have one."
"Of course you do. What, are you embarrassed? Is it that much worse than me wanting to be with my brother? I can't imagine that."
"I really don't think I've had one that's been, like, quite so omnipresent. It changes."
"Fine. So what's the current one?"
"Really?"
"Yes."
Xander finished off his drink. I grabbed the bottle of wine and drained the remainder into his emptied glass.
"Fine. It's butt stuff."
"Ha!"
"Not pegging."
"Pff. Vanilla motherfucker."
"No, listen. No making fun."
"Ok."
"But... yeah. Beth won't do butt stuff. I've asked."
"Shoulda figured that out before the wedding."
"But like... I thought once we're married... we'd try stuff."
"Is that why you went through with it?"
"Only partly."
"Dude, people don't get less inhibited after marriage. Whoever they are is basically who they are. Marriage just... solidifies things."
"How the hell would you know?"
"Am I wrong?"
"... no. But how the hell would you know?"
"Me and Lily talk about this sort of thing sometimes. She's got theories."
"And that's one of them?"
"Yep."
"Huh."
"So what else is there to this little fantasy?"
"Nothing."
"How can it be nothing. It's literally just stick your dick in a butt and cum? There's so little imagination to that it actually hurts."
"Just, like, regular sexy stuff. Except doing it in the butt. That's a perfectly reasonable fantasy."
"It's not. There's no story there. No reason for the butt stuff to happen."
"Why do I need a reason?"
"Have you seriously not ever watched porn? Read stories? Anything?"
"Of course. Not much for a while, but-"
"That's how you get the best stuff! You put stuff in that's not just the sex. You think videos do well if it opens on a dude sliding in a butt and ends with him cumming? No. No you need more. Like, some kind of seduction. Or some play acting. Like 'oh nooo I don't do buuutttt stuuufff' then all kinds of like touching and licking and eventually she loves it, or whatever. Nevermind that the girl in question has done like a billion anal vids already."
"... how the fuck much thought do you put into this stuff?'
"Is there more wine?"
"Don't change the subject. And... yes. There is."
"Good."
Xander got another bottle. We got straight into it.
"And stories. You need buildup in stories. You need reasons why it's hot that the characters are gonna do butt stuff. You can't just be, like, girl bends over from the word go and then there's a cock in her bum. Doesn't make sense. Needs to be, I don't know, at the very least like she has an interest but doesn't think good girls do stuff like that. But she really wants to try, and it's all hot and forbidden for her."
"Do you have a porn addiction? Is this a cry for help?"
"Maybe and no, respectively. Or, like, the sister stories. Where she gets her brother in her butt. Now there-"
"That's not realistic. Sisters aren't getting fucked in the ass by brothers."
"Who the hell said anything about realistic? You need stories, is all. Stories and reality feed on each other, but they aren't the same by any means."
Xander was quiet for a long moment. I worried I'd said something I shouldn't, or that he was too drunk. He hadn't had any more than me, though, so he shouldn't be too far gone.
"Maybe... maybe she's a little sister type," he said.
My eyes went wide and I carefully set my glass down before leaning closer on the couch. "Little sister?" I asked, smile forming on my lips.
"Type. That type. Like all cute and innocent, but also horny."
"Uh huh. But you described her as 'little sister'. Don't think I didn't catch that."
"No, obviously I know you caught that. Don't get all excited over it."
"Too late."
"Plus it's an anal thing. So, like, not whatever your fantasy is."
"I'd do anal."
"No you wouldn't."
"Why would you say that? I've been very clear about being open to trying stuff."
"You also don't cum easily from most things."
"Yeah. So? The one doesn't preclude the other."
"... have you done butt stuff? With Brendan?"
"Not with him, no. Just on my own."
"How much on your own?"
"Enough."
"How much is enough?"
I shrugged. "I've got a sense of it. I could take a cock, I think. For the right guy. A... big brother type, let's say."
"Uh huh."
"It's not as big a deal as people make it out to be."
"You haven't done it for real."
"Says who? Like I need some boy to make it count? Get over yourself."
"Fingering your butt is not the same as-"
"I've done more than that."
"Like what?"
I grinned wickedly. The alcohol wasn't helping my sense of propriety any, but honestly I was thrilled that Xander was taking an interest in me sexually. Not in the sense of wanting to really do anything with me, but enough to be exciting.
"Want me to show you?"
Xander actually considered before slowly shaking his head. "That... would be taking it way too far, wouldn't it?"
"Most definitely."
"And yet you offered. Was that for real?"



"Yep."
"Seriously."
"Yuuup."
Xander peered at me suspiciously. "What exactly would you show me if I asked?"
"You have to ask to find out."
"You know I can't risk it."
"I strongly suspect you'd wuss out, sure."
"It's not wussing out. I'm married."
"Ah. So nothing to do with me being your sister then. Interesting."
"That too. Obviously that."
"Not so obvious. You forgot."
"I didn't."
"Did."
"No. Just, like, we can't."
"I know."
"Good."
Xander drank deeply from his wine. I probably should have cut him off. Both of us, really. But I didn't. I couldn't. I was enjoying this way too much.
He drank some more. I drank some more. A dangerous game of drunk chicken.
"You know how long it's been seen I've watched porn?" Xander mumbled.
"How the hell would I know that?"
"Beth says you're not supposed to do it when you're married."
"Ooooh." I cracked up laughing.
"It's not funny."
"It so is! You marry her 'cause she puts out, then-"
"That's not why I married her."
"Then why?"
Xander carefully set his glass down. It took me a moment to realize he was crying. To be fair, it wasn't an obvious cry. Just some tears streaming down his cheeks. Hardly any sobbing or anything to go with.
"I don't know," he said, his voice cracking. "I just thought it made sense."
"No you didn't. We talked about it. You knew you didn't want it."
"I would have lost her if I didn't marry her."
"And you still lost her."
"No. Yes. No. I have her. But... she's not who she was. She's different. You know she wants kids?"
"Sure. Brings it up every now and then."
"I can't have kids, Kase. Jesus."
"Oh? I thought you half wanted them."
"Says who?"
"You've been pretty wicked on the fence about them."
"I don't think that's true."
"It is. Sometimes you do, sometimes you don't."
"Make things up why don't you."
"I could. You're too drunk to properly call me on it."
"M'not."
"Yuh huh."
Xander shook his head sloppily. "Nope."
"Yep."
"You wish I was drunk. Then you could... do things to me."
"Like what?"
"Kiss me. You'd kiss me so much."
"I would, would I?"
"Mmhm."
"Would you like that?"
"It'd be nice. But bad. Don't do."
My heart fluttered. "Nice, huh?"
"Mmhm. Don't do!"
"Real mixed signals there, bro bro."
"M'being very clear."
"No. You're not." I sighed heavily. "I'ma have to put you to bed pretty soon."
"No! Stay."
"Of course I'm staying. How the hell would I ever get home like this? Can't take your car, and you certainly can't drive me."
"Lily."
"Oh. Yeah. Fair point."
"She's nice. You should date her."
I snorted. "Oh wow. You're getting to be right out of it, huh? Thought I was keeping up better than that."
Xander snickered. "You drink like a girl."
"Ok. First of all, sexist. Second of all, you can't hold your wine worth shit, so don't get into it with me."
"Had a lot."
"That's... true."
Xander looked up at me with a moment's pure clarity. The look in his eyes electrified me.
"Kase, can we kiss? I really liked last time."
"That was so long ago."
"I think about it sometimes."
I tingled inside. "Me too."
"Can we?"
"It's kinda cheating."
"I know."
"Not right."
"I know."
"We shouldn't do that to Beth."
"Uuuggghhh. Fuck you and your... morals... and shit."
I patted Xander's head. "Good attitude. Well done. Let's get you some water."
****
I spent the night. Part of it in bed with Xander, but not nearly in any kind of secret or sexy way as I might have liked. He just fell asleep partly on top of me, was all, and for a time I thought maybe I kind of liked it.
But no. He was passed out. There was nothing really to be gained from it. No cute little moments or anything. Just some obnoxious snoring.
At least Lily was proud of me. I wasn't convinced I'd handled anything at all correctly.
"No but you did, though," she said. "You didn't help him cheat. That's pretty good."
"He wanted me to kiss him. And I said no."
"I mean, the cheating thing, remember. Plus he was drunk."
"Argh. True. But... yeah, no. He was drunker than I was. Not a good look."
"Exactly. What would it even mean like that?"
"Stop making good points! But yeah. Wouldn't have been worth it. Not like that."
"Correct. Stop beating yourself up. You did great. Like, way better than a lot of my friends would in similar situations."
"... getting drunk with their brothers and making out with them?"
"Not that similar."
"Oh."
"You didn't make out thought, right?"
"No. Alas."
"Good. Thought I'd missed something."
"I might have an excuse to show him my butt next time. If he remembers. And goes along with it."
"Well there, see? Some good came of it all."
"How sarcastic are you being?"
"Like a solid seven, probably. You're gonna show Xan your butt?"
"If it seems like it'll play ok, maybe."
"Why?"
"To prove I'm better at anal than he thinks."
Lily was silent a moment. "Your relationship is something uniquely special, huh?"
"You could say that."
"Please don't try fucking your ass in front of your brother. It's not the power move you think it is."
"Ok, obviously I wasn't going to go that far."
"How far, then?"
"Well... just drop my panties and wait for him to chicken out, durr. Wave a dildo around like it's going up my butt, maybe. He'd never actually watch me do anything."
"So you think."
"Ok, so maybe it's all a stupid idea and I know it, ok?"
"Good."
"It made more sense when I wasn't entirely sober."
"When you were drunk off your tits?"
"I was not that drunk. And also, how drunk would you have to be for-"
"Don't ask me. I don't know what tits have to do with anything."
"Well you said it."
"And I regret everything."
"Yeah. Me too."
****
Chapter Ten: Kasey at Twenty-Seven
****
"Your brother's divorce is taking a toll," Mom said.
"I know."
"Then I don't know why you keep smiling so much."
I forced my lips back to neutrality for a moment, but it didn't stick. "Come on. It's gonna be good for him. He'll be happier."
"You know that?"
"Yes."
"I'm not convinced."
"Trust me. Once he gets over Beth, Xan'll be way happier. She's only holding him down."
"That's not nice."
"Hey, she's the ex now. You're allowed to be petty toward her."
"It's amicable. They may stay friends."
"It's less spiteful than most. That's not the same as amicable. You know she was screaming at Xan that she's gonna be too old to have kids and it's all his fault wasting her time like that?"
Mom winced. "No. Did she?"
"Mmhm. I mean, what the hell, though? You'd think she'd make sure they were on the same page about kids if that's all she wanted."
"It wasn't all she wanted."
"No. But a big part of it, though."
"Perhaps."
"I don't think Xan wants kids at all."
"Maybe he's just not there yet. Some people take longer than others to settle down."
"Kids aren't just about 'settling down' Mom. There's way more to it than that."
"You'll understand some day."
"Doubt it. I'm not having any."
"Since when?"
"We've had this talk."
"I think I'd remember."
"You just forgot. Probably got too excited thinking Xan was gonna have kids. Ok, well, right. I'm not having kids. There, had the talk. Again."
Mom sighed. "Yes, it's all coming back to me. Somehow I'd forgotten."
"You actually knew I wasn't before I told you, if I recall."
"Yes, I'd forgotten. You were right. I got excited over Xander and Beth." Mom drummed her fingers and eyed me. "But you've changed over the years. Maybe-"
"Don't take that tone with me, Mom. It's not happening."
"The right boy. That's all it takes."
"Not in my case."
"Why not?"
"Xan's the right boy. And for a variety of reasons, kids are not on the table."
Mom rolled her eyes. "Ok, yes you'd be good together. If you weren't both my kids, obviously. But that doesn't mean you need to give up on finding someone for real."
"Enh. Might just move in with Xan and start a life together and-"
"Kasey!"
"Lots of sibs do it, Mom. The spinster aunt types."
"Xander can't be an aunt. And neither of you can, for that matter, if neither of you has children."
"Well played. You've really outfoxed me on that one. Guess I'd best go get preggers with some random idiot then."
"Don't be crude, dear."
"No really. Unprotected sex with multiple strangers here I come!"
Mom sighed. "Whatever did I do to deserve such wonderful and loving children?"
"You're just lucky I guess."
****
"So it's done?"
Xander nodded wearily. "It's done."
"Official?"
"Official."
"Nice."
I offered my closed fist to be bumped. Xander just rolled his eyes at me.
"It was all pretty brutal. I thought getting married was too complicated. Turns out getting unmarried is worse."
"Yeah? Why was it so bad anyway? Thought it was just, like, signing some papers and done."
"In theory. Reality got more complicated."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. We both maybe got a little petty about some stuff."
"I thought it was all supposed to be pretty friendly. As these things go."
Xander shrugged. "It was. Doesn't mean there wasn't still some pettiness involved."
"Ah. Well remind me never to get married then."
"Don't have to. Marriage between siblings is rather frowned upon."
I grinned. "Oh really. You proposing already?"
"I just said-"
"I heard you. But it means you were thinking about me and you, huh?"
"That's not what it means."
"Yeah it is. I never brought it up, did I?" I tossed my head flippantly. "Who says I'd even want to marry you?"
"Seriously?"
"I don't need no man holding me down."
"You've been pining after me since... forever."
"Nope. I'm all emotionally mature and shit these days."
"You wish you were."
"I am."
"So... you're not interested in me anymore?"
"Oh I definitely am. Can't seem to shake that whole thing. But I'm content to just be sibs. I can live with that."
Xander drummed his fingers thoughtfully. "You know... weirdly this is probably the time in my life when I could most use you being obsessed with me."
"Didn't time that very well, did you?"
"Apparently not."
"You'll be fine. Get right back to dating loads of girls and banging 'em."
"There have never been 'loads of girls'."
"Sure there have. Used to always have someone to mess around with. I remember."
"Yeah. You remember through the eyes of a jealous sister, maybe."
"That's-"
"Despite your hangups, you've never been that far behind me."
"I've been way behind everyone."
"Not hardly. That thing you had with Brendan, for instance? That wasn't nothing. If not for Beth, you would have had a longer and healthier relationship than I ever did. And actually you may well have me beat on healthier, as it turns out."
"We split up."
"Sure. But not after an ill-advised marriage."
"I advised against it, for the record."
"Yes. I remember."
I squirmed uncertainly. "I don't know, though. I've been broken so long-"
"You were never broken, Kase."
"Yeah I was. Am. There's stuff I don't like. I wanna be with my brother. That's not normal."
"That's the best argument you got?"
"Shut up. I can do better."
"No you can't. You've figured stuff out. It shows." Xander shrugged. "Maybe that's just all it was. Maybe you're a late bloomer, is all."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"Well... you... might have a point. Maybe."
"Damn straight I might."
It actually made me kind of anxious to think that I was swinging around to being something like normal. I didn't know what to do with it. Xander at least kind of made sense.
And when I thought about it, maybe a big part of my problem had been trying to force things that shouldn't be forced. Maybe I should have just let things happen slower for me.
But then, too, maybe if I hadn't forced some things, maybe I wouldn't know all the things about myself that I knew, and maybe I'd be worse off.
Life. So friggin' complicated.
****
"So you guys gonna hook up now or what?" Lily asked.
"Can't imagine so."
"Dang."
"What's that mean?"
Lily shrugged. "I guess I'm kinda rooting for you. I dunno."
"We can't actually be together, you know."
"You're both single."
"He's still my brother."
"That's never bothered you. Don't act like I don't know that."
"Well... I know we shouldn't though. We both do. Doesn't matter if... if we're both available, and maybe kinda lonely, and it'd be pretty great, and... stuff."
"That's a really compelling argument."
"Shut up."
"I think you should at least give it a go."
"What, you think I haven't?"
"Not when it counted."
"When does it count."
"Now. It counts now."
"Oh gee, so specific."
Lily shrugged. "Just sayin'."
"Just you wait until you have a weird, unfortunate crush going on. Then see how I prod you about it. Won't be so fun then."
"If I ever fall for my brother, I'll be sure to let you know."
"You haven't got a brother."
"I know. Makes me a lot safer."
"Just wait until I knock up your mom. Then we'll see who's laughing."
Lily cracked up. "What, like a brother thirty years younger than me is gonna be a romantic problem? Bish, please."
"Good to know that's the only problem you have with me fucking your mom."
Lily patted my hand. "Honestly, if you can swing it, you have my blessing."
"You're a weird girl, Lil."
"Thanks."
****
"You know going out with you is the thing I look forward to these days?" Xander said.
"What, you only now look forward to it?"
"No, I mean I always did. But, like, it's so super obvious now that it's the best thing I got going on. I think it was for a lot of the time I was with Beth. I just didn't realize it then."
"Yeah. Sex complicates that stuff."
"Believe it or not, it really does."
"I know. I just said that."
"Yeah, but not in a tone like you fully believed it."
"I don't know. Sex is complicated. Sometimes in good ways, sometimes in bad ways. But it's complicated."
"Some people don't think so."
"Some people are idiots though. They end up with STIs and babies and shit and are like 'oh no how did this happen?' and it's like... durrr."
"True."
"At least you didn't make a baby with Beth."
"That's a very good point. That coulda been horrible."
"Coulda been."
Xander fidgeted with his coffee cup. "Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"You ever think about these kinda being like dates?"
I tensed slightly, in a fluttery kind of way. "Do you think they are?"
"Well... they kind of are, right? They're kinda basically like what dates are. Except with a lot of talking, mostly, and no kissing and stuff."
"I think that's just how being friends works, mostly."
"Right, sure."
Xander was still fidgety.
"What are you really thinking?" I asked.
"God, I don't know. I'm all confused. Maybe I need some for real, actual dates."
"Probably."
"But... I don't know how to get them."
"... beg pardon?"
"I don't!"
"You absolutely do."
"No I mean, I thought I did. I used to. But now all of a sudden I want to and just... can't."
"Why not?"
"I don't know! Maybe I'm getting too old. Maybe I wasted my best years already."
"You're not even thirty yet."
"I'm getting close." Xander shrugged miserably. "Maybe my youth was the main thing I had going for me."
I snorted. "Your youth. Right. Nah, dude. It's easier when you're younger, but just like 'cause everyone's durdling around looking for something. People get more set as they get older. Dating pool gets smaller and more complicated."
"Yeah. That's part of it, probably."
"You might just have to work at it more."
"Maybe. Maybe I should just give up though."
I rolled my eyes. "Seriously?"
"Yeah. It just feels bad with all the rejection and lack of interest and lack of options and whatever."
"Uh huh." I stood up, carefully walked around to Xander's side of the table, bent down, and kissed him. I didn't hold it long, but enough to register it properly. "Call this a date, then," I said softly. "Get some confidence back."
He stared at me, stunned and fighting a smile. "That doesn't count."
"What, you need a longer kiss?"
"That-"
"'Cause you'd have to earn it. This was your only freebie."
"My only one, huh?"
"Yep."
"So if I tried to kiss you again right now-"
I danced back lightly, just out of his range. "Don't even think about it."
Xander stood and advanced on me. I skipped back again, smiling broadly at him.
"I thought about it," he said.
"Too bad you're so old. You'll never catch me."
Xander made an indignant noise and lunged for me. I darted away and out the front door. He was still after me, so I ran.
I was laughing, somehow keeping ahead of Xander despite not taking my flight all that seriously. Maybe it was just because he was trying to maintain some level of decorum and I wasn't. He shouldn't have bothered. Half-assing chasing his sister down was worse than just going for it as far as dignity was concerned.
He caught me eventually. Of course he did. I would have had to make sure if he didn't manage it on his own. But it was more of a thrill when it was for real, and his hands were on me, arresting my progress all at once.
I breathed hard and shallow from my brief run, but more so from feeling Xander's grip on me, reeling me in.
"Does this count as earning it?" he asked.
"There's so many people around," I replied softly.
"So?"
"So you're gonna kiss your sis in front of them."
"They don't know."
"We do."
Xander nodded, but it only made him hesitate for a second. He pulled me even closer and kissed me.
Fuck it was a good kiss. Like out of a romantic movie. The kind of kiss where the world stops and the camera pans around while triumphant music plays. The kind where I got all melty and wanted to fall into Xander's arms and let him carry me away... somewhere.
It was right up there with our kiss back from before his wedding. That one perfect kiss I thought I'd get. This one was perhaps a little less spontaneous, but the buildup to it was fun and beautiful in its own right.
I was sent right back to my days of pining over my brother, and my memories of curling up and replaying the kiss in my head over and over. Only this was fresh and real. Actually happening. Doing all the things to me that nothing else could match. Shooting thrills and tingles all through me.
I was even more breathless afterward. I gazed at Xander with wide, adoring eyes as he stared right back, searching for my reaction.
"Maybe I shouldn't have done that," he said.
"No, you definitely should have."
I reached over and caressed his cheek, brushing it with my thumb. He leaned into my touch ever so slightly.
"I'm very confused," he said.
"I know." I kissed him again, just soft and quick. "It's a confusing time. Mostly for you. But generally."
"Are you confused?"
"No. Uncertain, maybe."
"About what?"
"Same things as you, probably. More or less. And probably some things that you haven't considered."
"What makes you think I haven't considered those things?"
"Because I've thought about stuff like this way more than you have."
"Oh. Yeah, probably, huh."
"Definitely. Plus, you're kinda on the rebound. Fogs the mind."
"I don't think I am."
"You hundred percent are. And I'm not getting too invested until I know you're over it."
"Tell that to our kiss just now."
I blushed and looked away for a second. "Told you. Freebie."
"No, the first one was a freebie. The long one was... something else."
"Yeah, well, that's your fault." I poked my finger into Xander's chest.
"Not hardly. I only accept half the blame for that. Don't think I missed how hard you were kissing back."
I flushed even warmer. Of course he knew. And yeah, I was easily as much to blame as he was. But we had to be smarter than that. I certainly did. There was way, way too much at stake.



"You're right," I said. "But for real, Xan, we need to be careful."
He nodded slowly. "True."
"And... and I definitely need to know what's going on with you before I let us do anything else."
"Even if I wanted to kiss you more?"
It was the hardest thing I'd probably ever done to press a hand to Xander's chest and take a full step back to put him at literal arm's length. "Please don't," I whispered. "Not right now."
"Yeah. Yeah ok." Xander swiped a hand through his hair. "You're probably right. I think maybe partly... partly I'm just looking for something. And I knew I could get it from you. That's not fair."
"It's not."
"Sorry."
"It's ok. I knew what I was doing."
"I don't want to do stuff like that. Especially... god, especially not to you."
"I know." I smiled humourlessly and patted Xander's chest. "You just need some time. And some thinking."
"That's all I've had lately. Even before Beth and I were officially done."
"Take some more."
"Ugh."
"I know. But... seriously."
"Yeah. You're right." Xander struggled with something for a moment. "Can we still go out again maybe next week?"
My lips quirked into something more like a real smile. "As siblings? Or as a date?"
"... I don't know yet. Maybe both."
I tingled a little, but tried not to let it show. "Let's hope both." I held up a warning finger. "But if it's at all datey, it's only gonna be innocent, yeah?"
"Yeah. Of course. You're my sis-ter. What else would it be?"
I couldn't decide how best to answer that question, and decided it was best just not to say anything.
****
"Holy shit, for real?"
I nodded at Lily's reflection in the mirror, trying and failing to hold back a goofy smile. I focused hard on getting my subtle makeup just right in an effort to control my reactions.
"Yep," I said.
"Like... a for real date though?"
"We're gonna give it a try. We've been working toward it."
"Oh my god!" Lily squealed and hugged me from behind. "This is fucking exciting!"
"You're telling me?"
"I've been waiting so long for this."
"And you think I-"
"No no, I know it's been even longer for you. But... ah!"
Lily was vibrating. Actually physically shaking her arms to release nervous energy as she paced around behind me.
"We kinda just kept our little coffee dates going," I said. "Seeing how it went. But, like, I think we're ready for more."
"What does 'more' mean? Like... fun times?"
"We're taking it slow, Lil. We have to."
"I can't believe the patience you have. I woulda jumped him as soon as the divorce was signed."
"One doesn't simply jump one's brother."
"You could have. I've seen the way he's been looking at you lately. He woulda let you take him to bed any time you wanted."
I had to put my makeup away. It was as good as it was gonna get. The way Lily was winding me up, I could only make things worse at this point.
"You think I'm gonna take him to bed?"
"I'm saying you could. I'm surprised you haven't. That's all."
"You know... it's probably good this didn't happen a few years ago. I probably would have by now."
"Why is that good."
"Seriously?"
"Ok, yeah. It's good. You're right. Ugh. I just want... I want you to get him, Kase. You've wanted him forever."
I clenched my fist for a second, just trying to do something with all the nerves Lily was firing up in me.
"That's why I gotta be so careful," I said quietly. "It'd be so easy to fuck everything up. I'm still not a hundred percent sure Xan's not just rebounding on me. He knows he was kinda doing it. It's not just me."
"It'd never be totally just a meaningless fling. You have to know that."
"I know."
"Good. Xan loves you."
"I know that too."
"You two are perfect for each other."
"I don't know about perfect..." I smiled slow and wide at myself in the mirror. "But pretty good, right?"
"So good!" Lily clapped her hands on my shoulders and stood behind me. "Get him, Kase. He's all yours."
"Would you please stop being the devil on my shoulder?"
"Not likely."
"I've learned a lot. I'm patient. I want to do this right, if it's going to happen at all. I don't need-"
"Whoa, what was that?"
"I-"
"Do you think it might not happen?"
"That's a possibility with dating."
"But... but... even with Xan?"
I put my hand up to my shoulder, patting Lily's fingers. "If it's not right, then yeah. I have to somehow be strong enough to recognize it. I don't know if he'd see that right now. That makes things trickier, and even more important that I'm smart about it."
"What the hell happened to the lost little sister ready to do anything for her brother?"
"She grew up some, Lil. Maybe not enough, but some."
Lily sighed and rested her chin on my shoulder. "You do rather kill the romance of it all, you know."
"Sorry."
"Please just fall in love with each other and live happily ever after."
"I will certainly do my best."
"That's all I ask."
****
It was a proper fancy restaurant and everything. Like we were real adults on a real date. Which, in fact, we were.
As much as I hated this need I had to go slow and really evaluate where we both were at, I had to admit it added a certain necessary something to dating my brother. I could have just gone with my feelings and let passion dictate my actions, but in some ways this was better.
It meant sitting across from Xander over candlelight for the very first time was nerve-wracking in a way that I never would have thought he could make me feel. My mind was whirring along like crazy. I was nervous like a girl out for the very first time with a boy she super liked but didn't know that well.
I knew Xander. Knew him as well as anyone could know anyone else. And yet I was nervous and anxious and excited, and too many other things to keep track of.
"So this is kinda weird, huh?" Xander said.
"A little."
"But... good, I think."
"Me too. The wine's nice."
"And... you look nice."
I blushed and took another sip, making eyes at Xander over the rim of my glass. "Thanks," I mumbled.
We sat in awkward silence for a moment.
"Is it just me, or is this harder than it should be?" Xander asked.
"It's not just you."
"But why, though? It should be so easy."
"'Cause it's for real."
"What?"
"Yeah. It's a real date. Our first one."
"It's not. We've had loads."
"Transitions from just hanging out. They weren't full dates. They weren't at fancy-pants places like this. They weren't all dressed up, with people around to see us and know we're... well, doing whatever it is we're doing."
"Dating," Xander said softly.
My tummy fluttered a little more helplessly every time I was reminded of it. "Yeah. That."
"I was so nervous before picking you up tonight."
"Pff. I'm still crazy nervous."
"Yeah?"
"You kidding me? Of course I am."
"Ok, good. Me too." Xander tapped at his silverware, then had to forcibly restrain his anxious fidgeting. "I couldn't stop thinking about this. About you."
"Jeez, it's just a date," I teased even while my tummy was flipping out on me.
"With my sister."
I sucked in a sharp breath. "True."
"And, like, I don't know if there's ever been so much riding on a date for me before. I never used to care."
"Yeah, well, just think of it like the old days. This goes bad, you can always find another girl to go out with."
"You know that's not true."
"We can't be too stuck on this working, Xan. We need to be ok if it doesn't."
"... what the hell happened to you? Seriously. With the being all mature and stuff about this."
"I'm not, really. But I'm getting better at faking it."
"Ha, yeah, ok." Xander took a deep breath. "I think maybe partly I'm nervous because... because I think I might be more invested in this than you."
"Well we both know that's not true. I've had ten years or more waiting for this."
"Exactly. You've had all that time to figure things out. To think about stuff and come to terms with it."
"You've had lots too. You've known about me for quite some time."
"That's different from feeling it."
I sat a little straighter, all on edge. "Feeling what?" I asked breathlessly.
Xander fussed with his silverware again, avoiding direct eye contact for a moment. "Feeling what you feel. Those same things."
"How do you know?"
He looked straight at me. "Because I haven't been able to get you out of my head."
"You... haven't?"
"Do you even know how insane I've gone?"
"I have an inkling, sure."
"No but for real. You remember that first time we kissed?"
"You think I'd forget that?"
"No, but I wasn't sure it meant as much for you as for me."
"You kidding me?"
"I'm not. Kase, that moment was with me all through my marriage."
"... so I'm a homewrecking little sister now?"
"No. Not hardly. That's all on me. I'm just saying... fuck. What am I saying? I just mean, like, you finding me that day. That kiss. That's what I thought about. Other stuff too, but mainly that. And then... I wanted more. I still want more. I think about you and... and it's bad, Kase. So bad."
I clenched my fingers. My toes balled up tight. I fought with every single muscle in me to maintain an illusion of holding it together. My head was swimming, and not from the wine.
"It was a good fucking kiss," I agreed.
"The best. I never... I honestly never had one that made me feel so good. Except that one with you on our... date. Our pretend date."
"It was partly real." I leaned forward, still tense, but resting my elbows on the table and trying to pretend like I could cope. "You don't know what those kisses did to me."
"I do. That's what I'm saying. They were worse for me."
"Doubt it."
"Kase, they made me realize the same things I think you already knew."
"Such as?"
"Such as, like, maybe it's always been you, and I was way too slow figuring it out."
I brushed my hair back on one side. My fingers trembled too much to even do a good job of it.
"That's a hell of a line."
"It's not a line. I dated girls 'cause it felt nice and it's what I supposed to do. And I got married 'cause... well it didn't feel right, but again it was what I was supposed to do. And you were there falling for me like you're not supposed to do. And somehow I think you got it right."
"Arguable."
Xander took a deep breath. "This date doesn't feel right. And that's only 'cause we're both all tense and stuff. Or at least I am."
"Oh I definitely am."
"Maybe we put too much pressure on it."
"Agreed."
"But I want to try it again, Kase. I want to find what works for us. Because... I really, really want this to work. If I'd been smart, I would have run off with you before I was married."
I snorted. "You didn't want me then."
"I did. Just that I didn't know it. I kissed you and it made me feel so good for that moment. So free. So happy. Like everything could just be easy, and we could have what we wanted. Then I married Beth anyway."
"You did."
"I thought about you so much. I wanted to kiss you again."
"I remember."
"I think I know what you went through all those years. I'm sorry about that. But I don't want to do that. I just want... you."
I went for a sip of my wine to buy a few seconds, but realized in time that it was just as likely I'd spill the rest of the glass as get it safely to my lips.
Instead, I reached halfway across the table and took Xander's hand. He felt a little less trembly than me, but neither of us was in any great state of self-control.
"Well we'd best try this again, then," I said softly but firmly.
Xander smiled in relief. "Definitely."
"And maybe... maybe it was a good enough date that we still should kiss after."
"I think that's a good idea."
"I'll call Lily and see if she can pick us up."
"Why? Neither of us drank that much."
"I don't know about you, but I wouldn't trust myself to drive a straight line right now."
"Hm. Yeah. Fair."
****
Xander and I were fully making out by his car when Lily showed up. Like really quite aggressively. It had started out as just a nice, gentle kiss that slowly got deeper as we discarded our anxieties and just went for it.
It was something more primal than our previous attempts. Not the single moment of pure beauty that it could have been, but something needier and perhaps more meaningful in a different kind of way.
Xander had me pressed up against the side of his car, hands on my sides at first, slowly working down to my hips and up to my shoulders. I held him to me, encouraging him to press as tight as he wanted.
Our fondling was fairly innocent as these things went. Especially considering how fiercely our lips were locked, and the increasing ferocity of our tongues dancing with one another.
He could have touched me anywhere he wanted. Absolutely anywhere. But he didn't even go for the obvious boob or butt grab. I, likewise, mostly behaved myself with my hands, even though I would have been just as free to wander.
I was annoyed when a car pulled up next to us. Annoyed at the interruption. I wanted more time with Xander. More of him on me. Of his mouth and his hands. And, being hornily honest, the hardness I felt rubbing against my lower areas. I'd never in my life been so eager to grind right back on a boy. My panties were fucking soaked. I just wanted more.
"Excuuuse me," called a cheerful voice. "I'm looking for my friend and her bro-ther. You haven't seen them, have you?"
Xander and I somehow stopped, panting and breathless, still searching each other's eyes before finally wrenching our gazes to the side.
There sat Lily in her idling car. Cherubic face beaming over at us with the sort of innocence reserved for the very, very amused.
"You didn't let me know you were here," I said, unable to let go of Xander lest my legs give out on me without his support.
"I did, actually," Lily said.
"Your phone's been buzzing," Xander confirmed.
"It has?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. Why didn't you say?"
"Are you kidding?"
I blushed and tried taking a tentative step away from Xander. I didn't fall over. That was a good sign.
"How drunk did you two get?" Lily asked.
"Not hardly at all, really," I said. "Don't think we even made it to a second glass."
"Seriously? And you're still making out like this in the parking lot?"
"Shhh."
"What? It's not like anyone else here knows you're sib-"
"Shush!" I tugged at Xander. "Come on."
"And why am I picking you up anyway? I thought you must have-"
I flung open the back door on Lily's car and climbed in. Xander was right behind me. He fell partly on top of me, probably on purpose, and we spent a long moment giggling and pretending to try and get ourselves straightened out, while in fact just getting some sneaky feels in.
"Hey! This is not that kind of car, you two," Lily protested. "This is me graciously picking you two up so you don't crash on the way home. Although with you guys not being drunk I still don't get why."
"Go on a date with your brother sometime," I said, giving Xander a last kiss before buckling myself in. "Then maybe you'll get it."
"That kind of only works for you."
"Well then... I don't know. Meet the right girl, maybe. One who does things to you."
"Does things to me? Like-"
"Not dirty things. I mean, like... like basically makes you drunk just 'cause you're with her."
Xander looked at me. "Is that what I do?"
"Tonight you did. And you know it, 'cause you're in no better shape than I am."
Xander grinned. "True."
We were under way, but Xander ignored that and undid his seatbelt. He scooted over next to. I raised my chin defiantly, like I wasn't going to submit to more kisses, but I was fooling no one.
"Hey! Back in your seat!" Lily said.
We ignored her. Xander's lips were on mine. His tongue brushed between them. My arms went around him. Fuck, why was this so good? And how the hell were we just gonna do this in front of Lily?
Then again, she'd seen everything anyway. What was a little more?
****
I woke up next to my brother.
It took a moment for the realization to sink in, but when it did I smiled so wide it almost hurt. I would have curled up tighter with him, but for the fear of disturbing him. The longer Xander stayed asleep, the better.
For a time, I just watched him. I felt his close presence, listened to his soft breaths, and studied his peaceful face.
My bladder, having awakened me the first place, protested my inaction. I ignored it to the level best of my abilities, but I could only get away with that for so long.
Only with great reluctance did I finally slip away from Xander and patter off to the bathroom.
Lily was waiting for me when I stepped back out. Apparently her senses were tingling. Or she'd been specifically waiting for me to get up. One or the other.
"Sooo?"
I tried to brush past her, to no avail.
"So what?"
"Don't be coy. The state you're in, it doesn't work even a little."
I swiped at my hair. I'd seen a brief reflection of myself and my generally rumpled appearance, but hadn't cared even slightly until just now.
"Xan?
"Of course Xan. What happened?"
My smile beamed out cautiously, bringing along a faint, mildly embarrassed flush of my cheeks.
"He's still sleeping," I said softly.
Lily's eyes widened, then narrowed again as she swept them up and down me. "I almost got excited there for a second. But you're still wearing the same thing you were last night. More or less. It never came off, did it?"
I tried to smooth out my dress. Lily was correct. Neither Xander or I had lost our clothes last night. Well, maybe a few things.
"It was just sleeping," I said.
"No it wasn't."
"Ok, there was some kissing, maybe."
"Some? The way you two were going at it in the car, I can only imagine what happened when you were alone."
"Yeah, I bet you imagined."
"How exciting did it get? Tell me!"
I blushed deeper and tried not to think of my lack of panties under my dress. That wasn't really for naughty reasons so much as they'd just been too fucking wet to sleep in comfortably, and I'd kicked them off at some point.
"I'm amazed I could sleep at all," I said.
"Mmhm. But you did."
"Yep."
"And Xan did."
"Mmhm."
"Did he need... help with that?"
Lily made a jerking off gesture with her hand.
"Would you stop. None of your business."
"Of course it's my business." Lily wrapped her arms around me in a surprise hug. "Mmm, I'm so happy for you anyway. Whatever you got up to."
"Lots of kissing. Lots." I started melting again just thinking about it. "And some feeling. Actually lots of that too."
"I bet."
"Mostly PG."
"Really?"
"I mean... kinda."
"Somehow I bet no one watching would have classified it as nearly so innocent."
I squirmed some, finally pushing Lily away. "It wasn't. Oh my god it wasn't. Lil, I've never been so horny in my life."
Lily beamed excitedly. "That a girl!"
"I mean, it really wasn't anything too crazy naughty or anything. But oh my god though. It did things to me..." I shook my head. "Shit, you know in porn and stuff and the girls supposedly get all drenched and want it so bad?"
"I'm familiar."
"... personally or in porn?"
Lily just grinned.
"Ok, well, I think I got it. For the very first time. I understood it."
"See, there ya go."
"But it took making out with my brother."
"Well yeah. You need the right person. That's what it's all about."
"And that's Xan?"
"You know it is. Why are you even asking that? He's been the right guy for... what, like a decade or something?"
I grinned shyly. "Yeah. I guess that's right, huh."
"Damn straight."
"It was so gooood."
"I bet."
"Like oh my god, though. How am I supposed to be all chill and take it slow and... and..."
"Breathe, Kase. You're doing fine."



"I just wanna jump back in bed with him."
"That's good."
"It's not! I don't just... jump into bed with guys. With any of them. And, like, where's my control?"
"Just enjoy it. Seriously. Have fun. It's Xan. You don't need to date. You know each other as well as you ever will."
"I mean... ok, yeah. Sure. But-"
"No buts. Get back in there. Be a slutty li'l sis. Enjoy yourself."
I gasped in indignation even as I allowed Lily to shoo me back to my room. "You know I was trying to get back anyway before you waylaid me."
"I needed to know what was happening."
"No you didn't."
"Yes I did. Now go. Stop arguing."
I stood back in my room, door safely shut behind me, Lily on the other side. I stared at Xander for a moment and wondered if I dared change my clothes. Crawling back in while still wearing my dress didn't sound like the best, but I didn't quite dare strip down to undies. Especially with my panties jettisoned the night before.
Fully changing into maybe, like, a sleep shirt or something might make sense. With or without panties depending on how bold I felt.
I slipped out of my dress and what few underclothes remained. I took a moment to purge my face of the tactical makeup I'd applied the day before. It shouldn't have been left on overnight, but something about falling asleep with my brother had distracted me from dealing with it.
After cleansing my face and throwing on what I considered my cutest baggy sleep shirt, I turned around and found Xander lazily staring right at me.
I tutted indignantly and put my hands on my hips. "How the hell long have you been awake?"
"Long enough."
"And you just watched me change?"
"Well... it seemed like a shame not to."
"I wasn't ready for you to see me... naked."
Xander shrugged, clearly not about to be ashamed of his choice. And in all honesty, I was more secretly thrilled than I was upset. In a nervous kind of way, granted, since I really hadn't been prepared for it, and being naked for someone new was never the easiest thing. Even Xander. Maybe especially him.
"To be fair, I only saw you from the back," he said.
"Uh huh. Nothing in my mirror at all?"
"... maybe a few flashes of boob."
"Right."
Xander reached out a hand, beckoning me back toward him. "It all looked good."
"That's not even the point."
But it was, actually, and I wished I'd thought of some way to trick him into complimenting me more specifically.
"I'm sorry I peeked at you while you were naked right in front of me."
"You were sleeping!"
"I mean-"
"I thought you were sleeping!"
"Mmhm. And I appreciate it."
"Ugh. You're just the worst first thing in the morning, you know that?"
"Just wait until we do even naughtier things. Then see how insufferable I am."
Maybe panties would have been a good idea. Soaking them was far better than letting it all just run down my thigh. Probably. It wouldn't get that bad anyway, I hoped.
Or maybe I wanted to soak myself. I didn't know. I wasn't used to this. Even with Brendan, horniness had to be carefully coaxed out of me. Then there was fucking Xander who could lie there all rumpled and unapologetic and make me all confused and abuzz.
"What makes you think we're doing naughtier things?"
"Didn't you always say you'd basically do anything I wanted?"
"Ha! Is that what you think?"
"Well you said it."
"Mmhm. In my younger days. When I was such an innocent. Not at all capable of looking after myself. You missed your chance, Xan. I'm far cleverer these days."
"And yet you still accidentally got naked for me. How clever do-"
I growled and pounced on Xander. It shut him up for a few seconds, but didn't really accomplish much else. Except to get us rubbing and grinding on each other some, which was its own reward, really.
"I should never have let you in my bed already. You're just gonna be a little shit about it."
Xander laughed and rolled on top of me. He did it so easily, and only partly because I let him. As if I needed to be any wetter, or for the butterflies inside me to whirl any faster. It was simply unfair the way he could pin me down whenever he wanted, and just how little emotional defense I had for it.
"I'm just happy, is all," he said. He got close and gave my cheek some light kisses, eventually culminating in me turning my head so he'd kiss my lips instead.
"Of course you're happy. You've got someone to rub your dick on."
Xander grinned. "Sure. But it's not even about that. I just... fuck, Kase. I'm so much happier already. It's so much easier with you. And I don't mean sex-wise, 'cause that's still more complicated."
My heart pounded and I tried to squirm from under Xander. I didn't try very hard, though, and just ended up rubbing on his boner more than anything.
"You're happier, are you?"
"Yeah. So much. Aren't you?"
"Even without sex?"
"Mmhm. It's just, like, that stuff seemed so important before. With Beth. With Milly. Zoey. Anyone. It was always basically about sex as, like, the driving force, whether it was happening or not. And maybe it never should have been."
"Probably not."
"And then all these years with you, whenever we lived together or hung out or whatever, sex was never an issue."
"Couldn't be."
"Well... yeah, in a sense." Xander kissed me again. "It's just so nice, though. Not having to worry about it. Having a relationship built on lots of other stuff. Still wanting sex, but being ok if there isn't any."
"For real? All this and you'd be ok if we never fuck?"
It figured. He was the only boy who I'd ever been desperately horny for, and who I'd happily let seduce me into things. And now he decided he could do without sex if necessary. What the hell was that about?
And yet, there was something so sweet about it too. Knowing that I was different to him. Special. In a brand new kind of way from what I'd already known. It was so very conflicting.
"I really think I would, yeah."
"Tell that to your dick."
"Ha, yeah, ok. Maybe I should stop grinding on you, huh?"
"... well I didn't say that."
Xander bit his lip a second, and his rhythm hesitated, but he went right back to fully grinding on me like just the baddest big brother. Fuck I loved it.
Thank fuck he was still fully bepanted, because my shirt was not enough protection. He'd already pushed it up past my pussy, and was grinding on my thigh close enough to where he'd hit my soaked entrance sometimes, and even my clit. If I helped him out, he could be directly on it with every move. It took the resistance of a goddess not to move a little and make it happen.
"I'm probably gonna just cum in my pants here."
"Good. Do it."
"That's such a mess."
"Mmhm. But it'll be your mess and not mine, so that's fine."
"Mean."
"Practical."
I pressed back against Xander as best I could, giving him a little extra purchase for rubbing himself off on me. He groaned in a way that absolutely delighted me and only encouraged me to grind back on his cock.
The more I pressed to him, the more he rubbed on my thigh and missed my pussy altogether, but that was ok. I loved it. I was so into the little noises he made, and the increasing desperation of his thrusting. Especially the knowledge that I was helping my brother get off. That was a heady thought, and was keeping me on edge even without direct stimulation.
Xander eventually grunted differently and spasmed, and his rhythm went all to hell before he gave it up entirely.
"You came?" I asked.
He nodded. "Yep."
"In your pants?"
"Of course."
I grinned and gave him a lingering kiss. "Feel better?"
"Definitely. But also... kinda gross now. From the mess."
"Not from the questionable morality of getting off on your sister?"
"Not so much."
"Oh good."
I kissed him some more. I was definitely addicted to that part. There wasn't really any way I was giving up on the idea of sexier stuff, all in due time, but there'd be pure hell to pay if I ever had to give up on kissing Xander for any reason. That was non-negotiable at this point as far as I was concerned.
I began to regret getting Xander off, though. He wasn't grinding on me anymore, and I was still such a horny little thing. I wasn't used to this. To feeling my need so strongly, either alone or with someone.
"Do you need to get off too?" he asked.
"... maybe."
"You can't be more definite than that?"
"Do I need to be?"
"Kinda. Anyone else, I'd probably be trying to go down on you right about now. You... I mean, I know you don't always want certain things, and I don't want to put pressure on doing stuff you don't really want, and-"
Of all the times for a boy to be considerate about my lack of arousal. The one time I actually really needed some attention.
"Ok, I need it," I interrupted.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I'm horny as fuck, Xan."
He grinned with more than a little pride and a definite hint of smugness. "'Cause of me?"
"Well duh. No one else here."
He kissed me. He was still pinning me down. I couldn't get purchase to grind back on him the way I wanted, but boy was I trying.
"That's good for my ego," he murmured.
"Shush. It's not about you."
"Kinda is."
"Xaaannn, I'm horny, ok? Fucking just... just do stuff."
"Is that ok?'
"Yes!"
"You don't want to take it slower and-"
"You're fucking infuriating, you know that?"
"Just making sure. Consent is very important, you know. Good to be on the same page."
I was about ready to smack Xander, but he was already moving. Sliding down my body, in fact.
Instead of the anxiety and reluctance I might have felt under other circumstances, I just got more excited. I didn't know what he was going to try, but I knew it was going to be something dirty, and I was so ready for it.
God it was a weird feeling. Good. Exciting. Fun. But definitely weird.
I squirmed and clutched my hands up to my face. It was one of those moments where I wanted to both cover my eyes and see absolutely everything. I tried to wiggled my hips away from Xander, but it did nothing at all to stop him. He flipped my shirt up easily, baring my wet little pussy to him.
"Oh wow," he said.
"What? What's wrong?"
"Nothing. You're soaked, though."
"I'm not."
"You are. You must know that you are." Xander ran a finger across my slit, making me shiver.
"Ok. Maybe I do."
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about."
"Who says I'm embarrassed?"
"The fact that you're only barely looking at me."
"Shut up."
I grabbed a pillow and put it over my face, blocking Xander out. I still heard his laugh clearly.
Then his tongue was on me. He wasted no time at all burying his face in my snatch. Just going right for me. Apparently he thought it was ok. No warning or anything. No gentle working up to it. Gently teasing around the area. Just straight up licking my pussy.
It was, perhaps, the best feeling in the world. Our intense makeouts being the only real competition. In my horny state, being eaten out took the win, if only in the moment.
Xander pushed my legs farther apart. It wasn't quite the same feeling as being pinned down and grinded on, but it had a similar sensation of me being physically controlled for sexy purposes. And because it was Xander, it just made me wetter.
It was like he was lapping at a constant trickle of my arousal. I felt myself leaking more with every swipe of his tongue, replenishing what he stole.
Xander was clearly loving it. Not on the pure, visceral level I was, but he definitely was. Probably similar to how I enjoyed blowjobs sometimes. Only more so. His tongue was an enthusiastic little thing, flicking tirelessly over my clit and caressing the length of my aroused, puffy lips.
"Fuck you taste good," Xander whispered.
I tossed my pillow aside, daring to look down my body at my brother. "Well don't stop."
"You're enjoying it then?"
"Yeah."
Xander brushed his thumb over my clit, grinning up at me with a gleaming, wet chin. He dipped his head back down, lowering his mouth back to work, and sucked gently on my clit.
"Unfff," I moaned.
I let out more soft little noises, each one getting a pleased reaction from Xander. He'd be smug about it. Being the one to melt his frigid little sis and all. I was ok with that. For the way he was making me feel, he could be as smug about it as he damn well pleased.
"Yes yes yesss," I hissed.
My hand found the back of Xander's head, stroking and encouraging him. I just wanted more. I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum on a boy's face. Another new one for me. But oh god I wanted it so badly.
He was going to do it. It was right there, bubbling to the surface. That feeling that I always had to find for myself, in some capacity. But Xander could do it for me. My beloved big brother. All it took was some sibling makeouts and his fantastic, adoring tongue all over my pussy.
And holy shit it was a good one. Like the best of my toy-assisted orgasms, but with an actual emotional element to it that made it deeper than anything I could do to myself. Someone I loved who loved me back, and who truly wanted to get me off.
Xander kept licking me while my toes curled and I held him down hard against me. He just kept tonguing me. My body tensed, my pussy spasmed, and little thrills ran up through me. If not for him holding my thighs back, I probably would have shut them on his head. I was lost for a long moment, and not fully in control of myself. He had control. My brother. Taking over me by virtue of licking me out so damn good.
I luxuriated in the orgasm. There was nothing else to be done. Just enjoy it and the aftermath, and the physical closeness of my brother. Who was still licking me, for some reason, even if it was only just occasional soft little swipes at this point.
"Holy fuck," I breathed.
Xander lifted his face again, somehow not looking quite as smug as I'd expected.
"You came?"
"What, you couldn't tell?"
"No, I was pretty sure. I just wasn't convinced I'd be able to do it for you."
"You seemed to have it pretty well under control."
He kissed the inside of my thigh. "Not faking it then, huh?"
"Nope. Thank god. Faking it gets exhausting, and it's like what's the point after a while?"
He kissed me again. He was gonna have to stop teasing me down there, or I'd shove him right back into my snatch and make him go again.
Maybe I should just do that regardless...
Xander laid another couple kisses on me, then flipped my shirt back down as though modesty was any kind of concern at this point. He crawled back up and went for a proper kiss, which I only just barely fended off.
"Hey, no! Your face is all full of pussy!"
"Mmhm. Yours."
"I don't want that."
"Why not?"
"That's weird."
"How is that the weird part?"
"It obviously is."
Xander chuckled softly. "Please can I have a kiss?"
He was looking at me with those eyes. Those damn eyes I couldn't refuse. Why did he have to look at me like that while I was riding high and feeling so damn vulnerable to anything he wanted?
"Fine. One."
He grinned and kissed me. Honestly, I didn't taste that bad. Arguably, it was even pretty good. I already knew that. I'd tasted myself before, just out of curiousity. It was even better coming from his lips than my finger or something. And maybe it was even kind of hot getting a kiss from my brother's lips after he'd eaten me out and made me cum. Maybe.
Xander pushed it and kept trying to kiss me more. I giggled and pushed his face away, even when he kept coming back. We got to wrestling again, but having both cummed already, it was a sillier, less overtly sexual kind of play-fighting. Much less grinding on one another this time around.
"I should probably clean up," Xander said.
"Mmhm. Probably."
"Unless you want me to do it again?"
"Don't tempt me."
"It's a serious offer."
"I know." I gave Xander a shove. "Go have a shower or something."
"Ok."
He grinned and sneaked another kiss before rolling out of bed and leaving me alone.
I lay right where I was for some time after. I still felt good. Floaty. Euphoric. Like nothing was quite real.
I didn't really know what to do with any of it. I could easily have said yes to Xander. Let him eat me out again. Maybe multiple times. All morning, if his jaw didn't give out.
But it was probably best not to get carried away just yet. Wasn't it? Or was that silly? Was that just me scaring myself and not really knowing what to do with sex that I was actually really into?
Lily might have some thoughts. And I had to get back out of bed sooner or later. I was getting hungry.
"You two seemed to be having a good time," Lily said airily.
"Spying were you?" I accused, entirely unconcerned.
"No spying required, thank you very much." Lily grinned nearly as smugly as Xander. "I don't think I've ever heard you enjoying yourself so much."
I looked away. "You heard that?"
"Some. Enough."
"Oh."
"But it was good, right? Not disappointing?"
"Definitely not disappointing."
"Good."
I smiled shyly. "Really good," I confirmed.
"What'd you do?"
"None of your business."
"Tell me anyway."
I shrugged and kept silent for all of eight seconds. "He licked me."
"Ooh, good brother."
"Mmhm."
"And you..."
"Oh I didn't do much, really. He came from, uh, rubbing on me. While we were making out and stuff."
Lily laughed in delight. "I'm happy for you, Kase. Really happy."
"Me too."
"So how come you're not in the shower with him?"
I thought about it. It was tempting. Xander would be all naked and wet, and probably hard again. Or he would be if I joined him, at least.
"Shouldn't push it right now."
"The hell you say."
"I'm serious."
"Maybe. But you're wrong. You're in love. You have the one you want. Enjoy it. Don't be so afraid."
"That's... that's not as easy as you make it sound."
Lily sighed and came over to give me a hug. "You love each other, Kase. It's gonna be fine."
"I know. But... I don't know what I'm doing. I've never really wanted someone before. I've been ok with doing stuff. But I've never wanted to do stuff. Not, like, actively. I haven't been desperate for it."
"You're desperate now?"
"Kinda. Maybe."
"So roll with it. Do what you want."
"What if it's too much all at once?"
"For him or you?"
"... both?"
"Well, if it's too much for you, then stop when you want to. If it's too much for him... oh who are we kidding? It won't be. He's so into you it's kinda painful."
"It's not quite that bad."
"Yeah it is." Lily smacked my butt and sent me yelping off toward the bathroom. "Go get him. I mean it!"
"I already did once. Stop trying to run my love life!"
"Then don't make me step in, how 'bout that? Get going!"
I sneaked into the bathroom, butt cheek still fresh off of Lily's sharp smack. As much as I wanted to be in charge of my own relationship, I was pretty sure I also wanted an excuse to let myself go and enjoy the present. If it took Lily bossing me around a little, then so be it.
"Kase?" Xander asked cautiously, apparently noting my entry.
"It's me," I confirmed.
"What ya doin'?"
"Having a shower."
I pulled off my shirt, leaving me all nakey and ready to hop in with him. My pussy was still a wet mess from earlier, and I felt it tingling back to life at the prospect of getting more time with my brother. Nevermind that we were both naked already and barely separated by a lonely shower curtain.
"I'm still in here."
I grinned with nervous excitement, trying not to tremble as I closed the gap and stepped in with Xander.
"Yeah. I know."
I didn't even get a chance to survey his wet, naked body. I was barely in with him before we were at each other, hugging tight, kissing, letting water run down around our joined bodies.




As I'd guessed, he was hard. Pulsing against me, in fact. Definitely happy to have me there, sharing the intimate space.
"For someone who never gets horny, you sure are horny today," Xander mumbled in between wet, sloppy kisses.
"You bring out the best in me."
"Apparently so."
"And... and fuck it. Xan, I love you. You've always been the one who could do this to me. Just... I didn't even know how badly you could make me need you. I didn't know."
"You make it really hard not to get a giant ego over this."
"I don't even care. Have the biggest ego you want. Just... keep doing this. Keep being you." I guided his hand to my pussy. "Keep making me feel things like no one else can. Keep reminding me why I'm yours."
"Are you mine?"
"Have been since forever." I looked at Xander very seriously. "I thought I could be in control. I can't. All of a sudden I have you, and you want me, and... it's like everything I learned doesn't matter. I couldn't even let you shower in peace. Though I partly blame Lily for that."
"I must remember to thank her."
"You really must."
We kissed again, firm and loving, and in that special way that made me all wobbly and melty and weak in my brother's arms. His finger started dancing on my pussy, adding special little tingles and thrills to my already overhyped body.
"We should take it slow," Xander said.
"Mmhm. Probably."
"I don't wanna fuck anything up with you."
"Me either."
"But I already licked your pussy. So obviously that's gotta be ok."
"I mean, if you really wanna do it again..."
Xander smiled wide as he sank to his knees. I leaned back against the wall and spread my legs for both balance and access. This was so new to me, but holy fuck could I get used to it.
****
Chapter Eleven: Kasey at Twenty-Seven Part Two
****
I couldn't get enough. Thankfully, Xander couldn't either.
His living situation was more complicated than mine, and my roommate already knew about and supported our relationship, so there were a lot of sleepovers at my place. A looottt.
It was easily the happiest and most carefree time of my entire adult career. It still scared me sometimes, but not for any rational reason. Nothing happened to make either of us think we were doing the wrong thing. Not by any means.
It might just have been a fear of change. An anxiety surrounding actually finally getting what I wanted. Maybe that was all it was.
It thrilled me to go out with Xander. To be in public with him on dates, or just running errands. Whatever it might be.
I loved holding his hand or sneaking little kisses. Anything that gave away that we were together. No one knew we were brother and sister. That was our secret. It was scary thinking that someone we knew would catch us sooner or later, but even that prospect just got me more worked up, and sometimes meant my panties were soaked by the time I got home.
I was a horny little thing like never before. Never ever. I wasn't sure whether Xander or I was more delighted about it.
"Can I ask you something?" Xander said one morning.
We were cuddled on the couch, having eaten breakfast and still mindlessly watching cartoons. It was all an excuse to be close anyway. Most things were.
I had Xander's cock out so I could play with it. Actually just play. I'd previously enjoyed jerking cocks off to make a boy feel good, but I was only just learning to selfishly appreciate them as toys. At least this specific one. I had so much fun making it hard in my hand, then holding or rubbing it and seeing what reactions I could get.
"Ask me anything. You know you can."
"Mmhm. Ok. Well, you remember when you used to dress like this back at home?"
I considered. I was only in panties and a tight little cami. There had indeed been that phase way back when.
"Sure."
"I just got thinking about it. I never asked at the time, but like, was that all an attempt to seduce me?"
I grinned and rubbed Xander's cock just a tad faster. "Maybe."
"It was, wasn't it?"
"Yeah. It was. Basically. I mean, I don't know about seduce. But get your attention, for sure."
"You know there were times I thought maybe you were actually just coming out of your shell."
"Not really. Except for you, if you'd wanted."
"That was mean. You know I couldn't do anything back then. Not with us both living at home."
"We coulda been sneaky."
"Really? You would have been ok with that? Sneaky makeouts, and that's it?"
"I'm sure it woulda been more than makeouts."
"Yeah, no, but I mean, there couldn't have really been any romance to it. Nothing more than whatever we could get away with unseen."
I sighed. "Yeah. That's true. I woulda been ok with it, I think. But it's better it didn't happen then. It sucks not having that time, kinda, but I think it woulda been worse that way."
"Mmhm." Xander had an arm around me and was casually feeling my tit through my thin top. "I think we're both wiser now. Not wise enough to not get with our sib, but something, at least."
"Wisdom's got nothing to do with who you want to be with. Just got to do with how you're with them, and what you'll accept in the relationship."
"That's... pretty deep."
"Thanks."
"I'ma have to process that some."
"You do that."
Somehow, thinking back to my phase of trying to dress slutty for my brother got me even more worked up. Or maybe that shouldn't have been a surprise. Juxtaposed with our relationship these days, it was kind of fun to think about what could have been going through his head back then, or how close I might have gotten him to doing something stupid.
"How much did I make you think about me?" I asked.
"Kind of a lot. It was confusing at the time. I was trying to, like, not be bad. You definitely got me hard a few times."
"Yeah?"
"Maybe more than a few."
"Oh good."
"I don't know. You kinda threw me right off though. Like, it actually weirded me out too much to really watch any incest stuff for a while."
"Oh. Whoops. Didn't mean for that."
"Nah, it's fine. I think... I think I was just too young to really understand everything about myself. I mean, we all are at that age, probably. They say you're an adult, but like, there's so much stuff you're still figuring out."
"I know, right?"
"And I was in no position at that time to ever accept that I could fall for my sister."
"You were frustrating that way, alright."
Xander's hand dropped from my chest down to my lap. He rubbed me over top of my panties.
"In hindsight, I think I could have fallen for you long ago, if I'd been willing to really think about it."
"Only when you're horny, I bet."
"Hm, maybe. That is a factor at times." Xander kissed me. "I don't know what might have happened. I'm just really enjoying what we have now."
I sucked in a breath as he pressed harder against my pussy through my undies. I was getting all worked up. More so than before, even.
Without stopping to think about it, I slipped out of Xander's grasp and knelt in front of him. He was in his boxers and shirt, cock sticking out through his underwear. I tugged at his boxers until he helped me get them off, and in the process guided him to sit his butt closer to the edge, and closer to me.
"What we have is pretty good," I said quietly, just before attacking Xander's cock.
I'd had some time to get used to having my brother whenever I wanted, basically, but not nearly enough to really adjust to it. It had been, what, two weeks maybe since that first sleepover? Three? Something like that. I had a hard time keeping it straight. If not for my work schedule, I might have lost track of time entirely.
Xander's cock twitched in my mouth as I wrapped my lips around him. My clit gave a little twinge in return.
It was a hard call whether I liked sucking him off better than having him lick me out. They were both good in their own way. I didn't really cum just from sucking him, which was probably the deciding factor there.
But I still fucking loved it.
My traditional favourite sexual activity, sucking and jerking, was improved tremendously with Xander. Before, it was something I was good at, something that kept the focus off of me. Now it was so much better, something I could truly get off on, and I was happy I had so much practice.
Even while learning to be more sexually selfish, I still craved the feeling of making Xander feel good too. It wasn't hard to do. But there was an even more special feeling when I took control of him and made him cum. When I knew that my skill and his love and attraction for me all came together to make him explode.
I gazed up at Xander while I worked his shaft. I grazed the base of his cock with my fingers, but mostly used my mouth to its full capability.
He felt so amazing in me. His little twitches, the steady but subtle flavours of his precum leaking into me, the constant warmth and hardness.
And the way he looked at me. I spent far too much time trying to meet his gaze, because that more than anything was what soaked me. My big brother's eyes looking at me, all full of love and lust and need.
I rubbed myself slowly at first but ever increasing to full masturbation while getting off on getting him off.
Lily wandered in mid-blowjob, bowl of cereal in her hand. It didn't stop me. Her presence still weirded Xander out somewhat. He wasn't used to having her around the way I was. It didn't faze me even slightly to have her there, but I felt the tension in Xander's legs, and a sudden reticence from his brotherly cock filling my mouth.
"Another fun morning, huh?" Lily said without any judgement. She plunked herself down in the recliner, not joining us on the couch. All the better for Xander's comfort level.
"You know you make Xan shy when you just walk in like that," I said, pulling my face off his lap and taking the chance to stroke him and spread spit and precum around with my hand.
"Need I remind you that if you want privacy-"
"Bedroom. Yeah yeah, I know."
"'K. Just so we're clear and all."
"Mmhm."
Xander was doing his best not to look at Lily, and unfortunately that led to less delicious eye contact as I went back to sucking him.
Halfway through her cereal, Lily put on a porn vid instead of the cartoons no one was watching. I wasn't sure if that helped Xander be more comfortable or not. It was the same brother and sister thing we'd watched a few nights ago, one of the rare evenings where Xander wasn't over.
Lily stuck a hand down her panties, rest of her cereal forgotten. She kept her eyes mostly on the screen, but I had the sense that it was a cover for actually watching us.
Again, an audience didn't bother me nearly as much as Xander. I was used to it. To Lily specifically. And if she wanted to get off to a sisterly blowjob playing out right in front of her, I didn't really mind.
Xander's embarrassment didn't stop him from cumming. I was too practiced, too good at what I did. And he loved his li'l sis sucking him off way too much.
I got his full load of cum in my mouth. I was really getting to love that part. Feeling Xander explode in me. Getting the taste of him all over my mouth. It made me so turned on. So horny. It was like sucking him off ramped up to something far beyond, if only for a moment.
About half Xander's cum went straight down my throat as I swallowed the initial shots. I held the rest on my tongue, savouring the moment, the taste, the knowledge that my brother was experiencing pure bliss for a few precious seconds, and all thanks to me.
Doing stuff with Xander had done so much to help me understand sexuality the way I assumed most other people probably just got. It all made sense with him. So much sense.
Which wasn't to say I was above still being the little sister sometimes rather than a sexual partner. Or maybe a combination of the two.
I climbed back atop Xander, deliberately pressing against his cock even as it softened. I went for a kiss and almost made it before he realized.
"Is there still cum in your mouth?"
I shook my head.
"There is, isn't there?"
I shook my head more vigourously.
"Kaaassse? Swallow, please."
I shrugged and swallowed, then opened my mouth wide to show off it being empty.
"That's better."
Xander then allowed a nice, deep kiss, though he broke it off before I really wanted to.
"You still taste like cum."
"Only makes sense. You did just cum all over my mouth."
"You know I'm not really into that."
"You're always kissing me tasting like pussy, aren't you?"
"That's different."
"So isn't."
"So is."
We just stared at each other, then turned as one to Lily.
"Ruling?" I asked.
Lily was still playing with herself, and wasn't even pretending to be watching porn instead of us. "I dunno. Get another mouthful and swap it a little, I'll see what I think."
Xander made a face and rolled his eyes. I cracked up.
"Not all that helpful," I giggled.
"And kinda pervy," Xander added.
"Need I remind you both that-"
"Yeah yeah. I know. We could have privacy if we wanted." Xander ran his hands up from my hips along my back, then back down to my butt. "I'm a little afraid if we stayed in Kase's room anytime we were horny... we'd never really do much else."
I enjoyed Xander's hands on me, feeling me up in my skimpy outfit. I was all worked up from that and from blowing him, and from Lily watching, and from being properly in love and it still being so fresh, and... and... just everything really.
Xander's fingers finally slipped into the front of my panties before I felt the need to guide them there myself. I sighed happily and curled up with my big brother while he rubbed my horny little pussy for me.
I felt so secure, loved, and taken care of.
****
"You two have really been going at it."
I shrugged, flicking my eyes over at Lily for a second.
"It feels good."
"Yeah I bet. I've seen it. It looks amazing."
I grinned. "It really, really is. Who would have thought that teenage me had it all figured out and I just needed to listen?"
"I mean, it always seemed like you did listen, there just wasn't anything you could do."
"Hm, yeah, maybe."
"Xan didn't want it back then."
"True. And I still try and tell myself that I wasn't ready yet anyway. I needed some more life experience. But I dunno. I probably could have been more forceful in seducing him or something. Coulda just gone for it."
"Kase, honey, you wouldn't have known how to seduce anyone back then."
"I... ok, yeah, that's a good point. But still, though."
Lily shifted a bit and slipped a pair of fingers inside herself. In Xander's absence, we were having one of our movie nights. In theory I shouldn't have needed them, but in practice I was horny like never before these days, and having an excuse to play with myself on a non-date night was kinda nice. Plus getting some quality time in with Lily, since I knew I'd been ignoring her somewhat lately. It was hard to think of anyone other than Xander some days.
"I know it feels like wasted time," Lily said while fingering herself. "I feel that sometimes about relationships. Failures or modest successes both. But, like, everything you go through kinda helps. Makes you more ready to handle the real thing."
"You think?"
"I hope."
"Ha, yeah."
I rubbed my pussy a little faster as I got thinking about Xander some more. I mostly ignored the porn we were watching.
Honestly, our incest porn viewings had always been something of a substitute for me. A way of fantasizing about Xander, or someone as close to him as I could get, which unfortunately often just meant witnessing someone pretending to be a brother while fucking their equally pretend sister.
Dirty stories had come closer for me, in that they allowed me more creative freedom in how I imagined the characters, and if I was selective I could get far more romance and connection than I ever could in videos.
Either way, they were only pale imitations of the real thing. I had actual, for real experiences now. Experiences that even in my memory hit me far harder than any porn could ever manage.
I still liked masturbating with Lily. Watching our incest vids. Maybe that was weird. I sometimes worried that maybe it was. I didn't worry too hard, though. It was just something we did, and something that was kind of nice for reasons I couldn't fully explain. Possibly even just for the sense of belonging and having someone to share these things with.
"Hey, Lily?"
"Yeah?"
"So I think Xan's really starting to want sex, and-"
"You haven't done that yet?"
"Don't make it sound so weird, please."
"Sorry. I mean, it's you. Maybe I shoulda guessed."
"Still making me sound weird."
"No I just mean, like, I know how you feel about that stuff. I just thought it was different with Xan."
"It is. That's what I was trying to get at." I grinned softly to myself and rubbed small circles on my clit. "I'm excited."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like... like I'm not worried or stressed about it. I mean, maybe a little. But not nearly like I usually would be. I think I really want it."
"Well good. So do it then."
"Just like that?"
"Why not?"
"I don't know. I think it's a situation where because I'm not dreading it, I kinda don't really know how to feel. And, like, being excited is kinda giving me some anxiety because of-"
"So essentially you've got a good thing, and you're so not used to that that you're self-sabotaging."
"... maybe."
"Yeah. Don't do that. Fuck your brother, ok? Just do it. Enjoy it."
"Maybe I will."
"Good."
"Ok."
Nervous tingles ran through me, mixing with some pleasant, sexual feelings that I could help along by playing with myself.
Lily and I rubbed our pussies together side by side in near silence for a little while. I wasn't really anywhere close to getting off, but I liked the high I was riding of keeping myself aroused and thinking about Xander. Lily came, though, and just kept a hand between her legs afterward. Both of us touching, but not really searching for orgasm.
"Lil?"
"Hm?"
"I'm gonna fuck my brother."
Lily grinned and started rubbing herself again, only slowly. "Nice."
"I think so."
"Can I watch?"
"No, you fucking perv."
"Hehe, worth a try."
"No it wasn't. Stick with getting off to incest porn like a normal person, would you?"
"I've had to say this a lot already, but you and Xan seriously won't stay in your room to do stuff. Much of the perving is not my fault. I refuse to accept it."
"True. Sex will be."
"At least at first."
"Always!"
"Yeah. You say that now."
I squirmed. "Ok. Maybe I'm kinda bad for that."
"I don't mind."
"Uh huh. I'm just saying, like... ok, so yeah, we kinda get carried away out here sometimes. I used to with Brendan too. And, like, I don't know. It's probably weird, right? Like I'm so sex-averse most of the time... why do I do that?"
"I wouldn't say you're sex-averse."
"I've been averse to sex for most of my life."
"Well yeah, when you put it that way." Lily shrugged, still lightly fingering herself. "I think more than most you just really needed the right person. Or, like, the right kind of connection. Like if you were demisexual or something, y'know?"
"I don't. What's that?"
"Oh. Like when you aren't interested in sex unless there's a strong emotional connection."
"Well duh. That's how it works."
"No, Kase. That's how it works for you. Not for everyone."
I frowned. "But... oh. But... no wait. Um... what?"
"Surely you've realized that before."
"I mean kinda. Sorta. Not in quite such a specific way."
Lily patted my shoulder. "Sorry. Did I blow your mind just now?"
"Kinda. I gotta look into this." I curled up a little tighter into myself, knees up toward my chest, masturbation entirely forgotten even though my pussy was still out and pretty wet. "Does that mean that, like, the whole incest thing isn't actually what I'm after?"



"I don't think it ever was. Not really."
"We've spent so much time getting off to it together."
"Yeah. But, like, you wanted Xander, right? And he happened to be your brother. I think there's a good chance your kink came from him, and not the other way around."
"Oh. Yeah. Probably."
"I, on the other hand, just think it's hot."
I snorted, then giggled, relieving some of my tension. "You perv."
"That's me."
I cautiously looked over at Lily and her concerned but grinning expression.
"You know," I said slowly. "Maybe that's what it is too. Maybe you and me have that connection."
"Hm?"
"Like... that connection I need. Maybe that's why I don't mind doing stuff around you. Or masturbating together. Or whatever."
"... Kase you better not be saying-"
"Whoa whoa, no. Not like... not like I want something. I mean, maybe if I was into girls or something... but no, not like that."
"Good. 'Cause I'm over you in, like, that kind of way. I don't need that complication. Nor do you."
"No. Definitely not. Just, I don't know. You're my best friend. I like being able to do stuff with you. I don't want to, like, be with you. But being open and whatever. It's been pretty great for me."
"Yeah. Me too. Although I think maybe that's enough together time for today."
"Probably the right call."
"Would you mind terribly if I, uh, borrowed your magic wand? Just for efficiency's sake."
I laughed. "It's almost more yours than mine at this point anyway."
"No no, still yours."
"I'm seriously gonna get you your own one of these days. Maybe a big birthday. When are you thirty again?"
"I'm the same age as you, you dick. You know it's not for a couple years yet."
"You've got a year on me. One year closer to thirty."
"Ugh. You're the worst."
"Don't be mean. I'll take back my toy."
"Good luck with that. It's still in my room from last time."
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah. Definitely need to get you your own."
****
"You seem nervous."
"No," I lied.
"Kase, I felt your hand tense up. You're nervous about something."
"No using hand holding to lie detect me. That's cheating."
"I can't help it. You always wanna hold hands."
"Yeah. It's the best. Fight me."
Xander squeezed my hand tighter for a second, reassuring me. "I don't disagree. I'm just saying I can tell something's up."
I shrugged, just buying time. "Maybe something is."
"And you don't wanna tell me?"
"It's a complicated one."
"Is it?"
"Well... no. I don't know, Xan. Like, it's been a nice evening."
"I thought so too."
"Dinner, drinks, a goddamn walk on the beach of all things."
"You don't like that?"
"I love it. I love you."
"... I'm not following what the problem is, then."
"I know." I stopped and waited while Xander took an extra half-step, then turned to me. "You're gonna have to take me home."
"But... Kase, I'm worried. Would you just tell me what's wrong?"
"There's nothing wrong. It's not like that." I reached over and brushed Xander's cheek, looking deep into his eyes. "I want to be alone with you."
"Oh. Well that's ok then."
"Yeah I thought you might be ok with that."
"Am I so predictable?"
"First of all, yes. Second of all, I felt how hard you were when we stopped to make out a ways back, and you know it."
"Ha, you got me. We still gotta walk all the way back to the car."
"I know."
"We could just be bad. This section of beach is deserted."
"Well sure. The sun's basically down."
"We could do stuff here."
"Xan..."
"That'd be kind of fun, wouldn't it?"
"I don't know. It doesn't matter though. This isn't that kind of night."
"What kind of night is it?"
"... a night where you take me to bed?"
Xander took a moment processing. It was partly my fault for being so vague. I couldn't help it though. It was hard to come right out and tell him I wanted sex. It wasn't something I was at all used to, and it just felt like such a strange thing to say.
"Like... 'to bed'?"
"Yes."
"Oh wow. Really?"
I shifted my weight. "Don't make it weird, please."
"No, it's not. Just... I dunno, Kase. I didn't know you wanted that."
"Turns out I really do. But only with you."
"Like as in you want me and are ok with sex? Or you actually-"
"I want you to fuck me, Xan. I can't be any clearer than that. And you know this isn't making me any less nervous."
Xander grinned just the widest, beamingest smile. He enfolded me in his arms and gave me an extremely melty kind of kiss, the way only he could.
My panties were soaked anyway. I must have seemed distant or distracted all evening, but it was only because I was psyching myself up. Thinking about what was coming. Wanting it so badly, but not being confident or comfortable in going for it.
But I was so damn excited thinking about it. All fluttery and turned on from being with Xander, and having my thoughts about him. I wasn't sure when the right time would be, but almost right away this evening had seemed perfect. It was just that kind of night. Everything lined up. Nevermind how damn romantic the sunset walk on the beach was. Cliche as all hell, sure, but anything romantic with my brother-especially in public where I knew people could see us together-was that much more intense than it would have been with anyone else.
I loved him. I loved him so hard. Feeling loved back, feeling like I was his and he was mine, and that we could have a real relationship together, it made me so weak and warm and happy, and even downright sexual.
"I wasn't sure it was ever gonna be something you really wanted," Xander whispered.
"Tell that to my panties," I teased, emboldened by his embrace, even in a public area.
Xander felt even more confident, and stuck his hand right under my dress. I squealed and smacked his shoulder, but let him get his feel in. I only gushed more while my brother rubbed my wet panties in the middle of the beach.
"It's a disaster zone down there."
"I know!"
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"I am!"
"Wow."
"What, did you think I'd never want to?"
"I mean, it was a possibility."
"Really? No way. You wouldn't have been ok with that."
"With you... yeah. I would have."
I blushed. "Nuh uh."
"You're more important than sex, Kase. Way more. Not even a contest. You know how happy I've been with you?"
"Tell me."
"... well I don't really have the words. But I'm just saying everything feels right in a way it never did with anyone else. Sex just isn't as important as you being happy."
"Xan, I still woulda done it with you. And it wouldn't have been a whole big thing."
"I-"
"But that doesn't even matter. I want it. For real."
"Unf. You don't even know how hot it is hearing that from you."
"You forget already that I can feel you poking me?"
"I get hard lots, Kase. This is bigger than that."
"A bigger-"
"Not physically. Shush." Xander kissed me again, but probably only to stop me teasing. "Kase, I'm taking you to bed, ok?"
I trembled and clutched at Xander for support. "Yes please," I said in a small voice.
"I don't wanna let go, but we do have to walk back to the car and everything."
"We better get moving then."
"Yeah. We better."
It still took us several minutes before we went anywhere. Xander didn't want to let go of me, and I didn't want him to release me. For a few moments, I was sure it was going to end up being wild, passionate, ill-considered sex right there in the sand. As deliriously excited as I was, I probably would have gone for it, despite knowing that wasn't what I wanted and almost certainly would be a bad idea.
We made it back to Xander's car, brushed our feet off, and slipped back into our shoes. I kicked mine back off again once we were sat down and fussed with getting all the little granules off. Xander just grinned and drove us home.
I could tell he was spending a dangerous amount of his attention on me when it was meant to be on the road. I couldn't even pretend to be annoyed about it. I loved it. I basked in it. I flirted right back with him the whole way, at times obviously, and at others making it seem unintentional.
Sitting so that plenty of my boobies showed down the front of my dress could be an accident, though it was very much on purpose. Fluttering my eyes at my big bro could hardly be anything other than deliberate.
I pretty much gave up on the game when I hiked my dress up and started playing with myself right there in the car.
"You're gonna make me crash," Xander said.
"So don't look."
"You're playing with your pussy right next to me."
"Only over my panties."
"Still, though."
I made full eye contact with Xander, as full as I could with him only flicking his gaze over to me intermittently, and slid my panties fully down my legs, dropping the soaked material straight into his lap. I then stretched out and rubbed my pussy with increased vigour.
"Fuck's sake, Kase."
"You love it."
"Not the point."
"Your cock's twitching over there."
"I said not the point!"
Xander was on me as soon as we got out of the car. I didn't even have a proper chance to slip my dress back into position, and it remained dangerously high on my hips, just barely covering my butt.
He kissed me aggressively, pressing me back against the car. His fingers almost immediately sneaked under my dress, and I whimpered into his mouth as he felt up my sopping little pussy.
"You're so hard," I moaned.
"You're so wet."
"I know."
"I want you so bad."
"So stop fucking around and get me to bed already."
"You were the one teasing me in the car."
"I was horny. Deal with it."
"Oh I intend to."
An electric thrill ran through me at the intensity of my brother's naughty promise. My clit throbbed, getting almost painful as Xander brushed it roughly with his thumb.
He growled and whirled away, having to forcibly separate himself from me. His hand clasped mine, tight and possessive. I was dragged along behind him giggling and trying to sort my dress out so I wasn't flashing the whole neighbourhood.
My dress lasted all of five seconds once we were in the apartment, making my efforts somewhat wasted. Xander had it up and over in quite an impressive time, really. Already in bare feet, all I had to do was shuck my bra, which seemed somehow more dignified than wearing it with no panties.
Xander was still basically fully dressed, which definitely needed to change. He didn't really give me time, though. He was already nuzzling at my boobs, giving them little kisses, and groping at my butt.
I was naked, wet, and so very willing. I kissed, nuzzled, and fondled back, while primarily giving him access to anything he wished. I fumbled at his clothes as best I could, but only really managed to open his shirt and loosen his belt. I didn't really get anything off of him. I didn't have the time or coordination for it.
"Lemme get you nakkkeeed," I whined.
"Soon."
"Now."
"Let's get to your room first, hm?"
"Not fair. I'm already naked."
"Shoulda worn more clothes I guess."
"You like when I don't wear much though."
"Mmm. That's true. You got me trained way back when. When you started wandering around the house not hardly wearing anything."
"And here I thought you didn't appreciate that."
"Oh I appreciated it. You know I did."
"Do I?"
"Yeah. Just the way you wanted."
"Not exactly. I wanted you to be more obvious about enjoying it and wanting to do stuff to me."
"Hnngg. Why do you say things like that?"
"'Cause I like it."
I hopped into Xander's arms, wrapping my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. He took my weight and carried me off to the promise of the bedroom. He stumbled a bit and bumped me against a wall or two, but those were just extra opportunities to make out and grind on each other in a very unsiblinglike display of love and wanton lust.
Lily caught us. Of course she did. We were making way too much noise, and exactly zero efforts to be subtle. Luckily I noticed her while Xander was nibbling on my ear, and he didn't have a clue. I quickly put a finger to my lips.
Lily nodded and stayed quiet, but ran her eyes up and down the two of us. She had to see that I had nothing on at all, and that Xander was really quite rumpled. Not to mention the ferocity with which he was kissing, sucking, and touching me.
Her eyebrows went up and she made direct eye contact with me. She made a circle with the fingers of one hand and poked it with a single finger from her other hand. The question being somewhat crude, but very clear.
I grinned shyly and nodded. Lily grinned right back, so much broader than my smile. She flashed me a thumbs up, took a last look at the two of us, then disappeared like a ninja.
"Bed," I urged.
"Yes ma'am."
"Don't ma'am me!"
"Or what?"
"Or... or..."
Neither of us ever found out what the consequences may have been. We reached my room, and Xander tossed me to the bed.
And it was an actual toss. I landed with a soft bounce in a tangle of covers, naked, horny, wild, and all sprawled out. I stayed put for a second as my eyes flicked back to Xander, unsure if I should chastise him for throwing me, or if I just wanted him to toss me around some more. It felt somewhat unromantic, but so very exhilarating and sexy.
It was kind of an incredible feeling, actually. Undignified, but so very affirming and hot, my pussy begging for his touch harder then ever before. My big brother tossing me into bed like a plaything, knowing how badly I wanted him and knowing he could have basically anything he wanted of me.
But he didn't follow me fast enough. I gave him a few seconds to admire my wanton, immodest state, then I leapt back out at him. I fell to my knees and attacked his pants while he was still slipping out of his shirt.
"You're s'posed to wait for me," he said.
"Why the hell would I do that?"
"Some sense of propriety?"
I snorted. "Who the hell you think you're kidding?"
"Clearly not you."
I got Xander's bottoms down and tried to go for his cock, but he was stepping out of his pants at the same time and it didn't line up very well. I got a few sucks in anyway before he picked me up and shoved me back into bed, bouncing me again.
This time he was right behind me, landing on me even before the bed had settled. I squealed happily and accepted a quick barrage of kisses, though my attention was down much lower where he was poking me.
Naked, skin to skin. Xander was hard and dripping. I was wet and puffy. We were both so ready for this. I was getting used to being properly horny around my brother. Like insanely so. But this was something else entirely. Something I didn't really know how to handle.
Every little grinding thrust sent shivers through me. Xander was leaving trails of precum on my thigh, and more and more was bumping straight against my pussy. The absolute most delicious tingles and flames danced through me as I felt certain every move would be the one.
I was a desperate little thing. Clutching and panting for my brother to fill up my pretty pleading pussy. I'd never wanted a single damn thing in my life more than I wanted it just then. It was a trippy feeling for me, but one that made perfect sense in the moment. Xander was just who I wanted, and I'd been fooling myself all those years thinking that maybe someone else could substitute for him.
I launched a cry of protest as Xander slipped away, kissing his way down my body.
"Where the hell you going?"
"Gonna eat your pussy."
"Nuh uh!"
"Um... yeah."
"You're s'posed to fuck me! Goddammit, fuck me, Xan. That's the whole point."
"It's called foreplay. Jeez."
"Yeah. The whole fucking night's been foreplay. Have you somehow not clued in how wet I am? I'd drown you if you tried eating me right now."
"Unf. Well you know that makes me need to try."
Despite my protests, my eyes rolled back in pure, helpless pleasure as Xander latched his mouth onto my pussy, sucking and licking on it like the horny big brother he was. Admittedly, if not for my overwhelming need to get his cock in me, it was the kind of night where I could have wantonly let him lick me out for hours, cumming over and over until I was worn right out.
As it was, I just couldn't properly muster the proper tone to stop him. I needed something entirely different from Xander, but his mouth was so good. I was so damn wet, and he lapped up my juices with a lust and dedication that surpassed his usual attentions.
"You taste so good tonight."
I wiggled, then pressed his face back into me. "You always say that."
"Cuz iss twu."
Xander pushed my legs farther apart. I let him spread me. Let him have as much of me as he wanted. I was so damn into it. Nothing else in the world could have distracted me from wanting brotherly sex, but brotherly pussy eating was a closer second than I'd realized, and I was going to get both anyway. I could be patient. Sort of. At least for another minute or two.
"Lick my clit."
"You haven't drowned me yet."
"Greedy brother! Lick my clit!"
"But-"
I wrapped my legs around his head, muffling him between my thighs. So what if he wanted to drink my arousal all night? I wanted a cum, and I wanted him in me.
"You're being obstinate. You could be fucking me already, you know."
Xander's reply was inaudible. At least I seemed to have made my point, and his tongue-work focused much more heavily on my clit.
He knew what I liked and he was pretty good at giving it to me. Once he put his mind to it, he had my eyes rolling back, my toes curling, my fingers tangled in his hair, and my voice only a soft whimper.
My oral orgasm took the edge off. It drained some of my nerves and anxiousness and let it all out alongside tingly waves of pleasure running through me, bolting to or from my clit, the epicentre of it all. Xander still flicked his tongue over me until I finally had to nudge him away.
Maybe he knew what he was doing. Maybe he wanted me calmer and more ready for our first time together.
Judging by his messy grin, though, I suspected that he just really wanted to eat me. And if it meant getting to tease me some in the process, so much the better.
"You're just lucky I really like that," I murmured.
"Some girls would be thrilled to get licked out before sex."
"Uh huh. You know I'll just expect it every time now."
"Don't threaten me with a good time!"
I snorted. "You're such a dork."
"Rude!"
I ran my fingers softly up Xander's cheek. "Xan, would you please fuck your sister already?"
"Unf. No fair saying it like that."
"You're starting to make me feel like you're stalling."
Xander hesitated, and I felt a tight clench of panic inside as I feared maybe he actually was stalling.
"Maybe a little," he admitted. "It's... I don't know. It's a lot of pressure."
"No it's not."
"It is. I love you so damn much. And I know sex has never really been your favourite."
"That was 'cause it wasn't you."
"Mmhm. And if that's really true, then it's still a lot of pressure, but in a different way. What if I can't live up to being your one true love?"
I punched his shoulder lightly. "Idiot!"
"Hey!"
"Worst case is the sex is mediocre and you have to eat me out some more to make up for it."
"I wouldn't feel great about that."
"Jesus, Xan. If we have bad sex, even if we never have sex, it's not gonna change how I feel. You're who I want to be with. Always have been. That's why I want you right now. You're the only one who makes sex really make sense to me. I get it. And... and I really want to try it. It's not about pressuring you. You don't even have to be good. I don't care. I just want you."
Xander's eyes glistened slightly, and he rubbed at one of them with the back of his hand. He looked halfway to crying as he crawled back up to me. That or laughing. Maybe some manic combination of the two.



"You're the idiot," he whispered. "You make it sound so simple. And so good. I'm in love with my baby sister. What's simple about that?"
"Nothing. Everything. I don't know."
I kissed him. It was tender, not full of the lust I would have expected even a moment or two ago. It was something different. Something loving. Something we needed now.
"You're so much better at this stuff than me," he said between kisses. "Emotions and shit."
"I'm really not. It's taken me a long-ass time to figure stuff out. I was in love with you way before I should have been. It's made things hard."
Xander shook his head. "I've loved you just as long. You recognized it in yourself, is all. I tried to find what I needed with other girls. It was never gonna be as good as with you. I wish I'd realized."
"We both needed to learn stuff. It's just what is." I grinned shyly. "You really think you loved me that long ago?"
"Looking back... I can't see how I didn't. I didn't know what it was then. You were my sister. It... it made it hard to see some stuff."
"Even when I had that whole incest fetish thing going?"
"Especially then. I think it just made me shy away from ever really thinking about you. It woulda just seemed all porny and stuff."
"Oof. Cock blocked myself."
Xander laughed softly. "Not exactly. I was slow. Apparently I just am about these things. Things that I think are gonna be really good... they turn out not to be." He met my eyes. "I don't want to do that with you. I don't want to do it wrong."
"I told you. You can't. I just want you. I don't care about the details."
"Even if I said I wasn't ready right now?"
I nodded. "Even then. You'd be wasting a good pussy-flood though."
Xander smiled in a small but genuine way. "Well shit. Can't have that."
"Really though."
His cock had been pressed against me the whole time, unmoving but so hard and warm, dripping and throbbing sporadically. A few times while we talked I felt him twitch. I took it as desire for me. All of it, really. It helped keep me revved up and ready for him.
Not that it compared at all to the way he looked at me when he was finally ready. It hadn't even occurred to me that he'd hesitate like that. That wasn't how I thought of boys reacting to the prospect of sex. It was kind of sweet, though, and I loved him for it.
But that expression on his face when he'd made up his mind that he was definitely going to fuck me, complete with all due love and tenderness he felt for me, that was the kind of thing that drove me wilder than his physical arousal for me ever could.
I gasped aloud as he moved. He was already so close to my pussy, and a gentle movement of his hips ran his shaft over me, so damn near to doing what I needed him to do.
He was more careful the second time, lining up better. He parted my lips and stretched my horny little pussy out, penetrating me, bringing us physically together like never before.
"You're in me," I whispered.
"Mmhm."
"You're in me!"
"I know."
"Mmm, fuck, Xan." I dug my fingers into him, just a little, just to feel him and know that he wasn't going anywhere. "Can you go deeper?"
"Of course." He kissed me even as he sank further into my hot little pussy. "I'm going to give you everything."
"You better."
"I will." He stroked my hair, pushing it back from my face. "I want you to have everything. Not just this. Not just sex. I don't know. I love you, Kase. Fuck I love you so much. Why do you do this to me?"
"If I could answer that, my life would have been a lot less confusing."
"Ha, yeah."
I widened my legs as Xander got deeper, nearer to bottoming out. I wanted to have him just as completely as possible. To have us joined fully in our sibling love. I wanted everything.
A bubble of emotions welled within me. It was really happening. Sex. Sex that I wanted. That I needed in a way I couldn't properly articulate. Sex with my beloved brother. It felt right already. We'd barely even started, in a sense, and still I felt a perfect clarity that this was, in fact, how it was meant to be. Xander was who I needed to be with.
"You fill me so good," I whispered.
"You like it?"
"Mmhm."
"So you don't want me to stop?"
"Don't you dare!"
"Don't worry. I don't dare."
Xander started moving in me. Mostly in and out. A little bit of wiggling too, like he wanted to make sure he was getting just as deep in me as possible.
My pussy was all filled up with him. Getting fucked by him. By my brother. By Xander.
My Xan.
It was so good. Exquisite. Just the best thing a girl could ever dream of.
Xander was in me, on top of me, kissing me, whispering to me. Our bodies lay together, me pinned beneath him, feeling everything. I was his. He was mine.
He thrust harder in me, gaining confidence, letting lust take more control. My pussy accepted him so nicely. Molded itself to him. Clenched around him. We squelched together rather lewdly, the sounds of sex very prominent despite him still being relatively slow and gentle.
And all the while I felt something growing in me. That complicated ball of emotion. All the things I felt. All good, but not at all simple.
There was no time to process everything. Not while Xander kept fucking me, getting into a good rhythm, losing any last restraint and just doing what he wanted. What we both desired beyond anything else for this special night.
I got overwhelmed. There was too much for me to handle. All in the best possible way, but still.
I clung harder to my brother, feeling him so deep inside me. I buried my face in him, inhaling him, muffling myself against his hot skin. I hid away, trying to take comfort and repress something, anything, just enough so that I could focus. I couldn't do it. There was so much. Way too much.
Xander was grunting, his rhythm losing cohesion. The sounds were so beautiful and sexy to me. He was going to cum. Oh god he was going to cum. All inside me. My amazing brother. My love.
I was crying. I didn't know when that had started. My cheeks were wet. Xander's shoulder took on a salty taste. I was absolutely losing it.
And he was cumming in me. I could feel it. The spasms, the gasps and pants, the small shudders, and the hot splash of cum inside me, snugly in my pussy.
I was a mess in so many ways. But I just felt wonderful. Too good to hold it in.
"Aw, Kase, what's wrong?"
"Nothing," I croaked. "Not a damn thing in the whole world."
"You're crying."
"I know."
"What'd I do?"
I held his cheek so tenderly, gazing at him as best I could through misty eyes. "You were perfect," I whispered.
"... is this one of those things I don't get?"
"Oh, Xan."
"What?"
"Nothing." I smiled through my happy tears. "Just kiss me, would you?"
His lips locked with mine for a long, loving kiss. He nuzzled at my cheeks, wiping my tears away with his face. He kissed me in some of the wettest places.
He still didn't get it. I could tell. But he kind of did, and that was enough. I just needed to be held, to be cared for, to be loved the way only my brother could ever do for me.
Xander was still inside me. He was softer, and it was all messy with cum, but he was there. Our bodies were sweaty together in a way that might have been gross under other circumstances. Right now, I wanted everything. Every part of him. As much care and adoration and comfort as could physically be provided.
"I love you so goddamn much," I breathed.
"So... good tears then?"
"Yeah, Xan. Good tears."
"Oh. Ok. Good."
We lay on our sides together, his arms wrapped around me. He held and caressed me a while longer. I couldn't get enough. I was definitely being kind of needy, but it wasn't unjustified. It was our first time together, and it was pretty huge for me. Important in ways sex had never, ever come close to before. I craved that sweet aftercare, and boy did Xander deliver on it.
"So we're gonna do this more, right?" Xander asked.
"Of course."
"Nice."
I chuckled softly. "Not right now, though."
"No. I sensed that."
"Other times. Lots of other times."
"Lots?"
"Hope so, yeah."
"So you really liked it then?"
"How many times are you gonna make me say yes?"
Xander grinned. "I just really like being the guy who finally did it for you. The special one."
"Idiot. You always were."
"Now there's proof."
"Is there?"
"Yeah. I've never been so good that a girl cried from pure joy before. That's gotta be proof, right?"
"Ok, whoa, first of all it's a lot more complicated than that. It's all, like, emotions and shit."
"Sure."
"Second... oh whatever. Just cuddle me some more."
"I'm cuddling as hard as I possibly can."
"And you're doing a great job. Now shush and enjoy the moment."
"I'm enjoying the hell out of it already."
"Bet you are."
"Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"I love you so goddamn much too."
Another shiver and a little tug on my heart, as if I needed more of that. I still grinned widely and nuzzled my big brother, as happy as could be. "Yeah you do."
****
"So you did it?"
I hid my face behind my mug of coffee. It wasn't nearly enough to keep Lily from seeing the wide, foolish grin on my face.
"Yep."
"How was it? I wanna say good just by looking at you."
"Dude. So good." I had to set my coffee down for safety's sake. I couldn't trust my hands to stay calm and collected. "I get it now."
"Sex?"
"Yeah."
"That's awesome then." Lily grinned back at me. "You've graduated to a brand new level."
"Have I?"
"Mmhm. That first time sex is actually good... unf. It's just a whole new world after."
"Yeah, I don't know that it wasn't good with Brendan. It's more like-"
"Did you ever get all stupidly grinny after? Did you ever look forward to it? Did you ever feel like you do now?"
"... no."
"So it wasn't good."
"But that's just 'cause I'm weird."
"Kase, here's the thing. Good sex isn't about the mechanics of it. It's about how everyone feels about it. It could be mechanically terrible, but if you can't stop thinking about doing it again, it was probably actually good."
"How'd you know what I'm thinking?"
"Your dreamy eyes. The way you keep watching to see if Xan's up yet. That smile that won't quit."
"Fine. Ok." I squirmed in my seat. "I wanna do it again so bad," I said in a lower tone.
"Excellent. That's my girl. Fuck your brother's brains out. In fact, go wake him up with sex."
"You think?"
"Do you want to?"
My smile was so wide it kind of hurt. "Yeah. Yeah I really do."
I set my coffee down and pattered off back to my room. I felt Lily's eyes on me, offering delighted support, and maybe taking in some amusement of her own. She was such a bad influence on me, but it was just what I needed at times. A bad influence in the best possible way.
****
Chapter Twelve: Kasey at Twenty-Eight
****
Xander moved in with Lily and me. It just got to a point where it was silly not to be living together. When he was over six nights of the week anyway, give or take, it was only playing pretend that we weren't a full-time kind of thing.
It was better for our respective budgets anyway. The apartment was really meant for three, and while Lily and I could swing it with just the two of us, it was a financial relief to have Xander paying his share.
The practicalities were kind of irrelevant to me most of the time. I was too busy being deliriously happy. Waking up with Xander, going to sleep with him, going out, making out, generally being romantic and/or sexy.
Life made sense. Possibly for the very first time ever.
The only unfortunate part was that I couldn't tell anyone. No one except Lily. Not our parents or friends or anyone else. It was a weird and kind of trippy feeling at time to be so very thrilled with my relationship, and yet not able to tell anyone why. Mom was probably the trickiest.
"You know your brother won't tell me who you're seeing either?"
A small knot of tension grew in me while I perused racks of blouses. Mom was looking for some new clothes, and I was there to help her. Though I mostly kept finding stuff for me more so than anything for her. Maybe it was because I kept imagining what Xander would enjoy seeing me in.
"I'm not seeing anyone," I said, sticking to my line. "And even if I was, there's no reason Xan would know."
"You're living together now. How would he not know?"
"You think I'm gonna bring guys home while my brother's there?"
"I think they'd at least bump into each other."
"Maybe. Doesn't matter. There isn't anyone."
"Of course there is. Do you know how many years I've known you for?"
"I'ma go out on a limb here and say roughly twenty-eight."
"That's right. I have never in my life seen you this happy."
"I'll tone it down some."
"I don't want you to do that. I just want to know what's going on with you."
"Nothing."
Mom sighed and held a shirt up in front of herself. I gave it a once over, then shook my head.
"It's not nothing. That much I'm sure of."
"Ok."
"Which means it's someone you don't feel comfortable telling me about. You can tell me. Whoever it is. I love you. I'm glad you're happy."
"What if I was with some super old guy? Like ninety? And just gold digging like crazy?"
"You're not. We're right back to you being happy, remember? This isn't some scheme. You're actually just doing well."
"What if it was a dictator in some country who's very into violently repressing the-"
"Kasey, sweetie, why the hypotheticals?"
"'Cause there's no-"
"No one. Right." Mom sighed. "If you weren't so happy, I'd be worried, you know? You've never been nearly so stubborn about keeping a secret."
"I'm fine."
"Ok. Let me just ask you this. Is it Lily?"
"Mom!"
"I'm only asking. You know I wouldn't mind. Neither would your father. If it's something like that-"
"I'm not into her that way, Mom. Jeez."
"It's ok if you are. That's all I'm saying. I know you've been best friends for a while now. Sometimes... sometimes you find someone you didn't expect. And that's ok."
"It's not Lily."
"Aha, so it is someone!"
I rolled my eyes. "Gee, thanks for tricking me under the guise of being progressive."
"I can do both."
"Number one mom. That's you."
"I love you, Kasey. Whoever it is, I love you. I won't push anymore today."
"Thanks."
"But if you wanted to share..."
"No. I'm good. Love you too. But seriously, enough."
"Ok. What about this top, you think?"
I shrugged. "Maybe. Try it on."
"Ooh, we got a maybe. Better than we've been doing."
"Don't worry. We'll get there."
****
"I think we should tell Mom and Dad."
Xander frowned. "Hard disagree."
"I'm serious."
"So am I."
"They have to find out sooner or later."
"Why? Why would they ever need to know?"
"They're our parents."
"Yeah. That's a big reason why we should never ever tell them."
"There's a chance they'll figure it out anyway. Mom got close. She thought it might be me and Lily."
"Ha, really?"
"Mmhm."
"That's kinda funny."
"Why?"
"I mean... I don't know. It's not really. I've thought it before. And I could totally see it."
"Could you?"
"Yeah. After me, she's the person you'd be most likely to be with."
"I don't know that that's true. But yeah. There's definitely a world where that happened. I almost sad-made-out with her once."
"Sad-made-out, huh?"
"Yep. Lucky she was being smarter that day than I was."
"Good thing. Wouldn't want to have to compete for your affections."
"A little competition never hurt."
"Disagree. I like you all to myself."
"Bet you do. 'Specially when we can be nakey."
"Mmhm. Those times are my favourites."
"And when we can do stuff."
"Even better."
"Speaking of which, how do you feel about fingering me some?"
"I feel really good about it."
I spread my legs. "Glad to hear it."
****
Lily started getting pretty serious with this girl Hazel. I was happy for her. She hadn't had a tremendous amount of luck with relationships since I'd known her. She'd had some fun, but I'd seen the frustration in her too sometimes.
"Things still going good?"
Lily nodded, giving me that shy but helplessly wide smile that I recognized from my early days of being with Xander.
"Pretty good."
"Nice."
"Yeah. We're going out tonight. I think... I think we're gonna have a sleepover."
"Ooh, there ya go. Excited?"
"So excited. It's been a while. And I think I really like Hazel."
"Me too. She seems to make you happy. That's the main thing. And she's a cutie."
"Damn right she is." Lily sighed wistfully. "It's almost unfair how good she looks sometimes."
I giggled. "Probably 'cause you're so into her."
"What would you know? You don't even like girls."
"Sure. But I don't like many boys either. I know Xan isn't objectively as good looking as I think he is."
"He's pretty alright."
"Mmhm. But he's, like, perfect to me. All he has to do is look at me the right way and I'm ready to melt into his arms."
"Ok, you're right. He's not that good looking. You're just in love."
"Mmhm. And maybe you are too."
"M'not. Too early for the L word."
"Never know."
"I do. Too early."
"Well... maybe after the sleepover."
"Yeah. Maybe."
I helped Lily get ready. She was more neurotic about picking just the right outfit than I'd ever seen her. Another sign there was something special going on with Hazel.
I wasn't really helpful for much other than moral support, in a sense. I could help Lily reject clothing choices, but even when I thought she looked amazing, she still stripped off again and tried something else.
Lily spent a lot of time in her underwear in between options. At times her outfit might call for no bra, and she also switched up her bra and panties a few times too. That sort of thing didn't really even register to me most of the time. Lily and I were pretty comfortable with each other. Somehow, though, I started feeling just a little horny after a while.
It wasn't about Lily, I thought. Not really. Seeing her in any of various states of nudity or masturbation had never done anything for me. But maybe it was something about how excited and nervous she was. Something that reminded me of myself thinking about Xander. In that context, maybe the casual nudity and constant clothes switching was getting me in mind of something different. And maybe, too, my head would flick to images of me posing for my brother in sexy or skimpy outfits.
"You sure this is the one?" Lily finally asked at the end of a long fashion show.
"Pretty sure."
"Maybe I should-"
"Lil, you either go with that one, or you go naked. You're gonna be late if you run through another round."
Lily blushed. "You know, that'd probably work, too."
"Showing up nakey? Yep. It's a strong move. Assuming you don't get arrested before you can sneak off for fun times."
"True. Plus I'm not nearly brave enough to go in public like that. Even if it would be crazy hot."
"But seriously. You look good."
"Yeah?"
"Don't fuss with your top. That's the perfect amount of cleavage just the way it is."
"I can't help fussing. I'm a little anxious here."
"Mmhm. I kinda got that hint from the... four hours we spent on dress up just now."
"It was barely an hour, you ass."
"Still though."
"It really looks ok?"
"You look amazing, Lil."
"Thanks."
"Go get her."
Once I finally got Lily out the door, I had some time to myself before Xander got back. It occurred to me that if Lily was going to be gone all night that Xander and I were going to have some quality time to ourselves in the apartment. That was a fun opportunity.
I made use of the time I had to myself. I showered, getting all squeaky clean and ready for my brother.
After contemplating on the issue of what to wear, and giving strong consideration to wearing nothing at all, I opted for something very similar to back in the old days of trying to get reactions and attention from my brother. A tight cami that left some midriff bared, and a small, cute, but not slutty pair of panties. I wanted to strike a balance between adorable and sexy, plus anything too bold and revealing wouldn't have been something I'd have ever worn before getting together with Xander.



I put my hair up the way Xander loved, with the braid and everything, wondering not for the first time what exactly he liked about the style, and my look just generally. The cuteness? The sexiness? The familiarity? The promise of the things we could do together? Something else entirely?
After applying just a light dash of makeup, I puttered around in my skimpy outfit, burning off some nervous energy. I made us some food, since I had the time and it saved worrying about it later. I was just waiting for things to cook and getting some cleaning up done when Xander returned.
I kept scrubbing dishes, pretending like I didn't even notice. It felt like forever before he finally came to find me. Long enough that I almost gave up and went off to pounce on him instead.
It was worth it, though. I felt his presence in the doorway, pausing and just looking for a moment. I'd been rubbing the same plate over and over with a cloth, not really pretending all that well that I didn't know he was there.
I shakily put the plate down to dry as Xander's soft footsteps crept up on me. I hoped he was horny. I certainly was. This whole time I'd been waiting for him, my panties had been getting less and less clean. Almost to the point I should possibly have changed them. But then again, maybe evidence of my excitement was part of the fun.
"Hey, you," Xander said, slipping his arms around me from behind.
"Hi."
I tried to remain casual, but I couldn't. I'd got myself too excited waiting for him, and I wanted stuff all at once. His hug from behind was nice. His hand sneaking up my top was good too. I didn't feel an erection yet as I subtly pressed my butt back against him, but it was coming.
"Why do you remind me of teenage you?"
"That... might be the effect I was going for."
"Thought it might be. Lily help you with it?"
"Nah. She was too busy getting all crazy over her date tonight. She's sleeping over, apparently."
"Ooh. Good for her. Apartment's ours?"
"Yep."
"Mmm. Nice."
Xander kissed the side of my cheek, nuzzling me briefly before pulling back. He kissed my neck too, where my hair had been pulled out of the way. His hand kept sneaking upward, just brushing the bottoms of my breasts under my shirt.
"Why couldn't you have reacted like this back then?" I complained.
"We weren't together then."
"We could have been."
"Don't remind me. I still regret not going for it sometimes. Even though I know it would have been terrible. We weren't ready. And living with our parents? Forget it."
"Mmm, yeah. I still like dreaming though. Being so into each other that we'd risk it. I don't know how we'd ever get enough sleep, always sneaking into each other's rooms at night."
"Probably we wouldn't." Xander chuckled softly. "I feel like it wouldn't take us long to get caught. In the morning probably. You all naked in my arms, both of us passed out all happy and snug."
"Unf. You think that's how it'd be?"
"I do."
Xander fully cupped my tits, caressing them like his own personal playthings. Which they kind of were.
"I think Mom would notice something," I said, leaning back against Xander for both support and physical contact. His cock was stirring for sure, and wiggling my bum on him was definitely helping. "I think she might have put it together without even necessarily catching us."
"Maybe. You were trying to seduce me all the time and they never figured that out."
"Not all the time. Just sometimes. And other times I just wanted your attention."
"You had it more than you realize."
"Well it's no good to me if I didn't realize, is it?"
"You know how many times I had to hide that I'd popped a boner from my baby sis walking around all hot and cute like that?"
I shivered. "I never knew that."
"Never?"
"You never told me. And I don't think I ever caught you either."
"I got pretty good at hiding that kind of thing. You have to as a teenager."
Xander grinded on me, getting ever harder as he rubbed on my ass. He still fondled my tits while his other hand caressed my tummy, dipping lower and lower toward dangerous territory.
"You've got me now," I said faintly. "All to yourself. Don't have to worry about anyone else seeing anything."
"Unf. I do like it. You know what I want to do with you?"
My heart pounded. With his hand aggressively on my chest, he had to feel it thumping. "Tell me," I whispered.
"Oh wow, you're so wet."
"I know. What do you want to do to me?"
"I wanna get you naked."
"Well that's pretty easy. I'm wearing hardly nothing already."
"Are you imagining this is... you know... back then?"
I closed my eyes and clung to Xander's arm. "I am now," I whispered.
"Not this whole time?"
"Maybe a little."
"That you're, what, nineteen again? Parading around for me."
"Wouldn't call it parading."
"Sure you wouldn't. But, like, what if it had worked, hm? What if I just started feeling you up? Kissing you?"
Xander kissed my neck again, and my shoulder, and my cheek. I trembled and fought for control. It wasn't like he affected me any less now than he had way back when, but there certainly was a difference in imagining it. And I'd encouraged it right from the start with my nostalgic outfit.
What would I have even done back then? I hadn't known myself the way I did now. I didn't know what I was doing. I would have gone with it though, right? Of course I would have. I would have been deliriously happy if Xander had started feeling me up and kissing me and stuff. Just like he was doing now.
"What would you have done with me?" I whispered.
"Pretty much the same things I'm gonna do now. Only I woulda been less good at them."
"Lucky me, then."
Xander pushed my wet panties down my thighs. I let them fall, then carefully stepped out of them and kicked them aside.
I was bottomless, horny, and still getting felt up like crazy. Xander moved on to rubbing my soaked little pussy directly, no panties to interfere.
My top went soon after, also getting tossed aside, and leaving me totally naked for my brother's pleasure and amusement. God I loved it. I wanted him naked too, of course, but there was something so naughty about being nakey for him while he was still clothed. About the idea of him coming home and casually stripping me while he was still dressed. It wasn't even an idea, really, it was what had actually happened.
It had definitely been the right call letting Xander take my few clothes off instead of waiting for him already naked. I savoured the feeling of being unwrapped, of being a present for his roaming hands.
I moaned as Xander kept fingering me. I really was his horny little plaything. His slutty little sister that he could do whatever he wanted with. It still awed me at times the sorts of things he could make me feel. In large part because I'd never felt any of those things before him. He'd made sex fun for me in a big, big way.
Only Xander could strip me naked in the kitchen and effortlessly turn me to putty in his hands. Only he could casually finger me to orgasm like that, keeping me a gooey, horny mess the whole time. Only my brother. God I loved him so fucking much.
"You gonna cum?" he whispered in my ear.
I nodded shakily. "Yep."
"Cum for your brother?"
"Unf. Hey, no fair."
Xander laughed softly. "I like reminding you sometimes."
"Uh huh." I pressed my butt firmly against Xander's raging erection, again wishing there were no pants between us. "I think you just like reminding yourself that you're doing bad, bad things to your li'l sis."
"That too." Xander kissed me and nibbled at my ear. "You know I'd love you the same even without that kink. Even if you weren't my sister."
"Just what every girl wants to hear."
"But it does make it hotter."
I snickered, but it was definitely true. It wasn't like I didn't know how hot incest stuff could be. It was basically the one fetish that had worked for me over the years, though even it was inconsistent. Combining it with being so deeply, helplessly in love was a good match.
Xander made me cum on his fingers right there in the kitchen. His naughty li'l sis letting her brother get her off at his whim.
I writhed around in Xander's arms, partly for legit cumming reasons, and partly to rub my ass over him even more. It would be kind of amazing to make him cum in his pants while I was getting off on his fingers.
"That a girl," Xander said adoringly.
He gave me another kiss, then gently bent me over the counter. I rested there panting softly, sneaking little peeks back at him. His clothes were coming off. Good.
"You gonna fuck me right here?"
"Certainly thinking about it."
"That's kinda bad. Almost like you just can't help yourself."
"Yeah. Almost like that."
Xander grinned. His pants came down, and his hard cock bounced into my over-the-shoulder eyeline. Another gush of arousal flooded my pussy. I was gonna get pounded good. I could sense it.
"Bad brother."
"Ha. Says the girl waiting for me in basically nothing, already soaked."
I wriggled and tried to protest, but there was nothing to be said. That's exactly what I'd done. Waited for him just the way I knew would get me his undivided attention. And I got it.
Our clothes were strewn about with no concern at all. Xander's part of the pile was bigger than mine, since I'd started with so very little on. I loved each and every sound of material hitting the floor, as it meant he was closer to being just as nakey as I was, and so very hard and ready to fill me up.
I got so damn wiggly the closer he got to full nudity. It was like Xander hadn't made me cum only moments before. I was so horny and desperate and ready for him.
My eyes rolled back as Xander teased me with his cock, then slowly put it in me. Those first few moments were magical as he stretched me out, filling my pussy just the way I loved.
"God why do you feel so good?" I breathed.
"'Cause you looovvve me."
"Oh yeah. That."
Xander smacked my butt. I yelped and wiggled, even though it didn't hurt. I played it up just to see if I could make him do it again.
A few more spanks came my way before Xander got settled into a nice rhythm of fucking me over the counter. At that point his hands spent most of their time holding onto my hips and keeping me lined up for his cock.
I got pounded so good by my brother, making me curl and tense and coo. I squeezed his cock sometimes, and delighted in the soft grunts that I got out of him.
"You gonna cum?" I asked.
"Unf. Yeah."
"Soon?"
"Pretty soon."
"Make a mess of my little pussy?"
Xander smacked my butt again. "You tryin' to make me blow?"
"Maaayyybe."
"Bad girl."
"Mmm, for you I am."
Xander slapped my ass a couple more times. Along with him fucking me and knowing he was about to cum in me, my eyes were rolled back and I was all tingly waiting for it.
"Cum in meee," I whined, squeezing even tighter on Xander, gripping him as hard as I could with my pussy.
He grunted, kept pounding me, then buried himself deep in me.
I smiled in pure satisfaction in the brief second I had between knowing he was cumming, and actually feeling it.
My brother's hot cum exploded in me, making an instant mess of my wet pussy. So much creamy cum filled me up. I was a happy, purring sister.
I hated to let Xander go, to let him empty me again, but I needed his kisses. I craved love and aftercare in the glow of something a little hotter and dirtier than usual. Sure I loved sex with my brother, absolutely adored it, but it was so much more to do with him than it was with the act itself.
Sex with Xander made me feel such wonderful things that I'd never dreamed possible. But kissing him and being held so warm and close, those were the sorts of things that made me absolutely melt and feel like everything was just as it should be.
We spent the evening naked together. Sometimes sexually, sometimes sensually, and sometimes just being together.
We were lost in our own little world when Lily came home. I was, in fact, in the rather compromising position of sitting in Xander's lap, making out with him, and slowly riding his cock buried deep inside me again.
None of that would have been much of a problem except that Hazel was right behind Lily, and she was not nearly so prepared for what she saw.
"Goddammit guys!" Lily said. "Seriously?"
I shrunk down slightly. Xander's arms wrapped protectively around me as if by reflex. "What? I thought you were staying at Hazel's tonight."
"Obviously I'm not."
"But... but your sleepover."
"Yeah. Here. Hazel's sleeping over here."
"Oh. Whoops."
Hazel, still wide-eyed, was tugging at Lily's arm. "I thought you said your roommates were siblings."
Lily sighed. "They are."
I looked down at Xander and I, in particular where we were physically connected. There really wasn't any way of pretending like we weren't being all too intimate for brother and sister.
"Nice to meet you?" I tried.
Hazel hid further behind Lily, still hissing urgently. "They can't do that."
"They can and they do," Lily said. "You get used to it."
"Do you?"
"Yeah. You didn't mind that video we watched last week, right?"
"That's not the same."
"No. I know. Is this too weird? I can take you home."
"... I didn't say that."
I smiled hopefully. I didn't want to blow Lily's night for her. She deserved some fun and love in her life.
I wasn't totally sure why I was still so calm. We'd been caught. One hundred percent found out. It could be really bad for us.
But it probably wasn't. Lily was the one in trouble, somehow. Plus Xander was right there with all the comfort I could ever need in my life. Nothing truly bad could ever happen while he held me.
"Sorry," I called softly.
Hazel met my eyes, and I shrugged in what I hoped was a helpless and endearing kind of way. She chewed her lip a moment, then nodded subtly at Xander.
"He's really your brother?"
"Yes."
"Isn't that weird?"
I shook my head. I felt no doubts at all in my heart. "No. It isn't."
I kissed Xander openly, also squeezing him with my pussy where no one could see. He groaned softly into my mouth.
We both knew Lily and Hazel were still right there, just watching. Neither of us particularly cared.
"Damn, that's kinda hot actually," Hazel said in a voice that I was pretty sure was only meant for Lily.
"Tell me about it," Lily answered. "Somehow it's almost always hotter than it is weird."
"Crazy."
"I know."
"How do you live with them?"
"Beats me." Lily coughed gently. "So, uh, we can still leave if you want. Or..."
"We don't have to."
"Yeah?"
"Maybe... maybe somewhere naked siblings aren't making out?"
"My room?"
"Yes please."
I grinned as Lily dragged Hazel away.
"Well that wasn't so bad," I murmured. "Considering we got caught by someone we don't know that well, and almost ruined Lily's night to boot."
"Coulda been worse," Xander agreed, kissing me again.
"Kinda makes me think some more that we should tell Mom and Dad."
"Why would you say that while I'm in you?"
"Just sayin'. We have to sometime. And where it didn't go badly with Hazel..."
"Parents are a way different thing. But seriously please don't keep bringing them up right now."
I giggled softly. "You wanna focus on sex with your sis-ter, huh?"
"Ideally, yes."
"I don't know why you'd always rather do that than have awkward and potentially life-shattering conversations."
Xander rolled me onto my back and followed me down, thrusting right back into me, all the way. "Yeah. Can't imagine why."
He fucked me tenderly, eventually cumming in me yet again, then lay atop me afterward at my insistence.
"I'm not ready for that conversation," Xander said softly.
I was drifting nearer to sleep, even with Xander lying on me and my heart rate still up from his affections. I kissed his cheek.
"We're gonna do it sometime," I reiterated.
"Sure. Sometime."
****
Chapter Thirteen: Kasey at Twenty-Nine
****
Dad and I going out shopping together was rare, but it did happen. In particular when he was having trouble finding something special for Mom. I kind of liked the excuse for being out with him. I wasn't sure why I didn't find more reasons.
Other than the obvious that so much of my free time was spent wrapped up with my brother, one way or another.
"Stop looking at tacky jewelry, Dad. This is an important anniversary coming up."
"How's it tacky?"
"Trust me."
"Ok, but... how am I supposed to know what to look at?"
"Have you seriously not paid attention to what Mom wears? You've had lots of time."
"... not really. All I know if there are some things that look so beautiful on her. But they don't really look like much when she isn't wearing them. It's like... like I need to see them on her to know."
"That's almost sweet, actually."
"Is it?"
"I mean, if you worded it differently, yeah. Like 'she shines brighter than any jewels ever could.' Something like that. That was too much, but you know."
Dad smiled goofily. "She does, you know."
I laughed. "Tell her that sometime. She'll love it."
"I just might."
"Uh huh. Well here, look at these necklaces while you're thinking about how to woo Mom."
"They're nice. You think..."
"If there's one you like, I'll try it on. It'll give you an idea."
"That'd help. You know sometimes when you smile these days, you look just like her."
"I look like Mom, huh?"
"More than usual, I mean. Like... like exactly like her back when we first fell in love."
"Oh."
"I don't remember you ever smiling quite that way before. Not until... what, a few months ago? Maybe a year. It's been nice seeing you that happy."
A small pang hit me inside, but it was quickly covered by the warmth of thinking about Xander.
"Maybe I've never been happy before. Not like this."
Dad smiled. "I'm glad. I know you won't tell your mother what's going on, and you probably won't tell me either, but I'm happy for you."
"Thanks, Dad."
"If you wanted a good anniversary present, though, you could tell Mom who you're seeing. It's been driving her bonkers."
I rolled my eyes and groaned. "No fair. You just said you weren't going to ask."
"No, I said you wouldn't tell me. Big difference."
"Apparently."
"She's happy for you too, you know. But she worries."
"She shouldn't."
"She does. You're with someone who-"
"Maybe I'm not. Maybe I'm just happy with myself."
"-who you feel you can't tell us about. I'd be lying if I wasn't concerned at times too."
"Jeez. Maybe, ok? Maybe."
"Yeah?"
"No. Maybe. No yeahs. No excited grins. Wipe it right off or I'm leaving."
"You can't. I haven't found the right-"
"No more questions?"
"No more. Promise."
"Good. Now come look at these earrings. Mom needs a nice pair after she lost one of her favs last month."
****
"We're telling them."
Xander groaned. "Are we?"
"Yeah. I've thought a lot about it."
"Just 'cause of what Dad said?"
"Him and Mom. They've been wearing me down."
"They've been hitting me up too, you know. They're convinced I know."
"Well you do know."
"Yeah. But they don't know that I know that you... that I..." Xander stopped and frowned. "Whatever. They can't really know that I know."
"We do live together. And you know all my secrets."
"Ugh."
"It'll give us some peace, at least. Either they'll love us or disown us. And I suspect the former."
"I mean..."
"And I'd like to not have to hide it anymore. I've hidden it all my life, Xan. It feels nice not doing that. Having you. Sharing our relationship with friends. It hasn't blown up yet."
"We've been lucky. Lily's cool. And Hazel."
"And Cece and Mark."
"Right. Why did we tell them again?"
"And James."
"Wait, who?"



"Lily's friend. It's a long story."
"No, wait, hang on, why did-"
"Point is, people are finding out. It's gonna start getting out there. Sooner or later Mom and Dad'll hear even if we don't tell them. They should know. They shoulda probably known already."
Xander groaned again. I slipped my arms around him and pestered him with kisses until he warmed to my embrace and started kissing back. I let him grab my butt and get some feels in too.
"It's gone ok somehow, hasn't it?" Xander said softly.
"Mmhm."
"I keep thinking the world should have ended by now or something."
"Nah. Turns out no one really cares that much if a brother and sister wanna fall for each other."
"You'd think there'd be more of a fuss."
"Enh. Why though?"
"I don't know. Just seems like there should be."
I kissed Xander some more. "S'that bother you? You want more attention?"
"No. I like just being left alone to love you."
"Well then you got what you want."
"Seems too easy."
"So? The rest of it wasn't. Let's take an easy win for once."
"... that actually sounds like a good idea. I just wish my stomach wasn't all in knots thinking about telling the 'rents."
"I know. It'll be fine though. Promise."
****
The day came. Our parents' anniversary. I felt the same nervous flutters and painful tensing in my tummy that Xander did. The closer we got to actually revealing our secret, the more real it felt. It didn't help that Mom and Dad were having such a good evening with their friends, and it felt like we were running the risk of ruining it belatedly.
I began to have doubts that the timing was even right. Maybe it would be better to put it off. To do it some non-special day, perhaps.
But if we delayed it now, what was to stop us pushing it back indefinitely?
By the end of the night it was just us. The family. Me and Xander, Mom and Dad. All four of us were lightly buzzed, enough to make the conversation seem more doable.
"Are you two spending the night?" Mom asked. "I don't want you driving drunk."
I looked at Xander for reassurance. "Nah. We'll probably stick around and clean up some. Xan'll be fine to drive in a bit, yeah?"
Xander shrugged. "I expect so."
Mom pursed her lips. "Well you best be sure. There's no point in you-"
"Yeah yeah, we get it." I took a deep breath, then kept going before Mom could start again. "So listen. There's something I want to tell you. We want to tell you."
Mom arched her eyebrow. "Oh?"
"Yeah. Dad, don't sneak off. This is something I want you to hear too."
"Wouldn't dream of leaving the fun," Dad assured me.
I got everyone wrangled, all sitting down together. I made sure Xander was right next to me, as close as we dared. I took his hand and squeezed it, even though our parents could see the gesture. In a few moments, hopefully it wouldn't matter.
"You've really wanted to know who I've been seeing," I said hesitantly.
Mom snorted. "That's an understatement. Does this mean we get to find out? Why didn't you just bring him?"
"Or her," Dad said.
"Yes, dear. That was implied."
"Just making sure."
I smiled nervously and squeezed Xander's hand tighter.
"She did," Xander said before I could work up to speaking again.
Mom tilted her head in confusion. Dad's eyes flicked to our hands.
I had to just go for it. It'd be easier to just say it now than let it linger.
"It's Xan," I said, not meeting anyone's gaze for a moment. "Xan's who I've been seeing. Who I'm with."
There was dead silence for the longest few seconds of my life. I clutched Xander like I was about to be torn away from him.
"Oh," Dad said.
"What?" Mom said a second later.
"I guess that would explain it."
"What?"
I cautiously looked at Dad. He didn't seem to quite know how to react yet, but there was warmth in his eyes.
"I love him," I said in a quiet voice.
Dad smiled small and crooked back at me. "You always did."
Mom was still in the midst of absolute confusion. Her face flashed about every emotion one could imagine, some more than others.
"Is this real?" she finally asked. "You're sure?"
"Couldn't be more sure," Xander said gently but without any shred of hesitation.
I favoured my brother with a look of pure adoration and had to restrain myself from kissing him. I didn't want to risk it just yet.
Mom slumped back, still thinking. "Well... it makes sense why you wouldn't tell me," she mused.
"Yeah. Sorry about that," I said.
"And why you were so happy."
"Um..."
"I always thought you'd be happy if you could just marry your brother." Mom chuckled with only faint undertones of actual mirth. "Then you just did it anyway."
"We're not married," I said. "I mean, that's probably not really happening."
"No, I know. I just meant..." Mom waved her hand helplessly. "You know what I meant."
"We do," Xander said. "You're not mad?"
Dad shrugged. "How could we be? I didn't expect this, but... it's not like we couldn't have seen it coming if we'd really wanted to look. You're both just who you are."
"And you're happy," Mom said. "Happier than I've ever seen either of you."
I grinned, feeling warmth flood into me. Relief and acceptance, and the constant flow of love from Xander's hand squeezing mine. And our parents too. They'd take some time adjusting, but the worst was past, and it hadn't been that bad at all.
I had to free my hand so I could stand and walk over to Mom and Dad, giving them each a big, slightly tearful hug.
"Love you," I whispered to each of them.
"You take care of each other, ok?" Mom said. "I'm going to be very upset if you break each other's hearts."
"Even if it meant we'd be more normal?"
"You think I didn't see how unhappy you were with all your other relationships? If this is what you need... normal can get fucked."
My eyes went wide at Mom's sudden vehemence and I couldn't help giggling hysterically. Xander, going in for hugs too, looked at me curiously. I didn't deign to repeat Mom's words.
****
"So your parents know and everything," Lily said.
"Mmhm."
"And our friends basically all know."
"We're getting there. I'm kinda surprised the rumours haven't taken off more."
"Enh. Maybe everyone wants to be respectful."
"Maybe."
"It's pretty crazy though, huh?"
"It really is. I just feel..." I squirmed in my seat. "I feel happy. I feel free. It's just all really working."
"Yeah it is!"
Lily offered me a high five. I rolled my eyes at her.
"You think I'ma forget where that hand's just been?"
Lily grinned and went back to playing with herself. Our movie nights were rarer these days than ever, in particular ones where it was just us, but it was nice getting them in every now and then when we could.
A lot of the time the porn we watched did little to nothing for me anymore. It had been my substitute for Xander when I had nothing better. Now that I had him, I was settled into being with him, no pretend sibs getting all hot and bothered together could ever compare.
Lily still rubbed herself all bottomless and horny next to me. I sat with my panties still on, not even really pretending to masturbate. It was, weirdly, mostly about an excuse to hang and chat anyway. Plus even though she wouldn't admit it, I was pretty sure Lily liked an excuse to get off to some incest porn on occasion.
"So hey, as long as everything's going super well and everything..." Lily said.
"Yeah?"
"I was wondering... how would you feel about Hazel moving in?"
"Fine, basically. She's pretty cool. We've got a whole bedroom we basically don't use. Though I'm sure we probably still won't."
"Ideally." Lily grinned. "I'd like having her around more."
"Yeah? You lurrrvvve her?"
"Maybe."
"Or you just want someone to play with your naughty bits whenever you want?"
"It can be both."
"I guess that's probably the dream for you, huh?"
"Is for lots of people."
"Sure. Love's better than naughty times, though. Just sayin'."
"Enh. Depends on the night. Overall probably yeah."
"That's a fair assessment." I checked the time. "Shit. Now I'm just thinking about when Xan's gonna be back."
Lily laughed. "Hey! This is s'posed to be our hangout time."
"I know. But now I kinda want Xan to play with me some."
"You literally just said love's better than-"
"I know what I said. Doesn't mean naughty times aren't really awesome too."
Lily nudged me with her elbow. "Take care of yourself some. You can still do it, I'm sure."
"It's better with Xan."
"He's ruined you, huh? Even your fingers can't compete?"
"Not usually, no."
"Ah, alas. I'm gonna be doing movie nights all alone pretty soon. You won't want to bother."
"That's not true. I still like 'em. Just not for sexual reasons necessarily."
"Porn and masturbating's the whole point."
"You know that's not true. We bonded a lot over this stuff."
"That's true."
"Maybe you and Hazel can bond over it too. If I'm not around or whatever."
"Nah. She doesn't super dig porn generally. She's ok with it, but it's not exactly her thing."
"Pity."
"Right? Ah well. Her loss."
I scratched my head. "You think me and Xan are gonna bother her if she moves in?"
"She's spent the night enough. She knows what the deal is."
"True. I can't promise we'll ever behave more than we do now."
"Wouldn't want you to. Love seeing you happy, Kase."
I smiled. "Yeah. Same."
****
Having Hazel around full time didn't really change anything. I caught her staring sometimes when Xander and I got a little too into each other around her, but that was nothing new. She seemed curious more than anything.
"How'd you do it?" Hazel finally asked one morning.
"Do what?"
"You know. Decide you could be with your brother."
I smiled over my coffee. My mind flashed to Xander still lazing in bed. I had a fresh load of cum in my pussy from wake up sex, and if I didn't have to get to work, I'd still be snuggling with him.
So far, I wore only a pair of panties to ensure my brother's mess stayed put, and one of his shirts that hung loose on me. I'd have to get changed, of course, but it was the sort of outfit I loved wearing when I could. Especially any of Xander's shirts that carried his faint scent.
"It wasn't something I decided, really," I said. "I had to figure it out, sure, but... it's just what I've always needed. It was always him."
"Always?"
"Yeah. Even my best attempts at finding something 'normal' were kinda bad." I sighed wistfully, again thinking of Xander. "With Xan, everything just works. It's so easy."
"Easy? Being with your brother?"
"I know. Doesn't sound right, does it?"
"Not really, no."
"But it is. Social problems and all. It's still so much easier being with him than anyone else. So much better."
Hazel squirmed and looked away for a moment. "That actually sounds pretty romantic."
"You think?"
"I mean... he's the one, right?"
"He is."
"And... and it's like you guys had to get together even though it's something you're not supposed to do."
"Correct. Plus it took Xan a lot longer to figure things out."
"Right. You might never have been together. You could have known each other your whole lives and longed for each other and stuff, and you might never have gone for it."
"Very true." I shuddered. "What a hellish existence that would have been."
"And you're so in love! It's crazy. Just, like, constantly. The way you're always looking at each other... jeez, it's not fair."
I grinned. "It's just how we feel."
Hazel nodded, tapping her fingers nervously on the table. "No, I get it." She coughed awkwardly. "This might be a bad question to ask. I don't know if you'll like it. I mean, what you and Xander have is kinda beautiful and shit, and I don't want to cheapen it or anything, but-"
"Haze? What do you want to ask?"
She took a deep breath. "I kinda maybe want to ask Lily if she'd pretend to be my sister sometimes. Or something like that. Is that weird, you think?"
I laughed. "Ha, seriously? No, of course it's not. Why would it be? Me and Xan don't even have to pretend."
"That's exactly it, though. You guys... it's all romantic and stuff 'cause you found each other in spite of being siblings. That's way different from... from going for the kink of it."
I shrugged. "Sure. Maybe. I mean, I can't promise what Lily'll think, but I can guarantee she won't be bothered by the suggestion. And I'm not either, if you're worried about that."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You should watch some videos with her sometimes."
"The... porn ones? Not really my thing."
"I think Lily mentioned that, yeah. But like, maybe it's just an excuse for you two to get into some roleplay stuff. Maybe she could be kinda like your big sis teaching you some bad, bad things."
"... well when you put it that way..."
"Think about it anyway. And seriously, just talk to Lily. She won't be upset. Promise."
"I was pretty sure she wouldn't be. She's so close with you, and she has an incest kink already."
"Exactly."
"It's newer to me, is all. I think maybe I'm looking for permission to... to feel some stuff."
"Not really something I can give. But... you have my blessing, if that counts for anything."
"It weirdly kinda does."
"Nice. Good luck with Lily."
"Thanks."
****
Chapter Fourteen: Kasey at Thirty
****
"We're really doing this?"
I smiled and squeezed Xander's hand. We stared together at the front of the house.
"We really are," I said.
"It just feels so crazy."
"I know. But it feels good too."
"It does."
"It's weirdly not that much more expensive than our apartment was."
"It kind of is when we're only splitting two ways."
"Well, yeah. But you know what I mean."
"I do."
"We can afford it."
"Definitely."
"I'm gonna miss Lily, but I think it's time we were on our own."
"Plus she's been talking about moving into her own place with Hazel."
"Plus that, yeah."
Xander put his arm around my shoulders. I nestled against him.
"It's a good house."
"Mmhm. Small, but we don't need much room."
"Right. Yard's big enough we could get a dog though."
I pouted. "You keep going on about that. If anything, we should get a cat."
"Dogs are better."
"You would say that."
Xander ruffled my hair, but then smoothed it out for me. "You know, we could get both."
"That's so much responsibility all of a sudden."
"One at a time, then."
"I don't know. Maybe it'd be better to get both at once. So they aren't territorial with each other."
"But it also means getting them both adjusted at once."
"Our kitty'll be fine. You're the one gonna have to train a puppy."
"They're gonna be our pets, Kase. You're still gonna have to be a dog mom."
"I don't know how to take care of a dog."
"We'll learn."
Xander squeezed me tighter to him. I couldn't resist anything at all that he asked when he held me like that.
"Ok," I murmured. "We'll learn."
****
Moving into a house and trying to make it livable was a whole thing. Not that it was all that complicated, but there was just a lot more stuff needed for a house with just Xander and I in it, as opposed to splitting an apartment, or indeed living at home when we were younger. In the latter case, our parents had to deal with all that stuff anyway.
"We're still gonna be working on getting things for months," I complained, sliding into a seat out on our back deck.
Xander, already sitting and sipping a beer, just nodded. "True."
"It's so much worrrk."
He grinned. "But it's worth it, isn't it?"
"I mean, yeah, obviously."
Xander's gaze flicked up and down me. I was free to wear as much or, more commonly, as little as I wanted around the house. It was just us. No one else to offend.
I didn't have the same youthful body as back when I'd first tried to catch my brother's eye with daringly skimpy attire. That didn't seem to bother him one bit. Nor did my experimentation with wearing even less. Like my go-to sleepwear of cami and panties, only without the panties.
Xander really liked me wandering around bottomless. Topless and fully nude were excellent too, based on his reactions, but casually bottomless got him interested the easiest.
Right now I had underwear on, but that was mostly because we were outside, and I wasn't yet confident in how much privacy we had. I'd probably be fine to go naked if I wanted, but there were definitely a few second-story windows around that I could be spied from given the right timing.
"It's our own place," I said, snagging Xander's beer and sipping from it.
"Sure is." Without missing a beat, he grabbed a backup beer and cracked it open.
I'd really only wanted to tease Xander and see if he'd fight me for his drink. Hopefully very physically. But since he wasn't biting, and now had another beer going, I took a longer swallow of the one I'd stolen.
"Have you seen Wisp around anywhere? Haven't seen her in a bit."
Xander looked at me, then down to his lap. I followed his gaze, then giggled. Wisp, our new kitty, was curled up napping atop my brother.
"You know, for someone who didn't want a cat..."
Xander shrugged. "What can ya do?"
"She likes you better than me, even."
"I don't know why."
"I do. But I'm biased. 'Course it's gonna start being a fight over your lap, you know."
"You'd fight our kitty?"
"If I'm horny enough, probably, yeah."
Xander softly scritched Wisp, who flicked an ear and yawned in response.
"Bad influence for our little one, you are."
"I am?! You remember yesterday when you yanked my panties off and bent me over the-"
"Shush. Not in front of Wisp."
I made a rude noise. "You didn't even want a cat. Now you've gone all cat-dad on me. It's kind of annoying."
"Jealous?"
"Kinda, maybe. Yeah."
Xander grinned wider. He carefully picked Wisp up and set her in my lap. Wisp stretched, got resettled, then purred contentedly on my tummy.
"Aw, there's my baby," I cooed, previous jealousy forgotten in the blink of an eye.
Xander's expression remained teasing, but that was fine.
"You're kinda right, though," he said. "More pets might mean less fun times for us."
"Mmhm."
"So... we could just run with Wisp for now. Maybe."
"No doggo? Even though you were dead set?"
"I didn't think I'd like having a cat so much, ok?"
"Hehe. Softie."
"Maybe. So what?"
"I love it."
"Of course you do."
I picked Wisp up again, kissed her forehead, then set her down on the deck. She grumped a bit, but then padded off to explore her domain. I watched her for a moment before slipping out of my chair and kneeling in front of Xander.
"Really? Here?"
"What's the point of having a yard if we can't use it?"
I got Xander's shorts down and his cock out. Something I'd become very proficient at. He groaned happily as I caressed him and felt him grow in my hand.
"You want the neighbours to see?"
"No one's looking."
"You don't know."
"Xan, darling, I want to suck you off."
"... well when you put it that way..."
"Fuck the neighbours?"
"Yeah. Fuck 'em. Let 'em watch."
I grinned and stroked Xander with a firmer grip. "No one's watching. But yeah."
I sucked my brother off. I sucked him off so good. It was so freeing. Out there in broad daylight. In our yard. On our deck.
His slutty, happy, horny little sister, doing all the wonderful things I could think of with my mouth. Making him a very happy and satisfied brother.
I worked Xander's cock lovingly and with all due care and attention. I took him deep, I bathed him with my tongue, I made the most adorable eye contact I possibly could.
It got me horny and wet. I was already kind of worked up, but this took it to another level. Doing stuff with Xander always did. Nothing turned me on like he did. Not even close.



Xander groaned in the deep and guttural way that I loved so much, and filled my mouth full of cum. My eyes rolled back and I got all squirmy. I wanted to play with myself while taking my brother's load. By the time I'd sneaked my hand down to my panties, he was already pretty well done.
I saved most of Xander's cum so I could open my mouth, stick out my tongue, and show off for him.
"When the hell'd you get so bad?" he asked softly.
I swallowed, savouring the experience of having Xander watching me and seeing what a slutty sister I was. Not that there was any doubt left on the issue.
"That's just what you do to me."
"And you're playing with yourself."
"Mmhm."
I knelt in front of Xander, fully masturbating for him. His eyes were on me, so deep and penetrating. Just watching me. So intent.
It got me crazy horny trying to imagine what he was thinking. In a general sense, there was no question what was in his head. In a more specific sense, it was a low-key thrill trying to guess exactly what he wanted to do with me.
"Take your clothes off," Xander said.
"All of them?"
"You're not wearing much. It won't take long."
"But... I'll be na-ked."
"Right."
"Outside."
"Yep."
"What happened to worrying about being seen?"
"You'll be the one all nakey, won't you? I won't have to worry about it."
I stood up a little shakily, from horniness and from sudden jitters. It wasn't really any worse being naked outside than it was giving my brother a blowjob, but it felt more like I'd be in the spotlight somehow.
Plus... Xander wasn't really much of a dom or anything, but those moments when he took firm control could make me so weak and warm inside. Not unlike when he held me all tight and loving, like I was the only girl in the world. The way he looked at me now was just like that, but without physical contact, and with the expectation that I really would do as he asked.
Which I would. Of course I would. I was a horny little thing. And, more importantly, I was his. Even Xander's gaze promised that I'd enjoy myself if I only did as he asked.
And even if there wasn't anything more, if he just wanted to see me naked, I'd still do it for him. I'd do basically anything. Always would have, probably always would.
"Making your sister strip for you might be worse than just getting naked yourself," I said even as I trembled and pulled my top so very slowly up my tummy and over my breasts. "If anyone's watching."
"They would have seen you suck me off already in that case. They know who's the bad one here."
I shook my head, feeling an extra flush in my cheeks. My eyes flicked to neighbouring windows. I didn't see anyone. I was pretty sure Xander thought we were still alone too. He wouldn't have kept playing the game otherwise. Probably.
"I'm just helpless," I said. "I only-"
"You've never been helpless. You just like to play at it."
My panties slid easily down my legs. I was naked in the afternoon warmth. Naked and wet. Getting wetter with every passing moment of Xander just looking at me, drinking me in.
The things he could do to me with just his eyes...
"I like being your plaything," I said in a hushed whisper.
"That's not what you are."
"No?"
Xander stood. He caressed my skin, running his fingers delicately over me, anywhere at all he chose.
"You're my sister. My love. Not my toy."
"I can be more than one thing."
"Not the way I feel about you."
Xander's kiss was warm and firm, making my legs falter slightly. He was right there to lean on, to take support from. I felt dizzy from his kiss, from the situation, from his words, and from unspoken promises.
"You still think you don't do exactly the same things to me that I do to you," Xander said.
"Well, I-"
"You have me wrapped around your finger."
"Do I?"
"You know you do." Xander brushed my hair back. "And I love it. I love being all yours. I'm as much your plaything as you are mine."
"You can do anything you want to me," I argued.
"Yeah. Same."
"But... you're always so much more in control."
Xander snorted. "Is that how you see it?"
"Yeah."
"Kase, I'm still not sure that we're alone. But it doesn't matter. You could tear my pants off in full public and just do things to me. You could do whatever you wanted, anywhere you wanted. What would I ever do about it? I love it. I love you. I always just want more."
I grinned shyly, feeling the soft breeze play on my skin. A moment ago I'd felt naked and submissive. I still felt that, but I also felt the depth of Xander's feelings for me, and just how vulnerable he was in return.
There really wasn't any control to be had between us. We were both equally lost and wrapped up in each other. Maybe I still considered myself the more hopelessly in love of the two of us. If I was, then Xander wasn't far enough behind to make any difference. I needed to remember that.
"You can have as much as you want," I assured him. "Anything you want from me."
"Same."
"K, well... you know what I want right now?"
"You want me to eat your pussy."
I slapped Xander's shoulder weakly. "You fucker. You already knew and you're just standing there not doing it."
"We're having a moment."
I batted my eyelashes. "Pleeeaaase lick my pussy?"
"Unfair."
"I know."
Xander kissed me deeply, his tongue darting around like he was getting it warmed up. I squealed in unconcealed joy as he then tackled me to the ground, carefully laying me down in the grass and not bouncing me off the deck.
He was right there even as I stretched out languidly in the sun, already atop me. He kissed down my neck, lavishing attention on my boobies, then down over my soft tummy.
"You're soaked."
"Mmm. I know."
"Horny little thing."
"Mmhm."
I purred happily as the sun caressed my skin and Xander buried his face in my pussy. He licked and sucked me with brotherly enthusiasm. He tasted my juices and caused me to flood even more.
This was paradise. This was why we'd needed our own place. Basking in the backyard in each other's loving attentions. Being naked if and when we wanted. Doing just whatever the hell we so desired with ourselves.
It wasn't like we'd been overly restrained living with Lily, but this was a whole new level for us. We'd never ever before had the freedom to make each other cum in the fresh outdoors like this.
Xander licked my wet slit and flicked across my clit. He ate me like he was starving, like I was the only thing that could possibly satisfy him.
He made me wiggle and coo, squirm and purr. I basked in the decadence of it all. Of being the most beloved baby sis of all time.
I came for Xander as I always did. Purest pleasure and love washed through me, filling me, making my back arch and my toes curl. He kept licking my pussy throughout. He knew how to coax me so beautifully through an orgasm. To keep me high and happy longer and more intensely, all with cunning use of his tongue.
We cuddled together afterward, lazing in the warm sun and soft grass. Appreciating each other in post-orgasm bliss.
"This is so fucking good," Xander said softly.
"Mmhm."
"We made some good decisions."
"We really did." I nuzzled against my brother. "Hard to believe we got here, isn't it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"I just love this all so much."
"Mmm. Me too." Xander ran his hand over me, landing on my boobies and gently toying with them. "Speaking of loving..."
I giggled and playfully swatted his hand. "You just cummed in my mouth already."
"Then I licked you and got kinda horny again."
"Well I want cuddles now."
"But... sex later?"
"Maybe sex later. If the cuddles are good enough."
"You drive a hard bargain."
"I know." I ran my fingertips up Xander's arm, then back down again. Just touching him. Feeling him. "The neighbours are either going to hate us... or love us."
"We're very lovable."
"Hope so."
"We don't strictly have to have sex outdoors."
"No. But I'ma want to be nakey out here with you sometimes. And it's our yard. We're allowed."
"Kinda, yeah." Xander closed his eyes and let me cradle his head, sending him love through my fingers. "I really don't want to let anyone mess with this little paradise."
"Exactly, right?"
"Hey, where'd Wisp get to anyway?"
I groaned and tore myself away from Xander. Not far, but enough to flick my gaze around the yard.
"Ha. In your seat."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Just sunning herself."
"Smart kitty."
"I know. She's got it figured out."
Xander kissed me. "Love the fuck out of you, you know."
"Mmm. Me too."
****
Xander and I had a housewarming thing. We decided we'd probably better just do it. We invited friends and family, probably about half of whom knew that we were together, and the other half being on the tentative list to be told at some point. Some of them would figure it out, probably.
I was still waiting for someone to raise all hell over it. Our parents hadn't. None of our friends had yet. Some of our other family made for likely candidates. Not to be mean about it necessarily, but to disapprove of the decision in some way. I could see it.
I didn't even really care. I had Xander. We had our parents, and Lily, and to a lesser extent Hazel. We had some other close people who were on our side, more or less. I didn't need more. If we alienated some, that was just too bad.
I stood pressed up to Xander, his arms around me from behind, his chin resting on my shoulder. I was deliberately in a very girlfriendy kind of pose with him. We got some looks over it. I still didn't care.
Those who didn't know our relationship seemed confused about the whole event. Buying a house was no small thing, but it wasn't typical for a brother and sister to buy one together. The explanation for why didn't really solve that, but it was a good answer, I thought.
"This is getting a little uncomfortable," Xander whispered to me.
"You're not even hard. I'd feel it."
"Not like that. You know that's not what I meant."
I grinned. "Yeah. I know." I put my hands over Xander's where they were clasped across my tummy. "Everyone'll know soon, I assume. Conversations are happening. We won't even have to directly tell everyone."
"It was too many all at once. It's too much pressure."
"Shhh. Just hold me. I'm right here."
"I know. And I love it. But I feel like dragging you away and locking us in our room."
"Always about sex with you."
"You're being deliberately obtuse."
"I am." I patted Xander's hand. "I know. I get it. I'd feel so much better just being alone with you. Just lying in bed and waiting for everyone to leave."
"We could just do it."
"No. We have to get through this. It had to be done at some point."
"Maybe."
"It did. We're not hiding, Xan. It'd be way too late for that anyway. We're in the open. We just have to ride it out."
"If I didn't love you so much, I probably would have run away already."
"It's our house."
"I know. They can have it."
"You derp. Just let's get through it. You can do whatever you want to me after."
"You always say that anyway. You can't use it as a reward."
"Sure I can."
I pressed my butt back against Xander, subtly grinding it on his cock. As expected, I started to feel a reaction fairly quickly.
"So not fair."
"I know. Deal with it."
We had to talk to some more people. I could tell some of them were trying to probe at our relationship. Like they suspected, or had been told, and very much wanted to confirm. I alternated between being direct, and ignoring attempts entirely. It wasn't an effective strategy, really, but like Xander I wasn't very comfortable and needed the occasional defense mechanism to stay sane.
Mom came over and hugged us both.
"You two are staying very close."
"I know. Weird. Like we like each other or something."
"Don't be glib, dear. You should mingle more. You have guests."
"Ugh. Mooommm."
Xander abjectly refused to leave my side. "Yeah, no."
"Well mingle together, then," Mom said firmly. "But mingle. Hosts have duties."
"Not sure who wants us to mingle with them right now," I tried as an excuse.
"Anyone who wants to leave is free to do so."
"Has anyone?"
"A few."
"Oh."
"Might not be 'cause of disapproval," Xander said.
"Yeah. But might be."
"True. Oh well."
I nodded, feeling easier already. "Honestly, fewer people's not a bad thing right now. And if we lose the ones who are upset with us, so much the better."
Mom adjusted a strap on my dress without thinking about it. "No one's going to stay upset."
"Maybe."
"They won't. You invited people who care about you."
"Generally. Aunt Ellen never much liked me though."
"That's not true."
"No, it is," Xander said. "She liked me. Not Kase so much."
"You two are horrible. Your family loves you. And your friends. Trust them."
"Yeah, ok, fine." I took Xander's hand, intertwining our fingers. "We're mingling, ok?"
"Good."
"Jeez. Not like it's our house or anything, huh?" I said.
Xander squeezed my hand. "She's just helping."
"I know."
"Honestly... I don't think we could ask for better than parents who still want to show us off even now."
I felt a small coziness inside, wrapped inside the anxiety and nerves in my tummy. "She's still proud of us, huh?"
"Yep."
"Even though we coulda been massive disappointments."
"Right."
"That's kinda nice."
"It is. Our parents kinda love us, Kase."
I smiled cautiously, still nervous and fluttery and not altogether comfortable, but taking in this other perspective was helping. "We're gonna be ok."
"Yeah. Probably."
We stopped by near Dad where he was barbecuing. He wasn't quite as forceful as Mom, but still with that same love and pride, despite our unconventional love.
Lily and Hazel were around, of course. I'd absolutely insisted Lily be there. She wouldn't have missed it.
"So this is weird, huh?" Lily said.
"Maybe a little."
"Hell of a way to let everyone know you're together," Hazel said. She was staying about as close to Lily as I was to Xander.
I leaned against my brother. "It is, isn't it?"
"Kinda funny watching 'em," Hazel said, glancing around.
"Glad to hear it."
"Just saying."
"Mmhm."
"Shush, Haze," Lily said, wrapping her arms around Hazel and kissing her cheek.
"I never woulda been this brave," Hazel said. "It's a good thing! Probably."
"Yeah," Xander said. "Probably."
"Only a few have abandoned ship on us," I said. "Better than I would have thought."
"There's still time yet," Xander said.
"We need more booze, that's all," Lily said with sudden inspiration. "We'll get a little drunk. Get through the rest of it."
"That sounds like a terrible idea," I said. "I'm in."
"Tight. Let's do it."
It was probably poor hosting practice. I didn't much care. The four of us got kinda buzzed, and it made everything a little easier. Mingling and conversing and not caring so much what everyone was thinking.
I was pretty sure Mom caught on to how tipsy we were getting, but I was doing as she'd asked, so she left it alone.
It would have been interesting to know exactly what she and Dad thought. Sure they'd accepted me and Xander being together, and weren't at all ashamed of us, but Mom in particular still wanted to be able to show us off sometimes. I could see that. This was almost certainly never what she'd had in mind. She was a good sport about it, though. Supporting her children in their love.
It was hard to say what my various relationship dynamics would be going forward. How many of them would stay intact. The most important ones would be fine. That was what really mattered.
****
"You know I said we didn't need a puppy," Xander said.
I tilted my head and just watched him snuggling with Pendragon. "Yeah. I sure feel silly about it."
Xander made some silly baby noises to his pupper. I took a seat next to them.
Wisp was only little still, but she was growing. She already had a big sister's cautious disdain for the new addition to our family.
"You're just gonna have to get used to him," I said quietly as Wisp hopped into my lap.
Wisp curled up in the sunlight and deigned to accept my hand. She purred softly.
"They're gonna be best friends," Xander said, laughing as Pendragon nipped at him.
"Remains to be seen."
"They will. I believe it."
I scritched Wisp's ears. "You know I really only pushed for getting Penny so that Wisp would spend some time with me again. Really annoying how she always loved you more."
"Cats can sense neediness. They don't much care for it."
I sighed. "Maybe I shoulda been a dog person."
"They're better."
"Pff. Whatevs. You and Penny stay over there then."
Xander rolled onto the grass, play-wrestling with Pendragon. "You gotta stop calling him Penny. Gonna give him a complex."
"Shouldn't have called him Pendragon."
"It's a good name!"
"Yeah. And the obvious abbreviation is Penny. What do you want from me?"
"More respect for his masculinity."
I shrugged. "Enh. I think everyone should be a little more flexible on that stuff."
"Even dogs?"
"Especially dogs."
"Oh."
Xander threw a toy and watched Pendragon scamper off after it. He threw it again as soon as it was returned. His face turned to me in between tosses.
"What?"
"Nothin'."
"You're looking at me funny."
Xander grinned crookedly. "Just admiring you."
"Oh shush."
"No, really. Just, like, you're the perfect woman."
"Oh my goddd. What do you want, a blowjob or something?"
"Nah. We're having family time. Don't scar the little ones."
"Swear to god. You've gone all prudish."
"Haven't."
"You won't even hardly take your clothes off outside the bedroom anymore. They're pets. They don't care."
"It's weird though. I wanna be a good pet dad."
"You are. Don't worry about it."
"Gotta worry about it."
"No you don't. You're perfect just the way you are."
"You think so, do ya?"
"Mmhm."
Xander let Pendragon collapse on him, panting softly. "I kinda assumed I'd have, like, human kids at some point."
A twinge of emotional pain flashed through me. "Oh. That."
"Hey, no, I know it's not something for us. I don't even know if I'd really want them. I'm just saying I assumed it'd happen."
"Things don't always go the way you think."
"Tell me about it. I'm in love with my sister. You're the one. Always were. How crazy is that?"
"Pretty crazy."
"And everything's so fucking good."
"I know, right?"
Xander sighed happily and rubbed Pendragon's belly. "How'd we do it, Kase?"
"Fucked if I know. Perseverance? Stubbornness?"
"Ha, yeah. Basically, huh?"
"Maybe some luck."
"Some of that, sure."
"Or maybe just 'cause I always loved you too much."
Xander looked at me with those heart-melting eyes. "Love you too."
****
"No, Penny can't sleep with us."
"Awww, but he's asking so cute."
"You said Wisp couldn't be in our bed. Penny can't either."
"Wisp won't stay still. Just keeps waking me up. Deliberate-like."
"Cats for ya."
"Mmhm." Xander rolled over. "Sorry, bud. Go to your bed. Hey! No whining. Bed. Serious."
I smiled and waited until Pendragon settled in his corner of the room. "There's the strict dad."
"Shush."
"Kinda hot."
Xander snorted. "Fuck off."
I giggled. "Ok, maybe not. But it makes me smile."
"Yeah I bet." He sighed. "Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"Is it weird that we don't fuck all the time anymore?"
"Nah. I think that's normal."
"Even for us?"
"We're sibs. It's probably more normal for-"
"Don't even bring that up."
"Well for real though."
"No, I mean like... like I couldn't keep my hands off you."
"You still can't. You were getting awfully handsy this morning."
"I like touching you."
"Mmm. I like it too."



"But... why don't I want sex all the time? I used to. When we first started."
"There are more important things."
"You were just as horny. Don't pretend you weren't."
"I was. Worse than I am now, for sure." I shrugged. "Maybe it doesn't bother me the same. I never got used to wanting to do stuff like that. Not like most people. I only wanted it 'cause it was you."
"... did you ever really want all that sex and stuff? Or was it just to make me happy?"
"The former. Making you happy feels really good. But there was a period where... where yeah. Where I loved it. Where I wanted nothing else but getting naked with you and getting all stupid... and fucking."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"But it's ok that we don't do it as much?"
"Don't see why not. It's more important that we're together than anything else. That I can go to sleep with you every night." I snuggled into Xander's arms. "That I always get to feel you. Talk to you. Know you're there."
He kissed my forehead. "Yeah. I kinda feel that. Maybe we shouldn't have gotten pets. I feel like I'm all paternal now or some shit. Maybe that's where all my energy's gone."
"Ha. What, you'd rather be a horny thing all your life? Only wanting to get in my pants?"
"I wanted other stuff. But yeah, that was nice."
"Tell me you'd trade Penny for having constant sex drive. Just tell me. I dare you."
"..."
"Go on."
"I wouldn't. Wouldn't even trade Wisp for that."
"There, see?"
"But it feels wrong."
"That's growing up, Xan. We had to do it."
"Urgh. Whatever."
I kissed him softly, lingering on his lips. "You can still have me whenever you want," I assured him. "Any way you want."
"Bleh. I'm so old. I'm all like... we just had sex yesterday."
"Ha."
"It's not funny."
"It is." I kissed him again. "Just hold me and let's go to sleep, ok?"
"Yeah. Ok. That sounds nice."
****
I woke up before Xander. He was still snoozing obliviously. I smiled and watched him for a few moments.
Then I realized Pendragon was watching me in turn. His tail started going when he saw that I was looking back.
"Shhh," I said.
He only wagged harder.
"Don't wake your daddy up, ok? Let's get you some breakfast. Wisp's gonna be demanding pretty soon too."
I got the little ones some food and left the sliding back door open about halfway so they could go in and out if they so chose. I then sneaked back into the bedroom and made sure the door was closed behind me. My panties were off before I hit the bed.
Xander was the only one who'd ever made me feel true arousal. Like I really wanted sex. That hadn't changed. Only the frequency of it had gone down. That didn't bother me the way it did him, and I was pretty sure he'd adjust too, in time.
Regardless, this morning I was feeling it. My brother just called to me in that special way that made me feel naughty things. Even without being awake.
I grinned impishly as I pulled back the covers, then tugged down his boxers. I kind of missed the thrill of always sleeping naked. But we had dependants now. We had to be responsible, to some degree.
I sucked on Xander's soft cock. I knew how to gently get a rise out of it. Nothing too bothersome to his sleep, but more than enough to get him hard.
As soon as I could, I straddled Xander and rubbed my pussy on him. I wasn't quite wet enough, but grinding on him helped a lot. I got him all snugly buried in me before his eyelids fluttered open.
"Oh fuck," he breathed.
"Morning."
"This is nice."
I grinned, nodded, and rocked my hips. "Glad you think so."
"Is this 'cause I was saying we didn't fuck enough?"
"It's 'cause I wanted to. Maybe a little 'cause of that, though."
"Ah. You don't usually wake me up like this."
"Maybe I should."
"Yeah. Maybe."
Xander's hands slipped up my sides, gently pushing my cami up and over my tits. I had to bend down some to help him get rid of my top entirely. He wanted me naked. I was more than ok with that. The way he looked at me hadn't dimmed any with time.
"People just get less horny as they get older," I said. "Or so I understand it."
"Not quite the same for you, is it?"
"Not so much, no." I moaned softly as I bounced around on Xander's cock, all nakey and horny for my brother. "I'm probably not as horny as when we first got together, but I'm still way above what I ever was when we weren't a couple."
His hands were on my hips, encouraging me to ride him as hard as I wanted.
"Maybe we've stolen some things from each other. You don't know how many times I wake up and think about doing stuff to you, then end up just watching you until you wake up."
I grinned. "You can always do stuff if you want."
"I know! But I just... I just wanna watch you."
"That's sweet."
"Annoyingly sweet."
"If you say so."
"Like right now, I totally wanna cum in you-"
"Mmm."
"But I'm already looking forward to cuddling after."
"Unf. My soulmate."
"Shut up."
"Cuddles are great. We won't have time for long ones, probably. I gotta get ready for work."
"Me too."
"Wanna roll me over and pound me?"
"... yes."
I laughed in pure delight as Xander rolled us both over. I smiled and kissed him as soon as I had the chance. I gave him lots of kisses until he started fucking me hard, making me gasp with each thrust into my wet, horny little pussy.
"Mmm, yeahhh."
"Kaseyyy."
"Do it. Harder."
"You always want it harder."
"I want more of you. Always do."
"You just want me to cum."
"Unf. Ok, maybe."
"You probably want me to cum in you."
"Yes please."
"I'm gonna, you know. You're gonna make me explode."
"Do ittt," I hissed, wrapping my legs around Xander and holding him tight. "Cum in meee."
Xander grunted. "You asked for it."
"I diiiddd."
He kept pounding me. Then, sudden and magical, cum was flooding my little pussy, filling me and making me a messy sister. A girl all cummed in by her brother.
Xander kissed me deep. "I should still make you cum," he murmured.
I shook my head. "Cuddles now. You can make me cum after work or something."
"You'll be worked up all day."
"Mmhm. Gonna have a cummy pussy from my baddd brother."
"That doesn't drive you crazy?"
"'Course it does. And it makes it sooo good when you get me off later." I booped Xander's nose. "Don't forget you owe me one."
"Don't worry. I won't."
We kissed some more and snuggled together while we had time. I didn't want to let him go. Xander could still do that to me. Still make me want to hold him and never let go. Just to feel him as close to me as possible. Feel all his love.
A whimpering at the door made us both giggle.
"So much worrrk being pet parents," I complained.
"You love it."
"I do. But it means less snuggle time."
"Or more, depending on how you look at it."
"You know what I mean."
"I do."
Xander gave me a last kiss and stood up. I admired the sight of him as he got cursorily dressed and went to see what Pendragon wanted.
I was still so fucking in love with him it hurt. In the best possible way, though.
****
Epilogue: Kasey Thereafter
****
Xander and I had our life together. Lots of people came to accept it to some degree. A few didn't. That was fine. It didn't really matter.
We were happy together. We had ourselves and our pets, the number of which fluctuated but remained steadily at two or more. We had our house and our jobs. We had the people we cared most about, and we had each other.
Lily and Hazel stayed together too. They were the people we had over the most often. I still loved Lily as the bestest of best friends. She was happy for me, I was happy for her.
I perhaps got a little complacent with everything I had. But every now and then I'd still wake up next to Xander and just start grinning foolishly as I remembered how close I'd come to not being with him. How delicate it had all been. And, most importantly, that I'd made it. I had him. I had my brother forever and ever. I was all his, he was all mine. It was the happiest thought that I could even contemplate.
That or maybe when he'd wake up and catch me watching and he'd smile right back like he knew what I was thinking. He could still make me melt when he looked at me just right. Still and always.
My love. My soulmate. My brother.
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Chapter One: Kasey at Eighteen
****
It probably started earlier, but I couldn't think of when. All I know is that it was the first time I recognized that something wasn't quite right. That I had feelings I probably shouldn't.
It was Xander's own fault, really. He was the one who made it obvious.
"So what do you think?" he asked.
"Hm?"
"About Zoey?"
Zoey. Xander's new girlfriend. He'd brought her over to meet the family, so clearly it was at least somewhat serious.
"Don't like her," I replied automatically.
Xander sighed. "Dammit, Kase. Why do you hate every girl I see?"
"I don't."
"You do."
I stopped and considered. Did I? Ok, maybe I did. But that wasn't my fault that my big brother had poor taste.
"Well date someone better, then."
"Oh this is not on me. If you hate every girl I'm with, that's a you kinda problem."
"There's been, like, three, dude. You could just be getting unlucky."
"Zoey's number four, thank you very much."
"And I'm sure she'll be pleased to hear she has a number."
"What's wrong with her anyway?"
"Wrong? Nothing in particular. Just don't like her."
"That's petty."
"Well hey, Xan, you asked, didn't you? You coulda just not asked."
"Maybe I care about your damn opinion."
"Well... good, then. Fine." I took a deep breath. "She's fine, I'm sure."
"Really?"
"No. But I'm trying to placate you."
"You're not meant to tell me that's what you're doing."
"Tough."
"Whatever. I'ma go text her. 'Cause I like her."
"I'm sure you do. She touches your dick, I take it?"
"It's not about that. Don't be shitty."
"But she does, though, yeah?"
"... yes. Shut up."
"Yeah. Good luck with that."
Xander shook his head and left.
I made sure the door was firmly closed, then flopped down on my bed and tried not to cry.
Why did I even want to cry? It didn't make sense. Things had gotten maybe a little heated, but nothing to get worked up over.
Or maybe I'd been worked up already. Why, though? Was it since meeting Zoey? Since having family dinner with her?
She was long gone, though. Safely back at her own house. Why did I care? I didn't have to even really talk to her if I didn't want to.
But she had Xander's attention. Maybe that was it. He was all stupid and enamoured with her. The way he got with girls sometimes. That was just how boys were anyway. They'd get all infatuated with some girl. Especially if she touched his dick. They loved that.
Not that girls were any better. I got fed up with my friends at times and their swooning over boys. There were other things in the world than relationships. I didn't know why I had to always be the one to remember that.
I hugged a pillow tight to my chest and once again tried to calm down. It was possible I was the problem. That there was something wrong with me. I hated that feeling. It crept up sometimes, and if I was already primed for a bad mood, it could ruin me.
Possibly, just perhaps, if everyone else in the whole damn world wanted to get all stupid over some person they liked, maybe that was what I was supposed to do too. And if I really thought about it, I couldn't remember anyone ever making me feel like that. No one ever capturing my soul in that way.
And that was scary. Both the idea that someone could do that to me, and the fact that it hadn't happened. Maybe I was just broken.
Like, for fuck's sake, the closest person to that was probably Xander of all people. My brother. That was just wrong. It was probably just because I'd never fallen for anyone. That I didn't know what it was supposed to feel like. And whatever sibling bond there was there, that was the closest I could get.
I laughed humourlessly at myself. No boy to get properly jealous over, so I did it over my brother instead. How pathetic was that?
****
It was only in hindsight that I recognized I might have actually been onto something there. Something deeper than I would have guessed.
I had to watch Xander be all goofy over Zoey. Do his usual thing, except more evolved. He grew up and learned a little more with each relationship, it seemed. And here I was still relationshipless and inexperienced.
It was the insane jealousy that did it, I think. The way I secretly loathed Zoey, but had no idea why the fuck that was. I thought about it sometimes, really thought hard, and couldn't come up with anything. She was a sweet enough girl. Never mean toward me in any way. But I hated her.
I hated her because she was with Xander.
"Zoey's fine," I told Xander one day.
"What?"
"Zoey. She's ok."
"Oh. Was she not ok?"
"I don't like her."
"... I'm confused."
"I don't like her, but she's ok. If you want my opinion. Which you sometimes do."
"Oh, um, good then. I think?"
I shrugged. "Just saying."
"Is this from back when I asked-"
"What I thought of her. Yes."
"And you still don't like her?"
"Right. But that's not her fault. You shouldn't hold that against her."
"I don't, but thank you."
"Sure." I turned to go.
"Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"Why don't you like her?"
"No good reason."
"Oh." Xander scratched his head. "Uh, so this whole thing where girls are catty and hate each other for no reason, that's all kinda bullshit and exaggerated, right? Except... that's exactly what you're saying you're doing?"
I thought about explaining it to him, but I still couldn't explain it to myself, really. I only had hints of what I was feeling. Suspicions. And not very good ones. Not ones I understood properly. It was easier to lie.
"It's not always bullshit. It's only unfair as a general stereotype. Some girls are like that, yes. And I guess I'm one."
"I don't believe that."
I shrugged. "Can't help what you believe."
"There's something more, Kase. I know there is."
"Nope. I'm a simple girl with simple emotions."
"That's not even remotely true."
"Is."
"Isn't."
"Is!"
"Fine. You win. You're simple."
"Thank you." I shrugged awkwardly and turned to leave for the second time. "Have fun with her."
"I will, thank you."
****
The day they broke up was probably the happiest day of my whole year.
That sounds horrible. It is. It was. But what can ya do?
Xander was disconsolate. Mopey. Just a bit of a dick, even. I loved it.
I sat with him a while in his room while he refused to get out of bed. Just sat and talked. Nothing else. But I had him all to myself for a while, and that was enough for me.
"Never liked her anyway," I said.
Xander snorted. "Yeah. I believe I remember something to that effect."
"I may have mentioned it."
"Once or twice or... every time you saw her."
"I wasn't that bad."
"You so were."
"Maybe three or four times I said something. Tops."
"Uh huh. She liked you, you know."
"No she didn't."
"Yeah she did. Thought you were an adorable little sister."
I flushed with brief anger before recalling that Zoey was gone anyway. But she wasn't wrong, if that's what she thought. I was only ever Xander's little sister. That was all I could be.
"Good for her, I guess."
"You really don't have anything nice to say?"
"Is that what you want right now? Me to sing her praises?"
"Hm, no, maybe not."
"Mmhm."
"Maybe... maybe be a little spiteful?"
I grinned. "That I can do. You ever notice how one of her fingers is kinda weird?"
"Oh my god. I mean, yes, I did. She broke it when she was little."
"So weird."
"Dude, come on, less petty, please."
"And when she looked at you sometimes, all I could see was a big stupid dear. It was those eyes."
Xander laughed softly. "You're horrible."
"When you were first together, she wouldn't stop playing with her hair. It drove me crazy. It's like, yeah, we get it, you like him. Stop twisting your finger all up in there and trying to give yourself curls. She did, you know. That one side of her head was always a bit curly and the other wasn't. For like a solid month."
"That's not true." Xander paused. "Is it?"
"Totally is. Like she couldn't help but make sure everyone knew she liked you."
"That's not really a bad thing. Could we do more bad things? Like real ones?"
It felt like a bad one to me, but then I was in a weird place. "Heard she liked kicking puppies."
"Kase!"
"It's true. You know those kicker guys in football? And they gotta, like, get a ball through those metal post things? She does that on her weekends. But with puppies."
"Oh my god. Stop."
I grinned. Xander was cracking up in spite of himself. Ragging on his exes to make him laugh? Now this I could work with.
"Used to trip old ladies trying to cross the street too."
"Shut uuuppp!"
"And she was never any good at painting her nails. You could tell."
"... I kinda love that you're throwing those out back to back."
I moved to sit close to Xander and patted his head. "You're gonna be ok."
"Yeah, I know. Just feels shitty right now."
I patted him some more, almost stroking his hair before I had to pull back and restrain myself. I didn't want to make it weird. Not while we were having such a good time. Or while I was, at least. I was helping, though. It wasn't all selfish.
"D'you ever think..."
Xander opened one eye. "What?"
"Nothing."
"No, what?"
"It's stupid."
"Tell me."
"Ok. Fine. You ever think about, like, if we were together?"
"What?"
"I mean, you know, hypothetically. If I wasn't your sister. And we just kinda, like, were together for a bit. And like, how long we'd last."
"Oh Kase. That doesn't even make sense. I can't think of you that way."
"No, no, obviously," I said hurriedly. "But just... you know. If."
Xander reached over and squeezed my hand. I hoped to hell he couldn't feel how my heart was beating and how anxious and awkward I felt. What was I even thinking asking a question like that?
"I think you'd make a great girlfriend," he said. "For the right guy."
"Oh. Yeah. Right guy."
"I'm glad we don't have to worry about that."
I swallowed painfully. "Yeah. Good."
"Wouldn't want to ever lose you."
I dug my free hand, the one he wasn't holding, into my thigh, feeling my nails bite skin. How could he make me feel so miserable and so happy at the same time?
He was right. It was good that we wouldn't ever have to break up and lose each other. That part was great.
And it was silly anyway. We were sibs. Always would be. Thinking about being different people wasn't helpful. Even if we were, there was no guarantee he'd ever be interested.
Not that I was. Not really. I couldn't be. He was my brother. These thoughts made no sense.
****
I guess I got crying pretty loudly. I didn't think I was, but Mom heard me from the hall, so I must have been.
I stifled myself pretty well when she came in, but I could hardly hide how I was feeling. Not after she'd heard me, and definitely not after she saw my face.
"What's wrong?" she asked, face full of motherly concern.
"Nothing," I lied, as though that would explain things sufficiently for her.
"I thought your brother was having the bad day. I didn't realize you were too."
"I wasn't."
"Honey, I haven't seen you cry like this for... well, years anyway."
Mom wiped my face, drying it off some. Her touch and concern helped some, but also in another, deeper way just made me feel shittier.
"I don't know why," I said.
"I think you do," Mom said gently. "I think you don't want to tell me."
"It's stupid. Xan's going through stuff. His is real."
"Ah."
"What?"
"A boy, then?"
My heart jumped in sudden panic, even though the way she said it suggested she didn't have a clue which boy. "No!"
"Xander's thing is real, you said. As if, possibly, yours is over a boy who maybe doesn't like you?"
Fuck. How did she do that?
She still didn't know. She couldn't know. But that was too uncomfortably close.
"Maybe," I said.
Mom started rubbing my shoulder. "Oh sweetie. I wish I could save you some of this heartache, but it's just something that's going to happen from time to time."
"Thanks?"
"Did that sound bleak? Sorry. There'll be lots of good. Lots and lots. But there's going to be bad times. And maybe this will help later on."
I snorted softly. "I don't think so."
"I know it doesn't feel like there's anything good right now."
"That's true."
"But it won't seem so bad tomorrow. Or the next day. Sometime soon."
"Ok."
"You want some ice cream?"
I struggled with my inner turmoil. I wanted to keep moping. But holy fuck did ice cream sound amazing.
"Yes please."
"Ok." Mom patted my head. "Ice cream in bed, ok? It'll be better."
"Hope so."
****
Mom maybe knew what she was talking about. It hurt for a few days, then it got better. I got back to normal, more or less.
I still looked at Xander sometimes just a little wistfully, but that was all there was. Nothing more than that. Not really.
I got a date to my high school prom. I didn't really know how it had happened. Jake asked me, and it felt like I probably better just say yes. I didn't particularly care one way or another, but everyone was going. Everyone was getting dates. That was just what I was supposed to do. So I did.
"Do you think he'll want to dance?" I asked Xander.
I was already in my dress. It was early, but I wanted to make sure everything was ok. So I was now kind of stuck just... waiting. Waiting and getting nervous.
"Depends on the guy, I guess. I don't know anything about him."
"I hope he won't want to. Except... then what do we do?"
"Beats me. I went for dancing."
"Of course you did."
"Tasha was a good dancer."
"Uh huh. You just wanted to get close to her."
"They don't let us do anything fun. But yeah, I guess it got me close. Slow dances are where it's at."
I shook my head and plucked at my dress around my cleavage. It wasn't sitting quite right. It looked weird.
"God I really don't want to slow dance. I don't like him near enough for that."
"So why are you going with him?"
"He asked."
"Ah."
"That's what I'm supposed to do, isn't it?"
"You can do what you want, Kase. Don't do things just 'cause that's what you think you have to."
I sighed to myself. I wished I could just do what I want.
Xander's eyes were on me in the mirror, but not in any meaningful way. Just 'cause we were talking. I looked pretty good. Not great. My dress wouldn't quite do what I wanted. But it was a good presentation overall. And I got nothing from him. Nothing to indicate that I was even dressed up. I might as well have been in an old pair of jeans and a t-shirt for all it affected him.
God I hated that feeling.
"Maybe it'll be canceled," I said with some small hope.
Xander smiled. "It won't be."
"I know."
"Go. Dance. Have fun."
"Maybe I only want to dance with the right guy."
"Who's that?"
"There... isn't one."
"Oh. That complicates things." Xander shrugged. "So maybe Jake's good enough."
"Enh."
"Give it a shot. Dance close with him. See if you enjoy it. You don't have to like him or go out with him or anything. Just dance."
"I won't like it. I... I don't even know how. Not really."
"No?"
"I guess I've never done it. Never seemed like the right time."
"Oh well now you have to, then. Last chance before school dances are a thing of the past, right?"
"But-"
Xander hopped up and snatched my phone from where it was sitting. I watched him in the mirror, all frowny and confused, even though I understood that he was picking some music that would play on the speakers in my room.
Somehow, even though I fully anticipated him playing a song that could be slow danced to, I didn't expect him to actually try dancing. Let alone with me. This in spite of the two of us being alone in my room.
"Come on," he said with an easy smile. "No pressure. Nothing to it. It's not, like, a complicated dance or anything."
"I know."
"Teenagers can do it. It can't be that hard."
"I know!"
"You kinda just move a bit and use it as an opportunity to get all close and stuff."
"Jeez, I kn-"
I squeaked as Xander yanked me toward him with all the casual display of force an older brother could muster. I fought a bit just for the show of it. He laughed and pulled me tight to him anyway.
It was a rush. My heart went crazy immediately. My head spun. Xander had me close, right up against him, arms around me.
"Relax," he whispered. "Feel the music. Don't think."
"How'm I gonna not think?"
"Fine. Think if you want. Let Jake guide you if it comes to it. Just follow him. Think about whatever you want. It'll be fine."
"It'll be fine," I echoed weakly.
It was more than fine. With Xander, at least. He felt so good against me. So warm and solid. Like I could put my whole weight on him. Let him carry me.
I tried not to give in. To not make it obvious how easily he could make me feel things. The pretense got harder and harder to keep up.
I wanted to melt into him. To let him guide me in slow circles all evening. To rest my head on his shoulder. Feel his breathing so close to my ear. Feel his heart beat next to mine. Listen to him murmur instructions and suggestions. Whatever he wanted to tell me, really. It wasn't about the words. It was his voice. His voice and his warmth and... and everything.
"Am I doing ok?" I asked, just to pretend like I cared about learning. Like I wasn't already getting everything I wanted out of the moment.
"You could loosen up more."
"Oh."
"You're hanging maybe a little tight on me. You know, if I'm Jake and all. You might give him ideas."
I blushed warmly. "Oh."
I didn't let go even fractionally. I clung to Xander. He let me. Every now and then he'd encourage me again to loosen my grip, and every time I ignored him.
We danced through a few songs, and I actually did gain a certain comfort with the process. Like I probably could acquit myself well enough at the actual prom. If it never came, if Xander and I just kept dancing, it'd be such a better night. A perfect night, perhaps.
But reality intruded. Dad came by to inform me that my date had arrived. Dad was far too amused about it. Only probably because he knew I didn't go out with boys, and that I was somewhat embarrassed about the whole thing. What was it with parents enjoying their kids' humiliation anyway?
I had to pretend like I wanted to go. Like I didn't want to stay in my brother's arms. Like my legs weren't jelly from our less than twenty minutes of dancing together.
I hated it. I hated it so much.
****
"So you're going out with Jake, huh?"
I shrugged uncomfortably. "Whatever. Maybe. Yeah."
"Cool. Guess he made an impression at that dance."
I tried not to look right at Xander. How could I tell him that I'd enjoyed myself, but only because his touch was still fresh on me. His scent still lingering on my senses. That if I closed my eyes I could pretend Jake was Xander. That my date was a sufficient stand in for my brother at prom for me to be able to lose myself in the illusion.



People just assumed I was into Jake. Even Jake himself did. He asked me out. I didn't know what to do. I said yes. I was stuck with it.
It wasn't the worst, but it certainly wasn't the best.
"Just trying it out," I mumbled. "Don't date much. Thought I should try it."
"Probably a good idea. Get a sense of what you want, if nothing else.
"Yeah. Maybe. Yeah."
"It'll be good for you."
"Hope so."
"It will."
"Why are you always so certain about my stuff?"
"I mean, I know you, don't I?"
I felt a small warmth inside. "Yeah."
"So I got a pretty good feel for you."
"That's... good."
"Have fun with it. See what happens."
"Ok. Yeah. Sure."
****
Chapter Two: Kasey at Nineteen
****
Jake didn't last. I knew he wouldn't. I just didn't know how long I could pretend.
University was a convenient excuse. I didn't go anywhere. Xander had stayed local, so of course I was going to.
Jake wanted me to come with him. Or to stay with me. One way or the other. I told him that didn't make sense. That we'd already been accepted and enrolled at our respective schools. We couldn't change plans now. The world didn't work like that.
He wasn't happy. I had to pretend like I wasn't either. But I was so relieved. It made things so much easier. I could breathe again. Get back to being me and not acting like I liked being a couple.
Jake would have got tired with me anyway. I didn't let him do much beyond kissing. He wanted more. He was nice enough about not going further, but he really badly wanted to. I could tell. I thought he'd break up with me on his own a few times, but he never did.
I got to drive back and forth from campus with Xander every day. Even those days where I wouldn't get to see him otherwise, we at least had those moments.
It was pretty bad, I had to admit. If I wasn't his little sister, it would probably constitute some pretty sketchy behaviour on my part. Or maybe it was worse because of that.
I was just happier with him. Just being in the car next to Xander. Some days, that was the highlight. It was what I looked forward to.
"I think I'm gonna ask Milly out," Xander said.
I repressed a sigh. I'd seen it coming. He told me about girls he was into. I didn't know why. Maybe just because we had the time every day. And possibly because I encouraged it. I couldn't help myself. I knew I'd hate it, but I hated not knowing even more.
"Which one's she?"
"Dark hair. Glasses. Cute smile. You two hit it off when you met, remember?"
"Oh."
"Don't 'oh' me."
"What?"
"You're doing it again. You liked her. As soon as I said I was gonna ask her out, you went all sullen."
"Didn't."
"Did. You're doing it now."
"She's... nice."
"Kase..."
"She is. She's nice. I... like her. She's fine."
I hated her.
"Really?"
"Really."
"Ok. Good."
I stared out the window. Fuck. Xander was right. I actually did like Milly. Except... I didn't now that he was gonna ask her out. Why was I like this? I should make more of an effort. I didn't hate her. I just hated what she represented. Or something.
I hated that I wasn't the one drawing Xander's affections.
It was stupid. I was being stupid.
"There's a boy," I said.
"Hm?"
"Gene. He's nice. He likes me."
"Oh. Well great." Xander side-eyed me. "Is it great?"
"It's ok. He might ask me out soon. I think. He's working toward it."
I'd been being deliberately obtuse. Making Gene's job harder. He wanted to, though. I could feel it.
"Ask him out."
"What?"
"You ask him. See what happens."
"That's not how it works."
"Why not? Do you like him?"
"I don't know."
"Do you think you could?"
I thought about it. I didn't really know what it would mean to like a boy. I knew what it felt like to be around my brother, but it must be different than that. It had to be. And whatever I was supposed to feel, I wasn't convinced I was feeling it. But I probably needed to keep trying.
"Maybe I'll ask him," I said.
"Good. Do it. Tell me how it goes."
"Will you... will you not ask Milly today? In case it goes bad?"
Xander gave me a funny look. "I mean... yeah. If you want. Doesn't have to be today. You nervous?"
I was, but not really about rejection like Xander probably assumed. I was more nervous about getting a yes, if anything. More importantly, though, I'd bought myself a day before Xander would have a new girl, and I'd be a second priority again.
Being second sucked. It was so much better when he was between girls.
****
My grace day wasn't enough. I knew it wouldn't be, but it still stung when Xander and Milly started going out.
Gene and I started going out too. It was ok. Nothing special.
Gene wanted to make out and stuff. I expected that. It was ok too.
What made it better was thinking about Milly, bizarrely enough. We'd be making out, and I'd think of Milly getting Xander. Making out with him. What that would feel like. I put myself in her head and imagined Gene was Xander.
He wasn't anything like my brother, really. But if I closed my eyes and lost myself deep enough, I could make believe. Those moments were so good. I felt all the things I couldn't seem to find with Gene normally, or with Jake before him.
And I wondered what it all meant. Brothers and sisters couldn't make out, obviously. I was only imagining what Milly was experiencing, which wasn't so bad, in a sense. I couldn't help feeling like if Xander ever tried to kiss me, I'd let him. I'd let him so hard.
But I shouldn't. Couldn't. But I would.
****
The day I discovered incest porn was huge for me. I honestly didn't know how I'd missed it for so long.
Sure I didn't really do the whole porn thing for the most part. It wasn't really part of my life. I masturbated sometimes. Probably not as much as a lot of people, and definitely not as much as Xander, say.
Yes, I had an idea how often he jerked off. So what?
Point was, somehow, I'd missed it. There was a lot out there. A looottt. It was like seeing in grayscale, and suddenly realizing that there were colours everywhere around me. Except with porn.
I was riveted. I clicked through video after video. My heart pounded, my fingers trembled, and my pussy gushed like it never had before. I'd never in my life been so turned on.
But it wasn't even about that. I hardly touched myself the whole time. I just sat wide-eyed and fascinated, exploring this brand new world.
I couldn't get enough. It wasn't horniness. It was something else. It was, perhaps, the first time in my life that I'd felt justified in thinking some of the things I did about Xander. The first time I realized I wasn't alone and a weird little aberration. Validation from a terribly unlikely source.
People thought about being with their siblings. Fucking them, mostly, according to these videos. But then, they were porn vids. That was their whole thing.
Probably some people didn't really want that. Surely some of them must just want to, like, kiss and be held, right?
Or was that just me? Was I still the weird one here? Somewhere in between wanting a platonic relationship with my brother, and wanting to bone him. I couldn't be the only one in there somewhere. I couldn't.
But none of these videos, amazing as they were, seemed to support that. There were no videos of sibs making out like crazy, then falling asleep together. They were straight up all fucking all the time.
I'd been home alone. I was sitting in the middle of the living room, cross-legged on the couch. I hadn't intended to look up porn on my laptop. That was the only reason I wasn't safely holed up in my room. I didn't even realize how long I'd been there, and how stiff my legs would be when I finally moved them.
"You know other people can hear that, right?" Xander said.
I jerked my head up, cheeks flushed and heart racing in sudden panic. "What? Where'd you come from?"
Xander spread his arms. "I live here. As do our parents. Watching porn with the volume up... it's a bold choice. I like it, though."
I shakily found the volume and muted the video I was in the middle of. "I didn't mean to... it wasn't..."
"Something good, huh?"
"No. I..."
Xander walked over, stepping behind the couch and looking over my shoulder.
Why didn't I just slam the laptop shut? I wanted to. My hand jerked to do it. But I didn't. I wanted him to see. I needed him to. It was proof that I wasn't crazy.
"Oh wow. That's what you're into?"
A bolt of excited stress tore through me and just kind of stayed there, yanking my insides painfully. "I didn't know it existed."
"Huh, really? It's, like, all over the internet."
"I never knew."
"That's insane." Xander paused, still watching the action on screen. "Although... you've never been super into boys..." He scratched his head. "Do you... not watch much porn either?"
"Not much. No."
"Interesting. I woulda thought... actually no, I shouldn't speculate on that."
"On what?"
"On your... habits."
I was so excited I could burst. I felt like I was close to something. Not what I wanted. Not my goal. But something. Maybe something helpful.
"What do you mean?"
Xander was quiet for a moment, which only gave me longer to speculate about what he was thinking and what exactly he'd say.
"You, uh, masturbate, don't you?"
A thrill ran through me, deep and tight, and so very wonderful. "Yes."
"I mean... do you not watch porn while you do?"
"Not a lot. I don't do any of that stuff very often, really."
"Hm. Yeah, maybe that makes sense. You've never really been super into any of it, huh?"
I fidgeted and wondered if I should pretend that I actually did more of that stuff than I truly did. Masturbating. Watching porn. Anything to get Xander talking about it more. Or thinking about me doing it.
I recognized that some of my hopes were impossible. I'd been watching too many pretend brothers and sisters using the flimsiest excuses to do unspeakable things to each other. Somewhere inside me, I had a hope that Xander was thinking of those same things with me. He wasn't. But maybe.
"I am sometimes," I said cautiously.
"Sure. Yeah. But not a lot. You never even were all into boys like some girls are."
No. Not like some girls. Not like most girls, even. He had that right.
"I'm kinda weird, huh?" I said.
"Enh. Who's to say. Maybe you got, like, a low sex-drive or something. Or... I mean you're probably not asexual I guess. But if you are, that's cool, you know."
"... asexual?"
"You know, like... well I don't know how it works. But not really into sex, I guess. Or maybe, like, people have different types of other people they're into, and maybe you don't really have any preferences. Not really into anyone. And that's totally fine. Except, you know, I don't think that's quite right. And I might not understand what I'm talking about anyway."
I nodded slowly, digesting the brief rant. "No. No I don't think it's quite right either. Not me. Not exactly."
"Didn't think so."
"But maybe... I'm very specific."
"Ha, yeah. Specifically into brothers and sisters getting it on by the look of it."
I blushed so hot that it was a damn good thing I was faced away from Xander. "I told you. I didn't know it was a thing," I mumbled.
"Sure."
"But, like, hypothetically if I did like that stuff, is that ok?"
"Don't see why not."
My heart pounded, racing hard in my chest. I felt about ready to throw up, or pass out, or something. "What if I thought about you?"
"Me?"
"You're my brother."
"Yeah. Huh. I get what you're saying. Guess that'd be maybe a little weird."
"Oh."
"It'd probably be fine though. Everyone was weird thoughts."
"Right."
Xander patted my shoulder. I couldn't decide if I wanted more of his touch, or to run from it.
"You're ok, Kase."
"You think?"
"Just... don't let the 'rents catch you like this, yeah? Don't want to have to explain why you're thinking about me like that, do ya?"
Oh god oh god oh god. He said it like a joke. Did he know? He didn't know. He couldn't know just how true it was.
I wanted to scream at him that it was all real. That he had to know it was real. But I didn't. Obviously I couldn't do that. Couldn't tell him the real reason I'd been so enamoured with these videos. More than mere morbid curiousity and a passing kink. I couldn't be sure he'd accept it in that context.
****
I thought about going further with Gene at times. When I closed my eyes and we got all close and kissy and stuff, I was better than ever at pretending like he was Xander. He never got close enough to really hit the right spots for me, but it was something.
I watched more videos. They gave me ideas. They took the edge off too. Gave me some kind of pseudo-outlet. They weren't really any better than Gene in many respects, but at least I could sit and watch them, one after another, skipping past the sex for the sake of what little plot and romance I could skim from them.
They were easier that way than Gene was. He was nice, and he was patient, but he got horny. I felt bad leading him on. Like I was ever gonna feel something more for him. I didn't really know what to do about that.
I gave him a handjob. He liked that. I didn't mind it. I spent most of the time wondering if it was anything like jerking Xander would be. If his cock would be similar. If it would feel the same in my hand.
I'd jerk Xander off if he ever asked. Do it in a heartbeat. It wasn't really what I wanted from him, but I'd be all over it.
Cum is weird and gross but also kinda super fascinating. I learned that. All those cumshots in porn made a lot more sense all of a sudden. It was still bizarre how much focus there was on them, but I was closer to understanding the appeal, at least.
"I think I have to break up with him."
Xander shrugged, eyes on the road. "Not working out?"
"I don't feel anything for him."
"Oh. Then yeah, probably should break up."
"Figured."
"Did you at least get something out of the relationship?"
"... not really."
"Oh."
"Maybe a bit. I learned some things. But I don't know that much had to do with him."
"Um..."
"Did that make any sense?"
"Not really."
"Oh."
"Like... what did you learn? Anything good?"
I slumped lower in my seat in the car. "You don't wanna hear what I learned."
"Try me."
"Don't say I didn't warn you."
"I won't."
"I... I want someone more like you."
Xander didn't know how to take that. I was pretty sure I would have gotten quite a staring-at if he hadn't been driving.
"How like me?"
Like exactly you, dummy.
"I don't know, just... like you. Like a brother."
"Oh. Incest fetish again."
"No! Well... no-ish."
"Uh huh. Dang. You know you shouldn't be telling me how much you like that stuff."
"I thought you were fine with it."
"I am. Just, you talk about it enough, I'm gonna have to start giving you shit about it."
"You really don't have to."
"I think I might, actually. Contractual. Big brother, remember?"
How the fuck could I ever forget?
"It's not really about the porn," I said uncomfortably.
"Hm?"
"Like... fuck, this really is gonna make it worse."
"Intriguing."
"The porn's just the closest I can get."
"... Kase?"
"There's not enough story to them. Just... lots of fucking."
"Oh. Ok."
Xander seemed relieved. I'd been so close to revealing that I was fixated on him. Maybe I should have just gone for it. But it could have gone so bad, and I didn't like the way he seemed happier about my criticism of porn vids. Like he wouldn't have been ok if I'd said something else. Something about him.
"I mean, you know there are other options," he said.
"What do you mean?"
"You know. You want story. Have you tried actual stories? Erotica?"
"What's that?"
"Seriously?"
"Yes. Seriously. What is it?"
"How are you my sister? I bizarrely feel like I've failed you as a brother. You're so behind on your knowledge of adult entertainment."
"I'm not! You're not! Just... what?"
"It's porn, but with words. I mean, some of it's way more romance than porn, I guess. Some of it might be what you're looking for."
"I'll, uh, have to check it out."
****
Xander was right. He was so very right. Erotica was what I'd been missing. It was so much closer to what I wanted than porn was.
A lot of it was trash, but I was used to that. Many evenings of clicking through dumb porn plots had inured me to it. Even the stuff that was well written was often so focused on sex as to be a serious impediment.
But some stories... some hit just the right spots for me. Sometimes there were pages and pages of it. Stories of brothers and sisters falling for each other, sleeping together, snuggling, talking, sharing. And sure they'd inevitably fuck, but that was ok.
Sometimes it flowed so naturally that I was dragged along and read the whole thing, seeing the beauty in it all. Other times I skipped over the sexy times and got back to the good stuff.
More and more, though, I was certain that if I ever was going to have sex, it had to be with Xander. It had to be. And maybe... maybe I'd love it. Some stories made me think it would be the pinnacle of my life. Others, I was back to thinking it was something I'd do to make him happy, and that would make me happy, and that was fine. It depended partly on my mood and how horny I was, and how the story was written.
Rarely, but sometimes, I'd get myself off to them. Sometimes in those cases I wanted the dirtier stories. I wanted sisters getting happily pounded by their brothers. I wanted lust-fueled sexy times. I wanted them looking deep into each other's eyes and cumming together and all that shit.
But mostly I wanted all the stuff around sex. Not the sex itself.
I got even more ideas from my obsessive reading. It felt like all I did, at times. My personal hobby. Becoming a connoisseur of incest erotica. And sometimes, some of those ideas could be applied to my reality, with varying degrees of success.
Slowly but with a goal in mind, I began covering myself less around the house. Wearing fewer clothes, or stuff that wasn't quite fully appropriate. It wasn't easy. It couldn't be anything that scandalized Mom or Dad, nor even Xander for that matter. I wanted him to look, to be interested in what he saw, but in a way that didn't freak him out, or that gave away what I was up to.
It was a tight line to walk, and I didn't always hit it right. More than once I got sent back to my room to put something else on. Something I'd never in my life had an issue with.
"Honestly, Kase," Dad said one morning. "Pants at the table. Pants. You always used to wear them."
I shrugged as casually as I could, not looking at Xander though I so badly wanted to know what he thought. "It's no big deal."
"You're right. It's not a big deal to go put pants on."
"I can do it later. I'm hungry."
Dad sighed, torn between affection and annoyance that I hadn't already gone to get dressed. "I don't remember ever having this issue with you before."
"It's not an issue."
I took a chance and sat down just as I was. It really wasn't anything scandalous. A shirt and panties, the latter covered by the former, if more daringly than ever before. Most of my legs were bared, but that shouldn't have been enough to get me in trouble.
"Kasey's just growing up," Mom said.
"I am?"
"I've seen it lately. You're maybe a late bloomer, but you're finding yourself now."
I shook my head and poured myself some cereal. This was not headed where I thought it would.
"Do late bloomers not wear pants?" Dad asked.
"Oh now honestly. Kasey's always been a little shy. I think it's great if she's getting over that. Besides, it's only family here. If we had guests, then yes, pants would be more appropriate."



"Maybe I just won't wear pants tomorrow. See how you like it."
"Don't sulk, dear."
Xander was grinning to himself, wisely staying out of the whole thing. I stared a little too long and caught his eye. He only grinned harder and winked at me. I had no idea what that wink was for.
****
"Erotica was a good suggestion," I said.
"Likin' it, are you?"
"Mmhm."
"Is that what's gotten into you lately?"
"What do you mean?"
"You're different. Everyone can see it. You must know that."
"Well... maybe. Maybe Mom's right. Maybe I'm getting less shy."
"I don't think that's it. I mean, partly, maybe. But it was never about being shy with you, was it? It's that you don't see the point."
"I... don't see... the point?"
"Yeah. In, like, dressing for people. Trying to get their attention. Or whatever. You're getting it though, aren't you?"
I squirmed and unconsciously tugged at my top. I was showing more cleavage than I was used to, still hoping to get one person's attention in particular.
"Maybe."
"Yeah you are. It's great."
"You think?"
"Sure. It's good to be comfortable with stuff like that when you find the right guy. Or girl."
"I'm not-"
"Hey, whatever, I'm just saying."
I nodded and looked down. "So what do you think?"
"Me?"
"Yeah."
"Of you?"
I flushed. "Yeah. Would it work on you?"
Xander was silent for a moment. Without looking at him, I had no indication of what he was thinking. I had to risk peeking at him. He only looked thoughtful.
"It just might," he finally said.
My heart swelled. "Really?"
"Yeah. I think a lot of it would be the extra confidence. But, you know, more leg and boobies never hurt, right?"
I started to cross my arms in embarrassment, then stopped myself. "Right."
"You should think about doing that thing with your hair more too."
"What thing?"
"You know, when you..." Xander made a few motions with his hands, but seemed not to have the words. He struggled a moment, then gave up. "The thing."
"I still don't know what you mean."
"You've done it before. Lots. Like... like this."
He stepped closer and reached for my hair. I stood so very still for him. His touch was so perfect as he fussed with me, trying to recreate something like what he was imagining.
I wanted him to play with my hair for hours. To just feel it. To be with him, and to have him touching me. Just caressing. Feeling cared for.
"Something like that," Xander said all too soon. "But with the braid and everything."
"You know I can't see it."
"Well, yeah, but... but..."
I took my phone out and snapped an awkward selfie. It gave me some sense of what he meant, and actually I did know which hairstyle he meant once I saw.
"Oh. That. Like kinda pulled up and braided on one side, and down and in my face in the other, yeah? You like it like that?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"I could maybe do it more often."
Xander smiled. "You should. It looks good on you."
"Thanks."
****
I wore my hair like Xander liked it. Not always, but a lot more often. He knew it was because he'd asked. He smiled sometimes when he saw me, in a way that made me all melty inside. I had to consciously not do the same thing to my hair every day. It was tempting, but I got better results when I waited a few days in between.
I carried on trying to dress a little more fun. A little sexier, maybe. It got me compliments sometimes, and sometimes those compliments were from Xander, which was what really mattered.
It got me more attention from other boys too, though. Somehow, without meaning to, I picked up another boyfriend. Avery. Probably not quite as nice a guy as I was used to, but it made me feel less horrible about myself knowing that I wouldn't be giving him what he wanted.
And to be fair, I was more explicit about not really being interested in a relationship, so he had fair warning. I said we could hang out sometimes, and maybe we'd make out on occasion, and stuff like that. He said he was fine with it. He was expecting to grow on me, of course, and expecting things to progress. Maybe it was still kind of shitty leaving him that hope, but I'd been very clear that I wasn't going for any of that, so it wasn't all on me.
Xander was seeing someone again too, and maybe that was why I said yes at all to Avery. Some feeling of loneliness or jealousy, or even just that Xander was with someone so there was no point holding out for him until he was single again.
****
Chapter Three: Kasey at Twenty
****
I got a part-time job while still doing school. I needed money. Money for clothes and makeup. Stuff I wouldn't ordinarily have gone for before. I was trying out new things, and I needed the funds for it.
Plus, rather naughtily, I had started messing around with sex toys, and they cost money too. I couldn't exactly ask for financial help buying them from either Mom or Dad.
I got a dildo 'cause I thought it might be fun to have something I could pretend was Xander getting all bad with me. That didn't really work the way it did in my mind. The vibrator I got was better. It felt really nice just having it pressed to my clit, just gentle on me, while I read stories or thought about my brother.
I got another, more powerful vibrator after that one. A magic wand. Mostly because of stuff I'd seen online. I used it much less frequently, but it was so good for getting off when I really, really needed to. That wasn't often, but it was nice to have when I needed it.
The other upside to my job, aside from the money, was Lily. Lily was another girl who worked there, about a year older than me, but close enough to my age as made no difference. I was initially drawn to the ever-changing artful streak in her hair, and her related attitude of not stressing over much, including stuff that would have made me a ball of anxiety. And she seemed to like me, which was important too. She was the closest thing I had to a friend there at first, and later on she became one of my best friends.
At some point, we bonded over Xander. It kind of cemented us in a way that I very much wasn't used to.
"So that guy who picks you up sometimes," Lily asked one day, "that's Avery, yeah?"
"No," I said. "That's Xander."
"Oh. Oh wow, wait, that's your brother?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"I don't know. Just... the way you look at him, I assumed boyfriend."
"I don't have a boyfriend."
"Right, well, the guy you're... what, seeing? The guy you do stuff with sometimes?"
"Sure."
"Just call him your boyfriend. It's easier."
"Not for me."
Lily went quiet. Contemplative. "So what's Xander's deal then?"
"His deal?"
"Or your guys' deal."
"There's no deal."
"I mistook him for your boyfriend, and now you're adamant your actual boyfriend isn't your boyfriend either. There's something."
I looked at Lily. She looked right back. Fuck it. It wasn't a great job. I only liked it for Lily being there some days. If this fucked things up, I could always leave.
"I've got a thing for him," I said bluntly.
"For... Xander?"
"Yeah."
"Your brother?"
"Yes."
"Oh." Lily took a moment with that. "I can see it."
"You can?"
"Yeah. I mean, I've kinda got a thing for him, and I barely know him."
"Don't you dare."
"Ha, relax. I'm more into girls anyway."
"You are?"
"Yeah. Boys are fine sometimes, but girls... yeah, girls are better." She peered at me. "Have you seriously not noticed me flirting with you?"
"Was that... for real flirting?"
"Depended on how you took it."
"Oh."
"Is that ok?"
"I mean, yeah, it's fine. I'm not-"
"No no, I get it. It's ok. Long as you're cool with me being... me. Some people still aren't in this day and age."
"Sure." I shrugged. "I don't really understand how any of that stuff works. Not in any kind of normal way. It's good for people to figure it out, I think. At least what works for them."
Lily smiled. "I like that way of looking at it. But sounds like you've got troubles, huh?"
"You could say that."
"About your brother."
"Yes."
"How long?"
"Oh, fuck, like... I don't even know. It's just kind of always been a thing, maybe. But for a long, long time I was too young for it to be a... a problem."
"Makes sense."
"Apparently I used to sneak into his room when we were little. Like if I was having a bad night or something. I don't think it was on purpose, at least at first. He was just closer. But from what I remember... he was so good about it. I realize now he wasn't really any more mature than I was, but he seemed like he was at the time. It seemed like nothing could hurt me while I was with him."
Lily put a hand to her heart. "Awww. That's cute."
"Shut up."
"No, it is, though."
"You think?"
"Yeah."
"I mean, maybe it was kinda cute. It made me all warm and happy. I remember that. Usually he wouldn't let me sleep with him. But he did sometimes. I wasn't allowed to touch him. I remember that. We had to have our own sides of the bed. But... it was enough. He was there. He was warm, and his bed smelled different from mine. I... I snuck in a couple times when he was away or something. Just 'cause his bed made me sleep better."
"That's adorable."
"Yeah. Or obsessive."
"Do you think you're obsessive."
"Yeah. Probably. I don't mean to be. But just, like, why can I not get it through my head that I should be going after basically any boy other than Xan?"
"Enh. Not the worst, though. Sure you can't really be together, but at least he'd never treat you shitty, right?"
"Never."
"Yeah, see, so there you go. Worst you could do was be with someone shitty to you. By comparison, the doomed romance isn't so bad."
"Huh. Maybe. That's a good way to look at it."
"I think so."
"So... you don't think it's a problem if I don't get over him?"
"It's obviously not ideal. But, like, you know how often I get crushing on straight girls? I'm not exactly ideal either."
"That's not quite as bad."
"No. Maybe not."
I sighed. "I think Xan thinks I'm, like, asexual or something."
"Oh. Are you?"
"I don't think so. But maybe. I just, like, sometimes I think it'd be easier being totally asexual, maybe. So I wouldn't have these feelings for him."
"Yeah, asexual wouldn't cut it. You'd need to be, like, aromantic."
"What?"
"Yeah. Asexual is mostly to do with sex. If you've got romantic feelings, that's a different thing." Lily shrugged. "Unless you just really, really want to bone him and aren't all deeply in love."
"I wouldn't say I'm in love. But... yeah, that makes sense. I don't know that I actually want to... have sex with him. I would, but it's not about that." I considered. "Aromantic, huh?"
"Yeah. But I don't think it's something you can, like, learn. It's just something you are."
"Maybe if I try really hard..."
Lily smiled. "Don't think so."
"Dang."
"Yeah."
"Lily?"
"Hm?"
"I don't know why I told you any of this, but thanks for being pretty great about it."
Lily smiled. "Hey, no worries. It's no fun going through this stuff alone."
"Tell me about it."
****
Maybe it was just having someone who knew and was ok with it. Maybe that was all it took. My fantasies, my thoughts of Xander, made me feel a little less guilty and alone, anyway.
Having it figured out in my head that there was a difference between sex and romance helped too. It seemed so obvious in hindsight, but I wasn't sure I would have put it together on my own. I didn't want to fuck my brother necessarily, but I so badly wanted a relationship with him.
Not that it mattered. I couldn't have either. He was always chasing after other girls. Or in relationships with them. I still had to resign myself to never being the kind of girl he looked at that way.
I got myself kind of in trouble. It was all my confused feelings. Maybe I just wanted to try some things and see what I felt.
Whatever it was, I let myself go too far with Avery. Let him start taking some of my clothes off, let him get his dick out, touched it, stroked it, halfway convinced myself that I might as well try sex. Might as well see.
But I couldn't do it. I didn't want it. The closer we got, the more panicked I got, and the more I just wanted to run.
It was even harder for me because I could see how excited Avery was getting. How much he wanted it. I started to worry, to get truly afraid that he wouldn't accept a no from me. But what else could I do? I didn't want it. I couldn't do it. Just couldn't.
"Stop."
"What?"
"Stop! I... I can't. I don't want to."
Avery looked confused, then hurt, then annoyed bordering on angry. "What?"
"Stop," I repeated. "Give me my shirt."
"Oh seriously?!"
"Yes. Please?"
Avery fell back on the bed with a groan of frustration. His cock was out and hard, his underwear halfway down his legs, his shirt open, but not quite out of the way.
I wrapped my arms around myself, wondering if I dared to just start grabbing my clothes and dressing. I had my panties on, and my jeans only opened enough so he could get at me some. I kind of liked having my pussy touched, but it was better when I did it myself, or used a vibrator. It wasn't good enough to be worth it, at any rate. I wasn't even sure I was getting wet for him.
"What the hell, Kasey? How long are you gonna do this to me?"
"Do what?"
"Be a... cocktease."
I flushed a little angry, but also kind of embarrassed. "I'm not."
"You are."
"I told you! I told you I never wanted anything. Not really."
"Then why did you ever go out with me?"
"You asked. And I thought... I don't know what I thought. But I told you I didn't want to be your girlfriend."
"You... ugh, you don't make any sense. This is torture."
I was getting more angry by the moment, which helped fight my fear and uncertainty, at least. "So find someone else, then! Jesus. Don't put your shit on me. I've got enough of my own."
"Yeah? Like what? What shit do you have?"
"None of your business."
Avery looked disgusted. "Yeah. None of my business great. Fine. Whatever. Just go."
I wanted to remind him he'd driven me, but I didn't quite dare. I picked up my bra, my shirt, whatever of my things I could find. Maybe I'd miss something. I didn't care. I just wanted out of there.
My fingers trembled as I tried to call Xander. I didn't even think about anyone else. Didn't consider it. I needed my brother. He needed to come rescue me.
The phone rang forever before he finally picked up.
"Kase?"
"Come get me," I blurted.
"Um... Kase, I'm kinda with-"
"Please!"
Xander hesitated a moment. It wasn't long at all, but I had a sudden panic he'd say no.
"Are you ok?" he asked.
"No. I'm... I'm safe. But I'm not ok."
"Shit. Ok. Where are you?"
"Just... I'll be in front of Avery's. You remember where?"
"Yeah. I remember. Did he do something?"
"... no. Yes. But no. I don't know."
"Shit shit shit." Xander's voice was in and out a little like he was moving around frantically. "Ok. Find the nearest, like, coffee shop or something, ok? Wait there. Text me where."
I nodded, feeling reassured already. "Ok. Thanks, Xan."
"Yeah. Of course."
I realized that I was still holding my bra in my hand as I marched down the street, fighting tears. I stuffed it in my coat and kept walking. I didn't know what else to do.
The barista at the place I walked into gave me a concerned look and seemed like she wanted to ask about me, but I mumbled my way through an order and she just kind of let it go.
The drink I got was way more chocolatey and sweet than I usually went for. More desert than coffee. It tasted good, though, and comforting. Not unlike a hot chocolate on a cold, miserable day.
Xander rushed in the door a little while later, after I'd finished most of my drink despite trying to sip it slowly. He looked a bit wild, but calmed down when he saw me, and that I was sitting there relatively ok.
"Jesus, Kase. You had me kinda scared."
"Sorry. I was kinda scared myself."
"What happened."
I shrugged. "He wanted sex. I didn't."
"What? Did he..."
"He didn't do anything. It's my fault, kinda. I let him get further than usual. Get my clothes off and stuff."
"It's not your fault," Xander said firmly.
"It kinda is. I told him I didn't want any boyfriend stuff. But, like-"
"No, Kase. It's not your fault."
I felt a warm reassurance in his repetition and conviction. "I shouldn't have gone out with him."
"Maybe not. But... you have to try so you know, right?"
"I guess. I'm tired of trying, though. It's so much work. And so stressful. I don't like it."
"Yeah. Yeah I kinda get that." Xander shook his head. "It's worth it. When you can find something good, even for a little while, it's worth it."
"I wouldn't know."
"Well that's what the trying's for. Although... shit, Kase, I don't want you in situations you're not comfortable with."
I squirmed. "I'm not comfortable with much, seems like. I thought... maybe if I just had sex, if I just did it, maybe stuff would make more sense?"
"It doesn't really work that way. If stuff doesn't make sense before you do it, it probably won't after either."
"Oh. Well... fuck."
Xander chuckled as I dropped a heartfelt f-bomb. "You wanna hang here for a bit? I'm gonna order something if we're sticking around, is all."
I looked up suddenly regaining awareness of something other than myself. "Oh. Oh shit. You were with Beth, weren't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Shit. Like... like how with her?"
"You really want to know?"
"Maybe?"
"Mid-sex."
"Oh no." I buried my face in my hands. "I'm sorry."
"It's fine. She was pissed, but she was fine when she realized you were in trouble."
"But I wasn't! Dammit. Why'd you pick up? I coulda got a cab or something."
"Kase, seriously, like I'm not gonna pick up when you need me?"
I flushed warm inside. I wished I had more of my drink left to hide behind, not just weird, sugary dregs. Why couldn't he say stuff like that more often? That was what I needed in my life.
"I didn't need you as bad as I thought."
"Yeah you did. It's ok. People have emotions. Be ok with that."
"Ok." I looked toward the counter. The same barista who'd served me earlier gave me a questioning look when I caught her eye. I smiled hesitantly like I was ok. Because I was. Nothing could hurt me right now. Xander was here. "Maybe... maybe you should order something?"
Xander nodded easily. "Sounds good. You want something else too?"
"Maybe. Yeah, maybe. Here, I'll pay though. You came out to get me and everything, and-"
"Nah, it's on me, Kase. Just sit tight."
Again that warm flush inside, deeper and more visceral. It was like... like how a date was supposed to feel, I thought. They never did much for me usually. And not that this was a date at all, but Xander showing up and paying for me and just wanting to take care of me... it all felt so nice. Like I mattered.
"You should maybe eat something too. What do you want?"
I broke out of my daydream that must have only lasted a few seconds, though it felt longer. "Oh, uh, actually yeah, I'm kinda hungry. But wait, for real let me give you money for that."
Xander stopped my hand fumbling with my purse. He patted my shoulder. "What do you want?" he repeated with a look in his eye like he wasn't going to let me convince him.
Drink-wise, I only had a tea the second time around. It was nice. A bit odd coming on the heels of my previous drink, but hot and soothing, adding to the warmth inside me from Xander's care and attention.
We sat and drank and ate. I only picked at my food, but we sat for long enough that I finished most of it eventually.
I wanted it to last forever. At least all evening, maybe. Until they kicked us out. I'd been on track for having the worst night in a long, long while. Now, somehow, it was the best.



Just me and Xander having a not-date. Just the two of us. Talking, smiling, laughing. Me being cared about in a way I could never imagine getting from anyone else.
The hard part was knowing how much harder this was going to make any attempt at getting over him. It felt like that was never happening at this rate.
****
"That's amazing," Lily said.
"You think?"
"Yeah! It's like... jeez, I don't know. Like your hero came to your rescue or some shit. I don't know. It's all romantic and stuff."
"It's not, really. He was in the middle of... he was with his girlfriend."
"Well see? That's even better. He chose you."
"Nah. He thought I really needed him."
"You did."
"No. I mean, yeah, kinda. But I woulda been fine."
Lily tapped my shoulder with her fist. "Stop being a bummer and just enjoy it."
I smiled cautiously. "It was so super nice," I admitted.
"There, see?"
"Like, I don't know, I just have this feeling like Xan will always be there when I need him. And he was."
"Right? Sweet. Romantic. Etc."
"And, like, having all his attention. Even if it was for something shitty. That's all I want, really. I just want to always feel like that. Or as much as possible. Like I'm all that matters to him."
"You're so far gone for him, you know that?"
"I am aware, thanks. It's been a struggle."
"It's cute though."
"Ha. Just imagine if he actually felt the same about me and... and stuff... happened."
"Sex?"
"Yeah."
"I dunno. It'd be kinda hot, I guess."
"He's my brother!"
"I know. You're the one with a crush on him. Don't be judging me."
"I'm not. But, like... do you actually think it'd be hot?"
"Kinda, yeah. Brother and sister? Yeah."
I blushed. "That kinda does it for me too," I admitted quietly.
"Well no shit. Obviously with you it would."
"Not so obvious. Not much does it for me."
"Dude, out of everyone I know, you'd be the obvious choice to be into that kink just generally. And at least a few people I know gotta be into it. It's big these days."
"Yeah, really though. You, uh, you have any favourite stuff online?"
Lily grinned. "Porn?"
"Yeah. Maybe. Or... stories?"
"Ooh, stories, huh?"
"I like some plot and romance and stuff, ok? Porn doesn't always do it right. Actually it never does."
"Mmhm. Alright. My secret little kinkster, huh? We got a connoisseur here."
"I don't know about that."
"You know exactly what you're looking for, don't ya? You probably think most stuff's trash, and you only go for real quality."
"What's wrong with that? No ones wants trash."
"When it comes to sex and romance and shit? Yeah, sometimes they do, actually. I know sometimes I just want something hot and dirty."
I shook my head. "No way. Gotta be done right. Hot and dirty's a waste if it's not set up well."
"Mmhm. Connoisseur. Or snob, maybe. Incest porn snob. Now there's something I never thought I'd see."
"Oh shush."
Lily just grinned. "Hey, wanna watch some stuff with me sometime? You can show me some of your favs."
"What, together?"
"If you're cool with it. You could just send me links or something if you want."
"I can't... that's..." I screwed up my face. "No one watches porn together. That's not what it's for."
"It's fun. You should try it."
"You've done it?"
"Yep. Well, only with a girlfriend. But I liked it when we did it."
"It'd be weird for us."
"Why? I already know what you're into."
"No but like..." I felt myself blushing red enough that Lily had to notice. "Like... we couldn't... get off together."
Lily laughed. I felt embarrassed for a moment, but it wasn't that kind of laugh. It wasn't teasing. Or at least, it mainly wasn't.
"Oh, Kase. Sure we can if we want. But nah, we don't have to watch it like that. We can just watch it. Just have fun. If you want to."
"Oh. Well... maybe."
"I'll take a maybe."
****
The memory of my rescue stuck with me longer than it did with Xander or Lily, or anyone else who might know, I assumed. I thought about orchestrating another scenario somehow, another occasion where he could come save me and care about me and make me feel special the way I so desperately wanted. It was a bad idea for several reasons, and I gave up on it.
I did other stuff, hoping it would have an effect. I made sure to wear my hair the way Xander liked, and I dressed skimpier around him when I could. Sometimes as daring as a cami and panties, leaving legs, midriff, and cleavage all well on display, as well as my panty-covered butt if he wanted to look.
He did look at times, I thought. Not quite the way I wanted, but at least somewhat appreciatively, perhaps.
Mom and Dad weren't thrilled, but whatever. Mom at least was supportive, seemingly understanding some of what I was going through. I did catch her frowning at times when I was too underdressed, same as Dad did.
Xander never minded how little I wore, but it was frustrating not to know for sure if he liked it.
"You know what's weird?" Xander asked while we were hanging out in his room.
"No. Tell me."
"You might actually be the girl who dresses sexy around me the most."
A small, thrilling surge of victory hit me inside. I tried not to smile like a total lunatic. "You think I look sexy?"
"Well obviously. A lack of clothing is, like, a pretty good bet. And you're pulling it off these days."
I looked down at myself. Cami and short shorts today. And Xander fucking liked it!
"Thanks."
"Honestly, Kase, if you ever find the right guy, he's gonna be super lucky."
I nodded and toyed nervously with the braid I'd put in my hair. The one I wore most days now, just for Xander.
"I think... I think it still wouldn't work on 'the right guy'."
"I can't see why not."
"Well... it hasn't yet."
"Oh?" Xander's eyebrows went up. "Are you telling me there's someone you haven't told me about? How long?"
"Long."
"What? Hm. You're gonna have to give me a hint. But, like, why haven't you gone after him instead of these other guys you've been with?"
"Couldn't."
"Why not?"
"It's complicated."
"Oh." Xander shrugged. "Well you don't have to tell me. But you can."
"You wouldn't like it."
"Try me."
"You wouldn't!"
"I said try me."
My heart pounded. He was forcing me. It took discipline to never tell him the truth. If he pushed, how was I supposed to hold it back.
"You can't get mad."
"I won't."
"Promise?"
"Kase, it's me."
I nodded. That was enough. Xander. My big brother. He wouldn't be mad. But he'd reject me. I knew he would. He didn't know what he was leading me into, but he'd gone and done it now.
"Yeah," I said. "It's you."
"Right. So who is it?"
"You."
"No, who's the guy?"
"You."
"Kase?"
"Dammit, Xan, it's you. It's always been you."
Xander took a long time to process. I could see him working through it. See it in his eyes.
"Me?"
"You."
"That doesn't make any sense."
I laughed weakly. "Sure it does."
"But... it's not 'cause of, like, that stuff you're into, is it? The porn? Because-"
"I'm into the porn because of you," I said softly. "Not vice versa."
"Oh. What? Oh. Oh Kase."
"Yeah." I sighed. "Sad, huh?"
"It's... something."
"So go on."
"Go on what?"
"Tell me what you think."
"I don't know what to think."
I smiled sadly. "Sure you do."
"Kase, I really don't."
"You think it's weird."
"I don't."
"No?"
"No. But it's confusing. I don't understand... really? It's me?"
"Yes. Of course it's you."
"Why me?"
I sighed and hugged my arms around me, regretting my lack of clothing all of a sudden. I needed something for comfort, and didn't have it. "It just is. That's all. It happened. And it's so far back that it's not really obvious when."
"Oh. But... you've never liked guys. Not really."
"None except you."
"Oh Kase..."
"Yeah, I know. Pathetic. But it is what it is."
"Not pathetic. Just... unfortunate."
"Hm, yeah, that too." I fell back on Xander's bed, back to not caring what he did or didn't look at. And maybe hoping just a little that he was looking at something. "Maybe it was that time you pushed a kid for me. That one who kept bugging me when I was... fuck, I don't know. Little. Or maybe it was when Mittens died and I was a wreck and you kind of held me together somehow." I shrugged. "I really don't know what it was. But you've always been there, you know? Always."
"I'm your brother."
"I'm aware."
"Like, brothers are there for sisters. It happens lots."
"Not like you."
"You make me out as something I'm not."
"Just how I see you. You gave up sex for me."
"Not permanently."
"No. But you did. That night."
"Yeah, well, you needed me."
I smile wanly. "Exactly. You've never not been there when I needed you. And... and you always make me feel better. Everything's better when you're there. Good stuff's better. Bad stuff's less bad. You can melt me with a smile. Especially when I know it's just for me."
"Kase, come on."
"I'm just saying. It's not some flighty thing. It's how I feel. I don't want anyone else. I just want you. And I can't have you. I know that. So I steal what I can."
"So... the outfits?"
"To see if I got your attention, yeah. It kinda worked."
"Jeez. It kinda did. I didn't realize..." Xander shook his head. "You tricked me."
"Sorry. It's all I've got. You've been so good to me, and all I've got is... I don't know. Boobs, I guess. You like boobs."
"Are you kidding me?"
I cringed. "You don't like them?"
"No. I mean yes. Kind of. Don't confuse me. I'm saying you're amazing, Kase. You don't need to flash skin at me. You've been there for me just as much as I have for you."
"Nah."
"Yeah. You have. Every break up, you've been there."
"'Cause it makes me happy some other girl doesn't have you for a while."
Xander snorted. "Well yeah, ok. But you actually really help. Just so you know."
"Oh."
"Or, like, you do actually make some good points about who I'm seeing. In between petty snark. It helps me not be too stupid sometimes."
"Again, self-serving."
"Sure. I guess. Shit, I don't know, now you're in my head. Kase, you're the best sister I could have hoped for, ok? And if it's all because... because you want to have sex and stuff-"
"What? Ew. No. I don't want that." I hesitated. "I mean, I would if you wanted. But that's not what I want."
"You don't?"
"No. I just want... I want to be your girlfriend, ideally. I want you to always look at me the way you sometimes do, when I'm the only one you're thinking about. And you know, if sex would get that for me..."
"We're not having sex, Kase."
"No, I know. Just saying. It's on the table."
"Well take it off."
"Nope."
"Fine. Whatever. Don't act like you don't want it, though. The problem with me knowing the porn you're into is playing coy doesn't work."
"Only because of you! I told you. All I really want is the stories that, like, tell it properly. That aren't all fucking and banging and stuff."
"They're still incest."
"Thought you didn't care about that."
"I don't. But there's context to it now. And... and I don't know if it's healthy."
"Obviously it's not healthy! Are you kidding? Obviously it's not."
"Oh. Well... good, then. As long as we're clear."
"We're very clear. Ask me if it helps any."
"... does it help any?"
"It does not."
"Oh. Damn."
"Yeah."
I lay there on Xander's bed. I longed to bury myself under his covers and cocoon myself in. To take solace and comfort in being surrounded by his scent and lingering presence. It probably wouldn't have gone over particularly well though.
Silence reigned for a time. I was thinking. Xander was thinking. We were both kind of worked up and unsure of ourselves.
"I still love you, you know," he said quietly.
I managed a weak smile. "Thanks."
"You're my sister. Always. That's not changing."
"Yeah. Unfortunately."
"No. Not unfortunate. Whatever you think right now, I wouldn't change us being sibs for anything. And I don't think you would either."
"It's like you know me or something."
"Yeah. Maybe I know you."
I groaned. "No, Xan, I wouldn't give you up for anything either. But... dammit I just wish I had a chance, you know?"
"Kase..."
"No, I get it. I understand. And if I wasn't you sister, I'd have even less of you. Way less. But it hurts. It hurts a lot sometimes."
Xander smiled crookedly. "Guess I was wrong. I thought going out with boys would help you see some of the good parts of relationships. Maybe you already knew."
"It's torture!"
"Yeah. That's part of it."
"I don't like it!"
"That's part of it too. But you know, don't you? That you put up with it all because sometimes... sometimes there's nothing in the world that comes close."
Fuck. I did know. The good moments with Xander were the best dang parts of my life. And the bad parts were, as I'd stated, torturous.
"Why'd it have to be you," I whispered.
"That I can't answer."
"Damn."
"Yeah."
"Thanks for trying."
Xander snorted and moved closer. He ran his hand over my head sympathetically, petting me like I was a sad puppy rather than a very sad sister. "You'll be ok."
"Will I?"
"Yes."
"... will you play with my hair some more?"
Xander chuckled softly. "You think that's appropriate?"
"No. Do it anyway?"
"Will it make you feel better?"
"Yes. Probably not long term. But for a little while it will."
Xander weighed his options, then nodded. "Ok. But no getting more attached."
"How would I possibly get more attached than I already am?"
"Just sayin'. Don't."
Laying my head in Xander's lap and letting him tease my hair helped to salvage the day. Between that and our whole conversation, which honestly didn't go as disastrously as it might have, I had mixed and complicated feelings for a long while afterward.
At least I still had my brother.
****
Chapter Four: Kasey at Twenty-One
****
"You can't move out!"
"Kase, I-"
"You can't! Don't even say it!"
"Look, you know things with Beth have gotten pretty serious."
"Yeah, but-"
"This is what people do. They move in together."
"Doesn't mean you have to."
"I want to."
"But-"
"Look, I'm done with university. My job's going ok. I've got a girlfriend, and we're good together. You don't even hate her."
"I do now."
"I know. But really, we can't stay home forever. You know that."
I folded my arms and shook my head in childish petulance. "It's not fair."
"No, it's not fair. I agree with you there. But... maybe some space wouldn't be a bad thing in the long run? Not right away, but eventually. Maybe."
I felt myself tearing up. I wanted to hold it together. To try and pretend like I could handle it. But I couldn't.
"It's... it's not fair," I repeated, not quite crying yet.
"I know. I'm sorry."
I turned around. Xander already knew I was breaking down. It wouldn't do any good to try and hide it. But I tried anyway.
"Ok. Whatever."
"Kase-"
"Whatever! Go, then."
"This has nothing to do with you, you know. I don't love you any less."
"I never should have told you how I felt."
"Ok, obviously this has nothing to do with that."
"It... whatever. Just go."
"I-"
"Go!"
I hated being shitty to Xander, but I didn't know what else to do. I needed to be alone. I needed him out of my room. Most times if things were bad, I wanted him as close as possible. When things were bad because of my feelings for him, sometimes I needed the opposite. This moment in particular, I just couldn't handle having him in my room.
He was going to leave me. Of course he was. I had to have known it would happen eventually. But in my little fantasy world, we'd live together forever. I didn't know how I'd thought that would work.
Finally alone, I cried. I just cried. Nothing else to be done. I couldn't stop him. Couldn't break him and Beth up. Couldn't prevent time from marching on.
If I somehow did something drastic enough that he couldn't leave, it'd only strain our relationship, and I knew it. That didn't stop it being tempting to do... something.
Mom came in after the worst of my emotions had flowed out of me. By then, I was mostly just curled up in a ball, occasionally sobbing.
"He's not going that far, you know," Mom said gently.
"Too far."
"I know. It feels that way, doesn't it?"
"I hate it."
Mom's hand landed on my shoulder, gently rubbing in circles. I tensed against it, then slowly relaxed, and eventually rolled onto my tummy so she could rub my back. Neither of us said anything about it. It was like I was a kid again, and for the moment I didn't care at all. It was comforting, and I needed it.
"It's not easy for me either," Mom said. "My babies getting all grown up. You'll be moving out soon too, I expect."
"Maybe."
"And I've just got to watch you go. I can't hold you back. That would only hurt you."
"Xan hurt me."
"No, sweetie. He's just living his life. He doesn't want to leave you, but you know he has to have his own life, don't you?"
I squirmed. "Does he really have to?"
"Yes."
"Damn."
"I love how close you two have always been. Never fighting like some siblings do. Never had to worry about you when you were together. You'd always look after each other."
"Xan looked after me."
"Mmhm. You were there for him too. Don't think I haven't noticed."
"Not the same."
"Maybe it seems that way. I think you both just do it without thinking. You could help him after breakups in a way I never knew how. Or when he broke his leg that time."
I smiled despite myself. "He thought he was gonna be a skateboarder."
"Mmhm. At first, while he was stuck in bed or on the couch, I couldn't pry you away from him. He would have been miserable if you weren't there looking after him and just... being with him. We had to drag you away at night just to make sure you slept. And I still remember finding you asleep next to him some mornings."
I smiled a little wider, cracks of happiness marring the otherwise smooth surface of my current tragedy. "He tried to learn to use the crutches. And he was sooo bad at it."
"He got there. But yes, he was at first."
"Well what's he gonna do now if he does something stupid again, huh?"
"He'll deal with it. It's not like you won't see each other, but maybe it's good to sometimes grow on your own. Maybe?"
"Ugh. Don't want to."
"I know. It's not going to be easy."
"No. It's not."
****
I sat next to Lily on her bed, staring vacantly at the porn playing on her tablet propped up in front of us. It was an incest scene. It almost always was with us.
It had been weird at first watching this stuff with her, but fun and exciting too. It made me feel less alone. These days it barely even registered as anything abnormal.
Lily was bottomless and casually rubbing herself. I'd taken my jeans off, but just kind of sat there without ever touching my panties, let alone beneath them. I couldn't cum as easily as she could at the best of times. With my heart still heavy at losing Xander, I didn't even feel like bothering.
Lily made herself cum before she finally stopped the video. "Not in the mood, huh?"
"Nah."
"Thought it might help."
"Sometimes it does." I sighed heavily. "I don't think much of anything could help right now."
"He's only been moved out a week. It might get better."
"Yeah. It might." My heart tightened. "I miss him so much."
"I know."
"He still came over on the weekend, but only for a couple hours, and mostly only to grab some more of his stuff."
"Oof."
"I slept in his bed last night."
"Yeah?"
"Still smells like him. I'm dreading the day Mom decides to wash his bedding and put it away. She will, you know."
"Well... yeah, I get that. Can you just ask her not to?"



"I can't imagine that would go over well."
"Why not? Just tell her you want to... smell him... sometimes... Ok yeah, maybe don't do that."
"Yeah."
"Well, like, steal his pillows or something. Just play it off like you want them for Maximum Comfort or something. It might help."
"Maybe. It's gonna be brutal anyway. Whatever I do."
"It is. But you're hanging in there, yeah?"
"Technically."
"Make him visit more. Go visit him."
"Friggin' Beth's always around!"
"Friggin' Beth," Lily agreed supportively.
"You know the worst part?"
"No."
"I don't even hate her. I want to, but she's actually nice. She's good for Xan. I can see it."
"Oh."
"Usually it's so easy to hate them. But I can't even with her. Even though... shit, I'm pretty sure she was the first girlfriend he had sex with."
"You think?"
"Best I can figure. Maybe he and Milly did it. I don't know."
"How would you know these things?"
"Best guesses is all. I know exactly the first time Xan and Beth had sex. He was so fucking happy for days. Like irritatingly happy."
"Oh. Yeah. That kind of thing. I getcha."
"Or maybe he's fucked them all. Every fucking girl. Except me. Everyone except me."
"Don't spiral, Kase."
"Doin' my best."
"I know. You don't even want to fuck him anyway."
"No, but... if he wanted..."
"Yeah, dude, I know. But that's not what you want. Not good to fixate on it."
"Easier said than done."
"Sure. Most things are. Plus you just said you only thought it was Beth. Not, like, 'everyone'."
"That's true. Doesn't help much, but yeah, you're right. I might be spiraling a little."
"No way, really?"
"Shush."
"I think it's good at least that you're not instinctively hating Xan's girlfriends anymore."
"Maybe. Could just be Beth though. Maybe she's just, like, actually not a bad person or something. Maybe she can make Xan happy. I do want him to be happy."
"Yeah, of course."
"But, like, how'm I gonna be happy?"
"Shit, that's the trick alright. Pretty sure everyone asks themselves that."
"Are you happy?"
"Enh. I'm doing ok, I think. Be happier if I could find the right person. You know, kinda like you."
"A girl?"
"Probably. Not necessarily, but probably."
I nodded, feeling just stupid enough to carry on my line of thought. "What about me?"
"Uh... in what sense?"
"Like you kinda liked me, right?"
"Well yeah. Still kinda do, but just low-key. Not a big deal. What are-"
I moved quick, darting in to kiss Lily. She was very clearly surprised. Even once she figured out what was happening, she let the kiss linger a moment before pushing me away.
"Kase, don't."
"But you like me."
"Yeah. But that's not you."
"How do you know? Maybe that's why I don't really want boys. Maybe I like girls."
"But you don't, do you?"
I struggled internally. "Well... no. I don't think so."
"Don't try and force it."
"But... but..." I slumped back. "I'm sorry."
"It's ok. It was a nice kiss, if that helps."
I snorted. "Yeah. I mean actually, it was kinda nice. I think maybe... maybe I've never started a kiss."
"What? Really?"
"Yeah. I've been ok with kissing boys sometimes. But never really excited enough to want to go for it. Just, like, let it happen when they wanted to."
"Well gee. I feel special now."
"You should."
"Did it... do anything for you?"
"Ugh. No. Not really. And... and I just realized your pussy's still out, and now I feel even weirder about what I did."
Lily laughed softly. "I'll put pants back on."
"I appreciate it."
"It really wasn't a bad kiss."
"Thanks?"
"If you ever feel like you actually really might like me, I'd do it again."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. But I'm not being your get-over-Xander-free card."
"No. I know. Sorry again."
"It's cool."
"I don't think it'd really get me over him anyway."
"No. Probably not. You want ice cream?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Yeah I really do."
"Great. Go pick some up and we'll have at it."
"Oh you dick. That's such a tease."
Lily beamed angelically. "You owe me one. You just surprise-kissed me."
"You said we were cool!"
"We are. We'd be even cooler if you get us ice cream."
"Right. Because it's cold. Ha ha, etcetera."
"I didn't actually mean it that way, but yeah, that too."
"You know this means I gotta put pants back on too."
"The world is just full of hardships."
****
Chapter Five: Kasey at Twenty-Two
****
I moved in with Lily. Her roommates left and she needed some new ones anyway. I was one, this guy Brendan was another. He and Lily were already kind of friends, and we got along well enough, so it was fine.
It was good for me. I couldn't handle living at home without Xander. As predicted, Mom had washed his bedding and ruined me being able to sneak in and sleep in his bed to pretend like he was still around. For a while I'd still been able to curl up in one of my brother's hoodies I'd stolen, but that wasn't nearly enough.
The good news was I probably grew out of some of my obsession. I hated to think that other people had been right, that it wouldn't be so bad, that I'd actually come out better in the end. They were right, though. I didn't strictly need Xander in my life. I missed him, but I could function. Even enjoy myself.
I still texted with Xander frequently, and we met up sometimes. I tried to get once a week with him, but sometimes it was two or three weeks between visits.
I was waiting for him at a coffee shop this time. Coffee dates were easy and reminded me of the time he'd rescued me.
"Hey, Kase."
I looked up from my phone and smiled. "Hey, Xan."
"Waiting long?"
"Nah. I was early anyway."
"Mmhm. I'ma grab a coffee and be right back."
I nodded and went back to my phone while Xander was ordering. Really, though, I watched him while pretending to be looking down.
He looked good. He always did to me. But maybe... maybe he didn't look like he was putting quite the same effort in as I was used to. I'd been noticing a faint trend toward slacking off. Ever since he and Beth moved in together, I thought. Like he just didn't feel the same need to attract attention these days.
"How's it like being out of school finally?" Xander asked.
"Pretty good. It was getting tiresome."
"Yeah. I get that. I miss parts of it, but overall... nah, don't miss it."
"Mmhm. My job's going good too. I wasn't sure at first, but they're finally letting me do some of the stuff I'm supposed to be there for."
"What were you doing before?"
"Like... busywork. Printing stuff. Entering data."
"Oof."
"Yeah. Had to tell them that wasn't why I wanted the job. I got a degree for a reason, and it wasn't to be an intern."
"Went well?"
"Yep."
"Nice." Xander favoured me with a broad smile. "You're really figuring the world out, huh?"
I shrugged. "I don't know about that."
"I do. Honestly, you might not like to hear it, but I think you're doing better without me around all the time."
I fidgeted with my half-finished drink. "No, you're right. I do hate it, but yeah, it was good for me."
"I'm glad."
"It's... it's whatever. It's good. I miss you."
"I know. I still wake up sometimes and think you're gonna be there. Start thinking about, like, asking what you want for breakfast, or if you need a drive. Then I remember... you know."
"You think that stuff?"
"Not a lot. But sometimes. I miss living with you too, you know."
"Well good. You should miss me."
"I do."
I nodded like it was settled. "So, uh, how's Beth?"
Surprisingly, Xander seemed to struggle with a fairly usual and innocuous question. "She's... good."
"Is she?"
"Yeah."
"Buuuttt?"
"I don't know. She's talking about getting married."
I choked on my coffee. "What?"
"Yeah. Like not right away. But she thinks maybe we should at least get engaged or something?"
"Really? Isn't it kinda early for that?"
"That's what I thought," Xander said, seeming relieved that I agreed. "Like I really like her and everything. And living together's going good. But... I'm not ready to be married."
"What's the hurry?"
"Exactly. But maybe... maybe I just go along with being engaged? See how that goes?"
"Xan..."
"I know. I shouldn't do it if I don't want to."
"Correct."
"But I don't not want to, if that makes sense. I'm not sure. And engaged isn't as crazy as married."
"You get engaged, she's gonna push for marriage."
"Probably, right?" Xander sighed. "I kinda miss just dealing with you wanting to get in my pants. Simpler times."
I giggled softly and looked around to make sure no one heard. Though to be fair, no one knew us, or that I was his sister. "I never tried to get in your pants."
"Easy to say now."
"I never did! Being in love with you and wanting to bone you are two different things."
"Ah. So you never wanted to bone me. Good to know."
I shifted awkwardly. "Well... maybe not never..."
"Ha. I miss you, Kase."
"Could always move in with me. I'll leave my roommates, you leave your girlfriend. We could get back to our weird little codependent sibling thing."
"I could be down for that. Lemme give this thing with Beth a go first. Your plan can be the backup."
There was conflict within me between the easy, mildly fucked up banter we slid into, and the sad knowledge that I wasn't going to get picked over Beth. I knew that right from the start, of course. But I liked to pretend even just for a moment.
Still, it wasn't as heartbreaking as it would have been even a year ago. I was getting better and more independent all the time. Didn't mean I had to like it.
"Your funeral," I said, feigning disinterest as best I could.
"It's gonna be fine," Xander said, trying to convince himself as much as me.
"I'm sure she'd be glad to hear that it'll be... 'fine'."
"Oh shush. How's your love life going?"
"Low blow, bro. Low blow."
"Hey, I don't know. Maybe you actually found someone. How'm I to know if I don't ask?"
"Me and Mr. Vibey are doing just fine, thanks for your interest."
"Mr. Vibey? You don't really-"
"No. It doesn't have a name. I'm not that weird."
"Good to know."
"I'm thinking of trying out butt plugs."
Xander went gratifyingly pink. "Kase!"
"You asked."
"I did not ask about your masturbation habits."
"You essentially did."
"I did not."
"Lily says butt play's pretty fun sometimes. I thought-"
"Still didn't ask!"
"No." I grinned devilishly. "But you're going so red I couldn't help myself."
"Well... stop."
"Poor innocent brother. Such a prude."
"Not wanting to hear about my little sis sticking things up her... butt... does not make me a prude."
"You didn't care about my vibrator."
"That's... I don't know. That's easier. Normal."
I arched an eyebrow. "Ooh, ok, so you actually are a prude. How did I never know?"
"I'm not!"
"Have you even done any butt stuff?"
"What, me? Or with a girl?"
"Either."
"... no."
I cackled gleefully. "I finally got one up on you!"
"Whatever."
"At least I've tried-"
"Please don't tell me what you've tried."
"Don't you wanna knooowww?"
"No."
"Even if-"
"Nuh uh."
"-it was just fingers?"
"What part of 'I don't want to know' is confusing you?"
"Oh I get it. I'm just loving this."
"I bet you are."
"You know, if Beth won't do that stuff, you could always-"
"Kase, I don't want to threaten our coffee dates. But if you finish that sentence..."
I threw my hands up. "Done! I'm done."
"Good."
"Prude."
"Little shit."
I grinned.
Xander shook his head. "I think I miss the days of you being all repressed and semi-asexual and whatever."
"Oh I still am. Don't worry. Just... I try stuff sometimes. Lily's been good for that."
"Oh yeah? Anything going on there?"
"Ha, no. Not like that. Nothing romantic."
"Ah. Oh well."
"But she has shown me some stuff."
"... in what sense?"
"Thought you didn't want to know."
"You're right. I don't."
"But you were cuuurious for a sec, huh?"
"Maybe."
"Me with another girl, eh? That's what does it for you?"
"Not hardly."
"It did. For a sec it totally did."
"Stop grinning like that."
"Can't."
"You're a weird girl, Kase."
"Yeah. I've been told."
****
"Are you fingering your butt?" Lily asked.
"... if I say no-"
"I can see you doing it."
"Yeah, well, why ask then?"
"It's odd for you."
"No it's not. I do it sometimes."
"Not in front of me."
"I don't masturbate a lot when it's not our porn night." I shrugged. "I wanted to mess around with it some more. I didn't think you were gonna judge."
"Not judging. Just... impressed?"
"Impressed?"
"I think so. Very adventurous for you."
"Ugh. You and Xan both. How come it's such a surprise that I-"
"First of all, because you're you. Second of all, what's Xan got to do with anything?"
"He's never done butt stuff. Once I started bragging about having him beat, I kinda felt like I needed more experience. Just to test stuff."
"Uh huh. You have the weirdest sibling relationship, you know that?"
"We both knew that already."
"True."
Lily went back to watching the video in front of us. I resumed fingering myself.
Unlike usual, I was concentrating on my ass, as Lily had so cunningly noticed. It was no big thing. Or it shouldn't have been. Then again, I probably would have said something if I'd caught her fingering her bum instead of her pussy, so who was I to call foul?
When I'd played with my ass before, it hadn't been anything overly meaningful. Just a test, really. Just to see if maybe it explained some stuff about sex that I wasn't getting. It didn't really. It was ok, but nothing either mind-blowing or sickeningly perverse, as seemed to be the two major schools of thought.
"You mind if Brendan joins us?" Lily asked.
I jolted my mind away from my booty and tried to focus on the question. "With what?"
"Our porn night."
"What, seriously?"
"Yeah. Is it ok? We could watch on the tv in the living room if we didn't have to keep it all secret."
I tried to look serious, but with a fingertip up my ass it was a hard sell. "Lily, did you already tell him about it?"
"Maybe."
"Lily!"
"Well he was curious."
"So what?"
"He's our roommate. He's cool. It's fine."
"Says you. I don't want to have to stop watching what we want to just so-"
"Oh, no. No no. He's cool with incest vids."
"... he is?"
"Yeah."
"You told him everything?"
"It kinda happened. It was going so well, and we just kept talking."
"Ugh."
"Come on. You like Brendan."
"I like lots of people that I don't want to share my dirty side with."
"That's fair. Give it a try anyway?"
"Is he gonna perv on me?"
"I dunno. Probably not."
"Great."
I had my doubts, but went along with it the next time we were having a porn night. It was definitely a little awkward at first, but it actually wasn't too bad. I kept all my clothes on at first and made Lily sit on the couch with Brendan while I took the recliner.
Lily wasn't bothered and was first to strip her jeans and panties off so she could freely rub herself.
She had to repeatedly nudge Brendan before he finally got his dick out. He didn't seem any much more comfortable than I was at first.
Once they were both masturbating, I felt like it was probably fine if I did too. I left my panties on and just sneaked my fingers in underneath, still not quite willing to give Brendan a show in case he looked my way, which he occasionally did.
"You guys really do this a lot?" Brendan asked.
"For sure," Lily said. "Had to always be on my little tablet though. The big screen's way better."
"And it's always... incest?"
"Nearly always, yeah. Sometimes I pick something else. Kasey's a one-track girl though."
"Oh shut up," I said, flushing slightly. "Don't blame me."
"It's genuinely mostly because of you though," Lily said. "I never watched nearly so much incest porn before we started doing this."
I shook my head and pulled my knees up, curling into more of a ball while still rubbing myself. "You make me sound like a total perv."
"Which is funny considering how horny you generally aren't."
Brendan looked back and forth between us. "I'm missing something, aren't I?"
"Lots of things," Lily said. "Enjoy the show, would you?"
All three of us pretended to go back to watching the porn on the tv. It wasn't particularly doing much for me, though, and I kind of just left my hand covering my pussy, barely moving.
The initial setup had been kind of sweet. A sister all nervous for prom. Her brother danced with her some before she went, made her feel more confident. When she got back, she sneaked into his room and they talked some.
Then they boned. They always boned. Never just fell asleep all cuddled and snug. It was ok, but not what I wanted.
As soon as sex happened, that's all it was. Maybe they'd call each other 'brother' or 'sister' sometimes, but it lost all meaning. It kinda sucked. Sometimes vids could still do it for me at that point. This one couldn't.
Lily and Brendan didn't have that problem. They played with themselves while watching the action. Brendan even scooted his pants down to his ankles and freed up more of his cock for stroking and for someone to peek at if she wanted. Which I did.
It wasn't really sexual. Not like I was getting off on seeing his penis. It was more just that I was used to Lily being bottomless, and us casually being together half naked. A boy with his cock out that wasn't expecting me to do stuff was a bit of a novelty.
It gave me ideas, honestly. Thoughts of Xander in particular. Wondering if there was ever a world where he and I did something like this. Masturbating together to videos of pretend siblings falling for each other.
That was wishful thinking, of course. He wasn't interested that way. And even if he was, he had a girlfriend he was about to get engaged to.
At least my little daydream got me kind of worked up again. Gave me something to rub myself to, even if it wasn't enough to really get me there. I needed something way better to cum. Lots of times I didn't finish. It was fine. I wasn't even jealous much of Lily these days, and her superhuman ability to usually cum when she wanted to.
Though admittedly, it probably just meant she was normal, and only seemed to have powers relative to my dysfunctional self.
****
Mom and Dad were thrilled to hear Xander and Beth were engaged. I had to endure a family dinner with everyone gushing about it.
For the most part, I stayed quiet and picked at my food. Xander had moments in between acting excited where he went just as quiet as me. No one seemed to notice. Just the two of us at times, making knowing eye contact across the table.
We somehow made an excuse to stand outside by ourselves for a bit after dinner. Xander casually sipped at a half-emptied beer bottle. I'd already had two glasses of wine and needed to chill so I could drive myself home later. The buzz was already on the downswing, and I needed to just let it fade no matter how much more pleasant it would have been to ride the evening comfortably drunk.
"Pulled the trigger, huh?"
Xander shrugged. "Wouldn't say that. Married would be the trigger, wouldn't it? More like cocked the gun, if anything."
"Hehe, cocked."
"It's a real word."
"I know. But it's funny."
"You're taking this remarkably well."
"Oh, I hate it, thanks for asking."
"No, I know. But you haven't been actively sulking."
"True. Seemed uncouth."
"Fair." Xander took another drink. "We're gonna be happy."
"Never said you weren't."
"We love each other."
"Who you arguing with, Xan?"
"Just sayin'."
"Mmhm."
"I'm not ready to get married yet."
"I know."
"But I should be."



"Who's to say when you 'should be'?"
"It's good though. The sex has been way better since we did the whole 'engaged' thing."
"Thanks for sharing?"
"Beth's happy."
"Xan, listen, you don't have to get married. And even if you do, it doesn't have to be yet. Stay engaged a while. See how it goes."
"That's the plan. I'm already worried for when she gets impatient though."
"Have you told her any of this?"
"How can I do that? She'd be crushed."
"Seems like you dug yourself quite a hole then, didn't ya?"
Xander sighed. "Yeah. I think I did. This is supposed to be fun. It's so stressful."
"Even with the good sex?"
"That helps. Lots of other stuff's good. I don't mean to imply it isn't. I'm happy with her."
"Uh huh."
"I'd be happier if... if we could just be together, you know? Why we gotta be making it a whole thing?"
"Don't ask me. She's your girlfriend. Sorry, your betrothed."
"Ugh."
I grinned. "And just think. You coulda had me instead. Never woulda been any issue about marriage."
"You mean 'cause it's mildly illegal?"
"That too, I guess. I just meant I wouldn't really care."
"At all?"
"Nah. Well, maybe I shouldn't say at all. It'd feel kinda nice everyone knowing we were together, I guess. Even if that's the impossible cherry on the already-nearly-impossible sundae."
"You still think about stuff like that?"
"Sure. Less than I used to. It helps not always having you around. It sucks too. But at least I think about other stuff. I still basically only get off to brother and sister stuff online."
"You know I don't need details like that."
"You asked."
"I did. Not that specific, but I did."
I hesitated while Xander took another drink. "There's this guy Brendan..."
"Your roommate? Or another one?"
"No. Him. He's kinda interesting."
"Oh?"
"Yeah."
"Like for real?"
"I think so. Maybe. I don't know that I could really be into him. Not like in a normal way. But he's been watching porn with me and Lily. He's kinda into that stuff too."
"... you watch porn together?"
"Yeah. Have I never said?"
"Maybe. You'd think I'd remember that, though."
"Mmm. 'Cause you do so enjoy the thought of me and Lily messing around, don't ya?"
"You continue to misinterpret things. Deliberately, I assume."
"Enh."
Xander shrugged. "Well if Brendan already knows what you're into, could be a good thing."
"Yeah. I think so."
"Makes it easier when you want to explore your kink some more. Since he already knows about it."
"Does make it easier. Never dared bring it up before." I shivered slightly even though it wasn't that cold out. "You think he'd be ok with, like, calling me his sister or something?"
"Don't know. Don't really want to know."
"Oh come on. You're curious too."
"Do you even know if he's interested in the first place?"
"Well... no. But he probably is. Boys like girls who will play with their dicks. If I offer, I'm probably in."
"I... shit. I wanted to say it's not that simple, but it definitely can be."
"Mmhm."
"That's not a solid basis for a relationship, let's put it that way."
"Who said anything about a relationship? I just wanna see if I feel anything for a guy who can... push my buttons."
"You want him to pretend to be me or what?"
I felt my face warm. "Not... not exactly. Just pretend to be a brother, maybe. That's all. He couldn't be you."
"That's a relief."
I looked at Xander, feeling self-conscious. "But you know my interest in this stuff comes from you," I said softly. "Not the other way around."
"... I guess I probably did know that, yeah."
"You made me the mess I am."
"Don't blame me for you being a little weirdo."
"I blame you."
"Fair enough." Xander finished his beer. "Ready to head back in?"
"Are Mom and Dad and Beth all still raving over her ring?"
"Probably."
"Ugh."
"Come on. It'll be fine. We'll be together."
I eyed Xander sidelong as we went back in. It was unfortunate getting excited over him saying we'd be together, when in fact the whole problem was him being together with a different girl. And yet, despite all my progress, something small like that was all it took to make me all fluttery inside.
How, after all this time, could he still do that to me?
****
It was weird to realize I'd gotten used to Brendan and having him join Lily and me in our little perv parties. I saw an awful lot of him without pants on. Mostly in the context of jerking off.
I would even go so far as to say that I kind of liked having him around. Lily had been huge for me. Having a friend who understood and empathized with my unfortunate attraction. Brendan became something similar. Not quite as important, but meaningful to me in a different way from either Xander or Lily.
Brendan was a boy who I was fairly close to, but wasn't related and wasn't trying to get in my pants. That confused me at first, but I got to really cherish it after a time. Despite us masturbating together to incest porn, we probably had the healthiest and most normal relationship I'd ever had with a boy.
It was either that comfort or some sort of self-sabotage that led me to push things, and I really couldn't tell which.
I waited until a night where Brendan and I were doing a porn night but Lily wasn't with us. Those nights were pretty rare, her being the most likely of the three of us to initiate such events.
"So hey," I said, eyes locked firmly on the screen. "Can I ask something?"
Brendan nodded, which I only caught because my attention was firmly on him in my peripherals. He was slowly stroking himself while we watched a pretend brother and sister do the initial awkward dance that would inevitably lead to sexy times.
"Go ahead," Brendan said.
"Just, like, hypothetically... how would you feel about me sucking you off?"
Brendan couldn't decide between gaping in astonishment, or smiling like a goof. Even staring more directly at him didn't sort out which emotion he was going to land on.
"How hypothetical?"
"I'd like to try it."
"Oh! Well-"
"But I don't want it to be a whole thing. Like... is it ok if we do something like that and then maybe that's it? Maybe nothing else?"
"Maybe nothing else, or definitely nothing else?"
"Maybe. Just maybe."
"Ah." Brendan wrestled briefly with the decision. "I can't pretend like I haven't thought about you a bit," he admitted.
"Really?"
"Is that surprising?"
"Maybe not. You've seen... you've seen bits of me. My pussy, particularly."
"Not often. You keep it pretty covered even when you're half naked."
I grinned shyly. "Frustrating?"
"A little. But I don't know. I like this whole... getting off together thing. I didn't want to ruin it."
"I appreciate that." I let my legs fall apart somewhat, keeping my hand well away, letting Brendan get a peek at me if he wanted. "You seem cool. Pretty chill. There's some stuff I'd like to try when there's no pressure. And I might still not really like any of it. But... I'll definitely make you cum, at least."
"That's a hell of an offer."
"Good enough for you?"
"I'll try very hard not to get my hopes up for anything more."
"Probably wise."
I wasn't convinced Brendan could stick to his promise. He already looked so awed even as I first knelt in front of him. So thrilled by what was happening. Maybe I'd misjudged and he had a serious thing for me already. But if that was the case, he'd behaved himself really well so far. That counted for a lot.
Right off the bat I enjoyed playing with Brendan's cock more than any of my previous experiences, few as they were. It was my decision. Not coerced. And I was pretty sure if I backed out, he'd be chill about it. Disappointed, sure, but not angry or annoyed.
"You're dripping some."
Brendan flushed rather cutely. "Yeah, that happens."
"'Cause of porn?"
"Sometimes. Some of these vids are pretty hot."
"What about on your own? When you pick what you watch?"
"Yeah. Sometimes then too."
"Huh. So it's nothing to do with me?"
"No, it's, uh, it's definitely about you right now."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Shit, I don't know if you want to hear this, but you look pretty fucking fantastic like that."
"On my knees?"
"Partly? Like, I don't know, bottomless. On your knees, yeah. And, like, looking at me all fascinated like that. And touching me."
I gripped Brendan's cock tighter, getting an adorable little exhaled sigh from him. "That's what does it for you?"
"Those are all pretty good things, sure. Plus... plus it's you. You're very easy to crush on."
I tilted my head. "Are you crushing on me?"
"Kinda? Maybe? I've never masturbated with girls like I have with you and Lily. It's... it's hard not to look. To be interested."
"In me? Or in both of us?"
"... is it bad if it's both of you?"
"No. It's better that way. This isn't about hooking up or anything, right?"
"Uh... sure?"
"So it's better if it's not just me anyway."
I started sucking Brendan before I chickened out. I didn't know what I was doing, really, except for what I'd learned watching porn, and my experience coaxing out cum with handjobs.
I didn't hate it. It wasn't directly stimulating, but there was an appeal to it. It was a fairly intimate feeling. Taking a boy in my mouth.
He loved it. I could tell that easily enough. Guys were easy enough to please by just paying any attention at all to their penises. Until they wanted more. But initially, yeah, that tended to do the trick. It was working for me, at any rate.
At least I was getting more out of it than I usually did. I felt far more in control. I'd initiated, and not through any sort of pressure I was feeling to perform or conform. It was my own choice. I could take my time, find out how I felt, and have that knowledge and experience all safely tucked away.
Brendan felt kind of weird in my mouth, but not in an unpleasant way. Just... weird. New. Different.
The more I sucked, the deeper and longer I bobbed my head up and down and caressed his shaft with my lips, the more I got into it too. I could almost say for certain that I was enjoying myself.
There was a power to it. To being in control. To making him feel good on my terms. And, of course, I was learning. I was getting a taste, so to speak.
There was an actual flavour, I found. A very subtle one to his cock itself, and a somewhat more prominent taste to his precum. I was familiar with precum, having had it over my fingers. But to taste it on my tongue was something else entirely. And I could play with it if I wanted. I'd never felt comfortable enough before to just stop and run it through my fingers, or give little licks and contemplate it in my mouth.
So much of the moment was really very nice. I didn't feel vaguely horrible about myself, which I realized I probably always had before, even if I'd tried to fight it.
"Kase?"
I looked up, startled. Brendan had been quiet for a while, other than the little moans and sighs I teased out of him. It made no sense, but I'd somehow almost forgotten he was there.
"Yeah?"
"You're gonna make me cum."
"Oh. Right."
"Is that ok?"
"That's largely the idea."
"Oh. Sure. Ok."
"How close are you?"
"Pretty close."
"Where..." I blushed. "Where do you want to do it?"
"Oh, uh, I just thought... is in your mouth ok?"
I nodded, feeling a warmth in me that really hadn't been present the whole time. Maybe it had been there in some small form, never really making itself properly know. Something about the way Brendan was looking at me now, and the way I was forced to acknowledge what we were doing, it kind of worked for me. Got me excited.
"That's fine," I said.
"And... and could you look at me?"
"Look at you?"
"Sorry. I mean, whatever you want. I just... I like when you do."
More warmth. More tingles.
"Ok," I said quietly.
I sucked Brendan harder, keeping my hand low on his shaft and squeezing some. I flicked my eyes up at him in semi-regular intervals. Had I been doing that? At first maybe I had. Then I'd gotten so focused on just his dick.
He liked it though? Why did that do things to me? I liked it, whatever it was. I liked that he liked it.
Brendan's cumshot was hot in my mouth. The flavour stronger than his precum. Way stronger. Not one that I immediately loved, but I didn't hate it. And it was so weirdly hot taking it all in while doing my best to stare up at him. He was staring right back so damn intently, until finally he shut his eyes and rolled his head back with a satisfied groan.
I took my cue to pull off his cock. I still had a good mouthful of cum. I debated what to do with it at first. Any other time, it would have been a rush to the sink to spit it out. With Brendan, in the moment, I went for it and just swallowed.
He gave an extra groan like I'd done something hot. Maybe I had. My hand was, admittedly, sneaking down to my pussy even while I sat back on my heels right in front of him.
It was easily the clearest view of me masturbating Brendan had yet received. I didn't mind. He looked, but it wasn't even a pervy kind of look. It was a look of appreciation. He liked what he saw, but didn't need to make anything of it. He was sated for the moment. And, probably, he would have been respectful enough not to ruin it for me even if he'd still been horny.
Whatever the case, I came on my knees in front of a boy while his cum still lingering on my lips, tongue, and throat. It was hot, embarrassing, mildly slutty, and just so damn good.
****
"I sucked Brendan off."
Lily looked at me, shocked just for a second or two, then grinning wickedly. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Good for you."
"Thanks."
"How'd that happen?"
"I... I wanted to try it. And I did. He was accommodating."
Lily snorted. "Bet he was. How was it?"
"I think I kinda liked it. I'm still not quite sure why, but I've got some thoughts. I think I gotta do it some more."
"You should."
"You support me, huh?"
"Well duh. This is probably the healthiest sexual thing I've ever heard about from you."
"Sucking some dude off?"
"No, Kase. Not some dude. A dude you and I both know pretty well. Well enough, anyway. Someone you're comfortable with. Someone who presumably isn't going to be a total shit about it."
"He's been pretty good. He's hinted he'd be up for it again. I think he's really hoping it's gonna happen more. But he's been good."
"Good. If he ever isn't... I'll set him right."
I giggled. "I bet you would too."
"I got your back, you know."
"Mmhm. And I definitely appreciate it."
"Do you think you're gonna... be a thing?"
I shook my head, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. "No, I don't think so. Nothing like that. I mean... probably not."
"Ooh, but not definitely not?"
"It... it wouldn't be fair. Even if I wanted to. I couldn't promise that it'd be anything real. Not with me. You know how I am."
"Babe, no one can ever promise that a relationship is gonna work out. I know how you are. Brendan's got an idea too, remember, and he still likes you."
"He does?"
"As a friend, I mean. He'd probably go for more. I could see it. I'm just saying. He comes to our little incest nights. He's as bad as we are."
"Maybe not quite as bad."
"No. Maybe not quite."
"We'll see how it goes."
"All anyone can do."
****
Brendan was pretty dang accommodating, really. He seemed to be good with the level I wanted. It probably helped tremendously that what I wanted was to make him cum a couple times a week. It was a pretty alright deal for him.
It got better when I finally worked up the nerve to ask if he could pretend I was his sister. I'd already started pretending he was my brother while I sucked him off. Not Xander, but just some nebulous bonus brother. I didn't mention that, but he might have been able to guess.
Brendan wasn't sure what to do with the request at first, but it didn't bother him. It just took some time to figure out how comfortable he was with the pretense, and how to make it work. Once we got into a bit of a flow, it made things so much better.
"What are you doing?"
I grinned up at Brendan as I knelt in front of him. I was getting so comfortable doing it. It wasn't even something I second guessed anymore.
"You're hard."
"We can't do it out here. We'll get caught."
I almost exclusively sucked Brendan off while having porn nights, out on the couch. I'd tried in his room, but I just didn't like it quite as much in there. I wasn't sure why. Privacy should have been more important to me. But, too, it was a somewhat more intimate and personal setting, and I maybe didn't want that.
"Mom and Dad are out," I said, getting into the pretense while scooting Brendan's boxers down. His pants were already off.
Brendan took a moment, then shrugged and decided to play along. "They could come home."
"Nah."
"And Lily's still here."
I started stroking his cock, rubbing my thumb over the head to pick up any initial precum. I wasn't sure if Lily was meant to be our sister in the scenario. In my head, she definitely was.
"She won't mind."
"She might tell."
"She won't." I licked Brendan's cock, just a bare flick of my tongue, but I knew what he liked and it made him so weak and compliant for such very little effort. "Don't you want your blowjob, bruh-ther?"
"Unf."
Lily padded in, spoiling the buildup slightly as we weren't quite far enough in for my taste. She'd witnessed our blowjob sessions a couple times already, so that wasn't an issue, but I hadn't yet told her about the incest fantasy. Not that it could possibly surprise her.
"Again?" Lily asked. "You're really starting to make me doubt previous claims regarding your libido."
I tried to ignore her and took Brendan deeper in my mouth. He was blushing cutely, but still liked when I looked up at him while taking his cock. He wasn't fully used to Lily watching, but clearly was willing to make a lot of little sacrifices for the sake of semi-regular blowjobs.
"You're gonna make me want to get in on that if you keep it up," Lily grumbled settling down for some bottomless self-love, as was her wont.
I kept my eyes fully on Brendan as I pulled my lips back, leaving a soft trail of spit halfway down his cock. "Ooh, you kinda twitched at that," I said.
Brendan frantically waved like he wanted me to shut up, but it was too late.
Lily snorted. "Of course he did."
"It's like he wants both his sis-ters sucking on him."
Brendan groaned and covered his face. Lily looked at me.
"Oh really? Is that the game you're playing?"
"What did you expect from me?"
"How'd I get roped in?"
"You just said-"
"I wasn't serious."
"So just watch then."
"Yeah. Already am, thanks, since you two literally won't get a room."
I squirmed a little, partly for the game, and partly for actual arousal. It was still a novelty for me, getting wet while messing around with a boy.
"You won't tell, will you?" I said shyly.
"... what?"
"Mom and Dad. You won't-"
Lily groaned and lashed out with her foot, just barely catching my shoulder hard enough to be a rebuke. "Stop!"
"I'm sorry I'm a bad sister. I can't help-"
Lily giggled and kicked me again. "Stop. Seriously."
"She won't," Brendan mumbled.
"And you put up with it?"
"Well... yeah."
"Oh. Right. The sucking you off thing. Fair enough, I guess."
My cheeks burned. They weren't playing along, but it was still kind of ok. It wasn't quite what I wanted from my games, but it was good in its own way.
Behind the teasing and exasperation was a tacit acceptance of my kink. Neither was bothered by it. Possibly my insistence on doing stuff less privately than it could be was a very slight issue, and dragging them both into said kink, but I wasn't being rejected for any of it. Just teased some.



Teased was ok. I could live with it.
Lily still rubbed herself. She was watching the porn we had playing, but also keeping an eye on Brendan and me.
I really, really wanted to know if any of her masturbating was over us. Over me in particular. Probably not, right? But maybe. She'd had a bit of a thing for me at one time, and it was possible that hadn't gone away entirely.
Did I want her to still have a thing for me? Not really. Nothing major. But maybe... maybe a little something, possibly.
I was getting so bad. I felt like an entirely different person than even a year or two ago. I remembered the feeling of trying desperately to like someone, or to enjoy being liked, or anything at all.
Probably I still wasn't there yet. Not quite in a 'normal' place when it came to sexuality and romance. But it was something. Something other than Xander, which was important.
I made Brendan cum while Lily was right there watching. In fact, I made him cum on my face. It made a better visual than in my mouth, and both were pretty visceral for me anyway. With an audience, the facial was better, unless I wanted to be super obvious and open my mouth to show off a cummy tongue, which I didn't really.
I'd learned plenty of things from porn, but I didn't always want to emulate them. Just sometimes. When it felt right.
I feigned indignation, even though I'd been the one to make Brendan blow his load.
"Not on my face! Bad brother!"
"I didn't... I thought you were gonna... swallow."
"Of course I was. Can't leave messes for Mom and Dad to find. Then you go and cover your little sister like that." I shook my head in mock despair. "So bad."
"Your acting's even worse than some of these videos," Lily remarked without malice.
"Shut up!"
"It is."
"He came on my face!"
"Yeah. I watched you jerking him off onto you. And you're still just sitting there all messy. You think we can't see you playing with yourself?"
I was, indeed, rubbing myself. It wasn't quite doing it for me. I needed... something. I was trying to keep some kind of roleplay going, but it wasn't working.
Jeez. I needed a 'brother' to apologize for cumming on me. Or maybe just to tell me I looked cute like that. Something.
Brendan was very little help immediately post-cumming. He wasn't hardly horny at all in the aftermath. Lily was actively unhelpful.
What I wouldn't give for Xander to walk in and see me like that. And maybe do... things to me.
Things? Like what? I was over him. Sort of. Not really. Better than I used to be.
But I needed something more than desperately trying to imagine I'd been cummed on by my brother. It wasn't enough.
I sat on the couch next to Lily and tried to rub myself to incest porn, the way that we'd made a bit of a tradition for us. Even with my messed face, it wasn't enough. If anything, the cum seemed to make it trickier for me. It was kind of hot, but in a distracting way. I just didn't know what was up with that.
If I got too frustrated, there was always my magic wand. I only used it tactically, but there was a possibility I should put it into a heavier rotation. It could get me off when nothing else could. Super powered vibrations truly were a magic all their own.
In the meantime, I just kept trying. A cummy face and a boy willing to pretend to be my brother really should be worth more when trying to orgasm. They really, really should.
****
I dreaded the dinner with Xander, Beth, and our parents. I had an inkling I was going to hate it. I wasn't sure why. There was just that sense.
And, indeed, Beth started talking about 'plans'. Wedding plans. Not in direct terms, but gushing over ideas for dates and locales and all that crap. It was miserable.
I went outside after supper to take a 'smoke break.' There was no smoking involved, it was just what it felt like. It was better than thinking of it as an 'avoid a breakdown in front of your family' break. It had to be.
"You're hiding," Xander said.
I smiled, not turning around. I was secretly ecstatic that he'd bothered to come find me, but I also wasn't sure I was ready to talk.
"Thought I might take up smoking. I'm getting practice in standing outside by myself. It'll come in useful, I think."
"Oh. So you're not out here sulking then?"
"Why ever would I be sulking?"
"Beth wants to set a date."
"So I hear."
"How much do you hate it?"
"I'm... I'm happy for you."
"Kase?"
"Oh god I hate it. I hate it so much."
"Yeah. I figured."
Xander leaned against the rail next to me, both of us staring out over a dark lawn in the late evening moonlight.
"I wish I could hate her more," I said.
"You don't hate her?"
"Not as much as... not like I used to. With your girls. Beth honestly probably is the best of them."
"Well... thanks?"
"I don't want you marrying her though."
"Yeah. Me either right now. She says we can wait a while for it. She just wants... I don't know. A timeline? Commitment?"
"You're pretty committed."
"I thought so. Needs to be 'official' or something I guess."
"Uh huh."
"It feels like a lot."
"Does it?"
"Yeah. I don't know. Maybe that's silly. Lots of people are married with kids at my age already."
"And lots of them are miserable about it."
"That's true. I forget that sometimes."
"Divorce rates are high for a reason. Nevermind the amount of people suffering through the rest of their lives with someone they never would have married if they'd been a little more clever."
"Also true. Do you think that's what I'm doing?"
"You're not married yet, are you?"
"No, but... but I can see it coming. She wants it."
"And what do you want?"
"I don't know. That's what makes it so hard. I like living with Beth. I really do."
"Do you love her?"
There was a hesitation. Just enough to keep me from dying entirely.
"Yes."
"Yes. Good. Well that's fine then. I'm sure it'll work out."
"Don't be shitty."
"What do you want me to be? You know I don't want you to be with her."
"You said you don't hate her."
"I mostly don't. If she makes you happy... you should be with her." I turned my head and looked fully at Xander. "Promise me you won't let her trap you. If she doesn't make you happy anymore, don't stay with her."
"What if it's not that simple?"
"Why wouldn't it be?"
"It just isn't always simple."
"It can be. Every couple weeks maybe just think if you're happy where you are. When you think about getting married for real, think harder about it. Don't do it if you're not sure. Simple."
"It's not!"
"Sure it is. If you're worried about losing out on sex, dump her and come over to see me. You can-"
"Don't finish that sentence."
"Xan, I'm doing way better without you than I thought, but if you ever need anything at all from me-"
"Kase, I'm not using my sister to... to..."
"As a cum dump?"
"Come on!"
"What? I watch a lot of porn these days. I know some filthy things."
"Probably watch more than I do."
"No doubt. You got a girlfriend holding back your corruption. I don't."
"You don't need to be crude."
I shrugged. "Just saying. If you needed something 'crude' to get you through at some point, I'm here."
"If anything was ever gonna happen, and it's not, I don't want it to be like that. That just feels like a horrible thing to do someone. Let alone you."
"I volunteered. I can make my own decisions."
"You'd really be ok if I came over and just... oh god, no, I can't even say it."
"Prude."
"I think I miss the days when you didn't even know incest porn was a thing."
"I don't. It's the only thing that gets me even kind of horny. Even if it's only a poor substitute for something real."
"You ever think that maybe you've built up too much of a fantasy? If I ever did stuff with you, and especially if it was only for my own gratification, that maybe you'd feel horrible after? That maybe the fantasy of it would be ruined, and you'd discover you never really wanted it?"
"Probably be best to find that out and get over it, don't ya think?"
Xander snorted. "You've got an answer for everything, don't you?"
"I spend a lot more time thinking about it than you."
"That's true."
We stood in silence a long moment. I didn't mind the quiet. I kind of wished I was brave enough to scoot closer to Xander and press against him, if only for a moment, just to feel him. I didn't get that contact very often these days, outside of hugs.
"We should head back," Xander said. "Before anyone comes looking. Beth and Mom are gushing so hard to each other they might not have noticed. But someone will sooner or later."
"Oh. Yeah. I guess."
Xander was already turning to go in. Impulsively, I dove against him, wrapping my arms tight around him, going for the biggest, comfiest hug I possibly could.
He felt like he might resist at first, then his arms were around me too, holding me close, taking comfort in me just as much as I was in him.
The hug didn't last as long as I would have liked, but it was enough to get me through the rest of the evening.
****
Chapter Six: Kasey at Twenty-Three
****
I went out shopping with Mom. There wasn't any particular need for us to shop together, but it was a nice little ritual at times that kept us closer than we otherwise would have been.
Plus, purely pragmatically, it meant Mom sometimes bought me stuff I needed, or at least could drive it to my place for me. I really needed to get a car of my own one of these days.
Somehow the subject of Xander came up. Not that it was all that unusual. He was a big part of what Mom and I had in common, and was a pretty big deal in both our lives.
"I think they're going to set a date soon," Mom said.
"Hm?"
"Xander and Beth."
"Oh. For a wedding?"
"Yes. Obviously that."
I shook my head dismissively. "Nah. Don't think so."
"Why do you say that?"
"Xan doesn't really want to."
Mom sighed. "Kasey..."
"What?"
"You know it's happening."
"Not necessarily."
"And here I thought you were over this."
"Over what?"
"This... possessiveness. Xander needs to do his own thing."
"Yeah, I know. I'm not being possessive. He really doesn't want to be married right now." I shrugged. "Nothing to do with me."
"They've been together a while now. They're engaged. They love each other."
"Sure."
"So why wouldn't they get married?"
"Dunno. She's not right for him, I guess. Or maybe he's just not interested in marriage at all. I can't know everything that's in his mind."
"Are you sure it's not just wishful thinking?"
"Pretty sure."
"And this isn't another one of those things where you don't like your brother's girlfriends for no reason?"
"There's always been reasons. Not always good ones." I kept walking, making Mom have to keep up with me. "I like Beth, as far as these things go. I mean, I don't. But I do. She's ok. Xan should have someone better than just ok, though."
"That's... true. Sort of. There's nothing wrong with Beth, though."
"I know."
"So... so..."
"Why are you having this conversation with me anyway? Shouldn't you be talking to Xan? Asking him how he feels?"
Mom sighed. "He won't talk to me. Not about anything like that."
"Oh."
"He'll talk to you. Can you ask him?"
"Ask him if he's setting a date? Nope."
"No?"
"No. Obviously not. Even if he was going to, soon or in a while or whatever, you can't just be asking people that stuff. Puts all this pressure on."
"Hm. True."
"Why are you so desperate anyway? It'll happen if it happens."
"I'm not getting any younger, you know."
"Oh whatever. You're not hardly an old lady yet."
"... I miss you both, ok?"
"I'm literally right here."
"Not like that. Like... when you were littler. When you needed me. When we had our family all together."
"People grow up, Mom."
"I know. And I think I've been feeling that more lately."
I contemplated. "So really... you want grandkids?"
"Is that too much to ask?"
"I dunno. Maybe. What's that got to do with a wedding?"
"Well... that's how these things go."
"Sometimes."
"Right. Sometimes."
"I think you're focusing on the wrong thing here, Mom. Do you even know if Xan wants kids?"
"He won't really tell me stuff like that either."
I laughed softly. "You're not doing well at getting all his secrets, huh?"
"He never really was much of a sharer. Not with me."
"Not with most people," I said, feeling a small warmth at knowing I was Xander's most likely confidante for deeper stuff.
"No. Maybe not. I could ask Beth. She might tell me."
"Who's to say she knows?"
"Who would, if she doesn't?" Mom narrowed her gaze at me. "Do you know?"
"Never came up."
"Uh huh."
"Really. It never has."
"Ok then."
We kept walking, heading toward checkout. I'd been too distracted to look at much, but Mom had what she came for, so it wasn't a total disaster.
"You know I'm probably not having kids," I said.
"I... guessed that."
"Ah."
"Is that horrible of me?"
"Can't see how. It's accurate."
"I don't mind, you know. I want you and Xander both to do what makes you happy."
"I'll let you know if I ever figure that one out."
"Just... I'd so like to have grandkids. Even if they'd make me feel ancient."
"Hm... thought of getting a puppy?"
"That's not the same, dear."
"Arguably better, though. Much more trainable. And people don't look at you funny when you put them on leashes."
"You're not as funny as you think you are."
"Just saying."
"Mmhm. You want anything before we leave?"
"Nah, I'm good. We could maybe look at some clothes after, though? There's a good store pretty close."
"Your wardrobe getting sparse again?"
"Maybe. It happens."
"Well... I suppose as long as I'm not getting grandkids, I might as well dote on my children some more."
"That's the spirit! Love you, Mom."
"I wish you wouldn't only say that when you're getting something you want."
"But that's when it's most true."
"Still not as funny as you think you are."
I just grinned.
****
"Mom thinks you're setting a date."
Xander sighed and fidgeted with his coffee. "Yeah."
"Don't sound so excited."
"Dude, I'm not ready."
"I know that. How come Beth doesn't?"
"I don't know! I've told her. But... I don't know. Maybe once it happens-"
"Idiot."
"Hey!"
"You don't want it."
"It's not that simple."
"It is."
"It isn't. I don't want to lose her."
"Yeah? Why? Sex that good, is it?"
"You of all people should know it's not that." Xander hesitated. "Well, mostly not that."
"Uh huh. Xan, can I ask you something?"
"When have you ever not?"
"Is Beth the only one you've ever had sex with?"
"Oh wow."
"Is she?"
"None of your business. But no. Just... the only one where it's been more than once."
"Ah. That's it, then."
"It's really not."
"It is. It's about sex."
"You're infuriating. You don't even like sex."
"I might once I tried it. Maybe I should with Brendan."
"Yeah?"
"I dunno. Been toying with it. Might as well, right? He's the least obnoxious boy who I've ever kind of had a thing with."
"That's not a great way of making the decision."
"You're getting married to the first girl who wanted to sleep with you repeatedly. Don't talk to me about bad decisions."
"You're getting borderline mean there Kase."
"Sorry. You're right." I shrank back in my seat some. "I'm all jittery over it. I see myself having to be there. Watch you get married. It hurts. Even as best as I can let you go... I don't know if I could do it."
"No good lashing out at me about it."
"Some good, actually. It's your call. You're the one doing it."
"Not yet."
"Slowly but surely, Xan. She's got you wrapped around her little finger."
"Doesn't."
"Absolutely does."
"... does she?"
"Yep."
"Fuck."
"Mmhm."
"I don't like it. That's not how it's supposed to be."
"You have the power to change things."
"I don't know that I do. We're moved in together and everything."
"Sure are."
"And I don't want to lose her."
"So you keep saying."
"This sucks."
"Yup."
"Why is life so hard?"
"Pff, you're asking me?"
"Thought you might have figured it out by now."
"I'll let you know if I do."
****
I still had nervous energy to burn off. I couldn't stop thinking about the terror of having to go to my brother's wedding. Probably, god forbid, be part of the wedding party.
Bridesmaid? Probably. Ugh. Have to be next to Beth instead of Xander, even. Just the worst. It would have been so much easier sometimes if I could just hate her properly.
I released some of my tension by going after Brendan even harder. More blowjobs, more pretending he was a second brother, more showing off while Lily was around.
It was, for me, fairly slutty. I recognized that it wasn't really. Not enough that probably anyone would actually label me that way. But it was definitely the most wanton I'd been in my life. Not that it was much of a contest.
I went even further than that one night. A little sister blowjob and facial, followed by my usual rubbing one out, just wasn't enough. I still needed something. So I did all I could think of to do.
I pattered softly into Brendan's room that night. My face was all scrubbed clean, no traces of cum left. I wore only panties still damp from playing with myself and one of his shirts that came down low enough to mostly cover said panties. It was what a horny little sister would wear, I figured. And even if it wasn't, it would probably work for him, right?
"Brendan?"
"Hm? Kasey?"
"Yeah. It's me."
"What's up?"
I got closer in the dark, feeling my way carefully to the edge of his bed. "Do you think it'd be ok if I slept with you?"
"Um..."
"I just mean sleep. Nothing else."
"Oh. That's... I don't know."
"You can feel me up some if you want. I don't mind."
"God, Kase..."
I crawled in, forcing Brendan to move over and make space. He hadn't rejected me yet. Not fully. I could sense it might be coming though. I really wasn't sure what I'd do then.
"I can suck you off again too, if that helps."
"No, I'm good, thanks." Brendan let me snuggle under the covers. "This is more brother stuff, isn't it?"
"Yeah."
"I don't know that I can handle being... whatever I am to you. Not forever."
I lay still. "Kinda shitty of me, isn't it?"
"No. I wouldn't say that."
"We can do more stuff if you want. What do you fantasize about doing with me?"
"Arrggh. Don't do that to me."
"I mean it. I don't mind. You've been good to me. I can be good to you."
"See, that. That's been bugging me. You don't actually want a relationship with me, right?"
"I don't think I know how."
"We could figure it out if you wanted. But I don't think you do."
My chest was getting all tense. I regretted crawling under the covers already. It made things that much more awkward.
"I'm sorry."
"It's fine. I knew what this was. I just... I don't think I can keep doing it if there's not, like, something emotional going on. Something more than you pretending to be my sister. It's kinda hot, but... it's not real."
"Shit. Yeah. I know." I sighed heavily. "You know what sucks?"
"What?"
"The fact that you don't even want to take advantage of me makes me kinda wish you would."
"That's horrible."
"It is, isn't it?" I shrugged as I sat up and swung my feet back out of bed. "Let it never be said that I know how to handle relationships in an emotionally healthy way."
"Kasey... you can stay for tonight if you want. If it's just sleeping."
I smiled sadly and shook my head. "Thanks, but I can't now. I appreciate you being decent, Brendan. I'll try not to make things weird."
"You got to be pretty good at blowjobs, you know."
I laughed in an awkward, stilted way. I was caught unprepared for finding anything funny.



"Thanks. I try."
"Kasey?"
"I'm tryin' to leave you be, you know."
"I know. Just... do you really have a thing for your brother?"
"How gross do you think it is if I do?"
"I think it explains a lot. That's all."
"Well... I do. Xan was my first crush. And somehow, maybe, still my only one."
"Ah."
"It sucks. I don't recommend it."
"It hasn't gone away at all?"
"Not the way you'd hope. I dunno. You were the closest to ever pushing me into something more normal, but I don't wanna lie and pretend like I would have been able to love you properly. I don't know that I can with anyone. Even with Xan. If he'd ever loved me back like that... shit, I mighta just fucked that up too. Maybe it's better to stay a fantasy. Maybe I'm broken, and that's as good as it gets."
"I don't think you're broken."
"I am. It's only a question of how badly. And whether I can maybe be put back together. I mean, I'm already more whole than I ever was. You helped some."
"Oh. Well... good."
"Mmhm. Night, Brendan. Thanks for everything."
"Oh sure."
I stepped quickly out the door and shut it behind me, leaving Brendan alone. In the aftermath, I felt kind of stupid for ever trying.
It wasn't stupid. It was good. We were on the same page, basically. It sucked losing what we had. And I could have kept it going if I'd been more restrained. But maybe it was better that it didn't go any longer. Maybe getting everything out of it that I had was good enough.
It didn't really help in the moment. I'd tried to hold it together in front of Brendan. Not let him see the hurt in me.
Because it did hurt. It was good. It was adult. It was responsible. Nothing bad had happened. I didn't blame either of us. It was the way things had to be.
But goddamn it hurt. It was a rejection. It was the closest thing to a relationship I felt like I'd ever been in. And it was over. Probably. Definitely? No. Probably.
I went to Lily. I didn't know what else to do.
With her, I didn't ask. I'd never slept with her before, but asking just felt like I'd open myself up to double rejection, and that was too much for my poor heart this night.
Lily had been asleep already, but I woke her up trying to sneak into bed with her. I only knew I had because once I'd settled, she rolled toward me and put an arm around me.
"What happened?" she whispered.
"I fucked up. No. I didn't, actually. Kinda I did. I don't know. But Brendan and I are done."
"Ah. Fuck, dude."
"Yeah."
Lily squeezed me tighter. "That sucks. He was good for you, I think."
"I think so too. But I could never give him what he deserved."
"You don't know that."
"I do. I wasn't going to love him. Not the way he should be."
"Maybe not. But you know that's kinda the point of relationships. You chill for a while and see if love happens. Forcing it or needing to already be there, that's missing the point."
"... you think I should have tried?"
"I really don't know. I'm just saying if you never really try, you'll never really know."
"Huh. Maybe. Yeah. I guess."
"Sleep on it, ok? Whatever happened with you two, I'm sure if you want to talk again in the morning Brendan will listen. He's a good guy."
"He really is. Better than I deserve, probably."
"You stop that. Don't be mean to yourself just 'cause you're feeling bad."
"Sorry."
"Go to sleep. You'll feel better tomorrow."
"Ok."
It took me a while. Lily was back to sleep long before I was. But being next to her, feeling her comforting presence, listening to her breathing, it helped. It allowed to me to calm down and eventually join her in slumber.
****
"So, uh, we're setting a date."
I clenched my fist so tight it hurt, but under the table so it didn't show. "Of course you are."
"I pushed it to next spring. I said spring weddings seem like the best. Beth went for it."
"Uh huh."
"She... she'd like you to be a bridesmaid."
The knot inside me squeezed tighter. "I can't."
"I mean... it's not that big a thing. Just gotta show up for a few things. Get some pictures."
"Look happy?"
"Well... ideally, yeah."
"Xan, you know I can't."
"It's most of a year away. Maybe it'll be ok by then?"
"It won't."
"Oh."
"I can live with you getting married. That's fine. But it's gonna make me sick just being there, let alone being part of it."
Xander sighed. "You know, at some point you're gonna have to get over this whole thing."
"Fuck you."
"Kase-"
"No, seriously. You think I haven't tried? You know I've tried. You don't take me seriously, I get that."
"I do."
"You don't. You'd think it would have been long enough now that you'd get it. But you don't. It's just something silly to you. Like I'll grow out of it. I'm fucking broken, Xan. Always have been. I can't just, like, be normal. I can't do it. I'm all fucked up."
"No, Kase. You think I don't take you seriously? I do. I just don't see you the way you do. I don't think you're broken. You never have been."
"Twenty-three and never had a real, functional relationship. What do you call that?"
"If you think everyone's running around having functional relationships, that might be your problem. Hardly anyone does."
"Who are you kidding? Everyone's always finding someone they like. Everyone. You do it lots. Or you did, before Beth."
Xander snorted. "Nah, Kase. Why do you think I've stayed with Beth so long? The other girls I was with... those relationships would not have been healthy to stay in."
"You seemed fine with them at the time."
"Yeah. For a time. You see people getting in all these relationships and think they've got it figured out? They bounce between people specifically because they don't have it figured out. They're trying desperately to be happy. To find someone who makes them happy. And it's not working. They aren't winning the race. They're still trying to find which direction to run in."
I sat back, stunned at the torrent of words flooding from Xander's mouth and the sheer intensity of them.
"You go in so pessimistic," Xander continued. "I've seen it. And that's not great. But honestly, it doesn't put you any further behind anyone else, really. Going in thinking you've found the one when you haven't isn't better than going in assuming it's all doomed to failure. Neither's good, don't get me wrong, but you're not in such a bad place."
"But aren't... aren't they, like, going in with a chance, though? A chance at being normal. I don't even have that."
"Maybe it'll work out if you find the right guy. Who's to say?"
"There only ever was one. And he's getting married."
"You haven't met even a decent fraction of the guys out there, Kase."
"Yeah. Obviously. No one can. You can only meet who you can meet. Only so much you can do." I sighed miserably. "This idea of there being 'the one' out there never made sense. Like how are you gonna find them in a billion other people? It's an even more cruel joke for me 'cause I did, and he's my brother. And it's bad and stupid and I'm surprised you still put up with it, really."
"Don't say that."
"Well really, though."
"I need you in my life. I've got no one else to tell all this fucked up stuff about me. And it matters more than you know that whatever else happens, you care about me."
"But... you're not broken. You're all normal and all like 'can't fuck my sister, durrrr.'"
"Why'd you give me a stupid voice? That's a perfectly sensible thing to say."
"Maybe it shouldn't be, ever think of that? You say people are being all dumb and shit and have no idea which way to run? Maybe they shouldn't be so uptight about who's right for them."
"So just... boink your sib if it feels right?"
"Why not?"
"I really don't think I have a sufficient grasp of philosophy to delve too deeply into that one."
"Well if you figure it out, get back to me. In the meantime, I think I got somewhere I need to be."
"You think?"
I stood up and stretched, trying to release some lingering tension. "Yeah. I think. It may all go horribly. But on the other hand, probably can't make it any worse."
"... you've got me intrigued, but I have the feeling you're not gonna tell me what this is about."
"Correct." I hugged Xander tight. Despite having my mind basically made up, I still needed to feel him for a moment. To take comfort in him the way I just couldn't seem to grow out of. "Congratulations on getting married. Tell Beth I'll be her stupid bridesmaid, ok?"
"Really?"
"Yeah. Serve her right when I throw up during the ceremony."
Xander snorted, then giggled at the absurdity. "I hope we get pictures."
"I'm sure we will. Bribe the photographer if you have to."
"Will do. Love you."
"Mmm. Love you too."
****
Brendan was perfectly chill, just hanging out at home. A perfect foil to the bundle of nerves that I was.
I didn't know what else to do other than just launch into it.
"Do you wanna go out sometime?"
Brendan tilted his head curiously. "What?"
"Go out. With me. Date. Do you want to try a date?"
"I... didn't we... did I miss something?"
"Of course you did, but that's not important." I pushed my hair back, stalling for a few precious seconds. "Look, part of our problem was we didn't do things in any kind of normal way, yeah? So... do you want to try being normal? Just go on a normal-ass date?"
"Maybe?"
"Oof."
"No, like, I don't get it. I thought you didn't like me that way."
"That's what dating's for. To maybe find out. No blowjobs. No brother stuff. No sneaking into bed. Just... just a date."
"... maybe there could be some blowjobs?"
I grinned cautiously. "Have to play your cards right for that, boyo."
Brendan grinned back. "Say Saturday?"
"See you then."
I walked way quickly so as not to show how fluttery I went all of a sudden. Maybe this was a terrible idea, but it felt kind of exciting. Not necessarily in a good way, but maybe. Hopefully.
****
Chapter Seven: Kasey at Twenty-Four
****
I'd never realized how good it felt just holding hands. It wasn't something I'd had many opportunities for. I was pretty sure Xander and I had held hands in our younger days, back when it didn't really mean anything. Evidently that either had a lingering effect on me, or it was just something I naturally liked and had forgotten about.
Brendan found it all very adorable. At times, though, it probably drove him a bit crazy.
I liked the hand holding, the cuddling, the caressing, the lying together and whispering all sweetly. He must have missed the blowjob sister phase at times. He was happier being normal, sure, but I could tell there was an undercurrent of horniness in him at times that I didn't really feel.
Sometimes I did. Sometimes I was as happy to play with his dick as he was to have me getting him off. Other times I only really did it because he wanted it. And still other times I strictly ignored his hints because I just wasn't in the mood. But at least I felt like I didn't have to be in the mood all the time. That it wasn't a failing in me. That was progress, probably.
But perhaps it wasn't enough.
"Hey, Kase?"
I lay next to Brendan, only slightly more clothed than him. The taste of his cum fresh on my tongue. Directly after a blowjob wasn't when I usually expected anything too serious, but there was something in his tone...
"Yeah?"
"How come you never want me to do you?"
"What you mean?"
"You know what I mean."
"I don't."
Brendan sighed. "Like... licking you. Fingering you. Anything."
I shrugged. "Not that big a deal."
"It kinda is. I want to make you feel good, you know. It doesn't always have to be one way."
"It's not. I like making you cum."
"Sure. But I like making you cum too. And... and I know maybe I'm not great at it..."
"It's not you. I only cum easy with certain things. My magic wand will usually do it. Or just the right porn. Otherwise, it doesn't really happen much."
"Yeah, but, like, I need practice, don't I? Or I won't get better."
"True, I guess."
"But it's like you don't want me to."
"It's unnecessary, is all."
"Disagree. But, uh, that kinda brings me to something else."
"What?"
"Sex."
"Oh."
"I didn't want to push anything-"
"I just made you cum, didn't I?"
"Yeah. And that's great. But Kasey, I really like you. Really, really like you. It's not about cumming."
"It's not?"
"No. It's like... like... it's more special, I guess. I don't know. It means something. And maybe it kinda means something if it never happens, but in a worse way."
I felt a small tingle in me. Something more than cumming. That I could work with.
I thought back to my stories. The ones that had initially opened up my world. They'd all been brothers and sisters, sure, but beyond that, I only really wanted to see them fucking if it was more than that. If it was, as Brendan said, special.
"How special would it be?" I asked tentatively.
"What?"
"How special?"
"I dunno. A lot?"
"Brendan!"
"What?"
"I'm serious. How special?"
"Kase... fuck. Like, ok, sometimes I think about doing it with you and... and it just feels so right. Like it kinda hurts to think about, but in a good way. An ache. Like a longing or something."
I tingled harder inside. "Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"That's pretty special."
"I guess."
"You know I haven't done it before."
"I assumed."
"Is that ok?"
"Yeah. Of course."
I could see Brendan getting excited. I was, admittedly, pretty excited too. Maybe we should just do it. See what happened. It'd be special, right? We'd been together a while. I liked Brendan. Maybe not quite as much as he liked me, but it wasn't all that far off. Not enough to be a problem, hopefully.
I squirmed, racing through possibilities in my mind, trying to figure out how it would go. If it would be anything at all like some of my favourite, most romantic stories that I revisited regularly. The ones where sibs fell madly, stupidly in love, and the hell with the rest of the world anyway.
It wasn't quite as special and romantic just being a regular couple, but there was precious little anyone could do about that. It was, too, a lot simpler that way. Probably for the best.
"If we did it," I said slowly, watching Brendan's eyes light up, "would it be ok if I changed my mind? I can't promise I wouldn't, is all."
Brendan wrestled with that one. "I mean... yes. Yeah, it's ok, but..."
"I don't intend to. I'm just saying, if we start and I don't like it... you need to be ok with stopping."
"That's fair. Have you never... like anything at all in..."
I tilted my head curiously until I realized what he meant. "Oh. Dildos, you mean. Yeah, sure. Not my favourite, but they're ok, I guess."
"Oh. Well, like, it won't be any worse than that, right? And it should be a lot better."
"Ooh. Confident, are we?"
"I'm pretty sure it'll be better than just a toy."
"Depends on the toy."
"You trying to make me insecure or what?"
"Maybe a little."
"Oh thanks."
"Well I'm gonna be a little insecure too. So it's only fair."
"I don't know if that's really how it works."
"You wanna argue, or you wanna have sex?"
Brendan didn't even think about it. "Sex."
He started rolling toward me, and I gently pushed him back.
"Not now."
"Uh... what?"
"Obviously not now. If we're gonna do this, it's not gonna be after you just came already."
"I can go again."
"I know. But... not like I want anything cheesy and romantic or whatever. I'm not a lovesick teen. But maybe a little special?"
"Oh. Special. Yeah, that makes sense." Brendan visibly relaxed. "We can do special."
"Again with the confidence."
"Again with the making me insecure."
I laughed softly and kissed him. "Good night, Brendan. Don't be up 'til all hours worrying about this."
"Don't worry. It's gonna be so good."
****
"So... I think I'm gonna have sex with Brendan."
It took Lily a moment to process, then she grinned widely. "Oh thank fuck. Finally."
"Hey now!"
"Well you have to admit, it's about dang time."
"That's exactly no one's business."
"Excuse me, who insisted just now on informing me all about it?"
"... shush."
"Was it you? I think it was you."
"Are you gonna be a supportive best friend or what?"
"I can be supportive and teasing. Multitasking isn't that hard in this case."
"Sure."
"Sooo?" Lily leaned casually forward toward me. "You excited?"
I groaned and slumped, letting my emotions take over. "I'm so fucking nervous."
"Ha, yeah. That makes sense."
"Does it?"
"Yeah. You never got a first time out of the way early. At least you're doing it now."
"I don't want to do it wrong."
"Don't worry about that. Just get through it. Brendan'll enjoy it whatever happens. You know, excepting a real disaster. Just try to not hate it. And maybe pick up a few things."
"He might hate it."
"He won't. You let him cum in you, he'll be a happy boy."
"He can't cum in me! Has to be a condom."
"Oh, well, yeah. Fair enough. Not on the pill, huh?"
"You know I'm not. Why would I need to be?"
"I guess I just assumed you were. I don't know why, in hindsight. We should see about getting you on it. Or actually there are other options. Supposedly better ones. If I went out with boys more often, I probably would have looked into them more."
I squirmed uncomfortably. "Well... whatever. Condoms are fine."
"They're fine, but not great. Best to stay safe though, you're right. Go with them for now. But we're looking into options, ok?"
"Unless he breaks up with me 'cause I'm so bad."
"He won't. And even if he does, you still need options for the next boy."
"Why do you assume there'll be another one? If this goes horribly, maybe I just won't bother."
"You want a happy, healthy relationship as bad as the rest of us, Kase. Wanting it with your brother doesn't change that."
"Maybe it does."
"It doesn't. And honestly, that's not even the worst baggage I've ever seen. You're not the hopeless case you make yourself out to be."
"Says you."
"Yeah. And I'm an expert. So deal with it."
****
The day came. I still wasn't sure I was ready, but it had to happen sometime.
Brendan was good about it. He took me out to dinner and everything. We had some wine together back at the apartment. Some calm music. Trying to get me all happy and relaxed I guess. I went a little harder on the wine than maybe I should have, but that was on me and my nerves, not Brendan.
There was something brotherly about the way he took me to bed. I didn't dare say that out loud, even though he probably would have understood. I didn't want to ruin the mood. It helped, anyway. Helped to feel like I was cared about. Like the sex was just happening between two people who wanted it rather than something orchestrated.
I wished I was more drunk. It wouldn't have been good, probably, but that was where I was at.
Still, I liked it at first. I liked being in his arms, slowly dragged along while he held me and we stopped a few times to make out. Then more of the same on his bed.
Then he insisted on licking me out. Which was fine, but I didn't really want it. I wanted sex. In the sense, of course, that I wanted to get to it and see whether I hated it or not.
Brendan's attempt at pleasuring me was doomed to failure. He wasn't going to make me cum like that. I could barely make myself cum without some specific tools and/or techniques. He didn't really stand a chance with just his tongue.
It felt nice. At least there was that. But then there was all that pressure on me to make sure he knew I was enjoying it, and then to pretend like he made me cum at the end. That part I wasn't in love with.
I could have just been honest, sure, but again, I didn't want to spoil things before they'd been given a real shot.



"You ready?" Brendan whispered.
I nodded. "Yes," I whispered back.
He had to stop long enough to put a condom on. I'd insisted on it, and he couldn't argue that it wasn't the smart thing.
Once he came back, I tried to hold him close. Partly just for the intimacy of it, but partly too so he wouldn't see my face. I didn't know what I looked like at the moment, or what I'd look like when it happened. I didn't want to have to worry about it either way. If we both could have been blindfolded, that might have been ideal.
Brendan found my entrance and pushed into me so very carefully. He didn't need to be nearly that delicate. I'd played with myself lots, and my pussy could definitely take it.
Nevertheless, he stayed slow and gentle, only gradually filling me up. He was restraining himself for me, even though faster would have been better.
I thought about saying something, but just left it. There was so much potential for things to all end in tears that I didn't want to add conflict over a non-issue.
"That ok?"
I nodded, knowing he could feel the movement of my head against him. "Yeah."
And it was. Just ok. Nothing overly good or bad about it. Just... yeah. A cock in me. A real one. It wasn't particularly magical, but it was maybe better than a dildo, or at least I could convince myself it was. But again, dildos had never done much for me. They didn't stimulate me the right way.
Now maybe Brendan's cock in me while I vibed my clit...
This wasn't the time for that, though. This was only a first trial run. Maybe things could be added next time. Not now.
"Harder," I urged.
"You sure?"
"I won't break."
"No, but... first time and all..."
"Yeah. Still won't break."
"We can just go slow if you want. It doesn't have to-"
I growled in my throat. "What's the point if we're not gonna do it for real?"
"Ha, yeah, ok."
Brendan started thrusting in me. Some actual fucking motion. It was better. Still not great, but better. I could be ok with it. It was sort of like a mediocre massage, in that it wasn't really worth all the fuss but as long as we'd started already I could probably relax and enjoy it for what it was.
I continued to cling to Brendan as he let himself enjoy it more. I didn't want him to see the lack of rapture on my face. It was good that he was getting into it more. His little grunts and sighs in my ear were nice. And the happier he was, the happier I was just to feel him against me. I could take pleasure in his pleasure.
If not for the pressure to have an amazing time, I probably would have liked it better than sucking him off. Blowjobs were, similarly, about making him feel good, mainly. I could enjoy that part of them without having to feel like I needed to experience certain things too.
It really came down to the pressure on me more than anything. I wasn't sure how everyone else handled it. Although they probably just liked fucking, which must help.
"Unf, god you feel so good," Brendan moaned.
I didn't know what to say to that. Did I feel good? Probably. No reason I wouldn't.
He fucked me harder, losing the precious sense of control he'd started with. Again, I kind of liked that. Liked that he was enjoying himself, and got some more enjoyment out of the feeling of him moving faster.
I had to admit, his cock probably was better than a dildo, even if it wasn't the part I was most enjoying about sex. Maybe it was the combination of things that made it better as one big package. The actual mechanical sex along with the warmth, intimacy, and feeling that Brendan was loving it. I could get behind that. Sort of.
I stroked his hair and ran my fingers up and down his back. I tried to encourage him as best I could. He should cum. I needed him to finish. The sooner the better. I could enjoy sex, I decided, but only if it wasn't a drawn out affair. Not like porn videos where dudes lasted ten minutes, twenty minute, half hours, or whatever.
No. Brendan could have his fun, cum, and we'd all be happy with it. It could be fine.
"Cum," I found myself saying aloud, though I wasn't sure I meant to. Once I'd spoken, I mentally shrugged and went with it. "Cum!"
"Hnnggh. Not yet."
"Yes yet. Cum, Brendan. You want to."
"I do, but-"
"Do it."
"Kaseyyy."
"Do it! Cum!"
Brendan grunted and shook his head, then came. I couldn't actually feel the mess, since he had a condom on and all, but I knew his orgasms well enough even from a different perspective.
He was the one to cling to me afterward. I just kept running my hands over him, all gentle and comforting and whatnot. Bringing him back down softly
"That was pretty amazing," he murmured.
"Mmhm," I responded noncommittally.
"You didn't cum, did you?"
"... no."
"I wanted you to."
"I know. It wasn't going to happen though."
"Oh."
"Not your fault. I don't cum easy."
"I know. I thought... maybe sex..."
"From what I've read, it's less likely from straight fucking than other methods. Another one of those porn lies."
"Oh. Well fuck."
"Nah, it's fine."
"Do you want me to-"
"No," I said, forestalling whatever offer Brendan might have made. "Let's just enjoy the moment, ok?"
"Yeah. Ok." Brendan kissed me softly and caressed my cheek. "I love you."
My eyes went wide. I nuzzled against his cheek so he wouldn't see my reaction.
Fuck.
Fuck fuck fuck.
Fuck fuckity fuck fuck fuck.
Seriously? Love? Dammit. Fucking damn it.
What was I supposed to do with that? I'd had so much on my mind this whole time, and now switching gears like this? Impossible.
Fuck.
****
"He told me he loves me!"
Lily's eyes went wide for a second, much as mine had upon first hearing it. "Oh. Oh wow."
"I know!"
"Like... during?"
"No. After. Right after."
"Fuck."
"Exactly!"
"What did you say?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"What could I say?"
"Well... nothing."
"Right."
Lily pushed her hair back and shook her head. "Sorry, dude."
"Ugh. What do I do?"
"I don't know."
"I... I don't love him. I really like him, but not... not that."
"I know. I get ya."
"What do I do?"
"Stay chill, I guess. Maybe it's fine. Maybe he doesn't even remember saying it. Might have been a post-orgasm kinda thing. You might have rocked his world."
"I doubt it. It was... ok."
"For you, sure. For him, who knows?"
"You think?"
"He really liked it, didn't he?"
"Sure seemed to."
"So maybe he just thought he had to say it or something. Maybe it's not a whole big thing."
"Maybe." A small hope bloomed in me, though I was sure it wasn't right. "So I just... hope he doesn't bring it up again?"
"No. You should probably talk about it."
"Fuck."
"Yeah."
"I don't want to."
"I know."
"Ugh. Can you do it for me?"
"... talk to your boyfriend about loving you?"
"Yes."
"Obviously not."
"Damn."
"This happens sometimes, Kase. It's something you gotta learn to deal with."
"How do you deal with it?"
"Honestly... usually it leads to a breakup."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. Sooner or later. If one's in love and the other isn't... what else do you do?"
"You've never had, like, a mutual love thing?"
"Oh sure. Or I thought I did. Weirdly those didn't last all that much longer."
"Why do I even come to you for advice?"
"Sometimes the wisest girl is the one who's made the most mistakes."
"... I don't know if that's deep or not."
"Me either. But hey, honestly, this isn't your fault. Whoever pulls the Love trigger is responsible for the consequences."
"Even if it's been long enough that maybe I should love him too?"
"Don't be getting into that. You love him or you don't. Nevermind whether you should or not. Shoulds don't belong in this conversation."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"Take some time. Figure it out. You don't need to rush regardless of what you decide."
"You say that-"
"'Cause it's true."
"-but the wedding's coming up."
"Oh. Oh shit. I forgot about that."
"I didn't."
"Damn. Xan's still going through with it?"
"Apparently."
"Shit. You doing ok?"
"Obviously not."
"Right."
"Why's everything gotta be so complicated? And all at the same time?"
"Hell if I know."
****
"Still getting married, huh?"
Xander fidgeted. His leg bounced nervously. "Yeah."
"That excited, are you?"
"Hush. You know I'm... anxious."
"I know. I'm surprised you haven't called it off, really."
"How am I possibly supposed to do that? Everyone's excited. Beth. Her parents. Our parents. Our families. Her friends. My friends. Ugh. Everyone."
"I'm not."
"Ha, no, I know. I appreciate it."
I smiled at the absurdity of it all, but the smile faded pretty quickly. "If it goes ahead... I'll be there. For the ceremony and everything. I promise."
"You gotta be. You're a bridesmaid."
"I'll be your fucking best man if I gotta be. I'll be there."
Xander smiled, small but genuine. I knew he knew what I was saying. And I meant it. Whatever my feelings, however much of a mistake I knew it was, and however much it hurt, I wasn't going to abandon my brother to his fate all alone.
"I miss you," he said quietly.
"We see each other all the-"
"Not often enough. Not like it used to be."
A small hole inside me made itself known. The one I variously tried to ignore or fill in. The one Xander had left in me without meaning to.
"Not like it used to be," I agreed. "But at least we're learning, yeah? Getting better at the whole 'independent adult' thing."
"Arguably, sure. I feel like I peaked, though, and I'm on the downslope now."
"You'll soon have a wife to help with that."
"Yeah. I will."
"It'll be good, right?"
"Probably. I don't know."
I watched Xander slowly spiraling. There was nothing more I could do for him right now. And I still had burning news I wanted to share. I'd hung onto it way longer than I wanted to. At least I had Lily to share that stuff with, or I would have gone crazy waiting to tell my brother.
"I had sex," I said.
Xander's head jolted up, mind-train derailing instantly. "You did?"
"Yeah."
"With Brendan?"
"Obviously."
"Right. Well that's... good."
"You don't sound sure."
"No I mean it is, isn't it?"
"I think so. Definitely in some ways it is."
"But?"
"But I don't know. He likes it way more than I do."
"I could see that. I'd be surprised if he didn't, honestly."
I snorted. "Thanks."
"Well... really though. It's you."
"It is me."
"How you doing with it?"
I shrugged. "Enh. It's fine. I probably should have realized he'd want it a lot more after the first time."
"I'd imagine so."
"Uh huh. But, like, it's so much work. I miss just sucking him off. He got to feel good, I got to make him feel good, it's all pretty straightforward and easy. Now he's hell bent on making me cum and stuff."
Xander laughed. "Oh my god. Of course that would be a problem for you."
I flushed. "What? I'm serious."
"I know. It's just... you know how many women have the opposite problem?"
"How would I know that?"
"Like... a boyfriend who wants to make you cum. And that's a problem for you." Xander chuckled and shook his head.
"Well, ok, like, it'd be fine, but he can't do it, is all. And it gets exhausting. Makes me just wanna grab my wand and bang one out for myself instead of letting him try to fuck me good enough or whatever."
"So tell him."
"What?"
"Girls especially, sometimes they need certain things. You gotta communicate that. Don't just expect him to figure it out."
"What, like, hey I don't wanna fuck, I'ma actually just vibe myself?"
"Nah, Kase. But maybe be like, hey, you wanna use this toy on me after you get off?"
"Oh. You think I could just do that?"
"Don't see why not."
"He might not like it."
"So? Then you know. And if he really wants to make you cum, he shouldn't be so concerned with how he does it. If he's got that whole thing where he thinks his dick'll take care of everything, you've got bigger problems."
"Yeah. Yeah maybe." I smiled cautiously at Xander. "Thanks. That's actually good advice."
"Hey, what are brothers for anyway?"
We both paused a moment.
"Well, probably not convos like this usually," I said with a small, insane giggle.
"Yeah. Yeah I'm just starting to think about it now and... yeah." Xander rubbed his face. "Giving my little sister advice on how to get off with her boyfriend. That's weird, isn't it?"
"Not for us, really. We're well past that in weirdness."
"Mmhm. Maybe."
"I like what we have. It's not what I wanted, exactly, but it's important to me. Wouldn't trade it."
"Me either."
****
The wedding snuck up on me. I knew it was coming. Dreaded it coming. And yet somehow, I still didn't expect it when relatives started popping up and rehearsals started happening, and all that other junk.
I'd been trying to sort out things with Brendan, though I didn't make as much progress on that as I would have liked. I had to put a pin in it anyway.
Somehow, Beth and I bonded through the lead up to the ceremony itself. We'd been ok anyway, but she did a weird sort of anti-bridezilla thing, and I actually found myself enjoying her company.
Which only made me more conflicted when we misplaced Xander on the wedding day.
There was an initial sense of relief that hey, no groom no wedding, right? Except that was quickly overwhelmed by Beth freaking out, her mom trying to calm her down, my Mom dialing Xander over and over, and every other woman there all trying to help. Some of them even managed to not make things worse, which was nice.
I wandered out. I was useless there, and unlike everyone else I recognized it.
Xander didn't answer me either when I tried his phone. That was fine. If I couldn't find him I could find him. That was all.
Except... dammit. I needed to find him. There was a possibility he actually wasn't ok. He might need someone. He might need me.
Sure he might just be running from the wedding and simplifying my life for me, but it could be something much, much worse than that for all I knew.
The next step was getting hold of anyone he might be with. Friends and family and whoever else. Except who would he go to that wasn't already here? No one, right?
Then I stopped and just thought. I must have looked silly. People were rushing around frantically, or at least purposefully. I was just standing there in my stupid dress trying to breathe deeply and calmly, and just have a good think.
No one paid me much mind, which was nice of them.
All my thinking didn't lead to much, but there was one place that popped into my head. Somewhere no one else would find him. Even if he wasn't there, at least it wouldn't be redundant effort.
"Hey Mom, I need to borrow your car."
"What?"
"Your car. Please?"
Mom gave me a look of hope. "You know where he is?"
"No. But I have a guess."
She hesitated, then shrugged and handed her keys over. "Find your brother."
"Do my best."
Someone would have checked our parents' house. Probably. Xander wouldn't have gone there anyway, but even if he had someone would have seen him.
However, in all likelihood, no one had bothered scouring the park nearby. Why would they? There was no particular reason he'd be there.
And yet, as I parked and started walking, I knew I was right. I knew he'd be there. What's more, I knew right where he'd be.
There, by the pond, watching the ducks, was a hunched figure on a bench. As I neared, he straightened up and looked toward me. My sad, worried, tired looking big brother.
"You tracked me down, huh?"
I sat beside him, looking so very out of place in my formal wear.
"Just a guess."
"How many other places did you try?"
"None."
"So not really a guess."
"Sure it was. I didn't know. I guessed. I got lucky."
"No one else would have found me here."
"An educated guess then."
Xander sighed and slumped down again. "No. Not a guess at all."
"Why do you keep saying that?"
"Because it's not the first time."
"Hm?"
"You really don't remember?"
"What?"
"What was I, like, ten? Twelve? Something. I got upset about something. What was it?"
My memory jogged. "Oh shit, yeah. That's what it was."
That's why I'd been so certain. It came back to me then. Tracking Xander down here as a little girl after he'd run away.
Not a proper run away. Just an upset little boy dealing with shit he couldn't handle. Not so different from now, in a way.
And me, even littler, but I knew where he'd gone, and I was determined to follow. It wasn't a bad walk from our house, though pretty far for us at the time with no adult supervision.
"Was that when Grandma died?" I asked.
"Yeah. Yeah I think that was it."
"Must have hit you hard, huh? I don't remember being that bothered for some reason."
Xander gave a short, humourless laugh. "You know what? It wasn't even missing her that hit me that bad. I think that was the day I realized I was going to die. And it scared the shit out of me."
"Oh. Oh wow. I don't remember that."
"I probably didn't tell you. I'm not even sure I knew what was going on at the time. I didn't have the words or experience or anything. It was like my first time dealing with existential dread, and could nooottt handle it."
"No kidding."
"But you found me."
"Yeah. That was our spot for, like, what, a couple months? Something like that. We loved it. I remember that. We'd come to the park and really annoy Mom 'cause we just wanted to watch the ducks. I think they had their babies, maybe."
"Ha, yeah."
"And I don't know, it just made sense that you'd be there when no one could find you."
"You know me too well."
"It's kind of a problem."
"Sometimes it's the best damn thing in the world," Xander said softly.
"I... what?"
"It is. I needed you that day. You were my little sister. Even younger than I was. But you were there, and you just, like, held me and patted my head while I was freaking out."
"And crying."
"And crying, sure. I didn't even feel bad about it. You didn't mind. Didn't tease me or ask questions or anything."
"It didn't matter," I said, remembering the moment viscerally for a second. "I just wanted you to feel better. I didn't care about anything else. That's what freaked me out most about that day, you know. I'd never seen you like that. Upset as all hell, sure. But not quite as... primally, I guess."
"Mmhm."
"But after a while you went quiet and just, like, laid there with your head in my lap. It was ok then. We watched the ducks. Just watched them."
"And Mom and Dad called down havoc when they realized they'd lost us both."
"Ha, sure did. God, you think they remember that day?"
"I assume. The one and only time they had to get the police involved looking for us. Probably memorable."
"Police? I don't remember them."
"You mighta been asleep by then."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I was still awake and in your lap and stuff, but I think you fell asleep sitting there. Your hand was still on my cheek I think."
"Oh."
"It was nice. I was gonna walk home, but I didn't want to wake you, and obviously wasn't going to leave you."
"Huh. Yeah, I really don't remember any of the fallout for the rest of that day now that you say it. I remember after that. We got helicoptered good for a bit afterward."
"Yep yep. Good times."
I smirked crookedly, then let it fade. "Good times," I echoed.
I reached over and pulled Xander toward me. He resisted for only a moment, then fell across my lap, scooting down so his head rested on my thighs.
"It's a nice dress," he said faintly.
"Thanks."
"Softer than it looks."
"Maybe that's just me."
"Oh. Maybe."
I stroked Xander's hair. "Mom said something like that a little while back. About how often we were there for each other. I only remember the times I needed you. Somehow the ones where you needed me don't stick the same."



"We both had our moments," Xander mumbled.
"I guess."
"You were about the best sister I ever could have had."
"Glad you think so."
"I mean it."
I smiled, feeling warm tingles inside. I tangled my fingers gently in his hair. "You were the best brother."
"Was?"
"Still are."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Even though I'm marrying someone other than you?"
"Don't spoil the mood."
"Sorry."
"It had to happen. We can't be together like that. I've never been under any illusions."
"Well..."
"Ok. A few illusions. At times. Whatever. You know what I mean."
"I do."
Xander sat up slowly. I hated to have him leave my lap, but I let him go.
After stretching, he just sat staring at me for a moment. It was so piercing. So intense. It made me feel all small and helpless in the best possible way. He could have asked me anything, anything at all, and I couldn't have refused him.
In a way, that was exactly what he did. Sort of.
Xander, still staring at me in that irresistible way, leaned in. He leaned in dangerously close, until his warmth and scent was all there was in the world, then just kept coming.
His lips met mine. I was shocked, taken aback, but even as my reaction would have been to pull away from literally any other guy trying a move like that, I pushed into him. I accepted my brother's kiss and gave it right back.
My heart pounded like a bass drum, out of control, no particular rhythm to follow. I vibrated all throughout, just small shivers, but everywhere, consuming me.
And still he kissed me. Still I felt my brother's lips, tasting them for the longest, sweetest moment of my life.
Why was it so fucking good? I mean, I knew why. I absolutely knew why. But I thought I'd been exaggerating what it would be like. Making it into something reality could never match.
That wasn't at all what I'd done. I'd under-anticipated. I'd expected too little.
Fuck it was good. So fucking good. The one perfect moment in my life.
And then it was over.
I blinked. Seconds? Had it even been seconds? Or had we been frozen for hours? Probably closer to the former than the latter.
Xander was still looking at me, but no longer in the kind of way that made me a melty little sister. Just... just like my big brother. Like who he was.
"Sorry," he said.
"It's ok."
"It's not. I'm getting married. I shouldn't be..."
"Making out with your sister?"
"I definitely shouldn't be doing that."
"Probably not."
"Oh god I shouldn't have done that."
I put my hand to Xander's cheek. "It's ok. It's... a wedding gift. That's all."
"That's not how wedding gifts work."
"Why not?"
"I can't give away presents at my wedding."
"You didn't. You took one for yourself."
"... I did?"
"It was a beautiful kiss, Xan. Best of my life."
"It-"
"Shush. It honestly was. So yeah, kind of amazing for me. But you needed to try it. I... know the feeling."
"Oh. Really? You think?"
"You can't tell?"
"I don't know. I'm very confused."
"Woulda been easier if you'd hated it, huh?"
"Oh wow. So much easier. Just... fuck. I wish I'd hated it just now."
"Be better if were terrible at kissing each other."
"Ugh. So much better. Seriously."
"Sucks to be us."
"For real."
I smiled, taking an extra moment to just drink it all in. Including the leftover tingles from my one perfect kiss. The only one I'd probably ever get.
Worth it. So fucking worth it.
"Speaking of sucking... we should actually get to the wedding at some point."
"Yeah. Fuck. Probably."
I laughed with unfeigned joy. I didn't even care anymore that Xander was getting married. "Don't sound so excited."
"I mean, it's good. It'll be good."
"Sure."
"I love her."
"Yup."
"You're not being helpful."
I patted Xander's shoulder. "Come on, bro bro. Time to be adults."
"Yeah. Shit. Alright."
We walked back to the parking lot.
"I got dirt on my dress," I said.
"Where?"
"On the hem."
"Oh. Whatever. No one will notice."
"Pretty sure someone will."
"Then fuck 'em. You're best sister. Kick 'em out. I hereby grant you authority."
"Best sister?"
"Like best man, but-"
"Yeah, no, I get that. The effect isn't the same."
"Don't care."
"I-"
"Don't care. You're standing with me, ok?"
"That'll fuck with tradition."
"Mmhm."
"And literally all the planning for the ceremony."
"Ask me if I care."
"Do you-"
"Nope."
"Xan?"
"Yeah?"
"Good luck."
"Thanks."
"Love you."
"You too."
****
"He kissed me. He fucking kissed me!"
"Yes," Lily said patiently, but with gleaming, excited eyes, "so you've said. repeatedly."
"I don't think you're getting it. He kiss-"
"No, I get it. But he still got married."
"Well, yeah. He had to."
"He could have run off with you."
"With his sister? Uh huh. Yeah. That'd go over great."
"What happened to the desperate little thing you used to be. You would have gone for that in a heartbeat."
"Maybe I've matured."
"... I want to make a joke, but honestly... yeah. You have."
"Well... good, then."
Lily leaned in closer, mischievous spark still in her eye. "So how was this legendary brother-kiss?"
"Oh my god so good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like... what was the best you've ever been kissed?"
"I... hm. Good question. Maybe that time when-"
"Better than that."
"You didn't let me-"
"Then double it."
"That doesn't make sense."
"Imagine never wanting it to end."
"Ok, sure."
"Then when it ends, you're still happy, because it's right there lingering. It was a magical fucking moment, and there's no way you can be unhappy afterward. Your whole body is just fucking revved up. Like you wanna... wanna..."
"Fuck?"
"What? No. Don't ruin this by being gross."
"Oh come on. Don't tell me you wouldn't have fucked your brother right there."
"Lilyyy. Don't ruin this for me."
"I'm not ruining a damn thing. You would have."
"Ok, yeah, sure. He was getting married though."
"That's your counter-argument?"
"Shush. Don't bring logic into this. I'm warning you."
"Wouldn't dream of it."
I leaned closer to Lily. The two of us were huddling in like conspirators, afraid of being overheard but wanting to share every juicy little secret.
"We danced after the wedding," I hissed in a hushed tone, like it was dangerous to even say aloud.
"That's traditional."
"Specifically me and Xan, I mean. My dress and shoes were... less than pristine. He didn't give half a shit. He danced with me longer than Beth, even. I watched the video after and counted."
"Of course you did."
"The slow song, Lily. The slow song! Fuuuccck."
"You bad girl. Dancing platonically with your brother in public like that. What will the neighbours think?"
"Nothing platonic about it. It was what sex wishes it could be."
"That... ok, what?"
"You heard me. Sex wishes it could be that good."
"I really don't think that's true."
"You ever danced in someone's arms, head on their shoulder, slowly melting into them, letting them carry you, feeling like you'd happily just fade away like that, still held and safe and snug?"
"That's quite a claim."
"It's what I felt. I thought I'd never top that kiss. And then a few hours later..."
"Better, huh?"
"Longer, at least. Not that pure moment of intensity, but just, like, I can die happy now, is what I'm saying."
"And at his wedding no less."
"I knooowww! That's part of what makes it so good. It wasn't just slow dancing. It was... everything. Everything all together. I can't describe it."
"You gonna try and dance with him more? Right in front of his wife?"
"Don't be silly. Wouldn't be the same. You can't force moments like that."
"You haven't even tried."
"Are you luring me into doing something stupid."
"Maybe. It's all very fascinating. That's all."
"Uh huh. Stop perving on my life."
Lily snorted. "You want me to be fascinated. You'd be miserable if I wasn't."
"... maybe. Shut up."
****
Chapter Eight: Kasey at Twenty-Five
****
Sex with Brendan got better. It still didn't seem worth the effort most of the time, but he really liked it, and I liked that he liked it.
A bigger problem was that it was getting more and more frequent for him to say that he loved me after sex. Hoping he'd just drop it probably hadn't ever been the correct course of action, but these things aren't emotionally easy to handle.
"I love you," he said yet again.
It spoiled the moment somewhat. We were lying in a rare moment of post-orgasm, where we'd each had one fairly close together. Mine was vibrator assisted, his was more traditionally penetrative. It would have been a nice time anyway. Could have gone to sleep all restful and content.
But no.
"Brendan?"
"Yeah?"
I squirmed anxiously. "I can't say it back."
"That's ok."
"It's not. You keep saying it. It's been months. I can't say it."
"Maybe I said it too soon."
"Maybe."
"But I don't think I did. It's what I feel."
My tummy knotted up tighter. "I don't," I said in a bare whisper.
He was slow to answer. "What are you saying?"
"I think it might be unfair to let you keep thinking it's gonna happen. I think maybe what we have right now, that's about all that it's ever going to be."
"... never anything more?"
"I don't know. Maybe. Maybe not. I like this. I have no idea if I'll ever want more than what it is."
"Oh."
"Is that horrible?"
"No. No I guess I knew what I was getting into."
I felt stung, even though I knew exactly what he meant, and it was a fair assessment. I wasn't quite right. I knew that. A girl doesn't get hung up on her brother like I did if she wasn't a little broken.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"It's fine."
"Ok."
It wasn't fine. We both knew it.
****
"I hate this," I told Lily. I was still a twisted mess inside.
"Well, you know, messy breakups are a part of life."
"Is that what it is?"
"Not the messiest, sure, but kinda messy. And definitely a breakup."
I sighed. "Yeah. Fuck. He found a new place yet?"
"Supposedly."
"He didn't have to move out."
"What, even after you two broke up?"
"We didn't have to break up either."
"After you told him you'd never love him?"
I gaped at Lily. "Are you not on my side?"
"Of course I am."
"What was I supposed to do? Let him keep believing that... that... I'd change?"
"Maybe. If he was happy, and you were happy, maybe that was enough."
"It wasn't. If he'd just stopped saying it..."
"Yeah. Yeah you might be right. You probably needed to tell him."
"I think I did."
"It probably was the mature and responsible thing to do." Lily sighed. "But now we need to find another roommate."
"Oh gee, thanks for caring."
Lily hugged me. "I do. I'm proud of you. Your first long term relationship. Fairly healthy as these things go. And you're only mildly nonfunctional in the aftermath. That's pretty good all round."
"Oh good. That makes me really excited for... life."
"It's good. Seriously. You've got experience now."
"So I've got experience. So what?"
"It makes next time a little better. Or less terrible, as the case might be."
"Oh good. There's that to look forward to then."
****
Mom took me out. Shopping, nails, food, drinks. Someone must have told her about Brendan. I didn't. But presumably she would have found out eventually anyway, so whatever.
"I dunno," I said. "It kinda sucks. I liked him."
"He was good for you. I could see it."
"Well... yeah, kinda, I guess."
"But you're doing ok, right?"
"Yeah, no. Pretty good. It's weird getting used to having so much space again. I like it, I think. But it was nice just... having someone. Sleeping with someone. Sleeping alone all the time isn't the same anymore."
"I can understand that. Are you... interested in anyone?"
"Mom! It's been, like, a minute. Gimme a chance."
"Sorry. Just curious."
"Just because I gotta figure stuff out again on my own doesn't mean I want to jump into anything."
"No, I know. I was just wondering. I thought there might be. Maybe that was part of the split."
"Come on, really? You know I don't fall for anyone easily. Let alone more than one at a time."
"I know." Mom took another long sip of her drink. "There was someone though, wasn't there?"
"No."
"But... you remember around Xander's wedding?"
"Sure."
"There was someone then. I didn't want to say anything, but I could see it."
"Oh my goddd. Do I need to cut you off?"
"We're getting picked up, darling. It's fine."
"I don't care about that. There was no one else the whole time I was with Brendan, ok?"
"There was. You were so happy for a while after the wedding. I expected you to be mopey. But you weren't."
"I was happy for Xan."
"No. You didn't want him to get married. Don't think I don't know."
"Well... whatever."
"Was it someone you met at the wedding? We could get you in contact."
"Oh really? Even if it's someone married? Or related? Or-"
"Well obviously not in those cases." Mom frowned. "Related?"
"To Beth, I mean."
"Right."
"'Cause that's be weird, like, hooking up with her cousin or something."
"Was it her cousin?"
"No, Mom. There was no one. I was there for Xan. That's all. It was his day. I was happy for him. Even if it was a terrible, terrible mistake."
Mom laughed just a little off-kilter, but triumphant. "I knew it!"
"Yes, well done. I'm possessive of my brother. You worked out my least secret secret. Well done you."
"So what were you happy about then?" Mom asked, drilling deep as though she was some kind of emotional investigator hot on the trail of... something.
"You wanna know?"
"Yes."
"Xan was by the duck pond. That's where I found him. And I remembered when we were little. Some stuff. It was nice. And, like, he's always gonna be my brother. I'm not gonna lose him just 'cause he marries someone he shouldn't. Got nothing to do with anything. No one else is ever gonna be his sister. It's special."
Mom teared up a little. "It is." She clutched my hand. "I love how close you two have always been. Warms me inside."
"Does it?"
"Yes. Makes me feel like I did some things right. And that you'll both always have someone."
"Yeah. Kinda how I feel too." I patted Mom's hand. "You did lots of things right. You and Dad. Not everything, but you know, pretty good overall."
Mom kept staring at me all misty-eyed. "I think I shouldn't have any more to drink."
I snorted at the way she broke the moment. "Yeah, Mom. Probably a good idea."
****
Chapter Nine: Kasey at Twenty-Six
****
"Marriage is the wooorrrst."
I grinned at Xander from my end of the couch and sipped my wine. We were chilling at his place. Beth was away for the weekend.
"So it's all going well then?"
"Ugh."
"Oh good."
Xander shook his head, a little further along to be drunk than I was. "I don't know what happened."
"I do."
"Shush. It was so good before we got married. What happened?"
"You didn't want to, remember? We both knew it wasn't what you wanted."
"I know. But... it shouldn't have changed things."
"It does, though. From what I understand."
"Maybe? Fuck. Like, why is there less sex? There should be more!"
"Have you told her that?"
"No. I... I don't even really want more. It just gets so... normal. Not boring, but... well yeah, boring."
"Whip out some ropes and cheerleader outfits and butt stuff. Easy. Solved."
"Beth's not really into that."
"I meant for you."
"Oh ha ha. So hilarious."
"Thank you."
"You think me getting tied up and..."
"Pegged."
Xander gave me such a dirty look. "And that. You think that's gonna-"
"Pegged. Say pegged."
"No."
"Prude."
"I'm not."
"You've been getting more and more a prude since you were with Beth. You used to know all this stuff I didn't. And be into stuff. You introduced me to erotica, remember that?"
"Did I?"
"Yeah."
"Oh wow. That was... forever ago."
"Mmhm."
"You were all into... incest and stuff."
"Still am. It's my main thing that gets me off."
"Don't say it like that."
"Like what?"
"Like some kind of subtle invitation."
"It wasn't. You're married. I've matured."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"So you wouldn't do stuff with me?"
"Now who's making invitations?"
"It was a hypothetical."
I shrugged and finished my glass. Xander refilled it without asking. "Hypothetically... yeah, I'd do stuff with you. Of course I would. But that was never in the cards for us."
"So defeatist."
"Again with the making subtle invitations."
"I'm not! I'm just saying. You used to be so super into me."
I gave Xander a Look. "You feeling neglected now that your baby sis doesn't have a hopeless crush on you?"
"... maybe."
"It's still pretty bad. It's just not as overwhelming as it used to be."
"Ah."
"I sometimes imagined what it'd be like having sex with you instead of Brendan, you know. I felt bad about it. Like it was kinda almost cheating. But people have their fantasies, right?"
"They do."
"What's yours?"
Xander looked confused. "Mine?"
"Yeah. I've got the whole incest thing. Specifically you. What's yours?"
"I... don't have one."
"Of course you do. What, are you embarrassed? Is it that much worse than me wanting to be with my brother? I can't imagine that."
"I really don't think I've had one that's been, like, quite so omnipresent. It changes."
"Fine. So what's the current one?"
"Really?"
"Yes."
Xander finished off his drink. I grabbed the bottle of wine and drained the remainder into his emptied glass.
"Fine. It's butt stuff."
"Ha!"
"Not pegging."
"Pff. Vanilla motherfucker."
"No, listen. No making fun."
"Ok."
"But... yeah. Beth won't do butt stuff. I've asked."
"Shoulda figured that out before the wedding."
"But like... I thought once we're married... we'd try stuff."
"Is that why you went through with it?"
"Only partly."
"Dude, people don't get less inhibited after marriage. Whoever they are is basically who they are. Marriage just... solidifies things."
"How the hell would you know?"
"Am I wrong?"
"... no. But how the hell would you know?"
"Me and Lily talk about this sort of thing sometimes. She's got theories."
"And that's one of them?"
"Yep."
"Huh."
"So what else is there to this little fantasy?"
"Nothing."
"How can it be nothing. It's literally just stick your dick in a butt and cum? There's so little imagination to that it actually hurts."
"Just, like, regular sexy stuff. Except doing it in the butt. That's a perfectly reasonable fantasy."
"It's not. There's no story there. No reason for the butt stuff to happen."
"Why do I need a reason?"
"Have you seriously not ever watched porn? Read stories? Anything?"
"Of course. Not much for a while, but-"
"That's how you get the best stuff! You put stuff in that's not just the sex. You think videos do well if it opens on a dude sliding in a butt and ends with him cumming? No. No you need more. Like, some kind of seduction. Or some play acting. Like 'oh nooo I don't do buuutttt stuuufff' then all kinds of like touching and licking and eventually she loves it, or whatever. Nevermind that the girl in question has done like a billion anal vids already."
"... how the fuck much thought do you put into this stuff?'
"Is there more wine?"
"Don't change the subject. And... yes. There is."
"Good."
Xander got another bottle. We got straight into it.
"And stories. You need buildup in stories. You need reasons why it's hot that the characters are gonna do butt stuff. You can't just be, like, girl bends over from the word go and then there's a cock in her bum. Doesn't make sense. Needs to be, I don't know, at the very least like she has an interest but doesn't think good girls do stuff like that. But she really wants to try, and it's all hot and forbidden for her."



"Do you have a porn addiction? Is this a cry for help?"
"Maybe and no, respectively. Or, like, the sister stories. Where she gets her brother in her butt. Now there-"
"That's not realistic. Sisters aren't getting fucked in the ass by brothers."
"Who the hell said anything about realistic? You need stories, is all. Stories and reality feed on each other, but they aren't the same by any means."
Xander was quiet for a long moment. I worried I'd said something I shouldn't, or that he was too drunk. He hadn't had any more than me, though, so he shouldn't be too far gone.
"Maybe... maybe she's a little sister type," he said.
My eyes went wide and I carefully set my glass down before leaning closer on the couch. "Little sister?" I asked, smile forming on my lips.
"Type. That type. Like all cute and innocent, but also horny."
"Uh huh. But you described her as 'little sister'. Don't think I didn't catch that."
"No, obviously I know you caught that. Don't get all excited over it."
"Too late."
"Plus it's an anal thing. So, like, not whatever your fantasy is."
"I'd do anal."
"No you wouldn't."
"Why would you say that? I've been very clear about being open to trying stuff."
"You also don't cum easily from most things."
"Yeah. So? The one doesn't preclude the other."
"... have you done butt stuff? With Brendan?"
"Not with him, no. Just on my own."
"How much on your own?"
"Enough."
"How much is enough?"
I shrugged. "I've got a sense of it. I could take a cock, I think. For the right guy. A... big brother type, let's say."
"Uh huh."
"It's not as big a deal as people make it out to be."
"You haven't done it for real."
"Says who? Like I need some boy to make it count? Get over yourself."
"Fingering your butt is not the same as-"
"I could do more than that."
"Like what?"
I grinned wickedly. The alcohol wasn't helping my sense of propriety any, but honestly I was thrilled that Xander was taking an interest in me sexually. Not in the sense of wanting to really do anything with me, but enough to be exciting.
"Want me to show you?"
Xander actually considered before slowly shaking his head. "That... would be taking it way too far, wouldn't it?"
"Most definitely."
"And yet you offered. Was that for real?"
"Yep."
"Seriously."
"Yuuup."
Xander peered at me suspiciously. "What exactly would you show me if I asked?"
"You have to ask to find out."
"You know I can't risk it."
"I strongly suspect you'd wuss out, sure."
"It's not wussing out. I'm married."
"Ah. So nothing to do with me being your sister then. Interesting."
"That too. Obviously that."
"Not so obvious. You forgot."
"I didn't."
"Did."
"No. Just, like, we can't."
"I know."
"Good."
Xander drank deeply from his wine. I probably should have cut him off. Both of us, really. But I didn't. I couldn't. I was enjoying this way too much.
He drank some more. I drank some more. A dangerous game of drunk chicken.
"You know how long it's been seen I've watched porn?" Xander mumbled.
"How the hell would I know that?"
"Beth says you're not supposed to do it when you're married."
"Ooooh." I cracked up laughing.
"It's not funny."
"It so is! You marry her 'cause she puts out, then-"
"That's not why I married her."
"Then why?"
Xander carefully set his glass down. It took me a moment to realize he was crying. To be fair, it wasn't an obvious cry. Just some tears streaming down his cheeks. Hardly any sobbing or anything to go with.
"I don't know," he said, his voice cracking. "I just thought it made sense."
"No you didn't. We talked about it. You knew you didn't want it."
"I would have lost her if I didn't marry her."
"And you still lost her."
"No. Yes. No. I have her. But... she's not who she was. She's different. You know she wants kids?"
"Sure. Brings it up every now and then."
"I can't have kids, Kase. Jesus."
"Oh? I thought you half wanted them."
"Says who?"
"You've been pretty wicked on the fence about them."
"I don't think that's true."
"It is. Sometimes you do, sometimes you don't."
"Make things up why don't you."
"I could. You're too drunk to properly call me on it."
"M'not."
"Yuh huh."
Xander shook his head sloppily. "Nope."
"Yep."
"You wish I was drunk. Then you could... do things to me."
"Like what?"
"Kiss me. You'd kiss me so much."
"I would, would I?"
"Mmhm."
"Would you like that?"
"It'd be nice. But bad. Don't do."
My heart fluttered. "Nice, huh?"
"Mmhm. Don't do!"
"Real mixed signals there, bro bro."
"M'being very clear."
"No. You're not." I sighed heavily. "I'ma have to put you to bed pretty soon."
"No! Stay."
"Of course I'm staying. How the hell would I ever get home like this? Can't take your car, and you certainly can't drive me."
"Lily."
"Oh. Yeah. Fair point."
"She's nice. You should date her."
I snorted. "Oh wow. You're getting to be right out of it, huh? Thought I was keeping up better than that."
Xander snickered. "You drink like a girl."
"Ok. First of all, sexist. Second of all, you can't hold your wine worth shit, so don't get into it with me."
"Had a lot."
"That's... true."
Xander looked up at me with a moment's pure clarity. The look in his eyes electrified me.
"Kase, can we kiss? I really liked last time."
"That was so long ago."
"I think about it sometimes."
I tingled inside. "Me too."
"Can we?"
"It's kinda cheating."
"I know."
"Not right."
"I know."
"We shouldn't do that to Beth."
"Uuuggghhh. Fuck you and your... morals... and shit."
I patted Xander's head. "Good attitude. Well done. Let's get you some water."
****
I spent the night. Part of it in bed with Xander, but not nearly in any kind of secret or sexy way as I might have liked. He just fell asleep partly on top of me, was all, and for a time I thought maybe I kind of liked it.
But no. He was passed out. There was nothing really to be gained from it. No cute little moments or anything. Just some obnoxious snoring.
At least Lily was proud of me. I wasn't convinced I'd handled anything at all correctly.
"No but you did, though," she said. "You didn't help him cheat. That's pretty good."
"He wanted me to kiss him. And I said no."
"I mean, the cheating thing, remember. Plus he was drunk."
"Argh. True. But... yeah, no. He was drunker than I was. Not a good look."
"Exactly. What would it even mean like that?"
"Stop making good points! But yeah. Wouldn't have been worth it. Not like that."
"Correct. Stop beating yourself up. You did great. Like, way better than a lot of my friends would in similar situations."
"... getting drunk with their brothers and making out with them?"
"Not that similar."
"Oh."
"You didn't make out thought, right?"
"No. Alas."
"Good. Thought I'd missed something."
"I might have an excuse to show him my butt next time. If he remembers. And goes along with it."
"Well there, see? Some good came of it all."
"How sarcastic are you being?"
"Like a solid seven, probably. You're gonna show Xan your butt?"
"If it seems like it'll play ok, maybe."
"Why?"
"To prove I'm better at anal than he thinks."
Lily was silent a moment. "Your relationship is something uniquely special, huh?"
"You could say that."
"Please don't try fucking your ass in front of your brother. It's not the power move you think it is."
"Ok, obviously I wasn't going to go that far."
"How far, then?"
"Well... just drop my panties and wait for him to chicken out, durr. Wave a dildo around like it's going up my butt, maybe. He'd never actually watch me do anything."
"So you think."
"Ok, so maybe it's all a stupid idea and I know it, ok?"
"Good."
"It made more sense when I wasn't entirely sober."
"When you were drunk off your tits?"
"I was not that drunk. And also, how drunk would you have to be for-"
"Don't ask me. I don't know what tits have to do with anything."
"Well you said it."
"And I regret everything."
"Yeah. Me too."
****
I spent some time locked in my room seeing how a dildo felt up my ass.
It wasn't so much that I planned on disregarding Lily and trying to fuck my ass in front of my brother, but more like I just wanted to see how feasible it would be. I wanted to prove I could do it to Lily, to Xander, and to myself.
Turned out, probably I could. There was nothing all that much more difficult to it than just fingering my butt, which I'd continued to mess around with sporadically. It took some more prep, of course, and stretched me out way more, but it was very doable.
It didn't actually do much for me. It stretched my ass and filled me up in a weird and novel kind of way, but much like regular masturbating or sex, the act itself didn't really push my buttons.
I could kind of imagine it being fun under the right circumstances. I got a naughty thrill just thinking about doing it in front of Xander. Taking my pants off, lubing my bum, fingering myself, then slowly fucking a dildo in and out.
But of course Lily was right, and that wasn't actually a particularly clever thing to try. I knew that. I still imagined Xander watching as I did it more in the privacy of my room. At the very least, maybe it was another little fantasy that might help me get off on those infrequent occasions when I really wanted to.
****
Chapter Ten: Kasey at Twenty-Seven
****
"Your brother's divorce is taking a toll," Mom said.
"I know."
"Then I don't know why you keep smiling so much."
I forced my lips back to neutrality for a moment, but it didn't stick. "Come on. It's gonna be good for him. He'll be happier."
"You know that?"
"Yes."
"I'm not convinced."
"Trust me. Once he gets over Beth, Xan'll be way happier. She's only holding him down."
"That's not nice."
"Hey, she's the ex now. You're allowed to be petty toward her."
"It's amicable. They may stay friends."
"It's less spiteful than most. That's not the same as amicable. You know she was screaming at Xan that she's gonna be too old to have kids and it's all his fault wasting her time like that?"
Mom winced. "No. Did she?"
"Mmhm. I mean, what the hell, though? You'd think she'd make sure they were on the same page about kids if that's all she wanted."
"It wasn't all she wanted."
"No. But a big part of it, though."
"Perhaps."
"I don't think Xan wants kids at all."
"Maybe he's just not there yet. Some people take longer than others to settle down."
"Kids aren't just about 'settling down' Mom. There's way more to it than that."
"You'll understand some day."
"Doubt it. I'm not having any."
"Since when?"
"We've had this talk."
"I think I'd remember."
"You just forgot. Probably got too excited thinking Xan was gonna have kids. Ok, well, right. I'm not having kids. There, had the talk. Again."
Mom sighed. "Yes, it's all coming back to me. Somehow I'd forgotten."
"You actually knew I wasn't before I told you, if I recall."
"Yes, I'd forgotten. You were right. I got excited over Xander and Beth." Mom drummed her fingers and eyed me. "But you've changed over the years. Maybe-"
"Don't take that tone with me, Mom. It's not happening."
"The right boy. That's all it takes."
"Not in my case."
"Why not?"
"Xan's the right boy. And for a variety of reasons, kids are not on the table."
Mom rolled her eyes. "Ok, yes you'd be good together. If you weren't both my kids, obviously. But that doesn't mean you need to give up on finding someone for real."
"Enh. Might just move in with Xan and start a life together and-"
"Kasey!"
"Lots of sibs do it, Mom. The spinster aunt types."
"Xander can't be an aunt. And neither of you can, for that matter, if neither of you has children."
"Well played. You've really outfoxed me on that one. Guess I'd best go get preggers with some random idiot then."
"Don't be crude, dear."
"No really. Unprotected sex with multiple strangers here I come!"
Mom sighed. "Whatever did I do to deserve such wonderful and loving children?"
"You're just lucky I guess."
****
"So it's done?"
Xander nodded wearily. "It's done."
"Official?"
"Official."
"Nice."
I offered my closed fist to be bumped. Xander just rolled his eyes at me.
"It was all pretty brutal. I thought getting married was too complicated. Turns out getting unmarried is worse."
"Yeah? Why was it so bad anyway? Thought it was just, like, signing some papers and done."
"In theory. Reality got more complicated."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. We both maybe got a little petty about some stuff."
"I thought it was all supposed to be pretty friendly. As these things go."
Xander shrugged. "It was. Doesn't mean there wasn't still some pettiness involved."
"Ah. Well remind me never to get married then."
"Don't have to. Marriage between siblings is rather frowned upon."
I grinned. "Oh really. You proposing already?"
"I just said-"
"I heard you. But it means you were thinking about me and you, huh?"
"That's not what it means."
"Yeah it is. I never brought it up, did I?" I tossed my head flippantly. "Who says I'd even want to marry you?"
"Seriously?"
"I don't need no man holding me down."
"You've been pining after me since... forever."
"Nope. I'm all emotionally mature and shit these days."
"You wish you were."
"I am."
"So... you're not interested in me anymore?"
"Oh I definitely am. Can't seem to shake that whole thing. But I'm content to just be sibs. I can live with that."
Xander drummed his fingers thoughtfully. "You know... weirdly this is probably the time in my life when I could most use you being obsessed with me."
"Didn't time that very well, did you?"
"Apparently not."
"You'll be fine. Get right back to dating loads of girls and banging 'em."
"There have never been 'loads of girls'."
"Sure there have. Used to always have someone to mess around with. I remember."
"Yeah. You remember through the eyes of a jealous sister, maybe."
"That's-"
"Despite your hangups, you've never been that far behind me."
"I've been way behind everyone."
"Not hardly. That thing you had with Brendan, for instance? That wasn't nothing. If not for Beth, you would have had a longer and healthier relationship than I ever did. And actually you may well have me beat on healthier, as it turns out."
"We split up."
"Sure. But not after an ill-advised marriage."
"I advised against it, for the record."
"Yes. I remember."
I squirmed uncertainly. "I don't know, though. I've been broken so long-"
"You were never broken, Kase."
"Yeah I was. Am. There's stuff I don't like. I wanna be with my brother. That's not normal."
"That's the best argument you got?"
"Shut up. I can do better."
"No you can't. You've figured stuff out. It shows." Xander shrugged. "Maybe that's just all it was. Maybe you're a late bloomer, is all."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"Well... you... might have a point. Maybe."
"Damn straight I might."
It actually made me kind of anxious to think that I was swinging around to being something like normal. I didn't know what to do with it. Xander at least kind of made sense.
And when I thought about it, maybe a big part of my problem had been trying to force things that shouldn't be forced. Maybe I should have just let things happen slower for me.
But then, too, maybe if I hadn't forced some things, maybe I wouldn't know all the things about myself that I knew, and maybe I'd be worse off.
Life. So friggin' complicated.
****
"So you guys gonna hook up now or what?" Lily asked.
"Can't imagine so."
"Dang."
"What's that mean?"
Lily shrugged. "I guess I'm kinda rooting for you. I dunno."
"We can't actually be together, you know."
"You're both single."
"He's still my brother."
"That's never bothered you. Don't act like I don't know that."
"Well... I know we shouldn't though. We both do. Doesn't matter if... if we're both available, and maybe kinda lonely, and it'd be pretty great, and... stuff."
"That's a really compelling argument."
"Shut up."
"I think you should at least give it a go."
"What, you think I haven't?"
"Not when it counted."
"When does it count."
"Now. It counts now."
"Oh gee, so specific."
Lily shrugged. "Just sayin'."
"Just you wait until you have a weird, unfortunate crush going on. Then see how I prod you about it. Won't be so fun then."
"If I ever fall for my brother, I'll be sure to let you know."
"You haven't got a brother."
"I know. Makes me a lot safer."
"Just wait until I knock up your mom. Then we'll see who's laughing."
Lily cracked up. "What, like a brother thirty years younger than me is gonna be a romantic problem? Bish, please."
"Good to know that's the only problem you have with me fucking your mom."
Lily patted my hand. "Honestly, if you can swing it, you have my blessing."
"You're a weird girl, Lil."
"Thanks."
****
"You know going out with you is the thing I look forward to these days?" Xander said.
"What, you only now look forward to it?"
"No, I mean I always did. But, like, it's so super obvious now that it's the best thing I got going on. I think it was for a lot of the time I was with Beth. I just didn't realize it then."
"Yeah. Sex complicates that stuff."
"Believe it or not, it really does."
"I know. I just said that."
"Yeah, but not in a tone like you fully believed it."
"I don't know. Sex is complicated. Sometimes in good ways, sometimes in bad ways. But it's complicated."
"Some people don't think so."
"Some people are idiots though. They end up with STIs and babies and shit and are like 'oh no how did this happen?' and it's like... durrr."
"True."
"At least you didn't make a baby with Beth."
"That's a very good point. That coulda been horrible."
"Coulda been."
Xander fidgeted with his coffee cup. "Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"You ever think about these kinda being like dates?"
I tensed slightly, in a fluttery kind of way. "Do you think they are?"
"Well... they kind of are, right? They're kinda basically like what dates are. Except with a lot of talking, mostly, and no kissing and stuff."
"I think that's just how being friends works, mostly."
"Right, sure."
Xander was still fidgety.
"What are you really thinking?" I asked.
"God, I don't know. I'm all confused. Maybe I need some for real, actual dates."
"Probably."
"But... I don't know how to get them."
"... beg pardon?"
"I don't!"
"You absolutely do."
"No I mean, I thought I did. I used to. But now all of a sudden I want to and just... can't."
"Why not?"
"I don't know! Maybe I'm getting too old. Maybe I wasted my best years already."
"You're not even thirty yet."
"I'm getting close." Xander shrugged miserably. "Maybe my youth was the main thing I had going for me."
I snorted. "Your youth. Right. Nah, dude. It's easier when you're younger, but just like 'cause everyone's durdling around looking for something. People get more set as they get older. Dating pool gets smaller and more complicated."
"Yeah. That's part of it, probably."
"You might just have to work at it more."
"Maybe. Maybe I should just give up though."
I rolled my eyes. "Seriously?"
"Yeah. It just feels bad with all the rejection and lack of interest and lack of options and whatever."
"Uh huh." I stood up, carefully walked around to Xander's side of the table, bent down, and kissed him. I didn't hold it long, but enough to register it properly. "Call this a date, then," I said softly. "Get some confidence back."
He stared at me, stunned and fighting a smile. "That doesn't count."
"What, you need a longer kiss?"



"That-"
"'Cause you'd have to earn it. This was your only freebie."
"My only one, huh?"
"Yep."
"So if I tried to kiss you again right now-"
I danced back lightly, just out of his range. "Don't even think about it."
Xander stood and advanced on me. I skipped back again, smiling broadly at him.
"I thought about it," he said.
"Too bad you're so old. You'll never catch me."
Xander made an indignant noise and lunged for me. I darted away and out the front door. He was still after me, so I ran.
I was laughing, somehow keeping ahead of Xander despite not taking my flight all that seriously. Maybe it was just because he was trying to maintain some level of decorum and I wasn't. He shouldn't have bothered. Half-assing chasing his sister down was worse than just going for it as far as dignity was concerned.
He caught me eventually. Of course he did. I would have had to make sure if he didn't manage it on his own. But it was more of a thrill when it was for real, and his hands were on me, arresting my progress all at once.
I breathed hard and shallow from my brief run, but more so from feeling Xander's grip on me, reeling me in.
"Does this count as earning it?" he asked.
"There's so many people around," I replied softly.
"So?"
"So you're gonna kiss your sis in front of them."
"They don't know."
"We do."
Xander nodded, but it only made him hesitate for a second. He pulled me even closer and kissed me.
Fuck it was a good kiss. Like out of a romantic movie. The kind of kiss where the world stops and the camera pans around while triumphant music plays. The kind where I got all melty and wanted to fall into Xander's arms and let him carry me away... somewhere.
It was right up there with our kiss back from before his wedding. That one perfect kiss I thought I'd get. This one was perhaps a little less spontaneous, but the buildup to it was fun and beautiful in its own right.
I was sent right back to my days of pining over my brother, and my memories of curling up and replaying the kiss in my head over and over. Only this was fresh and real. Actually happening. Doing all the things to me that nothing else could match. Shooting thrills and tingles all through me.
I was even more breathless afterward. I gazed at Xander with wide, adoring eyes as he stared right back, searching for my reaction.
"Maybe I shouldn't have done that," he said.
"No, you definitely should have."
I reached over and caressed his cheek, brushing it with my thumb. He leaned into my touch ever so slightly.
"I'm very confused," he said.
"I know." I kissed him again, just soft and quick. "It's a confusing time. Mostly for you. But generally."
"Are you confused?"
"No. Uncertain, maybe."
"About what?"
"Same things as you, probably. More or less. And probably some things that you haven't considered."
"What makes you think I haven't considered those things?"
"Because I've thought about stuff like this way more than you have."
"Oh. Yeah, probably, huh."
"Definitely. Plus, you're kinda on the rebound. Fogs the mind."
"I don't think I am."
"You hundred percent are. And I'm not getting too invested until I know you're over it."
"Tell that to our kiss just now."
I blushed and looked away for a second. "Told you. Freebie."
"No, the first one was a freebie. The long one was... something else."
"Yeah, well, that's your fault." I poked my finger into Xander's chest.
"Not hardly. I only accept half the blame for that. Don't think I missed how hard you were kissing back."
I flushed even warmer. Of course he knew. And yeah, I was easily as much to blame as he was. But we had to be smarter than that. I certainly did. There was way, way too much at stake.
"You're right," I said. "But for real, Xan, we need to be careful."
He nodded slowly. "True."
"And... and I definitely need to know what's going on with you before I let us do anything else."
"Even if I wanted to kiss you more?"
It was the hardest thing I'd probably ever done to press a hand to Xander's chest and take a full step back to put him at literal arm's length. "Please don't," I whispered. "Not right now."
"Yeah. Yeah ok." Xander swiped a hand through his hair. "You're probably right. I think maybe partly... partly I'm just looking for something. And I knew I could get it from you. That's not fair."
"It's not."
"Sorry."
"It's ok. I knew what I was doing."
"I don't want to do stuff like that. Especially... god, especially not to you."
"I know." I smiled humourlessly and patted Xander's chest. "You just need some time. And some thinking."
"That's all I've had lately. Even before Beth and I were officially done."
"Take some more."
"Ugh."
"I know. But... seriously."
"Yeah. You're right." Xander struggled with something for a moment. "Can we still go out again maybe next week?"
My lips quirked into something more like a real smile. "As siblings? Or as a date?"
"... I don't know yet. Maybe both."
I tingled a little, but tried not to let it show. "Let's hope both." I held up a warning finger. "But if it's at all datey, it's only gonna be innocent, yeah?"
"Yeah. Of course. You're my sis-ter. What else would it be?"
I couldn't decide how best to answer that question, and decided it was best just not to say anything.
****
"Holy shit, for real?"
I nodded at Lily's reflection in the mirror, trying and failing to hold back a goofy smile. I focused hard on getting my subtle makeup just right in an effort to control my reactions.
"Yep," I said.
"Like... a for real date though?"
"We're gonna give it a try. We've been working toward it."
"Oh my god!" Lily squealed and hugged me from behind. "This is fucking exciting!"
"You're telling me?"
"I've been waiting so long for this."
"And you think I-"
"No no, I know it's been even longer for you. But... ah!"
Lily was vibrating. Actually physically shaking her arms to release nervous energy as she paced around behind me.
"We kinda just kept our little coffee dates going," I said. "Seeing how it went. But, like, I think we're ready for more."
"What does 'more' mean? Like... fun times?"
"We're taking it slow, Lil. We have to."
"I can't believe the patience you have. I woulda jumped him as soon as the divorce was signed."
"One doesn't simply jump one's brother."
"You could have. I've seen the way he's been looking at you lately. He woulda let you take him to bed any time you wanted."
I had to put my makeup away. It was as good as it was gonna get. The way Lily was winding me up, I could only make things worse at this point.
"You think I'm gonna take him to bed?"
"I'm saying you could. I'm surprised you haven't. That's all."
"You know... it's probably good this didn't happen a few years ago. I probably would have by now."
"Why is that good."
"Seriously?"
"Ok, yeah. It's good. You're right. Ugh. I just want... I want you to get him, Kase. You've wanted him forever."
I clenched my fist for a second, just trying to do something with all the nerves Lily was firing up in me.
"That's why I gotta be so careful," I said quietly. "It'd be so easy to fuck everything up. I'm still not a hundred percent sure Xan's not just rebounding on me. He knows he was kinda doing it. It's not just me."
"It'd never be totally just a meaningless fling. You have to know that."
"I know."
"Good. Xan loves you."
"I know that too."
"You two are perfect for each other."
"I don't know about perfect..." I smiled slow and wide at myself in the mirror. "But pretty good, right?"
"So good!" Lily clapped her hands on my shoulders and stood behind me. "Get him, Kase. He's all yours."
"Would you please stop being the devil on my shoulder?"
"Not likely."
"I've learned a lot. I'm patient. I want to do this right, if it's going to happen at all. I don't need-"
"Whoa, what was that?"
"I-"
"Do you think it might not happen?"
"That's a possibility with dating."
"But... but... even with Xan?"
I put my hand up to my shoulder, patting Lily's fingers. "If it's not right, then yeah. I have to somehow be strong enough to recognize it. I don't know if he'd see that right now. That makes things trickier, and even more important that I'm smart about it."
"What the hell happened to the lost little sister ready to do anything for her brother?"
"She grew up some, Lil. Maybe not enough, but some."
Lily sighed and rested her chin on my shoulder. "You do rather kill the romance of it all, you know."
"Sorry."
"Please just fall in love with each other and live happily ever after."
"I will certainly do my best."
"That's all I ask."
****
It was a proper fancy restaurant and everything. Like we were real adults on a real date. Which, in fact, we were.
As much as I hated this need I had to go slow and really evaluate where we both were at, I had to admit it added a certain necessary something to dating my brother. I could have just gone with my feelings and let passion dictate my actions, but in some ways this was better.
It meant sitting across from Xander over candlelight for the very first time was nerve-wracking in a way that I never would have thought he could make me feel. My mind was whirring along like crazy. I was nervous like a girl out for the very first time with a boy she super liked but didn't know that well.
I knew Xander. Knew him as well as anyone could know anyone else. And yet I was nervous and anxious and excited, and too many other things to keep track of.
"So this is kinda weird, huh?" Xander said.
"A little."
"But... good, I think."
"Me too. The wine's nice."
"And... you look nice."
I blushed and took another sip, making eyes at Xander over the rim of my glass. "Thanks," I mumbled.
We sat in awkward silence for a moment.
"Is it just me, or is this harder than it should be?" Xander asked.
"It's not just you."
"But why, though? It should be so easy."
"'Cause it's for real."
"What?"
"Yeah. It's a real date. Our first one."
"It's not. We've had loads."
"Transitions from just hanging out. They weren't full dates. They weren't at fancy-pants places like this. They weren't all dressed up, with people around to see us and know we're... well, doing whatever it is we're doing."
"Dating," Xander said softly.
My tummy fluttered a little more helplessly every time I was reminded of it. "Yeah. That."
"I was so nervous before picking you up tonight."
"Pff. I'm still crazy nervous."
"Yeah?"
"You kidding me? Of course I am."
"Ok, good. Me too." Xander tapped at his silverware, then had to forcibly restrain his anxious fidgeting. "I couldn't stop thinking about this. About you."
"Jeez, it's just a date," I teased even while my tummy was flipping out on me.
"With my sister."
I sucked in a sharp breath. "True."
"And, like, I don't know if there's ever been so much riding on a date for me before. I never used to care."
"Yeah, well, just think of it like the old days. This goes bad, you can always find another girl to go out with."
"You know that's not true."
"We can't be too stuck on this working, Xan. We need to be ok if it doesn't."
"... what the hell happened to you? Seriously. With the being all mature and stuff about this."
"I'm not, really. But I'm getting better at faking it."
"Ha, yeah, ok." Xander took a deep breath. "I think maybe partly I'm nervous because... because I think I might be more invested in this than you."
"Well we both know that's not true. I've had ten years or more waiting for this."
"Exactly. You've had all that time to figure things out. To think about stuff and come to terms with it."
"You've had lots too. You've known about me for quite some time."
"That's different from feeling it."
I sat a little straighter, all on edge. "Feeling what?" I asked breathlessly.
Xander fussed with his silverware again, avoiding direct eye contact for a moment. "Feeling what you feel. Those same things."
"How do you know?"
He looked straight at me. "Because I haven't been able to get you out of my head."
"You... haven't?"
"Do you even know how insane I've gone?"
"I have an inkling, sure."
"No but for real. You remember that first time we kissed?"
"You think I'd forget that?"
"No, but I wasn't sure it meant as much for you as for me."
"You kidding me?"
"I'm not. Kase, that moment was with me all through my marriage."
"... so I'm a homewrecking little sister now?"
"No. Not hardly. That's all on me. I'm just saying... fuck. What am I saying? I just mean, like, you finding me that day. That kiss. That's what I thought about. Other stuff too, but mainly that. And then... I wanted more. I still want more. I think about you and... and it's bad, Kase. So bad."
I clenched my fingers. My toes balled up tight. I fought with every single muscle in me to maintain an illusion of holding it together. My head was swimming, and not from the wine.
"It was a good fucking kiss," I agreed.
"The best. I never... I honestly never had one that made me feel so good. Except that one with you on our... date. Our pretend date."
"It was partly real." I leaned forward, still tense, but resting my elbows on the table and trying to pretend like I could cope. "You don't know what those kisses did to me."
"I do. That's what I'm saying. They were worse for me."
"Doubt it."
"Kase, they made me realize the same things I think you already knew."
"Such as?"
"Such as, like, maybe it's always been you, and I was way too slow figuring it out."
I brushed my hair back on one side. My fingers trembled too much to even do a good job of it.
"That's a hell of a line."
"It's not a line. I dated girls 'cause it felt nice and it's what I supposed to do. And I got married 'cause... well it didn't feel right, but again it was what I was supposed to do. And you were there falling for me like you're not supposed to do. And somehow I think you got it right."
"Arguable."
Xander took a deep breath. "This date doesn't feel right. And that's only 'cause we're both all tense and stuff. Or at least I am."
"Oh I definitely am."
"Maybe we put too much pressure on it."
"Agreed."
"But I want to try it again, Kase. I want to find what works for us. Because... I really, really want this to work. If I'd been smart, I would have run off with you before I was married."
I snorted. "You didn't want me then."
"I did. Just that I didn't know it. I kissed you and it made me feel so good for that moment. So free. So happy. Like everything could just be easy, and we could have what we wanted. Then I married Beth anyway."
"You did."
"I thought about you so much. I wanted to kiss you again."
"I remember."
"I think I know what you went through all those years. I'm sorry about that. But I don't want to do that. I just want... you."
I went for a sip of my wine to buy a few seconds, but realized in time that it was just as likely I'd spill the rest of the glass as get it safely to my lips.
Instead, I reached halfway across the table and took Xander's hand. He felt a little less trembly than me, but neither of us was in any great state of self-control.
"Well we'd best try this again, then," I said softly but firmly.
Xander smiled in relief. "Definitely."
"And maybe... maybe it was a good enough date that we still should kiss after."
"I think that's a good idea."
"I'll call Lily and see if she can pick us up."
"Why? Neither of us drank that much."
"I don't know about you, but I wouldn't trust myself to drive a straight line right now."
"Hm. Yeah. Fair."
****
Xander and I were fully making out by his car when Lily showed up. Like really quite aggressively. It had started out as just a nice, gentle kiss that slowly got deeper as we discarded our anxieties and just went for it.
It was something more primal than our previous attempts. Not the single moment of pure beauty that it could have been, but something needier and perhaps more meaningful in a different kind of way.
Xander had me pressed up against the side of his car, hands on my sides at first, slowly working down to my hips and up to my shoulders. I held him to me, encouraging him to press as tight as he wanted.
Our fondling was fairly innocent as these things went. Especially considering how fiercely our lips were locked, and the increasing ferocity of our tongues dancing with one another.
He could have touched me anywhere he wanted. Absolutely anywhere. But he didn't even go for the obvious boob or butt grab. I, likewise, mostly behaved myself with my hands, even though I would have been just as free to wander.
I was annoyed when a car pulled up next to us. Annoyed at the interruption. I wanted more time with Xander. More of him on me. Of his mouth and his hands. And, being hornily honest, the hardness I felt rubbing against my lower areas. I'd never in my life been so eager to grind right back on a boy. My panties were fucking soaked. I just wanted more.
"Excuuuse me," called a cheerful voice. "I'm looking for my friend and her bro-ther. You haven't seen them, have you?"
Xander and I somehow stopped, panting and breathless, still searching each other's eyes before finally wrenching our gazes to the side.
There sat Lily in her idling car. Cherubic face beaming over at us with the sort of innocence reserved for the very, very amused.
"You didn't let me know you were here," I said, unable to let go of Xander lest my legs give out on me without his support.
"I did, actually," Lily said.
"Your phone's been buzzing," Xander confirmed.
"It has?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. Why didn't you say?"
"Are you kidding?"
I blushed and tried taking a tentative step away from Xander. I didn't fall over. That was a good sign.
"How drunk did you two get?" Lily asked.
"Not hardly at all, really," I said. "Don't think we even made it to a second glass."
"Seriously? And you're still making out like this in the parking lot?"
"Shhh."
"What? It's not like anyone else here knows you're sib-"
"Shush!" I tugged at Xander. "Come on."
"And why am I picking you up anyway? I thought you must have-"
I flung open the back door on Lily's car and climbed in. Xander was right behind me. He fell partly on top of me, probably on purpose, and we spent a long moment giggling and pretending to try and get ourselves straightened out, while in fact just getting some sneaky feels in.
"Hey! This is not that kind of car, you two," Lily protested. "This is me graciously picking you two up so you don't crash on the way home. Although with you guys not being drunk I still don't get why."
"Go on a date with your brother sometime," I said, giving Xander a last kiss before buckling myself in. "Then maybe you'll get it."
"That kind of only works for you."
"Well then... I don't know. Meet the right girl, maybe. One who does things to you."
"Does things to me? Like-"
"Not dirty things. I mean, like... like basically makes you drunk just 'cause you're with her."
Xander looked at me. "Is that what I do?"
"Tonight you did. And you know it, 'cause you're in no better shape than I am."
Xander grinned. "True."
We were under way, but Xander ignored that and undid his seatbelt. He scooted over next to. I raised my chin defiantly, like I wasn't going to submit to more kisses, but I was fooling no one.
"Hey! Back in your seat!" Lily said.
We ignored her. Xander's lips were on mine. His tongue brushed between them. My arms went around him. Fuck, why was this so good? And how the hell were we just gonna do this in front of Lily?
Then again, she'd seen everything anyway. What was a little more?
****
I woke up next to my brother.
It took a moment for the realization to sink in, but when it did I smiled so wide it almost hurt. I would have curled up tighter with him, but for the fear of disturbing him. The longer Xander stayed asleep, the better.



For a time, I just watched him. I felt his close presence, listened to his soft breaths, and studied his peaceful face.
My bladder, having awakened me the first place, protested my inaction. I ignored it to the level best of my abilities, but I could only get away with that for so long.
Only with great reluctance did I finally slip away from Xander and patter off to the bathroom.
Lily was waiting for me when I stepped back out. Apparently her senses were tingling. Or she'd been specifically waiting for me to get up. One or the other.
"Sooo?"
I tried to brush past her, to no avail.
"So what?"
"Don't be coy. The state you're in, it doesn't work even a little."
I swiped at my hair. I'd seen a brief reflection of myself and my generally rumpled appearance, but hadn't cared even slightly until just now.
"Xan?
"Of course Xan. What happened?"
My smile beamed out cautiously, bringing along a faint, mildly embarrassed flush of my cheeks.
"He's still sleeping," I said softly.
Lily's eyes widened, then narrowed again as she swept them up and down me. "I almost got excited there for a second. But you're still wearing the same thing you were last night. More or less. It never came off, did it?"
I tried to smooth out my dress. Lily was correct. Neither Xander or I had lost our clothes last night. Well, maybe a few things.
"It was just sleeping," I said.
"No it wasn't."
"Ok, there was some kissing, maybe."
"Some? The way you two were going at it in the car, I can only imagine what happened when you were alone."
"Yeah, I bet you imagined."
"How exciting did it get? Tell me!"
I blushed deeper and tried not to think of my lack of panties under my dress. That wasn't really for naughty reasons so much as they'd just been too fucking wet to sleep in comfortably, and I'd kicked them off at some point.
"I'm amazed I could sleep at all," I said.
"Mmhm. But you did."
"Yep."
"And Xan did."
"Mmhm."
"Did he need... help with that?"
Lily made a jerking off gesture with her hand.
"Would you stop. None of your business."
"Of course it's my business." Lily wrapped her arms around me in a surprise hug. "Mmm, I'm so happy for you anyway. Whatever you got up to."
"Lots of kissing. Lots." I started melting again just thinking about it. "And some feeling. Actually lots of that too."
"I bet."
"Mostly PG."
"Really?"
"I mean... kinda."
"Somehow I bet no one watching would have classified it as nearly so innocent."
I squirmed some, finally pushing Lily away. "It wasn't. Oh my god it wasn't. Lil, I've never been so horny in my life."
Lily beamed excitedly. "That a girl!"
"I mean, it really wasn't anything too crazy naughty or anything. But oh my god though. It did things to me..." I shook my head. "Shit, you know in porn and stuff and the girls supposedly get all drenched and want it so bad?"
"I'm familiar."
"... personally or in porn?"
Lily just grinned.
"Ok, well, I think I got it. For the very first time. I understood it."
"See, there ya go."
"But it took making out with my brother."
"Well yeah. You need the right person. That's what it's all about."
"And that's Xan?"
"You know it is. Why are you even asking that? He's been the right guy for... what, like a decade or something?"
I grinned shyly. "Yeah. I guess that's right, huh."
"Damn straight."
"It was so gooood."
"I bet."
"Like oh my god, though. How am I supposed to be all chill and take it slow and... and..."
"Breathe, Kase. You're doing fine."
"I just wanna jump back in bed with him."
"That's good."
"It's not! I don't just... jump into bed with guys. With any of them. And, like, where's my control?"
"Just enjoy it. Seriously. Have fun. It's Xan. You don't need to date. You know each other as well as you ever will."
"I mean... ok, yeah. Sure. But-"
"No buts. Get back in there. Be a slutty li'l sis. Enjoy yourself."
I gasped in indignation even as I allowed Lily to shoo me back to my room. "You know I was trying to get back anyway before you waylaid me."
"I needed to know what was happening."
"No you didn't."
"Yes I did. Now go. Stop arguing."
I stood back in my room, door safely shut behind me, Lily on the other side. I stared at Xander for a moment and wondered if I dared change my clothes. Crawling back in while still wearing my dress didn't sound like the best, but I didn't quite dare strip down to undies. Especially with my panties jettisoned the night before.
Fully changing into maybe, like, a sleep shirt or something might make sense. With or without panties depending on how bold I felt.
I slipped out of my dress and what few underclothes remained. I took a moment to purge my face of the tactical makeup I'd applied the day before. It shouldn't have been left on overnight, but something about falling asleep with my brother had distracted me from dealing with it.
After cleansing my face and throwing on what I considered my cutest baggy sleep shirt, I turned around and found Xander lazily staring right at me.
I tutted indignantly and put my hands on my hips. "How the hell long have you been awake?"
"Long enough."
"And you just watched me change?"
"Well... it seemed like a shame not to."
"I wasn't ready for you to see me... naked."
Xander shrugged, clearly not about to be ashamed of his choice. And in all honesty, I was more secretly thrilled than I was upset. In a nervous kind of way, granted, since I really hadn't been prepared for it, and being naked for someone new was never the easiest thing. Even Xander. Maybe especially him.
"To be fair, I only saw you from the back," he said.
"Uh huh. Nothing in my mirror at all?"
"... maybe a few flashes of boob."
"Right."
Xander reached out a hand, beckoning me back toward him. "It all looked good."
"That's not even the point."
But it was, actually, and I wished I'd thought of some way to trick him into complimenting me more specifically.
"I'm sorry I peeked at you while you were naked right in front of me."
"You were sleeping!"
"I mean-"
"I thought you were sleeping!"
"Mmhm. And I appreciate it."
"Ugh. You're just the worst first thing in the morning, you know that?"
"Just wait until we do even naughtier things. Then see how insufferable I am."
Maybe panties would have been a good idea. Soaking them was far better than letting it all just run down my thigh. Probably. It wouldn't get that bad anyway, I hoped.
Or maybe I wanted to soak myself. I didn't know. I wasn't used to this. Even with Brendan, horniness had to be carefully coaxed out of me. Then there was fucking Xander who could lie there all rumpled and unapologetic and make me all confused and abuzz.
"What makes you think we're doing naughtier things?"
"Didn't you always say you'd basically do anything I wanted?"
"Ha! Is that what you think?"
"Well you said it."
"Mmhm. In my younger days. When I was such an innocent. Not at all capable of looking after myself. You missed your chance, Xan. I'm far cleverer these days."
"And yet you still accidentally got naked for me. How clever do-"
I growled and pounced on Xander. It shut him up for a few seconds, but didn't really accomplish much else. Except to get us rubbing and grinding on each other some, which was its own reward, really.
"I should never have let you in my bed already. You're just gonna be a little shit about it."
Xander laughed and rolled on top of me. He did it so easily, and only partly because I let him. As if I needed to be any wetter, or for the butterflies inside me to whirl any faster. It was simply unfair the way he could pin me down whenever he wanted, and just how little emotional defense I had for it.
"I'm just happy, is all," he said. He got close and gave my cheek some light kisses, eventually culminating in me turning my head so he'd kiss my lips instead.
"Of course you're happy. You've got someone to rub your dick on."
Xander grinned. "Sure. But it's not even about that. I just... fuck, Kase. I'm so much happier already. It's so much easier with you. And I don't mean sex-wise, 'cause that's still more complicated."
My heart pounded and I tried to squirm from under Xander. I didn't try very hard, though, and just ended up rubbing on his boner more than anything.
"You're happier, are you?"
"Yeah. So much. Aren't you?"
"Even without sex?"
"Mmhm. It's just, like, that stuff seemed so important before. With Beth. With Milly. Zoey. Anyone. It was always basically about sex as, like, the driving force, whether it was happening or not. And maybe it never should have been."
"Probably not."
"And then all these years with you, whenever we lived together or hung out or whatever, sex was never an issue."
"Couldn't be."
"Well... yeah, in a sense." Xander kissed me again. "It's just so nice, though. Not having to worry about it. Having a relationship built on lots of other stuff. Still wanting sex, but being ok if there isn't any."
"For real? All this and you'd be ok if we never fuck?"
It figured. He was the only boy who I'd ever been desperately horny for, and who I'd happily let seduce me into things. And now he decided he could do without sex if necessary. What the hell was that about?
And yet, there was something so sweet about it too. Knowing that I was different to him. Special. In a brand new kind of way from what I'd already known. It was so very conflicting.
"I really think I would, yeah."
"Tell that to your dick."
"Ha, yeah, ok. Maybe I should stop grinding on you, huh?"
"... well I didn't say that."
Xander bit his lip a second, and his rhythm hesitated, but he went right back to fully grinding on me like just the baddest big brother. Fuck I loved it.
Thank fuck he was still fully bepanted, because my shirt was not enough protection. He'd already pushed it up past my pussy, and was grinding on my thigh close enough to where he'd hit my soaked entrance sometimes, and even my clit. If I helped him out, he could be directly on it with every move. It took the resistance of a goddess not to move a little and make it happen.
"I'm probably gonna just cum in my pants here."
"Good. Do it."
"That's such a mess."
"Mmhm. But it'll be your mess and not mine, so that's fine."
"Mean."
"Practical."
I pressed back against Xander as best I could, giving him a little extra purchase for rubbing himself off on me. He groaned in a way that absolutely delighted me and only encouraged me to grind back on his cock.
The more I pressed to him, the more he rubbed on my thigh and missed my pussy altogether, but that was ok. I loved it. I was so into the little noises he made, and the increasing desperation of his thrusting. Especially the knowledge that I was helping my brother get off. That was a heady thought, and was keeping me on edge even without direct stimulation.
Xander eventually grunted differently and spasmed, and his rhythm went all to hell before he gave it up entirely.
"You came?" I asked.
He nodded. "Yep."
"In your pants?"
"Of course."
I grinned and gave him a lingering kiss. "Feel better?"
"Definitely. But also... kinda gross now. From the mess."
"Not from the questionable morality of getting off on your sister?"
"Not so much."
"Oh good."
I kissed him some more. I was definitely addicted to that part. There wasn't really any way I was giving up on the idea of sexier stuff, all in due time, but there'd be pure hell to pay if I ever had to give up on kissing Xander for any reason. That was non-negotiable at this point as far as I was concerned.
I began to regret getting Xander off, though. He wasn't grinding on me anymore, and I was still such a horny little thing. I wasn't used to this. To feeling my need so strongly, either alone or with someone.
"Do you need to get off too?" he asked.
"... maybe."
"You can't be more definite than that?"
"Do I need to be?"
"Kinda. Anyone else, I'd probably be trying to go down on you right about now. You... I mean, I know you don't always want certain things, and I don't want to put pressure on doing stuff you don't really want, and-"
Of all the times for a boy to be considerate about my lack of arousal. The one time I actually really needed some attention.
"Ok, I need it," I interrupted.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I'm horny as fuck, Xan."
He grinned with more than a little pride and a definite hint of smugness. "'Cause of me?"
"Well duh. No one else here."
He kissed me. He was still pinning me down. I couldn't get purchase to grind back on him the way I wanted, but boy was I trying.
"That's good for my ego," he murmured.
"Shush. It's not about you."
"Kinda is."
"Xaaannn, I'm horny, ok? Fucking just... just do stuff."
"Is that ok?'
"Yes!"
"You don't want to take it slower and-"
"You're fucking infuriating, you know that?"
"Just making sure. Consent is very important, you know. Good to be on the same page."
I was about ready to smack Xander, but he was already moving. Sliding down my body, in fact.
Instead of the anxiety and reluctance I might have felt under other circumstances, I just got more excited. I didn't know what he was going to try, but I knew it was going to be something dirty, and I was so ready for it.
God it was a weird feeling. Good. Exciting. Fun. But definitely weird.
I squirmed and clutched my hands up to my face. It was one of those moments where I wanted to both cover my eyes and see absolutely everything. I tried to wiggled my hips away from Xander, but it did nothing at all to stop him. He flipped my shirt up easily, baring my wet little pussy to him.
"Oh wow," he said.
"What? What's wrong?"
"Nothing. You're soaked, though."
"I'm not."
"You are. You must know that you are." Xander ran a finger across my slit, making me shiver.
"Ok. Maybe I do."
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about."
"Who says I'm embarrassed?"
"The fact that you're only barely looking at me."
"Shut up."
I grabbed a pillow and put it over my face, blocking Xander out. I still heard his laugh clearly.
Then his tongue was on me. He wasted no time at all burying his face in my snatch. Just going right for me. Apparently he thought it was ok. No warning or anything. No gentle working up to it. Gently teasing around the area. Just straight up licking my pussy.
It was, perhaps, the best feeling in the world. Our intense makeouts being the only real competition. In my horny state, being eaten out took the win, if only in the moment.
Xander pushed my legs farther apart. It wasn't quite the same feeling as being pinned down and grinded on, but it had a similar sensation of me being physically controlled for sexy purposes. And because it was Xander, it just made me wetter.
It was like he was lapping at a constant trickle of my arousal. I felt myself leaking more with every swipe of his tongue, replenishing what he stole.
Xander was clearly loving it. Not on the pure, visceral level I was, but he definitely was. Probably similar to how I enjoyed blowjobs sometimes. Only more so. His tongue was an enthusiastic little thing, flicking tirelessly over my clit and caressing the length of my aroused, puffy lips.
"Fuck you taste good," Xander whispered.
I tossed my pillow aside, daring to look down my body at my brother. "Well don't stop."
"You're enjoying it then?"
"Yeah."
Xander brushed his thumb over my clit, grinning up at me with a gleaming, wet chin. He dipped his head back down, lowering his mouth back to work, and sucked gently on my clit.
"Unfff," I moaned.
I let out more soft little noises, each one getting a pleased reaction from Xander. He'd be smug about it. Being the one to melt his frigid little sis and all. I was ok with that. For the way he was making me feel, he could be as smug about it as he damn well pleased.
"Yes yes yesss," I hissed.
My hand found the back of Xander's head, stroking and encouraging him. I just wanted more. I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum on a boy's face. Another new one for me. But oh god I wanted it so badly.
He was going to do it. It was right there, bubbling to the surface. That feeling that I always had to find for myself, in some capacity. But Xander could do it for me. My beloved big brother. All it took was some sibling makeouts and his fantastic, adoring tongue all over my pussy.
And holy shit it was a good one. Like the best of my toy-assisted orgasms, but with an actual emotional element to it that made it deeper than anything I could do to myself. Someone I loved who loved me back, and who truly wanted to get me off.
Xander kept licking me while my toes curled and I held him down hard against me. He just kept tonguing me. My body tensed, my pussy spasmed, and little thrills ran up through me. If not for him holding my thighs back, I probably would have shut them on his head. I was lost for a long moment, and not fully in control of myself. He had control. My brother. Taking over me by virtue of licking me out so damn good.
I luxuriated in the orgasm. There was nothing else to be done. Just enjoy it and the aftermath, and the physical closeness of my brother. Who was still licking me, for some reason, even if it was only just occasional soft little swipes at this point.
"Holy fuck," I breathed.
Xander lifted his face again, somehow not looking quite as smug as I'd expected.
"You came?"
"What, you couldn't tell?"
"No, I was pretty sure. I just wasn't convinced I'd be able to do it for you."
"You seemed to have it pretty well under control."
He kissed the inside of my thigh. "Not faking it then, huh?"
"Nope. Thank god. Faking it gets exhausting, and it's like what's the point after a while?"
He kissed me again. He was gonna have to stop teasing me down there, or I'd shove him right back into my snatch and make him go again.
Maybe I should just do that regardless...
Xander laid another couple kisses on me, then flipped my shirt back down as though modesty was any kind of concern at this point. He crawled back up and went for a proper kiss, which I only just barely fended off.
"Hey, no! Your face is all full of pussy!"
"Mmhm. Yours."
"I don't want that."
"Why not?"
"That's weird."
"How is that the weird part?"
"It obviously is."
Xander chuckled softly. "Please can I have a kiss?"
He was looking at me with those eyes. Those damn eyes I couldn't refuse. Why did he have to look at me like that while I was riding high and feeling so damn vulnerable to anything he wanted?
"Fine. One."
He grinned and kissed me. Honestly, I didn't taste that bad. Arguably, it was even pretty good. I already knew that. I'd tasted myself before, just out of curiousity. It was even better coming from his lips than my finger or something. And maybe it was even kind of hot getting a kiss from my brother's lips after he'd eaten me out and made me cum. Maybe.
Xander pushed it and kept trying to kiss me more. I giggled and pushed his face away, even when he kept coming back. We got to wrestling again, but having both cummed already, it was a sillier, less overtly sexual kind of play-fighting. Much less grinding on one another this time around.
"I should probably clean up," Xander said.
"Mmhm. Probably."
"Unless you want me to do it again?"
"Don't tempt me."
"It's a serious offer."
"I know." I gave Xander a shove. "Go have a shower or something."
"Ok."
He grinned and sneaked another kiss before rolling out of bed and leaving me alone.
I lay right where I was for some time after. I still felt good. Floaty. Euphoric. Like nothing was quite real.
I didn't really know what to do with any of it. I could easily have said yes to Xander. Let him eat me out again. Maybe multiple times. All morning, if his jaw didn't give out.



But it was probably best not to get carried away just yet. Wasn't it? Or was that silly? Was that just me scaring myself and not really knowing what to do with sex that I was actually really into?
Lily might have some thoughts. And I had to get back out of bed sooner or later. I was getting hungry.
"You two seemed to be having a good time," Lily said airily.
"Spying were you?" I accused, entirely unconcerned.
"No spying required, thank you very much." Lily grinned nearly as smugly as Xander. "I don't think I've ever heard you enjoying yourself so much."
I looked away. "You heard that?"
"Some. Enough."
"Oh."
"But it was good, right? Not disappointing?"
"Definitely not disappointing."
"Good."
I smiled shyly. "Really good," I confirmed.
"What'd you do?"
"None of your business."
"Tell me anyway."
I shrugged and kept silent for all of eight seconds. "He licked me."
"Ooh, good brother."
"Mmhm."
"And you..."
"Oh I didn't do much, really. He came from, uh, rubbing on me. While we were making out and stuff."
Lily laughed in delight. "I'm happy for you, Kase. Really happy."
"Me too."
"So how come you're not in the shower with him?"
I thought about it. It was tempting. Xander would be all naked and wet, and probably hard again. Or he would be if I joined him, at least.
"Shouldn't push it right now."
"The hell you say."
"I'm serious."
"Maybe. But you're wrong. You're in love. You have the one you want. Enjoy it. Don't be so afraid."
"That's... that's not as easy as you make it sound."
Lily sighed and came over to give me a hug. "You love each other, Kase. It's gonna be fine."
"I know. But... I don't know what I'm doing. I've never really wanted someone before. I've been ok with doing stuff. But I've never wanted to do stuff. Not, like, actively. I haven't been desperate for it."
"You're desperate now?"
"Kinda. Maybe."
"So roll with it. Do what you want."
"What if it's too much all at once?"
"For him or you?"
"... both?"
"Well, if it's too much for you, then stop when you want to. If it's too much for him... oh who are we kidding? It won't be. He's so into you it's kinda painful."
"It's not quite that bad."
"Yeah it is." Lily smacked my butt and sent me yelping off toward the bathroom. "Go get him. I mean it!"
"I already did once. Stop trying to run my love life!"
"Then don't make me step in, how 'bout that? Get going!"
I sneaked into the bathroom, butt cheek still fresh off of Lily's sharp smack. As much as I wanted to be in charge of my own relationship, I was pretty sure I also wanted an excuse to let myself go and enjoy the present. If it took Lily bossing me around a little, then so be it.
"Kase?" Xander asked cautiously, apparently noting my entry.
"It's me," I confirmed.
"What ya doin'?"
"Having a shower."
I pulled off my shirt, leaving me all nakey and ready to hop in with him. My pussy was still a wet mess from earlier, and I felt it tingling back to life at the prospect of getting more time with my brother. Nevermind that we were both naked already and barely separated by a lonely shower curtain.
"I'm still in here."
I grinned with nervous excitement, trying not to tremble as I closed the gap and stepped in with Xander.
"Yeah. I know."
I didn't even get a chance to survey his wet, naked body. I was barely in with him before we were at each other, hugging tight, kissing, letting water run down around our joined bodies.
As I'd guessed, he was hard. Pulsing against me, in fact. Definitely happy to have me there, sharing the intimate space.
"For someone who never gets horny, you sure are horny today," Xander mumbled in between wet, sloppy kisses.
"You bring out the best in me."
"Apparently so."
"And... and fuck it. Xan, I love you. You've always been the one who could do this to me. Just... I didn't even know how badly you could make me need you. I didn't know."
"You make it really hard not to get a giant ego over this."
"I don't even care. Have the biggest ego you want. Just... keep doing this. Keep being you." I guided his hand to my pussy. "Keep making me feel things like no one else can. Keep reminding me why I'm yours."
"Are you mine?"
"Have been since forever." I looked at Xander very seriously. "I thought I could be in control. I can't. All of a sudden I have you, and you want me, and... it's like everything I learned doesn't matter. I couldn't even let you shower in peace. Though I partly blame Lily for that."
"I must remember to thank her."
"You really must."
We kissed again, firm and loving, and in that special way that made me all wobbly and melty and weak in my brother's arms. His finger started dancing on my pussy, adding special little tingles and thrills to my already overhyped body.
"We should take it slow," Xander said.
"Mmhm. Probably."
"I don't wanna fuck anything up with you."
"Me either."
"But I already licked your pussy. So obviously that's gotta be ok."
"I mean, if you really wanna do it again..."
Xander smiled wide as he sank to his knees. I leaned back against the wall and spread my legs for both balance and access. This was so new to me, but holy fuck could I get used to it.
****
Chapter Eleven: Kasey at Twenty-Seven Part Two
****
I couldn't get enough. Thankfully, Xander couldn't either.
His living situation was more complicated than mine, and my roommate already knew about and supported our relationship, so there were a lot of sleepovers at my place. A looottt.
It was easily the happiest and most carefree time of my entire adult career. It still scared me sometimes, but not for any rational reason. Nothing happened to make either of us think we were doing the wrong thing. Not by any means.
It might just have been a fear of change. An anxiety surrounding actually finally getting what I wanted. Maybe that was all it was.
It thrilled me to go out with Xander. To be in public with him on dates, or just running errands. Whatever it might be.
I loved holding his hand or sneaking little kisses. Anything that gave away that we were together. No one knew we were brother and sister. That was our secret. It was scary thinking that someone we knew would catch us sooner or later, but even that prospect just got me more worked up, and sometimes meant my panties were soaked by the time I got home.
I was a horny little thing like never before. Never ever. I wasn't sure whether Xander or I was more delighted about it.
"Can I ask you something?" Xander said one morning.
We were cuddled on the couch, having eaten breakfast and still mindlessly watching cartoons. It was all an excuse to be close anyway. Most things were.
I had Xander's cock out so I could play with it. Actually just play. I'd previously enjoyed jerking cocks off to make a boy feel good, but I was only just learning to selfishly appreciate them as toys. At least this specific one. I had so much fun making it hard in my hand, then holding or rubbing it and seeing what reactions I could get.
"Ask me anything. You know you can."
"Mmhm. Ok. Well, you remember when you used to dress like this back at home?"
I considered. I was only in panties and a tight little cami. There had indeed been that phase way back when.
"Sure."
"I just got thinking about it. I never asked at the time, but like, was that all an attempt to seduce me?"
I grinned and rubbed Xander's cock just a tad faster. "Maybe."
"It was, wasn't it?"
"Yeah. It was. Basically. I mean, I don't know about seduce. But get your attention, for sure."
"You know there were times I thought maybe you were actually just coming out of your shell."
"Not really. Except for you, if you'd wanted."
"That was mean. You know I couldn't do anything back then. Not with us both living at home."
"We coulda been sneaky."
"Really? You would have been ok with that? Sneaky makeouts, and that's it?"
"I'm sure it woulda been more than makeouts."
"Yeah, no, but I mean, there couldn't have really been any romance to it. Nothing more than whatever we could get away with unseen."
I sighed. "Yeah. That's true. I woulda been ok with it, I think. But it's better it didn't happen then. It sucks not having that time, kinda, but I think it woulda been worse that way."
"Mmhm." Xander had an arm around me and was casually feeling my tit through my thin top. "I think we're both wiser now. Not wise enough to not get with our sib, but something, at least."
"Wisdom's got nothing to do with who you want to be with. Just got to do with how you're with them, and what you'll accept in the relationship."
"That's... pretty deep."
"Thanks."
"I'ma have to process that some."
"You do that."
Somehow, thinking back to my phase of trying to dress slutty for my brother got me even more worked up. Or maybe that shouldn't have been a surprise. Juxtaposed with our relationship these days, it was kind of fun to think about what could have been going through his head back then, or how close I might have gotten him to doing something stupid.
"How much did I make you think about me?" I asked.
"Kind of a lot. It was confusing at the time. I was trying to, like, not be bad. You definitely got me hard a few times."
"Yeah?"
"Maybe more than a few."
"Oh good."
"I don't know. You kinda threw me right off though. Like, it actually weirded me out too much to really watch any incest stuff for a while."
"Oh. Whoops. Didn't mean for that."
"Nah, it's fine. I think... I think I was just too young to really understand everything about myself. I mean, we all are at that age, probably. They say you're an adult, but like, there's so much stuff you're still figuring out."
"I know, right?"
"And I was in no position at that time to ever accept that I could fall for my sister."
"You were frustrating that way, alright."
Xander's hand dropped from my chest down to my lap. He rubbed me over top of my panties.
"In hindsight, I think I could have fallen for you long ago, if I'd been willing to really think about it."
"Only when you're horny, I bet."
"Hm, maybe. That is a factor at times." Xander kissed me. "I don't know what might have happened. I'm just really enjoying what we have now."
I sucked in a breath as he pressed harder against my pussy through my undies. I was getting all worked up. More so than before, even.
Without stopping to think about it, I slipped out of Xander's grasp and knelt in front of him. He was in his boxers and shirt, cock sticking out through his underwear. I tugged at his boxers until he helped me get them off, and in the process guided him to sit his butt closer to the edge, and closer to me.
"What we have is pretty good," I said quietly, just before attacking Xander's cock.
I'd had some time to get used to having my brother whenever I wanted, basically, but not nearly enough to really adjust to it. It had been, what, two weeks maybe since that first sleepover? Three? Something like that. I had a hard time keeping it straight. If not for my work schedule, I might have lost track of time entirely.
Xander's cock twitched in my mouth as I wrapped my lips around him. My clit gave a little twinge in return.
It was a hard call whether I liked sucking him off better than having him lick me out. They were both good in their own way. I didn't really cum just from sucking him, which was probably the deciding factor there.
But I still fucking loved it.
My traditional favourite sexual activity, sucking and jerking, was improved tremendously with Xander. Before, it was something I was good at, something that kept the focus off of me. Now it was so much better, something I could truly get off on, and I was happy I had so much practice.
Even while learning to be more sexually selfish, I still craved the feeling of making Xander feel good too. It wasn't hard to do. But there was an even more special feeling when I took control of him and made him cum. When I knew that my skill and his love and attraction for me all came together to make him explode.
I gazed up at Xander while I worked his shaft. I grazed the base of his cock with my fingers, but mostly used my mouth to its full capability.
He felt so amazing in me. His little twitches, the steady but subtle flavours of his precum leaking into me, the constant warmth and hardness.
And the way he looked at me. I spent far too much time trying to meet his gaze, because that more than anything was what soaked me. My big brother's eyes looking at me, all full of love and lust and need.
I rubbed myself slowly at first but ever increasing to full masturbation while getting off on getting him off.
Lily wandered in mid-blowjob, bowl of cereal in her hand. It didn't stop me. Her presence still weirded Xander out somewhat. He wasn't used to having her around the way I was. It didn't faze me even slightly to have her there, but I felt the tension in Xander's legs, and a sudden reticence from his brotherly cock filling my mouth.
"Another fun morning, huh?" Lily said without any judgement. She plunked herself down in the recliner, not joining us on the couch. All the better for Xander's comfort level.
"You know you make Xan shy when you just walk in like that," I said, pulling my face off his lap and taking the chance to stroke him and spread spit and precum around with my hand.
"Need I remind you that if you want privacy-"
"Bedroom. Yeah yeah, I know."
"'K. Just so we're clear and all."
"Mmhm."
Xander was doing his best not to look at Lily, and unfortunately that led to less delicious eye contact as I went back to sucking him.
Halfway through her cereal, Lily put on a porn vid instead of the cartoons no one was watching. I wasn't sure if that helped Xander be more comfortable or not. It was the same brother and sister thing we'd watched a few nights ago, one of the rare evenings where Xander wasn't over.
Lily stuck a hand down her panties, rest of her cereal forgotten. She kept her eyes mostly on the screen, but I had the sense that it was a cover for actually watching us.
Again, an audience didn't bother me nearly as much as Xander. I was used to it. To Lily specifically. And if she wanted to get off to a sisterly blowjob playing out right in front of her, I didn't really mind.
Xander's embarrassment didn't stop him from cumming. I was too practiced, too good at what I did. And he loved his li'l sis sucking him off way too much.
I got his full load of cum in my mouth. I was really getting to love that part. Feeling Xander explode in me. Getting the taste of him all over my mouth. It made me so turned on. So horny. It was like sucking him off ramped up to something far beyond, if only for a moment.
About half Xander's cum went straight down my throat as I swallowed the initial shots. I held the rest on my tongue, savouring the moment, the taste, the knowledge that my brother was experiencing pure bliss for a few precious seconds, and all thanks to me.
Doing stuff with Xander had done so much to help me understand sexuality the way I assumed most other people probably just got. It all made sense with him. So much sense.
Which wasn't to say I was above still being the little sister sometimes rather than a sexual partner. Or maybe a combination of the two.
I climbed back atop Xander, deliberately pressing against his cock even as it softened. I went for a kiss and almost made it before he realized.
"Is there still cum in your mouth?"
I shook my head.
"There is, isn't there?"
I shook my head more vigourously.
"Kaaassse? Swallow, please."
I shrugged and swallowed, then opened my mouth wide to show off it being empty.
"That's better."
Xander then allowed a nice, deep kiss, though he broke it off before I really wanted to.
"You still taste like cum."
"Only makes sense. You did just cum all over my mouth."
"You know I'm not really into that."
"You're always kissing me tasting like pussy, aren't you?"
"That's different."
"So isn't."
"So is."
We just stared at each other, then turned as one to Lily.
"Ruling?" I asked.
Lily was still playing with herself, and wasn't even pretending to be watching porn instead of us. "I dunno. Get another mouthful and swap it a little, I'll see what I think."
Xander made a face and rolled his eyes. I cracked up.
"Not all that helpful," I giggled.
"And kinda pervy," Xander added.
"Need I remind you both that-"
"Yeah yeah. I know. We could have privacy if we wanted." Xander ran his hands up from my hips along my back, then back down to my butt. "I'm a little afraid if we stayed in Kase's room anytime we were horny... we'd never really do much else."
I enjoyed Xander's hands on me, feeling me up in my skimpy outfit. I was all worked up from that and from blowing him, and from Lily watching, and from being properly in love and it still being so fresh, and... and... just everything really.
Xander's fingers finally slipped into the front of my panties before I felt the need to guide them there myself. I sighed happily and curled up with my big brother while he rubbed my horny little pussy for me.
I felt so secure, loved, and taken care of.
****
"You two have really been going at it."
I shrugged, flicking my eyes over at Lily for a second.
"It feels good."
"Yeah I bet. I've seen it. It looks amazing."
I grinned. "It really, really is. Who would have thought that teenage me had it all figured out and I just needed to listen?"
"I mean, it always seemed like you did listen, there just wasn't anything you could do."
"Hm, yeah, maybe."
"Xan didn't want it back then."
"True. And I still try and tell myself that I wasn't ready yet anyway. I needed some more life experience. But I dunno. I probably could have been more forceful in seducing him or something. Coulda just gone for it."
"Kase, honey, you wouldn't have known how to seduce anyone back then."
"I... ok, yeah, that's a good point. But still, though."
Lily shifted a bit and slipped a pair of fingers inside herself. In Xander's absence, we were having one of our movie nights. In theory I shouldn't have needed them, but in practice I was horny like never before these days, and having an excuse to play with myself on a non-date night was kinda nice. Plus getting some quality time in with Lily, since I knew I'd been ignoring her somewhat lately. It was hard to think of anyone other than Xander some days.
"I know it feels like wasted time," Lily said while fingering herself. "I feel that sometimes about relationships. Failures or modest successes both. But, like, everything you go through kinda helps. Makes you more ready to handle the real thing."
"You think?"
"I hope."
"Ha, yeah."
I rubbed my pussy a little faster as I got thinking about Xander some more. I mostly ignored the porn we were watching.
Honestly, our incest porn viewings had always been something of a substitute for me. A way of fantasizing about Xander, or someone as close to him as I could get, which unfortunately often just meant witnessing someone pretending to be a brother while fucking their equally pretend sister.
Dirty stories had come closer for me, in that they allowed me more creative freedom in how I imagined the characters, and if I was selective I could get far more romance and connection than I ever could in videos.
Either way, they were only pale imitations of the real thing. I had actual, for real experiences now. Experiences that even in my memory hit me far harder than any porn could ever manage.
I still liked masturbating with Lily. Watching our incest vids. Maybe that was weird. I sometimes worried that maybe it was. I didn't worry too hard, though. It was just something we did, and something that was kind of nice for reasons I couldn't fully explain. Possibly even just for the sense of belonging and having someone to share these things with.



"Hey, Lily?"
"Yeah?"
"So I think Xan's really starting to want sex, and-"
"You haven't done that yet?"
"Don't make it sound so weird, please."
"Sorry. I mean, it's you. Maybe I shoulda guessed."
"Still making me sound weird."
"No I just mean, like, I know how you feel about that stuff. I just thought it was different with Xan."
"It is. That's what I was trying to get at." I grinned softly to myself and rubbed small circles on my clit. "I'm excited."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like... like I'm not worried or stressed about it. I mean, maybe a little. But not nearly like I usually would be. I think I really want it."
"Well good. So do it then."
"Just like that?"
"Why not?"
"I don't know. I think it's a situation where because I'm not dreading it, I kinda don't really know how to feel. And, like, being excited is kinda giving me some anxiety because of-"
"So essentially you've got a good thing, and you're so not used to that that you're self-sabotaging."
"... maybe."
"Yeah. Don't do that. Fuck your brother, ok? Just do it. Enjoy it."
"Maybe I will."
"Good."
"Ok."
Nervous tingles ran through me, mixing with some pleasant, sexual feelings that I could help along by playing with myself.
Lily and I rubbed our pussies together side by side in near silence for a little while. I wasn't really anywhere close to getting off, but I liked the high I was riding of keeping myself aroused and thinking about Xander. Lily came, though, and just kept a hand between her legs afterward. Both of us touching, but not really searching for orgasm.
"Lil?"
"Hm?"
"I'm gonna fuck my brother."
Lily grinned and started rubbing herself again, only slowly. "Nice."
"I think so."
"Can I watch?"
"No, you fucking perv."
"Hehe, worth a try."
"No it wasn't. Stick with getting off to incest porn like a normal person, would you?"
"I've had to say this a lot already, but you and Xan seriously won't stay in your room to do stuff. Much of the perving is not my fault. I refuse to accept it."
"True. Sex will be."
"At least at first."
"Always!"
"Yeah. You say that now."
I squirmed. "Ok. Maybe I'm kinda bad for that."
"I don't mind."
"Uh huh. I'm just saying, like... ok, so yeah, we kinda get carried away out here sometimes. I used to with Brendan too. And, like, I don't know. It's probably weird, right? Like I'm so sex-averse most of the time... why do I do that?"
"I wouldn't say you're sex-averse."
"I've been averse to sex for most of my life."
"Well yeah, when you put it that way." Lily shrugged, still lightly fingering herself. "I think more than most you just really needed the right person. Or, like, the right kind of connection. Like if you were demisexual or something, y'know?"
"I don't. What's that?"
"Oh. Like when you aren't interested in sex unless there's a strong emotional connection."
"Well duh. That's how it works."
"No, Kase. That's how it works for you. Not for everyone."
I frowned. "But... oh. But... no wait. Um... what?"
"Surely you've realized that before."
"I mean kinda. Sorta. Not in quite such a specific way."
Lily patted my shoulder. "Sorry. Did I blow your mind just now?"
"Kinda. I gotta look into this." I curled up a little tighter into myself, knees up toward my chest, masturbation entirely forgotten even though my pussy was still out and pretty wet. "Does that mean that, like, the whole incest thing isn't actually what I'm after?"
"I don't think it ever was. Not really."
"We've spent so much time getting off to it together."
"Yeah. But, like, you wanted Xander, right? And he happened to be your brother. I think there's a good chance your kink came from him, and not the other way around."
"Oh. Yeah. Probably."
"I, on the other hand, just think it's hot."
I snorted, then giggled, relieving some of my tension. "You perv."
"That's me."
I cautiously looked over at Lily and her concerned but grinning expression.
"You know," I said slowly. "Maybe that's what it is too. Maybe you and me have that connection."
"Hm?"
"Like... that connection I need. Maybe that's why I don't mind doing stuff around you. Or masturbating together. Or whatever."
"... Kase you better not be saying-"
"Whoa whoa, no. Not like... not like I want something. I mean, maybe if I was into girls or something... but no, not like that."
"Good. 'Cause I'm over you in, like, that kind of way. I don't need that complication. Nor do you."
"No. Definitely not. Just, I don't know. You're my best friend. I like being able to do stuff with you. I don't want to, like, be with you. But being open and whatever. It's been pretty great for me."
"Yeah. Me too. Although I think maybe that's enough together time for today."
"Probably the right call."
"Would you mind terribly if I, uh, borrowed your magic wand? Just for efficiency's sake."
I laughed. "It's almost more yours than mine at this point anyway."
"No no, still yours."
"I'm seriously gonna get you your own one of these days. Maybe a big birthday. When are you thirty again?"
"I'm the same age as you, you dick. You know it's not for a couple years yet."
"You've got a year on me. One year closer to thirty."
"Ugh. You're the worst."
"Don't be mean. I'll take back my toy."
"Good luck with that. It's still in my room from last time."
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah. Definitely need to get you your own."
****
"You seem nervous."
"No," I lied.
"Kase, I felt your hand tense up. You're nervous about something."
"No using hand holding to lie detect me. That's cheating."
"I can't help it. You always wanna hold hands."
"Yeah. It's the best. Fight me."
Xander squeezed my hand tighter for a second, reassuring me. "I don't disagree. I'm just saying I can tell something's up."
I shrugged, just buying time. "Maybe something is."
"And you don't wanna tell me?"
"It's a complicated one."
"Is it?"
"Well... no. I don't know, Xan. Like, it's been a nice evening."
"I thought so too."
"Dinner, drinks, a goddamn walk on the beach of all things."
"You don't like that?"
"I love it. I love you."
"... I'm not following what the problem is, then."
"I know." I stopped and waited while Xander took an extra half-step, then turned to me. "You're gonna have to take me home."
"But... Kase, I'm worried. Would you just tell me what's wrong?"
"There's nothing wrong. It's not like that." I reached over and brushed Xander's cheek, looking deep into his eyes. "I want to be alone with you."
"Oh. Well that's ok then."
"Yeah I thought you might be ok with that."
"Am I so predictable?"
"First of all, yes. Second of all, I felt how hard you were when we stopped to make out a ways back, and you know it."
"Ha, you got me. We still gotta walk all the way back to the car."
"I know."
"We could just be bad. This section of beach is deserted."
"Well sure. The sun's basically down."
"We could do stuff here."
"Xan..."
"That'd be kind of fun, wouldn't it?"
"I don't know. It doesn't matter though. This isn't that kind of night."
"What kind of night is it?"
"... a night where you take me to bed?"
Xander took a moment processing. It was partly my fault for being so vague. I couldn't help it though. It was hard to come right out and tell him I wanted sex. It wasn't something I was at all used to, and it just felt like such a strange thing to say.
"Like... 'to bed'?"
"Yes."
"Oh wow. Really?"
I shifted my weight. "Don't make it weird, please."
"No, it's not. Just... I dunno, Kase. I didn't know you wanted that."
"Turns out I really do. But only with you."
"Like as in you want me and are ok with sex? Or you actually-"
"I want you to fuck me, Xan. I can't be any clearer than that. And you know this isn't making me any less nervous."
Xander grinned just the widest, beamingest smile. He enfolded me in his arms and gave me an extremely melty kind of kiss, the way only he could.
My panties were soaked anyway. I must have seemed distant or distracted all evening, but it was only because I was psyching myself up. Thinking about what was coming. Wanting it so badly, but not being confident or comfortable in going for it.
But I was so damn excited thinking about it. All fluttery and turned on from being with Xander, and having my thoughts about him. I wasn't sure when the right time would be, but almost right away this evening had seemed perfect. It was just that kind of night. Everything lined up. Nevermind how damn romantic the sunset walk on the beach was. Cliche as all hell, sure, but anything romantic with my brother-especially in public where I knew people could see us together-was that much more intense than it would have been with anyone else.
I loved him. I loved him so hard. Feeling loved back, feeling like I was his and he was mine, and that we could have a real relationship together, it made me so weak and warm and happy, and even downright sexual.
"I wasn't sure it was ever gonna be something you really wanted," Xander whispered.
"Tell that to my panties," I teased, emboldened by his embrace, even in a public area.
Xander felt even more confident, and stuck his hand right under my dress. I squealed and smacked his shoulder, but let him get his feel in. I only gushed more while my brother rubbed my wet panties in the middle of the beach.
"It's a disaster zone down there."
"I know!"
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"I am!"
"Wow."
"What, did you think I'd never want to?"
"I mean, it was a possibility."
"Really? No way. You wouldn't have been ok with that."
"With you... yeah. I would have."
I blushed. "Nuh uh."
"You're more important than sex, Kase. Way more. Not even a contest. You know how happy I've been with you?"
"Tell me."
"... well I don't really have the words. But I'm just saying everything feels right in a way it never did with anyone else. Sex just isn't as important as you being happy."
"Xan, I still woulda done it with you. And it wouldn't have been a whole big thing."
"I-"
"But that doesn't even matter. I want it. For real."
"Unf. You don't even know how hot it is hearing that from you."
"You forget already that I can feel you poking me?"
"I get hard lots, Kase. This is bigger than that."
"A bigger-"
"Not physically. Shush." Xander kissed me again, but probably only to stop me teasing. "Kase, I'm taking you to bed, ok?"
I trembled and clutched at Xander for support. "Yes please," I said in a small voice.
"I don't wanna let go, but we do have to walk back to the car and everything."
"We better get moving then."
"Yeah. We better."
It still took us several minutes before we went anywhere. Xander didn't want to let go of me, and I didn't want him to release me. For a few moments, I was sure it was going to end up being wild, passionate, ill-considered sex right there in the sand. As deliriously excited as I was, I probably would have gone for it, despite knowing that wasn't what I wanted and almost certainly would be a bad idea.
We made it back to Xander's car, brushed our feet off, and slipped back into our shoes. I kicked mine back off again once we were sat down and fussed with getting all the little granules off. Xander just grinned and drove us home.
I could tell he was spending a dangerous amount of his attention on me when it was meant to be on the road. I couldn't even pretend to be annoyed about it. I loved it. I basked in it. I flirted right back with him the whole way, at times obviously, and at others making it seem unintentional.
Sitting so that plenty of my boobies showed down the front of my dress could be an accident, though it was very much on purpose. Fluttering my eyes at my big bro could hardly be anything other than deliberate.
I pretty much gave up on the game when I hiked my dress up and started playing with myself right there in the car.
"You're gonna make me crash," Xander said.
"So don't look."
"You're playing with your pussy right next to me."
"Only over my panties."
"Still, though."
I made full eye contact with Xander, as full as I could with him only flicking his gaze over to me intermittently, and slid my panties fully down my legs, dropping the soaked material straight into his lap. I then stretched out and rubbed my pussy with increased vigour.
"Fuck's sake, Kase."
"You love it."
"Not the point."
"Your cock's twitching over there."
"I said not the point!"
Xander was on me as soon as we got out of the car. I didn't even have a proper chance to slip my dress back into position, and it remained dangerously high on my hips, just barely covering my butt.
He kissed me aggressively, pressing me back against the car. His fingers almost immediately sneaked under my dress, and I whimpered into his mouth as he felt up my sopping little pussy.
"You're so hard," I moaned.
"You're so wet."
"I know."
"I want you so bad."
"So stop fucking around and get me to bed already."
"You were the one teasing me in the car."
"I was horny. Deal with it."
"Oh I intend to."
An electric thrill ran through me at the intensity of my brother's naughty promise. My clit throbbed, getting almost painful as Xander brushed it roughly with his thumb.
He growled and whirled away, having to forcibly separate himself from me. His hand clasped mine, tight and possessive. I was dragged along behind him giggling and trying to sort my dress out so I wasn't flashing the whole neighbourhood.
My dress lasted all of five seconds once we were in the apartment, making my efforts somewhat wasted. Xander had it up and over in quite an impressive time, really. Already in bare feet, all I had to do was shuck my bra, which seemed somehow more dignified than wearing it with no panties.
Xander was still basically fully dressed, which definitely needed to change. He didn't really give me time, though. He was already nuzzling at my boobs, giving them little kisses, and groping at my butt.
I was naked, wet, and so very willing. I kissed, nuzzled, and fondled back, while primarily giving him access to anything he wished. I fumbled at his clothes as best I could, but only really managed to open his shirt and loosen his belt. I didn't really get anything off of him. I didn't have the time or coordination for it.
"Lemme get you nakkkeeed," I whined.
"Soon."
"Now."
"Let's get to your room first, hm?"
"Not fair. I'm already naked."
"Shoulda worn more clothes I guess."
"You like when I don't wear much though."
"Mmm. That's true. You got me trained way back when. When you started wandering around the house not hardly wearing anything."
"And here I thought you didn't appreciate that."
"Oh I appreciated it. You know I did."
"Do I?"
"Yeah. Just the way you wanted."
"Not exactly. I wanted you to be more obvious about enjoying it and wanting to do stuff to me."
"Hnngg. Why do you say things like that?"
"'Cause I like it."
I hopped into Xander's arms, wrapping my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. He took my weight and carried me off to the promise of the bedroom. He stumbled a bit and bumped me against a wall or two, but those were just extra opportunities to make out and grind on each other in a very unsiblinglike display of love and wanton lust.
Lily caught us. Of course she did. We were making way too much noise, and exactly zero efforts to be subtle. Luckily I noticed her while Xander was nibbling on my ear, and he didn't have a clue. I quickly put a finger to my lips.
Lily nodded and stayed quiet, but ran her eyes up and down the two of us. She had to see that I had nothing on at all, and that Xander was really quite rumpled. Not to mention the ferocity with which he was kissing, sucking, and touching me.
Her eyebrows went up and she made direct eye contact with me. She made a circle with the fingers of one hand and poked it with a single finger from her other hand. The question being somewhat crude, but very clear.
I grinned shyly and nodded. Lily grinned right back, so much broader than my smile. She flashed me a thumbs up, took a last look at the two of us, then disappeared like a ninja.
"Bed," I urged.
"Yes ma'am."
"Don't ma'am me!"
"Or what?"
"Or... or..."
Neither of us ever found out what the consequences may have been. We reached my room, and Xander tossed me to the bed.
And it was an actual toss. I landed with a soft bounce in a tangle of covers, naked, horny, wild, and all sprawled out. I stayed put for a second as my eyes flicked back to Xander, unsure if I should chastise him for throwing me, or if I just wanted him to toss me around some more. It felt somewhat unromantic, but so very exhilarating and sexy.
It was kind of an incredible feeling, actually. Undignified, but so very affirming and hot, my pussy begging for his touch harder then ever before. My big brother tossing me into bed like a plaything, knowing how badly I wanted him and knowing he could have basically anything he wanted of me.
But he didn't follow me fast enough. I gave him a few seconds to admire my wanton, immodest state, then I leapt back out at him. I fell to my knees and attacked his pants while he was still slipping out of his shirt.
"You're s'posed to wait for me," he said.
"Why the hell would I do that?"
"Some sense of propriety?"
I snorted. "Who the hell you think you're kidding?"
"Clearly not you."
I got Xander's bottoms down and tried to go for his cock, but he was stepping out of his pants at the same time and it didn't line up very well. I got a few sucks in anyway before he picked me up and shoved me back into bed, bouncing me again.
This time he was right behind me, landing on me even before the bed had settled. I squealed happily and accepted a quick barrage of kisses, though my attention was down much lower where he was poking me.
Naked, skin to skin. Xander was hard and dripping. I was wet and puffy. We were both so ready for this. I was getting used to being properly horny around my brother. Like insanely so. But this was something else entirely. Something I didn't really know how to handle.
Every little grinding thrust sent shivers through me. Xander was leaving trails of precum on my thigh, and more and more was bumping straight against my pussy. The absolute most delicious tingles and flames danced through me as I felt certain every move would be the one.
I was a desperate little thing. Clutching and panting for my brother to fill up my pretty pleading pussy. I'd never wanted a single damn thing in my life more than I wanted it just then. It was a trippy feeling for me, but one that made perfect sense in the moment. Xander was just who I wanted, and I'd been fooling myself all those years thinking that maybe someone else could substitute for him.
I launched a cry of protest as Xander slipped away, kissing his way down my body.
"Where the hell you going?"
"Gonna eat your pussy."
"Nuh uh!"
"Um... yeah."
"You're s'posed to fuck me! Goddammit, fuck me, Xan. That's the whole point."
"It's called foreplay. Jeez."
"Yeah. The whole fucking night's been foreplay. Have you somehow not clued in how wet I am? I'd drown you if you tried eating me right now."
"Unf. Well you know that makes me need to try."
Despite my protests, my eyes rolled back in pure, helpless pleasure as Xander latched his mouth onto my pussy, sucking and licking on it like the horny big brother he was. Admittedly, if not for my overwhelming need to get his cock in me, it was the kind of night where I could have wantonly let him lick me out for hours, cumming over and over until I was worn right out.
As it was, I just couldn't properly muster the proper tone to stop him. I needed something entirely different from Xander, but his mouth was so good. I was so damn wet, and he lapped up my juices with a lust and dedication that surpassed his usual attentions.



"You taste so good tonight."
I wiggled, then pressed his face back into me. "You always say that."
"Cuz iss twu."
Xander pushed my legs farther apart. I let him spread me. Let him have as much of me as he wanted. I was so damn into it. Nothing else in the world could have distracted me from wanting brotherly sex, but brotherly pussy eating was a closer second than I'd realized, and I was going to get both anyway. I could be patient. Sort of. At least for another minute or two.
"Lick my clit."
"You haven't drowned me yet."
"Greedy brother! Lick my clit!"
"But-"
I wrapped my legs around his head, muffling him between my thighs. So what if he wanted to drink my arousal all night? I wanted a cum, and I wanted him in me.
"You're being obstinate. You could be fucking me already, you know."
Xander's reply was inaudible. At least I seemed to have made my point, and his tongue-work focused much more heavily on my clit.
He knew what I liked and he was pretty good at giving it to me. Once he put his mind to it, he had my eyes rolling back, my toes curling, my fingers tangled in his hair, and my voice only a soft whimper.
My oral orgasm took the edge off. It drained some of my nerves and anxiousness and let it all out alongside tingly waves of pleasure running through me, bolting to or from my clit, the epicentre of it all. Xander still flicked his tongue over me until I finally had to nudge him away.
Maybe he knew what he was doing. Maybe he wanted me calmer and more ready for our first time together.
Judging by his messy grin, though, I suspected that he just really wanted to eat me. And if it meant getting to tease me some in the process, so much the better.
"You're just lucky I really like that," I murmured.
"Some girls would be thrilled to get licked out before sex."
"Uh huh. You know I'll just expect it every time now."
"Don't threaten me with a good time!"
I snorted. "You're such a dork."
"Rude!"
I ran my fingers softly up Xander's cheek. "Xan, would you please fuck your sister already?"
"Unf. No fair saying it like that."
"You're starting to make me feel like you're stalling."
Xander hesitated, and I felt a tight clench of panic inside as I feared maybe he actually was stalling.
"Maybe a little," he admitted. "It's... I don't know. It's a lot of pressure."
"No it's not."
"It is. I love you so damn much. And I know sex has never really been your favourite."
"That was 'cause it wasn't you."
"Mmhm. And if that's really true, then it's still a lot of pressure, but in a different way. What if I can't live up to being your one true love?"
I punched his shoulder lightly. "Idiot!"
"Hey!"
"Worst case is the sex is mediocre and you have to eat me out some more to make up for it."
"I wouldn't feel great about that."
"Jesus, Xan. If we have bad sex, even if we never have sex, it's not gonna change how I feel. You're who I want to be with. Always have been. That's why I want you right now. You're the only one who makes sex really make sense to me. I get it. And... and I really want to try it. It's not about pressuring you. You don't even have to be good. I don't care. I just want you."
Xander's eyes glistened slightly, and he rubbed at one of them with the back of his hand. He looked halfway to crying as he crawled back up to me. That or laughing. Maybe some manic combination of the two.
"You're the idiot," he whispered. "You make it sound so simple. And so good. I'm in love with my baby sister. What's simple about that?"
"Nothing. Everything. I don't know."
I kissed him. It was tender, not full of the lust I would have expected even a moment or two ago. It was something different. Something loving. Something we needed now.
"You're so much better at this stuff than me," he said between kisses. "Emotions and shit."
"I'm really not. It's taken me a long-ass time to figure stuff out. I was in love with you way before I should have been. It's made things hard."
Xander shook his head. "I've loved you just as long. You recognized it in yourself, is all. I tried to find what I needed with other girls. It was never gonna be as good as with you. I wish I'd realized."
"We both needed to learn stuff. It's just what is." I grinned shyly. "You really think you loved me that long ago?"
"Looking back... I can't see how I didn't. I didn't know what it was then. You were my sister. It... it made it hard to see some stuff."
"Even when I had that whole incest fetish thing going?"
"Especially then. I think it just made me shy away from ever really thinking about you. It woulda just seemed all porny and stuff."
"Oof. Cock blocked myself."
Xander laughed softly. "Not exactly. I was slow. Apparently I just am about these things. Things that I think are gonna be really good... they turn out not to be." He met my eyes. "I don't want to do that with you. I don't want to do it wrong."
"I told you. You can't. I just want you. I don't care about the details."
"Even if I said I wasn't ready right now?"
I nodded. "Even then. You'd be wasting a good pussy-flood though."
Xander smiled in a small but genuine way. "Well shit. Can't have that."
"Really though."
His cock had been pressed against me the whole time, unmoving but so hard and warm, dripping and throbbing sporadically. A few times while we talked I felt him twitch. I took it as desire for me. All of it, really. It helped keep me revved up and ready for him.
Not that it compared at all to the way he looked at me when he was finally ready. It hadn't even occurred to me that he'd hesitate like that. That wasn't how I thought of boys reacting to the prospect of sex. It was kind of sweet, though, and I loved him for it.
But that expression on his face when he'd made up his mind that he was definitely going to fuck me, complete with all due love and tenderness he felt for me, that was the kind of thing that drove me wilder than his physical arousal for me ever could.
I gasped aloud as he moved. He was already so close to my pussy, and a gentle movement of his hips ran his shaft over me, so damn near to doing what I needed him to do.
He was more careful the second time, lining up better. He parted my lips and stretched my horny little pussy out, penetrating me, bringing us physically together like never before.
"You're in me," I whispered.
"Mmhm."
"You're in me!"
"I know."
"Mmm, fuck, Xan." I dug my fingers into him, just a little, just to feel him and know that he wasn't going anywhere. "Can you go deeper?"
"Of course." He kissed me even as he sank further into my hot little pussy. "I'm going to give you everything."
"You better."
"I will." He stroked my hair, pushing it back from my face. "I want you to have everything. Not just this. Not just sex. I don't know. I love you, Kase. Fuck I love you so much. Why do you do this to me?"
"If I could answer that, my life would have been a lot less confusing."
"Ha, yeah."
I widened my legs as Xander got deeper, nearer to bottoming out. I wanted to have him just as completely as possible. To have us joined fully in our sibling love. I wanted everything.
A bubble of emotions welled within me. It was really happening. Sex. Sex that I wanted. That I needed in a way I couldn't properly articulate. Sex with my beloved brother. It felt right already. We'd barely even started, in a sense, and still I felt a perfect clarity that this was, in fact, how it was meant to be. Xander was who I needed to be with.
"You fill me so good," I whispered.
"You like it?"
"Mmhm."
"So you don't want me to stop?"
"Don't you dare!"
"Don't worry. I don't dare."
Xander started moving in me. Mostly in and out. A little bit of wiggling too, like he wanted to make sure he was getting just as deep in me as possible.
My pussy was all filled up with him. Getting fucked by him. By my brother. By Xander.
My Xan.
It was so good. Exquisite. Just the best thing a girl could ever dream of.
Xander was in me, on top of me, kissing me, whispering to me. Our bodies lay together, me pinned beneath him, feeling everything. I was his. He was mine.
He thrust harder in me, gaining confidence, letting lust take more control. My pussy accepted him so nicely. Molded itself to him. Clenched around him. We squelched together rather lewdly, the sounds of sex very prominent despite him still being relatively slow and gentle.
And all the while I felt something growing in me. That complicated ball of emotion. All the things I felt. All good, but not at all simple.
There was no time to process everything. Not while Xander kept fucking me, getting into a good rhythm, losing any last restraint and just doing what he wanted. What we both desired beyond anything else for this special night.
I got overwhelmed. There was too much for me to handle. All in the best possible way, but still.
I clung harder to my brother, feeling him so deep inside me. I buried my face in him, inhaling him, muffling myself against his hot skin. I hid away, trying to take comfort and repress something, anything, just enough so that I could focus. I couldn't do it. There was so much. Way too much.
Xander was grunting, his rhythm losing cohesion. The sounds were so beautiful and sexy to me. He was going to cum. Oh god he was going to cum. All inside me. My amazing brother. My love.
I was crying. I didn't know when that had started. My cheeks were wet. Xander's shoulder took on a salty taste. I was absolutely losing it.
And he was cumming in me. I could feel it. The spasms, the gasps and pants, the small shudders, and the hot splash of cum inside me, snugly in my pussy.
I was a mess in so many ways. But I just felt wonderful. Too good to hold it in.
"Aw, Kase, what's wrong?"
"Nothing," I croaked. "Not a damn thing in the whole world."
"You're crying."
"I know."
"What'd I do?"
I held his cheek so tenderly, gazing at him as best I could through misty eyes. "You were perfect," I whispered.
"... is this one of those things I don't get?"
"Oh, Xan."
"What?"
"Nothing." I smiled through my happy tears. "Just kiss me, would you?"
His lips locked with mine for a long, loving kiss. He nuzzled at my cheeks, wiping my tears away with his face. He kissed me in some of the wettest places.
He still didn't get it. I could tell. But he kind of did, and that was enough. I just needed to be held, to be cared for, to be loved the way only my brother could ever do for me.
Xander was still inside me. He was softer, and it was all messy with cum, but he was there. Our bodies were sweaty together in a way that might have been gross under other circumstances. Right now, I wanted everything. Every part of him. As much care and adoration and comfort as could physically be provided.
"I love you so goddamn much," I breathed.
"So... good tears then?"
"Yeah, Xan. Good tears."
"Oh. Ok. Good."
We lay on our sides together, his arms wrapped around me. He held and caressed me a while longer. I couldn't get enough. I was definitely being kind of needy, but it wasn't unjustified. It was our first time together, and it was pretty huge for me. Important in ways sex had never, ever come close to before. I craved that sweet aftercare, and boy did Xander deliver on it.
"So we're gonna do this more, right?" Xander asked.
"Of course."
"Nice."
I chuckled softly. "Not right now, though."
"No. I sensed that."
"Other times. Lots of other times."
"Lots?"
"Hope so, yeah."
"So you really liked it then?"
"How many times are you gonna make me say yes?"
Xander grinned. "I just really like being the guy who finally did it for you. The special one."
"Idiot. You always were."
"Now there's proof."
"Is there?"
"Yeah. I've never been so good that a girl cried from pure joy before. That's gotta be proof, right?"
"Ok, whoa, first of all it's a lot more complicated than that. It's all, like, emotions and shit."
"Sure."
"Second... oh whatever. Just cuddle me some more."
"I'm cuddling as hard as I possibly can."
"And you're doing a great job. Now shush and enjoy the moment."
"I'm enjoying the hell out of it already."
"Bet you are."
"Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"I love you so goddamn much too."
Another shiver and a little tug on my heart, as if I needed more of that. I still grinned widely and nuzzled my big brother, as happy as could be. "Yeah you do."
****
"So you did it?"
I hid my face behind my mug of coffee. It wasn't nearly enough to keep Lily from seeing the wide, foolish grin on my face.
"Yep."
"How was it? I wanna say good just by looking at you."
"Dude. So good." I had to set my coffee down for safety's sake. I couldn't trust my hands to stay calm and collected. "I get it now."
"Sex?"
"Yeah."
"That's awesome then." Lily grinned back at me. "You've graduated to a brand new level."
"Have I?"
"Mmhm. That first time sex is actually good... unf. It's just a whole new world after."
"Yeah, I don't know that it wasn't good with Brendan. It's more like-"
"Did you ever get all stupidly grinny after? Did you ever look forward to it? Did you ever feel like you do now?"
"... no."
"So it wasn't good."
"But that's just 'cause I'm weird."
"Kase, here's the thing. Good sex isn't about the mechanics of it. It's about how everyone feels about it. It could be mechanically terrible, but if you can't stop thinking about doing it again, it was probably actually good."
"How'd you know what I'm thinking?"
"Your dreamy eyes. The way you keep watching to see if Xan's up yet. That smile that won't quit."
"Fine. Ok." I squirmed in my seat. "I wanna do it again so bad," I said in a lower tone.
"Excellent. That's my girl. Fuck your brother's brains out. In fact, go wake him up with sex."
"You think?"
"Do you want to?"
My smile was so wide it kind of hurt. "Yeah. Yeah I really do."
I set my coffee down and pattered off back to my room. I felt Lily's eyes on me, offering delighted support, and maybe taking in some amusement of her own. She was such a bad influence on me, but it was just what I needed at times. A bad influence in the best possible way.
****
Chapter Twelve: Kasey at Twenty-Eight
****
Xander moved in with Lily and me. It just got to a point where it was silly not to be living together. When he was over six nights of the week anyway, give or take, it was only playing pretend that we weren't a full-time kind of thing.
It was better for our respective budgets anyway. The apartment was really meant for three, and while Lily and I could swing it with just the two of us, it was a financial relief to have Xander paying his share.
The practicalities were kind of irrelevant to me most of the time. I was too busy being deliriously happy. Waking up with Xander, going to sleep with him, going out, making out, generally being romantic and/or sexy.
Life made sense. Possibly for the very first time ever.
The only unfortunate part was that I couldn't tell anyone. No one except Lily. Not our parents or friends or anyone else. It was a weird and kind of trippy feeling at time to be so very thrilled with my relationship, and yet not able to tell anyone why. Mom was probably the trickiest.
"You know your brother won't tell me who you're seeing either?"
A small knot of tension grew in me while I perused racks of blouses. Mom was looking for some new clothes, and I was there to help her. Though I mostly kept finding stuff for me more so than anything for her. Maybe it was because I kept imagining what Xander would enjoy seeing me in.
"I'm not seeing anyone," I said, sticking to my line. "And even if I was, there's no reason Xan would know."
"You're living together now. How would he not know?"
"You think I'm gonna bring guys home while my brother's there?"
"I think they'd at least bump into each other."
"Maybe. Doesn't matter. There isn't anyone."
"Of course there is. Do you know how many years I've known you for?"
"I'ma go out on a limb here and say roughly twenty-eight."
"That's right. I have never in my life seen you this happy."
"I'll tone it down some."
"I don't want you to do that. I just want to know what's going on with you."
"Nothing."
Mom sighed and held a shirt up in front of herself. I gave it a once over, then shook my head.
"It's not nothing. That much I'm sure of."
"Ok."
"Which means it's someone you don't feel comfortable telling me about. You can tell me. Whoever it is. I love you. I'm glad you're happy."
"What if I was with some super old guy? Like ninety? And just gold digging like crazy?"
"You're not. We're right back to you being happy, remember? This isn't some scheme. You're actually just doing well."
"What if it was a dictator in some country who's very into violently repressing the-"
"Kasey, sweetie, why the hypotheticals?"
"'Cause there's no-"
"No one. Right." Mom sighed. "If you weren't so happy, I'd be worried, you know? You've never been nearly so stubborn about keeping a secret."
"I'm fine."
"Ok. Let me just ask you this. Is it Lily?"
"Mom!"
"I'm only asking. You know I wouldn't mind. Neither would your father. If it's something like that-"
"I'm not into her that way, Mom. Jeez."
"It's ok if you are. That's all I'm saying. I know you've been best friends for a while now. Sometimes... sometimes you find someone you didn't expect. And that's ok."
"It's not Lily."
"Aha, so it is someone!"
I rolled my eyes. "Gee, thanks for tricking me under the guise of being progressive."
"I can do both."
"Number one mom. That's you."
"I love you, Kasey. Whoever it is, I love you. I won't push anymore today."
"Thanks."
"But if you wanted to share..."
"No. I'm good. Love you too. But seriously, enough."
"Ok. What about this top, you think?"
I shrugged. "Maybe. Try it on."
"Ooh, we got a maybe. Better than we've been doing."
"Don't worry. We'll get there."
****
"I think we should tell Mom and Dad."
Xander frowned. "Hard disagree."
"I'm serious."
"So am I."
"They have to find out sooner or later."
"Why? Why would they ever need to know?"
"They're our parents."
"Yeah. That's a big reason why we should never ever tell them."
"There's a chance they'll figure it out anyway. Mom got close. She thought it might be me and Lily."
"Ha, really?"
"Mmhm."
"That's kinda funny."
"Why?"
"I mean... I don't know. It's not really. I've thought it before. And I could totally see it."
"Could you?"
"Yeah. After me, she's the person you'd be most likely to be with."
"I don't know that that's true. But yeah. There's definitely a world where that happened. I almost sad-made-out with her once."
"Sad-made-out, huh?"
"Yep. Lucky she was being smarter that day than I was."
"Good thing. Wouldn't want to have to compete for your affections."
"A little competition never hurt."
"Disagree. I like you all to myself."
"Bet you do. 'Specially when we can be nakey."
"Mmhm. Those times are my favourites."
"And when we can do stuff."
"Even better."
"Speaking of which, how do you feel about fingering me some?"
"I feel really good about it."
I spread my legs. "Glad to hear it."
****
Lily started getting pretty serious with this girl Hazel. I was happy for her. She hadn't had a tremendous amount of luck with relationships since I'd known her. She'd had some fun, but I'd seen the frustration in her too sometimes.
"Things still going good?"
Lily nodded, giving me that shy but helplessly wide smile that I recognized from my early days of being with Xander.
"Pretty good."
"Nice."
"Yeah. We're going out tonight. I think... I think we're gonna have a sleepover."
"Ooh, there ya go. Excited?"



"So excited. It's been a while. And I think I really like Hazel."
"Me too. She seems to make you happy. That's the main thing. And she's a cutie."
"Damn right she is." Lily sighed wistfully. "It's almost unfair how good she looks sometimes."
I giggled. "Probably 'cause you're so into her."
"What would you know? You don't even like girls."
"Sure. But I don't like many boys either. I know Xan isn't objectively as good looking as I think he is."
"He's pretty alright."
"Mmhm. But he's, like, perfect to me. All he has to do is look at me the right way and I'm ready to melt into his arms."
"Ok, you're right. He's not that good looking. You're just in love."
"Mmhm. And maybe you are too."
"M'not. Too early for the L word."
"Never know."
"I do. Too early."
"Well... maybe after the sleepover."
"Yeah. Maybe."
I helped Lily get ready. She was more neurotic about picking just the right outfit than I'd ever seen her. Another sign there was something special going on with Hazel.
I wasn't really helpful for much other than moral support, in a sense. I could help Lily reject clothing choices, but even when I thought she looked amazing, she still stripped off again and tried something else.
Lily spent a lot of time in her underwear in between options. At times her outfit might call for no bra, and she also switched up her bra and panties a few times too. That sort of thing didn't really even register to me most of the time. Lily and I were pretty comfortable with each other. Somehow, though, I started feeling just a little horny after a while.
It wasn't about Lily, I thought. Not really. Seeing her in any of various states of nudity or masturbation had never done anything for me. But maybe it was something about how excited and nervous she was. Something that reminded me of myself thinking about Xander. In that context, maybe the casual nudity and constant clothes switching was getting me in mind of something different. And maybe, too, my head would flick to images of me posing for my brother in sexy or skimpy outfits.
"You sure this is the one?" Lily finally asked at the end of a long fashion show.
"Pretty sure."
"Maybe I should-"
"Lil, you either go with that one, or you go naked. You're gonna be late if you run through another round."
Lily blushed. "You know, that'd probably work, too."
"Showing up nakey? Yep. It's a strong move. Assuming you don't get arrested before you can sneak off for fun times."
"True. Plus I'm not nearly brave enough to go in public like that. Even if it would be crazy hot."
"But seriously. You look good."
"Yeah?"
"Don't fuss with your top. That's the perfect amount of cleavage just the way it is."
"I can't help fussing. I'm a little anxious here."
"Mmhm. I kinda got that hint from the... four hours we spent on dress up just now."
"It was barely an hour, you ass."
"Still though."
"It really looks ok?"
"You look amazing, Lil."
"Thanks."
"Go get her."
Once I finally got Lily out the door, I had some time to myself before Xander got back. It occurred to me that if Lily was going to be gone all night that Xander and I were going to have some quality time to ourselves in the apartment. That was a fun opportunity.
I made use of the time I had to myself. I showered, getting all squeaky clean and ready for my brother.
After contemplating on the issue of what to wear, and giving strong consideration to wearing nothing at all, I opted for something very similar to back in the old days of trying to get reactions and attention from my brother. A tight cami that left some midriff bared, and a small, cute, but not slutty pair of panties. I wanted to strike a balance between adorable and sexy, plus anything too bold and revealing wouldn't have been something I'd have ever worn before getting together with Xander.
I put my hair up the way Xander loved, with the braid and everything, wondering not for the first time what exactly he liked about the style, and my look just generally. The cuteness? The sexiness? The familiarity? The promise of the things we could do together? Something else entirely?
After applying just a light dash of makeup, I puttered around in my skimpy outfit, burning off some nervous energy. I made us some food, since I had the time and it saved worrying about it later. I was just waiting for things to cook and getting some cleaning up done when Xander returned.
I kept scrubbing dishes, pretending like I didn't even notice. It felt like forever before he finally came to find me. Long enough that I almost gave up and went off to pounce on him instead.
It was worth it, though. I felt his presence in the doorway, pausing and just looking for a moment. I'd been rubbing the same plate over and over with a cloth, not really pretending all that well that I didn't know he was there.
I shakily put the plate down to dry as Xander's soft footsteps crept up on me. I hoped he was horny. I certainly was. This whole time I'd been waiting for him, my panties had been getting less and less clean. Almost to the point I should possibly have changed them. But then again, maybe evidence of my excitement was part of the fun.
"Hey, you," Xander said, slipping his arms around me from behind.
"Hi."
I tried to remain casual, but I couldn't. I'd got myself too excited waiting for him, and I wanted stuff all at once. His hug from behind was nice. His hand sneaking up my top was good too. I didn't feel an erection yet as I subtly pressed my butt back against him, but it was coming.
"Why do you remind me of teenage you?"
"That... might be the effect I was going for."
"Thought it might be. Lily help you with it?"
"Nah. She was too busy getting all crazy over her date tonight. She's sleeping over, apparently."
"Ooh. Good for her. Apartment's ours?"
"Yep."
"Mmm. Nice."
Xander kissed the side of my cheek, nuzzling me briefly before pulling back. He kissed my neck too, where my hair had been pulled out of the way. His hand kept sneaking upward, just brushing the bottoms of my breasts under my shirt.
"Why couldn't you have reacted like this back then?" I complained.
"We weren't together then."
"We could have been."
"Don't remind me. I still regret not going for it sometimes. Even though I know it would have been terrible. We weren't ready. And living with our parents? Forget it."
"Mmm, yeah. I still like dreaming though. Being so into each other that we'd risk it. I don't know how we'd ever get enough sleep, always sneaking into each other's rooms at night."
"Probably we wouldn't." Xander chuckled softly. "I feel like it wouldn't take us long to get caught. In the morning probably. You all naked in my arms, both of us passed out all happy and snug."
"Unf. You think that's how it'd be?"
"I do."
Xander fully cupped my tits, caressing them like his own personal playthings. Which they kind of were.
"I think Mom would notice something," I said, leaning back against Xander for both support and physical contact. His cock was stirring for sure, and wiggling my bum on him was definitely helping. "I think she might have put it together without even necessarily catching us."
"Maybe. You were trying to seduce me all the time and they never figured that out."
"Not all the time. Just sometimes. And other times I just wanted your attention."
"You had it more than you realize."
"Well it's no good to me if I didn't realize, is it?"
"You know how many times I had to hide that I'd popped a boner from my baby sis walking around all hot and cute like that?"
I shivered. "I never knew that."
"Never?"
"You never told me. And I don't think I ever caught you either."
"I got pretty good at hiding that kind of thing. You have to as a teenager."
Xander grinded on me, getting ever harder as he rubbed on my ass. He still fondled my tits while his other hand caressed my tummy, dipping lower and lower toward dangerous territory.
"You've got me now," I said faintly. "All to yourself. Don't have to worry about anyone else seeing anything."
"Unf. I do like it. You know what I want to do with you?"
My heart pounded. With his hand aggressively on my chest, he had to feel it thumping. "Tell me," I whispered.
"Oh wow, you're so wet."
"I know. What do you want to do to me?"
"I wanna get you naked."
"Well that's pretty easy. I'm wearing hardly nothing already."
"Are you imagining this is... you know... back then?"
I closed my eyes and clung to Xander's arm. "I am now," I whispered.
"Not this whole time?"
"Maybe a little."
"That you're, what, nineteen again? Parading around for me."
"Wouldn't call it parading."
"Sure you wouldn't. But, like, what if it had worked, hm? What if I just started feeling you up? Kissing you?"
Xander kissed my neck again, and my shoulder, and my cheek. I trembled and fought for control. It wasn't like he affected me any less now than he had way back when, but there certainly was a difference in imagining it. And I'd encouraged it right from the start with my nostalgic outfit.
What would I have even done back then? I hadn't known myself the way I did now. I didn't know what I was doing. I would have gone with it though, right? Of course I would have. I would have been deliriously happy if Xander had started feeling me up and kissing me and stuff. Just like he was doing now.
"What would you have done with me?" I whispered.
"Pretty much the same things I'm gonna do now. Only I woulda been less good at them."
"Lucky me, then."
Xander pushed my wet panties down my thighs. I let them fall, then carefully stepped out of them and kicked them aside.
I was bottomless, horny, and still getting felt up like crazy. Xander moved on to rubbing my soaked little pussy directly, no panties to interfere.
My top went soon after, also getting tossed aside, and leaving me totally naked for my brother's pleasure and amusement. God I loved it. I wanted him naked too, of course, but there was something so naughty about being nakey for him while he was still clothed. About the idea of him coming home and casually stripping me while he was still dressed. It wasn't even an idea, really, it was what had actually happened.
It had definitely been the right call letting Xander take my few clothes off instead of waiting for him already naked. I savoured the feeling of being unwrapped, of being a present for his roaming hands.
I moaned as Xander kept fingering me. I really was his horny little plaything. His slutty little sister that he could do whatever he wanted with. It still awed me at times the sorts of things he could make me feel. In large part because I'd never felt any of those things before him. He'd made sex fun for me in a big, big way.
Only Xander could strip me naked in the kitchen and effortlessly turn me to putty in his hands. Only he could casually finger me to orgasm like that, keeping me a gooey, horny mess the whole time. Only my brother. God I loved him so fucking much.
"You gonna cum?" he whispered in my ear.
I nodded shakily. "Yep."
"Cum for your brother?"
"Unf. Hey, no fair."
Xander laughed softly. "I like reminding you sometimes."
"Uh huh." I pressed my butt firmly against Xander's raging erection, again wishing there were no pants between us. "I think you just like reminding yourself that you're doing bad, bad things to your li'l sis."
"That too." Xander kissed me and nibbled at my ear. "You know I'd love you the same even without that kink. Even if you weren't my sister."
"Just what every girl wants to hear."
"But it does make it hotter."
I snickered, but it was definitely true. It wasn't like I didn't know how hot incest stuff could be. It was basically the one fetish that had worked for me over the years, though even it was inconsistent. Combining it with being so deeply, helplessly in love was a good match.
Xander made me cum on his fingers right there in the kitchen. His naughty li'l sis letting her brother get her off at his whim.
I writhed around in Xander's arms, partly for legit cumming reasons, and partly to rub my ass over him even more. It would be kind of amazing to make him cum in his pants while I was getting off on his fingers.
"That a girl," Xander said adoringly.
He gave me another kiss, then gently bent me over the counter. I rested there panting softly, sneaking little peeks back at him. His clothes were coming off. Good.
"You gonna fuck me right here?"
"Certainly thinking about it."
"That's kinda bad. Almost like you just can't help yourself."
"Yeah. Almost like that."
Xander grinned. His pants came down, and his hard cock bounced into my over-the-shoulder eyeline. Another gush of arousal flooded my pussy. I was gonna get pounded good. I could sense it.
"Bad brother."
"Ha. Says the girl waiting for me in basically nothing, already soaked."
I wriggled and tried to protest, but there was nothing to be said. That's exactly what I'd done. Waited for him just the way I knew would get me his undivided attention. And I got it.
Our clothes were strewn about with no concern at all. Xander's part of the pile was bigger than mine, since I'd started with so very little on. I loved each and every sound of material hitting the floor, as it meant he was closer to being just as nakey as I was, and so very hard and ready to fill me up.
I got so damn wiggly the closer he got to full nudity. It was like Xander hadn't made me cum only moments before. I was so horny and desperate and ready for him.
My eyes rolled back as Xander teased me with his cock, rubbing it over my pussy, and up across my butt. Some of my arousal got smeared over my asshole, which got me thinking even dirtier thoughts.
"God why do you feel so good?" I breathed.
"'Cause you looovvve me."
"Oh yeah. That."
Xander smacked my butt. I yelped and wiggled, even though it didn't hurt. I played it up just to see if I could make him do it again.
A few more spanks came my way before Xander got settled and slowly slipped inside me. It felt so damn magical getting filled up like that. That nice gentle stretch that transitioned into a decadent rhythm of fucking me over the counter. At that point his hands spent most of their time holding onto my hips and keeping me lined up for his cock.
"You know, I half expected you to go for my bum this time," I murmured.
I felt an extra little twitch inside me.
"Oh really?"
"Yeah. The way you were rubbing it like that."
"... and what would you have done?"
"What do you mean?"
"If I'd tried it. What would you have done?"
"What makes you think I'd do anything at all?"
"You'd just let me?"
"I think you'll find I'd let you do most anything. You know, if you get me in the right mood."
Xander fucked me harder, not quite pounding my pussy, but getting close.
"You got yourself there tonight. You were ready for it before I ever got home."
"... maybe."
"Did you want me to do your butt?"
I considered. Did I?
"It could be neat to try."
"That's not really an answer."
I looked back at Xander, giving him my sluttiest little sister eyes. Only halfway on purpose. They just kind of happened.
"I think I told you once that I'd do stuff like that with you," I said.
"I might vaguely recall that."
"And I recall that it was something you wanted."
"You... maybe recall right. You know, I got so used to anal not ever even being on the table, I didn't even think to ask if you were ever serious about it. You know, now that sex between us is a whole thing."
I shrugged, feeling tingles inside me that were only somewhat related to the brother-fucking I was getting. They had more to do with what I might be getting very soon.
"You wanna fuck your sister up the bum?"
"Right now?"
"If you want. I'm in the mood for it. I'm having a horny evening."
Xander smacked my butt, a harder slap than before. I hissed in pleasure.
"You sure are."
He pounded me harder, holding my hips and really giving it to me. I was somewhat disappointed that after all that he wasn't even going to go for it, but it still felt really nice.
Goddamn it was good, actually. Something about threatening to be an even dirtier sister for my brother, maybe that was what it was. Or maybe it was the energy he put in. Xander was pretty enthusiastic about fucking me anyway, but I'd got him all turned on like crazy this time.
"Gonna cum in me?" I asked, as if I didn't know.
"Maybe."
"Gonna make my li'l pussy all messy?"
"Unf."
"Bad brother."
"Naughty sister. That's the problem."
I got a few more butt smacks. At the very least, he definitely had my ass on his mind. It didn't hurt that he could stare straight down at it while we fucked. There was no way he could just forget about it in the moment.
"Cummm, Xan. I want that mess in me."
"Hngg. Of course you do."
"I dooo."
He grunted again, tightened his grip on my hips, then a moment later exploded in me. I grinned stupidly and cooed as I was cummed in and made just as messy as I'd asked for. Practically begged for. Why? I didn't even know. I just loved it. Loved what I could make Xander feel for me.
Xander pulled out slowly, panting just loud enough that I could hear it. I started to stand up, to go for the cuddles that were certainly my due after sexy times, and after taking my brother's load for him like a good sister. He held me down though, denying me.
"Stay," was all he said.
I tingled. I stayed.
Xander pattered off and just left me there. I stayed.
Goddamn, what was he even up to?
I had images in my head of him coming back with a phone or camera or something. Taking a picture of me one way or another. His formerly sex-indifferent sister turned into... well, whatever I was now. Whatever I was with him.
A slutty, messy thing at times. No question there. Plus I was still horny. I'd cummed, sure, but then after fucking and getting messed like that, I could certainly go for another orgasm.
I'd probably let him document, if he wanted. I could trust him with photos. For sure I could. And I was horny enough that I was weirdly kind of thrilled at the thought, in a paradoxically shy kind of way.
Xander didn't come back with a camera or anything. He came back with lube.
"Good girl," he said, seeing me still bent over wantonly the way he'd left me.
My eyes widened as I put some things together.
"You are gonna do it!"
"You said I could."
"I did. Then you just came in my pussy."
"Well yeah. I was already invested. And, you know, it's probably better if I'm not just thinking about wanting to get off right away."
I wiggled excitedly, unable to hold still. I stayed bent over, laying half across the counter, but I felt the need to move. I was in such a vulnerable position. Which, sure, was kind of a prerequisite for anal. But it wasn't something I'd done with anyone before. Eager as I was, I wasn't totally self-assured of what I was doing by any means.
Xander laid a hand on my butt and spread my ass. He rubbed his thumb over my bumhole. I shivered and tried to stay still, but failed miserably. It just wasn't possible.
"We don't have to though," Xander said in that kind of tone that suggested he'd respect a no, but would be terribly disappointed.
"Are you kidding? I don't go back on promises like that."
"I don't know that you promised."
"I think maybe I did back when I was still trying to seduce you."
"That does sound like something you'd do."
Xander leaned over me, nuzzling and kissing my cheek. The length of his body pressed against me, in an awkwardly bent over kind of way. He was already hard again. I could feel him throbbing.
"You know I'm yours," I said in a small voice.
"I'd gotten that impression, yes."
"Good."
Xander knelt behind me. He spread my ass again, and this time buried his face in it. He went after my butthole aggressively, kissing, sucking, and licking.



"Unf. Careful, I might like that."
Xander just dug his fingers into my butt cheeks, spread me wider, and ate me out all the more fervently.
This was happening. It was really happening.
It wasn't the first time I'd marveled at some new thing with my brother being actually real. It seemed like each new step was something amazing for me. Something I was experiencing from a brand new perspective, or something I'd never done at all.
I'd played with my ass before, but no one else ever had. This was just for Xander and me. I kind of loved that it was. That it was something I could give just to him. He made everything better anyway, but it was so great him being my first in this case. To go right to the best. And, of course, to share something special between us.
Anal as something special and beautiful? Did that make sense? Maybe. That wasn't usually how it was portrayed. More of a dirty slutty thing. But why shouldn't it be beautiful? No reason I could think of.
"Xan?"
"Hm?"
"No one's eaten my ass before."
Xander slowed down. "Oh?"
"You're the first."
He gave me a kiss right on the butthole. "Good. I like that."
"Me too." I squirmed, feeling his warm breath on my sensitive, spit-covered skin. "Is it weird that I think this might be a beautiful thing?"
"Not at all."
"Really?"
"Kase... you're giving me something here that no other girl had any interest in. And I know it's got nothing to do with you enjoying it."
"I might enjoy it. It's felt ago playing with my butt before."
"Sure. But it's got nothing to do with that. It's like when you offered back when I was with Beth. Or... kind of offered. Teased me about it, maybe. You'd do something like that without even thinking about it."
"'Cause I love you, you mean?"
"Yeah. Kinda. Just... stuff with you means so much more. I don't know how to explain it."
I felt all warm inside. "I'd give you anything you want."
"Exactly."
"You sure you're not just excited 'cause it's butt stuff though?"
"Some of that too."
"Ah."
Xander licked my asshole some more. "But it's so much better with you that it ever would have been with anyone else. Just... just for so many reasons."
I was blushing. I knew I was. "Enough sweet talk. I can't give you my ass any more than I'm already gonna."
"I mean it."
"I know. I'm gettin' embarrassed now is all."
"Heh, sure you are."
"I am!"
"You're getting horny, more like."
"..."
"Don't think I haven't noticed how bad you're dripping."
"Well you won't stop licking me back there! And saying nice things and stuff! And... and being my brother."
Another kiss on my butthole, then Xander finally stood up. I shivered as cold lube drizzled down over my warm and spitty little hole.
"That's true," he said dreamily. "I will always be your brother."
I hissed and arched my back, reveling in the juxtaposition between the sweetness of Xander's words and the way he was fingering my bum.
My hissing grew sharper and more intense as he pressed his cock to me. The cock that had made a cummy mess of my pussy so shortly ago, and might soon do the same to my ass. But first it had to get inside me.
I could take it, right? I had some experience with this. I knew my way around my butt.
But I wasn't doing it. And I'd never had someone else trying to get inside me that way. And... and...
"Fuuuccck," I moaned.
Xander had done it. Just popped right in. I was still kind of tight, and stung just a little, but he'd licked me nicely and worked me some with his finger, and it was mostly just kind of stretched and snug.
"I'm in your ass," Xander said.
"You arrre."
"It's pretty great so far."
"Go deeper. It gets better."
"You think?"
"Guaranteed or your money back."
Xander chuckled softly, but both of us were too focused to put much effort into joking around. I waited eagerly for more, and he delivered, sliding further into me. His cock opened me up like I was the perfect little butt slut sister for him. And maybe that was exactly what I was, at least in the moment.
"You're right," he said softly. "It is better."
"Told ya."
"And you're taking it all surprisingly easy."
"How hard's it s'posed to be?"
"I don't know. The way girls act about it sometimes-"
"They wouldn't know. Buncha prudes."
Xander snorted. "You know, you of all-"
"I know what I said. I stand by it. If anything, me being me makes it worse when other people are more prudish than I am."
"I mean... you're not wrong. Kinda."
Xander got fully, deeply inside me. Balls deep. In my ass. My technically virgin little asshole. Fuck I loved it.
"Fuck me. Harder."
"Harder?"
"Yeah."
"Won't that hurt?"
"Only one way to find out."
"Jesus, Kase. When you get slutty, you do it up right, huh?"
I wiggled, which felt very interesting with my bum filled with brother. "I love being slutty for you. I love that you make me want to be."
"Unf."
"I know, right?"
"So... harder?"
"Yep."
"You asked for it."
"Do iiittt. It's our first time doing it. Claim me properly."
Xander slapped my butt. I kinda suspected it was coming, so it wasn't a total surprise. But the spanking combined with him fucking my ass was an intense burst of sensation. On the verge of painful and too much for me, but so deliciously naughty and fun.
He didn't pound my ass the way he did my pussy sometimes. We both knew I couldn't take it like that. But he went harder than I thought he would. Really testing me. I felt good about how I took it. And how weirdly good it felt. Not just because of the connection between me and my brother, and the experience we were sharing, but physically too.
The emotional part was better. But then, it always was. It wasn't a fair comparison.
"Your butt's gonna be wrecked," Xander said.
I giggled. "You think? You're gonna have to be rougher than that."
He spanked me some more. My bum cheeks were getting pink and tender.
And he fucked me even harder. I was pushing my luck. I knew it. I couldn't actually take it super rough.
But it wasn't just to test me, as it turned out. Xander was just losing control. Having too much fun with his sister's ass. On the verge of cumming. Grunting and thrusting and about to blow.
I cooed in delirious pleasure as he came in me. In my ass. Messing a second hole for the evening. Claiming my ass just like I wanted.
"Makin' messes," I murmured happily.
"Hm?"
"Nothin'."
Xander pulled out, emptying me but leaving lots of evidence behind. He stood me up, half-dazed as I was, and kissed me passionately and tenderly.
Sex with Xander made me feel such wonderful things that I'd never dreamed possible. Anal was special too in its own right. Something new and wonderful to play around with. But kissing him and being held so warm and close, those were the sorts of things that made me absolutely melt and feel like everything was just as it should be. More than the most special of sexy times could ever decisively beat.
"I'm already feeling like I should have made that more romantic somehow," Xander whispered.
I shook my head. "Just keep holding me. That's all I need."
He kissed me again. "Maybe somewhere other than the kitchen."
"Hm, maybe. I'd say my room except... we have the apartment to ourselves."
"Seems a waste."
"Mmhm. Wanna cuddle on the couch?"
"And be naughty some more?"
"Almost certainly."
"Yes I do."
We spent the evening naked. Sometimes sexually, sometimes sensually, and sometimes just being together.
Xander played with my ass some more. He didn't get aggressive or anything, but he gently fingered it quite a bit, seemingly entranced by it. Occasionally he got in some more licks and kisses, but mostly just fingering.
We were lost in our own little world when Lily came home. I was, in fact, in the rather compromising position of sitting in Xander's lap, making out with him, and slowly riding his cock while one of his fingers was buried knuckle-deep in my butt.
None of that would have been much of a problem except that Hazel was right behind Lily, and she was not nearly so prepared for what she saw.
"Goddammit guys!" Lily said. "Seriously?"
I shrunk down slightly. Xander pulled his finger from my butt and wrapped his arms protectively around me. "What? I thought you were staying at Hazel's tonight."
"Obviously I'm not."
"But... but your sleepover."
"Yeah. Here. Hazel's sleeping over here."
"Oh. Whoops."
Hazel, still wide-eyed, was tugging at Lily's arm. "I thought you said your roommates were siblings."
Lily sighed. "They are."
I looked down at Xander and I, in particular where we were physically connected. There really wasn't any way of pretending like we weren't being all too intimate for brother and sister.
"Nice to meet you?" I tried.
Hazel hid further behind Lily, still hissing urgently. "They can't do that."
"They can and they do," Lily said. "You get used to it."
"Do you?"
"Yeah. You didn't mind that video we watched last week, right?"
"That's not the same."
"No. I know. Is this too weird? I can take you home."
"... I didn't say that."
I smiled hopefully. I didn't want to blow Lily's night for her. She deserved some fun and love in her life.
I wasn't totally sure why I was still so calm. We'd been caught. One hundred percent found out. It could be really bad for us.
But it probably wasn't. Lily was the one in trouble, somehow. Plus Xander was right there with all the comfort I could ever need in my life. Nothing truly bad could ever happen while he held me.
"Sorry," I called softly.
Hazel met my eyes, and I shrugged in what I hoped was a helpless and endearing kind of way. She chewed her lip a moment, then nodded subtly at Xander.
"He's really your brother?"
"Yes."
"Isn't that weird?"
I shook my head. I felt no doubts at all in my heart. "No. It isn't."
I kissed Xander openly, also squeezing him with my pussy where no one could see. He groaned softly into my mouth.
We both knew Lily and Hazel were still right there, just watching. Neither of us particularly cared.
"Damn, that's kinda hot actually," Hazel said in a voice that I was pretty sure was only meant for Lily.
"Tell me about it," Lily answered. "Somehow it's almost always hotter than it is weird."
"Crazy."
"I know."
"How do you live with them?"
"Beats me." Lily coughed gently. "So, uh, we can still leave if you want. Or..."
"We don't have to."
"Yeah?"
"Maybe... maybe somewhere naked siblings aren't making out?"
"My room?"
"Yes please."
I grinned as Lily dragged Hazel away.
"Well that wasn't so bad," I murmured. "Considering we got caught by someone we don't know that well, and almost ruined Lily's night to boot."
"Coulda been worse," Xander agreed, kissing me again.
"Kinda makes me think some more that we should tell Mom and Dad."
"Why would you say that while I'm in you?"
"Just sayin'. We have to sometime. And where it didn't go badly with Hazel..."
"Parents are a way different thing. But seriously please don't keep bringing them up right now."
I giggled softly. "You wanna focus on sex with your sis-ter, huh?"
"Ideally, yes."
"I don't know why you'd always rather do that than have awkward and potentially life-shattering conversations."
Xander rolled me onto my back and followed me down, thrusting right back into me, all the way. "Yeah. Can't imagine why."
He fucked me tenderly, eventually cumming in me yet again, then lay atop me afterward at my insistence.
"I'm not ready for that conversation," Xander said softly.
I was drifting nearer to sleep, even with Xander lying on me and my heart rate still up from his affections. I kissed his cheek.
"We're gonna do it sometime," I reiterated.
"Sure. Sometime."
****
Chapter Thirteen: Kasey at Twenty-Nine
****
Dad and I going out shopping together was rare, but it did happen. In particular when he was having trouble finding something special for Mom. I kind of liked the excuse for being out with him. I wasn't sure why I didn't find more reasons.
Other than the obvious that so much of my free time was spent wrapped up with my brother, one way or another.
"Stop looking at tacky jewelry, Dad. This is an important anniversary coming up."
"How's it tacky?"
"Trust me."
"Ok, but... how am I supposed to know what to look at?"
"Have you seriously not paid attention to what Mom wears? You've had lots of time."
"... not really. All I know if there are some things that look so beautiful on her. But they don't really look like much when she isn't wearing them. It's like... like I need to see them on her to know."
"That's almost sweet, actually."
"Is it?"
"I mean, if you worded it differently, yeah. Like 'she shines brighter than any jewels ever could.' Something like that. That was too much, but you know."
Dad smiled goofily. "She does, you know."
I laughed. "Tell her that sometime. She'll love it."
"I just might."
"Uh huh. Well here, look at these necklaces while you're thinking about how to woo Mom."
"They're nice. You think..."
"If there's one you like, I'll try it on. It'll give you an idea."
"That'd help. You know sometimes when you smile these days, you look just like her."
"I look like Mom, huh?"
"More than usual, I mean. Like... like exactly like her back when we first fell in love."
"Oh."
"I don't remember you ever smiling quite that way before. Not until... what, a few months ago? Maybe a year. It's been nice seeing you that happy."
A small pang hit me inside, but it was quickly covered by the warmth of thinking about Xander.
"Maybe I've never been happy before. Not like this."
Dad smiled. "I'm glad. I know you won't tell your mother what's going on, and you probably won't tell me either, but I'm happy for you."
"Thanks, Dad."
"If you wanted a good anniversary present, though, you could tell Mom who you're seeing. It's been driving her bonkers."
I rolled my eyes and groaned. "No fair. You just said you weren't going to ask."
"No, I said you wouldn't tell me. Big difference."
"Apparently."
"She's happy for you too, you know. But she worries."
"She shouldn't."
"She does. You're with someone who-"
"Maybe I'm not. Maybe I'm just happy with myself."
"-who you feel you can't tell us about. I'd be lying if I wasn't concerned at times too."
"Jeez. Maybe, ok? Maybe."
"Yeah?"
"No. Maybe. No yeahs. No excited grins. Wipe it right off or I'm leaving."
"You can't. I haven't found the right-"
"No more questions?"
"No more. Promise."
"Good. Now come look at these earrings. Mom needs a nice pair after she lost one of her favs last month."
****
"We're telling them."
Xander groaned. "Are we?"
"Yeah. I've thought a lot about it."
"Just 'cause of what Dad said?"
"Him and Mom. They've been wearing me down."
"They've been hitting me up too, you know. They're convinced I know."
"Well you do know."
"Yeah. But they don't know that I know that you... that I..." Xander stopped and frowned. "Whatever. They can't really know that I know."
"We do live together. And you know all my secrets."
"Ugh."
"It'll give us some peace, at least. Either they'll love us or disown us. And I suspect the former."
"I mean..."
"And I'd like to not have to hide it anymore. I've hidden it all my life, Xan. It feels nice not doing that. Having you. Sharing our relationship with friends. It hasn't blown up yet."
"We've been lucky. Lily's cool. And Hazel."
"And Cece and Mark."
"Right. Why did we tell them again?"
"And James."
"Wait, who?"
"Lily's friend. It's a long story."
"No, wait, hang on, why did-"
"Point is, people are finding out. It's gonna start getting out there. Sooner or later Mom and Dad'll hear even if we don't tell them. They should know. They shoulda probably known already."
Xander groaned again. I slipped my arms around him and pestered him with kisses until he warmed to my embrace and started kissing back. I let him grab my butt and get some feels in too.
"It's gone ok somehow, hasn't it?" Xander said softly.
"Mmhm."
"I keep thinking the world should have ended by now or something."
"Nah. Turns out no one really cares that much if a brother and sister wanna fall for each other."
"You'd think there'd be more of a fuss."
"Enh. Why though?"
"I don't know. Just seems like there should be."
I kissed Xander some more. "S'that bother you? You want more attention?"
"No. I like just being left alone to love you."
"Well then you got what you want."
"Seems too easy."
"So? The rest of it wasn't. Let's take an easy win for once."
"... that actually sounds like a good idea. I just wish my stomach wasn't all in knots thinking about telling the 'rents."
"I know. It'll be fine though. Promise."
****
The day came. Our parents' anniversary. I felt the same nervous flutters and painful tensing in my tummy that Xander did. The closer we got to actually revealing our secret, the more real it felt. It didn't help that Mom and Dad were having such a good evening with their friends, and it felt like we were running the risk of ruining it belatedly.
I began to have doubts that the timing was even right. Maybe it would be better to put it off. To do it some non-special day, perhaps.
But if we delayed it now, what was to stop us pushing it back indefinitely?
By the end of the night it was just us. The family. Me and Xander, Mom and Dad. All four of us were lightly buzzed, enough to make the conversation seem more doable.
"Are you two spending the night?" Mom asked. "I don't want you driving drunk."
I looked at Xander for reassurance. "Nah. We'll probably stick around and clean up some. Xan'll be fine to drive in a bit, yeah?"
Xander shrugged. "I expect so."
Mom pursed her lips. "Well you best be sure. There's no point in you-"
"Yeah yeah, we get it." I took a deep breath, then kept going before Mom could start again. "So listen. There's something I want to tell you. We want to tell you."
Mom arched her eyebrow. "Oh?"
"Yeah. Dad, don't sneak off. This is something I want you to hear too."
"Wouldn't dream of leaving the fun," Dad assured me.
I got everyone wrangled, all sitting down together. I made sure Xander was right next to me, as close as we dared. I took his hand and squeezed it, even though our parents could see the gesture. In a few moments, hopefully it wouldn't matter.
"You've really wanted to know who I've been seeing," I said hesitantly.
Mom snorted. "That's an understatement. Does this mean we get to find out? Why didn't you just bring him?"
"Or her," Dad said.
"Yes, dear. That was implied."
"Just making sure."
I smiled nervously and squeezed Xander's hand tighter.
"She did," Xander said before I could work up to speaking again.
Mom tilted her head in confusion. Dad's eyes flicked to our hands.
I had to just go for it. It'd be easier to just say it now than let it linger.
"It's Xan," I said, not meeting anyone's gaze for a moment. "Xan's who I've been seeing. Who I'm with."
There was dead silence for the longest few seconds of my life. I clutched Xander like I was about to be torn away from him.
"Oh," Dad said.
"What?" Mom said a second later.
"I guess that would explain it."
"What?"
I cautiously looked at Dad. He didn't seem to quite know how to react yet, but there was warmth in his eyes.
"I love him," I said in a quiet voice.
Dad smiled small and crooked back at me. "You always did."
Mom was still in the midst of absolute confusion. Her face flashed about every emotion one could imagine, some more than others.
"Is this real?" she finally asked. "You're sure?"
"Couldn't be more sure," Xander said gently but without any shred of hesitation.



I favoured my brother with a look of pure adoration and had to restrain myself from kissing him. I didn't want to risk it just yet.
Mom slumped back, still thinking. "Well... it makes sense why you wouldn't tell me," she mused.
"Yeah. Sorry about that," I said.
"And why you were so happy."
"Um..."
"I always thought you'd be happy if you could just marry your brother." Mom chuckled with only faint undertones of actual mirth. "Then you just did it anyway."
"We're not married," I said. "I mean, that's probably not really happening."
"No, I know. I just meant..." Mom waved her hand helplessly. "You know what I meant."
"We do," Xander said. "You're not mad?"
Dad shrugged. "How could we be? I didn't expect this, but... it's not like we couldn't have seen it coming if we'd really wanted to look. You're both just who you are."
"And you're happy," Mom said. "Happier than I've ever seen either of you."
I grinned, feeling warmth flood into me. Relief and acceptance, and the constant flow of love from Xander's hand squeezing mine. And our parents too. They'd take some time adjusting, but the worst was past, and it hadn't been that bad at all.
I had to free my hand so I could stand and walk over to Mom and Dad, giving them each a big, slightly tearful hug.
"Love you," I whispered to each of them.
"You take care of each other, ok?" Mom said. "I'm going to be very upset if you break each other's hearts."
"Even if it meant we'd be more normal?"
"You think I didn't see how unhappy you were with all your other relationships? If this is what you need... normal can get fucked."
My eyes went wide at Mom's sudden vehemence and I couldn't help giggling hysterically. Xander, going in for hugs too, looked at me curiously. I didn't deign to repeat Mom's words.
****
"So your parents know and everything," Lily said.
"Mmhm."
"And our friends basically all know."
"We're getting there. I'm kinda surprised the rumours haven't taken off more."
"Enh. Maybe everyone wants to be respectful."
"Maybe."
"It's pretty crazy though, huh?"
"It really is. I just feel..." I squirmed in my seat. "I feel happy. I feel free. It's just all really working."
"Yeah it is!"
Lily offered me a high five. I rolled my eyes at her.
"You think I'ma forget where that hand's just been?"
Lily grinned and went back to playing with herself. Our movie nights were rarer these days than ever, in particular ones where it was just us, but it was nice getting them in every now and then when we could.
A lot of the time the porn we watched did little to nothing for me anymore. It had been my substitute for Xander when I had nothing better. Now that I had him, I was settled into being with him, no pretend sibs getting all hot and bothered together could ever compare.
Lily still rubbed herself all bottomless and horny next to me. I sat with my panties still on, not even really pretending to masturbate. It was, weirdly, mostly about an excuse to hang and chat anyway. Plus even though she wouldn't admit it, I was pretty sure Lily liked an excuse to get off to some incest porn on occasion.
"So hey, as long as everything's going super well and everything..." Lily said.
"Yeah?"
"I was wondering... how would you feel about Hazel moving in?"
"Fine, basically. She's pretty cool. We've got a whole bedroom we basically don't use. Though I'm sure we probably still won't."
"Ideally." Lily grinned. "I'd like having her around more."
"Yeah? You lurrrvvve her?"
"Maybe."
"Or you just want someone to play with your naughty bits whenever you want?"
"It can be both."
"I guess that's probably the dream for you, huh?"
"Is for lots of people."
"Sure. Love's better than naughty times, though. Just sayin'."
"Enh. Depends on the night. Overall probably yeah."
"That's a fair assessment." I checked the time. "Shit. Now I'm just thinking about when Xan's gonna be back."
Lily laughed. "Hey! This is s'posed to be our hangout time."
"I know. But now I kinda want Xan to play with me some."
"You literally just said love's better than-"
"I know what I said. Doesn't mean naughty times aren't really awesome too."
Lily nudged me with her elbow. "Take care of yourself some. You can still do it, I'm sure."
"It's better with Xan."
"He's ruined you, huh? Even your fingers can't compete?"
"Not usually, no."
"Ah, alas. I'm gonna be doing movie nights all alone pretty soon. You won't want to bother."
"That's not true. I still like 'em. Just not for sexual reasons necessarily."
"Porn and masturbating's the whole point."
"You know that's not true. We bonded a lot over this stuff."
"That's true."
"Maybe you and Hazel can bond over it too. If I'm not around or whatever."
"Nah. She doesn't super dig porn generally. She's ok with it, but it's not exactly her thing."
"Pity."
"Right? Ah well. Her loss."
I scratched my head. "You think me and Xan are gonna bother her if she moves in?"
"She's spent the night enough. She knows what the deal is."
"True. I can't promise we'll ever behave more than we do now."
"Wouldn't want you to. Love seeing you happy, Kase."
I smiled. "Yeah. Same."
****
Having Hazel around full time didn't really change anything. I caught her staring sometimes when Xander and I got a little too into each other around her, but that was nothing new. She seemed curious more than anything.
"How'd you do it?" Hazel finally asked one morning.
"Do what?"
"You know. Decide you could be with your brother."
I smiled over my coffee. My mind flashed to Xander still lazing in bed. I had a fresh load of cum in my pussy from wake up sex, and if I didn't have to get to work, I'd still be snuggling with him.
So far, I wore only a pair of panties to ensure my brother's mess stayed put, and one of his shirts that hung loose on me. I'd have to get changed, of course, but it was the sort of outfit I loved wearing when I could. Especially any of Xander's shirts that carried his faint scent.
"It wasn't something I decided, really," I said. "I had to figure it out, sure, but... it's just what I've always needed. It was always him."
"Always?"
"Yeah. Even my best attempts at finding something 'normal' were kinda bad." I sighed wistfully, again thinking of Xander. "With Xan, everything just works. It's so easy."
"Easy? Being with your brother?"
"I know. Doesn't sound right, does it?"
"Not really, no."
"But it is. Social problems and all. It's still so much easier being with him than anyone else. So much better."
Hazel squirmed and looked away for a moment. "That actually sounds pretty romantic."
"You think?"
"I mean... he's the one, right?"
"He is."
"And... and it's like you guys had to get together even though it's something you're not supposed to do."
"Correct. Plus it took Xan a lot longer to figure things out."
"Right. You might never have been together. You could have known each other your whole lives and longed for each other and stuff, and you might never have gone for it."
"Very true." I shuddered. "What a hellish existence that would have been."
"And you're so in love! It's crazy. Just, like, constantly. The way you're always looking at each other... jeez, it's not fair."
I grinned. "It's just how we feel."
Hazel nodded, tapping her fingers nervously on the table. "No, I get it." She coughed awkwardly. "This might be a bad question to ask. I don't know if you'll like it. I mean, what you and Xander have is kinda beautiful and shit, and I don't want to cheapen it or anything, but-"
"Haze? What do you want to ask?"
She took a deep breath. "I kinda maybe want to ask Lily if she'd pretend to be my sister sometimes. Or something like that. Is that weird, you think?"
I laughed. "Ha, seriously? No, of course it's not. Why would it be? Me and Xan don't even have to pretend."
"That's exactly it, though. You guys... it's all romantic and stuff 'cause you found each other in spite of being siblings. That's way different from... from going for the kink of it."
I shrugged. "Sure. Maybe. I mean, I can't promise what Lily'll think, but I can guarantee she won't be bothered by the suggestion. And I'm not either, if you're worried about that."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You should watch some videos with her sometimes."
"The... porn ones? Not really my thing."
"I think Lily mentioned that, yeah. But like, maybe it's just an excuse for you two to get into some roleplay stuff. Maybe she could be kinda like your big sis teaching you some bad, bad things."
"... well when you put it that way..."
"Think about it anyway. And seriously, just talk to Lily. She won't be upset. Promise."
"I was pretty sure she wouldn't be. She's so close with you, and she has an incest kink already."
"Exactly."
"It's newer to me, is all. I think maybe I'm looking for permission to... to feel some stuff."
"Not really something I can give. But... you have my blessing, if that counts for anything."
"It weirdly kinda does."
"Nice. Good luck with Lily."
"Thanks."
****
Chapter Fourteen: Kasey at Thirty
****
"We're really doing this?"
I smiled and squeezed Xander's hand. We stared together at the front of the house.
"We really are," I said.
"It just feels so crazy."
"I know. But it feels good too."
"It does."
"It's weirdly not that much more expensive than our apartment was."
"It kind of is when we're only splitting two ways."
"Well, yeah. But you know what I mean."
"I do."
"We can afford it."
"Definitely."
"I'm gonna miss Lily, but I think it's time we were on our own."
"Plus she's been talking about moving into her own place with Hazel."
"Plus that, yeah."
Xander put his arm around my shoulders. I nestled against him.
"It's a good house."
"Mmhm. Small, but we don't need much room."
"Right. Yard's big enough we could get a dog though."
I pouted. "You keep going on about that. If anything, we should get a cat."
"Dogs are better."
"You would say that."
Xander ruffled my hair, but then smoothed it out for me. "You know, we could get both."
"That's so much responsibility all of a sudden."
"One at a time, then."
"I don't know. Maybe it'd be better to get both at once. So they aren't territorial with each other."
"But it also means getting them both adjusted at once."
"Our kitty'll be fine. You're the one gonna have to train a puppy."
"They're gonna be our pets, Kase. You're still gonna have to be a dog mom."
"I don't know how to take care of a dog."
"We'll learn."
Xander squeezed me tighter to him. I couldn't resist anything at all that he asked when he held me like that.
"Ok," I murmured. "We'll learn."
****
Moving into a house and trying to make it livable was a whole thing. Not that it was all that complicated, but there was just a lot more stuff needed for a house with just Xander and I in it, as opposed to splitting an apartment, or indeed living at home when we were younger. In the latter case, our parents had to deal with all that stuff anyway.
"We're still gonna be working on getting things for months," I complained, sliding into a seat out on our back deck.
Xander, already sitting and sipping a beer, just nodded. "True."
"It's so much worrrk."
He grinned. "But it's worth it, isn't it?"
"I mean, yeah, obviously."
Xander's gaze flicked up and down me. I was free to wear as much or, more commonly, as little as I wanted around the house. It was just us. No one else to offend.
I didn't have the same youthful body as back when I'd first tried to catch my brother's eye with daringly skimpy attire. That didn't seem to bother him one bit. Nor did my experimentation with wearing even less. Like my go-to sleepwear of cami and panties, only without the panties.
Xander really liked me wandering around bottomless. Topless and fully nude were excellent too, based on his reactions, but casually bottomless got him interested the easiest.
Right now I had underwear on, but that was mostly because we were outside, and I wasn't yet confident in how much privacy we had. I'd probably be fine to go naked if I wanted, but there were definitely a few second-story windows around that I could be spied from given the right timing.
"It's our own place," I said, snagging Xander's beer and sipping from it.
"Sure is." Without missing a beat, he grabbed a backup beer and cracked it open.
I'd really only wanted to tease Xander and see if he'd fight me for his drink. Hopefully very physically. But since he wasn't biting, and now had another beer going, I took a longer swallow of the one I'd stolen.
"Have you seen Wisp around anywhere? Haven't seen her in a bit."
Xander looked at me, then down to his lap. I followed his gaze, then giggled. Wisp, our new kitty, was curled up napping atop my brother.
"You know, for someone who didn't want a cat..."
Xander shrugged. "What can ya do?"
"She likes you better than me, even."
"I don't know why."
"I do. But I'm biased. 'Course it's gonna start being a fight over your lap, you know."
"You'd fight our kitty?"
"If I'm horny enough, probably, yeah."
Xander softly scritched Wisp, who flicked an ear and yawned in response.
"Bad influence for our little one, you are."
"I am?! You remember yesterday when you yanked my panties off and bent me over the-"
"Shush. Not in front of Wisp."
I made a rude noise. "You didn't even want a cat. Now you've gone all cat-dad on me. It's kind of annoying."
"Jealous?"
"Kinda, maybe. Yeah."
Xander grinned wider. He carefully picked Wisp up and set her in my lap. Wisp stretched, got resettled, then purred contentedly on my tummy.
"Aw, there's my baby," I cooed, previous jealousy forgotten in the blink of an eye.
Xander's expression remained teasing, but that was fine.
"You're kinda right, though," he said. "More pets might mean less fun times for us."
"Mmhm."
"So... we could just run with Wisp for now. Maybe."
"No doggo? Even though you were dead set?"
"I didn't think I'd like having a cat so much, ok?"
"Hehe. Softie."
"Maybe. So what?"
"I love it."
"Of course you do."
I picked Wisp up again, kissed her forehead, then set her down on the deck. She grumped a bit, but then padded off to explore her domain. I watched her for a moment before slipping out of my chair and kneeling in front of Xander.
"Really? Here?"
"What's the point of having a yard if we can't use it?"
I got Xander's shorts down and his cock out. Something I'd become very proficient at. He groaned happily as I caressed him and felt him grow in my hand.
"You want the neighbours to see?"
"No one's looking."
"You don't know."
"Xan, darling, I want to suck you off."
"... well when you put it that way..."
"Fuck the neighbours?"
"Yeah. Fuck 'em. Let 'em watch."
I grinned and stroked Xander with a firmer grip. "No one's watching. But yeah."
I sucked my brother off. I sucked him off so good. It was so freeing. Out there in broad daylight. In our yard. On our deck.
His slutty, happy, horny little sister, doing all the wonderful things I could think of with my mouth. Making him a very happy and satisfied brother.
I worked Xander's cock lovingly and with all due care and attention. I took him deep, I bathed him with my tongue, I made the most adorable eye contact I possibly could.
It got me horny and wet. I was already kind of worked up, but this took it to another level. Doing stuff with Xander always did. Nothing turned me on like he did. Not even close.
Xander groaned in the deep and guttural way that I loved so much, and filled my mouth full of cum. My eyes rolled back and I got all squirmy. I wanted to play with myself while taking my brother's load. By the time I'd sneaked my hand down to my panties, he was already pretty well done.
I saved most of Xander's cum so I could open my mouth, stick out my tongue, and show off for him.
"When the hell'd you get so bad?" he asked softly.
I swallowed, savouring the experience of having Xander watching me and seeing what a slutty sister I was. Not that there was any doubt left on the issue.
"That's just what you do to me."
"And you're playing with yourself."
"Mmhm."
I knelt in front of Xander, fully masturbating for him. His eyes were on me, so deep and penetrating. Just watching me. So intent.
It got me crazy horny trying to imagine what he was thinking. In a general sense, there was no question what was in his head. In a more specific sense, it was a low-key thrill trying to guess exactly what he wanted to do with me.
"Take your clothes off," Xander said.
"All of them?"
"You're not wearing much. It won't take long."
"But... I'll be na-ked."
"Right."
"Outside."
"Yep."
"What happened to worrying about being seen?"
"You'll be the one all nakey, won't you? I won't have to worry about it."
I stood up a little shakily, from horniness and from sudden jitters. It wasn't really any worse being naked outside than it was giving my brother a blowjob, but it felt more like I'd be in the spotlight somehow.
Plus... Xander wasn't really much of a dom or anything, but those moments when he took firm control could make me so weak and warm inside. Not unlike when he held me all tight and loving, like I was the only girl in the world. The way he looked at me now was just like that, but without physical contact, and with the expectation that I really would do as he asked.
Which I would. Of course I would. I was a horny little thing. And, more importantly, I was his. Even Xander's gaze promised that I'd enjoy myself if I only did as he asked.
And even if there wasn't anything more, if he just wanted to see me naked, I'd still do it for him. I'd do basically anything. Always would have, probably always would.
"Making your sister strip for you might be worse than just getting naked yourself," I said even as I trembled and pulled my top so very slowly up my tummy and over my breasts. "If anyone's watching."
"They would have seen you suck me off already in that case. They know who's the bad one here."
I shook my head, feeling an extra flush in my cheeks. My eyes flicked to neighbouring windows. I didn't see anyone. I was pretty sure Xander thought we were still alone too. He wouldn't have kept playing the game otherwise. Probably.
"I'm just helpless," I said. "I only-"
"You've never been helpless. You just like to play at it."
My panties slid easily down my legs. I was naked in the afternoon warmth. Naked and wet. Getting wetter with every passing moment of Xander just looking at me, drinking me in.
The things he could do to me with just his eyes...
"I like being your plaything," I said in a hushed whisper.
"That's not what you are."
"No?"
Xander stood. He caressed my skin, running his fingers delicately over me, anywhere at all he chose.
"You're my sister. My love. Not my toy."
"I can be more than one thing."
"Not the way I feel about you."
Xander's kiss was warm and firm, making my legs falter slightly. He was right there to lean on, to take support from. I felt dizzy from his kiss, from the situation, from his words, and from unspoken promises.
"You still think you don't do exactly the same things to me that I do to you," Xander said.
"Well, I-"
"You have me wrapped around your finger."
"Do I?"
"You know you do." Xander brushed my hair back. "And I love it. I love being all yours. I'm as much your plaything as you are mine."
"You can do anything you want to me," I argued.
"Yeah. Same."
"But... you're always so much more in control."
Xander snorted. "Is that how you see it?"
"Yeah."
"Kase, I'm still not sure that we're alone. But it doesn't matter. You could tear my pants off in full public and just do things to me. You could do whatever you wanted, anywhere you wanted. What would I ever do about it? I love it. I love you. I always just want more."



I grinned shyly, feeling the soft breeze play on my skin. A moment ago I'd felt naked and submissive. I still felt that, but I also felt the depth of Xander's feelings for me, and just how vulnerable he was in return.
There really wasn't any control to be had between us. We were both equally lost and wrapped up in each other. Maybe I still considered myself the more hopelessly in love of the two of us. If I was, then Xander wasn't far enough behind to make any difference. I needed to remember that.
"You can have as much as you want," I assured him. "Anything you want from me."
"Same."
"K, well... you know what I want right now?"
"You want me to eat your pussy."
I slapped Xander's shoulder weakly. "You fucker. You already knew and you're just standing there not doing it."
"We're having a moment."
I batted my eyelashes. "Pleeeaaase lick my pussy?"
"Unfair."
"I know."
Xander kissed me deeply, his tongue darting around like he was getting it warmed up. I squealed in unconcealed joy as he then tackled me to the ground, carefully laying me down in the grass and not bouncing me off the deck.
He was right there even as I stretched out languidly in the sun, already atop me. He kissed down my neck, lavishing attention on my boobies, then down over my soft tummy.
"You're soaked."
"Mmm. I know."
"Horny little thing."
"Mmhm."
I purred happily as the sun caressed my skin and Xander buried his face in my pussy. He licked and sucked me with brotherly enthusiasm. He tasted my juices and caused me to flood even more.
This was paradise. This was why we'd needed our own place. Basking in the backyard in each other's loving attentions. Being naked if and when we wanted. Doing just whatever the hell we so desired with ourselves.
It wasn't like we'd been overly restrained living with Lily, but this was a whole new level for us. We'd never ever before had the freedom to make each other cum in the fresh outdoors like this.
Xander licked my wet slit and flicked across my clit. He cunningly probed at my ass while he licked my pussy, getting even more juices flowing for his own enjoyment. He ate me like he was starving, like I was the only thing that could possibly satisfy him.
He made me wiggle and coo, squirm and purr. I basked in the decadence of it all. Of being the most beloved baby sis of all time.
I came for Xander as I always did. Purest pleasure and love washed through me, filling me, making my back arch and my toes curl. He kept licking my pussy throughout. He knew how to coax me so beautifully through an orgasm. To keep me high and happy longer and more intensely, all with cunning use of his tongue.
We cuddled together afterward, lazing in the warm sun and soft grass. Appreciating each other in post-orgasm bliss.
"This is so fucking good," Xander said softly.
"Mmhm."
"We made some good decisions."
"We really did." I nuzzled against my brother. "Hard to believe we got here, isn't it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"I just love this all so much."
"Mmm. Me too." Xander ran his hand over me, landing on my boobies and gently toying with them. "Speaking of loving..."
I giggled and playfully swatted his hand. "You just cummed in my mouth already."
"Then I licked you and got kinda horny again."
"Well I want cuddles now."
"But... sex later?"
"Maybe sex later. If the cuddles are good enough."
"You drive a hard bargain."
"I know." I ran my fingertips up Xander's arm, then back down again. Just touching him. Feeling him. "The neighbours are either going to hate us... or love us."
"We're very lovable."
"Hope so."
"We don't strictly have to have sex outdoors."
"No. But I'ma want to be nakey out here with you sometimes. And it's our yard. We're allowed."
"Kinda, yeah." Xander closed his eyes and let me cradle his head, sending him love through my fingers. "I really don't want to let anyone mess with this little paradise."
"Exactly, right?"
"Hey, where'd Wisp get to anyway?"
I groaned and tore myself away from Xander. Not far, but enough to flick my gaze around the yard.
"Ha. In your seat."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Just sunning herself."
"Smart kitty."
"I know. She's got it figured out."
Xander kissed me. "Love the fuck out of you, you know."
"Mmm. Me too."
****
Xander and I had a housewarming thing. We decided we'd probably better just do it. We invited friends and family, probably about half of whom knew that we were together, and the other half being on the tentative list to be told at some point. Some of them would figure it out, probably.
I was still waiting for someone to raise all hell over it. Our parents hadn't. None of our friends had yet. Some of our other family made for likely candidates. Not to be mean about it necessarily, but to disapprove of the decision in some way. I could see it.
I didn't even really care. I had Xander. We had our parents, and Lily, and to a lesser extent Hazel. We had some other close people who were on our side, more or less. I didn't need more. If we alienated some, that was just too bad.
I stood pressed up to Xander, his arms around me from behind, his chin resting on my shoulder. I was deliberately in a very girlfriendy kind of pose with him. We got some looks over it. I still didn't care.
Those who didn't know our relationship seemed confused about the whole event. Buying a house was no small thing, but it wasn't typical for a brother and sister to buy one together. The explanation for why didn't really solve that, but it was a good answer, I thought.
"This is getting a little uncomfortable," Xander whispered to me.
"You're not even hard. I'd feel it."
"Not like that. You know that's not what I meant."
I grinned. "Yeah. I know." I put my hands over Xander's where they were clasped across my tummy. "Everyone'll know soon, I assume. Conversations are happening. We won't even have to directly tell everyone."
"It was too many all at once. It's too much pressure."
"Shhh. Just hold me. I'm right here."
"I know. And I love it. But I feel like dragging you away and locking us in our room."
"Always about sex with you."
"You're being deliberately obtuse."
"I am." I patted Xander's hand. "I know. I get it. I'd feel so much better just being alone with you. Just lying in bed and waiting for everyone to leave."
"We could just do it."
"No. We have to get through this. It had to be done at some point."
"Maybe."
"It did. We're not hiding, Xan. It'd be way too late for that anyway. We're in the open. We just have to ride it out."
"If I didn't love you so much, I probably would have run away already."
"It's our house."
"I know. They can have it."
"You derp. Just let's get through it. You can do whatever you want to me after."
"You always say that anyway. You can't use it as a reward."
"Sure I can."
I pressed my butt back against Xander, subtly grinding it on his cock. As expected, I started to feel a reaction fairly quickly.
"So not fair."
"I know. Deal with it."
We had to talk to some more people. I could tell some of them were trying to probe at our relationship. Like they suspected, or had been told, and very much wanted to confirm. I alternated between being direct, and ignoring attempts entirely. It wasn't an effective strategy, really, but like Xander I wasn't very comfortable and needed the occasional defense mechanism to stay sane.
Mom came over and hugged us both.
"You two are staying very close."
"I know. Weird. Like we like each other or something."
"Don't be glib, dear. You should mingle more. You have guests."
"Ugh. Mooommm."
Xander abjectly refused to leave my side. "Yeah, no."
"Well mingle together, then," Mom said firmly. "But mingle. Hosts have duties."
"Not sure who wants us to mingle with them right now," I tried as an excuse.
"Anyone who wants to leave is free to do so."
"Has anyone?"
"A few."
"Oh."
"Might not be 'cause of disapproval," Xander said.
"Yeah. But might be."
"True. Oh well."
I nodded, feeling easier already. "Honestly, fewer people's not a bad thing right now. And if we lose the ones who are upset with us, so much the better."
Mom adjusted a strap on my dress without thinking about it. "No one's going to stay upset."
"Maybe."
"They won't. You invited people who care about you."
"Generally. Aunt Ellen never much liked me though."
"That's not true."
"No, it is," Xander said. "She liked me. Not Kase so much."
"You two are horrible. Your family loves you. And your friends. Trust them."
"Yeah, ok, fine." I took Xander's hand, intertwining our fingers. "We're mingling, ok?"
"Good."
"Jeez. Not like it's our house or anything, huh?" I said.
Xander squeezed my hand. "She's just helping."
"I know."
"Honestly... I don't think we could ask for better than parents who still want to show us off even now."
I felt a small coziness inside, wrapped inside the anxiety and nerves in my tummy. "She's still proud of us, huh?"
"Yep."
"Even though we coulda been massive disappointments."
"Right."
"That's kinda nice."
"It is. Our parents kinda love us, Kase."
I smiled cautiously, still nervous and fluttery and not altogether comfortable, but taking in this other perspective was helping. "We're gonna be ok."
"Yeah. Probably."
We stopped by near Dad where he was barbecuing. He wasn't quite as forceful as Mom, but still with that same love and pride, despite our unconventional love.
Lily and Hazel were around, of course. I'd absolutely insisted Lily be there. She wouldn't have missed it.
"So this is weird, huh?" Lily said.
"Maybe a little."
"Hell of a way to let everyone know you're together," Hazel said. She was staying about as close to Lily as I was to Xander.
I leaned against my brother. "It is, isn't it?"
"Kinda funny watching 'em," Hazel said, glancing around.
"Glad to hear it."
"Just saying."
"Mmhm."
"Shush, Haze," Lily said, wrapping her arms around Hazel and kissing her cheek.
"I never woulda been this brave," Hazel said. "It's a good thing! Probably."
"Yeah," Xander said. "Probably."
"Only a few have abandoned ship on us," I said. "Better than I would have thought."
"There's still time yet," Xander said.
"We need more booze, that's all," Lily said with sudden inspiration. "We'll get a little drunk. Get through the rest of it."
"That sounds like a terrible idea," I said. "I'm in."
"Tight. Let's do it."
It was probably poor hosting practice. I didn't much care. The four of us got kinda buzzed, and it made everything a little easier. Mingling and conversing and not caring so much what everyone was thinking.
I was pretty sure Mom caught on to how tipsy we were getting, but I was doing as she'd asked, so she left it alone.
It would have been interesting to know exactly what she and Dad thought. Sure they'd accepted me and Xander being together, and weren't at all ashamed of us, but Mom in particular still wanted to be able to show us off sometimes. I could see that. This was almost certainly never what she'd had in mind. She was a good sport about it, though. Supporting her children in their love.
It was hard to say what my various relationship dynamics would be going forward. How many of them would stay intact. The most important ones would be fine. That was what really mattered.
****
"You know I said we didn't need a puppy," Xander said.
I tilted my head and just watched him snuggling with Pendragon. "Yeah. I sure feel silly about it."
Xander made some silly baby noises to his pupper. I took a seat next to them.
Wisp was only little still, but she was growing. She already had a big sister's cautious disdain for the new addition to our family.
"You're just gonna have to get used to him," I said quietly as Wisp hopped into my lap.
Wisp curled up in the sunlight and deigned to accept my hand. She purred softly.
"They're gonna be best friends," Xander said, laughing as Pendragon nipped at him.
"Remains to be seen."
"They will. I believe it."
I scritched Wisp's ears. "You know I really only pushed for getting Penny so that Wisp would spend some time with me again. Really annoying how she always loved you more."
"Cats can sense neediness. They don't much care for it."
I sighed. "Maybe I shoulda been a dog person."
"They're better."
"Pff. Whatevs. You and Penny stay over there then."
Xander rolled onto the grass, play-wrestling with Pendragon. "You gotta stop calling him Penny. Gonna give him a complex."
"Shouldn't have called him Pendragon."
"It's a good name!"
"Yeah. And the obvious abbreviation is Penny. What do you want from me?"
"More respect for his masculinity."
I shrugged. "Enh. I think everyone should be a little more flexible on that stuff."
"Even dogs?"
"Especially dogs."
"Oh."
Xander threw a toy and watched Pendragon scamper off after it. He threw it again as soon as it was returned. His face turned to me in between tosses.
"What?"
"Nothin'."
"You're looking at me funny."
Xander grinned crookedly. "Just admiring you."
"Oh shush."
"No, really. Just, like, you're the perfect woman."
"Oh my goddd. What do you want, a blowjob or something?"
"Nah. We're having family time. Don't scar the little ones."
"Swear to god. You've gone all prudish."
"Haven't."
"You won't even hardly take your clothes off outside the bedroom anymore. They're pets. They don't care."
"It's weird though. I wanna be a good pet dad."
"You are. Don't worry about it."
"Gotta worry about it."
"No you don't. You're perfect just the way you are."
"You think so, do ya?"
"Mmhm."
Xander let Pendragon collapse on him, panting softly. "I kinda assumed I'd have, like, human kids at some point."
A twinge of emotional pain flashed through me. "Oh. That."
"Hey, no, I know it's not something for us. I don't even know if I'd really want them. I'm just saying I assumed it'd happen."
"Things don't always go the way you think."
"Tell me about it. I'm in love with my sister. You're the one. Always were. How crazy is that?"
"Pretty crazy."
"And everything's so fucking good."
"I know, right?"
Xander sighed happily and rubbed Pendragon's belly. "How'd we do it, Kase?"
"Fucked if I know. Perseverance? Stubbornness?"
"Ha, yeah. Basically, huh?"
"Maybe some luck."
"Some of that, sure."
"Or maybe just 'cause I always loved you too much."
Xander looked at me with those heart-melting eyes. "Love you too."
****
"No, Penny can't sleep with us."
"Awww, but he's asking so cute."
"You said Wisp couldn't be in our bed. Penny can't either."
"Wisp won't stay still. Just keeps waking me up. Deliberate-like."
"Cats for ya."
"Mmhm." Xander rolled over. "Sorry, bud. Go to your bed. Hey! No whining. Bed. Serious."
I smiled and waited until Pendragon settled in his corner of the room. "There's the strict dad."
"Shush."
"Kinda hot."
Xander snorted. "Fuck off."
I giggled. "Ok, maybe not. But it makes me smile."
"Yeah I bet." He sighed. "Kase?"
"Yeah?"
"Is it weird that we don't fuck all the time anymore?"
"Nah. I think that's normal."
"Even for us?"
"We're sibs. It's probably more normal for-"
"Don't even bring that up."
"Well for real though."
"No, I mean like... like I couldn't keep my hands off you."
"You still can't. You were getting awfully handsy this morning."
"I like touching you."
"Mmm. I like it too."
"But... why don't I want sex all the time? I used to. When we first started."
"There are more important things."
"You were just as horny. Don't pretend you weren't."
"I was. Worse than I am now, for sure." I shrugged. "Maybe it doesn't bother me the same. I never got used to wanting to do stuff like that. Not like most people. I only wanted it 'cause it was you."
"... did you ever really want all that sex and stuff? Or was it just to make me happy?"
"The former. Making you happy feels really good. But there was a period where... where yeah. Where I loved it. Where I wanted nothing else but getting naked with you and getting all stupid... and fucking."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"But it's ok that we don't do it as much?"
"Don't see why not. It's more important that we're together than anything else. That I can go to sleep with you every night." I snuggled into Xander's arms. "That I always get to feel you. Talk to you. Know you're there."
He kissed my forehead. "Yeah. I kinda feel that. Maybe we shouldn't have gotten pets. I feel like I'm all paternal now or some shit. Maybe that's where all my energy's gone."
"Ha. What, you'd rather be a horny thing all your life? Only wanting to get in my pants?"
"I wanted other stuff. But yeah, that was nice."
"Tell me you'd trade Penny for having constant sex drive. Just tell me. I dare you."
"..."
"Go on."
"I wouldn't. Wouldn't even trade Wisp for that."
"There, see?"
"But it feels wrong."
"That's growing up, Xan. We had to do it."
"Urgh. Whatever."
I kissed him softly, lingering on his lips. "You can still have me whenever you want," I assured him. "Any way you want."
"Bleh. I'm so old. I'm all like... we just had sex yesterday."
"Ha."
"It's not funny."
"It is." I kissed him again. "Just hold me and let's go to sleep, ok?"
"Yeah. Ok. That sounds nice."
****
I woke up before Xander. He was still snoozing obliviously. I smiled and watched him for a few moments.
Then I realized Pendragon was watching me in turn. His tail started going when he saw that I was looking back.
"Shhh," I said.
He only wagged harder.
"Don't wake your daddy up, ok? Let's get you some breakfast. Wisp's gonna be demanding pretty soon too."
I got the little ones some food and left the sliding back door open about halfway so they could go in and out if they so chose. I then sneaked back into the bedroom and made sure the door was closed behind me. My panties were off before I hit the bed.
Xander was the only one who'd ever made me feel true arousal. Like I really wanted sex. That hadn't changed. Only the frequency of it had gone down. That didn't bother me the way it did him, and I was pretty sure he'd adjust too, in time.
Regardless, this morning I was feeling it. My brother just called to me in that special way that made me feel naughty things. Even without being awake.
I grinned impishly as I pulled back the covers, then tugged down his boxers. I kind of missed the thrill of always sleeping naked. But we had dependants now. We had to be responsible, to some degree.
I sucked on Xander's soft cock. I knew how to gently get a rise out of it. Nothing too bothersome to his sleep, but more than enough to get him hard.
As soon as I could, I straddled Xander and rubbed my pussy on him. I wasn't quite wet enough, but grinding on him helped a lot. I got him all snugly buried in me before his eyelids fluttered open.
"Oh fuck," he breathed.
"Morning."
"This is nice."
I grinned, nodded, and rocked my hips. "Glad you think so."
"Is this 'cause I was saying we didn't fuck enough?"
"It's 'cause I wanted to. Maybe a little 'cause of that, though."
"Ah. You don't usually wake me up like this."
"Maybe I should."
"Yeah. Maybe."
Xander's hands slipped up my sides, gently pushing my cami up and over my tits. I had to bend down some to help him get rid of my top entirely. He wanted me naked. I was more than ok with that. The way he looked at me hadn't dimmed any with time.
"People just get less horny as they get older," I said. "Or so I understand it."
"Not quite the same for you, is it?"
"Not so much, no." I moaned softly as I bounced around on Xander's cock, all nakey and horny for my brother. "I'm probably not as horny as when we first got together, but I'm still way above what I ever was when we weren't a couple."



His hands were on my hips, encouraging me to ride him as hard as I wanted.
"Maybe we've stolen some things from each other. You don't know how many times I wake up and think about doing stuff to you, then end up just watching you until you wake up."
I grinned. "You can always do stuff if you want."
"I know! But I just... I just wanna watch you."
"That's sweet."
"Annoyingly sweet."
"If you say so."
"Like right now, I totally wanna cum in you-"
"Mmm."
"But I'm already looking forward to cuddling after."
"Unf. My soulmate."
"Shut up."
"Cuddles are great. We won't have time for long ones, probably. I gotta get ready for work."
"Me too."
"Wanna roll me over and pound me?"
"... yes."
I laughed in pure delight as Xander rolled us both over. I smiled and kissed him as soon as I had the chance. I gave him lots of kisses until he started fucking me hard, making me gasp with each thrust into my wet, horny little pussy.
"Mmm, yeahhh."
"Kaseyyy."
"Do it. Harder."
"You always want it harder."
"I want more of you. Always do."
"You just want me to cum."
"Unf. Ok, maybe."
"You probably want me to cum in you."
"Yes please."
"I'm gonna, you know. You're gonna make me explode."
"Do ittt," I hissed, wrapping my legs around Xander and holding him tight. "Cum in meee."
Xander grunted. "You asked for it."
"I diiiddd."
He kept pounding me. Then, sudden and magical, cum was flooding my little pussy, filling me and making me a messy sister. A girl all cummed in by her brother.
Xander kissed me deep. "I should still make you cum," he murmured.
I shook my head. "Cuddles now. You can make me cum after work or something."
"You'll be worked up all day."
"Mmhm. Gonna have a cummy pussy from my baddd brother."
"That doesn't drive you crazy?"
"'Course it does. And it makes it sooo good when you get me off later." I booped Xander's nose. "Don't forget you owe me one."
"Don't worry. I won't."
We kissed some more and snuggled together while we had time. I didn't want to let him go. Xander could still do that to me. Still make me want to hold him and never let go. Just to feel him as close to me as possible. Feel all his love.
A whimpering at the door made us both giggle.
"So much worrrk being pet parents," I complained.
"You love it."
"I do. But it means less snuggle time."
"Or more, depending on how you look at it."
"You know what I mean."
"I do."
Xander gave me a last kiss and stood up. I admired the sight of him as he got cursorily dressed and went to see what Pendragon wanted.
I was still so fucking in love with him it hurt. In the best possible way, though.
****
Epilogue: Kasey Thereafter
****
Xander and I had our life together. Lots of people came to accept it to some degree. A few didn't. That was fine. It didn't really matter.
We were happy together. We had ourselves and our pets, the number of which fluctuated but remained steadily at two or more. We had our house and our jobs. We had the people we cared most about, and we had each other.
Lily and Hazel stayed together too. They were the people we had over the most often. I still loved Lily as the bestest of best friends. She was happy for me, I was happy for her.
I perhaps got a little complacent with everything I had. But every now and then I'd still wake up next to Xander and just start grinning foolishly as I remembered how close I'd come to not being with him. How delicate it had all been. And, most importantly, that I'd made it. I had him. I had my brother forever and ever. I was all his, he was all mine. It was the happiest thought that I could even contemplate.
That or maybe when he'd wake up and catch me watching and he'd smile right back like he knew what I was thinking. He could still make me melt when he looked at me just right. Still and always.
My love. My soulmate. My brother.
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Connor woke up lying on soft grass, warmed by the morning sun. He cracked an eye, then shut it again. He carefully tested his body, moving his arms and legs, wiggling his toes and fingers, and running his hands over his other bits. Nothing hurt.
The lack of pain was confusing, but he wasn't quite sure why. More confusing still was where the hell he was.
Connor sat up, opened his eyes again, and looked around. Nothing looked familiar. He was in someone's front yard, but he didn't know whose, nor how he'd ended up there.
It was a very pleasant morning, so at least he had that going for him.
Movement caught Connor's eye. The door to the house opened, and three girls walked out, appearing to be maybe in their early twenties, at his best guess. They were all in a line at first, then spread out horizontally once they hit the grass.
Connor swallowed hard. The three girls were insanely cute, and were only dressed in panties and camisoles. He couldn't really see anything inappropriate, but they were awfully flimsy outfits considering he'd never even met them before. Not that he remembered, anyway. Memory wasn't his strength so far this morning.
"Good morning," one of the girls said cheerfully as all three of them stopped just short of Connor. "Ready to get started?"
"Maybe," said Connor. "Started with what? Do I know you?"
"Of course not," said another girl. "We've just met."
"I'm Monica," said the third girl. "That's Demi, and she's Lita," Monica said, gesturing at her companions.
"Oh," said Connor. "I'm Connor."
"Yes, we know," said Demi. She reached out a hand and helped Connor up. She was much stronger than she looked. "Ready?"
"For what?"
Monica clasped her hands behind her back, which only made her scantily covered chest all the more prominent. "Do you remember dying, Connor?" she asked just as casually as one might about the weather.
"No," said Connor. "But... I don't think that's something anyone can remember. They'd be dead, right? Unless... it's one of those things where they get resuscitated."
"Well, you weren't," said Demi.
"Not even a little," Lita added chipperly.
Connor looked around again. Other than the one property they stood at, he could kind of tell there were more houses and yards and things around, but they were... blurry. Kind of. He could see them, but he couldn't. It was odd.
"You're kinda stuck here," Demi said with a shrug. "For now, anyway. Things can change. I wouldn't worry about it."
"Stuck where?" Connor asked, frowning. "You're making it sound like..."
He paused and looked down at himself, again running hands over his torso. It was intact and didn't hurt anywhere. That little nagging voice inside him was telling him firmly that that wasn't right.
"Like you're dead?" Lita asked, leaning forward, giving just a tease of some more cleavage in the process. "We're definitely hinting at it, alright."
"If you're too obtuse, we're just gonna skip past it and let you work it out later. Some people are sooo slow to accept it," Monica said.
Demi nodded toward the house. "Come on. This is your place."
"Oh," said Connor. He scratched his head. "Why can't I see other houses properly?"
"You're asking all the wrong questions, my dude," Demi said. "But I mean, that's fine. You've got time."
"Lots and lots," Lita agreed.
"Am I... am I in Heaven?" Connor asked.
"Hey, there you go," Demi said, patting him on the shoulder. "Getting warmer. So to speak."
"Not that Heaven really exists," Monica said. "Not in the way you probably assume."
"There are... good places," Demi said airily. "Some of them could be called Heaven, I suppose."
"But this ain't one," Lita said with a small giggle.
"But... really? I mean, it's a nice sunny yard, I get my own house, there's you three..."
"Awww," Lita cooed. "I think he likes us."
Demi wrapped an arm around Connor and led him toward the house. She was fairly petite next to him, yet he felt like she could probably throw him around if she wanted to. She just had a solidness to her, a confidence, and some serious muscle, even though he couldn't for the life of him spot any on her cute, slender body.
"Of course he does," Demi said. "We're very likeable."
"Likes looking at us, maybe," Monica said.
"'Cause we're super duper hot and adorable," Lita said firmly, as though stating fact.
Connor couldn't find any reason to argue.
The inside of the house was nice too. It wasn't a massive house by any means, but was bigger and fancier than anywhere he'd ever lived.
Lived.
Was he still doing that even? Walking around like this after death didn't seem all that likely, but then so many people believe in afterlives that maybe there was a reason for it.
"So, uh, if Heaven doesn't exist-"
"It does," Monica said. "And it doesn't."
"... what?"
"Well, like, clouds and harps and famous people and that bearded guy and stuff? Not really a thing."
"Oh. But, so, this place is like a Heaven, but not?"
"Yes," Demi said with a wicked grin that didn't match her otherwise cherubic innocence. "Exactly. Not Heaven."
"If you're really good, you might get something better," Lita said, swinging back and forth a little, drawing attention back to her chest.
"Eventually," Demi added.
"Eventually," Lita agreed easily.
Connor nodded. "Ok, well assuming this isn't some fever dream or bad trip, I think I can work with this. This doesn't seem so bad."
The three girls all exchanged looks that could only be described as amused and impish.
"Let's check out the bedroom," Demi suggested lightly.
Connor felt a little thrill at the suggestion. "Sure," he said, voice cracking slightly. "That sounds... interesting."
****
Demi followed close behind Connor as he walked into the bedroom. Lita and Monica were hot on her heels.
She felt a predatory smile creeping over her otherwise flawless cherubic aura. Despite being warned, Connor still thought he was getting a Heaven. That made what was to come next all the more delectable.
He was such an innocent, in many ways. New to this plane of existence, for one. Not even quite thirty when he died, relatively young even for his species. And hadn't believed in an afterlife, which as far as Demi understood the system, didn't much matter, but usually cost a few points on the overall final score.
Upon entering the room, and while Connor was still facing away, Demi and her counterparts dropped their panties in smooth, synchronized movements. As one, they stood up straight and let their big, hard cocks free. It was a bit of a trick hiding them away, but the surprise reveal was worth it.
It was so much more fun if he didn't see it coming. Not that there was any reason he would, probably, but particularly when their outfits had left so very little to the imagination, and he couldn't possibly predict that they'd been hiding these monsters in their tiny, clingy panties.
Connor's eyes bugged out as he turned around and saw the girls lined up together, all pointing straight at him.
"Wha... um... what?"
"This would be your afterlife for now," Demi said casually. "If you're a good boy, it's possible you might move on out of here."
"Eventually," Monica added with toothy smile.
"Maybe only a few decades," Lita chirped, bouncing slightly to make her cock jiggle.
Connor's eyes shifted back and forth between the three hard shafts, drifting down to the smooth, hairless balls beneath.
"This is... what I..."
"Sure is," Demi said, stepping closer, taking her time, really making sure he appreciated the gravitas of her advance.
Demi wondered, as she had the night before he'd arrived, how long it'd take for him to break. Everyone was different. Some were nearly immediate. Some tried to maintain a facade for much longer. She couldn't read Connor well enough yet to know about him. He was still so confused she wasn't sure he'd processed it all properly.
Monica and Lita flanked Connor, still looking sweet, innocent, and cute, excepting their evil grins and big ol' dicks. They pushed him to his knees easily enough. He wasn't resisting, and they were much stronger than him anyway.
"This is for you," Demi said with the soft confidence of someone who doesn't need to yell. She pressed her cock to Connor's face. "Open up."
It seemed like Connor might be defiant. Or that he still hadn't understood. But then, after swallowing nervously, he opened his mouth.
Demi sighed happily as she slipped into his mouth. Her cock hit the back of his throat, and for the moment she didn't push further. She rocked back and forth, fucking his mouth, staking an initial claim on it.
She didn't expect him to fight. He didn't seem like type. Resist, sure. Lie in wait, then strike when she wasn't ready, not so much. But he wasn't even resisting so far. Just kind of accepting her cock in his mouth.
That was fine. Demi had more than that for him.
Connor's eyes opened wider and he gagged heavily while Demi slowly pushed deeper. She held his head with an iron grip, not letting him pull away. Only once she was firmly in his throat, having made the point that she could force her way in if she wanted, did she let him pull away, slide back off her dick to take some deep breaths. Already his eyes were running and his chin was damp with spit and precum.
"You'll need to do better than that," Demi said with that same quiet tone of authority.
"Much better," Lita said. "She wasn't even in all the way."
Connor stared up at Demi, panting slightly, then again swallowed and opened his mouth. Demi cocked an eyebrow, but didn't hesitate in shoving her cock right back in, going even deeper this time.
He didn't seem like he would have already caught on to how things were going to go, that he would have accepted it. No one submitted to their fate that easily, and Connor hadn't been overly swift on figuring other things out.
"He's so cute," Lita cooed, stroking Connor's hair while helping force him down on Demi's shaft. "Look at his eyes. So determined. He's really trying."
Monica had reclined on the large, spacious bed, waiting for her turn. She'd taken her top off and was lying there naked, idly tossing her foot back and forth and toying with her cock. "That's actually a smart move. Cooperation and compliance make a difference when it's time for review."
"Yeah, but he doesn't know that," Demi said, thrusting hard and smiling at the gagging and choking sounds from Connor's throat. "You think he's planning something?"
"Can't imagine what," Monica said. "Not like he can just run for it."
"He could try," Lita said. "It's funny when they get out in the yard and bounce off a wall they can't see."
"Let's maybe save that for a slow day, if we can," Demi said.
Connor's throat was feeling really good. He didn't have much of a handle at all on breathing technique, or control over his gag reflex. He probably didn't realize yet that he couldn't suffocate, so he didn't actually need to panic about air.
Generally, he had a nice soft mouth and throat, the way Demi's favourite boys tended to. And the gag reflex felt exquisite along the end of her shaft. The more she got into him, the more of her got squeezed and massaged by his tensing muscles.
Demi finally buried herself fully, balls to his chin. He seemed much more worried at that point, even though she made sure to let him breath again from time to time, just to keep things fun. Her whole cock was slick from all the gaggy spit going everywhere, and even her balls were getting wet from his drool.
"I think I might cum down his throat," Demi mused.
"Already?" Monica asked. "It hasn't been that long yet."
"I want to see what he does," Demi said. "I'm not really getting the proper reactions yet."
"Sometimes you don't," Monica said. "Sometimes they gotta get past their shock before you get much of anything."
"Maybe he likes it," Lita giggled. "You have such a pretty cock."
"Don't be weird, Lita," Demi said.
Basically at will, Demi shoved her cock deep into Connor's mouth again and let her cum burst forth. She pumped all kinds of hot, thick, creamy cum down his throat, pulling gradually back to make him work harder at swallowing it, eventually only cumming in his mouth to make sure he got a good taste as well. She allowed him to spill some, so long as he was mostly only making a mess of himself.
Demi made Connor clean her cock off some with his tongue before vacating her spot.
Lita jumped eagerly at the chance and proceeded to shove her cock at Connor while he was still dazedly recovering from Demi. Still, he managed to open his mouth and take her in without too much fuss.
****
Connor was rather impressed. Heaven-not that that's what this was, exactly, according to the girls-had never struck him as being that exciting as a concept. Wherever he'd ended up was much more of a thrill. Cute girls with big cocks demanding blowjobs? It wasn't what he ever would have guessed, but it was quite a good time all the same.
Demi seemed a bit annoyed with him at times. He knew he wasn't the best at sucking cock, but he was trying his level best. He hadn't had many opportunities to practice sucking girls off like this in his life. Or any opportunities at all, really. It was all new.
He'd made her cum, at least, and she'd seemed to enjoy it. She'd cummed a lot, too. It tasted so fucking sexy, and there was so much in his tummy already.
Now Lita wanted him, and he was going to do his best with her as well.
"You're so much cuter than the last guy I was assigned to," Lita said happily as she casually violated Connor's throat. "He was older, though, and that doesn't help. He used to whine a lot too." She patted Connor's head like a puppy. "You're quieter, huh?"
Connor wasn't sure if he was meant to be answering, but he couldn't regardless. His mouth was very, very full. As far as he could tell so far, the girls all seemed to have cocks roughly the same size as one another, so taking her wasn't any trickier than Demi. Plus he had that small amount of experience to work with now.
"I thought I was being rough enough," Demi was saying to Monica, over at the bed. "Didn't get much of a reaction though, did I?"
"Gotta go harder," Monica said. "I'll show you when Lita's done."
"Good luck. She'll take forever. I don't know how she still gets so excited about it."
"Of course I'm excited," Lita said. "It feels so good!" She beamed down at Connor, who was struggling to keep his eyes on her while gagging on her cock. "You're nearly a throat-virgin, aren't you? Hm? Yes you are! So snug. So soft. So wet. Very nice." She patted him again. "And so well behaved."
"Hnnnhh ghhhnngg," Connor said, flushing slightly at the praise.
Lita hummed happily to herself as she mouth-fucked Connor. She of course wanted to go deeper too, and Connor's throat was forced to stretched out for her. He had some practice with Demi now, and wasn't quite as unsure of himself. That helped. Plus Lita seemed so much more excited and encouraging of him, which for being so new to this was very helpful to him.
Lita's cute face was all lit up, her eyes wide and gleaming. Connor tried to look up at her as best he could, but there was only so much eye contact he could make with his eyes watering and blinking, his face being somewhat roughly handled, and his throat protesting and causing him to gag at semi-regular intervals.
Connor was afraid he was going to look a bit of a mess. Already did, really. He couldn't seem to stop choking and drooling everywhere. All down his front and soaking his shirt was a mixture of his spit and Lita's precum, which was surprisingly tasty. It would have been quite sexy anyway, but having an amazing taste was a lovely bonus. There was, too, some of Demi's cum that had previously spilled from his mouth.
It did, indeed, take Lita longer to cum than Demi, as she and Monica had guessed. Connor was feeling fairly lightheaded by the time Lita was ready to finish. He felt a thrill run through him as he sensed more cum on the way, another massive load presumably. Demi had cummed so, so much. Hopefully Lita would too.
He wasn't disappointed. Lita grunted and moaned and shoved her cock in deep as her balls pulsed and shot hot cum all inside him. He swallowed fast, not wanting to make such a mess again. It felt so unprofessional. Unlike Demi, Lita hardly let him taste any at all, mostly shooting it into the base of his throat, almost to his stomach already. The last bit she let him have in his mouth, giggling as she instructed him to hold it for a minute before he was allowed to swallow.
Connor was panting even harder after Lita. He was already a little tired from the attention that seemed as though it had only just begun. Very happy with it, though, and still quite excited.
His cock was so damn hard after having two cute girls use his mouth and throat with their throbbing dicks. Monica hadn't gone yet, so presumably he'd get at least one more go. Maybe more.
Connor coughed to clear his throat. "Could I possibly get off my knees? I'm not used to this, and they're getting a bit sore."
The girls looked at each other as Monica hopped off the bed, cock swaying enticingly as she sashayed over. "Sure thing. I didn't want you down there anyway."
Monica helped an unsteady Connor to his feet. She rather efficiently peeled off his messed shirt, then worked on his pants too.
"Why you stripping him already?" Demi asked. "It's not time for that yet."
"Maybe I like seeing a cute, naked boy," Monica said. "What's it to ya?"
Lita nodded. "He's very nice to look at," she agreed. "So smol. Makes you think he won't even be able to take our dicks."
"Not that small," Connor mumbled, blushing.
His cock was soon totally uncovered, and he got a few incredulous stares once it was.
"The fuck?" Demi said. "Why's he all hard and... dripping?"
"It happens," Monica said. "Just a reaction."
"You'd think he's enjoying it or something."
Connor frowned slightly at that comment. Of course he was enjoying it. But Monica was already moving him, using that deceptive strength the girls shared. Connor stopped moving, resisting a little just to see what would happen. It didn't faze Monica in the slightest, and she tossed him on the bed like it was nothing.
If anything, that only turned Connor on more. They were going to use him and there was nothing he could do about it. Fuck that was hot.
"There we go," Demi said, cheering up a bit. "He kinda fought there a bit, didn't he?"
"A little," Lita said, scratching her head dubiously.
"I definitely had to throw him," Monica said, "but..."
She trailed off as she approached and Connor opened his mouth for her. She frowned, bodily dragged him to the edge of the bed so his head was hanging over, upside down. She adjusted her angle, then pushed her cock in, getting halfway into his throat on the first thrust, thanks to his open-throated position and excited expectation of what was coming.
"Yeah, I dunno," Monica said. "It's a little too easy, huh?"
She fucked Connor's throat hard, getting balls deep in him far more quickly than the other two. She kept going, kept fucking his face, going harder and faster. Connor was struggling to keep up, to time his breaths, anything.
"Little fucker's leaking precum down here like crazy," Demi muttered, running her fingertips over Connor's slick cock.
Connor moaned at the touch, which got a breathy gasp from Monica in return.



Lita cooed over Connor, his hard, leaking cock, and his cock-stuffed face. "He's so adorbs!" she squealed. "This is so much better than my last gig!"
"Is it?" Demi asked.
"Yeah. Don't you find the constant whining gets to you after a few decades? This is nice. He's so quiet. Except all the choking and spluttering, but that's kinda hot, so it's fine."
"Some of us like the whining and screaming," Demi said. "That's what we're paid for, you know."
"So I'm a rebel. Bite me."
Connor couldn't see much of anything other than Monica's swinging balls. He could hear some scampering and giggling though, as well as feeling the mattress shift under him. From what he could gather, Demi was literally trying to bite Lita.
Connor tried to push Monica back some. She wasn't letting him take many breaths at all, and it was starting to panic him a bit. She was going hard at his throat, which was super hot and all, but she needed to pull out more on the upstrokes or he was going to pass out.
Or at least he thought he would. He couldn't budge Monica no matter how hard he pressed, and the more she kept fucking him, filling and stretching his throat, making him choke on cock, spit, and precum, the more lightheaded he felt, but somehow he never felt like he was about to black out or anything.
Monica made Connor taste almost all of her eventual orgasm. She left his mouth filled, but his throat empty, pumping him full of cum faster than he could keep up with. He swallowed lots, but quite a bit flooded out and over his face, making quite a mess.
Connor was gasping for a long while after that, ineffectually swiping at his messed face, and not really getting anywhere as far as cleaning it up. He smiled under the cum-mask and patted his full tummy. These girls were good.
****
Monica, much like Demi, was a little disappointed in herself and this odd boy. She'd throat-fucked him hard, hard enough that he should have snapped out of whatever daze he was in, at least out of a sense of self-preservation or something.
It had seemed like it was working when he was frantically trying to push her away for part of it, but he'd given that up all too quickly.
Plus then, even though she could have held back longer if she wanted, Monica had felt like she really, really needed to cum in him. Lita was right, he felt amazing. Just the softest, snuggest little throat a girl could ask for.
Connor was taking a breather, but other than gasping and trying to clean himself off all the cum on his face, there was very little indication of him hating the experience so far. Even those weren't necessarily sure signs.
"Ok, you were right," Monica admitted.
"Told ya," Demi said. "That was a good try, though. There was spit actually flying, you were fucking his face so hard."
"Yeah, fuckin' hot," Lita agreed. "Whatcha think, face fuck him more? I vote more." She raised her hand eagerly, but Monica and Demi just rolled their eyes and ignored the vote she was trying to call.
"Usually we don't need to do butt stuff on the first day," Demi said. "But..."
"Might be needed," Monica agreed.
"Ooh, even better," Lita said, clapping her hands. "Me first?"
Demi shrugged. Monica had just gone, and while she didn't technically need any recovery time, a little break was nice. "Go for it."
"Thanks!" Lita whipped her head around. "Where's the lube?"
"Don't know," Demi said. "Weren't s'posed to need any yet. Hadn't bothered to look."
"Could do it with spit," Monica said. "Like the old days."
Demi winced. "That just chafes your dick after a while. Not worth it."
"That's ok," Lita said, bubbly and undeterred. "Lotsa cum here. Might as well make use of it."
Connor watched in fascination as Lita swiped her fingers through the cum on his face then rubbed it all over her cock. She took another big handful, then twirled a finger on her clean hand in a circle. Connor just stared at her.
"Oh come on now," Lita said. "You were being such a good boy. Turn around for me, would you?"
"Are you... are you gonna..."
"Gonna fuck your ass, yep yep. Your own fault, you know."
"I... I've never had anything like that. I don't know if-"
"Too bad!" Lita declared gleefully. "Turn around, chop chop. Lemme deflower that tight little virgin bum of yours!"
Monica felt some relief at the conversation. She could tell Demi did too. Maybe this guy had just sucked a lot of dick or something. Usually boys like that didn't get sent here, but maybe there'd been a mix up. He certainly didn't seem eager to have his ass fucked, at least. They could work with that.
"Whatcha think?" Monica murmured to Demi. "Loved sucking cock in his life, or what?"
"You'd almost think so," Demi agreed. "Except he didn't really have any technique or anything."
"True. But then again, we didn't give him much of a chance to demonstrate even if he did know some stuff."
"Yeah, I s'pose." Demi shook her head. "I don't think so, though. They're pretty good at screening for this stuff. In theory, we've got ourselves some prime virgin holes here."
"But... but the lack of fighting and whining and squealing and everything!"
"I know. Trust me, I know. The ass fucking will get him, though. You can see he's scared."
****
Connor was pretty damn nervous. Anal was supposed to hurt the first time, right? Especially with cocks the size these girls were packing?
He was so fucking excited for it, though. He might really pass out this time, from the thrill of it all rather than lack of breath. Or maybe from the pain, if it was as bad as some of his worst anxieties suggested it might be.
Lita was so very cute about it. Clearly just as excited as he was. He didn't want to disappoint her. Plus he had a feeling he didn't really have a say in the matter at the end of it. This was an odd sort of eternal reward, based on what he knew of afterlife doctrine that got spread around on Earth, but it was a pretty dang good one.
So many things back in life-and he was already coming around to the reality of not really being alive anymore-had seemed fun and amazing, but hadn't been practical or possible for a variety of reasons. Maybe he was going to get to go through all of them eventually. Maybe this was just the first.
Cute girls with big dicks fucking him as much as they wanted, cumming in him, stuffing him with cock over and over, stretching him all out every which way. It was scary, since he hadn't been able to do anything like that before, but it was a dream come true. He wasn't going to waste the chance, scared or not.
While trying to appear confident, and failing miserably, Connor slowly turned himself around, ass toward Lita. He was trembling. It was pretty bad. Maybe part of it was excitement and adrenaline getting him all shaky, but nerves were still the bigger factor.
"That a boy," Lita said, patting his butt. "It won't be so bad." She started giggling. "Actually yeah it will. But it'll be over soon."
"No it won't," Demi said.
"Oh yeah. No it won't."
Lita was cracking up like she was telling a really funny joke. She rubbed his butt some more with her clean hand, then placed her cummy hand in his butt crack and smeared slippery cum all around.
Her finger slid into his butthole surprisingly easily. Connor gasped at the intrusion, eliciting some favourable murmuring from Demi and Monica.
"He's so tight!" Lita cooed. "Oh this is gonna be fun."
She swiped more cum off of Connor's face and did her best to get more of it inside his ass. She managed to get two fingers in him, which was already starting to feel like a bit of a stretch, then three. It kind of hurt a bit before he adjusted.
Her cock was definitely going to be worse, he reasoned. But he'd adjust to that too. She'd go slow probably, wouldn't she? Well, no, probably not given how the girls had behaved so far. Maybe that was part of it, though. It wouldn't have been nearly so fun or intense if they'd only gently stuck their dicks in his mouth. Hard, deep throat fucking his recently virgin throat wasn't something you could build up to if you wanted the full effect.
Connor trusted that they knew what they were doing. That it would be awesome, and he wouldn't be seriously injured. He lowered his face to the sheets, smearing cum on them in the process, while sticking his ass up even more wantonly. It might hurt at first, but it'd be so, so worth it.
****
"That's a good slutty boy," Lita said approvingly as Connor went face down, ass up for her. "So eager to please already."
"Maybe his arms just gave out," Monica muttered behind her.
Demi only snorted and waited.
Lita ran her cock back and forth along Connor's ass crack, feeling his tight cheeks, and all that slippery cum lubricating their skin to skin contact. A virgin boyhole. Such a treat. And so young and cute. Lita was really hoping for a proper young one at some point, in the eighteen to twenty range. For logistical reasons, they were pretty rare. Let alone getting them before someone else did.
She swapped more cum from Connor's face to her cock, making sure everything was all ready to go. In theory, unlubed anal was more a punishment, but in practice it wasn't really much fun. It was so much extra work getting into tight little asses and fucking them. And it really did chafe if you went too long. Which was, of course, a big part of the point.
No. Lube was better. Definitely.
Lita fixed her eyes on the small, slick hole in front of her. She carefully lined her cock up with it and pressed the tip in. Connor resisted her at first, but she could be patient enough for this, and more importantly could keep increasing the pressure.
Connor whined slightly as his ass gave way more and more, and finally Lita popped in.
"Ooh, fuck," Lita purred. "That really is lovely and snug." She patted his ass. "This is gonna be good."
Connor whimpered as she kept pressing in, then started to thrust back and forth to get deeper and deeper. She didn't give him a break to adjust, just kept going. Penetrating as deep as she could.
It still took a while to bottom out in him. He kept whining and squirming, trying to crawl away. He was surprisingly docile overall, though. She'd had much, much worse. Ones who wouldn't cooperate at all. Plus Connor was still adorable even when he was being non-cooperative, and that was a nice change too.
****
Connor couldn't believe how deep Lita was going in him, nor how much of an initial stretch he felt. He probably should have known, in a sense. He had been thoroughly throat fucked just recently, after all. He knew the exact dimensions of the cock now fucking him from the other end.
But it fucking hurt at first. He'd tried to be good and to get through it. He couldn't help whining and trying to get away from it, though. Initially, it was just one of those pains that he couldn't stay calm and still through.
After a few moments, that pain faded to a worrying ache and continued stretch that felt like it would tear him open, but something much more manageable, at least. And the sheer fullness as Lita got balls deep inside him was breathtaking. It was a sensation unlike anything else. Kind of what he would have expected, but even better, if anything. It was so real and visceral. The pleasure was only heightened by the pain it took to get there.
Lita was relentless and merciless in her enthusiasm. She sounded like she was having the time of her life as she fucked him hard and energetically. Her cock went deep into him over and over and over again. Her balls audibly slapped against him. Her fingers dug into his butt, spreading it so she could get just a tiny bit deeper.
It was so fucking good.
****
Monica relaxed and let Lita take care of Connor. It was all going better now. The whines, whimpers, and squeals were much more like it. And all the squirming and wiggling, trying to escape. That was more like it. Finally he was acting like he was properly being punished. She'd been getting rather perturbed up until now.
Demi, too, seemed to be happier about how things were going. She'd been getting jittery, not that anyone who didn't know her would have been able to tell. And she had quite a temper if someone managed to annoy her sufficiently.
Monica nudged Demi. "Smoke break?"
Demi looked at Connor. "Yeah, Lita can handle him for a while."
"She's having a good time. Won't even miss us."
The two of them hopped off the bed and padded nakedly away. They let their cocks soften, so that they were only swaying between their legs and not lewdly jutting out in front. There was no point showing off for each other.
"How long's Lita been at this, anyway?" Monica asked.
Demi shrugged. "Two or three centuries? I think?"
Monica nodded. "I remember those early days on the job. Everything still seemed so exciting."
"It's honestly adorable. She's not all jaded like us yet."
Monica snorted. "You start to find out nothing really gets any different after a while. There's a few different kinds of guys coming through, and they only repeat themselves."
"You'd almost think they'd get together on Earth and really sort out all these punishments they're earning."
"Ha, yeah. What a fucking joke though, huh? Have you seen all the different rules people keep spouting to them? No wonder they have no idea what they're doing. You know how long they thought slavery was ok?"
"Still do in some places, I hear."
"Mmhm. Fucked up. Even the good ones don't stand a chance a lot of the time."
"Oh well. Thank fuck we don't have to sort that out, am I right?"
"Aw jeez, yeah." Monica shuddered. "I worked in admin for a few decades, way back when. Barely lasted twenty years."
"Rough stuff. Glad you found your way to us. You help make the centuries of torture fly by."
"Aw, didn't know you cared."
"Torture bitches."
Demi held her fist out. Monica bumped it without looking.
"Torture bitches," she echoed.
Once they got to the back deck, Demi stepped out into the lovely, warm sunlight. As she stretched out and basked in the perfect heat, her body changed.
Demi grew from a cute girl with a big cock, to someone much taller, redder, and generally scarier. Her hair became jet black and fell in smooth, perfect waves down past her shoulders. Her long, thin tail emerged just above her butt and flitted about whimsically. Her teeth got sharp and pointy, and her eyes lit with a fiery glow.
Monica was only shortly behind, releasing herself to her demon form and sighing happily as the quick change finished.
"Damn, that's better," Demi said, tilting her head to crack her neck. "You know you're getting old when holding that primitive shape starts to wear you out."
"Old, pff." Monica grabbed a meaty handful of Demi's now much fuller ass. "Not a hint of sag anywhere on you."
"Oldness can be mental. You don't know."
"I know you're full of shit and just want an excuse to be grumpy. That's what I know."
"Hmph."
Demi shrugged and waved her hand in front of her, plucking a pair of cigarettes from the aether. She handed one to Monica, then lit it with a pass of her finger over the tip.
"You seriously gotta show me that trick sometime," Monica said, taking her first drag. "You've been promising for decades."
"You've been asking for decades. I've never promised a damn thing."
Demi took a deep inhale of her own, then relaxed against the railing.
It was such a pleasant day out. It almost always was. Just because this was a punishment zone of the Hellscape didn't mean the demonesses working there should be miserable too. The houses, yards, and weather were all engineered to be nice and hospitable as a consideration for the staff rather than the guests.
"How long you think before we're gonna show this one who we actually are?" Monica asked, letting smoke curl up from the corners of her lips, then puffing the rest out in a small circle.
"Never can tell, really." Demi shrugged. "I suspect it might be soon, though. Connor doesn't seem to be bothered by seemingly delicate girls throwing him around and having their way with him."
"Yeah. I really feel like humiliation aspect of the smol girls hasn't been working as well for a while. You still every now and then get someone really bothered by it, but manliness ain't as stubborn as it once was."
"Nah, I know. Or even the whole, like, religious fear thing. Either of demons, or the whole... how did that go?"
"What?"
"You know, you'd get those nutjobs, and they'd be all 'oh no, if you fuck my ass I'll go to hell!'"
Monica cracked up. "Oh shit, yeah. That was hilarious. It's like, guys, you're already here. Stop worrying about it. Jeez."
"Who the fuck ever told them a boy loving another boy was a sin anyway? Anally or otherwise? I never got that memo."
"Well let's be thankful they did, or we wouldn't get this sweet gig fucking boys in the afterlife. Wouldn't be a punishment if they all just accepted that ass fucking is awesome."
"True dat."
Monica stubbed out the rest of her smoke. "You done?"
Demi took another long pull, then flicked the butt of her cigarette. It tumbled through the air, then disappeared before it hit the ground.
"Done."
"Seriously, you're gonna tell me how you do that. I need to know."
****
Connor was feeling a bit brain-mushy. Lita had a power and stamina that he just wasn't ready for. It may not even have been possible to be ready for her.
But holy fuck was she amazing.
He couldn't believe that it was actually happening. A hot girl straight up pounding him, taking his ass as her own, using him hard and relentlessly. It was something out of one of his horniest fantasies, only it was actually truly happening.
It didn't even matter that his butt was gonna be sooo sore after, that it continued to ache as she railed him into the bed. She filled, stretched, and pounded him so good. He'd happily accept being unable to walk for days if it meant she could keep going, keeping fucking him this way. Treating him like a sex toy for her own insatiable urges.
Lita had already cummed in his butt once. That had added to the amazing pleasure in its own right. It was hard to say for sure, but it definitely felt like she'd put another load in him matching the ones the girls had all deposited in his tummy, via mouth or throat.
"You're being such a good boy, aren't you," Lita said. She rolled him over, pushed his legs back, and kept right on fucking him senseless. "I bet you wanna cum, huh? I kinda want to see that. Look how bad your cock's twitching and getting all drooly with precum."
Connor didn't answer. He registered her words, but couldn't quite make the connection to doing anything with them.
Lita reached up and patted his cheek curiously, as though unsure he was still with her. She smiled as he blinked slowly at her.
"Still with me?" Lita asked. "Can't have you going all zoned out on me, can I? Much too early for that."
"Hm?"
"Want a nice little cum?"
"... yes."
"Thought you might. Don't know if the other girls would approve, exactly, but it's not technically against the rules."
"Wha'?"
"You're so cute compared to who I usually get assigned to. I think it'd be hot seeing you cum. I'm gonna do it." Lita shrugged. "I mean, you don't really have a choice in the matter. Don't know why I'm asking, even."
"... ok."
"I could make you cum over and over until you can't anymore. That's fun sometimes. But... you really have been well behaved. We should reward that, shouldn't we?"
Lita switched to a different rhythm, different strokes, and right away Connor felt her hitting some brand new places inside him. Some wonderful, magical places. He thought it had been amazing before, but that was nothing compared to now. She was still filling him up beyond his ability to process, which he loved all by itself, but now he could feel an orgasm building along with it.



"Please... cum..."
"Ooh, a please, even." Lita grinned madly. "I'm really gonna like you. I know I am. But, uh, you may want to get over whatever your game is and be more properly scared and reluctant with Demi and Mon. They're more traditionalists about this stuff."
Connor didn't know what that meant. He didn't care, really, nor did he have time to think about it either way. Lita kept hitting this one beautiful spot in his ass again and again, combining it with that throbbing ache around her cock, and the previously unknown feeling of being so very filled up.
He groaned and felt the most intense and amazing orgasm of his life, such as it was, flood over and through him. His balls tensed and released in a powerful surge, shooting through his cock and splashing his own cum all over him as Lita kept fucking him on his back with her deep, powerful strokes.
Connor got better distance with his cum than he thought possible, hitting himself in the face where more mess wouldn't really be noticed, even if lots had been wiped off in the interim. More landed on his chest, his tummy, and some stray strands elsewhere on his shoulders, arms, or thighs.
Lita's eyes gleamed, just above her cat-like smile. "Wow, that was a nice one," she purred. "You got yourself all messy."
Connor felt post-orgasm relaxation setting in. Lita didn't stop fucking him for a second, and it wasn't long before he was feeling horny again, but even then he felt like his ass was relaxing into it more, and he'd be able to go a lot longer. Not that he seemed to have much choice in the matter, which was pretty fucking great.
"How long?" Connor murmured.
"How long's my dick?"
"No. How... how long... will you..."
"Ohhh. I mean, I'll probably swap with Demi or Mon when they get back. You're probably gonna get fucked all day."
Pleasant tingles ran all through Connor at the promise of more. So much more. More than he could possibly handle without going even mushier than he already was.
"And tomorrow?"
"Same thing."
Connor grinned broadly even as Lita flipped him back over, propped his ass up, and pounded him down.
****
Demi gave Monica first go at Connor when they returned. Lita had already dumped two loads of cum in him, so he was nice and slippery inside. His tummy was also getting bigger, not as much as it eventually would, but it was starting to expand from all the cum in him.
Monica took over smoothly from Lita. She crouched above Connor rather than kneeling behind him, and used the hidden power of her deceptively thin thighs to pile drive his ass hard.
They'd gone back to human girl form so as not to blow the surprise yet. It was worth saving their true selves for if he started getting complacent at some point. The humiliation he might have felt at being taken by girls much more petite than him didn't seem to have any effect. It sometimes didn't with certain boys. But when it worked it was worth the effort.
It probably didn't matter much what shape they chose at the moment. Connor seemed to be totally out of it, babbling incoherently at times, or just drooling on himself at others. Leaking from both mouth and cock. It might have bothered Demi about him being so hard and precummy, and apparently having shot a load all over himself at some point, but that sort of thing happened as an involuntary reaction sometimes, and was nothing to fret over. He was clearly taking more than he could handle.
It was very relaxing to have basically no sounds coming from Connor at all, except the sloppy sounds his butt made and the occasional mumble or hopeless moan. Lita was right that constant whining and screaming could lose its charm after a century or two.
Monica finished up the better part of an hour later, expanding Connor's tummy again with another big load of demon-cum, nicely deposited deep, deep in his ass. She stepped away lightly, wiping at her brow with the back of her arm and grinning.
"Your turn," Monica said.
"How is he?"
"You mean mentally, or physically?"
"I can see mentally. Nothing happening there right now."
"True." Monica glanced at Connor. "His ass is premium."
"Yeah?'
"Hell yeah. It's so warm and tight and soft. And... I don't know, it doesn't fight you the whole time like some do. Harder pulling out than pushing in, weirdly. Doesn't make much sense, but it's like it'd rather have you fully buried than out entirely."
Lita was off fucking around somewhere taking a break. Demi couldn't ask her to confirm, though she knew Lita had very much enjoyed it. But really, anything she wanted to know, she could just find out for herself.
It was Demi's turn to have a crack at this supposedly delectable boy hole. He didn't move or speak as she crawled behind him and lined up. His ass was gaping from the poundings it had already taken, and it was easy enough to slide right in.
Connor almost certainly wasn't as tight as when Lita had gone, or even Monica. He still gripped Demi nicely as she pushed balls deep into him, then tried to reverse course. She had to put some more power into her movements to get a rhythm going. It was weirdly nice.
Not to mention that he was just as warm and soft and accommodating as Monica had claimed. There was definitely some fun to be had here.
****
Connor had a rotation of the three girls fucking his ass all the rest of the day. They were variously gentler or harder about it, apparently just on whims, but he was never empty for very long at any given time.
At times, one of them might fuck his throat again while another was using his ass. And Monica sat on his face at one point and twisted his nipple until he started licking her asshole for her.
That seemed to give Lita the idea to teabag him afterward, dipping her balls in his mouth and having him suck them, then pull away, only to do it again. She giggled a lot and seemed to enjoy the game.
Mostly it was ass fucking with some mouth stuff, anyway.
By the day's end, Connor was nearly comatose. He felt limp and sore all over, but so very happy and relaxed. Each little ache reminded him of so much more pleasure than he'd ever thought possible. He'd been filled, stretched, and pounded so good, and they hadn't slowed for all the many hours of the day.
The girls all stood grinning at his boneless form as they got ready to leave for the night.
"Hope you had a good time," Demi said, grinning evilly. "'Cause we get to do this to you again and again and again. Starting first thing in the morning."
Connor swallowed, tasting cum even while just trying to dampen his dry mouth. "I did. Thank you."
Demi frowned. "... what?"
Lita rolled her eyes. "I warned you, dude."
"Maybe he's delirious," Monica said with a shrug.
Connor shook his head weakly. "No, that was intense, and kinda hurt, and I'm super exhausted, but that was probably the best day ever. Do I really get more again tomorrow?"
Monica swore. Demi's eyes went dangerous, an ethereal flicker running through them.
Lita just threw her hands up and walked out of the room. "I waaarrrned yooouuu."
"You think you're funny, huh?" Demi snarled. "You can't even move, can you?"
"Uh... not really," Connor agreed. He was a bit confused by the anger, but he was starting to catch on to the game, and he was pretty sure that was part of it.
"Don't taunt us," Monica said, calmer than Demi, but arms now folded and a calculating look in her eyes. "You might think this is as bad as it gets. That you can take it. You're playing with fire."
Connor's eyes widened. "There's more?"
"Damn straight there is," Demi said. She spun around. "Just wait for tomorrow!"
Despite being so exhausted, Connor wasn't sure how he'd sleep. It was like being a kid again and being all hopped up on sugar, trying to sleep on Christmas Eve. It wasn't easy.
****
Demi was raging even before the end of a full week. "This is such bullshit!" She sucked hard on her cigarette, demolishing the end of it. She plucked another from the air in front of her and lit it with the dregs of the first.
"Don't let him get to you," Monica said. "I'm not happy about it either, but getting mad isn't going to help."
"Says you!"
"Well... you hate-fucked him all yesterday, and most of the day before. Didn't help, did it?"
"Little fucker just keeps acting like he's enjoying it!"
"Yeah."
"And Lita's not helping things. She keeps cooing over him like a pet."
Monica shrugged. "Kids. What ya gonna do?"
"... Connor or Lita, you mean?"
"Both."
"Right."
Demi took another long drag, then held it and slowly released, trying to calm her breathing. "She's getting attached. She's not supposed to do that."
"You don't have to tell me. But what can we do? It's not like we're not trying our hardest. You pounded him into a literal dent in the floor yesterday. And we tried tying him up tight with his ass in the air and fucking him hard all day while he was totally helpless."
"He was already helpless. It didn't change anything."
"I'm just saying. We're trying. Don't let one happy customer ruin your whole decade."
Demi flicked her cigarette back into the void, watching as it snapped out of existence. "It's such fucking early days," she muttered, "but I gotta get demonic on his ass."
Monica nodded and stubbed her cigarette out in a more normal fashion. "Yeah, that's fair. We haven't tried that yet. You think it'll work."
"Hard to say. At the very least, you'd figure it'll have to hurt more."
"He doesn't seem to mind that."
"Yeah, I know. Don't remind me."
****
Connor felt like he was settling nicely into his eternity. It had been a pleasant surprise to wake up the second morning and find that he was all recovered from his first day. His ass was tight and ache-free, his tummy and ass weren't all swollen with cum, and he had all the energy of a boy who hadn't spent a full day getting fucked into submission.
And that happened every morning. A full reset. He was downright giddy about it.
The one drawback was possibly that it meant he was never all loosened up and ready to go for the first couple fucks of any given day. But since it meant he got to experience being all stretched out all over again each and every morning, it was a trade he was happy to make.
This morning, Lita was cheerfully taking her time fucking Connor's ass while the other two were nowhere to be seen. On a break, supposedly. Demi and Monica had already had a turn each in his butt, and were still playing up being annoyed with him about his appreciation for their efforts.
They were maybe taking the charade too far at this point, but Connor had to admit he liked the power that Monica used when she was 'punishing' him, and the way Demi glared at him like she really wanted him to suffer while she stuffed his ass deep and full yet again. That extra thrill was nice at times.
Connor was already starting to get attached to all three of the sexy, cute girls and their insatiable appetites for screwing him silly. He was probably falling hardest for Lita, though. There was something about the sheer joy and delight she expressed, and the way she'd fuck him for hours for no greater purpose than just because she loved it. With her, there wasn't nearly so much pretense and playacting. She was more genuine for it, Connor felt.
As Lita pulled out of Connor long enough to flip him on his back, prop his butt up with some pillows, and push his legs back, he stared at her boobies and smiled as he reached for them. He cupped one, fondling it gently even as she ploughed back into his ass.
Lita looked down at his hand, then at the dreamy grin on his face. "You're really having a good time, aren't you?"
Connor nodded happily, still feeling Lita's tits. "You know in life I'd always doubted the idea of paradise. Like if one even existed, how would it possibly work? But... guess I've been proven wrong, huh?"
Lita grinned just a tad shyly. "That's really what you think?"
"Mmhm."
"I've never had anyone say things like that before. It's... it's kinda nice."
"Well you do good work. You should be proud."
Connor was pleased to see an actual blush on Lita's cheeks. Faint, but definitely there.
"You really need to stop saying things like that around Demi and Mon," Lita warned. "They don't like it."
"Well, I know they're pretending they don't, but they must like being appreciated for their work, don't they?"
"They want screams, tears, and regret. Haven't you figured that out yet?"
"I mean, that's not what they reeeaaallly want, right?"
"What makes you say that?"
"Well... I mean the whole game of this place... they're playing like-"
Connor couldn't finish his sentence. The door banged open, thrown faster than it knew how to move, knob sticking in the wall at the end of the short swing. The wall would probably fix itself overnight the way Connor himself and his bed always did. No matter how broken and abused either were, the next day was a clean refresh every time.
No, it was no concern for property that stopped him. It was who walked in through the doorway afterward.
A tall, powerful, red skinned woman walked in, naked and with a rapidly filling erection that outclassed even the ones he'd gotten used to since arriving. Her nails appeared razor sharp, as did the teeth of her evil looking smile. Tiny, illusory flames danced in her eyes. And was that a tail?
"The hell?!" Connor yelped, caught totally off-guard. He tried to squirm away from the scary demon lady, but was quite firmly pinned by the cock in his ass.
"Yes," said the demoness, padding forward like a tiger. "Exactly."
Lita shrugged and pulled out of Connor. "I warned you," she said softly.
Connor tried to roll off the far side of the bed, but was caught easily. As he was rolled back into place, he realized there was a second Demoness behind the first, just as fearsome looking.
"What's going on?" Connor asked, looking to Lita who was only very calmly sitting cross-legged at the back corner of the bed.
"You got them pissed now," Lita said. "This was gonna happen sooner or later."
"What? Who? Demi and Monica? And they brought these two over? I don't-"
"No no," Lita explained patiently. "They are Demi and Mon. They aren't playing with kid gloves now."
Through his fear and confusion, Connor stared at the demoness pinning him down like he weighed nothing. She wasn't quite as terrifying on a second look, though it was pretty clear she could tear him apart without even blinking. There was maybe a semblance of the girl he'd gotten to know over the past few days. She maybe had some similar facial features, an identical annoyed frown, eyes that studied him the same way, albeit in a more infernal manner.
Demi, if that was her, wasn't paying his confusion any attention. She was already lining herself up for penetration. She took a few practice thrusts across his ass, sliding over his balls and cock, and up over his tummy as well.
Connor's eyes widened as he noted how much deeper into him she could potentially get. She couldn't actually get balls deep in him, could she?
"Come lube me up, would you, Lita?"
That... that was almost Demi's voice. Different, but recognizable somehow. It might actually be her. But... what was the deal with the change of appearance? Or was this what she actually looked like?
Connor chewed his lip nervously. There were a lot of things he still didn't understand about his new life, nor afterlives generally. But Demi, if that was indeed who she was, fit a general description of a demon as far as he understood, and they tended to be portrayed as denizens of Hell. That might possibly mean he'd had it all wrong this whole time. But even that didn't really add up.
He got distracted as Lita casually rubbed lube all over Demi's demon-cock. It took her a disturbingly long time getting the whole length and thickness. And that was all going inside him, he was sure of it. Assuming it fit at all, of course, but he was pretty sure it would one way or another.
"Could you maybe go slow, at least?" Connor asked nervously. "You could break me in two with that thing."
Demi smiled evilly. "Yes. Precisely."
Connor swallowed anxiously. His heart thudded in his chest, and his tummy was all fluttery and tense. His cock was hard and dripping with precum.
Sure as he was that this would be excruciating, he was excited too. If he could somehow take that monster in his ass, he could only imagine just how full and stretched he'd be.
Connor closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The girls had been so good to him already, fulfilling fantasies that would never have even been possible in his old life. He should trust that they knew what they were doing. Their dominance and wrecking his butt were some of the best parts, after all. He couldn't back out now.
Actually, he was half convinced he literally didn't have a way of back out. Knowing that he was stuck with it was both scary and possibly the biggest thrill of all.
There was no further chance for Connor to acclimate himself to the idea. Demi wasn't waiting for him.
He gasped, then moaned and whimpered aloud. Demi used that hidden strength-not so hidden in her current form-to hold him in place and push against his asshole. And his butt just couldn't resist her.
Connor was already loosened from being fucked. The cock trying to get in him now was bigger and required more room than his body knew how to give, warmed up or not. A sharp pain jolted through him as Demi forced her way in, claiming his butthole on a whole new level.
Luckily, that initial pain was the worst of it. It still wasn't immediately pleasant at all, and Connor thought he might cry or pass out for a few moments. But as Demi fucked her way deeper and deeper, and deeper still, he experienced the beautiful feeling of being filled by her to such a greater degree than ever before.
Connor was thankful for the generous amount of lube used on Demi's cock. Supposedly it was for her benefit more than his, but it didn't matter either way. She still wrecked his ass going in, but it allowed her strokes to be nice and smooth once he finally started to adjust, his butt giving up entirely and succumbing to its wide-open existence.
As he was ass-fucked with long, powerful strokes, Connor put a hand to his tummy where he could feel Demi's cock moving inside him. At first it wasn't any deeper than he was used to, but as she got closer to burying her full length, he actually lost her somewhere around his ribcage. She was simply too far in him to track.
It was intense and amazing, and ever so slowly becoming less painful so that he could properly enjoy the experience. That initial pain drove home just how much cock he was taking, and it must have been for exactly that reason. Truly these girls or demonesses, whatever they really were, wanted only the best for him, and were experts in their field.
****
Demi finally felt properly in control. Connor had at last figured out that he was in trouble. She'd been able to smell it all over him. Over the omnipresent scents of sex and demoness-cum, even.
Then there'd been those adorable whimpers as she buried herself balls deep in him. He couldn't take it. Human bodies weren't made for it.
Sure, in the Hellscape it was a bit different, and bodies could take a lot more punishment than they usually could, but the great thing was that nobody really knew that. Men came in with all the same expectations and reactions as they would have in life. They thought they needed to breathe, and that they'd break in two with the size of the cocks going up their butts. They wouldn't, but the pain and panic remained.
Connor had been able to hold out remarkably well, but even he couldn't stand up to full-sized, unrelenting demon-cock. Once the initial shock had passed, he was left blank and mostly unresponsive, drooling on himself with his eyes rolled back, seeing nothing.



He couldn't handle it, and it was so gratifying after these past few days of his ridiculous lack of proper reaction to his eternal torment.
A bonus on top of everything was just how good he felt. Physically, he was just about the perfect little boy toy for a demoness. On the young and pretty side, as these things went, initially virginal when it came to his ass, and so damn soft and snug.
The way Connor gripped Demi now at her fullest size was nothing short of magical. He'd ruined the effect before by enjoying himself, or pretending to at least. She still wasn't sure about the truth of it. He couldn't possibly ruin it now, though. She'd heard and felt the pain, the regret, the realization of his fate.
That sweet, tortured music and the reluctant embrace of his ass were an addictive and salving combo. Demi really felt like she could enjoy her time with Connor after all.
Demi came inside Connor in due time, adding to the sloppy mess of his insides. She really let loose, let her balls empty into him, and watched his tummy expand that much more. He was being such a good little barely-conscious cum dump.
Monica tagged in right after Demi, taking her turn in Connor's widely gaping, well-wrecked ass. He barely grunted as she entered him and worked her way as deep in as Demi had just been. He was too far gone.
Just for fun, and because she was enjoying herself now, Demi straddled Connor's face and carefully pushed her cock down his throat. He struggled and choked some while she filled him up from this end, but ultimately couldn't fight her at full strength, let alone while he was nearly passed out and once again getting his ass railed.
Demi and Monica shared Connor between them, fucking him hard from both ends. They grinned toothily at each other as their cocks met in the middle, bumping into each other inside their little butt slut. It only encouraged them to pound him harder and try to outdo one another.
****
Connor came all over himself while getting fucked by both Demi and Monica at the same time. Neither seemed to notice or care. He fucking loved it.
He was being used like an inanimate fuck toy. Like he wasn't even a person, didn't have feelings or sense of pain or pleasure. They just kept going, fucking him deep, choking him on demon dick and making sure his ass would gape wide open the rest of the day.
This was the absolute pinnacle of being filled by girl cock. Connor couldn't imagine any greater sense of having someone inside him than this. He was pretty sure they were literally bumping cocks inside him. There was no more room anywhere in his body.
A boy simply couldn't be stuffed any fuller than he was. Except maybe with more cum, since apparently he could inflate somewhat with it. That had been a trip to discover. Demi and Monica would surely make his tummy swell even more when the both came in him.
It was a sexual feeling unlike anything else in the world, and made better by the firm suspicion Connor had that the girls all secretly cared about him and were doing everything they could to make his afterlife perfect. Lita was the least subtle about it, showing some more obvious affection. Demi and Monica were definitely playing hard to get when it came to any sort of love or caring.
But they cared. He knew they did. They wouldn't spend all their time fucking him over and over, doing these insane sexual stunts to his helpless body unless they at least liked him some. Even if they'd been assigned to the task, they were far too dedicated for it to just be another job for them. There was no way.
Connor moaned around Demi's thick shaft as he felt it pump cum down his throat, deep inside him. Maybe even somewhere past his stomach. He had no idea what they'd done to his internal anatomy, except that it would all reset by the next day, so it was fine. Monica also came in him, creating a vortex of cum within in, flowing from opposite directions, but all collecting within and expanding his tummy like a cum balloon.
He coughed heavily as Demi pulled free of his mouth. He apparently couldn't pass out or die from lack of air, but his body maintained a need for it, and punished him for choosing dick over oxygen. It didn't seem to matter than he had no say one way or the other.
"He's all boneless," Monica said, grinning at Demi. She lifted Connor's leg and let it flop back to the bed. "Like jelly."
Demi seemed happy about their work too. "He's broken for sure this time. We've got him now."
Connor was still sucking in air and gagging on the excess of cum and spit that he couldn't quite clear from his throat. He wasn't able to express his adoration for this new extreme form of violating his well-fucked little body, but they seemed sufficiently pleased with themselves regardless.
****
Lita crawled over while Monica was still kneeling by Connor and running her fingers over his gaping, destroyed ass. Lita casually lifted Monica's cock out of the way and sneaked her way in between them, much to Monica and Demi's shared disbelief.
"You're not gonna give him a minute?" Monica asked.
"You know he won't even feel it if you fuck him right now," Demi said, displaying equal consideration.
"Aw, you guys really ruined him, huh," Lita said, pouting as she felt Connor's ass. "I could put my whole fucking arm up him and he wouldn't notice."
"He'll close up," Monica said. "Eventually."
"By tomorrow anyway," Demi said.
"He'll at least start in a few minutes or something," Monica said. "Could put your dick in and see how long it takes to feel anything. That could be fun."
"Or just get out of that silly human form and fuck him properly," Demi suggested. "Not that he could get much more wrecked, or that he'd notice. He's pretty out of it."
"Yeah, we did good." Monica reached past Lita and fistbumped Demi.
"I like being a cute li'l human though," Lita said. "Makes it feel so much more like I'm embarrassing Connor when I throw him around some and pound his ass."
"He doesn't seem to mind that so much," Monica pointed out. "It's the big demon cocks that finally got him."
Lita sighed. "Whatever. I'll give him a minute, then." She fingered Connor's loose, painfully stretched ass. "Or an hour."
"Yeah, you do that." Monica patted Lita's head. "I'll be back in a bit."
Demi hopped off the bed too. "Whatcha think, get some sun?"
"It's a nice day out."
Lita rolled her eyes. "It's always a nice day out."
"Always good tanning weather," Demi said, undeterred. "Call us if you need backup."
Monica snickered and headed out with Demi close behind.
Lita kept playing with Connor's ass. It was no fun fucking him while his butt was all loose the way it was, but it was kind of neat to just kind of play with it. It seemed like it was never going to close all the way.
"How ya feeling?" Lita asked.
"Ok," Connor croaked.
"Yeah? You look pretty wrecked to me. Not just your ass." Lita dipped her finger into the mess all over Connor's front. "And did you cum on yourself? Repeatedly?"
"Maybe." Connor coughed, clearing his throat some more. "I am pretty wrecked," he admitted.
"I can tell."
"Can you... can you do that?"
"Do what?"
"You know. Change. Get... bigger."
A slow, cunning smile spread over Lita's lips. She peered intently at Connor's face. It was hard to discern much of anything in his face, messy and unfocused as he was. "You liked that, didn't you?"
Connor smiled dopily. "It was amazing. I didn't think I could actually get fucked any harder or deeper. Or be any fuller."
"You were wrong about that one, huh?"
"So wrong." Connor sighed. "You're all so good to me."
Lita burst out laughing. She couldn't help it. This fucking boy was out of a fairy tale or something. He didn't make any sense, but she was growing such a soft spot for him.
"You better not breathe a word of that," she said, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye.
"I think I'm starting to get that," Connor said. "They, uh, want me to play along, yeah?"
"No, idiot. They want you to suffer. That's what we get paid for. I keep trying to explain. I thought you'd get it by now." Lita reached over and pinged Connor's forehead with her finger. "You're just about the most obtuse boy I've ever worked with. You're lucky you're cute and adorable, and so much fun to fuck."
Connor blushed. "See, I know you care, even when you pretend to be mean."
"Oh little one, what am I going to do with you?"
"Well..."
Lita giggled. "Yeah, fucking's good. Have you closed up any yet?"
"Hard to say. My butt's kinda numb now that's had a break."
"Well a good hard fuck could fix that, probably."
Connor nodded hopefully. "And maybe... I mean I like you like this, don't get me wrong, but what if... what if you were in me, then changed?"
"Grew while I was inside you?"
"Yeah."
Lita snorted. "You're a hopeless case. I can sense it."
"... so can you?"
"You're just lucky that sounds like fun, is all."
Lita cheerfully pushed her cock into Connor's loose boyhole, barely even feeling it despite her already sizable girth. As he'd requested, she then changed into her demoness form while buried fully in him.
The results were interesting. Lita had never tried doing such a thing before. It wasn't at all the same as thrusting her way into a tight ass. The end result was basically identical, but the process was fun and unique. Her whole cock got to experience being snugged up against on all sides all at once. She stretched Connor back out from the limited amount he'd managed to tighten up.
Connor moaned as his ass was filled right back up, its whole aching length forced to accommodate Lita now even after so shortly ago being abused by Demi and Monica.
"Regretting it yet?" Lita asked, knowing the answer.
Connor's eyes flicked open and locked on hers, a big grin flashing her way. "Thank you," he said softly.
Lita smiled back even as she started fucking his overly stretched butthole. "You little idiot," she said affectionately.
****
It was weeks before Monica saw Demi get pissed again, but when it happened, it was a big one. The two of them stood out on the deck under the perpetually clear sky while Demi chained cigarettes like she was going for a record.
"That little fucker!" Demi roared as she flicked yet another butt into the void.
"Yes, yes," Monica said, folding her arms and tossing her raven hair flippantly. She and Demi had pretty much stayed their true selves ever since first revealing them to Connor. It had seemed to be working so well. "But what did he actually do?"
"You wanna know?"
"Yes. I asked, didn't I?"
Demi took another drag and let the smoke out slowly. "I thought I'd sleep in this morning. We've been working hard, keeping that little shit all floppy and broken each and every day."
"Sure," Monica said. "Doesn't seem to bother him as much as it should though, does it?"
"That's exactly it! I sleep in, and you'd think either you or Lita would get to him, or if not he'd just enjoy a brief respite. No. No that's not good enough for him!"
"So what'd he do?"
Demi tossed her only half-smoked cigarette away angrily. "I wake up and find that he's sneaked into bed with me. Under the covers. Little asshole's sucking on me to wake me up. Just sucking and licking on my balls. Playing with my cock, trying to get me hard."
"Oh."
"Yeah. Oh." Demi threw her hands up in defeat. "I mean what even is that?"
"He likes the cock."
"He likes the fucking cock. Fuck's sake." Demi rubbed her forehead. "It actually felt nice, just to rub salt in the wound. No one's ever suckled my balls to wake me up."
"I mean, I coulda done it if I knew you wanted it. Or made someone do it."
"That's a kind offer, but not tremendously helpful."
"Sorry." Monica clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "You know, I've been talking to some of our neighbours. Rayne's just down the street, you know. And Kavi. Apparently it's not just us. We all got boys in similar age ranges, and... it's a problem for lots of us. Most of us, maybe."
Demi tilted her head. "Really?"
"Yeah. Millennials I guess they're called. They've, uh, got kind of a tendency to like the idea of girls with big cocks fucking them senseless."
"Shit, really?"
"Apparently."
"Fucking millennials. Ruining everything."
"Well, to be fair, they've been thrust into a situation not of their own creation that's really quite unfair and one-sided. It might not really be their fault that they aren't reacting the way we think they should. They're getting fucked and just kinda making the best of it."
Demi frowned. "What, are we doing social commentary now?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Well fuck it all anyway. Maybe I need to go talk to Rayne too. She always had good sense for stuff like this."
"Mmhm. A little change of scenery might-"
"Don't patronize me."
"Right."
****
Demi hadn't expected Connor to ask to join her, but there wasn't much he could do to truly surprise her anymore. After he'd taken quite a hate-fucking and gotten all pumped full of cum, she'd asked if he still wanted to go. And, indeed, he remained undeterred. A painful, aching ass and a sloshing belly full of cum weren't enough to even slow him down anymore. He was getting far too used to things.
Demi shoved a butt plug in Connor to keep him from leaking everywhere, and put a collar and leash on him to make sure he didn't run off. Not that he wouldn't come back, but it would be embarrassing to appear as though she had no control over him.
In fact, the control she did have wasn't exactly what she wanted. She should have had him afraid to make any wrong moves lest he face her wrath. Instead, he just wanted to please her and make her happy, and ideally get some more hard fuckings out of her. It was all very odd, but she was just going to have to get used to it.
Connor was eager and alert as he walked out ahead of Demi, naked, leashed, and cum-pregnant. He walked funny, with his sore and plugged ass hindering him, but he was curious too and kept peering at every new sight they passed. Mostly that meant other yards, nearly identical to their own. Lots were empty, some contained colleagues, and most of the latter also contained other butt sluts serving their time. A distressing number of them doing so happily.
"How many people live here?" Connor asked. "Are they all boys? I mean, the ones who are human, obviously."
"All boys, yes," Demi answered. "That's the way this section is organized. I don't have a number for you. It gets hard to count, the way the geography works. Even if you ran away, the street just kind of... loops on itself."
"Why would I run away?"
Demi sighed. "Why indeed."
They made it to Rayne's house and found Rayne and her two coworkers sunning the backyard, all in demon form, apparently taking turns pounding away on their boy.
Demi unclipped the leash from Connor's collar. "Alright, go play."
Connor looked at her for a second, then turned and padded in rather ungainly fashion over toward the other boy. The two of them were soon face down in the grass getting their asses stretched in a nearly synchronized manner.
Demi watched just for a moment, then took a seat next to Rayne, who was waiting for her.
"So you're having problems too, huh?" Demi asked.
Rayne shrugged. "You could say that. Honestly, it's kind of refreshing to be able to relax and not have to fight all the time. Or listen to all that whining and carrying on."
"Fuck's sake, you too? Lita's always saying stuff like that."
"You're not ready to give in?"
"I shouldn't have to give in! He belongs to us. He should be giving in."
"But he's not, is he?"
Demi sighed and slumped back in her seat. "No."
Rayne waved her hand. "So just enjoy it. Nothing else you can do."
"Yeah, I'm getting that at home too. But... shit, what about when the bosses find out?"
"You think they don't know?"
"... they wouldn't just leave us here like this if they did. What happens when my paychecks stop coming in?"
"They won't, Demi. Chill. The mucky-mucks know. They aren't going to do anything."
"How could you possibly know what they'll do?"
"Well it's all politics, innit?"
"Is it?"
"Yes. See, there was this push to shut down the whole division. Or at least this street. But, ah, see, then someone would have their little empire reduced, and they can't have that. So they get their friends and push back. All of a sudden it's looking like a war if anyone pushes more one way or another." Rayne shrugged. "So they're just gonna leave it. Not worth it for one little street."
"Even if no one's getting punished or tortured here?"
"Well, you know, a few still are. It's a painfully low rate of success, but it's something." Rayne grinned. "Face it, Demi, we got a good thing here. Getting paid to casually fuck our respective boys whenever we feel like it. And if we don't bother, they'll probably climb on our cocks and fuck themselves. It's like a nice vacation for a few decades. Maybe longer, if we play our cards right."
Demi eyed the two boys, side by side. She could hear whispers of the excited, hushed conversation they were trying to have in between moans and grunts as they were fucked hard and deep. Just the way they rather annoyingly liked it.
"Fuck it," Demi said. "You got anything to drink?"
Rayne grinned wider and plucked a bottle from the otherwise empty air. "Always. You're welcome to have a turn on Jos too, if you want. He's a good little butt slut."
Demi thought about it, then shook her head. "Vacation, right? Let me just relax, then."
"His butt's all silky smooth," Rayne added temptingly.
"So's Connor's. Big deal."
"You don't mind if I have a go on yours then? Compare them?"
"Be my guest. He'll love it, I'm sure."
****
Connor walked unsteadily back home. His tummy bulged even more obscenely, and his legs were all wobbly. Every now and then he'd stumble a little too far away and feel the gentle tug of the leash reining him in.
It had been fun feeling different girls' cocks in him. Demi's friends had all taken a few turns in his ass, and they all fucked him with subtly different styles. It made for a fun few hours.
Still, it was nice getting back to 'his' girls.
Lita was bouncing impatiently waiting for him to return. She was out in the front yard in cute girl form, naked, hard, and dripping precum. She immediately snatched the leash from Demi and led him to his bedroom.
"Finally!" Lita said as she unclipped Connor and shoved him into bed. "I didn't think Demi'd take you away for so long."
"Miss me?"
"Hell yeah! You can't take your sweet booty away from me like that."
"Sorry."
"And look what they did to you!" Lita yanked Connor's butt plug out and tsked at a small gush of cum that flowed out. "Didn't even cum deep enough in you. Sloppy work."
Despite her apparent disapproval, Lita got Connor rolled onto his front, knees under him, ass in the air. She cooed and fussed over his gaping bum for a while until it had closed up enough that she could stretch him back out again.
"At least your recovery time's getting quicker," Lita said.
"It's helpful," Connor agreed.
"Did you have a fun day out with Demi?"
"Mmhm. I got to meet another boy who's here like me."
"And get pounded by other demonesses?"
Connor giggled softly. "That too."
"You'll make me jealous, behaving like that."
"No I won't. You know you and Demi and Mon are my girls."
"And I'm your fav, right?" Lita asked, punctuating the question with a particularly hard thrust.
"You're definitely the cutest."
"Awww."
"But you know I love you all."
"I guess that's fair." Lita smacked Connor's butt. "Wouldn't want to upset anyone by playing favourites, huh?"
Lita fucked Connor's sore little tushy, welcoming him home after his first excursion away from his girls since he'd arrived. It had been a very interesting day.



****
Slowly, gradually, the level of socializing on the street picked up. Connor got taken to few different houses by one of more of his girls. Always on a leash, of course. He got to meet other boys and demonesses that way, and of course get fucked by the latter. He gathered that over half of them liked to fuck boys in their natural demon form, while plenty of others either alternated, or like Lita stayed mostly in human futa shape.
It was very fun getting to meet some of his peers, and get to experience yet more variations on getting stretched beyond all reason and pumped full of cum.
Even better than all that was when Lita and Monica finally convinced Demi that they should host a barbecue. The event being, as usual, an excuse to socialize and for boys to get pounded by a variety of cocks.
As part of the host team, Connor was already excited at being the ass of honour all day. It only got more thrilling when he discovered what Monica had set up for him.
"See, we get you all strapped in and lifted up, and you just have to stay there and take everything until we let you down," Monica explained.
Connor looked at the complicated series of straps and chains dangling from a solid tree branch in the yard. A tree he was certain hadn't been there the day before, even.
"How does it work?" he asked. "I can't even see how I'd get into it."
"Don't worry about it. I can handle that part. You in?"
Connor's heart beat harder at the promise of being all restrained and helpless all day, ass presumably on prime display and ready for using any way someone saw fit.
"Do you even need to ask?"
Monica grinned.
It turned out to be quite comfortable, actually. There were so many straps holding Connor that his weight was very nicely distributed.
Part of the complication of the whole setup was that he could be held in any number of different positions by careful and selective manipulation of various straps and chains. Once he was in, Monica played adjusting him many times until she had a good grasp of things.
Lita 'helped' by testing Connor out while he was hanging at various angles, legs and arms in different stages of spread wide, or held close and tight but out of the way.
They then had some fun with him by pushing him back and forth in his sex swing, teasing him by keeping their cocks just at the very edges of his arcs.
Connor was pretty sure he was going to spend the whole day hard and excited for more.
At least Lita actually lubed him up and fucked him before guests started arriving so that he was all ready for them. That was nice of her.
The rest of the day was basically a blur of taking cock after cock. He was both the only boy available for free use the whole time, and the only one suspended in the air, easily moved to any height or angle someone wanted. It made him a novelty on top of being such a smooth, supple, and willing cock holster.
Lots of other boys were brought around, and he got to talk and compare experiences with most of them, but that was only between getting fucked senseless or having his throat viciously filled. A game developed at some point of demonesses pairing up and taking him from both ends, trying to meet their cocks inside him. He had suspicions one of his girls was spurring on the friendly challenge, but it honestly didn't matter how it happened. The important thing was that he got fucked and filled over and over and over.
****
Monica kept an eye on Connor most of the day. She probably didn't need to worry about him. He was having the time of his life accepting every cock that came his way, either at his face or ass. Both at once, even, once she started suggesting it to some of her friends. The game of meeting in the middle was enough to amuse some, for reasons of sport or simply seeing what Connor could take.
He could take a lot. That was made very clear.
On occasion someone would get him to eat her ass or suck her balls or something, but mostly it was all cock all the time.
There were plenty of other little butt sluts around too. Monica helped herself to a few boys through the day, mostly taking their sloppy, gaping asses for a spin.
Once or twice she encouraged an eager boy to clean her up while she sat back and relaxed. They somehow universally took that to mean licking and sucking on her, despite her never saying anything of the sort. She grinned at their slutty, enthusiastic faces while chatting away with her friends, enjoying those wet, pink tongues all over her cock and balls.
The only thing Monica really needed to help Connor out with was to drain him every now and then. Not his balls, since he came regularly all on his own from getting railed by girls and demonesses. But he actually collected enough cum inside him to expand his tummy to dangerous levels, to the point where he was being pushed back and forth like a ball on a rope just to hear the sloshing in his belly.
It took several minutes each time for enough cum to pour of out of him that Monica could let everyone get back to it. The poor boy wouldn't be functional by the end of the day, but he undoubtedly would be pleased as could be about it. He only grinned dreamily at her when she came near, provided his mouth was currently unused.
"Mon?" Connor whispered to her once when he was able.
"Yes, little one?"
"Thank you."
Monica patted his head and made way for his ass to be filled once more.
****
Lita enjoyed herself in the beautiful sunny weather all day. She didn't get to fuck Connor much at all since he was so busy, and since even when he wasn't he was too stretched out for her.
She did, however, get to entertain herself chasing after newly arrived boys in games of tag that ended in fucking their butts. It wasn't much of a challenge until some other girls joined in, at which point it became a fiercer match of shoving one another away and trying to claim the prize first. All in good fun, of course. Hardly any serious injuries at all.
Lita went to sit with Demi or Monica sometimes when she wanted a break, curling up beside one or both of them for the security of their presence while she cat napped.
Later in the day, as everyone's energy waned from a fun day of hanging out and fucking, she was able to find some tired, well-used boys to curl up with on her frequent breaks. She would have liked to snuggle up with Connor for a proper siesta, but he didn't get any breaks, really. Plus it seemed so complicated getting him down from that swing Monica had him firmly strapped into.
She sometimes watched him bounce roughly around on other cocks, obviously having a grand old time with it, but there were other holes to fill, and time waits for no infernal being.
****
Demi padded up to Connor as evening broke and the last of the guests were slipping away, often having to carry the boys they'd brought with them.
"Still conscious?" she asked lightly.
Connor cracked an eye open. "What day is it?"
"Same day as when you went up."
"Oh. Then... probably."
"Would you like to get down?"
"Yes please. It's a nice swing, very snug and cozy, but I'm a bit sore."
Demi snorted. "A bit?"
"My everything hurts."
"Everything?"
"Everything. It doesn't really seem physically possible how many different parts of me I can feel aching."
"Well, you know, Hell and damnation. Physically possible is more a suggestion than a rule."
"Fair point." Connor sighed. "Seems a waste it'll all be good as new again tomorrow."
"You're such a little weirdo."
Demi considered the myriad of straps holding Connor in the air, then shook her head. She passed her hand along the length of his body, snapped her fingers, and smiled in rather petty glee as he fell in a heap to the ground.
"Ow," said Connor.
"So sorry."
Demi waited a moment, but he definitely didn't seem like he could move on his own, and she didn't have all night to wait around for him to recover.
Or, more to the point, she couldn't be bothered hanging around that long.
Demi bent down, scooped Connor into her arms, and marched him delicately into the house. He happily nuzzled at her while being carried along.
"How are you so heavy?" Demi grumbled. "How the fuck much cum did you take?"
"A lot. Mon drained it all out a few times."
"And you're still this swollen with it?"
"Yep."
"You slut."
Connor grinned lazily. "I know you only say mean things 'cause you love me."
"I'll drop you again."
"You'd have to pick me up again if you did that."
"Could just leave you."
"That wouldn't be nice."
"You're lucky we're here already," Demi said, nudging the bedroom door open with her foot, the carrying Connor in and depositing him summarily on the bed. "Get some sleep."
"M'not tired."
"Yeah, you look all full of energy."
Demi pulled the covers up and tucked them around Connor. "Get ready for more poundings tomorrow. I'm not gonna go easy on you just 'cause you had half the street running a train on you all day."
She turned to go.
"Demi?"
"Yeah?"
"You can cum in me, if you want. You look like you need to."
"Who says I need to?"
"You're all hard and dripping."
"So?"
"You don't have to be gentle with me just 'cause I'm tender right now. I can take it."
"Maybe I just don't feel like it, is all."
"You don't wanna hurt me. It's nice. But I didn't see you fucking anyone all day. You should cum. You'll sleep better."
Demi turned on Connor, glaring at him. It didn't faze him, though. It never did. He was frustrating that way.
"Do you know you're unquestionably the worst at being tortured?" she asked. "Just the absolute worst. I've never known anyone so bad at accepting a punishment."
"I'm very good at accepting it," Connor protested, rolling over and pulling his covers off. He wiggled his butt a little.
"Not like that. Bad at accepting that you're being punished, I mean. Like mentally coming to terms with it. Anyone else in your position I've ever worked with would be sobbing themselves to sleep right now, if they could think at all. You're here begging for more."
"You don't have to pretend all the time," Connor said, stifling a yawn. "It must get exhausting. Have a nice cum in me and we'll go to sleep, ok? You can berate some more in the morning."
Demi sighed and wished she could just walk away, but she really was horny. And, despite all his many, many faults, Connor was the only one she'd really considered fucking all day. All those other boys were as bad as he was, but with none of the rapport built up. The connection. Irritating as he was, Connor somehow grew on her after a time. He was a pain in the ass, but he was her pain in the ass. Hers, Monica's, and Lita's.
They were stuck with him indefinitely, and the more time they spent together, the harder Demi had to work to build up the same fury about it. It was getting to be comfortable in its own way. Maybe, just maybe, Connor wasn't the worst boy to be assigned to.
"A quick cum, then," she allowed, making sure to sound begrudging about it. "But then you're going to sleep, ok? No arguments."
"Just a quick one," Connor agreed. He struggled to lift his butt until Demi helped lift him up and he was able to get his knees under him. "It's sweet of you to not take advantage of any of the other boys," he said softly. "You didn't need to do that, though. I know you need to cum more often than that."
"They're more aggravating even than you are. Had nothing to do with you other than that." Demi tossed her hair as she climbed up behind Connor. "Just 'cause my sex drive runs high doesn't mean I 'need' anything. It's useful for my work. Doesn't mean anything else."
"But it's nice to cum more often," Connor insisted, wiggling his bum again.
"Yeah, well... maybe."
Demi ran her fingers over Connor's sloppy, messy, gaping butthole. There was so much cum everywhere that she didn't need to worry about any additional lube.
She didn't want to admit to him that she did, indeed, need to cum pretty badly or she'd spend a rather frustrated night. It didn't matter, though. He knew.
Demi thrust into Connor's ass, making him grunt and whimper softly. Even though he was tender and sore after a long day of taking cock and getting cummed in, he still pushed back against her, helping her get deeper inside.
There was hardly any resistance at all from his poor, overstretched bum. Demi was able to go balls deep in him quickly and relatively painlessly.
"I'm gonna pound you and cum deep in your messy ass," Demi warned softly.
Connor sighed contentedly. "I know."
Demi grabbed big handfuls of Connor's hips and butt, kept him spread wide for maximum penetration, and started fucking him.
Cum spurted back out of Connor on particularly hard thrusts, and he gave little whimpers from time to time. It bothered Demi just how cute she was starting to find some of the noises he made, and how adorably slutty he could be. He'd spent the whole day having his ass broken and was still enjoying having her pound him, even with how achy he clearly was.
She could have gone for hours on him if she wanted. Really drive home just how painful he was making things for himself. But it was late, and maybe... maybe she didn't really feel like doing that to him.
She was getting so damn soft on this boy. It wasn't natural.
Demi pounded Connor's ass long enough that she felt the point had been made, then allowed herself to cum. She hissed in pleasure as her balls pumped a long overdue load of thick, creamy cum into Connor's slutty boyhole.
Another trickle of cum leaked out of him as Demi pulled herself all the way free. His ass was so destroyed that if not for the nightly reset, she wasn't convinced he'd close back up properly for days. Weeks, maybe.
Demi rolled Connor onto his back and straddled him, slapping her sloppy cock on his face. "Clean me," she said.
She didn't need to bother. Connor already had his tongue out to start licking before she'd finished her brief sentence. He didn't have the mobility to do a particularly good job cleaning all the cum off her cock for her, but it was the principle of the thing that counted.
"Demi?" Connor asked between licks.
"Yeah?"
"Would you... stay in me tonight?"
"... with you?"
"No. In me."
"That's what I thought you said." Demi sighed and reached down to ruffle Connor's hair. "You won't be able to sleep at all, you know. If you have me inside you the whole time."
"I think maybe I won't be able to sleep without you. I'd feel too empty. I feel empty right now."
"Why are you so slutty?"
Connor grinned shyly up at Demi past her cock. "You bring out the best in me," he said in a near-whisper.
Demi loathed the sense of affection in her that made her agree. She rolled Connor on his side and slid back in, spooning him while balls deep in his slutty ass.
"Better?"
Connor nodded. "Yes, thanks." He snuggled back deeper against her tits. "You're so soft. And warm."
Demi wrapped her arms around him, hugging him to her. "You don't tell anyone about this," she warned.
"Pretty sure Mon and Lita already know."
"They don't know shit." Demi sighed. "No one outside this house, then."
"Promise." Connor sighed happily. "I'm so happy I ended up with you girls."
"I hate that I know you mean that."
"Thanks for being amazing to me. Love you."
Demi tried to muster some annoyance at the simple, genuine emotion expressed. But she couldn't. This boy had ruined her worse than anyone could ever ruin his ass.
"You're... not the worst," she whispered, keeping her voice low in case anyone else might hear.
She could feel the goofy smile on his face without even having to look.
Demi only got to lie there with Connor for a few minutes in silence before the door swung gently open. Demi groaned but refused to look up and show any guilt or shame at being caught like this.
"Well well," Monica purred. "Aren't you two cozy?"
"Tell anyone and I murder you in the face," Demi replied automatically.
"Perish the thought. Just came to check on our little one. Seems to be doing ok, though, doesn't he?"
Monica stalked silently over to the opposite side of the bed from Demi. Neither was the least bit surprised when Connor reached out for Monica and tried to pull her into bed as well. At least slightly surprising was how easily Monica let herself be dragged into the warm cuddle.
"You were a good boy today, weren't you?" Monica cooed to Connor.
"Don't encourage him," Demi said.
"Took so many cocks. You were just the sluttiest little thing," Monica continued, undeterred.
"What a magical fucking moment this is," Demi grumbled. "Only missing-"
"Hey!"
"-Lita."
Lita bounced in, pouting at the scene in the bed. "I was gonna come cuddle-fuck Connor! No fair!"
"Too slow," Demi said.
"I had things to do! That's... ugh. Not even any room for me. Rude!"
Despite her words, Lita clambered up on the bed, making everyone grunt a few times as she accidentally kneed or elbowed them before she finally settled. She cozied up right on top of Connor, the only place left she could cuddle with him, what with Demi on one side and Monica on the other.
"This'll do, I guess," Lita said, just before yawning loudly.
"So glad you could join us," Demi said.
Lita made a rude noise and otherwise ignored her.
****
Connor was warmer and snugglier than ever before. He hadn't anticipated this when he'd asked Demi to stay, but it was absolutely amazing that it was happening.
His three girls, all snuggled in a warm, loving ball surrounding him. Soft, lovely boobies pressing into him, one cock deep inside and two others gently poking him. Some tickling hairs on his skin, at least one twitching tail flicking against him, strong arms around his chest, and the overwhelming sense of love, protection, and belonging.
They'd had him going, at times. That he might actually have ended up in some kind of Hell. He felt silly for ever falling for that. There was no question. This was Heaven if ever there was one.
****
Epilogue: Sometime in the Future
****
Demi and Monica stood on the back deck, leaning against the railing, taking a slow smoke break. They watched the action in the yard with casual interest.
"S'nice seeing him with his friends," Monica commented.
Demi nodded distractedly as she exhaled smoke. "It is, I suppose."
Connor was mid play date. Which was to say he and two other boys from the street were face down, ass up on the lawn, positioned so they could talk easily with each other when they weren't getting pounded too hard.
Rayne and her colleagues had brought Jos over today, and Namila's crew from a ways down the road had come over with little Gabe.
Play dates had become fairly common over the years. Ever since that party they'd thrown, really. They gave everyone a chance to socialize and experience different cocks or buttholes, as the case may be.
Even as Demi and Monica just watched and smoked, all three boys were moaning incoherently as they all got their asses drilled deep. Everyone not fucking them at the moment was just kind of hanging out and taking it easy. Relaxing and sunbathing.
"You know his review's coming up," Monica said.
Demi blew out a more forceful puff of smoke. "I know."
"What do you want to do?"
"Push it back."
"We pushed it back last decade."
"I know."
"And the one before. And-"
"You want him going up for review?"
"No. We'd risk losing him."
"So why pester me about it?"
"Trying to see if you'll admit you don't want to lose him either."
Demi took a last drag and flicked her cigarette to the aether. "How would I ever get a chance to break him if he went somewhere else, hm?"
Monica rolled her eyes. "That excuse wore thin years and years ago. You still rolling with that?"
"What else do you want from me?"



"To admit you kinda like him."
"Maybe I do. So what?"
Monica grinned smugly. "Knew it."
"Yeah. Whatever. Every decade you think getting me to admit that's some kind of victory. Now who's wearing thin?"
Monica just grinned.
"You tell anyone-"
"I know, I know. Murder me in the face." Monica stubbed out her cigarette. "Haven't told anyone yet, have I?"
Lita came prancing up. "Hey, almost your turns again," she said in her bubbly voice she reserved for particularly good days of fucking boys.
Demi shook her head minutely. "Aren't you ever going to get out of that ridiculous form?"
Lita looked down at her cute human futa body. "Why? Connor likes me like this."
"Yeah, I bet he does. You can do whatever you want, you know. He doesn't get a say."
Lita shrugged. "Don't see why not? He's as much part of the family as any of us."
"We aren't a family."
Lita rolled her eyes. "Such a grump. How many years we gotta live together before you accept this, hm? Another fifty? A hundred?"
"She's coming around," Monica said. "She's old. Stuck in her ways."
Demi glared at the two of them. It had no effect whatsoever on their impertinence. "I miss the days when everyone screamed in fear at my approach," she grumbled sulkily.
"Yeah yeah. The good old days." Lita bounced impatiently, jiggling her cock in the process. "Are you gonna come fuck some boys or what?"
"Alright," Demi said. "We're coming."
Lita kept pace with them for the short walk to the well-fucked boys. "We pushing back review time again?"
Monica nodded happily. "Yep."
Lita smiled. "Good. I knew we would. Rayne and Namila are too. Most of the street, I think."
"Yeah, gee, that's not gonna look suspicious or anything," Demi muttered.
"We've been over this," Monica said. "No one wants to deal with this mess. We keep it handled, we've basically got free rein."
"That's the best kind of rein," Lita added.
Connor's ass was free, and Demi knelt down behind him, glad of an excuse to ignore her friends.
"You're all sloppy and gaping, huh?" Demi said, running her hands along Connor's messy ass cheeks.
Connor tried to look up at her, but he was a bit limp, the way he so often got after getting his ass railed for hours on end.
"Got my ass wrecked," he murmured. "It's been nice."
"Someday you're not gonna enjoy this so much."
"Nuh uh."
Demi rolled her eyes, but a small smile crept over her lips too. Without warning, she plunged her cock into Connor, going balls deep in one powerful thrust. He was very used to such moves by her, but still seemed to enjoy them every time.
"Heard my review's getting pushed back," Connor gasped when he was able to talk again.
Demi held herself deep inside him for a moment. "It is."
He smiled. "Thanks, Demi. You're the best."
"Shut up."
Connor only grinned wider. "Love you."
"... I'm not saying it back."
"That's ok. I know."
Lita bounced in front of Connor. "Come onnn Demi. You aren't even fucking him yet."
"Seriously? You want another turn already? How many centuries is it gonna take for you to calm down?"
"It feels good. Maybe I don't wanna get jaded and grumpy like you," Lita said, sticking her tongue out.
"You can fuck my mouth, if you want," Connor offered.
Lita looked around. "Guess your friends are nearly passed out, huh? Can't really talk to them anyway." She knelt down in front of Connor and had to help him get up on his arms. "You're a good boy, you know?" she said, patting Connor's head.
Connor nuzzled at Lita's cock. "You're all so good to me too. I love you all so much."
"Awww," Lita said with a faint blush. "Love you too, our little slutty boy."
"Is Monica there? She-"
"I heard," Monica said, fucking Jos next to them. "Ask him to please stop embarrassing us in front of everyone."
Lita nodded. "Mon says to please-"
"I heard," Connor said. He obediently opened wide and waited for Lita to shove her cock in. He wasn't waiting long.
Demi and Lita fucked Connor from both sides. They didn't bother being gentle. Not with Connor. They knew him too well for any of that.
Demi was unsurprised to feel his ass contracting and twitching around, signaling that he was cumming from their efforts. That seemed about right.
****
Connor was his usual floppy, sloppy, total mess of a boy by the day's end. Demi and Monica helped him into bed and tucked him in, then Lita read him a story. The latter would have been almost sickeningly sweet, except that Lita's stories were self-written, and generally so graphically sexual they could make a grown demoness blush.
Connor was soon fast asleep after his rather exhausting day, and being put so tenderly to bed. Demi and Monica each kissed his forehead before leaving him alone. Lita, however, snuggled right under the covers with him.
"We could stay too," Monica murmured as she and Demi padded out.
"Nah."
"He's good cuddles."
"I know. But Lita likes having him to herself sometimes."
Monica grinned and lightly nudged Demi with her elbow. "You're such a softie underneath it all, huh?"
"I am not."
"Are too."
Demi sighed. "You-"
"I won't tell."
"No. I was gonna ask if you wanna sleep together."
"What, like, you wanna fuck?"
"No. Actual sleep."
"Ha, you really are turning into a softie, huh?"
"... you want to or not?"
"Course I do."
Demi and Monica fell into bed together. They snuggled together under the covers.
"I mean, you didn't say it," Monica said, "but obviously no one hears about this."
"Yeah, no, obviously," Demi murmured back.
"This job's pretty great, huh? With Connor?"
"It has its moments."
Monica snorted. "Well I love it. And I know you do too."
"Maybe."
"Night, Demi."
"Mmm. Good night."
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Chapter One: Luna
****
Jaina slept in late, as was her prerogative during the lazy summer season. She rolled out of bed, make a token effort to fix her mussed hair, then padded off to the bathroom clad in the panties and cami top she'd slept in.
After that necessary stop, she kept going, headed in the general direction of the kitchen in search of food. She felt the early rumblings of hunger, but they weren't too urgent just yet.
Kaden distracted Jaina from her unfocused quest before she ever made it as far as the kitchen. Her brother, younger by a year at only eighteen, was staring out the window into the backyard. He had a look of horrified fascination. Jaina suspected she knew why.
"At it again?" Jaina asked, slipping ninja-like behind Kaden and resting her chin on his shoulder to peer out the window as well.
"Third day in a row!" Kaden said disbelievingly. "Why is she doing this to me?"
"Us," Jaina corrected. "And I'm pretty sure it's in spite of us, not because."
"Still, though."
Jaina wrapped her arms loosely around Kaden in an empathetic hug. "Still," she agreed.
Luna, their mother, was taking advantage of the beautiful weather and getting some sunbathing in out in the yard. That wouldn't have attracted so much attention and dismay on its own. For the past couple days, she'd elected to do so without any clothes on at all.
"I mean, she knows we can see her, right?" Kaden asked.
"I'm sure she does," Jaina said.
"She's naked!"
"I know."
"Again!"
"Yes. I know."
"And... and..."
"Confusing, isn't it?"
"Yeah."
"She looks pretty good, though, huh?"
"She's our mom."
"Yes. Hence the confusion." Jaina squeezed Kaden tighter with her arms. "Take heart, little brother. She'll probably give this up soon."
"I sure hope so."
"Do you, though? You're staring pretty hard."
Kaden turned his head, a bright red flush evident on his cheeks. "Am not."
"Are too," Jaina teased lightly. "I mean, I get it. Mom's a hottie. Got all those perfect curves goin' on."
Kaden blushed harder. "She's our mom," he repeated.
"I know. Doesn't make me wrong."
"It might." Kaden shook his head. "You really think it's only a short term kinda thing?"
"Probably. The divorce was kinda hard on her. Probably just going a bit crazy and needs to relax, y'know?"
"Like this?"
"Why not? People have done much crazier things over stress."
"Like what?"
"Uhhh..."
"Mmhm."
"Well they have. I just can't think of any off the top of my head. I'm not an expert."
"Right. Sure."
Jaina patted Kaden on the head and took a step back. He turned his head, but kept his body angled away. She wondered bemusedly if he had to hide a boner. "Sunbathing sounds kinda nice, actually. Might go out and join her."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Feel like making some breakfast?"
"Some of us have already had breakfast."
"Brunch, then?" Jaina batted her eyes. "Take care of your starving sis?"
Kaden sighed. "You're gonna want it out there?"
"Yes please."
"I don't think-"
"Aw, c'mon. It's nice out."
"But-"
"And just think, maybe if we both hang out with Mom, she'll get all embarrassed and have to put her clothes back on."
"That doesn't sound like a great plan."
"It's really not. But trapping ourselves in here 'cause she wants to be a nudist all of a sudden isn't a great plan either." Jaina glanced out the window. "'Sides, we're still perving on her from here. S'not any worse."
"It's not perving."
"No? Are you hard?"
"I... you..."
"Thought so."
"Shut up. Can't help that."
"I know. Doesn't stop it being funny, though." Jaina patted Kaden's shoulder. "It'll be ok. We'll get through this."
"Promise?"
"Yep."
"Ok. Fine." Kaden rubbed his face. "Toast and bacon sound ok? I'm not up to anything complicated."
"Sounds great! Thanks, Kay."
"Yeah. Right."
Sustenance thus arranged, Jaina flounced out to the back door and across the small patch of lawn separating the house from the deck of their pool.
Luna was stretched out on a lounger by the poolside, basking naked in the sun. She tilted her head at Jaina's approach, but didn't make the slightest effort to scramble back into her clothes, or even cover up in any way. It was like she didn't even care that her tits were blatantly visible. Or her pussy, snuggled down between her bare thighs. Or any other part of her.
"Hey, Mom," Jaina said cheerfully as she dragged another lounger next to Luna's.
"Hey, babygirl."
"You know your clothes are all missing?"
Luna gave Jaina a look. "I'm naked, yes."
"Just checking."
Luna sighed. "I wish you two wouldn't make such a big deal of it."
Jaina shrugged and settled in. "Who's making a big deal?"
"You wander around dressed like that. No one says anything."
Jaina mock-pouted. "What's wrong with my outfit?"
"It's only a bare step up from nothing at all, dear."
"But it is a step up, though." Jaina adjusted her panties. "Can't see my naughty bits or nothin'."
"It doesn't have to be about that, you know."
"Maybe not."
Luna stretched, somewhat self-conscious with her daughter watching. "It's freeing. Liberating."
"Sexy," Jaina added helpfully.
"I really hope not."
"You don't wanna be sexy?"
"Not around my children, no."
"Oh. Well you'll have to tell Kaden that. He keeps getting awkward boners."
"He does not."
"Does too."
"Does not!"
Jaina shrugged. "Fine. He doesn't."
Luna shifted uncomfortably. "That really wasn't the point, you know."
"No, I had a sneaking suspicion you weren't trying to turn Kaden on."
"Jaina!"
"Sorry. Continue."
Luna sighed. "I really thought that maybe... maybe with you two being older now... maybe it wouldn't be a big deal."
"You kinda sprang it on us. Came as quite a shock that first morning."
"Would it have been better if I'd told you beforehand?"
"Maybe. Maybe starting topless would have helped. Working your way to fully nude. Something like that. I dunno."
"Maybe."
Jaina sat upright and cross legged, putting her hands on her knees. She studied her mother intently. "So I have to ask."
"Yes?"
"Is it really helping? With the divorce and everything?"
Luna was silent a long moment. "I think it is." She smiled crookedly. "If only because now my main concern is my kids being weird around me. Which honestly, is not so big a deal."
"Oh sure."
"But honestly though, yes. It's relaxing."
"And freeing and liberating. Got it."
"Don't be flippant. It is."
"Mmhm. I think maybe you like being a li'l naughty too."
"Jaina!"
"Maybe you like some attention."
"Not from you two."
"If you say so. But I think you definitely do."
"That's so bad."
Jaina shrugged. "Not in a bad way like that. Just... attention is nice. Just like I don't want Kaden really looking. But those little glances when I walk around in panties..."
"Oh lord."
"Just saying. Good for the ego. Reminds me I got a nice butt."
Luna nodded. "That you do."
"Aw, thanks. You know I got it from you."
"Pff, whatever. Mine hasn't looked that good in years. Decades, maybe."
"Like hell. You got that nice, full, mommy-butt thing goin' on. Mine's gonna head that way eventually too, and it better damn well look that good when it gets there."
"You're full of shit, darling."
Jaina grinned. "Inherited that too." She grabbed a nearby bottle of sunscreen and rubbed some into her legs. It was already getting pretty warm out, and the sun would be beaming down all day. "Did you put any sunscreen on?"
Luna shook her head. "Not yet."
"Well you better, if you're gonna lie out all day again. I don't want you getting a burn all over and whining to me about it."
"Yes, dear."
Jaina got some more sunscreen for her arms, shoulders, and upper chest, then passed it over to Luna. She watched with increasing interest as her mother rubbed herself down. Her tits in particular were quite an event to sunscreen up.
"You're staring," Luna said with a faint flush to her cheeks.
"Hope I get those tits when I get older too," Jaina replied evenly.
"So full of shit."
"Maybe."
Luna finished covering her boobs disappointingly quickly. She still had lots of skin left to work on, and Jaina settled back with her head propped to keep an eye on the action.
"You're still staring."
"Yep."
"Trying to embarrass me?"
"Helping you free and liberate yourself."
Luna arched her eyebrow. "You're-"
"Full of shit. I know."
Jaina got a touch more sunscreen to do her face, then lay back and closed her eyes. Luna did the same next to her. They basked together in the morning sun, one naked, the other only slightly less so. An amused smile tickled Jaina's lips as she imagined Kaden's arrival and the sight he'd be greeted with.
Kaden came out shortly after, carrying a tray overly full of food, juice, plates, silverware, glasses, and napkins.
"You coulda made two trips," Jaina said as she observed his slow approach.
"You coulda helped," he said in response.
"Nah. What fun would that be?"
"Well really."
Kaden managed to set down the tray on the end of Jaina's lounger. She pulled her feet up out of the way and helped him distribute things. She smirked at the way he tried not to look directly at their mom, but missed how often his eyes would seek out her panties or cleavage instead, and would then dart away as he realized.
****
Kaden wasn't sure if he was in heaven or hell, or some nebulous point halfway in both of them. Luna and Jaina were both displaying interesting and forbidden delights, and neither seemed to have any interest in covering up for his benefit. He didn't want to stare, but how could one not look when panties, boobs, and even bare pussy were all on display like it wasn't a big deal?
His sister, despite being technically clothed, was perhaps the more aggravating of the two. She knew how Luna was confusing him, yet had no problem flouncing around in her tiny panties and tight cami, adding to his aroused dilemma. He was doing ok at not popping a full and prominent boner in front of the two of them, but it was a tense and delicate thing.
Like, seriously, what was their mom even doing? Lying out there, naked, letting him see anything he chose to look at. Moms weren't supposed to do that. Older sisters being a bit teasing, sure, whatever. Moms, no. It wasn't even teasing. It was way beyond that. Whether it was better or worse that it really had nothing to do with him, Kaden couldn't say.
Eating their food at least kept everyone quiet and in their own worlds for a bit. Long enough for Kaden to adjust somewhat to the situation. He still snuck peeks over at Luna's tits every now and then, because how could he not, but the longer he sat there, the less potentially traumatized he felt. Like he could get used to it, given time some practice at shutting down certain parts of his brain.
"You should take off your shirt," Jaina said.
Kaden blinked in confusion. "What?"
"Work on those tan lines. Y'know?"
"No thanks."
"Come on. Do it."
"You're being weird."
"I'll do your sunscreen for you."
"That's even weirder."
"Ok, then I won't. But you should even out your tan. The girls'll like it better."
Jaina dangled the bottle of sunscreen next to Kaden. She wiggled it back and forth when he didn't immediately take it.
"What girls?" Kaden mumbled as he grabbed at the bottle just to stop Jaina shaking it at him.
"Any girls. Whichever ones you want."
"You have a rather optimistic view of the world on my behalf, don't you?"
Jaina grinned broadly. "Sometimes, sure."
She went back to ignoring Kaden once he pulled his shirt off, so at least that worked out for him. He felt a few sidelong glances as he rubbed his chest with sunscreen, but never caught Jaina or Luna actually looking.
The three of them relaxed and basked in the sun for a while. Kaden almost forgot that there was anything abnormal about the day when he closed his eyes for long enough. But it only took his mind snapping back to the present, or a brief opening of his eyes, and he'd recall exactly what he was dealing with. His cock continued to flirt with very prominently not behaving itself, but didn't quite make itself known. Not until Luna decided to go for a swim, that was.
It was totally unfair, really. Luna looked way to good for being a mom, let alone his mom in particular. Her naked body captivated him as she stretched out, then padded her way to the pool's edge, ass swaying gently back and forth. She dipped her toe in the water, nodded to herself, then gracefully dove in. As though in slow motion, Kaden caught way too much of her butt and pussy as her body made a smooth arc, then disappeared beneath the surface.
"Damn," Jaina said. "That was a hell of a show."
"Shush."
"She can't hear. Her ears are underwater."
"Still, though."
"Still nothing." Jaina cocked her head at Kaden. "You were watching, weren't you?"
"Of course I was. I couldn't not."
"Right?"
"How the hell does she look so good?"
"No clothes on. That does the trick a lot of the time."
"Sure, yeah."
"Like if I was all nakey, you'd be staring at me like that too. Probably."
"Probably, yeah." Kaden hesitated. "I almost don't want to ask, but if I-"
"Oh I totally would. You don't look half bad topless, you know. Totally naked... I assume there'd be something worth staring at."
"That's, uh, almost a compliment."
"Sure is."
Kaden glanced at the pool. Luna was doing laps, still apparently oblivious to the conversation he and Jaina were having. There were tantalizing hints of her body to be seen, drawing the eye if he looked, but nothing nearly so overt as when she'd been standing in front of them, preparing to dive.
"We're kinda fucked up, huh?" Kaden said.
"I wouldn't say that."
"You wouldn't?"
"Nah. We're just dealing with a weird situation. A mom who's taken an... unorthodox method, shall we say, of dealing with stress."
"But we're perving on her. That's fucked."
"Thought you said we weren't doing that?"
"I was clearly lying."
"Ah. Right."
Jaina turned her head to watch Luna swim back and forth, brief flashes of shimmering tits and ass well evident to anyone who cared to look. Kaden stared right along with his sister.
"Ok, maybe it's kinda fucked," Jaina said.
"Damn straight."
"But she does look amazing for being our mom."
"Yes. She does. That's a big part of the problem."
"That it is." Jaina considered. "So what do we do?"
"You're asking me?"
"Thought you might have an idea."
"Well I don't."
"Oh."
"Unless..."
"What?"
"Unless we just lean into it, I guess."
Jaina tilted her head and frowned. "How do you mean?"
"I mean, like, just this. You bringing us out here."
"You came on your own."
"At your insistence."
"Request. Not insistence."
"Whatever. We just, like, accept it, is what I'm saying. Go with it. See what happens."
Jaina flicked her gaze to Luna, then back to Kaden. "You're gonna be ok popping boners over Mom like that?"
"All of a sudden you're concerned? You thought it was funny before."
"It still is. Just wondering."
Kaden shrugged. "I'm not saying it's a good idea. It's the only one I've got, is all."
"Fair enough."
Luna emerged from the pool moments later. Water poured from her gloriously nude body at first, then slowed to a trickle down her neck, tits, arms, hips, and legs. She smoothed back her wet hair and calmly secured herself a towel to wipe herself down with.
Once dry-ish, Luna padded past her entranced children and into the house. If she'd glanced back, she would have caught two sets of eyes following every sway of her ass as she casually retreated.
"How do you think she does that?" Kaden asked.
"Makes us stare? Simple. Great ass."
"No. I mean, that too. But, like, she isn't even fazed by us staring. She can't not have noticed, right?"
"No, she has to have noticed. We had a conversation about it before you came out."
"You did?"
"Not a long one. But yeah, she knows."
"And she's fine with it?"
"I guess. I think she'd rather we didn't, but she is hella dead set on liberating herself. Or whatever. Some kinda vacation from reality and decency, I think."
"Oh." Kaden mulled it over in his head. "Does that work?"
"I don't know. Have you seen me lying around naked for days on end?"
"No. But you could if you wanted."
"You-"
"Not perving. Just saying you might as well go for it if you want. It wouldn't make things any weirder right now."
"I'll give you the second point, but the first I don't buy for one second."
"You think I want to see you naked?"
"Don't you?"
"It... wouldn't be the worst thing."
Jaina swung her fist at Kaden, but they were far enough away that a slight move by him made her miss. She glared at him instead. "Perv."
Kaden shrugged. "Leaning into it, remember?"
"We never agreed to that."
"Call it a beta test."
"You don't wanna know what I'd call it. Your poor, delicate ears would fall off."
Kaden settled back, more self-satisfied than he'd felt all morning. At least verbally sparring with Jaina still felt more or less normal. Something had to, if he was going to keep a grip on reality.
****
Luna returned, again walking casually past Kaden and Jaina like they weren't there. She was carrying a drink that looked like orange juice, but that Jaina suspected wasn't as innocent as that. It was early in the day for drinking, but what the hell, really.
Luna drained about half her drink before adjusting her chair and flipping over to lay on her tummy. Jaina didn't pay much attention, excepting a few glances at her mom's ass, until she noticed Luna looking at her.
"Jaina, honey?"
"Yeah, Mom?"
"Would you mind doing my back?"
"Doing your... oh."
"Please?"
Jaina sighed and located the bottle of sunscreen. Kaden was pretending not to look, but his lips kept twitching into a grin that he wasn't quite able to hide.
Jaina straddled Luna's prone form, gingerly setting her weight on her mom's butt. Sitting on her mom's naked ass. Goddamn.
Rubbing sunscreen in wasn't so bad at first. Doing Luna's shoulders, neck, arms, and back was pretty easy and calm. Luna had nice, soft skin for rubbing. But once Jaina slid down further and further, she eventually came face to face with Luna's ass. She hesitated and kept rubbing the small of Luna's back for longer than needed, then tried skipping over to her thighs.
"You missed a bit, sweetie."
Jaina made a face and kept on working down Luna's thigh. "Yeah, I know."
"My bum needs some too."
"Does it, though?" Jaina glared at Kaden and stuck her tongue out. He grinned wider, not even pretending not to watch anymore. "Maybe Kay can help. He's not busy."
"Nah, you're doing fine," Kaden assured her.
"You really are," Luna agreed. "It's very nice, actually."
"Mom!"
"What?"
"I... ugh, nothing."
Jaina finished up Luna's legs and feet. She paused and took a deep drink from Luna's glass. It didn't taste overtly of anything other than juice, but there was enough of a burn to it to confirm the presence of vodka. Jaina then scooted back up to her mom's ass, squirted sunscreen on it, took a deep breath, and placed both her hands square on Luna's big, soft mommy-butt.
Luna let out a quiet moan as Jaina kneaded her ass, which was disconcerting, but also added to the tingle Jaina was feeling. Her little pussy was going a bit crazy under her panties. Rubbing her mom's entire naked backside, now including her amazing, shapely bum. And boy did she find herself doing a thorough job once she got started.



There was something dangerously alluring about her task. Something that enticed more than it repelled. Something that made Jaina dig her fingers in deep, grab tenuous handfuls of Luna's butt, to massage it slowly and firmly.
Kaden had gone wide-eyed and slack-jawed. His shorts helped hide his boner, but it was definitely there. He was so hard from watching Jaina fondle their mother, and she couldn't even blame him. She was way too damn wet herself.
Jaina spread Luna's ass cheeks and even got in between them. She dodged Luna's actual butthole at first, but got a few tentative swipes over it as she got hornier and stupider with every passing moment. She kept rubbing well after Luna was as covered as she was ever going to be, zoning out and indulging this bizarre fascination that had a hold on her.
"I think that's good, baby," Luna mumbled.
Jaina kept squeezing her ass. "You think?"
"I do, yes."
"Oh."
One last firm fondle with both hands, then Jaina let go, drained the last of Luna's 'juice', and moved back to her own chair.
"Babygirl, that was mommy's drink."
"Sorry, mom."
"That's ok. Want me to make you one?"
"Yes, please."
Luna nodded, pushed herself upright and again began her hypnotizing, hip-swaying walk indoors. It was all the more interesting to Jaina now that her hands had been all over that ass.
"I don't get offered one?" Kaden asked, somewhere between teasing and actually miffed.
"You're underage, darling."
Despite Luna's last statement, she returned with three glasses. Kaden and Jaina each got one, and Luna kept the last one for herself, taking a long drink before lying out on her tummy again.
It wasn't long after before soft snores started emanating from Luna's prone form. Jaina grinned and turned to Kaden, who hadn't yet noticed.
"Think Mom's asleep," Jaina said.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. All tuckered out already."
"Huh. Go figure." Kaden leaned forward to get a better look around Jaina.
"I guess that does technically mean you can stare at her ass with impunity."
"That's not what I was doing!"
"Wasn't it? You're pretty damn hard over there, brother dearest."
"I know. I can't help that."
"You really seemed to like when I rubbed Mom's butt."
Kaden met Jaina's gaze more evenly than she expected. "So did you."
Jaina wanted to argue, but then sighed and just shrugged. "You got me. It was... kind of amazing. Somehow."
"You were suuuper into it."
"I know. I'm admitting it."
"And I kinda saw your panties when you got off her."
Jaina pulled her knees up protectively. "You've seen my panties lots."
"Not as wet as that I haven't."
"Dude!"
"Oh, what? You get to tease me about being hard but I can't-"
"Correct."
"-tease you about-"
"I said yes, that is correct."
"Like hell."
"S'not polite to stare at a lady's underwear like that."
"Well you let me know when you decide to be a lady then."
Jaina mock-gasped and stuck her tongue firmly out a Kaden. He shrugged and leaned back with a self-satisfied smirk.
With Kaden's eyes no longer on her, Jaina's gaze slipped unselfconsciously down his body. His cock was just there, technically covered, but tenting out his shorts so prominently that it was hard not to look. And if she turned her head the other way, there was Luna, stretched out naked and cat-like in the sun.
Brother's cock or mommy's ass? She shouldn't stare at either, and hadn't much had occasion to in the past, and yet that very much seemed to be the dilemma of the day.
"Hey, Kay?"
Kaden turned his head and lazily opened his eyes. "Yeah?"
"Isn't that uncomfortable?"
He glanced down, then back up. "I've had worse."
"You can take your shorts off. If you want."
"Oh, gee, thanks. What an offer."
"Seriously. I won't mind."
"No. I imagine you won't."
Jaina felt herself blushing. "Don't say it with that tone. I'm just saying you could."
"Yeah, well, you could take your top off too. Get some tanning in."
"Not the same."
"No. But close."
Jaina chewed on her lip. "I will if you will," she said softly.
"Really?"
"Yeah."
Kaden's gaze flicked to Jaina's chest, then back to her eyes. "You know I'd have to look."
"I know. I'd have to too."
"I'm keeping my boxers on."
"It'd be weird if you didn't."
Jaina tried to keep a nervous smile in check as Kaden wrestled with her proposal. She honestly wasn't totally sure whether or not she wanted him to accept, except that she'd made the offer so clearly she wanted it whether she'd privately admit it to herself or not.
Kaden finally hooked his thumbs in the waist of his shorts and began scooting them down his hips. He worked them down his thighs and finally kicked them off, settling back with only a mild flush on his face at Jaina's intent observation of the maneuver.
"You're seriously hard, huh?" Jaina said.
"You knew that already."
"Looks even bigger now."
"... thanks?"
In fact, it looked like Kaden's erection might pop out at any moment, just tear straight through his boxers. It didn't, of course, but the idea of it captivated Jaina.
"Your turn," Kaden reminded her.
"Oh, right."
Jaina tried to casually pull her cami off like it was no big deal. She felt her face warm and her pussy tingle at just how hard Kaden stared at her afterward, though. And she could have sworn she saw his cock twitching in his underwear.
"Daaamn," Kaden said in an awed tone.
"Whatever. They aren't even close to Mom's. Only babies."
"Not hardly."
"Well, maybe not." Jaina cupped her tits, feeling their weight for a second. "They're alright, I guess."
"I'll say."
"Oh hush. You've never seen them before."
"Dude. You're in your underwear, like, all the time. You think I haven't noticed?"
"Well..."
"They look way nicer when you're topless, though."
"Yeah, I bet." Jaina tried to lean back and regain her composure. Kaden was still staring and making the latter rather impossible. "You think they'll look like Mom's someday? I almost don't want them that big. But maybe a li'l bigger."
"Just a li'l?"
"Yeah. A li'l."
Kaden shrugged. "Mom's are nice. But yours are too. I don't think they need to be any bigger."
"But you wouldn't mind if they were?"
Kaden grinned. "Can't say as I would."
"Perv."
"I'm appreciative. That's all."
"Horny little thing is what you are."
"I... can't argue with that, I s'pose."
"Really though."
"Not that little, though," Kaden said just a touch defensively.
"No. Not that little."
There was a tension between them, even as the sibs tried to lean back and relax. Jaina kept glancing over at Kaden, doing her best to ignore her flooded pussy. She caught him sneaking peeks back at her, and his cock showed no sign of going back to sleep on its own.
"Do you feel like... like maybe you need to play with yourself?" Jaina asked.
Kaden bit his lip uncertainly. "Do you?"
"Yeah."
"Oh thank god. Me too."
"Thought you might."
Kaden looked toward the house. "Should we..."
"We could, I guess. Probably we should. But..." Jaina took a deep breath and stood up. Before she could chicken out, she bent and slid her soaked panties down, stepping delicately out of them and leaving them where they lay. "I think I'm horny enough to do something a bit stupid."
Kaden nodded, his eyes glued to Jaina's wet pussy, just about at face height for him and close enough that he was getting a pretty damn good look. "Horny," he agreed, as well as, "stupid."
"Right. Sooo... your turn."
He hesitated, but then emulated Jaina and slid his last remaining piece of clothing down his legs. His cock looked painfully hard and was dripping precum to the extent that part of the top of his shaft glistened in the sun, and his boxers stuck to it for just a brief second before peeling away.
Jaina's breath caught for a second as she took in the sight of her little brother all unclothed. Her not-so-little brother, in some ways. His cock looked almost painfully hard, jutting straight out now that it had been freed. She was mildly surprised to find that he was shaved all smooth and hairless in the area, much like she was. It was a good look on him, all clean and easy to go down on... for whoever that might apply to.
The overall effect of Kaden sitting there naked was more intriguing than Jaina would have guessed before today. It was one of those things where she knew he'd been growing up, but hadn't quite realized how much.
Kaden was staring back at her just as intently. His cock twitched, and his hand inched toward it like he wanted so badly to jerk off, but didn't quite dare. Jaina understood the feeling. Her pussy was soaked and begging for attention too.
The two of them remained nearly frozen for a moment, each admiring the other, neither quite brave enough to take it any further than that. Jaina was, additionally, fighting the insane urge to sit down in Kaden's lap. He was still her brother, even if he was as horny as she was and looking way hotter than he had a right to.
"Go on," Jaina whispered.
Kaden nodded and wrapped his hand around his pulsing shaft like he'd been waiting for the invitation. Seeing him start to jerk off sent another pang of need through Jaina's body. Her baby brother, just by being a horny little thing, was doing things to her that even her favourite videos couldn't match.
How the hell did he look so good all of sudden, now that his clothes were gone? Sure he'd filled out, was showing some hints of muscle, and had a face that was edging away from a boy's and into a man's. But, too, he was still a little awkward and gangly, and his tan lines were all over the place.
Jaina knew her tan wasn't much better, and she still had some growing up to do to find her way to full womanhood-for all she knew she might appear just as awkward and gangly as Kaden did at times-but she liked to think she was keeping ahead of him, in poise if nothing else.
And yet here the two of them were, unable to take their eyes off each other, horny as could be, wanting this moment of shared naughtiness so badly it hurt. In many ways, they were in very similar places in their journeys from childhood to adulthood. Even if Jaina wanted to believe she was more grown up than Kaden, this particular occasion wasn't much proving it.
Kaden pulled his feet back some as Jaina settled delicately on his lounger in front of him. She cupped her pussy, not yet playing with it, but holding it and hiding it from view. She felt her excess arousal on her palm, making it slick and wet at the slightest move.
"This is so stupid," Jaina said.
"Sure is."
"And crazy."
"Mmhm."
That settled, Jaina moved her hand, carefully positioned her fingers, and started rubbing herself. Her little slit remained embarrassingly wet, and her middle finger glided effortlessly up and down it. Her clit was on high alert and made her moan softly at the first subtle brush of contact.
Jaina shlicked her fingers up and down, teasing her pussy and clit. She bit her lip and stared at Kaden's hand wrapped around his cock. She flicked her gaze to his face-noting how his eyes were locked on her in return-slid down his chest, then back to his self-stroking.
Jaina made an involuntary little gasp as she focused more on her clit, and was gratified to elicit a sexy grunt from Kaden in return. She wanted to watch him, to get off to her own brother, but more than that she wanted to feel like she was affecting him back just as much. It was far more comforting than being the only one masturbating openly to her sibling, and there was something primally satisfying about it as well.
"Mom could wake up anytime, you know," Kaden said.
Jaina glanced over, but Luna was still safely snoozing in the sun. "In theory, sure."
"What do you think she'd say?"
"Dunno. But she started it."
"I don't think this is what she meant to happen."
"No. But she did decide to lie there all nakey and stuff. And made me rub her down."
"Didn't make you."
"She asked me. Close enough." Jaina shrugged. "Got me all hot and bothered. Both of us, really."
Kaden nodded. "Over our mom," he said quietly.
A naughty thrill shot through Jaina. "Over our mom," she repeated in an equally hushed tone.
Kaden's eyes were bright and unfocused. His hand sped up on his cock. "Over each other, now."
Jaina rubbed herself faster, matching her brother. "Bad, isn't it?"
"So bad."
"Better finish fast, in case Mom wakes up."
Kaden looked around. "Uh... but cum where, though?"
"I dunno. On yourself, I guess."
"Ew."
"You don't do that?"
"Try not to. Better, like, in the shower, or in a tissue, or something."
"In the shower? Come on, dude, I use that shower."
"It all washes away."
"Sure. Whatever. Still gross." Jaina shrugged. "Just cum on your tummy or something. Shower it off after."
"Can't I, like, do it on you instead?"
Jaina's heart pounded harder and her fingers blurred on her clit. "You wanna cum on me?" she asked, her voice cracking halfway through.
"Not like that. I mean, like, just so it doesn't have to be on me."
"You wanna cum on me," Jaina repeated, ignoring his lame excuse. "On your sister."
"Well-"
She closed her eyes momentarily. "You can."
"I... I can?"
"If you want. Just don't make too much mess."
Jaina was all fluttery inside at the obvious interest Kaden was showing. His eyes roamed, assessing possible sites for cumming. Jaina flushed at the total lack of self-restraint, the total freedom he showed at checking her out. It wasn't even registering to Kaden anymore that he was looking at his sister and he probably shouldn't be. He was a horny boy, and he was so close to getting off.
Kaden was panting softly, his eyes gleaming, but his expression wasn't quite assured as he met Jaina's gaze. "Can I... can I cum on your tits?"
Jaina thought she'd just about explode. Her poor clit was going to be so tender afterward. "That sounds like quite a mess," she said in a raspy voice.
"I guess."
"You really want to?"
His expression was adorably hopeful. "Please?"
So many conflicting tingles and emotions ran through Jaina she couldn't begin to sort them out. Nor did she much want to try. "Ok," she said faintly.
"Really?"
"Yeah. Do it."
Kaden nodded and pushed to his feet. He had to stand kind of awkwardly, and as he adjusted his stance his hard, bobbing cock came dangerously close to Jaina's face. She could have leaned in and kissed it without breaking stride, if she'd wanted. Rather insanely, it was a near thing that she didn't.
It was so bad. She wanted her brother's cock in her mouth. She wanted to feel it, to suck on it, to make him blow his load. Her pussy flooded and made a slick mess just at the thought of it. How wrong it would be, and how goddamn much fun too. She was fingering herself just as sloppily as ever before, so turned on, so horny, so ready to drop any sense of boundaries and morality in exchange for the building pressure of naughty excitement inside her.
Kaden sighed deeply as he resumed jerking off, practically in Jaina's face now. He scooched closer, getting just a tad nearer to his target. Jaina moaned and looked up at him, craning her neck to get a good view of his face. He was lost in it, no sense of awareness making its way through his expression. There was only one thing on his mind. The same thing Jaina was waiting for so eagerly.
Jaina gasped loudly as the first hot splash caught her chest. She whipped her head down and watched in fascination as more thick cum shot out and streaked her tits, covering them in an inconsistent coat of dripping white. Kaden kept stroking and twitching, throwing his aim into quite a random affair, spreading cumshots on her tits and directly around them, but also managing to catch her shoulder with one, and her thigh somehow.
There was so much cum. So much, all from her brother, all over her tits. Jaina felt like such a slut, and not at all in a bad way.
The last of Kaden's load collected at the tip of his dick, still hard, but not quite as firmly rigid as a moment ago. Without thinking, Jaina swiped a finger of her free hand across his cock head and stuck it in her mouth, getting some of the flavour of the coating on her breasts. Kaden's eyes were wide as he sat back down. He appeared much less horny, but no less fascinated as Jaina sucked on the small taste of his cum and continued to work herself toward orgasm.
Jaina had two fingers deep inside, hitting her favourite special spot. She was, rather dexterously, maintaining some much needed play time on her clit. It was a tricky balance to do both with one hand and not simply mash her fingers around in an uncoordinated mess, but she had practice.
The taste of Kaden along with knowing he was watching every slutty move she made, knowing he'd seen what she'd just done without thinking, caused another bout of thrills and flooding in her pussy. Her tits were a sexy testament to her own abandon and her need for release. She'd let Kaden cum all over them. Then she'd tasted it. What a bad sister. Bad, bad sister.
Bad sister.
Jaina swiped the cum off her shoulder, just another small taste for her. She stuck her finger deep into her mouth, fully sucking on it even as she felt her sluttiness working.
Her eyes rolled back, her body tensed, and her toes curled. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, then drenched them entirely as she came hard. She'd made herself squirt before, on occasion, but never so massively and without meaning to. It just happened, and it was intense.
Jaina nearly fell over as her body spasmed. She came like crazy while Kaden watched every second of it, which in turn made it all the more powerful. It was a vicious, but delightful, cycle.
"Damn," Kaden said, voice filled with lazy awe.
"Yeah," Jaina said, weakly pushing her hair back out of her face.
"You got kinda into that, huh?"
"Just a little." Jaina managed a lopsided smirk. "As did you."
"True."
"You made quite a mess."
"I did."
"I told you not to."
"Well..."
"But I'll give it a pass."
"Oh. Thanks?"
"It was... pretty hot."
Kaden grinned. "Wasn't it though?"
Jaina nodded as she traced a finger in a slick circle over her cummy nipple. "Hard to complain too loudly about it."
"Glad to hear it."
"I bet." Jaina sighed. "Still, better clean up before... you know." She nodded at Luna.
"Yeah. Mom might not like you sunbathing with my cum all over your tits."
"Probably not. But then, she's been surprising us recently." Jaina stood, taking a moment to find her balance on wobbly legs. She tried to ignore that she was putting her pussy at face height for Kaden again, and that it was a blatantly sloppy mess. "Best not risk it, anyway."
Kaden nodded absently, his eyes focused on Jaina's soaked slit. "Best not."
Jaina felt his eyes following her as she tottered toward the house. She tried to walk a little sexier for him, if only to restore her own confidence and pretend like she was in charge of the situation somehow, but she didn't have the coordination for much more than putting one foot in front of the other. Kaden had really done a number on her.
She was horny again by the time she made it to the shower. Or horny still, more likely. Just that it had been temporarily sated by her intense orgasm.
The image of her brother's cock dangling in front of her face returned unbidden. And the feel of his cum streaking her tits. And the way he'd looked at her.
Jaina barely made it under the spray before she unhooked the shower head and brought it down to her pussy. The warm, jetting water thrumming over her clit made her sigh and lean back against the wall. Her eyelids sank closed and she let naughty thoughts fill her head while the shower head did its thing.
It was insane how badly she wished Kaden had followed her, that he would have slipped into the shower with her. She could almost picture his face that had been so close to her bare little pussy, only even closer. Buried in it. Licking her like a good boy.



No, not a good boy. A bad brother. A bad, naughty brother.
Jaina would have let him, had he tried. Oh god would she have let him.
****
Kaden was feeling much more relaxed than his sister. He was totally unaware of her continued play time, and was in fact basking in the glow of not being horny, at least for a bit. He'd sunscreened himself up, covering all the untanned places revealed now that he was naked, and was enjoying being stretched out in the sun.
He'd almost forgotten Luna was still there, or at least that she was naked and that was supposed to make him confused and obsessed. If anything, his thoughts were lingering more on Jaina.
Still, his attention was drawn firmly back to his mother when she stirred and rolled over. She adjusted her lounger so that the back was raised again, then settled back and returned her boobs to a prominent, sun-bathed display. Kaden's cock twitched lazily, but it was still calm enough not to respond too vigourously.
Luna's brow creased as she noted Kaden's presence. "You've got no clothes on."
Kaden gave her a look of disbelief. "You're one to talk."
"Well... yes, good point. I just... I didn't think you'd, uh..."
"Problem?"
"No." Luna gave a soft, tentative smile. "If you're feeling comfortable with it, I think I'm kind of happy about it. You supporting me like that."
"Oh, yeah. Supporting." Sure. That's what he was doing.
"I know it was weird at first, but it feels nice to be so free and comfortable around each other, doesn't it?"
"Very nice," Kaden agreed, thinking of his recent cum-painting of his sister's tits.
"Did Jaina..."
"She did it too. She went in, though. Not sure when she'll be out again."
"Didn't want to strip in front of Mommy, hm?"
"Less embarrassing when you were sleeping," Kaden confirmed, though continued to leave the actual reason out of the story. Not that it was a lie by any means. It really was less embarrassing to jerk off when Luna wasn't watching. Doubly so he and Jaina doing so together.
"Well I'm very proud of both of you," Luna said. "And I'm happy I didn't end up scarring you. I knew you'd get used to it. You're both so strong and open to new possibilities."
"Is that what we are?" Kaden mumbled to himself.
"I don't think I'll be doing this all summer or anything. But... it's nice to know that maybe we can be a little more open around the house when we want to. Or need to." Luna smiled and tilted her head in thought. "Jaina's always been kind of open, in some ways, I guess. Maybe that's where I got it from."
"You mean always wearing hardly nothing around the house? Yeah."
"Always technically covered," Luna mused. "But yes. Hardly nothing. The little scamp. Maybe I was jealous of that."
"Maybe," Kaden agreed, even while going somewhere very different in his head at the reminder of Jaina's skimpy outfits. And her even skimpier recent outfit.
"Does that... ever get difficult for you?" Luna asked softly.
"What?"
"Your sister and her... outfits? Or... me, these last few days? Or Jaina without any-"
"Ok, yeah. I get it, thanks."
Luna switched chairs, taking Jaina's vacated seat closer to Kaden, bringing her naked, sun-kissed body that much nearer. Kaden tried his best not to stare at her boobies while she got settled.
"I forget that you're a boy sometimes."
"Gee, thanks."
"Not like that, sweetie. I mean that... that you might have certain... reactions."
Kaden pressed his palms together in supplication. "Please can we not?"
"Just to say, baby, if you ever need to take breaks or whatever, or be by yourself, you don't have to be shy about it."
"Ok, I-"
"Everyone needs alone time. Especially now. It doesn't-"
"Oh my god, Mom. I get it. You don't need to spell it out. I don't want to think about knowing that... that..."
"Hate to break it to you, Kaden, but everyone masturbates."
"Dammit."
"I know you do."
"Ugh."
"I do. Your sister does. Everyone."
Kaden rubbed his face. "Ok, that's more than enough now. You're gonna make me not ever want to masturbate again."
"I sincerely doubt that."
"Yeah. Fair. But still."
"Did I make things worse?"
"You made them awkward. That's for sure."
"I knew I would, but that's only temporary. That'll pass." Luna reached over and squeezed Kaden's arm. "It's better to be open about it."
"Is it?"
"Well... you are, um, going live, baby. It was going to be awkward no matter what."
Kaden looked down to where his traitor cock was stirring once more and creeping its way to being hard. "Dammit."
"I just wanted you to know its ok, and I don't mind, and I'm sure Jaina doesn't, even if she might tease you about it."
Kaden didn't think that's what Jaina's first reaction would be, not now, but once again it was better to leave the truth lagging behind a little.
"Thanks. I guess," Kaden muttered.
He sat looking straight ahead, knowing he must be blushing, while his erection returned. It wasn't nearly so embarrassing as it would have been if he hadn't just finished jerking off with his sister, but it wasn't calm and casual by any means.
Luna tried to pretend she wasn't watching. She began the work of reapplying sunscreen to her front, but Kaden caught her eyes flicking over at regular intervals. He couldn't blame her since he was watching right back, in his own probably-not-subtle kind of way.
It really didn't help his cock chill out any, having his unfortunately sexy mom rubbing herself all over. Doing her arms wasn't so bad, but massaging sunscreen into her boobies kinda got him going. There was further anticipation as she worked down her tummy, then a little thrill as she spread her legs and went lower.
Unlike Jaina's perfectly bare pussy, Luna's was only nicely trimmed. It was fascinating in its own right, both for the look and because it belonged to his mom, though Kaden was pretty sure he liked Jaina's look better.
"You're staring, sweetie."
Kaden flushed warmer and turned his head straight forward. "Sorry." His cock stood firmly upward and gave an extra twitch as though to rub in how bad he was being. "Just... Jaina's all shaved in that area," Kaden said, gesturing to the area between his legs. "It's different. Is all."
He didn't know why he'd tried to make an excuse. It wasn't going to help anything. It didn't sound overly believable, nor was it improving his position to call himself out on staring at his sister's naughty bits. He was too flustered to think properly.
"You shaved too," Luna said softly.
Kaden flushed and nodded.
"Must be a generational thing," Luna said.
"Yeah. Maybe."
"Wasn't nearly so popular when I was your age."
"No?"
"Not so much."
"You never... tried it?"
"Sure I have. But it's so much work. Especially if no one's appreciating it."
Kaden opened his mouth to say that he'd appreciate it, then blushed bright red at what he'd almost uttered. He was going to look like he had a sun burn if this kept up.
"I think it'd look nice on you," he said instead, immediately wondering if that was any better.
"Maybe I'll have to try it again. You know, while we're all being so... open."
Kaden's cock twitched again. He wanted to smack it and tell it to behave, but that wouldn't do any good.
Still, though, the image of Luna and Jaina both standing in front of him with matching smooth pussies... it was a good one. Kaden couldn't pretend like he wouldn't enjoy it.
In an effort to cool off, Kaden went for a swim while Luna finished rubbing herself. The water felt nice, though it did very little to banish his telltale erection.
He swam back and forth for a while, practicing half-forgotten strokes and finding that they came back fairly quickly. He refused, however, to do the ones that required lying on his back. Cock pointed straight down was much better for now, thank you.
Luna had settled down and was lying back for some further basking in the sun. She didn't react as Kaden got out of the pool and dripped his way back to his chair. He lay back in a very similar pose to his mom's and let the heat of the day dry him off.
Kaden nearly dozed off, but was brought back to reality by Luna's slippery hands landing on him. He opened his eyes wide, zeroing in on her tits so close to his face, then to where she was rubbing her way down his shoulder and arm.
"Sorry, did I startle you?" she asked.
"A little."
"Didn't want you to burn."
"Oh. Thanks."
If he'd been doing well ignoring his arousal, it was all for naught now. Luna's tits jiggled as she rubbed all over his upper body, focusing heavily on his chest. He couldn't look away. There was nowhere else to look, for that matter. Luna's perfect boobies were basically blocking off any avenue of scanning past her.
Why'd his mom have to have such a nice rack anyway? Unfair.
Luna spent an awful lot of time on Kaden's chest, he felt. More than necessary. She kept rubbing her hands over it, massaging him more so than ensuring coverage.
At least once she finally moved lower, her boobs weren't in his face quite as badly. She did, however, accidentally drag her breast across his cock at one point, making them both flush and murmur apologies.
Kaden thought the danger was over once Luna moved on to his legs, even though it did put her face in line with his twitching hard on for a bit. He was once again startled when her fingers closed oh-so-gently on his balls and she fondled them in her palm.
"Mom!"
"Don't want you to burn," she repeated absently.
"They aren't... I won't..."
"Just so you don't burn."
"Goddammit, Mom."
And yet, Kaden did nothing. He didn't want to do anything. His initial reaction to protest had been nothing more than a knee jerk. Truth be told, Luna knew what she was doing. Her manual massage of his balls was doing things to him, such subtly amazing things.
Kaden couldn't pretend like he thought it was still innocent. Not the way his mom was handling him. He didn't much give a shit either. Her hand was magical, producing sensations he didn't even know his balls could experience. His focus had always, always been solely on his dick. Luna was showing him something new. From the hypnotized, unthinking expression on her face, he didn't even think that had been her intent. It had just happened. And was continuing to happen.
Kaden leaned back and relaxed into it. There was nothing else to be done but enjoy the moment.
It got even better when Luna grabbed Kaden's cock. It was still ostensibly about getting him covered and protected from the sun, but in actuality that ship had long since sailed. Luna was stroking him up and down, rolling his balls around in her hand, and looked so out of it there might not have been any rational thought remaining to her. Kaden wasn't sure what he would have expected a handjob from his mother to be like, but this was far more pleasant than he ever would have anticipated.
Maybe it was because he'd just finished jerking off with his sister, or maybe because Luna had been naked almost constantly for the past three days, but Kaden was having basically no problems once he'd passed the initial shock. His hot, naked mom wanted to jerk him off, and she was fucking good at it.
"I shouldn't be doing this," Luna whispered.
"I disagree," Kaden said. "Strongly."
Luna's lips twitched into what was almost a smile. "I'm your mother."
"I know."
"I shouldn't want to do this."
"I really don't mind."
Luna looked at him with sudden intensity. "Kaden?"
"Yeah?"
"You and Jaina... how long have you been doing that?"
"Uh..."
"What you were doing while I was sleeping."
"If you were sleeping-"
"I woke up. Obviously."
"Oh," Kaden said faintly. "Obviously." He cleared his throat. Trying to muster thoughts was tricky while being expertly jerked off. And with a magnificent set of tits still straight in front of him. "You saw, then?"
"Some. Enough."
"Would you believe that's the first time?"
"Was it the first time?"
"Yes."
"Then... yes, I would." Luna sighed. "So it is my fault, then."
"Well, I wouldn't say that."
"I would. I caused this. All of this. It wasn't what I meant, you know." Luna's hands slipped away from Kaden and into her lap. "It truly wasn't."
"That's ok," Kaden said quickly. "I'm ok. So's Jaina. It's fine. Really."
Luna smiled sadly. "It's oddly comforting to know I can still get a reaction. From my children, even. But I don't think it's worth it."
"Oh good lord, Mom, are you gonna keep going or not?" Kaden reached for her hand and brought it back to his cock. "You can't just get me going, then stop like that."
"I shouldn't have started at all, baby."
"I know. But... but it's worse if you stop."
Kaden got Luna to grasp his cock again, but she wouldn't yet move her hand. His balls remained entirely neglected.
"I'm not convinced that's true," Luna said.
Desperate for some kind of result, Kaden decided to try something a little crazy. Crazier, rather. "Well... think of it this way. If I'm all worked up now, and you won't help me, I might have to see if Jay will. That'd be worse, wouldn't it?"
"That's a very poor excuse, sweetie."
"I'm well aware, yes."
Luna set her jaw and squeezed her hand tighter. "But I suppose I should be trying to keep you two from doing things like that."
"Exactly."
"You're very transparent, dear."
"And yet it's working."
Kaden sighed in relief and relaxed again. Luna's tightly gripped fingers moved up and down on his shaft. She swirled precum around his cock head, then back to stroking.
"Trying to manipulate your mother into doing naughty things," Luna said softly.
"You started it."
"I did. And you want to know the worst part?"
"... sure, I guess."
"I think I'm jealous of your sister."
"Huh?"
"I saw you two... you and her... and I couldn't help getting upset. Interested too, and disturbingly excited, but upset most of all. And I thought it would pass. I could pretend like nothing happened, just like you two obviously would, and it would be fine." Luna's other hand closed on Kaden's balls, making him groan. "But I can't. And it won't. I'm a horrible, jealous mommy, wanting what my daughter had. That she never should have had either."
"She never did this," Kaden gasped.
"No. She didn't. Let's keep it that way, shall we?"
"I promise nothing!"
"Bad boy," Luna breathed. "You'd let her do this too, wouldn't you?"
"Almost certainly."
"What have I done?"
There was much less regret or guilt in Luna's tone this time. It was more of a rhetorical acknowledgement that things had changed and she'd just have to deal with it.
Kaden moaned and arched his back as he got closer to orgasm. Luna's skilled hands were getting him there, working away with dedication and giving none of the signs of moral dilemma that she must still be agonizing over. He got that it wasn't easy for her, but suspected he wouldn't truly care about that until after he came. Being all horny and having his cock and balls played with turned out not to be the best time to try caring about morality and ethics.
"You're getting close, baby?" Luna asked, though it almost wasn't even a question.
Kaden nodded. "Mmhm."
"I'll just have to finish you off."
"Yes please!"
"Then we can forget what a bad mommy I was."
Kaden didn't agree so readily to that one. He didn't know that he wanted to forget.
"Bad, jealous mommy," Luna continued. She shook her head. "Don't know what's going on with me."
"Same thing that's going on with all of us," Kaden said. "It's not just you."
"I don't know whether to find comfort in that or not."
Kaden squirmed and bit his lip as he got closer and closer. His body tensed, his toes curled, his hands gripped the arms of his chair tightly.
Then, all at once, the glorious feeling of explosive release. Cum shot out from deep in his well-massaged balls, through his shaft that Luna still stroked, and all over his own tummy. So much cum making a mess of his front that he might as well not have even gotten off all day. There just kept being more and more, every little bit coaxed out of him by his horny mommy.
Luna finally released Kaden as he started to soften. Her fingers lingered, and only slipped away regretfully once it was clear he was done. Instead of leaving, she adjusted her seat on his chair, pulling her legs in to sit cross-legged in front of him. He kept his legs spread to leave room, which was quite an exposed position, but that didn't much matter at this point.
"Do you always cum so much?" Luna asked, somewhat awed.
"Not usually. Family brings out the best in me, it seems."
Luna frowned and smacked Kaden lightly on the thigh. "Don't say that."
"It's true."
"You make me sound horrible, though."
Kaden shook his head emphatically. "No, Mom, you're the best. That was awesome. I'm sorry I ever doubted you."
"I'm sorry I didn't doubt myself more," Luna muttered.
Nevertheless, Luna stayed put right where she was. She reached forward and stuck her finger into the largest accumulation of cum on Kaden's tummy, and slowly swirled it around.
Kaden watched his mom make patterns in the mess on his tummy. It was an oddly casual thing to do, in some ways. The two of them sharing a lounger, both stark naked, he freshly milked, her presumably still horny and conflicted. And all she wanted to do was run her fingers through his cum and over his tummy and chest. It was a weird sort of aftercare, but Kaden kind of got into it as the minutes slipped quietly past.
Abruptly, Luna retracted her hand and wiped her cummy fingers on her thigh. "I need to stop."
"You don't. I'm fine."
"I know, baby, but I do need to just stop for now. For me." She chewed her lip. "I feel like I could do this all day," she said more quietly.
"It'll start to dry and get all weird."
"Yes, that too. But also, like... you know." Luna reached out with her clean hand and ruffled Kaden's hair. "I know you had ulterior motives, but thank you for letting me play a little. And... and if you ever feel like you wish we hadn't done that-"
"I won't."
"Kaden, seriously, I don't want to hurt you. Ever. You need to tell me if I do something you don't like."
"Uh... ok. I guess."
Luna nodded. "Good."
"Does that mean you might want to do things again?"
"That wasn't the takeaway."
"Was for me."
Luna sighed ruefully. "I suppose I brought this upon myself."
She stood up, unfolding gracefully from her seat, and padded the short distance back to the lounger next to Kaden's. He idly watched her until she sat down and got settled. Even without being horny at all, he quite enjoyed admiring his mom's body. It was a work of art, one he'd never before fully appreciated. But the barriers were down now, and his sense of conflict about it had taken a crushing defeat. He could enjoy himself thoroughly.
Kaden went for another swim to help rinse away his tummy-mess. It undid all the work Luna had put in getting him sunscreened up, but oh well. Maybe she'd have to do it again.
Kaden swam back and forth for a while, enjoying the cool water on his bare skin. He stopped and floated aimlessly in the middle of the pool, watching the few drifting clouds far above as they drifted by.
A soft, barely heard moan refocused Kaden's attention. He swam near-silently to the edge of the pool, put his arms on the side to hold himself, and grinned to himself.
Luna had either forgotten he was there, or just didn't think he'd notice. Her hand was between her legs, covering her pussy. It wasn't moving much, but there was some definite play in her fingers. Her eyes were closed, allowing Kaden the freedom to hold himself where he was and lazily enjoy his mom's gentle self-fingering.
It was nearly as zen as cloud watching. Arousing, sure, but in a very discreet and casual kind of way. It was all the little, subtle things. The faintest movement of a finger, the intake of a breath, the very occasional soft moan. It was an artistic and erotic display, rather than a lewd or pornographic one. Sure Kaden slowly got hard again, down beneath the water's surface, but that was a distantly secondary concern to the beauty he was witnessing.



Hours could have passed. Kaden wouldn't have known. His whole world was reduced to Luna's stretched out form, her nude curves, her expression of her inner need, her delayed reaction to jerking him off.
It should have been scarring, probably. Lots of things should have. And yet, instead of any of that, Kaden was having the best damn day he could ever ask for.
Kaden was totally zoned out by the time a final soft series of gasps tickled his ears. He almost missed them entirely, except that Luna noticeably stiffened, her legs stretching out toward him for a moment, before she went limp again. It wasn't a showy orgasm by any means, but it had to have been one. Had to be.
Kaden grinned wide, then withdrew his arms and sank back into the water, quiet as could be. He floated away, drifting again for long enough to not arouse suspicion that he'd seen anything. But he totally had. He'd seen his mom masturbate. Probably while thinking about him. What a fucking day.
Once he judged it was safe, Kaden climbed out of the pool and dripped his way back to his seat. He let the sun and soft breeze dry him off. He waited until most of the dampness had been evaporated away, then turned to Luna with what he hoped was a casual, neutral expression.
Luna had hardly moved since Kaden had sat down. She gave every appearance of a woman who'd drifted off to sleep again, and not one who'd only recently been playing with herself while her son swam nearby.
"Mommy?" Kaden said in a hopeful tone.
"Yeah?"
"Think you could do my sunscreen again?"
Luna turned her head toward him and gave him a disbelieving look. "Sunscreen, huh?"
"... yes?"
She shook her head. "No. I've 'done your sunscreen' enough for one day."
"Oh."
"Did you really think you'd get me again that easily?"
Kaden's facade broke down and he smiled broadly. "Worth a try."
"Was it though?"
Kaden picked up the bottle of sunscreen and started covering himself. "Absolutely it was."
****
After her solo shower adventures, involving a renewed appreciation for the shower head, Jaina had fallen into bed and curled up for a nap. She awoke an indeterminate time later feeling a bit drowsy, but at least somewhat better rested.
She stretched, threw on a baggy shirt that came down far enough to keep her technically decent, hit the bathroom, then padded off downstairs to see where her family was at.
Jaina heard Kaden's work before she saw him. He was in the kitchen, apparently in the process of baking something. It was oddly ambitious, she felt, given the events of the day. But then he enjoyed cooking far more than she did, so maybe it was different for him.
Her oblivious brother was, rather delightfully, still almost naked. He'd donned an apron for the baking process, but his cute little butt peeked out at her as she approached from behind. She grinned, snuck right up on him while he had the mixer going, and gave him a good, solid smack on the ass.
Kaden jumped, uttered a rather undignified squeak, and turned to glare at Jaina's innocently beaming face.
"Don't do that!"
"Don't do what, Kay?"
"Sneak up on me. You know I was focused."
"Mmhm. That's what made the sneaking so easy." Jaina winked. "Glad to hear you're not taking smacking your butt off the table."
"Oh, yeah, well... don't do that either."
Jaina shrugged and hopped up on a free section of counter. She dangled her legs carelessly, amusing herself at how her brother's eyes were drawn to their long, smooth, bare lengths, which only disappeared beneath her shirt just before the really interesting part. "I don't feel like you're serious about that condition though. That was barely an afterthought."
"Just... yeah. Whatever."
Jaina smiled and carried on gently kicking her legs, as well as scratching at an imaginary itch on her thigh so she had an excuse to pull her shirt even dangerously higher. Kaden got all flustered and had to keep checking his recipe. Sometimes multiple times for the same ingredient.
"Whatcha makin' anyway?" Jaina asked.
"Something for tomorrow."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I haven't tried it before. It's like a coffee cake, of sorts."
"It's got coffee in it?"
"No, it's... dammit, Jay, you know what coffee cakes are. Those ones you eat for breakfast. Or brunch. And they aren't, like, birthday cake types."
"Oh yeah. Those." Jaina ruffled Kaden's hair. "Well cake for breakfast gets my vote, li'l bro. I don't know how you have ambition left today, but I dig it."
Kaden let Jaina tousle his hair without comment. She knew he was a sucker for having his hair played with. She gave him some soft scritchies before dropping her hand away again.
"It's been a wild day," he admitted. "I'm just feeling in the mood to keep trying new things, I guess."
"Mmhm, I bet."
He flushed. "Not like that. Well... not just now, anyway."
"Oh good. So you're not going to cum all over the cake and try to trick us into eating it."
"... I wasn't. But..."
Jaina snickered. "I'd appreciate the balls it'd take to try pulling that one off. I'll tell you that."
There was a weird flicker of something across Kaden's face at the mention of balls, but it was gone again before Jaina could get a read on it.
"I'll leave that for another day," Kaden said.
"Good idea."
Kaden padded to the fridge on his bare feet, bending slightly to check a lower shelf. Jaina groaned softly and stared unashamedly at his exposed ass. He honestly wasn't looking too bad from the other side either, what with his exposed, lightly tanned arms and shoulders, and a sneaky hint of his more covered chest. Maybe all it had taken was seeing him naked-and masturbating together, admittedly-but Jaina was all of a sudden finding it so very easy to appreciate her baby bro's body.
She also very much liked the indistinct tent that wasn't quite hidden by the hang of his apron. It was gratifying in a related but somewhat different kind of way.
"Need any help?" Jaina asked.
"No, I think I'm good, thanks."
"Oh really?"
"Um... yeah. Did you want to help?"
Jaina shrugged airily. "Just a thought, was all. Thought you might need an assistant."
"An assistant? Like-"
"You know. Someone to stand next to you and look pretty. Probably in a similar outfit as you so we match."
The wheels started turning in Kaden's head. "Aprons are important to keep the mess of your clothes," he said slowly. "Or lack thereof."
"Very true. Very wise."
"So you're not actually looking to help or learn or anything?"
"I mean... I guess I could do some of that too. If I had to."
Kaden smirked crookedly. "You're hired."
"Good. Turn around while I change."
"Jay, I've seen you naked already today. Like, everything. I came on your tits."
Jaina put her hands on her hips. "Turn around!" she insisted firmly.
Kaden rolled his eyes and turned his back. Jaina shucked her shirt and tossed onto a chair, making sure he saw the discarded garment. She then took her sweet time grabbing an apron and tying it in place. Kaden was a good boy and didn't peek as far as she could tell, but his hands were clenching with the effort of not getting an eyeful while she was naked right behind him.
"Ok, done," Jaina said sweetly.
Kaden turned, eyes immediately tracking up and down. Jaina had made sure to leave plenty of cleavage on display, as well as striking a pose that teased hints of her ass and upper thigh without actually exposing anything. She hoped the bow she'd tied behind her back framed her butt nicely. He'd get a good look sooner or later.
"Damn," Kaden said softly.
Jaina feigned nonchalance despite being thrilled by his reaction. "Think it looks ok, huh?"
"I'd say so, yeah."
"Good. Gotta look hot if I'm gonna keep this assistant gig."
"Uh, sure. Right."
In hindsight, Jaina wasn't sure why she hadn't teased Kaden all that much before. She'd done a little here and there. Her outfits around the house probably counted a lot of the time, even though he was more than used to them. There really just hadn't been much of a deliberate effort on her part.
She was now discovering just how fun it could be. Their day together so far had unlocked some doors for Jaina, released some inhibitions, and given her a free pass from the guilt she might otherwise have felt. This was nowhere near so bad as getting off together and letting Kaden mess her boobies with his cum.
But oh it was fun. Kaden did his best to ignore her at first, and only got redder and more flustered the longer he tried to keep it up.
Jaina started casual, just standing close, acting interested and like she wanted to learn. It was an easy progression to pressing right up to him, maybe rubbing against him a little, placing her hand on him, maybe sliding it somewhere naughty. She'd let her apron go a bit slack at the front to show off more cleavage, or 'help' her brother by grabbing something for him, preferably something she had to bend over for.
Kaden was so damn hard. Jaina swore she could see precum leaking through his tented apron when he stood at the right angle. She couldn't get at his cock, not without being aggressive about it, but she had his cute butt to play with and his bare shoulders to rest her head on when he stood still. Even just rubbing his back at times.
Somehow Kaden's composure held well enough to remember all the ingredients, Jaina assumed, as well as putting them together in what looked like a very tasty treat, once it was baked. He just about fell apart as soon as it was in the oven.
"You're killin' me, Jay."
"You don't like?"
"I do like. Very much."
"Oh. Good. Then what's the problem?"
Kaden hesitated for a moment, a thoughtful look on his face, then he slowly reached out and put his hand on Jaina's tit, softly cupping it over her apron. "Maybe there isn't one," he said quietly.
"Awww, baby bro thought I was just gonna tease him."
"You definitely were teasing me."
"Yeah, but, like, not to be mean about it. Just for fun."
"Ah. I see."
"Do you?"
"No. But I'll take whatever this is."
Kaden brought his other hand up and palmed both of Jaina's tits. He rubbed and squeezed them, but still only very gently. Just that simple touch from him was getting her all wet and squirmy. She may have accidentally gotten herself all worked up while teasing him, and now she was paying for it. Still, it was worth it.
"Are we all done with baking?" Jaina asked in a husky, suggestive tone.
"Well... I wanted to make a topping once the cake's done. A thin layer of icing. Maybe overtop some crushed nuts."
"Nuts, eh?"
"Not like that."
"Nuts and some creamy glaze?"
"Cut that out."
"Or what?"
Kaden slipped a hand beneath Jaina's protective apron and pinched her nipple hard. She gasped and flushed, a sudden jolt passing from her nipple to her clit in some weird bodily connection. It clearly wasn't the reaction Kaden was going for.
"Maybe I'll spank you," he threatened.
"Ooh, classic. I could be down for it."
"You're not... you..."
"Yeah, you're gonna have to work harder than that to punish me properly, li'l bro."
"... is that what I'm doing?"
"Not very well so far, but I think so." Jaina shrugged. "I'm being a tease and a brat, after all."
"How do I punish you if you just like it all?"
"A very good question. I wouldn't bother if I were you."
Kaden chewed on his lip a moment. "Jay, serious question here... how far are we ok with going?"
Jaina's heart pounded harder. A very good question indeed. She was more than fine with teasing, it seemed, and some light touching. Even the implication of more than that. But how far would she actually go? And how far could Kaden go without it bothering him afterward?
"Probably not too far," Jaina said. "But, I dunno, if one of us ever says stop, we stop, right?"
Kaden nodded. "For sure. Obviously. And yeah, like, not too far. Not much further than, uh..."
"You cumming on my tits?" Jaina suggested, feeling another thrill in her clit as she said it aloud.
"Yeah," Kaden said with a blush. "Not much further than that, maybe."
He adjusted the top of Jaina's apron so it fell between her tits rather than covering him. His hands felt so much better directly on her chest rather through the thin material. So warm and visceral. So naughty.
"I guess rubbing my boobs is about on the same level," Jaina mused.
Kaden met her gaze just a little shyly. "They're very nice."
"Thanks."
Kaden watched Jaina's breasts as he massaged them more firmly. She watched too for a moment, then returned her attention to him.
He was so damn adorable sometimes. All fascinated with her like that. So happy to play with her tits. So very hard for her.
Jaina did a little experimenting of her own. She slipped her arm under Kaden's and pressed her hand against the prominent tent in the front of his apron. His cock was wickedly hard underneath. He groaned and involuntarily thrust forward against the pressure of her hand.
Those noises and reactions Jaina could get out of Kaden were a sweet and addictive candy to her. He was her brother. His cock should never have become a valid toy for her. But here she was, rubbing him and letting him grind back on her hand.
It didn't feel wrong. It didn't feel gross or scarring. It was hot, and it was getting her off big time.
What did it say about her that she'd been more turned on today by her mom and brother than she ever, ever had at any other point of her life? What did it say about her and Kaden that they were eager to get off together for the second time that day? That letting her brother jerk off on her had not only not given either of them pause, but had probably actually encouraged them to do more?
Jaina squealed as Kaden suddenly pushed her against the counter and bent her over it. She was caught by surprise, having been too zoned out to see any warning signs there may have been. She started to stand back up, but stopped when she felt him directly behind her.
"How are you so hot?" Kaden asked breathily.
Jaina smiled and tried to mask just how out of breath she was as well. "Now that's what a girl likes to hear."
Her eyes rolled back as his cock pressed firmly to her ass. A moment later, Kaden slipped his apron off and let his naked cock stay right where it was, getting Jaina's bum all precummy.
"You do things to me, Jay."
"Good."
"Is it?"
"The way you've been making me feel today... yeah, it is. It's only fair."
Kaden took a light hold of Jaina's hips and started grinding up and down on her ass. Her pussy was overflowing and running down her thighs. It was too intense, too much, but she hoped desperately that he wouldn't stop.
As if he would ever stop. He was as horny as she was. Willing to bend his sister over the counter to get some action on her butt. He wasn't stopping.
Kaden's grinding slowly shifted across Jaina's ass cheek, gravitating to the cleft of her bum. His cock nestled so very nicely between her cheeks, burrowing naughtily between them and leaving a slick trail of precum that lubed every subsequent thrust just that little bit more.
Rather insanely, Jaina was pretty sure she'd let Kaden fuck her if he tried. They very much shouldn't do that, but her pussy was a sloppy, wet mess, begging to be filled. And her brother was the entire cause of it. Her stupid hot baby bro. She was already bent over letting him use her ass for masturbating against. She'd probably let him do way more if he decided to push.
Such a horny slut she was. Get her turned on like crazy and she'd start contemplating fucking her brother.
But maybe it wasn't so insane as she made it out to be either. Brother-fucking was obviously a bit of a societal no-no, but it wasn't like this was any random old brother she was thinking about. However much sense that made.
This was Kaden. Of any boy she'd ever known, he was by far the one she was most comfortable with. Too comfortable, it seemed. He'd been the sort of brother she didn't mind wearing her underwear around when she didn't feel like dressing properly. The sort who if one of them accidentally caught the other in the bathroom or changing or something, it wouldn't be a super big deal. The sort who she hadn't minded sleeping next to on those rare occasions when it had been necessary.
They were close. Close as siblings, but siblings weren't all either of them were, and that fact was being made ridiculously obvious all of a sudden. Right now, they were two horny little things who happened to share parents.
"Jay?"
"Yeah?"
"I think... I think I might want to cum on you again."
Jaina giggled. "You don't say."
"Well... can I?"
Jaina's pussy was going mad. She slipped a hand down to play with it and press against her clit, just to keep the intensity at bay for a moment. "Yes," she breathed.
"Yeah?"
She nodded. "Yeah. Go for it."
Kaden thrust harder against Jaina's ass, wedging her in place between him and the counter. He had a firm hold on her hips, humping her butt like crazy.
Jaina rubbed her clit harder to match Kaden's insistent pace. Her breathing was getting all ragged and gasping just in anticipation of getting cummed on by him again. Of getting her brother's mess all streaked across her ass. His hot cum painting her skin.
Their combined panting and grunting mixed with the slap of Kaden's hips on Jaina's ass. They were an incoherent, barely functional pair. Horny little things with an end in sight.
Kaden came with a satisfied groan, still pushing his cock hard up on Jaina as his cum splashed over her. So much of it, coating her lower back and the top of her ass, dripping down to mess even more of her backside. The second time that day she'd let him do this to her. The second time she was getting off on it like a total wanton slut of a sister.
Much to Jaina's relief, Kaden didn't immediately abandon her as soon as he was finished. He held still, creamy cock slowly fading away, but still all snugly nestled in her butt crack for now. She kept rubbing her clit, working her way toward getting off with the help of Kaden's warm presence.
He was naked. He was holding her. His cum had decisively claimed her ass, at least for the moment. It was so wrong to get off to her brother like this, but she was going to do it anyway. Or so she thought.
Jaina whined and reached back for Kaden as she felt him slip away. "Don't go yet!"
"Not going anywhere."
Kaden was, in fact, only falling to his knees. He wasn't pressed up against her anymore, but his face was pretty well level with her cummy ass, and he was getting such an eyeful of it and her sloppy wet pussy.
A surprise jolt of naughty pleasure shot through Jaina as Kaden brushed her pussy with his fingertips. She arched her back and spread her legs, partly for more stability, but mainly to make more room for him. It was an unconscious decision, and so quick as to be kind of scary.
"Can I touch it?" Kaden asked.
"You're already touching it." Jaina didn't give two shits about the ridiculousness of her brother only belatedly asking permission to finger her pussy. She just wanted more. "Put them inside."
"What?"
"Your fingers. Two of them. Inside."
Kaden's fingertips stopped their tentative dance across her naughty place. "Inside?"
"In-fucking-side. Fuck's sake, Kay."
"Is that allowed?"
"Of course not. But do it anyway."
It took another few seconds for Kaden to make up his mind, but then his clever little fingers pressed to her entrance and slipped smoothly up inside her.
Jaina moaned happily. Her fingers remained hard at work on her clit, now joined by Kaden's rather lazier fingers sneaking all up inside her. She couldn't believe her own audacity, asking him to do that. Telling him to, even. But she had, and he was. Her brother had a pair of fingers right up inside her, and she was going to cum all over them. Some sort of minor payback for his messes that she had to clean up.



"Does that feel ok?" Kaden asked.
"So good."
"Do you want me to, like, move them or anything? Finger fuck you?"
"No. Just keep them there. Right there. Don't move."
That was all she needed. Jaina let her eyes fall closed as she kept rubbing and rubbing, and then all at once finding herself over the edge. Orgasmic thrills coursed through her. Her pussy squeezed tight on her brother's fingers, then released, then tight again. Her legs trembled and her toes curled. Pussy juices flooded over Kaden's obediently held hand.
For several indistinct moments, Jaina was lost in her very inappropriate orgasm. She felt so good, blissed out on the wave of pleasure. She came hard and long, moaning and twisting, then going limp afterward.
Kaden hurriedly pulled his fingers free as Jaina sank down to the floor. She lay down, ignoring the mess she was making everywhere, and stretched out to just relax and recover. Kaden sat next to her, pushing her legs out of the way so he could sit with his back to the cupboard.
"We're so bad," Jaina said in hushed but giggly voice.
"You don't say."
"That was awesome, though."
Kaden grinned. "That it was. I could get used to this."
"Yeah. Me too." Jaina paused and considered. "You think we'll feel the same tomorrow?"
"I know I will."
"Oh. Good, then."
"You?"
"Think so. Hope so." Jaina met Kaden's eyes. "I don't think I could give up cumming like that."
"No. Me either."
Jaina clumsily fumbled with her apron and managed to get it off. She and Kaden stayed there a while, sprawled haphazardly across the floor, naked and sated. It was nice just to be able to chill with each other like that. Casual and carefree. Needs met so that their mutual nudity didn't become an issue again right away.
"Where's Mom?" Jaina asked.
"Napping, I think."
"Oh. Yeah. Makes sense. I had a bit of a nap too. That kind of day, I guess."
Kaden nodded. "You think if I go crash for a bit, you'd look after the cake?"
"Sure. I could probably manage."
"You don't have to ice it or anything. But if you want to-"
Jaina grinned widely. "Nuts and creamy white goodness. I know the drill."
"Stop saying it like that."
"Like what?"
"All smirky. Like you're talking about sexy stuff."
"You like that though."
"Not when I don't wanna have to get off again already. Bad enough you lying there all hot and nakey like that."
"You really think I'm hot?"
"... I just came on your ass, even though you're my sister. And I already told you. Don't act like this is a revelation."
"Maybe it's not. But I like hearing you say it."
"Of course you do." Kaden booped Jaina's nipple, then pushed himself to his feet with a soft groan. "You get off on it, don't you?"
"On what, compliments?"
"On knowing what you can do to me when you want to."
"Now that I know... yeah, I do kind of enjoy it." Jaina shrugged. "If it makes you feel any better..." She trailed off, eyes running up Kaden's body. "You're pretty hot too," she continued in a quieter tone. "I think."
Kaden had the grace to blush and turn away. He started walking, and Jaina rolled around to get a better view of his ass as he left. "Don't forget the cake," he called over his shoulder.
"Oh don't worry," Jaina said, still staring after her brother. "I won't."
Jaina lay right where she was for a few minutes after, still recovering and daydreaming about the naughtiness of the day. Once she dragged herself to her feet, she spent some time puttering around the kitchen and tidying up a bit.
It occurred to her that she was still naked, and that even the day before that would have been unimaginably bold of her, but now it wasn't even registering as something to be nervous about. She kind of liked that freedom. Even if it had come from something far beyond what Luna had ever intended, Jaina could kind of see her mom's point now, and better grasped the reasons why she'd started hanging out naked in the first place.
Once the cake was out and cooling, Jaina headed upstairs. She stopped at the bathroom to get herself cleaned up some, even though she kind of liked sluttily walking around the house with a brother-cummy bottom.
After that, Jaina checked on Kaden and found him snoozing in bed. She smiled, tiptoed in, and tucked him in more snugly under his covers. A feather-light ruffle of his hair, then she was off again.
Luna, too, appeared to be asleep when Jaina poked her head in. She was sprawled across her bed, only half covered by her sheets. Jaina repeated the tucking in she'd done for Kaden, only Luna stirred as Jaina snugged her covers up around her.
"Jaina?"
"Sorry, Mom, didn't mean to wake you."
"It's ok. How long have I been out?"
"Don't know, really. Hour or two anyway, I'd say."
"Oh. Probably shouldn't sleep anymore now. Won't get to sleep all night at this rate."
"Wouldn't be so bad. Could stay up and have a pyjama party." Jaina grinned wickedly. "Or, you know, a lack-of-pyjamas party."
"I've created a monster, haven't I?"
"Two of 'em, yes ma'am."
Luna rolled over a bit, but didn't shuck her covers just yet. Jaina sat down next to her and stroked her hair while she made up her mind whether to back to sleep or not.
Instead of making such a decision, Luna embraced her daughter's comforting touch and rolled again to lay her head in Jaina's lap. Jaina giggled and kept playing with Luna's hair. It was a nice, cozy family moment, albeit quite intimate compared to usual for them. Maybe that uniqueness was part of what made it so nice.
"You know," Jaina mused. "Kay made a cake. It was for tomorrow, buuuttt..."
"Oh don't tempt me like that. I'm actually kind of hungry."
"Yeah. Me too. And all we'd have to do is make some icing. Or a glaze or whatever. I dunno. I wasn't paying enough attention." Too busy teasing Kaden, was the truth of the matter. Nuts and cream. He made it too easy at times.
"Mmph. Five more minutes? Then we can be bad?"
Jaina wasn't convinced they weren't already being a little bad, but she just nodded. "Sure, Mom. Five more minutes."
It was more like ten before Luna finally broke away from Jaina's soothing petting. She stretched out cat-like, letting her sheets slip away from her naked body. Jaina moaned internally at the sight her mother made, then hopped out of bed to cover for her reaction.
The two of them snuck down the hall past Kaden's room, giggling like girls half Jaina's age. They kept nudging and hushing each other. Jaina made sure to run into Luna far more than necessary, 'accidentally' of course, just for that brief, tantalizing contact.
God she had it bad. Both her brother and her mom. Maybe it was just today. Maybe tomorrow she'd get some self-control back.
"Ooh, you didn't say he made a coffee cake," Luna said once they hit the kitchen.
"Yeah I did."
"No, baby, you just said cake. Kaden knows I like this recipe."
Jaina shrugged. "Alright. I'm not as up on these things as you two, I guess."
"It should have a glaze, though," Luna said thoughtfully.
"And crushed nuts?" Jaina hazarded.
"Good idea, yes. You want to help me?"
Jaina's eyes flicked to the aprons she and Kaden had been wearing, that she'd since folded and left on the counter. "Sure. I could be an assistant again."
Trying to look casual about it, Jaina grabbed her apron and handed Kaden's to Luna. Luna cocked her head, but accepted the apron.
"I don't think we really need these, sweetie."
Jaina already had hers over her head and was in the middle of tying it behind her back. "Just in case there's a mess. Y'know?"
Luna didn't seem to fully agree, which was fair because it was a bullshit reason. However, her eyes did track up and down Jaina's body with that same kind of look Kaden had been giving her earlier. A thrill went straight to Jaina's pussy as she confirmed that her mom, too, appreciated how she looked in her 'assistant's outfit.'
Even better, Luna soon gave in and donned her apron as well. And if Kaden's butt had looked cute in it, Luna's was downright amazing. Her fuller, rounder mommy-butt was exactly what the apron needed to properly fill it out for maximum sex appeal. Luna's hips and cleavage made for some very enticing bonus curves as well.
"Damn, Mom, that looks good on you."
Luna flushed lightly. "Thanks, I think." Her eyes flicked to Jaina's body again. "I have to admit, with nothing on underneath, there's something... there's just something."
"Something flattering? Something a little... naughty?"
"Yes, maybe that. But, uh, let's not go down that road right now, ok?"
Too late for that. Way, way too late.
All the same, Jaina mostly behaved herself. She paid as much attention as she could to the work they were doing, though that still meant a fair amount of attention paid to Luna's ass. She also cozied right up next to her mom a few times, even leaning her head on her shoulder. And not just to peek down her front. It was just nice having more of that intimate contact she'd only recently discovered was available.
Everything went pretty smoothly. Luna knew what she was doing. Only at the very end did Jaina flick some of the last of the glaze in the bowl at her mom. Luna made an overly shocked face, then flicked some right back. They had a very brief, but highly amused food fight. Their hushed giggles filled the room as they once again acted like children getting away with something.
Afterward, Jaina 'helped' Luna clean up by swiping her finger across some glaze that had landed on Luna's cleavage. She sucked her finger in her mouth casually, even while melting inside. It kind of looked like cum flicked across her mom's tits, and even though it actually tasted better, Jaina kind of wished it really was cum.
Oh god. She'd totally lick cum off her mommy's boobies. She totally, totally would. Li'l pervo, she was.
Luna served them each a generous piece of the cake they'd finished together. She doffed her apron, somehow lowering the eroticism level slightly despite being as naked as one could be. Jaina followed suit, then followed her mom to the living room.
They snuggled naked on the couch, giggling some more as the playfully fought for room, and actually just ended up next to each other, close as could be. Luna put on a romantic movie, one they'd both seen before, not that Jaina would have paid much attention either way.
It was such an odd mix of comforting and distracting to be sitting so close and cuddly with her mom, both naked and giggly. Jaina was horny on top that, though she couldn't say if Luna shared in that affliction. She'd masturbated enough for a whole week already, yet it wasn't enough. She was going to go crazy. Or develop finger cramps or something.
The cake was good, but even it couldn't fully capture Jaina's appreciation. She was happy to finish it, set her plate aside, then devote more attention to nakey mother daughter snuggle time. One of her new favourite times for sure. If not for naughty brother cummy time, probably her very tippy toppy favourite.
Jaina's heart wouldn't quite settle down, getting all hard and thumpy, like something exciting was about to happen. Her pussy, too, was making a nuisance of itself. And her tummy was just a tad fluttery. It was obnoxious, really, and yet she was still more than happy to put up with all of it for these amazing mommy cuddles she was getting. So very worth it.
****
Kaden awoke feeling somewhat refreshed, but also a little bleary. It was getting dark out. Late-ish evening, probably. Not yet bedtime proper. He made himself get up, hoping he'd be able to get to sleep again later. He wasn't used to napping, not so late in the day by any means, but it had been an exhausting time. Fun, certainly, but exhausting.
He threw on shorts and a shirt out of habit before venturing out. It was an unnecessary precaution. Jaina and Luna, when he found them, were still naked as could be, all cuddled up together, even. And watching...
"What are you guys watching?"
Two sets of slightly guilty eyes turned toward him.
"It's not porn!" Jaina said quickly. "You just happened to show up during a naughty scene."
"Of course it's not porn. He wasn't asking that." Luna hesitated. "Were you?"
"Wasn't sure," Kaden said, stepping closer.
"Well it isn't," Jaina said firmly.
She hadn't moved away from their mom hardly at all. The two of them were very, very cozy together. Kaden's cock stirred at the sight of them. He wished it wouldn't. He was gonna be all worn out.
The 'not porn' scene ended and got back to fully clothed people doing fully clothed things. Kaden almost laughed at how Jaina and Luna both slumped their shoulders in relief. Like they really were worried he'd think they were watching porn. It had only been a thought of his for a brief moment. Only at first.
Luna turned to Kaden again. "Sorry, sweetie. We kinda got into the coffee cake you made."
Kaden shrugged. "That's alright. Was it good?"
"Very good."
"Yeah, it was," Jaina agreed. "We finished up with the glaze and everything." She made deliberate eye contact. "Though your creamy glaze might have been better."
Luna seemed not to catch Jaina's meaning. It was all too obvious to Kaden. He coughed awkwardly and shifted his weight, eyes moving away from his sister slightly.
"Guess I should try some too," Kaden said.
"You should," Jaina agreed. She held her plate toward him. "And as long as you're going that way... maybe you'd get me another piece?" She batted her eyes. "Pretty please?"
Kaden nodded and took the plate from her, somewhat annoyed that his dick was reacting even to the obvious manipulation of her fluttering eyelashes. When everyone was naked like this, it really didn't take much to get him going.
"Yes please," Luna said, handing her plate over too. "Just a half-piece for me though, I think."
"Sure."
Kaden took the two plates to the kitchen. He glanced over his shoulder just once, and flushed at noting both sets of eyes firmly on his backside. That wasn't any kind of attention he was used to. Plus, even if Jaina had been appreciative earlier, he wouldn't have thought there'd be nearly so much to look at when he had shorts on. It wasn't bad attention either way, just unusual and a little awkward since he didn't entirely know what to do with it.
A naughty idea struck him as he was cutting into the coffee cake. The glaze actually was not dissimilar to cum, as Jaina kept not-so-subtly implying. He could probably get away with it. But did he dare?
Yes. Yes he did.
Kaden poked his head back around the corner. "Hey, I'm just gonna tidy a few things. I'll be a couple minutes."
"Sorry," Jaina said. "I tried to clean up a bit. Must not have gotten everything."
"No, you got most of it. Thanks. Just be a few minutes."
Kaden stripped off his bottoms. He was fully hard and more than a little nervous as he approached the two and half pieces of cake he'd served out. He separated Jaina's piece out from the others, then grabbed his cock.
This was such a bad idea. So bad. And yet... good goddamn it turned him on. It had been such a thrill watching Jaina eat even just those small tastes of his cum earlier. If he could actually get her to do this...
Kaden jerked off quickly and frantically. He didn't have a super lot of time before someone might get curious and check on him. He had plenty of material to think about to jerk off to. And thinking about what he was about to do got him pretty dang excited too.
Between thinking about his mom and sister, what he'd seen, what they'd already done, and what he still wanted to do, it didn't take Kaden long to get himself off. He could be pretty quick anyway when he needed to, and had an even easier time on this occasion in particular.
He grabbed Jaina's cake and aimed his cock at it as he came. As he was beginning to discover, anything involving Jaina or Luna seemed to get him more worked up than he was used to, and even with only a quick and dirty jerk off, he came a lot, relative to his usual.
Jaina's cake got drenched in cum. The top was covered, which was the intent, but lots dripped down the sides too, and a few errant shots messed around the edges of the plate. Kaden wiped those off afterward, so as not to make it too obvious what he'd done, but there was only so much he could do.
It was super, super obvious that there was something different about Jaina's cake when it was next to the others. A much thicker, runnier glaze on top, and lots down the sides where the others had none. Kaden almost abandoned his stupid plan, but he still really wanted to see if he could get away with it and make his sister eat most of a cum load. It was only fair, given her teasing him about it. And it got him hard just imagining it, let alone potentially getting to watch it.
Kaden abandoned his shirt as well before walking back into the living room. As anticipated, his nude state distracted Jaina and Luna from examining what he carried too closely.
"Damn, nakey boy bringing me tasty treats," Jaina said. "I could get used to this."
"Hush, baby. Don't be weird about it," Luna said. And yet, her eyes were just as appreciative as Jaina's.
Kaden squeezed in beside Jaina, sandwiching her between him and their mom. She didn't seem to mind one bit. She did, however, make a comically shocked face as she took her first bite.
It took a lot of self-control not to laugh as Jaina turned to Kaden with wide eyes. She couldn't say anything at first, but finally chewed her mouthful and swallowed, much to Kaden's delight.
"You didn't!" Jaina hissed.
"Oh but I did," he whispered back. "Isn't that what you kept asking for?"
"I didn't think you'd do it."
"Uh huh. Well I did."
"You think I'm just gonna eat it now?"
Kaden grinned wider. "Yep."
A slow, matching smile spread across Jaina's lips. "Pervy little brother. I'ma get you back for this."
Kaden's cock was well on its way back to life again. "I look forward to it."
"What are you two on about over there?" Luna asked, peering suspiciously at the two of them.
"Nothing!" Kaden and Jaina said at the same time, in the sort of way that confirmed there very much was something.
Jaina subtly hid her cake beneath her hand in case Luna looked at it, then took another casual bite as though nothing was amiss. Kaden's tummy was all fluttery and excited as he watched her slowly chew and savour the mix of cake and his cum.
It was a decadent and cruel torture Kaden had inadvertently inflicted upon himself. He got so horny watching his sister eat his cum, which was crazy hot, but then he couldn't do anything at all about it. He couldn't play with himself or her while Luna was right beside them. Not without giving the game away. His poor cock got all painfully hard and dripping precum, but he had to leave it alone. He flushed red when Luna obviously noticed it, and felt it twitch harder when Jaina smirked at it.
He got Jaina back a bit by slipping his hand between her thighs for a moment. She was wet enough to drown someone down there, and was rhythmically squeezing her thighs together as some measure of helping herself out, but like Kaden couldn't be too obvious about actually playing with herself. Her pitiful face when he pulled his hand away again made him feel genuinely bad for a moment, but then she took another slow, lingering bite of cummy cake, complete with flicking her tongue out to catch a drip of creamy goodness. It made him feel less bad about teasing her.
Their mother remained oblivious to it all. She gave them an odd look from time to time, but never seemed to catch on to their game. It probably didn't occur to her that Kaden would have soaked Jaina's snack in cum. Nor that she would eat it as slowly and seductively as possible to make him squirm in retaliation. And to be fair, any other day she would have been right. But not today.



The unfairness of it all was that Kaden's arousal was obvious. Jaina's, and maybe even Luna's, weren't. Not the same way. Kaden snuck in the occasional feel of his sister's pussy, and he knew how wet she was, but it wasn't a visual thing like his erection. Jaina didn't have to suffer the knowing glances that he did.
Jaina finished eating an interminably long time later. She'd savoured every bit of her cake, and she gave Kaden a wink as she licked her fork clean. He was relieved, but also missed her teasing as soon as it was over. It was an odd paradox of emotion that he couldn't quite reconcile.
Jaina stretched out, lying down across Kaden and Luna's laps like she just assumed they'd be fine with it. Luna got her head, and Kaden got her legs. Jaina's butt was very nearly right in his lap, and he was tempted to pull her the rest of the way on top of him.
"Oops, Mom, you got some glaze on you," Jaina said.
Kaden's eyes widened as he realized Jaina had somehow just wiped some leftover cum on Luna's tit. Luna frowned and reached for the offending mess, but Jaina was faster.
"Here, I'll get it," Jaina said. She moved her head and swiped her tongue across their mom's breast. Even though once was enough to get the small trail of cum, she licked a few more time in quick succession.
Luna gasped. "Ooh, baby, don't do that."
Jaina grinned and licked again. "Why not? You're all clean, now."
"That's... you shouldn't do that. That's all."
Kaden watched the exchange with wide eyes, hardly daring to breathe in case he disturbed his sister's sudden boldness. It was... fascinating.
"It's kinda fun though," Jaina said, punctuating her statement with another flick of her tongue. She was getting closer and closer to Luna's nipple, and after another lick she sealed her lips around it.
Luna's eyes rolled back and she moaned softly. Jaina grinned wide, losing her suction for a moment, then sucked harder at Luna's breast.
Luna made eye contact with Kaden, as though somehow he'd have the answer. He didn't. He just shrugged.
There wasn't going to be any milk. That ship had long since sailed. And yet, Jaina nursed with soft dedication at Luna's breast as though she was going to find some.
Kaden really had no idea what Jaina was up to. There didn't appear to be any grand scheme or ulterior motive involved. She'd apparently just decided she wanted to suck on their mom's tit for a while, and she was going for it. Whatever her motivations, and they were almost certainly impure, it was pretty hot to watch.
After her initial uncertainty, Luna's instincts took over. She semi-automatically adjusted herself and cradled Jaina's head, supporting it while she continued to suckle. The shock faded from Luna's eyes to be replaced with a warm, tender, motherly affection for her baby girl, who was not at all a baby anymore.
Jaina finally pulled her mouth away, eliciting a sigh from Luna. She fondled her mom's boobs instead for the brief moment she wasn't sucking on them.
"You should try it, Kay. It's super fun."
"You want me to..."
"Yeah, come on. She's got two."
Kaden glanced at Luna. She gave a minor shrug back, and her expression was uncertain, but there was also a definite excitement in her eyes. Like she was secretly hoping he'd take Jaina's invitation, even if she wouldn't admit that desire to herself.
Kaden really wasn't in much of a mood to say no. He was horny as fuck. Again. That's just the way the day was going. And it turned out getting all horny and doing stuff that was kinda stupid ran in the family.
They all needed to shift around a bit. Kaden lifted Jaina's legs to slip out, getting a killer peek at her butt and pussy in the process, then lay down on Luna's other side. There really wasn't room for both Jaina and him lying down and settling their heads in their mom's lap, but they made it work somehow.
Luna cradled them both, one in each arm, supporting them and keeping them from bumping heads. Kaden nuzzled at the breast he'd been given, appreciating the softness of it, and the visceral desire to suck on it. His mommy's boobies held a deeply ingrained, extra-special place in his mind, even all these years later.
The sound of his sister suckling again encouraged Kaden to open his mouth and attach his lips gently to Luna's nipple. It was still a bit slick where Jaina had previously had it in her mouth. She'd greedily had a go at both of them now.
Luna was looking down at both of them with a mixture of maternal fondness, and very non-maternal lust. Kaden felt his cheeks flush. He was in a fairly awkward spot with a mouthful of his mom's tit, and at first that was driven home a little too hard for comfort. But Luna's soft gaze and the gentle but constant sound of Jaina right next to him helped relax him. If they were happy, so too could he be.
It really didn't take much. Kaden just needed a little extra time to settle in. He didn't have the same sense of boundaries he'd started the day with. It might only have been the vulnerable position he was in that gave him pause. Or the sexy reimagining of a nurturing and platonic bonding experience from his earliest years.
Either way, once Kaden lost himself to the moment, he was as happy and content as when he'd been grinding all over Jaina's ass, or relaxing in his mom's practiced hands while she coaxed him to orgasm. Sucking Luna's tits wasn't meant to be a family friendly activity they could all share together, but that's exactly what they'd turned it into. And it was so very fun.
It was a deep and primal thing to do. The motion came easy to suck gently and consistently for an indefinite amount of time. Kaden's body knew what to do. It was confused and not sure that it should be horny, but it kept going all the same.
He felt like he could keep it up forever. Just keep sucking. Lips working at his mom's breast. Like eventually there'd be milk, somehow.
Forever, and ever, and ever.
****
"Boy, he really zonked right out, huh?" Jaina said with a giggle.
"Sure did," Luna agreed. She and Jaina stood next to each other, gazing down fondly at Kaden all curled up asleep on the couch. They'd tucked him in with a blanket, but otherwise let him be. "Just like when he was little."
"You've got magic boobies, Mom." Jaina half-turned and gave one of Luna's tits a squeeze.
"Not hardly, baby. But I'm glad you enjoyed them."
"Sure did! I could suck on them some more, if you wanted."
"No, Jaina. I shouldn't have let you even start, let alone drag your brother into it."
"Aw, c'mon, it was fun."
"It was. But it's... bad."
"Yeah. That's part of the fun. And I mean, it's really not even that bad, in a way."
"You think?"
"I do." Jaina grinned wickedly. "Plus I see how wet your thighs are, mommy dearest."
Luna's cheeks flushed. "You're rather undercutting your own point, dear."
"Maybe," Jaina said with an airy shrug. "Still, though."
"I think we should- ah! Jaina!"
Jaina beamed at Luna with an innocent smile, in spite of her hand fully cupping Luna's pussy. "Yes?"
"Don't touch Mommy down there."
"You're so wet."
"I know. We both know. Just... don't make it worse."
Jaina slowly rubbed her hand up and down. "I'm making it worse?"
"Yes."
"Oh. Huh." She kept rubbing. "Feels nice to me, though."
"Me too, baby. That's not the point."
"I don't think you have a point, though, Mom."
"Well... you know."
"I don't know, actually. But you know what I think?"
Luna closed her eyes and arched her back as Jaina rubbed a little harder. "What do you think?"
"I think this'd feel so much better if you were all smooth and stuff."
"I... what?"
"You know, all sha-"
"Yes, I get it. Just... you and Kaden, what's with you two? He mentioned about it too."
"It's a good look. And so much nicer to play with, like I said."
"You're not supposed to play with me like that."
"I know."
"And I'm not s'posed to let you."
"I know that too." Jaina stepped back and held out her hand. "Wanna do it anyway?"
Luna hesitated, looked toward Kaden, then back to Jaina. She held her hand out and silently clasped Jaina's.
Jaina grinned and tugged gently to get her mom moving. "This'll be fun. You'll see."
"The fun's not in any doubt, sweetie. It's all the other things. And they're all my fault."
"Oh, psh. What's fault anyway?"
"It's-"
"That was rhetorical, Mommy, and you know it."
Jaina dragged Luna along behind her. It was kind of good to have her face hidden for a bit. Behind her apparent excess of confidence lay a pounding heart and a fluttery uncertainty in what she was doing.
It was tempting to blame it on Kaden for feeding her cum cake and making her all horny. But she had been the one teasing him about it, and she'd eaten what he'd given her without complaint. In fact she'd continued to tease, driving herself crazy in the process of getting her brother all hot and bothered.
So she'd gotten the two of them sucking on Luna's tits. That had been a pretty good time. And now she and her mother were approaching an activity arguably even more intimate, though the jury was still out on that one. Jaina had dared, and her mom had followed.
Once they reached the bathroom, Jaina had to put on her confident face again. She had to act like she knew what she was doing, and that it was no big deal between a mother and daughter. That was the only way Luna was going to keep going along with this. Probably.
Jaina made sure she had everything she needed ready at hand, then knelt down in the bathtub. She got Luna sitting on the edge, legs inside. Luna was quiet and about as red as could be as Jaina gently pushed her knees apart and spread her legs, but she was still participating, and was still soaked.
"Just gonna give you a li'l trim first," Jaina said, trying to speak in a neutral tone even while face to face with her mom's wet pussy.
"Are you sure we should even do this?" Luna asked in a near-whisper.
"Hell yeah! It'll be fun. And it'll look so good." Jaina grinned impishly, using more of that false confidence that was carrying her through. "Not to mention how good it'll feel."
"Feel good for who, though?"
Jaina's heart hammered even harder at the question, and the implication it carried. "Whoever," she said airily, even while trying to pick up the pair of scissors she'd laid out without shaking too badly.
Jaina had to put a hand on Luna's pussy. There was no other way to do it. She tried to act like it was all part of the service, like it was just something that was happening incidentally. The truth was, her fingers were in a very, very naughty place, and they were going to be there a while.
The soft snip of the scissors was the only counter-point to their somewhat heavy breathing for a time. Jaina found herself working almost efficiently enough to make believe that she could be a professional about it all. However, the closer trimmed she got her mom, the more obvious her super-aroused pussy was, and the more obnoxiously needy Jaina's became in response.
"Ok," Jaina said, fighting the urge to place a hand on both her pussy and her mom's at the same time, for related but slightly different reasons. "That should be that. Next step..."
Luna was still holding obediently still. Some of the embarrassment had faded as she acclimatized to Jaina staring at and touching her pussy. If anything, it seemed to have been replaced with an unconscious lust, visible in her eyes and in the constant wet flow to her slit.
Jaina grabbed the shower head and ran the spray for a few moments until she had a nice warm temperature. She slowly brought it up to Luna, giving her plenty of time to see it coming, though she still drew in a breath as the water actually started hitting between her thighs.
"Get you all nicely wet," Jaina murmured, though getting her mom wet didn't seem to be much of an issue, really. She played the water over Luna's pussy longer than she planned, simply because it seemed to be enjoyable and appreciated.
Next came the shaving gel, which gave Jaina an excuse to rub her whole hand over Luna's pussy. All over, up and down and around, making sure everywhere was covered. And then recovered. And-
"I think that's good, baby," Luna said.
Jaina nodded and pulled her hand away like she'd been caught being bad. Which, in a sense, she had. "Right. The main bit, now. We're doing well so far, I think."
Without waiting for agreement or otherwise from Luna, Jaina took a brand new razor in her hand, held it thoughtfully for a moment, then went to work. She went slowly, so very slowly, unwilling to hurt her mom's sensitive area even slightly, if she could help it. She took small, careful swipes, and rinsed the razor frequently. At first it seemed like the task would take forever, but as more and more was done, it started to feel like she'd be done all too soon.
It was an amazing, fun sort of game, gradually revealing more of the treasure beneath the smeared shaving gel. Luna's pussy, coming into view all bare and smooth and perfect, one swipe at a time.
Jaina sat back on her heels once she was done, admiring her work. It took her a moment to remember to give her mom a final rinse, and as she did, she couldn't help running her hand over her pussy, both to help the rinse, and more importantly to get a feel.
"Damn, that's nice, Mom."
"You think?" Luna asked, her voice catching even on just those two short words.
"I really do. Have a feel."
Luna placed her hand next to Jaina's, each of them cupping a gentle handful of smooth and slick mommy-cunny. A fascinating and forbidden shared experience for them.
"That... that is nice," Luna agreed.
Jaina wasn't totally sure whether she meant the feel of herself, or the continued press of Jaina's hand against her.
"You like?"
"I think I do."
Jaina grinned, her heart rate picking up again after lowering somewhat during her concentration. "Good. 'Cause I think we need a bit of a test run now."
"A what?"
Luna's eyes went wide as Jaina pushed her hand away and leaned in. Jaina felt relief as Luna's thighs spread even wider for her as she got closer. She wasn't about to be rebuked and denied.
"Baby, no, you shouldn't..." Luna said helplessly as Jaina approached.
"Just a test run," Jaina repeated. "Don't worry. Nothing serious."
Immediately belying her own claim of 'nothing serious,' Jaina flicked her tongue out and ran it across Luna's pussy. It was so beautifully smooth and wet, and tasted of her mommy's arousal.
In turn belying her last ditch protests, Luna moaned and placed a hand on the back of Jaina's head, though stopped short of actually pulling her harder into her wet snatch.
Jaina felt all tingly at having her mom hold her in place like that, even if only symbolically. It also meant she was definitely going to be allowed to keep going. She flicked her tongue out again and again, exploring her mommy's smooth little cunny.
Luna tasted so damn good. Her pussy was far more addictive than Jaina had anticipated. Not having eaten anyone out before, Jaina wasn't sure if the sinfully delicious taste was to be expected, or if it was unique to her mommy. She'd tasted herself before, and it hadn't been anything close. But then, those had only been little samples of flavour off of her fingers or a toy.
Lapping straight from a pussy was a whole different thing to cleaning off a naughty finger. Her mom's pussy all the more so. It was such a slutty activity, and the juices flowed copiously, keeping her tongue coming back for more and more and more.
"Oh god..." Luna moaned
"Does that feel good, Mommy?" Jaina asked breathily, pausing in her licking to give Luna's pussy a few soft kisses, then stare up at her with big, innocent eyes.
"Too good, baby. You're going to make me want more."
Jaina's pussy ached. "You want me to keep licking?"
Luna nodded. "Yes, please."
"Ok, Mommy."
Jaina had only just started again, swiping her tongue broadly across Luna's soaked slit. She felt Luna's hand on her head again, but guiding her this time.
"Jaina, honey, could you maybe..."
"Anything, Mommy. What do you need?"
"Could you lick my clit, please?"
Jaina nodded eagerly as a deep thrill shot through her. "Ok."
This was even better. Luna practically begging her for more lickies. And she wanted some clit action, which Jaina assumed meant she was well on the way to making her mother cum.
It was a bit of a delicate procedure at first. Jaina wasn't experienced with any pussy but her own. She probed softly with one hand, easing her mom's lips apart, teasing her just a little with the tip of her tongue. Luna's hard little clit wasn't actually too difficult to locate. It seemed to respond much as her own did, which kind of made sense, genetically.
Jaina started off slow and gentle, trying to remember what she liked and figuring out on the fly how to apply that from a different angle without the same sensitive feedback.
Moans and soft whines guided Jaina as she experimented. She listened to Luna, and felt her small reactions, and gradually got a better idea of how to flick her tongue, how to lick, and even how to suck on her mom's clit in order to really get her off.
As Luna's sounds of pleasure got louder and more frequent, Jaina got into a rhythm that seemed to work. She was able to slip her hand to Luna's slit, marveling at the flood of aroused juices, and generally pay some small attention to it without splitting her focus too much. When she felt bold enough, Jaina pushed a pair of fingers gently at Luna's slick entrance and eased them up and inside.
Kaden's fingers had been so amazing inside Jaina earlier on. She hoped Luna would feel kind of the same about hers. Certainly she was being given free rein to play with her mommy's pussy, and there was no sign that Luna didn't want to be fingered.
Jaina worked her fingers in steadily, giving Luna time to adjust and savour the feeling of being tenderly penetrated. Luna gave a soft whimper as Jaina pushed all the way in, and for a moment Jaina's fingers were gripped tightly with an involuntary flex of muscles, then released again but still held warm, wet, and snug inside her mommy.
There was no question Luna was getting close. She was a horny, panting mess, fingers tangling in Jaina's hair, pussy soaked and flexing at semi-regular intervals. Her little whines were so cute and pleading.
Jaina licked and sucked with continued determination, and gradually increasing speed and pressure. She wanted to get her mommy off. Needed it. She was so crazy horny herself, just from playing with Luna's pretty mommy-pussy. It was such a smooth and inviting plaything now, the perfect little cunny to lick and lick until her tongue wouldn't move. Or, ideally, until she could make her mom cum all over her face and fingers.
"Jainaaa," Luna moaned.
It was a signal of sorts, or so Jaina assumed. She kept licking exactly the same way as her name faded away. She felt the tension in Luna's body as her fingers were squeezed tighter, still buried fully inside her mom's wet pussy. Luna tensed harder, getting all wound up, trying to speak but only making incoherent noises.
Then, all at once, victory. Luna let out a long moan of relief. Her pussy squirted like crazy, all over Jaina. Her pussy spasmed, her hips rocked enough that she almost lost her perch, and she held Jaina's head firmly in place as though attempting to drown her.
Through it all, Jaina kept licking, feeling hot points of contact with every squirt landing on her skin, and electric thrills all the way down to her own clit in empathetic reaction to her mom's very apparent orgasmic pleasure.
Luna only finally came down after a long and intense session of squirting and trying to claim Jaina's fingers for herself. Jaina slowed down her licks to nothing and carefully extracted her fingers, almost expecting to see them bruised, though of course it hadn't been nearly so bad as that.



Jaina sat back on her heels and grinned at her mom. She felt the juices covering her chin, and her arm, and even her chest. She was still a horny mess and needed to do something about it, but she had the sense she wasn't getting that from Luna. Just the sheer exhausted bliss evident in her mom's eyes was reward enough for Jaina, even if she wouldn't have said no to some help for her own arousal.
"Wow," Luna said.
"So you like being shaved?"
"That's... that's not what the 'wow' was for."
"No. I was hoping it wasn't." Jaina ran a delicate finger over Luna's pussy, careful not to get close to anything too sensitive. "But it looks very good. And tastes-"
"Jaina!"
"Sorry," Jaina said without the slightest hint of remorse.
Luna stood up, moving slowly and trembling as she pushed herself fully vertical. Jaina followed slightly faster, but her legs protested kneeling in the tub for so long, and her body was still expecting some action that she just wasn't delivering.
"I really think I need to go to bed now," Luna said. She started to toddle away with no further explanation than that.
Jaina watched after her, heart sinking in a sudden rush of anxiety. She didn't think Luna was being deliberately curt with her, but she was a bundle of excitement and new discoveries, and perhaps a little too emotional and tired to process everything all at once.
"Mommy?"
"Yes baby?"
"You're not mad at me, are you?"
Luna stopped, then turned and came back Jaina, pulling her into a firm hug. She gave Jaina a soft but very unmotherly kiss, one that surely let her taste herself on Jaina's lips.
"Never, baby. I'm tired, my legs want to give out on me, and I'm pretty sure I shouldn't have let you do any of that, but I am most certainly not mad at you."
Jaina smiled in relief. "Ok. Good."
Luna stroked Jaina's cheek with her thumb. "You and your brother grew up on me. I don't know when that happened. And today... today has been a lot."
"That's true."
"I love you more than anything. Both of you."
Jaina buried her face in Luna's tits, hugging her mom even harder. "Love you too, Mommy," she whispered.
The mother and daughter pair just held each other for a long moment. Luna stroked Jaina's hair and cradled her against her bosom. Jaina nestled in the comfort of her mother's embrace, not even particularly reveling in the sexy, naked contact. It was more about comfort and security than horniness. At least for a short time.
"I really need to go, sweetie," Luna said softly. "I'm about to just fall over."
"Ok, Mom."
Jaina let Luna go, then helped her wipe off some of the sexy mess that had passed from Jaina's tits to hers. Jaina then stayed behind and watched her mom pad unsteadily away and off to her room.
Since she was even more of a mess than her mother, Jaina opted for a full shower, even though she'd done some very similar cleaning up already that day. She also repeated her fun solo times with the shower head, leaving her pussy exhausted and happy, no longer begging for attention.
After drying off and getting ready for bed, Jaina took a moment check on her family. Kaden was still snoozing on the couch. He got a soft kiss on the forehead, then was left to his slumber. Luna had passed out without any covers over her, which displayed her naked body very nicely, but Jaina was beyond that at this point. She tucked her mom in, gave her a nearly identical forehead kiss to what her brother had received, then Luna too was left to her dreamy times.
Jaina crawled naked and exhausted into her bed, the last one still awake. She tucked herself in, then was asleep before she could even recount the days events to herself in her head.
She probably would have slept the whole night through without interruption, except that Kaden woke her up in the middle of the night.
"You guys just left me on the couch," he grumbled.
Jaina lifted her head slightly. "Yeah, well, you were sleeping. Didn't wanna wake you."
"Well... you shoulda, though."
"Fine. I'll remember for next time. Go back to sleep, Kay."
Kaden nodded, but didn't leave. "Hey, Jay?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I stay with you tonight?"
"I'm not in the mood for more messing around. It's late."
"I know. Me either."
Jaina flipped back the covers. "Ok then."
Kaden scooted between the covers. He didn't snuggle up to Jaina, but they were very close together all the same. Sharing body heat in bed, making things a little too warm, actually, but in a very nice way that Jaina didn't mind.
"I just wanted to not be alone tonight," Kaden whispered.
Jaina smiled and booped his nose. "I get it. Hell of a day."
"Yeah. You got that right."
"Go to sleep, Kay. I'll be right here."
"Ok. Night, Jay. Love you."
"Love you too, li'l bro. Sleep now."
Jaina was glad Kaden was there. His presence was comforting. Probably in a similar way to what hers was for him, given that he'd deliberately sought it out. Plus it could very well be that much more fun waking up the next morning if they were already in bed together. But that would have to wait for the morning.
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Chapter Two: Mary
****
Jaina had been leery of having Riley over to the house. Even if they were best friends, she wasn't sure that Riley would accept the direction her family had gone in, what with all the casual nudity and whatnot. Especially the whatnot.
Luckily, now that she was here, Riley seemed more curious and in awe than anything. She'd taken up a position by the window in Jaina's room, overlooking the backyard without being too terribly visible herself. Jaina lounged on her bed and feigned indifference, even though her heart was going pretty fast, just waiting for Riley to get freaked out by something.
"So she just lies out there all day like that?" Riley asked, a variation on the same question she'd been asking practically since she'd arrived.
"Basically. Yeah." Jaina shrugged. "Been about a week now." And half that since Jaina had first tasted her pussy, though she didn't dare say that aloud.
"It's not weird for you?"
"Only at first. We adjusted."
Riley shook her head. "I don't know if I could."
Jaina pictured Mary, Riley's mom. She'd never given her much thought before, not without any clothes on, but what with her newly changed relationship with Luna...
"I think you'd be alright," Jaina said, feeling a soft twinge in her pussy. "Your mom's not too hard to look at."
"Jaina!"
"What? You've been staring pretty hard at mine."
"Not like that."
"Like what, then?"
Riley looked away, but her gaze was naturally drawn back toward Luna sunbathing down below them. "I don't know, exactly. Just... not that."
"It doesn't have to be weird," Jaina said in an equally soft tone. "Mom's a hottie. I know it. Yours could be too, underneath her clothes."
"Dude!"
There wasn't much emotion left behind Riley's monosyllabic rebuke. It was more a reflex than anything. She was too busy staring at Luna again, now with a deep and thoughtful crease on her brow.
"You get used to it," Jaina said, as if it was any help at all.
Riley shrugged and kept watching. A few moments later, her eyebrows shot up. "Oh shit!"
"What?"
"That's... that's your brother."
"Kay? Yeah, so?"
"He's got no clothes on either."
"I told you we've been trying it out with Mom. The whole casual family nudism thing. Although maybe I shouldn't say it like that."
"Well I didn't really think through what it meant." Riley turned to Jaina, mouth agape. "He's hard," she hissed.
"Jesus."
"He is!" Riley insisted.
"Yeah, well, he's a teenage boy. Mom's a hottie. It happens."
"He... they... it does? But... and you..."
Jaina grinned wickedly. "Kinda funny getting to tease him, actually."
Riley giggled nervously. "You're bad. Not when he's all naked like that."
"Especially then. Getting him all flustered when he's got nothing to hide behind, it's pretty great." Though for different reasons than what Jaina was implying, and what she herself would once have thought.
"You're bad."
"Care to join me? We could both go down there, see how long before Kay's gotta run away and jerk off somewhere."
"Ew!"
"Oh please. I remember that bikini you wore last year. You were more than happy to tease him then."
"He wasn't naked then. It's different." Riley eyes Jaina. "And I'm not sure whether you're proposing suits, or that we do the nude thing too."
"I mean, I probably will," Jaina said, hammering heart belying her calm exterior. She was treading dangerously thin ice with her friend, but couldn't seem to help herself. It was like she wanted Riley to figure things out and accept these new changes, maybe even enjoy them.
Was that it? Did Jaina actually want to show off for Riley? She wanted to say no, but couldn't be quite sure. Maybe, though, it was more innocent, and Jaina really just wanted to see if she could gain some acceptance for what they were doing. Like the morality of it all was still uncertain to her and she needed reassurance. Because fair enough, really. It was kinda fucked. But then, Jaina had no intention of stopping either way.
"You really would, huh?" Riley asked. "In front of me? And... them?"
"We've been sunbathing together, uh, naked. Or nude. Or whatever. It really, really isn't a big deal." Which was a total lie, as it happened. "You don't think it'd really be an issue between us, do you?"
"Well... not if it was just us." Riley went a bit pink. "I mean, last year, that weekend your family was out of town and it was just us..."
Jaina's eyes went wide and her lips twitched up at the memory. "Oh shit, I forgot about that. We played that stupid drinking game, that for some reason involved us taking clothes off."
"Which was dumb because we were both in bikinis anyway."
"And because there was no one else there to get a look at either."
The girls devolved into giggling fits.
"How much did we drink to ever think that was a good idea?" Riley asked.
"Too much, probably."
Jaina kept giggling, but inside she was busy thinking back. It had seemed like an innocent goof at the time, but now that she knew she was the sort of girl to mess around with her family, it cast some other things in a new light. Riley was still just Riley. Her best friend. But if she could get her naked...
"So I guess, in a sense, maybe it wouldn't be a big deal?" Riley said. "We did it, and we practically didn't even remember."
"That's what I'm saying. Kinda."
"But in front of your family, though, I dunno."
"They're pretty chill."
Riley chewed her lip and kept watching outside, not yet convinced. "You know what's weird too?"
"What?"
"Kay's kinda not bad too look at these days. With no clothes on, even."
"Oh, ok, perv on my little brother why don't ya?"
"No, but like, kinda? You know what I mean though."
Jaina did, but feigned a mild annoyance. "No, please, explain it to me."
"Just sayin'," Riley mumbled. She turned back to Jaina. "Maybe I'll stick with the bikini."
"But you'll come out and hang with us?"
"Sure. But I might just run back inside if it gets too weird."
"Fair enough."
Riley delayed a bit longer, spying out the window still, but soon the girls were both stripping down. Riley didn't have a problem at first, and immediately pulled her swimsuit on after getting her other clothes out of the way. She only started getting a bit awkward about it when Jaina stayed naked instead of swapping outfits.
"This might be too weird," Riley said as she got her bikini bra in place.
Jaina moved behind her to tie up the back strings for her. "Why's that?"
"You're just... naked."
"Correct. We established that's what I was going to be. Like five minutes ago."
"But... you're gonna stay naked."
"Also correct."
"And your family will be too."
"Really nailing the premise here, alright."
"I don't think I can do this."
Jaina moved around Riley and took her hands, holding them both reassuringly. "Hey, it's just me. And you know Kay and Mom. No one scary."
"Yeah, but... it's weird."
"I know. Just give it an hour. It'll start to seem normal."
"Who says I'll last that long?" Riley grumbled.
As it turned out, Riley wasn't so resistant as she claimed. As soon as Jaina started leading her downstairs, she followed compliantly. Maybe all she needed was an excuse not to think it was all her own doing.
There was quite a furious blush to Riley's face as they exited the house and made their way over to the poolside. She only got redder the closer they got.
Luna and Kaden had been lounging side by side in the sun, casually chatting. Their conversation, such as it was, died out as the girls approached. Jaina noted the twitch in Kaden's cock as he looked their way, but she wasn't sure if it was for her or Riley. Or both, maybe.
"Hello, Riley," Luna said. "Jaina's not forcing you out here, is she?"
"I most certainly am not," Jaina said indignantly. "Just helping."
Riley had no idea where to look. Her eyes darted every which way, trying to find something to fix her eyes on. "She told me it'll seem normal after a while," she mumbled.
"It kinda almost does," Kaden said with a shrug. "But, y'know, it takes some getting used to."
At his words, Riley's eyes locked on his cock for a moment, before she wrenched them away again. Jaina grinned and nudged her.
"Naughty," Jaina whispered.
"He's so hard," Riley hissed back. "Don't tell me you can't see it."
"Of course I can." Jaina patted Riley on the shoulder. "Just chill a while. You'll be ok."
Jaina pulled a couple of loungers right next to each other, sitting Riley on the one farther away from her family. She used herself as a bit of a buffer, which seemed to help. Riley still peeked over her from time to time, usually at Kaden, but sometimes at Luna too. There were times Jaina could even swear she was the one being checked out, but on the other hand it wasn't like she had anything Riley hadn't seen before, so it might have been her imagination.
On the other other hand, Jaina definitely got some surreptitious attention when she started doing her sunscreen. She was pretty sure she got peeks from everyone present, which was kind of obnoxious actually, since she was trying to be good and not freak Riley out any more than she already was. But, like, she couldn't help how she reacted to getting all that attention whilst naked and rubbing herself everywhere visible.
Riley made even less of a show of sunscreening herself, being just as conscious as Jaina of wandering eyes. Possibly more so, even. But she also wasn't as exposed, which might have helped.
It took a while for the ice to break again. Jaina tried to get Riley talking, but she didn't get much for responses for a while. It was probably the better part of an hour before Riley and her were talking away the same as they usually would. Not getting into any topics that were too fun or questionable, not with family nearby, but at least giggling amongst themselves and not worrying so much about the abundant nudity.
Things almost went kind of badly when Luna rolled over and got Kaden to sunscreen her back for her. Riley didn't pay much attention at first, and Jaina did her best to keep her distracted, but it was obvious when Riley realized there was something worth watching. She dropped all ability to carry a conversation, and her mouth hung open in stunned silence.
"Dude," Riley whispered.
Jaina winced internally. "Yeah?"
"I think Kay's... I think he's grinding on your mom."
Jaina glanced over. Kaden was straddling Luna while rubbing her back, cock wedged between her ass cheeks. He most definitely was grinding on her, though only in small, subtle motions. Still, though.
"Nah, I don't think so," Jaina lied.
"He totally is."
Jaina's insides continued to tense up. "You think so?"
"Just look at him!"
Another glance, another confirmation of Kaden's excessive horniness, given their company.
"Ok, maybe," Jaina admitted.
"Is that something he does?"
"Well... it is kinda unfair on him, having to be around me and Mom when we're all nakey like this."
Riley's gaze flicked to Jaina, then to Luna and Kaden, then back. "Sure, but-"
"So maybe we've let him get away with some stuff."
"Like grinding on you?"
"Not that so much. But, like, jerking off."
"In front of you?"
Jaina was so tense inside it was getting painful. "Maybe on me?" she said in a quiet, uncertain tone.
Riley took a moment to reply. "On you?"
"Maybe?"
"Oh wow."
Jaina folded her arms and brought her knees up, curling into a smaller package. "You weirded out now?"
"I... don't know yet. Something very close to it, I think. But also... I think maybe I kinda get it, too."
"You do?"
"I mean, if I had a brother who looked like that, and if for some bizarre reason we were naked around each other and he was always that ridiculously hard..." Riley shrugged. "I might let him get away with some stuff too."
"You do have a brother, though."
"Yeah, but he was never that cute, and he's all old and married and gonna have a kid and shit."
"Dude, he actually is cute, and he's only, like, three years older than you."
Riley grinned. "Yeah, all old and shit."
Jaina giggled. "You want someone younger, huh?"
"If he looks like Kaden... yeah, probably."
"Perv."
Riley arched an eyebrow. "Excuse me? Who let him cum on her again?"
Jaina flushed, but her inner tension was dissolving. It really seemed like Riley wasn't about to freak out, or lose it on her, or anything like that. It wasn't clear yet how accepting she was going to be, but so far so good.
"That was just... you know... for reasons."
"Uh huh. Perv."
"Whatever."
"Not whatever. You're a perv. Way more than me. He's your brother, not mine."
"Pff, you just wish he was yours."
"That is so not true."
"Yeah it is. You practically said so."
"Did not."
"Did too."
****
The girls' argument got a bit louder than Kaden assumed they meant it to. He and Luna exchanged a glance as he finished rubbing her down. They both just shrugged. Kaden couldn't hear everything, but he caught enough to get the gist of some of it.
"Thanks, baby," Luna said softly.
"No worries. I, uh, guess I'll go swim for a bit."
"Jaina and Riley aren't bothering you too much, are they?"
"Nah. I was kinda surprised Jay wanted to bring her out here, but Riley's cool. I mean, I think. Just... all that whispering and giggling. And I've heard my name a couple times."
"You were grinding awfully hard on me there, sweetie."
Kaden flushed. "Couldn't help myself."
"Even with an audience?"
"Yeah. Even then."
"Oh."
Luna looked oddly pleased with herself, which was fair enough. She did quite a job of inciting Kaden to be naughty. Still, he'd rather not get any naughtier just now. The pool's soothing coolness beckoned, though it was doubtful it would cure him entirely.
"They still looking?" Kaden asked, not quite daring to look himself.
Luna glanced past him. "Peeking every now and then still, yeah."
"Ah. Thought so."
"That might not be so bad though, sweetie. Riley's a nice girl."
"Doubt she'd be interested all of a sudden, Mom."
"You never know. I would have said the same about Jaina and me too. Look where that got us."
Kaden nodded, zoning out slightly as he remembered exactly where it had gotten them. "Still, though." He shook his head. "I'm gonna go swim for a while."
"Ok, baby. Have fun."
Kaden was both uncomfortable and weirdly pleased that he had anywhere from one to three sets of eyes on him as he walked over to the pool's edge. It was a confluence of emotions not unknown to him lately. He didn't dwell on it, and simply dove in before he could overthink the view it gave whoever was watching.
It was nice just swimming for a while. No concerns or further arousal. Kaden's cock even shrank down from its full, unwieldy state as he did laps. He wasn't oblivious to the tits on display not far away, but they faded to background pleasantries.
Kaden went back and forth at a generally leisurely pace. He went faster at times, and at others did little more than float around, but mostly just kept moving.
When Luna got up to go inside, Kaden stopped and watched her. He grinned as he noted both Jaina and Riley's heads track Luna's progress, seemingly unconsciously. Luna just had that kind of effect when she was naked.
Rather counter-productively for Kaden, his cock stirred back to life as he watched Luna's fantastic mommy-ass sway away from him. It rather undid all the progress he'd made chilling out, but he had no regrets.
It might not have much mattered anyway, because shortly afterward Riley flipped onto her tummy and Jaina started doing her back, rubbing sunscreen in for her. Jaina stayed to the side a bit, rather than straddling her friend, and as a result Kaden had a reasonable view. He hooked his arms on the side of the pool and watched curiously.
Jaina looked over at Kaden and winked, then slowly pulled the string of Riley's top untied. It didn't show anything off since she was on her front anyway, but it was somehow alluring to Kaden all the same.
Jaina took her sweet time rubbing Riley's back, slowly approaching her butt. Riley's bottoms hugged her ass fairly snugly, and weren't a whole hell of a lot more modest than if she was naked. Even so, that small covering was intriguing and kept Kaden's focus on her butt as Jaina's hands approached nearer and nearer.
Kaden met Jaina's gaze again as her fingers danced at the edge of Riley's bottoms. Jaina arched an eyebrow and flicked her eyes back and forth between Riley's ass and Kaden's bemused face.
"What?" Kaden mouthed silently.
All Jaina responded with was an even more complicated attempt at communicating with her eyes. It was very unclear what she meant. Kaden shrugged and nodded, assuming whatever it was, he should probably say yes. Probably it was something to do with whether he liked Riley's ass, which he wasn't going to bother denying. Riley had been an off and on mild crush of his for a while, and he knew Jaina wasn't totally oblivious to it.
The sudden wicked grin on Jaina's lips made Kaden suspect he'd guessed wrong somehow. That suspicion was confirmed when Jaina slowly hooked her fingers under Riley's bottoms and started sliding them downward.
Riley yelped and reached back to grab her bottoms and stop Jaina from pulling them any further. An intense but hushed argument broke out between the two of them, both girls flicking glances Kaden's way as he remained frozen in place, unsure what to do, but unable to look away.
So far, from Kaden's angle, he could only see a hint of Riley's bare bum. He felt like he probably shouldn't be staring, but he couldn't help it. He really, really wanted to see more.
Only a few words reached Kaden from the girls' frantic and whispered argument. "Oh my god" and "Kaden" got through pretty clearly, but most everything else was just little snippets that didn't really give him much indication what was going on.
Eventually, Riley released her bottoms and hid her face. Jaina waited a moment longer, asking Riley something, then shrugged and stripped her.
Kaden's eyes went wide. Riley was basically naked, thanks to his sister, and even though he couldn't see much more than the soft mound of her ass, it was enough. Especially with Jaina being all naked right next to her.
Jaina's hands went back to work, even slower and more deliberate than before. She very deliberately took her time rubbing Riley's butt, glancing up at Kaden to make sure he was watching. Riley eventually said something Kaden couldn't hear, causing Jaina to giggle and move on down her legs.
After a final soft smack on the butt to indicate she was finished, Jaina stood and let Riley be. She padded over to the edge of the pool, grinning at the way Kaden's eyes drank in her charms. He stared unabashedly at her nude form and took that time to appreciate their new relationship, where he could totally just check out his sister's pussy basically whenever he wanted. Or her tits or ass. There wasn't even any guilt involved, since she took visual liberties with him too.
"You got awfully friendly with Riley's butt just now," Kaden said as Jaina stepped to the edge of the pool.
Jaina smirked down at him. "Enjoyed that, didn't you?"
"Well duh. So did you, by the look of it."
"Nah. That was all for your benefit. And hers."
"What? Like hell. You know I could see you, right?"
Jaina shrugged and jumped in the water. She surfaced and pushed her hair out of her face, then hung onto the side next to Kaden.
"Maybe I liked it a little."
"Or a lot."
"She's my friend, dude."
Kaden cupped one of Jaina's tits. "I'm your brother, dude. That argument holds no weight at all."
"Yeah, well... it was still meant for you guys."
Kaden tilted his head. "I can see why it'd be for me, 'cause... hot."



"Right?"
"But her? Does Riley like having her bum fondled or something?"
"Probably. Who doesn't? But nah, that was more just giving her a push to get naked too. 'Cause she probably wouldn't have on her own. And I don't have to tell you how fun it is."
"No," Kaden agreed easily as he switched to groping Jaina's other breast, "you really don't." He glanced over at Riley, who was still lying face down and was hopefully oblivious to Kaden feeling up his sister not far away. "You think she's ok with it, though? Getting checked out and stuff?"
"S'only fair. She's been checking you out since she got here."
Kaden flushed. "Not the same."
"Sure it is. Why wouldn't it be?"
Kaden hesitated, but then shrugged. "I mean, you know I've got a bit of a thing for her," he said in a low voice.
Jaina's grin widened. "Good news, brother dear, I think she might have a bit of a thing for you now too."
"I... what?"
"Yeah. All that sweet, full-body tanning's paying off for you. And the lack of clothes just generally. You are... not hard on the eyes, these days."
Kaden blushed a deeper red. "Shut up."
"I'm serious."
"Riley doesn't have a thing for me. She's not-"
"Oh but she does. Not a real serious thing, don't get me wrong, but then yours isn't a real serious thing either, so it's perfect."
"You're not actually trying to set us up in some weird kinda way, are you?"
"Not, like, for real or anything."
"Is there a 'for fake' way to do it?"
Jaina sighed and ran her hand up Kaden's smooth, damp chest. "Listen. I don't have much of an actual plan here, but-"
"You don't say."
"But it'd be nice if Riley could come over sometimes without us totally freaking her out."
"So you got her naked and played with her butt?"
"... when you put it that way..."
"Sounds kinda stupid? Yeah."
Jaina frowned. "You're not being very supportive, you know." She nodded toward Riley. "I mean, it's working, isn't it?"
"I dunno. Kinda, I guess."
"She's naked."
"Sure."
"You get to stare at her bum."
"Well-"
"You get to play with me some while she's, like, right there."
"What if she looks?"
"I guess... hope she doesn't yet?"
"She'd be freaked out, right?"
"Probably." Jaina shrugged. "But then, she didn't run away screaming when you were grinding on Mom, so who knows."
"That was... it was..."
"It was what? You totally were. We all know it."
Kaden glanced at Riley again. "And she didn't thank that was weird?"
"Oh she totally did. But, y'know, so far so good."
"Ah."
Jaina glided closer to Kaden so that they were nearly snuggled right up in the water. "Seriously," she said in a low voice, "I want to play a little while she's not looking."
"She could look at any moment. Like, literally any of them."
"Yeah, but she might not."
"That's quite a risk, Jay."
"Maybe. But I'm all horny and stuff." Jaina gave Kaden a pleading look. "You know how that is."
"I... really do, yeah."
Kaden gasped as Jaina grabbed his cock under the water and ran her hand up and down his hard shaft.
"I just wanna play a li'l," she reiterated. "Please?"
Kaden glanced at the still oblivious Riley. "We have to be quick. And quiet."
"I know. Don't worry about Riley. I'll keep an eye on her."
But Jaina almost immediately forgot all about keeping an eye on her friend. Kaden pressed her back against the side of the pool, holding onto the edge with his hands around her on either side, physically blocking her in place. His cock was trapped nicely between their bodies, and by wrapping her legs around him, Jaina was able to get some very direct contact with her pussy.
It was still a pretty stupid risk, in many ways. Kaden knew how much he was distracting Jaina from watching Riley. She couldn't even see her without turning her head all the way around. Kaden had a better view, but he couldn't be bothered. Not with his sexy, naked sister all pressed up against him and grinding on his cock. There could have been dozens of potential witnesses and it wouldn't have stopped him. He had a real problem.
Problem wasn't the right word. An obsession, maybe. That first taste of Jaina's body had been all it took. He was hooked now, and he wasn't sure that he could free himself, or even that he wanted to. In fact, he was pretty sure he didn't want to.
"This is so bad," Kaden whispered.
"Mmm, isn't it though?"
"This makes us, like, the worst siblings ever."
"You think? I mean, we're no Jaime and Cersei."
"That's... true. I guess. But I'm not sure that's where the bar should be."
"Who cares about the bar? I'm just saying we're not hardly the worst."
"Oh sure."
Kaden rocked his hips and pulled himself tighter against Jaina. He had a limited ability to hold himself exactly where he wanted, but it was enough to grind hard on her sweet little pussy, all slippery and wet under the water.
The two of them moaned softly into each other's ears. They did their best to keep quiet, but total silence was impossible.
Kaden growled louder as Jaina's fingers dug into his back. She was holding on to him so firmly, rubbing her tits on his chest, feeling him up wherever she wanted. She had more freedom, in a weird sort of way, because even though she was trapped, she was also supported by him, while he had to keep them both in place.
The naughty sibling grinding and fondling continued for a time. Not long enough for either of them to get off, though. Their lack of care for Riley's presence rather predictably got them in some trouble.
Even though Kaden theoretically had a perfect spot to keep an eye on Riley from, he didn't see her approaching until she was already sitting down. He froze as she dangled her feet in the water and regarded the horny sibs with rather a calmer expression than he would have expected.
Jaina was even slower to realize, and expressed some whining frustration with Kaden for having stopped moving. She too went still once Kaden nodded at Riley, now sitting right next to them.
"I suppose this explains a lot," Riley said in an unnaturally emotionless tone. "Shoulda guessed you two were banging."
"We're not banging!" Kaden and Jaina protested with nearly perfect synchronization.
"Oh sure. I guess you're not all like-"
"He's not even in me," Jaina said quickly.
"Yet?"
"No. Ever. We haven't done that."
"Does that score us any points?" Kaden asked.
Riley tilted her head. "What might score you points is if you guys, like, scooched apart some."
She stuck her foot and pushed it against Kaden's shoulder, like it would be enough to forcibly separate him and Jaina. What it mostly did was part her thighs and give Kaden a flash of her pussy while she tried to kick him. It looked awfully similar to Jaina's, all smooth and sweet, and Kaden experienced a brief moment of worrying that his sister's pussy was going to be the one he compared all others to now. Not that that was the weirdest takeaway from all this.
Kaden allowed himself to be nudged away from Jaina. He floated back some, treading water for a moment, then swimming around to the other side of Riley's dangling legs. He couldn't help sneaking another peek between her thighs as he swam. He was way, way too horny to be having whatever this conversation was.
Riley's eyes tracked down for a moment, gazing beneath the surface. Kaden flushed, but didn't bother trying to hide his erection. There wasn't much to be done about it.
"Doesn't that hurt?" Riley asked softly. "You've been hard since I got here."
"It's... uncomfortable."
"We coulda taken care of it if we hadn't been interrupted," Jaina pointed out.
"Oh don't even," Riley said. "You're the one dragging me out here and getting me naked. And then you want to act like I'm intruding? Like hell."
"Ok, but-"
"Nope."
"But-"
"Nuh uh."
"I don't think you're intruding," Kaden said, before almost immediately regretting that he'd said anything at all. Jaina and Riley both stared at him, making him squirm. "I mean, you know, like-"
"Because you get to perv on her now too, yeah, we get it," Jaina said. "Not helping, though."
"No, I just meant-"
"Only fair, though, Riley was perving on you too."
Riley whirled on Jaina. "Was not!"
"Oh you so were. Who do you think you're kidding?"
Riley pulled her legs out of the water and curled herself into a ball, arms across her chest and resting on her knees. "You weren't s'posed to tell," she mumbled.
"Yeah, well, everything's coming out now," Jaina said. "So much for secrets. Guess none of us are particularly good at keeping them."
"You sure aren't," Riley said.
"True."
Jaina pulled herself out of the water and sat next to Riley. Kaden wasn't sure if he should join them, or just stay where he was. At least his still-hard cock wasn't quite so obvious if he stayed underwater. It really wasn't helping things at the moment. Not that it ever really did, outside of getting off.
"You know the kinda funny thing?" Riley asked.
"Right now, I can't say that I do," Jaina said.
"This was actually kinda nice."
"Yeah?"
"I mean, before figuring out what you and Kay were really up to."
"Again, we weren't-"
"I know. I also don't care." Riley sighed. "You guys and your mom even, all out here being all happy and naked and innocent and shit, it was weirdly beautiful and relaxing and stuff."
"It still could be. Maybe?"
Riley gave Jaina a sideways look. "Doubt it, somehow. I was even thinking about getting my mom over here. Get her some fun relaxing times. But fuck, not with you two boning in the pool. I mean, come on."
Kaden felt he should come to his sister's assistance in the matter, since it didn't seem to be registering with Riley. "We, uh, weren't boning."
"We really couldn't be more clear about that," Jaina added.
"And I think I've been pretty clear about how little that distinction matters," Riley said. "Like, you know I can see you, Kay? Trying to peek at my cooch even while we're talking right now?"
Kaden whipped his head around to face away from the girls. "Wasn't," he mumbled. "Couldn't even see nuffin'."
"But boy were you giving it your best shot," Jaina said. She patted Riley on the shoulder. "If you hadn't been checking him out so hard earlier, I might have more sympathy."
"I... you..."
"You should bring your mom," Jaina said, undaunted. "It'd be good for her."
"I am not bringing her! You'd just... do something. Something weird."
"Probably," Jaina agreed. "But she'd have a good time. She and our mom could hang. They'd both enjoy it. Get some socializing in."
Kaden cautiously turned back to face the girls, keeping his eyes carefully around face level. No lower than chest height, anyway. "Mom could use someone more her age around, probably. I mean, mostly it's just us. She's not even going to work for a while."
"And Mary's been having a rough time too, right?" Jaina said, prodding Riley gently. "Get her over here. We'll get them both tipsy and giggling. It'll be great."
Riley threw her hands up. "Are you both seriously telling me you don't think there's any problem here?"
Jaina and Kaden exchanged a glance.
"We'd be more discreet," Kaden offered. "I mean, I'll probably still get hard and stuff."
"But your mom'll love it. Kay's fun to watch. You know it, I know it. Even Mom knows it."
"Oh ew," Riley said, screwing up her face. "Don't even remind me."
"Well it's true though."
"Ugh. You guys are so fucked."
Jaina shoved Riley on the shoulder, nearly pushing her over. Riley had to flail a bit to keep her balance, and her closed up pose became rather more open. In spite of his best efforts, Kaden scanned downward on her body again. It just wasn't fair having Riley and Jaina together in front of him, all naked and hot like that. There was nowhere safe to look for any length of time.
Riley shoved Jaina back. The two of them got locked into a quick tussle that Kaden didn't know if he should try and stop, or just enjoy. It was over as quickly as it started though as the girls broke out giggling and backed off.
"Talk about us being fucked," Jaina said, "you didn't put clothes on either."
"Yeah I know, right?" Riley said. "I was just, like, no way that's what you're doing. And then I came over, and you were. And it's all like, 'how do I deal with this while I'm naked?'" She shrugged. "Not well, as it turns out."
"You did pretty ok, honestly."
"Maybe."
"You gonna be ok?"
Riley glanced at Kaden, then back to Jaina. "Maybe," she repeated softly.
Riley lay back on the grass. Shortly thereafter, Jaina joined her. Both of them left Kaden with an even more clear view of their pussies than before, and this time neither was looking at him at all. He had all the freedom in the world to perv on them. It was amazing how similar they appeared from that angle. Like pussy twins.
The girls talked quietly between themselves for a while. Kaden stayed silent and admired the view. He was actually quite painfully horny, but didn't dare do anything about it yet. He was afraid to break the tentative truce that seemed to have developed.
The hushed conversation slowly faded away. Jaina sat partway up and beckoned Kaden to join them. Kaden gave her a confused look, but she only beckoned more urgently.
Riley glanced Kaden's way as he emerged, but she didn't complain. She quietly checked him out as he shed water and crawled over.
Jaina guided Kaden to lie down between her and Riley. His cock stuck straight up, dripping precum keeping the tip wet even as the rest of his skin soaked in the sun and dried off.
It felt a bit like an ambush when Jaina knelt beside him rather than lying down where she'd been. Even more so when Riley did the same on the other side.
"Does it hurt?" Jaina asked softly, only barely brushing her fingers on Kaden's erection.
Kaden nodded. "Kinda."
Jaina made eye contact with Riley. "Well I gotta help him out. He's been hard for too long."
Riley looked skeptical, but didn't argue the statement. She didn't seem to be sure if she even wanted to contest the claim or not.
With no protests from Riley, and certainly none from Kaden, Jaina gripped Kaden's cock loosely and ran her hand up and down. She only gradually tightened her fingers until she was properly jerking him off rather than just making a show of it.
Kaden was too far gone to really, truly enjoy himself. His balls ached from being denied too long, and even though his sister's hand felt as good as ever, the pain of his arousal countered much of the pleasure.
"This is really just something you do now, huh?" Riley asked.
Jaina nodded. "Yep."
"You jerk your brother off."
"Uh huh."
"And he just happily lies there and lets you."
"Well... sometimes he does stuff to me at the same time." Jaina shrugged. "But yeah, essentially."
"And you guys are good with this?"
"So good," Kaden confirmed.
"It's fun," Jaina said. "And, like, so low pressure, in a weird way. 'Cause it's just Kay, y'know?" She stopped jerking Kaden for a moment, making him whine piteously. "You want a turn?"
Riley flushed. "What makes you think I'd want to do that?"
"Well... you don't have a brother to play with. I mean, not currently. So-"
"Oh ew! Don't even talk about Mike like that."
"He was always kinda cute too, you know. Even if you don't wanna admit it. I woulda have-"
"Don't tell me what you would have done. Please."
"Take over for me and I won't."
"That's such a terrible offer."
"Is it?"
Kaden was stuck in the middle of an argument he wasn't quite sure how to process. One that involved him quite heavily. He wasn't sure why Jaina wanted Riley to play with him, and in a sense he wasn't sure he was convinced either. He was more comfortable with Jaina stroking him, weird as that might seem from the outside. But, admittedly, Riley was hot and naked, and it wasn't like he'd never had thoughts about her before.
His sister and her best friend arguing over who was going to jerk him off. Way too surreal for his horny self to handle. Especially when all he wanted was someone to do it already, dammit. He'd do it himself if he had to, just to take the painful edge off.
When Jaina and Riley couldn't seem to arrive at a consensus, and Jaina still wasn't dealing with him, Kaden gave in and did something stupid just to see what happened. He reached out and took Riley's hand, abusing her confusion and lack of resistance to bring it over to his cock. She instinctively wrapped her fingers around him once her palm made contact. The second hand on him felt nice, but still neither girl yet did anything about it.
"Well well, someone is a little desperate," Jaina said softly.
"You knew that already," Kaden said. "I don't have the patience for you two to argue all day."
"No patience, huh?"
Kaden pouted. "I need it, Jay. Pretty damn badly."
Jaina nodded and pulled her hand away, leaving him to Riley, as she'd wanted anyway. "I bet you do," she said as she cupped his sore balls instead, massaging them oh so gently. "Riley'll take care of you."
"I will?" Riley asked.
"Well you haven't pulled your hand away." Jaina shrugged. "You don't have to be embarrassed. You're not his sister or anything, so it's definitely less weird than me doing it."
"You keep trying to convince me it's not weird when you do it!"
"Yeah. And it's even less weird if you do it. So basically normal."
Riley scoffed, but started jerking Kaden off. "Not hardly normal," she grumbled. "My best friend's little brother? Not s'posed to be doing this."
"Again, more normal than me doing it," Jaina said. "And it turns out not to be a big deal for me, so it should be easy peasy for you."
"Lotta assumptions on my behalf, Jay."
"Gotta love a good ass... umption."
Riley rolled her eyes and shook her head. But she kept jerking.
Kaden groaned in between the two girls. With Riley jerking him off and Jaina fondling his balls, the pleasure was triumphing over pain. He still really, really wanted just to cum, though. It was kind of a pity he had the stuff of dreams and fantasies happening, and all he wanted was for it to be over. A bit of a waste, really.
But at least he wasn't so far gone that he couldn't appreciate some of what he had. Two beautiful girls, slightly older than him, all nakey and open to his wandering eyes. The twin forbidden fruits of his big sis and her best friend. Both of them touching him very naughtily with the goal of making him cum.
Jaina's ball-massage was actually helping quite a bit, even if it wasn't solving the problem. Even better, Riley was stroking his cock harder and faster as she forgot to be all weirded out by everything.
In fact, Riley's eyes were glazing over and her cheeks held a somewhat different sort of flush to them. Not embarrassment so much as excitement, even if she still wasn't totally certain about what she was participating in.
Kaden's breathing grew ragged, small moans escaping his lips at regular intervals. Riley kept working him more intensely, showing greater and greater fascination as she brought him closer to the brink.
"That's it, Kay," Jaina encouraged. "Almost there. Cum for us. Do it. Take the pain away."
"Is he..." Riley trailed off.
Jaina nodded. "Almost. You can see it in his face." She smiled intently at Kaden. "Cum for us, li'l bro. Make a big mess. Show Riley how good it feels."
Kaden groaned one last time, drawing the sound out as his body tensed and released. It wasn't quite the same culmination of pleasure that he was used to, having been denied too long. But it was at least a huge relief as his aching balls drained and spewed cum like crazy up through his shaft and through Riley's encircling fingers.
It basically all landed right back on him. His cum made a white, slippery mess of his chest and tummy, some running down over Riley's fingers toward the end. But mainly his backed up cum load produced a self-bukkake that Kaden wasn't sure was really worth it afterward, as his arousal and ache faded.



"Fuuuck, dude," Riley said, staring with wide eyes. "That's a lot."
"Yeah it is," Jaina agreed. She scooted over a bit, next to Kaden's torso. "I mean, even for you, Kay. Did you not jerk off at all today or what?"
"Uh, well-" Kaden started.
"Does he cum pretty hard usually?" Riley asked, her tone curious and interested, having forgotten she was supposed to be weirded out and uncertain.
"You'd be impressed," Jaina confirmed. "I know I have been." She grinned and twirled a finger in her brother's cummy coating. "It's kind of ridiculous, really."
"Just when it's you, or, like, always?"
Jaina shrugged. "How would I know?"
"Oh, right." Riley turned to Kaden. "You cum super hard just for Jay?"
"I, uh, don't know how to answer that," Kaden said.
"Yes you do." Riley tilted her head. "Do you cum harder for your sister than anyone else."
Kaden thought about his mom getting him off, but wasn't sure he should admit to anything like that. Not yet. "There hasn't really been... I mean, like, I haven't..."
"Hasn't been much of anyone else, has there?" Jaina said, coming to the rescue.
"Huh." Riley examined her cummy fingers. "Might have to experiment then. For science."
"You volunteering?" Jaina asked.
Riley flushed a light pink. "Well... maybe. I dunno."
"That wasn't a no."
"You really want me messing around with your brother?"
Jaina turned to Kaden, a calculating expression on her face. "What do you think, Kay? You want Riley playing with you more?"
Kaden was pretty sure it was a real question, but he also sensed it might be dangerous to answer certain ways. It was hard to know exactly what to do with Jaina and Riley both watching him intently and distracting him with their continued nudity.
"I really liked you both playing with me just now," Kaden said.
Jaina snorted. "I bet you did. That doesn't answer the question though."
"Well... I don't know what answer you want."
"Not being very fair, am I?" Jaina shrugged airily. "But what fun would it be being fair all the time?"
"You really want an answer?"
"Kinda. But I have to admit..." Jaina leaned in closer to Kaden, getting her tits fairly close to his face. "I was actually looking to get a reaction out of her more so than you. You think I don't know you'd be happy messing around with her? Pff. I know."
"Oh you jerk," Riley said.
Jaina fluttered her eyelashes. "'Cause you liiike my li'l bro, don't ya?"
"Shut the hell up."
Jaina stuck her tongue out. Riley stuck hers out right back.
Kaden tried to sit up. "Well, maybe I should-"
"Nuh uh," Jaina said, pushing him right back down. "You need to be cleaned up."
"Well yeah. That's what... oh."
Kaden watched in fascination as Jaina scooped up a big streak of cum with her fingers, then sucked them clean. His cock had only just settled down, and now she apparently wanted to get it going again. Or maybe she was teasing Riley. It was so hard to tell what the end game was.
"Goddamn, that's a little slutty, isn't it?" Riley said. "I mean, even considering."
Jaina kept silent eye contact with Riley as she scooped more cum with her index finger and sucked it whole into her mouth.
"Yeah," Riley said, "definitely a little slutty."
"Judgmental much?" Jaina asked.
"You're licking cum off your brother. That's not judgy, it's just fact."
"Technically I'm not licking it off him." Jaina looked down at Kaden. "Yet."
Kaden shivered and gasped as Jaina leaned down and swiped her tongue over his nipple, scooping his cum up directly into her mouth. She made exaggerated noises of appreciation, probably just to drive him crazy and taunt Riley.
"So slutty," Riley said.
"Jealous?"
"That's not... you don't..."
"Lots to go round if you want some. It's good."
Kaden's cock twitched at the casual compliment to the taste of his cum.
"You guys are so fucked," Riley said, but without the malice in her tone that her words suggested. She leaned in, still watching Jaina give Kaden a cat-bath for a moment, then stuck her tongue and joined in.
Riley's licks were smaller and less certain at first. She seemed to also enjoy the taste, and soon moved past her hesitation. Jaina smiled and made room for Riley to lick up some of the thicker remaining deposits of cum.
Kaden was getting super horny again, though not nearly so painfully anymore. There was a lingering ache in his balls, but it wasn't so bad. Nothing to stop him from enjoying two nimble little tongues flicking all over his chest and cleaning up his mess.
His hands went to either side, each seeking one of the girls, finding soft, smooth skin. Jaina moaned and licked more aggressively as Kaden trailed his fingers across her and chest to cup her breast. Riley gently pushed his other hand away when he tried the same thing, but let him rub her arm and shoulder, and eventually toy with her hair.
The girls systematically cleaned everything up until Kaden was immaculate. Or, rather, only covered in spit rather than cum.
"You were right," Riley admitted, "that was pretty good."
Jaina grinned, mouth held firmly closed.
"Almost wish there was more," Riley said. "See what you did to me? Passing on your sluttiness?"
Jaina winked, then opened her mouth revealing a mouthful of cum.
"Ok, so maybe you didn't pass on all your sluttiness," Riley said.
Jaina leaned closer to Riley, mouth still open.
"Cut it out!" Riley said. "I'm not doing it."
Jaina moved closer still.
"I said stop."
Jaina was directly in Riley's face, lips still parted.
"I'm not... I don't wanna kiss you. You're being silly."
Kaden watched curiously as Riley bit her lip, weighing her options, then finally met Jaina for a cummy kiss. He couldn't see much once their lips were locked, but by the look of it most of the cum was transferred to Riley's mouth, where she then swallowed it.
Riley sat back on her heels afterward, looking embarrassed at what she'd just done. Jaina, contrarily, stretched out next to Kaden, all confident and pleased with herself.
"Can't believe you just did that to me," Riley said.
"Din't do nuffin'," Jaina said. "Just encouraged you is all."
"It was very nice," Kaden said tentatively.
Riley raised a finger at him. "You... just nevermind, you."
"Just sayin'."
"Don't worry, Kay," Jaina said. "She liked it too, just won't admit it yet."
The difference in the two girls was quite pronounced after engaging in much the same act together moments ago. Jaina was stretched languidly out in the sun, basking her tummy in the warmth like a lazy cat. Riley was still staring at Kaden's chest where she'd recently given him a tongue-bath, occasionally glancing at Jaina's smiling lips, and generally just being a fidgety, uncertain mess.
"You kissed me," Riley accused Jaina.
"You kissed back."
"With your brother's cum, though."
"Mmhm."
"You shouldn't make me do things like that."
"Again, never made you do anything. Besides, you were literally just licking up cum with me."
But they hadn't been kissing. Kaden peered at Riley, trying to get some insight deeper into her mind. It didn't really work. He had a suspicion, though, that Riley might never have kissed another girl before, and that part of her current mood might be due to her first experience being not only with her best friend, but involving her best friend's brother's cum. It was, admittedly, kind of a lot.
Then again, there were lots of other possible reasons for Riley being confused. Kaden couldn't much blame her for whichever one it happened to be.
Jaina closed her eyes, giving every appearance of opting for a cozy nap right where she was. Kaden gave her a minute to make sure she was settled in, then sat up.
Kaden raised a finger to his lips to indicate silence. Riley tilted her head, still confused, but for different reasons. She stiffened as Kaden put a hand on her cheek, but didn't protest as he softly kissed her.
"Thanks," he mouthed without speaking.
Riley's cheeks went pink. "Idiot," she whispered.
Kaden grinned. He kissed Riley again and cautiously slipped a hand to her tits. This time she didn't push him away.
"You think this is what I want?" Riley asked, still in a hushed whisper.
"Isn't it?"
Riley tensed as Kaden's hand slipped lower, but she still didn't stop him. Her pussy was as smooth as Jaina's, and wet enough to dispel any doubts that arousal was part of her inner conflict.
"Bad boy," Riley whispered.
"Bad girl," Kaden countered easily.
Riley bit her lip, but still let out soft little noises as Kaden rubbed up and down her slick slit. He pressed his fingers more and more firmly against her, slowly parting her pussy lips and getting bolder with how he touched her.
"You're so wet," he said.
"Shut up."
"Well you are."
"Yeah, well, you guys did this to me."
"Blame Jaina."
"I would, but now you're fingering me, so I feel like I have to spread the blame around some."
"Well as long as I'm getting blamed anyway..."
Kaden pressed two fingers together and slowly pushed them inside Riley. She gasped and wiggled, then leaned into the penetration, lifting herself on her legs to give Kaden more room.
"Bad boy!" Riley insisted.
"Fair enough." Kaden smiled crookedly. "Never really believed we'd ever be messing around like this, you know."
"You probably thought about it though, didn't you?"
"On occasion, sure. My sister's wicked hot best friend? Classic fantasy material."
"And what about your actual sister?"
Kaden glanced at Jaina. "Less classic, I guess. But these days... yeah, I think about her a bunch too."
"You don't just think."
"No. I don't just think. You still freaking out about that?"
"It's... fading."
"Oh. Like fading 'cause of this?" Kaden asked, rubbing the pads of his fingers back and forth over the inside of Riley's pussy.
"That... helps."
"Oh good."
Riley chewed her lip while her eyelids fell half-closed. She was doing well at keeping quiet while getting fingered so close to her best friend, by said best friend's little brother.
Riley crawled closer on her knees, moving slowly so as not to disrupt Kaden's experimenting. She settled nearly in his lap, leaning against him with her hands on his shoulders. Her tits were tantalizing and nearly in easy reach of his mouth, but not quite.
Kaden let out a soft moan as Riley reached down and grabbed his cock, reciprocating some of the attention he was giving her pussy. She stroked him tentatively, but soon got back into a similar groove to when she'd been playing with him before. More confident than that, even.
The two of them played with each other, getting hornier and hornier, as well as closer all the time. Riley had to climb right into Kaden's lap to get any nearer. It started to make their respective angles a bit weird, until Kaden simply pulled his fingers out of Riley and grabbed her butt instead. He maneuvered her so that her pussy pressed directly against his cock.
They groaned together as Riley's sweet little pussy slid against Kaden. She sat herself down, fully committing to their sneaky grinding.
Kaden held Riley's ass, but found he didn't need to encourage her. She was already working on his cock, slipping her hot cunny up and down, getting him all wet with her arousal. She pressed firmly, harder and harder, until Kaden thought she might try taking him inside her.
Kaden wrapped his arms around Riley and pulled her top half closer to him, though still not matching the sheer direct contact of their lower halves. He buried his face in her tits rather unceremoniously, which actually made her giggle. After basking in a faceful of her boobies, he backed off a bit and started nuzzling, kissing, and licking them.
Tit play time was interrupted by a pair of hands on Kaden's shoulders. He panicked for a second as the hands weren't Riley's, but as he was pulled back he saw that it was Jaina having snuck up on him.
"Naughty naughty, starting without me," Jaina said.
"Didn't want to disturb you," Kaden mumbled.
"Yeah. I'm sure it was altruistic of the both of you."
"Maybe I just didn't want to share," Riley said.
"Oh really? I think maybe you forget who's sharing with whom."
Jaina continued to pull Kaden backward until he was lying flat. Riley was apparently horny enough not to shy away or stop grinding, or maybe she'd just grown sufficiently confident with the weirdness of it all. She didn't let Jaina's intrusion slow her down, anyway. Not even as Jaina carefully mounted Kaden's face.
There was, briefly, a very nice view as Jaina swung her leg across and straddled Kaden's head. He had a good sightline straight up her naked body from below, mainly her pussy, which looked so tantalizing from where he lay. She positioned herself right where she wanted to be, then settled herself solidly on her brother's mouth.
Kaden was cut off from the rest of action, visually speaking, but he had his sister's pussy to eat out, and her best friend grinding on his dick, so he really couldn't complain.
The girls whispered and giggled between themselves, which would have made Kaden nervous if not for them both riding him. It was an oddly reassuring activity. Nothing they were saying could be too bad as long as they still wanted to play so naughtily.
Kaden focused on licking Jaina's pussy. Riley was doing all the work on his cock, and he couldn't really help any with that. Not so long as his sister pinned him down, anyway.
He kept licking and sucking, enjoying Jaina's sweet pussy as she got progressively wigglier atop his face. Her juices flowed over his tongue and messed his chin, much as Riley was claiming his cock with her slick arousal. The girls were having such a good time sharing him, but he was pretty sure he was having an even better time than either of them.
An increased flow hit Kaden's mouth as Jaina got even squirmier and moaned aloud, arching her back and sticking her butt out, nearly unseating herself. Kaden kept licking her through her orgasm, feeling his own build along with his sister's sudden increase in excitement.
Kaden came as Jaina was just lifting herself off his tongue. She squealed as his cum shot out, presumably getting caught in the line of fire, though he couldn't see where any of it landed. Jaina hissed something to Riley, and they both burst out giggling again.
A hand wrapped itself around Kaden's cock and jerked him off the rest of the way through his orgasm, milking the last of his cum out, mostly over his own tummy at that point. Once Jaina got off him, he was pleased to see he'd marked both girls with some haphazard streaks of cum.
"You made a mess again," Jaina observed.
"Sorry," Kaden said, with absolutely no apology in his tone.
"Sure you are." Jaina turned to Riley, who looked a bit dazed. "Should we go clean up?"
Riley nodded slowly. "Yeah. Ok."
Jaina took Riley's hand and helped her up. Kaden hadn't taken note of Riley cumming, but she sure acted like she'd been recently overwhelmed. Hard to say whether that was just from what she'd participated in, or whether she was recovering from something more physical.
Kaden watched Jaina and Riley as they went back inside. Jaina swung her hips saucily, as though Kaden needed more of that right now. He looked, though. He couldn't help enjoying the sight, even if all he really wanted to do was nap for a while.
There was only time for a quick swim to get the worst of the cum cleaned off before Luna came back out. She sauntered casually over to her lounger and sat back in it, legs spread lazily in a way that made no attempt at hiding her pussy.
"Girls went inside?" Luna asked as Kaden came over to join her, dripping water everywhere.
"Yep."
"Did Riley have fun?"
Kaden cocked his head at Luna's intonation. "How much did you see?"
Luna shrugged nonchalantly. "Some."
"Some?"
"Ok, most of it."
"Ah." Kaden sat on the edge of the seat next to his mom. "And?"
"And what?"
"Are you going to say anything about it?"
"Wasn't planning on it."
"Why don't I believe that?"
Luna shrugged and closed her eyes, leaning back and relaxing. Kaden just waited.
"It's good you and your sister are getting along so well," Luna said.
"Uh huh?"
"You still sound worried."
"I know you. You want to say something. I just don't know what yet."
Luna cracked her eyes and smiled. "Like how I'm disappointed you'd be so wanton and mischievous?"
"No, not that. That doesn't sound quite right."
Luna's voice lowered. "What about that it was very... interesting to watch."
Kaden noted his mother's legs slowly parting even further. "Not sure that's what I expected either. But... I could believe it, at least."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Kaden rose and moved silently between Luna's increasingly spread legs. She gave no sign of noticing, other than her eyes following him through slitted lids.
"Riley's a nice girl," Luna said conversationally, as though Kaden wasn't in the midst of lowering his face to her exposed cunny.
"Would you be happier if I'd only been playing with her?"
"I didn't say that."
"'Cause you're very wet for trying to make any judgements on me right now."
Luna tried to close her legs some, but Kaden was firmly planted between them now. "Not judging. Not saying anything. Just... I've never seen you with a girlfriend."
"That's what you're worried about? You literally spied on me eating my sister out, and that's your concern?"
Luna flushed pink. "I think it's too late to worry about some things," she said softly. "Doesn't mean a mother can't want her baby boy to find someone."
Kaden teased Luna's pussy with his fingers. "Does that mean you don't want me to lick you?"
Luna turned her head away. "Well I didn't say that either," she mumbled.
"Ah. I thought not."
Kaden grinned, pressed his lips to Luna's wet slit, and settled in to make his mommy cum.
****
Jaina was a bundle of nerves as she waited for Riley to show up again the next day. Her tummy only got more fluttery as Riley's car pulled in. She watched anxiously from the window, then bounced over to the front door like a puppy whose parents had just arrived home from work.
Somehow, rather improbably, Riley had decided that she actually would bring her mom over. Jaina had been sure that the sexy times, while hella fun, would have discouraged her from including her mother. Jaina had been made to swear repeatedly that she wasn't going to seduce Riley's mom. Which obviously she wasn't planning on. It had just been the way it worked out yesterday that she and Riley and Kaden had all ended up in a sexy pile of naked bodies together.
Then again...
Jaina opened the door, fully naked, heart pounding. Mary was like a second mother to her. She and Riley had been friends for so long, Jaina couldn't even remember a time when she hadn't known Mary. Here she was about to greet her with no clothes on, and then immediately try and get her clothes off as well. It was nerve wracking. It wasn't at all the same as seducing her, but it wasn't all that far off either. Jaina was conflicted and unsure about it all, but she wanted so badly to succeed. She didn't dare let Riley know how badly.
Jaina put a big, hopefully confident grin on her face as the door swung fully open. Riley had just reached it, and Mary was only a step behind her. It was gratifying, but not at all calming, to see Mary's eyes widen and dart up and down her nude body.
"Welcome," Jaina said chipperly. "Come on in."
Riley came right in and exchanged a hug with Jaina. Mary was slower to follow, having to jolt herself into action. Riley took the opportunity to whisper in Jaina's ear.
"You better look after her," Riley hissed.
"Don't worry. She'll be fine."
"I mean it!"
"Yeah, Ri, I get it. She's your mom. You're worried. But honestly, you know I love her almost as much as you do."



"That's what worries me. I've seen what you do with people you love."
Jaina grinned sheepishly and broke away from Riley as Mary stepped next to them. She shrugged at Riley, then turned to Mary.
"How are you today?"
Mary bit her lip, still struggling to keep her eyes from wandering. "Nervous. I didn't think... I wasn't sure how real this was."
"Very real," Riley said. "I told you about the nudity."
"Yes, but deciding to try it and actually seeing it are very different things."
"It's fun once you get into it," Jaina said, still projecting whatever false confidence she could muster. Mary's wandering eyes were getting her all tingly. "I was pretty weirded out at first when Mom started doing it, but she's been so happy and free. It's so good for your mental state." Jaina lifted her arms and did a casual twirl. "It's ridiculously liberating."
"A little too liberating," Riley muttered, luckily unnoticed by her mother.
Mary glanced anxiously at Riley. "Are you going to stay for a bit?"
Jaina interrupted before Riley could speak. "It's probably best if she doesn't. It'd be nice to get you acclimated on your own. We don't want you relying on Riley too much."
Riley nodded. "I have some errands to run anyway, Mom. You'll be fine. I'll be by later to pick you up, and if I'm early enough I'll come out and hang with everyone for a bit, ok?"
Mary wasn't totally convinced, but she nodded. "Ok."
Riley kissed Mary on the cheek and ran her fingers gently down the side of her head, straightening her hair. "Love you. Be good. Jay'll look after you, and you can call me if you need to."
"Love you too, baby."
Jaina waited until Riley was out the door. "Alright, ready to get those clothes off?"
Mary blushed. "Well... honestly, not really."
"It's tough the first time," Jaina said sympathetically. "But it's worth it."
"I don't know if I could. Not around you. I've known you since you were little. You're... you're like a daughter to me."
Jaina's insides went all funny and her breath came harder. She stepped closer to Mary and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. "Me and Kay and Mom have all been doing it. The nudist thing. It's actually better with people you can trust, I think. Even if it's weird at first."
"I still don't know if I can."
"I'll help." Jaina started unbuttoning Mary's shirt. "I'll take care of you. Just like Riley said."
Mary blushed even darker red, but let Jaina slowly take her clothes off. Jaina felt Mary's heart hammering through her chest, which made her feel better about her own racing pulse.
Instead of underwear, Mary had a bikini on under her top layer. It kind of made sense, but it still had to go. Jaina tried to get behind her and untie her top, but Mary finally stopped her at that point.
"I thought maybe I could just wear my suit at first? For a little bit?"
Jaina shook her head firmly. "No way. You'll just chicken out."
"I'm already chickening out."
"You only think you are." Jaina held Mary's shoulders in place, preventing her from spinning around, then quickly untied Mary's top. "I told you, I'm here for you. I'll get you through the scary part."
Mary held her bikini top over her breasts, trying to preserve some modesty, but then had to drop it when Jaina went for her bottoms. "You really can't."
"I really can," Jaina insisted.
"No, I mean... I haven't taken care of some things for a while. Been no point."
"Things?"
"You know." Mary looked away. "You're all beautifully shaved and... and..."
"Oh. That." Jaina beamed at having her pussy admired. It was oddly adorable coming from Mary. "I can take care of that. No worries. I've been helping Mom with that too." She took Mary's hand and lead her away. "Come on, let's get you sorted."
Mary was still shy to take her bottoms off and get fully naked in front of Jaina, but it seemed to help when Jaina got busy sorting out the items she needed and getting things prepped, like she wasn't really paying attention to Mary. Though in actuality, Jaina was very aware of her friend's mom and all the sexy bits of her that she was getting to see.
Somehow, Jaina held it together through the process of trimming and shaving Mary's pussy and making it all smooth. She couldn't help herself afterward, though. She had to run her fingers over Mary's fresh-shaved cunny and get a feel of it. She only hoped she was passing it off as just getting a feel of her work and making sure she was finished.
"There we go," Jaina said. "All done. How's it feel?"
Mary reached down. Jaina regretfully pulled her hand away and let Mary feel herself.
"So smooth," Mary said.
"Good. Let's go outside then, shall we?"
Mary followed more calmly and compliantly than before. Jaina caught her a few times feeling herself some more, even just on their brief journey to the back door.
It was a little worrisome what Mary's reaction would be to even more people seeing her, but luckily she actually seemed relieved to find Luna out lounging in the sun, just as naked as she was. Mary went straight over to her and sat down beside her. From where Jaina was standing, deliberately not getting too close and intruding, it seemed that the moms didn't take long settling into some casual chatting despite their mutual lack of clothes.
They'd known each other almost as long as Jaina had known Riley. Jaina had perhaps underestimated the value of their friendship in getting Mary to play along, and in hindsight it might have been a better route to try. But it had worked all the same. Mary was among them, naked and gradually relaxing.
The pool beckoned. Partly because of the cool water, but mostly because Kaden was doing laps. His taut butt called to Jaina, and she sat with her legs dangling in the water, just watching her brother, only occasionally glancing over at Luna and Mary and biting her lip.
It didn't take Kaden long to come over to Jaina. He swam up and rested on the side of the pool right beside her thigh.
"You really got her out here," he said.
"Yep. Sure did."
Kaden looked over at Mary. "Damn, she's hot too, huh?"
Jaina spared another glance. "Yeah. She really is."
"We need to invite more moms. Can you imagine the-"
"Don't be crude, Kay."
"Since when?"
"This isn't about sexy times."
"... it's not?"
Jaina mock-glared at her brother. "Mary's been having a rough time. Kinda like Mom. You remember Riley lost her dad a few years back? And her brother and sister have moved out. It's just the two of them now, and Mary's been kinda lonely."
"Well I can see how that'd be a problem alright."
"So we're going to be nice. And polite. And welcoming. All that stuff."
"Ah." Kaden looked over again. "So you don't wanna do stuff with her?"
Jaina blushed. He knew her too well. "I didn't say that."
Kaden grinned. "Bad girl. Your best friend's mom and everything. And her having such a tough time and all."
"Shut up. I'm being good. Mostly. Riley'll kill me if I'm not."
"What about me?"
"She'd kill you too."
"Aw."
"What, suddenly I'm not good enough anymore?"
Kaden kissed Jaina's thigh tenderly. "You definitely are. But you brought someone new out, and I'm gonna have thoughts."
Jaina nodded and absently petted Kaden's wet hair. "That's only fair," she agreed. "I have 'em too."
"Want me to distract you a little?"
It was a tempting offer, but Jaina had to shake her head. "No. Better not. Mary'd see, and I don't wanna have to explain it."
"Riley got pretty into it."
"Yeah, and we're damn lucky she did."
"True."
The sibs stopped and watched as Mary rubbed sunscreen over herself. The time she spent rubbing her tits and around her pussy was especially fascinating. Jaina could still feel that smooth, naughty skin on her fingers.
"That's not fair, those two lying next to each other like that," Kaden said.
"Why's that?"
"You know why. I mean, look at them. I wanna go play with Mom's boobies, but I can't 'cause Mary's there. Then I think about licking out Mary's pussy, and I know that's not happening. And-"
"You're going a bit loopy, huh?"
"A bit, yeah."
"You all hard down there?"
"You know I am."
Jaina nodded. "I'm pretty wet."
"I can see that."
"And you're doing remarkably well at not touching me."
"Not easily."
"No, indeed." Jaina slipped the rest of the way into the pool. "We need to cool down or something. This is not gonna be easy otherwise."
"No shit."
Jaina and Kaden swam back and forth playing some very subtle grabass which still kept them worked up, but they couldn't help themselves.
They emerged from the pool a while later, still horny and dripping wet. Mary's eyes went comically wide as Jaina and Kaden strode over. It was the first time Mary had seen Kaden fully naked, let alone all steely hard, cock swaying with every step.
Kaden settled casually in a lounger like his erection wasn't super obvious to everyone else around. Jaina grinned and sat next to him, eyeing his cock in her peripheral vision and checking on Luna and Mary every now and then. Both moms were trying to sneakily check out Kaden, and not being overly subtle about it.
Motherly interest only grew once the sibs dried off enough to apply sunscreen. As was becoming tradition, someone rubbing themselves all over whilst naked attracted yet more attention. All the more so when it was both Kaden and Jaina at the same time.
"They're staring so hard," Kaden whispered.
"I know," Jaina hissed back.
"I might need to... go inside for a bit."
"Don't blame you."
Kaden was, in fact, leaking precum fairly obviously, which was a bit more intense even than his prominent erection figuratively poking everyone in the eye. Mary still seemed more inclined to 'sneakily' perv than to get weirded out, but it was nearly impossible to guess where she'd draw the line.
Things calmed down a bit once they finished running their hands all over their nubile bodies, though Jaina remained pretty damn horny, and Kaden obviously did as well. Luna and Mary were harder to read, but they were quite fidgety and giggly, all whispering between themselves and such. Jaina could guess at her mom's excitement levels, and it wasn't hard to believe Mary might match her, more or less.
The brief pseudo-calm didn't last. It wasn't long before Luna adjusted her lounger, laid it flat, and rolled onto her tummy. She looked over at her children with a falsely innocent smile and big, aroused eyes that rather gave her away.
"Kaden, sweetie, could you do my back for me?"
Jaina almost laughed aloud at the way her brother's cock twitched.
"Um... yeah, ok," Kaden said. He stood and padded over to Luna, making Mary's eyes go wider with every step as he approached.
Since no one was paying her any attention at all, Jaina let a hand drift down between her thighs. She toyed with her soaked snatch while watching the show unfold. She also took the opportunity to check Mary out some more now that she was unobserved. It was kind of crazy just how badly she wanted to jump on her best friend's mom-whom she'd known since she was little-and do some very explicit things.
Jaina blamed Luna for being a bad influence. Hard to treat other moms with the same respect she used to when she'd eaten her own mommy out and loved every second. She now knew just how flexible some supposedly hard and fast rules could be.
Kaden started off about as innocently as possible, given that he was a naked and erect boy straddling his mommy and rubbing her back. He massaged sunscreen into her arms and shoulders and upper back, all while maintaining some thin pretense of not wanting anything more than that.
When Kaden backed up further, he lost what little self-control he'd been leaning on. As soon as he straddled Luna's butt instead of her lower back, his hips dropped and his cock pressed between those soft, motherly ass cheeks. He let out a groan that even Jaina could hear, and left no illusions as to what he felt.
The big question was how Mary was going to react. Jaina wasn't worried about her mom or brother, but Mary was an unknown factor, and a relative innocent. She was shocked, clearly, but was still just watching Kaden grind on Luna's sweet ass. That was kind of a good sign.
Jaina let things keep going for a bit until it became clear Kaden had lost interest in actually rubbing Luna with sunscreen. He kept doing and redoing her back, keeping his hips lined up with hers, and his increasingly precummy erection rocking back and forth on her butt.
With a soft sigh of regret, Jaina pulled her fingers away from her pussy and wiped them on her thigh. She stood and padded over to Mary, adopting an ostensibly innocent pose-wide smile, beaming eyes, hands coyly held behind her back-that was nevertheless quite provocative given her lack of clothes.
"Want me to do your back?" Jaina asked.
Mary turned her head, startled at being addressed after zoning out the way she had. "Oh, uh..."
"I think we should get you turned over, don't you? Even out your tan?"
Mary clearly wasn't processing easily. Her eyes kept flitting from Jaina's face down to her pussy, which Jaina assumed was probably visibly wet.
How badly was Jaina ruining the sweet and innocent image Mary probably held of her? Just absolutely dismantling it, Jaina assumed. And yet, that look of uncertain lust in Mary's expression was doing things to her that she was learning recently she couldn't resist. Even from the people closest to her in life.
Jaina took charge and adjusted Mary's chair, then got her rolled over. Mary was so very tense, for which Jaina couldn't blame her. As Jaina started rubbing in sunscreen, she treated it as much like a massage as a simple rubdown.
At first, Jaina was careful not to rest her weight on Mary as she straddled her. She just massaged, keeping things relatively uncomplicated even though they were both naked and horny, which rather coloured the interaction. And that wasn't even counting all the naughty thoughts running through Jaina's head.
Much like her brother, Jaina couldn't resist that sweet ass once her pussy accidentally brushed against it. She wanted to be strong and not freak out her unofficial second mommy with overt sexiness, but that just wasn't happening. Every rub of Jaina's pussy on Mary's round bottom crumbled what little restraint she had until there was nothing stopping her from fully grinding, leaving a larger and larger trail of slick arousal on Mary's ass.
Kaden caught Jaina's eyes and grinned broadly. Jaina couldn't hold back a matching grin. They were being supremely naughty, perhaps taking advantage of the respective older women beneath them, but it felt so amazing, and was so much fun. Jaina knew Luna was fine with it, but she was still anxiously waiting for some complaint from Mary. So far, nothing.
"Baby, my legs are gonna burn if you don't get to them," Luna murmured.
Jaina could see the pained effort it took for Kaden to lift himself off of his mommy's ass. It was so bad she nearly threw herself to her knees in front of him to suck him off, heedless of their audience. If she wasn't still busy grinding on Mary, she probably would have.
"Yeah, Mom. I'm on it," Kaden said.
He did a thorough job rubbing sunscreen into Luna's thighs and calves, as well as her bare feet. He wisely saved her butt for last, and was able to really take his time rubbing, squeezing, and massaging Luna's ample booty.
In fact, Kaden made it look so enticing that Jaina emulated him once again. She covered Mary's long, smooth legs, then took her time rubbing her butt, just like Kaden was doing with Luna.
The siblings' gazes met again, sharing a long, knowing look as they vigourously massaged their respective mommy-butt. It turned into a bit of a game of near-synchronization for a while, before they each turned back to what they were doing and freestyled it.
Mary's breathing was coming so ragged. Her hips were lifting all on their own. Every now and then she made a soft little mewl, only barely audible to Jaina who was right behind her.
There was a much louder gasp as Jaina spread Mary's butt cheeks and explored nearer and nearer the tight little bumhole hiding between them. Running a thumb over Mary's asshole really made her twitch in a way Jaina found adorable and irresistible.
"I don't think I need sunscreen there," Mary said hesitantly.
"Can never be too careful," Jaina said, still enraptured with the fun reactions she was getting.
Jaina kept teasing Mary's butthole, swirling her thumb over it again and again. Mary was getting all wiggly, squirming at Jaina's delicate, very naughty touch.
Jaina hesitated about going any further, but she knew she couldn't hold out. She was so desperately curious, and more than horny enough to do something stupid. Her hand trembled slightly as she wiped it on her hip. It hadn't had much sunscreen on it for a while anyway.
As Mary continued to whimper and writhe uncertainly under Jaina's anal caress, Jaina slipped her free hand between Mary's legs and pressed it gently to her pussy. Mary gasped loudly, then stifled herself. She was so very, very wet, soaking Jaina's palm immediately.
Jaina glanced over at Kaden and Luna, just to check on them. Luna was oblivious to the world, totally relaxing into her sexy massage. Kaden was just as enthralled by her bum as Jaina was by Mary's.
As Jaina watched, Kaden spread Luna's ass cheeks wide and swiped between them with his outstretched tongue. Jaina felt a hot pulse in her pussy as her brother licked their mom's butthole. Once he got started, he really got into it, no further hesitation. Jaina could easily have sat and watched him with her fingers buried in her snatch, but she had someone else's snatch she needed to focus on, difficult as any kind of focus was becoming.
Mary was starting to hump Jaina's palm, seeking what stimulation she could get from it being pressed up against her smooth, soaked cunny. Jaina let her do her thing for a moment while continuing to finger her asshole, but she had more ambition than just that.
Jaina swapped hands, eliciting a pathetic whimper from Mary for just a second before she got them back in position. With her pussy wetted fingers now on Mary's butthole, Jaina pressed them more firmly and slowly pushed her middle finger inside.
With her other hand, Jaina sought out Mary's clit and gave it the same teasing treatment Mary's butthole had been getting prior to being penetrated. With her fingers working in synch, Jaina had Mary firmly under her sexual spell.
As Jaina buried one finger inside Mary's bum and danced another over her needy clitty, she glanced over at Kaden again. Her baby bro was buried face first in Luna's ass by this point, licking away at it like a pro. Or, more accurately, an extremely horny amateur.
Sooner than Jaina anticipated, though mostly because she hadn't thought it through, she had Mary cumming on her fingers. Mary buried her head in her arms to muffle her moans and whimpers, though Jaina still caught their faint sound. Jaina had to ride through the wave with Mary, keeping her fingers somewhat in position as Mary's hips rocked up and down, and finally went still.
Jaina pulled back as Mary lay barely moving. She examined her pussy-messed fingers, then experimentally sucked them clean. Once it was pretty clear Mary wasn't going to roll over, Jaina crawled down to the grass next to her head.
"I can't believe you just did that," Mary whispered, peeking out at Jaina from around a protective arm.
"I know. Crazy, right?" Jaina grinned. "But fun."
"That wasn't right."
"Why not?"
"You're... you're you."
"It's hard to argue with that."
"You're so much younger than me."
"True."
"You're Riley's best friend. Like another daughter." Mary closed her eyes and groaned. "Riley'd kill me."



Jaina shrugged. "Might kill me before you, honestly. But hopefully it doesn't come to that." She put a hand on Mary's head and stroked her hair soothingly. "You're like a mom to me too, you know. But... that doesn't really stop us, as it turns out."
At Jaina's gesture, Mary turned her head, took in the sight of Kaden eating out Luna's ass, then turned back to Jaina. "Oh wow."
"Right?"
"So... but..."
"We weren't planning on this. But honestly? Once I got your clothes off, I think I was going to try something sooner or later. Ended up being sooner. But it would have happened. I just... you're so huge in my life, and so damn sexy with no clothes on, and you were getting all horny..."
"Oh god, I'm such a bad mom. The things I thought as soon as I saw you this morning..."
"When I was all naked and stuff?"
"Yes. I'd never... never ever thought about you like that. And then there you were, and I was so bad, thinking things I never should."
Jaina shook her head. "Turns out it doesn't work like that. You think what you think." She kissed Mary's forehead softly. "You're still a good mom. Top two, easy."
Mary grinned despite herself, then shook her head and tried to pout again. Jaina let her do her thing, and just kept stroking Mary's hair until she dozed off.
****
Kaden was so ridiculously horny. He'd tried to flee indoors and calm down a bit, but it was not working. He was painfully hard and couldn't seem to do anything about it, short of heading to his room and jerking off. It was seeming more and more like the best option.
Kaden's already too-hard cock twitched as Jaina flounced in. It was getting nearly impossible to not be horny around his sister, though her constant nudity was an unfair factor in that problem.
"There you are," Jaina said. "What ya up to?"
"I dunno. You think I should make some lunch or something? You hungry?"
Jaina arched an eyebrow disbelievingly. "You're all hard and dripping and stuff, and that's what you're worried about?"
"Well-"
"I totally expected you to be jerking off somewhere, honestly."
"Was thinking about it." Kaden shrugged. "But it just doesn't have the same appeal now that I'm more used to, uh, messing around with... you know."
"Me and Mom? Yeah. I get that." Jaina grinned. "Speaking of..." She grabbed Kaden's dick, making him groan at the sudden, intensely pleasant contact.
"Fuuuck that's good."
"Hope so."
Kaden's eyes flicked toward the direction of the backyard, even though he couldn't see anything from where he was. "Are Mom and Mary ok out there?"
"Oh sure. I got them both down for a nap. We'll have to check on them and make sure they don't get all sunburned, but we've got some time."
"Excellent."
Kaden stepped closer to Jaina, squishing his cock and her hand between their warm, naked bodies. He slipped his arms around her lithe form, hugging her snugly and letting his hands wander down to her tight little butt.
Their lips met in a soft, lingering, very unsiblinglike kiss. Jaina playfully nipped at Kaden's lower lip, then drew back.
"Hey, Kay?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm, like, super horny."
"I know."
"No, like, suuuper horny. I got to play with Mary all naughtily and stuff, but I never got off yet."
"Me either."
"I know." Jaina hesitated. "I think I'm horny enough to do something stupid."
"Isn't that every day at this point?"
"Stupider."
Kaden's eyes widened. "How stupid?"
"Like... I think I want you inside me."
"Inside you? And... and not in your mouth or anything?"
"Nope."
Kaden felt bolts of mixed anxious and excited energy in his tummy. The more he considered what Jaina was suggesting, the more twisted up it all got.
"For real?" he asked, suddenly breathless.
"If you want." Jaina looked away shyly. "I really want to," she whispered.
"That's so crazy."
"Right?"
"But... but it sounds amazing."
"I know!" Jaina made eye contact again. "We probably shouldn't tell anyone."
"No, of course."
"But yeah, I think it'd be super fun."
Kaden nodded, but didn't move. "It would."
Jaina put a hand on his cheek. "You don't sound sure."
"I... I want to..."
"You worried because I'm your sister... or because you haven't done it before?"
"Both? No. Actually no. Just the second one mostly. I should feel bad that I want to do stuff with you, but I just honestly don't."
"Good. Me either. And don't worry about the second thing. It'll be so much fun. I promise."
"I believe you. But, like, I'm so worked up, Jay."
"I know."
"So... I don't think it'd last long."
Jaina grinned. "So it lasts as long as it lasts." She moved in and kissed Kaden's cheek, just above where she was caressing him with her fingers. "Then we give it a minute and go again, if you want."
Kaden perked up. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. First time, no pressure. We'll just go with whatever happens, ok?"
"And... and I can cum in you?"
Jaina's grin turned wicked. "I insist."
Jaina slipped free of Kaden's grip. She took his hand and tugged at him to get him moving. Once they were on their way, she freed herself again and danced ahead of him, giggling as she teased him with swaying hips and quick spins, keeping herself just out of reach as he tried to grab her again.
Kaden only caught up to his sister once they made it to her room. She started to speak, but he caught her up in a surprise tackle that carried them both to her bed in a flurry of limbs and nervous giggles.
Precum was getting smeared all over Jaina's tummy, and sometimes back to Kaden. He tried to guide his cock down lower, but he didn't want to let go of Jaina long enough to do a proper job of it. He got closer at times, but then farther away again as he and Jaina made out more aggressively.
They wrestled around a bit as Jaina tried to roll Kaden on his back. He kept her underneath for a while, but he had too much going on, and was eventually flipped and pinned. It wasn't an unpleasant position by any means, having his hot, naked, horny sister wiggling around on top of him, making out with him, running her hands in such interesting places.
"Kay? Settle for a second."
"Hm?"
"Seriously. Be still."
Kaden bit his lip and tried to stop moving as Jaina sat up, arching her back somehow regally even as she straddled him and slid her pussy over his cock.
"I wanna be in you," he said, halfway a whine.
"I know. But you're being too excitable. So just let me take care of you, ok?"
Jaina grasped Kaden's cock firmly, one of the best possible ways to take control of him as far as he was concerned. She lifted her hips, raising herself just above his hard, needy shaft, and pressed her wet pussy to him, giving the tip of his cock a soft, naughty kiss of sorts.
"Ready?" she asked.
"So damn ready."
Jaina smirked and lowered herself slowly but firmly onto him. Her lips parted as she sank onto his cock, taking it inside her. Her smile transformed into a wide, ecstatic 'O'. Her legs trembled slightly as she tried to maintain a steady pace.
Kaden experienced a bliss unlike any other as his sister's soft, tight pussy enveloped him. He'd known it would be good, and that he was happy his first time was going to be with Jaina, because he just couldn't imagine anyone else he loved and trusted as much for such a moment, except maybe his mom. It still surprised him just how amazing it all was, and how much deeper their sibling connection felt as they became physically connected rather than just emotionally.
"Goddamn you feel amazing," Kaden breathed.
"Mmm, you too."
Jaina put her hands on Kaden's chest, balancing herself as she worked the last of his cock inside her. He slid his hands back and forth between her thighs and hips, even giving her butt an occasional squeeze, but generally was too in awe to explore more than that.
"Oh shit, I'm gonna cum just from being all inside you," Kaden said.
"Yeah? My pussy's a magical place, huh?"
"Pretty sure you're teasing, but yeah, actually."
Jaina gave a little wiggle, securing Kaden fully within her and ensuring she had him as deep as possible. "Only half teasing," she said with a contented sigh. She leaned over and kissed him. "You know I only want the best for my bro's first time."
"How thoughtful."
"I do my best." Jaina fluttered her eyelids as she tried an experimental lifting of her hips and sliding back down Kaden's cock. "Wanna be a good big sis, y'know? S'an important moment for you."
Kaden moaned as Jaina slowly began to ride him. "Don't get all full of yourself about it."
"How could I? I'm much too busy being all full of you."
Jaina bounced a little faster on Kaden's cock. His eyes rolled back and he lost focus for a moment as his loving sister worked him with her snug, wet pussy.
"Oh fuck, you're gonna make me cum already," Kaden moaned.
"Good."
"It's too quick!"
"That's he idea." Jaina kissed Kaden deep and lingering. "Fill me up with your cum," she whispered. "Get the first one out of the way. We're not done yet, you know."
Kaden didn't have a choice in the matter. He was too horny, and Jaina's pussy was too damn good. He couldn't hold out even if he'd tried his very best, which he didn't.
Kaden experienced an absolutely magical orgasm. His balls pumped so much hot cum into his sister's sexy snatch. His eyes closed and his toes curled, his insides going all tight and tingly as Jaina gave him his first cum into a girl's pussy.
Every single sensation was made that much better by Jaina continuing to ride him, and the knowledge that he was filling up his big sis so naughtily at her enthusiastic encouragement.
"Mmm, that's it," Jaina hissed happily, eyes heavily lidded. "Good boy. Very good boyyy."
Kaden's body relaxed all at once as the last of his cum was emptied into his sister. He felt a flurry of emotions, even some post-orgasm guilt, but it all basically went away as he looked up at Jaina's cat-like smile and her general expression of satisfaction.
"I just came in you," Kaden said, knowing he was stating the obvious, but drawing too much of a blank to think of anything more useful to say.
"Mmhm. Really made quite a mess in your sister's pussy, didn't you?"
Kaden nodded. "Yep."
"Good boy." Jaina kissed Kaden softly, nipping so gently at his lip before sitting up again. "Feels better, right?"
"Definitely."
"And like you wanna go again?"
"I... don't know if I can. That was a lot of cum."
"You should believe in yourself more than that. I know you've got more for me."
****
Jaina pulled herself off Kaden exquisitely slowly. He groaned as her gooey pussy slid up his sensitive, softening shaft. She grinned at the cute expression on his face.
Despite having just filled his sister up with cum, and theoretically being significantly less horny than a few minutes ago, Kaden was obviously riveted by Jaina's slow, sensuous movements. She moved deliberately, maintaining eye contact, crawling backward and settling herself between his legs. Their eyes locked together even as she stuck out her tongue and gave him a cute little lick.
Kaden's cock was sensitive, but Jaina was gentle with it. Her licks were only just barely teasing, making contact that was as much imagined as real. She cleaned him up a little of their combined mess, but mostly invited him to think of what else they could do together. What she still desperately wanted to do more of.
Jaina got a bit more physical when she started tonguing and sucking on Kaden's balls. She was still gentle, but not in nearly the same feather-light kind of way.
"You seem to be getting hard again," Jaina said, as though that hadn't been exactly her goal.
"So I do."
"You suuure you don't wanna stick it in me again?"
"I never said that."
"You were being kinda wishy washy."
Kaden groaned as Jaina sucked one of his balls into her mouth and let it pop out.
"I'm not now," he said.
"Oh good."
Jaina kept teasing Kaden anyway, licking and sucking on him in various interesting locations. He wanted more. She could feel the rising desire in him. But she just kept working him with her tongue and lips like she was oblivious to it. Waiting for him to make a move.
It happened in a sudden flurry of squeals and flailing limbs. Kaden pushed Jaina off him and tried to flip her over. She mock-wrestled back, but submitted pretty quickly to being pinned down.
"You were right," Kaden said.
"Oh?"
"I do wanna go again."
Jaina grinned. "Good."
"I do have more cum for you."
"Mmm, well give it to me then."
Kaden dipped his head, kissing Jaina's shoulder and moving toward her neck. He teased her pussy with his cock, dragging it back and forth.
"Kaaadeeennn," Jaina whined. "I said I want iiittt."
"I heard you."
"Don't be mean."
"I would never."
"You haven't put it in yet!"
"You wanna cum too, huh?"
"Yes, duh!"
"Wanna cum from your bro-ther?"
"Yesss you jerk."
"While you're all filled up and-"
"Yes!" Jaina hit Kaden on the arm. "Stop grinning!"
"But I like seeing you like this."
"I bet you do." Jaina stuck her tongue out. "See if I ever take your virginity again. Didn't know you'd be like this about it afterward."
Kaden kissed Jaina firmly on the lips. He pressed his cock just as firmly against her wet little snatch.
"I love that you did that for me though," he assured her in a soft voice.
Jaina squirmed and blushed. "Well, y'know. What are sisters for?"
"You're the bestest sister I could ever ask for."
Jaina punched him again, ever lighter than last time. She felt her face going even warmer. "Shut up."
She wrapped her arms around Kaden and sighed happily as he finally sank into her. He went slow but steady, stretching her right back out so very deliciously.
"Goddamn you're so messy inside this time," Kaden said.
"Yeah. My bro-ther made a bit of a mess and never cleaned up after himself. Typical."
"... well he might just make a bigger mess, though."
Jaina sighed theatrically. "The things a girl has to put up with." She cooed as Kaden gave a bit of a harder thrust and bottomed out in her. "Don't move."
"What?"
"Don't move for a second!"
"Did I hurt you?"
"No, Kay. It feels amazing. I just wanna feel it for a moment."
"Oh. Ok."
Kaden didn't seem to believe her, but Jaina didn't really care. She just wanted to savour the feeling, to really enjoy having her brother as deep inside her as possible, while his thick, gooey cum still messed her insides.
Kaden could only stay still for so long. Jaina could hardly blame him for that, all buried within her snug pussy as he was. She moaned encouragement as he began rocking back and forth, in and out in small but ever larger thrusts.
"Mmm, that's good," Jaina moaned.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You can go harder now."
"How hard?"
Jaina gave Kaden the sultriest of looks. "As hard as you want."
The way he stared back at her made her tummy all fluttery.
"You don't know how hard I want to fuck you though."
"Maybe I'm just confident I want it even harder than you do."
A slow smile spread over Kaden's lips. "Ok then."
Jaina's heart pounded as she helped her brother pin her legs back and get settled into a nice, comfortable position. His first few thrusts were still gentle as he adjusted to a slightly different angle, but then he abruptly slammed into her quite a bit harder.
"Like that?" Kaden asked.
"Harder."
"Really?"
Jaina met Kaden's skeptical gaze. "Really."
It took a little longer for Kaden to fully realize how serious Jaina was. She was all worked up from having him inside her, having his cum making a mess of her little pussy, and knowing that she'd forever be her brother's first. He'd already finished once, and so didn't feel the same urgency about it anymore, but Jaina really, truly meant it about taking whatever he gave her. She wanted to cum hard.
Jaina moaned and wiggled, running her hands up and down Kaden's chest, occasionally grabbing his butt. She did everything she could to encourage him, make him go faster, pound her harder. Electric thrills ran up her spine as he slammed into her pussy over and over. Goddamn it felt amazing.
Jaina stretched out her arms above her head, smiling to herself at the way it drew Kaden's attention to her boobs. Admittedly, they were bouncing pretty nicely as he fucked her hard and deep.
"Thaaattt's it," Jaina purred. "Fuck your sister good."
"Oh god."
"Mmhm."
"I wanna cum in you again."
"Already?"
"No. But... eventually."
"I want you to too," Jaina assured Kaden, still in a seductive voice. "So you better keep pounding me."
Kaden nodded. He adjusted his position again, throwing Jaina's legs over his shoulders, pinning her even more firmly in place. Her eyes rolled back and her clit pulsed needily. She was pretty sure it wasn't totally on purpose, but as Kaden kept fucking her hard and deep, all in control and shit, she felt like a total sister-slut just for him. Like he knew exactly how badly she was under his spell right now, how badly she wanted him to keep railing her into the bed.
It was still Kaden, though. She'd encouraged him, gotten herself halfway into her pinned down position without much action from him. And still she was as hot and wet as she'd ever been, wishing for her brother to keep fucking her just like this the rest of the day, or forever, or... something.
"Mmm, fuck me... yesss... more... hard..."
"I am," Kaden grunted.
Jaina was only half paying attention to him, lost as she was in swirling pleasure. "Pound me... cum... make me... make your sis-ter... make her cummm. Pleeeaaassse, Ka-den. Pleeeaaassse."
Jaina pouted just as pretty and sexy as she could manage. She could feel it coming. Feel the end. She wanted it, she craved it. She needed to cum all over Kaden's cock while he abused her hungry little pussy. Needed to cum on him, while he came inside her. Again. Oh god, getting filled up by her brother again. Twice. She really was a slutty sister.
An intense explosion of pleasure coursed through Jaina. She came just as hard as she could ever have dreamed, hard enough to forget anything except her body on fire and her brother pounding her pussy into submission.
Jaina writhed and moaned her way through her crazy intense orgasm. She didn't even realize at first when Kaden started cumming too, but she calmed down a little in time to feel him making even more of a cummy mess inside her.
There was such a warm, comforting glow to bask in afterward. Jaina clung to Kaden as he fell half on top of her, cock slipping free of her creamy pussy as he settled.
It was so nice to cuddle with her brother after such a naughty time. Jaina knew it couldn't last forever, but she really, really wished that it could.
"Mom and Mary are gonna get all sunburned out there without us," Jaina murmured.
"Pretty sure they can look after themselves."
"I dunno."
Kaden shrugged. "Well too bad for them, then."
"Meanie."
"I don't wanna move."
"No, I know." Jaina idly stroked her brother's hair. "I don't wanna move either. This is nice."
"So nice." Kaden nuzzled at her shoulder. "That was all so amazing, you know."
"I know."
"I love you. You're the best sister."
"Mmhm. I bet you say that to all your sisters that let you cum in their pussies, though."
"Well... technically a hundred percent of them so far."
"That's what I thought."
They could have fallen asleep right there. Jaina knew she was on her way to it, and Kaden's eyes had closed while his breathing got slower and smoother. She wanted to let him doze off while all cozy on her, nestled against her boobs, but they still had responsibilities. Amazing and secret sibling sexy times didn't change that.
"Hey, come on," Jaina said, nudging Kaden. "We gotta get up."
"No we don't."
"We do."



"Don't!"
"Mommy and Mary need us."
"They'll be fine for five more minutes."
"Ok. Five more. That's it."
It ended up being more like ten. Kaden started casually sucking on Jaina's tits, and she let the deadline slide while he nursed on her. He could have her wrapped around his little finger if he wanted to. That was becoming ever clearer to her.
They did finally get up. Jaina stretched, then turned to Kaden. "There's no cum showing, is there?"
He looked confused for a second, then realized what she meant and knelt down. He examined her pussy closely, breath warm on her sensitive, recently fucked little snatch.
"Just a bit," Kaden said, wiping at her with his thumb. "You're good."
"Good."
Jaina took Kaden's hand as he stood, and together they slowly walked through the house and back outside, naked and freshly fucked. Still glowing in each other's presence.
"Looks like they're doing ok," Kaden whispered as they neared Luna and Mary.
"Remains to be seen."
The moms had, in fact, brought out a bottle of wine at some point while Jaina and Kaden were otherwise occupied. The bottle was already looking dangerously close to empty.
"Hey, you two," Mary said with a wide, slightly manic smile. "Where've you been?"
"Just taking a break," Jaina said. "You both getting day drunk, huh?"
"Not drunk, sweetie," Luna assured her. "Just relaxing."
"Uh huh. You do seem pretty relaxed alright. Have either of you put on any sunscreen since we left?"
Luna and Mary looked at each other.
"Um... no?" Luna said.
"Might have forgotten," Mary added. She grinned, set her glass down carefully, and stretched out back on her lounger. "Lucky you're back, huh?" she said with a giggle.
"I think she's a bit drunk," Kaden whispered to Jaina.
"No shit." She shrugged. "You wanna take care of her?"
Kaden bit his lip. "Kinda, yeah. You got Mom?"
Jaina nodded.
They split up. Jaina carefully straddled Luna while Kaden did the same to Mary. They passed the sunscreen back and forth as necessary while they rubbed down their respective woman.
Luna's eyes were a bit glazed over. Jaina gently stopped her as she tried to reach for her wine glass again, then kept rubbing from her shoulder down her arm.
"Maybe you've had enough, Mommy," Jaina said softly.
"Probably," Luna agreed. "We were just having fun. I liked having Mary over."
"Good. If Riley's fine with it, maybe you two will get a lot more play dates."
"What's Riley got to do with anything?"
Jaina glanced over at where Kaden was doing an overly thorough job of covering Mary's tits. Mary had a goofy smile on her face as Kaden massaged her boobies. Kaden, in spite of just cumming twice not long ago and still not being hard again yet, was focused intently on his task, having temporarily forgotten the rest of her body, it seemed.
"She may think we're bad influences," Jaina said.
Luna shook her head. "I don't think so. I mean, we get a little inappropriate sometimes-"
Jaina snorted at the understatement.
"-but she's been having a good time." Luna looked at her daughter with big, adorable eyes. "Whatever else you might say about what we're doing, it's nice having a friend around, and it's nice having some attention from, uh..."
"Some hot pieces of ass?"
"Jaina!"
"Well aren't we?"
This time Luna grabbed her drink quicker that Jaina could stop her. She drained the rest of it. "You're still my babies."
Jaina nodded as she began rubbing Luna's boobs, slower to get there than Kaden, but just as dedicated to being thorough. "Makes it interesting, doesn't it?"
"What?"
"You gonna tell me we aren't hot pieces of ass just because we're you're kids?"
"... no. But I wish you wouldn't say it like that."
"How do you want me to say it?"
"Just... just..." Luna sighed. "Is there more wine?"
"A little. But I think you're cut off."
"I'm your mom. You can't cut me off."
"Just watch me."
Jaina gave Luna's nipples a pinch. Luna gasped, then hid her face as Mary and Kaden both looked over.
"Mean," Luna grumbled.
"Sorry, Mommy," Jaina said with perfect cherubic innocence.
She finished off most of the rest of her rub down, leaving Luna's pelvic area for last. Kaden, it seemed, had a similar idea, and once again was ahead of her. He already had his face buried in Mary's pussy.
Mary was lying back, eyelids half closed, moaning and alternately grabbing Kaden's hair and just letting her hand sit there. It was like she couldn't quite decide whether Kaden should be eating her out or not, but she didn't have the willpower to want to stop him.
Jaina watched her brother work for a moment, seeing the way he had Mary dancing on his tongue, before recalling that she had a mommy of her own to tend to. She pushed Luna's legs farther apart, then went in quickly for some licky times before her mother could protest.
Not that she was getting a fight by any means. Luna spread her legs even wider as Jaina went down on her, and moaned softly with no shock or surprise in her tone. Like she'd been expecting it. Given that she could see Kaden and Mary just as well as Jaina could, maybe it was exactly what she'd expected.
Jaina got fully absorbed in eating out her mommy. She licked and sucked on Luna's delicious little cunny, lapping up her mom's flavour and getting some gratifying squeals out of her.
Kaden's fumbling hand bumped Jaina's elbow. Without missing a beat, she clasped his hand and intertwined their fingers. She held his hand, enjoying the small connection with him as they ate out their pair of horny, mildly drunk mommies.
****
Rather unsurprisingly, Mary kept coming back. She'd gone home happy and tuckered out after her first day, and Kaden was a little worried Riley'd be annoyed with him and Jaina, but every morning afterward Mary had been dropped off to spend the day.
Luna was probably more excited about it than Kaden or Jaina. As Riley's car pulled into the driveway, she bounced to her feet, shed the robe she'd been wearing, and pranced out nakedly to meet Mary coming in.
Kaden exchanged a look with Jaina, and they both smiled. Even though things weren't really normal around the house anymore, and may not ever go back to the way they'd been, it was hard to argue with results when they had such a happy mommy. Not to mention their own happiness.
Jaina sidled over to Kaden, who was still cleaning up after breakfast. She set Luna's dishes on the counter for him, then slipped into his arms for a long, affectionate kiss.
"The moms'll be off to the backyard," she said, as though he didn't know.
"Mmhm. Almost done here."
"Well... they should be ok on their own for a little bit, don't ya think?"
"Maybe. Why?"
"'Cause I wouldn't mind being bent over the counter right now. That's why."
Kaden grinned broadly. "Oh. Is that why?" His hands slid down Jaina's sides to grab her butt.
"It is," she assured him.
A firm clearing of a throat interrupted the siblings' brief sexy encounter. They turned and found Riley watching them, arms folded, face stuck in an exasperated expression.
"Do you two ever even wear clothes anymore?" Riley asked.
"Sometimes," Kaden said.
"Yeah, I wore some to go get groceries yesterday," Jaina agreed.
"And I'm wearing an apron," Kaden added. "Like, right now. So obviously I do."
"That doesn't count," Riley said. "It's worse, somehow. Makes it more obvious that you've got nothing on underneath."
"That's how clothes work," Jaina said. "They cover all the nothing that is inevitably underneath."
"Usually without your butt hanging out quite so obviously," Riley retorted.
Jaina grinned and dug her fingers into Kaden's butt cheeks. "I like it. My bro's got a cute little tushy."
Kaden reluctantly pulled away from Jaina and removed his apron, leaving them both naked in front of Riley.
"No, sorry, changed my mind," Riley said thoughtfully. "It's actually worse fully naked. You know, when you're all... hard... and stuff."
"Oh you love it," Jaina said dismissively.
"She does?" Kaden asked.
"Yeah. She does."
"She's a little annoyed at being referred to like she's not here, actually," Riley said. She held up a handful of twenties. "Here, this is for you guys."
Kaden frowned. "You don't gotta pay us to strip, but if you're offering..."
"It's for looking after my mom. Not... not your stripper thing. Or whatever."
"You don't need to do that," Jaina said.
"It's mostly Mike and Nance's money anyway," Riley said. "Or... entirely theirs. I'm pretty much broke." She shrugged. "But we were talking about it, and you should definitely take it. I mean, you've been looking after Mom, taking care of her, feeding her... and the amount of booze her and your mom seem to be going through based on the stories she comes home with..."
"That's true," Kaden said. "The alcohol budget could use it. Plus, you know, we kinda are almost working a responsible job type thing."
"I don't know that I'd say that," Jaina said. "We're enjoying ourselves."
"Sure we are. But we're still, like, feeding Mom and Mary, and making sure they wear sunscreen, and get them drinks, and watch them in the pool, and give them massages, and eat their- I mean, uh, read them stories?"
Riley rolled her eyes. "Yeah, no, I know what you do with my mom. Kinda wish I didn't. Mike and Nance definitely don't need to know. But she comes home so happy and relaxed, and she's so excited every morning about coming over..." Riley sighed. "She's old enough to make her own decisions about this stuff. And if anyone's gonna eat her out, might as well be you guys."
"That's, uh, open-minded of you?" Kaden said uncertainly.
"Just trying to rationalize it, is all." Riley rubbed her forehead. "I mean, honestly, my best friend and her brother doing... doing all this very inappropriate stuff to my mom... it could very easily send me to therapy, you know."
"Well I don't-" Jaina started.
"I mean, really, do I lick your mom's snatch? Fondle her boobies? Any of that? Hm?"
Kaden and Jaina exchanged a glance.
"No, but... you're welcome to. If you want," Kaden said.
"That is so not-"
"She'd probably be ok with it," Jaina said. "I mean, we could ask first if-"
"You guys are so missing the point. Probably on purpose."
"Probably," Kaden agreed easily.
"Wanna stick around a while and see if you feel any more chill about it?" Jaina asked.
"I'm pretty damn chill, I think," Riley said.
"Didn't sound very chill just now," Kaden said.
"Well nobody's perfect."
Jaina stepped closer to Riley and took the previously offered wad of bills. "Seriously, come hang for a bit. It's weird spending more time with your mom than with you."
"Whose fault is that?" Riley grumbled.
"Please?" Jaina asked, batting her eyes.
"I mean... maybe just for a bit. If there's alcohol involved."
"There sure can be."
"Fine."
"Good. Now off with your clothes."
"Nuh uh. Not doing that again."
"Wasn't an option, actually. Kay?"
Kaden stepped closer and circled behind Riley. "On it."
"Oh you jerks!" Riley said. She squealed and thrashed as Kaden and Jaina both tried to grab her top and pull it off. "Cut it out!"
"You're being a party pooper," Jaina said. She set the money down to free her hands, then tickled Riley's unprotected sides.
"You're being unfair!" Riley countered.
"It's the rules," Jaina said. "Our backyard is a clothes-free zone."
"Not even true. You just want me naked."
"Well... Kaden probably does."
"True," Kaden admitted.
"But if you don't want to..." Jaina said reluctantly. "And if you're ok with being the only one... and being a party pooper... and being a prude... and knowing your mom's way cooler than you... and-"
"Oh shut it. Fine. You win." Riley pulled off her top. "Happy?"
"Very," Kaden said with a smile as he stood back to watch.
Riley rolled her eyes, but kept taking clothes off in a quick and decisive manner. Kaden wasn't sure if she just wanted to get it over with, or if maybe she'd just been looking for him or Jaina to 'convince' her right from the start.
"Good girl," Jaina said. She put an arm around Riley's shoulders and led her toward the backyard.
Kaden followed the girls, watching their beautiful asses sway side by side. He was already horny from almost banging Jaina in the kitchen, and their brief walk helped cement that feeling in him.
Luna and Mary were already stretched out basking in their usual loungers, as naked and alluring as ever. Riley and Jaina slowed down as they got in sight of their moms. Kaden almost ran right into them.
"You know she hasn't even been bothering to put clothes on for the trip over here?" Riley said in a low voice. "Just hops in the car naked. Says it'd be a waste of time."
"Well she's not wrong," Jaina said.
"No, but... it's kinda weird. And I'm pretty sure people see her as we're driving over. She just doesn't care, I think."
"She's happy. That's all."
"I guess."
"And super hot," Kaden added.
Riley turned her head and glared at him. "Dude!"
"What? That's where you draw the line? I thought you were ok with-"
"Just... it's too early for this nonsense. I'ma lie out in the sun for a bit, and hopefully not hear any more about how you want to get in my mom's pants for a while."
"She, uh, isn't-"
"Isn't wearing any. I know. Shut up."
Riley marched forward and claimed one of the two remaining chairs.
"Did we piss her off already?" Kaden asked.
"Nah," Jaina said. "I mean, probably irritated her with all this sexy mom stuff. She's almost accepted it and everything, but she hasn't been living it like we have. I don't think she's fully adjusted yet, is all. You gotta admit, if our mom was going over to her house everyday for very questionable activities, we might be a little on edge too."
"Would we?"
"Assuming we hadn't already grown comfortable with seeing her naked and licking her out and stuff."
"Oh. Right. Fair enough."
Jaina shrugged. "On a more practical note, we probably need to get another lounger at some point."
"We've run short, haven't we?"
"Sure have."
"You probably better take it for now. Sit with Riley. You'd be more helpful than I would."
Jaina nodded. "True. You don't mind?"
"Nah. I'll take first sunscreen duty. We'll figure it out as we go."
Jaina put a hand on Kaden's shoulder, looking at him with very serious eyes. "That's very noble of you giving up a seat so you can go run your hands all over... the naked..." She cracked up before she could finish.
"Couldn't quite get there, huh?"
"Hey, I tried." Jaina patted Kaden's arm. "Seriously, go have fun with the moms."
"Oh I will."
"I bet."
Sunscreen rubdowns were practically a ritual by now. Luna didn't even miss a beat chatting away with Mary as Kaden started running his hands all over her. She barely even gave him a glance as he massaged her boobs.
Only Riley's presence changed things enough in Kaden's head for him to consider how crazy it was that he could basically feel up his mom's tits whenever he wanted, in front of other people no less, and have it barely even noticed.
Kaden spent extra time on Luna's boobs, which was practically part of the ritual anyway, then finished off the rest of her. Her pussy was the other area to get special attention, though not enough to get her all worked up. It was too early for that. Especially given that Riley hadn't relaxed into the flow yet.
Mary got nearly identical treatment, except that Kaden was even more conscious of what he was doing. It made it naughtier when he felt like her daughter was giving him a death glare the whole time he was fondling her boobies and running his hands basically everywhere. In actuality, Riley wasn't even looking their way anytime Kaden checked on her, but he was still all confused, hard, and dripping precum by the time he was done.
Since he was on a roll, and because he was horny enough to want to keep going, Kaden moved right on to Jaina. She gave him a smirk as he rubbed her tits, then kept chatting with Riley. Riley rolled her eyes, but didn't comment.
Kaden spent longer on Jaina's pussy than he had on either of the moms. Long enough that she eventually had to gently push him away with her foot. Kaden accepted the limit and moved on to Riley.
"I can do my own, thanks," Riley said.
"Oh, boo," Jaina said. "Let Kay do it. He's really good."
"Yeah, I saw how good. He just wants to feel me up."
"Well... not just that," Kaden said.
"It feels nice," Jaina said. "Just relax."
Riley sighed. "Fine. You two are gonna gang up on me all day, aren't you?"
"Would you like that?" Jaina asked, totally innocent in tone, if not in intent.
"What? Are you... what?"
Kaden tried not to giggle at his sister's probable insinuation. He maintained the best professional expression he could as he rubbed sunscreen into Riley's arms, shoulders, and face. He went slow and gentle, and felt her slowly untense under his touch. When he got to her chest, he restrained himself and only did the bare minimum over her tits before moving on.
"Hey," Riley said.
"Hm?"
"You didn't do my boobs nearly as long as everyone else's."
"I..."
"That doesn't seem fair."
"I didn't think you wanted me to?" Kaden said, now rather confused.
"I don't. But it's not hardly fair, though."
Kaden looked to Jaina for help, but she was too busy trying not to laugh. "Sorry," he said. He went back to Riley's boobs and gave them a more thorough fondling.
Riley remained silent and near-expressionless as she got her much longer boob massage. She did seem to continue relaxing, though, and by the time Kaden moved on for a second time, he could swear she was almost smiling.
As he got to the end of the rubdown, Kaden tentatively moved his hand to Riley's pussy, as had become the traditional finisher. She let him rub her there a little, but not very long at all before gently pushing him away with her foot. She met his gaze for a second, then turned back to Jaina.
Kaden was pretty horny by this point, but didn't really see any potential for dealing with it, since everyone else had just settled in. He decided he might as well go for a swim, maybe cool off some.
The cool water did help a bit, but Kaden's erection didn't go anywhere. At least it got his mind off of all the sexy, naked girls lying out in the sun not far away. Their combined presence was a double-edged sword at times.
After a while, Jaina came over and sat down, dangling her legs in the pool. Kaden did a couple more laps until she opened her legs further, displaying her cute pussy, obviously just to get his attention. It worked.
"Well hello," Kaden said, swimming up right in front of his sister. He tried to get close and nuzzle her thigh, but she held him back from getting right up next to her pussy.
"Hello to you too," Jaina said with a giggle. "Where do you think you're going?"
"Nowhere."
"I think you're tryin' to get at my little pussy."
"You caught me."
Kaden tried again to get closer, but Jaina still held him back.
"I was thinking maybe you could go get some snacks ready," Jaina said.
"I've already got a snack."
"My snatch doesn't count."
"Since when?"
"I meant snacks for everyone. Actual snacks."
"It's kinda early for that, isn't it?"
Jaina shrugged. "Mom didn't eat much this morning. And I guess Mary didn't have breakfast at all. Too excited to come over. Not sure if Riley ate either."
"See, and you said we didn't have any responsibilities here. They're all so helpless without us."
"That's not really what I said. And they're not helpless, exactly."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, Kay, I'm sure. They're just getting used to being pampered, is all."
"Ah." Kaden nodded past Jaina. "Like that?"
Jaina turned to look too.



Mary had rolled onto her front, and somehow conned Riley into doing her back. Riley had straddled her mother and worked her way down her back. Riley had, however, become a bit stuck when she got to Mary's ass. Even as Kaden and Jaina looked on from the pool's edge, Riley kept massaging the same area over and over, really kneading her mom's butt cheeks.
"Damn, that's some pampering," Kaden said.
"Shh," Jaina said, putting her finger to his lips. "Don't wanna startle her."
"Wouldn't worry about. She's pretty hypnotized."
"And who could blame her?"
Kaden nodded. Mary had the sort of ass one could easily get lost in for a while. It was only surprising that Riley had let it happen to her, especially around everyone else.
Even Luna was fully aware of what was happening. She watched sidelong as the mommy and daughter bum massage happened next to her, hand between her legs, finger lazily circling her clit.
Riley kept going quite a while, only eventually seeming to realize how long she'd been at it and moving on to Mary's thighs with quite a dark blush of embarrassment.
Kaden sneaked in and kissed Jaina's pussy as she turned back around, getting by her lowered defenses. She sighed and stroked back his wet hair, letting him lick her pussy for a moment. He enjoyed the sweet taste of her, and her copious wetness.
"For real, though," Jaina murmured softly as Kaden's tongue worked her wet little slit, "snacks?"
Kaden kept licking, then regretfully fell back into the water. "I guess I could get on them."
"Thank you."
"That's quite a tease, though, just so you know."
Jaina grinned. "We'll have to make it up to you somehow then, won't we?"
Kaden's cock twitched at the implication behind her words. "Sure hope so."
"Later, then," Jaina said with a wink.
"Later... what?"
"Don't know yet." She bounced to her feet. "But I bet it'll be fun."
Kaden watched his sister saunter away. Watching naked, swaying asses nearly whenever he wanted might be the best thing about this new living situation.
Other than running his hands all over various boobies. And licking pussies. And getting sucked off. And sex with Jaina. And...
Ok, so maybe there were a lot of things that were the best about it. He was willing to concede the point to himself.
Kaden climbed out of the pool and headed for the pile of towels. Jaina realized where he was headed and intercepted him, unfolding a towel and drying him off with it once he got close.
Having his hot sister dry him off instead of doing it himself. That was another very nice thing.
Once Kaden was dry, Jaina sent him on his way with a smack on the butt. He knew she was watching him walk away, just as he'd done in her place moments ago. He didn't quite dare to check how many other eyes were on him. He was horny enough as it was.
Kaden calmed down a little once he got inside and was all by himself. Preparing snacky foods for the girls outside took his mind off his needs and their nakedness.
Or at least it did until Luna came in. She just breezed into the kitchen, offered Kaden a kiss on the cheek on the way by, and went straight for the booze cupboard. Kaden turned to watch her, and just the sight of her bare backside as she went up on her tiptoes to reach was enough to get his cock swelling back to full attention.
"Little early for that, isn't it?" Kaden asked.
"Oh, hush. I'm your mom, not the other way around."
"Mmhm. Good point. I guess." Kaden stepped behind Luna, pressing unabashedly right up against her. "Can I help grab anything?"
He felt his mother tense slightly as his boner rubbed up against her full ass. She almost immediately relaxed back against him, though. Even giving her booty a little wiggle.
"I think I can manage," Luna said.
"Oh good."
Kaden didn't move. Luna didn't either, except to wiggle a little more.
"Do you need something?" Luna asked in turn, her voice dropping into a slightly huskier range.
"Maybe."
"Did your sister tease you too much?"
"Maaayyybe." Kaden put his arms around Luna and kissed her neck. "'Course it wasn't just her. I had to put sunscreen on four sexy girls. That gets me a little worked up sometimes."
Luna giggled and squirmed away from Kaden's kisses. "Only two sexy girls out there. Mary and I are old women and all-"
"Bullshit you are."
"We're certainly not 'girls,' anyway."
"Definitely sexy, though."
"Kaden! You can't call your mommy sexy."
Kaden put his lips right to Luna's ear. "Sexy mommy," he whispered.
Luna shook her head, but pushed her ass even more firmly back against him. "Bad boy. Your sister really got you all worked up, huh?"
Kaden was pretty sure Luna was just fishing, but he bit anyway. "Right now, someone else has me all worked up."
"I didn't do anything. Just wanted to get drinks."
"Without any clothes on? Tsk tsk. Mommy's tryin' to seduce me."
"That's not... I wasn't... you know..."
"Bad Mommy."
Luna finally pulled Kaden's arms away and turned around. She looked straight into his eyes for a second, then reached over and patted the countertop. Kaden tilted his head in confusion, but when she repeated the gesture even harder, he shrugged and hopped up where she'd indicated.
"It's not Mommy's fault," Luna said.
"Disagree."
"But I guess she'll just have to take care of the problem anyway, won't she?"
Kaden grinned. "Thanks, Mom."
Luna tried to look stern, but the lust in her eyes and the way she ran her tongue over her lips kinda ruined the effect. Not that Kaden minded one bit. She looked so hot, all overcome by horniness for him.
"Just hold still, baby. Mommy'll take care of it."
Kaden spread his legs wide and scooted right to the edge of the counter. "Ok."
Luna's eyes widened as she leaned in and got even closer to his cock. "Oh wow, so messy already." She ran her thumb up the trail of precum dripping down Kaden's shaft. "Poor baby."
Kaden bit his lip and his eyes rolled back as Luna flicked her tongue out and swiped at some of his 'mess.' She teased him with her tongue while scooping up little tastes of his sexy flavour.
After licking him over and over, getting him even more worked up and horny, Luna finally parted her lips and took her son's cock in her mouth. She took him slow and smooth until he bumped the back of her throat, then pushed him even deeper with a little more force behind the motion.
Kaden groaned as he felt his Mom's throat engulf the head of his cock. She bobbed her head back and forth a bit, getting herself used to having him in there, then sank further down his shaft until her lips were wrapped around the base.
Luna had taken Kaden balls deep in her throat with impressive ease. She held herself there, throat constricting and relaxing around him, before pulling back a long moment later. As she sucked in a deep breath, she fluttered her eyelids wide open and looked up at Kaden with big, sexy eyes, her mouth still half-filled with his cock. It was such an adorably slutty look for his mommy.
Luna throated herself on Kaden again a few more times, then started alternating that with some shallower head bobbing. Her tongue wiggled all over the bottom of his shaft when he was deep inside her. Excess spit drooled past her bottom lip and down to his balls when she occasionally gagged a bit.
Soft, cheerful humming was the only that alerted Kaden to his sister's approach. Jaina padded in on quiet bare feet, took in the sight of him getting blown by their mother, and flashed him a casual smile.
"Just gonna grab some of these snacks," Jaina said, as though Kaden wasn't currently balls deep down Luna's throat right in front of her. "The girls are getting hungry."
"Uh... ok," Kaden said.
"You can bring the rest out when you're finished there," Jaina said, still perky and bubbly even as she gave the incestuous tableau a lingering up and down gaze.
"Will do."
"Thanks."
Jaina pranced away, humming to herself again, and throwing a last wink over her shoulder just before leaving the room.
Luna, having frozen in place, finally pulled off of Kaden's cock entirely. She stood up gasping, face red either from embarrassment or lack of air. Possibly both.
"Can't believe she just came in like that," Luna groaned.
"Why not? It's the kitchen."
"Just... I didn't want anyone to see that."
Kaden stood up and put his hand on Luna's cheek. "She doesn't care, you know. It's not like it's any worse than the other stuff we've been getting up to."
"I know. But I wasn't ready to be seen doing... that."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. I just wasn't."
"Oh. Well that's ok then. I'll do more of the work, if that helps."
"What? Baby, hang on now."
Kaden calmly pushed on Luna's shoulders. She resisted for a second, then sank down to her knees. She looked up with a mixture of uncertainty and wild excitement. She bit her lip like she didn't know if she was ok with it, but her eyes absolutely smoldered.
Kaden smiled down reassuringly at his naked, kneeling mom. He put a hand on her head, and the other on his cock. He gently nudged her lips with the head of his erection.
"Open up, Mommy."
"Bad boy," Luna said. She put her hands on her thighs, sat back on her heels, and gave her hips a little wiggle that may have been involuntary. "You shouldn't put your cock in Mommy's face like that."
"Yes I should."
"But Mommy will just have to open up for you."
"Exactly."
"And let you do... things."
"Correct."
Luna stared up at Kaden with intense, unblinking eyes. She slowly opened her lips, and just kept going until her mouth gaped as wide as could be. Her tongue extended out over her bottom lip, practically begging to have her son's dick back inside.
Kaden put his hands gently on either side of Luna's head and guided her closer. He wiggled back and forth, teasing his cock across his mother's tongue. She tried to catch him in her mouth, but he was restraining her enough to slow down her movements. Her cute pout at his teasing was enough to melt him right to his core.
Kaden eased his cock into Luna's mouth. Her pouting expression turned to one of motherly adoration as she suckled on the head of his erection while allowing more and more of him into her hot, wet mouth.
"Goddamn that's so goooddd," Kaden moaned.
Luna beamed and forced herself forward, impaling her own throat faster than Kaden would have dared. Once she'd done the initial penetration, Kaden was quick to add some pressure and help her take him back down to the base where she'd been before.
His mom's chin tickled his balls before he knew it. A trickle of drool ran down him from the corner of her mouth.
Kaden thrust in a halfway involuntary motion, both moving his hips and Luna's head. He pulled out and shoved his way back in, making Luna gag slightly. He did it a few more times. Other than blinking and gagging, his mom was making remarkable eye contact, and hadn't moved her hands from her thighs.
Any caution Kaden felt at first about face fucking his mom gradually faded away. She was very calmly accepting every thrust into her mouth and throat, even as he sped up and abandoned his initial restraint. He'd hoped she'd be ok with it, but hadn't anticipated just how ok she might be.
Luna was acting like the perfect little fuck toy. Even considering how naughty they'd been so far, it was still a brand new facet of her that Kaden hadn't known about. He would never have considered that he could face fuck his mommy, and that she'd stay so still and compliant for him while he did so.
And those eyes... the way she kept looking up at him...
Even as she choked and drooled until her chin was a spitty mess, and even as she blinked away tears that were forming little rivers down her cheeks, Luna maintained her steady, loving gaze rather impressively. She stared up at her baby boy with slutty maternal love. It was so damn hot seeing her like that while he repeatedly filled her throat.
One of Luna's hands moved, but only as far as her pussy. Apparently she couldn't help herself and had to rub her soaked little slit. She moaned deeply as her fingers made quick, hard circles around and around her clit. The vibrations in her throat traveled straight up Kaden's cock every time he buried himself in her.
"Fuck, Mom, you're gonna make me cum."
Luna's eyes rolled back. "Mmhm!"
"Gonna cum all down inside you."
"Mmmmmhm!"
"Or maybe... maybe all over you."
Luna moaned even louder, fingers blurring over her clit. Only the whites of her eyes showed for a moment. Her whole body seemed to shake and vibrate.
As Kaden watched and felt him mother cum in one of the sluttiest ways he could think of, he felt the same need in himself, building to a full-body tingle. He pulled out, gave his cock a few last strokes, then aimed it straight at Luna's face.
Huge streaks of hot, white cum landed on Luna's face. She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue to catch some of it, but there was so much, and it went everywhere.
Mother and son came together in the middle of the kitchen. She squirted all over the floor beneath her, he sprayed cum all over her face and tongue, then down across her tits. Between them they made a ridiculous, sexy, highly inappropriate mess.
Kaden staggered back as he finished, legs wobbling beneath him. He leaned heavily against the counter as he surveyed his handiwork.
Luna had gone still except for the heavy rise and fall of her chest. Her cummy boobies moved hypnotically with the in and out of her lungs. Even though Kaden had gone into his post-orgasm non-horny state, he stared at Luna's breasts without blinking while he waited for his legs to securely support him again.
Luna tried to struggle to her feet. Kaden pushed away from the counter and gave her a hand up. She was even shakier on her legs than he was. She was also a total cummy disaster from her boobs up.
"Sorry," Kaden said, "I made kind of a mess, huh."
Luna smiled faintly and reached up to ruffle Kaden's hair. "That's ok, baby. You really needed that, didn't you?"
"I've been getting pretty excited sometimes."
"I imagine you would. Let Mommy know if you need more help sometime, ok?"
"You'd... do that again?"
"I'd do lots of things, if they were what my baby needed."
Kaden glanced down at the large puddle Luna had left behind on the floor. "Very selfless of you."
"Don't be glib, sweetie. You did just make a huge mess all over your mommy."
"True." Kaden grinned cautiously. "I like the look on you."
Luna rolled her eyes, but she smiled back. "I'm sure you do," she murmured.
She took a few unsteady steps to the counter. Kaden watched curiously as she found a bottle opener, opened up a bottle of wine, then grabbed the bottle and two glasses. She staggered slowly past him and toward the backyard.
"Well that'll be interesting," Kaden mumbled to himself.
He wasn't sure if he wanted to see everyone's reaction to Luna walking out without ever giving herself a cursory wipe off. On the one hand, it was pretty damn hot. On the other, he might definitely get some judgement over this one, and he wouldn't even feel like it was totally undeserved.
Kaden smiled as he recalled the scene, first him throat fucking his Mom as she knelt all obedient, maternal, and slutty, then covering her in thick, dripping cum. He didn't regret a thing about it. Not when she'd been just as into it as he was. It didn't even matter what anyone else thought.
Well, it mostly didn't matter.
Kaden hummed cheerfully to himself as he wiped up Luna's puddle. He belatedly followed her outside once he was done, walking a little more gracefully than she had.
Three sets of eyes turned disbelievingly toward Kaden as he padded out the back door. Everyone except Luna, who was already nursing a glass of wine. Jaina, Riley, and Mary all stared at him as he approached, though at least Luna said something that cause Mary's attention to swing back the other way. Jaina and Riley remained intent.
"For real?" Jaina asked.
Kaden shrugged. "What do you think?"
"Dude," Riley said. Then, "Duuuddde."
"You just solo bukkake'd our mom, dude," Jaina added.
"I'm aware." Kaden pushed Jaina's feet out of the way and claimed the end of her lounger to sit down.
"That's not right, Kay," Jaina said a little grumpily.
"It's not?" Kaden asked confusedly. "That's where the line is? That doesn't seem like-"
"You never came all over me like that," Jaina said, arms folded.
"Is that what you're annoyed about?"
"Maybe."
"I've cummed on you plenty. And..." Kaden trailed off, about to add that he'd cummed in her as well, but wasn't sure he should actually go there.
"Not like that you haven't."
Kaden rubbed Jaina's calf. She extended her leg and allowed him to rub more of it in apology.
"You wanted me to cum all over your face in front of everyone?" Kaden asked. He glanced over at Luna. "You know I didn't intend to do it. Not nearly that much, anyway. I just came, like, super hard." Kaden shrugged. "And I didn't expect her to walk out here like that either."
Jaina pouted. "You're s'posed to-"
"Guys, can you please stop arguing over whether Kay should have publicly drowned his mother or sister in cum first?" Riley interrupted. "It's... it's a weird conversation."
"Wasn't public," Kaden mumbled. "Din't know she'd come out like that."
Jaina sighed. "You're right, Ri. Guess I'm just a jealous little thing sometimes."
"First of all, no you're not," Riley said. "You're about as eager to share your... well, your family, I guess... as anyone. Second of all... they're your family. Your reasons for not wanting your brother to paint your mom's face are not the right ones, whatever they are."
Jaina giggled. Kaden looked at her, then started giggling too.
"Dammit, you're kinda right," Jaina said.
"I'm entirely right," Riley corrected.
"Just woulda been nice for that to be me, I guess," Jaina said wistfully.
"It still could be," Kaden suggested.
"Hm, maybe sometime. Not sure if it's worth it, actually. It's a lot of mess to clean up."
Kaden threw his hands up. "I'm never, ever winning this one, am I?"
"Nope."
"Do you even know why you're annoyed yet?"
"Woman's prerogative not to share that information."
"Of course it is."
Jaina reached out and tugged on Kaden's shoulder. He swung around and leaned back against her, snuggling into her sisterly embrace. Sitting against Jaina, both naked, feeling her tits on his back and her arms around him, her soft, warm breath on his neck, it mollified any small feelings of confusion and annoyance within him. Not that there were that many to begin with.
Kaden wasn't sure he could ever be properly mad at Jaina. Not without something much, much worse happening between them. And he didn't feel the need to worry about her being truly mad at him either. Little jealous flare ups were probably to be expected, honestly. And as far as they could go, this one hadn't been all that bad.
Plus, naked sibling snuggles could fix a lot.
"I've got somewhere even better to make a mess of you anyway," Kaden whispered only loud enough for Jaina to hear.
"You mean you wanna cum in my pussy?" she whispered back into his ear.
"Yep."
"Hm, well that might be ok..."
Kaden snorted. "Don't act coy. I know how much you love it."
"Shut up." Jaina was thoughtful for a moment. "Maybe... maybe you could cum in my pussy and on my face?"
Kaden's cock stirred at the thought, but was still feeling too lazy to really go anywhere. "Damn, both?"
"Please?"
Kaden shivered. "Well... maybe if you're a good girl..."
Jaina nipped at his ear. "You wouldn't rather I be a... bad girl?"
"Either is fine," Kaden whispered hoarsely.
"Thought so."
"Jeez, would you two quit being all weird and intimate over there," Riley grumbled. "The cuddling's bad enough without all those sexy whispers and stuff."



"S'not sexy whispers," Jaina lied smoothly. "Just wondering where our snacks went."
Riley frowned and patted her tummy. "Hey, yeah. I thought more were coming."
Kaden sighed. "I mighta forgot 'em."
"Typical," Jaina said. "A pretty face comes along and you forget everything, huh?"
"I mean... in some cases, sure," Kaden said. "What ya gonna do?"
"Well could you at least go get them now?" Riley asked.
"But I'm comfy."
Jaina stroked Kaden's hair possessively. "And I'm trapped here. So..."
Riley rolled her eyes. "Ugh. I'm s'posed to be a guest here."
"You've been here too many times to count as a guest," Jaina said.
"Way too many," Kaden added.
"Well... see if I ever come over again, then," Riley said.
"That's a hell of an empty threat," Jaina said.
Riley stuck her tongue out. "Whatever." She stood up. "Gotta take care of everything around here. You guys are falling apart."
"More like cumming together," Jaina whispered, making Kaden snicker.
The sibs watched Riley leave, still snuggling and whispering to each other.
"Damn she's got a nice ass, though," Kaden said.
"Hey! That's my friend."
"I know. Your ass is still nicer."
"Oh. Well that's fine, then." Jaina tickled Kaden's ear. "You should probably eat her pussy when she gets back."
"You think she'd let me?"
"Why wouldn't she? She's kinda into you. She messed around with you last time we got her to hang out."
"She seems a bit annoyed with us, though."
"So what's new?"
"Uh..."
"Plus it's hard to be annoyed with someone while they're tonguing your clit."
"Speaking from experience?"
"Maybe."
"So I should eat you out instead of cumming on-"
"No! You can do that in addition to. None of this 'instead of' nonsense."
"Ah. Well good, then."
Riley came back and set a tray on a small side table between her and Jaina's lounger. She settled back to nibble on some snacks, ostensibly ignoring the sibs.
Jaina nudged Kaden, who shrugged, stood up, and moved over to Riley's chair. He gently pushed her legs apart and settled in between them facing her pussy.
"The hell you think you're doing?" Riley demanded, in spite of letting her space be invaded pretty easily.
"Getting a snack?" Kaden said.
"That's not where you... oh!"
Kaden had darted in, licked Riley's pussy, and interrupted whatever she'd been about to say.
"Tastes pretty good to me," Kaden said blithely.
"You jerk," Riley said with hardly any actual venom behind the words.
"Jerk? I'm just mmmpphh!"
This time Kaden was interrupted as Riley shoved his face back into her snatch. He grinned and stuck his tongue back out to probe her some more. Once she let up on the pressure a little, he switched back to long, broad-tongued licks.
Riley gradually relaxed and settled into having her pussy eaten. She hadn't really been a hard sell anyway, but once Kaden sucked on her clit a little, she was all his.
The pressure from Riley's hand released until she was doing little more than swirling her fingers through Kaden's hair. Her legs fell even further apart, leaving him all the space in the world to lick her out. Her quiet moans were so soft he wasn't sure anyone else could even hear them.
Jaina was watching, though. Kaden got enough of a sideways glance to confirm that before Riley insistently pushed him back to his task. In that quick flash that he got, Kaden was pretty sure Jaina had her hand casually busy between her thighs as watched her brother eat out her best friend.
They were in no particular hurry. Kaden leisurely licked Riley, she languidly teased his hair, occasionally squirming or moaning. It could have lasted indefinitely, except that once he sensed her getting close, he focused more on her clit until she came all over his face.
Kaden sat up grinning, chin covered in Riley's juices. She stretched and smiled, but then casually brought her foot back, placed it against his chest, and shoved him gently away from her. Kaden feigned hurt, but didn't much mind letting her keep some semblance of aloofness if that's what she wanted. She wasn't quite as into this whole game as he and Jaina were. She'd get there if she hung around more.
Before Kaden could sit back down with Jaina, she pulled her fingers out of her pussy, gave them a quick suck clean, and stood up.
"The moms are getting kinda horny," Jaina said quietly as Kaden got close. "We should go play with them for a bit."
Kaden looked past her. Luna and Mary seemed pretty chill, albeit a little giggly. And they kept flicking their eyes in his and Jaina's direction.
"You sure that's what they are?" Kaden asked.
"You're not?"
"Um..."
"Well trust me. They are. And we're here to provide a service, right?"
Kaden grinned crookedly. "We are paid professionals now."
"Exactly."
"You want me to take Mom?"
"Nah. You had a turn with her already."
"Yeah, but-"
"My turn."
Kaden shrugged and didn't argue. Apparently Jaina was well over her little jealous fit. He hadn't been sure how serious it ever was. Clearly not that serious.
Jaina sashayed over to Luna, straddled her, and dropped sleekly into her lap. Luna's hands landed on Jaina's thighs, slid up to her butt, then back down again. Jaina smiled, angelic and seductive, and leaned in to softly kiss her mommy.
Even from where he was standing, Kaden could see Jaina's tongue flick out and scoop up some of the cum still plastered on Luna's face. Maybe that was it. She just wanted her claim on his cum back. That probably wasn't it, but maybe.
Kaden had to shake himself back into moving, rather than just standing there and watching the touching mother and daughter bonding. He padded over to Mary and emulated Jaina's move to straddle and sit himself down in Mary's lap.
"Well hello there," Mary said.
Her eyes were bright and playful, and she didn't seem to mind Kaden's rehardened cock poking her tummy. Kaden had to admit that Jaina had probably called it in regard to Mary and Luna being all horny and excitable.
"Mind if I sit here a while?" Kaden asked.
Mary snorted. "Little late for asking, isn't it?"
Her hands ran up his back, then down to settle on his butt, giving it some gentle squeezes.
"Never can tell," Kaden said. "But I..."
He trailed off as Mary leaned a little closer. He closed his eyes as their lips met in a tentative but electric contact.
"You taste like... like my daughter," Mary mumbled.
Kaden's eyes snapped open. He'd forgotten about Riley's pussy all over his lips and chin. He almost pulled away and started apologizing, but Mary was already kissing him again. She sucked on his lower lip, then swiped her tongue over his cheek.
"Better clean that up," Mary said in a slightly distant, unfocused tone.
"Ok," Kaden said, relaxing back into the unorthodox makeout session.
If Mary wanted to lick, kiss, and suck his face clean of her daughter's flavour, he wasn't about to stop her. It was kind of hot, and no more fucked up than anything else, really.
Kaden's cock throbbed and leaked precum all over Mary's tummy as they made out. He fondled her tits, she caressed his butt. They wiggled around together, getting even more worked up all the time.
"There, all clean," Mary murmured eventually, having thoroughly tongue-bathed Kaden's lower face.
"Thanks," Kaden said. He glanced over at Jaina, just to see what she was up to.
Jaina had licked Luna's face mostly clean. Only little spots and streaks of cum still lingered around the edges. Jaina had since moved on to Luna's tits, licking and sucking on them much the same as she'd just done to her face.
Kaden emulated his sister and snuggled down against Mary so that his face was at breast level. He latched on to Mary's nipple, and began a slow, gentle suckling of it.
Mary moaned softly and cradled Kaden's head, helping to hold him at her breast. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back while he nursed.
It was such a cozy feeling, being all cozied up and sucking on a motherly tit. Kaden was reminded of him and Jaina double-teaming their mom that way. It'd be fun doing that again, though it was also nice to have both breasts to himself.
Kaden reached up to caress Mary's tit that he wasn't sucking on. He ran his hand all over, fondling and massaging it, teasing the nipple with slow circles and gentle tweaks.
"Kaden?" Mary whispered.
"Hm?"
"Would you... rub my pussy? Please?"
Kaden looked up without releasing Mary's nipple from his mouth. She was looking down at him with big, horny eyes, and her bottom lip between her teeth.
Without answering or looking away, Kaden slipped his hand from Mary's breast, down her tummy, and found her wet little slit between her thighs. She bit her lip even harder and rolled her eyes back. As Kaden started rubbing her, she leaned her head back out of eye contact range.
Kaden settled back in too. He suckled at Mary at an unhurried pace, while rubbing her little cunny up and down, letting his fingers slip between her lips a tiny bit more with every pass. He eventually pushed his first two fingers up inside her, getting a deeper feel of her needy pussy.
Before Kaden got any further than that, he felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked up to see Riley standing over him. She made a shooing gesture with her hand.
Kaden released Mary's nipple and pouted at Riley. Her mouth tightened and she repeated the shooing gesture more firmly.
Well, Mary was Riley's mom, after all. Riley had the better claim to her. If she wanted to scoot Kaden, then he supposed he probably should go along with it, however annoying it was to lose his comfy spot.
Mary looked confused as Kaden stood up, and only seemed to even realize Riley was there once she climbed into the lap-seat Kaden had just vacated. Kaden was happy to know that at least Riley just wanted a turn with her mommy, and not that she didn't want anyone touching her.
Riley settled in on the opposite side from where Kaden had been. She nuzzled Mary's unsucked breast, then latched on to the nipple.
Much as she had for Kaden, but with even greater motherly tenderness, Mary cradled Riley's head and helped hold her in place to nurse on her tit.
Kaden just watched for a moment, enjoying the beauty of the mother and daughter intimacy, even if he was no longer physically involved in it. He felt bold enough to help just a bit, though. He reached down to catch Riley's wrist, and guided her unresisting hand down to Mary's pussy. Once there, Riley started rubbing without any hesitation.
Stepping back, Kaden took in both pairs of mommies and daughters. Jaina had haphazardly cleaned up Luna's tits by now, and had settled in to nurse much the same as Riley was. She also seemed to be fingering Luna while she suckled. In broad strokes, Jaina and Luna were a matched pair to Riley and Mary.
Kaden pulled one of the other chairs around to face the two full ones. He got settled and relaxed where he could both girls and moms, and their sensual fun times. He casually stroked himself while watching them, essentially unnoticed by anyone else as they were so very oblivious to the world.
****
It took until the very end of the day, but Jaina got her wish. She lay in bed, Kaden dead asleep beside her, and reached her hand up to barely poke a finger into the cum streaked across her face.
Sure it was petty, but Jaina was feeling just a tad possessive of her brother lately. Not to the point of wanting him not to mess around with anyone else or anything. But seeing their mom walk out with her cummy face and tits had sparked a little pocket of jealousy in her. Something she wasn't used to. That should have been her face, dammit. Kaden was her brother.
Jaina sighed, knowing she was still being silly. Kaden was also Luna's son, after all. It wasn't like Jaina had sole claim to him. Nor did she want to keep everyone else away. Just...
It was that first time. That was what had done it. Jaina hadn't really thought much of it at the time, but being Kaden's first was kind of a big deal. It shouldn't have been a whole thing afterward, but it was. At least to her.
Jaina reached over and tousled Kaden's hair. He was sleeping soundly, barely even breathing loud enough to hear.
Maybe it was him. Maybe just the fact that Kaden didn't seem any more enamored with her than before. They had a whole sexy thing going on, and they were closer than ever, but he wasn't following her around like a puppy or anything. Not that she wanted him to. But, just, some token unhealthy attraction would have been nice, was all.
Jaina sat up and patted her pussy. She'd received her facial and cummy pussy, just as requested. Her brother's cum was still warm and gooey inside her, while her face was a more outwardly obvious sexy mess.
She had Kaden wrapped around her little finger. That much was comfortingly true. She was pretty sure she could get most anything she wanted from him. But that wasn't really what she wanted. She didn't think it was, anyway.
Jaina padded down the hall, naked and messy. Luna's door was open, so she went in.
Luna was just as out of it as Kaden, sprawled awkwardly across her bed, totally unconscious. Whatever else she could say for it, their new family dynamic certainly left everyone tuckered out by the end of the day.
Jaina tugged at Luna's covers, then carefully laid them over her sleeping form, getting her all covered up. She took a moment to just study her mom's face in the moonlight.
Luna was happy. So very happy, lately. So was Jaina. And Kaden. Mary too, for that matter. And Riley was coming along.
There was no way in hell Jaina wanted to take that away from anyone. Especially her mom. Luna deserved to have a good time this summer. Jaina leaned down to kiss her, deliberately smearing Kaden's cum on her lips and leaving it there for her to taste when she woke up.
No, it wasn't a need to possess her brother that was the issue. Jaina was pretty sure about that as she left her mom's room. If anything, it might be simple inexperience with such free and open sexuality.
Jaina wasn't all that much more experienced than Kaden, really. She had an edge on him, but only with one halfway serious boyfriend beforehand. Her first time seemed almost comically trivial with the benefit of time and hindsight, but back then it had seemed like a Big Deal. And maybe that was the problem now. Kaden wasn't acting like it had been a Big Deal for him. Like all of a sudden Jaina was the centre of his universe.
Jaina stepped into the bathroom, turned on the light, and shut the door. A full length mirror hung on the back side of the door. She examined herself in it, focusing mainly on her cummy face, and the dripping mess on her tits. Except for a slight trickle that had leaked out, she couldn't even tell how creamy her pussy was inside just by looking.
In spite of her contemplative mood, Jaina smiled at her reflection, tracing the outskirts of her facial with her fingertips. She made a rather slutty picture, especially considering whose cum it all was.
Maybe she wasn't the centre of Kaden's universe, which honestly was the much healthier response, but what they had was pretty damn special. Why would she ever want a more insane dedication from him? It was pretty much perfect just the way it was.
If she felt like it, Jaina decided she could pretty much just try to make sure she got some more firsts out of her brother before someone else did. Or show off a little more. If she'd made sure everyone else knew she and Kaden were fucking, maybe that cummy-faced display from Luna wouldn't have bothered her.
That was still petty. Jaina knew that. But love couldn't always be entirely free from petty concerns. What fun would it be then?
Jaina washed her face, scrubbing it clean of brother-cum. She padded back to bed with Kaden, leaving her pussy just as messy and cummy as it had started as she snuggled back in with her brother. He didn't so much as stir as she rearranged him slightly and nuzzled right up against him.
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Chapter Three: Alanna
****
Kaden sighed as he killed Orson's character yet again. "That's eleven to nothing now, dude."
"Hey, I got one win in."
"No you didn't."
"Yeah, the first round. Or second or something."
"Eleven to one, then." Kaden held up Orson's controller. "Would you please come sit back down."
"In a minute."
Kaden shook his head, started another round, and killed Orson once more. "Twelve to one." It didn't really feel like much of a victory though.
Orson wouldn't stop looking out the window. Ever since he'd seen the sights the backyard had to offer, he'd been riveted. Kaden couldn't exactly blame him, but it was rather annoying that Orson had come over to play video games, and Kaden was neither getting that out him, nor the usual sexy times with the girls outside. It was lose-lose, so far.
"They're so... naked," Orson said, not for the first time.
"I know," Kaden grumbled. "You can stop staring now."
"No I can't. Your mom... and sisters... and--"
"Jaina's my sister. Riley's her friend. You know I don't have two sisters."
"Well... whatever. And that other woman, though. All naked."
"Yes, dude. I seriously know. I'm about to start taking clothes off too if you don't sit back down."
"You wouldn't do that."
Kaden didn't press his threat. He simply pulled off his shirt, then his socks. Disrobing was as casual to him these days as breathing was. After acclimatizing to total exposure with family, friends weren't a big deal anymore either.
"Hey! Hey stop that!"
Kaden ignored Orson and slipped his shorts off. Orson finally bounced back to the bed, picked up his controller, and started hitting back.
"I'm playing, I'm playing."
"Good." Kaden picked his controller back up too.
"You can put your clothes back on."
"Nope. You had your chance."
"But... you're just in your underwear."
"I know."
"That's... weird."
"I'm usually wearing less than that these days."
"Even... around your family and everything?"
"They're not wearing anything. Why would you think I would be?"
Orson shrugged uncomfortably. "It's hot when they do it."
"Ah. Right."
They managed to get a few games in. Orson started to forget about Kaden's barely clothed state and actually got into the game for a bit.
"Is it, like, an every day thing?" Orson asked.
"What?"
"The nudity?"
"Oh. Yeah. Basically."
"So every day you and your mom and sister--"
"Yep."
"Huh. Crazy." Orson thought some more. "Is it kinda hot?"
"Hm?"
"With, like, your mom?"
"Dude!"
"What? Just asking."
"If it was your mom, would you want me asking that?"
"Well... here's the thing, though. I think it probably would be pretty hot."
"Oh." Kaden softened his response at the admission. "Well... yeah, it is kinda hot."
"Thought so. Weird at first, right?"
"Totally."
"But... I mean your mom... and my mom...."
Kaden grinned shyly. "Kinda total hotties, yeah?"
Orson nodded, grinning back. "Totally." He nudged Kaden with his elbow. "You're lucky, huh? Getting to actually see yours all naked and stuff."
Kaden shrugged. "I mean, if you really wanted, you could too."
Orson was silent a moment. "For real?"
"Why not? If you could convince her to come over. We've essentially got the beginnings of a mommy daycare going already. We could handle a few more moms, in theory."
"And you'd... get her naked?"
"It's required. That and a few other things. Plus it, uh, isn't free."
"No, no, of course." Orson was back to not paying any attention to the game, but this time because he was busy thinking. "So I'd pay you guys... bring Mom over... leave her here...."
Kaden was getting hard at the thought of getting Alanna naked. He tried to repress and hide it, but he couldn't deny that he was almost as interested as Orson was in getting his mom naked. He'd known Alanna almost as long as he and Orson had been friends, and while it wasn't the first time he'd had 'thoughts,' it was the first time he'd ever seriously contemplated seeing her with no clothes on.
"I'm sure we could take care of it from there," Kaden said confidently. "Jay's got a way with this sort of thing."
"Bet you do too, somehow," Orson said.
"Well... maybe. Between both of us, anyway. And Riley might help some. And our moms will help make it seem more normal too."
They kept discussing the idea off and on until Orson went home, and even after that, Kaden's mind was still whirling with possibilities.
****
"We're really doing this, huh?" Jaina asked.
Kaden glanced sideways at her. They were waiting naked out by the driveway, having been assured Orson would be pulling up within moments. "I mean, yeah."
"Don't give me that tone. It was a legit question."
"I just don't know why this is all of a sudden where you question things."
"Maybe 'cause I don't know Alanna?"
"So? I didn't really know Mary before she started coming over."
"You kinda did."
"Only kinda."
"You just want her here 'cause she's your friend's mom and you think it's gonna be hot."
Kaden grinned. "True. But that's the same as you wanting Mary here."
"Nuh uh. We were being helpful."
"Maybe at first. But now... tell me you don't love eating her pussy? Especially in front of Riley?"
"... shut up."
"That's what I thought."
Orson pulled his car in a moment later, forestalling any further argument. Not that it was really a heated debate. Jaina had agreed with Kaden when he'd brought the idea to her. More moms made sense for their burgeoning summer daycare, after all.
Kaden was pretty sure Jaina's sudden reluctance was only due to her realization that she'd have to be naked in front of a stranger. And Orson too, if only briefly, but at least she kind of knew him.
Orson made a face as he got out of the car. "Really, dude? Naked?"
Kaden shrugged. "You knew what you were getting into. You were warned."
"Yeah, but--"
"It's the whole point, y'know?"
Alanna, unlike her son, had wide eyes and a bright flush on her cheeks. She had presumably been offered some details of what to expect, but not enough to mentally prepare her. Her gaze flicked back and forth between Kaden and Jaina so rapidly it was kind of funny, and Kaden struggled to keep a straight face.
"Hey, Alanna," Kaden said casually.
"Hello, Kaden," she answered faintly.
"Ready to try spending a day with us?"
Alanna blushed deeper red. "I... I think maybe I'm not, actually. I don't know how I got talked into this, but--"
"Don't be silly," Jaina interrupted, coming to the rescue. She stepped forward and took Alanna's unresisting arm. "I know it seems scary, but you get used to it super quick. You'll see."
"I don't--"
"Why don't we just go get you all set up, then we can hit the backyard, ok?"
"I--"
"I'll just be a minute," Kaden called after them as Jaina led Alanna away.
Jaina shook her head. "Don't follow us. We're gonna take some girl time and get settled."
Kaden shrugged. He assumed Jaina knew what she was doing. And she'd thought she'd have trouble with a mom she didn't know. She was a natural at this sort of thing already.
"Damn," Orson said, "you really think she'll get Mom to... to...."
"Probably," Kaden said. "She can be... persuasive."
Orson gave him a funny look, but didn't comment. "So can I wait and see, or--"
"Nah, dude, I told you. Better to drop her off and let her adjust, then pick her up this evening."
"And I'll get to see her then?"
"Yeah, man. You'll almost certainly get to see your mom naked when you come back, alright?"
Orson grinned broadly. "Alright," he agreed. He fished in his pocket and pulled out some money. "Dad was fine with paying for some daycare. Didn't tell him what kind, though."
"Better not to," Kaden concurred, taking the cash. "Probably best he never finds out about this."
"Yeah, no shit." Orson was still grinning. "Can't believe she even went for it. Except I think she gets pretty bored sometimes. Maybe that's all it is."
"Maybe," Kaden said. "You never can tell with moms."
Orson shifted his weight and peered toward the house like he'd be able to see through the walls. "You sure I can't just stay and see her now?"
"It's a delicate time. Best if she doesn't have to reconcile with you checking her out at first."
"You're gonna be checking her out though."
Kaden shrugged. "Not her son. Not the same thing."
"Fair." Orson sighed. "Alright. Be back this evening."
"Cool. I'll text you if she wants picked up early or anything, but hopefully everything goes smoothly."
Orson nodded. "Hopefully."
Orson left, and Kaden went back inside. He donned an apron and got set up in the kitchen to make omelettes. He didn't start cooking anything yet, but just got things prepped.
Kaden turned at the soft sound of approaching footsteps. He tried to check his reaction, but still bit his lip and felt his cock twitch at the sight of his sister leading Alanna toward him. At least his apron gave him some cover so he didn't totally freak Alanna out right away.
Alanna was blushing just as badly as earlier, and had even more reason now. Jaina had done good work getting her entirely naked and shaved, ready to join the others.
"Damn," Kaden whispered.
Alanna turned her head and shyly played with her hair to keep from looking straight at him. "Can't believe I'm doing this."
"Hey, it's no pressure," Jaina said soothingly. "Other than my pervy brother, of course."
Kaden stuck his tongue out Jaina. She returned the gesture.
"Sorry," Kaden said. "Just... you look good like that."
Alanna's arms twitched toward herself, like she wanted to cover up, but Jaina was holding on to one of them and she let the other drop back to her side of her own volition. "You shouldn't look at me that way," she mumbled.
"Sorry," Kaden repeated.
"Don't mind him," Jaina said. "You know how boys are."
Alanna smiled crookedly. "I suppose I do. And... it's not like I didn't expect this, to some extent."
Kaden tilted his head. "Hm?"
"You didn't think I missed all those times you tried to peek down my shirts, did you?"
It was Kaden's turn to blush. "Well... sometimes they're very loose in the, uh, cleavage area."
"Yes. That's what makes them fun."
Kaden's cock twitched further to life. He stared at Alanna, trying to gauge whether she was being serious or teasing, or even some of both.
"Honestly," Alanna continued, "I was pretty surprised Orson ever suggested this to me. You wouldn't think he'd be so eager for one of his friends to, uh...."
"See his mom without her clothes on?" Jaina supplied. "Yeah. It's complicated, based on our limited experience."
Kaden decided not to add to the question. He didn't want to give away that in fact Orson may not have even considered how much time Kaden would get to spend ogling his mom, giving how focused he was on checking her out himself. But then, maybe it was just worth it to him.
Kaden cleared his throat. "So, hey, I'm making omelettes if you want one."
Alanna frowned sightly and put a hand on her tummy. "Not sure if I'm ready to eat. I was too nervous this morning, and I'm still pretty fluttery."
"Don't worry. You'll adjust in no time," Jaina assured her. She nodded at Kaden. "Maybe wait 'til the end for hers and see if she's ready to eat yet?"
"Sure thing."
Kaden followed Jaina and Alanna as they headed outside. Partly it was just because there were two sexy asses walking away--which was hard to resist at the best of times--and Alanna's in particular was brand new to him. He was really beginning to appreciate how the women surrounding him all had a sway to their hips that was just a little bit their own, even when allowing for when they gave their butts some extra wiggle for his benefit.
In this case, Jaina was deliberately swinging her hips enough to make sure she got just as much attention as Alanna, despite Alanna's butt having the novelty factor. Goddamn his sister knew how to push just the right buttons when she felt like it. She could have him all wrapped around her little finger if she wanted to. Or maybe she already did and merely chose not to exercise her power most of the time. Hard to know for sure.
From a distance, Luna and Mary seemed very welcoming toward the newbie. Riley, other than checking Alanna out as introductions were made, seemed more or less indifferent.
But then, much of Riley's alleged indifference was feigned, so far as Kaden had been able to tell. Certainly she'd been joining them more and more often. Still not every day by any means, but she was practically becoming a third member of their staff, such as it was. Which got a bit weird considering she was also paying for them to look after Mary. Granted, it wasn't her money, so maybe it wasn't so weird in that sense.
Kaden headed back in to actually deal with breakfast. It seemed like the moms just couldn't be bothered to eat first thing in the morning. If they didn't get late breakfasts or snacks or something, they'd start getting cranky sooner or later.
He'd really only just gotten started when Luna came in. He glanced at his mom as she flounced in, but got no clue as to what she was after.
"I'm working on food," Kaden said. "You gotta be patient though."
"Mmm, could definitely eat... something," Luna said in away that suggested she wasn't talking about eggs.
Kaden squirmed. "You're s'posed to be helping Alanna adjust."
Luna giggled. "She's got lots of help already. Thought you might need some help instead."
Luna pressed herself right up against Kaden as he tried to fry up the first omelette. Her warm skin and soft breasts felt incredible on his back, but he was quite convinced she didn't intend to offer any actual help. At least not in the culinary sense.
Despite his best efforts to ignore his mom, she was unignorable. She rubbed her chest back and forth against him, as well as nuzzling at him from behind. She kissed and nibbled at his ears until he flinched and tried to raise his shoulder to block her, at which point she simply switched to the other side.
"Mooommm!"
"Sorry, baby, too distracting?"
"Yes! You know it is!"
"So sorry," Luna murmured.
She slipped downward, dragging her boobies down Kaden's back, trailing sporadic kisses along his spine.
Kaden squirmed, cock twitching at the feel of her against him and the thought of where she was headed.
"This isn't better," he grumbled.
"Oh isn't it?" Luna asked huskily.
Her breath was warm on his butt cheeks. She gave him a few more light kisses, then grabbed his ass and spread it open. Her next kiss was directly on his butthole.
"Mom!"
Luna ignored Kaden and licked his sensitive little asshole. She kissed and licked and got him all slippery with her spit.
Kaden was having a very difficult time focusing on his cooking, but somehow managed to finish up a serviceable pair of omelettes from the two frying pans he had in front of him. He set them on plates, then reached back to tap Luna's head.
"Mom? Could you run these outside? See who wants theirs first?"
Luna reversed her earlier voyage and trailed her boobs back up Kaden's naked backside.
"Sure thing, baby." She kissed his shoulder and gave his butt another quick fondle before grabbing the plates he'd prepared.
"Jeez, are you extra horny this morning or what?"
"Well, there's a new mom today."
"Alanna? So?"
"So I know why you want her here, and--"
"Mom!"
"--and Mommy can be a little jealous sometimes."
"You and Jay both."
"Also, Mommy hasn't eaten a thing all morning."
"You can have one of those omelettes if you want. And I can make you another if you're still hungry."
"Hm, that's not what I want to eat right now," Luna said blithely as she exited gracefully, plates in hand.
Kaden stared after her. "You'd rather just eat ass, huh?" he asked the empty room.
And it seemed she did. As soon as Luna got back, she dropped right back to her knees and dove into Kaden's butt. She also grabbed his cock and gave it long, slow strokes up and down.
Luna switched to Kaden's balls after a while, sucking them one at a time into her mouth and orally massaging them, then eventually went back to eating his ass. All while jerking him off about as infuriatingly slowly as possible.
Kaden fucked up the fold over on one of the next omelettes and decided to keep it for himself since the presentation was off. He handed the other plate to Luna, earning a brief respite from her admittedly pretty luxurious attentions.
"Hey, Mom? Would you leave you and Jay 'til last?"
Luna tilted her head, mischief dancing in her eyes. "Sure, sweetie. Why, though?"
"No reason."
"No reason, huh?"
"Fine. It's a secret."
"Ah. I see."
Luna ran out and back even faster than before. This time, Kaden was ready for her to resume her anal tongue-bath. In fact, it was all part of his half-baked scheme.
Kaden took his time getting the last two omelettes cooking, really giving his mom time to lavish attention on him and play with his cock some more. He very deliberately left these last omelettes open as he plated them.
"Faster, Mom," Kaden urged.
Luna stroked him a little faster, but not enough.
"Faster, Mommy!"
Luna went faster and harder this time, and got more aggressive in her ass licking. Kaden moaned and removed his apron, now stained with precum thanks to his mom.
Kaden let the delicious feelings build and build until he was close to cumming. He then swatted Luna's hand off his cock and took over jerking himself off. She retaliated by sucking on a finger, then worming it up his spit-lubed ass, while fondling his balls with her other hand.
"Fuuuccck, Mooommm," Kaden groaned.
He came even harder than he planned for. As he aimed his cumshots for the two remaining omelettes, there was actually too much, and he was pretty sure a lot would leak out when they were folded up. Still, he evenly split all the cum between them and did his best.
"Did you just cum all over our food, baby?" Luna asked as she pulled her finger back out of Kaden's butt.
"Yeah."
"Bad boy."
"Mmhm."
Kaden turned and offered his cock to his still-kneeling mother. She sucked the tip into her mouth without hesitation and cleaned it all up for him. Kaden then sent her outside with her cummy breakfast and a firm smack on her butt. Luna giggled and winked at Kaden before prancing away.
Kaden followed with his and Jaina's plates. He gave his sister her food with a totally straight face, then sat down next to her. There were more than enough chairs outside now, thanks to a much-needed shopping trip. They'd acquired them along with some other useful supplies, including something to store drinks and glasses outside, since running back indoors all the time got rather tedious.
In spite of the cum running out of her omelette, Jaina was oblivious to what Kaden had done until she took her first bite. Her eyes went wide and she whirled toward her brother, lips slowly breaking into a wide smile. She chewed and swallowed while maintaining eye contact.
"Naughty," Jaina said.
Kaden just grinned back at her.
"What'd he do?" Riley asked from Jaina's other side.
Jaina held up a forkful of her breakfast. Riley examined it, then the game was given away when some cum slid down Jaina's fork.
"Is that...."
"Yep," Jaina said, licking her finger clean.
Riley shook her head. "You guys are gross."
Jaina stuck her tongue out at her. "Guess I won't share with you then."
"I don't want you to. I mean... cum on food? Can't we just keep them separate?"
"Oh, so you want your cum separate? Kay, Riley would like--"
"Shut up! No. Stop. That is so not what I meant."
"Sure it isn't." Jaina examined her omelette. "Though admittedly, I'm a little concerned at how eager Kay is to get his sperms all up in my eggs."



Kaden choked on his food. Riley just snickered.
"Very funny," Kaden said.
"I thought so," Jaina agreed, totally deadpan.
****
Jaina let sunscreen time slide longer than she usually would have. Partly she just wanted to relax and enjoy her breakfast, which Kaden had made extra fun this morning. Mostly, though, she wanted to give Alanna some more time to adjust, seeing as she was new and all.
It was pretty clear from watching her that Alanna wasn't as comfortable with everything as Luna and Mary were, but then that was to be expected. With that in mind, Alanna was otherwise keeping up remarkably well. She didn't seem to have noticed Jaina and Luna getting cummy treats from Kaden, which would have been very difficult to explain right off the bat. She did, however, seem to watch Kaden with special intensity whenever he was up and walking around.
Not that Jaina could blame Alanna for her interest. Kaden was the lone boy among them, and as usual had developed quite an erection again, even after all that breakfast cum. He was also the one Alanna knew best out of any of them. If Jaina was any judge of these things, she had probably had an occasional naughty thought about him in the past. Which was only fair, really, considering Kaden and Orson conspiring to get her naked.
If there was one thing Jaina had learned from the summer so far, it was that moms and teens were pretty evenly matched in horniness and naughtiness. Alanna may have been coerced into more than she bargained for, but it would be a mistake to assume she was in over her head just yet.
Still, sunscreen time needed to happen. The moms would get all sunburned otherwise, which wouldn't be good. Or they'd start getting too horny to behave themselves for rubdowns, which was perhaps the more immediate concern.
Jaina selected a bottle of sunscreen. They had a few different options now. She opted for one that smelled faintly of coconut. She had to nudge Riley and Kaden to get their attention.
"I got Mary?" Jaina said, not phrasing it definitively in case someone else wanted a turn with her. "Ri, you wanna get our mom?"
Riley nodded. "Sure."
"Kay, you got Alanna, then."
Kaden nodded slower than Riley. "Makes sense. You think she's ready though?"
"Well... she'll be ready for you faster than either of us, based on what I've seen."
"I dunno. She's been checking me out, but I don't know how much that means."
Jaina shrugged. "Means something. Plus it's obvious you're eager to get your hands on her."
Kaden blushed. "Not that eager," he mumbled.
"Sure you are. I've seen you checking her out right back. She's your friend's hot mom."
"Total hottie," Riley agreed helpfully.
"You've seen how much fun Ri has with ours," Jaina said.
Kaden smiled crookedly. "And you with Mary."
Jaina grinned back unselfconsciously. "It'll be fine. Worst case, she'll want to do her own. And I really doubt it'll even come to that."
Jaina and Riley moved confidently to Mary and Luna respectively. Kaden was deliberately a bit slower, just to make sure Alanna got a sense of what was happening.
Even though she tried to keep an eye on Kaden and Alanna, Jaina soon found her attention squarely on Mary. It was nearly impossible not to tunnel vision somewhat as she rubbed Mary's beautiful smooth skin, rocked her pussy back and forth to grind on her just a little, and trailed her hands from Mary's arms and shoulders to her addicting breasts.
It was crazy. Her best friend's mom, and Jaina was free to play with her boobies basically whenever she wanted. Kaden must be feeling a similar sense of joy, albeit tempered with anxiety and uncertainty so far. There was a chance that Alanna would freak out and want to leave, or something of that nature.
On the other hand, as Jaina gazed into Mary's happy, heavily lidded eyes, she considered the interest a mom could have in her child's friend in return. Mary and Luna were only too eager to have their daughters swap them for some sensual massages. And a little more than that, even. There was no particular reason Alanna wouldn't feel the same, even if she had to be coaxed into accepting those feelings.
"Really setting an example for Alanna, huh?" Mary murmured.
Jaina tilted her head, shaking it slightly as she came out of her reverie. "What?"
"You've been rubbing my boobs for quite a while. Even for you."
"Oh. Right." Jaina moved on to Mary's tummy. "I just got daydreaming, I guess."
"Better be careful. Setting an example's one thing. Wouldn't want the new girl thinking this is all an excuse for playing with tits."
Mary's light tone and teasing smirk confirmed that she didn't mind. Not that Jaina would have assumed she did.
"That's right. It's not just about tits," Jaina said. She skimmed quickly over Mary's tummy, ignored her legs for the moment, and went right for her pussy.
Mary mock-gasped, feigning shock. "So it's true! You're really just looking for excuses to get your hands all over me! Practically a daughter to me and everything! Of all the--"
"Oh hush. You're fooling no one. You'd be just as happy having your actual daughter rub you all over. I've seen you two together."
"But--"
"And don't think I can't see how wide you're spreading your legs for me."
Mary grinned and accepted defeat. "Ok. You got me."
Jaina nodded, gave Mary's cunny a little more love, then temporarily abandoned it to do one of her legs. She went back to Mary's pussy for a bit before doing her other leg. After that, it was time to settle in for some real play time.
****
Kaden got off to a bit of a hesitant start with Alanna. She got tense and breathless just having him climb into her lap, which was fair enough given how new she was to such proximity and nudity all at once. He tried to go slow and gentle and not make it weird for her, though there was a limit to what he could do in that respect when he still intended to rub his hands over every single inch of exposed skin.
Alanna let Kaden do her arms, shoulder, face, and neck. She stared intently at him as he approached her breasts, her breath coming even shallower.
"So this is the sort of thing you all do, is it?" Alanna said quietly. Her eyes flicked over to the other moms, who were already getting their boob massages. "This is what I've gotten myself into?"
Kaden hesitated just above Alanna's tits. She arched her eyebrow at him.
"I mean, this is kind of a thing here," he said.
"I see that."
"I could just do it quick, if you'd rather."
Alanna was slow to answer. "No," she finally said, still staring deep into Kaden's eyes. "Just do it like you normally would."
Kaden bit his lip and looked down at Alanna's chest. "Really?"
He didn't actually wait for a response. He moved his hands down, cupping big handfuls of Alanna's tits. She gasped softly, eyes going wide as she gazed down at herself and the groping hands planted firmly on her boobs.
"Oh wow," Alanna breathed.
"It's ok?"
"I mean... I don't know yet." Alanna looked back up at Kaden. "How much of all this did Orson know about?"
Kaden grinned crookedly. "Not this much."
"Thought not." Alanna gasped again as Kaden lightly tweaked her nipples. "Why am I even letting you do this?"
Kaden looked over at the other girls. Luna and Mary were both happily getting their boobs rubbed by Riley and Jaina.
"Peer pressure?" Kaden suggested.
"That's--"
"And because you want me to."
"I don't...." Alanna stopped and chewed on her lip. "I shouldn't," she said more softly.
"That's ok. There's lots of things we've been doing that we really, really shouldn't."
"I'm noticing that."
Kaden grinned. "Oh just you wait."
Alanna blushed. "You're not going to tell Orson about any of this, are you?"
Kaden snorted. "You kidding me? Like I'd ever tell him that I rubbed your boobs."
"Or that I let you," Alanna murmured thoughtfully.
"Or that. This is a place to relax and be a bit naughty. You don't need to be worrying about the outside world."
"I don't about that yet."
"Trust me."
"It's harder to trust you when I know you only want more time feeling my boobs."
Kaden slid his hands down to Alanna's tummy. "Not just that."
"No?"
"No. This is all to make sure you don't get a sunburn, you know."
"I don't believe that for a second."
"That's... that's fair."
Kaden carried on with Alanna's massage. He avoided her pussy area until the very end, and until he knew Alanna had seen Jaina and Riley get there already.
Alanna got progressively tenser toward the end, demonstrating that she knew what was coming, and once again wasn't quite sure what to do about it, other than not a damn thing.
Since her legs had pulled closer and closer together, Kaden had to put gentle pressure on them and see if Alanna would even let him in. She resisted at first, then all at once let them fall totally loose.
Kaden moved slow, trailing his fingers up Alanna's thighs. She shivered and clutched her hands up around her chest, but her eyes were full and unblinking as she watched him getting so close.
"You can't tell anyone," Alanna whispered.
"Don't worry."
Alanna gasped and covered her face as Kaden brushed her pussy. He ran his fingers up and down her slit, feeling the anticipatory wetness already waiting for him.
"I'll take care of you," Kaden promised softly.
Alanna shook her head and didn't uncover her face.
This was where Kaden was very glad he had some experience playing with pussies. Unlike with Jaina or Luna, or even Mary or Riley to lesser extents, he felt like the pressure was on and he had to prove himself. Alanna was still somewhat on the fence, and if he didn't make her feel good she might fall on the wrong side.
Kaden wiped his hand on his thigh a few times to get rid of any excess sunscreen. There shouldn't be any left on his fingers by now anyway. He'd gotten pretty good at judging these things.
Kaden rubbed his finger very gently around Alanna's clit, only just teasing her until he felt her hips moving, trying to get more contact. He rubbed her more firmly then, playing with her little clit until she was moaning and had dropped her hands away from her face. She looked so cute, all conflicted and horny as she was.
Once he was sure he had Alanna in the palm of his hand, so to speak, Kaden got down closer to her pussy, settling on his tummy and getting comfortable. He gave her a long, slow lick, making her gasp and try to close her legs for a second, though she opened right back up after her initial surprise had passed.
"Oh my god," Alanna breathed. "You can't do that."
"Disagree," Kaden mumbled in between licks.
There was a faint taste of sunscreen as Kaden ate Alanna out, but it was only just barely there. He'd judged things pretty well. The taste of her cunny was stronger, and only took over more and more as her juices ran everywhere.
Kaden licked Alanna, getting his tongue everywhere and keeping her as horny as possible. He wasn't quite sure she'd give in and relax into it, but she finally put her hand on his head and ran her fingers through his hair. Her legs relaxed too, releasing her tensed muscles on either side of his head.
"This might be the worst thing I've ever done," Alanna said.
"You're not doing anything."
"Then it's the worst thing I've ever been part of."
Kaden sucked on her clit then let it pop out of his mouth. He looked up at Alanna whose face didn't match what she seemed to be saying. "That seems harsh."
"You're... you're so young. My son's age. His friend."
Kaden shrugged. "I'm old enough."
"Technically." Alanna bit her lip. "And I'm married, you know."
"I know." Kaden gave her clit a kiss. "Luckily this is just a massage. Just a part of the service we offer."
"A massage?"
"Yes."
"For my pussy?"
"That's part of it, yes."
"A very involved part of it."
"Well--"
"And I don't think that massages are meant to involve tongues."
"We're pioneers in the field."
Kaden licked Alanna out some more. She was technically correct that massages shouldn't really involve pussy licking, but the longer he did it, the less eager she seemed to be about arguing the point.
Alanna's fingers alternately smoothed and tangled in Kaden's hair. She gasped and moaned, only just in soft, soft tones. Her hips got all wiggly as she squirmed under his constant oral assault.
Kaden's tongue danced over Alanna's pussy, building her up, keeping her engaged, ensuring a satisfying finale. When he judged the time right, he focused semi-aggressively on her clit until she tensed, pushed his face hard into her cunny, and flooded his mouth with mommy-cum.
After a few last, tender licks, Kaden sat up on his knees, grinning just a little smugly through his cummy lips and chin.
Alanna appeared totally relaxed and serene, but shook her head at the sight of Kaden and turned her head away. He sat and waited for her to look forward again.
"You can't tell anyone about this," Alanna said.
"Other than everyone here already?"
Alanna glared, though the effect wasn't as strong as she was probably going for. "I'm serious."
"Don't worry. What happens at mommy daycare... remains treasured memories just for us."
"I don't think you're taking this seriously."
"I'm really not." Kaden leaned in and kissed Alanna on the cheek, leaving some of her own juices on her skin. "You taste good, you know."
She blushed and looked away again. Kaden took that as his chance to escape, returning to his seat next to Jaina and Riley, who had finished up before him.
"Well well," Jaina said. "Eating her out on the first morning. Look at you go."
Kaden smiled. "Yeah, I think she's got a thing for me."
"Well duh."
"Seems concerned I'm gonna tell someone, though. Like, why would I ever?"
"She's new. Give her time."
"It's a legit concern," Riley argued. "Not that you'd ever want to be that mean, but you totally could make a lot of trouble for her, just 'cause she's got a thing for one of her son's friends. I basically knew what I was getting Mom into, and I still wanna slap you two every now and then for liberties you take."
"You do?" Kaden asked.
"I mean, not really. But I get the urge every now and then."
"When we eat your mommy out?" Jaina asked. "Or finger her butthole? Or suck on her--"
"Yeah, that kind of stuff."
"Don't be jealous. She'll let you do all that stuff too. Probably more, if you tried. She's your mom, after all. Not ours."
Riley sighed. "I don't know if you guys deliberately miss the point, or whether you're too far down the rabbit hole to even get it anymore."
"Nah," Kaden said, "I get it. If Mom was always over at your house, and I knew the sort of things you were up to, and I never got any choice in the matter, or any chance to be involved... yeah, that'd bug me. Maybe bug me a lot."
"You'd think it was hot too, though," Jaina teased, stretching her foot over to Kaden's lap and prodding his erection.
"Not if I'd never had a chance to get used to Mom being... you know, not just a mom."
"Hm, sure, maybe," Jaina admitted. "We do have something of a unique perspective these days."
She kept rubbing her foot on Kaden's cock. It felt kind of nice. But then, horny as he was, he'd accept rubbing against any part of his sister.
"Very true," Kaden agreed, leaning back and letting Jaina toy with him. "Very, very unique."
****
Their newest mom was adjusting fast. Far faster than any of Jaina's expectations for her.
Certainly, Alanna's little crush on Kaden didn't hurt. The way she'd let herself be convinced of most anything he suggested. It was kind of adorable.
Then, too, Jaina suspected that Alanna faced a similar problem to Luna and Mary. Until very recently, none of them had really had many chances to let their wild and free sides out to play. It was the price of being mothers that they had to be responsible and proper all the time. Only now, in this one backyard, had those rules been well and truly thrown away for them.
Jaina smiled as she watched Alanna, Luna, and Mary in the pool with Kaden. Her brother wasn't being given much room to maneuver as he seemed to always have one of the moms swimming next to him, bumping into him, brushing against him, getting a feel, or otherwise teasing him in some fashion.
Not that Kaden minded the attention. He playfully groped right back, or pretended to fight them off in a way that only caused more chaos and naughty contact.
Riley was watching the sexy shenanigans in the pool too. She'd reclined her lounger flat, and lay on her tummy facing the action, acting as a very lazy and somewhat pervy lifeguard, much as Jaina was. Someone had to stay responsible, after all. One could never quite keep track of whether the moms were all sober enough to take care of themselves.
Jaina idly rubbed her pussy while watching the various naked and horny swimmers. Openly masturbating regardless of anyone else being around was something she barely even thought about anymore. It just came naturally sometimes, particularly if no one was around to play with.
Although... Riley was right there. And even though Jaina hadn't noticed at first, Riley had slipped a sneaky hand underneath and was toying with herself as well.
More and more, Jaina watched Riley's butt and the tiny little wiggling and shaking it did as she subtly fingered herself. Jaina didn't usually spend any time watching or playing with Riley, not the way she did with Kaden or the moms. All of a sudden, Jaina wasn't quite sure why that was.
Riley's ass was hypnotic, even while hardly moving. It was practically begging to be grabbed. It would have been a weird thought in the past. Nowadays, it was almost weirder how little Jaina had considered it.
Jaina smoothly stood, took a few silent steps, then swung a leg over Riley. She sat down, straddling her unaware friend. Unaware until she felt Jaina's weight settle on her, at any rate.
"Hey! What the hell?"
"Hi."
"Jay, you goof, whatcha doin'?" Riley wormed her hand out from underneath her. "I was busy."
"Yeah, I saw that."
Riley blushed. "So, what, like, you had to come over and interrupt?"
"Came over to help, actually." Jaina leaned forward and massaged Riley's shoulders. "They're all having lots of fun. It's no fair if we don't get to have some too."
Riley stared down at the pool. Jaina followed her gaze. Luna had disappeared from sight temporarily, and as best she could figure it was for some kind of underwater sexiness game. Kaden's face certainly suggested he was getting some oral attention from his mommy.
A moment later, Luna surfaced, gasped a deep breath, then casually pushed Alanna underneath for her turn. Alanna didn't stay down very long, but the red on her cheeks when she surfaced, along with some giggles and cheering from Luna and Mary, suggested that she'd been quite naughty too.
"I was having fun, actually," Riley mumbled, transfixed by the same show as Jaina.
"All by yourself?"
"That can be fun."
"True." Jaina rocked her hips a bit. "It's lots more fun with someone else though."
"Hey! I can feel you grinding on my butt."
"I wasn't being subtle."
"Yeah, well...."
"If Kaden came over and started grinding, you wouldn't even say anything I bet."
"That's different. He's always horny and grinding on someone."
"True. I'm not that far behind, though. I spend most of the day all hot and bothered too."
"It's not quite as obvious though."
"I guess."
"And... I don't know if you actually wanna rub on me, or if I'm just the only one currently available."
Jaina sat back, butt smooshed against Riley's, but otherwise unmoving. "Oh wow."
"I mean, I don't care, but--"
"No, you're right. That's kinda shitty of me."
"It's not--"
"You're my best friend. I totally shoulda been grinding on you more."



Riley squirmed. "That's not really what I meant."
"I shoulda been doing other stuff more?"
Riley sighed and rolled over. Jaina lifted her butt a little to make the move easier.
"Jay, I dunno. I'm not sure about a lot of the stuff I get into here. But playing with our moms a bit is just kinda fun, y'know? Nothing too serious. Just some rubbing and touching and whatever. And Kaden's a horny boy. I kinda get where he's coming from, and that's just fun too. I know he's more into you and your mom, so all the pressure's kinda off for him getting all, like, infatuated and shit. I don't really need that from your little brother."
"Sure," Jaina said. "I mean, I see some of that stuff differently, but I get ya."
"You haven't really tried much with me," Riley said. "Except some stuff when we're both playing with the same person. Or just some casual flirty touching or whatever."
"It's not that casual. We're naked. And I'm pretty sure I've kissed you a few times. And--"
"Yeah, but that was just, like, testing, right? Just messing around? Seeing how it felt?"
"Felt pretty nice to me."
"Sure. But now you're straight up grinding on my ass, looking to actually get off, and--"
"No I'm not."
"I can feel how wet you are, dude. And I could feel how hard you were grinding."
Jaina blushed. "Ok. You got me."
Riley squirmed and tried to settle on her back, getting comfortable, leaving Jaina straddling her practically pussy to pussy. "So now I kinda need to know, like, is it literally only because everyone else is in the pool?"
"I think maybe... yes?" Jaina said uncertainly. "But I'm not sure why. Like, I looked over at you a couple minutes ago, and I had this urge like I could just dive into your ass and eat it for a while."
"Oh my god! Dude!"
"Just sayin'."
"That's... that's kinda horrible. I think. Or maybe something else."
Jaina ran her fingertips up Riley's tummy and back, softly ticking her warm, sun-basked skin. "I've had other thoughts like that, but mostly just ignored them."
"Ignored them?"
"Yeah. I didn't know if you'd be cool with some of them, and there was usually someone safer to play with. Like my mom, weird as that may be."
"Kinda is, isn't it?"
"So maybe I just needed to be horny enough and alone with you and... and just try it."
Riley studied Jaina from her prone position. "That's it, huh? You get horny enough, and I'm just a hot piece of ass instead of your best friend?"
"No, silly. A hot piece of ass and my best friend. Nothing 'instead of' about it."
"Ah."
"But no, for real, you're like... you're like my sister, practically."
"Which would be an argument against this, you know."
"Not the way my life's going." Jaina smiled crookedly. "You know the kinds of things I do with my brother and mom and... and your mom, who's kinda like a second mom, almost."
"Oh jeez. Now you want to add a sister to your perverse, incestuous collection?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"That's fucked up."
"And you love it?" Jaina asked hopefully.
"I honestly don't know whether to think you're adorable in your own very special way, or just curl up and bemoan my fate."
"Well, if you're gonna bemoan for a while, want me to eat your pussy while you do it?"
"... yeah."
"Really?"
"Yes, ok. I'm kinda horny too. And you're all just sitting on me, and touching me, and your pussy's right there, and... and stuff."
Jaina tried rubbing her pussy against Riley's, but it wasn't easy to get good contact. Still, the little she was able to achieve got Riley squirming.
"You like that, huh?" Jaina said.
"Shut up. Just... just eat me already, if you're gonna."
"Ooh, you want me to eat you?"
"Yeah. I already said I did."
"You want your sis-ter to lick you?"
"Oh god, no, we're not doing that."
"But we basically are, though."
Riley rolled her eyes. "Is that what does it for you these days? Pretend incest? Or... real incest, I guess."
Jaina's pussy was hot and soaked. "Kinda, yeah." She sat on Riley's thigh, grinding her pussy on it. Her fingers traced their way up to Riley's chest, dancing over her tits. "It makes it hotter, don't you think?"
"I think you're a weirdo."
"I've seen you and your mom together. You think I forgot already?"
Riley's cheeks went pink. "Yeah, well... that's different."
"How?"
"It just is."
"You'll do stuff with your own mommy, but you won't pretend like you're my sister even?"
"Pretend in your head if you have to. Quietly."
Jaina weighed her options. "Ok."
She repositioned herself between Riley's thighs and nestled her mouth against her waiting pussy. It was just as drenched as Jaina's felt, and tasted amazing right from the first lick. Very similar to Mary's actually, which made sense.
It would have been fun if Riley played along about being sisters, but Jaina knew that was pushing it. It wasn't even really necessary. Once she started and got past the initial barrier of recognizing her best friend as a possible sex partner, it felt way more comfortable and right than she'd expected. Kind of like with Kaden and Luna. People she wasn't supposed to fuck around with, but who she loved far more than anyone else she might feel an attraction to.
Riley and Mary were Jaina's family just as much as Kaden and Luna, except for in the technical sense. Whether Riley wanted to play that way or not, they were sisters, and Jaina was going to enjoy eating her 'sister's' pussy."
Riley was a horny little thing. Her pussy was flooded, and kept juices flowing over Jaina's tongue no matter how much she lapped them up. Not that Jaina needed the encouragement to keep licking and sucking on Riley's tasty pussy, but it was very nice to know she was getting that kind of visceral reaction right from the start.
Eating Riley out came so naturally once Jaina got started. It didn't feel weird to be tonguing her pussy, the way she'd been slightly nervous it might. She knew Riley so well already that her reactions all made sense, and Jaina had a very easy time figuring out what she liked.
It didn't hurt that the others were still putting on a fun show in the pool. Jaina peeked over at them from time to time, and she was pretty sure Riley was keeping an eye on the action too.
Kaden was doing a pretty amazing job fending off three horny moms while still keeping them entertained. They still seemed to be taking turns to go underwater and do... something. Something Jaina's active imagination could fill in a few different ways. She could only guess at the chaos he'd be dealing with if he couldn't enforce the one at a time thing he had going.
Jaina went back to solely focusing on Riley's sweet slit for a bit. It was so much fun making her squirm.
It was kind of crazy looking forward to making her best friend cum, but that was basically where Jaina was at. Granted, it wasn't super inappropriate compared to some other stuff she was used to at this point, but it was new to her. She and Riley were attaining a whole new level to their already very close relationship. They'd probably need to discuss it more later.
For now, Jaina couldn't bear to leave Riley's pussy alone long enough to converse. It was so hypnotizing, in a novel and sexy kind of way.
The next time Jaina snuck a peek at the pool, Kaden was sitting on the side while the moms took turns playing with him in some way. Usually sucking on him a bit. Alanna needed encouragement from Luna and Mary to actually go that far though. It was pretty cute how they guided their little newbie toward oral fun.
"They're pretty good about sharing, huh?" Riley said, watching the same thing Jaina was.
Jaina nodded, pausing to slowly insert a pair of fingers into Riley's soaked snatch while she wasn't licking. "I feel like we must be good examples for them."
"Is that what you think?"
"Mmhm! I mean, just look at 'em."
"I am."
Alanna was blushing furiously as she was encouraged to take more and more Kaden's cock in her mouth. She was doing her best, but couldn't get much farther than halfway. As soon as she backed off, coughing slightly, Luna was quick to take her place and offer a demonstration of throating herself on her son's dick in order to fully swallow him.
It wasn't clear to Jaina whether Alanna couldn't fully take Kaden in her mouth, or whether she just wasn't sure enough about it to really commit. Which would be fair enough, really, considering how new she was to this. She'd done remarkably well for her first day.
Jaina casually scanned over all three moms in the pool. She was kind of curious now how common it might be for mothers to crush on their kids' friends. Or even just their kids, for that matter. Only once they were of an appropriate age, of course.
"Our mommies are getting pretty slutty," Jaina said.
"And you think that's a good thing?"
"... do you not?"
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. Seriously. They're so happy. And they're so much fun to play with and eat out and stuff."
"Sure, but is that really the best thing for them? For any of us."
Jaina hesitated, the question having gone too deep for her in the moment. She lowered her head and started sucking on Riley's clit instead of answering.
Riley moaned and laid her head back down. "Ok, that's a compelling point," she murmured.
Jaina grinned and kept working Riley's clit while gently finger-fucking her pussy. Jaina slowly brought Riley right to the brink of orgasm, held her there, then let her cum just before she got too impatient.
Jaina lapped up the extra flood of cum from Riley's pussy, tongue-bathing her through her orgasm, then eased her down to full relaxation afterward.
"Oh god." Riley put her hands over her face for a moment as Jaina smirked up at her. She sighed and stretched out, lying almost totally flat without looking back at Jaina. "Guess I just let you do that, huh?"
"Sure did." Jaina gave Riley's pussy a soft kiss. "Pretty fun, I thought."
"You're too horny for your own good, you know that? For my good either, for that matter."
"Mmm, I have been quite worked up this past while." Jaina slowly crawled up Riley's prone body, dragging her tits along Riley's warm, sleek skin. "I shoulda made a move on you long ago."
"I really don't think that's the lesson here."
"You liked it, didn't you?"
"... yeah."
"Me too."
"Not the point."
"Yes it is." Jaina settled herself comfortably half on top of Riley. She wrapped her arms around her best friend for some intimate, naked, post-orgasm snuggles. Post-orgasm for one of them. Jaina could still use some love, but not quite enough to push her luck at the moment. "I love you, Ri. Like a sister. Only... more so."
"Yeah, I know. You and family."
Jaina grinned even as she nuzzled against Riley and closed her eyes. "Me and family," she agreed.
"I still think you're just a horny girl and I was the closest person."
"... it can be both."
"Can it though?"
Jaina idly toyed with one of Riley's nipples. "I think so. Sometimes you just need a little push to realize what you already have."
"You don't 'have' me, Jay."
"Got you as a bff, don't I?"
"Sure."
"And I can't help thinking... all those times we hung out... had sleepovers...."
"Oh god, don't."
"Coulda been fun."
Riley patted Jaina's head. "Let's just quit while we're ahead, shall we?"
"Ok. Still gonna eat you out again, though. Sometime."
"Sure, Jay. Sometime. Maybe I'll get you sometime too."
"What?"
"Nothing. Hush now."
****
Kaden was having a hard time keeping up with three horny moms. It had been easy enough at first when were all swimming and playing and only got a little teasing in at frequent intervals.
Now, though, as he sat on the side of the pool and let them take turns sucking him off, he was pretty sure he wasn't going to last long.
Luna had been the one to first encourage him to sit up and present his cock so she could play with it. Partly as a way to make sure her claim on him was understood, perhaps. She was his mommy, and she got first crack at him.
Mary accepted the move unquestioningly, hooking her arms on the pool side next to Kaden and watching with interest as Luna worked his cock. Alanna, being newer, watched with wide eyes and chewed on her lip uncertainly at the mother and son blowjob going on right in front of her.
All three moms drew Kaden's attention. Their skin glistened where it emerged from the water, and just beneath the surface there were three beautiful, full pairs of tits just obscured enough to make things interesting. Fully exposed cleavage plunged into the water, the rippling surface caused breasts to move and dance to his eye in unnatural but oddly hypnotic ways.
Mary was second to move between Kaden's legs and suck him off for a while. She went a bit differently at him than Luna had, opting to lick and tease him more than actually suck him into her mouth. But then, Luna had previously demonstrated more of an interest in getting her mouth and throat filled and fucked.
It was a little surprising just how encouraging Luna and Mary both were for Alanna to have a turn afterward. They'd fiercely established their priority, sure, but once that was done they made sure Alanna felt comfortable playing too. In fact, they insisted on it.
The sight of Luna and Mary physically urging Alanna toward Kaden's cock was more than a little surreal. It was also kind of hot, given that they were all fully naked and had to get pretty close together. Kaden was a big fan of watching his mom's boobs squish against Alanna as she guided her in.
"You have to try it," Luna insisted. "It's a lot of fun."
"It really is," Mary agreed.
Alanna's eyes were wide and locked onto Kaden's throbbing erection as she was maneuvered right up to it. "I shouldn't though," she protested softly.
"Oh well of course you shouldn't," Luna said calmly. "I shouldn't either, really. He's my son, after all."
"That's not really an issue here," Mary said. "It's... it's different."
"How is it different?"
Luna and Mary looked at each other and shrugged. "It just is," Luna said. "It's like a little vacation."
"You can't do whatever you want just 'cause you're on vacation," Alanna said. Even as she spoke, though, she reached up and ran her hand along Kaden's shaft. He shivered at her hesitant touch, but if anything she reacted even more strongly. "I can't necessarily do this just because you all can."
"Sure you can," Mary said, pressing right up against Alanna's shoulder. "We won't tell."
"It's our secret," Luna said, trapping Alanna in place from the other side. "Besides, look at Kaden. Look at how happy he is."
All three moms looked up. Those three sets of wide, seductive eyes all meeting Kaden's at once made his cock pulse in Alanna's hand. She gasped and pulled away for a second before wrapping her fingers more tightly around him.
"That's it," Luna encouraged softly in Alanna's ear. "Play with him some. He's all worked up. He's gonna need it. Aren't you, baby?"
Kaden nodded, swallowing to wet his dry throat. "I'm pretty horny right now."
"I bet," Mary said. "Look at that precum."
Alanna swiped her thumb over Kaden's cock head, then examined the precum she'd wiped off him. She stroked her hand a little more certainly up and down his shaft after that, and eventually met his eyes again.
It hadn't been long ago at all that Kaden would never have expected Alanna to look at him like she was now. Her eyes were confused and horny, seductive and innocent, all at the same time. Orson would probably fucking kill him if he found out the way his mom was looking at him right now while totally naked and stroking his cock with ever growing confidence.
Kaden was pretty sure he should feel guilty. He'd gone along with Orson's scheme, sure, but he'd had strong suspicions right from the start that he'd be the one getting the most out of it. Friends' hot moms could be almost as much fun as his own, in many respects.
But no, Kaden wasn't going to worry too hard about any of it. Horny mommies needed to have fun. More fun than they'd get any other way, at least in the cases of Luna and Mary. Alanna had been pulled into everything pretty quickly, but even with the brevity of her introduction, she'd been eager enough that either she'd fantasized about Kaden before, or she was yet another horny little thing who'd found just what she needed at this very questionable mommy daycare.
Luna and Mary were giggling and rubbing up against Alanna as they urged her on. Kaden couldn't quite account for their hands, which seemed to be underwater somewhere, but Alanna was getting redder by the minute, and all the shorter of breath.
"Go ahead," Luna whispered in Alanna's ear loud enough that Kaden could hear it. "Suck him a little. He'll like it."
Alanna's last lingering inhibitions were clearly melting away. The expression on her face was one Kaden felt a certain kinship with. One of knowing resistance was futile, and that there was too much fun to be had from just giving in.
Kaden gazed at each of the moms in front of him, then over at Jaina and Riley who were cuddling awfully close off by themselves. He couldn't claim quite the same love or affection for Alanna as for his family, or even Riley and Mary whom he'd had more opportunity to get close with, but she'd still been a motherly figure to him at times over the years, and there was definitely a very naughty thrill to getting all sexy with her.
In fact, the big, wide, horny eyes Alanna made as she leaned in made Kaden shiver from the sheer promise they held. The first lick of her tongue made his cock throb in her hand. He wanted to feel her lips around him so badly. He wanted his friend's hot mom to suck him off, just like Luna and Mary kept encouraging.
"Keep going," Mary said excitedly. She unabashedly rubbed her boobs on Alanna's shoulder. "Go go go!"
Alanna flushed darker. Kaden was totally convinced now that she was getting felt up under the surface by either Luna or Mary. Maybe both.
Alanna kept licking, longer and firmer, but all at once she opened her mouth and swallowed half of Kaden's shaft rather aggressively, much to everyone's delight.
Luna and Mary kind of simmered down once Alanna got going. Once she started, she didn't really seem to need any more encouragement. She went at his cock with enough sudden enthusiasm that it was hard to believe she'd ever needed any convincing at all.
After letting Alanna have a decent turn, Luna gently pulled her away again and wormed her way back in front. Alanna looked a bit dazed and unsure what to do with herself once she had Kaden's cock taken away from her, but before long Mary had a turn, then it was hers again.
Mostly they went one at a time for a bit, though they got creative and very close so that one could sneak in and suck on his balls from time to time. Alanna's turns also got subtly longer as Luna and Mary started messing around a bit when not otherwise occupied. Their hands got very busy underwater, and even though Kaden was busy watching Alanna take his cock down her throat at the time, he could swear the other two moms exchanged a few quick, sneaky kisses when he wasn't quite paying attention.
What with all the attention he was getting, and the constant show of wet, naked mommies all squeezing around each other, Kaden couldn't last any longer. All three women clustered even closer to him as he came. Luna made sure she got the first cum shot, then shared so everyone got some and all three faces were streaked and messy afterward.
****
Jaina was still snuggled up lazily with Riley and basking together with her in the sun as everyone started climbing out of the pool. She'd been wrapped up in her cozy, naked embrace with her best friend, a brand new level of intimacy for them.
It was kind of astounding how fascinating Riley's body was all of a sudden now that she'd begun to consider something non-platonic between them. All the soft points of contact between them were lovely, squished together as they were. Jaina had been idly teasing Riley from time to time with little, barely touching kisses on her lips, cheeks, or nose, as well as running soft fingertips over her skin.



Riley had been either ignoring Jaina, swatting at her hand, or rolling her eyes before closing them again. Lately, though, she'd been teasing back a little, getting some feels of her own in.
It was all distracting enough that Jaina could easily have missed the parade of naked, dripping mommies exiting the pool with cummy faces. The movement caught her eye, though, and she bit her lip as she watched them sashay past one by one. Her pussy was already on standby, thanks to low level play with Riley, but the sight of three sexy women going past--swaying and streaked with facial cum--really got her going.
"I think Kay came on everyone's face," Jaina whispered to Riley.
"Everyone?"
"All the moms."
"Ah."
"It astounds me how little experience he supposedly had even a month ago. He's killing it now."
"Mmhm. Probably your good influence on him. Such a good sister."
Jaina narrowed her eyes. "I can't tell how serious you're being."
"That's ok. I can't either."
"Well... I really have been a pretty awesome big sis."
"Mmhm."
"Seriously! I do stuff for him most sisters would never."
"That's not in question." Riley booped Jaina's nipple. "Question is, should sisters ever do those sorts of things?"
"... yes?"
"Really?"
"... maybe?"
"Yeah. Maybe."
Jaina pouted. "He likes it."
"I bet he does."
"And you've been playing with your mom, don't act like--"
"Jay, dude, I get it. I really do." Riley kissed Jaina, soft and lingering. "And you're right, Kaden's totally killing it. The moms love him, cute little horny thing that he is."
"I do too," Jaina said quietly.
"Don't I know it." Riley circled Jaina's nipple with her finger, then gave it a gentle pinch. "I've been half thinking about taking him for a ride, for that matter. Think it'd be a good time."
"You could, if you wanted."
"Thanks?" Riley shrugged. "Don't know if I wanna go quite that far. Mouth stuff's pretty fun, and definitely less commitment."
"Other stuff is fun too. More fun."
"I bet. Not sure I wanna know the details of this 'other stuff.'"
"Well we--"
"I literally just said I don't wanna know."
"You basically know anyway, though."
Riley sighed. "Yeah. Basically. It's kinda fucked. But... kinda hot too. Did you, like, let him cum in you?"
Jaina grinned, shy but evil. "More like made him."
Riley snorted. "Yeah, that tracks. Bad girl."
Jaina giggled and kissed Riley, deeper and longer than before. When they broke off for air, she peeked up at the moms, just to check on them, as was becoming habit.
"Ooh, I think my mom's cuddling with yours," Jaina said.
"Yeah? Like us?"
"Pretty similar. Only I think they're... licking cum off each other's face?"
"Oh god."
"What, you don't want our mommies licking each other all over and scooping cum up and--"
"Hush, you."
"I'd clean your face off for you if it got cummed all over."
"I don't doubt it."
"It's cute."
"Is it? Or is it just... weird? Weird that that's something they'd just casually do."
"More cute than weird. Definitely."
"If you say so."
Jaina giggled softly and tickled under Riley's arm. "Such a li'l party pooper you are, hm?"
"Shuddup."
Kaden emerged from the pool well after the moms. He looked a bit dazed, but well satisfied. Jaina reached out and crooked her finger, beckoning him over.
"Hey, Kay. Have a good time?"
Kaden tilted his head. "Well... it was kind of a surprise how far that went." A wide grin broke out. "But yeah, pretty good time."
"Mmhm. Three hot mommies all going at your dick. You lucky boy. And you came on all their faces too, huh?"
"Seemed only fair."
"I bet it did." Jaina slowly extricated herself from her tangle with Riley. "Here, tag in for me. I'll go see if Alanna needs someone to, uh, clean her up a little."
"Hey now, you can't leave," Riley grumbled.
"Sorry, babe. But someone's gotta lick Alanna's face clean. You wanna do it?"
"She could just, like, wipe it off."
"What fun would that be?"
"Ugh, fine. I get to be on top, though."
The girls got Kaden to lie down, then Riley carefully curled up half on top of him to resume her sunny nap.
"You're all wet," Riley complained as she tried to get comfy.
"And here that's usually our problem," Jaina said, playing with Riley's hair to keep it out of Kaden's face.
Jaina cooed in surprise and delight as Riley reached out and cupped her pussy.
"Still is your problem, it seems."
Kaden snorted. "You two are so cute together sometimes."
"You hush," Riley said. "You'll only encourage her."
"Too late. Already encouraged." Jaina patted their heads, then straightened up. "Off to lick cum off Alanna's face now. You two behave. Or don't. Whatever seems like more fun."
Jaina took a last, lingering look at Kaden and Riley getting all nakedly cozy together, then padded over to Alanna's lounger. She didn't bother to wait or ask permission before gently lowering herself straight into Alanna's lap and flashing a beaming, 'innocent' smile.
"Having a good time?"
Alanna eyed Jaina warily through the cummy mask streaked across her face. "I suppose you could say that."
"Oh good." Jaina leaned in a little, still smiling winsomely. "Want some help cleaning up?"
Alanna's eyes flicked over to Luna and Mary snuggling and taking turns licking cum off each other. There was no question she knew what Jaina meant.
"I'd be fine with just a towel probably."
Jaina pouted. "Aw, you only wanna play with my brother?"
"Um...."
"I can be fun too."
"I don't doubt it. But... I don't know that I lean that way."
Jaina caught Alanna's quick peak over at Kaden. "'Cause you're only into boys? Or 'cause you're only into Kay?"
Alanna blushed noticeably, even through her cum mask. "You know I'm married. I have a kid."
"Yeah. We all know. But we don't judge." Jaina shrugged. "This place is kinda all about doing stuff you normally wouldn't get to. You've already experienced some of that, of course." Jaina made big, seductive eyes at Alanna. "You telling me you haven't been enjoying yourself?"
Alanna bit her lip. "I wouldn't say that."
"Oh no?" Jaina ran light fingertips down Alanna's cheek, starting below the cum line, down her neck and shoulder, then swirled in a closing spiral toward one of her nipples. "So maybe... you'd still be up for trying a few more things?"
Jaina leaned in to lick a relatively innocent swath of Alanna's cheek, scooping up her brother's cum with casual ease. Alanna stayed quiet, still chewing her lip. Jaina licked again, then moved right to Alanna's mouth and sucked some cum off her bottom lip, transitioning into trying to suck on it. All she accomplished was to make Alanna loosen her jaw slightly.
As she sucked and licked Alanna's face some more, Jaina let her hand creep down from Alanna's boobs to her tummy, hips, and eventually between her legs. Alanna gasped as Jaina touched her pussy, which only gave Jaina more of an opening to kiss her and suck on her lip.
"This is so bad," Alanna mumbled when Jaina moved on to licking more cum off her face. "You two are so much younger than me."
"So?"
"I shouldn't be allowing this."
"Don't beat yourself up. Even our mom can't help herself. We're very enticing."
"You're so young... and naked... and--"
"Horny and sexy and eager and etcetera," Jaina supplied helpfully. "Hold still. I almost got all the cum off."
Alanna closed her eyes while Jaina licked around the area. "Horny, huh?"
"Constantly."
"Horny enough to mess around with older women like this, I guess."
"Not that old. Just... mommies. I like playing with mommies, as it turns out. I mean, Mom and Mary were weird, but also kinda even hotter 'cause I love 'em and shit." Jaina pressed her hand firmly against Alanna's pussy. "You, though, you're pure fun."
"Oh... good?"
"Yep, pretty damn good."
Jaina sucked on Alanna's boobies some while she worked a pair of fingers into her slick snatch. Alanna tried to push Jaina's hand away at first, but her resistance was short-lived.
Once Jaina had her fingers snugly buried inside Alanna, slowly curling and uncurling, she went back to licking up the last of her facial. Jaina did her best to share what was left of her brother's cum. She didn't really expect Alanna to accept it, and for the most part she didn't, but the longer Jaina fingered her, the more willing she was to kiss back. Eventually, Jaina was able to slip her tongue past Alanna's lips and sneak some traces of cum into her mouth.
Alanna had clearly been pretty on edge already from helping to suck Kaden off since it didn't take much for sexy kisses and fingering before she came for Jaina.
Jaina kept softly kissing Alanna, then eventually pulled her fingers out and offered them for sucking. Somewhat dazedly, Alanna sucked on Jaina's fingers and cleaned them of her own juices.
****
Alanna was looking pretty overwhelmed by the end of the day, like she had too much to process and just wasn't even bothering anymore. Which was fair enough, really.
She still went for her clothes when Orson arrived to take her home. Kaden had it at about fifty-fifty whether she'd remember or not. Truthfully, he kind of preferred that she did. He'd like her to get used to coming over before Orson got to see her naked, since it would increase the likelihood of her continuing to show up.
It was kind of selfish thinking on Kaden's part. But then, too, the 'mommy daycare' thing they had going really did seem to work. Luna and Mary were both far more relaxed than he'd ever known them. Alanna had enjoyed herself too, he was quite certain, and once she got used to their rather casual nudity and sexy times she'd probably treat it as the unique and luxurious service that it could arguably be considered.
Orson, naturally, seemed slightly annoyed that his mom had come back fully dressed. He took Kaden aside for a moment before leaving. Kaden started talking before he could ask anything, though.
"I think today went really well," Kaden said.
Orson hesitated. "Yeah? She's, uh, still fully dressed, though."
"Not so. Your mom only got dressed when you got here. She was actually getting into it pretty nicely, and I think she was enjoying the nudity after a while."
"You think?"
"I do," Kaden said, carefully not grinning like a mad man as he recalled cumming all over his friend's mom's face. "Obviously she's a bit shyer about being naked in front of you. I mean, it's all platonic and whatever anyway," Kaden lied smoothly, "but being her kid and all...."
"Oh, yeah, no, that makes sense. But you think she'll get over that?"
"Almost certainly. Another few days and she'll probably forget all about getting dressed again when you pick her up."
That last part was true, as far as Kaden's best guess went. He knew he often didn't even think about clothes most of the time, and he along with Luna and Jaina had each had at least one instance of nearly driving out of the yard or going for a walk without remembering they were naked. Kaden smiled faintly at recalling a day both he and Jaina had watched with interest as their mom got almost three houses down before a car had honked at her and she'd come racing back to the house, totally red and embarrassed.
In any case, Orson was satisfied, which was the main thing. Kaden waved him and Alanna off, then returned to the backyard.
Later on in the evening, well after Mary and Riley had gone too, Jaina met Kaden in the kitchen.
"Went pretty well today, huh?" she said.
Kaden nodded, still absently drying dishes as he'd been in the process of doing. "Couldn't have asked for any better, really."
"Orson was ok with you cumming on his mom?"
"You know I didn't tell him that."
"No?" Jaina asked innocently.
"No," Kaden confirmed. "And I really don't intend on sharing much of anything, other than getting her naked, which is the whole point as far as he's concerned."
"And what's the point as far as you're concerned? Gonna try and bang her?"
"Gee. Subtle."
"Wasn't going for subtle. Just wondering."
"You know you're the only girl I've had sex with, Jay. If you want, it can stay that way."
"If I want?"
"Well... I mean I don't plan on sex with any of the moms or anything. I think that'd be crossing a line or something."
Jaina turned Kaden toward her, stepped up close, and wrapped her arms around him. Her lithe, naked body pressed against him got an immediate reaction. Jaina pressed even harder against him as his cock poked back against her.
"You're totally gonna bang the moms," Jaina said softly. "At least Mom and probably Mary. I've seen the way they look at you sometimes. And the way you play with them."
"You're being silly." Kaden instinctively grabbed his sister's tight butt and held her close with a hand there, and one higher up her back. "You can't know that."
"I can be pretty sure."
"Well... I won't do anything that would hurt you. I don't want that. You're my sister. And... and sexually speaking...."
"Mmhm, I do like being your first," Jaina finished for him. "I'll probably be a jealous little thing from time to time. But that's not what I want to be. Not like I'm any more faithful than you, in a traditionally monogamous kind of way." Jaina shrugged. "I kinda hope I stay your favourite, though. Actually, I really hope I do."
Kaden smiled and kissed her. "So far so good."
"Oh good."
"Want me to bend you over the counter and prove it?"
Jaina grinned back. "Look at you, getting all bold like that. Just assuming I want your cock right now."
"Um... you don't?"
"I absolutely do. Just messing with you a little."
Kaden rolled his eyes and pushed Jaina over the counter a tad more forcefully than necessary. She squealed happily, and to all appearances was probably expecting something along those lines. Certainly it didn't take her long to brace herself, arch her back, and wiggle her butt at him.
Kaden was as hard for his sister as ever, but wasn't feeling quite bold enough to try just shoving it in. He grabbed her hips and pressed his erection to her butt so he could grind on her a bit. One of his hands sneaked down to her pussy to check if she was as ready as he was.
"Gonna tease me first, huh?" Jaina said.
"S'not polite to just shove it in."
"Who told you that?" Jaina paused. "Well no, I shouldn't discourage that kind of thinking. You're basically right. Buuuttt I kinda just want you in me right now."
"Right now?" Kaden asked, still grinding on her ass.
"Please?"
"Well, since you asked nicely...."
Jaina cooed happily as Kaden slid inside her, filling up his big sister's pussy with his cock. He moaned in response, leaning over to kiss her shoulder as he buried himself in her.
She was so snugly perfect. Even now, he couldn't quite believe that such a feeling was quite real. That he could feel so good wrapped in Jaina's slick, soft, tight little pussy. That it was something they could do together and enjoy so very much.
Maybe it was time to get over thoughts like that. But maybe, too, it just made things better if he could hold on to the wonder and amazement of it all.
Kaden held himself fully inside Jaina's warmly welcoming little snatch until she started squirming and pressing against him, rocking against him with what small leeway she had. A reminder that he was meant to be doing more than just enjoying their rather inappropriate and very intimate physical bond.
Kaden thrust back against Jaina, meeting the small motions of her hips with larger, firmer ones of his own. She didn't stop, but kept rocking back, growing their relative movements that much harder and faster than if he'd been thrusting alone.
Jaina's hips were warm and soft under Kaden's hands. He took a grip on them, straying long enough to caress her beautiful ass, then held on tight as the two of them settled into a nice, smooth rhythm. They didn't maintain as hard a pace as they could have, but rather went for something gentler and easier to maintain, something that worked for both of them.
Kaden's gaze was soft and focused exclusively on his sister. He was totally unaware of anything around them until the clink of a cup from the cupboard made him jump back to reality.
Luna had apparently padded into the kitchen in her robe and bare feet, and appeared to be making herself a cup of tea while gingerly working around her fucking children. Her eyes met Kaden's as he stared at her in sudden, low-key panic.
The panic didn't last. It was only a momentary surge as Kaden experienced being walked in on by his mother while balls deep in his sister. Something even all their nudity and naughtiness couldn't quite prepare him for. But Luna had seen what they were doing and hadn't reacted. Maybe there was no reason for her to react at this point. It was a level beyond what had been deemed acceptable by unspoken consensus thus far, but it wasn't like much innocence remained for any of them.
Luna's gaze remained steady and level. She stared Kaden down as though daring him to say something, or perhaps judging his feelings regarding her presence. Water boiled in the kettle by her elbow, the only sound to distract from the squelching of Jaina's pussy.
Kaden had slowed, but hadn't stopped fucking Jaina. She had noted his slowed pace, and had thereby noticed their mom that much later than him. She too gazed silently at the intruder on their ill-chosen private time.
Jaina broke first. She shrugged and slammed her ass into Kaden harder than necessary, nearly throwing him off balance. He clutched at her tighter and fucked her harder right back in retaliation, which was what she wanted anyway.
Even once her tea was done, Luna didn't leave right away. Kaden kept glancing over at her, as did Jaina. Luna leaned on the counter, half-sitting on it, tea cradled in her hands, robe loosely tied and exposing a lot of cleavage. She sipped her tea slowly, unhurriedly, and watched her babies fuck in front of her. Her face remained unreadable, so far as Kaden's observation went.
Upon regaining his stride, Kaden felt a certain thrill slowly replace his previous apprehensions. He glanced frequently over at his mother, meeting her eyes, searching them. Her face stayed neutral as ever, but there was something in her eyes, a connection that strengthened as they watched each other.
There was no way of knowing exactly what Luna was up to, sitting and observing like that. Kaden had growing suspicions, however. He and Jaina actually having sex was beyond the more casual sexiness that everyone was used to, and in his initial fear he'd worried that Luna would think it was too much. That she'd take issue with it. But if that wasn't it, if all she did was watch, then... then she was enjoying it, wasn't she? On some level she almost had to be.
Kaden's internal puzzling was interrupted as Jaina came on his cock. Her soft grunts and moans broke the vocal silence that had been woven between the three of them. Her pussy squeezed him tighter, and somehow her ass demanded to be caressed and felt up more than before.
Kaden wasn't far behind his sister. While their mother continued to watch with subtle interest, Kaden buried himself fully inside Jaina and responded to her orgasm with one all the more visceral for it's excess of cum.
It wasn't the first time cumming in Jaina's pussy, but certainly the first in front of anyone. Let alone their mom. Jaina was going to be filled and creamy with an extra intensity, and all the while Kaden couldn't shake the thought of how Luna was watching and would know exactly what he was doing to her daughter's sweet little snatch. It was all so fucked up, and hot, and probably wrong, and definitely an amazing feeling that he couldn't bring himself to regret, even in the clarity of post-orgasm glow.
Luna said nothing, even now. She set her mostly empty cup down, padded over to her kids, and stroked Kaden's brow as he stood up straight. She kissed his forehead gently even as he pulled out of Jaina, his cock softening and covered in a mixture of sibling mess.



Jaina got a kiss on the head too, though Luna had to guide her upright first. Jaina kissed Luna back on the lips, a soft kiss between mother and daughter that Luna almost certainly wasn't expecting, but accepted with royal grace.
"I'm off to bed," Luna said quietly. "Turning in a little early tonight."
"That's fair," Jaina said. "Night, Mom."
"Night," Kaden echoed faintly.
Luna held her hands on her children's cheeks for a moment, gazing at each in turn. Almost as an afterthought, Luna kissed Kaden on the lips with the same soft touch Jaina had used a moment ago. Then she was slipping away on her bare feet, ass barely covered by her robe.
"Is it just me," Kaden asked, "or does that robe actually make her more alluring?"
"Not just you," Jaina said, staring after their mother just as hard as Kaden was. "All this nudity... suddenly the right kind of clothes get even more interesting, somehow."
"Why is that, you think?"
"The power of imagination, I guess. Or the thrill of the unknown and the hunt to seek it out." Jaina shrugged. "Or just the novelty, maybe. Don't get me wrong, I love seeing both of you naked all the time. Keeps me a horny little thing. Buuuttt if I saw you both clothed most of the time and only naked, like, one day a month or some nonsense--"
"You'd go crazy?"
"Oh my god, super crazy." Jaina kissed Kaden more fiercely than any of the gentle kisses Luna had been party to. Kaden was pretty happy to feel her smooth, naked body pressed up against him, no matter what appeal clothes might hold when properly wielded. "Though maybe that's not a good example, since I'm pretty used to getting lots of attention from you right now, and going back to mostly-clothed life kind of implies much less sexy time."
"But maybe something like... I don't know... topless and tight shorts or something?" Kaden said. "Just to make things interesting?"
"... how tight are we talking?"
"Tight enough that they wouldn't constitute appropriate public wear."
"I could be into that."
"Thought you might."
"Not sure it'd be worth it though, 'cause if it actually was a super hot look for you, they'd only get in the way. I'd have to rip 'em right off again."
"I think that's the point sometimes. Like with lingerie."
"Oh. Huh. Maybe."
Kaden kissed Jaina. They clung to each other, sneaking in some feels while their bodies remained tightly pressed together. Kaden felt himself stirring again in spite of the massive load still warm in Jaina's pussy.
"Sooo, Jay?"
"Yeah?"
"I hate to ruin the moment...."
Jaina giggled softly. "You're going to go ahead and do it anyway, aren't you?"
"Yes, I am."
"Go ahead then."
"I think... I think I should go check on Mom."
"Check on her?"
"And, well, maybe other stuff."
"Ah. Just what every girl wants to hear from the boy who just made a mess of her cooch."
"Jay--"
"I'm kidding, jeez." Jaina ran light fingers up Kaden's neck. "I mean, I want another minute or two of this first, but yeah, you should go see Mom. See if she wants some action."
"You think?"
"Yeah, silly. I saw the way she was looking at us, same as you. I was toying with the idea of 'checking on her' myself."
"Oh. Well... you could. If you want."
"Nah. I've the feeling if she wants anything, cock's probably the way to go. And you've got the edge there."
Kaden smiled crookedly. "You've got a way with words sometimes."
"Mmhm." Jaina gave him a quick peck on the lips. "I've got some new toys to try on the moms sometime, actually. Could break one or two of them out. But maybe tonight's not the night for that."
"Toys?"
"Yeah. Strategic usage of babysitting money. Gotta reinvest, y'know? Never can tell when we might need more ways of amusing them."
"Right. I'm sure that's what it was."
Jaina mock-gasped. "You accusing me of making purchases for my own devious benefit?"
"Kinda, I guess."
"Careful. Nothing to say I couldn't use some of 'em on you."
"Is that... is that your way of threatening me with weird butt stuff?"
"... yes?"
Kaden thought a moment. "Like what kind of--"
"It was a joke, dear brother."
"Yeah, I know."
Jaina pulled away from Kaden. "Anyway, best be getting to it."
"Oh, right."
Kaden turned to head after Luna and got a smack on the butt from Jaina to send him on his way. He gave her a narrow-lidded glance over his shoulder. She only smiled crookedly back at him.
Luna's door was shut when Kaden arrived at it, though light shone through from beneath, so she wasn't yet trying to sleep. There was a time Kaden wouldn't have disturbed her closed door without better reason than just checking on her. Now, though, he knocked softly and opened the door without waiting for a response. He might have felt bad about pulling a dickish parent move like that, invading her privacy like it didn't matter, except that of course it kind of didn't between them. Not the same way it once had.
Case in point, Luna only lazily opened her eyes at her son's entrance. Her bedside lamp was on, illuminating her robed body as she lay in bed. Her breasts were more exposed even than in the kitchen, though still technically covered. Her robe accomplished even less below her waist as she had it pulled up and out of the way for some play time.
Kaden hesitated fractionally as he heard a faint hum, and a second later spied the end of a vibrator in Luna's hand, the rest buried inside her.
"Hey, Mom," Kaden said. He padded over to her bed, naked and increasingly aroused as he stared at her.
"Hey, baby," Luna said softly, making no move to cover up or remove her vibe.
Kaden sat down at the edge of the bed. He examined Luna's form in the stark shadows of her single point of illumination. That robe really did work in making her body, so well known to him, appear to have hidden mysteries and secrets. He liked the effect, but also couldn't help himself.
Kaden reached over and tugged on the sash of Luna's robe. It came open easily. Luna only watched him through lidded eyes as he flipped the robe open, baring her breasts and making the lewd sight of her toy-filled pussy all the more visible.
"Jay and I would have helped with that," Kaden said.
"I know, baby. But I couldn't risk that."
"What? Why?"
"Because I would have had to ask for the same thing you and your sister were doing."
"You mean...." Kaden traced his fingers up Luna's thigh, stopping just shy of where her hand kept a loose grip on her vibrator.
"I wouldn't have been able to help it. Not after watching you two."
"You wouldn't have to help it."
"Hm, maybe." Luna closed her eyes for a moment. "A mother shouldn't ask her son for that."
"So don't ask. I'll offer."
Luna's eyes flashed open again, so intense at first that Kaden almost pulled his hand away from dancing on her thigh so near to her vibrating cunny.
"It doesn't make it any better."
Kaden shrugged. "So what? It's us, Mom. It's not a problem. You were fine with Jay and me."
"I should have some limits, shouldn't I? I feel like I should. But I also feel like I don't. You don't know how close I was to bending over right next to Jaina. To looking up over my shoulder at you and asking for it."
"You could have."
"And fuck my son?"
"Yes."
Luna shivered and shook her head. "It scares me how easy I think I'd find it just to give in."
Kaden reached up past Luna's arm, over her tummy, and caressed her breasts. He played with her tits as he considered. "Is sex really that much worse than... than blowjobs? Than fingering? Than cummy facials? Than everything else we've been doing and enjoying?"
"I think it might be, with us." Luna pulled the vibe out, slick with her juices. "That's where you came from, you know."
Kaden bit his lip and moved his hand down to cover his mom's hot pussy. "I know."
"Some would say the very last thing I should ever do is let you back in."
"So, what, fingers and tongues don't count?"
"Don't be difficult, darling."
"Oh I fully intend to be difficult, actually."
"I thought you might."
Kaden pressed a pair of fingers into Luna's pussy. She squeezed tight around them for a second, then released. He looked deep into her eyes. His mother's loving, uncertain eyes.
"Mom, I love you and Jay more than anything. You know that, right?"
"Of course."
"You're my family. I am so super aware this isn't what families do. But, like, maybe it's what ours does. I feel closer to both of you than ever. I know partly it's my dick talking, I can't pretend this is all emotion and reason. Some of it's just wanting to fuck."
Luna snorted. "Yeah, I know that feeling." She sat up and put her hand on Kaden's cheek, caressing his face while he caressed her cunny. "Baby, do you really want to fuck your mommy that badly?"
"I... I'd never force you. Nothing like that. If I thought you didn't want it, I wouldn't make any issue of it. But yes. I really do. And you want it too."
"Mmhm."
"But you're trying to protect me still or something."
"That's what moms do. Protect their children. Even from themselves, if need be."
"Mom, you're being stupid."
"We both are, Kaden. In slightly different ways."
"Fair enough."
Luna leaned in and kissed Kaden on the cheek, just beside his mouth. "We've kind of confused things. I've always loved you and your sister as much as anyone can love anyone. But there are different kinds of love. And this one is new."
"It is. But it's real."
"I know." Luna stroked Kaden's hair and kiss him again, halfway on the lips this time. "It might seem too late to say this, but if you ever decide you don't want this kind of love from me, or from your sister, you tell us, ok? You don't worry about me. Just make sure I'm never taking anything from you that you don't want to give."
"Mom, you can't take anything from me. Not like that."
"I can, sweetie. I can be selfish and say yes and let something happen that's very much my responsibility not to let happen. It's something I know you'll give me willingly, eagerly, but it's something I'm taking all the same."
"I... I'm not sure I understand."
"It's not just tonight. I could have stopped everything at any time. Could have been responsible in the first place and not gone sunbathing with no clothes on. And now we're here, and we both want this, and--"
"We really do."
"--and I love you so much."
"Me too, Mom."
Luna kissed Kaden deeply, pressing her tongue between his lips. He met her in the kiss, holding it until she broke off, panting slightly.
"Baby, Mommy's going be bad and ask you for what she really needs right now."
Kaden groaned. "Oh god, you know what talking like that does to me, don't you?"
"Just making sure you understand what I'm about to ask."
"I understand, you don't need to--"
"Mommy needs your cock, baby," Luna whispered.
"Oh goddammit."
Kaden pushed Luna aggressively back onto the bed, following her down. She giggled and struggled to free her arms from her robe, then wrapped them around him as he squirmed around and nestled his body atop hers, cock rubbing against her thigh.
"Don't give me that mommy talk," Kaden said.
"Or what?"
"I thought you were feeling bad about this?"
"Conflicted. And I still am. But if I'm gonna do this, and let's face it I definitely am sooner or later, I'm going to enjoy it."
Kaden grinned crookedly. "Yeah, me too."
"Good. Gonna fuck Mommy now?"
"Keep it up and I'll fuck Mommy so hard she can't walk tomorrow."
"Ha, promises, promises." Luna ran her fingernails up Kaden's spine. "I believe in you, sweetie, but only to a point."
"Yeah, ok, that was dumb. But I don't know what to take seriously right now."
Luna pushed on Kaden's shoulder, rolling him over and climbing on top of him. Her pussy, either by design or accident, pressed firmly on his cock, trapping it between them. He could feel her heat and her wetness so strongly. He longed for more from her. From his mother.
"I've seen how Jaina is with you," Luna said.
"Um...."
"You know she got it from me."
"Oh. Well...."
"I told you. If I'm gonna fuck my son, I'm going to enjoy it."
"You just keep saying it."
"I know. And I feel you throb every time. Throbbing against Mom-my."
"Fuuuccck."
"Against Mom-my's pussy."
"Stop."
"Your cock begs the opposite."
"Yeah, well, it would."
Luna lifted her hips and reached down, grasping Kaden's hard, pulsing shaft. "And of course, it wouldn't be half so much fun if talking dirty wasn't making you squirm so."
"Unfair."
Luna smiled evilly. "You're going inside Mommy now."
Kaden gasped, feeling the tip of his cock pressing her cunny, just at her entrance, so very close. "Do it."
But Luna still just teased. She rubbed his cock back and forth over her overly wet slit, moaning softly as she used him to touch her clit.
Kaden put his hands on Luna's hips. "Mom? Do it, or I will."
Luna grinned softly. "Bad boy."
"Yeah, yeah. But seriously--"
Luna looked down at Kaden with her adoring, motherly eyes and sinful smile, and lowered herself abruptly but with full control of what she was doing. Kaden was cut off mid-sentence as he was enveloped by his mom's pussy, smoothly taking him all the way to his balls.
Her face was an expression of pure adoration and lust. Kaden assumed his probably was similar. All he could feel was his mixed love and desire for his mom, along with the physical sensation of her atop and around him.
Luna smiled at Kaden and rocked her hips back and forth, grinding around with him fully inside her. Slowly, teasingly, she slid up and down a little too, riding his hard shaft.
Kaden reached up and caressed Luna's cheek, emulating the way she'd been touching him that evening. "Mom...."
"Yes, baby?"
"That's so good."
"Mmm, agreed."
Luna rode him harder, keeping him pinned down beneath her, fucking him in her bed. They were joined in incestuous pleasure in a way that Kaden had only had with his sister before, and now with his mother too.
The beauty and intimacy of their love making should have lasted right to the end, and probably would have if not for a very noticeable shifting of the mattress beneath them. Luna slowed her pace almost immediately, and as one she and Kaden turned their heads.
Jaina was just getting comfy on the bed next to them as she caught the dual stares boring into her. She looked back and forth between them, her face a picture of innocence. "Well don't mind me." She waved her hand at them. "Go on. Keep doing your thing."
"I might kind of mind you, actually," Kaden said. "If that's alright."
"I just wanted to make sure you were doing ok in here."
"We were, thanks."
"Jaina, honey, we were having kind of a moment," Luna added.
"I know," Jaina said. "I could see that. It's... pretty damn hot."
"Sooo... you're just gonna come watch?" Kaden asked.
"That was the plan."
"Ah."
"Problem?"
Kaden looked up at Luna. She looked back at him, then at Jaina.
"Sweetie, did you want to be with us?" Luna asked softly.
"Well, you know, like I said, it's pretty hot," Jaina said evasively.
Luna reached out her hand. After a moment's hesitation, Jaina took it. "You're both my children," Luna whispered. "My babies. I'm here for both of you."
Jaina crawled sensually closer, pulled in for a deep kiss with Luna. Kaden wasn't sure whether to still be annoyed that Jaina had interrupted, or entranced by her and Luna kissing so passionately. He loved watching the two of them. Which was sort of a thing that was going around between the three of them, it seemed.
Jaina proceeded to kiss Kaden with every bit as much love as she'd shown Luna. She followed that up by crawling closer still, then sitting rather unceremoniously on his face.
Luna started fucking Kaden again while Jaina settled herself. Kaden had liked the idea of being alone with Luna while they had sex, but he was now fully prepared to admit that this might be better. He could be easily swayed, at times.
It was their own fucked up little family. All together. Enjoying something fairly unique to them. Basking in the mutual love that all three of them felt for each other. It wasn't the same cozy intimacy, but it was at least as good if not better in other ways. And not just for the physical appeal of having his sister's pussy in his face.
Although, as much he very much loved having Jaina's pussy in his face....
Kaden pushed Jaina's butt up a little. "Jay? You kinda taste like my cum."
Jaina giggled. "Oops, oh yeah. Kinda all full of it still, aren't I?" She slid forward, presenting her ass to him instead. "Better?"
Kaden stared at his sister's butthole, just barely above his face. "I can work with that," he said faintly.
"Mmhm."
Jaina sat back down and cooed her appreciation as Kaden tongued her tight little butthole instead of her twat. After a moment, the noises she made turned to those of some sloppy making out between her and Luna. Kaden was stuck underneath both of them while they rode him however they so chose, while also playing with each other. There may have been a greater place on Earth, but Kaden would have struggled to think of one.
Luna came on Kaden's cock only shortly before Jaina came with Kaden's tongue massaging her asshole and Luna's fingers teasing her clit. Kaden in turn came in his mom's sweet little pussy while being half-smothered by Jaina's butt.
After making sure Luna had a nice, messy pussy just like her, Jaina decided she needed another turn for some reason. Not that Kaden could complain when Jaina and Luna both started licking his cock together to get him ready again.
Luna made out with Kaden and offered her tits for him to suck on while Jaina rode him for a while. Having only just finished, Kaden didn't cum again for a while, and Luna eventually got horny enough again to emulate Jaina, by way of sitting square on Kaden's face and making him eat her ass out while Jaina fucked him.
By the time Jaina took another load in her already filled cunny, she was the only one still in a horny, playful mood. Not having any compunctions about licking up cum, she cleaned up Kaden and Luna while they cuddled, and even teased Kaden's ass a little with her tongue, while looking up from time to time to see if she'd get any more action out of him.
Eventually, Jaina gave up and crawled into the naked, sweaty, messy family cuddle.
****
Jaina was last to awaken the next morning. She stretched out in an empty bed, only belatedly becoming confused at the lack of family members there with her as she recalled how she'd fallen asleep.
Lazily, basking in a ray of early morning sun, Jaina smiled at the recollection of everything that had happened the night before. She hadn't been sure it was actually a good idea to climb into bed with Kaden and Luna, not while they were having sex for the first time, but she was ever so glad she'd gone for it.
So many little moments in her mind, all jumbled together. Cumming while Luna fingered her and Kaden rimmed her. Licking her mommy's cummy pussy. Falling asleep with her family, feeling just as sated and loved as a girl could ever dream of.
Since neither Luna or Kaden was in the room, nor seemed to be coming back, Jaina eventually rolled out of bed and got her day started. She took a badly needed shower, got all squeaky clean and only played with herself a little, then headed in search of her family. Not ever having to get dressed these days really saved time.
Kaden was making breakfast in the kitchen, which was pretty much where Jaina expected to find him. He was only barely any more clothed than Jaina, having an apron on while working in front of the stove, but nothing on underneath.
Luna, for her part, appeared even hornier than Jaina felt, judging by the way she had settled herself on her knees behind Kaden and was quite enthusiastically licking and sucking his various naughty bits. Jaina stopped and watched with a certain bemused interest as Luna sucked on Kaden's balls for a moment, then dragged her tongue right up to his ass.



Jaina lightly fingered her clit as her mom ate out her brother's ass right in front of her with absolutely no shame at all. She didn't know if neither of them had noticed her, or if they were both just too distracted to even greet her. Kaden, certainly, seemed to be having a hell of a time focusing on breakfast while Luna did everything in her power to keep his mind elsewhere.
After her moment of quiet, pleasurable voyeurism, Jaina walked over and bent down to kiss Luna on the cheek and wish her good morning. She slipped a sneaky hand down to fondle her mom's tits as long as she was down there anyway. Kaden got a chaste good morning kiss on the cheek as well, once Jaina got to him.
"Breakfast smells good," Jaina said, peering over Kaden's shoulder. She could only get so close to him, since Luna flatly refused to give up her spot behind him.
"Thanks," Kaden said.
"You cum in it yet?"
"Well... not yet. But Mom's doing her best."
Jaina snorted. "You perv. Every opportunity, huh?"
"Hey, I didn't do anything."
"Yet."
"And if I do, it's gonna be you or Mom who makes me do it."
"Classic excuses."
"Am I wrong?"
"No. But still, excuses."
Jaina kissed her brother again, then retreated to a section of counter that was out of the way. She hopped up, spread her legs, and played with herself some more while waiting to see whether Kaden would finish cooking before or after their mother made him cum all over everything.
"Oh, there's Riley," Jaina said, catching sight of her friend's car out the window. "Early today."
"Partly," Kaden said. "Also we're running late for some reason."
"Can't imagine why," Jaina said absently.
"Riley texted while you were still sleeping," Kaden said. "I'm making breakfast for them too."
Jaina gasped. "You looked at my phone?"
"No. She texted me."
"Since when does she have your number?"
"Is that what you're gonna be jealous about today?"
"M'not jealous. I'm a very emotionally open and healthy individual."
"That's a bold claim."
"It's--"
"You're naked and masturbating to your mom and brother."
"Irrelevant."
Luna stood up, rolling her eyes at Kaden and Jaina's antics. She ruffled Kaden's hair and squeezed his butt before flouncing off to greet Riley and Mary. Mostly Mary, Jaina assumed.
"It's cute how excited she gets," Jaina said.
"She likes having friends to hang with," Kaden said. "And who could blame her?"
"Ha, yeah. Hot moms. Gotta love having 'em around."
"Mmhm."
Jaina took Luna's vacated spot behind Kaden and spread his butt cheeks. She licked his asshole a bit, which was still slick from Luna's attention. She then squirmed her way down and tried to get at his cock, but it wasn't easy to actually get her mouth on it. Still, she gave it a shot.
An exploring hand discovered that her brother was leaking a phenomenal amount of precum that made the tip of his cock all messy, as well as the front of his apron where it was rubbing.
"You gonna make cummy omelettes again?" Jaina asked while she ran her fingers back and forth along Kaden's shaft. "I kinda like them."
"Of course you do. But no, I made scrambled eggs. Wasn't quite sure how many I was cooking for. Was simpler this way."
"Well... you could still cum on them."
"I can cum all over your food if you want. Since you keep bringing it up."
"Aw, just for me? Now I feel special."
"Yeah. I bet."
"But you'll make everyone else jealous."
"I don't think they'll mind, somehow. Well, Mom might. I honestly don't know."
"Best spread the love. Just to be safe."
"I'm not gonna--"
"I'll help once you get plates ready."
"... fine, but I'm blaming you if I get complaints."
"That's fair. I accept."
In fact, Kaden didn't get any complaints. He got a few Looks, but no actual questioning or whining.
Jaina spent breakfast being rather pleased with herself and her food. She ate slowly and teased Kaden by making it obvious when she putting more of his cum in her mouth, but still managed to finish ahead of everyone except her brother, who had the lone cum-free plate at his inflexible insistence.
Luna and Mary both cleaned their plates, though not as quickly as Jaina. Riley picked at hers less certainly, and only ate about half of it. Jaina helped her with the rest, which Riley rolled her eyes at.
Riley took the moms outside afterward while Jaina helped Kaden clean up. Things devolved pretty quickly into Jaina doing up the dishes while Kaden returned her earlier favour and knelt behind her eating out her ass and pussy alternately.
Rather annoyingly, Alanna showed up just when Kaden's oral teasings were getting really interesting, and he pranced off to go welcome her. Jaina shook her head and finished up. It was fine. She'd get him latched back on to her sooner or later. She knew where he lived.
****
By the end of the week, Kaden could tell Orson was getting antsy about their deal. Alanna was getting pretty dang comfortable with being naked, just not around her son yet, it seemed. Which was fair, but also contrary to certain interests.
There was a chance that if Orson didn't see results, he wouldn't be so forthcoming with dropping his mom off every day. Which wasn't to say she couldn't drive herself over, but Luna and Mary were kind of a bad influence on her regarding booze and some other things, and she was sometimes too tipsy or sleepy by the end of the day to drive herself home.
Kaden decided to press the issue, just a little. If she wouldn't do it, she wouldn't do it. He couldn't force her. But he believed he could be sufficiently persuasive if needed.
Kaden waited until the afternoon when everyone was distracted with some other activity and he had a moment of relative privacy. He crawled on top of Alanna in her lounger and sucked on her tits a bit just to get her attention.
"Well hello there," Alanna murmured, stretching lightly but otherwise keeping still in spite of the teenage boy teasing her nipples.
"Hey," Kaden mumbled around a mouthful of breast.
"Horny again, are you?"
Kaden looked up at her and tried to appear innocent, though he knew it wasn't much good bothering. "Can't really help it, can I?"
"Probably not, honestly. I know I can't. But I don't think you try all that hard either."
"Got me there." Kaden nuzzled Alanna's boobs some more. "I had something to ask you, actually."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I think it's probably not gonna shock you all that much at this point."
Alanna ran her fingernails lightly down Kaden's back. "Whatever makes you think that?" she asked airily. "Is it because somehow you've conned me into not even flinching when you bury your face in my boobies?"
"Partly that, sure." Kaden tried flashing her a charming smile. "But, uh, I was wondering how you'd feel about, like, forgetting your clothes when you go home tonight?"
Alanna's eyebrows went up slightly. "Going home naked?"
"Yeah. That."
She stayed quiet a moment. "Is this to do with Orson?"
"Kinda."
"Did he... ask you to ask me that?"
"Not as such. But... kinda."
"Ah. So he's as bad as you are."
"He wishes."
Alanna giggled softly. "Yes, alright, he'd be hard pressed to be that bad. But I'd been wondering about why he'd insisted I come over in the first place, and why he kept bringing me. He seemed so annoyed some days when he picked me up."
"'Cause you had clothes on."
Alanna groaned. "Oh lord. As if you weren't bad enough. I can't... I can't do things like this with Orson. He's my son."
"Well, that doesn't stop everyone. But honestly, you don't need to. He's not expecting anything like what I'm used to. You show off a little, he'll be happy. Easy."
"Easy? To just parade naked in front of my son?"
"... yes."
Alanna scrunched her face up, thoughtful and uncertain. "I'd have to make sure my husband doesn't see."
"Well of course."
"Or the neighbours."
"Naturally."
She went quiet again, then, "Orson really wants to see me that badly."
"Pretty badly. He's been letting me have you all week just so he'll get a chance." Kaden nipped lightly at Alanna's nipple. "But then, he thinks I'm only looking too."
"Is it bad that I might be ok with it?" Alanna asked softly.
"You're asking the wrong person for moral assurances. I can tell you that much."
"Yes, I suppose I am."
"I think... I think if you want to keep coming over, you probably have to give him something." Kaden shrugged. "And personally, I'd hate for you to stop coming over."
"Yes, I'm sure you would." Alanna bit her lip, then nodded. "Alright, I'll give it a chance. See if I can handle it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. But you," Alanna said, tapping a finger on Kaden's forehead, "are gonna have to make sure I'm still in a mood to do something that foolish and risky when the time comes."
Kaden nodded gravely. "I will certainly do my best to keep you horny."
"That's not what I said."
"I'm interpreting slightly."
Kaden glanced over at the others. Riley and Mary had squeezed into a lounger together and were doing little more than snuggling naked together in the sun. A relatively wholesome mother and daughter bonding experience, as had been getting quite frequent between them. Kaden couldn't blame either one of them.
Jaina and Luna, however, were being naughtier still. Jaina had their mom in a face down, ass up kind of position, and had been playing with her for a little while now. It seemed as though Jaina was doing her best to get Luna used to one of the new toys she'd bought. A small, jeweled butt plug. Jaina had been looking for excuses to make use of her purchases, and seemed to have found one.
"Wanna check out some toys Jay got?" Kaden asked.
"Hm?"
"She got them for you and Mom and Mary. So she says. I think there was some self-interest at work there."
"You don't mean, like, that butt plug your sister's trying to get in your mother?"
"Oh she's not just trying." Kaden looked longingly over at Jaina and Luna, and the light butt play going on. "But it wouldn't have to be anything like that if you aren't into it."
Surprisingly, Alanna had to think some more before answering. Kaden had kind of assumed if she had an opinion about going further with butt stuff than a little fingering or licking, that she'd be able to just toss it out. Having to contemplate was interesting.
"You know," Alanna said slowly, "until I started coming here, I'd never really had anyone try to, like, play with my butt very much. Hardly at all, really."
"Well that's just not right. You've got such a lovely butt. Shouldn't be ignored."
"You think so, do you?"
"Absolutely."
"Are you just trying to see if I'll let you play with it?"
Kaden grinned. "Mostly, yeah."
"... I hate how charming I find you sometimes."
Kaden felt his cock pulse, and since it was hard and trapped against Alanna's leg, he was sure she felt it too. "Is that a yes?"
"It's a maybe. I'm not sure I should encourage you to take any more liberties than you already do."
"S'not taking liberties. It's providing a unique and valuable relaxation service, with a far more personal and involved level of--"
"Alright, alright."
"--care than you could expect from--"
"Kaden, for real. I can't deny I've been feeling far more relaxed lately, but I think we both know what you're in this for. And it's not particularly selfless."
"You're right. It's not."
Alanna ran her fingers through Kaden's hair as he leaned his chin on her breast. "I worry it's something of a mid-life crisis for me. Being interested in someone as young as my son."
"I wouldn't worry about that."
"You don't have to worry about it. You're the hot young thing. Just wait for your turn. Won't be as funny then."
"Maybe not." Kaden bit his lip. "So where are we on checking out Jay's toys? Still a maybe?"
"I'm... going to say yes, I think. But only because it's something I've never really done, and if nothing else is accomplished, I might as well try something new."
"Oh sure. Education. Broaden the horizons. Very wise."
"Shush. I can still change my mind."
"Sure, but the deposit's non-refundable."
Kaden stood and graciously offered his hand to help Alanna to her feet. He was hornier and more excited this than he'd realized. He felt just the slightest flutter in his tummy, and his cock was dripping precum in misguided anticipation. It wasn't actually going to be doing anything just yet.
Jaina smiled at them as they walked over, naked and hand in hand. Kaden pulled the lounger closest to Jaina and Luna right over next to them and offered it to Alanna.
Along with her new sex toys, Jaina had slowly been filling out their stash of other useful supplies, such as more seating for lazing around the pool. If not for all the nudity and inappropriate sexuality, they'd almost be starting to look like a legitimate operation. But then, the nudity and sexuality were kind of their best things and weren't going anywhere.
Luna covered her face, but not before Kaden noted the red flush in her cheeks. She was still face down with her ass in the air, which made burying herself away from seeing anyone fairly easy. She didn't stop Jaina from continuing to pop the butt plug in and out of her ass, or wiggle it around inside, nor from fingering her dripping wet cunny.
"Hey, sis," Kaden said.
Jaina nodded a greeting, but didn't let her eyes off Luna for more than a second or two. "What's up?"
"Just thought we might check out some of the new toys."
"Oh you did, did you?"
"Yep."
"Like what?"
"Like, maybe the same kinda thing you're using?"
"Butt plug?"
"Butt plug."
Jaina nodded again. "Good choice." She had a bag on the ground next to her. She rummaged around for a second, then pulled out a small, transparent, plastic bag with an identical plug to the one she had in their mom. "I took it out of the package, but it hasn't been used before. All ready to go."
"Why thank you."
"Lube's right here when you're ready."
Kaden grinned and turned to Alanna. She blushed a lighter shade than what he'd been able to see of Luna's face, and it did very little to hide the look of interest she gave the small toy.
Kaden had to get Alanna rolled around and into a similar position to Luna's, with her ass presented lewdly to him and pointed up the air. At that point, after spreading her ass cheeks and getting a very, very good look at her tight little butthole, Kaden couldn't resist diving in and hungrily eating her out.
Alanna moaned as Kaden lapped at her asshole and sneaked a hand between her legs to rub her pussy. She even reached back with one hand and helped him hold her ass spread wide open for him.
It took some self-control to ever pry himself away from Alanna's delicious ass, but Kaden needed to stick the plug in at some point. It was the purpose of coming over, after all.
As it turned out, Alanna took the plug easily. It was only little, for a start, and she'd relaxed quite a bit as Kaden licked her. She'd really enjoyed being rimmed, and it wasn't hard at all to go from there to plugging her.
Once Kaden got settled into toying with Alanna's plug, getting a bit of a rhythm going, he checked on Jaina. His sister was just finishing getting herself all snugged into a strapon harness, and now sported a dildo roughly the same size as his cock sprouting from her body.
Jaina caught Kaden's stare as she grabbed Luna's hips and positioned herself. She winked at her brother, then carefully, slowly, drove her strapon into their mother's soaked pussy.
Kaden distractedly wiggled Alanna's butt plug around while he watched Jaina fuck Luna. He knew right from the moment he saw what Jaina was up to that he was going to do the same to Alanna. It just took a while for his brain to catch up to what it already knew, and even longer for his body.
Eventually, after he was sure Alanna liked being plugged and teased, and the novelty of watching Jaina fuck their mom wore down just a little, Kaden started rubbing his cock against Alanna's pussy. He kept wiggling her plug, sometimes pulling it in and out, all the while getting ready to go a bit further.
Alanna moaned deeply when Kaden slid into her hot mommy cunny. He agreed with the sentiment. She felt amazing, and was already all worked up from having her butt played with. She went a bit crazy when she got filled up with teenage cock as well.
Kaden and Jaina exchanged broad smiles as they fucked the two butt plugged mommies side by side. It was an insane kind of sibling bonding moment, and yet not even close to the most insane they'd shared recently.
"Should almost see if we could get Ri in on this," Jaina said.
"I wouldn't risk it," Kaden replied with a glance over the other direction. "She and Mary look pretty dang cozy right where they are. And Ri's not, like...."
"I know. A little less adventurous with her mother loving. I get it. I respect it." Jaina shrugged. "Think she's missing out sometimes, though."
"To each her own, I guess."
"Mmhm."
The sibs reached out and held hands for a bit while doing their thing, but had to let go as it threw off their rhythms and made fucking more physically awkward without two hands free.
Even without that small contact, Kaden felt really good having Jaina right there with him as they engaged in some very casually inappropriate and intimate acts. She made everything that much better.
Despite how Kaden would have liked it to last all afternoon, there was a limit to how long he could actually hold out. Particularly when Alanna came and started doing even more interesting things with her pussy muscles. He came right at the tail end of her orgasm, filling her pussy up with cum before eventually withdrawing from her.
Jaina made Luna cum too, right around the time Kaden was getting Alanna settled and all curled up in the lounger to rest. Both women were sweaty and tired out, and they both looked extremely satisfied.
"Well that was fun," Jaina said as she and Kaden tiptoed away. She reached down and brushed Riley's leg as they passed, but Riley barely even lifted her head from where it was nestled on Mary's shoulder, just above her breast. "We ought to do that more often."
"Fuck mommies?"
"If you need to put it so crudely, yes."
"How would you put it?"
Jaina smiled. "Seeing to the sensual relaxation needs of our clientele."
"Ah. Of course." Kaden smiled crookedly at his sister. "Speaking of which, how are your, uh, sensual relaxation needs?"
"You're ready to go again already?"
"Well... I could be. But mostly it was just 'cause I don't think you came...."
"Ah." Jaina kissed Kaden on the cheek. "Well that's very thoughtful in that case. And honestly, I'd kinda love to lie down and bury your face in my snatch."
"I sense a but. And not the fun kind."
"I fear we should look to preparing snacks."
Kaden sighed. "Alas, more work. Work work work."
"It's hard life," Jaina agreed, patting his shoulder sympathetically. "And yet, so rewarding. Spiritually, I mean."
"Yes, indeed. Spiritually. Maybe I'll see to your... spiritual needs... later."
Jaina squeezed Kaden's hand. "I'd very much enjoy that, brother dearest. But come, our mundane chores await."
****
Kaden was a tad nervous when it came time to walk Alanna to Orson for her drive home. She was a quite a bit more nervous than he was, and for good reason.
"You're sure I shouldn't just start, like, topless or something?" Alanna asked.
"No. It's better if you act like you just forgot to get dressed. Pretend like you don't even know he wants to see you naked."
"I don't know that I can act all that well."
"You don't need to. Orson gets a look at you like this, he'll short circuit. Won't be able to think. You might even have to drive home, for that matter."
Alanna giggled, releasing some tension from her shoulders. "I don't think it'll be that bad."



"No way to know until we try it."
They stopped near the front door, and Alanna hesitated before going through.
"I'm not leaking at all, am I?" she asked.
Kaden knelt down in front of her, taking a very close look at her cunny. It was red and puffy from arousal and use, and also noticeably wet, with just a very small amount of cum visible when one looked close enough. Kaden wiped at her with the back of his hand, then his thumb, and tried to ignore the soft sigh she made.
"You still have some of my cum in you?"
"Yes."
"Well... hopefully it shouldn't be obvious to anyone."
"Hopefully," Alanna agreed.
Kaden stood up and kissed her deeply, letting their naked, horny bodies press together for as long as he dared. He left a smear of precum on her, which he then had to wipe off as well.
"Good luck," he said.
Alanna nodded absently, breathless from the last-minute kiss before seeing her son. She took half a step toward the door, then stopped and bent over slightly, reached around behind herself.
"Shit, almost forgot." Alanna concentrated hard for a moment, then brought her hand forward and presented Kaden with her butt plug. "You'd better hold on to this."
"It's yours. You can wear it if you want."
"In front of my son?"
"Well... ok, maybe not."
Kaden accepted the plug back. Alanna was right. Best not to let Orson see any sex toys. That would lead toward discovering the sort of things Kaden got away with with his mom, and teasing her butt with a small toy was bad enough without even mentioning things like giving her a cummy pussy.
Despite her nerves and protestations that she wouldn't be able to act natural, Alanna set her shoulders and walked out to Orson with all the smooth grace and poise of an actress walking the red carpet. It could have been Kaden's imagination that her hips rolled more than usual for his benefit as he followed her out. Luckily, Orson was too busy staring agape at her to notice how Kaden stared at his mom's delicious, swaying ass.
Alanna casually brushed her hand against Orson's shoulder as she passed him. He stood right where he was, eyes comically large, only turning to follow her progress.
"Ready to go?" Alanna asked, not quite covering the amusement and arousal in her tone.
"Um... yeah. Just a sec, Mom. I wanna talk to Kay for a sec."
"Sure thing, sweetie."
Orson finally wrenched his eyes away from Alanna as she made it to the passenger side door and opened it up. Kaden had just enough presence of mind to hide Alanna's butt plug behind his back as Orson's focus turned to him.
It wasn't easy to think. Alanna hadn't actually gotten in the car yet, and was looking straight at Kaden over Orson's shoulder. She winked and blew him a kiss, and even just having her stand there all naked and beautiful while he was trying to act casual was kind of a problem.
The butt plug had cooled, but was still warm in Kaden's hand from having been in Alanna's bum all afternoon. He clutched it tightly and tried not to think about where it had just been. About Alanna's lovely, enticing, motherly ass. About how much he wanted to drag her back inside and find a nice spot to eat her out again.
"Dude, you did it," Orson hissed in an excited tone that was probably as quiet as he could manage under the circumstances.
"As promised," Kaden said more calmly than he felt. "One naked mother."
"I can't believe you pulled it off."
Kaden shrugged. "I got skills. What can I say?"
"Uh huh." Orson's eyes flicked involuntarily down at Kaden's hard and dripping erection. "You, uh, got to check her out a bunch this week, huh?"
"Well... that was kinda part of the whole thing, y'know."
"No, I know. It's weird to think that you'd... I mean, have you jerked off thinking about her?"
Kaden tilted his head and narrowed his eyes. Admitting to jerking off to Orson's mom was one of the least severe things he could say, even if it technically would be false. "It's not out of the realm of possibility," he said carefully.
"No, no. I get it. I don't know why I asked. I mean... I definitely will be."
"Sure. Yeah. We, uh, probably don't need to talk about it, though."
"True. Very true. Well, we better get going."
Kaden nodded. "Keep bringing her back?"
"Are you kidding? Of course! Can't stop this now."
"No, indeed."
Orson returned to his car, practically skipping to it.
Kaden made eye contact with Alanna and blew her a kiss back while Orson wasn't looking, the brought out her plug and sucked just the tip of it between his lips while giving her sultry eyes. She bit her lip hard and her eyes flashed, but she had to get in the car before she could retaliate any further.
He hid the plug behind his back again as he waved the car out of the driveway, then returned inside. He tried to think of practical things like gathering up Alanna's clothes than she'd left behind so they'd be ready for her to take home at some point, but mostly he was already thinking about getting her plug back in her tomorrow, as well as some other similar such things.
****
Once everyone had gone home and it was just Jaina, Kaden, and Luna remaining, Jaina took a moment to survey the backyard. Her eyes settled on her mother, as they so often did these days. Rather unusually in this case, Jaina wasn't simply admiring Luna's naked form, but instead contemplating how little exercise she was getting. Sex excepted, though admittedly it was a pretty good workout at times.
"I think we need to start going for walks or something," Jaina said to Kaden.
"Oh? Why so?"
"Fighting laziness mostly."
"What about just fucking more?"
"I mean... yeah, I like that thought. But seriously though. We should grab Mom and go for a quick walk, yeah? Start getting in the habit?"
"I don't think she'll want to go."
"Who says she gets a choice?" Jaina patted Kaden's shoulder. "Go get dressed. I'll get Mom."
"Clothes? Really?"
"I know. Crazy, right?"
Jaina walked over to Luna, still hedonistically sunning herself even as afternoon stretched into evening. Somehow, she had a few stray streaks of cum across her, and Jaina wasn't even sure when she would have acquired them.
Being a dutiful and diligent daughter, Jaina licked her brother's cum off her mommy before speaking.
"Hey, Mom, we're gonna go for a walk."
"That's nice, dear. Have fun."
Jaina patted Luna's leg. "You're coming too."
Luna shook her head. "No thanks."
"It wasn't a question. You need to get some exercise."
"I'm still your mother, in spite of everything."
"Yeah, but I'm co-running this mommy daycare thing, and you're one of my charges, so deal."
Luna arched an eyebrow, then tilted her head up to the sky and away from Jaina.
"Whatever, Mom," Jaina said. "I'm gonna put some clothes on. You can do the same or not. But you're going for a walk."
Luna didn't respond. Nor, in fact, had she moved even a little by the time Jaina had dressed and returned. She and Kaden were both lightly but properly clothed, shirts and shorts. Luna remained as naked and tempting as she had all summer.
"You didn't take me seriously, did you?" Jaina asked.
Luna looked at her. "You two go. I'll maybe start supper."
"Nuh uh. We'll deal with supper after."
"I'm getting hungry," Luna said. "It's getting late."
"It is. Sun's still up, though. And it won't kill any of us to hold off on eating for an hour or whatever."
Kaden nudged Jaina. "Hey, uh, we kinda can't make her go, really."
Jaina grinned wickedly. "Au contraire, brother mine. We certainly can."
Kaden registered surprise when Jaina pulled out a collar from behind her back, as did Luna a little slower than Kaden. Jaina made full use of her mother's surprise to slip the collar around her neck and fasten it snugly, but not so tight as to choke her.
"If you want to be petulant, Mommy, expect consequences."
Luna put a hand to her new collar, running her fingers over it. "Jaina?"
"Whoa," Kaden said, amazed and impressed at Jaina's boldness, and already a little turned on at his otherwise naked mother now in a collar.
Jaina efficiently attached a leash to Luna's collar, then tugged gently until Luna stood up. With the collar on, Luna seemed a bit dazed and much readier to accept suggestion or instruction.
"You've gotten used to constant sexiness, huh?" Jaina said. "That's fair. We all have. And if that's what it takes...."
In theory, Luna could easily have taken the collar off at any point. Her hands weren't restrained in any way. But she didn't. She followed along behind Jaina, still uncertain and confused, but far more willing to comply.
Kaden followed behind both Jaina and Luna at first, still marveling at what Jaina had casually done to their mother, collaring and leashing her, leading her like a puppy. And here he'd thought the day's horny fun times had peaked long since. How wrong he'd been.
They stopped long enough to put some shoes on Luna, then carried right on going. Jaina had given Luna a chance to get dressed, and she hadn't taken it. These were the consequences.
Jaina made Luna walk in front of her and Kaden once they got to the sidewalk. Mostly that was just so they could appreciate their mommy's voluptuous naked body on their brief jaunt.
Luna couldn't seem to decide if she was horribly embarrassed, or loving being publicly nude. Her arms at times swung in front of her to hide herself a bit, or she even tried to duck behind her children if too many cars were passing all at once. At other times, she walked out ahead, ass swaying, arms at her sides, nearly fast enough to make Jaina hurry and keep up with her.
"You're going to get me arrested, you know," Luna said.
"Don't be silly," Jaina said. "First off, who's going to complain? Secondly, you're on a leash, so it's all fine."
"Does that work?" Kaden asked. "Anyone can just be naked out along the street as long as they aren't running free?"
"Probably," Jaina said.
They kept the walk fairly short, but even so by the time they got back home, Luna's thighs were slick with her own arousal. Jaina had soaked her panties too, and Kaden was bulging uncomfortably in his shorts.
"See? That wasn't so bad, was--"
Jaina was interrupted by Luna kissing her deeply. Jaina was left slightly stunned by the passion behind it, and could only stare for a moment once Luna moved on to kissing Kaden, wrapping her arms loosely around his neck and grinding on the tent in his shorts.
"Guess it was ok after all," Jaina murmured.
Luna paused in making out with her son for a moment and fixed Jaina with soft, horny eyes. "I can't believe the things you two will do to your own mother."
"I can't believe you went along with it," Kaden said, dipping his head to suck on Luna's tits a little.
"You know half the street has seen me parading past naked," Luna said.
"Well we'll go again tomorrow and make sure we get the other half," Jaina said glibly.
Luna tried to glare at her, but Kaden was being very distracting with his mouth on her boobies.
Jaina took the opportunity to unclip Luna's leash, but left her collar on for now. She joined her little brother in increasing their mommy's helpless horniness, kissing Luna some more and sneaking a hand to her flooded cunny.
"You know, we did say we'd get supper started when we got back," Jaina mentioned.
Kaden and Luna both ignored her.
"Anyone?" Jaina asked, knowing the answer.
"You do supper," Kaden mumbled around Luna's tits. "I'll do Mom."
Kaden started leading Luna away to bed, taking her by the hand. Jaina wasn't having any of that and was right behind them all the way to Luna's bedroom.
"You don't think I'm getting left out now, do you?"
The siblings pushed their mom into bed, then had to deal with their clothes. Not that they wore much, really, but it was a situation that didn't come up often lately.
As one, Jaina and Kaden decided a striptease was in order. They were goofy and uncoordinated about it, having never done something like it before, let alone while helping each other, but toward the end they were almost in synch.
Luna tried to get up and help her babies strip each other, but was pushed back to the bed. She resigned herself to just watching and being teased, resorting to rubbing her own pussy.
Jaina put more sway into her hips with every piece of clothing removed, finding the imaginary music for the situation. Kaden emulated her as best he could, following his big sis's lead. Halfway through they couldn't help themselves and started touching and kissing various body parts as they were exposed, and only Luna's pitiful whining and loud schlicking reminded them that they needed to get naked and pounce on her before she got truly desperate.
They had just taken her for a naked, leashed walk, after all. They owed her some nice cums.
Just as Luna was getting to her most frantic, wiggly, and whiny, Kaden slipped Jaina out of her panties and gave her a final teasing kiss right on her pussy. Jaina nearly shoved his face back into her pussy, ready to drown him in her wetness for the sack of some licks, but held out and together they moved on their horny mommy.
Luna was just as eager and wanton as could ever be hoped. As soon as she saw them coming for her, she lay back, legs spread invitingly. Kaden took her up on the invite straight away, driving his throbbing hard cock into her and giving her the pounding she needed.
Jaina felt a little left out at first. They hadn't even waited for some foreplay, not that any much was needed at this point. Still, she had to wait and play with herself a few minutes until her brother established a rhythm fucking their mom, and Jaina was able to get in there.
Jaina came in from above, pushing her pussy over Luna's face, and consequently sticking her ass in Kaden's face as well. As she hoped, both started eating her out without any hesitation at all. Even with the mommy pussy pounding, Kaden lapped lovingly at Jaina's ass, while Luna adoringly licked and sucked on her daughter's little pussy.
The way Kaden was railing Luna translated through to Jaina in the way both their tongues bounced on every thrust. It made them both a bit less efficient with eating her out, but their combined efforts were still quite lovely.
Luna moaned her way through a pair of orgasms before Kaden finally pumped her full of cum. She sighed in motherly satisfaction as her son's cum shot deep inside her, all safe and snug.
That was what Jaina had been waiting for, and she was quick to slip off Luna and take position next to her; face down, ass up, presenting her pussy just as prettily as ever a girl could.
As hoped and expected, Kaden couldn't resist a sexy ask like that. He went straight from mother to sister, burying his cock in Jaina with a mix of her and Luna's pussy juices, and his own cum.
Luna took a few moments to recover, then scooted closer to Jaina so they could kiss and make out. Jaina lapped up her own arousal off of Luna's face in between bouts of kisses.
"My babies," Luna said softly. "I can't believe what you do to me. What you make me feel."
Jaina grinned and gave Luna an extra deep kiss. "Likewise, Mom."
Jaina eventually got her pussy filled with brother-cum too. She'd cummed once in the process, but needed more. The only logical thing was to sixty-nine with her mommy so they could each lick Kaden's cum out of each other, and hopefully get each other off too.
It was quite a while before they actually got around to getting some proper food. Jaina and Luna had their sexy snacks to help some, but everyone was pretty starved by the time they ate, then all tuckered out by bedtime. Not tired enough to retreat to their own rooms, though. It was just the kind of night when they all felt like cuddling together in one naked, satisfied pile. So they did.





        Mommy Daycare Ch. 04

        Butt stuff, naked walks, important talks, and lots of love.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mommy-daycare-ch-04

Title: Mommy Daycare Ch. 04

Author: Xarth

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Butt stuff, naked walks, important talks, and lots of love.

Tags: butt plug, exhibitionism, public sex, apron, public nudity, leash, collar, anal, sibcest, milf

Series: Mommy Daycare


Chapter Four: Olivia
****
Jaina awoke to a soft, sloppy licking sound several mornings after their first naked mommy walk. She was cuddled up to Kaden still, so it wasn't him licking anything.
Sleeping had been getting to be a much cozier affair in the household, just generally. Jaina was getting to a point of never sleeping alone anymore. In fact, having all three family members going to bed together was practically the norm these days.
Knowing that it wasn't Kaden making noises, and not feeling any tongue upon her, Jaina looked up and spotted Luna licking away at Kaden, just as Jaina had suspected. Luna was mostly tonguing his ass, though seemed to be sucking on his balls some too, though it was a trickier angle for her, and only possible at all because Kaden had a leg partly over Jaina.
Jaina just watched Luna's sexy attempt at waking Kaden up for a few moments. She then squirmed free of Kaden, trying not to disturb him, and nudged Luna with her toe. Kaden's legs had closed up anyway, with Jaina no longer propping them open. Jaina's spread legs and pretty pussy were a very nice substitute for Luna, who moved over and started licking Jaina instead.
"Mmm, good morning, Mommy," Jaina cooed softly
"Morning, baby."
"You're so horny for first thing in the morning."
"You know that's what you two do to me."
Jaina giggled quietly. "Bad, naughty children, we are."
"You say that like it's a joke..."
Jaina just grinned and guided Luna back to her pussy for more morning attention.
Eventually, Kaden stirred in his sleep. He'd probably needed his rest to have lasted so long, considering Luna rimming him and sucking his balls hadn't aroused him sooner, nor had Jaina's soft caresses while she was eaten out.
Jaina tenderly kissed and nuzzled her brother awake until he started kissing her back. They made out gently in the soft morning light, then Kaden moaned in surprise and enjoyment as Luna switched back to him and began sucking his cock.
"Another day, dear brother," Jaina whispered.
"I'm gonna have to demand a day off in my contract or something," Kaden said. "I don't think I'm getting enough sleep."
Jaina pouted just for effect. "You don't love us enough anymore?"
"You know I didn't say that."
"He's only sleepy," Luna said. She crooked a finger at Jaina. "Help me wake him up."
Jaina grinned and joined her mother. They tag-teamed Kaden's hard, precummy cock. First one sucking while the other tongued his balls, then the other. Sometimes they'd both go for his shaft, each sucking from one side, tongues flashing out and meeting each other while teasing their favourite boy.
As if by magic, Kaden's morning grumbling fell away and soon he was just as eager and encouraging as ever. He moaned in appreciation and caressed Jaina and Luna's hair while they worked his cock.
Luna decided it was time for morning kisses, and sensually crawled up Kaden's body, dragging her boobies just along his skin. She settled half-atop him, full, soft, motherly form pressing naughtily into his leaner teenage body while they made out, showing all due familial love.
Jaina kept sucking her brother off while he and Luna were busy higher up. Once she started to feel him twitching more, getting to the early stages of impending orgasm, she broke off.
"I'm gonna save that," she said.
"Aw, why?" Kaden asked.
"'Cause I want a cummy breakfast."
"You can have all you want if you-"
"Nope nope. Proper breakfast. But cummy. That way Mom and I can share. And don't complain, you're the one who started cumming on my food, introducing me to it."
"You could share right now," Kaden suggested.
"Harder to be fair that way." Jaina pushed up onto her knees and started clapping rhythmically. "Cum-my break-fast! Cum-my break-fast!"
"You should make sure your sister gets a healthy breakfast," Luna murmured. "Full of protein. She's a busy girl."
Kaden rolled his eyes. "You just want the same thing, don't you?"
Luna grinned and kissed Kaden's cheek, then stood and stretched, garnering appreciative stares from both children. "Come on, I'll help with the cooking. I'm pretty hungry already too."
Luna walked out, beautiful ass swaying in a way that her children couldn't help following. Kaden couldn't even muster any complaints as he walked hypnotized behind her.
"How does she do that?" Kaden whispered to Jaina. "I mean, it's always hot watching her walk, but sometimes she's downright irresistible."
"I don't know," Jaina whispered back. "But when I'm older and my ass fills out like that, I wanna learn."
"I love your ass too," Kaden assured her.
"Oh I know. It's nice and tight and perky. But it's just not... that," Jaina said spreading both hands in the direction of the perfect mommy-butt before them.
Jaina got to sit back and enjoy both Luna and Kaden's sexy butts as the two of them donned aprons and started cooking. Of course, Jaina couldn't really just sit back and do nothing. She didn't have it in her to resist. Especially with Luna. Kaden looked hot in his single item of clothing that didn't cover his backside hardly at all, but once again with her bigger, lovelier ass, Luna was the one making it impossible to just hang back and let them work.
They tried very hard to ignore her sufficiently to get breakfast made. And, indeed, sometimes they were too far apart from each other for her to get to both of them simultaneously. But when they stood close together, Jaina was a sexy little terror.
Jaina sloppily licked Kaden and Luna's bums until they were all spitty and lubed up. She then amused herself by trying to finger both of them at the same time. When one walked away for an ingredient or dish, Jaina gave the other all her attention, much more aggressively eating them out or trying to get more fingers inside.
Luna had wet thighs by the time breakfast was being plated, and Kaden was all twitchy and ready to blow. It was only with enormous self-control that Jaina managed not to make him cum too early.
Once Jaina and Luna's plates were ready and set in front of Kaden, and his apron was off and out of the way, Jaina wrapped her hand around his cock while still wiggling a finger in his ass. He came within a very few strokes, blowing massive spurts of cum over his mother and sister's food.
"Oh wow," Jaina said aloud. "You're squeezing my finger so tight. And you should feel how you're pulsing inside. It's crazy."
Luna patted Jaina's head. "Not unlike you," she assured her.
Jaina grinned. "We are siblings, after all." She kissed Kaden's butt cheek before releasing him and standing up. "Even more the same inside than I would have guessed." She kissed Luna too, only quick and soft, running a casual hand over her mother's apron-covered breasts, then took her cummy plate and sat down with it.
****
Kaden finished eating well before Luna or Jaina. The two of them dawdled and savoured their cummy meal, whereas he ate more hungrily.
After his massive orgasm, dousing their food in hot, thick cum, he wasn't quite as horny from watching them consume it afterward as he might have been. He couldn't help watching by any means, but was able to somewhat enjoy it on a less sexual level, somehow.
Jaina and Luna were deliberately teasing about it too. More to each other, weirdly, than to him. They very slowly licked dripping cum from forkfuls of food, occasionally missing some and messing their own tits. In the spirit of family cooperation, the other would usually just lick their boobies clean for them.
Between that whole show and the earlier tease of Luna being all sexy and motherly in her apron, Kaden needed a break before the day's work started up.
It just wasn't fair the way his mom looked in an apron, really. It framed her ass so nicely in the back, and revealed the perfect amount of cleavage in the front. Not to mention the constant knowledge that she had nothing on underneath.
Then her and Jaina sucking on his cum like it was ice cream, and licking each other to clean up.
The problem being that Kaden hadn't entirely been joking about having a day off. He loved everything about the summer, about this bizarre mommy daycare they had going, and he absolutely didn't want to give it up. But pacing was required, at the very least. He couldn't simply bend his mom and sister over and pound them every time they made him horny. He'd have no energy to get through the day with.
It had been more of a problem of late, now that Luna had basically given in to her desires just as her children already had. With her and Jaina after him and each other on a far more constant basis, there wasn't as much breathing room.
All of which led to Kaden thinking he might sneak out and grab the mail while his family finished up at the table. It wasn't a bad idea by any means, some nice fresh air and a chance to clear his head a little. It was only the execution that suffered slightly from his distraction and the still repeating images of Jaina with her face buried in Luna's cleavage trying to catch a last stray drip of cum.
Kaden had forgotten about clothes. It was more and more a problem as nudity became the default. Usually on a grocery run or anything, he or Jaina would remember. On a quick trip down to the end of the driveway, not necessarily.
It wasn't the first time he'd accidentally done it. And he wasn't truly all that shy about some of the neighbours or passers by getting a peek. He was sure the family must collectively be getting a bit of a rep by now, always being naked and all. Plus Luna's naked and leashed walkies.
What was different and actually slightly embarrassing this morning was running into Olivia.
Kaden already had the mail in his hands when he turned and found Olivia standing there, clearly on the way to her mailbox as well. The two of them stood there a moment, flushing pink, each trying to maintain eye contact and failing miserably, for slightly different reasons.
"Oh," Kaden said, glancing down at himself. "Uh, sorry. I... forgot. Clothes. Forgot them."
"I see that," Olivia murmured, eyes flicking back and forth from slightly above and to the side of Kaden's head, to down his lean, toned, tanned body, and his cock that was embarrassingly twitching to life.
Olivia lived next door. Had done for about ten years, so she and Kaden knew each other fairly well. She'd kept an eye on him and Jaina a few times when sometimes when they'd been younger. Sometimes as a babysitter, and as they got older just making sure they didn't do anything too stupid while left unattended.
Now he was accidentally naked in front of her. It was fairly embarrassing, though not even close to how bad it would have been a month or two ago, back before he was used to this sort of thing.
As if to underscore the situation, a car drove past and honked. Kaden didn't even look at it, or who was driving. He was focused solely on Olivia.
"This isn't, like, a weird thing," Kaden explained awkwardly.
"Oh?"
"I mean, it is. But I really just forgot to put on clothes. We've, uh, been doing kind of a nudist thing this summer. It's... shit, does it sound weird even when I say it like that?"
Olivia finally tore her eyes from Kaden and coughed softly into her fist, clearing her throat and trying to pretend like she hadn't been checking him out. She definitely had been, Kaden just wasn't sure how much was shock, and how much was desire.
Not to be too full of himself, but moms really seemed to have a thing for him. And vice versa, of course. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement.
But he still had to know what Olivia was thinking. He didn't want her going away believing that he'd turned into an exhibitionist little perv now that he'd grown up some. Even if that was exactly what he'd become.
"Nudity's nothing to be ashamed of," Olivia said hesitantly, eyes drifting back down Kaden's body.
"Yeah. Yeah exactly. Doesn't have to be weird or anything. I mean, it was weird for me when Mom started doing it. But, uh, I've gotten used to it. It's kinda nice."
"I haven't talked to Luna much since the divorce," Olivia said. "I really should come by more often. I'm not all that busy right now. Flora and Luke are away at camp, and you know Neil's always off on business."
Kaden nodded. "I remember. I used to think that must be hard on you."
Olivia shrugged. "It can be, sometimes. I knew what I was getting into when I married him, but... I do get lonely and bored. Like anyone would."
Kaden wasn't sure why, but something about the way Olivia spoke made his cock twitch. She'd added the last bit hastily, as though she realized there'd been something odd in her tone as well. Something very nearly suggestive.
Kaden was getting hard anyway, but at an even faster rate now. The way she was clearly watching the process didn't help.
It was fine, though. If there was one thing he'd become a sudden expert on, it was having women stare at his naked body, aroused or otherwise.
"You'd, uh, be welcome to come over anytime," Kaden said, surprising himself with the offer as much as her.
Olivia's eyes went wider than he would have expected from the suggestion. Though to be fair, he was very nearly asking her to get naked. In a roundabout sort of way, at least.
"I don't know that I could do that," she said.
"Well, as I say, I know it's a bit odd, but-"
Another car honked as it went by, and it sounded like a girl yelling something indistinct out the window. Whatever it was, she didn't sound upset by the view. Kaden flushed, but still didn't turn around to look.
"We shouldn't keep standing here, maybe," Olivia said.
"Yeah, maybe not."
"Do you... I mean, just for a minute... want to come up?"
Kaden looked up at the front of Olivia's house. He swallowed and tried to stay casual. She probably wasn't really suggesting anything untoward, but he couldn't pretend like he'd never thought about certain fantasies involving her.
The milf next door. His old babysitter. These thoughts just happened.
"Yeah sure," he said.
Olivia nodded, then slowly turned and started padding back up her paved driveway in bare feet. Kaden followed, totally naked, wondering as he watched Olivia in front of him whether she had anything at all on under that robe of hers. It was easy to imagine that was all she had on, and just the thought made his cock throb and drool precum.
He was addicted to naked mommies. There was no way around it. He just was.
It didn't help that the longer Kaden watched Olivia walk, the better sense he got of the shape of her ass under her robe. It didn't cling to her, exactly, but as her hips swayed back and forth, it certainly had little moments of being pulled tight across her rear.
Bizarrely, Kaden felt shyer once inside. Outside he was used to, even if he was accidentally showing off for half the neighbourhood in the process. Being naked in Olivia's home was something else. It was more intimate.
Olivia appeared to feel the same thing. Once she finally stopped moving and turned around, leaning against a counter in her kitchen, she almost immediately folded her arms and started gnawing at her bottom lip. Her eyes drifted to Kaden's cock again, widened at the obvious precum trailing from the tip, then snapped away.
Kaden awkwardly wiped his dick off a bit, though he knew it would only get worse again.
"Well it's, uh, more private in here," Kaden said.
"Yes," Olivia said quietly. "I'm not sure that was a good idea anymore."
"Why not?" Kaden asked, while knowing exactly why not.
Olivia dropped her hands and fidgeted with her robe. The top of it had fallen open some, revealing beautiful cleavage. She didn't seem to have noticed yet, and her toying with the robe down below was only causing it to slip ever so slightly more open.
"Why don't you come over," Kaden suggested again. "Come hang out with us for a day. You might like it."
Olivia looked at him. "That could be a problem all on its own."
"How?"
"Kay... jeez, do you even remember when we first met? How young you were?"
"Sure."
"You've grown up so much. It's difficult for me."
"It doesn't have to be. You've seen me naked now, that's about as-"
"Kay, I can't believe I have to explain this, but you know how this house has a second story?"
Kaden frowned. "Well... yeah. Of course I know that."
"And you know how from some of the windows upstairs I can see straight into your backyard?"
Kaden's eyes widened frantically and his mouth dropped open. "Oh shit."
"So, uh, I kinda know what else goes on over there."
"Oh. Oh no."
"Yeah."
Kaden swallowed, mind racing. He stopped and took a deep breath once he realized that if Olivia had been watching, and knew basically everything already, she couldn't actually be too upset by it. She wouldn't have invited him in if she had been.
"Shit, ok, well... so maybe it's a bit fucked up," Kaden said, awkwardly avoiding eye contact. "Maybe you think it's gross and everything, but-"
"I don't think that."
"Oh. Good." Kaden scratched his head. "So, uh, what do you think?"
"Haven't quite been able to figure that out, honestly."
"Ah."
"But I can't go over there."
"Why not?"
"Because, again, I know what you've been up to."
"So?"
"What do you mean 'so'?"
"Exactly what it sounds like. You don't have to do anything you don't want. And if you do... you wouldn't be the only one."
Olivia stared hard at Kaden, apparently trying to see into his soul. "Are you trying to get me to do... things?"
"If I possibly can, yes."
Olivia's eyes widened at Kaden's brazen candor, then narrowed again. "Seriously? Just like that?"
"Well... I mean, you already know what's going on at our place. With Mom, even. And Mary and Alanna too. But, you know, really, whatever else you might say about our, uh, daycare operation, it makes lots of other stuff not so scary."
"After you've..." Olivia paused, then continued with very deliberate emphasis, "fucked your mo-ther?"
Kaden's cock twitched, reminding him of just how naked and hard he was. The movement drew Olivia's gaze down to his erection were it lingered a moment before she flushed and looked away again.
"You saw everything, huh?" Kaden said, just confirm.
"More than you wanted, I'm sure."
Kaden grinned faintly. "I'm sure you can see why trying to get you to join us doesn't seem like such a terrifying or fantastical proposition, anyway. Not anymore."
"I can pretty much understand how you'd dare to do so, yes. But I don't think you really need me, do you?"
"Not need exactly, no. But... definitely want. Definitely."
"Definitely?" Olivia asked, raising her eyebrow.
"Hell yeah! Do you even know how long I've had a thing for you?"
"Oh you have not!"
"Not a huge one. Just... you know. You used to babysit us. And... you were the hot babysitter next door. That does things to an impressionable boy."
Olivia blushed a deeper pink. "Shush. You're just horny."
"I am," Kaden admitted easily. "But I'm not making anything up."
"I'm older than you. You can't want me."
"Are you seriously telling me that after you've watched me get all horny over the moms we're looking after? The things I'm sure you've seen us all get up to?"
"Worth a try."
"No it wasn't. You're being silly. I know you want to come over. Just come over." Kaden grinned just a tad smugly. "You'd get to stare at me as much as you like. I won't be wearing anything all day."
Olivia groaned. "Don't tempt me."
"Oh I tempt you."
"I'd... I'd have to be naked too though, right?"
Kaden nodded. "It's the rules."
"I don't think I can do that."
"Is that all that's stopping you?"
Rather boldly, but feeling he'd judged things well, Kaden stepped slowly closer to Olivia. Her nostrils flared with a sharp intake of breath as she watched him approach, eyes flicking up and down his naked length.



Olivia gasped but didn't stop Kaden as he reached out and casually undid the sash on her robe. He let it fall open, eagerly admiring the tantalizing line of flesh initially exposed, then tugged the two sides farther apart. He had to gently reposition Olivia's arms so the robe would slide down them and slink to the floor. Just like that, she was naked.
"Wow," Kaden breathed, taking in the full sight of her.
Olivia was visibly trembling at being naked and so close to Kaden. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing coming in a soft pant, her eyes wild and uncertain.
Kaden wasn't quite sure how to calm her down, so he put his hands to her tits and gently cupped them. He got another gasp for his efforts.
"You know how long I've had thoughts of doing something like this?" Kaden asked.
"Taking advantage?"
"Ha! Whatever. It's not taking advantage of anything."
"Is!"
"Who brought me inside, hm? In your little robe? Letting it slip off so easily?"
"That-"
"And meeting outside like that, was that even coincidence?"
Olivia took a long pause. "Not exactly," she admitted.
"Aha. So none of this 'taking advantage' nonsense."
"Maybe I'm the one taking advantage then," she whispered.
"Just as preposterous."
"I was your babysitter. I'm older. I should be more responsible."
"Me and Jay are kinda taking over being responsible and all. You should try it. Come let us look after you."
"You just want in my pants."
"Um..."
"So to speak."
"Right." Kaden shrugged. "I mean partly that, sure." He grinned and let his hands trail down her sides. "You saying you don't?"
Olivia said nothing.
"Come on, I'm right here. All nakey for you. Up for pretty much anything."
"Unnff."
"I know, right?"
"This was such a bad idea."
"Or was it the best- mmpphh!"
Olivia pulled Kaden in and kissed him. Somehow, he hadn't been prepared for something like that. He was fully prepared to go with it, though. Naked mommy kisses he could handle.
Kaden slid his hands around Olivia's hips to her butt. He gripped her tight, getting a good squeeze of her ass while he had the chance. She couldn't really protest while she was surprise kissing him.
"What am I doing?" Olivia asked softly.
"Having a good time?" Kaden hazarded.
"I still feel like I'm taking advantage."
Kaden shrugged and pressed closer, deliberately grinding his erection on her. Olivia's skin got slick as he smeared precum on her. "You aren't. I can assure you."
Olivia's arms went around Kaden, hands at his back, holding him closer. She started grinding back against him, slowly at first, but with increasing lack of restraint. "You grew into a bad, bad boy, you know that?"
"I've begun to suspect as much, yes."
"At least if this is wrong I'll be in good company, right?"
Kaden smiled as he thought of Luna, Mary, and Alanna, and all the sexiness he'd shown and received from them. "You sure will," he agreed easily.
Olivia kissed him again, with more self-assurance this time. He kissed her right back, settling in for a nice exploratory makeout session, hoping that was where they was headed.
They kept grinding on each other, each getting hornier and more aggressive about it with every passing minute. Kaden kept up his groping, getting feels in everywhere while he had the chance. Olivia gasped sometimes either in surprise or arousal, and didn't seem inclined to stop him touching pretty much anywhere he wanted. She was more restrained in feeling him up, but he still felt her desire very clearly.
Olivia eventually just gave up on their makeouts when Kaden started rubbing her pussy. She was so wet, and his fingers squelched a bit if he pressed them into her. She leaned back heavily on the counter behind her, bracing herself as Kaden masturbated her.
There was no fight left in her. She knew she wanted this, and presumably it got harder to pretend like she was doing something wrong when Kaden was so expertly playing with her pussy, taking charge of her desire, need, and eventual release.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Kaden whispered to her.
Olivia nodded absently. "I don't think that was ever in question."
"Taking care of moms is kinda what me and Jay've been doing this summer. Turns out we're pretty good at it."
"Unf. So I can feel." Olivia looked at Kaden with big, dreamy eyes. "If I come over... it'd be like I'm a client, right? Not like I seduced the barely legal boy next door?"
"It can be both." Kaden grinned. "But really, I seduced you."
"Sure you did."
"I did. If you were watching everything anyway, and you got all hot for me..."
Olivia blushed. "That's not exactly what happened," she mumbled.
"Sounds like it is." Kaden kissed her, soft and quick. "Come over. Let us... take care of you. You'll like it."
"I know I would." Olivia's fingers tangled in Kaden's hair. "Luna won't be mad about it?"
"Seriously won't."
"Or your sister?"
"No way."
"I suppose I have to try it then. Just to see."
"Yeah, sure. Just to see."
Kaden focused more on Olivia's clit, finding what she loved and trying to move his fingers just right. Every pussy he'd played with that summer was a little different, and it was satisfying to find what really got Olivia moaning and clinging to him. Even more so when she finally came for him, nearly collapsing as she clung on and pressed her naked mommy body all delightfully soft against him.
Kaden gave her a moment or two to recover. And, admittedly, to bathe in the enjoyment of having her all snuggly against him.
"Ready to head over?" he asked.
Olivia murmured and only reluctantly tried to straighten herself up again. "Ok."
****
Jaina wasn't sure where Kaden had gone. She'd lost track of him while savouring her cummy breakfast and licking drizzled cum off her mom's cleavage.
Jaina had shrugged and started the day off outside taking care of Luna's maintenance grooming, mostly making sure she was kept all pretty and shaved where appropriate.
She'd done Alanna too when she showed up. Riley and Mary usually took care of each other, so she didn't have to worry about them.
Jaina was just in the midst of eating Alanna's pussy afterward for being a good mommy and behaving so well-plus of course the fun of licking a fresh and smooth little cunny-when Kaden finally showed up.
There was someone with her brother, and Jaina lifted her head curiously, lips streaked with pussy juices, before breaking into a wide smile as she realized who he'd brought over. All was immediately forgiven for making her run solo for a bit.
"Well well, look who came to visit," Jaina said.
Olivia flushed and tried to hide behind Kaden more as they came closer. He held her hand, though, and kept gently pulling her along.
"I told her she'd enjoy herself over here," Kaden said.
"Mmhm. Sure will." Jaina took over with her fingers on Alanna's silky smooth snatch so she could keep talking. "Glad to see you, Livy."
"Hi," Olivia said shyly. Her eyes darted between everyone present. Jaina rubbing Alanna, Luna and Mary getting all close and snuggly the way they were so often wont to do these days, and Riley sunning herself and minding her own business.
"And you're all nakey and everything," Jaina said, glancing at Olivia's pretty shaved pussy as she said 'everything.'
Olivia got shyer and clung even closer to Kaden. Jaina grinned as she watched her brother whisper to Olivia and console her, eventually convincing her to take a seat near the other moms.
Luna greeted Olivia warmly, having known her as long as Jaina and Kaden had and everything. Mary didn't really know her, but was happy to be introduced.
Alanna, for her part, was mostly interested in Jaina's fingers. Jaina had to get her mind straight and get back to licking Alanna out. She was a professional, after all. She couldn't go getting too distracted from making mommies cum.
Only after eating Alanna to a nice orgasm-and subsequently making out with her just a bit so she could lick her own flavours off Jaina's face-did Jaina finally go properly greet Olivia.
Kaden had beaten her to it. More than once, even, if Jaina was any judge. All she could confirm for sure was that Kaden was in the midst of coaxing Olivia into letting him rub sunscreen all over her. Jaina would be very surprised if he hadn't done more than that while they'd had the privacy for it.
"Need some help?" Jaina asked cheerfully.
Kaden very magnanimously gestured along Olivia's naked body. "The more the merrier."
"Ha, yeah."
Olivia's token protests died away entirely as the sibs rubbed sunscreen into her together. She was still embarrassed and shy about it, but clearly into it too.
"You always keep yourself so nicely smooth?" Jaina asked, teasing her sunscreen covered fingers up Olivia's inner thighs before picking a leg and running down to her foot.
"No. Not always," Olivia mumbled.
"Aw, just for us?"
"Might be, actually," Kaden said. "She's been watching, you know."
Jaina mock gasped. "A little sneaky spy, huh?"
Olivia shook her head and looked away.
Jaina looked up at Olivia's house and the windows that would probably give a good view into the yard. "Probably we should have seen that coming."
"Probably," Kaden agreed. "All worked out, though, didn't it?"
Jaina grinned at her brother as he took his sweet time massaging Olivia's boobies. "You could say that."
After ensuring she'd done a thorough job with Olivia's legs, Jaina zeroed in on her enticing little pussy. Olivia was too far gone in the thrill and sensual relaxation of a full-body sibling massage to get all properly shy again.
"Everyone can see," Olivia protested softly, even as she let her thighs widen a bit more.
"Kinda happens," Kaden said nonchalantly, kissing Olivia's cheek and patting her shoulder. "You've watched. You know."
"You knew this was coming, didn't you?" Jaina said, lowering her face to nuzzle Olivia's pussy. She'd left it free of sunscreen, and all nice and juicy for licking. "You had to know."
Olivia squirmed beneath her. "Doesn't mean I'm ready."
Jaina shrugged. "Too bad."
Jaina gave Olivia some initial kisses and licks, just to test her reactions. Kaden leaned back and just let Jaina do her thing, leaving it up to his sister to take care of their new guest.
Once Olivia was definitely settled into some sunny time pussy eating, Kaden gave Jaina a tender kiss, tasting Olivia on her lips, then left them alone. There were other mommies to tend to, and the sibs were nothing if not professional in their obligations.
Jaina enjoyed her chance to have Olivia all to herself, to really luxuriate in getting to play with the mom next door. Her pussy was delicious and addictive, plus there was the fun of seducing a brand new woman. Even if Kaden had gotten most of the initial seduction done, Olivia was still shy and new to casual naked pussy eating, so Jaina wasn't left totally out.
It was exciting too to think that Olivia had been watching them. Spying from next door. The woman who'd sometimes babysat her and Kaden.
Jaina peered up at Olivia while sucking on her clit. Olivia was staring right back, flushed and softly panting, shy and aroused, embarrassed and so very horny.
Jaina loved getting to break her in like this. To lick and taste her while she was so new and uncertain.
Even more gratifying was eventually making Olivia cum. She gasped and whimpered on Jaina's tongue like such a cute mommy. It was adorable, really. Plus it got Jaina all horny too.
They cuddled some afterward. Olivia seemed like she could use some aftercare, and Jaina wasn't going to say no to getting some nakey snuggles in.
"Babysitting's more fun now, huh?" Jaina said.
"I don't think you need babysitting these days," Olivia said.
"Nah. But you might."
"I don't!"
"Enh. Coulda fooled me. You know that's what me and Kay do. Our summer job, kinda. Looking after moms. Just kinda fell into it." Jaina booped Olivia's nose. "And now you're here for our services."
"I... don't know why I'm here."
"Yeah you do. Same as the rest of us. Too horny for our own good."
"I shouldn't be."
"Hm, maybe." Jaina shrugged. "Who's to say, really?"
Jaina stayed a bit longer, alternately playing with herself or Olivia. Kaden eventually attracted her attention away. He had a real knack for that.
As Jaina meandered over to her brother, she very appreciatively took in the sight of Luna and Mary both face down, ass up for him. He appeared to be swapping back and forth eating one pretty asshole then the other.
Without hesitation, Jaina moved in a took over on Luna's ass as soon as Kaden switched to Mary. Her mom's butthole was already slick with Kaden's spit, but she did her best to add to the mess, as well as tongue-fucking her mommy just as deep as she could manage.
Both moms purred happily at having their asses eaten out by the sexy siblings. Jaina noted that they had reached over to hold hands, and were mostly watching each other's face as they were anally tongued.
"So what's the plan here?" Jaina asked between licks.
"Plan?"
"Yeah. You just eating some ass? Or are you up to something with that box of toys next to you?"
"You noticed, huh?"
"Had my suspicions."
"Well... how do you feel about a princess plug morning?"
"Ooh, a brother after my own heart."
"I know you just got them, but-"
"That's what they're there for. No point letting 'em sit around."
Jaina pounced on the box she was storing new toys in. She really needed something bigger and weatherproof so they'd always be handy. She'd get there.
"What colours does everyone want? I've got an assortment here. An actual rainbow of choices. More than a rainbow's worth, actually."
Kaden rolled his eyes. "You really gotta stop spending all our money on sex toys."
"I don't! Some goes to lube."
"Ah."
"Or supplies."
"Supplies?"
"Booze mainly."
"Right."
"Speaking of which, I'd better start offering drinks once we get through with plug time."
"At this time of day?"
"Yeah. Durr. Only thing better than horny mommies is slightly tipsy horny mommies."
"You know we can hear you, right?" Luna said.
Jaina gave her ass a quick smack. "Yeah, Mom, but you've still got your butt in the air, don't you?"
Luna squirmed a bit while Mary giggled softly at her.
"It's a bit late to try pretending you aren't a horny mommy," Kaden agreed.
"You two are horrible," Luna said with a pout.
Jaina shrugged and spanked her mom's beautiful ass some more. Luna only gasped and arched her back to present herself even more prettily.
The siblings continued eating Luna and Mary's asses, then even swapped between them while waiting for the moms to make up their minds about which colour butt plugs they wanted. Luna eventually opted for pink, while Mary took purple.
They then broke open two packages, Jaina and Kaden each taking one of the shiny plugs with the colourful, heart-shaped bases, and prepared them for insertion. Jaina sucked hers just a bit, then started pushing it in Mary's saliva-drenched butthole. Kaden did much the same for Luna.
Again, the two women reached over and clasped hands while they each had a pretty new butt plug inserted. Jaina's heart melted at how adorably close the moms were getting. Even if they were such horny and wanton little things.
Both plugs popped in without any fuss. Princess plugs tended to run on the smaller side anyway, though Jaina had gone for the largest she could find that came in a good assortment of colours. They should be big enough that Luna and Mary would be feeling them while they were in, but not so big as to need to go super slow putting them in.
"That's so perfect," Jaina cooed, spreading Mary's ass wide. "Look at how pretty that is in you."
"Much prettier than the last butt plugs you got."
"Definitely," Jaina said.
Jaina kept playing with Mary's ass and admiring her plug.
Kaden was even hornier and more direct. He knelt behind Luna, grabbed her hips, and sank his cock into her. The moans the two of them gave even as he was still burying himself balls deep indicated that they needed it pretty badly. Jaina couldn't blame them one bit.
Jaina rubbed Mary's pussy while they both watched Kaden fucking Luna. Mary seemed to especially enjoy it when she had her pussy and butt plug played with at the same time.
Luna, too, was feeling her plug in a delightfully naughty way.
"Ooh, I can feel you rubbing against it," Luna purred. "That plug in my bum."
"How's it feel?" Kaden asked.
"Goooddd."
Kaden started wiggling Luna's plug while continuing to fuck her deep. Luna moaned even louder at that.
Jaina watched for a while in idle fascination. She eventually got Mary to cum while rubbing her pussy. That calmed Mary down some and she stretched out to lie flat in her lounger. Jaina gave her a kiss and a pat on the butt, then grabbed her armful of butt plugs to go see to Alanna and Olivia.
Jaina really wasn't sure Olivia would go for being plugged. She was pretty sure Alanna would, but Olivia hadn't had a chance to adjust the same way yet.
On the other hand, Olivia had been watching the anal action going on, and was clearly interested and wet. She was shyer than Alanna about picking a plug, but still perked up when Jaina came over and offered.
"I don't know..." Olivia said hesitantly, even as she eyed the selection of colours.
"Go on," Alanna encouraged, having already picked a nice blue one.
"I don't really... do that stuff," Olivia protested, blushing a cute shade of pink.
"What, with toys?" Jaina asked.
"No. In... my bum."
"Oh. Right."
"If it helps any, I really didn't used to either," Alanna said. "But honestly, it feels really nice. Especially when you have someone who will really take care putting it in."
"And I assure you, I will take good care," Jaina promised with a soft smirk. "Come on, Livy. Don't you want me to take good care?"
Olivia hesitated a moment longer, then quickly snatched a yellowy gold plug. "You first, though," she said to Alanna.
"Fine with me," Alanna agreed. She rolled over on her hands and knees, then dropped her head and left her butt sticking in the air.
Jaina groaned softly at the sight of yet another mom so casually displaying herself for the purposes of getting her ass eaten and plugged. This was the best fucking summer job a girl could ever ask for.
Jaina made a show of licking Alanna's bum. She would have done a thorough job anyway, but in particular she really wanted Olivia to be all horny and decisive by the time she'd finished. To that end, she focused maybe a little less than usual on actually making Alanna feel good, and a little more on showing off and trying to give Olivia good angles to see what was going on.
By the end, as Jaina popped Alanna's plug in, Olivia was craning to see better, and her pussy was absolutely flooded.
Rather than asking, Jaina simply hopped over to Olivia, opened up her butt plug, then started sucking on it while making a twirly circle with one finger. Olivia remained frozen for a second or two, then slowly turned around and presented herself.
For all Jaina knew, Olivia was an anal virgin. And if not, wasn't very experienced, at the very least. It made things a little more delicate, but it was nice that she got to get there first, before Kaden.
Despite her desired single-minded professionalism, Jaina's mind got wandering as she kissed and nuzzled Olivia's bum, gradually working up to licking her ass out.
All these thoughts of firsts and ass-play got her thinking. The way things were going, it probably wouldn't be long before one of the moms let Kaden fuck them in the butt. Already, pussy fucking was getting to be something that just happened sometimes. That was great and all. Jaina certainly appreciated it. But if Kaden was going to fuck anyone's butt, it had better be hers first. She was his sister, after all. She had dibs.



Jaina shivered as she contemplated exactly what she was getting herself into. She didn't even know for sure if she could take her brother in her ass. But there was no question in her mind one or more of them moms would manage it sooner or later. Wouldn't she feel silly if she didn't get to be first just because she was worried about the physics and logistics of it.
Jaina licked Olivia with renewed determination. She almost didn't even realize how wound up Olivia was getting until she had to grab her more firmly to stop her wiggling around so much. Olivia was getting all moany and squirmy, but settled down a bit when Jaina rubbed her pussy, and calmed even further when she had a nice cum.
"There, not so bad, is it?" Jaina said soothingly as she slid Olivia's plug in afterward.
Olivia rolled onto her side and reached back to finger her butt plug. "It's weird," she said.
"Weird but good," Alanna said, having been lazily watching and playing with herself. "Does funny things to my pussy."
"And my butt's so full now," Olivia said.
Jaina repressed a noise in her throat as she thought about how full she wanted her own ass. Now that it was in her head, and after licking so many mommy-asses all in a row, not to mention plugging them, she had her sights firmly set on her brother.
She needed to do it. And she needed to do it quickly before she got less horny, or someone made her cum, or just lost her nerve.
In front of everyone though? That didn't seem smart. But it would make a hell of a claim.
And it wasn't like they could just disappear for a while. There were too many moms here for Riley to take care of them all. Riley was only part-time, after all, even if she'd been relaxing since she got there that morning, and should have lots of energy.
Jaina grinned as she looked over at Riley and saw that she too was lazily playing with herself, having had a lovely choice of looking between Jaina and Kaden for some sexy stimulation.
Jaina padded over and sat herself down on the end of Riley's lounger. "How's it going?"
"Pretty good. Lovely morning."
"It is, really."
"You're not gonna try and plug me too, are you?"
Jaina tilted her head. "I wasn't. But... I could. Would you like-"
"No thanks."
"Are you sure? I'd lick you really good first."
"I'm sure you would."
Jaina grinned. "You're all hor-ny aren't you? Jealous I didn't plug you first?"
"Hardly." Riley shrugged. "But I guess if everyone's doing it..."
"Ha, alright. Which colour you want?"
"You have to do it too."
"Sure thing. But later, ok?"
"Later?" Riley frowned. "That's not like you."
"Ah! What, like I just can't help doing every sexy thing that comes my way?"
"I mean... you fuck your brother. And mom. And everyone else here."
"So do you! Kinda."
"Kinda. Right. And I know you'd love to plug me, 'cause that's just your kind of thing."
"Maybe."
"So what else is so important that you won't do it now?"
Jaina looked around, then scooted in closer. Riley moved her legs to the side and stopped masturbating as Jaina leaned in.
"I think I'm gonna see if Kay'll fuck my butt," Jaina whispered.
Riley's eyes went wide, but only for a second. "Oh wow, really?"
"Yeah. All these butts this morning... I mean, I gotta do it."
"Before someone else does, you mean?"
"Oh you think you know me so well, huh?"
"I do think that, yes."
"Well... maybe." Jaina shifted nervously. "You think I can do it?"
"Get him to fuck you? Are you kidding?"
"No. I meant more, like, can I take him in my butt."
"I assume so."
"I don't really do much butt stuff, you know."
"Sure. But if anyone can get fucked in the ass by their brother and love every single second of it, it's you."
"... is that a compliment or an insult?"
"Some of both, I think."
"Oh."
Riley patted Jaina's leg. "No for real though, you'll be fine. You know you will. I'll be here just in case."
"It's not too slutty of me, is it? Everyone might watch and stuff."
"Dude, obviously they will. Just go inside if you want privacy."
"We can't leave the moms all by themselves."
"They're grown women. They can handle themselves alone for a bit."
"I don't know..."
"Jay, babe, you can just say you want everyone to see Kay fucking your ass."
"That's not it!"
"Yeah it is. I'm not fighting about it with you. But yeah, it totally is."
"What kind of supportive friend are you anyway?"
"The kind who supports you being your brother-slutty self and fucking your brother every which way, including in front of other people, and including in front of your guys' mom."
"Well... good, then."
"Good."
"Great." Jaina stood. "I'm gonna go fuck my brother then."
"In your butt."
"Yes. In my butt."
Jaina felt Riley's eyes on her as she marched over to Kaden. That was fair enough, really. She'd be watching too, situations reversed.
Kaden had long since finished up in Luna's pussy, presumably dumping a nice big load in her.
Luna and Mary were currently both toying with him, nuzzling and licking his cock. Either they were cleaning him up, or getting him all revved up to go again. Probably some of the former transitioning into much of the latter.
Jaina didn't care. Ordinarily she'd let the moms have him, but now wasn't the time to be polite and wait for her turn. She just stalked up, grabbed Kaden's hand, and started pulling him away.
The moms grumbled a bit about having their boy yanked away like that, but it didn't take long for Mary to start trying to lick cum out of Luna's pussy. Jaina was pretty sure they'd be fine.
"What's up?" Kaden asked, clearly amused at Jaina's suddenly possessive behaviour.
"I need you for a bit."
"What for?"
Jaina stopped by a free lounger and turned to Kaden. "To fuck my butt."
"Your... butt?"
"Yeah."
A slow, sly smile spread on Kaden's lips. "Interesting. I'm down."
"I thought you might be."
"Where we sneaking off to?"
"Nowhere. Can't leave the moms unattended."
Kaden looked disappointed. "Oh. So later then?"
"No. Now. I've been playing with butts, and I'm all horny now."
"Me too. But... are you sure?"
"Yes. If I wait one of them might get you first."
Kaden laughed softly. "You're getting to be a jealous little thing at times."
"Nuh uh! But I'm your sis-ter. You have to love me best. That's all."
"Jealous."
"Shush."
"I think you just want everyone to see, hm?"
"That's irrelevant."
"Is it?"
"Do you wanna fuck my ass or not?"
Kaden grinned wider, then put his hands on Jaina's hips, pressed right up to her, and kissed her. He was all warm and solid against her. His cock pulsed where it was trapped between them.
"You know I love you," Kaden whispered.
Jaina melted at the casual sincerity in his words. "I know."
****
Kaden was so fucking excited. His sister had a particular talent for getting him all worked up, but this was one of those things that was on a whole different level.
She wanted him in her ass.
Part of it, Kaden assumed, was some small jealousy, even if she denied it. A greater part would be straight up horniness. He understood that. As frequently as he came these days, he still found himself hopelessly, stupidly turned on at times. Probably that was part of Jaina's thing.
They stood there, all pressed together, kissing each other with greater urgency. Jaina guided his hands to her ass and left them there. He grabbed her butt, spread it, and teased her tight little butthole with his fingertips. Every touch made her pant and grind even harder on him.
"I want you in there," she whispered urgently.
"Unf. I know."
"No one else has ever been in my butt."
"Oh god. I've never done anal either."
"Mmhm. So it'd be a first time for both of us."
"True."
Jaina kissed Kaden tenderly. "I kinda really like that."
"Me too. Especially with you."
Kaden's cock throbbed and her rubbed it harder against his sister. She met his eyes while grinding right back.
"You're gonna have to be gentle."
"Ha. There's something I don't hear from you very often."
"I'm serious."
"I know. I'll be good."
"You better be."
Despite Jaina's attempt at confidence and self-assuredness, Kaden could sense the hesitancy and nervousness there too. He didn't want to suggest postponing, both because he was all excited now and because he didn't think that would really help.
Sure, not doing this right now in front of four mommies and a best friend might make it easier, but having too much time to worry about it might just be worse. Plus Jaina wouldn't get to anally claim him in front of everyone, which he was pretty sure was important to her.
Kaden kissed her. She thought it was just a regular kiss at first, but he held it a long, long time. He made sure she knew how much he cared, both in the moment and just generally. He kissed her until they ran out of breath and had to break off panting. Her eyes gleamed all the brighter as they stared at each other.
"You're the best brother," Jaina said quietly but definitively.
"Glad you think so."
Jaina held eye contact for a moment, then slowly and seductively turned around, bent over, and crawled onto the free lounger next to them. She held herself on her hands and knees for a moment, then lowered her chest, leaving her ass sticking up for him, presenting her virgin butthole for his brotherly approval.
"Fuuuccck," Kaden moaned.
Jaina grinned at him. "Better treat it good."
Kaden nodded. There was lube handy, which he'd need, but eating her out came first. Had to do this right.
Some idly curious glances were coming their way as he knelt behind Jaina and gave her bum some soft kisses and loving licks. A brother eating his sister's ass wasn't the same shocking occurrence here that it would be most places. Everyone was pretty much ok with stuff like that. Even Olivia had been spying and must have seen plenty of similar things, even if she was brand new to participating.
But there was an energy and tension now that was all its own. Kaden wasn't sure if everyone could feel it, or just him and Jaina. In his mind it was all too obvious, but he really didn't want to spend the time or energy to look around and determine how obvious it was to anyone else.
He did, however, notice without looking particularly hard that Riley was playing with herself and very clearly watching the sibs while doing so. Riley was a hard one to read at the best of times, so he wasn't totally sure it meant anything.
Jaina got extra squirmy under his anal attention. Way more than usual. She couldn't wait. Already getting impatient. He knew how she felt.
Goddamn. His sister's butt. All his. Just as soon as he wanted to go for it.
Who was he kidding. He wanted it now.
Kaden abandoned his licking while Jaina's tight little hole was only mildly shiny with spit. He grabbed lube, drizzled some on her, and worked it into her asshole. She gasped and whimpered a bit, indicating he was going too fast. Which he probably was. He was getting all wound up over this. But she pressed back against his fingers too, non-verbally begging for more.
"Tell me if it's too much," Kaden whispered.
Jaina shook her head. "Just do it."
"I don't want to hurt you."
"Kay, I need you in my butt."
Kaden's cock twitched. "Say that again."
Jaina grinned over her shoulder, still nervous, but horny and amused too. "Your sis-ter needs you in her little butthole."
"Unf."
"That what does it for you?"
"I mean, obviously it does."
"I don't know how much more obvious I can make it." Jaina wiggled her hips, emphasizing how her ass was stuck wantonly in the air for him, ready for whatever he wanted to do to her.
"It's not about being obvious. Just... I don't know. Hearing you say it out loud. It's different."
"You like that better than my little butt all waiting for you?"
"... both. Both is good."
"Mmhm."
"Jay?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm gonna fuck your butt."
"Ooh."
"In front of everyone."
"Hnngg."
"All the moms are gonna see. They're already watching."
"So dooo iiit already."
Kaden groaned. He poured a little more lube on Jaina's ass, finger-fucked her tight butthole harder, then ran his slick hand up and down his erection.
Jaina was waiting for him to fuck her. To take her ass. He wasn't convinced she was ready, but she certainly wasn't going to be patient.
She moaned softly as he pressed his cock to her butthole. For a moment she was just happy to have to rubbed up on her, threatening to penetrate, but she soon was whining for more.
"Well, here goes," Kaden mumbled to himself.
An initial sharp gasp was the only sound for a long moment as Kaden pushed harder and slowly forced Jaina's bum open. He listened carefully at first for anything more, then couldn't help groaning deep in his throat.
"You're so tight," he hissed.
"You gotta stretch me out some," Jaina said, sounding just a tad too overwhelmed to come off as properly seductive and in control.
"Unf."
"Is... is everyone watching?"
"Do you want them to be?"
"... I'm not sure."
"I can't look at anyone right now anyway."
"Fair enough. Me either."
Kaden thrust deeper into his sister's butt. She was gripping him so tight. It wasn't easy to properly fuck her yet.
She whimpered with every movement he made, but kept encouraging him. Even pressing back as hard as she dared to try and get him deeper.
It was a long, slow process to get Jaina warmed up enough. Her ass eventually gave up and let him be inside her. It was still wrapped snugly around his shaft, but not so tight as to cause difficulties any longer.
Kaden grabbed Jaina's ass with both hands and spread it as he slid in and out, still slow and smooth, trying to bury himself in her. He had to try a few times before he could comfortably sink balls deep into her tight little butt.
"Oh wow," Jaina breathed. "You're so deep in me. In my ass."
"Mmhm." Kaden paused, keeping her cheeks spread as he admired the scene. "You know you're the best big sis ever?"
Jaina snorted, then moaned again as Kaden slowly pulled out and watched her butthole drag along his cock. "Fuck you. How'm I s'posed to think of retorts right now?"
Kaden smiled and gave her butt an extra squeeze before thrusting back in. "Don't know."
"Hmf."
Jaina reached back and started rubbing her pussy. Her moans and panting were getting louder all the time. Like she was forgetting to be shy or anxious about her first-time anal. Kaden couldn't blame her. It was all coming together now. Feeling amazing. He'd loved her ass anyway, but now being inside her and everything, it was on a whole new level.
"Is everyone looking?" Jaina asked again while rubbing herself silly and getting her ass thoroughly filled by her brother.
This time, Kaden actually checked. He blushed as he realized just how much attention they had.
"Yeah. They are."
"Everyone?"
"Yep. All the moms. Even Riley."
"Hnngg."
"Mmhm. They're, uh, kinda playing with themselves too."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
Kaden tried not to keep looking, but it was hard. Even with Jaina's sweet little butt to occupy him.
Alanna was rubbing herself slowly and made brief eye contact with Kaden, smiling with a small shrug at him, never stopping her fingers. Olivia was shyer, but seemed to take comfort in the fact that everyone else was masturbating to the sibs' anal adventure. Plus she'd presumably gotten herself off in secret many times to things she'd watched in the yard.
Luna and Mary had turned their loungers to face directly toward Kaden and Jaina, being totally unsubtle about watching the show. They also seemed to be rubbing each other's pussies instead of their own. Luna intermittently toyed with her brand new butt plug while Mary fingered her wet pussy, and eventually Mary started doing the same.
Even Riley had her hand between her legs, though she really only seemed to be cupping her pussy and pressing her palm against it, not fully masturbating, but clearly getting something out of what she was seeing.
Kaden went redder and warmer as he tried to ignore them all. He couldn't, really. Couldn't pretend they weren't enjoying him and Jaina doing their thing.
Every now and then Kaden relayed some details to Jaina. What their audience was up to. At first she didn't seem to have any better idea what to do with it than he did. But as they fucked and got more comfortable with their butt-play, they both just kind of got into it and enjoyed the extra thrill of having so many people observing their first time trying anal.
"It's too much," Jaina hissed.
"You want to stop?"
"No! Just... oh my goddd. I need to cum so bad."
"Mmm. Me too."
"Everyone's watching."
"I know."
"Watching us."
Kaden grunted and squeezed Jaina's ass as he thrust hard into her. "Watching you get fucked in the ass by your brother."
"Unf."
"Even Mom's watching."
"Fuuuccck."
"It's fucking insane."
"I know. I looovvve it."
Kaden felt Jaina cumming. He knew a lot of it was her fingers blurring on her clit, but he'd been a big part of it too. Fucking his sister's virgin ass, claiming each other in front of their whole mommy daycare group.
She gripped him so tight as she came. Her ass clamping down even tighter than when he'd first entered her, though only intermittently. She was a spasming little mess around him. It was like he could feel her pussy going off through her butt.
It only made Kaden want to cum even more. And it wasn't like he was all that far off in the first place.
"I'm gonna cum in your ass, Jay."
"Yesss."
"You want that?"
"Yesss! You have to!"
"Do I?"
"Don't be mean. You have to cum in my butt."
"Hnngg. Ok."
Kaden's eyes rolled back. He held on a few moments longer, then let go all at once. He always came hard and thick for his precious sister. This time it was deep, deep in her little butthole. Filling her ass with brother-cum. Just like she wanted. Like they both needed.
Soft mommy-moans accompanied the sibs cumming for each other. Doing their naughty butt stuff. The moms were getting off on it. And Kaden couldn't blame them at all.
****
Jaina had been a little worried when Kaden first entered her butt. He felt so much bigger than usual, even if that was only because she wasn't used to having anything much more than a finger in her ass.
But it was so damn good, and just crazy hot. As Jaina adapted to having her butt stuffed and stretched, she really came to love the feel of having her brother inside her like that. And, more importantly, knowing that it was a first time for them both, and that everyone could see it.
She was such a confused little mess. Wanting Kaden to have special moments with her. Maybe anal shouldn't have counted, but it did. Especially when he came in her and made such a gooey mess of her tight little bum.
Kaden pulled out of her and stayed right where he was, kneading and spreading her ass cheeks. "Your butt's not closing all the way."
Jaina flushed, still lightly rubbing her pussy. "Well what did you expect fucking me like that? My butt's all confused now probably."
"Ha. Probably."
Riley padded over and started poking at Jaina's butthole, rather marring the lingering intimacy of the moment. "Wow, that looks like it'd hurt."
Jaina shook her head. "Nah. It was nice."
"Lots of cum in there?"
"Mmhm. Lots."
Riley pattered off, then returned with a butt plug. She popped the packaging open, sucked it a bit, then pushed it against Jaina's bumhole. "Better make sure it all stays in."
Jaina groaned. "Oh my god. Why you always acting like I'm a perv and stuff?"
"You are."
"And what does this make you?"
"A concerned friend."
"Uh huh."
Riley had selected a red heart plug for Jaina. Despite her protests, Jaina was pretty much on board with being all plugged up now. It would remind her of just getting fucked, and it would definitely keep all Kaden's brother-cum inside her.



"How does it look?" Jaina murmured.
"Hot," Kaden said immediately.
Riley thought a moment longer. "Cute," she said. "Especially with your butt kinda red too."
Riley gave Jaina's ass a smack. Then a couple more. Jaina squirmed, trying to dodge the slaps, but then Kaden joined in and she just had to roll over to protect her backside.
"Mean," Jaina said.
"It's only 'cause you got me all interested in your butt now," Kaden said.
"You always loved it."
"Yeah. But I never fucked it before. That makes it way more fascinating."
"He's right," Riley said. "Makes me almost wanna try butt stuff."
Kaden grinned at Riley. "Oh really?"
Riley skipped back. "I said almost. Not that I wanna."
"You won't know until you try."
"You just stay right there."
Kaden laughed and made a lunge for Riley, who squealed indignantly and darted back again. The two of them took off, tearing around chasing one another all nakedly.
Jaina rolled her eyes and stayed right where she was. Honestly it looked like fun, but she would have liked a few more quiet moments with her brother. Still, she was the one who'd insisted on fucking so publicly. She knew what she was getting into doing stuff like that.
Watching Kaden and Riley chase, play-fight, and even fall to the ground wrestling kept Jaina distracted. She rubbed herself some more, feeling the difference it made having her butt recently fucked and now plugged, and being all anally filled up with cum.
There was maybe a twinge of jealousy at Riley playing with her brother so soon after, but Riley also had more difficulty letting go and just enjoying everything, so it was kind of nice too. Jaina wondered if Riley would ever go for getting her butt stretched too. Or even just a butt plug.
A shadow fell across Jaina and she turned her head. Luna stood there, gazing down affectionately. At a silent request, Jaina patted her lap and let her mom sit down all snuggly with her.
"How you doing, baby?" Luna asked softly.
"Good. Why?"
"Because I saw everything."
"Obviously. Everyone did."
"It's ok if you're feeling things, you know."
Jaina flushed. "What are you reading my mind now or something?"
"I'm your mother," Luna said, stroking Jaina's head. "I know you."
Jaina shrugged uncomfortably. "There's maybe some stuff," she admitted.
"Yes?"
"But... I don't think now's the time."
Luna nodded and considered. "What about..." She blushed. "This is such a bad suggestion."
"What?"
"What about if we went for a walk?"
Jaina grinned. "Oh really?"
"Just to get some space."
"Uh huh. You liiiked last time, huh?"
"I... I mean..."
Jaina snickered. "Bad mommy. You just wanna show off some more, don't you?"
"Don't pretend like you don't enjoy the thought."
"Ok. You got me there. You're really just gonna go for it though?"
Luna shrugged. "Mary and I might have been talking about it. And I maybe got a little excited thinking about doing it again."
"You'd have to be on a leash again."
"I know."
"And does Mary want to go?"
"I... think she does. She's shy about it though."
"Well she would be."
"We can just go the two of us for now, if you want."
Jaina's lips quirked at the thought of a mother and daughter walk, just the two of them, Luna naked and leashed alongside her. But on the other hand, two moms...
One cum just hadn't been enough. Jaina was still a horny little thing, and it was battling her deeper, less sexual emotions.
Plus, while alone time with her mom would help, Jaina kind of felt like she needed her best friend's support too.
"We should see if Mary and Riley want to go too."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah." Jaina called over to Riley. "Hey, Ri! Stop fucking my brother for a sec and come here, would you?"
Riley made a sound of annoyance. "I'm not fucking anyone. He just keeps tackling me and shit."
"What, you think I can't see who was just on top? Please."
"Oh whatever." Riley came over, looking a bit flushed from wrestling with Kaden. "What's up?"
"Wanna take our moms for a walk?"
Riley looked at Luna, then over at Mary who was pretending not to watch with interest. "A walk?"
"Yeah. Get them some exercise."
"What am I missing here?"
Jaina grinned slyly. "You'll find out if you come with."
"This is something naughty, isn't it?"
"Yep."
"Getting your butt fucked wasn't enough?"
Jaina felt her ass squeeze involuntarily around the brand new butt plug inside her. "Apparently not. But, uh, it's not all about that."
"No? Huh." Riley studied Jaina's face for a moment. "Alright. I better come find out what this is all about."
"Good." Jaina looked over at Kaden. "Kay, you watch the fort for a bit, yeah?"
"On it!"
Jaina and Riley got quickly dressed, just in some light, skimpy shirts and shorts. Jaina only bothered with panties because she didn't want to soak through her shorts right away. With her cummy, plugged ass, her pussy just kept leaking.
The girls lovingly collared and leashed their mothers, leaving them naked except for shoes. Jaina took a moment after settling Luna's collar to slip a hand down to her pussy. She met Luna's eyes and grinned at her, finding her little cunny to be all wet in anticipation.
"Don't get too excited, Mom," Jaina whispered. "It'll all be running down your thighs at this rate."
"I can't help it," Luna said. "You know that."
"Mmhm." Jaina gave Luna's slit a soft pat, then stepped back, leash in hand. "Everyone ready?"
Mary looked much shyer and more anxious about things than Luna. Riley still appeared dubious about the whole plan, but seemed fine to go along with it.
Luna took Mary's hand and led her down the driveway. Mary stuck close beside her, half cowering as though Luna made some kind of adequate barrier between her and the rest of the street.
Jaina and Riley followed along behind, letting their moms take the whole length of their leashes. At first, all they could do was watch the twin mommy asses swaying in front of them, plugs shining in the sun.
"Oh my god, they're really doing it," Riley moaned softly.
"Mmhm."
"I never thought Mom would do something like this. You guys have done it before?"
"Once, yeah. Didn't properly mean to, in a sense. But Mom should get out for more exercise, really, and she was being kind of petulant about it."
"I mean... she is your mom. She can make her own decisions."
"Sure. But she likes these kind of walks, so it all kinda works out."
Riley shook her head in disbelief, but couldn't stop staring at the women ahead of them. Their moms. Naked, plugged, leashed, and showing off to anyone who looked their way.
Jaina sighed happily, feeling the plug inside her moving around, matching the sight of the one in Luna's butt. Neither of them was going to make it out of this without running a river of pussy juices down to their feet. She could sense it.
"So what's going on with you?" Riley asked.
It took Jaina a moment to bring herself back to reality from the perving-on-Mom dimension.
"Oh. That."
"Yeah, that. I mean, I'm glad I came on this walk now that I know what it is. But there was something else, wasn't there?"
"Yeah."
"... and?"
"This is gonna sound stupid."
"I doubt it. In comparison to what my life's become, I mean."
"You love it."
"I mostly do. Not the point."
Jaina squirmed. "I think I might be falling for Kaden."
"... so?"
"No, like, for real."
"Like... more than just wanting to bone him all the time?"
"Yes."
"Oh. Because of that whole anal thing? Or no, woulda been before that, right?"
"Yeah."
"Hence wanting to get him first."
"Basically."
"So... you want him to yourself?"
"No. Yes. No. Maybe?"
"Ah."
"No, like, I know it's dumb. We're fucking around with each other, and you, and Mom, and your mom, and-"
"All the moms. Got it."
"Right. And that's pretty great. But it's different with Kay. It's... it's more special. Or I want it to be. I think maybe I fucked up doing butt stuff in front of everyone. It wasn't the right move."
"How could publicly taking your brother up your butt ever not be the right move?"
"No sarcasm. I'm being serious."
Riley shrugged. "Sorry. Pretty sure it's fine though."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"You can just tell everyone to back off if you want. They'd listen. Probably."
"I don't want to do that."
"Don't want to? Or worry that no one'll be cool with scaling back?"
"I mean... both."
"Fair enough."
"No, listen, what we've got going on is great. I just want something a little more special, maybe."
"A little? Or a lot?"
"I dunno. At least a little."
Riley shrugged. "So tell him."
"And what if he doesn't feel the same?"
"Smack him and tell him again more firmly."
"I'm serious!"
"Jay, come on. This is where you actually are being stupid. You think Kaden wouldn't do absolutely anything for you?"
Jaina blushed. "Well..."
"'Cause he would."
"If sex is involved, he wouldn't say no to any of us really, though."
"So whatever. Keep sex as it is. Get more cuddles in or something. Dare to maybe take a day off and go do stuff together."
"I can't date my brother."
"Why not? You take it up the butt from him. Among other things."
"You really think?"
"Yep."
"Oh. And it's not weird?"
Riley gave Jaina a particularly incredulous look. She waved her hand ahead of them. "Have you seen our life? What the fuck is weird anymore?"
Jaina considered Luna and Mary, and the leashes connecting them to their daughters. "You may have a point."
"Damn straight."
"Wanna just perv on our moms for a bit?"
"That's the spirit."
Jaina had some of her internal strife eased. Settling back into watching Luna's sexy, swaying ass ahead of her as they walked down their very public street made the remainder of her concerns fade away too.
Somehow, they walked even further than on their previous trial. Jaina didn't really mean to. Everyone was just horny, excited, and not really paying attention.
The moms were holding hands tightly, walking close together, and lost in their own private conversation. Their thighs were visibly shining from arousal, and Jaina was certain there'd be other obvious signs of horniness if they turned around.
The girls were lost in lusting after their mommies and appreciating their bold exhibitionism.
Every now and then a fellow pedestrian would pass close by, or a car would honk, or there was some other indicator that they were being observed. It was almost easy to forget at quieter moments, even though there probably wasn't any solid minute where someone wasn't staring in awe and disbelief.
"The whole fucking street's gonna check out our moms, you know," Riley murmured.
"Sure seems that way."
"Maybe it's good advertising?"
Jaina snorted. "As if we need more naked, horny moms to look after."
"You'd love being drowned in mommies."
"Who wouldn't?"
"Fair."
Luna and Mary stopped once they arrived at the local park. Jaina probably would have turned around there too. Riley, surprisingly, was the one to keep going.
"Where ya going?" Jaina asked.
Riley grinned and leaned back close. "Always wanted to mess around here with someone. I know a good spot for it."
Jaina mock-gasped. "With your mother?! In public?!"
Riley rolled her eyes and casually flipped Jaina off before leading Mary deeper into the park.
"I guess we're not leaving yet," Luna said.
"Mmhm. Seems not. Ri's almost as bad as me or Kay when she gets horny enough."
"Well... we better find somewhere else to be too."
"Oh? You don't want to just stand here for everyone to stare at? All naked and leashed with your daughter? Pussy running down-"
"Yes. That. Please can we find a quieter spot?"
"'Cause you're embarrassed? Or 'cause you're getting too worked up?"
"Both."
Luna started walking, straining at her leash for a second before Jaina grinned and jogged to keep up.
They found a semi-secluded bench down by the pond, which seemed like a good a place as any to wait for Riley and Mary. It wasn't too far from the entrance. Jaina belatedly realized that grabbing their phones before leaving might have been a good idea, but that'd have to be a next time kind of idea.
"You and Riley worked some things out?" Luna asked as she settled herself next to Jaina on the bench.
Jaina sighed and leaned right up against her soft, warm, naked mommy. Luna put her arm around Jaina and let her snuggle up close. Jaina casually put a hand on her mom's tit, just because she could.
"Mom?"
"Yes, baby?"
"I think I love Kaden."
"Mmm. I know."
"No, like, maybe in love with him. Ish."
"Yes, darling, I know."
"You can't!"
"I can. I'm your mother. I know lots of things."
Jaina pouted for a moment, then gave it up. "You're ok with it? He's kinda like my brother."
"I'd probably have to stop letting him cum in me before I could take a moral stance on the issue."
Jaina giggled insanely. "Ha, yeah. We're bad, huh?"
"Little bit."
"But really, it's ok?"
"I just want you both to be happy. I hope you know that. If it's with each other... that's ok with me."
"Or with you?"
"That too."
"Or-"
"Or whoever, yes."
"Oh good." Jaina pondered a moment. "I don't want him to myself or anything."
"Glad to hear it. That might cause problems."
"Yeah, I thought so too. Ri thinks I should, like, date him and stuff."
"Do you want to?"
"I think it'd be weird. But maybe. If he wants to. Or whatever."
Luna patted Jaina's head affectionately. "He loves you, you know. Adores you. He couldn't love a big sis more than you."
Jaina blushed and squirmed. "Does everyone know more about us than we do?"
"It's entirely possible."
"Dang." Jaina snuggled closer to Luna. "I love you too. A lot. Not quite the same, but I do."
"I know. I love you too, my darling daughter."
Jaina lifted her head. Luna stared right back at her with big, adoring mommy-eyes. Jaina couldn't help going in for a kiss. A nice, long, loving, mother and daughter display of affection. It turned into a full make out session, which given their mutual arousal and love was practically inevitable.
Jaina climbed right into Luna's lap and kissed her more aggressively. Luna moaned back into her mouth and slid her hands up Jaina's shirt, caressing her smaller boobies. Jaina moaned right back, grinding around in her mom's lap and allowing her top to be discarded entirely.
Pretty soon Jaina was just as naked as Luna, albeit without even a collar. She grinned and used her hold on Luna's leash to guide her at times. Luna's eyes only got brighter and wilder with excitement as her daughter tugged her to suck on her titties, or held her back for a moment just for the feeling of control.
The horny mommy and daughter kissed, sucked, and fingered each other naked in the sun on a public park bench. Every now and then someone would walk by, though surprisingly they mostly didn't seem to notice the action. Jaina and Luna weren't directly in an obvious eyeline, but she still couldn't imagine anyone missing them.
Jaina got her fingers buried in Luna's sloppy pussy, and Luna rubbed her slick little snatch in return. They gasped, moaned, and made out while fingering each other.
"Quiet, Mom," Jaina urged. "More people are gonna notice if you moan so loud."
Luna growled. "You can't finger-fuck Mommy like that and expect her to stay silent."
"We're gonna get an audience!"
"We might already have one. There's a couple across the pond watching us."
"What?"
"Yep."
Jaina groaned and felt her hips rocking of their own accord. "Just watching?"
"Yes."
"Do they know you're my mom?"
"How would I know?"
Jaina attacked Luna's mouth more aggressively, fiercely kissing her while still going at her pussy. They'd only garner more attention the longer they went. What happened when someone saw them who knew they were mother and daughter? Explaining makeouts and fingering was way more difficult than a simple naked, plugged, leashed walk.
Ok, so maybe that wasn't easily brushed off either.
A guy on the path behind them stopped to stare, eyes comically wide at the sight. Jaina frowned and shooed him with her hand. It took a few tries before he reluctantly moved on.
"You gotta cum faster," Jaina said.
"I'm so close, baby," Luna hissed.
Jaina nodded in satisfaction. She kept thrusting her fingers in and out of Luna's pussy, focusing her thumb on rubbing around on her clit. Luna panted and gasped, getting closer and closer.
Luna's own fingers on Jaina's pussy got all fumbly and uncoordinated. She still did her best to rub Jaina off, and it felt nice, but it wasn't going to get her off. Not like that.
Jaina grinned a little smugly as Luna came. She was even louder with her moaning as she thrashed around under her daughter. Jaina just covered her mouth again and stuck her tongue deep inside, effectively muffling her.
The intense, public orgasm left both Luna and Jaina breathless and struggling to recover some sense of decorum afterward. Jaina was in particularly bad shape since she hadn't cummed yet. She couldn't help herself grinding and humping her mom's lap, searching for some purchase to get herself off.
Once she'd taken a moment, Luna took over. Despite being the one with the collar on, she bodily moved Jaina off of her, sitting her on the bench while she knelt down on the grass.
Jaina watched Luna with big, needy, trusting eyes. She spread her legs wide as Luna knelt between them. Her little pussy was begging, all flooded and twitching.
Just like the very best mommy in the world, Luna made firm eye contact with Jaina, promising so much in that brief look, then leaned in and kissed her baby girl's sweet little cunny.
"Ooohhh Mooommm," Jaina whined.
Luna kissed her again and again, developing a bit of a sucking in between each pussy kiss. Her tongue flicked out, lapping up juices and arousal, getting the full, sexy flavour of her daughter.
"Mommmyyy!"
Jaina wrapped the leash around her hand, pulling up the slack just enough to make sure Luna wasn't going anywhere. As if she'd ever move of her own volition right now. As if anything could tear her away from her baby's pretty, puffy pussy.
The couple across the pond who Luna had spotted earlier were still there. Jaina tried to ignore them. At least they hadn't tried to approach or anything. They seemed wise enough to watch from a distance. Jaina couldn't have handled them coming closer, but from where they were... maybe that was ok. It made her burn all the more intensely knowing their mother and daughter time wasn't strictly private.
And really, whose fault was it anyway that they were being so bad in public like this? If she didn't want anyone seeing, she should have been more careful.
Luna's tongue was pure heaven. She still kissed and sucked at Jaina's pussy, but mostly it was licking now. Big, wet licks at times, and at others drilling with precision at certain selected areas, especially Jaina's throbbing clit.
"You're gonna make me cuuummm," Jaina moaned, head and eyes rolling back.
Luna kept licking Jaina's clit, kept steady pressure on it. Jaina whined and whimpered, then came for her loving mommy.
Juices flooded all over Luna's tongue and chin. She kept right on lapping them up.
It was the second time that day that Jaina had cummed while her ass was filled and she was being watched. It was, too, kind of a special moment, though in a different way from first time anal with her brother.
The plug in her butt made her orgasm crazy and different, similar to having Kaden's cock in her ass, but not quite as intense as that. Having her mommy between her legs tending to her pussy made her feel safe and snug, even while cumming explosively in the middle of a public park.



Jaina shivered and shuddered through the tail end of her cum. All the built up tension in her releasing in one great rush. It was just what she needed.
She was a little out of it afterward. Luna understood and sat next to Jaina, cuddling and stroking her. Jaina let herself be pulled on her side, head in Luna's lap.
Despite not having any sexual intentions just at the moment, Jaina still found herself nuzzling and sucking at her mom's boobies. Luna just smiled and cradled her closer, holding her baby girl to her chest and letting her suckle all she wanted.
"So," Jaina said lazily in between sucking Luna's tits, "what's up with you and Mary anyway?"
"What do you mean?"
"Don't give me that. You know what I mean."
Luna sighed. "There... might be something."
"Yeah. Really though."
"I don't know how to feel. I was with your father for so long..."
"I know. It's ok, Mom. Mary obviously likes you."
Luna flushed and grinned shyly. "I like her too," she said softly.
"Good. You should go for it then."
"You're not just saying that so we'll distract you from your brother problems, are you?"
"No. I have to deal with those. But you should be happy. Both of you."
"It's really that obvious?"
"Mom, you two keep cuddling and holding hands and stuff. If you weren't always fucking around with your kids too, it'd be the most obvious thing in the world."
"But we do so enjoy... 'fucking around with our kids' as you put it."
"Mmhm. And we appreciate it, believe me." Jaina gave Luna's nipple a last kiss and just a hint of a nip, then switched to the other breast. "We're gonna be ok, right?"
"Yes, baby. We're gonna be fine."
"Good."
Jaina stayed nestled nakedly with her mother for a bit longer, until a very distinct clearing of a throat reminded her that they were in a public park and not safely at home. Jaina was glad to see it was only Riley and Mary finally back. She couldn't really deal with more drama and emotions right now.
"Finished up?" Jaina asked.
"Yes. We've been trying to find you."
"Oh. Sorry."
"Luckily we heard some murmurs of 'kinky shit' over this way or we never would have found you."
Jaina went warm and pink as she stood up, but shook it off easily enough. "Wasn't kinky. It was just..." She trailed off looking at Luna, then herself, then at the leash in her hand connecting the both of them. Whoever had been discussing them didn't even know everything, like their relationship or their butt plugs. "You know what, fair enough."
"You gonna put your clothes back on?" Riley asked.
Jaina shook her head. "Nah. Don't think so."
"Of course you're not."
Jaina grinned. "Don't look at me like that. Don't think I can't see the pussy all over both your faces."
"Us? Look who's talking."
Riley pointed at Luna's face, which was indeed just as shiny from Jaina's pussy. Jaina just shrugged and moved in to lick Luna a little cleaner. Riley and Mary, too, licked each other off a bit.
It really didn't help much overall, but it was fun.
It was a bit of a calmer walk back, to some degree. Everyone had had their fun, and at least one orgasm to take the edge off. They were still very noticeable, though, and more naked than before on average, thanks to Jaina carrying her clothes instead of wearing them. And since the girls still had to stare at their moms' bare backsides the whole time, complete with shiny jewels to always catch their eyes, the lack of horniness didn't last.
Riley was the first to get fidgety. "Here, hold Mom for a sec," she said, handing over her leash to Jaina.
Jaina watched with casual amusement as Riley pulled her clothes off right on the sidewalk. "Getting all nakey, huh?"
"Well everyone else is."
"You're such a horny little thing."
"Don't even start with me. You're a bad influence."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh."
"Whatever."
"Children, please," Luna said. "Behave yourselves."
Jaina just grinned at her mom trying to assert some authority. It wasn't something she was used to right now, and her outfit wasn't lending itself well to the attempt. "Sorry, Mom," she said with no sincerity at all. "Hold these, please?"
Luna helpfully took Jaina's clothes to carry them for her, and Mary did the same for Riley. The younger girls were left with their hands relatively free, excepting the leashes.
Jaina put her free hand to good use as they resumed walking. She slid her fingers down Riley's ass crack and felt up her butthole.
"We gotta get you a plug for next time too. You don't match."
Riley fingered Jaina's plug in revenge. "Yeah, well... maybe." She leaned closer.
Luna and Mary held hands the rest of the way while carrying their daughters' things in their other hands. It was kind of sweet, especially now that Jaina had confirmed they had a total thing for each other. As if it could have been anything else.
Jaina and Riley fingered each other's buttholes, in contrast to their moms' sweeter display of affection. By the time they got home, Jaina had worked two fingers inside Riley's ass up to the second knuckle.
"Ok," Riley admitted softly as they unclipped their moms and let them run back to the backyard, all naked and horny from their walk. "Maybe I should have a butt plug."
Jaina beamed. "Thought so."
****
Kaden had Alanna and Olivia all to himself for a while. He could sense Alanna eyeing up the opportunity as soon as the girls left on their walk. And, indeed, it didn't take long for her to crawl up to where he was lying out in a lounger and start nuzzling at his cock.
"Oh hello," Kaden murmured, stretching out and enjoying Alanna's naughty little kisses.
"Finally get some time with you," Alanna said.
Kaden patted her head. "Feeling ignored?"
"Maybe. Feeling kinda horny mostly."
"Oh yeah? Why's that?"
Alanna snorted. "Really?"
"You know. Specifically."
"Well... someone's got me all plugged up."
Kaden nodded and craned his neck. Alanna lifted her hips, sticking her butt up just enough that he could catch the glint of her butt plug. "Working for you, huh?"
Alanna growled in her throat. "The things you and your sister do to me... things I haven't even toyed with for how many years?"
"Like butt stuff?"
"Like that. And speaking of which, you two..."
Kaden's cock twitched and he sighed happily at the memory of cumming in Jaina's ass. Alanna gave him a long, lingering lick as though sensing exactly where his mind had just gone.
"I really didn't expect that from her."
"No?"
"No."
"I couldn't quite decide whether it was all a show for our benefit, or whether it was real."
"What, like I faked fucking her butt?"
"No, but like, the connection and stuff. You two are so close, you know? I don't know any other brother and sister like you."
"I mean... me either. We're pretty unique."
"Mmhm." Alanna gave Kaden's cock a few more kisses, then sucked his balls a bit. "I never would have even considered fucking my brother before I watched you guys together. I mean, it's not really something that would happen anyway."
Kaden grinned. "But you've thought about it now."
"I have. Maybe when we were younger..."
"And then there's Orson."
"Oh god. Don't remind me. He's getting so bad."
"Him? Or you?"
"Both, I guess. I mean, I could just stop being naked around him so much. Maybe then he wouldn't grind on me all the time, whenever he gets the chance."
"Might be too late. He might be addicted."
"Could be. God I'm such a bad mom."
Kaden groaned as Alanna took his cock in her mouth and started slowly bobbing up and down on it. "Beg to differ."
Kaden just enjoyed having Alanna sucking him off for a bit. He couldn't blame Orson at all for wanting to grind on her, or even more. He already enjoyed her, and being family certainly hadn't stopped him yet.
While Alanna sucked him, Kaden's eyes eventually drifted to Olivia, who was watching and had a hand busy between her legs, rubbing her little pussy. Kaden grinned and beckoned her over, but she seemed torn about wanting to or not. Her hesitance only lasted until Alanna gestured as well, inviting her to share.
Olivia settled shyly next to Alanna, still rubbing her pussy as she got a much better and closer look at the action. Alanna showed off a bit, taking long strokes of her lips up and down Kaden's shaft and making sure it was sloppy. She then pulled off with an audible pop and looked at Olivia.
Cautiously, Olivia leaned in and, with Alanna's encouragement, licked Kaden's cock. She rubbed herself even more energetically as she got into it and became more confident in lavishing oral attention on Kaden.
Alanna joined back in with Olivia, teaming up to make Kaden squirm and moan with only their mouths. They nibbled on him together, occasionally sitting back and letting the other have him to herself for a moment.
"Can't believe I'm doing this stuff," Olivia mumbled.
"I can," Alanna said. "He and Jay just have a way about them."
"Unf. They do. I used to babysit them. I don't know what happened."
"I hear ya. I remember this one when he was younger. Used to be such a sweet little thing. Always seemed such an innocent when he'd hang out with Orson."
"Now look at what he seduces mommies into." Olivia sucked one of Kaden's balls in her mouth, held it there, then let it pop out. "He's such a bad boy now."
Kaden wisely stayed silent, opting not to protest that Alanna and Olivia were the ones who'd chosen to come play with his cock. He'd just been lying there and they'd knelt down with him to slobber all over his dick.
Though to be fair, he usually was more of an instigator. It was more likely for him to kneel down by one of them and start eating pussy or ass than for them to start sucking on him, so maybe they had a point.
"Did you see how casually they just plugged us all too?" Alanna said. "It's been forever since anyone tried to put anything in my ass. Then the other day this one just goes for the butt plug. And again today with all of us. Like he and his sister own our butts or something."
Olivia squirmed and reached back to touch her butt plug. "I've never had a plug in before," she admitted. "It's so weird. But... nice? Like, full in kind of a good way."
"Mmhm. How long before you think he tries to fuck us like he did to Jaina?"
Olivia moaned and shook her head. "He wouldn't."
"Pff, really? Someone's in denial." Alanna made firm eye contact and swallowed Kaden's cock whole, before pulling off again. "You can taste his sister's bum on him still. You think he'd hesitate to take our asses if he wanted?"
"Are you trying to convince me to do butt stuff with you?" Kaden asked. "Because it sounds like you are."
Alanna shook her head. "Nope. Just saying it wouldn't surprise me if I'm lying out sunbathing one of these times and you just decide you wanna go for it."
Kaden's cock twitched and dribbled more precum as he imagined it. Alanna stretched out lazily, beautiful mommy-ass just sitting there all tempting and shiny with its plug. And then pulling her plug out and replacing it with his dick.
"Well now that you've put the thought it my head..."
"Ha, right. You were already thinking about it."
Kaden suspected Alanna was projecting onto him somewhat. That she was, in fact, the one thinking about these things.
"If you say so."
"I do." Alanna gave him a last lick, then stood. "But I'm definitely not gonna let you get away with it so easily."
"No?"
"No."
Alanna straddled Kaden and lowered herself, dropping her pussy to the head of his erection. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it back and forth on her a bit, smearing her copious arousal with his flowing precum, then lowered herself further, casually taking him in her pussy like it was no big thing.
Olivia sat back on her heels, watching with great fascination. She couldn't seem to decide between rubbing her pussy and toying with her butt plug, so she did both.
Kaden loved feeling Alanna slowly sink down on him until he was fully inside her. Her butt plug pressed against him from her ass, making her that much tighter.
On a whim, Kaden reached around and fingered Alanna's plug. He pressed and wiggled it, and even pulled it out a little and let it slide back in. Alanna growled and started riding him like the horny mommy she was.
"Maybe I will just go for your butt one of these days," Kaden said.
"Bad boy!"
"I think you want me to."
"No way. Not even my husband does that stuff."
"You're fucking me harder every time it gets mentioned."
Alanna shook her head wildly. "I'm not."
"You are," Olivia said softly. "Do you actually want him to?"
"Nooo."
Alanna kept bouncing hard on Kaden and didn't even stop when she came. She kept going until he came too, then hissed in pleasure as she got all cummed inside.
"Bad boy," Alanna murmured, still gently rocking around a bit before actually get off him. "Alright, Livy, your turn."
Olivia's eyes went wide. "Uh, what? No. I don't think so."
"Yep. Your turn."
"I've done too much stuff already I shouldn't."
"So? That's kinda what we all do every day. That's what this is for."
Kaden nodded. "She's kinda right. But you don't have to do anything you don't want."
Olivia was still rubbing her pussy, though only with small, slow movements now like maybe it wouldn't be noticed if she was more subtle about it. "You promised it'd just be massages and stuff."
Kaden grinned charmingly. "Pussy massage?"
"Bad!"
"Could do your butt."
"Badder!" Olivia hesitated. "I've really never done that stuff. I don't think I could actually handle it."
"Why not? You took that plug so nicely."
"That's different."
"Oh for god's sake, Livy," Alanna said. "You clearly need a cum. Just use Kaden for it. You don't have to let him cum or anything. But this is his summer job. Let him earn his pay."
"Actually... Jay kinda keeps spending most of 'my pay' on stuff for the daycare. Reinvesting."
"Well... ok, fine then. Do it anyway, though."
Olivia was such a horny little thing. She clearly wanted to be good, but her desire for Kaden's dick was winning. "It does look like fun..."
"It is," Alanna assured her.
"You must have thought about it before," Kaden said. "While you were spying and stuff."
"Ooh, that's right," Alanna said. "If you were watching, then you definitely gotta do it now."
"I... how does that follow?" Olivia asked, wrinkling her nose in mild confusion.
"Maybe it doesn't. But still."
Olivia moved slowly, legs and arms trembling as she crawled up with Kaden and straddled him. "You can't tell anyone."
"We're very discreet," Kaden said. "Well, except for sometimes when we're very not."
"Kaden!"
"What, seriously, it'll be fine. It's safe here. No one minds."
Alanna held Kaden's cock steady and urged Olivia down onto him. Olivia gasped as his cock brushed her pussy, then whimpered softly as he parted her lips and penetrated slightly inside.
Once she got going, Olivia didn't need any more prodding. She sank quickly and efficiently the rest of the way down, fully taking Kaden like a pro, and not quite so much like the shy, uncertain mommy she had previously pretended to be.
"Why does that feel so goooddd?" Olivia asked, eyes half closed in sudden pleasure.
Alanna giggled softly. "Eighteen year old cock. It's something else, I tell ya."
"I should be too old for this."
"You'd think so, wouldn't you. Turns out it might just get better."
Olivia was already bouncing, enjoying this moment of illicit sexy fun times. Her protests were falling away. She probably recognized no one was paying much attention anyway, let alone when she was actively riding the source of her sexual confusion.
Kaden just enjoyed it at first. Enjoyed Olivia giving in to what she really wanted, and the benefits he got from her desires.
"See, why couldn't you have done stuff like this back when you babysat me and Jay?"
Olivia snorted. "You really were way too young back then. Now you're just... kinda too young."
"Makes a difference," Alanna agreed. "At least you're technically legal now. And your mom wouldn't murder us over riding you like this."
"Mom's pretty cool about stuff as it turns out."
"Only 'cause you're fucking her too. Can you imagine if you weren't? She wouldn't be happy with us. Not at all."
Kaden shrugged. Alanna might be right. It wasn't really a point of active concern for him these days.
"I'm gonna have to let you babysit me again sometime," Kaden said. "Just for the fun of it."
Olivia shook her head and kept bouncing on him.
"How's she gonna babysit you if you're looking after her now?" Alanna asked. "If anything, you're the naughty babysitter taking sexy advantage."
Kaden considered. "Yeah. Maybe I can live with that. Not quite the same, though."
Still, he could kind of picture it. He could imagine the fantasy of Olivia looking after him like the old days. Not that there'd been much to it other than keeping a general eye on him and Jaina, but he could conjure images of Olivia tucking them in at their current ages and... helping them relax before bed. Whether it be pre-bed blowjobs and pussy licking, or full on threeway sex.
Alanna helpfully rubbed Olivia's clit for her as she started whining and whimpering, getting close to cumming. Alanna's touch went nicely with Kaden deep inside her, stuffing her mommy-pussy all full when she bottomed out on him. She got a much needed orgasm in while taking her first ride on Kaden.
Kaden half expected her to be done at that point. That maybe she'd go back to her uncertainty and questioning what she was doing.
If anything, after a brief pause, Olivia started riding him even harder, bracing herself on his chest and letting her tits dangle closer. He couldn't help cupping and fondling them at that point.
"Careful," Alanna said with mild amusement. "He might cum in you if you keep that up."
"Can't," Olivia panted. "That would be... bad."
Kaden didn't fight it. Olivia said she didn't want him to cum in her, but she kept riding him with a wild look in her eyes. Kept right on fucking him despite increasingly amused warnings from Alanna, and a few from him as well.
Olivia got the load of cum in her cunny that she professed not to want. She hissed in unconcealed pleasure as she got all filled up with it. Her pussy becoming a sexy, creamy mess.
"You really can't tell anyone about this," Olivia said.
"Don't worry. I-"
"We're baaa-aaack!"
Olivia froze and went crimson as the rest of their group returned from their walk.
Luna and Mary sauntered past first, unclipped from their leashes but with collars still around their necks. Jaina and Riley were just behind them, somehow naked as well even though they should have been fully clothed. At least to the extent that any of them were ever clothed these days, which tended to be at a bare minimum even in public.
Jaina casually patted Olivia's head as she neared, then leaned in for a tender kiss with Kaden. "Glad to see you all had fun without us."
"We managed somehow," Kaden said with a straight face, as though Olivia wasn't still sitting on his dick with a fresh load of cum in her pussy.
Olivia remained right where she was until everyone had kind of settled down again. She was still quite pink, but not quite as mortified as she had been initially. It probably helped that no one had made any kind of bother about her fucking Kaden and getting creampied. They'd accepted it as easily as they would anyone else nakedly straddling him in the afternoon sun.
Finally, Olivia pulled herself out of Kaden's lap. Alanna gave Kaden a quick clean with her tongue, then she and Olivia spent some time comparing their cummy pussies. Olivia got more at ease with the whole thing as they chatted and giggled, and she even let Alanna get a feel of how gooey she was inside.



With Kaden's lap vacated, Jaina was quick to claim it. She came over, dropped herself on top of him, and snuggled up all cozy.
"Hey there," Kaden said.
"Mmm. Hello."
"How'd you lose your clothes?"
"Long story."
"You got horny?"
"... ok, short story."
"If you give me a minute, we can probably do something about that."
Jaina shook her head, then nuzzled deeper against Kaden. "Nah, it's ok. I just want to cuddle for now. Mom ate me out before we came back."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"In the middle of the street or what?"
"Not quite that boldly. But yeah. Close."
"Huh. And you didn't put your clothes on after?"
"Right."
"And you're not horny from walking back like that?"
"... well I kinda am. But... aw jeez, Kay. I had these whole conversations while we were out. And now I realize I still gotta talk to you about some stuff." Jaina sighed. "I need to recover mentally a bit. Can we just cuddle for now?"
"Yeah. Of course. But, uh, I mean I'm pretty curious now what you're talking about."
"It's not a convo for in front of all the moms."
"Oh sure. Makes sense."
Kaden wrapped his arms around his sister and just held her warmly. He was pretty sure whatever she wanted to tell him wasn't a bad thing. Not under the circumstances. He'd be ok with whatever it was, he was sure. It was curiousity, was all.
Just snuggling together was nice all by itself anyway. He'd just finished in two mommies shortly ago, so he wasn't particularly looking for sexy times at the moment.
He'd always be ready for sex with Jaina, if that's what was happening. But some quiet moments for other stuff were very nice too, and didn't really happen that often for them. They were too busy and/or horny most of the time.
Kaden sighed happily and played with Jaina's hair while she was curled up with him. It would be kind of nice to do more of this kind of stuff.
The rest of the day passed in slow and lazy fashion. Mostly sunbathing, swimming, drinking, and a surprisingly restrained amount of casual sex.
Jaina spent an awful lot of that time snuggling with Kaden, which made it difficult for them to keep up with their duties. No one seemed to mind all that much. If anything, they found it rather adorable, which Kaden wasn't quite sure about, though he definitely agreed they looked good together.
Eventually, Olivia wandered off back home, still all naked and plugged. Alanna got picked up shortly after, and popped her butt plug out before heading to Orson's car.
"Hold on to this for me, please," Alanna said, pressing her plug to Kaden's lips.
Kaden opened up and let her holster her butt plug in his mouth, still freshly warm from having been up her ass all afternoon. He sucked in gently like the sexy pacifier it was.
"How's my pussy look?" Alanna asked, spreading her legs a little wider as she stood for Jaina's inspection.
Jaina leaned forward and examined critically. "Looks like a bit of cum leaking out there." She lapped at Alanna's pussy a few times, then gave it a final soft pat. "All good to go."
"Thanks. See you tomorrow."
"See ya."
Kaden kept sucking Alanna's plug as he watched her ass swaying away. He had the urge to tackle her and eat her butt as he both watched and tasted it. Probably best to restrain himself.
He spat out Alanna's plug once she had been driven off. "You think Orson's gonna find out how much I've been fucking his mom?"
Jaina giggled. "Maybe. Who knows. Probably he'll try to fuck her at some point and find your cum already in her."
"You think?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"I don't know if Alanna would go that far with him."
"Why not? Mom went that far with us. And Alanna's already being all nakey and teasing with him. Doesn't he, like, grind on her and stuff sometimes?"
"I think so, yeah."
'Yeah. She'll probably fuck him at some point. She's smart enough not to let it be right after you've cummed in her, I assume."
"Hm. Probably."
Jaina sighed. "Oh the web of deceit and corruption. What ever happened to our innocence?"
"Went out the door that first day Mom showed herself off naked, probably?"
"Hehe, yeah, maybe."
"I jerked off to her that first day, you know. Wasn't happy about it. But I did."
"Ooh. Bad boy. It took me at least until, what, the second or third day to rub one out to her."
"Ha, oh wow. You too, huh?"
"Yep." Jaina kissed Kaden's cheek. "I love the heck out of you, you know."
"I am vaguely aware, yes."
Luna and Mary came over together, holding hands all shy and giggly.
"Is it ok if Mary sleeps over tonight?" Luna asked.
"What did Riley say?" Jaina asked lightly.
"She said it was ok."
"Then it must be ok. Right, Kay?"
Kaden nodded, taking in the moms' beaming faces. "Definitely ok."
Luna and Mary scurried off inside together.
"What's the deal with them anyway?" Kaden asked. "They've never wanted to have a sleepover before."
"We had a talk," Jaina murmured. "I think they're, like, getting to be a thing."
"Yeah?
"Yeah."
"Oh. That's nice. Kinda cute."
"Isn't it though?
"You think they're gonna, like, only want to fuck each other or something?"
Jaina snorted. "Not likely. Like if... if I fell for you or something, I wouldn't want us to be exclusive or anything."
"Oh. Wait, what?"
"Just if, I said."
Kaden frowned. Jaina's tone was casual, but she'd been cuddled nakedly on him for a while, and she couldn't hide the sudden tensing in her whole body. Something was up.
"Jay?"
"Hm?"
"What do you want to tell me?"
"Nuffin'."
"Yes you do."
"Ugh. No. It feels dumb now."
"Fuck's sake," Riley muttered, standing and stretching. "I'm going inside. This is gonna be painful, I can sense it."
"Hey! No eavesdropping," Jaina said.
"Well go somewhere private next time. Don't blame me."
Jaina fidgeted against Kaden until Riley was out of earshot. "I don't want to ruin anything," she said quietly.
"I can't imagine you will."
"Well... I don't know. Shit. I fell for you, I guess. Or I'm in the process of it." Jaina sighed heavily. "I don't really know how it happened."
"I mean... all the sex probably helped."
"Ha, yeah. True. And the physical intimacy."
"Sure."
"... so?"
"So what?"
"So does that freak you out?"
"Why would it?"
"'Cause maybe your sister's in love with you or something."
"Oh. Yeah, no, that doesn't freak me out." Kaden considered carefully for a moment. "I wanna say like I maybe kinda knew it? But I don't know that I did. It just... it doesn't surprise me to hear it, I guess."
"Oh. Well... good."
"But I also don't really know if... if I feel the same? Not exactly."
"That's fair. I mean, I'm not asking for anything to change. Except for, like, more snuggles maybe. Some alone time."
Kaden grinned. "That sounds nice. We should get to relax some too. And I'd like to relax more with you, honestly. You snuggle good."
"Mmhm. I'm sure it's not just the fact that I'm always naked for you, and currently have lots of your cum up my ass."
"Not just that, no."
"Oh good."
****
Jaina felt a lot better knowing that Kaden was ok with her feelings. She even had a sense that he'd feel the same sooner or later. Maybe that was wishful thinking, but she believed.
Kaden got started making a lasagna for supper. Jaina went to check on Luna and Mary.
The moms were all locked up in Luna's room, and some very naughty sounds floated through the door. Jaina smiled and listened for a moment, then padded away and left them to it.
Jaina went back to Kaden and teased him while he tried to cook food for everyone. He was so cute in his apron, being all domestic and shit. Jaina hung around all nakey, sometimes playing with herself and moaning, but mostly kneeling behind him and finding something to lick or nibble on.
Kaden spent a lot of time hard and uncomfortable, leaking precum all over. Jaina was occasionally able to squeeze between his legs and clean some up for him, but had to spend far more time sucking his balls or eating his ass.
"Jeez, do you two never quit?" Riley asked, sneaking in behind them.
"I think you'll find I'm being good," Kaden said. "Jay's the horny little thing at the moment."
"Uh huh. Sure. And you standing there all mostly naked with your apron and stuff is, what, you being good?"
Jaina giggled. "She doesn't believe you, Kay."
"Yes, I got that."
Jaina crooked a finger at Riley. "Come play while we wait?"
"I was gonna take a shower..."
"You can do that later."
Riley didn't take much convincing, really. She slid to her knees next to Jaina, and together they tormented Kaden even more mercilessly. They giggled and cooed over him, licking, sucking, and caressing. They even made a game of trying to stick fingers up his butt before he swatted them away. Jaina had more successes than Riley, mostly by virtue of being more aggressive about her attempts.
Kaden finally put the lasagna in the oven in spite of the girls doing their level best to distract him from his task. He pulled his apron off and marched back over to them, cock hard, throbbing, and dripping on the floor with each swaying step.
Jaina watched with an eager smile, kneeling with her hands on her thighs like a good slutty sister. Riley, too, was entranced and waiting.
"You two are baaad."
"Pff." Jaina tossed her hair flippantly. "Look who's talking? You walking over here pointing that thing at us like that."
"Your fault. Entirely your own damn fault."
Kaden stuck his pulsing erection between Jaina and Riley. Jaina was quick to dive on it, and Riley was only just behind her.
They shared Kaden from both sides, each sucking on him while playing with their pussies. They weren't firm about sticking to their own sides. Sometimes they got caught up in trying to kiss or meet tongues around his shaft.
Gradually they moved into alternating blowjobs, with one girl bobbing her mouth on him while the other murmured encouragement or bent down further to go for his balls.
"Unf. You're gonna make me blow," Kaden grunted.
Jaina rubbed herself hard. "Yes please."
"On your faces?"
"Where else?"
Riley was mid-blowjob and flushed slightly, but kept sucking. She was rubbing herself almost as frenetically as Jaina.
As promised, Kaden exploded and did his best to cover the girls' pretty, smiling faces. They pressed their heads together and kept their mouths open to catch some of the cum, but lots of it landed on foreheads, noses, cheeks, and chins.
They were absolutely coated. Jaina got herself off while sharing a lovely, messy, brotherly facial with Riley. Riley was panting but not quite there. Jaina helped her out by kissing her, swapping cum, and taking over rubbing Riley's pussy for her.
Kaden just watched in awe as the cummy girls got all close and intimate, Riley nearing orgasm and finally having a nice cum of her own.
Jaina smiled and licked more brother-cum off Riley's lips while waiting for her to recover. "Shower now?"
Riley nodded. "Probably best."
"I don't know. You look good like that," Kaden said.
Jaina stuck her tongue out at him. "Yeah, you'd like that, wouldn't you? Hot nakey girls wearing your cum all the time. Especially your sis-ter."
Kaden groaned. "I don't know why you're saying that sarcastically."
"Yeah, Jay," Riley said. "Obviously he'd like that. So would you."
Jaina tried to protest, but gave it up. Who was she kidding? Of course she'd love it.
Jaina and Riley made out some more while letting the shower warm up. Licking each other's faces somewhat clean gave them a nice snack while waiting for supper, and meant wasting less cum as they got all squeaky clean.
They helped each other wash off in the shower, giggling and moaning at the excuse to feel each other up and get a bit naughty. Jaina eventually gave up on the pretense and knelt down under the shower spray to eat Riley out.
Riley cooed and let Jaina make her cum, then they got back to showering. They washed each other's hair, getting just as intimate with mutually massaging their scalps as they wanted.
"You want to clean out your butt?" Riley asked.
"Why would I?"
"It's all full of cum, isn't it?"
"Mmhm. That"s my cum. I earned it."
"Fair enough."
"What about you? You want a load cum up your butt?"
"Kay'd have to get in my ass."
"Yep."
"Kinda seems like that's your guys' thing."
"Only for now. I got him first, that's what matters. One of the moms'll try anal pretty soon. I can sense it."
"Uh huh. What makes you think I want to try it though?"
"The way you were playing with yourself while you watched. I saw you looking."
"It was hot. What do you want from me?"
"I want to know if you want to try. If you do, I want to be with you when you do it."
Riley shrugged. "I don't know, really. But if for some reason it happens, you can be right there, ok?"
"Good."
Jaina and Riley finished up and dried off, all clean and pristine, excepting Jaina's ass which was still very naughty and messy inside.
They pranced back down to tease Kaden some while they waited for supper. Two naked, horny, very clean girls looking to get dirty again.
Supper wasn't any more innocent than the rest of it. Jaina, Riley, Kaden, Luna, and Mary all sat around naked in various stages of arousal and satisfaction, all ostensibly there to eat. No one's hands stayed to themselves, though, and at any given time it was about a fifty-fifty that someone would be under the table finding something sexier to eat.
The girls put their moms to bed later on, each putting on a strapon and pounding their respective mommy until she was all happy and worn out. Or at least seemed to be.
Jaina and Riley had only just tucked Luna and Mary in, kissed them goodnight, and crept back out of the room when they heard giggles and the shifting of bedsprings behind them.
Riley rolled her eyes. "They could have at least waited until we were out of earshot."
Jaina grinned. "They're excited. It's their first sleepover."
"I know. But they need to get some sleep."
"They probably will."
"When? Between licking each other out?"
"Maybe. I don't know." Jaina put her arm around Riley and led her away, letting their moms have their fun. "Let's go play with my brother. Leave them be."
"Yeah, ok. I could be down for that. Fucking Mom got me kinda worked up."
"Mmhm. Strapons are fun, but they don't really get you off while you're the one wearing one."
"Kind of a problem."
"Yep."
They grabbed Kaden. Riley had taken her strapon off, but Jaina left hers on. Riley seemed ok with it when Jaina started fucking her while she sucked off Kaden at the same time.
"Kinda horny tonight are ya Ri?" Kaden asked, watching in fascination as Jaina fucked Riley's pussy.
Riley couldn't answer while sucking Kaden off.
"She's always been a horny girl," Jaina said for her, making Riley grunt in protest. "Think we finally got her around to being comfortable with it. You shoulda seen her go off with her mom in the park earlier. Very naughty."
Riley mumbled something around Kaden's dick, but wouldn't stop long enough to speak clearly.
"She certainly seems more comfortable," Kaden agreed, petting Riley's head while she sucked on him.
Riley let the sibs impale her from both ends until she came, then she opted to ride Kaden's spitty cock. Jaina just watched Riley's ass bounce up and down for a moment, wondering if she could get away with what she wanted to do. She decided she probably could. It was at least worth the attempt.
Jaina sucked on a pair of her fingers, then rubbed them against Riley's butthole. Riley slowed down a bit and stuck her butt out more. She was definitely a horny girl today. It was very nice to see.
With some more spit, Jaina sneaked her fingers right up in Riley's tight little bum. Riley moaned and got all wiggly, seeming torn between bouncing on Kaden more, or letting Jaina finger her ass. She compromised and tried to do both.
Jaina finger-banged Riley's butt while she was busy rocking around on Kaden. She was so damn tight and horny. Jaina needed to get in that booty. She needed to.
It took the liberal application of some proper lube, but Jaina did it. She stretched out Riley's little ass and worked her way deeper inside while Riley panted and wriggled slowly atop Kaden.
"Oh god. I can't take you both," Riley said, sounding a tad dazed.
"Sure you can," Jaina said. "No reason why not."
"I can feel you pushing inside," Kaden murmured, making Jaina smile.
Sharing Riley. Such a nice sibling bonding moment. Not directly fucking each other, but something arguably just as intimate in its own way. Certainly as inappropriate.
"I'm too full!" Riley protested. "My ass can't take it. And Kay's still in meee."
"Mmhm. Nice, isn't it?" Jaina purred.
Riley shook her head, but was already rocking around, fucking herself on both Kaden and Jaina as she moved. Double penetrating herself on the sexy sibs.
Jaina let Riley do a lot of the work, but kept trying to push just a little deeper at every opportunity. Eventually, Jaina and Kaden both got themselves fully buried in Riley. She was pinned between them, unable to move unless one of them pulled out some and gave her room to wiggle.
"Oh fuuuccck," Riley breathed. "I'm gonna be sore tomorrow."
"But in such a good way," Jaina said.
"Well... yeah. But still."
Riley cooed and whimpered as the brother and sister team fucked her together, stuffing her all full over and over, making good use of her pussy and ass at the same time.
Riley went wild as she came like that, trapped between Jaina and Kaden, pinned on their respective strapon and cock.
Jaina pulled out and fingered Riley some to get a sense of what she'd done to her ass. There was a definite stretched gape there.
There was no way Riley was really all that worried about being sore tomorrow though, since she climbed off Kaden's dick, then sat back on it, taking it up her butt this time. Jaina felt some satisfaction at getting Riley's ass first, but it was definitely best that she and Kaden got to share.
Maybe that was the key. Have some things just for them every now and then, and in other cases always being ready to share and do stuff together. That was basically how things were anyway. No one really had anything special with Kaden that Jaina wasn't allowed to be part of. It maybe just felt that way sometimes, which was the source of a few rare pangs of jealousy.
Watching Riley get her bum all cummed, Jaina didn't feel any jealousy at all. She'd had the first messy butt, which was important, and she knew Kaden would cum in her ass again anytime she wanted.
"You know I'll have to plug you now," Jaina said as she shimmied out of her strapon harness. "Gotta keep your mess all up in there."
Riley nodded, all flushed from sexy times, cumming and getting cummed in. "Yeah. Alright. Go for it."
Jaina hadn't expected it to be that easy, especially with Riley having taken the edge off her crazed horniness. Jaina scrambled off anyway to retrieve a butt plug before Riley changed her mind.
The girls let Kaden admire them afterward, each showing off a pretty bum all cummed in and plugged with a cute, shiny heart.
Of course, Jaina couldn't let Riley have all the double penetration fun. She made Riley wear the strapon so she could ride her while Kaden fucked her butt. Jaina got a second load of brother-cum up her ass before she was properly ready for bed.
The three of them snuggled together to sleep, all happy, satisfied, and cozy. And, in two of the cases, with some well stretched and messed bumholes.
****
Kaden had to go get Olivia the next few mornings. He wasn't quite sure if she was shy to come back again, or if she just wanted the excuse to have him alone for a short time.
He got her over that little phase by taking a cue from Jaina and bringing a collar with him. Olivia went wide-eyed at the sight of it and the leash dangling from his hand. Her eyes flicked down to his hard cock swaying closer too, of course, but her attention was largely on the collar.



"What's that for?"
Kaden grinned. "I think you know. If you're gonna be all reluctant, we'll just have to do something about it."
"You're not putting a collar on me."
"Why not? Mom and Mary have been having a lot of fun with them."
"That doesn't mean it's for me."
"We won't know until we try it, will we?"
Olivia gasped indignantly as Kaden ignored her protests and began fitting the collar around her neck. Her breathing went shallow and her cheeks flushed. She didn't fight him, though. Not at all. Just stood still like a good mommy and let herself be collared and leashed.
"I'm not going over there like this!"
Kaden grinned crookedly. "Oh. Of course. How silly of me."
He casually untied Olivia's robe and let it slink off her to the floor. He stepped back with leash in hand, just far enough to admire her nude body.
"That's not what I meant and you know it."
Kaden shrugged. "Oops."
"Just 'cause you have me on a leash doesn't mean I have to follow."
"True."
Kaden stepped close again and kissed Olivia. She leaned into it just as eagerly as if she wasn't in the middle of trying to make some moral stand.
If anything, there was an extra horniness to the way she made out with him. She pressed wantonly against him, rubbing her naked body on his. He freely caressed and rubbed her, starting with her soft tits and working outward from there. He let her grind on his cock some before pulling away.
"If you come with me, I'll cum in your pussy for you."
Olivia gasped as though scandalized. "I shouldn't be letting you do that either."
"But you love it when I do. I seem to recall you climbing on top of me and-"
"Another thing I shouldn't do."
"Getting to be quite a list."
Olivia's face was red with a combination of embarrassment and lust. "Do you think I'm a slut?"
"No way. I just think you're a horny mommy. And that's a demographic I'm getting some good experience with this summer."
"Ha. Is that what you call it?"
"Admit it. You love it."
"I admit nothing."
Kaden fingered Olivia's pussy some, feeling the absurd wetness. "Uh huh. Sure you don't."
Kaden started walking. Olivia followed along before the leash even went taut.
"I don't do things like this," she said quietly.
"You have for most of a week now. No harm done yet, is there?"
"No, but... does it always have to be so public?"
"It's only the other moms. And Jay and Riley."
"That's pretty public."
"Just wait until we take you for a walk down the street. Then see what you think about public."
Olivia meeped and went crimson. "You wouldn't dare."
"Try me."
If only to prove a point, Kaden walked Olivia down to the end of the driveway, then didn't let her dart back to the safety of his backyard like she wanted. He stopped her and made out some more, mixing in a little fingering to reinforce how horny she was, and how well he knew it.
She was all wound up by the time they joined the others, and wasn't nearly so shy as she'd been acting when it came to sticking her ass up and presenting her pussy for a good fucking. She might not be quite as accustomed to everything as the other moms were, but she was getting there, and when she was horny she was just as bad as any of them.
Kaden pounded Olivia and filled her cunny up with cum. Jaina helpfully came over and plugged Olivia's ass midway through, and her moans only got louder while having her butt stuffed along with her pussy.
Afterward, Kaden unclipped her leash, but left her collared and plugged. She curled up with her hand cupping her pussy, not even bothering to uncollar herself. Kaden affectionately admired her for a moment before turning and leaving her to bask.
He pattered over to Jaina who had her eyes rather bemusedly on him.
"Leashing up Livy this morning, huh?"
"She's been petulant in the mornings. Keeps needing to be 'convinced' to come over."
"She's just shy."
"Not when she's horny."
"No. None of us are when we're horny enough."
"I led her by the street all naked and leashed and stuff. She'll probably make her own way over in future."
"Hm, maybe. Or maybe she'll want more."
"You think?"
"It's possible. I know I always want more."
"Ha, yeah, I've noticed. Speaking of... ready to have your butt creamed?"
"How could you tell?"
"Well... you've been lying there fingering your ass for a few minutes now."
"Guess that kind of gives it away, huh?"
"That and I know how much you love everyone seeing you get your ass drilled."
"Only if it's by you. Doesn't mean anything otherwise."
"Uh huh." Kaden leaned in and kissed Jaina deeply. "You know there are other ways to show love other than exhibitionist anal."
"I like showing off a little."
"I noticed."
"It's good to remind them you love me a little more than everyone else."
"Jealous little thing."
"Not!"
"You'll get your ass pounded every day just to make sure I'm yours."
"I like it. When it's you."
"Even though the moms are starting to get interested in having their bums explored more too? And I've already cummed in Riley's butt?"
"I was first. And most. That's what matters."
"You little butt slut."
"Only for my brother. My brother's butt slut."
"Hnngg."
Kaden kissed Jaina again, letting his tongue linger on hers and feeling a trail of spit once he pulled back. Jaina stared up at him, eyes wide and shining. Without speaking, she pulled her legs back, angling her ass upward. Kaden helped pin her thighs back, getting her butt at a nice angle to sink into.
She'd lubed herself up already with her casual self-anal-fingering. She was so tight every morning, before his cock or her plug had been inside. Her fingers didn't stretch her enough to get her properly loosened.
They both loved the initial stretch anyway. Jaina was getting really good at taking it. Her bum was getting so well trained. Just for him. They weren't exclusive about it, but as they looked into each other's eyes while he went balls deep in her butt, Kaden was reminded of what they meant to each other.
Weirdly, despite how he teased Jaina about it, fucking her ass in front of everyone actually did mean something beyond the gratuitous sexual act itself. It was, for them, similar to sleeping all cozy together, or stealing little moments to tenderly kiss and whisper to each other in private.
Aside from public sex acts, there was beginning to be a lot about their relationship that must be similar to parents with kids. Finding little moments for themselves while trying to keep an eye on four rambunctious charges. Or waiting until the moms were either home or tucked into bed.
"Whatcha thinking about?" Jaina murmured, surprisingly coherent for being bent double and being all anally stuffed.
"Us."
"Oh?"
"I love this. I never ever thought this would be somewhere we might be, but I love it. I love you. I love our little mommies."
"Feeling all parental and stuff, huh?"
"And horny for my sister."
"That's good too."
Kaden had to lean way down for more kisses. "Love you."
"Love you too."
Kaden fucked Jaina's ass long and smooth, slowly building to a faster, harder pace. She beamed up at him and rubbed her snatch, working herself up even more than the brother-cock in her butt would have done for her.
All attention was on them, as far as Kaden could tell. It was a bit of a daily show at this point. An even better show than usual, since when they came, Jaina squirted and managed to catch her own face with a good portion of it.
She cracked up, and Kaden just finishing filling her ass with cum was soon behind her. They lay together, collapsed and unable to maintain any decorum at all, giggling and holding each other.
"I don't usually get to clean you," Kaden mumbled, taking occasional little licks of Jaina's self-squirted face.
"You could, if you wanted."
"Not of my own cum."
"Enh, maybe not. Maybe I can get someone else to leave me all pussy-covered more often."
"I could work with that. Or... just get you to do it some more."
"It doesn't usually hit me that hard. And I'm not usually all contorted so I'd hit myself."
Kaden took a long swipe of his tongue up Jaina's cheek. She tasted so good. "We'll see what we can do."
The moms got their morning sunscreen massages in once the sibs finally untangled themselves, and went for quick dips in the pool. Olivia still hadn't taken her collar off, and it wasn't even noon before Luna and Mary had found their collars too.
Kaden and Jaina just looked at each other and smiled.
"Horny little things, aren't they?" Kaden said.
"Who can resist them asking so pretty?"
"I sure can't."
They got Luna and Mary's collars all snugged on, then found one for Alanna too. They of course had to ensure that everyone had their pretty butt plugs in, and that there were enough leashes for everyone. The moms were all bouncing with nervous excitement by the time they were ready to go.
Luna and Mary were by far the calmest, having had some experience with naked walkies. Alanna and Olivia were shyer, but took solace in being in their protective little group.
Kaden, Jaina, and Riley all got dressed enough to be decent, though Kaden knew for a fact that the girls both had their plugs in too. Of course Jaina wouldn't dream of walking around without hers while she had a bum full of his cum. Not unless she wanted to see if it would slowly leak out and down her thighs, perhaps. She's probably need to be gaped harder for something like that, though.
The sexy parade was an even hotter sight than usual. Four naked mommies instead of the usual one or two.
The neighbourhood was getting used to their walks. In many cases, people living along the street would stop and stare, either frozen where they were or even leaning right against their fences to appreciate the view.
Many of the most entranced spectators were teens around Kaden and Jaina's age, or moms who looked a tad jealous of Luna and Mary, and now Alanna and Olivia as well.
"I used to worry we'd get arrested or something," Jaina whispered. "Doesn't look like anyone minds too much though, huh?"
"Sure doesn't seem like it," Kaden agreed. "We're getting quite popular."
"You notice some of the moms along the street aren't wearing much outside these days?"
Kaden grinned. "I've noticed, yes. Couple houses back, I swear there was a mom out gardening with nothing on."
"Aw, I missed her."
"Can always look when we go back."
"Maybe I will."
It was hard to notice everything along their route, though. There were already four beautiful mommy asses wiggling in front of them, complete with cute butt plugs to draw the eye.
Their mommies. It was so weird to think that for the longest time Kaden could only have imagined having one mom. Now he and Jaina had four of them. Not in the traditional sense, perhaps, but still. Even Riley was getting in on it pretty good these days, which was very helpful, because horny mommies turned out to be quite a handful.
And they were definitely horny. There was no mistaking that. It would have been difficult to be naked, plugged, and leashed in public the way they were without either being humiliated or turned on like crazy, or indeed both. Plus their soaked thighs were a giveaway, as well as the way they tried harder and harder to find excuses to rub up on one of the kids.
Kaden found that if he didn't keep a close eye on them, that he'd keep running into one of the moms who'd stopped for 'totally unrelated' reasons. He knew it was just so they could feel his straining erection bump into them.
"We'd better get back soon," Kaden murmured. "Or we're gonna start getting molested in public."
"Already are," Jaina said. "It's hot, but yeah, probably best get back. The moms need some love."
"I think even I do," Riley said. "Nevermind them."
It was even slower going for the last leg of the short journey. Order was descending into chaos at quite a rapid clip. The leashes were entirely unnecessary by then, since the moms were all crowding around anyway, sneaking hands and fingers into various naughty places up shirts and down shorts.
Subtly fingering them in return kept them somewhat pacified, Kaden found, but there was only so much one could do without stopping the whole procession and finger-banging them against someone's fence or something.
Somehow they got back without too much trouble. The moms waited impatiently and anxiously to be unhooked from their leashes, then scampered off to the backyard. A few collars got ditched on the way, but not all of them. Olivia, at least, seemed to have left hers on.
Jaina and Riley slipped out of their clothes casual as could be, giggling about the walk they'd just finished. Kaden was a little slower to strip and follow everyone else to the backyard.
When he got there, Kaden was greeted by the sight of everyone kneeling on the grass, faces down and asses all beautifully presented up toward him. With the various colours of butt plugs all shining at him, it was a veritable sexual rainbow.
Kaden groaned and his cock twitched as he stepped cautiously closer. "What's this?"
Jaina laughed and poked her head up to look back at him. The moms giggled to each other and wiggled their bottoms at him.
"What's it look like?" Jaina asked teasingly.
"It looks like way too many choices."
"Ha, yeah. Poor brother. Too many pussies to pick from. So sad for you."
"Not just pussies."
"True. You gonna pass out from indecision?"
"I just might."
"Well it'd be an awful waste. So try not to, ok?"
"Yeah," Riley said. "You think we wanna coordinate this for nothing?"
Kaden got even closer, kneeling down and running his hands freely over various smooth, inviting ass cheeks. "Um... what is it actually for?"
"What, just wanting you to be happy isn't enough?" Jaina asked.
"It does make me pretty happy," Kaden admitted.
Luna finally lifted her head like Jaina, and apparently not just in response to Kaden toying with her plug. "Sweetie, did you really forget it's your birthday?"
Jaina and Riley cackled in pure amusement. Kaden had to stop and try to remember what day it was.
"Told ya he forgot," Jaina crowed.
"Time's been hard to keep track of," Kaden said defensively.
"Mmhm. But you're nineteen now, bro. Enjoy it."
Kaden ran his hand over Jaina's pussy while fondling Alanna's butt. "So far so good."
The girls all crowded in around him, scooting into a rough circle around him, still presenting their booties for his appreciation and any fondling he felt like doing. Which was quite a lot, as it happened.
"We thought about waiting until you remembered," Jaina said, "but we started to worry you never would. Then everyone was all horny from the walk... yeah, just seemed like time."
"How do you possibly expect me to take care of everyone all at once?"
"Hm, guess that's your challenge for the day, isn't it? So many butts, so little time."
Kaden kept fondling, turning on his knees in a slow circle to get a good feel of every single option. The only thing he could figure to do was just start somewhere, so he did.
He sank into Jaina's wet, waiting pussy, knowing she needed to be first. She was his sister, after all, and she'd been needing some extra love and reassurance lately. Plus, for real, if he was going to celebrate his birthday with anyone in particular, it would be her. Their relationship was the strongest it had ever been, and there was a fundamental love there that just couldn't be matched even by other women he cared for and wanted to have lots of sex with.
Kaden fucked every pussy, slowly making his way around the circle. He couldn't give anyone the attention they deserved before moving on, and after making a few circuits he could tell they were getting impatient to be fucked properly. They were getting all wiggly and even backing right up to rub their asses and grind their pussies on him while he was trying to fuck someone else.
There were too many mommies to handle all at once, let alone with his sisters involved. If he counted Riley as a sister these days, and he probably basically did. An honorary sister, of sorts. Or maybe more than that, if Luna and Mary were really getting together in some fashion, which it seemed like they were.
Kaden came in Luna's horny little cunny. His original mommy, who up until a month or two ago he never would have dreamed of in a sexual manner. Now he felt totally at ease fucking and creampieing her whenever he wanted.
Luna rolled over onto her back, widened her legs, then spread her pussy to show off the mess he'd made in her. "Mmm, you filled me up so much," she murmured happily.
"That's what Kay does best," Jaina chirped, wiggling her hips as she waited for another turn.
Kaden only went around the circle for one more cum. After that, he had to start pounding some pussies for real or he'd have a riot.
Once Jaina and Riley had their cums and cummy pussies, they each wobbled off to get strapped on and help out some. The three of them fucked the moms into some semblance of order again, getting things calmed down a bit.
For the rest of the afternoon, once intitial urges were sated, Kaden found himself remaining the centre of attention, but generally only one or two at a time coming at him.
The moms went for swims or got rubbed down with sunscreen or otherwise occupied themselves and each other. Jaina and Riley kept an eye on them, and got plenty of fun of their own in.
But Kaden was never left alone without one or two of his moms or sisters playing with his cock, riding him, grinding on his face, making out, sucking his balls, licking his ass, or occasionally just cuddling for a moment before someone else got impatient.
It was rather exhausting, really. In such a good way though. Kaden had never felt quite so special. He'd had plenty of attention lavished on him this summer, but not like this. Not where he was the centre of it all to such a degree. To where everyone only wanted the best for him.
Alanna was the first to pop her plug out and offer her ass to Kaden for a proper, first time fuck. Once Alanna had her bum all cummed in, there were more takers. Including Jaina, in spite of her already having a messed booty from earlier in the day.
"What, a girl can't get cummed in twice or something?"
Kaden just grinned at her. "Greedy little thing."
"You don't have to fuck my butt if you don't want to, you know."
"Ha. As if."
Kaden pounded Jaina harder than he normally would in her bum. She took it like a champ, still pushing back against him even as he finally came again in her tight ass. She popped her plug back in after, smirking smugly about being double stuffed with her creamy filling.
****
Jaina affectionately watched her brother getting fucked to the point of totally draining his balls. It was a fitting birthday for him, considering the way their whole summer had gone.
She'd made sure to join in on plenty of the fun, sharing blowjobs with some of the moms, or riding his face, or making out, or sucking on his balls while someone was settling on his cock.
Jaina was also there to help each mommy as they took Kaden in their bum for the first time. First being Alanna, who Jaina helped to lube up, then guided her onto him.
"Oh wow, this is so weird," Alanna breathed.
"Is it?" Jaina asked.
Alanna nodded. "It feels kinda good. I can see why you like it. And I definitely had to try." She moaned as she slid down more, taking more teenage cock up her mommy-butt. "But it's so weird being filled up... there."
"You had your butt plug."
"Not the same."
"True. It isn't. Is this your first time doing it in the butt for real?"
Alanna nodded again, even less composed than before. "Never really had an opportunity before. I wouldn't have been brave enough back when I was your age."



Jaina giggled. "Well that's alright. You get your first try with Kay. He loves it, I'm sure."
"I do," Kaden confirmed, running his hands up Alanna's hips.
Jaina stayed behind Alanna and met Kaden's hands with her own. She made full, happy eye contact with him as Alanna took him balls deep in her formerly virgin ass.
"Happy birthday," Jaina mouthed over Alanna's shoulder.
Kaden rolled his eyes, but was grinning like the lucky, happy boy he was.
Alanna walked away unsteadily after getting all creamy-filled in her booty. She didn't even remember to plug herself back up, but Jaina made a note to take care of that later.
In the meantime, Jaina climbed on her brother and made sure she got twice the cumminess up her bum that anyone else would. It was a sister's prerogative, after all, and she exercised it fully.
Luna was next for anal fun times. She was a little shy about it, much unlike her usual these days.
It occurred to Jaina that maybe part of the fascination with her getting pounded in the butt lately had been that it was an area she actually had more experience in than the moms, who otherwise had quite a lead on her and Kaden with sexual experience.
Jaina licked out Luna's ass for Kaden's viewing pleasure, giving him lots of time to get ready for more. She then lubed a pair of fingers and stuck them right up their mom's butt, thrusting in and out to make sure she was all ready for him.
"Gonna give Kay your butt, huh?" Jaina asked.
"I think so, yeah," Luna said, already breathing a little raggedly.
"That's a good mommy."
"A very bad one, I think."
"Same thing sometimes. Look how happy you're making your son."
Kaden was, indeed, particularly entranced by the prospect of getting his mommy's first time in the ass. There was a true mother and son bond there that couldn't quite be matched by anyone else, and it was only about to get that much deeper.
Which was fine with Jaina. She recognized that their brother and sister bond was just as strong, and if anything had even more secrets and subtleties to it.
Plus, if Jaina was really honest, watching her mom take it up the ass from her brother was pretty wicked hot.
"Mmm, you're filling mommy so much," Luna moaned.
"Same amount as usual," Kaden said.
"Yeah," Jaina giggled, "but you're not usually filling her butt. Stretching you all out, isn't he, Mom?"
"Oh god. So much. So full."
"Good Mommy. Ride your son. Give him everything." Jaina hugged Luna from behind and nuzzled their cheeks together. "He deserves it, doesn't he?"
"He does."
"'Cause it's his birth-day. And he's been taking such good care of all of you, hm?"
"He has."
"And now he can fuck his mommy any way he wants, anytime he wants, can't he?"
Luna groaned and bounced harder on Kaden's cock. "Yesss."
"Good girl."
Jaina kept hugging, teasing, and feeling up their mother while she sank her asshole onto Kaden over and over, taking him with remarkable dedication considering her lack of experience.
Kaden eventually came in Luna's butt too, filling it with hot cum. Jaina grinned in wicked delight and smacked her mom's booty a few times while she was getting cummed in.
Afterward, while Luna was cuddling naked with her son with his messy cock still buried in her ass, Jaina meandered over to Mary and started presumptively lube-fingering her bum. Mary took some coaxing and convincing, but the more Jaina finger-banged her ass, the hornier and readier Mary got.
Mary took her turn after Luna was done snuggling. Jaina joined for moral support and some free fondling, as she was really enjoying the moms and their first true anal experiences.
Olivia feigned reluctance better than the rest of them, but she still had her collar on, unlike every other mommy. Jaina rolled with that and leashed her in order to guide her over to Kaden. She held Olivia's leash the whole time, even though once she got going she was as eager to ride Kaden as anyone.
The aftermath was, quite predictably, four horny moms with four cummy bums. They all crowded around together for a time, examining each other, admiring small gapes and little trickles of leaking cum, and even probing experimentally with fingers in freshly deflowered bumholes.
However, they were very horny still, and began to get unruly. Kaden and Riley were no help, since Riley was taking her turn giving Kaden her ass again, and making him work for it some too, since she made him pound her instead of riding him.
All Jaina could think to do was start pushing moms into the pool and hope it cooled them off some. It didn't work. They just dragged her in with them and all grabbed and rubbed on her.
It was kind of a fun game trying to escape their clutches, all nakey and wet and slippery as they were. But Jaina was badly outnumbered and just couldn't win.
Not that getting groped and fingered by her mommies was losing by any means.
Kaden eventually came to her rescue like the loving brother he was. He got all the moms trying to suck on his cock together, his cock that had just been in all six available asses in a row. No one seemed bothered by it. If anything, they fought harder over licking and sucking on him, only reluctantly making space for each other and taking turns.
Jaina adoringly watched the mommies clean her brother with their collective mouths, and eventually get cummed all over for their efforts. Kaden made sure to paint each beaming, panting face with a nice, thick coat of cum, only incidentally messing necks, shoulders, arms, and boobies.
Riley strolled over while the moms were cooing over each other's facials. She held a strapon in each hand and casually offered one to Jaina.
"You're really getting to be part of the team, aren't you?" Jaina said, accepting the harness and starting to put it on.
"What choice do I have?"
"No no, don't play that game. You're part of this. I saw you getting pounded in your butt again. And here you are getting ready to fuck some mommies with me."
Riley shrugged. "It grows on ya after a while."
"Mmhm. You're really getting to be the sister I never had, you know?"
"And knowing you, that makes you interested, doesn't it?"
Jaina grinned and moved in to kiss Riley, letting her attached dildo poke Riley's tummy as she got all close and pressed together. Riley kissed her right back.
The girls made out, all warmly rubbing together. Riley didn't feign disinterest nearly so much these days, but even the little she did melted easily as soon as she got horny. And much like everyone else at their mommy daycare, she was horny quite often.
"We probably should rescue Kay before he gets jumped again," Jaina said, licking a little extra spit off Riley's bottom lip.
"Probably should."
"I'll do your mom, you do mine?"
"The rate we're going, they're gonna both be our moms pretty soon."
"Mmhm. One happy family. Team up on 'em... sis-ter?"
"Don't be a goof."
"Come on. Family fun times!"
"You get quite enough of that already."
"Can one ever have enough, really?"
Jaina and Riley separated, then waded into the group of moms, throwing them around a little to make some room.
Mary struggled playfully as Jaina pushed her over and climbed on top of her. Her only goal seemed to be to rub around some on the younger girl trying to fuck her, as well as smear and share some of her face cum. She calmed down and just enjoyed herself once Jaina started fucking her.
Riley had a similar experience with Luna. Together, side by side, the girls fucked each other's moms. They'd always been close, essentially having a second mom at their best friend's house anyway, but these days it was becoming something even more concrete than that. Like they actually were all family, and not just as a cute joke.
A nap time eventually started with Kaden, all tuckered out as he was from an abundance of attention and sex. The moms all curled up near to him on the grass one by one as they were finally worn out too.
Jaina was the last to join the naked cuddle pile, and had to elbow her way in a little to make sure she could snuggle with her brother.
"How was that for a birthday?" Jaina whispered.
Kaden seemed barely conscious, though he had enough presence to gently pet any mom that got under his hand, as well as wrap his other arm around Jaina once she'd joined him.
"That beats the fuck out of every other one so far," he murmured.
"Glad you enjoyed it."
"You know I fucked everyone's ass today."
"Ha, yeah. You totally did. Mine twice."
"Yours is best," Kaden whispered so quietly even Jaina could barely hear it with his lips right at her ear.
Jaina grinned and felt all light and bubbly inside, even though part of why he said it was definitely just because she wanted to hear it.
Still, he followed through on attending to her butt, popping her plug out and slowly working his fingers in her. Jaina happily let Kaden finger her ass while they rested together, surrounded by their napping mommies.
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Chapter Five: Finale
****
Kaden sat cuddled with Jaina on the couch. He had his fingers gently working her pussy, while she in turn stroked his cock up and down.
Mostly they were just relaxing together. Sure it was a pretty intimate and sexual position, which the two of them very much enjoyed when they could get little moments like that, but it had far more to do with unwinding from the day than with any horniness or sexy thoughts.
"So Alanna got picked up," Jaina murmured.
"Mmhm. And Livy got walked home."
"Still on her leash?"
"Yep. She doesn't even really try to protest anymore."
"She can't very well. She won't hardly take the collar off. Hard to keep acting like she doesn't like it."
"She still gets all embarrassed when I walk her out by the road like that."
"But she still goes for it."
"Mmhm."
Jaina grinned and nuzzled against Kaden. He kissed her cheek and buried his two fingers deeper into her pussy, making her sigh happily.
"Mom and Mary are occupying themselves," Jaina said.
"Yup. Getting very good at that."
"Another sleepover, you think?"
"I assume so."
"Does Mary even go home anymore?"
"Not often. Riley either."
"Ha, yeah. She loves us."
"Or she's horny."
"Both?"
"Both."
"Where is Ri, anyway?"
"Dunno. Somewhere, I think. Her car was still outside last I saw. Haven't seen her though."
Kaden and Jaina kept snuggling and rubbing each other, relaxing into deeper, sexier cuddles. As it turned out, the mystery of Riley's whereabouts was soon answered anyway.
An odd clicking sound grew louder and louder from the hallway. Kaden craned his neck, but didn't see anything yet. He met Jaina's eyes and they both shrugged.
A moment later, Riley appeared. She was naked and padding in soft bare feet, but she had a pair of leashes in her hand, and following close behind were the sources of the odd noise.
Luna and Mary were far more dressed up than usual. Which wasn't to say they were actually covered in any meaningful way, because they weren't.
They were both wearing high heels, hence the clicking sounds on the floor, as well as thigh high stockings. They had some tactical makeup on, some cute earrings, and their hair done up elegantly. Collars around their necks led to the leashes in Riley's hand. As they got closer, Kaden could see that they were also holding their hands behind their backs for reasons of handcuffs around their wrists.
Neither woman wore anything other than that. They were outfits designed specifically to arouse, rather than feign any kind of modesty. And boy did they have the intended effect.
Kaden pushed his fingers hard into Jaina, rubbing his palm against her clit. Her grip tightened around his cock at the same time.
The moms looked a little shyer than usual, probably due to their outfits, but just as horny as ever. Kaden noted the glistening already present on the inside of their thighs.
Riley led Luna and Mary directly in front of Kaden and Jaina. She undid their leashes, then gave each of their butts a few swats until they stepped forward and carefully clambered into the waiting laps. Luna straddled Kaden and settled into his lap, Mary sat in Jaina's.
"Well hello," Kaden murmured.
"Hi there," Luna said back just as quietly.
They both moaned softly as Luna slipped closer and pressed her wet pussy against his twitching cock.
Kaden reached around and ran his fingers along Luna's restraints. He couldn't remember anyone putting her in handcuffs before. It was kind of a nice touch. She was totally helpless to him feeling her up as much as he wanted, as if she'd protest anyway.
Still, Kaden grabbed big handfuls of his mom's ass, squeezing and playing with her. Jaina was taking similar liberties with Mary right next to them, delighting both mothers.
"This is a nice surprise," Kaden said. "But what's it all about?"
Riley grinned, taking a seat nearby to watch the fun, idly swinging the unattached leashes in her hand. "Our moms have something to ask you."
"Oh do they?"
"Mmhm."
"And you know what it is?"
"Yep. I thought it'd be fun to seduce you guys a little before asking. They didn't take much convincing."
Kaden believed it. Luna was grinding pretty hard on him already, slicking his shaft with her pussy. Mary was wiggling around in Jaina's lap just as eagerly. Both moms trying to grind on their respective lap and get some relief for their obvious excitement.
Jaina sucked on Mary's tits, alternating in a lazy rhythm. She toyed with Mary's butt plug too, the one item of 'clothing' that Kaden had failed to initially note. Reaching around, he found that of course Luna was wearing her plug too, and was very happy to have it played with while she rubbed herself off on her son's dick.
"I'd consider myself well seduced," Kaden said before burying his face in his mom's boobies.
"Mmm. Me too," Jaina concurred between mouthfuls of Mary's tits.
Luna cooed at Kaden's attentions. "Babies... ooh, Kaden could you stop for a minute?"
"Nope."
Riley giggled and threw her legs over the side of her chair, relaxing and enjoying herself. In between journeys to Luna's cleavage, Kaden caught Riley casually playing with herself, fingering her little pussy to the show in front of her.
"We really want to ask you something," Luna said.
"So ask."
"You're making it very hard."
"No you are."
Kaden thrust against Luna to make his point.
"Ooh. I didn't mean that."
Jaina cracked up, unable to keep quiet any longer even for the reward of sucking on Mary's tits. "Ask your question, Mom."
Kaden continued to torment Luna, pulling her against his cock, tugging on her butt plug, nuzzling her boobs, and occasionally nipping at her nipples. Somehow, she managed to focus sufficiently in spite of him.
"Babies, how would you feel about Mary moving in with us?"
"Permanently?" Kaden asked.
"Yes."
He shrugged. "Pretty good. Jay?"
"Good with me," Jaina concurred as she slipped a pair of fingers up Mary's little cunny.
"I'm being serious," Luna said, pouting a bit but unable to pull away from her son's affections.
"So are we," Kaden assured her.
"I don't think you are."
"No really, Mom," Jaina said. "She's already practically moved in. We just kind of assumed it was gonna naturally happen."
"Oh."
"Yeah," Kaden said. "And honestly, we'd never have a problem with it. We want you to be happy."
"And... if Mary is, like, my girlfriend?"
"Again, we basically assumed that."
"You should really get married," Jaina said. "So Riley can be our official sister."
Luna went red. "I don't know about that... not just yet."
"We can talk about it," Mary said softly. "But not for the sake of your kinks, darling," she said before bending her neck to kiss Jaina deeply.
"Like you guys even need it to be official," Riley said sneaking over to kiss Kaden and Jaina in between the moms making out with them. "You've been trying to get me to be your sister for a while now."
"Well you basically are," Jaina said. "You always were like the sister I never had."
"And now you think it's hot."
"Well... yeah. It is, though."
"Maybe."
Jaina pulled Riley in for a longer, deeper, very sisterly kiss. The couch got to feel very crowded all of a sudden, but in the best possible way, with too many naked, horny, out of control family members squeezed into too small a space.
Kaden loved the idea. Having Mary for a mom and Riley for a sister. They'd already basically been there anyway, but making it semi-official was nice.
Kaden took his turn kissing Riley when Jaina was done. "My brand new sister," he mumbled in between meetings of their lips.
"Mmhm. You love that, don't you?"
"Kinda do, yeah."
"And a new mommy?"
"Loving that too."
Riley kissed Kaden again, running her hand up the back of his head. "I never had a brother before."
Jaina giggled. "Having a brother's pretty great."
"You'd know if anyone would."
"Damn right I would."
Riley alternated back and forth making out with her new sibs. She took some turns kissing their moms too, but mostly her brother and sister. She found herself crowded in and trapped when Luna and Mary finally couldn't hold out and started lovingly kissing each other.
They all finally had to break it up. There just wasn't enough room. Luna had cummed once while grinding on Kaden's dick, but she was the only one. And she was still just as worked up as everyone else.
The moms were made to walk ahead on the way to what was now probably their room now, rather than just Luna's. They were both a bit wobbly from grinding around and getting all horny, plus having their hands cuffed behind their backs.
Kaden thoroughly enjoyed watching Luna and Mary try to walk with some sense of decorum, and fail entirely. Their butts looked so good, so very lickable. Their plugs kept drawing his attention even when he tried to look elsewhere. Their thigh highs and heels only added to the juiciness of the twin mommy asses parading in front of him.
His sisters were very distracting too, spending the whole time following their moms rubbing up on him and grabbing his butt. Kaden playfully fended them off in a way that kept them both close and allowed him to grope them right back.
The bedroom itself was an initial free for all. Luna and Mary were attacked from various angles, totally helpless against whatever their kids wanted to do to them, much to their obvious delight.
Kaden found himself drawn to eating Mary's pussy and kind of just settled there until he made her cum.
Jaina and Riley swapped around quite a bit more, kissing, licking, fingering, groping, and eating whatever they wanted. Sometimes including Kaden, but mostly their mommies.
"Jeez, think I need to get a strapon rolling here," Jaina mumbled around Luna's pussy. "Mom's so wet."
"Mmhm. Good thing I anticipated that," Riley said.
Jaina laughed approvingly as Riley pulled out a pair of strapons she'd left close at hand. The two of them took turns getting all set up while the other helped Kaden keep the moms busy.
Luna definitely knew what was coming. Mary wasn't quite as quick on the uptake, and seemed to be losing herself more in the moment. In both cases, they were perfectly happy to be thrown around some if it meant more sexy fun with their children.
They got Luna and Mary face down, ass up, side by side on the bed. The horny, eager mommies arched their backs and presented their pussies so prettily for their daughters, and Jaina and Riley each easily slid in with their strapons.
"Mmm, babyyy," Luna moaned.
"That's it," Mary hissed. "Make Mommy cum."
Kaden grinned and watched the two wanton moms get pounded by their daughters. Jaina and Riley swapped back and forth at whim, just two sisters taking their moms for some long, hard rides.
"Where's the key for the cuffs?" Kaden asked.
"Why?" Riley asked curiously.
"'Cause they can't keep their faces up with no hands free."
"So? They don't mind."
"I know. But how can they suck me off like that?"
Riley giggled. "Fair enough." She smacked Luna's butt with a sharp crack of her hand, then dug her fingers in and wiggled her palm. "They should have something to keep their mouths busy, shouldn't they?"
Luna and Mary both moaned approval. Luna also kept sticking her ass up hintingly until Riley finally spanked her some more. Jaina laughed and smacked Mary's butt some too.
The moms got lots more spankings as the girls felt it appropriate.
Kaden, meanwhile, retrieved the key and unlocked Luna and Mary, letting them have a little more control over their own positions. It was mainly selfish, as he sat himself right between them, leaning back against some pillows by the headboard, and let them come to him.
Luna and Mary were near-simultaneous in nosing over to his hard, dripping cock. They started with small licks, just cleaning him of his own precum, but quickly moved on to longer swipes of their tongues, as well as sucking on his shaft, or fully engulfing him in their mouths.
They took turns so nicely, sharing their son's cock like good little mommies. If one was bobbing her head on him, the other was probably sucking on his balls until they could swap. At other times they both nibbled on him, engaging in sloppy kisses around his pulsing shaft. All the while being jostled slightly as Jaina and Riley fucked them so good.
The girls pounded their mommies mercilessly until each had cummed at least twice and really taken the edge off. By that time Luna and Mary were still suckling on Kaden, but in a lazier, less needful kind of way.
"You know what we really should do?" Jaina said while toying with pulling Luna's butt plug halfway out and letting it slip back in.
"What's that?" Riley asked.
"Well, there's three of us, and our mommies each have three sexy little holes..."
"Ooh, that's a good thought." Riley smacked Mary's butt. "What ya think, Mom? Want all three of your kids in you at once?"
Mary whimpered softly, but very quickly lifted her butt up wantonly in the air, ready for the promised triple-fucking.
"I think that's a yes," Jaina giggled.
"How could it not be?" Riley said.
"True."
Luna graciously rolled to the side, gently playing with herself while Mary got all the attention. Her eyes were full of love and adoration, and her pussy was clearly staying flooded as she watched.
Jaina and Riley went straight at Mary's butthole. They popped out her plug and cheerfully set about licking her out like crazy, as much together as they could, even though for practical purposes one at a time was much better.
They also used some proper lube for Mary's bum, taking turns getting their probing fingers all nice and deep inside.
Eventually, Jaina squirmed her way underneath Mary and guided her mommy to lower herself on her strapon. Once Jaina was in, while Mary was still moaning softly and adjusting, Riley poked into her ass. Mary's moans got louder and she stopped moving so much while Riley worked her way in.
Kaden had to stop relaxing and actually join in too. He got on his knees and offered his cock to Mary, who had to be helped some as she was very busy getting double-penetrated already by her daughters. Probably getting her butt and pussy fucked at the same time for the first time ever, he would guess. Nevermind getting triple-teamed, and all in such a familial way.
Luna rubbed herself hard as she watched, eyes shining. She met Kaden's gaze and smiled at him. He winked right back. Both were already eager for when it would be her turn to be so very filled up.
Kaden, Jaina, and Riley all happily fucked one of their moms just as hard as they pleased while the other watched and rubbed herself off.
Mary was very soon a sloppy, moaning, gaping mess as her face, pussy, and ass were all liberally used by her horny kids. And, in fact, the sibs all swapped around a few times and made sure they all had a turn in each hole. She was getting ever so well-fucked, as the creaminess of her cunny attested to.
"You gonna blow yet?" Jaina asked Kaden.
"Pretty soon, yeah. Why?"
"'Cause you should do it all over her."
"Not in her?"
"Nah. I mean, that'd be hot too. But just, like, coat Mary, I think."
Riley nodded. "Yess, cover Mommy."
Mary had no objections. She'd cummed several times herself while being pounded from all angles, and went rather limp as she was laid out on her back. She did, at least, open her mouth wide and stick out her tongue as Kaden began shooting a load all over her. She caught some, but most streaked hot and messy across her face, tits, and tummy.
Jaina and Riley had already started on Luna by the time Kaden had finished dousing Mary. Riley face-fucked Luna while Jaina stretched out her bumhole, leaving Kaden to somehow wiggle underneath and fill up her pussy.
Luna was tight and wet, and very ready for her turn getting banged by her kids. Kaden could feel Jaina in Luna's ass, the two of them sharing her from below and stuffing their mommy fuller than ever before.
From her position, Jaina was much better able to thrust her hips and fuck Luna good. Kaden felt every motion of his sister sliding back and forth, in and out of their mommy.
It was so hot taking their moms this way. Not least of which because it fully demonstrated how slutty the moms could be for their kids, and how much they loved the chance to do so. Luna and Mary were so happy and horny to have their throats, pussies, and bums all stuffed full and fucked hard.
It was even better for Kaden when he got to swap out and take Luna's ass. He was able to kneel behind her and really drill her deep, as Jaina had been doing a moment ago. Her mommy-ass was so perfect for fucking, and even better while Riley had her pussy all stuffed full to add to the tightness and Luna's general horniness.
"Goddamn," Jaina moaned. "How have we never done this before?"
"Well, usually we got too many moms all at once to give so much attention to one of them at a time," Kaden pointed out.
"True."
"Plus... I think maybe it took a while for us to realize how much they'd love it."
"Hehe, I don't know. I think it's been pretty obvious for a while how slutty they can be for their chil-dren."
Luna moaned around Jaina's strapon. Jaina stroked her head like a good pet. Kaden simultaneously smacked Luna's butt while fucking her in long, deep anal strokes. He spanked her some more as he felt her tighten and push back against him, eventually leaving her bum nice and pink.
When it came time for fucking Luna's mouth, Kaden was pretty sure he'd never seen his mom so eager to suck his cock. Even though it was all flavoured with her own pussy and ass, as well as Mary's, not to mention any lingering taste of cum. Then again, maybe all those tastes were exactly why she was so interested. That and the thrill that must come from being such a slutty mommy.
Luna had definitely cummed while he was pounding and spanking her butt. She came again while the girls shared her pussy and ass. Around that time, Kaden was about at his limit again too.
Everyone pulled out and let Luna roll on her back to take a hot cum shower all over her face, boobs, and tummy, just like Mary had. The moms matched so nicely afterward. Both all stretched, gaping, panting, and cummy.
They lay on their backs together for a moment before Mary rolled on top of Luna, and the two started making out and swapping Kaden's cum. Kaden gave Mary a few smacks on her wiggling butt to try and make it as pink as Luna's.
Jaina tackled Kaden before he could make quite enough progress. "Fuck, I need my brother in me so bad right now," she hissed in between hard, deep-tonguing kisses.
Riley giggled and slapped Jaina's butt where it was sticking up. "Well don't hog him too much. I need some too."
Jaina groaned softly, then reluctantly pried herself off Kaden. "You're right. You should go first."
"No no. I don't wanna steal him from you. You have a cum first."
But Jaina clearly had her mind made up already. "No way. It's our first time fucking you as our sister. This is special."
"What do you mean 'our'?"
Jaina grinned and winked at Kaden. "You get it, right?"
Kaden had a reasonable idea, which turned out to be exactly correct.
Riley squealed and flailed playfully as Kaden and Jaina teamed up on her, wrestling her into submission and getting her strapon harness off. They went at her together, kissing and groping, licking and tickling.
"Our brand new sister," Kaden whispered.
"Stoooppp," Riley whined, just before fiercely kissing Kaden again and removing all force from her plea.
"We're not gonna stop," Jaina promised her. "We need to show you how much we love you."
Kaden snorted. "Is that what we're gonna show her?"
"Well... something like that."
"But really we're just gonna both do her at once, yeah?"



"That can be loving."
"Sure. But I don't know that it's really the main thing."
"Well-"
"Would you two stop arguing and just do it already?!" Riley demanded.
Kaden laughed and nuzzled Riley's tits, giving one her nipples a quick nip of his teeth. "You heard her."
Jaina grinned. "Sure did."
Kaden guided Riley's hips so she'd grind around on his cock a bit, then eventually sink onto him with a contented sigh. He sucked on her boobies some more while Jaina prepped Riley's ass, then pushed deep into her as well.
Once again, Kaden felt the lovely sensation of his sister sliding almost directly against his cock as they double-stuffed someone between them. He could only imagine how amazing it must have felt for Riley, or for the moms while it was happening for them.
Riley definitely enjoyed herself, anyway. She hugged Kaden tight and buried her face into him, taking away her boobies for easy sucking, but squirming around on his cock like the horniest of sisters in a way that more than made up for it.
Jaina pounded Riley's ass good before she finally switched up with Kaden. He took a long, hard turn of his own, really making sure that Riley was a cummed out sibling butt slut before he finally came in her ass. He made sure she had a nice creamy bum before he pulled out and gave her a final little affectionate pat.
"God you two," Riley mumbled, rolling over semi-consciously.
"You love it," Jaina said with a smug grin.
"She does too," Kaden agreed.
Riley said nothing, but she curled up with one hand trapped between her thighs over her pussy, and the other idly toying with her gaping and messy butthole.
Kaden crawled atop Jaina she beamed up at him and pulled his face down for a nice long kiss.
"Still gotta cum in my other sister," Kaden whispered.
"Damn straight you do."
Jaina shimmied out of her strapon, freeing herself up for Kaden to sink into her tight and absolutely drenched little pussy. She sighed happily.
"Thaaattt's the shit," she murmured.
"Better than fucking our fam with me?"
"Hm, yeah, I think so. But it's better after we did all them."
Kaden laughed softly and kissed his sister again. "Agreed."
Jaina nipped playfully at him. "Says the boy who already cummed in or on everyone else. I still need my cums."
"I'll do my very best."
"I should hope so."
Kaden fucked Jaina long and deep, building her toward a quick, brother-induced orgasm. She was so ready to burst that it really didn't take long.
He kept fucking her nice and slow afterward, enjoying the feel of his happy, snuggly sister. He was already thinking about pounding her hard and absolutely destroying her little pussy. She'd be all for it, he knew.
They were interrupted in their cute sibling moment by a dildo bouncing off Jaina's face. Kaden looked up and found Luna had donned one of the discarded strapons that had so recently been used to fuck her in every hole, and she'd now turned it around on her daughter. Mary, too, was adjusting straps and getting ready to come after Jaina.
"Oh wow," Kaden said. "Guess it's revenge of the moms, Jay. Good luck."
"Hey! Don't abandon me now."
"If I stay with you, that's gonna mean you're gonna get all filled up every which way, just like we did to our moms."
"What possibly makes you think that's a problem?"
Kaden grinned. "Horny little thing."
"Look who's talking."
Jaina took her total three hole pounding like a champ. A horny, well-fucked champ.
Kaden enthusiastically railed his sister's butthole while Luna got her pussy and Mary fucked her face. He felt her cumming a few more times as she got banged by her family and made into a sloppy, gooey mess of a sister/daughter.
Jaina helpfully sucked Kaden's cock clean while she was recovering. Though in fact, she really didn't get that long at it before Mary was sinking right back into her, filling her messy pussy.
Simultaneously, Luna fucked her way into Riley's wet little snatch, the mommies taking their daughters just as the girls had so smoothly fucked them earlier.
Kaden alternated face-fucking Jaina and Riley while they got pounded by their mothers. He liberally came over both girls, whereupon they rolled together and licked at each other and the creamy sexiness all over them both.
Luna shed her strapon and curled up nakedly with Kaden. She was all exhausted and happy, and seeking the comfort of her son's warm embrace.
Slowly, all at their own pace, everyone kind of joined the snuggle. The bed wasn't really meant for five people all sleeping together, but they got close and cozy enough that they made it work. It wasn't a night for splitting the family up.
****
Alanna and Olivia were both pretty quick to accept Luna and Mary's relationship. It really hadn't come as any more of a surprise to them than it had to anyone else. Luna and Mary had not been particularly subtle in their affections.
If anything, Jaina found her moms were even more obsessed with each other than ever before. They were inseparable. At times very literally.
It was a pretty good thing. Partly because Jaina was thrilled that Luna had found someone new, partly because two hot moms are better than one, partly because they were cute as all heck together, and a little for purely practical reasons. The latter being that Jaina and Kaden had been wearing themselves kind of thin taking care of so many insatiable mommies, and even with Riley's sporadic help, she'd been starting to agree with Kaden's occasional grumblings about working so hard.
It was absolutely the best kind of work Jaina could ever dream of. Always having one of the moms they were taking care of looking for attention and sex was pretty amazing. But the flip side remained that she and Kaden didn't have much time to spend relaxing, or just being with each other.
Luna and Mary occupying each other so much of the time eased the pressure a little, and let Jaina and Kaden actually spend some time curled up in the sun with each other. Or gave them time to fuck, as was their frequent wont.
Sometimes they did a little of both.
Jaina rocked her hips in slow, slow, gentle motions. She was atop Kaden, sprawled out across him, pussy all filled up with his cock, but not properly riding him by any means. Just kind of adding to their decadent sunbathing with some sexy and connected feelings.
"Really enjoying having more time to ourselves," Jaina murmured.
"Mmm. Me too," Kaden said. He kissed Jaina on the cheek. "If I'm gonna be in love with my sister, it's nice to at least have time to be with her."
"Hehe, yeah." Jaina moved her hips a little faster. Just a little. "Mommyfucking is nice, but I think brotherfucking might be just a bit better."
"Don't let them hear you say that."
"Oh pff. Whatever. They know how we are." Jaina gave Kaden a long, deep kiss. "I love you."
"Love you too."
The sibs continued their slow, sensual, and sunny backyard sex. They made out, snuggled, fucked, and lay with each other to their hearts' content.
Or at least until some mommies got too needy again. More relaxed schedule or not, Jaina and Kaden still had their responsibilities.
Jaina cracked her eyes open, sensing a presence as she basked with her brother in the warm, cozy sunlight. Olivia was standing next to them all fidgety and anxious. She had her collar on, leash dangling from it between her breasts. A faint pout teased on her lips, her eyes communicating a similar unspoken request.
"Someone's ready for a walk," Jaina murmured.
"Who?" Kaden asked without opening his eyes.
"Livy."
"Ah. Naturally."
"I haven't been out all day," Olivia said defensively. "I like walks."
"You've become quite a little exhibitionist," Jaina teased, reaching out to feel Olivia's wet pussy.
Olivia shook her head firmly, but blushed warm and pink. "You did this to me. I never would have..."
"Never would have paraded around naked for the whole street?" Kaden asked lazily. He kissed Jaina on the cheek and patted her butt, then urged her to sit up and free him. "Didn't take long for you to get addicted though, did it?"
Olivia stomped her bare foot petulantly. "I used to babysit you both. You shouldn't be so mean."
"We're not mean," Jaina protested.
"Never," Kaden concurred.
They stood and flanked Olivia, giving her kisses and caresses until she was sufficiently mollified, and much hornier than before.
"Don't worry," Kaden said. "I'll take you for your walk."
"Very noble," Jaina said, switching to giving him kisses and fondles instead.
"Thanks. You wanna come?"
"I better stay here. Someone's gotta keep an eye on things, and Riley's too busy getting double-teamed by our moms to be reliable."
Kaden grinned. "Oh wow. Didn't even see them going at it."
"Hot though."
"Mmhm."
"You wanna stay and watch, don't you?"
Kaden sighed. "Kinda, yeah." He smacked Olivia's butt. "But I've got something better to watch."
"Livy's bum?"
"Yep."
"With her plug in?"
"Most definitely."
"Nice."
Jaina high fived her brother, helped him get Olivia ready to go, then hummed to herself and got to work. As long as she had some spare time for it, her pussy could use a quick shave. And probably getting a few of the moms wouldn't hurt either, time permitting.
In point of fact, as Jaina was going to do herself, Alanna came over to help. Jaina grinned and let Alanna rub her pussy all over, then delicately shave her all smooth and perfect.
"You've got such a pretty pussy," Alanna whispered as she wiped it clean after.
"Aw thanks."
Alanna dipped her head and gave Jaina a few soft licks. Jaina cooed and encouraged her, guiding her to lick more and more.
"That's a good mommy," Jaina murmured.
She relaxed and enjoyed having her pussy eaten out until she came. Afterward she got Alanna shaved and gave her plenty of pussy caresses, feeling her smooth little snatch. She also licked Alanna out to a nice cum.
Jaina then did Luna and Mary side by side. They made things difficult always squirming and trying to play with each other, and Jaina had to be quite firm with them to get them to stay put.
Once finished, Luna and Mary immediately locked themselves together, each licking the other's silky smooth pussy with all due enthusiasm, and a little extra besides.
"My turn now?" Riley asked.
"Sure can be," Jaina said. "I'm down for going down again."
The girls got in some lovely sisterly bonding time, involving quite a bit of touching, licking, and playing with each other's pussies. It was the kind of hotness most sisters could only dream of.
"I think I'm really glad our moms got together," Jaina murmured.
"Mmm. Me too," Riley agreed. "I wasn't sure about all this sex stuff between everyone at first, but it's really grown on me."
Jaina giggled as Riley's fingers sneaked into her bum. "You don't say."
"I do. And I kinda like that we're all gonna be family."
"Me too. So much hotter playing with you now."
"That the only reason?"
"Nah. Biggest one, probably."
"Of course it is."
"But it's nice having that extra official bond."
"Semi-official. Our moms aren't married or anything."
"Good enough for me."
"... yeah. Me too, actually."
****
Kaden got cursorily dressed before taking Olivia out for a walk. He held her leash as she walked out ahead of him. She was still kind of shy about being so naked in public, but had come a long way in her confidence level with it. And it definitely kept her horny as all fuck. Her thighs were wet with arousal before they'd even made it across the first intersection.
Kaden stayed hard and turned on the whole time too. He got to watch Olivia's ass swaying, with her shiny butt plug peeking out at him of course. Plus he'd handcuffed her arms behind her back before they left, just for fun.
Olivia would be unable to cover or protect herself even if she wanted to. She probably wouldn't anyway, barring exceptional circumstances, but it was some light, fun bondage all the same.
Kaden was sufficiently hypnotized by Olivia's bare, plugged bum that he really wasn't paying attention to much of anything else. He didn't understand why she slowed down all of a sudden, and had to raise his head, looking around curiously.
The source of Olivia's hesitation was immediately obvious upon any kind of investigation. Just coming out of their yard was Hailey, a girl Kaden kind of knew, and Grace, Hailey's mom. What made the sight of them worth stopping was that much like Olivia, Grace was collared, leashed, and otherwise naked except for her shoes.
The moms were stopped and staring cautiously at each other. Kaden and Hailey likewise didn't know what to say to each other for a moment, and kept flicking their eyes to the mom the other was holding on a leash.
"Uh, hi," Kaden said.
"Hey."
"You, uh, you have a naked mommy too, huh?"
Hailey nodded. "Yeah. We've been watching you guys go for walks sometimes. I mean, the whole street has, really."
"Ah."
"Mom thought she'd like to try it. We didn't get very far yesterday, but we're trying again today."
Kaden grinned. "We made this happen?"
"You could say that, sure. You've been making everyone all envious, you know. I've seen a couple other walkers in the past few days. Ones I'm assuming have nothing to do with you and Jaina."
"Neat. I'll have to tell Jay about that. She'll love it."
"I'm sure."
Kaden nodded down the street. "You wanna come walking with us?"
Hailey grinned back at Kaden. "Sure. That sounds like fun. And it'll give Mom a chance to get out there without feeling so self-conscious about it, maybe."
Olivia and Grace had padded closer to each other, conversing quietly. Kaden didn't interrupt them, but just kind of nudged Olivia until she and Grace started walking and talking at the same time. Hailey fell into step beside Kaden, and the two of them sighed contentedly at the sight of twin mommy asses swaying in front of them.
Kaden and Hailey looked at each other, each having heard the other's sigh. They giggled softly about it, already bonding over their mutual love of nakey mommies.
"I might have to get my mom a butt plug, huh?" Hailey mused softly.
"They've definitely been a good investment so far," Kaden said.
"I can see that." Hailey's cheeks were going red. "Um... this may be a silly question..."
"Shoot."
"Like, you and Jaina are looking after a few moms, right?"
"Yep. We got a little mommy daycare thing going."
"Sure. Do you... do you guys actually do stuff?"
"Like what?"
"Like... you know."
"Are you asking me if we do sexy stuff?"
"... yes."
"Oh. Then yeah. Of course. You think we could resist?"
"Not really. Plus, you know, the whole butt plug thing."
"Sure."
"Just wasn't sure 'cause I'd never actually seen you guys doing stuff."
"That's fair."
They kept walking. As far as Kaden could tell, Olivia and Grace were too involved in their own conversation to pay any attention to their kids behind them.
"I just didn't want to feel like a total freak," Hailey admitted. "'Cause ever since you guys started doing naked mom walks, and ever since my mom started getting all nakey too, I just can't stop thinking about her. And, like, doing stuff."
Kaden's cock twitched and he grinned at Hailey. "You wanna have sex with your mom?"
Hailey blushed deep red. "Kinda. Yeah."
"Do it!"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Turns out it's pretty dang great."
"You fuck your mom?"
"Yep. And Jay does too. And we kinda got two moms now too. It's a whole thing. We do lots of stuff, really. It's all pretty great."
Hailey nodded slowly. "How did you guys do it? You just, like, started doing all this stuff. And now you got lots of people thinking about stuff we never would have before. It's exciting, but it's kinda scary too."
"Pff, I don't even know. When it all started, I was just as weirded out by Mom being naked as anyone would be. Now... now I don't want her to ever put clothes on. I love us all being free together. Being naked and sexual as much as we want. And sure, a lot of it's just 'cause it feels good, and I like getting to cum all the time."
"In your mom?"
"In her and the rest of the mommies. And my sisters."
"Oh wow."
"I know. But, like, we're way, way closer than we've ever been too. On the surface it's mostly about lots and lots and lots of sex. With family a lot of the time. But also, like, I've never felt so loved in my life either. I don't know if I ever would have known just how much I cared about Mom or Jay without us somehow getting into this stuff. And I've got even more family now than before, too." Kaden grinned as he watched Olivia and Grace's bums swinging. "And my other mommies, of course."
"Sure." Hailey chewed softly on her lip. "That sounds really nice," she said softly. "Mom and I are pretty close anyway-"
"So I would have guessed," Kaden said, eyeing the leash connecting Grace's collar to Hailey's hand.
"-but I think it'd feel really nice being... closer."
"So go for it."
"... would you help me?"
"Sure. If I can. I have to say, I don't really know your mom that well or anything."
"No, I know. We've only ever been passing friends or whatever, like at school and stuff."
"Sure."
"But... you and Jaina are everyone's heroes now. You know that right?"
"We are?"
As if to illustrate the point, Kaden noted a mom sunbathing nude in a yard they were passing. Her equally naked son was helping rub sunscreen on her back for her, and more than a little grinding was happening in the process.
"You so are!" Hailey said. "I mean, naked mommies aren't for everyone, don't get me wrong. But for some of us... it's a whole new world now."
"Dang. That's pretty crazy. I'll have to tell Jay."
"You should. But, uh, yeah. For real. Would you help me? I've never tried to seduce a family member before. Let alone Mom."
Kaden shrugged and watched a naked woman gardening in her yard as they walked by. "If I had to guess... your mom probably wants it as much as you do. Not sure if she necessarily knows it or not. But going for naked walks and letting you have her on a leash? That's a pretty good start."
"It is, isn't it?"
"Mmhm."
Hailey pondered some more as they turned around and headed back the other way. The moms were still deep in whispered, giggling conspiracy. More and more Kaden was noticing one or both moms peeking back over their shoulders. Like they were just as horny and bad as he and Hailey were. Which, from experience, they almost certainly were.
Kaden waved to a brother and sister walking their mom together on the other side of the road. It was kind of a nice little family outing.
"So what do I do?" Hailey asked quietly.
Kaden had never really considered the question from an outside perspective. Nor did he have any real tips or instructions. It was something that just kind of... felt right. It either made sense or it didn't. He had the feeling, judging by all the giggling and the wetness on Grace's thighs, that it probably did make sense now. But he also wasn't totally sure about her and her daughter's relationship, and the nuance there.
Still, couldn't hurt to try.
Kaden gave the best advice he could think of, all the little tricks and tips that came to mind. There was a lot more than he realized once he got going, and he actually felt quite proud at how expert he sounded. Though really, with all the mommy experience he had, maybe he was an expert.
Seducing and fucking moms just seemed to flow naturally these days. Even just from some brief time with Hailey and Grace, Kaden felt like he could see them coming together already. Like it was definitely going to happen. And all thanks to him and Jaina, and their daycare's expanding influence.
"I don't know that I could just start rubbing her like that," Hailey said nervously, but with anxious excitement at the possibility.



"Start small. Rub some sunscreen in. That's a good way to start. You can pass it off as innocent. Even though it definitely isn't. When you start rubbing some naughty places, you'll get a sense of what she's into."
"But... you really think she'll let me touch her like that? She's my mom."
"Mmhm. And moms have special relationships with their kids. This just makes it more special. She'd probably love it if you just started eating her pussy, honestly."
Hailey meeped and blushed. "No way."
"Mmhm. Just saying. But no, start smaller. Feel her boobs up or something. See how it goes."
"This all sounds like terrible advice if Mom isn't already having bad thoughts about me."
"True. But I think she probably is."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. She's horny. She wanted you to leash her. And she and Livy have been conspiratorial all walk. For all I know, she might try seducing you. Like, even more than she already kinda is."
"Damn. Really?"
"Maybe."
Hailey took a deep breath. "Ok. I'm gonna try something. I don't know what yet. But something."
"Good luck."
"Thanks."
Kaden and Olivia parted ways at Hailey and Grace's house. Kaden waved and winked at Hailey as they split. He could already imagine Hailey between her mom's legs as soon as they were alone.
Not that it would be that fast by any means, but it was a hot thought.
"They seemed nice," Olivia said.
"They did, didn't they?"
"I kind of like that there are more women being naked now."
"Specifically moms."
"Sure. But just, like, it doesn't feel like anyone's gonna judge as much."
Kaden grinned. "Even though you get off on being naked in public?"
"Hey! Well... maybe."
"You're super horny right now. Don't think I can't tell."
"Whatever. I wasn't being subtle anyway."
"No. No you weren't."
Kaden started to unclip Olivia's leash once they made it home, but she just looked at him so expectantly that he smiled and started walking again, leading her along to the backyard and guiding her to one of the loungers. He offered some token greetings to everyone else nearby while taking his clothes off, then giving Olivia the good, hard pounding she needed.
Jaina came over and stretched out next to them while Kaden was busy fucking Olivia.
"Have a good walk?"
"Pretty good, thanks. You know we're inspiring other kids to get their moms naked and take them for walks and stuff?"
"Hehe, really?"
"Yep."
"Nice."
"You know Hailey?"
"Sure."
"Think she wants to fuck her mom. Might be able to convince them to come over sometime."
Jaina high fived Kaden. "Tight. That sounds like fun getting some new moms over sometimes."
"Yeah it does."
"Speaking of moms, though, you know you've got some more fucking to do."
"You couldn't keep them happy?"
"I tried! They need the cock sometimes. That sweet, sweet, barely legal, teenage son slash son-surrogate cock."
"You make it sound so unromantic."
"It can be. Or it can be very heartwarming. All depends."
"Uh huh."
"Anyway, I got the moms playing in the pool for now. But they're gonna need your diiiccck. Just sayin'."
In fact, Riley was in the pool too, and seemed to be fending off way too much mommy attention all by herself. Though on the other hand, getting rubbed up on by all those wet, slippery boobies was the sort of demanding job that was its own reward.
"Guess someone's gotta do it, huh?" Kaden said.
"Mmhm."
"Lemme get right on that."
Kaden pounded Olivia to a happy, gooey mess. Jaina then took care of uncollaring and uncuffing her and sending her for a swim while Alanna came out and presented her ass.
Alanna got her bum good and stuffed, all stretched out and well fucked, and eventually cummed in.
Luna and Mary came out of the pool one at a time to get dicked down by their son, afterward curling up together to finish drying off in the sun, all warm and satisfied with their mutually cummy mommy pussies.
Kaden and Jaina swam around in the pool with Riley, Alanna, and Olivia after the moms had all been taken care of some. They played some fun, slippery grabass with each other and everyone else.
Luna and Mary jumped back in once they realized there was more fun they were missing. Too many shrieks and giggles to ignore.
Some semi-structured games were attempted, which were all variously flimsy excuses for more groping, and often devolved into some form of 'catch and fondle.' It was all a good time, though, which was what mattered.
"The moms are getting all tuckered out finally," Jaina murmured. "They've been so energetic today."
"You think?"
"Mmhm. Needed to burn some energy off. Might be nap time soon."
"They are starting to get a little demanding and petulant," Kaden admitted. "Naps might be good."
"For sure."
It took some wrangling to get the moms all out of the pool and dried off. Luna in particular kept jumping back in until Jaina hauled her out and swatted her bum a few times.
The moms all protested that they weren't sleepy and didn't need naps, until Riley had the clever idea to promise they could have some toys with them if they behaved.
Luna and Mary took their nap together in what was basically their room now, formerly just Luna's. Kaden got them cozily tucked in and gave them each a kiss while they snuggled with each other nakedly. He made sure they had their butt plugs and some vibrators on the nightstand so they wouldn't whine about being bored and not feeling sleepy.
Jaina and Riley had each taken one of the other moms and tucked them in much the same way. The three of them met up in the hall and tiptoed back outside.
"Whew. We almost had a riot there," Jaina said. She started cracking open beers and handing them around.
The three teens stretched out in the sun with their drinks and relaxed some.
"They were fine once they got settled," Kaden said. "They were more tired than they thought is all."
"Alanna kept trying to get me to sleep with her," Riley said. "It's like, come on, you can sleep on your own."
Jaina giggled. "She's getting to be such an addict. Always wanting to fuck us and whatnot."
"You say that like they all aren't that way," Kaden said.
"True. You think she's fucking Orson yet? I bet she would."
"Wouldn't surprise me. You're right, she is quite a horny mommy. So's Livy, though, in her own exhibitionist kind of way."
"Quite a show off," Jaina agreed. "Never would have thought it of her back in the day."
"I think Mom might still be the horniest," Kaden mused. "Only that she never fully surrendered to it, and now she's got Mary to keep her busy."
"You think?"
"My best guess. Not really any way of knowing though."
Jaina grinned mischievously. "What about me? You think I'm hornier than Mom?"
Riley giggled. "Uh oh, you got her jealous now."
Kaden shrugged. "Depends on the context. Sometimes... probably. But I don't know. You're definitely your mother's daughter."
Jaina slipped from her seat over to Kaden's lap, settling her pussy down cozily on his cock. "You wanna call me mommy?" she whispered.
Riley laughed even louder. "You two are just stupidly horny too, you know. Worse than any of the moms."
Kaden eyed Riley sidelong. "I think we should team up on her," he suggested instead.
"Wait, no, what?"
Jaina and Kaden both pounced on Riley, who was just barely quick enough to escape their clutches. The three of them tore off around the yard, laughing and carrying on with all the innocence that none of them truly possessed anymore.
Kaden felt a surge of joy and love every time he tackled one of his sisters, or they brought him down instead. It was so amazing having them both, and he was really getting to feel like Riley was family.
****
Luna watched the yard from her window. The sounds of play drifted up to her from time to time when the teens running around got loud enough.
"You coming back to bed?" Mary asked with a stifled yawn.
"In a minute."
"They still fucking out there?"
"They haven't yet, actually. Just playing mostly. Some sex. But just some."
"Yeah. They probably get enough sex as it is. More than enough."
Luna sighed. "It's nice seeing them just have fun. I feel like I've put too much responsibility on them this summer. They're still kids."
"They're old enough for some responsibilities. Old enough for summer jobs and everything."
"Old enough to have to take care of their mommy?"
"Mommies," Mary corrected. "And I wouldn't worry about that. They're having as much fun as we are."
"Maybe not quite that much."
"Maybe not."
Luna felt her pussy dripping as her and Mary's children fell together in a messy pile, rubbing and kissing each other in a tangled sort of chaos.
"I think I'm going to be ready to head back to work soon."
"You think?"
"Yeah. I mean, it has to happen sooner or later."
"I suppose." Mary sighed. "I'll need to work too, I think. I hate to leave our babies though."
"I think they'll manage."
"Me too. Maybe it's been a lot of responsibility, but I think they've definitely shown they can handle it, and they can take care of each other if need be."
"For sure."
"Now come back to bed?"
Luna grinned and pounced on Mary, giggling just like the teens outside as they wrestled and fingered each other. She tried to reach for a vibrator, but Mary wouldn't let her go long enough to get hold of it.
"How'd I get so lucky with you?" Luna murmured.
"Same way I did."
"Ah."
"You got me all wet thinking about the kids, you know. Lick my pussy?"
"Mmm. Sure, babe. Anything for you."
****
"Can't believe we're actually leaving," Riley said, gazing around her old room that was now mostly packed up in boxes.
"Come on, it'll be great," Jaina assured her. "You can sleep with me and Kay every night. You basically do anyway. Or your mom or someone."
"I know. But this was mine, you know? Where I grew up."
"I'm sorry." Jaina hugged Riley from behind.
They both actually had clothes on, since they were trying to get Mary and Riley moved out. They were on a different street from usual, which made full casual nudity a trickier proposition. Not to mention how much easier it was to keep them all on track when none of them were naked.
On the other hand, there was something alluring to Jaina about her family all being clothed for once. It felt weirdly naughty. Like a game or a challenge or something. Even as she hugged Riley, she got a few quick, sneaky feels in.
"It's gonna be nice though," Riley said, fondling Jaina right back. "Don't get me wrong, I like the idea of waking up to sibling pussy licking every day. Or the equivalent."
"Mmhm. It's pretty wonderful."
"It's kinda happy and sad at the same time, let's say."
"Sure. I get it. If it helps any, I could lick your pussy right now."
"We're supposed to be packing."
"I know. But I never ate you out in your room before. Seems like we should make a few more memories here before you have to go."
A wicked grin spread across Riley's lips. "You know, I think I could go for that."
"Oh good."
The fully clothed streak had ended. It hadn't lasted all that long, but still longer than Jaina would probably have bet on.
Jaina kissed Riley deeply while they worked together to get Riley's bottoms off. Jaina then pushed Riley onto her bed and admired her cute bare pussy. Riley was so very inviting, all bottomless, eager, and looking back with fuck-me eyes.
Riley cooed happily as Jaina latched onto her pussy and got to licking. She wiggled and moaned through the initial sisterly pussy eating, then settled down some and let Jaina make her feel really, really good.
Jaina enthusiastically licked, sucked, and occasionally fingered Riley. They'd been in this particular bed together many times in the past, but never in a sexual context. It felt like kind of a waste now, but until relatively recently there hadn't been anything like that between them.
At the very least, Jaina really felt like she had to lick Riley good enough to make some kind of memory for the two of them now, before Riley was all moved out of her childhood home. It definitely made sense at this point not to be paying for two houses when one was hardly being used, but sentiment and emotion tended not to be logical about that kind of thing.
Riley had a nice cum on her sister's tongue, then was being worked toward her second when Kaden came in. It wasn't really much of a surprise that they'd get caught.
"Oh now really," Kaden said. "I'm out here working, and of course you two are fucking around with each other instead. Probably our moms are too. I'm probably-"
Jaina lifted her pussy soaked chin, smiled winsomely, and yanked down her shorts. She lifted her bum, presenting herself to her brother with shorts and panties down around her thighs.
"Hey, Kay. Wanna take a break with us?"
"... well when you put it that way..."
Riley giggled at the ease with which Kaden was seduced. "Jay's just helping me make some last memories of my room anyway."
"Ah. Well it's all for a good cause then."
Kaden got his cock out and soon had Jaina trapped between him pounding her on one end, and Riley rubbing her pussy in her face on the other. As if it could ever get any better than that.
Jaina got a got load of brother-cum filling up her pussy before they switched around. Riley was happy to get pounded by their brother too, and giggled in delight as Jaina sat on her face.
The licking Jaina got was sporadic and unfocused, but it was fun all the same. Plus she got to watch Kaden fuck Riley from an excellent vantage point.
The sibs all got their cums in, and some snug, familial cuddles. Jaina slipped her panties back over her messy pussy, but kicked her shorts off entirely. Riley followed her lead.
The three of them eventually got back to packing, wandering around and teasing each other as much as they were actually working.
They soon realized their moms were nowhere to be seen. On an educated guess, they checked Mary's room, and indeed found their mommies all nakey and curled up together, clearly having had to deal with the same horny issues.
Jaina grinned, put a finger to her lips, and tiptoed away. "We should let them be for a few minutes," she whispered.
Kaden and Riley agreed.
A little while later, Luna and Mary managed to disentangle themselves from each other. They'd been even laxer about getting dressed again than their kids. Both of them flashed bare pussies and shiny butt plugs around like it was their job.
Which of course meant they got repeatedly stopped for some motherly pussy tasting, or bent over and lovingly pounded. It really slowed moving day down to a crawl, as if they weren't already ridiculously behind schedule.
Not that anyone had any objections at all.
****
Riley was still going to miss her old house. She knew she would. But these amazing final memories were definitely going to help with the soft ache of loss.
She'd been fucked silly by a combination of Jaina, Kaden, and their moms. To the point that it was a bit of a struggle to walk straight or focus on any wistful thoughts. No one else's condition was any better, really, and it was amazing they were making any progress at all on getting packed up. They were like the physical incarnation of one of those loading bars stuck at ninety percent forever.
Riley took a break for some air and a minute to herself, while also getting a few more boxes out to the moving truck. They'd tried to stay clothed at first, but that had fallen apart, as she'd guessed it would. At this point she was wandering around outside bottomless, and occasionally even trickling some cum out of her pussy.
She'd given up caring whether any of the neighbours saw. Lots of sex with her family kind of made it hard to give a shit, she was far less inhibited these days than she used to be, and if anyone saw and wanted to be a bother about it, they'd be all moved out soon anyway.
A car pulled up outside as Riley was packing things away in the truck. She heard it, but didn't pay any attention. It didn't occur to her that it would be anyone coming to their house. But, in fact, it was.
"Ri?"
Riley froze on her way padding back to the house. She went bright red as she slowly turned around, already knowing at least one of the people behind her from their voice.
"Ri, you've got no pants on."
Riley meeped and tugged her shirt down. It wasn't nearly long enough for any real modesty.
Mike and Nancy, her biological brother and sister-which she had to specify these days-stood staring at her. Riley felt warm and embarrassed. She was used to her new sibs seeing her totally naked all the fricking time, not to mention all the stuff they got up to together. Her old sibs? Not so much. Not so much at all.
And here she was with her pussy out. Nevermind all the arousal wetting her thighs, and the cum spattered on her shirt and messing her little snatch.
"What are you guys doing here?" Riley asked, totally embarrassed. No matter how much she tugged, she couldn't keep her pussy adequately covered by her shirt, and the more she tried, the more attention she drew to the fact.
"You know it was our house too," Mike said, unsuccessfully trying to keep his eyes off of Riley's peekaboo pussy.
"We came to say farewell to it," Nancy added, having nearly the same troubles as her brother. "And maybe to help some, though we got here kinda late."
"We, uh, got slowed down," Riley said. "Might be good having some more help. But, uh, we might need a few minutes."
"Minutes?" Mike asked. "Why?"
"The nudist thing, remember?" Nancy said. "Mom told us about that."
"Right. Do nudists go bottomless? I thought full nude was the whole point."
"We were trying to stay dressed!" Riley said. "It... didn't work."
Mike and Nancy were both silent for a long moment.
"Is it a sex thing?" Nancy asked. "It's a sex thing, isn't it?"
"Well... not just one sex thing."
"Oh my god!"
"What? I can have sex if I want."
"Of course you can," Nancy said. "But... if Mom and Luna are together, then everyone in there is family practically."
Riley's pussy tingled. "Well... yeah. See, about that..."
"Ri? What did you get yourself into?"
Riley looked from Nancy to Mike, back and forth. Mike was staring off at the house, clearly trying to work out what was going on inside. Nancy was staring with concern right back at Riley.
Riley sighed. "Let's go into the back yard or something, ok? It's gonna take a minute to explain."
Riley realized she was showing off her butt as she led the way around the house. And, more embarrassing, her shiny butt plug would be on full display.
"I don't know if I should be worried for you, or happy," Nancy said.
"Uh, why?"
"Why? Ri, you're obviously a lot more sexually liberated than you ever were. If you're having a good time, then that's probably great. If you're in something you don't want to be in..."
Riley shook her head and smiled shyly. She leaned up against the railing of the back deck, not bothering any longer to try and hide her bare, smooth, messy little pussy from her sibs. They'd seen enough by now to make it wasted effort.
"I maybe kinda got seduced into it," Riley admitted. "But... it's really good now. Like really, really good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I know it's kinda weird with the whole 'family' thing, but Jay's always been a sister anyway, basically."
"That's true."
"And Luna's been a second mom since forever."
Mike frowned. "Wait, are you saying... you and Jay's mom?"
"Uh... yeah. What did you think?"
Mike and Nancy exchanged a glance.
"You and Jay and her brother," Mike said after a moment. "Not... not their mom too."
Riley sighed and steeled herself. "Maybe you should sit down. There's more."
****
It took Jaina a little while to realize Riley was missing. Whimsical sex with her family made it hard to track everyone at all times.



But she did clue in, eventually. Riley wasn't with anyone else, and she wasn't in her room, nor was she carrying things outside.
Jaina searched just long enough to start getting a tad worried before finding Riley out in the back yard. Jaina almost popped out to check on Riley, then noticed their visitors deep in conversation with her.
"Oh hey, Mike and Nance," Jaina said. "Where'd they come from?"
Mary pattered over. "Oh, they made it! I mentioned they should swing by. Wonder why they didn't come in."
"Maybe something to do with Ri being naked from the waist down and not expecting that and... oh, you're just going out, huh?"
Mary had brushed past with no apparent concern at all for her own nudity, nor the flush and sweat, and general disarray of her recent sexual exploits. Jaina shrugged and stepped out after Mary, curious to see how it would go.
Mike and Nancy were caught off guard by their mother sweeping out totally naked and freshly fucked. They seemed unsure of the big, naked hugs Mary greeted them with, but not all that surprised. Riley must have warned them. Or... maybe they'd known what they were getting into? It would explain why Riley was still pantsless while chatting with them.
"You made it!" Mary squealed in delight, squeezing her children tight in turn.
Jaina grinned and met Riley's eye. They shared a secret smile over the obvious boner that Mike popped in the wake of his mommy pressed all nakedly up against him, soft boobies and all.
"Uh, yeah," Nancy said, looking just as off-guard as her brother, minus the tent in her shorts. "We had to make it. See the place one last time."
"Didn't realize it was a clothing-free event," Mike mumbled.
"Nonsense. Clothed or unclothed, either's good," Mary said cheerfully. "It's good you're here, Mike. Kaden could use some help with some of the larger things."
"Um... ok?"
Mary dragged Mike inside. He was very obviously trying not to check out his mom's ass as they went.
The girls were left outside. Three sisters, one could say, though in a weird state of affairs, Jaina and Nancy were both Riley's sister, but not each other's. Jaina wasn't sure if she was meant to consider herself related to Nancy now or not. At least as a step-sister, probably.
Nancy, the only one fully clothed of the three of them, coughed and tried to find somewhere appropriate to fix her eyes. "Hey, Jay."
"Hey, Nance."
"So you're banging my sis, huh?"
"Correct."
"And my mom?"
"Same."
"Ah."
"Ri's been telling you about it?"
"Kinda. I... don't think I necessarily want to know all the details."
"Might be too soon for all of them."
"It's Mom we're talking about. It might always be too soon."
"Fair. Not so long ago, I would have felt the same."
"Me too," Riley added. "Started off maybe a little weird."
"But it got good," Jaina said.
"Really good."
"Yeah, I don't need to know how good," Nancy said. "Honestly, as long as everyone's happy and consenting and being looked after..."
"We look after everyone as best we can," Jaina assured her. "I think we do ok."
"Mom's happy," Riley said. "You must have been able to see that."
"That's true," Nancy admitted. "And that was the whole point, as I recall. Seems like you're doing ok too, huh?"
"I really am."
"Mom does seem maybe a touch on the manic side though."
"Yeah, well, that happens. It's been a busy day and she hasn't had a nap yet."
"... right."
They talked through some more stuff. Nancy gradually became fairly comfortable with Riley and Jaina's partial nudity, and all the implied sex going on.
Eventually, Riley got antsy and had to go check on things inside.
"So you're sticking around for a bit, yeah?" Riley asked Nancy.
"Yeah, sure. As long as it doesn't get too weird."
"It won't. We'll be good. Ish."
Riley and Nancy exchanged quick hugs, then Riley bounced off inside.
Jaina and Nancy eyed each other, having been left alone.
"You wanna ask me something, don't you?" Jaina said.
Nancy nodded slowly. "A few things. But maybe... maybe not now. I think some of them I can figure out just thinking about stuff some more. But hey, promise you'll look after Ri, ok? And Mom?"
"Yeah of course."
"I mean it. They're important to me."
"Well duh. They're important to me too."
"I don't want it to be all sex. They have emotional needs and stuff too."
"Yeah, Nance, I get it. I'm there for anything they need. Promise."
"Ok. Good."
Nancy moved in for a hug, which Jaina happily reciprocated. The hug lingered a bit, which Jaina didn't mind, even when Nancy's hands wandered a bit.
"Hey, Nance? That's my butt."
Nancy pulled back, smiling impishly. "I know. Just testing."
"Testing what?"
"... I'm not totally sure."
"Oh. Well... you're kinda my step-sis now and everything, so you can feel me up more if you want."
"That's... really not how that should work."
"Maybe not. I guess it's not really the same as being emotional family, huh? Even though you've always been pretty good to me over the years and everything."
"... no, I meant being family isn't really a good reason to do sexy stuff."
"Oh. Right. Normal people stuff. Forgot about that."
"Uh huh. Sure you did."
"Anyway, wanna go inside?"
"Guess we should."
Jaina gestured ahead of her. "After you."
Nancy started walking, but her step hitched slightly as Jaina fell in just behind her. "Jay, that's my butt you're grabbing."
"I know. Just returning the favour. You've got a nice bum."
"Gee, thanks."
****
Kaden woke up spooned up against Jaina from behind. His hard cock was already lodged firmly in her butt crack from the night before, and it felt like he'd been leaking precum since even before he regained consciousness.
He luxuriated in waking up slowly, all snuggled with his sister. He loved the feel of her pressed up against him, getting to feel her up and grind on her ass. Eventually, as she stirred, she rubbed her bum back against him.
Riley hadn't slept with them. She was about a fifty-fifty whether she wanted company or to be alone at night. That was understandable. Even Jaina and Kaden had nights where they really just wanted sleep more than sexy snuggles.
That didn't mean that they'd leave her alone entirely by any means.
"Wanna go wake Ri up?" Jaina murmured.
"Could wake you up first."
"Ha. Tempting." Jaina pressed her butt back even more firmly until Kaden groaned and nipped at her ear. "We should get Riley first though."
"Yeah, ok."
The sibs scooted out of bed and pattered off naked to what was formerly the spare bedroom, now Riley's. Even though they didn't really need three rooms between them on any given night, it was nice for them each to have their own space at times.
Riley still snoozed away. She was nakey too, of course, when her covers were pulled back. Kaden grinned at Jaina, and she nodded back. Together, they crawled stealthily into bed with their sis and started kissing and caressing Riley from both sides. They started soft and gentle until they got hints of alertness from her, then gave up on subtlety.
"You guys never let me sleep in," Riley complained. "I'm gonna need a lock on my door at this rate."
"You poor thing," Jaina cooed sympathetically, just before sitting on Riley's face. "Don't worry, you can sleep in tomorrow."
"I doubt that," Riley grumbled in a voice muffled by Jaina's snatch.
Kaden hummed a happy morning tune as he slowly slid inside Riley's wet, waiting pussy.
Despite her grumbles, Riley was soon moaning and writhing on Kaden's cock, whilst eagerly licking and sucking on Jaina's tasty pussy. Even if she wanted to sleep in, it was nearly impossible to resist the sort of wake up call the sibs could throw together.
Fucking around got them all roused from their sleepiness, and more or less ready to take on the day.
After cumming in Riley's pussy and leaving her and Jaina to kiss and cuddle some, Kaden made his way to the kitchen and started on some pancakes for breakfast.
He had his apron on and was letting a couple frying pans heat up when his sisters sneaked in behind him. He heard them coming-they couldn't muffle their giggles well enough-but pretended he didn't. It really wasn't all that much of a surprise when they started teaming up on him, one kneeling to lick his ass and suck on his balls while the other groped and kissed him higher up. They swapped out every now and then.
"You make it difficult to focus," Kaden said.
"Can't see how," Jaina said while spreading his butt cheeks.
"Yeah," Riley said between nibbles on his earlobe, "we're not doin' nuffin'."
Kaden's eyes rolled back and his toes curled as they girls assailed him again with lips and tongues. He'd just have to suffer through their attentions somehow.
Kaden got closer and closer to cumming as Jaina and Riley worked him enthusiastically. He wasn't sure what it was about him cooking that made his family want to tease and distract the hell out of him, but it was definitely a thing they did.
"Li'l bro makin' us pammycakes," Jaina purred as she nuzzled Kaden's neck.
"Good brother," Riley mumbled around his butt.
"We should say thanks."
"I think we are."
"Hehe, yeah. Gettin' all precummy there, Kay?"
"He definitely is," Riley answered for Kaden. She ran her finger along the length of his cock, up and down. "All hard and twitching too."
"Gooood brother."
Kaden squirmed. "Teases."
The girls giggled in synch.
"You love it," Jaina assured him.
She wasn't wrong.
Luna and Mary stumbled downstairs together in time for pancakes. A whole naked family breakfast, complete with the moms getting cum drizzled plates of food. Somehow when Jaina and Riley made Kaden cum-right in front of everyone of course-they had the restraint and generosity to only make him cum on their moms' plates.
Then again, Kaden was pretty sure they'd be coming after him later for some cum of their own, so it would probably even out.
After breakfast, it was outside time for everyone. That meant slathering each other in sunscreen, and all the touchy feely fun that entailed.
Kaden spent a good amount of time rubbing Luna all over, getting her sunscreened up. He focused especially hard on her ass once the rest of her was taken care of. He rubbed his dick over her, grinding it into her soft mommy-butt, and seriously contemplated sinking straight into her tight little hole.
Alanna was dropped off before Kaden could get to ass-fucking his mom. He patted Luna's bum, then wandered over to rub Alanna down. He already had anal on his mind, and Alanna loved that stuff.
Kaden teased Alanna at first, getting her warmed up and horny. Not that getting horny was ever a problem with the mommies, but still.
"Hang on," Kaden said with a slight frown of confusion. "Is that cum?" He swiped at a trickle from Alanna's pussy. "It is, isn't it?"
Alanna blushed. "Maybe."
"The heck? I haven't even fucked you yet today."
She blushed deeper. "I know."
"Then what..."
"Well... you know how Orson likes seeing me naked?"
"Sure. I'm aware."
"He started getting... handsy. And rubbing up on me. And stuff."
"Ah. You didn't stop him, huh?"
Alanna shook her head. "I definitely would have if I hadn't seen you acting that way with your mom so often. So... I kind of let him."
"Uh huh. And you didn't stop there I take it."
Alanna met Kaden's eyes shyly. "I kind of understood the appeal anyway, I think. With you. And watching you and your mom. And sister."
"Moms. Sisters."
"Right. That. But anyway, I kind of got it. And got envious, maybe. And Orson has such a little crush going on me."
"Bet it's a bigger crush now."
"I suspect so, yes."
"... does this mean I shouldn't try to have sex with you anymore?"
"Only if you don't want to. I mean... it's not like it would be appropriate for me to let my son fuck my ass, for instance."
Kaden grinned crookedly. "Yeah. That's what would be inappropriate."
"And it's kinda nice when you do it..."
Kaden rolled Alanna over, making her squeal happily as he smacked her butt and dug his fingers in. He spread her ass, admiring the gem inside it.
"Already got your plug in, huh?"
"I might be wearing it more."
"Like around your house and everything?"
"Maybe."
"Bad mommy."
"No! You guys put it in me first."
"Mmhm. And now you're all addicted to butt sex."
"I can't help that it feels good." Alanna squirmed. "And besides, it's not like I do it with hardly anyone."
"You do it with me."
"Yeah."
"And Jay when she gets her strapon out."
"Yeah but other than that, though."
Kaden laughed and slapped her butt again. "Well I'm glad we're here to take care of your anal needs."
"Yeah," Alanna said, mixing eagerness and a touch of shyness. "Me too."
Kaden popped Alanna's butt plug out and ate her juicy ass. He licked her good until she was moaning and he was too hard and throbbing to resist any longer.
Plunging his cock into her tight, lubed bum was heavenly. It wasn't a novelty anymore by any means, but it was tight and amazing, and Kaden loved being able to make his mommies all feel good, whatever that took. If it took pounding them in the butt like naughty little mommy-sluts, so much the better.
****
Jaina got out her strapon while Kaden was busy dominating Alanna's ass. She'd caught some of their conversation, enough to know that Alanna was getting naughtier with her son, which was only to be expected really.
Gazing at their array of naked, wanton mommies, Jaina struggled to recall a time when they hadn't been a huge weakness for her and Kaden. A time when they would have been confused and weirded out by any of the older women having no clothes on, rather than turned on and thinking about they wanted to do with them.
It only made sense that other people her and Kaden's age would fall for their mommies just the same way. Riley had. Orson too. Hailey, apparently. And probably lots of others on the street, as their antics had caught on and got kids and moms all horny and thinking naughtily about each other.
Jaina gave Luna some extra-special daughterly attention as she got all introspective and emotional about how beautiful and unlikely their relationship had become. How amazing it was that they could be so close as family and lovers all in one.
Jaina fucked Luna deep and slow, loving and tender. She kissed her mommy lots, expressing her love and devotion, and all the other things she felt.
"What's going on with you, baby?" Luna whispered.
"Nothing, Mom. Just love you is all."
"Mmm. Love you too. Something's up, though. Usually you'd be pounding me much harder by now."
Jaina giggled. "You think something's up because I'm not fucking my mommy hard enough."
Luna giggled right along with her. "Well it is kind of funny when you put it that way."
Jaina brushed Luna's hair back adoringly. "I guess I just love that we can do this stuff and be all close and everything. We're so crazy lucky."
"Mmm. That we are."
"You want me to go a li'l harder though?"
Luna bit her lip, trying to be coy, but there was no mistaking the look in her eyes. "Well, maybe just a little."
"Naughty Mommy loves getting railed by her children, doesn't she?"
"... maybe."
Jaina grinned. "Lucky thing we love it too."
Jaina fucked Luna harder, pounding her wet pussy. She swapped between her mom's pussy and ass, giving both holes a good workout.
Once Luna had cummed a few time and was nicely pacified, Jaina gave Mary a very similar treatment. She gave a her semi-official step-mom a good hard fucking, and murmured some loving things to her when it seemed a appropriate.
Jaina was just finishing up with Luna and Mary, putting them down for a nice nap next to each other. They'd been successfully worn out and needed a bit of a rest. As she gazed around to see what her brother was up to, she spied someone else very interesting. Two someones, in fact.
Jaina grinned and walked over to get Kaden's attention. He smiled too at seeing their visitors.
"Hailey! Grace!"
Kaden was still occupied with Olivia, so Jaina pranced over to greet them instead. Hailey and Grace's eyes followed the bouncing of Jaina's strapon, which in hindsight she maybe should have shed before going over.
"Glad you came by," Jaina said. "Kay told me about going for a walk with you the other day."
Grace mumbled something and stepped back nearer to the comfort of her daughter. She was naked and kind of flushed from embarrassment. Hailey held the leash that led to her collar, and was wearing a light, casual sundress.
"Mom kept wanting to come by," Hailey said, stroking Grace's hair comfortingly. "She's shy now, though."
"That can happen," Jaina said. "Moms tend to get over that pretty quick." She held out her hand for the leash. "May I?"
"Sure."
Jaina took Grace's leash and started walking away, just assuming she would follow. She did. She was hesitant, but eager. Plus Jaina knew what kind of effect her ass often had on anyone behind her.
Luna and Mary were cuddle-napping together, Riley was swimming, and Olivia was bouncing around wantonly on Kaden's cock. Alanna was free, just idly toying with the butt plug stuffed in her cummy ass.
Jaina got Grace a seat next to Alanna and unclipped her from her leash. They'd apparently met before, at school functions or something, so introductions were a tad easier. Though, of course, neither had been naked when meeting previously.
Leaving them to break the ice, Jaina pattered back over to Hailey.
"You know you need to get your clothes off too," Jaina said.
Hailey blushed. "I don't know that I can do that."
"Everyone else did."
"Yeah. I see that."
"Your mom did."
"Yeah, but... that's just a thing moms are doing right now. There's all this peer pressure involved for them, and it's practically expected and whatever."
Jaina grinned. "In this yard, it's expected of everyone."
"But-"
"Once you're nakey like us, we can rub sunscreen on your mom together," Jaina promised, hoping to entice.
The way Hailey looked so very hungrily over at her mom, Jaina knew it was a solid tactic. Bribing teens with their moms and vice versa almost felt like cheating with how effective it could be.
Hailey still acted shy, but she let Jaina help her strip out of her dress and underwear. She started awkwardly trying to half-cover herself, or hunch over some, but soon realized that it really wasn't that bad. Everyone else was naked already anyway, so it wasn't like she was being singled out at all.
"Wanna sunscreen your mom?" Jaina asked.
Hailey nodded eagerly. "I mean, for her protection of course," she added, apparently feeling that she shouldn't be quite so enthusiastic.
"Oh sure. Her protection."
Jaina had no such odd compunctions about rubbing her hands all over Grace. She just thought it was fun getting a new mommy to play with, even if only temporarily. She guided Hailey at first, until Hailey really got into it was forgot that she ever had any reservations about feeling up her mom in front of other people.
Grace was initially taken aback by having the two giggling girls fondling her under the pretense of covering her in sunscreen. Alanna, sitting next to her, just smiled and laughed along. The conversation the moms had been having was thoroughly interrupted for a few moments.
Jaina sneakily pulled away while Hailey was hypnotized by massaging her mom's soft boobies. Alanna had developed quite a tan, as had the whole group who'd been nude sunbathing for weeks. It still didn't hurt to use sunscreen, and Jaina helped her out with that while Hailey obsessively felt up Grace.
Hailey got lost in her play time, feeling every inch of her mom that she could. She belatedly came back to reality and realized what she'd been doing, but when she saw that Jaina was doing basically the same thing, she decided it was probably fine.



In the interest of pushing her luck and seeing what she could get away with, Jaina slowly repositioned herself and moved her head toward Alanna's crotch. She made sure Hailey was watching the whole time as she crawled back, then dipped her tongue toward Alanna's wet, waiting pussy.
It was an effort not to laugh at how entranced Hailey was. Grace too, for that matter. Focusing on licking helped distract Jaina from how comically the mother and daughter pair were staring at her.
Alanna noticed the looks they were getting too, and shared a few conspiratorial winks with Jaina. Though mostly she just sighed and moaned happily, and enjoyed the heck out getting eaten out.
"I told you they do stuff like that," Hailey whispered to her mom.
Jaina only barely caught the words, which probably weren't meant to be overheard. She strained her ears for more while dutifully licking Alanna's tasty snatch.
"I can't believe... but they... right."
"So... but it... kinda hot."
"Hailey!"
"... is though."
"But... if you... your mommy."
Jaina only caught bits of what they said, but enough to know where it was headed. As if there was ever any doubt. There was already a curiousity and desire there. That much was obvious. Moms didn't let their kids lead them around the neighbourhood naked and on leashes unless there was a special kind of bond between them. Something that maybe hadn't fully formed yet, but was definitely present.
Grace chewed her lip, still gazing uncertainly at Hailey. "Maybe I knew what... into... definitely shouldn't... I did... now..."
Hailey's hands were dangerously close to Grace's pussy. She kept rubbing and feeling, getting so close. Jaina wanted very badly to lift her head and get a better look. To really see how Hailey was feeling her mom up. But she needed to let the two of them share some illusion of privacy. At least for another moment or two.
"Think... gonna try it... good a time... not like... judge us."
Grace covered her face with her hands as Hailey spread her legs for her and scooched into position. The two of them were so shy and cute together at first. Hailey tentatively licking her mommy's pussy like a good girl, but neither quite knowing if they should be doing it.
Naturally, it didn't take long before Hailey forgot all her hesitation and was eating Grace out all eager and wanton. Grace closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned in pure, incestuous pleasure, fully succumbing to her daughter's oral attention.
Jaina and Alanna grinned at each other and enjoyed the beautiful new blossoming mommy and daughter love. Jaina kept eating Alanna out, but she was getting all horny and wiggly herself and had no one to play with her just at the moment.
She'd have to solve that. But not yet. Not just yet.
****
Kaden had been enjoying watching Hailey and Grace just as much as Jaina. He was delighted to see their relationship get that much deeper and more intimate. For a variety of reasons, really. He felt kind of proud that he'd had something to do with them getting all sexy with each other.
Hailey didn't seem to have any intention of stopping either. Kaden understood. She was so very new to sex with her mommy. It was all so intense and crazy at first. It would still be wicked hot when she was more used to it, but not with quite the same rush and feeling of not ever wanting to let go.
Alanna and Olivia both got their orgasms in and scampered off to the pool together. They immediately started giggling as they got together, presumably gossiping about Hailey and Grace.
Jaina hadn't cummed in a little while. Kaden could see the look on her face that suggested she needed some specific kinds of love. And even if that weren't obvious, the way she snagged a bottle of lube and started rubbing slippery fingers over her butthole as she approached would have given it away.
"Hey there," Kaden said.
"Hey."
Jaina knelt down straddling Kaden, pressing her wet pussy to his soft dick and rubbing on him to wake it back up.
Kaden groaned. "I just came."
"I know. I'ma need you to cum some more."
"Of course you do."
"You've always got some love left for your sis-ter, don't you?"
"You know I do."
"Good."
Jaina kept grinding on Kaden's rising cock while one of her hands was busy buried between her ass cheeks.
"Why you lubing your bum up?"
"'Cause anal kinda hurts otherwise."
"Ha ha. I mean... your pussy's kinda begging for it."
"Mmm, yeah. I think I really just need my bum filled right now."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah. Maybe something to do with watching you drill Alanna earlier."
"Could be. She's quite the mommy bum slut."
"Unf. Yeah. Makes it look goooddd."
"You gonna turn into a sister bum slut?"
"I'm already halfway there and you know it."
"True."
"And really, anything that involves my brother buried deep in me is basically the best."
Kaden ran loving hands over his sister as she fingered her bumhole and got it all nicely lubed. He groaned as she then sat herself down on him, taking his cock up her ass like a pro.
"Dammmnnn."
Jaina concurred. "Fuccck me that's goooddd."
Jaina sat all the way down in Kaden's lap, then started rubbing her clit. She rocked around a little, but mostly just kept him buried inside her.
Kaden thoroughly enjoyed having his cock squeezed and all snugly embraced by his sister's ass. He grabbed her butt cheeks and played with them, encouraging her to wiggle around more on him.
"Poor Livy," Kaden mused.
"Why poor her? She got all nicely fucked. Don't think I didn't see."
"Just 'cause she's gonna be the only mom on the street without a kid she can mess around with."
"Pff, ok. I don't think we're that influential. I mean, yeah, we got a couple new converts. And... I mean there's lots more nakey mommies when we go for walks and stuff. But still."
"You know Alanna started fucking Orson?"
Jaina's eyes flashed wider for a second. "No shit?"
"Yep."
"Huh."
"I think she's still gonna keep her ass exclusive for us."
"Ooh. Naughty."
"Mmhm."
"You only gonna butt-fuck her?"
"Probably, yeah. Little weird fucking her in a cummy pussy."
"When it's not your cum, you mean."
"I thought that was a given."
"Sure."
Jaina bit her lip, riding harder. "Woulda been nice keeping her just ours, but it's not like I want to keep any mom from their kid, y'know?"
"I definitely do. Encouraging that stuff is practically our whole schtick."
"Damn straight." Jaina leaned in for some deep kisses. Kaden happily obliged. "We really found our calling."
Kaden gripped Jaina's ass a little tighter, giving it some good squeezes. "Yeah we did."
****
Luna smiled as she got to snuggle down with Mary that night in what was now their bed. It felt like that was half of what they did every day was just cuddle. Or fuck each other. Or fuck their kids.
But the point was that Luna couldn't imagine ever being happier. She could spend all day every day just touching Mary and messing around with her, talking and daydreaming, just being with her. She loved it.
"Hey, babe?" Luna whispered.
"Hm?" Mary said, nuzzling nakedly against her.
"Wanna get married?"
Mary lifted her head and grinned shyly. "It's so soon."
"I know."
"But we moved in pretty damn quick, didn't we?"
"Sure did."
"And... and I think I really want to."
"Good. Me too."
"We'd have to clear it with the kids."
"Of course. They didn't seem to mind the whole move in thing. 'Cept Riley a little, just 'cause of the house and all."
Mary kissed Luna softly. "We'll have to talk lots about it. Maybe take some time before actually doing it. But I think I'd really like to be engaged to you."
Luna felt such a fuzzy, warm glow inside. "Me too."
****
Jaina was absolutely thrilled when she found out about the engagement the next morning. Thrilled for both her mommies. She, Kaden, and Riley all agreed that not rushing into the wedding itself was a good move, but they were all so very happy for Luna and Mary.
The moms had to get dressed that morning, which no one was particularly used to. Oddly, Jaina got super aroused seeing her moms actually cover themselves. Like now it was a challenge to get them naked again.
But Luna and Mary insisted they needed to go ring shopping, which only made sense. Jaina could hardly deny them that.
She could, however, get them all worked up before they left with plenty of fondling and kissing, and some flipping their dresses up to play with their pussies. Neither had opted for any panties at all, which was hot but might end up being a mistake.
Kaden and Riley got in on the fun, and before the moms left they each had an ass full of cum, which was then plugged up so it would all stay cozily inside them for the trip. Their pussies were just going to leak everywhere, though. Making a mess with their own arousal.
"Look at them go," Jaina said wistfully as Luna and Mary drove off together. "Out into the world on their own."
"Mmhm." Kaden hugged her from behind, incidentally grinding his cock on her butt. "They grow up so fast."
"It's probably a good sign, huh?"
"Of what?"
"Well... probably it'd be good if they were both functional in society again. Even though it might mean less time fucking around."
"Hm, probably." Kaden used Jaina's own pussy juices to slowly sink his cock into her butt. "I'm sure we'll still get lots of sex with our moms."
"Unf. Hope so." Jaina bent over some to allow a better angle up her bum for her brother. "I was really getting used to what we had."
"Let's be real. We couldn't keep up."
"True. Very true."
The sibs wistfully buttfucked while pondering about whether or not their circumstances were going to significantly change. They were interrupted before it got really good by an unfamiliar car pulling up in the driveway.
"Ugh. We gotta see who that is, don't we?" Kaden grumbled.
"'Fraid so."
"I have to pull out of your butt."
"Also 'fraid so."
"Pity."
Jaina led the way outside. She tried to ignore the arousal messing her thighs, and the way Kaden's cock bounced, angry at being denied its rightful place up her bum.
A guy Jaina didn't know, probably a year or two older than her, got out of the car. He stared rather comically at Jaina and Kaden, and their fully naked and horny states.
"This, uh, this must be the place," he said.
"Could be," Jaina answered. "What place?"
"You know. The naked daycare people have been talking about."
"Oh. Then yes. Almost certainly."
"Cool."
A woman slowly got out of the passenger side of the car. Jaina was willing to bet it was the guy's mom. It seemed the most likely possibility, given that he had an idea what sort of place they were at. Plus the woman was already shyly naked.
"Do you mind if I drop Mom off for the day?" the guy asked. "I know it's last minute and all, but I have to-"
"It's fine," Jaina and Kaden said together, both staring hard.
The woman had that adorably shy allure to her that some of the moms started with before they got used to being naked and the subject of horny thoughts. The way she couldn't decide whether to try covering herself or not only heightened the effect.
"It's extra for one day with no notice," Jaina said absently.
"Yeah yeah, of course. If she likes it, we'll try to set something up for real. I appreciate you guys being so accommodating though."
"Absolutely," Kaden said. "We can be very accommodating."
The guy paid up, kissed his mom full on the lips as a goodbye, then drove off again.
The woman, Alicia, as Jaina determined, remained hesitant and slightly embarrassed until she saw Olivia coming over, equally naked apart from her collar. It set Alicia a little more at ease, though she was still cute and uncertain.
"Hey, Livy," Jaina greeted Olivia. She and Kaden both went for big, nakey hugs and kisses. "This is Alicia. She'll be here with us today. Maybe longer."
"Nice to meet you," Olivia said. "Let me take you out back."
Jaina and Kaden sighed happily as they watched Olivia guide Alicia away. Two bare mommy asses swaying away was always a delightful sight, let alone a brand new butt being involved.
"What do you think she's expecting?" Jaina asked.
"No idea," Kaden said. "I don't recognize her from the street."
"Maybe further down?"
"Past the park?"
"Maybe."
"Yeah. Maybe. Word might have even spread farther than that."
"Very possible. Alanna might have made some naked friends where she lives for all we know."
"Might well have."
"Goddamn we're influential."
"Unless Alicia and her son were already naughty, and they just found out there was somewhere for her to be with friends."
"Guess that's possible too."
Jaina and Kaden grinned evilly at each other.
"Bet I get some of that pussy before you do," Jaina said.
"All yours. I want her ass anyway."
"Of course you do. Frickin' one track mind."
"Didn't hear you complaining before."
"And you're not likely to. I was just sayin'." Jaina kissed her brother deeply. "If Grace shows up again, we should still have a full house when Alanna gets here too."
"True. We may be getting ourselves in trouble."
"Nah. Worst case is we drown in horny mommies."
"... not the worst fate."
"Not by a long shot."
****
Luna and Mary had an engagement party in the backyard once the rings they'd picked out were sized and delivered. It was an odd kind of event. Half or more of the people there were fully naked, while some of the invitees didn't really know what they were getting into.
It was an awkward but fun time.
Plenty of moms and their kids from around the neighbourhood came over. Those moms were exclusively naked, their respective kids seemingly deciding on whims whether they wanted to be naked too or not. Most of them opted for it sooner or later, under peer pressure if nothing else.
The number of moms Kaden and Jaina were looking after had been slowly growing still, though not all of them were an every day kind of arrangement. They were all in attendance today.
Some family members and friends who Luna or Mary had invited were the least comfortable. They'd all been warned about the lack of clothing, though not necessarily how sexually charged the nudity was likely to be. And even the nudity itself was a bit much for some.
Riley was happy to see Mike and Nancy show up more than anything. Her other relatives were a much lesser concern.
"Glad to see you two here."
Mike and Nancy were staying protectively close to each other, as a protection against all the horny naked mommies around, perhaps.
"We couldn't miss it," Nancy assured Riley.
"Though I may come to regret it," Mike said.
"Oh shush."
"No, I mean I'm happy for Mom, but she's so... naked."
Riley giggled. "She does that."
"And I think her and Luna have been sneakily fingering each other's butts while they've been talking to guests."
"Oh. Yeah. That tracks."
"It's weird, is all," Mike said.
"You're just embarrassed 'cause you popped a boner over it," Nancy said.
Riley kept grinning at her brother's discomfort. Nancy wasn't in much less embarrassed shape, but she seemed to be holding up slightly better.
"You guys can take your clothes off too, if you want. No one will mind."
"I don't think I'd dare," Nancy said.
"Me either," Mike agreed.
"Just saying it's an option."
"Yeah," Nancy said, flicking her eyes up and down Riley's nude form. "We've noticed." She smiled. "I'm glad you're so confident these days. That's nice to see."
"Little too confident, maybe," Mike said.
"Don't be mean. She looks good."
"Yeah. That's the problem."
Both sister started laughing.
"Oh my god. You're horny over our baby sis, aren't you?" Nancy said.
"It's not funny."
"Yeah it is."
"It's ok," Riley assured Mike. "I don't mind. I'm kinda used to messing around with a brother these days."
"Don't remind me."
"If you want, you can-"
"Please don't finish that sentence."
Nancy tilted her head curiously. "What can he do?"
"Well... I don't mind a little feeling up. If either of you want."
"Oh god, Ri."
"Just saying. Turns out I like being way too close with family. And you guys are my family too. So..."
Nancy and Mike both shook their heads, but a little while later, while Riley was standing with her back to them, she felt a hand on each of her ass cheeks. One from each of them. She didn't move or turn around at all. She wasn't even sure if either of her sibs knew the other was groping her too. She just smiled to herself and enjoyed being felt up by her original brother and sister.
****
Meanwhile, Kaden and Jaina were scurrying around trying to keep some semblance of order to the proceedings. Kaden wasn't strictly sure why they were bothering. They were vastly outnumbered. Far more than usual, even. Too many mommies to keep track of, let alone their horny sons or daughters escorting them, and nevermind trying to deal with the less horny and far more uncomfortable other guests.
"What are we even doing?" Kaden wondered aloud while he and Jaina had retreated to the kitchen.
"Trying to keep everyone drunk enough to have fun, but not so drunk it gets to be a problem."
"I meant more generally."
"Oh."
"Maybe we should just let things be what they're gonna be."
"Maybe. Are you just annoyed 'cause you haven't gotten off in a while?"
"Partly that. And I mean, I keep getting groped so I can't even come down a little from being horny."
"Hehe, moms love your tight little body wandering around, huh?"
"You're not having that problem?"
"Oh no, I definitely am. Have you felt my snatch lately? You could drown in it. I'm serious."
Kaden felt his sister's pussy at her request. "Oh wow. You're right."
"I know."
"So what do we do?"
"Honestly... I think we've kept decorum for long enough. Let's just start fucking. Start scaring guests away."
"Jay!"
"No, for real. We don't want this thing dragging on forever. And it'll make a better story."
"You just want sex."
"Tell me you don't."
"... fair. Ok, start with each other, or... mingle?"
Jaina grinned, eyeing Kaden's cock. "Each other. Then mingle."
"Deal."
Things were actually getting pretty fun outside. Some people were taking advantage of the pool, mostly nakedly. Some people were getting a little handsy with each other too.
Luna and Mary were fully fingering each other's asses, Kaden noted. Like two fingers buried deep inside each other while they chatted with guests. The way they stood, side by side, one arm casually behind their backs where it couldn't be seen, their fingering was practically invisible from the front. Not at all from behind.
"Ri's gettin' cozy with Mike and Nance," Jaina murmured.
Kaden looked over. "So she is. Should we be jealous?"
"Nope. I think it's nice. Plus look how shy and cute they look."
"Riley's not being shy."
"Ha, no. She's so confident now. You know she used to be the shyest of the three?"
"Hard to believe."
Kaden led Jaina to a quiet-ish spot on the periphery of the proceedings. The most prudish of the guests had made their excuses already. It'd be nice to ease some of the rest into leaving quietly too, if possible.
It was gonna end up being a horny, sexy time sooner or later. With certain members of the crowd being who they were, it was inevitable. Such as a pair of moms who couldn't stop fingering each other's butts long enough to be good hostesses.
"What you think?" Kaden whispered. "Start making out, work our way up to full incestuous penetration to scandalize whoever's left?"
"Mmm. Start slow, definitely."
Kaden embraced his sister, pulling Jaina hard to him. His cock was trapped between them, hard and needy, but willing to be patient for now.
Jaina kissed him, deep and passionate. Like she was oblivious to anyone around them, even though the whole point was to be noticed. Some of the point, at least. They were also getting plenty of enjoyment out of their naked sibling makeouts.



Kaden forgot to even pay attention to if it was working. If people were noticing and consequently leaving. He forgot most everything except the way his sister's lips felt, the way her tongue teased him, and how damn warm and firm she pressed against his erection down below.
They ground around on each other, kissed and teased, and groped each other's butts. Lubed with spit, Kaden managed to get a finger up Jaina's butthole, and shortly after that, she did the same to him.
The horny pair of sibs giggled naughtily together and eventually fell down on the lawn, still wriggling around and getting off on each other. It was practically inevitable that Kaden slipped into Jaina's wet little pussy.
"Mmm, damn, fucking my brother in front of everyone," Jaina moaned softly.
Kaden snickered and kissed her. "You know, I forgot there were people around."
"Me too."
"Anyone watching?"
Jaina checked around her periphery. "A few. Crowd's thinned out some too."
"To leave? Or to find somewhere to make out?"
"How should I know? Seeing a lot less clothes, though, so either some leaving, or some stripping."
"Nice. Then our job here is done."
"Nuh uh. Not hardly done at all."
"Sure. But I wouldn't call this part a job."
"I wouldn't call any of it a job."
"Fair."
"Wanna fuck me harder?"
Kaden grinned. "Yes. Yes I do."
****
Luna leaned over to whisper to Mary. "I think my darling children are now fucking in front of everyone."
Mary nodded. "Our darling children, actually."
"Of course. It was only to differentiate from the darling child of ours who's slightly more yours, who has been getting felt up by her other brother and sister for the past... hour?"
"Yes, I'd noticed that. I wondered if I should say something, but it'd only embarrass them, I think."
"How are you feeling about it?"
"Jaina and Kaden fucking in front of our guests? Or Riley seducing Mike and Nancy?"
"Either. More so the latter."
Mary smiled crookedly. "It's weirdly heartwarming. Riley was feeling a little left out being the youngest and still at home and stuff. She's come into her own this summer."
"Heh, not the only thing she's cum into this summer."
Mary snickered. "Shush. That's a bad joke."
"Tell me I'm wrong."
"You're not wrong."
"You think Mike and Nancy are gonna-"
"Oh I can't imagine they'll stay much longer. They've got families of their own, you know. But I think it's nice if they maybe come visit sometimes, and maybe give their sister some more attention."
"What if they gave you that kind of attention?"
Mary hesitated. Luna grinned broadly.
"Thought so," Luna said smugly.
"I said nothing."
"You didn't need to."
"Oh hush." Mary sighed. "Think we can abandon our conversation duties yet?"
"I'd say so. Our kids have done a good job either scaring people off, or making them horny enough they don't care about conversation and etiquette."
"On purpose, you think?"
"Hard to say. They might just have got horny themselves."
"They've been known to."
Luna slowly pulled her pair of fingers out of Mary's bum, really making the last bit of contact last as Mary's ass gripped her fingers on the way out. She made full eye contact as she sucked her fingers into her mouth and tasted her brand new fiancee's ass.
"God you're bad," Mary growled huskily.
"As if you don't love it."
"Oh shush."
Luna pressed right up against Mary, squishing their boobs together as she kissed her, aggressive and loving at the same time. Mary melted into the embrace and kissed back with equal ferocity.
Luna then slowly guided Mary to the ground on her hands and knees, then further down so just her ass was sticking up. Mary looked back as Luna delightedly positioned herself to get straight at that booty.
"Pretty sure I know where your kids get it from," Mary said.
"What happened to them being our kids?"
"I think sometimes they're still gonna be yours."
"When you don't want to take the blame for them, you mean?"
"Precisely."
Luna snickered. "Too late, dearest. You've got part ownership now."
Luna dove in and licked frantically at Mary's butthole, forestalling further debate by eating her ass out. It worked. Mary cooed and wiggled, totally losing interest in the debate as her bum was spread and attended to so very diligently.
Luna loved every second of it.
****
Riley had had some wonderful time hanging out with Mike and Nancy. Her sibs had stuck pretty close to her, both for some sense of comfort in a terribly unclothed party, and for the chance to feel her up.
She'd been quite happy to get her butt fondled at first, but was surprised how long her brother and sister kept it up. And not just her butt, either. They got into a weird game of quietly daring each other to continue. Like the first to abandon their nakey little sis and stop groping her was going to be a wuss or something.
Riley was ecstatic about it, as well as being a dripping and horny little thing. She felt closer to her siblings than she had in a long time, even if it was in a questionable kind of way. It was kind of funny that it was largely due to her new brother and sister.
"Fuck, I gotta get out of here," Mike mumbled.
"So soon?" Nancy asked absently.
Her hand was straying closer and close to Riley's pussy, like she was actually going to go for it. Riley hoped she would.
"Well, our mom and step-mom just locked themselves in a sixty-nine and appear to be trying to eat each other's asses."
"Oh. So nothing to do with the massive tent in your shorts that you're embarrassed about?"
"I maybe gotta deal with that too," Mike admitted.
"I could help, if you want," Riley offered.
Mike groaned and took his hand off Riley's tits. "Ok, I really gotta go before I accidentally accept."
Nancy grinned. "Sheri probably wouldn't like you getting sucked off by your sis, huh?"
"I can't imagine so."
"No one would tell," Riley said. She understood her brother not wanting to get his relationship in trouble, though she also was disappointed by the reality of it.
"Unf. Don't tempt me," Mike said. "I mean seriously, don't. I don't know that I could resist for long."
Nancy giggled. "I know, right? How bad are we? Playing with Ri like this." She kissed Riley on the cheek. "I should go too. But this was fun. We should hang more."
"You're always welcome."
"Hang with clothes on, I mean."
"Not my style lately."
"I get that." Nancy sighed. "But if this went too far, Dan wouldn't be any happier than Sheri."
"He might think it's hot."
"He might, actually. That's not the point. I'm with Mike on this one. Stop seducing us, Ri, or we'll..."
"You'll what?"
"I don't know. I didn't have a threat ready, and the ones that came to mind, well, they weren't terribly appropriate. And probably wouldn't be effective deterrents either."
Riley was intrigued, but reluctantly accepted that it was probably for the best to just let her siblings go. She didn't want to ruin this new closeness between them, and she had to admit that wild, wanton, familial sex wasn't for everyone. She could be happy with some feeling up. A lot of it, in this case.
Riley gave Nancy a soft, tender kiss on the lips, rather catching her sister by surprise. She did the same to Mike while trying not to smile too wide at how damn hard he was over her. That alone was a nice boost to her mood and confidence.
"Come over again soon?" Riley asked hopefully.
"I'll try," Nancy promised.
"Me too," Mike agreed. "No seducing though."
"Maybe just a little?" Riley tried.
Mike looked her up and down. "Maybe just a little."
Riley smiled as she watched them leave together, then turned back to the rest of the thinned out crowd in the yard.
She was horny. Really fucking horny. A girl couldn't be teased by her big brother and sister for the better part of an hour without having some needs afterward.
There were options. Luna and Mary were locked together in some dirty loving, as were Jaina and Kaden. Alanna and Olivia were splashing around in the pool and flirting with some desperately horny neighbour boys. Hailey and Grace were curled up and making out with each other off to the side.
Lots of other moms were hanging around in various stages of perving on others or messing around with their children. Or other moms' children, as the case may be.
Riley decided she kind of wanted to stick with family for now. She wasn't quite as bold about fucking other people's moms as Jaina and Kaden could be. Plus after all the sibling fondling, her mind was already rolling down an incestuous track.
Her gaze eventually settled firmly on her mommies. Something about the way they were attacking each other's asses was really doing it for her. She thought about it for a moment, feeling her thighs getting even wetter as she watched them, then scampered off into the house.
Riley returned moments later with a strapon. That was just the way her mind was working today.
Mary never saw her coming. Luna, facing the other way and straight up at Riley as she approached, just grinned and said nothing. She let Riley get close, dildo protruding lewdly, and position herself.
The view Luna had was probably pretty damn hot. Riley was fine with that.
"Hey, who's there?" Mary asked as her ass was grabbed and spread by a new set of hands.
"Who do you think it is?" Luna replied with obvious amusement.
"... one of our darling children?"
"Got it in one."
Riley shook her head but kept her focus. Mary's butthole was so slick with Luna's spit that she could easily press the tip of her strapon in. She watched in horny fascination as it was slowly eaten by her mom's tight but well warmed up hole.
The dildo was swallowed right up. Mary moaned and pushed back, accepting the daughterly ass intrusion with the decorum of a milf porn star. Her hungry mommy-butt took everything Riley could give her. Far quicker than Riley had intended to give it, in fact.
Riley and Luna teamed up on Mary, fucking her bum and eating her pussy out respectively. Mary never stood a chance. She was reduced to a sloppy, happy, cumming mess by her daughter and fiancee working together.
Riley smiled at making her mom feel so good, though at some point she knew she'd need to cum too.
****
Jaina lay snugly under Kaden, cuddling with him in post-cumming bliss. He'd made a lovely mess in her, just like he was so good at doing, and she'd cummed only shortly before that, so they were both temporarily sated.
Only temporarily though.
"Mmm, what ya wanna do now?" Jaina purred.
Kaden was still inside her, and was also nuzzling lazily at her neck, giving her soft kisses.
"What ya mean?"
"Well we can't just lay around like this the rest of the afternoon."
"Why not?"
"Good point."
Jaina giggled and rolled over on top of Kaden, slowly grinding on his dick. She could sense him getting horny again immediately.
"Well when you put it that way..." Kaden said.
"Mmhm. I was thinking maybe now that I'm all cummed in... maybe we should go play with some moms."
"You think?"
"I do."
Looking around, there were scatterings of naked women practically everywhere. Most were in some stage of flirting or making out with their children. Or someone else's as the case may be. Some were going further than that, but some were also clearly horny but not currently engaged with anyone.
"In fact," Jaina murmured, "I think we have a social obligation here."
She levered herself sloppily off of her brother's cock, then helped him stand up too. She took a moment to kiss him and let his legs steady, then dragged him off to their first conquest.
They made an excellent team. They always did. No mom could withstand them.
At times, Jaina and Kaden went for two moms at once, each diving into some tasty pussy and having an impromptu race to see who'd get an orgasm first. Mostly, though, they teamed up and delivered heavenly attention to a single lucky lady at a time.
Ideally, one of the sibs would go for the pussy while either ate ass, and thereby sandwiched a mom between them until she came. Sometimes they were already sitting or lying down, and coming at them from each side wasn't practical. While slightly less fun, it was still quite a good time swapping back and forth, one eating pussy while the other made out with the mom and played with her boobies.
"Feels like I'm gonna have tasted every mom on the street," Kaden said.
Jaina grinned crookedly. "Well let's not go that far. They're not even all here, and some are far too busy with their own kids for us."
"True."
"It's a nice life goal to have, though."
"Definitely."
"Who we got left?"
"Hehe, looks like Alanna and Livy are looking our way."
"Ooh, over on the edge of the pool?"
"Yep yep."
"I could go for a swim."
"I want to make a joke about not going in the water when we've just eaten so much, but... enh. Fuck it."
Jaina hopped in the pool just ahead of Kaden. They surfaced, wiped water from their eyes, then swam eagerly to the side where Alanna and Olivia were dangling their legs in, still glistening all over from recently being in the pool themselves. As one, the two moms spread their legs as the teens approached. They knew exactly what was coming, and were more than ready for it judging by their horny expressions and the sheer quantity of juices flowing.
Jaina swam up to Alanna and gently spread her pussy. "No cum yet?"
Alanna shook her head. "Haven't had any play time with Kaden."
"Well... there's always Orson. Lately he's-"
Alanna blushed. "I don't do that all the time."
"Why not?"
"He's my son."
"So?"
"... I don't want to spoil him."
Jaina snickered. Even Kaden next to her snorted in amusement at overhearing.
"Guess it's ok to spoil us."
"You're not my kids."
"True." Jaina kissed Alanna's wet pussy. "Does Orson know we have all the sex we want with you practically every day?"
"I thought it best not to tell him everything."
"Definitely for the best," Jaina agreed. "Wouldn't want him getting jealous."
"No. Or wanting more naughty time. It's hard enough keeping him somewhat under control as it is."
"Aren't you naked a lot around him these days?"
"Well... yes."
"That might have something to do with it, you know."
"I like being naked. You did this to me."
"Hehe, yeah, we sure did."
Jaina kissed Alanna's pussy again, then gave it some lovely licks. She was a little behind Kaden who'd just started eating Olivia right from the get go, but she figured she could catch up with some diligent attention. And if not, it'd still be fun to try.
"Race ya," Jaina called softly to Kaden.
Kaden grinned back. "You're on."
****
Luna swapped with Mary once Mary just couldn't take any more. Luna was now on top, with Mary eating her pussy from below and Riley pounding Luna's ass instead.
Lying softly atop her fiancee while her newest daughter stretched and fucked her bum also happened to be a lovely vantage point for watching Jaina and Kaden pinging around between a whole assortment of mommies. It was, Luna reflected, possibly a little slutty just how many women her kids were eating out.
But they were doing what they loved, which a mother always likes to see, and it wasn't like Luna herself could claim some sort of virtue in regard to chasteness. Not even a little bit. Not in the sandwiched position she was in, getting her ass destroyed and her pussy licked in front of half the neighbourhood.
Nevermind that sluttiness was so arbitrary, and it wasn't even necessarily a bad thing the way people wanted it to be. How bad could it be if everyone was enjoying themselves so much?
Luna swapped again after having her ass wrecked and her pussy licked to a few delightful cums. This time she took the strapon from Riley, then waited until the girl was nicely settled on Mary's face before opening up her ass in turn.
All the while Jaina and Kaden were still making the rounds, going back and giving seconds to those moms who asked for it. And there were several eagerly waiting another turn.
"They're gonna be busy," Luna mumbled to herself.
"Hm?" Mary inquired from below.
"There's gonna be way more women showing up after today. At the daycare. I don't know how they plan on dealing with it."
"Just plan on letting horniness carry them through," Riley said. "As usual."
Luna grinned and smacked Riley's butt, making her squeal indignantly. "Don't pretend you're not just as bad."
"... maybe."
"And whatever else I can say about those two, they've been very industrious this summer. I'm sure they'll manage."
"They will," Mary agreed. "Riley'll help too."
"Yeah," Riley decided. "I probably will. Ooh."
Luna thrust particularly deep into Riley's bum, making her arch her back and hiss in anal pleasure.
"I don't know why I don't use a strapon more often," Luna mused. "It's a lot of fun."
"'Cause it's also fun getting it used on you," Mary pointed out.
"True."
"And I think if you had to choose, you'd take getting your bum stretched over stretching someone else's."
Luna flushed, knowing Mary was probably right. "I can do both," she mumbled.
"You sure can."
"Maybe I'll start coming after your butt a lot more."
"Don't threaten me with a good time, my darling."
Luna snickered. "I'll threaten you with whatever good times I feel like."
Riley started getting impatient and gave Mary a few awkwardly placed spanks from a difficult angle. They did the trick, at any rate.
"You're s'posed to be licking my pussy, Mommy."
"Oh, right. Sorry, baby."
Mary went quiet again as she went back to tonguing her daughter. Luna's smile only broadened as she listened to the sloppy licks, and Riley's gentle coos of adoration and lust. Luna kept stretching out Riley's bum all the while.
****
Jaina had a very tired tongue by the time the remainder of their guests headed out. She could tell Kaden was pretty orally worn out too. They'd satisfied an awful lot of women this afternoon. Way more than usual. It was hot and fun, but also exhausting.
The somewhat unfortunate part was that they hadn't gotten off nearly enough while they were working, and were both incredibly horny still.
"Well, looks like our moms and sister took off already," Jaina said.
"Seems that way. Shall we head inside too?"
"I mean, there's a bit of a mess out here..."
"Tomorrow's a day."
"Tomorrow is a day."
"Leave it 'til then?"
"Yes, why not."
The sibs padded slowly inside, walking tiredly and holding hands, leaning on each other a bit.
They made it to Jaina's room and collapsed on her bed, naked and cuddling together. They started kissing softly, just instinctively, as two horny siblings in bed together might do.
Jaina found that as she kissed her brother, she forgot how tired her mouth was, and her low level fatigue just generally. She only wanted more of Kaden.
Their making out, groping, and grinding was fairly adorable in how slow and lazy it was. They were in no hurry despite being tremendously aroused and needy. They were siblings who loved each other, and anything else was secondary.
Kaden eventually found Jaina's clit and rubbed her to a lovely cum. Jaina, temporarily the more lucid of the two afterward, had a horny thought tickling the back of her brain, and casually rolled Kaden over on his tummy.
"You know you've got the cutest butt a girl could ever hope for on her brother?" Jaina asked, giving Kaden's ass a slow, deep massage with both hands.
Kaden squirmed. "Not that cute."
"Oh yes it is. Why do you think none of us can leave it alone when you're cooking breakfast in your apron in the mornings?"
"'Cause you're all very horny little things."
"True. But it also just looks so yummy."
Jaina lay behind Kaden, spread his ass, then licked right up the middle. She nommed playfully on his bum, and teased his asshole with her tongue.



Kaden moaned softly. "You're weird."
"Oh? You wouldn't say my bum is yummy?"
"Of course I would."
"Well then?"
"... you really think my butt's cute?"
"Absolutely."
"Ok."
Jaina detected a note of shy pleasure in Kaden's acceptance. She licked him some more while contemplating deep in her own head. She'd had some thoughts before about Kaden's butt, and she was kind of feeling them again.
"How would you feel about me maybe trying something more," Jaina asked cautiously.
"Like what?"
"Like... pegging."
"What?"
"You know, where I wear a strapon and-"
"I know what it is. Just... you really want to?"
Jaina shrugged, unable to get a reading off of Kaden's face since he was lying on his tummy. "Kinda, yeah."
"Kinda pervy."
"Maybe kinda. But also... I liked when we did some firsts together, you know? Some brother and sister first times with each other. It was really kinda beautiful. And, like, if we don't get a little crazy, there might not be any more of them."
"... is that really what you're thinking?"
Jaina giggled. "Ok, mostly I just wanna do it 'cause I think it'll be fun. And probably kinda hot. But sharing firsts with you is legit too."
Kaden squirmed as Jaina licked his butt some more. "It's a questionable argument, but honestly it's kinda working for me."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. You're right. Those firsts that we shared together, they were pretty damn special. And, like, you gave me your anal first time. It'd be only fair."
"That was a little different, but yeah, basically."
Kaden looked over his shoulder. Jaina stopped licking him for a moment as she met his gaze.
"I love you, Jay. If it's something you want... I want to do it with you."
"Awww."
"I'm serious."
"I know. That's what makes it more adorable."
Jaina gave Kaden a quick kiss right on his butthole, then hopped out of bed. She scurried around to locate a strapon and some lube, even having to rush out of the room and back, but Kaden only patiently waited for her. He lay on his tummy like a good brother, lifting his hips a bit for her when she bounced back into bed, strapon firmly strapped on.
Jaina aggressively made out with Kaden's bumhole. She went at it with a fury and desire she hadn't even known was in her. Something about Kaden offering his ass to her really did the trick.
More than that, Jaina desperately wanted to make it good for him. She needed Kaden to feel loved and appreciated, and hopefully enjoy getting pegged by his sister. The whole thing didn't work if he didn't like it.
Jaina worked Kaden's ass until it was all warmed up, slick with spit, and ready to be opened up. She used some actual lube too, gently fucking him with a pair of fingers for a while until he was used to the intrusion.
Lastly she lubed her strapon and pressed it up against him.
"Is this gonna hurt?" Kaden asked.
"Hopefully not."
"But it might?"
"It's anal. It might hurt some. Obviously I'm doing my best to make sure it doesn't."
Kaden nodded. "I trust you."
Jaina patted his bum. "I know. I love you."
"Same."
Jaina grinned and slowly, so slowly, pushed inside her brother. She had some experience these days fucking buttholes, but Kaden was something special. His butt was way different from any of the moms'. And it was his first time taking it anally.
Just for her.
"Good boy," Jaina whispered to Kaden.
She fucked him deeper, stretching him out.
Kaden moaned. "Oh wow."
"How is it?"
"Kinda weird. But... nice?"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I think maybe partly just 'cause it's you. And 'cause you went slow."
Jaina grinned. "I can go so slow for you."
"Aw thanks."
"You'd still rather have my butt, wouldn't you?"
"Probably, yeah. But this is nice too. It's good."
Jaina sank deeper still, really testing Kaden's ass.
"Maybe we just do this sometimes," she said softly, leaning down to kiss his shoulder. "Maybe just when it seems right."
"I could be ok with that."
"Unless you decide you really like it."
"Possible. But I don't think I'd go that far."
"That's fair."
Jaina kept lovingly fucking her brother. Kaden settled into it and got fairly relaxed with the constant intrusion, but gentle and soothing motion inside him.
A soft trail of pattering footsteps approached from out in the hall. Jaina looked over curiously, then smiled as Luna padded in. Their mom was naked, of course, and looking a bit rumpled and tired as though she'd had a long day and lots of sex.
"There you two are," Luna said. "I was beginning to worry."
"What about?" Jaina asked casually, like she wasn't butt-fucking Kaden in front of their mom.
"Well we went to bed, then I realized neither of you had tried to have sex with me since early this morning."
"Aw. Feeling neglected?"
"Not exactly. But... well, maybe a little."
"Ah."
"It is my engagement party today, after all."
Jaina grinned. "And that's what a mommy needs on such a special day, hm? Sex with her children?"
Luna blushed a faint pink. "It's what I need. Can't speak for other mommies."
"Fair enough. I wanna play with Kay a little more. You wanna go mess around with Mary some more and we'll come find you?"
Luna sighed. "She fell asleep with Riley already."
"Aha, now the truth comes out. You're still horny and your betrothed isn't up to satisfying you just at the moment. So you come to-"
"Don't tease, dear. It doesn't become you."
"Since when?"
Kaden stirred, stretching lazily beneath Jaina's anal penetration. "Don't worry, Mom. I'll fuck you as soon as Jaina's done with me."
"See?" Luna said. "That's all I'm asking for."
"A mom of simple needs," Jaina agreed. "I'd be a very ungrateful daughter if I didn't have sex with you too, I suppose."
"As if you're not already dreaming of it," Kaden murmured.
Jaina spanked her brother a few times, just hard enough to make a nice slapping sound. "A few more minutes with Kay?" she asked.
Luna nodded. "I can wait a little longer."
Luna sat down next to Kaden and soothingly rubbed his lower back. Kaden purred and luxuriated in the tender motherly gesture, while continuing to be anally explored by his sister.
Jaina probably would have kept going a while longer. There was just something fun and hypnotizing about watching her strapon go in and out in a slow rhythm. So different from actively trying to get someone off. But Luna was going to get impatient, and she could sense Kaden getting horny too. Horny in a way Jaina didn't feel she could satisfy without taking a much harder approach, and Kaden probably wasn't ready for something like that. Oh well. Baby steps.
"What you want?" Jaina asked Kaden. "Mom's pussy or ass?"
"Mmm, either sounds good right now."
"I know, right? Ok, you get pussy. I think it's kinda hot going right from your ass to hers."
Luna rolled her eyes at Jaina. "You're so bad."
"Look who's talking."
"Unfortunately, yes, you probably did get it from me. I think I probably just have to admit that these days."
"Yeah you do."
Jaina sneaked a kiss from her mom while pulling out of Kaden, then got in a quick feel of her boobs as well. She had a precious few seconds to fondle Luna some while Kaden was getting rolled over.
"I think my butt's gonna feel weird tomorrow," Kaden said.
"It certainly might," Luna said with motherly experience. "If it was a good time, I kind of enjoy a little ache or something, just to remind me."
"Jay was gentle," Kaden said. "I don't know that it'll ache. Just... feel weird. Like someone stretched me out for a while."
"Makes sense," Jaina said. "That's exactly what happened."
Luna climbed on to Kaden's very hard and leaking cock. They both moaned in satisfaction at their mommy and son joining.
Jaina hummed to herself and lubed Luna's ass up. It was already pretty slippery as it turned out, from previous play time no doubt, but Jaina made sure anyway. It only made sense to enjoy fingering her mommy's bum when the chance arose.
Once they all got settled, Jaina and Kaden lovingly double-teamed their mommy, filling her pussy and ass together and giving her the last fucking of the day that she needed before bedtime. It was some beautiful family time after a busy and social day.
Jaina pounded Luna's bum with wild abandon. Unlike her brother, her mommy could take quite a drilling, and Jaina took full advantage of that fact. She and Kaden were merciless in making sure Luna got a hard cum or two and was ready for bed. Kaden also filled Luna's pussy up with cum like the good son he was.
Luna then watched dreamily while Jaina rode Kaden afterward, getting a nightcap orgasm of her own, as well as an equally messed pussy for sleepy times.
All three of them padded in slightly wobbly fashion to Luna and Mary's room, where Mary and Riley were already snoozing all spooned up together.
Jaina climbed in and cuddled with Riley, who stirred just enough to return her sister's naked snuggle. Kaden spooned up against Jaina, then Luna behind him. The teens were all snuggly bookended by comfy, warm moms at both sides of the bed. The perfect cozy bed to fall asleep in.
****
A new equilibrium settled in at the mommy daycare. It took a week or two for some calm to reestablish itself, but it eventually did.
Kaden awoke with his face pressed snugly into a soft pair of boobies. Mary's, as it turned out. He'd gotten used to never quite knowing who he was going to wake up with. It wasn't always the same family member(s) as he went to sleep with, that was certain.
He had a shower first thing. He'd just stepped under the nice warm spray when Riley slipped in and joined him.
"Gotta conserve water," she said with a straight face.
Kaden smirked and helped her wash herself. Mainly her tits. "Yeah. That water," he agreed. "Must be conserved."
Riley retaliated by washing Kaden's cock for him. Quite thoroughly. So he rubbed her pussy. They stood there not doing particularly well at conserving water at all, mainly just rubbing each other off.
Riley came from some brotherly clit fingering, then bent over and encouraged Kaden to cum in her pussy. After a few minutes fucking his sister in the shower, that was exactly what he did, giving Riley the first cummy pussy of the day.
Kaden gave her some kisses as they dried off after, then swatted her butt and sent her skipping happily away. He smiled, cock twitching at the sight of Riley's booty bouncing off. He went a different direction though, off to the kitchen.
The girls were right on it this morning. Just as Riley had known when Kaden was hopping in the shower, so too did Jaina sense when Kaden was putting on his apron to make breakfast.
"Mmm, morning," Kaden said as he was hugged nakedly from behind and mildly groped.
"Morning to you," Jaina replied, kissing his shoulder. "Ri already got you, huh?"
"How could you know that?"
"Well... you've both just showered."
"Oh."
"Plus your cock's taking a minute to warm up for me, implying you just came."
"It doesn't ever take very long for you."
"No. But just long enough to notice."
"Ah."
"Plus Ri was humming all cheerfully, and when she bent over I saw a trickle of cum on her thigh."
"You really buried the lead there huh?"
"Not as well as you buried it."
"I... what? Is the lead my cock?"
"In most instances, yes."
Jaina knelt down behind Kaden and started playing with his butt. She'd had more of an obsession with it ever since she'd fucked it that first time. Which was fine with Kaden. It felt really nice having his ass eaten, even if it was distracting while trying to focus. Jaina and Luna had made sure he'd grown to like it. And if it meant getting pegged every once in a while, that was kind of fun too. It could even be relaxing, depending on who was doing it and what mood they were in.
Aside from having her fun and teasing Kaden, Jaina also helped him ensure everyone's breakfast was nicely doused in cum. Excepting his own, of course, but the girls and moms all got their morning protein.
Luna and Mary needed their turns getting fucked and cummed in. That was Kaden's first task as they headed outside. He pounded both his mommies so good, then came in their asses and plugged them up nicely to keep all the mess snugly inside.
Jaina and Riley took over afterward and rubbed the moms down with sunscreen, which was as always more an excuse to feel them all over than anything else.
Kaden took the opportunity to slip off while it was still quiet and other moms were just starting to trickle in. They'd been getting quite a few more moms to look after each day, though with some of their kids sticking around to help, thankfully. Kaden, Jaina, and Riley just couldn't handle more than maybe seven or eight on their own, and even that was pushing it long-term.
But more to the point at the moment, Kaden wanted to get started on some snacks while he had the chance. Treats could sometimes be a good way to pacify unruly mommies. Almost as good as fucking them silly.
Olivia came in while Kaden was baking. He smiled at seeing her, even though moms were supposed to stay outside where they could be supervised.
"Hey there," Kaden said. "Didn't think we were gonna see you."
"No?"
"Well, your husband got back, and all of a sudden you were missing for a couple days. Thought maybe he didn't approve."
Olivia squirmed. "I thought he might not either. But he's gone so often, and we kinda have to have our own fun, you know? He saw how sad I was not coming over every day."
"Ah."
"Plus the kids got back from camp, and it's good for him to spend time with them while he's home."
Kaden stepped forward, put his hands on Olivia's hips and watched her bite her lip, wondering what he was going to do to her. She'd come over naked and collared in spite of her husband's presence at home. A quick feel determined she had her butt plug in too.
"All the time you used to babysit me and Jay, I never knew how horny you could be."
Olivia flushed. "Well you weren't meant to. Still aren't, really, but that ship has long since sailed."
"Mmhm. So... want me to bend you over the counter?"
"... yes please."
Fucking Olivia rather distracted Kaden from the baking he was supposed to be doing, but he was getting pretty used to that sort of thing and was developing tricks to work around it while still being somewhat productive.
Later on, while cookies and a pan of squares were cooling, Kaden meandered outside again. Jaina found him immediately, as if her incest senses had tingled. She curled up in a lounger with Kaden before he had a chance to even stretch out properly.
"Where you been?" Jaina asked.
"Makin' snacks."
"Makin' snacks?"
"Yep."
"Neat. You could have a full time job doing that the way we're going."
"Tell me about it."
"Might have to get you some help."
Kaden thought about it while casually fondling Jaina's boobies. "What kind of help? 'Cause I can't help feeling like having some mommies in aprons in there with me wouldn't actually help getting anything done."
"Aw, c'mon, they'd be very fun. All sexy and tantalizing, probably rubbing up on you and grabbing and... well yeah, ok, probably not actually helpful."
"Exactly."
"But to be fair, we've basically hired some more teens to help us out already with the sudden influx. If that was permanent, you could have some kitchen help available."
"True. Hailey's taken a job here, has she?"
"Still working out details, but yeah, she and a few others are looking very promising."
"That's good."
"Mmhm."
Jaina stroked Kaden's cock for a bit while he kept playing with her tits. He looked around at the plethora of moms they were now looking after and was quite thankful they'd received some help. While it was quite a fun prospect to be constantly drowning in horny moms, it also was rather draining, and couldn't be kept up forever.
This was a nice balance. Plenty of sex whenever any of them wanted it, basically, while also having some time to relax and sunbathe or cuddle.
"I see Alanna showed up," Kaden said.
"Yeah. Late, of course. She's been very unpunctual this past week or two. She says she's not fucking her son that much, but I think that's a lie. You should have seen the way she kissed him goodbye too. Got out of the car naked, walked around to his side, leaned in the window and just kissed him for, like, a solid minute."
"Nice view for you though, I bet."
"Oh it certainly was. Straight legged, bent over at the waist, ass sticking straight out toward me, butt plug shining between those beautiful ass cheeks... yeah, pretty good view. She's got an obsession with her son is all I'm saying, and she won't admit how bad it is."
Kaden shrugged. "It happens. She's still our butt slut, at least."
Jaina giggled. "True. Wanna take turns on her ass later on? Remind her why she loves us?"
"Sounds like fun. If we don't get distracted by other things."
"Ha, yeah. So many moms, so little time."
"And sisters," Kaden added. "Don't forget sisters."
"How could I?"
"How indeed?"
Jaina stroked Kaden more firmly, as if to remind him how unforgettable sisters could be when they so chose. He reached around to her butt and played with her plug. They snuggled together in the warm sun, just sexually toying with each other in a loving sibling kind of way.
"Given any more thought to what we're gonna do when the weather turns colder on us?" Kaden asked.
Jaina lifted her head off his chest. "Oh yeah, I had a pretty good thought, actually."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Just, you know, so distracted with trying to figure out how having employees is gonna work. It's all very complicated, you know."
"I know. I'm glad you can figure this stuff out, 'cause it's all going way over my head."
Jaina booped Kaden's nose. "You could figure it out too if you wanted."
"Nah. Too much sex lately. My brain's gone all useless for mundane stuff."
"Ah. Is that what it is?"
"Yep."
"Liar."
Jaina kissed Kaden, which turned into quite an intense little sibling makeout. The best kind.
"Anyway," Jaina said, "lemme just grab my phone real quick. I wanna show you some pictures."
"Sure."
Jaina bounced to her feet and scampered off, providing her lounging brother quite a nice view. She was back quickly, as promised, and settled easily back into his lap, this time more upright and facing him, and with his cock snugly inside her.
Jaina took a moment to just enjoy sliding Kaden into her happily horny little pussy, then started flicking through her phone.
"So you remember when I popped out yesterday?" Jaina asked.
"Sure. Shopping, weren't you?"
"That and checking out this place Grace knew of. She had a contact." Jaina turned the phone so they both see. "It's actually pretty great for what we'd want. Nearby, still in the neighbourhood, basically. Indoors, which is gonna be important if we keep our daycare thing going through fall and winter."
"Which we are, right?"
"I'd really like to."
"Me too."
"Good. So yeah, lots of space too. I was thinking, like, here for a play room, here for relaxing and massages, maybe exercise over here."
Jaina swiped through pictures and described her ideas for various rooms. Kaden didn't have quite as good a sense of the space as she did, only seeing it on her phone, but it all seemed pretty good to him.
"And of course a nice big kitchen," Jaina said. "With lots of room for helpful assistants, or for sex if that's the way it goes."
"Which it definitely will sometimes."
"Mmhm."
"So... this would make it all pretty official."
"Sure would."
"Can we... can we do this?"
Jaina grinned. "I believe in us."
"Oh good."
"There'll be more admin and stuff, of course. But... I figure once it's running kinda smooth, we could probably still just focus on giving mommies a good time. And ourselves as well."



"Same thing, really."
"Exactly."
Kaden pulled Jaina in for a kiss. "I love that you have such a mind for this stuff."
"I bet that's not the only thing you love."
"No. No it sure isn't."
Jaina started bouncing on Kaden's cock. "So, we doin' this?"
"I mean... can we afford it though?"
"Ah, yeah, well probably. I mean we'll need more clientele to actually make the numbers work, but I think that won't be a problem. The moms all keep spreading the word as it is, and we could do more to actively recruit if need be."
"Sure. So like, that would cover the rent on this place?"
Jaina bit her lip. "I might have been thinking of buying outright. Alicia introduced her friend Tanya to us the other day-"
"I think I remember."
"Sure. Tanya loves it here, but has actual work so can't be here full time. But turns out she does banking stuff, and can get us a really good loan for this place. And she even knows how to, like, get us some small business startup money that's... I don't know how it works exactly, but it's essentially kinda free money as long as we're providing valuable services to the community."
"Oh," Kaden said. "Is that what we're doing?"
"Well... see, Tanya's friend Carla has also been coming for a couple days a week, and she's on the town council, and-"
"I think I see where this is going."
"Right. Well the short version is that yes we'd be on the hook for this loan, but it's really not gonna be as big a loan as it should be, considering the cost of the building and furnishing and maybe renovating a little. And it'd be perfect for us. And all our moms and helpers would have-"
"Jay?"
"Yeah?"
"I'm in."
Jaina beamed. "Good."
"You tell Ri or our moms yet?"
"Nope. You had to be first."
"Ok. We'll tell them tonight, yeah?"
"For sure. Right now I think I just wanna fuck my brother."
"Works for me."
Kaden made out with Jaina while she rocked around on his cock, enjoying a nice sibling fuck. They took their time, in no hurry, even though they knew they had other responsibilities to get to.
And in fact, that was just what they did next, wandering around and teaming up on various horny mommies and making sure they were all satisfied.
Tanya and Carla happened to both be there, which was convenient for the purposes of giving them some special brother and sister 'thank you' massages. Thanking them for their financial assistance and all. The massages were long, relaxing, and thorough, complete with the kind of internal massaging that you just couldn't get most places. Mommy daycare could indeed provide valuable community services.
****
Jaina was super excited about expanding the business, just generally, and it occupied most of her thoughts when she wasn't currently busy messing around with someone.
On the other hand, she was rather disappointed at Luna and Mary's decision to go back to work. Intellectually she knew their time off had been a temporary thing, but emotionally she had become so attached to their time together that she was sad to lose it.
"Are you really sure you need to go in today?" Jaina asked as she helped Luna adjust her outfit.
Luna wasn't at all used to wearing clothes anymore, and it was a bit tricky for her to feel settled in full business attire again.
Jaina just thought it was hot seeing her mom dressed all professional, and mostly wanted to rip the clothes back off her again.
"I can't just skip my first day back," Luna chastised gently. "You know that."
"But... you could just stay home. Be a full time mommy."
"You don't need me for that. You have all the mommies you could ever want."
"Well... yeah. But they aren't you. It's not exactly the same."
Luna kissed Jaina. "I'm glad you feel that way. But I do have to go. I can't just descend into this life of luxury forever."
"Why not?"
Luna sighed. "Babygirl, it's only four days a week, you know. I'm keeping my hours down some. You'll still have me three days a week, and mornings and evenings and everything."
"I guess."
"You gonna be ok?"
"Probably."
"... you want to eat Mommy's pussy before I go?"
Jaina cracked a smile. "Yes please."
It felt extra naughty to push Luna's skirt up and her panties down. Having to expose her mommy's cunny instead of it just being bared for her already. Even better that Luna was wearing full and proper business clothes, and Jaina got to roughly move them out of the way of her tongue.
Jaina ate hungrily, lapping at her mommy's pussy like a good daughter. She licked and sucked voraciously, eager to make Luna cum as hard as possible in the limited time they had.
Luna was right that they'd still have lots of mother and daughter time together. It wasn't like that was going away. But Jaina still felt like these moments they shared before Luna had to go to work were special and should be enjoyed fully.
With that in mind, Jaina licked Luna to a nice, intense orgasm, then reluctantly helped her straighten out her panties and skirt.
"You got your plug on under there?" Jaina asked as she stood up.
Luna grinned slyly at her. "What do you think?"
"... yes?" Jaina asked hopefully.
"It's such a pretty little reminder of my children while I'm gone. How could I not wear it?"
"How indeed."
Jaina slipped her hand into Luna's, intertwining their fingers. They walked side by side down to the kitchen, Jaina naked, Luna elegantly dressed but still flushed from cumming on her daughter's face.
The sounds of sex greeted them before they actually arrived. Jaina wasn't at all surprised to see Mary bent over the counter getting pounded by Kaden. Riley perched on the counter next to Mary and stroked her hair lovingly while also playing with her own pussy.
Mary was dressed nearly identically to Luna, complete with her skirt pulled up and her panties pulled down just as Luna had appeared moments ago. She wore her butt plug, shining between her ass cheeks as Kaden fucked her hard. Even as Jaina and Luna stopped and watched, still holding hands, Kaden grunted and filled Mary's pussy all full of cum.
"You're just in time," Riley said happily, looking straight at Luna. "You can get your pussy filled too."
Luna shook her head. "Don't have time. I haven't even had breakfast."
"Don't worry. We made you some breakfast sandwiches to take. And packed you both lunches."
Jaina moved to help Mary straighten herself out as she stood on somewhat shaky legs. She snugged Mary's panties up to her cummy pussy, then tugged her skirt back into place.
Luna sighed theatrically as she hiked her skirt up and bent over in Mary's place. "Great. So my messy pussy will be leaking all day, and all my food is going to be doused in my son's cum. My coworkers are all gonna think I'm such a mommy-slut."
"How'd you know your food's all cummed on?" Riley asked.
"Is that a serious question?"
Riley giggled and stroked Luna's hair once she was bent over. "I guess not."
Kaden pulled Luna's panties down, fingered her plug, lightly smacked her booty, then sank his cock into her wet, waiting snatch.
Despite her protests, Luna's moans as she was fucked by her son made it hard to take her concerns about being late all that seriously.
"There's no reason anyone should see your pussies today," Jaina pointed out. "So there's no way they'll know how badly you're leaking your son's cum."
"Yeah," Riley said. "And we were careful about making your food, so the cum's not obvious, really."
"I'm so very comforted," Luna murmured.
Mary grinned and leaned in close to Jaina to whisper. "She's whining, but last night while we were cuddling she was getting all wistful about missing you guys during the day."
"I knew it," Jaina hissed back triumphantly.
"I'll miss you too. Reminders we can keep with us will definitely help."
"And here most parents would just take some framed pictures or something."
"Oh we got those too. Was hard to get something with all three of you with your clothes on though, let me tell you."
"Hehe, yeah. We coulda posed for something probably, had we known."
"Mmm, we may still try that at some point. We should have a few non-sexual family photos around, for when it's more appropriate."
"I mean probably we should."
Jaina and Mary stood grabbing each other's butts in a loving mother and daughter kind of way while they waited for Luna to be ready. Luna kept moaning and quivering until Kaden shot a load of cum in her pussy to match the one in Mary's.
For the second time that morning, Jaina helped snug Luna's panties to her pussy, now all the messier than before. She straightened out Luna's clothes, then stood up and looked into her eyes. She felt like she was about to lose something, even though she knew it was only temporary and that both Luna and Mary would be back.
"Don't forget your lunches," Jaina said seriously, holding both her moms' hands and looking back and forth between them. "And make sure you have your phones on you. If you get too horny during the day you can call me and I'll talk dirty to you. Try and make friends, but if you don't-"
"Oh for goodness' sake," Luna said, interrupting her daughter with a firm kiss and lots of tongue. "We're going back to work, not starting school."
"Well I'm going to worry about you all day anyway," Jaina grumbled. "You know that."
Mary kissed Jaina just as deeply and inappropriately. "We'll be fine. Promise."
"Remember, keep your clothes on at work," Jaina added. "And if you-"
"Jay," Kaden said, wrapping his arms around her from behind, "they'll be fine. They've got their lunches and phones, and I know for a fact they've got plenty of 'family' pictures on said phones."
"Dirty ones?"
"Almost exclusively."
"That... does help, actually."
"Good."
"It'd be just our luck to get caught masturbating to our children our first day back," Luna said.
She kissed Riley and Kaden as deeply as she had Jaina, while Mary did the same. Thus having said goodbyes, they took their lunches and shared a car to work.
Jaina stood on the front step and watched them go. Kaden and Riley snuggled up to her and helped comfort her emotions.
"I feel a little lost without them, is all," Jaina said.
"I know," Kaden said. "But you've got us. And quite an assortment of other moms."
"Not the same, I know," Riley said. "But it's only until this evening."
"Yeah, and then four times every week though."
"You're being such a mom right now," Kaden said, rubbing up on Jaina some and kissing her cheek. "Except you're missing our moms, so I don't know what that really makes you."
"M'not being a mom," Jaina protested.
"Yeah you are," Riley said. "This is classic mom behaviour. Getting all worked up over her babies being gone a few hours a day."
"I... fine, maybe."
"You want us to play with you some and help you de-stress?" Kaden asked.
"'Cause we definitely can," Riley agreed.
"... yes please."
Jaina felt her cares melting away pretty quickly as her sibs dragged her back inside and teamed up on her. She giggled and laughed as they initially attacked her, then fell to moaning and cooing at the way they used their mouths.
"I've been a little silly this morning, huh?" Jaina said.
Kaden nodded. "A little."
Riley, with her mouth latched on to Jaina's pussy, didn't answer, but her eyes sent tacit agreement.
The sibs only had limited play time to themselves before they had to be busy professionals, but it was long enough for Riley to eat Jaina out and make her cum, and for Kaden to fill her bum up with cum, subsequently plugging it up, of course.
"Ready for another day?" Kaden asked.
Jaina nodded and kissed her brother and sister deeply and lovingly. "I am now."
****
It took some time to get the new place ready to go, but by that time the weather had cooled enough they definitely needed it. It also wasn't nearly the pain getting it going that it could have been thanks to all the contacts they had through their client mommies.
There were still some adjustments to be done. Since their daycare was no longer just in their backyard, Jaina, Kaden, and Riley couldn't just roll out of bed straight to work. And even though the distance was pretty walkable, the mornings were too cold to put leashes on mommies and take them over all nakey and unprotected from the chill.
They got a couple mornings in doing that, picking up more moms along the way until they had a whole pack of naked and horny moms on leashes. More common was to make the walk fully dressed and only strip off once they'd arrived at their new daycare centre. Occasionally they just drove and made things easier still.
Not everything was finished yet, there was still work being done and orders being delivered, but it was open and running, and that was the main thing.
Upon arriving every morning, Jaina, Kaden, and Riley would typically split up and go their separate ways to get some things done, and usually meet up for lunch and maybe hang together for the afternoon. It was their business, they could do what the liked so long as it was running smoothly, which it very much was.
They'd had to hire staff, of course. Mostly eighteen to twenty year olds, in keeping with the roots of their operation. For the most part, the teens and moms kind of just kept themselves busy and left the sibs with more freedom to spend their time doing things other than seducing and fucking mommies. Though they did plenty of that too.
****
"Getting frosty in the mornings," Kaden commented.
"Tell me about it," Jaina said.
The pack of mommies they were walking to daycare were all huddled up in front of them and similarly complaining about the cold.
"Gonna have to start dressing warmer," Riley said a little smugly from within her winter jacket.
"I just got used to wearing clothes again period," Kaden said. "Nevermind, like, jackets and stuff."
They made it to daycare, and unleashed all the moms. A trail of clothes formed quickly behind the mommies all scampering off to somewhere warm. Either the fireplace or hot tub, most likely, both of which had been installed on motherly recommendations.
"No fighting over the hot tub, or there'll be time outs!" Jaina called in warning.
"They aren't listening," Riley said. "You know they aren't."
"Worth a try."
Some of the staff who were just arriving started picking up discarded clothes, as had become a daily routine. No one bothered trying to keep every mom's things separated, it mostly just got tossed in a pile together and reappropriated as needed.
"Well, see you guys later," Jaina said, giving her brother and sister quick kisses.
"Off to be responsible, huh?" Kaden teased.
"Someone has to."
Jaina had some actual administrative responsibilities these days. She often spent a few hours in her office in the mornings. Sometimes longer than that if there were complications.
Luckily, it turned out that some of their new moms were quite happy to kneel under her desk and lick her pussy for her while she worked. That discovery had made paperwork so much more enjoyable, albeit more distracting too.
Jocelyn, one of Jaina's favourites for sub-desk pussy licking, padded in shortly after Jaina, and the two settled in to their respective tasks.
Trish, Jaina's assistant, showed up just afterward, and even though she hadn't seen Jocelyn go under Jaina's desk, she definitely knew she was there. Trish was in her last year of an accounting degree, and was a horny enough girl to enjoy the environment she was working in, along with knowing quite a few things that Jaina didn't and making herself generally quite valuable.
"I should really get a mom to lick me out while I'm working too," Trish mused aloud.
Jaina grinned. "So do it. No reason you can't."
"You think?"
"I'm the boss, aren't I?"
"Very true."
Trish scooted out and came back with a mommy of her own to eat her out for a while. The girls giggled to each other and got back to work.
"A lot more part time clients these days, huh?" Jaina said.
"Definitely getting a lot of business in the two or three times a week range," Trish said. "Even once a week for the moms who just need a stress relief day to themselves."
"I suppose not everyone can live a life of horny leisure full time."
"No. Probably not. The very good news is that if things keep going like they are now, we'll be hitting capacity within a month or two, even taking part-time attendance into account."
"Still need more staff though, don't we?"
"I don't think that's gonna be a problem either. Lots of teens very happy to take jobs here for some reason."
Jaina bit her lip and rolled her eyes back as Jocelyn went after her clit from below. "Yeah. Some reason."
****
Kaden went straight to the kitchen. He liked having more space to practice cooking and baking, as well as having some assistants of his own. Granted, they dealt with generally feeding the moms and keeping them hydrated, and only to a lesser extent with producing fresh-baked goods, but they were a valuable resource all the same.
Plus it never hurt having more cute naked butts in aprons around.
Some of the moms liked to stop by too. In some cases to help or to do some kitchen work of their own, and in other cases to sneak some treats or perv on the cook(s).
Kaden had just put some pans in the oven when Alanna stopped by. She tended to be more in the latter group than the former, rather unsurprisingly, and definitely had that horny kind of look in her eye.
"Hey there," Kaden said with a wide smile.
"Hey."
"Haven't seen you in a couple days."
"I get busy," Alanna said airily.
"Uh huh. With your darling son?"
"Perhaps at times. I have other commitments, you know."
"I'll bet."
"I do!"
"Sure. Came to see me at last, though."
"I did." Alanna pouted rather cutely. "No one's done anything naughty to my bum in forever."
"You mean since last time you were around?"
"... maybe."
"I've got a free a minute. I could help you out, if you wanted."
"How very considerate."
"I try my best."
Clara and Jackson, two kitchen helpers of Kaden's, rolled their eyes at the flimsy excuse for anal sex. Kaden ignored them. He knew perfectly well the two of them were just as happy to fuck around with some mommies at the drop of a hat. They wouldn't have lasted long if they weren't.
They were soon forgotten anyway as Alanna bent over, all naked, motherly, and more than a little slutty. She stretched her long legs and arched her back to really present her ass just as perfectly as possible to Kaden. She'd had a lot of practice at it and knew exactly how to get his attention.
Kaden caught twin sighs of longing from his assistants at the vision of beauty and horniness that Alanna was showing off. He grinned to himself and knelt down behind her, savouring the ass that was all his. All his for the moment, at least, providing neither of his sisters popped round. As far as he knew, Alanna still didn't let anyone else do stuff to her butt.
While Kaden was eating Alanna's ass and getting her ready to be all filled up, Hailey sneaked up behind him and tapped his shoulder.
"Hey," she said. "Mom and I wanted to try a few recipes out. That's ok, right?"
Kaden nodded. "Yeah, of course. That's what the kitchen's for."
"Cool."
"Just make sure you wear your aprons."
"What, for safety and stuff?"
"Kinda. Mostly 'cause it's hot, though."
"Pff. Perv."
"That's quite an accusation!"
"Not when you're tongue deep in a mom's ass."
"... oh yeah. That."
Hailey and Grace both put on aprons in spite of Hailey's teasing. Their mother and daughter cutely framed butts were quite lovely in Kaden's peripherals while he ate Alanna out, and eventually pounded her bum like she so desperately needed.
"I still sometimes can't believe you do this for a job," Alanna said.



"Ha, yeah," Kaden said. "Me either. Cum in your ass ok?"
"Where else?"
"Just checking. Want happy clients after all."
"No, you want me to say that I like having you cum inside my butt."
"That too."
"Hailey's right. You're a perv."
Kaden shrugged easily. "I might take offense if you weren't as bad as I am."
"I... I want to argue that, but I do have a boy half my age deep in my ass at the moment, so..."
"Hey, when you get a sec, could you come take a look at this recipe, Kay?" Hailey called. "You know, if you're not too busy with very important things."
Kaden stuck his tongue out at her, then turned back to deeply fucking Alanna's booty. "Work work work," he tsked to himself. "Always work."
****
Riley had appointed herself general supervisor, and as such kind of wandered around the areas Jaina and Kaden tended to neglect. Which was most of them, other than their own personal little fiefdoms. Sure they might turn up anywhere on any given day, but it was all on whims and subject to which mommies were around to tempt them.
She recognized that she wasn't really any better than they were, and that her supervision tended to mostly entail checking out hot moms and/or making out with them.
A naked yoga class that she joined in on, for instance. Sure she could say she wanted to make sure the program was running smoothly, but it was really far more about watching a dozen nude, sweaty moms stretching and holding poses. When their butts were all in the air together, it was a reminder of just how good life could be.
Riley also surveyed the massage room, the play room, the nap area, the showers, the toy room, and several other sections. Including a time out room, which she'd thought was silly at first, but had been surprisingly useful as it turned out. Jaina had called that one correctly.
She ended up hanging out for a while watching a movie in what was essentially a living room area. Not even a dirty movie. It would have been a perfectly innocent kind of scene, in fact, if everyone hadn't been naked.
Riley sat on a comfy couch and chatted with Julie, a casual friend from down the street. Julie's mom was a regular, and Julie sometimes came with. It was some nice bonding time for them, though at the moment Julie's mom was experimenting with a fuck machine in the toy room, and Julie was more in the mood just to chill and relax.
Jaina joined Riley in the hot tub later on, after the initial swarm of chilled mommies had all warmed up and were off doing other activities.
"We really must get another one of these," Jaina said, sighing happily as she sank into the lovely hot water.
"You don't think we've spent enough money yet?" Riley queried.
"Well... eventually, I mean. You're right, we've gone a bit over budget."
"A bit?"
"But our numbers are good. Attendance is better than we'd planned for."
"You were so pessimistic in your projections, that's why. It was pretty obvious we were gonna be busy."
"Yeah yeah. Maybe you should run the top end of things, Ms. Knowitall."
"No way. Too much work."
"Uh huh. You're not shirking duties altogether, are you?"
"Not hardly. Ate three pussies in the past hour."
"That a girl. Anyone good?"
"I've yet to meet a mommy pussy that wasn't."
"Fair."
Jaina and Riley just relaxed for a while, then eventually got out and toweled off before they got all pruney. They didn't look nearly so good all soaked and wrinkled.
"Wanna go take a turn giving massages?" Jaina asked.
Riley only had to consider for a moment. "Sounds like fun."
"We just got those new strapons in, in case anyone wants internal massages. Although maybe they're called something else, 'cause there's no straps. They just kind of go inside you and stick out."
"You had me at strapons."
"Hehe, I bet."
Jaina and Riley slipped their hands together and walked together down the hall, chatting softly and admiring the various views they passed.
It didn't even take them long to find takers for getting 'internal massages,' which was nice.
****
Kaden finished his morning stint in the kitchen getting some more baking finished, complete with cummy drizzle in some cases, as well pounding some more mommies.
Just for the luxury of it, Kaden stopped by the nap area and settled himself down for a quick, refreshing nap. His sleep didn't actually last all that long before he was awakened again by two warm, wet mouths working on his cock.
Kaden cracked an eye and discovered Olivia and Grace teaming up on him, giving him soft little licks and sucking on him.
"Bad mommies," Kaden murmured. "This room isn't for sex."
"Well no one else is in here anyway," Olivia said. "And you were lying there all alone and hard, so..."
"Very bad," Kaden maintained. "There are lots of rooms for messing around in."
"Wanna show us one?" Grace purred seductively.
She'd turned out to be quite a horny little thing, and not even just with her daughter.
"You're asking for it," Kaden warned.
"Yes," Olivia said simply. "We are."
Kaden scrambled out of bed and swatted at Olivia and Grace's butts to get them scampering ahead of him. The sight of the two wiggling booties ahead of him only added to what they'd already started by nibbling on his sleeping cock.
Jaina and Riley were coming the other way, but turned around to walk with Kaden.
"Hey, bro bro," Jaina said. "What ya doin'?"
"Got some naughty mommies misbehaving in the nap room."
Riley gasped in mock horror. "How very dare they!"
"Exactly. So I'm gonna go fuck 'em hard."
"And reinforce the behaviour," Jaina said, taking Kaden's hand from one side while Riley held the other.
"Yeah, well, can't have everything," Kaden said.
"True. Want any help?"
"Jay and I have been trying out these neat, like, strapless dildo things," Riley gushed. "They're pretty fun."
"Wouldn't mind the company," Kaden said.
"Fantastic!"
Kaden proceeded with Jaina and Riley, and they teamed up on the wanton mommies who had interrupted his nap. Not to mention a few more moms who wanted a turn after.
It was a good thing they'd gotten some things done that morning, because they were pretty much locked down for the afternoon with horny mommies.
****
The sibs walked home together at the end of the day, dropping off moms at their homes on the way back. They all shared that usual level of happy exhaustion that their work brought them.
Somehow, they weren't too tired to perk up at the sight of Luna and Mary already naked and cuddling on the couch with glasses of wine. Within the time it took to shed their clothes, all three siblings were squeezing and cuddling up with their moms on a couch only really meant for three. It was a tight but very soft and cozy fit.
"There's my little entrepreneur babies," Luna cooed, sneaking a kiss with all three of them. "How was work."
"Missed you, obviously," Jaina said, snuggling right in to Luna's boobies.
"Aw. We'll be there day after tomorrow."
"We may have spoiled them this summer," Mary giggled, fending off kisses from Kaden and Riley both. "Got a little too co-dependent."
"We're very independent," Riley insisted. "Just we wanna be independent with our mommies there to snuggle and make out with."
"Ah. My mistake."
"If it helps any, I've been thinking about you all day," Luna said.
"It's true," Mary agreed. "She kept texting me ideas of what she wanted you guys to do to her."
"Mary!"
"Well you did."
"Tattletale."
Jaina beamed happily. "What kind of things, Mommy?"
"Not saying."
"Bet I can guess," Kaden said.
"Ooh, but if she doesn't say, we can decide," Jaina pointed out.
The siblings all exchanged a glance, then practically as one, "I call ass!"
Luna adopted a shocked pout even as everyone else, Mary included, descended into mad giggling.
"Not nice," Luna grumbled. "You're just assuming Mommy wants to be gangbanged by her kids."
"Oh, darling," Mary said between fits of laughter. "That was one of the main things you were texting about this afternoon."
"They didn't know that."
"They know you, my love. Don't think they don't."
Mary managed to lean over and kiss Luna lovingly, then started pushing Kaden, Jaina, and Riley off the couch and shooing them toward the bedroom. Riley and Kaden grabbed Luna and hauled her along with them. Jaina pranced off to grab the strapless dildos they'd brought home from work.
"There's supper there too," Jaina called. "We brought some home in case anyone gets hungry."
"I don't think food's what anyone wants to eat right now," Mary said, lagging behind a little with Jaina.
"No, didn't think so. But maybe later."
"Sure. Maybe." Jaina offered one of the dildos. "You want a go?"
"Very sweet, but you three have fun first. Luna's been waiting for this all day. I might switch in later."
"Sounds like a deal." Jaina grinned crookedly. "Mom's missing us as bad as we are her, huh?"
"Pretty bad, yes."
"Good to know. How 'bout you?"
"Nearly as bad as she is."
"Excellent." Jaina took Mary's hand as they walked. "We'll all have to team up on you too."
"Remember I have to be able to sit tomorrow."
"No promises."
Mary sighed, then laughed softly. "I love you all so much."
"Mmm. Right back at ya, Mommy."
Kaden and Riley were already playfully squabbling over Luna's butthole. Or maybe inefficiently sharing it. They were both trying to get their tongues in as deep as possible, at any rate, and getting in each other's way more than anything.
Jaina passed Riley one of the strapless dildos, which let Kaden temporarily win and get to eat Luna's ass all by himself. Luna moaned at the increased pleasure of having a dedicated tongue working on her, and arched her back even more than it already was, really opening herself up to being anally eaten.
Somehow, Jaina negotiated first go on Luna's butt once they were all ready to fuck. Mostly based on her not having had a turn to lick Luna any, plus the agreement that they'd swap around.
Luna lay atop Kaden, taking his cock snugly in her pussy and getting settled before the girls went at her from both ends. Jaina fucked her ass while Riley did her mouth.
Mary watched hornily from beside them, rubbing her pussy while Luna got thoroughly gangbanged by their kids.
Jaina, Kaden, and Riley rotated around Luna's various increasingly sloppy holes until she'd cummed enough to be pretty worn out. They then descended on Mary, who had definitely been waiting her turn.
"Ah, so rough," Mary giggled, while obviously enjoying being thrown around a little on the bed.
"Be good, Mommy," Riley said while lubing up Mary's ass.
"Oh I fully intend to," Mary assured her, gazing at her daughter with the biggest, most adoring mommy-eyes.
Mary had to take her attention away from Riley's ministrations as her pussy and mouth were filled by Jaina and Kaden respectively. Riley joined in shortly after, pounding away on her butt.
It was Luna's turn just to watch and lazily, achily play with herself. She fingered her own pussy and gaping, cummy butthole while Mary got the same decadent, loving treatment that she had moments ago.
"God you look so hot like that," Luna murmured.
Mary couldn't answer, as her mouth was full, but was able to minutely shake her head and roll her eyes. She reached out with one hand, grasping half blindly until Luna caught her hand and squeezed it. They held hands while Mary was pounded from all sides and Luna masturbated quietly next to them.
****
Everyone was pretty much starving by the time both moms had been sufficiently fucked into happy, wobbly, gooey messes. Kaden and Jaina retrieved the supper they'd brought home and took it straight to the bedroom. They had to eat carefully so as not to make a mess, but it seemed the best option while Luna and Mary were recovering.
Riley had gotten herself trapped between two snuggly moms and so helped them sit up straight-ish while Jaina and Kaden fed them supper.
Kaden didn't manage to get all that much food in his own tummy before Jaina got him all horny again by rubbing up on him and generally teasing him.
"I'm trying to eat," Kaden said.
"Well you could be trying to eat me instead, you know," Jaina said without the least concern.
"Better yet..."
Kaden snatched Jaina's food from her, handed it safely to Riley, then rolled on top of Jaina, pinning her to the bed.
"Bad brother!" Jaina cooed with big, brilliant, hopeful eyes.
"Yeah. I'm bad."
"That's what I said."
Kaden kissed her and rocked his hips gently until his cock found her waiting pussy and slipped in. They moaned into each other's mouths as their bodies joined in comfortable sibling bliss.
"Hey, some of us are still tryin' to eat here," Riley said.
"Shush, Ri," Jaina said. "You can have him next."
"Rude."
The bed shifted as Mary started crawling. Apparently she wasn't quite as out of it anymore as Kaden had expected. As he gently fucked with Jaina, Mary started lubing his ass.
"Oh god," Kaden whispered. "What's she doing?"
Jaina, with a better view behind Kaden than he had, just grinned wickedly. "What do you think?"
"Did she grab one of those toys?"
"Yep."
"Gonna fuck my ass?"
"Most likely."
"Did you encourage this?"
Jaina made a shocked expression. "Me? Encourage something so naughty? I can't even-"
"Yeah yeah, ok."
"It's that kinda night, bro bro. Everyone's getting banged hard."
"You know we have work tomorrow."
"We have work every day."
"True."
"We can slack off all morning if we want, though. We're the bosses."
"Also true."
Jaina held Kaden tight to her and gave him lots of kisses while Mary experimentally fucked his butt. He was getting used to that sort of wild thing, but suspected quite correctly that she wouldn't be the only one coming after his ass.
Riley scooted over and picked Kaden's head up to start trying to grind her pussy on his face. It wasn't the best angle, but she did alright, and Kaden did his best to lick her nicely. Even when he could feel Mary swapping out with Luna on his ass.
Kaden felt weirdly really good about all the attention all at once. Very special. His family all ganging up to love on him some. He came deep in Jaina's pussy while Luna fucked his butt and Riley was humping his face.
The girls took their turns on his ass too, naturally. Jaina shimmied out from under him and Mary too her place, letting Kaden settled on her all soft, warm, and cozy. Her mommy-pussy took his cock and cradled it nicely for him too.
Kaden made out tenderly with Mary while his sisters played with his butt. Luna interjected, though, and slipped her booty in between Kaden and Mary so that Kaden could lick her ass and Mary could eat her pussy.
After Kaden came again, this time messing Mary's hot little cunny, it was Riley's turn. Riley giggled and pretended to struggle a bit as she was ganged up on, but settled and purred happily as cock and dildos filled every wet little hole.
Kaden made sure to cum in Riley's pussy. He had the urge to cum in his moms and sisters as much as possible that evening, but in particular make sure they all had sexy, messy little pussies.
Jaina, currently taking a turn pounding Riley's cute booty, giggled to herself. "Everyone's gonna have sore, gaping bumholes after this."
"Why do you sound so thrilled about that?" Luna demanded. "You will too."
"I know. Looking forward to it, really."
"Is that so?"
Luna abandoned her post at Riley's face, though Kaden was there to fill in, and Mary was cuddling Riley from below to kiss her in the brief interim.
Luna marched over to her and Mary's closet, a little unsteady on her legs and with her butt definitely still gaping from the loving family abuse it had taken. She came back out with a strapon that was, even at first glance, bigger than anything they'd been using before.
Jaina took a moment to catch on, but her eyes widened when she did. "You're not gonna-"
"Yep," Luna said smugly.
"On my-"
"Mmhm."
"Right now? With-"
"As soon as I get it on."
"Why do you even have that?"
Kaden gave Jaina a disbelieving look, and Riley started to laugh, which made her choke a bit on Kaden's cock.
"Why do you think?" Kaden asked.
"Oh. Right. Just mean to hide stuff from us like that, is all."
"We don't have to share absolutely everything with our kids, you know," Luna said.
"Well why not?"
Luna ignored Jaina and kept strapping herself in.
Kaden and Jaina left Riley once she had another cum, and Kaden started helping lube Jaina's butt up some more. It was already kind of slick just from all the messing around, but it was going to need more than usual judging by the look of what their mommy wanted to shove up it.
"Your bum's gonna be sooo sore," Kaden teased.
"I don't think it's even gonna fit," Jaina said.
"I'm sure it will."
"Oh gee thanks."
"I mean, our moms have clearly been using it on each other," Kaden pointed out. "It must fit."
"That doesn't necessarily follow."
"You could always back out."
"... but I wanna see if it'll fit."
"Ha, yeah. That a girl."
Kaden finger-fucked Jaina's bum as deep as possible, then pounded her tight, well-lubed little hole just to try and warm her up.
Jaina was still kind of nervous, but it was in an excited sort of way. She climbed on Kaden's dick and snuggled right up on him as Luna knelt behind her and threatened her ass with a much bigger size of toy than she was used to.
Jaina's eyes rolled back and she moaned in a mix of discomfort and bliss. Kaden could feel just how much she was getting stretched. His cock in her pussy gave him a sense of how full her ass was getting. Luna kept pushing in and making everything so damn tight and snug inside.
Riley and Mary, once they were done messing around together, took turns fucking Jaina's face. Jaina was getting her turn being family gangbanged, except with more anal stretching than anyone else.
Luna took some pity on her daughter and didn't pound Jaina as hard or for as long as she could have, but enough to establish some sort of dominance, temporary though it was. As soon as she'd recovered enough, Jaina took the larger strapon and gave it right back, gaping Luna's bum even more than before.
It was some lovely mother and daughter bonding all round.
****
Jaina awoke the next morning amidst her family. Her ass hurt. That wasn't really surprising given what her mommy had done to it the night before.
Soft snores came from all around her. Everyone else was still sleeping, all cuddled together. Everyone except Kaden whose eyes were half open and gazing lovingly at her at she focused on him.
"Morning," Jaina whispered.
"Morning."
"You sore everywhere?"
Kaden cringed a little as he shifted. "Basically everywhere, yeah."
"Last night was a lot."
"Mmhm."
"And we have to work."
"I believe you were warned."
"I was." Jaina snuggled deeper against him. "Worth it though."
"Definitely."
"Wanna sleep in a little this morning?"
"And be late?"
"Why be our own bosses if we can't be late sometimes."
Kaden thought about it. "I could probably be convinced."
"You're snuggled all warm and cozy with your sexy-as-hell sister and you still need convincing?"
Kaden smiled lazily. "Give me some kisses and I'll definitely be sold on it."
"Deal."
The sibs kissed softly, a very tender morning makeout.
"Love you," Kaden mumbled.
"Love you too."
They got some more makeouts in.
"That was a pretty good summer this year, huh?"
Jaina smiled and nodded, giving Kaden another lingering kiss. "Sure was."
Together, they drifted back off for a little extra cuddly sleepy family time.
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Wes and Ryan were headed to the living room, but Wes stopped in the doorway, nearly forcing his brother to run into him.
"Dang. Bailey's got the tv already," Wes said.
"Yeah, so? She always does. We can just kick her off. She can play handheld."
Wes hesitated, and Ryan jammed himself up in the doorway too. The brothers watched their sister for a few moments.
Bailey didn't seem even slightly aware of their presence. She lay on the floor on her tummy, feet kicking slowly in the air, headphones over her ears, eyes glued to the tv on the far wall from her.
"We never should have got Animal Crossing for her," Ryan grumbled.
"Huge mistake," Wes agreed. "We've never had to fight so hard with her over the tv."
"I know. I miss the days when it was just a fight between the two of us. Bailey getting mixed in really throws off the dynamic."
"Well... she was usually in the mix. Just not quite so single-mindedly."
"True."
The brothers continued watching. Bailey continued not to acknowledge their presence.
The siblings were all in their twenties and had grown out of the worst of their squabbling, but that didn't mean that situations didn't arise at times. Those times could be a little unfair on Bailey, since she was the youngest and the only girl. But she also had little sister powers that made up for that when she really wanted to.
"We could just wrestle her away," Ryan suggested.
"Yeah. We could. I think I'd feel bad about it though," Wes mused.
"Why?"
"She's so intent."
"I know. She has been basically since she got the game. I don't understand it personally."
"Me either. But it's kind of adorable. You remember when she used to be little and get wrapped up in certain books? She'd practically forget the world around her at times."
Ryan chuckled. "I remember. There was that time we tried stacking crackers on her head to see how long before she'd notice."
"Hehe, yeah. The tower fell over and we got yelled at for making a mess. I don't think Bailey even realized until then."
"You think she's still that bad?"
Wes studied Bailey intently. "Hard to say. Wanna find out?"
"Kinda, yeah."
There were some grapes in a bowl in the kitchen. The brothers each grabbed a small handful, then returned to the doorway, settling just inside the room this time instead of squeezing themselves right in the doorway.
Wes nodded to Ryan, then pinged a grape at Bailey. It hit her leg and bounced off. No reaction. Ryan went next and just caught her foot as it swung lazily in the air. Again, no reaction.
The boys grinned and got more into it, bouncing grapes off their sister to her continued lack of response. They ran out before even making her turn around.
"Well that was kinda fun," Ryan said.
"Uh huh. Probably should clean those up before Mom gets home."
"Probably." Ryan shrugged. "Now what? More grapes seems like overkill."
"Yeah." Wes watched Bailey's slow-kicking feet. "Bet I could take her socks off and she wouldn't notice."
"Hm. That's about even odds. But yeah, sure, you're on."
Wes slipped closer and knelt behind Bailey. She didn't react. Didn't stop slowly kicking her feet. He tentatively reached out and stopped one of them by the ankle. Bailey's other foot stopped too, more slowly.
Wes waited a moment to see if she'd say anything yet, but still nothing. He shrugged and tugged one sock off, then the other. Bailey was left barefoot, and went right back to slowly swinging her legs once Wes let them go.
Another long moment still showed no sign of Bailey giving any attention at all to her surroundings. Wes half-turned and shrugged at Ryan, who simply nodded back and acknowledged that Wes had won the meaningless bet.
Ryan scooted close and knelt next to Wes. "Almost no fun picking on her if she's gonna be so entranced, huh?"
"Almost."
There was a moment of silence between them.
"Hey, so, that skirt's kinda riding up on her," Ryan said with a hint of confused emotion.
"Yeah. It is."
"You think she knows?"
Wes gave his brother a disbelieving look. "She didn't notice us pinging grapes off her. How do you think she's gonna be aware of this?"
"Just asking."
"Uh huh."
"... I could probably flip it right up, you know."
"Dude!"
"Well I could."
"I mean... probably. That's our sister though."
"I am aware."
Wes was quiet for a moment. "... she does have a nice butt though."
Ryan nodded. "True."
"And this is for science."
"Exactly."
Ryan reached out and flipped the back of Bailey's skirt up. No reaction, as expected.
Bailey's panties were drawn tight over her bum, only covering maybe half her ass cheeks, and making her butt crack very obvious.
Ryan and Wes just stared, torn between the view and feeling guilty about taking advantage like this.
"It's a really nice butt," Wes murmured.
"Too nice."
"Mmhm."
"... so now what?"
"You're asking me?"
Ryan shrugged. "Just saying. I flipped her skirt up. You gonna do anything else?"
"You daring me?"
"Maybe."
Wes considered Bailey's tempting booty and her softly swinging feet. "No way I can get her panties off."
"You'd go for her panties?"
"I said not them."
"Only 'cause of practical reasons though."
"You judging me?"
"Not really."
"Good. 'Cause what I'm thinking is probably worse."
Ryan raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"
"Although, you definitely won't be able to beat it," Wes mused confidently. "So it might be worth it."
"I really doubt that."
"Five bucks?"
"Yeah. Alright. But I only have to one thing riskier, right?"
"Sure."
"Deal."
The brothers shook on it. Almost immediately after, Wes started undoing his pants.
Ryan's eyes widened. "Dude!"
"I told you."
"You're not gonna..."
Wes frowned as he pulled his cock out. "What? I'm gonna jerk off on Bailey's ass."
"Oh."
"What the hell did you think?"
"Something worse than that."
"Idiot."
"Look who's talking. You got your dick out right now."
Wes shrugged. "Gonna win five bucks though, aren't I?"
Ryan shook his head. "This is way over the line, you know."
"Do I win?"
"... not yet."
"Ok then."
Wes gently pushed Bailey's legs apart, enough that he could squeeze between them. Ryan watched disbelievingly as Wes started jerking himself off over their little sister's ass.
"You're insane," Ryan murmured.
"She's got a nice butt, though."
"You know that's not the issue here."
Wes shrugged and kept stroking himself.
Ryan could only sit by and watch it unfold. His brother jerking off on their sister's booty.
It was fucked up, but weirdly kind of hot too. Bailey had a very nice butt on her, and her obliviousness to what Wes was doing was a special, questionable kind of sexy.
It only got worse when Wes actually came, splashing hot streaks of cum on Bailey's panties and parts of her bare butt cheeks. Both brothers just stared at the mess for a moment afterward, one in a fresh state of post-orgasm guilt, and the other still horny and confused.
"Well I probably shouldn't have done that," Wes muttered.
"Probably not," Ryan agreed.
Bailey's sweet little ass was a cummy mess thanks to her brother. Neither Wes not Ryan knew what to do about it now.
"I mean, at least I won five bucks," Wes said.
"Oh hell no."
"Yeah I do."
"Not if I do something crazier. That was the bet."
"Yeah, but what are you possibly gonna do?"
"Get out of the way."
Wes bemusedly backed off. Ryan took over between Bailey's legs. He got his cock out just as Wes had before. He didn't really want to push things any further, but a bet was a bet.
Not to mention the forbidden siren song of their little sister's butt.
Instead of just jerking off, Ryan lowered his cock further. He pressed it tentatively to Bailey's messy bum. He flinched a little, thinking surely she'd turn around all shocked and disgusted. But no. Nothing.
Sighing with relief, Ryan pressed more firmly and started slowly grinding on Bailey's booty. Her bum felt really nice on his hard, needy cock. It was a bit weird of course, since she was his sister and all, not to mention their brother's cum already messing her, but none of that bothered him as much as he felt it should.
Maybe it was just horniness. Maybe. But Ryan had to admit, there was an allure to Bailey's ass that went beyond purely circumstantial.
"Dude! You're grinding on her."
Ryan grunted. "I know."
"... how is it?"
"Kind of amazing."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean, I kinda wish you hadn't cummed on her first. But it makes her more slippery too, so I dunno."
Wes watched intently as Ryan slid his cock up and down Bailey's slick butt crack, pressing her panties deeper and deeper between her cheeks.
"I think I might be a little jealous now," Wes said.
"Unf. Mmhm. It's... damn, it's pretty good."
"Looks it. You think I could get away with trying after you?"
"I mean... probably."
****
Bailey was going crazy. She hadn't been able to concentrate on her game at all since Ryan started grinding on her. She had no idea how neither he or Wes had noticed. Apparently they were too focused on her bum.
Her oblivious act had been cultivated for many, many years. Originally a way to try and get more time reading books when she was younger, it had come in handy so very often since then too.
It had, arguably, backfired on her in this instance. Bailey had never anticipated her brothers getting nearly so naughty.
And yet, from the moment she realized Wes was jerking off on her butt, Bailey had surprised herself at how ok she was with it. She felt so damn naughty just lying there and letting the boys think they were getting away with something.
With a cummy bum, and subsequently her other brother fully grinding on her, Bailey was feeling some things that she definitely shouldn't be. Her pussy was absolutely soaked by this point, and she'd be scared to stand up lest Ryan or Wes see just how bad it was.
On the other hand, they were being way, way worse than she was. They were actively being bad, not just passively letting it happen. Bad with their little sister who'd only wanted to play her game in peace for a while longer.
But still, what kind of horny little thing was she that she would not only let them do it, but secretly really wanted more? The longer Ryan humped her messy bum, the more Bailey lost herself in it. She closed her eyes, stayed as still as she could, and felt her pussy burn with forbidden desire.
She managed to maintain some faint semblance of composure until Ryan came on her ass too, followed by a brief, loudly whispered argument, and Wes taking over again. Bailey somehow couldn't help herself moaning aloud when Wes pressed his cock to her butt for a turn grinding on her.
The effect was instant. Wes froze right where he was, gently throbbing against her booty. Both boys went dead silent.
Upon slowly removing her headphones and turning her head around, Bailey found her brothers both perfectly still, as though hoping her vision might be based on movement.
"Oh now you stop," Bailey mumbled.
Ryan and Wes looked at each other, then down at her butt, then back to her.
"Sorry?" Ryan said awkwardly.
"Didn't mean to," Wes agreed.
"We, uh, didn't think you were gonna notice."
Bailey rolled her eyes. "Ok, first off, not super cool to cum on someone just 'cause they don't notice. Second, how the hell am I not gonna notice vigorous grinding on me? Third... kinda rude to stop now if you're gonna do it."
It took Wes a long moment for him to make up his mind, but once he did his hips started moving again. Bailey had to fight the urge to close her eyes and lie down to just enjoy it. She'd already given away that she was enjoying herself to some extent, but it simply wouldn't do to let the boys know just how much.
Wes grew in confidence pretty quickly. Probably due to horniness more than anything. His cock thrust harder and harder on Bailey's messy ass, really working her panties deep into her butt crack.
Her panties were going to be absolutely ruined thanks to her brothers. Both from their cum soaked into every inch of the back, and from her own pussy destroying them in the front.
Slowly, moving carefully, Bailey put her headphones back on and turned her attention back to her game. A large part of her mind couldn't help being on her brothers and their antics, but she made a deliberate effort not to let that show. She didn't know why. She'd given herself away already. But it was the best source of control she could think of in the situation. To feign indifference as best she could.
****
"Dude, is she just letting us do this?" Ryan hissed.
Wes grunted, still grinding on Bailey as hard as he wanted. "Seems that way."
"Why?"
"How the hell should I know?"
"Yeah. I guess."
To all appearances, Bailey had gone straight back to her game, leaving her bad, bad brothers free rein to keep being naughty with her bum.
It wasn't a perfect act. Little cracks showed at times. Like how she whimpered softly when Wes came on her again. Or, even less subtly, how she lifted her hips when Ryan swapped back in.
Ryan hesitated again, but all Bailey had done was raise her hips off the floor, getting up on her knees with her face and arms having hardly moved. It would make for an obviously slutty position, if not for her apparent focus on her game. Or maybe that made it sluttier.
Tentatively, sure he was pushing his luck, Ryan pressed his cock to Bailey's pussy instead of her butt. Still over her panties of course, which were bizarrely soaked given that no cum should have gotten on that part of them. Bailey didn't initially react to the contact, which Ryan accepted as an indication to continue.
This was without a doubt the horniest, craziest thing either Wes or Ryan had ever been involved in. They just kept playing with their sister while she mostly ignored them. Every now and then they'd get a little moan, whimper, or wiggle out of her, but that was about it.
"You think we can make her cum?" Wes asked.
Ryan shrugged. "Probably."
"I kinda want to try."
"It would be nice of us, actually. Since she's, like, letting us cum all over her like this."
"Only polite, really."
The boys took turns grinding on Bailey. Sometimes they'd work together to grind on and rub her, sometimes just one would try. Their best bet seemed to be getting really deep in her butt crack while slipping a hand under her panties to get her clit. It was hard to tell if it was working though.
Upon cumming once more each, Ryan and Wes both decided that was enough. They flipped Bailey's skirt back down and left her to her game.
****
Bailey only waited until her brothers were just out of the room before standing up shakily. Her legs barely wanted to work, rather annoyingly. Not that she could much blame them.
She was so damn horny in the aftermath. Ryan and Wes had tried. She knew they had. They'd even been close to making her cum a couple time. But they hadn't quite gotten her there, partly thanks to her own lack of encouragement and guidance. Now she was a total mess, physically and otherwise.
Bailey tottered off to her room and carefully locked the door behind her. She took a moment and just stared at herself in her mirror. The moment turned into several long minutes, especially after she dropped her skirt and examined the cummy disaster of her panties.
It was hard to believe two boys could cum so much. Her panties were wrecked, front and back. Streaked and smeared absolutely everywhere. By her brothers of all people.
And she herself had been flooding like crazy, only adding to the horny disaster. Her pussy wouldn't give up. It had been tormented and teased for way too long, and by some of the most forbidden people possible.
"What the fuck does that even say about me?" Bailey murmured to herself.
She turned to check out her messed bum again.
"I'm so bad."
Bailey retrieved her phone and almost pressed the button to call one of her friends. She stopped and shook her head, then scrolled down selecting a different friend. She hesitated again, then gave up and set the phone down. There was no one she could ask for advice about this. Who could even begin to understand it?
Upon further reflection, Bailey snapped a few pics of herself in the mirror, particularly focused on her cummy panties. She wanted to save some images for the future, in case she could examine what she'd been a part of in any saner kind of way.
She was anything but sane at the moment.
Bailey tried to feel guilt. She tried really, really hard to muster some. It didn't work. Every time she thought about her brothers grinding on her ass, or she ran an exploratory finger through the mess they'd left, she just got fluttery inside and felt her clit throbbing.
Her brothers. Her big brothers. Teaming up on her like that. Why did she love it so very much? It was stupid and crazy and unquestionably wrong. It was all out of horniness and a lack of self-restraint.
Or... something else?
Bailey was quite certain she wouldn't have been so into it with other boys. Ryan and Wes were special. Family. Total little shits sometimes, as brothers always were, but... but so much more too. What did that even say about her that that bond could translate to enjoying their naughtiness so very much?
Did she care? Maybe she didn't care. Maybe she could just enjoy it. No one else was going to know anyway. This wasn't the sort of situation where anyone was going to run off and brag about it.
Bailey put her moral crisis on hold and padded to her dresser, intent on dealing with an easier and less complicated problem. She snagged her vibrator and curled up in bed with it.
A soft moan escaped her lips as she slipped the toy into her panties and vibed her clit. With her free hand she pulled her panties down in the back and fingered her butthole a little. She was able to make herself quite slippery using only leftover cum from her panties.
"So bad," Bailey hissed to herself, alone in her room.
She wiggled a cummy finger up her bum. She tried to deny it, but she was fully imagining what it would have been like if Wes or Ryan had tried to actually get inside her.
Bailey had never been one for a huge amount of butt play. It was interesting to mess around with a bit at times, but not a major focus for her. After having both her brothers grinding over her ass, rubbing against her tight little bumhole, her mind was dead set on it.
It was awful that she was even contemplating it. The notion of one of them going too far. Actually going for her ass. Slowly stretching it open and getting deep in.
Bailey came with a pair of fingers in her ass up to the second knuckle and her vibe pressed hard to her clit. In her head it was Ryan with his cock up her butt and Wes ferociously tonguing her pussy. Or maybe vice versa. They could switch.
She whimpered and shivered like a naughty li'l sis, but didn't even stop there. She wasn't done yet.
****
Ryan and Wes felt awkward all through supper. Bailey seemed to be acting relatively normal, though staying quiet.
All the kids were quiet, for that matter. Their mom and dad kept trying and failing to engage in conversation, perhaps getting a couple syllables in response if they were lucky.
The boys did little more than eat, stare at their sister, and exchange occasional glances. They were too busy inside their own heads for anything else.
Afterward they convened for a private chat in their room.
"I kinda feel bad," Wes said.
"Yeah, me too," Ryan said.
"But we shouldn't, right? We all got what we wanted."
"I think so, yeah."
"But... we didn't really talk about it. It feels weird now."



"So... we go talk about it?"
Wes scrunched his nose up in consideration. "That feels awkward too. Like, what? 'Hey Bailey, about all that cumming on your ass we did...'"
"Well obviously not like that."
"How then? How does one start a conversation with one's little sister about messing her booty repeatedly, and the emotional impact of that, and about probably wanting to do it again."
Ryan tilted his head. "You want to do it again?"
"You don't?"
"... no, I do."
"Thought so."
"That's fucked up, isn't it?"
"Of course it is. You kidding me? That's not the issue here."
"It kind of is."
Wes sat down with a heavy sigh. "Grinding on Bailey was one of the hottest things I've ever done. No... the hottest. Just straight up the hottest thing."
"I mean... yeah. Agreed."
"And I think she liked it. It'd be different if she didn't. Then I'd just feel bad. But I think she liked what we did."
"Kinda seemed like it, huh?"
Wes shrugged. "So maybe you're right. Maybe we just talk to her."
"Seems like the easiest thing to try."
Wes and Ryan slipped over to Bailey's room, making sure neither parent was around to note their movements. They were only just there to talk, but it felt clandestine all the same.
Wes opened the door and moved in, opening words already tumbling past his lips before he had to stop short.
"Bailey, we wanted to... talk... about..."
Ryan, just behind Wes, struggled to push his way in and close the door behind them. He was slower even than his brother to realize what they'd walked in on.
Bailey lay frozen on her bed, on her tummy, eyes wide and locked on the intruders. She had no bottoms on at all, and incidentally had a pair of fingers right up her bum. She had her phone in her other hand, and she fumbled without looking at it to turn off the porn vid she'd had playing on it.
No one spoke for the longest few seconds in all eternity.
"Don't you guys knock?"
Ryan and Wes shuffled their feet awkwardly. "Sorry," they mumbled as one.
Uncomfortable as they felt, they were still very, very drawn to their sister's naughty fingers up her butt. The soft click of Ryan locking the door was quite loud in the otherwise silent room.
Wes cleared his throat. "So, uh, want any help with that?"
****
Bailey had already been feeling ridiculously horny. She had never been in a position of having such an intense masturbation session in her life, let alone needing another one only an hour or two later.
But all through supper that was all she could think about. Her brothers had just been sitting there and reminding her, making her think things. Naughty bad things.
So she'd locked herself in her room again and...
Well ok, apparently she hadn't actually remembered the locking part this time, as evidenced by her brothers barging in. Ordinarily it would have been cause for quite a screaming tantrum. In this case... something very different.
"So, uh, you want any help with that?"
Of all the nerve. Asking her that. Locking themselves in with her.
Bailey shivered and felt her pussy flood. She slowly pulled her fingers out of her asshole a little, then pushed them back in. She watched as Wes and Ryan followed the movement with their eyes. Tents were already appearing in their pants. She wasn't the only excessively horny one today.
Bailey panted softly and fingered her bum in a slow, steady rhythm. She was being so bad. So very wanton. But as she watched her brothers, she knew she needed to be. She needed their attention, their horniness, and their love for their baby sister, inappropriate as it may be in this case.
"I could maybe use some help," Bailey admitted.
She'd spoken so quietly she almost thought Ryan and Wes hadn't heard her. Then, as one, they looked at each other, nodded, then padded closer to her.
Bailey bit her lip and tried not to make any embarrassing and revealing noises. She finger-fucked her bumhole harder, involuntarily humping her bed.
Ryan and Wes undid their pants and slipped out of them as they made it to her bedside. She couldn't follow them visually as they climbed up behind her, not without twisting herself around some, and she wanted them to have full access to her ass.
Her hand was gently pulled away from her butt. Bailey took it back and curled it up, regarding her slippery fingers critically, then sucked the pair of them into her mouth. She was simply too horny to function. And it was so, so much worse because of her brothers. Both morally and in intensity. Why did they have to go and make her feel like this?
"Damn you have a nice butt," Wes said reverently, giving her ass cheek a soft caress.
Bailey moaned low in her throat and kept suckling on her fingers.
"How'd our li'l sis get an ass like this?" Ryan murmured, emulating Wes's stroking on her other cheek.
Bailey whined and shook her head. So unfair being ganged up on. She couldn't begin to handle the emotions and sensations running through her, let alone with the both of them staring and feeling her up all at the same time.
"Makes you kinda want to taste her, huh?"
"Kinda does, yeah."
That was even more unfair. Wes and Ryan taking turns spreading her cheeks and licking her butthole. They were being just the naughtiest brothers of all time.
Bailey was absolutely melting as a result.
She arched her back, sticking her bum up toward her brothers. Their tongues probed deeper, getting her so wet and spitty.
Bailey gasped as one of them stuck a finger in her tight little hole, exploring her ass. It got swapped back out for more licking, but between Wes and Ryan they really started getting right in there, filling in for her own fingers where they'd been playing before being interrupted.
"So tight," Ryan murmured.
"Feels nice," Wes concurred.
They got even worse, both trying to stick fingers in her at the same time. More lube was added in the attempt. Mirroring the slipperiness of her bum, Bailey's pussy was absolutely drenched, and her thighs were getting soaked.
"Jeez, at one at a time," Bailey whimpered.
"One at a time?"
"I mean, I guess we could."
"But who first?"
"Obviously me."
"No way."
Bailey trembled as the boys bickered. She had a sense she knew what they were thinking. It was so bad. So very, very bad.
Yet there she was, shakily waiting, ass wantonly in the air. Helpless toward their urges, and in fact encouraging their naughty desires toward their baby sis.
Bailey's eyes rolled back and her fingers clutched at her sheets. She was proven absolutely correct as a cock poked her ass, then slipped down her butt crack. Not even any panties to prevent full skin on skin contact this time. Just her brother's cock right up against her.
Somehow Ryan had won the first go. Bailey didn't know how that worked. She didn't care. That was between them. She had far too much zooming through her brain.
What she hadn't fully anticipated was Wes scooching around in front of her. His underwear was off now too. Nothing covering the full, pulsing erection quivering just above her head.
"You guys are so bad," Bailey cooed softly.
"Yeah, that's been a problem today," Wes admitted.
"You probably want me to do something with that."
"Kinda. How you feeling about it?"
Bailey shrugged. "Conflicted."
"Oh? So then-"
Bailey interrupted before Wes could even ask his question. She lifted her head, nuzzling his cock, and looking up at him with big, confused, adoring eyes. Wes's words trailed off to a soft groan.
Bailey nuzzled and kissed Wes's cock. She didn't quite dare do more than that yet. Not from moral dilemma, but because Ryan kept threatening to stick his cock up her bum. He kept rubbing her warmed up asshole over and over, sometimes catching on it slightly and pressing like it might go in, then sliding on past.
It was an odd feeling to want to yell at her brother to hurry up and fuck her butt already. It was certainly a first for Bailey. She couldn't form the words. Couldn't quite get there. But her pleading look up at Wes was enough.
"Better do it," Wes said softly.
"She's tight is all," Ryan said. "Don't wanna hurt her."
"You want me to do it?"
"No way."
"One of you just fucking do it," Bailey growled, going bright red instantly as she realized what she'd said aloud.
Ryan's fingers squeezed harder into her ass cheeks, then one palm yanked back and slapped her quick and sharp. Wes just brushed his fingers through her hair.
"Language," Wes admonished.
"If you're gonna fuck my butt, fucking do it," Bailey said, doubling down now that she'd gone and said it already. "Any more of this teasing and I'll-"
She gasped and closed her eyes as Ryan stretched out her bumhole, slowly getting his dick in her. Her tight little sister ass. The first cock ever in her butt.
It hurt a bit, sure. If Bailey had never played with herself back there it would have been a real problem. As it was, it threw her off and left her near-frozen in a mix of shock, ache, delight, and horny satisfaction. She leaned more heavily into Wes's hair caresses and happily nuzzled his dick some more when he pressed it to her face.
"Fuuuccck me," Ryan breathed. "Your ass is amazing, Bailey."
"Damn right it is," Bailey said, trying to sound self-composed. It came out far too mumbled to have the right kind of effect.
This time when Wes pushed his cock to her lips, she opened wide and let him in.
Taken on each end by her big brothers. The dirtiest fantasies of her life couldn't compare. And this one was real. So very real.
Bailey felt her ass getting all filled up. Stretched out with brother-cock. She sucked absently at Wes in her mouth, not doing the sisterly blowjob justice, but he was very understanding. No doubt only waiting for his turn on her bum anyway.
****
Ryan and Wes shared a long look over Bailey's back. Ryan felt the blissful tightness and embrace of their sister's virgin ass. Wes was buried in her wet, slobbering mouth.
They were hesitant at first, not wanting to push her too far too fast, or indeed hurt her. But those fears weren't long for the world. Bailey got all wiggly between them, pushing back against Ryan and looking up at Wes with those unfairly adorable puppy eyes of hers.
Ryan got deep in Bailey's bumhole, then slowly pulled out, drizzled on some more lube, then pushed back in. Bailey met him on each careful downthrust, trying to take him harder and deeper. She was remarkably engaged in getting more from him, considering that she clearly still wasn't used to taking his cock that way.
"Patience, Bailey," Ryan said, giving her butt another smack.
Bailey shook her head as much as she easily could with her mouth full. "Uh uh."
Wes was hypnotized by Bailey sucking on him and meeting his eyes as often she could manage. "She wants it," he said.
"I know," Ryan said. "But she's too tight to give it to her the way she wants."
"Uh uh!" Bailey mumbled firmly.
"She says nuh uh," Wes repeated helpfully.
"I heard," Ryan said. "What do you expect me to do about it?"
"I mean... fuck her harder, obviously."
"That's our sister you're talking about."
"Yeah. And you're fucking her butt."
"You just want me to cum faster so you get a turn sooner."
"... maybe."
Bailey was insistently pushing back against Ryan, though, and he couldn't resist that kind of pretty pleading forever.
Ryan grabbed Bailey's hips firmly and sank balls deep inside her. She moaned appreciatively. When he pulled back, he did it faster than before, and thrust back in with added vigour. Bailey moaned louder. She stopped meeting him quite as firmly as he picked up the pace, but still did her best.
She was going absolutely crazy on Wes's dick as a result of her getting her ass drilled. Slobbering all over him. Not giving a focused blowjob by any means, but it felt nice and Wes loved that faraway, overly intense look developing in her eyes.
Wes took Bailey's face delicately in both hands, prompting a questioning look up at him. He took over for her, fucking her face rather than letting her casually suck on him. Her eyes went wide and she gagged slightly on his first couple thrusts until he found the rhythm, but then her eyes rolled back and she smiled around his cock, to what extent she could.
****
Bailey was experiencing decadent sexual feelings the like of which she'd never dreamed. It was a lot. Very intense. Right on the edge of making her feel she'd taken on more than she could handle. But that was a big part of what she loved about it.
Wes and Ryan, sure, they were great. She wouldn't have been doing this with anyone else she could think of. They were bad brothers, but she was an equally bad sister, so it basically worked out.
The sheer intensity and madness of it all kept her going. She wasn't sure she could handle them fucking her like this if she didn't lean right into it. If she'd tried to just keep things slow.
The force of Ryan pounding her bum and Wes fucking her face kept her constantly trying to balance them, to feel them, and leaving very little of herself left for self-berating and acknowledging the bad parts of what she was getting into.
There were bad parts, probably. Bailey wasn't sure what they were. At the moment, it was all so very excellent.
Ryan cumming in Bailey's ass nearly made her explode as well. The hot cum deep inside her, so naughtily sprayed within, was an extra layer of badness that she once again just had to lean into.
She didn't get hardly any time to rest before the boys were switching. Wes was still impatient, even if neither Ryan or Bailey were anymore.
Bailey's ass was stretched right back out just as it had started to try and close up. No chance of that.
"Doin' ok?" Ryan asked, tenderly swiping back some of Bailey's hair that had plastered sweatily to her forehead.
Bailey smiled at him, doing her best to hold herself up on slightly shaky arms. "Real good," she whispered.
"Bum ok?"
"Oh it's gonna hurt tomorrow."
"I tried to go gentle."
Bailey shrugged. "I know. But what fun is that?"
Ryan chuckled. "You're a far sluttier li'l sis than I ever would have dreamed."
"Hey!"
"Well aren't you?"
"... maybe. Shush. You two are the bad ones, you know. Playing with my bum this morning like you owned it."
Ryan flicked his gaze back to Wes sliding deep, deep into Bailey's butthole. "You know we kinda do now, right?"
Bailey felt shivers all through her, and the most delightful tingles. "You think my brothers own my ass now?"
"Yeah."
"That's baaaddd."
"I know it. Tell me I'm wrong."
Bailey couldn't. She couldn't muster such a lie at that moment. Who would she be kidding? Her bum belonged to Wes and Ryan. They'd taken it. It was theirs. What was she going to do, pretend like she hadn't demanded Ryan pound her ass only moments ago? Yeah right.
Wes had learned from Ryan and was already fucking Bailey hard and deep, putting his claim in right from the start. Bailey's attempt at further logical thinking was severely impeded by the brotherly ass-fucking, deep in her previously stretched and cummed in little bum.
"Maybe you're right," Bailey breathed.
"Yeah. Maybe I am," Ryan said.
"Would you two quit being weird over there?" Wes asked. "You're throwing me off."
"How on do you need to be?" Ryan asked in response. "Fuck our baby sis's butthole. She likes it deep. Not much more than that."
"Make me sound so easy to figure out," Bailey whined.
"You are, as it turns out. That's gonna make things pretty damn fun."
"I'm not. You..."
Bailey trailed off almost immediately. Ryan offered her his cock, soft after cumming in her, but starting to pulse back to life. She regarded it uncertainly. It had come straight from her ass. Still messy with lube and cum.
Wes railing her ass continued to make it impossible to think clearly.
Bailey opened up and sucked part of Ryan's cock in. She gazed up at him, meeting eyes that were just as big and adoring as hers were. So unfair. Two against one. She never stood a chance.
This time while getting double-teamed, Bailey got off, cumming on her brothers' cocks. It was a desperately needed release, but somehow didn't calm her down at all. She just wanted more. More bum pounding, more face fucking, more cums. Everything. Such a little sister butt slut she was.
****
The boys wore their sister right out. Themselves too, for that matter. They curled up with her in bed in a soft, messy tangle of nudity and post-sex relaxation.
Bailey responded well to some loving aftercare, snuggling comfortably with Wes and Ryan and accepting all kisses and caresses as her due.
"My bum hurts," Bailey complained.
Ryan laughed softly. "What did you expect?"
"I expected it. But it hurts. It's gonna ache all night now, probably."
"Probably, yeah," Wes said. "We could have-"
"If you say you could have gone gently, I'ma kick you out of bed right now."
"... then nevermind."
"That's what I thought."
Ryan tenderly massaged Bailey's bum, using plenty of lube as he rubbed her aching bumhole. Wes softly kissed Bailey from the other side, around her shoulder, neck, and cheek, and eventually on the lips as her mouth sought his.
A sudden sound from the door startled all three of them. The knob was tried, then after that there was a knocking. Typical parent attempt at privacy violation, really.
"Bailey, have you seen your brothers?"
Bailey rolled her eyes at their mom's voice. "I've been in my room since supper. How would I have seen them?"
"Well I was just asking. We can't figure out where they are."
"Have you tried texting them?"
"No. They should just be around."
"Well I don't know what you want me to do about it."
"Ok. Just... let them know we're looking for them if you see them."
"Sure, Mom."
Wes and Ryan had gone fully still and quiet until their mother left.
"Good thing you locked the door, huh?" Bailey murmured.
The boys broke out in nervous giggles, even as Bailey tried to shush them.
"Imagine if she'd walked in," Ryan said.
"Shit, imagine if Bailey had told Mom exactly where we were," Wes countered.
Another fit of giggling followed.
"You two are terrible," Bailey complained. "Remind me why I love you?"
"'Cause we're your big brothers and you have to."
"And 'cause you love it up the buuuttt from us."
"Ugh. Changing my mind."
"No you aren't."
"Am!"
"You want me to stop rubbing your bum?" Ryan asked.
Bailey hesitated. "No. Keep doing that."
"That's what I thought."
****
It took a couple days before Bailey's ass stopped protesting its aching treatment. Bailey stayed a horny mess as a result. Her butthole constantly reminded her of her naughtiness, and rubbing her pussy just wouldn't take care of the itch. She needed her anal play, and it was an agonizing delay waiting for her bum to be ready for more.
It was kind of worrisome how easily her mind went right back to Wes and Ryan. Her brothers. But that was all she could think about. Getting more of them.
Bailey waited until early, early morning one day. More to the point, she woke up and felt like she could take some anal action, at which point she was too excited to go back to sleep and wait for a normal time of day.
She got out of bed, thought things through for a few moments, then grabbed her lube. Bailey meticulously rubbed lube over her butthole and as deep inside as her fingers would reach.
All ready to go, Bailey only held off long enough to put on some cute panties and a long enough t-shirt to just barely cover them if she stood straight. She then pattered off whisper-quiet to her brothers' room.
They were asleep. They obviously would be at that hour. Anyone sane wouldn't be skulking about looking for sibling ass play.
By virtue of being closer, Bailey zeroed in on Wes's bed. He snoozed totally unaware. She sneaked just as quiet and careful as could be, slipping herself under his covers with him and getting comfy.



The one flaw in her plan, she realized too late, was how she was going to possibly have the patience to wait for him to wake up on his own. But on the other hand, it was snug and warm in bed with her brother, and despite her excitement, she found that just lying there with him lulled her into just enjoying the moment.
Bailey's heart calmed, her breathing slowed, and she luxuriated as minutes silently passed.
****
It took Wes a moment upon waking up to realize what was going on. He wasn't used to randomly finding his sister in bed with him. A wide smile blossomed once he clued in, though.
"Bailey," he whispered. "Hey. Hey Bailey."
He shook her gently, but she didn't respond. Just snored softly.
Wes wasn't quite sure if she was really asleep or just pretending. He spent some time pressed up against her, taking advantage of her warmth and softness. He fondled her gently, feeling up her boobies, her little tummy, and even her pussy, all while grinding slowly on her ass.
As far as he could tell, she was really asleep. She almost certainly had climbed in with him very deliberately at some point, and he wasn't sure if she'd meant to fall asleep or not, but she sure seemed to have drifted off next to him.
"Is that Bailey?"
Wes looked over at Ryan. "Yep."
"Why's she in bed with you?"
"You think I know?"
"I dunno. Maybe."
"No idea. Pretty sure she'd asleep though."
"Asleep, or faking?"
Wes shrugged. "If she's awake, she hasn't given it away yet. And I've been feeling her up good."
Ryan grinned and slipped out of bed. "Better make sure."
"We definitely could."
Wes threw back the covers, exposing their little sis. Her shirt had pulled up over her butt already, and her tight panties clung so beautifully to her bum as they carefully rolled her on her tummy.
They squeezed and caressed her sweet booty, feeling bolder with every passing minute of getting no response. Even pulling her panties off entirely got nothing from her.
"Horny little thing," Wes said. "She lubed herself up already."
Ryan slipped a gentle finger over Bailey's bumhole. "So she did. You really think she just fell asleep on accident?"
"I think so. But it'd be a shame not to... wake her up."
Ryan grinned back at his brother. "Agreed."
The boys whispered and giggled as they accepted Bailey's sleeping invitation. Wes slowly, gently sank into her well-lubed bum just as deep as possible. With Bailey not awake to insist on him going hard, Wes could take his time and enjoy it without disturbing her.
The brothers made a bit of a game of it, seeing what they could get away with without waking their sleeping sis. And, of course, cumming deep in Bailey's tight little bum.
****
Bailey woke up with her bum being stretched open. She smiled in delight as she realized. She hadn't intended to actually fall asleep, but it was so much better that she had.
Somehow neither Ryan or Wes realized that she'd awakened. They were probably too busy playing with her ass to notice. Bailey lay there and enjoyed the attention. It was kind of slow and soft, not truly what she wanted, but in its own way it was nice and comforting, and made her feel loved and appreciated.
She was way too much of a sucker for her brothers fucking her butt, or otherwise playing with it as the case may be. Even more so when they came in her and made such a naughty mess.
"Can you believe she's sleeping through this?" Ryan said in a hushed tone.
"We have such a butt slut little sister," Wes answered at the same quiet volume. "Never would have guessed."
"I know. It's crazy. But I love it."
"Me too. I'm gonna get obsessed though. It was already hard enough trying not to think about Bailey's ass all the time. It's just gonna get worse if we keep doing this stuff."
"I know what you mean."
Bailey's heart hammered as she listened to her brothers. She was sure that would give her away, but they continued not to realize she was now fully awake and enjoying every little bit of them fucking her bum.
Ryan grunted as he came in Bailey's ass. Her toes curled in warm ecstasy as her insides were messed even further, joining the creaminess of Wes's load. She had to consciously relax and try to maintain the charade.
Well, not that she had to, really. But it was more fun this way.
Ryan made way for Wes to have another turn, then he had a second go himself. After that, and quite a lot of brother-cum inside Bailey's butt, they quite tenderly tucked her back in all snug in Wes's bed.
Bailey smiled to herself as her shirt was pulled over her bottom, blankets were tucked up around her shoulders, and each of her brothers gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. She managed to hide her grin during the kisses, at least, and she was pretty sure they were both oblivious to her alert and appreciative state.
Once they were gone, Bailey grinned widely and with no trace of shame. She rolled onto her side and gently probed her ass with one hand while rubbing her pussy with the other. She made herself cum while finger-deep in her ass, marveling at the cummy mess her brothers had made within.
****
Wes and Ryan were mid-breakfast when Bailey flounced in. She had the same shirt on as before, her hair was casually rumpled, and her face was initially a mask of neutrality.
"Morning," she chirped.
"Hey," Wes said.
"Sleep ok?" Ryan asked.
Bailey snorted. "Sleep ok? Someone stole my panties while I was sleeping."
The brothers looked at each other.
"Oh?" Ryan said.
"Yep."
"Is that all that happened?" Wes asked.
Bailey shrugged. "Well... I woke up in your bed. Weird, huh? Must have sleepwalked."
"Right. Sleepwalked," Ryan echoed.
"Uh, anything else?" Wes persisted.
Bailey shrugged in a larger motion, and both boys found their eyes instantly drawn to the flash of pussy the motion presented them. She clearly hadn't gone back to her room for another pair of panties in the interim.
"Like what else?" she asked blithely.
Bailey turned around and started prepping a cup of coffee for herself. She once again drew the boys' attention and made them sigh wistfully when she had to stretch on tippy-toe to get a mug, and consequently flashed most of her bare butt at them.
"She has to know," Wes whispered.
"That we fucked her butt again?" Ryan whispered back.
"Yeah. She'd have to, right?"
"She must. Just toying with us. She woke up and was like, 'yeah, I'm gonna mess with them.'"
"Unless... she just doesn't?"
"She'd feel it though, right? You don't just get fucked and cummed in repeatedly and not notice later."
"How would you know?"
"I'm guessing."
"What are you guys whispering about?" Bailey interrupted.
"Nothing," Ryan and Wes both said immediately.
"Are you-"
Bailey cut off at the sound of footsteps approaching. All three siblings went quiet as their father walked in. He didn't pay much attention, heading straight for the coffee, just as Bailey had.
"Morning, sweetie," he said.
"Morning, Dad," Bailey said, beaming like an innocent little thing.
"Plans for today?"
"Don't know yet."
"Ok."
The silence continued as their dad walked right back out again, having failed to note the atmosphere in the room.
Ryan and Wes went back to eating as he retreated from hearing distance. Bailey sipped her coffee, keeping an eye on them, then all of a sudden started talking again.
"You guys wanted to know if I noticed that you fucked my ass, huh?"
Wes choked on his mouthful. Ryan just stared with his head tilted oddly.
"So you did know," Ryan said.
"Well duh. How you think I wasn't gonna notice?"
"That's what I said! But you were all, like, acting like you didn't even realize."
Bailey rolled her eyes. "Doesn't take much to fool you guys, huh? Gullible-ass brothers."
"Hey!"
Bailey sipped some more coffee, then drained the remainder in the sink. "Anyway, I gotta go clean up thanks to you two. See ya."
She pranced back out with an obvious skip in her step.
Ryan and Wes stared at each other for a long moment.
"Kinda makes you wonder," Ryan said.
"Wonder what?"
"Are we getting tricked somehow?"
"In what way?"
"Like... tricked into doing butt stuff with Bailey. I got a bit of a puppet-master vibe just now."
"You're imagining things. She just... likes that stuff. Which is lucky, 'cause so do we."
"Sure. Yeah. I dunno. Feels like she's being tricky."
Wes shook his head. "She climbed into bed with me this morning, fully expecting butt stuff. At best she tricked herself by falling asleep through it."
"Yeah. Probably, eh?"
"Most likely."
****
Bailey had only just gotten the shower warmed up and slipped under the nice warm spray when the bathroom door opened again. She didn't panic about being intruded on, on the basis that it was almost certainly one of her brothers being naughty.
She just started on her routine, scrubbing herself down and getting all shiny and clean. A moment later, Ryan stepped in the shower with her, all naked and hard.
"Someone's being a bad brother," Bailey said.
"Somehow I don't think you mind."
Bailey grinned. "Maybe I don't."
"Want me to get your back?"
"Ha. Like that's what you're here for."
Ryan smirked right back at her and turned her around. He really did start washing her back, but it didn't take long for him to mostly focus on her butt.
The running water wasn't conducive to keeping her lubed up, so Ryan mostly just rubbed up on her. Bailey tried to keep washing while he was grinding on her ass and freely feeling her up anywhere else he wanted, but it wasn't the easiest task.
Bailey started gasping as Ryan worked her toward an orgasm. With his cock grinding hard on her bum and his fingers rubbing her pussy and clit, he eventually got her off right there in the shower, without even being inside her or anything.
After drying off outside the shower, all fresh and clean and still horny despite just cumming, Bailey was entirely unsurprised at being bent over the sink and having her bumhole fingered. Ryan lubed her up, then slipped his hard, precummy cock in her.
"This is what you wanted the whole time, huh?" Bailey moaned happily.
"Of course."
"You've got an obsession."
"And whose fault is that?"
"Yours. And Wes's."
Ryan snorted. "Remind me, who climbed into whose bed this morning?"
"I was sleepwalking."
"And you think anyone believes that?"
Bailey grinned. "Not really."
Ryan fucked her harder, using her nice clean bum. Though really, it was still quite a mess inside. And he of course added to that mess, filling her with even more cum.
Bailey wrapped herself in a towel after, giving her brother a long, appreciative look as he stood just as naked and freshly cleaned, all softly panting in post-cumming bliss. She padded out leaving him standing there.
Wes was already waiting for her in her room. He was, in fact, naked and stroking himself while waiting, even going so far as to have the panties she'd left behind earlier wrapped around his dick.
"Perv," Bailey accused as she locked them both in the room.
Wes grinned and stood up, leaving her panties behind on the bed. He gently tugged at her towel, and she let it slink to the floor.
"Look who's talking."
"You were getting off with your little sister's underwear."
"True. But I'd rather be getting off with her ass instead."
Bailey put her hands on her hips and tried to look serious, even though she was totally naked under her brother's admiring gaze. "You guys think you can do anything you want now, don't you?"
Wes considered for a moment. "Yeah, basically."
Bailey squealed as she was thrown into bed, then giggled happily as Wes landed on top of her. She felt little thrills all throughout. She was so insanely turned on by the idea that her brothers could and absolutely would take advantage of the freedom she was giving them.
It was so convenient already being lubed. They didn't have to waste much time at all before Wes was stretching her right back out. She'd only just finished with Ryan, and her bum was already getting another workout. Bailey truly felt that she could get used to being so thoroughly spoiled.
"This doesn't mean you can just steal my panties all the time, you know," Bailey said.
"I think you'll find I was returning them," Wes said.
"Returning them wrapped around your cock?"
"Only 'cause you weren't here yet. You're much better wrapped around my cock than your panties."
Bailey squealed again, delighting in Wes's naughtiness. "So bad!"
She was face down, ass up on her bed. Mostly at Wes's prompting. He used the position to his advantage, railing her into the bed, pounding her snug little bumhole like it was his toy.
Bailey's eyes rolled back and her toes curled up. She clutched her sheets with blind fingers. Brotherly bum-fucking was making her all gooey, in the very best possible way.
Wes spread her ass at times, or gave it some hard smacks, turning her cheeks all naughtily warm. Mostly he held her hips and drilled her hard and deep until he blew his load inside.
Wes cuddled with Bailey after, softening inside her and rubbing her pussy until she came too. It was a sweet gesture.
It was a little bit less sweet when he pulled out and moved around to Bailey's face, poking his cummy, messy dick to her lips. Still, Bailey was happy to suck it clean for him, gazing up at her big bro with adoring, smoldering eyes.
"I'm gonna have to come back for more later," Wes promised.
Bailey flipped her hair with far more nonchalance than she felt. "We'll see."
"Ha, right." Wes leaned down for a kiss, totally melting any pretend resistance Bailey had to give.
After he was gone, Bailey just lay there for a while, idly playing with herself and thinking about Wes and Ryan. She was falling hard for them. She could feel it. Not in any kind of traditional way at all, but definitely in a way that left her giddy and fantastically happy.
Maybe they didn't feel the same. Maybe her ass was just a fun and novel way of getting off for them. Which was fine, because it worked well for her too. But unlike other boys, Bailey didn't have to worry about her brothers not caring about her. They loved her, in their special, pervy way. That was enough.
And if it was more than that...
Bailey grinned and fingered her cummy bum. If it was more than that, so much the better.
****
Bailey soon got in the habit of keeping her bum lubed up as much of the time as possible. It made it way easier for Wes and Ryan to play with her ass whenever they wanted. Or, indeed, whenever she wanted. They were usually after her often enough to keep her satisfied, but there were times Bailey couldn't be bothered waiting and playing innocent.
The majority of the time Bailey could still get away with her oblivious act. It didn't fool her brothers very often, but they played along a lot. Sometimes they didn't and just teased her for being such a butt slut little sister, but mostly they played the game her way.
It was best those few occasions when Bailey really tricked them though. Like when she feigned sleep or acted really focused on a book or game or something. The torturous ecstasy of Ryan or Wes trying to sneakily finger or fuck her bumhole when they thought she wasn't aware was tied with a good, hard, brotherly bum pounding for her favourite thing ever. In very different ways, of course.
Just generally, Bailey's days were filled in entirely new ways. Either literally being filled by her brothers, or more figuratively in sexy little thoughts about their combined naughtiness. She was a much hornier little thing than she ever had been before, and she absolutely loved it.
There was so much fun in her days now. Always something to look forward to, even if she only rarely knew exactly what form it would take.
There was plenty of wakeup anal, either one of the boys fucking her awake, or sometimes her attempting to reverse those roles. They were better at it than she was, but then she had to try and get them fully hard while still asleep, then somehow get her butt sat on their cocks too, which wasn't particularly easy or fair. Still lots of fun though.
Also plenty of being tossed around or bent over on a sibling's whim. Lots of sneaking into showers or bedrooms. Copious groping in increasingly daring situations. Mostly the boys feeling her up, but she got them back plenty too.
Bailey got just as used to freely using her brothers as they did to her. She loved being the target of sneaky sexiness, but rather liked being able to pull out one of their cocks and just sit in their laps for a movie or something. Or sitting on one lap and making out with the other. Now that was a decadence only a lucky girl with two horribly bad brothers could ever experience.
****
"You know," Wes said, "I don't think I've jerked off at all in weeks."
Ryan shrugged. "Well duh. Don't hardly need to anymore, do we?"
The boys sat together on the couch, eyes on their game.
"No, I know. Just thought about it. It's kinda funny is all. Even when I was with Kimmy I still jerked off sometimes. And she was... you know."
Ryan grinned. "I remember you and her having a lot of fun."
"That's what I'm saying. Bailey... Bailey's better. Way better."
"Mmhm."
"And, like, not even just for the sex."
Ryan was a little slower to answer. "I think I kinda know what you mean."
"Like, it's weird the things I've been feeling for her. She's still our sister."
"Yeah, but more than that these days."
"Exactly."
"... is it weird that we share her?"
"No weirder than fucking our sister's butt repeatedly every day."
"Fair."
The brothers focused on their game for a few minutes in near-silence.
"I think I might be seriously crushing on her," Ryan said.
Wes breathed a sigh of relief. "Yeah. Me too. Glad it's not just me. Might even, like, love her? Or something?"
"I mean, we already did, right? Not a big leap to a more sexual kind of love."
"Yeah. That makes sense."
"Think we should tell her?"
"I mean... it might just make things weird."
"True. And what if she doesn't really want that?"
"Hard to say. We could just kind of wait and see."
"Yeah. Ok."
****
Bailey, having been on her way to the living room to join her brothers, had paused to listen as she caught some interesting conversation. She didn't hear everything, but more than enough to make her smile stupidly and feel all fluttery inside.
She had to wait there a while after just to try and force her smile down and keep her face neutral. Sure she could just let the boys know she'd heard, but it was more fun this way. Continuing to be 'oblivious' in a whole new way.
When Bailey pattered into the room, it was with an affected disinterest that she'd been honing to perfection recently. Enough time had passed that neither Ryan or Wes would suspect she'd overheard them even if her face gave something away, which it didn't.
Bailey sprawled out on the floor on her tummy, eyes glued to the game her brothers were playing, feet swinging idly in the air. As she expected, it didn't take her brothers long to display an interest. The short skirt and no panties she wore saw to that, even though she was pretty sure they wouldn't quite be able to tell she was sans underwear.
Then again, she did it so often these days they might just assume.
"Hey Bailey, wanna play?" Ryan asked.
Bailey shrugged. "Sure. If you guys are done."
"We are," Wes assured her.
Bailey accepted control of the gaming and tv with all due grace. She stayed right where she was, got her game started, put her headphones on, and pretended not to notice her brothers flipping her skirt up over her bare ass.
She smiled to herself, cunningly leaving her headphones silent so she could hear most of what they were saying. Not that much of it was of any interest, but it could be kind of funny to listen in anyway.



Bailey durdled around in Animal Crossing while getting her ass fondled and fingered by two pervy big brothers. It got harder to pretend to ignore them when they took turns eating her butt out, and hardest of all when they sank deep into her tight but well-prepped bumhole.
Ryan and Wes had become very good at keeping her revved up for long periods of time when they wanted. Between the two of them, they swapped out playing with her ass in various ways for the better part of the afternoon. Mostly slowly filling and fucking her, but plenty of licking, fingering, and groping too when neither was quite ready to stick their cock back in yet.
Bailey came a few times, enough to keep her from going totally crazy. Not enough to keep her from being a horny wreck for long stretches of time. Even her cums didn't settle her for very long. Not when her bum was being filled and cummed in so very lovingly and consistently.
She finally had to give in after Ryan came in her one last time. His fourth, if she'd been counting right. They'd both messed the inside of her bum an impressive four times actually, though to be fair it had been over the course of a few hours. And maybe one of Wes's didn't quite count since a large part of it had been glazed over her buns, rather cheekily.
Bailey had thought about protesting, since it wasn't where their cum was meant to go, but it was kind of hot and nice to feel on her skin, and she hadn't really wanted to disturb their rhythm. Ryan complained for her anyway, since Wes had made a mess where Ryan wanted to feel their little sister up.
"Think I'm done," Bailey murmured, pulling off her headphones.
"What, so soon?" Ryan asked with a wicked smirk, still wiping his messy cock off on her skirt.
"Yep," Bailey confirmed tiredly.
She groaned as she tried to stand up. She'd been lying in one place too long, and her ass had been fucked way too much in one go. Bailey was, by her own measure, a bit of an anal pro at this point. But even she had limits. She was going to ache so good from this, she could tell.
"Fuck me," Wes said with a low whistle. "Look at that puddle you made."
"More like a lake," Ryan countered.
Bailey groaned again for a somewhat different reason. "Shush."
"I mean, seriously though," Wes said.
Looking back at where her pussy had been, Bailey had to admit she'd made quite a mess too. Not quite as sexy in her eyes as the kind her brothers tended to make, but they seemed impressed.
Her brothers helped her up, and even cleaned up the floor after her. At least partly just because Bailey couldn't walk straight at the moment.
Instead of leaving, Bailey sat with them as they got right back to their game from earlier as though they'd only paused for a few minutes.
Bailey squeezed right in between them, sitting halfway diagonal with her head on Ryan's shoulder and her legs curled mostly on Wes's lap. She slipped one hand behind her back and down her tender butthole. She smiled lazily as she stuck a pair of fingers in, just to feel herself and the sexy disaster her backside was.
"You fallin' asleep on us?" Ryan whispered to her.
Bailey shook her head slightly, though admittedly she kept her eyes closed. "Nah. Just cozy. 'Sides, I know what you two would do to me if I did."
Wes laughed softly. "I don't even know if I could right now. You wore us out."
"You guys wore me out too," Bailey said.
"No kidding," Ryan said. "Usually you'd be excited for us to fuck your bum while you're sleeping."
"Usually," Bailey agreed, stifling a yawn. "Not just now. I'm gonna be sore enough as is."
"Sorry," Wes said, grinning maniacally and rather undercutting his own apology.
"No you're not," Bailey said. "But that's ok. I wouldn't have it any other way. I love you both just the way you are."
She cracked her eyes enough to see the boys exchanging confused glances, then closed them again and smiled impishly to herself.
"Love you too," Ryan and Wes both told her right back, surprising her a bit at how easily they'd said it.
It still made her tingle all nicely inside. That and the continuing thrill of her achy, well-pounded and very cummy bum.
A little while later, while Bailey might as well have been sleeping for all the activity she'd shown, the click of a phone camera going off made her open her eyes again. She glanced back and forth at Wes and Ryan, very confused for a second until she followed their gazes. Their mother stood with her phone, having snapped the pic.
"Mooommm," Bailey complained.
Their mother didn't look at all apologetic. "You three looked so cute together. I don't know what it is, but you've all been so close lately. A mother loves to see that, you know."
She snapped another picture, this one catching Bailey sticking her tongue out. She only laughed at her daughter's childishness.
"Too late, sweetie. I have evidence now."
"Yeah, well... whatever." Bailey squirmed in her comfy, brother-y seat. "... can I get copies of those?"
Her mom arched an eyebrow in mild surprise, but recovered quickly. "Of course you can."
"... thanks."
****
Later, alone in her bed, Bailey stared at the pictures. The first one was best, with Bailey apparently asleep between her brothers. Even though she actually wasn't.
Since she knew where her hand was while the picture was being taken, Bailey could see by the angle of her arm that she was being naughty. If one didn't already know, though, she was pretty sure there was no way to guess she had her fingers up her bum, and was all filled up with her brothers' cum while she sat snug between them.
She knew. It was her secret. Hers and Ryan and Wes's. As miffed as she'd pretended to be at her mom, Bailey was rather overjoyed to the picture. She fully intended to keep it forever. It was a beautiful reminder of a perfect afternoon. Just her and her brothers. All three of them being such naughty, loving siblings.
Bailey fell asleep with her phone still in her hand, fingers up her bum, and a quiet smile on her lips.
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"God I'm so fucking bored," Bree said with a heavy sigh.
"Yes," said Rowan. "So you've said. Repeatedly."
Bree glared sidelong at her younger brother. "And yet you continue to not entertain me. You haven't looked up from your phone in hours."
"Not even remotely true."
Bree harrumphed and folded her arms. Being cooped up inside for such extended periods of time just didn't seem fair, what with them both being well into their twenties now. It felt more like a kid or even early teenager kind of predicament. They should have had adult freedom, but stupid life-threatening pandemics had to go and ruin everything, as usual.
"Well it feels like hours."
Rowan waved at the tv in front of them. "There's a whole world of mind-numbing entertainment right there. You could try that."
"Nothing good on."
"Well don't blame me for that."
"I don't. I blame you for not amusing me."
"Ah."
"Who you talking to anyway? You've been quite absorbed."
"No one."
Bree arched her eyebrow. "No one? It's a girl then, huh?"
"... maybe."
"Ooh." Bree bounced to her knees in a flash and tried to peek over Rowan's shoulder. "Who is it? Anyone I know? You gettin' dirty?"
"None of your business actually," Rowan said, casually holding his phone away from his snooping big sister.
"Boo. So boring. At least tell me. Anyone I know?"
Rowan hesitated. "If I tell you that, will you drop it?"
"Yep!"
"Ok. You know her."
"Ooh. Who is it?"
"You just said you'd drop it!"
"I obviously lied."
Rowan rolled his eyes. "You're impossible."
"Hey, I gotta look out for my little bro, don't I? Make sure you aren't going after the wrong girl."
"It's nothing to do with that. You just want to pry."
"I mean, I'm curious, sure."
"Well tough."
"C'mon. Tell me. I'll poke you until you tell me." Bree readied her jabbing finger.
"You're only getting more childish with age, I feel."
"Leveraging childish tools when appropriate is different from being childish."
"I don't think it is, but fine." A small, crooked smile graced Rowan's lips. "I kinda want to tell someone anyway. Haven't had anyone to talk to about her. It's Jenny."
Bree's smile went wide, then abruptly quirked into confusion. "Wait, like-"
"Jenny I used to go to school with. You remember her."
"... like Kal's sister Jenny?"
Rowan shrugged. "Kal's her brother, yeah. Oh, he was in your class, wasn't he?"
"... mmhm."
"Why do you sound like that bothers you?"
"I don't know if it bothers me exactly."
"Well there's something."
Bree nodded slowly. "It's just... I've been kinda flirting with someone too. Mostly just on the phone. And, like..."
"What?"
"I've been talking to Kal, is all."
Rowan took a moment to process. "Like, talking? Or-"
"Flirting. I've been flirting with him."
"Jenny's Kal?"
"Obviously him, yes."
"Oh."
"Exactly."
Both siblings went quiet for a long moment.
"Is that... weird?" Rowan asked.
"That's what I'm trying to figure out."
"I mean, we really haven't done anything."
"Right. Plus it's not like it's a problem even if we'd each made out with one of them already, right?"
"It'd be weird though."
Bree sighed. "Yeah. Maybe a little."
Rowan fiddled with his phone, then put it down again. "Well this sucks."
"Mmhm."
"Woulda been better if you hadn't been nosy, huh?"
"Hey! Don't blame this on me."
"It's your fault though."
Bree shook her head firmly. "Nuh uh. I can't help who you flirt with."
"But you coulda just let me be and we never would have known."
"And what if we both started dating, hm? Then eventually realized. That'd be worse, wouldn't it?"
Rowan considered. "I mean... maybe?"
"So it's just as well we found out. We can either abandon ship, or lean into it. But at least we know."
"... what do you mean 'lean into it'?"
Bree shrugged and pushed her hair back. "I'm not saying we should, but like, we could just own it if we wanted. Be like, yeah, we're dating siblings. So what?"
"I'm not dating Jenny. We're just talking."
"Sure sure. But you know what I mean."
"Kinda, I guess."
Rowan drummed his fingers on his leg anxiously. He flicked his gaze down to his phone, then away, then back again.
"You still wanna text her, huh?" Bree said.
"... well it's just getting good."
Bree grinned. "Wanna mess with them some?"
"How?"
"Let's get a pic with both of us and we each send it at the same time. See if they realize."
"They might already know."
"Then nothing lost. Could be fun is all."
Rowan glanced at his phone again, then at his impishly smiling sister. "Yeah, alright. Why not. I'm bored as hell anyway."
"That's the spirit!"
****
Jenny's face quirked as an image came through on her phone. "Huh."
Kal, sitting across the room from her and sprawled across a recliner, glanced over. "What?"
"Nothin'. Just... this guy sent me a picture with him and his sister. I don't know why."
Kal shrugged, then a moment later frowned in confusion. "Wait, which guy?"
"Why do you care?"
"Seriously, which guy?"
"Seriously, why do you care?"
"Is it Rowan?"
Jenny stared hard at her older brother. "How the hell would you guess that?"
"Because I just got a pic too. And it's from Bree. I assume the same one as what you got."
It took Jenny another couple seconds to put it together. "Wait, so... have you been talking with Bree?"
"Yeah."
"And... I've been talking to Rowan."
"Seems that way."
"... well what the shit?"
"Precisely."
"Wait, so were you talking, or 'talking'?" Jenny asked, heavily emphasizing the last word.
Kal shrugged. "More like the second one."
"Shit. Me too."
"Apparently they figured it out before we did."
"Apparently."
"Now what?"
"Beats me. Was that, like, a 'hey this is weird, let's not do this'? Or is it more 'what a funny thing that happened, let's carry on then' kinda thing?"
Kal threw his hands up helplessly. "No idea."
"... should we send a picture back?"
"What, like, flirt with them together?"
"Ew. No. Just... take it playfully. You know. Make it not a big deal."
"That's what flirting is."
Jenny pouted at her brother. "Well if you're gonna insist on making it weird..."
"I'm not. We can do it if you want."
"I dunno. Let me think about it."
****
Rowan snorted as he looked at his phone. "Guess we're ok."
Bree looked over at him. "Hm?"
"Didn't you get it? Jenny just sent me a pic of her and Kal. Pretty cozy. Like half hugging or something."
Bree checked her phone. "Oh yeah. There it is. Neat."
"I mean, I have no idea what to do from here. Maybe I'll just leave it for today."
"No way! Let's do something else."
"Together?"
"Yeah. Come on. I've never done something like this before."
"Obviously. I don't think anyone has. I mean who-"
"We're bored as all hell, right? Let's just roll with it."
Rowan frowned. "What, until they stop talking to us?"
"Maybe. Or maybe we all just have a good time."
"... I don't think I like what you're implying here."
"Come on. It's harmless."
"Is it?"
"Yeah. Just flirting."
"But... all four of us, though."
Bree nodded. "Sure. But since we're brother and sister, and so are they, it actually keeps things kinda simple. No one getting interested in the wrong person, you know?"
"I don't think that's the problem here."
"No, listen, 'cause if we were just friends, right? And Jenny and Kal were just friends. If everyone was friends, and we started-"
"Bree, seriously, I get it. This is different than that, sure, but I don't know that it's actually better."
"Why not?"
"... maybe I don't want to know what goes on in your mind when you're into someone."
"Pff. Consider it valuable insight. Come on. Let's do something fun. You gonna wuss out on me or what?"
Rowan sighed heavily, throwing his head back for a moment. "You're just lucky I'm super bored being stuck alone with you all the time."
Bree nodded sagely. "I sure am a lucky girl."
****
"Oh wow," Kal said.
Jenny looked over. "What?"
"I dunno. You see this new pic? Bree and Rowan getting pretty cozy."
"Are they? In what way?"
"I dunno. Like sitting cozy together. I think she's trying to imply me and her could be doing that? Or something?"
Jenny opened the photo as soon as Rowan sent it to her. Her and her brother getting the same pictures was interesting. Weird, but interesting.
"They are awfully snug," she agreed.
"It'd be weirding me out if he wasn't her brother."
Jenny gave Kal an odd glance. "Isn't it weirder that he's her brother?"
"No, like, 'cause obviously if they're siblings it means she's not, like, trying to make me jealous in that fucked up kind of way."
Jenny chewed on that for a moment. "Again, isn't it more fucked up that-"
"No. Not like that. You're twisting this."
"I mean I get it. It'd be petty to try and get close to another boy to make you jealous. And it's not like that. But if she's getting close to her brother..."
Jenny trailed off. She and Kal both checked their phones as another picture came through. This one similar to the last, only with Bree giving Rowan a peck on the cheek while he snapped the two of them.
"This is a strange game," Kal murmured.
"Tell me about it," Jenny said.
"... should we?"
"Should we what?"
"You know."
Jenny's pulse sped up a little as she thought it through, sneaking glances at her brother all the while. She wasn't sure what was happening, but it felt kind of wrong. Only a little though. Not a lot. Not like it was really anything bad. It might be kind of fun, and everyone was bored stupid anyway.
"We could try," she said.
****
"Oh that's a cute one," Bree said.
She and Rowan were curled up together and had essentially switched to sharing a single phone.
"It is," Rowan agreed.
He leaned his chin on Bree's shoulder to get a good look. His arm was wrapped loosely around her waist.
"I think I kinda like this," Bree said.
"Weirdly... yeah. So do I."
"Wanna do something more fun?"
"Like what?"
"I'm thinking... give 'em a flash."
"..."
"Of my tits."
"Yeah. That's what I thought you meant."
"Come on. Bra on. Nothing drastic."
Rowan sighed. "You're corrupting me, you know."
"Pff. I can't imagine anything in that little head of yours is particularly innocent."
"It's gonna be less innocent by the time you're done with me."
Bree cocked her head around to look at her brother. "You make it sound like I'm seducing you rather than Kal."
Rowan flushed a deep red. "No. Just... no. Just take the picture."
Bree grinned wider. "Pull my shirt up. I'll snap it."
"... ok."
****
Jenny and Kal, having had to get comfy together for their previous photo, were still sitting pretty close. They too shared a screen as the return flirtation arrived.
"Ooh, boobies. Now we're getting somewhere," Kal said admiringly.
Jenny wrinkled her nose. "Maybe for you."
"I'm sure Rowan'll show a little something if you ask nice."
"Maybe. We never got that far yet. And I don't know about this anyway. Like, he's pulling Bree's shirt up. That's his sister."
Kal chuckled. "I remember."
"Don't get any ideas."
"Who, me?"
"Yeah you. I'll pull my own shirt up if it comes to it, thanks."
A bemused smile played across Kal's lips. "You want me to get a pic of you doing that?"
Jenny squirmed. "You think Rowan would like it?"
"Most definitely."
"We could try it. But my bra's staying on. Same as Bree."
"Yeah, of course."
****
"Aw, she lifted her own shirt," Bree pouted. "Spoilsport."
Rowan shook his head, eyes fixed on the phone. "Still, though. Boobies."
"That all it takes?"
"Sometimes, sure."
"... wanna feel mine?"
Rowan's head jerked up. "What?"
"For the picture. Just, like, cup 'em a bit."
"Bree..."
"You just said you like boobs."
"Not yours."
"What's wrong with mine?"
"Nothing. If you weren't my sister."
Bree snickered. "Sure. So enjoy them then. It'd just be for a quick second anyway, right?"
"Once again, trying to corrupt me."
"Trying to entice Kal, actually."
"In a 'corrupting your little brother' kind of way, sure."
Bree shrugged. "Fine. Let's switch. Get your shirt off for Jenny. How 'bout that?"
"Um... wait, so no boobs then?"
Bree smirked. "Gonna have to make your mind up on that one. If you want a feel, today might be your only chance."
"I wish you wouldn't say it like that."
"But you do want a feel now, don't you?"
"... maybe. Shut up."
****
"Ok, I might actually be getting a little jealous now," Kal said.
Jenny's eyes were wide. "He's... feeling her tits."
"Yeah. Brother or not, I'm not sure I like this."
"Her tits!"
"I heard. And saw."
"But... he can't do that."
"He's doing that."
"But he can't!"
"Tell them that."
Jenny's thumbs started moving, then almost immediately erased everything she'd typed. She started again, then again deleted it.
"What do I even say?" she asked.
Kal shrugged. "You think I know?"
"But like..." Jenny shook her head. "We just took it too far. That's all. We should just stop. Maybe... maybe I don't text Rowan again until tomorrow. Let us all cool off."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"Why did you say it like that?"
"Like what?"
"Like you don't agree."
"Oh, just 'cause, like, I'll probably still text Bree."
"Kal!"
"What? She showed me her tits. I can probably get more out of her. Like with her bra off."
Jenny gaped at her brother. "That's so messed up."
"I like tits. Bree's got nice-"
"I'm not arguing that. But I'm saying... you... I mean you really want to see her brother feeling her up more?"
"I really don't think it's that big a deal."
"You don't?"
"You showed me your tits just now. For the picture."
Jenny's cheeks flushed red. "With my bra on though. Not the same. I didn't... it's not... it's not like I'd show them to you naked. Or let you touch them. Stuff like that."
"Even if Rowan liked it?"
Jenny hesitated, but shook her head. "Not good enough. If I wanted to show him, I'd do it privately, thank you."
"Ah."
Jenny's phone buzzed and she checked it without thinking. Kal peered over her shoulder.
"Ooh, topless Rowan," Kal said. "See, there you go."
"But... but Bree's still so close with him," Jenny murmured, eyes still on her phone.
"Sure is."
"At least he's not groping her this time."
"Or vice versa."
"Right. Or that."
"... so wanna do another? I take my shirt off, you leave yours on?"
Jenny squirmed. "This is so unfair."
"It's pretty reasonable. You don't even have to-"
"It's everything. All of you. And I just..."
Kal tilted his head. "Just what?"
"Nothing."
"No come on, what?"
"... I kinda want to keep going."
Kal smiled crookedly. "Well perfect."
"Is it though?"
"Yeah. Come on. It's fun. We'll just do some more of this, stave off the mind-numbing quarantine boredom for a while, then that's it, right?"
"Yeah. Yeah I guess. Maybe."
"Cool. So... I'll take my shirt off then?"
****
"Phew, finally," Bree said. "And damn, look at that chest though."
"Enh. Doesn't do it for me so much," Rowan said.
"Nothing?"
"I mean... you know I'm only interested in Jenny here, right?"
"Her tits?"
"Other stuff. But yeah, tits."
"Just hers?" Bree teased.
"Don't start with me."
"I mean, mine are at least as good. Probably better." Bree lifted her shirt and pretended to examine herself critically. "I'd say-"
Rowan rolled his eyes. "Yes, your boobs are nice, Bree."
"Aw, thanks."
"Now don't make it weird."
Bree tossed her hair flirtatiously. "The more we do this, the more I think I'm leaning into the weirdness. It's kinda working for me."
"Oh god."
"Not doing anything for you? Even a little?"
"Let's not forget what we're doing here, yeah?"
"Oh don't worry. I know." Bree pulled her top off and adjusted her bra slightly. "Here, come cuddle up. Let's get another pic."
Rowan only hesitated a moment.
****
"They're both shirtless now," Kal said.
"Yeah, I can see that."
Kal smiled at Jenny's rapt attention to her phone screen.
"We can one up them, you know."
"How?"
"Lose your bra."
"Ah!"
Jenny gasped and smacked Kal hard on the shoulder.
"Ow! Hey!"
"I'm not 'losing my bra.' I mean honestly."
"Don't you want to show-"
"With Rowan... maybe. I don't know if things were quite that far along. But I really don't want to get that intimate with Bree. And definitely not with you."
"Ok, see, you're still seeing this wrong," Kal said. "It's not about me or Bree. I mean, it is a little, but mostly not. It's like... like..."
"You don't have a good explanation, do you? It's like you actually just want to check out my boobs."
Kal was silent just a moment too long. Jenny raised her eyebrows sharply.
"Kal? Say you don't actually want to see my boobs."
"Yeah, no, obviously it's not about that."
"Say I'm your sister and that'd be weird, and it's already weird us doing what we're doing."
"Jenny..."
"Say it!"
"Or what?"
"Kal!"
Kal threw his hands up. "You've got a nice rack, ok?"
"Oh jesus."
"I mean everyone agrees. Rowan likes it-"
"He's allowed."
"-Bree appreciates it on some level, I'm sure. And... yes, ok, it's a little weird, but maybe I wouldn't mind seeing more. With the bra off."
Jenny curled up and covered her face with her hands. "I knew this was a bad idea."
Kal just watched her for a minute. "I'm ruining this, aren't I?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"It's probably just 'cause I'm a bit turned on. That's probably all it is."
"That doesn't make it better."
"No 'cause like, it's just because you're here, probably. Not anything weird."
Jenny glared sidelong at Kal. "That's worse."
"How is that worse?"
"Because it means... I'm just a set of nice tits to you. When you're horny, anyway. You start getting hard and hey, me being your sister means nothing. That's fucked."
"Well I didn't mean it like that."
"No?"
"No."
"Well great. Good for you."
The siblings sat in silence for a long, uncomfortable pause.
"Maybe I shouldn't have let this go on," Kal said eventually.
"Probably not," Jenny agreed.
"I was enjoying it though."
"Yes, I am aware."
"Not just... not quite as bad as I made it sound, ok? I'm just worried I'll make it worse."
Jenny arched an eyebrow. "Worse? How?"
Kal shrugged. "You know. Like if I only just realized how much you'd grown. And if maybe it caught me by surprise, but... but it was kind of fascinating. Exciting, even."
"Excuse me?"
"Hey, I said it'd make things worse."
Jenny sucked on her lip. "So it's still just because you're horny and-"
"Nah, that's the problem. I don't think it's that. I just think that it's the confluence of what we're doing and what I'm feeling that let me realize." Kal glanced cautiously at his sister. "You got hot. It snuck up on me. And it's all, like, intriguing and forbidden and stuff."
"Forbidden 'cause I'm your sister."
"Right."
"... you think I'm hot?"
"That's what I'm saying."
Jenny squirmed. "That's still bad."
"I know."
"But maybe a little less bad."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Maybe. I mean it's still not good, but at least it's, like, partly to do with me and not just my tits."
Kal nodded. "It's definitely not just them. Just... they were kind of the focus is all. I might have zeroed in a little too heavily there."
"You really want to see them?"
"Nah. I mean, I do. But it's probably best if we don't go there, right?"
Jenny shrugged and nodded. "Probably." She glanced cautiously at her brother. "But what if we did, though?"
"What?"
"Like, we still want to get Bree to show you her boobs, right? So if I show mine..."



Kal gave Jenny a funny look. "Didn't we just establish that you didn't-"
"I don't mind," Jenny said quickly. "As long as it's not... not like..." She scratched her ear anxiously. "It's ok if you like seeing me," she said quietly. "As long as it's not for bad reasons."
Kal sighed. "I'm not gonna understand this, am I?"
"Most likely not."
"But you want to... take your top off? Everything?"
Jenny refused to make eye contact. "I think so. Just to seduce Bree and Rowan. Not for anything weird."
"But I'm definitely going to see."
"Mmhm."
"And that's ok?"
"Yes."
"Because..."
"Because I said so. As long as I'm not just a nice pair of tits to you."
Kal smiled, soft and crooked. "Never just that, I assure you."
****
Rowan's eyes widened and he smiled appreciatively. "Damn. There they are."
Bree stretched and yawned. "We finally get something? About time. Thought they were gonna bail on us."
"Oh we got something alright."
Bree took a moment, then she too grinned wide. She ruffled Rowan's hair fondly. "Haha, there they are alright. She looks good topless, huh?"
"Very good."
"And that shy, innocent little smile. Unf."
Rowan gave his sister a weird look. "Wait, are you into her too?"
"Of course not."
"That was a weird sound to-"
"I'm not into her, but don't show me a pic like that and expect me not to appreciate it. I mean... improve the lighting a little, adjust her pose a bit, that could be professional quality right there. Like she's a model or something."
"What, like a nude model?"
"Jenny could pull it off."
Rowan nodded. "Agreed."
"Got that innocent look, but like, in that wicked hot kind of way."
"Seriously though."
"I mean, less innocent with her brother right there."
"Oh yeah," Rowan said. "Him."
Bree grinned. "You forget about him?"
"Not exactly. Just... wasn't important."
"You really got a thing for Jenny, huh?"
"I don't know if I'd say that."
"You were so busy staring at her you forgot she's snuggling with her brother."
Rowan shook his head. "Nah. Just, like, in comparison to feeling your boobs, it doesn't quite hit the same level."
Bree snorted. "That's all it takes, is it? One feel and you're immune to inappropriate sibling stuff?"
"To be fair, I had to grab you a couple times before we got the right shot."
"Ha, yeah. Ok." Bree twirled her hair thoughtfully on one finger. "Wanna do that again?"
"... bra on or off?"
"Well it's gotta be off. We can't let them win."
"You're such a bad influence on me."
Bree laughed softly. "Yeah, yeah. Corrupting you. I know. Now let me get in your lap. I have a good idea."
****
"Unf. Damn," Kal said.
"That's... oh wow. That's so bad," Jenny said, awestruck just the same as her brother.
Bree had taken a picture with her pressed right up to Rowan in his lap, chest to chest. The look on her face was downright cat-like and evil.
"Lucky guy," Kal murmured.
"Her brother," Jenny reminded him reflexively.
"I know."
"Like... her boobs are pressed right up on him."
"Mmhm. Pity you can't even see nipple though."
"Ask. I'm sure she'll oblige."
Kal nodded and typed away on his phone. Jenny found herself watching anxiously for a reply. A few moments later, another picture came through with Bree teasingly showing a more frontal angle, though still sitting in Rowan's lap.
In fact, Rowan's arm was around Bree, his hand dangerously close to her breast.
"Good call," Kal said.
"Thanks," Jenny replied absently. "You want to... should we..."
"Should we what?"
"You know. Get a bit closer. Like them."
"... like how?"
"Like... like..." Jenny blushed furiously. "Do you want to touch me some?"
"For real?"
"Not my boobs or anything. But... tease it maybe."
Kal grinned. "Oh I can tease. You're getting into this, aren't you?"
"I've been into it from the start."
"No. This is more."
"Uh uh."
"Yuh huh. Now hold still."
"What are- hey! Bad!"
Jenny struggled as Kal gently tackled her backward on the couch. She fell into frantic giggles as he lay atop her grinning right back.
Jenny hid her face as Kal started trying to snap a good picture of them entangled together. It wouldn't make a difference. Everyone would know it was her. But she just couldn't face the camera.
Her stupid heart was pounding way too hard too. She wasn't sure what that was about. It didn't even seem to be about Rowan seeing her. It was something more than that. Something... something to do with her brother.
Fuck. What even was it though?
She could shove him away. Ask him just to get off her. And instead she hid shyly, wrestled playfully, and felt all kinds of terribly thrilling tingles skitter through her.
****
"Fuuuccck," Bree said. Her hand drifted down between her legs and she squeezed her thighs together over it.
"Are you... masturbating?" Rowan asked.
"What? No."
"Your hand's-"
"Shut up. I'm... I mean yeah, I'm turned on, sure. I'm not rubbing myself in front of you though." Bree brought her hand back from between her thighs and pointed a finger firmly at Rowan. "Don't even think I'm gonna show you that."
"What even makes you think I'd want to see it?"
"How hard you've been staring at me. That's what. I'm not even sure if you're staring more at me or Jenny anymore."
"Obviously Jenny. I mean, this new pic... damn. Wish she didn't hide her face. But... it's pretty fucking cute though."
"Hell yeah it is. And Kal just, like, taking control like that? You can tell she wasn't expecting it."
"You can?"
"You can't?"
Rowan shrugged. "I dunno. Maybe."
"Well you know what we have to do."
"... no. Don't look at me like that."
"Like what?"
"You've got that dangerous look. It's been getting worse this whole time."
Bree grinned. "Don't you trust me? It's all gonna be fun. I promise."
"Is there no limit to how much you intend to corrupt me?"
"I think we're to a point we're both getting corrupted."
Rowan swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. "Oh."
"Stop shifting. It's not hiding that tent in your pants."
"I... shut up."
"Rowan?"
"Yeah?"
"Give me your phone."
"Why?"
"So you don't drop it when I... do this."
Bree tackled Rowan in a very similar move to what Kal had used on Jenny. Rowan, however, didn't really even pretend to fight back. He just let his sister climb atop him, stretch out across his length, and press against him all warm and devilish.
"You can feel me up a little if you want," Bree said in a hushed tone. "It'll make a better picture."
"Right," Rowan croaked in a rather undignified voice. "The picture."
Bree's grin got impossibly wide as one of his hands landed on her ass. "Bad brother," she whispered, already turning her head to set up the shot.
****
"What did they do this time?" Jenny asked, her voice low and shaky.
"Copied us, kinda."
"Kinda?"
"Well... I think they're having more fun with it."
"I think it'd be dangerous to have more fun."
Kal kissed her shoulder, eliciting a small burst of electric tingles from the contact.
"That's one way to look at it," he admitted.
Jenny whimpered and squirmed, but she had nowhere to go. She was firmly pinned down by her brother.
"Kal?"
"Yeah?"
"You're... really, really hard."
"I am. Sorry about that."
Jenny gasped as she felt him grinding on her ever so slightly, but more than enough to get a reaction from her. She clutched at him, paradoxically seeking comfort from his closeness, even though said closeness was exactly the problem.
"Kal?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you want to kiss me?"
"... for the next picture?"
"Sure. Yeah. For that. For... for Rowan. And Bree."
"They'll like that, huh?"
Jenny met Kal's eyes for a brief second before his face was too close to hers. She closed her eyes and waited that painful few seconds until their lips met.
"They will," she whispered.
****
"Got bad news for you, bro," Bree said.
"Hm?"
Bree smiled lopsidedly. Judging by Rowan's face buried in her cleavage and his hands sneaking down the back of her pants, she wasn't sure he'd be all that bothered, really.
"Look at this fuckin' kiss," Bree said, half-breathless as Rowan lavished adoration on her body. "I don't think you have a chance with Jenny. She loves her brother way, way too much."
"What?"
"I mean just look. Like, I wouldn't have guessed. They've never had a thing, have they?"
Rowan finally looked too. "Damn. Wow. Yeah, you're right. I mean, I don't think they were ever a thing. But how would you know?"
"They wouldn't have gone for this if they were. Had to have just happened." Bree's lips twitched in amusement. "But your little Jenny might have had a thing for her brother all along. Who knows?"
"She's not my Jenny."
"Definitely not now."
"... should we kiss?"
Bree giggled. "Nah. That'd be weird."
"That's what would be weird?"
"Unf. Well that and the way you're molesting my ass. You tryin' to get a finger up my butt or what?"
"... well I wasn't. But maybe..."
"So bold, little brother. What if I had to stop you?"
Rowan tilted his head. "What? And stop sending pictures?"
"You're right. I'm not ready to stop that just yet."
"Sure you don't want to kiss some?"
Bree mock-gasped. "You want to make out with your sis-ter? That's baaaddd."
"You think I can't feel you rubbing on me or what?"
"Only 'cause you're playing with my butt."
Rowan grinned. "Is that what does it for you?"
"I don't like how gleeful your tone is."
"Sorry."
Bree let Rowan grope her some more.
"We probably better get my pants off sooner or later," she suggested lightly.
The way Rowan's face lit up was priceless. "I vote sooner."
"Of course you do. But really, if you're going to have your hands all over me anyway, might as well get a pic out of it."
****
"Mmph. That was... a new... picture," Jenny said breathlessly.
"I heard," Kal confirmed.
"Should we... look?"
"Kinda... want to... keep kissing you."
Jenny couldn't argue the sentiment. They were locked into some furious making out, their phones lying forgotten within arm's reach.
Jenny's heart thudded out of control. She could barely suck in enough oxygen between kisses, yet she was just as aggressive as Kal in their makeouts. Their hands were everywhere over each other.
It was unbelievable how into this she was. How much her brother turned her on. How he made her melt into a horny little mess of a sister.
And Kal just kept grinding on her. He was so damn hard. Hard for her. For his baby sister who'd grown up and 'got hot' as he put it. Those words in particular kept ringing through Jenny's head. And the way Kal looked at her when they weren't too busy sloppily making out. There was something new there. New and dangerously enticing.
Kal gave Jenny a last kiss, then made firm eye contact for a moment as he crawled backward. He leaned down, trailing kisses past her chin, neck, and breasts. He spent more time on her boobies than anywhere else, but kept going past them too.
"Are you going to lick my pussy?" Jenny asked, feeling not a part of her own body, too floaty and weightless to be real in the moment.
"Is it ok if I do?"
Jenny moaned softly, then just nodded.
"Then yeah, I think I am," Kal said.
Jenny grabbed blindly for her phone, then snapped a pic of Kal kissing her tummy, and another as he wrestled with her pants. While she had a free moment, she checked the last shot that Rowan and Bree had sent.
"Bree's got her pants off," Jenny reported.
"Panties?"
"Still on."
"Then we'll be ahead in a minute."
Jenny absently took another picture of Kal reaching for her panties. "I don't think it's a competition anymore."
"Maybe not. We can still try and win though."
Jenny closed her legs, though her panties were already halfway down her thighs. Kal gave her a questioning look.
"It's not a competition," Jenny repeated. "I don't... I don't let many boys lick me. It can't be about that."
"Do many boys try?"
"Kal!"
"Sorry." Kal crawled back up to kiss Jenny some more, leaving her underwear alone for the moment. "You're right," he said softly. "We don't even have to share that part. I just... really want to."
"How bad?"
"Really bad." Kal grinned cautiously, but with a hint of a smirk. "You know I saw your pussy already just now."
"I know."
"I have to taste it, Jen. I have to."
"You have to?"
"It's so pretty. So perfect. And... and it's yours."
"That makes it better?" Jenny asked.
"You know it does." Kal stroked her cheek. "I've felt like I was in love before and everything, but I don't think I've ever actually truly loved any girl I've been with. Not, like, in a long-term kind of way."
Jenny gasped. "What? You don't love me like that."
"No. But I love you as my sister. And I know it's a weird way to come at it from, but it's real love."
Jenny turned her head, blushing furiously. Kal gently turned it back toward him.
"You love me?" Jenny asked, her voice a near-whisper.
"Of course."
"And you want to lick me?"
"I really do. But like I say, we don't have to share that part. No one else has to know."
Jenny made big, shining eyes at her brother. "I want you to lick me."
Kal smiled and kissed her, then scooted backward again. The first touch of his tongue to Jenny's soaking wet little pussy was magical.
With trembling hands, Jenny lifted her phone to capture the image of her brother with his face buried in her snatch.
****
Bree and Rowan both had their pants off. Bree was happily grinding around in Rowan's lap, working his hardon with only their underwear between them.
Rowan sucked on her tits and groped her ass to his heart's content. Every now and then he sucked on one of his fingers and tried to slip it down her panties and up her bum. Bree was amused and mildly aroused by the continued attempts, though he hadn't succeeded yet.
Upon receiving a new buzz from her phone, Bree reached across, deliberately shoving her boobies even harder in her brother's face, and languidly pulled her phone back to check it.
"Whassit this time?" Rowan mumbled around Bree's boobs.
Bree smiled cat-like. "Oh it's good," she purred.
"What?"
"Your little girlfriend is being so very bad."
"Not my girlfriend. What's she doing?"
"More like what she's letting her brother do. And what she's taking pictures of."
"You're tryin' to make me curious, aren't you?" Rowan said, finally lifting his head away from Bree's chest.
"Maybe a little." Bree held her phone so Rowan couldn't see the screen. "Out of curiousity, without looking at this, what do you want to do next?"
Rowan's eyes flicked back and forth from the phone to Bree. "I don't think I want to tell you that."
Bree's smile widened. "Aw, you're blushing."
"Am not."
"Are." Bree's fingers traced lightly along Rowan's warm cheek. "Must be naughty."
"Everything is right now. That shouldn't be a shock."
"True. But it's even dirtier though, isn't it?"
"... maybe."
"Worse than the finger you keep trying to sneak in my bum?"
Rowan met Bree's eyes, still blushing. "You have a nice ass, ok?" he said quietly.
"You're not wrong."
"And, like, it's never been a possibility to ever do anything more than maybe sneak some peeks every now and then. And today... today it's different."
"Ooh. Only like me for my butt, huh?"
Rowan shook his head. "That's not-"
"Actually no, tits and ass both, am I right?"
"You know that's not it."
"You're awfully obsessed with them."
"Well sure. I mean, they're great. But a lot of that's 'cause it's you."
Bree's casual smirk faltered just a little at the sincerity in her brother's voice.
"What about me?" Bree asked more seriously.
"I don't know. Just... it's better. It's more intense. It feels right."
Bree quietly examined Rowan's face, searching his eyes, his expression.
"You have a thing for me?"
"... maybe? I don't know that I ever really thought about it, but maybe." Rowan slid his hands reverently up and down Bree's nearly naked body. "All I know is you're in my lap like this, and I can't help feeling like this is a dream come true that I didn't even know I had." Rowan cupped Bree's tits, then let his hands fall back down to her hips. "My beautiful sister."
"Unf. You asshole. You take something fun and stupid and you gotta go and make me start feeling things."
"You telling me you weren't already?"
"Not that I'd admit." Bree ran a hand through Rowan's hair. "So for real though, assuming I'm feeling some things too, which I may or may not be, what dirty little thought do you have in mind?"
Rowan swallowed visibly. "To... to do with you?"
"Ideally, or it'll rather spoil the mood."
"... you were right about me liking your ass."
"Mmm." Bree rocked her hips, grinding harder on Rowan's erection. "I know."
Rowan stared at her, calculating. Bree kept teasing him, wondering what he was possibly thinking. The only halfway obvious idea she could simply dismiss. There was no way he was contemplating actual butt sex. Her pervy little brother wouldn't make a leap like that.
Bree was caught by surprise when Rowan pushed her off and repositioned the both of them. She cooperated fully in spite of her lack of preparedness, too curious and horny to have any intention of fighting him.
For a second or two, she thought she was wrong and Rowan actually was going to try to fuck her butt. Bree went so gushy at the thought, the forbidden promise of it. It was way too horny to be real, her own brother throwing her around and taking her ass. Even more surprising than Rowan's action was Bree's realization that she'd let him if he tried.
Bree went face down, ass up on the couch at her brother's insistence. She was quivering and trembling to an extent that would have been flat out embarrassing if she thought Rowan noticed.
"That's what you want, huh?" Bree asked, her voice somehow remaining steady.
"That's what I want," Rowan confirmed as he peeled down her panties.
"You got so bold all of a sudden," Bree said, sticking her ass up just a little higher, fully aware that Rowan was being presented with the most forbidden of sisterly delights.
Rowan didn't answer. He spread her butt cheeks and stuck his face between them like eating ass was his job.
Bree's eyes rolled back. She marveled at the audacity even as she enjoyed every thrilling second of it.
"Bad brotherrr," she breathed.
Rowan didn't bother answering. His tongue lapped at her so enthusiastically, lavishing attention on her tight little bumhole.
And he hadn't even seen Jenny's pic.
Bree continued to tremble as she raised her phone. The juxtaposition of Jenny's portrait of sibling cunnilingus and her own brother's vicious attack on her ass was heady and decadent to the point of excess.
"You weren't even supposed to be seducing me," Bree mumbled.
Rowan took a brief pause in his oral assault. "Who seduced who?" he demanded.
"Don't blame this on me."
"Oh I blame you," Rowan confirmed.
And he went right back to it, eating his big sister's booty.
****
Jenny was luxuriating in Kal's continued licking of her delicate little pussy. He'd already made her cum once, and didn't seem to have any intention of stopping. Nor did she intend to stop the magic anytime soon.
Pictures back and forth with the other siblings they were ostensibly seducing had been coming further and further apart. It was very understandable, nevertheless Jenny felt a surge of excitement when another one arrived. She desperately wanted to see what Rowan and Bree were up to.
Kal looked up with questioning eyes, though his mouth didn't leave its latched on position at Jenny's pretty pussy.
"It's a weird angle," Jenny said, answering her brother's unspoken question in a soft pant. "But I'm pretty sure he's eating her butt."



Kal's eyebrows went up.
"Don't look at me like that," Jenny chided. "Just keep... ooh... keep licking me like that."
Jenny turned back to her phone. Somehow her and Bree were the only ones with hands free. Jenny hesitated a moment, then started typing.
"Rowan's really eating your butt?"
Jenny waited a moment, then, "Yep!"
"Damn."
"I know. He's surprisingly good at it too."
Jenny paused even longer thinking about her next text.
"Should I get Kal to do that?"
"If you do, send evidence."
Jenny snorted in amusement, then moaned as Kal licked her clitty just right.
"I was supposed to be flirting with Rowan. What happened to that?"
"Don't know. Guess you did it wrong."
Jenny glanced down at Kal, biting her lip softly. Yeah, something had gone wrong. But somehow it had gone very right too. The pounding emotion inside her wasn't all just from the delightful tingles in her pussy and clit. There was something deeper there too. Something she never would have know could even exist if not for this wonderfully disastrous flirtation.
"Kal?" Jenny asked in a quiet, cute little voice.
"Hm?"
"Do you want to lick my bum?"
Kal raised his head, lips and chin shining from Jenny's wetness. He gave a soft, strangled groan.
Jenny's eyes were big and hopeful, but instead of flipping her over or ignoring her request entirely and going right back to her happy little pussy, Kal stood up off the couch. Jenny panicked for a second, thinking she'd somehow done something wrong. That panic was quelled when he started frantically undoing his pants.
"You're so hard," Jenny said.
Kal snorted. "And whose fault is that?"
"It looks... kind of painful. Does it hurt?"
"It's getting there. Here I thought I should try and show some small restraint, and you go and ask me something like that. About your bum. I could blame Rowan I suppose, but-"
"Bree. I was talking to Bree."
"Yeah, well, either way."
Kal knelt back on the couch. Jenny instinctively closed up her legs, though she wasn't totally sure why. Kal ran his fingertips lightly over her knees and inner thighs, and without the slightest hint of force cause Jenny to drop her guard and slowly spread herself wide open for him again.
She was scared of what he wanted from her, but not because she didn't want it. More because she wanted it so bad it ached. Just looking at her brother right now was giving her an overflow of feeling and emotion that she couldn't properly handle.
"Kal?"
"Yeah?"
Kal positioned himself between Jenny's legs. He had one gentle hand on each hip, and his angrily hard cock settled itself snugly against her pussy.
Jenny was speechless for a moment, lost in the sensation and swirling emotion. She just wanted him to rub harder, really grind on her. To go... inside.
"Kal!" she said urgently.
"What?"
"Can we... can we go to a bed? Yours or mine? Just... a proper bed?"
Kal was visibly reluctant to pull away from her. She felt the same. But she felt it was necessary. If they were going to do this, it shouldn't be here the first time. Not on the couch. In some ways it didn't matter, but in other ways it really did.
"Yeah, Jen," he said. "And... god I hate to say this, but if you want me to stop you can tell m-"
"I don't! I don't want you to stop. Just... not here."
"Thank fuck."
Jenny giggled at the relief in his voice. "You want me that bad?"
"Unf. You have no idea."
"Yes I do." Jenny stood up, and happily didn't even wobble though her legs threatened it. She posed with more confidence than she felt. "But I think it's funny how bad you want to take your baby sister to bed."
Kal's eyes were absolutely smoldering. "Grab your things," he croaked.
"What?"
"We shouldn't leave our clothes for Mom or Dad to find, yeah?"
"Oh. Oh shit, right. Didn't even think of that."
"It's smart going to one of our rooms. We could have been caught so easily. I wouldn't have heard anything."
Jenny nodded. The threat had been real, but even upon realizing it she didn't let it bother her. She was halfway certain she wouldn't even have minded being caught with Kal between her legs.
"I might not even have noticed," Jenny said. "Especially if you were doing that thing with your tongue."
Kal gave her a light swat on the bum and started swiping discarded clothes off the floor. "Come on. Grab some things."
Jenny held both their phones and picked a few articles off the floor. She made sure to let Kal grab her panties. She noted they were embarrassingly wet.
She then scampered off to her room, well aware of her brother's hungry gaze following her. She dumped the clothes on the floor, positioned their phones handily within reach on her bedside table, then took a moment in her mirror trying to straighten out her mussed hair and look halfway presentable.
Kal was just behind her. He added to the pile on the floor, then carefully closed and locked the door behind him. Jenny listened to her heart pound as Kal stalked silently closer, approaching his trembling prey.
"What you doing in the mirror?" he whispered in her ear.
"My hair... it's messy."
"Looks good. Looks like you're... you know."
Jenny shook her head. "I want to-"
"Doesn't matter," Kal said with a kiss on her bare shoulder. "I need you in bed. Now."
"Unf. But-"
"Now, my darling sister." His cock was so hard and throbbing against her, leaking all over her backside. "You couldn't possibly make yourself any more beautiful than you already are anyway."
Jenny blushed furiously, made worse by the fact that they both could see her red face in the mirror. "Liar."
Kal kissed her on the cheek this time, rubbing even harder up against her. "Jen?"
"Hm?"
"I'm going to toss you into bed."
"... ok."
Jenny felt like she was floating, though it really wasn't a particularly long trip before she was bouncing on her mattress. She still felt like the world wasn't quite real. Her brother landing on top of her all naked, smiling, and erect wasn't helping anything.
She spread her legs wide and watched Kal curiously, and with the most adoring eyes she felt she could ever produce. She didn't quite believe the line about how beautiful she was, but the way he looked at her just now, it might well be the truth.
Recalling Bree's earlier comment, Jenny couldn't help a fit of soft giggling. Kal just raised an eyebrow, even as he rubbed his cock over her soaking wet pussy.
"I think we flirted wrong," Jenny offered by way of explanation.
Kal grinned back. "You could say that." A tender hand went to her cheek. "Or maybe... maybe this was the best possible outcome."
"Well I'm not arguing it's not. Just... brothers and sisters aren't meant to end up like this. That's not usual for flirting."
"No. It isn't." Kal leaned in and kissed Jenny deeply. "I think it just means everyone else has been getting it wrong."
"Snnrrk. You idiot."
"Name calling!"
"Shush. Just... fuck, Kal. Stop just teasing me."
"Good. I can't keep that up anyway."
Jenny had to close her eyes entirely as Kal sank into her, filling up her precious pussy. It was overwhelming. Too much. Too perfect.
And even still, by some facet of her that couldn't be stopped now, Jenny fumbled around until she found her phone by touch. She had to open her eyes to take the picture, but luckily seeing her and Kal's joining through the phone was just enough separation that she could handle it. She could process.
"I need a shot," Jenny whispered.
Kal smiled, moving so decadently slow inside her. "I know."
****
Rowan was obsessed. Knowing his big sis had a fantastic ass was one thing. Something he could have admitted even before today. But living the dream was something else entirely.
It wasn't just that Bree's ass turned out to be absolutely perfect and an utter joy to eat out, but also the fact that he and Bree were doing this at all. Those noises she made were sounds Rowan never thought he'd hear from her. It turned him on so damn hard knowing that he was making his sister feel good with his mouth.
"Damn, dude," Bree purred. "Why haven't I been making you do this every day? We've been stuck home together bored to tears and everything. And I coulda had this treatment all that time? Missed opportunity."
Rowan privately agreed, but he just grunted affirmative rather than taking his tongue away from Bree's delicious butthole.
"You'd just keep going 'til your tongue fell off, wouldn't you?" Bree cooed, not sounding the least bit perturbed by Rowan's exuberance. Bree held up her phone. "Alas, I really think I have to show you this."
Rowan was at first curious, then straight up shocked. He lifted his head for a better view.
"Is that-"
"Yep."
"In her-"
"Uh huh."
Rowan's eyes flicked down to Bree's ass, then back to the phone. He swallowed hard. The copious and endless spit he'd been bestowing on his sister's tight bumhole only increased in volume as yet naughtier thoughts occurred to him. He very nearly drooled in quite literal fashion.
"Is that a suggestion?" he asked, voice cracking slightly.
Bree grinned back at him over her shoulder. "Do you really think I'd show you Jenny with her brother's cock in pussy and possibly suggest that-"
The front door opened. Bree and Rowan both froze instantly.
"Bree? Rowan? I'm home."
The sibs looked at each other wild-eyed and scared out of their wits. Then Rowan panicked even harder as Bree's face changed and she peeked her head up over the back of the couch.
"Hey, Mom."
Rowan ducked down further and hissed at his sister. "What the hell are you doing?"
"Answering Mom," Bree whispered back. "Duh."
"Bree? You in the living room?"
"Yeah, Mom."
Rowan curled up in a ball and sent silent prayers off to anyone listening. If there was a god of Not Being Caught Naked With Your Sister, now was certainly the time to make that discovery.
"Have you seen your brother around?" their mom asked, audibly stepping into the doorway.
"Just saw him," Bree answered truthfully, still just allowing her head to be seen.
"Are either of you hungry? I'm thinking dinner might be later. I need to jump in the shower, and I think your father might be a little late getting home and-"
"I'm fine," Bree said. "And Rowan was just snacking on something." She beamed with false innocence. "Why don't you run a bath. Me and Rowan can take care of supper."
Rowan felt sure the suggestion would get them caught for sure. Bree was being far too glib for his comfort. And yet...
"Sure. That sounds nice, thanks sweetie. I could use a nice soak after the day I've had."
"Go do it, Mom," Bree said. "We've just been bored all day anyway. I should have thought of getting something together already."
"Your brother won't mind being volunteered, will he?"
"I'll persuade him somehow."
"That a girl."
Rowan didn't unfold himself until their mother's footsteps had echoed out of hearing distance.
Bree grinned down at him like he was a funny puppy.
"You're playing with fire," Rowan said.
"I bought us time, didn't I?"
"Technically."
"Technically is good enough. Come on."
"Where?"
"My room."
"Your room?"
Bree gave Rowan a Look. "I don't know about you, but I'm turned on as all hell. Your fault, by the way," she said, poking Rowan in the chest. "If you think I'm giving up my chance to ride you, you're-"
"You're serious?"
"Of course."
"You... you mean sex?"
Bree giggled. "Oh my sweet baby brother. Yes. I do." She leaned in close and whispered. "Probably in my butt."
"You-"
"If you want. You seemed to like it, and it's safer that way."
Rowan stayed frozen, trying way too hard to process everything.
"Come onnn," Bree said, slightly exasperated. "I wouldn't think I'd have to convince you to-"
"Our clothes."
"What?"
"We shouldn't leave them."
"Oh yeah. Good call."
Much like Jenny and Kal, though they didn't know it, Bree and Rowan collected bundles of their things and scampered off toward safety. Unlike their counterparts, they had to sneak past their parents' room, hoping their mother wouldn't choose just the wrong moment to peek out into the hallway.
"Think she's naked in there already?" Bree wondered aloud.
"Don't start with me."
"Your dick twitched a little when I said that though."
"No it didn't. It's just 'cause we're moving."
"Uh huh. Sure."
"It's not... shut up."
"You've got- mmph!"
Rowan tackled Bree through her doorway, discarding their clothes and pressing hornily to her. They fumbled to close and lock her door while pressed together, frantically kissing and groping one another.
"Good. I was beginning to think you didn't want me bad enough," Bree mumbled around her brother's searching lips.
"I don't want to get caught balls deep inside you."
"Inside your sis-ter?"
"You think it's funny, don't you?"
"I think it's fucking hot that we almost got caught, sure."
"And what if we actually get caught?"
Bree shrugged. "We didn't."
She shoved Rowan back to her bed. He stumbled and fell to his back. He just lay there while watching Bree glide around the room.
Bree cheekily snapped a quick pic of him lying out naked, hardon sticking straight up and drooling. In practically the same motion, before he could protest her delay, she was already snagging a shoebox out from under her bed.
"What ya got there?"
Bree came up with a bottle of lube. "Secret toy box."
"Toy box?"
"Naughty toys."
"Naturally. Um... what kind of-"
"I might show you some time. If you're good. It's not overly impressive, really, but it works."
Rowan stared at his sister with full appreciation. And not just because she was now kneeling on the bed, a pair of lubed fingers slipping up her bum. The fact that he couldn't quite see what she was doing made it so much more tantalizing. That and how recently he'd been tonguing that very same forbidden hole.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" Bree asked.
Rowan blinked and shook his head slightly. "Like what?"
"A little too intensely."
"No, just... I don't know. This is so amazing, and... you're amazing."
Bree gave Rowan a disbelieving look, but her hand seemed to still be moving, her fingers still working her slippery little bumhole.
"Funny what a promise of anal will do for a boy's opinion."
"It's not that," Rowan said.
"It's not?"
"... well it's partly that. Partly your ass. Partly, like, other sexy stuff."
"Tits?"
"Those too, yes. You're making this difficult."
"Shoulda said I was making this hard," Bree said, grinning as she flicked Rowan's cock with her free hand.
Rowan groaned softly at the small contact. He was so painfully aroused.
"I'm gonna cum too fast," Rowan mumbled regretfully.
Bree didn't seem bothered by the possibility. "So? Not like we're stopping at one anyway."
"How do you know?"
"I know."
"Do we have time?"
"Maybe. Probably. We'll see."
Rowan sighed. "You know the weird thing is even though you're being flippant, I still believe you know what you're doing."
"Dude, I'm about to fuck my brother. I don't even believe I know what I'm doing."
"And yet I trust you. I think that's part of what I was trying to get at. Like... just that it's you. I trust you. I love you. And yeah, you're super hot and I'm hornier than I've ever, ever been, but I don't think any of that would be nearly the same if you weren't... you. My sister."
Bree pounced on Rowan and kissed him aggressively as he finished speaking.
"You ass," she said.
"What?"
"I was trying to ignore that stuff. I just really need you in me right now."
"You still can have me. I'm all yours."
"Well you kind of throw things off when you go and make me feel things and need to kiss you and stuff."
Rowan grinned at Bree's attempt to both look annoyed with him and ferociously make out at the same time.
"So sorry."
"I know you're not."
Bree slowly sat up, reluctantly dragging herself away from Rowan's mouth. Her ass was already brushing his cock, and as she moved she deliberately pushed against it, nearly sitting right on his erection.
"Unf."
Bree's lips quirked. "You like that?"
"You know I do."
She retrieved her bottle of lube and carelessly drizzled some on Rowan's cock, slicking both him and her butt as she kept grinding gently on him.
"You love that you're still gonna get my booty, don't you?"
"... I do kind of love that, yes."
"Lucky little brother."
"Who's to say you're not the lucky one?"
Bree fully smirked at Rowan as she positioned her butt just right and held his cock steady, then lowered herself onto his shaft.
Bree's eyelids fluttered and she sucked in a sharp, intense breath as Rowan's cock popped inside her. Despite the obvious burst of pleasure she must feel, Rowan was immediately ready to concede that yes, he was a tremendously lucky little brother.
His big sister's ass. Not just his for the licking, but now actually slipping inside her, being engulfed by that perfect booty. Bree's booty. His one and only sister.
"You like that, huh?" Bree said, eyes shining with equal parts mischief and arousal.
"How do you just have the perfect ass?" Rowan asked. His hands slid up her thighs, reaching for her butt.
"Ooh, you really, really like it." Bree closed her eyes for a second, bouncing a little to really fill herself up with Rowan's cock. "Feels good?"
"Amazing," Rowan assured her, grabbing and massaging Bree's butt cheeks as she settled fully on him, burying his cock completely up her bum.
Bree wiggled around on Rowan, making them both groan.
"My ass all filled by my bro-ther," she cooed.
Then, reluctantly, Bree lifted herself fully off him. Rowan panicked almost as badly as when they'd nearly been caught by their mom.
"What are you doing?"
"Relax. We need a shot of it, don't we?
Bree turned around and carefully sat back down on Rowan's cock, this time with her ass facing him. It felt just as tight and incredibly naughty, plus the brand new bonus of getting to see himself sinking into Bree's bumhole. Watching his shaft disappearing and being swallowed entirely up his sister's booty was worth the momentary lack of contact.
Rowan fumbled for his phone, unwilling to take his eyes off Bree slowly lifting and lowering herself even for a second. Her tight butthole dragged up and down his shaft, perfectly conforming to him at all times.
Rowan snapped a pic. He'd been wondering about permanently saving some of the day's pictures, and now he knew for sure they'd all have to go to a special folder hidden away somewhere. He couldn't ever get rid of the evidence, even if it was stupid as hell to keep images of him and Bree and everything they'd been up to.
But he couldn't give this up. Not ever.
In fact...
"What are you doing?" Bree asked, watching curiously over her shoulder even as she continued to ride Rowan.
"Nothing."
"You are too. That phone's still pointed at me."
"Maybe."
"You're taking a video!"
"... maaayyybe."
Bree actually sped up. "Bad brother!" She moaned low in her throat. "Make sure I get a copy too."
"Of course."
****
Kal pounded Jenny's little pussy. He couldn't get enough of her cute whimpering and squealing, and the absolutely adorable, pouty eyes she made at him whenever he even thought about taking it easier.
They were both lost in it now. There was nothing rational remaining, really. Neither of them had intended to go this far, but now that they were here, they were trapped by their own passions. Quite willingly.
Jenny stared up at Kal, still flushed and panting from cumming on his cock.
"You close?" she asked.
"Unf. Yeah."
"Will you... do it inside?"
"... is that what you want?"
Jenny bit her lip, looking almost shy. "It'll make a better picture if you do," she said quietly.



"Ha, right. The picture."
She pulled him down. Kal submitted easily to being brought close for more kisses.
"Maybe I'd really like it," Jenny admitted.
"I could just cum on you too, you know."
She shook her head quickly. "No. Inside."
"You're so bad. How did I not know how bad you were?"
Jenny squirmed beneath Kal, which only made him want to fuck her harder. She gripped his cock so nicely with her pussy, and her movements beneath drove him absolutely crazy. His own baby sis of all people.
"Not even sure I knew," Jenny admitted. Her eyes flashed somewhere between naive and dangerously in control. "Guess we found out together."
"Yeah we did."
Kal let Jenny grip him tight and lavish kisses upon him. He was so close to exploding in her. Inside his sister's pussy. And she wanted it. Maybe even more than he did. Maybe.
He couldn't say no at any rate. Certainly not now.
"Oh god, I'm gonna cum," Kal hissed.
Jenny latched even tighter on to him. "Yesss."
She encouraged him, urged him on. She generally displayed a more intense cum-lust than Kal would ever have suspected of his sister. But then, it was a day full of surprises.
Kal came deep in Jenny's snug little pussy. He pumped her full, messing her so very naughtily. She purred her affection right back as he emptied all that pent-up cum into her.
"You came in me," Jenny cooed softly, still clinging to him even after he stopped moving.
"I did." Kal gently nuzzled her, searching for lips to kiss. "How're you feeling about that?"
"Gooooddd."
"Good."
They cuddled and tenderly held each other for a time before Kal eventually pulled out. Jenny looked a bit regretful about it, and honestly Kal wasn't sure it was the right move either. However, once he'd pulled out, Jenny was quick to reach down and cautiously touch herself.
"How messy am I?"
Kal backed up to get a better view. "Spread yourself a little."
"Like that?"
"Ooh, yeah, there it is."
"Really messy?"
"Not bad. Do you-"
Kal looked up and found Jenny already handing him her phone. She didn't even seem embarrassed about it.
"Please?" she said.
"I feel we may have broken you."
"No. Just... I don't know. Just figuring some things out, maybe."
Kal frowned, but still got Jenny a good picture of her creampied pussy.
"What did you figure out?"
"... I mean the obvious thing is I like sex with my brother."
"Pff, yeah." Kal stretched out next to Jenny while she sent the picture off.
"Oh hey, we got some more from Rowan and Bree," Jenny said. "I missed that." She hesitated. "You don't think Rowan's gonna mind, do you?"
"Mind what?"
"... that I'm into someone different now?"
Kal smiled and kissed her shoulder. "Just like that?"
"Is that ok?"
"I really fucking hope so. I can guarantee Rowan isn't upset though."
"How?"
"Jen, you can see that pic of his dick up his sister's butt just as clearly as I can."
"Oh yeah. Guess that makes sense. Oh, there's a video too. That's weird. I wonder what... oh. Oh wow."
"Damn," Kal agreed. "That's... wow, yeah."
Silently, the sibs watched the short video together. Bree riding Rowan's cock, sliding him in and out of her bum like a total pro.
"Don't get any ideas," Jenny said absently, still glued to the action.
"... any ideas?"
"Like... no ideas like this. My bum can't do that."
"I mean, it could. But-"
"Kal!"
"Hey, I just mean technically. What I was gonna say is my idea is more like what if we, you know, just made you pussy a little messier."
Jenny grinned crookedly back at Kal. "You mean like go again?"
"You want to."
She nodded excitedly. "Could we even, like, take a video too."
Kal groaned. "You want a video of us fucking?"
"Yes?"
"... shit that sounds hot. Ok. But it only stays between us and Bree and Rowan, yeah?"
"Well duh. Obviously. Here, lemme be on top this time."
"You know I love the fuck out of you, Jen."
"Mmm, same. Lie back."
****
"I can't believe you got us roped into this," Rowan said.
Bree rolled her eyes. "Kept us out of trouble, didn't it?"
"Yeah, but... we had to get out of bed too."
"You're not wrong."
Rowan fidgeted a bit, then reached for Bree's skirt yet again. Bree sighed and didn't bother slapping his hand away this time. She was trying to prepare supper, and Rowan was oscillating between unhelpful and an active nuisance.
On the other hand, not that she'd admit it to him, she'd initially selected a short skirt with the intent of keeping him interested. She'd underestimated what he'd do with that interest, was all. Being in the kitchen, so very exposed to passing parents as it was, should have kept Rowan frustrated but generally behaving. In reality, behaving was just not happening.
"Leave my panties alone," Bree hissed.
"I just wanna check your butthole."
"You've checked it plenty. It's fine."
"What if more cum's leaking out?"
"It's not. And if it does for some reason, that's what my panties are for."
Rowan ignored her. Bree knew he would. She tried to ignore him in turn as he pulled her panties down just far enough to access her bumhole, then examined and lightly fingered her.
It wasn't really about making sure she was all closed up. They hadn't gone at it hard enough to leave a serious gape. Rowan just wanted more play time. That was pretty obvious.
The problem was Bree was still horny too, and only part of her wanted to stop him. A larger part wanted him to keep going.
"Are you trying to sneak a finger back in me?" Bree asked, already knowing the answer.
"Well you're still slippery."
"That doesn't mean it's a good idea right now."
"To be fair, none of what we've done has been a good idea."
"... that's actually a good point somehow."
Rowan kept fingering or licking Bree while she tried to stay focused. He had to stop sometimes when they heard footsteps, and his attempts at acting casual when their mom or dad walked by were basically hilarious. He had such a tent in his pants, and Bree made sure to rub up on it when she got the chance and tease him back some.
Actually eating dinner was a struggle for the both of them. They were so on edge and trying to act nonchalant.
Rather predictably, they ended up right back in Bree's room afterward, about as quickly as they could without arousing suspicion.
"You know we got a video back from Jenny and Kal?" Rowan said.
"Ooh, no. What is it?"
Rowan settled on Bree's bed to watch, and she snuggled right in with him.
"Damn," Rowan said.
"What a secret little porn star, huh?"
"I wouldn't go that far."
"I would. Look at her ride Kal. That's way better than porn, actually. Look at the love in those eyes. And the way she's moving her hips... fuuuccck."
Rowan nodded absent agreement, still enraptured by the sibling sex show. "Can we even top that?"
"We did anal."
"I know. Usually I'd say we win, but... look at her."
Bree sighed theatrically. "My booty's not even good enough, that what you're saying?"
"Not what I'm saying. Not even a little bit."
"'Cause it sounds like-"
Rowan growled, set his phone down, and rolled on top of Bree. "I want back in your ass so bad."
"Hehe, I couldn't tell."
"Maybe we forget trying to one up Jenny and Kal. Maybe we just... do our thing."
"You mean pound my butt, right?"
"That's exactly what I mean."
Bree pretended to have to think about it. The effect was lost as Rowan started nuzzling and kissing her neck, not waiting for her inevitable acquiescence.
"Maybe if we get a nice cummy gape," Bree mused aloud. "Send a pic of that."
Rowan feigned pained acceptance. "Well, if that's what it takes..."
"Mmm. A great sacrifice I'm sure. Now help me get my pants off."
****
Jenny was snuggled in warm with Kal. He was asleep. She'd dozed off with him, but was awake again now and didn't feel like going back to sleep just yet.
It was kind of weird to be lying naked in bed with her brother like that. It was amazing and all, but definitely new to her. She hadn't really had a chance to just sit and think all day. It had been little bursts of panicked thought, followed by pushing boundaries until they just fell over.
Now, in the dark, listening to Kal's heartbeat, Jenny could just smile and enjoy it. She was extremely glad not to regret any single thing they'd done all day. It would have been so easy to go back on some decisions. There were so many. She didn't want to though. Everything felt right.
Everything except possibly her inability to fall asleep again.
Jenny realized she was horny. She shouldn't have been. She'd had plenty of cums through the day. The naughtiest string of orgasms ever. And yet... she could go for more. She really could.
But Kal was asleep, and it seemed a sin to wake him. Jenny ran a finger tenderly up and down his bare chest. Her brother. Her darling big brother. All hers. It was so crazy, but made her so warm and fuzzy too.
Thinking of Kal as all hers reminded Jenny of the frankly ridiculous amount of sharing they'd also done. Another insane twist to the day. Documenting and sharing every bit of her sexual exploits with her brother. Unfathomable.
Jenny picked up her phone and quietly scrolled through a few things, returning to one of the videos Rowan had sent her. The one of him and Bree that started with her riding him, and ended with Rowan absolutely pounding his sister's tight booty. The way they showed off Bree's cummy bum at the very end was nothing short of pornographic. Worse, even, since Jenny knew them, and was well aware of their sibling relationship.
After playing with herself in the dark for a few minutes, Jenny sent off a quick text to Rowan. She was sure he'd be asleep, but hopeful that he wasn't. She was in luck.
"Still up?" Rowan wrote back. "Not still fucking, are you?"
Jenny grinned, eyes flicking to Kal. "No. Kal's asleep. Is it messed up that I'm still horny?"
"Nah. I kinda still am too."
"Really? You came so much in Bree. I saw it."
"Yeah, well... she's right here next to me, and it's hard not to think about sexy stuff. Even though I came plenty today."
"She's asleep?"
"Yeah."
Jenny toyed with a naughty thought for a moment, but it didn't take her long to decide. "Want to masturbate together?"
Rowan took a moment to respond too. "I do. I just wonder if weirdly that might be cheating somehow."
"Hm. Maybe. But I mean, I'm going to play with myself regardless. And I assume you will too. If we just do it together..."
Jenny let the sentence hang, already hopefully rubbing her pussy. Her eyes lit up in delight as Rowan initiated a video call. She answered immediately.
"Hey," she said.
"Hey. I can see your boobies."
"I know."
Jenny turned her phone to show off a quick flash of Kal next to her. Rowan did the same, showing off Bree's nakedly curled up form next to him.
"This has been a weird day," Rowan said.
"Mmhm. Are you..."
"Playing with myself?"
"Yeah. Are you?"
Rowan silently turned the phone down, showing off his other hand wrapped around his cock and slowly stroking. Jenny made a soft, strangled noise and rubbed herself faster. She showed him her fingers busy on her wet little pussy in return.
"You know, this morning I would have thought this was hot," Rowan said. "And it is. But..."
"I know. I kinda wish Kal was awake to play with instead. Feel bad waking him up though."
"... you want to hear a terrible idea?"
"Yes please."
"I've been thinking about, like, fucking Bree some more and seeing how long before she wakes up."
Jenny gasped, pressing her clit as a thrill ran through it. "That's baaaddd."
"I know."
"... do you think we could do it?"
"Don't see why not."
"And, like, keep the call going?"
"Unf. Genius. I love it."
Jenny grinned at Rowan and how turned on he was. Matching her own arousal very nicely.
"Let's see if we can get away with this. Gimme a sec to prop my phone up."
"Yeah. Same."
Jenny balanced her phone on her nightstand, carefully adjusting it so it showed everything, and hopefully wouldn't fall over. She kept an eye on Rowan's progress even as she planned her attack on her brother.
Pulling the covers off Kal was easy enough. Jenny felt a pang of mixed love and horniness as she gazed at him. She wasn't sure if she could get him hard without waking him, but as it turned out she absolutely could. Her gentle touches and caresses of his cock and balls got him all nicely stiff for her.
"How you doin'?" Jenny asked.
"Ok," Rowan said. "I can definitely lube Bree's bum up some more. I'm just not sure I'll be able to fuck her without her waking up immediately."
"All you can do is try. Kal's probably gonna wake up right away too. Got him hard already, at least."
Jenny spoke casually, but when she met Rowan's gaze in their phones for a second, she realized just how cavalier she was being about something that should have been impossible to even contemplate. She blushed and looked away, but kept toying with Kal's cock and didn't let go of the happy, excited flutter inside her.
"Ready?" she asked when she thought she could keep her voice from wavering.
"Yeah. I think so."
Jenny nodded and carefully straddled her sleeping big brother. She bit her lip and held her breath as she lowered herself, just barely brushing her pussy to the tip of his erection.
She continued so very slowly, impaling and spreading herself open at such an excruciating pace that she would surely have expressed frustration had Kal tried it. As it was, given her and Rowan's sneaky, sexy missions, she just kept at it, even as her legs started to tremble from holding herself in a bit of an awkward spot.
Her patience was rewarded when she sank all the way down, taking her brother entirely while he remained oblivious. Her little snatch was all filled up by her sleeping big brother. So naughty.
****
Rowan was having much the same experience as Jenny. He only dared stretch Bree's bumhole open just a tiny little bit at a time. It was tempting to shove himself balls deep in her. She was lubed and ready enough for it. But he made himself take it slow and steady, filling his big sister's butt as sneakily as physically possible.
He too was rewarded with success, breathing a huge sigh of relief as his hips pressed soft and snug to Bree's beautiful booty.
Rowan glanced over at his phone, having been too entranced by his sleeping sister and her delectable ass to have kept abreast of Jenny's progress. She smiled wide at him, having taken Kal inside her, and was now gently rocking around on his cock. Rowan beamed right back and began to stealthily fuck Bree's butt.
They were both so quiet and good at first, but that could only last so long. Neither could simply use a feather-light touch while fucking their beloved older sibling forever. Rowan thrust harder into Bree's messy butthole, and Jenny rode Kal faster and started to whimper just loud enough to hear.
Bree stirred awake. Rowan almost missed the signs, but caught her gradually increasing alertness. He kept his rhythm steady while she processed her awakening.
"Are you... are you fucking me while I'm sleeping?"
"... not anymore."
"Ooh you horny little thing."
"I know. Sorry. I couldn't sleep though. Needed to cum again."
Bree moaned and lifted her hips some, giving Rowan a better angle for penetration, though their previous prone-bone anal had been pretty fucking good too.
"You couldn't just jerk off on my face or something? Like a normal boy?"
Rowan frowned without breaking rhythm. "Wait, would that be that normal?"
"No. It wouldn't," Kal said.
Bree's head swung around toward the phone that was still mid-video.
"Oh you horny little fucks. You're all in on it?"
"I just woke up," Kal said. "This wanton little thing riding me already."
Jenny giggled. "I was horny too."
"Yeah. That much is pretty obvious."
All four heads were turned toward their respective phones at this point. Bree and Rowan watching Jenny and Kal, and vice versa.
"You're all just lucky this is the hottest way to ever wake up," Bree said, trying to grumble about it.
"I'm definitely lucky," Rowan agreed.
"Better make me cum too."
Rowan sank long and deep strokes into Bree's tight, messy butt.
"Do my very best," he promised.
****
The sibs all got their cums in, one after another. The end result of which was four happy, snuggly, satisfied brothers and sisters.
Rowan and Kal had sloppy, soft cocks after. Bree and Jenny were even messier than they had been before. Jenny's little pussy was fully overflowing with cum, and Bree's bum was a gaping, cummy mess too.
This time, all four of them were able to fall asleep easily, tucked away together in their sexy, incestuous pairings. Despite being up so late, it was the best sleep any of them could ever ask for.
****
Many Days Later
****
Covid restrictions being relaxed had seemingly taken forever, but at least the time had started to pass in a much, much more enjoyable fashion. Rowan hadn't been the worst person to be stuck with anyway, but once they were together, it was a whole new world.
Bree smiled to herself in her mirror as she reminisced. Ever since that first day, she and her brother could hardly be in the same room without getting horny and probably eye-fucking each other, if not actually fucking. Being around their parents at times made things awkward, but there was often enough time through the day where they could be alone. Even if 'alone' sometimes meant sharing with their partners in crime.
Bree daintily applied perfect little touches of makeup to complete her casual-but-sexy outfit. Jenny and Kal were certainly a part of their new sibling relationship. There shouldn't have been any possible way things would work out the way they had, but Bree was happy to blame circumstances. If one was stuck going crazy for long enough, crazy things were bound to happen.
"You ready to go?" Rowan asked, stepping into the room.
"Almost."
Bree caught Rowan's admiring gaze from the corner of her eye. She let him look while pretending not to notice. Already she felt the effects of being in such close proximity, and knowing what their plans were.
"Fuck you look good."
"Why thank you." Bree turned to Rowan and took a few seductive steps toward him. "Shall we?"
"Mmhm."
It had been a long time since there was much of any excuse for dressing up. Bree was excited for a reason to show off a little, even if her outfit was only going to end up scattered across a floor sooner or later. Still worth it.
Rowan's hand landed on her butt as they walked, but carefully pulled away when they neared their parents.
"Where do you two think you're off to?" their mom asked.
"Restrictions got relaxed," Bree said. "You know that."
"You still shouldn't be seeing too many people," their dad warned. "You know-"
"Relax. It's literally just two people. Kal and Jenny. You know them."
"Oh. Well that's fine then. You're both going?"
Bree nodded. "Mmhm. Probably gonna play some board games or something. Just to be around some other people, you know?"
Rowan choked a little as Bree unwisely emphasized 'or something'. She elbowed him sharply and kept smiling angelically.
It wasn't like they really needed permission to head out, per se. But it would be best not to arouse suspicion. That was an important factor when fucking one's brother.
****
Kal gazed fondly at Jenny, who was peering out the front window with remarkable determination. Her anxious watchfulness would have been merely adorable if not for the short skirt she wore with no panties underneath. When she leaned over just right, she flashed such a naughty little peek.
Sexy outfits had become practically a uniform for Jenny lately. She enjoyed showing off and teasing her brother, who in turn very much appreciated this new side of his formerly more appropriate and demure baby sis.



"Where are they?" Jenny whined, bouncing softly in frustration, which only made her skirt and bent over posture all the more scandalous.
"They're coming," Kal said.
"We can finally actually meet up. We got Mom and Dad gone. Urrgh. They should be here already."
"Gotta be patient."
"How'm I possibly supposed to be patient?"
"I don't know."
Kal walked up behind Jenny and casually slipped his hand up her shirt. She sighed happily and he felt her untense just a little.
Their relationship had almost immediately turned into one where he could feel her up at basically any time, and she'd either just let him play, or actively melt into him and purr at the attention. Jenny fondled him at times too, but was more likely to want him touching her. Hence her new proclivity for short skirts, loose tops, and only very rarely any underwear at all.
Jenny was a lot more willing to be patient while she had Kal playing with her. She still peered fixedly out the window, but thoroughly enjoyed his hands roaming everywhere, and even got into grinding back hard on him.
"Oh, finally," Jenny finally said when a car pulled in outside.
"See. Patience is rewarded."
"If I'd been patient, you wouldn't have been grabbing my boobs and grinding on my butt just now. So how's that reward system really working?"
Kal stopped to consider while Jenny wriggled out of his grasp and flounced off to answer the door. She had a point. Impatience had been rewarded in this case.
****
Bree and Rowan had stopped to pick up beer. They'd had to mostly keep their hands to themselves before arriving at Kal and Jenny's house, but now that they had arrived, Bree's excitement grew tremendously. Just watching Rowan walk ahead of her to the front door got her mind working on some very dirty thoughts.
"Hi!" Jenny said exuberantly, meeting Rowan and then Bree each with a big hug.
"Well hello," Bree said.
Casual greeting hugs hadn't really been a thing for a while, so that was nice in itself, and there was the added subtle eroticism present just based on the unique relationship the four people there all shared.
Jenny bounced back inside, eagerly beckoning Bree and Rowan to follow.
"Unf," Rowan said quietly. "She's not even wearing panties."
"Yeah," Bree said just as softly. "I saw." She glanced at her brother. "You like that skirt on her, huh?"
"Well... yeah. But more thinking about you in one of those skirts."
"Ha! Good answer."
"You know I like them on you. And it would have been a good day for it."
"True."
"And I know you like the attention."
"Careful. I'll make you wear a skirt. See how you like it."
"I wouldn't look nearly as good in it."
"Ah."
The sibs followed Jenny's eye-catching flounce into the house. Bree gave Kal a quick hug in greeting, not quite as exuberant as the one Jenny had graced her with. Bree could remember not so long ago wanting to get cozier with him, and it still made sense to her on some level, but being with Rowan made other romantic prospects pale in comparison. How was anyone supposed to match her brother anymore?
In a rather fascinating twist, Bree's story to their parents had been technically true. They were actually intending to play board games and stuff. Kal and Jenny had one ready to go already, in fact.
It was the circumstances and atmosphere that Bree had wisely decided not to provide any details about. Right from the start-brother and sister pairs cozily next to each other on either side of the table-it was by far the most intimate casual drinking and game playing experience any of them had yet been party to.
"God, I feel like I haven't been anywhere in forever," Bree said. "Nice getting out."
Rowan nodded, already drinking deeply from his first beer. No one was being particularly shy about getting a bit tipsy. They were pretty damn comfortable with each other by now, but meeting in person still required a small amount of ice breaking.
"Glad you could come over," Kal said.
Bree noted his hand already in his sister's lap. She had to admit, a short skirt and no panties might well have been the correct choice. So easy for a sneaky brother to gain access.
"This is gonna be fun," Jenny said. The innocent smile on her face belied Kal almost certainly rubbing her pussy under the table already. "How do we play?"
Kal rolled his eyes. "Jen, you said you remembered."
"Well I thought I did. I mean, you put the little roads and towns and stuff out. But, like, what are the numbers on the little circles all for?"
Bree snickered at Kal's exasperation. "To be fair, I might need a reminder of rules too. Been forever since I played Catan."
"Alright, fair enough," Kal said. He took a swig of beer, and kept his other hand busy between Jenny's legs. "Let's get into it."
****
Rowan was having a great time. Sure, partly because he'd gone kind of hard at the beer right from the start. Just until he got a good buzz though. He slowed down after, not wanting to ruin a good thing.
Game night was improved tremendously by the addition of copious alcohol, and then even a fuckload more than that by the free rein everyone had to be just as naughty as they wanted with their sibling in front of a live audience.
Plenty of sexy pics and videos had been shared by now. Quite a scary amount, really. But it was still so much more visceral in person. Rowan got to watch Jenny and Kal close up, and in turn be observed by them as he and Bree teased and felt each other up.
It was even perfectly acceptable to pull his pants off in the middle of a board game so his sister could jerk him off under the table. It was a total win all round.
"I've got wood," Rowan announced.
"Yes," Bree said, her fingers silkily stroking his cock. "We all know."
"I mean to trade. In the game."
"You keep making that joke," Jenny giggled.
"Bet you placed on all those trees just so you could," Kal accused.
"... maybe," Rowan said. "Anyway, I need wheat."
"What, no innuendo for that one?" Bree asked.
"Nah. Pretty much just the wood is dirty. Especially when sheep get involved."
"Ew. Don't even start," Jenny said, wrinkling her nose.
"We should start making him strip every time he says something inappropriate," Kal suggested.
"Stripping games are actually weirdly appropriate in this case," Bree acknowledged. "Even though Rowan's already got his pants off."
"Quick side game of strip poker then?" Kal asked. "Then we can get back to this."
"Ooh, like first one naked just has to deal with it while we play?" Bree asked. "Sounds fun."
Rowan was rather looking forward to more clothes coming off, and hadn't particularly minded having to strip down more for making bad jokes. Totally worth it. But he easily agreed to the side game, as did Jenny.
Cards had already been dealt before Jenny realized what a disadvantage she was at.
"Hey, wait though. I only have, like, two things on," Jenny complained.
Everyone else just laughed at her.
"Shoulda wore more, I guess," Bree said.
"Disagree," Kal said, casually running a hand up Jenny's shirt. "It's the perfect amount. You've still got socks, remember."
"Oh yeah," Jenny said, slightly mollified. "Still, though. We're counting Rowan's pants as already off, right?"
"Yep," Bree said.
Rowan shrugged and accepted the judgement, getting his sister back some by wrapping an arm around her and blatantly caressing her boob.
Bree retaliated by gripping Rowan's cock tighter and making it impossible to focus on anything but his slow, under-the-table handjob.
****
Jenny was a bit miffed at how quickly she lost all her clothes. Sure, everyone else got half-naked in the process. That was good. But it wasn't enough.
On the other hand, she did have everyone's full attention when she stood to get herself some water. Kal was most important, but she liked Rowan and Bree watching her too. Maybe a little too much. Her pussy was running down her thighs, and it wasn't all because of how much Kal had been fingering her.
Jenny vibrated in a mixture of excitement and mild anxiety as she filled a glass with water. She couldn't keep an eye on everyone staring at her, and her imagination ran a little wild.
She heard a chair push back, and soft footsteps. Before she knew it, there were arms wrapping around her and Kal's lips brushing her shoulder from behind.
"God you're hard to resist like that," Kal whispered to her.
Jenny gasped and giggled softly. "Naked, you mean?"
"Largely that, yes. Also, just, like, in front of everyone, all confidant and horny."
"I don't know that I'm confident."
"That's ok. I do."
Kal was grinding on her. Fully grinding. Right in front of Rowan and Bree. So bad. Jenny felt herself gushing even more embarrassingly as Kal did what he did best to her.
It was only when Kal spun her around to kiss her deeply that Jenny saw the other two were busy with each other as well. Rowan and Bree were still watching closely, but Bree was jerking Rowan off while he played with her boobs, and occasionally dipped a hand down between her legs.
Things devolved a bit from there. Instead of getting back to any sort of games, Kal knelt down in front of Jenny and started licking her pussy. He was so fucking good at that. All she could do was lean back, tousle his hair, and enjoy a lovely brotherly tonguing.
Jenny felt bigger tummy flutters when Bree bent over the table and dropped her panties, inviting Rowan to eat her cute butthole. Which he totally did.
Jenny hadn't yet dared to try much ass play. Some, sure, but nothing much. Nothing real. The way Bree took it so casually and appeared to love it as much as Rowan really made Jenny curious.
"You're enjoying that, aren't you?" Kal said quietly enough not to be overheard.
"Shush," Jenny said just as quietly.
"Your pussy flooded when Rowan started eating Bree's ass."
"I said shush. No talkies. Only lickies."
Kal grinned and gave Jenny's slit a nice, long, loving lick. Jenny shoved his face harder into her snatch. He was still smirking, but took the hint.
Jenny kept fixedly watching Rowan eat Bree's ass. She knew what that felt like. Kal had licked her bum for her, even though they mostly kept returning to pussy licking instead.
It was the way Jenny knew Bree could take Rowan's cock up her butt that truly intrigued her. The way Bree even loved that kind of sex. It was super hot, but also pretty intimidating. Jenny didn't think she could really do it, but if she was ever going to find out for sure this was probably the day.
Jenny was still lost in the naughty thrill of theoretical butt stuff when Kal made her cum all over his face. It was a nice, sexy release, but it definitely wasn't going to be the extent of the day. Not even close.
****
Bree rather enjoyed the feeling of walking naked through someone else's house. It felt dangerous and risky, even though it very much wasn't in this case. Everyone else was just as naked as she was at this point.
Still, the unfamiliar hallways and rooms made it scarier and more daring than it really was, and it was a thrill just to pad around without her clothes on. It made even an ordinary trip to the bathroom fun.
Jenny was waiting for Bree outside the bathroom door when she came back out. Judging by the awkward and shy way Jenny was standing, it wasn't just that she needed to pee too.
"What's up?" Bree asked.
"I wanted to ask you something," Jenny said, tucking her hair back behind one ear, more as a way to fidget than anything. Her lack of clothes left her fewer options for something to do with her hands.
It was a unique kind of situation, both girls being naked like this and headed into some sort of meaningful exchange. Bree wasn't used to it. It wasn't an overtly sexual thing. At least she assumed it wasn't. That Jenny wasn't about to come on to her. That would be weird.
But for not being intimate with each other, Bree and Jenny were very close, and knew each other's sexuality really quite closely. Intimate without being intimate. There was a certain charge there that couldn't be helped. Not while both nude and freshly licked to brotherly cums.
"Ask away," Bree said gently.
"'K. It might be weird. Or maybe it won't be."
"You've seen my brother fucking me in the ass many times," Bree said with a crooked smile playing on her lips. "I don't think you could ask anything too weird right now."
Jenny giggled softly. "Yeah. True. And it's kind of about that."
"About Rowan?"
"No. More about... butt stuff."
Bree thought for a second. "Oh."
"I just... I see you do it so easily. And I think maybe Kal would like it. And maybe I would. And I want to try... but I'm scared... and what if he likes it but I don't, but-"
"Shhh, slow down there. It's fine."
Jenny shifted her weight and hugged her arms around herself. Possibly wishing she hadn't initiated this conversation while they were both naked.
"Sorry," Jenny said. "I just wish I could be a little braver, maybe."
Bree laughed. "You're very brave."
"I'm not."
"How many girls you think would share a relationship with their brother like you have?"
"I... that's just the way it started. It was an accident."
"Mmhm. But do you know how many pictures and videos of the two of you exist now?"
"... a lot."
"Correct. And the outfit you chose to wear today, very daring. Not to mention the... lack of outfit currently."
Jenny blushed and shuffled her feet, but smiled tentatively back at Bree. "You think?"
"That or you're a total exhibitionist and getting off on all this."
"Hey!"
"I mean, everyone is a little. Let's be real. But no, point is that you can certainly be brave when you want to be. When you're horny, at the very least."
"I think everyone's braver when they're horny enough," Jenny mumbled.
"Very true. So one option would just be to get you horny enough. Or, since we're all here anyway and this is sounding like it could get fun, I can be moral support."
"... would you?"
"Sure. Now please tell me you at least have a decent lube already. I didn't bring any."
Jenny nodded quickly. "I do. I've tried, um, just putting a couple fingers in. And Kal has too. I think he likes it."
"Probably. If I know anything about brothers..."
Jenny giggled. "That doesn't count. Rowan's uniquely obsessed."
"Ha, he is, isn't he?" Bree sighed fondly, thinking of her brother and his anal fixation. "Though to be fair, so am I. Can't pin it all on him."
"It really feels that good?"
"It can. It can feel amazing, or it can just hurt. I've had enough practice I know what I'm doing. Best thing we can do for you is just start getting you some practice too."
"And you'll help?"
"Mmhm. Let's get lubed up."
Jenny's eyes widened, and Bree had to hold back from laughing at her strange innocence.
"Right now?"
"Yep," Bree said. "Just get warmed up. Don't have to jump into anything, but at least get your bum ready just in case."
Jenny nodded slowly, then turned and pattered off to her room. Bree followed, casually watching Jenny's butt. No doubt Kal was subtly infatuated with it, even if he hadn't pressed for getting inside it. And what a twist of fate it was that Rowan was trying to get into Bree's ass every chance he got instead of that sweet little booty swaying in front of her.
It wouldn't have taken much difference in the world for the two pairs of siblings to never have ended up together as they had. For Bree not to ever have experienced fucking her brother every day and nuzzling close at night.
She couldn't begrudge Jenny at all for nearly having snagged her little brother. And, in fact, Bree really only felt the urge to help her out. Granted, part of that was the thrill of possibly getting to witness Jenny losing her anal virginity in the hottest, naughtiest possible way.
"So should I just-"
"You've fingered yourself, you said," Bree reminded her. "Just basically do that. Do what feels good. You don't have to march straight down to Kal and demand he pound your bumhole or anything."
"True."
"Just enjoy it. Same with any sex. Don't force it. If it's not fun or doesn't feel right, don't do it. Maybe do it later. Maybe do it never. Pressure just makes everything bad."
Jenny nodded shyly even as she poked a slippery finger up her bum. Bree took some lube too and fingered her butthole with a little more grace and expertise.
The girls both watched each other intently, occasionally breaking into soft giggles at the absurdity of their situation. But it was actually pretty hot too, and Bree found herself quite horny before long. Both because of fingering her ass next to Jenny doing the same, and for the tantalizing promises of what might come after.
****
Kal noted some sneaky secret between Jenny and Bree when they returned together. He had no idea what it could possibly be. There was no obvious answer. But it was definitely something.
They didn't say anything aloud, but Kal knew Jenny well enough to know she was acting a bit funny, and the girls were exchanging some very meaningful glances at times.
Kal toyed with the idea that they'd sneaked off to make out together or something, which was an intriguing thought, but not very probable. They weren't really the types. Plus it would be cheating, which seemed not at all in the spirit of the day.
Jenny maybe started drinking a little heavier afterward too, but not enough to be a problem, Kal was pretty sure.
"You ok?" Kal whispered to his sister while they were packing up Catan and debating what else they wanted to try.
"Of course."
"You're acting funny."
"Am I?"
"A little, yeah."
Jenny's eyes glinted. "Maybe there's something. But I'm not ready to tell you yet."
"Later?"
"Mmhm."
"Ok."
Kal watched Jenny over the next hour. He would have done so anyway, since she was naked and beautiful, and a naked and beautiful sister is hard to resist. She kept dashing off into the next room when she wasn't needed at the table, and running back in when she was called, her cheeks always flushed, and always with those sneaky glances toward Bree.
Kal tried meeting Bree's gaze at one point and silently asking what was up. Bree understood based on her impish grin back at him, but she refused to comment.
Everyone was pleasantly tipsy by the end of the next game, and rather than trying to focus on more gameplay-broken up with casual sexiness, of course-decided that a movie probably made more sense. Especially since everyone was kind of looking for an excuse to sit close and cuddle nakedly with their respective sibling partner.
Jenny appeared very determined at this point, and once the movie was running she impatiently made Kal sit down so she could climb in his lap. Kal heard Bree chuckling, though she was cut off by Rowan brazenly kissing her while the movie was still showing opening credits.
"What are you up to?" Kal asked softly.
"What makes you think I'm up to something?" Jenny countered.
"Well... I've just realized that there's a bottle of lube next to us. And you've probably been running back and forth to it all last game."
"... maaayyybe."
Kal ran his hands up Jenny's ticklish sides. "What subterfuge is this, little sister?"
Jenny laughed and swatted at him. She glanced at Bree and Rowan, but they were lost in their own world already, making out fiercely and groping one another freely. Kal didn't think it would be long before Bree sat on Rowan's dick.
"I wanted to keep my butt warmed up," Jenny finally admitted.
"You... what? Is this Bree setting you up for something?"
"No. I asked her for help is all." Jenny bit her lip, looking all cute and becoming. "I thought maybe... while she's here and supportive... if you wanted we could try it in my butt."
Kal grinned slowly, running a finger up Jenny's butt crack and indeed finding copious lube. "Oh you little sneak."



"Is that a yes?"
Kal pushed a finger inside. It went in Jenny's ass easier than it ever had before. She might actually be ready for it.
"I'm willing to try if you want to."
"... you could be a little more excited than that."
"Jen, if I wasn't scared of hurting you, I might just bend you over and wreck your cute little bum right now."
"Ooh." Jenny shook her head. "That's better, but... I'm going to be on top. It's better that way."
"Bree tell you that?"
"It's what I think. She says she backs me up, whatever I want."
"Uh huh. Well luckily you want something very enticing."
"That is lucky."
Kal felt eyes on him as Jenny carefully got his cock all slippery. He wasn't able to catch either of the other two sibs so much as peeking at him and Jenny, yet still he felt observed. Not that it was a bad feeling. Kal wasn't even sure it would be better to have total privacy. Bree and Rowan were as much a part of his and Jenny's relationship as they themselves were, odd as that was.
"I'm gonna go slow," Jenny said, the first hint of anxiousness creeping into her hushed voice.
"Slow as you need," Kal urged. "I got you."
He held his baby sister tight as she practiced. Her cute little bum didn't seem like it wanted to take him at first, but she was as persistent as she was cautious, and when she finally did take him it was tight and warm and oh so incredible.
When Kal eventually looked back over, Bree and Rowan were both fully watching this time. Bree was riding Rowan, having taken him deep in her butt and rocking gently around. They were quicker to get to it, but then this wasn't their special first time.
****
Jenny was overwhelmed. In a good way though. It had been quite a stretch at first, and right on the edge of being painful. It was more like a scare of possible pain than anything. And even that hadn't lasted all that long. Her time warming up had helped. As did Bree's reassuring smile every time Jenny looked over at her.
Giving her ass to her big brother. She was doing it. She was actually doing it.
Jenny's butt felt nicely full. Maybe a little too overly full, but she was adjusting to that. She wasn't yet able to ride Kal the way Bree was riding Rowan. That was going to take some more time yet. But time wasn't in short supply. That was the good thing. They had a whole movie to get through yet, not that anyone was watching it.
Kal didn't rush her. Not that he ever really would. But he was particularly good and supportive, giving her lots of kisses and whispered love. He did squirm a little while she was sitting in his lap and just experiencing the anal fullness. She kind of loved his desperate little movements while he was trying so hard to be good and stay still, but just couldn't quite manage it.
"I got you in my butt," Jenny whispered proudly.
"Yeah you do," Kal whispered back.
"Knew I could do it."
Kal laughed softly. "I didn't know you wanted to that bad. I would have helped more."
"Nah, this is good. It's better that Bree's here when I tried it anyway. She inspires me."
"... so she's kind of your role model for incestuous anal?"
"Pff, I mean if you want to put it that way... yeah, basically." Jenny flicked her gaze over to Bree bouncing her ass on Rowan's cock. "I don't think I ever want to get quite that obsessed."
"Good. I like your pussy too much for that."
"Hehe, I like you being in my pussy too." Jenny kissed Kal with all the sisterly love she felt for him. "But you know I'm gonna need you to cum in my ass instead, at least this once."
"I suspected as much."
"And maybe some other times. When it feels right."
"Sure. Don't want to overdo it. But sometimes."
Jenny nestled happily against Kal and just enjoyed being so close and naughty with him. Her bum still felt so delightfully, weirdly full, and when she started to wiggle and rock around on him, it only intensified those feelings.
She kept taking it slow, but eventually they were both too worked up to maintain that sort of pace. Jenny eventually found herself going up and down on Kal's cock, maybe not with the same skill and ability as Bree, but with very similar enthusiasm and speed.
Eventually making Kal cum inside her was what she'd been waiting for, and it was so very worth it. It felt amazing, she was claiming her brother in a whole new way, and it proved she could do it if and when she wanted to.
Snuggling with Kal after with her brother-cummy bum was the icing on a decadent, forbidden cake.
****
"So, we just watched Jenny do anal for the first time, yeah?" Rowan asked Bree.
"Mmhm."
"Damn. It was pretty hot."
"Wasn't it though."
Rowan idly caressed his sister. He'd messed her butt a few times, and it had been all the better for doing it next to Jenny and Kal. Sharing sibling sexiness with them at an even higher level than usual.
"You're a bad influence," Rowan said.
Bree sighed. "Why does everyone keep thinking this stuff is my fault?"
"Good question."
"It's not, you know."
"Oh sure."
"This is probably why more sisters don't do butt stuff with their brothers. All these accusations."
"Uh huh. That's the reason."
Rowan exchanged some kisses with Bree as they teased each other a little more, both verbally and with cunningly placed fingers. They'd both worn themselves down enough not to need to actually get off any more, but as per usual they couldn't really behave themselves together. Especially not while naked and cuddled, and in the radius of Jenny and Kal doing their own very similar thing.
The two pairs of sibs fed off of each other. That was clear enough. They encouraged each other, even where encouragement wasn't needed. And they made things significantly hotter all round.
****
Bree had to drag herself around to collect her clothes and dress herself. They could technically stay the night if they wanted, but Kal and Jenny weren't entirely sure when their parents would be back the next morning. Better not to risk it.
Plus, as fun as sharing was, Bree was exhausted and just wanted to fall asleep with her brother, as loving siblings are wont to do.
Bree got a big, naked hug from Jenny on the way out. Jenny didn't say, but Bree knew it was a thanks for her earlier support. Bree thought about pointing out that she really hadn't done that much, but sometimes moral support really was all that's needed.
"We must do this again," Bree said.
She got nods of agreement all round.
"Next time either of us have our parents gone?" Kal suggested.
"Deal," Bree agreed readily before she and Rowan turned to go.
If anything, Rowan was even more tired than Bree was. He looked like he was falling asleep right beside her in the car. Bree flicked her eyes his way every now and then, smiling affectionately.
Her darling brother. It was a strange little exhibitionist relationship they had with Kal and Jenny, but some parts of it were just between the two of them. When Bree wasn't horny, those secret parts were her absolute favourites.
They went to bed together, of course. It was rare these days that they didn't. They both gazed lovingly at each other as they drifted off, but didn't do much more than that. They would tomorrow. And the next day. Any given day in the future, most likely. But tonight it was just about sleeping.
"Today was fun," Rowan murmured.
"It was," Bree said.
"Is it weird that I'm looking forward to just relaxing with you tomorrow?"
"What, no butt sex at all?"
"Well I didn't say that."
Bree smiled and ruffled Rowan's hair. "No, it's not weird. Maybe quarantine had a silver lining in the end. Even if we maybe took it too far."
Rowan frowned. "Not too far," he said firmly. "Just right."
"Ha, yeah. I can't argue with that. Love you."
Rowan's frown turned into a small, happy smile. "Love you too."
****
Jenny went to bed still naked with Kal, though not horny. They'd taken care of that thoroughly today. She had her ass full of cum, as well as her usual pussy full too. She felt like a slutty little sister, which was probably accurate, really. But she also just felt loved and happy, and going to sleep next to Kal capped off a pretty perfect day.
Despite being tired and satisfied, Jenny still made time to snap off a last selfie of the day with her and Kal, and send it over to Rowan and Bree. It was practically a ritual for her these days.
That completed, she snuggled closer to her brother and closed her eyes.
"Night, Kal. Love you."
"Mmm. Love you. Good night."
****
Both sets of siblings drifted off next to each other just as happy as could be. They had their respective brother or sister to snuggle, and some very supportive friends to share the whole thing with in a rather daring and unconventional kind of way. Somehow, though, it worked out perfectly.
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Chapter One
****
I saw the glint in Kendra's eye well before she acted. It was to a point I could nearly always tell when she had her naughty intentions, without her having to say anything at all.
Regardless, I pretended to be oblivious and carried on until she made a move.
When it came, it was pretty unsubtle. Kendra walked up to me while I was folding and putting away laundry in our room. She patiently undressed me while still mostly staying out of my way. It took a while, but she was in no hurry.
Kendra caressed me with her perfect, delicate touch as she stripped me. Her hands lingered on my shoulders and neck, my breasts, my exposed tummy, and then circling around my pussy. She didn't touch me there yet. Just a tease. A hint of things yet to some.
Only after I was naked did she pull out my collar and carefully affix it around my neck. I'd known where this was going, having seen it in her eyes, but it still thrilled me every time. Partly because of how easily it turned out I'd let her do stuff like this, and partly because of the implicit promise that things were about to be very, very enjoyable.
More recently, there was the added risky thrill of being caught at one of Kendra's little games. Dak, my younger brother, had moved in with us. He was fresh out of university and needed somewhere to stay. I loved having him around again, and Kendra had no problems with it. We had plenty of space.
What I hadn't counted on was Kendra using Dak's presence to fuel our little escapades. Even now, relatively safe in our room, my eyes flicked toward the open door, my pulse racing that much quicker than if we'd still been living alone.
"He's not home," Kendra said in that soft but commanding voice that she brought out just for me.
I nodded. "I know. Just... we have to be careful."
Kendra smiled in her special, mildly evil way. "Don't you trust me?"
My legs went weak just at the melded promise and threat in her few carefully chosen words.
"Completely," I said, absolutely meaning it.
"Good girl."
Kendra clipped a leash to my collar and led me out of the room. I followed a few steps behind her, close enough that my leash never tugged. Paradoxically, when I was feeling particularly subby, I sometimes didn't follow right away specifically so she'd have to pull a little and give me that special look that told me I oughtn't to misbehave Or Else.
Kendra led me to the kitchen. Not unusual. She knew how to make every single room in the house fun, if she wanted. Though fun could mean very different things depending on her mood, and to a lesser extent mine.
"I noticed there were some dishes to do," Kendra said lightly, unclipping the leash after only a very short walk.
"I still had laundry to finish," I said. "You didn't seem to mind making me leave that."
Kendra's hand cracked sharply on my butt just as I finished speaking. I yelped and danced away slightly from her, though I'd known it was coming. I'd been asking for it, really. I knew exactly what to say to get myself spanked.
"Dishes, little one," Kendra said mildly.
I nodded, pouting just enough to make her smile before I turned to the sink.
Little one. Kendra was barely a year older than me, and basically the same height. She shouldn't have been able to get away with calling me that, and yet I found that I liked it more and more every time she said it. It made me feel small, but in an oddly safe and loved kind of way. A way that gave me warm little tingles when she said it just right.
One of my butt cheeks still stung as I ran water in the sink. It warmed appreciably compared to its unblemished twin. The aftermath of that single slap all I could focus on at first. Spanking being another thing Kendra had mastered when it came to me.
The things she could do to me without hardly doing anything at all...
"You know what I've noticed?" Kendra asked in a lazily pitched voice.
I risked a glance back at her. As expected, she was sprawled comfortably in a chair at the dining table, with her feet up on a second chair. Just lounging and watching me. Staring at my naked, horny self, probably admiring my butt and the one pink hand print she'd bequeathed me.
"I don't know," I said honestly. I was quite certain it wasn't something I'd guess off-hand.
"Since Dak has been living with us, it's been trickier to find good play time," Kendra said.
I squirmed being reminded of my brother. We had plenty of time yet to ourselves before he got home. I knew that. Yet knowing that he could potentially walk in at any time and catch me in my current state was worrisome.
And yet, it made me nervous in that delightfully thrilling kind of way. It was actually dangerous sometimes how risky thoughts made my tummy flutter and my pussy flood.
"We've managed somehow," I said, carefully setting a glass bowl in the drying rack with a trembling hand.
"Mmm. That's the other thing I've noticed," Kendra drawled, her tone tinged with victory, as though I'd verbally trapped myself somehow. "It seems to me sometimes as though it's actually easier to turn you on when you think Dak might find us out."
I shook my head quickly. Too quickly. "I don't think that's true."
"I do. You think I can't see you shaking from here? You think I don't notice how wet your thighs are getting? Just from naked dish washing. Not hardly anything at all."
"You're watching me," I said demurely. "And you're planning things."
"I'm always planning, my darling. But I almost needn't bother. I could tie you to this table right now and let you wait for Dak to get home, and it would have more effect than all the nefarious plotting in the world."
I nearly dropped the next glass on its way to the drying rack. My mouth was suddenly dry. My knees threatening to buckle.
"That's my brother you're talking about," I said, an obvious tremor in my voice.
"Yes. I know."
"You can't... he's not a part of... it's not..."
"Well obviously I wouldn't actually let him find you like that," Kendra said lightly. "We wouldn't want him seeing his big sis all naked and collared and waiting like a subby little thing to be found by him. That just simply wouldn't be appropriate."
"No," I squeaked. "It wouldn't."
I waited, eyes closed, hands mechanically washing the same plate over and over. I knew what was coming. I didn't believe it, but I knew it.
Kendra was in no hurry, but she eventually said it.
"Molly, come over here please."
My heart pounded. I dried off my hands that were shakier than ever. Pulsing with excess adrenaline.
The worst part was how right Kendra was. She could make me tremble when she wanted. Make me shake like a leaf in all the best of ways. But this was almost too easy. The threat of Dak seeing me, seeing what Kendra could do to me, revved me up easier than much of anything else. And she knew. She'd caught on.
It made sense though, I hoped. Kendra and me and our little games, they weren't something I shared with anyone else. It wasn't like my nerves regarding being caught were anything unusual. I would have been nervous and excited if anyone at all had been around to catch us. It was the possible embarrassment that did it to me. And yeah, maybe the stakes were a little higher when being humiliated in front of my brother was a possibility.
"Across the table, please," Kendra said.
She deliberately spoke softer when domming me. That was something I'd noticed about her. The more she wanted me to obey, the less overtly forceful she'd be about it. And, naturally, the more embarrassing it was when I obeyed, desperate to make her happy. As though in some weird way, I was doing everything to myself. Which, given the nature of consent, really wasn't far off.
But Kendra, in all her perfectly controlled glory, didn't often even do me the courtesy of acting like I didn't have a choice. She made it clear that it was all me. And thus the cycle of arousal, humiliation, nerves, and exquisite, dirty thrills perpetuated itself.
I knew how she wanted me. I stood with my legs spread, ankles next to the legs of the table for easy tying. My hands went to the far corners, close as I could get.
"Good girl," Kendra said.
She stroked my hair absently, actually petting me as a reward. It worked too.
Kendra let me stay there a moment, just looking at me, taking pleasure in my naked, submissive pose. When she stood, it was to run light fingertips over my exposed, goose-bumped skin. Up and down my spine, over my sides, but careful not to tickle me, and across the curve of my ass. She avoided the area between my legs, or down my thighs that were absolutely soaked. Pretending like she didn't notice how wet I was, even though the pretense was wasted.
Then she left me.
"Have to get my ropes," Kendra said. "You should have reminded me."
I sighed and rolled my eyes once she was out of earshot. Remind her of something she hadn't informed me we'd need? Right.
But that was the game. Leaving me there, just as good as tied. Because I wouldn't move. We both knew it. I'd lie naked across the table and wait for Kendra like her good girl.
Unless I was feeling cheeky and rebellious. Or like I really wanted my butt spanked hard.
That was the flip side, I supposed. I had options if I wanted them. I knew how to guide Kendra, to nudge her in different directions. Usually toward punishments, sure. But sometimes towards gentler and more loving treatments, if I was having that kind of day.
I sighed again, this time at myself rather than Kendra. I'd only gone and reminded myself just how much of Kendra's power over me was entirely gifted. Given freely and eagerly. Which was to say practically all of it.
I'd stand here at the table, bent over, helpless, and exposed just as long as it took her to dawdle her way back. And it wasn't that far to our room and back. She was unquestionably dawdling. Just because she knew I'd be here, impatiently waiting for more.
It was even worse this time than usual. Because of Dak. I'd been trying to ignore the very thought of him, but every little sound in the direction of the front door made my ears twitch, as though he'd come waltzing in at any moment. He wouldn't, of course, but I wasn't used to the threat of being walked in on. Kendra and I had always had privacy for games like this. Now it was different.
But of course, pathetically subby little thing that I was, I stayed good and still, just waiting for Kendra to come back. Horny, dripping, vibrating and all.
Kendra was humming to herself. The sound of it preceded her back into the kitchen.
"Ah, you're still where I left you," she said cheerfully.
"You told me to stay," I reminded her.
"I didn't, actually. But good initiative."
Despite her praise, Kendra also gave me a slap on the butt, which I knew was for my presumption. It was only about half as hard as the last one. Enough to make a good sound without really hurting.
It was one of those no-win kind of scenarios. They just happened sometimes.
Kendra resumed humming as she tied me to the table. First one wrist wrapped in silky soft but very secure ropes, then the other. Then my legs, one at a time.
Tying my legs last left Kendra in perfect position to kneel behind me afterward. Nothing else happened, at first. I knew she was there, but I couldn't see her, and she sure wasn't touching me. Just maybe the hint of her breath on me at times, and I only felt it because of how wet my thighs were.
"You," Kendra said definitively, "are soaked."
I wiggled in embarrassment, but I was firmly tied in place at this point.
"No," I said in a quiet whine.
"Yes. You should see yourself."
Kendra's devilishly light fingers ran up the back of my legs. I felt the spread of moisture as she deliberately ran her fingers through my arousal.
"That's pretty bad, you know," she said. "What if Dak came in and saw you like that?"
I gasped, quiet enough that I was pretty sure Kendra didn't hear. But I heard her small sound of satisfaction, and I suspected my pussy was continuing to give me away.
"That wouldn't be good," Kendra mused. "Dak seeing you like this. It'd be one thing to just be tied up naked. You could blame that on me. But being so turned on?" She clicked her tongue. "How would you explain that?"
"Would you stop bringing my brother into this?"
"Your bruh-ther?"
"Stoooppp," I whined.
I actually felt like I would have stamped my feet, except of course that they were snugly tied and I couldn't move them.
"You should see what your pussy's doing," Kendra said, brushing just across the outskirts of my flooded little snatch.
"Stop," I said, quieter, practically breathless.
"I mean, I wasn't expecting nearly such a reaction from you."
"No!"
"I noticed how you've been tenser. Always watching the bedroom door when I accidentally forget to close it."
"Not an accident."
"And how it's been easier to make you cum."
"It's not!"
"Like you think he's going to see us one of these times."
"Well the rate you're going..."
"He's definitely heard us, you know."
"... what?"
"You know. With how loud you moan sometimes. And especially if the door's open. He's bound to have."
I groaned and squirmed, again testing my bonds and finding no room in them. Kendra was right. I wasn't sure how I hadn't realized. It wasn't always about the possibility of being seen. Sometimes... sometimes he would definitely have heard. There was no way he hadn't. And I hadn't even realized.
Sure, Kendra could make me forget my own name for a time when she wanted, but I still should have clued in at some point.
"That's not right," I protested.
"Oh? Is it not?"
"He can't... he can't know about-"
"About what? That we have sex? I'm sure he knows, my darling." Kendra kissed my inner thigh. Her tongue flicked out to taste me. Her fingers traced around my needy pussy. "It's not like he'd guess what his big sis is into just from sound. I mean, I know the difference between your regular cumming moans and your special-"
"Kendraaa!"
"Shhh. Indoor voice. I'm just saying all Dak knows is that I can make you cum so good. That's not so bad, is it?"
I whimpered softly. My hips rocked, trying to find some purchase on the table I was tied to. All in vain, of course. There was no way to rub my pussy on anything of substance. Not the way I was restrained.
I wished Kendra would stop talking about my brother like that. In the context of our sexy fun.
But why the fuck was I burning up like this? Why was my pussy ready to drown Kendra if she ever tried to eat me? Why was I all electric and alive, and totally ashamed, and as turned on as I could ever be?
"Kendra?" I said, just soft.
"Yes, baby girl?"
"Can you lick my pussy? Please?"
"Ooh, that's a good idea. And you're asking so pretty. Look at all those juices. And you sticking your bum out at me like that."
I wiggled against my restraints. I instinctively tried to bring my hand down to my pussy, despite knowing I couldn't.
It was fine. Kendra only made me wait a moment longer before she dove in.
Her tongue was magic, right off the bat. She could tongue me from zero to cumming in five minutes any time she wanted. She was way too good at it. If I was already as turned on as I was? Forget it. I was done for.
I was moaning and screaming for her inside sixty seconds. I was her plaything. She licked me, and I loved her, needed her. She made me cum, breaking apart the big, tense need inside me. Giving me relief and pleasure, and all good things all at once.
And kept going. Kept licking. Never stopping. Pausing only for tactical reasons, and never for long.
Kendra ate my pussy like an actual goddess. She could have had me wrapped around her little finger just by licking me out from time to time. Never mind the exquisite buildup beforehand. Never mind all the other things she could do.
She licked me, and I came. I came until I couldn't anymore. She took me right down to the very end. As far as I could go. My clit long since sensitive to the point of delicious agony, my pussy trembling and begging me to close my legs and curl up away from her. Which I couldn't, of course. Being tied up as I was, I was quite literally helpless to prevent Kendra from eating my pussy as greedily as was humanly possible.
"You taste so goooddd," Kendra purred. She gave my pussy some soft, tender kisses in parting. "So turned on today. So very delicious."
"Thank you," I said.
I was sweaty and somehow exhausted, panting softly, lying out bonelessly where I was still tied.
"My good girl," Kendra said, notes of pride in her voice, as she padded over to where my head lay.
She leaned down to kiss me. Her lips and chin were drenched in my arousal. She hadn't made the slightest effort to clean herself.
Even in my awkward position, I kissed back as best I could. I did my best to lick her face clean for her. To swipe my own flavours off her lips and surrounding areas.
Admittedly, I did taste good. I couldn't argue the point. It was more about pleasing her than any taste. I was too worn down from repeated, insane orgasms to actually get off on the depravity of licking my pussy from my lover's face.
"I love you," Kendra whispered, kissing me right on the nose before standing up.
I beamed, going rather embarrassingly red and warm from the simple words. She could control me with her subtle machinations, and yet really all it took to melt me was the sheer sincerity and emotion behind little expressions of adoration like that.
"But I do need a shower, I think," Kendra said, tossing her hair with a perfect flounce. "You got me all covered in pussy."
"Did not."
She ignored me and started to patter off.
"Hey! Untie me?" I asked, sober enough from cumming that I didn't quite plead.
"In a minute."
"A minute?!"
"You'll be fine."
I struggled vainly. "Dak could be back."
"Pff. We've got an hour at least."
"Ah! No! Kendraaa!"
"Be back for you soon!"
I growled and fought my ropes. Already I heard the shower running. She was really going to do it, wasn't she? Just leave me like this. Being tied up and knowing she was right there with me-or at least on her way back-was one thing. I actually all of a sudden felt truly helpless.
She knew it too. Knew exactly what she was doing.
It was cruel. I'd been so well-satisfied a moment ago. So cummed out. Ready to curl up and be Kendra's little kitty.
And now... ugh. Now what, even?
Starting get horny again? Desperate? Feeling the danger. Feeling alone in the event anyone came in the front door. If Dak walked in.
Kendra was right. He wouldn't. But still.
I still had time. I could still yell at her. I could hear her bustling around, not yet actually in the shower.
That's what she was waiting for, wasn't it? To see if I'd beg. To see if I'd call my safe word.
I clenched my hands into fists. Of course I wouldn't do that. Not for this small, perceived, paranoid danger. The imagined threat that nevertheless did things to me. I was getting horny again. I could feel it. It shouldn't have been possible.
But we'd never played with this before. Not even the notion that I was risking exposure. When Kendra spuriously left me tied up somewhere, it was never about more than dominance play and seeing just how good I'd be for her. Nothing more than that.
She loved this. I could tell she did. And I was making it better because I just kept getting fucking horny.
Traitor fucking body.
It didn't matter how much I tried to explain to my pussy that no, it really oughtn't to get excited over anything to do with my baby bro. It didn't seem to listen. No part of my body did.



What was a girl even to do?
Nothing. Just do nothing. I was trapped. It didn't matter. I wasn't using my safe word on something like this. It was more about my own need to sort things out than anything. I could have Kendra come running if I really yelled, dripping wet down the hall and everything. But this wasn't the time for that.
And honestly, it wasn't anything. It was just me and my imagination. Kendra had planted seeds, sure, but my own mind was the one that kept insisting on nebulous scenarios.
I wasn't even sure what I was afraid of. Dak seeing me naked? Embarrassing, but not worth panicking over. Nor, indeed, getting all worked up and wet over. Him knowing what a subby girl I could be? Again, embarrassing. Maybe humiliating. So what? I just got off on that stuff.
"Fuck's sake," I mumbled aloud.
That was the problem. The very real fear that if Dak walked in on me, I'd just enjoy it. Enjoy it in the same way I was enjoying the threat of it. Which was to say in an agonized mixture of horniness, anxiety, and some mild shame with myself. A feeling that something was really wrong with me.
"What could be wrong with me?" I asked the otherwise empty room. "Just a perfectly normal naked bondage-slut having life-questioning sexual thoughts involving my brother."
I giggled at my own absurdity, then devolved into awkwardly postured laughing. I laughed at my own predicament and managed to defuse it. To feel normal. Just my usual post-session relaxing and waiting for Kendra to come back and take care of me.
So I relaxed and waited. I was good at that. I had to be.
I listened to the shower running. I kind of wished I was there, sharing it with my love. Not even in an overly sexual way, necessarily. Sure I was kind of revved up again, but I'd had enough that I could wind back down easy enough. Maybe not while nakedly sharing all that warm water running down us...
I got distracted daydreaming about Kendra. I wasn't sure if I wanted a sexy shower, or a much more calming cuddle session. Maybe even fully clothed. With her petting me and telling me I was such a good girl. Making me feel all loved and special.
Much to my chagrin and immediate, full-body panic, I was still mid-fantasy and hadn't been untied yet when the front door of the house opened.
My eyes went wide and I yanked at my ropes. I didn't know why I kept doing that. It never worked. I opened my mouth to yell for Kendra, but no sound came out. I couldn't yell. That would just draw Dak faster, and he'd definitely get here before Kendra could.
So what did I do? What possible-
"Molly?"
I froze. It wasn't really any more sensible than tugging on bonds that wouldn't ever come free, but it was all I had.
"Oh wow. Moll, what's all- no, never mind. Don't answer that."
I slowly turned my head. Dak was staring straight at me, just as wide-eyed as I was, but for a slightly different kind of reason. I flushed at the way his gaze was tracking all over me in small, scattered movements. Scanning absolutely everything.
"Hey?" I said uncertainly.
"Moll, you're naked."
"Um... yeah."
"On purpose?"
"Is that a serious question?"
"I guess not really. You're, uh, tied to the table."
"I am. I don't suppose you'd maybe untie me?"
Dak stepped further into the room, then slowly circled me. He left my range of vision, all the way behind me. I shivered and gripped the edges of the table in an effort to fight my instincts. Because my instincts, once again, were useless here.
I wanted to pull myself free and run away. Or cover myself. Or, most insanely of all, to rub my pussy.
Because for fuck's sake, why not get horny when your little brother is just all standing there looking at you tied up and naked? Why the fuck not?
But oh god was it turning me on.
I tried to find the horror, or the dread, or something. Something that had balanced my arousal previously when it had all been imagined. The burning shame.
I felt that, actually. I felt the shame of it, and the sheer embarrassment. But fuck if they didn't just turn me on more.
Dak could see me. Every little thing. All my naughty bits. Everything a brother shouldn't ever get to see. And all in the context of my girlfriend leaving me tied up after some BDSM inspired messy orgasms. I was probably standing in a puddle of my own making. It honestly couldn't get much worse.
Well it could, actually. If Dak realized how turned on I was. And if he hadn't yet, it presumably wouldn't be long. So... great.
"Nice collar," Dak said.
Oh god. Another wave of tingling arousal. Of all the things he could have said...
"Thanks," I murmured self-consciously.
"So this... this is what you guys do, huh?"
"Among other things."
"Oh sure."
"... so about that untying?"
Dak was silent. So painfully silent. It just let my imagination run. And boy could it run wild.
Part of it didn't take any imagination at all. I was bent over and naked, he was behind me. There was no question where he was looking. The painful, heart-wrenching warmth flowed through me. The sheer fiery humiliation of it. And of course my clit tingled, and my pussy dripped down my thighs some more, and my heart thudded in my chest the way that it was only supposed to do for Kendra.
"Are you staring at my butt?" I asked in a raspy voice.
"... no?"
"Dak?"
"Well... what do you want from me?"
"Untied, please. I'd like to scamper to my room and lock the door and never come out."
"You're beautiful, you know."
I flushed warmer. Somehow that was possible.
"You asshole!"
"Actually-"
"Don't say it. Whatever joke that's about to be, just don't say it."
"-I mean, you know I can see-"
"I said don't!"
"True. You did."
And again, silence. Just lying there. Feeling about ten times as helpless as ever before. I couldn't stop what Dak was looking at, or what he was possibly thinking of me at this moment. He wasn't disgusted. That much was certain.
Actually, more likely he was...
I squeezed my eyes tight shut and tried to pretend I was anywhere else. I felt like I was hyperventilating, or about to have a heart attack, or... something. I was so tight and tense, so hot, so terrified, and just stupidly turned on.
Dak was enjoying this. He was soaking in the sight of me. His big sis splayed out for him. The way I was only supposed to be for Kendra. Just her. Not my brother. Never him.
The shower stopped. Still silence from both me and Dak.
A few more moments passed, then soft padding footsteps tapped their way toward us.
"Oh, hey, Dak," Kendra said as casual as could be.
She was wrapped in a towel and nothing else. All fresh and damp from her shower. She'd come to free me before she dried her hair and got dressed. And she'd found Dak here checking me out.
"Hey, Kendra," he said. "Moll's naked."
"Yeah," Kendra said, as though only just noticing. "That happens sometimes."
"You left her tied up here."
"I did." Kendra shrugged casually. "You're home early."
"Yeah, well, I had a doctor's appointment, and it didn't make sense to go back to work after. So I came home."
"So you did."
I was watching Kendra intently. Dak was still in my blind spot, which was driving me crazy that I couldn't see him. Kendra glanced at me, but didn't seem concerned. Why would she be? She wasn't the naked, tied up one.
"She asked me to untie her," Dak said.
"Well of course," Kendra said. "This is probably very embarrassing."
I groaned and clenched my hands again. 'Probably very embarrassing.' Right.
"I wasn't sure if I should," Dak said.
Kendra arched an appraising eyebrow. "Wasn't sure if you should free your sister?"
"Well... this has nothing to do with me, right?"
Kendra smirked. I closed my eyes a moment in pure, delicious shame. Kendra and I both knew that Dak's statement wasn't entirely accurate.
But I needed to keep my eye on her. To monitor her expressions. Even though she was smirking directly at me when I opened my eyes again.
"Very thoughtful," Kendra purred. "Leaving Molly for me." She reached out and touched my shoulder. "How you doing? Feeling... sporty?"
And there it was. A question that would mean nothing at all to Dak, but everything to me.
It had been a joke of some kind at first. I couldn't even remember how it had started. Something about how really there should be safe words for when boys wanted you to watch sports with them, or something. And so, naturally, now my safe word was 'football.'
Thus, Kendra asking me if I wanted to say it.
The problem was, I'd tried it once. Not when I needed to, but just to see what would happen. As it turned out, Kendra's teasing switched off immediately, and she very efficiently released me and ended our session. I told her, feeling very bad about it, that I hadn't really meant that we needed to stop.
She knew, though. And she was good about it. I was almost certainly going to test my safe word at some point. She had no resentment about it at all. However, I had to understand that we both had responsibility in that regard. If I said 'football' at any point, that was it. Done. No taking it back for either of us.
Kendra had held and cuddled me, and delivered exquisite aftercare just as if we'd finished our play time the regular way. She assured me of her love and everything. But the message was very clear. Saying the word would mean the end for now. No way around it.
That said, we'd since established 'basketball' for when I just wanted her to dial things back some. I could say that. It wouldn't be a nuclear option, but she'd definitely untie me straight away. I'd be able to escape this weird sexual standoff that somehow involved my brother.
"No," I heard myself saying. Just soft, but clear.
Kendra nodded and smiled. She stroked my hair softly, petting me the way she did when I was good girl for her.
I hated how good it felt in context, at the same time as I basked in the swirling emotions. So much conflict, so much hot shame, so fucking turned on.
I wasn't even sure I could follow all the threads of my own humiliating situation. But I knew I'd just added one. Because Kendra had offered me an out. I could have taken it anyway at any time, but she'd actually offered it. And I'd declined. We both knew it.
"Molly'll be fine for a while yet," Kendra declared, giving me a last head pat. "I should really get dressed, though. Somewhat inappropriate being dressed in just a towel."
I snorted at the line, but Kendra ignored me.
"I don't mind," Dak said.
"No, I'm very sure you don't. All the same..." Kendra leaned down to kiss me on the cheek. "Don't go anywhere," she instructed.
"Ha ha," I said.
Kendra left, somehow swooping elegantly out of the room in her towel-dress.
Then it was just me and Dak again. I honestly didn't know what to do with that. It was my own damn fault, sure, but I couldn't pretend like I'd thought ahead even a little bit. I was barely able to grasp the present, let alone the immediate future.
He was still hanging around where I couldn't see him. Just for the view? Or because he didn't want me to be able to stare back at him? Or... did he know what forcing me to use my imagination was doing to me?
Probably not the latter. That would require a level of subtle planning that I didn't believe he was capable of under the circumstances.
"Mind coming where I can see you?" I asked softly.
"Oh. Sure."
Dak shuffled over and claimed a chair. I tried to check for a tent in his pants, but his lap was below the edge of the table, and there was a limit to how high I could lift my head.
It occurred to me that I'd just tried to check my brother for an erection. I could pretend I just needed to know, but honestly there really wasn't any way he wasn't hard by now. If he didn't like what he was seeing, he wouldn't have been staring so long.
A shiver ran through me at the thought. I was turned on-well against my better judgement-by my brother seeing me like this. He in turn was turned on by seeing me. And then knowing what he must be feeling was working on me again, and-
Ok, so too convoluted maybe. But it was true.
"You make a nice table," Dak said.
I giggled nervously, finding myself altogether too shy all of a sudden. Maybe it was worse when we were face to face.
"That's maybe the worst compliment of all time," I said.
"Maybe. I mean it though."
"I bet."
I forced myself to meet Dak's eyes, if only to search them for clues to what he was thinking. Beyond just some presumed turmoil over enjoying his naked sister.
Or maybe there wasn't even any turmoil. Was that possible? Was it just me agonizing over my horny decisions here?
"You're beautiful, Moll," Dak said softly.
"Oh god."
"You wanted a better compliment, didn't you?"
"That wasn't exactly what I meant." I sighed and took a deep breath. "So what are you thinking?"
"About what?"
"Seriously? About what? What do you think?"
"You mean about..." Dak waved his hand at me.
"Yeah. About this. Obviously."
He shrugged. "I didn't think this was your sort of thing."
"Kendra kind of brought it out in me."
"Uh huh."
"Other than... appreciating the view, let's say. Other than that... what are your feelings here?"
At least Dak flushed when I mentioned him appreciating me. At least he had some sense of guilt about it. I sure did. Even if that only made it more intense.
"I'm confused," he admitted. "Like, I don't judge you or anything. Nothing like that." He hesitated. "But it's weird for me to know about."
"And yet you just kept looking," I said in a near-whisper.
Dak blushed darker red. He looked truly adorable, and his shyness helped me get over some of my things.
"Yeah. I did," Dak said. "Kinda still am." He shrugged. "I got a hot sister. What ya gonna do?"
"Good question."
"... you want me to untie you?"
"Probably be a good idea. I did ask when you walked in, you know."
"I remember."
Dak untied me, struggling more with Kendra's knots than she would have. Partly I was pretty sure that was his hands shaking. An excess of nerves and adrenaline. Same as me.
"Thanks," I said, finally standing up.
I rubbed my wrists, even though they didn't really need it. Kendra knew what she was about. I'd yanked way harder on my restraints than usual, and at no point had the ropes cut into me in a painful way.
"You know there's a whole puddle on the floor there?" Dak asked.
Oh god. I closed my eyes and tried not to let the flush of humiliated arousal show too blatantly.
"I'm aware," I said, carefully stepping around my own pussy lake.
"That's all from you?"
"Who else?"
"No, just... it's impressive. How'd Kendra even make you-" Dak stopped and looked away. "Probably shouldn't ask stuff like that."
"Probably not," I agreed.
"Sorry for... perving on you."
"That's ok. I blame Kendra. She left me here."
"Mmhm. Are we cool?"
I smiled with as much reassurance as I could manage. I was still all flippy and fluttery inside. Not in control of myself.
But I was the big sister here. I had to pretend.
With surprising control, I stepped to Dak and kissed him on the cheek, just a brush of my lips.
"We're cool," I said. "But I really need to, like, valiantly retreat right now."
Dak nodded, hand moving to where I'd kissed him. "Fair. I'll, uh... do... something."
I turned and walked away with what dignity I could muster. Which at this point was basically none at all. I wasn't sure I'd ever really have any ever again when it came to Dak.
Then again, he was one hundred percent checking out my butt as I padded away. It wasn't like I was alone in... whatever this was. I might be better off dignity-wise than I assumed.
Though the counterpoint to that was the continued arousal dripping down my legs. I was probably leaving a trail all through the house.
My attempted score-keeping on my abysmal levels of dignity faded as soon as I got to the room I shared with Kendra. I slumped with relief upon closing the door behind me.
Kendra rather calmly glanced at me. She was fully naked now, having dropped her towel, and hadn't had any intention at all of getting dressed, it seemed.
"You weren't even gonna come back," I said.
"I would have. Eventually. If I'd been needed. I felt like you and Dak might need a moment."
"We had lots of moments, thanks."
Kendra's eyes flicked down to my pussy and thighs, then back up. Her lips curled impishly.
"I can see that."
"Oh my god."
"I thought clothes might be premature. Seeing as how all that cumming just wasn't enough." Kendra pouted. "Usually my efforts last longer than that."
"Are you gonna pick on me more about my brother? Yes, I'm super fucking horny again. Everyone knows it. Even Dak."
"Baby girl, no. Not gonna pick on you." Kendra enfolded me in her arms. Her big, naked hug was equal parts comforting and arousing, which was just about perfect in the moment. "I thought I might lick your pussy some more," she suggested almost as an afterthought.
"That would be nice."
"And maybe play with your butt a little."
"Unf. That thing with your finger?"
"The one that made you squirt so much last time, yeah. But we better get some water in you. The way you were leaking, I'm surprised you're not dehydrated already. Get in bed, boo."
I gratefully sank into bed, propping myself up slightly on some pillows. I tried and failed to relax even a little. Too many nerves going off in me, too many rapid-fire thoughts.
I greedily drank the glass of water Kendra brought back, then had to continue waiting with great anticipation as she hummed to herself and got ready.
My clit throbbed urgently. I knew the delights I was in store for, and I had the bonus this time of savouring Kendra's naked body. She pretended like she wasn't just showing off for me, even though she definitely was, and was very much enjoying my horny, undivided attention.
Kendra settled between my legs and latched on to my pussy. I gasped and cooed happily. I needed her licks. Needed them so bad. Maybe worse than earlier at the table. I was in bad shape.
She salved the worst of my burning, shameful desire. She didn't let me cum though. Her tongue caressed my swollen, aroused pussy, giving me a full-body pleasure that nevertheless didn't quite hit that pure, sweet release.
"Kendra, I need to cum," I whined softly.
"I know, little one. Not yet."
I curled my hands up by my chest, under my chin. I pouted so pretty. "I was a good girl."
"Mmm. You were."
"... please?"
Kendra growled low. "Don't you take that adorable tone with me. You'll cum when I say."
I wiggled and strived for the cutest, most pitiful appearance I could manage. "Ok."
She growled again and attacked my pussy with her tongue. Carefully avoiding my clit, of course. Driving me crazy. Absolutely wild.
With my own spilled wetness, she reached in with a single cunning finger and went for my butthole. I needed my sweet release, but I knew I wasn't getting it at least until she had her finger in me.
Kendra slipped her finger up my ass using my own pussy juices. There were lots in this particular instance. She looked up at me while she wormed his finger naughtily inside me. There was a knowing look in her eyes, though I couldn't quite decipher it. Some silent teasing for being her little butt slut on top of everything else? Or still thinking of Dak and my extremely unsisterly reaction to him?
I didn't care. It was fine. I've be her depraved little kitten, just as I always was. It was from a new angle, but that was fine. Kendra didn't judge me for it.
And oh god was she going to make me cum hard. She shifted her head and sucked on my clit hard enough to be a tad painful, but in my state so much the better. Her aggressive posture on my clit came at the same time as she tried to stick a second finger in me. A double, slightly painful assault, that in my excessively horny state was so fucking good.



"Kendraaa!" I moaned loud, dimly aware that Dak might even hear me.
But Kendra loved it when I stroked her ego like that. And, in fact, I needed to call her name. I needed something to focus on.
I was cumming hard. Too hard. It wracked my whole damn body. My pussy convulsed and squirted all over her, just the way she wanted.
She kept going. Kept licking and sucking me, wiggling her fingers so beautifully in my butthole, stretching me just enough to ache a little since she hadn't given me time to adjust properly. If she wanted to be showered in pussy, she was going about it exactly right.
"Oh my beautiful good girl," Kendra hissed lovingly.
"Mmhm!"
She made me cum again before slowing down at all. She wasn't done, but she went so slow and tender after that, after my initial needs were taken care of.
I felt like a such a special girl. It was amazing the sheer number of things Kendra could make me feel just based on how she licked me. Anywhere from a happy, dirty, slutty little thing, to the most adored princess in the world. Sometimes without any stops in between.
"Love you," I whispered.
Kendra flicked her gaze up to me, just for a second, letting me see the flash in her eyes.
I wanted to reach down and stroke her hair. I got the urge sometimes. But it felt wrong. She petted me. Not vice versa. That was the way of things.
There were plenty of other ways to show my love and appreciation anyway.
****
Kendra cuddled me so damn hard once we'd finished and cleaned up some. We had to change the sheets and everything after she made me cum so much without laying down a towel first.
She held me naked in our bed, her arms wrapped around me just tight enough to feel secure, just stroking me and whispering tender words. If ever there was a time I needed aftercare, this was it and she knew it.
In the wake of so much overwhelming arousal, confusion, shame, guilt, excitement, nerves and anxiety, it took me a while to even start to really talk about it with any clarity. Kendra didn't rush me. She held me and loved me until I was ready.
"You think Dak's gonna jerk off to me?" I asked.
Kendra giggled softly. "Probably."
"Yeah, huh?"
"I didn't mean for him to find you like that," she said more seriously.
"I know."
"I wanted you to worry about it, but... how was I going to know he'd show up early?"
"No, I get it. I know you wouldn't do that on purpose."
"Not without more warm up to it."
"Pff. As if." I nuzzled her soft breast. "You're not that twisted."
"I can be."
"Sure. In the moment. Same as me. But doing something like today on purpose wouldn't be a horny-girl move. It'd have to be planned and stuff."
"True." Kendra kissed the top of my forehead. "You don't know how scared I was when I realized Dak was in the kitchen with you."
"You were scared? I was absolutely losing it! You didn't hardly miss a beat!"
"I wouldn't be much of a domme if I lost my implacable outward facade now would I? It's all about maintaining the mask. No matter how I'm feeling inside."
I nodded, only partly because it meant rubbing my cheek on her booby. "I forget that sometimes," I admitted. "You come off so calm and collected while I'm freaking out. Though to be fair, I was naked and tied up in front of my brother, and you weren't."
Kendra cupped my chin and lifted my face toward her. "I'm responsible for you," she reminded me softly. "If something gets fucked up too bad while you're in my care, that's on me and I have to live with it. If this had gone bad, if you and Dak hadn't been so weirdly into it-"
"We're not... it's not like that."
"It is, my darling. I saw the way he looked at you. I saw his hardon. And don't think I didn't see the way you reacted."
I blushed. "Right."
"Sorry. I'm not trying to keep pressing the issue. I'm just saying, it could have been bad. Relationship ruining." Kendra sighed in relief. "And instead, it was a thing of beauty. A total freebie of an amazing domme session. But only on the razor's edge."
"I kinda wish you weren't right about that." I nestled my face against Kendra for security. "You're really ok with me getting off like that because of my brother?"
"You think I wouldn't be?"
"No. I just want reassurance."
"Hehe, ok. Molly, I think it's kind of hot that you've got the kinks you do. This one included. And I think it's kind of funny. But I don't think it's bad or gross or anything to be judged, ok? It's just what it is."
"... and you're going to exploit the hell out of it?"
"Most likely, yes."
"Of course."
Kendra was quiet a moment, lost in thought. "If you really don't want me to, you can say so. I'd understand. I just don't think that's really what you want."
I in turned had to think. I mean, I didn't really. I knew my answer already. It just seemed important to consider. Or at least pretend to.
"I trust you," I said.
"Mmm. I know. So don't stop, is what you're saying?"
"... I'm not gonna say it."
"That's fine. You don't have to."
****
Normal home life was on the stilted and awkward side for the next couple days. It wasn't bad. Nothing was ruined between Dak and me. But we had certainly lost our usual rhythm.
We couldn't make eye contact for long at any given moment. I kept sensing his eyes on me when I wasn't looking at him. The sort of feeling I got around boys sometimes when they were into me. Never with Dak before. He'd looked, but never like this.
Though to be fair, it might have just been me imagining it. It wasn't like he was fully, blatantly leering at me or anything. I might have been juxtaposing him with previous experiences I'd had in my life. Overlaying him onto the mental pattern I had for sexual tension.
Because it was a sexual tension of a sort. It took me a while to realize it. Not like we actually wanted to get together or anything. Nothing like that. Dak was still my little brother and everything. But he'd seen me naked. Seen me all tied up and subby for Kendra. And we'd both gotten off on it. That wasn't nothing.
It was about the third day after the incident when Kendra got naughty again. It was in the morning too, while I was still just getting dressed.
"You should wear your collar," Kendra said, as though it was only an idle suggestion.
"Oh I should, should I?"
"I like when you wear it."
My heart beat a little harder, both from wanting to please Kendra, and from knowing the real reason she wanted me to wear it. She wanted me to show it to Dak again.
I could protest. It was always an option, even if I very rarely exercised it. I didn't particularly want to anyway.
"Would you put it on for me?" I asked, full of false innocence.
Kendra grinned cat-like and glided near-silently around the bedroom on bare feet. She was only in her underwear, having mostly just been watching me dress.
I stayed where I was, facing our mirror and adjusting my hair while Kendra found my collar and stalked playfully up behind me. I held still for her while she looped my collar about my neck and delicately snugged in into place at just the right tightness.
I felt a delightful shiver run up my spine as she nimbly collared me. It was way better when she did it. There was a sense of being possessed by her. Of being owned. Being hers. Her pet good girl.
"You look so good with your collar on," Kendra said.
"You just want me to wear it in front of my brother."
"That too."
"... I can't believe I'm going to do it."
"Sure you can. You've been waiting for me to make you do something in front of him."
My cheeks went pink. It was so clear in the mirror, but I didn't want to turn away. Kendra was standing so close behind me, watching me over my shoulder, making me feel all tingly and good just with her presence and the wickedness in her eyes.
Kendra met my gaze in the mirror and grinned wider. She wrapped her arms around me and rested her chin on my shoulder. She casually groped my boobs some, but didn't mess up my outfit.
"You know what you do to me?" she asked softly.
"Not half what you do to me."
"Debatable." Kendra released me with a final smack on my butt. "Anyway, I got work too. Better get dressed."
I nodded. "I'll get breakfast ready."
"Thanks, babe."
I made my way to the kitchen more nervously than usual. I was curious what Dak's reaction to my collar was going to be. Probably nothing huge, really. It wasn't a big thing compared to getting to stare at my bare ass.
Still, my pussy throbbed with low, insistent excitement as though I was on my way to something thrilling and intense, rather than just mixing some pancakes.
I was alone at first, but Dak appeared. He had an impeccable spidey-sense when it came to pancakes. His eyes widened when he first caught the collar around my neck, but he didn't initially say anything.
"Thanks for making breakfast," he said instead.
"Sure."
"Kendra coming?"
"She's getting dressed."
I waited to see if there would be any comment, but there wasn't. It was mildly infuriating. What did a girl have to do to get her brother to comment on her BDSM accessories anyway?
Kendra showed up a little bit later. She seemed disappointed to just find me and Dak eating at the table as normal. She'd probably even waited a while to give us time for... something.
By the time I'd finished, I'd already half-forgotten I was even wearing my collar around my brother. It was kind of nice, but also meant it wasn't really getting me horny anymore. Then again, I had to go to work, so being horny wasn't really ideal. Not that that always stopped Kendra. She didn't shy away from sending me off to work with soaked panties.
****
I got used to wearing my collar around the house again. It had never been an all the time kind of thing, and still wasn't, but we didn't have to hide it from Dak anymore. It mostly became normal, but every now and then he'd look at me in just the right way to remind me that I was showing off my subby side to him, and it would get my juices flowing.
Possibly because of those occasional glances and fun feelings they caused, I found myself gravitating toward hanging out a little more with Dak when I was collared. Some of it was deliberate, but sometimes I wasn't quite sure.
I was playing on my phone in the living room when Dak finally brought up my collar wearing habits. He'd been playing a video game, which I was halfway paying attention to over my phone.
"I'm not, like, getting in the way, am I?" he asked.
"Of what?"
"You know. Like, you've started wearing that collar a lot, but you didn't before I... caught you in the kitchen. You two aren't, like, being deprived of sexy times because I'm around, are you?"
"Nah. I wouldn't say that. We usually stick to the bedroom anyway."
"'Cause if you want more time alone in the house, you can just let me know and I can find other things to do for an hour or two."
"Uh, thanks."
I glanced sidelong at Dak, who'd just offered to me and Kendra more bondage play time in the house. It was a surprisingly casual offer, all things considered.
"What about you?" I asked. "Do you ever feel like you can't bring girls here?"
Dak considered. "Maybe it's a little weird? But I don't have much going on right now anyway, so I'm not gonna worry about it."
"Sure. Makes sense."
"Be kinda fun to get you two back some though."
"Get us back?"
Dak turned his face fully toward me. "You know. All those times you leave the door open, and you do that loud moaning thing, and-"
I went bright red. "Fuck. Sorry. I told Kendra not to keep doing that."
"Nah, it's fine."
"But... how much did you hear?"
"I mean... I assume most of the time when you cum."
"Oh god."
"You're loud, Moll."
"Arrggh." I buried my face in my hands for a moment. Even in my desperate embarrassment, I felt the lovely, happy tingles working their way through me. The pleasure of the shame. "You're not s'posed to hear that."
"Well, you know, the door is there to be shut for moments like that."
"I know! But once she starts... I'm not getting out of bed."
"No, I imagine not once you're all tied up."
"That's not always."
"No?"
"No. Just sometimes. Too much work doing it every other night or whatever. Plus it wouldn't be as special."
"... being tied up is special?"
"It is when Kendra does it, yeah."
"Huh. The things I never knew about you."
Dak finished up a little while after that.
I stayed where I was, but put on Netflix while I continued to relax and while the time away.
Kendra came in while I was sitting there cozied right up to me without even a greeting. I smiled and put my phone away for better cuddling.
"We have to start keeping our door closed," I said.
"Oh?"
"Dak can hear me. When I cum."
Kendra grinned devilishly. "Ooh."
"No ooh. He doesn't need to hear that."
"No, but it's fun. I wonder if he jerks off while listening to you."
I pouted. "Bad!"
"Uh huh. But don't pretend you don't like it."
I squirmed in my seat. "Maybe."
"I bet one of these times he'll come watch."
"Kendra!" I said with a loud gasp.
She was going too far. In an extremely exciting way, mind you. I was somewhat on edge already from my conversation with Dak. Kendra was pushing that even further.
"I mean, with the door open and all. And hearing you getting off like crazy. Probably squirting all over. He'll want to see that. It's quite the spectacle."
I bit my lip and shook my head, trying to ignore the thumping in my chest and the twitching in my pussy.
"He wouldn't come watch," I said firmly.
"What if I invite him?"
"You wouldn't."
Kendra arched one perfect eyebrow. "You telling me what I wouldn't do?" she asked in lethally calm tone.
"No."
"Didn't think so."
I was still squirming, for more than one reason, unable to properly enjoy our snuggling. My horniness was getting to be the worst problem, and also probably the easiest to deal with.
"Kendra?"
"Hm?"
"Can I lick your pussy?"
"Hehe, are you just trying to distract me?"
"Partly. But... I'm horny. And you haven't asked me to lick you in a while."
"True. I've been having too much fun. But I do miss your sweet little tongue." Kendra gave me a soft kiss. "Is that what you want right now?"
I nodded eagerly. "Pleeeaaase can I lick your pussy?" I asked, knowing that asking cute would up my chances.
"Unf. Horny little thing. Can't say no to you, can I? Makes me wonder who's in charge sometimes."
"You, obviously." I said, sinking to my knees in front of Kendra. "That's how domming works."
"I used to think so too. It's not always so clear."
I wasn't sure what she was on about, but I didn't spend too much time thinking about it. I was more interested in getting Kendra's pants and panties off. Then after that, getting between her legs and lapping at her cute little snatch.
Kendra moaned appreciatively. Hearing her pleasure was musical to me. I pushed her legs further apart, using only my tongue to actually play with her pussy. She tasted so sweet, and I craved more horny sounds from her.
I wanted to make her feel so good. The way she was always doing for me. I didn't get to reciprocate as often as I wanted, though that was her fault more than mine. She was in charge after all, whatever she was trying to claim all of a sudden.
I licked and sucked on Kendra's pussy just as skillfully as I knew how. I made her cum, much to my delight. And further delighting me, she didn't even stop me there. Sometimes she did. It annoyed me a little that she'd deprive herself just to exert control. She was supposed to deprive me, if anything. Though in a roundabout way, that was exactly what she was doing. It was complicated, and I was just glad she was the one who had to worry about our dynamics like that.
As was getting to be a bad habit, I forgot about Dak. Forgot all about him as I licked my girlfriend so good and worked her to another cum.
Then, when my brother walked in on us, Kendra wrapped her legs around me so I couldn't easily pull away. She was waiting for this to happen, I belatedly realized. I'd set myself up for it. And she'd probably claim later that I'd done it on purpose.
But I hadn't. Had I? I didn't think so.
"Well... oops," Dak said, stopping short at seeing me busy licking Kendra.
I lost my rhythm for a moment, but then kept going. Hot, dangerous excitement hit me hard. I'd been caught again. Not just tied and helpless, but actively licking Kendra. Eating her pussy. And now doing it where my little brother could see.
I wondered if he thought Kendra had made me, or whether he'd suspect that my own horniness was to blame? Which was worse, even? Maybe it didn't matter.
"Hey, come sit," Kendra said, inviting Dak closer. "We can put something different on to watch, if you want. Molly got... otherwise occupied somehow."
I felt my face go warm, matching the heat in my pussy. I was desperately trying to watch Dak from the corner of my eyes without stopping on Kendra's slit. My hand twitched toward my crotch, but it was only a twitch. If I actually wanted to rub myself I'd have to ask permission. Not that Kendra minded one way or the other, but she did find it a delightful excuse to 'punish' me for being wanton, and I could only imagine the mileage she'd get out of doing something like that now.
Dak had to think about it. I hoped he'd decline, even while inwardly knowing that was a lie. My not-so-secret deeper wish was for him to accept Kendra's offer and come join us.
He did, in the end. He sat as far away from me as he could on the couch, but that was still pretty close. More than close enough to watch everything I was doing. To see his sister being her naughty, subby self.
Kendra didn't outwardly appear affected. She was the one with her pussy out this time, but she also didn't have the same connection to Dak to make it a whole thing. The focus was all on me, and I couldn't decide between basking in it, or wanting to slip away and hide. Such a heady mixture, turning me on like nothing else.
"You want to pick a different show?" Kendra asked Dak, as though there was any chance he cared more about than about me.
"Nah. It's fine," he said.
"Cool, cool. How was work?"
"It was ok. I mean, my boss was in kind of a mood, so a little tense I guess."
"Sure."
My cheeks burned as the two of them somehow made idle small talk. Dak went along with that way too easily. Kendra I understood, because she was deliberately pushing some buttons and seeing what happened. Dak's easy acceptance made her efforts so much more effective.
I was still making Kendra feel good. Her pussy was still gushing, her hips made little movements every now and then, and I got the occasional soft gasp in between her conversation. But she wasn't giving me the usual feedback.
I couldn't figure out exactly what she was going for, but it didn't matter. It was working. I felt like a subbier, sluttier little thing than I was ready for. Licking away at my girlfriend while she chatted with my brother. Him watching, unaware of the various factors at play. Only seeing the obvious.
Fuck I wanted to play with myself. I almost would have, right there in front of Dak and everything. I was getting stupidly turned on. Kendra even started playing with my hair while I ate her, idly petting me while I licked away at her pussy.
If only she'd tied my hands behind my back or something. Taken it out of my control. It was so much easier not to touch myself when I didn't have the option. When I had to control myself, it could drive me crazy much faster.
Kendra cooed happily and gave me more pets when I made her cum again. She made sure Dak knew that I'd gotten her off. Her legs were still around me though, so I kept at it. Kept licking like it was my job.
I loved it. She didn't often let me lick her snatch for as long as I wanted. But I was going insane down below, needing to be touched, needing attention. It was going to get to a point where I'd have to lie back on the floor and jam my fingers down my pants right in front of the both of them, and I didn't know if I could handle the consequences of being quite so desperate.



I was fully burning up by the time Kendra came again, and finally nudged me away. I sat back on my heels, red as anything, pussy all down my chin, eyes gleaming, fingers digging in to my own thighs in an effort to be good.
"Mmm, that was good, babe. Thanks," Kendra said, gazing adoringly at me through heavy lidded eyes.
I wiggled anxiously on my knees, trying my best to sit still. "Thanks for letting me lick you," I said, knowing I was only embarrassing myself further in front of my brother.
It was a real effort not to stare at Dak. He was hard. So hard. My frequent little glances were more than enough to tell me that. And it was all over me. Well, mostly me. Maybe a little bit because Kendra hadn't bothered to hide her bottomlessness at all.
Kendra turned slowly, deliberately to Dak. "How you doing there?"
He shrugged. "Fine."
"You seem pretty... excited."
Dak flushed. "Maybe."
"Did your sister get you hard again?"
Dak shook his head and stayed quiet. The answer was obvious to everyone though.
"Don't pick on him," I said in a soft whine.
"I wouldn't dream of it," Kendra assured me. "I was only going to ask if he wanted to cum."
My heart threatened to beat out of my chest. Dak just looked panicked.
He wouldn't just, like, jerk off in front of us, would he? I'd be absolutely riveted if he did. I couldn't pretend I wouldn't. And I'd have to play with myself right along with him. I wouldn't physically be able to stop myself. But that couldn't really be the intent here. To get me being all horny and uncontrolled via getting my brother to masturbate.
"Maybe I should go to my room," Dak said.
"You could," Kendra said agreeably. "Or... would you like to cum on your sister?"
My poor little heart fairly stopped before resuming its wild staccato. I was going to dig my nails right through my jeans at the rate I was clenching my fingers on my thighs. It wouldn't even surprise me if I'd soaked through my pants at the crotch already.
Dak stared straight at me. I shyly met his gaze, but was no help to him. I didn't know what to do any better than he did. But I stayed right where I was. As still a good girl as I could possibly be under the circumstances.
Silently, secretly, I wished for him to say yes. It was entirely the wrong answer, and I didn't even know what it would mean if he said yes, but oh how I wanted it.
"That seems like a bad idea," Dak said finally.
"You're not wrong," Kendra said, a light note of teasing in her statement. "Molly, what do you think?"
I swallowed, my throat painfully tight, my mouth all but dry. Taking a deep breath wouldn't help. I wasn't even sure if I could manage one. I was trembling so hard it was amazing I hadn't fallen over yet.
"Do you want to cum on me?" I asked in a small but desperately earnest voice.
Kendra's eyebrows lifted, even if only for a quick second. I nearly missed it entirely, I was so focused on Dak.
He was all the more shocked. Not totally caught off-guard or anything, but not ready for my follow up. I hadn't know that was what I was going to say until I'd said it, but in hindsight it might have been inevitable.
"That's unfair," Dak said, breaking the silence.
"Isn't it though?" Kendra said breathlessly.
At least I'd broken her mask and she was showing her excitement. It was rare enough I could do that when she was being all domme-y.
"I shouldn't," Dak said regretfully.
"True," Kendra said before turning back to me. "He shouldn't. But maybe if you ask really nice."
Oh god. I had to close my eyes for a full thirty seconds before I could muster anything at all in myself. I opened them back up and stared full at Dak, just as sweet and pleading as a painfully horny big sister could be.
"Please cum on me?" I asked. My voice even almost stayed steady for the four short words.
Dak groaned. "Unfair," he repeated. "Is this for real?"
"She asked nice," Kendra said.
Her hand was between her legs. I'd just made her cum three times, and yet she was rubbing herself. I was too horny to function, but at least I wasn't alone.
"Please?" I repeated.
I had to double down. There was no other option. If I asked for something like my brother to cum on me, and then he just didn't, I'd be devastated. There was no coming back from that. Sure, I'd get off on the purest shame and humiliation that would ensue. But it was a case of definitely not being worth it. At this point, however much begging it took, I needed Dak to play along. He had to. Our dynamic was going to be different after either way, but I needed us to be on the same page.
The way my body was tensed at this point, if he walked out right now, it wouldn't even surprise me if I passed out as the only possible coping mechanism available.
Dak still fought it. And I couldn't blame him. But thankfully once he stood, his hands were immediately fumbling at his belt.
A wave of relief washed through me. If only I'd had a hand down my pants I probably could have made myself cum right there in that instant. My relief came with precious, happy tingles all through me, triumphant and amazed.
Aftershocks of shame came after as I briefly pondered the ramifications of seducing and corrupting my baby brother like this. That was bad. No doubt about it. But he was getting his cock out to jerk off on me, and that was way too immediate for all these other considerations to stand a chance.
"Fuuuccck," Kendra hissed from her thronely vantage point.
She was rubbing herself harder. Her recent orgasms might as well not have happened.
I agreed with her, but didn't voice it. I didn't do much of anything other than stare at my brother.
Dak stepped right up to me, just as naked below the waist now as Kendra was. His cock was painfully hard and red, dripping a slick mess of precum.
I gave him my best puppy eyes. The ones that even worked on Kendra most of the time. He looked about ready to burst. I hoped he wouldn't right away. That the moment would last. I couldn't deal with all this buildup and then have it end anti-climactically.
Dak didn't seem at all sure of himself as he stroked his cock so close to my face. That was fair enough. Nothing about this was really a good idea. But fuck was it hot.
I was absolutely soaking through my pants. I only didn't masturbate right along with Dak because of how transfixed I was, and because he came before I could snap myself out of it.
It was the perfect length of time, really. Not immediate, but over before any of us could rethink any decisions.
All of a sudden, thick white cum was spraying toward me. I closed my eyes instinctively and missed part of Dak's orgasm, but I had enough presence of mind to open back up once the initial couple spurts passed and my eyes weren't in danger any longer.
The last of Dak's cum caught my chin and tits, lower than the initial shots across my forehead and nose, and indeed my eyelids. I wasn't sure how deliberate it was, but he'd done a fantastic job of coating my face. Already some was starting to drip across my eyes.
Without thinking about it, as Dak was squeezing out the last little bit, I darted forward and licked the last of it from his cock. Just cleaning him a tiny little bit. It was a terrible idea, pushing boundaries yet again, and only after I did it did I realize how bad it was.
But that taste of my brother directly from his cock pushed me over the edge. I would have fallen anyway. I couldn't very well do anything else with a thick, brotherly facemask of cum coating me. But it was definitely the taste on my tongue that I carried with me as I fell back and began tearing at my jeans, desperate to get them off.
"Molly. Molly!"
I heard Kendra's voice, but shook my head and ignored her, still fumbling with my clothes. Her hands landed on mine, stopping me short.
"Pleeeaaase," I whined. "I need it."
"I know, darling. I know. Let me."
I trusted her. I couldn't hold myself back, but for my Kendra I somehow did anyway. Only for a minute. Less than sixty seconds of throwing my hands back over my head and somehow keeping them there. Luckily that was all it took.
Kendra got my jeans and panties out of the way faster than I would have been able to. She didn't even stop to tease me about how they were so wet I might as well have pissed myself. She just worked efficiently, spread my legs, and jammed her fingers up my cooch.
There was nothing delicate about the way she fingered me. Which was perfect. I didn't need delicate, I needed to cum. I needed release before I blacked out.
Kendra had a very serious look on her face as she finger-banged me and rubbed my clit. I loved her for it. She was horny too. I knew it. But she'd thrown that entirely aside. None of what she did in that moment was for her. It was all about making me cum. Bringing me back to reality, just a little, just enough.
I squirted everywhere, all over the both of us. As if I wasn't messy enough yet. I was dimly aware of Dak getting to see me cum explosively. Even that didn't fully register. But I came hard, and Kendra was already working me toward a second.
I licked some brother-cum off the corner of my lip, regaining enough consciousness to be aware of my sexy, slutty situation and to take advantage of it.
My second orgasm was smaller, and I didn't even think I squirted at all, but it was still excellent and kept my whole body shivering afterward.
"You're in bad shape," Kendra said.
I grinned. "How could you tell?"
"Ha, yeah."
Dak was watching closely getting hard again I noted. Kendra beckoned him closer.
"Here, take over for me," she said.
"Um... what?"
"Just keep rubbing Molly's pussy. Don't do anything special. I'll be back in a minute."
"I... oh god. What?"
Despite his confusion and uncertainty, Dak kept his hand on my pussy, right where Kendra had instructed. He rubbed in a poor imitation of Kendra, but the naughtiness of it made up for a lot.
It didn't even occur to me to wonder if I should be allowing it. I was free. Floating. I smiled happily at Dak, through a mess of his cum, while he rubbed my pussy. His big sister's soaking wet snatch. So bad.
Kendra skidded back into the room and down beside me. She'd brought toys. What else could she have gone for, really?
Dak tried to abstain himself again, but Kendra firmly told him to keep rubbing. She very much had the demeanor of a battlefield medic, not taking anything into consideration other than the needs of her patient.
"I don't think I should be rubbing Moll's pussy like this," Dak said, but in a voice that suggested he was fine with being overruled.
"Shouldn't have cummed on her face either," Kendra said. "Didn't stop you."
"That's... you two ganged up on me!"
"Didn't take a lot of ganging though, let's be real."
Kendra used my own wetness to slide a vibrating butt plug up my ass, then turned it on high. She followed up with the cordless magic wand she'd brought with her and applied it to my clit.
It was magical. Especially since Dak was still rubbing my pussy and I was getting off on having my little brother touch me like that.
"You wanna do something really fun?" Kendra asked Dak.
"Um... yeah, fuck it. What?"
"Hold the wand."
"Um..."
"Yep, just like that. Now we turn it up. And just keep it right there. Just hold it."
My eyes rolled back. I couldn't even see Kendra or Dak. Could barely understand the words they were saying.
Kendra got my brother to vibe my clit hard, and I came in equal proportion. The plug up my bum doing its work too.
The squirt the two of them got from me was tsunami-like. Basically like I was fully just peeing all over them. My whole body shuddered and shivered. My toes and fingers curled, seeking something to grasp and finding nothing at all.
And they weren't even done. Dak was still vibing me. My clit and ass were still taking heavy stimulation. I was a messy, horny girl. My beloved girlfriend and brother were still teaming up on me. I came again. And again. And oh fuck did I just lose myself in it.
****
I blinked awake to Kendra tenderly holding and caressing me. Dak was next to us, anxiously holding a glass of water. As soon as I was conscious enough and could be prompted to drink, they made me drain the glass.
"Went a little hard on you," Kendra said softly.
"I needed it," I said.
"Mmm. You really did." Kendra kissed me. "Still should have-"
"Don't start," I said. "I don't want you taking back anything."
"Wouldn't dream of it."
Dak smiled shyly when I turned my unfocused eyes toward him. He was still half-naked, but not hard anymore. I didn't think he'd cummed on me again. Probably he'd been worried about me passing out. Which was fair. But it was only because of cumming too hard, which was the best possible reason.
"You came on my face," I said.
"I did," he agreed.
"Thank you."
"I mean... I think it should be me thanking you."
"Maybe. Kind of. You can do it again some time if you want."
Kendra laughed softly. "Don't make promises right now, little one. You're still kind of out of it."
"I promise I love you," I countered easily.
"That doesn't count. But I appreciate it."
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Kendra was delicate with me for a few days. I didn't need her to be, but I also didn't mind her decision either.
Spacing out more intense sessions was important, but I was also living in a more bounteous world of sexual arousal than usual. Between my near-constant flashes of memory and wild daydreaming, and the way my body reacted at the mere presence of my brother in the same room, I was as happy and horny as a girl could ever want.
Maybe that was why Kendra limited us to more gentle love making. Maybe she sensed that extra efforts would be wasted until I'd calmed down some. Or perhaps she was still a little worried about me.
It was really quite amazing the way she could switch from domme mode to doting, adoring girlfriend practically in an instant, not to mention the vast differences between her personas at times.
I was different. For me, girlfriend mode and subby slut mode were intertwined and couldn't always be neatly separated. I instinctively tried to trick Kendra into domming me a few times, but she rebuffed me as easily and casually as anything. I had to make do with loving sex and cuddles, tender touches and whispered words.
I loved those things. Was insanely happy. It was only my constant horniness that was the problem. My newfound knowledge of what messing around with my brother could do. Yet another new thing Kendra had led me to that turned out to be perfect for me.
"How can you just keep wanting to cum more?" Kendra murmured one evening as we lazed our time away in bed.
"Is that a serious question?" I brought her hand to my mouth and kissed her palm softly before making big, fluttery eyes at her. "You know what you can do with me with your fingers, your tongue, your... everything."
"No, I know. I'm proud of it."
"Hehe."
"Just... usually I can make you beg me to stop after a while."
"I thought you weren't in a mood for making me beg."
Kendra laughed softly. "Different kind of beg. Not the subby kind. Just, you know, when you've had enough."
I bit my lip, silently searching Kendra's eyes. "You know why, don't you?"
"I have a guess."
I nodded. "It's probably right."
"Tell me anyway. Please?"
I squirmed a little, but Kendra was holding me and I didn't want to go anywhere. That being said, rubbing myself nakedly against her was quite a delightful feeling.
"It's 'cause of what you did to me. You and Dak."
"Ah. I thought it might be. Even this long afterward?"
"Seriously? I don't know if I'll ever get over it. I certainly won't forget it."
Kendra smiled and tickled my side. "I know you won't forget it. I just assumed you'd calm down some. You always calm down eventually, even from the craziest stuff. Then you want more."
"Well... I do want more."
"Not like usual," Kendra said slowly. "Not in that cute, desperate way of yours. I managed to fill your horny little battery, and you haven't worn down the charge."
I giggled. "Well it keeps getting filled again. I have to keep walking around, seeing my brother, remembering... what we did."
"He does that to you, huh?"
I hesitated, knowing I was approaching dangerous territory now. Something I didn't want to think about even as a possibility, but I had to at some point.
"He does," I admitted. "But... is that ok?"
"Hm?"
"You haven't really told me how you feel about it."
"Oh."
I pushed Kendra's hair back and caressed her cheek. "This doesn't change anything, does it?"
"Of course not, silly. I'm not jealous of Dak."
"Good."
"Did you think I was?"
"No. But... you've been different."
Kendra chuckled softly. "I'm all domme-y and shit, remember? You don't have to worry about me."
"That's fucking bullshit."
"Excuse me?"
"You're my girlfriend, Kendra. I love you. I don't care if you tie me up and spank me, and leave me locked in a dog cage all day while you're gone, I-"
"Is that a suggestion?"
"Hush. I'm being serious. The point was, yeah, we have our special relationship. But you should know better than I do that doesn't mean I can't be the one to worry about you and want to protect you sometimes."
Kendra smiled wide, unable to hold it back. "Fuck I love you."
"As well you should." I played with her hair some more. It wasn't often that it was me playing with hers rather than vice versa. "Now for real, is Dak a problem?"
"I pushed you guys into that whole thing, you know."
"I remember. Stop dodging the question."
"Dak isn't a problem."
"You promise?"
"Yes." Kendra caressed my cheek right back. "I know you love him, but it's not in the same way."
"That's right."
"Maybe... maybe it's been bothering me just a little how easy he gets you off."
"He gets me stupid horny," I said. "Not quite the same. You're still the one getting me off. Or in control of it, anyway."
"I have to work so hard to get you that stupid horny," Kendra said quietly.
"... so Dak is a problem?"
"No. Maybe. No, I don't think so." Kendra sighed. "I am being a little jealous I guess."
"We can stop messing around with him. Full stop. He'd understand."
"We could. It's fucking hot though, that's the problem."
I nodded, casually playing with Kendra's tits now. "It really is."
"Like... I don't know if I've ever been as stupid horny as you were when you passed out. But I've been pretty fucking worked up. Way more than usual."
"'Cause you like seeing me and my bro-ther."
"Yes. Exactly." Kendra shrugged. "But it's complicated."
"It is. If it helps any, it's only 'cause of the way you play with us both that things are so wicked hot."
"Because I started it, you mean?"
"Partly that. Partly... you know how to make it hot. Like, sure, I could have been caught naked by Dak all on my own. But tied naked to a table? Or licking your pussy while you just chat casually like it ain't no thing? Or just, like, any kind of domming me right in front of him." I propped myself up on one arm, partly to make my point, and partly for better access to Kendra's boobies. "You know that's what makes it hot as all fuck," I said seriously. "You've never dommed me in front of anyone. And you go and pick my brother as a first test case. Zero to fuckin' sixty why don't ya."
Kendra smiled slyly, a return to her confident, impish self. The wicked way she looked at me, I knew I was in for something special. Probably in the near future.
"Didn't pick him so much as he was just... here," she said.
"True, but-"
"Well, and he did get you all hot and bothered just by being around."
"Not entirely true," I mumbled. "But sure."
"But you are very correct," Kendra said, sliding her hand down my tummy. "You lived with him a while and never were into him that way. It's the humiliation of it, isn't it? The crazy naughtiness? Getting all wet in front of your baby bro. While your girlfriend does whatever she so pleases with you. And you happily go along with it all."
"... maybe."
Kendra kissed me forcefully, a pleasant return to form. Soft, loving kisses were nice and all, but every now and then I really just wanted to be kissed in a way that asserted her claim over me beyond any reasonable doubt.
"You like having an audience for your own wantonness," Kendra said. "And you like that it's your brother, who you definitely love, even if not romantically necessarily. And it all feeds back on itself. All the emotions at play there. God. I was missing a step or two there for a hot minute."
"Don't beat yourself up," I said. "That's what I'm for."
"... for helping with complicated mental tangles? Or for beating up?"
"... yes."
"Pff, you little shit. You're not that kind of sub."
Kendra rolled me on my back. I let myself be positioned, keeping my hands well clear. She was asserting control, and I fell easily into my role as her loving plaything.
She slid down my body to bury her face in my pussy. It wasn't a terrible surprise when she ate me to several orgasms in a row, to the point where I had to beg and plead for her to stop. Just as she'd been pouting that she couldn't get me that point lately. Really, all it took was her heart being in it, I thought.
****
Even though Kendra and I got back to some BDSM play, there still wasn't really anything intense at first. Which was fine. I still wasn't in any desperate need of extra thrills.
There was more low-key stuff though. Making sure I wore my collar more. Having me on a leash. Extra spankings for dubious and playful transgressions. That kind of thing. Plus Kendra's usual obsession with seeing how hard she could make me cum, how much she could make me squirt, or how long I could go before pleading with her to let me rest.
Things were more or less normal with Dak this whole time. He kept an eye on me more than he used to, but that made sense. He was probably getting the same horny vibes off me that I did off of him. I fed off his interest, in the excitement and shame it brought. Not so intense in everyday life, but remembering his cum all over my face and getting off on it gave me all the warm, embarrassed tingles I needed.
We were just watching a movie one night. All three of us. Dak was curled up by himself in a comfy chair. Kendra was stretched out along the couch. I sat in front of the couch, on the floor.
I was fully clothed, nothing improper there. But I had my collar on, and a leash held loosely by Kendra. She'd pull it snug every now and then just to remind it was there, and occasionally to remind me to sit up straighter. Very low level. She'd idly pet me at times like I was her good puppy just waiting for scritchies.
It was all very comfy and nice, except for having to remember not to relax too much.
Eventually Kendra sat up, stretched, and stood. She started walking and I got a tug from my leash before I clued in that I needed to follow.
Even once I realized, I was still too slow to start moving and got a bit of a yank from my leash before I could catch up. The collar digging into my neck for an instant went right to my clit, making it throb in response. A good yank, not so hard as to be painful, could do that. And this one was well judged.
I crawled on hands and knees, heeling as quick as I could. Kendra started walking again while I crawled after her, hotly aware of Dak watching the whole thing.
We didn't go as far as I assumed, though. We actually stopped right at Dak's seat, whereupon Kendra handed over the end of my leash.
"Hold for me, would you?" Kendra asked. "I'll be back in a few minutes."
Dak looked back and forth rather bemusedly between us. "Uh, sure."
Kendra nodded and pattered out of the room. I watched her go, feeling a small ache as she left. I wasn't used to this. To thinking I was being led away, then discovering in fact I was being left with someone else. But then, there'd never been anyone else to leave me with.
I sat back on my heels and looked uncertainly at Dak. He looked right back at me with a similar expression, and maybe more amusement in his eyes.
"Well hello," he said.
"Hey," I said shyly.
My eyes kept flicking to the leash going from my neck to Dak's hand. Being held by my little brother. Fuck. Me.
"So... what's Kendra planning here?" Dak asked.
I shrugged. "She usually doesn't tell me."
"Sure. Fair." Dak glanced toward the doorway she'd exited. "I was kinda waiting to see if there was going to be more."
"More?"
"You know. With me. I thought we might have gone too far last time or something. Or things were weird."
"Things aren't weird! I'm still your sister. If you thought they were weird you could have talked to me."
"Yeah. Maybe. I'm, uh, a little out of my depth here, you know."
"Oh." I tried to ignore my leash, and the thoughts it was starting to bring to mind. Ideas of Dak tugging me toward him. Getting his cock out... "That might make it more important to talk," I said. "Check in on some stuff."
"It might. I just, like, don't know how big a part I am of this. Or, like, you're my sister and all. Can I even be a part of this?"
"You want to be, don't you?"
"... is it weird that I really do?"
I shook my head. "We're past that. When you came on my face... yeah, we're past that barrier."
"Oh." Dak grinned cautiously. "That was maybe the hottest thing I've ever done."
"Unf. Me too."
"And I didn't even really... I mean nothing even hardly happened. 'Cept when you licked me at the end."
"Ha, yeah. That's kinda how this BDSM stuff goes sometimes. Some of it's, like, ridiculously subtle."
Dak nodded. "I think I maybe understand that. I don't know how much of that's my kinda jam. But, like, Moll? You think there's any chance I can cum on your face again?"
I bit my lip hard and tried not to squirm too obviously. My pussy was flooding now. My little brother holding my leash and so earnestly asking if he could cum on me. Too good.
"We'd have to ask Kendra," I said.
"Sure. But you're ok with it?"
"God, Dak. You know how horny I get just thinking about doing it again?"
"Well... you could just ask."
"Ha, yeah. Fair. Have to wait for the right time though too."
"I guess. You guys only do stuff certain days, huh?"
I shrugged. "Depends. Some stuff is basically every day. A lot of it isn't. I've a feeling that you're going to have to learn to be especially patient though. I have to look after Kendra first. Always. Plus, like, big, intense stuff is better if you spread it out." I gave Dak a look that hopefully wasn't too blatantly smoldering. "Right now, anything involving you is pretty damn intense."
He preened a little at that last comment. Which was fair. I didn't think he really understood everything I was saying, but that was fine.
"If it's hot, wouldn't you want to do it more?" he said.
"Yes."
"So... why not do it more?"
"Just trust me. Space to process and enjoy after the fact as just as important as whatever the thing is in the first place."
"I-"
"I'm your big sister. You should listen to me."
It was a ridiculous thing to say under the circumstances. While I was leashed and held by him. Kneeling in front of him on the floor. Both of us anticipating him cumming on me in the near future. Me barely able to keep my hands away from myself and my excited little pussy.
"You're my big sister," Dak agreed. Somehow, there wasn't even any irony in his tone.
Kendra came back soon after, before we could get into any other conversation. She had a glass in one hand and retrieved my leash with the other.
I was ready this time and crawled back to my post at Kendra's feet without having to be tugged.
"Thirsty?" Kendra asked.
I sat back on my heels, hands demurely on my knees. "A little."
Kendra brought the glass down to my lips and held it for me while I drank. It actually was a good idea to keep my fluids up when sexy times were afoot, and wasn't purely infantilizing.
I waited until Kendra set the remainder of the water down next to her.
"Kendra?"
"Molly."
"Can... can Dak cum on my face?"
Kendra smiled crookedly, nearly smirking. "Did I hear a please?" she asked lightly.
I flushed and looked down for a second. I tried to compose myself enough to not give away how fluttery and excited I was.
"Please can I let my brother cum on my face?" I asked softly, making big eyes at Kendra to help my case.
Kendra lost some of her own composure as I spoke. I secretly delighted in being adorable and slutty enough to break her facade, just for a second. She leaned down and kissed me fiercely, laying her claim to me in front of Dak before acquiescing.
"That's a good girl," she whispered. Then, louder, "Open up."
I leaned back a little after our kiss and obediently opened my mouth despite not immediately catching on as to why. Kendra folded my leash over itself, then carefully put it across my jaw so I could lightly bite down on it and carry it between my teeth. Like a puppy asking for walkies.
Trembling, once again finding myself in a new and wonderfully debasing situation, I turned and crawled over to my brother. Kendra swatted my bum on the way.
I crawled slowly, feeling twin sets of eyes on me. Dak's from the front, seeing me coming. Kendra's from the rear, eyes gleaming no doubt.
It was perfect for her. Me doing all the work of thinking of and asking for some kinky task I could do, and her only having to add a small twist of her own to crank it up.
I carefully dropped my leash in Dak's lap, then waited for his move. My cheeks were warm and flushed, my pussy soaking my panties, tummy all aquiver, eyes flicking helplessly toward his crotch in case he was hard already.
He was, I was pretty sure. It was hard to tell the way he was sitting, but no doubt that was deliberate to shield himself.
Dak cleared his throat awkwardly as he picked up my leash again. He actually pulled it snug, just enough that I could feel the pressure on my neck.
"So," he said.
"So," I repeated.
"Uh..."
"You have to get your cock out."
"Yeah. Right."
Dak fumbled with his pants. I heard a noise from Kendra's direction, intriguing enough to make me take my eyes off my brother. She was slipping her pants off too.
Just poor little me left unable to masturbate. Unfair. But so fucking hot, though.
Kendra settled in comfortably to play with herself, all sexily bottomless. I tore my eyes away from her. As arresting as she was, Dak was who I needed to focus on.
He had to drop my leash to get his pants out of the way. I stayed still, of course. I wanted him to hold my leash, to make me feel temporarily controlled. But more importantly, he needed to get his cock out first.
Dak picked my leash back up in one hand once he was ready, while of course stroking himself with the other. He was staring straight at me, all kneeling in front of him and waiting just as patiently as I could. I needed a little more than that though.
"Tighter," I whispered.
Dak raised an eyebrow. "What?"
"My leash. It's not tight."
"Oh."
Dak gripped further down the leash, then tugged it back some, pulling my collar tight on my neck. Not as tight as he could have, but enough.
I used the excuse of Dak tugging me forward to scooch a little closer on my knees, as though I was thrown off balance. Really, I just wanted to be nearer to the action.
It was so weird that I could simply watch my baby bro jerking his cock right in front of me. Just watch his hand go up and down, gradually smearing precum all over. Perhaps even weirder was how much it turned me on. Boys jerking off wasn't a specific kink of mine by any means. But Dak... yeah, with him it definitely worked for me.
"Can I... can I see your tits?" Dak asked.
My eyes gleamed and I bit my lip, hands already twitching toward my top. But like a good girl, I turned to Kendra first.
"Can he?" I asked.
Kendra snorted. "I'm not the one holding your leash, am I?"
I shook my head and turned back to Dak. I had permission of a sort, anyway.
With trembling hands I lifted my shirt up, bunching it above my breasts. Then unhooked my bra and let it drop away entirely. The look in Dak's eyes was just as horny as I'd hoped, just as pleased with his big sister's boobies as a girl could ever ask.
He actually stood up eventually, which got him so much nearer. I had to back off a little again, but even so his cock was directly in my face. I could lean forward and suck it if I wanted. I wouldn't, obviously. He was my brother.
But... maybe not that obvious. I found that as I thought about it, it wasn't totally unreasonable. I could take him in my mouth. Brother or not. Oh fuck I actually really could.
Dak saved me from myself by cumming before I could work up to sucking on him. He grunted and pulled me tighter. I was pretty sure he didn't realize how hard he was actually tugging, as I had to put my hands on his thighs to prevent being jammed face-first into his spasming cock.



He couldn't possibly miss from that distance. No cum was wasted, nor landed anywhere other than my face. It made for an even better coating than last time. Or it would have if I hadn't been particularly naughty and opened my mouth up to catch some on my tongue. I really shouldn't have, but that didn't seem to be a consideration anymore.
I had to be careful though. I was well in danger of passing out again once I finally got to cum.
With Dak's sexy taste in my mouth and his cum all over me, I was fairly burning up. My clit was throbbing in my panties, which in turn were predictably soaked.
Daring to be sluttier, I repeated my sneaky move of last time and darted forward to lick the tip of Dak's cock clean for him. I already had his flavour, but the act of licking him hit me nicely anyway.
"Daaammmn," Kendra hissed from her vantage point.
I wondered if she'd made herself cum yet. I absolutely still needed to cum, regardless of the answer.
"Let me see, Molly," Kendra said.
I would have turned immediately, but Dak was still absently holding my leash tight. He was staring down at me, and I was delighted to see him still lightly stroking himself and seemingly not softening hardly at all. Because of the pretty, slutty mess I was. His cum painting me.
I opened my mouth wide and waited. Dak took a moment before he finally clued in and put my leash back in my mouth for me. I then turned and crawled to Kendra, letting her appreciate my cummy face as I slowly neared.
"Unf, so pretty," she cooed, taking my leash.
"Thanks," I said. I turned my big, cute eyes on her, though the effect was marred by the cum dripping off my eyelashes. Or maybe helped. I wasn't totally sure what I looked like. "Kendra, can I please cum now?"
She pretended to think about, while at the same time running a fingertip through the mess on my face. My brother's mess. She poked her cummy finger in my mouth and smiled at me sucking it clean.
"Yes," she decreed. She unclipped my leash. "I'm going to let you off leash. You bring me back a toy, ok?"
Oh god. Like I was a puppy. Even talking a little bit slow and clear like I needed training or something. I couldn't take it on top of everything else already.
And yet... if I brought something back, she'd use it. Fuck I needed her to use something on me.
I would have wantonly masturbated on the floor again, giving Kendra and Dak both a fantastic show. But if I could bring our wand back...
Shit, it might be a repeat of last time at this rate. Which was fine. I was willing to pass out for the sake of exquisite orgasms.
I crawled away in rather undignified manner. My tits were still out. My face was a sexy disaster. Probably my pussy had made an obvious wet spot that anyone could see while I was crawling away.
It only made me crawl faster. Not becasue I wanted to get away, but because I needed to get back all the sooner.
Our cordless magic wand was on its charger. I took it off and found that I could hold it lengthways in my mouth. Somewhat awkwardly, sure, but I could. I brought it back to Kendra like that. Like a puppy retrieving her toy. Just as she'd implied I was.
"Good girl," she said, giving me pets.
I whimpered as she took her time about it. "Please?" I said pitifully.
"You'll have to get naked."
I nodded and worked at my clothes quick as I could. Dak would get to see me naked again. It was Kendra I was focused on, loving the way her eyes raked over my increasingly nude body. But I was conscious of my brother too.
I had to be careful when taking my shirt off to keep it away from my face, and to leave all the cum where it was.
Kendra pushed me backward on the floor. I fell with a surprised squeal that turned into a delighted giggle. She pinned my hands above my head, just for a second, but when she released them I held them right where they were. I thought she just meant for me to behave myself, but in fact she came in with my leash and used it to bind my wrists. I loved it.
I loved it so much more once she flicked on the magic wand and pressed it to my pussy. My eyes rolled back, lids half closed, and I surrendered to the magic.
I came pretty quickly, reveling in my dirty display of squirting all over Kendra and the floor beneath me. After the initial one, she used my overflowing wetness to wiggle a finger up my bum, amping me up for another cum.
Dak, bless him, came over to help too. He knelt next to me while I was busy cumming all over myself. He started jerking off again and, more daringly, reached out to feel my tits.
I didn't pass out from the combined assault, but I was well worn out by the end, and incredibly messy. Dak came on my tits at some point, and my bottom half was covered liberally in my own juices.
I smiled tiredly up at Kendra as she just watched me affectionately in the aftermath. I didn't try to move. There was a limit to what I could until she untied my hands anyway.
"All cummed out?" she asked.
"I think so."
"Good. You're an awful mess."
"So I am."
"Want some pictures?"
I hesitated, then nodded. I really, really did.
I stayed put until Kendra returned and snapped some shots of me, and only afterward did we make any attempt at getting me cleaned up.
****
I luxuriated in a hot bath afterward. Kendra helped me wipe away the worst of my mess first, then I just soaked and enjoyed myself. Getting all nicely clean and fresh.
Kendra proved quite a lovely diversion, pattering around the bathroom in an increasingly nude state. I just enjoyed watching her at first, then, as these things went, I felt the tell tale signs of getting turned on.
I was so relaxed already. Enjoying everything. I just went ahead and started playing with myself. Rubbing my pussy under the water. It didn't take Kendra long to notice.
"Are you seriously masturbating?" she asked, having apparently caught the movement in the mirror.
She turned to me, hands on her hips. But being so very naked, she really just gave me more to look at.
"Maybe," I said.
"You are, you horny little thing. You were all cummed out. I know you were."
I shrugged. "I got better."
"Dak really does things to you, huh?"
"He does. But this is all you."
Kendra's lips quirked. "Is it?"
"Yeah. You can't just model yourself all nakey like that and expect me not to like it."
"I was most certainly not modeling myself."
"If you say so."
I maintained full eye contact with Kendra while continuing to rub my pussy. She just sighed and shook her head.
"You didn't even ask if you could play with yourself," she said.
"You're right. I didn't."
"That's bad."
"I've been known to be a bad girl," I admitted easily.
She kept staring. I kept masturbating.
"Alright," Kendra said, "scooch up. Let me in."
I made room for Kendra to slip into the bath behind me, then promptly leaned back against her soft warmth and loving embrace.
"Hand off your snatch, little one," she murmured into my ear before giving it a soft nibble. "Let mommy take care of you."
I shivered despite the warmth. "You're my mommy?"
"Well if bad little girls won't behave themselves... they need a mommy, don't they?"
"I can't argue with that."
Kendra did take care of me. Rather thoroughly. I just relaxed into her and the warmth of the bath and let her play.
Even just her taking on my pussy would have been good. She made me feel better than I could. More than that, I got to feel her whole body against me. Of course, being Kendra, she also nipped at me and fondled my boobs, complete with pinching and twisting my nipples at intervals.
My relaxing bath turned into a minor game of pain and submission. Kendra gave little bites on my ears and neck. I tried to stay still, but flinched frequently, and at times leaned my head to block a sensitive area. She'd simply swap to the other side and carry on. If I got too squirmy and defensive, she'd pinch one of my nipples hard, perhaps even twisting it until I gasped and straightened my neck out for more.
Kendra skillfully combined my cumming with some of the sharpest pains she delivered, heightening the experience the way only she could.
Once she was done, there was a chance to relax and just soak together. She gave me plenty of cuddles, and made sure to kiss me several times everywhere she'd bitten me.
"Thank you, mommy," I whispered.
Kendra snorted. "I shouldn't have said that. Don't know why I did."
"I liked it, actually."
"Of course you did. You've got a thing for family."
I shook my head. "No."
Kendra kissed me again. "You kinda do."
"Only Dak. That's not the same."
"And what if I was your mommy?"
I didn't even hesitate. "Well then you'd probably have to say I had thing for family."
"Mmhm."
****
Dak caught me on my way back to my room. I was only dressed in a towel that was wrapped around me after finally getting out of the bath. I felt kind of exposed and naked in front of him. This despite having literally been exposed and naked not so long ago.
"What's that on your neck?" he asked.
I looked shyly at my brother. "Bite marks," I answered honestly.
"Bite marks?"
"Don't worry. She kissed them better."
Dak slowly shook his head. "I'm not ever going to understand you two fully, am I?"
I stepped closer and grinned impishly. "You're going to enjoy it though, aren't you?"
"Maybe."
"Yeah you are. You like cumming on your sis-ter."
Dak just gave me a look, then abruptly reached out and tugged at my towel. It slid from my body and pooled on the floor. I did nothing to try and replace it, just stood there miming shock as best I could.
Kendra, naturally, chose that moment to appear, wrapped in a towel of her own.
"Why are you naked again already?" she asked calmly.
"Dak pulled my towel off."
"Yes, that sounds right." Kendra came close enough to swat my bum. "Go to your room."
I pouted. "He was bad and you send me to my room?"
"Unfair, isn't it?"
It was, in a sense. But then, Kendra was always unfair in the very best of ways. I padded off nakedly, still leaving my damp towel right where it was, knowing I had Kendra and Dak both watching me slink away. I was getting used to the doubled eyes on me.
****
As was often the case, there were a few days between major sessions with Kendra and me. I knew Dak didn't really understand it, but it was kind of funny watching him be all horny and cutely impatient.
I loved the downtime. When Kendra wanted me turned on and cumming hard, it was simply the best thing. But the lulls in between were what really made it. Time to recuperate, rest, play the experiences back and enjoy them all the more, then begin to anticipate what would be next.
On a more practical note, I couldn't imagine Kendra keeping up with an every day schedule, nor could my poor body take it if we were going hard every single day. Most days, all I really wanted was a nice slow orgasm at the end of the day and some soft cuddles. Nothing more.
I mentioned this to Kendra one evening while we were getting some very excellent snuggles together. In particular about Dak.
"Mmm," she said thoughtfully, "but he doesn't get cuddles on off-days."
"True," I said.
"And it's all new to him. A novelty."
"More than a novelty," I protested.
"No question. I'm just saying on top of everything else, it's a novelty. It makes sense that he gets anxious."
I nodded. "No, I get it. Just wanted to mention it."
Kendra stroked my hair. "Do you want to cuddle him?"
I wiggled in her grasp. "He's my bro-ther. That's weird."
Kendra laughed. "The things you think are weird. I seem to recall you painted in his cum not so long ago."
"That's different."
"Mmm. It's worse."
"No. Well, yeah, ok. But... I don't know."
"Sure." Kendra kissed me on the forehead. "Maybe if you're comfortable with it sometime, I was kind of thinking of drawing the two of you."
"Ooh, you haven't been drawing much lately."
"No, I haven't. I think I got too used to drawing you naked, then I stopped when Dak moved in."
"Yeah, that sounds right," I said.
"I could always just draw you alone," Kendra said. "Now that we don't need to worry about Dak seeing."
I wiggled again, but in more warm anticipation this time. "You have one of your ideas, don't you?"
"Maybe. You in?"
I gazed adoringly at my beloved Kendra. "You really need to ask?"
****
It was rope play time, as it turned out. It had been a while since Kendra had properly tied me up. Restraint and binding, sure, but not the magical way she could use a rope when she really wanted to.
I had to stay still while Kendra wrapped her complicated series of criss-crosses around my body. My arms were pinned behind my back, arms together, hands each at opposite elbows. It left me unable to move them, but comfortable enough that I could be left like that for a while.
Kendra ran her ropes along my breasts and between them, really framing them nicely. She'd left my shirt on, and panties, so I wasn't technically showing anything inappropriate, but the effective harness around my tits didn't leave much to the imagination.
The rope she ran between my legs was the one she fussed with most. It would be directly along my pussy, and thereby the most sensitive to needing just the right angle, placement, and tightness.
"Leaving my legs free?" I asked, though by this point I knew she was.
"Well I'm not about to carry you, am I?" she said by way of response.
Kendra still knelt in front of me, giving my bindings the final touches. Her warm breath on my inner thighs added to the arousal I was feeling. It was still only low level. Being tied up got me horny, sure, but it was a more casual kind of excitement. Weirdly comforting, too, just being secured like that.
"I like it when you carry me," I said.
"Mmm, I know. 'Cause you like being a little princess."
I gasped. "I'm not a princess!"
Kendra kissed the inside of my thigh, which had already been tingling from her breath's sweet caress.
"You don't want to be spoiled and pampered and oh so special?"
"... only sometimes."
Kendra grinned as she stood. She gave me another kiss, lingering on my lips this time.
"You're my princess," she assured me.
"Even though you tied me up?"
"Especially that. Princesses have a long tradition of being prisoners. In fairy tales, at least."
"I don't know if this counts," I said, flexing and testing my bonds. I inadvertently pulled the rope into my clit as I moved. Perfection.
Kendra ran her fingers lightly over my ropes and my tits. "You look like a princess," she said softly. "Beautiful. Trapped. Under someone else's control."
I flushed and bit my lip. "Is that how you're going to draw me?"
"Perhaps."
"I like being under your control."
"Mmm. I know."
Kendra gathered her sketchbook and pencils. She gave me a soft look, then gestured toward the door.
"Come," she said simply.
It was as good as if I were on a leash. She hadn't bothered this time. I followed along behind her, my rope rubbing my pussy gently with every step. Not enough to really get me off, but more than enough to get me turned on.
Kendra had me stand in the middle of the living room. Just stand in place at first while she sat comfortably and drew in her book.
I was her living inspiration. Her tied up model. Unable to get my arms free, ropes crossing my body at strategic points, occasionally getting a sensual caress from my bonds if I moved just right.
I tried not to move. I tried to be good. But that rope on my little snatch... Kendra knew exactly what that was doing to me.
"Be still," Kendra said gently.
I stood up straighter, but fidgeted my weight back and forth.
"It's hard," I said.
Kendra's eyes gleamed with teasing, even as the rest of her face masked her feelings.
"I imagine so," she said. She spun her finger in a small loop. "Turn around, please. Mmhm. And arch your back a little... stick your butt out a tad... perfect. Right there."
My options for poses were limited, but Kendra ran me through several minor variations anyway. She had a subtle eye for this sort of thing that I just didn't. I could appreciate her choices, though, in how they made me stand, what they did to my ropes, and what the results would be in her sketches afterward.
I kept flicking an eye toward the doorway, waiting for Dak to come in. I hoped he would. He might not. I didn't know. His presence would actually make holding still all the more difficult, but I wanted it. Wanted him to watch me too. To see me being a good girl, all tied up and obedient for my Kendra. Maybe being her princess, as she claimed I was.
Dak made his appearance eventually. As soon as he did, I pretended not to even notice, keeping my eyes forward. Kendra still smirked like she knew exactly what was going on in my head.
"What's this now?" Dak asked.
"Just doing some drawing," Kendra said.
"Of Moll?"
"Mmhm."
"Did she need to be tied up for it?"
Kendra shrugged. "I need her to hold still."
As though that were an answer. It was just teasing, though. A dig at me, as though I wouldn't do my very best to hold still for her, tied up or not.
Dak watched over Kendra's shoulder a moment, then nodded, looking impressed. "That's pretty good."
"Thanks," Kendra said.
"You really capture her. And... make her look graceful somehow? Despite all the ropes?"
"Like a princess?" Kendra asked innocently.
"Yeah. Yeah kinda. If a princess was into that kind of thing, I suppose."
"Mine is," Kendra declared firmly.
Dak sat next to Kendra, watching me, watching her, watching drawings take shape.
As I anticipated, being made to strike poses got even more delightfully suggestive and embarrassing in my mind once my brother was there to see. I was clothed, but very little was properly hidden. Especially my lower areas, when I was made to stick out my bum, or stand such that my increasingly damp panties were easily visible from the front.
I got fidgety again. I couldn't very well help it. Kendra eventually feigned annoyance.
"Would you help her stay still please?" she asked Dak.
"How would I do that?"
Kendra shrugged. "Just stand with her. I'll draw you both. Maybe you're the prince in this scenario."
"... prince as in who she's married to? Or as in her brother?"
Kendra grinned crookedly and didn't answer.
Standing with Dak was so much better than alone. Or sitting with him, depending on Kendra's pose request. Or, indeed, kneeling. The latter I knew were going to turn into sketches of me looking particularly subby.
I really just liked his presence. Just being there, against me.
But then he started touching me. Like actively, instead of just where Kendra said to. He started out being sneaky, just feeling my bum where Kendra couldn't see, but got more and more blatant about it.
He kept moving his hands, running them all over me. And, if our pose was right, rubbed his hardon against me too.
He got chastised by Kendra more than once, but only for moving, not for touching me. Her rebukes meant that sometimes he was 'forced' to go still with his hand cupping my boob, or his cock pressed against my ass.
And there was poor little me stuck with it, loving every second, but getting desperately horny just the way Kendra liked and Dak was growing enamoured with.
"If you two don't stop moving, I'll tie you up more," Kendra warned very calmly as she switched out pencils.
I whimpered softly. I was currently face to face with Dak, his hardon poking me, and his hand cupping my butt, getting his feels in. I couldn't help that he just kept touching me.
I didn't say that though. It wouldn't matter, really. If Kendra wanted to heighten the game somehow, she would.
"Dak, I know you want to feel your sister up," Kendra said a few moments later, "but you're really not staying still at all."



"Doing my best," Dak said, now fondling my tits and tracing their rope harness.
"Well you have to know that's not good enough," Kendra said.
I giggled softly. "You're gonna get tied up too at this rate."
"I don't think it'll go that far," Dak said.
I glanced at Kendra. The look on her face suggested I was exactly right. I didn't say so. I'd wait for Dak to find out on his own.
****
"Ok, so maybe I'm gonna get tied up," Dak said.
I just laughed softly and kept watching. I somehow had a comfy seat to curl up in while someone else was getting Kendra's treatment. Quite a novelty.
I was still tied up too, of course. So my position wasn't quite as curled and comfy as it might have been. But I very much liked the comfort of my bonds, and since my legs were free I was able to strategically fold one foot under me, right where my rope ran across my pussy. When Kendra wasn't looking, I rocked around, grinding on my own heel.
She'd caught me a few times already and definitely knew what I was up to, but I pretended I didn't know that she knew.
Kendra had taken Dak's pants off already, which had been an interesting choice, though not unexpected I supposed. He was being given very similar treatment to me in most respects. Ropes criss-crossing all over, including between his legs. She did that area differently to go around his cock on each side instead of straight over it.
Dak's erection kept threatening to pop right out the front of his boxers. I kept anticipating it, but it never quite happened.
"There now," Kendra said with evident satisfaction.
She stood back and admired her work for a moment. Dak had no choice but to stand there and be admired.
"Very nice," I complimented.
"Mmm. Glad you think so," Kendra said. She crooked a finger at me. "Come here, little one. Enough sneaky masturbating for now."
I grinned, unfolded myself, and padded over to join them. Kendra had me stand face to face with Dak, though not close enough to be touching. While we stood there, Kendra affixed a collar about Dak's neck.
"I'm getting in too deep," Dak mumbled.
I raised an eyebrow. "Already?"
"No one's ever done this stuff to me. I've never... I mean, it's not my thing the way it is yours."
"You're perfectly welcome to say your safe word at any time," Kendra reminded him.
"Does he have one?" I asked.
"No," Kendra said. "I suppose we really should establish some, shouldn't we?"
"Can't I just say, like, stop or something?" Dak asked.
"Pff," I said. "Amateur. You can't say stop. 'Cause you might not really want her to stop."
"That's... what?"
"She's right," Kendra said. "For now, just say ballet if you really want me to stop."
I grinned. "Hehe, ballet. That's a good one."
Dak shook his head. "I don't get it."
"I'll explain it later," I said.
Kendra's final touch was a short bar connecting the front of my collar to Dak's. It forced us to stand with our faces close, but with no way we could actually bring them together. Not that we'd actually kiss or anything. Not siblings. But the fact that we couldn't somehow made me feel the tension of being so close.
We had to just stand like that for a time while Kendra sketched us some more. Dak couldn't feel me up at all now, which I missed. But he was so fucking hard, and he didn't even have pants now to keep himself obscured. His boxers were not properly covering him at all. It was only a miracle he didn't pop right out the front of them.
Dak and I were stuck like that. Super turned on, all tied up, so close together, but neither of us able to do a damn thing about it. Kendra ignored our plight and just kept sketching.
"So, uh, how do we cum?" Dak asked eventually.
"Kinda seems like we don't for right now," I said, pointing out the obvious.
"But... that's kinda the point isn't it?"
"In a sense. But the buildup is more the point, really."
"You think?"
"Sure. If I just wanted to cum, I'd grab a vibrator and take care of it. Easy peasy. It's obviously not just about that."
"But... cumming's really good."
"Not gonna argue that." I shrugged. "I mean you kinda get it. At least from the outside. You like seeing me tied up."
Dak nodded, smiling ruefully. "Yeah, that's kinda true. Just not sure I like it from this side so much."
Kendra made an annoyed sound. "There's just no winning with you two, is there?"
I declined to point out that I was fully enjoying myself. I just waited to see what was coming.
Kendra was particularly bold this time. Enough to even surprise me, despite how well I knew her proclivities.
Dak had to lie down on his back on the floor. Kendra gestured for me to lie on top of him, the other way around.
"Seriously?" I asked, my voice squeaking.
"You're both too horny. Gotta solve that somehow, don't we?"
I glanced at my brother's cock threatening to burst free. "Fuuuccck," I whispered.
I knelt down straddling Dak's face, then laid across him with my face near his cock. I then, as anticipated, felt extra ropes going around me, tying me and my brother together in our sixty-nine position. It was way too much, but I couldn't find it in me to complain. Nor could Dak, it seemed.
Just as the icing on the cake, Kendra sat down and stretched out her legs, resting her feet on my back. She'd given up on the drawing, it seemed, and now intended to watch a movie while using two horny sibs as her footstool while they got each other off. She was just too devious for me at times.
It didn't take Dak long to start rubbing at my pussy. He wanted to lick it, I could tell, but I had panties and a rope in the way. That didn't stop him trying.
For my part, I had a limited range that I could move my neck before I was tugging on ropes. It meant I actually couldn't even get the tip of Dak's cock in my mouth. Even once I got his cock out of his boxers, which took some doing just by nosing and tonguing it, I was limited to licking and sucking on him, but not properly blowing him. Which was just as well. Giving my little brother a blowjob wasn't the sort of thing I should do, really. But fuck was it too late to worry about that. There was nothing moral stopping me. It was purely physical limitations.
If anything, our respective limitations just made us worse. We were horny little sibs, and we had to try so hard to get each other off.
We both whimpered and wiggled, despite being firmly bound. The harder we worked, the more desperate we both got, but still unable to properly do what we wanted to each other. Dak was producing a river of precum down his shaft, which I was wantonly licking up. I was sure I was drowning him in pussy juices, though admittedly they had to find their way through my well-soaked panties before they got to him.
Kendra just let us play. She didn't ignore us, exactly, but she didn't treat us the crazy spectacle we were.
"You want anything, boo?" Kendra asked when she eventually stood up.
I stopped sucking at Dak's cock for a moment. "No. I'm good."
"Alright. Carry on."
Kendra smacked my butt on the way out. Moments later, on her way back in, she gave it another quick few spanks. Juxtaposed with revving me up like that, she set a glass of water on my back before stretching her legs across me again. Using me as a table and footstool both.
"Not fair," I protested. "I can't stay that still."
"Why ever not?" she asked as though she didn't know. "I can't hardly tie you up any better than you already are."
"Not faaaiiir," I repeated, whining slightly.
"Oh, I know what will help."
Kendra dashed out again, leaving her cup of water balanced on my back. If I moved too much, it would just go everywhere. And Dak wouldn't freaking stop trying to eat my pussy. How was a girl supposed to hold still like that?
And of course Kendra didn't really help. What she did instead was bring back a butt plug and set about sticking it in me. She had to pull aside my panties and the rope, which had the side effect of pressing the rope more firmly to my snatch for a minute while she worked.
Then afterward, I was in much the same predicament as before, only now my bum was filled too. Not. Helpful.
Kendra deliberately toyed with me afterward. Taking her glass and sipping it, holding onto it for a few minutes while I was free to squirm as much as I wanted. Then setting it back on top of me and making me stay still or drench myself.
Thankfully, when I was really going to cum, so near and unable to hold back, it was during a glass-free moment and I came hard all over my little brother's face. The plug in my ass intensified the orgasm, as did realizing that Kendra was playing with herself now while watching. I hadn't even noticed before.
Kendra didn't even bother playing with her own form of water torture after that. Instead she loosened a few knots and let me more purposefully suck Dak off.
After all her manipulations that evening, I didn't even hesitate to put my brother's cock fully in my mouth. I wanted him to cum. I knew he needed it. He was whimpering just like I did when I needed it.
I took a big load of cum in my mouth, swallowing it all. Kendra was still masturbating and watching every little second, her pretend indifference forgotten.
"You all calmed down now, children?" Kendra asked lazily.
"Kinda," Dak said.
"More or less," I concurred. Then, boldly, "I'd still really like you to lick my pussy."
Kendra smirked. "Your bruh-ther didn't do good enough?"
"He did great. You made it very hard on him though."
"I did great?" Dak asked, self-satisfaction thick in his voice.
"Well you made her cum," Kendra said. "That's a good sign."
She finally moved to unattach us. Naturally, she untied Dak first and let him uncollar himself.
I stayed mostly bound. Not to my brother anymore, but still all snugged up unable to use my arms to any effect.
"Are you gonna untie me?" I asked.
Kendra raised an amused eyebrow. "Now why would I do that?"
I squirmed. "You've had me all tied up for a while."
"Yes," she said as though that was irrelevant information.
"... I kinda need to pee."
"Ah." Kendra's knowing little smile grew bigger. "How badly?"
I glanced at Dak, who was no help at all, really. I knew that. But I was also a little embarrassed to have to say this stuff in front of him. Maybe I shouldn't be. We'd just finished being rather intimate.
"Pretty badly," I admitted.
Though even as I was speaking, the urge inside me was growing. I'd been able to ignore while we were having fun. Now that I'd been partially let free, it was getting to be a stronger need.
"Well if it's pretty bad," Kendra said. "Then you'd better make me cum quickly, hadn't you?"
"What?"
"I haven't had anyone at all licking me," she said. She sat back on the couch and spread her legs, just watching me. "I think I really need to cum. Unless... you think you need to pee worse than I need to cum?"
In actual fact, that was exactly what I thought. But it was Kendra. When she asked me to lick her pussy, I wanted nothing so bad as to please her with my tongue, just as she requested.
Plus, being denied like this was kind of hot. Doubly so with my brother there witnessing me being denied going to the bathroom. It was embarrassing, and it put extra pressure on me to finish Kendra in a limited time frame. If I didn't, it was going to be beyond embarrassing.
The need to pee pressed heavily on me as I knelt down in front of Kendra. It would be fine, but it was definitely giving me an extra urgency and not really allowing me to surrender to the moment.
Kendra could tell. She knew my licking well enough to know that I wasn't giving it due attention. She only smirked though, enjoying my discomfort and awkward attempts.
"You're usually better than this," Kendra said.
I pouted at her. "I told you I have to pee."
"And it's making you all wiggly and distracted, huh?"
"Mmhm."
Kendra stroked my hair, pushing it back from my face. "It's a rather cute look on you."
I made a small, indignant noise, even as I felt a pleased flush warm me. A small, delighted shiver ran up my back.
Thus motivated with teasing but very genuine praise, I dove back in to Kendra's pussy. I did a little better this time, somehow focusing more and remembering where she liked my tongue.
Kendra's soft coos helped me along, and she kept petting me which made me want to please her even more. I could do it. I could make her cum. My body wouldn't betray me in this.
Her eventual long, low moan of orgasm was musical to me. The pride I felt was perhaps a tad excessive, but I basked in it anyway. At least for a moment or two before I started to panic.
"Mmm, very good," Kendra purred. "You need to pee now, little one?"
I bit my lip and nodded, trying to squeeze my thighs together.
"Well, off you go then."
I hesitated, then shook my head.
Kendra frowned. "What do you mean no?"
"I... I can't."
"I don't understand."
I knew she didn't. But I couldn't bear to say it out loud. I just gave her the most pitiful look I had, staring at her as though she could help me somehow. She couldn't. It was too late for that.
Kendra stared at me, trying to figure out what I was doing. Dak was still there watching curiously as well. I tried my best to hold some control, not to fully humiliate myself in front of both of them. It was no good, though.
I whimpered and ducked my face as I was forced to let go. Hot, shameful pee immediately rushed out, drenching my already soaked panties and running through as if they weren't even there. My legs caught the worst of it, as well as the floor directly beneath me. The sound and splash of what was happening were unmistakable, and as soon as I let go I knew I'd have to suffer the entirety of it with Kendra and Dak both knowing exactly what was going on.
Neither said anything. I wasn't sure if that made it better or worse.
I couldn't look at them. Either of them. It took forever for the torrent of piss of to empty itself, and the whole time I was just messing myself worse, and making a total disaster of the floor.
There was a heavy silence afterward. I didn't know what to do. Had no idea. I didn't want to keep kneeling in my puddle, but I definitely couldn't stand up right now. Not with them both there watching. Not that curling into myself was hiding me at all, but it maybe helped a little.
"Molly," Kendra said softly. "Look at me."
"I can't."
"Oh darling," she said. Her fingers reached under my chin and tilted my head up toward her. "You really had to go," she stated.
I nodded, my cheeks burning. "I'm sorry."
Kendra didn't answer right away. I could see the calculation going on in her head. She didn't know how to handle me. Not for sure. Whether she should play with this, or disengage entirely.
To be fair, I didn't know either. I wanted it to all stop. In fact, I wanted to roll it backward, to take back my desperation and the humiliatingly infantile result.
But... through the abject shame burned that sort of intense arousal that I craved. I shouldn't be feeling that right now, but just the fact that being turned on by such a shameful act was so wrong made the intensity that much stronger.
I halfway couldn't believe how subby this was of me. Sure, Kendra had always pushed my limits just to see, and I'd nearly always found new depths to my depravity as a result. But this wasn't her doing. Not deliberate at all, even if she'd consciously played with fire. Neither of us had expected to actually get burned. Which perhaps was a failing of sorts.
But in this moment, wet and embarrassed and feeling so very pathetic, I also knew that if Kendra pushed me backward into my own puddle and started vibing my clit, I'd cum so, so good. Even if none of the three of us could ever look at each other again.
"You've made quite a mess," Kendra finally said.
My cheeks burned and I turned my head, freeing my chin from her grasp. She just took hold of it again, more firmly this time, and forced me to look at her.
"That's a very bad girl," Kendra said.
Her tone was so soft there was no rebuke in it, but paradoxically it just enforced the impact of my mishap all the more effectively. She was so good at that.
"I'm sorry," I repeated, feeling the anxious excitement in my tummy through all the other emotions dancing inside me.
"Get to the bathroom then."
I bit my lip, nodded, and shakily stood up. I was a disaster to look at. I knew I was. I'd probably drip all the way down the hall too. That couldn't be helped.
I was shaking with nerves. Partly because of what I'd done, but more so now because Kendra was still in domme mode. I would have accepted love and caresses and apologies, and lots of little assurances that things may have gone a bit too far there. But no. That wasn't what was happening. And deep down, I was ecstatic about it. Even if my post-horny self might not agree.
Kendra slowly untied and undressed me in the bathroom. I stood still and good, feeling the whole time like a little girl who had to be taken care of now since she apparently couldn't look after herself.
Kendra's touch on me was electric. It wasn't even sexual. She didn't fondle me or rub my pussy or anything. She just worked carefully to unbind me and get me out of my wet clothes, what few of them there were.
Afterward, while I stood naked and ashamed, she let me wait for a moment and anticipate.
Then, "In the tub."
I stepped in, naked, wet, and shivering just a little. Not at all because it was cold.
"Kneel," Kendra said.
I had to use my hands to get down safely. I was shaking too badly otherwise.
"You peed all over yourself," she said.
"I didn't mean to," I whined.
"Yes, that's possible. Or... maybe you did mean to."
I gasped and shook my head firmly.
"Because really, if you wanted to be peed all over, you could have just asked."
My eyes went wide and my mouth hung open. Kendra was still examining me appraisingly, but I knew she already had a decision made. Just as long as I played along, of course.
"That's... baaaddd," I said.
"And you," Kendra informed me, "seem to be a very bad girl."
"I'm a good girl!" I protested.
Despite my words, I knelt in the tub, sitting as pretty as I could manage, and holding still waiting for Kendra. I couldn't believe what I thought she was about to do, but I was getting more and more certain about my guess.
"Do good girls do what you did?"
I shut my mouth, still silently pouting and pleading with my eyes, but was forced to shake my head. Good girls definitely didn't.
"That's what I thought," Kendra said.
She stepped into the tub with me. She was already naked from the waist down and her pussy was shining from recent cunnilingus.
"Open your mouth," she instructed.
My eyes rolled back at the command, and a shiver ran up my spine. I only kept my hands off my pussy through force of will. I did, as requested, open my mouth wide and stick my tongue out a little, as though begging for what came next.
Kendra let go, and hot piss splashed all over my face and open mouth. I closed my eyes to protect them, but left my mouth wide open. Her pee mostly ran right back out again, but it was the mere fact of it going in at all, that I'd leave my mouth open for it, that was doing the work anyway.
My self-control expired. There was nothing I could do about it. My hand went to my pussy and I frigged myself desperately as Kendra drenched me.
Her piss was all in my hair and mouth, all down my face and chest. It was disgusting and horrible and humiliating beyond belief. It was also the hottest fucking thing of all time.
I rather shamefully came intensely from the experience, shuddering my way through a fantastic orgasm even after Kendra had finished and was just watching me be filthy. As soon as I looked up at her with a somewhat clear gaze, she grabbed my head and jammed my face into her pussy.



I lapped frantically, even in the aftermath with pee all over. I didn't care. She was going to cum too. That was all there was to it.
Kendra held me tight, fingers grasping my hair with more force than I was used to. She was as horny as I was.
I made her cum on my tongue, much to my satisfaction and her hissing pleasure. She only released me once she was well and truly finished.
The look in her eyes was different when she stepped back out of the tub. Like she'd regained some control. It made me nervous at first, like maybe with the edge taken off she'd feel grossed out by some of what we'd done. I shouldn't have worried. All that was there, really, was some amusement, and all the love and adoration I expected from her.
"We should probably run you a bath," she said.
I looked down at myself and giggled uncontrollably. "Probably, yeah."
****
Kendra gave me a very delicate but thorough bath to get me all cleaned up. She knelt beside the tub and leaned over it while she washed me, much like a parent might with a child.
We rinsed off together in the shower afterward, since she needed a little cleaning too, though obviously not to the extent I did.
She snugged my collar back on once I was all squeaky clean and dry. It was actually a nice little bit of reassurance for me, since I was still in a vulnerable state. Kendra also made me walk otherwise naked back to our room while she had the privilege of a towel wrapped around her.
I didn't actually see Dak on our short trip. It occurred to me that I didn't know if he'd seen what we were up to in the bathroom. I'd been sufficiently out of it that he could have been standing there jerking off and I might not have noticed.
Kendra tucked me into bed alone initially, which I pouted about. She just laughed and kissed me.
"I have to go see about your mess," she said.
I blushed. "Oh. Right."
Kendra moved to walk away.
"Kendra? Did Dak see... what we did?"
She stopped in the doorway. "He did."
I felt my blush deepen. "But he didn't stay? You don't think... he was grossed out by me, do you?"
"I very much doubt it, little one. He just may not have wanted to piss all over his sister."
"Oh. I guess that's probably a reasonable thing."
"It might just be, yes."
I had to wait all on my own until Kendra returned. My mind all awhirl, my thoughts alternating anxious, confused, and even sneaking back to horny territory. Whatever else happened, I'd be able to feed off today for at least a week of prime cumming material.
I glomped on to Kendra as soon as she came back and slipped into bed with me. She held me and stroked my hair, whispering soothing things to me.
"I wasn't too slutty today, was I?" I asked.
"No, baby. Of course not. If anything, I'm impressed."
"Was that something you wanted to do to me?"
"Peeing on you? Honestly never thought about it before. I'm gonna have to work on the one for myself. See how I feel tomorrow." Kendra kissed me. "But I promise it's not a bad thing. Worst case is it's something we did together and we decide isn't for us, ok?"
I nodded, already feeling better. "Ok. I mean... we could maybe do it again sometime. Like... in a while. A long while. And... maybe when I'm not expecting it."
Kendra chuckled. "Yeah, that sounds like you." She booped my nose. "You're gonna be getting off on this for a while anyway, huh?"
I buried my face in her boobies. "Maybe," I mumbled back.
She laughed and hugged me tighter, allowing me to slowly fall asleep in her arms.
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I couldn't stop touching my neck. I was sure that there were marks on it, either bites or from my collar. Maybe both. Kendra and Dak both assured me that there was nothing noticeable, but they weren't the ones who had to be around our whole family with supposedly not-noticeable sexy marks.
Maybe I was being too paranoid. No one had said anything yet.
The other, perhaps bigger part of my discomfort was just how many people were around. I wasn't used to family gatherings of this size. I mean, sure, grandparents sticking together for fifty years, pretty big deal. I understood that. It was just too much, was all.
Luckily, I wasn't alone. Kendra was with me, being all the emotional support I could ask of her. Even if she had been too rough on my neck just the night before. It had been perfect at the time, but I really, really didn't want questions about it from some aunt I barely remembered.
Dak was there too, of course, being just as part of the family as I was. And even better, our older sister, Trinity. I didn't see her that much these days, though to be fair if Dak wasn't living with me I wasn't sure how much I would have seen him either.
Trinity was by far the most socially adept of us when it came to gatherings like this. Not that she necessarily liked them any more than Dak or I, but she knew how to bullshit them properly. It flowed naturally, and no one ever seemed to catch on.
The four of us, Kendra, Dak, Trinity, and me, formed our own little squad in the midst of chaos. We defended each other, and deflected from how much alcohol we were sneaking. Drinking was encouraged, but to a specific limit of not showing yourself to be drunk. We were quickly approaching the danger zone.
"How'd you get away with not bringing the kids, anyway?" I asked Trinity.
She grinned slyly back at me. "Oh they're here."
"They are?"
"Mmhm. Dave's got 'em. They're running around with some of the other wee ones."
"And you didn't have to babysit?"
Trinity snorted. "You should have seen how excited Dave was to get them. Gives him an excuse to stay at the periphery. You know Grandma never liked him."
"Haha, oh yeah. Forgot about that. Boy was she shitty that last time."
Trinity raised her glass of scotch, mostly empty. "May they last another fifty years."
I giggled and clinked glasses with her over the absurd toast.
Kendra sneaked up behind me and wrapped a casual arm around me. She had refilled her drink, rather wisely.
Dak padded back over too after a casual chat with one of our cousins.
"This would almost be nice if it was only family I liked," Dak said.
"Mmm. I feel that," I said. I gently rubbed my neck.
"Stop playing with it," Kendra chided. "You'll only make it worse."
"What'd you do to your neck?" Trinity asked.
I flushed. "Nothin'."
"Well it's something. I've been meaning to ask. Kinda red in spots."
I glared at Kendra and Dak, who both suddenly found other people to look at.
"Dammit guys. You said it wouldn't show."
"Well it hardly does," Dak said.
Kendra gave me a kiss on the cheek. It wasn't enough to get her out of trouble in this particular instance.
"I'm missing something," Trinity said. "Anyone going to fill me in?"
Suspicious silence greeted her query.
"Oh whatever," she grumbled. "You guys all just living together, having your little secrets. You used to love me, you know."
"Still love you," I assured her.
"Yeah? But gonna leave your big sis in the dark, aren't ya?" Trinity muttered, draining the last of her scotch.
"I'm not near drunk enough for that conversation," I said, rather unwisely.
Trinity's eyes flashed. "It's something good, isn't it?"
I shook my head, even though I knew she could see right through me. Big sister powers and all. She could read me as easy as I could read Dak. And he just had to put up with both of us making him squirm if we wanted.
But not now. It was all on me this time.
"I play too rough sometimes," Kendra said. "That's all."
I wasn't sure I liked that answer, but it was vague enough I could accept it.
Trinity frowned, but I wasn't sure if it was at Kendra, or at her empty glass. "How rough we talking?"
"Not answering that," I said firmly before Kendra could reply.
"Oh come on," Trinity complained. "I don't get hardly any rough stuff at all. Don't leave me hanging. Even Dak knows, don't you?"
Dak shrugged. "I mean, I live with them."
"Yeah, that's what I thought. Anything Dak's old enough to know about, I certainly am."
"Oh god," I sighed. "Well we're definitely not doing this here. Grab more booze, find somewhere to hide out, yeah?"
"I mean, shit, that sounds good even if there wasn't a juicy secret waiting for me," Trinity said.
****
We found a room upstairs that no one was using. Not that many people were upstairs anyway, but it wasn't totally a safe area. Largely others trying to stay away from crowds.
Rather crucially, our choice of spare bedroom didn't have anyone's things in it, and possessed a lock on the door.
The four of us found seats of one variety or another, and doled out more alcohol.
"Tell me," Trinity said, cutting straight to it.
"Jesus. Fine. I may immediately regret this," I said, "but shit, you might as well know."
Kendra smiled calmly and just waited. I knew she didn't mind. If anything, I was sure she was terribly amused at me having to tell my big sister what we got up to. Not that I was going to get deep into by any means. Especially the stuff with Dak.
Our brother was just kind of sitting there minding his own business, sipping away at his drink. He might have been nervous that I was going to spill something I shouldn't, but there was no reason I would do that. I didn't think it would totally alienate Trinity to know everything, but I wasn't about to risk it.
"It's probably my collar," I said.
Trinity tilted her head. "What? Like from your shirt?"
"No, like--"
"Like this," Kendra said with the flair of a magician. Out of her purse came my collar, as though she'd known she'd need it today. It was, frankly, a ridiculous thing to have brought with us.
Trinity's eyes went wide. "Oh." Her surprise lasted only a moment before she was smiling. Being halfway drunk probably helped. "Ok. Alright. I dig it."
"It looks really good on her," Kendra said. Unnecessarily, in my opinion.
"Do I get to see?" Trinity asked.
"Oh god," I moaned. "No."
"Yes," Kendra said lightly.
"What?" I asked.
"You want Trin to see you in your collar, don't you?"
Fuck. I did, actually. I hadn't realized it until just that moment, the way Kendra said it like she was forming the truth with the power of suggestion.
I didn't want Trinity to see me that way, of course, but that was exactly why, when I thought about it deeper, I really, really did. The thrill of Dak initially seeing me all collared and pretty had faded. I still loved being collared, and being able to do it around someone other than Kendra, but that shy embarrassment was something to be treasured when it was available.
And here was my chance. To show off for my big sis. Be my subby little self.
Kendra and Dak both knew it too. Even without me putting my collar on, they were both giving me looks like they knew. Fuckers.
I took a large swallow of scotch, then nodded. Kendra beamed and slipper over behind me. I held my hair out of the way while she collared me, snugging it tight just the way I loved, that went straight to my clit. Particularly the way Trinity was looking at me.
"Oh wow."
"Too much?" I asked sheepishly.
"No. No it actually weirdly suits you," Trinity assured me. "Looks good."
"Mmm, doesn't it though," Kendra purred. She unselfconsciously kissed my neck just above my collar, then nibbled on my ear from behind. "You should see Molly when she's all tied up though. Just the cutest little thing."
Trinity bit her lip and eyed the two of us appraisingly. I sensed Kendra was luring my sister into something. I wasn't totally sure what. I could have stopped it, probably, but I was starting to get revved up and wanting whatever was coming.
Dak wasn't any help at all either way. He was just chilling, drinking, and enjoying himself. He was probably thinking very similarly to what I was.
"I think maybe I'd like to see that," Trinity admitted.
Kendra made a triumphant noise and released me. I turned just in time to watch her pull a long rope out of her purse.
"Seriously?" I asked. "What made you think you'd need all this stuff here? And how do you have room for anything else if you brought all our bondage stuff?"
"Oh little one, you know this is only an emergency stash," Kendra chided gently. "And it turned out to be useful, didn't it? So none of that lip."
Trinity was practically vibrating with anticipation. She glanced at Dak. "You've seen this before, haven't you?"
"Plenty," Dak said with a firm nod. "Practically all they do."
"Not true," I said. "If anything, you'd probably want us to it more."
Trinity giggled insanely. She'd finished another drink. I was beginning to wonder if we shouldn't have cut her off a ways back. But then, if she was more sober she may not be sitting here waiting for me to be tied up. Maybe that should have been an indicator we shouldn't do this, but if I was the only one being bound it wasn't like we were taking advantage in any way. I didn't think we were.
It didn't feel really like we could take advantage of Trinity. She was my big sister. Mine and Dak's. She was the responsible one, if any of the three of us were. She knew what she was doing. I hoped. Because yes, in a way, I was the one with the experience here. And Trinity was maybe just a little exploitable in her post-kid, less adventurous world.
I didn't have a chance to tipsily think things through any more than that. Kendra had her rope straightened out and waiting.
"Pants off," she said.
"But--"
"Pants. Off."
She said it so quiet, but in her special voice that I couldn't ignore. Not even if it meant half-stripping for my brother and sister.
Trinity cheered as I tugged my jeans off in that semi-ironic kind of way that implied support and encouragement for someone else being naughty, without necessarily being turned on by it. But... maybe there was something more in the way she looked at me? I couldn't judge well enough.
Dak laughed and clapped along with our sister, feeding her fun. Kendra maintained a calm visage, just waiting patiently for me.
I was all alone, in a sense, in the middle of all three of them, pants off, panties probably enough to maintain some modesty, at least for a bit. Not if they got wet the way they so often did, though. And there was a decent chance of that happening.
"You're not gonna get naked for this, are you?" Trinity asked.
"Not unless you ask nicely," Kendra answered before I could. "I thought we might keep it family friendly."
I blushed at the implication that my big sis could have me all nakey if she wanted, for her viewing pleasure. It wasn't incorrect, was the thing. I'd probably do it if asked.
"This is family friendly?" Trinity asked.
"Well... your family. You tell me." Kendra blithely started wrapping rope around me, not waiting for Trinity's response.
"I need another drink," Trinity said.
"You sure?" Dak asked, somehow in the position of being the responsible one.
"Unlike you, I haven't seen Moll like this before," Trinity said. "I need... oh shit, I don't know what I need."
Despite her claiming to need more booze, Trinity didn't actually go for it. Instead, she sat there, curling up gradually tighter into herself as she watched wide-eyed. She seemed fascinated at the way Kendra bound me. The way my movement was slowly cut off to hardly anything. Kendra even went so far as to restrain my legs, tie them so they were curled up and I couldn't walk, but could kneel somewhat comfortably.
Then she left me like that. Pantsless, turned on, getting wet, watched from all sides, right in the middle of the floor.
Kendra casually poured herself more scotch and sat back to admire her handiwork.
"Wow," Trinity breathed. "So... what? You just have to sit there like that?"
"Until Kendra decides to play with me more," I said softly.
Trinity inhaled sharply. "Tell m-- no, don't tell me. Oh god. Do I want to know?"
"Only you can answer that question," Kendra said. She held a playful smirk. "There's some stuff I can do, if you want. Still... relatively family friendly."
Dak was hard. I didn't think Trinity noticed. He was good at sitting so that it wasn't obvious. A useful boy skill to have. I had more experience catching him lately, and knew exactly what to look for.
Trinity was, again, harder to read. Was she turned on too? Maybe. She was rapt, that was for sure. She couldn't look away from me. The sheer intensity of her gaze kept my cheeks warm and my pussy tingling.
I struggled a little at my ropes, mostly just for show. Partly, too, because of the way Kendra had wrapped the rope between my legs. The way that let it rub gently on my pussy when I moved just right. I couldn't get hardly any movement at all there, but that little bit was worth fighting for under the circumstances.
Trinity was staring at me in pure awe. I couldn't remember her ever looking at me quite the way she was in the moment. She'd never had a reason to before, I supposed. It did things to me.
"What else can you show me?" Trinity asked, soft and breathless.
Kendra was having a field day with this. I could tell.
"What you think, little one," Kendra cooed to me. "Want some spankings?"
Unf. My eyes rolled back. Spankings in front of my sibs? My big sis in particular, who didn't yet know all about my proclivities? Yes please.
Yet I was caught, as I so often seemed to be, not wanting to seem too eager. That could be bad. It was just fun now, but what about when Trinity found out what a secret little incest kink I had going on? Dak was fine with it. Probably Trinity would be too. She a married woman these days, and I had no idea what she and Dave did or didn't get up to, but she knew stuff. She had to know things. Had to.
"In front of Trin?" I asked in a small voice.
"Well obviously," Kendra said. "No stalling. Ask for spankings or don't. You already know your answer."
I did. God she knew what I wanted, and she knew I knew it too. I closed my eyes.
"Please spank me," I said aloud, making sure everyone could hear.
Trinity actually groaned when I spoke. I didn't dare open my eyes yet. What kind of expression was she making now? Still enraptured? Or was she realizing she was getting in too deep?
Kendra abruptly tilted me over on my front. I went down rather gracelessly, but Kendra guided me in my helpless state. I landed softly, but definitely on my face. I had to squirm to try and get somewhat comfortable.
My ass was fully in the air. The way my knees were tied, they supported my butt and left it fully visible, all so very vulnerable.
"God, Moll," Trinity said. "You never told me you were into this stuff. How come?"
"When was I s'posed to bring it up?"
I risked a glance at my sister. She was, fortunately, just as entranced as before.
"Any time," she said.
"This isn't, like, stuff I share, really."
"You did with Dak."
"He's living with us. It just happened."
"Has... has he spanked you?"
I was quivering, and Kendra hadn't even touched my bum yet. "No," I said faintly. "Not that."
Trinity leaned forward in her seat. "What then?" she hissed eagerly. "There's stuff, isn't there? Naughty stuff?"
"There always is with Molly," Kendra confirmed. She wheeled back and slapped me hard on my ass. The smack filled the room for a fractional second, then lingered only in our collective heads.
"Ow!" I yelped. It was more out of being caught off guard then from actual pain. My tushy could take some abuse when called upon. But the first slap was hard to be properly prepared for.
Kendra smacked me again, this time on the other cheek. She had to avoid the rope down the middle of my butt, probably digging right up my crack by now and showing off my bottom all the better for everyone. My panties were only maybe covering half my cheeks by the feel of them.
Kendra spanked me a few more times, all delivered for maximum audible effect rather than physical pain. I knew the difference. They still did work. They absolutely did. My pussy was gushing nicely for Kendra, and for my small, intimate audience. They'd be able to tell sooner or later.
"Does it hurt?" Trinity asked.
Kendra rubbed my ass. "You've never been spanked?"
"Not like that," Trinity said. "Not... not close to like that. It sounded like it'd hurt some. Maybe a little?"
"Would you like to try?" Kendra offered.
I sucked in a breath at the same time as Trinity gasped.
"Seriously?" Trinity asked. "I... no. No, I can't. Jeez. Watching... watching's fine."
"Would you want to get spanked right now if you weren't married?" I asked quietly.
I couldn't look up at Trinity. Not easily. Not from my position. Dak didn't have that problem.
"She totally would," he said, full amused.
"You shush!" Trinity said.
I giggled, which only led to Kendra spanking me another couple times. My bottom was well warmed now, probably going pink where everyone could see, at least where it wasn't covered by my panties.
"Do you want to spank Molly?" Kendra suggested as an alternative.
Oh fuck. Oh fuck I wanted her to say yes. Would she? No. She couldn't. But maybe....
Trinity hesitated long enough to drive me crazy with not knowing.
"Can I?" she finally asked.
My answer was way too swift to play it cool the way I meant to.
"Yes."
What was I even coming to? I sure didn't know.
It felt like slow motion, waiting for Trinity to kneel beside me. My sister. We'd never done anything like this. And maybe a lot of it was the booze. I couldn't say. But my big sister laid a smack on my butt, and it went straight to my clit.
I moaned loud, in a way I realized too late I hadn't done when Kendra spanked me. Way too slutty of me.
"That's ok?" Trinity asked.
"Mmhm," was all I could trust myself to say.
Trinity tried a few more spanks, really getting a feel for it, and gradually approaching a similar level to what Kendra had delivered.
She abruptly sat back away from me, laughing hysterically. "Oh shit, what am I doing?"
"Spanking our sis," Dak said. "Having fun with it, I take it."
"I knooowww," Trinity said, half howling. "And she's... fuck, Moll. You know how wet you are?"
My eyes were already closed. I squeezed them tighter. I felt like I couldn't breathe for a second, but only in the best way.
"I do," I said softly.
"That's so bad! Oh god, and I'm... what am I doing?"
"Please don't have a crisis now," I said.
"I don't think I am," Trinity said. "I'm just... I shouldn't be having this much fun. You're all tied up and... and I spanked you. And you're so fucking turned on. And it's the most fun I've had in... weeks? I don't even know. It's so wrong, and I don't even care."
"You're a bit drunk," Kendra said helpfully.
"Pff, I know it. So what?"
"So you wanna spank Molly with a hairbrush?"
"... is that an option?"
"How the fuck many toys did you bring with you?" I demanded.
"This wasn't me," Kendra said. "There's just one lying by the bed."
"Oh. Well... still."
I didn't know why I was even protesting. I was shaking, hoping they'd keep going. Hoping my girlfriend and sister would keep collaborating and spanking my bottom until I couldn't sit down after. Hairbrush or otherwise.
I didn't get exactly what I hoped, but only because Dak joined them. Which, honestly, was so much better.
Dak was usually much more into enjoying what Kendra did to me, and sometimes to the both us. Very much enjoying feeling me up and taking advantage of the opportunities given. Not so much about spanking and stuff most of the time. But then, if everyone else was doing it....



I was in a bad, helpless spot. Three on one, no subs for my poor bottom. Them all just laughing and giggling, taking it in turns to spank me, occasionally in some new, inventive variation. I just had to take it.
It was the best fucking thing.
Trinity was dying of laughter. "Moll, you're fucking soaking down your thighs."
"She does that," Kendra said.
"Sure does," Dak agreed, taking a few experimental smacks with the hairbrush they were trading around.
"How much do you know about how wet our sister gets anyway, brother dearest?" Trinity asked.
"Um...."
"And don't think I don't see you trying to poke through your pants there either."
I whined some and tried to roll over. They wouldn't let me. It wasn't that I wanted to protect my bottom so much as I wanted to be able to see. No one was staying in my line of sight. I wanted visual confirmation of Dak's erection. I wanted to see if Trinity was visibly turned on. I wanted to meet Kendra's eyes and derive the comfort and arousal she could provide with just the right look.
I had to make do with the three of them teasing each other instead. And picking on me, of course. Mostly that. But they were all three of them horny, and the longer we went, the less shy about it Trinity seemed to be.
"This is going to be the worst thing I've ever asked," Trinity said, panting and struggling not to start laughing again. "But... does anyone mind terribly if I play with myself?"
"What's family for if not masturbating in front of?" Kendra replied by way of answer.
"I don't... that's not... oh god. It's horrible, isn't it?"
"It's not," I said. "You can." I struggled and squirmed. "You have to let me watch though."
A brief silence, making me panic, then another snort from my sister. "Yeah, that sounds right. Why do I feel like we're way too much on the same wavelength here?"
"Well we are sisters," I pointed out.
Kendra and Dak helped me back up to my knees. I hissed in pain as I tried to settle my butt in a way that didn't make it sting. Not an easy task.
Trinity already had her pants open and was in the process of jamming a hand down her panties. Rubbing herself all horny and desperate, just the way I got. Not quite willing to show off the same, maybe. That made sense. She was newer to it. She had emotional commitments.
I really hoped we weren't coercing her into something that would blow up her marriage. Even this wasn't worth that kind of fallout.
It was hard to worry about consequences. Trinity was rubbing her pussy right in front of the rest of us. Dak was close behind, getting his cock out to jerk it. Trinity looked, and somehow didn't even seem all that surprised. She was sussing us out now.
I couldn't touch myself. Not nearly the way I needed. I looked pitifully at Kendra instead, pouting as deep as I could.
"Your brother and sister are masturbating, huh?" Kendra said.
"Yeah."
"Are you a horny little thing?"
"Mmhm."
"Would you like me to make you cum?"
"Yes please."
"In front of them?"
"Unf. Yes please."
"You want Dak and Trin to see you being all horny and subby and bad?"
I whimpered and nodded. "Pleeeaaase, Kendra."
Trinity rubbed herself harder. Her eyes glazed over. It was because of me. She was getting off on my naughtiness.
Kendra folded herself around me from behind. One of her hands molesting my tits, the other aggressively going after my pussy. She couldn't properly get into my panties, but she knew what she was about. Somehow, even faster than either of my sibs who had head starts on me, I was cumming.
I was pretty sure I blew Trinity's mind right there. When I came and it was a geyser just making a mess everywhere, despite the barrier of my panties in the way, she just about lost it. My wetness got all over. Mostly on me or the floor, some on Kendra. There was more than enough to hook Trinity.
"What the actual fuck?" Trinity moaned. "How do you cum like that? That's so unfair."
"My baby has things she likes," Kendra said, kissing me possessively from behind, getting my cheek and neck. "Don't you?"
I nodded absently. "I do."
I was just as attentive at watching Trinity cum. My big sister. The first time I'd seen her doing something like this. She wasn't as showy about it, but I could tell she needed the release just as badly as I often did. And she got at least part of it vicariously through me. Or enjoying my predicament in a more voyeuristic kind of way, perhaps. Hard to say.
Dak had deliberately held off. I was so sure of it. He waited until Trinity and I both came before he slipped over next to me, jerking his hard, dripping cock. He had everyone's attention as he doused me with cum, catching my face and chest with thick strands of his mess.
Trinity had given up by now. She just shook her head and sat right where she was, rubbing herself only gently now, not really trying for another cum. Just enjoying the afterglow.
"You've cummed on Moll before, haven't you?" Trinity asked Dak, though it was more of a statement.
"A few times, sure," he said.
"And you leave poor Trin out of it," Trinity pouted.
"You're married," I said.
"Yeah, well... fair. Ugh." Trinity stood up. "I'm gonna have to tell Dave. Fuck."
"Everything?" I asked.
"I might skirt a detail or two. But, you know, this was closer to cheating than I'd like. I don't think it's a problem, but enh."
Kendra was still snuggled against me. "You only masturbated and spanked your sister. Not hardly the end of the world."
"Not helping," I said.
"Honestly, he'll be fine," Trinity said. "'Cause you're right. I did spank Moll. And he'll just think that's funny. Or hot. Or both. I don't know."
She was tucking herself back together now, getting her pants back in order, straightening her hair.
"You should come visit sometimes," I offered boldly. "Even just... you know...."
"To watch you?" Trinity asked quietly.
I nodded. She knew. Somehow this shared moment of bizarre bondage and incest was one of those moments we shared as sisters, with a deeper connection than we ever usually had. It wouldn't surprise me in the least if she was imagining our positions switched, even while I had our brother's cum all over me.
"I'll be in touch," Trinity promised.
"Ok," I said.
We waited until she was gone, then Kendra started untying me. "Don't know how we're gonna clean you up now," she admonished, as though she'd had nothing to do with my current state.
"What, no clean up supplies in that magic bondage purse of yours?"
"I didn't necessarily expect you to squirt all over yourself and let your brother cum on you at your big family thing."
Dak laughed. Shooting him a glare didn't even faze him.
"Just have to do our best," I said.
****
It was over a week before I heard from Trinity. I was getting worried. I'd sent her a couple texts, but gotten nothing. I tried to give her space, in case that's what she needed, but it wasn't easy.
I was so relieved when she called.
"I know, I know," she said.
"You were dodging me!"
"I was. Sorry. It was a harder thing to process sober. And have a conversation about with my husband."
I tensed. "How did he take it?"
"Pretty well."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean... you like getting tied up. We got kinda drunk, Kendra got you all tied up."
"... aaannnd?"
"And yeah, I spanked you, got kind of stupid and horny. We've been having way better sex lately than we have for a while, so I think that's working out fine."
"We probably shouldn't have done things the way we did, huh?" I said.
"Maybe not. But Moll... shit. You're my little sister. I can't stop thinking about you with... ropes and shit. Not able to move hardly at all."
I bit my lip, feeling a cautious tingle inside. "Yeah?"
"Like... I don't know what's going on with me."
"Are you worried about it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Oh." I thought for a moment. "Don't take this question the wrong way. It's not intended to be judging at all. I mean, you've seen what I'm into."
Trinity said nothing. I took a deep breath.
"When you think about me like that, is it because of me?" I asked. "Or because you kind of want to know what it'd feel like?"
"... do I have to answer that?"
"No. But I'd like you to."
Trinity sighed loudly. "I don't even know. It's all wrapped up together. And some of it I don't even want to let myself think about."
"You can tell me whatever you're feeling," I promised. "I understand probably better than anyone would."
"You know, I believe that you do." Trinity was quiet a moment. "I think... I need to come over. Soon, hopefully. Is that ok?"
"Yeah," I said, trying not to let my excitement be too obvious. "Of course. Any time."
"Even when you guys are... doing stuff?"
"Honestly... especially then."
"You turned out weird, Moll. I kinda dig it."
"Yeah. Me too."
****
I made tea for Trinity and me when she came over. I wore my collar too. I liked being able to wear it in front of both of my siblings now. Not just for sexy reasons either. Partly, it was just who I was, and it felt way better not having to hide that facet of myself.
Our conversation was, perhaps, a little stilted at first. A bit awkward. We could both recall what we'd done together at our family thing. Certainly I was interested in how Trinity was feeling about it now, and not being able to read her mind was a real hindrance.
"So... how long has all this been a thing?" Trinity asked.
"Which part?"
"All of it. Like, was this something you were always into and I just never knew?"
"Ha, no. Kendra brought it all out in me. She's, uh, good at it."
Trinity nodded, holding her tea cup with both hands in front of her. "Sure seems to know what she's doing," she said quietly.
"Mmhm. She just, like, has a way of making me want do all this stuff that I never did before."
"Never anything you don't want to do?"
"I mean... if there was, I could just safe word out. But I really can't ever recall anything where I needed to." I shrugged. "That might just be me, though. The more my boundaries get pushed, the harder I...."
"Cum?"
"Yeah."
Trinity bit her lip. "You know... it's been so good for me since we... did what we did. Every time Dave and I do something, or just by myself. So much better. I'm getting turned on way easier or something."
I grinned at my big sis. "Yeah, it kinda works that way, huh? Dak doesn't get it. He's more about the obvious stuff. But soaking in something horny for a whole week after... that's one of the best parts."
"Unf. Yeah, I get that. Boys... I don't know if they're lucky or unlucky. It's like, they can cum easier usually, but maybe they don't enjoy all the nuances the same?"
I thought about it. "Yeah. That sounds right. Dak may learn. Or he may not. I don't know yet."
Trinity and I smiled conspiratorially at each other for a moment. Two sisters sharing naughty confidences. And, without a doubt, both looking ahead to new fun.
"Do you think Kendra would tie me up?" Trinity asked hesitantly.
"Can't imagine why she wouldn't."
"And... you'd be ok with that too?"
"Trin, I think it'd be hella fun."
"Good. I just... I want to try it. I think maybe I need to now that I know what I've been missing."
"Hehe, well we are sisters after all," I said.
"We are."
"How far do you actually want to go?"
Trinity tapped her fingers on the table nervously. "Probably not as far as if I was unattached."
I nodded. "You're a family woman and all."
"Sure. I talked with Dave."
"Naturally."
"He's in a weird mix of not really getting it, but also thinking it's pretty hot."
"Sure."
"I didn't mention Dak cumming on you. Or any of that. And I don't plan to."
"Only sensible."
"And I don't think... I'm not here for sex. Or anything too close to it."
I kept nodding, trying to quell the burst of nerves and excitement in me. Trinity was laying out ground rules, which really only meant that she was so very close to being bad with me again.
"Kendra's really good at stuff that's not sex, but feels just as good," I promised.
"And you think she'd be ok with me testing it out?"
"Mmhm. I really think she would."
****
Kendra was thoroughly enjoying having her own little sibling harem happening. She made a few comments about how much work we were all getting to be, but I knew she was only teasing.
Dak offered to be less work, and said that he could just appreciate her work instead of being involved so much. Kendra responded by handcuffing him and making him sit in the corner while she tied up Trinity.
I giggled at how easily Dak submitted to my girlfriend. He was just as subby as I was, he just didn't understand the full appeal of it, was all. And maybe he never quite would.
Trinity still had to deal with Dak and me both watching while Kendra bound her. I somehow just got to sit there, cross-legged and comfy, fully spectating my sister's virgin rope play experience.
"Are you sure my pants need to be off?" Trinity asked.
Kendra nodded. "Trust me. It's better."
"She does this to me all the time," I said, fully confident in my knowledge of the subject, "it genuinely is better."
"Ok," Trinity said. She blushed and let Kendra keep going.
I didn't try to explain why it was better. Pants off was more embarrassing for one, though only at a low level for me. Maybe it was worse for Trin. It was hard to say.
More to the point, though, there'd be much less protecting her pussy. She'd find out when Kendra finished up and strung a rope or two along her slit. She'd get it then.
"I'm just gonna do a little variation on what I usually do to Molly," Kendra said, giving a slow narration of what she was up to. Maybe as a way of calming Trinity somewhat. "Arms behind the back, ropes along here and here, all the way down here. I'll leave your legs mostly free, so it won't be total restraint or anything."
It was pretty fun to watch. Trinity was such a newbie to this stuff, obviously, and it kind of reminded me of when I'd been so new too. Kendra hadn't been nearly so skilled at that time as she was now, so deftly wrapping Trin up like a sexy present.
I wasn't sure whether I liked the vicarious aspect more, or the voyeurism. Both were pretty good. Plus the general corruption of my big sis. That was a thrill unto itself.
I glanced at Dak who was watching patiently as well, all handcuffed up as he was. I'd helped corrupt both my sibs, I supposed, and I wasn't even done yet.
Kendra stepped back and admired her work. Trinity stood blushing and all tied up in the middle of the room. It was like looking at myself from the outside, as I rarely got to do except in a mirror or picture. Being sisters and all, we even looked fairly the same, ropes aside.
"Damn," I said. "You look good like that."
Trinity blushed deeper and shifted her weight awkwardly. She didn't know what to do with herself, but I could tell part of what she was feeling was the thrill of her ropes, and the novelty of being so restrained. Not to mention her baby sibs admiring her like that.
"She's right," Dak said when Trinity glanced over at him. "You do look good."
Trinity shook her head, but a small smile played on her lips all the same.
"I'll leave you like that for a bit," Kendra said. "So you can get used to it. Plus, of course, there's a limit to how much any of us can play with you. Which we're all going to respect, of course."
Kendra glanced meaningfully at Dak and me. We both belatedly chorused assent, that yes of course we'd respect our sister's limits and what she was and wasn't free to experiment with.
"Anyway, I had another little project in mind, and it seems like a fun day for it."
I perked up at the way she spoke. Kendra's projects nearly always involved me, and some new idea she had to play with me. Not always. Sometimes she deliberately teased me with thinking she was going to humiliate me somehow, and it turned out she really just wanted to redo the kitchen counters. So mean.
As it turned out, in this case Kendra had been doing some research into our house. Specifically, on mounting some fun things from the ceiling. She was confident it would work, and enlisted Dak to help her out.
"I could help too, you know," I said. "Just 'cause he's a boy doesn't mean he's better at this stuff."
Kendra smirked at me. "Sure. But he is taller, though."
"That... fine. That's fair."
Kendra laughed and stepped over to me, kissing me a few times in a soft little pattern. "Hang on for a sec there, Dak," she said before vanishing off to grab something.
Dak shrugged and waited. When Kendra returned, she had one of my butt plugs with her. Dak grinned when he saw it, whereas Trinity's eyes widened noticeably.
"Hehe, always getting yourself into trouble, aren't you Moll?" Dak said.
He wasn't wrong.
Kendra handcuffed me with the cuffs she'd previously used on Dak, securing my hands behind my back. She then levered me into a rather undignified position with my butt in the air and my face on the floor, not unlike how Trin had seen me last time we'd been together.
This time was an even bigger naughty revelation for her. She got to see Kendra strip me from the waist down and lube up my bum.
Trinity's silence was worse than anything she could have said. In particular when I couldn't easily look at her to check her expression.
I was reasonably sure she'd be enjoying this on some level. The naughty, dirty thrill of it. Seeing her little sis get her butt played with and lightly nibbled on. Maybe it was too much, though. That was the thing. I wasn't sure quite what Trinity liked yet, nor where her boundaries were.
But then, too, she was my sister. She was more like me than not. And Dak had never shown any real reluctance to enjoying these kinds of shows.
Dak padded around, getting different views of me while waiting for Kendra. The only reason he wasn't masturbating already was because of Trinity. I was sure of that. Not that it'd stop him forever. It hadn't at our family party.
"Damn your ass tastes good today," Kendra said aloud, probably just to embarrass me. "I might have to come back to it later."
She licked my bumhole a little more, stuck a slipper pair of fingers up it one last time, then started working the plug in. It was a medium sized one, taking some time and effort to insert without hurting me, but still going in fairly quick. There were a few that took full sessions to adjust me to. This wasn't nearly one of them.
I was a horny, plugged girl afterward. Kendra didn't even bother pulling my panties back up. They were around my ankles, and I had no way of restoring them myself, so I simply kicked them off.
Kendra had left me with my plugged butt in the air. I deliberately took a few extra seconds before rolling over and sitting up, knowing that I just wanted to show off that little bit more without looking like that's what I was doing.
I was getting so wet already. When I met Trinity's gaze, that only intensified, thrilling my clit so good.
My sister was still somewhat shocked and overwhelmed, but I saw the horny look in her eyes too. The same one I gave when I was turned on and somewhat out of my depth.
Dak was grinning, far more obviously into what was happening. He wouldn't have any compunctions at all about enjoying Kendra eating and plugging my ass. He was obviously hard at this point, unable to hide his erection by sitting quietly somewhere. It amused me when he realized Trinity could tell too, and he finally got a little embarrassed himself.
After watching Kendra and Dak for a while, and their gradual progress made, I eventually got up and sneaked over to sit next to Trinity. We'd been eyeing each other cautiously for a time, but I think she was glad having me sit closer.
"She's really just leaving us like this," Trinity said quietly so only I could hear.



"Yep," I said.
"Is that normal?"
"Depends. But it's not unusual at all. Sometimes she ties me up then just lets me hang out like that."
"Oh."
"Sometimes tied in a very specific spot. Like...."
I trailed off, then shrugged and told Trin about the first time Dak had caught me naked in the kitchen.
"Oh wow," she said. "That would have been... a lot."
"It was." I leaned closer and whispered. "It was so fucking hot though."
"I bet." Trinity squirmed, testing her bonds much as I often did in her position. "I don't think I could handle something that far. But... is it weird that I'm really kind of into this right now?"
"Of course not. That's the whole point."
"No, I mean like... like the fact that we're just kind of being ignored. Like I'm all tied up. No one's ever had me like this, Moll. No one. And I'm just sitting here, not knowing if anything's going to happen."
"You don't really want anything to happen," I pointed out. "You're purely here for fun bondage time."
Trinity made a small noise of frustration. "You know what I mean, don't you?"
I grinned. "I think I do, yeah. It absolutely is one of the best parts. I mean, it shouldn't be. In a sense, nothing is really happening. But holy shit do I love just... just being tied up by Kendra. Whether or not she does anything with me afterward."
Trinity nodded. "Exactly. Like... I don't even know. It just feels nice. Comforting almost? And...." Trinity stopped and blushed softly.
I took a stab at what she was going to say. "You figure out about that rope between your legs yet?" I asked softly.
"Yeah. That rope." She wiggled again. "I don't want anyone to really see me moving against it, but I guess you all already know, huh?"
"I do. It's one my favs. And Kendra does, because she knows me." I shrugged. "I don't think Dak's quite figured out about sneaky masturbating, if that's any help."
"Maybe a little. I still don't think I'm ready to just, like, do that in front of you even, though."
"Ha, you remember I watched you rub yourself once already, right?"
"That... doesn't count. I was drunk."
"Not that drunk."
Trinity looked away for a second. "I don't think the ropes'd be enough to get me off anyway," she said.
"No, they aren't usually. But it keeps you all nice and worked up. Doing that for a couple hours is deliciously frustrating after a while, let me tell you."
"Hours?" Trinity squeaked.
"Sure. Not always. But sometimes it's definitely a while. Gotta amused myself somehow in those cases."
Trin's mind was getting blown again. I could sense it. I quieted down and just let her process.
Taking my own advice, in a way, I folded a leg under me and pressed my horny little pussy to my heel, gently rocking against it. My hands weren't any help cuffed behind my back, but I did have a bum full of plug to help my arousal and self-enjoyment.
Trinity was delayed in realizing what I was doing right next to her. Once she clued in, I caught her wiggling in her ropes more often, though still not nearly as much as I would have. My wantonness gave her permission of a sort, at least.
"Do butt plugs actually feel good?" Trinity asked.
"Depends on your preferences, I suppose. I really like them."
"Oh."
"I suspect you're enough like me that you'd like 'em too."
"Yeah. Maybe."
"There are smaller ones. You wouldn't have to take one the size I'm wearing right now."
"Mmm. It'd definitely have to be smaller than that for sure."
"Hehe. You're thinking about it now, aren't you?"
"Well I'm horny," Trinity said defensively. "My mind goes places."
"Mmhm."
"Maybe... maybe if this works out... some day I might."
"Ooh, you mean you'd try it here? Where I can see?"
"Please don't sound so delighted."
"Sorry."
Trinity eyed me. "You really like me doing this stuff too, don't you?"
"I really do. Some of it's purely pervy. But some... some is, like, it's just nice to share this stuff. With you and Dak, I love you guys and stuff already. And I get to see you enjoy yourselves too, which makes me feel good."
Trinity gently chewed her lip. "That's... that's almost a point or two in favour of incest."
"Whoa! We're not going that far."
"We're not. You and Dak--"
"We haven't fucked. Jeez."
"... but he cums on you."
"Well... yeah."
"And nothing else?"
I went all warm in the face. "Ok, so maybe I get him off sometimes. With my mouth or whatever. But... I mean that's not real incest. Not really."
"Mmhm. If you say so."
"It's not," I insisted.
My pussy was rather annoyingly throbbing and gushing in response to Trin's accusation, though.
Maybe, just maybe, I knew that if the situation ever arose to properly have sex with Dak--or Trin for that matter--I probably wouldn't even say no. And it kind of seemed like Trinity had guessed that to some degree.
****
"Alright, done," Kendra declared.
I looked up just in time to see Kendra grab a couple bolts coming down from the ceiling and swing off of them for a moment, before landing lightly back on the floor.
"Told ya they'd be sturdy," she said.
Dak nodded. "Yep. You were right."
Kendra grinned wide as she turned to me, then casually crooked her finger.
I flicked my gaze to Trinity, who, if anything, was looking a little jealous. And she couldn't even possibly have as good as idea as I did what was coming. Even I was only guessing.
"Come here, little one," Kendra said when I didn't move quite quickly enough.
I bounced to my feet and scurried over. My butt plug made itself known at my sudden movements, and I nearly stumbled before adjusting.
"We must have a proper test of our new setup, mustn't we?" Kendra asked lightly, as though she'd only just thought of it.
"We really should," I agreed.
"So good of you to volunteer."
I wasn't sure that was precisely what I'd done, but I stayed still and obedient as Kendra unlocked my cuffs. I rubbed my wrists while she got a new rope out, then again held still for her while she wrapped one arm up and threaded the rope through one of the mounts on the ceiling.
The second wrist was trickier as I had to hold my arms up as high as possible while Kendra had to stretch to tie me up properly and ensure nothing would be digging into me in a way that it shouldn't. It was a relief when she finished and I could relax a bit.
It really was only a bit though. She didn't leave me much slack at all, but at least my arms were supported by the rope now, as it wasn't easy holding them high over my head for a long period of time. It wasn't a rest exactly, but it was manageable.
"There now," Kendra said. "I think that's going to work pretty well."
I met her gaze. "For what?"
Her smile was every bit a Cheshire. "Keeping you in line."
I pouted. "I'm a good girl. I don't need to be kept in line."
Kendra swatted my bum. I yelped and tried to dance away, but my movement was extremely limited.
"I think you'll find you practically always need to be kept in line," Kendra argued. "You're a good girl, but so prone to naughtiness that it's quite unbelievable."
Trinity looked bemused at out back and forth. Dak just seemed used to it.
Kendra spanked me some more, alternating it with pulling my butt plug out some and forcing my ass to stretch around it. I had such limited options. I couldn't get away, couldn't even really turn to avoid her touch. Not easily. And even if I did, I just bought myself more punishment. Which, me being me, I did deliberately a few times, just for fun.
A particularly hard slap on my butt made me pull my feet up and swing on my ropes alone for a second. They held well. Kendra had tied me expertly, and my wrists weren't dug into badly at all. I had a flash of vision at that point of me entirely suspended in the middle of the room, even more helpless than I was now. The thought made my pussy tingle.
Trinity watched closely. I saw more little flashes of envy in her eyes. She wanted to be me so badly right now. I felt kind of bad for her, but then she also had a husband and kids she loved, so it wasn't like she was doing badly for herself. Just missing out on some potential amazing experiences at this particular moment, and even those she got to have vicariously.
Dak had his pants off and was slowly playing with himself. Just casually masturbating to his big sis all helpless and bottomless, getting dommed in the middle of the room. The usual.
Kendra spanked me some more, played with my plug and tits, and eventually started rubbing my pussy some. I purred and leaned into the latter immediately. My juices were flowing down my thighs rather embarrassingly, and I could certainly use a nice cum.
Not that Kendra was going to give me one that easily.
"Hey, Dak? Take over for me for a sec, would you?"
I whimpered as Kendra's fingers moved away. Dak, used to this sort of thing, stopped stroking his cock and hopped over next to me. He started fondling, teasing, and rubbing me in Kendra's place while she pattered off to grab something else.
Dak's touch was, as always, different from Kendra's. He didn't have the same subtleties, nor the desire to inflict mild pain or discomfort. He was more direct in his needs, mostly feeling me up and rubbing on me.
His cock sliding over my butt turned me on like crazy, as did his hands on my tits and pussy.
Trinity drank it all in. Her eyes were wide, taking in every detail. Watching her baby bro and sis be so naughty together.
"God you're so wet," Trinity said.
"Yeah, that happens," I said.
"I don't think I can even produce that much."
"You're my sister. Of course you can."
"... you think if Kendra treated me the way she treats you?"
"I think so," Dak said. "You two are so much the same with this stuff it's kind of scary."
Trinity gave Dak a look. "Well I'm not letting you grind on me like that. I don't care how alike you think we are."
Dak just laughed, clearly not too bothered by Trinity's flippant judgement. The way she was watching, she obviously wasn't bothered, really. And, in fact, was most likely fully enjoying it.
Kendra wandered back in, taking her sweet time about it. She tagged back in from Dak, who reluctantly stopped rubbing his cock all over my helpless ass.
Kendra hummed innocently to herself as she fitted me with a ball gag. I trembled and flicked my gaze between my siblings as they watched me get my mouth all gagged up.
Then, to make it just that much better, Kendra slipped a blindfold over my eyes and tied it just tight enough that it would stay in place.
I couldn't see. I couldn't speak. I couldn't move.
I was bottomless, and my ass was well filled.
My brother and sister were both in the room, watching and, in their own ways, playing with me.
I danced and squirmed in place, unable to keep my feet totally still despite my best efforts. I absolutely couldn't touch myself, but I wanted to so badly. There was no way I could stand this level of arousal. It was too much. I was way, way too horny.
And Kendra, dear sweet Kendra, just kept making it worse.
She teased me so badly once she had me just how she wanted me. Brushing my sensitive skin, breathing so that she tickled my neck, whispering to me, lightly kissing me so quickly that she was gone again before I could react to her presence.
I was, quite literally, standing in my own damn puddle at this point. Whimpering and begging, though my gag made my efforts futile and meaningless.
"There now, I think that's just about perfect," Kendra said in a very self-satisfied sort of way.
"Uhh hnn mmm."
"Sorry, you'll have to speak more clearly. I simply can't understand you."
I sighed, though even the effect of that was lost through my gag.
Kendra kept toying with me. Using light, torturous touches for the most part.
I was shocked when Dak joined her. I hadn't seen him coming, of course. And with my blindfold, even once I knew he was close, I had no idea where he might touch next.
Ok, some idea. He was still somewhat single-minded.
But between the both of them and the constant surprises, I was a gooey mess. Just utterly out of it. If not for being literally tied to the ceiling, I'd have been merging with my puddle on the floor.
And Kendra wouldn't make me cum. So unfair.
Trinity, bless her, had my back.
"Aren't you going to make her cum?"
"Why?" Kendra asked, irony thick on her tongue. "Do you think maybe she needs to?"
"Obviously. I mean... jeez, I need to, and I haven't taken nearly half what Moll has."
"Mmm. No one takes this kind of torment quite like my little Molly," Kendra purred.
She moved around front of me, and tenderly kissed me. She had to work around my ball gag, leaving the kisses somewhat off-kilter.
Dak took his chance to get my ass again, and this time got grinding on it with real purpose. I pressed my butt back against him as hard as I could, though I had such small leverage to use.
I felt such a burning need that honestly if my brother had tried to slide right on in me at that moment, not only would I have accepted him, I'd have happily welcomed being incestuously fucked.
Maybe I just had to accept I really wanted that. It wasn't like we were all that far off it happening as it was.
And oh god, with Trin watching? All tied up and horny, eyes glued to Dak burying his cock in me?
I wanted to beg and plead Kendra to make me cum. To please give me something. Even that pitiful act had been denied me. I could only stand and take every little bit of the exquisite torture.
Dak groaned and came on my ass, spraying hot, sticky semen all over my skin. Probably over the end of my butt plug too. Just a mess everywhere, at any rate.
Then they both stepped back. I didn't know where, or even how far. Without either Kendra or Dak touching me, I really just had no proper sense of what they were up to. Other than admiring my slutty, sexy little self probably.
"Tsk, so messy," Kendra said.
I whimpered, which was only a soft mumble through my gag.
"Yeah, go figure," Dak said.
Neither sounded in any kind of hurry to help me out, and Trinity couldn't. This just simply wasn't fair.
"Anyway, I thought I might order some stuff for dinner. Wanna come help me, Dak?"
My heart raced in a sudden panic. Kendra wasn't actually going to leave me like this, was she? There was no way. That was too mean, even for her.
"Sure," Dak said, rather unhelpfully. "What you thinking? Pizza?"
"Maybe Chinese. We'll see though."
Their footsteps headed out of the room, then there was silence.
"So... they just left," Trinity said.
"Unn hmmm."
"That... jeez, you're in bad shape, huh?"
I nodded frantically.
"I don't think I've ever needed to cum as bad as you look like you do," Trin said.
That was fair. I wasn't sure I ever had either. Usually by this point Kendra would have taken pity on me. But she hadn't.
I didn't usually feel the need to plot revenge for her games, but this might be an occasion that necessitated it.
"Hold on, this is silly," Trinity said.
I heard her pad closer, then felt her against my back. She worked rather awkwardly with just her teeth, and managed to get my blindfold loosened so it fell off. It was a little better being able to see, but we still couldn't communicate.
Trinity was persistent though, and worked at my gag as well. I didn't think she'd be able to do it hand-free, but she proved me wrong. It took a while, but she did it.
"How'd you do that?" I asked as the gag fell around my neck and hung there, transferring my drool to my chest.
"Not easily."
"No. I guess not."
Trinity stepped in front of me, giving me a cautious appraisal. "How bad is it?"
"You're lucky I'm tied in place, or I'd be trying to jump you. That's how bad."
Trinity bit her lip and I could have sworn she squeezed her thighs together too. She wasn't on my level for horniness, I couldn't imagine, but she was pretty far gone.
"You want to hear something really bad?" she asked.
"... I mean, kinda, yeah."
"I'm just sitting here, and I realized... I could eat your pussy. I could just do it. And the more those two were playing with you and not getting you off, the more I'm like... I just should. I should help my sister out."
"Trin!"
"But... and I swear to god, Moll, don't repeat this for anyone...."
"Promise."
"... I think it's mostly for me. Because I'm just so... fuck. I'm so desperate right now. I mean, I know you're doing worse, but I've never had anyone tie me up like this. And if someone had... I would have expected them to be all over me. I've just been ignored, basically. And I get it. That's specifically what I asked for. But still."
I grinned crookedly. "Yeah. That's BDSM for you. Sometimes you take more than you think you'd have to, and not at all in the way you expected."
Trinity leaned forward and rested her forehead on mine. She was so close. I could have kissed her just then. I wanted to. But I knew better. And somehow I had the restraint not to do something stupid. Even though I hadn't at all been lying about in danger she'd be if I wasn't helpless to move or even grab her.
"Moll?"
"Yeah?"
"What if I licked your pussy?"
"Unf. Please don't tease. I can't take more of that."
"I'm not."
"But... you can't."
"You'd let Dak."
"That's not it at all. He's not married. You know I'd be all over that offer if--"
"I think I can get away with it," Trinity said. "I didn't say anything... I didn't want anyone else to know. But with you... just with you... I think it'd be fine."
"That's your marriage you're messing with."
Trinity matched my previous lopsided smile. "Yeah. It is. Trust me that I know what I'm doing?"
"Of course, but--"
"Dave's been just as into this thing as I have, for his own reasons."
"You did mention having lots more sex, huh?"
"And better sex too." Trinity shrugged. "A little sister on sister action... you know."
"It's like that, is it?"
"You ok with me telling Dave all about it? I'll have to."
I groaned. "Trin, if you lick my pussy right now, I'll be ok with goddamn anything."
"You shouldn't make offers like that."
"Yeah, well, I did."
Trinity smiled wider, fully beaming for a second before her expression grew more complicated. A few different things mixing in her emotional state. Chiefly, I assumed, the fact that she was about to eat her little sister's drenched little pussy.
She sank to her knees in the most erotic motion I could ever imagine out of her. I was biased, but that didn't make it untrue.
Looking down at Trinity kneeling in front of me was not a sight I'd ever thought I'd witness. Not with that horny expression on her face. Not gazing up at me for last minute permission.
"Please," I begged, my voice little more than a whisper.
Trinity nodded, scooted just a tad closer for optimal positioning, then leaned in and kissed my pussy.
I just about lost it right there. I wasn't sure it was possible to be built up so hard that one little touch would make me explode, but this was damn close.
Trinity's initial licks revealed her lack of experience eating pussy. It was more enthusiasm than anything at first. Then again, I was well aware how spoiled I usually was with Kendra and her insane skills.
It didn't even matter though, really. All I needed right now was enthusiasm and a strong desire to help me get off. Trin had these things on a level I could never have hoped for from her.
She licked, sucked, and kissed my pussy with unwavering dedication. Exploring it and finding what I liked, getting sexy flavours all over her tongue and face in the process.
I guided Trinity as best I could with little noises of appreciation, and sometimes some actual verbal instruction. Sometimes, when she got it just right, I helplessly moaned loud and rolled my eyes back, making me useless for a solid few seconds at a time.



My first cum was quick to arrive, and an absolute monster. I shook and writhed, held up almost exclusively by my ropes as my legs partly gave way. Shivers ran all through me, and my pussy went crazy.
I squirted hard enough to threaten drowning Trin, yet she kept her mouth latched on to my spasming little pussy the whole time, apparently drinking all my sexy juices.
Trinity pulled back after I was done. Her eyes shone wildly, and her face was all messy from licking me. She looked at me for approval. I knew that expression. It was the one I always gave Kendra. I recognized it even from such a different perspective.
"Better?" she asked.
"Sooo much better," I purred.
"Do you... want more?"
I grinned at Trinity's hopeful tone. She wanted to lick me more. Which worked out well, because I desperately wanted her to keep going too.
"Trin, please lick my pussy more," I said very deliberately. "Lick your li'l sis."
Trinity inhaled sharply through her nose, her eyes flashing in response. "Do you have to say it like that?"
"You don't like it?"
"I do. That's the problem."
I giggled softly. "Just enjoy it. I know I am."
Trinity nodded and glanced toward the doorway. "How long do you think we have?"
"No idea."
"Of course."
I didn't think there was any real chance Trinity wasn't going to go back for more. Sure we could get walked in on basically any time. We both knew that. But she had to risk it. I knew I would in her place.
Trinity licked my pussy like a girl addicted. Already she seemed more confident in herself, as well as having calmed down some since making me cum once already. There wasn't quite the same urgency for either of us, and we both got to enjoy a slower, more loving cunnilingus.
I could not, however, get over the eyes Trin made when she looked up at me every now and then. They were the kind of subby bedroom eyes I wouldn't have ever guessed my big sis even had in her, let alone that she'd direct at me of all people.
There was no expressing the sheer intensity of emotion she made me feel.
I came again due to Trinity's lovely efforts, and again she kept her mouth covering my pussy while I squirted.
She sat back on her heels, looking slightly dazed. I wanted to badly to wrap my arms around my sis and cuddle her after that wonderful licking she'd given me. She seemed a bit lost, and I wanted to comfort and ground her.
But I was unable to do anything at all until Trinity struggled to her feet, still panting softly. She looked at me, standing so very close. I bit my lip and stared right back, hoping she'd get just a tad closer. She did. I took my chance and moved in slow and tender to kiss my sister.
She tasted like me. Her mouth was covered in my pussy. That was the first thing I noticed.
The second was how needfully she kissed me back. She hadn't been able to cum yet. I knew she needed it. But there was more to the kisses than that. Needing love and reassurance just now, maybe. It was all the aftercare I could physically give her, so I did my very best.
"Can't believe I did that," Trinity whispered.
"You don't regret it, do you?"
"Not even a little."
"Good."
I kissed Trin some more and licked at her face, cleaning it of telltale traces. Trying to remove the obvious indicators that she'd eaten me out. I wasn't sure it would work, but I tried. She moaned softly and let me lick all over.
Trinity had to scamper away when we heard Kendra and Dak returning. She quickly bounced onto the couch and tried to look like she'd been there the whole time. I wasn't sure it would work, but I supposed her wild, flushed, guilty expression could be mistaken for general arousal.
Kendra's eyes flashed between me and Trinity. He lips curled into a small, barely noticeable smirk. If I didn't know her so well, I might have missed it.
Kendra immediately walked over to me and kissed me. Her smile grew wider.
"Funny how you taste like pussy," she whispered in my ear, soft enough that only I could hear.
I blushed. She knew. Maybe she'd known before she even left. So often she was one step ahead of me in these things.
Kendra didn't tease any more than that. She knew, and that was all there was to it.
She untied me, took my ropes off entirely, and lay me down on the floor.
"How's your arms?" she asked.
"Tired. A little sore."
"Yeah I bet." Kendra knelt down between my legs. "Rest up, little one. Let me take care of you now."
Kendra licked my pussy so good. She knew Trin had been there moments before. She knew I'd let my big sister eat me out. Other than letting me know she knew, she didn't let say anything at all about it.
The only thing it might have affected was in how thoroughly Kendra licked me out. She used all my favourite tricks and made me squirt like crazy. Harder than Trinity had, even. And maybe that was the point. Asserting her claim to me.
I didn't think Kendra was actually jealous, but I'd have to check in with her later.
Dak came over and helped himself to my mouth while Kendra had me writhing on the floor in ecstasy. He face-fucked me good and came down my throat, using me as casually as if I was a jerk off toy rather than his older sister.
I nearly forgot about poor Trinity until Dak pulled his softening cock out of my mouth again. As I gasped for air, I caught Trin's pitiful face looking down at us. She was grinding on her heel as hard as she could, but I could tell it wasn't going to do it for her.
I wanted so badly to crawl over and made her cum, repay her for what she'd done for me. I couldn't. Not without giving our thing away. Kendra already knew, but Dak didn't. And Trinity didn't know that Kendra knew yet. I hoped we wouldn't have to hide it forever. The web was too complicated. But for now we certainly wanted to keep it quiet.
"Can I please be untied?" Trinity begged.
Kendra lifted her head, chin shining from my juices. She pretended to consider the request. "No."
"No?" Trinity squeaked.
"Right."
"But...."
"Can she have a toy?" I asked, knowing Kendra far better.
"Hm, yes, that would be fine." Kendra patted my thigh. "Would you like to pick out something fun for your sister?"
I felt my face redden, but I nodded and struggled to my feet. I padded unsteadily away, well aware that everyone could see the base of the plug up my butt as I walked.
I grabbed our cordless magic wand for Trinity. The only valid option under the circumstances, I felt. She needed to cum hard and get it out of her system, and this would certainly do it for her. She was enough like me I felt I could safely make that claim.
Kendra was naked from the waist down and sitting on the couch when I got back. She had Dak between her legs, licking at her pussy. We made lingering eye contact as I walked past her to get to Trinity.
There was an awkward moment as I maneuvered the vibrator between Trinity's thighs, setting it where she could sit on it and it wouldn't go anywhere. It was only awkward because being so close to her made me want to make out with her pretty dang badly. The way she looked back at me with helpless affection and wanton horniness made me suspect she'd be just as happy to stick her tongue down my throat, witnesses or not.
I hated having to hold myself back just then.
Still, once Trin was set up, I got to join Dak and share Kendra's pussy with him. A fun little brother and sister bonding moment for us.
****
We were all pretty much starving by the time food arrived. All four of us sat around lazily in varying states of undress, just chilling and stuffing ourselves.
Trinity remained the most modest of us, though given how soaked and clingy her panties were by now, she might actually have been just as well off without them. I didn't mention that, though. Just enjoyed the effect. Luckily I was sated enough by now that I only sometimes fantasized about ripping her panties off and tasting that sweet little snatch.
After eating, Trinity decided she probably had to go home, which was fair. I walked her to the door, still bottomless and plugged, though my ass was getting to the point of being a bit sore by now, and not in a good way.
"I'm glad you came today," I said.
Trinity arched an eyebrow.
"Not in the dirty way," I said hastily. "Although... that too."
"Ha. Yeah. I am too."
"You're gonna come back again?" I asked, eyes big and full of hope.
"Mmm, I really want to."
"Good."
"Gotta keep my family as my priority though, you know."
"We're family."
"... my other family then. You know what I mean."
"I do. If you can't do this more... I get it. But I'll be a sad girl."
"I bet you would be."
Trinity hesitated at the door. She glanced around as though someone might be lurking and watching, then darted in and kissed me fiercely. I melted into our sneaky, sisterly kiss.
"Promise you'll let me lick your pussy when you come back?" I asked.
Trinity groaned into my mouth. "You know I'm gonna be thinking about that all next week now. Thanks for that."
I grinned, not even a little bit sorry. I hoped Trin really would obsess over it. Maybe even get wet and horny at work or something. Over her li'l sis and everything.
I rejoined Kendra and Dak in the living room and cuddled up with Kendra. Just snuggly and innocent despite our casual partial nudity.
I waited until Dak left before I got into any of the talks I felt we needed to have.
"How'd you know Trin was gonna be bad with me?" I asked.
Kendra smiled crookedly. "You should have seen how bad she was eye fucking you."
"Really?"
"Mmhm. Still didn't know that she'd actually do anything, but when your lips tasted like your pussy...."
"Kinda gave it away."
"Yep."
"You deliberately waited a while before coming back in, huh?"
Kendra giggled. "Yep. Had to keep changing my mind on food. Dak was getting a little annoyed with me, I think."
"If only he knew."
"No kidding."
I nestled my head on Kendra's shoulder. She stroked my hair.
"It's ok that I let her lick me, right?" I asked. "I know technically it wasn't what we established."
"Yep, it's all good."
"Ok. Good. You have to let me know if I go too far at some point. I can't always control everything the way I should. You know, when I'm all worked up and stuff."
"Mmm, I know. Who do you think orchestrates you getting so very worked up and needy?"
"You," I said. "Obviously. Doesn't mean you always know what's gonna come of that. Or how you're gonna feel about it."
"True." Kendra kissed the top of my head. "Let me worry about that, little one."
"Am I gonna have to remind you that I'm still your girlfriend, and your emotional well-being is still very much my concern?"
"And I'm touched by that. But Molly, darling, I'm on the verge of domming you and your brother and sister, all at once. I don't know that I can properly express how into this I am."
"Hehe, ok. Just as long as I'm still your favourite."
"Always, my darling. Always and ever."
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I watched with interest as Kendra assembled a big dog cage in the living room. Watching her build things was fun. Watching her build things to use on me was even better.
"Are you gonna put me in there as soon as you're done?" I asked out of curiousity.
"What makes you think this is for you?" Kendra replied without even looking away from what she was doing.
"Well we're not getting a dog. So...."
"Maybe it's for your sister."
I gasped. "You wouldn't dare get a cage for her and not me!"
"Oh wouldn't I?"
"It'd be hurtful."
"Ah, well. Can't have that then."
I sprawled out, idly fiddling with my collar as Kendra kept working. "Maybe you just don't love me enough anymore," I said. "Used to be you only ever would have put me in there."
"Yes, my darling. But used to be I wasn't trying to domme three feisty little siblings all at once, now was I?"
"Ooh, feisty, huh? You've never called me that before."
"And Trin's a special challenge," Kendra continued as though I hadn't said anything. "Need options for her that are more... hands off, let's say."
I pouted. "So it is for her?"
"She was the impetus, yes." Kendra grinned evilly at me. "But you're definitely spending time in here too. Don't worry about that."
"Enh. Doesn't make it very special if I have to share."
"Would have thought you'd love to share."
I did indeed get a little tingle as I thought of being trapped in the cage with Trinity. It'd be fairly cramped, leaving the two of us no choice but to cuddle together. And probably something naughtier even than that.
"If it was at the same time, sure," I said.
"Well... we'll see how it goes," Kendra said. "Have to ease her into this stuff. Not that you have that trouble. You seduce sibs like nobody's business."
I blushed, but she honestly wasn't wrong. I did seem to have a special talent for it.
Kendra stood up and patted the cage. "Alright, that seems right. Ready for a test run?"
"Right now?"
"Of course now. Why not?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. Just doesn't seem--"
"Molly! Come!"
There it was. That was more like it. I shivered at the commanding tone in Kendra's voice even as I slipped off the couch and crawled over to her. I was basically fully dressed, and other than my collar there was nothing overtly naughty about my attire. The collar was enough, though.
"In the cage," Kendra said gently, but still very firm. Not at all in our bantering tone. This was her being In Charge.
I loved it.
I crawled inside. It wasn't roomy exactly, but I wasn't cramped inside either. I had space to turn around, to sit comfortably, or curl up. I definitely couldn't stretch out anywhere near my full length in any direction.
"How's it feel?" Kendra asked.
I shrugged. "Gotta spend some time in it, I think."
"Mmhm."
"I think the corner here isn't together right." I pressed the top edge of the cage, and a small gap appeared where things weren't quite connected.
Kendra swore softly. "Ugh. Thought I had it. Give me a hand, please."
I crawled back out, and together Kendra and I figured out which piece was meant to attach differently. It looked better once we'd spent a few more minutes on it.
"Ok, we'll try again," Kendra said. "But just hang on, I need a few things."
I bemusedly waited by the door to my new cage while she rushed off. When she got back, she had an old blanket with her. She used it to line the floor of the cage, which was a nice touch. She also put some toys in for me, as one might for a puppy. They were not, however, puppy toys.
"What am I gonna do with a butt plug?" I asked.
Kendra shrugged. "I dunno. Just giving you options. You can put it in if you want."
"With no lube?"
"It's only little. You can do it with spit."
I rolled my eyes. "I'm not gonna--"
"In the cage," Kendra said firmly. "I'm not arguing about this with you."
I gave up and crawled back in. It was comfier with the blanket on the floor. Something to save my knees a little, or to curl up on for a while.
Admittedly, if I got bored enough I might well use the butt plug. Probably I'd only play with the vibrator she'd left me though. We'd just have to see.
****
I really liked my cage, though I did get kind of bored in there at times. Perversely, that was part of the fun.
It was whole new level of Kendra play-demeaning me. Not so much for intensity, but in that it was so low effort for her. She just had me crawl in, then she could go about her day as she wished. Which meant lots of basically ignoring me, but also some pets at times when she walked by and stuck her hand through to reach me.
And, better still, when she put a water bowl in for me. Like an actual dog's water bowl. For me to... lick water out of? I wasn't sure. It was that weird kind of humiliating and hot mix I so loved.
Then, too, Kendra fed me lunch through the bars. Like actually just fed me one careful bite at a time. She could have just given me some food to eat on my own, but no.
And honestly, it was pretty great. Very intimate, in a power-dynamic-play kind of way. Making me feel even more helpless and in her control.
When Kendra fed me straight from her hand, I got little kisses on her fingers, or sucked them gently as though to make sure I got my food, but really it was about being a horny little thing.
Afterward, when she still didn't let me out, I broke out the vibrator she'd left me. I took my pants off, then my panties too because why not.
Kendra chilled on the couch and read a book while I watched the tv she'd left on and idly vibed my clit. It wasn't the worst way I'd ever spent time.
I couldn't get horny enough to really, properly get off, but it was fun in its own way.
I masturbated for a while, gradually frustrating myself at not really getting off the way I wanted.
"Kendra?" I eventually said.
She looked up from her book. She'd been stealing glances at me, but hadn't properly looked at me in a while.
"Yes?" Kendra said.
"I have to pee."
"Ah." She closed her book. "Well we know what happens if we don't take care of that, don't we?"
I flushed and tingled at the reminder of my last incident with peeing all over the floor. Not my fault, but it wouldn't do any good to argue the point now. Not that I wanted to. I liked the way it burned, feeling like I'd messed all over the floor somehow deliberately or something.
Kendra let me out of the cage. I crawled out, feeling an increased pressure on my bladder already. To be fair, if I didn't want to risk this kind of thing, I could just ask for the bathroom sooner. I couldn't easily deny that I was probably halfway doing this to myself on purpose. The intense humiliation of my accident had faded somewhat, but it remained one my naughtiest, horniest memories.
Kendra affixed a leash to me as soon as I was out. I gave her a bemused look and decided to stay on hands and knees. She didn't say I had to, but it felt right.
I followed Kendra easily enough until I realized she wasn't actually leading me to the bathroom.
"Kendra?"
"Hm?"
"Where we going?"
"To the yard."
"Kendra!"
"What?"
I gaped at her, but had to keep crawling along before she got too far ahead.
"You're not... you're not serious."
"Why wouldn't I be?" she asked evilly.
"... the neighbours will see."
"Then you better be quick, hm?"
No mercy from her. None at all.
My heart pounded insanely. Kendra unclipped my leash at the door, then waited for me to keep crawling out. When I didn't move fast enough, she leaned down swatted my butt hard. I yelped and crawled nervously outside.
Probably no one would see. That was most likely, right? But... oh god, someone could so easily. Then what?
I had to go fast. It was my best option.
There was no way to save any dignity at all. Not that it mattered. My whole body was already burning with shame, and it only got worse as I crawled out into the backyard and tried to quickly pick a spot.
I was collared, half-naked, on my hands and knees, and about to pee in the yard. I'd just about die if someone decided to poke their head over the fence just at that moment.
I was a little dizzy, too overwhelmed to handle everything. I picked a spot with some cover, knowing that Kendra had a full view of everything anyway, and let go. I pissed into the grass, and tried not to moan out loud. It was utterly humiliating, and so intensely hot that it wouldn't have surprised me if I gave up, rolled over, and just started rubbing my pussy right where I was.
Well, maybe not directly in my puddle.
I was trembling by the time I tried to make my way back to Kendra. It only got worse when I saw how intently she was watching me. I knew she would be, but the actuality of it hit me hard.
Every part of me burned and tingled so painfully good. All I could do was keep crawling.
"All done?" she asked, as though she didn't know.
"Yeah."
Kendra clipped my leash back on. "Sit."
Still shaking, feeling all deliciously subby and humiliated, I sat back on my heels. Kendra reached down and started petting me.
"Good girl!" she said. "Who's a good girl? You are. Yes you are."
Embarrassingly, I absolutely loved it. I leaned in to it, resting my head on her hip and letting her give me reward scritchies. We were still outside, still vulnerable, and the heat in me was only rising. Still, I sat and waited pretty while Kendra cooed over me.
"Kendra?" I said.
"Hm?"
"I'm really gonna need my pussy licked."
"Haha, yeah you are. You subby little thing."
I rubbed my head on Kendra's thigh as she gave me a few last pets, then followed her into the house.
My pussy dripped down my thighs until we made it to our bedroom. I was so excited for Kendra to eat me out, all revved up from outdoor danger.
Kendra sprawled me out in bed and kissed her way down my body. She latched on to my pussy and licked it like only she could.
Kendra took all my saved up emotions and horniness and turned it into some breath-taking orgasms for me. My lingering shame gradually faded as I came on my girlfriend's tongue.
She gave me a breather partway through and pushed my legs back so she could eat my ass some as well. I happily let her tongue my bum for a while, as it meant I was all the more ready for more pussy licking when she got back to it.
****
"You guys really think Trin's gonna want to be in that cage?" Dak asked dubiously.
"Can't see why not," I said.
"Molly likes it," Kendra pointed out.
"Just 'cause Molly likes something doesn't always mean much," Dak said. "She's... special."
I gasped with mock outrage. "Rude!"
Dak rolled his eyes. "You're currently in the process of letting your girlfriend suspend you naked from the ceiling in the middle of the living room."
He wasn't wrong. That was exactly what was happening. Kendra had me all nakey and carefully bound, and at her signal she and Dak both pulled me up off the ground so that I dangled in the air, helpless and easily accessed.
"What's your point?" I demanded.
"That you're special. You like stuff that not a lot of people like."
"Maybe they're all weirdos then."
"I think by definition that can't be true."
Kendra ignored us, which was probably wise. She went around checking my ropes, making sure they were all doing what they should be. My weight was supported so that I was more or less fully horizontal, face up, with my arms behind my back. My legs still had some freedom of movement, but I was pretty sure that was for everyone else's benefit more so than mine.
As if to prove that suspicion, both Kendra and Dak started getting a little handsy with me while I hung at a convenient level for them to do so.
"How's it feeling?" Kendra asked.
"The ropes? Or you guys feeling me up?"
"Obviously the ropes. I don't need to ask about feeling you up."
"Good," I said with a small giggle. "Very snug."
"Not minding being in the air?"
"Not at all, actually. It feels... more helpless. But also like I'm gonna get more attention this way. And... just nice, I guess."
"Got no shame at all, do you?" Dak said, even as he slipped a hand over my pussy.
"I have lots," I said. "That's the fun part."
Dak shook his head like he didn't get it, but he rubbed my pussy for me, which was nice.
Kendra checked a few more ropes before satisfying herself. She then gave me a few deep, slow kisses before patting my head and retreating to the couch with her sketch book. She let Dak keep having his fun while she presumably drew me in my mid-air, well tied up position.
Dak kept rubbing me while Kendra sketched. For all I knew she might have been drawing us both. Really capturing the naughtiness of the moment rather than the subtle eroticism she more typically went for. She had a talent for making me appear beautiful and ethereal, even when all tied up. Or maybe especially then. But Kendra could definitely do more overly sexual stuff too when she felt like it.
I came on my brother's fingers, moaning happily at getting a nice easy orgasm. I was, perhaps, a little surprised Kendra hadn't intervened at all. Usually she liked to build me up harder than that before letting me cum.
Dak managed to get himself in trouble after that though. He took his pants off and came at my face with his hard, precummy cock. I would have been happy to let him face fuck me, and had already started licking at him a bit before Kendra cut in.
"Dak, you know you can't be covering up Molly's face like that," Kendra said. "I'm trying to draw her."
"Well... how'm I s'posed to cum in her mouth then?"
Kendra sighed loudly and stood up. I tried not to grin too broadly as she pulled Dak away from me.
"I swear," Kendra said. "You're all such horny little things in your family. I don't know what's with that."
As if none of it was her fault.
Dak got his hands cuffed behind his back and had to sit down next to Kendra on the floor. She absently petted him in between sketching me some more.
I couldn't help giggling. Partly just because of how pitiful Dak looked. But honestly, he could have just not let Kendra cuff him if he really didn't want to play along.
"What are you laughing about, missy?" Kendra asked.
"Nothin'," I said.
"That so? You need a spanking?"
I giggled again. "Joke's on you. You can't even get a good angle on my butt for spankings."
Kendra set her sketch book down. "You have to know that's not the only place I can spank you."
That made me hesitate. Spankings were on the bum, weren't they? Wasn't that the definition?
My tummy fluttered with nervous anticipation as Kendra stalked over to me, calm and predatory as a tiger. I tensed, not knowing what was coming. I was used to struggling against ropes getting me nowhere. In this instance, it even made me feel less comfortable as I just swayed a little in my suspended position.
I hadn't tried to close my legs. In hindsight, that was a mistake. But I couldn't have known at the time.
Kendra's hand came down swift and sharp, directly on my pussy. I yelped and belatedly squeezed my thighs, protecting myself as best I could. It was too late to do anything about that initial sting, though.
"See?" Kendra said. "I can find something to spank if I need to."
"Owie," was all I said.
"Yes. That's kind of the point."
"My poor pussy though."
"Yes, well, if you'd only learn to behave."
"Seems unlikely," Dak chimed in.
"You hush," Kendra told him. "I'll get back to you in a minute." She gestured at me. "Open up, little one. You need more spanks."
I pouted, but opened my legs again. I took another slap, and another. I kept flinching with every smack. My sore little snatch was not used to this kind of treatment. But, fairly as expected, getting all warm and red and sensitive didn't stop me getting totally soaked at the same time.
Kendra trailed just the very tips of her fingers over my pussy after. Tracing up my wet slit. Making me shiver at the delicate touch on my abused cooch.
"You just got stupid horny from that, didn't you?" she asked with quiet certainty.
"... no."
"Liar."
Kendra kissed me firm and deep before leaving me all horny, panting, and needing attention.
Dak got spanked next. More traditionally in his case. Over her lap, straight on the butt.
He grumbled some about it, but when he got to sit down again after, I noted that his cock hadn't softened any, and seemed to be leaking ever more precum than before.
That was basically how Trinity found us when she arrived. Kendra, being the only one properly attired, welcomed her in and brought her to Dak and me, presumably without any warning at all as to our respective situations.
Certainly Trin's wide eyes as she walked in indicated that she wasn't expecting quite such a level of naughtiness already.
"Oh wow," Trinity said.
"Hey, Trin," I said.
"Hey," Dak echoed.
"You guys... just wow."
As though sleepwalking, Trinity padded closer to me, eyes flicking everywhere.
"This is a new one," I admitted.
"You're all... in the air... and stuff," Trinity said.
"Yeah. Neat, huh?"
I detected a note of envy in Trinity's eyes. I was getting used to that kind of look from her.
"Don't worry," Kendra said, amusement thick in her voice, "we have something for you too."
Trinity looked up, then did a funny double take as she finally noticed the prominent dog cage waiting for her.
"For... me?" she squeaked.
"Yes of course," Kendra said. "I had to tie Molly up to keep her from getting there first, of course. You know how she is."
I stuck my tongue out at Kendra, but she didn't pay me any mind.
Trinity seemed uncertain, but at the same time her attention was dead fixed on the cage being presented to her. It only took a bare minimum of urging from Kendra before Trin approached.
"I have to go in there?" she asked.
"If you like," Kendra said. "I suppose you could also just watch. But it's more fun if you play too, isn't it? That's why you're here."
Trinity flushed noticeably, glancing between Dak and me. She didn't have to be embarrassed. I was in a much worse position than she'd be, embarrassment-wise. And it wasn't like anyone else around could possibly be shocked.
"I'll go in," Trinity said quietly.
"Thought you might," Kendra said. "Pants off, of course."
Trin didn't even hesitate at that one. She just nodded and took her jeans off, handing them to Kendra after. Like she'd been waiting for that particular request.
I noticed that her panties appeared to be deliberately sexier than last time. Small and a bit frilly. I hoped they'd cling to her as nicely as the others once she got wet. But that was just me being pervy. As I was wont to do.
Trinity wasn't totally sure what to do with herself at first. She just kind of got comfortable on the blanket in her cage and sat there watching.
Kendra, having gotten all three of us siblings to our respective comfort levels of bondage, just kind of relaxed and enjoyed herself. She cracked open some wine and did more sketches. I wasn't even always sure who she was drawing most of the time. She was spoiled for choice.
I could practically guarantee that there'd be a drawing of Trin there at some point. All caged and pitiful.
Dak got bored and wandered around the house some. Not even staying put in the one room Trinity and I were stuck in. Kendra let him be. Without being let free of his cuffs, there was a limit to his freedom anyway.
Kendra eventually got horny enough to come play with me some more. I cooed happily at her touch, enjoying getting some attention again. Especially her attention.
She was so gentle this time. Just running her hands over me, kissing me, whispering to me.



Then Kendra dropped her pants and panties, and made use of my face being conveniently at waist height. She pressed her pussy to my mouth and made me lick her.
I heard Trinity shifting around in her cage, and what sounded like occasional soft sighs or whimpers. Like she wanted to be over here with us. Of course she did. I couldn't look at her though, not with my face firmly occupied by my girlfriend's cooch.
"Ooh, that's a good girl," Kendra purred. She rocked her hips a bit, grinding on my face. "You lick me so good."
Her words were probably meant for Trinity, just to tease her more. They worked on me all the same. Thus encouraged, I kept slurping at Kendra and tried to hit her clit more. It was tricky work being upside down and without use of my hands. Not to mention how much she was moving around.
I startled at something between my legs. I hadn't been expecting any touch there. It took me a moment to realize it was Dak returned and settling on his knees. Like a good brother, he started licking me while I kept eating Kendra.
"Oh that's so not fair," I heard Trinity grumble.
I wished I could watch my sister in her imprisonment. Watch her get more and more worked up. Lose control. Turn all pitiful at the need to be let out and join the fun.
More than that, and more grounded in reality, I was dead curious to know how far she was willing to go today. What her new limits were. Specifically, how much she was going to do with me, selfish, horny little thing that I was.
"You can't possibly want to be let out already," Kendra chastised Trinity.
"I can if you guys are gonna be just... doing stuff like that," Trinity said petulantly. "Right in front of me and all."
"Would you like a blindfold?"
"That wouldn't help."
Trin just had to keep suffering through as I first made Kendra cum with only my mouth, then Dak did the same for me. I actually got to sneak a peek at my sis while I was cumming, and I thoroughly enjoyed her longing expression as Dak got covered in pussy. She wished it was her. I knew she did.
Or maybe just strongly hoped. Who could say?
Kendra gave me lots of pets and kisses after, seemingly enjoying the novelty of my suspended height. It meant she could kiss me most anywhere she wanted without me having to move at all. She even spent some time beneath me kissing and nipping at my shoulders and the back of my neck, giggling softly when I tried to flinch away but couldn't really go anywhere.
I'd just had a nice orgasm, and she getting me all horny again. Typical.
I was able to watch Trin more now. She still whimpered helplessly on occasion, but more so just sat with her face pressed to the bars watching intently. Enviously. Either wanting to be me, or to play with me, and probably some of both.
Dak went to sit with her, leaning back against her cage. The two of them conspired quietly where I couldn't hear. Any effort I made to really focus on what they were saying was interrupted by Kendra nipping at my ears.
"How do you feel about some butt plug action?" Kendra asked, apparently casually, though I was sure she'd been carefully considering it already. "One of the bigger ones today, maybe."
"You just want to show off for my sibs, don't you?"
"Kinda. They haven't seen what you can really do. And it's been a while since we've done any real stretching. Don't want you to lose all your skill, do we?"
"No. We don't."
I shivered at the thought of having my bum stretched so good in my position, with my brother and sister audience. Like many things between Kendra and me, something that had been fully between us before was becoming shared in a whole new way. It was a little nerve-wracking, but pretty exciting too.
Kendra left and came back with a little bundle of goodies. She positioned herself cross-legged on the floor beneath me, with her face right at my butt, then proceeded to casually lick out my ass. She was in no hurry at all. She could make this whole process last as long as she wanted.
I once again got the face-warming thrill of not only being tied up and having my bumhole eaten out, but being watched by my sibs too. Turning them on. Making them think very naughty things. Feeling maybe just a delightful little bit of shame for being so very wanton and bad.
So good.
Kendra transitioned into fingering my ass with a single lubed finger in between more licking. She then graduated from there to finger-fucking me with two slippery fingers up my butt.
The looks I got from my sibs were even better when Kendra started stuffing my butt with the smallest of the plugs she'd brought. It was only small in comparison to the other two, though, and gave me that nice initial stretch right off the bat.
Trin's expression was uncertain, not really knowing what to do with her li'l sis being such a little butt slut on top of everything else. That confusion in her eyes didn't stop her being obviously horny and interested though.
Dak's gaze was more blatant about being into watching this. Like he kind of just wanted to pound my butt if he got the chance. Maybe he really would.
"How you doin', Molly?" Kendra asked.
"Good," I said.
"Yeah?" She popped the butt plug slowly in and out, expanding then relaxing my ass. "You like having your brother and sister watching this, huh?"
"... maybe."
"They're both just watching, you know. Watching you get your ass stuffed."
I was going bright red by now. It was all stuff I knew, but it was worse when said out loud. I couldn't look at Dak or Trin for a moment, but my pussy got all over-excited the same as ever.
"A butt slutty, naked, tied up, horny, ridiculously wet sister," Kendra continued.
She gave me a few licks across my slit while still playing with my bum, though it was only to swipe up some of my arousal rather than to get me off. The small tease only made my gushing pussy work even harder.
Kendra switched to the second plug, making me groan softly as it stretched my ass wider. I took the chance to peek at my sibs.
Dak was looking pathetically horny, but unable to do much about it. Just kind of sitting there and getting all wiggly.
Trin, though, she was sneakily rubbing herself inside her cage. She was being slow and quiet, and I didn't think anyone else had even noticed. Her hand was only over her panties yet, presumably just giving herself enough to take the edge off a little.
Our eyes met and she realized I'd caught her masturbating. She blushed, but didn't stop.
Kendra moved on smoothly to the biggest butt plug. The biggest in fact that she'd ever used on me. This one took some real work to get inside me, and I spent a lot of time whimpering and moaning, feeling my ass slowly surrender to it and eventually enjoy being so filled.
"You can't seriously tell me that doesn't hurt," Trinity said. She seemed to regret speaking almost immediately, since it drew attention to her playing with her pussy. Underneath her panties now, I noted.
"That's what copious warmup is for," Kendra said. "Plus... Molly likes it to hurt just a little, don't ya, babe?"
"Just a little," I agreed.
That little bit of pain to heighten everything. The ache that would linger and remind me how bad I'd been. Such subtle, amazing things. So hard to adequately explain to someone who didn't get it.
In any case, my ass was filled right up. Overfilled, perhaps. My butt plug snugly inside, much to my sister's continued disbelief.
Kendra kept playing with me. She left the plug where it was, though she did wiggle it around at times. Mostly she ate my sopping wet pussy and let my well-stuffed ass heighten the experience for me.
It was only a matter of time before Dak had to come over too. I watched him coming, his hard, needy cock swaying slightly with every step. A small line of precum dangling from the tip and threatening to fall with every movement.
Dak unceremoniously shoved his throbbing erection in my face. I cooed over it and opened my mouth so he could awkwardly slide right in. Neither of us having hands free made things a bit trickier, but I was at just about the perfect height that he could simply use my face as a fuck toy, so it pretty much worked out.
Trinity threw up way more of a fuss at that point. She was full on whining and rattling her cage, wanting to be let out. Needing to be. I wished I could see how hard she was rubbing herself, but our brother's cock in my mouth was quite an impediment to that.
"Settle down, Trin," Kendra said calmly as she went right back to licking me out.
Trinity got a bit quieter, but nowhere near settled down. "Not faaaiiirrr," she whined.
She was right. It wasn't. But it was working out so very nicely for me. And I knew Kendra would let Trinity come play with me sooner or later, so I had even more to look forward to. I was a spoiled girl today, and I loved it.
Kendra and Dak shared me and gave me love from both ends. Kendra with my bum and pussy, Dak with my mouth. I was all filled and stuff and licked, and going happily crazy tied up in the air between them.
I came on Kendra's tongue right about the same time as Dak came down my throat. My spasming and squirting overlapped nicely Dak pumping hot cum down my mouth and throat, giving me such a good high.
I cleaned Dak off some with my tongue before he stepped away. Once I was free to look around again some, I took note of Trinity's pathetically horny face, and Kendra walking around now totally naked. She was still wiping her face with her shirt.
"You made quite a mess, little one," Kendra said. "You have a bad habit of that."
"Sorry," I said.
"I'm so sure." Kendra stroked my hair. "What do you think? Should we let your sister out to play?"
"Yes please!"
"Mmm. Thought so."
I swear if Trinity had a tail, it would have been wagging so hard as Kendra padded over to her cage. She was practically scratching at the door as she waited those last few seconds for Kendra to release her.
Trinity crawled out, all dignity forgotten as she stumbled to her feet and made a beeline for me. She didn't stop close enough for me to get a good look, but I saw her panties absolutely soaked and clinging so beautifully to her pussy. The material was failing to hide much of anything at all, and the attempt itself only made me more eager to get a good look as soon as I got the chance.
Being still tied up, that chance wasn't happening yet.
"God, Moll," Trinity moaned. "Why do you do this to me?"
She was already kneeling between my legs. No hesitation.
"Didn't do nuffin'," I said. "I've been tied up all--"
"Yeah whatever."
Trin gave me a big kiss right on my pussy. It was a totally unfair argument technique.
"You promised I could lick you this time," I said.
"Mmhm. Doesn't mean I can't go first. I've had to sit there and watch you this whole time. Don't think I'm not taking what I want now."
Trinity buried her face in my cooch. Her tongue flashed out, licking aggressively. Again, arguing super unfairly.
"Wait, did she eat you out before?" Dak asked. "When did that happen?"
I glanced at our brother, sitting there all confused and fascinated, not to mention very horny again. I'd forgotten that he was the only one who didn't know. Hard to keep track of much of anything under the circumstances.
"Never you mind," Kendra said.
She was already sitting down with her sketchbook again. Apparently intending to let Trin lick me as much as she wanted while getting some more drawing in. No doubt of me and my sis. Probably something very like the pose we were currently in. Very naughty.
"But I want to--"
"We share lots of things, Dak," Kendra said firmly. "Doesn't mean we share everything."
"Oh. Yeah. Fair, I guess."
"Just enjoy. Not every day you see your hot big sisters licking each other, is it?"
"Well... never, obviously. It's pretty great."
"Mmm. Isn't it though."
I had to agree. Trinity licking me was different in her own way from either Kendra or Dak. She had an aggression and need to her that was far more intense. Probably partly due to the novelty of it, but also the way she was tactically driven to manic horniness beforehand.
Like... well, kind of like me, I supposed. The way Kendra played with me and got me to a point of needing things beyond all rationality. Either to make her cum, or to hopefully get her to make me cum. Either way.
Trin and I truly were sisters in so many ways.
I came on Trinity's face, squirting all over her. I heard her gasp, then giggle softly as she tried to keep licking but failed to maintain any kind of rhythm.
She gave me a last kiss on my pussy while caressing my wet thighs, then stood up and walked around to where we could face each other, more or less.
"How do you even squirt so much all the time?" Trin asked with my juices all over her face.
I just smiled at her. "Bet I could make you squirt like that too."
"Ah! You smug little thing."
I heard Kendra snicker from off to the side, and chose to ignore her.
"I could though," I said. "I know how to lick pussy. And you're so much like me, I know it's possible."
Trin growled in her throat and knelt down. She came in from the side and kissed me fiercely. I accepted sideways makeouts with my big sis, and played a small game of trying to lick my copious juices off her face for her.
Trinity was downright feral. She kissed hard, even nipping at my lip and tongue at times. Her hand groped around and found my tits, mauling them with a desire I hadn't expected from her. She had it bad.
"Trin," I hissed.
She ignored me and kept kissing. I had to wait for another opportunity.
"Trin!"
She stopped long enough to stare at me for a moment, eyes heavy with lust, mouth open in a soft pant.
"Let me lick you," I said.
She stared for another second, then nodded and stood up.
Trinity hesitated shyly, but only just for a moment. She pulled down her soaked panties, leaving herself bottomless in front of us for the first time.
I was riveted. Her wet little pussy, right there, coming to me any second. All mine for the tasting.
I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue as Trinity straddled my head. I expected her to come at me slowly, but to my surprise she jammed her cooch into my face and started grinding on me without giving me a chance to properly savour the approach.
"Oh god, Moll," Trinity whispered.
She held my head, tangling her fingers in my hair, and humped my face with horny desperation.
If she would have just held still I could have made her cum so much faster. Even being upside down in relation to her pussy.
Still, Trin practically fucking my face was too damn hot. I wouldn't have changed a thing. I did my best to lick her with some style and grace, but mostly all I could do was try and hit her clit from time to time, and otherwise just give her something to grind on.
It was the new side of my big sister taken to extremes. I'd never in my life known her to be so wild or out of control. All sense of poise and dignity thrown out the window.
And I'd done that to her. Me.
Well ok, and Kendra and Dak too, I supposed. But mostly me. Mostly her little sister being all subby and slutty and bringing out things in her that she wasn't used to.
Trinity was grinding pretty erratically on my face, though something of a rhythm was there amidst all the chaos. Even that small pattern fell apart for reasons I couldn't understand until Trinity spoke.
"Dak! Stop, you can't do that!"
I frowned while still licking Trin's snatch, unsure what our brother was up to. Then I felt his cock on my pussy and the brief mystery was solved.
"Why not?" Dak asked.
"You can't... you can't fuck our sister."
I moaned and trembled, feeling a deep thrill run through me. This was another one of those times where if Dak just went for it, I'd be a very happy sister and just roll with it. In this case, even just hearing Trinity say the possibility out loud did fantastic things to me. Dak grinding on my pussy was sweet icing on the cake.
"Not fucking her," Dak said.
"Look like you're gonna."
"Yeah, well, without my hands free, there's a limit to what I can do. You've already got her mouth."
Trinity whimpered. This time I wasn't sure whether it was Dak or me getting that reaction from her. He was being bad, sure, but Trin had slowed her movements enough that I could lick her properly. I didn't wait for her to sort through her moral dilemma. I just did what I did best.
Trinity trembled and her legs shook. She seemed to almost stumble, and her grip on my hair became painful for a second as she held herself in place. If I'd had my mouth free, I would have given her a sultry look and asked her to pull my hair some more. As it was, I enjoyed what I got.
I ate my big sister out with--to be perhaps a little smug and full of myself--a skill I assumed she'd never felt before. Whether or not that was actually true, I made her cum pretty quick once I was allowed to do so.
And, even better, Trinity squirted all over my face when she came. Practically tried to drown me. Which, if one had to pick, was probably one of the best ways to go. Drowning in sisterly cum.
I gave Trin a small break, partly because I was still spluttering and trying to blink my eyes clear enough to open them properly. Since she hadn't moved, though, I kept right on eating her out some more.
Dak had been grinding on my pussy with increasing speed and ferocity. I knew he couldn't get quite the leverage he wanted with his hands cuffed behind his back, and it seemed like he was having trouble getting what he wanted. I was rather enjoying his attempts, but admittedly I wasn't quite getting enough either.
When Dak actually slowed some and it became increasingly clear that he was contemplating slipping inside me, I pretended not to notice. I licked Trinity's wet snatch while doing absolutely nothing about our baby brother trying to sneak his way into my pussy.
"I see you," Trinity said warningly. "Don't think I can't."
Ah. So she did notice despite my best efforts to not give it away. It made sense. She had full view and everything.
"Come on," Dak said, a hint of whine in his voice. "It's just--"
"She's our sister!"
"Yeah. I know. And you're riding her face like a bicycle, so don't act like I'm being any worse."
"That's... wow. Ok."
I didn't want to pull my face away from Trin even for a second, but I felt a strong need to interject at this point.
"It's ok," I said.
"Jesus," Trinity said. "Seriously?"
"Yeah."
"That's... he's gonna be inside you. Our brother."
"I know."
Trinity groaned, took a firmer grip of my hair, and shoved my face back into her snatch. I got right back to licking her like a good subby little sister.
Dak slid inside me just about at the same time, which divided my attention rather sharply and made it hard to concentrate on any one thing. Big sister pussy, little brother cock. Both all mine, at least for the moment.
"Fuuuccck you two," Trinity hissed. "Why are you like this?"
"Don't look at me," Dak said. "This is Molly's fault."
I'd accept that. I couldn't very well argue at the moment either way. But I was fine with a little extra dose of shame at the implication that I'd done this. That it was all me.
It probably wasn't even wrong, really. Though Kendra was at fault too. Neither of my sibs seemed inclined to take some of the blame off me and give any to her, though.
Dak sank deep inside my pussy. I was tighter even that usual thanks to the big butt plug I still wore, and being all stuffed doubly full like this was extra amazing.
Dak and Trinity had me pinned between them. Possibly the best place for a sister to be, really, trapped by her brother and sister like that. It worked so well for me.
Even just as he started fucking me, Dak's thrusts already sounded sloppy. The fault of my pussy overflowing.



It was just as well I was tied up and suspended. I wouldn't have been able to hold myself in any real position. I was all shaky and trembling. Overstimulated.
And the two of them were only getting harder, deeper, and hornier.
I couldn't see Kendra at all. She was still there. There was no way she was leaving in the middle of this. She was the orchestrator. She's set it up, and now she had a frantic, horny ball of siblings going absolutely depraved and crazy together. A fantastic success.
I lost track of things a bit. Time was utterly meaningless to me. The only real measurement I had was sometimes I realized I badly needed to breathe and had to take a brief, unwanted pause from eating Trin's pussy while I recovered.
Dak and Trinity had no such problems, and were quite consistent in their fucking and grinding respectively. My body was in constant sexual use, which naturally made me a happy, repeatedly cumming girl.
My cums were extra intense thanks to my bum being all stuffed full while my pussy was fucked and spasming in orgasm. I lost focus more than once, only to have Trinity impatiently grind herself harder on my temporarily unresponsive mouth.
I made up for it by making Trinity cum on my face twice more, though neither time with the same squirting impact as the first time. She was trembling after the last one though, threatening to fall over, and I knew I'd done good.
Dak, naughtiest of all, pumped a load of brotherly cum deep, deep inside me. Messing my pussy in a way I wasn't at all used to, but loved ever so much in the moment.
All considered together, I felt like the dirtiest, sluttiest sister of all time, in the very best way possible.
****
Kendra eventually had to shoo my sibs away from me. Dak and Trinity hadn't let up with nuzzling, fondling, kissing, and cuddling me. I was fine with it. I very badly needed a break at this point, but I was also happy to accept naughty brother and sister loving until I physically passed out.
Luckily Kendra was more objective and quite a bit wiser than I was. She got me down, untied me, and kept my adoring family at bay. She cradled me and made sure I sipped plenty of water while I recovered.
"How you doin', little one?" she asked softly.
I beamed at Kendra and tried to kiss her, but she held me back and pressed the half-empty glass of water to my lips again instead.
"So good," I purred.
"You look it."
"Mmhm."
"You know you let your brother cum in your pussy?"
"Hehe, yeah I did."
Kendra rolled her eyes and made me drink some more. "Bad girl."
"That's me," I agreed happily.
"And a messy little thing. Look at you."
"Do you want kissies?" I asked, looking hopeful.
"Your face is covered in your sister's pussy."
"Yeah. I know."
Kendra gave a little sigh, but she did, in fact, want kissies. She got to taste Trinity vicariously on my lips, and even licked the rest of my face some to get more.
"Ok," Kendra said, patting my head. "That's enough. You need to get cleaned up."
"Do I though?"
"Yes. You can't stay like this."
"Why not?"
"Because I said. Now scoot."
I pouted, but stood up. I dawdled a bit, and as I'd hoped, Kendra swatted my bum to get me moving.
Impulsively, I grabbed Trinity's hand on the way by and tugged her along after me.
"Where we going?" Trin asked.
"To shower."
"... together?"
"That's the idea, yeah."
She grinned shyly. "Ok."
Trinity was so adorable as I led her away and took her into the bathroom with me. I got the shower started before turning my attention fully to her.
She let me finish stripping her, leaving the both of us fully naked. Her face was a soft pink, warming at my piercing gaze.
"You're so cute," I told her.
"Shut up."
"You are."
"Goddamn, Moll. That's... you shouldn't be able to say things like that to me."
My lips quirked into a smile. "After I ate your pussy and all you're gonna--"
"I know, I know. But... I dunno. I'd made peace with that, more or less. But when you talk to me like you're still trying to seduce me or something...."
"Who says I'm not?"
"Boundaries, Moll. Boundaries."
"Why?"
"'Cause I'm your big sister and I said so."
"Oh. That."
I kissed Trin, finding her way too cute and hard to resist. She kissed back, though she made a few complaints about tasting herself all over my lips. I didn't pay much mind. She didn't seem truly bothered in any case.
We only got feistier when we got in the shower and the water got us all warm and slippery. I wasn't sure how much I could get away with groping Trinity at first, but she got handsy pretty quick, so I got her right back.
I pressed right up against my big sis, feeling her against me. Feeling her boobs. Grabbing her ass. And getting in some amazing making out.
She had a certain advantage in playing with me, in that she had my plug to go after. I didn't think she would at first, though once she started touching it she got more and more interested. At first just kind of poking and pressing at it, but eventually turning and pulling it out a little too. I moaned and encouraged everything she tried.
Sure we were technically cleaning up, but that was the least of what we got up to. Showering together was in large part just another activity that got us stupid horny. I had a bad habit of that lately.
"Urgh, I'm gonna have to get out soon," Trinity grumbled.
"Why?"
"Have to pee."
"Oh."
I gazed at Trinity for a moment between kisses, while her eyes were still closed and she was waiting for me to bring my lips back. She clearly wanted this to last as long as possible, as did I, but I could also go for something way dirtier too. I was feeling ambitious today.
"Trin?"
Her eyelids fluttered open. "Hm?"
"Do you... wanna pee on me?"
"... I wanna ask if you're joking, but somehow I know you aren't."
"I'm not. You don't have to. Just we're in the shower already, and it kinda feels right and all."
Trinity closed her eyes again for a moment. "Why do I feel like I'm never gonna quite reach the edge of your boundaries."
"'Cause they're always moving?"
"Ah."
"We don't have to do it or anything. Just if you want. I'm really kinda feeling it right now and--"
"You've done it before?" Trinity asked, though I could tell she already felt she knew the answer.
"Just once. I accidentally peed all over the floor, so it kinda just happened."
She closed her eyes again, a visible shiver running through her. "Of course." Her hands went to my shoulders, gently pushing down. "Well if we're gonna do this...."
I beamed and knelt down in front of my sis. I gave her my prettiest little sister face and biggest, cutest eyes as I looked up at her, all while squirming closer between her legs, trying to position as close to her pussy as I could.
"Don't look at me like that," Trinity said in a near-whisper.
"Why not?"
"It's unfair."
"So? You're gonna pee on me anyway, right?"
"Urgh. You...."
Trinity trailed off and shook her head. I just kept smiling angelically up at her, waiting as patiently as I could.
I didn't have to wait long. She really had to go. Trinity opened up, and I had to close my eyes as hot piss splashed against my face, then down my body.
I heard her giggling insanely as she peed all over me. It was catching, and I tried my best not to laugh along with her. It was, admittedly, a rather absurd situation, but fuck I was burning up too, and my hand was already busy rubbing hard on my clit while my sister's piss joined the shower water already coursing in streams down my naked body.
Trinity had a long pee, and seemed fascinated in trying to hit as much of me as she could by moving around slightly. She was done far too soon anyway, in my horny opinion.
I stayed right where I was, still wantonly rubbing myself, though since it was safe again I opened my eyes to check on Trin. She was gazing at me with a totally focused attention.
"Moll?"
"Yeah?"
"... do you need to pee too?"
This time I giggled even louder than her. "We're really sisters, huh?"
"I wish you wouldn't say it like that. But... yes. We are."
I got my turn to piss on Trinity as we switched positions. This time, as I peed on her, we both devolved into frantic giggling, made worse by Trin accidentally opening her mouth at the wrong time and sputtering while still laughing.
She didn't play with herself as much as I had, though her hand did end up down at her pussy by the end. Mostly we were just laughing, though. Somehow it became more funny than arousing, though we were both feeling the naughty effects of it pretty strongly too.
There was a sharp knock on the door while Trinity was still gazing longingly up at me, and I was debating whether to try shoving her face into my snatch as long as she was down there anyway.
"I'm hearing an awful lot of giggling in there," Kendra said. "Are you two not done yet?"
"Almost," I called back, lying through my teeth as if it were up to me, we weren't even close to done yet.
Kendra either sensed that, or just didn't intend to leave us alone either way. She barged in, pulled back the shower curtain enough to get a good look at us, and stood with her arms crossed.
"Alright, finish up," she said. "Out you get."
Trinity and I looked at each other.
"We're gonna need a minute to clean up," I said.
"Isn't that what you've been doing this whole time?"
"Kinda. But... I just finished peeing on Trin."
Kendra put her face in her palm for a second, though I was pretty sure the news didn't shock her by any means.
"Of course you did," was all she said.
****
Our punishment was one of Kendra's simplest yet most exquisite tortures yet. Trinity and I with our hands cuffed behind our backs, standing face to face. Kendra affixed us both with collars. I hadn't even known she had a new one for Trin, but I shouldn't have been surprised.
The brilliance of it all was her attaching a short bar to each collar, the result of which was Trinity and I were forced to stand with our faces close together, but never able to actually reach each other.
It was a thing of true twisted genius.
We were both all revved up from showering and getting naughty, then not being able to get off under Kendra's watchful eye. So we were horny, naked, and standing so close together that I could feel my sister's breath from time to time, yet we couldn't touch each other hardly at all.
Technically we could move our legs, but I was sure that if we tried some complicated maneuver to rub the other's pussy with our thigh, we'd lose that freedom as well. And it wouldn't even be worth it.
"I want to kiss you so bad right now," Trinity whispered to me.
I tried to smile reassuringly. Longing looks and quiet whispers were about all we had.
"Same," I whispered back.
"How long do you think she's gonna keep us like this?"
I glanced at Kendra. She was sketching again. She had Dak on the floor next to her getting occasional head pats.
"Probably a while yet," I said.
Trinity whimpered. "Not fair."
"Yeah, I feel that way a lot too."
"But you like this shit."
I nodded. "True. So do you, though."
"Not this much! I want to... do stuff."
"Yeah. That's what makes it delicious and agonizing. Wanting it, but not getting it. Then when you do get it... it's so good."
"But I want it nooowww."
"Hehe, yeah. Well you could always say your safe word, I suppose. Kendra gave you one, yeah?"
Trinity glanced at Kendra. "She did. But... will she just let me out and--"
"Sure. But she's not just gonna let you do what you want after."
"Well what's the good of that then?"
"I dunno. Just an option. You could go masturbate or something."
Trin looked at me with painfully expressive eyes. "I don't want to masturbate. I want you."
I gave her my best horny-little-sister puppy eyes right back. "I want you too. So bad. I mean, I ate you out already and everything... but I need more."
"You wanna eat my pussy more?"
"I need to," I corrected.
Trinity moaned softly, then shook her head. "We have to stop. This is only making it worse."
"Uh huh. You standing in a puddle yet?"
"... maybe. You?"
"Definitely."
I shifted my weight, feeling the butt plug still inside me. I was so horny that that little bit of movement felt really good, but again was just another thing to tease me that would never be enough to get me off.
Saying that I was standing in a puddle was maybe exaggerating, but not by much. My pussy kept running down my leg. I was kept on edge for such a long period of time that it just kind of happened. And Trin was right there with me. Two horny sisters in quite a predicament.
Granted, our predicament was simply that we couldn't fuck each other just at the moment. But the setup was such that it felt like a really big deal.
If I could have jumped my big sis and eaten her pussy, I absolutely would have. Instead, we both had to wait on Kendra's whim.
Kendra really took her time. She was an expert at that sort of thing. Particularly when she knew how bad I was squirming, desperate for sex and cums.
I was bouncing from foot to foot, struggling both with myself and my minor restraints, trying irrationally to find some way of licking or fingering my sister. Both were well off the table, but horniness and logic had never mixed all that well.
"You two ready to be freed?" Kendra asked languidly.
"Yes please!" I said immediately.
"Are you going to behave?"
"Not a chance."
Kendra snorted. "You could at least pretend like you might."
I shrugged. "Who would I be kidding? We all know what I want."
"Mmm. Well lucky for you I'm kind of horny now too, and I think it could be fun to watch."
"Definitely will be," I agreed.
Trinity stayed silent and hopeful. She bit her lip and watched me closely, waiting to see if she'd get an opportunity.
She did. Kendra unhooked our collars, though she left them both around our necks. Having the bar out of the way let Trin and I kiss, and we went at it hard and deep.
Kendra was still working on our handcuffs, and we were making out ferociously. Very unsisterlike in many respects.
As soon as we were properly released, hands free and all, Trinity and I were on the floor, faces in each other's pussies, sixtynining like wanton little things.
Kendra watched from the couch, and at some point when I glanced over she had Dak busy licking her out.
I gave Kendra more occasional glances, but only when I had the chance. Mostly I was busy licking Trinity while she did the same to me. Locked together in naughty bliss. We both needed to cum, and were determined to help each other out with that.
Trinity came first, giving me a sneaky little feeling of pride as she squirted hard on my face and undid all that 'cleaning' we'd done in the shower together. Getting me all messy again in such a sexy way.
She made me cum too, and once again there was a risk of drowning as she got squirted on hard.
Our respective orgasms were explosive and a relief unto themselves. Tearing down some of that excess arousal we'd stored up and leaving us in a more manageable state.
None of which stopped us, but at least it took the urgency down some and let us truly enjoy each other for a while. Our softer, gentler, more loving licking afterward was a thing of true sisterly beauty, and I savoured every moment.
****
I got some brief cuddles in with Trinity after we were both worn out. Kendra interrupted to put Trin back in her cage.
Trinity went along easy enough, though she got dressed first. She kept her collar on, which I hadn't been sure she would.
Kendra took me for some personal attention. I stretched out and got tummy rubs. They were absolutely delightful in my current mood.
"All better now?" Kendra asked.
"Mmm. Very good," I purred.
"Good."
"How 'bout you? Got lots of drawing done, I saw."
Kendra nodded. "Had some good inspiration today."
She got out her sketchbook and flipped through it some with me. As I'd halfway expected, the drawings Kendra had done of Trinity and I were straight up magical.
The way Kendra had somehow captured the intensity of the two of us was unfathomable to me. Mostly when she'd had us attached together. She hadn't drawn in the spacing bar, and made it seem as though we were staring longingly from inches away due to non-physical reasons. Hesitation on our parts, perhaps.
Whatever the case, the effect was magnificent, and I kept flipping back to a few particular sketches to bask in their beauty.
Trinity agreed when I crawled over to share the drawings with her.
"Oh wow. Is that really what we looked like?" she asked.
"Mmhm. With a little creative license and all, but I think so, yeah."
"Damn."
"Right?"
Trinity stared fixedly at one drawing in particular. My personal favourite as well.
"This one's so good," she said.
Kendra interrupted before I could say anything. "If you really like one, you can have it."
"Really?"
"Sure."
Trinity thought for a second, then appeared disappointed. "No, it doesn't make any sense. I wouldn't be able to put it anywhere. I can't share it with... anyone at home."
"So don't," Kendra said. "It can just be for you."
"Even if I have to hide it away?"
"Especially if you have to. My work's never been a secret treasure before."
Trinity slowly let a smile creep over her face. "Ok. Thanks. I'll, uh, get it when I leave, maybe."
I smiled and crawled back over to Kendra, lying back out for more tummy rubs since they were coming easy and plentiful. I too really liked that Trinity would have the drawing. In particular imagining her pulling it out sneakily at times and remembering the circumstances of its inception.
****
We made sandwiches later. Everyone was hungry, and no one felt like making anything real.
I was just as hungry as everyone else, but I kept getting distracted from feeding myself as I was also in charge of feeding Trinity. Which in this case meant tearing small bites of sandwich and holding them through the bars for her. Much like when Kendra had fed me basically the same way.
Trinity started out delicately taking bites of sandwich with her teeth, careful not to nip me. Eventually she tried gently sucking on my fingers as she got her food, which I fully encouraged.
It was a lovely kind of intimate, and not just because I was still naked. I at least didn't have my butt plug in anymore so my ass got a break.
"So, like, having you hand-feed me tiny bites of sandwich feels like it should just be patronizing or something," Trinity said.
"Mmhm, sure," I said. "Open up."
Trin took another piece from my fingers, giving my thumb a small, playful nip as she did so.
"It's not though," she said. "It's... god, it's another thing I'm weirdly just loving."
"Oh good."
"You're not even surprised, are you?"
"Haha, not really, no. I mean, I don't really think twice about finding new stuff that's weird and awesome and super hot. Plus... Kendra basically did this to me before."
"Lucky you."
"Lucky both of us, you mean."
"True."
Trinity sucked on my finger some more with the next piece of sandwich. It was no wonder I couldn't remember to feed myself as well.
"So are you enjoying being in charge of me?" Trinity asked.
"Kinda. I mean, I prefer Kendra domming me. Or us, if you're around. But... yeah, this is kinda working for me too."
"Thought it might be."
I took a few bites of sandwich for myself, then fed Trinity some more.
After we were as done as we were going to be, she curled up and got comfortable while I sat with my back to the bars and we just chatted. It was nice. Mostly not even sexual or anything. It could have almost been a normal sister thing, if not for the dog cage and my nudity.
Trin eventually took off, claiming she'd already stayed longer than she should have. Which was probably correct, but I would have liked her to stay the night or something. That was pushing it though for sure.



I snuggled hard with Kendra the rest of the evening, making sure we both had the reassurance we needed. I wasn't used to having my emotions tugged in so many different directions at once, and I needed to know we were still both ok with that.
"Don't worry, babe," Kendra said. "I know you're mine."
"I feel weird though," I said. "Like... even this thing I have with Dak, and you kinda have with him, it's different what I'm feeling for Trin."
"Mmhm, sure it is. 'Cause you've never been even a baby domme before."
"I'm not!"
"You are." Kendra held up her finger and thumb an inch apart. "Just a li'l."
"That's... that's not what I'm doing."
"You're a subby little thing, sure. Doesn't mean it's all you are."
"I--"
"I mean, watching you feed her like that, that was pretty hot."
"Well how else was I s'posed to--"
"Just slip a plate in through that slot at the bottom. Durr."
"Oh. Right." I sighed. "Well now I'm confused."
"I know, little one. But hey, let's have a few days just for us, ok? Sort ourselves out?"
"Mmm. That sounds nice. I'ma cook you something nice tomorrow."
Kendra grinned. "I'll look forward to it. Maybe... wear the apron and heels while you do?"
"Ugh. You and your sexist fantasies."
"... is that a no?"
"Are you kidding? Of course I'll wear the stupid sexy outfit. I thought you knew me."
"Hehe. Love you, babe."
****
Kendra and I spent some personal time together, just the two of us. I loved my sibs, but sexy and snuggly times just with my girlfriend were very needed. Even considering my recent infatuation with Trin, and my continued love of messing around with Dak, Kendra was the one I wanted to fall asleep with every night.
Regular messing around with my brother was still very much a thing generally. At least when Kendra and I were in more playful moods.
Though Dak put a bit of a crimp in that when he started seeing someone. I was happy for him and all, but I kind of missed having my little brother wanting to feel me up all the time and sometimes fuck me while I was tied up in some wanton position by my girlfriend.
Even though he participated a lot less once he slid into a relationship, Dak was still around to watch and be a presence during most of my more humiliating moments, so that was nice.
Trinity came over somewhat regularly too. She quickly adopted her collar as an 'always on' kind of thing while she was over. I think she just liked it.
Interestingly, she didn't even necessarily come over for sex. A lot of the time, she really just wanted to be locked in her cage for a while. I respected it. It was, perhaps, a source of peace for her. With a husband and kids, she didn't have a lot of time to herself, and just curling up in her own little spot was a bit of a luxury.
Trin started bringing books with her sometimes, or she'd just hang out with us. When we did have sex or get tied up together, it was so fucking good. I loved those times. But I loved just having my sister around too. I became her caretaker when she was in cage mode, which I still argued with Kendra didn't mean I was at all domme-y, but Kendra mostly just didn't argue and gave me that small, knowing smile like she'd won anyway.
I thought we'd collectively fucked up one day when Dak brought his girlfriend home for the first time. I was suspended naked in the living room while Trinity was curled up reading in her cage. I had a moment of panic when Dak and Stacy walked in and saw us, but they just whispered and giggled, then carried on to his room, so it seemed like she knew what was up already. That was a good sign.
****
"What do you think of Stacy?"
I shrugged and fed Trinity more pizza through the bars of her cage. "She seems cool. Don't know her that well."
"I mean... she's gotta be pretty cool. I'm always in here, and you're practically always naked."
"And Kendra always has us both collared, yeah."
"She knows we're his sisters, right?"
"Far as I know."
Trinity nodded and ate another bite. "She must be cool then."
"Treats him well too, seems like. They bang a lot, anyway."
Trinity smirked. "There's more to it than that."
"I know. Trust me, I know. I'm just sayin'. Dak's a horny boy. If some girl's gonna be with our brother, it's good that they bang a lot."
"But you two don't have sex anymore?"
"Not so much, no. Which is fine. I mean, I'd like some brother-cock from time to time, but who doesn't?"
"... I mean, everyone else in the world?"
"Shut up. I'm not the only weirdo here."
"Fair."
I finished feeding Trin and went to wash up in the kitchen. Dak came in while I was finishing up the last of the silverware.
"Hey."
"Oh, hey. How's it going?"
"Good. Any pizza left?"
I smirked. "What, you fuck your girlfriend too much and get all hungry?"
"I mean... basically, yeah. Was that a shot at me somehow? 'Cause if so I don't think it really worked the way you wanted."
"Nah. I'm happy for you."
"You're not, like, jealous or anything, right? 'Cause I said we didn't have to come around here if you don't--"
"Dak, I'm happy for you, really. We all have someone, and that's amazing. We all deserve it, yeah?"
"For sure. Just... maybe it's just me being full of myself, but I feel like you really liked when we--"
"I did. I miss that some. But I'm not exactly hurting for sexy times. And it's better that we never got too into what we had, you know?"
"We still have some of it. I mean... you're all nakey right now and--"
"Yeah yeah. What's Stacy think about you checking me out like that?"
Dak looked altogether too pleased with himself. "She's kinda into it. She wants me to pretend I'm her brother sometimes, you know."
"Ha, alright. You're doin' ok then." I kissed his cheek while drying my hands. "Get back in there and fuck her good for me, ok?"
"I'll be sure to let her know you said that."
"Oh my god! Don't tell her!"
"Too late. Gonna say it."
"Ugh, whatever." I threw my wet towel at Dak. "Your own fault if you piss her off."
"I know what I'm doing."
"Uh huh. Whatever. Get going."
I meandered back in to sit with Trinity some. I had to let her out to pee, which involved leading her to the bathroom on a leash. Not for any particular reason, just because. I ignored Kendra's smirk as I led my sister around.
Once Trin was squared away, I curled up with Kendra while she was reading. She tried to focus on her book, but much like a big sook of a dog, I kept gently poking my head at her until she sighed and gave me pets.
"I was almost finished my chapter, you know," she said.
"You can read while you pet me."
"Mmm, technically. You're a little attention slut though, you know."
I giggled. "Can't imagine why you'd say that."
"No," Kendra said as she looked over my nude, collared form that I'd been parading around for everyone in the house, "me either."
"You know Dak's girl is getting him into incest roleplay?"
"No, can't say I did. You jealous?"
"Nope. I think it's great. Kinda miss having him to fuck around with sometimes, but it's fine."
"Poor baby. Trin's not in a sexy mood today either, huh? Whatever will you do with no sibs to fuck?"
I gave Kendra some big, sultry eyes. "Well... we can always pretend you're my sister and--"
"I think we've established I'm your mommy, if anything."
"Sure. I can work with that." I beamed wide. "Mommy, can I lick your pussy for you?"
"... maybe when I'm done my chapter."
"Ok."
"You have to behave until then."
"Do my best."
Kendra kissed me on the forehead and kept petting me while trying to read with her one free hand. I settled in to be quiet and good. Honestly, if she wanted to keep reading it was fine. Just snuggling was enough for now.
But if my Kendra got in a sexy mood and did, in fact, want me to lick her while playing 'mommy,' I'd be all over it.
As it turned out, Kendra ended up eating me out instead, deliberately right in front of Trinity. I was pretty sure Trin hadn't intended to get playful, but she definitely ended up masturbating while watching us from the confines of her cage.
I also got a particularly deep kiss from my sister later on as she was leaving. I absolutely loved our new relationship, sexy times or not.
Stacy spent the night with Dak. I really felt like the two of them were getting pretty serious, which was great.
Kendra and I went to bed together, whereupon I took it upon myself to take care of her and eat her out with just as much dedication and attention to detail as a girl ever could. She started out by insisting I didn't need to, but that didn't last long. I knew what I was about.
Kendra moaned and tangled her fingers in my hair, urging me on. I gave her all the love and adoration she very much deserved. And, in particular, I made sure to tire her out with orgasms so she could have a lovely, cozy sleep.
We fell lay together afterward, all cuddly and warm and loving.
"Love you, babe," Kendra whispered. "You're the best."
That was wrong. She was the best. But for now, I'd accept it.
Secretly, though, I knew in my heart that Kendra was, without a doubt, the best girlfriend ever.
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Cade rolled his eyes when he heard the loud snap of a tree branch and the subsequent, "Fuck!" that accompanied it. He sighed and put his laptop carefully aside before investigating.
Anya lay groaning on her back under a tree. Cade crouched beside her. She didn't seem dead or dying, so that was a good sign.
"What'd you do this time?" he asked.
Anya moaned again, deliberately pitiful about it, but Cade had far too much experience with his little sister and her antics to be taken in by her.
"Fell out of the tree," she said.
"Yes, I thought you might have. Tried to climb the wrong branch?"
"It should have held. I've been using it lots. I can get to the roof from there. Or... I always could before."
"Uh huh. Got careless, didn't you?"
"Ugh. No chastising. I broke my wrist I think."
"I doubt it somehow."
"Since when are you a doctor?"
Cade stood up again and examined the tree Anya had fallen out of. "Not a doctor. I just know you'd be whining way harder if you'd actually broken anything."
"Well it hurts!" Anya insisted.
"I'm sure it does. Do we need to hit the hospital?"
"... yes."
"Fine. Do you need me to carry you?"
"Mmhm!"
"Trick question. Not happening. On your feet."
Anya pouted. "So mean. And I thought I was your favourite sister and all."
"You are. Doesn't mean I'm going to encourage your constant attempts at injuring yourself."
"It's not a cry for help, dummy. I just like climbing."
"I know." Cade held up two fingers. "Second sign you didn't actually break anything, you're not too in pain to be lippy."
"Just wait 'til you break your arm. Then see how funny you think it is."
"Anya, dearest sister, I will bet you that it's not broken. Loser has to make supper."
"How am I s'posed to-"
"You'll win, right? Because your wrist is definitely broken?"
"... fine. You're on."
****
"Funny thing, isn't it?" Cade said. "Is that the doctor-"
"Shut up."
"-said the same thing I did."
"Blurgh," Anya said, gazing sulkily out her window.
"Not broken. Funny about that."
"You're the worst."
"I rescued you, didn't I?"
"You deigned to drive me to the hospital. No brother of the year awards for that."
Cade grinned wide. "You own me supper, anyway."
"I'm injured. It's not broken, but I'm still injured."
"Better think of something you can make one-handed, I guess."
"Ugh! Can we just stop somewhere and I'll get us take out?"
"That wasn't the bet."
Anya turned in her seat. "I just have to make supper. Buying it counts."
"There's no 'making' involved in just buying it."
"That's just a word."
"Yes. And the point of words is to communicate information."
"Nerd."
"So I've heard, yes."
"Look, there's a good restaurant. Just stop there."
"No."
"Stop the car, or I'll jump out anyway."
Cade sighed. "You know, anyone else I'd call their bluff. But you're just self-destructive enough to-"
"I'm not! I'm just injured and cranky."
"Are the pain meds not helping?"
"They are. I think maybe I need another one."
"No you don't. You're not to abuse those."
"Ok, little mister nosey. For your info I can take two every four hours, and I only started with one, so maybe I shoulda taken two, how 'bout that?"
Cade nodded sagely. "In that case you'd best take a second."
"Are you gonna pull over?"
"We missed the place you wanted already."
"There's another good one ahead." Anya struggled with her pill bottle for a second, popped it open, then downed another pill. "Ooh, or hit a grocery store. We could make stupid-big-good sundaes later. With all the chocolate and syrup and bad stuff."
"Boy, those kick in fast."
"You're gonna insist on being a shit about this, aren't you?"
Cade considered. "Kinda seems that way, yeah."
****
Anya struggled with prepping food that evening. Part of it was just for show, mind you. Not that Cade fell for many of her tricks these days. She missed when they'd been younger and he'd been more of a sucker.
She missed when they'd been younger for other reasons too. It hadn't been just the two of them then. But that was a whole other thing.
The pain pills helped quite a bit. Her wrist hardly even bothered her, though it was awkward to use her hand at all and she did her best to do everything one-handed where possible. She also felt pretty happy and a tad light-headed from the meds, which she wasn't sure was a good thing, but she'd at least enjoy the feeling as long as it was there anyway.
"Need any help?" Cade asked.
"Ha, what happened to getting poor Cinderella to make your food and-"
"Poor Cinderella's been playing the pity card awfully hard today."
"... well we made a bet and all. Technically I gotta do this."
"Mmhm," Cade agreed. "That's true. Can I help anyway?"
"Why?"
"'Cause I love you, doofus. And I know you're acting pitiful on purpose, but that doesn't mean it doesn't still work."
Anya flushed and kept her face away from Cade for a moment so he wouldn't see. "You can do the hamburger," she said more quietly. "I'm having a hard time keeping the frying pan in line without burning myself."
"Good choice. What are we having?"
"Nachos."
"Loaded up with all the good stuff?"
"Hell yeah. Who do you think you're talking to?"
"Just checking."
Anya busied herself cutting up more veggies and stuff. She was still reasonably able to handle that without too much trouble. Having Cade deal with browning the hamburger made a big difference. She hadn't thought he'd cave today, but she was glad he did.
****
Cade and Anya ate their nachos on the couch together. It was a somewhat messy affair, as well-loaded nachos tended to be. Cade had to help Anya a couple times to not make a total disaster. Her limited dexterity was a bit of a factor still.
"Mmm," Anya said, rubbing her tummy after. "That was good. Even worth you tricking me into cooking."
"Yeah. Tricking. That's what happened."
"Glad we're agreed," Anya said, deliberately not engaging with Cade's sarcasm.
"Are you not even gonna eat your ice cream with all kinds of junk on it? We specifically got everything you wanted."
"Ugh. You think I can do that now? That was hungry me talking. I'm very much full now."
Anya laid her head on Cade's shoulder as she shifted position and curled up next to him. He was still picking at the last of the nachos on his plate, but he put it aside as Anya was getting comfy.
She seemed much more docile now. Sleepy, even. She was kind of cute at times, for being a sister and all. This was one of those times, snuggled up calm and comfy, eyes heavily lidded, looking like she might just fall asleep at any moment.
"I got therapy tomorrow," Anya said, belying her otherwise comatose appearance.
"Mmhm. That's true."
"She's probably gonna ask about my wrist."
"Well it is fresh and all."
"It wasn't on purpose or anything."
Cade shrugged softly. "Don't have to tell me. I was there."
"Just sayin'. She thinks I'm... I don't even know. I don't think she likes me."
"I really don't think that's true. Even if she doesn't, she's gotta be professional, right?"
"Feels pretty personal sometimes."
"Yeah, well, it's all personal stuff."
Anya sighed. "I guess." She squirmed to get more comfortable. "How's yours going?"
"Got a session in... two days? I think?"
"Not what I asked. How's it going?"
"Fine."
"Ugh. Whatever. Don't tell me then."
Cade sighed an ran a hand through his hair. "It's fine. Really. Just... I still have trouble talking about some stuff."
"Well sure. So do I. That's part of the point, isn't it?"
"I guess."
"Mom and Dad?"
Cade nodded. "Yeah. Mostly them."
"Same."
They were silent for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts.
"Is that anything to do with why you're always climbing stuff?" Cade asked softly.
"I like climbing stuff. That's all. That climbing gym I liked is still closed. What else am I s'posed to do?"
"I dunno. Just asking.
Anya curled up tighter against Cade. "Makes me feel good for a while, is all. Some things do."
"I get ya."
****
What Anya wouldn't say was that Cade was another thing that made her feel good. Not always. Sometimes he was a pain in the ass. But sometimes she was too, so it all kind of evened out.
It was hard to imagine not having him in her life. What she'd do. She didn't even want to think about it.
Besides, she was stuffed, and all happy-sleepy. So what was the point in getting existential now?
Anya liked the thrill and danger of climbing higher and higher. Trees, walls, their house. Whatever. Often any danger was an illusion as much as anything. A feeling she could bring herself when she felt like it. Though as today had proven, it wasn't always just imaginary.
Or maybe it was a rebellion of sorts against common sense and growing up. Maybe it was remembering childhood.
Whatever the case, Cade made her feel the same sense of chaotic peace, but from a different direction. There was no danger in him at all, real or otherwise. There was no thrill or daring. Just her brother. Always there. The only person or thing she could rely on one hundred percent.
And he was so nice to cuddle too. He'd just sit there and let her half-snooze. Sometimes maybe he'd shift, but often it was only to let them both be more comfortable, or to wrap an arm around her.
"I'm not carrying you to bed if you fall asleep on me," Cade warned.
"Don't worry. M'not."
"You sure? You're starting to drool on me."
Anya frowned and pouted at Cade. "Am not."
"I felt it."
"Liar."
"It's fine. Everyone drools."
Anya shook her head and secured a spot even further atop him. "You're not getting rid of me that easily."
Cade chuckled softly. "Can't imagine I ever would."
****
Cade lay awake in bed a while that night. Just staring at the darkness, alone with his thoughts.
He missed feeling Anya against him. It wasn't the first time either. It was something he'd come to recognize. How nice it felt having her next to him. She made him feel secure in a way that very little else could. Maybe nothing else, for that matter.
But he couldn't have that at night. When he really needed it. She'd probably help him fall asleep faster. And even if not, he'd enjoy his sleepless time in the dark more. Either way would be a win.
As he'd done before, intermittently, Cade got up and padded to the bathroom, not really needing to be there. It was an excuse more than anything. He made the soft trip to Anya's room after. Just checking.
Her door was half open. It was rarely closed. Maybe they didn't need to bother with closing doors. It was just the two of them. Cade, too, had become lax about it. Excepting for when he was jerking off or something. Then privacy still made a lot of sense.
Cade had thought about intruding at times. Thought about it now. The door was open. But that didn't mean anything, really, and it didn't feel right to just go in.
Maybe he was hoping Anya would still be awake and call to him. She never had yet. A foolish hope. Still, he was awake and had nothing better to do.
He went back to bed. He'd sleep sooner or later. Probably.
****
"My wrist hurts."
Cade nodded, busily typing at his laptop. "Makes sense."
"I wanted sympathy. Not confirmation."
"Oh. Sorry."
Anya sighed in frustration. "You're ignoring me."
"I'm working. Some of us do that."
"You don't have to."
"Mmm. True, I suppose. But I like it. Most of the time."
Anya cocked her head. "How about now?"
Cade sighed. "Right now it's a bit tedious, admittedly. Which is all the more reason to get it done."
"Ha, so responsible. How 'bout instead you braid my hair for me?"
Cade looked at Anya. She did her best to beam winsomely. She even batted her eyelashes, though as she soon as she saw her brother's reaction she knew that had been pushing it.
"Why would I do that?" he asked.
"'Cause I can't do it myself. My wrist hurts when I try holding it like that for too long."
"Sure. But I mean you don't actually need braids."
Anya shrugged. "I don't need lots of things. Doesn't stop me. Doesn't stop anyone, really."
"True. Give me an hour."
"An hour?!"
"Don't you have some way of imperiling yourself you should be getting to?"
Anya harrumphed and folded her arms. Cade was unmoved, and besides it wasn't an easy pose for her wrist either. Feeling she wasn't winning, Anya pattered off around the yard.
Cade liked doing his work outside sometimes when it was nice out. Which was fair enough. Anya liked being out in this weather too. But with her arm the way it was, she just felt bored and helpless.
Still, she could try.
She went straight for the tree she'd fallen from yesterday, cautiously pulling herself up with one hand and her legs, putting more work in with her lower body than she usually had to. She had some mild success, but didn't quite dare getting high enough to really feel anything. None of the freedom that often came with higher or riskier climbs.
Anya considered popping another painkiller, take the edge fully off. Maybe she could climb higher that way if her wrist wasn't bothering her. But then, she didn't entirely trust her judgement or reflexes she had a full dose in her, so probably best not to.
She climbed back down slowly, then at a sturdy lower branch she let herself hang upside down by her legs. She was close enough to the ground that it wasn't even much of a thrill hanging precariously like that, but she still liked the effect.
Somehow Cade sneaked up on her while she was hanging there just existing in the moment. Possibly she'd closed her eyes. All she knew was he was just there.
"Stuck?" he asked with quiet amusement.
"Nope," Anya answered.
"Uh huh. How you getting down then?"
"Gravity'll probably do the trick."
"I see." Cade tilted his head. "You know your shirt's-"
Anya yanked her top back into place, more or less. "Well it wasn't an issue until just now."
"Gravity. She giveth, she taketh away."
"S'fine. Didn't even come up over my boobs or nothin'." Anya thought for a second. "Which by the way is total nonsense. Girls should be able to go topless too if they want."
"Mmhm." Cade sat down on the grass cross-legged. He watched Anya while idly plucking the occasional blade from the ground. "I mean, they can. But then they have to deal with everyone staring."
"That's what I'm saying! It should be... more fairer. And stuff."
"I think maybe you should come down now. Too much upside down's not good for you."
"Yeah. Maybe. Catch me?"
"Thought you could do it yourself."
"I can."
Cade arched an eyebrow and just waited. Anya let go of her shirt, which made it slide up under her boobs again and expose her midriff. She needed her good hand for landing.
Her landing wasn't too bad, she thought, even if Cade immediately burst out laughing.
"Ah, so graceful. The things I didn't realize you could do."
Anya sat herself up from the tumbled pile she'd landed in. She brushed her hair back and discovered a leaf tangled in it.
"It was pretty graceful," she said defiantly.
"No," Cade said. "It really wasn't."
"I'd like to see you do better. Even with both hands."
"Alas, I've made the blunder of maturing some as I age."
Anya rolled her eyes. "Overrated, I say."
"There's another leaf by your ear."
"Ugh." Anya fished out the offending debris and discarded it with a faint scowl. "What are you doing anyway? Thought you had 'big important work' to do."
"I hadn't heard you breaking anything in a bit. Made me worried."
"Worried that I hadn't broken anything?"
"No. Worried that you'd broken something badly enough that you couldn't whine for help."
"Oh ha ha." Anya stood up. "It's good anyway. Now you can braid my hair for me like I wanted."
"I still have things to do."
"Mmhm. But you're procrastinating now, and I'ma help with that."
"You think so?"
"Yep. Come on."
****
Cade sat back in his chair in the sun, right where he'd been before. Only now instead of keeping his laptop on his lap, he had his sister in front of him on the grass, wiggling her way as close as possible. Anya settled herself between his legs and leaned her head back a bit toward him.
Anya was right. He wasn't really in the mood for more work right now anyway. Maybe she'd lured him into procrastinating, but that was fine. It was where he was now regardless.
"What do you want?" Cade asked, running his hands over Anya's hair and smoothing it down some. "One braid? Pigtails?"
"Hm, whatever," Anya said, unbothered. "Mostly just want the attention."
"You're not supposed to say that part out loud."
"Too late. You've been suckered already."
Cade sighed. "Uh huh."
Nevertheless, he started experimenting with Anya's hair, braiding small handfuls together rather haphazardly. Anya leaned into it and relaxed, just enjoying the process.
Cade put braids in and took them out again. Not really with any sort of plan. Just trying things. Just making his sister happy. Enjoying the quiet, sunny intimacy of it.
It was a rather soothing way to pass some time, really. Anya clearly felt the same. She may as well have been a cat for the level of satisfaction she showed. Practically purring in his lap.
Easy to forget one's troubles entirely. At least for a time.
"Were you outside my room last night?" Anya asked suddenly.
Cade faltered, losing his hold on the braid he'd been working on.
Anya just waited. Eyes closed. No evident concern on her features.
"Yeah," Cade admitted after a pause that hadn't quite passed into fully awkward territory.
"You do that sometimes, don't you? Not just me imagining it."
"I don't want to bother you."
"I know. Can't sleep?"
"Sometimes, yeah."
Anya nodded, then held still as Cade started undoing one of her braids. "You should come in if you need to. We can talk. Or not talk. Whatever."
"Don't want to disturb you."
"So you said. But I don't want to you to feel alone. That's what sisters are for, you know? Or brothers. We got each other still."
"I know. I really do."
"'K. Wanna rub my shoulders some as long as you're there?"
Cade gave Anya an appraising look. She couldn't see it with her eyes still closed, so it was wasted.
"Genuinely can't tell if you're being selfless or self-interested sometimes," he said.
"Mmm. That too is what sisters are for."
****
Anya was contemplative that evening. She took a long time showering, running her hands through her hair over and over as though they were Cade's. Not the same, of course. Not even close.
She wasn't sure why she'd even brought up his little nighttime check ins. She'd already been basically sure what was up. She didn't really need to confirm it or anything. Maybe something her conscious mind hadn't quite grasped yet. Maybe that was it.
Either way, she had an idea that was probably worth a shot. An idea that took full form in her mind as she dried off after her shower.
"I think we should try sleeping together," Anya said.
Cade gave her a look. "Slee-"
"I mean just sleeping. Obviously. Whatever pervy thing you just thought, stop it."
"Only just that sleeping together means sex, sometimes. You know?"
"I do," Anya said. "And obviously I didn't mean that."
"Mmhm. Sure. But, uh, why though?"
"Maybe it would help."
Cade waited a moment. "That's it? Maybe it would help?"
"Sure. That's what you're thinking when you can't sleep, isn't it? And you relax me, so... it could work."
"I think I mostly just want to talk when I can't sleep. Just... I don't know. Feel not alone maybe."
Anya nodded. "And this will help."
She was fully prepared for her brother to not agree at all. But at least she'd put the idea out there. Given it a try. And maybe he'd think about it more.



Then again, she wouldn't have even brought it up if there wasn't a chance.
"We could try it," Cade said.
"Cool."
"You're, uh, gonna put something else on though, yeah?"
"What, you don't like my towel-dress?"
"It's nice," Cade said. "But I'm worried about it staying on while you sleep."
"Fair." Anya nodded. "Don't worry. I shall be properly attired."
"Oh good."
****
Anya was still getting ready when Cade arrived at her room. Luckily she was already properly attired, as promised, but was still brushing her hair in the mirror. She only noticed her brother because she saw him in the reflection. She kept brushing anyway until she was ready.
"I was on my way," she said.
"Uh huh."
"Your room or my room?"
"Well we're both here already, aren't we?"
Anya nodded. "True. Easier that way, huh?"
She padded over in her cami and panties, followed close by Cade in his boxers and t-shirt. It was a level of clothing that they were both used to around each other, even if it wasn't everyday attire, exactly. More the stuff of lazy Saturdays or storm days.
Climbing into bed together was still a bit awkward. Anya wasn't used to sharing, nor it seemed was Cade. They both lay on their backs, tense and silent.
It was possible this wasn't a good idea after all.
"I didn't think this was going to feel weird," Anya said.
"I had a feeling it might," Cade replied, a hint of amusement in his voice, but only a hint.
"Pheh, whatever. Come here."
"Wha-"
Anya forcefully pulled his head over to rest on her, then ran her fingers through his hair. She did much the same as he'd done for her that afternoon, though without the pretense of hairdressing.
"You're so tense," Anya whispered.
"So are you."
"Mmhm. We'll get over that."
"You think?"
"I hope."
"... don't let me fall asleep on your boobs if I do start to relax."
Anya giggled. "I don't mind. They're not getting much use these days as it is."
"Probably should stay that way."
"Mmm, probably. Shh, though. Just relax."
"Yeah. Ok."
****
Cade felt soothed and comforted in a way he wasn't much used to when going to sleep. It wasn't a completely foreign feeling, as it was very similar to their regular casual cuddling. But it was different for sure. More deliberate, perhaps, and with Anya tenderly caring for him.
He only realized just how deep he was sinking into it when Anya giggled softly. He jarred back to reality more sharply than he liked.
"What?"
"Nothing," Anya said quietly. "Just... I realized you're drooling on my boobs."
"Shit."
Cade pulled away and wiped his mouth. Indeed, there was a collection of saliva in the corner of his mouth.
"Don't go," Anya said.
"I'm not. Just... gonna lay my head somewhere else."
"Aw. I don't get people drooling over me very often, you know."
Cade shifted and tried to get comfortable in a more dignified manner. Which after he'd drooled on his sister's tits, dignity wasn't an easy thing.
"It's not meant to be so literal anyway," Cade said.
"Sure. But that's why it's funny."
"You're a weirdo."
Cade rolled on his side facing away from Anya. To his mild surprise, she followed and curled up against his back.
"Good thinking," Anya said. "If I'm big spoon, my injured arm can be on top."
"That's-"
"Plus you know some people call this 'jetpacking'? When the smaller person is big spoon. It's pretty cute."
"... just don't drool on me."
"No promises."
Cade still fully expected to lie awake for a while. Though Anya had already helped, he wasn't abuzz with any of his normal nighttime concerns and empty but distracting thoughts. And so he fell asleep without hardly any fuss.
****
Anya had pleasant dreams. She couldn't remember what they were exactly, but she recalled them being nice.
She realized almost immediately upon waking up that she had, in fact, drooled on her brother at some point. But if she didn't say anything he probably wouldn't notice. Besides, he'd drooled first.
"You can let go of me now," Cade said softly.
"But you're so warm and cuddly."
"Mmhm. You too. Still, though."
"How'd you sleep?" Anya asked, not yet letting go.
"... really well, actually."
"Me too."
"Well... good."
"So we should do this again, right?"
"I... would like that," Cade admitted.
"Good."
Anya kissed Cade's shoulder, then released him. She smiled as he rolled away, but then frowned thoughtfully at how awkwardly he was moving.
"You don't have a boner, do you?" she asked.
"Jesus, Anya. You really gonna ask me that?"
"... well do you?"
"Yes. And I'm feeling really weird about it."
Anya shrugged, glint of amusement in her expression. "It's normal, you know. Obviously you know. Morning wood. I wasn't gonna assume it was 'cause of me."
"Good. Because it isn't."
"I know."
"But... ugh. It's weird. Sorry."
"Hehe, ok, well shuffle off awkwardly then."
"Thanks. I will."
Anya snickered to herself some once Cade was gone. Him being all shy over his erection was probably the funniest part.
She idly wondered if, just by chance, she did have anything to do with it. Not in an attraction kind of way, obviously, but just because her boobs were all nicely squished up against him. Or just because of the intimacy of waking up with someone.
Neither her or her brother were really used to getting much of anything in bed these days. Unless Cade had a sneaky girlfriend or something. Which was possible, but highly unlikely. And even if he did, there certainly weren't any sleepovers happening. Some midday fucks, maybe, at most.
"Maybe that's part of our problem," Anya murmured aloud to herself. "He's as close to a boyfriend as I've had for a while, but we've both been afraid to ask for what we need sometimes."
Well that had to change, then. Anya couldn't complain about how close she and Cade were. He was the best brother she could ask for in many respects. But maybe she needed more. Maybe they both did. Not in a weird way or anything. Just... night comfort, for instance. Nothing wrong with that.
It beat the hell out of dating too. Anya was not at all interested in getting back into that world. Especially having to explain her parents and stuff. Maybe it wasn't a big deal, but she really just didn't want to get into that with much of anybody, really.
Cade already knew. Knew mostly everything. And he loved and accepted her for all of it. That was a nice feeling. As was the comfort and security of waking up curled around him.
Only problem was how was he ever gonna be the big spoon?
"Can't have him poking me in the morning," Anya giggled to herself.
It was a minor but amusing problem.
****
"I thought about you a lot today," Cade said.
Anya perked up. "Oh?"
"Yeah. Thought about saying something in therapy. Like 'hey so I slept with my sister last night'. Something like that."
"Pff, ha, yeah. Guess that coulda been funny."
Cade shrugged. "Coulda been. Probably not, though. Then I'd have to explain what actually happened. Then explain why I felt the need to joke about it. Woulda been a whole thing."
"Suppose so. You're still sleeping with your sister again tonight though, right?"
Cade smiled crookedly. "I believe so, yes."
****
The whole sleepytime process was even smoother the second night. Less awkward, at any rate. Both sibs knew what they were getting into.
Cade still let Anya coddle him a bit and be the big spoon again. It was a comfort he hadn't known he needed, but was so dang good now that he'd stumbled into it.
Waking up fully erect wasn't the greatest, though. He didn't really want to think too hard about why that was happening, nor talk about it with Anya. Because yes, it was the sort of thing that just happened. But also, it didn't always happen. And it wasn't always quite so... insistent.
But these things happen. What could a brother do?
They fell into a bit of an easy routine. They had many small routines together, and sleeping became a new one. Phasing out their separate nighttime lives and making something new and wholesome.
Anya seemed to be generally happier too. Certainly more outwardly cheerful. Even when hampered by her injury. Though that didn't last overly long.
"Got my arm baaaccck!" she declared one day upon returning from seeing the doctor.
"Well done you," Cade said.
"Mmhm. Guess what I'm going to do."
"Something stupid?"
"Wrong! I'm gonna go see if I can climb to that branch I can never reach on the really tall tree."
"... that's-"
"La la la, can't hear yooouuu."
Cade sighed. "Great. I'll just get an ambulance queued up, shall I?"
Anya, undeterred, marched outside, flexing her newly healed wrist. She found her intended challenge, and promptly scampered up it. Cade could only stand below her and watch.
He probably didn't need to worry, really. When she wasn't doing something totally stupid, like trying to jump from a tree to the roof, Anya was well skilled at navigating climbing obstacles. Trees in particular.
Soon enough she was dangerously close to the very pinnacle of the tree, and apparently as high as she'd wanted to reach. She laughed triumphantly and waved down to Cade, who bemusedly waved back.
"Did ya see?" Anya asked as she shimmied back down.
"Yes. You know I did."
"I nailed it."
"Mmhm."
At one of the lowest branches, Anya stopped, hooked her legs around it, then fell over backward to dangle upside down, just about with her face on a level with Cade's. Her shirt immediately slipped and gathered under at her boobs, exposing most of her tummy. She didn't seem to care.
"I've missed having my hand," she said, swinging carelessly.
"If you immediately break it again, don't come crying to me."
"Pff. Didn't even break it last time. Not really. You said so yourself."
"That's not at all the point."
Anya shrugged, which only exacerbated the precarious grip her shirt had on modesty.
"I'm a free spirit," she said. "You can't chain me down."
"No indeed. Do you want some help down though?"
Anya glanced at the ground, then back to Cade. "Yes please."
Cade held Anya as she released her legs from the branch and flipped herself onto her feet. It was a reasonably graceful maneuver, all things considered.
"Thanks," she said, belatedly adjusting her shirt.
"You're gonna have to be more careful," Cade said.
"I wasn't gonna fall," Anya said with a roll of her eyes.
"Not that. You're just gonna end up showing off your boobs one of these times if you keep going upside down."
Anya gave him a strangely intense look, like she was studying part of his soul rather than anything physical.
"Yes," she said slowly. "We wouldn't want that, would we?"
"... no?"
Anya smoothed herself out some more than flounced off, humming to herself.
****
Anya hugged Cade more tightly in bed that night. Mostly just because she could. She had full use of both arms again, and she aggressively cuddled her big brother, spooning him tightly.
Cade seemed amused, but didn't complain. They both fell asleep relatively easily, as they'd been getting used to.
The problem for Anya was that she woke up horny. It had been an increasing problem for her. She wasn't used to it. It had really only been happening since she and Cade started sharing a bed.
He obviously had his constant morning wood too, though they'd both tried to just brush that off. Make light of it. Or just be awkward about it, as Cade was sometimes wont to do.
To be fair to Cade, boners weren't the most subtle things in the world. Anya's arousal was much easier hidden. So it made a lot of sense that he'd be more awkward about these things.
Anya was still musing as Cade started shifting and waking. She stayed quiet for a few moments longer, but tightened her grip again and nuzzled her face into the back of his shoulder.
"Morning, sleepy," Anya murmured.
"Morning."
"Cade?"
"Hm?"
"Are you hard?"
Cade paused for a long beat. "You know I am. I wish you wouldn't bring it up, though."
"I don't know. Maybe some mornings you aren't."
"No, it's pretty much every morning these days. Probably just 'cause I don't jerk off at night, though. Since we're together and all."
"Mmhm," Anya agreed without really meaning it. "That's probably why." She took a turn letting a pause hang, then, "Can I play with it a little?"
"Anya!"
"Just a little. Not in a weird way or anything."
"Explain to me how this could be not weird?"
Anya sighed, but didn't let go of Cade. "'Cause it's not. That's all. Like... I wouldn't be jerking you off or anything. That would be weird."
"But my sister just playing with me isn't? As long as she doesn't try to get me off?"
"You're overthinking this."
"You're underthinking it."
Cade tried to pull away, but he didn't try very hard, and Anya was clinging stubbornly enough that he didn't get anywhere.
"Please?" Anya said.
"Don't do that."
"What?"
"You know this isn't fair. Asking me something like this while I'm horny."
"I don't know if you're horny. Morning wood doesn't mean that necessarily."
"It doesn't mean I'm not, though."
"True, I suppose," Anya said thoughtfully. "Are you horny then?"
"Jesus, Anya."
"I am," she admitted softly.
That got Cade very thoughtful for a long, long moment. Anya waited anxiously for some response.
"This is a bad idea though," he said.
"Probably."
"Why do you even want to... play with me?"
"It's been a long time since I've done stuff with anyone. I just... feel like I want to. And it'd be nice not to have any pressure on it. Usually it's just about sex and junk. This wouldn't have to be. It couldn't be, actually."
Cade paused again. "We could find someone else."
"They wouldn't be you."
Anya thought for sure he'd roll away again. She'd let him go this time. She was aware she was getting a bit too desperate. She didn't mean to. That hadn't been the intent. But it wasn't bad yet. She could still salvage things by just letting him leave.
Instead, "Just for a minute, ok?" Cade said. "And if it's weird... we never mention it again, right? I don't want to... to not be able to sleep with you anymore."
Anya felt a surge of emotion at the genuine way Cade pleaded with her. She didn't want to lose sleeping with him either. She wasn't even sure why she was risking it like this.
"Deal," she said, ignoring her other barrage of thoughts.
Neither of them moved.
"Well?" Cade said.
"Oh. I thought you were going to, like, roll on your back or something."
"First of all, you won't let me move. Secondly, I don't know that I can handle facing you right now."
"Ah. Fair. Ok."
Anya trembled slightly as she slid a hand down her brother's body. He was right, of course, that this was weird. But that wasn't going to stop her. Not now.
She found his cock easily. It stuck out from the rest of him rather lewdly.
"You're so hard," Anya whispered as she brushed her fingers across the tent he made in his boxers.
"I did tell you that."
"I know. But you're, like, fully hard and everything."
Cade squirmed uncomfortably. "What did you think I meant?"
"I dunno. Less than that."
"Ah."
Anya rubbed her hand over Cade's cock. She pressed more firmly as she grew in confidence and became more certain he wasn't going to suddenly slip away.
Cade even made a small, soft groan when Anya first pressed her palm hard against him. It was cute and gratifying, and only made her want to play more.
She wasn't sure if she was actually turned on by this or anything. It was hard to say if it was that, or some other desire entirely. Only it was hard to say what else it could be other than horniness.
Anya sneaked her hand through the front of Cade's boxers and felt his erection directly. He seemed even harder somehow. And... twitching? Definitely twitching a little.
She wanted so badly to just wrap her hands around him. A sudden, intense urge to do so. But he was her brother, still. It wasn't like that. She wasn't about to jerk him off. Just play.
Anya was fully aware her logic had some holes to it. She just couldn't be bothered worrying about them just at the moment.
"Do you need to jerk off in the mornings?" Anya asked softly.
"... sometimes. It'll just go away on its own in a while though."
"Ah."
Anya kept playing, kept feeling her brother's heat and arousal. Precum slicked the tip of his cock, and she played with that too. She got another soft whimper out of him as she rubbed her finger around the slippery head of his erection.
"I'll have to jerk off today for sure," Cade said.
Anya thrilled at that admission in an entirely inappropriate way. She had to stop. She knew it. But she didn't want to. And for some reason Cade had made no attempt at all to break this off. He'd said only a minute, but that limit was proving increasingly inaccurate.
"You should jerk off more," Anya said. "It's good for you."
Cade snorted. "How would you know? And how do you know I don't already jerk off plenty?"
"I suspect."
"Uh huh. I don't think I want to know what those suspicions are based off of."
Anya slipped her hand lower, down the base of Cade's shaft, locating his balls by touch. She gave them the most tender of massages, and smiled to herself at the soft pant she heard from her brother.
"They're based off you always being hard in the morning," she said.
"Oh. Right."
"So maybe you aren't cumming enough."
"Not something you expect to hear from your sister," Cade mumbled.
Anya got another thrill at the way he said 'sister.' While she was fondling his balls and all. She traced her fingers back up, caressing his cock.
She had to admit she was getting pretty horny too. It wasn't just him. Hers wasn't quite as obvious, though, even though she'd kind of admitted to it already.
"I gotta go," Cade announced suddenly.
Anya kept running her fingers along his shaft. "Oh," she said disappointedly.
"If I don't..."
"You're gonna cum?"
"Yeah."
Anya nodded and reluctantly released her brother. "Can't have that."
"Nope. That'd be bad."
"Mmhm."
Cade adjusted himself, then slowly rolled out of bed. Unlike other mornings, he didn't try to hide how erect he was. Anya caught a full view of the tent in his boxers, sticking straight out as it was. Another surge of arousal pulsed through her.
"Gonna go jerk off?" Anya asked.
"... yeah."
"'K. See you for breakfast?"
"Sure."
"Cool."
Cade walked out a bit awkwardly. He didn't close the door. Anya didn't even care. It'd be fine if he walked back in, but she knew he wouldn't. He was busy now. Just as she was.
She hardly even waited until it was safe before rolling on her back, throwing the covers out of the way, and jamming a hand into her panties. They were wetter than she ever would have guessed. How long had she been playing? She didn't think it was more than a minute or two. But really... maybe it had been longer. She'd been entranced and not really paying attention to time.
Cade was supposed to stop her, and she'd been enjoying the fact that he hadn't for so long.
Anya bit her lip and rubbed her pussy. She thought about Cade while she played with herself. Thought about stroking his cock, about letting him watch her right now if he wanted.
Unbidden, the thought of him walking back in, yanking her panties down, and burying his face in her pussy hit her hard. She came to that mental image, of her big brother licking her out.
She shivered in the aftermath, not sure how she felt about it all. Not the first questionable fantasy she'd ever had, though, and it made her cum so good. But still, though, probably best not to head down that road any farther.
****
Cade wasn't proud of jerking off with the fresh feeling of his sister's hand on him, but her very much enjoyed it. It was a guilty enjoyment, sure, but not enough to stop him.



What had come over Anya anyway? Asking to touch him like that. And then... him letting her.
Not great. Not great.
It was them sleeping together. That's what did it. And Cade was not prepared to give that up if he didn't absolutely have to.
He was just getting used to basking in the feel of being loved and comforted by someone, both on his way to sleep and upon waking up. It wasn't a feeling to be discarded lightly.
Anya gave him a piercing look when he finally dressed and joined her for breakfast. He was sure she was going to ask him about his masturbation, but she didn't. Probably just as well.
Even better, they both quietly slipped into bed again that night as though nothing had changed.
"You hard?" Anya asked again the next morning.
Cade was already all abuzz with barely restrained nerves and anticipation. He didn't want to admit to himself that he'd been hoping she'd ask, let alone admit it to Anya. He deliberately paused before answering, trying to seem like he wasn't excited.
"Yes," he said.
"... can I play with it again?"
"Just for a minute."
"Mmhm. And I won't make you cum."
"No, of course."
"Of course," Anya echoed.
Cade moaned softly as her warm little hand sneaked down to his cock. Why'd it have to feel so damn good? From his little sister of all people.
And yet... who else could he ever have been so comfortable with? Anyone else touching him like this, they'd basically have to be banging. He wasn't sure what was going on here, but it wasn't like that. Couldn't be. He didn't even want to think about the possibility.
He just wanted to enjoy the moment. Anya petting his cock while all curled up against him from behind. It was nice.
****
Anya settled in just as firmly to their new morning routine. It began to feel normal to just kind of reach over and play with Cade's erection every morning. It shouldn't, but it did.
It got to be her favourite part of the day. Lazily waking up and having a solid few minutes of super inappropriate play time. Sometimes longer.
And afterward they'd separate and do their own things. Masturbating, mostly. Anya didn't get herself off every time, necessarily, but usually she did. She tended to be quite horny by then.
It was actually kind of crazy how long it took Anya to realize she could spy on her brother if she wanted. She knew the perfect spot on the perfect tree for seeing into his room. She'd just never really had a use for it.
Once she realized, though, she found it near-impossible not to at least try it out. As it turned out, it worked beautifully.
Anya dressed and slipped out of the house after leaving Cade that morning. They often slept in her room, but sometimes his. It made it easier for her if she left him in his room and knew right where he'd be. No chance of him still wandering around when she was trying to sneak out.
Cade still lay in bed once she managed to scramble to her semi-hidden perch. She'd probably be spotted if Cade looked fully out his window, but barring that she should be fine.
He'd thrown off his covers and lay on his back. His hand covered his cock, mostly, but the jerking off motion was very clear.
Anya watched with intent fascination. She wasn't even sure why she cared. Why she felt the urge to watch. Touching him, sure, there was a physical intimacy there. Not a healthy one, perhaps, but still.
Watching? There wasn't really a good excuse for that. There just wasn't.
And yet here she was.
Maybe the cumshot. Maybe that was what she wanted. The part she hadn't been able to experience. She wasn't allowed to make him cum, but now she got to see it.
It was kind of neat, at any rate. Seeing him cum. Her big brother making a big mess. It would have been nice to be a part of it, but just seeing it was... something.
"You seem off this morning," Cade said over breakfast a little later.
"I'm not," Anya said.
He raised an eyebrow. "You sure?"
"Mmhm."
"Ok."
He dropped it, but Anya felt the extra pressure. She kept it with her through most of the day. She didn't know what else to do with it. She'd spied on her brother. There was nothing else she could pretend it had been. It wasn't clear to her if she was guilty about it, but it was definitely throwing her off somehow, and Cade had picked up on that.
She sighed to herself upon reaching a decision. She didn't want secrets with Cade. Not with him. Anyone else, sure. Not him.
****
"I watched you masturbate this morning," Anya said.
Cade was in the midst of making them both some sleepy time tea. He handed Anya her cup while watching her thoughtfully. He didn't fully know what to make of the admission.
"You did?"
"Yeah. From the tree outside. Across from your window."
"Ah. Just this morning?"
"Yeah."
"Guess I should have seen that coming."
Anya risked a smile. "I kinda did see that cumming," she said softly.
Cade snorted and blew on his tea, even though it wouldn't be cool enough for another few minutes. "I weirdly don't think I'm as embarrassed about it as I should be."
"Well, you know, I've played with your dick a lot lately."
"There is that."
Anya shifted her weight and folded her arms anxiously. "You know in therapy... apparently I don't trust people easily."
Cade shrugged. "Who does, really?"
"Lots of people. I think. Just... I mean it's you. I don't want to hide stuff from you, you know?"
"I do."
"I won't spy again or anything. Probably."
"Probably?"
"Well... I get stupid sometimes. When I'm... horny."
"Ah."
Cade felt a thrill run up his spine. His sister horny over him. Of course she was. She didn't play with his cock all the time for non-horny reasons. But to hear her say it...
"Do you... want to watch sometimes?" Cade asked. "Like, not through the window?"
Anya's eyes went big and hopeful, even as she tried to downplay her reaction. "Is that ok?"
"... probably not. But that doesn't seem to stop us."
"It doesn't, does it?"
****
Anya got stupidly excited as it got closer and closer to bedtime. She kept waiting for Cade to be ready to jerk off, but that didn't seem to be happening.
"Are you doing it or what?" she finally asked before they went to bed. His room, tonight.
"Hm?"
"Jerking off. You said I could watch."
Cade tilted his head. "Sure. Sometimes. Maybe. I'm not gonna do it just to give you a show."
"Well why not?"
"Anya-"
"That's such a tease," Anya said, hands on her hips.
Cade sighed. "Maybe in the morning, huh?"
"Promise?"
"No. I said maybe."
"Blergh. Fine."
Anya only gave Cade grumpy cuddles that night, and she found it harder to fall asleep than she was used to these days. She probably should rubbed one out, in hindsight. She'd been so focused on her brother she hadn't considered her own needs.
She woke up early and anxious the next morning. Almost immediately she went for Cade's cock and played with it to wake him up.
Unlike other mornings, she wrapped her hand around him and properly stroked him the way she'd been avoiding. She needed him in the mood today. He might still hold out on her otherwise.
Cade stirred awake, groaning softly as Anya jerked him off under the covers.
"Unf. This... this is a pretty good way to wake up," he mumbled.
Anya grinned. "You like?"
"You know I do."
"You have to let me watch you finish," Anya reminded him. "You promised."
"Mmhm."
Despite agreeing, Cade just kind of lay there, letting Anya stroke him. He seemed in no hurry to take over.
Anya kind of was, but only in the sense that she was all excited to see him cum. She was enjoying the handjob too, which she'd sort of tricked herself into, but mostly she wanted the ending. And Cade didn't give any indication of wanting to take over and finish himself.
Although... if he didn't do anything, and Anya accidentally made him cum just from stroking him... that wasn't her fault, was it. It wasn't like she'd mean to make her brother cum. She couldn't be blamed for that.
She frowned slightly at the sudden inspiration for sneaking Cade an orgasm. It was an exciting idea. She could practically already feel him pulsing in her hand, shooting cum, making a sticky, hot mess. But that was still super bad, and she definitely couldn't do that.
Even if, yes, she was fully jerking him off right now. That was incidental to the main goal, though. It had just happened. No good worrying about it at this point.
She had to be careful in future, was all. Go back to just playing. Playing was ok. Sort of. Better than a sisterly handjob, at any rate.
"That's enough," Cade said quietly.
Anya almost missed the soft words. She could have pretended not to hear. Maybe that was even his intent. But... she stopped her hand, then reluctantly let go of him.
"You're close?" she asked.
"Yeah."
Anya nodded, her excitement increasing despite her reluctance to release him. Cade still wasn't moving very quickly, so she sat up and tugged their covers back. As soon as he rolled on his back, she started yanking on his boxers to get them out of the way entirely.
Cade seemed both amused and a little nervous. His cock stood straight up and glistened with precum.
Anya knelt beside him and waited expectantly. She tried to make eye contact, but her gaze was drawn firmly to his erection. Her brother's hard cock. Right in front of her.
"This is kind of embarrassing," Cade said.
"No it isn't."
"I don't think you get to decide."
"Do you... want me to do it for you?"
Cade hesitated at the offer, and Anya found herself hoping he'd accept, even though it would be very, very bad.
"No," he said.
He reached down and took hold of his cock. Anya's tummy was all fluttery as she watched Cade slowly start to stroke himself. Just for her.
"Oh wow," she breathed.
Cade bit his lip and looked away. Rather cutely, Anya thought. But he kept going.
He wasn't going very fast though. Anya didn't think it was going to work if he didn't do it for real. And sure enough, the longer he jerked himself, the more evident it was he wasn't as close as he'd claimed.
"Are you going to cum or not?" Anya demanded impatiently.
She had put a hand between her legs and squeezed it between her thighs, covering her pussy over her panties. Not masturbating, but just needing something. The longer Cade dragged this out, the more teased she felt, and the closer she came to needing something more.
"Don't know if I can," he said.
"What? Of course you can. You do it all the time. I mean... not enough. We've established that. But still."
"You're watching me."
"I need to. I won't see anything otherwise."
"It's embarrassing."
Anya growled and bounced with uncontained nerves, inadvertently rubbing herself a little. It felt nice, but she couldn't get distracted now.
"For fuck's sake. I'll do it then."
"Wha-"
Cade gasped as Anya pulled his hand away and replaced it with her own. He didn't complain though. Didn't protest at all.
Anya was being rather stupid here. She knew that. She also knew that it felt really, really good having her brother in her hand like this, and he needed to cum, and she really badly wanted to see it. So... here they were.
Such a naughty sister. How bad could she even get? At the moment, she didn't care. She poked her tongue out the side of her mouth in concentration and worked her brother's cock as best she knew how.
Cade didn't try and stop her. He clearly didn't want her to stop. That was a problem. If neither of them wanted to stop...
But that was a problem for a different time.
Anya kept stroking her brother, reveling in the cute, sexy, barely audible noises he made. He was trying to be silent and aloof, but wasn't quite succeeding.
"You're gonna make me cum," he breathed.
Anya thrilled all the way through her body. Her clit throbbed. She felt shaky and over-exhilarated. She didn't respond. Too busy stroking him. Concentrating. Not looking at him or giving either of them a chance to think better of this.
Cade gave a longer groan just before Anya felt his cock twitch in her hands. There was a delay that felt much longer than the fractional second it was, then a thick shot of cum exploded in a short arc.
Anya's mouth dropped open and she stared with even more rapt fascination. She kept jerking only for lack of better ideas what to do. More cum poured out, hot on her skin, eventually becoming little more than a dribble toward the end. There was plenty of mess by then. Quite a little disaster.
"Oh wow," Anya said.
Cade shrugged and lay back, not meeting her eyes. Anya barely noticed. She crouched lower, running a delicate finger down her brother's softening shaft. He was cummy all over his cock, balls, and lower tummy. She mostly just had it on her hands.
Anya played with his cum with an awed fixation. This was bad and she knew it. She shouldn't have finished her brother off like that. But she was tingling and excited, and was all cummy and slick. The bad parts just didn't seem important.
"So much," Anya breathed.
She ran her fingertips through the mess, feeling how slippery he was. She was only making the mess worse by spreading it, but it was just too much fun.
"I'm gonna need to clean up now," Cade said.
"Uh huh."
Anya kept toying with her brother's cum.
"Why are you still playing with it?" he asked.
"'Cause it's neat."
"... it's my cum."
"Yes. I am aware."
"You shouldn't..."
"Shouldn't what? Jerk you off? Too late for that."
Cade sighed. "Yeah. It is, isn't it?"
Anya stopped with her hand still on his cock. She could feel it pulsing again, hardening under her touch.
"You don't regret it, do you?" she asked softly, needing the answer to be no.
Cade took a moment to answer, but thankfully shook his head. "No. It's horrible, but... that was really good." He looked at her cautiously. "I liked having my sister jerk me off."
Anya cracked a smile. "Well she liked doing it."
"So... what do we do with that?"
"I dunno. Lucky we both got therapy already I guess."
Cade groaned. "No way I'm saying anything about this."
"Ha, yeah, probably not, huh." Anya moved her hand up Cade's shaft. He was so damn slippery under her fingers, and stroking him would probably be super fun like that. Using his own cum and everything. "Want me to do it again?"
"Don't tempt me."
"I don't mind."
"No. No better not. Not right now."
"Later?" Anya asked hopefully.
"You really liked doing that? It's not even the fun part. You didn't get to... I mean..."
Cade was blushing rather adorably. Anya's mind whirled even as she tried not to get distracted by how cute her brother was being.
She hadn't given any serious consideration to letting Cade touch her pussy or anything. She wasn't sure if he had either, but he'd definitely alluded to it just now. Implied that it would be the 'fun part.' Sort of.
"Lots of things can be the fun part," Anya said. "I really enjoyed this."
"Oh. Good."
Anya let go of Cade and brought her hand to her mouth. She swiped some cum off her finger and tasted it thoughtfully.
Cade just groaned and swung his legs toward the side of the bed.
"Ok, I gotta go shower. For real."
Anya grinned. "Sure you don't me to... clean you up some?"
"Don't mess with me."
"I'm not. I would."
"That's what's scary. I think you actually might."
"Your cum tastes good."
Cade shook his head as he stood up and walked away bottomless, cock continuing to stiffen. Anya watched with great interest as his erection swayed with each step.
"I'm going to clean up," he said firmly.
"Ok."
Anya barely waited for him to be out of the room before she lay back and stuffed a hand down her panties. She sucked her cummy fingers in her mouth while rubbing herself frantically.
She didn't know why this was so damn hot, why it got to her the way it did. Just something about her brother...
She was as horny as she'd ever been. That was for sure. She kept sucking her fingers long after she'd scoured them clean of any traces of cum. Her brother's cum. Goddamn.
Cumming once wasn't even enough. She rubbed herself off a second time right after the first, still lying in her brother's bed, still smelling his scent. Though she was at least a little slower and more methodical about getting off the second time.
Her mind continued to whirl afterward, lying in the afterglow of it all. It was all so scary and confusing, but with a core of warmth and security. Whatever was going on with her, at least it was with Cade. She could feel safe with him.
****
Cade took a long, hot shower and really tried to process. He'd let Anya jerk him off. Like fully jerk him off. Not just their usual casual play time. Which... they shouldn't have been doing either. But it wasn't as bad. Probably.
But oh god it had been so good. He'd wanted it. He'd been craving it. He even... he might have tricked her into it. That was the worrisome part. It wasn't a fully conscious thing, if in fact that was what he'd done. But Cade couldn't help feeling like he'd known that Anya would finish him, out of impatience if nothing else. And he'd done exactly what he needed to in order to push her the last little bit.
Cade rubbed his face, growling with frustration. He couldn't even stop picturing Anya. Her cute face, all focused and concentrating as she stroked him to completion. The way her tongue poked out the corner of her mouth. The feel of her hands on him. The way he just wanted to pull her close and...
Fuck's sake. His sister, though. Had to remember that. Couldn't get all worked up and distracted.
He stared down at his cock. He was already hard again. Not helpful.
Cade grumpily got out of the shower and dried off, then padded down the hall with the towel wrapped around his waist.
Anya was still in his bed, stretched right out all happy and lazy. She hadn't even bothered shutting the door. Not that she would have much reason to, being his room and all, except that she'd clearly been masturbating. She didn't even have her panties on, and her little cooch was on full display as she lay with her legs somewhat spread.
Cade just stood there and watched her. He'd started to say something, then found he didn't want to. She looked beautiful in the glow of the morning sun. Peaceful. Serene. And, yes, the sight of her was kind of working for him, as he'd returned horny again, and her pretty pussy was just kind of... there.
Had he ever seen Anya bottomless? Maybe not. A few times with no top on, but he'd never thought much about that. Live with someone for long enough, these things happen. Especially when you're comfortable with each other. But her pussy...
Partly it held his attention because the whole scene worked so well together. Anya could very well have been a model in that moment. It was like she'd been deliberately posed to capture beauty, sensuality, and a playful naughtiness.
But she hadn't. It was just her. His little sister in a whole new context for him. Despite how much she'd been playing with his cock lately, it was jarring for Cade to see Anya that way. In a beautiful, sexual way. Recognizing that he did, in fact, have feelings for her that he very much shouldn't.
But how many of those feelings were simply the knowledge that she wanted to jerk him off? And how many were something more than that? Hard to say. How had they ever gotten to this point? His sister, dammit.
Anya seemed to realize he was there, finally. She cracked her eyes and turned her face toward him. Her eyes flicked down her body, realizing almost immediately what he was looking at. She just smiled, though, and didn't close her legs, let alone try to cover herself.
"You just masturbate in my bed?" Cade asked.
"Mmhm."
"And take your panties off?"
"Sure seems that way."
"... you look unfairly beautiful like that, you know."



Anya actually blushed and turned her head for a second. "Thanks. 'Cause my pussy's out, you mean?"
"Partly that. Partly the sun, and you being all relaxed. Partly... just 'cause you're you."
"You've never thought I was beautiful before."
"I don't know if that's true. I think I just didn't realize it before, is all."
Anya blushed a darker red. "Oh."
She squirmed a bit, seemingly unsure quite what she should do. She continued to not cover herself even a little.
"You're gonna have to put that thing away," Cade said.
"You think so?"
"Mmhm."
"Why? You seem to like it."
"That's the problem. I kinda just want to, like, do something about it."
Anya's eyes flashed wide and her mouth opened to protest, but no words came out at first. "Like what?" she asked breathily.
"You really want to know?"
She nodded eagerly. Too eagerly.
Cade shrugged. "I kinda really want to shove my face in there."
"Ah! You want to lick my pussy?"
"I really think I do."
Anya groaned, then abruptly rolled to her feet. "Silly brother. You should have caught me before I made myself cum twice." She slipped over beside Cade, making him nervous and hopeful all in one motion. "You know you can't eat your sis-ter's pussy."
"I am aware."
"But you want to."
"I really do."
"Unf. Bad brother." Anya tenderly kissed his cheek. "I best get out of here."
"And put your panties back on?"
"Nah."
"Anya. Panties."
"Don't think so."
She padded out. Cade helplessly watched her butt before shaking his head and turning back to his room. Anya's discarded underwear were right where she'd left them. He sighed out loud. He didn't know what to do about all this, and worse, he didn't think he even wanted to get it under control.
****
Anya was pretty zoned out during therapy that day. Her therapist noticed, of course, but Anya declined to tell her the real reason for it.
It amused her to consider divulging how she'd jerked off her brother, made him cum all over himself, then masturbated in his bed after. Plus the whole walking around after with no bottoms thing.
Best not to get into that, though. Anya stayed vague and kept bringing the conversation back to more typical subjects. Her recently healed arm. Her parents. Her anxiety. That stuff.
All she really wanted to do was get home to Cade. It was kind of bad.
Anya couldn't remember ever being nearly so desperate in her life. Not that she needed to jump him or anything. It wasn't like that. Though it was closer than it ever should have been.
She just wanted... to see him. To be seen. To feel his presence.
She didn't know what, exactly. She just felt like she needed her brother more than usual. Way more. Maybe an after effect of making him cum. Maybe she needed reassurance still. Or just the feel of his love. She didn't know.
It was actually exciting just to get home afterward. Anya's heart was all light and fluttery. Cade wasn't inside anywhere, but Anya quickly located in him in his usual spot out in the yard. She just gazed at him for a long few moments, taking in the sight of him working away on his laptop. Oblivious to her presence, and occasionally sipping a drink he had beside him.
What would he even do if she went out and crawled between his legs and sucked his dick for him? Anya didn't know, but just thinking about doing something like that got her all wet.
She didn't understand why Cade was doing these things to her all of a sudden. She wasn't usually an overly horny girl. She had her moments, sure, but lately it was... excessive. Thinking about casually giving her brother a blowjob without even asking him first was kind of a lot.
But it was fucking hot too.
Anya compromised. Or at least she told herself that's what she was doing. She changed into a skirt and no panties, which left her technically modest, but feeling just a tad slutty.
She made another pair of drinks to match what Cade seemed to have, then pattered outside to meet him. She set down one of the drinks next to his almost finished one, then sat beside him sipping her own.
"Why thank you," Cade said, smiling across over his laptop.
"You're welcome. Busy?"
"You know me."
"Mmhm. Working and getting tipsy at the same time. Such a life of hardship."
Cade snorted. "I never claimed it was that hard."
"It was hard this morning."
Anya grinned at the look Cade gave her. He tried to appear unamused, but his lips were twitching in betrayal, threatening to smile right back.
"We weren't talking about my penis."
"So you think."
"You need something, Anya?"
"Just the pleasure and comfort of my brother's company," Anya said, beaming winsomely and batting her eyelashes.
"Oh. Is that all."
"Mmhm."
"How was therapy?"
"Good."
"Yeah?"
Anya wrinkled her nose. "Well... ok, I was hella distracted."
"I see."
"I kept wanting to, like, tell her about what I did. What we did."
"Probably best not to."
Anya nodded. "Yeah, I know. I didn't."
"Do you... do you think we need to stop?"
"What? No! Why would you say that?"
"It's a legit question," Cade said. "You know it is." He shrugged and sipped his drink. "For the record, I kinda want to do that again. Like with the finishing and everything."
Anya bit her lip and felt her cheeks warm pleasantly. "You want me to make you cum more?" she asked softly.
"Yeah. I do."
"That's bad, you know. With your sis-ter and all."
"I am aware." Cade reached over and booped Anya's nose. "That's part of what makes it so fun."
"Naughty!"
"Correct."
Anya grinned wide and impish. She felt the same pleasant flush from her cheeks down in her pussy. She was getting all tingly. How did Cade do this to her so easily? And was this how he felt with her too?
"You know I thought about coming out here and crawling between your legs. Just to see what would happen."
Cade eyed her. "Really?"
"Mmhm."
"That's... damn, Anya."
"What, too much?"
"I mean... a handjob from you while I'm trying to work-"
"Blowjob. I wanted to give you a blowjob. Still kinda do. Shouldn't, I know. But it is what it is."
"Oh god." Cade groaned and had to close his eyes for a second. He drained the remainder of his first drink. "Why are you doing this to me?"
"I'm not, remember? If I was doing this to you I'd be on my knees and-"
"You know what I mean."
"Do you not want me to suck-"
Cade reached over and put his finger to Anya's lips, shushing her. She thought about sucking on his finger a bit, but that was probably excessive under the circumstances.
All this and she'd barely even touched her drink yet. So much for blaming her horniness on booze.
And she was horny. There was no denying that. She'd made herself cum twice that morning, and still she felt the way she did now. That was crazy.
It was Cade. His doing. Somehow. Technically he really hadn't even done anything. But as Anya sat there staring, watching him try to get some more work done, she knew he didn't have to do anything in particular. He just had to exist. What was that? Love? Like... like a different love. Different than what she was used to.
The kind of love sisters shouldn't feel for brothers. That was for sure. But all it took was thinking of their morning ritual. Of being wrapped around him from behind, stroking his cock. Or... or him behind her. Erection hard against her backside. Hand getting naughty under her panties.
That would be the best. So damn good. The thought alone made her wet, which consequently made her lack of panties not the best idea.
Anya couldn't remember being so horny in... ever? She'd had times, before. Previous relationships. Nothing that had gone on long. And nothing that she could recall having been so intense. Cade and her had barely done anything, really. She'd made him cum once with her hand. Amateur stuff. And yet... with him it was enough. Enough to make her feel things the wildest sex in her fantasies couldn't match. What was that about?
"You just gonna sit there and stare at me?" Cade asked.
Anya blinked and turned her head, realizing belatedly she'd been dreamily gazing at him like a schoolgirl in class sitting behind her crush.
"Not staring," she lied.
"You totally were."
"Whatever. I'm bored. How long you need to work still?"
"I got some things to finish up."
"Blerh. Ok. I'ma go climb for a bit then."
Cade nodded. "Have fun."
Anya hurried away while trying to seem casual. Her heart was beating hard, as though somehow she felt Cade could see into her head. See what she'd been thinking. Or... just because of thinking about him? That wouldn't hit her this hard though. It shouldn't. Probably.
Anya took a run at her favourite tree and managed to grab a higher branch than she usually started from. She only barely inched her way up and over, but she needed a bit of a challenge right now anyway. Anything to clear her mind a little.
She wasn't used to climbing in skirts. It wasn't a huge deal, but it made her movements a little different. She halfway considered taking it off entirely, but decided that probably wasn't a good idea. Though the thought of being up in the tree and Cade seeing her with no bottoms on and all...
Oh god, that morning when she'd padded around the house bottomless, and the way Cade had looked at her... so good.
Fuck, she was getting all wet and horny again. This wasn't helping.
Anya propped herself up toward the top of the tree, just kind of sitting and chilling. Feeling the breeze higher off the ground. She tried to relax and not think about Cade, but he was all she could think about. It wasn't fair.
She wasn't sure how much time passed, distracted as she was with her own thoughts, but suddenly Cade was below her, calling up.
"I'm done with work for now," he said.
"That so?"
"Uh huh."
"Maybe I'll come down then."
"Maybe?" Cade asked.
"Yeah. I mean, you could come up, you know."
"Some of us outgrew falling out of trees a ways back."
"Well some of us are boring then, aren't we?"
Nevertheless, Anya clambered back down. Cade was watching her oddly as she got to the lower branches, and she didn't clue in as to why right away.
"That's... an interesting choice for climbing trees," he said.
"Hm?"
"The... lack of underwear."
"Oops, right. Forgot about that." Anya grinned shyly and stayed where she was, unsure if her brother had a good angle up her skirt at the moment or not. "Lucky no one else is here to notice."
"Yeah. Lucky."
"Wanna see something even better?" Anya asked, suddenly daring.
Cade swallowed hard. "Better?"
"Mmhm."
"Are you gonna show me anyway?"
"Maybe. It's better if you ask, though."
He closed his eyes for a moment. "Yes," he decided. "I would like to see."
Anya grinned, though her tummy was all nervous. It would be good, she thought, but it was also quite showy, what she had in mind. Maybe too much. But she didn't think so.
Anya hooked her bare legs around a branch above Cade's head, then let herself swing upside down. As she'd hoped and expected, her skirt almost immediately flipped up, following gravity and leaving her in a really quite immodest state.
Cade was left staring at her pussy, just about exactly at face height. Anya was a little annoyed she couldn't get a better look at his expression from her position, but he was definitely staring.
"Skirts might not be the best for climbing trees," Cade said, voice cracking slightly.
"True," Anya said. "They can be rather revealing at times."
"Like now."
"Mmhm. Like now. Do you like-"
Anya was cut off with a gasp as Cade leaned forward and kissed her upside down pussy. Just kissed it! She hadn't known he'd do that. She could have fallen right out of the tree.
"Cade!"
"Hm?"
"You... my pussy!"
"Again?"
"Wha-"
Cade blithely kissed her again, almost exactly on the same spot. Anya was expecting it this time, but it still made her eyes flutter and her legs tremble just a little.
"I didn't mean for you to do it again," Anya said, suddenly breathless.
"Oh. My bad."
Cade just stood there, staring down at her. Anya squirmed.
"I mean... you can if you want though," she said softly, once it became apparent he wasn't going to sneak more pussy kisses on his own.
Cade smiled crookedly at her, then did indeed kiss her again. Several times, in fact. Lavishing affection on her exposed little cooch.
Anya sighed happily as her brother kissed her pussy, and transitioned slowly to some small licks. Those small licks became longer, wider licks. Anya wasn't sure where the line was between kisses and being eaten out, but it was a largely irrelevant distinction, and they'd definitely crossed it anyway.
Anya purred contentedly, feeling the sun on her face as she closed her eyes and just enjoyed herself. Her brother's mouth latched onto her pussy and lapping away with very unsiblinglike enthusiasm.
"Skirts might actually be really good for climbing trees in," Anya murmured.
Cade snickered, but just kept licking her out.
Anya opened her eyes again, and only now realized just how convenient Cade's crotch was in her current position. Not to mention the obvious tent growing in his shorts. Getting all erect for her as he ate her pussy like a good brother.
Without any great hurry, Anya busied herself getting Cade's bottoms out of the way. Freeing his cock. He was so hard once she got her warm little hand around his shaft. Ready for her already.
"Scooch a bit closer," she said.
Cade obliged, bringing his cock to her. Practically shoving it in her face, in fact, which was perfect.
Anya started out slow. Just some tentative licks at first. She'd played with his cock lots by now, but only with her hands. She needed to feel him out some with her mouth.
But she was horny. Really, really horny. Cade was doing magnificent thing to her, and she was being such a wanton little thing for her brother, even regardless of how well he licked and sucked on her pussy. Trying to go slow just didn't cut it.
It wasn't long before Anya was fully taking him in her mouth. She didn't really have a good position to try properly throating him or anything. Not that she necessarily was that good at it anyway. But she did her best. Taking as much as she could. Using her practiced hand to make up the difference.
"Anya..." Cade breathed in between licks.
Anya felt a thrill run through her at her brother moaning her name so helplessly like that. She felt the same. Felt helpless in the face of what he was doing and her flood of emotions on the subject.
Luckily they had an outlet in the moment. Not a proper one at all, but one that was very fun, at least.
The two of them licked, sucked, kissed, and stroked each other. Funneling every good feeling back into more enthusiasm for making the other feel good too. It was a self-perpetuating frenzy of sibling lust.
At least it was until Anya came. She lost control then, as Cade hit just the right places and brought her the overwhelming pleasure she needed. Which wouldn't have been so bad if she hadn't still been hanging upside down from a branch.
The two of them went down in a heap. Cade caught Anya and softened their fall rather nicely, but it was still quite undignified. The two of them just giggled at themselves as they sorted themselves out again.
Anya didn't bother adjusting her skirt as she crawled around and laid a kiss on Cade's lips. His eyebrows shot up for a second, and Anya realized belatedly that it was the first time they'd kissed like that. She should have known. Just... in the moment it felt right, and she didn't consider the consequences.
Cade kissed her back before either of them had a chance to panic about the implications. Then they were kissing each other, tender but aggressive. Locked together in mutual need and love. Reassuring each other and themselves that everything was ok.
And it really was. Everything was so good.
"You lick pussy better than I expected," Anya said.
"You... expected something?"
"Well, no. But if I had, that would have been better than it."
"Ah."
They kissed some more. It was easier than trying to form coherent thoughts.
As they cuddled naughtily in the sun, Anya sneaked her hand down to Cade's cock and gave him a very lazy and relaxed handjob. Cade groaned in rather gratifying manner as she stroked him. He didn't try to hurry her, even though he clearly wanted to cum. He let her play. As he always did these days.
His orgasm was a quietly intense thing. Neither of them got worked up about it, but he closed his eyes and moaned low in a way that hit Anya so good. His cum made a huge mess, and he bucked his hips a little, which only made it spray all the more uncontrollably.
Anya kept teasing him after. She dragged her fingers through his mess, toying with all the cum. Her hand and fingers were coated, along with lots of Cade's lower body.
"It's gonna go in my mouth next time," Anya said, quiet but certain.
"You think so, do you?"
"Mmhm."
"What if I want to cum somewhere else?"
"You can. Just not next time. Next time is for my mouth."
Cade held her close and stroked her hair, letting her continue to fondle him.
"Is this because I licked you out?" he asked.
"Kinda, I guess. I didn't get to finish sucking you off."
"You don't have to take my cum in your mouth just because you suck me."
"But I want to, though."
Cade snorted in amusement. "Ok. Who am I to argue?"
Anya nodded sagely. "Correct."
****
Anya's promise featured prominently in Cade's mind the rest of the day. The weird thing was that it seemed like it was for Anya's own benefit more so than his. He couldn't stop getting excited about the idea of cumming in her mouth, but was rather bemused about her doing it just because she wanted to. Or, possibly, because he'd made her cum with his mouth, and now she felt the need to do the same for him.
It wasn't clear either way.
He spent some time the rest of the day pondering about it all. And about how his concern about their relationship was fading away at an alarming rate.
He shouldn't have eaten his sister's pussy. He shouldn't let her blow him and make him cum in her mouth. These were obvious things.
But they were kind of past them now. So it seemed.
What did it mean for siblings if the normal boundaries weren't in place? It wasn't necessarily a bad thing, right?
Cade didn't have the right answers. He just didn't know.
But it was very clear that he was seeing Anya differently these days. The two of them eye-flirting as they passed each other in the house. Their hands wandering if they felt like it. Neither of them even bothering to remain fully modest clothing-wise. What was the point?
Even when they weren't being naughty it was different. Cade didn't know whether that reassured or scared him. Just the way he looked at her. And the way he caught her looking at him. It wasn't the same as it had been. There was more too it. Something dangerous and alluring.
It was like... like falling for someone. It felt like that. Except whatever version of that involved his sister. It couldn't be the same thing. There was no way.
But the realization itself was a problem. Once it was in Cade's head, he couldn't shake it. Couldn't shake the feeling of how easy it would be to fall for Anya. Maybe he already had. Maybe this was a thing that had happened long ago and he was just now figuring it out.
Without sex, what was even the difference between being in love with someone and being really close to a sibling? Was there a difference? There was meant to be. One wasn't meant to be in love with one's sib.
But what actually was the difference? Cade was absolutely not getting there on his own.
"Hey, Anya?" he said that night, lying in bed.
They were in Anya's room tonight. He was waiting for her while she got ready to slip in beside him. He halfway felt like she was dallying on purpose so he could watch her.



"Hm?"
"What do you think's the difference between loving a sibling and loving a partner?"
"In our case? Or generally?"
"Either."
"Well... usually I'd say sex and physical intimacy. Maybe, like, living together and building a life with each other."
"That sounds right," Cade agreed. "But... does it work in our case?"
"Not well."
"No. Not well."
Anya's brow furrowed in thought, but she didn't stop padding back and forth in her skimpy nighttime attire. Her panties were quite a daring cut tonight, and somehow suggested to Cade that he was seeing more than he actually was. The magic of well chosen underwear.
"I dunno," Anya said after a few moments. "I don't think I know the answer then."
"Yeah. That's what I was afraid of."
"Does that mean... you don't want a blowjob tonight?"
"Unf. That's not a fair question."
"No. But it's a real one. I don't want to do it if you're not comfortable. We can just sleep."
"... I want it," Cade admitted.
"Oh good. I was bluffing. I really don't want to not do it."
"Ha, sure."
Anya crawled into bed and pulled back the covers Cade was lying under. She grinned at him when she found that, despite his concerns, he was tenting his boxers nicely already.
Cade relaxed and closed his eyes, letting Anya do her thing. He let her nuzzle and play with his cock, lick and suck it, and eventually take him in her mouth.
She got him deeper than that afternoon, it felt like. Maybe a better angle for her. It felt amazing, at any rate. So warm and wet and tight.
And it was Anya. His sister. Having her take him so adoringly in her mouth, working him with her tongue and lips, it was a whole other level unto itself.
He hadn't fully appreciated the effect that afternoon when he'd been more concentrated on licking her, but now there was nothing else in the world but her mouth on his cock.
"I'm gonna cum," Cade mused aloud, as much to himself as to Anya.
"Mmm?"
"In your mouth."
"Mmm."
"My sister's mouth."
"Mmm!"
Anya went extra crazy on him after those last few words, and made Cade explode hard in her mouth. It felt like a lot, but it was hard to tell as only Anya knew how much he was flooding her tongue.
He wasn't even sure she knew, judging by how hard her eyes were rolled back in overwhelming pleasure and satisfaction.
She sat back on her heels afterward and Cade watched her visibly swallow whatever was left in her mouth. She caught him staring and opened wide as if to prove it was all gone. Cade just groaned and shook his head.
"Kinda bitter," Anya critiqued. "But I do still really like it."
"... thanks?"
"It was pretty hot sucking you off," she said, crawling up beside him. "I wanna do it more."
"Oh. Good."
"Mmhm."
Anya settled next to Cade and pulled the covers up around them. Cade was used to being spooned by her most nights, but on this occasion it felt far more natural to curl up around her. He held his sister close after she'd just sucked him off, and she snuggled cozily in his arms.
"This could be a problem," Cade whispered.
Anya nodded. "It could," she agreed.
She then nuzzled against him and lay still, slowly drifting off to sleep.
****
Anya woke up with a hand down her panties. Not even her hand. Her brother's.
She feigned sleep for a moment while she tried to process. She was used to waking him up by playing with him. Not the other way around.
Not that she was complaining. It was an amazing feeling first thing in the morning. Having Cade gently rubbing her pussy for her.
It was different to stroking him awake. Physically different as well as mentally. But emotionally it came from a very similar place. Their increased closeness. The changes in the way they felt about each other.
Anya moaned softly to let Cade know she was awake. He kissed the side of her forehead and just kept rubbing her.
She let him keep going a while, then lazily rolled over to face away from him. His hand fell out of her panties during the move. Anya pressed her butt firmly back against Cade's cock, which was pleasingly hard already. She reached back to find his wrist and guided it back between her legs. Once she released him, he felt his way back into her panties.
"This is really nice," Anya whispered.
"Glad to hear it," Cade whispered back.
"I think sleeping together was a good idea."
Cade groaned as Anya deliberately pressed her ass against him and rocked in slow motions on his cock.
"I didn't think it was gonna come to this," Cade said.
Anya smiled, feeling her brother's erection snug against her bum, and his fingers rubbing her increasingly wet pussy.
"Me either," she said. "But I think I'm really glad it did."
"Yeah. Me too." Cade kissed her shoulder. "I don't know if any of it's right, though."
"Feels pretty right."
"It does, but... you're my sister still."
"Mmm. I am."
"That's not really a good thing in this case."
"Isn't it?"
"I-"
"I've been thinking about this," Anya interrupted. "A lot, actually. I don't understand most of it. But, like, I've been super horny lately. For you."
"I get that. I understand. But being horny might be a bad reason for doing what we're doing."
"Mmhm. I've thought about that too. I've got a theory."
"Yeah?"
"What if we're all horny for each other because it actually is right. You know how when you love someone, they kinda seem more attractive and you want to be closer with them, and probably want to get all sexy with them?"
"... I'm not sure I've thought about it that way before, but I kinda get it, I think."
"Well... maybe that's us. Maybe we're not doing what we're doing because we've randomly been all worked up. Maybe we've been super horny because it all fits. Maybe this is right for us."
Cade's fingers were moving with a distinct lack of focus in Anya's panties now, but they hadn't stopped dancing at any point. Neither had Anya stopped rubbing her bum on Cade's erection. It wasn't a situation that made it easy for either of them to think, but as their conversation and actions had established, they were kind of stupidly horny for each other.
"You might actually be on to something," Cade admitted.
"I kinda think so."
"You think that makes this all ok?"
"I really don't know. But... I think I maybe don't care. I kinda just want to be with you."
"Anya..."
"I love you."
"Unf. Not fair."
Cade kissed Anya's neck and gently nipped at her ear. She giggled and wiggled more forcefully on his cock.
"Rub my clit?" Anya asked prettily.
Cade nodded and kissed her some more. She helped guide his hand to the exact spot she wanted him, then moaned low and enjoyed the feel of it. The pleasure running through her. The thrill of being rubbed off by her brother.
They were quiet for a while. Anya didn't need words just then anyway. She could lie there all morning without speaking and be perfectly happy. Even if Cade wasn't playing with her.
"I love you too, you know," he said eventually, just soft in her ear.
Anya bit her lip and pressed back more firmly to him, squeezing her thighs on his hand. Those few words hit her hard, in such a good way.
She knew what he meant. The same as what she'd intended. Expressing love beyond what was previously normal for them. Something new and beautiful, and definitely a little scary too.
"You love me," Anya repeated faintly.
"Mmhm."
"Tell me again."
"Really?"
"Please?"
Cade kissed just below her ear. "I love you," he said with quiet finality.
Anya shivered. Her brother's fingers on her clit felt all the more intense with the delivery of those words.
"I love you," he said again, unprompted.
Anya moaned and clenched up. Just a little a more. A little... more...
She came with Cade's fingers busy on her clit, his cock hard against her ass, and his lips on her neck. The echo of his solemn words forefront in her mind. His declaration of a sibling love that was so far beyond sibling-like as to be nearly incomprehensible, though since she felt the same it was much easier to understand.
Anya loved her brother. Loved him harder than she could have known. It wasn't sex that caused the emotion, but maybe... maybe it had been needed to unlock those feelings in this case. To force them to realize the truth.
Anya whimpered softly and let her body tense, then relax. She curled up in Cade's arms, no longer trying to rub his cock with her butt. Just letting him hold her for a moment. She shook slightly coming down from her orgasm. Shook and nearly cried in the afterglow of it.
"You ok?" Cade asked.
"I just need a minute," Anya whispered.
"Did I do... the wrong thing?"
"No. No not at all."
Anya took another moment to compose herself, though she wasn't sure it really worked. Whatever she looked like, and she was sure it must be a bit of a mess, with bed head and a face wet with a few stray tears and all.
She ignored the temptation to skip out of bed and fix her appearance. Instead rolling over and smoothly straddling Cade with a grace she wouldn't have guessed in herself that morning. Rather gratifyingly, Cade gazed up at her like she couldn't possibly be more beautiful to him.
****
Cade's heart pounded as he looked up at his sister. Anya sat atop him, appearing radiant in the morning light filtering through the window.
She backed up a little and sat square on his cock, making him groan at the sudden contact. She teasingly wiggled around a bit, rubbing him very much the same as she had been before, this time with her pussy rather than her bum. Still with her panties on, though.
Was it crazy to want their underwear out of the way? Cade wanted to feel her pussy on him so badly.
"What ya thinkin'?" Anya asked.
"Nothing."
"Nothing? It's something."
"... thinking about asking you to take your panties off."
Anya bit her lip, then grinned slowly, spreading the smile across her face. "If I take mine off, you gotta take yours off."
Cade nodded instantly. "Deal."
Anya giggled as she lifted herself off him and awkwardly tried to get out of her panties without leaving her spot. As though somehow she'd lose her claim or something if she moved.
Cade shuffled his boxers down at the same time, freeing his cock. It pointed nearly straight up at his sister's snatch. A place of forbidden pleasure. Not quite so forbidden anymore, as it turned out.
Anya settled herself back on top of him, pressing his cock down, now with her pussy against his shaft, nothing between them at all. She rocked her hips, sliding around. She was so wet, and it spread quickly across his length so she could move with easy, sensual lubrication.
"You're so hard," she breathed.
"Because of you."
"Mmm. It is, isn't it?" Anya closed her eyes a moment. "I can feel you pulsing."
"You're so wet," Cade said.
"Because of you," Anya said, echoing his previous words.
She slid back and forth along his length, grinding on every inch of him. Not taking him inside, but doing everything short of that. Sex, but technically not.
"You know I'm gonna start wanting this kind of thing more," Cade said.
Anya giggled and pushed her hair back with one hand. "That's ok. I will too. Kinda works out."
"Kinda does."
"That's what's good about all this. It just kinda works."
"I thought it was loving each other. I thought that was the good part.
Anya smirked and leaned down, her hair cascading down in an unruly waterfall over Cade's face. She kissed him. Her lips met his, soft and sweet. He kissed back, just as tender and loving.
"Silly," she said. "I meant aside from that."
He grabbed her butt, digging his fingers in and taking a good grip. He didn't try to control her movements, though, he still just let her do what she was doing.
"Ah. Of course," he said.
Cade kissed Anya some more. She seemed in no hurry to straighten back up. It made the angle she was grinding him on a little more awkward, but it was more than worth the trade off. Cade wanted nothing more than to keep kissing her. Kissing his sister. In their private little cocoon of her hair draped around them.
Anya's slick pussy slid over his cock. Again and again. Eventually causing him to explode in a huge, pulsing mess.
Cade was pretty sure he'd mostly cummed on himself, but was pleased at how much stuck to Anya when she straightened up. He had the sudden insane urge to cum all over her, despite having just finished. He wasn't horny in that moment, just... intrigued by the idea of seeing more of his cum dripping from his sister. Possibly a little too intrigued by it.
"You're amazing," Cade murmured, running his hands up her thighs and under her shirt.
Anya giggled. "Tell me that when I didn't just make you cum."
"I will."
"Good."
She let him feel her up some, then languidly stretched out, half on top of him. Their mutual cum mess got smooshed between them. Neither really minded.
"I'm hungry," Anya mumbled as she nuzzled against him. "But I kinda just want to cuddle for a while."
Cade nodded. He held her to him. "Cuddling's good."
"Right?"
Cade smiled as he gently tousled her hair. "I love you, you know."
Anya smiled back shyly, then nuzzled hard to his shoulder, clutching possessively with her hand that was on top of him. Cade wasn't sure if it was her claiming him, or being claimed by him. Maybe it was the same thing, really.
****
Anya couldn't stop vibrating and humming with energy. She tried to go about a normal day, but every glance at Cade made her melt and go a little shaky.
She thought she'd been in love before. She hadn't, she realized. Or at least not like this.
She'd fallen hard. That much was clear. Harder than her trip to the ground out of the tree not so long ago. But the result was so much more pleasant.
Cade was feeling things too. It would have been devastating if he wasn't. Anya had known he was in a similar place to her anyway, but the way he sneaked glances right back at her was still reassuring.
Plus the way his hand would drift every time he got close. Just little touches. Not even groping necessarily, but just making contact. Often somewhere she left bare skin. Neck, shoulder, lower back...
Anya toyed with the notion of stripping naked and seeing where he'd target then, but it seemed a little too obvious for the current mood. She didn't want to cheapen what they had. Not that that's necessarily what would happen. Certainly her stunt with that skirt had worked out quite well.
And Cade did seem to like her pussy...
Anya climbed her favourite tree later on. She just needed to climb. To get off the ground.
She went as high as she dared. Near to the top. Somewhere she could wedge herself in halfway comfortably and just stare out at the view. It was pretty nice.
Anya clung there, relaxed but secure, and just let her mind drift. Her lips quirked into a smile every time she thought of Cade. Some slightly different reactions happened when she thought back to their sexy encounters. The increasing daring they'd shown.
Was she horny again already? To be fair, Cade had revved her back up that morning, just at a nice comfortable low buzz, but still. She wasn't starting from zero.
It was amazing what he did to her. The things she felt when she was properly in love. She was more and more solid on the idea. That love was, in fact, what was happening here.
In love with her brother. The idea that should have been nonsense only brought a wide, goofy smile to her face. Undignified, perhaps, but who the hell cared? It was all so good.
Anya's reverie was interrupted by a sound from below. She looked down and saw Cade scrambling onto a low branch.
"What ya doing?" she called.
"You've been up there a while," he called back.
"Yeah, so?"
"So I wanted to come up."
"What happened to not climbing trees in your old age?"
"I'm not that old."
"Your words. Not mine."
"Those were absolutely not my words," Cade grumbled.
Anya watched him in amusement as he struggled with very basic tree-climbing maneuvers.
"You know I'm not wearing a skirt today," she said. "There's no view to sneak."
"That's ok. I just... I dunno. Want to be close, I guess. I was trying to get some work done. It wasn't going well."
Anya's heart soared. That he'd say something like that so casually. She wasn't even sure he'd considered how the words might sound to her. That he just wanted to be close...
That he'd climb the tree just to reach her...
Well, he'd try anyway. He wasn't going to make it. Anya could already see that. His frame was bigger than hers for a start. That was a disadvantage. But he also didn't have her level of experience.
She watched him, let him get himself stuck, and just smiled adoringly all the while.
"Need some help?" she asked.
"No."
"You sure?"
"... maybe."
Anya laughed and easily scooted back down the tree to meet her brother. Cade shrugged ruefully, silently admitting that yes, in fact, he'd gotten himself a bit stuck. Or at least he didn't know how to get any higher up.
Anya didn't try to help with that. Instead she settled herself next to him, and together they stared out at their view above the ground.
"It's kind of nice up here," Cade said.
"Mmm. It is," Anya agreed.
"That why you're always up here?"
"Part of it, I guess."
They sat there for a while. Just being together. Enjoying the flow of the moment.
Anya got fidgety though. It was slow and snuck up on her, but she glanced sidelong at Cade more and more frequently until she had to say something.
"You kinda horny too?" she asked.
"Ha. Yeah. Kinda am."
"Cool. Wanna mess around?"
"Definitely."
Anya watched Cade clamber back down the tree with a mixture of amusement and tender love. He moved so awkwardly, but only because he wasn't in his element. The way he could move in bed, for instance...
While he wasn't paying attention, Anya shimmied out of her shorts and panties. Her panties were only just a little damp from her growing excitement. Possibly enough that Cade would notice.
She timed it to drop the pieces of clothing on his head just as he'd reached the ground. Cade looked up, confused, until he realized she was bottomless and headed down the tree toward him. His face then broke out into a wide, goofy grin.
"I could get used to this," Cade said.
"Used to what?" Anya asked innocently.
She dawdled the rest of the way down to give her brother more time to stare.
"This," Cade said emphatically as her leg came within reach. He slid his hand right up her thigh as she took another step down. Anya let herself be guided into a sitting position on a branch right about at face height for Cade.
"Hm, well it is kinda nice," Anya agreed in a soft purr.
Cade kissed his way up her inner thigh. Anya spread herself wide for him. He skipped over her pussy and kissed her opposite thigh instead. But he'd get there. She believed.
"It's only been twice, though," Anya pointed out. "Not necessarily something you can 'get used to'."
"It'll happen more," Cade said confidently.
"What makes you so sure?"
He smirked at her. "Are you serious?"
"Maybe you just caught me in the right mood these couple times."
"Nah. Don't think so. You know what you're about. And I think you really like me eating your pussy."
"I... maybe."
Anya's breath hitched as Cade dove in an kissed her almost directly on her clit. He kissed all around her pussy, then started on some small, soft licks.
God did she love it. He was so right about that. It might just be her favourite thing. Which didn't seem right, given how few times they'd done it so far, but it was just so good.
It was probably even better than her upside down stunt had been. She didn't have to concentrate on not falling. She could just lean back against another branch and relax. And Cade seemed to be having an easier time doing exactly what he wanted to do to her with his tongue.



But there had been a certain impish naughtiness to hanging upside down from her tree and giving her pussy to her brother. She'd definitely have to do it again sometime.
Aaannnd there she was already planning to do this more. So much for any defense that this wasn't going to be a regular thing. Not that she'd believed that even as she said it.
Anya put her legs right over Cade's shoulders and set a hand gently on his head. She held him loosely, but with a little extra security that she had him right where she wanted him. Face against her pussy. Just where her brother belonged.
Oh fuck. What was that thought? Where he belonged...
That really wasn't true and she knew it. But... it wasn't as untrue as it might have been. And maybe... fuck, maybe it was true, actually.
Anya's head spun trying to keep up with her thoughts and Cade's tongue dancing over her clit. It was too much. She didn't even know why she was rationalizing. She didn't need to. Everything was perfect just as it was. Thinking was only going to complicate matters.
****
Cade lapped happily at Anya's sweet pussy. This was the second time he'd eaten her out while she was on a tree branch. It was weird and probably not ideal for comfort, but it was just so uniquely Anya that it felt right. He couldn't imagine any other girl seducing him like that.
And there was no denying he was in deep now. Just the sight of Anya climbing toward him with no bottoms on had been enough to rev him up and get his heart thumping. Burying his face in her pretty snatch felt like a surrender to his desires in all the very best ways.
Anya. His Anya.
It was hopeless at this point. No denying it. He was falling hard for his sister. Was already gone, in fact. The sexy stuff was a confirmation of it, but not the cause. His desire was far more than just how good she tasted and how hard she made him. Though those were good things too.
He loved how she clung to him. How her thighs tightened around his head, how her fingers tangled in his hair. The soft moans and pants.
He made her cum, and it was a thing of pure beauty. His sister squirming in pleasure, threatening to fall right out of the tree. Moaning his name, even if only at a bare whisper.
Cade kissed Anya as she came down from her high. Kissed her right on the pussy. She seemed to like when he did that. He liked it too.
"I kinda love this," Cade said.
"Unf. Be hard not to."
"True."
Anya petted his head some as he kept tending to her pussy and the area around it with his gentle kisses.
"Cade?"
"Hm?"
"I really love you, you know."
"I do know."
"No but I mean... oh god. Like... for real though. Like kinda painfully, almost."
Cade frowned up at her. "In a bad way?"
"No. I mean, probably not. Just... it's maybe a little scary."
"It is, isn't it?"
"But it's so good."
"Mmhm."
Cade looked at her. Seeing his sister with the light shining down on her, framing her so angelically. Her eyes full of love for him, but with a hint of pleading to them. Something else needed.
"Anya... what if I took you to bed right now?"
"So early in the day?"
Cade kissed her inner thigh again. "For sex, Anya. What if we-"
"Oh thank fuck. I didn't want to ask."
"Why n-"
"Let's go," Anya said, pushing his head away. "Out of the way, I need to get down."
"Why didn't you want to ask?" Cade insisted.
Anya hopped lightly to the ground and fully ignored her discarded clothes. Her little pussy was all red and wet from arousal and its recent licking.
"Because the only thing worse than asking your brother for sex is if he says no," she said as though it was common knowledge.
"I don't think that's tr-"
Anya interrupted with a firm kiss and a quick, sneaky lick of his bottom lip where her own flavours resided.
"Remember when I rode your dick?" she asked quietly. "I can't believe I didn't do more than just grinding on it. Need to make up for that now."
Cade grinned crookedly. "Horny little thing all of a sudden."
"All of a sudden? Are you kidding? What do you think that was in the tree just now?"
"Um..."
"Dude, I can see your hardon. I'm not the only one here. Now are you coming or not?"
"Impatient too," Cade teased, though he hurried toward the house just after Anya, making sure he didn't get left behind.
"Not impatient. Just... excited."
"Ah. My mistake."
Cade caught up to Anya at the door and let his hand fall down to her bare butt, giving it a squeeze. Anya gave him a small noise of approval, but kept moving.
The pull he felt following after his sister was as effective as any leash ever could have been. He couldn't resist her. Didn't want to even try.
Anya went to her room. It didn't really matter which bedroom she chose. These days the demarcation was basically only to do with whose stuff occupied the room. Any other sense of ownership or privacy was largely left behind.
Anya crawling into her bed was an act of seduction both overt and subtle. The presentation of her ass and pussy as she strategically showed herself off was quite obvious. The less obvious part was in what it all meant. What it meant to both of them that they were doing this. That Anya was crawling into bed fully expecting Cade to follow, and what they intended had nothing to do with sleep.
Always before, sleep had been the reason. Or at least a pretext. That might be entirely behind them now. There was very little need anymore for false stories to themselves.
Cade pulled off some of his clothes while watching Anya settle herself. She took her sweet time, and once she stretched out her gaze was firmly fixed on Cade, with a small smile of one who isn't so innocent as she appears.
"Don't need those clothes," Anya purred.
She reached down and casually rubbed her pussy as though it was no big thing.
Cade kept stripping. He hadn't intended to take everything off before he hopped into bed, but the way Anya watched him made him want to keep going. To let her look. To feel her desire.
"What about your clothes?" Cade asked.
"Don't hardly have an on," Anya said.
"Sure. But you have some on."
"Too many for you?"
"I'd prefer you naked."
Anya bit her lip and rubbed her pussy a little faster. "Come take them off then," she said, her tone low and husky.
Cade groaned and nearly tripped himself getting his underwear off. He stalked toward Anya, naked and erect. Her eyes just got bigger the nearer he came.
"You're so hard," she whispered.
"That can't be new to you by now."
"No, but... it's different. You're usually right next to me already."
"Mmm. Well let me fix that then."
Cade slid in next to Anya, getting close and snuggly. She abandoned her pussy and reached for his erection instead. The movement was so smooth that Cade was caught fairly unprepared for her soft little hand wrapping around him.
"I like this part," Anya said.
"Jerking me off?"
"That too. Just holding you though." She looked at Cade seriously. "It was always for me, wasn't it? When you got hard next to me?"
Cade nodded. "Yeah. I think so. I didn't mean to. But... it happened."
Anya nodded. "Well I'm glad." Her hand slid slowly along his length. "Glad my brother kept popping boners for me," she said with a faint titter of amusement in her words.
"Just what every girl wants, I'm sure."
"Not every girl. No way. But me, sure."
Cade wanted to just lie back and let Anya stroke him. She was so good at it. He knew what to expect.
But there were other things he wanted too.
Cade slid his hands up Anya's sides, over her tantalizing skin. He pushed her shirt slowly up her body. She let him do it. Her eyes daring him to keep going.
The only sticking point came when Anya had to let go of Cade so her shirt could come over her arms. She was reluctant to release him at all, though she eventually did. Only for the sake of getting naked.
The two of them devolved into nervous giggling as they each groped at the other, sometimes at cross-purposes. They were both naked, and were already quite horny. They knew what they wanted, but it felt like such a momentous thing all of a sudden. It was so much more comfortable just to keep playing. Being sexy and silly.
"We don't have to do this right now," Cade said.
Anya's eyes flashed with sudden concern. "Why not?"
"Just saying we don't have to."
"I know. But I want it."
"Me too. Just... I'm kinda nervous about it. And you won't stay still."
"Why am I the one who has to stay still, huh?" Anya asked defiantly.
"You wanna be on top? I don't mind. Just... not what I assumed."
Anya had to think about it. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it gently, feeling his hardness and faint throbbing as she did.
"No. Not this time," she said after a moment. "You're right." She lay back, stretching her lithe, nude body out on the sheets. "Next time though."
"Thinking about next time already?" Cade asked, amused.
"Well it's only fair. If you're on top this time, I should get a turn too."
"I told you you could be on top if you wanted."
"Yes, very noble." Anya poked Cade's chest. "If you were clever you'd probably stop arguing right about now."
Cade looked down at Anya. Naked for him, totally exposed and vulnerable. Vulnerable more than just physically. Still an obvious hint of nerves in her expression. Anxious. Waiting.
"You're right," he said.
"Naturally."
Cade leaned down and kissed his sister. He couldn't get over how he was allowed to do that now, and how natural it felt. Anya's lips only tasted sweeter every time, and they were already learning each other's quirks so that making out flowed ever smoother.
Anya's fingers ran across his skin, mostly along his back as she gently guided him closer. When he got close enough, she switched one hand to his ass, and the other to his cock, becoming even more direct in her guidance.
"You're gonna be in me," she whispered.
"That's the intent."
"Cade?"
"Yeah?"
"Tell me you love me."
Cade grinned and kissed Anya's nose. He heard the vulnerability on her voice now too. It was a big moment, in some ways. In others it was, perhaps, inevitable sooner or later. Though that didn't stop it being important, he supposed.
"You know I love you," he said.
Anya nodded, smiling a little easier already. "I know. I just needed to hear it."
"You gonna say it back?"
She shook her head, her lips twitching into a hint of teasing. "I'm just gonna ask you to get inside me already, I think."
"Unf."
"I know, right?" Anya looked at him with big, falsely-innocent eyes. "I need to feel you in me now," she said, just a hint of pleading in her tone.
"Unfair."
"I know. It was meant to be."
Anya guided him with her hand. Cade followed willingly. Pressed against his sister's wet, waiting pussy. Her hand was hot around him. Still guiding him. Still urging him onward.
She opened for him. So smooth. Warm and wet and tight, but easy and comfortable too. As though this wasn't their very first time doing this. They knew each other. Knew each other's rhythm to some extent. That all helped. As did their excessive horniness, and just how ready they were for this moment.
"Anya..." Cade breathed.
She made a sound halfway between a moan and a squeal, smiling so wide up at him.
"I'm in you," Cade whispered.
"Yeah you are."
She still held him until Cade sank deep enough to force her hand out of the way. He buried himself fully inside his beloved sister, meeting her eyes nearly the whole time.
Cade tried some gentle thrusts, going so slow and soft at first. Anya moaned louder and gripped his butt. She urged him harder and deeper.
He kissed her then, full and intense. Anya was caught off guard by it, but responded to the gesture. They made out with wanton abandon as Cade thrust in and out of her and she wiggled her hips in encouragement.
"Cade?" Anya whispered between kisses.
"Yeah?"
"I love you."
"Unf."
More makeouts.
"Cade?"
"Hm?"
"I want you to cum in me."
"Fuuuccck, Anya."
"I do, though."
More kisses.
"I'm gonna," Cade said. "I'm gonna cum in you."
Anya nodded like it was a perfectly reasonable course of action. "Good," she said.
Cade pounded her harder. He fucked his sister's wet little pussy with all the love and sexual intent he felt for her. And the new goal of filling her up with cum. Which maybe would have happened anyway, but now that she'd insisted it was practically guaranteed.
"I love you," Cade said, absolutely meaning it.
Anya blushed and kissed him again. It seemed partly this time to avoid making eye contact for a second.
"Not fair to say that now," she said.
"You just said it, like, two minutes ago."
"That's different!"
"It's not."
"... say it again?"
Cade grinned. "I. Love. You."
Anya whimpered and this time buried her face against him. He wanted to kiss her more, but couldn't the way she was clutching him.
A moment later her nails dug into his back. Not painfully, really, but still a sharp contrast to everything else. Her small moans changed in intensity, and Cade felt a definite shiver from her.
"Are you cumming?"
Anya just made a small whining sound rather than answering.
She was definitely cumming. And Cade wasn't far behind, really. Anya had settled down again by then, and had even graced him with more kisses, but squealed in rather undignified fashion when she felt him explode inside her.
"You're cumming!"
"I am," Cade grunted.
"Mmm, yesss."
Anya wrapped her legs around him and held him tight, as though there was some chance he'd leave at an inopportune moment. All his cum went deep inside her, just like she wanted.
Cade stayed where he was for a long while afterward. He had no choice, short of fighting free of his sister's embrace. And that seemed like such a silly thing to do.
"That was probably the naughtiest thing I've ever done," Anya murmured after several minutes of decadent silence.
"Only probably?" Cade asked, giving her a soft kiss on the cheek.
"I've been trying to figure that out. I mean, ordinarily, yeah, fucking my brother would be tops. But... I don't know. Sex with someone you super love and trust and want to be with doesn't seem quite so naughty." Anya shrugged. "So I don't know where this lands."
Cade kissed her on her nose. "You're silly."
"Hey! It's a serious conundrum."
"I love you."
Anya went a cute pink. Cade was really getting to love her reactions just to being told something so simple. Though of course the emotion behind it was anything but simple.
****
Anya didn't put on much for clothing the rest of the day. She wore some panties as a concession to the brother-cum in her pussy, but otherwise wanted to revel in their relationship far more than she wanted to concede to modesty.
Cade's frequent glances at her kept her feeling all warm and tingly. They added nicely to the naughty feeling of carrying his cum around inside her.
He didn't dress up much more than she did. The two of them spent a hazy rest of the afternoon and evening in something barely more than an idyllic trance. Wandering somewhat aimlessly, curling up together at various intervals, and always appreciating each other visually, or with soft caresses as appropriate.
Anya sensed her brother getting increasingly horny through the rest of the day. He wasn't overly subtle about it. Always tenting his boxers, and getting more and more aggressive in his casual fondling of her.
He got to a point of taking any excuse at all to press up behind her and wrap his arms around her, giving her kisses from behind on her neck or shoulder, and sometimes nibbling on her ears. Usually he'd grind his erection on her ass quite firmly in the process. Occasionally he'd even get so bold as to rub her panties and check how wet they were.
All of which was fantastic. Anya was heavily turned on as well, and every little thing he did seemed to hit the right spot for her.
"My cum's still in you," Cade said at one point.
"Mmm. I'm aware."
"I really liked cumming in you."
"Heh, I know. You don't have to tell me."
He kissed her some more.
"I'm a little worried how natural this feels," he said.
Anya tensed. "Why?"
"Because what if we're wrong and really we're just super horny?"
"You know that's not it."
"Do I?"
"Yes," Anya said firmly. "You do."
"Oh. Good, then."
Anya rubbed her butt back against him. Not strictly the most helpful thing as far as resolving her brother's worries, but it felt nice and made her pussy tingly, and sometimes that was the main thing in life.
Still, though. Cade had to know this wasn't just horny problems, right?
"Are you actually worried about that?" Anya asked gently. "Or is this all just new and a little scary still?"
"... probably the second one. I mean, it's not scary. But it's new. It's like... I fucked my sister. I came in her."
Anya's toes curled and her heart leapt at those calmly delivered but sexually charged words. Words from her brother.
"You came in me," she echoed.
"Mmhm."
"You want to do it more, right?"
"Of course I do." Cade squeezed her tit from behind. Just giving it a good feel. "But that's horny me talking. I mean, at least partly."
"Mmm. At least partly. Horny you is a result of loving me, though."
"True. Very true."
"No one's ever made me as horny as you have," Anya stressed. "That's not just hormones."
"No, you're right. I know you are."
"Good."
"I still just really want to fuck some more."
"Ha ha, oh god. You are a horny thing, aren't you?"
"I thought that was clear by now."
Anya turned in her brother's arms and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck in return. She used the leverage to pull him in for a deep, firm kiss.
"I love you," she stated simply. "I love everything you do to me. Everything you make me feel. Yes this is all new, but I'm not worried about anything. You know why?"
"No."
"Because anything that happens, we'll be together for it, yeah? And that makes me feel safe and loved. I can't ask for more."
"... you make some compelling points."
"Plus I have my tits out."
"That too. It's a good argument technique."
"I'll keep that in mind."
Anya let Cade play with her boobies some more.
"Still worried about this?" she asked.
"Nah. Wasn't properly worried anyway. It was just like... why is this so easy? Relationships are always hard. And it should be harder with you. And it's not."
"You silly. We did all the hard parts already. We've known each other forever. Like... like people who've been friends since childhood and get together. Except better."
"Ah. Fair enough."
Anya slipped out of Cade's grasp and took one of his hands. She started walking, forcing him to follow along.
"Where we going?" he asked.
"To bed."
"Oh. It's kind of early."
"Not early for sex."
"Oh good. I was hoping you were gonna say that."
Anya snorted. "What else was I gonna say?"
"I dunno. I'm new to fucking my sister."
"Well get used to it."
Anya took Cade to her room. She got him out of the few clothes he was wearing and made him lie down on her bed. He was a little bemused by her instructions, but didn't seem to mind.
Particularly, he rather enjoyed lying back and watching as Anya slowly peeled her ruined panties down her legs. He absently stroked himself while she stripped off her only article of clothing.
"Well these are quite a mess," Anya said, examining her panties in her hands.
"Mmhm," Cade agreed.
"You're not even looking."
"I am."
"At my pussy. I'm talking about my underwear."
"Well who cares about that?"
Anya snickered and tossed the wet, sex-coated panties aside. "Good point."
Anya clambered nakedly on top of her brother. He reached for her and had his hands all over her before she'd even settled. She avoided his cock for the moment, though it was tempting to sit straight on it. She was wet enough to get away with that, if she wanted. In a sense, they'd been getting their foreplay in for hours already.



It was better if it came naturally. That was Anya's feeling. She started with kissing and rubbing against Cade, letting their naked bodies come together lovingly. He kept feeling her up so good, helping her get revved up like crazy.
Anya let her hips slowly wiggle ever closer to Cade's cock. Just teasingly. Occasionally brushing against him when she got close enough. It got harder and harder to hold back. Especially when Cade started whimpering so cutely at the fleeting contacts.
"You wanna be inside me again, huh?" Anya said.
"You know I do."
Anya squealed as Cade smacked her butt and pulled her closer. His cock pressed against her wet slit for a moment before she wiggled away.
"Ah ah! Be good," she said.
"How am I possibly supposed to do that?"
"I dunno."
Anya took Cade's arms and pinned them over his head. His eyes were all big and pleading. He even pouted at her, and it worked all too well. Anya was kind of melting anyway, but seeing her brother's need so evident made everything that much worse. Or better, really.
"I'm gonna ride you," Anya promised. "But no rushing me."
"Can I touch at least?"
"Yes. That you can do."
Anya pushed herself up on her knees, straddling Cade. His hands went right back to her upon release, running over her warm, aroused skin.
She found her brother's cock with her hand and pressed her pussy to it. Still just teasing mostly, but teasing herself as much as Cade. She wanted him in her. Oh god she wanted it.
"Don't make me beg," Cade said.
Anya smirked crookedly at him. "You want it bad, huh?"
"Mmhm."
Anya let her pussy part around the head of his cock. Just a little. Just enough for him to be technically inside.
Cade's eyes rolled back and his fingers tightened on her momentarily.
Anya studied her brother's face as she sank further down. Taking his cock in her. He filled her up so good. And he was so cutely helpless as she took him deep.
The way he looked at her was simply unfair. She was trying to focus on the pleasure of taking his cock. But having him stare back so affectionately, in such bliss, and to know what she was doing to him was a whole other thing. It split her attention, which was so limited in the moment.
"Don't look at me like that," Anya said.
"Why?"
"I'm trying to ride you."
"So do it."
"You're... you're making me all tingly."
"Isn't that a good thing?"
Cade ran his hands up her sides, angling toward her boobies. He was only driving her crazier. Probably intentionally, really.
"How am I supposed to concentrate?" Anya asked.
"Why do you need to concentrate?"
"Because... because."
"Oh. I see."
Anya growled low, put her hands on Cade's chest for balance, then started riding him the way she intended. More aggressively than planned, if anything.
She felt some immediate satisfaction at Cade's expression and the way his hands fell back down to her hips. Plus it just felt amazing to take her brother like that.
Anya kept going, getting a feel for the rhythm needed to keep Cade passive and docile beneath her, though she knew it wouldn't last forever. Already he was reaching for her again, getting handsy and distracting.
Still, she had control for the moment. Nearly full control, except for those wonderful, fluttery feelings she kept getting.
"You're so amazing," Cade said.
Anya felt herself flush. "Thanks."
"You feel so good."
Anya rocked her hips harder, really riding her brother. Giving him everything. "You too."
"You want me to cum in you again?"
"Mmm. Of course."
"Hehe, you're so horny," Cade teased.
"No you are."
Anya put a hand over Cade's mouth. He was still obviously grinning beneath it. When she was sure he wasn't going to say anything else, she pulled her hand away and kissed him instead.
She couldn't get over how nice it felt kissing her brother. Sex was amazing, but kissing him was a whole level of comfort and arousal that couldn't be beaten.
"I'm gonna make you cum in me," Anya said.
"I know."
"Then you're gonna cuddle me."
"Fair."
"And love me."
"Way ahead of you."
Anya rocked her hips harder, grinding on Cade's cock like the horniest of sisters. She was feeling the deep throb of pleasure that was a prelude to cumming. She was more focused on him, though. She wanted Cade to cum in her messy little pussy.
He apparently had very similar thoughts about her. Anya gasped as his thumb brushed over her clit, then pressed more assuredly as he found his target.
Cade rubbed her off while she coaxed him toward cumming. The two of them getting more and more frantic about making the other explode. Their naked bodies sheened with sweat, their breathing coming increasingly ragged.
Anya was lost in an in between world for a time. Wanting to cum, wanting to make Cade cum. Not quite at a point to do either.
But the moment broke. Of course it broke.
She came in a loud, freeing moan of deepest pleasure. Something close to a scream, perhaps. Her brother's cock and his thumb on her clit seemed connected, as though they were one. The sexual shivers and tingles running through her were a mixed maelstrom of happiness inside her, and when she came it hit her hard.
Even better, she felt Cade's cum inside her. His cock pulsing and exploding, painting her insides all naughty and creamy. More brother-cum for her little pussy.
"Thaaattt's it," Anya hissed.
Cade only groaned. He squeezed her butt while she wriggled around a last little bit on top of him.
Anya slipped off her perch and lay down half on top of Cade. She put a hand on his cummy penis and felt it soften. She didn't do more than that. Just held him.
He in turn put an arm around her and kissed her forehead as she lay atop him. They were warm in each other's embrace, and only just starting to really settle down.
It was a beautiful afterglow. Anya enjoyed it immensely. She listened to her brother's heart slowing down to normal, as her own did the same.
"I'm gonna get used to this," Anya purred softly.
"Yeah you are."
"Love you, you know."
"Mmm. Love you too."
****
The sibs slept peacefully together that night. Not as soundly as they usually did these days, but even when one awoke, they just smiled and watched the other snoozing, felt their gentle breathing, and were lulled back to dreamland themselves.
It was part of a pattern that continued to develop small intricacies, but was largely set in its overall direction. Anya and Cade had each other, the security and love their relationship provided, and plenty of fun sexy times to go with it.
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"Oh come on," Mercer complained. "Stop dealing me all the shitty cards."
Ella giggled. "Stop whining, dude. Those pants are coming off."
"Yeah yeah, I know."
Mercer continued to grumble as he stood and fumbled with his belt.
Reese and Lise, sitting around the coffee table with them, exchanged glances. All four of them sat on the floor around the low table, all in various states of increasing undress and intoxication.
"You know, Ella, you could take a little less joy in your brother losing hands," Lise said. "And his pants, more specifically."
Ella frowned, but only momentarily before her glee took hold again. "But it's funny!"
"It's making the game a bit weird, is all," Reese said.
"How so? It's just the rules."
"Just the roles," Mercer agreed. "Ok, I'm shuffling this time. You all suck at it."
Ella leaned over to Reese. "Why did we think it was a good idea playing strip poker with the twins?"
Reese considered the question. "Because we're all a bit drunk," he decided sagely.
"Ah, right. We don't make the best decisions when we're drunk, do we?"
"Not always, no."
Mercer dealt out the next hand, and eventually cheered when Ella was the one forced to lose her bra. Lise and Reese just exchanged another uncertain glance.
"Alright, alright," Ella said. "You get to see my tits. Happy?"
Mercer beamed. "You're gonna get naked before I am," he teased.
"Not likely," she shot back. "You've only got your underwear left."
"Sure. But I'm feeling lucky," Mercer declared. "Whose deal?"
Lise took the next deal, then much to her annoyance lost three hands in a row. She'd been feeling so confident, and was now down to just her panties, just like that.
Ella and Mercer were just as happy to cheer her stripping as they were each other, which made it all a little embarrassing to keep taking clothes off. But that was the point of the game, after all, and the attention was nice, in its own weird little way.
Ella and Reese each lost another round, bringing everyone down to one or two items remaining. It was a remarkably close game, really.
Mercer, however, did in fact lose all his clothes first, much to his twin's delight. Ella clapped happily as Mercer sighed and stood up.
"I have to stop letting you deal," Mercer said to Ella.
"Too late now. Off with 'em!"
Mercer nodded and dropped his boxers. Lise's eyes widened and Reese just shook his head. Ella only cackled gleefully.
"You're getting hard," Ella said. "I knew you were."
"Yeah, well, everyone getting naked'll do that," Mercer said, with much less self-consciousness than he should have felt under the circumstances.
"You wanna see me naaa-keddd," Ella sang.
"You wish."
"Would you two stop flirting already, please?" Reese asked as he scooped up the cards and downed another shot.
It was Reese and Lise's turn to giggle as the siblings turned and talked loudly over each other in their protests. The scene was even funnier as Mercer's erection kept growing while he stood there trying to make a point. He eventually realized and sat down again, though Ella gave him a meaningful, 'are you serious' kind of look.
"No way we're flirting," Mercer said definitively. "That's gross."
"Maybe stop checking out your sister's tits so much then," Lise said, sipping more daintily at her drink than Reese had.
"Oh whatever. It's fun to embarrass her is all."
"Uh huh."
"Wanna talk about embarrassment?" Ella demanded. "Fine. Next hand you lose you have to streak around the house."
"There's people out there!" Mercer said.
"Best not lose then, huh?"
"Or run fast," Reese added helpfully.
Mercer rolled his eyes, but dealt out another hand. Ella swore viciously when she lost this one.
"There go your panties," Mercer said smugly.
"Yeah yeah," Ella said. She downed her shot before standing up.
"Maybe you'll have to streak around the house instead."
"You better just watch yourself. I can think of worse things for you."
Ella hooked her thumbs in the sides of her panties. She had to peel them off her pussy somewhat, as there was a very noticeable damp spot on them. Which, naturally, Mercer teased her about.
"Making fun of me being hard, are you?" he said.
"Well you are," Ella said.
"Uh huh. How wet were those panties?"
"None of your business."
"Lemme see."
"No."
"Give 'em!"
Mercer tackled Ella, who shrieked and held her wet panties far away from him. She put her other hand in his face and tried to push him off, but it didn't work that well. It was a very uncoordinated tussle from both sides.
"Um, guys? Could you not nakedly wrestle please?" Lise asked tentatively.
"I mean, come on," Reese added, carefully pouring another shot for him and Lise both.
The twins didn't seem to even register the requests. Mercer was climbing further on top of his sister, who was still laughing and holding her panties away from him. She slowed him down with persistent jabs of her free hand, but he was making progress.
"Guys!" Lise said firmly.
Mercer and Ella both froze and turned toward their audience.
"You're being weird," Lise said.
The twins looked down at each other, at their lack of clothes, and Mercer slowly backed away from Ella.
"It's the booze," Ella mumbled.
"Drunked," Mercer agreed, just as quietly.
"Forgot about... naked."
"Hard to remember."
Ella cautiously smirked in Mercer's direction. "You were totally poking me though."
"I was not."
"Your cock was all over me, dude. You want-"
"Dealing another hand," Reese announced with loud desperation.
"Loser has to streak?" Mercer inquired.
"Definitely," Ella said.
Mercer swore up a storm when he lost the next hand. Ella couldn't possibly have been more joyous.
"Out you go," she said.
"I know."
"Outside. Naked. Run around for everyone to see."
"I got it, thanks."
Mercer headed toward the front door, naked and erect as he was. Ella was quick to jump up and follow. Lise and Reese came behind much more bemusedly.
Mercer took off as soon as he got out the door. The other three stood around after he was out of sight and waited.
"You know, we're pretty naked to be standing out here like this," Lise said thoughtfully.
"Enh. Mercer'll take all the attention," Ella said, apparently unconcerned with her total nudity, even out where passers by on the road could pretty easily see her.
As if to underscore her point, a shriek sounded from around the house, followed by laughter and cheering.
Mercer trotted back around shortly after, panting softly. He was still very hard, and his bouncing erection drew the eye as he approached. Ella's eye more so than anyone else's.
"The girls next door have some friends over tonight," Mercer said.
"You don't say," Ella said.
"Uh huh."
"Show off for them, did you?"
"Don't get jealous, El. I only ran past just like I am."
"As if I'd be jealous. Show yourself off to whoever you want."
"You made me, remember?"
"Whatever."
"Please stop being weird and flirty," Lise begged.
Once again, Ella and Mercer both started talking at the same time, insisting there was nothing weird at all.
"It's just the game," Ella said.
"Just going by the rules," Mercer said.
"He had to do the thing."
"She's being weird about those girls all seeing me go by."
"I am not!"
"You are!"
"Ok then, next one to lose has to go do a sexy dance for them."
"Done!"
"Err, wait though," Reese said. "I-"
"Oh shush, you still have the most clothes on of anyone," Ella said.
"Yeah, no, he's got a point though," Lise said. "I'm not brave enough for that either."
"Just Mercer and me then. That's what matters."
"Agreed," Mercer said.
Neither of the twins was next. Lise lost her panties and had to get naked for everyone. Her panties were also damp as she peeled them off, but no one made nearly so big a thing about it as Ella's. Reese got down to his boxers, but was the only one still clothed. Technically winning the game, one might say, except that Ella and Mercer were nowhere near done yet.
Ella, much to her evident dismay, was the first of the two of them to lose again.
"Hm, sexy dance time for the neighbours, looks like," Mercer said.
"Um... I don't think I can, actually," Ella said.
"What? You kidding me? You would have made me do it."
"It's different! They would have just enjoyed the show if you did it. Me... me they're gonna be all judgy about."
"I don't think that's totally true," Mercer said.
"Well it's what I think."
"We could just be done?" Reese suggested, knowing the offer wouldn't be taken even as he made it.
"No way!" Ella said. "I'm not a quitter. Just... I can't do that particular thing."
Mercer thought about it. "Ok. Still a sexy dance, but just here in this room?"
Ella nodded in relief. "That I can do."
"But it's gotta be a proper one. No ten second booty shake."
"No no, that's fair. Full song?"
"Full song."
"Deal."
Reese and Lise once again exchanged glances. Lise just shrugged, and Reese nodded. Nothing to be done about it, really.
Ella got a song playing and started swaying to it right away, while still facing away from the group. Even while only getting a feel for the rhythm, it was quite a captivating sight, what with her nudity and the way she swung her butt.
It only got hotter when she started dancing properly. She approached slowly, returning to the area where everyone else was still sitting. All eyes were on her, which she seemed to revel in, though Mercer's gaze was by far the most intent.
Ella smiled as she danced close to her brother. She danced for everyone at first, but more and more it became just about him. Like he'd paid for a dance at a strip club. Everything short of plopping herself down in his lap.
She swayed and shook in front of him. Being down on the floor, his face was at about crotch height anyway. Ella used that. She didn't seem to mind at all that Mercer's face was alternately directly across from her pussy or ass, depending on which way she turned. If anything, she seemed to be playing with just how close she could get without actually grinding on her brother's face.
Mercer was absolutely riveted. He stared at his twin sister's pretty little pussy. His head moved toward her at times before he remembered himself and jerked away again. His cock twitched and leaked precum like crazy.
When Ella turned around, Mercer reached for her ass as though he was hypnotized. Ella made a small sound of surprise as she felt his hand on her bum, but only reached back to lightly swat him away.
"Ah ah, no touching," she said in a low, throaty voice.
"Sorry," Mercer said, not sounding particularly apologetic.
Ella kept dancing, finishing out the whole song as agreed. Only when she turned off the music and realized everyone's attention was still firmly on her did Ella show the slightest hint of self-consciousness. She flushed a mild pink and ducked her head for a second as she sat herself back down.
"That was... a good dance," Lise said, breaking the silence.
"Thanks," Ella said, pushing her hair back as an excuse not to make eye contact.
"Really good," Mercer echoed faintly.
Reese squirmed and tried to adjust himself. His cock was making an obvious tent, and didn't appear at all comfortable.
"Kinda wish I was naked now too," Reese said.
Lise eyed him. "You can be. Just lose. It's easy. We've all done it."
"Not so easy when you're as good as I am," Reese said.
"Lucky and full of yourself, more like," Lise shot back.
Lise snatched the cards and dealt them out before Reese could.
It took a few more rounds for Reese to catch up to everyone else and lose the last of his clothing. He was pretty happy about it by then, being able to free his cock from its prison. Lise snickered at him about it, but eyed his throbbing erection in the process.
The forfeits in the meantime were fairly tame. Refilling everyone's shot glasses while naked. Trying to do a handstand while naked. Generally just being naked and having all the attention for a minute.
Given how drunk and horny everyone was, no one particularly minded. Lise and Reese called out Ella again for staring at her brother a little too closely though.
"I wish you guys would stop being weird about this," Ella grumbled.
"Us?" Reese said, wide-eyed. "Are you kidding? I keep expecting you to jump Mercer at any second."
"He's my bro-ther," Ella said simply, as though it were both an irrefutable fact, which it was, and would bring an end to the argument, which it didn't.
"So why you two keep eye-fucking then?" Lise asked.
"You're just being gross now," Mercer said. "Whose deal is it anyway?"
"Yeah, gross," Ella said. "Mercer's my bro-ther. Everyone's just drunk and weird and horny, that's all."
"Is that all?" Lise asked pointedly.
"I just said it was, didn't I?" Ella said. "Anyway, we just need to be a little less horny. So maybe next loser has to masturbate or something."
"In front of everyone?" Reese asked.
"Of course."
"... for how long?"
"A minute," Mercer interrupted.
"Not a minute," Ella complained. "That's not long enough."
"Gonna slow the game down if we have to sit and wait for someone to cum," Mercer said. "And then they might not want to play anymore anyway."
"Well how are we supposed to chill any if no one ever cums?"
"Not saying no one can cum. But maybe they gotta work for it."
"Hm, ok."
"I don't know," Reese said. "Maybe we-"
"Too late," Mercer said. "Dealing."
"Right. Fine."
Reese and Lise shrugged and finished their shots, pouring new ones.
"I gotta slow down a little," Lise murmured. "Don't wanna pass out here."
"Need enough to deal with these two though, huh," Reese said.
"Damn straight."
Lise was flustered to be the first to have to play with herself in front of everyone. Sometimes the cards just weren't kind.
Still, it was kind of a thrill, and she was a wet, horny little thing. Rubbing herself took some of the edge off.
Lise's eyes flicked between everyone watching her. Even the twins both stared firmly at her rather than at each other, as they were all too often wont to do.
"That's a minute," Reese declared.
Lise blinked and reluctantly pulled her hand away from her pussy. It felt like she'd only just started. Which, after a minute, she supposed was exactly correct.
"Already?" she asked, then blushed at how pitiful the question had been. She didn't want anyone to think she wanted to masturbate in front of them all. Though maybe it was too late to care about that sort of thing.
"Maybe you'll get to go again," Ella said, gathering the cards.
Lise did not get to go again. Ella was next to have to rub herself.
Ella didn't even hesitate. She saw the lay of the cards on the table, nodded once, then spread her legs. She even angled her body to make sure Mercer had a good look. And, naturally, he took advantage of the view.
Ella moaned softly as she fingered herself, rubbing her wet little slit and needy little clit. Mercer was enraptured the whole time. More so than he had been for Lise. No one called him out for it this time, though.
Just the same as Lise, Ella was disappointed to have time called on her. She sneaked an extra rub before pulling her hand away, then absently sucked her fingers clean before closing her legs again.
Mercer took his turn very similarly to his sister. He turned partly toward her before gripping himself and stroking his cock. Lise and Reese were too intent on watching everything to bother mentioning the obvious sibling eye-fucking that continued to happen in front of them.
"Better hope you don't cum right now," Ella said. "You'd probably get it on me."
Mercer groaned and kept stroking. "I can't cum on you. That really would be gross."
"Mmm," Ella agreed in what was very nearly a full moan. "Super gross. Cumming on your sis-ter."
Reese shook his head to clear it. "That's definitely time. And I mean... would asking you to stop even do anything?"
"Stop what?" Ella asked innocently.
"Talking about Mercer cumming on you."
"I told him not to," Ella explained patiently. "You're being a little weird tonight, Reese."
"Right. Of course. I'm the one being weird."
More minor masturbation sessions went around the table. Inevitably, things didn't stop there.
"Hey, don't take the cards again," Ella protested as Mercer scooped them up. "You've dealt the last two hands!"
"Yeah. So?"
"So your shuffling sucks. Let me."
"No."
"What do you mean no?"
"I got the cards first. I get to deal. Easy."
Ella launched herself at her brother, again causing a naked sibling scuffle as Lise and Reese called out from across the table to calm down.
"Guys, come on. You can't-
"Don't wrestle like that!"
"You're gonna-"
"Ooh-"
Ella ignored her housemates' concerns and kept trying to grab the cards out of Mercer's hand. He only laughed and kept stretching them farther away from her.
As Ella climbed across her brother, her boobs dragged in his face, and their naked bodies got rather inappropriately tangled.
"Give 'em!" Ella insisted.
"No," Mercer said.
"Yes!"
"No!"
They kept struggling together, breathing coming increasingly raggedly. Every movement from one brought more full-body contact. Sibling skin on skin, sliding around all nude and aroused.
They only stopped when Ella accidentally landed her pussy directly on Mercer's dangerously stiff cock. She froze instantly, then abruptly pulled away, her face bright red.
"Oops," she said softly.
Mercer sat back up, awkwardly holding the cards. "You, uh-"
"I know what I did!"
"See?" Lise said. "You have to be more careful."
"Well it's his stupid fault," Ella pouted.
"My fault?" Mercer said. "I was just about to hand the cards over. No way now."
"Oh you were not."
"Was too."
"You know what, you're going to lose the next hand, and you'll deserve it." Ella jabbed a finger toward Mercer for emphasis.
"Like hell."
"Even if he does, he'll just enjoy jerking himself off some more," Reese pointed out.
Ella's eyes narrowed. "True. Ok, when you lose, you have to rub me then."
Lise tilted her head. "Um..."
Mercer snorted. "Ha, fine. Well then when you lose, you have to do me. Which you're definitely going to lose, by the way."
Reese cleared his throat. "You know this is only going to make things wor-"
"Deal!" Ella said firmly. "Give me some cards already."
Reese helplessly held up his shot glass and made eye contact with Lise. Lise nodded and the two of them knocked back another set of shots.
The cards went out, the game was played, and Mercer lost.
"Oh fuck's sake!"
Ella laughed in his face. "Told ya!"
"That shouldn't have happened!"
"Well it did!" Ella turned to her brother, spread her legs just as wide as when she'd masturbated, and smiled sweetly at Mercer. "Ready when you are."
"Uh huh. Sure."
Mercer shifted a bit closer, still glaring at Ella. He reached down and cupped her pussy. Ella, despite trying her best to maintain a superior smirk, gasped and let her mouth drop wide open at the very first touch of his hand to her sensitive little snatch.
For his part, Mercer didn't let any annoyance he was feeling get in the way of his task. He had to play with his sister's pussy, and he did so with great dedication. He rubbed her nicely, as though there were no animosity at all between them. It didn't take long for his expression to change to one of awe, concentration, and enjoyment.
"Time," Reese said.
Neither sibling seemed to even hear him. He repeated it, then gave it up as a lost cause.
Mercer continued to play with Ella's pussy. She leaned back, keeping her legs wide, wide open. Her eyes were half closed, her lips parted in a soft pant, giving the occasional small moan.



Lise eventually beaned Mercer with the top off the bottle they were all drinking from. Mercer blinked and looked around, then retreated back to his spot.
"Was that a minute?" he asked.
"Well over, in fact," Lise said.
"Oh."
"It was nice though," Ella admitted.
"Yeah. We could all see that," Reese said with a roll of his eyes.
Lise gathered up the cards before either sibling could claim them. She ended up losing that hand, which made her question the wisdom of choosing to deal.
"Who you gonna play with?" Ella asked, carelessly swirling the last half of her shot around in its glass.
Lise looked at Ella, then Mercer, then finally at Reese who seemed like by far the safest choice. She arched an eyebrow. Reese bit his lip, nodded, and turned toward her.
Lise jerked Reese off for her allotted minute, giving the process much less single-mindedness than Mercer had shown for his sister. She quite enjoyed it though. It wasn't the first time she'd played with Reese in similar fashion, and she had to admit she quite liked having an excuse to do so again. Reese was equally happy with this particular result.
Then, of course, it was the twins being weird again. Somehow it didn't occur to either of them to just, like, play with Lise or Reese instead of each other. Ella lost and jerked Mercer off, tongue poking out the corner of her mouth in concentration as she moved her hand up and down his shaft. Mercer lost and fingered her right back, this time seeming to sneak his fingers inside her when he thought he could get away with it. Ella sure didn't stop him.
Both siblings took well over their alleged minute on every single turn. And it only kept getting more egregious.
"I think you're having too much fun with this," Ella said to Mercer, who was now fully finger banging her, along with rubbing her clit at the same time.
"I lost," he said. "I gotta do what I gotta do."
"Uh huh. Well maybe next time you have to lick me instead. How 'bout that?"
"You want me to lick your pussy? My sister's pussy?!"
"Ha, can't do it, can you?"
"Oh I totally could. You'd be the one freaking out about it."
Ella scoffed. "Whatever. Chicken."
"Am not! But when you lose, you're gonna have to... to..."
"What?" Ella asked. "Don't dare say it, do you?"
Mercer glared. "You have to suck my balls."
"Ah! You perv! Alright, you're on."
Lise and Reese watched as Ella dealt cards to herself and her brother, and subsequently lost.
"You think we should mention they didn't deal us in that time?" Reese asked softly.
"Nah," Lise said. "This is getting interesting."
"Interesting?"
"Ok, it was already that. Just... I dunno. It's pretty hot, actually."
"True. It is."
"And, like, we could just watch, you know?"
"Not like we're encouraging them. Not our fault."
"Exactly."
Lise slipped her hand to her pussy and rubbed her clit, even though she hadn't received a forfeit to do so. Reese emulated her and stroked his cock. The two of them relaxing, masturbating, and watching the twins get more and more out of control.
Ella had squirmed her face down low and between Mercer's legs. She sucked his balls into her mouth and lavished them with surprisingly tender affection. Mercer groaned as she suckled on him. His face was one of pure ecstasy, as though he'd forgotten that it was his sister latched on to his balls with her warm mouth and soft lips.
"Ok, my turn," Ella said, sitting back and wiping her mouth.
Mercer nodded and maneuvered between her legs. He stuck his tongue out and licked her pussy. Ella moaned and lay fully back on the floor, spreading her legs wide and giving him the best possible access she could.
"They didn't even draw cards that time," Reese hissed.
"I'm aware," Lise replied.
Lise moved her hand from her pussy to Reese's cock. Reese bemusedly let her play with him, then slipped his hand to her vacated pussy. They rubbed each other while watching Ella and Mercer get more incestuous by the minute.
Mercer lapped and sucked at Ella's pussy, making her coo in delight. At some arbitrary point he pulled away, and again presented his cock to his sister.
Ella dove onto him, licking and nuzzling at his cock without any instruction at all. Before long she took him in her mouth, giving her twin brother a full on blowjob. Since he'd just been eating her pussy, it only made sense, really.
Ella sucked and slobbered on Mercer's hard, precummy shaft until it was her turn to be licked again. This time Mercer experimented with sliding two fingers in her while paying oral attention mainly to her clit. She absolutely melted for him, even reaching out to caress his hair while he ate her, as though she'd forgotten entirely that it was her brother between her legs.
Inevitably, perhaps, Ella came on Mercer's tongue and fingers. She moaned loudly. Explosively even. She bucked and wiggled and held his face firmly to her pleasure-filled little pussy.
Lise stroked Reese hard and fast. She bit her lip and felt herself tingling as she watched Ella orgasm. Orgasming from her brother like that. Fuck it was hot.
Reese didn't quite know what to do. Lise was making him feel too good to concentrate properly on her. He felt it was a bit unfair that he needed to focus, and all she had to do was grip him firmly and keep stroking. Still, it was a pretty good deal. And the twins were keeping things super hot anyway.
"What are you gonna do, cum all over me now?" Ella asked loud enough that everyone could hear as she crawled back between Mercer's legs.
"Maybe. You just came pretty hard after all. And on your bro-ther's face and all."
"Shut up. That just happened. Not my fault."
"Uh huh. Well maybe it won't be my fault either."
Despite her words, Ella very clearly attacked Mercer with the intent of making him cum. She throated his cock with impressive skill, slobbering all over his shaft, and generally working him toward orgasm.
When Mercer came, it was all over Ella's face and tits. As though she'd intended it. Though the way she shrieked at the moment of taking her brother's cumshot suggested she'd merely timed things really badly. Or really well, depending on how one looked at it. It made a better show for their audience than if she'd just swallowed it all.
Either way, Ella pulled back after, fully streaked with cum over her face, neck, and boobies. She examined herself critically, the parts of her she could, poking and prodding at stray traces of cum.
"Well you made quite a mess just now," Ella said.
"Yeah," Mercer said happily. "I did."
"I'm all covered now. With your cum."
"Mmhm."
"What are Lise and Reese gonna think?"
As one, the twins turned to their housemates. Lise and Reese, however, were panting and coming down from orgasms of their own at that moment, and so didn't have anything particularly judgmental to say.
Ella and Mercer both just started giggling at the absurdity of the whole situation.
"Alright, you know what, we should go run around the house," Mercer said. "To cool off."
"Can't," Ella said. "I'm covered in your cum. As I believe I've mentioned."
"So? It's dark enough no one will see."
"You think?"
"Yep. Come on."
Ella took Mercer's hand and the two of them tore away, giggling maniacally as they went.
"There they go," Lise said.
"Yep," Reese agreed. "Thanks for the handjob just now. It was a good one."
"Same."
They waited and listened, and sure enough heard some shrieks and cheers from outside.
"The girls are still out," Reese said.
"Apparently so."
"Think they know those two are brother and sister?"
"Let's hope not. I don't want to have to field questions tomorrow about why they're running around naked together. Let alone if anyone spots all that cum on her."
"Fair."
Ella was first to dash back in and sit back in her spot, now out of breath and still laughing like crazy. Mercer was right behind her. He was already noticeably getting hard again, even after cumming so much on his sister.
"They totally noticed the cum, you jerk!" Ella said, though she was still laughing.
"Maybe it wasn't as dark out yet as I thought," Mercer admitted.
"Ugh. What are they gonna think of me?"
Mercer grinned. "That-"
"Don't answer that!"
"So... you two done then?" Reese asked hesitantly.
Ella turned and blinked slowly at him before comprehension dawned. "Oh, right, the game. Forgot about that. Sorry."
"It's ok. We can-"
But Ella was already turning back to the table and gathering cards. She shuffled a bit and dealt out another hand. It would have appeared she was taking things seriously, but her flushed, panting appearance and copious cum streaks made it hard to project any kind of gravitas.
"Loser has to make out with someone?" Mercer suggested.
Ella snorted. "Oh you wanna kiss now? You can kiss my ass more like."
"Harsh."
"You just showed me off to the whole world dripping in your cum!"
"Ok, like four or five people is not the whole world. And they probably didn't even notice the cum, really."
"They don't even really care that we're here, do they?" Reese whispered to Lise.
"I don't think so, no," Lise whispered back.
"How drunk do you think they are?"
"Don't know, but it's clearly past a tipping point. They just, like, only have eyes for each other."
"So I've noticed."
Reese technically lost, but as mentioned neither Ella or Mercer seemed to even realize they weren't the only ones playing. As such, when Mercer had a worse hand than Ella, she crowed triumphantly and turned around on hands and knees.
"Seriously?" Mercer asked.
"Told ya," Ella giggled. "Kiss. My. Ass."
Mercer shrugged and leaned in. He spread his sister's bum, then popped in and kissed her square on the butthole.
Ella's eyes widened, but then she pushed her ass back even closer to Mercer, dropping her upper body some to really present her bum to him.
Mercer kissed her butthole again, and again. Then pretense of kisses dropped and he stuck out his tongue to lick her.
Before long, Ella was moaning, face down on the floor with her ass wantonly in the air. Mercer licked and lapped at her, getting her bumhole all spitty, and essentially just eating his twin sister's ass.
"Should have seen this coming," Lise said.
"Yep." Reese tossed his cards back in the pile. "Wanna play a side game? Loser has to make out with the other?"
Lise gave him a look. "Kinda feels like the result is the same either way."
"Sure. But there's pride at stake. The principle of the thing."
"Ah, well as long as there's a principle."
Lise lost the hand and had to make out with Reese for a while. As she'd pointed out, it was essentially the same as him making out with her, but there was the principle of the thing, after all.
Ella, meanwhile, took her turn kissing Mercer's ass, and gradually just eating his butthole. The two swapped back and forth, getting sloppier and spittier with every pass on the other's asshole. The both of them had eyes shining with horniness again, as though their previous cums didn't count. This despite the evidence still all over Ella, who apparently hadn't considered just wiping herself off.
"Ok, that's it," Ella said. "I'm gonna get my strapon."
"What?" Mercer complained. "That's not right. We're only supposed to kiss!"
"You keep trying to stick a finger in my bum. I'm gonna stick something in you instead."
"I could do your butt."
"Ew. You're my brother. You can't fuck my butt."
"But-"
"Pegging's fine. It won't technically be me inside you."
Ella dashed off before Mercer could argue the point.
Lise and Reese were knocked out of their own personal world by the back and forth, however.
"Why does every game night end up like this?" Lise asked out loud.
"You mean with pegging?" Reese asked.
"I mean, not specifically that. But it does seem to cap things off way too often."
"I just wish those two wouldn't get so drunk they never remember this stuff the next day."
"I knooowww," Lise complained. "It's not fair that we have to remember that they always do this and, like, try and talk them out of it, but they just keep doing it."
"When they're drunk enough."
"Exactly."
"Like they want to do it anyway, but can't when they're sober."
"Well obviously. They're brother and sister! They shouldn't do it drunk either."
"I mean... they're twins though."
"So?"
"So I think it's a bit different with twins. There's that, like, special connection they have."
Lise giggled. "There's about to be a special connection, alright."
"Hehe, yeah."
"Wanna get out of here before Ella starts pounding Mercer's butt?"
"Kinda, yeah." Reese paused a moment. "We could go to my room. Maybe... maybe pretend you're my sister for a bit, if you want."
"Ah! More incest!"
"It's only pretend. It doesn't count."
"True." Lise chewed on it a moment. "I could put on a skirt and tight little top. Maybe some pigtails."
"Ooh. And no panties?"
"Ha, of course no panties, are you kidding?"
Reese kissed Lise. "Deal. Meet you in ten?"
"Maybe fifteen. Just be patient."
"Ok."
Lise and Reese tore off toward their respective rooms, all naked and horny and eager to escape the coming incest by delving into their own crucially pretend incest.
****
Mercer was just chilling on the couch when Ella returned carrying her strapon. She flounced into the room swinging her sex toy, much less cummy than when she left. She looked around, then pouted.
"Aw, they took off?" she said.
"Sure did," Mercer confirmed.
"Dang. Always right before we get to the good part."
Mercer snorted. "I don't know why you always think you're gonna get to fuck me in the butt. It's not happening."
"Well it might. A girl can dream."
Ella slipped onto the couch next to her brother. She still played with her strapon, fiddling with it in her hands.
"Keep dreaming, El."
Ella sighed. "Yeah. Maybe next time I should come back right away instead of leaving them time to escape. Shouldn't have taken time to clean up, I suppose."
"I halfway agree. You look so good all streaked with my cum."
"Ha, of course you'd think that."
"Did you wipe it off, or lick it up?"
Ella winked. "Wouldn't you like to know."
Mercer laughed softly. "Anyway, I think it all worked out better the way we did it." He grinned wide. "It was a really good one this time."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. The two of them were so drunk I don't think they even realized I was still right here listening. They just, like, made their little plans and ran off."
"Something good?"
"I'll say. Lise is getting changed into a 'little sister' outfit as we speak. Skirt and pigtails and everything."
"Ooh, nice. Lucky Reese."
"Mmhm."
The twins both took a moment to imagine the scene once Lise joined Reese in his room.
"They never seem to catch on that they're the ones doing all the drinking, do they?" Ella mused.
"Nope. It's kinda funny. I keep feeling like we're gonna blow it. But... I mean they're so damn into the incest fantasy once they let loose enough. I think maybe they don't even want to realize what's going on."
"Pity they have to be so drunk to give in."
"I know."
"I feel like we're taking advantage."
"Yeah, but it's not like we're making them drink or anything. And... shit, El, I just need to be able to not have to hide who we are sometimes."
Ella turned serious and nodded. "Oh I know. I'm right there with you." She dropped her strapon and swung herself around into Mercer's lap. "Drives me crazy not being able to be with you so much of the time," she said softly. "Not around our parents, friends, anyone we've lived with before..."
Mercer brushed Ella's lips with his thumb, just in case there was any lingering cum from earlier. There wasn't. She'd dealt with it one way or another.
He then kissed Ella, just softly, right on her cum-free, beautifully pouty lips. Ella kissed him right back as soon as he pulled away, unwilling to be done with the moment just yet. The second kiss lingered.
"You remember that first time?" Mercer asked. "When we actually did get too drunk and started making out?"
"Ha, yeah. And Lise and Reese both believed us when we said we didn't remember anything the next day."
"They must think we're hopeless alcoholics by now."
"Hehe, really though," Ella giggled. "Like how many times can we 'get drunk and not remember' before they clue in?"
"And they keep trying to stop us from doing something stupid again. Or at least they pretend to."
"If they didn't want to see us being all sexy together, they'd stop playing drinking games with us," Ella said firmly. "They're just in denial."
"Yeah. I feel kinda bad that they can't just admit it to themselves, really. They'd be such a cute couple. Especially with their little sibling roleplays they think we don't know about."
"Unf. I know. I want to see one of those sometime."
Mercer smiled and ran his hands up Ella's sides. He kissed her again, deeper this time, parting her lips with his tongue.
"Someday we'll all be able to do our own things without pretending," Mercer said wistfully. "Someday."
"Sure hope so." Ella put a hand on Mercer's cheek, then ran it up to tangle briefly in his hair. "I know I can't ever be with you in front of the whole world," she said quietly. "But some kind of relationship that wasn't just sneaking around all the time..."
Mercer took her hand and brought it to his mouth to kiss it. "I know, El. It's unfair. It really is. You're part of me. Always have been. And no one else understands."
Ella's eyes shone, going a bit teary. "I love it when you say that."
"It's true."
"I know. You're part of me, I'm part of you. Just how it is. Since we were born. I sometimes wonder if all twins feel that way, but... I don't think a lot of them probably do."
"Not the same way," Mercer said. "Can't possibly, or we'd have heard about more people like us by now."
Ella sighed. "Yeah. Just us against the world, huh?"
"Always has been."
Ella kissed her brother some more, fully making out with him on the couch. She got increasingly wiggly in his lap, to the point where her pussy made firmer and firmer contact with his cock. She gave in and just started grinding on him.
"I need you inside me," Ella said, meaning it absolutely.
"Good. Because I need to be inside you."
"My bro-ther."
"I love you, El. I need you."
"Unf. Jeez, just give me a sec."
"Take all the secs you want."
"Hehe, you goof."
Ella lifted herself on her knees, reaching down for Mercer's cock. Mercer took the opportunity to bury his face in her tits. Mostly nuzzling and kissing them, but also sucking on her nipple a bit as she was still positioning herself just so.
Ella lowered her hips, sliding down on Mercer's shaft. She was so damn wet from their evening's excessive foreplay. The foreplay they had to pretend was something else.
"I love you," Ella whispered, right into Mercer's ear.
"I love you," he said right back.
Mercer left Ella's boobies alone as she came back down to his lap. He found her lips again, kissing her with all the adoration he felt for her.
Ella took Mercer inside her, fully and completely. Nestling with her twin brother and becoming one as best they'd ever be able to. She pressed her forehead to his as though they could join minds as well.
"I want to feel what you feel," Ella said.
"You do. You know what I feel. Unless you mean you want to feel your pussy, because-"
"No, silly. You were right the first time."
Ella rocked her hips, grinding on Mercer's lap, now with him totally buried inside her. A sibling connection deeper than most would ever experience. But really only a physical expression of what they felt for each other every single day.
"You're perfect," Mercer said. "This is all so perfect."



"I know! This is how we belong. Stupid society."
"Mmhm. They wouldn't get it. No one would. They'd only see the sex. But it's not about that. Not really. It's just-"
"Sex is the closest we can get," Ella finished for him, smiling at the sentiment. "I know. We can't physically be one person. Doesn't work like that. Even though we always should have been."
"Unless... if we were only ever one person, we wouldn't have known what we had."
Ella sighed. "Yeah, true. Honestly, even if it was more peaceful, who am I kidding? I'd never give you up. Not for all the serenity in the world."
Mercer blushed faintly pink on his cheeks. "Same. I need you."
He kissed her again. A deceptively light and innocent gesture, given their continued joining and Ella's increasing aggression in riding his cock.
Mercer ran his hands over Ella. He felt up her ass and tits, as well as caressing her back, her sides, and her tummy. Just all over, absolutely everywhere, cherishing his sister.
Ella kissed Mercer harder and with increasing desperation the more he took liberties with her naked body. She moaned into his mouth as he played with her boobies, then growled low when he gripped her ass and teased her little butthole with his finger.
As Ella bounced frantically on his cock, Mercer finally slipped a hand down to her clit. He struggled to maintain his target as she wiggled around with such energy, but his efforts were much appreciated all the same.
Ella pulled back from Mercer's face, her chin shining from their sometimes sloppy kisses. She gazed at her beloved twin brother with such absolute adoration as to make him blush and try to kiss her some more because he just couldn't handle that level of smoldering affection.
"Cum in me," Ella begged, her panting interspersed with cute little whimpers. "Cum in meee."
Mercer groaned softly. She was close. He knew her well enough to know that. He was close too. And she knew he couldn't resist when she was all cute and pitiful about needing him to cum in her.
"I love you," Mercer said.
Ella smiled wide despite her wild eyes and heavy breathing. "I love you," she echoed right back.
"I'm gonna cum in you."
"Mmm, pleeeaaase."
Ella clutched tight to her brother as he shuddered and exploded inside her. She moaned happily as his cum flooded inside her little pussy.
Mercer made Ella cum too by continuing to rub her clit while filling her up. He tried to keep rubbing her, but she got too close, hugging him desperately as they experienced their twin, conjoined bliss.
A perfect moment enveloped the loving siblings. They clung to it and each other, taking joy and comfort in what they had together.
"You're sleeping with me tonight, right?" Mercer whispered afterward, still hugging Ella to him as they cooled down.
She nodded, resting her head on his shoulder. "Of course. Lise and Reese won't notice. They're super drunk."
"Yeah they are. I hate that that's the only time we can really be safe. Sneaking around all the time kinda sucks."
"I know." Ella sighed. "But don't talk about that now." She kissed Mercer just delicately on the lips. "I just want to have this time together."
He smiled at her in that special way that made her melt. "I'm all yours."
Ella smiled back, making Mercer all fluttery the way only she could. "All I've ever wanted," she purred.
****
Morning was a slightly miserable affair for Lise and Reese. The two of them groaned upon waking up and feeling the effects of too much booze the evening before. They were also a bit sheepish as they recalled what they'd gotten up to.
"It's the twins' fault," Reese grumbled. "They just keep doing this to us."
"Ugh, yeah," Lise complained. "I did the little sister thing again, didn't I?"
"Yep. Still got one of your pigtails in."
"What happened to the other one?"
"Don't know."
Lise rolled unhappily out of bed. "Well I gotta pee pretty bad anyway. And get some water."
"Yeah. I hear you."
"How wild do you think they got after we left?"
"I don't even want to think about it."
"Probably best not to." Lise hesitated. "Is it totally gross that I keep getting more into it though?"
"I mean..."
"Like I know we shouldn't encourage them or anything, but I know I won't be able to stop thinking about last night basically all week."
"Yeah, same probably," Reese admitted. "And... I maybe kinda really like when you do the little sister thing."
Lise grinned shyly. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. And... I kinda like you, maybe."
"Oh?"
"This is horrible timing, but do you wanna-"
"I do, actually. But I really need to pee."
"Oh, yeah, sure. Go do that."
****
Rather unfairly, Lise and Reese both privately thought, neither Ella or Mercer seemed to be suffering at all for their alcoholic sins of the day before. The twins were their usual, well-rested selves first thing in the morning. If anything, they seemed even more chipper than normal. Glowing a bit, even.
"This happens too, doesn't it?" Reese murmured. "They never get hangovers. They just... get happier."
"Don't even talk to me about it," Lise said. "It's so unfair. They're so damned contented."
"I mean, they were so drunk they fucked each other," Reese said. "Again. And yet... nothing."
"Not an ounce of shame either," Lise said. "You'd think they'd at least know they did something weird. Mercer at least should feel that pounding in his ass that his sister gave him."
"What you guys whispering about?" Ella asked cheerfully.
"Nothing!" Lise and Reese said at the same time.
They went right back to conspiring as soon as Ella's attention wandered.
"Talk about lack of shame," Reese hissed. "You see Ella's face light up every time she looks at her brother?"
"Hell yeah I do. Same with him when he looks at her. Like they're fucking in love or some shit. That's just the worst! I don't even feel that happy when I actually am in love with someone. And they don't even know!"
"But... they're in love though, huh?"
"I mean..."
"And neither knows it. Let alone what they get up to when they're drunk."
"... should we just tell them?" Lise asked hesitantly.
"Obviously not. Can you imagine? 'Hey, you two fuck every time you're drunk, and also probably are deeply in love but don't realize it. Yes we're aware you're twins and that's fucked up and weird, ok byyyeee.'"
"... well maybe don't say it like that."
"Ok, you both are definitely whispering about something," Ella said accusingly. "What's going on?"
Mercer stepped by and set a plate of breakfast in front of Lise and Reese both. "What's that?" he asked.
"Lise and Reese. They're whispering a lot," Ella said.
"Oh. What about?"
"That's what I'm trying to find out."
Mercer nodded and brought over plates of food for himself and Ella.
Awkward as they were feeling, and as hungover, neither Reese or Lise dug in particularly quickly. They were both hungry enough to do their best though.
"How much do you remember about last night?" Lise finally asked, under the twins' intense scrutiny. She picked at a piece of toast while waiting for an answer.
Mercer and Ella looked at each other.
"Nothing," Mercer said. "Why?"
"Nothing at all?" Reese asked.
"Well, we were drinking, I think," Mercer said slowly.
"Uh huh. So nothing other than that?" Lise asked.
"Why?" Ella asked. "What happened? You two hook up again? We don't care, you know. Personally, I think you should try dating."
"We might just," Lise said, eyeing Reese and blushing softly as he glanced back her way.
"Is that all you were worried about?" Ella asked.
"Yeah," Reese said quickly. "That was it."
"Ah."
They could all have just left it there, but Lise was getting mildly infuriated with Ella and Mercer and the cute eyes they kept making at each other all breakfast. She wasn't in much of a mood to start the conversation she was about to, but she couldn't help herself.
"You two get weird when you're drunk!" Lise finally blurted.
Mercer and Ella both froze. Mercer on the way to the sink with dishes, Ella wiping up a small spill on the floor. Ella slowly stood back up.
"What?" Ella said.
"She's right," Reese said. "You do. You get weird."
Ella took an involuntary step toward her brother without looking at him. "Weird how?"
"Like... flirty," Lise said. "Inappropriate. Sexual."
"I don't think so," Mercer said.
"It's true," Reese countered. "You two have a thing for each other. And somehow you haven't realized, so me and Lise gotta deal with it every time you two get drunk."
Ella blushed and looked down at her feet. "He's my bro-ther," she said.
"Yeah, we know," Reese said. "But like, you two are closer than any siblings I've ever known. And you're twins, even. I think maybe... I don't know. There's something there."
"And you know what?" Lise said. "You kinda might as well just think about it. We've seen what you get up to when you're all uninhibited and shit. It's gotta be a lot of work repressing it all."
Ella cautiously glanced at Mercer. He locked sidelong eyes with her.
"It's crazy, right?" Ella said.
"Totally," Mercer agreed. "You're my sis-ter."
"Exactly."
Mercer stepped closer to Ella, who turned to face him as he got beside her.
"But maybe it's not the craziest?" he said.
Ella's cheeks were bright pink. She bit her lip and only looked at her brother from a downturned angle, intent eyes focusing on him through her lashes.
"Mercer..."
Mercer slowly lifted his hand and set it ever so gently on Ella's flushed cheek. She tilted her head up to stare directly at him, his palm warm on her skin.
Ella's eyes were so big and hopeful. Shining impossibly bright as she stared at her twin brother.
"I think they're right," Mercer said softly. "I think I actually do maybe have feelings for you."
"Mercer!"
"Like, maybe inappropriate feelings."
Ella put her hand on top of Mercer's, holding it to her cheek. "We can't..."
"I know."
"It's... it's you. And me."
"It is."
"I love you. You know that. But-"
Mercer brushed his thumb across Ella's face, wiping a small, stray tear.
"I love you," he echoed.
"But how can..."
"I don't know..."
"But maybe..."
"Oh for fuck's sake!" Lise groaned. "Just kiss already!"
Ella turned her head away, now blushing furiously. As Mercer started to drop his hand, she turned right back and pressed her cheek back to his palm, firmly nuzzling against it. Her eyes locked onto Mercer's again.
Brother and sister both gazed at each other, eyes full and misty, full of restrained emotion breaking free.
Mercer arched an eyebrow. Ella nodded minutely, barely perceptible, but more than enough for her brother.
As one, the twins moved together. Ella's arms looped around Mercer's neck, pulling him close. His one hand stayed on her cheek while the other slipped around her waist.
Their lips met in a beautiful and tender moment. Ella and Mercer pulled away from each other after only a few seconds, but upon looking into each other's eyes, immediately kissed again.
Their second kiss lasted a long, long time. To the point Lise and Reese got kind of awkward and squirmy watching it go on and on.
Ella and Mercer only broke off again when they physically needed to breathe. A stray strand of spit connected their panting lips for a second before falling away. The twins had eyes only for each other by this point, and didn't seem aware they still had an audience.
Reese nudged Lise. "Hey, let's get out of here, huh?"
"What? Oh, right. Yeah." Lise slipped out of her seat as quietly as possible. "This is, uh..."
"I mean it needed to happen."
"Yeah. I just didn't think it would happen so... forcefully?"
"A lot of repressed feelings coming out."
"I guess. I feel like they knew on some level."
"Obviously on some level, sure. Now it's out there."
"Mmhm."
****
Ella waited an extra long moment before daring to flick her eyes over to where Lise and Reese and skedaddled. There was no visible sign of them. Ella sighed in relief and collapsed her head against Mercer's chest.
"Oh my god," she breathed.
"It happened," Mercer murmured, petting her hair reassuringly.
"I know. I feel... electric, I think. I'm vibrating."
"I can tell."
"They're really... they're gonna be ok with this?"
"Sure seems like it. And they think they pushed us into it, so that's something too."
"This is such a trip." Ella looked up at Mercer. "I kissed you in front of them. Without any pretend drunkenness or anything."
Mercer smiled. "Mmhm."
"It feels good."
"It really does."
Ella grinned shyly. "Wanna kiss me some more?"
"Do you really have to ask?"
Mercer kissed Ella. They broke into a full, heavy makeout session, right there in the kitchen with their housemates home. It was a freeing experience for them, and they took full advantage.
They made out for quite a long time. Every now and then Lise or Reese would peek back in and appear rather shocked that the twins were still at it. Eventually that shock turned to exasperation.
Neither Ella or Mercer cared that they'd been quite a long, sloppy time taking up the kitchen. For the first time they didn't have to hide or pretend, and it felt really good.
****
"I can't believe you two don't wanna play strip poker again," Lise grumbled.
Ella shrugged. "Just feel like it skipping it this time. Maybe next time."
She was way too comfortable where she was, was part of the problem. She and Mercer occupied the couch. They were both stretched out across it, Mercer behind her with his hand under her shirt and warm on her tummy. They'd been able to cuddle way more lately, and it was an addictive thing.
Mercer nodded. "I'm good where I am," he agreed.
"Well it's boring," Reese said, dealing out cards just for him and Lise.
"And here I thought you two wanted us to stop being weird," Ella said.
"I think you'll find that now you're weird even without drinking games," Lise said while examining her cards.
"What's weird about cuddling a little?" Mercer asked. "Perfectly normal thing."
"Not for siblings," Reese said.
"Don't see why. Feels really good being close to El."
"We're twins," Ella added. "Should have realized we needed to be so close a long time ago."
She and Mercer giggled to themselves, unable to hold straight faces. Lise and Reese rolled their eyes and shrugged. The twins were just gonna keep being weird. That was all there was to it.
Lise and Reese carried on by themselves anyway. Not even with nearly as much booze as usual. Clothes came off at a nice, steady pace.
Ella and Mercer, casually watching the stripping, fed on the energy a little. Mercer's hand moved from Ella's stomach to her boobs, sneakily feeling her up under her shirt. She cozied snugly into him and smiled to herself as his erection grew and pressed on her butt.
Lise and Reese seemed to be having fun on their own. They laughed as they got increasingly naked, then fully nude. And the forfeits they started taking once that happened didn't take as long as usual to get quite naughty.
Mercer's hand moved down into Ella's pants as Lise gave Reese an impromptu and somewhat awkward lap dance. Reese didn't seem at all bothered by Lise's lack of lap dancing skill. Her grinding her bare butt all over his lap was more than enough for him, it turned out.
"You should do that 'little sister' thing you do," Ella suggested, squirming happily as Mercer rubbed her pussy for her.
Lise rolled her eyes. "Of course you'd want that."
"Well you two seem to like it too."
"You're not supposed to know that!"
"Well you should be quieter then. I mean last night I was walking by and-"
Lise went red. "Shut up!"
"I mean, it was naughty," Ella said. "And that's coming from someone who genuinely has sex with her brother, so..."
"You never told me about hearing them last night," Mercer said.
"Oh, sorry. I think I just got distracted because you did that thing with your tongue and-"
"Listen," Lise insisted. "If you want to affect the game, you gotta play. That's just how it works."
Ella nodded. "That's fair. What ya think, Mercer?"
"I think I'm comfy right here."
"Mmhm. Me too. But I think I'm horny enough now that I really want to play."
Mercer kissed Ella's shoulder. "Ok."
Ella rolled off the couch and started pulling off clothes to catch up. She and Mercer were pretty efficient about it, and nakedly got dealt into the next hand.
The twins immediately went on a losing streak, much to Ella's consternation. She wanted to make Reese and Lise do stuff.
On the other hand, Reese and Lise were being all giggly and conspiratorial about thinking up things for Ella and Mercer to do, and weren't scared to get naughty with their forfeits.
Ella decided privately, while leaning back and 'enduring' Mercer sucking on her tits for a minute, that there really weren't any bad outcomes to this game.
Mercer absolutely agreed, though neither said it out loud. They didn't need to, really. It was altogether too much fun to have to fondle, lick, suck, and kiss each other in various ways at the whim of their friends, and not have to worry about what anyone thought.
It was, additionally, an excuse to try stuff they normally didn't. Like when Mercer had to spank Ella twenty times and her bum was all pink and warm after. He couldn't remember ever spanking her, even during previous drunk games. It was kind of fun.
Ella's eyes were wild and dangerous after. Mercer almost misinterpreted it as her not enjoying the spanks as much as he did, until he realized she was just horny and looking for 'revenge.' She spanked him right back when he lost next, taking it upon herself to decide for him.
Ella was particularly triumphant when Lise finally lost a hand. She pointed at Lise firmly. "You have to be Reese's little sister for the rest of the evening!"
"The whole evening?" Lise asked. "That's a lot. Usually it's like a few minutes of something at most."
Reese reached over and put a hand on hers before she could argue too much. "I mean, uh, I'd kinda like that too, though," he said quietly.
Lise blushed and looked down, then cautiously at Reese. "Yeah, me too," she admitted. "Ok. Give me a few minutes."
Lise dashed off, naked and horny.
Ella and Mercer decided to play a few hands together while they waited. Lise came back to the sight of the siblings sixty nining and trying to lick each other's buttholes, though the angle wasn't good and they were laughing more than they were accomplishing anything. The gradually went for a more traditional approach, Mercer licking Ella's sweet pussy, and her sucking her brother's hard, precummy cock.
Lise padded in, now wearing her classic pigtails, as well as one of Reese's shirts that just barely came down far enough to cover her pussy. She watched the twins for a moment, then sat down next to Reese and waited too see if either Ella or Mercer would notice her.
They didn't. They were too busy with their oral sibling affections to notice much of anything.
Lise reached under her shirt to play with her pussy. Reese noticed and started playing with himself too. They let the twins keep going for a while before Lise finally cleared her throat loudly.
Ella looked up blinking, startled to see there were other people still in the room. She reluctantly got off of her brother and composed herself a bit.
"Oops, went a bit long there, huh?" Ella said.
"Maybe a little," Reese said, though he clearly didn't mind too much.
Mercer sat up as well and swiped some of Ella's pussy juices from his chin. "Hey, you've got a shirt on," he accused Lise.
Lise nodded primly. "Horny little sisters can wear their brothers' shirts."
"Is that a thing?" Mercer asked.
"Of course. How do you not know?"
"He never had a little sister," Ella said. "We're twins."



"Pff. Same thing, basically," Lise said.
"No," Ella said, gazing deep into Mercer's eyes for a second. "I don't think it is."
Mercer blushed at the intensity of Ella's brief stare. "Nothing else on under the shirt though, right?" he asked.
"Of course not," Lise said with that same tone suggesting she was divulging well known facts. "Horny little sisters very rarely wear panties."
"... how do you possibly know this?" Mercer asked.
Lise hesitated and seemed to realize that she'd possibly been a little too self-assured. "Research?" she said in a small voice.
The twins stared at her, then smirked.
"You've been looking this stuff up, haven't you?" Ella said. "Incest porn and junk."
Lise covered her face with her hands. "Maybe," she mumbled.
"Naughty!"
"Mostly just like stories and things!" Lise insisted. "Porn vids just don't do it right."
"That's true, actually," Mercer admitted. "I could never really get into them that much."
Ella was grinning so wide. "You're sooo into this," she said to Lise. "This whole time."
"No! Not this whole time. Only since you two," Lise said. "All your fault. All of this. And you wouldn't even remember for such a long time what you were doing! So I... did research."
"You masturbated to pretend sibs doing it," Ella corrected.
"Well... whatever."
"Are we still playing or not?" Reese asked.
"Sure. Deal us again," Ella said. "Hope you get to do stuff to Lise. She's quite a horny little sister."
"Oh shush," Lise said. "Don't think I didn't see you stuffing your brother's cock down your throat just now."
Ella lost the next hand and was made to do a sexy dance for Mercer. She seemed quite content with the result.
Her dance was similar to the previous time she'd danced naked for him in front of everyone. This time with fewer inhibitions in the way. About halfway through the song she was fully grinding her pussy on his face, and only barely qualifying for actual dancing.
After that, Lise had to suck Reese's cock. The task was made much more interesting to watch by the way Lise played it up. She gave Reese some big, baleful eyes and acted all hesitant.
"I can't suck my bro-ther," Lise said in a small voice.
"Sure you can," Ella said, cozying herself up with Mercer to watch.
"But that's baaaddd."
"That's fun part," Mercer said, putting his arm around Ella and holding her comfortably.
Lise continued to be slow and hesitant about it, making absolutely delicious eye contact with Reese. Reese stroked her hair comfortingly as she got close, then gave her pigtail a gentle tug. The tug actually seemed to speed Lise up as she closed in on his cock.
It wasn't clear whether Lise realized her shirt was riding up as she lowered her face to her 'brother's' waiting erection. Her pussy and bum peeked out as she started sucking.
Lise's blowjob was a slow, loving affair. It lasted well beyond the minute long time she was meant to do it. That was pretty standard at this point. The poker forfeits were barely more than an excuse for being bad by now. More so than before, even.
Lise sat back afterward looking somewhat embarrassed. Probably more about her playacting than the sexual act itself. However, she continued to give Reese some sultry little sister eyes.
Mercer had to eat Ella's ass next, though with the stipulation that he not use his hands. The twins giggled as Mercer struggled to balance himself, as well as how he had to shove his face hard into Ella's bum to lick her, since he couldn't spread her ass cheeks at all. Ella didn't even help him out with that.
The real fun was Lise's next turn. She went off script a little, which no one minded once they realized what she was about. She sat on her knees, gazing intently at Reese, then opened her mouth and let her tongue stick out over her bottom lip. Reese caught on much faster than the siblings did, suggesting it wasn't the first time Lise and Reese had done this sort of thing.
Reese stood up pushed his cock into Lise's face, then grabbed hold of her pigtails. To Ella and Mercer's wide eyed entertainment, Reese proceeded to face fuck Lise, using her pigtails as handles. It seemed quite rough, with Lise gagging occasionally and drooling quite a lot, but she was also clearly enjoying it. Her hand was up under her shirt and rubbing her little pussy while getting her mouth and throat abused.
As the face fucking got harder and more urgent, Lise choked occasionally and was leaking spit down her front and quite a ridiculous rate. Neither gave up though, and Reese ended up cumming on Lise. He started in her mouth, then pulled back to streak her face with cum as well.
Lise sat still, though panting heavily, and made sure that she took every bit of the cumshot that was coming to her. She was a cummy, spitty mess afterward, but beamed at Reese so wide you could almost fail to notice all of that. Almost.
Lise masturbated more frantically in the aftermath, until Reese dropped down, pushed her over, and dove on her pussy with his mouth.
"Damn," Ella murmured. She and Mercer were still just sitting quiet. She stroked his cock for him while he fingered her pussy. "That seemed really fun. I want to try it."
"Don't see why we couldn't," Mercer said, just as intrigued.
"Yeah? Ok, cool." Ella stood up.
"Are you gonna go put pigtails in or-"
Mercer was interrupted as Ella took hold of his head and shoved her smooth, wet little pussy in his face. She rocked her hips, repeatedly pushing her pussy against him. Essentially fucking his face in a mirror to what Reese had done to Lise, except without any actual penetration.
Mercer rolled his eyes. "Oh ha... ha... that's a... funny one," he said in between Ella fully grinding her pussy over his mouth.
Ella giggled, finding it actually quite amusing. Though, as she kept doing it, Mercer got into it and did his best to lick her while she humped his face. Sometimes her pussy just slapped off his tongue again and again, but sometimes she'd leave it close enough to lick a bit.
Ella only lasted so long before she slowed down and let Mercer lick her properly, the way he was so damn good at. Her brother's tongue on her pussy and clit was an absolute joy, and she was such a horny little thing by this point.
Mercer made Ella cum. He savoured the process. The taste of her, the way she moaned and squirmed on his tongue. The way she softly said his name every now and then. Most of all he loved the moment of her cumming, and knowing the pleasure he'd brought to his beloved twin sister.
Ella gazed down at Mercer with sisterly adoration. "I need you inside me now," she said simply.
Mercer nodded and gave her an extra kiss on her pussy. "Lie down for me."
Ella nodded and lay down on the floor. She pulled her legs back and presented herself for her brother, offering her pussy as completely and wantonly as she could.
Mercer was on top of her almost before she'd finished positioning. He pressed against her, helping to pin her legs back. He kissed her firmly and deeply, sharing her sexy flavour that was all over his lips and tongue.
"I love you," Mercer said quietly, just for her.
Ella put a hand on his cheek, sending love through the soft touch. As they stared intimately at each other, Mercer slipped inside her pussy, connecting them physically in the way they craved and needed. Twins becoming one once again.
"Deeper," Ella begged.
"Alright. Just hold on a sec," Mercer said.
They both felt the familiar sense of peace and completeness as Mercer buried himself fully inside his sister. He pushed again, making sure it was as deep as he could go, then just stayed there for a moment. He and Ella kissed tenderly while they enjoyed the feeling.
Mercer slowly started fucking Ella, sliding in and out of her. He kissed her some more as he built up a rhythm, and felt up her boobies some too. She moaned at his caresses and tried to kiss him even deeper.
Lise and Reese watched the twins from their side of the room.
"I think they forgot we're here again," Reese whispered.
"Mmhm. Without even hardly any booze this time," Lise hissed back.
"Should we leave?"
"Are you kidding me? I'm watching. At least she's not pegging him this time."
"True. And... this is pretty damn hot."
"Mmhm."
Lise watched for another moment, then pushed Reese on his back. She lifted her shirt as she straddled him, making sure he could see her pussy as she lowered it to his cock.
Reese gazed at Lise with adoration that wasn't far off the looks the twins gave each other at times.
"God you're beautiful," he murmured.
Lise blushed even as she continued to take his cock inside her. "You like me being your sis-ter, huh?"
"It's nice."
"Mmhm."
Reese groaned as Lise engulfed his cock and gave her pussy a lovely squeeze. "You're quite a horny little sister."
Lise grinned and started riding Reese. "I know what my bro-ther needs."
Ella and Mercer were mostly oblivious to Lise and Reese for a while. All wrapped up in each other as they were. They eventually noticed how Lise was riding her 'big brother,' and glanced over from time to time, but still mostly focused on themselves.
Mercer pounded Ella's pussy while Lise rode Reese's cock. Sharing a room, glancing at each other, but mostly doing their own thing and enjoying what they each had.
Ella purred against Mercer's shoulder. "You're gonna cum in me, right?"
"Do I ever not?"
"Hehe, no. Just making sure though."
"You wanna do it in front of those two, don't you?"
"... maybe."
"You want to show off your bro-ther cumming in your pussy."
Ella gasped. "Well don't be lewd about it!"
"I think it's far too late to worry about that." Mercer kissed Ella softly. "I'm gonna cum in you," he promised.
Ella nodded happily and clutched him tighter. "Good."
Mercer panted as he kept fucking Ella, closer and more desperately with every moment. She whimpered and felt herself getting close right along with her brother. The two of them moaned as one as they tipped over and shared a twin orgasm, cumming together, Ella getting her pussy all messed again just the way she loved.
Mercer stayed inside Ella, but lay down on top of her, all cozy and nuzzling her boobies. She held him and petted his hair lovingly.
Lise and Reese were still going, but before long they too finished up and collapsed together.
"Did you get cummed in?" Ella asked.
Lise blinked and struggled to focus toward Ella. "I did," she admitted with a pretty blush.
"Nice, isn't it?"
"With a brother you mean?"
"Mmhm."
"Yeah. We're all kinda lucky like that, huh?"
Ella ruffled Mercer's hair. "We sure are."
****
More drinking games happened, of course. But they weren't nearly as needed as they were before. There was an understanding in the house. A shared acceptance between two couples. One pair of real siblings, the other pair only pretending.
The feelings in both cases were very real, however, as were frequent bouts of horniness. Those weren't going anywhere. Neither the sexy times, or the more subtle examples of love and tenderness.
Ella and Mercer felt extremely lucky. They could be themselves much more often than ever before. They could be together and love each other, the way they'd always needed.
They were more than twins. Always had been. Always would be.
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Aztra fidgeted even more than usual in class. Her tail twitched back and forth incessantly, despite her best efforts to keep still and not attract attention.
It was always about sex. Always.
Sure, being a succubus made that kind of mandatory, but Aztra couldn't help feeling like there were other things she could be learning. Some other topics of conversation, even.
Her friends didn't think so any more than the teachers did, though. Even her breaks weren't free from the subject. And it had only been getting worse.
"You know field trips are coming up next week," Dheni said with evident anticipation.
"Fuck yeah!" Erota agreed. She stretched in a way that showed off plentiful midriff due to her too-small top. "I'm gonna rock the whole seduction thing this time. Graduate early, hopefully."
"Pff, as if. You're so bad at sex. You remember last time you were in the human realm? You-"
"I remember."
"-were only supposed to suck that boy-"
"I said I remember!"
Dheni waited a moment as though she wasn't going to continue, then grinned and launched into it anyway. "Didn't he end up with a concussion?"
"Whatever," Erota said with a scornful sniff. "He panicked. I... made a poor decision."
"Yeah. Throwing him across the room could be called a poor decision."
"Ugh. One mistake. Jeez."
Dheni was still grinning as she turned to Aztra, who'd been doing her level best to be ignored.
"What about you, Az? You didn't do well last time either, as I recall."
Aztra squirmed and felt her tail start twitching again. She halfway wanted to reach back and grab it just to hold it still. But that would just look silly.
"It's gonna be mandatory, huh?" Aztra said gloomily.
"I mean... yeah," Dheni said. "But so what? It's gonna be so much fun. Getting out there with the mortals and all. They're gonna have to let us out of school eventually. Get to our real jobs."
"Yeah, but... you ever think maybe we could have jobs other than, like, sneaking into boys' rooms and sexually assaulting them while they sleep in order to steal their life essence?"
Dheni and Erota exchanged glances.
"Not this again," Erota sighed. "I swear. It's almost like you don't want to spend eternity taking advantage of random dudes for our own devious pleasure and sustenance."
"To be fair, I think we do anyone these days," Dheni said. "Not just dudes."
"Wait, really? Since when?"
"I dunno. Twenty years ago?"
"Huh. Always changing rules. How's a demoness supposed to know what's going on?" Erota clicked her long tongue thoughtfully. "That's pretty neat though. I always wondered if it was silly to discriminate like that. You sure they changed the rules?"
"It was in class," Aztra mumbled.
"What?"
"Dheni's right. We've gone over it in class. Basically anyone's fair game now."
Aztra's friends both stared at her. She'd been expecting it. Practically knew what they'd say, she just wasn't totally sure which of them would speak first.
"The fuck you doing paying attention in class?" Erota asked.
Aztra rolled her eyes. "I mean, every now and then I feel like maybe I should. I don't know why I bother, really."
"Me either," Dheni said. "I mean, there's so many more fun things to be doing."
"Texting," Erota supplied helpfully.
"Cheating."
"Masturbating."
"Sexy daydreaming."
"Sexy daydreaming and masturbating."
"So lots of things," Dheni said.
"Yeah, I know," Aztra said. "Just... you ever think maybe if we paid attention sometimes, school could have been over in like a year or two, instead of decades?'
"Well... ok, that's kind of a good point," Dheni admitted. "Would have gotten us to our jobs faster. Sweet, sweet balls to drain."
"Or pussies," Erota reminded her.
"Sure."
"Hey, does that mean butt play is on the table too?"
"Always has been," Aztra said. "It's just fallen out of favour somewhat 'cause it doesn't leave people feeling guilty and sinful the way it used to. You know they eat each other's butts basically all the time now?"
"What!" Erota said. "They can't! That's our thing!"
"Yeah," Dheni said. "My great-grandma basically invented eating ass."
"Good thing I never listen in class," Erota grumbled. "Probably it'd just piss me off."
"Humans are messed up. Pffuh."
There was a brief, thoughtful pause before Erota spoke again. "You two wanna skip our next lesson and go do weird butt stuff?"
"Fuck yeah I do!" Dheni said. "Az?"
"Nah, you two go ahead," Aztra said. "I'm gonna go to class, I think."
"Suit yourself, weirdo," Dheni said. "I'll take some pictures and send them to you later."
Aztra winced. Her phone was already painfully full of sexual exploits. None of them even hers. Nor asked for.
"Sure," she said. "You do that."
****
"What's up with you today?" Katrin asked.
Aztra blinked and looked up at her sister. She'd been zoned out, she realized.
"Nothing."
"Well it's definitely something."
Aztra sighed and nodded. "Yeah. Field trips to the human world coming up again."
Katrin grinned. "Oh yeah." Her smile turned to frowning confusion. "But those are fun."
"You know they aren't for me."
Katrin nodded and sat beside her little sister, putting an arm around her. Katrin, as was the fashion, wore an outfit that was indecent at best. Short shorts and a crop top.
Aztra didn't have much choice in outfits, really. Only so many to choose from. She was used to being teased for the relative modesty of her wardrobe though.
"Hey, just nerves, yeah?" Katrin said. "You're still young. You just need some experience."
"I... don't know that that's true. I just think maybe... what if there are other options, you know?"
Katrin frowned again. "Like what?"
"I don't know. That's part of the problem."
Katrin sighed and just kept holding Aztra.
Her sister was the only family Aztra had most of the time. Their parents, being demons and all, weren't the most consistently familial. They usually showed up at least once a decade for some family time, but Katrin was mostly who Aztra had in her life.
Which was good, really. Katrin didn't understand her any better than anyone else, but she tried, and Aztra could always feel the love.
"I was nervous too, back in the day," Katrin said.
"I don't believe that."
"It's true. I mean, it didn't last long, don't get me wrong. Once I got a taste for it... I mean damn, Az. The rush you get off of stealing mortal sexual energies, so fucking good. You don't even know." Katrin grinned toothily. "It's even better now. We don't just have to go after boys. Some of these girls out there, fuuuccck they taste good. And don't even get me started on the cute-as-fuck nonbinaries. Unf."
Aztra, having relaxed in her sister's comforting embrace, tensed up again. "But I don't want to steal sexual energies!"
"Pff. You say that now. But I mean, it's what we're made for."
"Says who?"
"I mean... everyone."
"Right." Aztra sighed. "You're right. It is literally everyone, huh."
"Mmhm. Tell you what, why don't we sneak on over to the human world tonight?"
"Um..."
"Get a head start. No pressure. Just the two of us. You'll have hours to play with. Lots of time."
"I don't think that's the-"
"Or hey, you can just study some. You like studying, right?"
Aztra blushed, which on her already reddish skin would hardly show up. "Kinda."
"Great. So just study. Get some... data or something. Take some notes. Whatever it is you studying types do."
"Gee, so supportive."
"Hey, I'm your sister. I still have to pick on you some."
"I guess."
"But dammit, Az, I love you and I'm gonna help you, whatever it takes."
Aztra hesitated. "And if I never want to be a nighttime seductress?"
Katrin had to consider. "You know what, yeah. I need you to at least give it a real try, but if you want to do something else... which I don't know what... but yeah. I'll support your choices, ok?"
Aztra smiled and nodded. It wasn't perfect, but she was glad she could still trust Katrin to love her and believe in her, even if she was taking the radical view that maybe she didn't want a career of engaging in consensually questionable sex every night.
****
"Alright, this is the place."
Aztra stared up at the tall building in front of them. "What, here?"
"Yep."
"Isn't this one of those places where lots and lots of people live?"
"An apartment building. Yeah."
Aztra frowned. "So... which one?"
"Whichever one you like. You've got a whole selection to choose from."
"But... there's loads of these buildings around. There's another one right behind us."
"Sure. So choose that one then. Up to you."
"Kat, I know you. Why did you choose here?"
Katrin grinned shamelessly. "There's this super fun couple on the third floor. I'ma go hang with them while you're doing your thing."
"Ah. Of course. It's always sex."
"Yeah, sis. That'd be our nature."
Aztra sighed. "I might hate our nature."
"Sure. Can't blame that one on me, though."
"Watch me."
They stood in silence a moment. A chill breeze drifted past, which wasn't a problem in their not-very-warm outfits the way it might have been for humans, but it was still not the most comfortable.
"Guess I should get this over with," Aztra said.
"That's the spirit. Just yell if you need backup."
"... will you hear if do?"
"Maybe."
"And be able to find me?"
"Hey, I'd burn this whole place down if I had to. You know that, right?"
Aztra smiled. Katrin was joking, but also... she probably actually would, if it came to it. Whatever Katrin's faults, she was the best big sis Aztra could have asked for. Minus perhaps a little more understanding of who Aztra was as a demon.
Aztra shrugged and started climbing the wall. This part of her schooling had been some of the most fun. Learning to navigate human architecture. There was some actual skill to it, if one didn't rely on tricks or teleporting. Which, to be fair, most of them did sooner or later.
But flexing her claws, finding purchase, actually doing something with the deceptively strong muscles she possessed, Aztra quite enjoyed these things.
She scaled fairly quickly, partly because focusing on climbing was a distraction from having to pick a window to slip into at some point. Also just for the sheer joy of the climb.
Then, abruptly, disaster. Or success, maybe, depending on how one looked at it. Aztra had to stop climbing as she came face to face with a human leaning out his window.
The two of them faced each other. The human was bewildered, as well he might be. Aztra was scared that now she'd have to actually act somehow.
"Who..." the boy started hesitantly. Then, "What..."
"Shit," said Aztra.
"Are you real?"
"In a manner of speaking, sure. Why aren't you asleep? Humans are supposed to be asleep at this hour."
The boy scratched his head. "I feel like maybe I am asleep."
"I can assure you, you aren't."
Aztra looked down. Katrin had vanished from sight already. Off visiting her friends. Whatever room that was. No help to be had there. Aztra wasn't about to start screaming her head off just yet. It would just be embarrassing. Loving sister or not, Katrin would tease her ferociously for panicking at first contact.
"Can I come in?" Aztra asked.
"Oh. Su- wait, no. No I shouldn't invite you in, right? Shit. Or does that matter?"
"... do you think I'm a vampire?"
"... are you?"
"Ugh."
Aztra pushed the boy's face, giving him a good shove back inside his apartment. She glided lithely in the window in the space she'd made for herself.
"I mean, what do you even think vampires look like?" Aztra complained.
"Well... to be fair, I didn't think they were real."
"That makes it better?"
"I dunno. Under the circumstances, the long shot seemed appropriate." The boy hesitated. "You're... not natural."
"The fuck you say?"
He cringed back. "I mean, well, look at you."
Aztra crossed her arms. "What about me?"
"... you're red. You've got a tail. And... and claws on your fingers. And... yeah, on your toes."
"And that makes me not natural?"
"It makes you not human."
"That," Aztra said firmly, "is a different matter entirely. Obviously I'm not human."
"Well... yeah. That's all I was saying."
Aztra sniffed and padded around the room. His bedroom, it seemed. On the messy side, perhaps. But then she didn't really know how to judge human cleanliness.
"Do you have a name?" the boy asked.
"You first."
"Uh... I don't know if I should say."
"Then why should I?"
"I can't use your name against you. Maybe you can-"
Aztra sighed and put a hand to her face. "What manner of creature are you confusing me with this time?"
"... witches maybe? Not totally sure."
"I see. While I'm going to call you... Brittany."
"That's a girl's name."
"Yes. Now we're both being needlessly offensive, aren't we?"
Not-Brittany sat on his bed. "Fair enough. I mean, it's very late, and you climbed up a wall like it was nothing to sneak into my room. I'm a little on edge, ok? I'm... sorry."
Aztra loosened. "I didn't mean to come here specifically. But... thank you."
"Then why did you come here?"
"I dunno. You'd seen me already, I guess."
"Oh."
"I'm just supposed to... you know. Sneak in to someone's room. Do some inappropriate things and sneak away with delicious sexual energies and life essences."
"... like a succubus?" Not-Brittany asked, cringing slightly even as he hesitantly guessed.
"Correct."
"Phew. Got it in three. I'm Finan, if you care."
Aztra nodded. "Aztra."
Finan smiled cautiously. "You want to sit?"
"Sure."
Aztra selected a wheeled chair opposite Finan. She settled, finding it comfortable enough, but then frowned at the way he was looking at her.
"You don't have to stare like that," she said.
"Sorry." Finan jerked his gaze away. "Just... your outfit. Quite revealing."
Aztra crossed her arms again, this time for some coverage. "Yes. It's a problem. You should see what my friends wear."
Finan swallowed and seemed to hold himself back from making a comment. Probably wisest.
"I don't have that much of a choice, honestly," Aztra said. "Booty shorts and crop tops are actually some of the most sensible options available."
"Really?"
"Mmhm."
"Couldn't you just... get some human clothes? They'd fit, right? Except for your tail, maybe. And... wait, do you have wings?"
"... do you see wings?"
"No. Silly question, huh."
Aztra sighed. "No, I'll let you have that one. I'll probably learn to grow them at will some day. I'm young yet for a lot of demon tricks."
"Like, what, twenty? You look about twenty."
Aztra snorted. "Twenty? What, do you think I'm a baby? I just turned a hundred and eighty. Hence getting kicked into the adult world soon."
"... you know human life spans are-"
"Short. Right. I forgot. In that sense, I guess you're not super far off. Kinda."
Aztra looked around the room again. It was kind of fascinating in its disorder. So many things she couldn't initially see a purpose to. And so many enticing looking clothes just strewn about that seemed like they'd cover skin way better than anything she owned. Finan might be on to something with his idea for just taking some human stuff.
Then again, the problem was less about acquisition than it was about not being teased for being a prude. Why did so much of her life come down to that?
Finan was awfully fidgety too, Aztra noticed. Maybe that was fair. He had a stranger in his room.
"So, uh, are you gonna try to have sex with me?" he asked eventually.
Oh right. That.
"Probably not," Aztra said.
"Oh."
"You're disappointed, aren't you?" Aztra tried not to sigh in disgust. Always sex.
"I mean, more confused than anything. I thought you were here for... succubus things. Sex. You know. Life essences."
"Not feeling it."
"Oh. Because... I'm not your type or something?"
"Nothing to do with you. Get over yourself. I'm just here 'cause my sister made me. Didn't want to be. She's trying to help, but... grrr. Just wish everyone would stop trying to help. I just don't want to do some stuff. That should be fine, shouldn't it?"
Surprisingly, Finan nodded immediately. "Well yeah. Totally. If you don't want to, then don't. Obviously."
Aztra stared a moment. "Obviously," she repeated faintly.
"You, uh, want to do something else then? As long as you're here? I wasn't sleeping well anyway, and I can't imagine it'll go any better now."
Aztra let herself unfurl. Finan was still sneaking peeks at her cleavage, but she didn't mind really. She had fantastic boobs and everything.
He was fine with not having sex. That was the important thing.
"What do you want to do?" Aztra asked.
"Uh... video games maybe?"
"You have those?"
"Yeah."
"Neat. They're hard to get where I live."
"Really?"
"Yep. Unless they're sexual. Just not a market for much else."
"Oh," Finan scratched his head. "Well... any idea what you'd want to try."
"Nope. Pick me something good for beginners."
"Hm. Well... I mean Mario is a classic. And there's some that are multiplayer now. I'd have to borrow a console from one of my roommates though."
"Will they mind?"
"Not at all. Just I have to sneak around the apartment for a minute if you're good here."
Aztra nodded. "Sure. I can chill."
She probably had a time limit of sorts. Katrin would come looking for her eventually. But probably not for a while. She'd be busy doing all her fucking and kissing and eating butt and whatever for a while. And even once she was finished, she probably wouldn't mind if Aztra wasn't yet. Probably be proud of her until she realized no sexy times had happened.
Aztra continued to snoop about the room while Finan was gone. Once he came back, she watched with interest as he plugged the borrowed console into his tv.
"It's ready to go?" she asked.
"Almost. Here, you take this controller."
Aztra nodded and took a seat on the floor facing the tv, with her back to Finan's bed. She waited impatiently to see what was going to happen. She'd played games before, but never for very long, and didn't have much general experience.
"Alright, you can pick a character now," Finan said. "There's Peach, if you want. Or-"
"There's a mushroom!"
"Yes, To-"
"Why is there a mushroom? Ha ha, I'm gonna be him."
"Uh... sure. Valid choice. Now we can start."
Finan did his best to explain the game to Aztra. She only heard some of it. The basics of movement came easy enough, but goals beyond that were slightly beyond her initially.
"Ha! He fell down the hole."
"Well... yes. You have to jump over it."
"Wait wait wait. Ha! He fell down again. What an idiot!"
Finan tilted his head. "You know he can only do what you control him to do."
Aztra sobered up slightly. Toad stayed still on the screen as she reflected.
"So he's even less in control of his life than I am," she mused.
"That's... one way to look at it."
"Sorry little buddy," Aztra said. "I'll be more careful from now- oh hey fuck! That thing just killed my guy. Why did it kill my guy? Rude!"
"You really haven't played many games, have you?"
"Well it's rude is all. Hmph."
****
Aztra lost track of time. At some point she realized she was playing alone, and when she looked over at Finan he was asleep.
Katrin hadn't come for her yet, oddly enough, but it was still probably time to go. Aztra left everything right where it was, including Finan, and clambered back out the window. She scooted her way down to the ground where her sister was waiting.
"There you are!" Katrin grinned. "And you were saying you weren't..." She stopped and sniffed. "Wait, you didn't have sex at all, did you? You smell like you didn't."



"Well I told you I didn't want to."
"You did." Katrin glanced up the side of the building. "What were you doing this whole time?"
Aztra shuffled her feet. "Playing Mario," she mumbled.
"For real?"
"Yeah."
"Wow. Ok." Katrin turned around.
"Are you mad?" Aztra asked.
"Nah, Az. If that's what you wanted to do... I don't know. I don't understand it, but I can't live your life for you."
Aztra smiled cautiously, even as Katrin worked on transporting them back to their home. "I appreciate that."
"Yeah, well, I mean you've been saying it long enough. Just baffles me is all."
"I know. I have that effect."
****
"Wait, so your sister sneaked you into the human world so you could have sex with basically any of them you wanted," Erota said slowly.
"And then you didn't?" Dheni finished for her.
Aztra sighed. She had no idea why she'd thought telling them was a good idea. "That's the sum of it."
Her friends exchanged glances.
"You're really serious, aren't you?" Dheni said.
"I am," Aztra confirmed.
"What are you going to do when we get our field trips soon?" Erota asked. "You won't be able to pass the final assignment if you don't have sex with someone."
Aztra shrugged. "I haven't known you to pass anything in years."
Erota nodded proudly. "Sure. But this is actually important. What if they don't give you your dimensional privileges? Then what?"
"I dunno. Steal a pass, I guess? If I need to travel. I might not even need to. Although, this guy I met last night, he might be worth visiting again."
"Cute was he?" Dheni asked, carelessly filing her extended claws into sharper points.
"Not really about that," Aztra said.
"Bet he was," Erota said, seizing on the moment. "Bet that's it, huh? You want to get to know someone before you steal all their precious sexy essences?"
"That's not-"
"Weird, but makes sense," Dheni agreed. "I've kind of always assumed I'll find some human who I like fucking, and I'll kind of keep going back every now and then. Build a real bond."
Erota raised an eyebrow. "What, you too?"
"Well, between random conquests, of course."
"Naturally."
"I just think it'd be nice not to always have to guess who you're gonna get. Some humans are hotter than others. You can't deny that."
"True."
"And if I found someone with totally dreamy eyes, and who'd let me tie them up and do things to their butt, that seems ideal. I mean, I know I could just tie them up anyway, but it seems like it'd be fun to have one special one to go back to. Maybe that's crazy."
"Nah, I get it." Erota sucked her lip thoughtfully. "You know, I've imagined having a whole harem of cute boys. You think that's possible?"
"Don't see why not."
Aztra sighed and tuned out of the conversation. She felt like she'd almost gotten through a little, but it wasn't a resounding success by any means. Still, at least they were bouncing their horny ideas off of each other, as usual, instead of pestering her about her lack of proclivities.
****
Aztra waited a few days before asking, but she felt like it was something she had to do.
"Hey, Kat?"
"Yeah, Az?"
"You think there's any chance you could... send me back to that place we went the other night?"
Katrin looked at Aztra like she could see right through her. Aztra squirmed under her sister's gaze, but was still hopeful.
"You take a fancy to your boy?" Katrin asked.
"It's not even like that. But... kinda, maybe. He was nice."
"Nice is good. Depending on one's mood." Katrin shrugged. "You know it's forbidden."
Aztra tried to keep the disappointment off her face. "I know. But you took me the other day. Just thought you might again."
"Oh I totally will. You think a little forbidding's gonna stop me?"
Aztra cracked a smile. "Not my sister."
"Damn right."
****
Aztra was all on her own this time. She'd have to send a signal when she wanted Katrin to pull her back.
She stared up the side of Finan's building and took a deep breath, then extended her claws and started to climb.
She worried she might not remember exactly which window was the one she wanted, but it worked out ok. She realized she could just peer in as she was crawling past, and she was able to spy Finan in his room, right around where she expected him to be.
Aztra tapped on the window. Finan, intent on a book he was reading, glanced up, then smiled when he saw her. He quickly hopped up and moved to the window to let her in.
"I wasn't sure you'd be back," he said.
"I wasn't either."
"You, uh, didn't get in trouble did you?"
"From who? No one knew I was illegally traversing dimensional lines, 'cept Kat and my friends." Aztra tilted her head. "Or did you mean because I went back without having sex with anyone?"
"Uh, yeah. The sex thing."
Aztra shrugged. "Mixed bag, but generally came out ok."
"Cool. You want anything to drink or anything?"
Aztra had to consider that one. "You mean alcoholic?"
"I didn't. But there's beers if you want."
"No thanks. I like getting drunk with my friends sometimes, but not in the mood right now."
"Yeah, no, like it can be something else."
"Like what?"
"Um... water? Tea? Coffee? Chocolate milk? Jui-"
"Wait... chocolate milk?"
Finan nodded warily. "Yeah."
"That's a real thing? I always thought it was a joke. Like platypuses."
Finan gave Aztra an odd look. "We'll circle back on that one. But yeah, chocolate milk is a real thing. It's good."
"... can I try some?"
"Absolutely."
"It doesn't come from tits, right?"
"No. We don't drink milk from ti- well, babies do. And there are some kinks that... no, I'm getting off track here. Chocolate milk is regular milk-from cows, not tits-that gets mixed with chocolate somehow."
"Neat."
****
"This is so fucking goooddd!"
Finan smiled ruefully. "Yes. So you keep saying."
"Well I'm sorry," said Aztra, who wasn't. "You've had this your whole life. I never knew it existed for real. I mean... chocolate milk. Who would have thought?"
"Uh huh."
Aztra sipped more of her drink. She was thoroughly enjoying it, holding her cup with both hands and sitting cross-legged on the floor next to Finan's bed.
Finan had gone for Mario on the assumption Aztra was going to join, but she'd deferred for the time being, having her focus on her sweet drink. So instead he'd started playing something else that she'd forgotten the name of already. It was a very, very different game at any rate. Quite violent. Finan's character was cutting down opponents at an alarming rate.
Aztra found it oddly fascinating. Even as the novelty of chocolate milk faded ever so slightly, she discovered she didn't really need to play, she was captivated right where she was just watching Finan. Mostly watching his character on screen, but sometimes watching him too. He had a focus to him that was new to her. As unimportant as the game was, just generally, he cared about it in the moment and was clearly good at... whatever it was he was doing.
"Hey Az?"
"Hm?"
"Don't you get cold? Like, you didn't wear even a jacket or anything either time you've come in."
Aztra curled up a little tighter. "I don't really get cold. Not easily."
"Oh."
"I've been thinking about picking up some new clothes though."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Kinda. Just... there's only certain things I can really wear without people... staring."
Finan looked at Aztra incredulously. "They don't stare at you now?"
"They check me out, sure. That's different. If I wore clothes they couldn't check me out in... they'd stare. 'Cause... you know. You must have that sort of thing. Like if you wear something crazy."
Finan nodded slowly. "And modest clothing would be... crazy."
"Yes. You get it." Aztra shrugged. "But I think I'd be a lot happier. Maybe at least I could wear it when I visit or whatever, even if I couldn't get away with it at home."
"That sounds so unbelievable to me," Finan said. "But... I think about some of the stuff we do to fit in. Some of the fashion stuff and culture stuff. Maybe not so unbelievable."
Aztra nodded. "Everyone has to fit in somehow, somewhere. I just don't really where I'm from."
"You could be from somewhere else."
Aztra smiled crookedly at Finan. "Yeah. I just have a feeling I wouldn't necessarily fit in around here any better."
Finan flushed rather adorably. "Sorry, yeah. Maybe not."
"I appreciate that you don't seem to care, at least."
"... if I'm being honest, I like the way you look."
"Yeah. I know."
"Sorry."
"It's fine."
"Nah. You want to get away from that stuff, right? At least for a while."
Finan paused his game. He went to the closet in the room, rummaging while Aztra watched curiously. He came back out with a hoodie.
"What's that?" Aztra asked.
"A hoodie. It's-"
"I know what it is. I mean... why are you showing it to me?"
"I though... if you want... you want to try it on?"
Aztra tilted her head. "Really?"
"Why not?"
"Sure. Ok, yeah."
Aztra accepted the offer and pulled the sweater over her head. It was big on her and came down to her upper thighs. Her top half was covered completely, excepting her head. And when she pulled the hood up, even that was nearly hidden too.
"How's that feel?" Finan asked.
Aztra slowly broke out into a beaming smile. "Pretty fuckin' great."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. It's so... cozy."
"Hoodies are good for that."
"I should get one just like this."
"You can keep that one, if you want."
Aztra continued beaming. "Ok. Thanks! You're not gonna mind not being able to check me out?"
Finan flushed again. "I said I was sorry."
"Hey, no. I shouldn't tease. This is really nice. Thank you."
Impulsively, Aztra hugged Finan. He didn't know what to do with it at first, but then he hugged her back. Maybe he was still appreciating her body. Maybe. But if he was, at least the hoodie shielded her from catching it. Aztra could already feel herself getting used to this.
Aztra snuggled back down in her seat, leaning against Finan's bed. She fussed with her new hoodie a bit, finding the optimal ways to sit to feel as cozy as possible in it.
She and Finan played some Mario together too before she went home. Aztra was feeling good enough by then she forgot to worry about wearing her hoodie home.
****
"Az, what the hell are you wearing?"
Aztra looked down at herself. "It's a hoodie."
Katrin gave her a look. "I know what it is. I want to know why you're wearing it."
"It's cozy."
"You know no one can even see your boobs in that thing? Probably can't even see your ass either."
"Yeah," Aztra said defensively. "Maybe I don't always want people to."
Katrin sighed. "You know I'm trying to understand."
Aztra nodded, softening a little. "I know. I'm sorry I'm not sluttier."
"It's ok. You're still my sister. Just... I need a hot minute with this, ok?"
"I'm not gonna wear it to school or anything."
Katrin snorted. "No kidding. You'd be torn apart. Kids can be cruel."
"Don't I know it." Aztra bit her lip. "I'm probably gonna want to wear it around the house and stuff."
"Yeah, I know." Katrin pulled Aztra in for a hug. "I may not understand you, but I love you, ok?"
Aztra hugged her back fiercely. "Love you too, Kat. You're the best sister."
"You're still going to see that boy again?"
"Ideally, yes."
"Could you at least lie and tell me you molested him some this time?"
"... I could say I neither confirm nor deny it."
Katrin sighed. "Probably as good as I'm getting. Alright, get inside. You've got school tomorrow."
Aztra giggled. "You know, encouraging my schooling is probably where you went wrong with me."
"That's not funny."
"It is a little."
****
"So I have something to ask you," Finan said.
Aztra nodded absently without taking her eyes off the tv. Finan had introduced her to Mario Odyssey, and was letting her play by herself. She was having an amazing time with it so far.
"What's that?" she asked.
"So... how would you feel about meeting my roommates?"
Aztra hesitated and paused her game. She turned to look at Finan. "Why?"
"Well, I live with them."
"Yeah, but they don't need to know."
"Hey, it's ok," Finan assured her. "You don't have to. I was only asking. It's just... they've noticed I've had a girl in here. They're gonna keep asking questions. I tried to tell them she wasn't, like, a secret girlfriend or anything. I think that just made them more curious. They think I'm hiding you."
"Well they're not wrong," Aztra pointed out.
"I'm not hiding you. I'm just... I mean you come in through the window. That's just what you do."
Aztra nodded and started playing again. She was quiet for a long moment as she pondered.
"You think it'd be ok?" she finally asked.
"Don't see why not. They're cool. I wouldn't live with them if they weren't."
"And you won't leave me alone with them?"
"No reason to. This is where I live."
Aztra thought some more, even though she'd already basically made up her mind.
"Ah well, what's the worst that could happen?"
"... I mean, I'd rather not think of it that way. But sure."
****
"You've been spending a lot of time with that boy," Dheni said.
Aztra looked at her friend appraisingly. "So?"
"Just sayin'. You sure you're not banging?"
"Yeah. Pretty sure I'd know it if we were."
"It's just, like, what do you do?" Erota asked.
Aztra could tell there was genuine confusion there. "Well... we hang out. Play video games. I've been checking out some of his books. Most of them aren't even dirty."
"Then what's the point?"
Aztra ignored Erota's follow up question. "I'm gonna meet his friends apparently."
Dheni and Erota exchanged glances.
"Az, you know you're doing this all backward," Dheni said with evident concern. "You're supposed to have sex and not let things get serious. Not let things get serious and not have sex."
"I don't want sex," Aztra said. "And things are not serious."
"You're meeting his friends," Erota pointed out.
"So? That's just... friend stuff. Meeting other friends."
"Is it?"
"... I think so."
"He's not your boyfriend, is he?" Dheni asked.
"No. Of course not. I said we haven't had sex."
"That's true. You did say that," Erota said.
"Can you two please just drop it?" Aztra asked. "Everything is fine. You don't need to worry."
"If you say so," Dheni said. She contemplated a moment. "You think you're ever gonna introduce us to this boy of yours?"
Aztra rolled her eyes. "Would you try to get into bed with him the first chance you saw?"
"... not the first chance. Probably."
"That's what I thought. Gonna have to pass for now."
"Aw."
Erota shrugged and stretched. "Whatever. You guys wanna go set something on fire behind the school?"
Dheni glanced at Aztra. Aztra in turn nodded, happy to have something different to talk about.
"Sure. I could go for some light arson."
"Me too," Dheni echoed.
The girls all hopped up and went to find something flammable. It seemed to Aztra like they didn't do enough silly fun things anymore. Like some innocence had been lost as they grew up and her friends started only thinking about sex all the time.
Sure, pyromania was a bit childish, but it was something they could all enjoy together. And really, it wasn't any fun having to grow up and leave all your favourite things behind.
****
"You don't need to be nervous," Finan said.
"Who says I'm nervous?" Aztra said distractedly.
"Well... you won't stop fidgeting, and you've been plucking at that loose thread on your hoodie for the past five minutes."
"I can't get it to come out!"
"Just relax. My friends are cool. I promise."
"Yeah. Yeah ok. So we gotta go out and meet them?"
"That's the idea."
"Ok. You first."
Finan shrugged and led the way out of his room. Aztra cowered cautiously behind him, keeping a step behind and making sure she could easily duck out sight.
She honestly wasn't even sure what had her so worried. She wasn't usually timid. Unsure of herself in some ways, sure, but not scared of meeting people.
This felt different somehow. Like the stakes were higher. And Aztra didn't really know why, other than she liked Finan and didn't want any additional pressure on them.
The three people waiting for them were... not scary. As rationally expected. They were just kind of chilling, talking, one of the girls on her phone, though she put it away when Finan and Aztra joined them.
"Az, this is Kade, Mel, and Jen. Mel doesn't technically live here, but she spends enough nights with Kade these days that she really should be paying rent too."
"Oh whatever," Mel said. "I bring class to this place and you know it."
There was evident gentle teasing from both Finan and Mel. Everyone's attention was firmly on Aztra, though, despite any banter between them.
Aztra stepped out, forgoing her shelter, and gave a small wave to the room. "Hi."
"You're the mysterious Aztra, huh?" Kade said. "I genuinely thought Finan had lost it at first. Making up stories."
"Well I wasn't," Finan said.
"Yeah, no, I get that."
Jen urged Aztra over to sit with her. Aztra went along with it, though kept herself tensed up for the moment, not quite ready to let her guard down. She would have been happier if everyone wasn't staring quite so hard. She was used to stares, but in this case it didn't seem to be all about tits and ass, which she had altogether too much experience with and could tune out most of the time.
"Are you... an actual demon?" Jen asked.
"Is it not obvious?"
"It is, I guess. Just... I didn't think you were real."
"Very real, thanks."
Jen blushed. "Sorry. Don't mean to be rude. I'm just fascinated."
"It's fine."
It took some time for Aztra to unwind herself. It helped that the conversation slowly flowed more and more naturally, and gazes began to only drift toward Aztra occasionally rather being a constant target. She was still somewhat alone and different, but not totally separate from the group.
Mel came over to join Aztra and Jen. Aztra gave a frantic glance over toward Finan, but he was still in the room, just engaged deep in some discussion with Kade. As long as he was there if she needed her, was all. She felt just a tad outnumbered with Mel and Jen flanking her.
"So what's the deal with you and Finan?" Mel asked.
Aztra stared back blankly. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, like, how'd you meet? How long have you been together? I'd ask why he took so long to tell any of us about you, but that one's kind of obvious. I wouldn't know how to tell someone about my magical demon lover either."
Aztra sat back some. She curled her legs up and felt her hands retreating into her sleeves, seeking emotional protection where she could.
"We aren't... lovers," Aztra said. "I don't know why you'd even think that."
Mel blinked. "Oh. Sorry. Just... you've been holed up in his room by yourselves lots, right? And you're wearing his hoodie."
"So?"
"... and aren't you a succubus? Wouldn't you... oh, no, you guys would just have sex anyway, huh. Wouldn't be about relationships and-"
"Jesus, Mel, would you stop?" Jen interrupted.
"What?"
"You're being rude."
"I'm not."
"Yeah. You are. Aztra clearly isn't enjoying this conversation."
"I'm not," Aztra mumbled in agreement.
"Sorry," Mel said. "Just... I don't know. I'm curious."
"Yeah, well, what if everyone who met you immediately started asking about when you're having kids?" Jen asked. "And how you enjoy spending all your time in the kitchen because you're a girl so you must looovvveee doing nothing but domestic shit?"
Aztra was a little scared by Jen's rant, but in a way she could much better handle. There was a ferocity there, but also support and a certain understanding. Physically scary was way, way better than emotionally scary.



Mel shook her head and took a deep breath. She pushed her hair back behind her ear as she bought herself a moment. "Shit, yeah, you're right, Jen. Fuck. Sorry, Az. Really. That wasn't... that's not how I should have handled that."
"It's fine," Aztra said. "But... I don't want to talk about that stuff, if that's ok."
"Sure," Jen said. "We'll behave ourselves," she said, staring meaningfully at Mel as she spoke. "Finan mentioned you like video games?"
Aztra nodded and let herself smile cautiously. "I really like Mario. He let me play that a lot. But I've been trying out some other games too. They're really fun. I never really got to play many at home."
"That's weak. 'Cause of your parents? Or just, like, something else?"
Aztra flinched slightly at the mention of parents. She didn't much mind not really having any in her life. She had Katrin. That was enough. But it was another case of feeling like she didn't want to talk about it. Another way she might feel like an outsider.
"Kind of cultural, I guess," Aztra said evasively. "Like... I knew some people who played. Got their own consoles even. But it was more of a rebellion thing, I think. Like... there's just not that much interest most of the time."
"Well shit," Mel said. "I mean, I only play rarely. Not my thing usually. But... I mean we could all play together sometimes, if you want. I think that could be fun."
"Yeah, definitely," Jen agreed. "If you want."
Aztra let herself uncurl a little more. "That could be fun," she said cautiously. "I definitely want to try more sometime."
Jen beamed. "Great. Let's do it."
****
"I don't like these new friends of yours," Erota said.
Aztra frowned at her. "Why?"
"I mean... they're a bad influence. Just look at you. Always wearing that... sweater. And playing those video games. Not even any sex in them. I've been watching."
Aztra stuck her tongue out and curled up tighter in the corner of Erota's bed. Dheni was lying on her back, head over the side, casually watching porn on Erota's tv.
The three of them had just been chilling, as they so often did, except that this time Aztra had a handheld game that Jen had lent her. Erota had been distrustful of it right off the bat.
"That's just Az," Dheni said, not looking away from her porn. "Why you getting in her grill over this all of a sudden?"
"I'm not," Erota insisted. "Just... she might have fallen in with the wrong kind of crowd."
"Pff, what are you, a human grandmother in disguise? Wrong crowd. Really."
"Well just..." Erota balled her fists up. "You're spending so much time with them," she said to Aztra. "Just like a lot."
Aztra relaxed some. "Oh. Is that it? You know you're still my girls, right? I just... I want to hang out with them sometimes. They understand parts of me that other people never have."
"Well I try!" Erota said. "But... but you're gonna like them more."
"I'm so not."
Aztra tackle-hugged Erota, who in turn laughed and fought back in a way that was intended to get pleasantly inappropriate. Aztra had plenty of experience deflecting her friends' casual groping though.
"I love you both," Aztra said, rolling Dheni into the cuddle. "That's not changing."
"Better not," Erota grumbled.
Aztra let her get a butt-squeeze in just to make her feel better, then forcibly disengaged.
"Kinda true, though," Dheni said, her attention finally ripped away from the sweaty action she'd been watching. "If these new people have all these interests in common, and we don't..."
"Just sex," Aztra said. "That's the only one I don't really have."
"That's the best one!"
"Uh huh."
"Friends have broken up over less," Dheni said.
Aztra rolled her eyes. "My fuck, you two. So needy today. Listen, what if I just bring you to meet them, huh? Maybe you could try some of my new interests. It could be good for all of us."
Erota wrinkled her nose. "Like... hobbies other that wanton, irresponsible sex?"
"Sounds weird," Dheni said.
"Difficult."
"Unpleasant."
"Unnatural."
"Questionable."
"Possibly dangerous."
"Are you in or not?" Aztra interrupted.
Erota and Dheni looked at each other then, nodded at the same time.
"Sure."
"Why not?"
"Sounds like fun."
****
Introducing her friends to each other was a bit awkward at first. Which didn't exactly come as a surprise to Aztra.
It did make her question some decisions, but she still felt like it had to be done. She didn't want to lose Dheni and Erota. They were her besties since forever. And maybe she thought this would help them understand.
However, what mostly happened at first was Aztra's human friends all stared at the sudden bounties of lithe sensuality presented to them. Dheni and Erota reveled in the attention and got busy flirting right from the get go.
"I thought I asked you to dress a little more modestly than usual," Aztra mumbled to Dheni.
"Mmhm," Dheni said. "My bits are covered, aren't they?"
"I mean... technically."
"There you go then. Got panties on and everything. Wanna see?"
"Dheni, everyone's seen by now."
Dheni beamed. "They have, haven't they?"
Erota was even less help, squeezing herself between Kade and Mel and encouraging Kade's wandering eyes at every opportunity. Aztra anticipated disaster, which was somehow averted by Mel, who actually was the first to cop a feel. Erota was as surprised as Aztra, but quickly shifted gears and shamelessly flirted back with Mel just as hard as she'd been seducing Kade a moment ago.
"You're brave," Jen murmured, sneaking up next to Aztra.
"Stupid, more like," Aztra sighed.
"I wouldn't say that. Although... maybe."
"I think it had to be done. Dheni and Erota were getting jealous."
Jen lifted an eyebrow. "The way they came in here... I wouldn't have thought they could get jealous."
"Emotionally, not sexually. I don't think they have sexual shame at all." She frowned. "Most of us probably don't, for that matter."
"Oh sure."
"Emotionally?" Aztra shrugged. "I don't think we ever get taught how to handle any of that particularly well."
Jen snorted. "Not sure anyone does."
"Maybe. But you guys seem to at least understand it some. I've learned a bunch just from watching you. And your tv shows."
"Haha, not the best teachers, maybe, but I get what you're saying."
Aztra and Jen just watched the social carnage for a moment.
"You think this is all gonna blow up in my face?" Aztra asked.
"I mean... maybe."
"Oh."
"Probably not," Jen amended hastily.
Aztra sighed. "But definitely maybe."
"... yeah."
****
Erota ended up disappearing with Kade and Mel at some point. They were surprisingly sneaky about it, and Aztra didn't notice at first. Once she realized all three of them were nowhere to be seen, she was quick to realize what had happened.
And that was fine. If that's what they all wanted, who was she to judge.
Somewhat less fine was Dheni slipping over next Aztra.
"Hey, so, your boyfriend..." Dheni said.
"Not my boyfriend," Aztra mumbled.
She knew precisely who Dheni meant. Particularly since Dheni had been getting awfully flirtatious with Finan, who in turn didn't seem to know what to do with the overtly sexual demon girl, but seemed to be enjoying the attention.
"Right. Cool. So... is it ok if I bang him then?"
Aztra felt a surge of something she didn't understand. Something almost physically painful inside her.
Her initial urge was to say no, of course it wasn't ok. But why, though? She didn't want sex. Why should she care what her friends did together? She never had before.
"It's fine," Aztra mumbled.
Dheni cocked her head while bouncing anxiously on the balls of her feet. "Yeah? You kinda sound like it isn't, though. Are you-"
"Yes. It's fine. Whatever."
Dheni opened her mouth again, the shrugged and scooted away.
Aztra sighed heavily and stalked off to the kitchen. She needed something laden with sugar, for reasons she still didn't understand.
Jen was hiding out there already, as it happened. She watched Aztra cautiously as she approached.
"What happened?"
Aztra shook her head. "Nothing."
"Your tail's twitching awfully hard for it to be nothing."
Aztra tried to clamp down on her various body parts as she made her way to the fridge. "Maybe this really was a mistake."
"Mmm. It's... a lot. I mean your friends seem nice though."
"They are. Sort of. Just... urgh. Why's it still always about sex?"
"Oh. Erota and Kade and Mel? Yeah, that's... I mean whatever, it's their relationship."
"Right. Them too."
Jen's eyebrow went up. "Who else?"
"No one."
"Az, who else?"
Aztra slammed the fridge door closed again. She didn't even know what she wanted anyway. "Dheni wants to bang Finan. But whatever, right?"
"Oh, Az..."
"What?"
"I'm sorry."
"Why?"
"Why? 'Cause you like him."
"Sure. But not that way."
"You sure about that?"
"I don't want to fuck him, ok?" Aztra said, stomping her foot for emphasis. "I know that."
"You can like someone without wanting to fuck them. It's not a requirement."
"As friends. I know."
Jen shook her head. "No, like, more than that."
Aztra's brow wrinkled. "I don't get it. What else is there?"
"Relationships don't need to be sex based. That's all I'm saying."
Aztra squirmed uncomfortably. "But... that's what relationships are, isn't it? Like when people mostly want to fuck one person? I don't want that."
"Oh, Az. I mean, yeah, some people think that way. But that's not really the main thing."
"Then... I don't get it."
"Maybe we should go sit somewhere. I'll try to explain it."
"Ok. I need chocolate milk for this first, I think."
Jen cracked a smile. "You know what we could do, actually?"
"What?"
"Ever had hot chocolate? With Bailey's in it?"
"... no?"
"You're gonna like this."
****
"Fuuuccck this is good!" Aztra said.
Jen smiled over her mug. The two of them were barricaded in Jen's room for the sense of privacy and coziness.
"Thought you might like it," Jen said. "Not too hot?"
"No way. Hot is good."
"Mmhm."
Jen was still waiting for her drink to cool. Humans had more sensitive mouths, Aztra had realized.
"I gotta remember about this," Aztra said, taking another long sip of creamy, chocolaty goodness.
"For sure. So, like, Finan..."
Aztra balled up tighter and tried to keep her focus on her drink. She curled her hands around the hot mug, deriving comfort from it. Her tail wrapped itself around her waist. "Yeah?"
"You know it's ok to like someone more than a friend, but not want to sleep with them, right?"
"That's the part I don't understand."
"Why not?"
"Well like... how can you be more than friends without sleeping together?"
Jen stared at Aztra, then slowly and patiently answered. "You just don't fuck. It's pretty simple."
"So then you're just friends."
"You... ugh, you don't have to be." Jen rubbed her forehead.
Aztra's tail twitched anxiously. She tried sipping more of her drink, but it wasn't sufficiently comforting.
"I don't think I like this conversation," Aztra said.
"I'm not explaining it well enough. I know."
Aztra shrugged. "Maybe it's just not something I'd understand."
"I don't think that's true. Just, like..." Jen took a deep, calming breath. "Let's try something different. What do you want with Finan?"
"Want with him?"
"Like picture the two of you, right? Don't worry about anyone else. What do you picture?"
Aztra cupped her mug in her hands and held it closer to her face. She felt oddly embarrassed at the question, and her mind's reaction to it.
"I dunno. Playing games together, I guess."
"And?"
"And... I dunno. Laughing. Having fun."
"Aaannnd?"
Aztra curled tighter again and had to consciously relax her tail. "Nothin'."
"Not nothin'. Somethin'. What?"
"... it's embarrassing."
"So? Who cares. I'm not gonna tell."
"Even Finan?"
"Especially him. This is for you."
Aztra took a deep breath. "Maybe... maybe I want him to look at me more."
"Look at you?"
"You know. Like sometimes he has this look when he thinks no one's watching. I kinda like it. Or like... I like being close. We don't get that close mostly. I don't want him to start thinking about sex or anything. I mean, it'll probably happen sooner or later. I know how that goes."
"Nevermind what might happen," Jen insisted. "Keep going. Focus on what you want."
Aztra was quiet a long moment, deep in thought and squirming about how much she wanted to share. "I want to share hoodies with him," she finally said.
"Yeah, you do wear that one he gave you a lot."
"I maybe want to, like, just be close. Watching movies or something. Or when he teaches me a game. If we could just sit all close and stuff. And I didn't have to worry about it..."
"Holding hands sometimes?" Jen asked.
"... maybe that too."
"Going out doing stuff together? Coming home to each other? Telling each other about your day?"
"Yeah."
Jen shrugged. "So maybe you wanna be his girlfriend."
"I-"
"Or friends. Maybe just friends is all. But, like, you don't need to limit it. Just think about it."
Aztra rubbed her mug with her fingertip and accidentally took a chip out of it with her nail. She frowned at the now marred cup, then took another drink from it anyway.
"Would he even be interested though?" she mumbled unhappily.
"Finan really likes you. That's pretty obvious."
"But he likes sex too, doesn't he?"
"I mean... I assume. I'll admit we've never really talked about it. But he is kind of a regular horny boy in some respects, yeah."
Aztra nodded gloomily. "So even if I was into him-"
"Which you are."
"Fine. Yes. Which I am. Even then... and even if he is too... it wouldn't really work, would it?"
Jen shrugged. "I don't know. Ask him."
"What if he says no?"
"Then at least you tried."
"What if he says no and then doesn't want to hang out anymore?"
Jen threw her hands up helplessly. "I don't know. I want to say that wouldn't happen, but I've seen stuff like that definitely happen before. So... I just don't know. Az, I'll I'm saying is I don't want you to be miserable and making self-destructive decisions over this. We both know what you want, and I don't know if it's in the cards, but whatever you do you have to at least acknowledge what you're feeling, ok?"
"I-"
"You've got friends here. Especially Finan. I really can't believe he'd stop liking you even if... if things get a bit awkward for a while."
"Yeah. Yeah you're probably right."
Aztra finished the last of her drink. Jen gave a small, cautious grin.
"You want another drink?" Jen asked.
"Kinda, yeah."
"Heavier on the Bailey's?"
"... yes please."
"Good choice."
Aztra nodded absently. "Or... is there somewhere we can buy more booze nearby?"
"Ooh. That kinda mood, huh?"
"I think so. I don't drink a lot, but I feel like maybe..."
"Yeah, I hear you. Officially, I advise against drinking to solve problems, but-"
"Not to solve. Just to... make them less important for a bit."
"Yeah yeah. Right. Either way, unofficially... I'm just gonna get my jacket."
****
Aztra and Jen got stupid giggly by themselves in the living room. They didn't really talk about Finan any more than they already had. Mostly they played some video games, generally quite badly, or watched some tv.
"I think Mario Kart's more fun when neither of us is any good at it," Jen said.
"Speak for yourself. I'm twice as good as you."
"I'm last, you're second last. That's not-"
"Twice as good! That's what I said."
"Pfff, ok, whatever."
Jen set her controller aside and took another drink. Aztra concentrated hard and finished the current race, but for the next one they both just forgot about the game and watched the AI opponents zoom past them while sipping more alcohol.
Erota came slinking out at some point and joined them. "Ooh, getting drunk, Az?"
"Maaayyybe," Aztra giggled.
"Neat. She doesn't do this with us much," Erota whispered to Jen.
"I do it when I want," Aztra said with drunk finality.
Erota swiped a drink and worked on catching up.
"How're Kade and Mel?" Jen asked.
"Oh, they're fine," Erota said with a wide grin. "Sleeping now. I wore them out, I think."
"Hehe. I can't believe they fucked you."
"Why not?" Erota said. "I'm very fuckable."
"Of course you are," Jen agreed easily. "Just... they don't really do that kind of thing. With other people."
"I'm very, very fuckable."
Jen snorted and laughed some more. "You're very sure of yourself."
"Well it's true. Az, tell her how hot and good at sex I am!"
Aztra laughed too. She and Jen were feeding off each other in their mutual drunkenness, and Erota's minor crisis of sexuality just seemed hilarious for some reason.
"You are both those things," Aztra finally managed with a more or less straight face. "All the reviews I've heard have been quite positive."
"Yeah," Erota said. "Exactly."
"Well maybe I'll find out some time," Jen teased.
"Really? You want to-"
Jen devolved into another giggling fit.
"I wouldn't listen to anything she says right now," Aztra said. "She's drunk."
"I see that. But still, though."
Aztra waggled a finger. "No taking drunk friends to bed. That's... cheating... or something."
Erota nodded reluctantly. "That's fair. More fun when it's a proper seduction anyway."
"Mmhm. I'm sure it is."
Dheni came out shortly after and settled easily next to Erota, the two of them sharing Erota's drink as naturally as if they did it all the time.
Aztra frowned at Dheni, trying to concentrate for a moment in her slightly whirly mind. She looked over toward Finan's door, but there was no sign of him.
"Where's Finan?" she asked.
Dheni handed Erota's drink back to her. "In bed still, I think."
"Asleep?"
"No. He just... got really quiet afterward. Didn't really want to talk or cuddle or anything." Dheni shrugged uncomfortably. "I get wanting to hit 'em and quit 'em-"
"You know it," Erota agreed, fist bumping Dheni without either of them even looking. "The old fuck and forget."
"But that didn't even seem like what it was," Dheni said, an edge of frustration creeping into her voice. "It was more like... like he wasn't even happy with the sex. I'm really good at sex. You know that."
Erota patted Dheni on the shoulder. "We know, babe. Humans are weird about stuff sometimes. You know that."
"Yeah, that's true."
Despite her friend's annoyance, or perhaps because of it, Aztra felt a small surge of hope inside her. She was too inebriated to really be taking on what she was contemplating, but she was also drunk enough too feel false confidence.
"I'ma go talk to him," she announced.
"Do you want-" Jen started hesitantly.
"Right now," Aztra insisted.
"Ah. Ok then. Just remember you're drunk!"
Aztra stumbled slightly on standing up, but after that was steady enough to walk in a mostly straight line. "Only a little drunk," she said.
"More than a litt- oh whatever."
****
Finan's room was lit only by a bedside lamp. More than enough light to navigate by, while still affecting a dimmer mood in the room than if the main light had been on.
Aztra pattered over to the bed and sat at the foot of it. She sat with her legs folded and her tail in her lap where she could fidget with it.
Finan lay mostly under his covers. He was clearly shirtless. Possibly naked still, given that he'd just finished fucking not too long ago.
"So how was it?" Aztra blurted.
Not the question she wanted to ask, but it was too late to do anything about that now. Maybe she should have let herself sober up a little first.
"Pretty hot," Finan said. "But... weird?"
"Ah."
"Yeah."
"Like weird how?"
"I don't know exactly. I mean... shit, I don't know, Az. I shouldn't have just done that, I think. With your friend especially."



"I said it was fine," Aztra said.
"I know. That's what Dheni told me too. And, like, I don't know. That weirdly kind of hurt."
"Oh."
"Yeah. It's all weird. Still trying to figure it out."
Aztra squirmed and let her tail twitch free of her hands. It didn't want to stay confined in such an emotionally tense situation.
"I didn't want to say it was ok," Aztra admitted. "Just... it felt unfair to say anything else. I don't want to have sex with you."
"I know."
"But I don't really want someone else to have sex with you either."
Finan let out an audible sigh of relief. "Ok, good. Az, I think I really like you."
"Same. I just... I don't know what to do with that. Jen's been trying to explain it to me. But I don't know if she really knows either. She just wants me to... think about things. Mostly."
"You guys were talking?"
"And drinking."
"Ah."
Aztra threw her hands up helplessly. "It's so confusing! I don't want to stop you having sex. That's not fair. But, like, maybe I really want to cuddle with you or something. Or just like... like... be your girlfriend maybe. Only I know it doesn't work."
Aztra slumped after her admission. It was all so dejecting again. She'd felt a glimmer of something before. Now, saying it out loud to Finan, it sounded crazy to her again.
Finan sat up. He kept the covers over his lap, but he was definitely without a shirt.
"You know, I thought about asking you out," he said.
"You did?"
"Yeah. I mean I don't know if it even made sense-"
"Yeah. That's what I was afraid of too."
"No no. I mean, like, would you be comfortable, like, going out places? It'd be a lot more people, and you're... not human."
"Oh. That." Aztra considered. "What's the worst that could happen?"
"Impromptu exorcisms, I expect."
"... could that happen?"
"I dunno. Maybe. I've never had a demonic girlfriend before."
"True."
Aztra went thoughtful again. Finan rubbed his face with his hand.
"Look, sex with Dheni was... I mean physically it was amazing."
"She knows what she's about," Aztra agreed absently.
"She does. But it's weird because, like, I don't know her. I don't like her. I don't dislike her either. But just... ugh, I don't know. That's what I'm supposed to be into. So society tells me. Casual hookups with hot girls who can blow my mind in bed, and no attachments after. That's supposed to be the dream. But it's all so... nothing. It feels good, but it's like emotionally complicated masturbation more than anything." Finan paused. "Really, really good masturbation though."
"Sounds more like you're on the fence about this than actually rejecting it."
"I mean... maybe? I'm maybe not describing it well. Like, here's the thing. If I never met you, if Dheni had been the one to come into my room randomly some time, and she just kind of like... well if we bonded enough that it wasn't super weird to fuck around some... I dunno. I'd probably just kind of enjoy it for what it was. Maybe. Maybe I'd still feel weird. I definitely don't think I'd be ok with sex straight after she'd broken into my room and she was a total stranger and clearly not human and all."
"People are surprisingly ok with that sort of thing, from what I understand," Aztra said with a wan, crooked smile. "Though convincing people it's a dream is an often used tactic as well. Among some other common ploys."
"Makes sense."
"So... you want to get to know her better?"
Finan shook his head. "No. I mean, yes because she's your friend and seems kinda cool overall. But that was not at all the point."
"So what-"
"The point was that... that sex isn't everything, you know?"
Aztra smiled ruefully. "I do know, in point of fact."
"Right. Of course you do."
"But that's 'cause I don't like sex. You do."
"Sure, but I like you too."
Aztra shrugged. "So what do we do with that?"
"I... don't fully know. And I'm not sure this is the best moment to try and figure it out. For either of us."
"Fair. I should go, maybe. You're very... naked."
"I am. But... maybe you don't go?"
"Finan..."
"I mean, let me get changed and stuff. But... I don't know. I'll meet you out there, ok? Let's just hang for a bit. Like we always do."
"Ok. Yeah. That sounds good. I might... sit a little possessively close to you out there."
"In case of your friends?"
"Mostly. Also just because."
Finan nodded. "Works for me."
****
Aztra did, indeed, sit close to Finan when he sheepishly came back out to join them.
Dheni looked eagerly toward him as he approached, but then pouted as he sat with Aztra. Aztra smirked and settled cozily with him. She was going to be just a little petty about this. That was just her mood at the moment.
Dheni was fine anyway. Jen was teaching her and Erota some drinking games with playing cards, and the demon girls were losing badly. But then, they might have just thought it was a good excuse to get drunk, which seemed like a solid option the way the night was going.
Really, Finan didn't mean anything to Dheni. Just an excuse for sex. Aztra could be just as possessive as she wanted, and she probably wouldn't even get a fight. Still, it felt nice claiming him. She felt stupid for not doing it sooner.
The question still remained whether anything would come of their mutual like. Aztra truly didn't have an answer for that.
****
Aztra woke up in the dark. She was disoriented at first. Maybe a little hungover too. She decided she probably should have had some water before bed.
Though to be fair, she didn't seem to have made it to bed. She was on the couch with a blanket over her. She didn't know where the blanket had come from, nor where everyone else had gone. Though upon a moment's reflection, they'd probably just gone to bed like sensible people.
Aztra padded through the apartment, letting her dark vision guide her. She drank a glass of water and felt a little better. She also confirmed that she was the only one in the main area of the apartment. If Dheni and Erota were still around, they must have found somewhere to...
Horrified at a sudden, baseless thought, Aztra scurried over to Finan's room. She softly opened the door and peeked in, then breathed a sigh of relief that Finan was alone in there.
Pattering closer, Aztra felt a longing to be close. Finan looked so peaceful, all asleep and unaware of the world as he was. Probably she shouldn't disturb that or intrude on his privacy. Any more than she'd already intruded, anyway.
Aztra compromised by curling up on the bed next to him. Not under the covers or anything. Just next to him where she'd be close. She'd only stay a minute. Wouldn't make it weird. Just a minute, then back to her couch bed.
****
Aztra once again realized she'd fallen asleep without meaning to. The second time in one night. At least Finan was smiling when she cracked her eyes open.
"Hey," he said.
"Hey."
"You could have had some covers if you were gonna sleep here."
"I didn't mean to. Just kinda happened."
"Uh huh."
"That's not weird, is it?"
"I don't think so," Finan said. "It was kind nice to wake up to."
"Oh good."
"I think I want to wake up next to you more."
Aztra felt a warm flush in her cheeks. "Oh. Ok."
"I mean... if that's cool."
"I think so. I... need to process some more stuff."
"Fair."
Aztra hopped out of bed and left the room. Everyone else was already out and seeing about breakfast. Including Dheni and Erota. Aztra cocked her head.
"Did you two stay here last night?"
Dheni nodded. "Yep yep. Stayed with Jen."
"Both of you?"
Erota smiled happily. "Mmhm!"
Jen blushed, but could only shrug at Aztra's inquisitive stare. "They're really good at sex."
"Thank you," Dheni said, beaming proudly.
Aztra thought about it a moment, then decided everything was cool. It had initially felt a little weird to her, but there was no particular reason it should. Dheni and Erota would boink basically anyone they felt like. As long as said person wasn't Finan, it was all good.
Aztra felt like it might have been the initial sense of surprise she'd experienced more than anything. She hadn't seen Jen going for that kind of thing, let alone the two of them at once. But there was no reason she shouldn't. Everyone else here had by now, barring Aztra herself.
As Finan stumbled out, Aztra once again formed up close to him. She was perhaps overdoing it, but she continued to feel the need to claim him. Dheni and Erota had both obviously clocked that she'd come out of his room, but neither made any comment about it. Yet.
Jen smiled happily for her, at least. She more than anyone knew what was going on there. Aztra felt weirdly good about that. Like it validated her in a way she really needed in the moment.
Admittedly, once Finan warmed up some, he was even more validating. He didn't quite seem to know what to do at first, which made sense because Aztra didn't either. But they both slowly got more comfortable being closer and engaging in some light touching. The latter being a bit tricky for Aztra to work her head around, since she didn't want to give Finan any sexy ideas.
"We're gonna take off," Dheni eventually said. "We got school and all. You coming, Az?"
Aztra glanced at Finan. "I-"
"I actually have to get to work," Finan said regretfully.
"Oh, right," Aztra said. "Maybe I'll, uh, go home then. Come back this evening?"
Finan's eager smile just about made Aztra melt. "I'll see you later then."
"Cool."
****
"Did you even go to school today?" Katrin asked.
Aztra, lying upside down on the couch and staring absently at nothing, shook her head. "Nope."
"That's not like you."
"What can I say. I was thinking about boys."
Katrin sat down next to Aztra, not yet discarding her 'worried big sister' face. "And as happy as I am to hear that, I suspect you weren't thinking about boinking them."
"You know I wasn't."
"And... was it one boy in particular?"
"Maybe."
Katrin studied Aztra, who finally had to turn herself right side up as she felt at quite a disadvantage in the conversation from her previous position.
"You really like him," Katrin finally said.
"Yes. I do. And I learned that maybe that doesn't need to involve sex."
Katrin struggled with that one for a moment. "But then what does really liking someone mean? Isn't that just being friends then?"
"That's what I thought too. But I also super didn't like it when Dheni fucked Finan. And... I don't know. Lots of complicated emotions."
"Sure seems that way."
"But..." Aztra offered a cautious smile in her sister's direction. "He really likes me too," she said quietly. "And I don't know how this 'no sex' thing is really gonna work. For him, I mean. But so far he's into it."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I mean, it could all go disastrously at any time. But I feel like I really need to try."
"Sure. I respect that. I may never fully understand it-"
"I know," Aztra said, smiling crookedly now. "No one gets it. But... Finan might. And even if he doesn't, there's Jen. She helped me understand this stuff a little better. I think maybe... maybe however this goes I want to spend more time in the human world. I might belong there more than I do here."
Katrin took a moment, then nodded slowly. "You might," she agreed softly. "I'm sorry I couldn't be-"
"No. No shush. You've been a great sister. It's not your fault. Not any of it. It's just... me. And society. We don't mix well. But maybe there's a place for me somewhere else is all."
"I hope so, Az. I really do. I want you to be happy."
Katrin enfolded Aztra in a big, sisterly hug. Aztra happily hugged back. The embrace lasted longer than Aztra anticipated, but she stayed with it and just enjoyed it.
"You should come visit with me sometimes too," Aztra said. "I mean, obviously please don't fuck my... my maybe boyfriend. But his friends seem into it. And I'm sure there's other options too. More people nearby. More friends maybe."
"Well I definitely need to meet this guy," Katrin said. "But I promise no boinking him."
"Thank you. That's all I ask."
****
Aztra was getting better at transporting herself between realms. She was doing it so frequently these days that she'd feel bad always whining to her sister to give her interdimensional rides. Her aim wasn't great yet, but she was really improving, she felt.
"So you really just, like, warp between worlds at will?" Finan asked.
"Kind of. Not really, but close enough," Aztra said.
She sat curled up next to Finan on his bed watching him play his latest video game obsession. He'd expressed embarrassment at not being good at it yet. Aztra really didn't care.
"I mean, it takes practice," Aztra said as an afterthought.
"Well sure. But that's crazy though. Like if I could just practice hard and eventually learn to fly."
"Don't be silly. I can't fly."
"No I know. It was an example of how wild that is to me."
"Oh."
Silence reigned for a while. Aztra lost in thought, Finan tactically smashing buttons.
"Should we... go out sometime?" Finan asked.
"What?"
"Like... like a date. Should we do that?"
"Oh. Maybe." Aztra's tail twitched anxiously. "That would be... a lot of people though, wouldn't it?"
"Probably. I guess that'd be tricky, huh?"
"Kinda. I think. Your friends are cool. But it took time for them to be cool about me. Like they don't even hardly look at me weird anymore."
"Be different in public," Finan said with an understanding nod. "I get that."
"Yeah. Sucks though. I'd like to maybe go on... dates."
"Mmhm. Maybe... maybe we can disguise you."
"Disguise me?"
"You know. Like covered up all over. Hood up. Might work. Always does in movies and stuff. At least for a while."
"Ah."
Aztra considered the idea. Her lips slowly twitched into a smile. "Is it weird that I kind of like that idea? Like, even just no one really looking at me."
"Not that weird. Lots of people just want to do their thing without attention. You've probably got a better reason than most."
"Hm. Ok." Aztra smiled cautiously. "I think we should do it."
****
The dark theatre was nice. Aztra was all bundled up in jeans and the hoodie Finan had given her. Even with gloves to hide her hands, though she'd taken then off now.
It was nice feeling like no one could see her. Either from clothes or being tucked away in a corner of a dark room. The theatre was fairly empty, which left Aztra and Finan plenty of privacy.
"So explain this again?" Aztra asked. "Why is this different from watching a movie at home?"
"... the screen's bigger?" Finan said uncertainly.
"Oh."
"And it's louder."
"Ah."
"And..." He trailed off blankly.
"So bigger screen, and louder," Aztra said, popping open a box of candy. "And for that you pay money."
"Right."
"And you buy snacks-"
"Overpriced snacks."
"Yes. Overpriced snacks. Instead of bringing your own."
"Not allowed."
"Mmhm." Aztra chewed on some candy thoughtfully. It was ok. Not as good as chocolate though. "I'm probably missing some of the nuance."
Finan shrugged. "Well, for one, most of us don't buy one of every snack."
"I wanted to try them." Aztra opened another box. "Besides, Katrin gave me all this money, and I don't have much else to do with it. She got all weird and proud about me going on a date finally. Even though I was very clear no sex is happening."
"Where did she get all that cash anyway?"
"I dunno. People she fucked, I assume. You know people will actually pay for sex?"
"I, uh, yeah. I was aware, actually."
"Oh. Seems weird."
"Well-"
"You want anything?"
"Sure. You got M&Ms?"
Aztra dug through her small pile of sugary treats on the seat beside her. "Probably."
The movie started and Aztra focused on it for a while. She sort of started to feel like she understood the point. The bigness and loudness were more compelling than she'd given them credit for. A much different experience to watching a tv at Finan's place.
Plus she still enjoyed the experience for her own reasons. Out in public without any stares. No one checking her out, let alone staring because she wasn't human. It was nice. As was her abundance of snacks to occupy her.
And just getting to sit beside Finan. She always liked that. In his room or otherwise. This was a pretty good excuse, as well as feeling more... official, somehow. Like there was a difference between sitting together just because they happened to be hanging out, and sitting together because they'd specifically made plans to do so.
Aztra leaned over against Finan, just tentatively at first, but when he wrapped an arm around her she gave in and settled herself nicely. This felt right. She liked it.
She even pulled her hood down. It was dark and probably no one else would even look their way.
Aztra liked that little extra closeness. Especially when Finan would absently toy with her hair. She wasn't even sure he realized what he was doing.
It was just really nice, was all.
****
Aztra lay in bed that night next to a sleeping Finan. She'd cautiously asked if it maybe would be ok, and he'd seemed happy with the idea. They'd cuddled and just talked a while, then he'd drifted off.
Aztra couldn't sleep. She didn't need as much as he did anyway, but more importantly her head was too full and wouldn't slow down. It was good stuff, mostly, but it was a lot.
She didn't mind too much. She could lie there and watch him sleep all night. It was soothing. Not quite soothing enough to put her to sleep, but close.
The window started to slide itself open in the wee hours of the morning. Aztra lifted her head curiously, then wasn't overly surprised to see her sister peek in.
"Date went well?" Katrin asked, smirking over at Aztra.
"Good," Aztra said. "Really good."
She quietly and carefully disentangled herself, then padded from the bed to where Katrin clung to the wall outside the building.
"I didn't fuck him," Aztra said.
"Trust me, Az, I know."
Katrin kept climbing. Aztra grabbed her favourite hoodie, then slunk out the window and followed her big sister up to the roof. The two of them sat at the precarious edge of the building, totally at ease with the height and the glow of the moon illuminating what lay below.
"You really like that ridiculous shirt," Katrin observed as Aztra slipped the hoodie on and embraced its coziness.
"It makes me feel like me."
"Yeah. I guess it does." Katrin idly kicked her leg back and forth, dangling it over the abyss. "You think you're gonna stay with him? Your boy?"
"Finan. You know his name."
"I do."
"We... haven't talked about it. Not about, like, anything permanent." Aztra brushed her hair back and smiled. "I think I'd like to. Eventually. Maybe take it slow, though."
"Mmhm. I'm gonna miss you if you move here, you know."
"Aw, Kat. I'll visit lots. If that even happens. And you can come see me. I still want to introduce you. Finan's friends'll love you."
"Oh?"
"Maybe Finan too. I haven't figured out the whole sex thing. He might need it sometimes. I kinda freaked out a little last time though." Aztra frowned. "It shouldn't be such a big deal to just, like, let someone take care of that for me."
"Oh, Az. Maybe just trust your boyfriend, hm? Don't go causing problems by trying to solve issues you don't even have."
"That's fair. But... you saying you wouldn't bang him if I asked?"
Katrin grinned. "Oh he's a cutie. I totally would. But... actually no. No I wouldn't. He's yours. Wouldn't be right."
Aztra smiled back and took Katrin's hand, squeezing it gently, sharing a sisterly moment.
"Thanks for not wanting to bang my boyfriend."
"Hey, what are sisters for?"
Aztra curled her legs up, still smiling, and just sat and watched the moon for a while. Katrin was equally silent beside her.



"I should officially meet him at some point, I suppose," Katrin said.
"Mmhm. You should. I'll set it up."
"Cool. You need anymore money?"
"Maybe in a while. I still got a bunch left."
"Well let me know. Don't need my sister turning to honest work when she gets desperate."
"Hey! I may be a prude, but I have standards!"
"Hehe, yeah you do."
Katrin leaned over and brushed Aztra's hair, softly kissing the side of her forehead. Aztra smiled at her, then turned back to the moon.
Katrin sprawled out lazily on the edge of the roof and moon watched with her. They spent the better part of the rest of the night out there, just sitting together.
****
Aztra gradually spent more and more time in the human world. She basically moved in with Finan, sleeping in bed with him more often than not.
It took some adjustment getting comfortable in the world beyond his apartment, but cunning use of concealing clothing helped with that.
Katrin visited from time to time, as did Dheni and Erota.
"You've been missing a lot of classes lately," Dheni said one day.
"Yeah, I know," Aztra said. She was casually leaning her back against Finan and flipping through her new phone, still trying to get the hang of some things. "How mad are my teachers?"
Dheni and Erota exchanged glances, then laughed.
"They're so proud," Dheni said.
"They keep mentioning how you've finally turned things around," Erota said. "They get kind of misty eyed."
"You were always such a good student."
"It was very worrisome."
Finan, visibly confused, got Aztra's attention and silently pleaded for clarification.
"I used to show up to most of my classes," Aztra explained.
"... isn't that what you're supposed to do?" Finan asked.
"Well... yes. But actually no."
"What?"
"Um... how do I explain this?" Aztra looked to her friends for help.
Dheni shrugged. "What's to explain? There's schools in the human world, yeah?"
"There are," Finan confirmed.
"And they kind of suck and no one wants to go to them?"
"Well... you're not totally wrong," Finan said. "But-"
"So it's worrisome when someone's attendance is too high," Erota said. "Like why aren't they out fucking and setting fire to things like a normal person?"
"... I think there may be some cultural differences," Finan said.
"And I'm not actually doing much fucking or setting fire to things," Aztra pointed out.
"Yeah, interesting thing about that," Dheni said. "Turns out that's made you quite a fascinating figure."
"Blowing off school just to chill with some boy and not even fuck his brains out," Erota said.
"Some see it as a higher form of rebellion," Dheni said. "I mean, we know it's just you being you, but most don't."
"Getting some copycats and everything," Erota said. "Nixie blew off classes all last week, and it was just to binge some shows. Or so she claims. I think she was probably fucking around some too."
Finan shook his head. "I don't know if I'll ever understand, Az."
Aztra shrugged. "That's fine. I don't think I ever totally will either."
****
Aztra visited her home at times, and showed up for the occasional class when she felt like it. Her friends were right about her social status having gone up. It was extremely odd to her to be able to go to school in non-revealing clothes and still have classmates look upon her with a certain envy, nevermind the total lack of shunning for not displaying her sexuality everywhere, as was the custom.
She bought more hoodies, though still favoured the one Finan had originally gifted her. A few of her more daring peers even wore one from time to time, though most weren't brave enough to show up at school without their cleavage on prime display.
Most of her time remained in the human world. Aztra got used to living there, and became quite skilled at getting around without attracting too much undue attention. Living semi-anonymously as the only demon in a city full of humans wasn't easy.
She had more luck online, in some ways. She got into streaming, and playing new video games that way. Mostly people online seemed to assume she was cosplaying, which Aztra didn't deny since it was the easiest story.
She still got a fair amount of attention for her looks, but it was over the internet rather than in person, and her lack of revealing outfits dampened the worst of it. She could handle some small sexual attention. She'd been putting up with worse than that most of her life. And a lot of her regular viewers when she streamed just seemed pretty cool about stuff, which helped too.
In particular, Aztra really enjoyed settling into a routine with everyone in the apartment. She really felt like once everyone got used to her presence, that she was able to just exist without feeling out place.
"You know, I halfway forget you're a demon sometimes," Jen said one day while she and Aztra were chilling together playing Mario Kart.
Aztra smiled. "Thanks."
"I just think about it sometimes. Like... you come from a whole other plane."
"You're not wrong. But... I appreciate no one making a deal of that. Or eyeing me all the time."
"You've certainly got the anti-checking-out outfits down," Jen said.
"Yeah," Aztra said happily. "I kinda do."
Finan came in and softly kissed the top of Aztra's head before sitting all snugly next to her. Aztra kind of liked those small affectionate touches. Ones that weren't sexual, but still displayed emotion and connection. It was still a bit of a game between them to figure out where her boundaries were, and it was kind of fun to explore them together.
"Your sister coming over for supper tonight?" Finan asked.
Aztra nodded. "Oh yeah. You're right. I almost forgot. She said she's got food under control though, so no need to worry about it."
"That's good. Neither of us has been all that great at making fancy dinners yet."
Aztra laughed. "It doesn't even need to be fancy, you know. Kat doesn't care that much. It's just an excuse for her to check up on me, mostly. And hang out."
"I feel like it has to be somewhat fancy," Finan said. "Katrin... she's intimidating."
"No she's not."
"You only think that because she's your sister."
"Finan's right," Jen said. "Katrin is quite formidable. I mean, I really like her... but I'd be a bit scared to date her sister, I think."
"Pff," Aztra said dismissively. "You guys are silly. I mean, yeah, maybe she'd disembowel you if she thought you were being horrible to me, but..." Aztra paused. "Oh. Yeah, ok, I see what you mean. She's maybe a little protective of me."
Finan kissed Aztra's shoulder. "More than a little, babe."
"I'll instruct her never to disembowel any of you no matter what," Aztra said. "How's that?"
Jen laughed. "Oh Az. Maybe don't bring up disemboweling at all."
"That's fair." Their current race ended and Aztra offered her controller to Finan. "You wanna play?"
"You done?" Finan asked.
Jen snorted. "Of course she is. I'm crushing her."
Aztra snatched her controller back. "Oh hell no you aren't! Just because you won that last one-"
"That's right!" Jen said happily.
"Hell no. Let's go again. You're getting creamed this time."
Finan laughed and settled in against Aztra to watch.
Aztra, despite her competitive streak being engaged, also felt quite nice and comfortable where she was. Just hanging out with friends, being close with Finan, having a good time. Feeling like she belonged. It had been a long time coming, but it was so very nice.
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Chapter One: Solution
****
Hanging out with my sisters every weekend was just something that had become a natural part of my life. We'd all grown apart a bit as we left home and did our own things. As these things go.
But geographically we weren't that far away from each other, and once we got in the habit of making the time to meet up on a regular basis, it became almost necessary for all three of us. A constant, enjoyable feature of otherwise turbulent lives.
I'd been leery when Elsa got a serious girlfriend and started inviting her to our things. But I'd grown to love Casey like a sister, and now that the two were married and had a pretty nice house, we had a reliably nice venue to hang out at, so it all kind of worked out.
Anna, like me, wasn't in any kind of long term relationship. We'd both had some fairly serious people in our lives at times, but nothing that lasted. That wasn't always easy, but even at worst--such as right after breakups--it didn't feel so bad when we were all together. And Anna and I had the option of ganging up on Elsa and teasing her mercilessly about being a responsible and put together adult with a healthy and functional marriage, which helped in a very weird sort of sibling affection kind of way.
It was a particularly beautiful summer day when Elsa dropped a bombshell on me. All four of us were just chilling on Elsa and Casey's deck, getting drunk in the sun. Casey and Anna had temporarily departed to mix another batch of daiquiris. I suspected nothing.
"Casey and I want a baby," Elsa said, apropos of nothing.
I shrugged easily. "Sure. I feel I have to warn you that biologically speaking--"
"Yes, I'm aware neither of us can get the other pregnant, smartass."
"Ok. Just checking. So, what, adoption or... one of those science things?"
"Well, Kai, my darling brother, that's just it."
"What is?"
Elsa hesitated. "We were contemplating something else entirely."
"Oh?"
"Neither adoption nor... science things."
"... magic?"
"Not that either."
"Ok, well I'm out of guesses then. And I don't know why you waited until... wait...."
"Hm?"
"Elsa, why in fact did you wait until Casey and Anna were gone to bring this up?"
"'Cause I wanted to run something by you. Somewhat privately."
"And while I'm a bit drunk?" I asked pointedly.
"That too, yeah."
"Casey knows?"
"She's distracting our baby sis as we speak."
"Of course she is." I took a deep breath. "Elsa, please tell me this isn't something weird."
"Sorry. It's something weird."
"Oh god."
"Look, we'd just like you to consider it, is all."
"Elsa...."
"If you were the... donor, let's say, then genetically Casey and I both get to be roughly equal in the creation process. Sort of."
I rubbed my forehead. "See, this was the very weirdest thing I could imagine, and you went ahead and said it anyway."
Elsa shrugged. "Nah, could be weirder. When we were talking about it, Casey said it would be weirder if I had your baby."
"That's... I mean yeah, that's weirder." I took a moment just to think. "You serious about this?"
She smiled crookedly. "Yeah, Kai," she said softly, pushing back some of her hair behind her ear. "We're very serious. It's not to pressure you or anything. Just... we've talked about options. And we've had a lot of time to think about them. Honestly, asking you to be the donor was the top of the list for a while. Then we joked about skipping the middleman. I think maybe it was Casey who said it first. Just like, 'Haha, what if I boinked your brother though?'"
"And that seems like a good idea now?"
"... yes? I mean, just think about it. That's all."
"You want me to have sex with your wife, Elsa."
"I'm well aware what I'm asking," Elsa said primly. "More aware than you are. Lucky both you and Casey have a little thing for each other going on so--"
"The hell you say?"
"You heard me. Trust me, dear brother, we all know you think Casey's cute."
"Hey now!"
"And she... I mean she says you're like the boy version of me. Which... yeah, you are, basically. I probably shouldn't tell you this, but we've had nights where I pretend--"
"Please don't finish that sentence." I shook my head. "How drunk are you right now?"
"Drunk enough to have this conversation with you."
"Yeah. That's about it, huh."
Casey and Anna paraded back out to us, interrupting any further conversation. The two of them were laughing and chatting as before, initially oblivious to the changed mood outside. They poured everyone new drinks, and Anna then sat next to me, only slowly realizing that I wasn't quite as chipper as when she left.
"Hey, what's up with you?" Anna asked, giving me a nudge with her elbow. "You look... pensive."
"I am," I admitted.
"What about?"
"Something Elsa said."
Casey rolled her eyes at my evasiveness and curt answers. "Well what did she say?"
I made eye contact with Elsa, who just shrugged. Casey next to her seemed to have also picked up on the mood by now, but didn't seem at all confused. She wouldn't be. She knew what was up already.
"You want me to say?" I asked, directing the question to Elsa.
"No, you don't have to," Elsa said. "It's our business." She reached for Casey's hand and squeezed. Casey smiled at her, though with a hint of knowing in her eyes.
"Well out with it," Anna said, taking a drink. "Why am I the only one who doesn't know?"
"Because I needed to talk to our brother first," Elsa said. "I would have told you. Not right now necessarily, but--"
"Oh sure. Leave the baby out," Anna said, affecting annoyance but still cheerful enough that the effect didn't really land. "Business as usual, huh?"
"We don't leave you out of anything," Elsa said calmly. "But it's funny you should mention babies...."
"Why's that?"
"Because Casey and I would like to have one."
"Oh." Anna brightened. "Well that's nice. I mean, for some people. I think they're kind of a lot of work, and noisy, and always pooping, and--"
"Yes, thank you, sister dearest," Elsa said.
"No, but like, that's cool if you two are doing it. What's the plan? Why did you need to tell Kai before...."
Anna trailed off and flicked her eyes suspiciously toward me. Her mind was clearly whirling now. Piecing together the information that I was still mulling over.
"Wait seriously," Anna said in a more dangerous tone. "Why couldn't you tell us both together?"
"I wanted to ask our brother something without anyone else making the conversation more awkward," Elsa said. "Not that it worked all that well."
"What something?" Anna insisted.
"Well...."
"Elsaaa."
"Anna."
"Oh for goodness' sake," Casey said, finally joining in the awkward discourse. "Anna, we wanted to know if Kai would help us out."
"... ok, damn, that's what I thought. Wouldn't that be weird, Casey having Kai's...." Anna shook her head. "Oh that's so weird."
I giggled to myself, unable to help it. Anna turned to me.
"What's so funny?" she demanded.
"It's worse than you think," I said.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I mean, that part makes sense when you think about it. Genetics and all."
"I don't--"
"Ask them how they want me to be the... donor."
Anna frowned and turned back to Elsa and Casey. "How do--"
Casey rolled her eyes, seemingly the least uncomfortable of anyone by now. She had the advantage of not being a sibling to anyone present, I supposed. Sister in law didn't count quite the same for these purposes.
"It saves a lot of time and trouble if we just... do the thing ourselves," Casey said as though it was perfectly reasonable.
Anna cocked her head. "By which you mean--"
"I'd have sex with your brother. Happy now?"
"Not really, no." Anna squirmed. "That's... oh wow, that's so weird."
"Tell me about it," I agreed.
"That's only the first option," Elsa grumbled. "We don't have to do it that way."
"I'll say you don't," Anna affirmed. "But you'd still--"
"We'd still like Kai involved, yes," Casey said. "We've given this a lot of thought, remember. Give it time."
"Ok, listen," Anna said. "You're like a sister to me, Casey. You know that. But... it's different hearing this from my perspective. And Kai's."
"Elsa's on board though," Casey pointed out. "If anything, she should be most weirded out by this."
"I don't see why she gets best claim on finding this weird," Anna said.
I put a hand on Anna's arm. "It's ok," I said. "Chill a little. Have another drink."
"You're not--"
"I'm not saying anything," I said. "But I think they're right that we should just take some time and let it settle. If it's a no it's a no. Arguing about it doesn't change anything."
"It's weird still," Anna said sulkily, though she did sit back and take another long drink. Her face was flushed from embarrassment by this point.
Continuing to get more drunk may not have been the wisest thing to do under the circumstances, but it sure felt like the easiest.
Conversation flowed as normal again, slowly at first but eventually picking up. Always with an undercurrent to it, though. As though none of us could quite get the elephant out of the metaphorical room.
My thoughts would ever return to the offer my sister had made. I could tell Anna was dwelling on it too. Elsa and Casey were maybe not quite so focused, or at least not in the same way, but they for sure kept glancing at me every now and then in a way that suggested they were hoping for a positive answer eventually.
Unless that was all just in my head, which was very possible.
"Here's the thing," I said eventually, head overflowing with considerations and swimming pleasantly in booze. "Here's the thing about sex with Casey...."
Elsa snorted in amusement. "You've been working on that this whole time, haven't you?"
"How could I not?" I said evenly.
Casey gave a small smile. "Well, Kai, what about sex with me?"
"Ok, so like, I think weirdness is a danger," I said. "Not just because the initial weirdness is... weird. But like, what if we do it. And then what if it's not actually what you two wanted. And Elsa, what if you don't like that I boinked your wife, and--"
"No no," Elsa said. "She's boinking you. It's different."
"That's... that's such an irrelevant distinction. We'd be boinking each other."
"I think he's right," Anna said. "Mutual boinkage."
"Could everyone please stop saying 'boink'?" Casey asked politely.
"I've been trying to avoid saying 'fuck,'" I said.
"That's fine. But you can say it. We're all adults here," Casey said firmly.
"Fine. If I fuck you, or you fuck me, or... or we fuck, anyway. Like... I don't want that fucking up our whole thing. You know how many siblings get along like we all do? And what if this is a wedge in the middle of all that afterward."
Elsa and Casey exchanged a long, meaningful look.
"That's... true," Elsa admitted. "And it's basically the worst case scenario, but it's a definite, albeit small, possibility."
"Kai's right," Anna said. "That's not fair. What if... what if we can't do this anymore. Just hang out. Because things get all awkward and weird and no one can talk to each other anymore."
Privately, in my head, I contemplated what it meant that we were all discussing what might happen afterward. That in a sense, we'd already breezed by the notion that I might fuck my sister's wife period.
I'd been part of that. I recognized that in hindsight. Was it such a small thing? Or... shit, was I kind of into it?
I cautiously glanced at Casey. I got to stare for a few seconds before her eyes flicked over to meet mine and I had to look away blushing.
Ok, so she was cute. Beautiful, even. And fun and easy to talk to and be around. I was comfortable with her. I really liked her, though not in what I'd ever thought of as 'that way.' Elsa had good taste. I couldn't pretend she didn't. Perhaps a very similar taste to my own, now that I thought about it.
That comment about me being the boy version of Elsa rung in my head. I didn't think that was quite accurate, but we were siblings after all. It wasn't like we were wildly different people.
"A big part of all that is between Elsa and me," Casey stated definitively. She squeezed Elsa's hand. "You're our family too, both of you, obviously. But you can't put our marriage on your shoulders here. We can make our own decisions, and asking Kai for this is one of them."
"But it impacts everyone," Anna insisted. "Even me, and I'm technically not even really involved."
"You're right," Elsa said. "Of course you are. And that's why we're communicating openly. That's what Casey and I will need to be doing lots of for this whole process. In case of jealousy or... or whatever. Whatever happens. There's no secrets going in. Secrets are what ruins good things. We're not going to have any."
"Oh," Anna said. She considered her big sister's words. "No secrets from any of us?"
"That's the plan."
"Well... ok then. As long as we talk about all the weird stuff...."
Anna looked at me, and suddenly I realized all three girls present were examining me too closely for comfort.
"Wait wait wait, so you're on board now?" I asked.
"I mean... maybe?" Anna said. "I think maybe I'm not against it anymore."
"Oh," I said. "I think... I think maybe I was happier when you were. It let me not have to make a decision yet."
Elsa laughed softly. "Don't make a decision now, brother dearest. You're too drunk for it to be binding. Just think about it. Take some time. Everything's dependent on Casey's cycle anyway."
I blushed at the mention of biological consideration, as though I was young and innocent again, and we hadn't already been talking about extra-marital, incest-adjacent fucking.
"Oh," I mumbled. "Sure."
****
Anna and I spent the night. Usually we didn't need to, but sometimes we overdid it and didn't allow time to sober up before driving home later. This was definitely one of those times.
We both had our own rooms when we were over. There were two spare bedrooms, in a sense, though it seemed now one of them might get taken over by the new baby, once it arrived. If indeed we went down that path.
It would, arguably, be my child too. That was a wild thought. I wasn't sure how crazy it was in comparison to impregnating my sister's wife in the first place, but I hadn't had a chance to even really contemplate having a kid at all. Even one that was only mine genetically. It had never come up before, not seriously, and now for it to come up like this....
So weird.
I couldn't sleep, and eventually shuffled down the hall to Anna's room. I knocked softly, then cracked the door.
"You sleeping?"
"... yes."
I snorted. "If you want me to leave, just say so."
"Nah. Come in. I'm still thinking about... you know."
"Yeah. I know. Me too."
I scooted into the room, closing the door behind me, and feeling my way cautiously to Anna's bed. I sat on the edge of it while Anna sat up and curled her knees up to her chest. My eyes were sufficiently adjusted to the dark to make out the general shape of her.
"You wanna talk more about it?" Anna asked softly. "Or do you want a distraction?"
I sighed heavily. "Kinda both?"
"Fair." Anna clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "I saw a cool movie the other day."
I smiled tiredly, then groaned and stretched out across the bed. "Tell me about it," I said.
Anna launched into an impromptu and disorganized review of her aforementioned film. I continued to smile at her efforts, even though really it wasn't keeping my mind off my dilemma all that well.
"Sounds like a cool movie," I said once she'd finished.
"Yeah, it was."
"Anna?"
"Hm?"
"Am I bad a brother if I do this thing? Or... am I bad brother if I don't?"
Anna crawled closer and lay down next to me. "I don't think you're a bad brother either way."
"Oh. Good."
"I think maybe there isn't a right answer. And... and I'll back you up whichever way you decide, ok?"
"Thanks. I don't think I need backup, but thank you."
"Sure. What are sisters for?"
"That's become a more complicated question today."
"Haha, yeah."
I rolled closer to Anna, deriving comfort from her proximity. She actually reached out and tousled my hair gently, not a gesture I expected from my baby sis, but it felt really nice in the moment.
"I think you should do it though," Anna said in a bare whisper.
"You do?"
"Yeah. Elsa wants it. And Casey. They deserve good things."
"True," I agreed.
"And it'd be kinda neat for them to have a kid. I've never been an aunt, you know."
"I am aware, yes."
"Although... what if we can't sit around on weekends being delinquents anymore?" Anna said thoughtfully.
"I'm not sure that's the biggest concern."
"It's a concern though. Even if it's not the biggest." Anna sighed. "I'd miss our hangouts."
"We could still hang. Just maybe with less drinking."
"Or maybe we'd all have to drink more to make up for Casey giving it up. You know, once you put a baby in her and all."
I snickered helplessly. "Oh god, don't say it like that."
"You're gonna have to knock her up, bro," Anna said, immediately seizing on my weakness.
"Oh nooo."
"Mmhm. Fill her--"
I slapped a hand at Anna's face and managed to cover her mouth. She almost immediately stuck her tongue out and licked my hand, making me yank it back. Just like being kids again. The two of us burst out in frenetic giggling.
"You're a shit," I said.
"I'm not the one planning on--"
"Don't you dare!"
"Come on. I got some really gross ones I wanna say. Like about breed--"
"I swear to god, Anna."
"Ooh, or sexist ones. Like finally putting that baby factory to--"
I found a pillow and swung it firmly at Anna's face. She fought me for the pillow, but then only laughed once her face was free again.
"I might actually enjoy this," Anna said.
"Yeah, you're having a great time now, aren't you?"
"I really am." Anna's tone sobered up slightly. "But seriously... I mean, do what you feel. I've got the smallest vote here by far."
"Hey, your vote counts. I don't want you feeling left out here. You know what you mean to me. To us all."
"Yeah. I guess."
I stared at Anna in the dark. She stared right back at me.
"This is gonna sound weird," I said, "but... you mind if I sleep here tonight?"
"In my bed?"
"Yeah. Just... I mean it's big enough."
"It is." Anna thought a moment longer, then shrugged. "It's fine with me. I think maybe I'd sleep better if it wasn't me alone with my thoughts in here."
"Yeah. Same."
****
Chapter Two: Seduction
****
I was a bit embarrassed upon waking up that I'd imposed on my little sister like that. Only a bit, though. And watching Anna still cutely asleep for a time kind of made up for that.
I decided to slip out before she awoke, just to avoid any lingering embarrassment from the situation.
Part of said embarrassment to be avoided was my morning wood. Which had nothing to do with Anna, but it still felt awkward to deal with an erection after waking up next to my sister.
Casey was up before me. She beat me to the coffee maker, and already had it running before I stumbled in. She graced me with a faint smile as she saw me.
"Sleep well?" she asked.
"Uh... well enough," I said. "Eventually."
"Ah. Too much on your mind?"
"Basically, yeah."
"Any new thoughts since yesterday?"
Casey tried to stay casual, but I could see her bouncing slightly from foot to foot. She pulled the tie on her robe tighter as her anxious movements made it slip slightly.
"I mean, I think Anna's on board now," I said. "Which just leaves... me."
"You're not totally against though, right?"
"No. Never was totally against. I just... I feel like there are a lot of factors here. I don't want to be the reason you two have jealousy issues afterward or something."



"I wouldn't worry about that. We have it under control."
"You think you do," I said. "Maybe you really do. But there's no way to know for sure until it happens."
"That's true. But I'm pretty confident." Casey stepped closer to me, padding forward on bare feet, hands clasped coyly behind her back. "You know Elsa's pretended to be you sometimes while we're fucking."
I sighed. "I didn't need to know that."
"I think maybe you did, actually."
"So, what, you've already got this fantasy, so it won't cause any problems if we do it for real?"
"That's a little more reductive than I'd like, but something like that, yes."
"I don't know if I believe it."
I was getting a bit nervous as Casey stood close. The pose she held and the way her robe was tied presented me with a small but tantalizing view of her cleavage. Ordinarily I would have sneaked a quick peek, then pretended not to notice. In this case, that was a trickier thing. She wanted to have sex with me, after all. That does things to a boy's brain.
Casey shrugged in an exaggerated manner, which did nothing to help me staring at her boobs. It might even have been deliberate. There was a small, knowing smirk on her lips.
"We tell each other everything. Especially this stuff. I've... had a bit of a thing for you for a while."
I blushed. "Elsa mentioned."
"Mmhm. I mean, you're so like her, you know. Except being a boy and all." Casey bit her lip for a second. "You know I always assumed I'd end up with a guy? And somehow your sister... I don't know, she kind of swept me off my feet. And I've loved every minute of it."
"Elsa's pretty great," I agreed.
"She definitely is. But the point of which was, I really wouldn't mind if she was a boy sometimes when we're doing stuff."
"That's--"
"And she knows it. Plays into it. But if it was you--"
"Ok, wait, this isn't just to hit your kinks, is it? It's not just a weird sex thing after all?"
"No no, absolutely not. We still want a baby. Your baby. I'm trying to assuage your worries."
"I don't know that it's working."
Casey eyed me for a moment. "Ok, let me try something a bit different. Do you want to have sex with me?"
"Oh wow."
"Do you?"
I swallowed. "Under the right circumstances... sure, probably."
"These are those circumstances, Kai. Not getting any better."
"Just because I've crushed on you a bit doesn't mean we actually need to do anything about it."
Casey nodded. "Mmhm. Technically correct. But again, circumstances. We want the baby, you're helping us out, and we both get a little something extra in the process. Not a bad deal if you ask me."
"Elsa's really cool with you having a thing for me? And vice versa?"
Casey's smile widened. "Dude, you should hear some of the stuff she's into."
"Rather not, thanks."
"Fair enough. But yes, she is totally cool with it. I mean obviously there's gonna be some emotions in all this. Confusing ones. But we'll talk about them. Won't hide anything. It'll be all good."
I closed my eyes for a moment, swallowed hard, then opened up again. "I mean, I guess we should probably do this thing then, huh?"
Casey fairly beamed at me. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. I think. I mean... if I change my mind--"
"For sure, for sure. No hard feelings if you back out. Or if we don't quite get there the first time or anything. Just... oh wow, you really wanna try it?"
"I think so."
"Cool." Casey's grin turned devilish. "In that case... wanna have a little fun?"
"Uh...."
"You know, since we're gonna have to wait for my cycle now anyway?"
"... what are you suggesting?"
Casey casually opened her robe up, like it wasn't any big thing. My jaw dropped at the easy way she did it, and more importantly what she revealed to me.
She only had panties on under the robe, and her beautiful tits were fully bared for me, along with the rest of her tempting form. All those years of having the occasional peek or fantasy about her. Just things I couldn't help. And now... now this.
"Yeah, that's how Elsa stared the first couple times too," Casey murmured. "I kinda miss those days. But then again, now she stares like she's intimately familiar with every inch. Which she is. So I'll take it."
I had a flash of envisioning Elsa and Casey together. Elsa at first appreciating Casey's naked body, then both of them naked together. I had to shake my head and try to forget the latter part. I didn't need some weird sister fantasy on top of everything else.
Though if Elsa had pretended to be me during sex....
Best not to think about that either, probably.
"What ya thinkin'?" Casey asked.
"Kinda... Elsa for a second there."
"Ha, yeah. It happens. You two really are basically the same."
"I don't think we are."
"You're biased." Casey shifted her weight. "Anyway, want a feel before I cover up again?"
"... seriously?"
"Yep."
I hesitated a moment, but more because I felt I should than because I wanted to. "Ok."
I reached out with a cautious hand and cupped one of Casey's tits. She hissed softly and stuck her chest out more. Emboldened, I grabbed her other breast as well. Then just stood there fondling her while she seemingly quite enjoyed it.
Casey closed her eyes, and I heard her quietly whispered, "Elsa," as I continued to feel her up. It was a bit weird, but honestly made me feel a little better. Not that she was again comparing me to my sister, though I might just have to learn to live with that, but somehow I didn't feel as much emotional pressure in the moment if she was pretending I was Elsa. Or even just thinking about Elsa while I groped her.
Such a nightmare of complication, mixed with some rather delightful opportunity to satisfy an illicit crush.
Unbidden, I had the thought that if Elsa and I were both into the same girl, that was another point for us being so similar as people. I was forced to consider whether my crush would ever have developed into a full, beautiful relationship if I'd been the one to meet Casey first.
I didn't have any possible answer to that, though, and besides I was distracted by other things. Like Casey's boobies.
A clearing throat from behind me made me jerk my hand away from Casey's tits and turn around guiltily. Anna stood there, having apparently sneaked up behind us, all silent and stealthy on her bare feet. She tilted her head with a faint smirk on her lips.
"That didn't take long," she said.
"It wasn't... that wasn't anything," I said.
"You were feeling her tits, Kai. I saw."
"I mean... technically."
Casey giggled. Her robe remained open. "You're so cute when you're all awkward and embarrassed."
"Gee, thanks," I mumbled. "So glad I'm involved."
Elsa padded around the corner, yawning and running fingers through her hair. "Involved in what?" she asked.
"Nothing," I said immediately.
Anna betrayed me just as quickly. "Kai was feeling up Casey's boobies."
I gave Anna a hurt look, but she only smiled sweetly.
Elsa shrugged. "Oh. How were they?"
I gave up, feeling all too outnumbered. "Pretty great, actually."
Elsa slipped past me and cupped Casey's tits while giving her a long, slow kiss. "Mmm, aren't they though."
My morning wood was not going anywhere at this rate. And it was only getting more awkward all the time. Waking up next to Anna with it was bad enough. At least she'd been asleep for that. It was just getting worse, though. Feeling up my sister-in-law, now watching Casey and Elsa making out, Casey's tits still out. Not good.
Anna sidled up beside Elsa and maneuvered her hand in to feel one of Casey's boobies. Elsa gave her little sister a questioning look.
"What?" Anna said. "Everyone else is doing it."
Elsa laughed. "Horny little thing," she teased.
"No!" Anna insisted. "Kai's the horny one."
Elsa and Casey both glanced at me, then at the tent in my boxers. I realized Anna had already been well aware of it. Maybe everyone had.
"You both can be," Elsa said, her eyes lingering on my erection for a moment.
Still, Elsa made way for Anna, and the sisters shared Casey's tits for a moment. Casey seemed to be quite enjoying herself, and kept making dangerous eyes at me.
I was meant to impregnate her. Actually have sex with her and knock her up and all that. It was a lot to process, but it helped contextualize this sexy disaster of a morning.
Though even in that context, it didn't really help explain how I'd ended up watching my sisters feel up a nearly nude Casey.
I slipped past and got myself some coffee. I needed it. The girls kept going for a moment, then all dissolved into silly giggles. Anna skipped away and got herself some coffee too.
Elsa and Casey stayed together, whispering secretly for a moment. Elsa then helped Casey slip her robe off entirely, leaving her in only panties.
"Gonna have to get used to this," Casey told me as I stared at her.
She did a slow twirl in the middle of the floor, far less self-conscious than I would have thought. That just seemed to be her, though. I wasn't sure if that was just something about her that was being unleashed this morning, or if... if it was to do with me. How into me was she actually?
Anna gently nudged me with her elbow. "You're gonna put a baby in her, huh?"
I sighed and sipped more coffee. "Sure seems that way."
"Don't sound so excited."
"Well it's weird."
"Sure. But, like, kinda hot too, right?"
I gave Anna a sidelong glance. "I mean, yes, it is. Still weird."
"Mmhm."
"Especially around you and Elsa."
"Gonna have to get used to that, I think."
"Not sure I want to."
Anna thoughtfully drummed her fingernails on her mug. "Are we all that's stopping you?"
"I mean... I guess you're probably a large part of it. I just... I've never done anything like this before. Let alone with my sisters both involved. It's... a lot."
"Sure," Anna said. "I get that. Kind of a lot for me too. But, like, I'm kinda getting into it. How often do you get to do stuff like this? Consequence free and all. Like... you get to cum in a hot girl a bunch and not worry about it. In fact, it's a good thing."
I blushed. "See, I shouldn't be hearing you tell me to 'cum in a hot girl a bunch'."
"Pff, grow up."
"You're my little sister."
"I'm aware. It's not me you're cumming in."
"True." I sipped more coffee, stalling for time. "Anna, you know that my biggest fear is hurting you or Elsa. Mostly Elsa in this case. It's her wife we're talking about."
"I know, Kai. I know." Anna brushed her lips on my cheek. "I don't think you will. But if you do, it's us. We'll work it out, ok?"
I looked into Anna's eyes, her kiss still lingering on my cheek. I loved her. I trusted her. I trusted both my sisters more than anyone else in the world. Sure that meant more concern for their well-being, but an important thing to remember was that I could trust their decisions too. It didn't have to be all on me.
I kissed Anna back, on her cheek, maybe a little closer to her mouth than she'd gone for. She flushed just as I had, only more prettily.
"I trust you," I said.
Anna, still pink in her cheeks, nodded and smiled. "Good."
Anna gave me a last meaningful look, then scampered over to Elsa and Casey. Casey was still just in her panties, which made it hard to tear my gaze away once it was settled. Goddamn but Elsa had good taste. Casey was so easy to stare at.
All three girls whispered and giggled together, and threw frequent glances my way. The small conspiracy was an immediate test of the trust I'd just placed in my sisters.
"Ok, I don't like what's happening over there," I said loudly.
The girls only laughed harder. But then Else gave Casey a firm push in my direction. Casey bit her lip and walked hesitantly, but when she made eye contact with me it seemed to firm up her decision somehow.
She approached me and stood with her hands behind her back, smiling cutely at me. Deliberately pushing her tits out toward me too.
"Hey," she said.
"Hey," I said warily.
Casey nodded down at my erection. "Want some help with that?"
I flicked my eyes to my sisters, both watching me intently.
"Sure," I said.
"Because we're going to need to get used to-- oh, you said yes."
"I did."
"Oh. Well that's easy, then."
Casey was first confused, then delighted by my easy acceptance. She sank to her knees in front of me, only getting cuter and more sensual from her new naughty position.
I tried not to look toward Elsa and Anna anymore. I only wanted to focus on Casey. Maybe make things a little less weird. It didn't really work. I couldn't help looking their way at times. Especially since they weren't being at all subtle in their amusement.
"Could you two please stop?" I asked.
Anna snickered. "Not likely."
Casey yanked down my boxers, making my cock bounce as it came free. The motion got gasps from both my sisters, then increased giggling.
Casey rolled her eyes. "Kai's right. You two are a distraction. Out with you!"
"Hey, no way!" Anna said. "That's not fair."
Elsa looked regretful also, but caught Anna's arm. "No no, Casey's right. Give them a little privacy."
"Awww."
I felt a little more at ease at first with my sister's out of the room. But then, weirdly, I missed them. That was an extremely weird realization.
Casey was nearly naked and kneeling in front of me, tentatively reaching for my cock and brushing her fingers along it. It was like a very naughty dream coming true. My sister's wife playing with my cock all casual like that.
But it felt wrong without Elsa. Which was fucked up, but it was true. I felt like she needed to be there. To 'legitimize' this, or whatever.
Casey was making some compelling points, however. Which was to say she was playing with my cock, mainly. She touched it uncertainly at first, then with increased confidence.
"Been a while since I've done anything like this," she said.
"I guess being with my sister, that makes sense," I said.
"Mmhm. I mean we play with toys sometimes. Strapons even. But they're not the same. Touching them like this is a bit of a waste."
"It would be," I agreed.
Casey leaned in and flicked her tongue over the head of my cock. She grinned at the way it jumped at the touch, and the soft moan I made.
"And they don't react like that," she said.
"Uh huh."
"Or feel alive and warm and... exciting." Casey kissed my cock some. Just gentle and exploratory. "And you're her brother," she murmured.
I closed my eyes a second. "We don't need to mention that."
"It's relevant."
"I know. But I'm not used to it."
"Mmhm. But you kinda twitched in my hand when I said that."
I opened my eyes. "Well it's... it's...."
Casey grinned ferally. "I'm gonna suck off Elsa's bro-ther."
I felt my cock pulse in her hand. It was, in fact, working. She found it quite amusing. I didn't know what to find it.
Trust my sisters. I needed to remember that.
"I'm just a boy version of her to you, aren't I?" I said.
Casey shrugged. "For these purposes, mostly, yeah. You two are so similar, you know."
"So I hear."
"I don't really care about cock most of the time. I mean other than the context of pregnancy, obviously."
"Obviously."
"But like when Elsa uses a strapon, I do kinda wish sometimes it was more... like a cock."
"Like mine."
"Like yours." Casey had a dangerous, predatory look in her eyes. "And now I have it... Elsa."
I wanted to complain about her calling me by my sister's name, but she'd cunningly darted forward and sucked part of my cock into her mouth. It was hard to argue with her like that. When I was partly inside her. An unfair argument technique, but not an unwelcome one.
Casey was still calling me Boy-Elsa in her head. I could tell by the way she looked up at me with her mouth full. But she kept working my shaft, taking me deep, showing impressive blowjob skills all things considered.
Was that the strapon thing again? What sort of things did they do anyway? Not that I should be thinking about that. With Casey and Elsa. My big sister. Shouldn't even imagine.
Speaking of sisters, my earlier agitation about having them leave the room turned out to be poorly founded. Elsa and Anna were both peeking back in at Casey and I, trying their best to be sneaky. And possibly doing a good job depending on how long they'd been there before I noticed.
I was embarrassed to be seen getting a blowjob, but with an odd background comfort that at least if they were there, things were alright. My trust in them coming through again, I supposed, even in super inappropriate circumstances.
I tried to focus on that. On my love for my sisters, and the comfort they brought. I wasn't sure it was entirely working. It wasn't a sister-friendly kind of situation. Plus they kept whispering and giggling together while they watched. But still, it made things weirdly ok.
"I'm gonna cum, Casey," I said.
Casey made a small noise of affirmation without taking my cock out of her mouth. She kept sucking, kept working me, obviously intent on the goal.
I was going to cum in front of my sisters. Both of them. I'd never done that before. I had to admit, the anticipation of it was kind of working for me, in an incredibly naughty kind of way.
I felt all warm and flushed as Casey made me cum. That surge of pleasure mixing with all the feelings involved in the situation, which in the moment were too numerous for me to track.
Casey made things more intense by leaning back as I came, jerking my cock fast and hard, and spraying her face all over with my cum. I hadn't been expecting that. Nor had my sisters, judging by their soft gasps and wide eyes.
Afterward, Casey sat back on her heels, smirking up at me through her cummy face. I didn't really know what to do other than stand there and stare at her. I was feeling really good in the aftermath of a really well done blowjob, but there were awkward feelings coming any minute now. I could sense them.
Elsa padded over to her wife. She stepped up behind Casey and tilted her head back to get a look. Casey beamed at Elsa, upside down and all.
"You made quite a mess," Elsa said, examining Casey's face critically.
"Your brother did that, actually," Casey said.
"You could have just swallowed."
"What fun is that? You and Anna wouldn't have seen much."
"We weren't watching anyway!" Anna declared, still peeking out from her hiding spot.
"All for our benefit, huh?" Elsa asked, ignoring Anna. She stroked Casey's hair back, still intently staring at her wife's messy facial.
"That's right," Casey said. "You have something to lick up now."
Elsa snorted. "Ew. I'm not licking my brother's cum off you. Obviously."
"Well at least I made the offer. That's what counts."
"You need to clean yourself up."
"Nah."
"Nah?"
"I want breakfast first."
Elsa pursed her lips. "Seriously? You're gonna stay like that?"
"Mmhm!"
Casey was daring Elsa with her eyes. Probably waiting for Elsa to be firm and tell her to wash up. If that was her hope, I felt like maybe there were still some small facets of my sister that Casey didn't quite grasp.
"Ok," Elsa said, giving Casey one last head pat. "What do we want? Eggs?"
"That might be a little too on the nose," Anna said, padding back into the room finally. She approached Casey in a dance that was clearly meant to give her a better view, without looking like she was taking any interest in the cummy mess. My mess.
"How so?" Elsa asked.
"You know. 'Cause you wanna get Casey pregnant. And that involves sperms and eg--"
"Oh. That."
"Mmhm."
"I'm gonna go have a shower," I said aloud, feeling the need to escape the room for a moment. It wasn't nearly as awkward as it could have been, but I still felt the need for some alone time and to clear my head a little.
"Put some pants on after," Elsa called after me.



I flushed and tried to ignore the fact that everyone present had gotten a very good look at me, nevermind the blowjob itself. My sisters had both seen exactly what my cock looked like, for instance. Had gotten quite an eyeful, really. There was no coming back from that. But... I wasn't sure that I minded. And that worried me.
By breakfast time, things had settled back into something of our usual routine. Casual and joking and comfortable and all.
Excepting that Casey was still wearing my cum on her face. At least she'd put her robe back on.
Anna was perhaps on the quiet side as well, and wouldn't sit still in her chair. Too squirmy and anxious about something. I knew what the something was, generally, but not specifically what part of it was on her mind.
****
I learned more about Anna's thoughts later that week. After we'd all had a chance to settle down from the weekend and wrap our heads around some stuff.
Anna called me up mid-week. Allegedly just to chat, but there was clearly something she wanted to discuss. She just wouldn't come out with it at first. She danced around the topic for a while. Anything related to sexy times, really.
She got there eventually though.
"Do you still think about cumming on Casey's face?" Anna asked.
I snorted at the abrupt change of subject. "Yeah, of course. That was only a few days ago."
"I know. I think about it."
"I bet."
"Do you think you'd do that again?"
"I don't think I'm the one deciding so much."
"Well... no. But if she offers, I mean."
I hesitated a moment. "Probably," I said. "I mean... it felt really good. And there's a lot of pressure to go for it. I've never had so many girls all wanting me to get a blowjob before. It's... a fascinating experience."
Anna was quiet long enough that I thought the call might have dropped. "I don't want you to feel pressured," she said. "That's not the intention."
"I mean, there's gonna be some pressure. Just by the nature of the thing."
"I know. But you don't have to do any of it if you don't want."
"... but you want me to though, yeah?"
Anna sighed. "Yeah, I do. But... not if it's a problem. I'll pick you over a hypothetical baby any day."
"And sexy times?"
"And those too, yes." Anna paused for a second. "The sexy times are good, though. I mean, the one sexy time there's been."
"You liked that, huh?"
"Is that weird?"
"Kinda. But the whole thing is."
"Yeah, it is. It's fun though."
"Also true."
"So... you're still up for doing more?"
I smiled to myself. "Anna, it almost sounds like you want to see me getting sucked off again," I teased.
"... maybe?"
"You're just gonna admit it?"
"Well you already know."
"I only suspected."
"I've... shit, don't tell anyone, ok? But I've been masturbating thinking about it every night."
My eyebrows shot up. "Oh?"
"Don't take that tone."
"There was no tone."
"You were judging."
"I wasn't," I said. "I've... also been masturbating thinking about it."
"Oh. Good."
"Casey's face all dripping with cum...."
"I knooowww."
"It doesn't bother you that it's me?"
Anna considered. "Does it bother you that I watched?"
"I asked first."
Anna took a deep breath, audible even over the phone. "So... you ever think about how, like, growing up, we were always around each other, and we know lots of stuff--"
"Everything," I said. "I know everything about you."
"Mostly everything. But, see, sex and nudity and stuff, that's stuff that everyone's all like 'no, you can't know that part'."
"I think there's good reasons for that."
"Sure," Anna agreed. "But doesn't mean it isn't gonna interest me when an opportunity arises."
"That so?"
"I mean, kinda, I think."
"So it's scientific curiousity?"
"... yes?"
I snickered. "Ok. Whatever you want to tell yourself."
"It's complicated, ok?"
"Now that I fully believe."
"Mmhm." There was another long pause, then, "Kai, you'll let me watch again next time, right?"
"Not totally up to me. But, like, I don't think anyone's really stopping you."
"Ok. Cool."
****
Chapter Three: Sex
****
I was nervous. I'd freely admit that.
I didn't really like that I was nervous. It was perfectly reasonable under the circumstances, sure. But I'd never needed to feel that way around my sisters. Our hangouts in particular had been an oasis of comfort and relaxation in an otherwise stressful adult world.
As much as I still wanted that, there was now an element of stress and uncertainty that had crept in, and I didn't like it.
Anna picked up on it the quickest, it seemed. We were all sitting out on Elsa and Casey's deck, getting a bit drunk as we were wont to do. Anna scooted her chair closer so she could be right next to me.
"Hey," she said elbowing me gently. "Not worried about this, are you?"
"Worried? Why would I be worried about impregnating my sister's wife?"
"Maybe don't think about it like that?" she suggested lightly.
"Well it's true," I said.
"Mmhm. But maybe reframe it. Like... it's just us. We're all good here, yeah? And... and you get to have sex with Casey. You like Casey."
"I do."
"So it's like a freebie. A little bonus."
I sighed and took another drink. "I don't think I can pretend that's all it is. But... I'm glad you're here, Anna. You and Elsa."
"Well... of course."
I put my hand on hers. "It's weird, because I'm mostly worried about one of you getting hurt. Elsa mostly, I guess, given the circumstances. But also... I don't think I could do this if you weren't both supporting it."
Anna blushed faintly, but gave me a big smile. "We love you, Kai, you know that. We're always here for you."
"I know."
"And... I'm kinda looking forward to seeing this."
I snorted. "Of course you are. When did you get to be such a little perv anyway?"
Anna tossed her head flippantly. "Let's not cast stones, brother. You're the one knocking up your sister's wife here."
"You just said not to think about--"
"What are you two whispering about?" Elsa called out.
I turned to her. She and Casey were getting quite snuggly together. I was pretty sure I was the most drunk of any of us at this point, given my nerves, but they were both getting fairly giggly.
"I'm nervous," I admitted aloud.
"Ah. That," Elsa said. "Don't worry. We'll take it slow. Make sure everyone stays comfortable."
Casey took another long drink. Watching her for a moment, I reconsidered my previous assessment. We might both have been fairly tied for most drunk. I'd been too obsessed with my own fears to note that Casey might be feeling some of the same things.
"Don't get too drunk," Anna cautioned. "You need to be functional. And we don't want to step on any consent here."
Elsa nodded. "True. And if we need to stop and try again some other time, we can do that. There's no pressure here."
"There's some," I mumbled.
"Ok, there's some," Elsa allowed. "But we're going for as fun and easy as possible, yeah?"
Casey nodded. "Yeah. I think we should."
It took me a while longer to work up the nerve to do something. The extra buzz I'd achieved by then probably helped.
All eyes were on me as I stood up and walked over to Casey. Hers in particular. She actually blushed as I extended a hand to her. Like this was something romantic, rather than pragmatic and naughty.
"Ready?" I asked.
Casey nodded and took my hand. "Let's try this, shall we?"
I caught Elsa and Anna glancing at each other as Casey and I headed into the house. As one, my sisters jumped up and tagged along right behind.
I felt increasingly anxious as Casey and I neared the bedroom. My heart pounded and my palms sweated. Like I was a totally inexperienced teenager all over again.
In a sense, it wasn't that far off. I was pretty sure I'd never had sex while there was someone else in the room. Let alone two someone elses. Let alone those two being my sisters.
But Casey was anxious too. And that helped. We both dallied awkwardly beside her bed, unsure what to do in the moment.
Elsa and Anna were no help in that matter. They were too busy fussing with seating arrangements. Needing somewhere to watch from.
"This is weird, huh?" Casey said softly, so only I could hear.
"It is."
"We don't... we don't have to do it now."
"You want this, don't you?"
"I do!"
"Is it Elsa and Anna?"
"No. Yes. Maybe."
"We could ask them to leave," I suggested.
She smirked. "They'd just sneak back in again."
"I know. But the pressure would be off for a few minutes."
Casey shook her head. "That's not what's pressuring me most anyway."
"Oh?"
"No. It's... it's getting pregnant. That's what's stressing me. I don't know... I've never done it before."
"Well, yeah, that's kind of the point."
Casey nodded. "I know. Just... it's a lot."
"We don't have to. I'm only here to help you and Elsa, you know. If you're not ready--"
"I'm ready! I want this. It doesn't mean it's not scary. Lots of things I've wanted in life have been scary. Even... even marrying Elsa. That was scary at first. Marriage, you know? But it's been so great."
I smiled at Casey. "Alright, so we just need to... start?"
"Yeah. Just start. Bear with me if I'm slow."
"Hey, I'm under no time pressure here. We have all evening. And if it doesn't feel right--"
"If it doesn't feel right, we try again another time," Casey finished for me. "Agreed."
Casey reached for me with one hand, then stopped. We wanted to proceed, but it wasn't easy. I didn't know what to do either. It felt like kissing her was the move, but she wasn't my wife. I didn't know how much kissing was ok. Maybe that was a silly concern. I was going to be cumming in her pussy. Did kissing even rate in that context?
"Goodness' sake," Elsa said, interrupting my thoughts. "It's like you two don't even know what to do."
Elsa marched over to Casey and started helping her undress. It was fascinating to watch, but not as fascinating as when Anna started helping me. I raised an eyebrow at my little sister, but she just smiled crookedly and shrugged.
"You're not wrong," I said. "I don't know what the etiquette is here."
"I don't think there is one," Anna said.
"No, I know," I said, "but like... I can't treat Casey like she's my girlfriend."
"Just for a little while you can," Elsa said.
She already had Casey's top off and her boobs out. Casey stared at me, halfway between bashful and seductive as Elsa kept stripping her in front of me.
"Yeah," Anna said. "Be gentle and romantic. Gotta get her feeling good, you know."
"But--"
"Don't worry about it so much," Elsa said. "I know you want to be delicate and worry about everyone's feelings. And I appreciate that. But... part of this whole thing is you two need to have sex. That's the main part, really. So do that."
"We'll watch and make sure you're doing it right," Anna added helpfully.
I snorted. "I swear, if I start getting critiqued by my sisters on my sex...."
"Then what?" Anna asked innocently.
"... then I'll be kind of annoyed."
"Oh."
Anna finished stripping me, pulling my boxers down my legs. I just let her. She grinned up at me as she came nearly face to face with my cock, which was growing right in front of her. She then retreated and took a seat before getting any more inappropriate than that.
Somehow, letting Anna take my clothes off had been the easiest thing in the moment. That probably shouldn't have been the case. I should have just done it, really. But she'd taken away my need for decision making, and that was important. I just wished I didn't now have an image of her smiling up at me with my cock in her face.
Who cared, though? She'd see more than that very shortly.
Casey was naked too. Which was lucky, because it was very easy to focus on her to the exclusion of all else. She was really quite seductive without any clothes on. No panties this time, even, which was nice.
Elsa gave Casey a last kiss on the cheek, whispered something to her, then went to join Anna as a spectator.
"So," I said.
"So," Casey echoed.
We started toward each other, then stopped. Again. Even naked, it didn't feel quite right. The rhythm of the thing wasn't there.
"Do you need help?" Anna asked cheerfully from the sidelines. "You can--"
"I don't," I said firmly. "Thank you."
Purely out of brotherly spite, I moved to Casey and kissed her. Something about being teased by my baby sister made it easier to get past my misgivings. I'd expected to draw comfort from our sibling love, but sibling annoyance was just as powerful a force.
Casey liked the kiss. She pressed herself up against me for more. She was so warm, so soft, so eager to get close.
Our mutual hesitation melted away somewhat as our lips lingered together. It was nice. And it got me fully hard, poking into Casey.
We fell into bed together. Still kissing, now groping each other some too. I could get lost in her. I tried. Part of my mind was always on my sisters, though. Knowing they were there. Wondering what they felt as they watched. Wondering, rather irritatingly, if I was giving a good enough performance.
"Ignore them," Casey whispered.
"Who?"
"Your sisters. I know you're thinking about them. Your eyes keep flicking that way. Even though you can't see them."
"Sorry."
"Don't be. I'm not expecting romance or all your attention or anything. Just... this can be good, you know."
"It's already pretty good."
Casey laughed. "Flatterer."
"Truth, though."
"Mmm, ok. Listen, don't worry about what they're thinking. I'll throw them out if they start being a nuisance."
"Ha, good luck with that."
Casey kissed me on the cheek. "I know, right? But seriously, how 'bout you just help me get all wet and ready for you, huh?"
I groaned. "I mean, that does sound fun."
"I would hope so. You can... you can do basically anything, if you want. Boobs. Pussy. Ass. I mean, no ass fucking. But if you wanna touch me or something...."
I groaned louder. "You make it sound so casual."
"It is."
"It isn't."
"Right. Well... it could be." Casey pushed my head down to her tits. "Just... have fun."
I buried my face in Casey's boobs. What else could I do, really? They were right there, and they were magnificent, and I was a little jealous of Elsa for a moment. But then I started sucking on them, and that jealousy went away. Why be jealous when she was sharing so completely with me? Not that that was exactly what was happening. But it was close enough.
I took my time, getting my fill of Casey's breasts. It might be the only time I ever got to freely play with them, after all.
Eventually, I moved lower, to her pussy. She had such a pretty pussy. All wet and waiting for me. I thought about asking whether she was ready, skipping unnecessary foreplay. We had a job to do, after all.
But... she wanted me to take my time. To enjoy myself. She wanted to enjoy this too. For pervy reasons, sure. But that was fine. Our reasoning didn't have to be pure, here. It just had to work for everyone. And so far, it was.
I licked Casey's pussy. She moaned in appreciation and patted my head fondly.
I heard some whispers from my sisters as I ate Casey out. I was doing ok at ignoring them. And, in fact, the hornier and more into this I got, the less I minded at all that they were there. I only felt the comfort of their presence and not the embarrassment. It was a nice place to be in, emotionally speaking.
"Mmm, shit," Casey hissed. "You're gonna make me...."
I kept licking as she trailed off and grasped my head with both hands. It seemed like too quick for her to be cumming, but also it was quite a horny situation. I privately took a lot of the credit for it, regardless.
"Elsaaa," Casey whimpered as she came.
I kept licking her clit. I was unsure if she was calling me Elsa again, or if she was reaching out to Elsa sitting nearby and watching.
I brought her down gently with a final little kiss on her pussy before crawling back up her naked body. I left a few more kisses along the way. The eyes Casey gave me now were totally absent of the hesitation and uncertainty of before. I decided I'd probably dropped a lot of that too. It felt better now, what we were doing. More natural. We'd just needed to get into it.
"Ready?" she asked softly.
I nodded. "Yeah. You gonna call me Elsa again?"
Casey shrugged playfully. "Maybe. No promises."
"I'm not my sister, you know."
"You're very close though." Casey kissed my cheek. "It's a good thing. I swear."
"Uh huh."
She only laughed at my expression and got me to crack a big smile in response. She then reached down and grasped my cock, guiding it to her pussy.
"Let's get you inside me," Casey whispered.
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak in that moment. There was something insanely hot about the way she casually maneuvered me toward her entrance, with the knowledge that I was going to cum in her. In front of my sisters and all.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked, blushing faintly.
"Like what?"
"Like... like Elsa does when she's super turned on." Casey quirked a smile. "I might have just answered my own question."
"This is kinda doing it for me," I admitted.
My eyes rolled back slightly as Casey pressed me to her wet pussy, and I instinctively started to push inside.
Casey fully closed her eyes for a second, then fluttered them open again. "More," she urged.
I thrust deeper. She bit her lip and nodded approval, practically eye-fucking me even as I worked my way inside her.
"That's good," she breathed.
"Unf. Yeah it is," I said.
Casey's pussy felt really damn good around me. All tight and warm and wet, and delightfully forbidden as well. Usually forbidden, technically. Right now three other people were actively wanting me to be inside it. Which was a weird thought, but an accurate one.
"Remember, you gotta cum deep in me," Casey said.
"I'm aware."
"It's no good if you pull out and cum over me."
"Ah, why would you even suggest that?"
"Just mentioning." Casey's smile turned devilish. "You seem to like the thought of cumming in me, is all. So I thought maybe it'd help."
"... it does, actually."
"Mmhm. So cum in me then. While your sisters watch."
I grunted and kissed Casey, if only to stop her talking. She was turning me on like crazy, it was true. And sure, that was kind of the goal. I just felt a certain pressure not to cum too quickly. In this case it would be perfectly fine. But there was still pride to think of.
A weight shifted the mattress as I was fucking Casey. Elsa sidled up beside us. She glanced at me, but mostly had eyes for her wife.
Elsa gently pushed my head away and took over kissing Casey. Jealousy? Possessiveness? Or just getting too hot? Hopefully the latter. I really didn't want to stop now.
Elsa and Casey making out so close to me was way too much to resist at this point. I exploded in Casey, making sure to do it as deep as I possibly could, as per instruction.
I'd never before in my life cummed so freely in a girl. Just absolutely let go and filled her pussy up, with no worries or fears about the consequences of it. It was kind of a wonderful feeling, even if a lot of that was purely the cumming itself.
"You cum in her?" Elsa asked, looking at me with big eyes.
"He did," Casey said before I could.
I nodded confirmation.
Elsa grinned wide at me. "Let me see."
I reluctantly pulled out, my cock softening and messy. Elsa nearly got slapped in the face with it, she was so eager to check out Casey's pussy.
"Ooh," Elsa cooed. "Look at you." She probed a fingers inside her wife. "So cummy."
"Well don't go playing around in there now," Casey said.
Elsa grinned at her and pulled her finger back out. She examined it critically, then wiped it delicately on Casey's inner thigh. She kissed Casey tenderly on her pussy, then crawled up for more proper kisses.



I once again felt slightly awkward. The aftermath of an orgasm could do that anyway at times, but especially now. I had no idea what to do with myself, and eventually slid off the bed and padded for the door.
Anna was quick behind me. I'd half forgotten she was still there.
"Hey, you ok?" she asked.
"Kinda."
"Kinda? You looked like you were really enjoying that."
"I was. Just... I know it's silly, but I could have used... something afterward. Some cuddling or whatever. I don't know."
"That's not silly! That's normal." Anna slipped her hand into mine. "Elsa should have known that."
I shrugged. "Casey's hers."
"Still, though." Anna dragged me into her room. "I'll talk to her. She'll be better next time."
"Next time?"
"Well... theoretically, I guess. It's unlikely you're gonna ace it first try."
"Oh. Right."
Anna pushed me into bed and crawled in with me. "Scoot over some."
"Uh... what are we doing?"
"Cuddling. Durr."
"... I'm still naked."
"So?"
"Ah... nothing, I guess."
Anna curled up with me and held me. It was actually just exactly what I needed. Some sense of love and belonging. I didn't like that I'd been feeling vulnerable, but I realized that was the biggest thing. A sense of vulnerability and uncertainty. And Anna took that all away.
I breathed out, letting my tension ease. Soaking in my sister's presence.
"Better?" she asked.
"Actually yeah."
"Good."
Anna's warmth and love lulled me to a very peaceful place, and without meaning to, I fell asleep right there with her.
****
Chapter Four: Sisters
****
Anna was petting me like a sleepy puppy when I woke up. She seemed amused about it. I gave her a chagrined look all the same.
"Guess I fell asleep, huh?" I said.
"Sure did."
"Didn't mean to fall asleep on you."
"You didn't. You just kind of drifted off. You must have rolled over on me during the night."
"Oh. So you just stayed here too?"
Anna shrugged and squirmed out from under me, hopping out of bed with far more cheer and energy than I felt.
"It's my room," she said, as though that explained everything.
I was distracted for a moment by her butt. She was only in panties from the waist down.
"You took your pants off too?" I asked.
"Well I wasn't going to sleep in them, was I, mister nude?"
I blushed and pulled the covers up over me. Anna laughed.
"I've seen you naked, Kai. It's no good hiding now."
"Well I'm embarrassed now," I mumbled.
"Ah. I see."
Anna found her pants and pulled them back up. I wasn't sure it made me feel any better. Now she was fully dressed and I was totally naked.
More awkwardly, I was hard. Stupid morning wood. Although....
It wasn't Anna, was it? Something about her that had caused an erection? She hadn't noticed it, had she?
"I'll leave you some... privacy," Anna said, winking as she strutted out the door.
Yeah. She'd probably noticed.
I wasn't going to masturbate, if indeed that was what she was implying. But I definitely needed clothes. Shit, how was I going to get clothes? I'd left them in Elsa and Casey's room.
Dammit.
"Hey, Anna!" I darted to the door and called out. "Anna!"
"What?" Anna reappeared, her gaze immediately dropping to my erection. "Dude!"
"Shush. Just... I need my clothes."
"I'll say."
"They're in Elsa and Casey's room!"
"Oh yeah. That's gonna be awkward, huh? Maybe they're not awake yet."
"Could you get them for me please?"
Anna grinned and gave me another once over as she passed me. "Yeah, ok. I'm having to look after you an awful lot, you know."
"Yeah yeah. I know."
"Lucky I love you."
"I... actually am," I said, mostly to myself by then.
I waited for Anna to come back. I waited far too long before admitting to myself that she wasn't going to be right back.
I sighed, listened anxiously for any sounds of movement, then tiptoed toward Elsa and Casey's room.
Anna was sitting on the foot of the bed cross-legged, just chatting and laughing with Elsa and Casey. I tried to sneak away again, but Elsa saw me before I could.
"Anna, were you meant to be bringing Kai his clothes back?" Elsa asked, one eyebrow raised to perfectly communicate that she knew the answer already.
"Maaayyybe," Anna said.
"That's fine," I said. "I'll just be naked and weird over here."
"Oh pff. Come join us. Elsa and Casey are naked too." Anna paused to consider. "I think I'm the odd one out, actually."
"They've got covers," I said.
I walked in anyway and sat next to Anna. I got some glances, but once I sat down it wasn't quite so obvious how erect I was. Plus, seriously, they'd all seen me last night. This was nothing new for any of us.
"How you feeling?" Elsa asked me.
"Ok. I think," I said.
"Horny again though," Anna said.
"Yeah well... that happens."
"It's fine. Last night was pretty hot. I bet Elsa and Casey messed around after we left."
I looked at Elsa. She didn't even bother denying it.
"Of course we did," Elsa said. "You think we were just gonna fall asleep after or something?"
"Hehe, just as long as you didn't lick all the cum out of Casey's pussy," Anna said. "That'd defeat the whole point."
Elsa and Casey both blushed. Anna's eyes widened.
"You did!" Anna exclaimed.
"Only a little," Elsa said. "On accident."
"That's our brother's cum!" Anna said, though he tone suggested she wasn't horrified so much as intrigued.
"An accident," Casey repeated. "I needed another cum. Elsa licked me. Her tongue caught some. It happens."
"Wow." Anna clasped her knees up to her chest, thinking deeply.
"Ok, well this isn't helping me so much," I said. "I might just grab my clothes and--"
"Sorry," Elsa said. "I didn't want to make that weird. I mean, yeah, I tasted some of your cum last night. I swear it was accidental."
"Oh, no, I mean that's... that's whatever," I said. "Just, this is all getting to be a lot for first thing in the morning. I probably need to go jerk off and calm down."
Anna snickered. "Hehe, boner."
"Oh very mature," Elsa said. "Like you're not gonna go rub one out too."
"I'm not!" Anna said defiantly. "I'm not as bad as all of you."
"Sure you are," Elsa said. "You're our sister. Don't think I don't know. Unless... how many times did you get off last night?"
"She didn't," I said. "She was with me. I fell asleep. She--"
I stopped. Anna had turned away from me.
"Oh god, Anna. While I was sleeping?"
"... maybe."
"Oh. Oh wow."
"I was horny! I didn't get to cum, unlike some people."
"Yeah, no, I know," I said. "But now I've got an image of...."
"Of what?" Elsa asked sweetly. "Our darling, innocent little sis all--"
"Don't even," Anna said. "You licked up our brother's cum."
"You masturbated with him."
"Beside him. Not with him."
Casey finally interrupted. "Alright, enough. All of you. God you all can be so cranky in the morning."
"We're not!" Anna said. "We're... spirited."
"Yeah, spirited," Elsa agreed.
"Well can you be spirited less argumentatively?" Casey asked.
"... no?" Anna hazarded.
Elsa had a different tactic. She rolled over onto Casey and assailed her with kisses. Their covers fell down some in the process.
I stopped, intrigued at the sight of Elsa making out with Casey, their boobies now visible and pressing together.
Anna watched intently as well, slipping a hand down between her legs, just holding it there and squeezing her thighs around it.
"You're turning your siblings on, darling," Casey warned, rather perceptively.
Elsa shrugged and nibbled on Casey's ear. "That's ok."
"Is it?"
"Well... we could always have Kai cum in you again this morning. To increase our chances and all."
"Ah! So bad," Casey said.
"Hehe, you only think that 'cause you want it."
"... maybe."
"You liiiked fucking my little brother."
Casey whimpered and buried her face against Elsa for a moment, hiding from Anna and me.
Elsa turned her head to us and winked, then went back to kissing Casey all over.
"Alright, hell with this," Anna mumbled. "It's a pants off kind of morning."
Anna struggled out of her pants and kicked them off. Her panties were wet already, which was really quite fascinating to me. Not that it surprised me particularly, but it made me realize I wanted to see more. Everyone else was already naked anyway.
"Hey, Anna?" I said.
"Hm?"
She turned to me, and I put my hands on her sides, slipping under her shirt. Her eyes widened, but she didn't stop me. Her skin was so warm and inviting underneath. Already flushed and aroused.
Anna silently lifted her arms as I dared to push higher. I trembled as I kept going, lifting her shirt off entirely. Her little boobies were bared, and her nipples were so hard already. Matching my cock, in their own way.
I made eye contact with Anna, which meant tearing my gaze away from her chest. She stared back at me, awkward and unsure, but also excited and defiant.
"Still got my panties on," she said quietly.
"Should I...."
Anna shrugged. "Just sayin'."
I knelt reverently before my little sister. I wasn't sure why this even seemed like a good idea to either of us. But then, she'd helped me out of my clothes last night. And... and I wanted to see her naked.
It was a weird thought to have to justify to myself. I wasn't sure how to. My sisters had seen me naked and having sex. That was just... what it was.
Now this morning I was seeing more and more of Elsa as she and Casey wrestled nakedly on the bed, kicking their covers off more with every passing minute. That too just felt like something that was happening. Like, sure I was enjoying it, but I didn't feel responsible. That was probably the wrong thing to focus on. But who cared, really?
Taking Anna's clothes off was an admission, to myself and to everyone else, that I wanted to see her. That made it trickier to process.
"I'm gonna take 'em off if you don't," Anna said.
I realized I'd hesitated too long, just staring at Anna's soaked, clingy panties. I could already see a lot of the outline from underneath.
"Sorry," I said. "Just... got caught up thinking."
Anna smiled crookedly. "Yeah, I know. I get it. I've been thinking a lot too."
"But you still want me to...."
Anna's cheeks held a faint pink. "If you want to," she whispered.
I did want to, was the thing. I tugged gently at Anna's panties watching them still cling to her pussy for a second, then slowly peel away and down her legs.
Her pussy was right in front of me. All wet and aroused, but so small and pretty.
"You're staring," Anna said.
"Sorry."
"... you're still doing it."
"Just... I have such an urge to kiss it. It's so bad."
"Unf. My pussy?"
"Yeah."
Anna flicked her eyes toward Elsa and Casey. They were so wrapped up in each other that they didn't seem to be paying us any attention.
"Just a quick one," she said.
My eyes went wide, staring at her a second to see if she was serious. She was. I looked back down to her beautiful, beckoning pussy. I leaned in and kissed it. Quick, but maybe not as quick as I could have been. She gave me the softest of little gasps. Halfway to a moan, even. The sound disturbingly enticing, coming from my baby sister and all.
I had to stand up after, lest I go in for more. Anna and I shared a knowing look. She would have let me keep going. I knew she would have.
"Let's, uh, focus on Casey," Anna said. "Gotta do her again. For safety."
"Right," I said. "That."
I kept looking at Anna until she blushed and gave me a push on the shoulder. "What are you staring at?"
"You're naked."
"I know."
"You look good."
"Shut uuuppp. Elsaaa, Kai's being a perv!"
Elsa tore herself briefly away from Casey. "What's he doing? Staring at my butt?"
"What? No. Staring at me," Anna said. "Why would he be perving on you?"
"I've got a nice butt," Elsa said.
"It's true," Casey said, grabbing Elsa's ass cheeks with both hands and squeezing possessively.
"Yeah she does," I agreed, turning my attention to Casey playing with Elsa's ass.
Anna made an offended noise. I was pretty sure it was more because I was staring at Elsa rather than her, and not so much because I was perving on my sisters in the first place. If I asked, she'd probably claim the latter.
"Casey," Anna reminded me insistently.
"Elsa's in the way," I pointed out.
"That's fair," Anna said. "Come on, Elsa. Let Kai in. How's he s'posed to cum in Casey again if you're in the way?"
"Casey's my wife," Elsa said petulantly. "I got dibs."
Anna rolled her eyes. "Oh now really. You're the one that wants a baby, remember?"
Anna crawled onto the bed, examined the situation more closely, then pulled the remaining covers entirely out of the way. They'd been mostly off anyway, the way the girls were writhing around together.
Elsa and Casey were grinding around and rubbing their pussies against each other. Elsa's butt was pointed toward me, and she was quite correct about it being nice.
I was getting a significantly better look at both of my sisters this morning than I'd ever had in my entire life. And it was working for me. I was so hard. Spoiled for choice as to where I wanted to look, and who I wanted to perv on in any given moment. Anna was absolutely correct about me perving.
But then, Anna was perving too. She was up close to Elsa's butt, even daring to spread Elsa's ass and give herself and me better looks at our big sister's butthole.
Anna brought a hand down and smacked Elsa's bum, giggling at the yelp she got.
"Don't smack my butt!" Elsa said.
"Why not?" Anna asked, spanking Elsa again. "It's right there. And it's such a nice one, just as you said."
Anna spanked Elsa a few more times. I could see her getting ready to bolt in case Elsa turned on her, her little sister training kicking in. If anything, though, Elsa only made out more energetically with Casey.
"Careful," Casey mumbled between kisses. "Elsa really likes spankings when she's in the right mood."
Anna gasped. "Elsa! You're enjoying that?!"
"... no."
"Liar!"
Anna smacked Elsa's butt a final time, harder than any of the others and making quite a distinct crack of flesh on flesh as the blow landed. Elsa audibly moaned at this one.
"Careful, Anna," Elsa said with a dangerously sexy look in her eye. "I can do things to you too."
Anna hesitated, as though she was actually considering whether she should test out the threat.
We were all way, way too horny to be doing any of this. We were being so dumb in so many ways.
I loved it, though. That was the scariest part. I was naked and perving on my sisters, watching them get increasingly flirty and sexual around each other. I was meant to be impregnating Casey too. That was a constant background thought. Which, seriously, was crazy that it wasn't the main thing I was thinking about all the time.
But Anna all nakedly playing with Elsa's ass in front of me... how was a boy meant to handle that?
Anna caught my eye and beckoned me. I cautiously sneaked closer, right up behind Elsa. Anna held Elsa's ass spread, winking at me as she gave us a good but incredibly naughty view.
"You're bad this morning," I said.
Anna shrugged. "That happens. Anyway, I have to be. I'm the only one focusing here."
"... on Elsa's butthole?"
"Well that too, I guess. But no. Not that."
Anna reached for me, grabbing my cock. I hissed in surprise as her warm fingers encircled me. She didn't even seem to note what she'd just done. To me, it was absolutely insane. But it felt really nice though. Anna casually guiding my cock like that.
I followed her lead, letting her point me toward the area between Elsa and Casey where their two pussies rubbed together in a constant flux of wet horniness.
"Get in there," Anna said.
"Yes ma'am."
Anna tilted her head and smiled crookedly. "Don't you 'ma'am' me."
"Ok."
Anna kept pulling my cock into place, holding onto it as long as she could. Even as the tip started brushing against the girls. Against Casey's pussy, and against Elsa's too.
Elsa made a weird sound as my cock first touched her. "Ah! Kai!"
"What?" Casey asked.
"He poked me," Elsa said. "On the pussy."
"Hehe, well you didn't want to give me up this morning," Casey said. "That's gonna happen."
"Oh you think that's funny, do you?"
"Kinda funny. Kinda hot."
"That's my brother!"
"I know. A little Elsa on Elsa action. I do like."
"I'm not just boy Elsa," I mumbled, to absolutely no one's interest.
Anna snickered at Elsa and Casey and urged me onward. Admittedly, I was happy to get deeper in there. Squished between two pussies. One of them my sister's.
The girls were as happy to grind on my shaft as they had been on each other. I'd intended to carefully slide into Casey when I had a chance. But the two of them wiggling around on me like that made it tempting to stay right where I was.
My cock started catching on the girls' pussies as they kept grinding on me. I wasn't helping matters, as I was thrusting in there too. It would have been fine if it was only Casey's pussy threatening to swallow me, but Elsa was well in the mix too, and didn't seem to be avoiding contact at all.
In point of fact, I slid inside Elsa rather than Casey. And in the moment, though I couldn't be sure, it felt deliberate on my sister's part.
Elsa gasped loudly. "Bad brother!"
"What? Did he... no!" Casey tried to peer past Elsa, but couldn't get a good look.
Anna, however, immediately crawled around and dropped her head under the action to get the best close up view possible.
"Oh he did," Anna declared, her voice somewhere between awed and horrified, but definitely aroused either way.
I thought about pulling out again. I shouldn't be in my sister. That was basic stuff.
But Elsa pushed back against me, just a little, but enough. I grabbed her butt, abandoning any pretense of sibling barriers, and thrust deeper into her.
Elsa cooed and matched my rhythm as I fucked her. That's what I was doing. Fucking my sister. In one way, it felt impossible that it should have happened. In another, looking at events immediately prior, we'd been playing with fire. Only neither of us was acting burned.
"Oh my god," Anna said, still watching from a crazily close position. "That... wow. Just wow. Elsa, you know what--"
"I'm aware," Elsa said. She buried her face into Casey's cleavage.
Casey held Elsa and stroked her hair. "I can't see," she complained.
"Well... Kai's inside Elsa," Anna supplied helpfully.
"Yes, I know that," Casey said. "But--"
She was interrupted by Elsa kissing her fiercely. Casey accepted the kisses, even while Elsa got fucked by her brother right on top of her.
Elsa's pussy squeezed so tight around me. She was actively gripping me and rocking back against my thrusts. The harder I pounded her, the more frantically she moved and whimpered and made out with her wife.
Anna rubbed her horny little pussy while she watched, all naked and curled up practically underneath the action. I had the strong temptation to pull out and cum all over her face when I finished, but luckily she moved before then anyway.
Anna, panting with lust, went back to her post at Elsa's ass, this time fully straddling Elsa's back before spreading her butt again. Anna glanced at me, seeking either approval or just mutual appreciation of our big sister's booty.
Either way, Anna sucked one of her fingers in her mouth, got it nice and spitty, then rubbed Elsa's butthole with it.
"Anna!" Elsa yelped.
"Your sibs always this naughty?" Casey asked. "You never told me that."
"They never have been before," Elsa said.
Elsa moaned, and if anything actually tilted her ass up a little more, even as Anna added more spit.
"May never get another chance to do this," Anna said, as though that explained anything.



"Have you... wanted to do this?" I asked hesitantly.
Anna shrugged. "Not until just now. But if you can fuck Elsa, playing with her butt really isn't so bad."
"I don't know that that's true," Elsa said.
I might have been worried about Elsa, except that she was doing everything she possibly could to encourage both Anna and me. Her main problem seemed to be finding a compromise between fucking me back, and holding still for Anna's naughty fingers.
It was a problem. It really was. I was only meant to be helping Elsa and Casey have a baby. Instead, I was currently involved in a small orgy with both my sisters. And not one of us seemed inclined to stop it.
Anna was actively getting bolder. Not only sneaking fingers into Elsa's ass, but alternating her exploring with fully licking Elsa's butthole. Eating out our big sister's bum while I filled her pussy.
I began to get ideas with Anna's face so close to my cock. From certain angles, it halfway looked like I was face fucking her at times. I tried to shake off the image at first, out of instinct more than anything, but then considered why I was even bothering. Today was not the day to repress sexy thoughts. It wasn't like Anna was behaving herself at all.
I pulled out of Elsa, much to her verbal disappointment. My cock was slick from her pussy, hard and bobbing in front of Anna's face. Anna looked at me, just for a second, her eyes round and hopeful. Then she grinned and dove on my cock. I pushed deeper into her mouth, and she sucked on it without any hesitation.
"Put it back!" Elsa insisted.
"Just a sec," I said, currently enraptured by Anna lavishing attention on my cock.
"El-sa needs her bro-ther in her," Casey sang, making herself giggle. "God, can you imagine if you got her pregnant instead of me? Our little Elsa baby would be so cuuute!"
Elsa growled and kissed Casey ferociously. She also wiggled her butt at me with no shame at all.
Anna pulled herself off of my shaft with a sloppy pop. Her eyes gleamed even brighter than before.
"Better do it," Anna said.
She grabbed my cock and pushed it back to Elsa's pussy. I was happy to return. I knew Casey was just joking, but somehow the idea of me actually knocking Elsa up accidentally was turning us all on. Like, way too much, really.
As soon as Anna had me in place, I grabbed Elsa's hips and pounded her pussy deep and hard. Anna didn't even go back to licking Elsa's ass. She just stared at me giving it to Elsa and rubbed her own wet little pussy as she watched in horny awe.
"Cum in her," Anna said softly, breathlessly.
"Unf. Shush," I said.
"Cum in her!"
"You...."
Anna's hand was a blur on her clit. "Cum in our sis-ter."
"Do it!" Casey agreed before being kiss-attacked by Elsa again.
I groaned. "Not fair."
I felt myself getting close though. And I wanted it. I wanted it so bad. I was secretly insanely happy that everyone was encouraging me to cum in Elsa, because it's what I wanted to do anyway. I thought back to Anna's words. About possibly never getting another chance like this. Because for real, this might well only be a one time horny nexus, and never happen ever again. Who could say?
That wasn't really a good reason for cumming in my big sister. But I didn't have one. I just wanted to, was all. And so did everyone else.
I gripped Elsa hard and held her ass to me, keeping my cock buried as deep as possible in her as I came. I exploded inside my sister, shooting cum and making a big, naughty mess.
"Are you cumming?" Anna asked, wide-eyed, frantically masturbating.
"He isss," Elsa hissed.
"Inside?"
"Deeeep inside."
Anna moaned and fell back, still rubbing herself wantonly, her whole body splayed out nakedly, staring at nothing.
I stayed in Elsa's pussy after, waiting for the regret and guilt to hit. It didn't. I just felt wonderful and satisfied, and still cozy inside my sister.
Casey made me move out of the way. She slipped away from Elsa and crawled around to examine her pussy. Anna, panting from just making herself cum, joined Casey, and the two of them poked and cooed at Elsa's gooey, messy snatch.
"Damn, sis, you got cummed in," Anna said.
"Lots and lots," Casey agreed.
"I am aware," Elsa purred. She looked rather cat-like, face down ass up for her inspection, all satisfied with herself.
There was no guilt to be had here at all, apparently. Elsa clearly wasn't feeling it any more than I was. If anything, she was just showing off for the rest of us. The very opposite of guilt.
Casey finally turned to me, lust in her eyes, fresh from cummy pussy inspecting. "Think you can go again?"
I was getting hard again already from the wanton sexual display. My growing erection throbbed at the implied question of whether I could cum in Casey now, as was the whole point of the operation after all. The desire in her eyes helped too. As did the way she scooted closer and wrapped her fingers around my pulsing shaft, gently stroking it with a soft, promising touch.
"I'm sure I can," I said.
Casey smirked and kept stroking me, tightening her grip. I tentatively reached for her tits, and she happily let me play with them.
Anna, left to her own devices behind Elsa, had once again chosen to eat out Elsa's butt. Elsa was rather enjoying it, by the sound of things, though at one point she did gasp in shock.
"Did you just lick my pussy?" Elsa asked.
"No," Anna said.
"You did! I felt it."
"Then why'd you ask?"
"... did you lick some of Kai's cum?"
"Well it was leaking out!"
"That's so baaaddd," Elsa purred. "Our brother's cum."
"Says you with a pussy full of it."
Elsa hesitated a moment. "I suppose I could share."
It was Anna's turn to gasp. Elsa didn't wait for Anna to process, she just flipped over on her back, spread her legs, and tacitly invited Anna to dine.
Anna only took a second to get over her shock at the proposal. She was quick to get between Elsa's thighs and latch on to her messy little pussy.
It should have been quite a horny and naughty display. Anna licking my cum from Elsa's pussy. I was pretty sure it was meant to be. The sisters giving into carnal impulses and all.
It wasn't, though. It softened almost immediately. The way Elsa gazed down at Anna, and the way Anna stared right back, even with her tongue deep inside her sister, it wasn't sexual or filled with lust. Not primarily. It was more... a longing. A desire. Pure sisterly adoration.
Anna licked and sucked on Elsa's pussy, and Elsa cooed and encouraged her with head pats, but the two of them were eye-fucking way harder than anything Anna was doing with her mouth.
Casey saw it too. "Goddamn. You sure you guys never did this stuff before?" she whispered to me.
"Pretty sure. I mean, I haven't. I would have sworn Elsa and Anna hadn't either, but...."
"But look at them," Casey finished for me. She shrugged. "But maybe this has just been a long time coming."
"I mean... maybe?"
"The way you got with Elsa, after all."
"You couldn't even see that!"
"I heard it. Felt it. I watched Elsa's face while you were inside her. And... while you were cumming in her."
I blushed. "Sorry about that."
"Don't be sorry." Casey kissed my cheek. "Just... I think all three of you are closer than you want to admit."
"Oh. Maybe? We didn't mean to be."
"I know. But your sisters love you. And each other. That's all becoming very clear." Casey fixed me with piercing eyes. "And you love them. Don't think I can't see the way you're still staring at them."
"I'm just horny."
"No. You're horny, but not just that. Not even close."
I glanced hesitantly at Casey. "How come you're not worried about any of this?"
She smirked evilly. "You keep forgetting how well I know Elsa, don't you? I knew this was a possibility going in." Casey paused. "I mean, not nearly to this extent, mind you," she said, glancing at Elsa and Anna again. "But the chances of it getting inappropriate were always high. I know what she's into. What she's like. How she thinks. What gets her going."
"... me and Anna?"
Casey laughed. "Not that I specifically realized. But I mean... yeah, actually. Her pretending to be you sometimes was always one of our things. When we were sufficiently horny. Or... me being Anna."
"Oh goddamn."
"I know, right? This weekend... Kai, it's gonna be fuel for months. Years, maybe."
"That's so twisted."
"Does it bother you?"
"... no. Wanna fuck?"
"Hehe, yes please."
Casey fell back and pulled me with her. I entered her smoothly, enjoying the little mewling sounds she made as I filled her up. She was all hot and wet for me. So ready for this.
"You guys are a good family to be a part of," Casey whispered.
"Hehe, you think so?"
"Mmhm. Love like this... it's something else."
"See if you still think that when you're not horny."
Casey teased my hair. "I told you. It's way more than that. It's just coming out as horniness right now, is all."
"Ah. Well... I'm happy to have another sister then."
"Ooh, you charmer."
"I feel like that should be weird, thinking of you as a sister right now. Since I'm gonna cum in you and all, but...."
"But you just came in Elsa."
"Right."
"Maybe that's your thing. Cumming in your sisters."
A shiver went through me at the thought. The thought of cumming in my sisters, and of it being 'my thing.'
"Maybe it is," I said. "I love my sisters."
"Mmhm. Well give me some of that 'love' why don't you?"
"Mmm, Casey. I intend to."
I kissed her. Soft and Tender. Feeling sibling affection for her in that moment. The kind of love and adoration that apparently included lots of cum deep inside pussies.
Casey was only encouraging me. Giving me cute looks and soft kisses. Moaning and whimpering for me. She whispered Elsa's name a few times, but even that was starting to kind of work for me. Not because I wanted to be Elsa for her, but because it made me feel like I was naughtily getting away with banging my sister's wife. Which was partially true, actually. Excepting that I wasn't 'getting away' with anything. I was only doing as asked.
I snorted at the thought. Doing as asked indeed. Just a simple favour for my sisters. Right.
Casey visibly questioned my small noise of amusement, but I didn't give her time to think about it too hard.
She shivered and clutched at me as she came. Moaning Elsa's name some more, of course. Elsa even reached over to take Casey's hand and offer her love, while all the while Anna kept eating Elsa's pussy, and I pounded Casey. It was a sweet but terribly unorthodox display of married love.
I happily came in Casey shortly after, pumping her full of cum for a second time in as many days. I was developing quite a taste for freely cumming inside sisterly pussies. It felt so good to let go, to tense and pulse and unleash everything within them. Naughty as all hell too.
I kissed her one last time, then pulled out, gazing down at her messy snatch. Casey only let me look for a few seconds before she put her hand over her pussy and curled up on her side, hand snug between her thighs, apparently attempting to hold all the cum inside.
Casey and Elsa continued to hold hands while Anna made Elsa cum. Elsa's attention was distracted between gazing adoringly at her wife, or at her sister. It was a difficult choice to make. I understood that.
I could hardly decide where to look either. Anna licking at Elsa's snatch should have been the obvious place. But I was spoiled for choice. There were butts and boobs everywhere. Plus trying to sneak a peek at Casey's pussy again. And the constant meaningful looks flashing around.
I ended up watching Elsa's eyes more than anything. The way she looked at Casey and Anna both was the sort of thing to send shivers through me, even in my post-orgasm state. So much love flowing from her. Even better when Elsa caught my eye and smiled, sending me that same sense of silent love.
Elsa was absolutely adorable when she came. Anna's work paid off, making her big sis all helpless and delirious. Watching Elsa cum was yet another thing of pure beauty for me to drink in.
Anna gave Elsa a final few kisses on the pussy and received head pats as a reward. Anna flushed and looked like she might just pounce right back onto her sister, but instead turned to me. She crawled out from between Elsa's legs, then sat back on her heels. Her chin was slick with pussy, her hands clasped in her lap in what might have been an innocent gesture under other circumstances. Her eyes betrayed excitement, but also a fear and potential sadness. I had no idea why she was looking so horny and pitiful all at once.
"Kai?" Anna said, fidgeting her hands in her lap.
"Yeah, Anna?"
"You're... you're gonna cum in me too, right?"
I put a hand on her cheek, brushing under her misty eye with my thumb. She nuzzled into the caress hopefully.
"I really hope I am," I said.
Anna's smile lit up her face. She swiped across her eyes with the back of her wrist, worries vanishing almost instantly.
"Yeah?" she asked.
I thought back to my vision of all three girls, all three sisters, hanging around with pussies full of my cum. The thought that had been entrenching itself all weekend. Slowly at first, starting with Casey, now firmly encompassing Elsa and Anna as well. My sisters. The girls I loved.
"Did you think I wouldn't?" I asked.
Anna bit her lip. "Maybe? I was worried."
"I could see that." I leaned in and kissed my baby sister softly on the lips. "Like, way too worried," I murmured, just to her. "You really want it that bad?"
"Elsa's allowed to want it but I'm not?"
"I never said that."
Anna pouted. "I love you."
"Unf. I love you too. You know that. I was hoping I'd get to cum in your pussy too."
"Get the full set, huh?" she asked with a smirk.
"Well... I mean, you could put it that way...."
"Good thing you saved the best for last," Anna said, clearly recovering from her brief, horny panic.
"Don't you start a fight now."
Anna giggled and pushed me on my back. "Wouldn't dream of it."
Anna positioned herself between my legs and went for my cock in a very similar manner to how she'd gone at Elsa's pussy. She nuzzled, kissed, and licked my softened erection, enthusiastically bringing it back to life. I'd have been hard already if not for cumming twice not long ago. Anna believed in herself anyway.
She was horny and dedicated, licking me with determination. Her big, sisterly eyes fed love to me even while she sucked on my cock. She maintained eye contact as much as possible, sending shivers through me that sucking alone wouldn't have produced. I loved her so much.
Then she got help. Elsa and Casey had been lying together whispered and cuddling while Anna and I talked. They now crawled over to us, all naked and creampied, and settled in on either side of me. Two more warm, wet little tongues flashed out as all three girls worked on me together in naughty sisterly fashion.
I groaned helplessly under the assault. Anna, Elsa, and Casey all sharing my cock in that beautiful moment. They laughed and moaned as they alternately got in each other's way, or managed to kiss around my cock. The girls locking lips with my shaft caught in the middle was too much. I got fully hard again, leaking precum for them to lick up, and felt my urgency for sex returning.
Anna didn't go for me just yet. She kept kissing my cock, and Elsa and Casey. Licking my precum and her sisters, as her whims took her.
She did eventually push the other girls out of the way, though, and claim some one on one time with me. Just some loving brother and sister fun. Though with Elsa and Casey still flanking us, heads close to the action, making eyes at each other and enjoying the close up show.
Anna crawled up closer and straddled me. Elsa and Casey helped her position herself and held my cock steady for her. Anna made full, piercing eye contact as she lowered herself toward me.
"Anna..." I whispered.
I ran my hands up her thighs, then as high as I could reach up her warm, bare sides. Anna flushed but kept coming. My cock pressed against her for a moment, then split her pussy and entered, experiencing her tightness and warmth.
"Kai..." Anna hissed back.
She whimpered a little as she sank all the way down, wiggling to make sure she got as deep as possible. My little sister was so cute in that moment, all horny and overwhelmed and trying to maintain her focus on me.
Elsa and Casey were having a good time, watching Anna take me inside her, whispering and giggling to each other, and giving me teasing looks. They ran their hands over Anna's hips and butt, even up her back, encouraging her to ride me. Elsa in particular gave her sister some tender kisses near to her pussy, but not actually going straight for it.
Anna had distractions all over the place, and yet really only had eyes for me. The way she'd looked at Elsa while licking her pussy was exactly the same as how she now looked at me. Big, loving, promising eyes while she rode my cock.
"Gonna cum in her, huh, Kai?" Elsa said, giving Anna's thigh another kiss.
"Think that's the idea," Casey purred. "Cumming in all of us."
"My little brother," Elsa said. "Who knew he was like this?"
"We've created a monster," Casey said.
They were teasing. Seeing if they could get a reaction. Or just having fun.
I was only dimly aware of their banter, really. Anna had the spotlight. Every movement, every bounce, every little gasp was all I could see. My baby sister fucking me, wanting my cum, wanting to feel loved.
I understood. I felt that love from the girls. All of them. So much sisterly affection this morning. All culminating in Anna's tight little snatch snug around me, hoping for a sexy mess.
"Cum in me," Anna begged, her eyes boring into my soul, matching the pleading of her voice. "Cum in meee!"
I couldn't resist such a request. I didn't want to. Not even a little bit.
I let go, feeling familiar tensing and shivers. I exploded inside Anna, messing her pussy as only a brother could. In a way that made her smile wide, eyes going teary, just before she fell on top of me, lips meeting mine frantically.
Anna kept rocking her hips, milking the last of my cum from me with little squeezes of her pussy. Then she stilled, nuzzling her face against me, and lying happily atop me.
"Damn," Casey said softly. "I think I'm horny again now."
"You're always horny," Elsa said.
Casey snorted. "Rich coming from you. Kai's only my pretend brother. You actually let him--"
"I know what I did," Elsa said.
Elsa pushed herself up, hesitated a moment while gazing at Anna's naked form. She leaned down and kissed Anna's bum, just soft and sisterly, then wrestled Casey to the bed.
I held Anna snugly to me as Elsa and Casey fooled around some more. I smiled at their antics, then eventually got aroused by them. Partly helped along by still being inside Anna and getting to harden inside her.
I mostly stayed out of it. Just watching and enjoying my time with Anna. After cumming so much, I needed a bit of a rest.
****
Eventually, we all managed to drag ourselves out of bed and made some kind of order to the day. Not a particularly dignified order, but dignity wasn't high on anyone's list, really.
I was pretty sure Elsa and Casey only put panties on as a concession to their cummy pussies. Other than that, clothing was quite a haphazard affair for a while. T-shirts or robes, mainly.
Anna didn't even do the whole panties thing. She alone truly flaunted her bottomless self, wearing a shirt and nothing else at all. Whether to attract attention or just to revel in her naughtiness, I wasn't sure. She got both.
Elsa seemed to be the one most concerned with Anna's state. More than once she chided Anna for leaking cum everywhere, prancing about half-naked as she was. I thought at first that Anna really was leaking cum like crazy, more than I could possibly have even put in her. I later clued in that Elsa was only looking for an excuse to lick Anna's pussy. Allegedly to clean up cum, but really just for the licking itself.



My sisters had deeper feelings than I ever realized. Both for me, and for each other. It was fascinating and rather adorable to watch it all come out. As well as really quite nice to feel extra close to everyone. Elsa, Anna, and Casey.
I got to perv on all three of them for quite a while, as well as cuddling and being close with them all at various times.
Anna was the cuddliest, feeling an extra need to be close to me. She crawled into my lap more than once, often either with her hand cupping her pussy, or making me do it for her. I quite enjoyed just sitting with her, palm molded to her hot little snatch, imagining what kind of mess was inside.
"This was a good morning," Anna said while leaning against me.
"Mmm," I agreed. "It was."
"Thank you for cumming in me."
I snorted gently. "That's such a weird thing to thank me for."
"Why? It's what I needed."
I thought about it. "Yeah. I guess it was, huh. Even if I didn't, you know it wouldn't have meant I loved you any less."
Anna shrugged. "I don't think that's totally true."
"It is! Cumming in someone is really not the best expression of affection."
Anna grinned at me with an all too smug smirk. "But you cummed in me 'cause you love me."
"I--"
"I rest my case."
I had to surrender the point. She was right. Maybe it wasn't the best or healthiest expression of affection, particularly between siblings, but it was indeed a sign of my love for her that I'd done it at all. Same for Elsa and Casey. I wouldn't have been doing any of this stuff with girls I didn't care for as much as I did.
"Well you love me more," I said.
"You think?" Anna asked carelessly.
"You let me cum in you."
"... no, I got you to cum in me."
"It can be both."
"You're being silly."
"Uh huh. Sure I am."
****
Chapter Five: Shift
****
I spent all week thinking about what had happened. I was a horny wreck. I'd never before had so much trouble not thinking about my sisters' pussies. It was, quite frankly, a ridiculous problem to have. And yet, here I was.
At least I wasn't the only one. I talked to Elsa and Anna a few times before the next weekend. It was common consensus that we all needed another hangout right away. We didn't have the excuse of impregnating Casey to bring us together, but we didn't really need it anyway. Love and horniness abounded. That was more than enough.
My personal assumption was that we'd all get a bit drunk to break the ice, then probably mess around a bunch the rest of the day. Turned out we didn't even need the booze.
Right off the bat everyone was feeling each other up, sneaking kisses, being all naughty and playful. Like Anna and I had never even left since last weekend.
I was delighted to find that I had all the freedom I could ever want with the girls. My sisters. No inhibitions on anyone's part as to where I could touch and what I could do.
Clothes came off at a slow, steady rate. Nudity and horniness going hand in hand.
All the things I'd dreamed through the week were available. Grabbing Anna's butt, Elsa and Anna making out with dangerous intensity, rubbing Casey's pussy and remembering how it had felt to cum in it that first time with everyone watching. All that and more.
"You should eat my pussy," Casey said rather casually, all the while teasing my erection.
I raised an eyebrow. "I should, should I?"
"Mmhm."
"Well if I should...."
Casey got off my lap and took my seat when I stood up. I knelt down between her legs.
We were all out on the deck, enjoying the late afternoon sun. We had relative privacy in Elsa and Casey's backyard. I'd anticipated being both drunk and inside when sexy times started happening, but this was very nice too. Nicer, in some ways.
"Elsa's been waiting for a chance to lick Anna's pussy," Casey said softly. "I kinda want to see it."
I grinned and kissed up her inner thigh. "Is that was this is about? Encouraging her?"
"Well... that and I just really want my pussy licked."
"Ah."
"By Elsa Two."
I rolled my eyes. "I'm not my sister."
"I can pretend."
"It's kinda weird, you doing that."
"You'd prefer I call you my bro-ther?"
My cock throbbed. "Actually, yeah. Do that."
Casey snorted. "I knew you were gonna say that." She ruffled my hair. "Fine. Eat your sis-ter's pussy, please."
"Unf. Ok."
Even as I leaned in to kiss Casey's little slit, I heard her whispering, "Elsaaa." I wanted to roll my eyes, but it honestly kind of worked for me too, in a minorly fucked up kind of way. Much like pretending she was my sister and not just sister-in-law. Very similar things.
More so than Casey's little fantasy, I was distracted by continually trying to check on Elsa and Anna. Casey's revelation of what Elsa had been dreaming of had piqued my interest. Watching Anna eat out Elsa had been insanely cute and hot all at once. I, too, was interested in seeing Elsa get some sisterly licking in.
Elsa did indeed go for Anna's pussy. I had to stop and watch as it happened, which made Casey squirm impatiently, but she couldn't blame me.
Anna moaned and wrapped her legs around Elsa's head as Elsa gave her pussy some first licks. The way Anna looked at her big sis was a thing of beauty. The two of them were horny, yes, but once again things were on a whole other level too.
"Heyyy, don't forget about my pussy," Casey complained.
"Sorry. Just... goddamn, though."
"Mmm. I know."
Casey got the best of both worlds. Getting licked out and still getting to watch Elsa and Anna be all cute and sexy together.
Casey wrapped her legs around me, locking my head in place just as Anna had done to Elsa. It meant I could see even less other than Casey's pussy directly in front of me. It also probably meant that Casey was emulating Anna, picturing me both as me and as Elsa at the same time. As she was wont to do.
It was pretty hot being so firmly held in against her hot little snatch, though. I had to lick her to a nice cum before I was freed.
I sat back, panting softly, still eyeing Casey appreciatively, but then turning to catch Elsa and Anna. It was easy to get lost watching them. Seeing my sisters express their love so hornily. I didn't think they even realized Casey or I were spectating. They were locked in, having eyes only for each other.
"I'm amazed you don't get jealous about this stuff," I said quietly to Casey.
"Why would I?"
"I mean... look at them."
Casey snorted. "Sure. But you haven't seen the way Elsa looks at me when we're alone. And it's not like Anna's trying to steal her sister away from me."
"True."
"If anything, you should be worried about yourself."
"Why?"
"'Cause Anna liiikes yooouuu."
I blushed. "Of course she does."
"Nah, I mean, like, the way she's eye-fucking Elsa? She does that to you too. You know that."
I shook my head. "Not the same."
"Oh yes the same. I know it's harder to see when it's you. But trust me."
I watched Anna intently. I didn't think it was true. She loved me, she wanted to fuck around, that much was all clear. But I couldn't remember her looking at me quite the same as she was looking at Elsa right now.
But then Anna glanced my way. Just a flick of her eyes at first before realizing she was being watched. She turned her head, bit her lip, then smiled shyly at me.
My heart beat faster. Now that I was looking for it, not just seeing my little sister the way I always had, maybe Casey was on to something. Anna's gaze was hardly innocent.
It couldn't be innocent. She was naked and getting eaten out by our sister. Nothing innocent about that. But as with the way Anna looked at Elsa, there was something intensely beyond sibling affection in her eyes.
"See?" Casey murmured. "You see that right?"
"Only 'cause she's horny," I protested.
"Nah, dude. Not hardly just that."
Casey got up and padded over to the girls, nakedly swaying close to the action. She knelt and wrapped herself around Elsa from behind. Casey whispered to Elsa and rubbed her pussy while Elsa moaned and kept eating Anna.
It was going to be that kind of day. Just as we'd all hoped.
Anna got to cum on Elsa's tongue. Her eyes rolled back and she was absolutely helpless as her orgasm rolled through her, helped along by Elsa continuing to lick her out.
Casey pulled Elsa backward after that, and the two of them fell giggling to the deck, wrestling around a bit until Elsa pinned Casey under her.
I had to admit that Casey knew what she was about in regard to lack of jealousy. She had Elsa wrapped around her little finger any time she wanted.
Speaking of which, Anna stood up unsteadily, eyes locked on me. She wobbled a bit as she approached, but wasn't any less seductive for it. Casey's words echoed in my head as Anna stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around me.
"You like watching that?" she asked knowingly.
"I really did," I said.
"Mmhm. Thought so. You can have a turn too, if you want."
I kissed Anna softly. "You mean licking your pussy?"
"Sure. Or anything else, really."
"Unf. When did you get so horny?"
"Generally? Or now specifically?"
"Nevermind. It was rhetorical."
Anna grinned impishly. "Talk to me about being horny while you're poking me like that, huh?"
She pressed herself hard to me, grinding on my erection. I had, indeed, been poking her. And how could I not? Anna was all naked and sisterly, warm and soft in all the right places. Her eyes all full of hope and promise as she looked at me.
Anna wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me some soft kisses that slowly became longer and deeper. She rubbed on my cock more aggressively the longer we made out.
I played with Anna's butt, grabbing and squeezing it, even spreading it. I ran a finger along the middle, right over my sister's little butthole. She moaned at my naughty touch.
"That's my bumhole," she said.
"I know."
"Why you playing with that?"
"Seriously?"
Anna brought her mouth close to my ear, getting all hushed and secretive. "Do you wanna get in my ass?"
"... is that on the table?"
Anna pulled back, eyes wide, trying to look shocked but grinning to widely for that. "What kind of sister do you think I am?!"
"That feels like a trick question."
Anna laughed and wrestled me to the deck. I wasn't getting a straight answer about her butt just yet, it seemed. Whether she was actually curious, or just teasing me. I honestly hadn't meant anything beyond just exploring her body. But now the idea of playing more with Anna's bum was certainly in my head.
I got to briefly appreciate Anna from below before she swung herself over my head and plopped herself unceremoniously on my face. I shrugged to myself and licked her pussy while she nestled down and lavished attention on my cock.
I sixtynined with Anna, really rather enjoying myself. I licked the pussy that Elsa's tongue had been all over shortly before. Anna getting some luxurious treatment from both her sibs back to back.
Anna's hungry mouth was all over my cock. She sucked me so good, getting all slobbery on me in her enthusiasm.
I played with her butt some more while we licked and sucked each other. Anna squealed and wiggled when I teased her asshole too much and threatened to poke a finger in her, but she kept coming back for more. It was a fun, arousing little game to keep lubing Anna up with her own pussy juices, all the while keeping my tongue on her hot slit.
"Hey! No fair!"
I froze at Anna's sudden protest. I wasn't sure what I'd done wrong. Nothing other than what I'd been doing. Which, to be fair, was quite a pile of liberties with my little sister's naked body. But nothing that should have elicited a complaint out of nowhere.
Then Anna sat up, fully putting her weight on my face and perching her pussy on my mouth. I felt someone else straddling me lower down, then a second pussy on me as whoever it was positioned herself at my cock.
Elsa. It was Elsa. I imagined I could tell just by how her wet, tight little snatch felt around my cock. But really, it was Anna's reaction that sealed it even before Elsa spoke.
"It was my turn," Anna pouted.
"We can share," Elsa purred as she enveloped me in her velvety pussy. "Sisters are supposed to share."
"Grrr! You got cummed in first last time too! That's not sharing nice."
"Big sister's prerogative?"
"I don't think there's any such thing when it comes to fucking our brother, thank you."
"Disagree."
Elsa rocked herself around, making sure she had me as deep as possible inside her. While she massaged me with her pussy, she also mollified Anna with lots of sister kisses.
Or so I assumed based on sound alone. I couldn't actually see much of anything other than Anna's ass.
Anna started riding my face again as Elsa worked on her from above and I kept her all horny below. Anna even started sitting her butthole right on me at times, letting me eat out her ass for a while instead of her pussy.
Casey had to shove her way in between Elsa and Anna, making a sister sandwich on top of me. She only got to straddle my midsection, but she had Elsa and Anna on either side to cuddle, kiss, and finger her.
"Guess we're sharing," Anna said.
"Yeah we are," Elsa said. "You know you love it."
"Well I get cummed in next," Anna insisted. "I called it."
"Mmhm. That's fair."
"Don't see why I don't get to be first," Casey said.
"You only have priority when Kai can knock you up," Anna explained as though it was obvious.
"She's not wrong," Elsa said.
"Ah! Fine, I see how it is."
Casey turned around, instead of making out with Elsa, now kissing with Anna instead.
I missed much of the subtlety going on above me, but I had three horny pussies rubbing all over the various parts of my body, and three girls doing horny, naughty things to each other on top of me. Who needed subtlety anyway?
Elsa fucked me harder and harder, getting all horny about riding my cock. She was going to make me explode in her again. In her pussy. She kept squeezing me like she was impatient for her brotherly creampie.
I tried to focus on eating Anna's bum out and not get overwhelmed with too much going on all at once. It kind of worked. Anna's butt was exactly the sort of thing that could keep me occupied for an inordinate amount of time all by itself.
"Oh wooowww," Anna moaned.
"Good, is it?" Casey asked.
"Unf. Kai's gonna make me cum."
"From eating your butt?"
"Mmhm."
"Ooh. Well what if I rub your pussy too?"
Anna moaned louder as Casey rubbed her off. I kept licking Anna's asshole, and together Casey and I made her cum hard. Anna rocked a little too hard on my face while she was cumming, but it was so damn hot to feel her lose control like that.
Anna fully sat on my face for a long moment, probably without really thinking about what she was doing. Elsa meanwhile was riding me with undiminished enthusiasm. I couldn't help it. I came in Elsa, pumping lots of cum up inside her snug, sisterly pussy.
"Yesss," Elsa hissed happily.
She kept wiggling around and squeezing my cock, then eventually settled once I was dry.
The girls weren't quite done with me even then, but after some more grinding and making out, they did eventually clamber off.
We lazed around in a naked and haphazard mix of lounging around. All in various states of horniness still. I relaxed and enjoyed everything while I could. It was only a matter of time before one of the girls came at me again wanting more sex.
****
Anna claimed me next. She took my hand and led me inside, a cutely determined look on her face. Possessive, even.
She seemed still a little annoyed that Elsa had stolen my first cum, but she'd also been whispering and conspiring with both Elsa and Casey, and was clearly up to something.
We went to Elsa and Casey's room. They had the biggest bed, sure, but it also indicated that Anna wasn't overly worried about privacy. Not that privacy had much of a meaning in the house at this point.
"So what's your sneaky plan?" I asked.
"What makes you think I have a sneaky plan?" Anna asked right back.
"Well... you haven't told me what we're doing."
"Sex."
"Right. Ok then. But you think I can't tell you're up to something?"
Anna stopped when we neared the bed. She turned, took both my hands in hers and made firm but slightly shy eye contact.
"We're gonna do it in the butt," she said.
My eyebrows went up. "We are?"
"We are."
My cock twitched at the definitive way Anna spoke. I hadn't expected this, but thanks to eating out her ass earlier, it was already on my mind. I smiled rather goofily at the idea of it, and the seriousness Anna was displaying.
"You want me in your butt," I repeated, thrilling in just saying it.
"Yes," Anna said. "It's only fair. Casey's gonna get your baby. Elsa got cummed in before I did. Twice now, actually. So I get to have you in my bum first. And you have to cum in it too."
"Unf. Seriously?"
Anna nodded, no hint of humour in her expression. "Yes. Now. Before Elsa sneaks you again."
"I don't think she would."
"No, she's right," Elsa said lightly, having stolen up behind me while we were talking. "Probably best do it before I do."
I groaned, closing my eyes for a moment as Elsa trailed a finger up my spine.
"Elsa's quite the butt slut when she's horny," Casey added, wrapping her arms around Elsa and kissing her neck from behind. "And she's gonna be super horny this weekend."
"Oh my god! Stop saying stuff like that," Elsa protested.
"It's true, my darling."
"Well... yeah. But still, though."
Anna giggled and looked in my eyes again, then gave me a soft kiss. She turned and crawled into bed, swaying her tight little ass at me as she moved. She then dropped her face to the bed and left her bottom pointed straight up, inviting all manner of lewd thoughts. Very anal kind of thoughts in particular.
I stepped toward Anna, but Elsa and Casey were faster. The two of them leaped into bed with Anna before I could. Casey crawled right past and retrieved a bottle of lube, while Elsa immediately dove face first into Anna's bum.
"Hey! That's mine!" I said.
"Don't worry, brother dearest," Elsa said. "You'll get our little sister's bumhole all to yourself. We just need to warm her up for you. She hasn't done this before, after all."
"Anna... you haven't?"
Anna squirmed. "Well how hard can it be? Elsa does it."
Elsa kissed Anna right on her little butthole. "I know you're just being a jealous little thing right now. But that's ok. Let your big sis take care of it."
"I'm not!" Anna said. "But you keep sneaking all Kai's cums first."
"Mmm. Jealous."
"... shush."
Elsa was very tender and experienced in her treatment of Anna's butt. Casey helped too, though Elsa seemed just a tad territorial about her little sister's bum at first. She got over that, and soon both girls were taking turns french kissing Anna's butt.
I wanted to crawl over to Anna and kiss her, or hold her, or something. But it would have meant missing some of what was going on, and it was riveting. I was getting used to a whole new level of hotness around my sisters these days. Feeling things that no previous arousal could compete with.
"Kai's gonna stretch you out some," Elsa said.
"I know," Anna said.
Elsa pushed a finger inside Anna's tight little ass. "We'll get you warmed up, but just be careful."
Anna squirmed. "Jeez, it's like you don't even think I can handle this."
Casey patted Anna's bum. "Of course you can handle this. Elsa's just being a protective big sister."
"Am not," Elsa said.
"Sure you are. And it's adorable."
Casey nuzzled Elsa, who giggled and playfully tried to push Casey away so she could keep fingering her sister's butt.
"You can protect me if you want," Anna said in a small voice.



Elsa growled and pulled her finger out so she could make out with Anna's bumhole some more.
I sensed it was going to be a while yet before they were ready for me.
I moved around in front of Anna, where she had her face flat down on the bed and her hands grasping at the sheets. She cooed happily as I knelt in front of her, and nuzzled at my cock.
"I'd suck you," she whispered, "but I want to save you for my ass."
"That's fair." I stroked her hair. "How you doing?"
"Unf. Elsa keeps licking my bum."
"I know. I can see."
"I don't even know if she's gonna let you have a turn."
"I'm sure she will. You really want me in your butt?"
Anna smiled. "Of course. If... if you want it."
"It's not just a competitive thing?"
"... not just that, no."
"Ah."
"But I want something special. That's not bad, is it?"
"No. It's not." I petted her head some more. "I really wanna cum in your butt, and I don't have any better reason than you do."
Anna laughed softly. "You think it's hot."
"Oh it's crazy hot. Obviously. My little sister's ass. I mean, damn, Anna."
"Hehe, yeah." Anna kissed my cock. "And I'll always be first."
"Jeez, such a horny little thing," Elsa said. "Where do you get that from?"
Casey snorted and rolled her eyes. "Uh huh, total mystery."
Elsa only grinned at Casey's comment. "Anyway, we should be good to go here. Just be gentle with her at first, Kai."
"Right," I said. "Gentle."
"Well... not too gentle," Elsa added with a wink.
Anna didn't contradict her sister, and even gave her butt an extra little wiggle as I knelt behind her. Both Elsa and Casey watched with great interest from each side. They worked together to coat my cock in lube just before I started grinding on Anna.
Anna's butt was all slippery and inviting. She pushed back against me, trying to guide me inside. I was fascinated, and really quite enjoying just rubbing on her ass, let alone sliding inside.
Elsa and Casey helped once again. They spread Anna's ass and guided my cock. In essence, all three girls working together to get me inside our little sister's bum.
Anna whimpered softly at the initial stretching of her tight little butthole. She kept pushing back against me though, and the head of my cock popped in easily enough. Anna waited just a moment, adjusting to having her brother in her bum, then pushed against me some more.
I shrugged off Elsa and Casey's help, grabbing Anna's hips and gently fucking deeper inside her. It was absolutely wonderful, just as expected. Depraved and naughty, but somehow sweet and loving at the same time. All fueled by a mild competitive streak and an abundance of horniness, sure, but loving none the less. Not to mention the sheer physical pleasure of taking my little sister's anal virginity.
"Mmm, that looks good." Elsa leaned her head down toward Anna's. "How's it feel?"
Anna grinned. "Kai's gonna cum in my butt."
"I know that," Elsa said. "But how's it feel now?"
"Like our brother's up my bum."
Elsa rolled her eyes. "Again, I know--"
Anna darted in and kissed Elsa. Elsa allowed herself to be interrupted, and the sisters tenderly made out while I explored just as deep in Anna's little asshole as I could.
Casey meanwhile bounced off the bed, and returned shortly sporting a strapon.
"Elsa's gonna need it," Casey said to me, by way of explanation.
I shrugged. "That's between you two."
"Well... you're gonna get to watch pretty up close, is all."
I glanced down at Elsa's booty, rather well presented to the both of us at the moment. "True."
Elsa took Casey's strapon significantly faster and easier than Anna had taken my cock. The skill that came with practice, no doubt. Elsa moaned and rubbed her pussy while Casey pounded her butthole for her.
All the while I fucked Anna's bum, and Anna and Elsa sneaked kisses with each other when they could.
"Kai's gonna cum in meee," Anna moaned.
Elsa smiled affectionately at our little sister. "Yeah he is. All up in your bum."
"Mmhm!"
"What a good brother."
"Yes!"
"You two are bad," I said.
Elsa eyed me. "Says the boy railing his baby sister's ass."
"Not railing. Not even pounding."
"He's being lovely and gentle, really," Anna murmured dreamily. "It's very nice."
"For a first time maybe," Elsa said. "You two'll get better."
Casey smacked Elsa's butt hard, making a nice slapping sound. "Just because you're a total butt slut doesn't mean your sister is."
Elsa buried her face in the sheets for a moment as Casey really drilled her ass. I was learning so much about their relationship lately. Way too much, really. But I couldn't deny how much I was enjoying it.
Anna still cutely held Elsa's hand, even while Elsa got pounded rather lewdly into the bed. She watched quietly for a moment before looking back at me.
"I mean... you could maybe go a little harder," Anna said.
"Unf. So. Bad."
Anna wiggled, which felt kind of amazing while buried inside her. "No! Not bad."
"Yes bad."
I gave her a smack on the butt much softer than what Elsa had gotten from Casey, but still loud enough that everyone could hear it. Anna yelped and wiggled her tushy again.
"Maybe a li'l bad," she admitted.
Anna whimpered as I fucked her harder, really giving her poor little booty a workout. Still nothing compared to what Elsa was taking, but seemed to be about Anna's limit. For now. I could see Anna getting more into this over time. Even if only just to keep up with Elsa.
"I'm gonna cum in your butt," I told Anna.
"Yesss. Do it!"
Anna squeezed Elsa's hand tighter, and her bum tightened on my cock as well. I groaned and felt a surge of pleasure, pleasant tensing and tingling all through me. My balls pulsed and let go, exploding into my little sister's ass, messing her insides just the way she wanted. Making her booty all cummy.
"Oh my goddd," Anna moaned. "You came so much in me."
Elsa made a deep, happy, growling noise in her throat. She was getting pounded too hard by Casey to make a more intelligible response, but still communicated support for Anna getting her bum exploded in.
Elsa came moments later, rubbing her clit frantically and getting railed in the ass by her loving wife. Anna took advantage and kissed her fiercely while she was cumming hard.
Together, Elsa and Anna both crawled off their respective dicks and came at my cock. They licked at it all cute and slutty, looking up at me like adorable, pouty sisters who wanted more sex with their brother.
"You gotta fuck my ass now," Elsa told me.
Anna nodded agreement, but Casey had other ideas.
"No way," Casey said, working her way out of her strapon harness. "My turn. Definitely my turn. You two both got cummed in already."
"Not in my butt," Elsa said, whining just a little.
"Not my problem," Casey said flippantly.
Elsa had to yield to Casey's logic. She and Anna licked my cock clean and made sure I was all ready to go again, then gave me over to Casey.
"I don't need it in my butt, thanks," Casey said.
She lay back and spread her legs, inviting me in to her sweet little pussy.
"Not quite such a fan of anal?" I asked.
"It has its place."
"When you're pounding my sister?"
Casey grinned. "Sometimes then, yes."
"I suppose, really, we should be focusing on getting you pregnant anyway."
Casey laughed, and I had to chuckle along with her. The idea that this was all about putting a baby in her was only pretense at this point. Sure we'd try again in a few weeks for real, but this weekend had absolutely nothing to do with impregnation. Other than practice, perhaps.
Casey accepted me happily, taking me in her wet and ready little pussy. She held me close and affectionate while I got deep in her.
Elsa and Anna knelt and watched for a bit as Casey and I fucked in front of them. They rubbed each other's pussies and just spectated, getting increasingly horny and interested in doing something more.
"I could fuck your bum for a bit," Anna eventually offered.
Elsa snickered at our little sister's casual offer, then kissed her.
"I've totally corrupted you, haven't I?" Elsa said.
"Don't give yourself too much credit," Anna said. "Wasn't like I was a total innocent."
"No. You're right." Elsa grinned wickedly. "But you've never pegged anyone before, have you? Or gotten a load of cum up the bum?"
"... technically no."
"There you go then."
Anna flipped her hair dismissively and reached for Casey's discarded strapon. "I'ma go ahead and pound you good. How 'bout that?"
"Don't threaten Elsa with a good time," Casey warned.
"Or do," I said. "I'd like to see this."
Casey laughed. "Of course you would."
It took Anna time to get herself organized, and to figure out what she was doing. She had not, in fact, ever pounded someone's butt before. Let alone her sister's. She took to it gleefully, however, and was making Elsa moan and whimper before long.
"My sisters are crazy," I said to Casey.
"Hehe, what, you're just noticing?"
"Well...."
"Them fighting over your cum wasn't enough? It was Anna actually pounding Elsa in the butt that did it?"
"Ok, so maybe there were some hints here and there."
"I'll say," Casey purred, looking over at Elsa and Anna going at it.
I watched too for a moment, then pulled out of Casey and flipped her over. She lifted her bum and let me pound her pussy in a rough facsimile of what Anna was doing to Elsa's ass.
Anna gave me a shy but smug smile, being rather pleased with herself. I put my hand on the back of her neck, pulled her closer, and kissed her deeply. Anna growled into my mouth and let her tongue dance with mine, all the while I fucked Casey and she railed Elsa's butthole.
I came in Casey, much to her delight. She rolled onto her back and played with her newly messy pussy some. Then Elsa crawled over and attacked her playfully with kisses.
I tackled Anna and cuddled her, feeling very little sexual drive at the moment, but plenty of desire for close intimacy. Particularly the naked kind.
Anna snuggled with me, even while still sporting Casey's strapon. We giggled a bit at the way she got to keep awkwardly poking me, just to change things up, but mostly took a much needed break together.
Not that it lasted long. I never expected it to. I was sufficiently familiar with my sisters' sexual expectations by now. Elsa was never going to leave me alone without getting her ass cummed in. It just wasn't happening.
"You know," I murmured to Anna, "if you two have to compete, I guess this is a pretty good way to do it."
"We hardly ever compete," Anna protested.
"Mmhm. You're saying this whole anal thing is out of nowhere? It's the first time you've ever fought?"
"... yes?"
I snorted. "Ok. Sure."
"You're just not allowed to love her better. That's all. She's already got Casey, you know. It'd be unfair."
I kissed Anna tenderly. "You know I love you both. And it's not to be a competition."
She shrugged. "That's ok. You came in my butt first anyway."
"What did I just say about competition?"
Anna kissed me on the nose. "Silly brother. It's not really up to you, you know."
"That's... probably totally true."
"Mmhm."
Elsa and Casey came after me right about then. The two of them pulling me away from Anna and going for my cock. Anna slipped down to join them, giving me three horny girls all licking my cock back to full hardness for me. The three of them were so cute and sexy all together, all working as one. I was, admittedly, quite biased under the circumstances.
The girls soon got in each other's way as much as anything. There was only so long they could all effectively share the space around my erection. They laughed and playfully fought over me, then Elsa took over before things got too rowdy.
Elsa very confidently straddled me and sat her bum down on my cock. Anna and Casey both watched with close up views as Elsa took me inside, and made my cock her personal anal toy.
"Unf, I need to learn to do that," Anna said.
"Hehe, just like your sister," Casey laughed. "Turning butt slut quicker than I even thought."
"I don't know about that," Anna said. "But that was hot the way she just... did it."
"Mmm. True. I can help you practice, if you want."
Anna considered. "Ok."
Elsa rolled her eyes at me while Anna and Casey had their conversation, and subsequently set up for some 'practice' time. I only smiled. It was pretty cute. And I got to watch while Anna presented her butt and let Casey peg her.
"Thought you'd like Anna learning from you," I said.
"I do," Elsa said. She bit her lip as she watched Anna's ass get stretched out again. "I really do. It was more Casey getting herself more pegging time under the pretext of being helpful."
"I am being helpful!" Casey said.
"Uh huh. And not at all excited about pounding my little sister's butthole?"
"Well...."
Elsa laughed and reached over to spank Anna a couple times, then focused herself on riding me. Her butt had far more training than Anna's, and she bounced on me with rather impressive sisterly skill.
Elsa shimmied on my cock, squeezing it rhythmically at times. She made piercing eye contact with me, looking wild and horny, and more than prepared to use me for her anal needs.
"This whole side to you," I said, "and I never knew it."
Elsa smirked. "You never asked."
"True. Seemed uncouth to ask my sister how she felt about taking it in the butt."
"Your loss."
I smirked back at Elsa and reached out to rub her clit a little, making her whimper happily and flex her butthole on my cock.
"You might have even liked me asking, huh?" I said. "You and Casey, way too damn kinky all this time."
"Just the right amount, thank you."
"The right amount leads to fucking around with your sibs like this?"
"... maybe?"
"It's working for me," Casey said.
Anna mumbled something incomprehensible and reached for me. I took her hand and we interlaced our fingers, taking that comforting connection while getting fucked next to each other.
I kept rubbing Elsa's pussy with my free hand, and eventually made her cum while she was still riding me. She then returned the favour and made me cum in her ass, hissing victoriously as she felt it happen.
"Sorry it's not much," I said apologetically.
"That's ok," Elsa said. "I'll get you first next time. Take a bigger brother-load up my bum."
"Nuh uh," Anna said. "I'm first!"
"You don't get to be first every time," Elsa said. "Don't even think about it."
Elsa maneuvered herself around and slipped beneath Anna to lick her pussy. Anna gave up the argument pretty quickly with her big sister's tongue suddenly dancing on her pussy while her bottom was still being stretched and filled.
With eventual mutual cums, we all settled into a big, naked pile with plenty of cuddles and kisses every which way.
****
Chapter Six: Serenity
****
We had a few more such encounters. Our previously wholesome hangouts turned to excuses for small orgies on a quite consistent basis. Just getting wild and crazy to our hearts' content. All four of us falling willing victim to our own mutual depravity.
I was, therefore, rather surprised to walk in to a more serious atmosphere a few weekends later. Elsa, Casey, and even Anna all sitting and waiting for me. Not only still clothed, but without the impish appearance of just waiting for an excuse to start making out with each other.
"Did something happen?" I asked, looking furtively around the room.
"Kind of," Elsa said, giving me a cautious smile.
"It's good," Casey added. "But... complicated."
"How complicated?" I asked. I didn't know what was up, and them being coy wasn't really helping that.
"Well..." Elsa said, trailing off after her single word. She reached next to her, where Casey was sitting close, and put her hand on Casey's tummy.
"I'm pregnant," Casey said.
"Oh," I said. I was taken aback, even though that was one of the most predictable things it could have been. "Congratulations?"
"Thanks."
"But, uh, that's good, right? Or...." I stopped, slightly heartbroken. "Does that mean we need to stop... fucking around... and stuff?"
"No, brother dear," Elsa said. "It doesn't mean that."
"Oh. Phew. Then... what's the complicated part?"
Casey moved her hand to Elsa's tummy. I had time to widen my eyes grasp the significance before Elsa spoke.
"You got me too," Elsa said.
"Oh. Oh wow. Oh shit."
"I know, right?"
Casey looked square at me. "This wasn't the intention," she said softly but firmly. "But... it could be really good."
"That I knocked up my sister too?" I said, still wrapping my head around the idea. I stared at Elsa's tummy, even though there really wasn't much to look at yet. Maybe the slightest extra curve happening, but also maybe just my fertile imagination.
"We've talked about it," Elsa said, her voice cracking as she spoke. "It's... a lot. But... we want to keep it. Casey's baby can have a little brother or sister right off the bat. Not twins exactly, but close as it gets, really."
Elsa slipped her hand into Casey's, the two of them gazing at each other for a moment and seeking solace in the other's eyes.
"I mean... it's your decision of course," I said, still reeling.
"We'd like you to be on board with it," Elsa said quietly. "You're right, it is for us to decide. But... I don't want you to hate it. That we're doing it. It impacts you. And Anna too."
Anna, sitting quietly so far, seemed to be struggling just as hard as I was with the news. Her face was such a mix of emotions. I wanted to comfort her, but was still processing my own feelings.
"You're pregnant?" Anna squeaked, almost looking like she was going to cry.
"Yes," Elsa said gently. "I mean... that's what I get for letting Kai cum in me so much, I guess. But as I say, we really think it's going to be good. If you need time to--"
"I'm pregnant too," Anna blurted. She wrapped her arms around herself and appeared even more on the verge of tears.
I rushed to her, my own concerns forgotten. I wasn't even sure I'd immediately realized what she said, only that she was upset, and I didn't want her to be. That was all I knew for a moment.
Elsa and Casey were right behind me, the three of us suddenly drowning Anna in love and affection, piling on to her until she was spluttering and laughing and struggling to breathe.
"Guys! Guys! You're squishing me!" Anna protested.
I didn't know about Elsa or Casey, but Anna clung to me fiercely even as she claimed to need space. I stayed right with her, and her protest died away, replaced by soft, shuddering tears on my shoulder, then more insane laughter afterward.
"Sorry," Anna said once we all finally pulled away from her, just a little, just to give her room to recover. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. "I've been... a bit of a wreck. Since I realized. I didn't... I don't know what to do, but--"
"What do you want to do?" Elsa asked, taking Anna's hand and kneeling in front of her, looking at Anna with her most serious and concerned big sister eyes.
"You guys are keeping both?" Anna asked.
Casey nodded. "That's the plan."
"That's... can I too?"
Anna looked around, searching everywhere for permission. She didn't need it. Under other circumstances she would have known that. But it was a lot. I got that. And it was, after all, her brother's baby, which was a hell of a complication to deal with of top of everything else.
"You don't need to ask us," I said.
"That's right," Elsa said, kissing Anna's hand that she still held. "It's up to you. Buuuttt... I mean, what if we had triplets? Sort of. Three babies. All at once."
Anna looked to me. "Is it ok?"
"Why do you keep asking me? It's your call."
Anna put her free hand on her tummy. "'Cause you are kind of the daddy and all. I mean, I know you didn't mean to be, but--"



I sighed. "I know. I didn't mean to. But I did cum in you a bunch."
"All of us," Elsa teased. "So bad."
"And I accidentally put a baby in both my sisters," I said. "I am aware." I shrugged. "I'll be honest, I was not prepared for this."
"Fair," Casey said.
"I really don't have good answers for anything," I said. "Other than I want to support your decisions."
"I want to keep it," Anna said softly, both pitiful and hopeful at the same time. "I wasn't ready for a baby, didn't know if I'd ever be. But... if I have one, I'm happy it's yours."
"Your brother's?"
Anna nodded firmly. "Yes."
Elsa looked at me too. "Same. It's fucked, but it's true."
I met Casey's eyes briefly, and she only gave me a helpless look. I understood. They'd picked me to help her have a baby. These other two all of a sudden wasn't something anyone had prepared for, though we'd also been sufficiently incautious that maybe we should have. No one had all the answers here.
"You two are so weird," I told my sisters.
Anna pouted and Elsa looked about ready to smack me. I mollified them both with some loving kisses.
"You know the fucked up thing?" I asked rhetorically. "It actually... it kinda feels really nice that you both want to have my baby too."
Anna grinned shyly. "Not that fucked up."
"Brother, remember?"
Anna shook her head. "So? I love you. You love me."
"Mmm." I kissed her again. "You're not wrong."
Elsa sneaked her way in and stole Anna's kisses from me. "It's gonna be great," she said. "You and me and Casey all having Kai's babies. You'll see."
"I hope so," Anna said. She was already looking less terrified and upset.
Casey got in there too and shared her love with Anna. Anna started to laugh and fend us off as she got more kisses from every direction than she could handle.
"We'll just have to make sure our darling brother doesn't impregnate us any more after this," Elsa said. "That's all."
"Not hardly my fault," I protested.
"Did you or did you not cum in all our pussies?"
"... you know the answer to that."
"Well then?"
I pouted. "Does that mean no more cumming in your pussies?"
Elsa laughed and booped my nose. "I didn't say that. Just... we'll have to actually be careful. You know, after the babies and all. Right now it's kind of irrelevant."
"Because we weren't being careful," I said slowly.
"Right," Elsa said. "That's what I just said."
I peered suspiciously at her. "You weren't trying for this, were you?"
"What?"
"You heard me."
Elsa rolled her eyes. "Obviously I wasn't trying to get pregnant from my brother. That would be weird."
"You sure?"
"Of course!"
"You did think about it though, babe," Casey said.
"Hey! Don't tell him that," Elsa said.
"Elsa!" I said.
"Oh what? Casey and I have a lot of fantasies and games and shit. Doesn't mean I actually meant any of them to come true."
"Quite a few of them came true," Casey said. "Fucking your brother. Both of us. Getting pregnant. All the butt stuff. The--"
"Why the betrayal all of a sudden?" Elsa asked, acting hurt.
Casey grinned. "Mostly because I think it's funny." She kissed Elsa's shoulder, then looked at me. "Seriously though, I promise we didn't mean for Elsa to get pregnant. We just... weren't careful enough about it not happening. I mean... I really didn't ever think you'd actually fuck her in the first place, for one thing."
"I didn't mean for any of this either," Anna said in a small voice. She looked at all of us with big, hopeful eyes. "But... I think I'm really happy it happened."
I had to kiss Anna again. She couldn't look at me like that and not get kissed.
The whole pile of us became a squirming mass of increasing love and horniness. Mostly the horniness, really. We'd already had love, but more and more we were getting handsy, and kissing, and getting in each other's way more than anything.
Anna got most of the attention at first. Without having to discuss it, it was obvious that she was most in need of reassurance just then.
Elsa used her big sister's prerogative to get first go on Anna's pussy. Casey and I easily accepted letting Elsa lick Anna out while we messed around with kissing and feeling her up some more.
Anna ended up naked and assailed on all sides. She happily accepted it all.
"My tummy's gonna get so big," she said.
I had my hand on her belly and gave it some rubs. "True."
"Same for us," Casey said. "Gonna be interesting for poor Kai. Having all three of us going through this at the same time."
"Poor Kai, like hell," Anna said. "He's not the one gonna have to grow a baby inside."
"There'll be plenty for us all to complain about sooner or later," Casey said pragmatically. "Just you wait."
****
I was run a bit ragged as pregnancies progressed. It wasn't all bad by any means, but when it was bad it was bad in triplicate. Three times the problems all at once.
The good still vastly outweighed that. I had my three girls full time, and I loved that.
Anna and I had moved in permanently with Elsa and Casey. It only made sense at this point. Anna and I basically shared a room and a bed. Though I did spend nights with Elsa or Casey too, depending on sleeping arrangements on any given night.
As their tummies grew in unison, the girls rotated between being super horny, wanting just cuddles and reassurance, or wanting very little physical contact at all. It was a hard cycle to adjust to.
Anna most often slept naked with me, at least. It was a rare night when she felt too gross to go nude. Even when she didn't want sex, she still liked being all warm and snuggly with me, and secretly sought comfort in my interest in her.
"This baby's never gonna come," Anna whined one night.
I rubbed my hand over her belly, cuddled up cozily behind her as she lay on her side. "It will," I said.
"I just keep getting bigger."
"That's how it works."
"Bleh. You don't have to watch your tummy getting bigger every day."
"True." I kissed Anna's shoulder. "Doesn't change facts, though."
"I'm gonna look so weird in another couple months."
"You'll look beautiful. As always."
Anna snorted. "Yeah. Like those mornings with my head over a toilet, hair plastered with sweat to my face. I was so radiant."
"Well... ok, not always."
"Kai!"
"You argued me out of it. What can I say?"
"Lie to me more. Obviously."
I wrapped my arms tight around Anna for a moment. "I love you Anna. That's not a lie."
"... I know. But like... I know I don't always want sex these days, but what if you don't want it when things are normal again?"
"You think that's a serious possibility?"
"Maybe. Having kids does things to relationships."
"Yeah. It can," I said. "You were never worried about that before."
"It's been sneaking up on me. I keep wondering if I made a mistake."
"Oh Anna...."
"But it'd feel so bad if I was the only one who didn't have your baby."
"Anna, you shouldn't do this just for the sake of competing with Elsa."
"I'm not. I think... I think I'd definitely want it even if neither Elsa or Casey was pregnant. Just... I get scared sometimes."
"Well don't. I've got you, ok? I'ma hold you all damn night."
Anna giggled softly. "No you won't. You'll roll away in the middle of the night when you get too hot. Same as you always do."
"I'll try my best then."
"Ok. Maybe... maybe tomorrow morning you could cum on me?"
"Unf. Anywhere in particular?"
"No. Just I don't know that I'll want sex, but... I dunno. Just some cum on my tits or something would be nice. Just to make me feel a bit sexy."
"You are sexy. Surely you can feel my erection."
"Yeah, Kai, I feel you poking me. But you always are."
"'Cause you're always sexy."
"Am I? Or are you just always horny?"
"It can be both."
****
The girls collectively were quite unpredictable as to being horny while pregnant. Any one of them could go for weeks without wanting much in the way of sex, then at other times they'd be just as slutty as could be.
It often seemed that they'd all be at their most horny at the same time. Like they were colluding. If in fact they were deciding these things together, which they weren't, it would have been nice if they could have spread it out a little better.
A hot, intimate fourway between all of us was one of my favourite things. When all three girls were wildly pregnant, however, the logistics became something of a nightmare.
"Why does Casey get to get cummed in first anyway," Anna complained.
"Shush," Elsa said. "It's her turn. You know that perfectly well."
"I should be first every time," Anna pouted, folding her arms.
"Now that's just selfish," Elsa admonished gently.
Casey and I shared a long, meaningful look as Elsa and Anna argued beside us. I was trying my best to fuck her without putting undo pressure on her swollen tummy.
The girls had all assured me they weren't as delicate as they looked. That they could still take a good pounding. Their horniness talking, no doubt.
"Rub my clit?" Casey asked.
I nodded and rubbed her while continuing to thrust into her wet little pussy. Her tummy jiggled as we fucked, and she moaned happily as she was pleasured.
Casey cupped her own boobs. They'd gotten bigger with pregnancy, as had Elsa and Anna's. They all complained about it, but just as often wanted to play with their own breasts more, or have someone else do it.
Elsa, meanwhile, shut Anna up by sitting on her face. My sisters couldn't easily play all the same games they wanted to together, given their tummies in the way, but they had plenty of fun and loving moments all the same.
Anna at first squirmed and pretended like she didn't want her big sister sitting presumptuously on her face, but she fooled no one. We were all well aware of how much she loved licking Elsa out. Anna's hand sneaking to her pussy to rub herself was another give away.
"Goddammit you two are adorable together," Casey said.
Elsa looked confused. "Who?"
"You and Anna. Duh."
"I'm only keeping her quiet."
"Yes," Casey said. "By letting her lick your pussy."
"Well...."
"And she's so into it. It's cute."
"... maybe every now and then a shred of jealousy wouldn't go amiss," Elsa said.
"It's fine. I'm fucking your brother. You could be jealous too if you wanted."
Anna raised her hand. "I am a little," she said, her voice muffled between Elsa's thighs.
"Hush," Elsa said. "Keep licking like a good girl."
Casey got to cum, as well as getting her pregnant pussy all cummy. She smiled lazily after and fixed me with big, happy eyes. Her gaze shifted over to Elsa, still riding her sister's face, and Casey and Elsa reached out to take each other's hand. Elsa leaned down to kiss Casey's fingers, the two sharing a moment of love in the midst of horny shenanigans.
"Ugh," Casey said after a minute. "I really gotta pee."
Elsa laughed. "Yeah. That'll happen."
"Really makes afterglow a bit of a flop," Casey grumbled as she heaved herself ungracefully out of bed.
"Sorry," I said, not knowing what else to do.
Casey just shrugged and toddled off, still clearly pregnant from behind, and with cum dripping down her thigh.
"Damn she's beautiful, isn't she?" Elsa said with a low whistle.
"She is," I agreed.
"She keeps saying she feels gross and weird," Elsa said. "But every day I wake up with her and it's like... damn, though."
"Glad you're still in love with your wife," I said. "She'll be so pleased."
"Oh shut up. I was trying to share a moment. But if you're just gonna be like that about it...."
Elsa got off of Anna, who once again pouted at being denied. Anna looked balefully at me, but I could only shrug as Elsa pushed me down and climbed atop me.
"Making fun of me," Elsa murmured. "But if anything you're way hornier than ever too. And you don't even have an excuse like all these wicked hormones cruising through you. You didn't even hardly go soft."
"Maybe he likes his girls pregnant," Anna suggested, rolling on her side and rubbing her big tummy.
"I don't think--" I tried.
"Barefoot and pregnant," Elsa said. "That your thing all along or what?"
"Hey, don't give me any shit for this," I said. "You specifically asked--"
"For you to get Casey pregnant," Elsa said smoothly. "Not your sisters."
"Well--"
"I don't mind it," Anna said. "But I'm gonna be glad when it's over." She sighed wistfully as Elsa settled herself on my cock. "I don't know how you can ride Kai like that. My balance has been all wonky. And I get tired."
"All that practice riding your face," Elsa said with a lascivious wink.
Anna giggled and actually blushed quite adorably. I honestly wasn't sure whether she was happier taking my cock or licking Elsa's pussy. Probably both at once was the real answer.
Casey returned and cuddled up with Anna, spooning her from behind. Though as was typical these days, the spoons didn't really nestle properly. So much of life, and sex in particular, was just about accommodating big, pregnant bellies.
Elsa rode me with a remarkable amount of control and rhythm. It felt, at times, like she'd only improved her technique, despite her impediment. However, I did know that her stamina wasn't what it had been. She pretended otherwise, but I'd noticed.
"I'm surprised you're not on Kai's face right now," Casey said to Anna while playing with her boobs from behind.
"I know," Anna sighed. "We were just talking about riding. I don't feel my balance or endurance are up to it."
"You could always try. See how it goes."
"I could. But I'm kinda just waiting my turn now anyway."
"Fair enough," Casey said. She kissed Anna's shoulder. "Well I'll jump in then."
"Hey wait! You could rub my pussy!"
Casey ignored Anna, who once again pouted pathetically.
Casey claimed my face, settling herself atop me so I could lick her pussy while Elsa did wonderful things to my cock. Casey shifted back and forth, making me alternate between her pussy and asshole. Licking her out all nicely.
Elsa and Casey shared me, and definitely made out with each other, even though I couldn't see it.
Poor Anna had to play with herself and whine softly from time to time as though she was being forgotten about.
Elsa had herself a nice cum, squeezing me deep inside her, moaning, leaning against Casey for love and physical support. I expected her to keep going, but instead she reluctantly rose off of me.
"Alright, little one," Elsa said to Anna. "Your turn."
"Finally!"
"Gonna take it in your bum?"
"Of course," Anna said. "Only way I can feel a little special around her sometimes."
"Oh Anna."
Elsa moved in for some tender, deep kisses. Casey got off of my face in time for me to witness most of them. The two of us sighed wistfully watching Elsa and Anna making out, then we looked at each other and giggled.
Anna eventually tore free of her sister, reluctantly of course, but eager for her butt pounding. She adopted what was a familiar position by now. Face down, ass up. Presenting herself just as pretty and slutty as a sister ever could.
I rather enjoyed prepping Anna's booty for fun times. But as often happened, Elsa and Casey got there first to fuss over her and play with her bum.
It was hard to mind too much, watching Elsa and Casey slobber over Anna's butthole and poke fingers in and such. It was quite enjoyable to watch, after all. But I liked having a chance to do those things myself sometimes.
I was eventually allowed to have Anna's butthole. Elsa and Casey made room for me, and let me at my very horny and very pregnant little sister.
"Fuck her good," Elsa whispered to me.
She and Casey watched as I initially spread Anna's ass and pushed into her tight little hole. They pretty quickly got into their own games, though.
Anna sighed so happily as her booty got all filled up. She looked back at me over her shoulder. A cute and innocent look, betrayed completely by the ease and satisfaction she displayed taking her big brother in her ass. Again.
"I think I really like this," Anna purred.
"Uh huh. No kidding," I said. "You think I hadn't noticed that?"
She wiggled a little and squeezed her bumhole around my shaft. "Well I never got into it before you. I still like that I got to learn anal with you."
"Mmm." I played with and massaged Anna's butt as I slowly pulled out, then back in. "I think Elsa and Casey had something to do with it too."
Anna giggled softly. Elsa and Casey were, as we spoke, gearing up for anal fun of their own. Elsa getting pegged, as usual.
"Ok, yeah," Anna agreed. "But it's mostly for you. You're the only one who gets to cum in my bum."
"You're not wrong."
I worked slowly up to about what Anna could handle. She was getting almost as good as Elsa at taking a butt pounding, and didn't like to be treated any more delicately due to her lesser experience, or her big belly.
I, on the other hand, had never quite been able to shake a sense of needing to protect Anna. Just a little. Just the sense that I didn't want to go as rough and hard as she sometimes urged. I wanted her to feel special. The way I saw her. It sometimes felt weird that one of the best ways to do that was to fuck her butt and cum deep inside, but it was a very fun time.
Elsa and Anna reached for each other, holding hands the way they were wont to do while getting railed side by side. Casey and I had talked about how adorable it was, and in the moment only had to wink at each other.
Casey pounded Elsa harder than I dared with Anna. Anna was still trying to get as good at taking it in her bum as her sister was. I kind of felt like while she was wildly pregnant wasn't strictly the time for that. She disagreed.
"Harder," Anna insisted.
"You're only being jealous of your sister again," I said.
"So?"
"So do you really want it? Or do you just want to compete with Elsa?"
"... the first one?"
"Liar."
Still I gave Anna what she wanted. My hips slapped against her and I squeezed her butt cheeks in my palms. Anna moaned and tightened her butt around my cock, naturally having the exact opposite effect she professed to want. I could only go so fast when she gripped me like that.
Sometimes I was pretty sure it was only the appearance of being an anal professional that she wanted. Which would fit with her trying to keep up with her big sis. I'd never gotten her to admit to it though. And she was truly getting good at butt stuff, as well as thoroughly enjoying it.
"Mmm, you should cum in her now," Elsa purred.
I grunted, thrusting deep into Anna's tight bottom again. "That's the plan."
"No, I mean now. Before Anna gets all sore."
"Ah! See?" Anna whined. "Elsa still doesn't think I'm even any good at it!"
Elsa winked at me, and I rolled my eyes. "Don't tease her like that."
"Why not?" Elsa said. "Works out well for you."
"Maybe I don't want to accidentally hurt my little sister because you two won't behave."
"You're not gonna hurt me!" Anna insisted.
Casey just laughed and slapped Elsa's ass, driving Elsa's face into the bed with some hard thrusts. "You're all so adorable."
"Whatever," Anna grumbled.
Soon enough Anna was mewling happily instead as I came and filled her ass up with the messy, gooey reward she craved.
She rolled over after, panting softly, hand on her big belly. Her eyes locked on mine, all soft and loving.
"You know what sucks?" Anna asked.
"What's that?"
"I can't even enjoy a moment without having to go pee these days."
I laughed softly as Anna extended both her hands to me. I took them and helped her up. I followed her as she padded off to the bathroom with a slightly rubbery wobble to her step.
"I don't need you to come with me," she said.
"I know," I said.
Anna shrugged and carried on. She sat down heavily on the toilet, groaning softly as she let her bladder empty.



"Kinda pathetic how often I need to do this," Anna complained. "Feel like all I do is go to the bathroom these days."
"At least it's not just you."
Anna snorted. "Not really an upside. Just means I have to fight over the toilet with Elsa or Casey sometimes."
"Oh yeah. I suppose, huh."
"You're lucky, you know."
I smiled fondly at Anna. "I am."
She blushed. "Not like that. I meant 'cause you don't have to pee three times an hour."
"There are multiple reasons I'm lucky, then."
"Yeah yeah."
Anna held out her hands and I helped haul her to her feet. I sneaked a kiss while she was getting her balance.
"I mean it," I said.
"I know you do. And... I'm glad. Being pregnant's a pain in the butt, but I'm happy it happened, you know. With you."
"I know I'm in well over my head," I said. "But same." I wrapped my arms around Anna while she tried to wash her hands. "Not how I ever thought I'd end up. Not the family I ever expected. But I'm so crazy happy."
"Mmhm. Three horny girls always wanting sex. Who would have thought you'd enjoy that?"
"I love you all even when you're not horny," I pointed out.
"Ah. Well then. That makes--"
"We're having a baby together," I whispered in Anna's ear, interrupting her sardonic reply.
Anna's face went totally red, and she met my eyes in the mirror as I gazed over her shoulder. A smile crept over her face until she was absolutely beaming.
"We are," she agreed softly.
"I'm never gonna stop being your big brother. And I'll definitely tease you still."
"Naturally."
"But damn, Anna. Don't ever think I only love you for the sex."
She turned around, still in my arms, and made me melt with the look of pure, sincere adoration she gave me.
"I know," she said. "Don't ever think I'd have your baby if this was all about the sex."
"Good to know."
Anna kissed me, long and lingering. Her belly pressed to mine as she endeavored to get as close as possible.
"I'm gonna enjoy being able to snuggle easier," she said. "I'm not gonna miss this tummy."
"I dunno. It's kinda--"
"Don't even say it."
"Ok." I smiled. "I won't."
I kissed Anna again, then we walked hand in hand back to Elsa and Casey.
"Elsa didn't even get you to cum in her this time, did she?" Anna said.
"Nope. Saved it for you."
"I thought so. That was nice of her. She's a pretty good big sister sometimes."
"Only sometimes?"
"Most of the time," Anna amended.
"Like when she's licking your pussy?"
"Like those times, yes."
I smiled sidelong at Anna. I knew how much she loved Elsa. She downplayed it most of the time, but neither of them could hide their feelings once they got into it.
Elsa and Casey were settled down and just cuddling when we got back. Anna and I joined them for some lazy mutual aftercare. Accommodating all the girls and their bellies was the trickiest part most of the time, but we managed.
****
Three births within a few days of each other was something of a living nightmare. All four of us stressed and exhausted all at the same time. It wasn't like I was going through nearly what the girls were, but I was worn down pretty badly all the same.
We got through it, though. All mostly intact and still sane.
There were plenty of jokes among family and friends about the triple births. I tensed up every time at first before realizing that despite the comments, absolutely no one suspected that I was the father in any of the cases, let alone all of them. I was just the good brother stepping in to help out when my sisters needed me.
Mom and Dad were so happy to have such a bounty of grandkids all at once that even they never openly questioned what the hell was going on.
It was a relief to get everyone home and settled, even though there was still plenty of exhaustion to go around at that point. Anna and I shared a room together so that the babies could have a room to themselves. It made sense. Between all the adults, we never used more than two bedrooms at a time anyway.
"I'm so fucking tired," Anna said.
"I know," I said. "Me too."
"Who ever knew this was gonna be so much work?"
"Seriously? That's what babies are."
"I know, but... blergh. It's good, but just, like, where's the rest time?"
I sighed and lay down next to Anna. "I got bad news for you."
"I know, I know. No rest for the wicked."
"I wasn't gonna put it that way, but yeah."
Anna still grumbled, but I mollified her with increasingly inappropriate touches and caresses, as well as some kisses when I thought I'd get away with it. Despite our mutual exhaustion and crankiness, Anna came around and started to enjoy herself.
She giggled and tousled my hair as I lowered my head to her chest and gently sucked on her boobs. She knew what I wanted and offered me a nipple, which I latched on to.
"You gotta stop stealing all the baby's milk," Anna said, still holding me to her chest.
"Only a little," I mumbled.
"You're so bad."
"It tastes good."
"Yeah. And it's for the ba-by."
I kept sucking, nursing on my little sister in a total perversion of nature. She protested, but it got her horny. It always did. If I didn't go for it, she'd encourage me. I didn't know if it was the feel of it, or being able to put some of her new found motherly affection onto me in a totally pervy way.
Either way, I got quite a fascinating and hot experience out of it.
Casey padded into the room, shedding her robe on the way to the bed. She slipped in with Anna and me, and promptly took Anna's other tit. Anna laughed as she had two full grown adults suckling at her with absolutely no shame.
"You guys are baaaddd," Anna said, still laughing and now cradling both Casey and me to her.
I rested my head on Anna's shoulder and just watched Casey for a moment before she stopped too.
"It's fun," Casey said with a simple shrug.
"It is," I agreed.
Anna rolled her eyes but still clearly enjoyed briefly mothering the two of us.
"Elsa still feeding?" I asked.
"Mmhm. She should be done soon," Casey said. She yawned. "I can't decide if I need a cum, or just a nap."
"One then the other," Anna said decisively.
"Easier said than done," Casey murmured, already starting to fall asleep on Anna's boobies.
I felt more like an adult than ever before, if only for the sheer frequency with which we'd all get naked and horny with each other, then fall asleep before we got off.
While Casey settled in for naked napping, I crawled down and nudged Anna's legs apart. I put my face in her pussy and started with some gentle licks.
Anna purred happily as I ate her pussy, and was soon wiggling and ready for more.
"How come you never fuck me anymore?" Anna asked. "Always with the licking."
"'Cause you said if I put another baby in you, you'd fucking murder me."
"Doesn't mean you can never cum in me or anything."
I kissed Anna's thigh. "I'd rather not get fucking murdered, dear sister."
Casey giggled softly. "Typical boy. Wanting not to be murdered."
Anna pouted. "Well... just don't pregnant me."
"Ah, yes. Of course."
"Or do my butt. You haven't hardly done my butt since the baby."
"You told me you weren't up to it," I said. "You really must make up your mind."
I went back to licking Anna's pussy. She whined about it some more, but got more and more breathless until she came on my tongue. That wasn't really enough for her, but it was enough to calm her down a bit.
Casey had been lazily playing with and nursing on Anna's tits. When I lifted my head, Anna put a finger to her lips while gently stroking Casey's hair. She had fallen asleep. Right there on Anna's boobs. Which was, after all, a prime spot to do so.
I grinned and moved gently to slip my cock inside Anna without disturbing Casey. Anna's eyes were big and encouraging.
"I really have to get on birth control," Anna murmured.
"Yeah we should probably talk about that at some point," I said.
"But... just cum in me, Kai. I need it."
"Unf. Such a dirty little sister."
"Like you're not used to it by now."
I smiled. "I'm used to it. I still love it, is all."
Anna beamed up at me, looking totally sultry and adorable all at once. She still cradled a sleeping Casey, but her attention was all on me. On her big brother slowly fucking her, our eyes filling in the more emotional part of the bond.
Elsa pattered in, smirking at finding us sexually engaged next to a softly snoring Casey. Elsa stripped off as she approached and climbed into bed with us just as naked as everyone else.
"Poor Casey, all tuckered out," Elsa said, stifling a yawn toward the end of her sentence.
"Not the only one," I said.
"Mmhm. You sure seem sleepy. Lucky you had enough energy to boink our little sister."
"It is lucky," Anna agreed without any of her sister's soft sarcasm.
Elsa kissed Anna, making out with her for a moment, then casually sat on Anna's face like it was her right to do so any time she wished. Which wasn't far off, really.
Elsa and I shared Anna, riding her together. Elsa got her pussy licked while I fucked Anna harder, giving her what she needed.
I leaned in to Elsa for some kisses, as well as playing with her tits. Like Anna, Elsa let me sneak a little leaking milk from them. Elsa moaned as her clit and tits got sucked at the same time.
It was increasingly unclear whether Elsa and I were ganging up on Anna, or if it was Anna and I teaming up on Elsa. It might have been the latter more so, since Elsa whimpered, clutched at me for support, and came while grinding on our baby sister's face.
Elsa gave me a look of heavy-lidded satisfaction after, but it was marred somewhat by yet another yawn. She climbed off Anna and curled up behind Casey, spooning her wife and falling asleep almost immediately.
Anna and I looked at each other and giggled softly.
"So cute," I whispered.
"All sleepy time," Anna whispered back. "Sleepy big sis."
"You gonna cum soon?"
Anna nodded eagerly. "Keep going. Rub my clit?"
I rubbed Anna's clit for her while continuing to fuck her. She soon came for me, trying to be as quiet as possible for the sake of Casey and Elsa next to us, but not by any means silent. Her muffled little moans and whimpers encouraged me, and I felt my own orgasm readying.
I pulled out and came over Anna's tummy. Not something I often did. She watched with impish delight as cum streaked out across her warm skin.
"You could have cummed in me," she said.
"Seemed safer not to."
"Mmm. Definitely need birth control." Anna yawned. "This is nice, but not the same as inside." She beckoned me closer. "Or do my butt more. Like I said."
I offered her a soft kiss as I lay out with her. My own yawns, delayed while horny, mingled with hers as we cuddled together.
"I'll do you in the bum next time," I promised. "Give you lots of cum inside."
"Oh good." Anna kissed me. "Love you, Kai."
"Mmm. You too."
****
Life was certainly interesting as the kids grew up. We had to get used to being careful outside the bedrooms, about nudity and sex and whatnot. There were still plenty of opportunities for romantic gestures, kisses and caresses.
All the horniest stuff had to stay behind closed doors for the most part. Which was fine.
Anna, Elsa, and Casey all went on birth control. None of them wanted another baby, but they also didn't want to permanently give up risky sex, in particular getting their pussies cummed in. Anal sex or using condoms just didn't always cut it.
Opportunities for all four of us playing together had diminished significantly, excepting after the kids' bedtime. And by then we were often all so exhausted it didn't happen anyway.
I made a game of it, on the days when I had the energy. Doing my best to find some sneaky time with all three girls, individually or together if it worked out. They all had their own variations on that game too.
One of Anna's favourites was to wake up before me, and coax me awake by gently riding my cock. I didn't know where she found the energy so early in the morning, but she often made up for it by falling asleep on me all the earlier at night.
"It's worth it," she told me, slowly grinding on my morning erection. "As long as I have your cum in my pussy all day."
"Mmm." I ran my hands up Anna's warm, bare sides. I still reveled in her sometimes like she was brand new to me. Just the way she looked and felt to my sleepy mind. "Cummy pussy for Anna."
"That's right," Anna hissed happily as I felt her up. "You know what I like."
"I keep thinking you'll get tired of it. All the mess."
"The mess is the best part. I get to think of you all day."
"Unf."
Anna leaned down for kisses. "Kinda wish I had something for you like that. For a reminder."
I held her chin and gave her an extra soft little kiss on her perfect, sisterly lips. "As if I need anything like that to think of you."
Anna blushed cutely and squeezed my cock very deliberately with her pussy. She rode me harder and made me cum inside her, messing her insides the way she liked.
"You know I'm gonna be thinking of that line all day now," Anna said, cheeks still pink, eyes glowing with love.
"It wasn't a line," I said. "I meant it. Sad as it is, I sometimes miss you during the day."
Anna whimpered and pulled herself slowly and slickly off my cock. "I like that."
"I knew you would."
"... wanna do my bum?"
"I just came in you."
"I know. But I didn't cum yet. And you got my tummy all fluttery now."
Anna clambered off of me and retrieved the lube that was always kept handy to our bed. She started lubing up her bumhole without waiting for me.
I only watched for a moment before taking over. Anna fingering her own ass was a delight, but giving her bum some deep, tonguey kisses was even better. I made my little sister moan and murmer as I made out with her sweet little tushy.
Anna had gotten really, really good at taking my cock in her butt. She took me like a pro, once I finally stopped licking her and finished the lubing job.
I'd only just started fucking Anna's bum when Elsa glided into the room. Elsa only smirked at the sight of us, me deep inside Anna, and Anna hornily rubbing her clit and purring happily.
"I don't know how you two always have such energy first thing in the morning," Elsa said.
She graced both me and Anna with tender, good morning kisses, then sat next to us. Elsa let her robe fall open and casually played with herself a little while watching.
Anna reached over and sneaked a couple fingers into her sister's pussy. Elsa moaned and rubbed herself harder while Anna helped finger her.
"I was actually headed for the shower," Elsa said, as though she wasn't fully committed to masturbating at this point.
"And you made a wrong turn?" I asked.
"Well... I wanted to see if anyone wanted to join me," Elsa said.
Anna giggled softly, still playing with Elsa's pussy. "I will, as soon as Kai cums in my bum."
"You're gonna need it," I said. "Messy little thing."
Anna gasped and rubbed herself harder. She was doing quite well concentrating on herself and her sister all at once, while getting her butt nicely fucked all the while.
"Did you get cummed in once already?" Elsa asked.
Anna squirmed. "Maaayyybe."
"Naughty. I'll have to make sure I clean you good."
Anna nodded happily. "Good idea. I've got to be all clean for work, after all."
I knew exactly what Anna was picturing as far as 'cleaning.' The mental image of her getting Elsa to lick her pussy clean of my cum made me groan, and shortly thereafter explode in her ass. Anna rubbed herself to a nice orgasm at the same time as I spurted cum deep inside her.
Elsa patted Anna's head sweetly until Anna had recovered enough to slip off with her. The two of them held hands and pattered off together to the shower. I sighed contentedly watching them go. My sisters. One of them all filled up with my cum.
I had to follow them before long. I needed to pee. Elsa and Anna were having quite a fun time in the shower by then. I stayed and watched through the glass shower door for a bit, and I didn't think either of them even noticed me. Too wrapped up in each other.
I couldn't see as much as I would have liked. It was too blurred for that. But I got the gist of what my sisters were up to. In particular, by the time I left, Elsa was indeed on her knees helping Anna out with her creampie. Knowing Anna, she was only willing to let Elsa clean that up because she had cum up her booty as well.
I was hard again, visions of Elsa and Anna in my head. Grinding slickly together, all naked and wet in the shower. Kissing and fondling and rubbing up on each other. And imagining Elsa's talented tongue doing naughty things to Anna's messy little pussy.
I got dressed, but was unable to do anything about my erection. I worked on breakfast while the girls were still showering, and managed to get some muffins out of the oven by the time Anna came through in a whirl, still adjusting her hair as she walked.
"I'm late," Anna announced, as though it was going to be shocking news.
"I know," I said. "Take a muffin with you."
"Mmm, thanks. I really should eat something... other than Elsa."
I smiled and gave her a quick kiss, handing her an only slightly cooled muffin, then she was gone again.
Elsa was slightly more dignified coming through, but only just slightly. She had no bottoms on, and was in fact carrying half her clothes in her hand. I'd been missing the days of casual partial or full nudity around the house, and took a moment just to appreciate my big sister with her pussy peeking out at me.
She smiled and casually posed for me, letting me soak her in.
"Awfully risky," I said.
Elsa shrugged. "Casey's got the kids for a bit."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I've been missing fucking around in whatever room we like."
I nodded. "Me too."
"So... wanna fuck in the kitchen before I gotta go to work?"
"Do you really need to ask?"
Elsa smirked, carefully piled the clothes she held in her hand on a chair, then stepped up to me for a long, body-melding kiss.
"That's what I was hoping to hear," she murmured.
I made out with Elsa some, reaching down to play with her butt since it was so nicely bared for me already.
"Is your ass lubed already?" I asked, discovering how slippery her tight little hole was with my finger.
"Maybe."
"Naughty."
Elsa tossed her hair flippantly. "Just being efficient. I don't have long before I need to get moving."
"But you want it in the butt, huh?"
"It's better for keeping cum in all day. Don't want to be totally sloppy and messy at work, you know."
"Ah. Pragmatic, is all."
"That's right."
Elsa turned from me and bent over the counter, presenting her bumhole for my approval. I slid in easily. Elsa was good at anal anyway, but I had strong suspicions Casey had helped her warm up this morning before she got to me.
"Daaammmn," I moaned.
"Mmm, you love it every time, don't you?" Elsa purred.
"Just as much as you do," I said.
I thrust in Elsa's ass, giving it to her nice and smooth. Once we got going, I reached around to rub her clit the way she loved, the way that would make her feel really good. I wanted her to cum for me with my cock up her ass.
"And Anna," Elsa said. "She loves this stuff so much."
"Almost like you're sisters."
"Mmm. Almost like that." Elsa smiled fondly thinking of Anna, then gave me a sultry look over her shoulder. "Cum in my ass for me, ok?"
I whimpered softly as her request had its intended effect on me. "Working on it."
It took a little while longer to give Elsa what she asked of me. Then, with her cummy bum and my cock still buried inside, she got to cum too.
We shared some happy kisses, then I watched her finish dressing, knowing that my cum would stay snugly in her ass all day. Same as with Anna. My horny, loving sisters.



"Alright, I need to be off," Elsa said. "Love you. See you later."
"Love you," I called, still watching wistfully as Elsa left.
I lingered a moment, then set off to find Casey. She greeted me, kissed me good morning, and happily fobbed all the kids off on to me while she grabbed a shower.
Between the four of us, we tried to make sure at least two of us were home on any given day. Wrangling three small kids took a lot of energy, mental and otherwise.
Today it was Casey and me. We were kept fairly busy, right up until we somehow managed to get all the kids down for a nap at the same time. It felt like quite a feat by the time we sneaked out and slunk wearily onto the couch together.
"So much work," Casey complained.
"Tell me about it," I said.
"I wanted some time with you, and now that we have it...."
I smiled wearily. "Right?"
We just sat together for a while, until I managed to work up some energy. Casey giggled as I knelt down in front of her and got her bottoms out of the way. I lazily ate her out while she gave me equally lazy head pats.
I thought make her cum with my mouth would be about the extent of it. But Casey found some horny energy afterward and climbed into my lap to slowly ride me.
"Just want to get another one in before the kids wake up," she murmured.
"Mmm. Noisy little things, aren't they?"
"Well you know whose fault that is. Only one of us had a hand in all three."
I pouted. "I don't think you can blame me for that."
"Watch me."
Casey kept riding me, and eventually I came in her pussy. She stayed snuggled up on me, the two of us enjoying the moment, until the inevitable crying began. Always with the crying.
I sighed. "Best get our clothes back on."
"Ugh, I know."
I gave Casey a final kiss before we got up and sorted ourselves out. So little time for cuddles these days. Such a shame.
****
We collectively got better at managing time and the kids as we developed habits and schedules. The kids growing up a little helped too, though their extra mobility was a sheer nuisance for a while. Still, it was something.
If anything, I only fell deeper in love with Anna over time. Like we were always meant to be together. We played around with Elsa and Casey plenty still. No changes there. But they were married, and Anna and I might as well have been. I toyed with the idea sometimes of doing it officially. Anna got in on the daydreaming, but we both knew it was just wasn't for us. Being brother and sister and all.
None of us particularly knew what we'd tell the kids when they were older. We couldn't hand wave everything away. It wasn't a typical household by any stretch of the imagination.
It wasn't an immediate problem. The family was happy. I got to really enjoy the simple things like sitting out back and watching the kids play, particularly with someone next to me. Anna, more often than not.
"This part's good," Anna told me.
I nodded easily in the fading evening sun. I took Anna's hand and interlaced our fingers. "It is."
"No one ever explained how hard raising kids is. Why is that?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly. "But everything seems good when you're around."
"Yeah. Yeah, same." Anna sighed and leaned against me. "I just want to take these lovely, peaceful moments and--"
She was interrupted by a loud scream from the yard. We both groaned simultaneously.
"Blurgh. Who is it?" Anna asked.
"Can't tell."
"Guess I should go see."
"Nah, you stay. I got it."
It was an effort tearing myself away from Anna. But she'd still be there when I dealt with whatever minor tragedy had no doubt just occurred amongst the kids. I looked back over my shoulder at her as I left, and the soft, beaming smile she still held for me made everything just seem so damn good.
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Luna was feeling absolutely miserable. Totally disgusted with the world, and her own particular problems within it. Never mind that it was meant to be her weekend to relax, and she'd already wasted most of her Saturday moping.
That was one of the lesser explored problems with breaking up, she felt. That person you expected to comfort you just wasn't there anymore. Never mind that they were the problem to start with.
And the rest of her dang family wasn't helping either. All giving her space and shit just because she'd demanded they do so. How very dare they.
Well fuck it. She'd just have to reach out, then. Like a normal, well-adjusted human being. Would the indignities never end?
****
Ryu was out on the back deck, lounging in the sun, cooler full of beers next to him. He grinned at Luna trudging out the back door and harrumphing her way over. She grabbed a can out of his stash and cracked it as she sat down on the chair beside him.
"Look who awakens," Ryu said pleasantly.
"I wasn't sleeping," Luna said.
"Sisters, like Great Old Ones, can awaken from things other than slumber."
Luna glared at Ryu. "How many have you had anyway?"
Ryu laughed. "Enough." He took another sip of his current half-finished beer. "I've worked it out, you know."
"Worked what out?"
"Life."
"Oh. That."
"The secret to it," Ryu said. "It's so simple."
"Is it?"
"Yes. The secret is to have a yard in which to lie in the sun and drink beers."
Luna stared at him. "You think that's the secret?"
"Why not? Better than any I've ever heard."
Luna sighed and took a long drink, wincing at the taste. "Well... today I don't even know if I can argue with it."
Ryu nodded easily. "The question, of course, being why you've decided to join me in my philosophizing. You don't even hardly like beer."
"I can acquire the taste."
"Sure. I did. You've never shown the interest."
"Haven't often needed to get drunk."
Ryu waggled a finger. "Ah, I should warn you. Part of the secret is in not needing to get drunk. Just... wanting to get a lovely buzz on."
Luna made a face. "Let's pretend for a second that I still don't believe your nonsense."
"Ouch."
"Let's further pretend that I'm in pain."
"Double ouch."
"So maybe... maybe I do just want to get stupidly drunk."
"Perhaps," Ryu allowed. "Perhaps."
Luna forced her way through half a can of Ryu's beer. She knew from experience that once she got a bit buzzed, she'd mind the taste less. She still didn't grasp how people found it enjoyable, but she allowed that it probably was one of those things that came with experience. She was perfectly happy with tastier drinks most of the time.
"This secret of yours..." Luna said.
"Yes?" Ryu said, halfway surprised that Luna would bring it up again. She'd seemed to prefer sullen silence.
"How does it account for the yard you drink in being your parents'?"
Ryu laughed. "Well... yes, I see what you're saying. And I've considered that. See, houses and yards are expensive."
"They are."
"And I like apartments alright, more affordable, but rarely with sufficiently private yards."
Luna nodded, considering bringing up the last place Ryu had lived in with his ex. She wasn't sure she wanted to get into that, since it would probably mean getting to her fresh breakup.
"It's a problem," Luna said instead.
"Right," Ryu agreed. "So for now... our parents' yard." He sighed. "Housing market being what it is, I don't know how anyone affords a house at all these days."
"More's the pity."
"But hey, I get your lovely company, so there are upsides."
Luna snorted. "How many beers are you on again?"
"How many beers do I need to love my delight of a little sister?"
"... alright I'm cutting you off."
"You're very welcome to try."
Luna halfway considered it, but it probably would have meant a bit of wrestling with her brother to take his alcohol away, and she wasn't in the mood. It might cheer her up, after all. Couldn't have that.
"Blurgh," Luna said. "This is so stupid. You know what thought I just had?"
"Couldn't possibly," Ryu said.
"Right, well... you know when you're in a bad mood, and you want to feel better, but also anything that might cheer you up is something you want to actively fight?"
"Sure. Who doesn't?"
"Well... why are we like that?"
Ryu thought about the problem for a long moment. "Not enough lying in the sun drinking," he finally decreed.
"You're hopelessly one track today, huh?"
"You saying you aren't?"
Luna glared, but had to concede the point. "Ok. You win this round. Toss me another beer?"
"Getting a taste for them yet?"
"Not yet. Give it a minute."
Luna got in to her second beer. It still wasn't enjoyable, exactly, but she had a nice start of a buzz going, and it was less distasteful already.
Plus she wasn't quite as morose about her situation. She tried to think how that had happened, but couldn't come up with anything. She wasn't drunk enough to forget about her ex yet, but she just couldn't seem to care as much.
Maybe part of it was Ryu? He looked so damn carefree. Maybe it was rubbing off on her a little. Or maybe... maybe he was just a good person to be around right now. Big brothers couldn't be trusted, exactly, but they could be trusted not to engage in certain behaviours that ex-boyfriends sometimes got up to.
"Still thinking about him?" Ryu asked.
Luna blinked, then glared. "Stay out of my head."
"Hehe, no mind tricks. I could just see your expression, is all. It went pretty dark there."
"Well... it's hard not to. I fucking hate Terrence, but... I thought I loved him too. Shatters your whole world."
Ryu sighed. "Yeah, it does, doesn't it?"
Luna winced at the pain that flashed across her brother's face.
"Sorry. I know how you felt about Ava when you were with her."
Ryu shrugged. "Yeah, well... you know she got cheated on by the guy she cheated on me with?"
"No shit?"
"Yeah. Doesn't help a lot, but... it's kinda funny at least."
"Ha, yeah. Maybe someone'll break Terrence's heart for me. Since apparently he didn't even care enough to ever give me that power."
Ryu looked at Luna, examining her expression. He carefully considered her mood.
"Is that what hurts?" he asked softly. "Giving him part of yourself and feeling like he never actually gave that same trust back?"
Luna's face screwed up, and Ryu ached at the pain his sister was currently feeling.
"Partly, I think," Luna said. "You think you know someone, trust them, love them... and you were nothing to them the whole time."
"I don't think that's fully true. But... I know what you mean. Just remember, he's the asshole. You're not an asshole for daring to love someone."
"Yeah, well... yeah. I guess."
Luna took a long drink from her beer. Ryu sighed his way to his feet, just a touch unsteady from drinking, and from not standing up in a while.
"I'll be back in a minute," Ryu said.
"Oh?"
"Need to pee."
"Oh. Gee, thanks for sharing."
"You asked."
"I didn't!"
"Your tone did."
Ryu started walking. As he passed Luna, on a whim he couldn't even understand, he reached down, lifted her chin up toward him, and kissed her. Not on the lips, that would have been weird, but not safely on the cheek either. Right on the edge of her mouth instead. Flirting with dangerous territory.
"You know I love you, though, right?" he said.
Luna blushed furiously, and had no idea how to respond.
"Sure," she mumbled. "What...."
But Ryu was already moving again, beyond her reach before she could muster any coherent response.
What the hell was that? It wasn't a kiss. Not really. But kind of?
Luna was still pondering on it when Ryu returned and settled back into his seat.
"You kissed me," Luna said.
"... yes?"
"Why?"
"To show sibling affection?"
"It was on the mouth though," Luna said.
"No it wasn't."
"Very close."
Ryu shrugged. "Not that close."
"Super close."
"Oh. Well... sorry."
Luna waited for more. None was forthcoming. "Did you mean it?" she asked.
"How can one not mean a kiss?" Ryu asked, brow furrowing in confusion.
"Like when someone doesn't actually care about you but pretends they do."
"Or an ex right before they reveal something horrible," Ryu added almost immediately. "Yeah, I see that now. Well I don't intend on breaking up with you, or indeed cheating on you, if that's any help."
"You couldn't anyway," Luna said with a flippant toss of her hair. "You're my brother. You can't cheat or break up with me. Even if you wanted to."
"I could see another sister behind your back."
"We haven't got one."
"That we know of."
Luna just glared until Ryu laughed and shook his head.
Luna softened as she watched her brother. Just the way he laughed, the way he stretched out unconcerned. The way... the way he'd so casually kissed her moments ago and expressed brotherly love.
She wasn't drunk enough for this. Maybe with enough booze in her she wouldn't mind. Wouldn't even think about any of it. Instead she had a minor obsession on her hands. And her stupid brother could just relax and not worry about anything.
Luna hopped to her feet and stepped to Ryu. He raised an eyebrow, but she didn't give him time to say anything. She simply bent down and kissed him. A proper kiss, on the lips, none of this borderline shit.
It was fairly chaste as these things go. Hardly more than a quick peck. Enough to make Luna's tummy flutter a little, and Ryu's cheeks redden.
Luna sat back down, feeling far better about her situation. Triumphant, really, in a weird sort of way.
"What was that?" Ryu asked.
"A kiss."
"Yes, but... why?"
"You're allowed but I'm not?"
"Mine wasn't on the mouth."
Luna waved an airy hand. "Details."
Ryu frowned. He'd known his kiss was on the edge of inappropriate, but it had felt like the right thing at the time. He wanted Luna to feel better. To not sulk her days away forever. She was loved, after all.
But then she kissed him like that. That wasn't fair. Did it mean anything? Or was it pure revenge for his flirtation with her lips?
They both sat in silence for a while. Just sipping their beers. The buzz of alcohol only making thinking that much more difficult, even as they sought its solace.
"We probably shouldn't do that," Ryu said.
"What?"
"You know what. Kisses."
Luna cocked her head. "Well you started it."
"... technically true."
"Technically is good enough."
"I liked yours better though."
Luna's cheeks went a soft pink. "Ryu!"
"What?"
"You shouldn't say that."
"You shouldn't have done it."
Luna made eye contact with Ryu. She bit her lip, just for a second. Her tummy flutters had only lasted a moment before, but they were back again. Stronger, if anything.
"You know what?" she asked.
"I don't think I do, no."
"I think one kiss is fine."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. Why wouldn't it be?"
"That feels like a trick question," Ryu answered slowly.
"It's not. I'm just saying one kiss never hurt anything."
"I don't think that's true."
Luna glared at Ryu. "So what, you think we did something wrong?"
Ryu was quiet a long moment. Long enough for Luna to get fidgety. She wished she could see into his head, though truly it probably wouldn't help. His thoughts weren't any more organized than hers.
"You might be right, actually," Ryu finally admitted.
"I'm... right?"
"Yeah. One kiss isn't bad. I mean... in movies and stuff one kiss is often, like, a whole big deal. Sometimes for bad. Like you know when a mean person kisses someone's crush in front of them, and then the rest of the movie is, like, the crush trying to explain they don't have feelings for said mean person? That kind of thing?"
"Not specifically, but the general concept, sure."
"That's what I was thinking of. But right now, for us, just being... I think you're right. One kiss hurts nothing."
"Exactly," Luna said, untensing some and trying to relax again.
"But was this technically two kisses?"
"One from each of us."
"Oh. Is that how we count it?"
"Yes," Luna declared with more confidence than she really felt.
Ryu's lips still echoed on hers. She could feel him. That one brief second of contact, and it was all she could think of.
"Well I'm glad you understand the rules," Ryu said.
"Me too," Luna said, despite feeling like she really didn't understand much of anything at the moment.
Ryu cradled his mostly empty beer can. He tried not to stare at Luna too hard or too often. He didn't know it, but his fixation with the way she'd hopped over and kissed him like it was no big thing was very, very similar to her current obsession.
He'd started it. He kept recalling that too. He'd only wanted to maybe distract her a bit. Get her feeling something other than loss.
Well, it had worked.
But why so close to her lips like that? They'd seemed so inviting in the moment. And it wasn't like chaste pecks on the lips were even a big deal, really. And even if they were, that one was Luna's fault.
And... and... and....
It never ended. A downward spiral of self-reflection not to be escaped from.
"Ryu?" Luna asked softly.
"Hm?"
"Did I ruin the magic of beers and backyards?"
Ryu smiled slowly. It was just Luna. He was obsessing for the wrong reasons. "Nah," he said. "It'd take more than that."
"Oh good. Want to... do this again tomorrow?"
"Ha, wait and see how hungover you are in the morning before you make those kind of plans."
"Well I'm not gonna drink that much."
****
Luna groaned. "I drank too much."
"I told--"
"Don't say it! I will punch you so hard."
"Don't think you could connect with me right now," Ryu said cheerfully.
"Watch me." Luna glared. "Anyway, how come you're not hungover? You drank more than I did."
"I spread it out over longer, though. You were fast and furious toward the end there."
"Wasn't!"
"Was."
"Was. Not."
Ryu shrugged. "Ok. Want some food or something?"
Luna put a hand on her belly. "Undecided right now."
"I'll make you something just in case then. I'm hungry anyway."
"Blergh. Thanks, I guess."
Ryu only beamed wider, rather annoying Luna. He then stepped close, tilted her head back very similarly to the way he had the day before, fingers delicate on her chin and everything. He looked into her eyes a moment, then flashed a quick kiss on her lips.
"You're right," he said thoughtfully. "It's better that way."
Luna only stared after him. She had to stumble and follow him to the kitchen, collapsing into a chair to watch him.
"What the hell was that?"
"How hungover are you?"
"Don't change the subject," Luna said firmly. "You kissed me."
"So you do know what it was, then."
"We said only once each. Remember?"
Ryu paused, fridge open, carton of eggs in hand. He belatedly swung the door closed again.
"What, ever?" he asked.
It was Luna's turn to hesitate. She'd just assumed ever. But now that she thought about it, that was an awfully long time.
"Well... maybe not ever...."
"I just assumed, like, once a day or something," Ryu said.
"Once a day?" Luna squeaked.
"Yeah. Lots of things reset daily."
"Not kissing your sister!"
"Oh. My mistake."
Ryu kept moving, making eggs for them. Luna felt absolutely torn watching him. Her tummy had gone from gross to... not happy, exactly, but nervous and excited, maybe?
But he couldn't just be kissing her willy-nilly like that. Obviously not. That was rude. And presumptuous. And... and....
Would he try it again tomorrow? She'd just told him not to. Shit. Why'd she do that? Because she had to. There were... things at stake. Some kind of things. Important things.
****
Ryu wasn't sure why he'd kissed Luna again. It had just felt right. Twice now. And... it was kind of good. Like it made him all tingly and stuff.
But he'd probably pushed it. Luna hadn't looked happy. Half sick. Though the hangover was probably more the culprit than he was.
But certainly part of her confused, turmoiled expression had been his doing. He knew that.
Oh well. Mistakes had been made.
He still regretted it as he lay in bed that night. He hadn't even gone outside drinking, as he'd half planned to. Nice summer days for lounging didn't come along all the time, after all. It hadn't felt like the time for it, though.
His door cracked open. Luna pattered in. She was ready for bed. Dressed down, sleepy look in her eyes.
"What's up?" Ryu asked.
Luna said nothing. Kept padding silently closer. She leaned down and kissed him, then straightened and turned around without a word.
"Luna?"
"What?"
"What was that?"
Luna turned, a smirk evident on her lips. "A kiss."
"You said--"
"You got one today."
"Well...."
"Only fair. Almost missed mine, really. You might have been asleep already."
"Not likely," Ryu whispered to himself. "So you didn't mind that one from earlier?"
Luna shrugged and scratched her head. Ryu half felt like she was trying to cover a blush.
"I didn't mind it," Luna said softly but meaningfully. "That was never the problem."
"Oh," Ryu said. "I... don't know what that means."
"Me either. Night."
"Night."
Darkness closed again as Luna exited and shut the door. Ryu lay staring for a moment, then broke into a wide grin. Sleep came much easier afterward.
****
"Hey, Mom?" Luna said.
Adrianna turned and smiled at her daughter. "Yes?"
"I have a weird question."
Adrianna arched her eyebrow. "Oh? What about?"
"Well... kisses, I guess."
Will snorted from the sidelines. He was fiddling with some wires over at his workbench.
"Behave, dear," Adrianna admonished. "Our daughter needs advice."
"I heard," Will said. "You can field this one."
"She asked me in the first place," Adrianna reminded him.
Luna rolled her eyes at her parents. She wasn't sure she should even bring the question up in the first place. They could be so embarrassing at times. But at least they didn't mind weird questions. She'd never been afraid to ask anything. Just... mortified at times. Like way back when she'd asked about orgasms and had received way more information than she ever expected.
She'd been the most knowledgeable rumour-monger at school for a time, though. That wasn't nothing.
"What does a kiss mean?" Luna asked, forging ahead anyway. She'd already come in to her parents' workshop, she might as well make it worthwhile.
She really liked that her mom and dad did things together like that. She didn't know anyone else, friend or otherwise, whose parents liked to build stuff together like hers did. Woodworking, metalworking, electronics. Whatever. It was kind of cute, albeit occasionally infuriating. Just like her parents generally.
Luna had both parents' attention at her question. Her dad was pretending to leave it to her mom, but she could see his interest piqued.
Adrianna unplugged the saw she'd been using, folded her arms, and stared curiously at her daughter.
"I assume you mean beyond just... showing affection?" Adrianna asked.
"I suppose, yes," Luna said. "Like... is it always a romantic thing?"
"Ha, no, not always," Will said, despite saying he'd stay out of it not two minutes prior.
Adrianna shot Will a glare, and it was handily ignored.
"Romantic or... sexual, I mean," Luna amended. "Obviously."
Adrianna toyed with her ponytail. "There are lots of other things it can be. Affection comes in many forms."
"Oh."
Adrianna stepped forward and kissed Luna on the forehead. "See?"
"Right, no, I meant, like, on the mouth and everything. Proper kisses."
"There are lots of, ahem, 'proper' kisses, honey. Not always on the mouth."



Luna blushed and rubbed her arm awkwardly. "Well we don't need to get into that. Just... on the mouth, though. Romantic or sexual?"
A smile twitched at Adrianna's lips. "Do you want this mystery kiss to be one of those? Or are you hoping it isn't?"
"It's only hypothetical," Luna mumbled helplessly.
"No it's not," Adrianna said easily. "And that's ok. I won't pry. Not about specifics."
"None of our business," Will agreed.
"But baby, let me just tell you right now, it's not so important who it is as how you feel about it," Adrianna said. "Ok?"
Luna bit her lip. "That really doesn't answer my question though."
"It's a hard question to answer," Adrianna said. "Particularly without knowing the real question you want to ask, but won't share with your parents."
"Kisses are probably mostly sexual or romantic," Will said, not even pretending not to be paying attention anymore. "But... they could certainly be other things. Maybe you should ask this person who-is-only-hypothetical. They might have more insight."
Luna sighed. "You know you're both asses sometimes?"
Her parents feigned shock, but were fighting not to laugh.
"But... I'm glad I can ask you stuff," Luna added.
Adrianna ruffled her hair. "Always, honey. That's what we're here for. Mind seeing if the battery for the drill is charged before you go?"
Luna nodded. "Sure, Mom."
****
Ryu sat on the back deck in the evening after work, idly kicking one foot back and forth. He was thinking of Luna. Not of anything about her in particular. Just her.
Somehow, not for any reason he could vocalize, he expected her to join him. And he was right.
"Not drinking today?" Luna asked.
"Not currently, no," Ryu said.
"Thought maybe you would be."
"So did I. Turns out I don't want to drink today."
"What do you want to do?"
"Talk."
"Talk?"
"To you," Ryu said, cautiously examining Luna from the corner of his eye.
Luna brushed her hair back. "About kisses?"
"Yeah."
"Which one?"
"Any of them, I suppose."
Luna stared at Ryu a moment. "I don't regret them."
"Good. No reason to."
"Agreed. So what do you want to talk about?"
Ryu stayed quiet a moment. "Nothing in particular. Just want to talk."
"Makes it tricky."
Ryu shrugged. "What do you want to talk about?"
Luna sighed and picked at a bit of dirt on her leg. "What does a kiss mean?"
"... what?"
"That's what I want to talk about. I asked Mom and Dad about it. I'm not sure I got a useful answer or not."
Ryu considered. "I mean... it's about love, isn't it?"
"Sure. But what kind of love? That's the question."
"Sibling love in this case."
"Oh."
"Disappointed?"
Luna shook her head. "No. Just don't know if I believe it."
"What else is there?"
"My question exactly. It's not romantic or sexual. Obviously."
"Obviously."
"But brothers and sisters don't kiss on the mouth."
"Maybe they do sometimes," Ryu suggested. "It's nice."
"It is. And, you know, just one really can't hurt."
Ryu's lips twitched, unable to hold back a smile. "Right. Just one."
Both siblings sat, just waiting, anticipating. Ryu moved first. He couldn't help himself, not the way Luna was sitting and watching him. The way her eyes shone, her cheeks flushed, and her lips invited him.
Ryu bent over Luna and gave her a tender kiss. One that lasted longer than any of their kisses yet, but could conceivably have been mistaken for something innocent. Maybe.
"God," Luna breathed. "Do you even know what that does to me?" she asked in a whisper.
"I think I do know, yes." Ryu reluctantly returned to his seat. "But it has to just be one."
"Right. Just one. Any more wouldn't be seemly."
"Exactly."
Silence. Luna's tummy fluttered and she squirmed in her seat. Ryu fidgeted and tried desperately to keep his eyes off his sister. It didn't work. Not even a little.
"You still have one," Ryu said, as though a casual reminder.
"I know," Luna said.
"... just saying."
"I'm saving it."
"For what?"
"For when I can't wait anymore."
Ryu groaned. "What asinine game have we gotten ourselves into?"
"I truly couldn't say. But... it's helping, you know. I hardly even thought about Terrence all day."
"Good. That's really good."
"I know."
"What were you thinking about?" Ryu asked.
Luna's eyes flashed. "You really need to ask?"
"No. I suppose not."
They waited. Ryu squirmed, finding it all tremendously unfair. He felt powerless. It was so silly. Wanting to kiss his sister. Knowing he couldn't, but that she might at any moment.
The smart thing to do would just be to get up and leave. Not let more kisses happen period. But obviously that wasn't a serious consideration here.
Or... he could just kiss her again. See how that went. There wasn't any particular reason he couldn't. But--
Luna pounced while Ryu was deep in thought. She'd been watching, examining, thinking, and getting all worked up trying to hold back. As she expected, it all burst out eventually, nothing to be done about it.
Luna landed in Ryu's lap, coming dangerously close to tipping the whole chair over. Ryu put his hands on her, both to try and steady them and just because it felt right.
She was warm to his touch. Ryu's hands met bare skin at the edge of her shirt, just the barest amount at first. He pushed her shirt up higher, getting underneath it. Just on her sides. Relatively innocent. But so very fascinating to him.
Luna dipped her head toward him. Ryu tilted to meet her, but she didn't kiss him. She stopped, wild-eyed, panting softly. She just stared at him, then wiggled around in his lap some, getting comfortable.
"Are you going to kiss me?" Ryu asked.
Luna bit her lip, feeling the pull as she stared into her big brother's eyes. "Not yet."
"No?"
"No."
"Well that's not fair. I can't kiss you."
"I'm going to," Luna assured Ryu, running fingers through his hair, teasing him with her proximity and touch. "But as soon as I do... that's it for today."
Ryu groaned. "Unfair," he repeated.
Luna dipped her head again, and again Ryu fell for it, straining to meet his little sister's lips. But she didn't get quite close enough.
Luna's pulse was way up. Her heart thumped, her body tingled. Ryu's hands on her sides, on her bare skin, felt hot and electric. Doing things to her a brother should never be able to do. Things she'd never felt with a boyfriend, even at her most loving state.
Just Ryu. Why him?
"Why you?" Luna whispered aloud.
"What?"
"Why do I want to do this with you?"
"Don't ask me questions like that," Ryu protested. "I've got too much going on as it is."
"Mmm, I can feel what you've got going on."
"... I didn't mean that."
"But it's true. You're getting hard."
"I mean... yeah. That is happening."
Luna smiled shyly. "For me."
Ryu nodded, equally shy. "For you."
"That might deserve a kiss."
Ryu's eyes flashed with hope and he moved to accept a kiss once again, and again Luna darted for him but pulled away just before contact.
"Lunaaa," Ryu whined.
"Yeah?" Luna said, halfway breathless.
"Give me one."
"Please?"
"Pleeeaaase. I need it."
"Unf. You need my kisses?"
Ryu nodded, giving her his best puppy eyes. "I need your kisses."
"But I can only give you one."
"I know. Can I have it?"
"I want to save it."
Ryu groaned in frustration. "Mean."
Luna laughed and leaned down, nuzzling against Ryu's neck. She was careful not to press her lips to him, to not use her one free kiss.
She was turned on. Insanely turned on, actually. Reveling in the power she had over her big brother at that moment. And fighting the pull she felt in herself. The desire and sheer need to just kiss him. Because once she did, that was it.
He was so hard beneath her. She was wet for him. His hands on her sides kept creeping up. She silently urged him on, seeing how high he'd dare to go.
"You're just gonna grind around in my lap, huh?" Ryu said.
"Not grinding."
"You are so."
"Nooo, I can't grind on my brother, silly."
"But you can kiss him?"
"Once, yes," Luna said. "We decided."
"And let him put his hands up your shirt?"
"I had nothing to do with that."
"Uh huh. What else are you just gonna let happen, hm?" Ryu asked.
"Nothin'. Just sitting with my brother. Waiting for the right moment to kiss him. Just normal stuff."
"Unf. Sitting on my erection too."
Luna flushed and thrilled at Ryu straight up saying it. She was. She was sitting right on his increasingly hard bulge. Through their respective clothes, of course. But still.
And his hands kept creeping! They were going so slow she felt like he might just be chickening out, but then they'd shift a little. Sometimes in time with her movements, like he was trying to make it seem like her fault.
He must almost be able to feel her bra by now. Almost. And then what? What else might he dare?
"Maybe you shouldn't get so excited from your sis-ter sitting on you," Luna suggested.
"Maybe you shouldn't give your bro-ther a lap dance," Ryu responded.
Luna squeaked and buried her face in Ryu's neck again. That was not at all what was happening. Mostly. Kind of. Was it? It maybe wasn't all that far off.
Ryu's fingertips made it to Luna's bra, getting a brief flash of material. That was probably where he needed to stop. He knew that. But Luna... Luna wouldn't just kiss him already. So much teasing. And what could he do? Nothing. Nothing until she just kissed him already.
"Sisters can sit on their brothers' laps," Luna said. "It's fine."
"Oh is it?"
"Yes."
Ryu ran his hands around to Luna's back, still under her shirt. Partly it was just to feel more of her. He wanted more. She was so damn fascinating to him all of a sudden. Just the feel of her.
Partly, too, he wanted the clasp of her bra. He took his time, getting a sense of it, trying to pretend like he had no interest at all in it. Then all at once released it and tugged Luna's bra from under her shirt.
Luna sat straight up, eyes wide, mouth open, gasping shock at Ryu's audacity.
"Brothers do not take their sisters' bras off though," Luna said.
"Who's making these rules?" Ryu asked.
"Everyone knows. Sitting in laps is fine. Taking off bras isn't."
Ryu dangled her bra carelessly in front of her. "Oops," he said as he gently tossed it aside.
"Ryu!"
"I mean, once a day must be fine though."
Luna growled. "You can't just use that excuse for everything."
"Why not?"
"Because... because."
"Oh."
Ryu slipped his hands back under Luna's shirt. She had no bra on now. It made her warm skin all the more forbidden and enticing. If he went up too high....
"It's different with kisses," Luna said.
"Is it?"
"Yes. Once a day makes sense. It's a good limit."
"No limit on taking your bra off. Got it."
"That is not at all what I said."
Ryu ran his thumbs dangerously high, just barely brushing the underside of Luna's boobs. Goddamn but he wanted to touch them. To cup them. To play with them. His little sister's boobies.
"See?" Luna said, her cheeks flushing. "If I still had my bra on, it wouldn't be so tempting, would it?"
"What makes you think I'm tempted?" Ryu asked.
"I know where your hands are headed. Plus you can't stop staring at my tits."
Ryu yanked his eyes up to meet Luna's, tearing his gaze away from her chest.
"Well they're right there," he mumbled, slightly embarrassed.
"They are." Luna danced her face in, making Ryu think she was going to sneak a kiss on him after all. She swerved away and only booped his nose instead. "They aren't for brothers though."
Ryu shrugged. "Oops." As he spoke, he moved his hands up and enfolded Luna's perfect little tits.
Luna squealed and threw her head back, thrusting her chest forward perhaps accidentally, possibly totally on purpose. She couldn't even have answered that particular question.
"You can't just say 'oops' every time you're naughty," Luna said.
"It's working so far," Ryu said.
He cupped and massaged Luna's boobies, feeling her nipples stiffen for him and giving them some tender attention with his fingertips. He explored her breasts with dedication, from sides to middle, stroking them with horny reverence.
"I'm gonna have to kiss you to make you stop, aren't I?" Luna asked.
"You could," Ryu said. "But you're grinding pretty hard on me. I don't think you want to stop me."
"I'm not!"
"... I mean, you're still doing it."
Luna shook her head. "No."
She was, though. She knew it. And she knew Ryu knew that she knew.
She couldn't help herself. Ryu was so hard in his pants. His erection was just kind of there. Easy to rub herself against. And it felt so good.
Plus Ryu was making her horny in other ways. The way he stared at her, and the way he kept touching her. She hadn't been touched like this in... quite some time. Maybe ever. There was a level of naughtiness to this that tromped on anything else in her past. A shared knowledge that everything they did was totally unacceptable, and yet they just keep doing it.
The kisses alone might have been fine. Everything else certainly was not.
And Ryu appreciated her. That was important to Luna too. He wasn't just using her body for getting himself off. He was horny from her, sure, but his touches were so meaningful. He thought about what he was doing. He felt her sides and back like he couldn't get enough of her, and caressed her whole breasts, not just the diamond-hard little nipples.
It had never occurred to Luna before how guys could just ignore everything but the nipple, sucking on it when they were horny, but not playing with the whole thing. It was all sensitive, damn it. Whether Ryu knew that, or whether he was just awed and enraptured, Luna couldn't say for sure.
"You're enjoying this," Ryu said softly.
"Well duh," Luna hissed back. "Like you aren't?"
"Do you... want me to suck on them some?"
Luna gasped, trying her best to stifle the reaction but not succeeding. "You've already had your kiss!"
"Ah. Good point, I guess."
"You can... just keep doing that."
Ryu smirked. "Just keep feeling your boobies?"
"Yeah. I mean, if you want."
"... just going to admit you like it, huh?"
Luna sat particularly hard on the bulge in her brother's pants, making him groan. "As if I'm admitting anything," she said.
"You were just telling me brothers weren't meant to play with their sisters' tits. Seems like you changed your mind."
"... well you're good at it."
"I... what?"
Luna nodded. "You heard me."
"Oh. Well... good then."
Ryu didn't know what he was doing well, exactly. He'd just been trying to be as gentle and arousing as he could, on the basis that Luna might let it keep going longer. Apparently he'd succeeded.
Might as well keep going for it then. Ryu knew he was way too horny to be making any decisions right now, and yet he did anyway. He decided he could probably get away with pushing Luna's shirt up some more. So he did.
Luna gasped and writhed around some more in his lap. Ryu steadied her by sliding his hands back down her sides and holding her. It was an excuse just to stare more than anything. Stare at his little sister's boobs.
"I don't have to kiss you just 'cause you look at my tits, you know," Luna said.
"That's ok," Ryu assured her. "I can just keep looking."
Luna squirmed more, despite Ryu's efforts. He wasn't trying that hard, though, because all her wiggling felt really nice in his lap.
"I don't have to even kiss you," Luna said.
"True."
"I could just pull my shirt down and leave."
"Certainly feasible."
"Grr, why are you being like this?"
Ryu shrugged, meeting Luna's eyes despite wanting to keep checking out her tits right in front of his face.
"Because you won't kiss me."
"Is that all?"
"Well, I wouldn't say--"
Luna kissed Ryu. She went fully for it. Taking possession of his face for her own purposes, kissing fiercely, claiming his lips.
Ryu was caught off-guard after so long waiting. It took him a few seconds to kiss back properly. It felt so perfect when he did.
Luna was aggressive with lips and tongue. She was all worked up. Way more than she had expected to get. The two of them just kept naughtily encouraging each other. There were supposed to be limits. Yet when she was with Ryu... she couldn't quite seem to remember what they were. Her big brother of all people. How did this happen?
Luna kept the kiss going as long as she could, well past the point of sanity. Her brother's mouth consumed her. The way he felt beneath her, his obvious interest and arousal, the way his simple gaze could make her feel sexier than anyone else ever had. It made her want the kiss to last forever.
But they were only human. Luna had to pull back, panting desperately. Even at her first glance of Ryu she wanted to kiss him again. But she couldn't. That was her one for the day.
Stupid rule.
"Damn, Luna," Ryu said.
"Ok, was it?"
"How the fuck do you kiss so good?"
Luna blushed. "I don't know that I do."
"I know."
"Yeah, well... you're ok too."
Ryu smirked. "Just ok?"
"Ok, pretty good then."
"Gee, thanks." Ryu sighed. "You're just lucky I can't kiss you again yet."
Luna's tummy twisted. She didn't feel particularly lucky. She wanted more kisses. Right the hell now. While the warmth of her brother's lips was still fresh on hers. While she could still taste him.
Instead all she could do was sit there and watch him, secretly hoping that maybe he'd break the rule and kiss her again, twice in one day. But she couldn't admit it to him. Nor could she quite bring herself to break the rule either. It was unfortunate.
Ryu helped by playing with her tits some more. Fondling them delicately and with great thoroughness. Like he had to commit them to tactile memory.
"One kiss isn't enough," Luna said.
Ryu nodded seriously. "I know."
"But...."
"Yeah."
"We can't do more."
"I know."
Luna whimpered. "Ok, a few more minutes of playing, then I need to go."
"Do you?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"... to masturbate."
"Unf."
Luna smirked. "What, you like hearing that?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"I could tell. Your penis twitched."
"Shut up. It did not."
"Sure did."
Ryu bit his lip, idly rolling one of Luna's nipples in his fingers. "I'm gonna have to get off too."
"Yeah, I figured."
"Should we... go do that?"
"... can you play with my tits a little more first?"
"Ha, yeah, ok. Anything in particular?"
Luna flushed softly. "I mean... I like when you hold them. Right in your palm. And kind of stroke them a bit."
"Just gentle, huh?"
"I guess. I mean, I like my nipples played with, but I feel like the rest gets neglected a bit sometimes."
"That's fair. Nipples get all the attention."
"They do."
Luna closed her eyes and just enjoyed herself as long as she could. Eventually, as she knew would happen, she either had to go get herself off, or start grinding wantonly in Ryu's lap. She'd been wiggling around lots, enjoying his erection against her, but actually getting herself off like that was too much for her. Way too much.
"Ok," Luna said. "I have to go."
"Mmhm, thought you might."
Luna unsteadily stood up. Ryu was right behind her. He had the sort of look in his eyes like he might try to kiss her again. He didn't, though. He just gave her chest another look, then gently tugged her shirt back down for her.
"I'll, uh, see ya," Luna said awkwardly.
Ryu nodded, feeling a flush in his cheeks matching that in Luna's. They knew what they were about to do. The things they'd made each other feel just now. Somehow, being separated already made him less sure of himself.
Going to their own rooms helped somewhat. That distance and inability to look at each other.



Ryu found that stroking himself was simultaneously the most embarrassing and most intense masturbation he could ever remember. He didn't need to be embarrassed about it, Luna was rubbing her pussy in her own bed too. But he hadn't done anything quite like this before. Not with nearly the same emotional mix.
They didn't know it at first, but they each helped the other to an insane orgasm. Both making big messes, and leaving themselves weak and panting afterward, still just thinking about each other.
****
Luna actually found herself humming cheerfully the next morning when she got up, and even sang to herself in the shower. She only thought about Terrence when she realized that she didn't want to dwell on her breakup. Didn't have that destructive urge to pick it all apart in retrospect.
Just Ryu. That's all she wanted to think about. Ryu and... and that kiss. And what led up to it, of course.
She'd been so horny after. Rubbing herself in bed, thinking about her brother. Thinking about him stroking himself while thinking about her. It was a deliciously vicious cycle.
Even now, standing under the decadent warm shower spray, Luna had the urge to play with herself, or bring down the shower head and turn it on her pussy. Or something. She'd had a really good cum last night. She shouldn't be worked up again already, even just at a low level.
But Ryu though....
What she'd give to have him in the shower with her right now. Not that they could do that. Obviously. But she could think about it. Thinking was fine. Sort of.
His hands on her, his eyes on her, his... other things on her....
Luna flushed just at her own imagination. Going too far with it. Like... sex was out. She could picture it in her mind so very easily. All kissing and rubbing up on one another, all slippery and horny. And... and maybe Ryu would slip somewhere he shouldn't. Maybe right inside her. Luna didn't think she'd stop him if he did. That was a scary thought.
She gave in and grabbed the shower head. She leaned back against the wall and pressed the spray to her pussy, finding her clit and biting her lip as it hit her forcefully. It was often too much to go so aggressive on her clit just like that, but this morning it felt so, so good. Needed.
Luna felt that she just needed another cum. That was all. Clear her head. She came up with wild and impossible fantasies all the time when she got in certain moods, and getting off usually made them go away. That was just how horniness worked.
Luna whimpered softly as she got closer and closer, her little noises mostly muffled by the shower. She leaned back heavily against the wall, trusting her legs not to give out entirely on her. Her tummy tightened a little, warmth and tingles running through her, then the explosion of a much needed orgasm giving her what she needed, making her happy, flushing out most of her nerves and leaving her much calmer afterward.
She hummed to herself as she dried off. Ryu was still in her head, but not in quite such an urgent way as before. That was something.
Still, as Luna took a look at herself in the mirror, she wondered what he'd think. She was pretty sure she knew. She knew how he looked at her with her clothes on, or with her tits out. If he saw her naked it'd be close to the same, only... more. So she hoped, anyway.
Luna wrapped a towel around her fresh and damp body. She padded out of the bathroom, intent on her own room to get dressed. The allure of Ryu's room was too strong, though. She stopped at his door instead, barely clothed, mind whirling, excited at the possibilities despite just getting herself off.
She wasn't going to do anything, though. Just say good morning. That was all.
Luna cracked the door open and peeked her head in. "Hey, you up? Or-- oh!"
Ryu threw his covers back over himself. Quick, but not quite quick enough. Fast enough that Luna only got a flash instead of a full look, at least.
"Don't you knock?" Ryu asked without any real malice in his voice.
"Were you masturbating?"
"... no?"
"You were, though."
"Ok, yes."
"Didn't you just do that last night?"
"Yeah. And I was doing it this morning. So?"
Luna blushed. "Thinking about me?"
Ryu flicked his gaze away for a second, but it was quickly drawn back to his little sister, freshly showered and toweled. "Obviously."
"Oh." Luna fidgeted. "I had to this morning too," she admitted. "I don't usually have to again so soon."
"Like... how often would you have to? On average?"
"I don't know. A couple times a week maybe?"
"Not even once a day?"
Luna snorted. "That's way too much."
"Disagree."
"Yeah, well, you're a boy. It's different. You get hard, you just want to touch it. I know how that works."
Ryu laughed softly. "Not quite that simple, but... maybe not far off I guess."
Luna shifted her weight. She was halfway in her brother's doorway. She really should just leave again. Or go in. Standing halfway was just asking to get caught.
"Are you gonna keep going?" Luna asked.
"That's the plan."
"... after I leave?"
"Well of course. What kind of boy do you think I am? I'm not gonna jerk off in front of my sister."
"Mmhm."
Luna fidgeted some more and checked behind her to make sure the coast was still clear. She grinned wickedly, the grasped her towel and carefully lowered it to flash her tits without revealing anything more.
Ryu's expression was exactly what she'd hoped for. He'd seen her tits the night before, but she wouldn't have known it by the surprised and awed look on his face.
Luna stuck her tongue out, then arranged her towel and skipped away, only barely remembering to shut the door behind her. Let him jerk off to that. It was a much fresher memory for him.
Ryu groaned as Luna twirled around and left. That was so unfair. Leaving him with such a brief flash. Making him wonder about everything else under her towel. As though he wasn't already far too obsessed with his sister while masturbating.
If she was going to do something like that, she could have at least given him a proper look. He'd seen plenty of her tits already, after all. Felt them up to his heart's content last night. This was such a tease in comparison, just exactly the way she wanted.
Well... he didn't have to let her get away with it.
Ryu hopped out of bed and stuffed himself into his boxers. He struggled into a shirt while moving, risking being in the hall with an obvious boner for the sake of exigency.
He barged in to Luna's room just before she dropped her towel. She spun around, alarmed and confused for a brief second before taking in the sight of her chaotically dressed brother.
"What are you doing?" Luna asked, eyes firmly on the tent in Ryu's underwear.
"What do you think?" Ryu said.
"I don't-- hey!"
Ryu casually flipped the front of Luna's towel down, and she only just barely managed to hold the rest of it mostly in place. Her boobs were out, and the rest of her only scantily protected.
Ryu grinned and felt his cock twitch at uncovering his little sister's chest again. How was she so damn perfect anyway?
"You can't just do that whenever you want, you know," Luna said, making no move to recover herself.
"Sure I can," Ryu said. "I get one kiss, don't I?"
"What does that have to do with my boobies?"
Ryu's smile widened, matching the sudden increase in size of Luna's eyes. He ducked his head, placing a soft hand on one of Luna's breasts while approaching the other with his mouth. He kissed her tenderly just above her nipple, then trailed more kisses across her sensitive skin.
Technically speaking, it probably didn't count as one kiss. Ryu knew that even as he did it. But it was pretty close. His lips stayed pretty firmly attached to Luna, and to her pretty tits.
"On my mouth!" Luna said, gasping at the sudden flood of sensation and arousal. "You get a kiss on my mouth."
Ryu shrugged and kept teasing her with his mouth. He traveled from one breast, across the gap between them, and onto the other. He kissed them everywhere, tactically not focusing on the nipple, as per their previous conversation.
"This is cheating," Luna whined, while simultaneously sticking her chest out and nearly losing her precarious grip on her towel.
Again, Ryu only shrugged and kept kissing. More like sucking, at times. And definitely some licking. But it could arguably be considered kissing. Luna didn't dare think about what it would mean to call it anything different.
Although... he'd played with her tits a lot last night. Like a lot. And she'd happily let him. If she let this not count as a kiss... that would mean she'd still get one from him at some point. But it would also imply that her big brother could march in, pull down her towel or pull up her shirt, and suck on her boobies whenever he wanted. That sounded like a dangerous precedent to set.
But oh god was she tempted. The thrill and electric arousal dancing around inside her pushed her to just do it. Just let Ryu do what he wanted.
And then what? Could she... could she do stuff to him too then? Oh god, what would she do with that kind of power?
Ryu, temporarily oblivious to any thoughts milling through his sister's head, felt an increasingly urgent need to get back to playing with himself. He wasn't brave enough to do it right there in front of Luna, though making himself cum while sucking on her tits was tempting as all hell.
His cock throbbed in its constrained prison. He felt the dampness of precum soaking into his boxers. Only the continued siren song of Luna's beautiful titties kept him from racing back to his room and sorting it out.
She was so soft, so delicious, so fresh and clean and adorable. Her protests all came with increasing physical touches to urge him on, making her words a bit ridiculous. Telling him to stop while pushing her chest to his face, and pressing a thigh to his erection, practically letting him grind on her.
Ryu finally raised his head, meeting Luna's big, emotion-filled eyes.
"You got me all spitty," Luna said.
"Sorry."
Luna left her towel where it was, her breasts fully uncovered and shining from their recent oral attentions.
"You know what's really unfair about that though?" she asked.
"I don't suspect I do."
"Now I only have one kiss left for the whole day. You went and used yours on my boobies. And that's not even a proper kiss. One kiss all day, Ryu!"
"Sorry," Ryu said again. "How about if tomorrow I definitely give you a proper kiss?"
"Promise?"
"I promise."
Luna felt better immediately, already looking insanely forward to tomorrow, despite it being so early yet in today.
"You know I'm gonna have to masturbate again thanks to you," Luna said. "Three times in, what, twelve hours?" She poked Ryu in the chest. "You're a bad influence, big brother of mine."
"You know I'm only gonna feel proud of that."
Luna softened. "I know."
She stared at him a moment, then launched herself at him. Luna's arms wrapped around Ryu, she pressed herself close, including feeling his erection poking urgently at her. Quickly, decisively, perhaps recklessly, she kissed him.
Luna's towel fell off in the process. She knew it. Knew she was pressing herself nakedly against her brother. He knew it too. His hands were on her back, down to her butt, squeezing, groping, then back up her spine. Ryu couldn't see while they were kissing, but he knew her towel had come off.
Bad as it was, Luna loved it. Loved being held by Ryu without any of her clothes on. It wasn't on purpose. Dropping the towel had been pure accident. But she felt so naughty, so appreciated, and so safe, held nakedly by her big brother.
Ryu enjoyed it too, from the opposite side. Luna all naked in his arms, kissing him fiercely, rubbing up on him.
Her tongue flashed over his and he met her, moaning into her mouth. Why did she do this to him? Of all the girls possible, Luna for fuck's sake. They'd hardly even done anything. Just kissing, mostly. And playing with her tits a bunch.
Sure she was naked now. Naked and loving up on him. But he was pretty sure it wasn't intentional, that she was just rolling with it. Like him, she probably didn't know what to do about it once this kiss was over.
"My towel fell off," Luna murmured, finally letting their lips separate.
"I noticed," Ryu said.
"Close your eyes."
"Why?"
"So you don't see me."
"I can feel you."
"I know. Just... close your eyes."
Ryu closed his eyes. It was hard to keep from peeking. Nearly impossible. He heard Luna scrambling, knew she wasn't covered yet, knew he could probably get away with a quick look, but he didn't.
"Ok, you can look."
Ryu opened his eyes. Luna had her towel back around her, looking somewhat modest and innocent again. Her flushed cheeks and wild eyes gave her away, as did the oh-so-recent memory of her body against him.
"You know I'm gonna see you naked sooner or later," Ryu said.
Luna blushed even redder. "Maybe."
"Definitely."
She bit her lip. "Jeez. You know I'm worked up already. Don't have to keep it up."
"I did notice," Ryu said. "Didn't think you'd use your kiss already."
"Grr, me either. Now I've got nothing left to look forward to all day. Thanks for that."
"Not my fault."
"It is, though. You're... you're ruining me."
"Oh?" Ryu raised an eyebrow.
"Making me lose control. No one does that to me so bad."
"Just needed the right guy maybe."
Luna crossed her arms and chewed her lip. "You?" she asked softly.
"I mean... not specifically. But maybe."
"You're gonna get such an ego on you. That you could do these things to me. Your sis-ter."
Ryu considered the point. "Well... what about you doing these things to me?"
"That's different. You're hornier anyway."
"Yeah, but... I've never felt like this."
Luna's heart beat harder in her chest. "Really?"
"Yeah. Really. Was it not obvious?"
Luna tossed her hair flippantly. "Well, you know, a boner's a boner."
"Not necessarily," Ryu said quietly. "And it's not all about the boner."
Luna squeezed her arms tighter around herself. Her tummy was so fluttery, and she was desperately trying not to tremble.
"Tryin' to sweet talk me now?" Luna asked.
"Nope. Just sayin'. I mean, I got what I was after already."
"Oh really? Just my boobs is all you want, huh?"
"And your kisses. And other stuff. I just don't really expect to get other stuff."
Luna felt herself shaking despite her best efforts. "Like what other stuff?"
Ryu felt his face heat up. "I can't say."
"You can."
"You're my sister."
"Doesn't seem to stop you."
Ryu stepped closer and put his hand under Luna's chin, lifting it slightly, gazing into her eyes.
"You're lucky I'm out of kisses," he said. "Or you'd be in trouble."
Luna let out a small whine. "You can kiss me."
"I'm all out."
"Nooo... maybe... maybe you can do one."
"I can't."
"Just... kissing my boobies doesn't count. Has to be my mouth."
Ryu smiled. "Is that the rule?"
"Yeah. Of course. We get one kiss a day. But you have to do it right."
Luna watched Ryu nervously. She didn't know what she was doing. Not really. Only that she needed his lips on hers again. She needed it so badly. And she wasn't sure Ryu would go for it. The rules were being stretched to breaking point. How long had it even lasted? A couple days? Brutal. How was it so hard to be good around her damn bro-ther?
"I better do it right, then," Ryu said after what felt like an eternity.
Luna squealed as Ryu gently pushed her back, his lips meeting hers mid-stride, then the two of them tumbled onto her bed. Technically their kiss came apart mid-fall, but neither counted that. They picked right back up lying together, Ryu on top, heavy and warm on top of her, comforting and sensual.
Luna ran her hands up Ryu's shirt. She wanted it off, but there was no way to remove it while they made out, and she wasn't giving that up for anything.
Her towel came undone as they felt each other up and wiggled around together. She let it be. If it fell off again, then it fell off, and that was fine.
Ryu was aware of Luna's towel falling open. First little flashes of her bare skin could be felt, then more and more. He waited patiently at first, but soon slipped a hand down to help her towel along. He cupped one of Luna's tits in his palm and caressed it lovingly, all the while locking lips and dancing tongues with his cute and mostly naked little sister.
"Don't stop," Luna begged.
"I think I have to," Ryu said regretfully. "I'm gonna cum."
"More," Luna insisted. "You can cum if you need to."
"On you?"
"... if it happens it happens."
"Dammit Luna."
Ryu kissed her more aggressively. Definitely breaking rules by now. Unquestionably. But he couldn't stop. Nor did Luna want him to. He could only imagine the look of disappointment and betrayal he'd get if he stopped kissing her now.
"Lemme get your shirt off," Luna hissed.
"You're really pushing this one kiss thing," Ryu said.
"... shush."
Luna was mildly annoyed at Ryu pointing that out. Mostly because it was totally true. The time it took to get his shirt off definitely meant they were starting another kiss after. But if he hadn't said it, it would be much easier to pretend otherwise.
The other notable concern, not that Luna minded, was that Ryu got a full glimpse of her as his shirt came off. At least down to her waist. His lips curled in a possessive smile as his eyes bounced down her body, then back up. Her towel wasn't even a consideration anymore as far as covering her.
"You're so naked," Ryu said.
"I know."
"With your brother."
"I knooowww."
"Seems bad."
"For who?"
Ryu shrugged. He didn't have an answer for that. It seemed all good to him, actually.
He kissed Luna again, molding his body to hers. He lay atop her, holding his weight off somewhat at first, but she happily accepted him and he settled fully along her length.
Luna couldn't have been more thrilled and aroused. With Ryu of all people. She was naked beneath him. It was crazy. But he kept kissing her, and feeling her tits, and grinding on her. She was lost to it. Just as happy and loved as could be.
"You've still got boxers on," Luna whispered.
"I'm aware."
"Should take 'em off."
"Then we'd both be naked."
Luna felt electricity inside, squirming at the excitement. "You say that like it's a bad thing."
"That'd be very close to having sex, Luna."
Luna whimpered and kissed Ryu deeply. "Well obviously we can't do that," she said.
"Obviously."
"But you need to cum. You don't want to make a mess."
"I'd make a mess on you in that case."
Luna's eyes fluttered closed and she struggled to breathe. "Yes," she said faintly. "You would."
Ryu grunted and thrust harder on his sister. He couldn't take it. This was too much. Too horny. Too crazy. But oh god he wanted it. He wanted to cum on Luna. To make that mess he'd threatened. And she only encouraged him. It was so bad.
Luna struggled with Ryu's boxers, tugging them down, feeling his cock suddenly slide against her. All slick with precum, and only getting more slippery as his precum smeared around on her skin.
Luna grabbed Ryu's butt and urged him on. He was going to cum. He was going to cum on her!
Ryu grunted and tensed, trying to hold back. He couldn't. Luna was too much. His own little sister. The way she just kept kissing him....
He wasn't sure he'd ever felt more desired in his life. No one had ever been quite so manic about kissing him, nor wanted him to cum so badly that they didn't care about the mess. Or actively sought it? Either way.
And he was right there with Luna. Wanting more of her. Wanting to give her what she wanted. Wanting to make her feel good.
But not sex. Fuck, not that. The temptation was there. Ryu kept his cock safely on Luna's tummy so as not to accidentally do anything they'd both regret. The implication being that they wouldn't regret what they were already doing.



"You can cum," Luna said in a surprisingly gentle voice. "It's ok."
"Luna...."
"It's ok," she repeated, then kissed him again, going deep with her tongue right away.
Ryu was right there anyway. Whether she'd said anything or not. Since she had once again encouraged him, he was done.
Ryu took solace and comfort in Luna's mouth as pleasure welled inside him, intense and almost painful, but releasing in such a rush of ecstasy as to be overwhelming. The constant reminder throughout that it was Luna he was cumming on. That she had halfway made him do it.
And it was such a mess. Ryu could feel it all over the both of them. A shared, slick, sticky disaster. Damn it felt good though.
"You came on me," Luna cooed.
"You knew that was going to happen."
"I did."
"So now what?"
Luna shrugged. "I dunno."
"I can't get up."
"Why not?"
"... you're naked."
"Right. Well... that's fine."
"You didn't want me to see you like that," Ryu pointed out.
"You got cum all over me. I think we might be past that."
"Oh."
Ryu sat up. His and Luna's tummies were indeed quite messy. His eyes were only for Luna, though. Her shy, beaming smile, impish eyes, perfect, perky breasts, and her cute, slippery tummy that led to forbidden areas as his gaze followed it downward. Areas he couldn't actually see while still straddling her, but could well imagine.
Luna didn't let that stop her. Once Ryu was upright, she sneaked a hand under him and rubbed her pussy while her brother still sat atop her.
Luna bit her lip and fingered herself, feeling her own touch all the more intently for Ryu's proximity and gaze. And, indeed, her first full body look at him without clothes on. It was intense and electric, so unreal and dream-like.
"Ryu?"
"Hm?"
"This is ok, right?"
Ryu cocked his head. "Little late to be asking that, isn't it? You kinda told me it was."
"I know. But just... your turn to tell me, ok?"
Ryu nodded slowly. "It's ok, Luna. It's all ok."
Luna smiled at the reassurance, letting her eyes half-close and her gaze soften, still locked firmly on to Ryu. "Thanks."
"You do things to me, Luna," Ryu said, lazily running his fingers up her soft skin, deftly avoiding cummy swathes.
"Oh?"
"I don't quite know what to make of that."
"You're supposed to be telling me it's ok!"
"It is," Ryu said soothingly. "It's me and you."
"Yeah," Luna breathed. "Me and you. That's right." She eyed Ryu cautiously, needing more from him, but not sure if she dared take things further. How could she dare? And yet, how could she not? "I love you," she said, trembling, feeling butterflies inside, fighting a painful need in her clit.
"Yeah. Me too, Luna."
"No, I mean, I think I love you, Ryu."
"Like...."
"Like how the fuck am I supposed to find anyone else like you? Like... like why can't I love my brother anyway? Who made that rule?"
Ryu felt himself shaking, very much the same as Luna. He hardly dared touch her, knowing he'd give away some feelings in doing so. But he couldn't bear not to touch her.
"I don't know," he said. "I don't have any answers at all for you right now."
"Jeez. And after you already cummed on me, even. Horny again already?"
"I don't think it's about being horny, Luna. I mean... parts of it are. Obviously."
"Obviously," Luna agreed, still rubbing her pussy.
"Just, like... you confuse me. You know that, don't you? You've been turning some things in my life all upside down."
"You started it."
Ryu grinned crookedly. "I guess that's true. Then... maybe this started a ways back. I don't know when."
"Me either," Luna said. "I can't imagine when I ever would have had feelings like this, but... it's so easy to just let them happen."
"It really is."
"I love you, Ryu." Luna smiled. "It feels so good just to say it."
"Goddamn, Luna. I... I love you too."
Luna whimpered and threw her head back, trying desperately to keep some order to the way she was rubbing herself. She could cum. Just a little more....
"Again."
"What?"
"Say it again! Please?"
Ryu leaned down, knowing full well what he was doing, but unable to help himself. "I love you," he repeated, then kissed Luna softly, tenderly, lovingly on the lips. Showing affection both physically and verbally. His brotherly love for her.
Luna came. The most perfect cum she could imagine. Well... almost. Perfect enough.
Ryu's touch, his kiss, his love. Her poor little pussy exploded in happy pleasure, making almost as much mess of her sheets as Ryu had of her tummy. Her legs tensed and shook and her toes curled. She moaned and clung to Ryu, needing his mouth on hers for as long as possible. Needing something to hold on to while she drowned in her own physical pleasure and a storm of emotional connection and adoration.
Too much. Way too much all at once. But so very perfect.
Her perfect big brother. Who could have suspected?
****
"You know, we should clean up at some point," Ryu said.
"I know," Luna said. "But I want to just lie here."
"That's all we've been doing for... how long has it been?"
"No idea."
"I think I'm super late for work."
"Probably."
"You don't care at all, do you?" Ryu accused.
"Nope," Luna said.
"Ah. Well... me either, actually. Though I should probably shoot a text and hope I'm not in massive trouble over it."
"Probably."
"... you're not gonna let me go, are you?"
"Not without a fight."
"'K."
Luna sighed happily as Ryu failed to move. "You know I just showered and everything. Now I have to clean up again."
"In comparison, I think mine's a bigger bother."
"Wasn't a competition."
"Just saying."
****
Ryu and Luna didn't make much progress on figuring things out for a few days. Which was fine with them, really. They probably needed to make some decisions, but it was so much easier and more fun just not to.
Ryu found his days obsessed with Luna, and she right back at him. The sort of obsession that comes of seeing each other naked, and cumming, and lots and lots of kisses. More than that, though, even just regular time spent together had new meaning. New, beautiful, deeper meaning.
"What's going on with the two of you anyway?" Will asked one day.
Ryu startled and tried not to panic at his father's question. "What?"
"You and Luna," Will said. "We knew your sister was seeing someone she didn't want us to know about, but now the two of you are acting all secretive and happy."
"Hush, darling," Adrianna said. "You shouldn't just give away Luna's secrets like that. She talked to us in confidence."
"I'm not giving anything away," Will protested. "They'd tell each other stuff way before they'd tell their poor old parents. Ryu probably knows who Luna's seeing, don't you?"
"I'm uncomfortable with this," Ryu said honestly.
"Don't worry about your father, dear," Adrianna said, rolling her eyes. "Luna's on a journey of some kind. And maybe it's a good idea and maybe it isn't, but that's not for us to decide for her."
"Oh," Ryu said. "Well... good, then."
"It's infuriating not to know," Adrianna admitted. "But we're going to respect her privacy, aren't we?" she asked, looking meaningfully at Will.
"Yeah, yeah. Privacy," Will grumbled. "Overrated!"
"You don't think so when its ours we're talking about," Adrianna said with a sly smirk.
Ryu's eyes flashed. "Please tell me that wasn't a hint of something I don't want to know about."
"Ok," Adrianna said. "I won't tell you."
"Aaannnd I'm out," Ryu said. "I'd say this exchange was fun, but...."
"Urgh, you always ruin my interrogations," Will said as Ryu retreated.
"Darling, you shouldn't be interrogating our children."
"Well if they wouldn't keep secrets...."
"It's what children do, I think you'll find. Very healthy for their development."
"Then I'm helping them hone that development."
"Yes, darling, of course you are."
Ryu shook his head as he got safely out of earshot. His parents were cool, generally, but with a knack for being absolutely mortifying when they so chose. Often not for reasons they'd ever consider.
How red had he gotten during that brief talk anyway? Hopefully not bad enough to give anything away. He and Luna needed to be more careful, it seemed. And yet....
Ryu sighed wistfully just thinking about Luna. How could they be more careful? They were doing all the could to be sneaky while still getting their time together they so desperately needed.
It just wasn't fair how complicated loving his sister was.
****
"I don't think we need to worry," Luna said.
"Oh you don't?"
"Nope."
"So even though Mom and Dad fully know we're both seeing someone--"
"They suspect," Luna corrected. "They don't actually know anything."
"Leaving that aside for the moment... we also spend a lot of time in compromising positions. We could be caught at basically any time."
Luna frowned. "How do you mean?"
"I mean we're sitting outside, and you're in my lap again with your shirt up over your boobs and keep teasing me like you're going to kiss me."
Luna grinned. "Well it's one of my favs. And not just because I could use a little tanning on my boobs."
"I am aware. I love it too."
"You love my boobies," Luna corrected.
"I do," Ryu said. "And I love you. Possibly in that order, as you pointed out."
"Hey! No, I never... you have to love me first, then my boobies. In that order."
"I shall do so, then."
"Good."
Ryu took the time to kiss Luna's tits, trailing kisses across them with all due brotherly care.
"I'm right there with you," Ryu said. "Don't get me wrong. I don't want to stop anything we're doing. Just... how do we not get caught?"
"You think I know?"
"No. I'm just asking."
Luna tangled her fingers in Ryu's hair and encouraged his face back to her chest. She sighed happily as he kissed her tits some more.
"Ok, so like, if we had to... we could stop with the inappropriate stuff," Luna said.
"Uh...."
"Just if we had to, I said. Not that I want to. But... I don't know, Ryu, you make me happy. I want the sexy stuff, but it's not as important as you are."
"Luna...."
"... I didn't say you had to stop kissing me."
Ryu grinned wickedly, looking up at Luna, abandoning her tits for the moment. He went for a proper kiss instead, caressing her lips with his, starting tender and affectionate. He went deeper, sought out her tongue, poured his love into her.
The kiss, as often happened between them, lasted as long as their breath held out.
"Well, that's my one for the day," Ryu said.
Luna squirmed in his lap. "Remind me why we're still doing that? It's not like we even stick to it most of the time."
"Because that's the rule. One kiss a day."
"I don't think I like that rule anymore."
"Gotta have rules. Where would we be otherwise?"
Luna pouted. "But I already used my kiss today."
"I know."
"What am I gonna do, wait 'til tomorrow?"
"Seems unlikely, doesn't it?"
"Maybe... maybe I just find something else to kiss."
Ryu groaned at the look in his sister's eye. The fact that only kisses on the mouth counted, as per their increasingly stretched rule, forced them to be inventive. Which was, honestly, one of the best reasons for even pretending to stick to their 'one kiss.'
Luna did, indeed, get inventive with it. She kissed all along Ryu's neck and collarbone, up to his ears, then down his chest. She took his shirt off to make things easier, then started undoing his pants as well when she got low enough.
"Where you goin', Luna?"
"You'll find out," Luna teased.
"... is it in my pants?"
"Maaayyybe."
"I only ask because you seem to be trying to get in pants, is all."
Luna nodded. "And if you'd just help out for a second, I'd have them off already."
"Remember what I said about compromising positions?"
Luna waved Ryu's concern away. "You worry too much."
"I don't. Usually you worry more. Just... I don't know, Mom and Dad are onto us. Kinda. I really don't need them finding out about this."
Luna looked up at her brother from her knees, beaming as she got his pants down and his cock freed. She stared up at him as she took a gentle hold of his erection, leaned in, and gave the softest of kisses right underneath the head.
Ryu groaned and his cock twitched in Luna's hand. "That's where you wanted to kiss, huh?"
Luna nodded. "Mmhm!"
"... well you can do that some more if you like."
"What makes you think I didn't just want one?"
"That wouldn't be nice."
"I mean... really I should put your penis away before we get caught."
"Lunaaa."
"Yes?"
"Play nice."
"Sooo... you want another kiss?"
"Yes please."
Luna nodded and kissed Ryu's cock again, just down from the first one. Again, she gave him only one, then just looked at him, still holding and gently teasing his shaft with her fingers.
"Are you going to make me keep asking?" Ryu asked.
"Depends. Do you want your sis-ter to keep kissing your penis?"
"Unf. Goddamn, Luna. Seriously."
Luna quite enjoyed being able to drive her brother crazy like this. She was getting really good at it, she felt.
Ryu quite enjoyed it too, for that matter. Enjoyed it enough to put thoughts of their parents aside and have eyes only for Luna, kneeling before him, looking a perfect mix of falsely innocent, coy, and deviant. A look his little sister shouldn't be able to pull off so well.
Luna leaned in like she was going to kiss him again, then flirted away, so close that he could feel her breath on his sensitive skin, but not close enough to touch.
"Seriously," Ryu repeated.
"Yeah, seriously," Luna said. "What do you want? You gotta tell me."
"The same thing I want all day, every damn day. More kisses from my little sister."
Luna whimpered softly at hearing Ryu say it out loud. She had to reward him with another naughty kiss for that. Had to. Then another one.
Ryu sighed happily as Luna showered his cock with kisses. He tousled her hair adoringly as she kissed all over. All along his shaft, the head, and down to his balls even. All the illicit attention a boy could ask for.
"Creativity is good sometimes," Ryu murmured.
"Like when it gets my mouth on your dick?" Luna asked.
"Yeah. Kinda like then."
"That's a baaaddd big brother."
Ryu bit his lip and declined to argue that, in fact, Luna was the one kissing his cock all over. It seemed counter-productive.
Luna enjoyed the control she had over Ryu, while also making him feel good. Just kneeling in front of him, giving him her most sultry little sister eyes, and smothering his cock with kisses. It was fun and effective, and made Ryu twitch and leak precum all over.
A lovely way to while away a late sunny afternoon into the evening. The question was how long she could go before Ryu demanded more of her. Or, indeed, before she felt a need to do more than just kisses.
Ryu got wiggly in his seat. Luna's teasing was getting to him, in the very best possible way. And the way she kept looking at him, even through all those kisses....
She couldn't maintain eye contact for every angle. Not at all. But boy was she doing her best.
There were ways a brother never expected his sister to look at him, and Luna had been getting very good at those exact ways lately.
"Lunaaa...."
"Hm?"
"Can you... maybe suck me a little?"
Luna gasped. "You want me to suck my brother's pe-nis? That sounds baaaddd."
Ryu groaned. "You're killing me, Luna."
"Kisses are one thing, but sucking? I mean--"
"Absolutely killing me. This act of yours--"
"You love this act of mine," Luna said, grinning devilishly as she gave Ryu another tactical kiss on the tip of his cock.
"... true. But... please? I'll kiss your pussy for you."
Luna closed her eyes and let a delightful shiver run through her at the brotherly promise. "Hard to say no to that," she admitted softly.
Luna kept kissing Ryu, but started sucking on him a bit instead of pulling away immediately. She let her sucking get longer and harder, still teasing her big brother as only a little sister could. Eventually she gave him what he actually really wanted, and took him in her mouth.
Ryu moaned in the sexiest way for her as she bobbed her head on his cock, working him deep. He had such an amazing flavour from all the copious precum.
Ryu was putty for Luna. She played him so exquisitely, building him up, making him helpless. He sent affection back, stroking her hair, meeting her eyes when she looked up at him. He felt such a mix of love and lust for his little sister. The sorts of things that he should never have felt, but were becoming all too common. But it all felt so right, though.
"Luna?"
"Hm?"
"I'm gonna cum."
Luna's nostrils flared and she sucked Ryu a little harder, working him toward completion.
"Where do you want me to cum?" Ryu asked.
Luna's eyes rolled back for a moment, and she just kept aggressively sucking. Soon enough she wouldn't have a choice.
But Luna knew where she wanted it already. She just didn't want to take her mouth off her brother long enough to tell him.
As soon as Ryu started cumming, Luna pulled her head back and aimed at her tits. Getting them all covered. Just the way she knew Ryu would find exceedingly hot, and would do such wonderful things for her already well soaked pussy too.
Luna got a bit of a taste of Ryu's cum before she pulled off, and she left it on her tongue until he was all drained.
Ryu experienced the tingles and surges of pleasure that came with orgasm, plus all the added benefits of Luna doing it. It was more intense, for sure, from Luna's lips and tongue at first, trailing away to her soft, sisterly fingers pumping him dry. The after-effect of seeing her douse her own tits in his messy cum was a lovely bonus.
Luna nuzzled Ryu's cock after and gave it a few more small kisses until he couldn't take it.
"Ok, ok, I surrender," Ryu said.
"Oh good," Luna said. "'Cause you owe me some kisses."
"On your pussy."
"On my pussy. Obviously. Already kissed me properly. Can't do that any more."
"No. That would be bad."
"Exactly."
Ryu and Luna switched places, including Luna ditching her bottoms in the process.
Luna was nearly naked now, same as her brother, and the sun felt good on her exposed skin. She was getting a real taste for nudity outdoors. Something she wouldn't have expected of herself. Then again, until she and Ryu started messing around, there was no way she would have dared take her clothes off in front of him like this.
Luna tensed with anticipation as Ryu knelt between her legs and gently pushed them wider apart. She drew in a breath as she watched him get closer and closer, then shivered and made an embarrassing little squeak as he actually kissed her pussy.
"Again!" she commanded.
"Really? More than--"
"Again!"
Ryu grinned and kissed Luna's pussy again. He started slow, but was soon showering her with naughty kisses. Once he had her taste, he couldn't stop. His kisses got deeper, using plenty of tongue, becoming more licking than anything else.
"Lick meee," Luna insisted.
"I am."
"S'niiice."
Luna cooed and encouraged Ryu, loving every second of his oral attention. He could make her feel so damn good. Just by being her brother. And especially while doing unbrotherly type things.
Ryu kissed and licked Luna to orgasm. He made her cum in that delightfully cute way that he loved. She moaned his name and caressed his hair, even squeezing his head between her thighs as she came.
Ryu gave her soft, slow kisses as she released him. Bringing her down gently and with all due adoration.
"I love how you kiss me," Luna whispered.
"Proper kisses, or...."
"Both. Obviously both."
"Too bad I have no more proper kisses for you."
"I know. It's not fair. I--"



Ryu darted forward, taking Luna by surprise as he kissed her. Her shock didn't prevent her from enjoying every second of the kiss.
"Cheater," she said with a wide grin.
"That's me."
"We're really bad at stopping at just one."
"We really are."
Ryu kissed Luna again, even quicker this time, then worked on getting his clothes back on. Luna just watched him dress at first, then only reluctantly gathered her clothes as well.
"Should probably get dressed," Luna said.
"Mmm, probably should," Ryu said. "Or... you could stay like that."
Luna's lips twitched up. "Perv."
"What, I can't like seeing my little sister now?"
"When she's got no clothes on, you mean?"
Ryu shrugged. "You've got some clothes on. Sort of."
"Uh huh. Bet you like that."
"You know I do."
Luna moved in for a quick kiss of her own. Ryu smiled after.
"Now who's a cheater?" he asked quietly.
"Shush. I do need to get dressed. Mom and Dad'll be home soon."
"Yeah. I know. You make it hard, though."
Luna pulled her panties on. "What, being responsible? Or your dick?"
"Both."
Luna feigned exasperation, but made sure to pose sexily for Ryu as she slowly dressed. She made a special show of pulling her shirt back down over her cum-covered chest. Such a mess. Ryu just watched, obviously enjoying the naughty spectacle.
Ryu and Luna were still smiling and teasing each other as they walked inside. To their immediate discomfort, their parents were already there.
Ryu tried to subtly move away from Luna. "You guys are home early."
"Yeah," Will said. "I suppose that's true."
"What's up?" Luna asked, equally trying to feign nonchalance, and failing just as bad as her brother was.
Will and Adrianna looked at each other, then back at their children. Their faces were serious, which neither Ryu or Luna took as a good sign.
"You know," Adrianna started slowly, "we'd been wondering why we kept finding clothes in weird places. Mostly your bras, Luna. For some reason."
Luna blushed. "I lose them sometimes. So what?"
"We just thought... you know... having a boy over when we're not home," Will said.
"Ew! Dad! I just broke up with Terrence."
Adrianna sighed. "Yes, darling. That's why we didn't push it. But you didn't have a boy over at all, did you?"
Luna looked at Ryu for help. He didn't have much to give.
"Home really early then, huh?" Ryu mumbled, taking at least a little heat off Luna. Just for a moment. It was the best he could do.
"Early enough." Will sighed. "Not what we expected to see, is all I can say."
Luna folded her arms tight and stared at the floor. "It's just...."
"We only..." Ryu added.
"It wasn't...."
"You don't...."
"I mean...."
"What if...."
"But it...."
"Oh my lord," Adrianna interrupted. "We're not mad, alright?"
"Are you sure?" Ryu asked. "'Cause you saw--"
"Please don't say it. We all know what we saw."
"Please... just don't say it," Will agreed. "I mean, honestly, you couldn't have gone to your rooms or something?"
"It was nice out," Luna mumbled. "It's... freeing."
"A little too freeing, maybe," Adrianna said.
"But you're not mad?"
"No, baby, we're not mad," Adrianna said. "But... your father and I need to talk about this. Obviously. We... we've been trying to figure out what to think. We never expected this from you two."
"I mean... it wasn't on purpose, really," Ryu said. "Just kind of happened."
"Ryu makes everything feel better," Luna said in a small voice, stepping closer to her brother.
Will coughed awkwardly.
"Not like that!" Luna said. "I mean... emotionally."
"The emotions are fine," Will said. "It's, you know, the sex that's the worry."
"Ew! Dad, gross. Ryu's my brother. We're not having sex."
"We saw you," Adrianna reminded Luna. "Out on the deck."
Luna fidgeted. "S'not sex."
"It's kissing," Ryu said, just as awkward as Luna. "Mostly. Mostly just kissing. And it was only supposed to be once a day."
"Once a day?" Will asked.
"Yeah. 'Cause, you know, we didn't want to make it weird."
Both parents raise eyebrows.
"I think maybe it's weird," Adrianna said gently.
"Well it didn't work," Luna said. "Obviously. Don't look at us that way."
"We tried our best," Ryu said. "It's just... you ever kiss someone, and it gets out of control, and makes other kisses just seem... meh?"
Adrianna and Will exchanged a meaningful glance.
"I do understand that," Will said.
"We do," Adrianna agreed. "It would have been nice if it wasn't... you two. Together. But... everyone has to go through some things growing up."
"Maybe for good, maybe for bad," Will said. "Who knows. Just... your mother and I need to talk."
"Yeah, sure," Ryu said. He started edging toward the door, nudging Luna along with him.
"Separate rooms, please," Adrianna said firmly
Ryu hesitated. He knew he was taking a risk pushing things any further, but he also knew Luna was just as unsure and insecure as he was. He didn't like having to split up just at that moment. So he did the same questionable thing that got them in trouble in the first place. He kissed Luna.
It was only a quick, tactically chosen kiss. Only long enough to register with everyone and to provide some comfort to Luna. Hardly even inappropriate between siblings, really.
Ryu then started moving before anyone else could react. He only hoped it helped Luna some, he couldn't stop and wait before heading to his room.
"Unnecessary!" Adrianna called after him.
"Sorry, Mom. Had to be done."
"Did it, though?"
"Yes," Luna said, her voice faint but firm. "It did."
****
It felt silly calling Ryu when they were so close together in the house, but Luna needed to. She lay on her bed, nervously hearing the rings through her phone, then smiling when Ryu picked up.
"Think I made it worse just then?" he asked.
"Nah. They saw you eating my pussy," Luna said. "This was definitely not worse than that."
"Or did they see you sucking me off?"
"Coulda been both."
"Could have, yeah."
Luna swung her foot idly. She knew they were still in danger, but as long as she had Ryu there, even on the other side of a phone, she felt ok.
"You don't think they'll, like, try and make us stop altogether, do you?" Luna asked.
"Can't imagine," Ryu said.
"Really?"
"When have you ever known our parents to try and force a path for us in life?"
"I mean... never? But, like, setting rules is different."
"This isn't rules, Luna. This is messing with Love."
Luna's insides warmed and fluttered. "Say that again?"
"What? About love?"
"Yeah."
"Hehe, alright. Love you, little sister."
"Unf. Love you too."
Ryu smiled, imagining Luna though he couldn't see her at the moment. He could picture her well enough.
After a moment, Luna spoke again. "It's gonna be ok, right?"
"Yeah, it's gonna be ok," Ryu assured her. He didn't particularly know what was going to happen, but reassurance was the least he could give his sister. "It's all gonna be ok."
****
Luna padded into Ryu's room the next morning and sat on the edge of his bed. She just watched him sleep for a few minutes, all peaceful and relaxed. It was hard to worry about anything when she could just sit and be with Ryu, awake or not, and feel their connection.
She eventually kissed him awake, leaning over his sleeping form and sending love via her lips. Ryu fluttered awake and smiled as he realized what was happening. His hand slipped around to the small of Luna's back, holding her comfortingly.
"Gotta face the parents again this morning," Luna said.
"Mmm, we do," Ryu acknowledged. "You think one kiss'll be enough."
Luna sighed. "One kiss was never enough. I don't know how we thought we'd get away with that."
"Me either. Give me another."
Luna snorted and brushed her hair out of the way to lean in and kiss Ryu again. She lingered this time, savouring an early morning kiss with her brother.
"I need so many kisses," Luna murmured. "It's not even fit."
"Mmm. Need some naughtier ones?"
"Don't tempt me. I need to be focused for Mom and Dad. Who knows what we're gonna get."
Ryu nodded, idly slipping a hand up Luna's shirt. No one had ever fascinated him quite like his sister had recently, nor made him desire nearly so much intimate touch. Especially when it wasn't technically sexual.
Luna quite enjoyed Ryu's wandering hand as well. Her satisfaction and comfort warred with her nerves this morning. She wanted to rip the bandaid off and find out how much trouble they were really in, but more immediately wanted to stay right where she was and let her brother touch her.
As long as Ryu was feeling her up, Luna decided she might as well get some more kisses. She particularly needed them this morning.
"We're gonna need a new rule," Luna said between smooches.
"For what?" Ryu asked.
"For kisses. I'm getting rid of the once a day thing. I can't be bothered with it."
"We didn't--"
"I know we didn't follow it at all. But just... the hell with it."
"Fair. What about... once a day in front of Mom and Dad."
Luna rolled her eyes. "You think we're gonna kiss in front of them?"
"I mean... maybe. They've seen worse already."
Luna blushed. "Yeah, well, that obviously wasn't on purpose."
"They saw me licking your--"
"I know what they saw!"
Ryu put his free hand on Luna's cheek and stroked it gently. "I want to kiss you in front of people, Luna. Our parents. Our friends, maybe. Or perfect strangers. They might be easiest, since they wouldn't know that we shouldn't be doing that stuff."
"That's... that's... we can't."
Luna's face was so warm. She wanted what Ryu was suggesting. Wanted it so badly. But she couldn't imagine doing it in front of people. Not with her brother.
"Just one," Ryu murmured, still caressing Luna's cheek. "We could just do one."
"Just one?"
"Mmhm."
"... you might have to do the first one."
Ryu smiled. "We'll do it together, Luna."
"Yeah, but you start, though."
"Ha, ok."
"Really?"
"Maybe. I might chicken out. Have to see how Mom and Dad are feeling this morning."
Luna tapped Ryu's shoulder with her fist, just lightly. "You can't chicken out. You promised."
"You need to make up your mind."
"... maybe."
****
Ryu and Luna crept cautiously toward the sound of their parents. Adrianna and Will broke off as their children arrived, but fortunately neither seemed any more upset than they were yesterday.
"Morning," Ryu tried cautiously.
Luna echoed the sentiment in more of a shy mumble. Her hand found Ryu's, intertwining their fingers. The gesture did not go unnoticed, but still didn't seem to draw any ire.
"Good morning," Adrianna said, sipping from a coffee mug cradled in her hands.
"How in trouble are we?" Luna asked in a quiet voice.
"You're not in trouble," Will said. "It's not like that."
"We got sent to our rooms," Luna pointed out.
"Yes, well... we needed time to think, didn't we?" Will said. "The surprises you spring on your poor old parents...."
"This is like the only one," Ryu said. "We should get partial credit for that."
"It's a big one though," Adrianna said gently.
Ryu glanced at Luna, who looked right back at him for support. Neither particularly knew what to do.
"Look, as parents, we have to be prepared for things to happen that aren't... traditional," Will said.
"That's right," Adrianna said. "This just was never on our radar. Though maybe it should have been."
"... why would it have been on your radar at all?" Ryu asked, curious despite himself.
"Just... you know," Will said awkwardly. "The two of you... being close...."
"I can't help feeling like if I'd considered it at all I might have seen it coming," Adrianna said.
"We didn't even see it coming," Luna said. "I didn't think I'd ever want to... to kiss Ryu." Her grip tightened on his hand. "There was no way to foresee that."
"But... it's ok though?" Ryu asked.
Will sighed. "There are battles as a parent you just shouldn't fight. Who your kids want to be with is one of them. Trust me. My parents tried to talk me out of seeing your mother. It... didn't work."
Luna gasped. "I didn't know that!"
"We didn't want to say," Adrianna said. "And they've come around since then. More or less. I was never quite enough of a proper lady for them, I think. They just had to get used to it."
"Well that's rude," Ryu said. "The hell is a proper lady anyway?"
Adrianna's lips twitched in a smile. "One who doesn't build her own furniture as a hobby, I think."
"Nonsense," Ryu said.
"Thank you, darling," Adrianna said. "But the point is... it's your lives. It's not for us to tell you what to do. Just... be careful, ok? Look after each other."
"Try not to get pregnant, if at all possible," Will added.
"Dad!" Ryu and Luna said at the same time, both blushing furiously.
"We're not even... we don't do that," Luna mumbled. "Ryu's still my brother. Don't be gross."
Will and Adrianna exchanged looks this time.
"You, uh, were doing--" Will started.
"Don't be gross I said!" Luna insisted. "I know what you saw us doing, but... it's not sex. And it's mostly just kissing, so... so there."
"Mmhm, that is often how it starts," Adrianna said, giving a dreamy glance Will's way.
"And again... gross," Luna said. "Can't you just--"
"Luna," Ryu said.
"Hm?"
Ryu tilted Luna's face, angled it nicely, and gave her a soft but purposeful kiss. "Let's quit while we're ahead, yeah?"
"Ok," Luna agreed faintly.
"I can't decide if that's cute or weird," Will murmured, just loud enough that Ryu and Luna could make it out.
"Some of both, I think," Adrianna hissed back, still not quiet enough to be truly sneaky.
"Aaannnd I think that must be time to leave," Luna said, her body halfway between melting into Ryu and still fluttering nervously from the whole encounter.
"Don't you want some breakfast?" Adrianna asked. "You should eat something."
"I don't think I could right now," Luna said. "But... thanks, I think. For being cool. Mostly."
"We do our best," Adrianna said.
****
Luna crept cautiously into the workshop. Adrianna was fiddling with the table saw, but stopped and smiled at her daughter's approach.
"You don't have to look so nervous," Adrianna said.
"I know," Luna said. "But... it's scarier without Ryu around."
"I don't want to scare you, baby."
"Yeah, just, I still feel like we've disappointed you. It's my fault, you know. Ryu just wanted me to feel better. It... got out of hand."
Adrianna leaned back against her work bench. "Luna, it's going to take your father and me some time to really adjust, but I promise we aren't blaming either of you."
"But... it's not what you wanted, is it?"
Adrianna smiled crookedly. "Any parents who get too focused on what they want from their kids are just plain doing it wrong. I want things for you, not from you. Being happy and loved is the main thing."
Luna wrapped her arms around herself. She felt her eyes tearing up. "I feel so happy and loved," she admitted softly.
Adrianna nodded and stepped forward, enfolding Luna in a big, motherly hug. "Good."
Luna stayed right where she was, taking comfort in her mother's embrace and trying not to cry too much.
"Think I'm gettin' snot on your boobs," Luna mumbled.
"Ha, that's alright," Adrianna said. "I'm only in work clothes anyway."
"Mom?"
"Hm?"
"Thanks for... understanding."
"Sure, baby. That's what I'm here for."
****
Ryu and Luna sat quietly together on the back deck. They were side by side, reaching across to hold hands, but otherwise just kind of sitting.
One would glance at the other from time to time. Multiple times almost saying something, but never quite feeling it was right.
"It's different now, huh?" Luna finally said.
"Yeah," Ryu said. "It is."
"Like... it was all sneaky before. Kinda hot because we were being bad."
"That wasn't why it was hot," Ryu said.
"Well... it was part of it."
"Maybe part of it, sure. Mostly it was, you know, because it's you."
"Sweet talk me why don't ya?"
Ryu smiled at Luna, who completely failed to maintain a straight face. Just looking into her brother's eyes....
"It feels harder to be naughty out here," Ryu said. "Now that we know they know."
"Yeah. But... they support it."
"Not the point. Doesn't matter who you're with, you don't really want your parents catching you... doing stuff."
"True. You could kiss me though, if you want."
Ryu smirked and leaned over, giving Luna exactly the kiss she'd asked for. Then another smaller kiss right after, just for luck.
"Kissing is good," Ryu said.
"Mmhm!"
"But... I kinda liked being able to kiss you other places too."
"Unf. Well... you can. We can wait for Mom and Dad to be somewhere. Or... we could go to my room."
"Not very subtle, heading to your room together."
Luna shrugged. "It can't always be subtle."
"Fair. Maybe... maybe we'll do that in a bit. I kinda want to just sit here with you for a while."
Luna smiled and squeezed Ryu's hand. "Me too."
"But if you wanted... you could undo your jeans."
Luna perked up. "You want me to take them off? That's risky."
"No. Just undo them."
Luna flicked her gaze toward the house. It was probably fine. They were facing away from it anyway, so a slight modification to her appearance shouldn't be readily visible.
Luna undid the front of her pants, then leaned back as Ryu's hand crept into her lap. His fingers sneaked into her panties, and he quietly and tenderly rubbed her pussy.
"That's niiice," Luna breathed.
Ryu smiled but didn't say anything.
It was hard to say if having her pussy played with was better than just holding hands. They were different kinds of good, was the thing, and the longer Ryu rubbed Luna, the hornier she got, the more she was in the mood for being touched.
Ryu didn't focus, though. He deliberately didn't get aggressive with his touches. Just kept gently rubbing his sister's little pussy. Like he was petting a dog who'd put its head in his lap. No goal beyond idly stroking.
The expressions Luna made were rather fun for Ryu. Mostly she was happy and contented with it, which he liked. Making Luna feel good was one of his favourite things. But after a while she was pretty worked up, and getting a teensy bit frustrated at not getting more from him, which was enjoyable in a slightly different way.
"You could rub my clit more, if you wanted," Luna suggested, trying not to whine.
"Nah."
"Nah?"
"I'm not trying to make you cum."
"Well... why not?"
"'Cause you're so cute like this. And... I just want to spend time with you."
Luna squirmed. "You can spend time licking me."
"I could."
"But you're not going to?"
"Not just yet, no."
"Mean!"
Ryu grinned at Luna. "You're even cuter when you're frustrated with me."
"Well... I must be awfully cute most of the time then."
"You sure are."
Ryu mollified Luna somewhat with a long, deep kiss. But he went right back to just sitting quietly with his hand down her panties. It was, to Luna, simultaneously one of the best and most frustrating things ever. Which was his goal, it seemed.
Luna leaned back and just enjoyed it. She was way too horny to want to sit still, but she could manage if she tried. She could just let her big brother keep casually rubbing her. Enjoying the sun and his company.
They had to break off suddenly when Will came out, and Luna hurriedly hid the fact that her jeans were open, whilst trying not to appear that anything at all was amiss. It didn't fully work.
"You two are up to something, aren't you?" Will said, giving them an odd look.
"Just sitting," Ryu said.
"Uh huh."
Ryu leaned over and kissed Luna. Their kisses still had the effect of mildly embarrassing their parents much of the time, and in this case made Will move on without further questioning, tending to some plants in the yard. Only once he was back inside did Ryu continue fingering Luna.



"I think I really like kissing in front of them," Luna said.
"Mmhm."
"It makes us feel more... official."
"Sure. Plus they can't decide whether it's cute, or whether it's awkward as hell."
"I can't really decide either," Luna said. "So... fair enough, really."
Luna's panties were absolutely drenched. Ryu just kept rubbing her. Kept her turned on like crazy, and refused to actually make her cum.
Ryu knew exactly what he was doing. He rather enjoyed himself in the process too. It turned him on immensely to rub his sister's pussy while they sat together, and it amused him to pretend he didn't notice her cute whimpers or the way her eyes pleaded with him to get her off.
"You'd honestly just sit and do this to me all day, wouldn't you?" Luna accused.
Ryu smiled lazily at her. "Probably."
"What if I played with you for hours and never let you cum?"
"Don't threaten me with a good time." Ryu slid a finger inside Luna, making her gasp softly. "Are you not enjoying yourself."
"I love it," Luna said. "And I love you. And I am so super horny right now. That's what you do to me, you know. You make me horny. And you make me want to spend all my time with you."
"Good. Same."
"But Ryu, I don't think you understand the things you make me think about. Especially when you do stuff like this to me."
"Oh? Such as what?"
"Such as... bad things. Like what it would feel like to climb on top of you and... ride you."
Ryu hissed in a sharp breath. His eyes closed and a very inappropriate but highly enticing image manifested itself.
"You'd do that?" he asked.
"Of course not. You're my bro-ther. Duhhh."
Ryu's gaze flicked to where his hand was down Luna's panties. However, there was no trace of irony in Luna's statement or expression.
But oh god, what if she did? What if she did try to climb up on him? Ryu wouldn't stop her. He knew he wouldn't. He couldn't imagine actually trying to have sex with his little sister, but he also couldn't imagine saying no to it. It was a weird and confusing thing to realize, and he didn't quite know what to do with it.
"What if I just kept rubbing you?" Ryu asked.
Luna's eyes were dangerous. "You almost sound like you want me to get in your lap."
"You said you wouldn't do that. 'Cause I'm your brother and all."
"But it sounds like you want me to."
"Don't be silly. You're my sis-ter."
"Right."
"Right."
"Good."
"Good."
Luna leaned back. Basically as expected, Ryu kept right on toying with her pussy. She'd known he would, but he didn't seem to realize how much fire he was playing with. She wouldn't have sex with him. Obviously. But... fuck, she probably would though. Like if he just carried her to bed, laid her down, took their clothes off... she wouldn't say no. She couldn't imagine saying no. But she couldn't actually deliberately do it, right?
Except if he kept her so revved up for so long, what was a girl to do anyway? It would serve him right if she started stroking him instead, just casually, but unendingly. See how long before he needed to... to....
"Ryu?" Luna croaked in an uncertain voice.
"Hm?"
"I think we need to go to my room."
"Oh do you?"
"Yes. And I think you need to lick my pussy."
Ryu smiled in smug satisfaction. "Well if that's what you think...."
"You have to make me cum. It's gonna be bad if you don't."
"Unf. You do make a tempting offer."
"I'm serious!" Luna said.
"So am I," Ryu countered.
"You make me feel like we should have sex. And we definitely shouldn't."
Ryu looked at Luna, then slowly stood. He bent over her, tilted her chin, and kissed her possessively.
"I wouldn't say 'definitely'," he said quietly.
Luna shivered. "You wouldn't?" she squeaked.
"No. I wouldn't."
Ryu took Luna's hand and hauled her to her feet. He dragged her off to the house while she laughed and tried to adjust her pants one-handed so they didn't fall down on the way.
Rather embarrassingly, they knew their mad dash to Luna's room attracted parental attention on the way, but there was nothing to be done about that.
"Kinda awkward that they know what we're doing," Ryu said.
"They don't know," Luna said. "But... they probably have good guesses. And that might be worse."
"Might well be."
Ryu swung Luna into his arms, kissing her again, feeling her tremble against him. He let her fall onto her bed where she lay panting softly, big hopeful eyes fixed firmly on him.
"I gotta lick you, huh?" Ryu asked.
Luna bit her lip and nodded, eyes still fixed on her big brother.
Ryu felt the beautiful tingles and sense of desire that only Luna could produce in him that way. "Gotta do what I gotta do," he said softly, still gazing adoringly at her.
"That's right."
Ryu unwrapped Luna like she was a present just for him. He removed clothes slowly and bestowed kisses to new areas of skin revealed.
"Ryu? That feels really good, but you need to kiss my pussy," Luna said.
"I know. I'm getting there."
"Can you get there faster?"
"It's called foreplay, Luna."
"Yeah, and I appreciate it, but you're overdoing it."
"Only out of love."
"Well... can you love my pussy some then?"
"You don't like kisses?"
"Grrr, Ryu, you know I love your kisses. But if you don't--"
Ryu interrupted by kissing Luna full on the mouth, nipping ever so softly at her bottom lip, then sliding down her body before she could mount a counter attack. He spread her legs and positioned himself between them, face just above her pussy. Knowing what his sister wanted, he planted a kiss square on her soaked little slit.
Luna melted into her bed. Her needful tension dissolved rapidly as soft, brotherly kisses rained down on her horny, begging pussy.
"Yesss, Ryu."
"You like?"
"More pleeeaaase."
Ryu licked Luna, eating his little sister's pussy. No more teasing, no more anything other than pure sibling pleasure, wanting to make her cum now. Wanting her to cum hard.
Luna soared on blissful feelings and her brother's love. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled. Her whole world narrowed to just Ryu's tongue on her. His sweet, sweet tongue.
Luna came for Ryu and all his licking and kisses and love. All the teasing and build up came out all at once in a furious explosion of body wrenching pleasure. She moaned and writhed and let the waves overwhelm her, then slowly leave her relaxed. She felt the happy after-tingles while Ryu softly kissed all around her pussy.
"Worth it?" Ryu asked.
"... yes, ok, worth it," Luna admitted. She stretched lazily. "You tease me like that again, I'm gonna make you lick me out after. Every time."
"That's fair."
"You'd probably just enjoy it."
"Well duh."
Ryu kept kissing Luna, around her pussy, up to her waist, down on her inner thighs. It wasn't that she needed another cum right away or anything. Nothing quite so direct as that. But as he kept kissing her, Luna knew she needed more... something.
Luna reached out and stroked Ryu's hair. He responded to the pets affectionately, nuzzling for more.
"Ryu?"
"Hm?"
"What if... we did a bad thing? But just once."
"We're kind of bad at doing things just once," Ryu said, kissing Luna's palm.
"I know. But maybe this time. Like, it'd be really bad for us to have sex and everything, but--"
"You want to have sex?"
Luna flinched her hand back. "I mean... I don't know. I just feel really good, and you're here, and I don't want you to go, and... I think I want more."
Ryu looked up at Luna, along the length of her body. She was so cute and vulnerable. He hadn't had any intention of leaving anyway. He didn't want to be apart any more than she did, but he hadn't actually considered taking that kind of leap.
On the other hand... how could they not? He was in his naked sister's bed with her, basking in the afterglow of making her cum. She needed him now, and he needed to be there for her. And he was so damn horny from playing with her and eating her pussy.
Ryu reached out and pulled Luna's hand back to him, giving her palm another soft kiss. "I could stay with you," he said. "Doesn't have to be sex."
Luna deflated a little. "It doesn't. Technically. That'd probably be smarter."
"But... we could. Just once."
Luna perked back up immediately. "Just once. Obviously. If you, maybe, want to do it?"
Ryu shivered at the way Luna looked at him. His little sister could so easily cause feelings in him like it was nothing. And she probably wasn't even doing it on purpose.
"How am I even gonna say no to you?" Ryu murmured.
Luna shrugged. "You shouldn't say no when it's important to me."
"That's true. And... god, I just really want this, actually."
"Well why didn't you say?"
"Because I didn't know for sure until you asked and looked at me like that."
Luna tilted her head. "Like what?"
"Like the same as you're doing now."
"I'm not doing anything weird."
"You are," Ryu insisted. "You're looking at me, and all I wanna do is stare in your eyes, and... and kiss you."
"Well you're allowed, if you want. I always want your kisses. I don't know how I ever thought just one was enough."
"We're really, really bad at doing just one," Ryu agreed.
He crawled slowly up Luna's warm, naked, trembling body. He kissed her firmly and passionately. He gave love to his sister the best way he knew how, though soon enough it would be in a whole new way.
"I gotta run to my room real quick," Ryu said reluctantly.
"Why?"
"Because... because we're gonna need a condom. And... either Mom or Dad left me some the other day. Just on my bed. Like... I don't know. It's weird, but kinda supportive I guess."
Luna smiled shyly. "You don't have to go to your room. They left some here too. I assumed they're both in on it."
Ryu giggled softly. "I'm glad they aren't mad at us, but goddamn are they a little too weirdly supportive."
"Hehe, right? But I guess maybe they just don't want you knocking me up accidentally."
Ryu made a shocked expression. "I wouldn't do that."
"Well you're gonna have sex with me, so...."
"Only 'cause you asked all unfairly, like I was gonna ever say no to that."
"You would have asked me sooner or later if I didn't first."
"You don't know that."
"Yes," Luna said firmly. "I do. But I guess I gotta do everything around here if we're ever gonna get anywhere."
Ryu snorted. "You're such a little shit."
"Fine thing to say to your sister right before you bang her."
"I am most definitely not banging my sister. It's... love. I'm loving my sister."
"With your dick?"
"... technically yes."
"Mmhm."
"Unless you don't want to anymo--"
Luna caught Ryu by surprise and flipped him over. She got on top of him and pinned him down. She held him down long enough to make sure he wasn't going to try and wriggle free.
Honestly, though, being pinned down by his horny, naked, loving sister was not a situation Ryu had any thought of escaping. The determination in her eyes combined with her sexy nude body on top of him made him feel like staying put and being a good boy was the best possible decision.
"You should pin me down more often," Ryu said. "It's pretty hot."
Luna flushed and sat up, sitting nakedly on her brother and watching his eyes travel up her body. "Only 'cause I'm naked. You think everything's hot when I'm naked."
"... well it is. But I kinda like you taking what you want too."
"Maybe I'll just do that then."
Luna started working on undressing Ryu. He bemusedly let her do it, somewhat helping her get his clothes off but not actively doing it for her.
Luna quite enjoyed getting to unwrap her big brother for her own perverse desires. The reciprocal of the rush she got when he unwrapped her.
Luna then took the time to show Ryu some physical adoration. Nuzzling and kissing his chest, running her hands over him, slowly moving down between his legs and sucking on his balls. She mostly just teased his cock some, not really giving it proper attention but making sure he was all primed.
The amount of precum he leaked was dangerous and addictive. Luna felt she could get lost in flicking her tongue over the head of his cock, cleaning him up, then making him produce more with her naughty, sisterly teasing.
"Luna?" Ryu said.
"M'busy."
"I know. Just... I really want to have sex with you, though."
Luna's heart beat harder. She felt tingles in her tummy, and in her pussy. Who was she kidding anyway? She couldn't resist any much longer than she already had.
"With me?" she asked in a small voice, even though the answer was so very obvious.
"Of course with you," Ryu said, reaching out for Luna's cheek and smiling at her.
Luna nodded. "Just once," she whispered.
Looking into her eyes, Ryu shook his head. He was melting for her. Feeling an intense love for his little sister that defied all reason. "I'm never going to be able to do it just once. And not even just because we're really bad at it."
"Good," Luna said, kissing Ryu's palm just like he'd done to her earlier. "It didn't seem feasible to me either."
Luna crawled up, purposefully dragging her breasts over Ryu's face, and stretched to reach her dresser from atop him. She located a condom by touch, squealing a bit as Ryu took advantage and kissed her nipple.
Luna sat back and carefully unwrapped the condom. Her fingers shook, making the process so much trickier. Her tongue poked out the corner of her mouth rather cutely as she concentrated and tried not to tremble. She straddled Ryu, sitting upright atop him, and slowly rolled the condom down his shaft.
"God that's hot," Ryu breathed.
Luna's eyes flicked up and she tilted her head. "What?"
"You. Like that. So hot."
"Shut up. It's just... it's a condom."
"Yeah, but what it means. And how much you're focusing on it. And just... being you."
"Without clothes on, you mean?"
Ryu snickered. "Yeah, that helps."
He ran his hands up Luna's thighs, staying out of her way while she secured the condom, but wanting her so badly that it was near-impossible to behave himself. She was so cute and determined, and he could feel how wet her pussy was from her sitting directly on top of him.
"How's that feel?" Luna asked softly, her fingers lightly stroking the condom over Ryu's erection.
"Ok," Ryu said. "It'll feel better soon."
"You've got a one track mind all of a sudden."
"If you were seeing what I'm seeing, you would too."
Luna pushed some of her hair back shyly, but still let Ryu stare at her. She made quite an image of a horny, loving little sister.
"I kind of am seeing what you are," she said softly. "But... reversed."
"And what are you thinking?" Ryu asked, just as softly.
"Whether I actually dare climb on."
"And?"
"And I think I do dare."
"Well it'd be a waste of effort if you didn't."
Luna's lips twitched in a crooked smirk. "Wouldn't want that."
Luna nervously lifted her hips. It was kind of scary, but so very exciting. Her nerves danced in anticipation. She paused uncertainly just above the tip of her brother's cock, but looking into Ryu's eyes she knew she was safe, and that she needed to keep going. She'd be so disappointed in herself if she didn't.
It felt like a final barrier. One last thing that was desperately needed. The scary part was how definitive it was, and how it might shape their relationship afterward. But it was also a case of their relationship leading them here, and maybe it wouldn't shape anything so much as it would confirm what they both already knew.
"Ryu?" Luna said, voice cracking slightly.
"Luna?"
"Would you... hold me?"
Ryu gazed up at Luna, looking suddenly very delicate, even as she held herself just above him. She was ready to take him, to lower herself onto his cock. But in that moment she was so vulnerable. He understood it. He was about as emotionally open as he ever could be for his little sister, wanting to be close, and not just because he was horny. Even if all they did was cuddle the rest of the day, it would be the most perfect thing in the world.
Ryu reached up and put his hands on Luna's waist, holding her as firmly as he could from an awkward position.
"I got you," he said.
Luna nodded, thankful eyes smiling at him. Her jaw set in determination again, and she grabbed Ryu's cock to slowly take it inside her.
Both siblings were dead silent for a moment, other than involuntary gasps from both sides.
"You're in me," Luna whispered reverently.
"I'm in you," Ryu confirmed, watching in awe as Luna's little pussy slowly swallowed him.
His cock disappeared inside one little bit at a time, until Luna found herself sitting atop him once more, this time very filled up in the process.
"Oh wow," Luna said. "My brother...."
"Is it ok?" Ryu asked, running hands up her sides.
Luna smiled, awkwardly swiping at a stray tear from the corner of her eye. "Do you really have to ask?"
"Are you crying?"
"Only a little. In a good way."
Ryu reached even higher up and wiped the corner of Luna's other eye for her, his thumb coming back wet.
"As long as it's a good way," Ryu said.
"Trust me. It is."
Ryu struggled to contain his own emotions. Just watching Luna, having taken his cock, now sitting there looking so happy and overwhelmed. He didn't want to cry, exactly, but he felt he needed to do something to relieve the excited turmoil within his body.
Luna rocked back and forth on Ryu, enjoying how it felt to have him inside her. The feelings remained overwhelming, threatening to spill more tears, but she had her beloved brother gazing adoringly at her and caressing her. It was all so perfect.
"I'm gonna make you cum," Luna said.
"You don't have to worry about. It'll just happen."
"It will, won't it?" Luna shrugged. "But it's what I want to do."
"I... kind of just want to stay like this," Ryu admitted.
"What, inside your sis-ter?"
"Just... with you. In you or next to you or whatever. You make me feel things, Luna. Good things. And nothing else has ever come close."
"... shut up, you'll make me cry more."
"I thought it was in a good way," Ryu teased gently.
"It is," Luna said. "But... it'd be embarrassing getting too emotional while I'm trying to ride you."
"Ah. Fair enough."
Luna wiggled around more on Ryu's cock. She rested her hands on his chest, bracing herself and getting more freedom to move her hips. She encouraged his touches, any way at all he wanted to feel or caress her.
It was a slow, sensual affair. Luna wanted to make Ryu cum, to make him feel good, but she didn't want to rush it. Really, she didn't want it to end. His words about just wanting to be close with her, to just feel unique things that only she could make him experience, rang in her head. She knew what he meant. It was the same for her.
Ryu was in heaven. Pure bliss. Luna felt good, sure, but more than that the sheer affection she showed and the desire to keep him in that state made it so much better. The sisterly love combined with some very fun and very unsiblinglike activities.
"Ah, don't rub my clit like that," Luna moaned.
Ryu, having been freely running his hands all over Luna, didn't stop gently rubbing her just above where his cock disappeared inside her.
"Why not?" he asked.
"You'll make me cum."
"Oh. Good."
"Nooo, I wanna make you cum!"
"We can do both."
"But...."
Luna whimpered. Her movements became less focused the more Ryu rubbed her. He hadn't really meant to go after her clit like that, but the way she was reacting made it unreasonable to stop. Making his sister feel good was all too addictive.
When Luna got too out of it, Ryu tenderly rolled over on top of her. She happily wrapped her legs and arms around him, entwining together and purring as he thrust lovingly in and out of her pussy.



"Harder to rub me though, isn't it?" Luna whispered.
Ryu nodded, hand now trapped more awkwardly between them than before. "Kinda. I'll manage."
"I'm sure you will."
Luna kissed Ryu, losing herself in him even as she got closer and closer to cumming again. She wanted him to cum. Wanted him to have that pleasure, but another orgasm on the way couldn't hurt. Especially if that's what her brother wanted. Anything for him.
Luna whimpered and felt more tears welling up as she came again. This time with Ryu deep inside her, and his fingers awkwardly fumbling at her clit as he tried to juggle too many things all at once.
"There it is," Ryu hissed in satisfaction.
He kissed Luna, reveling in the feeling of her tensing and shaking. Her pussy tightened and released on his cock, her body losing some control through it all.
Luna giggled as Ryu moved from her lips to kiss away some fresh tears from her cheeks.
"Ok, you got me," Luna murmured happily. "Now your turn. Cum in me."
"... you mean in the condom?"
"Well, yeah, but still kinda in me. Just without the mess."
Ryu snickered. "You're baaaddd."
"What, you're only just now noticing?"
"That's a good point." Ryu kissed Luna some more. "I am gonna cum."
Luna nodded, eyes wide and excited. "Good."
He didn't hurry though. Luna thought it might be quick, but Ryu didn't really speed up any. He just kept tenderly loving her. Going slow and deep, and so very gentle.
It was so nice. Luna could have been happy for it to go on for hours, if only for the excuse to be so close and intimate with her brother. But she wanted him to cum. He needed to feel good too. It just wasn't right if he didn't.
She really didn't have to concern herself. Ryu was going to cum. It was inevitable. He only wanted to savour the moment as long as he could before then. Truly enjoy his precious sister for as long as they both could take it.
The love he felt for her mixed with an insane level of horniness in a beautiful, intense melding of emotion. He imagined a deeper and deeper connection with Luna all the time, which seemed paradoxical as he really wasn't convinced her could love her any more than he already did.
Ryu had never cum so hard as he did in Luna this time. After all that build up and love and need, he was absolutely engulfed in the pleasure of it, of the total release.
Luna purred loudly, just as happy for him to finish as he was. She kissed and stroked him, taking over while he was temporarily unable to process reality. She held and caressed him, and brought him slowly back into focus.
"There you go," Luna whispered. "Good boy."
Ryu snorted weakly. "I just came, is all."
"Mmhm. Like you were supposed to."
Ryu shrugged and decided not to argue the point. He rested atop Luna, who was happy to have him all close and snuggly, and didn't mind being squished a little. It was a loving, comforting weight.
"I already know just once isn't going to cut it," Luna murmured.
"Pff, yeah, we knew that going in."
"I know. Just saying."
Ryu grinned, but was interrupted before he could say anything more. A knock came at the door, then their mother's voice.
"Don't stay in there all evening, you two! Wouldn't want you having too much fun!"
Ryu and Luna both groaned.
"Mooommm!" Luna yelled back. "Jeez!" More quietly, just for Ryu, she murmured, "So embarrassing."
"God, I know," Ryu complained.
"I mean, supportive is nice, but...."
"Yeah. Some boundaries maybe."
"You two want to watch a movie?" Adrianna called in again, seemingly undeterred.
"Mom, please!" Ryu called back. "You're ruining the moment!"
All the siblings heard was some far-too-amused chuckling, but at least Adrianna left afterward and let them be.
"We're gonna have to go back out there," Ryu said.
"I know," Luna said.
"And they're gonna know."
"Suspect. They can only suspect."
"Right, well... as long as I have you with me, I guess it's fine."
Luna nodded seriously. "I can be your emotional support sister."
"Yeah. I bet you can."
"... more kisses first though."
"Naturally."
****
Luna and Ryu sat on the back deck, chairs close up together for as much cuddling as they could get.
"Whatever happened to drinking in the backyard anyway?" Luna mused, casually holding Ryu's hand and running her thumb back and forth over his fingers.
"Nothing happened to it."
"You don't do it anymore."
"Oh. That. Well... I dunno. I'd rather just hang out with you, I guess."
"Ah, good. I'm a cure for alcoholism. I knew I had powers."
Ryu snorted. "That's... not at all the case. But you do make me happy."
Luna struggled to think of a witty retort when she was all warm and tingly inside. Making her brother happy was all she really wanted most of the time. And he made her so damn happy too. It was a beautiful thing.
"We're almost out of condoms again," Luna said instead.
"We do seem to be going through them, huh?"
"Can you pick us up more?"
"We could always ask our parents. They'd love--"
"Ew, Ryu! Don't even joke. They already... grrr, they already know way too much. I don't need them knowing how often we do... stuff."
Ryu smirked. "I was joking, Luna. Obviously I'm not gonna ask them."
"Ask us what?" Will asked, coming around the corner of the house.
Luna tightened up in her chair, though still held possessively on to Ryu's hand. "Nothing! Are you and Mom stalking us now or what? You're always listening."
"We live here, my darling," Will said easily.
"Yeah, well, still though."
"I think they needed more condoms," Adrianna said, coming slightly behind Will. "It's good they're being safe."
Luna let go of Ryu and buried her face in her hands. She could feel her face going bright red. "Ok, I'ma just curl up and die if that's ok with everyone."
Ryu was amused by his sister, but also just about as mortified as she was too, so he didn't get to enjoy her embarrassment.
"I don't suppose you guys could be a little less supportive every now and then, could you?" Ryu asked.
"Well," Will said thoughtfully. "I'd tell you you're bad kids and send you to your rooms, but...."
Adrianna snickered. "Hard enough getting them out of each other's rooms as it is."
"Aaannnd I'm out," Ryu said. His face felt as warm as Luna's looked. "Come on," he said, taking Luna's hand and hauling her up.
Luna followed eagerly along with Ryu, happy to escape the torment of loving parents.
"Remember dinner's soon," Adrianna called after them. "Don't get too crazy."
Luna meeped and clung closer to her brother. "They aren't going to cut it out, are they?"
"Not likely."
"... I mean, it's kind of terrible, but also... I weirdly think I love them for it."
"Yeah. Me too. We could have done a lot worse for parents."
"Mmhm." Luna squeezed Ryu's hand. "You know, I kind of asked them about building a new bed frame. A bigger one. Like how hard it would be, and how much wood it would take and everything."
"You did what?"
"You know. For us. To share."
"No, I got that. I mean... no wonder they've been insufferable lately."
Luna shrugged shyly. "I know. My fault. But I thought maybe... we could build a new bed together. With some help, obviously. You know, if you wanted--"
Ryu pressed Luna up against the wall, not even making it to their rooms first. He kissed her fiercely, cradling her cheek in his hand.
"That sounds amazing," he said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. We're gonna have to deal with their oh-so-witty comments, though. You know that, right?"
"So what's new?"
"Ha, right." Ryu looked deep into Luna's eyes. "I love you, you know."
Luna's heart pounded. Ryu could do things like that to her with so very little effort. "I know. I love you too."
"Wanna maybe be late for dinner?"
"With you? Always."
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I had the run of my parents' house for the summer. Covid restrictions had eased up, and Mom and Dad decided to go on the road for a while. Camping and hiking and such. Whatever they felt like, really, just to get out and about for a while.
I'd joined them for the first little bit, then driven back home on my own. Two months or more would have been way, way too much. I loved my parents, and was ok with camping on occasion, but there were limits.
Besides, living all on my own for a while was a luxury to me. I hadn't quite finished university yet, and the bane of school roommates wasn't yet passed. I'd be going back for one more year in the fall, assuming things were still sufficiently calm to allow classes. One could never tell in pandemic times.
For now, I just relaxed and enjoyed my time. Much of it spent soaking up sun in the backyard, often fueled by booze or pot as the mood struck me. It was near enough to paradise.
I had some friends over at times. It wasn't just me all by myself every day. However, unexpected guests were basically non-existent. I was therefore slightly puzzled at hearing a car pull in the driveway.
I grumbled to myself at having to investigate, despite having had nothing else at all to do all day. In comparison, it just seemed like a lot of bother.
My mood changed instantly upon seeing who it was.
"Kara!"
I raced forward, finding I had plenty of energy after all when it counted.
My big sister turned and smiled at me. Her eyes widened at the speed of my approach, but she caught me skillfully anyway, and prevented us both from tumbling to the ground.
"Triss!" she greeted me back, hugging me tight as I glomped on to her.
"You didn't tell me you were coming," I said, still mashing my warm, bikini-clad body against Kara.
"I did too tell you," Kara said, trying unsuccessfully to ease me away. "I said I'd be coming back once border restrictions eased up a bit."
"That's not specific and you know it! You should have let me know!" I eventually let Kara go an took a step back.
"Yeah well... I wasn't totally sure when it'd be, really. And I didn't want you to interrupt plans in case something changed."
"Ha, plans? Not hardly. The sun's been great. That's about all the plans I have."
"Fair enough." Kara's face turned apologetic. "Now... technically I am meant to isolate for a bit...."
"That's fine. Means I've got you all to myself."
"You sure you didn't have plans? Now that I think about it maybe some warning would have--"
"It's fine," I said, waving an hand airily. "I was actually gonna hang with my friends tomorrow, but they'll understand. Hell, she'll want to see you at some point too. When it's safe."
"Uh huh. Well... good, then. Wanna help me drag my stuff inside? I've got an awful lot of it."
I considered the question. "I suppose," I said. "But you have to do all the heavy things."
"Why's that?"
"'Cause they're yours, mainly. Also I'm not dressed for labour."
I did a quick spin to show off my bikini, which was indeed not made for much other than lying out in the sun. I wasn't even sure I'd trust it to go swimming in.
Kara gave a low whistle. "Damn, Triss. That looks good on you."
I beamed, ever so pleased with myself. "It does, doesn't it?"
"How are you possibly keeping the boys off you dressing like that, hm?"
I rolled my eyes. "Pff, this isn't for boys. This is for me. Looking hot's got nothing to do with them."
"No one else, huh?"
"Nope!"
Kara gave me a mischievous grin. "Good. All for me then."
I felt my face redden, even as Kara luckily turned back to her car. There was something in the way she'd delivered that line, something that I couldn't bounce right back from the way I was so used to when Kara and I bantered.
"What's that supposed to mean?" I mumbled.
"Nothing at all," Kara said, no hint of anything untoward in her tone.
"It meant something," I insisted.
Kara turned back to me, and her smile only grew wider. "Oh my god, are you blushing?"
"No!"
"You are."
"I'm not."
"You so are. No one's called you cute in that outfit yet, have they?"
"I--"
"You always were a sucker for a compliment."
"You never called me cute either," I said, trying desperately to salvage the conversation. "You said--"
"You look cute in that suit," Kara said calmly. "Grab a bag, would you?"
She made it look so easy. My face fairly burned from confusion and embarrassment. There was pride in there too, sure, as a compliment from my big sis was really quite nice, but she'd gotten me all in a tangle over hardly nothing at all.
"Glad I'm so cute," I mumbled, grabbing what looked like the lightest bag available. I regretted my decision upon realizing it was probably stuffed full of books. Heavy ones.
"Well... you're right. Maybe not cute."
"Wha--"
"Hot. You grew up even more since I last saw you, Triss. Downright little hottie you are."
"You... what...."
"I wasn't kidding about thinking you'd have boy trouble. You show up like that to a summer party, you won't know what to do with all the attention."
"Can you stop, please?" I pleaded.
"But you're so cute when you're flustered."
"Cute. Hot. I get it. Just--"
"Too much, I know. But what's a big sister for if not to torment you from time to time? Haven't seen you in ages. Got so much to make up for."
I groaned. "Well if I don't survive it, tell Mom and Dad I love them, ok?"
"Will do."
****
I changed into some more modest clothing before helping. Just shorts and a light top. Nothing fancy. Just enough so I didn't feel quite so embarrassed around Kara.
She made another teasing comment about me changing, but left it alone after that.
It was nice just to catch up with Kara after that, once we'd settled a bit. After sitting outside a bit and sharing a joint, it was just like old times again. Me and my big sis. It was a warm, fuzzy feeling. Like things just made sense.
"So how you been?" Kara asked. "Other than having way too much free time on your hands?"
"What makes you think it's been too much free time?" I asked, feeling happy and mellow, and just watching a cloud slowly drift by.
"I mean... that tan. How many hours you been putting in out here anyway?"
"Hehe, a lot."
"Good. That's good. I'll have to join you."
"You will," I agreed seriously. "Not much else going on. 'Specially 'cause we're gonna be quarantined here together for a while."
"Mmm. Shouldn't be that long, really. Just need to get a test done. But it'll be time well spent, for sure."
"'Cause you're so deathly pale right now?" I asked lazily, firmly grasping the opportunity to tease Kara back some.
"Partly that," she said agreeably. "Partly that for sure."
Something about her tone made my insides flutter a little. I didn't know what was going on today, with Kara and all. But she just glanced sidelong at me, with that mischievous smirk of hers, and it made me feel like there was so much more going on than I could grasp.
"Stop that," I said.
"Stop what?"
"Whatever you're doing."
"M'not doing nothin'."
"If you were some boy sitting there, talking like you are, looking at me like that...."
Kara snickered. "Oh, Triss. What, like you'd think I was hitting on you?"
"Aha! So you know what you're doing."
"I do. But it's not like that. Obviously. I'll tone it down though if you're uncomfortable."
"Well... I mean maybe a little," I said, suddenly fearing she'd stop altogether. "But... compliments are nice."
"They are, aren't they?" Kara said softly. "I don't know, Triss. I've just felt so weird lately, about flirting and dating and stuff. And I come home to you looking like some beach goddess... I mean my baby sis of all people, right? It just felt, like, safe, is all. Like I could open up a little."
My heart beat harder, rather annoyingly so. I should absolutely not be getting excited every time Kara displayed some questionable interest in me. But at the same time, I knew what she meant. I'd been having a weird time with relationships and stuff lately too, and not just because of pandemics and whatnot.
"I can be safe," I said. "If you need something like that. Just to be open with, or whatever. You always used to be that way for me."
"Did I?"
"Yeah. Of course. Used to be I couldn't ever model a new outfit for someone except you. You know, the ones that were more... daring than I was used to." I smiled at the memory. "Sometimes they didn't work. But sometimes... it didn't matter what you said so much... but there was a look in your eye sometimes, like daaammmn. You know?"
Kara thought about it a moment, then giggled. "Did I really?"
"Yeah."
"Oh god, sorry. It wasn't me perving on you, I swear."
"No no, I know. I needed it, really. Just this sense that I actually really looked good sometimes. And I knew I did, if it even got you checking me out a little."
Kara grinned. "I guess I probably used to get the same from you, sorta. You'd stare a little bit sometimes, when you thought no one was looking."
I blushed. I'd made Kara go a bit red already, which helped, but my blush felt so much worse.
"Just... I mean you really crushed it sometimes. Used to think someone was a lucky bastard when you were headed on a date or whatever. When you really wanted to look good."
"Awww."
"But I mean, whatever, we're just hotties being hot. What ya gonna do?"
Kara nodded seriously. "Hotties bein' hot. That's--"
She couldn't keep a straight face and dissolved into a fit of giggles. I wasn't far behind. I had no idea what was up with the two of us, other than being a little high, but it was kind of fun. Weird, but fun.
****
Kara and I opted for sunbathing the next day. A pretty natural choice. I hesitated over wearing the same bikini again, not sure I was up for the confusing feelings that may come up, but it really was the one I looked best in, and I kind of wanted to look good. Even if only Kara was going to see me. Maybe especially because of that, though I didn't want to think too hard about it.
Kara opted for an almost equally scandalous bikini as me. I nearly stumbled awkwardly as I first saw her in it, but managed to catch myself and walk mostly normally before she looked.
I wasn't sure if it made things better or worse that we matched today. It gave me something to think about other than Kara looking at me, but it also meant checking her out a lot too. Neither option was baggage free.
"Ahhh," Kara sighed happily as she lay out flat on a lounger in the yard, perfectly presenting herself to the sun. "That's what I'm talking about."
"Don't forget sunscreen," I said, busying myself setting up right next to her to avoid any untoward stares just yet.
"You using any?"
"No. But I've built up a tan, you'll just burn if you try to keep up with me."
"Oho," Kara said. "You're gonna school me on suntanning, are you?"
"If necessary, I suppose."
"... I probably shouldn't ask for help with applying it, huh?"
I took a deep breath, feeling myself quiver rather embarrassingly. "You're not gonna be like this the whole time you're home, are you?"
"Sorry."
"It's fine."
Kara applied sunscreen to herself. I lay down beside her and pretended not to watch her, but really it was so hard to look anywhere else. Long stretches of smooth, perfect skin, and Kara running her hands all over everywhere, leaving herself slick and shimmering in the sun.
"I had a bad breakup," Kara admitted softly.
I startled out of staring at her. "Oh. Sorry."
"I mean... I call it a bad breakup. It was a bad relationship, really. The breakup was good. But just... I don't feel right after. Not like I used to be. Maybe my imagination. I don't know."
"Not right how?" I asked.
"Like... like scared, I think," Kara said slowly. "Awkward. I wanted to get right back to it. Date again. Move on. But then, like, I feel so judged, or like even if someone seems nice now, how long would that last? That kind of thing."
"Oof. Who did a number on you like that? Not Tom, surely."
Kara gave me a pained nod. "Yeah. Tom."
"Aw, what? He seemed so nice those couple times we met."
"Yeah. I thought so." Kara sighed. "It just... it all went bad."
"Well phooey. We're gonna need booze for this."
"Triss... it's awfully early in the day...."
"So? Who's gonna stop us?"
Kara gave a small, lopsided smile. "Well when you put it that way."
I dashed into the house, and grabbed a couple vodka sodas. I tried not to notice Kara's eyes on me as I returned.
"Your drink, my lady," I said.
Kara shook her head, but accepted a can I offered her and cracked the top on it. "Well cheers, I guess."
"Slainte."
I let Kara be in peace for a bit. Let her sort her head out and let the alcohol kick in a little.
"You know you're gonna trick me into revealing secrets if you get me drunk," Kara said.
"You shouldn't have secrets from me anyway," I said.
"Ha, right, ok." Kara took another sip. "I know I was weird right off the bat."
"Nah. Well... a little."
"It's just... I miss flirting, Triss. I miss it a lot. And I come home and see you looking like... like that," Kara said, waving a hand at me. "And it's you. Like... no danger. You're not gonna hurt me. Not even gonna have to worry about you getting horny and wanting in my pants and ruining the moment. Some questionable instincts took over."
"Dude... you gotta stop making me blush."
"But it's so easy."
"Yeah, well...."
"Sorry," Kara said softly. "I woulda thought you must be used to some attention by now."
"I am. But a lot of it doesn't mean anything. Like you said, people trying to get in my pants, mostly. Like building a connection first isn't important."
"Right?" Kara said. "Like, enjoy looking, fine. I know I do. But keep it civil until we know each other some."
"Exactly." I stared at my drink thoughtfully for a moment. "Kara? You can flirt with me a bit if you want."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, I mean I like it. It caught me off guard for sure, but it makes me feel nice. And it's you. It's safe."
She nodded. "Good. I don't know that I will anymore, but I'm glad I didn't come on way too strong with it."
"Nah. Just enough to embarrass your poor little sister is all."
"That's what I'm here for."
Kara reached her can over and I bumped mine against it, then we both drank. The booze was working, I could feel it in me, warming and relaxing. I didn't want to overdo it, but a small buzz and a little emotional cushioning were well called for today.
I flipped over to do my back after a while. Kara just looked at me quizzically for a moment, then emulated me.
"Hey, Triss?"
"Hm?"
"Do you ever... when you're tanning...."
"What?"
"Like... tanlines, you know? Do you... eliminate them?"
I looked at my sister. "Are you asking if I take my top off?"
"Kinda, yeah."
I smirked crookedly. "Sometimes, yeah. Depending on how brave I'm feeling."
"It's just you, isn't it?"
"Yeah. But sometimes I worry about unannounced visitors. Or Mom and Dad coming back early or something."
"Without warning?"
"Yeah, right," I said. "Because no one in this family would show up with no warning."
Kara smiled ruefully. "Fair."
I kept looking at Kara, then slowly reached back and untied my top. I left it where it was, but made sure the strings were off my back. Technically not indecent, but damn close when I wasn't by myself.
Kara bit her lip as she looked at me. "No lines at all," she said in a mildly awed voice.
"I've worked hard at it."
"Mmhm. Well it looks good. Front too?"
"Front too," I agreed.
I was glad to be lying on my stomach. My tummy was getting all flippy from Kara's attention, and I had an excuse not to look right at her for a bit. Was she thinking about my boobs now? Probably. They looked good. Well tanned. I had, indeed, put some effort in to the effect. But to have Kara thinking about them was a lot. Not in a bad way, necessarily. Now that I knew where she was coming from, her attention didn't worry me quite so much.
"What about below?" Kara asked softly.
I hesitated, tensing and fluttering all the more. "Still got some lines there," I said. "Not bad, but not evened out as much as I'd like."
"Ah. I got a lot of catching up to do."
"You mean... nudely?"
I was gratified to see Kara blush rather obviously. She even awkwardly played with her hair while she tried to downplay her embarrassment. "If either of us is brave enough, I suppose."
"Well you start, I'll maybe catch up later."
"No way. You and your tanned goddess body, and you think I'm gonna show mine off first? Get real."
I laughed and let the matter drop. I let my mind wander and just enjoyed the sun and my sister's company.
My mistake, such as it was, was in relaxing and letting my mind drift too much. I forgot entirely about my undone bikini top, so that when I flipped over, it didn't come with me.
I was sufficiently used to sunbathing topless by myself that it didn't even feel weird to me. It was only Kara's stare that alerted me to what I'd done.
"Oh. Whoops," I said.
"That's a nice even tan alright," Kara said softly.
"You approve, do you?"
"For sure."
"I could put my top back on...."
"But why bother?"
I casually dropped my top on the grass beside me as I rearranged and laid on my back again. I was getting rather addicted to my sister's attention, wildly inappropriate as it was. The tension and nerves I felt were beginning to not even worry me. More and more I enjoyed the sensation of danger and appreciation.
Kara moved slower than I had, rolling over and adjusting her back rest. I eyed her while pretending not to watch, definitely noting the flush in her cheeks. She looked straight at me before fumbling with her bikini top and removing it.
"My turn I guess," she said, failing to keep a quaver from her voice.
It was so weird for me to see my sister topless and feel like it was a Big Deal. We'd seen each other in various states of undress before. It just happened sometimes. But the context made all the difference. We had different motivations now. Seeing Kara's boobs now had meaning, not unlike seeing a crush casually stripping off clothes.
"No tan lines either," I said.
"Ha ha. Because I have no tan to speak of," Kara said.
I grinned. "Yeah. That. Nice, though."
She blushed a little deeper. It was a nice reversal to make her squirm a little. I seized upon the power of it as an excuse not to worry about my feelings for a little while.
"You complimenting my tits?" Kara asked.
"Kinda. The whole effect, I think. You're nice to look at."
"Oh god. Are you just saying that to get back at me?"
"Largely. Also... just because it's true."
Kara shook her head. "Welp, gonna have to put that top back on then."
"Why?"
"'Cause I am not prepared for dealing with this."
"Oh sure. It's fine to perv on me, but when I--"
"I never perved on you!" Kara insisted. "Just... appreciated."
"Yeah. So I appreciate you back. It's fair."
"... I don't like it in that direction."
I made a face. "Hypocrite much?"
"No! Or... maybe. I just feel like I need to be in control, I guess."
"'Cause of Tom?"
"Among other bad decisions lately, yes."
"Ah." I considered out situation. "I could share some of my recent romantic tribulations if that would help."
"... you know, it actually might."
"Good. 'Cause I need to vent about them with someone, and I've been all on my lonesome for a time."
"Can't share with your friends?"
"That's just it," I said with a weary sigh. "I mighta briefly... stupidly... hooked up with Jess one time."
Kara's eyes widened. "Your friend Jess?"



"The very same."
"Oh wow. How was that?"
"Probably a mistake. It's been weird since. I mean... we were both into it. More than a little drunk, to be fair, but it felt right at the time. I don't know. But I don't actually, you know, want to be with her or anything."
"And how does she feel?" Kara asked.
"I... haven't dared ask her since," I said, wincing slightly.
"Oh Triss...."
"I mean, Kathy knows what happened," I said. "And she assures me everything is fine. I had to bump plans to hang with them, since we're isolating and all."
"Sorry I interrupted," Kara said. "Delaying that is probably not the greatest."
"Enh. It's fine. "It'll all be fine. Probably. Jeez, I still don't even know if Rey knows. She had a drunken make out with Jess a little while back. Never went anywhere, but now--"
Kara cracked up. "Oh my god, what's going on with your friends all of a sudden? You guys were never all into each other." She paused. "Were you?"
"Of course not! It's just... I don't know. Boredom maybe? Not having a lot of options?"
"Too much booze?" Kara asked.
"Well... yeah. Some of that." I clenched my hand tight a second, feeling nerves of a whole different sort. "Kara?"
"Yeah?"
"Something I've been worrying about lately. Not worrying. Well, kinda. Thinking about, anyway. I think... maybe sometimes I like girls. I think that's why Jess and I... why that happened."
"I mean, I assumed, Triss," Kara said gently. "You wouldn't really hook up with a girl if there wasn't something there."
"No, I know. But it's never... I never thought I did. I don't understand it. And never mind how confusing you've made things."
"Yeah, sorry about that," Kara said.
"It's ok. It's probably actually good for me. Getting to explore some things without any pressure to actually do stuff."
"Probably still a bad idea," Kara said quietly. "But... too late to worry about that now."
"Sure seems it." I sighed. "I need another drink."
"You're not developing a problem are you?"
"Pff. Lazy summer days in the backyard don't count. Everyone knows that."
"I don't know that that's true."
"Well what else am I going to do?" I asked. "Sit here and have a real, sober, heartfelt conversation about my feelings and emotional difficulties?"
"... yes?"
"Nope. Getting a buzz on first. Only way."
"I thought so," Kara said. She hesitated for a moment, then drained the rest of her drink. "Get me another too."
"Will do."
I was acutely conscious of Kara's eyes on me as I left, and even more so as I returned. I carried a small cooler in front of me, offering some small shielding from her gaze, but my tits were not even slightly covered, and she once again showed quite an appreciation of them.
"I thought you were just getting us a drink each," Kara said.
"Efficiency," I said, as though it explained everything. "Can't be hopping into the house all the time. Even if you like watching me go."
Kara groaned softly and fished for another can. "Maybe you're right. Maybe alcohol is needed."
"Right. For when you're perving on your little sis."
"Not what's happening."
"Yes it is. Was. Still is. Whatever."
"... ok, yes, I was checking out your butt," Kara said. "But you have to understand, that little bikini of yours is made for people to check you out in. The way it clings... and it's so small... and--"
"Oh my god stop!" I busied myself getting a new drink to hide my eyes for a moment. "It's also because my butt is fantastic," I said more quietly, but with a firm confidence that surprised even me.
"That too," Kara said. She reached over to clink her can on mine. "Cheers to your butt."
"Slainte."
We each took a deep drink. Warmth spread inside me, a mix of more booze and too much emotion. Mostly confusion and uncertainty, but god help me some arousal and pride too. Kara checking out my butt. Complimenting it. It made me feel way better than it had any right to. And I wasn't nearly drunk enough yet to blame the alcohol.
"So... do you like any other girls?" Kara asked.
"Oh god, I don't know," I said. "I mean... sometimes I think so? But I've never really done much, so I don't know how to sort out feelings. Like what's a crush, and what's a passing fancy, and what's just... horniness."
Kara almost choked on her drink. "Triss, being horny for someone is a really good indicator that--"
"I know, I know. Not like that. Like... you know when you're in the mood, and lots of things seem a lot more enticing all of a sudden? So like, what's actually real when I feel that way?"
Kara pondered. "I think it's all still real."
"But how would I know. For instance, Jess," I said, stabbing a finger for emphasis. "We got horny. And stupid. And we did stuff. But I'm not, like, into her. Not that way."
"There's different ways to be into someone," Kara said. "They don't all have to be, like, long term romantic things. Maybe sometimes you just do some stuff one time. Maybe that's all it is. Maybe that's still valid and real."
"Yeah, maybe. You're confusing me now."
"Sorry."
"Uh huh." I leaned back and closed my eyes, feeling all too tired for having done fuck all all day. "What about you then?" I asked. "You must have been thinking about girls lately."
"Why must I have been?"
"You seriously gonna tell me it's just me? I mean, sure I'm amazing and all--"
"Full of yourself much?"
"--but this isn't coming out of nowhere. You as much as said so."
Kara squirmed a bit. "Ok, yeah. It's not out of nowhere."
"Thought so."
"And maybe... maybe I was again being a little unfair. Trying out how some stuff feels in a comfortable place. With a comfortable person."
"Your sister."
"Correct. Is it still ok?"
"Of course, Kara. I'm here for you." I grinned toothily. "Doesn't mean I'm not gonna torture you mercilessly about it if I feel so inclined."
"You little shit! Careful or I'll start embarrassing you again."
"Pff, power dynamic's changed. I'm in charge now."
"You think?" Kara cleared her throat and leaned up on one elbow. She stared at me, widening her eyes, batting her lashes flirtatiously. "I think I could do things to you if I wanted," she said, her voice going soft and seductive. "Just try me."
I bit my lip and felt my toes curl involuntarily. "Stop!"
"I thought the power dynamic had changed," Kara continued in that same bedroom voice.
She shifted in such a way to draw attention to her breasts. I couldn't look away. My heart pounded from that heady mix of danger and sensuality that Kara was far too capable of providing.
"I thought so too," I whined. "But stop... stop seducing me, dammit. What if I jumped you right now, huh? Wouldn't be so funny then."
"Don't threaten me with a good time," Kara said breathily.
"Grrr!"
Kara broke down in laughter, luckily before I had to do something stupid.
"Oh my god, that was working on you, wasn't it?" she chortled.
"Yes! Stop laughing."
"Or what?"
"I'll... I'll walk around and show you my butt some more."
"Again I say don't threaten me with a good time."
My eyes narrowed. "I'll start asking some very pointed questions about where your sexuality has been lying lately."
Kara sobered up quickly. "Yeah, that's more of an actual threat," she admitted. "Though... I kinda want to talk about it anyway, so...."
"So go for it then."
Kara took a deep breath. "Ok, see, the part that just sounds stupid to me is... like after Tom, after the disaster of the end of our relationship, I wasn't interested in anyone at all at first. Then I started thinking about girls."
"That doesn't sound stupid."
"No but like... because of a bad time with a boy. That's not how sexuality works. I don't just start liking a different type because of a bad experience with someone."
"Maybe not," I said thoughtfully. "But sometimes experiences make you consider things you wouldn't have ever thought about before. Like... ok, so, I just always assumed I was straight. Took it for granted. I love that there are lots of options for other people out there, but I didn't expect them to apply to me. Now I'm questioning that assumption. And maybe... maybe you are too. For different reasons."
"I feel like I'd have known already if I wasn't straight," Kara said.
"Would you though? If you devote all your romantic energies to boys and pass off any wandering thoughts about girls as just silly fantasizing or a passing appreciation?"
"Um...."
I waved an airy hand. "'Cause that's where I'm at, Kara. I've realized that thoughts have always been there, I just never did anything about them. Never explored them. I find girls super duper pretty sometimes, and just think that I want to look like them. Maybe I want to kiss them though. And other stuff." I shrugged. "Or maybe I really am straight and this Jess thing was just because I was drunk."
"It doesn't sound like it was just that," Kara said.
"No. I don't think so either. Plus... I don't think the barrier for bisexuality is as high as people make it out to be. If I like ninety-five percent boys and five percent girls, wouldn't that still qualify? Hypothetically, I mean."
"... so you're bi?"
"Not officially. I just think probably I might be. I was obsessing over the ratio of attraction, but realizing it doesn't matter has helped. It just feels nice to have a label to cling to. Even if I haven't truly settled on it. But if I do... I guess I came out to you first."
I smiled shyly at Kara. She still seemed overwhelmed and confused, but she beamed in true happiness for me.
"That's awesome, Triss," she said. "And maybe you're right. Maybe I'm too much in my head over some stuff. I don't really need to understand exactly what I'm feeling. Just that I'm feeling some stuff. And fuck it's a lot less pressure to just admit to, like, five percent attraction to girls. Or whatever."
"I thought so too. I mean, that doesn't mean it can't be way higher in reality. And I might figure that out some day. But five percent seems manageable."
Kara nodded. "Manageable. I like it. Does this... does this weirdly mean we might both have come out to each other at the same time?"
I giggled softly. "I think maybe technically yes."
"Cool. I need another drink."
I tapped the side of my head. "Hence the cooler."
"Yeah yeah. You're a genius."
"Glad you can finally recognize that fact."
****
I was pretty happy with the conversation Kara and I had. I felt especially close to my sister afterward, and I wanted to discuss things more. It really felt like we understood each other, were in similar places, and needed one another for support.
Flipside was that I couldn't stop thinking about her, and how we'd been laying out together topless for hours. She'd been checking me out lots, and it had kinda been turning me on. Admittedly, I'd done exactly the same to her. I couldn't stop looking, thinking, and imagining.
Later, inside, privately, I lay naked in my bed, finally able to do something about my wet pussy. I was just glad my bikini bottoms, sexy as they were, didn't reveal my arousal too blatantly. Kara would have had a field day with that.
I moaned softly as I played with myself. Mostly just teasing my pussy, edging around my clit. I focused at first on not masturbating to my sister, but that was a forlorn hope if ever there was one. She was all I could think about.
There was the obvious reason why, that we'd spent so much time mostly naked together that day. That had an effect for sure. The context of it all was important too. The emotional intimacy, feeling close, and a mutual admission of some new and confusing realizations about who we might like.
A deep, crazy part of my brain kept wondering if she was thinking about me the same way. Rubbing herself and fantasizing about me. Picturing my tits. What she'd want to do to me.
Those sorts of thoughts were too much. They made my pussy flood and tingle, sure, but I didn't actually want my sister to think about me that way. Not for real. Looking, appreciating, even some flirting were all fine and good. Thinking about her while rubbing one out was a step too far, but I didn't have to admit it to anyone else. Fantasizing about anything beyond that needed to be shut down hard.
****
I slept in the next day. There was no reason not to, really. It was a bad habit when I could do it any day I wanted, but it was nice to get up fresh and rested for more sisterly bonding time.
I would have gone straight for my favourite bikini, but I had soaked the bottoms yesterday, and I needed to run them through the wash. I opted for my second suit, which was also a bikini style, but not nearly so hot on me, in my opinion.
Kara clearly agreed, judging by her reaction when I joined her outdoors.
"Aw, where's your other suit?" she asked.
"Thought I'd switch it up," I said.
"Boo."
I smirked. "Not showing off enough T and A for you or what?"
"I mean... it's fine, I guess. I just liked the other one."
"You can still perv on me in this one," I assured her.
"I do not perv on you," Kara corrected. "I... appreciate."
"Ah, cool. Well get your tits out already. I want to appreciate them."
"Ah! Presumptuous much?"
"Shy all of a sudden?"
"Just--"
"You need an even tan, you know."
Kara snorted. "A fine excuse. You gonna take your top off too?"
"I will if you will."
Kara nodded. Our eyes met, we each reach for our tops, then simultaneously removed them.
I sighed contentedly at my topless sister. Yeah, it was nice. I liked looking at her. So much for behaving myself at all.
Her skin had picked up a touch of colour from yesterday, still quite pale in comparison to mine, but maybe a little too red for comfort.
"You better wear more sunscreen today," I said. "Don't wanna burn."
"Well I need to tan, though. That's the whole point."
"You'll still tan. Just nice and slow. Easy does it."
"Easy for you to say. You're already done."
"I put the time in," I said. "You will too. Not like we have anything else going on."
"True. And you're right, I don't want to burn." Kara took the sunscreen, but hesitated before applying. "You're just gonna stare while I do this, aren't you?"
"Maaayyybe."
"... we've got some issues, huh?"
"I'd say so, yeah."
Kara squirted some sunscreen into her hand, then bent down to start applying it to her legs. I watched her move and jiggle, unsure whether I appreciated her tits more, or the way her cheeks flushed in cute embarrassment.
"Hope you're enjoying yourself," Kara grumbled.
"I am, thanks."
"Perv."
"You keep calling me that."
"'Cause you are."
"Nah. If I was a perv I'd do something more like this."
So saying, I took the sunscreen, pushed Kara back, and took over for her. I only meant it to be a joke, really. Or so I told myself. But running my hands up the smooth, tempting skin of her thighs made it almost immediately feel like less of a joke and more an excuse to be handsy.
Maybe the biggest thing that stole the humour was Kara's reaction. She didn't laugh and shove me away, like I told myself I expected from her. Nor, however, did she seem at all upset. Instead, her expression was awestruck, uncertain, and willing surrender. She didn't actively encourage me, but her eyes suggested things she wouldn't dare say aloud.
I kept going. What else could I do? I squirted out some more sunscreen and rubbed it into her tummy. I was so very fascinated, lost in the forbidden delights of my sister's body.
Not that we were going to go Too Far here or anything. Rubbing lotion in wasn't that bad, really. But it wasn't a hundred percent innocent by any means.
It was exploratory, if anything. A testing of new boundaries. Our conversations had been one thing, and eyeing each other in ways sisters really oughtn't to, and now trying out physical touch. Touch that went beyond sibling closeness.
Maybe I was just horny. The possibility couldn't be discounted. But it seemed to me that Kara herself was making the experience much more alluring and seductive to me than it would have been otherwise. That we were so close, that I shouldn't be thinking things about her. That she was my sister for fuck's sake.
We were both exploring some feelings lately that we hadn't previously known about. Doing so with each other was questionable as hell, but it was 'safe' as Kara had put it. Emotionally safe. It didn't have to mean anything, and we knew and loved each other already. There were a lot fewer minefields to dodge, but the ones there were, admittedly, were some pretty big ones. If somehow one of us did something to make the other totally uncomfortable and it strained our relationship, that would suck so bad.
The risk didn't stop me, of course. I didn't think it would come to that, and I was too far hypnotized to think about it any harder than that.
Kara. Her body. Her eyes. Her--
"I think you got my stomach well enough," Kara said quietly.
"Oh shit, right, sorry."
I startled awake and quickly squirted more sunscreen to hit Kara's arms and shoulders. I couldn't pretend I hadn't been taking some small advantage just then. It was far too obvious. But still Kara didn't laugh, frown, or try to stop me. Just kept watching me intently, as lost in her own thoughts as I was in mine.
"You missed my boobs, you know," she said.
"I'm aware," I said, swallowing hard.
"Don't want them to burn."
"No. Indeed not. Do you... want me to get them for you?"
"Well you're getting everywhere else."
"True. Just... yeah."
I stopped myself from arguing. Kara's breasts represented a more sensual area than anything else yet. Her skin was so warm and soft under my hands anyway, and so utterly amazing to me. Feeling up her breasts felt like an admission of that fact, though somehow failing to do so would be much the same, except without any of the fun part.
Fun? Yeah, fun. Groping my sister's tits was going to be fun. That was a weird thought.
It wasn't groping, I had to chide myself. Rubbing. Caressing. Taking care of them so they didn't burn. Even if it was naughty and fun for me, I shouldn't treat it as sexual unto itself. It wasn't quite that bad.
I couldn't keep my cool despite my best efforts. Running my hands over Kara's breasts made me tremble, even before I'd actually touched them. They were just tits. No different from mine, hardly, but they made me go slightly crazy.
Luckily, Kara couldn't make fun of me for my reaction. She'd closed her eyes, and her breathing had gone ragged. The rise and fall of her chest under my hands made my hyper-aware of how she was reacting, and let me know that I wasn't the only one enjoying myself.
"Your tits are nice," I said, daring to risk a comment.
"... thanks."
"Too bad we're sisters."
"Why?"
"'Cause I could be really into this."
Kara looked at me, piercing my soul with her eyes. "I feel like you're really into it anyway."
"And if I was? How would you feel about that?"
"Honestly? It's kinda nice to feel some appreciation and intimacy."
"... of your boobies?"
Kara rolled her eyes. "Not specifically. I mean, like, generally. You rubbing me down all over. And, like, clearly enjoying it."
I looked away. "It's ok," I said noncommittally.
"Uh huh. Just ok, is it?"
"Well--"
"Because you're still massaging my tits."
"I--"
"And you've had a look in your eyes like you'd discovered some massive treasure and were counting up the loot."
"I most certainly did not!"
"You so did."
"Well... maybe I'll stop then."
"Yeah, maybe."
I frowned at Kara. She looked back evenly at me. I kept playing with her breasts. When she didn't say anything further, I even dared to toy with her nipples more, running my thumbs over them in small circles. She seemed to like it.
I started to have even more insane thoughts the longer I played. Like how it would feel to curl up on Kara and suck on her boobies. That was obviously taking it way, way too far. That wasn't something sisters did. Not even something we could get away with in the name of exploration.



Reluctantly, I had to climb off my sister and return to my seat. She seemed disappointed too, but her expression turned thoughtful as I settled myself.
"I kinda liked that," Kara said.
"Yeah, I know."
"And you liked it."
"True."
"... is that weird?"
"Pretty clearly yes," I said.
Kara nodded. "Ok, but what if I separate the experience?"
"Separate it how?"
"Like... that parts that were you, and the parts that were a girl."
I frowned. "They're the same parts."
"No but like... emotionally you're my sister. Physically you're a girl. Like that."
I sighed. "I think you're trying too hard."
"Oh. Maybe."
I let the silence drag on. I felt bad shutting Kara down like that, and felt like I had to say something else, but it too me a while to think of anything constructive to say.
"Kara?"
"Hm?"
"I don't think that was about your boobs."
"I think it was. You were rather enamoured."
"I was. But more because, like, it was kind of naughty. And with you. It's all so forbidden and shit, you know?"
"So, what, Triss, you only wanted to touch me like that because it's forbidden?"
I shook my head. "No. Not just that. We're exploring. With each other. What I'm saying is, like, that time I hooked up with Jess, I mean her boobs were great and all, but they're just boobs, you know?"
"Sure."
"And so are yours."
Kara pouted. "Mine are nicer."
I cracked a small, crooked smile. "They are. But still. I didn't want to touch you just 'cause you had your tits out. More because... it's fascinating and dangerous... and it's you, and I knew you'd let me."
Kara nodded slowly. "There's just something about knowing someone wants to do stuff, huh?"
"There is."
"Like... I wanted you to touch me. And I think you're on to something, because you wanting to touch me made me want it more too."
"... and it's still super weird, right?"
"Oh super weird. You're my little sister. I mean jeez."
"Right."
"Right."
"But," Kara said slowly, "I mean really, we're just helping each other learn stuff about ourselves."
"Sisters help each other."
"Exactly."
"Not usually by fondling each other."
"No. Not usually."
"You're really nice to feel though, Kara."
She blushed. "Thanks."
"Not just your boobs either. I liked all of you. I think 'cause your breasts were what I was least supposed to touch, I kind of overly focused on them."
"Ah, yeah. I get it. Well... what if I just say you can touch them whenever you want, so they won't seem so tantalizing?"
"That could work. Orrr it could backfire entirely."
"Yeah," Kara said. "It could."
"You wouldn't even mind that, would you?"
"I can think of worse fates."
I bit my lip and lay back, trying to get comfortable. Kara's flirting was getting to me way too easily. If one could even call it that anymore. Like... I'd felt her up while she was very nearly naked. That certainly was beyond flirting.
Goddamn I was wet. I was going to ruin another pair of bikini bottoms at this rate. Somehow... somehow the promise in Kara's voice, the way she looked at me, the implicit naughtiness in her flirtation got me more worked up even that running my hands all over her. Both were good, but one just got me horny, the other made me shiver and re-examine everything I thought I knew about my own sexuality.
Girls, sure, I had already been working on that this summer. I was really quite glad I'd had that drunken fling with Jess, in retrospect, if only to get my head pointed that direction. But sisters? My sister? Was that even somewhere sexuality could take me? Apparently it could. But why? What was it about Kara that was doing this to me?
Reciprocated attraction was part of it here. Maybe we both just needed the attention, and getting it from each other fueled whatever mutual fuckery was happening to us. Or maybe that safe exploration we'd discussed? Maybe. More and more, this didn't feel totally safe. Not at all.
But... it was Kara. I loved her. I wasn't scared, I couldn't be, not when I was with her. But I was certainly confused, and a little worried about what might be happening.
And oh god I just wanted her give me that quietly sultry look again. The one that said 'yes I'm your sister, but if you want to touch me inappropriately that would be ok.' My pussy tingled just thinking about it.
****
"For lying out in the sun all day, I'm weirdly hungry," Kara said.
I nodded seriously. "Takes a lot out of ya, doing nothing all day with such determination."
"Ha ha, smartypants. Wanna stay inside rest of the day? I think I've had enough sun. Maybe just curl up with a movie or something? And some delicious, unearned food?"
"Sounds good to me. What ya making us?"
"Why do I gotta cook?"
"Because you're the one starving, apparently."
"So you should take care of me then."
"Sounds like a bad deal for me," I said.
"I dunno. You got free access to my body today. In perpetuity, even. I think you're doing ok."
I groaned and let my eyes close for a second. I wasn't quick enough to block out the teasing smile Kara gave me though, and it lingered behind my shut eyelids.
"I don't suspect that offer will actually last forever," I said.
"Well we don't know, do we?"
"We don't." I sighed. "You better pick a good movie if I'm gonna have to take care of you."
Kara grinned. "Will do."
I grumbled as I changed--I didn't need a bikini anymore, after all--then grumbled all the way to the kitchen too. I didn't much feel like cooking any more than Kara did, but I was stuck with it. But as she'd very correctly pointed out, I was still probably getting a good deal out of the day.
I leaned against the fridge in a comfy pair of shorts and a loose t-shirt. I wasn't bothering with looking sexy at this point. I could do that again tomorrow if need be.
Nothing immediately sprang to mind as far as what I should make for Kara and me. Something low effort and tasty. A quick peek in the freezer solved my problem for me, though.
"Pizza is easy. Pizza is good with movies."
Thus convincing myself, I preheated the oven, popped in my discovered frozen pizza, and waited.
Kara wasn't overly impressed with me at first.
"... you cooked a frozen pizza?"
"Mmhm!"
"I thought you were gonna spoil me," she complained.
"I don't know what gave you that idea," I said. "I only begrudgingly wanted to cook for you at all."
Kara sighed. "Alas, my poor body so reduced in value that--"
"Ok, for real, if you're prostituting yourself out to your little sister and hoping for great rewards, you're gonna have to rethink your business model." I passed Kara a plate. "Besides, it's rising crust, at least."
Kara perked up slightly. "Oh, well as long as it's the good frozen pizza."
I was forgiven my lack of effort, and we demolished the pizza. I'd been pretty sure Kara would be ok once she started getting some food in her.
It was even better once we'd finished. Without particularly thinking about it, I set our plates aside, then leaned back against Kara. She immediately wrapped and arm around me and snuggled me close to her.
We were so close, and so warm together. I wouldn't have thought twice about just how intimate it was, except for our behaviour these past couple days. It really put new context on things.
I didn't want to fret about it. I was stuffed and more than a little lethargic. It was so nice and comfy with Kara, curled up snug and feeling safe as could be. I just wanted to enjoy it.
The movie flashed before me, sounds and sights passing me by. I retained some, but far too much of my brain was occupied with either resting, or appreciating my sister. Hardly any devoted to plot and character.
Kara wasn't helping matters, every now and then moving her hand a little. Mostly just on my arm, rubbing up and down, sometimes lightly tickling with her fingertips. So distracting.
"What'd you think?" Kara asked me afterward.
"About what?"
"The movie? Good choice?"
"I... wasn't really paying attention."
"Triss! Ugh."
"What?"
"It... I mean did you catch any of it?"
I considered. "Those two girls ran off together at the end, huh?"
"Yeah. That was the point. 'Cause the one was supposed to get married to a guy, and she meets this girl, and--"
"Trying to get me in the mood for girl on girl stuff, eh?"
Kara blushed cutely. "Not quite so crude as that."
"Oh."
"Thought it might be appropriate, is all."
"Well... do you have anything where sisters get together?" I asked.
"Not so much. Never thought about it before."
"Too bad."
"... would you really want to watch that with me?" Kara asked quietly.
"... yes."
I felt Kara tense for a moment, then relax. "Let me scroll through here, see what I can find," she said.
I leaned back against her again, surrendering myself even more to her embrace. I wasn't paying attention to what she picked for us, but I assumed it would be something else lesbian themed.
Again, I didn't pay overly much attention. Kara was even more to blame than before. Instead of keeping her hand relatively innocent on my arm, she let it creep ever-so-slowly under my shirt.
I pretended not to notice. She had to know that I knew, but as long as I didn't say anything about it, neither did she.
Her fingers teased me, barely contacting my sensitive skin. I felt her touch so acutely, it was a small agony waiting for her to do more, and more.
I sucked in a breath when she finally laid her whole hand on me, palm flat on my warm skin, completely under my shirt. I wasn't even sure that feeling her up earlier could compete with the intimacy of the moment. There was nothing overtly wrong with it, either. I wasn't a sexy touch by any means. Nothing one would see in porn. But it was huge to me.
I hardly dared move. Didn't want to do anything to scare Kara off. I wanted her to touch me more. Or... or to do something else. God, anything she wanted.
Was I so easy as that? Apparently I was, under the right circumstances.
Kara began stroking me, only soft and delicate, running her touch over my side and tummy. She made me tingle and gave me goosebumps. Despite my best efforts to be still, I occasionally squirmed or gasped.
It got to a point of me silently begging her for more. Imagining where else she could touch me, and feeling so ashamed of how badly I wanted it. I tried to focus my fantasies on my breasts. They were safe as I could manage. But I had other, naughtier thoughts that definitely weren't ok, weren't even on a level with the exploration we'd agreed to.
"You're wiggling around an awful lot," Kara whispered.
"M'trying not to," I said.
"Having difficulties are you?"
"You know I am."
Kara kissed the side of my head, just barely brushing her lips past my ear in the process. "You're very sensitive."
"I'm not."
"You are."
"You're touching me."
"Mmm," Kara said. "But nowhere inappropriate."
"That doesn't matter. Touching is touching."
"It's all in your head, Triss. This is just a big sister showing affection. That's all."
"Lies!"
Kara squeezed me tighter to her. "What are you feeling then?" she asked.
I melted into her embraced. "You know," I said softly. "Same things you felt when I touched you."
"Ah. But you were doing more of this," Kara said, casually cupping my breast under my shirt.
I smiled contentedly. "Yes. I was."
Kara ran her thumb back and forth over my nipple. "Is that what you want?"
"Yesss."
"That's baaaddd."
"So? You didn't mind."
"Never said I minded, Triss. Just that it's bad."
My eyelids fell half closed as Kara felt me up and played with my tits. I luxuriated in it, resting more heavily against her and letting the naughty magic seep through my being.
"Your terms are accepted," I said.
If anything, I ended up catching even less of the second movie than the first. I was driven to total distraction by my sister and her calculated groping. I was oblivious to the world, excepting Kara herself and my own insane arousal.
My panties were soaked. Absolutely drenched. Kara just kept doing that to me, ruining my bottoms. I wouldn't have any left at this rate. I'd have to walk around naked from the waist down just to save on laundry. We'd see how she felt about that!
A shiver ran through me at the thought. I knew how I wanted Kara to feel about it, how I'd want her to look at me. This was so bad. She was absolutely right about all of this being very, very bad. But I didn't want to stop. Didn't know if I could.
****
I wore my original bikini again for sunning ourselves the next day. Kara smiled appreciatively at seeing me in it again.
That smile was so unfair. She looked at me like that, and all I could think of was her hand all over me the day before, and my hands all over her, and anything else that I'd imagined and hadn't actually happened yet.
What was a girl to do?
Well, I still had a few options to regain some control. Rather dangerous options, though, as they only escalated things. Still, I had to do something.
I whipped off my bikini top as a matter of course. For tanning purposes, but not really.
Kara's eyes lit up immediately, rather gratifying to me. They widened further when I casually tugged at the string on one side of my bottoms.
"What are you doing?" Kara asked.
I timed the dropping of my bottoms to the end of her question, then paused as though considering the question, but really just posing naked for my sister.
"Need to work on my tan line," I said as though it was obvious. "Can't have it falling behind."
Kara swallowed heavily as she looked me up and down. "Triss...."
"Hm?"
"Nothing."
"Oh."
"I mean, you don't hardly have any tan line at all."
"But I got a little bit of one," I said, playfully running a single finger up and down the top of my hip, drawing attention to the area that Kara was trying so hard not to stare at.
It was way too easy. Kara followed my finger with her eyes, then locked on to my cute little pussy for a moment before tearing her gaze painfully away. I was a naked puppeteer, making my sister dance to the slightest movement of my fingers.
"You really have been working on a full body tan, huh?" Kara said, croaking slightly as she tried to sound normal.
"I did say so."
"You did. Just... I was struggling to picture you lying out naked all day."
I grinned broadly. "Struggling to picture it, were you?"
Kara flushed and looked down, but her eyes didn't stay to herself for long. "Dammit Triss. You shouldn't be able to do this to me."
"You're awfully horny, Kara."
She got brighter red. "I... I am. It's true. Maybe I never should have left like I did. Because I come back and... and the things I want... they aren't good, Triss. Not good at all."
A shiver ran through me and I had to focus on standing steady for a moment.
"You think if you'd stayed--"
"If I'd stayed I think we would have been just the same as we ever were. We wouldn't have thought about these things. Wouldn't have occurred to us."
"I don't know if that's true," I said.
"Did you ever think about me inappropriately before a few days ago?"
"... not that I recall."
"Right. I think... I think I didn't realize how important you were, Triss. You in particular. Like, yeah, girls in general have been on my mind. I've been very confused about that. But maybe it had nothing to do with anyone else. Maybe it was just you, and I didn't realize what all my jumble of emotions meant."
I trembled and had to move before I fell over. I sank to my knees right next to Kara, looking deep in her eyes. It had the effect of allowing her some returned self-control as I curled my naked body up and hid parts of it. For the moment, I wasn't interested in teasing her further anyway.
"Kara... you really think that?"
"I've been thinking a lot about it, and yeah, that's the best I can come up with." She reached out and gently touched my cheek. "I missed you, Triss. I was looking for love. Moving on with my life. Doing what people do. It took coming back to realize maybe... maybe I had something here that I shouldn't have left." She swallowed. "Or... or maybe I needed to leave for longer."
"Don't say that."
"For our own good."
"Fuck our own good. I'm happy you came back, Kara."
"I know. Me too. Doesn't mean it's good for us."
Kara caressed my cheek. It was my turn to melt and be hypnotized. Just that simple touch, coming from my sister, the two of us so close together, and so very awkward.
"I used to miss you so bad too," I whispered. "When you were first gone. I'd forget sometimes, and I'd be so excited to tell you something, and then I'd remember I had to text or call if I wanted to share. I couldn't just flounce into your room and drop on your bed and share dramatic details of my life."
"I miss that too," Kara said. "I'd laugh sometimes, but I always loved how you'd share stuff like that. Such an angsty teenager, as were we all, but you never shut me out."
"I never wanted to shut you out."
"I know. I'm sorry I left."
I shook my head, tears starting to well up. "I think maybe it had to happen, or we wouldn't have realized."
"Yeah, maybe. I can be sorry for something even if it was the right choice."
"Ok."
I swiped clumsily at a tear running down my cheek. Kara smiled tenderly and got one on the other side for me. She was so beautiful and so loving, making me feel such a bursting of emotion in my heart.
I move closer, so slow that she could have moved at any time if she wanted. She didn't. Just stayed where she was, watching me, waiting, just as breathless as I was. Her eyes widened as I closed the gap, her lips open just enough for a soft pant.
The first contact was electric, the meeting of our mouths. I kissed my sister, impulsive and controlled all at once. That control vanished as soon as we met, though. Just gone into the aether like it never existed.
For one glorious moment we were connected in a loving kiss, the like of which I'd never before known. Not with any boy or girl ever. Just Kara, just now.
I quickly grew embarrassed that I was naked for it. For our first kiss. I rued my teasing of my sister. It seemed so laughable and gauche in hindsight. But as with certain other regrets... perhaps necessary.
Kara didn't mind my nudity. As we pulled apart, searching each other's eyes for clues on how to feel, her gaze dipped down my body, and she smiled at the sight of me.
"That was a good kiss," she said.
"Thanks. I try."
"Do you think... maybe... we could have another?"
I blushed furiously warm. "I think we could," I said, my voice cracking painfully.
Kara kissed me, and again I trembled and wobbled, even down on my knees already. I liked kissing her, and certainly wanted to do it again, but her kissing me had a more physical effect on me. An effect I couldn't control.
"This is nice," Kara whispered.
"Very," I agreed. "But I might fall over soon."
"Oh?"
"My legs aren't cooperating."
"Sorry to hear that."
"I don't think you are."
"No, you're right. It's very cute. Hard to be sorry about that."
Kara helped lower me backward onto the grass. My lack of stability couldn't hurt from that position.
She didn't follow me right away. She stayed where she was, and only let her gaze travel over me, up and down, exploring my fully nude and well tanned form.
My nudity left me so very vulnerable, but I didn't mind it. I could be vulnerable for Kara. It made me all squishy inside to try and guess what she was thinking about me, and what she might do.
I wondered if she could see how wet I was. If she'd know how turned on she'd made me without deliberately meaning to do so. It was such a back and forth between us, taking it in turns to make each other helpless and crazy, or sometimes even doing it simultaneously.



"God, Triss," Kara said, staring hungrily at me.
"Well... you got me where you want me," I said in a small voice.
"You think on your back is where I want you?"
"... yes."
"Just how bad do you think I am that I'd take advantage of my baby sister like that?"
My eyes widened and hope pounded in my chest. "You're gonna take advantage of me?"
"I implied the exact opposite."
"Technically, maybe. But if you didn't wanna do something, you wouldn't have even suggested it."
"Triss, I'm trying really hard to be good."
I frowned at my big sis, endeavouring to look as cute and appetizing as possible at the same time. "What if I asked really nicely for you not to be good?"
"... how nicely?"
"Pretty please?"
"Grrr, Triss...."
Kara was on me before I could persuade her further. She dove toward my face, stopping only inches away, then slowly kissing me. I could get used to those kisses. Could become a quick, hopeless addict.
I'd had lewder kisses, sure. Deeper, firmer, tongue-ier. None more loving and passionate though. None from someone whom I adored, trusted, and cherished like I did Kara. The difference was so painfully obvious to me now that it kind of bugged me how long I hadn't realized. I felt such a fool. My self-chastisement was eased by Kara's continued tactical application of her lips and conveyance of emotion.
"I can't believe you just got naked like that for me," Kara murmured between kisses.
"I'd do lots more for you," I said.
"Yeah I bet you would. What am I supposed to do now?"
"... anything you want?"
"Oh Triss, you oughtn't to say things like that."
"Why not?"
"Someone might take you up on them."
I shrugged. "It's ok. I've only said it to you. And if you want to do stuff... that'd be nice."
"You make it very difficult to be a responsible big sister."
I smiled brightly. "Glad to hear it."
Kara growled deep in her throat, a sound that sent the most exquisite shivers through me. She was eyeing me like prey, and she already had me pinned to the ground, helpless beneath her. She could take what she wanted, and had the look of seriously considering it.
"I really hope you don't regret this," she said in a low voice.
"Why would I--"
Kara interrupted me with another kiss, then she was moving. I watched bemusedly at first as she crawled backward, then with increasing awe and anticipation. The direction she was moving suggested some terribly naughty things to my horny mind.
Her imagination had to have been in the same area, as she stopped at my breasts and gave them some attention, kissing and gently sucking on them before moving on again. It was a briefer affair than I liked, but I didn't dare protest just yet. Not until I figured out her goal.
"Where ya goin' Kara?" I asked.
She ignored me, kissing a line down my tummy, straight for my pussy.
"Kara?" I tried again, my voice squeaking embarrassingly.
Her kisses got slower as she closed in, her lips dragging across sensitive skin and giving me goosebumps. Her eyes flicked up at me, just briefly, only for a second, before she kissed the very top of my wet little slit.
I gasped and lay back, unable to watched for a moment. Kara gave me more kisses all around and even square on little pussy. Sister kisses just for me, in about the naughtiest place she could have picked. Which was, I assumed, her intent. She'd warned me. I couldn't say she hadn't.
A smile curled on my lips. I arched my back slightly, pressing my hips up toward Kara. She pushed them back down again, holding me down, spread and accessible to her. Her temporary plaything. A role I was overjoyed to play for her. Horniness and love coming together into a single beautiful emotion.
"You're kissing my pusssyyy," I whined, as though somehow Kara didn't already know.
"I told you," she said quietly.
"This is what you wanted?"
Kara rubbed her thumb over my slit, then kissed it again. "It really is," she purred. "If you want me to stop, you better say so."
"Why would I ever want you to stop?"
"Unf. Triss...."
Kara trailed off, and proceeded to give me lots more kisses. Sometimes soft and light, sometimes deep and teasing me with her tongue. She wasn't quite licking me, nor trying to wriggle inside, though I would have been ok with either or both. Mostly she was just showing an excess of affection for my wet pussy, and I loved every second of it.
It was so insane. That I'd seduced my sister like this. Or she'd seduced me. Or we'd gotten each other. Whatever the reality was, it was crazy and wonderful all at once.
Kara's finger pressed against me. Again I arched and lifted my hips, and again she firmly held me down where she wanted me. She rubbed her finger up and down, then slowly sneaked it inside me.
Close behind her fingering, Kara located my clit with her tongue and started gently teasing it. If anything, though, she sucked on it more than she licked. I wasn't used to that particular sensation, let alone when combined with other wonderful things, and I quite loved it. It was a focused, tactical assault on my pussy, and it sent the most wondrous pleasure all through me.
"Karaaa," I whined.
Her eyes flicked up toward me, but that was it. She was busy. Wasn't going to respond to me.
A second finger slipped inside me, the pair of them wiggling within me, trying to locate a sufficiently sensitive area. I let Kara know by moaning when she'd found my g-spot. I'd messed around it with it occasionally, but never had anyone else seek it out, let alone on their first time down there.
Advantages of being with another girl? Or something more directly related to my sister? We'd never really had discussions about what we did while masturbating, nor what we liked in bed with someone else. Now I was curious.
Curious as I might have been, though, I felt it far more important to let Kara just keep doing what she was doing. She provided me a sisterly pleasure unmatched by my experiences so far, and I loved her for it, so very much.
"You're gonna make me cuuummm," I whimpered.
Kara grunted and lost her rhythm, but only for a second. I shut up so as not to disturb her again, letting her keep going, keep doing those wonderful things to me, sucking and fingering, making me so wet and building me toward climax.
I squirted on her face. I actually did. I couldn't have warned her, since I didn't expect it any more than she did. I lost control of my body, felt myself gripped by shivers and tension not my own, and had just enough time to think about panicking before I experienced the most wondrous release.
Kara caught a faceful of it. I absolutely drenched her. I would have laughed had I not been so busy moaning and clenching, grasping at the lawn beneath me, overwhelmed by pleasure ripping through me. All inside me were pleasant tingles and sexual warmth, my whole body an orgasm for a few glorious seconds.
I rolled on my side as soon as I was able, still recovering from what had just happened. Kara sat up on her knees, bemusedly swiping at her face and the juices covering it.
"Holy shit, Triss," she said softly. "I didn't know you were gonna do that."
"Neither did I," I croaked. "Where the hell you learn to eat pussy like that anyway?"
Kara shrugged, clearly pleased with herself. "I know what I like. I thought maybe you'd like it too."
"Well you were right."
Kara lay down next to me, slinking right up behind me. I stayed curled on my side and let her insinuate herself about me, wrapping me in her arms, nuzzling at my shoulder from behind. I slowly relaxed and pressed myself back against her, taking comfort in her warmth and tenderness.
Her touch was so gentle. Like she was afraid she'd broken me. Which wasn't far off, really. But I felt myself grow stronger with every small kiss and caress, healed by my sister's love.
"We'll have to get some fluids in you," Kara said. "Don't want you dehydrating."
"Dehydrating?"
"From squirting so hard."
"Pff, it wasn't that much."
"Beg to differ. I was the one with it all over my face."
"Still, though." I squirmed, feeling energy returning, and enjoying the sensation of rubbing against Kara. "Could I... maybe... try eating you?"
Kara giggled and kissed me behind my ear, making me flinch and squirm even more as she tickled me with her lips and hair.
"Not just now, I think," she said.
"But later?"
"Maybe."
"... why not now?"
"Because, dear sister, I have way too many feelings going on at the moment, and I'm likely to burst if you do anything too wonderful to me."
"Sounds fine to me."
"I'm sure it does."
"... but you're not gonna let me?"
"Not yet."
"Mean."
Kara sighed. "A big sister has to make difficult choices sometimes."
"Oh boo, don't bring age into this. We're both adults."
"But I'll always be your big sis."
I pouted, feeling a mixture of annoyance and chafing at her claim of authority, plus a happy warmth that she was, indeed, my beloved sister and always would be. They were feelings I'd had many times in my life in regard to Kara, but never so strongly, and never mixed in quite the same way.
"Well... as long as you cuddle me good," I relented.
"I have every intention of doing just that," Kara assured me.
I nodded and let it drop.
Kara's cuddles were worth it, I had to admit. She was so lovely and warm against me, almost too warm with the sun raining down upon as at the same time. Regardless, I huddled to her warmth as I might around a fire on a cold winter day.
She danced her fingers lightly around my body, not trying to tease or arouse me, but just playing and feeling. Her breath was ever present on my neck or shoulder, and her kisses came at sporadic intervals, sometimes tickling, sometimes making me sigh and melt just a little more.
"I love this," I said with perfect contentment. "I love you."
Kara was quiet for a moment, then another feather-soft kiss graced my shoulder. "I love you too, Triss. I don't want to ever leave you again."
"Agreed."
****
"I forgot to mention earlier," Kara said. "I got a call. My tests are negative, and I'm officially out of isolation."
I grinned. "Glad to hear it. But I'm not done isolating with you yet."
"No, I'm sure you aren't."
Kara eyes me up and down. She still wore her bikini, I hadn't put mine back on since removing it in the first place. Kara couldn't stop checking me out, and I thrilled at the attention every single time.
"I just thought you might want to spend some time with your friends," Kara said. "Since I kinda interrupted your plans and all."
"Hm, yeah, I think probably I will," I said. "But... how am I supposed to tear myself away?"
Kara rolled her eyes. "You act so smitten."
"I am smitten."
"You've known me forever."
"Mmm, but not like this. Never like this."
Kara tried to look serious. "If I eat your pussy again, will you go play with your friends?"
"If you eat my pussy again I might never leave your side."
She sighed. "You're impossible."
"I'm in love."
I darted in and kissed Kara, making her blush so very cutely.
"We can't just spend all our time together," she said, still valiantly trying to be sensible. "We have to live our lives. Summer will only last so long, then you're back to uni, and I... well, I have to figure out what the hell I'm doing."
I clasped my hands to my heart as though wounded. "Ah, no, do not speak of such things. Why would want to think of reality when you could have me instead?"
Kara tilted her head. "I intend to have both," she said in a low tone of primal finality.
My turn to blush and more. My legs trembled, and I stepped to Kara out of necessity, needing her for balance. It was at the same time an excellent excuse to get my hands on her, slipping my arms around her neck and pulling her in for another, longer kiss.
"I like you with no clothes on," Kara said, running her hands down to my butt and giving it a good squeeze.
"You should make up your mind whether you're trying to romance me or seduce me," I said.
"Neither. Both." Kara shrugged. "Whatever seems best at the time."
"I might be serious about never leaving your side."
"Luckily I'm even more serious about us still having lives outside of each other."
"Unnecessary!"
"Triss, darling, you either make plans with your friends, or you shan't find my tongue on your clit again any time soon."
My eyes widened in true horror. "You're bluffing!"
"Most likely. But can you take the chance?"
"... no."
****
I crawled in bed with Kara that night. I couldn't resist. It just felt like it needed to happen. She wasn't at all surprised at me sneaking in with her.
"You know what's funny?" Kara asked.
"What?"
"Before you got here, I was just thinking about when you used to come sleep with me sometimes. Way back. When you didn't want to be alone at night."
"Oh yeah. I did used to do that," I said thoughtfully. "Not usually naked though."
"No, not so much."
"... how come you're not naked?"
"Oh Triss, you'll get me naked sooner or later. Don't worry."
"How about sooner?"
Kara booped my nose. "Behave yourself, or I'll kick you right back out of bed."
"No really though. You like me being naked."
"Love it."
"And you liked licking my pussy."
"Mmhm."
"So--"
"I'm sorry, Triss. I know what you want. I understand it. But I need to be comfortable with it too. And some stuff is gonna take a little longer than other stuff. It's not really rational, it's just what it is."
"Oh. Ok. That makes sense. Can I still try my best to seduce you?"
"Yes please."
"Good."
I kissed Kara, refraining from taking it any further than that, despite being so close and intimate in her bed. I could behave myself to some extent. If I had to.
"I'm gonna hang with my friends for a bit tomorrow," I said.
"Good girl."
"What about you?"
"What about me?"
"Have you seen your friends yet?"
Kara snorted. "Turning the tables on me, are you?"
"Mmhm!"
"Well... maybe I'll send some texts tomorrow. Not even totally sure who's all around right now."
"Good idea."
"... Triss?"
"Hm?"
"I think I might find it really hard falling asleep next to you."
I smiled invisibly in the dark. "Yeah. Same."
****
It felt almost weird being dressed normally again. It couldn't really have been that long since Kara had come home, but since she had I'd spent a majority of my time showing off a scandalous amount of skin. And even before that there had been a lot of barely clothed tanning in my life.
Hanging with my friends was a good excuse to exercise some temporary modesty, which I appreciated if only because it would heighten the experience of stripping off for my sister next time.
"Ugh, I'm so jealous of your tan," Rey complained. "What do you do, like, nothing but lying in the sun?"
I laughed. "An awful lot of it, yeah."
"Living the dream, huh?"
"That's me," I said, casually flipping my hair. "Life of luxury."
"You joke," Kathy said. "But I mean... really though. Some of us still have responsibilities out in the world."
"You poor darlings," I said, making big, sympathetic eyes.
As anticipated, I got some playful jeers for my efforts. I laughed them off just as easily as I would have any other time. Perhaps more so, because no matter what any of them said or thought, I had a wonderful secret that was more important than any friendly teasing could ever hope to match.
The subject turned away from me and my tan shortly enough anyway. I let the conversation flow around me, aware of Jess sneaking small, appraising peeks at me from time to time. I needed to talk to her at some point, about us hooking up and everything, but didn't want to force it and make it look like a whole thing.
I really wanted to ensure we were cool, though. I was like ninety-five percent sure we were ok, but the remaining five were a few too many percents to comfortably leave dangling like that.
It seemed Jess was thinking much the same thing. She got to the subject before I could, at the very first opportunity we had for a semi-private conversation.
"Hey, so things are ok, right?" she asked.
"Yeah, of course," I said, not needing to ask what she meant. "I was gonna ask you that."
"I mean, I just didn't have a chance to see you, and--"
"It was only 'cause Kara came home. I wasn't avoiding you or anything."
Jess nodded and brushed her hair behind her ear. "That's what I thought. Just... I got nervous. Overthinking it, I think. I... I kinda took advantage a little, sorta, and--"
"You didn't."
"I did though. You're my friend, I don't want to--"
"Hey," I said firmly. "It was both of us. You didn't make me do anything I didn't want to. Yes, sure, we were kind of drunk, and we probably wouldn't have done anything otherwise, but it's not on you."
Jess fidgeted awkwardly. "I kinda feel like it is. Even if it isn't. Just... I feel like I maybe used you a little. 'Cause I had some stuff to figure out. It wasn't a fair thing to do."
"Stuff?"
"Yeah, like... shit, I haven't really figured it out yet still, but... Triss, I think I'm probably bi."
"Oh." I smiled cautiously. "Well that's cool."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Ok. Thanks. I mean, I'm not sure about anything yet...."
"I think maybe you are, but you're just worried about it. What it means. How you're gonna tell everyone."
Jess bit her lip. "You think?"
"I mean, I think I know you pretty well after all these years."
"True. You're probably right. It's, uh, not something I want spread around right now."
"No, jeez, of course not, Jess. That's for you to say when you want. I won't tell. Though I mean, Kathy and Rey probably suspect some. And I did kinda tell Kara already that we hooked up that once."
Jess flushed. "Yeah, that's fine. I've, uh, talked a little with Kathy and Rey already too. You three all pretty much know the same stuff. I just... I gotta work on it some more still. And I think I probably still like guys more. So, uh... yeah."
I nodded. "I gotcha."
"I should have found someone else to experiment with if I was gonna do it though," Jess said. "I really--"
"Oh hush. It was good for me too," I said. "We both learned stuff about ourselves. And personally, I think I'm much happier it was you than some rando."
"... what did you learn?"
"Same as you, more or less."
"You're... bi?"
"I think so? I haven't really thought about it terms of labels, but... yeah. There's a girl I really like, and I may not have realized if not for you. So it really truly is all good."
Jess peered at me sharply, almost worried. "Not... not me?" she asked anxiously. "Is it?"
I laughed softly. "No, Jess, not you. I promise. I really meant a girl. A different one. I wasn't being coy. Well... not about you anyway."
"Who?" Jess insisted.
"That I can't tell you right now."
"Aw come on."
"Nope, I really can't. I probably shouldn't have said anything at all, but I wanted you to stop apologizing."
"You know I'll find out," Jess vowed. "Somehow or other."
"Yeah, I know, you'll enlist Kathy and Rey and pester me endlessly until I tell." I smirked. "But I'm enraptured by something more powerful than annoying friends for now, and I really don't think you'll get anywhere."
"Well... why won't you say? Is it someone we know?"
I sighed. "You know all the same people I do, Jess. So yeah, it is. But I'm not telling. It's new and wonderful, and I don't need anyone sticking their noses in just yet."
"Oh. Well... ok then. I'd be cool about it though, I promise."
"I doubt that somehow."
"I would though."
I fell back on my inner thoughts of Kara as Jess continued to pry, at times subtly, and at times very overtly prying. Kathy and Rey were no help. They were just as curious about my new sweetheart, who must remain unknown to them.



It was nice that none of them offered the slightest objection to me being with a girl. I don't think it even occurred to any of them to raise concerns on the subject. Maybe just because everyone by now had to know about Jess and I hooking up, but I think more so because they just really wouldn't mind who I was with, if only I'd share juicy details. My silence on the subject was of more consternation to them than any particular gender preference.
I supposed I'd probably be the same with any of them. I'd be supportive of their decisions, but I'd certainly want to be privy to details in exchange. Perhaps it was unfair of me not to say anything when I thought of it that way, but on the other hand I wasn't sure how far friendship extended when it came to dating siblings. Nor would it be fair to Kara to let that information slip without consulting her.
I actually got a little concerned the more I thought about it. Was what Kara and I had even something we could share? It was another case of not having stopped to think about labels, but we were technically being rather incestuous. A legally and morally questionable affair. But... it didn't feel that way to me. It didn't feel at all like something that we should have to hide, and that would be the subject of scorn and derision.
Those thoughts more than anything left me full of confusion and turmoil after a while. My poor friends sensed my distress, and assumed their prying was the cause of it, so at least they changed the subject firmly away from my love life afterward.
****
"Kara?"
"Yes, Triss?"
"I'm glad I went to see my friends today."
"Glad to hear it."
"You were right. We need to spend some time apart."
"I feel a but coming," Kara said, reaching to fondle my bum with expert timing as she spoke.
"Very funny," I said. "But yes."
I was lying on my back, head in Kara's lap. Groping my butt was a bit of a stretch for her in our current position, and she soon returned to toying with my hair, caressing my face, and sneaking under my shirt.
"It got me thinking," I said, trying my best not to get distracted by my sister's wandering hands. "Are we... is us being together... is it bad?"
"We knew it was bad going in," Kara said softly. "You can't tell me now you didn't know this was... questionable. So very questionable."
"No, I know. But it was, like, playful bad. Now I wonder if it's serious bad. Like... the kind of thing I can't even tell my friends about."
"Do you want to tell them?"
"Kinda, yeah. But I didn't want to do it without talking to you."
Kara sighed. "I wish I had an easy answer, Triss. I really do. I've been wondering much the same things, you know. About if I could ever tell my friends. Or whether we can tell Mom and Dad."
"And?"
"And I don't know. I don't want to ruin everything by telling people. It's... it's not the sort of thing people do."
"It isn't, is it?" I said morosely. "Sisters don't fall for each other."
"Not often," Kara said. "Not that you hear about."
"... I'm scared they wouldn't understand."
"Your friends? Or our parents? Or... everyone else?"
"Yes. Yes to any of them. I got thinking about how nice it was that no one blinked an eye about me being with a girl. But then I got sad because I didn't dare tell them just what kind of girl she was."
"Ah."
"And I want to. I really do."
Kara held my cheek in her hand, gazing at me with such comforting adoration. "I support you," she said. "Whatever you decide. I don't think your friends would reject you over it, but it's your decision."
I nodded. "Thanks. It'd probably be ok, huh?"
"I expect so. But... who can say anything for sure?"
"Yeah."
****
I tanned naked again the next day, showing off for Kara of course. It worked very nicely, and I had her between my legs and eating me out even faster than I expected.
A girl could get used to this sort of treatment.
Kara made me cum, then lay right where she was looking up at me with cat-like satisfaction. After admiring my happy, dreamy face for a moment, she crawled up my body, kissing her way along my naked, sun-kissed skin.
"You're all mine," she informed me possessively as she cuddled up with me on a lounger really not made for two.
"I am," I agreed. I stroked Kara's cheek. "But you're mine too. Just wait till I get some ambition back, I'm gonna lick you so good."
"Nooo, just cuddles."
I frowned. "It's my turn," I insisted. "I get to lick you. It's only fair."
"I'm not ready."
"What? But... but...."
"Just cuddles," Kara repeated and snuggled against me again.
It was hard to argue with her. She was nearly as naked as I was, going topless but still wearing her bikini bottoms. Having her all warmly up against me like that was extremely difficult to fight against.
I didn't want to make Kara uncomfortable at all. If she wasn't ready, then she wasn't ready. But it bugged me that I didn't get to taste her.
I could still work on getting her fully undressed, though. When we split up for more tanning, I 'helped' her with some sunscreen, and used the process of rubbing her down as an excuse to untie her bottoms, spiriting them away before she could protest. She rolled her eyes at me, but my hands all over her body were having the desired effect, and she didn't say anything about it.
She did, rather delightfully, give me one of her very cutest blushes as I admired her nude form. I practically salivated over her pretty little pussy, wanting to get my mouth on it, but restraining myself with the patience of a goddess.
My hands wandered a little too close to Kara's naughty area, and she eventually rolled over on to her tummy to protect herself. What she didn't seem to realize what that giving me such access to her booty was just as dangerous, if not more so, since I hadn't explicitly been warned off of it.
"You got such a nice butt," I said, happily massaging Kara's ass.
"Gee thanks."
"I mean it."
"Yeah, but you're a horny little thing right now. Don't think I don't know."
"You ate me out not so long ago," I said. "So... I'm not the only one."
Kara squirmed. "That should have calmed you down."
"It did. For a bit. That wasn't going to last forever, you know."
"Not even a full hour," Kara grumbled.
"Better eat me out twice next time."
"I just might have to."
I played some more, seeing what Kara would let me get away with. She still acted shy and reluctant, but she started to loosen up for me and I was pretty sure I could get her horny enough to let me do more.
"That's my butthole!" Kara protested as I tested her.
"I know," I said. "It's so cute and little."
"You can't touch it."
"I think I can, actually."
"Nooo."
I might have paid more attention to Kara's protests if she hadn't been lifting her hips up toward me, reacting to my naughty touches by presenting her ass more lewdly and accessibly to me.
It didn't make much sense to me that she'd let me at her bum so much more easily than her pussy, and maybe it didn't make sense to her either, hence her token protests. It worked for me, at any rate. I teased Kara more, fingered her little bumhole, and watched her lift her butt more and more for me.
"I'm gonna kiss your butthole," I said, curious as to what Kara's reaction would be.
"Trissss! That's naughty!"
"Yeah. That's kinda the point."
I brushed my thumb back and forth over Kara's asshole while she squirmed beneath my touch.
"Well do it then," she finally said in a husky voice.
"Just like that?"
"Don't be a tease."
"I'm not. I'm gonna do it."
"So do it!"
I grinned evilly, spread Kara's butt cheeks, and buried my face in her booty. I planted a kiss right square one her tight hole, as promised, but couldn't resist doing more than that.
I kept kissing, testing, and teasing. I started using my tongue for some longer, deeper, sloppier kissing. Every little bit of it made Kara go crazy.
Privately, not that I wanted to admit it to my sister, I'd never played with someone's ass like this before. It was all new to me, and I really didn't know what I was doing. I was enamoured by it, though, and that counted for a lot. That and Kara appreciating everything about what I was doing. Maybe for the physical sensation of it, or maybe for the sexiness of having her little sister tongue-deep in her bum. Both were valid reasons to get excited.
"Oh god, Triss," Kara moaned.
I had to keep adjusting my position, because Kara kept lifting her butt until she had her knees firmly under her. It was a far more wanton and horny pose from my big sis than anything I'd ever seen out of her before. And all because of little ol' me.
I couldn't take the time to lean back and admire the view, much as I wanted to. I was far too busy delving into Kara's ass, trying vainly to lick my way right up inside her. I was slightly embarrassed at my own enthusiasm, and how easy it was to lose control. Luckily Kara was as deeply enthralled as I was, and only seemed to enjoy my puppy-like licking.
"Triss... my pussy," Kara croaked.
"Hm?" I mumbled, not wanting to part from Kara's bum.
"Rub it. Please."
I could have swooned at my sister's begging voice. No time for theatrics though, I had a job to do.
I sacrificed a hand from the task of spreading and caressing Kara's booty for the sake of reaching around to her pussy. I struggled to find a comfortable way to do everything at once, but Kara's desperation made me do my level best.
My first few attempts were amateurish and fumbling. I wouldn't have known it from the way Kara reacted, but I could recognize my own lack of skill in the matter. It took some time to settle in and feel like I was living up to my potential, and by then Kara was whimpering and trembling, threatening to cum before I could direct her there on my own schedule.
I gave in and let it happen. Kara was going to cum, and she wanted me to do it for her. My more grandiose visions of tactically reducing her to a gooey, quivering mess of a sister had to go. There would, hopefully, be chances to try again after this. Especially if I did a passable job in the moment.
Kara exploded hard. She didn't actually squirt like I had, but she shook and collapsed, moaned incoherently, and curled up tight after while she recovered. I admired the process as much as I could while trying to keep stimulating her. She eventually shoved my face away and I got to sit back and just watch her deal with the overload.
I had been absolutely adoring Kara's cute and vulnerable moments lately, and this was one of the very best yet. All caused by me, which made it even better.
"Don't look at me like that," Kara mumbled.
"Like what?"
"Like you're so in love with me."
"Ah, but it would be impossible not to look like that right now," I said.
Kara's cheeks flushed and she curled up tighter. "I can't handle it."
"You have no choice."
I squirmed my way down next to Kara, attempting my very best to cuddle her.
"Pff, hey, there's no room," she said.
"Sure there is. Just scooch over."
"There's nowhere to scooch!"
Kara started to giggle and wrestle me away while I tried to settle. Pretty soon the both of us were laughing and messing around in very childish manner, except for being all naked and into each other.
We fell over on the lawn, and I managed to land mostly on top, so I pinned Kara down. She gave in and let me hold her down and kiss her, then eventually curl up atop her.
I could feel Kara relaxing beneath me, soothed by my intimate presence. She eventually started gently stroking and caressing me, and playing with my hair. I murmured happily and shifted my head near her boobies for maximum personal comfort and enjoyment.
"Triss?"
"Hm?"
"I didn't know that's what I needed, but thank you."
I smiled. "Sometimes a girl just needs her butthole eaten, I guess."
"You joke, but... yeah. I didn't want to get into it. I had some hangups. I mean I still have them, but I think it's a little better now."
"What kind of hangups?"
"With pussy eating, in particular."
"But why?"
Kara sighed. "Because Tom got to be a bit of a dick about it. Especially toward the end. It got so I'd have to ask for him to even think about licking me, and a lot of the time he still just wouldn't. I know it's not rational, but I didn't want to ask you to--"
"I was practically begging!" I protested.
"I know. I said it wasn't rational. I just... I thought about you between my legs, and I'd get all anxious inside, and I didn't want that feeling. Not with you."
"Oh."
"But my butt... no one's done that to me before."
"First for me too," I admitted.
"I... I really liked it. And once you got me going, it was way easier to let you play with my pussy."
"Think I could lick it too next time?"
"Maybe," Kara said. "Work me up to it."
"That I can do," I promised happily.
****
I crawled into bed with Kara again that night. Of course I did. How could I stay away?
To my delight, we were both naked this time. I didn't take advantage of my sister's unclothed state, other than benefiting from nude sisterly snuggles, which were more than enough for me.
We fell asleep in each other's arms, the very best way of all to spend the night.
Sleeping together became a pattern for us. We didn't want to sleep alone anymore. The first time Kara shyly came to my room while I was still getting ready for bed was an absolute thrill and delight for me. Seeing her sneaking into my room all naked and cute, and very much needing to be with me. It made my love for her swell all that much more.
I slowly eased Kara into greater comfort with her own body, and specifically me doing things to it. Lovely, sexy things. I understood her hangups to some extent, not to mention this whole sisterly love thing being new to the both of us.
Kara felt much more free to explore my body; licking, kissing, and caressing anywhere she so desired. I very much appreciated her attentions. My playing with her butthole got plenty of reciprocation, though I think she still preferred my pussy much of the time, claiming it was cute and delicious.
More important than the sex, though, was our vastly increased intimacy. I wouldn't have minded going days without sex as long as I got to be with my Kara, close and happy together.
"It's a good thing you came back," I whispered to her in bed one night. "Or I never would have realized how much I needed you."
"Sometimes you just can't see these things clearly," Kara whispered back.
We held hands under the covers, staring wistfully at each other in the dark.
"I was always meant to have you in my life," I said.
"We were meant to have each other," Kara said, correcting my statement.
"That too."
"Triss?"
"Yeah?"
"I... never mind."
"What? No, tell me."
"It just seems silly."
"I don't think it will," I insisted. "You can tell me. Even if it is silly."
"... you know how you almost told your friends about us?"
"Mmhm."
"I just wonder... maybe we should do that. My friends too. Let them know."
I grinned slowly. "You wanna be official?"
"It would be better to hide, I know, but--"
"I don't think it would." I located Kara's lips with my fingers, then moved in for a deep, reassuring kiss. "I want people to know too," I said softly. "I want to be able to love you. Summer won't last forever, you know."
"No. It won't," Kara said sadly. "We won't have this magical paradise forever."
"I've never been a magical paradise before."
Kara stroked my fair fondly. "The situation is a paradise. Not you specifically." She paused. "Although...."
"Parts of me are, huh?" I teased.
"All of you is. I take back my statement. You're a goddamn paradise, Triss."
I blushed and couldn't think of anything else to say to that. I made do with making Kara roll over her and spooning her just as adoringly as a little sister ever could for her beloved big sis. It said more than my words could.
****
I breathed deeply in the salt air. "Ah, haven't been to the beach in forever, feels like," I said.
Kara beside me gave me a quizzical look. "Would have thought it would be a great place for you working on your tan."
"It would," I agreed. "But we weren't supposed to go to beaches and parks and stuff for a while, and it just seemed like such a lot of bother even when they opened again. All this trying to stay apart from other people and stuff."
"I suppose."
"Good place for meeting friends though," I said happily, slipping my hand into Kara's. "And it doesn't look too busy today."
"Lucky us," Kara said, squeezing my hand. "You ready?"
"No. But it's not going to get any better if we wait."
"We could just be sisters today, you know. If we wanted."
I looked at Kara, measuring our mutual apprehension. "No," I said slowly. "No, let's do it. I want to do it."
"Me too," Kara said, adjusting her grip on my hand.
Between the two of us, our palms were already sweaty and slippery. We moved together for a quick, reassuring kiss, then marched off together, each carrying our stuff in our free hand.
Jess, Kathy, and Rey were coming, as were Brooke and Amy, two of Kara's friends. Kara and I weren't the first or last to arrive, so some of our friends saw us walk up holding hands, and some didn't.
No one commented on it though, which just made the eventual reveal slightly more nerve-wracking. I got a few compliments on my tanned bikini-goddess appearance, though, as well as an envious look or two. Preening in the attention helped keep me from worrying too hard, which was nice.
Jess was the most obvious about actually checking me out, and just gave me an approving nod when I made eye contact. I smiled shyly back and held a little tighter to Kara for a moment. All of a sudden I was fearful that my brief encounter with Jess would be an impediment, even if that was silly. We'd talked it through already. Neither of us wanted anything more with the other, and I had someone else to occupy my affections anyway.
All invited parties were soon accounted for, and we all claimed a little spot of sand next to each other, spreading out towels and playfully arguing about who was getting the best spots.
Unable to handle the quiet tension inside myself that I didn't know how to get rid of, I was the one to first push for a quick swim. Kara was right behind me, as were the rest of the girls in a scattered, disorganized line behind us.
I splashed clumsily into the water, shrieking at the sudden cold of it, but then laughing and continuing to submerge myself. Kara caught up with me and tackled me into the water before I could actually dunk myself under my own power.
I warmed immediately at my sister's touch, her body pressing wet and slippery to mine. Whilst under the water and temporarily invisible, she sneaked a kiss from me. It wasn't a great kiss physically, but the meaning behind it was much appreciated.
Our friends remained scattered as we surfaced together. Some dared the full water relatively quickly, and others stood shivering and whining in the more shallow area. Kara and I held hands beneath the water and taunted the bigger wusses until they gave in and properly dove underwater too.
The whole group of us stayed in the water a little while. There was some lazy swimming, a bit of childish splashing, and some just relaxing. I floated on my back for a time and just watched clouds go by, until Kara came along and tackled me underwater again. She paid me in even more sneaky kisses, and I really felt like I could get used to that sort of thing. The thrill of getting away with it while so close to other people thrilled me tremendously.
"Ok, I gotta go warm up again," Rey said, giving in first.
She started a slow mass exodus of the water. I couldn't protest, as I was also feeling the chill by then, and that was even with Kara warming me up.



Kara and I walked hand in hand again back to our towels and settled down together. Throwing caution to the wind, I draped myself dramatically down in the sand with my head across Kara's lap. I closed my eyes so as not to have to see anyone's reaction to my choice of pillow.
"Heh, you two are super cute together today," Brooke teased Kara.
"I've been away a while," Kara said airily as though it explained our closeness. "We've had to make up some quality time."
She started gently toying with my wet hair. I smiled and kept my eyes closed. My heart wasn't quite pounding, but it was definitely beating harder in my chest. I halfway wondered if I dared give Kara a quick kiss with everyone watching, but I most certainly didn't have that obvious a display in me at the moment.
"I think it's nice," Kathy said. "I don't get along nearly so well with my sister."
"My brother's a bit of an ass," Amy agreed lazily. "Well, I mean, he's fun most of the time." She sighed. "Siblings, am I right?"
A few agreements rose, and a few disagreements and points of discussion. Kara and I stayed mostly out of it. I could feel her tensing, the way she wound strands of my hair around her finger, or her barely audible breathing reached my ears. I knew how she was feeling.
I cracked my eyes open, looked straight up at Kara, and gave her an adoring, encouraging smile. I was here for her, whatever happened, however this discussion went.
While I still had my eyes open, I flicked my gaze around just quickly. The only person I immediately noticed paying any attention was Jess, who had an odd, bemused look on her face. She couldn't have guessed already, could she? If anyone would, she would. She was the one I'd come closest to telling about Kara.
I closed my eyes again and tried not to fret. The sun was warm, we were surrounded by friends, and I had my Kara giving me attention. It was a wonderful time no matter how many secrets I might theoretically carry.
I was so very contented, and felt no particular urge to move. Even well after I'd dried off in the sun. Kara kept casually petting me, not wanting to move either.
"You know I'll need my legs back at some point," she said.
"Enh, I'd argue the point," I said.
"Yes, well, you would."
I didn't budge at all when some of us went for a second dip in the water, nor when snacks and drinks came out. Luckily Kara looked after me and fed me little bits of snack right where I was. She struggled more with helping me drink without making me sit up first, and we just laughed as she spilled water over my face a couple times.
I could tell our friends were getting suspicious of my adamant closeness with my sister. We were going to force some kind of conversation the way Kara and I were behaving. But I kind of dozed off before any action had to be taken one way or another.
I didn't think I was out very long, though it was hard to say for sure. Upon returning to awareness, I stayed quiet with my eyes shut, listening in to a low discussion in progress.
"I'm just saying, it's a little much."
It sounded like Brooke talking, though I didn't so much as crack an eyelid to verify.
"It does seem that way, doesn't it?" Kara agreed, tenderly stroking my hair.
"Like, you were never this close before," Probably-Brooke said. "It's like... I mean I don't want to make it weird, but Triss has the look of being smitten with you or something. Not that that's what it is or anything."
"No, you're right," said a voice I could positively identify as Rey. "The looks you two have been giving each other... I'd have been so happy if my last boyfriend had ever looked at me like that."
It was a difficulty not to squirm and give myself away. Kara must have known I was awake again though. She idly ran a thumb over my cheek and across my lips. Without thinking about it, I gently latched on to her thumb and sucked quietly on it. I could practically see Kara's amused, adoring expression without even having to look.
"I love my sister," Kara said, clearly meaning it with every fibre of her being.
"Well we know that," Rey said.
Some giggling and sandy footsteps approached, and I heard some bodies flop down beside us. Some of the rest of our little outing, I assumed. Was everyone here now? I could check, but I wasn't emotionally prepared just yet. Besides, Kara was still letting me suck on her thumb, and I was easily entertained when it came to her.
"What we all talking about?" Kathy asked, having apparently just returned.
"Nothing," Kara said.
"Triss and Kara," Rey said, nearly as quickly.
"Oh, yeah, is Triss asleep or what?" Kathy asked.
"She's not," Jess said. "She's busy sucking on Kara's thumb."
I flushed immediately and opened my eyes. Kara moved her thumb away but it was probably too late.
"Betrayer," I grumbled.
"Yeah, well... you never told me the girl you fell for was Kara!"
"I wasn't ready," I said.
"And now you are?"
"No. But... I can't help myself." I gazed adoringly up at Kara, who was struggling with embarrassment just as badly as I was. "I love her," I said in a near-whisper.
There was an awkward silence. All our friends staring at Kara and me, unsure what to do. I didn't know what to do either, other than kiss Kara. So that's what I did.
I kissed my sister with all the passion I felt for her, enough to keep the awkwardness at bay for a time. It went on longer than I planned, melting the two of us together, getting just a touch sloppy and tonguey by the end.
"Jeez, break it up you two," Amy finally said, looking even more embarrassed by then than what I felt.
A few more faces had that exact same look as I peered around, breathing heavily after a long, wonderful sister-kiss.
"It's true then?" Brooke asked.
"'Course it's true," Jess said. "Did you not see that kiss? That was... damn, Triss, you never kissed me like that."
"I wasn't in love with you."
"Fair." Jess grinned crookedly. "If you'd kissed me like that I might have fallen in love with you though."
"Oh shush. Go jump in the ocean."
"Don't need to. Wet enough already."
I burst out laughing at the wildly inappropriate comment. Some other voices joined me in cracking up, and a lot of the tension dissolved right there.
Not all of the tension was eliminated, though, and Kara and I remained the awkward little focus of everyone's attention. I was still comforted by Kara's closeness and physical reassurance, but it wasn't enough.
Without any better ideas, I sat up, stretched out some kinks after lying in one place so long, and faced my sister. I moved in close, not quite kissing her yet.
"Everyone's watching," she whispered.
"I know," I whispered back. "You have any better ideas?"
"Not a one."
"Me either."
Kara's hand went up my side, stopping before my breasts. "You're so hard to resist, you know. You've just been lying here on my lap, and I've had to keep my hands to myself as best I could."
"Not entirely to yourself," I said with a small smirk.
"No. But best I could manage. Goddamn I just wanna kiss you and feel you up in front of everyone."
"... you can if you want," I said softly.
Kara growled in her throat, then moved forward the last little bit to meet me. Her lips pressed against mine, firm and needful. Her teeth nipped at my bottom lip, just enough to make me whimper, then back to pure kisses.
There were a few murmurs around us. I could hear them and acknowledge them, I just didn't care was all. I was invested in my sister's loving at the moment, and it was hard for much of anything to compete.
"Guys, break it up, huh?" Kathy said, half jokingly. "It's a public beach."
"No one else knows they're sisters," Jess pointed out.
"That's not the point!"
"I'm ok if they keep going," Amy said in a strained voice.
Brooke snickered. "I bet you are."
"Oh shush."
Kara pulled back far enough to look into my eyes. She said nothing, but she didn't need to. Her eyes flicked this way and that, landing on members of our small, private audience. I just smiled and shrugged, then went back for more kisses.
I got another growl out of Kara while our mouths were already locked together. Her hand slid up the back of my head, then clenched into a fist around my hair, taking a possessive hold of me. As if I needed to be any wetter than I already was.
I retaliated by sneakily untying Kara's top while she aggressively made out with me. She definitely knew what I was up to, but didn't make any attempt to stop me. Once I had her topless, she took a moment to just grin at me, then slowly, deliberately pull my top off as well.
"Giving them quite a show," she said in a low, husky voice.
"I'm aware," I said. "No one trying too hard to stop us, I notice."
"They really aren't. But then, if I was watching this, I wouldn't stop it either." Kara ran her fingertips up the whole length of me, right between my breasts, then back down again. I shivered delightfully. "I'd watch this all day."
"Only 'cause you looovvve me."
"Among other things, yes."
"Like what else?"
"I thought we'd already established that your tanned, summer-goddess body does things to me."
I blushed. "Oh. That."
"And not just me, it seems."
"Oh shush. It is just you."
"No. It isn't."
I shook my head slightly, then dove on top of Kara. I couldn't bring myself to look around at our friends just then. It would be too much to look into their collective eyes and see what they were all thinking and staring at.
But Kara, her I could handle. I pushed her full on her back, landing halfway in the sand as we missed our towels. She tried to shuffle back onto her towel before I could pin her down where she was.
"They're still watching," Kara whined in a soft, soft voice.
"Let them watch."
I made out desperately with Kara, holding her down and aggressively exploring her mouth with mine. I'd never known myself to be nearly so much of an exhibitionist as this, but until very recently I wouldn't have guessed I'd be into girls either, let alone my sister.
It wasn't that I wanted to show off. Not exactly. But in some ways I needed to. I needed to prove that this was real. That Kara and I had fallen for each other. That we were together.
It most likely wasn't a healthy way of staking my claim to the world at large, or our friends more specifically. But it most certainly was getting the point across. Not a one of them would be able to deny our feelings afterward.
I heard voices as though they were much farther away than they really were. Our friends whispering to each other as Kara and I got lost in ourselves.
"Is this just... happening?"
"Obviously it is."
"But...."
"I know!"
"We could... we could just leave them be. Go for another swim."
"You go. I'm staying."
"Ah! Don't rub yourself!"
"Why not? Those two are all rubbing up on each other."
"I mean, she's not wrong. They are."
"That's not the point!"
"Well you stop staring then."
"... I can't."
Kara grinned sheepishly at me as we broke for a quick breather. I gave a small nod, acknowledging that I was hearing the chatter too.
Since she wasn't even feigning a struggle anymore, I let one of my hands wander, settling on Kara's breast. I trapped my hand between us as I rested more of my weight on my sister again. She felt so good to me. All of her. I was horny beyond all belief or reason, and desperately in love.
We made out some more. Kara let her hands roam, emulating my exploration, but with more freedom than I had. She could feel up my whole backside, and most of my front with a little bit of wiggling and urging me to shift about.
I was impossibly wet. My bottoms were most likely clinging to me in the most embarrassing way, though I supposed no worse than if I were straight out of the water after a swim.
I found myself grinding on Kara, getting the best purchase I could manage on her upper thigh area and trying to get myself off on her. She quickly came to my rescue and jammed a hand between us, wiggling it into my bikini bottoms while I kept humping her and making her attempt more difficult than it needed to be.
My bottoms came loose on one side and started slipping off, despite how clingy they were. I was pretty sure Kara helped them along by deftly pulling the string on the other side as well. I was soon to be naked on the beach in front of our group of friends, and I couldn't be bothered to do anything about it.
Kara had turned the tables on me. I was still on top of her, but she was in charge now. She kissed me, nuzzled my neck, and nibbled on my ear. One of her hands danced around, trailing seductively up and down my spine or grabbing my ass. Her other hand was firmly occupied between my legs, working my pussy and clit.
"You're gonna make me cuuummm," I hissed.
"Mmm, that's the idea."
"Karaaa...."
I clung to her, ceding control entirely. She had me right where she wanted me, making me feel so good, makinge me explode in front of everyone.
I loved her so damn much.
I came with an intensity that only Kara could manage, and amplified by our audience. I was a shivering, quivering mess, feeling my whole body course with sexual release. Lightening bolts surged through me from Kara's fingers on my clit, traveling all through me, giving me such a pleasure high, and reducing me to incomprehension.
Kara cuddled me after, burying my face in her breasts and soothing me until I calmed and relaxed. It was another little while before I rolled over and checked on my surroundings.
Everyone sat around us with varying expressions on their faces. I realized that our friends had formed a protective circle to try and prevent other beach-goers from realizing that naughtiness afoot.
Jess and Amy both shamelessly had their hands between their legs. Not so shameless relative to Kara and I, though. I had to give them that. Rey was biting her lip and squeezing her thighs tight together. Brooke looked intrigued, but unsure, Kathy very similar but blushing most furiously of anyone.
And then there was Kara and me, in the middle of it all, undressed and indecorous. I took Kara's hand and squeezed it tight, then lay back and let the sun caress my naked body. I didn't mind any of our friends continuing to look. I was in a mood to be appreciated now. Like my orgasm had washed away feelings of apprehension and anxiety.
"Want me to get you off?" I asked Kara in a soft voice, though not soft enough to hide the question from anyone else.
"... no, not right now," she said.
"Thought not. You're horny though, right?"
"You know I am. You don't have to make me say it."
I grinned. "I'll make it up to you at home."
"Mmhm."
"You could do it now," Jess suggested, still rubbing herself.
"Shush, Jess," Kathy admonished. "They're not here for your pleasure."
"Could have fooled me," Jess said easily.
I just giggled. "Well I hope everyone enjoyed that half as much as I did, 'cause it wasn't supposed to happen, and probably won't happen again."
"So you say," Amy said. "It looked like you quite enjoyed showing off like that."
"I did," I agreed. "But it was only because it was necessary."
"It wasn't necessary," Kara said.
"It was! We needed to be brave and make sure everyone understood."
"Oh Triss, sometimes I forget what a little shit you can be. We didn't have to prove anything."
"You didn't seem to mind at the time," I said, pouting a little.
"I can't say I minded," Kara said with a crooked grin. "But it was highly unnecessary."
"Highly," Rey agreed absently, now with her hand squeezed tight between her legs, I noted.
I was undeterred and couldn't be stopped. Everything felt good to me, everything right with the world.
"No," I said firmly, "this is unnecessary."
I yanked off Kara's bottoms quickly before she could react, then took them and her top and raced nakedly off to the water. Kara swore viciously and was after me closer than I'd anticipated. She caught and tackled me while I was only knee-deep in the ocean, just enough water to submerge us both in as her naked body crashed into mine.
I laughed happily, letting bubbles race up to the surface, as Kara wrestled with me in the water. I had to splutter to the surface long enough to draw a breath, then screeched as she dragged me under again.
We wrestled back and forth together in the water until Kara managed to wrest her swimsuit from me. I surfaced again, grinning madly and wiping my hair back from my face. I watched Kara struggle back into her suit, having difficulty as the wet fabric refused to cooperate and sit properly so she could tie it in place.
"I love you," I said, meaning every syllable from the bottom of my heart.
Kara endeavoured to look annoyed, but had to smile and meet my gaze with adoration in her eyes. "You too, Triss."
"... wanna wrestle me under the water some more?"
"You'll only enjoy it."
"Yes. Exactly."
"Grrr."
Kara tackled me again and I squealed in delight before popping beneath the surface. I wriggled and squirmed, fighting against her grip, and rubbing our slippery wet bodies together in the most wonderful way. With no clothes on, Kara was struggling to find a grip on me and her hands were running all over me, massively adding to my fun.
"You guys know this isn't a nude beach, right?" Rey asked, having followed us into the water at some point.
I grinned at her. "Mmhm!"
"You'll notice I put my swimsuit back on," Kara said.
"But what if I take it off again?" I asked, reaching for the tie of Kara's bikini top.
Kara was faster, and tried to get me in a lock. She only really succeeded in pressing my face to her boobies for a moment before I slipped out of her grip again. I truly was having the best time with this.
****
The afternoon was, in my own estimation, a resounding success. Kara and I got both teased and perved on, as well as receiving some actual heartfelt support.
"Hey, so, it's kinda weird that you got together with your sister," Jess said in a quiet moment as we were all getting ready to leave. "But... it's pretty cool too. You two are good together."
"Thanks. I hope you find someone like Kara too," I said.
"Ha, yeah, if only she was my sister, huh?"
"Pff, well you can't have her. She's mine."
"Yeah she is."
Jess took a last appreciative look at my tits before turning to her own car. I hadn't dressed again, which had caused some stares from people not in our group as well as plenty from within it. I was riding high on the attention, especially Kara's.
Kara was saying goodbye to Amy and Brooke still, and I just watched her for a moment. She was so beautiful in the early evening light, her skimpy bikini all that covered her. I wanted to get it off her again. I'd have to wait for home.
Kathy and Rey both hugged me before we parted, and Rey even cheekily grabbed my butt in the process.
"You really love her?" Kathy asked.
"I really do," I said. "I know it's weird."
"Enh, I've seen weirder," Rey said. "Good luck with it."
"Thanks," I said, feeling the warmth of my friends' acceptance.
"I almost feel like I might have to give girls a try at this rate," Kathy said. "Everyone else is doing it."
"Nah, you're way to straight for that," Rey said. "You like the cock too m--"
"Ah! Shut up. Don't be mean."
"I'm not. I'm just saying."
"You don't know shit!"
"Oh no? What about--"
I smiled as Kathy and Rey pattered out of earshot together. They were driving together, so they'd have a whole ride home to bicker about things if they wanted.
Kara wrapped her arms around me from behind and sneaked a kiss on my neck. "Ready to go? Or you wanna stand here and flash more strangers?"
"Does it count as flashing if I'm fully naked?"
"Don't know. Maybe."
"Let's go home either way."
"That was my thinking too."



Kara drove us home. I was a distraction for her the whole way, even without really doing anything.
We showered together at home, naturally, and helped one another rinse off the ocean salts still clinging to our skin. We were far handsier than really needed for washing off. We were kind of tired after our beach day, but I couldn't shower naked with my sister without getting all revved up again.
"You still owe me a cum," Kara said, clearly as aroused as I was.
"Oh do I?"
"Mmhm!"
"How do you want it?"
"... lick my bum?"
I grinned wickedly and knelt down in the shower spray. As soon as I got Kara turned around, I dove between her butt cheeks and did my level best to stick my tongue right up inside her. It didn't work, but the attempt was fun.
Kara sighed happily at first, then started moaning as I slurped on her butthole. Her thigh muscles started to quiver, and I realized we really needed to change venues if I wanted to safely make my sister's legs go weak.
I stood up, much to her disappointment.
"Hey, where you goin'?" Kara pouted.
I smacked her butt. "Dry off and wait for me in my bed."
"But--"
I slapped her ass again, even harder this time. She yelped, but her eyes danced with lust.
Kara stepped out of the shower and toweled off. She did a quick job, then scampered away still fresh and damp. I emulated her, not wanting to wait too long before catching up.
She was in my bed, as instructed, and already had her ass in the air, presenting it to me so very wantonly. She peeked at me with her head flat down on the mattress, giving me the sexiest bedroom eyes in the world.
The things my big sister could make me feel....
I had to restrain myself from jumping on Kara immediately. She pouted and wiggled her bum enticingly, but I needed a moment before joining her. I quickly dug into my closet, then came out with a toy.
"What's that?" Kara asked.
"A vibrator."
"What's it for?"
"Your clit."
She bit her lip. "Really?"
"Obviously. What else?"
"... you're still gonna lick my bum more, right?"
I giggled happily as I bounced into bed with my sister. "Yeah, Kara. Don't you worry about that."
I gave Kara's cute little butthole a kiss, then turned the vibrator on. I didn't go right for Kara's pussy, but teased around it, letting her get prepared for what was coming. I kissed her bum some more while I circled closer, then had to focus for a moment to locate the proper spot. Judging by Kara's gasps and wiggles, I placed my vibrator right where I wanted it.
I then slurped and tongued Kara's ass to my heart's content while letting the vibrations do their work.
"Triiisss..." Kara hissed.
I loved when she whimpered my name like that. So helpless and needful.
Kara was a horny mess. She needed a cum, and I wanted to give her one. It was a serious fight with my desires not to get more aggressive. What I was doing was working, and it was so much fun in the process. I ate my sister's ass and listened to her lose control as she got closer and closer.
Kara panted and mewled and came hard. She had all that build up from the day, plus my shameless, sisterly ass eating just now. Rather delightfully, she made an absolute mess squirting as she came, and it was a struggle not to giggle as my hand holding the vibrator on her clit got caught in the blast.
I kept licking and sucking on Kara's butthole until she'd shivered and moaned her way through a nice cum, and finally pushed me away. I sat back, knowing I must look altogether too smug with myself. I wouldn't have known it by Kara's eyes though. She rolled to her side and only gazed at me through heavy lids with the purest love one sister could have for another.
"I shoulda put a towel down or something," I said, just for something to say.
"I don't usually make a mess that bad," Kara croaked. "How bad is it?"
"I'll need to do laundry tomorrow."
"Ah."
"Lucky we have two beds to pick from."
"Mmm. That is lucky."
"Shall we go to yours?"
Kara shook her head. "No. I don't want to move."
"Well I don't want to lie in the puddle you just made."
"Guess we've got a dilemma then."
I shrugged and started trying to push Kara into her own squirt puddle so I could cuddle her on the dry side. She fought back weakly at first, but was soon laughing and wrestling me with as much determination as she'd shown at the beach. I ended up falling on the wet side of the bed and just gave in. It was hard to mind much of anything when we were naked and Kara had her arms around me.
"Give me a few minutes and we can switch to my bed," Kara said.
I shrugged. "It's not so bad. Not when you hold me, anyway."
"Mmm, makes things better, doesn't it?"
"Mmhm!"
Kara sighed happily. "You know, I don't think it needs to happen again or anything, but being in front of everyone today... it was kinda fun."
I smiled at the memory. "It was, wasn't it?"
"It got me crazy horny."
"You should have let me get you off then!"
"No. Waiting was good too. Drove me crazy. And I don't need all our friends seeing me cum."
I smiled wider, just to myself, wheels already turning.
"Cut that out!" Kara said.
"What?"
"You're thinking of how you're gonna make me cum in front of people."
"... no."
"You are. Stop it."
"Well... stop reading my mind then."
"I promise nothing!"
"Me either!"
Kara and I stared at each other with fierce determination, then broke into giggles, and eventually gave each other some soft kisses. We fell asleep still cuddling and holding each other.
****
We didn't typically get nearly so naughty around our friends afterward as we had at the beach. We liked hanging out with other people, and feeling like a couple. It was more official with witnesses.
That wasn't to say we didn't get naughty at all. Kara and I liked to tease each other a little. With small kisses, perhaps. Usually on the lips, but sometimes up the neck, or nibbling on earlobes.
We got a bit handsy too, by times. Nothing too terribly scandalous usually. Just enough to have fun.
But sometimes when one or both of us were a little too horny, or drunk, or mischievous, we still took things further. I kind of loved showing off like that, both for the exhibitionist value, and for a weird sense of validation of our relationship. Not the healthiest way to think of it, perhaps, but I needed some sense of being accepted by other people, and somehow this was the big one.
I mean, sure our friends accepted it anyway. Like with us just being together and loving each other. But accepting us sloppily making out, or fingering each other when 'no one was looking', or whatever other sexy shenanigans we got up to, that was more concrete to me.
Or, possibly, I was just trying to justify being a horny, pervy little thing.
At least Kara was just as horny for me as I was for her, even if she was a touch shyer about it around company. She still did things occasionally like stripping me naked while Amy and Brooke were over, then burying her tongue in my snatch until I came.
That was something I loved too, my sister losing control and needing me so bad she didn't care who was watching.
I got Kara back for that particular occasion. She surprised me with pussy eating in front of her friends, I surprised her later in the bedroom.
Kara had to watch curiously from my bed as I got out my new toy. I hummed cheerfully to myself, temporarily pretending to ignore my sister as I got myself ready.
"Is that... a strapon?" Kara asked.
"Sure is!"
"And where do you think that's going?"
I turned to her, wicked glee in my eyes. "Probably up your bum. Though if you wanted me in your pussy instead...."
Kara stared at me a moment longer, chewing on her bottom lip, then slowly and deliberately rolled over to present her ass to me. I went a bit weak at the sight, and my heart pounded a little bit harder. I was already tightly wound from planning to spring this new naughtiness on Kara, but to see her easy submission and trust hit me on a whole other level. Not that I'd expect anything less from my beloved sister.
"You'll have to get me nice and slippery," Kara said, her voice cracking slightly from excitement and nerves.
I grinned wider. "On it!"
I licked and slobbered over Kara's butthole, being deliberately sloppy about it beyond anything I'd done before. Which, I had to admit, was quite fun and made me want to do more of it in future.
I used copious lube too, of course, both inside and out. Probably too much, if anything. I got both Kara and me giggling at the slick mess I was making, but at least I had the presence of mind to fetch a towel for underneath her before it became a total disaster over the bed and everything.
My fingers slid easily inside Kara, up her tight bum. She moaned and squeezed eagerly on my fingers, urging me for more.
"You ready?" I purred.
"Oh god. I... I think so," Kara said.
I pushed my fingers as deep as they would go. "That doesn't sound very certain."
Kara looked back at me over her shoulder. "I can't be certain," she said softly. "I've never done this before. You... you're going to be my first."
My heart melted a little more for my sister's cute admission. "Your first anal?"
"Mmhm. I guess I knew it was coming sooner or later. No one else was ever so infatuated with my butt. And... I'm happy to give it to you."
I whimpered with an overload of adoration. It wasn't really that Kara's ass had enthralled me, not at first. It was Kara herself who kept me spellbound. Her bum had just been a way of showing that while she wrestled with her hangups.
I had to admit, though, that these days there was a special anal connection between us, and I had specifically acquired a strapon with the intent of pegging my sister's booty. Only I'd been evilly thinking of how hot it would be, and how I'd make Kara cum in such kinky fashion. She of course had turned it to something more beautiful and loving than that, if only symbolically.
"You know it's you I love, not your butt," I said, running my hands over Kara's ass as I spoke and spreading her cheeks.
"Could fool me some days," she said mischievously.
"No! I love you!"
"... do you want to fuck my bum or what?"
"Of course I do."
"So?"
"I just want to be clear about how much I love you."
Kara grinned impishly. "Before you quite naughtily pound my butt?"
"... yes."
"Consider me informed, then."
Kara lifted her hips a little extra, enticing me to her. I kept running my hands over her, brushing my fingers over her slippery little hole, slipping inside and back out again.
"It's just... there's so much pressure now," I said. "How am I supposed to do this lovingly? All special and stuff?"
"It's you," Kara said. "It'll be special."
"But--"
"Trust me. It is. Don't worry about that part. Just... worry about the horny part. Like what you planned. Make me cum, Triss. Or... just have fun. Do what you want to do."
"Grrr, maybe I will."
"Good."
I set my jaw, intending to just go ahead, as requested. I faltered again almost immediately. It had to be special now. It had to. And here I was never having done this before either. Where did that leave me?
Unless... unless that was part of the beauty of it. Kara and I both trying new things with each other, and doing it out of love. Well, out of horniness too. But mostly love.
I pressed the head of my strapon to Kara's tight little bumhole, and shivered just at that contact. Not for physical reasons, obviously, but because of what it represented. I was, in effect, about to take my own sister's anal virginity. It didn't get much naughtier than that.
"Come on, Triss," Kara hissed. "Do it."
"You want me in your bum?"
"Unf. I want you in my bum."
I whimpered pathetically even though I wasn't the one about to have my butt stuffed. I pressed my thumb to the tip of my strapon and watched it slowly force Kara's butthole open, then suddenly pop inside.
Kara gasped loudly and stiffened for a second before relaxing again.
"Oh wow," she said.
"Ok?"
"Yeah, of course it's ok."
"It doesn't hurt?"
"No. It's... it's weird. But good. Just... go slow, ok?"
I smiled. "Yeah, Kara. Of course I'll go slow."
I treated my sister so gently. Like a princess. An incestuously bum-filled princess.
I watched with utter fascination as my strapon spread and stretched Kara's ass. I listened to her cute moans and whimpers, guiding my movements by the sounds she made, only very slowly moving faster and deeper.
My sister's butt was all mine. Just for me. I felt as though I was claiming it, joining us together in a whole new, incredibly naughty kind of way.
"God that's hot," I whispered.
Kara moaned softly. "You think so, do you?"
"I know so. I'm right here watching it."
She managed a smirk over her shoulder. "You should try feeling it," she said, practically purring.
I grinned right back and thrust a little harder, making Kara coo and close her eyes. Her fingers gripped the bedsheets tightly for a second as I reasserted some control.
"Nah," I said. "I think I like it just like this."
"In my ass?"
"Mmhm."
"You're bad, Triss."
"You love it."
"Mmm. I love you." Kara's eyelids fluttered. "Do me harder," she urged huskily. "I'm yours, you know."
"Unf. I know. Love you."
I fucked Kara harder, trying to gauge exactly how much she wanted. I was getting off on the visual, the auditory, and the emotional. She was getting more of the physical aspects, and I didn't know precisely what it was like for her, other than how it was turning her to putty for me.
Kara was becoming increasingly incoherent, practically babbling at times. Just making sounds more than words. She kept encouraging me, kept demanding more, and I kept pounding her bum for her like the adoring little sister I was.
I eventually reached around Kara for her pussy, locating her clit in particular. She moaned and shook her head.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
"Gonna make you cum."
"Nooooo."
"What? Why?"
"I don't want you to stop though."
I cocked my head. "Don't be silly. I can't keep doing this too long. You'd be so sore tomorrow."
"... maybe I want to be."
"Kara...."
"I want to remember this."
"Ha, you think you'll forget so quickly?"
"No. Just... I don't want it to end."
"Oh Kara. Nothing's gonna end, we just need to take breaks sometimes."
I rubbed her clit without further argument. I wished even more that I could actually feel her around me as her butt gripped my strapon that much tighter. It would be amazing, I was sure. But it was amazing enough anyway just seeing the way she lost control and feeling the extra resistance on my movements. Not to mention making her cum. It made me so happy to bring her pleasure like that.
Kara squirted massively. More than I was used to even with her usual cums. Probably from having a dildo up her bum I supposed. And some sisterly love and attention. The best things in life.
"You always make such a mess," I tsked as I examined my hand afterward, absolutely coated in her juices.
"Shhh."
"Messy sister."
"Shush. Come cuddle me."
I grinned. "Yes ma'am."
"Don't ma'am me."
"Or what?"
Kara grumbled some, but was so eager to have my arms around her. I enfolded her with all the love and comfort I had for her.
"You're trembling," I whispered.
"M'not."
"You are."
"Well--"
"What's wrong?"
Kara shook her head. "Nothing. Nothing's wrong."
"And you're crying."
"Only a li'l."
"Kara...."
"Triss, goddamn. The things you make me feel."
"Hehe, 'cause you like it in the buuuttt."
"Not that! I mean, yes, I do. But it's you. You know it's you."
I giggled. "My little butt slut."
"... you're going to be insufferable aren't you?"
"Maybe just for a minute."
"Best be just for a minute. I've just been anally deflowered."
"Mmm," I purred. "And I enjoyed every second of it."
"I'm sure you did."
"I know you did too. Don't act like you didn't."
Kara gave me a small but radiant smile. "I really did. But... but you know it's not about being a butt slut or anything like that."
"But you love me playing with your bum."
"Grrr. Triss... I mean yes, I do. You seem quite intent on making it sound like it's more about that than doing stuff with you though."
"What should I be implying instead then?"
"That I love you so much I can't stop thinking about you, and I want to give myself to you entirely, and any dirty stuff we do is just a reflection of that."
"... well goddamn, Kara, you're gonna make me cry now."
"Not necessary."
"Might be though."
"Just cuddle me."
"M'already cuddling you."
I squeezed Kara tighter, clinging to her. The swelling of love she made me feel made it impossible to let go just at the moment. I knew what she meant about doing stuff with me just because of the emotional connection. Lots of stuff we'd done was new to me too, and I only wanted it and felt comfortable with it because it was with her.
"You know," I said softly, "I've never really had anything up my butt either. 'Cept your fingers a couple times. You could... you could do stuff to me too sometime. If you wanted."
"Unf. Damn, Triss. Really?"
"Of course."
"... I mean I really like your pussy though."
"I'd noticed."
"Maybe if it feels right sometime."
"Yeah. If it feels right. If you want to."
Kara was quiet a moment. "I mean, the more I think about it...."
"Hehe, you wanna take your baby sister's anal virginity now, don't you?"
"Don't say it like that."
"But it's trrruuue."
Kara sighed. "You're just lucky I don't feel like moving right now."
"Don't worry. You'll get me someday."
"Yes. Yes I will."
****
Kara and I got to be a mild exasperation to our friends, what with our constant displays of affection, often bordering on the totally inappropriate, and slightly less often disregarding boundaries entirely. Our friends were happy for us and supported us still, but they sometimes expressed disbelief at the sheer quantity of sloppy makeouts we got up to, for instance. Which was fair. We did a lot of that kind of stuff.
Our parents were a bit trickier. Kara and I told them we were together when they got back from their vacation, but they didn't seem to really grasp what we meant by that. Somehow they just thought it was cute how much time we were spending together and how close we were.
Neither Kara or I really felt like explaining in any greater detail, so we kind of just left it as it was and had to sneak around more than we were used to. I immediately missed those long summer days of being naked together and getting up to whatever sexiness we wanted whenever we felt like it, but summer had to end sometime, I supposed.
Luckily sex wasn't the most important thing. I mean yes, I had a near-constant desire to kiss Kara all over, or try to stick my tongue inside her, or make her cum, or any other such thing. I couldn't deny those feelings. But just being next to her and holding her hand, for instance, made me a very happy girl too.
That was probably the only reason we were able to co-exist with our parents without something breaking. I wasn't sure if it was willful ignorance on our parents' part, or if we really just didn't give enough of a vibe of being truly together, but all our cutesy relationship stuff somehow didn't mandate the big talk that I assumed would come sooner or later.
"I don't know if they don't see it, or if they can't see it," I said.
Kara shrugged. "I don't know either. But we told them. And we're not exactly hiding it. Not our fault."
I grinned crookedly. "Well, we are hiding an awful lot of it. The really fun stuff."
"That's just good manners, Triss. One should keep one's butt sex away from polite company."



I nodded sagely. "You are wise in the ways of social etiquette."
"But speaking of which...."
"You want me in your butt?"
"If you're up for it."
"Practically always, as you well know."
I kissed my way down Kara's body, stopping at her pussy for quite a while. She had grown comfortable with me doing most anything I wanted with her, which I loved, but she still often preferred me playing with her bum in some fashion. I couldn't fully determine whether she liked it better physically, or because it was our special connection. Or, indeed, just because it was naughtier, and she liked the thrill of being a butt slut for me.
In any case, I eventually flipped Kara over and sloppily ate out her butthole for a long while, followed by stuffing it with my strapon. Kara burbled happily into the bed and helped me to fuck her from any angle I liked. My beautiful, sexy, beloved big sister.
****
Kara and I got a place of our own that winter. It became necessary, being more cooped up with our parents than before, and given the thoughts always in our minds.
It wasn't a great market for buying a house, but Kara had gone back to work and had landed a rather decent paycheck for herself. I picked up a little part time work while I was still going to school, with the intention of doing more when classes ended in the spring. Kara insisted I not distract myself too much from my studies, which I agreed with, but I didn't want her supporting us all by herself.
Mom and Dad helped out with the deposit on our new place, with the understanding that it was a loan with no interest or pay back date. Honestly, I don't think they were worried about getting the money back at all. Seeing us happy was the goal. And, honestly, I think us all living together again, while nice, drove them as slightly crazy as it did Kara and I.
I was excited right away for summer, for being freely naked whenever I wanted again, for doing so many things with Kara, having friends over, and everything else. But even immediately, even still mid-winter, I felt nervous and thrilled and ever-so-lucky to be all alone with my sister. To have a place of our own.
"Kara?"
"Hm?"
"I know we're not fully moved in and unpacked and stuff yet."
Kara gave me an amused look. "It's coming along, but you're right, we're not."
"Right, but maybe... maybe we could still do something special? The house is all ours and everything. Just you and me."
Kara cocked her head. "You have something in mind, I take it?"
"Well... yeah."
"And?"
I eyed Kara shyly. I didn't feel shy with much around her these days. Hardly anything really. "You haven't been in my butt yet," I said softly.
Kara's smile turned to thoughtfulness, then back to an even wider grin. "That's where your mind is, huh?"
"Well it would be special, wouldn't it?"
"I like your pussy, Triss."
"I know. And I love the things you do to it. But sometimes you tease my bum a little too. And I know how much you like that stuff. So... maybe you could do some more to me. It'd be my first time, you know, same as with you this summer."
Kara moved in and kissed me tenderly, running her fingers up into my hair. "Do you really want it?" she asked. "Or do you--"
"I really want it. I keep thinking every time you lick me there, or put on a strapon, or whatever that maybe you're gonna want it. But you never really do much beyond a little licking." I finished with a slight pout.
"I'm sorry, Triss. I like it with you, but it's not like... I'm not the butt slut you keep saying I am."
"So you say."
She caressed my hair. "I think you may have to consider that you're more the butt slut here. Even if the butt in question is mine most of the time."
"I'm not! It's just 'cause it's what you like."
"Mmhm. Same here."
I hesitated. "So what do we actually like then?"
"Each other. Whatever feels good."
I nodded. "Well... I want you, Kara. And maybe... maybe I want to try something new with you. And give you something no one else ever got."
"And if you hate it?"
"Then at least we'll have tried it once. Together."
Kara kissed me again. "You know, the more I think about it...."
"You want to?"
She nodded, eyes bright and mischievous. "Maybe I'd like to take my little sister's anal virginity."
Her fingers closed into fists, snugly gripping my hair. I shivered as she pulled my head back and exposed my neck, kissing and nibbling on it while holding me helpless.
"Well you don't need to say it quite like that."
"Make you my little butt slut," she continued, undaunted.
"Karaaa!"
"You started this," she whispered. "Don't blame me now."
Her hands tickled my sides as she slipped under my shirt. She was taking control, getting into the idea of what she was going to do with me. I felt a nervous pounding in my heart. Excited and hopeful, yes, but I hadn't done all the butt play that Kara had. Not with my own body.
We'd figured her out together, though, and that was what we could do with me too. At least once. I needed to give myself to Kara in all the ways I could think of. I needed to. And this was, after all, a weirdly special little thing between us.
I could do it. With Kara, I could do anything.
We got out of our clothes together in a flurry of kissing and feeling each other all over. Kara led me to bed and pushed me in. Her eyes had a wicked, horny glint to them. I was excited too, but more nervous.
Kara ate out my butthole for quite a while before she did anything else. I wasn't used to such lavish treatment of my bum. I regularly slobbered all over her ass, but she usually only licked mine a little while playing with my pussy on occasion. Nothing like her current attempt to devour it entirely.
I sighed happily and relaxed into the experience. I felt so adored and appreciated. It wasn't going to make me cum or anything, but it was really nice, and weirdly kind of comforted me and my nerves.
"Why don't I do this more?" Kara mumbled while still face-deep in my ass.
"I don't knooowww," I moaned. "You should though."
"I really should. God, your pussy's getting so wet even."
"Is it?"
"Mmhm!"
Kara slurped across my pussy a few times, tasting my wetness, then went back to my ass. She rolled me on my back and pushed my legs up so that my ass stuck in the air where she could eat it and still look down at my beaming, panting face.
"You ready?" she asked, kissing my thigh.
"I think so."
"We'll go slow. We can stop any time if you need to."
Kara darted nakedly off the bed to fetch needed supplies. I rubbed my pussy while I waited for her to bounce back into bed with me. Rather curiously, she grabbed our double-ended dildo instead of a strapon.
"What's that for?" I asked.
"For your bum, silly."
"No, I know. But... I thought you were gonna fuck me."
"Still the intent. Just... one end's gonna go in me too."
"Oh my god!"
"What?"
I couldn't help giggling. "Kara, you know this doesn't really work. We've tried it before. It's fun, but it's not practical."
"Who said anything about being practical?" Kara asked, leaning over to kiss me. "I just think it'll be hot. And if it doesn't work at all, I'll get the strapon for you."
I was still giggling even after her kiss. "Well, it'll be fun anyway."
"Exactly."
Kara pushed my knees back again, letting me watch while she held my ass in the air. Once she had us both positioned, she worked on lubing and relaxing me, getting first her fingers inside me, then the dildo.
It took some time, but we were in no hurry. It was fairly common for us just to spend time exploring each other like this anyway. No real urgent goals other than to see what worked and what felt good. If Kara wanted to mix some private little fantasy of hers into this encounter, I was happy to go along with it.
"Ooh! That dildo is so big," I said, whimpering slightly.
"Sorry, Triss. It is gonna be more than my fingers though. No way around that."
"It's ok. Be gentle with me." I made big eyes at my sister. "It's my first time."
She snorted. "You goofball."
"Well it is!"
"Yeah, but your innocent act doesn't fool anyone. Least of all me."
Kara pushed the toy a little deeper inside me. My eyes rolled back and I hissed in a small breath.
"Unf. I'm gonna be so fullll," I whined.
"Yeah you are. Just remember you wanted this."
I smiled. "I still want this, Kara. If I can't give all of myself to you, what's the point?"
"Lots of point still, I assure you."
"Oh? What if I didn't want sex at all?"
"Then I'd have to masturbate a lot. But I'd still want to be with you. It's not about specific sexual acts, you know."
"Says the girl about to go ass to ass with me."
Kara pouted. "Well... I mean as long as I have the opportunity...." She shrugged. "Just because something's not necessary doesn't mean I don't want it really badly."
"Hehe, that's what I thought."
Kara worked me up to the point that she could thrust the dildo in and out of my butt, and I generally just enjoyed it. It was still a lot, and new to me, but it was nice, and the fascination on Kara's face suggested she wished she'd tried playing with my ass a lot more before this.
Trying to double up and put the other end in her butt led to more giggling than anything. We tried various positions, but had a hard time making anything sexy actually work. The attempts were fun and kind of hot, but mostly silly.
"How do they even do this in porn?!" Kara demanded.
I snickered. "I don't know. It's probably not meant for real application."
"We can do it in both our pussies sometimes though."
"We can. But that doesn't really work all that well either. Plus the angles are slightly easier." I shrugged. "You want me to try face down, ass up again?"
"Maybe."
We managed some limited success eventually, and I really liked feeling her butt against mine, knowing we were sharing a toy deep inside both of us, but it still seemed like more of a porn thing than something we could use easily.
"Grrr, that really didn't go as well as I'd hoped," Kara said after we'd given up trying to fuck each other's asses together.
I laughed and hugged her. "It was fun. That's what matters."
"I should have done something simpler. That was your first time doing something like that."
"Hm, maybe. We tried something you wanted to try. I'm happy with that."
"Even though we looked like idiots."
"Haha, yeah. Even with that. Who knows, though, maybe if we'd filmed it it would have looked sexier."
"... don't give me ideas."
I stroked Kara's hair. "You can film whatever weird butt stuff we do if you want. I don't mind."
"I'm not all about the butt stuff, you know. You don't have to keep implying that I am."
"Sure you aren't," I cooed, not even trying to sound sincere in my assurances.
"But if you're gonna be that way about it...."
I tickled Kara's neck, making her swat at me. "What ya gonna do?" I asked.
The answer, it turned out, was to get our strapon. The one I normally fucked her ass with. I rather bemusedly rolled over and presented my bum for her. I was going to be so deliciously sore tomorrow.
Kara sank into my ass pretty easily this time. I was all warmed up for her. She was really quite enthusiastic about it for someone who supposedly wasn't all about the butt stuff.
"Goddamn, this is pretty fun, huh?" she said. "No wonder you always want to do it to me."
I mewled and clutched at the sheets. "I do it 'cause you like it," I whined, struggling not to get overwhelmed.
"Now who's not being honest, hm?"
"... ok, so I kinda like doing stuff to your butt too."
"Mmhm."
"Kara?"
"Hm?"
"I love doing anything, as long as it's with you. Even if it doesn't really work right. Or if I'm sore tomorrow. Or whatever. Just as long as it's together."
Kara slowed down fucking my bumhole. "I'm going too hard, aren't I?"
"No. It's ok. I'll feel like your dirty little butt slut after, is all. And that's kinda hot."
"Oh Triss...."
Kara pulled out and dove in with her face instead. She kissed my bum aggressively, getting her tongue deep in where I was still gaping for her.
I had to admit I liked this stuff better. Harder stuff was fun and horny, but just getting all loved on by my sister was best. Spending hours kissing, touching, licking, and adoring each other made me the happiest girl.
"That's niiiccce," I purred.
"I don't want to hurt you," Kara mumbled around my butt.
"I don't mind a little. I think you should still be a bit rough with me sometimes. Especially if you soothe me like this after."
Kara growled and flipped me over. She latched her mouth onto my pussy and licked with loving, practiced technique. It was even better because I could see her eyes now, even while she was tongue-deep inside me. I loved watching her eyes while she made me cum.
She was in a particular kind of mood on this occasion. The kind where she made me cum multiple times. Which I really liked, even just for the physical intimacy of the process, but she could take it too far.
I got all gooey and melty for her after the second or third time cumming on her tongue. Eventually it got to a point where I had to weakly push her away and curl up protectively to keep her away from my pussy.
"Stop," I whimpered. "You made my clit sore now too."
Kara just grinned wickedly. "Oh, did I?"
"Yes!"
"I thought you wanted me to be a bit rough."
"That's... I mean yes, but that's not rough. That's being gentle too aggressively."
Kara laughed. "Oh Triss." She crawled up and kissed me with lips that were saturated with my own flavour. "I love you."
I grinned shyly. "I know. You're gonna have to cuddle me a lot now though."
"Mmm. The sacrifices I have to make."
Kara wrapped me up in her arms and held me while I recovered from too many cums, and too much love. The latter of which I feared might be a permanent condition. The best kind of problem to have, though.
****
Time passed with Kara and I and our new life. I remained just as happy as could be, particularly once summer rolled around again. It was so freeing to be out in our own yard, clothing extremely optional.
We were able to have our friends over whenever we wanted, and really didn't behave ourselves hardly at all. Our friends either tolerated or appreciated our exhibitionism, depending on the person and their mood at the time.
I felt like Mom and Dad clued in more at some point as to what Kara and I being together meant, but they never really pushed it, and were careful not to ever ask for more detail than they wanted to hear. It was a fairly good place to be in with them.
****
"You're a little showoff some days," Kara whispered in my ear.
I laughed. "What do you mean some days?"
I was naked. Of course I was. Sitting in Kara's lap, letting her play with me. My friends were over, sunning themselves with us.
All three of them had become bolder, since modesty wasn't really a thing at our house. Jess and Rey were tanning fully nude like I was, and Kathy was topless with only her bikini bottoms on. Mostly they ignored us, but Jess had definitely rubbed herself off at least once already. She'd unabashedly watched me get felt up by my sister, while I watched her rub her pussy.
"Some days worse than others," Kara corrected herself.
"Hm. That's fair. Same for you though."
"Not so much."
"You're just as naked and horny as I am. And who's feeling who up right now, hm?"
"Only 'cause you plonked yourself down in my lap. What's a girl to do?"
"Hehe, yeah." I squirmed happily. "Hey Kara? Wanna eat my pussy?"
"... yes."
We got some teasing and eye rolls as I lay back for Kara and she kissed her way to my wet little pussy. However, I saw at least Jess's hand slip between her legs before I lost interest in anything other than my sister, and I was pretty sure Kathy's was creeping in that direction too.
Sometimes horny friends were the best friends.
I luxuriated in the sun and Kara's licks. She made me melt in front of my friends, licking, sucking, and kissing me in all the very best ways. The ways she knew I loved. All with an audience for our sisterly playtime. We were really quite incorrigible that way.
Kara teased my clit, working it with her lips and tongue. She slowly, inevitably built me up to a lovely, toe-curling cum. My need and horniness was released and left me temporarily sated. Sated enough for some relatively innocent cuddles afterward, all just sprawled out languidly in the sun together.
"You two aren't ever gonna behave yourselves, are you?" Rey asked.
I smiled. "Hopefully not, no."
"Not our style," Kara agreed.
"I for one appreciate it," Jess said.
"I'm sure you do," Rey said, rolling her eyes. "I need to get less horny friends."
"No you don't. You'd be bored," Jess said.
"Well... maybe. Maybe you're right."
"Of course I am," Jess said. "Things have been a lot more fun ever since Triss started banging her sister."
Rey sighed. "You're kind of right. Just doesn't feel respectable."
"I can't argue with you on that one."
I grinned at Kara. "Hear that?" I whispered. "We're not respectable."
"Trust me, I'm aware."
"But we're fun."
"Also aware."
"... want me to lick your pussy next?"
"Sure. In a minute."
"Or... other places?"
Kara considered. "Lemme think about it. See how respectable I feel like being."
"Ok. You think on it."
****
Kara and I were exhausted by the time we fell into bed together that night. Exhausted in a happy and satisfied kind of way. The sort where I was content just for a time out before the next day. Time to recover so I could better love my sister again with more energy.
It was a vicious cycle of sorts, always wearing ourselves out together. But a lovely one for all that.
I snuggled up tight with Kara as we drifted off, feeling like the luckiest girl ever.
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"Your father and I will be gone quite some time," Bella said.
"Yeah, Mom," Lucin said, rolling his eyes. "We got it."
"Have a lovely trip," Celeste said without taking her eyes off her book.
"Your concern for our absence is touching," Bella said, eyeing her children.
"Hey, it's your trip," Lucin said. "Don't blame us."
"'Sides, we're responsible adults," Celeste said without a trace of irony. "We'll struggle along somehow."
"Yes, speaking of which," Bella said, eyes narrowing slightly, "we're rather hoping to avoid an incident like last time."
"Oh come on! That was three years ago!" Lucin complained. "Are we never going to live that down?"
"Practically all of the kitchen was saved," Celeste added. "And the azaleas came back fine."
"No one was hurt," Lucin pouted. "Much."
"And the therapy afterward was actually quite help--"
"Nevertheless," Bella interrupted with much exasperation, "we don't want to take any chances. No pouting. Yes you're adults, but you still live with your parents, don't you?"
"Ouch," Lucin said.
"She's got us there," Celeste agreed. "Well roasted, Mother."
Bella sighed. "And there is the fact that neither of you can take anything seriously."
"Lies!"
"Untruths!"
"I took something seriously just last week!" Lucin said firmly.
"It was a wonder to behold," Celeste agreed, nodding fervently.
"Well done you, then," Bella said, moving right along. "Regardless, we are leaving the two of you with a robot nanny, so that--"
Twin boos interrupted Bella's thought.
"Oh what? Those are for babies!" Lucin protested.
"They have not been approved for babies yet," Bella said. "They--"
"Ugh, the ridicule we'll face," Celeste complained. "Like 'oh you guys got one of those new robots? Which one? A super cool laser unicorn transformer probably right?' But no. A babysitter. We shall simply have no friends after this gets out."
"You're very free to find homes of your own, you know," Bella said sternly, hands on hips.
Lucin and Celeste looked at each other.
"No, this is fine."
"Perfectly acceptable."
"Have a lovely trip."
"Do send a postcard, if those are still a thing."
Bella rolled her eyes and walked out.
****
"So this is her, huh?" Lucin said, peering intently.
"Seems that way," Celeste said, standing back a bit with her arms folded.
"She's, uh, I mean she's kinda weird."
"Yeah, some of the new ones they're trying to, like, make them lifelike without hitting that uncanny valley shit."
Lucin nodded. "Which is fine, but like, I don't know about this cyborg-y aesthetic."
Celeste shrugged. "I don't hate it. I'm more annoyed about the total lack of trust."
"Well... I hate to admit it, but we did almost commit a small war crime when--"
"Only almost. And it would have been very, very small." Celeste waved her fingers breezily. "We've matured since then anyway. We can handle ourselves on our own for a little while. We're practically independent."
"Except for still living with our parents."
"Well the housing market's shit. We can't help that."
"That's fair," Lucin said. "That's a very good point."
The siblings stared at their 'nanny' for another moment.
"Do you think she's on?" Celeste asked. "It would be kinda funny if Mom and Dad left and this thing's not even working."
"How would one tell?"
"Beats me. Maybe ask her to do something?"
Lucin shrugged and cleared his throat. "Robot! Get me... a glass of water."
"A glass of water?"
"I couldn't think of anything goo--"
--Hello--
"Ahhh!"
"Fuck!"
Lucin and Celeste jumped back as the robot's eyes lit up and she adopted a new pose.
--I am pleased to meet you. I am Matilda--
Lucin unfurled himself slightly from his defensive stance. "You're... Matilda?"
--Correct--
"Is that... is that the name you came with?"
--No. It is the name I was given--
"Mom," Celeste said. "That sounds like a name she would have chosen."
"Most probably, huh?"
--I am here to take care of you--
"Er, very nice, but we don't need any help, actually," Celeste said. "We're very good at not dying."
"Been doing it all our lives," Lucin agreed eagerly.
Matilda didn't move.
"So, uh, just stand there, I guess," Celeste said. "Well done. Great job. Ten out of ten."
"We shall give you a glowing review upon our parents' return."
Matilda continued to not react. The sibs watched her carefully, then slowly backed out of the room.
"Well, could be worse," Lucin said.
"It's a bit... weird," Celeste said. "Having her in the house with us."
"A bit, sure. But seems harmless enough."
"Let's hope so. You think she'd stop us throwing a party if we wanted to?"
"Do we want to?"
"Not really. Just hypothetically."
"No idea," Lucin said thoughtfully. "It'd almost be worth trying just to find out."
"Mmhm. Almost. But we don't throw parties."
"No, too much work. I mean, the incident wasn't even our fault. Everyone just decided we were having a party. We certainly never said we were."
"Right. That shouldn't keep getting held over our heads like that."
"Right. So, uh... now what?"
Celeste and Lucin both thought for a moment.
"I guess just... do our thing?" Celeste suggested. "Hopefully 'Matilda' doesn't think we have bedtimes."
"If she tries to put me in diapers and throw me in a crib, I'll...."
"You'll what?" Celeste asked pleasantly.
"... I'll not be very happy."
"No. No you probably wouldn't be."
****
Matilda wasn't too big a deal really, at least at first. It was obnoxious to be babysat like that, but Celeste didn't let it get to her. Plus for a robot nanny, she cooked a rather nice supper, so at least there would be an upside or two.
What absolutely infuriated Celeste, however, was when she went to masturbate that evening. It should have been a nice, simple, private affair the way it usually was. Instead, she'd only just lain down on her bed, bottoms off, sexy images in her mind, and fingers just barely teasing her pussy before she was interrupted.
--Do not do that--
"The fuck?"
Celeste jerked upright, horniness briefly forgotten, but there was nothing further to be heard. She shrugged and lay back again, and again sent her hand to her pussy.
This time, almost immediately, her door crashed open. And it had been locked. Apparently not much of an impediment.
--Do not do that--
"Jesus fuck! Get out! What is this?"
--Do not do that--
"Yeah, I fucking heard. But are you serious though?"
Matilda appeared to think for a moment.
--I am always serious--
"I bet you are. What am I not supposed to masturbate or something? First of all, how could I possibly know that? Second of all, what kind of puritanical nightmare scenario are we talking here? If this is some kind of joke it's--"
--I never joke--
Celeste sighed. "You don't say."
--Unless you would like me to download a joke subroutine--
"I... not just now, perhaps. How about disabling this anti-masturbating subroutine? How 'bout that?"
--Access denied--
"Seriously?"
--I am always serious--
"No, I got it, thanks." Celeste growled miserably. "Can you get out now?"
--Yes--
Matilda turned and left. Only just at the hallway, her head jerked in an odd, unnatural movement.
--Do not do that--
"I didn't do anything!"
Fortunately, sort of, Matilda immediately stormed off away from Celeste's room. Toward... Lucin's?
Celeste smiled humourlessly. Well, at least it wasn't just her. This was a problem, sure, but at least it wasn't a sexist one. Like boys could fap but girls couldn't.
Still, something had to be done.
Celeste listened to the noisy argument, trying to judge when she should slip over to see her brother.
****
"There's nothing wrong with masturbating!"
--Do not do that--
"I heard!" Lucin said irritably. "And you broke my door! You gonna fix that or what?"
--I do not have a carpentry subroutine--
"So--"
--One can be downloaded--
Lucin rolled his eyes. "Fine. Download a carpentry subroutine. And while you're at it, how 'bout ditching the eighteenth century morality filter."
--Access denied--
"Fuck!"
Lucin curled up miserably on his bed until Matilda left. This was not a promising development. Not at all. No privacy, and specifically no masturbating. How long were their parents gone again? He missed them already.
"She got you too, huh?"
Lucin peeked up. "Yes."
"Kind of obnoxious, I thought."
"Me too." Lucin tilted his head. "Are you wearing anything other than that shirt?"
Celeste snapped her fingers. "Focus! I know you're horny. I am too. But now's not the time."
"It wasn't about being horny. Just asking."
"Yeah, well, you know I can see your dick. I didn't bother you about that, did I?"
Lucin, without hurrying to do it, pulled his blanket over his lap. "I was harder than this, you know. Until I got busted in on."
"That's... really not the point. At all."
"Just sayin'."
Celeste sighed. "Boys and their cocks," she muttered.
She sat down opposite Lucin on his bed, carefully positioning her legs so as not give a lewd peek up her shirt. It really was too small to be wearing it by itself around the house, but she had bigger priorities at the moment. Besides, it was only Lucin. Not like their parents were about. And the nanny-bot had already seen a good eyeful as it was.
"What are we gonna do?" Celeste asked.
"I dunno. Not masturbate I guess?"
"That seems like a good solution, does it?"
"Not even a little bit. I just don't know what else to do. She won't let us change her program."
"So I noted."
Lucin threw his hands up. "So what, then?"
"I don't know. But let's work together on it, ok? We can take her. Somehow."
"Like in a physical contest?"
"Probably not. But in a battle of cunning, surely we could."
"I like your optimism," Lucin said. "Now, would you mind terribly averting your eyes while I find my underwear?"
"I've seen it already, you know," Celeste said, dutifully turning around anyway.
"Not the point."
"Principle of the thing?"
"Principle of the thing."
Celeste turned back around when she judged her brother would be halfway decent. He was still stepping into his jeans, but at least his boxers were on so he wasn't flashing anything untoward. Other than a bit of a tent from his aborted masturbation session, of course. Celeste's lips curled up slightly, even though there really wasn't much enjoyable about this whole situation.
"I might do some research on the model," Celeste said. "Maybe it's a bug."
"Doesn't seem like a bug. But maybe it's some bizarre-ass feature. Maybe there's a switch on her back or something."
"Yeah. Maybe. You gonna look for it?"
Lucin sighed. "Almost might as well. Need something to distract myself."
"Mmhm. That boner's not disappearing quickly enough, huh?"
"No. No it's not."
"Having trouble getting it in your pants, huh?"
Lucin sighed and gave up, kicking his jeans back off. "The commentary isn't helping, you know."
Celeste grinned. "Sorry."
"No you're not. You're lucky. You can be as horny as you like and won't have any wardrobe trouble."
"Oh, I wouldn't say that."
"No?"
"No. You ever been so wet you soaked right through what you were wearing?"
"... obviously not. Have you?"
Celeste's grin remained, but became more impish and perhaps just a little rueful. "Once or twice."
"Seriously?"
"To be fair, it's only really a problem with certain specific outfits. And if I somehow get crazy turned on while wearing them."
"Like if you don't wear panties or something?"
"Hehe, what, you speculating on your sister's habit of not wearing underwear?"
"You started it." Lucin shrugged like he didn't care, but then slowly turned back to Celeste. "But really, no panties and thin bottoms? Something like that? Leggings maybe?"
Celeste smirked. "Not telling."
"Ah! Tease!"
"Shut up. You're just horny. You don't actually want to know."
"Grrr, maybe not. I don't know. I'm just really confused right now. You know you flashed your pussy when you first came in, right? And you've been sitting there like you're gonna do it again."
"Ok, no, I'm carefully sitting so as not to flash you. And also... I didn't mean to flash you, if that's any help."
"It's not really." Lucin shrugged miserably. "It's a nice pussy though, from what I saw."
Celeste's heart beat a little faster. This really wasn't helping her not want to masturbate. "Thanks. Your cock looks pretty nice too."
"Uh, thanks. Is this weird?"
"Obviously."
"Yeah. I'm gonna... go do... things."
"Good choice. I might do things as well."
The sibs stared at each other.
"I just really want to masturbate," Lucin whined.
"Yeah," Celeste agreed, "me too."
****
Things didn't get any better over the next few days, neither for the siblings, nor for the doors in the house.
Lucin tried jerking off in their parents' room, under the assumption Matilda might not bust down the door. No luck.
Celeste tried the bathroom, including in the shower and only using the spray to hit her clit. It didn't go any better.
"So much for privacy, huh?" Lucin said.
Celeste swore viciously and repeatedly as she toweled herself off. "This bitch!"
"She--"
"I wasn't even touching myself, you know. Just using the shower head. She still knew!"
"Oh."
Celeste looked up. Her brother appeared thoughtful, and also slightly embarrassed. "You could turn around until I cover up, you know."
"I could."
"Luce, I'm naked here."
"Yes, you are."
"Luce!"
"Sorry, sorry. I'm incredibly horny, is all."
"And how's perving on me going to help that?"
"It's not," Lucin groaned. "It's entirely unhelpful. I didn't mean to. I just heard the door come down, and when I came over, you were...."
"Trying to towel off?"
"Yeah."
"Get a good look, did you?"
"Very good look, thank you. Again, accidental. Just for the record."
"Which might be a point in your favour, except for you kept staring after."
"Yeah, well... I mentioned about being a horny little thing, didn't I?"
"Yeah," Celeste sighed. "You did."
"Are you done yet?"
"Nope. Keep watching that wall."
Lucin folded his arms. "You know, I've thought about doing it outside somewhere. Surely Matilda couldn't police us if we're far enough away."
"That's... not a bad idea."
"It's the beginning of an idea anyway. Just, like, I don't want to be one of those guys arrested for jerking off in public."
"No, probably best not to get caught, that's for sure," Celeste said thoughtfully.
She toweled off slower as Lucin continued to look away. Not that she'd admit it to him, but it was kind of a thrill to stand there casually naked while he had to look away. That was just her horny self talking, of course. She hadn't had a cum in a few days, and she's just been interrupted trying again. Even him staring fully at her a moment ago hadn't bothered her.
Not that that kind of thing was a big deal between them anyway. They were used to pretty good privacy, but living together meant there were little peeks and glimpses here and there. They'd each accidentally caught the other masturbating more than once, for instance, and it had never been a big deal.
Their parents had always generally been pretty open and honest about sexuality and such things, which was in fact part of the reason this whole masturbation ban was such a confusing mess.
"I kinda wish I had a girlfriend," Lucin said.
"I don't know if sex would be allowed any more than masturbation."
"Maybe not. But we could go to her house and do stuff."
"Oh yeah, that would be easier, wouldn't it?"
"Mmhm." Lucin shuffled awkwardly as a thought occurred to him. "Hey, Cel, I just had a really, really bad idea."
"Oh?"
"It's really bad. Like really b--"
"I got it. Tell me."
Lucin turned around. Celeste only half-heartedly bothered to cover herself with her damp towel.
"We don't really know that sex would be off limits. Maybe it's just masturbating."
Celeste sucked in a sharp breath. "I mean... you're right, we don't. What are you suggesting?"
"Like... what if... just to try it... what if I touched you?"
Celeste's legs wobbled a bit before she got a hold of herself. It was a bad idea. He wasn't wrong about that. But why did it make her all warm and tingly to think about? Other than obvious overload of arousal lately that she couldn't do anything about. Vibrators and shower heads hadn't worked. Maybe... maybe her brother's fingers would?
Oh god, even thinking about it. So bad. So... exciting.
"Try it," Celeste said hoarsely.
"Really?"
"Don't look all excited at me like that."
Lucin coughed and tried to tone down his enthusiasm. He really hadn't meant for it. It wasn't like he wanted to feel up his sister. Just to test it, was all. He hated to admit the sudden surge of elation through him when Celeste said yes.
Like yes, ok, catching her naked just now had been exciting in a way it shouldn't have been. But that was just horniness and surprise. He shouldn't actually want to touch her. Nor should she want him too.
Celeste dropped her towel, holding it loosely in one hand. Goddamn she was so... naked.
"You got a bit of a boner there," she remarked almost casually, but with a small quaver in her voice.
"I do," Lucin admitted.
"Gonna touch me or what?"
"Just... for science."
"Right. For science."
Lucin moved forward. Celeste rocked back like she was going to step away, then stood her ground instead.
Celeste's heart pounded. Her clit throbbed. God, it was like some boy she had a crush on about to touch her, not her brother.
Lucin's fingers trembled as he reached out. He tensed just before touching Celeste, then let his hand meet her breast. Both siblings sighed in unison at the contact.
They stood totally still for a moment.
"I don't hear her," Celeste said.
"Me either."
Lucin fully cupped Celeste's breast. Still no robotic warnings to be heard. He reached up with his other hand and cupped both her breasts at once. Still nothing.
Celeste bit her lip and fought not to make any embarrassing noises as her brother played with her tits. It felt way too good. She hadn't been touched by anyone else in too long, clearly. Plus her inability to get off lately, of course. But Lucin really might be on to something about needing a boyfriend, or at least a fuckbuddy.
Unfortunately, she had no candidates lately, nor did she have anyone she could set Lucin up with as a girlfriend. Plus, much as it pained her to admit it, she didn't really want to set him up with anyone if she was single. Just the possibility of having his hands on her like this....
That was bad thinking. Bad, bad thinking. Honest, yes, but bad.
"My pussy," Celeste whimpered.
"Hm?"
"Try my pussy. See if you can touch it."
"Oh shit, right."
Lucin jolted back to reality after the magic of fondling his sister's boobs. He was desperately aroused now, and with no real hope of doing anything about it, but that didn't mean he was going to act sensibly. He'd feel more embarrassed about his enjoyment if Celeste wasn't as clearly turned on as he was.
His hands dropped, but didn't quite leave Celeste's suddenly fascinating body. He wasn't really sure it was ok, but he also couldn't help trailing down her warm body, unwilling to let go entirely.
Celeste hissed in a breath and felt her eyes roll back for a moment before regaining some control. Being touched was often nice and all, but this was excessive. Especially coming from her brother of all people.
And he was only getting closer to her pussy. She braced herself for that, hoping not to dreadfully embarrass herself with her reaction.



Lucin swallowed hard as his hand traveled the last bit of its forbidden journey and closed on Celeste's pussy. He actually moaned softly as he felt her wetness, then her heat as he closed his hand over her naughty little slit. Luckily he heard a moan from her as well.
They just barely had time to look at each other before interruption.
--Do not do that--
"Fuck!" they said in near unison.
Lucin yanked his hand away, then looked to Celeste. As one, they started laughing, dissipating some of the tension.
"Well, so much for that," Celeste said.
"Yeah," Lucin said, awkwardly scratching the back of his head. "Guess that won't work. I mean, not that we'd really do anything with it anyway."
"... right, yeah."
Celeste shuffled her feat, unsure what to do now. Belatedly, she remembered her towel and wrapped it around herself. The disappointment in Lucin's eyes as she covered up mirrored her own. But they just couldn't be too crazy here. This had just been testing, was all. Even if it felt really, really good, and she was going to drive herself crazy thinking about it.
"Your boobs are nice," Lucin said, feeling the need to say something, but unsure what he could possibly contribute at that point. He immediately regretted his choice.
Celeste snickered, even though her cheeks were still flushed from Lucin's touch. "Are they really?"
"I mean... I don't know why I said that."
Celeste's eyes flashed down to the tent in Lucin's pants. "I do."
Lucin went even redder than he already was. "I just... I'm horny."
"I see that."
"So are you. I had enough time to feel that much."
"... shut up. Maybe."
"Definitely. My hand's still wet, and it was only on there for--"
Celeste made an annoyed noise. "This is gonna be terrible, isn't it?"
"What is?"
"This!" Celeste said, waving her arms, nearly setting her towel free with the wild movement. "I let you feel me up just now! My bro-ther. I mean what the fuck?"
"And... and it didn't even really help. We're just worse off now than before."
"Right. It's a problem." Celeste sighed and fidgeted with her towel. Then an idea occurred to her, and she was sufficiently grateful for it that she didn't stop to think it through. "Right, let me get dressed."
"I--"
"We're going out."
"We are?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Just trust me. I think I have a temporary, somewhat inconvenient solution."
Celeste brushed past her brother, and in the process her poorly fastened towel came off. She ignored it and marched straight to her room.
Lucin watched her go, feeling yet another painful twitch from his cock, and a helpless whimper from his lips. Celeste's nude, retreating form was too much for him right now. Had her ass always looked that good? It couldn't have, right? Or was he only just now noticing?
"Just circumstances," he muttered under his breath. "That's all. That and... and she's naked."
Nakedness counted for a lot, after all. Maybe too much in this instance.
****
"So, we're at a restaurant," Lucin said.
"Right," Celeste agreed. She still wasn't happy with her hair. She'd only thrown together an outfit and put it up loosely, just trying to hurry things along, but she kind of wished she'd spent enough time to make sure her hair looked good. It left her kind of distracted now.
"So... what's the genius plan?"
"Just give it a minute. Let the waitress bring our drinks and we'll order some food. Be patient."
"I'm not even hungry. I just... I need...."
Celeste felt a pang from her clit at the obvious need Lucin displayed. It brought her attention back from fussing with her hair to the whole point of being here. She kind of wished she could have remained distracted a little while longer. She wasn't really comfortable with the way she kept looking at her brother when her mind was in a naughty place. And the way he looked at her wasn't helping either.
"Just trust me," Celeste urged.
Lucin growled and squirmed in his seat, but did his best to be patient. "We're not, like, trying something stupid here like seducing the waitress, are we?"
"Ha, no. Obviously not. She's just trying to do her job. She's not part of the plan."
"... you're not going to tell me, are you?"
"Be patient."
Lucin found it nearly impossible to sit still or quiet his mind. He was horny as fuck, and sitting across from Celeste all he could think about was her without her clothes on. She'd been radiantly naked not so long ago, and his hands had been on her, so warm and inviting....
Aaannnd she was his sister. He was effectively on a date with his sister, having just seen her naked and felt her up. What was even happening?
Luckily, he didn't have to wait long. Indeed as soon as they'd ordered food and thanked their waitress, Celeste was moving and dragging Lucin along behind her.
"Where are we going?" he asked.
"The bathrooms."
"The... bathrooms?"
"Yeah. We'll just have a quick cum in there and feel much better for it."
"That's the plan?!"
"Yes."
"Good lord. I can't...." Lucin stopped and lowered his voice, suddenly recalling the many ears around them. "I can't jerk off in a bathroom."
"Why not? They're private. More or less."
"It's weird! And what if someone walks in?"
"They won't. They have single person bathrooms here. Lock the door, all set."
"Oh. Well... that helps, I guess."
"Mmhm. Get some porn on your phone if you have to. Make it quick."
Celeste pushed Lucin toward one bathroom, then went for the one directly across from it. It was occupied. Undaunted, she spun around and barged in with Lucin before he could lock her out.
"Seriously?" he hissed.
"Someone's in the other one. Just lock the door."
Lucin's fingers trembled slightly as he made sure the door wasn't going to open unexpectedly on them.
Celeste started pulling her pants down, but hesitated as she watched her brother.
"You saw me naked already," she said.
"Is that meant to convince me or you?" Lucin asked all too perceptively.
Celeste flipped her hair. "It's no biggie, really. Nothing either of us haven't seen."
"You're worried though, aren't you?"
"Maybe. Are you?"
"Yes. Cel, Mom's right. Neither of us take much of anything seriously. And that's kinda her and Dad's fault, a lot of it. Just the way we were raised. But I worry about how much I want to see you take your clothes off again."
Celeste flushed at Lucin's words. Her fingers fidgeted with her jeans. They were down just far enough to expose the top of her panties.
"Some things are important," she said. "Doesn't matter who you are, some things always matter."
"Like family?"
"Yeah. Like family. But Luce, this isn't going to break anything. It's just something we need."
"Lots of people don't masturbate at all."
"So they say." Celeste shrugged. "And even if they aren't lying, not everyone's as horny as we are."
"That's probably true."
"I mean, what are you usually, like, twice a day?"
Lucin smirked and looked away for a second. "Maybe more," he admitted softly.
Celeste smiled cautiously back at him. "Same. It's been torture the past couple days. I don't care if people live like that, we don't have to."
"So we steal away to restaurant bathrooms everyday?"
"If necessary."
"And watch each other get off?"
"Well... we don't have to watch. But--"
"But we will though," Lucin said.
"Yeah," Celeste said faintly. "We will."
There was a long, uncertain pause, then as one the sibs worked at their pants and pulled them down out of the way. Celeste leaned up against the sink and yanked her panties down. Lucin tried to find a comfortable spot leaning against the wall as he got his cock out.
"This might be the dumbest thing we've ever done," Lucin said, though he started stroking himself as he said it.
"Nah. We've done dumber," Celeste said.
"Yeah, ok, but...."
"But what?"
"I dunno. I got distracted."
Celeste grinned. "By my pussy?"
"Mostly that, yes."
"Good."
The sibs continued closely observing one another as they stroked and rubbed themselves. It was so liberating to be allowed to get off again, and quite a rush to do so in a semi-public place like this, let alone doing so opposite each other.
The horniness took over. It wasn't long at all before neither of them was even slightly concerned about the consequences of their decision, and were instead only interested in seeing more of the other.
"Take... take your shirt off," Celeste said.
"I will if you will."
Celeste nodded and stopped rubbing herself for a few precious seconds in order to get her top and bra off. Lucin was quicker at whipping his shirt off and getting back to jerking off to his sister.
Celeste's whole body felt like it was on fire. Showing off for her brother like this, seeing the lust and appreciation in his eyes, and of course the way he rapidly stroked himself while staring at her. She'd never been so turned on.
Lucin was in much the same emotional place. This was so damn naughty, so very inappropriate, and all he could do was keep playing with himself. He was getting off to his sister, fully and mostly unashamedly. She was practically naked for him, as he was for her, and they were both leaning into it more and more.
"Luce?"
"Hm?"
"Do you want to, like... you know earlier when you touched my boobs?"
Lucin groaned. "Yeah. Yeah I remember."
"Do you... wanna do it again?"
"Really?"
Celeste nodded. "Yeah. Really."
Lucin moved in and used his free hand to feel his sister up. Again.
Celeste whimpered and rubbed herself frantically, feeling the edges of a much-needed cum. It was so intense now, they were so close together. Lucin... he might actually cum on her. He was right there. He might....
"Oh god," Celeste whispered.
She came hard and overwhelmingly, riding the high, continuing to rub herself, making it last as long as she could.
Midway through, awed at the sight of his sister getting off and the softness of her breasts under his hand, Lucin came too. He threw his head back and let the relief of an orgasm wash through him and take him to purest bliss for one long beautiful moment.
The aftermath was a little less pure and delightful, but not as awkward as perhaps siblings cumming together should be.
"You got cum all over me," Celeste said.
"Sorry."
Celeste shrugged. "Accidents happen."
Lucin smirked crookedly. "Yes. They do."
Celeste started pulling her clothes back on without wiping up any of the mess on her skin. Lucin followed suit, glancing frequently over at her in the process. Celeste sneaked peaks right back.
"So... now we gotta go eat like everything's normal?" Lucin asked.
"I don't know about you, but I'm hungry."
"... I could eat."
They returned to their table, slightly disheveled and much more relaxed. Their food was waiting for them.
"How long do you think we took?" Celeste asked.
Lucin shrugged. "Not that long, I think. Hard to say though. I was... distracted."
Celeste grinned. "I bet you were."
As Lucin started eating, he felt something up the side of his leg. He looked across to Celeste, who was still grinning at him as she took small, careful bites.
"You gonna play footsie with me now?" Lucin asked.
"This isn't footsie. I'm just... distracting you some more."
"To what purpose, dare I ask?"
Celeste shrugged. "No purpose. Just fun."
"Ah. Well... I'll allow it."
"Because I let you cum on me in the bathroom?"
"Partly that, yes."
"And you kinda liiike iiittt?"
"Maybe that too."
Celeste laughed and kept rubbing Lucin's leg with her foot. It wasn't something she'd normally do to anyone, really. But somehow she just liked getting a reaction from him, and more importantly keeping his attention firmly on her. She craved her brother's attention right now. Probably because of what they'd just done together.
"Hey, do you think when we're done..." Lucin said.
"Yeeesss?"
"Do you think when we're done, I could... cum on you again before we leave?"
Celeste smiled so hard it hurt. "I don't see why not," she purred.
After they finished eating and paying the bill, the sneaked off to the bathroom again. Celeste knelt down in front of Lucin this time, looking up with sexy intent as he got his cock out.
"Oh god, Cel."
"Hm?"
"You know that just makes me want to cum on... on your face."
"Yes. I thought it might."
Lucin nodded as he stroked himself. "Well as long as you're aware."
It was a whole new view of his sister. He'd seen her more naked, and just as horny, but never quite as... sexual. Celeste looking up from her knees, hand jammed down her pants, waiting for cum all over her face. It was a sluttier side of his sister than ever before, and he really kind of liked it.
Celeste rubbed her pussy with quiet need as she stared at her brother's cock in her face. She hadn't realized quite how close it would be, somehow, and it was altogether too tempting to give it a little lick or something. Or... or suck on it.
Her thoughts were going to help get her off again, even if they were too much. Or were they though?
Celeste, in the throes of incestuous masturbation, stuck out her tongue and licked Lucin's cock. Just on the tip. It tasted of precum, all salty and sexy.
"Cel!"
"What?"
"You licked me!"
"I know."
"... do it again?"
Lucin, having previously thought things couldn't possibly get any hotter, now groaned as Celeste smirked up at him and leaned in to kiss the tip of his cock. She made such sensual eye contact with him the whole time as she semi-randomly kissed or licked his cock while he jerked off to her.
"You liiike that?" she asked.
"Of course."
"That's baaaddd."
"I am aware."
Celeste bit her lip. "Are you gonna cum?"
"Yeah. Soon."
"Good."
She rubbed herself faster, her hand fighting the resistance of being trapped in her pants. She kind of wished she'd taken them off, or at least pulled them more out of the way.
Lucin shivered and exploded, much to his sister's surprise and delight. Her shock only lasted a brief second as the first of his cum struck her cheek, and she squealed happily as more and more landed on her.
Celeste's eyes rolled back and she finished herself off to the feel of hot, brotherly cum splattering on her face. Goddamn she loved this so much. She shouldn't, probably, but she really really did.
Lucin gave Celeste an awkward hand up after, getting her back on her feet. They each tucked themselves back in their clothes, blushing mildly but smiling uncontrollably.
"Hey Cel, what if you didn't wipe that cum off before we leave?"
Celeste's eyes flashed. "Seriously?"
"I dare ya."
"Oh you're bad. The whole point was to stop being horny for a little bit, you know."
"Yeah well, this seems like more fun."
"Mmm, you're kind of annoyingly right."
After straightening up a bit and giving Celeste a chance to examine herself critically in the mirror, they sneaked their way out of the restaurant. Lucin went first, sheltering Celeste from view as she stayed close behind him. No one paid them any real attention, and really no one would have any reason to stare intently at Celeste in the first place. But if someone did happen to notice the cum dripping down her face....
"Can't believe you made me do that," Celeste said, lightly punching Lucin's arm as they made it to the car.
"I didn't technically make you do it."
"Hmph. Sure you didn't." Celeste grumbled as she started the car. "I'm gonna be horny again now."
"Me too, if that's any consolation."
"It is a little, actually."
"Maybe next time I should cum on your face before we eat, so we can get it out of our systems."
Celeste snorted. "Nice try, but I'm not sitting there calmly eating dinner with your mess all over my face."
"Why not?"
"Tell you what, you can cum on your own face, how 'bout that?"
"... I'll pass."
"Thought you might."
****
The sibs made it through several days with their new strategy of leaving their house to masturbate. It wasn't a totally satisfactory solution by any means, especially when the initial thrills wore off and the danger of getting caught being total pervs remained. It was still fun and risky and all, but not the same high as the first time.
Worse, Celeste and Lucin's increasing comfort around each other kind of backfired, as a lack of proper attire led to them both being hornier more often.
"Do you have to walk around with boners all the time?" Celeste asked. "You never used to do that."
Lucin shrugged. "I mean, you've seen it. No big deal, is it?"
"It's distracting."
"Well maybe you should put a shirt on then. That would help with the boners."
Celeste shrugged. "You're not wearing a shirt. Why should I?"
"You've got nice boobs. That's the difference."
"Pff, just sexist hypocrisy is all."
Lucin shook his head. "It's really not. You like me staring at them. You know exactly what you're doing."
"Maaayyybe."
"Uh huh."
Matilda ignored the both of them as she prepared breakfast. The good news, such as it was, was that their robot nanny didn't mind most lewd or inappropriate behaviours. Just masturbating, mainly. And presumably sex and stuff too, though they hadn't tested those out properly.
They had pushed the limits a little, just to see. Celeste had given Lucin's cock a few experimental kisses, which hadn't been allowed. Nor had Lucin kissing Celeste's pussy been allowed. He'd tried licking as well, which hadn't gone any better.
"What if we just disabled her vocals somehow?" Celeste grumbled, staring daggers at their watchful guardian.
"Then she'd still stare at us," Lucin said. "And for all we know, she'll get physical if we're not careful."
"Ah, but she might not." Celeste cleared her throat. "Matilda, disable vocals."
--Access denied--
"Of course it is."
Lucin gave it a shot. "Matilda, what behaviour exactly is prohibited?"
--Access denied--
"Grrr."
Celeste sighed heavily. "I know, right? This is only going to lead to more unhealthy behaviours in the long run. I don't understand the logic of it."
"Right? Masturbating's practically one of the healthiest and safest things out there. But oh nooo can't play with your own cock if--"
"Or pussy."
"--or pussy if you want to. Some jackass designed these robots that way for 'moral' reasons I bet."
"Much hate," Celeste agreed.
Matilda, engaging in one of her redeeming qualities, set plates of breakfast in front of the grouchy siblings.
"At least she cooks good stuff," Lucin reluctantly admitted.
"The food's been good alright."
"So maybe... maybe it's not all bad."
"Not entirely, no."
Celeste ate quietly for a moment, an idea forming in her head. "What if...."
"Hm?"
"What if... you know how Matilda really only gets annoyed if we play with ourselves?"
"I am aware. That's our whole problem."
"No, but I mean, like, she doesn't say anything if I play with my boobs."
To demonstrate, Celeste cupped her tits and bounced them. Nothing happened. She pinched her nipples and rolled them, still nothing.
Well, not nothing. Lucin's jaw dropped and his eyes fixed solidly on her chest. Celeste had to try not to smile to hard at his reaction.
"See?" she said.
Lucin tried to shake himself out of it. Celeste just sitting there playing with her boobs in front of him, that wasn't fair. Like he needed to be hornier.
"She didn't say anything," he agreed, trying to act nonchalant even though that ship had sailed.
"Now you try."
"... feeling your boobs?"
"Ha, no, silly. Just... I dunno, play with your nipples or something."
Lucin frowned. "Is this some weird kink of yours? 'Cause my nipples don't do much for me."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Really."
"Huh. Weird. Anyway it's just for testing purposes. Doesn't matter if you actually like it or not."



Lucin thought about it, then shrugged and fingered his nipples some, trying not to overthink whether Celeste was actually enjoying him doing that sort of thing to himself. Probably she wasn't. It wasn't the same effect when a boy did it as when a girl did. Totally different.
Most of the time he would have been right. However, in the context of being overly horny herself, Celeste kind of enjoyed the display anyway. Which hadn't been her goal, she really did just want to test things, but a little extra sexiness might as well be enjoyed as long as it was in front of her.
"So she doesn't mind that, is the point," Celeste said, trying not to appear as though she'd been staring too hard at her brother.
"Yeah, fair enough," Lucin said. "If you can get off to nipple play, more power to you."
"That's not really what I was thinking."
"What were you thinking then?"
"I was wondering how Matilda feels about anal."
Lucin took quite a while to process the statement. His mouth opened and closed a few times as he almost said something, then thought better of it. His eyes flicked to Celeste repeatedly, drawn to her boobs, but also to the tabletop in front of her as though he could see through it.
Celeste waited patiently but with growing nervous excitement for him to catch up to her.
"Like if you put stuff in your butt?" Lucin asked.
"If either of us did," Celeste corrected.
"You think I'd do that?"
Celeste rolled her eyes. "Please don't tell me you're one of those people who thinks butt play for guys is exclusively gay."
"No! Of course it isn't. Just... I've never really done it."
"Oh really? Found something you're shy about, did I?"
"I... maybe. Whatever."
Celeste, eager to tease her brother, nevertheless reined herself in. She wanted them working as a team, after all.
"Ok so... me either, actually," Celeste admitted.
"And you were gonna tease me?"
"I know, I know. It's just instinct sometimes. Anyway... what do you think would happen?"
"I dunno. It's not really masturbating, is it?"
"Don't see why not. People can cum from it."
"Just in porn though," Lucin pointed out.
"If they can do it in porn, they can do it in real life. It's not all fakery, you know. You can see when dudes cum for real. And if a girl squirts like crazy, kind of hard to fake that, I'd think."
"Have you... watched a lot of this stuff?"
"Some. You?"
"Same, I guess. I kinda have periods of being more interested in it sometimes. Sometimes I watch a lot of butt stuff. Sometimes I don't."
"Fair." Celeste toyed with the food remaining on her plate. "So... should we try it?"
Lucin struggled with his answer. He wanted to say yes and no at the same time, and both pretty strongly. The decider for him was the near-certain knowledge that he'd get to see Celeste playing with her butt.
"I'm too horny for my own good," he said aloud.
"I think we've both known that about ourselves for a while. That's a yes then?"
"Yeah, let's try it."
"Cool." Celeste bounced to her feet. "Let's go."
"Now?"
"You mean after we've had time to think about it?"
"... you're right, let's go now."
Lucin darted from the table, followed closely by Celeste. It was, perhaps, rude to just leave their dishes on the table like that, but then Matilda had been quite rude in not letting them masturbate, so the hell with her.
"Whose room?" Lucin asked.
"Mine, I guess. I need to get a shirt."
"Why do you need a shirt?"
"Because," Celeste said as she entered her room and rifled for a top. "I'm gonna be quite exposed."
"You're already quite exposed."
"You just wanna see me naked," Celeste accused.
Lucin nodded. "I mean, yeah, obviously. Do you not want me to see you naked?"
"I... I'm not used to showing anyone my butthole."
"Oh. Yeah, I guess not, huh."
Celeste pulled on a loose shirt that came down just past her panties. When she removed her underwear, Lucin couldn't quite catch a peek of her pussy, no matter how hard he stared.
Celeste smirked at her brother's inquisitiveness, but was simultaneously bouncing with nervous excitement.
"Ready?" she asked.
"Why you asking me? You're the one doing it."
"You're gonna try it too! Don't think I'm the only one gonna play with my butthole."
"Fine. You first though."
Celeste rolled her eyes, but accepted the condition. She'd kind of expected it anyway. She wasn't sure if she could get Lucin to do butt stuff to himself period, really. Boys could be funny about things like that. Although girls could be equally weird about it, so maybe it was just people generally.
Lucin tilted his head with interest as Celeste reached behind herself. He couldn't actually see anything, but the overt implication of what she was doing was certainly intriguing all on its own.
"Are you touching it?" he asked.
Celeste nodded, slightly breathless despite a distinct lack of physical exertion. "Yeah."
"Well... seems like no reaction then."
"Certainly does. But, like, I might have to actually go inside to trigger something."
"You think? How sensitive is Matilda anyway?"
"No idea. I assume she's got some crazy senses though. I mean she can sniff out masturbation behind closed doors and everything."
"True. And she doesn't actually trigger when you're, like, using the bathroom or anything."
"Yeah. Too bad I don't have any lube to try out right now. Maybe spit?"
Lucin fought a small wave of arousal. It wasn't doing any good. He was turned on as it was, and it was only getting worse the more Celeste 'tested' her butthole.
"I've got some," he volunteered.
Celeste looked up sharply. "You do?"
"Yeah."
"I thought you didn't do butt stuff before?"
"I haven't."
"Then what's the lube for?"
Lucin stepped back under his sister's sudden, intense scrutiny. "It's, uh, you know like toys for jerking off? Like, that are supposed to be kind of like pussies or whatever?"
Celeste nodded. "Oh. Those."
"Yeah."
"Well go get the lube then. I don't want to stand her with my ass hanging out all day."
"I--"
"I know you'd enjoy it," Celeste said with a perfectly executed eye roll. "Just get the lube."
Lucin dashed off. He passed Matilda in the hall, who continued to not give a single shit about any lewd behaviours in the house, other than genital gratification. She was such a weirdo.
"Got the lube," Lucin said.
Celeste grabbed it from him and poured a little on her finger. She again reached back behind herself and rubbed her finger over her butthole.
It had never seemed necessary to play back there before. Vaginal stimulation had always been fun enough on its own. But now, without her previous options available, Celeste was kind of enjoying this new naughty touch. Fingering her little bum like this. In front of her brother and everything. It felt so dirty in a really good way.
"Is your finger in?" Lucin asked.
"Mmhm."
"Well Matilda was just down the hall, and she clearly isn't minding this."
"It seems not," Celeste said faintly.
"... how's it feel?"
"You should try it."
"I will. Just... what's it like?"
Celeste snorted. "What do you think it's like? It's like a finger up the bum."
"Yeah but... do you think you could masturbate like that?"
"I don't know. I mean, it feels kinda nice. And weird. But, like, I honestly don't know if I could cum from having things up my butt."
"Only one way to find out."
Celeste grinned. "True. You try it now."
Lucin swallowed, then nodded. He had to do it or he'd be taunted mercilessly. And really, he privately was kind of happy to have pressure to try it. He didn't know if he would on his own.
Lucin pulled off his pyjama bottoms, leaving himself naked, not even the protection of a shirt like Celeste had. He didn't mind. He was horny, and the way his sister stared at him was a thrill he was really getting to appreciate lately. He still thought she was more fun to look at naked than he was, but he was biased.
"Damn you're hard," Celeste said without meaning to speak aloud.
"Well yeah."
"So much precum...."
Lucin blushed. "Shush. We're supposed to be experimenting here. Take it seriously."
"I am. You just got naked. What do you want from me?"
"I...."
"I'm way too horny. You shouldn't be so fascinating to me."
"Same," Lucin said.
The sibs blushed and tried to determine where they should look, then just gave up and checked each other out more.
"Do it now," Celeste urged.
Lucin nodded and took some lube on his fingers. He leaned one hand on Celeste's bed while reaching back with the other. He was aware that Celeste was now getting a much better view than he was, and tried to feign nonchalance about it even while his cock pulsed and spurted more precum.
Celeste still had a finger up her bum, but used her free hand to spread Lucin's butt cheeks and get a better look as the tip of his finger disappeared.
"Hey!" he protested.
"Just looking," Celeste said absently. "Definitely seems like we can get away with this."
"Yeah, it does. You don't have to look quite so close though."
"Don't know that I can help myself."
Celeste, way too horny for her own good, kept right on staring until Lucin got embarrassed enough to pull his finger back out of his ass. Slowly, robotically, but with great sense of purpose, Celeste pulled her finger out of her butt too, then pressed it against her brother's tight, slippery little hole.
Neither spoke. Neither had the slightest idea what to say. Their parents would have been amused to find them so speechless, if not for the rest of the circumstances.
Celeste's finger slipped inside her brother. He was warm and tight around her. Just like her own bum, except not her own, obviously.
"How's that feel?" she whispered.
"... you can keep doing it. If you want."
"Ok."
Celeste's finger slid deeper.
"This is... weirdly intimate," Lucin said.
"It is," Celeste agreed absently. "I think maybe it's kinda hot, even."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like if I move my finger in and out like this...."
Lucin gave a small, involuntary moan. It wasn't like it was an insane, intense sensation or anything. But it was new and different, and definitely weirdly intimate.
"What about two fingers?" Lucin heard himself ask.
"Really?"
"I don't know. Will two fit?"
"You tell me. It's your ass."
"I'm new to this!" Lucin protested.
"So am I!"
Further argument was postponed as the heavy footsteps of Matilda approached from outside the room. The sibs froze right where they were as their robot caretaker came right up to the doorway. Matilda, in her deceptively delicate way, reached in and knocked on the door.
"You don't have to knock," Celeste said, rolling her eyes. "The door's broken from your last entry, remember?"
"It's polite though," Lucin said. "Even if the door's off its hinges."
"It's not. It's... it's nothing. It's a useless formality."
--I am doing laundry--
"Are you really?" Celeste said, nonplussed.
--I require your dirty clothes--
"Well have at them then."
Both siblings watched curiously as Matilda strode in, efficiently gathered Celeste's laundry, and marched out again.
"She really doesn't care about you fingering my ass, does she?" Lucin commented.
"Seems not." Celeste turned back to her brother's backside. "So... second finger then?"
"Yes please."
Two fingers was more of a struggle. It wasn't impossibly tight, but tight enough to slow Celeste down.
Lucin started giggling. Celeste, trying to maintain some sense of focus, nevertheless followed him as they both lost composure.
"Why are you laughing?" Celeste said while shaking from repressed giggling.
"You're laughing too!"
"You started it."
"It's...." Lucin paused and tried to take a breath, but kept just giggling despite his best efforts. "I don't know. It's just funny, isn't it?"
"... kinda. Should it be?"
"I don't know. I've never had a sister burying a pair of fingers in my bum before."
"Attempting to bury," Celeste corrected. "Not quite getting there. Keep laughing though, I think it's loosening you up."
"Yeah, that's part of what's funny. Just like, it doesn't hurt like you sometimes think it would."
"Well it's only fingers. They're little."
"True. I don't know. It's this whole confluence of different factors. From like, porn influence, and jokes people make, and how mildly forbidden it is. And all it really comes down to is my sister grumpily struggling to get her fingers in me."
"I'm not grumpy!" Celeste protested, before snickering some more at the ludicrous situation.
"You were grumbling."
"I can grumble without being grumpy. And I was only swearing at your butthole 'cause it won't cooperate right."
"Yeah. Funny."
"Hehe, yeah, ok. Fair enough."
Lucin's butt slowly relaxed more until Celeste was able to easily finger-fuck him with her two fingers. Lucin crawled right up on her bed, leaving his ass in the air, and relaxed and just enjoyed the experience.
"Having a good time, are you?" Celeste asked.
"You know, I really am."
"You're certainly drooling precum."
"Am I?"
"Mmhm. Shame I can't do anything about it."
Lucin sighed. "Yeah, and even though this feels nice, I don't know that I'll actually be able to cum or anything. That might get frustrating."
"Hmph, yeah. I'm kinda worried about that too."
Celeste pulled her fingers out and examined Lucin's butthole. It gaped just a little afterward, but closed up pretty quick. It accepted her fingers back in quite easily though. Celeste alternated playing with it some more, and giving it some exploratory kisses.
"God, I could do this all day," Celeste said.
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"I mean, I know it feels good for me and all, but you're enjoying it?"
"I weirdly am. It's... it's just hot. It's wrong and naughty, and maybe I like making you feel good."
"Oh." Lucin mused it over for a moment. "Can I try on you?"
Celeste's clit, already buzzing, sent a surge of pleasure and anticipation through her just at the mere request from her brother.
"Ok," she said in a faint croak.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
The siblings swapped places. Celeste got down on the bed with her butt lifted, her shirt falling toward her breasts and out of the way. Lucin got behind her, and at first could only admire the view.
"It might be just as well we can't do... regular sex stuff," he said.
"Why?"
"Because I'd be far too tempted right now."
Celeste's breath came almost as a pant. "Tempted to do worse than jerk off on me?"
"Yeah. Worse than that."
"Oh."
"You regretting some decisions?"
"Not even slightly."
Lucin grinned and dove in. "Good."
Celeste moaned loudly as Lucin's tongue met her butthole. The instant shivers it sent through her eclipsed her previous thrills. It was insane and kind of scary how badly she was into this.
Lucin, likewise, was addicted from the moment of contact. Or, indeed, from the moment of beholding his sister presenting herself so lewdly for him, so ready and eager for his touch. But definitely after tasting her, at any rate.
"We're in trouble," Lucin murmured.
"Yes," Celeste agreed. "We are."
Not that it stopped either of them. Lucin licked away happily, while Celeste cooed and encouraged him.
Lucin slobbered over his sister's ass before eventually trying to finger her. Sticking his finger up her really was only an afterthought, as he'd been having way too much fun eating her out. The combination of spit and lube let him easily invade her butt.
"Ohh, that's nice," Celeste said. "Try two fingers."
"So quickly?"
"Why not?"
Lucin shrugged. "Alright."
Like with his bum, it took more work getting two fingers to slide smoothly in than just one. They had some more giggles in the process, and Lucin couldn't help pausing in their efforts repeatedly to devote more kisses and licks to Celeste's ass. They did eventually get to a point of him easily finger-fucking her though.
"Mmm, ok, let me do you at the same time," Celeste purred.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Get up here."
There was some more laughter and several attempts at repositioning as they tried to each get a good angle. Getting their fingers up each other's bums at the same time required some cooperation.
Their eyes met, shining with lust, fingers deep inside one another.
"Cel?"
"Hm?"
"I kinda want to kiss you."
Celeste bit her lip. "I bet you say that to all the girls knuckle-deep in your ass."
"All of them so far," Lucin agreed. "Can I?"
"You may."
They came together, lips connecting in a beautiful display of sibling horniness and love. They were helpless against their desires. Probably partly because of the lack of cumming.
They pulled each other closer, helped by their firm grips on each other's assholes. They moaned into each other's mouths as they got a little too close and Celeste's pussy made electric contact with Lucin's cock.
Almost immediately they detected the approach of their infuriating but very specific guardian.
--Do not do that--
The siblings whimpered as they pulled apart, but did so quickly enough to halt Matilda in the doorway. Matilda waited a moment, then turned and left again.
"God she's a pain in the butt," Lucin complained.
"And not the good kind," Celeste said, wiggling her fingers inside Lucin.
"Unf. Maybe it's good though. We shouldn't actually... do that."
"Do what?" Celeste asked innocently.
"You know."
"I do. I wanted to make you say it."
Lucin narrowed his eyes. "We shouldn't fuck."
Celeste burst into nervous laughter. "Oh god, you said it."
"I did." Lucin pushed his fingers deeper in Celeste's ass. "We shouldn't, you know."
"I know. We definitely shouldn't."
Again their eyes met with distinct, smouldering intent. They kissed each other and made out in increasingly sloppy fashion. They couldn't grind on each other, much to their mutual frustration, but continued to explore each other's asses quite freely.
"Ok, enough," Lucin panted. "To the restaurant?"
Celeste, on the verge of suggesting the same herself, quickly nodded. "Agreed. I need to cum."
"Alright, let's go."
****
Much to Lucin's confusion, Celeste pulled up and parked nowhere near to the restaurant he assumed they were going to.
"What, are we trying a new place?" he asked.
"Nope. Just making a stop," Celeste said with a teasing grin.
"Really? Now?"
"Best time for it. While we're horny."
"We're always horny."
"Not like this."
Lucin and Celeste exited the car.
"What are...." Lucin trailed off as he caught sight of a nearby building. "Oh, sex toy shop?"
Celeste nodded. "Sex toy shop."
"I... alright, I could be into this. You coulda just told me though."
"What fun would that have been?"
"You think it's too weird if I walk in there with a boner?"
"I think it's weirder that you walk in with your sister."
"Yeah, but no one will know about that."
Celeste laughed lightly and took Lucin's arm. "Just hide behind me if you can't keep you erection down."
"What exactly is it we're looking for?" Lucin asked, mind already whirling with possibilities.
"Dunno. Some butt toys, mainly. All my toys are for my pussy, which isn't helpful at the moment."
"... how many do you have, exactly?"
Celeste grinned. "I'll tell if you will."
"What?"
"How many you got?"
Lucin blushed faintly. "I asked first."
"True. I have...." Celeste paused and counted in her head. "Seven, I think. But I really don't ever use two or three of them."
"Really?"
"Yeah. You?"
"I... two."
"Just two?"
"Well yeah. It's not... it's not the same for boys, you know."
"Pff, a silly double standard. We'll fix that."
Their discussion continued in more hushed tones as they perused inside the shop. It wasn't a big enough store to really have a comfortable discussion.



"And you got no butt toys either, right?" Celeste asked.
"Of course not. Just... you know, those ones you masturbate with."
"Fake pussies?"
"... and a fake butthole."
"Ha!"
"Shush. Yours aren't any more dignified than mine, I bet."
"No, they aren't. Mostly vibrators."
"But not all?"
"I mean, two are just regular dildos."
"Oh right."
Celeste stopped short, and Lucin, not paying enough attention, bumped into her. They both experienced a small, shivering thrill as his poorly hidden erection collided with her butt.
"None of that now," Celeste hissed. "We're trying to be professional here."
"Wasn't on purpose."
"Sure it wasn't. What do you think, we each get a butt plug? Should be fine to wear those around the house."
Lucin considered the proposition. "Ok. And what about...."
"What?"
"I mean, this one says it vibrates."
"Interested, are we?"
Lucin squirmed, aware of his sister's teasing eyes, the woman over the cash occasionally flicking her gaze their way, and the one other customer he was aware of in the store, who hopefully wasn't paying them any attention.
"I mean, I've never had any vibrating toys," he said.
"True! You're right, let's get that. Ooh, and here's one over her, not a plug, but it's for vibrating bumholes."
"Er... how many things are we buying?"
"As much as are needed. I've got the credit card."
"Cel, Mom and Dad are gonna see where we spent money at, you know. We can't just go spending hundreds on sex toys."
Celeste frowned. "Do you want vibrating things up your ass or not?"
"... ok, fuck it, maybe they'll miss that line on the statement."
"That's the spirit. Now, for strapons, what kind of size do we think we want?"
"Oh god, you're gonna peg me?"
"Well yeah. Hopefully you'll peg me too, but I suppose we can burn that bridge as we get to it."
Lucin was increasingly insecure about the pile of toys Celeste was thrusting at him, but also horny enough and just barely trusting enough not to run away in terror and embarrassment.
Celeste was in a similar boat, even if teasing her brother helped her carry on like she wasn't slightly mortified of just how many items, clearly anal focused, they were accumulating.
"I still think the double dildo's unnecessary," Lucin murmured as they rang their purchases up.
"I think it's very necessary," Celeste said, though he face was as red as Lucin's by then. Especially with the woman at the counter trying to remain professional, but clearly amused by the two of them.
"When would we possibly use it?"
"We--"
The woman cleared her throat. "Sorry to intrude, just... would you like any lube with all of this?"
The sibs were silent for a moment.
"Uh... yes please," Lucin squeaked.
"Anything in particular."
"Do you, uh, have a recommendation?"
The woman nodded, smile still fighting for control of her lips. She grabbed a bottle, slipped it in one of their bags, and finished up the transaction.
"I can't believe we're walking out with multiple bags," Lucin growled as they retreated to the car.
"Well someone wanted all those vibrating things, didn't they?" Celeste growled right back.
"Well... yes. But I'm super embarrassed now."
"Yeah, me too!"
"... but it'll be fun when we get to play with them though."
"There is that."
They packed their stuff in the car.
"So, uh, to the restaurant?" Lucin asked.
Celeste nodded. "To the restaurant."
****
They had their restaurant game down to a science. Namely, sitting down, ordering immediately--food being a distant secondary concern--then entering one of the bathrooms together for naughty time. By the time they got back, their food and drinks were waiting for them, and sometimes even distinctly cooling on them already.
On this occasion, there was an extra step of actually smuggling a few toys to the bathroom with them while trying not to attract any more attention than usual.
"You figure after a while they'd have to clue in to what we're up to anyway," Celeste murmured just before they locked the bathroom door behind them.
"Hard to say," Lucin mused. "Not always same time of day or same staff present. And it's not like we do this all the time."
Celeste snorted. "It's pretty often."
"I don't know. No one's tried to kick us out yet, so that's good."
"Mmhm. Pants down, please."
Lucin nodded and stripped his bottoms off while Celeste pulled out a butt plug and once again examined the instructions associated. It was the vibrating one Lucin had insisted on, though he maintained it wasn't insisting so much as a passing interest. Either way, it was going up his bum. They'd charged it in the car on the way for that very reason.
"You know I should be able to control this with my phone?" Celeste said conversationally.
"Wait, really?"
"Yeah. I think... hang on, let me see if this works."
Lucin shifted impatiently. His cock was hard and pointed at Celeste, way too close to do her focus any good.
"Don't take too long," Lucin urged.
"Oh shush. Lube yourself up while you wait."
"... I wanted you to do that."
"Unf. Ok, well bend over and wait for me then."
Lucin impatiently bent over the sink and tried to be still, but kept fidgeting and looking back at Celeste.
Celeste, feeling like she might have things set up, lubed up her brother's butt for him before he got too antsy to stand still at all. They then struggled a little together to get the butt plug popped in nicely.
"Why's your butt so tight?" Celeste complained.
"Shush, you love my tight butt."
"True. It's just inconvenient for quick and dirty sexy fun."
"So sorry about that," Lucin said, not sounding sorry at all about it.
Once inserted, however, Celeste was delighted to find that she could, indeed, control it's vibrations with the merest swipe of her finger on her phone.
"Oh this is gonna be fuuunnn," she cooed.
Lucin whimpered as Celeste briefly took him to maximum vibration, then back down again. "Am I going to regret this?"
"Nope."
"Oh good."
Celeste left Lucin on a pattern of low to medium vibes, then pulled down her pants and presented herself for her own plug insertion. Just a regular, non-vibrating one in her case.
Lucin, horny as fuck already, and not helped any by the buzzing plug inside him, spread and licked Celeste's ass a bit before lubing her.
"Stick it in alreadyyy," Celeste whined.
"Jeez, impatient much?"
"I want it in my butt!"
Lucin smirked. "That's--"
"And then I want you to kiss my pussy while it's in."
Lucin's smirk quickly faded into a groan of sexual need. "Fuck, Cel. I can't very well say no to that."
"I would very much hope you couldn't."
Celeste meeped as her plug was inserted with a distinct lack of patience. Luckily it wasn't overly large, and in her horny state the momentary flash of anal discomfort only turned her on more.
She only had a bare few seconds to adjust before Lucin spun her around and pressed his lips to her pussy, just as she'd requested. She sighed happily and held his face to her snatch, encouraging more brotherly kisses.
Lucin continued to kiss her and start some small, tactical licks around her clit, while also pressing a finger to the base of her plug and wiggling it around some inside her. Her small moans and pants were a constant reward for making her feel good, as was the way her fingers ran through his hair.
"Mmm, suck on my clit more," Celeste purred. "And, mmph, keep playing with my pluuuggg."
Celeste whimpered and shook as she came. The plug up her bum created some new pleasurable connections inside her, sending little bolts through her in addition to the usual intense feelings of cumming. Her clit and ass felt like all one big, happy part of her, and she was briefly oblivious to the world as she shivered and moaned through her orgasm.
"You kinda like the butt plug, huh?" Lucin said while giving Celeste some cool down kisses on her pussy.
Celeste petted Lucin's head affectionately and struggled to form coherent thoughts. "I really do. It's like a whole new pleasure centre on top of everything else that I already liked."
Lucin nodded. "Makes sense. I feel like mine's gonna make me cum just from vibrating away in there."
"Really?"
"Well... not quite. But I need to cum badly though."
Celeste bit her lip thoughtfully. Even after massively cumming on her brother's face, she wasn't devoid of horny urges. "Where do you want to cum?"
"You mean where on you?"
"Of course."
"Hm. On your face is tempting, but--"
Celeste giggled. "We have to eat still without getting thrown out."
"I know, I was gonna say that. So maybe... on your pussy?"
"Unf. Oh you're bad."
"I'm aware." Lucin gave Celeste's pussy another kiss, then looked up at her with big, brotherly eyes. "Can I?"
Celeste patted his head some more. "Of course."
She pulled up her panties while Lucin stood up, then she made sure to dial up his butt plug's vibrations some until he was whimpering and pleading with his eyes.
"I'm gonna have a lot of fun with this," Celeste said gleefully.
"Cel, I need to cuuummm."
She grinned wider. "I know. Come here, let your sis take care of you."
Celeste pulled her panties away from her body to expose her pussy, then pulled Lucin closer with a tug on his addictively hard cock. He throbbed in her hand, making his need all the more evident.
She stroked him lovingly, and with a fair amount of excitement. She wanted to see him cum, just as always, but even more so with all that butt stimulation and the needful look on his face.
Lucin was putty in his sister's hands, totally under her control. He wasn't going to last long. Not at all. But that brief time before she made him cum was delicious agony.
His cum erupted forcefully, splashing hot on Celeste's skin. She gasped and pumped his cock harder, urging more and more gooey mess onto her pussy and into her panties.
Lucin had never had a cum like it before. He'd become quite enamoured with his sister's naughty touch, but this was more intense than that. The anal stimulation, that was it. It had felt nice, but while cumming was on a whole other level. Connecting zones within him that didn't usually communicate.
His orgasm lasted beyond emptying all his cum, still spasming and trying to shoot more into Celeste's panties, his body all confused and overloaded with happy feelings, but it did eventually subside. Celeste held him and patted his hair for a moment while he sorted himself out.
"Turn off the plug," Lucin croaked. "Please?"
Celeste nodded and tapped her phone. "How was it?"
"Kind of insane. I felt like I could have just kept going, like I needed to. It was so... urgent. But then of course I kind of ran out."
Celeste grinned. "We'll have to play more with that. See how long we can make you cum for."
"Oh god. What am I in for?"
"Only the finest in pleasurable experiences, I can assure you."
"Finest and most questionable?"
"Maybe."
Their food was well and truly cold by the time they straightened themselves out and returned to their table. That was fine, they didn't taste much anyway, eating mechanically, minds firmly elsewhere.
"The waitstaff here are gonna figure us out at this rate," Celeste remarked.
"If they haven't already."
Celeste shrugged. "Can't say as I particularly mind. Unless they ban us, of course."
"Yeah. Same."
Lucin got a few moments alone with his thoughts as he chewed some more of the food that he only barely registered. Then, with very little warning other than a smirk on Celeste's face that she just couldn't contain, he felt his ass start to vibrate again.
"Oh seriously?" he hissed.
"What's the mat-ter?" Celeste asked in a low sing-song voice.
"You know exactly what."
She tapped her phone. "Oh, you mean this."
The vibrations increased and started a repeated pattern of off and on.
"I'm going to regret some decisions, aren't I?" Lucin asked as what small attention he had for eating was replaced by leaning back in his seat and letting his lids fall half closed while trying not to moan out loud.
"Who are you kidding, dear brother? You don't regret any of this and we both know it."
"You're vibing my butt in public."
"Mmhm!"
"... and it's kinda nice."
"Thought it might be."
"I shoulda made you get one of these too. Play fair and all."
Celeste shrugged airily. "Oh well. Live and learn."
Lucin's eyes narrowed. "Just wait 'til we get home."
"Ooh, why?"
"Because we got lots of other toys today, and now you've got my imagination going."
Celeste bit her lip, tummy fluttering with nervous excitement. That look in her brother's eye was doing things to her. It was so... ferocious. Promising things that, in her mind, were both scary and thrilling.
And yet, despite her fears as to how far Lucin might go, Celeste couldn't help turning his plug up another notch. A small moan escaped his lips.
"What are you gonna do to me?" Celeste asked huskily.
Lucin grinned back evilly, despite the whirring in his bum and his best efforts not to give away to the whole restaurant what his sister was doing to him. "Nothing you don't want me to do," he said.
Celeste whimpered as though he'd offered exquisite torture instead of consenting sex. In an odd sort of way, he'd done both. "Should we just go?"
Lucin nodded eagerly. "I'll pay, you start the car."
****
The rest of the day was spent in the sort of activity Celeste had both feared and hoped for. Lucin almost immediately tied her up in his bed, and wouldn't answer where he'd gotten the rope from, nor how he knew how to bind her the way he did.
"I've watched porn," Lucin said casually, as though that explained it.
"What kind of porn?" Celeste asked, wiggling, against the ropes. "Straight up BDSM all day every day or what?"
Lucin could only sigh and admire the sight of his sister. She was face down, ass up on his bed, which was a delightful sight anyway. He'd removed her bottoms, of course, though he couldn't actually wipe the cummy mess off her pussy without alerting Matilda. That was fine, it was her bum he was after anyway. All her wiggling against her bonds only drew his attention more and more to his target.
"It's not like I'm suspending you or anything," he said, spreading Celeste's ass with his hands. "It's just basic tying up."
"Well it's... pretty fucking hot, actually."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"It's working for me too."
"I bet." Celeste wiggled again. Lucin was spreading and staring at her butt, but wasn't doing much other than that. "You gonna eat my ass for me?" she suggested.
Lucin nodded absently. "Among other things."
He gave his sister a smooch right on her perfect little butthole, then gave her some nice, sloppy licks. He was so addicted to her ass, and there was nothing at all she could do to stop him enjoying himself just as much as he wanted. Not that would even if she could.
Celeste purred happily. She was all horny and wet from being naked and tied up anyway. Little had she known how much she was going to enjoy bondage with her brother. It was so sexy being restrained and helpless, and all the while knowing Lucin was going to work over her bumhole until she was a sopping mess.
"God you taste so good," Lucin mumbled around Celeste's butt. "Why do you taste so good?"
"'Cause you're a horny little thing?"
"Probably that, yeah."
"You'd have to be a horny little thing to tie your sis-ter up and eat out her butthole."
"That's quite a judgement coming from someone who jerked her brother off on her pussy earlier."
Celeste thrilled inside and tested her ropes again. Her pussy was flooded like crazy, and that was before the reminder that she still had Lucin's dried cum all over her snatch.
She was either going to have the world's best cum at the end of this, or be a horribly frustrated girl if she couldn't cum with no clit play. High risk, high reward.
Lucin played a lot more with Celeste's little bumhole. It loosened up for him the more he experimented, and the hornier she got. At first it was tight even for his finger or the butt plug she'd been wearing, but he was eventually able to easily get multiple fingers in, pop her plug in and out, and even graduate to one of her dildos.
"That was only supposed to be for my pussy, you know," Celeste said around a moan.
Lucin shrugged. "Can't put it in your pussy. So it's an anal dildo now. Not like you're gonna run out of toys."
"Just saying."
"I could grab that big double dildo instead, if you wanted."
Celeste whimpered. "No way, gotta work me up more to handle that. Plus it's for us to share."
"I don't know how you figure that. It's too big for either of us to handle."
"We'll get there. Lots of training to do."
"Anal training, huh?" Lucin said. "That's what you see for us?"
"... yeah. Don't you?"
"Maybe. Definitely maybe."
Celeste was definitely getting some of that training now as Lucin stuffed her ass with her dildo. It was quite a stretch at first, and continued to be a very tight and full feeling even after she'd adjusted some. When he moved the toy just right inside her, it produced some excellent sensations. Some of which felt very close to like he was playing with her pussy.
"Ooh, yeah, do it right there," Celeste moaned.
"You like that?"
"Mmhm."
Lucin was enjoying himself immensely too. It could be addictive putting things in his sister's bum like this. He kind of wanted to keep going, to see what she could take. He also, in a different way, really just wanted to put his cock in and feel her tight anal grip around him before cumming inside her and making quite a naughty mess.
He couldn't actually fuck Celeste's butt, thanks to their robotic chaperone, but he could keep playing to his heart's content.
Celeste got her butt stuffed until she was whimpering and desperate, and her pussy was soaking her thighs, running down them like a river. Lucin stuck a vibrator up there too, which buzzed away happily. He could stimulate her pussy through her ass, to an extent, but couldn't really hit her clit, which was all she needed to explode.
"Rub my clit," Celeste begged.
"I can't."
"Just for a second. It won't take long."
Lucin shrugged and kept vibing Celeste's ass while he reached around and found her clit.
--Do not do that--
"Goddamn, like she's always watching," Lucin grumbled.
Celeste's eyes rolled back. "Don't worry 'bout her. Jus' keep rubbing."
--Do not do that--
Celeste ignored Matilda and let the pleasure overwhelm her. That's all she'd needed was a few seconds of her brother fingering her clit to set her off, then she was lost in a world of anally cumming, a world she could easily become addicted to.
Lucin had to take his hand away from her clit as Matilda barged into the room. It was probably just as well they hadn't tried to fix the door, as it would have been busted down again without a second thought.
Matilda stopped, watching the sibs' anal play time impassively, then turned and marched out again.
"She really only cares about genitals," Lucin mused.
Celeste was mostly oblivious for a moment longer before slowly returning to the land of the conscious.
"Whatchoo say?" she asked dreamily.
"Nothing important. How was that?"
"Gooood. You should try it."
"Which part?"
"Aaalll of it."
Lucin untied Celeste, who in turn flopped bonelessly on the bed, then purred like a cat as she stretched out and got comfy.
Celeste looked up at her brother, giving him big, adoring eyes, and reached her arms out toward him.
Lucin slipped into Celeste's cuddle, the two of them eagerly holding each other all snug and warm. His cock semi-accidentally pressed against Celeste's pussy for a moment before they heard a robotic warning and had to adjust themselves different.



"You did that on purpose," Celeste accused.
"Maybe. I think it'd feel really nice to just, like, have it there."
"And have sex?"
"I mean that too. But it wasn't what I was thinking."
Celeste chuckled and nuzzled against Lucin's chest. "Sure it wasn't."
"Just, you know, lying together, my cock hard against your pussy, just on the outside. One of us would move a bit every now and then. That's all."
"Mmm, that does sound nice actually. You don't think we'd go crazy and do something stupid after a while?"
"I'm sure we would. And it would feel really, really good when we were that worked up already."
"Hm, true."
Celeste sighed and gave Lucin's chest some kisses. She wasn't done with him yet, even if she needed a while to get her energy back. Especially since she knew how turned on he was, and how good he was being while he waited for her.
"Think I'll be able to make you cum from your ass?" Celeste asked.
"I'm sure you'll find out."
"Do you waaant me to find out?"
"... yes."
"Good boy."
Lucin was a little nervous about what devious things his sister might do to him, but then again after the extreme play session he'd just had with her ass, he couldn't very well complain. He could trust her to treat him well, anyway. Anything she did would only be out of love. And horniness. Love and horniness.
Celeste eventually decided she'd had enough cuddles and started playing with Lucin's butt. She just grabbed at it at first, groping his ass while they lay together, then ran her fingers up and down his butt crack, teasing his tight little hole.
She made herself horny again at the same time as working her brother up, so she soon had to roll him over so she could spread his ass and eat it out.
"Mmm, that does feel nice," Lucin cooed. "You're good with your tongue."
Celeste gave Lucin's butt a spank. He didn't seem to mind.
"Damn right I am," she said.
She tongue-fucked Lucin's butt as hard as she could, getting all slobbery over him while groping and squeezing his ass cheeks. The spit dripping down his butt crack matched the precum dripping from his cock.
Celeste added some proper lube, adding to the sloppy mess, and poked around with her fingers. With plentiful warming up, Lucin's bum was very accommodating and easily allowed a few fingers inside.
"Oh wow, you're wiggling so deep in me," Lucin moaned.
Celeste giggled. "You think that's deep? Just you wait."
Lucin wrapped his arms around a pillow and held it to his chest. "What are you gonna do to me?"
"Nothing you don't want me to."
"You make me nervous saying things like that."
"Mmhm." Celeste smacked his booty a few times. "Let's get this ass in the air some, shall we?"
Lucin whimpered, but raised his butt up for Celeste, adopting a pose very similar to the one he'd tied her in not so long ago. Except, of course, she wasn't bothering with ropes. There are some thing more powerful than restraints, as it turned out.
Celeste kept going with tongue and fingers, now at a more obscene angle than before. She eventually brought out the dildo that Lucin had used on her, and in turn put it inside him.
There was tacit agreement between the two of them that asynchronously sharing the same toy up their bums was pretty fucking hot, though in Lucin's case adjusting to the size of it inside him occupied more of the forefront of his mind.
"How you doing with that?" Celeste asked.
"Good."
"Not too much?"
"No."
Celeste grinned widely. "Want more?"
"... maybe."
Lucin bit his lip while Celeste laughed in delight. She was enjoying this, he could tell. Which was fair enough.
Just, once she really got him going like this, he wanted more. He hadn't been sure how much he could handle, and still wasn't, but he couldn't help wanting more and more.
Celeste was only too thrilled. She'd been hoping to use their new strapon, and indeed she would get her chance.
Lucin rolled on his side, half curled up, as he watched Celeste get ready. She'd left the dildo stuck in his ass while she got prepared, but even so his attention was entirely on her. Maybe it was just because he was horny as fuck, but Lucin felt like he could have sat and watched his naked sister doing just about anything and been fully entertained.
"What ya lookin' at?" Celeste teased.
"You," Lucin answered honestly.
"Not the strapon?"
"Not so much. Mostly you."
Celeste hesitated, her teasing having gone somewhat awry. Lucin had managed to fluster her before she could taunt him about how she was gonna pound his cute little butt.
"Why?" she asked.
"'Cause you're nice to look at."
"Oh my god. Shut uuuppp. I'm gonna peg you, you know."
Lucin smiled. "I know. And that's kinda fun to think about. But like, I think I could just watch you all day."
Celeste harrumphed and tried without success not to blush. "You're being a goof."
"Maybe."
Celeste fussed with her new strapon much longer than necessary. She found that letting her brother check her out for an extended length of time felt really nice.
He liked looking. He'd said so. She'd kind of understood that anyway, in the same way that having him all naked around her was a turn on, she'd assumed he felt much the same. But that was different than openly admitting to enjoying the view. To saying that he was just enjoying watching her.
"You're only s'posed to say horny things," Celeste complained.
"Was I not?"
"No. That was... it was nice. Try and be hornier about this."
"Oh. Sorry. Nice tits."
Celeste smirked and shook her head. "Good effort, I guess."
She flaunted herself a little more, including flouncing her strapon around in Lucin's eyeline, really basking in his attention. It made her feel warmer and fuzzier the more she did it, but also made her hornier, and the anticipation eventually forced her back to the task at hand.
"I really wanna get this inside you," Celeste said.
Lucin nodded and tried to roll over on his front. Celeste stopped him, and instead laid him flat on his back. She pushed his knees up toward his shoulders to expose his ass.
Lucin could watch Celeste while she jammed some sloppily lubed fingers in him and made sure he was all slippery and ready for her. She could watch him too, which had probably been more of the point. Or maybe it was to force him into a more helpless, submissive, and cute position for her to peg him in. Either way, it was working for him.
Celeste hooked her brother's knees up over her shoulders, then pressed her strapon to his slick little bumhole. She was power tripping a teensy little bit from being so in control of him, but also was dead focused on making him feel intense anal pleasure.
"Ready?" she asked.
Lucin's face was flushed rather cutely, and he just nodded while staring wide-eyed at the toy pressed against his ass.
Celeste grinned. "Don't worry, I'll be gentle. At first."
"... you don't have to be too gentle."
Celeste laughed and leaned down toward Lucin, folding his legs toward his shoulders and kissing him deeply. She maintained the kiss while sliding inside him.
Lucin moaned into his sister's mouth and felt his ass stretch out around her. He wanted her. All of her. The sex and the intimacy and emotion. Every little bit of Celeste that he could get.
It was getting to be far more than a game to both of them. Maybe that had been inevitable, or maybe it was something they'd chosen. Either way they were deep into it now, and what was meant to be a naughty, horny pegging session had already evolved into a sharp increase in sibling love and affection.
"I can't fuck you properly if you hold onto me like that," Celeste said between kisses.
"It's so good though," Lucin said.
"Mmm, you like it like this?"
"Mmhm?"
"What happened to wanting it a bit rough?"
Lucin wiggled some underneath Celeste. "Well... maybe this is better."
"Ah. You like me pinning you down and kissing you."
"Yeah."
"And all deep inside you."
"That too."
"Gooood brother."
Celeste tenderly pegged her brother for a long, slow, sensual time. They made out sloppily and gratuitously fondled each other, enjoying every part of each other, excepting of course the parts that would get them in trouble with the nanny.
To his surprise, Lucin eventually started feeling some things inside him that were very similar to when he was masturbating and about to cum. It was weird because they hadn't touched his cock at all, but it really kind of felt like he was going to explode anyway.
"Are you gonna cum?" Celeste asked, sensing the changes in her brother.
"I... think so?"
Celeste bit her lip and kept trying to fuck him at just the same rhythm that seemed to be working. She lifted herself up enough to watch Lucin's cute face as he came.
Lucin was only used to getting orgasm through playing with his cock, either himself or with someone else. The feeling of it happening from inside was a little disconcerting and scary, like he had a lack of control over it, but he also had the sense that it would be wonderful and he really, really wanted Celeste to have that kind of control over him.
That plus his brain was turning mildly to mush from his sister's affections and anal sexy times. He was becoming a babbling, helpless sex toy for Celeste, and only got more incoherent as his orgasm neared.
Cum went absolutely everywhere. Both sibs were shocked and delighted at the sheer quantity and mess of it all. Both tummies got all cummy and gooey, and Celeste kept milking it out of him, even after he was clearly spent.
"Damn, what a mess," Celeste purred in overt self-satisfaction.
"Guh."
"What's that, brother dear?"
"Mah... bleh... duh."
"Oh no, I broke you."
Celeste giggled and slowly pulled out of Lucin. She cuddled him happily until he recovered enough to form words again.
"That was... intense," Lucin said.
"Mmm, it was fun."
"We've got cum all over us."
"We sure do."
"... we need to do that more."
"Hehe." Celeste nibbled at Lucin's ear. "We sure do," she agreed.
****
The sibs got lost in their own little world of sexual mischief. Mostly all anal, as per their limitations and also their new preferences. Lots of kissing and general physical closeness too, but when they were really horny, it was all about the butts. They were really horny a lot.
Clothing became the exception rather than a rule. It was far more common for Lucin and Celeste to wander about the house and yard bottomless or fully nude than to be properly attired. It was also common for them to spend the full day with their assholes lubed up, just in case, which led to games of Surprise Butt Sex between them. There weren't really established rules to said game, but if one sneaked up on the other, there were usually a surprise pair of fingers going up the bum, or indeed a toy of some kind.
Matilda continued to not give two shits about anything they got up to, as long as penises and vaginas weren't involved. That did make the impish siblings get rather creative around her at times, but for the most part they ignored her as a minor obstacle to fun.
Their free time largely revolved around butt stuff these days just generally. Even when not specifically trying to make each other cum, or score points in Surprise Butt Sex. Wearing butt plugs and nothing else outside to do some minor gardening or sunbathing, for instance, or idly sharing a double dildo while watching a movie together.
"I think we scandalized some more neighbours together," Celeste observed.
She was lying on the couch opposite Lucin, most of their double dildo having disappeared into their bums. They hadn't quite mastered it and taken the whole thing between them yet, but the training was fun enough that the goal didn't really matter.
Lucin shrugged. "If they're going to be scandalized, maybe they shouldn't be so nosy."
"Maybe. But I think maybe if we're naked in the front yard and on our hands and knees weeding the azaleas, maybe it's not really them being nosy."
"I mean... maybe. No one's complained yet, though. Maybe they're enjoying it?"
"That's a possibility. I know I like watching you be all industrious while stuffed with your butt plug."
"Yeah I know you do. You kept making it vibrate with your phone."
Celeste sighed at the memory. "Well at least it was mostly subtle. I thought about trying to surprise butt sex you out there, but I feel like that might have gotten the cops called or something."
"Very likely, yes." Lucin bit his lip. "You could try it some time just to find out though, if you wanted."
"Mmm, I might just."
The sibs spent the next little while in their own private fantasies, which were quite similar in nature to each other, really. They incidentally stuffed another couple inches of their shared dildo into their butts in the process.
"Hey, wanna go upstairs so I can pound the shit out of your ass?" Celeste asked.
Lucin pulled himself off their dildo with a long, lewd slurping sound. "Yes."
"Cool."
The sibs rushed upstairs, naked and horny. Lucin flounced into bed and waited impatiently for Celeste to get ready.
Celeste deliberately took her time, savouring the view of her darling, slutty brother waiting to get his ass wrecked some more. It was nice to be slow and romantic sometimes, but other times it was way more fun just to be horny little fucks with each other.
In this instance, brother and sister were both in the mood for a nice hard butt pounding. Lucin happily let his mind go to mush while Celeste drilled him deep and mercilessly. She gripped his hips tightly and rode him hard, having delicious, sexy fun with his body.
They probably would have kept going until Lucin came and his ass was all sexily sore and unusable, but much to their mutual surprise, there was an interruption in their otherwise excellent plan to pass time with some fun and inappropriate bonding.
"Oh what the fuck!"
Celeste froze and slowly looked up. Lucin's head followed a similar trajectory.
Bella and Elias, their mother and father, stood in the doorway, a complicated mix of confusion, shock, anger, and exasperation on their faces.
"Oh, hey Mom. Hey Dad." Celeste coughed softly. "We're just--"
"Why the absolute fuck are you pegging your brother?" Bella demanded.
"Well--" Lucin started.
"Don't answer that!"
"Ok."
"I swear, you two swore a robot nanny was excessive, and yet--"
"It's her fault, you know," Lucin said.
Elias rolled his eyes. "Ok, I'd love to hear this."
"Don't encourage them," Bella muttered.
"See, Matilda wouldn't let us masturbate," Lucin said, pressing on with as much dignity as he possibly could while naked with his sister balls deep in his butt. It wasn't a lot of dignity, really. "She, like, busted down doors and everything."
"I was wondering about that," Elias admitted.
"She wouldn't let you masturbate," Bella repeated flatly.
"Right," Celeste said. "Don't know why she cared. Programming or something. And she was supposed to fix the doors, but she never did. I'd go have a serious talk with her if I were you."
"Forget the damn doors," Bella said.
"On it," Lucin said.
"You both know I wouldn't deliberately stop you from masturbating."
"I'd always assumed as much," Celeste said.
"Keeps us out of trouble," Lucin agreed. "And it's a fun, healthy activity."
"So why," Bella said, holding up a hand to forestall any further comment, "didn't you just call me and ask me to change that setting?"
There was a pause.
"We didn't think of that?" Lucin hazarded.
"It's a really good idea in hindsight," Celeste said.
Elias patted Bella on the shoulder. "At least the azaleas came out alright this time," he said. "Weeded and everything. So that's a bright side."
Bella sighed and rubbed her face. "These children will be the death of me. You know they will."
"Yes, that's family for you," Elias agreed sympathetically. "Should we go to our room and do unspeakably filthy things to each other in retaliation? Our door's off the hinges too, I noticed. We can--"
"Oh gross Dad!" Lucin complained. "We don't want to hear you doing sex stuff."
"Yeah!" Celeste said. "Gross."
Elias flashed a smug grin at them. "Think about that before you two start fucking next time, how 'bout that?"
"... low blow, Dad," Lucin said. "Low blow."
"Fair though," Celeste said. "I mean, I peg you, Mom pegs Dad. It all works out."
"No one's pegging anyone," Bella said. "Celeste... I mean jesus, just get out of your brother already would you?"
"I--"
"Your father and I are, indeed, going to go have some very loud sex. Maybe that will make you two think about your decisions a little harder next time."
Celeste waited until their parents were gone, then slowly pulled out of Lucin's butt.
"Well... that wasn't as bad as it could have been," she said.
"True enough. But they haven't started fucking yet either."
"Yeah, there is that. You know, I sometimes feel like they don't realize how much influence they've had on us."
"You mean like how they caught us in bed together and are retaliating by having loud, crazy sex?"
"Yeah."
"You might be on to something." Lucin shrugged. "Wanna keep pounding me? We're already in as much trouble as we're gonna get."
Celeste smiled softly. "Just wait for it."
"For what?"
--Do not do that--
"That," Celeste said, smiling more smugly.
Lucin giggled. "Ha, serves them right."
Vicious swearing could be heard for a moment, then Matilda walking back the way she'd come.
"Presumably they'll have turned off whatever anti-sex program was running," Celeste said, trying to make it sound like an idle observation.
Lucin perked up. "Oh. Yeah, you're right. So we could...."
Celeste nodded. "Wanna maybe, like, do me in the butt? Like properly and everything?"
"Not in the pussy?"
"I mean, definitely. Just... I got so used to anal. And I kinda like it. And... and it would kinda sorta be my first time having a penis in my butt and all. It would be nice, I think."
Lucin grinned. "Well how can I say no to that?"
"Ideally you couldn't."
Lucin watched Celeste thoughtfully while she shed her strapon. "I do wanna do you in the pussy too though, you know," he said.
Celeste blushed faintly and tried to flip her hair nonchalantly. "Of course. We're gonna do all kinds of things, dear brother."
"All kinds? Like all the things?"
"I... I hope so, yeah. I mean... fuck, Luce, I kinda love you and shit."
Lucin's cheeks flushed even redder than Celeste's. "For real love?"
"I think so. It's a weird feeling for me."
"Same. But I definitely love you too. Like, the sex is really fun and nice and all, but... it wouldn't mean much really if it wasn't with you."
The siblings were practically taking turns making each other blush at this point.
"Including me destroying your ass just now?" Celeste asked.
"Including that." Lucin tried to smirk, but couldn't help making a genuine, earnest expression at his sister instead. "I don't just let any girl do that stuff to me, you know."
"I'd sure hope not. Your ass is mine."
"Correct."
"And... and mine can be yours."
"Already is, I think."
Celeste squirmed. "Not 'til you do it right."
"With my penis?"
"Yeah."
"Ok."
"And of course you're gonna have to lick my pussy really good after," Celeste continued, trying to salvage some sense of control after having been so vulnerable. "And make me cum lots. And--"
"Cel?"
"Hm?"
"I'll do any damn thing you want."
Lucin leaned in and kissed Celeste deeply.
"Oh," she said. "Good, then."
She accepted more kisses, and fell back with Lucin on top of her. In contrast to their mutual horniness, this was a slow, tender affair. They kissed each other and ran their hands everywhere, moving together as one on the bed, all warm and soft and naked.



Despite their plans, Lucin's hard, needy cock found Celeste's wet, begging pussy instead of her ass. They rolled with it, having the gentle, loving sex they needed to cement what they both already felt for each other.
"You got the wrong hole, you know," Celeste murmured around Lucin's lips.
"Well you know, it happens. You get all excited, sliding around, things go where they go."
"Ha, don't expect that excuse to work every time."
"Wouldn't dream of it. I'll make sure to get your butt next time."
"Yeah you better."
Lucin allowed Celeste to roll over on top of him. Their sensual closeness continued at much the same pace with her in charge for a while.
"You're gonna make me cum, riding me like that," Lucin purred.
"Oh am I?"
"Mmhm."
"Well I guess you're just gonna have to cum in my pussy then," Celeste said. "'Cause I'm not stopping."
"The things a brother has to put up with."
Lucin's cock was so snug inside Celeste's pussy. They were perfect together. His imminent orgasm added a naughty and messy element to their already forbidden love.
The siblings moaned and grappled, climbing toward this new peak in their relationship. The anticipation of it was strong enough to make them rush their previously steady rhythm, and for Celeste to actively court her brother's cum.
Lucin gasped in pleasure as he came in his sister. His cock pulsed inside her and shot a gooey mess all into her pussy.
"Mmm, damn, Luce. You're cumming so hard."
Lucin nodded, unable to speak coherently at the moment.
Celeste ruffled his hair and kissed his with soft little touches of her lips. She squeezed her pussy and milked every bit of cum from him that she could.
The lay cuddled together afterward, just touching and stroking one another, sharing the occasional lingering kiss, and staring deeply into each other's eyes.
"You know," Elias said, passing by the doorway, "I think when your mother asked you to stop pegging your brother, she didn't mean for you to nakedly cuddle instead."
Celeste lifted her head. "Well how are we supposed to know these things?"
"And could you keep it down if you're going to have more wild sex?" Lucin added without bothering to take his eyes off Celeste. "It's mentally scarring."
"Yeah, join the club," Elias said, rolling his eyes as he moved on.
Bella didn't even bother to chastise them when she pattered by a bit later, and if anything she just seemed annoyed that loud parental sex hadn't even served to slow the siblings down much.
****
A truce had to be called once all parties involved were sufficiently calm and clothed enough for proper discussion. Neither parents nor siblings particularly wanted to deal with the other side's sexy shenanigans, so agreements had to be reached.
Neither Bella or Elias even bothered trying to get their kids to stop fucking altogether. Everyone involved knew that was a waste of time.
"And at least it'll keep them out of trouble," Bella had grumpily muttered.
"Unless Luce puts a baby in me," Celeste had casually rejoined, before quickly fleeing the room under the barrage of glares and whatever soft, throwable objects were at hand.
"That's not funny, dear," Elias called after her.
"It actually really isn't," Lucin called too. "I'm with them on this one."
It turned out all Matilda had really needed in order to fix all the busted doors in the house was owner permission for the expenses incurred, so by that night the house was basically intact again. Which was excellent for Celeste and Lucin's purposes.
"I'm not actually gonna get you pregnant, right?" Lucin asked.
Celeste snorted. "Of course not, Luce. How stupid do you think I am?"
"Um...."
"Don't answer that. But trust me, we're good."
"But maybe I should cum in your butt most of the time just to be safe?"
Celeste's grin matched her brother's. "Can never be too careful," she agreed. "And besides, you still need to actually claim my butt properly."
"Have I not done that yet?"
"Not with your penis."
"Unf. Yeah, that does sound like the best way, huh?"
Celeste nodded and shed what she had left for clothing. She clasped her hands behind her back and swung from side to side a little while Lucin got ready too. She was being deliberately distracting, which did actually slow her brother down, but it was so much fun watching his eyes lock on to her and knowing exactly the sort of things going through his head.
Once he was naked too, Lucin tossed Celeste onto the bed and followed her with their shared bottle of lube. The latter of which was unnecessary, as it turned out.
"Your butt's lubed already?" he asked.
"Of course. Usually is."
"Yeah but, you just had a shower, and our parents are home and everything."
"So?"
"So surprise butt sex probably isn't gonna happen as much."
Celeste shrugged. "We just have to be sneakier and suprisier. Plus I mean, it's not really about that so much as getting you in me properly, like I said."
"You have a bit of an obsession, Cel."
Celeste wrapped her arms around a pillow and lifted her ass in the air, giving it a wiggle for Lucin's enjoyment. "Sure do."
"Oh good. Just as long as we're on the same page."
Lucin slid easily inside Celeste's slippery bumhole. She was eager and enthusiastic about it, which was more important than the physical sensations themselves.
"There we go," Celeste purred. "My first time in the butt. Just for my brother."
"Mmm, as it should be. You want it hard or soft?"
"Hehe, start soft, then harder. I wanna cum while you're pounding me."
"Unf. That sounds nice."
"It does." Celeste shivered in delight as Lucin thrust inside her. "And make sure you cum in my butt too."
"Of course. What kind of brother do you think I am?"
"Just making sure."
Celeste bit her lip and hugged her pillow tighter. She honestly wasn't sure how long she'd last before she needed to cum. It was all so overwhelming and beautiful.
She was pretty sure Lucin didn't fully grasp how meaningful it was to her to be able to share herself with him in this particular way, but then again they'd been doing an awful lot of new and experimental things with each other lately, and finding their love growing for each other all the time. Their love and the fun they had together was more important than any one individual act.
"Gonna be the first boy to ever cum in my butt," Celeste murmured happily.
Lucin lovingly grabbed her hips more firmly and fucked her harder. "The only boy, I hope."
"Maaayyybe."
"Your butt's mine now."
"True."
"Cel, all these things we do with each other, I really do want them to be just ours."
Celeste smiled so wide it hurt. Maybe he did understand, in his own slightly different way from her.
"Of course they're just for us," she said. "I only ever want to have sex with you. And I want to try every stupid, horny thing we can think of."
"Fuccck, Cel. Same. I fucking love you."
Celeste whimpered. "Rub my clit, Luce. Rub me and cum in me."
"Absolutely."
Lucin reached around under his sister and found her pussy. He rubbed a bit haphazardly while jostling her rhythmically until he found the right spot, the one that made her moan incoherently on top of the sexy noises she already made from having her bum fucked.
Celeste came hard with her brother's cock up her ass, right where it belonged. His fingers did beautiful accompaniment, linking her clit and asshole together in exquisite sibling pleasure.
Lucin finished off while Celeste was already a boneless puddle of a sister, cumming deep inside her butt and falling on the bed next to her.
Celeste rolled over to face Lucin, and the two of them panted softly while gazing adoringly at each other.
"Well, it's official," Celeste said.
"Oh Cel, it was official well before this."
"No it wasn't."
"It was to me."
"That's not how official works, silly. But... I'll allow it. It's sweet."
Lucin kissed his sister softly. "I'll take it. What do you think, anal tomorrow in the kitchen to annoy the parents?"
"Hehe, you're so stupidly horny."
"I know."
"... maybe let's give it a few days before we risk their wrath again. We did kind of promise to behave."
"Yeah, but how long's that ever gonna last."
"I don't know," Celeste said, cuddling her head to Lucin's chest, listening to his heartbeat. "But it'll be fun to find out."
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Molly sat up by herself by the fire. It was late, and the book she was attempting to read was only marginally holding her attention. She would have been in bed long ago, but she had something important to wait for.
She was half-dozing by the time she head the front door open, but the sound jolted her awake immediately. She grinned wide, tossed her book aside, and dashed toward the sound.
Jade, Molly's older sister, was just kicking the snow off her boots as Molly burst in. The sisters' eyes met for a second before Molly was launching herself forward.
"Hey, let me get my jacket off fir--"
Molly ignored Jade and tackled her in a big, sisterly hug.
"You made it!"
"Of course I made it," Jade said, returning the hug. "You're gonna get melty snow all over you, you know."
"Shut up, like I'm not gonna hug my sister immediately."
"Fair. Can I get my boots off now?"
Molly shook her head. "In a minute."
Molly continued squeezing Jade hard, even though with her jacket in the way the contact wasn't nearly as great as it could have been. She only eventually relented and let Jade get her outside stuff off.
"See, you're all wet now," Jade said as she shed her outer layer.
"Oh gee, what a problem."
"I meant your clothes."
"Hehe, yeah. I didn't."
"You goof." Jade's eyes flashed past her sister. "Everyone else asleep?"
"Mom and Dad? Yeah. Jax isn't here yet. Gonna be in later."
"Later?"
"Like early in the morning. Something like that."
Jade frowned. "Early enough?"
Molly grinned. "He's a smart boy. He'll make it work."
"Sure hope so."
Jade pulled off her sweater, ditching it along with her jacket. Her thin shirt underneath made for a much nicer and warmer hug as she embraced Molly again. This time, secure in the knowledge that they had the house practically to themselves for the time being, Jade gently placed her hand on Molly's cheek. With Molly's eyes shining and hopeful, Jade ever so slowly moved in for a tender kiss.
"Mmm, merry Christmas," Molly murmured.
Jade pulled her in tighter, taking possession of her lips and preventing more commentating. Their mouths and tongues locked together for a small but intense moment. Molly melted into Jade's arms and moaned helplessly.
A small trail of spit connected their bottom lips for a second as Jade pulled away. She delicately swiped her thumb across Molly's mouth, then gave her another soft kiss, just a quick peck.
"Merry Christmas it is," Jade belatedly agreed.
Molly nodded earnestly. "I got the fire still going. Wanna come in?"
"Yes. Yes I think I do."
The sisters pattered in by the fire, Jade pausing only a moment to admire the Christmas tree by the firelight. Molly sat down in front of the fireplace, and Jade joined her.
"My shirt's kinda damp now," Molly said.
"I did warn you."
"Yeah, you did. Maybe the fire will dry it."
"Maybe," Jade said agreeably.
Molly cozied up next to her sister and leaned her head on her shoulder. Jade put an automatic hand around Molly's shoulders and held her close.
"It's a nice fire," Jade said. "I always forget how much I enjoy coming in from the snow and sitting in front of it."
"Mmm, very nice," Molly said.
"How have things been?"
"Oh, you know. Pretty good. Aced my exams."
"I heard," Jade said, rubbing Molly's shoulder. "You always were the smart one."
"Oh psh. Lots of studying is all."
"Mmhm, sure."
"What about you? How's that boyfriend doing?"
Jade eyed her sister sidelong. "Is that a note of jealousy I detect?"
"No!"
"No?"
"... maybe."
Jade laughed. "Oh, Moll. He was just a fling. I told you that."
"I know. But... a girl gets worried sometimes."
"You think that I'd come home and not want my Christmas present?"
Molly squirmed. "It might happen."
"Not likely."
Jade, abandoning her role as a warm shoulder for Molly to lean against, instead wrestled her sister to the floor. It wasn't much of a wrestle, as Molly surrendered immediately and let herself be pinned down.
"I've been looking forward to unwrapping my present the whole way here," Jade said. "You're not getting out of it so easily."
Molly, all smiles, pretended to struggle a bit. "Not s'posed to unwrap presents 'til morning, you know."
"Hm, I don't know. One present on Christmas Eve seems appropriate, doesn't it?"
"Well...."
"Practically a tradition."
Molly nodded sagely. "Can't argue with tradition."
Jade kissed Molly some more while slipping a hand up under her shirt. Jade's fingers were still cold from being outside, and made Molly gasp as they contacted her fire-warmed skin.
"Too cold?" Jade asked.
"A little. I'll... I'll warm you up."
"Ooh, I like the sound of that."
Molly blushed at the look in her big sister's eyes. It was so promising, without saying anything specific.
Jade tugged Molly's shirt up and over her head. "That's a nice bra," she purred.
"Thanks," Molly said, tossing her shirt aside.
"All fancy and lacy. Kinda sexy."
"You think?"
"I can see your nipples through it. So... yeah, kinda sexy." Jade kissed Molly on her collarbone. "Did you wear it just for me?"
"Well... unwrapping presents is supposed to be fun."
"Mmm. I'm quite enjoying it."
Jade kissed all around Molly's breasts and teased them with her fingertips. She played with the bra, which was a definite step up in lingerie from what her baby sis usually wore. The biggest thrill was that Molly would wear it specifically with the intention of having it unwrapped from her along with the rest of her other clothes.
"I got matching panties too," Molly said, not quite keeping her voice casual as she mentioned it.
"You don't say," Jade said.
"Mmhm."
"I better take a look at them."
Jade kissed her way down Molly, over her breasts, across her tummy, right to the top of her pants. She only barely slowed down as she tugged Molly's pants down her legs, continuing with some sporadic kisses over newly exposed flesh. She pulled Molly's socks off and tossed them aside, then turned her attention to the pretty panties allegedly covering her sister.
"You're right," Jade said appreciatively. "Those do match nicely. Not overly modest, are they?"
"They weren't meant to be," Molly said, excited and breathless as her big sister stared so closely at her.
"They're meant to make me want to unwrap my whole present, aren't they?"
"Maaayyybe."
"'Cause I can see most of your pussy already, and I haven't even touched these flimsy little panties yet."
So saying, Jade slipped a finger under Molly's panties and gave them an experimental flick.
"You should keep going," Molly said. "You can't leave a present half-wrapped like this."
"Sometimes I like to admire the wrapping before I tear it off. Someone worked hard on this."
"Yeah but... don't you want to play with your present?"
"Oh Moll, I don't need to unwrap it to play with it."
Jade dove back on top of Molly and showered her in affection. She knew exactly where to kiss and lick and nibble to drive her baby sis crazy.
Molly shrieked and giggled, trying to stay quiet as she could but losing herself in the joy of sisterly love. She sneaked her own kisses when she could, or ran her hands up Jade's shirt, or tangled her fingers in her hair.
Molly's bra came off in due course, and Jade paid loving attention to her breasts for a time.
"See?" Molly said. "Unwrapping me is better."
"Mmm, you make a good point," Jade agreed. "I never should have doubted you."
Jade pulled Molly's panties down using her teeth, much to Molly's delight. She was left totally naked, warmed by the fire and her sister. Her skin was illuminated by flickering flame, exposed for whatever Jade might choose to do next.
"I think," Jade said seriously, "that this might just be the best Christmas present anyone's ever given me."
Molly bit her hip and tried not to squirm. "How do you know until you try it out some?"
"Ah, another excellent point. What should I try, do you think?"
"Well... kisses?"
Jade grinned and pinned Molly down again, showering her with adoring makeouts. Molly's arms were held above her head, and her legs were spread as Jade got her knees in between. Jade was totally clothed and in control, and Molly was naked and helpless. It was, in a word, perfect.
"Like that?" Jade asked, breathing harder.
"Mmhm! And you could... kiss other places."
"I already kissed your boobies lots."
"You did. But... but you didn't kiss my pussy yet."
Jade's eyes gleamed in the firelight. "And it's so very pretty, how could I not give it some kisses?"
Molly nodded and watched wide-eyed as Jade crawled backward. She held her breath until Jade gave her a first soft kiss right on her little pussy, then let out a long, mewling sigh.
"More of those?" Jade asked.
"Yes please."
"And some licks, maybe?"
"Yes please!"
Jade grinned ferally and kissed and licked Molly's pussy. It was all deliciously wet for her, and just kept producing more tasty, naughty juices the more she played.
Molly cooed happily as she got eaten out. Jade was so good at licking her pussy, and it was all the better for having to wait and anticipate this moment for so long. It was all that had been on her mind all evening while waiting up for her sister to arrive, and it was just as wondrous as she'd hoped.
"God I missed you, Jade," Molly said.
"Huh hmm," Jade mumbled around her pussy.
"This is gonna be the best Christmas, I can feel it."
Jade privately agreed, but her tongue was too busy to say so out loud.
Molly's moans became longer and louder as Jade kept eating her out. She lay her head back and basked in the sexual feelings, and the physical and emotional warmth all around her. When the feeling of cumming welled up within her, she embraced it and let it take over.
Molly had a beautiful, body-tingling orgasm thanks to her sister. She rode Jade's tongue, murmured her love, and eventually collapsed with a sheen of sweat covering her hot, bare skin.
After a last few kisses of Molly's pussy, Jade crawled up and lay next to her.
"It's the perfect present," Jade assured her. "I knew it would be."
"I do my best," Molly said, stretching out lazily.
"Even when I'm not playing with it, I think I could just lie here and stare at it the rest of the night."
"Hehe, bad Jade." Molly booped Jade's nose. "That wouldn't be fair."
"Why not?"
"'Cause I never got to unwrap a present yet."
"Oh? And which one are you going to open?"
Molly's hand delicately found its way under Jade's shirt and slowly, carefully traveled upward. "I think you know which one."
"How do you know it's for you?"
"Because if it isn't, I will pout at you so hard you just won't be able to stand it."
"Mmm." Jade booped Molly's nose back. "Well lucky for you, you're right. It is yours to unwrap."
"Thought so."
It was Jade's turn to lie back and let Molly have her fun. Molly was even more the image of a kid on Christmas than Jade had been, thoroughly excited about opening up her present. Jade's clothes came off quickly and systematically until the both of them were totally naked in front of the fire.
"Sorry I didn't wear more interesting underwear," Jade said.
Molly was busy nuzzling at Jade's breasts. "That's ok. Sometimes the wrapping is just in the way of what's underneath anyway."
"True."
Molly kissed one of Jade's nipples. "Thanks for the present. It's just what I wanted."
"I thought it might be."
Jade reached out for Molly, but Molly pinned her arms down. Jade raised an eyebrow and just got a teasing smirk back in response.
"Your play time now, huh?" Jade asked.
"Of course."
As much as Jade loved being in control, there was something to be said for just lying back in the warmth and letting her sister have her fun. And after all, she was meant to be the present this time.
Molly kissed and teased all the way along Jade's body. She did a very good impression of it being all new and wonderful to her. The wait and anticipation for Molly to get to her pussy left Jade wet and horny, as well as struggling to keep her hands to herself. Her arms got pinned back to the floor every time she tried to encourage her little sister along.
"Moll?"
"Hm?"
"Kiss my pussy for me? Please?"
Molly looked up and made smoldering eye contact with Jade. "Ok," she said.
Molly gave the distinct impression she'd been waiting for Jade to beg a little. She seemed really quite pleased with herself, which was well-earned. Especially when she spread Jade's legs and dove into her snatch.
"Ooh, someone's been getting some practice," Jade cooed, reaching down to stroke Molly's hair. She didn't get her hands swatted this time.
"Maaayyybe," Molly said.
"Is it my turn to be jealous now?" Jade teased. "Who's the lucky girl?"
"Nothing serious," Molly said.
"Ah! You were so ready to get upset about my boyfriend, and now you've got a secret lover you won't tell me about?"
"I don't even!" Molly protested. "Just... just a good friend."
"Must be a really good friend."
"Would you shush and let me eat your pussy?"
"Hehe, sorry." Jade patted Molly's head. "It's ok if you find someone you love, you know."
Molly harrumphed and ignored Jade, instead sucking on her clit for a while.
It was true, though. Molly had gotten some practice in since last time she'd eaten her sister out, and was quite proud of how much more confident she was. Especially making Jade moan and wiggle all helplessly. She felt like she'd caught up to her sister in ability to provide intense pleasure just with her mouth.
The wood in the fire burned lower as Jade was brought higher and higher, getting all wound up and helplessly in thrall to her baby sis. Molly brought her to by far the best cum she'd had in quite some time. Partly thanks to her new skills, and partly just because of who she was. There was something special about having her little sister between her legs.
Molly looked particularly smug as she rested her chin on Jade's thigh afterward and gazed up her, lips shining with pussy juices.
"I think we both got really good presents this year," Molly said.
Jade nodded and tucked some of Molly's stray hair behind her ear for her. "I think we did. You should be careful though. You're likely to break your presents if you play with them like that."
Molly crawled slowly up Jade's body, a naked mix of innocence and pure carnal seduction. "I'd have to work awfully hard to break you."
"You'd be delighted if you did though, wouldn't you?"
"Hm, you mean leave my big sis all comatose and babbling on the floor after I made her cum? Yeah, I might enjoy that."
Jade pulled Molly in for a kiss, tasting herself on her sister's lips. "You still look innocent," she said. "But I don't think there's a shred of innocence left in you."
Molly pouted adorably. "That's a horrible thing to say. I'm a beacon of joy, and sharing, and love, and Christmas spirit!"
"That you are, little one. And all that with such a naughty, corrupted mind too."
Molly stuck her tongue out. "You and Jax. All your fault. Any corruption came from you two."
Jade darted her head forward and almost managed to catch Molly's tongue with her own before it retreated. "That's probably true. I like you better all fun and sexy anyway."
"'Cause I lick pussy so good now?"
"That has a lot to do with it, yes."
Molly curled up contentedly with Jade. There was nothing so good in life as a cozy fire and a loving sibling to enjoy it with. Particularly after they'd both cummed and could enjoy the afterglow together.
Jade cuddled Molly, gently rubbing a hand up and down her back. They lay together in near silence for a while until the fire burned down low enough that they had to throw some more wood on.
"I think I might have to head to my room and try and get a little sleep," Jade said.
"Aw, you're not gonna stay down here with me?" Molly complained. "I'm all nakey and cuddly."
"You are indeed. The problem is I'll want to play with some more instead of sleeping. I'm gonna need some rest at some point, you know. It was a long day."
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense." Molly fidgeted a bit. "Before you go, wanna help wrap me up again?"
Jade smiled slyly. "For Jax?"
"Of course."
"How you planning on wrapping yourself?"
"Well... those bra and panties."
"Very sexy. I like it."
"Mmhm. And... if I have some help, there's this nice ribbon I got. You could maybe tie me up a little."
Jade's grin widened. "You've got a deviously sexy mind, Moll."
Molly sighed. "I know. No innocence left in me."
"Well... I might have been wrong about that. I mean, working so hard to spread joy on Christmas, that's a pretty sweet and innocent thing to do."
"You're teasing," Molly accused.
"Partly," Jade admitted. "But partly I mean it." She kissed Molly on the cheek. "Get your undies back on and tell me where the ribbon is."
Molly beamed and dashed off to grab a few supplies. Jade almost called out after her to get dressed first just in case, then decided against it. They were kind of counting on their parents not to inconveniently get up in the middle of the night anyway. A small pretense of modestly wasn't going to help any, and Molly was so much fun to look at when she was scampering around in the nude.
"You sure Jax is gonna be in before morning?" Jade asked when Molly got back, panting softly from dashing about.
"Yep! He wouldn't lie to me."
"I know. Just don't want to tie you up all helpless here if he's not gonna find you in time."
"How thoughtful."
Molly slipped back into her bra and panties. They really were an almost Christmassy set, except for how immodest they were. It depended on one's perspective, Jade supposed. In her mind, they were extremely Christmassy now, and it took some self-control not to try unwrapping her present a second time.
"So I think if you just tie me up sort of by the tree," Molly said, "with like a pillow or something, that should work."
"You gonna nap here?"
"I should get a little sleep. Like you."
"Ideally," Jade agreed. "Want a blanket?"
"Nope. Just the fire. If I'm all covered up how's Jax gonna know he's got a present to unwrap?"
"Yes, presentation is key."
Jade wasn't used to working with ribbon on a person's body. It was a whole new experience, and she and Molly had to learn as they went. The eventual effect, while not perfect, was sufficient for their purposes. It definitely labeled Molly as a present. The lewd amount of bare skin still showing would distract from some of the clumsier areas of Jade's ribbon-work.
"How's that?" Jade asked. "Can you move?"
"I can wiggle around some," Molly said. "I, uh, can't move my arms much."
"Yes, that's intended."
"Hehe, you like tying me up, don't you?"
"It has its charms." Jade booped Molly's nose. "Good thing you made me cum so hard, or I'd be taking advantage right now."
Molly bit her lip. "Shouldn't say things like that. I won't be able to masturbate or anything."
"Good. Save it for your brother. Just imagine all the things the two of us could do to you while you're tied up."
Molly's bottom lip stuck out. "That's mean! I'm gonna get all horny again while I'm waiting."
"Yes, I know."
Jade finished Molly off by sticking a bow to her, right between her breasts. Then with a kiss and a final pat on the head, Jade abandoned her sister, scooped up the loose clothing on the floor, grabbed her bag, and headed to her room.
Molly sighed wistfully as she watched Jade's nude form parading around, then soon enough she was alone. She tried to get comfy without moving around too much and disturbing her ribbons, and hoped that maybe she'd get some sleep and wouldn't spend her whole wait going crazy with arousal.



She'd only meant getting tied up to be a sexy goof, and Jade had to go and put some images in her head of the potential for holiday themed bondage play. She probably wouldn't get any sleep all night now.
****
Jax entered the house quietly and kicked off his boots. Everyone was probably asleep, he assumed. It was ungodly early in the morning. Molly would have wanted to wait up for him, he knew, but it was hard to say whether she would have made it so late without dozing off.
He almost missed the soft snoring from in by the Christmas tree. He only heard it at all because he was doing his best to pad around softly and not wake anyone. The small, cute sound of slumber drew his attention, and his tiredness faded away in favour of a wide smile as he found his present.
"Oh Moll," he whispered to himself. "This is a new one."
Showing some self-restraint and forethought, Jax knelt by the nearly dead fire before he did anything else and got it back to life. The room was still warm, but some extra heat wouldn't hurt. And some light would be good too.
"Someone left you a present."
Jax turned to find Molly's eyes had flicked open and she was watching him with wide-eyed intensity.
"I saw that," he said. "That was nice of someone to think of me."
"You... you gonna open it?"
"I was certainly thinking about it. I wanted more of a fire first."
"That's a good idea. Don't want it get cold in here."
"That's what I thought," Jax said with a nod. "Plus... I need to be able to see what I'm unwrapping."
Jax pattered over to Molly, whose eyes remained fixed on him and filled with hope and anticipation. He leaned down toward her, moving slowly and gently, then abruptly grabbed her and dragged her across the floor to the spot in front of the fire where Molly and Jade had lain together a few hours before.
Molly squealed loudly at the abrupt rough handling, then stifled herself and devolved into frantic giggling. "Careful," she hissed. "It could be breakable!"
"I rather doubt it," Jax said mildly. "I suspect it's pretty tough."
"How do you know until you unwrap it?"
"Hm, good question. Maybe I should try... shaking it and seeing what it sound like?"
"Don't you dare!"
Molly managed to swing her legs around and kicked at Jax when he threatened to throw her around some more. He laughed and caught her ankles, then turned her back lengthwise in front of the fire. Still holding her legs down, he leaned in for a tender kiss, totally at odds with his initial physical greeting.
"Hey, Moll," he said quietly.
"Hey yourself."
"I told you I was gonna be late getting in."
"You did."
"You still waited for me?"
"Well... I got a bit of a nap."
Jax tilted his head. "Mmhm. Good thing I found you, huh? No name tag on your or nothing. Someone else might have swiped my present if I wasn't careful."
"Lucky for you then," Molly agreed.
"Think it's ok to open it now?"
"Of course. Jade and I each did one already."
"Oh did you?"
Molly grinned impishly. "Mmhm!"
"Did you get something good?"
"It was the perfect thing."
"Yes, I suspect mine might be too."
Molly squirmed. "Well you gotta find out, don't you?"
"Yes, I really must."
Jax kissed Molly again, then slowly picked at the ribbons covering her. It wasn't easy to unwind them, but taking his time let him feel her up quite a bit in the process.
Molly luxuriated in the attention. Being unwrapped was one her favourite things anyway, and this was a new spin on it. She'd never been tied up with ribbon before, and she kind of loved having Jax's hands all over her as he unwound her. Not to mention how he'd manhandle her a little at times to position her where he wanted her.
Once her hands were almost free, Molly slipped them the rest of the way out and wrapped her arms around her big brother. She clung to him for a long moment, just enjoying feeling him again after so long. He hugged her back tightly.
"Makes it hard to finish unwrapping you like this," he said.
"Boy that is a problem."
Molly held on a little bit longer, then released Jax so he could get back to work. She'd needed a hug, was all. She hadn't seen him in a while.
Jax finished off the ribbon and set it aside, then gave a low whistle.
"Damn, the second layer of wrapping is even nicer," he said appreciatively.
Molly's cheeks flushed. "Yeah, Jade liked that part too."
Jax mock-gasped. "How would she possibly have seen my present already?"
"Hehe, don't be mad, but I mighta got you guys the same thing."
"Ooh, you little sneak, huh?"
"Can't blame me that you both like the same things."
"Hm, well that's true. You do know what we like."
Jax delicately removed Molly's bra and took a moment to appreciate her tits before lowering his head to them. Molly sighed contentedly and patted her brother's head while he kissed and sucked on her breasts.
"I knew I got you the right thing," Molly said.
"Mmhm. You know me too well."
Jax slipped a hand into Molly's teeny little panties while sucking on her nipple. She was so wet for him already, and his finger glided up and down her slit so temptingly.
Molly bit her lip. "You know, really you should finish unwrapping a present before playing with it."
"I mostly did."
"You forgot a piece."
Jax looked down at Molly's panties. "It's not covering much, is it?"
"No."
"And it looks so pretty."
"Underneath is even prettier."
Jax grinned and started pulling down Molly's panties. "You've got a twisted mind, Moll."
"Mmm, I was saying something very similar to her a little while ago," Jade said, padding into the room.
Jax looked up at Jade as he finished removing Molly's panties. "Oh were you?"
"Mmhm."
"Why do I have the feeling you already had a turn with my present before I got home?"
"I did," Jade admitted easily. "But I rewrapped her so nicely for you."
She bent down and gave Jax a long, lingering kiss.
Molly, lying naked on the floor once again, watched her older brother and sister making out above her. She was the only naked one of the three of them, as Jax was fully dressed and Jade was in a shirt and panties for sleeping.
"How'd you know he was here?" Molly asked.
Jade shrugged. "My sister senses were tingling."
"Oh. That."
Jade turned back to Jax as she knelt down next to him. "You don't mind too much, I hope. About me trying out your present first."
"I guess that might depend on what you got me," Jax teased.
Wordlessly, Jade picked up the discarded bow she'd placed on Molly earlier and stuck it to her chest, just above one of her breasts. She arched an eyebrow at Jax.
"Open it and find out," Jade offered.
Jax was finding his pants awfully tight, and could imagine that situation was only going to get worse. He slid his hands up Jade's loose shirt, feeling her warm, hypnotizing skin underneath, then lifted her shirt right over her head.
"I think I'm going to love it," Jax said.
"I didn't wrap it as nicely as Molly's present," Jade said. "But--"
"It's the thought that counts."
"Better not be," Jade said, pouting a little. "Better be what you got that counts. I put a lot of work into it."
"And it was all worth it," Jax assured her as he slipped her panties off.
"Jade got me the same thing," Molly said, gazing adoringly at her nude big sis from her spot on the floor.
"A lot of that going around," Jax said, busily fondling Jade.
"You're one to judge," Jade snorted. "I have the distinct impression Moll and I are going to have to share the present you got us."
"Ah, you got me," Jax said. "I only hope my sisters will be understanding and accept that they have to share th--"
He was cut off as Molly moved like a cat and tackled him unexpectedly. Jade had seen her moving and pounced as well. Jax was caught totally off-guard and was pinned down easily by his two horny, naked sisters.
"It better be reeeaaally good if we have to share," Molly teased.
"We have high expectations," Jade agreed.
Jax bit his lip, knowing what was coming next. "Guess you'll just have to find out. I think you'll be pleased, though."
Jade and Molly looked at each other and nodded. As one, they began tearing at Jax's clothes. Jax just laughed and let himself be ragdolled and thrown around some as his various articles of clothing came off in a whirl of activity.
The girls slowed down some as they exposed enough skin to have some fun with. Jax was treated to the privilege of having two sets of lips leaving trails of kisses all over him at the same time.
Together, Molly and Jade eventually arrived at Jax's boxers. By silent, mutual agreement, they each helped pull them down and let his hard cock spring out.
Molly's smile was cat-like. "It's a pretty good present, Jax."
"You gonna share with me still?" Jade asked.
"Can I go first?"
Jade nodded and kissed Molly's cheek. "All yours, dear sister."
Molly straddled Jax and rubbed her pussy back and forth along his cock. Her wet little pussy lips massaged his shaft so sensually.
Simultaneously, Jade went in for some sloppy makeouts with her brother.
"So thoughtful of you," Jade purred.
"I try my best," Jax said, pulling Jade closer until they were pressed snugly together.
"You've made your baby sister very happy."
"Hm? And what about my big sis?"
"Well...."
Jax made big, sad eyes. "Is it not what you wanted?"
"Hehe, don't look like a puppy at me." Jade kissed Jax's nose. "You know it's the perfect present. I just don't want you getting too smug about it."
"Ah. Of course. I like what you got me too."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Well then, better take care of Moll so you can get to my present."
Jax peeked past Jade. Molly was gleefully grinding on his cock, oblivious to everything else around her.
"Help me pin her down?" Jax asked.
"Of course," Jade said. "What are sisters for?"
Molly once again shrieked loudly as her sibs turned and ganged up on her with no warning. She kicked a bit as Jade pushed her firmly on her back, but settled instantly as Jax's cock pressed against her pussy again. She looked up hopefully at her brother.
"You don't mind if I play with my present some, do you?" Jax asked.
Molly's heart pounded. "I hope you like it," she said in a small voice.
"I think it's gonna be just right, somehow," Jade said while cradling Molly's head in her lap.
Jax sank his cock into Molly's pussy. For a few minutes, both siblings were speechless and barely conscious of anything but each other, and the feel of their connection.
"Yeah," Jade murmured absently as she watched her younger sibs having sex, "it seems just about perfect." She tapped Jax on the shoulder. "How do you feel about sharing?"
Jax, hypnotized by Molly's pussy, blinked and stared at Jade for a second, then grinned at her. "Sharing is what Christmas is about, isn't it?"
"Some would say so."
Jade set Molly's head down gently on the floor, then rather perfunctorily sat on her face. Molly's resulting squeals were muffled, as were her ensuing giggles. Once she got over her initial surprise, she happily licked Jade out while still getting her pussy stuffed by Jax.
"How is she?" Jade asked softly.
Jax grunted. "I think you know."
"I do. I want to hear you say it though."
Jax thrust deep into Molly. "Oh do you?"
"Mmhm."
"Alright. Our baby sister is so hot and wet and tight around me, Jade. You wouldn't believe how good it feel to be inside her right now. She's gonna make me cum, and it's gonna be such a mess in her little pussy."
"Unf. That sounds pretty good. You should feel her tongue though. She got really good since last time. Like she might be better than me at eating snatch now. Don't tell her I said that. The things she can do to me just by licking me...."
Molly could, of course, hear everything, even though she couldn't participate in the conversation. She felt her whole body warm as he older siblings talked about her like she wasn't there, all the while using her for their pleasure. It was way too much for her. How was a girl supposed to deal with all that sexiness on top of already fucking her brother and eating out her sister? It was too much.
Jax and Jade chattered on blithely, though they were very aware of Molly's arousal. She was so awfully wiggly despite being held down pretty firmly, and her tongue couldn't maintain anything like a consistent rhythm.
Jade in particular smiled smugly to herself as she felt Molly cumming underneath her.
"Oh god," Jax moaned. "She's squeezing me tighter now."
"Yeah? Gonna cum too," Jade asked.
Jax just nodded.
Jade didn't move from her comfy seat on Molly's face, but did lean over pull Jax's head closer for a long, deep kiss. She vicariously reveled in both her siblings' orgasm, one after the other, as Jax buried himself in Molly and came deep inside her.
"Fuuuccck," Jax sighed when Jade finally stopped kissing him.
He pulled out slowly from Molly, then rolled over next to her on the floor. Jade got off Molly too and draped herself across both her younger siblings, sharing the fire's heat and some sexy cuddles.
Molly squeezed her hand past Jade and cupped her own just-fucked pussy. All that cum inside it now. Such a snuggly feeling.
"You guys aren't s'posed to talk so dirty, you know," Molly chastised languidly.
"Sorry, Moll," Jade said.
"It's s'posed to be Christmassy."
"It is," Jax said. "I for one feel very Christmassed."
Jade took Molly's free hand and laced her fingers between her sister's. "I got carried away," she admitted. "I just... I missed you both a lot. And having you together again... it's a lot all at once. So much love, and you don't understand how turned on I get."
"Hehe, yeah I do," Molly said. "Jax just cummed in my pussy."
"Ok, maybe you get it." Jade kissed Molly's hand. "The presents are pretty perfect this year, at any rate."
"Yeah they are," Jax agreed, idly playing with Jade's breasts since she was lying across him anyway.
"Almost," Molly said, rubbing her thumb back and forth over Jade's hand. "I mean, Jax still has to cum in your pussy too, Jade."
"Now who's talking dirty?" Jax said, even as he felt his cock twitch back to life a little.
Molly shrugged. "You guys started it. It's true though. You have to cum in her. That's part of Christmas."
Jade nodded. "Don't fuck with tradition. Or... do fuck with it, I guess." She giggled to herself.
"Alas, I feel we've corrupted you entirely, little sister," Jax lamented. "All you can think of now is sex. Your mind is--"
"Oh shush," Molly said firmly. "That's part of my Christmas present. You gotta cum in Jade."
"No," Jade said as she sat up. "It's part of mine."
Jax shrugged. "Or mine?"
"Someone's present," Molly said definitively. "And we only have so long before Mom and Dad get up. So...."
Jade nodded. "Right."
She moved between Jax's legs and nuzzled at his softish cock. Molly crawled in from a different angle, and together they brought him back to life. They kissed and licked their brother's cock until it was nicely hard, sharing some kisses with each other in the process.
Molly then sat back on her heels and let Jade climb on their brother's dick. She took Jade's hand and gave it a small squeeze as Jade started riding Jax.
Jax could only admire his sisters working together to bring him pleasure. There was just something unbelievably sexy about their dedication to make sure he came in both their pussies for Christmas morning. Jade riding his cock was even more amazing as she just felt so incredible and he liked seeing her enjoying herself that way.
Molly curled up next to Jax with her head on his shoulder. She took his hand and held it while Jade rode him, the two of them watching their big sis being all naughty and sexy.
"Merry Christmas, Jax."
"Yeah. Merry Christmas, Moll."
Jade's heart melted a little seeing her younger sibs cuddling together. It was supposed to be raw sexual energy flowing through her in the moment, at least until she made her brother cum. Instead, sweet emotion tangled in with her arousal.
"Stop being so cute, you two," she complained.
"Sorry, Jade," Jax said.
"Yeah, sorry," Molly added. She didn't, however, move at all or let go of Jax's hand.
Jade tried to get more aggressive and ride Jax hard, but her heart wasn't in it. Instead she slowed down to a nice, slow, leisurely pace. Enjoying the journey, admiring the view, not worrying about the end.
Molly had dozed off by the time Jax came inside Jade. She looked even more sweet and innocent than usual, one hand clasped with Jax's, the other trapped between her legs cupping her cummy pussy, eyes closed and softly snoring.
Jade stretched out with her sibs, cuddling up lovingly with them.
"Moll fell asleep," Jade said quietly.
"I noticed," Jax said. "Let her be. She should get some rest before morning."
"Mmm, I could use a little too."
"Right, well, just as long as we don't fall asleep all at once and snooze through the morning."
"Yeah, no, right."
****
Jade's head jerked up. She listened intently for a moment, and soon heard another faint sound from upstairs. She looked down at herself and Jax and Molly, still right where they'd been a few hours ago. The fire was once again nearly dead, but there was light coming through the windows to make up for that.
"Hey. Hey wake up. Both of you."
Jax groaned and tried to stretch out, but was fairly firmly pinned by two naked sisters. Not a bad way to wake up on Christmas morning, really.
Molly didn't even flinch. "I'm awake already."
"You're awake?!" Jade said.
"Yeah. It was so nice with you and Jax. I didn't want to move."
"Someone's awake upstairs," Jade hissed.
"I know."
"Moll, I don't have time for you being cute and snuggly right now. And you know it pains me to say that."
"Mmhm."
"So get your butt in gear. Get some clothes on."
Jade swatted Molly's bum, which made her frown and stick her tongue out, but not much else. Luckily Jax was feeling a tad more responsible, and managed to slip away from Molly so he could gather his clothes.
Jade only had her panties and sleep shirt handy, but they were sufficient enough for a sense of modesty. Jax had his whole outfit scattered about. Molly, on the other hand....
"Hey, where's the rest of my clothes?!" she asked, looking around wildly.
"Oh now you're worried," Jade snorted.
"I thought I could just get dressed. All I've got is... is...."
"Your Christmas lingerie?" Jax suggested.
"Yes. I mean no, they're not lingerie! But yes."
Molly looked cute and pitiful and more than a little tempting in her bra and panties from the night before. In the daylight they were, if anything, even sexier and more revealing. Partly that might have been because Molly didn't want them to be so sexy anymore, and her frantic tugging at them to eke out a little more modesty was having the opposite effect.
"They were just for... for presents," Molly whined. "Not for parents seeing them."
"Yeah, we know," Jade said. "They're definitely lingerie though."
"I mean... I guess." Molly reached for Jade. "Give me your shirt. I can dash to my room."
"Hey! No, I need my shirt. I've got nothing at all on underneath it."
"Better than lingerie!"
"Debatable!"
Jax had to step in the middle of the two of them. "Jeez, just take my shirt. I never even got my bag upstairs, I'll grab another one out of it."
Jax whipped off his shirt and handed it to Molly. Molly slipped into it gratefully, then blushed and wrapped her arms around herself.
"It kinda smells like you," she said softly.
"Well... yeah," Jax said, tilting his head.
"It's nice."
Molly stood there another moment, enjoying the feeling of wearing her brother's shirt after having sex with him. She then remembered she was meant to be scurrying to her room.



"You know you're never getting that shirt back," Jade said as she and Jax watched Molly scamper away.
Jax sighed. "Yeah, probably not."
Jade kissed his cheek. "That was sweet of you though."
"Practical is all."
"Uh huh, sure."
****
The siblings weren't discovered in their sexy shenanigans, and Jade and Jax were greeted warmly by their parents. The whole family lazed around for Christmas morning, drinking coffee, eating delicious food, and generally just enjoying each other's company.
Later on in the day, various other family members showed up for Christmas dinner. Grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins appeared at various times, and the house was quite ridiculously busy for a while.
All throughout, Molly, Jade, and Jax shared the memory of their time together during the night, and the cum still safely hidden away in Molly and Jade's pussies. The latter fact acting as something lingering to enjoy during some of the dull, frantic, or awkward parts of having a large amount of family in a not so large house.
Little moments of privacy were a luxury, and were often taken dangerous advantage of. Molly found she could hardly slip to the kitchen for a moment without either Jade or Jax sneaking in behind her and kissing her neck or running a hand up her shirt. She appreciated the attention, of course, but it kept her dreadfully horny at inconvenient times.
She tried to get back at her sibs and get some sneaky feels of them in return, but they were better at that particular game than she was. They had far more devious, naughty minds than she did, no matter what they claimed about her.
Jade and Jax, in a somewhat more direct and aggressive fashion, found a few minutes to sneak into the bathroom together and make out. It wasn't necessarily a smart decision, give the risk of discovery and how aroused they got each other just before sitting down to dinner, but it was fun.
All three siblings were looking forward to nighttime finally arriving again, even if it wouldn't necessarily hold the excuse of 'opening presents' this time. They could improvise. They were good at that.
By the time extended family had all vacated the house, the sibs were exhausted. It had been a busy day, and they hadn't had nearly enough sleep.
Still, they sat with their parents and spent some time opening actual presents from under the tree. It all went pretty casual and fun until Molly gave Jade and Jax a pair of scarves she'd knitted them.
"Oh wow, you made these?" Jade asked.
"Mmhm! I've been learning," Molly said proudly. "They aren't even bad. And I'm gonna get better."
"They're really nice," Jax said. "And I didn't even think you were gonna get me anything," he said with a faint teasing glint in his eye.
Their mom, without realizing it, made his offhand comment quite a retroactively dangerous one. "Don't tell me you didn't get your baby sister anything," she said.
Jax froze and tried to formulate a response that didn't hint at what, in fact, Molly's presents had consisted of. He really hadn't thought this part through.
"Uh... well...."
"It's..." Jade volunteered, trailing off without being any help at all.
Molly only giggled as her brother and sister struggled not give anything away, without seeming heartless on Christmas. It truly wasn't that big a deal, and they were only being teased, but in their sleep-deprived states her sibs weren't playing it off so smoothly.
"Silly Mom," Molly said. She swiped a pair of discarded bows from some wrapping on the floor. She placed one each on Jax and Jade's heads. "They're my presents this year."
So saying, Molly collapsed with dramatic flair across her siblings' laps and stretched out happy and content.
"You play a dangerous game, li'l sis," Jax murmured so low no one else could hear.
Molly grinned beatifically and closed her eyes, just enjoying the moment. There was no danger. She'd made a calculated comment to get a reaction from her sibs and parents, but very different ones in each case.
Their Mom was only too happy. "Just when I think you all are going to grow out of being just the cutest little things...." She rushed out of the room. "Let me get my camera."
"Just you wait 'til we get you alone tonight," Jade whispered in the same hushed tones as Jax had used.
Molly's smile grew wider.
The click of a camera announced their mom's return, and a photo being taken to commemorate the scene of three loving siblings. And despite some grumblings for show, all three were happy to have the picture taken. It would make a good memory.
Another picture was taken later on of much the same pose, only with Jade and Jax asleep and leaning on each other. Molly was still on their laps and pretending to be asleep. She'd been pretending for a while, all through her brother and sister sneaking inappropriate feels of her when they had the chance.
She knew she really would be in trouble when their mom and dad went to bed that night. She'd get all ganged up on, no doubt about it. Just the thought made her all warm inside, and more than a little wet. It was, indeed, a wonderful Christmas.
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I didn't have many expectations for my stay at the cottage. Some rest, some relaxation, some lazing around, maybe some swimming if I was feeling ambitious.
I hadn't even been there in... two years? Three? Something like that. It was a nice place. I'd certainly paid enough for it between buying it and the ensuing upkeep, and I wanted to get my money's worth from it. I just never felt like I could take the time.
Burnout has a funny way of making priorities change for a while. Work... work could wait. It would have to. I just didn't have it in me to care. A week off, or two, or maybe a month, whatever. I really didn't care.
And the cottage was just sitting there, unused, and very conveniently away from anybody's ability to reach me. A select few knew where it was, but short of an utter catastrophe they wouldn't bother me. So long as I didn't check my phone, I was isolated, just where I wanted to be.
It was... well it was boring. In my mood, that was perfect. I laid in bed all morning, shuffled to the back deck for a smoke, then either back to bed, or if I was feeling ambitious, breakfast. If it was still called breakfast after noon had come and gone.
It was purposeless, meaningless, and definitely slothful. It needed to be. I needed to shut out the little voice in my head urging me to just look at a few emails. Just important ones. Just to stave off chaos at the office. But as long as I was spending some time pretending not to be part of humanity, that little voice got pretty quiet. It was so much easier not to worry about that stuff when my life consisted of shlupping between bed and couch, with generous smoke breaks in between.
It was the life of a teenage girl, not the life of the successful woman I was now. Not even me as a teenager. I'd been driven and motivated back then. Well, mostly. There'd been some weekends off at times. Some with as little ambition as I felt at the moment. Some necessary breaks from busy busy and go go go.
That was all the expectations I had for my little vacation. Just to relax and let my work brain shut well off for a time. Those expectations, it hardly needed to be said, didn't include shuffling outside for a dart in the wee early hours of mid-afternoon, only to discover a naked girl in the backyard next door.
I leaned against the rail of my deck, calmly evaluating what I was seeing. I didn't get anywhere with it at first. My hands started the process of lighting up a smoke without any intervention from my brain.
It probably wasn't the correct etiquette for the situation, but I nevertheless just kind of kept staring, kept watching. A secret audience of sorts. But not the only audience.
"It's really nice out, guys," I heard the girl tell the laptop in front of her. "You'd all love it here." She giggled deliberately. "Yes yes, because of the view," she added, shaking her boobs around a little. "The view's pretty good."
She was camming. That much I'd pieced together. What I couldn't figure out was what to do about it. Or, rather, I knew I should simply just go back inside and leave her to it. What I couldn't figure out was why I was just standing and watching her. It was... impolite. Though on the other hand, she was the one naked outside where anyone could see. And by anyone I meant specifically anyone in the yards immediately next to hers. By which I supposed I really meant that I could see. Me. The woman next door who, in all likelihood, this girl didn't know existed.
"Oh shit!" The girl gave a muffled shriek, then covered her mouth, giggling like mad again. "Guys... guys I think I got caught. Shit. Hang on, there's, like, a neighbour totally watching. I think I gotta go see about this. Hang on."
Correction, she hadn't known I existed. She did now.
I was glad I hadn't moved. Being a spectator as this girl unfolded herself from her lounger in the middle of her yard and flounced over to the chest-high fence between us was a joy unto itself. She somehow embodied a mix of sensuality and innocence, that oh so attractive allure that you found only rarely and had to enjoy when you'd stumbled on it.
"Hi," the girl said brightly.
There was no trace of embarrassment about her. As she'd moved up to the fence, the largest part of her body disappeared from direct view behind said fence, but it was still there, and much closer than before.
"Hi," I said back, relying on well-honed instincts in polite conversation to see me through that brief exchange.
The girl glanced back at her laptop, which was facing away from us. "So, uh, I kinda didn't know there was anyone around. I'm doing... a like...."
"Camming?" I suggested.
"Yeah. That. I swear I didn't mean to bother anyone."
I shrugged. "Who's bothered?"
The girl's lips twitched into somewhere between a cheeky grin and a full on smirk. "So you don't mind if I carry on then?"
I took a slow drag of my cigarette. "No problems here."
She nodded. "Ok then."
I watched her skip back to her seat and her audience. It was a good thing I was leaning securely on the railing of my deck because I wouldn't have trusted my legs for a moment.
The body on her, all naked as it was, and her carefree attitude, and that unfairly beautiful smile she'd given me just before turning away....
I vaguely remembered the delight I'd felt when I first figured out I could make boys all flustered and shaky with just the right amount of skin and some very calculated smiles and winks. I couldn't remember ever having the tables quite so thoroughly turned on me.
It might have been on purpose, to some degree. Maybe she thought it was funny. Or maybe it was just part of the whole thing that went along with camming. Anyone good at it who did it for a while almost certainly would have to learn to do some things naturally. Things that turned guys on, and brought them in emotionally, and made them want to hang around her as much as possible. Maybe that had been enough to hook me too.
Or maybe I was being a horny fuck perving on a naked girl ten years younger than me. Maybe focusing on her role was only to salve my own ego.
"Yeah I dunno guys, I think maybe she likes watching me as much as you all do," the girl said, before apparently bursting into laughter at some response she got.
I idly wondered just how many guys were watching her right now. And, related, whether any of them were women, just as entranced as I was currently.
Lost in my own thoughts, the girl had to wave at me a few times before I realized she was talking to me again.
"Hey, lady, chat doesn't believe you're real."
"Um... ok?"
"Can I show them a quick peek?"
"Of me?"
"Yeah."
"Oh god. Really?"
"Yeah. Just cover your face or something. Just give 'em a little wave."
My composure dropped a few notches. I'd been outwardly holding it together pretty well, but now I was properly flustered.
I didn't, however, want to say no. Whatever I was feeling for this girl I'd just met, I didn't want to disappoint that beaming face of hers.
I turned my head away and hid it in my elbow. On cue, I gave a little wave with my other hand.
"There! Told you," the girl said triumphantly. "Everyone saying I was making it up owes me. Pay up, suckers!"
I cautiously looked back over at her. She was back to teasing her audience, and apparently even raking in some tips just from my brief, unsexy appearance. I sighed and raised the small remainder of my cigarette to my lips.
I stayed outside for a while longer, even when I didn't have an excuse anymore. Naked Girl didn't mind, and had leveraged my presence into higher tips for her show, if the way she spoke to her laptop was any indicator.
I had to go inside when she moved beyond showing her naked self off, spanking herself, playing with her boobs, and other such things. When she started actually using a dildo on herself, I felt too much an intruder and a spy to carry on blithely watching. That was just me, though, she gave no sign at all that she minded me still being there.
When was the last time I'd masturbated? Not since I got to the cottage, anyway. I went through cycles of it, at times. Sometimes not much, sometimes kind of a lot. Sometimes I was with someone and could play with them instead of myself. I missed that feeling of being able to crawl into bed with someone I liked when I was horny.
Today it was just me, lying on the couch, panties off, rubbing my pussy. My head, obviously, was full of my newfound naked neighbour. I didn't bother trying to make excuses for my little fantasies. It was just what was happening.
****
There was a knock on my door that evening. I felt it very unlikely that it would be the neighbour girl, but I found it even more unlikely that it was anyone else. The increased beating of my heart confirmed who I wanted it to be as I swung the door open.
"Hi," said the girl, now thankfully with clothes on.
"Hi," I said back.
"Hope you didn't mind about my show."
"Not at all. Do you... want to come in?"
She nodded. "Thanks. I'm Sam, by the way. I don't think that came up earlier."
I shook her extended hand. "It didn't. Victoria."
"Well nice to meet you, Victoria," Sam said, putting a little emphasis on my name that could almost have been mocking, but instead made me feel all floofy inside. Again I had to wonder whether it was calculated on her part, as part of her career and all, or whether I was just being desperate today.
"Can I get you anything?" I asked. "I have... coffee. Tea, I think. Some booze, but I'd have to--"
"No, no. Just wanted to come meet you." Sam was already peering about the place as we moved toward some seating. "I really didn't think anyone was here, you know. I don't try to be a total showoff to the world around me. Just online."
"But you didn't flee back inside, I noticed."
She grinned. "No, I didn't. I notice you didn't yell over at me either, hm?"
I shrugged. "It's your yard."
"My parents' actually. But they aren't using it this summer."
"Ah. How...."
"How?" Sam prompted.
"Sorry, nothing."
"Oh give me a hint. I don't mind. How can an innocent young thing like me do camming for a living? Something like that?"
I shook my head. "Not really."
"Oh. Good." Sam considered a moment longer. "How young am I actually?" she hazarded.
I felt my face flush and give me away. "Something like that, perhaps."
"Ha, well no worries. I'm twenty-three. I don't hide it."
I tried not to let my sigh of relief show. She'd struck me as being in her twenties, but there had been the chance of her still being a teen which would have made me feel ever so much older and creepier.
"Relieved about that, are we?" she asked teasingly.
"Stay out of my mind, please."
Sam nodded happily, then flopped herself down in one of my comfy chairs. I sat on the couch.
"How old are you?" she asked.
"That--"
"Bearing in mind you asked me first."
"You... I don't have to answer that."
"No, you don't. But it's only fair."
I frowned and picked at a few crumbs I'd left on the cushion next to me. "I'm thirty."
"And you're embarrassed about that?"
"Not usually."
"Feeling old after watching me?"
"Maybe."
Sam shrugged. "Don't. I know for a fact a lot of guys watching me regularly are way older than that. It's no biggie."
"I mean, you're right," I said. "Just... I don't like feeling like I was perving on you and making things weird. Even though I definitely was."
Sam cocked her head. "You might have been perving on me, but it wasn't weird."
"Some strange older woman just stares at you while you're naked and that's not weird?"
"Hehe, no. I get stared at naked for a living. And I made extra tips off of today thanks to you."
"I heard."
"The guys like the idea of some sexy lady watching me while they're watching me while... well they like it, anyway. That's the point."
I examined Sam carefully. "And what do you think about it?"
"Oh, that. Well... so here's the thing. One of the trickiest parts of camming, and there are a few tricky parts to it."
"I believe it."
"One of the trickiest parts is that, like, it's impossible to always be horny. I don't always have the right mood to, like, play with myself, and stick things in me, and make myself cum, and all that. I spend a lot of time showing off in other ways when I can get away with it. But I do need to do horny things. Gotta give the fans their payoff and all."
"I don't think I see your point," I said.
"My point is that you were quite helpful with that today."
"... what?"
"Do you even know how intense it is to all of a sudden realize there's this woman standing there watching me? Not even doing anything. Just standing, smoking, and staring intently."
"Sorry. I didn't mean to be intent."
"It happens. I might have been more upset if it wasn't intent, honestly. If you didn't care at all. But like, I don't know, this whole aura of like you'd found something you liked looking at, and were just enjoying it. Like a nice sunset or something. Do you know how hot that was?"
"I do not."
Sam threw her feet up over the arm of her chair, adopting an ever more carefree pose. Thank fuck she had clothes on, or I'd be in serious trouble again.
"It's like meeting someone at a party. You ever eye-fuck someone across a room, knowing you both want each other, and that eye fucking is better than anything that happens once you actually hook up?"
I considered the question. "I think I kind of understand what you mean."
"Right. Well it's like that. This whole thing of like, 'who is this woman and what is she thinking, and she definitely is into me right now, but also is she though, and is she thinking of doing stuff to me right now, or is she just like thinking about what she's gonna have for supper and I'm just a pleasant backdrop to that'."
I blinked at the sudden stream of words. "I--"
"I've never had someone domme the fuck out of me while eye fucking across a room," Sam said. "It was... it was kind of fun."
"That was not my intent and you know it."
"How would I know it? We just met." She grinned. "Were you actually thinking about supper? Or like... business stuff? You look like a serious, businessy person in your real life."
I sighed heavily. "I know I do. I've... cultivated certain mannerisms. I've had to."
"Hey, you think I haven't? I feel like half my personality these days is just stuff I started to doing to bring in the tips."
"Fair."
"Anyway," Sam said, abruptly sitting up straight. "I really didn't mean to come over and pry into your life. I really just wanted to introduce myself."
"Boy do I feel introduced."
"Ha, yeah, sorry about that. I also... you don't mind if I do some more shows out in the yard, do you? When the weather's nice?"
I gave Sam a look. "What do you think?"
Her look was teasing, if not downright insolent. "I think you don't mind," she said.
****
I tried not to act like I cared one way or the other whether Sam got naked in the backyard again. It wasn't much of an act though. It didn't fool either of us.
I spent way too much time over the next few days wandering to the back window, peering out to see if she was there yet, and once she was, forcing myself to wait a while longer so it didn't seem like I was scheduling myself based on her presence.
At least I had smoking as an excuse to step out on the deck. I didn't strictly need it, but it felt a tiny bit less embarrassing than just standing on the deck gaping into the next yard.
It helped tremendously after the first day or two of this game when I realized Sam would glance over at my house every now and then, waiting for me to appear. It made me feel a lot less like sketchy about what we were doing.
Which, honestly, I really didn't know what we were doing. On a basic level, it was pretty clear. I was watching Sam, and she was performing for her online audience as well as me. But deeper than that... were we sort of friends now? Or... or was this some weird sexual relationship that didn't involve actual sex? Perhaps more importantly, what did I want it to be? I didn't have a good answer for that.
Our interactions were limited. Sam carried on using my presence to titillate her audience, and I got a little less shy about flashing a wave to her webcam. I often brought a pair of big sunglasses outside with me so I could hide half my face, enough to feel comfortable.
She'd yell things to me sometimes, asking me about my day, getting me to tie-break some playful arguments her chat was having, inviting me over to join her, that sort of thing. I didn't think joining her show was a super serious offer, but I had a feeling she wouldn't have kicked me out if I'd wandered over with no clothes on.
I broke the ice in my own subtler way. I knocked on her door after one of her shows with a bottle of wine. A good bottle, even, without knowing whether she would appreciate it, or even if she drank wine.
"Victoria!"
"Sam."
"You're too slow. I got my clothes back on already."
I lifted an eyebrow, not rising more to the bait than that. "Care for a drink?"
"Absolutely. Let me guess, that bottle is something fancy and expensive, but you wouldn't say so unless I asked?"
At her beckon, I stepped inside. "Did camming make you jaded, or were you always that way?"
"A little of both. Am I right?"
"You're basically right."
"Then I shall be dutifully impressed. And also... I'm going to absolutely scandalize you by informing you that I don't have any wine glasses around."
"I can get some from--"
"We'll drink out of regular glasses."
I mimed extreme shock and tried to swoon, but Sam rescued the bottle rather than me. I couldn't pull off a good swoon anyway.
We ended up in Sam's backyard, a new and different perspective for me, sitting close to each other and sipping expensive, fancy wine from ordinary, clearly well used glasses.
"The problem is, you see," Sam said, "is this is good. Like I don't know wine, I don't drink it much, but I can tell this is supposed to be good."
"That's a problem?"
"Yes. Because now you've ruined cheap wine for me. I can tell. I'll drink some, and I'll think, well this isn't Victoria's wine."
"I see. What if I told you this is a ten dollar, cheap-ass bottle?"
"I don't drink much wine, but I drink some. This is not, by any means, ten dollar wine."
"Ah."
Sam sipped a little more. "Besides, you don't strike me as a woman who'd try to woo a girl with cheap booze."
"I don't woo girls at all."
"Ah? Pity. You'd be good at it."
I took a larger drink of my wine. Maybe I could blame the redness of my cheeks on the alcohol.
"Sam?"
"Hm?"
"Are we flirting?"
"A little, yeah."
"I thought we might be."
"Does that bother you?"
"No. Yes. It confuses me."
Sam nodded sagely. "Because I'm a girl?"
"Because you're young."
"Not that young."
"No. I was afraid you'd turn out to be, like, nineteen or something."
Sam laughed and nearly spit out a mouthful of wine in the process. "You're so afraid of being a cradle-robber, aren't you?"
"Not!"
"You are. You so are."
"I'm... I'm conscious of the possibility."
"That's different how?"
I stared at my glass, twirling it back and forth in my hands. "Do you know what it's like being a girl first starting in an office full of men? I mean, plenty of women, sure, but like eighty-twenty split, something like that. And most of those men are older. You know, thirties, forties, fifties."
Sam's usual vaguely amused expression faded. "Oh."
"I mean, it could have been a lot worse. I'm smart and I'm cunning, and probably most important I'm lucky. It never got beyond constant appraising looks, and the occasional subtle offer." I snorted. "From married men as often as not."
"Hey, V, you don't have to--"



I shrugged. "It came out alright. I get to boss most of 'em around these days. I just remember what it's like being young and pretty, and--"
"And you don't want to be one of those guys, huh?"
"Something like that."
Sam was quiet for a while. I was too. We finished our glasses, and I poured us out the remainder of the bottle.
"I don't see you like that, you know," she said eventually.
"No, you probably don't."
"Was there never, like, some young hot guys around, who maybe if they checked you out you wouldn't mind so much?"
I smiled cautiously at Sam. "Maybe."
"Well there you go." She sipped more wine. "Besides, if you turned up naked to the office, it'd be hard to blame the dirty old men for staring wouldn't it?"
"You're not wrong."
Sam considered some more. "Hey, V, you said you're thirty?"
"Yeah."
"When was your birthday?"
"... why?"
"Was it recently?"
I sighed. "Last month."
"Ah."
"Ah?"
"My brother went through this. He turned thirty, got all crabby about life and getting old." She tossed an airy hand in the air. "Then after a year or two it was the happiest I've ever seen him. It's just numbers, you know? All pretend. Just 'cause it's a nice round divisible by ten kinda number, people assign all this meaning to it. Doesn't have to be that way. Doesn't mean you're old."
I tapped my nails on my glass. "I don't know if it's that simple."
"No? Did you feel all this 'oldness' and stuff last year?"
"... only when my birthday got closer. And don't give me that smug look," I added quickly.
"Wouldn't dream of it," Sam assured me, looking really quite pleased with herself anyway.
I toyed with the idea in my head. "You think that's all it is? Some kind of early mid-life crisis?"
"Don't see why not. But hey, I get paid to take my clothes off, not to therapize people, so don't take me too seriously."
"Good point," I said, putting a serious dent in my remaining wine. "Speaking of which, let's talk about you for a while."
"Haha, oh god no. It's way more fun cracking into your psyche."
"Too bad. It's your turn. Tell me," I said with as much gravitas as I could muster, "how you ended up getting naked for strangers as a job."
"Oh god." Sam considered her glass. "Do you have more fancy, expensive wine to bribe me with?"
"Yes," I said solemnly. "I do."
Once brief trip back to my cottage later, and with glasses refilled, Sam started to let me pry some of her secrets out.
"My family doesn't know or anything," Sam said.
"I would have assumed as much."
"Well... I mean more parents know than you'd think. I don't know if it's a lot, but definitely some."
"Fair enough."
"It's not, like, what I intended to do."
"Sure."
"Just... I mean I'm kind of the cliche of a broke-ass student stripping to get through college. Which these days can include the safety of staying totally online, thank goodness."
"Cheers to that," I said, clinking glasses with Sam.
"It all started as stupid fun, you know?"
"I don't, but go on."
"It was like a game, kinda. Like how much can I trick guys into paying me just to take my shirt off. Or my pants. Or, the really funny, weird one, my socks. You know about feet people?"
"I am aware of them."
"They aren't any weirder than anyone else, I suppose, but it's so strange to me. As often as I'd casually go barefoot anyway, some people out there will pay good money to get my socks off me." Sam leaned back and waved a hand theatrically. "What a world."
I snickered at the thought of it. "You know you're right? Like if I was gonna ask a girl to take something off, it wouldn't be socks."
"What would it be?" Sam asked, her eyes flashing with sudden interest.
"Like one thing?"
"Yeah. Shirt, shorts, socks, panties... what?"
I took an involuntary swipe of my eyes down Sam's body and back up again. "I feel like the cunning answer is panties, 'cause you'd have to take your shorts off too."
"Probably the wise choice," she agreed. "So panties over bra then?"
"Um...."
"Is that for the pussy or the ass?"
I flushed and restrained myself from taking a long drink. It was nice being all tipsy and talking about way too deep stuff with Sam, but I didn't want to get properly drunk here.
"I don't know if I want to answer that," I said.
"That's fine. I think I know already anyway."
"You do not!"
"Do too."
"How can you if even I don't know? I mean... I think boobs are still in contention here."
"Ah," Sam said, like it was some all-knowing response.
"Don't 'ah' me. You can't see into my soul."
"That you know of."
"Fine, what about you then?" I asked. "What would you ask me to take off?"
Sam's eyes traveled in a brief circuit around my body, and that quick but intimate assessment did things to me that made me squirm. Was I seriously wet? I felt like I was. But we hadn't done fuck all. And we weren't going to. But fuck though.
Did I make her feel that way when I watched her? No wonder she didn't mind.
"I think," Sam said slowly, "that if I was gonna get a peek at anything, it'd be your butt."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah. I like butts."
"Butts are nice," I agreed.
"And yours... I think you've got a good one."
"My tits are gonna feel left out," I said, deliberately moving to stretch my top tighter against my chest.
Sam let out a little noise that she clearly didn't mean to, and all at once she was blushing harder than I was. I slumped my posture back to normal and we both sat silently for a moment.
"They could be good too," Sam said in a small voice.
"Thanks." I avoided looking straight at her for a bit. "So after you finished school..." I prompted.
"I kept camming," Sam confirmed. "It's probably not a long term career, but the money's good for now, and if I save a bunch of it I don't have to worry so much about what I do after."
"Investing at all?"
"Um...."
"We should talk about that sometime. Nothing complicated. But you might as well be earning some on your money, otherwise inflation means you're actually kind of losing money."
Sam grinned crookedly. "Business stuff, huh?"
I snorted. "Business stuff? That's my expertise in your mind, is it?"
"Until you tell me anything more specific, yeah."
"Fair enough."
Sam sighed and curled up in her seat, her glass empty again. "The funny thing," she said. "The funny thing is I got to like a lot of the guys. A lot of the regulars. I mean, assholes get kicked, so that part's easy. But some of 'em... lots of 'em are nice, and just want to see me naked, and sometimes rubbing my pussy or sticking things in my bum. Sometimes not even that. Sometimes we just talk for a while."
"Good money for just talking," I said.
"It is. I mean, I make more being all sassy and naughty and pervy. But it's nice to chill with my tits out and get paid for it."
"Living the dream, Sam. Living the dream."
"Hehe, yeah." She looked at me with big, soft eyes. "Do you think my parents would understand? If I told them?"
"I... damn, I don't know. I really don't."
"Yeah, I guess. Who knows, huh?"
"They'd probably be worried. If I had a daughter... yeah, I'd just be worried, want to make sure she's being safe. Not giving out her address and stuff, and investing her money, and--"
Sam laughed. "Frig, maybe I'll adopt you as a second mom then."
"Oof, way to make me feel old again."
"Well you are over thirty. All down hill from there."
"Shush, you. You were doing much better at consoling me before you were drunk."
"M'not drunk."
"You sure?"
"Maybe... maybe a little."
"Yeah, me too. Probably I should go home."
"Pff, all the way there? Just stay here, we'll have a sleepover."
I gave Sam a look. "I don't think--"
"Just a sleepover, you perv. Not the euphemism kind."
"Thank goodness for that." I stood up. "But no, I must go."
"Well thanks for coming over," Sam said, unfolding herself from her chair as well. "Do feel free to bring me more high-class booze anytime."
"I might just. You, uh, doing a show tomorrow?"
"Sure am. Wanna come over? You can get a closer view, if you want."
"Oh god, don't tempt me."
"Seriously. You can if you want. Just, like, sit and read or something. Have a smoke."
"You think I'd be able to read anything with you sitting there without clothes on?"
"I'd really hope not," Sam said. "But you're welcome to try."
"That sounds," I said in my firmest-but-slightly-drunk voice, "like a bad idea."
****
Naturally, I found myself knocking on Sam's door again the next day. Just before her show was going to start, because at this point who was I kidding pretending I didn't know her schedule?
"Decided to attend, did you?" Sam said, grandly waving me in to her cottage.
"I thought I might try doing some crosswords today," I said. "Your yard's as good as mine."
"And the view's better?"
"Something like that."
I settled myself in outside, strategically picking my spot to be near to Sam, but not too near, and certainly not where it would interfere with her camera angles. I turned my chair to both catch the sun and make it appear at a casual glance like I wasn't just there to stare at her, though of course that was exactly why I was there.
I had my crosswords with me, and a pen, some water, my big sunglasses, and my smokes, just in case they became necessary.
"Awfully brave," Sam commented as she finished setting up.
"Coming to watch you?"
"Doing a crossword with a pen."
I stuck out my tongue at her. She pretended not to even notice, but her grin was far too wide to be hidden.
The truth was, in regard to her question of the night before, that the part of her that most fascinated me was her smile. Especially when it was a smile specifically for me.
Yes, her young, lithe, near-perfect body had many good qualities, and I was enjoying it immensely, but it wasn't a question of which article of clothing I most wanted to remove from her. The question was how could I get her to beam at me as often as possible, ideally with that knowing gleam in her eye that made me feel all warm and exposed before her.
Eye fucking. It wasn't a term I used hardly ever, but ever since Sam had mentioned it, it rang around in my head on a daily basis. That was what it felt like. Or maybe eye-foreplay would be more accurate. It felt more like foreplay. The sensuous, torturous kind where I wasn't sure it would actually lead to anything else, that was ok. It meant a lot of alone time with my clit, was all.
"You're really gonna pretend to sit there and do crosswords?" Sam asked just before settling herself into her seat.
"Who's pretending?"
"Ha, ok, have it your way."
Then she started her show.
The opening was quite casual. I'd never been around for that part. But there really was hardly anything sexual at all for the first half-hour or more. Just Sam casually greeting people and chatting with them. A few lazy tips rolled in, I could recognize the sound of them from time to time, but it was a while before she got down to business.
My attention strayed from my crossword as Sam started taking clothes off. It was a drawn out process, she did plenty of teasing between each removal, getting progressively lewder.
My instinct was to only take sneaky peeks of her, only when she was distracted. I went a different direction and stared fully at her. She'd been glancing my way fairly frequently as though looking for my attention, and I gave it to her. It was rather gratifying the way her cheeks would colour at times, or she'd look away again quickly like she was the one being caught staring.
If ever I'd made a conscious effort to eye fuck someone, this was it. I didn't stare at her constantly by any means, but when I looked, it was with deliberate intent to fluster. I'd learned the power of a calm, steady, silent gaze in the office. It could easily present more power than any eloquence of words when used correctly. I was learning a new variation of it now.
"You're right, guys, I am a little antsy today," Sam said. "You wanna know why?"
Noting my cue despite only halfway paying attention to her chatting, I slipped my sunglasses on. When Sam turned her laptop toward me, I blew a kiss toward her. Not to the audience, but to her. They might not tell the difference, but she could. She deliberately delayed swinging herself back into shot so she could send me a quietly smoldering look, complete with the sort of lip-bite that was practically an invitation to bed all on its own.
"I think she really likes me for some reason," Sam said, slipping easily back into her cheerful, bubbly, casually sexy persona. "Especially when I take my clothes off. Guess she's got that in common with all you pervs." Sam read some responses and giggled uproariously. "For those of you who missed her before, that's V, my sexy new neighbour." She lowered her voice to a stage whisper. "I've been luring her into my web."
I rolled my eyes at that and very deliberately focused on my crossword again.
"You know me," Sam carried on blithely. "Full of debauchery and ready to corrupt a new victim. Althooouuugh," she said thoughtfully, "that's not quite right, is it? You all kinda basically corrupted me, didn't you?" She paused again to snicker at responses in chat. "Yes you did, don't pretend you don't all know what you've done to me. I used to be a sweet, innocent little thing."
I snorted at that, making sure it was loud enough for Sam to hear. Drawing her attention only made her eyes gleam evilly.
"You guys know what else is fun about V hanging out with me today?" she asked, looking directly at me the whole time. "It was V's birthday not that long ago."
I dropped my crossword and glared at her. I realized about almost immediately that with my sunglasses on, the effect wouldn't really work. I didn't really dare take them off, as I had the suspicion I might be on camera again in the near future.
"We don't need to get into that," I said.
"Unfortunately we missed the day itself," Sam purred. "But I still think it'd be nice to give her a present, don't you guys think? Something like... some birthday spankings?"
I tilted my head, pursed my lips, and conveyed with body language that she was most certainly not spanking me on camera for a bunch of horny people watching.
"Haha, no sillies," Sam said. "She'd get to spank me, obviously." She flounced around in her seat to present her ass to the camera. "My butt's a pretty good present, isn't it?"
Sam wasn't naked yet. She still had her bra and panties on, as those took higher tip numbers to remove than her outer garments. Even so, the sight of her shaking her booty in deliberate enticement made me squeeze my thighs together and suppress a small moan.
"You've got to be kidding," I said.
"I wouldn't kid," Sam assured me. "But I don't know if it'll happen, 'cause someone would need to hit this reeeaaally high goal for you to get to spank me."
"... really high?"
"Yep. Really, really... oh, they did it! Good job guys!"
"Sam, was the goal like a dollar?"
"More like ten times that, at least."
"Ah."
"Now c'mere. You got a goal to fulfill."
I set my crossword down. "I don't know what makes you think I'm part of this stream."
"Oh you're part of it. It's too late to-- ah!"
I grinned ferociously as I managed to catch Sam off-guard and slap her butt when she wasn't ready.
"Like that?" I asked innocently.
"Hang on, let me get the angle right."
Sam turned so her butt was toward her camera, but not dead on. She was easily able to face her audiences at the same time as they got a killer view of her tushy. She didn't actually present her face right away, and only I got to see that it was because she had to compose herself again.
"Ok, you got nine more spanks," Sam said, her voice only quavering a tiny little bit. "Make 'em count."
"You sure you can handle nine more?" I asked.
"Please, I'm a professional."
I didn't argue with her. My question might have sounded like it was in regard to the physical blows, but it wasn't. It was about her state of arousal.
As my hand landed on her butt several more time in succession, giving satisfying cracks of flesh on flesh, I caught the look in her eye that I'd kind of expected. One that had nothing at all to do with performing for her fans.
"Ten," I said aloud, dropping down to perch on the end of Sam's lounger. I was a part of the show now, after all. No need to retreat right away. I didn't want to leave her side just at the moment.
"I knew you'd like your present," she said, regaining her spirit and shaking her ass for the camera. "What do you think guys, did she leave red marks all over?"
"Not enough," I answered for them. "I think for a real present, you probably should let me spank you with your panties off."
Sam made such a falsely genuine expression of shock that I nearly burst out laughing. Play-acting, of course.
"Oh great! I knew she was just a big ol' perv like all of you," Sam complained. She turned to me. "You're quickly making a lot of friends here, hope you're happy."
"I am, thanks," I said sweetly. "Let me know when I get to spank you some more. I have a feeling you're gonna get lots."
"Yeah, well, they're not all gonna be so cheap. I'm not letting you smack my butt all day 'til I'm all red and sore."
Sam grumpily typed away at her laptop for a moment, setting up more goals, presumably involving more spanks somewhere along the way. When she had the chance to pop out of frame for a second, she dropped her facade of having been out-maneuvered and flashed me a big smile and a thumb's up. "Good work," she mouthed silently.
I rolled my eyes at her implication that we were working together. I sure hadn't known we were until quite recently. Nevertheless, I blew her another kiss and quietly delighted in watching her squirm.
I took off my sunglasses and relaxed for a bit until I was called for again. There was even more thrill now to watching Sam's few, skimpy remaining clothes come off. Not just for the up close view of her getting naked, but the knowledge that following shortly behind that I'd get to spank her some more. Possibly quite a lot more.
The anticipation was getting me all wet and warmly electric inside. I didn't realize how badly I wanted to do more of it until I got to sit down and think about it. Just to touch her more, even. It didn't have to be spanking. But it would be, and it was... it was such a dangerous area right between playful and sexual. An area the two of us were spending more and more time in.
What would she do, I wondered, if I sneaked more of a feel than that? More than slapping my hand across her butt cheeks over and over. I wouldn't dare try right now, not on stream certainly, but oh god was my mind ever there.
Sam wiggled around, showing herself off more as her panties came off. She even did a bit of a slow, seductive dance in front of her laptop, which had the side-effect of grabbing my full attention as well.
The sounds of tips coming in became more frequent, if anything, once Sam was naked.
"Oh V, you're in trouble," Sam called to me.
"Why's that then?" I asked, fully staring at her and not bothering to pretend like I wasn't.
"There are... a lot of spanks incoming. Like a lot."
I smirked. "Sounds like you're the one in trouble then."
"That's only 'cause you haven't realized how badly I'm gonna have to get you back for this."
I smiled sweetly and batted my eyes. "I thought you wanted to give me a good birthday present."
"I did," she insisted. "But you got the pervs all riled up now." She jabbed a finger at the screen. "Yeah, I mean you guys. Don't act all innocent. You're still tipping for V to spank me." She flipped around and pointed at her butt. "You think it's funny how sore my poor bum's gonna be after, huh?"



I donned my lazy disguise of sunglasses and pattered over to sneak a peek at Sam's computer screen. Once I located the count for number of spanks tipped for, I let out a low whistle.
"Oh damn, you are in trouble."
"That's what I'm saying!" Sam said with an exaggerated pout. "They never get this excited about me spanking myself."
"It's probably better when I do it."
"I bet they think so. You're merciless. Look, my ass is still pink from those first ten!"
I did look. It was still pink. And so close and inviting, and totally uncovered even by the flimsy panties she'd had on previously.
Without thinking, perhaps as a way to distract myself from thought, I swung my arm and delivered a sharp crack to Sam's backside.
"Ah! I wasn't ready!"
"Oops," I said insincerely.
Sam rubbed her butt where I'd struck, a fascinating display all on its own. "Well that's one. Mods, I expect you to keep a good count for me. I probably won't be able to."
A couple ones appeared in the chat. More than a few people were excited for the counting, apparently.
I spanked Sam a few more times, less sharply than the first one. She squealed at every one of my blows to her booty, no doubt part of the playacting for the viewers. Some of her reactions were quite real, though, and I made a game of seeking them out.
It was much harder to catch her off-guard again, though I managed it a few times. Most of the rest of the time was spent experimenting in how I could deliver gentler spanks while still making them look good. Not because I wanted to spare Sam all her punishment, but because I craved that look she gave me when I gave her a few extra sharp spanks after lulling her into thinking I was going to take it easy on her.
I got a few looks of betrayal from Sam when I was particularly harsh on her poor pink bottom, but she wasn't fooling anyone. She kept spreading her legs wider and sticking her bum out for me. I had the distinct feeling she wouldn't mind if I casually rubbed her pussy for a bit in between spanks.
More alluring than that, at least to me, were the heavy-lidded looks of pleasure and submission she gave me. She spent a lot of time facing the camera, and her expressions were clearly exaggerating for her audience's benefit, but every now and then she'd look just at me, and it was totally different.
"Don't look at me like that," I whispered, trusting the stream not to pick up my soft tone.
"Like what?" Sam asked.
I absently rubbed her butt instead of smacking it some more. I didn't even realize what I was doing at first, but indeed there were no complaints from Sam.
"Like... like you're enjoying this way too much," I said.
"You're a fine one to talk."
"... are you enjoying this?" I asked.
"Of course."
"Even if I smack you so red you can't sit down after?"
Sam's eyes could have seduced the straightest woman in the world to bed. "You think you can do that to me?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh god."
I started spanking her again. Bizarrely, it seemed the safest thing to do. I was putting a serious dent into the amount of spanks owed, though more tips kept coming in all the time. I wasn't sure how sustainable it all was, really. My hand was getting tired, it just wasn't used to suffering this kind of abuse. Never mind what Sam must be feeling. Though I honestly couldn't tell whether I was anywhere near a break point for her or not.
She was playacting a lot less than before. She seemed almost in a trance. Her moans and yelps were subtler and more genuine. I'd known she was enjoying it, but maybe I hadn't realized to what extent.
I gave in first. "Ok, my hand needs a break," I said, standing up and swinging my wrist a little.
Sam snapped out of her reverie. "Well jeez finally," she said. She turned her full puppy eyes and pouting lip on the camera. "My bum's been brutalized," she whined, rubbing her red tushy. "That must have been enough though, right?"
I stepped out of shot and just shook my head at how effortlessly Sam got back into character. She expressed quite a remarkable disbelief that we weren't done yet, as well as how people continued to tip for more spanks.
"That's it!" she declared. "I'm taking a quick break, and when I get back I'm just gonna have to temporarily increase the price of spanks, or you lot aren't gonna stop."
So saying, she flounced off screen as well. The sound of more tips pouring in behind her wasn't lost on either of us.
"Did you just deliberately--"
"Make them tip more now while they think they're getting away with something?" Sam asked for me. "Sure did. You don't have to whisper by the way, my mic's muted."
"Ah."
Sam grabbed a towel and swiped it between her legs. I watched in confusion for a moment until she blushed when she realized I was staring. "You got me pretty wet."
"I did?"
"Yeah. Duh. What did you think was happening there?"
"You really like spanking, huh?"
Her eyes met mine. "Sometimes I do. With the right person."
"Unf. You're killing me, Sam."
She smiled brightly. "Am I?"
"Yes."
"Good. Now I gotta go pee real quick. When I--"
I grabbed her wrist as she turned to leave. She only got as far as giving me a questioning look before I pulled her closer, raised my hand to her cheek, and kissed her.
Sam whimpered. "Oh that's so not fair. I really do have to pee."
"Guess you should go do that then," I said.
She nodded, but hesitated. "Are you... are you enjoying this too?"
"You really have to ask?"
"It's hard to read you! You put on that impassive domme look of yours, and you're still all clothed, and--"
I kissed her again, savouring the brief moment of our connection. "I could drown you in my panties right now," I said.
"Oh god."
Sam whimpered again, clearly thought about staying right she was, then hurriedly fled to the bathroom. I'd never get tired of watching her flounce nakedly away from me.
I slumped into my seat, discarding my sunglasses and rubbing my forehead. I felt like I should be thinking more clearly. Like I needed to plan out what actually made sense. But that wasn't at all the mood I was in. I didn't care for consequences, or being rational. Sam had me all wound up, and kissing her just now had felt so damn right to me.
My panties were soaked. My comment to her about them hadn't even been much of an exaggeration. My tummy was all a-flutter, and even my fingers were shaking with horniness and adrenaline.
All by myself, at least for a moment, I felt a smile break wide and goofy on my face. I'd kissed her. I hadn't thought about what I was doing, I'd just done it, and it had been glorious. Spanking her was fun and all, and turned me on immensely, but it was nothing compared to those two quick meetings of our lips, and the way she trembled soft and warm against me.
I wondered what Sam felt about it. Whether the kisses were now blazing in her head the way they were in mine, or whether it was really the spankings that were mostly doing it for her.
Sam pattered back out into the yard before too long. Her cheeks coloured slightly as soon as she laid eyes on me.
"I still got a whole rest of my show to do," she said, sounding regretful about it.
"I know," I said.
"Are you still... is it ok to do more spanks and stuff?"
I tilted my head. "The boys are tipping for them, aren't they?"
Sam smiled and nodded. "They sure are."
She bounced back into her seat and unmuted herself. "Wow, ok, you little sneaks really want a sore, red booty on me today, huh? Well I'm still taking a break from that, but we'll get to the rest, don't worry. And I better bump that price up before you all actually wreck my butt."
I leaned back and smiled as I watched Sam work. She had a way with running the show that, if channeled differently, would have served her well in many other professions too. You kind of had to see beneath the surface to see what she was all about, and I felt like I had that glimpse of her now. It was possible, even, that I understood her better than any of her regulars who'd been watching her for years.
"Now let's see, I've got some other stuff you guys have tipped for here, I better get through that backlog, huh," Sam said. "Thanks mods for keeping track for me," she added, winking and blowing them a few kisses.
Sam moved around gracefully for a time, efficiently delivering on things that had been tipped for. She showed off her feet to camera for a bit, and allowed everyone a close up look at just how bright pink her bum was. Stuff like that.
"Yeah, you guys caught me," Sam admitted while showing off her pussy. "I was... pretty damn wet just before the break. Those spanks hurt! V's harsh as it turns out. But, like, yeah, it was pretty fucking hot too. I know you guys think so," she said with a wink. "Honestly, I think I better start letting you all tip for a cum show, 'cause I'm gonna need one."
She typed quickly on her keyboard. "Right, that's set up. What else do I need to do? Oh god, the dance? Who tipped for the dance? You know that's only gonna embarrass me in front of my new friend. Buncha jerks."
I didn't understand what Sam was talking about until she stood up with a sigh and started doing... well, a dance was roughly accurate. I didn't really understand the moves, and it wasn't overtly sexy, except that she was naked for it. I assumed it was some meme special to this particular group.
"There," Sam said, sitting down again. "Now she thinks I'm a loony, hope you're all happy."
She did a couple more tip requests before getting to an interesting one.
"Oh, gag time, huh? For, what, two minutes?" Her eyes widened. "Ten minutes! You frickin' pervs! You want me to get spanked while gagged, don't you?" She paused for a moment. "You're all just lucky that sounds kinda hot. What ya think, V?"
"... what kind of gag are we talking about?"
Sam grinned, knowing she had me hooked.
She had me help her put the gag on, though I knew she didn't really need assistance. It was just a regular ball gag, but with some fairly comfortable straps to secure it in place. Sam started the ten minute timer as soon as it was in her mouth, then without prompting I took my time snugging it into place.
I didn't mind that it gave me some time to play with her hair, moving it out of the way, running my fingers through it, petting her some after her gag was firmly attached like she was a good girl. Her chat ate it all up.
"I could get used to this," I whispered in Sam's ear, just barely restraining myself from a nibble while I was there. I to maintain some decorum, after all.
"Hmmm mmpphh?" she asked through her gag.
"Sorry," I said cheerfully. "Can't understand you."
"Harrumph!"
That one I got. I ignored her though.
Sam pouted a bit, for effect of course. The gag somehow didn't get in the way, and if anything intensified the pout.
Soon enough she turned around and positioned herself so her camera could pick up her ass and her gagged face at the same time. She looked at me, raised an eyebrow, and wiggled her hips. A clear invitation if ever there was one.
Sam's booty had had a break, but it was still pink, and very clearly still sensitive from previous spanks. Her yelps and moans came out muffled through her gag, and she was probably deliberately making them louder so they'd carry through to our audience.
Her pussy couldn't exaggerate anything, though, and it didn't need to. Now that I knew to look for arousal in the area, I could very easily see her thighs getting wet all over again. Plus Sam was leaking from the other end too as drool slipped past her gag and down her chin.
I was in a bit of a trance, and despite my hand being quite tired by that point, I actually managed to deliver a few too many slaps to Sam's butt. Luckily I'd taken to glancing at the chat every now and then, and was clued in by them.
"I think that's it," I said. "For now, at least."
Sam whimpered and lay down flat on her tummy. She rubbed her bottom with one hand and looked at me with big, aroused, pleading eyes.
"Hmm mmhh unn uhh mmm?"
"Um... about thirty seconds left on your gag timer, if that was the question."
Sam nodded and settled down to wait out the last little bit. She turned her puppy eyes on her audience, as though they'd feel ever so sorry for tipping for so many spanks.
In the interim, I rubbed her bum for her. A blatant excuse to feel her up some more.
Sam removed her ball gag, making sure to stick her tongue out and let some more excess drool dribble onto the toy before putting it aside. She patted her face with a towel--I was beginning to see the need to always have one handy--then once again pouted at her audience.
"Well I hope you guys enjoyed that, 'cause that's gonna have to be it for my tushy today. If anyone else reeeally needs more spanks, we'll have to bank 'em for next show or something." Sam slowly, languorously, stood up and presented her pussy to the camera. "Speaking of which... I don't see that cum show filled yet. Are you guys not seeing how wet I am right now?"
I sighed just loudly enough for Sam to hear. She flicked me an amused gaze. "Yeah, I know you can see," she whispered to me before raising her voice again. "I reeeally need to cum, guys. And I want to do it for all of you. I bet I'll squirt super hard."
She sat down again, teasing her pussy just a little with her fingers before closing her legs up again. "Hehe, yeah I bet you all liked V spanking me too, huh? Don't tell her, but I'm gonna try and trick into helping with shows more. I'm really liking it too."
"Do I even need to mention I can hear you?" I asked.
"Oops! Don't mind me. Nothing to do with you." Sam fluttered her fingers at me and winked at her chat.
I got back to my seat off camera. I doffed my sunglasses, as usual, but took it a step further this time. Sam wasn't the only one who needed to cum badly.
I hesitated over actually removing any clothes, but I had some very compelling reasons for doing it, and only some minor sense of propriety and shame against.
Sam's eyes bugged out rather comically when she noticed me in the middle of slipping my shorts and panties off. Her unflappable camgirl persona faltered dead for a moment before she rebooted.
"Sorry guys," she said. "Just... got distracted there for a second. There's a... an unexpected kitty in the yard."
I snorted at that. I was a little shy about playing with myself right there, but horny enough and, as it turned out, comfortable enough that I went through with it anyway.
"Yeah, it's a pretty cute one," Sam went on, slipping back into character and managing to act far more nonchalant, though her eyes flicked my way every few seconds. "Sorry, I don't think I can get a shot of it for you."
I kept rubbing myself, openly getting off while Sam tried to keep focusing on her show. It was weirdly liberating. I hadn't done something like this in quite a while. In point of fact, I had never actually masturbated in front of someone who I hadn't already had sex with previously, so technically it was probably a first for me.
I hoped for Sam's sake that her cum show goal would be met soon. She'd been worked up already, and I could practically watch her horny gauge crank itself up past safety limits.
It was a bit of a power trip watching her squirm and knowing how much I was the cause of it. Not to mention how much happier I felt with both of us turning each other on, rather than thinking I was only just perving on her.
I wondered if her audience could tell the difference between her playing horny and really, genuinely being desperately horny. To me, it was obvious, and made rubbing myself all the sweeter.
"It's honestly bad, guys," Sam said, squeezing her thighs together for a moment, an action she'd been repeating semi-rhythmically. "Spanking doesn't even usually do this to me. Not like this. I mean, it turns me on, but... haha, yeah. Kinda, huh?"
I frowned slightly. I was missing part of the conversation there, but I could fill it in by the way Sam kept giving me fuck-me eyes at sporadic little intervals. Her chat knew I was a big part of what was turning her on, and she wasn't trying to hide it.
"Guys, behave. V's still watching," Sam hissed. "And no, we're not gonna fuck. It's not that kind of show. Yeah, I know you'd like it to be." She leaned in closer and lowered her voice, but not so much that I couldn't hear. "I'd kind of like it to be too."
I moaned and rubbed my clit a little faster. She shouldn't say things like that. She knew what it would do to me.
Sam was actually blushing though, so her comments were backfiring on her at least as bad as they were hitting me.
"Unf, guys, stop. I'm not doing that. No I'm not! You bunch of friggin' pervs! I know I give you all shit about being horny little fucks, but I swear, bring another woman in and all of a sudden you've got nothing else left in your heads." Sam pouted gorgeously. "Maybe I made a mistake. I used to be enough for you all by myself."
I watched her steer her audience, leading them gently in the direction she wanted. A small cascade of tips rolled in, and I assumed the messages they sent were quite flattering judging by Sam's reaction to them.
Sam leaned toward her camera, squeezing her boobs with her arms, and wiggled a little. "That's better," she cooed. "I knew you still loved me. You want me to cum for all of you, don't you?" She flashed her big puppy eyes. "'Cause you know I need to cum." She read chat for a moment, then snorted. "Yeah, I think I might be able to convince V to watch too. Buncha friggin' pervs you all are."
Sam glanced at me, giving me a small shrug and a lopsided grin.
I was feeling quite horny and stupid now. Not unlike her chat, it seemed.
"Tell them I might even play with myself while you get off," I said.
Her eyes gleamed bright, and only flicked down to where I was already rubbing myself for a brief second. "You hear that guys?" Sam asked as she turned back to her laptop. "V might even play with herself too while I cum. Hehe, no, I won't show you all though. She's shy."
Sam stretched and stood up. "Ok, we're almost at our goal. I'm gonna get ready, I'll be back in a second."
She bounced off camera toward her cottage, but made a predictable detour toward me. "You drive them crazy, you know," she said quietly.
"Me?" I asked innocently. "I'm just sitting here being good."
"You're absolutely not." Sam leaned down, slid her fingers in my hair to take a firm grip on me, tilted my head just the way she wanted, and kissed me.
I was hers for that moment. If she'd decided to drag me on camera and make me eat her pussy, I probably would have crawled over and done it. I might not even have to think about it.
"Damn you kiss good," I murmured afterward.
Sam smirked. "You're just horny is all. 'Sides, you're supposed to domme me, aren't you?"
"I think you unilaterally decided that."
"Possibly, possibly." She looked regretful. "I do have to run though. Can't leave chat alone too long. They'll get up to no end of trouble."
"They might well."
I basked in the afterglow of Sam's kiss while she scurried off. It was an amazing high, leaving me utterly blissful and content with my life. I didn't even rub myself, just laid back, enjoyed the sun and the lingering taste of Sam on my lips. I still watched her with interest when she returned with a water bottle and a magic wand, but not with the same horny need as before. It was an entirely different feeling now, one I couldn't be bothered to sort out in my head, but which occupied me entirely.
Sam did her performance. I heard the words as she spoke to chat, but many of them drifted right on by. I was too focused on her. Just on watching her. I think I would have been just as enthralled if she'd been fully clothed. Well, maybe a little bit less enthralled, but it would have been close.



I was done for, I could feel it. Totally infatuated with her. Not love, it was too soon for anything like that. But a deep need to be around her, to spend time with her, and with any luck at all, kiss her a lot more.
Sam gulped a bunch of water before starting to masturbate. She rubbed herself a little, but was quick to turn on her magic wand and buzz away on her clit.
Professional masturbation, that's the way it struck me. She obviously was enjoying it, but there was an efficiency to the way she did it that I had to admire. Within a few minutes, Sam squirted massively, even over her computer.
"Heh, got some on the camera," she said, already sounding a bit more relaxed. "Bullseye."
She wiped carefully at the camera until she was satisfied it was clean, then settled back down. She gulped the rest of her water, then took her time building herself up again. She'd had a cum to take the edge off, now was teasing herself and her audience a little more with her second orgasm.
Sam again squirted impressively with her clit getting vibed into submission. I found my fingers had sneaked down to my pussy again without me having been aware of it.
Her subsequent cums were, perhaps, less visually stunning, but I appreciated each and every one of them. I just sat and watched as she gave herself pleasure. I very obviously wasn't the only one enjoying her show, but with only the two of us physically present, there was still an air of intimacy to it. It was easy to imagine it was only us, and that she was performing just for me. Or even that it wasn't a performance, and she was casually getting off just because she wanted to, not minding that I was there too.
Sam came herself silly. From her interactions with her chat, I took it that even her fans were awed by how many times she got herself off in a row. She was a bit of a limp, tired mess by the end, and no one seemed to mind that she spent the rest of the show just kind of lazily, nakedly lying back and chatting. She did a few more tip requests, mostly anything that didn't involve moving too much, but was firm about being exhausted and not being up for anything too involved.
I was smoking a cigarette when she finished up her show, and without any trace of embarrassment, she pattered over to me, plucked the smoke from my fingers, and took a drag on it herself.
"Those things are bad for you, you know," I said.
She released her breath slowly and handed the cigarette back. "Fine one to talk, you are."
"I'm aware of my vices."
"Oh? More than one, you mean?"
I looked straight into her eyes. "At least two."
She cracked a small smile. "You know, I had the idea I might even get you into bed tonight."
"Unf. You shouldn't say things like that."
"Don't worry. I kinda wore myself out more than I meant to already."
"Who's worried?"
I reached out, my fingers brushing her bare hip, gently tracing up and down her warm, irresistible skin.
"You know your cooch is still out?" she said, standing very still for me.
"Fine one to talk, you are," I said, giving her own words back to her as I looked up and down her nude form.
"Did you get off during the show?"
"Strangely no. I thought I would, then I just got caught up watching you."
"Watching me's supposed to be what gets you off. That's the point."
I stubbed out what was left off my cigarette. I was done with it for now. "I know. And it should have. I just... I don't know. It felt different. I was enjoying it, and not in needing to cum kind of way."
"I think you might have been doing it wrong," Sam said.
"I don't think so."
Surprising myself at my own boldness, I took Sam's hand and gently pulled her into my lap. I kissed her tenderly, but only briefly.
"You taste like my cigarettes," I said.
"I know. I usually taste better than that. You have gum on you?"
"I do."
"Good, give me a piece, then try again in a minute."
Sam actually popped the first piece of gum into my mouth, then the second into hers. It was weird and erotic sitting with her in my lap, her naked and me barely dressed, knowing we were going to make out, but not actually doing it yet.
I grew slowly bolder with my hands as we both chewed gum, and freshened our breaths. I ran my fingers up and down Sam's back, eventually daring to grab her ass a little. We stared intently at each other the whole time. Eye fucking, I supposed. That's certainly what it felt like.
Our lips met again at some silently determined signal. She tasted much better this time, and I hoped I did too. We giggled as our pieces of gum alternately got misplaced into each other's mouths, and had quite a lot of fun putting them back where they belonged using our tongues.
"V?"
"Hm?"
"I'm gonna need a shower. I'm all sticky."
I shrugged. "You think I mind?"
"I kind of get the feeling you don't mind at all."
"You'd be right."
We kissed some more. I got lost in her mouth, in her tongue, in the way she squirmed in my lap.
"V?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you want to come shower with me?"
I couldn't say no to her this time.
We stood together in her shower, too small, really, for the two of us. We reverently washed each other, which was little more than an excuse for an awful lot of fondling.
It was insane. I shouldn't have been all naked and wet and handsy with Sam. Not so soon. I felt like at least a date or two should have been prerequisites. Unless we counted her camshows as dates, which was even crazier. Though technically I could maybe count that one half-drunken evening together. That was somewhat date-like. Everything else not standard for me. Not at all.
But it was all so wonderful, and was so easy and comfortable when I let myself enjoy it. Maybe this wasn't traditional dating at all, but maybe that was ok. Just because everyone had agreed on certain customs didn't mean they were good or right.
And really, my own fears and insecurities were the only things truly in the way. We were sharing a shower. Things were, by any outward metric, going well.
"Oh god," Sam moaned as I shampooed her hair. "That feels gooood."
I smiled and really massaged her scalp. "Like that, do you?"
"It's been way too long since anyone's played with my hair at all. Or... or this."
"... we could probably arrange for more."
"Unf. Wanna just move in then? Full time scalp masseuse?"
"Don't joke," I warned. "I'll take you up on it."
Sam did my hair for me too, and I had to admit it was by far the most luxurious feeling I'd experienced in far too long. Years, probably.
I'd forgotten how nice it was to have someone's fingers all over my head like that. Let alone when that someone was naked and slippery against me, and very deliberately rubbing her boobs on my back.
After the shower, we cuddled together on Sam's couch in some surprisingly comfy robes she had. She used them for shows sometimes, I gathered, but they were decadently plush in any case.
I played with Sam's hair, caressed her cheek, and nibbled on her ears when I was feeling daring. She giggled and kept teasing me like she was going to kiss me, but spent most of her time sneaking her hand in my robe instead.
"Sam?" I murmured between nips at her earlobe.
"Hm?"
"Can I take you on a date? Like out somewhere?"
She beamed. "Yes. That sounds nice. Can I eat your pussy?"
"Unf. You mean now or after the date?"
"Both?"
"Oh god, Sam."
She pouted just a little. "I kinda cummed myself out for a while during the show, but... but you didn't cum yet."
"Mmm, technically true."
Her hand, previously engaged with my breasts, slipped between my thighs instead. "I can help you out with that," she suggested. "I want to."
"... I find it awfully hard to say no to you sometimes."
She gave me a small, crooked grin. "Good."
Sam sank to her knees in front of me. Her robe was loose at the front, and displayed more than enough cleavage to make the view interesting on its own. The look on her face outclassed it though. She promised so much just with her eyes.
Her hands slid up the insides of my thighs, parting my legs and revealing my pussy. My robe fell entirely untied at some point, and I didn't try to fix it. I let Sam drink in the sight of me before she nuzzled her way between my legs.
"I haven't actually done this much," Sam admitted softly. "You might need to guide me a little."
"I haven't done much with another woman either," I said. "We can both learn as we go."
Sam gave me a few soft kisses on the sensitive areas of my thighs very close to my pussy. "I like the sound of that."
I leaned back and spread myself wider for her as her tongue found my pussy. Shivers ran through me at her first tentative licks, and I moaned to encourage her initial explorations.
"Fuuuccck that's good," I whimpered. "It's been too long."
Sam gave me big, excited eyes while lapping at my pussy. She was more than making up for the lack of cunnilingus in my recent past.
She ate me hungrily and enthusiastically. Like she needed it worse than I did. It was a heady feeling on top of the physical sensations.
I let her play for a while before gently guiding her to tongue me with a little more focus where I needed it. Sam's tongue hitting my clit just right was a magic all its own.
I melted under her affections, feeling wonderful tingles and shivers run through me. It was all I wanted in the world at that moment, and she was giving it freely and happily. She looked up at me with those big eyes on a regular basis, seeking my approval. Those looks did me in just as surely as her licking.
My orgasm was just as intense as hers had been earlier, though not nearly so showy. I didn't squirt all over her face, but I did threaten to crush her between my thighs a few times. Not that it slowed her down. She licked me to two further cums before I had to stop her.
"You sure you don't do that often?" I croaked.
Sam beamed and slowly crawled up onto the couch with me, lying across me and snuggling close. "Liked it, did you?" she purred.
"Loved it."
"Mmm. Me too. I'm gonna have to do that to you more."
I caressed her hair, stroking it with one hand. My other hand found its way inside her robe again, as Sam pretended not to notice me blatantly fondling her some more.
"If our date goes well, you mean?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Either way, really. Licking pussy is ok. But, like, it feels way better with you."
"Better than usual, you mean?"
"I don't really know if I have a 'usual'. But it's better than anything before, anyway."
I nodded seriously. "I get it. Sam... I might be a little smitten. And I don't know that I can blame it all on the orgasms."
"That's ok," she said, gently caressing my cheek. "I'm a little smitten too."
I kissed her fingertips as they got close to my lips. "I don't really even want to go home tonight. Even though it's right next door."
Sam looked at me with those eyes I could fall into and never come out of again. "So stay."
****
I did stay the night. It was a relatively innocent sleepover, all things considered, but we were in the same bed and that was what counted. It had been a while since I'd awakened next to someone and felt my whole soul brighten as a result. My day was made before even getting out of bed.
Sam was all smiles that morning too. She was a little embarrassed as she got ready for the day, claiming she wasn't used to anyone seeing her before she had herself put together.
I understood. She was in a profession where her physical appearance was one of her highest assets, and carefully controlling said appearance was one of her primary concerns. It was different to me, though. Bedraggled, flumphy hair, no makeup, bleary eyed, yet I couldn't take my eyes off her. I thought she was as beautiful as ever. No kidding I was smitten.
Our date wasn't exactly as I'd planned. I'd imagined something like dinner over candlelight, romantic as all heck. Which logically I realized wasn't likely, as this wasn't the kind of area that catered to high-class dining. It was a vacation area, with all associated industry.
Fortunately, wine was a part of that industry. I honestly didn't know if the local vineyard had been a result of the cottages dotting the landscape, or vice versa, or if it was all just coincidence. I was happy either way. They did some good wines.
So that was a big part of our date, as it worked out. I took Sam to do some wine tasting, and tried to teach her some of how I picked out wines for myself. It wasn't what I'd intended, but it was quite a fun time, and really anything that involved hanging out with her for a while was going to be a good date as far as I was concerned.
"Why do you keep looking at me like that?" I asked, mid-wine taste.
Sam smirked and sipped more of her tasting portion of wine. She hadn't accepted the taste-and-spit method all that readily, but also claimed she wasn't driving, so who cared?
"You know way too much about this stuff," she said.
I pouted. "If you're implying I drink too much--"
"Not at all. I think it's hot."
I fully blushed and looked around to see if anyone had heard her comment. "Oh really?"
"Yeah. Just like, you know what you're talking about, and most of it's going over my head. I kind of either like a wine or I don't. But you know why you do or don't, and that guy bringing us our samples is clearly impressed."
"You think?"
"Yep. But then again, it might not be your wine knowledge so much as the caliber of your date."
I snorted. "He might think that. But in my experience, people don't assume two women out together are on a date."
"No?"
"No. Not until we start making out sloppily in front of them."
Sam considered. "I'll need more wine then."
"That wasn't to imply we're actually going to do that," I hissed.
"Tease."
"Behave, or I'll cut you off."
Sam stuck her tongue out at me and drained the remainder of her drink, which honestly hadn't been that much to start with, so the gesture lost some of its impact.
I bought a few bottles after we'd finished our tasting, and Sam surprised me by buying a few of her own choices too.
"How much wine do you think we need?" I asked.
"Oh, you know," Sam said airily. "It'd be nice to have some for when my girlfriend comes over."
A slow blush started in my cheeks and worked its way across my face. "Am I your girlfriend?" I asked softly.
She hesitated, apparently realizing even slower than I had what she'd actually said. "A girl can hope," she said.
I nodded. "So she can."
I slipped my hand to hers and held tight all the way back to my car. The two of us were blushing and smiling stupidly, unable to look at each other for more than a second or two at a time without going even redder.
We took a walk along the lake after that, an excuse to hold hands more, if anything. I hadn't been taking nearly enough advantage of our shorefront location up until then, so that was a nice bonus.
It was absolutely beautiful out, and the scenery was captivating. It had to be, since it was competing with Sam the whole way. The sidelong glances she gave me every few steps were enough to make me want to tackle her and do naughty things with her in very inappropriate public locations.
"Want to go for a quick swim?" I asked as we neared home again.
Sam considered. "It'll have to be a quick one," she said. "I have a show to get ready for."
"We don't have to," I said. "We could save it for tomorrow or something. I just haven't been in the water much, and--"
"I just said we had to be quick, was all," Sam said, stepping away from me and grinning mischievously. She pulled off her shirt in one fluid motion. "No time to fetch swimsuits or anything, you know."
Her eyes dared me to chicken out. We were, truthfully, far more exposed than in our yards, and I wasn't quite as confident without clothes as Sam was. On the other hand, I loved being naked with her in a way that tugged on my very soul, and I wasn't about to wuss out at a grand opportunity.
Despite her head start, I had the advantage of Sam in that I was wearing a sundress, which came off quicker than her outfit. I shed it and my underthings in rapid succession, before I had a chance to think about what I was doing, and kicked off my sandals while already marching toward the water.
"Come on, slowpoke!" I called back at Sam.
I was gratified to note that she'd fully frozen for a moment while watching me strip, and had just been gazing dazedly at my retreating, nude self. She made a noise of indignation at my taunt, and hurried to get out of the rest of her clothes.
I beat her into the water by a fair margin. I didn't let the cold slow me down the way I might have on an ordinary day. The lake was quite nice this time of year anyway, cold but not bitterly so.
Sam came splashing in after me, and I got a magnificent view of her entry for a brief moment before she very deliberately swept a small wave of water over my face.
I spluttered and indignantly splashed her right back, the two of us getting into a water fight just as easily as if we were children. It settled down quickly enough though, and we sealed the ceasefire with a long, eager kiss. Our bodies pulled together all wonderfully wet and slipper under the water.
"I gotta be careful," Sam murmured. "I don't want to go into my show all worked up."
"The guys'd love it."
"I bet they would. You would too, wouldn't you," she teased, booping my nose with one delicate finger.
"I might just."
"Well it's bad for business, unfortunately. I can't just go in needing to play with myself already. If I get that way halfway through it's fine."
"Choosing naked swimming times with me was a bold choice then," I said.
Sam sighed. "Yes. It really was."
I kissed her some more by way of apology until she had to break free from my grasp, giggling happily out loud. She swam around a bit, darting away from my lazy attempts to pull her back to me, then trudged back to shore.
"I really gotta get ready, V. I'ma need a quick shower and everything. A lot of the guys kinda love if I have wet hair and brush it out and stuff to start the show off with though, so that part will work out nicely."
I followed behind Sam, in no particular hurry. She picked up her clothes and bundled them in her arms. I did the same. Together, naked and wet, we marched up to her cottage.
I left her with a kiss and returned to my cottage, letting her shower in peace. I did the same, rinsing off the lake water and scrubbing myself down a bit.
Feeling a tad cheeky, I returned to Sam's yard without getting dressed or even drying off. I laid out in the sun and let the heat of its rays do the job for me. I borrowed Sam's brush to straighten out my hair a bit while she scurried around getting ready. Unlike me, she'd hurriedly dressed, so I was the only naked one for the time being. A bit of a reverse on the usual. I rather delighted in the sorrowful, needy looks she kept throwing my way.
Sam's cam personality slid into place as she started her show. I was still a wonderful distraction for her, I could tell, but she didn't let on to her viewers. She was just as bubbly and in control as she always appeared to them.
"Sorry guys, I just went for a bit of a swim and my hair's still a mess," Sam said chipperly. "I'm gonna have to brush it out while we're getting started here."
She rattled off greetings to some of her regulars who'd bounced into her stream within the first few minutes of it starting. I settled in to enjoy her show my own way and, for that matter, to enjoy my time in some less voyeuristic ways.
Naked suntanning was a joy all its own. I hadn't really dared to do much of it since my university days. A side-effect of trying to become a serious and respected woman, I supposed. But sun kissing my skin all over was something I'd lost in my transition, and I resolved to do more of it. Especially around my girlfriend.



Just the thought of that word nearly made me giggle like a schoolgirl. I didn't even know if that's really what we were. Just because Sam had accidentally said it once didn't make it a reality. But... but it could be a reality. I wanted it to be. I was so happy and felt so free. She was good for me in ways I never would have expected.
I spent the whole glorious afternoon lounging around without clothes on and teasing the hell out of Sam. Well, most of the afternoon. Once Sam let on that I was hanging around again, she got a few people asking if we were doing more spanking stuff, and I unfortunately had to throw my sundress on for my appearances. I wasn't prepared for showing myself off on the internet fully nude.
"Unf. Guys, I'm starting to think V's only hanging around for more chances to spank me," Sam moaned as I slapped her booty. "She seems to like it as much as you all do."
She presented her bum to camera to show off how pink it already was getting, then repositioned herself for another quick set of spanks. I absolutely did enjoy spanking her, but we both knew that wasn't all I hung around for.
I patted her ass as I finished the set, then moved off camera, shedding my dress and sunglasses before sitting down again. Sam, eyes shining after her spanking, bit her lip and checked me out for a moment before returning her attention to her stream.
"Guys, seriously don't tell V, but I could get addicted to that kind of stuff. Her spanks are sooo good." She reclined back. "I probably shouldn't even tell you all what else I want her to do to me."
I rolled my eyes at Sam's antics, even as I felt my ears strain, hoping to catch some hint of what she wanted me to do her. Assuming I could pick out the reality from her playacting.
"Hehe, oh god, you don't all need to guess," Sam protested. She hid her face in her hands. "That's so much more intense than what I was thinking. You definitely can never tell her any of that." She leaned toward her laptop, all conspiratorial again, as though I wasn't sitting ten feet away the whole time. "I think I'm probably gonna kiss her though, for real. Yes, for real! Promise I'm gonna."
Sam sat back and smirked, just watching her chat for a moment. "What do you guys all bet me that I won't, hm?"
I could see where this was going. I couldn't tell if it was Sam's plan, or if she was getting caught up in her own games. I put my dress back on again either way. It would be needed.
Sam reeled her viewers in slowly, knowing they were on the hook. I heard the steady sound of tips coming through that indicated she had some very horny watchers at the moment who really wanted her to do something in particular. She lazily rattled off odds and bets, sounding more like a bookie than I'd ever heard her before, all the while casually taunting her chat that they were all wrong, and that she definitely would kiss me. It was an odd sort of betting in that Sam wasn't risking anything at all, money-wise, and I was pretty sure everyone was hoping she'd win.
"Hey V!" Sam called louder than necessary, carrying on pretending that I was somehow too far away to hear all the very obvious conversation she'd been having.
"Yeah?"
"Wanna come do some more spanks?"
"Sure."
My heart pounded and I trembled a little as I slipped my sunglasses on and approached. I was nervous for reasons I didn't entirely understand. We'd kissed already. It wasn't like this would be the first time or anything. But it was for an awfully large audience, which made a difference.
It made things more official, in that respect. Kissing in front of people we knew, or at least Sam knew. That was a step or two beyond kissing in private.
I pretended to be surprised when Sam leaped to her feet and kissed me, rather than bending over for her spankings. I acted like I hadn't known exactly what was coming. Luckily I didn't need to act very well, because I couldn't have. Once our lips were locked, my face was mostly hidden anyway.
"You're bad," I whispered in Sam's ear.
"I needed a kiss. What can I say?"
"Seems like you made some decent bank off of it too."
"Who, me?" Sam asked innocently.
We had to break apart sooner than I wanted, or else break the illusion that it had been a spontaneous and unprepared event. I contrived to appear shocked at Sam's audacity, while she did her best to look innocent and contrite. Neither of us did a very good job, but we did well enough, it seemed.
"Sorry, I had to win a bet," Sam said.
"Oh really?" I said, putting my hands on my hips. "I think you just want to take advantage of me."
"Nooo, it's them," Sam said, pointing at her laptop screen. "They made me."
I snorted derisively. "Uh huh, sure. Bend over, you're getting some seriously hard spanks this time."
"No! I don't actual need any. It was a ruse!"
I ignored Sam's protest and bent her over anyway. I smacked her ass good, counting silently to ten spanks. Technically maybe I should have tried to get chat to tip for those spanks, but I couldn't be bothered. My own personal agenda wasn't quite as mercenary as Sam's.
I rather smugly enjoyed the look of arousal in her eyes when she looked up at me after. She would have jumped me right there if she didn't still have a show to run. If I understood her well enough, and I was definitely getting there, it wasn't so much the physical act of spanking her as it was my brief moment of physical dominance, including her audience to witness it.
"Hope it was worth it, guys," Sam pouted, rubbing her bum to garner sympathy. "That was vicious just now. Look, you can see her hand print on my butt cheek and everything."
I stepped out of camera shot and smirked at Sam, giving her a long, steady gaze, trying to convey that I'd spank her even worse if she gave me an excuse, and that as soon as her show was done I'd be all over her. Eye fucking her at my very finest, in essence.
It was so easy, too. I slowly fell into my cold, unflinching office facade that I'd employed so many times before. The one I'd always thought of as neutral, and a way to deal with office politics or obnoxious coworkers without actually having to do or say anything questionable. And the one that, according to Sam, felt like being eye dommed when she was on the receiving end.
The hardest part was keeping it up while she squirmed and gave me big, pitiful eyes, clearly getting even more worked up and begging me to stop while she was trying to concentrate. I just carried on fully enjoying myself and teasing the hell out of Sam.
She was all over me as soon as her show was done. Basically what I'd expected, but if anything even far more successful than I could have anticipated. She was downright ferocious until I managed to make her cum and calm her down some.
"God, V, you don't know what you do to me sometimes," Sam told me.
I looked up from between her legs, her taste fresh on my lips. "I think I do, actually."
She smiled and stroked my hair. "It's getting dark. Wanna go cuddle inside?"
"Absolutely I do."
We snuggled inside and watched the sunset. Sam poured us some wine, and did quite a good impression of a wine snob as she served the both of us. Most of her snippets of information came straight from me, and I was fairly certain the rest was pure fabrication.
"I'll be sophisticated yet," Sam said, settling down with me again.
"And what if I like you just the way you are?" I asked, nibbling on her ear.
She giggled and squirmed away from my nipping teeth. "Haven't thought that far ahead," she admitted.
We watched a movie on her laptop while we sipped wine, whispered sweet nothings to each other, and got increasingly handsy. I kept going for her neck and ear, licking and sucking on her with wild abandon. Sam, meanwhile, spent more time caressing me lower down than that, specifically slipping her hand between my thighs, trying to be casual about teasing my pussy.
It was quite a fun game we played, and nearly resulted in spilling drinks or kicking over the laptop more than once. I calmed down some once I came on Sam's fingers, only belatedly realizing how badly I'd needed that release. It was all too easy to get used to a state of elevated horniness around her and not fully grasp how bad I had it.
We took a break for snacks, an impromptu and informal supper of sorts. Our mutual nudity was distracting but welcome. Then it was back to more naked cuddling under a blanket for the rest of the evening.
"I'll have to stop spending all my days over here," I murmured. "You'll get tired of me for sure."
"Don't you dare stop," Sam whispered back. "I'd go crazy without you. But then, I go crazy with you too."
"Hm, same. We're quite a pair, aren't we?"
"Mmhm!" Sam's eyes fluttered wide open and intent. "V? How many... how many people have you been with? Seriously, I mean. Not just flings or whatever."
"You really want to get into that now?"
"Kinda. I'm just curious."
"Are you curious because you want to know if I'm serious with you? Or... are you feeling jealous of my past relationships."
Sam shrugged. "Kinda the first one, I guess. I don't really care who you've been with. Just... something really serious would be new to me. And... and I've never actually had a girlfriend before at all. But I like thinking that you're my girlfriend now."
I kissed her. "I like thinking that too."
Kisses distracted Sam for a few minutes, but she prodded me for an answer again eventually.
"It's a hard question," I said. "Relationships always seem different at the time to what they are in retrospect. I'd say... there were two serious ones? Partly judging by how long they lasted as much as anything."
"Time's the main thing, isn't it?" Sam said. "Like... I think that's the difference between a fling and a relationship, mainly. Isn't it?"
"That's one way to look at it. And it's probably generally the best indicator. Or the easiest, at least."
"Both were guys?"
"Yes," I said. "They were. I told you about not really being experienced at... lesbianing."
"Hehe, yeah, you mentioned." Sam clung a little tighter to me. "I'm not experienced at much at all, really."
"In what way?"
She shrugged. "You know. Never had anything long term. Never... never had anything that felt right. Not really. I think maybe that's what I worry about, sometimes. You have so much more experience with stuff. With life, and work, and society, and relationships."
I frowned. "Where's this coming from? Ever since I first met you, you've been one of the smartest, most confident people I've ever known."
"That's an act," Sam said. "I'm good at it. You have to be, to do well at camming. And I think I maybe could have kept it up for a while if... if I didn't kinda fall pretty hard for someone all of a sudden. I kinda didn't see it coming."
"Me either," I said softly.
"I'm just a silly camgirl," Sam said, nuzzling needfully at my shoulder.
"You'd had too much wine," I said lightly.
"Nuh uh."
"What any of us do for a living isn't who we are. You know that. I know you do."
"Maybe."
"Is this all an excuse to get me to sit here with you all night and cuddle you into submission?"
Sam giggled softly. "Not just that."
"I would have done it anyway. You could have just asked."
"I'll remember for next time."
****
I was fully, hopelessly in love. That became very clear to me in the following days. My days revolved around Sam one way or another. I made a point of not spending all waking hours with her, but even going for a walk while she was doing a show left me daydreaming about her and hurrying my walk to get back.
It was, perhaps, a little pitiful. Sam didn't mind about that, though. She just laughed when I told her, and admitted that she was struggling with her camming as well. All she wanted to do was think up excuses for me to participate.
"I really feel like our relationship should be based on things other than me spanking you in front of a live audience," I said.
"That's fair," Sam agreed. "But maybe we can still do that sometimes."
"Sure," I said. "Sometimes."
"And maybe we should practice even when it's just us. Just to make sure we give a good show."
"You're awfully transparent at times," I said with mild rebuke.
Sam batted her eyelashes. "Who, me?"
"I could spank you--"
"You could."
"--or I could lick your pussy. I feel like I'm getting pretty good at it."
Her eyes glowed. "That might even be a better idea," she allowed gracefully.
I kissed Sam and dragged her to her feet. "Let me take you to bed, then," I said.
"Ok."
We spent a lot of time in bed together. I cherished time spent just the two of us, just being together, even with our clothes on and all, but there was something primal and thrilling about sex with her. A lot of that was just because sex was fun, but it was particularly special with Sam. I craved making her feel good, and having her between my legs was as close to heaven as a woman could dare to dream for. Probably more signs of love, if I cared to look at it that way.
I lavished attention on Sam's sensitive areas, licking and sucking on her pussy like the addict I was. Every now and then I'd spare a glance up at her just see her eyes fixed on me, that small bite of her lip, and all the little things I so loved to see directed at me. Especially including the expression of tired satisfaction when I made her cum a few times in a row and wore her out.
"You spoil me, V," Sam murmured.
"One of my favourite things," I said, kissing her thigh. "I'm gonna spoil you a lot more."
"Not now."
"No. Not now. But there's lots of time for that."
"Mmm. Give me a few minutes and I'll do you next," she purred, stretching out and sighing contentedly.
"You don't need to. But... I could be convinced."
"Oh I'll convince you."
****
The first major interruption to my newfound bliss came in the form of reality rearing its ugly head. Specifically the reality that I did, in fact, have a job. It seemed ridiculous in hindsight to act as though I'd never have to go back, but it still caught me off-guard when my boss called me in. They needed my unique talents. It was flattering, I supposed, but also highly aggravating.
I hated to tell Sam I had to leave, that I had to go back to work. I didn't like it, and before even sharing the news I had the correct sense that she'd like it even less.
"Oh," was all she said at first. The light going out of her eyes as they turned downcast was just about enough to break my heart.
"Yeah, I mean, I could only be left alone on vacation so long, I suppose," I said.
"Yeah, makes sense." Sam rubbed her arm and looked away. "I guess... I guess you have to go."
"I'll be back. I have to figure stuff out. We have to. You and me. I haven't worked it out yet. But I mean at the very least I can come back on weekends and stuff."
"That's kind of a long drive for you, isn't it?"
"Well... yeah," I admitted. "It's not a permanent solution."
Sam fidgeted uncomfortably. "But you're coming back?"
"Of course I'm coming back."
"Ok."
****
I couldn't reassure Sam enough to really feel happy about it as I drove back to the city. In fact, I felt kind of sick about it. About the way she just kept looking sad before I left. Like a puppy that doesn't know what's happening.
I didn't know exactly what that was all about, really. I mean, we were smitten with each other, sure. Obsessed even. My heart tugged me back to the cottage as I continued to drive away. I wasn't happy about any of it. But it was like Sam thought once I was gone, that was it. I hated that feeling.
Work got my mind off it for a bit. I was returning to a near-disaster of an office. I got to be royally pissed at a select few coworkers, and that helped my mood some. Some justified vengeance for dragging me away from paradise.
After I got things straightened out a bit and calmed down a particularly unhappy client, the next couple days were more of a problem. It was back to some regular working days, which left my mind some chances to wander when I didn't keep it on a short leash.
I didn't want to be away from Sam. Not for a week at a time, seeing her on weekends like some custody deal. I didn't want that for us. I wasn't sure what else to do though. I could invite her to come live with me. She could do her shows at my place. I had the space. She could have a whole room devoted to it, no problem.
Except... did I dare ask her to move in? It was way too early for that, wasn't it? I was crazy about her, but it was important not to be crazy in other ways at the same time.
Other options ran through my head. Quitting my job entirely was even one of them, as fanciful as that was. Or moving somewhere halfway between work and my cottage. I had some money to throw around, but not really enough to do stuff like that on a whim. Nevermind that any solution I thought up was really only a bandaid.
Sam's sad eyes kept intruding on my thoughts, distracting me from both my deep pondering and my work that I was actually supposed to be doing. It wasn't just that I didn't want her to hurt, but there was also that dichotomy to her. I'd seen the strong, confident version of her. That was one of the first things that I'd noticed, other than her obvious and attractive nudity. The way she could command attention, thrive in it, and get what she wanted out of it.
But there was, too, that vulnerability that came with such strength. I knew the feeling. I'd been there. It closed you off to some degree, and made you feel some things that much deeper inside. I wasn't isolated at the office, for instance, but there were times when it felt like I was. Times when I had to be the ice queen, whether it lost me friends or not.
The more I thought about it, the more concerned I got. How many people in Sam's life were people she only knew online, and who gave her money for taking her clothes off and acting interested? And friends in real life... how many could she comfortably share what she did for a living? For that matter, she'd specifically mentioned about not being able to manage a relationship along with her work.
"Fuuuccck," I said slowly out loud as the realization rolled over me.
She'd hope I was coming back, but that look in her eyes, she didn't truly believe it. As far as she was concerned, our time together was fleeting. Even if I came back, went back and forth for work, how long before I gave that up?
To be fair, it's a rare relationship that lasts for life, but in my mind this wasn't one I was going to drop over a few little obstacles. But had I been clear enough about that? Maybe not.
"Shhiiittt," I said, once again swearing to myself in my office.
Could I just call Sam up right now and profess my feelings for her? Would that even work? I had the sense that it would either come off insincere, or too clingy. The latter of which might honestly not even be terrible though.
Oh who was I kidding, I needed to get back to her. Because really, while my life couldn't revolve totally around her--that wouldn't be at all healthy--me working full time away from her wasn't going to work either.
Like it or not, I had seven years on her. I had that extra bit of experience with the world. I needed to put it to use here, and one of the benefits was a slight edge in self-assurance and trusting myself and my desires.
What I wanted to was to be with Sam. What I also wanted was to keep my job. But... but what if they didn't have to be mutually exclusive?
Less than an hour later I went to see my boss. My plan was half-assed and ill thought out, but I'd done more with less. One of my best qualities was making good decisions under pressure and under a time limit. I was crisis-control at the office for a reason.
"I want to work remotely more," I said, after a brief but sufficient preamble and exchange of pleasantries.



"Oh? You haven't expressed that desire before."
"No, I didn't have that desire before. But now... there's somewhere else I need to be. I can still come in when needed of course, and travel to meet clients and such. All the same things I've always done. Just... not in the office if I don't need to be."
I narrowed my eyes at the way my boss grinned at me.
"What?" I asked.
"You met someone," he said.
"You're guessing."
"I am, but I feel confident about it. I think I know you pretty well by now. Anyone I know? Probably not if you met him on vacation."
I declined to correct his assumption of gender. It would only confirm his suspicions in any case.
"My reasons are personal," I said instead.
"Of course. Well he's a lucky man, whoever he is. I never thought I'd see the day our Victoria fell for someone so hard."
I stood up. "Ok, I'm just gonna leave now."
"I haven't said yes yet."
"You don't need to. I know you pretty well too, and you wouldn't be teasing me like this if you weren't going to say yes."
My boss chuckled and shook his head. "Fair. Of course you can work remotely. Half the office is these days, seems like. And I know I can trust you to get your work done. You know I'm still going to call you when the madness out there gets too hot for me."
"I fully expect it." I paused before leaving. "Thank you."
"You're welcome. Enjoy yourself."
****
I half expected feelings of regret or panic on the drive back to my cottage. I'd made a fairly significant life decision, after all. It was probably a good sign that even with hours to process it, I couldn't find any real fault in my logic or actions.
I was brimming with nervous energy as I pulled in to my driveway. Tired from the drive, but excited and a little anxious to see Sam again.
There were, however, a pair of vehicles in her driveway, sitting along side her slightly beat up old car that I was used to seeing. It was a bit confusing to me, as I'd never seen her invite anyone over, other than me of course. I bemusedly wondered what that was about.
Without knowing more, I didn't want to skip over and knock on Sam's door. It might be fine, but it might be awkward, and I was admittedly a little too worn out from my drive to deal with awkward at the moment.
I opted instead, once I'd dragged my stuff in from my car, to do a teensy little bit of spy-work using my classic maneuver of stepping out for a smoke.
My mission was almost immediately successful. Once on my back deck, several people were immediately visible in Sam's yard, and had every appearance of being her family. Her parents for sure, I assumed, and a guy who seemed like probably her brother. There was another woman there who could have been the brother's girlfriend, or wife, or maybe Sam's sister. Did Sam have a sister? I didn't remember one. But there were a couple kids as well, which probably indicated brother and sister-in-law. I'd have to ask for clarification at some point to be sure.
Sam herself didn't actually notice me at first, but once her mom smiled and waved at me, Sam turned around and I got to watch her face break out in the biggest, happiest smile. It was all I could do to stay calm and poised with that weapons-grade smile turned on me like that. I only bothered with the facade at all because I didn't know if Sam would have mentioned me at all, let alone our relationship.
Apparently I was the only one worried about that though. Sam said something to her family, then was dashing off at an almost comical pace around front of her cottage. Her family's cottage, technically, not just hers. I was so used to it just being her there, and thinking of it as belonging to her.
As calmly as I could, I slipped back inside, then darted gracelessly to meet Sam at the front door as soon as I was hidden from view. We reached it at about the same time. Sam managed to barge in just before I could open the door for her.
"You're back!" Sam exclaimed, leaping into my arms.
"So I am," I said, staggering back a step or two under her exuberant greeting.
"You didn't tell me you were back early."
"Sorry. I... made some decisions. I wanted to surprise you."
"Well you did." Sam kissed me while I was unprepared, taking my breath away in a very physical sense. "So, uh, my family's all here."
"I see that. Is that--"
"Do you want to meet them?" Sam blurted out, interrupting me.
"... do you want me to meet them?"
"I think so? I mean they were coming anyway, and I was getting so anxious about it, 'cause I was gonna have to introduce you, and it's earlier than I'd like for the whole meeting thing, but then it didn't matter 'cause--"
"Because I left."
"Yeah."
"Sorry about that."
Sam shook her head. "No, it's fine. You had work stuff."
"I did. You could have told me about your family coming though. We could have made better plans."
"I mean... it was kind of a relief to push back the introductions, in a way. But also I was kind of sad that you weren't going to be here. It was... confusing."
I cupped her cheek. "I don't want to make you sad."
"I know. It's not your fault. Just... circumstances."
I nodded. "Sam, do you want me to meet your family, or do you want to keep it low-key for now? I don't mind either way. I'm... I'm kind of nervous about the idea, honestly. But I also really hope that you'd introduce me some time, so...."
Sam smiled crookedly. "I want to. This whole time they've been here, I kept feeling bad that I couldn't show you off some."
I snorted. "Show me off, huh?"
"Yeah! You're smart and nice and beautiful and sophisticated, and really really good for me. Why wouldn't I show you off?"
"I'm older than you, Sam. They could think--"
"Oh pff. Not enough to be weird and you know it. Plus also... the whole me liking girls thing will take some pressure off you anyway."
I tilted my head. "They don't know that, huh?"
"Hasn't come up," Sam said innocently.
"I see. Awfully brave of you to come out like this."
"Lucky I got you to hold my hand while I do it then, isn't it?"
I pulled her close and kissed her some more, making out with her as long as we dared before straightening ourselves out and heading back to her yard. I could have done with more alone time than that, but if we took too long it would just make the meeting weird.
Sam was blushing furiously as we stepped out together, and her hand squeezed mine almost painfully tight. I did my level best to remain steady and feed her reassurance.
"Hey, so, uh, this is Victoria," Sam said, shifting her weight awkwardly. "We're, um, kind of seeing each other."
I felt a flush on my face too. There were too many eyes on us all at once, and I'd never met anyone's family all at once like this. It was usually a more gradual thing.
Happily, the appraising glances and flashes of disapproval I half expected were nowhere to be seen. There were, in fact, only smiles and words of congratulations.
I squeezed Sam's hand gently, and she relaxed her death grip on me while also giving me a quick look of relief at the reception. I felt the same. So far so good.
I got slightly grilled afterward as I sat down with the family, which was only to be expected. Who I was, what I did, how we met, that sort of thing. I told the truth mostly, excepting anything to do with Sam's career and how our initial meeting had been so dependent on her total lack of clothes at the time.
I idly wondered, when I had a few moments to think, whether Sam and I would have grown so close so fast, or indeed whether we would have met at all, if not for her nudity and online sexual work. It was just one of those things, I supposed. Relationships could be built on so many things, and yet so often were initiated because of horniness and desire. Surely there was a better way than that, even if it had worked out quite nicely for me this time.
Sam stayed firmly by my side at first, either for my protection or her own comfort. Either was fine with me. After a while she ranged a little further, leaving me more and more on my own. I tried to silently convey that yes, I was doing fine on those occasions when she shot a glance at me to check in. She eventually went for a quick walk with her brother and her niece and nephew, promising she'd be back soon. I assured her I'd be ok in her absence.
Somehow, the number of people around dwindled quickly until it was just me and Sam's mom, Nancy. We still chatted away like we'd casually known each other for some time, rather than only just having met. It was fine, but I soon ran out of things to say without getting into insipid small talk.
"Hey, uh, you don't mind if I step away for a minute for a smoke, do you?" I asked.
Nancy gave a small, impish grin. She looked around. "Don't suppose I could bum one off you?"
I gave her a surprised look, then shrugged and offered her my pack for her to select one.
"I'm not supposed to, of course," she said.
"Me either. That's the thing about cigarettes."
"Fair."
We lit up and I got to watch Sam's mother draw a surprisingly smooth breath, then slowly exhale the smoke.
"Do you ever try and quit?" she asked conversationally.
"Um... I haven't made a serious effort yet."
"It's not easy."
"No, I suspected not."
"It's worse, too, when you have loved ones and their pressure on top of your own. Counterintuitive as it is, I feel like their support just makes me more anxious and more in need of a drag from time to time."
I considered my position. "How much trouble am I in for hooking you up just now?"
Nancy grinned and took another puff. "None at all. If anyone catches me, I'll tell them I badgered you into it."
"Ah. Thanks, I think?"
"I don't intend on causing any difficulty for you, Victoria. I couldn't figure out what was going on with Sam when we first got here, she wasn't quite settled. But as soon as you turned up she was the happiest I've seen her in quite some time." Nancy took another drag. "A mother doesn't mess with a thing like that."
"I like seeing her happy too," I said.
"I would hope so. You're serious about her?"
"As serious as I've ever been about someone."
"Good. Sam deserves that. She's a sweet girl, but... too shy. She's always been shy. And unlucky with boys." Nancy smiled ruefully. "Though maybe there was a reason for that, come to think of it."
I declined to get into exactly how shy Sam wasn't. To be fair, there were different kinds of shy.
"She didn't strike me as shy when we met," I said, opting for evasively telling the truth.
"No? Well... maybe one of those romance things," Nancy said. "Finding the right person as if by divine intervention, or some such."
"Could be," I agreed. "Obviously I haven't known Sam as long as you have, but is there any chance she's maybe just needed to find herself? Work some things out? I know I was a shy kid, but that didn't last through high school."
"Honestly, I haven't spent as much time with my daughter as I'd like these past few years. Since she went off to college." Nancy shrugged. "Kids grow up, after all. Maybe she's blossomed and I haven't been around to notice."
"I sure hope she's blossomed," I said. "Or else I'm in trouble when she does."
Nancy snorted and took a last drag on her cigarette. "I know that feeling. You have any gum, Victoria? I think I hear my husband coming back."
"Yeah sure."
"And you'll stay for dinner won't you?"
"I mean... I'm right next door anyway."
"Awfully convenient for dating, I suppose."
I blushed softly. "Lucky," I admitted. "And convenient. I worried that maybe we'd get sick of each other too fast, actually. But not so far."
Nancy laughed and patted my hand. "That right there is a very good sign."
****
Sam sneaked over to my place that night. At least I assumed she sneaked. I didn't actually ask as it was more fun to pretend it was an unsanctioned visit, though realistically none of her family seemed the least bit opposed to us dating so far as I could determine.
I'd been lying in bed reading by lamplight. Sam walked into my room naked and pattered over to slip in next to me.
"Don't tell me you didn't bring any clothes with you," I said.
"Mmm, you'd like that, wouldn't you?" she said.
"It'd be quite risky and impractical. But... pretty hot too."
Sam laughed as I kissed her neck and wrapped my arms around her.
"Then maybe I should let you think that's what I did."
"Maybe you should," I agreed, nuzzling her neck some more.
"Honestly, I probably should have just told my family I was gonna spend the night with you. I don't know why I didn't."
I shrugged. "So tell them tomorrow."
"I might just. But like... then they're gonna know we were doing stuff."
So saying, Sam started working at the few skimpy articles of clothing I'd worn to bed, clearly intending that I shouldn't in fact wear anything at all to bed. I could respect that stance.
"Ha, yeah, maybe," I said. "But thing is, people are very good at pretending like they don't know stuff like that is going on. Even to themselves. Your parents' first thoughts are not gonna about what we got up to while you were sleeping over. At least they probably won't be."
"Maybe. It's just weird is all."
"Mmhm."
I ran my hands along Sam's body, meeting at her butt and squeezing it. Sam was doing a majority of the kissing now, and I appreciated the attention, especially alongside our naked bodies all snugly close together.
"I kinda like your mom," I said.
"I'm fond of her too," Sam said.
"It's funny though. She thinks you're shy."
"I am."
"That so?"
Sam squealed as I tickled her a little. "I am! Just... only in some ways. I used to be a lot shyer too."
"Before getting naked online regularly?"
"Yeah, well, that's one of the ways I guess I'm not very shy."
"Or naked in front of me?"
"That was an accident that first time. You know that."
"That's true," I purred. I spread my legs a little as Sam's fingers explored down in that direction. "But I don't remember you trying to cover up at all. Or looking at all embarrassed."
"I should, I suppose," Sam admitted. "But I was in show mode already, and I think a lot of it's just 'cause... you didn't do anything. You didn't shout at me, or make some snide comment, or get embarrassed and pretend like you weren't looking or anything. I think that made it easier."
"And kind of turned you on?"
"God, I never should have told you about that. But yes, you know you've got that look that does it for me."
"Your mom thinks it's one of those serendipitous romance things between us. Love at first sight sort of thing."
Sam was quiet a moment even as her fingers danced around my pussy. "Well she's not far off," she said quietly.
"No," I agreed. "She's not."
"Though... it wasn't exactly love, was it?"
"Not exactly. That came later."
"As it should."
Sam was still only teasing my pussy, rubbing up and down my slit some, or tracing around it. I slipped my hand between her legs in return, feeling excitement at how wet she was, and rubbing her some too.
Our lips met again as we mutually played with each other. Sam got more serious about rubbing my clit for me, while I instead slowly pushed a pair of fingers inside her. I fingered her while letting her hump against my palm, moaning into her mouth when she rubbed my clit just the way I liked.
Sam gasped as I rolled on top of her. Her hand left my pussy, which was a mild frustration for me in my aroused state, but I made up for that by grinding on her hip. Sam reached for my breasts and I let her play with them a bit, then grinned wickedly and pinned both her wrists above her head.
"Oh it's that kind of night, is it?" she said in a husky voice.
"What kind of night is that?"
Sam's eyes flicked up to where I now held both her arms down with one hand. "I thought we were gonna get each other off."
"So you don't want me to pin you down?"
"... I didn't say that."
I returned my free hand to Sam's pussy. She sucked in a breath, watching with big, round eyes that gleamed even in the light of my bedside lamp.
I teased her, ducking my head slowly toward her, waiting for her to try to snatch a kiss, then pulling back just before she could catch me. She whimpered in frustration and I just smiled. Some of it was just acting on both our parts, but a lot of it was real. The need we had for each other was so very real, as well as my desire to make her feel certain things.
"Let me kiss you," Sam pleaded.
"Is that what you want?"
She bit her lip and nodded, still fixing me with those big puppy eyes. "Mmhm!"
I dipped my head toward her, once again pulling back just before she could kiss me. The look she gave me was pitiful and accusatory.
"Mean!" she pouted.
"Do you want a kiss or--"
"Yes!"
"--or do you want to cum?"
"Bothhh."
"That's awfully greedy."
The look Sam gave me could have melted the coldest heart locked in the most impenetrable steel cage. "I love you," she whispered.
I growled and pressed my mouth firmly to hers. I kissed her ferociously while rubbing her clit and feeling her squirm beneath me. I let her go only when I ran out of breath to hold the kiss any longer.
"That's not fair," I panted.
Sam was breathing even heavier than I was. "Make me cum, V. I'm so close."
I nodded and kissed her again. She tensed beneath me and when our lips parted again it was so she could mewl her pleasure and fill the bedroom with the sound of her orgasm.
She was so beautiful and sexy, writhing beneath me like that. I had to grind on her some more to try and deal with the urges within me, as though I could vicariously experience some of her current pleasure just from that intimate contact.
"Oh V," Sam whispered. "You make me feel so good."
I kissed her softly. "My favourite thing," I assured her.
She smiled impishly at me, stretching out beneath me. "Your very favourite thing?" she asked.
I frowned. "Why does that feel like a trick question?"
"'Cause I think I know something you'd like more."
"And what would that be?" I asked, feigning ignorance but too horny to protest too vigourously.
Sam rolled us over so she was on top. I even let her pin my arms up kind of the same as I'd done to her. "You'll see," she said.
I really just wanted her hand on me, rubbing my clit, getting me off. That wasn't at all where she started though. It was more like a bounty of kisses, on my lips, my cheeks, my neck, my ears, and only very slowly traveling downward from there.
"You could kiss my pussy," I suggested, wiggling helplessly and hoping she'd go for it.
"I'll get there," Sam said. "Eventually."
"Eventually?!"
"Patience," she insisted with a small giggle. "It's my turn to play. That's only fair, isn't it?"
"Who said anything about being fair? You sure don't play fair if it doesn't suit you."
Sam batted her eyes at me. "Who, me?"
I growled in my throat. "Yeah, you."
"Oh. Ok then."
She ducked her head back down, and if anything took even more of her sweet time about kissing me all over. Any further protestations from me were met with more winsome and innocent looks from Sam. Totally false innocence of course, but she pulled it off so well and mostly just made my heart beat faster, and my clit throb more urgently.
"Sammm, you know how bad I need to cum right now," I said, hearing the whine in my voice as I spoke.
"I'll make you cum, baby, don't worry."
"Yeah. 'Eventually'."
"That's right."
"What if I bat my eyes at you, hm?"
Sam laughed and shook her head. "You know that's not the look that works on me."
"Well I can't do my ice-bitch stare right now. Not while you're kissing me all over and treating me like a delicate princess."
Sam kissed past my breasts and down to my belly button, then back up my chest. "Maybe you deserve to be a princess sometimes."



"Maybe. But a princess could give royal decrees, couldn't she?"
"Ha, like what? 'Thou shalt kisseth mine pussy whensoever I demandeth it?'"
"... yes."
Sam gave me an evil grin and went back to her sweet, tender, loving, but oh so frustrating shower of kisses.
She'd actually released my arms already. I had them free to physically maneuver her a little if I wanted, but I couldn't even bring myself to move them. Partly because I was a horny, gooey, melty mess and my arms weren't being overly obedient to my desires, but more than that I was purely just under Sam's spell. She could do whatever she wanted to me. I might complain about needing to cum, but I was hers for the duration, whatever that might be.
"You can't even hardly move, can you?" Sam purred. "I got you all boneless and stuff." She kissed past my belly button, getting close, oh so close. "I kind of like it. I should do it more."
"Enjoying it, aren't you," I said.
"Of course I am."
Sam's lips made it to my pussy at last, feeling like a small, personal heaven. Her mouth was so good right where I needed it. I moaned and put a gentle hand on her head, subtly directing her with touch and sound.
"Guess you can move a little, huh?" Sam giggled.
I moaned louder as her tongue flicked out and just barely grazed my clit. She only gave me those small little kitten licks at first, and in my state that was actually enough to pacify me for a time.
Sam's licks became bigger and more intent. She stared at me with big eyes searching my face for my pleasure and feeding off it. Before long she was alternating licking and sucking on my clit. When she looked at me so adoringly while latched on to me like that, I felt myself fall willingly deeper under her spell.
Her mouth was busy, never stopping. Her eyes were locked on to me with burning intensity. When I got close enough to cumming, and she found just the right touch to get me there, she hit me over and over again, rhythmic and unyielding.
"Sammm," I moaned, nearly a scream.
She couldn't say anything, still attached to my pussy as she was, but her eyes said more than her voice could have anyway. She loved every second of me cumming for her, just as I'd loved making her cum for me.
Pleasure ran through me, focused on my clit but sending shivers throughout. It kept getting little pangs of intensity every time Sam licked my clit again, to the point that I thought I might pass out.
She was so sweet and caring, bringing me down after. Giving the softest little licks and kisses, moving away from my clit and to the surrounding areas, then moving back up my body to finish with a deep kiss on my lips.
"You," I said, "are an absolute wonder."
"Is that what I am?" Sam asked, already snuggling down tiredly next to me.
"Get the light, please?"
"Heh, can't move?"
"Don't want to, no."
Sam reached across me, shoving her boobs in my face either accidentally or on purpose, and I had no earthly idea which. I nipped playfully at them either way, and made her dart back out of reach of my teeth, giving a little squeal followed by a tsk.
"Easy on my tits," Sam said. "They're the money makers."
"I thought that was your charm and winning personality."
"Partly that. Mostly my naked body though."
I rolled up against Sam, cuddling to her before she could nestle against me.
"You sell yourself short," I whispered. "I wouldn't be half as interested in you naked if you weren't who you were."
She sighed and wrapped her arms around me. "You always know the sweetest things to say to me, don't you?"
"I love you, you know."
"And there's another one." I felt her lips on my forehead. "Love you too, V."
****
I got to know Sam's family more over the next several days. We were right next door to each other, after all, and they had me over for an awful lot of brunches, barbecues, swimming, sunny margarita afternoons, and other such fun family events.
It was weirdly like I'd been part of the family for years, rather than having only just gotten together with Sam so recently. I wasn't used to such accepting and inclusive treatment from the family of someone I was dating, and it was kind of nice to experience. The whole being neighbours thing was certainly a factor, but the personalities at play was more important, and made me feel all the better about being with Sam, as if I needed more reason.
During the time we weren't spending with her family, Sam moved her cam shows to my place. She'd been worried about having to cancel a whole week of shows, but my return had alleviated that somewhat. She still had to limit herself a bit, but it wasn't bad.
The obvious upside for me was spending more time watching Sam do naughty things. The downside was I was technically supposed to be getting work done too, and she made it much more difficult to focus. If I had important calls or anything, I often needed to move to a different room entirely, or indeed outside.
Sam played it up, of course, both to tease me and her viewers. She had a whole act about 'sneaking' her shows in my cottage. She admitted to her viewers that her family was around and she couldn't do naked shows in the yard right now, and that she was hanging out with me. She definitely strongly implied that I didn't know she was camming, and made her flashing and playing with herself much sneakier.
"We gotta be quiet," Sam said, putting her finger to her lips. "V's in the other room, so I can do some flashes and stuff. Or put something inside me and hide it," she suggested with a wicked grin. "You know, if anyone's interested in that."
I rolled my eyes as Sam talked to her laptop. I was literally sitting across the room from her, curled up in a comfy chair while she occupied the sofa. I played along with her, occasionally making some noise or responding to her when appropriate, and much of the time just pretending like I couldn't see or hear her.
It was silly and I felt like it couldn't possibly be fooling anyone, but then again anyone watching Sam got a very curated view into her life, and really only knew what she told or showed them. I knew it was ridiculous to think that I wouldn't catch her 'sneaky camming' in my cottage, but maybe it wasn't so obvious to her viewers. And even if it was, it was kind of fun and hot to play that scenario out. Just because we know something isn't totally genuine doesn't mean we can't enjoy it.
Sam kept laughing and interacting with her chat all quiet and hushed. I was able to tune her out for periods of time to get my work done, but kept tuning back in when I had a small break and my mind was freed up for a moment.
"Hehe, you guys are right, I should put that vibe in my pussy that you can control with tips," Sam said. "But you have to promise not to be bad if V comes in. How would I explain that, huh? That a bunch of pervs are trying to make me cum while she's so graciously letting me hang out at her place?"
I rolled my eyes, then deliberately waited until Sam was in the process of inserting her bright pink vibrator thingy that activated off of tips from her audience. Right in the middle of it. I called out in a measured voice that I hoped would register on her stream while making me sound like I was in the next room.
"Hey Sam! I'm gonna make tea, you want one?"
Sam flushed, dropped her skirt down over her pussy, and looked guiltily over at me. Acted guilty, I should say, and did a rather convincing job of it.
"I'm good for now, thank you," she called back.
"Want a snack or anything?"
She was squirming in her seat now. I could hear tip noises, and it amused me to think that people were already trying to vibe her pussy while she was in the midst of trying to be sneaky.
"I'll grab something in a minute," she called.
"Ok."
Sam waited a moment then turned back to her laptop. "Ooh, that was so close." She jabbed a finger at her cam. "You guys were trying to get me caught, weren't you."
I smiled at watched for a moment before getting back to my work. Sam chastised her viewers in that very deliberate way she had which just made them tip more to keep riling her up.
It was several minutes later before Sam stood up, vibrator hidden in her pussy under her skirt, and took a quick break from her show. She skipped over to me, off camera of course, and tilted my head up away from my laptop so she could kiss me.
"That was a good one," she said. "Catching me out while I was trying to stick my vibe in."
"I thought you'd like that," I said.
"I did. So did chat, the little pervballs."
"Want me to do something else in a bit?"
"Hm, maybe catch me out for real later on. Gives us an excuse to do another spanking show."
I laughed softly. "You're not fooling anyone, you know. You like those even more than your audience."
Sam bit her lip. "Does that make me a baaaddd girl?"
I snorted. "Oh stop. Go grab your snack already."
She kissed me again and pranced off, so very pleased with herself.
I got back to work, but part of my mind was working on the best way to interrupt later on for some spanking time.
****
Sam's family left after about a week and a half of vacation time. Sam got big hugs from all of them, and I got some warm farewells too, including a few hugs of my own.
Nancy in particular gave me a long enough hug to whisper in my ear.
"You just keep doing what you're doing," she said.
"Um... will do," I answered, just as hushed.
Sam's mom clearly wouldn't know all the things we got up to, but then again I wasn't sure any parent really wanted to know everything their kid and their lover got up to. Maybe that was tacitly included regardless, since Nancy was mainly concerned for Sam's happiness and not her moral virtue.
I stood next to Sam and we watched both vehicles carrying her family pull out and hit the road.
Sam breathed a deep sigh. "Well that was nice seeing them all, but... I'm kinda happy to have our space back."
"So you can get back to not wearing clothes?"
She gave me a crooked smile. "Don't even act like you haven't missed that more than I have."
"I--"
Sam's top hit me square in the face. As I let it fall into my hands, Sam was already walking toward her backyard, shedding clothes with every step.
"I'm going skinny dipping before my show," she called back to me. "You're welcome to join."
Emotions and arousal stirred deep inside me. "You're a bad influence on me, you know that?"
"I most certainly am not!"
"I'm gonna end up being a nudist too at this rate."
Sam shook her head, flicking hew gaze back to check that I was following, which of course I was. "I'm not a nudist."
"Your lack of clothes begs to differ."
"I'm going swimming!"
"With no clothes. In broad daylight. In a--"
Sam laughed and took off running. I made an indignant noise, struggled out of my underwear while almost falling over in the process, and tore off after her. She hit the water well before me with her lead, and got to watch my awkward, splashing entry.
"I guess I don't mind being considered a nudist if it gets you naked more too," Sam said.
"Oh really?"
"Speaking of which... I've been thinking about having you on my shows more, if you'd be ok with it. Maybe... maybe less clothed sometimes."
I moved to Sam, placing soft hands on her smooth, slippery skin under the water. "Why does that not surprise me."
"Because of my cunning mind and entrepreneurial spirit, you mean?"
"No, because you're a horny little thing and you want to show me off."
Sam bit her lip. "That too. You think it'd be alright if I told my audience we're together?"
I arched an eyebrow. "You want to?"
"Kinda, yeah. It felt really nice telling my family."
"Well... I don't mind. And I think it might be fun to participate more in your shows. With limits still."
"Yeah, obviously still limits. But you'd be good with it?"
"I would," I said. "But right now... I think I'm just going to kiss you."
Sam nodded, a gleam in her eyes, and a happy, beaming smile on her lips. "Your terms are acceptable."
I kissed Sam right there in the water of the lake, not caring in the slightest that we were technically not really in a private place. I hadn't cared when I first ran naked into the water, and I didn't care now. Maybe she was teaching me to be an exhibitionist of sorts. To be freer about displaying sexuality than I ever had been before. I wasn't even worried about showing off to an online audience. Not as long as we were together.
The important question was did Sam make me braver, or just hornier? As with most such questions in life, the answer was probably somewhere in the middle.
We broke apart from our kiss, smiling at each other and floating around in the warm lake waters. We swam about, enjoying the sun and each other. We'd meet for more kisses from time to time, or just let ourselves drift while holding hands. It was a free and joyous time, and I knew there would be more like it. I'd made the best possible decision in coming back to be with Sam. I'd take as many days like this as I could get.
Sam had to go to work eventually. I did too. I should have been working already, really.
We showered together, mostly to rinse off the lake water. Sam ate me out in the shower and made me cum. She declined an orgasm of her own, not wanting to be worn out for her show. There was a certain low level of arousal, so she claimed, that made her shows the best. Not too much, but enough to just keep her on edge.
"You're telling me I don't make you crazy any more?" I asked, lazily kissing her neck. "Used to be you couldn't handle how horny I could make you before a show. That didn't take long for the magic to fade."
"Unf, no, V, it's not that. I mean yes, I don't get quite as crazy anymore. Not quite as needy. But I think it's only because I know I don't have to worry. You know when something's new and wonderful and you want as much as possible because you don't know how long it'll last? Well... maybe sometimes that becomes something wonderful you can rely on." She looked me straight in the eyes. "You came back for me, V. You met my family."
I flushed. Despite just coming on her tongue, the look on her face got me all hot and bothered all over again. "Don't you have a show to get ready for?"
"Hehe, maybe I'll skip it and take you to bed, hm?"
I shook my head and slapped her butt. "Get moving. Don't tempt me, or we'll both be out of a job before long."
Sam grinned and took her time drying off and getting ready. She only put clothes on just before starting up her webcam, driving to maximum distraction.
Not that I was particularly playing fair either. I wore my smallest, sexiest bikini while sitting out in the sun with my laptop. One that I ordinarily wouldn't wear at all, except in private. Sam brought this kind of thing out in me.
I paid for it later on when Sam dragged me over in front of her laptop. She was naked by then, which should have taken the heat off of me, but somehow it only highlighted the skimpiness of my outfit in my head. Plus she was so casual and nonchalant about showing off for an audience--she literally did it for a living after all--and I didn't have nearly the same experience with such things.
"So guys, big news, V and I are kind of a thing now," Sam said, blushing faintly in her cheeks as she spoke. "And it's, uh, kinda great."
I bit my lip, unsure where to look. I had my big sunglasses on, which alleviated my need to look anywhere in particular, but I still felt like I should have more stage presence somehow. I wasn't used to being on someone's arm and demurely allowing myself to be presented.
"Uh, hi," I said, waving the fingers of one hand.
Sam had a tight grip on my other hand, her fingers laced through mine. I took comfort from holding her hand, and as she babbled on excitedly I lost some of my discomfort and mostly just smiled at her excitement.
"Guys, no, I'm not going to get into our personal business too much," Sam said. "I know you all want to hear all our dirty secrets, but that's between us. However... I think V's gonna participate in shows a little more, so that'll give you all a taste anyway."
I was ready to slip away at any point, but Sam didn't let go of my hand. She was so bubbly and engaged I wasn't even sure she realized she was clinging to me like that. And so I sat and let a bunch of dudes--and maybe some women?--play with themselves while I sat in my itty bitty little swimsuit.
This was a part of my life now. Part of being with Sam, and somehow that made it ok with me. In point of fact, it might even be quite hot doing stuff with her with her audience watching. Our spanking shows had always been fun. This was just more of that, basically.
"Honestly, I really don't know how it happened," Sam carried on. "Like... it wasn't something either of us meant for. But it's one of those things, you know, how like if you try really hard for something it never works out, and sometimes if you're not looking for it, there it is." She shrugged. "I'm really not a relationship expert, I don't have better words of wisdom than that."
"Sometimes you just get lucky," I said.
Sam turned to look at me, a gleam in her eye, lips open to say something. I didn't let her, I kissed her before she could speak.
She made a surprised little noise at first before melting into the kiss. I didn't let it linger too long, lest we make too much of a show out of it, but it was more than enough to derail Sam's whole train of thought.
She looked from me to her laptop back and forth a few times, then took a deep breath and tried to centre herself.
"Yeah so she just does stuff like that," Sam said. "And it's pretty great."
She chatted away, getting back into a rhythm. I was pretty sure I was done, and thought about getting back to my work.
"You done with me?" I whispered to Sam.
"Um, wait, almost. Chat's asking if I'm gonna get you naked."
"They are?"
"Mmhm. How do you feel about taking your top off?"
"Oh god, Sam."
Sam turned back to her cam and raised her voice. "She might do it, guys. The top anyway. What do you think?"
"Oh stop," I said. "You know what they think."
"Hehe, yeah. They horny." Sam batted her eyes at me. "We could give them a chance. Say... ten minutes, two thousand tokens, see how bad they want it?"
"You're bad."
"That's true. You up for it?"
"My boobs aren't that g--"
"First of all yes they are," Sam interrupted. "Second of all, this is the great democracy of camming. People tipping get to decide what they want."
"I don't know if that's strictly democracy."
Sam shrugged. "Enh, close enough."
I was, apparently, stuck. It was only ten more minutes, that part was fine, but I had a sneaking suspicion I was in fact going to have to get my tits out here. Sam knew what she was doing with this stuff.
Sure enough, before time was up, we hit our goal. Sam acted delighted and really took her time moving in behind me, untying my bikini top, and slowly pulling it away entirely. I felt myself blush at being exposed, and also from Sam's breath on my neck and the teasing touch of her fingers on my skin.
"Ok, I really have to go," I said.
"Mmhm, in a minute," Sam said. She reached around me to gently cup my boobs from behind and play with them a little. "Juuussst a minute."
"You were hoping for this, weren't you?"
"Always a good time," Sam said, not sounding the slightest bit sorry about it.
I let her have her fun until my cheeks felt like they were burning. I wasn't as comfortable with the audience as she was, and there was a limit to what I could handle all at once. Admittedly, I was getting kind of embarrassingly wet too.
Sam blew me a kiss as I slunk away after, then turned back to gush to her chat about me. I had a quick smoke before getting back to work just to try and calm myself some. It helped a little.



I was going to need to figure out a better system for getting my work done. As it was, I was in danger of having my work suffer as soon as I'd started working remotely, and I didn't care for the blow my reputation would take if that happened.
Luckily Sam mostly behaved herself. 'Behaved' being a relative term when it came to camming, I supposed. She mostly just did some sexy stuff for tips, and spent more than her usual amount of time just talking. Largely about me, when I cared to pay attention.
As soon as she was done, though, Sam marched over to me, plucked my laptop away, and summarily settled herself in my lap as regally and decisively as if it was her throne.
"Well hello," I said, wrapping my arms around her. "Guess it was time for a break anyway."
"You were working too hard."
"I could have been watching porn for all you know."
"No, I'd know," Sam said.
"I see."
"I'm ready for an orgasm."
I snorted. "Are you, indeed?"
"Mmhm!"
"Well... what say I eat your pussy then, and after that we can grab some food."
"Sounds good," Sam said. "Except...."
"Yes?"
"Wanna try something a little different?"
I arched an eyebrow. "Like what?"
"Like... I'll show you."
Sam led my by the hand inside and to the bedroom. She had to bend over to retrieve something out of her closet, which was a sufficiently hot view on its own, let alone when she stood up again with something quite naughty in her hands.
"A strapon?" I asked.
Sam nodded.
"You... want to use that on me?" I asked, tilting my head slightly.
"Oh, uh, no. Not exactly." She held the toy out to me. "I got it and thought that maybe... you'd use it on me?"
I smirked gently. "Oh really?"
"You know. Like could pin me down some and fuck me with it. That kind of thing."
"You got it just in case I'd want to use it on you, huh?"
Sam's lips twitched mischievously. "I was pretty sure I could convince you."
She had me there. She could convince me of practically anything if she put her mind to it.
Sam helped me get the strapon attached properly. I'd never actually used one before. I was familiar with them in principle, but actually wearing one was different.
"This is kinda weird," I said, swinging back and forth and feeling the weight of a fake dick wobble down by my hips.
Sam's eyes followed the movement closely. "It's kinda hot is what it is."
"You're a little horny right now, aren't you?"
"More like a lot horny, actually."
"I'm surprised you didn't just, like, try and trick me into pegging you on stream."
Sam bit her lip and gave me a shy look. My eyes widened.
"Oh god, you want me to, don't you?" I said.
"Well, you know, maybe. It could be fun. And it would be a good tip goal some days. For particularly horny shows."
I advanced on Sam who backed up toward her bed, eyes shining with anticipation.
"Are some shows not horny?" I asked.
"Well... some less than others," Sam said.
Her legs bumped into her bed and she couldn't back up any further. I kept advancing, smiling at how Sam held her breath in quiet hope just before I pushed her over onto her mattress.
I fell on top of Sam, pinning her down, kissing her warmly. She met my embraces eagerly, kissing me back and even reaching down to my strapon and stroking it up and down.
"That would probably feel really nice if it wasn't just a toy you were playing with," I said.
Sam giggled. "Sorry, got caught up in it there."
I looked at her as she took her hand away, then gently caught her wrist and put her hand right back. "Keep going."
"Unf."
Sam half closed her eyes as she started stroking the dildo again, acting like it was actually my cock. It was a weird feeling for me, I didn't ordinarily have any desire for such an appendage, nor someone to act as though I did, but there was some kind of pleasure involved, thrice removed from reality though it may have been. Sam stroking me like she wanted to get me horny and ready, and because of her intentions it actually was kind of working.
"I'm going to fuck you," I said in a calm, firm, no-arguments kind of tone.
Sam took a sharp intake of breath, nearly a full gasp, and stroked me harder for a moment, again with that weird disconnect of reality.
As I pushed my hips toward her she stopped playing around and pressed the head of my strapon to her pussy. I waited patiently while she rubbed it back and forth over her lips--either psyching herself up or spreading pussy juices around--then thrust gently toward her again.
"Oh V," Sam whispered as her pussy lips parted around me.
I smirked and kissed her cheek, just brushing my lips on her skin. I had the sudden foolish desire to be able to feel her parting around me, to actually penetrate her myself. It wasn't really about that, though. Sam wanted me to peg her, so that was what I was going to do.
That was more than enough for me as we worked together to stuff her pussy. Just the look in her eyes, my name on her lips. The name she'd given me, really, as no one else had ever called me just V before. It was special to me now, and in particular it sent little thrills through me when she helplessly moaned it while squirming in sexual overload.
"You can fuck me harder," Sam said.
"Oh can I?" I asked, nibbling at her earlobe.
She turned her head away ticklishly, which only let me have an easier time getting her other ear.
"I won't break," she said.
"And you don't mind if I try breaking you, do you?" I asked knowingly.
Her expression told me all I needed to know, on the off-chance that I wasn't perfectly aware already.
"You like me holding you down and taking what I want, don't you?" I accused gently.
Sam blushed, but stuck her chin out defiantly. "Like you didn't already know that."
"Hehe, fair enough. Maybe I just want it slow and loving though, what about that?"
Sam pouted as I thrust in and out of her sweet little pussy with continued love and care. I only smiled at her protests.
She gave in and wrestled me over on my back, straddling herself atop me.
"Not fair," she said.
"What's not?" I asked, admiring her beautiful form over me while she was slowly grinding on my strapon.
"You're supposed to fuck the shit out of me."
"Yes, what a cruel person I am trying to make slow, sweet love to my--"
Sam growled and rode me harder. She had a stance on her like she was majestically riding a horse in the nude rather than bouncing on a dildo. I ran my hands up her bare sides, basking in the feelings she produced in me.
"Sometimes I want that," Sam said. "But I waited all today, being so patient, and I just--"
I laughed and rolled Sam back over again when she wasn't expecting it. I pinned her down again, made sure my strapon was still inside her where it should be, then thrust hard in her wet little pussy.
Sam moaned and clung to me while I fucked her. Her arms wrapped around me almost immediately, and her legs followed did the same lower down. She held me like she didn't want to ever let go, which made me work harder at pounding her like she wanted.
"That what you want?" I whispered into her ear.
"Mmhm!"
"You're holding me awfully tight."
"I couldn't help it."
Sam slowly released her grip on me, whimpering happily as my extra freedom of movement led to drilling her pussy harder and deeper. She panted and caressed my face, kissing me every chance she got.
Then, abruptly, she pushed me away. I sat back on my knees, terribly confused for a moment, watching Sam roll around to her front.
"Did I wear you out already?" I asked. "I did say that--"
"What? No. I just want a different position," Sam said, squirming around a bit to get comfortable. "I think you'd hit my g-spot better this way."
Sam looked back at me over her shoulder while lifting her lower half up on her knees. Having her bottom pointed at me like that was altogether too tempting a target. Sam wiggled her booty at me as though the gesture was even necessary.
I slipped into position behind her and reinserted my strapon.
"You want me to hit your g-spot, huh?" I said.
"Mmm, ideally."
"So it has nothing to do with wanting spanks?"
I slapped Sam's ass as I spoke, emphasizing my question rather physically. She yelped in surprise.
"Unf, no, not about that," she said.
I spanked her a few more times while moving in and out of her pussy.
"Really?"
"Well... maybe partly," Sam admitted. "You could, you know, give me a few more if you wanted."
I grinned and smacked Sam's butt, alternately getting more yelps from her, and something that was very close to purring. She was so ridiculously into this, and it was actually really working for me.
I loved getting such positive reactions and feedback from Sam. I got so into it, in fact, that I missed the significance of her mewling as it changed in intensity, and the way she worked harder to move her hips and find just the right angle.
"Mmm, yes, V. Right there. Keep doing it like that. Just like thaaattt."
I blinked and stared at Sam in brief incomprehension until I realized she'd positioned her hips right where she wanted them, where I was hitting just the right spot inside her. I continued thrusting as consistently as I could manage, giving her what she needed.
Sam came hard while I was deep inside her, giving her pleasure. It was, for me, a fairly wondrous and unique sensation, giving me a weird sense of power.
I cradled her afterward, just holding her in my arms. She was all wiped out for a bit and let me comfort her while mostly just tracing her fingernails over my skin and occasionally playing with my tits.
"Might be too dangerous to let you do that to me on stream," she said.
"Who are you kidding? You're going to try it anyway."
"Hehe, I might." Sam stretched out, sighed, then curled back up. "Do you need a cum?"
"Just rest."
"You do, don't you?"
I booped her nose. "Get me later. I just want to snuggle you right now."
She nodded. "Ok. That's a good deal."
****
Sam and I got something of a routine going, left to our own devices as we were. I tried to get most of my work done in the mornings, especially any virtual meetings I needed to attend. Sam would often make me coffee and/or breakfast while I was working, and loved to play games like delivering a mug or a plate to me while I was on video and she was wearing very little or nothing at all. Of course, I wasn't much better, often times only being dressed from the waist up.
Lunch time was usually an excuse for something naughty. A little break before Sam got into her shows. We'd eat, sure, but it was pretty usual for us to eat more pussy than food.
Afternoons and early evenings were Sam's cam show times.
"I changed my schedule a bit during the summer," she told me. "Later times would actually be better for viewers, but it's so nice taking advantage of summer sun."
"Mmm, I don't mind your work helping turn you into a tanned goddess."
Sam stuck her tongue out playfully and flounced away to set up.
We worked around each other's schedules and needs pretty fluidly. Some days I had too much to get done and had to retreat to my cottage for privacy, mainly so as not to get distracted by my girlfriend's camming. Some days I happily sacrificed some productivity for the privilege of sitting in the sun and watching Sam work.
Some days, the really fun ones, I helped Sam out with her shows. That usually meant on weekends when I didn't have to work but Sam did, or on the weekdays when I could get everything done that I needed to sufficiently early in the day.
It took some adjustment and easing in on my part. Especially as Sam got more and more naughty ideas she wanted to do on stream with me.
We started with making tipping for spanks a more common thing. Not every day, not when I was busy, but most days they were available. That went through phases of lots all at once, or not much in a given show. That was normal according to Sam. It depended on people's moods, and sometimes whether one person tipping for spanks led to more people wanting to do it too.
We graduated to some other ideas Sam had that mostly involved my clothes staying on while I was on cam. Me wearing the strapon and doing things to Sam with it was one such thing. It did leave me a little exposed below the waist, but everything was essentially covered. It did feel rather lewd swinging a fake dick around between my legs for our viewers' titillation, regardless of my actual physical exposure.
Strapon play started out all oral. Sam put her hair in pigtails for that show, because of course she did, and depending on tips would play with the dildo attached to me, or lick and suck on it, or her favourite, she'd guide my hands to her pigtails and have me face fuck her.
Admittedly, as I held on to her pigtails and shoved my strapon down her throat over and over until her eyes teared up and spit ran down her chin, I kind of enjoyed it too. I could call her a subby little perv all I wanted, but choking her on cock, such as it was, turned me on nearly as much as it did her.
"You make quite a mess of yourself sometimes," I told her afterward as I helped wipe the worst of the mess off her face. After she'd given her cam audience a good close up of her spitty chin and streaky makeup, of course. There was no cleaning up before showing off.
"Can't hardly take me anywhere," she agreed.
"Did your throat take enough abuse yet?"
Sam shrugged. "All depends if anyone tips for more, I guess."
"Of course it does. Don't think I don't catch you loading the dice whichever way you want them to fall."
Sam just grinned innocently at me, as though she'd never encourage her audience to tip for whatever horny thing she wanted to do anyway.
We did some regular pegging at times too, but oral was more her thing on cam. She said it played better for the viewers, whatever that meant. I think it was really just a case of she preferred me fucking her face on cam, and her pussy in the bedroom, and that was all there was to it.
There was also some mild bondage play, which produced some quite good results for very little effort on my part. Once I figured out the basics of tying Sam up so that she was restrained but comfortable, that was all I really had to do. It kept her and her audience amused, particularly with her tip-activated vibrator in her pussy so she had to squirm helplessly if she got a lot of action all at once.
Sometimes it meant gagging her for minutes at a time too, which I enjoyed and played my own game of pretending not to remember to ungag her. Her muffled complaints entertained me, and actually kind of turned me on if I was in the right mood.
The larger game Sam was playing was luring me into being more and more comfortable with my role as her assistant, including quite a bit of nudity of my own.
One of her first ideas, and one that I really liked, involved a cheap, second-hand sundress and some scissors. Sam had me lay out on my tummy with my laptop in front of me, then 'sneakily' brought her laptop over to get a good angle of me where she was theoretically out of my sightline.
Sam then spent over an hour taking tips to cut strips off the bottom of my dress, slowly working up my body. It was another one of those ridiculous scenarios where I didn't think anyone could possibly believe that I didn't know what was going on, but she sold it so well that maybe that didn't matter.
It was a scenario that involved very little of me for a while, and since I was pretending to be working anyway, I took the chance to get some actual work done. That only lasted until about when Sam started cutting strips off my dress nearer and nearer to my ass, and especially as she slowly revealed it.
I practically felt the desire emanating from her to play with my butt in between tip notifications. That would have ruined the already flimsy facade, though, and Sam made do with speaking quietly to her chat instead. I had earbuds in to try and give the illusion that I wouldn't hear what she was saying, but I didn't have anything playing on them so my hearing was, in fact, unimpeded.
"Guys I can't believe she hasn't noticed yet," Sam giggled in a hushed tone. She was all curled up next to my lounger, only half-dressed herself. "How far do you think I'm gonna get? I'm gonna get in so much trouble either way. She just got this dress."
I rolled my eyes. It was technically a true statement, that the dress was newly acquired, but I just couldn't take some of Sam's acting with a straight face, effective thought it may be for her purposes.
"No I can't stick my finger up her butt," Sam said with a slight note of indignation. "First of all, she'd definitely notice that. Second of all, there's tips if you want butt stuff, and it's only for my bum." I caught her wiggling her scissors out of the corner of my eye. "Ooorrr we could snip some more of her dress, see if we can't expose that whole luscious booty."
I tried not to squirm too much as Sam cut up more of my dress. She got up to my lower back, then snipped my panties too. I'd only been wearing underwear for the look of the thing, but something about her cutting them and leaving my ass totally bare was that much more embarrassing and, rather perversely, thrilling.
"God I could just bury my face in that ass right now though," Sam said. "I mean look at it."
She picked up her laptop and moved it closer for a better view of my bum. It was just as well I was facing totally away at that point, because I was sure I was beet red.
Sam showed me off a bit, then went back to slowly progressing up the rest of my dress, cutting strips off of it until there was nothing left. She even cut my bra, which was unnecessary since she could have just unclipped it, but it was sexier her way. Both bra and panties had been purchased cheaply at the same time as the dress, so it wasn't like it mattered.
I spent a few more minutes after I was naked just lying there and letting Sam show me off. I was embarrassed, anxious, horny, thrilled, and I'd really only idly been playing a game on my laptop for the last little bit anyway, since my concentration was nowhere to be found.
I so desperately wanted to play with myself, or better yet for Sam to play with me. But in order for that to happen, given the scenario we were playing out, I had to 'discover' what she'd been up to. I held out as long as I could, which was only another couple of minutes, then slowly pushed myself upright, feeling the extent of my nudity as a few scraps of my dress fell away, and the mostly intact front side of the garment stayed right where I'd been lying on it.
My acting wasn't any better than Sam's as I sat up, looked terribly confused, then belatedly threw an arm across my breasts to cover them up.
"Sam!"
Sam contrived to look guilty and innocent at the same time.
"Yes?"
"What did you do to my clothes?!"
"Nothing."
I glared at her. "You're still holding a pair of scissors in your hand, and my new dress is in scraps on the ground."
Sam tossed the scissors over her shoulder. "A coincidence?" she tried.
I waved my free hand at her laptop. "I'm on your cam show right now, aren't I?"
"Maybe," Sam said meekly.
I narrowed my eyes even further. "This is all rather naughty of you, Sam."
She wiggled and bit her lip, trying not to show how horny she clearly was. "I've been bad?"
"I'd certainly say so." I took my cue and stood up, well aware that I was presenting more of my naked body to our audience in the process. "Bend over."
"But--"
"Bend over!"
Sam shot a scared look at her audience and whimpered loudly as she bent over, presenting her backside to best effect. She still had panties on, somehow, but I yanked them out of the way.
Sam was clearly excited for the spanking she'd earned by cutting up my clothes. Luckily for her, so was I.



I cracked my hand down on Sam's ass, making her yelp. I forgot about any pretense at all of my own modesty and really laid into her butt, spanking it hard and fast, letting the slapping sounds of my hand on her flesh fill the air.
Sam kept pressing her ass back for more at first, until she started getting sore and had to choose a little more reticence in her behaviour. I caught her subtle signals when she'd had enough, and just kind of ignored them until I got a few more good spanks in.
When she turned around, her face was red, her lip was stuck in a big, sorrowful pout, but she just couldn't hide the brilliant gleam of her eyes, at least not to me.
"That was so rough!" Sam exclaimed, hands moving protectively to her bum.
"You owe me a new dress," I said.
"Ok, ok. That's fair. But... my bum's so sore now. Can't you maybe kiss it better?"
She looked so pathetically hopeful about the possibility that I almost cracked. However, the effect of her pleading was marred somewhat by her simultaneous showing off of her red bottom to her viewers. I glanced down at where Sam was sticking out her bum toward her cam and snorted.
"Tell you what, you can kiss mine instead."
Sam protested loudly, but no sooner had I laid back out then she was spreading my legs, worming between my thighs, and burying her face it my ass. I sighed contentedly as she kissed all over my butt, including spreading my cheeks to get right at my butthole. I could get used to doing shows like this.
After the show, the sex was crazed, animalistic, and absolutely wonderful. Sam and I were all over each other from the very moment she shut off her stream. It was several body-tingling orgasms between us before we were able to calm down and relax together in a rather sweaty and exhausted cuddle.
"Apparently we need to get you naked on stream more," Sam said with a soft pant.
"I don't know if that's the lesson here," I said.
"I'm pretty sure it is though. I mean, how often is it that a couple gets to play sexy games and roleplays in front of an encouraging audience?"
I groaned. "I hate that you're kind of right. That does actually make it way hotter. You know you're corrupting me?"
"Mmm, so you've said." Sam buried her face in my cleavage. "I do so enjoy corrupting you."
****
Our time at the cottages was amazing, but had to end with the changing of the seasons, and cool weather intruding. Fortunately, that was plenty of time for me to feel comfortable asking Sam to move in with me. She said yes without even having to think about it.
We had to drive separately back to the city so we could each bring our own car. I also needed to secure a second parking spot in my building's garage, which really wasn't a problem.
I felt quite giddy as I took Sam up to my condo for the first time and got to show her around. I'd never had anyone there before with the intention of them staying permanently, and I was thrilled beyond belief at the idea of moving Sam in.
"Daaammmn look at that view," Sam said, suitably awed.
"Good, isn't it?"
"And it seems so big. Is this kinda big for this kind of area?"
"It is."
"Rent must be insane."
I smiled and hugged Sam from behind while she was still marveling at the view out the window. "I'm not renting," I said. "But yes, it's quite an expensive place. It gets worse for one of the units at the top of the building."
"No kidding, huh?"
"But it's worth it. I make good money, and honestly just don't have a whole hell of a lot that I spend it on."
Sam giggled. "Well you can spend more of it on me, then."
"Hm, I wouldn't mind being your sugar mommy, I guess. Except for how I'm not even sure that I make more than you."
"Do we have to whip out our tax forms? See whose is bigger?"
I snorted. "No, I don't think we need to get into figurative dick measuring contests here."
"... can I still call you mommy sometimes?"
"Oh shush you. Let me keep showing you around."
I showed Sam the bedroom, which we'd have to rearrange now that there would be two of us sharing it, and saved what was formerly my home office for last.
"So I used to use this room for, like, work stuff or whatever," I said.
"Used to? Aren't you mostly working from home now?"
"Yes, that's true. But... what I thought was that if we took out the desk and shelves and stuff, we could put in whatever you'd want for your studio."
Sam frowned. "My studio?"
"For doing shows."
She slowly broke out in a wide grin. "Oh really? Giving me a whole room of my own just for showing my body online, huh?"
"I wouldn't put it quite like that, but yes. I can work anywhere, really. And maybe I could make a corner of the main room for my desk and stuff, without getting in the way of the view or the kitchen or anything. I feel like it's more important for you to have a good space to work."
Sam wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and clung close to me. "I don't know if I want to move in to your place and kick you out of your own space."
"It's gonna be our place, Sam. Ours. Not just mine."
"Hm, ok, I do like the sound of that." She kissed me, holding me tight the whole while. I was pretty sure she deliberately guided me to the big window overlooking the city when she did so, as though showing us off to the world. "We should go get the rest of our stuff," she said.
"Right now?"
"Mmhm. That way we can get rid of these pesky clothes."
"Ah. Pesky things indeed."
"And we can see what happens from there."
My mind was already skipping ahead, picturing Sam without her clothes--as I had plenty of reference for by now--and more specifically laying her down in our bed.
Our bed. God I loved the sound of that.
Laying her down in our bed and taking my sweet time kissing her all over, then burying my tongue in her pussy.
"I'll lick you out really good," Sam promised, mistaking my brief daydream for hesitation.
I laughed softly at difference in our visions of the near future. "Let's finish bringing stuff up," I said. "Then we'll just see who gets to lick who out first."
Sam kissed me again. "Deal."
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I watched Rayla dancing her heart out and flirting outrageously with at least a half dozen people. It was one of those kinds of parties, apparently. I didn't always know what her mood was going to be beforehand.
"Come dance with meee," she whined to me for about the third time that night.
I shook my head. "I'm good."
Rayla pouted and flopped onto the couch next to me. "You never dance with me."
"I never dance with anyone," I corrected.
"Well why not?"
I sipped my drink. "Some of us just appreciate getting quietly drunk like a civilized person."
"Pff, whatever. You can do that when you're old. You're young! Be crazy!"
"You're drunk."
"So? That's what we're here for."
I sighed. "If I dance with you, promise not to throw up on me?"
Rayla grinned maniacally. "Don't worry, I'm saving that for the walk home."
"How considerate."
I let Rayla drag me out to dance with her. I usually ended up caving sooner or later. I didn't care for the level of attention that she did, but admittedly I didn't mind it as long as I could focus on her. When she got close and flirty with me, it warmed me in a way booze could never hope to compete with.
It didn't mean anything though. I was just another girl for her to have fun with on the dance floor. Boys or girls were equal targets for her most of the time, though I'd yet to see Rayla actually develop feelings for any of them no matter how close and flirty she seemed to get.
I'd never told her that was why I put up a fight over dancing. Not because I was terribly shy, though I could be at times, but because I wanted to actually dance with her. Like for real. I wanted to hold her and feel her against me. I wanted that warmth she caused in me to envelop me all over until it was all I could feel.
Being best friends was good, I'd always love her that way, but I'd been forced to admit recently that there was a reason I never seriously looked at boys, and that reason was girls. Specifically one particular girl.
I was pretty sure Rayla knew that once she had me dancing, I was hers as long as she wanted me. I didn't think she understood why. I was probably just a safe option when she wanted to dance, but was tired of flirting with other people.
"You're too tense," she said.
"I'm not."
"You are. Just relax."
Rayla danced closer with me. If she thought that was going to get me to relax, she was entirely mistaken.
Still, tense or not, I was enjoying it. I loved the tease of her, the feel of her hands on me, our bodies brushing or bumping into each other. I loved the faint scent of her, her gleaming eyes, and that teasing smile on her lips.
She was just being Rayla, just doing what she did, and all I wanted to do was kiss her. The need was so bad it hurt.
But... friends. Just friends. Friends didn't make out on the dance floor.
Well actually that wasn't true. I'd seen it happen before. I wasn't drunk enough to try it, was probably the more accurate statement.
Once of these nights I'd make Rayla be the responsible one, see how she liked it. I'd get wasted and she'd have to look out for me. Maybe then I'd dare flirt back with her or... or more.
I was too much lost in my thoughts. Rayla must have sensed it, because she brought me back to reality by firmly grabbing my butt. Her evil grin told me she knew exactly what she was doing.
"You were daydreaming again," she chided.
"Wasn't. M'just drunk."
"No you aren't. Let's get you another, then you can be."
I let Rayla feed me more alcohol. What the hell. It was a party after all.
It did get better, actually. More booze in my system, less inhibitions, Rayla still wanting to playfully dance with me.
I flirted back more, put my hands on her and tried to see where she'd let them rest. I even played a game of pretending to kiss her. She'd laugh and move her head out of the way, like it was all for fun, which was only partly true.
"See, you jus' need to loosen up sometimes," Rayla said.
"You're right," I agreed, as soberly as drunk me could manage. "Wanna make out?"
"Hm, a li'l too loose there. Tighten back up about ten to fifteen percent."
I grabbed her butt instead. She just laughed.
"Not what I meant," she said.
"Sorry," I said, not meaning it even a little bit.
****
Rayla and I meandered our way back to my place. My house was closer than hers, close enough to walk. It was a nice night out: moonlit, warm, romantic.
The two of us held hands most of the way, which I appreciated for all it was worth.
"Hey, Ames?" Rayla said.
She was balancing with great concentration along a low stone wall.
"Yeah?"
"Do you think we're doing something wrong?"
"No, this is the right way."
"Not directionally," Rayla said. "I mean... when you get drunk at parties, aren't you supposed to sometimes, like, hook up with your crush or something?"
My heart beat a little harder in my chest. Technically I was walking home in the moonlight with my crush, but I didn't want to get into that.
"So movies would have us believe," I said.
"Yeah."
We walked a little farther.
"Ames?"
"Yeah, Ray?"
"I think maybe I don't have a crush."
"Well you've got lots to pick from if you ever want one."
She made a face. "What, like people I've danced with?"
"Among others, yes. People like to flirt back with you."
Rayla nodded. "Flirting is fun. But, like, I think it's supposed to make me feel all funny and giddy with the right person. Like all nervous and sweaty, and we look at each other all shyly and then... and then... something. Something happens."
"Sex?"
She giggled. "No, something before that."
"Kissing?"
"Not quite what I meant. But yeah, kissing should happen, I think."
"I tried to kiss you. You wouldn't let me."
"Hehe, you're right. You can now, if you want."
I stopped short. Rayla didn't notice at first, but since we were still holding hands she was brought to an abrupt halt as well.
"What?" I said.
Rayla looked at me with a tilted head and a semblance of a coherent smile. "We could try it," she said. "It'd be a good test. Like out in the moonlight, going home drunk with someone. We could find out what it feels like."
I swallowed hard. I felt my palm sweating where I held Rayla's hand. "I don't know if it counts," I said. "If you... if it's...."
Rayla let go of my hand and stepped in front of me. She looked at me quite intently. "Obviously it would only be for real with someone you were crushing on. Or dating. Or--"
I kissed her. I could tell myself it was the booze, that it wasn't me. But it was. As nervous to take advantage of her as I was, she'd opened the door too hard for me to gently close it again.
It wasn't a good kiss. Even I had to admit that it was quick and nervous and uncoordinated. It wasn't the perfectly scripted first kiss from a movie. Yet, for all that, it was as amazing as I could have hoped. That all too brief contact of our lips, the taste of her, the feel of our bodies awkwardly pressing together, it was the sort of thing to set off fireworks inside me and fully cement Rayla as my perfect crush.
Rayla put her arms around me, but I think it was just for balance.
"Wow," she said, loosely hugging me. "That wasn't bad, actually."
My eyes lit up. "Really?"
"Yeah. I think kisses might be nice."
I scoffed. "That wasn't hardly your first one. It--"
"Yeah it was," she said casually. "I would have told you if I'd kissed someone. I tell you everything."
"That's true," I admitted, trying not to show all the excitement inside me trying to burst out.
Her first kiss. And it wasn't bad! That was practically good!
"Let's try it again," Rayla said. "But lemme tilt more like... this. And then--"
I kissed her again. She was closer to me, arms wrapped around me. I wrapped mine around her too, pulling her tight as I dared. I savoured the kiss, drawing it out as much as I reasonably could. I wanted to live in that moment.
Rayla was quiet for a moment after. I held my breath, waiting for a reaction.
"Yeah, that's nice," she said. She pulled away from my embrace. "Come on, I need a bed now."
I hurried to catch up and take her hand again. I was flushed, embarrassed, thrilled, nervous, basically all of things all at once, and I was pretty sure Rayla didn't realize hardly any of it.
That was ok. The night was perfect just the way it was.
****
About twenty minutes later I was holding Rayla's hair while she puked into the toilet. It wasn't great. I wasn't as badly drunk as her, but being near her throwing up was making me want to do the same. We didn't make a pretty pair.
My mom must have heard us. She came padding out to check on us in her robe.
"Fun party, was it?" she asked through a yawn.
"It was ok," I said.
I recalled kissing Rayla, and despite her current state I readjusted my grip, smoothing out her hair, and just smiled.
"Glad to hear it," Mom said. "I'll get you two some water. Should I make some toast or something while I'm at it?"
Rayla just groaned. I shrugged and nodded. "Yes please."
Mom sat up with us a while as we nibbled on toast and drank at least a glass of water each. She didn't chastise us or anything. It wasn't really her style generally, and she'd let us form our own lessons from the aftereffects we suffered. I both loved and hated that about her at times. I appreciated that I didn't have to worry about her yelling at me after coming home drunk, at least.
Rayla and I went to bed once we got too tired to stay up, and we seemed like we were past any more danger of throwing up.
"Ugh, my clothes all feel gross now," she grumbled. She started pulling them off in rather uncoordinated fashion.
"Probably the throwing up and sweating," I said, working on my clothes too.
"Blergh. Don't let me ever drink again."
"That's what you said last time too."
"And you didn't stop me?"
"There's no stopping you when you decide you want to party."
"That's not true."
"Yes it is."
I bit my lip as Rayla kept going and actually got fully naked. I felt like such a bad friend appreciating the view as she crawled into my bed like that, but how was I supposed to help it? She's the one who got naked.
I left my panties and shirt on for a sense of modesty, as well as the knowledge that both of us naked in my bed together was more than I could handle. Even as it was I felt all nervous and excited slipping in next to her.
Nothing was going to happen. That wasn't us. Kisses or not we were still best friends, nothing more.
Rayla made that quite painful as she rolled next to me, close enough that her breasts pressed against my arm. I lay still and pretended like I couldn't feel her next to me. I knew in my heart that I'd never sleep like that, that I'd be awake all night feeling her, listening to her breathing, and thinking about kissing her again.
I was, however, incorrect in that assessment. All the booze in my sleepy system put me out regardless of the number of nude crushes in my bed.
****
Morning kind of sucked. I didn't have a bad hangover, but enough of one that I regretted drinking. A slow recall of the events of the night before slowly mollified me until I changed my mind entirely and welcomed the pain, as it had been deemed worthy.
Rayla was slower than me to wake up, and when as she did she cuddled harder to me, which made me even happier about the state of my life.
"Hmph. Ames?"
"Yeah, Ray?"
"How much did I drink last night?"
"A lot."
"That makes sense."
She groaned and shifted, wiggling somehow closer against me. I tried not to sigh happily out loud.
"Ames?"
"Yeah?"
"Am I naked?"
"You took your clothes off last night, yes."
"... why did I do that?"
"You're asking me?"
She hesitated. "We didn't... we didn't, like...."
"We didn't what?"
"You know. When people get drunk and wake up naked with each other...."
I snorted. "We didn't accidentally have sex," I said, trying to sound casual about the possibility. "You'll note that I'm not naked."
"True."
She went quiet a while. I halfway thought she might just fall back asleep.
"Ames, I kinda remember something."
"Sure."
"I'm not sure if it's real though."
"Well what is it?"
"It's going to sound silly if it's not real."
"So what?"
"I just... I don't know if it's real."
I nodded. "I think I got the point. What are we talking about?"
Rayla hesitated again. "Did we kiss?"
I felt a flush and hoped she couldn't feel my heartbeat. "Yes."
"Oh. Really?"
"Yeah."
"Sorry."
I shrugged. "Nothing to be sorry about. We were both drunk, we both did it. It, uh, wasn't unpleasant."
Rayla groaned and pushed herself up. I was disappointed to lose her cuddles, but happy to see more of her as she raised herself and the covers fell away. She was hungover, bleary, and disheveled, arguably very much not at her most attractive, but she still appeared radiant and beautiful to me.
I could have just stared at her. Sure, partly because she was naked, but not entirely because of that. Partly just because I was hopelessly, painfully smitten. I had the sneaking suspicion that having slightly made out the night before wasn't going to help my crush any.
"I need a shower," she declared.
"That's true. Your morning breath is kind of atrocious."
"Bleh, shut up. I feel like I threw up all night."
"Well... not all night."
"Ugh. You're not supposed to let me make such an ass of myself."
"I feel like that's got to be partly on you," I said.
Rayla grumbled and padded nakedly toward the door. She stopped and turned back, and I had to quickly pretend like I hadn't been straight up checking out her ass. She grabbed one of my shirts, one long enough to cover her, and carried on toward the shower.
To my own embarrassment, I started playing with myself while she was showering. What could I say, I was horny. It happened.
I rubbed my pussy just thinking about Rayla. My recent memories were particularly helpful: our kisses, her naked cuddles, the fact that she was currently in the shower with all that water streaming down her nude body....
I felt bad about it after I came. Felt like I was taking advantage. She was my best friend, and I definitely should not be playing with my clit while thinking about her like that. But it felt so good in the moment, got me all excited, and indeed made me cum in that special way I desperately needed.
Rayla returned while I was still lying there contemplating my life choices. She was wrapped in a towel, all fresh and damp from the shower. It was more modest than full nudity, but was an enticing look all unto itself.
She sat down delicately on the bed next to me.
"Ames, I really am sorry," she said.
"You don't need to be sorry about anything."
"I do. We... we kissed. And--"
"It's really ok," I said. "That was both of us. It's not like you made me do anything."
She shook her head. "I'm not sorry for that. Just... it's unfair to you."
"Why?"
Rayla fidgeted with her towel. "Because I think it means a lot more to you than to me."
I froze. "What?"
She smiled awkwardly. "You didn't think I wasn't going to pick up on it sooner or later, did you?"
"Oh god."
"I mean, I think I know you pretty well."
"Ray, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to."
"No, I know. Not like it's something you can help. I wish we could have talked about it though. Before I did something stupid."
I sat up and hugged my knees. "I couldn't talk about it. Who crushes on their best friend? It's not right."
"It's not a big deal. I mean it's kind of flattering, in some ways. I just... I don't think I can feel the same."
I looked down and shook my head. "I know. Trust me, I know. I didn't want to say anything, 'cause it'll probably go away eventually. I'll find some other girl maybe. I just... I wish it would happen faster. And you'll find a boyfriend too. We'll both be happy, and still be friends, and it'll all be good."
Rayla sighed. "Ames, it's not that I can't feel the same specifically about you. I mean...."
"What?"
"Just...."
"Ray, what is it?"
"Oh god, Ames, I don't think I can feel the same about anyone. I... I don't think I've ever had a crush. Ever had anyone I liked. I'm supposed to. I know I'm supposed to. And I try so hard, but it just doesn't work. That's why I feel bad about last night. I even took advantage of you to try and just feel what I'm supposed to feel, and it just doesn't work."
She started to shake. I didn't think she was crying, but it was awfully close. I crawled over and wrapped my arms around her. She resisted for a moment, then let me hug her.
"I don't feel taken advantage of," I said.
"Doesn't mean you weren't."
"I think you have to let me decide if I was or not."
Rayla shrugged. "Ok."
She kept trembling for a while, then eventually settled a bit. It felt nice, just holding her, like a friend. Yes I'd just masturbated to her, but this was more solid ground. Just best friends being there for each other. It felt good in its own way, with no tricky moral questions floating along behind it. I missed just having these pure, wholesome moments.
"So... tell me about not liking anyone," I said softly. "I always assumed you were ok. You're the biggest flirt I know. In hindsight... maybe that doesn't mean what I thought it meant."
Rayla half laughed and half sobbed. She smiled as she swiped at her eye, wiping away a few errant tears. "It doesn't," she confirmed. "That was me trying to feel... whatever I'm supposed to feel. And I mean it's fun. Just messing around. But any time I thought about doing more, or someone was interested in doing more... it doesn't feel right. Sometimes it downright freaks me out. And I just can't explain why. Not even to myself."
I shrugged and hugged her tighter. "That's ok."
"Is it?"
"Yeah."
"You know I used you as a safety net. Whenever I didn't feel comfortable anymore around other people, I'd use you as a shield."
"That's what friends are for."
"Even when I started to realize you felt stuff for me? Was that still ok?"
"I never said anything. I didn't want you to know."
"Yeah, but I still knew. Mostly."
"Maybe we both could have been more honest," I said.
"Probably, yeah."
I kept hugging Rayla. I wasn't entirely sure what kept us both locked in that embrace, but it felt good, and it reassured me that things were ok.
"Ames?"
"Hm?"
"Do you want to kiss me again?"
I perked up, feeling my heartbeat increase to match. The immediate thrill lasted only a second before I thought about it. "We did that when we were drunk."
"I know. That's why... I mean if we did it, maybe I should at least properly remember what it feels like. I remember last night, but not all that clearly."
"You know I want to say yes."
"I do."
"But you don't really want to, right? Is it just for me?"
Rayla squirmed a little. "The weird thing is I do want to. Just... not because I want to be with you. Not like as a girlfriend. If this is just going to be weird then we shouldn't, and maybe I shouldn't have even said anything. But... if it's ok to just kiss again... just a little... then I think I kind of want to."
I didn't argue about it. I didn't want to win an argument like that. She wanted to kiss, so I kissed her. Maybe it was a terrible idea. I wasn't about to sit around questioning it.
It was a different vibe altogether from the night before. We weren't drunk and spontaneous, out in the moonlight, all alone in a sleeping world. Just two girls in a bedroom, close together, lips meeting all soft and tender together.
It was wonderful. That was my biased opinion. I decided I liked it even more than last time. Maybe just because it was fresh and new and happening to me in the moment, but maybe also because we were both fully aware of each other this time. Fully awake and sober, making deliberate choices, and somehow holding each other and kissing in the soft morning light.



"Problem is I could do this all day," I murmured.
Rayla giggled and turned away a little, just enough for her lips to be out of reach. "Really?"
"Yeah. Really."
"I mean... it's nice, but I think all day might be excessive."
I sighed. "That's 'cause you're not in love."
"In love!?"
I went bright red immediately. "I mean... shit, I didn't mean that. I just meant... I meant I've been crushing on you. It came out wrong! It--"
Rayla laughed hysterically and put a hand to my mouth to stop me. "Haha, oh my god, it's ok. I know what you meant. It caught me off guard is all."
"Sorry."
"It's ok. It really is. That was nice. I liked it. I don't want, like, romance or anything. But kisses are nice."
I was still blushing, but I wasn't nearly so panicked as I'd been a moment ago. I was even able to smile shyly.
"You really like them?"
"I do."
"... do you want to do more?"
Rayla reluctantly pulled away from me and stood up. She adjusted her towel, re-securing it. I entertained a fleeting thought of tugging it from her body and seeing her naked again.
"Probably shouldn't," she said. "Too much of a good thing, you know."
"Ok. But we're cool, right?"
"Yeah, Ames. We're cool. Of course we are. You're my bestie, and I'll always love you in that capacity. Even if we're both a little weird sometimes."
"Cool. I... I'm gonna go shower too, I think."
"Sounds good. I'm going to borrow some of your clothes."
I nodded. "So I assumed."
****
Things went back to mostly normal for Rayla and me. We hung out together or with our other friends, went to classes, went to occasional parties. Just the usual.
I still crushed on Rayla. The difference now was that she knew it, and I knew she knew. Also the fact that I had kissed her and knew how wonderful it could be in reality. I wasn't sure if that made things better or worse for me. A little of each depending on my mood, I supposed.
"You gotta stop looking at me so lovelorn and shit," Rayla murmured one day while were hanging out at Charlene's pool with her and some of our other friends.
"I'm not," I said.
"You are. I'm getting pretty expert at catching you at it. Someone else is bound to notice."
I flushed. "M'not even lovelorn," I mumbled. "But... I mean you're in a bikini. What am I supposed to do, not look?"
Rayla snorted. "You've seen me naked."
"Yeah, and I liked that too. Bikinis are hot in different ways."
"Ah."
"And... you look really good in it."
"... thanks."
Rayla blushed a little too. I tried my best not to stare at her quite so hard, but I wasn't at all lying about how good she looked in her bikini.
I got an excuse to feel her a bit when we messed around in the water some. She knew exactly what I was up to, of course, even if to our friends it was just regular horseplay in the pool.
It didn't help any that Rayla looked even better when she got our of the pool all wet and her suit clinging skin-tight to her body.
Charlene distracted me from perving out too hard by sauntering by and sitting next to me. She was just as wet from the pool as Rayla and I, and was still messing with her hair trying to get it back into some kind of order.
"So, Amy, did you hear that someone likes you?"
I stiffened a little before realizing she obviously didn't mean Rayla. Not that I cared if anyone knew how I felt, but I didn't want it coming out like this and potentially bothering Rayla.
"Someone likes me?" I asked. "Not a boy again, I hope."
"Haha, nah. You know Jocelyn?"
"Um... vaguely. I think we had a class together."
"Yeah, well she thinks you're cute."
I felt Rayla smirking at me. I just blushed faintly. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah. She'd say yes if you asked her out. Like ninety percent sure."
"Oh. Cool. But, um... I don't know."
Charlene frowned. "Oh come on. You have to date sometime. And she's into you! And she's cute and fun, maybe a little too shy, but that's--"
"No, just... I might kind of already like someone."
Charlene's eyes lit up and our other friends crowded in some more. I felt too much the centre of attention all of a sudden. Rayla was no help, mostly just trying not to crack up.
"You do?" Charlene said excitedly. "I didn't know that. Who is it?"
"I'd rather not say."
"What? But... is it me? Ooh, is it?"
I rolled my eyes. "You've got a boyfriend already."
"Yeah, well, maybe that's why you never told me then."
"It's not you."
"It's ok if it is. I mean, I don't like girls. But it's nice to be appreciated."
"Uh huh. It's still not you," I said firmly.
"Anyone I know?"
I sighed and leaned back. "I'm not telling. That's that."
"Tease!"
"That's right."
Charlene pouted for a moment. "Rayla!"
My eyes opened wide in panic for a second.
"Rayla, you know who Amy likes, right?"
I closed my eyes and fought my pounding heart, trying to keep cool. I'd very nearly just given myself away because I thought Charlene had realized that it was, in fact, Rayla with whom I was smitten.
"I might," Rayla said lazily.
"So you do!"
"I might, I said."
Charlene folded her arms. "Are you gonna tell us?"
"Even if I know, it wouldn't be my secret to share."
"But you do know," Charlene insisted.
"You ask again and I push you into the pool," Rayla said.
Charlene shrugged and stood up. "Fine, but you two are no fun."
"We have some concept of privacy, is all."
"That's what I said. No fun."
Rayla gave me a sidelong grin as Charlene pattered away. I smiled shyly back.
****
"What do you normally do when someone asks who you like?" Rayla asked me later, when it was just the two of us.
"I don't know," I said. "Doesn't come up that often."
"You used to tell me about girls you thought were cute."
"Oh. Yeah, well, I guess I still do that sometimes. I guess it's been different since...."
"Since you started thinking I was cute?" Rayla asked with a teasing smile.
"Since I started crushing on you," I corrected. "I think... I think I always thought you were cute. Just didn't realize it for a while."
"Always, huh?"
"Oh don't look so smug. You are cute. Not like that's a revelation."
"It's nice to hear though."
I shrugged. "I guess."
Rayla lay on her bed and curled her knees up to her chest. We were at her house this time, and I'd stolen some of her clothing. Honestly it was to a point I couldn't always keep track of whose clothes were whose originally.
"You're cute too, if that helps," she said.
I blushed. "Thanks."
"I mean... I don't really want to do anything about it. But you are, though."
"Just me? Or do you find lots of people cute?"
Rayla chewed her lip. "I'd say... a decent number of people. Usually when I flirt with someone it's 'cause I think they're cute. For a while I thought maybe that would be enough, but it never was."
"No. It's more than that for me too. Like... like I don't know. It's you, you know? Basically the person who knows me the best of anyone, who I always spend all my time with, who's basically like a sister... actually maybe ignore that last one."
Rayla giggled. "No, I get it. Like a sister you want to make out with."
"Gross! Shut uuuppp. Just like... god, I want to be best friends with you always. Just, I don't know, if there was some naked time in there sometimes it would be ideal." I waved my hand. "Not that I'm trying to pressure you or anything. I definitely don't want to do that. I'm just saying. Some people want to fuck random hotties. I don't think that's for me. I like knowing you already, and knowing how much I like you, and... stuff."
Rayla was quiet for a moment. I busied myself brushing out my hair, pretending like I hadn't just over-shared like crazy. Though to be fair, we knew each other so intimately already it wasn't like over-sharing was really a thing between us.
"I like that," she finally said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I mean... I like the idea of living with someone like that. Someone who's your best friend, and you love waking up next to every morning, and going for walks, and sharing all the same doofy jokes you've had for years. Just sappy romantic shit."
I smiled. "Yeah. That sounds nice."
"I just really, really struggle to ever want to have sex with anyone. Even you."
"Oh my god, Ray. I... we're not having sex."
"I know. But you would, wouldn't you? If I wanted to, and got naked right now, and... and stuff."
"... yes."
"Right. So just... that's the part that doesn't work for me."
I sat down next to her, carefully seating my weight on the mattress, trying not to disturb her. She looked even cuter than normal, all curled up and thoughtful.
"Ray?"
"Hm?"
"This might sound stupid, but...."
"Say it."
"It might be really stupid."
She shrugged. "So? It's me. Just say it."
I nodded. "Ok. What if we just tried dating. The two of us."
"But I--"
"Just the parts you want. No sex. No... I mean I don't know what else you don't want, but none of that either."
Rayla reached for my hand and gently ran her thumb over my knuckles. "That actually doesn't sound stupid at all."
"Really?"
"Really. I just, like, don't want you to get hurt, Ames. I think that maybe I'd like that, but I've spent a lot of time thinking I might like to date lots of people, and I never actually do when it comes to it."
"This is different," I said more confidently than I actually felt.
"Why?"
"Because you already kissed me and didn't hate it."
Rayla cracked a wide, slow grin. "You're going to be insufferable about that, aren't you?"
"It's my favourite thing that's happened in a while, yes."
"... you can kiss me again if you want."
I stroked my hand through Rayla's hair, guiding her face to tilt up more toward me, then kissed her. I was, in my own limited opinion, getting quite good at kissing her. It just felt so right.
It was exciting and nerve-wracking every time so far. Yet, despite that and all the thrills running through me, it felt comfortable, like it was something we'd been doing for years. Maybe it was because it was Rayla, the person I was already the most comfortable with. She could make my tummy fill with butterflies, but I never had to truly be scared of anything when it came to her. Our emotional connection was as warm and solid as ever, even if some physical connections were brand new.
"Damn that's still really nice," Rayla said.
"Mmhm," I agreed.
I tried to kiss her some more, but she gently held my face back from hers.
"Is sex... is it even better?"
"You're asking the wrong person."
"Right, yeah. Guess neither of us really knows, huh?"
"Not at the moment, no," I said. "Can I kiss you more or what?"
Rayla giggled. "You're so single-minded."
"If you could kiss yourself, you'd understand."
"You mean if I was totally smitten with myself and getting all kissy."
"Sure. That."
"Ames... what if sex would be really good and I'm just scared of it for no reason?"
I sat back, giving up on more kisses for the moment. "I really don't know what to tell you about that. Do you feel scared of it?"
"Kind of."
"Then maybe you're just not ready for it. I don't know."
"Maybe. Maybe I just need to do it to find out."
"Yeah, maybe."
"Or maybe it's really just not something I'd like."
"Also possible."
Rayla harrumphed. "You're not helping, you know."
I shrugged. "I can't decide who you are for you."
"Well, no, but you could give me some well-intentioned but ultimately useless advice."
"Ok, you should kiss your hot friend some more."
"I said you were cute. Never said hot."
"You didn't have to say it. Your eyes gave it all away already."
"You're such a goof, Ames."
"Mmhm."
I moved in again. Rayla accepted more kisses. I took my time, pushing my luck, waiting for her to signal it was enough. She didn't. I just kept kissing her, slowly ending up on top of her.
My instincts were to go further, to feel her, to get under her clothes. Stuff like that. I didn't listen to those instincts. I accepted a long, luxurious make-out with her. It was, I felt, the right choice.
****
It was weird dating Rayla at first. We were both so awkward about it. Even when it was just mostly the same as hanging out the way we'd always done. It felt like we needed to be different around each other in some way.
We worked our way through that. We realized we didn't need to be different or more formal together. Basically just hanging out with some occasional hand holding and kisses was all it took.
I was over the moon about it, so happy it hurt. Rayla didn't always know how to feel. I understood that. Sometimes I wished she could be happier and more certain of herself, but sometimes too I worried that if she wasn't exactly the way she was, she wouldn't be with me. Incredibly selfish of me, I know, but I was young and in love. Both of those things can mess with a girl's mind.
It was scary and exciting letting people know about us, especially since we weren't really quite girlfriends exactly. Just friends who were seeing what dating each other felt like. I kept tripping up wanting to call Rayla my girlfriend, but not quite being able to yet.
"Well at least I get why you two were being so weird about stuff," Charlene said.
We were hanging out at her pool again, in the evening this time. A half-dozen of us just lazing around getting drunk or stoned, as to preference.
"Who was being weird?" I asked casually.
"I mean you kind of were for a while," Wendy said. "The two of you. Amy wouldn't tell us who she liked, and Rayla used to flirt with everyone, then no one. I was starting to wonder if she actually liked anyone."
"I still wonder that," Rayla said. She had her head in my lap, and despite acting drunk, I was pretty sure she was the most sober of any of us there.
"You like Amy," Charlene said as thought it settled everything.
"Besides her, I mean," Rayla said. "Like someone who doesn't like boys or girls. That's a thing, right?"
"Asexual?" Wendy said. "Sure. That's legit." She blushed faintly. "So you two don't, like...."
"None of anyone's business," I said lightly.
"Sure, sure. Right."
"Maybe you're demisexual," Beth said. I'd sworn she was too high to even be paying attention, but I'd apparently been wrong.
"I'm... half sexual?" Rayla asked, wrinkling her nose in a manner I found incredibly endearing.
"Nah, like you only get attracted to people you're already close to. That kind of thing," Beth said.
"That's just how it works anyway, right?" Rayla asked. She looked around. "Right?"
"Well... not really," Charlene said. "I mostly want people I don't know that well. It just feels so messy if I already know their drama. Though to be fair, it doesn't work out that well for me most of the time, so that's not necessarily the right answer."
"Don't think there is a right answer," Beth said lazily. "Just people being into whoever they're into. No right or wrong about it."
Rayla still looked confused. "But... Ames, you're into me, and we were really close already."
I nodded. "That's true. But, like, I've definitely been horny for other girls before. Just not in a particularly strong way, I guess. Not like with you."
Rayla appeared troubled now. "People really get horny over people they don't know?"
A chorus of assents returned. I squeezed Rayla's hand, trying to convey reassurance.
"I just thought people were, you know, showing off and stuff," she said.
"That too. But some of it's real," I said. "Sometimes there's just this feeling. Doesn't always take much."
"It does for me," she said softly.
"I know. And that's ok."
"You want a hit of this?" Beth asked, holding a newly lit joint. "You look like you need it."
Rayla nodded and sat up, moving closer to Beth so they could share. "I think maybe I do. This is... a lot."
"I mean you're still the same person as always," Charlene said. "If that helps any."
Rayla sighed. "Yeah, but I realize now I'm even weirder than I thought. And I feel way, way stupider about all those times trying to flirt with people. I just thought it would click sooner or later. Like I'd figure out what I was supposed to feel."
"Well it might have kind of worked," I said. "Just not really in the way you expected."
"Maybe," Rayla said. "Shit though, Ames. What if I'm just doing it again but with you? What if I never actually feel the right things? What if--"
I moved quickly, if a little uncoordinated thanks to my drink. I kissed Rayla, nearly tackling her to the ground. Our friends cheered and laughed at the clumsy attempt. Rayla started laughing too. I grinned at her until she buried her face against me, still occasionally shaking with repressed laughter.
"You two are too friggin' cute," Charlene said. "Make me want to try again finding a good boyfriend."
"Don' worry 'bout it," Beth said, leaning back and letting her eyes close. "Jus' enjoy the night for now."
"Yeah. Yeah I guess."
****
Rayla continued to brood from time to time about what exactly she wanted in a relationship, and whether her desires were fair to me and/or herself. I mostly just kept taking every opportunity to make out with her more. I knew what I wanted, and I was getting at least some of it, so that was working out nicely I thought.
Rayla usually could be seduced into kissy times, though it was very, very rare for her to initiate. It was fine. I knew what I was getting into. There were occasions when I kind of minded knowing that I was more into her than she was into me, but again I knew what I was getting into, and really had no one to blame but myself.
Mostly I just loved it. I had my best friend, same as always, and I got to kiss her lots. We held hands sometimes or snuggled more than usual, and I got to play games of trying to subtly pressing against her in more intimate ways than ever before. I spent practically a whole movie night once with my head nestled against her boobs. She definitely knew it was deliberate, but she let me do it anyway.
What actually caught me by surprise was the revelation that she might have had her own interest in me sneaking feels from time to time.
We were at my place, sitting in the dark on my couch and watching a show together. It was late, my parents were in bed already, and we were snuggling hard together. We got into little bouts of making out here and there, but mostly I was just holding her, my arms wrapped around her midsection.
"Ames?" she said.
"Yeah, babe?"
"Hehe, that's still so weird hearing you call me that after all these years."
"What, you don't like it? What about--"
"No, I kinda do. It's just strange is all."
I shrugged and kissed her shoulder. "Oh. Anyway, what were you gonna say?"
"I... nevermind."
"No, tell me."
"Ok. I was just gonna ask if, like, you ever wanted to... feel me up more."
"... is that a serious question?"
Rayla nodded. "It is."
"Of course I want to feel you up more. Ray, I want to do so many things to you. Or with you. Or whatever."
She turned her head fully away from me, hiding her expression. "So why don't you?"
"'Cause I don't want you to be uncomfortable about it, duh. You like kisses, and I'm happy to stick with them."
"No you're not. You want more. I can tell when you get all horny and stuff."
I bit my lip. "I mean... yes, I do want more. I just don't want to be pushy, and I don't ever want to ruin our friendship over it. I would... I would stop kissing you forever if I had to before I'd want to scare you off."
"Oh Ames, I really like kissing you."
"I know. I'm glad."
"How about... how about if you want to try some things sometimes, then maybe you should, and I'll let you know when I'm not comfortable, ok?"
I wrapped my arms tighter around her, feeling my eyes go wide and my fingers tremble a little with excitement. "Really? For real?"



"Yeah," Rayla said softly. "Just, you know, to try it."
"Like... this?"
I moved one of my hands up ever so slowly until I was cupping one of her breasts. She sighed quietly and didn't move.
"Yeah," she said. "That's ok."
"Just ok?"
"I don't know. What is it supposed to feel like?"
"Um... good question. You wanna feel my tits up some and I'll let you know?"
"Ha, maybe later."
"Promise?"
"Depends on how this all makes me feel."
"Fair."
I kissed Rayla's shoulder again, then just held her some more, leaving my hand right where it was on her breast. I stayed like that, happy as could be, until she started getting antsy.
"Is that all you're gonna do?" she asked.
"It's really nice," I said.
"Yeah, well... I mean play with it or something."
I grinned. "Are you getting horny?"
"No! I mean.... maybe. Yes? I don't know."
"That covers all possible answers alright."
Rayla squirmed in my arms. "What does being horny feel like?"
"Have you never felt it?"
"You know I've had trouble finding anyone I like."
"Yeah, but being horny is different. Sometimes that just happens for no damn reason at all."
"Oh. So it's not, like, when you meet someone and want to see them naked and run your hands all over them and fuck and stuff?"
I squeezed Rayla's breast gently. "It can be, I guess. Sometimes it's just, you know, feeling like you want to rub your pussy and have a quick cum or something."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Of course. It doesn't have to be with someone else. There's, like, differences between things your body feels and how you feel around other people. Like sexual attraction and horniness aren't the same thing. But they are closely related a lot of the time."
Rayla shifted again in my arms. "So when, like, I kind of feel like holding the shower head down at my pussy for a while before I get out and dry off...."
"Haha, yeah, you're being a horny little thing."
"But... but I don't think I ever cum though. Is that still being horny?"
"Oh my god, babe. You're such an innocent."
Rayla shook her head. "Shut up. I just... I never really wanted to look into this stuff too much. 'Cause I was scared of what I might find. And watching porn... it always grossed me out before I could get very far."
"Well lucky you have me then," I said. "I am very skilled at playing with a pussy. Granted I've had to practice exclusively on my own until now, but--"
"Not ready for that yet," Rayla said quickly.
"Enh, we'll see how horny I can get you."
"Oh god. Am I going to regret this?"
"Sure hope not."
I played with Rayla's boobs some more, getting more and more comfortable with the idea that I was allowed now. Once I got brave enough I slipped my hands under her shirt, directly on to her warm skin.
"Are you shivering?" I asked.
"No."
"Trembling?"
"Maybe."
"You can tell me to stop."
"I... don't want you to."
"Oh. Good."
I kept playing under Rayla's shirt, even removing her bra like the dextrous ninja I definitely wasn't. I focused mostly on her boobs, of course, but I also found that light touches along her tummy or up her sides also seemed to get nice reactions from her.
"Ames? I think you're kinda getting me horny," Rayla whispered.
"Unf. That's the hottest thing anyone's ever said to me."
"Shut up."
"It's true though."
"... this is a stupid question probably, but like when my pussy gets all wet, even if it's really for no reason, that's--"
"Probably you being horny for no particular reason, yes."
"... and what if it's because my girlfriend is feeling me up kind of a lot?"
I sucked in a sharp breath. "Say that again."
"What if... oh. Sorry. I called you--"
"Yeah. Say it again. Please?"
"... girlfriend."
"Mmm, that's it."
"You're a goof. That's what we are, right?"
"Well... I was hoping maybe we would be. We've just been, you know, feeling it out. So to speak."
"I really kind of feel like that's what we are," Rayla said softly.
"It's agreed then," I said. "Girlfriend."
She giggled as I kissed her cheek, then turned her head so we could kiss properly on the lips. My girlfriend. That was going to be all that was in my head for weeks, I could feel it.
I kept kissing Rayla and playing with her boobs, as well as just generally holding and feeling her. I made her get all squirmy and horny, delighting in the opportunity to do so.
I was pretty sure Rayla didn't know what to do with these feelings I was causing in her. She kept reaching for my hands like she wanted me to stop, then pulling back and letting me carry on.
"Ames?" she said.
"Hmm?"
"I think I'm definitely horny now."
"Yeah, I know," I said. "It's pretty obvious."
Rayla wiggled some more in my arms. "Now what?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean... I've never been this horny."
"Oh. Well generally I get myself off when I'm badly horny."
"Like... like cumming?"
"Yes."
Rayla whimpered softly. "I haven't done that before."
"I know. You said already."
"Could you... help me?"
I squeezed my thighs tight together. I'd been ignoring my own arousal as I played with Rayla, but her words, her few simple words, made me so very aware of how wet I was.
"You mean it?" I breathed.
"I think so. It's ok if you don't want to, I--"
"I want to."
"--I don't think I'm ready to do--"
"I want to!"
"--stuff back to you, and I know it's not--"
"Ray, I swear to god, I'm going to finger you and you're going to like it."
She buried her head away from me for a moment. "Ok," she said in a quiet, barely-there voice.
I couldn't believe it was actually happening. I didn't think she'd ever let me do it. She just needed to be horny enough, it turned out. Which basically made sense in hindsight.
My fingers trembled but did what they needed to do. I slowly undid her pants and sneaked my way into her soaked panties. I moved carefully as though any wrong touch could take away this golden treasure from me just as I'd finally attained it.
Rayla tensed against me as I caressed her pussy. She whimpered a bit and pressed herself harder into me. I held her tighter with one arm while continuing to lovingly explore her little slit.
"Ames," she hissed.
"Shhh, you're ok," I said. "I got you."
"That... it feels...."
"Good? Bad? Weird?"
"... good. Mostly good. Some weird."
"Mmhm. Just relax," I said. "Tell me what feels the best."
"Um... kinda when you brush my clit. That's really nice."
I grinned and nuzzled her neck. "Ok, like this?"
"Unf."
"I'll take that as a yes."
I learned how to touch Rayla from her words, but also just from the little involuntary sounds she made. Those deep, animalistic noises coming straight from her throat were validation unlike anything else, and were doing things to me that kind of overwhelmed my senses.
I humped against Rayla's butt, unable to help grinding on her some while I fingered her pussy. I had no hand free for myself, and I knew she wasn't ready to touch me like that. She didn't seem to mind me rubbing up on her though.
"Oh god," she whined. "Is this what it's supposed to feel like?"
"Yeah."
"No wonder people like this stuff."
"Heh, yeah, it's popular for a reason."
"Can you... rub just a little harder?"
"Like... this?"
"Um, down just a little. Yeah. Mmph. There."
Shivers ran down my spine. It was like I could feel all the pleasure running through her. Every sexual touch I gave Rayla was returned to me in its own special, ethereal way.
"Ames! Amyyy!"
"It's ok. It's ok!"
"I'm... hold me. Please."
"I am, babes. I got you."
She was cumming. She was cumming because of me, on my fingers. I kissed her neck and shoulder, her ear and her cheek. I held her, and I rubbed her, and I felt everything as my brand new girlfriend and all time best friend got to cum for the first time ever.
The pride and self-satisfaction I felt in my work turned to panic as I Rayla started shaking afterward.
"Ray? Ray, what's wrong?"
She shook her head. "Nothing."
"You're crying."
"I know. But I don't know why. I just... it's so much all at once."
I hugged her and held her close. "You're sure you're ok?"
"Yeah. I just... I just need a minute."
The rising panic in me slowly subsided as she calmed down. She made me feel even better when she rolled over and started manically kissing me. I started giggling at the intensity of her kisses, and the relief I felt that everything was ok.
"I think I just got overwhelmed there," Rayla said. "You made me cum. It was... a lot. In a good way. I never made myself feel even half that good when I played with myself."
"Yeah, I got skills," I said, grinning madly.
"Haha, yeah you do. Also just... it's just you, you know? It feels like I can feel things with that ordinarily I can't."
"Like cumming?"
"Like getting horny enough to cum, yes."
"You really like me, huh?"
Rayla smiled. "I know you're half joking, but yes, I do. You're my best friend, Ames. I don't think I could ever feel a connection with anyone as strongly as with you."
"I mean... I think maybe you could. If you met someone you really wanted to have sex with and stuff."
She shook her head and took my hand. "No, I don't think so. Even now, even after that, I don't... I don't think I feel sexual attraction. Even to you. But I feel so close to you, and... and I want to do that again."
"Isn't wanting to do sex with me kind of like sexual attraction?"
Rayla looked at me with big eyes. "I don't know," she said softly. "But I don't think so. I've been reading a bit online, and I think it's slightly different things. I don't feel an urge to have sex with anyone, you included. But I'm ok with sex itself, and... and I kind of want to do stuff with you because it feels good and I know it'll make you happy."
"Well you're right about that last part," I said, kissing her tenderly.
"I think I might need more time before I'm ready to, like, do stuff to you. If that's ok."
"That's ok, Ray. You don't need to do stuff to me anyway."
"Well it'd be only fair."
"Nah, I'm getting what I want already. Don't need to worry about 'fair' or anything."
"So you're not horny right now?"
I laughed. "Oh I am so stupidly horny you don't even know."
"Just from playing with my pussy?"
"And the rest of you, yes."
Rayla squirmed. "See, that's unfair. I should probably make you cum too, and--"
"Babe, seriously, don't worry about it. I can take care of myself. But, uh, how do you feel about watching?"
Her eyes went wide for a second, then she grinned. "Ok."
We ended up at opposite ends of the couch. Still fairly close, but not touching. Rayla pulled her knees up and watched me intently from a protective ball. I unashamedly shed my bottoms and found a comfortable position to spread my legs and make sure she could see everything.
I was horny anyway by that point, but I was even more turned on at Rayla watching me play with myself. It was something I'd considered in the past, before I knew I had any chance at all with her. I'd thought that maybe just watching each other could be fun. Getting off together. I'd never dared suggest it though for fear that it would be weird to even say out loud.
Now it was happening. I got to rub myself while Rayla watched with a mix of curiousity and anticipation, as well as perhaps a little leftover arousal.
"Do you do this a lot?" Rayla asked.
I shrugged. "I don't know. What's a lot?"
"Um... like every day?"
"Basically then, yeah."
"Oh."
"You disapprove?"
Rayla's wide, bright eyes were glued to my pussy even as she shook her head. "No. Just curious. Is this how you always do it?"
"Half-naked in the living room while you watch? Not so much."
"I mean... with your hand. And your fingers."
"Usually. But sometimes, you know, the showerhead. Like you. Or a pillow. Or I've got this vibrator that works pretty well." I bit my lip and rubbed my clit a little faster. "Want me to show you?"
"Yeah. But not right now."
"We could get you a vibrator too."
"Nah, I wouldn't use it that much."
"Maybe I'll use mine on you sometime then."
Rayla blushed, which I found adorable and erotic. God, the things I wanted to do with her now that the door was open....
"Actually," she said slowly. "I think maybe... maybe sometime... not tonight... maybe I could help you. With a vibrator. It seems less scary than other stuff."
I closed my eyes. "You want to?"
"Kinda."
"I don't want you to do things you don't want to just to make me happy."
"Maybe I want to make you cum, Ames. Maybe I want that."
"Unf. Say that again."
I opened my eyes to see Rayla smiling shyly at me. "I want to make you cum," she said, enunciating carefully.
"Fuck yesss," I hissed.
"You're getting off just thinking about it, aren't you?" she said.
"Obvious, is it?"
"Yeah." Rayla bit her lip. "Are you gonna cum for me right now?"
"Yesss."
"I mean, like, right now," she said, leaning in a little. "I think you should cum."
I whimpered, focusing on the ball of pleasure inside me, feeling it grow. I wasn't expecting this from Rayla, but just like everything else this evening, it was so working for me.
"Cum," she said.
"I ammm," I whined.
And I was. That sweet release hit me, making me feel so, so good. For one beautiful moment in time, my world was narrowed down to my orgasm and Rayla.
Rayla was enthralled. She leaned in even closer, mouth slightly open, eyes locked on me. She waited until I was spent before crawling close and kissing me.
"That was pretty hot," she said.
"Good, I'll have to do it again for you some time."
"You should." Rayla looked at me thoughtfully. "Want to... go to bed?"
"Ooh, round two?"
"No, hornygirl. Just bed. For sleep. And cuddles."
"Acceptable! Let's go."
I didn't put any bottoms back on, feeling that they were unnecessary and might get in the way. Rayla claimed the big spoon position, but regrettably didn't decide to play with me more as we lay in bed together, even though my pussy was right there if she wanted it.
I was only being greedy anyway. I'd had a better night than I could have reasonably hoped for already, and getting to sleep all curled up with Rayla was perfection itself. There'd be plenty of other chances for sexy times.
****
"You seem awfully happy this morning," Mom said.
I smiled dreamily, which had probably given me away in the first place. I didn't mind. The world made sense to me, everything was as it should be. I had nothing to hide.
"I am," I said. "I have a girlfriend."
Mom and Dad looked back and forth from me and Rayla, all of us sitting together at the breakfast table. Rayla smiled too, but blushed at the sudden attention.
"That's great, honey," Dad said, going back to his eggs.
"Thanks, Dad."
"It is," Mom agreed a little more hesitantly. "I wonder if we need to talk about these sleepovers though?"
"Mooommm, Ray's always slept over."
"Yes, but she wasn't your girlfriend then."
I was all ready to pout ferociously, but Dad saved me.
"They're both girls, dear," Dad said. "No one's getting accidentally pregnant."
Mom rolled her eyes at him. "You're supposed to back me up," she said.
He smiled winsomely. "You're just having a protective mother moment, which I love about you, but you know as well as I do people will find ways to have sex if they want to. And again, it's not like we're risking teenage pregnancy here."
"So pragmatic of you," Mom said. She sighed. "But you're right, I think I did just panic for a moment about my baby growing up." She reached out and squeezed my hand. "I'm happy for you. Both of you. Just feeling time slipping away from me all of a sudden."
"Aw, thanks Mom," I said. "I definitely promise I won't get Ray pregnant."
Mom rolled her eyes, Rayla blushed harder, and Dad and I just shared a mischievous grin.
"They grow up so fast," Mom said. "Usually in all the worst ways."
"Love you too!" I said.
"She gets her sarcasm from you, you know," Mom said, mock-glaring at Dad.
"One of my better qualities at least," Dad said, unperturbed.
Rayla nudged me. "Can we escape before I get even more embarrassed?" she whispered.
"Sorry about that. But yes, just give it a minute and we'll slip out."
****
Rayla and I adjusted to getting more attention than we wanted for a while. It died down again slowly, as that sort of thing tends to. But for a while we were 'the lesbian couple' at school. Which was kind of unfair, as we definitely weren't the only openly GSRM students around, but we did make quite a cute and visible couple, so maybe we brought it on ourselves.
There was a little bit of weirdness, homophobia still being a bit of a hobby for certain crowds, but in general no one particularly minded, and indeed plenty of people were fully supportive.
I was ecstatic about the next party Rayla and I got invited to because even though I still wasn't nearly the dancer she was, she spent the whole time flirting and dancing with me instead of a bunch of other people. It was all me this time.
The dancing itself was good too, even if it took me a while to appreciate it. I was too busy at first feeling smug and satisfied with myself for having all Rayla's attention. I'm pretty sure she noticed and started grinding pretty hard on me, which quite successfully got my focus back where it should be.
"This is so different for me," Rayla whispered while we were slow dancing together, pressed all tight together.
"'Cause you actually get some action?" I whispered back.
"Kind of, I guess. It is kind of fun knowing when we go home we're gonna do stuff."
"Mmhm!"
"But I just mean... it's my first party being monogamous."
"You mean not being a total flirt with everyone?" I teased.
"Yeah. That. And, like, it's so much better actually being with someone I like instead."
"I like it too," I assured her.
I slipped a hand under her top, just to the small of her back, nowhere too inappropriate. I kissed Rayla, which turned into tenderly making out as we still moved to the rhythm of the music.
"Oh you two are so unfair," Charlene complained as she walked by. "I miss when none of us had a good relationship."
"You were the one with a boyfriend last time we had a party," I pointed out.
"Yeah, and that didn't last very long, did it?"
"I can make out with you for a bit if you want," I offered.
Charlene blushed, while Rayla gasped.
"Ames, no!" Rayla said. "I get your makeouts!"
"Hehe, I know, babe. I just wanted to tease her."
I kissed Rayla more to make up for my flippant comment. Charlene found a boy to dance with for a while, so that at least was nice for her.
The problem I was having, if one could call it a problem, was that I was getting stupidly horny. It turned out a prolonged period of dancing with my girlfriend, feeling her up, kissing her, and even grinding on each other all kind of resulted in me getting worked up beyond all reason. It was funny about that.
****
"Is this the first time we've left a party in a while without being hammered?" I asked on our moonlit walk back to my house.
"Speak for yourself. I'm kind of drunk."
"Hm, sure, but only kind of. You were wasted last time."
"Wasn't that bad."
"Yeah it was. You got into bed naked with me."
Rayla flushed. "Oh yeah. I forgot about that."
I sighed happily. "I never will."
"Haha, of course not." Rayla squeezed my hand. "I think maybe I partly wanted to get drunk to see if something like that might happen again."
"You can get naked any time you want. Don't worry about having an excuse."
"I need my inhibitions down a little."
"You saying I didn't get you horny enough yet?"
Rayla shook her head. "No no, not that. I am plenty horny."
"Good."
"I just kept thinking maybe... maybe I want to try some new things tonight. It's a good night for it. We got to dance together so much, and around all those other people and stuff."



I grinned. "You like showing off, huh?"
"I don't know. Maybe. I know I want to go to bed with you."
"Unf. Let's walk a little faster then."
Rayla dawdled, and since I was unwilling to let go of her hand, so did I. "Don't hurry it, babe," she said. "Walking home on a warm, moonlit kind of night? That's part of the night. Embrace it."
"You're such a romantic."
She smiled crookedly. "I think I actually am, even if that was meant as a joke. I think... I think when I get horniest, I need a lot of stuff as buildup. Like not sexy stuff necessarily, although that helps. But, like, just dancing together, being together, going for a romantic walk... stuff like that."
"So many kisses you get a little dizzy?"
"... maybe that too, yes."
"Looks like it's gonna be a good night for you, huh?" I teased.
Rayla only walked closer to me. "Yes," she said simply. "It does."
****
We fell into bed together. Rayla was definitely all revved up already, but I still made sure to treat her as romantically as I could. I was so horny it hurt, and I needed to do stuff to her to take the edge off.
I'd been working more and more on getting to eat her out. She was pretty good about me fingering her ever since the first time, and we'd messed around with my vibrator, but she needed to be in the right kind of mood to let me latch my mouth on to her pussy. She got all embarrassed about it for some reason.
Tonight was the night for it. I could feel it as I peeled clothes off of Rayla while kissing her all over. I was going to eat her pussy so good. She kept giggling and trying to strip me too, which I encouraged, but mainly I had my tunnel-vision focus on her naughty bits.
"Ames, wait!"
I looked at her with pitiful eyes, head already between her legs. I gave her pussy a quick smooch before answering, just in case that was all I got.
"Please let me lick you?" I said. "Pleeeaaase?"
"Hehe, oh my god you're so horny."
"I am! Have pity."
Rayla giggled some more. I took the chance to lick her a little bit. It really was all I wanted in life.
"I meant... unf, don't do that to me, I'm trying to focus."
I grinned and licked around her clit a little more, anything to distract her. It was working pretty well so far.
"Ames, I'm trying to say... can I lick your pussy actually?"
I stopped mid-lick. My heart seemed to pause for a second, my whole body in a brief stasis as I processed.
"R-really?"
"Yeah. You always make me feel good. I want to do stuff for you too. It's just... been a little scary. But I think I really want to tonight."
"You don't have to," I said. "You don't owe me anything like that."
"It's not about that," she said. "Sex is... a little weird for me. You know that. But that doesn't mean I don't want to do things too. Believe it or not, I'm not a total pillow princess."
"I'm ok if you wanted to be. You're my princess."
"Hehe, ok. But really, I'm so horny right now, and just a little drunk, and... and I want to try licking your pussy. Can I?"
"Yes! Holy fuck yes." I rolled over and awkwardly yanked my panties off. "Can I still lick you afterward."
"Hopefully yes. Let's see how this goes."
I spread my legs wantonly wide as Rayla crawled between them. She hesitated as she got close, chewing rather cutely on her bottom lip. I clutched my hands together and held my breath, wondering whether to say anything or not.
She moved again before I needed to decide. Her head dipped down and her lips brushed against me. It was the single hottest moment of my life up until then. I wanted to preserve it in time so I could experience it again and again.
It was such a small touch, physically speaking. Emotionally it was so much more. Rayla kissing my pussy, doing it for me, because she loved me and wanted me to feel good. And yes, a little bit because she was horny too. It was all good stuff.
Rayla kissed me again, and I immediately revised my previous opinion. That was actually the hottest thing. By the third kiss I gave up and decided I just wanted to enjoy it all.
"This... isn't that scary actually," Rayla murmured.
"No, it's just a pussy."
"It's your pussy," she corrected, smooching it again. "But I just... I don't know. It always seemed like so much pressure to do this kind of stuff. This feels so easy actually."
"Hehe, 'cause you looovvve me."
"Shut up."
Rayla pressed her lips to me again and held them there, sucking gently on my pussy. Her tongue flicked out and just barely grazed me. I hissed in delight and let her do it again, and again.
"That's sooo goooddd," I moaned.
Rayla blushed and kept doing what she was doing. She kissed and sucked on me, using very small movements with her tongue as though she wasn't quite sure about licking yet.
I let her take her time. I really only wanted her mouth on me as long as possible anyway, regardless of what she wanted to do with it.
"Raaayyy," I breathed softly, letting my fingers slip through her hair.
"Ames," she whispered back. She lifted her eyes, looking intently into my soul. "Show me where to lick you."
Shivers ran through me. Somehow I fell more in love with her than ever.
"You're doing fine," I assured her.
"I... I don't know where to lick. It's so different being down here. I thought if I just started kissing, it would kind of fall into place."
"So far so good," I said.
"Ames, I'm serious. Show me."
I nodded and took a gentle grip of Rayla's hair. I moved her face back to my pussy, her lips back to my bare skin.
"I like that thing where you kind of suck on my clit," I said.
She started doing it again, letting her kisses linger and turn into sucking motions around my sensitive areas. I urged her to use more tongue along with it, to be freer about lapping at me wherever seemed right. From there I could slowly guide her to do what felt the very best for me, what would make me cum.
It was kind of like we were learning together. I'd never been eaten out before, nothing even close really. I loved that we got to try it out together and figure out what drove me absolutely wild. It blew my mind the sorts of things she could make me feel.
Rayla was so happy when she made me cum. She looked at me with such intense, proud, sultry eyes afterward, just watching me be a gooey, boneless mess.
"You know your mistake?" I croaked before clearing my throat.
"Mistake?" she said, frowning slightly.
"Yeah. I used to be happy just getting myself off. Now I'm gonna need you to do it for me."
She blushed cutely and ran a teasing finger along my pussy. "I think maybe I could help sometimes. It was pretty fun, actually. And I liked making you feel good. Once I got going, it really wasn't scary at all."
"Nothing scary about pussy."
"Says the lesbian."
"You've eaten more pussy than me, just as a reminder."
"That's... only technically true." Rayla squirmed. "Maybe we should even it up a little."
"Like... me licking you?"
"I'm really horny still, Ames."
"You know I love to hear that."
I grabbed her and held her tight, just getting in all the kisses I could, rolling around so gloriously naked together. I'd had a cum, and was sufficiently in control of myself to know what I was doing. I wasn't sure if Rayla was. She was so desperate and whimpering, needing to cum too. As much as I wanted to just keep pressing our bodies together, feeling her against me, I wanted even more to make this the best night I possibly could for both of us.
I got Rayla on her back and crawled between her legs. I looked up at her as I lowered my lips to her pussy, rejoicing in the excitement and eagerness in her eyes.
She was so wet and ready for me. She was absolutely delicious and addictive even just upon my first tentative tastes of her. The more I licked, the more I wanted.
I had to rein in my enthusiasm just a little to respond to Rayla's signals. I recognized that I was focused on what felt good to me, and I wanted to make sure I was primarily doing what felt good for her instead.
It seemed to work out. The better she felt, the better I felt, and the more in tune with her I became. My tongue was at one with her pussy. Eventually I made her cum, which meant we both got exactly what we wanted.
Afterward there were the perfect naked, post-sex cuddles that eclipsed anything up until then. It was the absolute perfect end to the night.
"Thanks for letting me do that," I said, kissing her cheek.
"Are you kidding?" she said. "I wish I'd asked for that sooner."
"No you don't. You needed time, and that's ok."
"I guess." Rayla buried her face against me. "But we're doing more of that, you realize. We're gonna get each other all horny and do stuff to each other."
I smiled and held her close. "Yeah, Ray. That's the dream."
"Heh. You got your dream, huh?"
"I kinda did."
"With your best friend and all."
"My girlfriend now."
"Yeah. Yeah I am. Not where I ever saw myself, but... maybe I'm glad I never found anyone else I was into."
"Maybe it's 'cause you loooved me this whole time."
She snickered. "Yeah, keep telling yourself that. You loooved me. It's the other way around."
"It can be both."
Rayla sighed and kissed my shoulder. "I think I'm just lucky I figured out how to love anyone like this."
"Lucky for both of us."
"Yeah, that's true. Good night, Ames."
I smiled. "Good night, Ray."
I wasn't ready to fall asleep. Not for a while, probably. But I could definitely lie still and hold her. I could do that forever.
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Mal stared at Eve. Eve stared at Mal.
Mal tapped his fingers anxiously on the restaurant table. Eve toyed with her water glass and the ring of condensation it left behind.
"So... you're my sister?" Mal asked.
Eve shrugged. "As far as I can tell. We could get a DNA test to be sure, I guess."
"I mean... you kind of look like me."
"Yeah, that's kind of what I thought too, when I first saw a picture of you. We've got the same eyes. And cheekbones."
"And our parents--"
"Never knew them any more than you did. Was kind of hoping they'd be with you, but it wasn't much hope."
Mal toyed with his fork, then gave up when he almost sent it clattering to the floor.
"Always wanted to meet them," he said. "Thought it might be nice."
"I almost think I'd rather not," Eve said softly. "I mean, I would in heartbeat if someone offered, but either I'd hate them and I'd be miserable, or I'd love them and I think it might kill me."
"I get that," Mal said. "I... god, I have a sister. I'm still trying to wrap my head around it. I--"
He was interrupted by their waitress arriving with their food. Neither Mal or Eve made any sudden rush to eat, though they both fidgeted with their food, pushing it around their plates.
"I'm glad you're not an asshole," Eve said. "I was afraid maybe you would be, and I'd just feel stupid for finding you."
"Who says I'm not?"
"I say."
"We just met."
"Yeah, I know. What can I say, I'm a hopeless romantic."
Mal frowned. "This can't be about romance, I--"
"Not that kind. Just, you know, the romance of a big emotional reunion. Long lost family members. That sort of thing."
"... with your brother?"
"Again, not that kind of romance. I'm hopelessly optimistic, is that better?"
"A little. How optimistic are we talking?"
Eve considered. "Optimistic enough that I went looking for family that had abandoned me for twenty years."
"Oof."
"Not blaming you, of course. You didn't know."
"I didn't," Mal agreed. "But now I feel like maybe I should have been looking too."
"Probably not. The odds were never very good."
"Good enough, though."
Eve smiled crookedly. "Yeah, seems so, huh?"
Mal matched her smile, slightly more bashfully. "So, uh, other than being an orphan and all, how's your life been?"
Eve laughed and finally started picking at her food. "Just diving right in, are we?"
"Unless you have a better topic of conversation."
"I, uh, have a somewhat awkward question actually."
"Oh?"
"Yeah."
"Well ask it, I guess."
Eve looked away for a second, then took a deep breath. "This is a hell of an imposition, but... I don't technically have a place to live currently, and I'm slightly on the broke side. I didn't really want it to be like this, not when we first met, but could I--"
"Stay with me?"
"Yeah. Just for a bit. Thought I might move to the area, find a job or something. I'd really try to be out of your hair again soon."
"You... you're moving here?"
Eve shrank back a little. "Coming on too strong, aren't I? I knew it. Just... I need to get away from where I was living, and... and near my brother seems like a good a place to try as any."
Mal shook his head quickly. "Not too strong. I didn't mean it like that. I... I think it's kind of exciting. I don't know how it'll work, or even if we'll be able to stand each other, but--"
"I've never had a big brother to hate," Eve said, a teasing quirk gracing her lips. "Could be fun."
"I've never had a pain in the ass little sister either. We... we're probably gonna be hella dysfunctional, huh?"
"It's a possibility."
****
"So... I guess you get the couch," Mal said. "I'd offer you a guest room if I had one."
"Haha, yeah," Eve said. "This'll be fine. I'm really gonna try and move out again as soon as I can."
"Sure. Well, uh, I'll show you the rest of the apartment. You can drop your stuff wherever."
"Ok."
Mal led Eve on the short tour that encompassed his living space. There wasn't much to show, and Eve really only lingered at his bedroom.
"Something interesting?" he asked.
"No, not really. I was just checking for, you know, evidence of girly things."
"Girly things?"
"Like if you had another girl staying over sometimes."
"... I don't have a girlfriend currently. You could have just asked."
Eve shrugged. "Sure, but it felt awkward."
"More awkward than this?" Mal asked.
"Well... maybe not. It's a sister's prerogative to be nosy though."
"Am I going to regret this already?"
"Sure hope not."
They made their way back to the couch. Eve flopped onto it, testing out her temporary bed.
"I'll let you settle in," Mal said. "Then--"
"Settle in? I have like two things I want to unpack. Most of the rest is clothes that'll basically have to stay in my bags for now anyway."
"Still, though. And I was gonna say I can order some food for later, and... do you want to watch a movie this evening or something?"
Eve smiled. "I do. You don't have to be nervous about asking. You're not asking me on a date or anything."
"I know that. You're my sister. Which is still weird for me to say out loud." Mal scratched the back of his head. "I still just really don't know anything about you. I don't know what to do with a sibling I only just met today."
"You could pull my hair and break my toys, I guess. We've got years to make up for."
"What toys? You're too old for...."
Eve smiled wide.
"... you've got a vibrator with you, don't you?"
"Not just one, but yes."
"Aaannnd I'm gonna go for a walk."
"Hey, I wasn't gonna use them right now! Come back here!"
"Still gonna go for a walk. I'll bring food with me on the way back."
"Yeah, well... ok. See you later."
Eve folded her arms and just sat by herself after Mal left.
"That was weird. I was too weird, right?"
"Yeah, Eve. That was too weird. Don't bring up your sex toys when first meeting your brother. Classic blunder."
"Oh shut up, Eve. What do you know?"
"I know not brag about my vibrator collection to someone I just met. Who also is my brother."
"... I hate you sometimes."
"Yeah, I know."
Eve shook her head. "Aaannnd I'm talking to myself already. What a great start."
****
"Hey, I'm back," Mal said.
Eve was busy on her laptop, but smiled cautiously at him as he walked in with bags of food in one hand. "Hey. Sorry for being weird earlier."
"Hm?"
"You know. About the vibrators."
"Oh. No biggie. How hungry are you? You want to start a movie now and eat later, or get food then start the movie?"
Eve frowned. "What are you talking about 'no biggie?' I just scared you out of your own apartment."
"Ha, no. I'm able to handle the mention of sex toys, thanks."
"But you--"
"Eve, I did need to leave for a bit, but that was a comedically timed excuse more than anything. I just, like, truly have a sister today, which is new, and you're living with me now, which is also new."
"Temporarily," Eve clarified.
"Sure, temporarily," Mal conceded. "But still, it was that stuff I needed some time to process. It's... a lot. It's good, but it's a lot."
"Oh. Well... ok then."
"You really think I'm that squeamish?"
"Don't know. Just met you."
Mal nodded. "True."
"And I am kind of you sister and all. Some people might have difficulty reconciling that and me having sexual needs."
Mal scratched his head. "I guess. I mean I don't know what it's supposed to feel like, but what with the whole 'not knowing about you until just recently' thing, I'm not sure I have much for hangups about that stuff."
"That kind of makes sense. You're my brother, but mostly only by blood."
"Right."
Eve bit her lip softly. "Do you think it's too late to be siblings?"
"No. I don't think it's ever too late. But the relationship is different than if we'd been raised together, I don't think there's any way around that."
"Yeah." Even sighed and put her laptop aside so she could curl up with her legs pulled tight to her chest. "Yeah."
Mal sat down beside her. "If it helps any, I could pull your hair and yell at you to stay out of my room."
"Heh, it might, actually. What do little sisters do? Tell on you and break your shit?"
"I think little brothers break your shit. Maybe... bug me for rides and roll your eyes at everything I say?"
"Ugh, whatever," Eve said rolling her eyes dramatically.
"Yeah, exactly."
Eve started cracking up, and Mal wasn't far behind.
"I think this is gonna work ok," Eve said.
"Yeah. Me too. Food?"
"Yes please."
They ate at opposite ends of the couch while watching a movie. They each glanced at the other from time to time, assessing and evaluating, sometimes just smiling a little.
****
"Ugh, why is it so hard to find a good job?" Eve moaned.
"That's just life for you," Mal said.
"I'm gonna end up, like, working fast food or something at this rate," Eve said.
"Enh, take a little time. You've only been at it a week."
"Yeah, well, you're the only family I got. I don't want to start mooching off you too badly."
"What do you mean start?" Mal teased.
"Hey! Rude. I'ma get a great job and a way better place than you, then we'll see who's laughing."
Mal chuckled and patted Eve's head on the way by. "That's the spirit."
Eve was quiet and stared after Mal. He turned around and blushed slightly at the intensity of her eyes on him.
"What?" he asked.
"You just patted my head."
"Oh. Sorry."
"No, I don't mind. Just... that felt like such a big brother move."
"Patting your head?"
"Yeah, you know," Eve said. "Like in an affectionate but also deliberately patronizing way."
"Huh. Maybe I'm right for the job after all."
Eve's lips twitched into half a smile. "Yeah, you might be."
****
It was a couple weeks later before Eve made any progress on her job search. She came home quite excited one day, eager to share.
"Hey, guess what?"
Mal turned around and gave her a thoughtful gaze. "What?"
"Not even gonna guess?"
"You found a job?"
Eve frowned slightly. "Ok, lucky guess."
"Well if you didn't want me to guess, why did you--"
"Guess what kind of job though?"
"... stripping?"
"Ah! You really think I'd do that?"
"I don't know. Probably not," Mal said. "I just didn't want to guess right again and ruin your fun."
"Well you could have guessed something that made me sound better."
"Oh, sorry. Carpentry?"
"Carpentry?"
"It's a solid profession," Mal said. "Though to be honest, maybe we should dive in to your hangups regarding sex work. It doesn't have to be stigmatized, you know. And you could pull it off."
"I'm working part time at a library," Eve said, giving in. "What's this about me pulling off being a stripper?"
"Well just saying. Congratulations on the job, also. That sounds like a better than average place to work."
"That's what I'm hoping." Eve smiled slyly. "You think I'm hot."
"In an objective sort of way, sure."
"Even though I'm your sister."
"Only by blood."
"Haha, you're going red. You do think I'm hot."
Mal sighed. "Well this line of teasing has backfired quite nicely."
"Yeah it has. Oh I'm gonna have such fun with this."
"Could you not, though?"
Eve batted her eyes. "What's the matter, bro bro? Too shy around the hot girl now?"
Mal rolled his eyes, stepped closer to Eve, then abruptly reached out and tousled her hair. He got it mussed up a bit before Eve jerked back and covered her head, making a sharp sound of surprise and disapproval in the process.
"Hey!"
"I think it would have been fun growing up together," Mal said.
"Well obviously," Eve said. "I'm a delight."
"And so modest too."
"Might have been awkward though, you crushing on me all the time when we were kids and stuff. Might have--"
"Last time I ever give you a compliment, I swear."
Eve grinned, still trying to smooth her hair back out. "I appreciate it though."
"Uh huh."
"I guess I could always try to be the sexy librarian. That's kind of a fun goal for myself."
"Yeah, you do that," Mal said. "You're such a dork."
"Whatever. You love it."
****
"I think I might start looking for a place," Eve said.
Mal looked across the couch at her. "What? Why?"
"What do you mean why? 'Cause I don't want to sleep on your couch forever, and I've got some money coming in now."
"You're still only part time."
"Yeah, well, I didn't say the search would be easy. I'm sure you don't want me hanging around all the time."
"Why would you say that? I... it's been nice having you around."
Eve tilted her head. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. I don't know, it's just like... it's a lot less lonely," Mal said. "I kind of miss privacy, but there's a lot less talking to myself around here lately."
Eve snorted. "You think you miss privacy? You have a room at least."
"Oh right. Guess this all kinda sucks for you, huh?"
"Nah. I wouldn't put it that way. I really like having a brother, and I feel like I kinda got to know you pretty well in some ways, but... you know, we're both adults. We need our space."
"You can use my room for masturbating if you want."
"Oh my god! Not what I meant."
"It's part of what you meant."
"Well... yeah, part of it. But just like... I can't take your room for every occasion I need my space."
"Enh, we can try it out. I can sleep on the couch sometimes even."
Eve frowned. "Well you definitely don't need to do that."
"It's not altruistic. It just means I'll feel better when I start charging you rent."
"Ha, whatever. I should be paying some rent anyway. You don't need to take the shitty bed."
Mal scratched the back of his head. "What if... what if we looked for a bigger place together?"
"What?"
"You know. If you want to."
"You really want me around that much?"
Mal shrugged. "I don't know if you're just teasing, but yeah, I think maybe I do. I know it's still weird sometimes, and we're struggling with privacy, and we don't fully know each other, but... that's all part of having a sibling, isn't it?"
"I think so. Maybe."
"I just think it'd be nice to get more of that."
Eve tossed her hair. "You may come to regret that. Once you're stuck with me for real, I might become intolerable."
"Well fuck it. Then we'll fight and call each other names and storm off to our rooms to sulk."
"... fuck you that actually sounds amazing. Are we doing this?"
"I mean maybe."
"Ok." Eve chewed her lip, then awkwardly moved closer to Mal. "I'm... not actually super used to people wanting me around long-term."
Mal put his arm around her. "We're family."
"Yeah. Yeah we are, huh?"
****
"This place is actually pretty cute," Eve said. "And in our price range. Especially with the library giving me more hours. They like me there, apparently."
"Guess you were right about being the sexy librarian," Mal said.
"Everyone loves a sexy librarian," Eve agreed, unperturbed. "I like these two bedrooms on one side of the apartment, and then I think it's almost the same kitchen and living room space as your place."
"More counter space though," Mal said. "Definite win there."
"Counter space is what does it for you?"
Mal sighed. "A sure sign of being an adult. It actually really does."
"Ha, big bro's gettin' old," Eve said. "And I'm still young and cute."
"You work in a library. That's like the most adult job you could get."
"Oh that is not true. Young people can work in libraries."
"Sure, if they're old souls I guess."
Eve pouted. "You're just trying to get a rise out of me."
"Well duh."
"That's not nice."
"You started it."
"Did not."
"Did too."
"Did not!"
"Did too!"
Eve and Mal glared at each other a moment.
"So you wanna get this place or what?" he asked.
Eve shrugged. "Let's think about it, but we should definitely start talking about signing something."
"Yeah, agreed."
****
"This is so freaking exciting," Eve said.
"You haven't got a bed," Mal said.
"Ok, yes, technically. But I have a room. The bed's on its way."
Mal looked around the room that Eve had started setting up. It was fairly bare so far, with a conspicuous hole where she wanted her bed.
"Where are you going to sleep until then?"
"Well there's still the couch. Or I might just rough it on the floor for a few nights."
Mal shook his head. "That just seems anti-climactic."
"I don't have any better ideas."
"Well... why don't you just share my bed."
"What?"
"Just for a couple nights or whatever."
"... in your bed. With you."
"Not in a weird way. You're my sister."
Eve quirked an eyebrow. "Only by blood."
"Oh stop. It was just an idea."
"It's a good one, actually. I just think... well I don't always stay put while I sleep. You should have seen the number of times I rolled off the couch."
"Really?" Mal asked. "A lot, was it?"
"Well... twice, I think. But it happened, is the point."
"Haha, ok. Well it's up to you. I don't mind either way."
****
Eve thought about it way too much. She was aware she was overthinking, and aware that she was being kind of a chicken as she padded toward Mal's door, then stopped and turned around, then repeated the sequence.
He was lying in bed reading when she finally got up the nerve and poked her head in.
"That offer still open?" she asked.
Mal nodded. "Mmhm. I'm almost done a chapter here."
"Cool. You, uh, you have clothes on under the covers, right?"
Mal snorted. "Yes, Eve. Lots of times I wouldn't. But I'm not gonna try and, like, trick you into bed with me while I'm naked."
"Such a good brother."
Eve stepped closer, hesitating before crawling into bed, but eventually shrugged and just doing it.
"I couldn't take the couch again," she said, as though needing to explain herself.
"I get it."
"If this ends up being too weird, at least I got one night in a real bed out of it."
"Fair enough."
"Do you even care?"
Mal put his book aside, but didn't turn out the bedside light just yet. "I do, actually. I'm just trying to be chill. I haven't actually, like, slept with someone in a while."
"You mean just slept?"
"Yeah. Either way, really. I don't... I struggle with forming close bonds. I feel like I self-sabotage too easily. And I don't think hookups and stuff are really my thing."
Eve sank a little lower under the covers. "Find it hard to trust people?"
"Kind of? I think I find it hard to believe that someone's gonna keep liking me. Like... like I have an expiry date on how long someone enjoys my company."
"That makes sense."
"What?"
"No, sorry, not about you. I just meant I feel that way too sometimes. And honestly it's not even totally unjustified. People can be real assholes sometimes."
"That's true." Mal turned out the light and squirmed awkwardly on his side of the bed, getting comfortable while being careful not to reach across the imaginary middle line between him and Eve. "I hope I don't seem too clingy sometimes. I'd really just like to keep you in my life for a while."
"You might be stuck with me, actually. Blood bond and all."
"Yeah. Family. Every now and then... no."
"What?"
"I don't want to say it."
"Obviously you do," Eve said. "Or you wouldn't have started."
"I mean... ok. Sometimes the thought just pops in my head, no particular rhyme or reason, that I have a sister. And it kind of just makes me smile."
"Aww. That's nice."
"Shut up."
"I'm not teasing," Eve insisted. "That's seriously nice."
"Ok. Well I'm going to sleep before I embarrass myself any more."
Mal rolled over on his side, facing away from Eve. She considered for a moment, then rolled close and hugged him from behind.
"I'm happy to have a brother too," she whispered.
"Thanks. Are you... going to let go?"



"In a minute."
Eve didn't want to let go. It felt too good just to hold on, and to cling to her brother.
Mal didn't say anything about it again. They each just kind of lay there and felt their mutual breathing slow down.
"You still awake?" Eve asked softly.
Mal grunted. "Yeah."
"Am I keeping you up?"
"No. This is... nice."
"Good. We could switch if you want though."
Mal considered. "No," he eventually decided.
"No? Just no?"
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"You gonna make me say it?"
"Well I don't know what you--"
"I'll probably get hard," Mal said. "I wouldn't mean to. It's just... you know. Lying in bed with a girl. Things happen."
"I'm your sister."
"Only by blood."
"Hmph. Guess I am still a girl, huh?"
"That's been my understanding."
"But this is still ok?" Eve asked.
"Yeah. This is good."
"Ok."
****
Mal and Eve woke up in their own time the next morning. They remained entangled from the night, basically just the same as they'd gone to sleep.
Neither moved for a while, even when they realized the other was awake too. Any acknowledgement of that fact seemed like it would break a spell of some sort.
"One of us has to move eventually," Mal whispered.
"I don't know if that's true," Eve mumbled back.
"Well either that or it'll get real awkward when one of us pees the bed."
"Awkward for you maybe. You're the one who'll get the worst of it either way."
"That's how you wanna play this?"
"Not really. But I guess if peeing on you is the only way to establish dominance...."
Mal chuckled, then sighed and pulled out of Eve's embrace. He sat on the side of the bed for a moment, unmoving.
"I'm less comfy already," Eve said. "I don't know if I care for this."
"Me either."
"So lay back down for a few minutes."
"I can't."
"Why not?"
Mal sighed. "You know morning wood?"
Eve snorted softly. "I'm aware of it."
"Well I have some."
"Haha, really?"
"It's not that funny."
"It's a little funny."
"It's just a thing that happens," Mal stressed.
"I know. And it happened while you were sleeping with your sister," Eve explained patiently. "That's the funny part."
"Coincidence. Nothing more."
"Still funny though."
Mal narrowed his eyes, then slowly rotated around until the tent in his boxers faced toward Eve. Eve grinned at the evidence of his erection, then shrieked as he scooted closer to her.
"Still funny?" Mal asked lightly.
"Haha, ew, get that out of my face," Eve giggled, swatting at her brother.
"I thought you said it was funny."
"It is! But I don't want it in my face like that."
Mal scooted closer again. "Like this?"
Eve squealed and rotated around so she could kick at Mal. He grabbed at her ankles, though he couldn't manage to grip both at once and hold her still.
The two of them laughed and played up their standoff a little bit longer; Mal trying to shove his erection at Eve, and Eve trying to keep him at a distance. Neither particularly had an advantage, and they more or less had to settle with a stalemate.
"You should go... do your thing," Eve said. "Whatever it was."
"I was going to. You insisted I should come back to bed."
"Not if you're going to rub your penis all over me."
"That's certainly not what I'm going to do," Mal said.
"I know, because I'm kicking you out of bed."
"I was only sticking it your face a little. Very different from rubbing it all over you."
"Oh. My mistake then." Eve gave Mal a solid shove with her feet, and nearly sent him tumbling off the bed.
Mal laughed and staggered to his feet, off-balance for a moment before finding his footing. He pattered off to the bathroom while Eve just watched him go.
Once alone, and especially once he was in the shower, Mal looked down thoughtfully at his erection. It wasn't particularly going away on its own just yet. He might have to do something about it. And, in fact, he might really want to do something about it.
His eyes closed and he sighed involuntarily as he wrapped his hand around his cock. It wasn't just morning wood. He was horny. Really, really horny.
That was kind of a bad sign, in some ways. Eve was his sister. The feeling of her pressed up against him all night shouldn't be lingering so hard, and definitely shouldn't make him feel this way.
But it was fine. His body just didn't know any better. She was warm and feminine, and triggered some automatic reactions in him. That was all. Probably.
While Mal masturbated guiltily in the shower, Eve wasn't any much better off back in his bed. Almost as soon as he'd left, Eve had her hand down at her panties. She hadn't quite dared slip under her underwear just yet, but she was definitely feeling the urge.
The problem was she was still lying in his bed, and the faint scent of him was all around her. He lingered on the sheets, and on her body. She just wanted him back with her, cuddling more, being together. She wasn't even sure if she'd really wanted to fight him off as hard as she had. It had been playful, sure, but if he'd stuck his cock in her face, if she'd just let him....
No, that was bad. Mal was her brother. Only technically, perhaps, but this wasn't the same as just living with some guy. She couldn't be just getting horny over him on a whim.
She was horny, though. That wasn't going to be logicked away.
Eve slipped her fingers under her panties. She could just rub one out. It didn't have to mean anything. Just like Mal having morning wood. It might not even be related to the sleeping together thing. Might just be weird hormones going off.
She could kind of just explain it away as being the first time she'd slept in a real bed in a while. Sleeping on the couch just wasn't as conducive to playing with herself.
Eve rubbed herself, idly aware that she was on a timer of sorts. Mal would be back sooner or later, and she needed to be done by then. She didn't have any great sense of urgency though. She'd hear when the shower turned off, which would give her plenty of warning. She could make herself cum by then.
A while later, Mal finished jerking off in the shower and took his time drying off and getting back to his room. Eve was still lying in his bed, and at first he thought she'd fallen back asleep. She turned her head lazily to face him, indicating that she was, in fact, awake. She just wasn't in any hurry to move.
"Sleepy this morning or what?" Mal asked.
Eve shrugged. "It's nice being in a bed again."
"Even if you have to share it?"
"... I honestly kind of liked that part."
Mal flushed softly. "Yeah, me too."
****
Eve hummed to herself as she shelved books that morning. She didn't intend to be obnoxiously chipper, though in hindsight she most certainly was.
"What's got you so happy this morning?"
Eve turned around toward Anya, her coworker and someone she'd started to consider something of a friend lately.
"Oh nothing," Eve said.
"Nothing?"
"Well...."
Anya grinned. "It's something, isn't it? Or someone?"
"Maybe."
Anya grinned wider. "So who are we talking about? A new guy in your life? Or... a new girl?"
Eve shook her head, flustered. "Oh my god, no. It's not what you think."
"No? Shit, I'm being too pushy for details, aren't I?" Anya sighed. "I like this job, but I miss the sheer amount of gossip at my last one."
"I promise I'd gossip with you if I had some."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. But, like, I just slept with someone and--"
"Ooh!"
"Not like that!" Eve added quickly. "I literally just mean sleep. We slept in the same bed. That's it."
"And you're this happy afterward?"
"It... yeah. Yeah I guess I am."
"Then you still have my interest," Anya said. "But I better get back to work for now. If you can possibly think up some ways to describe this all more salaciously, please do feel free."
Eve rolled her eyes and finished up shelving her cartful of books.
She and Anya continued chatting off and on through the day. Eve deflected Anya to talking about her own love life for a bit, but honestly Eve kind of wanted to discuss her own thing, she just wasn't super comfortable with letting certain details slip out. Taken in the wrong context, it would probably sound like she wanted to fuck her brother, and she didn't need that kind of rumour haunting her.
"So you like this mystery guy, yes?" Anya said.
Eve flushed. "Well... yeah. But not in the way you're implying."
"Well I don't understand. How is it you're sleeping in bed with someone, come to work super happy afterward, and you don't even--"
"He's my brother," Eve finally blurted. She'd wanted to say it anyway, even though she was pretty sure the consequences weren't worth it.
"He's your... oh."
"We just found each other. I never knew him growing up. So, you know, it really wasn't anything more than just sleeping."
Anya's eyes were wide. "Aw, really? That's... that's kind of beautiful."
"It is?"
"Yeah. A long lost brother, and you two are bonding like that. Even sleeping together."
"Just 'cause my new bed hasn't arrived yet," Anya was quick to add.
"Sure, sure. Honestly I kind of feel sometimes like I'd like to be able to just cuddle someone without it having to be a whole thing. Like, you know, usually you have to have sex to get to the good parts."
Eve tilted her head. "That's... one way to look at it."
"Sorry, did that sound super weird when I said it? I feel like it sounded super weird."
"No, not really. I'm still the girl sleeping with her brother."
Anya giggled. "Well I might not say it like that if I was you."
Eve giggled softly too. "Good point. But, um, you don't actually have to have sex with anyone if you don't want to."
Anya nodded. "I know. But, like, I don't mind it. And like I say, you can't really get the good stuff if you don't do it. Platonic relationships don't involve a lot of cuddling and hand-holding and whispering romantic things to each other."
"That's kind of true."
"And I'm actually with a boy I really like right now. He's a total sweetie."
"Well that's good."
Anya smiled. "It is. Anyway, if it were me, I think I'd make any excuse to keep snuggling your brother. Sounds like a good thing to me, and it clearly made you happy."
"It did. You don't think that'd be weird though?"
"Maybe. But weird isn't always bad. It's just something different, and sometimes the way people do things normally isn't the best, really."
"True." Eve sighed. "I have a lot to think about."
****
"Do you ever tell people about me?" Eve asked.
"About you?" Mal asked. "Of course. You're my sister. All my friends know about you. You met a couple of them."
"Oh sure. But, like, that we slept together last night, for instance."
"No, not that. Why?"
"I might have accidentally told Anya at work today."
"Accidentally?"
"Not deliberately, I mean."
"I know what accidentally means," Mal said. "I mean why would you tell her we slept together?"
"I think I just wanted to tell someone. She knows we didn't, you know, do anything other than sleep."
"That's good."
"I think she was jealous, actually," Eve said thoughtfully. "At least a little."
"... what?"
"We'd need to talk about it more, but I think maybe she doesn't like sex that much, and the idea of someone to sleep with who doesn't want sex sounded really good to her."
"I wouldn't say I don't want sex," Mal said. "That's--"
"With me?!"
"No! Just generally, I mean. Obviously. You're my sister."
Eve shrugged. "Only by blood."
"Eve!"
"Sorry."
"If you're going to make it weird, I'll have to kick you out of bed."
Eve pouted. "You wouldn't kick your own sister out of bed, would you?"
"Try me."
Mal wasn't totally sure what was up with Eve, but he was well aware that it was a confusing time in both of their lives. He also very much didn't want to kick her out of bed, regardless of what he'd said.
Eve came and sat with him on the couch for a while. She picked his arm up, cuddled up to him, then draped his arm back around her. He let it happen, and even pulled her tighter against him as they just sat together.
"I'll be honest," Eve said after a while. "I don't think I'm really looking for a boyfriend or anything these days."
"Are you just telling me?" Mal asked. "Or... do you mean because of me?"
"The second one." Eve sighed. "I think Anya's right about some things. Like... like a lot of what I'd want from a relationship is comfort and companionship and cuddling anyway."
"And sex?"
"Well yeah, some of that, I guess. But how important is it, really?"
"Depends on who you ask, I think."
"Fair. How important is it to you?"
Mal bit his lip. "I think I feel awkward answering that question."
Eve looked at him with big, soft eyes. "Why? Don't want to talk about sex with your sister?"
"Maybe not while you're sitting so close."
"Pff. Big baby."
"Well how important is it to you then?"
Eve went quiet for a moment until Mal nudged her.
"I said--"
"I heard you," Eve said. "I... don't know."
"You don't know?"
"No."
"Have you never...."
Eve squirmed a bit. "No. Never."
"Oh."
"Is that weird?"
"I don't think so."
"I just never felt like I wanted to. Like there was someone I loved that way."
"It, uh, doesn't have to be about love," Mal pointed out.
"That's true, I guess. And honestly there have been a few people I've felt attracted to."
"Sexually?'
Eve shrugged. "They get me horny."
"That's a start."
"But I don't know. It's one thing to get horny and think about someone while I'm in bed. It's--"
"Just thinking?" Mal asked.
"What else?"
"Nothing."
"... you meant do I masturbate to anyone, didn't you?"
"Not in so many words."
Eve narrowed her eyes slightly. "Thought you didn't want to talk about this with your sister."
"I am indeed already regretting the question," Mal said. "If that's what you're implying."
"Uh huh. Anyway, I don't know. Horniness is one thing. But to actually have sex with someone... I mean there'd have to be a connection, right? Mutual attraction. Trust. Those sorts of things."
"Again, I think not always."
"Well for me there would. I... I don't necessarily get close to people easily."
"You moved in with me almost immediately," Mal said. "That was pretty easy."
"Yeah, well... you're my brother."
"Only by blood."
"It's more than that now." Eve looked at Mal. "It's more than that, right?"
Mal nodded firmly. "Definitely. You're right. But at the time that was all it was."
"True. I'm happy with how you turned out."
"Ha, same."
****
Eve crawled into bed with Mal again. They didn't discuss it, she just did it. They lay separately for a while in the dark, not speaking, just thinking.
"You know why I go by Eve?" Eve finally asked.
"... because it's your name?" Mal hazarded.
"No. Legally it's Samantha. My middle name is Evelyn."
"Oh. Hence Eve."
"Yeah. But also, like... this is gonna sound weird."
Mal turned his head toward Eve. His eyes had adjusted enough to the dark that he could see the rough outline of her face. "You don't have to tell me if you don't want to. I wouldn't have even known Eve wasn't your name if you hadn't told me just now."
"I want to tell you."
"Ok."
"But...."
Mal rolled toward her and laid his arm across her tummy. "You can say it."
"Ok," Eve said in a smaller voice. "You know, like, the famous Eve?"
"The famous--"
"From the bible."
"Oh. That one."
"Yeah. Like the first woman, the way that story goes."
Mal nodded. "Sure. You took her name?"
"Mmhm. But it's kinda like... like Eve never had any family, right? Just one day there she is, no parents, no siblings, nothing." Eve shrugged. "It felt right."
"I can see that," Mal said. "Though one could argue she had a brother."
"How could one argue that?"
"Well... if her and Adam were both made by the same person...."
"Oh. Like they were siblings." Eve chewed on it for a moment, then giggled. "Well that'd be kinda bad. According to the story, they had kids together and everything."
"I think maybe when it's just the two of them, they maybe didn't worry so much about societal pressures and stuff."
"Is that why siblings don't have sex? Societal pressure?"
"I'm gonna be honest, I haven't given it that much thought."
"That's fair." Eve rolled on her side, facing away from Mal. "Your turn to be big spoon, by the way."
"You're one hundred percent gonna get morning wood in the butt if we do that."
"I'll live with it."
Mal only hesitated a moment. "Ok."
Eve sighed contentedly as Mal spooned up behind her. "I like being little spoon, I think."
"Everyone does. It's the better spoon."
"You don't know that."
"Maybe not." Mal wiggled and settled himself more comfortably. "I like that you told me that. About your name and all."
"You're the only person I've told."
"Mmm."
"Mal?"
"Yeah?"
"When we were talking earlier... you've had sex before, haven't you?"
Mal groaned. "You wait until now to bring that up again?"
"Apparently, yes. You don't have to answer."
"I... alright. I have a couple times. There was a girl... it didn't last, let's just say that. I think I'd be embarrassed to even mention it if you hadn't already told me you haven't been with anyone."
"Why embarrassed?"
"'Cause I haven't done much, and even the stuff I did wasn't good."
"Why would I care either way?" Eve murmured. "I could be a big ol' slut and I wouldn't care what you'd been up to. Makes no difference."
"Maybe not. That's those societal pressure popping up again, I guess."
"Sure. Pesky things, huh?"
"They can be."
The sibs went quiet for a bit, until Eve slowly smiled and spoke up again.
"Speaking of things popping up...."
Mal sighed. "Well I told you that might happen."
"You suggested it would be in the morning," Eve said.
"Yeah, well... apparently not."
"Are you still going to be able to sleep?"
"I think so. Do you want me to stay on my side of the bed?"
Eve shook her head. "No."
"Really?"
"Yeah, what, like a little erection is gonna bother me?"
"Little?!"
"Hehe, ok, a huge erection. The biggest erection the world has ever known."
"You're not making it better," Mal said.
"Genuinely it's the biggest dick I've ever had poking me while I'm trying to sleep," Eve said.
"That's... ok, enough discussing the size of my penis, thank you."
"Ok."
****
Mal was still hard the next morning. It in fact took every little bit of willpower he had not to start grinding on Eve's butt when he woke up. It would certainly have been a bit of a faux pas, he decided.
Logic dictated he should get up and go jerk off in the shower or something. Logic, unfortunately, was not winning.
Eve finally stirred, and after a little wiggling that made the both of them feel some dangerous things, she hopped out of bed and padded out of the room without a backward glance.
Mal knew he needed to check in with his sister and make sure things were ok, but before that he needed to deal with himself. He yanked the covers down, and his boxers, then wrapped his fist around his cock. It was so very needy this morning, throbbing before he even started stroking it. A function of being wedged against a girl's ass all night, he supposed.
"Hey, do you--"
Eve stopped short as she darted back into the room. Her and Mal locked eyes on each other, neither daring to move.
"Well that was quick," Eve finally said.
"Yeah, sorry," Mal said. "I... I was horny."
"From me?"
"Yeah, from you."
"Oh." Eve sneaked closer and scooted onto the bed on her knees. "You're so hard."
"Well... yeah."
Mal reached for the blanket to pull it back over himself. Eve stopped him.
"Don't cover up now," she whispered.
"Oh my god, Eve. Don't tempt me."



"Who's tempting? You were gonna jerk off anyway."
"I waited until you left the room," Mal said.
"What, like five seconds after I left?"
"... maybe."
Eve looked directly into Mal's eyes. Until then she'd been mostly staring straight at his cock.
"I want to see you do it," she said softly.
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"Why?"
"Because I'm horny, I guess. I think I knew what sleeping together again was going to do to me. And I wanted to anyway."
Mal nodded and moved his hand just a little on his shaft. "I had to jerk off yesterday morning too, right after getting into the shower."
"... I might have rubbed myself in your bed while you were doing that."
"Oh my god!"
"I know." Eve wiggled, bouncing slightly on her knees. "So you gonna do it?"
"This is bad."
"No one's pretending it isn't."
Mal tried to relax and lie back. His hand had been wrapped around his cock this whole time. He started stroking again while his sister knelt and watched wide-eyed.
Eve watched his fist go up and down, staring intent and curious at the whole process. It was basically what she'd imagined it would look like, what she'd in fact seen in stuff online, but to actually witness it in reality was a whole other thing. She couldn't believe how turned on she could get just watching a boy jerk himself off.
Well, not just a boy. Her brother. Sisters were most definitely not supposed to encourage their brothers to jerk off while they watched. She was pretty certain of that. Maybe it made a difference that they hadn't grown up as siblings. Maybe that made it ok. Probably not, though.
Mal watched Eve while she stared at him. The way she bit her lip, clenched her fists, and slowly wiggled around as he jerked off kind of turned him on even more. The things he was thinking weren't fit to ever be acknowledged, even if they were coming from his own head.
Eve kept scooting closer and closer in barely perceptible increments, though it was pretty obvious she'd moved when she was looming over Mal and his cock.
"Does it feel better when someone else does that?" Eve asked softly.
"It can," Mal said. "Why?"
Eve shrugged. Mal peered suspiciously at her, but she didn't immediately move or say anything.
"No one's actually ever done this for me before," Mal admitted. "So I guess I'm really not the best person to ask."
Eve tilted her head, eyes still fixed on his fist pumping up and down. "Oh? Not even that girl you had sex with?"
"Especially not her. She had some weird views on stuff. Religious upbringing, I think. We only could have sex with the lights off, under the covers. I... I don't think I ever even saw her naked, let alone got her to touch me like this."
Eve bit her lip again, fingers flexing open and closed. She arrived at a decision and darted her hand to Mal's cock, pushing him out of the way and wrapping around it instead.
"How's that feel?" she asked.
Mal gasped. "Eve!"
"What?"
"That's...."
"Good? Bad?" she suggested helpfully.
"I mean, good, but I don't know if it's a good idea."
"Oh that's easy," Eve said. "It definitely isn't a good idea."
She stroked her hand tentatively up and down. Her brother was so hard. Throbbing, even. And he was half slick from his own precum.
Eve could barely hold still. This was easily the horniest thing she'd ever done, and it was doing things to her already. Extremely warm and squishy kinds of things.
"Does it always feel like this?" Eve asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Your... when you're hard. Is this what it feels like?"
"Well yeah. That's basically how it works. It doesn't really change."
Eve nodded absently. "That makes sense."
Mal watched her while she played with him. She was so intent on what she was doing. It was incredibly cute and hot at the same time.
And the feel of her, the way she touched him and stroked him, it was the sort of thing that could drive a boy crazy. Not just the physical sensation, but the sense that she was curious and exploring, enjoying herself while at the same time wanting him to feel good. He wasn't used to that sort of thing, but he decided it was something he needed in his life.
"That feels really good," Mal said softly.
Eve blushed and played with her hair as an excuse not to meet his eyes for a moment. She kept her one hand on him the whole time, unwilling to ever let go.
The two of them were locked in this dangerous game of theirs. Eve knew it was her fault, that she'd started it, but it felt a little too out of control now. Maybe it had been right from the start.
"I shouldn't do it though," Eve said.
"Yeah, we knew that already."
"Why did you let me?"
"Let you? Why did you do it?"
"... I wanted to see what it was like."
Mal nodded. "Same, I think. I haven't really been thinking any of this through all that clearly."
"It's hard to think clearly right now," Eve said.
"That's true."
Mal pulled Eve closer, making her lean down over him. He lifted his head and kissed her.
"You can't do that!" Eve hissed.
"Why not?"
"I'm your sister!"
"Only by blood."
"That's exactly the kind of sister you can't kiss!"
Mal kissed her again. "I'd take you more seriously if you didn't jerk me off harder every time I kiss you."
"... shut up."
"Ok."
"And... and kiss me again."
Mal smiled crookedly. "Of course."
Eve let herself fall forward, lying half on top of Mal. She kept jerking his cock, holding it tight in her hand. His kisses were irresistible. She could so very easily let them consume her entirely.
Mal was infatuated with the warmth of his sister on top of him. The way she felt against him and wiggled on him, the way she smelled and the way she tasted. Her hand on his cock kept a large part of his attention, as could be expected. Kissing her and holding her close occupied all the remainder of his focus.
The pumping of Eve's hand eventually made Mal cum. He moaned in orgasmic rapture. She squealed in surprise at the sudden explosion.
"Oh my god," Eve hissed. "Can you feel that?"
"Of course I can feel that," Mal groaned. His eyes rolled back as his cum splattered over the both of them.
"You're pulsing so hard."
"Mmhm."
"And you got cum all over me."
"Sorry."
"No you're not."
Mal chuckled and pulled Eve close for another kiss. "No," he agreed. "I'm not."
Eve let herself be wrapped in her brother's arms and drowned in more and more kisses. She felt so warm and safe with him. Messy from his cum, yes, but so happy and horny that it didn't bother her. She just wanted his lips and hands on her.
"That felt really good," Mal said. "Thank you."
Eve caught his lip between her teeth and nipped playfully at him. "I didn't do anything."
"You made me cum."
"Only accidentally. I just wanted to see what it felt like."
"With a penis? Or... with me?"
"Both."
Mal sighed. "It's too bad you're my sister. It would be so easy to fall in love with you."
Eve lifted her head and pushed back some of her mussed hair from her face. "What?"
"Sorry, that was too intense. I meant--"
"No, it's fine. I get it. I worry that I'm clinging too tight to you some days. You're the only family I have and... and already I don't know what I'd do without you."
"You really don't have to do anything you don't want to though."
Eve bit her lip. "I don't think you need to worry about that," she murmured.
"Oh yeah? So if I--"
Eve shrieked and jumped away before Mal could enfold her in his arms again. "Stop! I have to get to work. I'll never get out of bed at this rate."
"We could call in sick."
"Don't tempt me. I need this job or I'll have to mooch off you again."
"You could pay me in handjobs."
"Yeah, you'd like that, huh?"
Mal grinned as Eve flounced out of bed. "You at least want me to try getting you off?"
"No."
"You sure? You seem kind of worked up."
"I am," Eve said, trying not to think about how wet her panties were, and how hot and fluttery she was inside. "But I kind of like it. I haven't felt quite like this before. I want it to last."
"You're stronger than I am, then. I would have needed to jerk off if you hadn't already done that for me."
"It's different. I don't have a boner poking out everywhere for everyone to see."
"Yeah, that's true. Better wear some pants though, or your panties are gonna--"
"Yeah yeah, they're soaked." Eve grinned shyly. "You did that to me, you know."
Mal looked altogether satisfied with himself. "Yeah I did."
****
Eve was all wrapped up in her own head at work. She moved mostly on auto-pilot, startled far too often even by routine interactions with other people.
"What's going on with you?" Anya asked.
"Hm? What do you mean?" Eve said.
"What do you think I mean? You've been in a daze all day and you keep smiling to yourself when you think no one's looking."
Eve shook her head. "That's... not true."
"Yes it is. I've been bored out of my skull all day and I can't even get a conversation out of you to ease the pain, so I've had nothing to do but observe." Anya pointed an accusatory finger. "And you, little miss, are happy about something."
"Oh. Sorry."
"You don't have to be sorry. But you could at least share a little. Give me something interesting to think about."
"I-- oh, Mal!"
Anya turned to spot Mal walking in, as Eve had already noticed. Mal waved and started approaching.
"Wait, that's Mal?" Anya asked. "Your brother?"
Eve nodded happily. "Yeah."
"Oh. Ok, well now I'm interested."
"Sorry, you can't have him."
"Not why I was interested," Anya said.
"Why, then?"
"'Cause of the way your face lit up when you saw him. Almost like you were in love."
Eve beamed. "Yeah, almost, huh?"
"Hey," Mal said as he got close enough. "Don't mean to interrupt."
"Not at all," Anya said with an airy wave of her hand.
"What are you doing here?" Eve asked, moving dangerously close to her brother. She wasn't over how horny he'd made her that morning.
"Thought maybe we'd grab dinner after work?" Mal said. "I know you're probably not off yet, but--"
"Oh don't worry about it," Anya said. "I can finish up on my own. It's been a slow day."
"Really?" Eve said. "Thanks."
"Don't worry about it. Go have fun."
"I will." Eve looked around quickly, then sneaked a kiss from Mal.
Anya's eyes went comically wide. "Oh my god!"
"That doesn't usually happen," Mal said.
"He's a good brother," Eve said, as though that explained everything.
"You told me you weren't doing anything like that," Anya hissed, looking around much as Eve had a moment ago to make sure no one else was watching.
"We weren't," Eve said. "Things changed." She shrugged. "Plus you would have figured it out sooner or later anyway. Even if I hadn't been a total ditz today."
"Could have left it until later," Mal suggested.
"Pff, why?" Eve said. She squeezed Mal's hand in hers. "You make me happy."
Mal blushed. "Well... good."
"Ok, that's friggin' adorable," Anya said. "And... maybe pretty messed up too. But also... jeez, I don't know. Just go have a good time, would you?"
"We will," Eve said firmly.
"And get some good cuddles in," Anya added.
"Absolutely," Mal agreed, putting an arm around Eve and gently leading her away.
"See," Eve said quietly as they got out of earshot. "She thinks we're adorable."
"And weird."
"Well... yeah. But still."
"Are you sure telling her was a good idea?"
Eve shook her head. "No. But I'm not sure any of this is good idea. I'm not letting that stop me."
Mal was quiet and thoughtful for a moment. "I think... I think I am sure, actually."
"No you're not."
"Why can't I be?"
"'Cause you haven't been any more sure than I am this whole time."
Mal nodded and squeezed Eve's hand gently. "That's true. But then you kissed me in the library just then, and... and it became very clear to me that you're the one I want to do stuff like that with."
Eve eyed Mal sidelong. "The kiss?"
"Mmhm."
"Not me jerking you off this morning?"
"Well that helped. But no. That was fun and horny, and it was special. But there's something about kissing you in public."
"Oh?"
"You know, like, it's more official."
"There was nothing official about that," Eve said.
"Yes there was," Mal insisted. "It was you very defiantly telling the world around you that this is the boy you want to kiss, and you don't care who knows it."
"I mean... I told one person, and I very much care who knows it."
"Still though. It felt good, and it felt right."
Eve felt all warm and tingly inside and walked closer to Mal. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like I don't think it matters that you're my sister. I think you're who I should be with. I think I knew that anyway, and that kiss really forced me to see it."
Eve stopped short, and Mal looked at her with sudden concern.
"If that's ok," he added belatedly.
"Of course that's ok, silly," Eve said. "Except it does matter that I'm your sister. I... I love you because you're my brother, and because of everything. But being siblings... that's part of us. No one can take that away. Even if they tried so long ago."
"You're right, of course."
Mal slowly moved in to kiss Eve. She happily stood still except to tilt her head and meet his lips. They were on a public street where anyone could see. It wasn't overly busy, and probably no one would recognize them, but it was still very exposed.
Eve's heart beat harder in her chest after the kiss. "We should get dinner, or we're never gonna get anything done," she murmured.
"What, you don't want to stand out here and kiss your brother all night?" Mal teased.
"Mmm, I do want to do that, actually. Which was my whole point about why we have to go now."
"Oh."
****
The sibs spent their time at the restaurant paying far more attention to each other than to their food. The dreamy eyes back and forth, the constant smiles and muffled giggles, and the little games of footsie under the table would have been absolutely sickening if they'd had to sit and watch another couple behave that way.
"We're not gonna be that couple, are we?" Eve asked.
"What couple?"
"You know, the annoyingly lovey-dovey kind."
"Can't imagine why you'd think that," Mal said. "I'm just out for a perfectly normal meal with my sister, such as siblings sometimes do."
"Pff, right. And the way you've been staring at me like you can't wait for the first opportunity to kiss me again?"
"You know, such as siblings sometimes do."
Eve cracked up and had to cover her mouth with her hand until she calmed down again. "People are staring," she hissed.
"So? They don't know you're my sister."
"You keep announcing it every other sentence, if anyone's paying attention."
"Do I? Oops."
"Yeah right, oops. Just wait 'til I get you home."
Mal beamed wide. "I can't wait."
"Mmm, I bet you can't."
They were briefly interrupted by their waitress returning. The poor girl seemed more flustered every time she came back, though neither sib was exactly sure how much conversation she'd overheard so far.
"It's probably just because we're such a cute couple," Mal said.
"Yeah. Probably just that," Eve agreed.
"Not because she knows we're a brother and sister on a date."
Eve giggled. "You keep saying it out loud! Everyone's gonna know at this rate."
"Maybe I don't mind."
"Maybe I don't either. We're not that smart sometimes, are we?"
"We might not be. Probably that sibling thing, us being so similar and all."
Eve bit her lip and gave Mal an exceptionally dreamy gaze. "It's what makes us special."
"Speaking of which, do you think us falling for each other is because of being sibs? Like our blood bond or whatever?"
Eve took some pause from the question. "Huh, I don't know, actually. I think I would have liked you anyway, but also I don't think we would have gotten to know each other so quickly. And we might not even have ever met."
"That's very true." Mal reached out and took Eve's hand, running his thumb over her knuckles. "What about other than that?"
Eve glanced both ways and lowered her voice. She looked deep into Mal's eyes as she spoke. "I think I really like being my big brother's arms. It makes me feel safe and loved."
Mal shivered and bit his lip. "I feel safe and loved with my little sister too."
"Is that blood bond, you think?" Eve asked softly. "Or do we just have issues?"
"It can be both."
"Oh sure."
"Eve... if I hold you again like last night...."
Eve smiled as though she knew exactly what Mal hadn't said. "I think maybe I'm hoping for that."
"Oh wow."
"Mmhm."
"Maybe... maybe we just get out of here then?"
"So you can take me home and do unspeakable things to your sister?"
Mal arched an eyebrow. "Now who's broadcasting it?"
"I was quiet. No one heard."
"We should go before we get ourselves in trouble."
Eve nodded. "Yeah. To not get in trouble. Right."
****
The sibs arrived home and almost immediately began tearing into each other. Eve clung to Mal, inadvertently dragging him off-balance and slamming herself into the wall. Making out while being pinned against the wall like that kind of worked for her.
"Guess it's a good thing we came home," Mal murmured. "You're really worked up, huh?"
Eve kissed her brother a few more time. "Joke's on you. I've been worked up all day."
"I would have made you cum this morning."
"I know. But then I might be able to think things through in a logical manner."
Mal frowned. "That seems like a good thing to be able to do."
"Maybe. Not so much when I want to have sex with my brother though."
"Eve...."
"'Cause I do, you know. I think maybe I knew I did this morning."
"It was a really close thing this morning," Mal agreed softly.
"You think so too, huh?"
"You kidding? Waking up next to you like that, then you playing with me?"
"And the kissing," Eve said.
"Yeah, that too."
"So... you wanted to have sex with me?"
"I don't know. I don't know what I wanted to do." Mal kissed Eve again. "I think I know now, though."
Eve grinned. "Imagine if you hadn't cummed this morning how bad you'd need it."
"I don't know about that. I think when you made me cum... that made me need you way more than if I was just horny all day."
Eve shrugged. "Difference of opinion then. I need it so bad right now."
"From me?"
"From you. Of course from you. My brother. There's no one else like you. Not for me."
Mal stroked Eve's cheek, looking deep into her eyes. "My sister...."
"Mmhm!"
"I'm gonna need to start taking your clothes off, I think."
"Hehe, just what every sister wants to hear."
"Pff, shut up. It's what this one wants to hear."
Eve nodded eagerly and wrapped her arms behind Mal's neck, pulling their faces close. "You're right, you know."
"I know."
They kissed some more, clinging tightly to each other. Eve then squealed as Mal slipped his hands under her shirt and pushed it up her body.
"Oh wow, you're actually doing it," she gasped.
"Of course," he said.
"You want me naked."
"Yesss."
Eve held her breath as she let her brother remove her shirt. Mal looked at her with such need and adoration afterward that she relaxed and pressed herself right back against him.
"I'll allow it," Eve declared.
Mal snorted. "Was that even in question?"
"Well... I don't do this for just anyone, you know."
"Only me?"
"Mmhm!"
Mal kissed Eve hungrily, trapping her against the wall again for a moment. "You're nervous," he accused in a faint whisper.
"Maybe."
"You don't need to be. It's me."
"That's why," Eve said. "I've never cared about someone so much. And... and I've never needed someone to like me so badly."
"Eve, I like you. You know that. I... I love you, even. You don't need to worry."
Mal caressed her cheek. Eve leaned into his touch, making big, needful eyes at him.



"I'm worried I might be bad at sex," she said shyly. "I might be... I might be bad at lots of stuff you want to do. I--"
Mal chuckled and ran his hands along Eve's warm, bare skin. "You think I know what I'm doing?"
"More than I do."
"Maybe. Maybe a little. Eve... I don't want you to be good at this. I just want you to be you. And I want to be with you. I don't care if we don't even have sex. We don't have to if you don't want to."
"You seem awfully eager for someone who doesn't care," Eve said.
"I am. But if you say no, that's ok."
"I don't want to say no, dummy. I just... I'm nervous."
Mal smiled crookedly. "It'll just be like this morning," he said. "When you came in and played with me. You weren't nervous then, right?"
"Not as much," Eve admitted. "Not the same. You think maybe we could just start slow like that?"
"How did you think we were going to start?"
"I don't know. I don't know what you wanted."
"Eve, it's what we both want. It's not just about me."
"That's true." Eve bit her lip. "Mal... can I take your shirt off now?"
"Why are you even asking?"
Eve grinned shyly and pulled her brother's shirt off. They came together again, shirtless and needy. Even as they kissed some more, Eve was already fumbling with Mal's pants.
Mal was quite happy to be stripped first, if that's what made his sister more comfortable. He gently guided them both in the direction of his bedroom in the process, since that seemed like a good place to end up.
The sibs left a trail of clothes strewn across the floor of their apartment on the way. Their increasing nudity matched their ever-growing need for each other, and certainly fueled the way they pawed at each other and stopped for hotter and sloppier makeouts.
"This does feel better," Eve murmured around Mal's lips as her fingers circled around his cock, already so hard in her warm little hand.
"You really like me naked, huh?" Mal teased.
"It's comforting."
"Is that what it is?"
"Mmhm."
"Well you can have me this way whenever you want."
"That's good to hear."
Eve stroked her brother, feeling the assurance and horniness that came from having done it once before.
She still had her panties on, the only bit of clothes between them. Mal kept picking at them, silently asking her permission to remove them as well. Eve rebuffed him gently just for a moment while she summoned the courage, before finally looking straight into his eyes with all the love a little sister could muster.
"You can have me naked whenever you want too," she said.
The look on Mal's face was priceless.
Unable to stand even that small moment of intensity, Eve launched herself backward onto the bed. She bounced a couple times as she landed, then deliberately lay with her legs somewhat spread and stared at her brother in silent invitation.
Mal accepted Eve's proposal. He stepped forward, then leaned down to crawl between her legs.
"How about always?" he said.
"Well maybe not that often."
"Why not?" Mal asked, kissing Eve on her inner thigh, just above her knee.
"I have to go to work and stuff still."
"Maybe I'll send you naked."
Eve squeaked and kicked her feet petulantly. "Nooo!"
"Maybe I will, though."
"You wouldn't do that to me."
"No, I wouldn't. But it's fun to think about."
Eve wanted to pout, but it was hard to muster the enthusiasm for it when Mal continued to kiss his way up her thighs. She'd never been touched like that before. Never so intimately by someone's lips.
Mal smiled to himself at the way Eve melted under his advances. He hadn't been planning anything in particular with his kisses, but he was getting a hell of a reaction from her all the same.
He kissed right up to her panties, even kissing across them and feeling how wet they were on his lips. Eve was gratifyingly soaked already, and her underwear clung sweetly to her pussy.
Eve trembled as Mal pulled her panties down her legs. Her whole body was a mix of nerves, anticipation, and unbelievable eagerness.
"Now what are you going to do with me?" she asked, eyes flashing with barely contained need.
"What do you think?" Mal asked, running his hands up Eve's bare thighs and admiring the sight of her.
"I don't know."
"I think you do."
Mal kissed back up Eve's thighs again, right to her pussy. There was no flimsy scrap of clothing in the way this time. Just her. Just his sister.
Eve gasped at the way Mal's lips caressed her sensitive areas. "I think... I think we're gonna have sex."
"Mmm, that's what I think too."
"It's gonna be good, right?"
"I hope so."
"You could be more reassuring than that."
Mal smiled up at Eve. "I don't know how this is gonna go. But everything feels good with you so far, and I kind of love you, so I'm optimistic."
Eve reached down to ruffle Mal's hair. "I kind of love you too. And I maybe don't even care that much if it's good. I just want to be with you."
"That I can promise."
"Good. I need you."
Mal kissed Eve's pussy again, then crawled his way up her body, laying a few more kisses on the way.
"How do you need me?" he asked.
"With me. Loving me." Eve swallowed nervously. "In me."
"Eve...."
Mal kissed her neck, pressing himself to her. He was so hard and ready for her, needing his sister so very badly.
"Do it," she whispered.
Eve's hands found Mal's cock. She guided him to her pussy, urging him toward their mutual goal.
Mal thrust a little too eagerly a couple times, sliding off Eve's wet slit in the process. He had to take his time and let her help. Together they got him inside her, slowly sinking in to her hot little pussy.
"Malll," Eve whined.
"Do you want me to stop?"
"No! Just... you're in me."
"Mmhm."
"We're connected."
Mal idly played with Eve's breasts while luxuriating in the feeling of her pussy around his cock. "Always were."
Eve giggled. "Yeah, but not like this. Not physically."
"True. It's a different feeling. I still like being your brother."
"Mmm, of course." Eve wrapped her arms around Mal and pulled him close for a kiss. "This doesn't change our blood connection."
"Nothing ever will."
"That's right."
Mal sank deeper into his sister, making her squeal as he filled her up. "You feel so good," he breathed.
"Thanks," Eve said shyly.
Eve gasped and lost herself in some new, wonderful sensations as Mal gently moved back and forth in her pussy. She let out an involuntary moan at one point, then made sure to do it more on purpose once she realized it encouraged her brother. She just wanted more and more.
"Is this still ok?" Mal asked.
Eve nodded. "It's so goooddd."
"Good, 'cause I'm not sure I can stop."
"Mmm, never stop."
Mal chuckled softly. "I have to sometime."
"Nooo."
Eve tangled her fingers in Mal's hair and guided his head where she could kiss him some more. He kept thrusting in her while they made out in rather sloppy and uncoordinated fashion.
It was all quite sloppy and messy, really. Their mouths and tongues were making a mess of each other, and the thrusting of Mal's cock inside Eve was making some increasingly lewd sounds. She was so incredibly wet, and the harder Mal moved, the more obvious it was on an auditory level.
Eve loved it and needed it. She was helpless under her brother, requiring every little thing she could get from him. She burned and melted for him all at the same time.
Mal was just as hooked and invested. He couldn't have stopped fucking his sister if he tried. Eve felt so good and perfect, and she devoured his being in the best possible ways. He craved her like nothing else, and became entirely lost in their shared pleasure.
"You're going to make me cum," Mal whispered.
Eve bit her lip and nodded at her brother with big, needy eyes. "Ok."
"You're sure?"
"Don't make me beg."
Mal snorted in amusement, then groaned and buried his face in Eve's neck. She stroked his hair and cradled him as his thrusts got wilder and less controlled.
Hot cum exploded from Mal's cock into Eve's waiting pussy. She gasped at the sudden brand new sensation, then moaned aloud, mixing her sounds of pleasure with his. The two of them were a duet of incomprehensible noises for a time, slowly replaced by more sloppy kissing sounds.
Mal emptied himself in the most satisfying climax of his life, giving all his cum to Eve in the most inappropriately intimate way possible. It felt so perfect and right to cum in her, to join themselves even closer than ever before.
Mal giggled softly as he collapsed on Eve and let her keep stroking him tenderly.
"What's so funny?" Eve murmured.
"Well... we used to just be connected by blood," Mal said.
"Hm, so?"
"So now by cum too."
"Pff, ok. Must make a note you get silly when you cum."
"Not silly. Just in love."
Eve blushed furiously and kept cradling Mal so he wouldn't look at her and notice the flush of her cheeks. "Definitely silly."
"Haha, ok."
"But... you can be in love with me if you want. I guess."
"Oh thank you. Maybe I will."
"Well good."
"Ok."
Eve stroked Mal's hair some more. "I think you're supposed to get off me at some point," she reflected.
"Do you want me to?"
"Not particularly."
"Then I won't."
They lay together for a while, neither moving other than to tenderly touch each other. Mal could easily have fallen asleep atop his naked, loving sister. Eve felt safe and comforted with his body stretched out across hers, like the best kind of weighted blanket.
Mal eventually did roll off, stretching out with a long sigh.
"Thought you weren't gonna leave me," Eve pouted.
"You didn't really want me on top of you forever, did you?" Mal asked.
"Maybe not." Eve lazily rolled on top of Mal, straddling him and sitting up on his lap, just below his cock. "You're hard again," she observed, gently poking at his erection.
"Yeah, that's why I had to move," Mal said. "It was either that or... or I'd want to go again."
Eve smiled crookedly as she moved her pussy closer to rub up on him. "I don't know why you thought I'd mind that," she said in a soft, breathy voice.
"Me either, come to think of it."
"I didn't cum yet, you know."
"Sorry. You must be about ready to burst, huh?"
Eve shrugged. "Not really. I kind of like it. This constant need for you, horny all day, no end in sight."
"I wouldn't be able to stand it."
"But it feels so nice."
"It doesn't, like, hurt after a while?"
"I can't get blueballs like you can, you know."
"Heh, true. Still, you should cum."
Mal reached for Eve's pussy. She moaned softly and let him rub around her clit for a moment.
Eve gently moved Mal's hand away while she grabbed his cock and sank onto it. Once settled, she gave him a deep, intense look and nodded as he put his thumb back on her clit.
"Better with me inside you, huh?" Mal asked.
"Yesss."
Eve started rocking back and forth a little. She guided Mal's fingers from time to time while he rubbed her, getting touched exactly where she wanted by her brother.
Mal was absolutely enamoured with the sight of his little sister grinding around on top of him, so naked and horny and needing to cum. He rubbed her clit lovingly, feeling his heart warm with every mewl and moan from her. Every expression of pleasure from her sent thrills through him, and combined with her riding him he was all revved up again.
Eve whimpered as she got close, writhing around uncontrolled and making it difficult for Mal to keep steady contact with her clit. She couldn't help herself. No matter how good it felt to be aroused and smitten over her brother, she did in fact need a release pretty badly.
She came hard in a flood of emotion and physical delight. It was an amazing and beautiful feeling, but also nearly brought her to tears through the weight of it.
Mal's hand was on her cheek, brushing back a small amount of wetness from the corner of her eye. She leaned into his touch and let him comfort her.
"Maybe I left that too long," Eve admitted.
"Well we'll know for next time."
"Heh, yeah." Eve kissed her brother's palm. "Give me a moment?"
"Of course."
Mal ran his hands softly over Eve. She still sat astride him, panting faintly and with a sheen of sweat on her now. She looked radiant to him, and he wanted nothing more than to touch her and hold her, to take comfort in each other and to know that everything was ok while they were together.
Or perhaps there was one thing he wanted more than that. When Eve started riding him again, moving her hips in such subtle, sensuous ways, he was immediately lost back in the thrill of their joining. Even smirked shyly at him, knowing exactly what he was feeling.
"You don't have to," Mal said.
"Who said anything about having to?" Eve retorted.
Her eyes danced with mischief as she bounced on Mal's cock. Mal slowly returned an amused look.
"It's like that, is it?"
She nodded. "I'm not done yet. You can tap out if you want."
"Pff, not hardly. I... I don't know if I'm ever going to want to stop."
"Mmm, same."
The siblings kept having sex off and on for a long while. They took breaks and tried out new things, but found real difficulty in keeping away from each other. Only eventual exhaustion kept them from going all night.
Eve lay panting next to Mal, gazing tenderly at him. He brought her hand to his lips and kissed her fingers until she finally giggled and pulled her hand away again.
"That... that was so good," Eve said.
"I know. It was amazing," Mal said.
"You came in me so much."
"Haha, well you kept making me."
"Hm, maybe. I guess if we're in love like this... that's gonna happen a lot."
"Yeah, I think maybe it will." Mal gave her a serious look. "You know... the day you found me is the best thing that's ever happened to me."
"Better than today?"
"It's close, but yes, actually. I could live without sex, even if it would be hard going back now. But I couldn't go back to living without my sister."
Eve blushed furiously. "Shut up. That's... that's way too cute a thing to say."
"True though."
"I know. And I'm glad. I just can't handle too much romance right now, I think."
"That wasn't romantic. It was familial."
"Well whatever it was," Eve said, leaning in to kiss Mal on the nose, "it was nice. And don't worry, you won't have to worry about living without me. I'm not going anywhere. I don't want to live without my brother either." She snuggled in closer. "Now cuddle me good while I try not to melt."
"Ok."
Mal wrapped his arms around Eve, pressing their bodies together. Their breathing and heartbeats seemed to merge into one, their blood connection taking over.
Being siblings had brought them together, and it remained an important connection for them. But they had emotional and physical connections now, and those were important too. They didn't have a traditional family bond, but it was theirs, and it was what they needed in their lives. They were now a brother and sister; happy, in love, and together.
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Chapter One: Emma's Secret
****
As usual, Emma waited until all the other girls were gone before using the showers. It meant being late to class an awful, awful lot, but she accepted the consequences as necessary. Her classmates tended to assume she was shy to a fault. They weren't wrong, but she had a good reason for it.
Emma wasn't quite the same as any of them. She looked like them for the most part. To all outward appearance she fit right in, as long as she was careful. But not when she was naked. With no clothes on, the big, stupid cock between her legs was impossible to hide.
It was even worse because she was so often all worked up after gym class. All those eighteen year old girls and boys running around, getting sweaty, some of them in very flattering shorts or tops....
And that wasn't even counting the eyefuls she got afterward when she got peeks of the other girls changing. She tried her best not to look, not be that kind of perv, but there was only so much she could do.
As if she wasn't going to be late enough as it was, she had her erection to deal with before she went anywhere. It was painful enough keeping it contained most of the time, but straight up impossible to get dressed again when it had been released.
Emma tried ignoring her cock while she washed the rest of herself. It never worked, but she felt like sooner or later it should. Sex drive was supposed to fall a little eventually, right? Probably eighteen was too young for that to be a factor, but she could hope. In the absence of any other solutions, hope was about all she had. Hell, while she was at it she might as well hope to wake up someday and find a pussy instead of a cock. That'd make things easier.
"So you do take your clothes off sometimes," a voice said from behind her.
Emma squeaked in embarrassment and flung her head around to stare in horror at the girl who'd snuck up on her. She could have sworn she was alone, but no. Misty, a girl from her class, stood there with a crooked smile and hands on her hips.
"Um... I'm almost done," Emma lied. "If you could just--"
"Leave you the showers all to yourself?" Misty shrugged. "Not really gonna happen. I'm a bit slow getting out of class today too. Need to wash up, you know?"
"Yeah, but... I mean...."
"We all get curious about why are so damn shy, you know," Misty continued casually. She pulled off her shirt and flung it back toward the lockers. "There are theories."
"Please don't," Emma whispered too softly to be heard. She hadn't turned around yet, hadn't let Misty see her surprise, but it was only a matter of time before the other girl caught a peek. It was inevitable. And there was nothing to be done about it. Fuck.
"Some think you're just shy to the point of being ok getting in trouble over it," Misty said, casually discarding her bra as well. "Or that maybe you're a lesbian and trying not to let anyone know."
Emma tried to avert her eyes from Misty's chest with limited success. The half-naked girl didn't appear to mind at all, but Emma was waiting for the punch line to all this. Misty was getting to something, and she wasn't sure what it was.
"I've had my own theory," Misty said. Her socks were tossed, then her shorts were slowly pushed down her legs. "I haven't shared it with anyone. If I'm wrong, it wouldn't be a very nice rumour to spread. If I'm right... well then I guess I kinda understand why you are the way you are."
"Could you just throw me a towel?" Emma asked desperately. "Mine's right there on the hook beside--"
"Turn around," Misty said.
"No. Please. Just--"
"Turn around!"
Emma looked over her shoulder again, words forming to plead further, but they caught in her throat. Misty was entirely naked. She had kind of an amazing body, really, but that wasn't the main thing Emma noticed.
"You have...."
"I have a cock, yes," Misty said with a wry smile. "As you'd know, if you showered with the rest of us."
Misty's cock was, in fact, stiffening the rest of the way into a full erection, just like the one Emma had yet to deal with. It was hypnotizing to Emma for a variety of reasons. Without meaning to, she half turned to get a better look.
"And so do you," Misty said softly.
Emma flushed warmly, but didn't try to hide it. It was too late, for one thing, and for another she may have found someone she didn't need to shy away from. Someone like her.
"Yeah," Emma said. "It's, uh, kinda my big secret."
Misty nodded and walked closer, taking the shower head next to her. Her cock swayed as she moved, maybe deliberately. Emma couldn't take her eyes off it.
"Am I the first other futa you've met?" Misty asked as she turned on the water and let it warm before standing under the spray.
"Futa?"
"You know. Girl with a cock. There are ruder words for it." Misty made a face. "I don't like most of them."
"Oh. Uh... yeah. I thought I was, like, the only one. Kind of a freak."
"Not a freak. Different, sure. Doesn't have to be a bad thing."
Emma looked down at her cock. "Explain how this isn't a bad thing."
"Feels nice to play with, doesn't it?"
"Well... yeah. But that's not nearly enough to make up for everything else. Being so alone, being so weird...."
Misty made an empathetic face. "I wish you'd been more open about it. I could have found you sooner. You don't have to be alone or weird."
"And let everyone know?"
"Lots of 'em know about me. The girls in the class all do, anyway. It hasn't really been a problem. It's even been fun sometimes."
"Really? They're all just ok with it?"
"It took a bit of adjustment, but yeah, basically." Misty shrugged. "Can't help who we are."
Emma bit her lip, considering. "Wish I was that brave."
"You could be. I'll help, if you want."
"Help what? I don't think I could just be naked in front of them all. Have them all see."
"We'll work up to that. You don't mind me seeing you, do you?"
"Well... no. I guess not." Emma gestured to Misty's cock. "You're like me."
"Mmhm. So we'll work up to it. Baby steps."
Emma wasn't convinced, but didn't want to argue too much with her new ally. "Baby steps."
She went back to washing herself, but wasn't sure yet what she'd do when it came time to deal with her cock. Even though Misty had one too, she wasn't sure about actually stroking it in front of anyone else. Even Misty.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a sound next to her. She looked over and her eyes widened as she saw Misty had beat her to it. The other girl had wrapped her hand around her cock and was jerking it without any apparent shame or reluctance.
Emma bit her lip and tried not to let her hand stray too near her own straining erection. It was probably fine to do it now, since Misty was without and apparent hesitation, but still....
She got a bit lost in watching Misty, the way the other girl played with herself, and in the tingly feelings it produced in her. It was pretty hot, in a way. Not as pornographic as the videos Emma watched when she wanted to get off, but very erotic and exciting in its own right. And it was happening right next to her, in real life, totally unexpectedly.
Misty turned her head, grinning crookedly at Emma's dazed and hypnotized expression. "You're staring."
Emma flushed and turned away. "Sorry!"
"I don't mind. Just wondering... you do jerk off, don't you?"
"Well... yeah."
"Are you gonna need to now?"
Emma cautiously turned back to Misty. "Kinda have to if I wanna get dressed again."
"Yeah. Me too." Misty's expression was cheerful, but there was something else too. A sort of desire or hunger in her eyes. "Want to do it with me?"
Emma overloaded a bit at the question. It wasn't the sort of thing she'd ever anticipated, especially not before meeting Misty today. But watching Misty play with herself, seeing her lithe, nude form under the cascade of water....
"Yes," Emma said softly.
Misty grinned broadly, and after a moment Emma found herself mirroring the expression. The two futas faced each other, each stroking their cock as they watched the other. Emma was more hesitant than Misty at first, but soon got into her rhythm as she relaxed and let her guard down a little.
Misty closed the gap between them, coming closer until their cocks were almost touching. Emma felt a little less comfortable with the lack of personal space, but her horniness more than made up for it. She was so turned on watching Misty jerk off, seeing her naked, and knowing she was just as horny.
It usually didn't take Emma all that long to jerk off in the showers. She had all those fresh memories of her classmates, even some of them nude despite how she tried not to look, and her knowledge of the risk she was taking every time helped as well. This time it was even easier. She didn't have to imagine anything since there was a hot girl right in front of her, all naked and wet, beautiful tits, amazing cock....
Emma came, closing her eyes and grunting as all her pent up arousal was expelled from her balls. She sighed happily as all that cum shot out and got her system calmed down again.
It was only upon opening her eyes again that Emma realized she'd made a mistake. She wasn't used to having anyone else present, and had inadvertently shot her cum all over Misty. She'd made such a mess of the other girl's tummy and cock, all without meaning to.
Emma opened her mouth to apologize profusely, to beg forgiveness for her egregious error, but stopped just in time. Misty wasn't mad by any outward indication. If anything, she was even more turned on than before.
Misty's eyes were half-lidded, her breathing coming more ragged, her hand even faster on her cock than before. She panted softly, then groaned deeply as cum exploded from her. She reciprocated and drenched Emma's midsection, shooting ropes of cum all over her in turn.
Both girls were left as wet, cummy, satisfied messes thanks to their shared masturbation. Misty grinned broadly and licked Emma's cum off her hand. Emma was a bit slower, taking time to poke and prod the cum that had been splattered against her skin, before she smiled shyly back at Misty.
"That was fun," Misty said cheerfully.
"It was," Emma agreed. "You don't mind that I accidentally, uh, got some on you?"
"You got lots on me," Misty clarified. "But why would I mind?"
"Um...."
"Do you mind that I got you right back?"
"No." Emma looked down at herself. "I... shit, this is embarrassing, but I kinda liked it."
Misty laughed and wrapped her arms around Emma in a soft, wet, very naked hug. Their boobs and softening cocks pressed together in a way that was both arousing and a little worrying for Emma, but Misty broke away again before she could protest.
"Don't be embarrassed. I liked it too. It's pretty cute and hot the way you shot all over me without meaning to." Misty scooped some more of Emma's cum off her cock and sucked it from her fingers. "And I'm a bit slutty, if you haven't noticed."
"I wouldn't say slutty...."
"Maybe not, but I would. Comes with being a futa, oftentimes." Misty shrugged. "I'm so horny most of the time that I don't know what else you'd call it."
"Oh. Ok then."
Emma bit her lip and stole a few more glances at Misty as she turned back to the shower to clean off again. She didn't want to go to class smelling of sex.
Misty got a little too eager and tried to help Emma clean off. It felt really nice having other hands rubbing over her tummy and cock, but it wasn't quite what Emma wanted.
"Um... please don't do that."
"Oh, sorry," Misty said, looking a little hurt. "Just thought I'd help. I made the mess after all."
"Yeah, no, I mean I don't mind, except... I need to be not horny. I'm already super late as it is."
Misty smiled again as she realized what Emma was saying. "That's fair. Didn't mean to get you hard again."
"It's, uh, pretty easy sometimes." Emma watched Misty from the corner of her eye. It'd be even easier with her, she thought, but didn't quite dare say that aloud.
"Yeah, I hear that," Misty said, apparently oblivious or uncaring that Emma was still checking her out. "Probably best to play it safe for now."
Emma nodded distractedly. "Yeah. Safe."
****
Emma couldn't stop thinking about Misty. Her evening jerkoffs were full of thoughts of her partner in horniness. The girl's body, her tits, her ass, her hard, amazing cock. And her shamelessness too. The idea that Misty was like her, so willing and eager to show her body, to be her horny self in front of someone else. Maybe lots of someone elses.
Very uncharacteristically for her, Emma actually found herself looking forward to her next gym class. Her next chance to see Misty again. Her tummy fluttered a little when she spotted Misty's beaming smile, and her amazing, sexy body in a tight little gym outfit.
Emma didn't dare say any of the things she wanted to, not when they had very little privacy for conversation. She and Misty did, however, pair up for a couple of exercises, and stayed pretty close the rest of class too. All without having to discuss it.
Something in Misty's eyes told Emma that she wanted to be close and had things she wanted to say too. What they were, whether they were similar to her own burning questions, was impossible to know.
Emma was quick to duck into a toilet stall at the end of the period. Not only did she want to hide from everyone except Misty, but in fact she felt like she had to. She was even hornier than she usually was by the end of an hour perving on classmates, and had barely been able to hold it together as long as she had.
She had to stifle a moan of relief as she tore her cock free of her restricting bottoms. Her panties were all stretched out weirdly from her erection trying to grow, and probably would need to be thrown out. It wouldn't be the first time.
Time passed interminably slowly as Emma waited for everyone to vacate the locker room. She had to sit there bottomless, cock sticking proudly into the air, hoping this wasn't the day someone happened to take a peek over the side and saw her sitting there like a horny freak.
A knock on her stall door startled her, but Misty's soft call helped to calm her again.
"You hiding from me?"
Emma let her breath slowly, then smiled cautiously. "No. Just from everyone else."
"You gonna come out? It's safe now."
Emma considered trying to stuff her cock back in her shorts and maintain some semblance of dignity, but that simply wouldn't work. With no other options, she opened the door and stepped out, bottoms in hand, cock swinging free.
Misty gave her an appreciative look up and down. More down than up, really. "Well well. Someone's worked up today."
Emma flushed, but didn't feel truly embarrassed. It was nice having someone who knew her pain. "It was so bad," she admitted. "Almost didn't make it until the end of class."
"I thought I noticed you moving oddly out there."
"Kinda was, yeah."
"Maybe if you hadn't spent so much time checking me out when you thought I wasn't looking...."
Emma squeaked and flushed even brighter red. "I wasn't... you...." She stopped and took a deep breath as Misty started giggling. "You're teasing."
"I am. I was checking you out too, you know."
"You were?"
"Yeah. And I need to get out of these clothes too. You make it difficult, having to wait for you."
"You didn't have to wait."
"No, maybe not. But I wanted to."
Emma's heart beat a little faster, and not just because Misty had very efficiently stripped her bottoms off, liberating her cock. Misty wanted to shower with her again. She'd hoped, she'd assumed, but she hadn't really known. Not for sure.
The girls padded their way toward the showers in a horny, giggling pair. They stopped to strip the rest of the way and deposit their clothes near their lockers, then continued nakedly into the shower area.
Misty let Emma go first, which Emma only belatedly realized was probably so she could check out her ass. It was so weird actually feeling desirable and sexy. Sure she'd gotten some looks or stares from time to time, but not from anyone who knew her secret. Misty knew and still wanted to check her out. It was a nice feeling.
By the same token, Emma couldn't stop staring at Misty either. She was a little more confident about it than their first encounter, a little less shy and nervous. Still not totally sure of herself by any means, but better.
The girls traded some nervous, excited giggles as they started jerking off together again. Emma was thrilled to once again have someone to share her need with, especially someone so fascinating and arousing to watch. It turned her necessary and inconvenient chore into some of the most fun she'd ever had.
No imaginary girls or boys, no porn, no amount of playing with herself had ever made Emma so deliriously horny as Misty naked and masturbating in front of her. It didn't take much to get her hard sometimes, but it was something truly special to take her mind off her fears of discovery, her anxiety about being late to class for the billionth time, her worries that no one would ever find her attractive, and let her freely enjoy the pleasures she was able to give herself.
Emma lost herself in the moment, temporarily at one with her cock. Every little thing about Misty turned her on to the point it almost hurt. Her heart beat so fast, and she felt like she might explode in more ways than one.
Hot cum splashed all over Emma's tits. Two bursts on her chest before Misty's orgasm weakened slightly and caught Emma below her breasts, then down to her tummy and cock, as well as her hand that hadn't stopped moving.
"You did that on purpose!" Emma accused.
Misty's gleaming eyes acknowledged the charge. "Sure did!"
Emma bit her lip and jerked off even faster. Having her front all messed like that just made her more desperate for her own release. She wasn't sure what it said about her that having Misty's cum dripping from her tits turned her on so much, and she didn't particularly care either.
Emma got Misty back, making just as much mess over her perfect, smooth skin. She couldn't help feeling like Misty deliberately positioned herself to catch the entirety of the cumshot, which took away from the revenge slightly, but it was so hot covering the other girl in cum that Emma forgot all about the mess on her body.
Misty laughed gleefully as she examined her cum-stained self. She went so far as to pull Emma into a big, slippery, naked hug and kiss her on the cheek.
"This is so much fun," Misty said. "How come you made it so hard to find you?"
Emma shrugged and said nothing. Her heart pounded dangerously in her chest, and she hoped Misty couldn't feel it. Their bodies all squished together like that, their cum mixed between them, the easy, inappropriate intimacy that Misty showed... it was all doing some very scary things to her. She didn't know what to make of those feelings, nor whether they were the right ones.
She and Misty had really only just met. This was no time to be developing a crush or something foolish like that. It wasn't even certain that they were going to end up being friends, let alone something more than that. It was far too early in their relationship to be feeling all floaty and fluttery.
Misty broke the hug, but didn't get very far away. She hummed cheerfully and started washing Emma's skin clean of all the cum. Emma was very aware that much of Misty's effort was going to her boobies, almost as though Misty wanted a feel more than she wanted to be helpful, but Emma couldn't say she really minded.



"You look so hot like this," Misty said as she ran her hands over Emma's boobs yet again.
"Like what? Naked? Soaked? Covered in your cum?"
"All of the above."
"You're not getting horny again, are you?"
"Maybe. You?"
"Well... you haven't stopped feeling my tits yet. So yeah, kinda."
The girls shared another giggle as they looked down to their cocks that were pulsing back to erection without even having the chance to get fully soft in the interim.
"Maybe I should stop then," Misty said.
"Yeah, maybe," Emma agreed.
Misty hands didn't go anywhere. "Or maybe we could, like, say the hell with our next class?"
Emma's eyes widened slightly, and she seriously considered the implication. "No," she said regretfully, "I don't think that'd be a good idea. I get in enough trouble being late as is."
"Oh, yeah. That makes sense."
Misty's hands dropped away, leaving Emma's breasts about as clean as they'd ever been after so much attention. She looked so disappointed that it just about broke Emma's heart. Though in fact, Emma was still mainly thinking with a different body part.
"And how long do we even have before another class comes in?" Emma said in an attempt to rationalize her choice.
"You're right, you're right. We should go."
Misty set to washing herself off, swiping at the clinging strands of cum that the water wasn't dealing with. Her boobs jiggled as she cleaned them, and other parts of her body moved just as enticingly too.
Emma had to close her eyes a moment and refocus. "Maybe... maybe we could meet up at lunch? If you want to."
Misty gave her a slow smile. "Yeah. Ok. That'd be cool."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Might be neat seeing you with your clothes on."
Emma laughed shyly. "You know, you're the only one who's seen me naked in... forever, practically. I feel like I should be more embarrassed about it, but...."
"Hard to be embarrassed when you're horny, am I right?"
"I s'pose so. And I guess once you saw me...." Emma shrugged. "Nothing really to hide after that."
"Nothing? Really?"
Emma shook her head definitively. "Nope. Mainly it's just about hiding this thing," she said, hefting her half-hard cock. "If you don't mind that, then I don't much care about the rest of it."
Misty tilted her head. "Fair enough. If it means anything, though, I very much enjoy the rest of it."
Emma blushed. "Thanks," she said softly.
"And your cock."
"I--"
"Just the whole package, really. You pull off the whole 'nudity' look rather well."
"Thanks," Emma mumbled again. She eyed Misty for a moment, then focused back on the wall when she felt her cock twitch. "You too."
****
Emma felt anxious in an entirely different way as she walked into the cafeteria. She wasn't sure why, exactly, since all she was doing was meeting up with Misty. If anything, it should be a much easier social interaction. Their clothes would be on, and there wouldn't be any sexual tension getting in the way. Or rather, the sexual tension should be kept much more in check.
At the same time, though, they'd met while Emma was naked and horny. In a weird sort of way, she better understood and was more ok with interacting with Misty under those circumstances. It was totally backwards, but it was what it was.
"Hey there. Been waiting for ya."
Emma jumped and pulled away from the arm that had snaked through hers. She relaxed as soon as she realized it was Misty who'd snuck up on her.
"Don't do that!"
Misty laughed melodically. "Sorry, I didn't realize you were so skittish."
"I'm not. Just... you surprised me."
"Mmhm. So you're not all nervous and jumpy?"
"Well... maybe a little." Emma looked around, then lowered her voice. "We haven't really hardly talked outside the showers."
"I'm pretty much the same as in them," Misty said. She lowered her voice to match Emma's conspiratorial tone. "Just as horny with or without my clothes on, if that helps."
Emma giggled madly and stifled her mouth with her hand. "That doesn't help!" she whispered fiercely in between giggles. "I want to just, like, talk to you. Not get all distracted and worked up again."
"No promises. I'm very sensual."
"Ha, right. Just a horny little thing is all you are. Just like me."
"That too."
Emma had been letting Misty guide her along without really paying attention. She frowned slightly as she realized they were headed out the side door to the school yard.
"Hey, hold up a sec. I gotta get some food. I'm starved."
"I bet you are, what with all those fluids you lost back in the shower."
"I get hungry lots anyway. Though... maybe it is 'cause of the... you know," Emma said, unwilling to get too descriptive when there were other students around.
"Don't worry about it. My mom always packs way too much for me, and it's good stuff for us."
"Huh?"
"You know. High in protein."
"Oh. Right." Emma shrugged. "My doctor keeps saying I'm not really getting enough. My parents try, but...."
They were out in the open air, and luckily not in any of the main travel lanes anymore. Misty stopped them both abruptly and threw her arms around Emma, squeezing her in a big hug. Emma was taken off guard, but also rather enjoyed the contact. Her cock reacted immediately, but then again it took any excuse to get hard. As its excuses went, having Misty's seductive body all pressed against her was a pretty good one.
"I keep forgetting you didn't grow up with other futas," Misty said. "I don't know how you cope, honestly."
"Um... I jerk off a lot and try not to get hard around other people."
"Yeah, me too. But it takes more than that."
Emma shrugged, embarrassed. "It just is what it is, I guess."
Misty smiled brightly as she released Emma. "Well hey, you've got me now. I'll look out for you."
Misty took Emma's hand and dragged her onward. Emma was still a bit flustered, but giggled and let herself be pulled along. Despite not knowing her for very long, she was getting the sense that Misty was very good at making life exciting.
The girls made their way behind a copse of trees, giving them a partial screening from the rest of the yard. Emma's pulse quickened further as she recognized the potential benefits of privacy.
Misty shucked her backpack before finding a comfy spot on the ground, back to one of the trees. Emma settled herself similarly. She remained on alert in case Misty tried something naughty, though she wasn't quite sure if that was so she could prevent it, or help it.
It didn't come to that. Misty began efficiently digging plastic containers of food from her bag and setting them within easy reach.
"I only have one set of silverware with me," Misty said conversationally. "So I guess one of us gets a fork, and the other gets a spoon."
"Sounds reasonable," Emma said. "Your mom really packs this much food for you everyday?"
"She overdoes it, yeah." Misty smiled winsomely. "But I mighta asked for some extra too. Just in case."
"You planned this?"
"I had... ideas."
"But we only just met."
Misty was already digging into one of her containers. "Yeah, but the way we met makes up for some of that, don't you think?" Her grin turned slightly evil. "Or is jerking off onto someone you've just met normal for you?"
Emma flushed. "No."
"I felt like we maybe had a connection is all. And if it so happened that we ate lunch together...."
"Yeah, yeah. I get it." Emma picked up one of the containers as a distraction. "What is any of this anyway?"
"Mainly leftovers. Mom did pack a couple sandwiches and snacks too, but the leftovers are usually better. Just pick something, see if you like it. I'll eat it if it turns out you don't."
Emma was happy to find that the food was, indeed, much better than she could have expected from the cafeteria. She and Misty devoured a good chunk of the picnic Misty had brought with her, slowing down to bare nibbling as their appetites were sated.
"Mmm, that was good," Emma said. "Thanks for sharing."
"You're welcome," Misty said brightly. She shifted a bit, then made a face. "Damn cock's getting restless again though. Better let it out for a bit."
"Yeah, mine does that t-- wait what?"
Emma's eyes went wide as Misty's pants came off. She whipped her head around, but no attention had been attracted just yet.
"Put that away!" Emma hissed as Misty's panties were set carefully on top of her discarded jeans.
"Why?" Misty asked. "You've seen it."
"Yes, but someone else might if you get all naked out here."
"So what if they do?" Misty shrugged. "Besides, I've done this lots of times when the weather's nice out. It's never been a problem."
Emma looked down at Misty's naked lower half. Her friend's cock was about half-erect, and only getting harder by the moment.
"You sit out here with your cock out and no one's ever noticed?"
"I didn't say that. Just that it's never been a problem." Misty made eye contact. "A bunch of girls know about me anyway, from gym class, you know. It's not like I'd be giving away a big secret." She shrugged. "I mean, I don't want anyone to see, and I certainly don't want to show off for any old random person, but we're really not as visible as you might think. I picked this spot for a reason."
"Yeah, but... but...."
"You're still worried though, aren't you?"
Emma looked down, fiddling with her hands as a distraction. "Kinda."
"Don't worry about it. No one's looking. I've only been caught, like, twice. And there's lots of time to put your cock away if anyone starts coming over."
It was true, no one was paying any attention, and they did have some distance to work with. Misty's increasingly hard cock wasn't even all that visible, really, except to Emma who was having a harder and harder time not staring at it. Her own cock was stirring uncomfortably in her pants, at least partly because of Misty's little exhibitionist streak.
"We're outside," Emma said quietly. "In public."
"I know. Makes it more fun, I think." Misty stroked her cock lightly with just her fingertips. "Publicly naughty, but really letting anyone see. You're not a little bit excited?"
"Of course I am. Every little thing excites me, feels like. Stupid cock."
Misty giggled. "So have some fun with it. If you're gonna be horny at awkward times, at least don't let them all be unpleasant."
Emma balled her fists, fighting a brief internal war. She wanted to badly to be as brave as Misty, to be able to let her cock out and maybe play with it instead of hiding it away all the time. But she couldn't, could she?
"Promise no one's looking?" Emma asked in a small voice.
"Promise. It's safe. Safe as it ever is, anyway."
Emma bit her lip, closed her eyes, then slowly scooted her pants down her thighs. She didn't take them all the way off, leaving herself the option of tugging them back up in relatively short order if need be, but down enough for some freedom. Her cock sprang happily to attention once she did the same to her panties. She let out a soft moan of relief at the liberating feeling.
"Better, right?" Misty said.
Emma nodded. "Yeah. Still pretty nervous though."
"You'll be fine. Just relax. Enjoy it."
Misty leaned back and half-closed her eyes. She wrapped her fingers more firmly around her cock and stroked it as casually as if they weren't out in the schoolyard where anyone could see.
Although, Emma had to admit, no one was looking. They had some shelter, and probably it wasn't really as obvious how half-naked and horny they were to anyone else. Probably. And she really did want to join Misty in jerking off....
After a few more seconds of internal debate and a feeling of increasing need, Emma bit her lip and took hold of her cock. It was so hard in her hand, the way it got when she watched some particularly exciting porn and restrained herself from jerking off right away.
It felt so incredibly good to stroke herself. Exciting and thrilling due to where she was and who she was with, but also liberating and relaxing in a slightly different way. She wasn't used to being able to take care of her needs all that often during the school day, and usually when she did it caused problems in other areas, like making her late after gym class all the time.
Maybe this would still lead to something bad. Maybe they'd be caught. But until then, Emma allowed herself the joy of jerking off during school hours next to the girl who might genuinely be her new best friend.
Misty had let her eyelids drop, watching the world through a softened gaze as she pleasured herself. Emma felt Misty's eyes on her at times, but at others she wasn't sure who or what was being watched.
Emma, contrarily, was almost entirely focused on Misty, excepting the occasional flick of her eyes around the perimeter to make sure no one was getting too close. It made her so horny the way Misty stroked her cock with one hand while the other fondled her balls, or her tits through her shirt, or sometimes helped out on her cock in a double handed grip.
She couldn't tell if it was the vicarious pleasure she imagined Misty experiencing that turned her on, or some sort of attraction to the girl herself. She'd never been overly comfortable with or sure of her sexuality, and had certainly never expected to meet anyone else like her. Another futa. Let alone someone so cute and sexy and comfortable with her own body.
Slowly, gradually, Emma was lulled by the warmth of the day, the lovely sensation of playing with her hard, throbbing cock, and the security of a friend beside her. She relaxed, leaned back comfortably, and let herself enjoy it.
"What do I do when I need to cum?" Emma murmured without much urgency in her words, despite the feeling lurking within her, slowly growing with every passing moment.
"Well," Misty said with a teasing smile, "you could cum all over yourself, but that would make quite a mess. Or you could cum on me, but that makes for a similar problem." She shrugged. "Usually I just cum on the ground somewhere. Unless I'm feeling particularly kinky at the time."
"On the ground?"
"Yeah. Why not?"
"I don't know. I just haven't done that before, I guess." Emma flushed at a sudden memory. "Well, maybe a couple times, when I was really desperate."
"It's the easiest thing to do, anyway," Misty said with another shrug. "It's what I plan on doing."
Emma nodded and rubbed her cock a little faster. She kind of wanted to go slow and savour everything, but she also didn't want to run out of time and have to rush, nor did she want to get too complacent and get caught. Besides, she was already feeling that pull, that little ball of pleasure inside her that would grow faster and faster until it burst forth in the form of thick, sticky jets of cum.
She felt Misty's eyes lock onto her now as she stroked faster and faster, blurring her hand along her shaft. She felt her friend's interest and her own inevitable climax growing as one. There was a little extra warmth in her face, a slight flutter in her tummy, but overall she didn't mind Misty watching her. Even that small embarrassment thrilled her and helped her get closer.
Emma gasped and quickly aimed her cock to the side as the first shot of cum pulsed all the way up her shaft and exploded volcanically. She heard Misty moan and grunt on the other side of her, detected the extreme arousal she must be feeling. Yet another little thrill to add to the amalgam.
So much cum, all arcing gently through the air to splatter on the grass. Emma surprised herself by how long and hard she came, and afterward by how tired and lazy she felt, in a good way.
Having totally shed her bottoms, Misty was able to spread her legs wide and dump all her cum on the ground between them. Emma watched in detached fascination at the fountain of cum being launched, very nearly wanting to play with herself again as Misty came, but knowing that was a bad idea.
"Feel better?" Misty asked with a wide, knowing grin.
Emma nodded. "I really do. Thank you."
"Glad to hear it."
The girls lounged in relaxed silence while their cocks softened. Emma brought her hand closer to her face, examining some of her cum that clung to her fingers. She was about to wipe it off until Misty gently guided her arm over and sucked her fingers clean for her, one by one.
Emma's eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open. It wasn't an overly sexual feeling, but unexpectedly sensual and erotic in its own way.
"What are you trying to do, turn me on again?"
"Just cleaning you up," Misty said with false innocence. She bit the corner of her lip. "You taste good."
Emma made an unconscious grunt of arousal, then blushed and looked away. "Don't do that," she whispered.
"Sorry. You want to taste me?"
Turning her head back around, Emma found a cummy finger being offered to her in turn. She hesitated, then sucked the finger into her mouth and cleaned it off. She blushed even harder at Misty's impish smile.
"Seriously. Stop. I don't wanna get hard again."
Misty giggled and pulled Emma closer. She snuggled right up, heedless of their mutual bottomlessness, their cocks softening onto their thighs right next to one another.
"Don't worry. I'll be good. That was fun though, I thought."
Emma nodded and smiled shyly. "It was. Thank you for... all this."
"You're welcome. Nice to have someone to share with."
The bell would be ringing soon, Emma knew, but it hadn't yet. Until it did, she lazed against Misty--snug against her, warm sunlight bathing her skin--and basked in the afterglow.
****
Emma was an even hornier mess than usual by the end of their next gym class. She was more aware than ever of Misty's presence, of how amazing her butt looked in tight shorts, and indeed the bulge that had been slowly expanding in the front.
Emma was fighting an erection too and had been looking for excuses to stay on the sidelines for most of the second half of the period. Misty didn't seem to mind that her cock was being made ever more obvious. She just smiled at Emma every time their eyes met.
Everyone knew about Misty though, Emma recalled, or at least the girls must. If in fact Misty showered with them regularly, they'd all have to be well aware by now. The boys were a different question, but Misty didn't seem mind the idea that they'd notice, so it was impossible to say one way or another.
Regardless, every little movement Misty made, every bit of 'accidental' contact, every smile and wink all sent thrills through Emma's body, straight to her cock. Misty was doing it on purpose too. She had to be. No girl rubbed her boobs against someone else as often as she had been without meaning to.
And if Misty meant to arouse her, boy was it working. Emma was just as miserably horny as she could imagine being. She wanted to drag Misty away somewhere private and do... well, stuff. She wasn't sure what. Only that she needed to cum so, so badly.
Emma planned to straggle with all her might when it came time to hit the showers afterward. She was in quite a bit of pain keeping her cock so contained, but she just had to wait it out.
Except that Misty, as was becoming a theme this period, had other plans. She snuck up on Emma and took her hand before she could react.
"Hey there," Misty said brightly. "Ready for the showers?"
"No. You know I need to wait."
"You want to wait, you mean."
"No. Need to. Especially with how badly you've been teasing me this whole time." Emma lowered her voice to a bare hiss. "I'm so horny right now I'm surprise I haven't ripped right through my panties."
Misty laughed. "Then we better get you out of them."
"Not around the other girls!"
"It's ok. I'll be right there with you. It'll be fine."
"No it won't. They'll all see... who I am. And it'll be even worse 'cause I'll be all hard and dripping."
"Dripping?"



"My panties are soaked," Emma said flatly. "I've never had to deal with so much precum."
"Aw, just 'cause of me? That's so sweet."
Emma pouted. "Yeah, you and your teasing. And being you. And stuff." She sighed. "It would have been bad enough even if you hadn't been encouraging me."
"Would it?"
"Yeah." Emma flushed and questioned whether she should even say what she was thinking, but she'd kind of trapped herself in a corner. Perhaps deliberately. "I think maybe just being around you would have been pretty bad. You know, combined with my usual problems."
Misty was uncharacteristically silent for a moment. "Really?"
"I think so. I don't know. It's all so complicated."
"Emma?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you trust me?"
Emma hesitated, but there was no real question there. She found that the answer was obvious if she thought about it at all. Misty had been nothing but amazing so far, and Emma knew it was really only her own lack of bravery and confidence holding her back when they were together.
"Yes," she said quietly but definitively.
"Good. Then we're going to go shower."
"But--"
"Trust me."
So Emma did. Her heart pounded in her chest, her face felt bright and warm, and she got increasingly shaky and dizzy the closer they got, but she followed Misty to the locker room. She trusted in her new friend and did her best to put aside all the horrific consequences she imagined might result.
The room was full of girls in various states of undress. Some were still mostly clothed, others were fully naked and padding off to the showers. Lots were still somewhere in between. Emma did her level best not to stare at anyone, but there was very little visual space not occupied by something enticing.
The incorrect certainty that every glance her way was going to note the large, painful bulge in her shorts added to Emma's predicament. She was turned on by Misty, by the various undressed girls around them, and bizarrely the prospect of being found out both terrified her and sent even more pulsing arousal to her confined cock.
Emma shut down more and more the deeper they got into dangerous territory. By the time Misty picked a bench to stop at, she was basically incapable of moving without being guided. She was frozen, eyes darting this way and that, just waiting for disaster to strike.
Perhaps sensing Emma's mental paralysis, Misty went ahead and stripped first. She casually doffed her gym clothes with calm efficiency. Even her panties at the end came off without any visible hesitation.
Emma's eyes widened and her breath, somehow, quickened yet again. She looked around all the more furiously, but her expectations were disappointed. Misty attracted a few glances upon unveiling her hard cock, but no one was shocked or stared for very long. They'd all seen it before, Emma realized. They weren't bothered.
It was the second gleam of hope and security in an otherwise hellish mind-field. The first being her faith in Misty, her willingness to follow the more confident girl into assumed mockery and shame. This confirmation that the other girls wouldn't immediately overreact to a cock amongst them certainly helped assuage her fear.
"Your turn," Misty said gently.
Emma shook her head. "I can't."
"I'll help."
"I still can't."
Misty smiled. "Yes you can. It'll all feel better once you get through this. I promise."
Misty tugged at Emma's shirt and, surprising herself, Emma lifted her arms and allowed it to be removed. Although, in a way, that was fine. Most of her clothing didn't matter. It was really only her shorts and especially her panties that were the crucial bits. Her panic only really kicked into overdrive when Misty started on them.
And yet, Emma didn't fight it. She closed her eyes, blushed furiously in anticipation, and prayed for a fire alarm or something to get everyone else out of the locker room.
A happy sigh escaped Emma's lips as Misty pulled her panties down and released her cock. She blushed even harder and snapped her eyes open, terrified of the reaction she'd get. No one was paying much attention, though. Most of the other girls were in the showers, or just on their way back out.
Emma felt a kiss on the tip of her angrily hard cock. She looked down to find Misty nuzzling adorably at her embarrassingly obvious erection, no trace of nervousness or anxiety on the other girl's serene face.
"You have such a beautiful cock," Misty murmured happily.
"Shh!" Emma hissed.
"What? Not like they won't notice just 'cause I'm quiet."
"I can't do this, Misty. I can't."
"Yes you can. You're doing fine." Misty gave Emma's cock another kiss, then a quick lick of the tip to clean up some precum. "We'll just hop in the shower, get cleaned up, get dressed, then we're out of here. Easy."
"What fantasy world are you living in?" Emma grumbled.
Nevertheless, she once again allowed herself to be led by the hand somewhere she was scared to go. It should have been even scarier this time, since she was naked and all, but somehow it really wasn't any worse. Clinging to Misty's hand remained a source of comfort. Perhaps more than that, Emma's arousal was kicking in and helping quell some of the other emotions.
Misty's beautiful, naked body was a significant turn on by itself. Watching her stroll confidently to the showers, no trace of self-consciousness in regard to her lovely swaying cock jutting out in front, was really getting to Emma somewhere deep inside. Then, too, there was the delayed but very firm reaction to the way Misty had kissed and rubbed her cheek on her cock. Those big, adoring eyes looking up at her like she would happily have done anything Emma asked in that moment....
Emma wasn't sure whether she was falling for Misty, or whether she was just horny. It was Misty's fault either way, and it wasn't a particularly important distinction in the moment, but the consequences for later were something Emma needed to sort out.
Her brief few seconds of inner reflection ended abruptly as she and Misty stepped into the shower room. There was no hiding once they were there, and it was too late to turn back. Not everyone looked right way, but enough pairs of eyes turned toward the two futas that Emma knew her secret was well and truly out.
Misty, still confident and unconcerned, led Emma over to a free showerhead. Emma was barely even looking where she was going. She held Misty's hand in a tight death grip, only that contact giving her the will to keep going.
"Is everyone looking at me?" Emma whispered in Misty's ear as they shared the warm spray of water that was really only meant for one at a time.
"No, Em. Some are, but they're just curious."
"Are they pointing and laughing yet?"
"Why would they be?"
"Well... what are they doing?"
"I dunno. Washing themselves, I guess." Misty stroked Emma's cheek reassuringly. "No one's gonna make fun of you. It's just in your head."
Emma shook her head. "No it isn't."
"Yes. It is."
Emma resolutely stared at the wall and refused to look around. Misty ignored her petulance and started rinsing her hair and washing her back for her. Emma tried to ignore some things in return, such as Misty's cock bumping against her butt, or her boobies pressing against her back and arm, but couldn't deny that her cock remained firm, throbbing, and leaking precum.
It only got worse--or better--for Emma when Misty pushed forward a little and lodged her cock in Emma's butt crack. Emma bit her lip, desperately stifling the sounds she wanted to make. She was so crazy turned on, but also surrounded by all these other girls. It just wasn't fair.
Given her awareness of her own paranoia, Emma was late to realize that one of the girls next to her and Misty really was watching them intently. She turned her head to find a big, fascinated pair of eyes staring curiously at the joining of two naked bodies where Misty was grinding her cock into Emma's butt.
Jenna, the girl to whom those wandering eyes belonged, noted that she'd been caught being a little too interested. She offered a rueful, apologetic smile, that nevertheless didn't contain much in the way of shock or embarrassment. If anything, she might actually appear... aroused?
A quick look around revealed that, in fact, a few other girls were keeping an eye on the pair of horny futas. No disgust, anger, or superiority in evidence, though. Nothing like what Emma had feared. There was curiousity, mainly, and if she wasn't just imagining it, some of her classmates might be enjoying the show one way or another.
Jenna, for instance, still hadn't looked away, except for a few token instances of averting her eyes when caught staring a little too blatantly. She had also been idly rubbing at her boobs a bit too long for it to be about washing them anymore.
It seemed to Emma that she may have been wrong about what her classmates would think of her. Certainly no reaction she'd yet received indicated that her fears had been correct. Misty had no problem with her, though Misty was a futa too, so it was hard to know how to count her. There were no complaints from any of the other girls either, though. That had to mean something.
Emma remained still as she pondered her situation. It meant letting Misty wash her and grind on her ass, which kind of turned her on, and also meant no hiding at all from anyone who wanted to get a look at her, which was still a bit embarrassing, but not so bad once she adjusted.
It really felt like the easiest way through was just to let it all happen. She was enjoying herself, except for brief surges of panic as her anxiety fought for control. Even then, though, she had Misty's reassuring comfort to help her through. Misty who was all warmly and sexily pressed up behind her, whose boobs, tummy, and cock were all firmly embedded against her skin.
Emma bit her lip as her cock gave a little pulse of precum and tried to restrain some very different feelings. She was horny, sure, and there was no hiding from the fact. But with Misty it felt like it was becoming something different. Something more intense. Emma really would have liked to be able to consider that issue somewhere more private. And, possibly, when she didn't have a dick sliding up her butt crack.
Alongside the girls, Jenna was still watching, and had even slipped a hand between her legs. Emma wasn't sure whether to pretend she didn't see the girl masturbating to them. She couldn't blame her, really, not when she and Misty were being much naughtier. If anything, Emma was glad it wasn't just them.
A sudden gasp and moan came from Misty, followed quickly by several hot splashes against Emma's lower back. Misty was cumming all over her. Emma's knees went weak at the thought of yet another potentially embarrassing fact about her being shown off; that she'd contentedly stand there and let Misty get off on her ass. She might have felt bad about it if she wasn't ridiculously turned on instead.
"Whoops, made a bit of a mess," Misty said cheerfully. She knelt down behind Emma to wash off her cum, and to play with Emma's butt some too.
Emma bit her lip and clenched her hands into fists. It was getting so hard not to touch herself, not to wrap her fingers around her throbbing cock and stroke herself off. She didn't want to be that kind of a perv, masturbating in the showers like that. Though Misty had totally just cummed all over her, and Jenna was openly fingering herself, and when she looked around so were Sierra and Eve, another couple girls she kind of knew.
Other than that, the shower room was beginning to empty out. It was getting to be a much more acceptable risk to play with herself if the only ones left were doing the same thing already.
It was very likely that Emma would have arrived at the decision to just go for it. She had to jerk off before getting dressed regardless, or there'd be no stuffing herself back in her panties. And, honestly, given what had already happened and the lack of consequences thus far, she was willing to try it. Misty, however, took care of her situation before she could make up her mind.
Emma felt hands on her hips, guiding her to turn. She complied, doing a slow half-spin so she was facing Misty instead of away from her. Her cock smacked gently against Misty's face upon completing the partial rotation.
Misty grinned and nuzzled Emma's cock for a moment, then gave it a lick while looking straight into Emma's eyes. She licked and sucked more and more vigourously at Emma's shaft, not yet taking it in her mouth, but teasing as much as possible otherwise.
Emma felt unbalanced all of a sudden and leaned back against the wall for support. Misty scooted a bit closer to follow the movement, not letting up on her cock. It was such an amazing sensation having someone else's tongue and lips lavished across her cock, and occasionally sneaking down to her balls. Even better that it was Misty, who was sexy and free in a way Emma had never known, and who clearly knew what she was doing.
Only a handful of girls remained with them, but Sierra and Eve had moved closer to watch, which offset the emptying of the room by crowding her more. Still, they were as intrigued and horny as she was, by the look of it. She wasn't the only one pervy enough to get off on this.
Or maybe... maybe this was perfectly normal. Not the setting, obviously, because Emma couldn't imagine a lot of blowjobs were going on in the showers after class and she'd somehow missed the memo. But to enjoy a girl sucking on her cock, that made sense. That was straightforward and not something unique and weird about her. Boys liked having their cocks played with and sucked on, right? Why shouldn't she? If anything, it was the other girls remaining who could be considered pervs. Misty for being such a horny little thing and playing with her the way she was, and Jenna, Sierra, and Eve for spectating and playing with themselves a bit too.
The logic was a bit convoluted. Emma was aware of that. But it helped her accept and fully embrace what was happening in a much more relaxed way. She would have let it happen anyway, but it was better to feel like she wasn't weird for it.
Emma happily moaned and arched her back as Misty finally parted her lips and sucked her partly into her mouth. She reached out and set her hand on Misty's head, just leaving it there, acknowledging and appreciating what her friend was doing for her, how amazing it felt.
Schlicking and soft gasps came from Jenna, who was unashamedly fingering herself silly next to them. Sierra, too, was playing with her little pussy. Eve had a hand cupped over her slit, and her other softly massaging her tits.
The whole cluster of naked, horny girls ignored the bell entirely when it rang. This was too good to pass up just for the sake of rules and not getting in trouble. Emma's lips quirked at the thought that she wasn't the only one running late anymore, and that it was all because of her, in a sense.
Misty worked ferociously on Emma's cock. Once she had it in her mouth, she was very determined to get it all in. Emma, who didn't think she could have taken it all if she'd been trying, was rather impressed at Misty's ability to do so. Misty looked up triumphantly, throat bulging and contracting reflexively, chin pressed to Emma's balls, and very much having deep throated the whole cock like a pro.
Their audience was suitably impressed and excited as well, judging by the sounds they made and the increased speed of various fingers and wrists.
Misty pulled back slowly, leaving a trail of her spit along Emma's cock. She bobbed her head back and forth with increasing speed and firmness of motion, sometimes taking the whole thing to the base again, sometimes only until it bumped against her throat. The longer she went, the more accommodating her throat seemed to get, until every stroke was full length and unresisted.
It was quite surreal for Emma getting so expertly sucked off for her first time. That level of deep throating had been reserved for porn stars, so far as she knew. Her beautiful, sexy new friend seemed to blur the lines between young and exploring, and already having an inconceivable array of experience and knowledge. Emma felt hopelessly outmatched, but also so very lucky to have this amazing experience, even if it was more public than she'd like.
Sloppy blowjob sounds mixed with the increasingly slick noises from the three masturbating girls clustered around. Emma was going absolutely out of her mind. She was so turned on by everything; the mutual nudity, everyone acting too wanton for their own good, and especially her cock getting lavished and pampered like never before. Such a warm, deft tongue caressing it back and forth, and such a lovely snug throat to embrace it.
Emma's eyes rolled back, her toes curled, and her whole body tensed. A moment later, her balls went wild, the whole length of her cock pulsed hard, and a flurry of cum was erupted deep inside Misty's mouth.
Cum leaked from Misty's mouth at first as she couldn't swallow the initial load fast enough. Rather bizarrely, it seemed, she quickly pressed her face to Emma's tummy, taking her cock fully down her throat as much as she could. Emma would have though that would make her choke worse, but in fact Misty was much better able to let the cum flow into her tummy from there. Misty made sure to take the last little bit in her mouth before swallowing it, and appeared to savour that final moment.
It was all a wind down from there. Emma was a bit dazed and slow to finish washing up after one of the best orgasms of her life. Possibly the very best, even. Misty helped her out with much less fondling and groping this time, since they were both sated enough to think about practical matters again.
The other girls finished their own play times and slipped away one by one, with Emma and Misty just behind the last of them. Emma idly watched Sierra's naked butt scamper away in front of her, but didn't get hard because of it, nor even when she padded back into the locker area and saw the three girls all in various stages of getting dressed.
Emma and Misty dried themselves off and joined Jenna, Eve, and Sierra in reclothing themselves. For once, Emma was able to genuinely be around other girls and focus on her own task, rather than pretending not to peek and trying to avoid her bulging cock being spotted.
"I'm glad you finally joined us," Jenna said as she slipped her shirt back on.
Emma looked up blankly. "Huh?"
"You know. In the showers and everything?"
"Oh." Emma flushed. "Yeah. That was... shit, I didn't even think about it, but everyone's gonna know now. Not to mention...." She covered her face in her hands a moment, oblivious to how her boobs and cock still hung out uncovered. "I can't believe I just got sucked off in front of everyone."
"You're welcome!" Misty said cheerfully.
"I wouldn't worry about it," Jenna said. "We're all kinda used to Misty jerking off in there. This wasn't that much worse."
Emma let her arms fall back to her sides, belatedly considered trying to cover herself as she remembered how naked she was, then decided that ship had long since sailed. "You might have a different opinion though. You, uh, seemed to like it. Who's to say everyone did?"
"Who cares?" Jenna countered.
"I care!" Emma said. "I wasn't ready for everyone to know about my... problem."
"Your cock?" Jenna asked, arching an eyebrow. "Emma, were you ever gonna be ready?"
"I... maybe."
"You never woulda been," Misty chimed in, still unhelpfully. "But now it's done, and you can learn and grow from it."
Emma glared at her. "Don't think that blowjob gives you a free pass on everything else."
Misty beamed innocently. "What about promising to do it again?"
Emma bit her lip and looked away. That was tempting, in fact.



She squeaked indignantly as Misty enfolded her in a big, half-naked hug. She wasn't ready for more of that kind of contact. Not if she wanted to squeeze back into her panties anytime soon. And yet, she couldn't find it in herself to fully reject having Misty all squished up against her. It was too nice a feeling on multiple levels.
"I knew she had a penis already," Eve piped up, having finished dressing and now fussing with her hair.
"Oh you did not," Sierra said.
"Sure I did," Eve said with a pout. "I notice when boys get all hard and uncomfortable sometimes. Wasn't that hard figuring Emma out."
"Bullshit," Sierra said. "Easy to say now."
Jenna shrugged. "I had my suspicions too."
"You pair of liars!"
Emma and Misty turned to each other and grinned shyly, only reluctantly breaking apart to get back to dressing themselves. The other girls' arguing faded away as they departed and left the two futas alone at last.
"You really think they knew?" Emma asked.
"Hard to say. I guessed, but then I know the signs first hand."
"True. Plus they all know now anyway." Emma sighed. "I bet it'll be all over the school pretty soon."
"Maybe, maybe not. You never heard about me, did you?"
"Um... huh, no, I guess I didn't."
"See? It's probably fine."
"Yeah, maybe."
"And even if isn't, some of the girls were cool about it, right?"
Emma nodded. "A little too cool with it, if anything."
Misty laughed. "Maybe. And I definitely got your back, no matter what anyone else says."
"That's... actually really good to know." Emma bit her lip and looked shyly at Misty. "I never realized how nice it would be having someone like you as a friend."
"A cute girl with a cock?"
"Not just that." Emma hesitated. "But yes, that's a big part of it."
"Well as long as you don't just love me for my cock." Misty flounced her hair in an overemphasized gesture that made Emma giggle. "It's so tiring fighting off everyone who wants me to give them a good pounding, you know?"
"Yes," Emma said while failing to repress a silly grin. "I'm sure it is."
The girls were really quite late by the time they managed to finish up in the locker room and head off to class. Emma didn't regret it one bit.



        Futa Club Ch. 02

        Misty and Emma get closer and make a naughty bet.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/futa-club-ch-02

Title: Futa Club Ch. 02

Author: Xarth

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Misty and Emma get closer and make a naughty bet.

Tags: sisters, mom, teen, caught, blowjob, futa, bathroom, high school, no panties

Series: Futa Club


Chapter Two: Misty's Dilemma
****
Misty was still quite giddy when she returned home from school. Getting Emma to join the other girls had been a resounding success, in more ways than one. She was a little worried she'd gone too far, certainly further than she'd intended to, but it had felt so good at the time and she knew Emma had enjoyed it too.
Misty was still an odd mix of cheerful and lost in thought as she entered the house. She would have gone straight to her room on autopilot if she hadn't been interrupted and pulled from her daydream.
"That you, Artemis sweetie?"
"Yeah, Mom," Misty called back, ignoring the use of her full name that she didn't much care for. "Just got home."
"You want a snack? I was just starting on supper. Your Mommy's gonna be a little later getting home, so if you're hungry you should get something now."
Misty followed the voice to the kitchen, finding Persephone, her mother, there, as expected. One of her mothers, that was, since she had two. A futa mom, and a non-futa mom. Persephone and Lilian. Mommy P and Mommy L. Or, most often, Mom and Mommy.
"I think I'm fine for now, Mom."
"Ok then. Just checking."
Persephone opened her arms for a hug, and Misty easily stepped in to be embraced by her mother. The feel of a large cock pressing against her didn't faze her any more than most people would be at the feel of their moms' breasts in such a scenario. It was just part of her mom. Just the way she was.
Though, admittedly, Persephone was a little more liberal and free with her body than many parents. Her cock had matured with her over the years to the point where she found it uncomfortable trying to stuff it into panties or jeans at the best of times, rather like Misty did when she was hard, except all the time. Misty knew she still had growing to do, since futa-cocks didn't always know when to quit, but she kind of hoped not to get as big as her mom. It just seemed inconvenient.
Persephone wiped her hands on her apron as she turned back to the supper she was preparing. She had a top on underneath, but as per usual, no bottoms at all. Neither her thick mommy-ass, nor the monstrous cock dangling between her legs were covered in the slightest. During some of Misty's hornier moments, it was quite a hypnotizing sight. Most of the time it hardly registered.
Misty wandered off to her room and tried to concentrate on homework for a while. It didn't work very well. She was far too distracted with the memory of Emma, of her sleek, naked form, of sucking her off. Which again, hadn't been the initial plan, but regardless Misty's tongue still tingled with the amazing sexy flavour of Emma's cum.
After far too long struggling and only making tenuous progress on her homework, Misty finally gave in and kicked off her bottoms. She glared at her cock as though she could convince it to chill out and stop being so obnoxious, but no such luck. She shook her head, sighed, sprawled out on her bed, and wrapped her fingers around her insistent erection.
Misty lay there and played with herself for a while as visions of Emma danced in her head. Some of the images were things that had happened, many were things that hadn't yet. And the taste of her cum... Misty definitely needed more of that in the future. Assuming Emma would give her more. She would, wouldn't she?
The small anxiety within her about maybe possibly having gone too far and scaring Emma away still lingered. Misty didn't think that was what happened, but she couldn't know for sure until it came time to hit the showers again. Or some other opportunity presented itself. There were so many other options, if one were sufficiently creative and a little reckless.
Very little progress had actually been made on either Misty's worries or her masturbation by the time Saphira got home. Upon hearing her sister's arrival, Misty was quick to jump out of bed and pad off to see if there was any help to be had.
Saphira was just setting her things down as Misty walked in. Misty admired the way her sister's jeans stretched taut over her butt before she turned and arched an eyebrow.
"My my, someone's horny today."
Misty glanced down at her cock sticking out. She shrugged. "Kinda. Also kinda confused."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. There's this girl, right, and--"
"Ah," Saphira said knowingly. "That kind of confusion."
"Um... I guess so."
"Well we must talk about it, then," Saphira said easily. "You've never come to me with girl problems before. I feel like such a big sister all of a sudden."
"You are a big sister."
"Yes, but feeling like one is a whole other thing." Saphira looked down at Misty's cock. "Do you need to get off before we talk, or are you good?"
Misty considered. "Well... I'm kinda horny, but I was only just playing around a bit. I'm probably fine for a while."
"Cool." Saphira unbuttoned her jeans. "I haven't gotten off since first thing this morning. Do you mind?"
"Not at all. You wanna stick it in my butt?"
"Yes please."
Misty crawled onto her sister's bed and stuck her butt wantonly up in the air. She casually waited for Saphira to grab some lube and join her. Saphira's cock was getting hard, and it swayed back and forth as she walked, while also slowly pulsing to full strength. It would be bigger than Misty's when fully erect, though still nowhere near the size of their Mom's.
"So tell me about this mystery girl," Saphira said as she drizzled lube on Misty's butthole and gently rubbed it in.
"She's not a mystery girl," Misty protested. "Just... just a girl."
"Uh huh?"
"I mean, she's like us. She's a futa. But she's not a mystery."
"Ooh, sticking with the cock, huh? I dig it."
"It's not about that," Misty whined. "You're not getting it."
"Maybe 'cause you haven't told me much yet to get. Is she anyone I know?"
"Um... no, I don't think so."
"So I was right. She's a mystery girl."
Misty sighed. "Yeah, fine. A total mystery girl."
Saphira had poked a finger in Misty's butt to get the lube spread inside. She added a second one and gently finger-fucked her little sister's asshole.
"So are you in love with her or something?"
"No, I wouldn't say that. It's still pretty early for anything like that." Misty bit her lip, trying not to get distracted by Saphira's skillful digits. "That's part of the problem, actually. I kinda, like, sucked her off in the showers today."
"Sounds like a good start."
"No. I mean, yeah. In a sense. She liked it, I think, but--"
"It's usually pretty obvious one way or the other."
"Ok, yes, she really liked it. But I'm worried I'm pushing her too fast. And... and I don't even know if she likes me, or if she just likes when I do stuff like... like...."
"Like sucking her off in the shower?"
"Yeah. Stuff like that."
Saphira tapped Misty's butt with the palm of her hand. "Roll over, would you? I'm not gonna keep talking to the back of your head."
Misty rolled onto her back and let Saphira pin her legs up and keep her butt exposed. She closed her eyes and sighed happily as Saphira pushed her cock in.
It was so much easier with her sister. Misty knew Saphira so well already, and sex between them was so smooth and simple. None of this fumbling around with feelings and uncertainties. But, then, there would never be much for romance or falling in love there either. That wasn't what sisters were for.
Still, it felt amazing having Saphira's lovely cock sliding deeper and deeper, giving her a nice stretch and filling her up all snug. Misty halfway wished she'd just come over for sex instead of getting into the complication of her feelings. Except that would only make her feel better in the short term. It wouldn't help quell her anxieties once they came back.
Both girls hissed in satisfaction as Saphira buried herself balls deep in Misty's tight butthole. There was a contented silence for a moment before she started rocking her hips.
"So you're worried she just wants you for sex?" Saphira asked, resuming the conversation more or less where it had been interrupted.
"Not exactly. I'm, uh, kinda the one pushing her into it. Kinda. But, like, how do I know if she really just wants the sexy stuff?"
"You could ask."
"Seriously? Just ask about important emotional stuff? Have you ever even been a teenager?"
"You're right. Silly idea."
Misty sighed. "No, you're right. That's probably what I need to do. Eventually."
Saphira gave Misty's butt a firm smack and picked up the pace of her thrusting. "Soon. Not eventually. You don't want this girl running off with someone else."
"She wouldn't do that! She's all shy and stuff. With her cock mostly. She's been trying to hide it forever, and I think I might be the first one she's ever let play with it, maybe, and--"
"Hold up, seriously?"
"Um... yeah? I mean, I think. I don't know for sure, but--"
"And it doesn't sound to you like you already know the answers to your questions?"
"Uh...."
"Misty, sis, I love you, but you're super slow sometimes."
"Am not!"
"You're telling me a girl who's shy, who specifically doesn't want anyone knowing about her cock, let you suck her off in the showers? I'm assuming in front of some other people?"
"Most of the girls in the class, yeah."
"So how the fuck do you think she doesn't like you?"
Misty opened her mouth to answer, realized she didn't have a good response, then closed it again.
"Yeah, that's what I thought," Saphira said, giving Misty's bum an extra hard thrust. "She likes you, you dumb-dumb. Obviously I don't know if it'll go any further than that, but it's not just sex." She shook her head. "I thought you were talking about someone more used to messing around. You didn't do that thing again where you forget not every family fucks around like we do, did you?"
"... maybe?"
"And that some people don't stick their dicks in the nearest willing hole just 'cause it's there?"
"We don't do that!"
Saphira looked down where her cock was going in and out of Misty's butthole. She looked back up with a raised eyebrow.
"That doesn't count," Misty said defensively. "Family's different. It's not like fucking some random."
"You keep telling yourself that, kiddo. Keep pretending this is normal."
"It is for us," Misty said sulkily. "You don't have to make it weird."
Saphira nodded in a conciliatory manner. "You're right, actually. I'm being unfair. It is different with me and you."
"Exactly."
"And you do have such a sweet, tight butt...."
Misty smiled shyly. "Yeah?"
"You know you do."
"I like it when you say it."
Saphira grinned. "You have the perfect little bumhole, Misty. I love fucking your ass. And I love that you're such a little sister-slut that you're always happy to take it."
Misty shook her head in pretense of rejecting the 'sister-slut' moniker, but she was grinning too wide to maintain any dignity. Not that there was a hell of a lot of dignity on offer with her bum full of her big sister's dick.
"Makes me feel not so bad about missing out on a lunchtime quickie, knowing I can always come home to you later."
"Oh?" Misty asked, intrigued. "I didn't know you were seeing anyone."
"Well I'm definitely not now." Saphira snorted. "I mean, if he didn't want to take it up the butt, that's fine. Such a cock-tease move to agree and then pussy out, though."
Misty giggled. "Poor Saphy."
"It's my own fault, in a way. I have a such a good sense about which boys I can get whimpering and cumming on my cock, and which are gonna run off screaming like little babies. And yet, I hardly ever listen to my own instincts."
"Well, my bum's always here."
Saphira grinned wickedly. "Indeed it is."
Misty lay back and enjoyed the ride as Saphira settled in to give her a good, hard pounding. There was a certain magic to the way Saphira could make her feel while drilling her ass, when they were both in the right mood for it. And there was more than enough love and sexual frustration to make it work this evening.
The sisterly butt fucking went on for a while, hardly even pausing when Saphira came in Misty's butt the first time. Saphira was horny enough to keep right on fucking her baby sis.
Misty, too, had a lovely little orgasm as a result of getting her ass viscously massaged from the inside. She came all over herself, drenching her shirt and making her tummy and tits all sticky.
They probably would have kept going indefinitely, if not for a soft cough from the doorway. Lilian stood there, watching her daughters with a slight tilt to her head, and an amused smile on her lips.
"Hey, Mommy," Saphira said.
"Hello, girls. It's supper time and I'm starving, so you'd best finish up there."
Saphira looked down at Misty. "Five more minutes?"
"Two," Lilian said, holding up a pair of fingers.
"Four?" Misty asked with her most adorable beaming face. She held the expression as she watched it work on her Mommy. She wanted Saphira to get off again, both because she felt like her sister needed it, and because another load of cum up her bum would be nice.
Lilian folded her arms and tried to look stern, but Saphira had picked up the pace again and it was hard to maintain authority when her children were having a lovely time butt fucking one another. She knew from experience. "Three," she said. "And make sure you're not dripping when you come to the table."
"Ok, Mommy," the girls said together.
Saphira grabbed Misty's hips and lifted them higher, giving her an even better angle to really fuck her baby sister. She needed to pound that sweet butthole now and finish herself off before they got in trouble.
Lilian stood watching for a moment, then turned and let them be for the few minutes they had left to play.
Misty relaxed and let herself be handled like a sex toy as Saphira grunted and strained toward the end. She kind of liked feeling that need from her sister, that urgency, the loss of all restraint. She also loved the moment right before Saphira came, when she knew it was coming any second now. There was all that anticipation, the imagination of it, but it wasn't quite there yet.
The first primal grunt from Saphira's lips made Misty smile broadly, and an instant later another flood of cum shot into her already sloppy bum. She cooed softly and put a hand on her tummy as though she could feel herself being filled from there, though in fact it wasn't quite that much cum.
Saphira finally pulled her cock out, looking much more serene than when she'd arrived home. She offered her slick, softening cock to Misty, who eagerly cleaned it off for her with her mouth. They'd been warned not to drip on the floors, after all. Saphira made sure to suck Misty's cock clean too, even if it had been far less messy to start with. It was only polite.
Misty stood up a little unsteadily and took a few small steps toward the hallway before she was stopped.
"Hey, you want a plug before we head down?" Saphira asked.
Misty considered, then nodded. "Probably a good idea."
She bent back over the bed, sticking her bum out nicely. Saphira padded over to her toy stash, selected a butt plug, then knelt behind Misty and carefully inserted the plug to ensure her sister wouldn't be leaking anything. Saphira also licked up a streak of cum on Misty's ass, cleaning up that small, neglected mess.
Misty still had a very cummy shirt on, but it was unlikely to make a mess of anything else while they ate, so she didn't worry about it. She took Saphira's hand, and together they made their way to the table for supper with their Moms.
****
Misty went straight for Emma at school the next day. Her tummy had a nervous flutter and she was having trouble keeping her expression casual, but she went for it anyway. Her sister's advice helped. It gave her confidence in thinking she knew what she was doing, though not enough that she was totally sure of herself.
The wide smile that flashed across Emma's face when Misty got near made her legs wobbly, but at least quieted the butterflies in her tummy somewhat. Emma was happy to see her. There was any reason she wouldn't be, but Misty wasn't thinking all that rationally.
Misty strolled up next to Emma's locker with all the false confidence she could muster and leaned against the one next door in order to steady herself. She'd worn a skirt today, partly in the hope Emma would like it, but now she wasn't sure she could maintain enough poise to pull it off.
"Hey there," Emma said, still grinning, but with a touch of flush to her cheeks now.
"Hey," Misty said. "Glad I didn't scare you off yesterday."
"Are you kidding?" Emma swung her eyes around to check for eavesdroppers, then continued in a hushed tone. "That was so amazing! I mean, I was nervous to even come in today 'cause I thought everyone would be staring at something, but...." She stopped and bit her lip for a second. "I was so horny all last night thinking about it. I locked myself in my room all evening playing with myself. My parents were all worried about me and everything 'cause I wouldn't come out for supper even."
Misty's heart pounded louder and her cock tried to surge to life in her panties at Emma's excited diatribe. Emma seemed to realize belatedly how much she'd revealed and got even redder.
"Oh god, I hope that didn't sound too weird," Emma said, cringing back slightly. "I mean, I know it's not the same for you, because--"
Misty reached out and squeezed Emma's hand. "I'm glad," she said simply.
"Yeah?"
"That actually makes me feel a lot better. I'd like to do more stuff like that."
"Me too! Maybe not in front of so many people though."
"Sorry about that." Misty looked down where she was still holding Emma's hand, then up to Emma's wide, somehow innocent eyes. "I think I really like you. I don't know if it makes sense, but like... would you want to... no, shit, it's too soon for this."
"For what?"
"For, like, asking you out. Or whatever."
Emma was quiet a moment, and Misty looked away, not wanting to see those big, dangerous eyes just then.
"You really want to ask me?"
"Yes. Kind of. I wanted to talk about whether you'd be interested in something like that. But then I didn't know how to say it without just asking. And then I realized you just met me and all, and I'm just the crazy girl who keeps molesting you in the showers."
Emma's palm was soft and warm on Misty's cheek, gently tilting her face back to make eye contact. "You've been a little forward," she agreed lightly. "Are you telling me that after getting me naked, jerking off together, and sucking me off in front of our class, asking me out is where you get too nervous?"
"Yes?"
"Then maybe you are a bit of a crazy girl."
The amused glint in Emma's eyes and her lopsided smile took any sting there might have been out of her words.
"Maybe I am," Misty said.
"I think," Emma said slowly, "that if you had asked, I would have said yes."
"Really? Then would--"
"But you didn't."
"Oh."
Emma took Misty's other hand, now holding them both delicately between their bodies. "So I guess I'll have to," Emma said softly. "Misty, do you want to--"
"Yes!"
"I didn't--"
"Yes anyway!"
Misty pulled her hands free, threw them around Emma, and kissed her. She could feel Emma's sudden tension, but finished the kiss anyway before pulling back.
"Sorry," Misty whispered. "I forget about other people sometimes."
"That's ok," Emma whispered back, flushing furiously. "I mean, a couple of them are staring now, and I really need to run away, but it was nice other than that."
"Are you actually going to run away? Or just being facetious?"
"Both." Emma squirmed uncomfortably. "I'm getting all hard thanks to you."
Misty grinned. "Well that I know how to handle."
Emma giggled nervously as Misty took her arm and dragged her away. "There's not enough time," she hissed with a slightly manic tone.



"Sure there is. Trust me."
This was much firmer ground for Misty. Trying to figure out feelings was tricky and complicated. A rogue cock needing taken care of was so much simpler.
The first girls' bathroom they tried had a few girls in it already. That was to be expected, but Misty had been hoping otherwise. Despite her vocalized confidence, she knew they didn't have much time to spare. Certainly not enough to investigate every available bathroom in the hope that one would be empty.
On a whim, and over Emma's squealed protests, Misty tried the boys' bathroom next door. It was deserted. Perfect.
"We're not allowed in here!" Emma said even as Misty pushed her up against the sink area and worked at her jeans.
"We've got dicks. It's a gray area."
"That's not how it works!"
Misty arched an eyebrow. "No? How is it determined then?"
"You know. Boys and girls." Emma set her jaw firmly. "And I'm a girl, I don't care what you say about my cock."
"I'm not arguing that," Misty said with a crooked smile. "Trust me, I'm not. But you know how parents decide if their kids are boys or girls when they're born?"
"Uh...."
"Whether they have a penis or not."
"But--"
"But we're girls. I know. It's a gray area."
"You're just trying to confuse me," Emma grumbled. Nevertheless, she stopped protesting as her pants were pulled down and Misty got a hold of her cock.
It was a good trick, Misty thought. Get hold of someone's cock, promise to play with it, and there was a pretty good chance you'd get whatever you wanted from them. It worked on her most of the time. Even when she knew it was happening.
Misty wasted no time taking Emma's cock in her mouth. There wasn't much leeway for foreplay and teasing. Just had to get the job done.
Emma's cute little moans and whimpers got Misty revved up pretty quickly. She'd expected sucking Emma off to make her horny, but somehow had thought she could resist and just get her off before class. The way her cock was reacting, it wasn't going to be that simple.
There was no fighting it. Misty knew it was better to give in sooner than later, and fortunately wearing a skirt made things easier. She reached underneath and yanked her panties out of the way to let her cock free. She wrapped her fingers around her thickening shaft and stroked herself even while jamming more of Emma's cock down her throat.
"Oh my god, how do you do that?" Emma moaned. Her eyes rolled back and she clutched at the counter for support.
Misty grinned as best she could around Emma's cock, then shoved her face the last little bit forward. She felt Emma's balls on her chin, and her soft tummy against her forehead. That beautiful cock, all the way inside her, just where it should be.
Misty jerked herself off faster and bobbed her head back and forth, giving Emma a good, quick, sloppy throatjob. She choked herself a bit going so fast and deep, but that only turned her on even more.
A boy wandered in while Misty was busily impaling her mouth and rubbing herself. She flushed a little at being caught, though that had always been a possibility. She appraised him in her peripherals, wondering if the whole thing was going to be ruined, but he stopped and turned around without saying anything. So did the next boy in after him. Emma was going to chastise her for this. She could feel it. Maybe if she gave really good head that would buy her a reprieve.
The third boy to walk in on them was either a lot less skittish, or curious enough to override that flight response. He stood totally still, eyes wide, staring straight at the blowjob in progress. Misty didn't much mind, since he was pretty cute and seemed shy and harmless, but Emma had flushed bright red and turned her head away. Apparently she wasn't going to stop Misty from sucking her off, which was a relief, but wasn't totally comfortable either.
Misty wasn't sure if one random boy as an audience was better or worse to Emma than most of the girls from their gym class. Maybe she'd ask Emma later about that. Had to make her cum first. The main goal hadn't changed.
The bathroom remained quiet, except for Misty's deliberately sloppy sucking sounds. Even Emma's moans had stopped, presumably out of awkwardness. Misty knew she was making progress regardless of vocal cues, so she wasn't too worried that she was doing something wrong. She had enough experience sucking cock to know her way around.
Another couple minutes of brutally choking herself on Emma's cock got the job done. Misty felt the telltale twitches and pulses. She heard the soft whimpers that Emma couldn't hold back. She prepared herself, and was ready to accept the delicious flood of cum in her mouth and throat when it arrived. She swallowed most of it, but was rather short on breath after her frantic blowjob, and some of Emma's cum escaped as a result.
Emma had a bit of a glazed look and was softly panting, but was quick enough to tuck her cock away. She still wasn't looking straight at the boy who'd intruded on them. He was just as red as her by now, and neither seemed to have any idea what to do with the situation.
It was quite possible that Misty could have smoothed things over a bit if she wanted to, but that would have to wait. She'd done a marvelous job in making Emma cum with time to spare, but she still had her own problem to deal with. She wasn't sure if it would be a good idea to ask Emma for help or not, but she decided against it while they had someone else watching. A more private moment would be better to feel things out.
A glance at her own reflection in the mirror caught Misty's attention. She was breathing heavy, and her eyes gleamed with lust, but more than that her lips and chin were all slick and shiny with a mix of spit and cum that had drooled out. Her shirt had caught some of the mess too, but would probably be alright if wiped off a bit.
Misty kept stroking herself while staring hard at her reflection. She climbed up and knelt on the counter to get a better angle in the mirror. That cum on her face, Emma's cum, and the taste of it lingering on her tongue, the warmth of it in her tummy....
It was a little narcissistic to be jerking off to her own reflection. It wasn't something Misty made a habit of. But in this case, messy as she was, watching her hand blur on her cock, knowing that she wasn't even alone while doing it, it was working for her. She was being slutty and self-indulgent, and she fed into those feelings to get off quicker. She was so close.
Her cum spurted in a short arc to splash on the mirror. It was, in a way, like cumming on herself, though without much of the mess associated with that. She semi-consciously aimed for her tits, though didn't have enough force in her cumshots to get them that high on her reflection. Mostly she made a mess of the lower half of the mirror.
Misty sighed in relief and grabbed some paper towels to start cleaning up her cock, her shirt, and especially her face. She considered wiping off the mirror too, and felt a little bad about the mess she'd be leaving, but really didn't have the time to do a good job of it.
"Enjoy the show?" Misty asked the boy who had watched nearly everything, and was still standing there staring blankly at her cock as she wiped it more or less clean.
He jerked his eyes up, started to babble an apology, then stopped himself. "This is a boys' bathroom. I'm allowed to be here," he said defensively.
"And we're not?" Misty asked lightly.
"You're not... I mean, you... I...."
"It's the cocks, right? Makes it very complicated." Misty smiled at Emma. "Told you."
Emma grunted. "Whatever. Doesn't make you right."
"Well you definitely aren't supposed to be doing that in here, anyway," the boy said. "You can't blame me for walking in on it."
"No," Misty said. "But I can be amused that you stayed to watch."
"Uh...."
Misty grinned, still thoroughly enjoying herself, even if the other two had no idea how to feel about each other. She stuck out her hand, pulled it back to wipe off a streak of cum, then extended it again. "I'm Misty."
The boy looked at her hand like it was a trick of some kind, then gingerly took it. "Damian."
"This is Emma," Misty said, jerking her head toward Emma. "She probably won't talk to you much."
"Can we just go?" Emma mumbled.
"In a minute. I just--" The bell rang, interrupting Misty's fun. She sighed. "Well, nice to meet you, Damian."
"I, uh, you too?" he said.
"Maybe we'll see you around. Or maybe you'll see us around," Misty amended with a wink.
"I don't... I didn't...."
Misty calmly left Damian babbling that it wasn't his fault, took Emma's arm, and marched out of the bathroom.
"He was perving on us," Emma grumbled. "You didn't have to encourage him."
"We weren't very well hidden. It really wasn't his fault."
"But he kept watching!"
"Yes," Misty said with a slow grin. "I thought that was interesting, didn't you?"
Emma rolled her eyes. "Seriously?"
"Well, he was kinda cute... and shy... and interested in my cock...."
"You're looking for a new conquest already? That's--"
Misty pulled Emma in and kissed her fiercely. Unlike their first kiss that had started the bathroom adventure, Misty put all her heart in this one, made it last, and didn't give a shit if Emma wanted to do it in front of the other students in the hall or not.
"I most certainly am not," Misty whispered definitively. "I've got the girl I want. And don't you argue, or I'll keep you out here and make out with you until everyone's staring and we're hopelessly late for first period."
"You wouldn't dare."
"Try me."
Emma chewed her lip, then gave Misty another quick kiss. "I believe you. I really have to go, though."
"Ok. See you at lunch?"
Emma smiled. "Absolutely."
****
Their lunch period saw the girls return to Misty's sneaky outdoor masturbation spot. It got them out in the sun with just enough privacy to get away with lounging around half naked and jerking off.
Emma didn't seem quite so nervous about it this time. She didn't spend much time at all looking around before dropping her bottoms and letting her cock out. Either she was starting to trust Misty's judgement, or she just wasn't as worried about getting caught anymore. She'd had some exposure around other students now, which probably helped.
Misty had an even easier time getting ready. All she had to do was slip off her panties and flip her skirt up out of the way, then she was all set.
They took comfy seats next to each other, backs to the same tree, fingers wrapped around their cocks, and leisurely masturbated like they had no cares in the world. They spent the whole period basking in the sun, stroking themselves, and idly chatting about whatever topics crossed their minds. They even held an impromptu contest toward the end in an attempt to see who could shoot their cum the farthest, but it was too close to call without crawling around and taking measurements. Too much work for a silly competition.
They got dressed again with a few minutes to spare before their next classes. Or, rather, Emma did while Misty just stood up and let her skirt fall back into place.
"Can't believe you actually wore a skirt," Emma said.
"Why not? It's very convenient for occasions like this, or in the bathroom this morning. Aaand I was maybe hoping you liked it?"
"I do kinda like it. And I like the... convenience." Emma shook her head. "But you're just asking for trouble wearing it."
"Why?" Misty swung her hips back and forth. "It's knee length, 'cause of school policy and all. Can't see my cock even when it's swinging, can you?"
"No. Maybe it's fine for length. But you just gotta hope your panties hold if you ever get turned on. Otherwise your dick's gonna be super obvious without any pants holding it down."
Misty grinned confidently. "Not even necessary," she declared. "I could go to class right now with no panties and it'd be no problem at all."
"The hell you could."
"I definitely could."
"Could not."
"Wanna bet?"
Emma hesitated. "What kind of bet?"
Misty shrugged, trying not to appear excited that she'd obtained Emma's interest. She hadn't even planned for this, but there was potential here if she played it right. "Loser sucks the other off?"
Emma planted her hands on her hips and tilted her head. "Not hardly fair, is it? You've already sucked me off twice. You like doing it. You just want me to do you."
"Of course I do," Misty admitted easily. "But that's fine. If you win, you can choose what you want."
"Really?"
"Yep."
"Anything?"
"Anything."
Emma smiled slow and cat-like. "Deal."
"Great!" Misty handed over her panties. "See you after school. Easiest blowjob bet I've ever tricked someone into!"
"Dare I ask how many blowjob bets you've been a part of before?"
Misty hesitated. "Well... none so far."
"So easiest by default, then?"
"I mean, yes, technically. But it's still gonna be easy. That's the point."
"Someone's a little cocky, huh?"
"Well I--"
"Not that kind of cocky. The smug kind. You know what I meant."
Misty slipped her hand into Emma's as they walked back into the school together. "Yeah. I knew what you meant."
****
Misty hated to admit it. She really, really did. But Emma had been right. This was torturous.
She'd been fine at first, totally confident and complacent. But then the very first twitch of her cock had been the snowball that started an avalanche.
It wasn't uncommon to get a little hint of something, just a tiny jolt of arousal, either from a glimpse of someone around her in the right light, or from a thought, or from practically nothing at all. What Misty hadn't realized was just how essential underwear was in those situations. It would contain the small twitch and leave it a non-issue. Without panties, her cock swelled just a little, just enough to draw her attention, and made it hard to forget it again.
She was all too aware of how she had nothing on under her skirt. Nothing containing her cock. Its minor growth led to her thinking about it, which led to it twitching again. It didn't take much for her to realize just how exposed she'd actually left herself, in spite of her expectations going in. Emma had been right. There was nothing in her current attire to keep her cock down, nor hide her erection if it got any bigger.
And it definitely got bigger. Slowly, agonizingly, heedless of all her mental energies poured into stopping it, Misty got hard. She hunched small over her desk, keeping her erection beneath it as covered as possible. It just kept growing. Her skirt was long, so she probably wouldn't slip out beneath it, but nothing was going to stop it tenting out ridiculously if she had to stand up.
At full erection, Misty's cock pressed against the bottom of her desk. It felt kind of nice to rub around a little, but she had to try to restrain herself and get calmed down again, hopefully before precum soaked through her skirt.
The whole rest of the class was a blur to her, as she spent it trying not to be horny, and failing miserably. She clenched her hands either on top of her desk, or gripping the side. She couldn't let them slip beneath. As comfortable as she was with her body, she didn't want to be the girl who'd jerked off in the middle of class. That would be a bit much. And that wasn't even counting the trouble she'd definitely get in over it.
The ring of the bell at the end of period wasn't even a relief, since Misty had to somehow get to next class the way she was. Or skip it. But even then, she'd have to escape somehow.
She felt rather obvious and silly holding her bag tightly in front of her, using it to hold down her erection somewhat. There were too many people around. Too many students passing her. She felt the same helpless panic that she was sure Emma had suffered from all those years of not wanting anyone to see her cock. And she'd only done it to herself.
Misty wished she had gym next. The girls in that class all knew her. What she was like. They'd just roll their eyes and shake their heads if she walked into the locker room with her skirt all tented out, assuming it was deliberate on her part. But a bunch of unknown variables? Not so easy.
The reminder of the showers made next period all the worse for Misty. There was no way in hell she was going to get soft again if she kept having flashes of naked girls, herself wandering around freely along them with no clothes on either, and especially Emma. Emma who had such a beautiful, soft body, and whose taste still lingered on her tongue. Emma whom she desperately wanted to kneel down in front of her and open those enticing lips right about now....
She was a total horny mess by the end of the day. Her cock had flagged a bit at times, but had only resurged before it could do her any good. The front of her skirt was a disastrous, precummy nightmare. She'd been fully, utterly wrong about how easy her bet would be.
Emma was waiting for her, all smiles at first. Her brow knitted in confusion at Misty's slow, trudging approach, shielded in front by her oddly held backpack. Then a gleam in her eye, and a slyer, more knowing smile.
"Not so easy after all, huh?" Emma said.
Misty groaned. "You were right. I can't believe how bad that was."
"Kept popping boners, right?"
"More like the same one that went on forever. And all those people around, and trying not to let them see...." Misty shook her head ruefully. "You win. I need to get home and jerk off for, like, an hour or two."
"Exaggerate much? Once'll take care of it."
"Maybe." Misty sighed. "I was so looking forward to getting you to help me out. It's gonna feel good to jerk off, don't get me wrong, but not as good as you would have."
Emma blushed, but her eyes remained bright. She chewed on her lip a moment, then leaned in a little closer. "Well... technically you did make it through the rest of the day with no panties."
Misty tilted her head. "Yes?"
"So you kinda won. In a sense."
A slow smile crept over Misty's lips. "I guess I kinda did." Her heart beat harder in her chest. "Does that mean you would, like...."
"We both kinda won, is what I'm saying. So really, we both should get our prizes. You know, for the sake of the rules."
"Yes. The rules."
Emma's face was only getting redder, but she carried on anyway. "So I think maybe, technically, if you wanted me to, like, do the thing...."
"Would you?"
Emma turned away a moment, then back. She nodded. "I would," she said softly.
Misty's grin widened. "I want to kiss you so badly, but I don't want to let go of my bag."
Emma laughed and moved in for a quick, light kiss. "I kinda like you being the shy, nervous one for a change."
"Don't get used to it."
"Don't worry, I won't." Emma's expression turned more serious. "I'll let you know right now, though, I'm not sucking you off anywhere someone's gonna see. I'm just not. You doing it is one thing, but if I have to try and learn under that kinda pressure...."
"Oh shit, yeah, I didn't even think of that. You haven't done it before, have you?"
"No. And no making fun of me either. That's the other condition."
"I would never!" Misty thought for a moment, running through possibilities. "I guess it wouldn't have to be today. Though I'd like it to be. Would you... I mean, I know this could be a bit weird, but would you like to come to my place? We could go to my room and lock the door."
Emma's face went through a variety of expressions, a whole mix of excitement, anxiety, uncertainty, and fear. "Your parents would probably be there, huh?"
"I imagine you'd meet them both, at least when you left. Only one of my moms would probably be there at first."
"I don't know if I'm ready to, like, 'meet your parents.' That's a little too much pressure."



"Yeah, but, like, it wouldn't have to be a pressure kinda thing. I could just say you're a friend. We're gonna study, or something. No pressure at all."
Emma thought about it a bit longer, then finally nodded. "Ok. I think that could work. It's not like they'll have any idea what we're up to."
Misty decided not to correct Emma. Given her parents, there was a fair chance they'd have a good guess.
****
They had to hurry to catch Misty's bus, since they'd spent so long making their plans, and still had to make sure they had the right textbooks out of their lockers. They made it, though, and even got a seat together, which was crucial given Misty's continued condition. She took the window seat, putting Emma's body between her and everyone else.
There was no chance she was going to soften up anytime soon. Not with the promise of getting Emma in her room, and all that might follow from there. But if she could just make it through the bus ride, her long suffering erection might be relieved in a truly wonderful way.
It started sooner than Misty anticipated. She was daydreaming, and was startled to feel a hand on her cock. She whipped her head around to Emma, who blushed shyly and shrugged.
Emma rubbed the head of Misty's cock through her skirt. She kind of just toyed with it for a while, fidgeting with it while they sat through the slow ride home.
Misty sat back and tried to relax. She closed her eyes and let Emma play. She was either being teased in preparation for something more, or Emma just wanted to get used to touching someone else's cock. Either way, it was hard to say no to that. And, oddly enough, she wasn't feeling quite so nervous about being discovered either. The number of students around them was almost manageable, and the environment was somewhat less risky than the middle of class or a school hallway. It was something she could get used to, if she had to.
It was much like the showers. Sure she was comfortable there now, but there had been a time when she'd been nearly as shy as Emma. Back when no one knew about her penis. The first time had been hard. The first time going in with an erection had been harder still. But she'd grown used to it, and so had the other girls. It didn't scare her anymore. The bus was similarly contained, albeit a much different environment in other ways, and she could make it work if she had to.
Misty thought she might be put to the test sooner than later too. Her skirt slipped back, letting her cock stick straight up, desperate for Emma's continued caresses. And Emma went straight on rubbing her, not making any move to cover her back up. Not so shy when it was someone else's dick being exposed, was she?
Not that Misty could complain. Having Emma's soft little fingers wrapped around her, stroking her up and down so feather light and teasing, more than made up for the rest of it.
She had to hastily try and recover herself when the bus got to her stop. Emma walked close in front of her, screening her somewhat, but it wasn't a perfect solution. She breathed a sigh of relief when they made it to her driveway and the bus pulled away.
"Glad that's over," Misty said.
"Being in school with no panties, or me rubbing you?"
Misty gave Emma a look. "You know which one." She smiled crookedly. "I quite liked you rubbing me."
"I thought you might." Emma bit her lip. "But Misty... I don't think you'll fit."
"Fit?"
"In my mouth. I was trying to imagine it just now, and I don't think it'll work."
Misty squeezed Emma's hand reassuringly. "Let's worry about that when we get to it, shall we?"
"Promise you won't laugh if I'm terrible?"
"I do so swear."
"Good."
It was liberating being able to walk toward the house without trying to hide or restrain her cock. Misty let it bounce freely under her skirt, rather enjoying the material sliding around on her shaft.
They'd only just entered the house and started to take off their shoes when Misty's mom found them.
"Artemis? Is that you?"
Misty sighed. "Yeah, Mom. Who else would it be? I brought a friend over so-- Mom!"
Persephone came around the corner, and as per usual was naked from the waist down. "What, honey?"
"I said I brought a friend! You don't have any pants on!"
Persephone rolled her eyes with motherly despair. "Well I didn't know that until just now, did I? You could always call your poor mother and let her know what's going on, you know. That's why you have a phone."
"I have a phone so I can have a social life. Just... just please go put something on."
Misty glanced at Emma, who in turn was staring wide-eyed at Persephone's big, dangling cock. This wasn't necessarily a disaster, but it had such potential to become one. She'd been so close.
"Ok," Persephone said in a slightly patronizing tone. "I'll go find something to throw on. But don't act like I'm the only one questionably dressed." She gave Misty's skirt-tenting erection a meaningful look, then waltzed off again. "Let me know if you girls want a snack," she called over her shoulder.
There was silence for a moment after Persephone was gone.
"So, uh, that's Mom," Misty said. "She's, you know, the one who has a cock. Like me."
Emma turned slowly to face her. Her expression was stuck in either horror or awe. "It's so big!"
"Yeah, well--"
"It's massive! What does she do with it? I mean, it wasn't even hard."
"No, I know. There's a reason she doesn't wear pants a lot of the time."
"Has she always been like that?"
Misty shrugged. "A few years now, anyway. We think she's stopped growing."
"You think? Shouldn't she have stopped a while back?"
"Um, well, you know we're gonna keep growing for a while too, right?"
"What?"
"Yeah. Like, futas keep getting bigger for a while, even after their teens. Their cocks do. You didn't know?"
"Oh fuck," Emma groaned. "I don't want to get bigger. It's a pain as it is."
"You probably won't get as big as Mom," Misty said in attempt to cheer her up. "She's well beyond average, if that helps any."
It didn't, in fact, seem to help any, judging by Emma's morose expression. Misty guided the disconsolate girl to her room and locked the door, so at least they'd have some privacy for a while. She resigned herself to maybe not getting that blowjob after all. It wasn't looking good.
Misty flopped onto her bed with a sigh. Her skirt slid back from her cock as she bounced, leaving her erection pointing straight up, all angry, neglected, and precummy. She let it be. Either Emma was still interested in playing with it, or she wasn't. A pretense at decorum wouldn't help much.
Emma was slower and more delicate about alighting on the bed. She sat down with her leg curled partly under her, regarding Misty's cock thoughtfully. "That looks uncomfortable."
"It is. I don't blame you if you're not in the mood for anything right now, but I'm gonna have to take care of it if you're not."
Emma was quiet and introspective a moment longer, then she reached out and wrapped her hand around Misty's cock. Her grip was firmer than it had been on the bus, though still with fairly slow movements.
"You're gonna get as big as your mom, huh?"
"I... might," Misty admitted. "But even if I do, that's a long way off."
"You seem much more manageable now, in comparison."
"Well that's something."
Emma glanced to Misty's face, away from her cock for a moment. "Artemis?"
Misty shrugged, slightly embarrassed. "Technically my real name. Only Mom really uses it. And Mommy sometimes. Mom's family has this whole thing with weird, complicated names. My sister's name is Saphira, for instance."
"Oh."
"And Mom's Persephone."
"Oh!"
"Yeah."
"Huh. I mean, I kinda like it, but I think I'd rather call you Misty."
"Good. So would I."
Emma elongated her strokes, sliding her hand further up and down Misty's shaft. "Does your mom know what we're doing in here?"
"She... probably has a good guess."
"Ah."
"But she doesn't care, if that helps."
"I don't know, really. I mean, I get that you guys are... different. I wouldn't want my parents knowing if we were in my room messing around. But...." Emma shrugged. "I guess if your mom likes to wander around with her cock out, it changes things."
"For the better?"
"In a sense. Definitely for the weirder." Emma glanced toward the door. "She won't come in, will she?"
"No way. It's locked. And she wouldn't cock block me like that anyway."
Emma gave her a strange look.
"I know that was a weird thing to say, in hindsight," Misty said. She shrugged helplessly. "But she wouldn't."
"You've got a weird family."
"So I'm told."
Misty was feeling hopeful. Emma was still stroking her, and even took a quick break to strip her bottoms off and let her cock out, since it had been stiffening. It was only a handjob so far, which she was honestly ok with, but with a bit of luck it could get even better.
They shifted a bit so that Misty was propped up on her pillows in a half-reclined position. Emma snuggled in between her legs as she got more comfortable with the whole thing.
"You can give it a lick, if you want," Misty suggested.
Emma looked up, startled, as though somehow she'd forgotten she wasn't all alone with the cock she was playing with. Nor, indeed, that the idea had originally been to use her mouth.
"Um... ok."
Delightful shivers ran up Misty's back as a cute, pink tongue stuck out from Emma's mouth and flicked across the head of her cock. They were only small licks, but Emma kept going, varying the length and location as Misty's reactions gave her more confidence.
Misty was as encouraging as she felt she could be without overdoing it. Getting impatient would only slow things down, and she actually found she was enjoying Emma's tentative progress. She was adorable and accidentally teasing in her innocence. The only thing keeping Misty kind of on edge was that she'd been hard for so long without release, and she needed to get there pretty badly. Her balls were starting to ache kind of painfully.
It was delicious agony while it lasted. Emma's delicate grip and silky tongue kept Misty all hot and bothered, and she even started trying to get her whole mouth in on the fun toward the end. As Emma had feared, she wasn't able to properly take Misty all the way in. She didn't even get close. But she managed the tip, and a little bit of bobbing deeper than that.
That was as far as they got before Misty finally got her release. She wanted to be further inside Emma, had mad aspirations of cumming down her throat, but settled for blowing her load quite shallowly in her mouth and over her pink little tongue.
Emma's inexperience showed through again. She didn't know what to do with a small flood of cum, especially when it just kept coming without giving her a moment to decide. Misty saw her throat move as she tried to swallow, but a lot of it spilled out and made a mess of Emma's shirt and Misty's cock and balls.
"Oops," Emma said. "I didn't do that very well."
"You did too," Misty said, sitting up and gently pulling Emma's hand away from where it still gripped her cock.
"I'm s'posed to swallow it all, right? But it was too much too fast, and it's all thick and weird."
"You didn't like it?"
Emma bit her lip. "I think... I think maybe I did, actually. Just... it's not what I expected."
"Oh?"
Emma blushed. "Sorry, this sounds silly. You know all this stuff already, and you're so good at--"
Misty dove on Emma and kissed her fiercely. She didn't mind that it meant smearing all that messy cum between them, or that she tasted herself strongly on Emma's lips. If anything, she enjoyed that part.
"It was your first time," Misty said reproachfully. "And I don't even care if you never get better than that. I just like that you would do it for me, even though it scared you."
"It didn't scare me! It was just... ok, it scared me a little." Emma turned her head away, then giggled as Misty pulled her back for more kisses. "Was it ok? Really though?"
"It really, really was. Though I'm a little biased. You made me cum, so I'm pretty much happy."
"Ha, yeah, I know that feeling." Emma shrugged. "Though in my case it's mostly just me making myself cum."
"Not anymore."
Emma tilted her head as thought somehow she hadn't realized that. "No," she echoed. "Not anymore."
"Speaking of which, you want a turn?"
While Misty's dick was softening, Emma was very hard and ready to go. Misty didn't anticipate a refusal, and indeed she didn't get one.
"Kinda, yeah," said Emma.
"Good, 'cause I was gonna get some of that cock either way."
They switched their positions around so Misty could get comfortable between Emma's legs. Misty settled on her tummy and made sure that Emma had a good view of her prone butt.
"Do you really like sucking me off so much?" Emma asked. "You seem to take every opportunity."
"Well," said Misty as she grabbed Emma's cock to start stroking it, "receiving a blowjob is generally more enjoyable that giving one, if that's what you mean. But sometimes it's quite fun to be fully in charge of someone else's pleasure." Misty gave Emma a few long licks. "And the more you like that someone, the more fun it is." Another pair of licks. "And in your case, you do have such a lovely cock to play with."
"Are you just making all that up?"
"Not at all." Misty have Emma's cock a soft kiss. "If I could only give one person blowjobs for the rest of my life, I wouldn't mind at all if it was you."
Emma's face went through a variety of expressions, most of them confused to some degree. "I don't know how to take that. It could be a very sweet thin to say, or it might be weird and misguided. You don't even know me well enough to say you'd want to be together that long."
"I didn't say anything about being together," Misty said with a crooked smile. "Only about sucking you off."
"That's... you...."
Misty laughed, then swallowed half of Emma's cock all at once. Emma was so cute when she was flustered, and deep throating her certainly seemed to help with that effect, based on experience.
Indeed, Emma pretty quickly gave up trying to muster a rebuttal. The quick peeks Misty got as she bobbed her head suggested that Emma's reactions remained just as adorable as ever. If only Emma could see herself, she'd have a much better understanding of Misty's infatuation with sucking her off.
This time, unlike at school, Misty had all the time in the world. She started off quick and intense, but reined herself in and slowed it down. She could be a bigger tease about it than Emma, if she wanted. It could last as long as she wanted.
Misty used a whimsical mix of licking, kissing, sucking, nuzzling, stroking, and deep throating to make Emma dance like a puppet on strings. She got Emma all hot and bothered, then cooled her off. She gagged on Emma's cock, then stroked her sloppy dick with delicate fingers while sucking on her balls. She sucked frantically, then so slowly as to drive Emma crazy.
Misty got excited a few times when she felt Emma's hands on her head, like she was about to get her head forced down on Emma's slick cock, but it never quite got there. It was tempting to see if she could get Emma horny enough that she'd lose that last little bit of restraint, but those cute whimpers of frustration were getting to her, and she decided she couldn't leave Emma hanging that long.
With fresh determination, Misty impaled her throat entirely on Emma, swallowing her lovely cock to the base. She worked quick and hard, bringing tears to her own eyes, and causing drool to run liberally down Emma's thick, pulsing shaft.
The slick, sloppy sounds of Misty throating herself increased alongside Emma's moaning and whining. Misty loved those noises, as well as the feeling of Emma getting all tense and twitchy in her mouth and throat. It meant cum was on the way, which was fun by itself, but also meant Emma getting to feel really good.
As the first spurts burst out, Misty backed off to keep only the head of Emma's cock in her mouth, ensuring that she got nice mouthfuls of her creamy reward. She swallowed it all down, not spilling a drop, perhaps somewhat to show off her abilities in comparison to Emma's messier reception. Mostly, though, just because she wanted it all.
Misty carefully held the last mouthful as she pulled away from Emma. She let it sit on her tongue, coating her mouth, enjoying the taste, the texture, and the heat of it.
Emma lay back rather bonelessly, mouth open in a slight pant. She looked very relaxed and unlikely to protest, so Misty finished the last of her cummy treat and stretched out next to Emma for some half-naked, post-orgasm snuggles.
As it turned out, Emma was quite happy to cuddle. Perhaps just because she was all worn out and emotionally malleable, but hopefully because she was genuinely getting comfortable enough with Misty to be ok with it.
The girls lay in near silence for a while, slowly recharging on each other's soft, warm presence. There were some brief exchanges of words, but mainly just holding each other, with some occasional light caressing as they felt like it.
Unfortunately, like all beautiful things, it couldn't last forever. There was a knock at the door, followed shortly thereafter by Saphira's voice.
"Hey, you guys done banging in there yet? Mom says to call you for supper, assuming your friend's staying."
Emma had gone red almost immediately. "Oh god."
"Sorry, that's just my sister. She's... a little indelicate at times. But, uh, do you want to stay?"
"They're all gonna know, aren't they? Your family?"
"They'll have fairly accurate suspicions, I imagine, yes."
"Shit."
"But they're honestly cool about it. Saphy's gonna be happy for us, even if she teases a little. And my moms will probably be excited I got a girlfriend finally." It was Misty's turn to colour. "I mean, not that we're officially... not that it's like that exactly...."
Emma giggled softly. "It honestly helps when you get flustered, you know that?" She ran her hand gently across Misty's cheek. "I like that--"
There was a louder pounding at the door. "Hey, I don't wanna interrupt, but just tell me if you guys are coming or not so I can report back."
Misty rolled her eyes. "Give us a minute!"
"Is that a yes?"
"Yes! You're ruining the moment, you dick!"
"Okey dokey then."
Misty could hear the amusement in her sister's tone, and halfway imagined her skipping gleefully back downstairs with a head full of possibilities as to what her sister and 'friend' were up to.
Emma was shaking her head. "I can't do this."
"Sure you can. They'll behave while we eat. I'll make them."
"Are they gonna be dressed?"
Misty hesitated. "I hope so. If not, I can yell some more until whoever doesn't have pants on goes and gets some."
"I like that you have such a... liberated family and all...."
"You can say weird. It's ok."
"But I'm super duper not ready for them being naked around me. Or vice versa, just in case that wasn't clear."
Misty smiled and pulled Emma's hand to her mouth so she could kiss it. "I'll go first and make sure they're all decent, ok?"
"And maybe let me borrow a shirt that isn't all cummy?"
Misty laughed. "That too. That'll be the easy part."
The girls rolled out of bed and peeled off their messed tops. Misty was glad to see how casual Emma was getting about being naked and changing around her. Plus it was nice just seeing her naked.
They salvaged the bits of their outfits that they could, and otherwise pulled some stuff from Misty's dresser. Misty was more excited then she thought she'd be about seeing Emma in one of her shirts. That felt like quite a girlfriendy thing to do. Granted, it could also just be a friendy thing to do, but being right after blowjobs and all she was still leaning toward the former.



Misty's family was, thankfully, dressed relaticvely conservatively. Which was to say they all had pants on. Not a common thing. She felt oddly touched that they cared enough to do so without having to be told. Not counting how she'd berated her mom earlier.
Proper introductions were made, letting everyone meet Emma, and her to meet Persephone, Lilian, and Saphira. Saphira, naturally, had the slyest, most knowing grin of them all, but even she was quite polite other than that.
Slowly, gradually, most of Emma's tension left her, and by the end of the meal she seemed nearly at ease. Misty was thrilled. She would have been super pissed if someone had scared her off now.
Emma even stayed and hung out after supper. She looked much more at ease now that she'd had a chance to interact with Misty's family and not had it end in disaster. It helped, too, when Persephone and Lilian disappeared soon after eating and left just the three of them chilling in the living room. Though that almost backfired when Saphira revealed where her and Misty's parents had gone.
"Off to their room, I imagine," Saphira said with a wicked glint in her eyes. "For naked fun times. You know."
Emma's eyes went wide, and Misty glared at her sister. Fortunately, Emma didn't freak out, and her eyes returned to their regular size.
"It's so weird how casual you guys are about that stuff," Emma said. "I mean, it's nice, in some ways. But to just accept your parents sneaking off and... and...."
"Banging," Saphira supplied helpfully.
"Yeah. That." Emma shrugged. "I don't like thinking about that kind of thing."
"It's different here," Misty reminded her. "It's very, very different."
"And I like that, I do," Emma insisted. "Part of me thinks it's so cool that you guys are the way you are. But another part gets all anxious and thinks I won't be able to fit in."
Misty smiled and ran her fingers through Emma's hair. She found a small streak of dried cum, and decided not to tell Emma it was there. It was hard to say how it had gotten there, but it would only cause trouble if she brought the question up. Emma would get all embarrassed that it had been there through supper and everything.
The two of them were snuggling with increasing intimacy on the couch while Saphira took the recliner next to them. Misty had seen her sister eyeing a seat next to Emma on the couch, but Saphira wouldn't cock block like that. She was a pretty respectful big sis, in her own often-not-so-respectful kind of way.
"I'm kind of amazed Misty even brought you home," Saphira said. "It was kind of a bold move, honestly. I like it, though."
"The theory was that it would be more... private," Emma said, ducking her eyes a moment. "I don't know how well that worked out."
Saphira's eyes spoke clearly that she wanted to ask what they needed privacy for, but she kept her mouth shut.
The three of them watched a movie together for a while, though Saphira started focusing on texting partway in, then stood up.
"Sorry, guess I can't hang out after all," she said.
"Where ya going?" Misty asked. "Booty call?"
Saphira grinned. "Quite possibly. Got a new boy. He's got potential. Pretty sure he noticed me getting hard in my pants the other day, and he still seems interested."
Misty nodded. "Nice. Good luck."
"Thanks." Saphira winked. "You too."
Emma had gone a bit red, but that faded as she and Misty were left alone. She cuddled more snugly, either to seek comfort, or just because she wanted to and didn't have to worry about anyone else seeing anymore.
Misty held Emma and played with her hair. She quite enjoyed the closeness and contact. In spite of her family's liberal attitude toward sex stuff--or perhaps because of it, in a weird way--she'd never properly had a girlfriend. She still technically didn't, but getting to wrap her arms around Emma, to feel her soft, sensual body all pressed up against her, she had a sense of the possibilities, and more of a desire than ever to make it happen.
The movie ended all too soon as far as Misty was concerned. She thought for a moment Emma had fallen asleep on her, in which case she was prepared to sit still and let the magic linger, but then Emma shifted and slowly extracted herself from Misty's embrace.
"Guess I probably should be going soon," Emma said regretfully.
"Oh," said Misty, trying not to show her own disappointment too much. There was still the matter of not coming on too strong, after all. Even though, arguably, than ship had long since sailed.
"I texted home that I'd be late. But it's, uh, late now."
"Sure." Misty bit her lip. "Would your parents let you stay if you asked?"
"Well... probably. It honestly doesn't come up much. I need my privacy, you know."
"Yeah, I get ya."
"They're always pushing me to get out more though. Staying with a friend would be fine, I imagine. It's Friday, so it's not like there's even school tomorrow to be a problem."
Emma hadn't actually reached for her phone yet. Misty tried to keep a grip on her nerves, even though she had the suspicion she wasn't going to win this one.
"I mean, you don't have to," Misty said. "But you could. If you wanted."
"Like a sleepover?"
"Sure."
"In your room?"
Misty's heart hammered. "If that was ok. Could sleep in here or something too, I guess. Or, uh, separate rooms if you'd be more comfortable."
"No," Emma said slowly, "I don't want separate rooms. But... would it be just sleeping?"
"Is that what you want?" Misty tilted her head. "Like, not even a quick blowjob before bed?"
"Oh, yeah, no, that'd be fine. Good, even."
"Then... I don't understand."
Emma swallowed hard. "I don't want you to think I'm a tease or anything. 'Cause, like, I'm not ready for 'sleeping together.' Like, you know. Sex."
"I kind of assumed," Misty said, still confused. "Did you think that's what I was asking about?"
"I wasn't sure. You're so much more experienced with this stuff. And your family's all chill about it. Like your moms going off and... doing stuff. And apparently you and Saphira don't care. And the very first time you snuck up on me in the shower we jerked off on each other, and it wasn't long after that before you gave me a blowjob, and--"
"Ok, ok, I think I get it," Misty said with a rueful smile. "I push a little fast sometimes. And yeah, I can maybe be too casual about stuff." She took Emma's hand. "I promise I won't try to trick you into sex."
"Or be sneaky about it?"
"Or be sneaky about it."
"And... you won't think I'm being a tease or anything?"
"I definitely won't."
Emma smiled shyly. "Then I better call home."
Misty smiled back. "I'll go get my room ready."
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Interlewd One: Mommy Love
****
Lilian and Persephone had to disappear early that evening. They enjoyed some mild teasing of their daughters at times, as any mothers did, but they knew they'd be in serious trouble if they did anything to embarrass Misty too badly in front of her brand new girlfriend.
Well, she hadn't technically said they were girlfriends, but the way the two of them looked at each other made it very unlikely they'd just stay friends.
Persephone had managed to not get hard during supper, though she hadn't stayed totally soft. With the freedom of their own room, she ditched her bottoms, relaxed, and let her horny mind take over. She immediately felt her massive and inconvenient cock start swell to its full size.
"I had a feeling you were checking out Artemis's little friend," Lilian said casually.
She still had her clothes on, and was busy over by their full-length mirror. Right now she was only removing her earrings and adjusting her hair a little, as well as keeping an eye on her horny wife's reflection, but at other times the mirror had been used for more sensual things. Often, for instance, watching themselves fuck.
"This is all for you, my darling," Persephone said, spreading her legs wider as her cock continued to work defying gravity.
"Uh huh. You think I don't know you after all these years?"
"Well... I mean she... Emma? She's a little cutie. I can't pretend she isn't."
"True."
"And I'm happy Artemis finally got herself someone. I feel like Saphira had had lots of little boyfriends by then."
"Yes, my dear, but Saphira hasn't actually found anyone she's stayed interested in for longer than a fuck or two."
"She's just finding what she likes."
Lilian smiled at Persephone in the mirror. "She knows what she likes. She's too much like her mother, is the problem. Someone's going to have to work hard to get her to settle down someday."
"You weren't that hard to convince."
"You very well know I didn't mean me."
Persephone grinned back. "Was I that bad at her age?"
"Worse, darling. Much, much worse." Lilian strode over, the sway of her hips carefully calculated, and planted a loving kiss on Persephone's lips. "I thought I was a fool for ever falling for you. But it turns out I maybe knew what I was doing." She shrugged. "Or I got phenomenally lucky."
"Mmm, you didn't get all the luck, though." Persephone started unbuttoning Lilian's shirt while she was in reach. "I didn't think I was ready for a long term relationship when we met. And yet...."
Lilian pulled back out of range as her shirt was opened, and casually shrugged it off. Her bra revealed an awful lot of cleavage, which would have been sufficient for some teasing, but it also felt better getting it off entirely, so it joined her shirt on the floor. She walked back to the mirror and pretended to work on her hair some more, while making sure to jiggle her boobs slightly at regular intervals.
"We've done pretty well, haven't we?" Lilian said softly, just loud enough for Persephone to hear.
"Definitely."
"But as I say, you can't really try to pretend you weren't having... thoughts about little Emma."
Persephone smiled easily. "Ok, yeah. I'm happy for our daughter, of course. But yes, I also appreciate her choice on a... less motherly level."
"Thought so."
"What about you?"
"I'm not the helplessly horny thing you are, darling. I can be happy for Artemis without lusting after her girlfriend."
"Whoa! Lusting after is a strong way to put that. More like... like what I said. Appreciating."
"Uh huh." Lilian stripped down to her panties, came back over, placed a pillow on the floor in front of where Persephone was sitting, and dropped to her knees on top of it. She leaned in and wrapped her tits around Persephone's cock. She moved up and down in a slow tit-fuck while making deliberate eye contact. "It's a very lucky thing I don't get jealous anymore, is all I'm saying."
"And yet you felt the need to say it." Persephone tilted her head. "Are you jealous?"
"I just said I wasn't."
"Yes, but I'm not sure I believe you."
Lilian went quiet as she kept running her boobs up and down Persephone's shaft. She licked her cock a little, and took some in her mouth to buy time, but these days Persephone was too big for her to comfortably take very much of her, and if she tried for too long her jaw would ache like crazy tomorrow.
"I think maybe I just miss when that was us."
Persephone frowned in confusion. "What?"
"When we were the hot young things. When we could do whatever we wanted. Staying in bed all day if we felt like it. Fucking any way we chose. Artemis has someone to do that stuff with now, and... I'm so happy for her, but maybe I'm actually jealous of her."
"Ah." Persephone slid down to the floor with Lilian, regretfully slipping out of her boobies' embrace. She hugged Lilian tight and kissed her deeply. "I love you as much as ever. More, even. I know... I know me getting this big hasn't always been easy. My cock. It happens, but not usually to this extent."
"I know. It's not your fault by any means." Lilian cracked a crooked smile. "And I love how much you can stretch my ass out."
"But mostly just your ass."
"Yeah. The days when you'd fuck me every which way until I was sore and happy all over... there was something magical about them."
"If it makes you feel any better, I'm pretty sure Emma's a futa too, which means neither of them is ever gonna get to fuck the other in a sweet little pussy like yours."
Lilian giggled. "You caught that too? That bulge she kept trying to hide?"
"Poor thing didn't know what to do with herself," Persephone said, giggling right back. "But really, I think they could certainly have a wonderful time, but it doesn't make what we had or what we still have any less amazing."
"Maybe."
Persephone stroked Lilian's cheek. "Dearest, would you like me to spend the rest of the evening proving it to you?"
"Well... I don't have to work tomorrow...."
"I couldn't go that long anyway," Persephone said with a smile. "I know you think I always want--"
"I meant because you might make it impossible for me to sit down tomorrow if you do that sorts of things I know you want to. And I can't get through a work day when you've done that to me."
"Luckily tomorrow's Saturday then."
"Yes. Lucky." Lilian patted Persephone's shoulder. "Ok, back on the bed. Let me tit-fuck you some more."
"Really? But you only use your boobs like that when you want to get me off but you're not horny enough for other things. Or as a warm up. And... I'm pretty warmed up."
Lilian kissed Persephone on the nose. "Or perhaps, darling, I just want to save myself a little pain tomorrow by getting your first cum out of the way. The first one's usually the least controlled on your part."
Persephone shrugged. "Ok, fair."
"And you're so much gentler after that."
"Ah. So you're looking for a really long one tonight, huh?"
Lilian's eyes shone big and falsely innocent. "You were promising, weren't you?"
"Absolutely I was."
"Good."
Persephone got back on the bed and removed the clothes she still had on while Lilian got her boobs situated again. They had only Lilian's panties on between the two of them now, all nice and nearly naked, both needing some lovely private sexy times more than usual.
Lilian held her boobs around Persephone's shaft with one strategically place arm and slid them up and down. She slathered Persephone's cock head with spit, licking and sucking all over, and letting the mix of spit and precum slowly trickle down to the cleft between her breasts and lube them up.
With her free hand, Lilian played with Persephone's balls, and sometimes sneaked back further to tease her ass. She poked her finger in a few times, but mainly just teased outside.
Lilian had to put some time and effort into it, since tit-fucks were fun but not the most efficient way to get Persephone to cum. She smiled when she felt her wife's cock trembling and preparing to blow, but made sure to keep her mouth in place when the flood of cum started.
Despite her best efforts, Lilian couldn't keep up with it all. She savoured and swallowed cum as fast she could, but plenty gushed out of her mouth and down her chin. Her cleavage got even more lubed up with the extra mess, though it was a little late for that to do much good.
Lilian tried to clean up after herself, but Persephone had ideas of her own, and very nearly picked Lilian up and threw her as she guided her up to the bed. There was a time she very bodily would have, Lilian recalled, though they weren't teenagers anymore and it was probably best that they weren't quite as wild as back then.
Persephone started high, at Lilian's chin, and very methodically worked downward, cleaning her with her tongue as she went. Persephone licked up the mix of cum and spit that so messed Lilian's front, spending extra time on her boobs just because it was fun. Soon enough, though, it was time for something Lilian thought was even more fun than having her cummy tits sucked on.
Spreading her legs wide, Lilian lay back, relaxed, and let her beloved settle between her thighs to lick her pussy. Persephone had done her best over the years to make up for not being able to fuck Lilian's snatch anymore, and had become something of an expert at licking, fingering, and occasionally toying it.
It wasn't ever quite the same as being filled up by her lover just as much as she could possibly handle, then pounded until she was deliciously achy and worn out from cumming, but she still had her ass for that kind of thing. And honestly, sometimes getting such loving oral attention was even better. Certainly it was easier on her body.
The two women remained locked in their mouth to pussy embrace for quite some time. Lilian could lie there and let Persephone make her cum for literal hours, as the two of them had proven a few times. Often the decider was that Persephone would get too horny to keep it up forever, though sometimes Lilian would get too sensitive and be the one to call a stop.
Lilian enjoyed her royal oral treatment. She appreciated the skill her wife had for finding all the little spots that made her squirm her hips and curl her toes. She gasped and panted at the subtle way Persephone could flick her tongue whisper-soft over her clit and keep her right on edge for such a long time.
She luxuriated in cumming and squirting all over her Persephone's face. When she finally pushed Persephone away, it was with an arm that barely wanted to respond, so happy and relaxed she was.
"You could let me keep going," Persephone said with a self-satisfied smile. "Like the old days."
"Yeah, yeah. I know. I don't have teenage energy for these things anymore." Lilian caressed Persephone's face and ran her fingers through her hair. "I may miss those times, or feel jealous, but don't ever think I don't love you and what we have even more than I ever could have pretended to back then."
Persephone crawled forward and kissed Lilian with a mouth all full of her own juices and flavour. "Never doubted it for a second."
The two of them were wise enough to take a break and get ready for bed before going to what they both knew was coming next. They needed pee breaks if nothing else, and it was just as easy to get some other stuff out of the way while they were at it.
Lilian in particular did most of it one-handed. Brushing her teeth, trying to do something with her now tousled hair, removing makeup. Her other hand was engaged with lubing up her butthole. She stood at the sink of the bathroom attached to their bedroom, or walked around to grab something, or whatever she needed to do, a pair of fingers firmly buried in her bum, often gently thrusting in and out.
"You know I'd do that for you," Persephone said.
"Yes, darling, and you still can. More warmup is never a bad thing. Especially with you."
"But I do kind of like how slutty you look wandering around fingering your ass like you're just waiting for me to come fill it up ever more for you."
"That is precisely what I'm doing." Lilian approached Persephone and booped her nose. "But don't call me slutty."
"No?"
"That's not the sort of thing you should call your devoted wife."
"How about... overly sensual?"
"Overly? Well, yes, I suppose I could accept that."
"Good. You look overly sensual casually talking to me while fingering your bum like that."
"That's better."
Persephone waited until Lilian needed both hands for flossing, then quickly took her chance to stick a pair of her fingers up Lilian's butt where she'd been forced to vacate. She watched her beautiful wife in the mirror while Lilian tried to pretend nothing was amiss, but she could read her face far too well not to note the faint twitches of her lips indicating that she was enjoying herself.
Even when Lilian took back over lubing up her backside, Persephone stayed close, and even pressed right up behind her, letting her hard, pulsing cock slide up Lilian's back and get trapped between them.
"It occurs to me I could probably let you tit-fuck yourself," Lilian said calmly, still finger-fucking her own bum. "Save myself the effort."
"Why would you threaten me like that?"
"Because you're obviously trying to show off and get me all horny for how big you are, and how much you're about to stretch me out."
"Am not. I don't need to show off. We both know I'm bigger than necessary, and in fact too big to get away with some things anymore."
"Yes, dearest, but we also both know how much delight you take in filling me up to the point where my eyes roll back and I forget how to breathe for a moment."
Persephone grinned. "My little size-queen wife," she cooed affectionately.
"Again with the crude terms. You must be truly confident I still want you inside me."
Persephone met Lilian's eyes in the mirror, noting the sheen of lust in them, and her lips, parted in a soft pant already. Then there was the way Lilian was pressing back against her to feel her cock as fully up her spine as possible.
"I am, indeed, truly confident," Persephone assured her.
Lilian squealed as Persephone scooped her up and carried her to their bed. It wasn't the sort of thing she did very often anymore, but it seemed appropriate, and even necessary.
"You're lucky I'm easily smitten with things like this," Lilian said as she was gently laid out.
"I'm lucky in a lot of ways."
"You... shush and just get in me already."
Lilian rolled onto her tummy and lifted her hips, sticking her butt up just enough to make it obvious where Persephone was to aim for. As though somehow she needed the help.
Persephone still needed to lube herself up, and then remember to take he time and go so very slowly. Lilian could take her excessive length and girth better and faster than anyone else could dream of after all the practice she'd had, but slow and gentle was the way to go.
It took a long time. When not being forced, Lilian's ass only gave ground gradually and reluctantly. It protested anything nearly that size trying to fill and stretch it out, despite how many times the exact same thing had been accomplished.
"Ooh, yesss," Lilian moaned from beneath Persephone.
"Feeling good?"
"Damn, you're feeling even better than usual."
"Ha, you say that almost every time, though."
"Doesn't make me wrong."
"Well, statistically--"
"Shush, dearest. Don't start with technicalities now."
"Yes, dear."
Lilian felt a tremble in her fingers, and the flood in her pussy. Sure getting pounded and wrecked by Persephone was fun at times, but this luxuriously slow fill up was what really did it for her. Getting her insides stretched out such a little bit at a time, feeling her asshole allowing more and more in at a barely perceptible pace, knowing there was still so much more to come, allowing that feeling that she couldn't actually take it all to linger. Lilian was never happier than halfway through the several minutes long process of Persephone stuffing her ass just as slowly as she could manage.
"You feel like you're going to cum before I even get all the way in," Persephone whispered.
"Maybe I will."
"You really like this slow thing, huh?"
"With you? It's literally the best."
Persephone kissed Lilian's neck and nuzzled her shoulder as she kept going. "I don't know how, but I believe you."
"If we switched, you'd get it. I know you would."
"If you say so."
Persephone's balls bumped against Lilian, signaling that she was fully buried. As often happened, Lilian had been getting increasingly sure she couldn't handle it all, that this was the time her ass found its limit, in spite of her having done the exact same thing so many times before. With Persephone even common achievements could seem impressive every single time.
The two of them stayed almost completely still for a long few moments, joined as fully as they ever could be. Lilian's body was going crazy, the way it always did from having her ass stuffed beyond capacity, hitting every sensitive spot inside her all at once, feeling that extra heat and love from her wife's cock deep, deep inside.
Then Persephone started moving, a nice slow in and out. Fucking Lilian so very gently, which given her size still meant huge internal disturbances with every soft thrust.
Lilian was already making a damp spot on the bed directly beneath her pussy. She could feel it growing. Her breathing was limited somewhat when Persephone was fully buried in her, and even when it wasn't it came out as a quiet pant. She felt little tingles in her extremities and sensitive areas. And it was only going to get more intense from there.
Persephone held out remarkably well. Lilian kept expecting her to start fucking harder and harder. Her self control was not nearly so powerful as her cock-driven urges. But Persephone had something to prove tonight, and intended to give her wife the most tender and loving demonstration of her feelings that she possibly could.
Which meant Lilian was slowly reduced to a limp, gooey mess as night fell and Persephone kept up a gentle rhythm long past when she should have given in and started going for a fast, hard fuck. Lilian came repeatedly on Persephone's glacially thrusting, throbbing length, though each orgasm was spread far from the last.
Toward the end even the decadently slow fucking was getting sloppy and lewd in its sounds, since Persephone came inside Lilian's ass--somehow finding room to unleash a massive load of cum--then kept right on massaging her insides.
Eventually, neither could go on any longer. Lilian had been done well before Persephone, and could only lie there and bask in her ass still being fucked. Luckily that was all she had to do anyway. Persephone came a second time inside her bum, then lay still on top of her, holding her down with a warm, comforting weight that was all she really wanted by then.
"It's a damn good thing I don't have work tomorrow," Lilian mumbled sleepily.
"I could keep going, if you want," Persephone offered.
Lilian groaned. "Please no. It's been hours."
"Only technically."
"My ass is gonna fall off."
"I sincerely doubt it. I was so very gentle. It can take much more abuse than that."
"But never for so long all at once."
"I seem to remember you cumming a fair number of times."
"Well I didn't say it didn't feel good. Really, really good. But I'm genuinely going a bit numb now, so it wouldn't do any good anyway."
"Just as well. I'm ready for sleep now."
"Mmhm. You're still hard all up in my butt, though."
"You know I don't soften easily once I'm inside you."
"I do."
"And I remember how much you used to love sleeping with me like that. All buried deep in there."
"You weren't so big then."



"You're saying I'm too big for that now?"
"... well, maybe we could just try it."
Persephone grinned and kissed Lilian's cheek from behind. She rolled them on their sides, still firmly lodged inside, still plugging Lilian's ass with her cock.
"I knew you missed it," Persephone said.
"Sure you did."
But truly, Lilian had missed it, and she did very much love sleeping with her wife still buried in her butt. Her body wouldn't thank her for it in the morning, but for the moment it was the very best, most wonderful cuddling in the whole world. Persephone all snuggled up to her, warm and naked, breasts soft against her back, arms wrapped securely around, face nuzzling her shoulder, legs semi-entangled, and most notably of all, the entire hard, pulsing length of her cock making sure Lilian's insides got cuddles too.
Persephone fell asleep relatively quickly. Lilian didn't.
It was the sort of not-sleep that Lilian hadn't experienced in a while. Probably since last time she and Persephone had slept together linked as they were. She drifted in and out, always at the edge of consciousness, too filled to fall into anything deep and lasting.
It wouldn't tire her, though. It was restful the way sleep was, just in a different way. A way that would leave her both achy and horny in the morning, and kept her in a warm, pleasant state of half-dreaming all night long.
Or at least it would have if there hadn't been any interruptions. Lilian was alert enough to notice immediately when someone sneaked into the room and padded over to her side of the bed. She had to wait for her daughter to catch the moonlight from the window before she could identify her. There was no question it was one of them.
"Hey, baby," Lilian said softly to Saphira as she crouched down next to her.
"Oh good, you're awake," Saphira said. "I was hoping you might be."
"Yes. I can see you didn't bother with clothes. And you've got your penis pointed right at me."
Saphira shrugged. "I was horny."
"What happened to your date?"
"Well... we had a difference of opinion."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. He was more than interested in some anal until he realized I wasn't offering him my butt."
"You have to be more clear with boys. We've talked about this."
"I know, Mommy. Just sometimes I don't think they want me to fuck their butts at all. What's that all about?"
Lilian rolled her eyes. "I know you have enough experience that that's not a real question."
"No. It isn't. Just whining is all. 'Cause sometimes you win, sometimes you lose." Saphira sighed. "And tonight I lost."
"If you'd just settle down with one of the nice, accommodating ones for a while...."
"Yeah yeah. I know. Technically if I just stuck with one who was into me...." Saphira shook her head. "But they just get so subby sometimes. Make it too easy. And there's no real fun dating them. Fun fucking them, sure, but I think I need more than that."
"Maybe boys aren't right for you, babes."
"But they're so cute, and their bums are so--"
"Did you come here for advice or sympathy?"
"Um... neither, actually."
"No. I was starting to suspect not."
"Nah. You knew what I wanted right from the start." Saphira leaned in and kissed Lilian's cheek. "But I do love our little relationship chats." She leaned back. "Can you sneak off to my room for a bit?"
"Not so much. Your Mom's very... very deep in me right now."
"Oh my!" Saphira pulled the blankets back and leaned aside to let some of the faint moonlight hit her mother. "For real? Sleeping with her inside you?"
"Yes."
"I thought you didn't let her do that anymore?"
"Did she tell you that? She's not supposed to tell you things like that."
"Well she misses it, Mommy. You make her feel so comfy and loved."
"Mmm, me too. Except for I'm not as young and stretchy as I used to be."
"I don't believe that. You take Mom's cock every day. You're probably the most flexible of any of us." Saphira ran her hand up and down the bulge in Lilian's tummy where Persephone's cock pressed against it. "Do you still have room for me?"
"You might be able to fit in my pussy," Lilian said. "But you'll have to be gentle so you don't wake your mom."
"I can be gentle," Saphira promised. "Thanks, Mommy. I couldn't even go to Misty 'cause she's having a sleepover tonight."
Lilian lifted her upper leg a little to make more room as her daughter squeezed in to sandwich her between two warm, naked family members. "So inconsiderate of your sister," she said lightly, though she suspected Saphira wasn't listening closely enough to appreciate the sarcasm.
Lilian felt kind of naughty about what she was doing. She didn't need to. It was just the way their family was. But being the lone non-futa among them, her sense of morals and normalcy had been different growing up, and more importantly her hormones had never been quite as overbearing as any of theirs. They needed sexual attention on a regular basis.
And sure, they could have masturbated, or they could have been given toys and porn and left to fend for themselves, but Lilian felt better about making sure they were looked after. At this point, the sisters could usually help each other out as necessary, but Lilian would be lying to herself if she tried to pretend she didn't secretly like them coming to Mommy sometimes still.
It was a tight fit this time. Usually Saphira and Misty were nothing compared to Persephone, but with her wife still filling her so full, it put pressure on her pussy as well.
"You're so tight tonight," Saphira grunted as she tried to work her way in, gently of course.
"You knew I would be. Your mom's so greedy with space once she gets in there."
"Should be more considerate. Leave some room for someone else."
"Yes. You talk to her about that."
"Maybe I will."
Despite her grumblings, Saphira expertly maneuvered herself inside her mommy's warm, soaked pussy. She proceeded to give her a nice, long, smooth fucking, basically just as requested.
Lilian hadn't anticipated just how horny it would get her. She'd already been kept on edge anyway, but with her beautiful daughter now inside her, and the sheer tightness of being double-penetrated well beyond her usual maximum capacity, she was getting all revved up. And, alas, she still couldn't tell Saphira to go any harder or they'd definitely wake Persephone.
"Oh wow, it's like I'm rubbing right on Mom's cock," Saphira said in a low hush. "She's pressing so hard against me. There's hardly anything separating us."
"Yes," Lilian moaned. "I can kinda feel that too."
"I bet. Feel nice?"
"Very."
"We should do this more often, maybe."
Lilian groaned. "Oh don't even joke."
"I'm not, Mommy. We'd be so gentle. But can you imagine me and Mom both thrusting in and out together?"
Lilian had to bite her lip hard, then instead decided to kiss Saphira instead. It both occupied her own mouth, and kept Saphira quiet too.
Their tongues met in a rather inappropriate mother and daughter kind of way. It sometimes weirdly felt even less appropriate than letting her baby girl fuck her pussy or ass. But logically, Lilian was pretty sure it was actually less questionable, so she let herself give in to the urge when it was strong enough.
Between her slow, sensual fuck and their making out, Saphira eventually came inside her mommy. Lilian had to kiss her even deeper and muffle her moans as she felt her pussy getting filled with cum and cock just as her ass already had been for many hours.
Lilian hurriedly grabbed Saphira's tight little ass as she started to pull out afterward. "Not yet, baby."
"Hm?"
"Would you, maybe, rub Mommy's clit for her? While you're still in me?"
"Oh. I thought you came already."
"I did. I need another."
Saphira grinned. "Ok. No problem."
She casually fingered Lilian to another double-stuffed orgasm as though it was a perfectly normal thing to do. Then she kissed her mommy on the lips, just a quick peck, and pulled out. She rolled out of bed and flounced off, humming cheerfully as she left.
"I'm still gonna be horny tomorrow," Lilian mumbled to herself.
But maybe that was just as well. Persephone certainly would be, after all. It wouldn't do her any good waking up without any urges at all.
Lilian closed her eyes, pressed her hand to her cummy pussy and trapped it between her thighs, then tried to go back to sleep.
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Chapter Three: Emma's First Time
****
Emma awoke in the middle of the night, unsure as to why. She also didn't remember where she was for a moment, but was able to piece it back together before she started panicking at her unfamiliar surroundings.
She felt Misty still spooned tightly up to her from behind. They'd worn tops and panties to bed at her insistence, but it seemed Misty had popped out of her underwear at some point, as her thick, hard cock was wedged firmly in Emma's butt crack.
It would have been nice to sleep naked together. Emma felt the truth of that all the more acutely in the moment. She would have loved waking up to Misty's cock pressing warmly on her bare ass, soft breasts molded to her back, nothing between them at all as Misty held her close.
That would have been dangerous, though. Emma wasn't ready for that. She wanted to be able to sort things out and progress them at a more comfortable pace. With Misty that wasn't at all guaranteed to be possible, and that was ok too. If all she could do was drag her feet a little and give her emotions a bit more time to adjust, she'd take it.
Honestly, she was pretty sure she'd do most anything that Misty wanted. She was smitten in a way that she had no defenses against. The best she could do was hold off on letting Misty know how deep she was in and try to let things develop more naturally.
Maybe that was silly. Maybe she should just give in to her every wanton whim. But maybe, too, that would all end in tears from having rushed too fast. It was hard to say.
What was more certain, in Emma's world, was that she needed to pee. It sucked, since dealing with it meant leaving Misty's comfortable embrace, but it had to be done. She carefully unwrapped herself from Misty's loose, sleepy grip, feeling a twinge of regret as she scooted her butt away from Misty's erection. She gave the sleeping girl a last, find look, then padded away to find the bathroom.
There was a light on in the bathroom, as it happened, which made it much easier to find in the dark and unfamiliar hallway. There was also, as it happened, someone already in there.
Emma stopped short, not quite awake enough to know how to handle the situation. Saphira stood calmly at the toilet, naked from the waist down, emptying her bladder just as Emma badly needed to do. Why she hadn't shut the door, why she only smiled crookedly at being stumbled upon in the night, Emma couldn't begin to guess.
"Sorry, I didn't wake you, did I?" Saphira asked, still casually peeing like it was nothing.
"I don't think so," said Emma reflexively. Though she felt like something had awakened her, perhaps some accidental noise as Saphira made her way to the bathroom. "Maybe?"
Saphira finished up and flushed the toilet. "You're staring," she stated as an emotionless fact as she washed her hands.
"Oh, uh... sorry?"
"I don't mind. Just wondering how you're doing. Not too freaked out if you stayed for a sleepover, I imagine."
Emma shook her head. "It's all a bit surreal. I mean, I think I've seen every penis in your family now, and I've only just met you."
Saphira laughed. "Hell of a thing, isn't it?" She stepped closer, swaying her hips so that her cock swung gently. "You want a feel?"
Emma's eyes widened and she felt her face warm. "I... no... what?"
"You can if you want."
"You're Misty's sister!" Emma protested, as though Saphira wasn't aware of the fact.
"Indeed I am. How much as she told you about our family?"
"Some. Why?"
"Because you're all nervous and flustered like you think I'm asking you to cheat on my sister."
Emma bit her lip. "Are you?"
"It's family, little Emma. The rules are different."
"I don't think that's how it works."
"It is here." Saphira shrugged easily. "But you definitely don't have to do anything you don't want to."
"Good to know? I think?"
"Just saying. I see why Misty was drawn to you in the first place. If you ever wanna mess around any, we can probably make it happen."
"That's, uh, no offense, but I don't know if I like that you're making that offer."
"Oof, ouch. I think I just got shot down hard."
Emma hugged her arms around herself. "I'ma have to talk to Misty about this, I think."
"You don't believe me, do you?"
"I don't know what to believe."
Saphira nodded slowly. "I respect that. I'll prove it to you tomorrow, how's that sound?"
"Uh...."
"Without touching you. Word of honour."
"Ok? I guess?"
"Shouldn't have come on so strong. That's my bad."
"Runs in the family, seems like."
Saphira laughed. "Ah, good. I didn't weird you out too bad after all." She stepped past Emma and gave a half bow. "All yours."
"Thanks?"
Emma shut the door for some privacy, and breathed a sigh of relief. She had so many confused thoughts about what had just happened. Misty and Saphira were definitely sisters, there was no question about that.
It had been bizarrely tempting to take Saphira up on her offer. Emma absolutely didn't want to hurt Misty by doing something like that, but she also felt a ring of truth in Saphira's claim that Misty wouldn't mind. Given what she'd learned of the family so far, it wasn't out of the question. She'd have to talk things over with Misty and find out for sure.
Saphira herself was both a little scary, and the stuff fantasies were made of. She was who Misty could be in a few years. That little bit older and more grown into her body, more confident and self-assured, with the knowledge of exactly how hot she was and how to make it work for her. If Emma wasn't with Misty, she would definitely have wanted to go for it, but by the same note without Misty it was unlikely she'd have the courage to act on her urges.
Emma was still inwardly tumultuous when she returned to an adorably snoozing Misty. The sight of Misty sleeping away helped calm her back down. It was even more helpful crawling back into bed with her.
This time, Emma took the big spoon position, since it was easier than trying to insert herself back into Misty's embrace without waking her. She snuggled up, tenderly wrapped a hand around Misty's still hard cock, and let herself be lulled away by Misty's breathing and heartbeat.
****
Emma awoke with a raging hard on that had slipped free of her panties, and was now all snuggly nestled against Misty's butt. She was still loosely gripping Misty's erection as well. Unfortunately, she didn't get the chance to properly enjoy the moment, nor to think about what she could do with the scenario.
The bedroom door swung open slowly, but not quite silently. Emma went into full panic mode as she realized someone was about to see her and Misty together. Misty's family might have a much different standard of proper conduct, but Emma could only respond with her own sense of what was accepted. Her recent experiences couldn't overwrite everything that had sunk in over the years, especially not first thing upon waking up.
Saphira tiptoed into the room, leaving the door carelessly open behind her. She was, to Emma's mixed horror and delight, fully naked, and her hard cock bounced gently in time with her movements.
"Oh, you're up," Saphira said as she noted Emma's wide open eyes. "Good." She stepped closer, still making hardly any sound with her bare feet. "I didn't wake you, did I?"
"Um... maybe kinda?"
"Sorry."
That hard, swaying cock was getting too close for comfort. Emma had a feeling it was going to be offered to her any moment now. She wasn't entirely sure what she'd do with it. There were so many reasons to say no, even to shake Misty awake and seek protection, and yet she couldn't deny a certain temptation in her horny, vulnerable, just-barely-conscious state.
"I woke up all horny," Saphira said, as thought that wasn't obvious. "Thought I'd come see if I could play with Misty some."
"With... Misty?" Emma was relieved, confused, and disappointed all at the same time.
"Yeah. I could take care of this problem," Saphira said, patting her cock, "and show you what I was talking about last night at the same time. Very efficient."
"Very," Emma echoed rather dazedly.
"Is it ok with you?"
"Um, well, like... maybe? I'm a bit lost. I don't really, you know, get how you guys live. Not exactly."
"You've been very open-minded so far. I've been quite impressed."
"Really?"
"Yeah. But I do think there's something you need to see sooner or later. Might as well be now."
Saphira's confidence made it hard for Emma to properly worry about what was happening. That and her casual nudity, displaying herself without a care in the world. It turned out Emma was a bit of a sucker for that tactic. At least when it was used so professionally by these total hottie sisters.
"Ok," Emma said. "What the hell. You want me to wake Misty up?"
"I wouldn't worry about that."
Emma sat up and made a brief attempt at modesty, then gave up and let her cock jut out freely. There wasn't much to be done about it, and it wasn't as if Saphira was likely to mind. Her heart was still beating too quickly, but had come down from her initial blind panic. She had no idea at all if she was making the right choice to let Saphira do what she wanted, but she had to admit she was very, very curious. Even if she regretted it later, she felt she had to see and experience whatever was coming.
Saphira grabbed a bottle of lube, evidently knowing where her sister kept it, and joined Emma and Misty on the bed. She rolled Misty onto her tummy, taking care not to take her yet. She winked at Emma, then expertly slipped her fingers in the sides of Misty's panties and tugged them down.
Emma bit her lip as she watched Misty's panties come down. It was some very questionable sisterly behaviour, but she'd expected that, and knew it was only going to get more questionable. Morally speaking, she should almost certainly put a stop to this, or at least leave the room. No way in hell was she going to do either of those things, however, not as horny as she was, and as hypnotized by Saphira's presentation and demeanour.
"My sister's got a nice ass, doesn't she?" Saphira asked conversationally.
Emma blushed. "I guess?"
"You guess?" Saphira laughed. "You don't have to be all shy and coy with me. You can't say anything I'll take offense to. I promise you that."
"No," Emma said, following with her eyes as Saphira gently kneaded Misty's bum, "I suppose you wouldn't." She set her jaw firmly. "Yes, she does have a nice ass."
Saphira grinned. "You haven't gotten a piece of it yet though, have you? You really must. It's delicious."
As if to prove her point, Saphira lowered her head, spread Misty's butt cheeks, and dragged her tongue along her sister's butt crack. She licked it again and again, slurping across Misty's asshole. She moaned to herself in deep satisfaction.
Emma felt her chest tighten as she watched a sleeping Misty get her ass eaten out by her big sister. There was some anxiety and confusion to that clenching, but the matching throbbing in her cock made it clear to Emma that she was intensely, painfully turned on by what she was witnessing. She wrapped a hand around her steely, pulsing shaft, not yet stroking herself, but needing that pressure to keep herself from going crazy.
Saphira kept licking until Misty's butthole was all slick and sloppy, then went for the lube. She hummed cheerfully to herself as she drizzled Misty's ass with some tactical lubrication, then caught the dripping excess with her fingers. She rubbed Misty's cute little bumhole with a pair of fingers, then made eye contact with Emma as she slowly pressed into her sleeping sister's ass.
There was no getting around it for Emma; this was fucking hot. It probably shouldn't be, socially speaking, but it absolutely was. Misty was getting anally fingered by her big sis, and all Emma wanted to do was watch and jerk off. She was riveted, fully absorbed, and desperately turned on.
Emma tore off her panties, since they'd been digging in rather uncomfortably. She didn't even care about the way Saphira bit her lip at the sudden flurry of activity and subsequent freeing of her cock and balls. She just needed to masturbate, needed to get rid of her confining undergarment.
The two futas were locked in a bit of a mutually encouraged stalemate for a few moments. Emma jerked off with only a little self-conscious embarrassment while Saphira played with Misty's bum, and Saphira watched with evident interest and arousal as Emma stroked herself. It was a cycle of lust that was probably only broken so easily because Saphira wasn't done yet.
In some ways, Emma supposed she must have known what was coming. Whether she'd know only for a matter of seconds or minutes, or if she'd guessed from the night before, or perhaps even further back than that, she really couldn't say. In spite of her shock and increased pulse when Saphira pressed her cock to Misty's lubed and warmed up ass, there was no sense of it being the wrong thing. It was, in a way, what needed to happen.
Saphira entered Misty with a smooth, practiced motion. No rough thrusting that would probably rouse her sister, but just a gentle, gradual glide inside as Misty's bum would accommodate her.
Emma moaned softly. Precum had begun to collect so copiously that it dripped down her shaft and over her busy fingers. Her sliding hand grew slicker as she stroked her cock faster and more intensely.
Saphira very nearly managed to bottom out in Misty before finally waking her. Misty only gave a soft moan to indicate a return to consciousness, then raised her hips to give her sister a better angle. Saphira gave Emma a rather smug look before grabbing Misty's hips and fully burying herself in Misty's snug asshole.
For a few wonderful moments, the sisters were locked happily in their incestuous anal play time. Saphira worked her cock in and out of Misty with increasing speed and force, and Misty stuck her butt up wantonly for more.
Only an accidental groan from Emma threatened to spoil the mood. She couldn't help herself, she was horny beyond belief, and unlike the sisters only had her hands to satisfy her needs.
Misty's eyes burst open with in a comical panic. "Oh fuck, no, stop! Saphy, don't! Emma's here."
"Yeah, I know," Saphira said. "You think I'd miss something like that?"
"Stoooppp," Misty whined. "You're gonna freak her out."
"Does she look freaked out to you?"
In fact, Emma wasn't freaked out. She couldn't imagine anyone could mistake her for being so, if they stopped to take a look at her. She was masturbating frantically, eyes glazed and focused on the sisterly fucking before her, all sense of decorum lost somewhere far behind.
"It's ok," Emma heard herself say in a distant voice.
"Is it?" Misty asked.
Emma nodded. "Yeah."
"You sure?"
"Misty... this is the hottest damn thing I've ever seen. I'd say it's fucked up that I think that, but I guess you probably get it even better than I do."
Misty smiled, all tension evaporating from her at Emma's reassurances. "Hell yeah I do." She bit her lip. "I woulda told you. You know, eventually. When it seemed right."
"No, I know. I get why you were easing me into it. Trust me, I do. But, like, please don't stop now."
Saphira, at least, had no intention of stopping. She'd slowed down as the possible crisis presented itself, but didn't hesitate to get back to pounding her sister's butt once the danger had passed. Her hips smacked hard against Misty's ass over and over again, and their balls swung together in a way that seemed like it must be painful, but didn't appear to bother them. Certainly it didn't slow Saphira down any.
"You don't have to jerk off, you know," Saphira said to Emma.
"I really think I do," Emma said without taking her eyes off Saphira's cock disappearing repeatedly into Misty.
"No, I mean Misty would take care of that for you, if you wanted. That's all."
Emma turned her attention to Misty. "She would?"
Misty, by way of answering, levered herself up on her arms and opened her mouth, extending her tongue slightly to just cover her bottom lip.
"She's a good little cock slut that way," Saphira said fondly. She gave Misty's butt a few nice smacks, making Misty yip and squirm, but without once closing her mouth.
It wasn't an offer Emma could easily refuse. She crawled around in front of Misty and carefully pressed the tip of her cock into Misty's patiently waiting mouth. It felt so nice even just having that small part of her being sucked on.
"You don't need to be gentle," Saphira said. "You're horny. Let loose. Misty can take it."
Emma nodded and experimented with pushing her cock in further. Misty didn't balk and any point, no matter how slow or fast Emma moved. She made Misty gag a bit as she entered her throat, and might have paused there except that Misty kept forcing her way further down her dick.
Emma sighed happily as she buried herself snugly in Misty's mouth and throat. She put her hands on the back of Misty's head, gently holding Misty in place against her tummy. Even without moving, Saphira's rhythmic thrusting pushed Misty just a little more firmly into her with every down stroke.
With some slow, delighted testing, Emma soon had a sense of just how much freedom she had to face fuck Misty. She could hold Misty's head and slide in and out of her mouth at any pace she wanted, and Misty just kept her lips parted and her throat open. If anything, Misty seemed to moan louder the harder Emma used her.
Misty took her morning spit roasting like a champ. She kept her throat open for Emma's enjoyment, and her butt angled and ready for Saphira to keep pounding away. She got quite drooly after a while, and was making quite a mess of precum on the sheets beneath her, but that didn't faze her one bit.
Emma was going absolutely crazy on Misty's face. She loved the feeling of being able to straight up face fuck Misty, while simultaneously continuing to watch Saphira's expert reaming from the other end. Getting involved in a sexy, sisterly threesome hadn't been one of Emma's life goals before, but it made the list retroactively. It was too fucking good.
Eventually Emma couldn't hold on any longer and had to blow her load. It felt right to hold Misty firmly, bury her cock down her throat, and cum as deep inside her as she could.
"You cumming?" Saphira asked.
"Yeah," Emma said faintly, her eyes rolled back blissfully.
Saphira bit her lip, slammed Misty's ass extra-forcefully, and buried herself balls deep as well. The overlap of her orgasm with Emma's meant that Misty was briefly taking two big, deep loads of cum at the same time.
Despite finishing first, Emma waited for Saphira so they could pull out together. Misty collapsed as she was released, greedily sucking in air after having her throat blocked for so long. Emma and Saphira both knelt beside the smiling, panting, sloppy mess of girl, each with a slightly different expression of affection on her face.
After giving Misty a moment to recover, Saphira crawled over and offered her cock to be cleaned. Emma was a little surprised at how readily Misty licked and suckled at it after it had just been in her ass, but like most everything else, it was pretty hot to watch.
At Saphira's urging, Emma let Misty suck her cock clean too. Misty was nice and gentle on her rapidly softening erection, and did manage to leave it marginally less of a cummy, spitty mess than it had been.
The three futas hung out for a bit afterward, all still half or fully naked. Emma got a chance to experience the kind of casual nudity Misty and Saphira were apparently used to and found that it wasn't so bad. Kinda of nice, even.
They eventually went down for breakfast with the whole family. Emma had to borrow some of Misty's clothes, including underwear which was a fun and sexy little experience. It was kind of hot wearing Misty's panties.



Everyone was dressed, presumably in deference to Emma, except Persephone who had no bottoms on. Emma didn't even mind. She also wasn't subtle about watching Persephone's swaying cock as she walked around, which no one else minded either. Once everyone sat down and started eating, it became a non-issue anyway.
****
Emma took a shower after breakfast, which was nice both for a chance to clean up, and for a moment to herself. Things had been getting absolutely crazy, but what surprised her most was how ok she generally was with everything. Even the suction-cup dildo still stuck on the wall with a bottle of lube sitting in the corner next to it hadn't really fazed her.
Emma was beginning to understand Misty and her family, and found that she kind of liked it all. She was still mildly terrified and worried that she couldn't handle it, but with every new discovery of something odd and sexy, she became more comfortable with her ability to emotionally deal with it. In many cases she was even able to enjoy and have fun.
It didn't come as much of a surprise when Misty snuck into the bathroom and started taking her clothes off while Emma was still in the shower. Emma felt her cock grow as she watched Misty disrobe and get totally, beautifully naked.
The shower itself made for easy watching. Unlike the opaque curtains Emma was used to, this one had sides that made it more of a glass stall that somehow hadn't fogged up yet. It was, additionally, more spacious than seemed necessary, and had more than one shower head. It was quite luxurious for one, and could easily accommodate two, which was fortunate because Misty seemed quite set on joining her.
Misty slipped into the shower, and very quickly was just as wet as Emma, along with already being just as naked and on her way to fully erect.
"You do seem to enjoy joining me in showers," Emma said.
Misty smiled unashamedly. "Damn right I do." She stepped closer and put her hands on Emma's hips, slowly caressing Emma's body and working up to her tits. "Plus I wanted to tell you that Saphy's going over to a friend's, and Mom and Mommy are getting ready to head for a bit too. Mommy P got out a collar and leash too, which means--"
"Yeah, I probably don't need to know what that means."
"That's fair." Misty giggled. "But you know, you're adapting to this family pretty quickly. Won't be long before you know all our little secrets."
"I'm mostly just interested in yours."
"Ooh, how flattering."
The girls came together for some affectionate making out. Emma groaned as her cock pressed against Misty's tummy, and she couldn't help grinding a bit even as she groped around Misty's naked body.
As they shifted around, Emma bumped into the dildo still sticking out from the wall. She squeaked in surprise, then laughed at her own skittishness.
"Shit, I forgot that was there," she said.
"Yeah, sorry about that," Misty said. "Sometimes toys don't get put away."
"Quite a problem." Emma bit her lip. "I probably don't want to know who left it in here, do I? Unless it was you."
"No, I don't think it was me. I mean, I've used it before, I won't try to deny it."
"Of course you share those sorts of things too," Emma said, unsure how to feel about it, even though she knew it was silly to get upset about something like that after seeing Misty get fucked up the butt by her sister. "With both your moms and everything?"
"Well, yeah, technically. Although I'd say most of the time Saphy and I just share with each other." Misty gestured to the dildo. "Like, she probably had that in here if I had to guess."
"Uh huh."
"Lemme just check." Without any hesitation, Misty knelt down and took the tip of the dildo into her mouth. She sucked on it a bit, then stood back up. "Yep, definitely Saphy."
"You can tell just by taste?"
"Sure can."
"And that... was it in her butt?"
"Well duh."
Emma shook her head. "Oh my god. You can tell your family apart by the taste of their buttholes. What have I gotten myself into?"
"A magical experience?"
"More like an incestuous disaster waiting to happen."
Misty pouted. "We're very close. That's all."
"That might be a little too close."
"Nah, I don't think so." Misty grinned slyly. "Besides, none of them are here right now. Just you and me."
Emma's heart sped up at the implication in Misty's voice. "Is that so?"
"Sure is. Just think of the fun we could have."
"Like what?"
"Well, for instance, I could welcome you to the family, so to speak."
Emma giggled as Misty turned her around and knelt behind her. "That may be the weirdest line you've used on me yet."
"And yet it worked."
"I guess I'm just a sucker for a pretty, naked girl who wants to do sexy things with me."
"Good to know."
Misty spread Emma's butt cheeks apart and gave her a soft kiss right on her butthole. She then dispensed with being gentle and set about aggressively eating out Emma's bum.
Emma leaned heavily against the wall as her ass was ferociously licked, sucked, and massaged. She moaned and wiggled under Misty's sexy assault. Her cock was hard and dripping precum, ready to go, except it wasn't even being touched. She wasn't used to being turned on like this without having her cock played with at all. It was a whole new thing for her.
"Mmm, you taste so good," Misty said huskily.
Emma shook her head, flushing slightly with embarrassment. "My butt does not taste good."
"Yes it does. Have you ever even tried it?"
"How could I possibly have?"
"Hm, good point. We'll have to work on that."
The two of them stayed in the shower a while longer, until Emma's legs finally got too wobbly to keep standing there getting rimmed. They got out and dried each other off very inefficiently, with frequent pauses for making out some more.
Once they were dry enough, Misty took a light grip on Emma's cock and led her off to the bedroom. Emma would have followed her anywhere anyway, but wasn't about to complain.
"Do you want me to suck you off?" Misty asked. "I mean, I kinda want to keep eating your ass, but if you're tired of it--"
"You can keep going." Emma blushed at how eager she sounded. "I mean, if you want."
"Ooh, you liked it, huh? Don't think it's so weird anymore?"
"Well... I might need more convincing."
"That can be arranged."
Emma lay on her tummy, lifting her hips briefly so Misty could slide a pillow under her and prop her butt up some. Misty then settled in behind Emma, spread her ass, and got her face all comfortably buried in her bum.
Emma grabbed a second pillow to hug while she luxuriated in having her butthole tirelessly licked. Misty's tongue was absolutely phenomenal. She felt like she could happily lie there all day, just relaxing and basking in the lovely anal attention. And as far as she could tell, Misty would be happy to eat her out for hours.
It wasn't long before Emma was unconsciously grinding on the pillow under her hips. It wasn't really enough to keep her satisfied. She was just getting so horny from having her ass eagerly eaten. If Misty kept going the way she was, Emma wasn't sure she'd be able to maintain any kind of composure at all.
And Misty did, indeed, keep going. She licked so hard and ferociously that her excess saliva trickled down to Emma's balls, though she was very considerate about that and spent some time licking and sucking her balls clean again.
"You taste so gooood," Misty purred during one of her rare pauses for breath.
Emma wiggled embarrassedly. "You think so?"
"Definitely. I could eat you for hours."
Emma bit her lip and arched her back a little more. She'd be ok with that, if indeed Misty somehow had the stamina for it.
"Although..." Misty said, spreading Emma's ass with her hands and casually rubbing Emma's butthole with her thumb. "There is something else we could try too."
"Like what?"
Misty rubbed harder on Emma's butthole. "Well... you're all relaxed and stuff... and you've got me all addicted to your bum...."
"Oh. Ohhh. Uh... you know I haven't done that before."
"Yes. But we could try it, if you wanted."
Emma squirmed, but not so much that she might accidentally dislodge Misty's probing thumb. "I don't think I could. You're so big."
"Not really."
"Well not compared to your family, sure, but for my little bum you're kinda huge."
"I honestly can't tell if you're trying to boost my ego, or if you're just nervous."
"Mostly the second one."
"Yeah, that probably was the more likely option." Misty pulled her thumb away, to Emma's disappointment. "Well, we don't have to. It was just a thought.
Emma wiggled her butt, hoping to attract some attention back to it. "I want to. I mean, I like the idea. If anyone was ever going to, like... you know. If anyone ever was, I'd like it to be you." Emma looked over her shoulder at Misty. "Especially for my first time."
Misty smiled back and gave Emma's butthole a quick kiss. "I'd love to be your first, you know. You can't be mine, unfortunately, 'cause of--"
"Your family. I got it." Emma steeled herself, knowing that she might be getting into something she just couldn't handle. "So we definitely should make sure you're the first to ever, uh, get in my butt," she finished with a noticeable flush. "Every other thing you've introduced me to has been amazing," she continued softly. "And... and I want to have more special moments with you, and stuff. And, like...."
Misty giggled and crawled up Emma's back, deliberately dragging her boobs and cock along Emma's skin. She gave Emma a tender kiss on the cheek and ruffled her hair. "You're so cute when you get flustered."
"I must be adorable basically constantly."
"That you are."
Misty hopped off the bed and conducted a quick, naked search. Emma hugged the pillow at her chest tighter and felt her cock pulse as she watched Misty bend over, totally heedless of the view she was presenting.
Misty soon located a bottle of lube and pranced back to Emma. Her cock was so deliciously hard, and precum leaked from it as it bounced hypnotically on the short return journey.
"I'll be so gentle, ok?" Misty promised. "We're the only ones here. We've got all day."
Emma nodded and shifted to make sure she was as comfortable on her tummy as possible. "I trust you. And... and I want you in me. In my bum."
"Awww. You'll make me blush." Misty got positioned to give Emma some more kisses on her butt. "This'll be so much fun. You'll see."
Apparently Misty couldn't resist licking Emma out some more, as at first that was all she did. Emma was all prepared for lube and fingering, which she could definitely handle, followed by a far-too-big cock being jammed in, which she still wasn't convinced about.
Perhaps that was Misty's idea. To get Emma over her worries and fears. To get her all relaxed and horny and ready for anything. Or maybe she really did just love eating Emma's ass so much that she couldn't help herself.
Misty took her sweet time before finally pressing a lubed finger to Emma's asshole. Her finger wasn't big enough to be scary, and Emma was pretty excited and curious by that point. It slipped in quite easily and felt kind of nice once it was in.
In fact, Emma wanted more. She still didn't think she could handle Misty's cock, but her finger just wasn't enough. She didn't know what the solution to that problem was, but she was turned on enough that she desperately wanted one.
However, Misty was keeping her too entertained to seriously question anything yet. She was getting a lovely, slow finger-fucking as her ass adjusted to being penetrated, even by something relatively small and harmless, and Misty was mixing in a fun assortment of licks, kisses, and fondles of her ass and balls. Emma found that if she lifted her hips enough to let Misty sneak a hand underneath her, her cock got some love as well.
There was a bit of a tense moment when Misty switched out to rubbing her cock over Emma's butthole, and Emma discovered she was still scared of its size going inside her. Misty was only grinding on her for now, though, and the feel of her thick cock running back and forth between her butt cheeks, along with the gentle slap of Misty's balls, excited Emma in a way she didn't fully understand.
More lubed drizzled into Emma's butt crack. Misty smeared her cock liberally, and kept rubbing it back and forth over Emma's ass.
In spite of her fears, Emma actually found herself getting impatient. She was so worked up from Misty's sensual teasing that she craved more. She wanted to feel Misty inside her. She wanted that big, beautiful cock. It didn't even matter to her that she still didn't believe she could actually accommodate it.
"Mistyyy," Emma whined.
"Yes, darling?" Misty said lightly and knowingly.
"I want... I want it."
"Oh?"
"Please." Emma wiggled her bum. "I really want it."
"I don't know... I think I may still need to warm you up more. I promised I'd be gentle."
"You're just teasing me. I'm ready!"
Misty gave Emma's butt a loving smack. "Of course I'm teasing. I want you to want this as much as I do. And I think maybe you do now."
"I do!"
"Good. Then get ready."
Emma bit her lip and tried to hold still. She was so excited she was practically vibrating. She wanted to wiggle and squirm and thrust her bum back against Misty, but did her very best not to do any of those things. They'd only slow Misty down.
Emma's heart beat so fast as the head of Misty's cock pressed against her butthole. It wasn't even in a nervous or anxious way, mostly, but rather in anticipation of something she desperately craved. She wanted so badly for Misty to be inside her.
A sharp gasp escaped Emma's lips as Misty's gentle pressure caused her to pop in. Emma waited a few seconds, sure that there was going to be pain at any moment, but there wasn't. It didn't hurt at all. If anything, there was maybe a mild discomfort as her asshole had to stretch a bit to accommodate Misty, but it was nothing compared to how amazing it felt. Part of the pleasure was purely physical, more of it was that she was actually accepting Misty into her in a way she hadn't believed possible until very, very recently.
Emma cooed and arched her back as Misty pushed deeper into her ass. She gripped her pillow tight, closed her eyes, and enjoyed the magic of having her butt lovingly invaded, explored, and stretched out.
"Not so bad, is it?" Misty said.
"Oh my god, it's so gooood," Emma moaned.
"Right? All you needed was a little warming up, and a little confidence."
"I guess." Emma squirmed a bit, which actually felt nice with the cock in her butt. "Can you go... deeper?"
"Baby, I am going balls deep in you. Just you wait." Misty leaned in to nibble on Emma's ear from behind, then whisper to her. "It's gonna be all the way inside you."
Emma squealed softly, and again clutched her pillow tight. Her ass had more room in it than she would ever have believe. Misty just kept sinking further into it, getting all swallowed up while simultaneously making Emma feel so very pleasantly full.
Misty's hips and balls pressed gently against Emma's ass as she bottomed out. The girls were lying together as close as could be, Misty stretched out on top of Emma, filling her as completely as ever she could.
"I'm so full," Emma said dreamily.
"Yeah you are." Misty wiggled her hips around just to feel Emma's soft ass rub against her, and the inside cling to her cock. "You're gripping me so tight."
"That's just how I am. I've never had cock in me before."
"It's more than that. I think you don't want to let go of me."
Emma flushed. "I maybe, kinda, sorta... don't want you to ever move."
"No?"
"No."
"You want to stay all filled up by me forever?"
"... kinda?"
"Well what if I... started fucking you a bit."
Emma hissed in sharp pleasure as Misty pulled out slowly, unable to go any faster the way Emma's butt clung to her, then thrust back in, burying herself once more.
"That would be ok," Emma admitted.
"Yeah? It'd be ok if I gave your sweet little bum it's first good fucking ever?"
Emma nodded. "Yes please."
"Good. Because I fully intend to, and would have been very disappointed otherwise."
"That doesn't surprise me, somehow."
Misty pushed herself up onto her knees and got positioned, somehow without fully pulling her cock out at any point. She straddled Emma's butt, placing her hands on Emma's hips for balance and control, and rocked back and forth very slowly and gently at first.
Emma's eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open. She was getting such a new experience, and it was doing things to her that she couldn't even fully process. The way her ass fought not to be emptied, then that feeling of joy as it was shoved full again, it was all so decadent and intense in its own special way.
Her mind went kind of blank as Misty fucked her harder and deeper. All she could focus on or think about was the beautifully hard cock going in and out of her formerly virgin butthole.
It only got more intense for Emma by the minute. Misty was taking her time, but was inevitably speeding up, her thrusts getting firmer and more purposeful, her gentle control fading away. Misty's balls were slapping again Emma with every thrust now, their skin smacking together at every impact. Emma's ass was getting properly pounded, and she loved every second of it.
"You feel so good," Misty moaned. "I just want to fuck you all day."
Emma hid her face in the pillow she held. She could feel her face redden. But she had to admit, she kind of liked that Misty was enjoying her butt. Emma, too, was enjoying her first time more than she ever could have hoped. Not only did Misty feel amazing pounding her from behind like that, but the feedback she was getting of how good Misty felt made everything so much better.
Emma wanted Misty to love fucking her butt, she realized. Partly she just liked to help Misty cum, like Misty had been doing for her lately, but there was more to it than that. Emma felt closer to Misty than she ever had to anyone else, in spite of their short time getting to know one another. This was a way to get closer still and solidify their bond, in a way. Also, if Emma was truly honest, she was a little jealous of other people Misty had been with in one capacity or another, and it was reassuring to know that she could compete. Not that it was about that, but she couldn't help some satisfaction in her petty victory.
"My bum really feels good?" Emma asked.
"So good," Misty assured her, giving her a bit of a harder thrust for emphasis.
"You really want to fuck it all day?"
"Mmm, I wish I could."
Emma bit her lip and gave her hips a wiggle. She was limited in movement range due to the big hard cock up her ass. "You sure you don't want to... cum in me?"
Misty gave a surprised grunt, and her hips and balls slapped extra hard against Emma in response. "You know I do."
"Do you?"
Misty smacked Emma's butt, drawing a little squeal from her. "You bad girl. You trying to make me cum already? You want me to fill you up that badly? Or... are you getting tired already?"
Emma flushed brighter red as she shook her head. "Not tired. I actually really like it, which I wasn't sure I would. But... I don't know how long I can go. And I don't want to start getting sore and make you stop when you're not finished yet."
"Is that what you're worried about?"
"Kinda. I want you to feel good."
"And I do. Stop worrying about it."
"But I--"
"Emma, darling, you couldn't possibly make me feel any better than I do right now. I was serious when I said I wanted to fuck you all day. But it's your first time, and you might not last. That's fine."
"Is it?"
"Yes. You know why?"
Emma shook her head.
"Because," Misty said patiently, "I don't know about you, but I really can't imagine not wanting to do this again. I'd much rather we both relax and enjoy ourselves than stress about trying to make it perfect, and then not want to do it again because it's no fun that way."



Emma squirmed. "I want it to be perfect though."
Misty gave her butt a fond squeeze. "Well it's pretty damn close so far."
Emma giggled, bit her lip, then closed her eyes and let Misty get back to fucking her. Misty had a good point, in a sense. Emma still wasn't able to get her concerns fully out of her head, but trying to focus on enjoying the moment instead was much, much nicer. And truly, if they didn't get it quite right this time, she'd be ready to try again at some point. She had a taste of how good it could be, with the right person, and didn't intend to give that up regardless of today's results.
As Misty pounded Emma harder, a bit of an ache developed, but it wasn't enough to make Emma want to stop. She was much happier to keep going, to experience Misty's cock stretching her out, plunging in and out, alternately filling and emptying.
In some ways, Emma had no idea how she was able to handle it. Misty was going faster and faster, slapping against her butt a little louder all the time. The slight warning ache was only the faintest glimmer of what Emma had expected from the outset, and was still fairly disbelieving that it wasn't worse. And yet, the insane little thrills running through her, those small bursts of pleasure emanating from every full thrust into her bum, almost made her think she could handle so much more. Like she wanted to take it harder and deeper, in spite of already being well past where her limit should have been.
Emma found herself moaning and drooling rather embarrassingly as her bum was enthusiastically pounded. Her eyes rolled back and she clutched the pillow in her arms so tightly she expected it to pop.
If anything, though, Misty was moaning even louder. Emma wished she could see Misty's face, but even though she couldn't, she had a pretty good guess what it would look like. She'd seen Misty jerking off and cumming, and her expression now was probably similar.
Emma gasped in surprised and awe as she felt something new inside her butt. Something warm and creamy filling her up, spurting out from Misty's pulsing cock.
"Oh my god," Emma moaned.
Misty grunted and kept thrusting a few more times, then buried herself fully in Emma's ass as her orgasm wore itself out. She'd made a nice big mess inside Emma.
"That was fun," Misty said contentedly as she lay down on top of Emma, cock still firmly in ass.
"Fun?"
"You didn't think so?"
Emma squirmed, having some difficulty organizing her thoughts with Misty all nakedly lying on top of her, tits squishing delightfully against her back, slowly softening cock keeping her butthole company. "It was fun," she admitted. "It just feels like... like...."
"It was more than fun," Misty assured her, nibbling playfully at her ear. "I love that we did it. I'm happy you trusted me to be your first."
Emma flushed. "Me too," she whispered.
"You've got an amazing bum."
"Stop!"
"You do. I mean it. And you didn't even get all sore or worn out, did you?"
"I... I guess not."
"I hurt myself a couple times when I tried playing with mine," Misty said conversationally. "When I was learning. I was too enthusiastic for my own good."
"I'd believe it."
"Saphy was good, though. She taught me all kinds of stuff."
"I'd believe that too."
Misty kissed Emma's shoulder. "It's nice playing with her. And our moms. And friends, sometimes. And--"
"I get it, thanks."
"Sorry. I'm just saying, I liked it with you. It was different."
"Different how?"
"I dunno. Just was. Like... like... it's special, I guess."
"Bet you say that to all the girls."
"No, silly. Just you."
Emma giggled as Misty nuzzled hard into the space between her shoulder and neck. She liked Misty thinking she was special. And she very much liked all the naked, sexy snuggles too. And having her bum all cozily filled and messed.
It was hard for Emma to say whether she thought it was special in the same way Misty did. It definitely was, being her first time, and with someone she liked and trusted and wanted to spend lots more time with. But she didn't have enough experience to know if it was more than that. Or even whether it needed to be any more than that. It was kind of embarrassing being so much less versed in these things, but at least she had someone so amazing to learn from.
"Just me," Emma repeated softly.
"That's right."
"I think I like that."
"Good."
"Misty?"
"Yeah?"
"I know this is kinda weird timing, since you're still stuck in my butt and stuff...."
"Sounds like good timing to me."
"You don't know what I'm gonna say."
"Doesn't really matter. It's still good timing."
Emma rolled her eyes. "You and your one track mind."
"You know it."
Emma bit her lip, then took a deep breath, hampered somewhat by Misty's prone weight atop her. "I think maybe... if you wanted... we should make it official. Like how we're not officially girlfriends? Because we could--"
Misty interrupted Emma's confused and awkward proposal with a happy squeal, much to Emma's relief in more ways than one.
"Yes!" Misty said, kissing Emma's cheek repeatedly and fiercely.
"Yeah?"
"Absolutely."
Emma wiggled happily under Misty as she kept getting kisses from behind. She could feel Misty getting harder again, and was a little worried that she'd want more butt sex. On the other hand, in spite of her concerns about how much she could take, Emma kind of hoped that was exactly what would happen.
Misty went abruptly still. Emma kept wiggling in the hopes of enticing her, but didn't have any luck.
"Emma?"
"Yeah?"
"Um... you know the kind of things I do with my family and all."
"I've seen some of it, sure."
"You don't want me to stop that, do you? Since I'm gonna be your girlfriend now?"
Emma sighed in relief. It was a relatively easy problem, since she'd had a chance to get used to Misty's unique family life. "Of course I don't expect you to stop. They're your family."
"They are. And I don't even know if I could stop."
Emma found Misty's hand and squeezed it. "I'm so new to all this. And I can't promise I won't be jealous or worried or angry sometimes. I'll try not to be, is all I can say. But... I definitely don't want to try and change things about you. If you were just like me, we never would have met like we did."
"You mean me surprising you in the shower and slowly seducing you into bed?"
Emma giggled. "If that's what you want to call it, then yes." She bit her lip a moment, then tried to continue more seriously. "I want you to be able to keep being who you are. I kind of assumed I'd be monogamous if I ever found anyone at all, which I wasn't sure about, but--"
"Oh, Emma," Misty said with a sympathetic stroke of her hair.
"I know, kinda sad. But we can get into that later. I'm just saying, like, I want to try it your way. Generally. But maybe, if it's ok, maybe sometimes could be just for us. And maybe if I'm sometimes not comfortable with something, would it be ok to say so and we could either stop or talk it out first?"
"That sounds very fair," Misty said, wiggling herself into a tighter snuggle. Her cock was definitely getting harder again, and her little movements did interesting things to Emma's bum. "I'd much rather know that you don't want me to do some kind of sexy thing, with you or someone else, than have you silently resent me for it."
"I don't want to silently resent you either. That doesn't sound like much fun."
"No. It doesn't. But you know what does?"
"I wanna say... fucking my butt some more?"
"How did you know?"
"Just lucky, I guess."
Emma buried her face in the pillow she still held, waiting to see what her body would say as Misty started rocking her hips. It was only gentle at first, easy to handle and quite pleasant. Misty didn't even lift herself off of Emma at all, just lay all nakedly atop her while grinding around inside her butt.
Emma cooed and stretched out as the slow, decadent sequel to her anal deflowering allowed to her be both excited and relaxed. Small thrills ran up her spine as Misty gave delicious little thrusts and wiggled around to make her cock press very differently inside Emma all the time.
In a weird sort of way, it was more like getting massaged than fucked. Granted, it was more one of those porn video type massages--which Emma had been horny and alone enough to develop an acquaintance with--than a real one, but still. And honestly, she was pretty sure she preferred this to any real massage anyway.
What real massage would ever involve such naked, cuddly intimacy? Or so thoroughly working her bum; stretching, filling, and exploring it in such a loving way? Emma was pretty sure a true masseuse would struggle to ever make her feel so good and so relaxed all at once.
Emma luxuriated in smooth, gentle butt fucking, confident that at this pace she wouldn't have any trouble keeping up with Misty. She could lie there and have her butt played with for hours.
There was something she hadn't counted on, however, and which crept up on her in a confusing and surprising ambush. She started to feel all funny and tingly, and her balls got tighter and ready to blow, except nothing had even been done to her cock. She shouldn't be about to cum, but that was exactly what it felt like.
Emma groaned and thrust her hips involuntarily as cum boiled over from her balls and burst out from her cock, soaking the bedding beneath her, and making a mess of herself in the process. It was just from getting fucked by Misty. Just from having her ass so lovingly filled with cock. Somehow, it was the longest and most dizzying orgasm she could ever remember.
"Did you just cum?" Misty asked. "You went all tight and clenchy."
Emma nodded. "Yeah. I didn't... I didn't know that was gonna happen."
Misty giggled. "It does sometimes. Did it feel nice?"
"Very."
"Thought so. I like when it happens to me too. Much easier from getting my cock in someone. But getting my butt fucked... when it happens, it's kind of amazing."
It really was kind of amazing, just as Misty said. Emma lay in her own mess while Misty kept softly thrusting, trying to sort out everything she'd just felt. It was tricky. It was kind of like a regular orgasm, but different. And better. Though part of it being better might just have been because she was in such need of one. Getting her bum fucked for a while without any relief for her cock had been making it all twitchy and desperate.
Misty eventually came inside Emma for the second time, then finally stopped as her flow of cum trickled down to nothing. She pulled out this time, making an embarrassing sloppy sound as her cock fought free of Emma's bum's snug embrace.
"Ooh, you're gaping a little for me and everything," Misty cooed, running a gentle finger over the rim of Emma's butthole. "And so messy."
Emma squirmed. "Those are both your fault."
"Sure are," Misty agreed happily.
Misty licked at Emma's asshole, just at the edge of it, cleaning up some errant cum but not digging deeper for any more. She left the majority of it deep inside Emma.
Once Emma rolled over out of the cummy mess she'd made, Misty licked her front clean too. Emma's tummy, cock, and ball all got a nice tongue bath until she could hardly even tell that she'd messed herself.
"Misty?" Emma asked.
"Yeah?"
"Can I maybe, like, clean you too?"
"Hm? You mean my cock?"
"Yeah."
"It was just in your butt."
"You think I don't know?"
"Just making sure." Misty beamed and gave Emma a deep, cum-flavoured kiss before scooting up and offering her cock. "Wasn't sure you'd be up for it."
"I dunno. I liked watching you do it for Saphira." Emma looked straight into Misty's eyes, which were gazing back down at her, curious and adoring. "And I think I want to do stuff like that for you."
Misty smiled wider, then moaned as Emma's tongue flicked over her softening, cum-streaked cock. She let Emma take her time and lick and suck her all clean, then finally lay down so the two of them could cuddle naked some more. This time with no cock in anyone's butt.
"I don't want this to end," Emma said dozily.
"It doesn't have to. I'm your girlfriend now. You can have whatever you want, whenever you want."
"So I couldn't have before?"
"Well... no, you probably could have. But it's more official now."
"Official is good."
"Mmhm."
Emma bit her lip. "I got so lucky with you."
"Me too."
"No, really, though. If you hadn't intruded on my shower... who knows if I ever would have met you. Or anyone."
"Hey, now. You would have. Just needed to get over being a bit different. It's not a bad thing once you get some confidence."
"Yeah. Confidence." Emma thought for a moment. "You think there are other girls like us at school? Like me?"
"Lonely futas?"
"Yeah."
"Probably."
"It'd be nice if we could set them up somehow."
"Ooh, or find them and seduce them together."
"I'm serious. Even, like, make someplace for them. And us. Like a club."
"A futa club, huh?"
"Yeah. I guess."
"Sounds interesting. I'd be up for it." Misty grinned. "You'll have to keep me in line, though. I'm a horny little thing sometimes."
Emma snorted. "No kidding." She shrugged. "It doesn't have to be that, exactly. But, like, we should do something. It'd be nice."
"Yes. Yes it would."
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Chapter Four: Saphira Helps Out
****
Saphira walked comfortably through the halls of her old high school. She didn't get many reasons to actually venture inside anymore. Not since graduation. She came to pick Misty up occasionally, but didn't have much cause for visiting other than that.
She should make more of an effort, she decided. It was a place that held lovely memories, and still contained some fun and magic all its own. She was one of the lucky ones who'd truly enjoyed her high school years. But then, she'd had her own way of experiencing them.
Saphira sighed at memories that came back to her. Fleeting romances, perving on classmates and teachers, getting some action when the stars had aligned. Granted, she'd cheated and moved the figurative stars around a bit when it suited her.
And Ms. Kindle. Saphira saved a special whistful smile for her. She was, in fact, the reason for today's visit.
Ms. Kindle's class was right where Saphira remembered it. And, fortune favouring her, it was empty except for her former teacher. Sometimes the stars didn't need any manipulation.
"Excuse me, miss?" Saphira said, adopting a high, slightly whiny voice. "Can I get an extension on my assignment?"
Ms. Kindle turned, an exasperated expression on her face. It faded as soon as she saw Saphira smirking at her from the doorway. "Saphira," she said, a smile replacing her frown. "I haven't seen you in a while."
Saphira shrugged airily. "You know how it is. So many cute boys, so little time."
"I remember your proclivities, yes. But you were never as single-minded about all those cute boys as you like people to think."
Saphira shut the door and sauntered casually into the room, taking her time to peer around and 'accidentally' show herself off some. She was pretty sure she'd have Ms. Kindle's attention anyway, but a little extra effort never hurt.
"It's not good to limit oneself," Saphira admitted. "I like to try other things sometimes."
"Is that why you're here?" Ms. Kindle frowned suspiciously. "You could have just come to my place. You know where it is. Or called me."
"Could have, sure. But that wouldn't have been as much fun."
"Oh?"
"Though actually, you're kinda right. I kinda have a teeny little favour to ask too."
Ms. Kindle relaxed. "Ah. There it is. Though there aren't any more grades I can help with, so what could I possibly do for you?"
"Misty still comes here, you know."
"Your sister? She's not even in my class. And as far as I know her grades are fine."
"It's not about that. I would have told her to come see you herself if it was."
"Really?"
"Sure. Family tradition and all. Mom used to do it too." Saphira grinned wickledly. "Though the way she tells it, there was this teacher guy who loved being bent over and--"
"You say that like you never tried to bend me over my desk."
"There was more give and take with us, I think." Saphira stepped closer, maintaining an expression that was an even mix of innocent and slutty. "Wouldn't have been as much fun if you'd always let me have my way."
Ms. Kindle was right where Saphira wanted her. She had that look in her eyes, that slight discomfort in her stance. Nothing had really changed between them. Nothing important.
"What was the favour?" Ms. Kindle asked.
"Oh, that? Well... Misty and her new girlfriend--who's adorable by the way, You'd like her--the two of them had a thought. Misty's mentioned it a few times and talked it over with me."
"What kind of thought?"
"Something about having a place where futas can go while they're at school. A club or something."
Ms. Kindle arched an eyebrow. "A club, huh?"
"Yep."
"That's... not a bad idea, actually. Not that I'd claim to know every futa who comes through here, nor how well they all fare. They certainly don't all enjoy their time as much as you did. Or your sister, from what I hear of her."
Saphira grinned proudly. "That's my sis. She gotten into any trouble for fucking around yet?"
"She's been relatively discreet, for the most part."
"Enh, oh well. She probably would have told me anyway. But you never know."
"Indeed." Ms. Kindle sat on the edge of her desk. "So that's it? You want me to help her out with her... club?"
"If you'd be so good."
"I might have some ideas. I'll certainly give it some thought."
"Thank you."
"And in return?"
Saphira grinned wider. She'd expected it would come to this. Was hoping for it, really. Partly Ms. Kindle had been the right choice to ask for this prticular favour. But partly, too, it was a good excuse for something else. And to be honest, Saphira hadn't found anyone quite like Ms. Kindle since leaving high school. Maybe her mom, in some ways, but that was as close as she'd gotten.
"What would you like?"
"I think you know."
"I do." Saphira smoothly undid her pants and slid them to the ground. Her panties were straining to contain her increasingly aroused cock, but she still took the time to bend over and remove her shoes, socks, and jeans before then slipping out her panties and releasing her excited erection. It was a nice thrill to be doing this in school again. She wasn't sure if it was more or less dangerous that she wasn't a student any longer. "Go ahead and bend over your desk when you're ready."
Saphira stood unselfconsciously displaying her hardening cock. She wasn't at all surpried when Ms. Kindle shook her head.
"Wrong. You're going over the desk."
"Why me? I called you doing it first."
"Because I'm your teacher."
"Were."
"And because I'm doing you a favour."
"Not a big one."
Ms. Kindle glared and pursed her lips. Little thrills ran down Saphira's spine at the remembrance of that glare when she'd been only eighteen. It didn't have the same power as it once had, though it still held some.
"On the desk," Ms. Kindle said firmly. "Stick your bum out. And don't give me any sass."
"No sass, ma'am. On the desk, ma'am."
Saphira bent over Ms. Kindle's desk, grabbed the edge for support, and arched her back to best display her eager little ass. God she'd missed this.
Ms. Kindle snorted at Saphira's 'lack of sass,' but let it go for the moment. Saphira watched her over her shoulder, taking note of the lust in her eyes, and the increasing bulge down below.
Saphira wiggled with barely contained anticipation as Ms. Kindle shed her bottoms. Her gaze locked firmly on Ms. Kindle's cock as soon as it was revealed. It looked to have been trapped even more painfully than hers by the time it was released. But then, it was noticeably bigger, too, though the difference had closed a bit since she'd first been able to compare them. Saphira assumed she'd beat Ms. Kindle out one day, if her mom's genes were anything to go on, but it hadn't happened yet.
With her bottoms out of the way, Ms. Kindle stepped behind Saphira and slapped the weight of her cock down on Saphira's lower back. It was meant as a show of dominance, Saphira thought. As a way of showing that she had the bigger cock, and it was going inside Saphira any moment now. It was a move Ms. Kindle had pulled the first time she'd ever fucked Saphira, and had carried on doing it, especially when Saphira got sassy.
The joke was on her, though. Saphira loved the feel of that heavy cock on her back. Getting a sense of its weight, length, and thickness before she was all filled up by it. It was something she now did for boys who were particularly good little cock sluts, and she'd had some rather enthusiatic responses from some of them.
Ms. Kindle adjusted her stance and thrust her hips, grinding her cock against Saphira's ass. She rubbed back and forth over Saphira's butthole, teasing it with her thick, hard shaft.
"Oh no, miss, you're too big for li'l ol' me," Saphira whined, raising her voice once again to imitate a ditzy schoolgirl. She got a hard slap on the butt for her trouble.
"What did I say about sass?"
"Uh... you love it?"
"Wrong."
Ms. Kindle's palm smacked against Saphira's bum hard and fast. She switched hands a few times, evening out the sting and warmth on each side.
Saphira's breathing went ragged, her eyes rolling back. She kept her butt stuck out for more. More grinding, more spanking, more everything. Ms. Kindle was the only one who had ever tried spanking her like that, and one of the very few who she'd allow to do so. It wasn't something she was usually into, but with Ms. Kindle... well, there was something special when it came to her.
"It's like you never learned anything at all," Ms. Kindle said.
"I learned lots. Just maybe not what you hoped I would." Saphira gave her bum an extra little wiggle.
"Obedience, for instance."
"Pff, what fun would I be if I just did what you said?"
"You would have been a much better student." Ms. Kindle gave Saphira another spank. "But you're right, you would have been a lot less fun."
Saphira cooed happily as Ms. Kindle sank to her knees and dove into her waiting butt. Ms. Kindle could be quite an aggressive licker at times, and this seemed to be one of them. Her tongue flashed wet and firm over Saphira's buthole, over and over, making a spitty mess over her tight little hole.
Some of Ms. Kindle's saliva dripped down to Saphira's balls, and her tongue followed shortly after. She sucked them briefly before moving on.
A drawer on the desk slid open as Ms. Kindle stood up again. Saphira knew the sorts of things that lurked in that desk, but in this case all that came out was some lube. Ms. Kindle slicked up her hard cock, then unceremoniously jammed a pair of slippery fingers into Saphira's butthole, giving her a hard and fast finger fucking.
"Ooh, I'd almost think you really need this," Saphira said. "Do you not have anyone fun to play with?"
"If you're implying I'd do this with my students--"
"Which I very much am."
"--I'd have to remind you I'm a teacher. I have responsibilities."
"Never stopped you before."
"There are exceptions."
Saphira moaned softly as Ms. Kindle pressed her cock to her butthole, and pushed slowly forward. Saphira's hole stretched and opened around the large invader, taking it's girth with only a mild twinge of pain as her cock just kept coming. She wasn't being given a chance to adjust. She just had to take it, all the way to the base. Getting stretched out like she didn't often experience, getting all filled up until she ached. She'd missed the hell out of this.
"Good to know I'm exceptional," Saphira said, her voice cracking slightly in spite of her best efforts to sound casual.
"That's not at all what I meant. Although, admittedly, you kind of are, in your own way. Not much of a student, but you take cock so well."
"Why thank you. You should feel me giving it."
"I have. I prefer you taking it."
Saphira snorted gently. "Of course you do. Miss strict teacher gotta be in charge, right?"
"That's the other thing. Somehow, in spite of yourself, you make me want you. You were always such a little shit. Too cocky, in more ways than one. Infuriating to every teacher who crossed your path."
"Aw, don't act like you don't love it."
Ms. Kindle grabbed Saphira's hips firmly and gave a last hard thrust to fully bury herself. Saphira moaned and couldn't talk for a moment, which might have been the point.
"You make it so sweet to pound your ass and make you take it. I'll give you that."
"A hate fuck? Is that all I am?"
Ms. Kindle sighed. "Not hardly. I've never hated you."
"Good 'cause I really like you."
"But you're sooo not my usual type."
Saphira grinned. She bit her lip and waited while Ms. Kindle finally pulled out a bit, giving the slightest relief to her butt, then slammed her cock back in. She was in for a good, hard fucking, and she was so ready for it.
"Maybe 'cause you're like me and always go for someone subby," Saphira said. "It's such a kick playing with someone who fights back sometimes."
"Is that why you kept coming back?"
"A big part of it, yeah." Saphira grinned over her shoulder. "That and you 'helping' my grades. And that you're such a wicked hot teacher. And that you've got such a nice cock and know how to use it."
Ms. Kindle's strokes got longer and harder. Her balls slapped against Saphira with every thrust. She was losing herself in the pleasure of it, but wasn't too far gone just yet.
"So you really are here for the cock. Always telling me you want my butt. Such nonsense."
"Oh but I do. I was getting to that. I mean, this is fine and all. But bending you over and taking your ass... mmm, that's the stuff dreams are made of. Making big scary teacher my little butt slut, I--"
Saphira broke off abruptly as Ms. Kindle gave her a particularly hard thrust. Ms. Kindle followed up rather expertly by grabbing Saphira's balls just hard enough to hurt a little, but not enough to ruin the mood.
"Who exactly is the little butt slut here?" Ms. Kindle asked with an overtly light tone, but with a noticeable edge to her voice.
"You?"
Saphira gasped and wriggled as Ms. Kindle squeezed harder on her balls while still fucking her butt hard and steady.
"Wrong."
"Well I'm not gonna say me. We both know that's a lie."
"Also wrong."
Ms. Kindle gave another squeeze, then released Saphira's ball to focus on slamming her butt all the harder.
Saphira ached in two places now, and she wasn't even close to being done yet. There'd be a reckoning for taking this sexy abuse when she was so out of practice with it, but she didn't much care.
She truly was deliberately getting under Ms. Kindle's skin. Bugging her former teacher just like in the old days. Accepting and embracing her butt getting pounded so hard as a result. She refused to admit it aloud, but she absolutely was the little butt slut at the moment. She wanted everything she got, and more.
Ms. Kindle's cock made lewd and sloppy sounds as it worked Saphira's bum into submission. At times it very nearly slipped out, in spite of its length, due to just how long and hard Ms. Kindle was making her thrusts.
Saphira's eyes rolled back and her mouth hung open in a permanent, drooly pant. She felt like one of those subby boys she favoured so often, getting her ass all nicely wrecked while she lay there wanting more. Goddamn she'd ache so good tomorrow.
And the pounding just kept coming. Ms. Kindle was breathing hard, but wasn't letting that slow her down. Neither her or Saphira were talking much anymore. They lacked the focus and energy for it.
An absolute torrent of cum flooded Saphira's ass as her reward for taking such a hard fucking. She smiled to herself as she felt the enormity of Ms. Kindle's lust released within her. A far better load than she ever remembered getting. Maybe she'd been missed more than her former teacher would admit.
Saphira pushed herself upright once Ms. Kindle's cock was sloppily pulled free of her bum. She was almost immediately urged to her knees, which she didn't argue about mainly because it gave her an excuse to hide how shaky her legs were.
Saphira stared fixedly up at Ms. Kindle while licking and sucking her cock clean. Ms. Kindle might be sated for now, more or less, but Saphira knew how to hold her interest and keep her arousal from going out completely. Ms. Kindle bit her lip and had to look away, making Saphira grin in self satisfaction.
"Your ass is just as amazing as I remember," Ms. Kindle said.
"Glad to hear it," Saphira said in between a few final sucks of Ms. Kindle's balls.
"I'd say we're definitely even."
"Oh would you now?"
As Ms. Kindle bent over to retrieve her panties, rather unwisely displaying herself, Saphira scooted closer and grabbed firm handfuls of her ass. She pressed her face in between Ms. Kindle's butt cheeks and licked firmly at the tasty little hole hiding between them.
"Stop that," Ms. Kindle said. "We're done here."
"We most certainly are not."
"Yes we are."
Saphira stood, having had enough time to regain her composure. "No. We're not."
"If you think you can just bend me over now and--"
"Fine, don't bend over. See if I care."
Saphira pushed Ms. Kindle backward across her desk, splaying her out on her back instead of her front. If she didn't take to that position, there were still plenty of others to try. But then, Saphira didn't expect her to last too long before caving.
Ms. Kindle glared, but didn't try to get up. She also didn't resist when Saphira pushed her legs back, levering her bum into a more favourable position.
The lube they'd used was still conveniently sitting on the desk. Saphira casually poured some just below Ms. Kindle's balls and let it run down over her butthole.
"You're used to getting your way, aren't you?" Ms. Kindle said. "Always just a bit of a brat."
"After using my butt like you did just now, I wouldn't think you'd be casting stones."
"As if that wasn't what you wanted."
Saphira smirked. "As if this isn't what you want," she countered.
"I only used to do this for you so you wouldn't pout."
"That's funny. I had the same problem with you."
Saphira rubbed her cock up and down over Ms. Kindle's asshole. She played with Ms. Kindle's cock while teasing her bum, noting that she hadn't gone soft even a little.
Ms. Kindle was breathing heavier again, even though Saphira had yet to actually push inside her butt. She was also flushed, and her unwavering cock twitched in time with Saphira sliding over her butthole. It was going to be such a joy getting all up in her ass again after so long.
"I don't remember you being so slow about this in the past," Ms. Kindle said. "Don't tell me you forgot what you're doing?"
"Perish the thought. I'm just worried that without me around, you might have forgotten how to take cock like the butt slut teacher we both know you secretly are."
"First of all, I-- ooohhh hnnnggg mmmmggghhh."
Saphira shoved her cock in and grinned wickedly at the expression Ms. Kindle made. She'd very neatly interupted whatever bullet list of arguments were about to be presented. Even if Ms. Kindle really wanted to make her point, it'd be much trickier for her while getting her ass stretched out.
"What was that?" Saphira asked sweetly.
"You... ugh, nevermind."
"Oh, ok. It sounded like you wanted to tell me something, but then stopped because someone did your favourite thing. Which is to say, put a cock in your butt."
Saphira grinned so wide it hurt a little as Ms. Kindle tried to reply, and again she pushed deeper into her butt to interupt whatever she might have said.
"Goddammit," Ms. Kindle grumbled. "Just fuck me and get it over with."
"Oh, so you really do want me to fill you up and pound you? Even though--"
"Saphira."
"--you were all like--"
"Saphira! You're insufferable, you know that?"
"I've heard rumours." Saphira took a firm hold on Ms. Kindle's thighs and buried the remainder of her cock, making them both groan. She held still there a moment. "But for some reason people put up with me anyway."
Ms. Kindle got a lot less argumentative once Saphira started really fucking her. It was pretty hard to stay irritated or form coherent and convincing diatribes when one's ass was getting all filled, stretched, and pounded. Unless, of course, one truly didn't enjoy it. But there wasn't any risk of that here.
Saphira freed up a hand once she had a good, smooth rhythm going. She pushed Ms. Kindle's top up over her breasts, gave them a quick fondle, then resumed playing with her cock. Precum was already dripping from the tip, and there was more where that came from.
The silence between them stretched out, broken by soft grunts, moans, and the sounds of Saphira's cock going in and out of Ms. Kindle's ass. Once she got going, Saphira really didn't feel the need to tease anymore, nor did Ms. Kindle try to claim she wasn't enjoying herself. It was better to savour the moment and bask in the glow of a good ass fucking.



Saphira increased the speed with which she jerked Ms. Kindle off. She felt her own orgasm approaching, and wanted them both to go off at the same time if she could swing it.
As it happened, Saphira's cum exploding inside Ms. Kindle's butt was what triggered a cum shower of her own. Saphira kept jerking while cum filled Ms. Kindle from within, and fell across in her thick, messy strings from above. Cum landed as high as her face, across her tits, and eventually pooling almost straight down on her tummy.
They stayed together a moment afterward, panting and sweaty, Ms. Kindle a sexy mess streaked with her own cum. Saphira enjoyed being buried fully inside her even after cumming, and was rather pleased with the slick, gooey pop when she pulled out.
"Ooh, gaping for me, even," Saphira said lazily, running a finger over Ms. Kindle's butthole where it hadn't quite closed. She sucked some errant cum off her finger, then offered her hand to help Ms. Kindle stand.
"Perhaps I don't get enough practice back there anymore," Ms. Kindle admitted. "You were more of a stretch than I remember."
"Well I got bigger since last time."
"I suppose. And you make more of a mess, too."
Saphira grinned wickedly. "Inside, you mean? 'Cause all this," she said, waving a hand up and down Ms. Kindle's cum-streaked upper half, "was entirely you."
"Yes, thanks." Ms. Kindle sighed. "I may have produced it, but I blame you for that as well."
"I'll accept it." Saphira flicked her eyes up and down. "You don't know how hot you look like that."
"Very unprofessional too, I imagine."
"A bit. We can fix that, though."
Saphira smeared cum around on Ms. Kindle's tits under the pretense of wiping them off. She pulled her top down and kept the mess all nicely contained, without giving her a chance to clean it off for real. Some cum had landed on the material itself, but probably wouldn't be noticeable unless someone looked closely.
They pulled together in a soft, mutual, end-of-sex kiss, after which Saphira licked off the most egregiously visible of the cum marking Ms. Kindle's face. She swallowed most of it, but brought some back on her tongue to share.
Saphira wiped her cock more or less clean on Ms. Kindle's panties before handing them back. Ms. Kindle rolled her eyes, but put the panties back on anyway.
"You've totally destroyed my outfit, you know," Ms. Kindle said.
Saphira gazed approvingly at her handiwork. "Yep. Sure did."
"You're just lucky school's out and there won't be as many students around. If someone notices what you did--"
"They'd think it was hot and want to get in your panties too?"
"Not what I was going to say, no."
"Oh. Well it's what I'd think."
"Yes. I know."
Saphira escorted Ms. Kindle out of the building. They walked slowly, partly for more of a chance to talk and catch up, but also out of deference to sore bottoms. The few students roaming the halls didn't take any undue notice of the two of them.
"You need a ride or anything?" Ms. Kindle asked once they got to her car.
"Nah, brought my own. Picking Misty up, actually. Gotta go find her still."
"Ok then."
They stood awkwardly, unmoving, then came together for another kiss, longer and softer than any before. Rather oddly, Saphira thought, it didn't make her want to bend Ms. Kindle over the hood and fuck her again. It wasn't that kind of kiss.
"You should come visit more often," Ms. Kindle said. "Maybe at home next time."
"Enh. What fun would that be if I can't parade you all cum-filled and messy past your students afterward?"
Ms. Kindle ignored the flippant remark. She caressed Saphira's cheek for a second, then hopped in her car and started the engine. Saphira watched her drive away, then turned and headed back into the school.
****
Misty and Emma were in the gym, sitting on the bleachers, watching a girls' volleyball game. Right where they'd planned on meeting. It was both convenient, and offered some 'entertainment.' Which was to say, lots of eighteen year old girls in tight, tight shorts.
Saphira felt just a twinge of guilt about still enjoying sights like that now that she was out of high school. Only a twinge, though. She wasn't old enough for it to be a real issue yet. Misty and Emma were still fully in the clear in that regard. Though, admittedly, it still wasn't great that they were watching solely for pervy reasons.
Saphira sidled up to the girls, only noticed by her sister when she was practically right on top of them.
"Oh, hey, Saphy," Misty said cheerfully. "Wanna stay and watch for a bit? Saved you a seat."
"Maybe just a bit," Saphira said, rather distracted by the girl serving.
Misty patted the bench beside her. Saphira shook her head and stayed where she was. Misty frowned, her eyes trailing down to Saphira's slightly awkward stance.
"What'sa matter with you?"
"Nothing."
"It's not nothing. You're being all weird and standing like me that time you...." Misty's eyes widened in delight. "Someone wrecked your butt!" she hissed.
"Just shout it to everyone, why don't you? But no, not even close."
"Yuh huh," Misty said. "You got pounded in the butt, and now you're all achy and don't want to sit down."
"I can arrange that for you, if you'd like."
"Hey, not judging. I think it's great." Misty grinned. "Who was it? Someone I know? Ooh, a teacher maybe? Couldn't have been anyone you went to classes with."
Emma was, thankfully, staying quiet. If her red face was anything to go by, she might even have been more embarrassed than Saphira by Misty's slightly-too-loud barrage of questions.
"I pulled a muscle, is all," Saphira said. She sat down gingerly and managed not to wince.
"Your butthole's not a muscle." Misty paused. "Is it? I mean, your butt's got muscles, but I don't know if--"
"Misty."
"--you'd actually say that--"
"Misty, goddammit, hush now. People are looking."
"Since when have you ever cared? Unless... was it someone embarrassing? Ooh, the plot thickens."
Saphira ground her teeth and very much wished she could fill her little sister's mouth up to keep her quiet. She reluctantly acknowledged, in hindsight, that it was possible she made Ms. Kindle want do similar things to her at times. But she wasn't as bad, she thought. No one could annoy quite like a younger sibling.
Emma came to the rescue and helped drag Misty away when she started listing every member of staff she thought might have pounded Saphira's bum. Misty actually guessed the right name, but she was firing such a scattershot that she didn't stop and give Ms. Kindle any more consideration than to name her as a possibility.
Not that Saphira particularly cared if Misty or Emma knew who she'd been fucking. She just didn't much care for the glee Misty showed at the idea of her getting pounded hard and deep to the point of mild injury. It rather messed with the natural order of things.
Misty and Emma sat together in the back seat on the drive home. Saphira cranked her rearview mirror down to watch them. They were all flirty and gropey with each other, not really going at it, but getting pretty handsy and giggly. They were pretty dang adorable together.
Saphira followed the girls to Misty's room once they got home. Misty turned and gave her a questioning look, but then smiled knowingly when Saphira started stripping off her bottoms.
"You'd think your secret fuckbuddy would have at least given you a reacharound or something," Misty said, her tone dripping with amused sympathy.
"You know nothing, li'l sis."
"I know lots."
"How about what I'm going to do to you? Do you know that?"
"Sure do!"
Trying to get her own back on Misty with rough sex was a futile gesture. Misty hummed happily to herself while taking her clothes off, and was just as hard as Saphira in anticipation of what would come next.
Emma pulled some homework out of her bag and set it out at Misty's desk, but then sat and watched the sisters instead of actually doing anything with it. Saphira wasn't sure if her presence helped or hindered any attempt at chastising Misty.
"Poor Saphy got all dommed today," Misty said as she pulled her feet up one by one to yank off her socks, the last remaining clothing on her otherwise gloriously naked body. "Now she's gonna try and remind me that she's still my big bad sister and make my bum ache just like hers."
"Is it really going to hurt?" Emma asked curiously.
"Only in a good way," Misty assured her. "Saphy knows better than to be too mean. Who'd take her cock when she gets all horny if she pisses me off? And she gets horny lots."
It quite annoyed Saphira that Misty was so confident and knew her so well. It wasn't hardly fun at all trying to 'punish' her. She sucked all the joy right out of it.
Although....
Saphira's cock twitched as Misty crawled onto her bed and dropped her face right to the mattress, leaving her pretty bum sticking up ready for filling. Saphira had to admit that fucking Misty's ass was it's own reward. Maybe her little sister being so eager for cock had its disadvantages at times, but having her so well trained and being so happy to oblige basically whenever Saphira wanted made up for those moments so damn well it wasn't even a contest.
Misty wiggled her butt impatiently, making her dangling cock and balls jiggle back and forth as well. Saphira smiled and settled herself in to eat her sister's ass out and get her ready. Any lingering irritation was already fading away to nothing. Truth be told, she couldn't have asked for a better sister.
Off to the side, Emma was trying to focus on some homework, but every glance Saphira shot her way revealed she was still peeking at the action, or squirming in her seat trying to deal with the large bulge in her pants. Eventually, Emma gave in and discarded her jeans and panties, settling back in with her cock out, idly stroking it with her free hand.
"You can come play too, if you want," Saphira offered. "I don't want to take your girlfriend away from you or anything."
Emma blushed, smiled, and shook her head. "No, that's ok. We'll, uh, play later."
"Damn straight we will," Misty added.
"She's got a lovely mouth to be filled," Saphira tried again, taking a slight dig at her sister.
"Damn straight I do," Misty agreed, unperturbed.
"No, it's cool. You two need your sister time. You're kinda cute together, you know."
"Huh?"
Emma flushed redder. "Well, you know, like 'cause I've been keeping Misty from you lately, and you two keep pestering each other until--"
"Oh that is not what we do," Saphira interupted.
"Yeah," Misty said. "My big sis is just a little hopeless about getting some steady action, so I have to--"
"Don't you start again," Saphira warned, giving Misty a pair of firm smacks on the butt. Then another few for good measure.
"Ow! Hey, I'm being good. No need for spanks."
"Every need for spanks. Behave yourself."
"I am!"
Saphira caught Emma grinning at her and Misty out of the corner of her eye, though Emma did her best to mask her expression as soon as Saphira turned her head.
After lubing Misty up, as well as her own cock, Saphira settled into a nice, long session of riding her sister's cute little butt. She didn't go hard and fast to wreck Misty's ass like she'd contemplated doing, but made her strokes long, smooth, and deep, really getting in there and giving Misty's hole a good workout.
Emma still watched and played with herself off to the side, but as things settled out, she spent more time actually getting some homework done.
As expected, Misty relaxed into her deep internal massage and got full enjoyment from it. If Saphira didn't push her too hard, they could probably go for hours before Misty wore out. But then, Saphira never lasted that long in her tight little ass.
The cute noises and moans Misty made as she got her butt fucked gave Saphira kind of a different idea. It took some focus and care, but under the circumstances it seemed like a good time to go for it. She knew from experience that she could make her sister cum from pure anal stimulation. She could do that to most anyone she'd tried to, for that matter, with varying levels of difficulty. Some of the more fun butt sluts she'd been with would have anal orgasms from practically anything she did to them, though it took away from the pride in her own skills somewhat.
Misty's moaning changed as Saphira adjusted her strokes and angles, looking for just the right spots to hit inside Misty's bum. She found them and worked them subtly but consistently, building Misty up to a gradually harder and firmer pressing of her buttons, leading her exactly where Saphira wanted her to be.
Saphira slipped a hand down to the junction of Misty's cock and balls. She didn't stroke of fondle Misty, just kept her hand there and felt the tightness, the twitching, the pulsing, and all the little signs of her sister's pleasure and need.
Misty's balls grew tighter and tighter, her cock practically shivering in confused, backed up arousal. She finally let out a long, low moan as her balls pumped out a massive load of cum through her shaft and onto the bedding beneath her. Saphira felt it all through her own constantly moving cock inside Misty, and her hand wrapped lightly around the base of Misty's shaft.
"Oh wow, did you make her cum?" Emma asked.
Saphira had forgotten she was still there as she focused on other things. She grinned at Emma. "Yep."
Emma watched in fascination as the last of Misty's cum emptied onto her bed. "She's done that to me a couple times. It's weird when it happens without my cock getting played with, but kinda nice too. Really nice."
"You want me to teach you how to do it to Misty?" Saphira offered. "She's not the easiest, but it's very doable."
Emma flushed. "Maybe someday, sure."
"Hm?"
"Well... I haven't even, like, been in her butt at all yet. So like--"
"Misty!" Saphira slapped Misty's ass hard, making her yelp. "How many weeks have you two been together now and you still haven't let her fuck your butt! You're being rude. You were raised better than that."
"Not my fault!" Misty whined. "I tried. She didn't want to."
"Oh." Saphira turned back to Emma. "You didn't want to?"
"Not... I mean... kinda, but... it's complicated." Emma was all squirmy and red and trying not to make eye contact. "I just wanted it to be special. It's... it's our last first thing together."
"What?"
"You know. She sucked me, I sucked her, she did my butt... I want the last one to be special. More special."
Saphira shook her head. "You silly girl. That's not hardly the last first you could ever have."
"Um... what?"
"Maybe those are the obvious ones, but what about when you fucked her mouth while I fucked her butt? That was your first threeway, wasn't it? And it was together."
"Well... I guess."
"And what if you were in the middle of Misty and me, hm? Another first for you. Or if we had someone else, we could--"
"I don't know," Emma said. "I mean, I get it, kinda, but--"
"Or what about your first really risky sex? Or first time cumming on each other's faces and running through somewhere public? Or first time wearing matching butt plugs to school? Or tying each other up? Or sharing a boy? Or a girl, for that matter? Or both getting pounded side by side? Or--"
"Stop! Stop!" Emma had covered her face with both hands. The skin still visible was about as bright red as Saphira had ever seen it. Her cock, though was hard, twitching, and drooling precum.
"You get my point?"
"Yes. I do. Please, no more."
Saphira grinned. "Well come ask me if you ever get bored. I have lots of ideas."
"I know you do," Misty said from below. "But you're kinda not really moving, so...." She wiggled her butt, reminding Saphira thats she was meant to be working it some more.
"Hey, I'm helping you out here," Saphira said as she started riding Misty again. "Getting your girlfriend to fuck your butt. Which should be your job to convince her, really."
"Yeah, yeah."
"Now, admittedly, right after I finish stretching Misty out, cumming in her, and making her all sloppy might not be an ideal time," Saphira said. "But don't wait around for the 'perfect' time. There's never going to be one, and it just means fewer chances to do the really fun things you could have been doing all along."
"That kinda makes sense," Emma said. She came over to sit next to Saphira and Misty. In spite of being so close, and her hard, precummy cock, she only barely seemed aware of the sisterly butt fucking going on. She was lost in thought, thanks to Saphira's advice. "I don't know how adventurous I can really be, but--"
"More than you think you can," Saphira said. "I'm confident of that."
"Yeah, I think so too, actually," Emma agreed. "Misty's kinda been teaching me that already."
"Do what I can," Misty mumbled. Her face was pressed into her bed on its side, and getting forced down further with every thrust from Saphira.
Saphira watched Emma, gauging her current state, then shrugged. "I know I asked already, but do you want to jump in on this?"
"Hm?"
"Fucking Misty's mouth. Wanna?"
Emma bit her lip and considered. She was in a more pliable mood now, as well as just plain hornier than before. Her cock must be looking for some attention.
"Yeah, ok," Emma said. "If you really don't mind."
"Of course I don't," Saphira said with a wide grin. "It's way more fun this way. Isn't it, sis?"
Misty nodded. "Yes please."
"That a girl. Open up for your girlfriend."
Misty pushed herself up on her hands and knees, took a second to compose herself as best she could while being unceasingly fucked, then opened her mouth and let her tongue hang out a little. Saphira had seen that exact face many times just before filling it, and knew exactly what kind of effect her cute and slutty combination could have.
Emma was far more experienced than last time she and Saphira had double-teamed Misty. It wasn't that she was more confident about being rough, though she was, but she also had a better sense of what she could do, what Misty could handle, and what they both enjoyed. By the sounds Misty was making, Saphira was pretty sure Emma was making liberal use of her throat, though not going for a hard and dirty throatfuck to make her gag and choke. Emma hadn't really shown signs of being dominant enough to take things that far, though that could very well change.
After quite a bit more fucking, Saphira released a flood of cum deep inside Misty's bum. She didn't let that slow her down much. She kept still and buried until she'd finished messing her sister's insides, the better to keep all that hot cum snuggly where it belonged. After that, though, she was right back to pounding Misty's butt some more.
Emma came shortly after, depositing her cum into Misty's mouth and throat, which was then swallowed to accumulate in Misty's tummy. Misty kept suckling on her as she softened, until she finally pulled out and lay down next to the sisters.
Saphira had another good cum left in her, and she worked Misty's butt until she could unleash it as well. She added to the already sizable mess within Misty, then carefully pulled out, not wanting any to spill.
Misty slumped lower on her bed, all worn out. She kept her bum slightly elevated so that all her sister's cum didn't start running out of the lewd gape her butthole was stuck in.
Somewhat surprisingly, Saphira thought, Emma crawled over and licked at her cock, cleaning it off in place of the tuckered out Misty. Saphira wasn't sure that Emma fully realized what she was doing. The two of them hadn't directly messed around at all, as yet. But here Emma was, tongue-bathing her softening cock like it was something she'd done often enough to become habit. Misty must have been teaching her well in regard to after-sex cleanup.



Emma lay back down afterward, still showing no sign that she realized what she'd done. She pulled misty's head over to her, settling it gently above her breasts. Misty snuggled closer and shifted her head directly into Emma's tits, while Emma smiled and stroked her hair. Goddamn they were cute together.
Saphira wiped at a trickle of cum that had run out of Misty when she shifted. Her butt had closed up again, so the rest should pretty much stay where it was. Saphira sucked her fingers clean, then sat next to the girls with only a slight twinge from her recovering asshole. She idly rubbed her sister's back, sometimes slipping down to gently fondle her ass.
"I talked to Ms. Kindle today," Saphira said.
"Aha!" Misty said, not quite exhausted enough to pass up the opportunity. "So that's who wrecked your butt. Is that how she kept you in line back when you were her student?"
Saphira thought about correcting Misty's attempts at getting a rise, but decided against it. She wasn't in an arguing mood. She was just too damn relaxed after a nice ride on Misty's lovely bum.
"She said she'd help with your club idea," Saphira said. "I don't know what she had it mind, but I'm pretty sure she'll come up with something."
"Ooh, really? That's great!"
Misty rolled over and extended her arms. Saphira bent down and accepted a naked hug from her sister, the a quick, soft series of kisses that didn't quite progress to making out. They then settled back in right back in to their respective cuddling and fondling.
"She's not gonna want to do stuff to us too, is she?" Emma asked.
Saphira shrugged. "Maybe. I dunno, really. You can always say no, though."
"Like hell," Misty said firmly. "I want to see what she can do. The only woman to ever fuck my big sis into submission. Now that's something."
"Mom's done a number on me a few times," Saphira pointed out.
"Yeah, but she's Mom, and that's different," Misty said. "She's horny as fuck, and her cock's about half the length of your body already. Ms. Kindle's just a teacher. How bad could she be?"
"You know, you're right," Sahpira said with a smirk. "You should go see Ms. Kindle and ask nicely if she'll pound your sluttly little ass for you. I'm sure it will be very educational for you."
Misty hesitated. "It sounds like you're setting me up for something when you say it like that."
"Sure."
"But... I still actually want to do that."
"I thought you might."
Saphira hung out a little while longer, getting some more naughty caressing in, before leaving Misty and Emma to their own devices. She decided to try and make more time to play with them. They were quite fun and cute together.
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Chapter Five: Misty Gets Pounded
****
The school showers had remained a special place for Misty and Emma. Emma had become almost entirely comfortable with getting naked and naughty around the girls in their class, much to Misty's delight.
Even now, Misty was quite happily leaning back against the wall, surveying the rest of the room while Emma knelt in front of her and sucked away on her cock. There wasn't a single other place where Emma would do sexy stuff in front of so many witnesses, let alone so casually, but here she'd go at it with only the barest prompting. Sometimes even just because she wanted to, depending on her mood and confidence.
Everyone else had gotten used to them. Most of the girls ignored them entirely, or maybe glanced at them a few times. The ones who wanted to watch all took the closer shower heads so they had good views. Jenna, Sierra, and Eve remained their horniest and most interested audience members, and would often play with themselves while watching, though it depended on if they had the time for it, and whether they were in the right mood.
Misty lazily watched Jenna finger her little slit, while Jenna in turn was staring so fixedly at Emma's head bobbing back and forth that she might not have realized she was being observed as well.
Other than Jenna, there were plenty of options for perving out while getting a blowjob. That was the other great thing about the shower area, was all their naked classmates sharing it with them. Misty didn't want to make anyone uncomfortable, but she was horny and getting her cock orally massaged, and her self-control took quite a hit under such circumstances. How could she be expected not to check out some tits and ass?
Emma was getting better at blowjobs, and soon had Misty's attention locked right back on her cutely sucking face. Misty groaned and half-closed her eyes, keeping them open just enough to see as she came down Emma's throat.
Emma held her mouth open with an adorably proud expression as Misty pulled out. She made sure to show off that she'd swallowed everything before standing and accepting a kiss from Misty.
"You're getting so good at that," Misty whispered.
"Thanks. I had a good teacher."
"Yeah you did."
They were running low on time, but that was hardly anything new for them. And Emma was so hard and cute and needy, how was Misty supposed to pass up the chance to suck her off in return?
They were very much late and alone when they finally made it out to get changed. They were, however, both well sated for the time being, and had the sweet taste of each other's cum on their lips.
"You think we should go see Ms. Kindle later?" Misty asked. "I've wandered by her class a couple times, and I have to admit I'm getting really curious."
"Curious about what she'll do for us? Or what she might do to you?" Emma asked, a hint of a teasing grin on her face.
"Little of both, I guess. It'd be good to know, wouldn't it?"
"Probably. I'm not sure I'm ready, though. Like... she's a teacher. That's a lot of pressure."
"You can just watch if something happens. And it's possible nothing will."
"Maybe. But what if she never actually did stuff to your sister, and then we go talking to her and it gets all weird 'cause she doesn't know what's going on and we--"
"Oh she knows. Saphy doesn't leave things vague." Misty grinned. "Plus, you saw how she was walking. No way she didn't get her butt pounded."
"You say that like it's reassuring. But if even Saphira was walking funny, what the hell would it feel like for me?"
"First of all, Saphy's not special when it comes to taking cock. She does more sticking hers in butts than anything. Secondly, I already said I'd take care of that if you don't want to."
Emma sighed and accepted a hug. "I'm kind of a chicken, huh?"
"Maybe sometimes. But only until you try things out a bit. Look at today. You totally just sucked me off in front of everyone without even thinking about it. You're so much braver than you were a few weeks ago. You see that, right?"
"Yeah, well, only 'cause no one's made it weird." Emma's nose wrinkled in confusion. "And you'd almost think at least a few of 'em would have said something."
"Nah. They're used to me by now. I think they're actually happy you showed up to keep me in line some." Misty shrugged. "And some of 'em are happy you showed up for different reasons."
Emma took a step back and put her hands on her hips, a firm look on her face. "Don't tell me you were harassing everyone in the showers."
"I wasn't," Misty said innocently. "I mean, not much."
"Misty!"
"Look, things happen, and--"
"You can't just be getting all weird in the showers like that. Not with people who don't want you to."
"Nothing much ever happened," Misty said quickly. "I didn't just start groping girls or anything. Buuuttt I mighta, like, been a bit of a pest when I was particularly horny."
Emma shook her head. "Oh Misty."
"What? You know what it's like. If you hadn't been off showering alone, you woulda been just as unruly."
"Would not."
"Would too."
"Would not! I can behave myself."
Misty grinned and stepped closer. "Just wait until you get horny again. If I start teasing you a little, just you try and behave yourself."
"That's different. I can be unruly with you."
"'Cause you can't help yourself?"
"I don't want to help myself. And I don't need to. Totally different."
"Uh huh."
They finished dressing and walked to their next classes. They stayed together, side by side and holding hands, just as long as they could before they'd have to part. The halls were deserted, as was not uncommon given how late they often were after gym.
"Misty?" Emma asked.
"Yeah?"
"Did you actually, like, mess around with other girls in the shower?"
"You want the truth?"
"I think so."
"Then yeah, a bit." Misty shrugged. "And I mean, some of it was pretty great. But I was really only ever a novelty. A girl with a cock, you know? A few of 'em have touched it, or played a bit. Sierra and Eve have both sucked me a bit, but not all the way."
"Not Jenna?"
"You'd think, right? But no. She jerked me off onto her tummy a couple times though."
"Ah. Right."
"You don't need to be jealous or anything, 'cause--"
"I'm not."
"Oh. You sure?"
"Yeah. It's kinda weird and I want some time with it, but, like, I knew you'd done more stuff than me. Way more. And I think I'm cool with you still doing stuff with other people. Within reason. And ideally if I'm there or know about it."
Misty squeezed Emma's hand. "Tell me if you ever aren't though, yeah?"
"Yeah. My point was, though, stuff you did before we really knew each other is, like, whatever. Nothing to do with me."
"Maybe. But you're allowed to be jealous about it if you want.'
Emma sighed in exasperation. "You literally just told me not to be."
"I don't want you to be, but you're allowed to be. It's different."
"Uh huh. Well I don't want to be either. So there." Emma chewed her lip for a moment. "Is it weird that I don't feel more jealous about you and other people?"
"Why would it be? Seems pretty healthy to me."
"Is it though? What if it means I don't like you as much as I think I do?"
"I don't think that's what it means, Em."
"No. But what if it does, though? I'm all inexperienced and shit, and I'm supposed to be clingy and weird, aren't I?"
Misty laughed. "Well, yeah, maybe. I guess." She shrugged. "But then, you're my first girlfriend too, you know. If you wanted to mess around with someone, I'd be cool with it. And I'm pretty sure it's not 'cause I secretly don't much care. 'Cause I really, really like you, and want to be with you, and also want to do all sorts of naughty things with you."
"So you're saying we're both being strange and not as clingy and awful as we should be?"
"Kinda." Misty considered. "I should ask Saphy. Or Mom, maybe. It could be a futa thing. Neither of them's particularly sold on the whole monogamy thing that's so popular. Then again, neither is Mommy, and she doesn't even have a dick. So I dunno."
"I guess. But your moms are pretty much always together, aren't they? I mean, in the evenings and stuff."
"Sure. They bone lots."
"I wish you wouldn't say that so casually."
"Well they do."
"Right. Fine. Anyway, we're together a lot too."
"Sure. Every day, practically, for, like...." Misty stopped and thought. "I dunno. Since that day in the shower? Have we missed a day since then?"
"I think we just texted a bunch one Sunday when it was rainy and crappy out."
"Oh yeah. So, like, maybe we just haven't been apart enough to get jealous."
"That... that could be, actually. Speaking of which."
Emma reluctantly let go of Misty's hand. They'd arrived at the divergence in their paths, and without realizing it at first, they'd kind of just stood there, not wanting to part just yet.
"Huh," Misty said. "Maybe we are clingy after all."
"Clingy in a way where you still want to go off and get banged by teachers and I apparently am just gonna go along with it?"
Misty grinned. "Yep. Pretty much that kind, alright."
"I need to give this more thought."
"Me too."
Misty moved in for a quick kiss, then had to force herself to walk away. Not that being any later would do any harm, but she really should show up to class at some point. Maybe extending after-gym shower time was something she could bring up to Ms. Kindle when they saw her. It'd beat getting all these annoyed looks and trips to the principal's office.
Somehow Emma, who should have had less of a tolerance for such attention, had been putting up with it way longer. Misty would have to ask how she did it.
****
They went to see Ms. Kindle at the end of the day. Emma was still hesitant about it, but she followed along all the same. Misty could be very persuasive when she wanted. All the more so with Emma, who had lots of fun buttons to push.
Ms. Kindle's class was empty, except for her. She was organizing some papers and looked to be packing up when the girls arrived. She glanced their way, then smiled.
"Well well," Ms. Kindle said. "Little Artemis."
"Misty," Misty said.
"So I hear. You're still Artemis in the system, you know."
Misty sighed. "Yeah, I know. Stupid official name."
She closed the door behind her and Emma, then stepped closer. Emma hung back a few steps.
"I'd ask what brings you here," Ms. Kindle said, "except I suspect I might already know."
Misty perked up at the reminder. "Oh yeah. That. Well, Saphy told us that you want to help us out."
"Is that all she told you?"
"Nah. She told us about you doing stuff to her butt and making her walk funny. Or, actually, I mostly guessed that. She wanted to pretend like that's not what happened at first."
"I see."
"So what exactly did you do to her? She can usually take a pretty good butt fucking when she wants to. Though really there aren't a whole lot of people she'd let do anal to her like that. Usually she's pounding other people's bums. But she definitely let you do stuff to her, and then she was all sore and stuff and it was kind of funny, and...."
Misty kept babbling, at least somewhat aware that she was asking too much too quickly. She was just too excited about the situation to stop herself. She wanted to know everything. And, ideally, feel some of it too.
Ms. Kindle was watching Misty with an amused smirk, folded arms, and tilted head. She calmly waited for Misty to stop talking.
"I have an idea that I think will work for you," Ms. Kindle said.
"Cool."
"But I don't think I want to tell you about your sister and me."
"Aw."
"That would be rude."
"She wouldn't mind."
"But maybe...."
"Yes?"
"I could show you a little something."
"Ooh!"
"Except I really shouldn't mess around with students."
"Like hell! You did stuff with my sister. It'd be more like family than a student."
Emma nudged Misty. "That doesn't make it better," she whispered. "And I don't know that it's really correct in the first place."
"I'm not even your student," Misty continued undeterred.
"No, you aren't," Ms. Kindle said. "And admittedly, I'm not great at following rules sometimes."
"Me either," Misty said. She bit her lip and turned to Emma. "You cool with this?"
Emma looked confused. "You're asking me?"
"You're my girlfriend."
"Yeah, but, I thought you were set on trying to, uh, you know."
"I am." Misty found Emma's hand and gave it a squeeze. "But I'm tryin' the whole 'asking' thing. See how that goes."
"You goof. I'd just feel bad saying no now."
"But you could."
"Sure. But I won't." Emma looked away for a second, then back to Misty with a shyer expression. "Might be fun to watch."
"Yeah, you like me getting all taken advantage of in front of you, huh?"
Emma snorted. "That's not at all how I'd describe it. As if anyone could take advantage of you."
"Hey, it could happen."
"Sure it could."
"It could."
Emma rolled her eyes, then leaned closer. "But I do like watching you."
"I knew it!"
"Not having sex. Just you."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah. But, like, I like seeing you have fun too. Which just happens to involve sex most of the time."
"Mmhm. Just coincidence that you like seeing me get all stuffed full. Right."
"It is!"
"Whatever."
Misty smiled and ignored Emma's further protests. She sauntered over to Ms. Kindle's desk, swinging her hips for the benefit of both sets of watching eyes, then slowly and seductively bent over.
Emma's gaze was bouncing back and forth between Misty's butt and Ms. Kindle. She could protest all she wanted, Misty knew Emma thought it was hot watching her get pounded. Partly just because it was. Misty had watched herself in a mirror a time or two, and even she enjoyed the sight of it. She wasn't sure whether she'd ever get to see Emma get fucked like that, or if she'd keep her bum for Misty's use only. Misty kind of liked the thought of it either way, so she wasn't too worried about where they'd land on that one.
"You really want this?" Ms. Kindle asked. "No backing out halfway through."
"Pff, as if," Misty said. "What kind of butt slut do you think I am?"
"She may not have known you were one at all," Emma pointed out as she perched on the corner of the desk, one foot tucked under her other leg. "She hasn't seen you and your sister together like I have."
"Still, though." Misty wiggled her butt, hoping to get it some attention. "Just assuming I'd want to quit halfway through. Rude."
"I'm already getting the sense that this will be interesting," Ms. Kindle said.
"Hope so," Misty said. "No one's ever been bored with me before."
"That's true," Emma concurred.
Ms. Kindle pulled a pair of silk scarves from her desk. "You'd be willing to indulge me then?"
Misty wasn't quite sure what she was indulging in, until her arms were pinned behind her back and tied, followed by the second scarf being draped over her eyes and secured loosely, but tight enough so that she couldn't see. Her pulse rose dramatically, and her cock struggled to gain its freedom from confinement. Not only about to be fucked by a hot teacher, but getting tied up first? This was going to be fun.
Ms. Kindle took care of stripping Misty's bottoms. She removed Misty's pants and panties, then took a gentle hold of Misty's cock and licked it all the way from the tip up to her balls, then to her asshole in one long swipe.
Misty shivered delightfully at the feel of it. She both couldn't see, and had no idea how Ms. Kindle liked to play. It was a total sexy unknown. She knew she could trust Saphira's judgement, as well as Emma watching out for her if it came down to it, but she genuinely was pretty helpless at the moment. Ms. Kindle could do most anything she wanted.
What Ms. Kindle seemed to want, at first, was just to tease Misty with her tongue. She licked everywhere over Misty's naughty bits until Misty was squirming and dripping precum everywhere. It was amazing, but wasn't what she wanted, and what she'd prepared for.
Finally there came a lull, and the sounds of Ms. Kindle shedding some clothes. Misty bit her lip and waited to find out what was going to happen.
Emma gasped at something. Misty instinctively turned her head to look, not that it did any good.
"What? What is it?" Misty asked.
"Um...."
"Come on, give me a hint."
"You're about to find out anyway."
A heavy weight settled on Misty's back all at once. She gasped in turn at the feel of it. Saphira sometimes rested her cock on her lower back before fucking, just to make sure Misty knew what she was getting. If anything, Ms. Kindle's cock felt longer and heavier. Maybe wider too. Similar to her mother's cock, if anything. Maybe halfway between Persephone and Saphira's cocks.
"Ooh," Misty said. "Is it-- ow!"
Ms. Kindle slapped Misty's ass. Then again for good measure. She followed up by pouring some lube over Misty's butthole, then grinding on it and sticking a pair of fingers rather presumptively inside.
Misty got all squirmy again as Ms. Kindle fingered her and rubbed her cock on her butt. She was so excited for getting filled up, but she was still only getting teased. She was pretty sure Ms. Kindle wanted to emphasize what was going in her butt, and just how full it was going to make her, but there was only so much tantalizing grinding Misty could take before she went a bit crazy.
"You sure you want it?" Ms. Kindle asked.
"Of course I am! I said I did. I don't take things like that back."
"Well you never know. Wouldn't want you running home to big sis crying about how you can't sit down afterward."
Misty took actual offense to that, though she suspected it was a deliberate jab. She really needed to ask Saphira about her and Ms. Kindle. It felt like there must be more history there than a one-off butt fuck. Much, much more.
All of Misty's annoyance faded away as she felt the tip of a cock at her butthole. She bit her lip and arched her back as it pressed against her, seeking permission to enter. It was big and would take some work, but not nearly so big that Misty couldn't handle it. She knew what she was doing.
Misty let out a gasp, then a contented sigh as Ms. Kindle made it past her outer ring and stretched the entrance to her bumhole. There was far more yet to come, but that initial penetration was one of the most fun moments. That and the moment of totally consuming a cock all the way to the balls. And the nice hard fucking afterward. And getting all creamy at the end. They were all fun moments, really.
Ms. Kindle was relatively gentle, but made steady progress stretching Misty out and working her way deeper and deeper. Misty knew she could take her, but she was still big enough to cause some ache as she really worked Misty's butthole. It was the best kind of ache, in Misty's opinion. Not enough to be unpleasantly painful, for one, plus anything resulting from a nice fucking was such a sexy reminder later.
Misty cooed and hissed as Ms. Kindle filled her up. It was slower going as she tried to fit absolutely everything inside, but all the more decadent with every extra inch.
Emma slipped off the desk and Misty cocked her head, listening as best she could over the already slightly sloppy sounds of her ass getting fucked. Misty grinned as she heard the unmistakable noise of pants sliding down legs.
"You gonna jerk off while watching me, babe?"
The desk creaked softly as Emma retook her seat on the corner. "Maybe."
"You like seeing me get bent over like a naughty school girl?"
Emma sighed in a way that suggested she did, in fact, like it. And that she probably had wrapped her fingers around her cock too. "Maybe."
"Shoulda wore a skirt," Misty mused. "Coulda pouted and bent over for teacher, and been all like-- ah!"



Misty was interrupted by a particularly hard and deep thrust, catching her by surprise and sending a mixed bolt of pleasure and pain up her body. She had to stop and pant for a moment while the hurt faded back to the deliciously stretched out ache that she loved so much.
"You don't feel at all ashamed, do you?" Ms. Kindle asked, holding herself balls deep inside Misty's tight little bum.
"Should I?" Misty asked.
"Well... some students want to be naughty for better grades. Which is bad enough. But you waltz in here wanting to get your ass pounded just for the hell of it."
"Yep!"
"By a teacher you don't even know."
"Uh huh."
"While your girlfriend has to sit there and watch."
Misty did her best to face Emma, despite the blindfold making that tricky. "You wanna fuck my mouth or something?"
"No... no I think I'm good for now," Emma said.
"See," Misty said, "she's good."
"You might be more of a little slut than your sister," Ms. Kindle said, punctuating with a hard smack on Misty's butt.
Misty tried to wiggle and avoid the follow up spanks, but was held pretty firmly in place by the cock stuck deep, deep up her ass.
"M'just horny, is all," Misty mumbled. "Constantly. Not my fault."
"A horny little slut?"
"Maybe."
"A horny little butt slut who wants any cock, any time she can get it?"
"Well I wouldn't go that far."
"She's got standards," Emma said helpfully. "Uh... I think."
"Hey!" Misty said.
"Sorry, babe," Emma said. "But you are a bit slutty."
"I know." Misty gave her best blindfolded pout. It kind of sucked not seeing whether it landed or not. "I'm well aware of that. But I'm still picky."
"Are you?"
"Yes! Of course. You know how many people I coulda fucked around with if I wasn't?"
"So you're saying I made it into an elite club?" Emma asked casually.
"You're my girlfriend," Misty said definitively. "That's even better."
"I dunno," Emma said. "You seemed way more excited getting Ms. Kindle's cock than mine."
"That's not true! It's just exciting because she's a teacher, and what she did to Saphy, and--"
Misty was interrupted again as Ms. Kindle lost patience, hauled her hips back, dragging Misty's ass back along with her cock due to all the suction, then jammed herself fully back inside. Misty actually felt herself drooling, rather embarrassingly, and couldn't do a thing about it with her hands tied behind her back.
For the next little while, Misty couldn't even form words. Her mouth hung open, yet more drool accumulating as her butt got worked harder and harder, building to a proper pounding. She could feel the precum dripping from her cock, mirroring her drooling mouth. Saphira's awkward walk the other day was making more and more sense.
A cock pressed to Misty's cheek. Misty immediately turned her head with her mouth wide open, but Emma's cock had already moved. It slapped her other cheek, once again sending her head whirling to try and catch it. Emma giggled as she cock-slapped Misty another couple times, then finally let her actually have it.
Misty couldn't move much, and was stuck sucking on the tip of Emma's cock as that was all she was given. She wanted more, wanted her face fucked the way her ass was, but couldn't do a thing about it.
"I can't believe you can take it like that," Emma said. "I can see how much your asshole's stretching, which just looks like it should hurt, and she's so damn far inside you... not to mention how hard she's fucking you."
Misty couldn't reply without spitting Emma's cock out, and she wasn't about to do that.
"You'd be amazed what an ass can take," Ms. Kindle said. "Especially such a well trained one."
"I'm still waiting to see what Misty can't take," Emma said. "It'll be interesting to find out."
"I imagine it would be," Ms. Kindle purred as she rubbed Misty's ass and kept on pounding it.
Emma fed Misty more of her dick. Misty kept her mouth open, and her face lifted as well as she could. She was in an awkward position for truly going at Emma's cock the way she'd like, but Emma was helping her out with that.
Even after Emma bumped into the back of Misty's throat and couldn't push any further in, she grabbed Misty's hair in two big handfuls and used the leverage to try and find an angle into her throat. Misty gagged and drooled even more, but did her best to accommodate. It took some doing, but Emma managed to thrust into Misty's throat.
Misty had to concentrate on breathing for a while, what with Emma filling her throat up and the continued thrill of her ass getting wrecked. She knew she was a drooly, gagging, precummy mess. She didn't care how messy or tired she got. She was getting face-fucked by her girlfriend while also being pounded up the butt by her hot teacher, all while still in school where it was too risky to be sanely doing shit like this.
Granted, Ms. Kindle wasn't technically 'her' teacher. She still counted though.
Misty felt her balls tighten up. She wasn't even inside anyone, nor was her cock being played with, and yet she felt it happening. Between the two of them, Emma and Ms. Kindle were gonna make her cum without paying any attention at all to doing so.
Misty groaned hard around Emma's cock as thick spurts of cum pulsed all the way through her shaft and exploded against the desk she was leaned on. Speaking of messes, she could only imagine what she was doing to the desk and floor beneath her. Ms. Kindle didn't seem to mind. If anything, she only fucked Misty harder, encouraging her to pump out more messy, gooey cum all over the place.
Perhaps in response to Misty's butt squeezing her harder, or just because she liked Misty cum purely from getting ass and face fucked, Ms. Kindle came soon after. So much hot cum poured into Misty's ass, deep inside, as far as Ms. Kindle could get it. It was such a nice load, and made Misty's overfilled insides that much fuller.
Misty's legs were super wobbly. Ms. Kindle and Emma both had to support her as they stood her up. Luckily, they only seemed to want to make her kneel again, which was much easier on her poor, uncoordinated legs.
"Open up," Ms. Kindle said gently, but with teacher-like authority.
Misty obediently opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue a little. Emma's cock took its rightful place right back down her throat, from a different, better angle. Emma once again grabbed hold of makeshift pigtails on Misty's head and face fucked her hard, fast, and deep. Emma's balls slapped on Misty's chin over and over, and her shaft pulsed with impending need.
Emma pulled out and delivered her cum all over Misty's face, instead of into her mouth as she'd kind of been hoping. Still, Misty kept her tongue stuck out and was rewarded with some tasty streaks of her girlfriend's cum. Most of the mess still landed on her face, or on her tits and shirt, which Misty was pretty sure was deliberate.
They finally took off Misty's blindfold afterward and helped her sit on the desk she'd formerly been bent over. Misty was still panting and recovering, and she couldn't do a thing about the sloppy mess that she no doubt was. But oh did she feel satisfied.
Emma and Ms. Kindle both got dressed while mostly ignoring Misty. They might as well not have just ruthlessly shared her for all the attention she got. Though at least Emma came to stand next to her and stroke her hair once she'd dressed.
"You're certainly Saphira's sister," Ms. Kindle remarked absently as she straightened her hair.
"Yeah I am," Misty agreed.
"Now that that's out of the way, would you girls like to see the room you'll be getting?"
"Room?" Emma asked.
"For your little club thing."
"Oh. Yeah. Sure, why not?"
Misty nodded. "Sounds good." She wiggled her wrists, but they were still securely fastened. "I need some help here first, though."
"No you don't," Ms. Kindle said with a faint smirk. "Come along."
Emma giggled and helped Misty to her feet. "Yeah. Come on."
"No, seriously, Em," Misty said. "I need untied first. Or at least you need to put my pants back on for me."
"Nuh uh. I like you this way."
"Sure. So do I. But not parading through the school."
"There's hardly anyone around," Ms. Kindle said while holding the door wide open.
"Hardly anyone isn't no one!"
"You get so adorable when you're flustered," Emma said. "And you get flustered so easily sometimes, for someone as uninhibited as you usually are."
"I like being naked and sexy with some people," Misty said a little defensively. "Doesn't mean I want to be naked and shown off in front of goddamn anyone who happens to be wandering by."
"Sometimes you do. There was that boy who caught you sucking me off."
"Yeah, but he was all cute and embarrassed."
"And all the girls in our gym class."
"I'm used to them. And we're s'posed to be naked there."
"Outside in your jerk off spot?"
"Have to jerk off somewhere. And it was carefully chosen to not be obvious."
"Your family?"
"Family doesn't count. You know that."
"Point is," Emma said, "a somewhat slutty, half-naked walk through school shouldn't be a big deal."
"And yet, it is. And I'm not doing it."
Emma gave Misty a big-eyed pout. "Not even for me?"
"I--"
Misty was cut off as Emma kissed her hard and deep, emphasizing the gesture by wrapping her fingers around Misty's shaft and stroking her cock in long, slow motions. Misty hadn't softened all the way anyway, and as she stiffened right back up to full strength, Emma switched to her balls and gave them a playful and tender massage.
It just wasn't fair. How was Misty supposed to say no to Emma when she looked so damn cute, and was developing a naughty streak to rival her own?
"Come on," Emma said, a wicked glint in her eye, and a small line of errant shared spit on her chin, "it'll be fun."
"Only for you," Misty grumbled.
"You're pretty hard for supposedly not wanting to do this."
"That's your fault!"
"It so often is."
Emma took hold of Misty's cock again and started walking away. What else could Misty even do but follow?
Ms. Kindle was doing a magnificent job of looking like a purely professional teacher, considering the half-naked mess Misty still was, and all the hard butt-fucking she'd only recently been engaged in. She lead the girls down the hall--fortunately deserted, though Misty flinched whenever she heard sounds that might be someone about to catch them--around a few corners, and eventually to an unused classroom.
Misty frowned skeptically as Ms. Kindle opened the door and flicked on the lights. Her predicament was temporarily forgotten as she assessed the crammed and forgotten junk that filled the room.
"This is kind of a mess," Misty said.
"Well you'd know," Emma whispered cheerfully from beside her.
Ms. Kindle nodded easily. "This room's become something of a dumping ground for old boxes and books and things. And still has all the desks and chairs in the way. But no one's using it, and it's as out of the way as you're going to get. Not totally private, but total privacy was never really on the table."
"No. I s'pose not," Misty said. She studied the space some more, working out the potential in her head. "Well, we'll have to revisit it some other time. I think right now I should be getting dressed, and me and Em should be getting out of here."
Ms. Kindle flashed a slightly evil smile. "Why don't I give you two a ride home?"
"Um...."
"It's the least I could do after that wonderful... extra-credit project."
"S'not any credit," Misty grumbled. "And I mean really, I should get some bonus points out of it."
Ms. Kindle patted her head. "You've won points with me, if that helps any."
"Enough that you'll untie me?"
"Afraid not."
Misty had to scurry along after Ms. Kindle and Emma, reluctant to take an even longer and riskier trip while still bottomless and covered in sexy aftermath, but even more unwilling to stay where she was with no backup. She was able to stay sheltered behind Ms. Kindle and Emma as they encountered a few stray students, but her cover didn't work so well as they made it to the parking lot. Ms. Kindle smiled in amusement as Misty ducked between cars, keeping them between her and any observers. Emma followed close behind her, staring with an annoying amount of appreciation and lust at her embarrassed and exposed girlfriend.
"Stop looking at me like that," Misty hissed. "This isn't fair, you know."
"Not fair at all," Emma concurred happily. "But I don't think you know what you're doing to me right now."
"I can see the bulge. I'm aware."
"Your cute little butt darting around, and your cock all bouncing and leaking like that, and your face all red and embarrassed, and--"
"I said I'm aware."
"I kinda want to grab you and fuck your mouth again right here."
"Don't you dare!"
Misty scrambled into the back seat of Ms. Kindle's car as soon as it was opened for her. She lay down, keeping low and out of sight since even her mean girlfriend wouldn't let her put her pants back on.
Emma sat in the back with her, scooting her lap beneath Misty's head and cradling it for the drive. Misty grudgingly let Emma play with her hair and soothe her on the ride home. By the end, Misty was nuzzling pretty hard at Emma's bulge, and wishing she could have been sucking on it the whole trip. Once the danger had passed, her arousal had more than caught up with her, and she was forced to admit that the whole thing had been crazy hot. Emphasis on crazy.
It was possible Emma had a point about how confident Misty was about being naked and sexual in many situations, as compared to her reluctance about being more publicly exposed. But it was fair to be nervous and embarrassed when potentially being seen by any number of random people. Just as it would be to do anything sexy with someone she hadn't been prepared for. Kind of like Emma when Misty had first ambushed her in the shower....
Still, though, that was different. Ish.
The girls were dropped off in Misty's driveway, Misty tumbling out in a somewhat undignified manner. Emma waved Ms. Kindle goodbye, then helped Misty into the house.
"You know I'm pounding the shit out of you now, right?" Misty said in a low voice.
"Wouldn't expect anything less," Emma replied cheerfully.
Persephone was in the kitchen as the girls entered. In spite of her mom's ass and dangling cock framed by her apron being a common and unremarkable sight, Misty was so horny that she took a moment to appreciate the view anyway. Her mom had an amazing, full ass by any standard, and while her cock was too big to be properly wieldly, it looked quite tantalizing to suck and lick on right now while it was soft and tempting. Misty idly wondered what Emma would think if she dropped to her knees and started sucking on her mom's balls. Probably she'd sit back and perv on Misty getting picked up and mommy-pounded the way she'd deserve for such an act.
"Hello, Emma," Persephone said as she turned around. Her eyebrow quirked as she took in the sight of her daughter. "Artemis, you're rather a mess, aren't you? You're not dripping over everything, are you?"
Misty sighed. "Mom, we just got dropped off by a teacher, I'm tied up and a total mess, and the only thing you want to know is if I'm dripping on your floors?"
"Well are you?"
"... a little."
"I think her bum might still be gaping a bit," Emma added helpfully.
"Thanks, Em."
Persephone pointed down the hall, her face fighting a war between stern and amused. "Shower, young lady."
"But Mooommm."
"Nope. I know you want to go play, but shower first, then play time."
"Ugh. Fine. So unfair."
Emma escorted Misty to the bathroom. She kept flicking her eyes back toward the kitchen until they were out of range. "Maybe it's just 'cause I'm super horny from watching you," she said in a low voice, "but your mom--"
"Still smokin' hot, right?"
"So much! And I weirdly kinda wanted to, like, eat her ass out?"
"Makes sense. It's a great ass."
"Misty! She's your mom. You should, like, be annoyed with me or something."
"You know that's not how we work."
"I know. You could pretend, though."
"Sure. Why not." Misty cleared her throat. "Bad girlfriend! No lusting after my mom's ass!"
"That was half-hearted."
"Sure was." Misty nodded back the way they'd come. "If you wanna, you can go amuse yourself while I clean up."
Emma flushed rather adorably. "No I can't."
Misty grinned wickedly, getting some of her own back for Emma's lack of helpfulness during her half-naked run. "Sure you can. You want me to ask for you?" She raised her voice. "Mom! Emma wants to-- mmph."
Emma clapped a hand over Misty's mouth. "Shut up!" she hissed.
"But you do."
"Yes, but... shut up anyway."
Misty was still grinning as Emma untied her and smacked her butt to goad her into the bathroom.
Misty stretched out languidly under the shower spray. It felt so much nicer getting her arms free again. Feeling her skin slowly get all warm and pink and clean was pretty great too. She thought about trying to flush out her ass, but she was rather enjoying having all that warm, gooey cum up there. She was pretty sure she'd closed up tight again anyway, regardless of what Emma claimed. Ms. Kindle's cum could stay all snug and secure up there a while longer.
Misty groaned and closed her eyes as she washed her hard cock clean. Her mind was full of the image of Emma kneeling all naked and obedient behind Persephone, face buried between those mommy ass cheeks, licking away like the horny little thing she was. She had to stop herself before she started jerking off for real. Her cum wasn't for the shower wall. There was a much better place for it.
As it turned out, Emma had much the same thought. She was technically being good and waiting for Misty in her room, just innocently doing homework. The innocence was rather marred by being spread out on Misty's bed with all her clothes off and her butt stuck firmly up in the air while waiting for Misty to find her. She was turning into such a little butt slut, and Misty loved it.
There was no reaction from Emma as Misty padded across the room and settled in behind her. Emma couldn't help her involuntary excited tensing as Misty caressed and kissed her bum, then gradually worked up to licking her butthole out.
Misty gently toyed with Emma's balls while eating her ass, then stroked her cock a little. Emma was doing her best to pretend nothing was happening, but her self-control wasn't nearly what it needed to be to maintain the facade. Misty felt quite a lot of satisfaction in breaking Emma down into a squirmy, precummy mess.
Both girls sighed happily once Misty finally shoved her lubed cock deep into Emma's eager backside. Emma had knocked her homework to the floor, and was desperately clutching at the sheets as she was ravaged from behind.
There was no mercy to be found in Misty as she pounded Emma hard and deep, fucking her teasing little bum and getting out all her horniness and frustration on Emma's tight hole. Emma cooed and gurgled as she was pounded into the bed over and over. She was getting so good at taking cock, and was loving every second of it.
"I'm gonna fill you up so good," Misty said.
"Mmm, yes please."
"You won't be able to walk tomorrow."
Emma giggled. "I'll have to call in sick."
"That's risky. I might just take the chance to spend all day fucking you some more."
"Promises, promises."
Misty kept fucking Emma hard, and soon unloaded her backed up cum deep inside Emma's ass. She stayed still for a moment after, letting Emma feel her extra creamy fullness, then started rocking her hips again and built up for a second round. She was halfway serious about Emma not being able to walk tomorrow.
"That was so much," Emma moaned. "You're not done?"



"Do I feel done?"
"No, but... ooh, ok, I guess I can keep going."
"You think I was worried about that? I'm planning on wrecking your butt, you know."
"No you're not."
"Am!"
"Nah. 'Cause then it'd be all sloppy and tender next time you wanted it, and where would that get you?"
Misty frowned and smacked Emma's butt a couple times, making her yelp. "Don't bring logic into this!"
"Sorry. My bad."
Misty got back into the groove, fucking Emma silly. Her pounding was noisier and slicker than before, as she disturbed all the hot, fresh cum she'd just deposited.
Misty couldn't hold back a self-satisfied smirk as she found just the right spot and rhythm inside Emma to make her really whine and squirm, hitting her over and over until she exploded and came all over the bedding beneath her. Misty kept fucking her hard, not letting up at all to let her recover, until she came in Emma's butt for a second time.
After holding still a moment to make sure all her cum was snugly stored away, Misty pulled out of Emma's sloppy ass. She grinned at Emma's gaping, cummy little hole and gave it a fond pat before rolling over and lying on her back. She thought Emma might just collapse where she was, but in fact Emma crawled on wobbly hands and knees until she could get her mouth to Misty's cock. Emma settled in there and started giving Misty some cute, exhausted little licks.
"You don't have to do that," Misty said, running her fingers through Emma's mussed hair.
"I want to."
"Alright, then. Don't let me stop you."
Misty was sensitive and softening, but Emma's licks were so gentle that they were a fun little tease without getting her too hot and bothered again.
Once Misty was too soft for much more licking, Emma turned around and curled up with her. Misty nestled Emma's head to her breast and stroked her hair some more.
"I think my butt hasn't closed yet," Emma whispered.
"I warned you."
"You might really have ruined my ass."
"Oh, Em, if I ever do, you'll know." Misty kissed Emma on the head. "You'll close back up again. Don't worry about that."
"Hope so."
"Know so."
Misty kept playing with Emma's hair, soothing her and getting her breathing down to soft and even. She almost thought Emma was going to fall asleep, which she wouldn't mind.
"Hey, Misty?" Emma said.
"Yeah?"
"I'm sorry I didn't untie you."
"That's ok."
"You were just so cute and sexy and embarrassed."
"And you like that, don't you?"
"Kinda, yeah. You're so confident most of the time. I like when you're flustered."
"So you keep telling me."
"Well it's true. But anyway, I probably shouldn't have just made you run around bottomless like that."
Misty shrugged. "It's fine. I was with you. And you're kinda right, I mostly don't mind people seeing me, or being a bit naughty. It just throws me off a bit when I don't get to make the choice."
"You go super red sometimes."
"Oh hush."
"And your cock gets all big and precummy."
"Hush, Em. I get it. Yes, I get pretty horny over it. And yeah, maybe it was exciting today."
"Really? I thought you might just be pretending to hate it, and you--"
"I didn't hate it, but I wasn't pretending." Misty booped Emma's nose. "Next time you do something like that to me, you best be ready to take your clothes off too. Then we'll see how keen you are on it."
"That's not fair. I'm shy!"
"So am I."
"Are not."
"Am too."
"Not like me."
Misty smiled crookedly. "Em, I don't know if you've noticed, but you're not even as shy as you think you are. It might be 'cause I corrupted you, but either way you're definitely not."
"Oh. Huh. Shit. Yeah, you might be right. I guess I have been changing some lately, huh."
"I'll say."
Emma shrugged and curled up tighter against Misty. "I guess that's good," she said while failing to hold back a yawn.
"Yeah," Misty said. "I'd say it is."
****
Misty and Emma worked at clearing out their new club room over the next few school days. There was a lot of junk to be moved, and not so many convenient places to store it, but they did their best. Ms. Kindle had some ideas about storage places or closets, and occasionally just classrooms of teachers who annoyed her and she though it would be funny to dump a few boxes of random crap on. Since they had too many desks and chairs taking up space, the girls also started sneaking a single set into nearby classrooms, sowing extremely minor chaos among teachers who were quite certain they'd had one less desk the day before.
They stayed late after school a few times, since it was the best and easiest time for moving things through the halls without being questioned. It was also a good time for naughty fun, which rather impeded their schedule.
"What do you think?" Misty asked as they returned to their room from yet another delivery mission. "Another trip or two, then call it?"
"Yeah, I think so. I'm getting kinda worn out," Emma said, rubbing her arm.
"Me too. Let's get something light."
"Ok."
Emma shut the door behind them as they returned, which Misty thought was weird since they'd just be leaving again. She didn't pay it too much thought until she picked up her selected box and found Emma still just standing there watching her.
"What's up?" Misty asked.
"Well... maybe we should just do one more trip."
"Sure. Fine by me."
"And maybe... maybe you could be naked?"
Misty sighed and put down her box. She tried to ignore Emma's hopeful smile. "You couldn't have picked something different to love doing to me? It had to be embarrassing me?"
"I love other things." Emma bit her lip and shifted her weight from foot to foot. "I love lots of things with you. But I just keep imagining you walking down the hall with nothing on, all red and flustered and nervous. And your cute little butt scurrying ahead trying to get to cover."
"You meanie."
"You're so cute when you're embarrassed."
"So you claim." Misty shook her head. "But once was enough, wasn't it? At least when we were with Ms. Kindle I didn't have to worry about getting expelled or something."
"You wouldn't be!"
"You don't know that."
"No one will even see."
"Says you. We're not the only ones here, you know. Just 'cause it's quiet doesn't mean it's deserted."
"I know. We'll be careful."
Misty folded her arms. "We sure will be careful. Careful not to get naked in school."
"Um...."
"Naked in school in the hall, I mean. Not wandering around like idiots. Obviously we're gonna get naked some places."
"Ah, ok, good." Emma bit her lip again. "But, uh, you kinda have to get naked now."
"I very much don't."
"Well, but, remember our bet?"
Misty started to respond, then stopped. "Oh no."
Emma nodded eagerly. "You said! You said anything I wanted."
"Oh no."
"You did!"
"Oh god I did. This is seriously what you're gonna use that for?"
"Well it has to be something you wouldn't just do normally, otherwise what's the point?"
"But... but...."
Emma flashed a big, wide-eyed pout. "Please?"
Misty groaned. "Not fair."
"Pweeeaase?"
"Stop that!"
Emma sauntered closer, clasping her hands behind her back innocently and fighting the smile that marred her 'innocent schoolgirl' facade.
"Pwease, Misty. For me?"
"So unfair," Misty repeated. She took a deep breath. "If I do this--"
"Yes?" Emma said quickly.
"If I do... you'd have to do it with me."
It was a last ditch effort not to have to run naked through the halls. Or worse, have to walk slowly while carrying things. Misty had the sense she wasn't getting out of it. She was dreading the inevitable, while also fighting the thrill and arousal of being made to potentially expose herself in such an uncontrolled way. Basically anyone could stumble upon them. There was no way of knowing. Misty was much, much happier knowing exactly who was going to be looking at or playing with her. In fact, that was probably when she was at her very happiest, having someone fun to be sexy and naughty with.
In spite of her fears and anxieties, Misty's cock pressed hard against her the confines of her panties and jeans. She had someone fun to be sexy and naughty with. Someone who was getting to be far naughtier these days than Misty had anticipated. Someone who might actually push her well-stretched boundaries even further. She might not want to do a naked walk through school, but somehow she was getting all horny and fluttery at the idea that Emma would make her do it anyway. And maybe, just maybe, she kind of hoped that it would happen. That she'd have to do it.
Emma finally nodded, having made up her mind. "That seems fair."
"Really? You're going to?"
Emma was already pulling off her shirt. "If I want you to, I should be willing to do it too."
"You're not scared?"
"Misty, I'm terrified."
"You are?"
"Of course." Emma brought Misty's hand to her chest. Her heart was pounding. Misty had to resist the urge to fondle her some more with her hand already there. "But it's ok. You've made me be brave ever since I met you. Lots of people have seen me, and it's always been fine. And even if it wasn't... it'd be ok as long as I'm with you."
A long shiver went through Misty. She felt herself melt a little at the look of pure trust and adoration Emma was giving her. "Dammit, don't say that. You're gonna do things to me. I don't need wobbly legs if I gotta make it to that closet and back."
"I mean it. I'd do anything with you."
"Including show off for the whole school," Misty grumbled as she pulled off her own top.
"I mean, going to the showers that first time basically felt like it. And that wasn't so bad."
"No, it shouldn't be. Those girls are all pretty cool."
"Maybe everyone would be. Maybe we should--"
"Whatever you're about to say, please don't. At least not until we see how this goes."
"Yeah. That's fair."
Emma got naked first, and stood fidgeting while waiting for Misty. They were both hard in anticipation of what they were about to do, which Misty felt only made it more embarrassing. It was an admission of the horny little thing she was, which was fair enough, but if anyone saw them she didn't really want that fact broadcast. Although they were going to be naked regardless, so maybe it wasn't super relevant how hard they were.
Emma picked up a box. "Ready?"
Misty grabbed her own box. "Yeah," she sighed. "Let's do it." She nodded toward the door. "You first."
Emma grinned. "Scaredy cat." The door swung open with a faint squeak, and Emma poked her head out to check their surroundings. "All clear."
"For now, maybe."
Still, there was indeed no one to be seen. Emma waited impatiently for Misty to join her in the middle of the hall, then they both set off side by side for their destination.
Misty kept eyeing Emma as they walked, and Emma did the same in return. They were both naked somewhere they should very much be clothed, somewhere Misty felt no sense of control over at all. Not even Ms. Kindle with them to make Misty feel like they'd probably be alright. All that fear of the unknown, all that helpless exposure, it was all funneling into other parts of her. Into her arousal, mainly. Being naked with Emma would have made her horny as fuck anyway, but out here it was a whole different beast.
"What if I get too horny?" Misty asked. "What if I bent you over and pounded you right here?"
Emma turned her head with big, adoring eyes. "That'd be ok."
"Yeah? What about tomorrow, when everyone's all making their way to class?"
Emma bit her lip hard. "Oh wow."
"And literally everyone saw."
"Oh god."
"And they'd all know what a little slut you are. We both are."
Emma's eyes rolled back for a second. "It'd be ok. You'd be there."
"Wait, you want them to, don't you? You want everyone to see."
"No, I--"
"You're getting off on it."
"I'm not!"
"You are. You just want to show off for everyone, get pounded for anyone who wants to watch." Misty grinned as she watched Emma squirm. "Is this just a practice run."
"I'm not that bad," Emma said with a bright red face. "I think it's hot, but I'm not nearly brave enough for any of that."
"You said you would if I was there."
"Yeah. And I meant it. 'Cause you make everything ok." Emma's eyes were even bigger and shinier than ever. "I mean it. If you really wanted something, I'd do just about anything."
"Stop saying that. You'll make me want to test it."
"Well... I'm kinda safe anyway, 'cause you're secretly a scaredy cat."
Misty gasped in mock offense. Emma giggled, releasing some tension from her shoulders.
"You wouldn't really saunter out and bend over when everyone's around, would you?" Misty asked.
"Hell no. You'd have to drag me. But... thinking about you making me is super hot."
"You little tease. Trying to make me think I'm the prude all of a sudden, huh?"
Emma pouted. "You saying I'm a prude?"
"You were. Kinda. Weren't you?"
"Well... shy for sure. I don't know about a prude."
"You're not shy anymore."
"Nah, I still am. Just not nearly so bad. And I like when you get shy too, 'cause then I feel like maybe I'm not hardly shy at all. Anything that gets you embarrassed can't be something to feel bad about being nervous over."
"You still nervous right now?"
"A little. But, like, there's no one around. We're naked, hard, nowhere to hide... and there's just no one."
"You were hoping otherwise?"
"I dunno. Maybe a close call or something. Then we'd be all anxious and giggly, and it'd be so hot once we got back to safety."
"You're crazy, Em."
"Thanks."
They dropped off their boxes and spent a furious couple minutes making out, all naked and horny from their walk. Misty halfway wanted to push Emma up against the wall and give her the good fucking she deserved, but it was better to wait. Just a little bit saner to get back to their room first.
They held hands as they started their return journey. Misty smiled at feeling Emma's fingers intertwined with hers and gave a little squeeze. Emma looked at her and smiled in that special way that melted Misty so.
"Let's go this way," Emma said as they reached an intersection.
"Why? That's a longer route."
"Yeah. But my locker's this way and I want to get something."
"It can't wait?"
Emma grinned. "Scaredy cat."
"I just want to get you back so I can wreck your ass like you deserve for this silly little excursion."
"Promises, promises."
"I mean it! You're getting it for this!"
"That's what you said last time, and it barely even ached anymore by the next day. Not hardly wrecking much of anything, were you?"
Misty frowned. "You saying I haven't been rough enough with you?"
"No. It's perfect. Just... your threats aren't all that worrisome."
"We can change that."
Emma only smiled and kept walking, following her cock straight ahead. Misty let go of her hand and dropped back a few steps to watch Emma's cute butt swaying, as well as her cock rolling back and forth with each movement of her hips. Emma looked back with flushed cheeks, knowing exactly what Misty was doing, and put an extra little oomph in her walk for Misty's viewing pleasure. It was hard to believe she was the same innocent futa who'd formerly refused to let anyone see her naked at all. Now she'd walk down the halls of school without a stitch of clothing, swinging her hips like a seductive pro for Misty to drool over.
They arrived at Emma's locker, somehow without running into anyone. Misty was feeling more confident and in control after such a lack of disaster, but was still vigilant about watching for anyone approaching. She leaned up against the locker next to Emma's while waiting.
"You gonna open it or what?" Misty asked.
"I, uh, can't remember the combination."
"What? How did you forget?"
"I didn't forget. Just... my mind's too wound up. I can't think."
"Well you better go quick. Someone's coming."
Emma jumped and whirled her head back and forth. "Where? What? I don't... oh." She stopped and took a deep breath when she saw the big smile on Misty's face. "That's not funny."
"Yes it is. This is all your fault, remember. You didn't have to be out here naked and vulnerable. It was entirely your choice."
"Well, yeah, but the idea is not to be seen."
"Then you've made a questionable decision to forget your combination and get yourself stuck here."
"Not on purpose!"
Emma took another breath and started to turn her lock's dial. Misty couldn't help herself and leaned in to nibble on Emma's ear in a very distracting way.
"Cut it ooouuuttt," Emma whined.
"Just imagine if you'd tried this early in the morning," Misty whispered. "Before anyone was here. And your clothes were all in your locker. But you can't get in, and you're stuck here while our classmates trickle in."
"Stop!"
"You get some curious looks. Some stop and stare at you. All naked and horny and frustrated, tugging desperately at the lock. Getting all red. Knowing that every single set of eyes going past is taking a good look."
"Mistyyy!"
"Everyone's checking you out. And whispering. Some are clearly intrigued. Thinking their naughty thoughts about you."
"They aren't!"
"They are. Some are getting bolder. Walking close and 'accidentally' brushing their hands against you as they go past. Over your bare skin. Grabbing your butt. Maybe reaching around for-- mmph!"
Emma pounced on Misty, pushing her hard up against the lockers. She kissed her fiercely, unwaveringly, pressing her throbbing cock to Misty's tummy and smearing it with precum.
"So mean," Emma breathed.
"Just saying," Misty said. "It's a good thing you didn't do that."
"You'd love it. You'd just stand there and let me suffer."
"I'd step in!" Misty shrugged. "Eventually."
"Uh huh."
"I would. I'd tell all the boys to stop playing with you. You're my toy!"
"How sweet of you."
"But maybe they could still watch while I sucked you off."
"Of course."
Misty slowly dropped to her knees and licked the tip of Emma's cock. She got a tongueful of precum in the process, and held it in her mouth for a moment to savour it. "Think about it," she said. "Boys pulling cocks out, girls with hands down their pants, all watching you, waiting for you to get sucked off in front of them."
"You forgot girls pulling cocks out."
"Yeah, maybe some of that too." Misty grinned up at Emma. "And they'd all be rubbing themselves while watching you."
Misty punctuated her last thought by impaling her throat on Emma's hard, twitching cock. She bounced her head back and forth as quickly as she could while her throat was still adjusting, wondering how long it would take Emma to cum. She was rather disappointed when Emma pulled away, emptying her mouth with a slick pop and a trail of messy saliva.
"Not here," Emma said.
"You don't wanna cum all over me and make me walk back like that?"
"Well... yeah, I do. Would you actually let me?"
"Nah. I'd probably swallow it. I'm naked enough as it is without being messy too."
"Tease."
"That's me." Misty beckoned Emma closer again, but Emma stayed where she was, dancing from foot to foot.
"Seriously," Emma said. "Let's go back."
"Nervous all of a sudden?"
"The whole time. But no. Not that. Something else."
"Ooh. Intriguing." Misty climbed to her feet. "Alright. Let's go then."
They headed off at a brisk walking pace. Misty's head was full of curiousity about what was going on in Emma's. Something naughty, she thought. But she wasn't sure what. Presumably Emma was deep in thought too, because neither of them was watching out at all when they rounded a corner straight into a boy and girl who were headed the opposite way.
All four of the them stopped and froze. Misty and Emma went bright red, and the other pair weren't that far behind on the colour spectrum. A moment of pure silence passed. Misty felt her body being looked over, which was fair enough really, and she in turn examined the couple who'd accidentally caught them.



Rather typically for Misty, once the inevitable had happened, it wasn't so bad as she'd feared. The boy and girl were as shocked and embarrassed as she and Emma were, if not more so, and were rather cute in their awkward uncertainty. That was enough for Misty to regain confidence and smile at the pair staring at them.
"Hey there," Misty said brightly. "We lost our clothes. Have you seen them?"
Emma belatedly squeaked, covered her face with both hands, and rushed past. Misty watched her butt as she scurried away. As, she noted, did the boy. The girl was still staring at Misty.
"You have cocks," the girl said in a mixture of curiousity, surprise, and awe.
"Well spotted," Misty said, patting her on the shoulder as she went by. "Gold star for you. Excuse me, won't you? I best catch up now."
She deliberately didn't look back, though for fun she swung her hips far more than necessary as she walked away, just in case she was still being watched. It was funny how much less she minded being seen once it had happened. It was the before that sometimes got her. The unknown of it all.
Emma was waiting in the club room, still panting slightly from her race back and embarrassment over being caught naked in the halls. Misty closed the door and sauntered up to her.
"You were right. That was fun."
Emma tried to glare, but was too horny and embarrassed to pull it off well. "Hush, you."
"You were quite adorable running away like that."
Emma groaned. "I can't believe we got seen."
"Yes you can. It was bound to happen sooner or later."
"How come you're not all red."
Misty grinned. "You know me. I'm a bit of an exhibitionist once I get going."
"Well it's no fun getting you going then. Shoulda kept it shorter."
"Probably," Misty agreed, stepping close and pushing Emma's hair back. "On the other hand, I'm super horny now and ready to do lots of fun things with you. Or to you."
"You always are anyway."
"True." Misty grinned wickedly. "Wanna cover me in cum for real? That blowjob's still on the table."
"Um... actually...."
"Yes?"
"Do you think I could maybe, like, do your butt instead?"
Misty's eyes lit up as Emma's request sank in. "You really want to?"
"Yeah. I thought it could be fun if we were all worked up already. 'Cause, like, Saphira's right, it's never gonna be a perfect time for it. But maybe for us... maybe this is kinda perfect. In a sense."
Misty kissed Emma fiercely. "It's always a perfect time as far as I'm concerned."
"You don't say."
"I do say!" Misty whipped her head around, scanning the room. "Not many options yet. Wanna bend me over the old teacher's desk or something?"
Emma grinned crookedly. "You have a bit of a thing for those desks, huh?"
"I wouldn't say that. It's just convenient, is all."
"Sure. Right. That's all."
"It is!"
Misty turned and sauntered over to the desk, ass swaying just as seductively as possible, and slowly bent herself over it. She wasn't lying, it genuinely was the most convenient spot right now. Their plans for the room hadn't yet had chances to materialize. But, too, Emma knew her well enough to know that there was more to it. Misty kind of liked imagining Emma as a hot, dominant teacher bending her over in class. Maybe in front of a whole, shocked roomful of their classmates.
Misty shivered as her imagination ran a little too wild. Her cock throbbed at the thought of being put on such lewd and public display. She wouldn't want to actually test her limits like that, not without being somehow even hornier and more desperate than she already was, but daydreaming about it was still kind of a thrill.
There wasn't much time for imagination before Emma caught up to her. Misty cooed in surprise and delight as Emma immediately grabbed big handfuls of her ass, both squeezing and spreading.
"Ooh, you are turned on, aren't you?" Misty said.
"I told you I was."
"So you did. Gonna really give it to me?" Misty asked hopefully.
Emma just growled deep in her throat in response. She pressed her cock to Misty's bum, laying it across her asshole and slowly grinding back and forth.
Misty moaned and squirmed at the feel of Emma rubbing so intimately on her. Emma's movements had a slight involuntary feel to them, like her body had decided for her that she absolutely needed to be fucking right goddamn now.
"I want to eat you out first," Emma said while still massaging Misty's butt with hands and cock, "but I also really, really want to just be inside you."
Misty bit her lip, her eyes rolling back at the need in her girlfriend's voice. "Do it. Fill me up. Get some lube and just shove it in. Do it!"
Emma only reluctantly tore herself away long enough to find lube. Misty watched over her shoulder as Emma nakedly and overexcitedly tried to locate a bottle for use, her nerves betraying her and making her thoughts and movements all scattered and ineffective. It delayed their sex, but was adorable and weirdly kind of hot--probably something to do with Emma showing off her ass and hard cock so much as she rummaged through Misty's bag--so it kind of worked out.
Upon her return, lube triumphantly in hand, Emma gave her cock a quick and vigourous rub down, getting it all slick and shiny, before turning back to Misty's bum. Emma drizzled lube down Misty's butt crack and rubbed it in to her little hole, rather aggressively spreading it inside with a pair of fingers.
It was only getting more exciting for Misty with every moment of delay and every rough fingering or groping from Emma. She so badly wanted to take hold of Emma and shove her cock in for her, but instead kept a white-knuckled grip on the edges of the desk beneath her. It was Emma's first time, after all, the first chance she'd have to experience being inside someone's butt. Misty's butt. Her very first time. She was rushed enough as it was, and it just wouldn't do to try and hurry it along any faster.
Emma discarded the bottle of lube and pressed eagerly to Misty's slippery butthole. She had enough force behind her initial setup that she threatened to shove her way right in, but didn't quite go for it. It probably would have hurt a little, but also would have been hot enough to make up for that, so Misty wasn't sure whether to be relieved or not.
"Do it," Misty breathed, wiggling her bum enticingly.
Emma pressed hard again, but still not quite hard enough to penetrate. She was holding back.
"You won't hurt me," Misty encouraged. "I can take it."
"Oh I know. I've seen you." Emma took a firm grip on Misty's ass with both hands and spread it wide. "I just really like the view."
Misty giggled and reached back to hold her ass lewdly spread for Emma. "Naughty girl."
"Just the way you taught me."
"Mmhm."
With her hands free, Emma took hold of herself and slowly pushed inside Misty. Both girls gasped and moaned and tried their best to hold it together as Emma's cock slid inside Misty's butt for the very first time.
"You're so tight," Emma said. "Squeezing my cock so nicely."
"Pretty great, isn't it?"
"Uh huh."
Misty squirmed a bit and massaged Emma's cock with tactical flexes of her anal muscles as it continued to press inward. "I want you inside me. All the way. Fill me up."
"Oh god, I want to." Emma gave another little thrust. "I don't know if I can."
"I can take it, Em. Go harder if you want."
"I'm just afraid I'll cum too soon."
Misty giggled insanely. "So do it. Cum whenever you want to. I don't mind."
"I mind! I feel like such a newb."
"You are a newb. So that makes sense."
"Gee, thanks."
Misty wiggled her bum. "Not a bad thing. Just means you'll get better later. Don't worry so much about this time."
"Yeah, I guess. That's kinda what your sister said too."
"Mmhm. She knows a thing or two."
Emma grabbed firm handfuls of Misty's ass and spread it wider. Misty cooed as she felt Emma's cock slide deeper inside, then pouted as Emma pulled out again.
There was clearly a battle going on inside Emma between wanting to fuck Misty as hard and deep as she could, and not wanting to cum too quickly before she could actually get as deep as possible. Misty continued to encourage her to do whatever she wanted, both verbally and non, since it was her first time trying it. Mainly it was about Emma enjoying herself, Misty felt, and it would be better if she didn't stress herself out about doing it right.
Fortunately, Emma's horniness took over more and more, and she quickly shed her hesitance and self-control. She started fucking harder, working to satisfy her needs rather than trying to 'get it right.' Her movements lost some of their control, and her rhythm was a little jerky. Misty found it adorable, and encouraged it by pushing back against Emma's thrusts.
Emma's hips finally slapped against Misty's butt as she managed to fully bury herself. She kept thrusting, kept pounding away with growing confidence and continued lack of coordination. She had enthusiasm and an eager desire to pound Misty, but wasn't yet able to add focus and dexterity to the mix.
The sounds of their skin slapping together gradually grew more and more rhythmic. Emma found a pace that worked, a good angle, and the right length for her thrusts. She didn't quite hold it all together for any amount of time, but she was getting better.
Misty relaxed and enjoyed getting her bum pounded. Emma wasn't as big or forceful as she was used to, and it was a very nice change of pace. Getting absolutely stuffed and railed was fun and all, but it also tended to make her a bit sore and achy, and could feel like quite a bit more work. Emma was so much easier to take. So much more smooth and manageable, while still hitting those fun internal spots and giving her ass that workout that she loved so much. It was ideal, really.
Then, too, it had never really meant anything before. Family was fun to play with, but they were family, still. Girls in the shower, or Ms. Kindle, they were fun, but there wasn't any emotional connection there. Actually getting fucked in the butt by her girlfriend was new and exciting for Misty, though she wasn't sure if Emma would really understand that or not.
"Damn you feel goood," Misty moaned.
"It doesn't hurt or anything, does it?"
"No, baby. I can take whatever you give me. Do what you want. Use me."
Emma groaned, somewhere halfway between arousal and despair. "Don't talk like that. I'm so close already."
Misty grinned wickedly, even though Emma couldn't see it. "That's what I want, Em. I want your cum all filling me up. I want to get that very first butt load from you. I want it all. All that hot, sexy cum making a mess inside me. Making me-- ooh!"
Misty got exactly what she wanted, quicker than she anticipated. Though, really, she'd had plenty of warning. Emma kept pumping away as her cock spewed exquisitely thick cum all up inside Misty, deep in her happy, happy bum.
"Ooh, that's it," Misty continued after her surprised pause. "Damn that's good."
Emma stopped fucking Misty and buried herself as deep as possible for the last of her orgasm, ensuring cum filled as far up into Misty as she could reach.
"Holy fuck," Emma breathed as she fell on top of Misty, her boobies becoming soft cushions between their bodies. "That was... intense."
"Good, right?"
"So good."
"A fun first time?"
"So fun."
"And you want to do it again, yeah?"
Misty could practically hear the beaming smile on Emma's lips.
"So badly."
"Good."
Misty shifted a bit to see if it would disturb Emma's rest, but no dice. She mentally shrugged and settled herself right where she was, bent over a desk in their room in the school, naked and still full of her girlfriend's cock, supporting Emma's weight until she decided to get up again. It was a weirdly nice feeling, somehow comforting. She couldn't remember anyone else ever just collapsing on her like that after sex, getting to feel their warmth and the pressure of their body in the afterglow. Not so fully and not for so indefinite a time, at any rate.
Better still, Emma didn't get all soft and slide out of her. If anything, it felt like Emma wasn't softening at all. Her beautifully hard cock continued to keep Misty's ass stretched and filled, even as they cuddled in their unique, post-first-time kind of way.
"Hey, babe?" Misty said. "You think you're going to get off me soon?"
"No," Emma said lazily. "I don't think so."
The answer actually gave Misty another shot of good feels in her tummy. "No?"
"No."
"Oh."
Emma pushed some of Misty's hair away so she could nibble on her ear from behind. "I loved that so much."
Misty giggled. "Yeah, I got that."
"And... and I'm pretty sure I love you. Like... love, love. Like... you know."
Misty's eyes went wide. "You do?"
"I... I do. Is that ok?"
"You goof, that's more than ok." Misty squirmed, but was still trapped. All she really accomplished was rubbing their naked, somewhat sweaty bodies together more. "I love you too."
Emma nuzzled happily at Misty's shoulder. "Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"So you're definitely not still mad at me for the hallway thing, then."
"Of course not. I mean, I'll have to get you back, but I'm not hardly mad." Misty found Emma's hand and entwined their fingers together. "There really isn't anyone else I'd run the halls naked with," she continued softly. "Maybe Saphy, if she convinced me. But with you... I want to try some scary things sometimes, if you want to. It feels right. And not so scary as it maybe should."
"Aw, me too. Except, you know, I think way more scares me than it does you."
"True."
"But it's way less already. And... and I want you to show me more stuff. Together."
"Of course together, Em."
"Good."
Emma's hips gave a little back and forth movement. Both girls sighed happily at the feeling. Their bodies had adjusted to being still, and the renewal of motion had a fresh novelty to it, even just with small thrust.
"Do you think... could I go again?" Emma asked.
"Babe, you don't need to ask that. I'm all yours. Whenever you want."
"Whenever I--"
"Ok, whoa, before you get too excited, not in the middle of school or something. Not where everyone would see and we'd get in trouble and shit."
"I wasn't thinking that."
"Sure you weren't." Misty grinned. "But if we're alone... yeah, whenever. My ass is yours, Em. Or my cock. Or anything."
"Provided someone else doesn't get there first," Emma amended sagely.
"Well... yeah, you might have to fight for it sometimes." Misty shrugged. "But... you know."
"Yeah, I know."
Emma pushed herself upright and took a firm hold of Misty's ass. She spread Misty's cheeks as she pulled halfway out, then shoved her cock back in.
"Ooh, that's it, Em," Misty cooed. "Give it to me harder this time."
"Yeah? You want it harder?"
"Mmhm."
"You wanna be pounded?"
"Yes please!"
Emma gave another couple test thrusts, then a nearly full length one, slamming most of her cock back into Misty in one rough push.
"Mmm, yes, babe," Misty hissed.
Misty yelped in surprise rather than pain as Emma smacked her bottom sharply a few times, then went back to long, deep thrusts into her bum.
Misty's downward hanging erection bounced in time with Emma's increasingly hard thrusts. She felt thick strands of precum land on her own legs. She was pretty ridiculously horny and needed a release in the near future. If Emma kept going the way she was, a good butt-fucking might just do the trick.
The girls settled into a nice rhythm as Emma's hips slapped harder and harder against Misty's ass. She pistoned her firm, slippery cock in and out of Misty in a way that some of the larger dicks she'd taken just couldn't maintain without starting to hurt. Misty loved her family, but it was nice having someone her own age to fuck, for reasons of physical practicality as well as the deeper sexual and emotional bond.
The sounds of their enthusiastic fucking covered the sound of the door opening behind them, and Misty only noticed someone had entered with the follow-up sound of the door closing. She had a brief moment of odd clarity where she thought maybe she should panic, but as often happened once she got sufficiently aroused, her sense of embarrassment took a firm back seat.
Honestly, sometimes she wasn't sure why she got embarrassed at all, since it wasn't like she minded being naked or having sexy times in front of people. It was the not knowing that got her.
Whoever had intruded stayed out of Misty's line of sight long enough for her to start worrying in spite of getting her ass all nicely pounded. But, too, that slight sense of uncertainty just made her insides send more thrills up her spine, and her balls ache a little harder for release. She was such a mess of contradictions sometimes.
Misty breathed a sigh of relief when Saphira finally walked around in front of her, revealing herself not to be a stranger at all, which only made sense given her lack of immediate reaction when she entered.
"Well well," Saphira said calmly as she crouched down in front of Misty, "you two are sure having a good time in here."
"Hey, Saphy," Misty said. She grunted as Emma filled her butt particularly hard. "What are you doing here already?"
"Already? I've been waiting for you to drive you two home. No answers to my texts or nothing."
"Oh... is it that late?"
"Yep."
"Huh."
"I know. Where does the time go when you're having fun." Saphira took Misty's chin in her hand and gave her a tender, sisterly, lightly-tonguing kiss.
"Do we need to go?" Emma asked, whining slightly at the idea of having to exit Misty's butt already.
"No, Emma," Saphira said as she stood. "I wouldn't dream of interrupting what I imagine is one of your very first times fucking my sister's ass."
"Either first or second," Misty said. "Depending on how you count it."
Saphira grinned. "Well isn't that sweet. Finally got there, huh?"
Saphira walked back out of Misty's sight. There was some whispering between her and Emma, then all of a sudden Emma stopped fucking her. Misty frowned, but had no time to truly get annoyed before two sets of hands grabbed her and rolled her onto her back, pushing her farther up onto the desk, all while still attached to Emma's cock. Feeling her ass spin around it was kind of nice, actually, though usually impractical.
Emma resumed fucking Misty's butt, now gazing deep into her eyes as she did so. It was a much nicer angle for staring at each other. Emma looked so damn cute as she bit her lip and pounded away at Misty's bum.
All the precum leaking from Misty's hard cock was now splattering on her tummy and tits. Her erection was waving around in the air, and actually came between her and Emma as Emma pushed her legs back, pinning them out of the way.
If not for Saphira's influence, Misty would have assumed it was a show of dominance from Emma. Or something like that. As it was, she got all the cozy feelings of being pinned down and fucked while gazing into her lover's eyes, while still appreciating Emma's adorable innocence and lust.
Saphira watched for a moment, a bulge starting to show prominently in her pants. She casually began ditching clothes while staring at Misty with a look her sister knew so very well.
"You don't mind, do you?" Saphira asked, looking at Emma.
Emma gazed blankly at Saphira without missing a beat on her bum-pounding. Then, as Saphira got down to her panties and bra, her massive developing erection threatening to tear her underwear became a pretty obvious clue.
"Oh. Oh sure, yeah. We made you wait. It'd be only polite."
Misty giggled at the thought of her sister's big cock getting jammed in her face, and it being 'only polite'. Emma wasn't wrong, exactly, but just the way she said it, like it was all so obvious. Misty truly had been a thoroughly corrupting influence on her.



Misty's giggles stopped as Saphira laid her cock across her face. Misty obediently opened her mouth wide, even though at first Saphira only teased her with the still-increasing weight of her cock. Saphira dragged it back and forth, running her shaft and balls past Misty's lips, and only allowing her to get a taste by sticking out her pink little tongue.
Saphira leaned forward to casually play with Misty's tits. She stopped long enough for Misty to catch one of her balls and suck on it a bit, but even that didn't last long.
Happily, Saphira's next move was to pull back, place the tip of her cock at Misty's mouth, and slowly push inside in a well-practiced maneuver. Misty's throat opened up nicely for her sister, taking the full length of her and bulging rather obscenely in the process.
Misty couldn't see Emma anymore, but her ass was getting an increased workout as she took Saphira's cock all the way down her throat. The harder slapping of Emma's hips against her was, Misty assumed, directly related to her sister's involvement. Either non-verbal encouragement, or maybe just horniness.
It was lovely, whatever the case. Getting her bum nicely wrecked by her loving girlfriend while her horny big sister filled up her throat... what more could a girl ask for?
Her throbbing cock reminded Misty what else she was forgetting. Her balls ached in a deliciously needy way, but that could turn painful if neglected too long. She really should get a nice cum in, but she didn't want to stop the fun just for something mundane like that. So what if her naughty bits were a bit sore afterward? That was a fun reminder sometimes. Usually it was her ass being sore later that marked a good time, but allowances could be made for somewhere else getting a turn.
Misty had to focus on breathing as Saphira ramped up her pace to nearly match Emma's. Misty's throat couldn't take quite the pounding her stretchy, versatile ass could, nevermind that Saphira was that much bigger than Emma, but Saphira was giving it a good attempt anyway.
Misty's face got messy with spit and precum as she gagged and choked on her sister's big dick. She imagined her little bumhole was a similar sexy disaster with the rough treatment it was getting. Especially having been filled with cum once already.
Saphira gently traced her fingers down Misty's chin and throat, pausing to feel her own cock making Misty's throat bulge in and out. She kept going and slipped both hands to her sister's tits, caressing and toying with Misty's chest while plowing her mouth.
"She needs to cum," Saphira said. "Play with her cock some."
Emma's reactions were slow. Misty could only imagine how dazed and overwhelmed her girlfriend was probably feeling by now. She couldn't see anything past Saphira's balls swinging back and forth past her eyes, but the way Emma was giving it to her and her slow reaction to anything else were both very suggestive.
Misty moaned loudly around her sister's cock as Emma finally moved a hand from her leg. At first Emma went for Misty's balls, giving them a feel and probably noting how full and ready to burst they were. Emma was quicker after that to move to Misty's shaft and start properly stroking her.
"Oh wow, she's twitching so much," Emma said in an awed tone.
"She likes it," Saphira said. "No, she loves it." She gave Misty's nipples a gentle pinch. "Don't ya, sis?"
"Mmmmhmmmm."
"You love getting pounded like this. Stretched and filled from both ends. All slutty and happy."
"Mmmmhmm!"
Though in fact, it was more than that. Sure the sheer physical naughtiness was fun, but getting teamed up on the way she was by two of the people she loved most in the world made it sooo much better. Her sexy big sis, and her adorable and no-longer-so-innocent girlfriend.
Misty's cock throbbed, and her balls ached. She was getting so very close. Emma was only distractedly jerking her off, since she had butt pounding as her main focus. It was enough, though. Between getting her cock stroked and her throat and bum lovingly wrecked, Misty was going to explode.
"Mmmmmmph!"
"Love it when you moan around my cock like that," Saphira cooed. "But you know we can't understand."
Emma, having a slightly better grasp on things in more ways than one, tilted her head. "I think Misty's gonna cum."
"Mmhm!"
Misty's whole insides felt like they were going to shoot out her cock for the first few bursts. Her balls pulsed hard, shooting a much-needed load of hot cum through her shaft and into the air. Most of it landed right back on top of her, coating her smooth, flushed skin in gooey ropes that soon melded and became one big mess all over her.
"Good girl," Saphira said approvingly. "Want some more?"
Not waiting for an answer, not that she'd get much of one, Saphira pounded Misty's throat a little harder for a moment, then sighed happily and released a nice cum load of her own into Misty's tummy. She slowly pulled back with every spurt so that Misty had to do more and more work swallowing the thick, yummy cum, and eventually it was shot right into her mouth, bathing her tongue in her sister's sexy flavour.
The last of Saphira's orgasm came as she pulled out, aimed her cock, and added to the mess Misty had already made of herself, ensuring mainly that her tits got a nice thick glazing.
Emma's offering was only just behind Saphira's. Misty's ass got filled even more full as a second load of cum was added to the first.
Misty purred happily at the feeling of her bum being made even more of a cum dump than before, while at the same time her own cock still twitched and refused to give up just yet, and the last of Saphira's mess landed cheekily on her face and in her hair.
At the very end, Emma took a cue from Saphira and pulled out to douse Misty just a little more. She was the last one cumming, and hers was streaked on top of the rest of it, though it was almost immediately indistinguishable amidst the sexy and very naughty cummy coating.
Emma and Saphira took a long moment afterward to survey their work. Misty smiled and let them stare. She knew what she looked like, and given who was looking, she'd let them appreciate it as long as they wanted so she could bask in the attention the whole time.
Saphira finally padded over to Emma and patted her shoulder. "Very nice job."
Emma blushed. "Thanks?"
"Mind if I get a pic of the happy occasion?"
"Um... ok. I guess. Not to show anyone though, right?"
"Of course not. Just for my private records. So to speak."
"Liar," Misty mumbled. "I know you're sending dirty pics to Ms. K."
"Ms. Kindle?" Emma asked. "Why?"
"'Cause Saphy wants to be her giiirrrlll--"
"Shush," Saphira said.
"--frrriiieeennnd," Misty finished, undeterred.
Emma giggled softly. "Well I guess it's fine if it's her. Since we've done stuff with her already and everything."
"Don't encourage her," Misty said.
"Too late!" Saphira said, pulling out her phone.
Saphira hummed to herself as she took a few pictures of Misty and Emma in the sexy aftermath, getting some selfies of herself with them as well, at the best angles she could manage. Some pictures were just her and Emma posing with a cummy, worn out Misty, but more had them miming still fucking her, and a few last ones with Misty lovingly licking both their cocks clean.
"Could I, uh, get those too?" Emma asked shyly.
"Absolutely." Saphira winked. "Gimme your number, and if you're lucky you may even get some extra fun pics along with them."
"No sending my girlfriend dick pics when you're horny," Misty said calmly as Emma pulled out of her mouth.
"No promises."
"Saphy! Bad!"
Saphira giggled. "Don't worry, li'l sis. The way she looks at you, s'not like I could ever seduce her away."
"M'not worried about that." Misty carefully sat herself upright. "But you just shouldn't be sending those to my girlfriend, is all. And I know you would."
Saphira smirked crookedly as she admired Misty's cummy, well-fucked figure. "Boundaries are important," she agreed with hardly any obvious sarcasm at all. Her eyes slid slyly over to Emma. "Don't worry," she whispered loudly, "I'll still send some interesting things. Just not dick pics."
"That's all I ask," Misty said, rolling her eyes.
Emma squirmed, unsure, but smiled back cautiously at Saphira. "Any of you and Misty?"
Saphira grinned wider. "Certainly could be. And... we can always make more. Ones where I've cleverly hidden my dick, if necessary."
"Inside Misty?"
"Of course."
Misty sighed. "Oh hush, you two. Sort out your dirty texting later, would you?"
"Whatever you say, sister dearest," Saphira said. She stepped closer and gave Misty a quick kiss on the lips, in spite of the cum drizzled over them.
Emma, too, gave Misty a cummy kiss, though she let hers linger, and afterward casually licked her bottom lip clean of the mess that she'd transferred.
Emma and Saphira began dressing. Misty watched her lovers gradually cover up until they were practically respectable. They both had some difficulty hiding the bulges of their cocks that weren't quite soft enough, though.
"How'm I gonna get dressed without ruining my clothes?" Misty wondered aloud.
The look and subsequent smirk that Emma and Saphira shared made Misty instantly regret her question.
"I guess you won't be able to," Saphira said.
"No, guess not," Emma agreed.
"Uh, no, wait. Hang on."
Saphira started piling Misty's clothes in her arms. "Have to just keep hold of these for you."
"Have to," Emma concurred.
"Guys, no, that's not funny."
"Well... kinda funny," Emma said. She slipped next to Misty and took her hand, intertwining their fingers. "And very sexy."
"No, come on, I already did this. And we got caught."
"You seemed pretty horny afterward."
"Well--"
"And I think you liked how horny it made me."
Misty bit her lip. "That's true," she admitted.
"Saphy and me'll be naked with you, if you want."
"Speak for yourself," Saphira said, still holding Misty's clothes. "I'm staying dressed."
"Well that's not very helpful."
"Tough. I've gotta drive us home. And doing that naked, while fun, is inadvisable this time of day."
Emma shrugged. "Ok, well I'll do it with you again, if you want."
"You really aren't gonna get tired of making me run naked through the school, are you?"
Emma grinned widely. "Doesn't have to just be the school." She kissed Misty again, cleaning more of her cummy lips off. "You get so adorable and embarrassed."
"For someone as slutty as my li'l sis is, she sure does get easily flustered sometimes," Saphira added.
"I just prefer picking who I have fun with," Misty said somewhat defensively. "That's all. It's normal, you weirdos."
"And yet you're the one gonna be naked cum walking through school," Saphira shot back lightly. "Who's the weirdo?"
Misty squeezed Emma's hand tight for reassurance. "Only 'cause I'm a sucker for you," she said softly.
"You looove me," Emma teased.
"Shut up."
"Well you do." Emma pushed some of Misty's hair back adoringly, found her hand came back rather cummy, and abandoned the attempt at straightening it any more. "'Sides, you're so messy no one would recognize you anyway."
"They'd recognize who I'm with, though."
"Huh. Yeah. That'd probably give you away, wouldn't it?" Emma shrugged. "Nothing I can do about that. Ready?"
"As I'll ever be."
Saphira led the way, casually carrying Misty's clothes in her arms, constantly peeking back to grin at her sister.
Misty followed, clinging tightly to Emma's hand. In spite of herself, her cock slowly rose as they walked, giving away her returning arousal that the excellent fucking she'd received should have taken care of.
She had to admit, she supposed, that even if she didn't necessarily always care for it, risky public nudity did turn her on. Especially with Emma beside her. She'd fallen pretty hard for Emma, which she was already aware of, but this was yet another reminder of that fact. When it came right down to it, Misty could probably be convinced to do most anything for her.
The halls themselves were pretty much deserted. The three naughty futas passed a couple rooms with lights on, or that otherwise seemed like they might be occupied, but as far as Misty was aware, no one noticed them.
The parking lot was a bit of a different story. There were still cars scattered around, and at least a few stragglers hanging around in various stages of leaving. Misty walked as close as she could beside Emma, and simultaneously hung in Saphira's shadow, as though somehow no one would notice the naked, cummy, very erect girl if she just hid well enough.
No one called out as they walked, and Misty didn't dare look around to see if anyone was staring. She gratefully scrambled into the back seat of Saphira's car and curled up on her side to stay low, and to try not and get too much mess all over everything.
Emma squeezed in to sit next to Misty, though she hadn't been left much room. As Saphira drove away, Emma calmly undressed and managed to cuddle up behind Misty, holding her and snuggling their naked bodies together.
"Did anyone see?" Misty finally asked.
"A couple, maybe. Hard to tell. I was mostly watching you."
"Of course you were."
"Of course I was," Emma repeated, much more genuinely.
Emma kissed and nibbled on Misty's shoulder, neck and ear. Misty couldn't stay balled up protectively forever under such conditions, and gradually unfurled at her lover's caresses.
"Am I dropping you off at your place, or are you coming home with us?" Saphira asked from the front seat.
Emma only hesitated a moment. "Better call home and say I'll be at your guys' place for a while. I feel like I'm gonna owe Misty some time with my butt after this."
"You don't owe me anything," Misty assured her. "But... yeah, you better come home with us."
Emma giggled. "Thought so." She pitched her voice lower so only Misty could hear. "Love you."
"Mmm. Love you too, my darling."
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Chapter Six: Maddison's Membership
****
Maddison padded into her brother's room, quietly shutting the door behind her. Jax was sitting cross-legged on his bed, controller in his hands, staring fixedly at the tv on his wall.
"Hey, Maddy. What's up?"
"Hey, Jax."
Maddison sat next to her brother, half-folding her legs under her. She waited patiently. Jax glanced at her curiously, then eventually paused his game.
"Something on your mind?"
Maddison nodded. "Yeah. Kinda."
"What is it?"
"Well... you remember those girls we saw the other day?"
Jax tilted his head, eyes rolling back in thought. "I assume... the naked ones?"
"Yeah."
"With the big--"
"Yeah."
"Hard to forget."
"Right?" Maddison shrugged. "Anyway, I've been hearing some rumours. Kinda asking around, actually."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. And... well...."
Maddison unfolded a piece of paper and handed it to Jax. He read it, eyes going wide almost immediately.
"No way!"
"Yes way."
"But... for real?"
"Far as I can tell."
"A futa club?"
"S'what it says."
"Like... that kind of futa?"
"What other kind is there?"
"They're just... putting these out? In school?"
"Not the only thing they're putting out in school."
"No, but, like... they're allowed?"
Maddison fidgeted. "I mean, I don't think the streaking thing is. But a club... why not? It's probably just, like, a support group or something. Y'know? 'Cause it's not exactly easy."
Jax squeezed Maddison's hand. "No. I know. You, uh, gonna go talk to them?"
"I think so. I want to. I'm kinda scared, but... they're definitely like me. I've seen way more than enough to know that. So, like, it makes sense to at least check it out, right?"
"Absolutely! You want me to go with?"
"No. I think maybe... maybe I just need to go alone. 'Cause I don't know how it all works, y'know?"
"Might be 'no boys allowed' kinda thing?"
"I mean, maybe. I dunno."
"Well I think it's great."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Ok."
Jax went back to his game. Maddison stayed where she was and just watched him play for a bit. She shifted around from time to time, not quite settling.
"Something else?" Jax asked.
"Well... I mean I wanna do it. Tomorrow. But I'm kinda, like, super anxious about it."
"Oh?"
"Got all this nervous energy going on."
Jax gave his sister a knowing smile. "Oh. It's one of those nights, is it?"
Maddison looked at him pitifully. "Please? I really need to calm down. You're the best at it. You know that."
"Hey, what are brothers for?"
Maddison grinned. "I have a few ideas."
"I bet." Jax flicked his eyes to the screen. "But, uh, I'm kinda right in the middle of something. You mind if I keep playing?"
"Of course not. But, like, that means it's not a mouth night?"
"Guess not."
"Oh good!"
"Yeah, I know, you like my butt better anyway, huh?"
"Well yeah. It's so cute and tight and cozy and... and... just the best, really." Maddison realized she was gushing and bit her lip, hoping she wasn't being too weird.
Jax flushed with awkward pride. He lay out on his tummy and went back to playing his game. Maddison grinned at him, even though he wasn't watching, and crawled around behind him.
"I need to get your pants off."
"I know."
Jax lifted his hips, but made Maddison do most of the work stripping his jeans down his legs. She didn't mind. It was kind of fun getting to unwrap her brother. It built anticipation for when she got his underwear off too and got to see her prize.
"Awww, it really is so cute," Maddison cooed. She gently put her hands on Jax's butt and spread it open a little more.
"Don't be weird. You've seen it lots."
"Not as much as I'd like."
"You'd like to see it constantly," Jax grumbled.
"... maybe."
"You should find a boyfriend for this, you know. I'm your brother. You shouldn't want this so much from me."
Maddison pouted. "But it feels so gooooddd with you. An'... an' you know I'm too shy to try finding a boyfriend. Who's gonna want a girl like me anyway?"
"Maddy, come on, you're awesome."
"I'm weird."
"That's normal. All sisters are a bit weird."
"Hey!"
"What?"
"Be more supportive."
"I'm letting you do stuff to my butt, Maddy. How much more supportive can I be?"
"Well... that's not totally selfless of you. We both know that."
"Yes it is. You need help sometimes. I'm just being a good brother."
"Uh huh. So you don't sometimes find excuses for me to play with your ass instead of you jerking or sucking me or something?"
"No way!"
"No? Your game is so important that you can't leave it on pause while you help me get off?"
"It... yes. It is."
"Nuh uh." Maddison grinned. "You know I know what you like."
"Shut up."
"I dooo." Maddison squirmed into position between Jax's legs, face just above his bum. She spread him wider and gave the cleft of his ass a long, soft lick. "I know you like that," she whispered.
Jax didn't say anything.
"Maybe some stuff is just to help me," Maddison said. "And I love you for it. But don't act like that's all it is. Like I'm the only weird one."
"I'm not weird."
"Sure you're not."
Maddison licked her brother again. And again. And again. She dragged her soft, pink tongue over his cute little butthole, stopping only to give it some loving kisses, then back to licking.
"I can feel you wiggle when I do that," she said.
"I'm not! Just... my game...."
"You're a bad liar."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh."
Maddison ate her brother's ass out for a long, long while. He might argue the point, but she knew him better than that. She knew how horny and squirmy he got just from having his ass tongued.
Jax's hips rocked so slowly it almost was noticeable. Maddison was waiting for it, though. Waiting for him to get horny enough to involuntarily hump his bed while she licked him. That plus his totally slick and slobbery bum meant he was as ready as he was going to get.
It was important to spoil Jax a little. Maddison had learned that even though he'd always be there for her and her needs, he was a lot easier to convince when she took the time to make him feel good too. It was tempting to just lube him up and pound him, but then he'd be sore for a few days, and hesitant about doing it again for even longer than that.
Whereas, with his bum luxuriously licked, kissed, and sucked on until it was practically begging for more, Jax was almost certain to have a good time overall, and far more likely to offer her his butt when she came looking for a hand, so to speak.
"Jax?"
"Hm?"
"I wanna put it in now."
"That's the whole point, Maddy. You don't have to tell me."
Maddison grinned at her brother. He was trying to take an exasperated tone with her, but she could hear the affection and excitement in his voice.
"Well I wanna let you know." She swirled a finger around Jax's butthole. It slipped inside so easily, like his ass was just waiting for her. "S'not polite to just surprise butt sex someone, y'know."
"Politeness is important."
"Exactly."
Maddison eagerly kicked off her jeans and panties, letting her hard, dripping cock loose. Jax snuck a peek as she was stripping. She could have sworn his hips lifted a bit more off the bad afterward.
Jax held totally still as Maddison crawled on top of him. She deliberately dragged her erection along his thigh and ass, just to feel him push back against it.
"Gonna get all up inside you," Maddison said.
"Yeah, yeah. I know. You'll feel better afterward."
"I'll feel better during, too."
Jax squirmed. "That's not really the point though."
"Oh hush. It's all part of the process."
"Yeah, but, like, we're really only doing this for your stress relief."
"And this relieves hella stress. Believe me."
Maddison pressed her cock to Jax's butthole and pushed her way slowly into his tight entrance. She moaned happily as she sank inside her brother's secret little hole, reserved just for her, a special treat for when he was in the right kind of mood.
"Damn that's the stuff," Maddison breathed.
Jax grunted back.
Maddison rubbed his lower back as she buried herself deeper. "Good brother," she said soothingly. "That's a good boy."
"Don't do that. Just... just do your thing."
"This is my thing."
Both siblings groaned in near unison as Maddison bottomed out. She held herself there, balls deep inside her brother, luxuriating in his warm, snug embrace.
"This is my favourite," she cooed.
"Mmhm."
Maddison rubbed Jax's lower back some more. "I'ma just stay right here for a moment, ok?"
Jax squirmed beneath Maddison, no doubt debating whether to keep pretending he just wanted to help get her off, or encourage her to stay fully inside him for a while.
"Just for a moment," he said.
"Sure. Only for a moment."
Maddison lay fully down on top of Jax. She snuggled along his length, letting her boobs press on his back through their shirts. She settled in to watch him play, while her cock throbbed deep inside his ass.
Some teasing was almost inevitable. Maddison tickled her brother's neck and kissed his ear, making him shake his head and swat at her. She kept at it, throwing in a soft little moan from time to time, all just to distract him, and also to keep him worked up.
When Jax's hips started rocking beneath her, just a little, Maddison couldn't hold back any longer. She started just as slow as him, barely wiggling around and grinding a bit, but very soon was thrusting in and out in harder and deeper strokes.
"'Bout time," Jax said. "You'd almost think you weren't even horny."
"I'm always horny. You know that. That's why I need help."
"And yet you take forever to get to the point."
"Gotta show a boy a good time, or he doesn't wanna 'help' so much."
"Where are you getting that information from?"
"Just from experimenting."
"I'm the only boy you've messed around with though."
"Yeah. I know."
Maddison shoved her cock in particularly firmly, forestalling further argument. Once she really got rolling, Jax wouldn't be talking back so much. He tended to go all rolly-eyed and slack-jawed. If she did a particularly good job, she could sometimes get a whole puddle of drool happening under his chin.
Maddison built her rhythm until she was properly pounding her brother's butt. It was absolutely her favourite part, when she got to go wild on his ass and use him hard for as long as she needed. It felt so very, very good, like it was what they were both made for.
Jax's gameplay suffered quite badly as Maddison railed him into the bed. His attempts at pretending indifference or annoyance always suffered sooner or later when he just couldn't concentrate on anything else. Sometimes Maddison liked to go just hard enough that he could almost focus on something else, but other times going all out was too tempting.
The sounds of Maddison's fucking slowly got sloppier as more and more precum lubed her anal invasion. She couldn't wait to blow her load in him and truly make a mess of his bum.
"I'm gonna cum," Maddison whispered.
"Uh huh," Jax said, rather dazedly.
"All up inside you."
"Mmhm."
"You ready for it?"
"Wha?"
"Ready to be all gooey inside?"
"So much... mess."
"Yes. Exactly."
Maddison pounded away on her brother, getting closer and closer, losing herself to the feeling. She kept going, harder and harder, drilling him so very deep.
Her eyes rolled back hard and she let out an animalistic sound of pure ecstasy as her balls pulsed and she unleashed a massive wave of cum inside Jax. She buried herself entirely within him, getting her cum as deep inside him as possible, making a total cummy mess of his insides.
Maddison emptied herself out, filling up her brother in the process, and finally collapsed happy and satisfied on top of him. She snuggled warmly with him, while also pinning him beneath her and leaving her cock deep inside him.
It was a little while before either of them moved much. Jax eventually propped his front half up a bit, as much as he could with Maddison weighing him down, and resumed his game.
"You got a bit distracted there," Maddison said.
"That happens when you're... doing your thing."
"Mmm, you love it."
"It's hard to ignore, is all."
"Mmhm. Sure." Maddison kissed Jax's cheek. "Thanks for helping. I'ma need to be relaxed for tomorrow if I'm gonna have the nerve to check this club thing out."
"This'll keep you relaxed enough, you think?"
"Well... maybe I'll need another go in the morning."
"You're not doing my butt again in the morning! I just get stuck with your mess in me all day."
"Mmm, that sounds nice."
"For you, sure, ya damn perv."
"Hehe."
"Whatever. Maybe I can suck you off or something. Only if you really need it, though."
"I think I probably will."
****
Her morning blowjob wasn't enough. It helped keep Maddison calm at first, but by the end of the day it had long since worn off. As she approached the room that supposedly held the futa club, she was about as anxious and fluttery as she'd ever been.
Maddison shifted her weight back and forth outside the door to the room. She halfway hoped someone else would show up, or someone would come out, or something. Nothing much really happened. Eventually she just had to take a couple deep breaths, steady herself as best as she could, and walk in.
Inside the room was almost immediately less scary than Maddison had feared. It was little more than an old classroom that had been rather haphazardly rearranged.
There also wasn't a large crowd ready to turn judging eyes on Maddison as she timidly entered. There was only a pair of girls facing away from her, halfway bent over a desk, having a low argument about something, and not wearing any bottoms.
Maddison stared wide-eyed at the bare asses on inadvertent display to her. She hadn't really been expecting that. Though perhaps given the way she'd first seen these girls--naked and scampering through the halls--it shouldn't have been much of a surprise.
She was pretty sure it was them, anyway. From behind, and after only having seen them once, it was hard to say. But the balls dangling between their thighs at least confirmed that they must be club members.
The soft sound of Maddison shutting the door behind her caused the two girls to fall silent and slowly turn around toward her. Her eyes widened again as they revealed massive erections, now pointed straight at her.
"Oh. Hi," one girl said, flushing slightly at the intrusion. "You, uh...."
"You look familiar."
"Does she?"
"I think so. Not sure where from, though. One of my classes maybe?"
"Ooh, no, hang on. Maybe from that time we... in the halls...."
"Ohhh, you think? Well dang. I thought she might have been here for the club. Our posters aren't really working, are they?"
"Not so much."
Maddison cleared her throat nervously. "Um... I am kinda here 'cause of the posters. And, uh, also because I did see you that time. I don't think I would have believed it otherwise."
"Oh, huh. So you...."
The girls both looked downward. Maddison felt her cock making itself known. It didn't take much sometimes, and with the two half-naked girls in front of her, showing off erections of their own, she was definitely getting a little excited.
"She definitely is."
"So I see."
Maddison fidgeted. "I'm not really sure what this is all about or anything. Am I... am I meant to take my pants off too?"
"Oh, sorry. Yeah, we're new to this 'running a club' thing. We're not doing so well, huh?"
The girls stepped forward and offered Maddison their hands.
"Misty."
"Emma."
"Uh, hi. I'm Maddison. Or, uh, Maddy. If you want."
"I like Maddy," Emma said with a shy smile.
"I don't," Misty said. "Too close to my name."
"Oh you." Emma gently hip-checked Misty. "I think we'll be ok telling you apart." She turned back to Maddison. "You can take your pants off if you want. It's way comfier."
"I don't know if I'm ready though."
"That's ok. You don't have to either. Long as you're one of us, you're pretty free to do basically whatever here."
"So... only futas allowed?"
"Nah, we're not that exclusionary," Misty said. She grinned wickedly. "Only just that anyone else wants to be in here, they gotta be willing to play a little."
"Play?"
"We're not sure on the details," Emma said, scratching her head. "Hasn't been relevant so far. But, like, we're kinda thinking if someone else wants to come in, they gotta be ready to, like, take some clothes off. Or help us out. Or something. Be team players."
"Help with what?"
Emma made a jerking off motion with her hand.
Maddison flushed. "Oh."
"Not that that's all we do or anything."
"But we do want a place where we can get off in semi-privacy," Misty added. "You must know what it's like trying to get through every day with this pain in the butt." She patted her cock. "Some days... some days I just don't know how we do it."
Maddison nodded quickly. "Oh I get that. But, uh, I don't know if I could actually... jerk off in front of other people. Or anything."
"It's way easier than you'd think," Emma said. "I've been doing a lot of new stuff since I met Misty. And I love it. School's been way more fun. And, uh, after school too."
Misty grinned. "Hasn't it just."
"We're still figuring lots of things out," Emma continued. "We've got a couch," she said, pointing to the corner, "and we think we have a line on a couple comfy chairs. We'd like a bed, too, if we can get one."
Maddison went red. "A bed?"
"You know, for sexy times."
Maddison went even warmer in the face. "Oh."
"This is a bit much at first, isn't it?" Emma said.
"You're terrifying her," Misty said with an amused grin, having hopped up to sit on a desk while watching Emma explain thing.
"I'm fine," Maddison lied.
"Sure you are." Misty shrugged. "You don't really have to do anything you don't want to. But you should probably let your dick out pretty soon."
Maddison's jeans were, indeed, feeling rather painfully tight. She wasn't ready for this, really, but she was getting kind of crazy excited all the same.
"You really think I should?"
"Yeah, dude. That's the whole point of this place." Misty gestured to herself and Emma. "It's been great having somewhere to take our pants off whenever we get kinda worked up. Which is a lot."
"A lot," Emma echoed.
"And, uh, take care of the problem, when we have time."
"Also a lot."
It really didn't seem like a trap of any kind. Misty and Emma had been letting their hard cocks out since even before Maddison had arrived. And they were so casual about carrying on a conversation with a near-total stranger while doing so.
Maddison still wasn't sure or confident about joining them, but she needed to at least try. She had to. It would be so much harder to ever come back and try again if she didn't do it right now.
Conscious of the other girls' gazes, even if they were super non-judgmental, Maddison rather awkwardly undid her jeans. She breathed a sigh of relief even at that minor relief for her trapped erection. Her sigh was louder as she tugged her pants down.
Her panties didn't do much to hide her increasing bulge once her pants were off. They had enough give in the front to somewhat contain her cock, but not when she got hard. It was easier to ditch them, since they weren't really covering much of anything anyway.
"There, see? Better, right?" Misty said.
Maddison nodded, smiling shyly.
Emma had hopped up to sit her butt on a desk that had been jammed with some others in a clump against the wall. Maddison couldn't help noticing that she wrapped her fingers loosely around the base of her shaft as she got settled, though she didn't appear to be doing anything more than that yet. Maddison only realized she was staring when she glanced up and saw Emma grinning shyly back at her.



"Sorry," Maddison mumbled. "M'not used to being around other girls like me."
"Understandable," Emma said. "I wasn't either 'til Misty showed me the possibilities I'd been missing."
"You were an innocent little thing, weren't you?" Misty said.
"Sure was." Emma exchanged a sultry look with Misty. "Not anymore though."
Maddison flushed again, still feeling somewhere between belonging and out of place with these two girls she'd met. "You guys are, like, a thing?"
"A total thing," Misty confirmed. She slipped closer to Emma and gave her a soft, lingering kiss. She brushed her hand over Emma's cock, but didn't properly grip it. "She's my girl."
"Maybe you're my girl," Emma countered.
"We can both be right."
Maddison fidgeted. "So is this gonna be weird with me here, then?"
"Wouldn't think so," Misty said. She took Maddison's hand and led her to the couch. They both sat down, not quite beside each other, nor at opposite ends. "We're not possessive or anything."
Emma followed along and chose a different desk to sit on, just across from Misty and Maddison. "We'd be in a lot of trouble if we were."
"And especially here, it's all just about chilling, you know?"
"Not really," Maddison said.
"Fair enough. Lemme put it this way... you have a fuckbuddy or anything? Boyfriend? Boytoy? Girlfriend? Friend with ben--"
Maddison blushed harder, thinking of Jax. "No. No. Nothing like that."
"Oh. Well that's fine. Emma didn't either. But, like, with my sister, right? She--"
"Your sister?!"
"Yeah, her and Saphy have a whole thing," Emma said casually, now starting to rub herself. "Not romantic or anything. They're sisters, after all. But now that I know them, it's kinda sweet how they play together."
"It's mainly convenience," Misty said. "Sometimes we're at home and we just, like, wanna get off, you know? And sometimes we need to." She looked at Emma. "I don't know how you managed alone, babe."
"Me either."
Maddison chewed her lip, heart pounding. She was still mildly terrified of sharing, but it also seemed like there was an opportunity here, the way Misty was talking. Her own sister? And so casual about it? If that was the case....
"What about a brother?"
Misty shook her head. "Don't have one. But a cute brother... mmm, that woulda been fun."
"Ok, but like, maybe I do have one. And maybe we...."
Misty nodded easily. "Oh sure. Didn't list sibs, did I?" She shrugged. "They basically don't even count, so I sometimes forget."
"I'd say Saphy counts," Emma said. "The way she pounds you." Her hand sped up.
"Counts like... relationship-wise. Saphy doesn't count for that. She's just... just my sister."
Maddison folded her arms protectively and tried to sink deeper into the couch. "So me and Jax--"
"Your brother?"
"Yeah. It's not a big deal or anything, but he helps me out sometimes."
"Ooh, nice, there you go," Misty said.
"Lucky," Emma muttered. "Why'd I have to be an only child?"
Misty was stroking herself now too. Neither her or Emma seemed at all inclined to be bothered by Maddison's admission. Granted, they both also seemed to be way more jaded than Maddison, and it wasn't yet clear whether that would be even more of an issue than if they'd been horrified by her from the start. Probably it'd be good, though. Probably.
"You guys don't think it's weird or anything?"
Misty looked confused by the question.
Emma shrugged. "Nah, it's not, really. I mean, I probably would have thought so not that long ago. But after meeting Misty's family, it'd take a lot more than that."
"Hey! You're saying we're weird?"
"No, babe, I'm saying you've redefined normal for me."
"Oh. Well... that's ok then." Misty perked up. "So hey, Maddy, what's it like?"
"What's what like?"
"You know. Stuff with your brother?"
Maddison bit her lip. Both of the other girls were stroking themselves while staring at her. Sure it was because she'd been asked a question, but she also wasn't sure she was comfortable with their gazes focused on her like that.
"He's just, you know, like a boy. 'Cept he's my brother, so, like, it's convenient? I guess? And he can be annoying sometimes, too. And--"
"Yeah but, like, what's it feel like?"
"Huh?"
"Neither of us have played with a boy, is what she means," Emma filled in helpfully. "Just girls."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
Maddison looked back and forth between Emma and Misty. Misty in particular was still hanging on eagerly to get more information. Weirdly, Maddison felt herself relax some. Maybe she wasn't quite so hopelessly behind as she thought.
"I mean, I've never done stuff with a girl, though. So I don't really know what the difference would be." Maddison blushed. "Except he doesn't have... you know... he's got a penis. So it has to be butt stuff sometimes. When it's not his mouth. Or hand."
"Well yeah. I get that," Misty said, practically bouncing in her seat. "Em and Saphy and Mom all are the same. Dicks and butts and whatever. But, like, is his bum super snug and stretchy? Saphy says boys make better fuck toys."
"Misty!" Emma said chidingly.
"What?"
"You can't say that."
"Why not? S'what she says."
"First of all, that's objectifying."
"So?"
"And more importantly... you're s'posed to think I'm the best fuck toy."
"Nuh uh. You're the best girlfriend. Fuck toy implies more of a dommy thing going on."
"But, like, if you were gonna have a fuck toy--"
"Well obviously it would be you, babe. But you know you're more than that."
Emma nodded shyly and slipped over to Misty's lap, settling comfortably on her thighs and pressing their hard cocks together. They kissed adoringly, gently rocking their hardons together.
Maddison watched the cutesy display of bickering and making up, unsure how much was played up for her benefit. Or if, perhaps, they'd forgotten she was even there. Either way, it was kind of hot, and with no eyes on her she couldn't help gripping her cock and giving it a few slow strokes.
As Emma and Misty made out more and teased each other with wandering hands, Maddison kept jerking off, getting more into it and less self-conscious all the time.
Eventually Emma seemed to remember she and Misty weren't alone. She turned in Misty's lap, curled up, and nuzzled against Misty's shoulder. Misty wrapped her fingers around Emma's cock to jerk her off as they both focused on Maddison again.
"So, your brother," Misty said.
Maddison nodded. "Uh, yeah. So, like, I still don't have much to compare him to, or anything." She flushed and stroked herself faster. "But, uh, he does feel suuuper good."
"I bet he does," Misty said with a soft giggle. "You gonna go home and pound him after school?"
"I, um...."
"Babe, don't get so personal. She doesn't hardly know us." Emma kissed Misty's neck. "And go a little faster, please."
Misty jerked Emma off more vigourously. Maddison matched her tempo.
Whatever Maddison might still have to learn and get used to about the way these girls worked, at least they made it easy enough to play with herself without feeling too embarrassed. Jerking off had practically been made into an ice breaker. Somehow it was about the least confusing and uncomfortable part of meeting them so far.
The three girls chatted some more, often just a bit awkwardly. Emma eventually came, getting most of her mess all over Misty's front. Maddison watched it happen wide-eyed, never having seen someone else do something like that, excepting herself and occasionally Jax.
As was becoming a noticeable pattern, Misty accepted getting her tits and shirt all cummy with exquisite lack of concern. She kept milking Emma until she was all done and beginning to soften.
"Mmm, thanks babe," Emma said.
"You're welcome. You made my shirt all messy, though."
"Oops."
Misty snorted. "Yeah right, oops." She turned to Maddison. "She likes doing stuff like this to me at school. Which I guess you've kinda seen before, huh?"
"What?"
"You know. When we were naked that time. In the halls."
"Oh, right." Maddison bit her lip, feeling the urge to cum grow stronger at the memory. "You do stuff like that often?"
"Not really. But forces in my life seem to want it to be more of a thing."
"No one'll even notice a bit of cum on your shirt," Emma said, poking delicately at where Misty's top was nearly soaked through around her nipple. "Maddy, you wanna cum on her too? Then she'll have something to complain about, and she likes that."
"I already have something to complain about!" Misty said. "Don't act like you didn't do this on purpose!"
"I--"
"Or that it isn't you trying to embarrass me yet again."
"Gotta have hobbies." Emma climbed off of Misty's lap. "For real, Maddy, if you want to cum on her, go ahead."
Maddison looked uncertainly at Misty, who shrugged and nodded.
"I'm already messy," Misty said. "If you want to...."
Maddison hesitated, but horniness tended to do things to her that shame couldn't prevent. Especially when she was close to finishing. Cumming all over Misty's already cummy chest sounded pretty good to her. She was offering, after all.
As Emma casually slipped back into her panties and worked her jeans back up her legs, Maddison got up on her knees, close to Misty, and jerked her cock vigourously. She glanced back and forth between the other two girls to make sure they were really ok with it.
Emma was only watching with idle interest, having sprawled out across a few desks pushed together. Misty was more actively interested, and definitely didn't seem to have any objections. She even reached out and started gently fondling Maddison's balls in some kind of encouragement, which Maddison wasn't quite sure about, but it did feel good, and she was so very close.
All the creamy cum already soaked into Misty's shirt was calling to Maddison. The sticky curve of Misty's chest was enticing, and practically begging for more.
Maddison grunted and exploded, feeling the rush of release combined with an extra thrill as her cum landed in thick, gooey streaks on Misty's tits. She added to the mess already there until Misty's boobies were a sexy disaster zone, pulsing out more and more cum until she was well and truly spent.
It was tempting to feel some embarrassment and shame in the aftermath, but again Emma and Misty were so casual about the whole thing that Maddison really didn't have a chance to feel bad about anything. She somewhat awkwardly stuffed her cock back into her panties and got herself dressed again.
The other two girls cooed over Misty's messy chest for a moment, then got ready to head out too.
"Em, I need my pants," Misty said.
"You won't fit. You're way too hard."
"So I'll have to cum first, then."
"No time. Saphy's probably already waiting for us. She'll get cranky."
"Uh huh. I'm sure that's the reason. Not that you want me to walk half naked and cummy to the car."
"Well you'd be cummy either way. Can't help that."
"We've really gotta do something about these humiliation fantasies of yours."
"That is so not what they are. I'm pretty sure you like them, despite your protests."
"Oh like hell."
"Your cock's twitching."
"... shut up."
Maddison padded over to the door. "So, uh, hey, I think I prolly better go find Jax."
"Oh sure. We're on our way out too," Emma said brightly, holding Misty's pants in a bundle in her arms. "Wanna walk with us? It'll be fun. Misty's got no bottoms on and--"
"She knows that," Misty said.
"Well just saying."
"I guess for a bit," Maddison said. She felt something akin to admiration for Misty and her bravery. She wouldn't ever be able to walk out in public all bottomless and hard and cummy like that. Nor totally naked as Misty and Emma had both been that first time she'd seen them. "Jax is probably in the library though, so--"
"For a bit then," Misty agreed. She nodded at Emma. "You first."
Emma grinned. "No no, after you, I insist."
"So you can check out my butt?"
"Of course."
All three of them ended up in a line, taking up most of the width of the hallway. It was pretty deserted, though Misty fell back and hid behind Emma once as another couple students passed them at an intersection.
Just from watching and being near Misty and her exhibitionist state of attire, Maddison was already starting to feel kind of horny again. She reluctantly parted ways with them to go find her brother. Emma and Misty were still playfully bickering until they got out of earshot.
Jax was in the library, right where Maddison expected to find him. He was sufficiently absorbed in his work not to notice her until she sat down across from him. Once he was aware of her presence, he looked up cautiously at her expression, then smiled at what he saw.
"Went well?" he asked.
"You can tell, can't you?"
"I mean, you seem pretty happy with however it went."
Maddison nodded. "You could say that."
"Ok, but should I say that?"
Maddison broke into a wide grin. "Definitely." She glanced around, then leaned in and lowered her voice. "I came on a girl's tits!"
"Oh wow."
"I know!"
"So... that's the kind of thing the club is for, is it?"
"I guess? I don't know, exactly. Only went once, you know. But Emma and Misty both kinda seem like they're as horny as I am, and are way bolder about taking care of it at school."
"Takes a certain boldness to get a club together just for getting off," Jax agreed. He sighed. "Some days, I wouldn't mind a place like that."
"What, with a bunch of guys all jerking each other off?"
"Well... not that, exactly."
"Ah. You want hot girls like your sister to play with, is that more like it?"
Jax flushed softly. "Maybe."
"With or without cocks?"
"Um...."
"Depends on your mood?"
"Yeah. Depends."
"You're getting too predictable."
Jax snorted. "Me? I've never been as predictable as you!"
"I'm not predictable."
"Sure you are. You're always horny and looking for excuses to play with me to get off."
"I--"
"You're already thinking about playing some more when we get home."
Maddison bit her lip. "Well... can we?"
"Admit you're more predictable."
"Ok, you win, I'm more predictable." Maddison stood and hauled Jax out of his seat. "Now grab your stuff and let's go."
Jax frowned as he gathered his things and stuffed them in his backpack. "Why do I suddenly feel like I'm the one who's been manipulated here?"
"I couldn't say," Maddison replied sweetly. "After all, I'm the predictable one. Said so yourself."
****
Maddison and Jax's mom, Lacey, was already home by the time they arrived. Maddison wanted to bulldoze right past, since she'd been thinking about some alone time with her brother the whole way home, but protocol dictated that they had to stop and greet their mother.
"Hey, Mom," Jax said cheerfully, echoed more quietly by Maddison directly afterward.
"Hey you two," Lacey said, giving them each a hug.
As wasn't unusual for such contact, Maddison felt some contact between her partial erection and her mom. Only a faint colouring of Lacey's cheeks indicated that she'd noticed it too. The family as a whole was sufficiently used to Maddison's frequent, unpreventable arousal for it to be remarked upon any more than that.
"I was just going to get supper started," Lacey said, carrying on like she hadn't just accidentally pressed against her daughter's hardening cock. "Who wants to help?"
Maddison shifted her weight awkwardly. "Um, Mom? Me and Jax were gonna go to my room for a bit."
Lacey rolled her eyes. "Oh for goodness' sake. Is that really necessary?"
Maddison shifted back to her other foot. "You know how I am."
"I do. But I swear you used to be able to handle it yourself. These days it seems like you're always after your brother."
"You said it was ok," Maddison protested, starting to whine in frustration.
"Yes, well, it wasn't an easy decision. And it was only because Jax is ok with it." Lacey folded her arms. "It's not as though parents want their children doing... those sorts of things. It's not exactly what your father and I hoped for."
"S'not my fault," Maddison mumbled.
"I know, sweetie. And I think we've all dealt with it remarkably well, considering. But, well, I'd hoped by now you'd have more of a handle on things. Or, maybe, someone other than your brother to help you."
Jax cleared his throat. "If it helps any, Maddy's made some progress on that."
"Oh?"
Maddison flushed. "I mean, I guess. I don't know exactly what it's gonna be, yet. But there are some other girls like me at school, and I met up with them today." She shrugged. "Might help some."
"That's great," Lacey said.
"Cool. So I can have Jax now?"
"Nuh uh, missy. That's not what I said."
"But Mooommm."
"Nope. You'll both help make supper. Then later on if you're still really feeling that desperate, you can go... deal with things."
Maddison pouted. "But I'm horny now."
"Fine. Jax, you get started. Maddison, get your pants off."
"What, really? You haven't helped me in... months?"
"Your brother's been doing a good job, don't get me wrong. But I don't want you being so dependent on him. It's not healthy."
"I think it is," Maddison grumbled.
Nevertheless, all three of them moved to the kitchen. Jax did most of the physical work while Lacey gave instruction as needed. Maddison sat bottomless on the counter, off to the side, and let her mom jerk her off.
It wasn't unpleasant by any means. It wasn't as fun as stuffing her brother's butt, nor as adventurous as cumming on a girl's tits after only just meeting, but it kept her satisfied. Lacey actually had a pretty good technique, even while not really paying attention.
Maddison sighed and leaned back, watching Jax but savouring the feel of her mommy's soft hand stroking up and down her hard cock. Occasionally she'd glance at Lacey, maybe peek down her top a bit, but Lacey was a little more uptight than Jax about these things, and Maddison didn't often dare check her out too blatantly.
Plus, really, this was her mom. It'd just be gross and weird getting too into anything sexual with her. Getting jerked off by her was a matter of necessity and convenience. That was all.
Ok, and her boobs were nice, and her hand felt quite lovely rubbing her cock, but other than that it was purely a matter of dealing with a problem.
Despite not having jerked Maddison off in a while, Lacey hadn't lost any of her old talent or instincts. She rather expertly sensed when Maddison was going to cum, and had an old dish towel ready to catch the mess in. She milked her daughter to a satisfying end, then carefully bundled the towel up to not spill anything.
"I suppose you really did need that," Lacey said. "That was so much. More than I remember."
"Well I kinda cum more these days," Maddison said. "That's what the doctor said was gonna happen." She decided not to add that it probably would have been more still if she hadn't cummed all over Misty not so long ago. "You haven't dealt with it in a while, is all."
"I suppose not. Perhaps I should be checking in more often."
Maddison hopped off the counter to try and cover her cock twitching at the idea of more mommy masturbation. It wasn't like she wanted her mom jerking her off more. And even if she did, she wasn't about to admit to it. "I guess that'd be ok. If you had to. Or whatever. Now, uh, I'm gonna go shower."
"Ah ah, not so fast. I need to go clean up first."
"Oh, what? You barely got some cum on your hands. Big deal."
"And you, little miss, are going to help Jax. You're on dish duty."
"Aw, Mooommm."
"Dishes. No argument."
"Fiiinnne."
Maddison grumbled until Lacey was out of earshot, then set about getting through the dishes next to the sink and the new ones Jax was producing. She ignored the lopsided grins he threw her way, though couldn't pretend not to notice the sharp smack on the butt her gave her on the way by.



"Hey!"
"What? It's just sitting there, waiting to be spanked."
"Oh baloney. My butt's not your play thing."
"If mine's yours, only fair for vice versa. You're still coming out well ahead on the exchange."
"True." Maddison stuck her bare bum out a little more. "I guess you can smack it a bit if you want."
"Well it's no fun if it's not sneaky."
In spite of his words, Jax gave Maddison a couple squeezes as he passed back and forth behind her. It was rather unlike him to take liberties like that, but then maybe he was just feeling jealous after seeing her get jerked off by their mom shortly after she'd messed around a bit with some other girls. Usually these days it was just the two of them doing stuff.
Maddison was still bottomless when their dad got home. Bruce was more easily embarrassed than Lacey was, and went quite red at finding Maddison half-naked in the kitchen.
Lacey had to come back and chide Maddison for not putting her pants back on. Maddison rolled her eyes and played up the stubborn teenager thing, mostly as an excuse to abandon the remainder of her task and head to her room.
Until supper, Maddison lay on her bed, idly playing with herself while she reminisced about the day. She kept thinking about Emma and Misty, especially cumming on Misty and then watching her walk half-naked through the school. Or the first time she'd run into them and they'd both been fully naked.
They made for a brand new thrilling set of fantasies that competed, or sometimes merged, with the ones she frequently had about other people. Usually Jax, honestly. Not always, but usually.
Maddison did, unfortunately, have to stuff herself into some clothes for the dinner table, but some resilient panties and a long skirt saved her from trying to fit into her jeans when she wasn't soft and manageable.
As a result of her fantasies and playing with herself beforehand, Maddison spent most of supper staring across the table at Jax. It was just that kind of day where she couldn't seem to get enough, and in spite of cumming on a girl and getting jerked off by her mom already that day, she felt even more longing for alone time with her bro.
After supper, and doing up the rest of the dishes with no small amount of grumbling along the way, Maddison headed straight for Jax's room. He was lying on his bed playing a game, as she commonly found him, though stripped down to his shirt and boxers, which was somewhat less usual, though not uncommon either.
"Nice of you to get your pants off already," Maddison said as she padded eagerly over to Jax.
He didn't even glance over at her. "Knew you'd be by."
"Oh did you?"
"Sure. You were eye-fucking me all through supper. I've never seen you quite that intense, actually."
"Intense?"
"Intense and zoned out. Tunnel-visioned? Something like that."
"I wasn't that bad."
"You really were, though."
"Wasn't!"
"Ah, so you didn't spend all of supper thinking about what you wanted to do to me afterward?"
"With you. Not to you."
Jax shrugged. "Same thing most times."
"Oh whatever. I'm very gentle and caring with you." Maddison stabbed a finger toward Jax, even though he wasn't looking. "And I didn't even spend all supper thinking about it. So there."
"No?"
"No. There were at least a couple minutes where I was trying desperately not to bust out of my panties."
"Ah. I stand corrected."
"The poor things aren't gonna make it, I think." Maddison slipped her panties down her legs, instantly tenting out her skirt as her cock sprang almost straight out. "Yep," she said, picking up her discarded underwear, "probably done for."
"You go through panties like crazy."
"I know! It sucks. Wish I could wear boxers or something like you."
"No reason you can't. Except don't take that as an invite to steal mine more often. Don't pretend you don't."
"Only when I'm out of underwear. Besides, no reason we can't share."
"It's weird."
Maddison got on the bed and yanked Jax's boxers down. "All the things I've done with your butt, and me borrowing--"
"Stealing!"
"--your underwear is where you draw the line?"
"I don't steal your clothes, do I?"
"No, but you're welcome to. It'd be fun!"
"Ugh."
"We could dress you up all cute, maybe with a skirt so I can get at your butt easier when I need it."
"You're horrible."
"Nuh uh." Maddison flipped up her skirt and settled her erection snugly against Jax's butt. She sighed happily as she worked it back and forth into his ass crack. "Mmm, see, that's good, right?"
"... kinda."
"You'd be so sad if I stopped thinking about doing stuff with you."
Jax squirmed. "I can't help it. It feels nice."
"You don't have to tell me. I know how nice it feels."
"Not from my end you don't."
"Hm, true. Still, it is my favourite thing." Maddison leaned down to nuzzle her brother even as she continued gently grinding on him. "And it's not like I haven't known this whole time how much you enjoy it."
"I'm such a butt slut," Jax admitted.
"My butt slut. Just for me."
"Just for you."
"Good."
Maddison grabbed the lube Jax had left next to him on the bed. He'd never been exactly subtle about encouraging her at times, even if he protested false innocence.
She worked his butthole with two slippery fingers until he was rocking beneath her, clearly ready for more. She also took the time to rub her cock up and down, getting it all slick as well, and prepared to get deep inside her brother's warm, tight little backside.
Maddison pressed against Jax's butthole and pushed her way ever so slowly inside. She smiled at the long, low moan of total satisfaction that he made. She herself sighed in utter contentment as she went deeper and deeper.
There was no doubt at all that this was what made it all worthwhile. Nothing else in Maddison's life made her feel so happy, snug, and complete as being fully buried in Jax's ass. She didn't know what she'd ever do without her brother. His love and mild anal sluttiness were absolutely essential to her mental well-being.
Which might possibly mean their mom was right, and that Maddison was perhaps a little too dependent on him. It was kind of an annoying thought, but not one Maddison intended to do anything about. Regardless of whether it a problem or not, there was no giving Jax up now.
Maddison nuzzled her face against Jax's shoulder and neck. She relaxed her whole body along his, resting her weight atop him and ensuring her cock was just as fully inside his butt as could be. She waited there, pulsing with need within him as he stretched him out and acclimated him to her size.
"You keep getting tighter," she whispered.
"Nah. You keep getting bigger. Won't be able to take you soon."
"Don't say that. I know you can keep stretching more. Especially for me."
"Well... maybe for you."
"As long as I keep doing you every day, you'll adjust right along with me."
"You think so, do you?"
"It's worked so far."
Maddison started moving slowly, gently, just intending to get Jax as worked up and horny as she was. As usual, though, she was the hornier of the two and couldn't hold herself back properly long enough to bring him to her level.
Before long, Maddison was pounding away at her brother and thoroughly disrupting the game he was ostensibly playing while ignoring her. She kind of loved forcing him to pay attention by simply fucking him too hard to even try and act like she wasn't his primary interest.
Maddison pounded away in Jax's ass until he was a moaning, drooling, incoherent mess. Just the way he was the very cutest. She was pretty sure she wasn't in any much better shape, for that matter.
But she needed to cum, and she kept going until she got what she needed. Maddison unleashed a torrent of hot, thick cum inside her brother before slowing down to a gradual full stop.
The plan was to just lie there and snuggle for a bit while she got ready to go again. Maddison kind of loved the feeling of softening just a bit inside Jax, then making her penis work that much harder to stiffen back up again. That or any excuse to be inside him, really.
"Hey, Maddy?"
"Mmm?"
"We need to shift a bit."
"Why?"
"Um... because."
They moved together, slightly to the right of where they'd been.
"Oh," Maddison said. "You came on your bedding, huh?"
"... yeah."
Maddison bit her lip as she studied the mess her brother had made. "Usually you don't do that just from having your butt fucked."
"I know. You were just, like, hitting the right spots."
A somewhat smug smile graced Maddison's lips. "I'll have to remember what I did then. It wasn't really deliberate. Buuuttt I do like making you make a mess."
"I kind of like it too. 'Cept Mom's not gonna be happy."
"No. She doesn't much care for us making messes on our sheets. I've noticed that with my keen observational senses."
"... you're gonna fuck me some more, aren't you?"
"Maaayyybeee."
"You're getting harder and twitching inside me."
"You do that to me. And knowing I made you cum doesn't hurt."
"Uh huh. Gentler this time?"
"I thought you liked last time."
"I did. But I still need to use my butt tomorrow. You know, for sitting on, in particular."
"You'll be fine."
"Easy for you to say."
The edge had been taken off with Maddison's first orgasm anyway. She didn't need to fuck her brother quite as hard the second time, and managed to hold back a little from what her ideal pace would have been. It meant she went at him longer than it should have taken, but was just as gentle as he'd asked for.
Maddison pumped even more creamy cum into Jax's bum, then kept fucking him even more gently for a nice, soothing third round. Jax had closed his game and set his controller down by that point, and basically just relaxed and enjoyed himself as his sister gave him one of the slowest and most sensual anal massages she ever had. Usually she was never calm enough not to gradually speed up faster and faster even when she was trying to be good. After cumming twice in him, she was able to keep it slow and steady and really savour her time inside him.
By the time she came a third time, Maddison halfway expected the mess to come gushing back out of Jax's butt when she pulled out. That didn't happen, though. Only a little mess around the edge that was basically her cock's fault as she dragged it slowly out. Everything else seemed to be deep enough not be a problem while he was lying down.
"I mighta kinda wrecked your ass a bit," Maddison said apologetically. "It's still gaping pretty bad." She poked a finger in him. "Wow, see? I can put a finger in without even touching anything."
"Oh, gee, great. That's what I need."
Maddison giggled. "It'll close up again. It always does. Though I think this is the nicest gape I've ever made your butt do."
"Uh huh."
Maddison watched in fascination until Jax's ass had basically closed up again as normal, then nodded, satisfied that her cum wouldn't leak out and make even more of a mess everywhere.
She rolled off the bed and walked around in front of Jax. She offered him her cock, only half hard at this point, but still very messy from having fucked him for so long and with the aftermath of three orgasms worth of cum still plastered to it.
Jax opened his mouth without even thinking about it and started sucking and licking at his sister's cock that had so recently filled his butt right up to capacity. Maddison stroked his hair affectionately while he cleaned her up. He did a good job. Nice and thorough.
"I think you're butt's all closed up," Maddison said.
Jax reached back and probed himself with a finger. "I think you're right." He gingerly got up on his knees and turned around. "Anything leaking?"
Maddison crouched down to examine him closely. "Don't think so." She smacked his butt as she stood up. "Better put that away before it starts giving me ideas again."
"Ha, yeah. Probably for the best." Jax groaned as he stood as well. "School's gonna be rough tomorrow."
"Whatever. You'll be horny all day with the reminder. Just watch."
"Just 'cause you're always horny doesn't mean I will be."
"Pff."
Maddison started to leave, then turned and kissed Jax softly on the lips, lingering on the taste of herself on his tongue and mouth. She really did have to leave after that before she got too excited again.
"Hey, gimme your sheets."
Jax looked at his bed. "What?"
"I'll wash 'em."
"But I need to sleep."
"So I'll get you a clean set. Come on. Better this than Mom throwing a fit about that mess, right?"
"I guess."
Maddison could tell her brother basically just wanted to curl up in bed and sleep. She felt sympathy for him. She was pretty tired now too, for that matter. Nevertheless, she padded down to the laundry room with her arms full of Jax's bedding and started up a wash. She'd probably have to finish it in the morning, but that was fine.
Lacey was waiting at the doorway when Maddison turned around. Maddison belatedly realized she hadn't replaced her panties, and even though she had her skirt on still, it wasn't fully covering her.
"Can't seem to help yourself, can you?" Lacey said softly.
"Just doing laundry," Maddison beamed innocently.
"Uh huh. Your brother's sheets. Do I wanna guess why?"
Maddison shrugged. "I assume you already did."
Lacey sighed. "Maddy, sweetie, I didn't think you and Jax... I didn't think it was going to be a whole thing like this. I thought you'd both move on. That it was temporary."
"It might still be."
"I wish I could believe that." Lacey stepped forward and kissed Maddison on the forehead. "Try and find a boyfriend, would you?" she murmured. "One who isn't related to you?"
"Um... ok. I'll try."
"Not very hard though, I take it."
"Well...."
"Yeah. Thought so." Lacey squeezed Maddison's shoulder as she left. "Night, Maddy. Love you."
"Love you too, Mom."
Maddison had intended to drop off new sheets for Jax, maybe help him make his bed, then leave him be. Instead, rather contrarily to Lacey's intention, Maddison found herself climbing into bed with him instead.
"Uh, Maddy, I can't--"
"Shh, I know. I just wanna sleep here tonight."
"But... nothing sexy?"
"Nothing sexy. Is that ok?"
Jax hesitated a moment. "Yeah. That's ok."
"'K, good." Maddison snuggled just close enough to feel Jax's body heat. "Night, Jax."
"Yeah. Good night, Maddy."
****
Jax did indeed have a rough couple days at school, thanks to his anal workout. At least Maddison had her club to go to at school to take the edge off, so she could leave him be to recover some. Not that she could leave him alone entirely.
Once Jax's bum was all back to its regular self, they decided it was time to bring him to meet the other girls. If they waited too long, Jax figured he'd probably be all in his head about it and chicken out. It was a close thing as things already stood.
Jax held Maddison's hand tightly as they approached the club room, betraying his nervousness. She smiled at him and squeezed his hand, sending reassurance and energy back to him before they entered.
Misty and Emma were already present. Somehow, they almost always made it there before Maddison. Kayla was also there, a girl who'd just joined in the past couple days. At least Maddison had seniority on her.
None of the three in the room had pants on, nor indeed bottoms of any kind. Maddison tried to repress a grin as she felt Jax's grip on her hand tighten again, and as she peeked over and saw the comically disbelieving look on his face.
"Enjoying the view already?" Maddison teased.
Jax flushed and tried to look away, but wasn't particularly successful. "It's, uh...."
"It's pretty good. I know."
Three pretty girls with no bottoms and very hard cocks. She couldn't blame her brother in the slightest for staring.
He actually got off lightly, too, since Kayla was leaning over a laptop with a furrowed brow, trying to get something to work. Emma was at her shoulder trying to help.
Only Misty--who was behind Emma and unhelpfully grinding on her ass--did more than offer token acknowledgement initially. It saved Jax some scrutiny as he adjusted to the rather casual sexual atmosphere of Futa Club's small sanctuary.
"Hey there," Misty said. She reluctantly let go of Emma with a final squeeze of her butt, then walked over to shake hands with Jax, who in turn reluctantly let go of the security of Maddison's hand. "You must be the wonderful brother."
"Wonderful?" Jax echoed blankly.
"Yeah, this is Jax," Maddison confirmed. "We thought today might be good day for him to check this place out."
"Any time," Misty said with a wide, genuine smile.
Maddison noted the way Misty appraised her brother, and slipped her hand back into his. She'd known there was going to be some of that. Too many hormones all bopping around together in one place. Plus, maybe Maddison was biased, but she sometimes felt Jax was too cute for his own good.
Emma and Kayla looked up from the computer they'd been hunched over, not yet with the look of success. There were introductions all round, facilitated because mostly they'd all heard of each other at least once or twice.
"We're trying to see if we can get the projector working," Emma said, gesturing to the laptop. "We should be able to connect, but... not so far."
"It'll be great for porn if we can get it working," Kayla said, bouncing her weight from foot to foot. "I just found a new vid I really like too, it'd be amazing on something so much bigger than my laptop screen. Have you seen anything with Diamond? She's amazing, probably my favourite. She's so pretty, and her cock's so big, but she makes all these boys take it somehow in her videos, and--"
"Thanks, Kayla," Misty said with a lopsided smirk. "Don't give away the whole plot before we can see it though."
"Wasn't giving away plot, I was... oh." Kayla blushed. "Sorry. Little intense?"
"Little intense, maybe. You and Em wanna still try and make it work? Let Jax get settled before you scare him any more?"
"M'not scared," Jax mumbled.
"I didn't mean it as a bad thing," Misty assured him. "I mean, you're brave enough to come hang with us. But, uh...." She looked down at the three full erections pointed at Jax. "I think I'd probably be intimidated in your place."
Maddison shifted protectively closer to her brother. "Speaking of which... I know technically no one's s'posed to be here if they aren't one of us, unless they're willing to... help out."
"We did say that," Misty confirmed. She was only half listening as she watched Emma's butt sway back toward the laptop. She had to visibly force herself back into the conversation. "Jax is only here to watch, is he?"
"No. He's, um, well we're not sure exactly how this is gonna go."
"It's a lot all at once," Jax said, struggling to pick a place to look. He couldn't seem to meet Misty's eyes properly, and was doing his best not to lock on directly to her precum-dripping hard-on.
Maddison held on tighter to Jax, feeling nerves herself as she looked back at Misty. "Is it ok if we just see how it goes?"
Misty shrugged. "Sure. He's your brother, after all. Gotta make allowances for family."
"Really?"
"Sure. Like you say, gotta feel things out. And really, I assume from what I've heard that you two'll be messing around some at least, which technically counts."
"Oh, yeah, I guess it kinda would."
Misty smiled and gestured over to the couch. Maddison followed her, as did Jax. Maddison didn't even need to tug on his hand. Misty's tight little ass leading the way was all it took. Maddison felt a small pang of jealousy, but again, couldn't blame him at all. It was a nice ass. Maddison had had thoughts of her own about it more than once.
The three of them sat down, Maddison in the middle. Emma and Kayla were still poking at Kayla's laptop, inadvertently presenting their bare bums for the viewing pleasure of the couch, and sometimes their cocks and balls depending on the angle. Poor Jax still had no idea where to look, and Maddison could tell he was getting as aroused as she was.



Maddison stood up again long enough to slide her bottoms off. She needed to free herself just purely for physical comfort, but getting her dick out had the side benefit of making Jax more comfortable too. On a whim, Maddison guided his hand to her cock when she sat back down, and he began stroking her with only the faintest indication that he realized what he was doing.
"I have to say, you two are already pretty cute together," Misty said.
Maddison tilted her head. "You think?"
"Mmhm. I kinda wonder what it woulda been like if I'd had a brother. I mean, I got Saphy and she's the best, but it's not quite the same, you know?"
"I... don't know, actually."
"No. I kinda don't either. Woulda been nice getting both though." Misty glanced over at Emma and Kayla. "Hey, so, if you two want some privacy, not that there's much to be had here, I am totally in the mood to go over and eat Em's ass and see how long before I distract her away from that computer."
A soft, strangled groan came from Jax at Misty's casual offer of wandering over to eat out her girlfriend's butt.
"Might make things easier at first," Maddison said. "If you don't mind."
Misty grinned. "Mind? I usually need excuses not to dive into her bum."
And, indeed, within seconds Misty had slipped behind Emma, knelt down to put her face at ass level, and shoved her tongue as deep between her cheeks as she possibly could.
Jax was utterly transfixed.
"That's kinda what it looks like when I eat you out," Maddison whispered.
"Oh wow."
"I know." Maddison kissed his cheek. "Ready to get your pants off?"
"Um...."
"Bearing in mind that I can't guarantee I won't rip 'em off you sooner or later either way. I'ma need to cum before next period."
Jax's grip tightened on her, either from nerves or excitement, and it wasn't totally clear which.
"I guess... no one's looking right now," Jax said slowly.
"That's right."
"So maybe I could--"
"Up you get then."
Jax stood, and Maddison yanked his bottoms off with practiced efficiency. She couldn't resist spreading him and tonguing his ass for a bit, much the way Misty had felt the urge to dive into Emma's bum.
From the slight tremble in his legs, and the painful hardness of his cock, it was obvious to Maddison that her brother was still conflicted and unsure about the whole thing. Intrigued, yes, but not confident in his presence. Maddison had an idea what to do about that, and luckily it was basically what she wanted to do anyway, albeit a less enthusiastic form of it.
After grabbing some lube that wasn't just her spit and making sure they were both ready to go, Maddison sat back and pulled Jax onto her lap. She didn't force him onto her cock any faster than he wanted to go, but honestly the pace he took her wasn't any slower than she would have tried. He either had the same thought as her, or was simply a sufficiently experienced and eager butt slut by now that even in his uncertainty he still had mad anal skills.
Maddison wrapped her arms around Jax once he was all bottomed out and settled firmly in her lap, cock filling and stretching his cute little butt. He already felt calmer and more under control.
"That better?" she whispered.
Jax nodded. "It kinda is, actually, yeah."
"Thought so."
"Is that weird?"
"Nah. It's pretty much you, actually."
"That doesn't mean it's not weird."
Maddison grinned. "Jax, you see those three girls in front of us? Who all have their pants off? And you see Misty eating Em's ass? Or no wait, I think she's switched to sucking her balls now. But anyway. These are our people. Maybe slightly more so mine than yours, but it's not like you're a weirdo here. Not at all."
"You think?"
"I really do."
Jax started wiggling around in Maddison's lap, grinding on her cock while generally leaving it just as deep inside him as it would get. Maddison hugged him snug to her and occupied herself with nuzzling and kissing him from behind wherever she could reach.
Since she wasn't paying attention to the other girls anymore, Maddison was caught by surprise when Misty showed up back in front of them.
"I was too distracting for Em," Misty said in what might have been as a chagrined tone, but came off somewhat self-satisfied. "You two look cozy. I don't wanna interrupt, but mind if I hang with you guys again?"
"I think that'd be fine," Maddison said. "Jax?"
"Yeah. Fine," Jax echoed, his tone one of not quite focusing on the conversation. "Maddy?"
"Yeah?"
"My butt's just for you, of course, but, um...."
Maddison felt a surge of warmth inside he at Jax's public assertion that she had the only claim on his ass. She knew that she shouldn't feel like it belonged only to her, but that didn't stop her from firmly believing it, nor would it have stopped her being very, very annoyed if he'd let some other girl in.
"You wanna help Misty out?" Maddison asked gently.
"Is that ok?"
"You don't need to ask me. That's what the club's for. And I mean... she's got a nice cock. I wouldn't mind playing with it myself, for that matter."
Misty's eyes were wide and excited, but not quite certain yet. Which was fair, since neither of the sibs quite knew what was happening either.
"So, uh, just to be clear... what are you offering?" Misty asked.
"I think my brother would like to suck you a little," Maddison answered, saving Jax from trying to form the words. What she could see of his cheek was burning red.
Jax managed a confirming nod.
A wide, slow grin spread across Misty's face. "Well who am I to say no to that?"
Misty didn't hesitate at all about stepping up on the couch, straddling Maddison and Jax's legs, and sticking her cock in Jax's face. He was slower to really accept what was happening, but his tentative initial licks gradually became fairly deep sucking as he gained confidence.
Maddison felt absurdly proud of her brother. It didn't really make any sense, since sucking another girl's cock shouldn't have been a source of pride in any capacity. And yet, despite his nerves, shyness, and gender, he was already fitting in. Plus she should get at least partial credit, since it was her cock up his ass giving him the support and connection he needed to function.
"Really, Misty?" Emma said, coming up beside Misty. "I just said I needed a minute to think, not that you had to come face fuck the newbie."
Misty shrugged and tried to smile winsomely. "He offered."
"Ah. Of course. How silly of me."
"I couldn't say no. It'd be rude."
"Yeah, yeah." Emma sat down next to Maddison, curling up sideways with one of her knees pulled up to her chest, and propped her chin on her arm. "You get me all worked up, then go play with someone else. I see how it is."
Misty pouted. "Baby, no. You want to fuck around some now?"
"Maybe I'll just go see if Kayla wants to fuck, hm? I'm sure she--"
"Oh you goofball."
Misty pulled free from Jax's mouth and tackled Emma. The two of them teetered precariously, then crashed to the floor in a flurry of limbs and giggles.
Maddison rolled her eyes at the display, but Jax seemed to have tensed up.
"Did I... get in the middle of something?"
"No. Don't mind them. Misty and Em are... I hesitate to call them any sluttier than we are, but they kinda are. They're definitely together, like no question, but... I dunno. Not monogamous by even the most stretched definition of the word as far as I've been able to tell."
"Oh."
"I sometimes think one of 'em got jealous about something, but then they usually just start fucking and I'm like, I think that was just foreplay."
"Yeah, they're, uh... Em's straight into Misty's butt already. Like, right there on the floor."
"Mm, yeah. That's about right. They were talking about getting more comfy furniture for fucking around on. Which we're gonna need if we get any more people coming here. Desks and floors only go so far."
Kayla came over shortly after Emma and Misty fell to the floor. She appeared mildly exasperated. "Well, I got it working, if anyone cares." She glanced at Misty and Emma. "They don't seem to anymore."
Maddison looked past Kayla and saw that, indeed, there was a film silently playing on the projector screen at the front of the room. There was no sound, and so far there was only one tall, elegant woman featured. She was being shot such that it was ambiguous whether or not she had a cock, but Maddison was fairly certain she did, given what little she knew or could guess about the movie in question.
"This the one you were talking about?" Maddison asked.
Kayla nodded. "Yeah. It gets going pretty quick."
Another glance at the screen confirmed that the woman had been joined by a cute boy, and was in the process of slipping out her dress. Underneath she had on some sexy thigh high stockings, between which dangled a scarily large cock that was slowly coming to life. The boy sharing the screen with her looked exactly the mix of apprehensive and lustful that the situation called for.
"Can he even take that?" Jax asked, sounding awed at the possibility.
"Oh hell yeah he can," Kayla said. "You should see what some of the boys in Diamond's movies can handle."
"Wow."
"Mmhm."
Kayla picked her way past Emma and Misty, who presented a bit of a tripping hazard, and sat next to Maddison and Jax to watch the movie she'd put on. Both girls were caught by surprise when Jax reached over and started jerking her off before she could get her hand there first. Maddison couldn't see his face, but the way he remained transfixed on the screen at the front of the classroom suggested he wasn't totally thinking about what he was doing.
Either way, Kayla had no problem letting Jax play with her, and Maddison was happy he was relaxing into the flow of the club.
Jax bounced around on Maddison's dick with ever growing energy and enthusiasm as he kept stroking Kayla and watching the very pornographic movie Kayla had brought. He got pretty out of control as Diamond got to the point of actually butt fucking the boy she was paired with, after some previous teasing.
"Oh my god, she's gonna break him," Jax whispered, awe-struck. "She can't possibly fit."
Kayla grinned at Maddison. "He's not really grasping just how stretchy boys can be, is he?"
Maddison was watching just as intently as her brother at this point. "To be fair, I can't see it working either."
Kayla shrugged. "Guess I'm just jaded. I've seen her do this before. But I still love it every time."
Sure enough, Diamond worked her entire length and girth inside the boy who looked too small to ever accommodate her. She'd previously laid her cock along him to give a sense of how deep she'd be when inside, and if anything the current bulge in the boy's tummy implied she was even deeper than she should have any right to be.
"Damn," Maddison said. "That's insane."
"Right?"
"Do you think... could we get a copy of this maybe?"
Kayla smiled. "Sure you can. And I've got lots more, too."
"Lots?"
"Yeah." She scratched her head. "I mean, I never had a brother or anything, so it's mostly just been me dealing with my needs. I needed some serious porn intake."
Maddison nodded. "I get that. I'm lucky I got Jax." She decided not to ask about whether Kayla's parents had ever 'helped' her. She wasn't actually clear on whether that was acceptable or not. There were still rules that she hadn't quite grasped.
With the help of the movie, both Kayla and Maddison had some nice, calming orgasms. Maddison came deep in her brother's ass, as was her wont, while Kayla accepted an offer to cum straight onto Jax. Kayla then returned Jax's masturbatory favour and jerked him off until he came on her tits. It didn't take long, particularly since Maddison was still filling his butt and had only begun to soften.
Clean up was even more playful between the three of them, and rather inefficient as a result. Still, they'd all managed to nearly finish dressing again before Emma and Misty rejoined them. There were satisfied smiles all round.
"Think you'll come back?" Misty asked Jax as they all headed out.
Jax intertwined his fingers with Maddison's and looked to her as if for permission before answering. "Yeah. I think I probably will."
"Oh good. It'd be nice to finish up that blowjob properly at some point."
"If you were being fair, you'd let me try next," Emma said, holding Misty's hand just as securely as Jax held Maddison's.
"I got interrupted," Misty said. "Obviously it'd still be my turn."
"Oh I don't think so."
The bickering girls went off in their own direction while Maddison and Jax kept meandering along.
"You're popular already," Maddison said. "Already getting fought over."
"I'm still yours, you know. I don't plan to let any of them in my butt."
"Mmm, you'll have to be firm about that. I can see the pleading coming already."
"Oh, uh, you think?"
"Of course." Maddison nudged Jax. "Don't think I don't see that pleased little smile you're trying to hide."
"Well... let's be real, it's the most popular with girls I've ever been."
"Plus you're a total little butt slut."
"Not! Only... only just when it's you."
"Good. Let's keep it that way."
****
Jax came to Maddison's room that night as she was just getting ready to go to bed. She was naked, and he was wearing only boxers and a shirt, and crawled into her bed without any noticeable hesitation.
"You didn't come fuck me this evening," Jax said. His tone didn't make it clear whether it was an observation or an accusation.
"Yeah, sorry," Maddison said. "I got caught up watching this movie that Kayla gave me a copy of. Kinda took care of myself. It was pretty hot."
"Huh. Guess Mom'll be happy you found some porn that'll take care of your needs."
Maddison slipped into bed next to Jax. She left the light on for now, and didn't get under the covers yet. "It was just the novelty. S'not like I don't need you all of a sudden. Nothing like that."
"No?"
"No. Of course not, silly." Maddison kissed Jax's cheek. "You're my brother. I love you. And usually I'm still gonna spend most of the day wanting to pound your cute little butthole."
"Well... ok."
"Hell, give me some time and I'm sure I could go again pretty quick. Have a nice cum before bed. Right up your bum, if you want."
Jax nodded, but appeared thoughtful. "Hey, this might sound weird...."
Maddison shrugged. "Go ahead. You can ask me, whatever it is."
"I know we kinda shouldn't, and it's probably nothing you're interested in anyway...."
"Well I'm certainly curious now, if that's any help."
"What if I, like, fucked your butt?"
Maddison tilted her head. Jax wouldn't look right at her, and was in fact fidgeting rather a lot with the corner of a sheet.
"You wanna fuck my butt?"
"I dunno. Maybe. Just... I was thinking about it."
"Jax, dude, you coulda done that any time you wanted."
"What?"
"Yeah. I mean, it'd be only fair, the miles I've put on your ass. Plus, like, it's you. If there was something I could do for you, I'd want to."
"Really?"
"Of course."
Jax smiled in relief. "Ok, cool. I just wasn't sure about it. I mean, in theory the stuff we do is only to help you out and keep your needs in check."
"You know that's not all there is to it," Maddison said in a quiet but firm tone.
"No, I know."
"Good."
Maddison kissed Jax on the cheek again, closer to his lips. As he turned his head, she caught him full on the mouth where they lingered a moment.
"It's kind of exciting, actually," Maddison said.
"Yeah?"
"Mmhm. I mean, it'd be my first time having someone... back there... like that. And if it's you, it's even better."
Jax blushed and smiled. Maddison felt a similar colour and heat rise to her cheeks as she smiled right back, unable to help her physical response to the sudden spike in nervous excitement.
"Is it gonna hurt some, you think?" Maddison asked. "The first time and all?"
"I, uh, don't know. I'm not quite as big as you are, which should help. But experience helps too. And preparation."
"Better go heavy on preparation then."
Jax nodded quickly. "Ok."
For the first time, Maddison found herself being the one to lie on her tummy with no bottoms on--no anything else for that matter--waiting breathlessly while Jax settled himself between her legs, equally naked after a quick shedding of his few articles of clothing. It was both thrilling and nerve-wracking having him spread and examine her ass, and all the more so when he started touching and licking her.
It was so different being on the other side of eating ass. Having a soft, wet tongue lapping at her sensitive butthole was extremely pleasant, and left her body unable to decide if it wanted to bask in the luxury of it all, or go all tingly and horny. It settled on a weird mix of both.
"That feels amazing," Maddison purred huskily.
"Mmhm. I kinda like it from this side too," Jax said. "I mean, I kinda love when you lick me out before you pound me, but I thought that was all for my benefit. It's, like, weirdly addictive being back here. And you taste so good."
"Just wait 'til you get inside. That's always the best part."
"Sure, sure. In a minute."
It was, in fact, several minutes before Jax finally weaned himself away from Maddison's ass and switched over to getting ready for something more penetrative. He rather considerately probed her with his fingers first, ensuring she was prepped.
Honestly though, Maddison didn't think there was anything more he could do to get her ready. She was never going to be totally, completely calm for her first time experiencing her butt getting fucked. But she was as close as could be imagined given the work Jax had put in, and just the fact that if anyone was going to get into her ass, she was very happy for it to be her brother.
"You can do it now," Maddison whispered.
"Yeah? You don't want more lube or anything? More fingering?"
"I'm only gonna get more nervous if we wait. We should just do it."
"Ok."
Maddison's eyes widened as Jax pressed his cock to her ass. It might have just been her imagination, but she felt her butthole twitch at the contact, and his cock definitely pulsed back in response. Her tummy got all fluttery at the visceral anticipation of what they were about to do.
There was a slight discomfort as Jax slowly popped the tip of his cock in. Maddison's butt wasn't quite sure it wanted to allow an intruder bigger than a pair of his fingers, despite other parts of her being very, very sure. Still, it wasn't discomfort enough to really hurt, and the mental thrill of it made up for the initial physical confusion.
Maddison grunted and clutched at the sheets as Jax pushed deeper. He stopped about halfway in.
"Is that ok? It doesn't hurt, does it?"
Maddison shook her head. "It feels kinda weird at first, but I think it's gonna feel good. Just... keep going slow, ok?"
"Ok."
Jax's fingers dug into Maddison's ass cheeks as he spread them wide and pushed slowly deeper into her. He was probably enjoying the sight of burying his cock in her butt for the first time, and who could blame him.
The thrill Maddison felt stayed strong as her brother got closer and closer to being entirely inside her. Her butthole gave in and relaxed a bit more around the base of his cock, and as he gave soft little thrusts to help push deeper, tiny jolts of pleasure started to make themselves known.
She was actually getting fucked in the butt. Maddison smiled to herself as Jax's balls bumped against her, signaling full depth. Her nerves calmed even further at the knowledge that she could, indeed, handle him without too much issue.
It was kind of an odd sensation to be filled up back there, the way she must have made Jax feel so many times, even though he was far more used to it. It was nice, too. Accepting Jax into her instead of pushing inside him. Different and similar at the same time. Mostly different from a physical perspective.



Even more different as Jax started thrusting for real. He'd used small, soft little pushes to get inside, now that he was in his hips moved in bigger and faster arcs, in and out, fucking Maddison's bum for real.
Maddison reached down to her cock and discovered that she was leaking precum. There was a connection of some sort between her ass and cock, as she'd been aware of from those times Jax had cummed from being butt fucked. She wasn't sure if she wanted to play with herself or not. Jax was making her horny enough to want to get off again, but she also liked the more subtle feeling of letting his fucking tease her cock from the inside in a nebulous and unclear kind of way.
"This feels absolutely amazing," Jax moaned.
"You like fucking my ass?"
"I really, really do."
Maddison grinned and arched her back, sticking her butt up toward him a little more. "Well it's all yours, bro bro. Enjoy."
Jax certainly did enjoy. He lost himself to it for a while, and Maddison very much got the impression that he wasn't really considering much of anything other than making himself feel good, and eventually cumming.
Which was fair. That's kinda how she got when fucking his butt. No matter how hard she tried to think about what made him feel good, sooner or later it all got to be about cumming deep inside his tight little ass.
A weird kind of feeling grew in Maddison as Jax pounded her butt. It was kind of like when she got closer and closer to cumming inside him when she was the one pounding away, except different and not as strong. It seemed a bit like what she'd feel if Jax made her cum from fucking her butt, except it also felt like she wouldn't cum for a quite a while.
Well before Maddison found out if she was correct in her assessment of these new internal sensations, Jax grunted and started spurting cum all up in her bum. That felt really good too, but in a more limited and visceral way.
Maddison stretched out and luxuriated in getting her ass filled with hot cum for the first time. It'd be in there all night now. Just inside her, being all messy. She was pretty sure she already understood why Jax didn't usually feel the need to clean up after. It just felt nice, was all. It was a connection and reminder to having her brother inside her, even after he pulled out.
Maddison rolled over and smiled up at Jax as he sat back on his heels. He was panting softly, but grinned back at her, seemingly unable to stop himself looking goofy and satisfied in the afterglow.
"Everything you hoped it'd be?"
Jax nodded. "Basically, yeah. And... better, too."
"Oh good. Me too." Maddison stretched again, this time more so for Jax's benefit. "I kinda felt like I coulda cummed just from that."
"Oh. You shoulda said. I would have tried to--"
"No no. It woulda taken a while, if it could have happened at all."
"I guess."
"Don't worry. We'll try again for real sometime."
"Yeah?"
"Of course. Don't tell me you don't want to do that again?"
"I... really, really want to do that again."
"Good. I thought you might."
Jax stared down at Maddison's hard, twitching, precummy cock. "What about you?"
"I probably need to cum again now, thanks to you. If that's what you're asking."
"It is. Um... in me?" Jax asked hopefully.
Maddison giggled. "You sure? You still up for it? You just came in your sister's butt for the first time, after all."
Jax flushed soft and pink. "Well... I kinda feel like I sleep better these days after you've been inside me for a bit. And with your cum in me."
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"Kinda slutty there, bro bro."
"I know."
"I love it."
"I thought you might."
Maddison beckoned Jax closer. He didn't seem sure what she was after until she yanked him right up to her face and gently sucked his softened cock clean. She knew how sensitive it could be afterward, and was as delicate as she could manage while still getting the job done.
"You stay there," Jax said when she tried to get up after.
Maddison arched an eyebrow but lay mostly still, cock straining into the air in search of brother butt. Jax snagged some lube from beside the bed where Maddison always kept it handy, then dealt with lubing himself up.
Admittedly, it was kinda hot just lying back and watching him finger himself, even if she couldn't see much of anything from the front. Usually she did the preparatory lubing for him, complete with complimentary analingus to get him horny and ready to go. This time there wasn't really a need for that, she supposed.
Jax bit his lip and worked his wrist. Maddison could only see small movements in his arm before it disappeared behind him, but she could imagine the little thrusts in and out of his bum that his fingers were making. She had to hold herself back from grabbing his hips and trying to guide him straight onto her dick. He looked so cute and fuckable, and she was pretty dang horny by now.
Jax lovingly applied lube to Maddison's cock as well, spreading it all over with both hands. He then looked straight into her eyes as he straddled her, held her steady, and slowly lowered himself straight onto her straining hard shaft.
The siblings both sighed and cooed happily as Jax bounced lower and lower onto Maddison's cock. It might have felt nice having him inside her, but this was what they were truly meant for. Jax getting his butt all filled and stretched with sister-cock. How it was meant to be.
Jax bottomed himself out on Maddison's cock in impressive time, then had to just sit there for a moment recover from impaling himself so quickly and thoroughly.
It was just about that moment when the door swung open without any warning.
"Oh for goodness sake," came Lacey's voice as the sibs turned their heads in unison. "Maddison, can't you leave your brother alone?"
"Not easily, no."
Maddison looked back at Jax, then down at where they were joined. They made a rather lewd spectacle of themselves, it was true. Jax atop her, sitting on her cock, both of them fully naked.
"It's fine, Mom," Jax insisted.
"I wish you'd protest a little more too, honestly," Lacey said.
Jax leaned over Maddison, resting his hands on her tummy but only settling a small amount of his weight on them. "She's my sister, Mom. I love her and I wanna help her with her... 'needs.'"
Lacey sighed. "Everyone's so amazed about you two getting along so well and not fighting and everything. I sometimes think it might be easier if you were more like a regular brother and sister."
Maddison shrugged. "Can't help ya there. Us fighting would be all like 'Jaaaxxx, I already came in you, get off my diiiccck.'"
Jax giggled. "'Maaaddyyy, if you cum in me again it'll make a meeesss everywheeerrre,'"
The siblings laughed at their feigned whining. Lacey rolled her eyes and turned around. "Don't be up too late," she grumbled and closed the door behind her.
"Think that'll teach her to knock?" Maddison asked.
"Doubt it."
"Yeah."
The siblings giggled together over their mother's lack of respecting privacy, and the immediate karma that often entailed. Maddison sat up partway, meeting Jax in the middle for a follow up kiss.
It was something Maddison didn't feel like they needed to discuss. If their mom was annoyed about them fucking, she'd be even more annoyed if she figured out exactly what had happened with their feelings for each other. Getting caught up Jax's butt wasn't anything new or worrisome. Getting caught kissing, weirdly, would be so much worse. That probably wasn't the way it should be, but it definitely was the way it was.
Maddison lay back down and let Jax start bouncing on her cock. She didn't know why she didn't get him to ride her more often. It was kind of nice getting to relax and just watch him work her cock. Maybe it was just easier and more obvious to be the one diving in most of the time.
Jax looked even more adorable than usual as he moved up and down her shaft. Something about getting to see his face and all the expressions he made, as well as the soft pant from the exertion of it. That and the determination in his eyes to make her cum.
He'd always been a loving brother. He'd started helping her with her horniness problem with hardly any hesitation, really, and he'd never complained about how constant her needs were. But then again, it turned out he enjoyed the process as much as she did, so maybe a lack of complaint shouldn't be a surprise.
Maddison ran her hands up Jax's hips, feeling his muscles move as he bounced around on her. She was going to cum in his butt so hard. She met his eyes again, and felt an extra surge of emotion for him.
"Goddamn I love you, Jax."
There was just the slightest hitch in his rhythm. "Well... yeah. Love you too," he said in a confused tone.
"Not just like a brother."
"Oh. Oh, well, yeah." Jax flushed. "I mean, me too," he said more softly. "Do you think that's alright?"
"Probably not. Not gonna stop me either way."
"Yeah. Me either."
Jax bent all the way down to kiss Maddison even more deeply, and lingered long enough that he was panting harder and left a trail of spit connecting their mouths for a second when he sat up again.
If anything, he was even more enthusiastic and energetic after their short break for making out. Or maybe it was the whole love thing. Maddison was pretty sure she'd have been pounding him harder too, had she been the one in control.
Jax rode Maddison hard until she felt the end coming, then pulsed and twitched and launched creamy cum all up inside him. He smiled as he felt it, but didn't slow down until the very end.
Maddison felt an even deeper and fuller sense of calm, tingly well-being afterward than usual. She felt like she could easily fall asleep right where she was without even a pillow under her head, or being snuggled up under the covers.
The siblings just kind of stared at each other for a moment, Jax still anally impaled on Maddison.
"Maddy? D'you think I could stay with you tonight?"
Maddison reached up and caressed his cheek. "I'd like that."
"And... would you stay inside me?"
She laughed softly. "If that's what you want. You might be sore tomorrow. And I might have to fuck you again in the morning."
"That's ok."
Maddison nodded. "Then it's good with me. It'll be fun, actually."
"Yeah. I think it will."
It took some doing getting the both of them squirmed around and lying spooned together without Maddison have to leave Jax's warm, cozy butt embrace. They managed, though, and lay together all naked and a little sweaty still, Maddison's cock firmly up Jax's bum.
Sleep claimed them both before either could get too horny again, but that was only a temporary break from their need for each other. There was always tomorrow.
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Interlewd Two: The Girls
****
Emma and Misty stayed late at school one day to rearrange the club room. They'd managed to acquire a bed for one corner, which went nicely with their trusty couch and a couple big, comfy chairs that could accommodate two people if they were willing to squish and/or snuggle. And they usually were.
The front of the room remained mostly classroom furniture, in particular the big teacher's desk which was spacious enough for bending someone over, and kinda hot for the pretense of doing it in an actual classroom.
A fair number of the student desks and chairs had been sneakily pawned off on unsuspecting rooms through the school when no one was looking, leaving a much more manageable number remaining for either casual seating, more involved scenarios for sexy times, or for the occasional semi-formal meeting when Ms. Kindle swung by and had some announcements or things to go over.
Despite both starting out with the intention of seriously working, the girls got into a cycle of taking longer and longer breaks with less and less actual work done in between, as well as leaving their clothes more and more scattered until they were fully naked and spending most of their time making out on the new bed.
"This is gonna be great," Misty said enthusiastically, surveying the room while Emma nuzzled her shoulder and fondled her tits.
"Me or the room?"
"Both."
"Ah."
"You know, I wasn't even sure we get anyone else wanting to join us at first."
"You seemed so confident though."
"Yeah, well, confidence works. Saphy taught me about that."
"She'd know."
"Mmhm."
Emma took a moment to look around too, whereupon Misty took the opportunity to nibble on her ear and make her squirm ticklishly.
"You're right, though," Emma said. "The club's all coming together. How many are we now?"
"Futas? Or everyone?"
"Everyone, I guess. Six is it? Or seven?"
"Maybe eight, depending on we count it." Misty held up a hand to tick off fingers. "You and me, obviously. And Maddy and Jax. And Kayla. Ms. Kindle I don't know if we can count, since she's our advisor, and hasn't fucked anyone here despite my best efforts."
"She's fucked you."
"Yeah, but only that once in her class. And I think that was only 'cause of Saphy."
"Well... we'll see if we can't convince her to have another go."
Misty grinned. "Thanks, babe. I love that you get me."
Emma pinched Misty's nipple. "I still can't believe that you can take cocks like that, let alone seek them out. Buuuttt it's kinda hot when you do."
"Lucky I tighten up again after though, huh?"
"Definitely." Emma played with Misty's tits as she thought some more. "That girl who was here yesterday," she said slowly. "Victoria? You think she'll be back? I didn't see he today."
"I think she preferred Tori, but yeah I'm sure she'll be back. Once you find a place to cum during school, how you gonna say no?"
"Not everyone is as horny as you, babe."
"As us," Misty corrected, gently prodding Emma with her finger, then turning the gesture into running her fingertip down toward Emma's cock. "Don't act like you're not just as horny as I am."
"Ok," Emma admitted easily. "Not everyone is as horny as us."
"So that's probably six. And we had Jenna come by after we invited her and Sierra and Eve the other day in the showers."
Emma giggled. "I think she thought it was gonna just be us."
"Ha, yeah, maybe I didn't explain it that well. That might be my bad. Still, all three of them have been seriously enjoying our shower time fun. Even though it's been a little on the subdued side lately, what with our time in the club."
"I think Jenna'll be back," Emma concurred. "And maybe Sierra and Eve will come by too at some point. We could keep subtly suggesting it."
"Mmhm. And we could be more teasing to get them more interested in it."
"How do we get more teasing then being all naked and hard and, like, making out and grinding and stuff? And sometimes sucking each other off?"
"Well... there are ways. Sometimes being less obvious actually works."
Emma pouted. "Well, maybe. But I like our shower times the way they are."
"Me too."
"'Specially that one day last week. How'd we convince Jenna and Eve to jerk us off again?"
"I don't remember exactly. Something about 'cause the three of them in particular are always just watching and getting off to us, and basically never helping. Something about a voyeur tax I think?"
"Hehe, yeah. And they went with it."
"I think they just need an excuse. We definitely get them all worked up, and it's kind of just a thing now. If any of them started coming here regularly, there'd almost definitely be at least handjobs in it for us, I'm pretty sure."
Emma went quiet and thoughtful. Misty started playing with her cock a little, which made her moan very softly, but she still pondered.
"Misty? Have you ever, like, done stuff with... with a pussy?"
"Hm? Oh, yeah, I guess I have."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, I mean... Mommy's."
Emma flushed. "Oh right. I didn't... for some reason I didn't realize you'd done stuff with her too. Thought it was Saphy and Persephone."
"Mainly them. But... yeah, I've, uh, eaten her a few times. And been inside. It's nice. I prefer butts, but there's something to be said for pussies too."
Emma hesitated. "I mean, I've never--"
"No, I know, babe. I'm most of your sexual history all by myself."
"Do you think if I got the chance...."
"With Mommy? Or with one of the shower girls?"
"... either?"
Misty giggled and kissed Emma, tightening her grip around Emma's cock. "Listen, I will wing-girl you so hard if you wanna go for it. Just lemme know."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah, Em. I'm your girlfriend. I got your back with stuff like this."
"That's... not usually what girlfriend entails. You know that, right?"
"Is with us, isn't it?"
Emma nodded. "It is. And... I mean I'd like to go first, ideally, but if you get a chance with one of them... I'd back you up too."
"Awww." Misty kissed Emma again.
"I'd want to watch, though."
"Well duh. I'll be annoyed if you, like, fuck a pussy for the first time and I'm not right there holding your hand. Don't do something like that to me."
Emma grinned. "Never. Promise."
"That's my girl."
Misty flipped Emma on her back. Emma playfully fought back as Misty kept going, pushing her legs and by extension her butt back toward her head, and presenting her butthole nicely up in the air.
Once she'd pretended to defend her honour, or some such nonsense, Emma wrapped her arms around the backs of her knees and helped hold herself in the vulnerable and exposed position Misty had guided her into. It was a very convenient one for Misty to spread Emma's butt cheeks, and dive in to eat her ass out.
Emma just watched Misty go for a moment, chewing her lip as her precious, beautiful girlfriend went crazy on her ass. Her cock leaked precum onto her tummy, starting to create quite a puddle.
"What about boys?" Emma thought aloud.
"Hm?" Misty grunted, unwilling to remove tongue from butthole long enough to answer with words.
"Like, I didn't think I much cared until Maddy and Jax started coming, but the way she looks at him... and fucks him... and his cute little butt...."
Misty grunted a more complicated pattern of sloppy moans around Emma's increasingly spit covered bum.
"I dunno," Emma said. "Saphy's always praised boy tushies, yeah? And Maddy seems pretty happy with her brother's. Just... might be interesting some time."
Misty reluctantly lifted her face. Her chin was as spit-messy as Emma's ass. "I know you kinda still get annoyed about him, but that boy who saw us mid-blowjob that time? I've seen him hanging around the club."
"What?"
"I was thinking of inviting him in."
"Of course you were."
"Hey, you were thinking about boys too. And he's a pretty cute one."
"Well... yeah, kinda. But he perved on me when I was still new to this stuff."
"Not through any fault of his own."
Emma glared. "Stop being reasonable and lick my ass more!"
Misty winked and went back to nomming on Emma's ass like it was her favourite snack. Which it kinda was.
Emma relaxed back into her private rimjob, then resigned herself to seriously contemplating Misty's suggestion. "You really think he's hanging around, like, trying to see us again or something."
Misty shrugged. "That's my best guess."
"Well... maybe go ahead and see what you can do then. Maybe I'll feel better if I get to pound his butt some time."
"Ooh! Won you over, huh?"
"What you've done is turn me into a helplessly horny little thing just like you."
"Mmm, and it turns out I do fine work."
Emma rolled her eyes and playfully wrestled back at Misty some without intending to actually move her. It turned out that Misty was even less interested in winning, and despite her best efforts Emma flipped them both over so Misty was the one pinned on the bottom.
It wasn't exactly the subtlest way of asking for getting her butt stuffed, but it didn't need to be. At all. Emma was more than ready to take her girlfriend's ass if that's what Misty wanted, and judging by how easily she'd rolled over, and how she was now pulling her knees back to emulate Emma's previous position, there was no doubt that was exactly what she wanted.
Emma went straight for lube instead of taking the time to get Misty all spit-slicked. They were both ready for some fucking.
Misty's eyes rolled back and her lips made an involuntary circle, as all the while her greedy little ass swallowed more and more of Emma. It was the sort of adorable, 'happy to be anally filled up' face that Emma had learned to love and cultivate as much as possible.
Emma was enjoying herself just as much. Every single time she buried her cock in Misty's sweet tushy was a reminder of just how amazing it felt and how good it was going to feel to pound her ass, and was a suggestion of the pure bliss of eventually cumming in her.
Emma pushed Misty's legs back even farther, pressing her into a more compact shape and lifting her butt even closer to vertical. Emma let her weight come down more on Misty, helping to make sure she was as deep as humanly possible in that heavenly ass of hers.
"I'm gonna pound you so hard."
Misty grinned happily. "I was hoping you would."
There was initially a lot of suction involved in pulling back out of Misty, her ass just didn't want to let Emma go anywhere. Emma could have just used more force, but it was fun to move back so very slowly, feeling Misty's bum cling tightly and try to keep her in.
Once a rhythm got going, though, there was no more resistance to be had. Misty's butt was about as slutty and well-trained as they came, and it was absolutely perfect for wrecking with a nice hard fuck session.
"Fuuuccck yesss," Misty hissed as Emma slapped against her butt over and over.
Emma grunted a similar feeling in return. Misty's ass squelched softly as it got deeply fucked, and her balls slapped on Misty's warm skin. Pleasure surged through her with every thrust, and her smile grew to an uncontrolled and excessive level as she watched the same happen to Misty.
Precum leaked freely from Misty's throbbing cock, making a mess all over herself. Her legs were pinned back so hard that she was mostly leaking precum from just below her tits, right up to her chin depending on where the tip of her dick was pointed. A devilish thought formed itself in Emma's mind as she observed this.
Emma pushed just a little bit more while trying not to lose her angle or rhythm. Misty poked herself in the face, belatedly shutting her eyes for a second in fear that she'd take one of them out. She didn't have quite that much reach though.
"Oh you beautiful genius," Misty purred as she caught on to where Emma's imagination was.
Without any hesitation at all, Misty parted her lips and let the tip of her own cock slide between them. She basically only could reach the tip and no further, but it was enough to suck gently on herself and taste her ever-flowing precum while Emma pounded her butt and ensured a steady supply of sexy fluid.
Misty's eyes filled with pure adoration. It was a position she'd never been put in, and wouldn't have expected it from Emma. Emma, it seemed, had been well and truly brought over to the futa side of the force. It was the sort of thing her mom or sister might have done, but was even more special for Emma trying it first.
As if to underscore Misty's particularly slutty and vulnerable self-sucking, ass-filled position, the door to the classroom opened wide. Neither girl was all that worried about it. More curious than anything. And they were correct not to be concerned since it was Saphira coming to pick them up. Honestly, though, there really wasn't much danger of it being anyone who'd get them in trouble, even during school hours.
"There you two a--" Saphira stopped mid-chastisement. "Oh wow." She stepped closer. "That's genius!"
"Uhsshh mmmwwuuhh uh nnmmmhhh," Misty mumbled around her own cock.
"That's what she said," Emma helpfully translated.
"Well fuck. Here I was going to give you guys shit for once again being late to meet me in the parking lot...." Saphira shook her head as she lay down next to the girls with a prime viewing spot. "But who could stay mad at this?"
"Nnnhh uummnn."
"No one," Emma guessed.
Saphira reached out and ran her fingers lightly down Misty's shaft. "She's gonna cum soon too, huh?"
Emma had been recognizing some of the signs and nodded easily. "Yep."
"Right into her own mouth," Saphira said, still with a touch of awe in her tone. "And here I am to witness history."
"I... wouldn't go that far."
"You don't always get to decide these things."
Misty's eyes rolled back, her cock tensed, her balls contracted, then all at once she was cumming. Her whole shaft pulsed as it shot cum straight into her own mouth.
Emma and Saphira watched closely as Misty swallowed her own cum-load. Her throat bulged and emptied several times before Emma pulled back, easing up the pressure on Misty's spine, and thereby pulled her cock from her mouth.
The rest of Misty's cum landed messily on her face and tits, the latter thanks to Saphira calmly grabbing her cock and aiming it to spread the love around.
Misty wasn't surprised at all that either Emma or Saphira would conspire to leave her messy when they could have just as easily let her swallow her cum and keep everything neat and tidy. These days, Emma was just as bad as her sister for stuff like that. She'd been thoroughly corrupted, and it was wonderful.
"You know," Saphira said slowly, "I was gonna fuck Misty a bit to make up for you guys not being ready to go. But since Emma kinda did that already...."
"Well don't look at me," Emma said. "I can't take anything your size."
"Oh psh. I'm hardly that much bigger than Misty."
"It's true," Misty said. "You could definitely take Saphy. No problem."
"First of all, yeah, significantly bigger," Emma said. "Second, whose side are you on anyway?"
"Yours of course," Misty said with a cummy grin. "Only you don't always know what's best for you, is all."
"Oh?"
"You've gotta be adventurous. Try new and bigger cocks. That sort of thing."
"What if I only ever want yours?"
"That'd be kinda sweet and romantic, I guess." Misty reached up and booped Emma's nose. "But I don't think that's really true. I think you're nervous 'cause you haven't seen how much you can take yet."
Emma glanced over at Saphira who had decided to take all her clothes off without waiting for a verdict. "You better stay right here and hold my hand then. Like a loving girlfriend."
"Of course, babe. What else are girlfriends for, if not moral support when you're getting fucked by her sister?"
"... I'm not gonna bother answering that."
"Yeah, I wouldn't bother either, really." Misty swiped at a drip of cum that was threatening to run into her eye. "Still, all ready for support duty whenever you are."
Emma felt a growing sense of trepidation as Saphira pushed her legs back and got down to ass level to lick her out some. She also felt pretty excited, as well as just plain good. Saphira's ass-licking skills were second to none.
Having Misty lie next to her and hold her hand, intertwining their fingers, helped with Emma's nerves. She definitely didn't think anything too bad could ever happen while she had Misty there with her.
Another little surge of panic gripped Emma once Saphira had lubed her up and then pressed her cock to her butthole. Emma was being bent back very similar to how she'd held Misty, though not to the same extent yet. She was sure Saphira was going to try making her suck herself off though. Saphira had been enamoured with the way Misty had been made to do it.
Rather surprisingly, Saphira popped the head of her cock in without too much fuss. It was bigger than Misty's, that much was obvious, and there was a little bit of a protest from Emma's ass in response, but nothing like actual, scary pain. Maybe a soft ache, if anything.
"See, not so bad," Misty murmured.
"It actually isn't," Emma agreed. "She's stretching me, but... not in a hurty way."
Saphira pressed deeper, thrusting slowly as she worked her way in. Emma dribbled precum on herself and clutched Misty's hand tighter, but mostly just watched in fascination as her body accepted the larger cock with hardly a fuss.
Even more fascinating was how good it started to feel. The fun spots inside her that Misty could hit when they fucked, Saphira hit them that much easier with her wider girth, albeit in a less intense way. And the feeling of being even more filled up than usual was comforting and warmly pleasant all on its own.
Misty smiled adoringly at Emma. While still holding her hand, she reached out with her other arm and place her free palm on Emma's tummy. She felt the bulge of her sister's cock move somewhere inside Emma, felt it thrusting deeper, burying itself in her girlfriend's ass.
The sisters exchanged a long sibling look, communicating a surprising amount without speaking. They now both knew just how amazing Emma's ass felt. And thanks to their utter lack of jealousy or competition regarding these things, they could both enjoy the moment together. Saphira winked at Misty before turning back to Emma and pressing deeper still.
Emma missed the look the sisters had shared, but didn't miss Saphira pressing harder on her and pushing her own cock to her face. Emma's precummy cock tip bumped her chin, then her lips. She'd been ready for this and decided not to fight it. Instead she easily opened her mouth and accepted sucking on herself just a little while she got butt fucked.
Misty had lots of options to play with, using her hand that wasn't holding Emma's. She could fondle Emma's tits, rub her tummy, tease her cock or balls, or if she moved a bit she could reach her sister. Lots to choose from, though mostly she stayed close to Emma, providing moral support through proximity and caresses.
Emma was having a hard time keeping her eyes focused on anything. They kept wanting to roll back or half-close. When she was able to look more or less straight ahead, she was generally distracted by Saphira's jiggling, bouncing tits more than anything. Which were, admittedly, very nice things to be distracted by.
As Saphira thrust harder, Emma found her cock moving in and out of her mouth just a little, like a very low-key face fuck. A self-face-fuck, for that matter. It was kind of hot, but she wasn't sufficiently flexible to take enough of herself for it to really feel amazing. She concentrated on licking and sucking on the tip, swirling her tongue over her own cock head, since that was what was available.
Emma came well before Saphira did. She started to swallow, feeling a small thrill at being made to take her own load in her mouth the way she'd just done to Misty, then rather unsurprisingly had her cock taken away so that she'd cum over her face and chest too.



Saphira fucked Emma more normally after that, just pounding her ass without contorting her for extra sexiness. Honestly, given the size of her and the way she filled Emma's bum, it was more comfortable to lie flatter while getting pounded.
Misty leaned over to make out with Emma now that her mouth was free. Emma eagerly reciprocated, and they kissed deeply, sharing cum between their intertwining tongues, as well as slowly licking each other's faces clean.
Saphira came a huge, gooey load inside Emma's ass while the girls were still sucking on each other's cummy tongues. Emma once again lost focus as hot cum was blasted deep inside her, then groaned as Saphira pulled out.
"How'd you like that?" Misty asked softly.
Emma was interrupted by Saphira sticking her messy cock between them for cleanup, but managed to mumbled around it between licks.
"It was nice," Emma said. "There's something very enjoyable about being filled like that. Though the actual fucking is a little harder on me. And my butt feels like it's not gonna close properly."
Misty giggled. "Don't worry, it will. Might take a little longer, is all."
"I can help with that," Saphira offered.
"Ooh, you got the things?" Misty said.
"I got the things."
Emma was puzzled right up until Saphira got out a couple brand new jeweled butt plugs, which weren't something she was familiar with in a practical sense, but knew enough to roll her eyes at Misty's broad grin.
"Gonna surprise me, huh?"
"Yep! One for each of us, and they match. Yours'll, uh, help keep you from dripping."
"Mmhm. I bet that it's all practical."
"Well, no. I just thought it'd be fun. And kinda hot."
Emma had to admit Misty wasn't wrong. The plug wasn't overly large, so just kind of felt nice and snug in her ass. It didn't stretch her or fill her the way Misty or Saphira did, but it reminded her it was there when she moved. And it was pretty hot seeing Misty wiggle her hips with her little bumhole all shinily filled now.
"Twinsies!" Misty declared, bumping her ass against Emma's.
Saphira got dressed while the girls were still cooing over each other's filled buttholes. She gathered up their clothes and held them in her arms until they started looking to get dressed too. They looked at her, and she only grinned back evilly until they understood it was another on of 'those' days.
Misty sighed. "Naked cummy walk to the car?"
"Gotta be punished somehow, don't you?" Saphira said. "My time is valuable."
"You got to cum in my girlfriend's butt. I thought we were gonna play nice."
"I'm saving your clothes from getting all messed. That's pretty nice of me."
Emma and Misty were a bit cleaner, but still had cum dripping down their tits and tummies, as well as some still around the outskirts of their faces where they hadn't reached with their quick little tongues.
Emma shrugged and took Misty's hand. "Let's go," she said, unconcerned.
As they walked through the deserted school halls, Misty decided she wasn't much concerned either. Sure they were naked and cummy, and sure they were getting hard again, and sure they had obvious butt plugs in, but there really wasn't anyone around currently. Probably. And even if there was, Misty had been feeling the same thing as Emma lately, where as long as they were together it was hard to feel too bad or worried about much of anything. She squeezed Emma's hand tighter and they exchanged loving smiles.
"Hey, Ms. Kindle's car was still out in the parking lot earlier, I'm gonna stop and see her if she's still here," Saphira said.
Neither Emma or Misty had an issue with that, though they didn't realize at the time that Saphira was going to shut the classroom door behind her and leave them stuck out in the hallway.
"So, uh, to Saphy's car?" Misty asked. "Or... risky public makeouts?"
"The second one."
"You think?"
"Well, we could go outside, I guess, but what if the car's locked and we have to wait anyway?"
Misty considered being in the same predicament, only even more exposed and likely to be spotted. "You're right, risky public makeouts it is."
The two horny, naked futas pressed together, trapping their cocks against their slick tummies and bumping their cummy boobies together. They kissed and playfully tongue-wrestled while waiting for Saphira, as well as toying with each other's butt plugs since they were such a novelty and really quite enjoyable to have wiggled around.
A loud gasp interrupted them at one point, but by the time they could turn and look, quick footsteps were already going the other way down an adjoining hall.
"Who do you think that was?" Misty asked, flirting with the idea of being embarrassed, but having difficulty mustering any shame with Emma holding her so close, so very warm, slippery, and naked.
"Could have been absolutely anyone," Emma said with a shrug. "Except anyone from the club, of course. Wouldn't have shocked them."
"Mmhm. Think they saw our faces?"
"Doubt it."
"Good."
They made out some more until Saphira finally opened the door again. Ms. Kindle was right behind her, and appeared immediately exasperated upon the sight of her students and the state they were in.
"Good lord, Saphira. Give the girls their clothes back. This is still a school."
"Yeah, Saphy," Misty said, pleased to have someone on her side.
Saphira only grinned and started walking. The naked girls couldn't do much other than pad along after her. Ms. Kindle, they noted, followed them and presumably got a very lovely view for a time until she passed them and walked next to Saphira.
Ms. Kindle and Saphira talked in a low whisper for a bit, then as they parted outside Saphira gave Ms. Kindle a quick slap on the butt. It earned her a glare, but Saphira wasn't even close to being cowed by it.
"So, your house or ours?" Saphira asked Emma as they were getting settled in the car.
Emma paused in her doomed attempt to buckle in without making a mess of the seatbelt. "Well, I'm naked, covered in cum, have an ass full of your cum, am wearing a butt plug, and have no idea when you'll give me my clothes back."
"You're right. Silly question. Our house it is." Saphira grinned back at the girls in the back seat. "Misty can lick you clean before we send you home."
"I was only gonna grab a shower," Emma said. "But I like your idea better."
Misty squeezed her hand. "Definitely better," she agreed.
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Chapter Seven: Damian's Invitation
****
Damian hadn't ever managed to get the incident out of his head; the time he'd simply tried to hit the bathroom and had somehow walked in on a girl blowing another girl. There were a few different but related things about the memory that kept it firmly implanted in his mind.
One was the sheer novelty of the event, and the fact that he had no idea how to even process it. The other was that he kept seeing those same two girls. Almost every day, lately.
They kept going into a room that, as far as Damian could remember, had been unused for a year or two until just recently. And they weren't the only ones. His locker was close enough to the room that he'd been able to observe comings and goings whether he wanted to or not. There was only a relatively small number of students using the room, but most of them tended to be very consistent about it.
It drove Damian a little bit crazy trying to guess what the deal was. What was special about that room all of a sudden. And what the deal was with those two girls. Emma and Misty, if he remembered correctly. Why one had a penis. Why they'd been doing... things... in the boys' bathroom. Blowjobs or whatever. Though granted, he'd only ever found them there once.
There was some part of him that couldn't let go of the idea that they were using the formerly abandoned classroom for more things like that. Blowjobs or whatever. And if it had been only those two, he would have felt relatively confident that he'd solved it. But all those other people? It couldn't be inappropriate sex stuff. That didn't make sense.
Then again, it wasn't like Damian was an expert on these sorts of things. He was pretty sure students didn't just, like, all get together and blow each other in the middle of the school day, but he couldn't actually say for certain that it didn't happen.
His curiousity kept getting the better of him, and he'd wander closer and closer to that doorway, sometimes standing right outside, but not quite daring to go in. The small window on the door had been covered on the inside, and there was no other vantage point from without. Maybe from outside, with a ladder or something, but nothing feasible.
Once again that lunch time Damian watched from his locker as a small, sporadic parade of students slipped into the mystery room. A few were surreptitious about it, most just walked in. Everyone shut the door behind them as quickly as they opened it.
After the initial flood, when it seemed no one else was going in, Damian walked over to the door. He still didn't quite dare to open it. It should be easy enough; open, take a quick peek, close and leave. Theoretically, he could definitely do it. Realistically, he still wasn't there yet.
Damian sighed and turned around, nearly bumping straight into the grinning girl standing behind him.
"Shit! What?"
"Nearly thought you were gonna look," the girl said. "I was just gonna come talk to you, then I thought maybe I wasn't gonna have to." She shrugged. "So close."
It was her. Emma. Or Misty? One of them. He couldn't remember which was the one giving the blowjob in his memory. Her, anyway.
Damian wasn't quite trapped, but he felt like he was. She was standing too close, and seemed far too pleased with herself, considering.
"Just curious," Damian mumbled, blushing and ducking his head, darting his eyes left and right to see which would be the better escape route.
"Curious huh? What about?"
"Um, you know, what's going on in there. It just seems like it's every day and--"
"Oh it definitely is every day." The girl's smile was only getting wider and more mischievous. "But you don't know what we do?"
"How could I?"
"Not even a guess?"
"Uh...."
"Even after you saw me and Em that time?"
Her and Em? So she was Misty? Probably.
"I don't know what I saw."
"Yes you do," Misty said easily. "And you were either terrified or fascinated. Or probably both, really."
"It's... it's not the sort of thing you expect to see."
"That's true."
"But, like, it's not just you two in there. It can't just be you suck-- I mean, doing that thing."
"No," Misty agreed, "it isn't just that."
"Oh."
"Yeah." Misty waited to see if Damian was going to say anything else. He wasn't. "You still wanna see?"
"What?"
"In the room. You wanna come in? You can. Usually the rule is you can't just watch, unless you're a futa. The club's kinda for us."
"A what?"
"Oh, right." Misty scratched her head. "Well, you know how most girls got vaginas and stuff?"
"... sure?"
"And you know how me and Em got penises instead?"
Damian's face felt embarrassingly warm. "I remember something like that," he mumbled.
"So it's kind of a whole thing," Misty said casually. "Cocks, raging hormones, and usually no easy outlet. Let alone anyone to share it with in some cases. I mean, it's something of a family tradition in my case, I'm lucky that way. Some of us don't have anyone to talk to, let alone play with. So..." she waved her hand at the door, "Futa Club."
Damian was still trying to put everything together. "All girls like... like you. In there. Doing... things?"
"Jerking off and sucking off and fucking around and whatever else." Misty was still grinning like either this was all a joke, or she just though Damian's reaction was funny. "And you're welcome to come see, if you want."
"Why?"
"Well, as I said, we're not exclusive. Only you do have responsibilities as a non-futa."
"You can't just invite me in and expect me to... to do things."
"I mean, I kinda can. But like I said, I'd give you a freebie the first time."
"Why?"
"'Cause you're cute."
"What?!"
Misty giggled. "I mean, you are. And honestly, we've only got one boy who comes here, and his sister's got dibs on him. He plays around a little with everyone, but mostly just her. Wouldn't hurt having another boy, y'know?" Misty tilted her head. "You probably don't know, actually."
Damian wasn't quite sure why he hadn't long since darted away. He could outrun Misty if it came to it, he was pretty sure. And she probably wouldn't even chase him anyway.
But he was still there. Still thinking. Still... considering? He couldn't be considering this. But he kind of was.
Whatever else he thought about any of it, he had to admit that accidentally spectating a futa blowjob had had an effect. It had stuck in his mind. And, though he didn't like to admit it, it kind of excited him.
Damian didn't think he was actually really into it. Not like it was a whole thing. But it was interesting, and different, and arousing.
And, purely pragmatically, it wasn't like any other girls were casually inviting him to watch them masturbate or mess around with each other. That wasn't exactly a common thing for him.
"You sure I wouldn't have to do anything?" Damian asked.
"Promise! You just stick with me."
"Well...."
Damian still technically hadn't agreed yet as Misty slipped past him and opened the door. She waved him in behind her with increasingly large gestures as he only slowly turned and took very small steps closer. Misty eventually yanked him in far enough to close the door behind him, causing him to stumble.
As Damian righted himself, he immediately felt his warm blush returning in full force. He wasn't sure what he'd expected, but the sheer casual display of partial or full nudity was beyond anything he would have imagined. It seemed like he and Misty were the only ones wearing any bottoms at all, and quite a few girls were entirely naked.
And the cocks. Cocks everywhere. Mostly on girls, which might help some, but it was still overwhelming.
Most everyone glanced over at Damian and Misty upon their entry, but to Damian's relief there wasn't any kind of group stare at the intruder. Mostly there wasn't even any curiousity as there were more important things to focus on. Only one of the girls even bothered coming over.
"So you brought him in, huh?"
Damian recognized Emma, and flashed back to the last time he'd seen her cock, disappearing in and out of Misty's mouth. Now it was just... just there. In the open and hard as could be, pointed almost straight at him.
This was too much. There was no way he could handle it.
"Of course," Misty said, patting Damian's shoulder. "He was hanging around outside again. I knew he'd be interested."
"My locker's nearby," Damian mumbled. "Wasn't hanging around on purpose."
"Sure, sure," Misty said with the tone of one who didn't believe him at all. "And you're not really staring at my girlfriend's dick with a look of utter fascination."
Damian jerked his head up and stared dead forward, feeling his face fairly burn at having been so easily caught out. The change in direction didn't really help him any, since it only meant he was now looking at a boy sitting in a girl's lap, bouncing slightly for some reason, as though... oh.
"Real smooth, bud," Emma said. She seemed unable to decide if she was amused or annoyed by him.
"Give him a break," Misty said. "It's all so new. You'd be awkward and staring too if it was your first time coming here."
"Yeah, you're right." Emma sighed. "I just wish it hadn't been today. I was looking forward to time with you. I got all horny this morning."
"You get all horny every morning, babe."
"True."
Misty moved in for a quick kiss. "I think Damian's just gonna watch today. We can still fuck, no problem."
"What if I don't want an audience?"
"Well, Em, remember those times you made me walk naked and usually cummy through the school?"
"I was usually naked too."
"Yes, but more by choice."
Emma rolled her eyes. "Fiiinnne. If you're gonna play that card."
"I'm not playing any card."
"Yes you are."
"I'm not. I'm just saying sometimes it's fun doing something a little different."
"I don't think that is what you're saying, but...." Emma glanced at Damian. "Just don't make it weird."
Damian shrugged awkwardly. "I genuinely don't know how to make any of this any more or less uncomfortable than it already is."
"Uh huh."
As the girls led Damian over to a corner, he tried to take in some more of his surroundings without being obvious about it, and more importantly without freaking himself out.
There was porn playing from the room's projector, which for some reason didn't even faze him. Though maybe that was simply due to how much nudity and sex otherwise occupied the room.
Everyone else seemed to be occupied in some sort of sexual or masturbatory act, much as he'd earlier assumed they actually wouldn't be doing, since it was so far beyond his experience and knowledge. Now he had no idea if everyone here was that much more liberated than the norm, or if he was just unusually repressed.
A lone girl who Damian hadn't noticed before still had pants on, though unbuttoned, and had a hand slipped inside her panties. Her other hand was occupied jerking off the girl next to her. She alone in the room wasn't flaunting a big ol' erection.
Even Damian was starting to get uncomfortably tight in his jeans. Uncertain as he still was, there were an awful lot of nearly or fully naked girls around. That they mostly all had cocks didn't seem to be dissuading his hormones from kicking in. And in some cases might have been helping?
Damian snapped his eyes forward again before he had to delve too deep into what that possibly meant.
Emma sat down on a couch that was in the corner of the room. Misty took just long enough to strip her jeans and panties off, then knelt between Emma's legs and started licking her cock.
Damian, not knowing what else to do, sat awkwardly next to them and tried to figure out where to let his gaze rest. Absolutely nowhere seemed safe.
At first Emma didn't seem totally happy about Damian's presence, but as she relaxed into her blowjob, her expression softened and she appeared more willing to take pity on him.
"You can take your pants off, if you want," Emma said.
"I'd rather not."
"Suit yourself. S'not like you're hiding that bulge any, though. Looks uncomfortable."
There was no point denying it. Emma had spoken as casually about his erection as she might have about the weather. Plus, really, short of fully covering his lap he wasn't going to be able to hide it very well.
"It is," Damian admitted. "But... I can't take my pants off."
"Why not? Everyone else did. Well, 'cept for Sierra over there. Odd girl out, having a pussy and all. I get her not showing off too much."
"Not many boys either."
"True. But there's Jax, and he's hardly even a novelty anymore."
It was true. The only other boy in the room was getting his butt pounded by the same girl whose lap he'd been sitting on when Damian entered, and there really wasn't any more attention on him than anyone else.
Emma didn't bother waiting for Damian to come to a decision. She did, however, start pointing out club members and giving him some names that he wasn't convinced he'd remember.
"That's Maddy over there fucking Jax," Emma said. "They're usually together. They're cute that way. That's Kayla. Sierra I mentioned already. Tori. Jasmine, she's almost as new as you."
"You'd never know," Damian said absently as he watched Jasmine jerking off and having quite a giggly, whispered conversation with Kayla.
"Some adjust fast, it's true. Honestly, if you knew how horny we get...."
"I, uh, have some idea."
Emma patted Damian's hand. "If you think you get as horny as we do, and just as often, imagine like twice whatever you deal with. Or more."
"Uh... well...."
Misty pulled off Emma's cock, trailing spit and panting softly from having been deep throating her. "Em's right. There's research I can probably find, if you wanna see. Or you could just meet my family."
Emma gently pushed Misty's head back to work on her cock. "Don't do that to the poor boy. He's confused enough already." She tilted her head. "Though admittedly a smaller group wouldn't hurt. And as long as we didn't leave you alone with Saphy...."
Once again, Damian didn't quite know what to make of things. The mentions of Misty's family suggested... something. But he had no idea what.
As he kept sitting there he began to get used to the idea that, in fact, no one was taking issue with his presence, nor paying him any mind really. He wasn't being ignored exactly, but he also wasn't being either glared at or having cocks shoved in his face. Probably he could have cocks shoved in his face if he wanted though.
Which was a weird and intrusive thought, and Damian wasn't quite happy to have had it.
But really, though. Girls horny enough to form a club specifically for jerking off or having sex? It felt like there was potential there.
Would he have to suck cock? And if so, was that a deal breaker? Like, what if it was in exchange for someone sucking him? That might be alright. A cock attached to a cute girl wasn't the worst thing in the world to have in his mouth, if it came to that.
"You can still take your pants off," Emma said.
She'd slipped down in her seat, totally relaxing into her blowjob. Misty was swallowing Emma's cock like a pro, and also seemed to have a hand busy beneath her, either on her balls or at her ass.
"I kinda actually might need to," Damian admitted. His self-control had limits. There was just too much constant stimulus around.
"So do it."
There was something in Emma's tone. Something different from before. Not annoyance anymore, but maybe something like interest or anticipation? Maybe the effects of a quality blowjob on her. Because really, it looked absolutely amazing to get that kind of treatment.
Damian closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and started removing his jeans. He cracked his eyelids, but didn't want to accidentally meet anyone's gaze while he stripped. He couldn't believe he was doing it, except that he was more than horny enough now to do something stupid.
It felt so much better letting his cock spring free. Good enough to keep his mind off of potential embarrassment for a moment.
Damian gasped as a hand closed around his just-released erection. He hadn't been expecting it, and with his gaze deliberately narrowed her hadn't seen it coming either.
Now, however, his eyes were wide open as he stared with shock down at his lap and Emma's fingers curled around him. She wasn't even looking at him, still focused on Misty sucking her off, but she started jerking him off nonetheless. Without paying him any extra attention, aside from her hand sliding up and down.
"Shut up," Emma said.
Damian frowned and was about to protest that he hadn't said anything. He noticed just in time that Misty had pulled back to the tip of Emma's cock and was grinning at her around the small mouthful still remaining between her lips. Emma was most likely talking to her.
And, indeed, Emma reached out to the back of Misty's head and slowly pulled her all the way down. Misty's forehead was pressed to Emma's tummy, chin to her balls, throat stuffed full as could be.
Misty choked and gagged some as she was held in place, fully throated on Emma's shaft. Damian was worried about for, but realized Emma wasn't really using much force, and that Misty was allowing herself to be held like that.
Emma jerked Damian off faster the longer Misty gagged on her cock, and only slowed down a little when Misty had to pull back and take some deep breaths.
When Misty went back to bobbing her head, it was more of a normal rhythm, and at her own pace. She still swallowed an awful lot of cock very easily, but didn't hold herself on it to gag and make more spitty mess.
Damian tunnel-visioned for a while, practically forgetting there was anyone else in the room. Just him and the two girls, one of whom was casually playing with his cock. That was the sort of thing that helped him adjust rather quickly, it turned out.
He could tell when Emma was cumming, though he didn't realize it at first. Her fist squeezed significantly tighter all of a sudden, and she arched her back while squirming slightly. It was mostly in retrospect as Misty sat back, a dribble of cum leaking from the corner of her lips, that Damian knew what had just happened.
Misty took over for Emma after that. Emma sat slouched down, relaxed and contented. Misty scooched over and jerked Damian off while she relaxed.
Misty didn't use her mouth except at the very end to catch his cum and prevent a mess. It was, regardless, the craziest orgasm he'd experienced, and the first time a girl had made him cum.
It was in no way how Damian had expected something like that to happen, but it had certainly been an amazing and fascinating experience.
****
Damian lay in bed that night thinking about his handjob over and over. The whole event surrounding it, too, but mostly him on the couch with the two girls.
Emma getting sucked off was part of it, and when Misty had had a turn afterward too, but the most visceral memory was when he'd been getting jerked off. Somehow everything before and after that seemed less relevant.
He was going to go back. He knew he was. There was no way he could ever rationalize not going back.
There was, of course, the looming notion of having to participate more next time. This time had been a freebie of sorts. He wouldn't be able to just go and get handjobs. He was quite certain of that.
But then, that was probably ok. He wouldn't want that every time anyway. After being there only once, his head was already filled other ideas and visions. Scenes of him involved in a blowjob instead, mostly. And... and not just receiving one either.
He'd fought it at first. Damian had pictured Emma and Misty, and had generally tried to see himself as Emma, knowing that whatever she was feeling had to be amazing. Misty's skill was clear, even to someone who very much wasn't an expert on these things.



Despite the apparent 'obvious' role to picture for himself, Damian kept switching to imagining being Misty instead. Being on his knees, sucking on Emma's pretty cock.
As silly a thought as it might be, and as questioning as he was about admitting it, he had to admit it was a pretty cock.
It was probably just revved up hormones, was all. He'd been in a sexual situation so far beyond what he was used to, so very, very far beyond, that his mind was all over the place.
Maybe, too, it was wrestling with the idea that they'd probably want him to give head. Maybe it was just an exploration of what was coming.
As Damian masturbated in bed, though, and his fantasies kept coming back to sucking on Emma or Misty's cock, he was forced to admit it was probably more than idle speculation.
****
By the next morning, Damian had himself convinced that he was going to proceed cautiously. He had to go back. There was no way of stopping that happening. But with a fresh day's perspective, he couldn't help wondering if he'd been overly enthusiastic and excited the day before.
In a life mostly devoid of naked girls and sexy times, an abundance of both was so very tantalizing. Damian felt like maybe he'd been swayed too easily and had let his cock do the thinking. It wasn't like he knew anything about giving blowjobs, nor was he the sort of boy to want to just dive in because of the promise of getting some in return. Probably.
Was that a sort of boy? If it was, he probably wasn't one. Maybe.
Yet all it took was spotting Emma and Misty while he was trying to remember what books he needed at his locker. The two of them waltzed into their club room, and the very sight of them started Damian's heart beating faster while a nervous, excited flutter ran through his tummy.
He'd seen them naked. Or half-naked, at least. That was more than enough to send his imagination running wild. Nevermind their respective hand and mouth on him, and how damn good those had felt.
Who was he kidding? He'd be willing to try some things in exchange for more stuff like that. Plus the brief sight of the two girls reminded him why he'd been so easily swayed in the first place. Giving blowjobs didn't seem so scary or questionable when it was to pretty girls like them. It was a whole different thing from sucking off another boy.
Damian took a deep breath and made the short walk to the door Misty and Emma had gone through a moment ago. The two of them were alone in there, Emma sitting on a desk, Misty in front of her, just making out with each other while Misty worked at getting Emma's bottoms out of the way.
"Oh hey," Emma said, spotting Damian first. "You did come back."
"Told you," Misty said.
"What do you mean? I never argued that he'd be back."
"Yeah, but you said he'd be all confused."
"Well he definitely left yesterday looking all confused. Happy, though."
Damian cleared his throat. "That, uh, seems like basically an accurate assessment. Confused but... interested? Happy? Something."
"Aha! Good." Misty turned and started toward Damian.
Emma had to kick her jeans and panties the rest of the way off without any help.
Damian's eyes were yanked away from the closer girl to the one showing off her cock. Yeah, he could play with it. It was just so much less intimidating on a girl. Or, perhaps, there was enough of interest on a girl to make him not think about how intimidating her cock might be. Because honestly, both Emma and Misty were slightly on the too-big-for-comfort side. Not scarily so, but enough that it should have given him more pause than it did.
"You know there's no freebies today," Misty said, taking his unresisting hand.
Damian swallowed, fighting a suddenly dry mouth. "I know," he said faintly.
"Good boy. Em's already got her pants off, wanna start with her?"
"Start with?"
Misty shrugged. "Well teeeccchnically you could only do her, I guess. But you wouldn't want to make me jealous already, would you?"
"Oh hush, babe," Emma said, sneaking up behind Misty and grinding on her a little. "You don't get jealous."
"Says you."
"And, like, he's just gonna need to try it. See how it goes from there."
Damian nodded quickly. "Just try it," he echoed. "See how it goes."
Emma kissed Misty's cheek from behind. "You can go first if you want. I don't mind."
Misty considered for a brief second, then shook her head. "Nah, babe. You first. I wanna watch anyway."
"Oh do you now?"
"Mmhm."
Emma nuzzled Misty and nipped lightly at her ear. "You wanna teach him some things before he does you. That it?"
"Well... maybe." Misty pressed her hips back and made Emma groan with additional butt contact. "But let's say I'm only thinking of you. After all, you were the one who was all horny and needed to come get off before class."
"So selfless."
"Aren't I though."
Damian's nervous anticipation got more intense as the girls led him to the room's bed. He hadn't really considered it yesterday, but he had no idea how they'd ever managed to get a bed in here, let alone how they kept the bedding laundered. And it definitely needed regular cleaning, given the way it was used.
Emma sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread to either side, cock pointed forward and up and a slight angle. She was as hard as could be and dripping slightly at the tip.
Damian swallowed hard at the sight of her like that, knowing she was waiting for him. He expected his mouth to be dry, but was surprised at just how much saliva he was producing, like his mouth was actually watering instead of drying up with anxiety.
"Here, kneel down," Misty instructed calmly, as though he wasn't about to go down on her girlfriend. She placed a cushion on the floor for him to kneel on, which was thoughtful of her, he supposed. "No pressure to start with. We've got some time."
"Not a lot of time, though," Emma said.
"No. Some, but not a lot."
Damian nodded faintly and lowered himself to his knees in front of Emma. She looked even bigger from this proximity and angle. All of a sudden, he had a surge of panic at what he was getting himself into. He couldn't take her in his mouth. She wouldn't fit. And why was he even trying in the first place?
"I don't think I can," Damian said.
Misty paused, already in the midst of stripping her pants off. "Don't think you can what?"
"You know. This."
Misty looked at Emma's cock, then up at her face. Both girls shrugged.
"Morally, you mean?" Emma asked tentatively.
"What? No, not that." Damian considered. "Or maybe I should be... no, nevermind that." He took a deep breath. "I think you're too... big. Like, kinda scarily big."
"Oh, that," Emma said while Misty giggled and finished stripping her bottoms off. "Um, like, yeah, I guess we're on the big side. In a sense. You, uh, haven't seen some of the cocks we have. I'm kinda jaded now too, thanks to Misty. Her mom, for instance, now that's a scary cock."
"Very nice once it's in, though," Misty pointed out.
"I don't know if I believe that." Emma shrugged. "I get it, though. At first, yeah, it does seem tricky. But you can just get used to it for a bit. Touch it, lick it, suck just a little...."
"Nothing too scary," Misty said confidently.
"Easy for you to say," Damian grumbled. She could take a cock no problem already. It wasn't a problem for her.
And what was that thing about her mother? He'd sort of let it slip by without stopping to question it.
As Damian kept just staring at Emma's cock, right in front of his face, it twitched a little, startling him with even that small amount of movement. It turned out to be enough to get him to move too. He reached for it and wrapped his fingers around her.
Other than Emma's gasp, and of course the lack of sensation for Damian, it was very similar to grabbing his own erection when jerking off. She was a little bigger, enough that his fingers didn't quite meet around her thickness, but the similarity helped him get over some of his fear. It wasn't all new and frightful by any means. He wasn't sure he could do the sorts of things Emma and Misty could, but there were some things he could definitely manage.
Still fascinated by the cock in his hand that was very much not his own, Damian ran his nearly-closed fist up and down, stroking Emma's warm, smooth shaft. It felt nice. Not in the same way as having his dick played with by any means, but there was still something pleasantly visceral about it. Plus he liked this newish concept of playing with someone else and not just himself.
Misty sat next to them and idly stroked herself while Damian got comfortable playing with Emma.
"Beautiful, isn't she?" Misty said. "Makes you wanna suck her, huh?"
Damian flushed, but nodded. He had, in fact, been coming to terms with the fact that he really kind of wanted Emma in his mouth. He still didn't think she'd fit, at least not comfortably, but the idea of having her all in there, filling his mouth, it was doing things to him. Very nice things.
"Is she really gonna fit?"
"Of course. She's really not that big, in some respects. Certainly not too big for sucking on. Trust me."
Damian shrugged and parted his lips. He licked Emma a couple times, just around the head of her cock, and then a longer one halfway up the underside of her shaft. There was a subtle flavour to her, stronger at the tip where she was leaking precum, and he found her taste encouraging him to try more and more.
He had to open up pretty wide to actually get her in his mouth, but not as wide as he'd feared, not so much that it hurt or ached or anything. Though if he went to long like that, he'd probably be sore afterward.
"Ooh," Emma cooed. "There it is."
"Mmhm," Misty said, watching with unblinking eyes as Emma's cock partly disappeared inside Damian's mouth. "How's it feel?"
"Like... like a mouth. Like you, but different." Emma ran her hand through Damian's hair, catching him off-guard with the casually intimate gesture. "I can't really compare while he's still so hesitant. You never are."
Misty grinned. "Why be hesitant when I know what I want?"
"Why indeed?"
It was so casual for them. To Damian, it was a brand new experience. It was nerve-wracking and thrilling, arousing to an extremely confusing degree.
He was so damn hard. He wished he'd taken his pants off before starting on Emma's cock. Just because he'd had this weird interest in sucking one of them hadn't necessarily meant it would turn him on so much.
But it definitely did turn him on. Damian had never been hornier in his life. Possibly tied for yesterday, maybe, but even then he was pretty sure it was even more intense now.
Damian gagged as Emma's cock pressed against the back of his throat. He wanted more of her in him, but further attempts just resulted in more gagging and some choking.
It was ridiculous how badly Damian wanted to deep throat the girlcock in his mouth. That and he wanted to jerk off, but didn't have a free hand for it, nor his cock free. The latter made sense, at least, the desire to stuff his own throat full and choke on Emma's whole length was a bit trickier to figure.
Damian probably would have been mortified at being so slutty in front of these girls he really only barely knew, except that he was horny enough not to mind.
"Relax a little," Misty said.
Damian paused and turned his eyes toward her as much as he could without pulling away from Emma's cock any. "Hm?"
"You wanna take her deeper, yeah?"
Damian felt his cheeks warm slightly, but he nodded, wiggling Emma's cock with the motion of his head.
"You can't force it," Misty said. "I mean, you can, but that's more advanced. Just keep trying, but gently. Let your throat accept her. Don't try and just shove her in. And also...."
Misty slipped off the bed and put her hands on Damian's shoulders. She adjusted his posture some, lining him up in some way that didn't immediately make sense to him.
"Try that," Misty said.
Damian could feel her cock on his back now, while Emma's was still half in his mouth. His own erection throbbed needily, and he had the sudden insane urge to have both girls in him at the same time. Except there really wasn't any way to do that. He obviously couldn't fit them both in his mouth, and what did that leave?
Well, technically his butt, he supposed. But even as horny as he was, and as strangely into sucking girlcock as he seemed to be, he wasn't 'that' sort of boy. Whatever 'that' meant.
He just wasn't. That was all.
Damian kept working Emma's cock, sucking hard on the tip, taking her until he gagged, stroking the base of her shaft with his hand. He even felt a growing appreciation for fondling her balls as well. He wasn't sure why. Maybe it was the small, sexy noises she made. He definitely loved making her moan like that.
It took him by surprise when with no particular warning, Emma's cock just slid partly into his throat. Once he realized what had happened, he gagged a little, but he screwed up his determination and didn't pull away, rather pushing forward. And, indeed, after the initial penetration he was able to throat himself even deeper on her with only minor extra effort.
Damian still had to pull back and suck in some air, coughing a few times as a result. He went right back to it, though, and again was able to take Emma in his throat.
A surge of horny pride filled Damian when he found his lips at the base of Emma's shaft and his chin pressing to her soft, girly balls. He held himself there a moment, feeling the throb of her arousal all the way through his mouth and neck, then pulled back to allow airflow again.
"Oh wow," Emma murmured. "That's nice."
Misty was still behind Damian, now grinding on his back. "What's it like?" she asked with an intense curiousity in her voice.
"Like... I don't know. It's still mostly like what I'm used to, but kinda different too. Maybe it's like boy differences."
"Like whaaattt?" Misty said, nearly at a whine. She pressed her cock even more firmly to Damian as she rubbed it up and down.
"I don't know. You'll just have to try and see."
"Ok!" Misty caught Damian by surprise and pushed his head forward, impaling it fully on Emma. "Finish her quick so I can have a turn."
"Misty! Don't do that. Be nice. He's still learning."
"Oops, yeah, sorry." Misty hugged Damian from behind, which may have just been an excuse to get better leverage as she grinded her cock all up on him. "You're doing so well I forgot how new you are."
Damian couldn't explain with his mouth full, nor was he certain he would have wanted to regardless, that in fact being forced down like that was basically amazing, and made him feel like he could just burst in his pants. He did his best to replicate the feeling, forcing himself harder and faster than his mouth and throat were really ready for, but it just wasn't the same as one of the girls doing it to him.
"Oh my goddd," Emma moaned. "I'm totally gonna cummm. In a boy's mouttthhh."
"Crazy, right?" Misty said. "Do it, babe. Fill that boy up with cum."
Damian didn't really know what he was expecting, other than that he really, really wanted it, but the flood of hot, thick cum that Emma released was way too much all at once. His throat bulged around her pulsing shaft and the initial shot of cum. When he pulled back some, his mouth was filled just as quickly, this time with the intense, sexy taste to go along with it.
As best as he tried to swallow, it wasn't enough, and Damian found himself choking on girl-cum. The result of which, mainly was that instead of going safely to his tummy, much of it ended up on his face and chest instead.
"Ooh, messy messy," Misty said. "Bold choice."
Damian coughed and wiped at his face, which didn't help much. "Wasn't on purpose. That was a lot all at once."
"Mmm, yeah, my Em cums hard, doesn't she," Misty said, giving Emma some extremely dreamy eyes.
Emma, for her part, lay back and basked in the moment, seemingly oblivious to the mess she'd made of Damian.
Misty stood and swung her hips gently, making her hard cock swing enticingly. "Don't suppose you're still ready for more?"
Damian, who felt he should really be freaking out more about being covered in cum just before the school day started, was immediately hypnotized. He watched Misty's beautiful erection sway back and forth and turned himself slightly to line up with her.
He was so damn horny and practically drooling at the thought of getting more girlcock in his mouth. Even the way Misty smiled down at him on his knees made his heart pound and his pulse race hard. He'd just finished sucking Emma off, and the novelty should have faded a bit, but he was just as excited for Misty now. He wanted more.
The bell went off before Misty could even slide into Damian's mouth. He felt the greatest sense of disappointment and loss as Misty frowned and turned away just before her cock met his lips.
"Aw, fuck," Misty said. "Shoulda known. Sorry, Damian, looks like we're outta time."
"Oh."
"Em'll have to take care of me. She can handle it hard and fast pretty well these days. Wouldn't want to choke you too bad."
Damian's cock throbbed hard at the idea of being choked and abused on Misty's shaft, but he did his best to feign indifference as he stood up. He didn't want to appear too desperate and slutty.
Not that he was or anything. Maybe he enjoyed sucking girls off. Sure. That didn't mean there was anything wrong with him. Even though all he wanted to do was get back on his knees and take Misty and....
Damian shook his head hard and started toward the door.
"See ya later on?" Misty called after him.
"Yeah," Damian croaked. He cleared his throat. "I mean, yeah, I'll probably be back."
"Cool. Looking forward to it!"
The last sight Damian had before slipping into the hall was Misty pounding the shit out of Emma's mouth and throat. Hard enough that Emma should have been gagging and breathless and fighting, but instead she seemed fairly calm and adoring of Misty's efforts. It kind of looked like her cock was stiffening right back up in spite of how much mess she'd made in and on Damian.
Speaking of which, Damian held his backpack in front of him protectively as he walked as fast as he could to his locker. He had a hoodie in there he could put on. No change of shirt other than that, unfortunately.
It meant wearing Emma's cum all through his classes, though covered up. When he leaned his head the right way, he got the scent of all that girl-cum filling his nostrils. It left him unable to get the girls out of his head, nor with any real hope of calming himself and not spending the whole morning as a horny, distracted little thing.
****
Damian rushed to the club room at lunch. If anything, he managed to be too early. There was no sign yet of Misty or Emma. In fact, only one other girl was there already, and she was only just taking off her pants as he came in.
The girl paused upon seeing Damian, but her pants were already nearly off, and her cock was getting hard, so she couldn't easily reverse course even if she'd wanted to. Damian was surprised at the blush that appeared on her cheeks, but maybe he shouldn't be. He couldn't be the only one who wasn't yet used to the club yet.
"I saw you here before, right?" the girl asked, a slight catch in her voice.
"Uh, yeah, probably. I'm new though." Damian walked forward and awkwardly extended his hand since it was the only thing he could think to do. "Damian."
"Right. I kinda remember. I'm Tori." She let go of her panties and took Damian's offered handshake, even as her cock grew and threatened to poke him. She blushed harder when she caught him looking. "Kayla was gonna show me a video she thought I'd like. I was, uh, just gonna wait for her." Tori shifted her weight. "I feel a little silly now, though."



"No way. That's what this place is for, right?"
"I guess. Are you, uh, gonna take your pants off?"
It was Damian's turn to blush. "I don't know. It's different, me being a boy and all. Isn't it?"
"You seem pretty hard already."
"I... might be."
Tori shrugged. "Jax always has his pants off. He's a boy. I think it's fine. I mean I don't really know all the rules, but I can't see why not."
"He's also usually getting...."
"Getting his butt stuffed? Yeah." Tori giggled nervously. "By his sister, even. Isn't that crazy?"
"It's pretty crazy."
"But I guess that's kinda just what some of them do. Like, it's normal or something. I don't know."
"So you don't, uh...."
"With my family?" Tori shook her head quickly. "No way. I mean, I get it. Having someone always there you can just have a go with or whatever. I see the appeal. I just can't see ever wanting to do more than, like, jerk off with my sister sometimes."
"Uh, I guess."
"Sorry. That was weird to say, wasn't it? "
"Nah, it's cool. Nothing weirder than everything else around here. And I kinda like that I'm not the only one who needs to adjust a little. Misty and Emma, they don't seem bothered by much of anything. Well, except I guess Emma didn't like me at first. Or didn't like me walking in on them. I dunno."
Tori grinned. "You walked in on them doing stuff? That's how you got into this?"
Damian nodded. "How we met, even."
"Ooh, interesting. You wanna tell me about it while we wait?" Tori flushed again, but more lightly this time. "I mean, if you want."
"Yeah, sure."
Tori sat down. She had nearly a full erection by now, and since they'd broken the ice somewhat, Damian's thoughts and attention were drawn more and more to it.
Mentally shrugging, Damian decided to ditch his pants too. If nothing else, he was going to need to jerk off or something. He couldn't go through any more classes as horny as he was. The morning had been bad enough.
While he was at it, Damian got rid of his hoodie as well. Tori's eyes flashed with interest at the mess on his shirt beneath, making him question his decision, but only briefly. He got a noseful of the scent of Emma's dried cum, which drove him slightly crazy. Or crazier. Whatever.
"So first time I ever meet them, right?" Damian said. "I just wanted to go to the bathroom. Only I walk in and the two of them are, like, mid-blowjob."
"Oh wow. Guys' bathroom?"
"Yep."
"Huh."
"I mean, maybe just 'cause it was empty. I dunno. But yeah, Misty's just down there sucking Emma off like nobody's business."
Tori wrapped her fingers around her cock and started stroking herself. "What'd they say?"
"Well... Emma I think was annoyed. Or embarrassed maybe, though that seems weird when you see her now. Misty... I don't know. I think she kinda liked me watching. Or something." Damian blushed. "I think she thinks I'm cute or something."
Tori grinned shyly and stroked a little faster. "You kinda are," she said softly.
Damian blushed harder. "Oh." He watched Tori play with herself for a moment. "You, uh, want any help with that?"
"Do you wanna help me?"
"Maybe. Kinda."
Tori's eyes flared and her grip tightened on herself, but then she relaxed some and leaned back, opening up her lap. "Well... if you want to...."
Damian slowly slipped down to his knees. He was surprised at himself actually offering to help Tori out, and perhaps more surprised that she'd agreed. Though perhaps neither of those things should really have shocked him, given how hard she was and how drooly and fluttery sucking girls off made him. These were just things he needed to accept.
Damian only went slowly at first, tentatively feeling things out. He gave Tori some little licks and ran his fingers up her shaft, making sure she was going to be ok with him sucking on her. She certainly didn't seem to have any problems with it.
"Oh wow," Tori breathed.
"What?"
"Nothing. Just... that's so hot seeing you down there like that."
Damian felt his cheeks redden again, after he'd only just gotten them under control. "You think?"
"Yeah. Like crazy hot." Tori squirmed in her seat. "I don't know. Something about a cute boy really wanting to suck my cock."
"You don't think that's weird?"
"Are you kidding? Hell no! It's awesome is what it is."
Damian smiled while still blushing. He stuck out his tongue and dragged it up the whole length of Tori's cock several times in broad strokes, covering as much of her shaft as he could manage.
"It's kind of a whole thing," Tori continued, stumbling slightly over her words as Damian lavished affection on her cock. "Like, until this club, I kinda thought I was the weirdo, I guess. But then I'm not. And then, like, a cute boy wants to go down on me? That's crazy!"
"I kinda feel like I'm weird for wanting to do it though," Damian said.
"Why? You think anyone here thinks that?"
"Well... not really. But--"
"For real, if you like sucking girls' cocks, I think you kinda got it made."
Damian looked at Tori's tantalizing cock, then up at her face, then back to her cock. "I think you might be right."
Tori moaned happily as Damian took her in his mouth and started working his way down her shaft. He enjoyed her little gasps of pleasure, but even more than that just the sensation of her filling his mouth, pulsing hornily inside him. It was all the more visceral when he got her down his throat.
Others started filtering into the room as Damian bobbed his head up and down. He didn't even feel the need to be all embarrassed at getting caught stuffing his face full of Tori's cock. Certainly no one else had a problem with it.
From catching snippets of conversation, it appeared there'd been an incident of some kind in the hall that had held everyone up. Something about Misty and Emma, which didn't much surprise him. He got a little more context when the two of them settled within eavesdropping distance.
"What'd you even think was gonna happen if you went without panties?" Emma chastised lightly. "You know how that goes."
"Woulda been fine if I hadn't soaked through my pants," Misty said.
"You could have covered that just fine. It was changing into a skirt that was the problem. You can't cover that tent hardly at all."
"I was managing! You're the one dropping things and bending over all slow and deliberate just to torment me."
"A torment was it?"
"A very lovely torment, yes. I appreciated it. But...."
Emma's giggle was loud enough to carry to Damian's ears. "Almost thought you were gonna try and fuck me right there. Or at least grind on me."
"I might have. How was I s'posed to know the principal was going to be walking by? And those teachers?"
"Still can't believe we didn't get in trouble."
"Yeah. Thankfully it was getting crowded by then. Sierra almost gave it away. She couldn't stop laughing when I was trying to hide behind you."
"Probably 'cause you were trying to hide right up my butt. Without even getting my pants off first. Look at all this precum you messed me with."
"Sorry babe. Anything I can do to make it up to you?"
"Maybe a few things."
Damian arched his eyebrows and slowed down on sucking Tori while he peeked up at her. She grinned back, having been listening to the girls just as closely as him.
"We mighta missed something kinda fun out there," she said quietly.
Damian shrugged and buried Tori in his throat again. There might have been something interesting out there with Misty almost showing herself off a little too much, but he couldn't say he was disappointed to be right where he was.
Another girl came and sat next to Tori. Without even thinking about it, Damian reached out and grabbed her cock. She seemed happy enough to let him stroke her while he sucked Tori off.
Damian eventually made Tori cum in his mouth, much to their mutual delight. He did better at swallowing her load than he had with Emma that morning. He still added to the drooled mess on his shirt, but not as much.
Once he'd finished Tori and cleaned her up a little with some last licks, he scooted over a bit. He looked up and found he'd been jerking Jasmine off. She was biting her lip rather cutely as she looked down at him, and didn't seem at all inclined to protest when he worked on swallowing her cock in turn.
The sounds of Misty and Emma enthusiastically fucking nearby were quite conspicuous. If anything, though, they kind of got Damian even hornier and more eager to suck Jasmine off.
Damian eventually took another cum load in his mouth, again missing some and messing his front even further. He was horny beyond belief by that point, and getting cummed on more only turned him on rather than bothering him at all.
"You want us to help you now?" Tori asked.
Damian, slightly dazed, just blinked confusedly at her. "Huh?"
"You're super hard and kinda dripping," Jasmine giggled. "You want to deal with that?"
"Oh. Wait, you mean...."
The girls had to help Damian get up and sit on the couch since he was in a cum-fueled daze and wasn't moving very fast. Both Tori and Jasmine took positions to get at his lap easily, then cooed over him and how hard his cock was, and how easily they could make it twitch.
"You feel like you're about to blow already," Tori said.
"He does, doesn't he?" Jasmine agreed.
"Do we dare suck him some?"
"Could take turns. See who gets him off."
"I've never... never actually had anyone cum in my mouth," Tori admitted.
"I've just had me."
"What? You did not."
"Well, like, you know when you have to cum really bad, and it kinda shoots pretty far?"
"Oh wow, really?"
"Yeah. Most of it just made a mess still, but I got a mouthful a few times."
"Not really the same though."
"No, I know. Boys supposedly cum less, though. So it shouldn't be too bad."
Tori and Jasmine continued to consider Damian for a moment, each with a hand teasing his cock or balls. They moved in together and started licking and sucking him from both sides, giggling as they got in each other's way a bit. Their tongues and lips met pretty frequently until they started taking turns, one sucking him in their mouth, then the other.
Damian didn't last long at all. He wouldn't have anyway, let alone with such sexy attention from two girls.
He came while Jasmine was working him deep in her mouth, giving her his whole load. She let a little trickle out, but either swallowed the rest or kept it contained.
Tori pouted a bit. "Aw, I kinda wanted to see what it was like."
Jasmine grinned, lips pressed tightly together. She leaned in toward Tori, who rather surprisedly accepted a kiss, finding out just afterward that a bunch of cum was still in Jasmine's mouth, and was now being transferred to hers.
"Don't worry, I can share," Jasmine said with definite notes of amusement.
Tori swallowed, clearing her mouth again. "Well you didn't have to. I mean, I've tasted my own cum. I know what that's like. It's having it cummed directly in my mouth that I kinda wanted to try."
"Oh. Oops. Well, now you've tasted a boy, anyway."
Tori nodded. "Yeah, that's true." She grinned shyly up at Damian. "You taste pretty good. I'd probably do that again sometime, if you wanted."
Damian wasn't quite as dazed anymore, but was super relaxed from getting sucked off and cumming the way he'd so badly needed to. He smiled goofily. "I'd really like that."
****
Damian became as much a regular as anyone over the next little while. He even started to see some new faces show up, so that he didn't even feel like the newbie. He got a bit of a rep as being willing to suck any of the girls off who asked.
Usually someone would help him out in return too, though he didn't think he would have minded that much if they didn't. He still would have been happy to suck them off. It lost the initial novelty after a while, of course, but it was still the most thrilling thing he'd ever experienced, sexually speaking, just to be able to play with these beautiful girlcocks whenever he wanted. He definitely had a thing for doing it.
Damian sometimes worried what it said about him that he had such a fixation for blowing futas the way he did, but those were only occasional petty anxieties. All it took was a cock in his face and he was as happy as a boy could be.
One day after school, Damian was hanging out in the club room, as had become fairly common for him. He was spending more and more time there, even once school was done for the day. His parents were happy enough that he was involved in 'extracurricular's,' and hadn't made the connection to him doing all his own laundry. There was no particular reason for them to ever suspect that he was spending all that times sucking girls off and getting to be a cummy boy, inside and out.
The room tended not to be as crowded after school as it was during lunch. Lunch time was when everyone was around and horny and without a place to get off otherwise. Before and after school and during the shorter breaks there was usually a smaller crowd.
Damian had been swallowing Carla's cock, a relatively new club member who still had that delightful shyness newbies sometimes had, in particular when they'd never had playmates of this kind before. Tori had stuck around too, and had apparently grown a bit impatient waiting her turn. She could have played with someone else, but she seemed rather fond of Damian.
With Damian on the bed sucking Carla, bottomless as usual, his ass was just kind of laid out, visible to anyone nearby. Tori got on the bed with them, straddled Damian, and lowered herself so her cock was right along his ass crack. Even as Damian's eyebrows raised and he pulled off the cock he was sucking, Tori started grinding on his bum.
"I'll be done in a minute," Damian said.
"Sorry. I'm really horny," Tori said. "You don't mind, do you?"
Damian was a bit nervous of any of the futas having their cock so close to his ass, since he knew what that meant. He may have had quite an intense oral fixation when it came to the girls of the club, but that didn't mean he was interested in butt stuff.
Still, as he hesitated and Tori kept grinding, Damian had to admit it felt really nice. She wasn't in him at all. Just rubbing against his ass. Letting him feel the smooth, warm, hefty length of her hard shaft. It made him think of swallowing her, or of nuzzling her cock as she teased it around his face. In fact, it evoked quite a few things in him, various tantalizing wisps of ideas and potentials.
"It's fine," Damian said, his voice cracking just slightly.
He turned around and quickly deep throated Carla again to try and hide his expression. He was sure it would give away the sorts of things he'd just started thinking. His cock was hidden against the mattress, so at least it wouldn't give him away with any twitching or additional precum.
Tori kept grinding, her strokes becoming a bit smoother as precum leaked out of her and lubed Damian up a bit. He kind of liked feeling her directly on his skin, though. That pureness of contact. There was something about the feeling of that beautiful cock of hers running back and forth so visceral and suggestive that was driving him absolutely crazy.
Carla came in Damian's mouth, catching him uncharacteristically off guard, since his mind had been elsewhere. He swallowed much of it just out of reflex, but also dribbled quite a mess too. Admittedly, despite his increasing skills, he sometimes made a bit of a cummy mess on purpose, depending on his mood at the time.
Then it was just Damian and Tori together. Tori kept grinding Damian a moment longer, then lifted herself with a reluctant sigh. A little empty pit formed in Damian's tummy as she pulled away, a longing that he didn't quite accept, but couldn't by any means ignore.
"You can keep doing that, if you want," Damian said.
Tori paused. "Oh?"
"I mean, if you want to. Or whatever."
Tori lowered herself again, letting the weight of her erection settle back between Damian's ass cheeks. "Are you telling me you're enjoying this?" she asked with a slyly suspicious tone.
"Maybe a little."
Tori thrust her hips gently forward, then back. "It is rather nice. Not as nice as being inside would be, I think. But nice."
A nervous thrill ran through Damian. For a second he actually thought that did sound pretty amazing, but then he remembered himself and tried to shake the thought away. "I don't do butt stuff."
"Why not?"
"Just... I'm not that kind of boy. That's all."
Tori kept grinding, driving her cock firmly against Damian's asshole, running her thick shaft all along it. "I don't know what that means."
"I don't do it. I just... I just do mouth stuff," Damian explained weakly.
"Do you think the stuff you do is bad?" Tori asked, audible surprise in her voice.
"No. Maybe. No, probably not. But... but boys don't take cocks in their butts."
"Um... dude. First of all, Jax is constantly taking cock in his butt."
"Only Maddy's."
"So?"
Damian squirmed. "Stop logicking me! It makes sense in my head."
Tori was still grinding. The longer Damian felt her cock on his ass, the warmer he felt inside, the squirmier he wanted to get, the harder he was, and the more he tempted himself with the idea of just trying it. Trying out having Tori inside him. Of any of the girls, she'd probably be his first choice. But he still didn't do that, right?
"I know a lot of girls who think girls don't take cocks in their butts too," Tori said. "Doesn't seem to stop anyone here, does it?"
"Well, no. Not so much."
Emma and Misty often stayed late for more clubroom fun. The two of them were visible to Damian when he turned his head. As usual, they were taking turns pounding each other's bums, or sometimes cleaning each other with licks and kisses. Or, really, whatever they wanted. Those two in particular had no shame about enjoying each other, or indeed anyone else.
They weren't the only ones still there and fucking around to some degree, but they were the obvious examples.
"So why do I think it's wrong?" Damian asked quietly.
"I dunno. Society?"
"Oh."
"But for real, fuck society. They wouldn't let us have this club at all, lots of 'em. They don't get a say."
Damian giggled softly, partly just as a way to relieve some tension. Tori wouldn't stop moving her cock. He knew how it felt in his throat, and though his butt was much different, he was feeling quite a yearning to have her fill him up some. Or all the way. As long as he was considering it, might as well just imagine the whole thing.
"Maybe... maybe we could just try it," Damian said. "Just a little."
"Just a little?"
"Yeah. Not, like, really fucking. Just to try it. And then I can suck you off."
Tori giggled. "You wouldn't want to suck me after I've been in your ass. If I'm gonna be in there, might as well just cum."
Damian flushed. "No way. I'm not ready for that. Let's just try it a bit. Then I'll suck you. I don't mind."
"Hm, ok then. I have to admit, I'm dying to try this sweet ass of yours."
Damian was altogether too excited. He thought he'd be disgusted with himself, or at least nervous about letting a girl in his butt, but he wasn't. He had enough experience with girl-cocks by now that it didn't seem scary at all to have one in his ass. It seemed fun more than anything.
Instead of going straight for lube, of which there were copious stashes in the room, Tori surprised Damian by diving in and licking him out instead. Maybe it shouldn't have caught him off-guard, he'd seen plenty of similar occurrences in the club, he just hadn't anticipated it, was all.
It was nice, though. Damian was fully prepared to admit that. Tori's tongue was all warm and soft and wet on his somewhat nervous butthole. Having her tongue-bathe him helped him relax and enjoy himself before she actually penetrated him.



Tori graduated him to a pair of slippy, lubed up fingers, and again it mostly just felt nice. Maybe a little weird and questionable to have his ass fingered, but generally quite enjoyable and not at all painful.
Her cock was different. It was significantly bigger than her fingers, and nothing at all like being tenderly licked out. If Damian hadn't been so curious and horny, he probably would have freaked out at that point. But he'd asked for this, and really did want to know what it was like.
"Up on your knees," Tori said, giving Damian a few gentle smacks on his butt until he lifted his ass for her. "That's better."
Damian clenched his hands and fought the nervous flutters in his tummy. Tori pressed her cock to his ass, threatening to go right in. He was more and more desperate for it, his fears turning to pure, impatient anticipation.
"I'm going to push in a bit," Tori said.
Damian nodded. "Ok."
"You're still kind of tight."
"I haven't done this before."
"That's true. I'll try to be gentle."
"Thanks."
Even going gently, Tori was still really big to try and fit in Damian's ass. She seemed to even be getting bigger the harder she pushed against his tight, lubed hole. Damian was about to chicken out and tell her to stop, when she finally popped in.
The initial sensation was more shock than pain or pleasure. It seemed impossible that she'd actually gotten inside. His ass protested a bit, but at the same time was sending signals that it felt kind of good, too.
"There we go," Tori said. "How's that feel? Doesn't hurt too much, does it?"
Damian slowly shook his head. "Can you... can you go deeper?"
Tori snorted. "Can I? Silly boy, of course I can."
Damian could feel the stretch as his ass only reluctantly gave in. It should hurt more, he thought. It felt like it should. But really, the deeper Tori pushed into him, the fuller he got, the more it just felt right. It was even better than sucking on girl-cocks, though admittedly both at once might be better still.
"Still ok?" Tori asked.
"I... think so. It's weirdly, like, really good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"What if I go balls deep like... this!"
Damian groaned as Tori thrust harder and, indeed, her balls slapped against him as she buried herself fully inside him. It was an intense cap on this experimental penetration, and a small throb of pain accompanied it, but that was dwarfed by the sense of fulfillment that came right alongside.
"Is that as deep as you can go?" Damian asked.
Tori made an insulted sound. "Oh you little shit! Yes, you know it is." She pulled slowly back. "But I haven't started fucking you yet, you know."
"True."
It was even better when she started thrusting in and out. A pleasant sensation became a magical experience of being full, then not, then full again. Some wonderful sensitive spots in his ass that he didn't even know existed were now being hit over and over again.
"Not so worried about how deep I am now, are you?" Tori said, panting slightly.
"Mmm, s'really good," Damian mumbled back.
"Yuh huh. You know it."
Tori gave Damian's ass a few smacks, then really gripped it with both hands and spread it as she kept fucking him with long, deep strokes.
Damian was kind of disappointed when Tori grunted and came in his butt. It was super hot and everything, just like taking a load of cum in his mouth, except already deep within him, filling his ass instead. But he wasn't ready to be done yet.
Luckily for him, he really wasn't done yet.
"Oh wow," Misty said as she and Emma pranced over, just as Tori was pulling her cummy cock out. "You got Damian to take it up the butt?"
"Sure did," Tori said just a tad smugly. She gave Damian's ass a fond pat. "And you loved it, didn't you?"
Damian nodded, too happy and horny to care about being embarrassed now. "More, please?"
Tori laughed softly. "You'll have to give me a minute. But I can give you more, for sure."
"Don't worry, we'll help," Misty said.
"We will?" Emma asked.
"You don't want to?"
"Well... I kinda do. I've never tried a boy's butt before."
"Exactly!" Misty said happily. "It's the perfect opportunity."
Damian tried to gauge what was happening, and his feelings about it all. He still wasn't ready to think of himself as the kind of boy who took girls' cocks up his butt, and yet... maybe that's exactly what he was.
The problem with trying to hold onto some sense of propriety was that it made him all weirdly fluttery and tingly that Emma and Misty were casually arguing over whether they should try him out or not.
"Damian?"
Damian blinked and realized Emma was asking him something. "Yeah?"
"I was just asking, like, is it ok if I try your butt out?"
Damian realized he was still presenting his ass like a terribly slutty boy, and that Emma was staring with evident fascination at it. She reached over and gently fondled his butt cheeks, spreading his ass slightly and getting a better look.
He half wished she hadn't asked, just so that he could pretend like he hadn't made the decision. But at some point he'd have to admit that he was way too into this.
"You can if you want," Damian said softly.
Emma's eyes lit up. "Yeah?"
Damian nodded.
"Told you," Misty said. "Have a go. I mean, it woulda been better opening up a totally fresh boy probably, but he's only gaping a little, so I'm sure he'll still be nice and tight."
"I'm sure he will," Emma agreed absently.
Misty squealed excitedly as Emma made sure Damian was still lubed up enough, then settled herself behind him.
"I gotta take some pics," Misty said. "Your first time with a boy's bumhole."
"Oh god. No, Misty. No pics."
Damian silently sighed in relief. There'd been a brief surge of panic at the mention of documentation. He certainly wasn't ready for anything like that. This was all meant to be private. It was chaotic enough to his sense of himself and the world without adding further complication.
"Aw, why not?" Misty pouted.
"You're being silly."
"I'm proud!"
"You're horny. And obviously Damian doesn't want pictures of this."
"Oh. Yeah, I guess." Misty looked at Damian. "No pictures, huh?"
"I'd prefer not."
"Fair enough then."
Tory was watching bemusedly from the corner of the large bed. Misty went to sit next to her, both girls idly stroking themselves as they waited for the show.
Emma was tentative and cautious. Like she was afraid Damian would break. He appreciated that. He wasn't yet convinced he wouldn't break under all the anal attention.
And yet, as Emma slipped inside, his eyes rolled back and he found himself savouring the feeling of being filled and stretched again.
"Thaaat a girl," Misty murmured appreciatively, stroking herself faster.
"You're gonna get off on your girlfriend fucking a boy in front of you?" Tori asked.
"Sure. Why not?"
"No reason I guess."
"Shush, guys," Emma said. "You're ruining the moment."
"Sorry," Misty and Tori chorused together.
Damian moaned and felt Emma getting deeper and deeper. Despite how far into him she was, how seemingly impossible it was for his ass to take so much, he once again felt like he could handle more. Like maybe, weirdly, he craved more. That was so dumb. He could barely handle what he already had. He wasn't even sure he'd be able to walk after. Yet here he was greedily thinking about more.
Emma's balls slapped lightly on Damian's as she wiggled and made sure she was as far into him as she could be. Then she started fucking him.
"Damn, I think Saphy's right about boys," Emma said.
Misty raised an eyebrow. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. He's, like, very nice on my cock."
"Like he's made for it?"
"Kinda, yeah. I mean, don't worry babe, he's not as nice as you. But really, really good, though."
Misty grinned. "Mmm, don't you forget I've got the best bum you'll ever have."
"Trust me. I won't."
Tori rolled her eyes. "You know, even when you guys are fucking other people, you're still kind of sickening."
"What do you have against true love?" Misty demanded.
"More than I ever imagined, as it turns out."
Emma giggled and kept fucking Damian, ignoring the two bickering, masturbating girls watching.
Damian closed his eyes, arched his back, and just enjoyed it. Maybe he'd regret everything later, but he still had yet to feel any such thing. The more he let these girls play with his butt, the more comfortable he became with the decision.
Emma fucked him for a while, then came deep inside, making him bum even messier than before.
Misty rather unceremoniously took over after Emma, not even asking. Damian didn't mind. He was lost in a world of butt-sluttiness. Like any futa who wanted could walk over and have a turn. And in fact, a few more did. There weren't many people left in the club at this point, but seemingly everyone still present had a chance to try his ass.
Who would have thought that he'd not only let someone fuck his butt, but he'd also happily enjoy many someones doing it one after the other? All on his first time trying it. A virgin butt gang bang. It was like he had turned into someone else for a day.
Except... it was just him. All those cocks he'd been happily sucking, that wasn't unrelated. Damian knew that deep down. This was where he'd been headed.
If anything, he was just lucky to have a place like this to find it out in a relatively safe environment.
Tori rather patiently waited until Damian was free again to take a second turn on his bum. She was very delicate with him, having witnessed from close up how many cocks he'd taken for his first time. He appreciated the care.
Basically everyone else had left or was leaving by then. Even Emma and Misty were getting picked up by Misty's hot older sister. Damian listened passively from where he was getting filled up yet again.
"Saphy! Saphy! We got to fuck a boy today!"
"Ah. I guess that's why once again you two didn't meet me outside."
"Sorry, but we couldn't pass him up."
"No, I get it, actually. First time on a boy for both of you. That's pretty special, actually. You get pictures?"
"Ugh. No. It was--"
Emma's excited voice broke in. "Hey, that was your first time too?"
"Well yeah. You knew I didn't do it with anyone except family before you."
"I forgot. You coulda gone first, if you wanted."
"Nah, babe. I wanted to watch you. Plus you got a first something before me. I kinda like that."
"Ha, like five minutes before you."
"Still counts."
Saphira cut back in. "As adorable as you two are, if you aren't ready to go in twenty seconds, we're leaving without any clothes on you at all."
"Enh, wouldn't be the first time," Emma said nonchalantly.
Misty, rather more panicked, "Shit, where's my panties? And my shirt? And my... everything?"
Damian smiled goofily as he listened to the girls scampering around, and eventually being dragged away, still trying to dress as they left the room and made their way to the parking lot.
"Those two are getting a bit of a rep for being all nakey in the halls," Tori said, echoing Damian's thoughts.
"So I hear."
"I think Misty's sister likes to do it to them."
"I can believe it."
Tori groaned and came in Damian's overflowing ass. Some of her cum flooded right back out of him. He'd been cummed in so much, and was an incredibly stretched out and messy boy.
Tori pulled out slowly. Damian felt even more cum slowly leak out as his ass wouldn't close up tight right away. Tori didn't help, idly spreading and playing with his butt the way she was.
"Dang you got a cute li'l tushy," she said.
"Can't imagine it's cute right now," Damian replied.
"Why not?"
"... is that a serious question?"
"It is, actually. You can't see it, but like, it's cute anyway, and now it's all like trying to close up and hold all that cum in and... and... it's just adorable."
Damian blushed and refused to look back at Tori. "That's weird."
"Nah." Tori gave Damian a sudden sharp smack on the booty, then bounced off the bed. "If you could see, you'd understand."
"I think it might be a futa thing."
"You think? Maybe. We do like butts." Tori moved in front of Damian and smiled at him. "But everyone likes butts, so I don't think it's just us."
Damian tried to make eye contact, but Tori's cock was just about at face level and was very distracting. She was soft now, cock just dangling between her thighs and looking very messy. He had the insane urge to suck it, despite how it had so recently been stuffed in his ass.
Tori gazed adoringly back at Damian, then sighed. "Guess we probably should go. Everyone else has already. Don't want to get locked in or something."
"No. Probably not, huh?"
Damian groaned as he tried to stand up. Tori gave him a hand, then had to hold onto him until his legs remembered how standing worked.
"Ok there?"
"You kinda fucked me stupid, you know."
Tori giggled. "Me and a few others."
"Mostly you."
"Aw, thanks. Need some help dressing?"
"Yes please."
"Cool. Now, uh, where's your clothes anyway?"
"Um...."
Damian blushed furiously as Tori, unable to immediately locate his stuff, started dressing him in her panties and skirt instead. It actually didn't feel as weird getting dressed kind of girly as he would have expected. Maybe he was just in a sufficiently submissive kind of mood to accept it.
"Are you putting my pants on now?" Damian asked.
"Well I couldn't find them before."
"I don't think you looked that hard."
"Maybe I just think you look cute in my stuff."
"I--"
"You know how girls wearing their boyfriends' hoodies is super cute?"
"... can be. This isn't the same."
"Isn't it?"
"And, like, it's not like... like it's a girlfriend kind of scenario."
Tori went quiet for a moment as she finished adjusting Damian's jeans and getting comfortable in them.
"Yeah, about that," she said. "This might be super dumb, and I don't want to ruin a crazy fun afternoon if I'm judging this all wrong and stuff...."
"What?"
"Just... how would you...." Tori stopped and took a deep breath. Damian couldn't remember her ever looking quite as nervous. "Do you wanna try going out sometime?"
"I... are you asking me out?"
"I thought that was pretty clear."
"No, it was, just... considering what we just did... and like all the other girls...."
"Not very romantic, huh? I knew I should have waited for a better moment."
Damian felt his face glowing bright red. Such a flood of confused emotions tumbled through him. "I wouldn't think you'd even consider me that way right now," he mumbled.
"Why not?"
"I... I have like six different girls' cum leaking out my butt right now."
"Two of them are me."
"Well, yeah, but... it's...."
"I know what I'm asking," Tori said softly. "I mean, obviously I was right there. You know that doesn't bother me."
Damian squirmed. "And... and if I ever want to do it again?"
"Get butt-fucked by every girl around?"
"... yes."
"I mean, that's fine."
"Then... then I don't understand what--"
"I kinda like you, ok? And yeah, I'd be fine if you just wanted to have sex sometimes in club and stuff. But I think I'd like to maybe know you better, and maybe do some stuff just the two of us."
Damian felt like he couldn't possibly blush as furiously as he currently was. "You'd really want to?"
"Yeah."
"I'd... I'd like that."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"Cool." Tori gave him a soft kiss. It was a tad awkward, but filled him with warmth all the same. "And maybe... maybe if it's not for club stuff, maybe you wouldn't see other girls?"
Damian snorted. "Not been a problem so far. I haven't done well at relationships."
"Me either," Tori admitted.
"And you really want me?"
"See, I really should have asked at a different time. I knew that." Tori took Damian's hand and squeezed reassuringly. "It's confusing because of all the girls who just fucked you."
"Yeah. I don't know why--"
"I told you. Club stuff is club stuff. Just maybe don't go on dates with any of them if we work out. That's all."
"That seems fair. If they all wanna gangbang me in here, then--"
"I'll probably enjoy and join in."
"Of course you will."
"There's nothing wrong with sex with lots of people. I've definitely been messing around a lot lately. As long as we're both around and cool with it--"
"Even if it's not strictly in this room?"
"I mean, we can take it case by case. No cheating. That's the point."
Damian took a hesitant step and felt his bum whine in protest at the movement. "Don't think I could handle any more anyway."
Tori laughed and kissed him again. He really liked her kisses. "I might really like wrecking your butt."
"I bet you do."
They started walking, hand in hand, half wearing each other's clothes. It was, oddly, the most romantic experience of Damian's life. Also the sluttiest aftermath. Quite a day for him.
"Wanna get dinner on Friday?" Tori asked
"Yeah. I really think I do."
****
It took a few days before Damian was up to any more ass play. He spent some time sore and aching from taking so many girls in his newly deflowered bum. He went back to mostly just sucking cock while he recovered.
Tori was really sweet about it. Damian could tell she was eager to get back in his butt, but she didn't push it, and in fact helped his aches with some lovely, soothing booty rubs and tenderly licking his butthole.
It was quite amazing how quickly Damian grew to love having his butt played with.
His and Tori's date went fairly well. They were both surprisingly shy about it, considering how intimate they'd already been. It was different when it wasn't just about sex.
Damian got kind of lost in Tori's eyes for a while. She was staring at him so hornily, and constantly twirling her finger in her hair. Admittedly, as much as he liked just hanging and talking, he was also feeling like he'd like to be alone with her and maybe getting a bit naughty.
"I know it's only a first date and all," Tori said, "but I kinda want to invite you back to my place."
Damian swallowed a little nervously. "Your place? Like--"
"I could probably sneak you past my parents. I've never had to sneak a boy in before, but I think it'd be fun."
"I... I really wish my butt was up to it. I could still suck--"
"I actually had something different in mind."
"Oh?"
"I hope you don't think it's too weird. I'd actually feel a bit embarrassed trying it at the club."
"You've got me worried now."
"No no. It's nothing worrisome. And if you're not interested it's fine."
"Go on."
Tori looked at Damian coyly, twirling her hair more nervously. "Would you want to maybe... do my butt?"
Damian blinked. "That? Yes please."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Obviously I'd want that. That sounds amazing. I didn't think you were into that sort of thing."
"Well... you know. For the right boy."
"Me?"
"You."
"Awww."
Damian felt himself blushing the whole way back to Tori's place. They were both nervous and giggly, and Tori couldn't stop looking over at him even while she was driving.
"We gotta be quiet," Tori hissed. "Gotta get you in without anyone seeing."
"You said you could do it."
"Well, yeah, I mean I can. But it's gonna be tricky."
"You didn't say it would be tricky."
"I got excited."
"Uh huh."
"Shh. Come on."
Tori led the way near-silently into the house. She kept pausing and listening, and Damian was impressed by her sneaking skills to the point he was sure they were going to succeed.
Then they came face to face with a girl in the hallway. She looked vaguely like a slightly older Tori. She was wrapped in a towel and appeared fresh out of the shower. Damian's eyes immediately locked on to the end of her cock dangling from underneath the bottom of the towel.
The girl only a took a second glancing back and forth between Tori and Damian before she broke into a wide grin. Tori held an urgent finger to her lips and gave a pleading look. The girl just nodded, still grinning wide, and offered Tori her fist. Tori rolled her eyes and bumped it.



The girl then skipped away without saying a word.
Tori waited until they made it to her room before sighing loudly. "Sorry. That was my sister Candace."
"Ah, yeah. I wondered. She, uh, isn't going to say anything?"
"Nah. She's sneaked plenty of boys in. We don't snitch on each other."
"... how many boys have you sneaked in?"
Tori bit her lip and looked down for a second. "You're the first."
"Oh."
"Hence why she looked so happy for me, I think."
"Your first, huh?"
"Yeah. I never really did that much before Futa Club. Never had a boy."
"At all?"
Tori looked shy. "No. This is, uh, kinda special for me, really."
"What about Candace?"
"What about her?"
"Well... I saw her tenting up her towel already before she left."
"We get horny. What can I say."
"Right, but like, you know Misty's sister? Or Maddy and Jax?"
Tori's eyes widened. "Oh, no. We're not like that with each other."
Damian felt some relief. "No?"
"No way. Just normal sister stuff with us. Like sometimes we jerk off together. Or if one of us had a rough day, we might help out with a little blowjob. Just stuff like that. Not, like, casually banging all the time. That's kinda weird." Tori paused. "Though admittedly it's pretty hot."
"What's this about blowjobs?" Damian asked.
"No no, it's hardly ever, really. Just, like... as I said. If one of us needs it." Tori shifted her weight awkwardly. "That's not... shit, I didn't even think about it. I guess I should have said, huh? It's just normal for us."
"Kinda like how fucking their family is normal for some?"
"Yeah. Yeah I guess it's not far off, huh? I wish you wouldn't make me think about this stuff right now. I'm... pretty horny."
"Heh, me too."
Tori gave Damian a funny look. "Not 'cause of Candace, right?"
"Well... I saw her cock, a bit. And she was in that towel. And all damp and stuff. And you mentioned, like, sucking her off or whatever. And--"
"Aw jeez. You're easily distracted, huh?"
"I'm not! It's just not a fair situation to be in."
Tori took his hand. "I'm just gonna have to distract you back."
"How?"
She led him over to her bed. "Like so."
They sat on Tori's bed and made out for quite a while. Damian had to admit, it didn't take long before he could only think of Tori. And her lips, and her boobies that she let him rub, and their mutual erections straining to get out.
"Alright," Damian admitted. "I'm distracted."
"Good boy," Tori giggled.
She started pulling off her clothes. Damian was quick to join her.
His eyes got big and longing when Tori's cock came out. He kind of wanted to dive straight on it and suck her off, or turn around and present his bum for her. But Tori rolled over and presented her bum first, which redirected Damian's thoughts immediately.
Damian watched Tori casually lube up a pair of fingers and slip them inside her own butthole.
"You sure you haven't done this before?" Damian asked.
"Why?"
"Your ass takes that pretty easy."
"My fingers? Well obviously I've put fingers in before. While masturbating, usually. Haven't you done that?"
"Uh, no, not so much."
"Really? Huh. Picked it up from my sister. Feels nice. Hard to know what other people think is normal sometimes."
"Yeah. I'm getting to that point too."
Tori let Damian help lube her up. He fingered her slippery bumhole some, enjoying the tight feel of it around his fingers.
"Goddamn, this is gonna be so crazy," Tori whispered.
"You think?"
"Yeah. Seriously. Having someone in my butt...."
"You didn't think it was that crazy getting in mine."
"Hehe, no, I was just horny then. Didn't expect to... I dunno. To like you so much."
"Gee. How nice."
"It is, though. Like... I wanna do this with you. It's not just about being horny. You telling me you'd be just as happy if I were any random girl showing you her butt right now?"
"... I'd prefer it just be you."
"That's what I'm saying." Tori reached back and spread her butt, as though Damian didn't have a good enough view of her asshole already. "Now go for it."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. I'm gonna start getting anxious otherwise."
"Well we can't have that."
Damian pressed his cock to Tori's lubed up bum. Despite her having taken some fingers so recently, her tight little butthole didn't seem to want to let him in. He kept pressing, convinced that it should work, and sure enough popped right in.
"Unf."
"Oh wow, you're so tight."
"What'd you expect?"
Damian shrugged. "I don't know. I've never done this before."
"Oh yeah. That's fair." Tori gave her hips a little wiggle. "Good though."
Damian grinned stupidly, slowly pushing deeper. "Really, really good. It's like... I don't even know what it's like."
"No, I know. Don't forget, yours was the first butt I ever got into."
"True. Ok, so it's like that, then."
"Nice." Tori gave another wiggle, more restrained in motion since Damian's dick was deeper inside her. "Feels pretty good from my end too."
"That's good."
"Mmhm. You wanna maybe... fuck me?"
"I'm getting there."
"I won't break."
"It's your first time."
Tori grinned naughtily over her shoulder. "And shouldn't you make sure I feel really, really good if it's my first time?"
"Unf. Maybe."
"Please?"
"Don't look at me like that. It's not fair."
"Not meant to be." Tori arched her back and pressed her ass against Damian, impaling herself even more on his cock. Her eyes rolled back. "I want this," she finished at a whisper.
Damian groaned and thrust. Tori felt so damn good. And the way she responded to him being in her butt was heavenly in its own right.
"Tell me if it's too much," Damian insisted.
"Keep going!"
Tori only encouraged Damian more the harder he went, and the more he got into it. He got to a point of slapping his hips on her ass with every thrust, going deep, really making her feel it.
"Mmm, yeaaah. Fuccck meee."
Damian grinned, spreading Tori's ass with his hands and trying to get even a little deeper for her.
Damian was so into it, he almost missed the door opening. He slowed but didn't stop as Candace stepped in. She'd dressed, inasmuch as throwing a t-shirt on without any bottoms could be considered dressed. She was super obviously hard.
"Hey, any chance--"
"Get out, Candace!"
Candace pouted. "I'd share boys with you if you asked."
"No you wouldn't. You're just horny and I happen to have one for once."
"I mean...."
"Out!"
"Fiiine." Candace retreated, closing the door behind her. Almost immediately it cracked open again. "What if--"
"I will murder you in your sleep!"
"Jeez. Touchy."
Tori slumped on the bed, dislodging Damian from her butt. She rolled onto her back. "Sorry about that."
"It's fine."
"It's not. This is s'posed to be special and shit. Stupid sister."
"It's still pretty special."
"Is it?"
Damian absently trailed his fingers along Tori's pulsing cock. "Well, it's a lot more private than when you first got in my butt."
Tori giggled. "True."
"And you didn't want to share me this time."
"Also true."
"And, like, maybe Futa Club has kinda broken my sense of perspective, but people seeing me naked and doing sexy things barely even registers. I'm not embarrassed about it."
"Well that's good. You still want to--"
"Oh hell yeah I do."
"Ha, ok." Tori pulled her knees up, exposing her ass at a very different angle than before. "Go for it."
"Face to face?"
"If you want."
"I really do. I can see you better like this."
"Mmhm. Then maybe later you can do me from behind again. I liked it kinda rough."
"Oh did you?"
"You know what I'm talking about."
Damian blushed. "Maybe."
He helped pin Tori's legs back and slipped back into her ass. This time while rocking against her and fucking her bum he could gaze into her eyes and even reach out to gently stroke her cock. It really was kind of a nice position.
But Tori looked too cute staring back at him. Her ass gripped him too tight. Her boobies jiggled just a little with every thrust, and her cock throbbed under his light touch.
"Shit, I think I'm gonna cum."
Tori smiled. "That's the idea."
"It's too soon."
"Says who? That's the beauty of sex, you can just do whatever feels good."
"Oh. Like, inside you even?"
"Yes please!"
Damian gave in and let his body do what it wanted. He made Tori jiggle some more as he pounded her tight little bum. She kept watching him through half-lidded eyes, making soft giggles and moans mixed together.
It felt so amazing to let loose. To just go for it. Tori's ass gripped him so nicely. He just wanted to explode inside her pretty butthole and make a mess of it the way she and the other girls had done to him.
So he did.
Damian sighed in heavenly bliss as he came. Tori gasped and bit her lip, giving him lidded, sultry eyes as he came balls deep inside her bum.
They both stayed perfectly still for a long moment, even after Damian was done. Just panting and staring at each other. Damian couldn't help a wide, stupid grin slowly forming. Tori giggled at just how happy he looked.
"Liked that, did you?" Tori laughed.
"I really did."
"Good. Maybe... we could do it more sometimes."
"I'd like that." Damian pulled out, his cock softening somewhat already. "Do... do you think you'd want to do me now?"
"Oh? I was gonna try and take it easy on you...."
"I know. But I think I need it now."
"Haha, such a little butt slut already."
Damian blushed. "You guys did that to me."
"I know. And it's great. Here, you lie down."
Damian lay on his back. Tori pushed his legs up and exposed his butt, diving straight in for some tender lickies.
He was still kind of sore, but he was excited now and really wanted Tori inside him. He'd just cummed and should have been fine, but somehow his body was craving that sweet girly penetration.
Tori eventually lubed him up properly and slid inside. It did indeed ache just a little, but as Damian was warmed up, that basically went away. Or more to the point, it was overridden by better feelings.
"Mmm, why is your butt so goooddd?" Tori moaned as she filled Damian up.
"Beats me."
"I mean, it was nice having you in me, but this is a whole other level."
Damian was inclined to agree.
The door cracked open while Tori was getting Damian all stretched out. Candace poked herself in. She had a shirt on and some little socks, but nothing much else.
"You sure we can't share?" Candace asked, gazing enviously at Damian, her cock visibly throbbing and totally uncovered by her bottomless outfit.
Tori rolled her eyes. "Dammit, Candace."
"Pleeeaaase? He looks so cute and tight."
Tori grinned affectionately at Damian. "That he is." She arched an eyebrow at Damian.
Damian considered, then hesitantly gave a small nod.
"Seriously?" Tori whispered.
"I mean... if it's ok."
"You horny little thing."
"I can't help it."
"Yeah, I know." Tori turned back to her sister. "Fine. But behave yourself. He's still mine."
Candace eagerly pranced over. "Yep yep. Yours. You're such a good sister for sharing."
"Uh huh."
Candace straddled Damian's head, and pretty quickly stuck her dick down his throat. He choked a bit, but could basically handle it. Even with Tori still fucking his butt.
The sisters shared Damian in an only somewhat competitive kind of way. He had to put up with having his mouth and ass used as much they wanted until they were both exhausted. And really, he was only too happy to be their little boytoy.
Even though he hadn't meant to sleep over, Damian happily cozied up with Tori once all the fun was done and the two of them drifted off together.
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Chapter Eight: Emma's New Family
****
Emma held the dress up in front of her again, examining herself critically in the mirror. "You sure your parents want me there?"
Misty nodded easily, giving Emma a quick kiss on the bare shoulder. "I said they did, didn't I?"
"You did. Just... their anniversary and all. I woulda thought they'd just want their family, if anything."
Misty shrugged. "I mean... you're pretty important to me. They know that."
Emma blushed. "Yeah, well...."
"And they really like you." Misty grinned smugly. "Way better than anyone Saphy's brought home."
"From the sound of it, she's never brought home anyone serious."
"That's true." Misty wrapped her arms around Emma from behind. "I'm pretty serious about you," she whispered.
"Stoooppp."
"Why?"
"'Cause you'll just get me hard again. I still need to fit into this tight dress somehow."
"Unf. And I definitely want to see you in that tight dress."
"Keep grinding on my ass like that and you won't get to."
Misty reluctantly pulled away, and Emma turned around toward her. Misty was fully naked, her cock just starting to stir again. Emma still held her dress in front of her, but otherwise was in an identical state.
"I could suck you off again, if you want," Misty offered.
Emma bit her lip, mind flashing back to ten minutes ago when the both of them had been fully engaged in sucking each other's cocks. Despite being recently sated, the taste of cum fresh on both tongues, Misty was giving Emma some seriously horny eyes, and Emma felt herself returning exactly the same sentiment.
"We don't have time," Emma said regretfully, even though tackling Misty and diving on her cock again sounded like way more fun than being responsible.
"You're probably right. Best start dressing, huh?"
"I think so, yeah."
"Well, dinner'll be pretty fun though."
"You think?"
"Trust me."
Emma carefully laid her borrowed dress out on Misty's bed, then started donning some underwear. "I trust you."
"Good."
The panties Emma slipped up her legs and snugged against her cock were fairly skimpy, and dangerously silky. Yet another factor in her fight against getting hard again. Nevermind sneaking peeks at Misty and the bulge she made in her matching panties.
Somehow, Emma managed to focus and get dressed. Putting on a fancier bra than normal didn't slow her down much, but the thigh high stockings did a little. She watched Misty doing in, then shrugged and copied her.
"I feel like I'm being dressed up," Emma muttered.
"You kind of are."
"This isn't, like, a sexual thing, is it?"
Misty giggled. "In my house? Almost always."
The girls got their snugly tight dresses on. Emma had to admit they looked damn good in them. Even more so once they helped each other do their hair and makeup.
Emma was gazing at Misty adoringly, trying her level best not to go straight for her and ruin the perfection of their appearances. She was luckily saved by Persephone opening the door and checking on them.
"You two almost ready?"
"Ready, Mom," Misty said.
It still took the girls a moment to tear their eyes off of each other and pay attention to Misty's mom.
Persephone was dressed much the same as Emma and Misty. Her dress was just as form-fitting as theirs, and something about her maturity really added to the effect, making her look absolutely delicious. Better still when she turned and started walking away.
"Good. We're leaving soon," Persephone said over her shoulder.
"Ok, Mom," Misty called.
She and Emma both sighed wistfully as they watched her leave, then turned and giggled at each other.
"You see how her butt looked in that dress?" Emma hissed.
"How could I not?"
"Sorry, I know she's your mom, but for a second I couldn't think of anything except yanking her dress up and diving face first into her ass."
"Unf. You'd have to fight me for it."
"Your family's so weird."
"Hehe, don't say that too loud. You're more like us than you pretend sometimes."
"That's true." Emma clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "How do you think she hides her cock in that tight little thing?"
"Mommy L?"
"What? No. How does she hide it in the dress, you goof. Not how does she fit it in your other mom."
"Oh, right." Misty shrugged. "Beats me. By all laws of physics, it shouldn't be hidden nearly so well."
The girls joined the rest of Misty's family. Persephone and Lilian were ready. Saphira was just behind them. They were such a hot matching set, and Emma was worried that she wouldn't last nearly long enough before she was tenting her dress and soaking through it with arousal. She'd just have to do her best, was all.
Emma sat in the back of the car with Misty and Saphira once they got moving. Misty was in the middle, and almost immediately Saphira started teasing her. Emma watched bemusedly for a few minutes, then joined in groping and rubbing up on Misty from the other side.
Misty giggled and squealed, trying to fend off her sister and girlfriend. "Mooommm, they're gonna make me hard!"
"Oh for goodness sake," Persephone chided. "Can't you behave yourselves at all?"
"Nope," Saphira replied instantly.
Emma just giggled and kept rubbing the growing bulge in Misty's dress.
Poor Misty had quite the tent in her dress to hide once they arrived and bailed out of the car. She clung tight to Emma, shielding herself from view as best she could. It probably worked to some degree, but especially once they got inside the restaurant, there was a limit to how well she could hide.
They weren't waiting long at all inside before an elegantly dressed woman swept over to greet them. She embraced Persephone like an old friend, complete with mutual kisses on each cheek.
"So glad to see you again," the woman said.
"This is absolutely our favourite place to go, you know," Persephone said. "And it being our anniversary and all."
"Naturally. You've even picked up an extra daughter, I see."
Persephone giggled lightly. "My daughter's girl, I'm afraid. They've been inseparable."
Misty blushed red, still hiding behind Emma. "Mooommm. Shush."
Persephone only laughed harder.
The woman, Maureen, ushered the family off toward a far corner where there was a table all waiting for them. It was somewhat private as far as tables went, though still plenty visible.
Despite its visibility, everyone had only just settled in their seats before Saphira glanced around, then smoothly disappeared under the table. Emma blinked in surprise at the now vacant seat, then turned to hiss at Misty.
"What's she doing?"
Misty shrugged with a sly grin. "What ya think she's doing? It's our moms' anniversary, you know."
"Oh jeez, seriously? Here?"
"Yeah, of course. There's a reason it's Mom's favourite place."
"But... people'll notice."
"So?"
As Emma looked around at other tables, Misty sneaked off under the table too. The tablecloth reached the floor, and so technically concealed the sisters, but it was kind of hard to miss the contented sighs and the way Persephone and Lilian leaned back to relax in their seats.
Though to be fair, upon closer examination, theirs wasn't the only table with some empty chairs, nor patrons with half-closed lids and demeanours all too relaxed and satisfied.
"Coulda warned me," Emma grumbled, shifting uncomfortably as her cock started twitching in her panties.
"What fun would that have been?" Misty's low voice called back from under the table.
"Such a naughty daughter," Lilian purred, one hand under the table presumable petting either Misty or Saphira, whichever one was between her legs.
"They can be so bad," Persephone agreed.
Emma was torn between horniness and embarrassment. Something she'd learned to embrace since meeting Misty. Emma wondered if Misty was feeling any compunctions at all about publicly pleasuring her moms, or if the shelter of the table was enough to render that moot.
Emma flushed brighter as a waiter came by to take orders and deliver a bottle of wine. He didn't seem at all fazed by the empty chairs and obvious sounds from beneath, so Emma slowly relaxed.
Persephone ordered for her daughters, removing the need for them to answer for themselves, indisposed as they were. Misty only reappeared when the coast was clear, looking fairly flushed now, and having the grace to look somewhat abashed.
"Guess we got wine already," Misty said, reaching for the bottle. "You're driving, right Saphy?"
"Yep."
"Good. Want some, Em?"
"Um... sure?"
Neither Persephone or Lilian seemed to have any problem with the girls sharing their wine, and only ordered another bottle as the first one was drained that much faster.
Emma wasn't a wine drinker by any means, and it had an odd taste to it, but was overall pretty good. Plus one it started taking hold, she didn't feel nearly so nervous or out of place.
"I might go under the table," Emma whispered to Misty.
Misty grinned back. "Cool. We can give Saphy a break."
"You don't mind doing this at all?"
"I mean... it's kind of public and there's lots of fancy people around, but most of 'em all are being naughty too, so it's not a big deal."
Emma glanced around the room again and manage to catch one boy just sneaking back to his seat, chin shining wet even at a distance. "They all people's kids, you think?"
"Can't imagine they all are. Some maybe." Misty shrugged. "I've never asked, honestly. Me and Saphy can't be the only ones who suck our mom off though."
"Lots of people can't suck off their mom at all."
"Oh right. You know I kinda forget that sometimes."
"I bet."
The next time Misty slipped from her seat, Emma followed right along with her. Saphira smiled and winked at her, then climbed back up to society.
Emma looked back and forth at Lilian and Persephone. They sat next to each other, dresses hiked up, stocking-clad legs pressed against each other while also spreading themselves as wide as was comfortable.
Side-by-side mommy pussy and cock, just begging for attention. Emma was intrigued, but fairly out of her depth.
"Now what?" Emma whispered.
Misty shrugged. "Which one do you want?"
"I... don't think I can get your mom's cock in my mouth."
Misty giggled. "No one can. She's massive. You just gotta, like, lick and suck on it, and play with it and stuff."
"Um...."
"Here, you take Mommy L for now. Just watch me, 'k?"
Emma nodded. Pussies weren't her area of expertise, but she felt like she could handle a simple task like licking out her girlfriend's mom under the table in a public restaurant. Or maybe part of that was the wine talking. Certainly a bigger part was her own insatiable horniness. Misty always brought that out in her one way or another.
Lilian's panties were down around one ankle already, leaving her pussy totally bare and exposed, already shining and soaked from previous attention. Emma paused for a moment before tasting it. It was, presumably, where Misty had originally come from many years ago.
Emma's hesitation lasted only a moment before she grinned and leaned in. Swiping her tongue over Lilian's pussy revealed the delicious, sexy taste that was all hers to enjoy for the time being.
Emma lapped at Lilian with a certain lack of finesse, but with dedicated enthusiasm as the flavour and naughtiness rushed through her. Her cock was straining to get out now, and she fumbled with her panties one-handed to get them out of the way.
She wasn't alone in being too horny for her own good. Misty and Saphira also had their dicks out by now. It was far too restrictive not to.
Saphira, sitting in her chair with her cock out right at eye level, particularly caught Emma's attention. Emma crawled over to her and started sucking on her balls and nuzzling her shaft. Saphira cooed in surprised, then giggled.
"You're not s'posed to be sucking me, silly," Saphira murmured down.
Emma ignored her and kept playing until Misty tapped her shoulder and nodded over to Persephone. As Misty switched off to lick her mommy's pussy, Emma crawled over to the biggest cock she'd ever yet witnessed, let alone got her hands on. Bigger even than Ms. Kindle's, and hers was daunting enough as it was.
But Emma was horny and a bit tipsy, and given the nature of their setup she was almost entirely in control, which helped. She went in cautiously, assessing the task before her. She concluded pretty quickly that she could never, ever get Persephone entirely in her mouth. But that was ok. She could still explore her cock and balls with her mouth to her heart's content.
Persephone was drooling copious precum by the time Emma was urged back to her seat for some proper food. Both moms had glazed, overly aroused looks in their eyes, but had to be patient while the little ones ate.
"This is a hell of an anniversary," Emma mumbled as she ate hungrily.
Misty poured her some more wine. "Enjoying it?" she whispered into Emma's ear.
Emma grinned and nodded. "You do keep things interesting."
Misty giggled. "Is that what you call it?"
"Mmhm. What else would you call you getting me to have sex with your whole family?"
Misty's eyes flashed bright and impish. "Oh I haven't begun to try for that yet. This is just some fun so far."
"... I was joking."
"Babe... you know there's gonna be actual sex at the end of the evening, yeah?"
"Not like... your mom... and that cock?"
"Yep."
"No one can take that."
Misty rolled her eyes. "Well you know that's incorrect. I mean sure, only in the butt 'cause nowhere else can stretch enough, but yeah."
"Ok, lemme rephrase. I can't take that."
Misty reached down under the table and slowly stroked Emma's cock. "We'll get you all horny and warmed up. You'll be ok."
"More like try and get me drunk so I don't think about it."
"Maybe a li'l of that too."
"Misty!"
"Ok, ok. No more wine."
"... well I didn't say that."
The girls slipped back under the table shortly after, eating mommy cock and pussy with horny, giggling dedication. They kept giggling and shushing each other, and Saphira had to eventually come down to try and keep order. She wasn't all the effective at it, really.
At one point another woman sat down to chat with Lilian and Persephone. The owner who'd greeted them, Emma assumed. She was too far gone to care much at that point, even if her own presence under the table was pretty dang obvious.
Emma even briefly contemplated crawling between Maureen's legs, if only just to verify if she was another futa or not, but opted against it. She was too busy lavishing spitty attention on Persephone's cock anyway.
****
All five of the party were horny messes by the time they eventually left. There was some attempt at decorum, but with four erections to try and hide between them, it wasn't a great success. Especially since Persephone didn't even try and hide her monster back in her dress, and the rest of them had to try and block line of sight to her while they exited.
Maureen cheerfully said goodbye to Persephone and Lilian at the door, apparently unconcerned by the massive cock bumping against her and definitely leaving a streak of precum on her dress.
There were other people around outside, on the street and sidewalk, but it thankfully wasn't overly busy. As it was the little group got a few curious looks. They would have been fully gawked at had it been more crowded.
"God, you're so horny, Mom," Saphira said as they meandered their way back toward the car.
Persephone grinned unabashedly. "And whose fault is that, hm? My babies sneaking under the table like that. What's a mother to do?"
Emma watched bemusedly as Persephone grabbed at Saphira and started grinding on her some. Emma was struggling to keep her own cock contained, and watching Persephone wasn't helping anything.
"Mooommm, not here," Saphira complained.
"Why not?" Persephone growled huskily.
Saphira wiggled free. "You're being bad. At least wait until we're home."
Persephone grabbed Misty instead, grinding on her other daughter. "I don't think I can."
Emma glanced at Lilian, who didn't seem to be minding her wife's antics even slightly. Though she and Persephone did both seem fairly drunk, which probably wasn't helping them behave.
They at least made it around to the side of the building and a bit more privacy before Lilian started moving in. Emma bit her lip and just kind of let it happen. She let Lilian push her up against the wall, getting way, way too close and kind of rubbing up on her.
Saphira sighed loudly, but couldn't pry her moms off of both girls at the same time. Emma and Misty, being just slightly tipsy themselves, were less concerned than Saphira about their predicament. That and incredibly horny.
Lilian moved in for a kiss, and Emma met her mouth urgently. She knew that was she was doing was making out with her girlfriend's mommy in a fairly public place, and that she probably shouldn't be, but it also didn't seem to matter. Emma had been licking Lilian's pussy quite a bit this evening, and she had developed a minor compulsion as a result. One that drew her to those sweet mommy-lips.
"Goddammit, Mom. Keep your clothes on," Saphira said, a touch of annoyance in her voice.
Emma and Lilian both turned their heads. Persephone had tossed her dress carelessly aside, which Saphira had managed to rescue, but it still left Persephone naked except for her stockings, heels, and jewelry.
Emma whimpered deep in her throat. It wasn't fair. Persephone so naked and radiant was the kind of forbidden, erotic sight that Emma just couldn't handle at the moment. An elegant older woman with the kind of cock on her that shouldn't really be possible to take, but that no good little butt slut would pass up on trying. Provided they were in a sufficiently horny mood, of course. And Emma definitely was.
So too was Misty by the look of it. Misty, despite their public location, had her dress hiked up and her panties pulled well down. Persephone had free run of her daughter's ass to grind her needy cock on.
"Ooh, darling, you're being bad," Lilian cooed.
Persephone grinned back at her. "Look who's talking."
Lilian met her smile unselfconsciously, then joined her wife in shedding her dress. Emma groaned aloud and buried her face in Lilian's cleavage even before Lilian had her dress entirely off.
Such sweet, soft boobies to dive into. Emma was happier and happier she'd come along. That she'd been invited. That somehow she was getting to be part of this crazy horny family. A mommy like Lilian whose boobs she could snuggle her face into like this? That was the dream. That and some of the other stuff.
"Oh now really," Saphira said crossly. "I'll leave all four of you here. See if I don't."
She grabbed Lilian's dress and added it to the pile in one arm. With her free hand she started delivering sharp smacks to her moms' backsides, spanking their bums for being naughty and uncontrollable.
It only seemed to backfire at first. Lilian hugged Emma tight to her, encouraging Emma to nuzzle and suck on her tits. She also grabbed at the bulge in Emma's dress and fondled her desperate erection.
"Ow!" Persephone yelped at a particularly loud spank. "Cut that out! I'll spank you right back, young lady!"
"Great. So take me home and spank me then," Saphira said. "Stop trying to get in Misty's butt on a public street like that."
"I'm your mother!"
"You're a brat."
Persephone made a shocked noise, but Lilian undercut her by bursting into giggles.
"She's not wrong, darling," Lilian said. "You can be a brat at times."
"Betrayal!" Persephone declared, looking to her wife with big, pouty eyes.
Lilian mollified her with a long, deep kiss. The moms abandoned their playthings and started aggressively making out nakedly with each other instead.



At least while they were doing that, Saphira was able to gently shoo them along and eventually make it to the car.
The moms took the back seat immediately, and pulled Misty in with them. Emma wasn't sure whether to feel sorry for Misty, or just envious as she was mercilessly molested by her naked, horny mommies.
"She'll be fine," Saphira assured Emma as they took the empty front seats.
Emma pulled her cock out and played with herself some as they drove back. Saphira grinned crookedly at her, but said nothing about it. Emma caught her feeling herself up some too. Given the noises from the back seat, it remained impossible to calm down any. So much squealing, moaning, and sloppy kissing.
Emma spent the whole trip lightly jerking herself. She did Saphira too at times. Saphira swatted her hand away at first, claiming that she needed to focus on driving, but toward the end of the trip she just let Emma play with her.
It led to Saphira aggressively pushing Emma up against the car once they got out and ferociously making out with her while rubbing their hard dicks together.
"We're making a mess of our dresses," Emma whispered.
Saphira's lips quirked. "That's kind of to be expected, really."
"Oh. Good."
It took the moms and Misty longer to struggle out of the car. Misty was fully naked and looking a bit dazed already. Emma managed to slip away from Saphira and help Misty toddle toward the house.
Emma was hyper-aware of Persephone following behind them, her heels clicking softly on the driveway. She glanced back a few times, shivering at the sight of Persephone's much-too-large cock in a mix of fear and excitement.
"She's not gonna try and put that it me, is she?" Emma whispered.
Misty grinned, already recovering some from her daze. "You don't have to let her. But yeah, she'll probably try."
"I don't think I can take it, but... I almost want to see if I can."
"You can, babe. We just need to get you loosened up a bit."
Emma slipped her hand down to Misty's ass. Surprisingly, her bumhole didn't seem to be gaping hardly at all yet.
"Speaking of which, woulda thought you'd be a little looser."
"Pff. No room for Mom to get me on her dick in the backseat. That's the only reason."
"Ah."
"Don't think she didn't try though."
The girls were first in the house and scampered off giggling to Misty's room. Emma knew she was in a bit over her head, but as long as she had Misty with her she could handle most anything. And a big part of her really wanted this night to keep going the way it had been. Horniness was the big culprit, but also the sense of belonging, much as she felt at their school club.
A family where everyone was everyone was understanding and supportive of everyone else's needs. That was a nice thought. Even if it was only because they were all basically equally horny little things.
Emma struggled out of her outfit, hindered as much as helped by Misty who kept getting distracted by feeling her up and grinding on her. Persephone and Lilian looked fucking hot keeping parts of their elegant outfits on, but Emma and Misty both went full nude. It just seemed easier, and they could be cute enough as it was.
"Not very romantic," Misty said between kisses. "But I think if we just lube up and pound each other real quick, we--"
"No, that makes sense. I heard your moms on the way to their room already."
Misty grinned. "You really want to have sex with my mommies, don't you?"
"I mean... I've spent all evening licking and sucking on them under a table. I'm invested now."
"Uh huh."
"And let's be real, you got hot parents."
"Damn right I do." Misty gave Emma more kisses. "They really like you too, you know."
"Yeah? They invited me to their anniversary dinner, I guess that's a big clue."
"Mmhm. Plus they see that sweet little booty of yours and--"
"Oh god."
"And Mommy L has her eye on your co--"
Emma giggled and pushed Misty into bed. "Would you shush."
"I'm serious."
"I believe you. Just... I don't want to feel all that pressure going in. What if I'm not good enough in bed or something?"
"Is that what you're worried about?"
"Maybe."
"You're too cute sometimes."
Emma blushed. "You know I'm gonna pound your bum hard just for that."
"You were going to anyway, baby." Misty pulled her legs back and exposed her ass. "Ready when you are."
****
The girls got themselves warmed up as quickly as they possibly could. It was a lucky thing their asses were used to lots of sex, or they would have taken themselves right out of the fun for the night.
As it was, they walked side by side, holding hands, fully naked, bums ready and eager, nervous smiles on their faces. More so on Emma's than Misty's, since Misty had more experience.
"Oh thank fuck," Saphira said. "I thought you two were gonna leave me here on my own."
"Nah," said Misty. "We just had to get ready is all."
Emma admired the sight of Saphira trapped between her mommies. Saphira seemed to be buried deep in Lilian's pussy, while Persephone was likewise stuffing Saphira's butt totally full from the other side. More than full, by the look of it. Emma felt yet another pang of anxiety as she tried to imagine taking the whole thing. She could probably do it. Probably.
Misty, sensing Emma's thoughts, leaned in. "Only one way to get used to taking cocks like that," she whispered.
Emma nodded. "Just do it," she whispered back.
"Correct."
Misty released Emma's hand, then launched herself into her parents' bed with a shriek and a fit of giggles. Emma followed with a bit more decorum, though she was equally naked, hard, and leaking already.
The bed was a tangled mess at first, and Emma found herself subsumed by it. She was drawn in to a web of rubbing, kissing, and groping. She wasn't even always sure who was touching her, or indeed whose cock she'd grabbed. What Emma could definitely say is absolutely everyone around her was either Misty or her family, and that was quite a deliciously depraved thought to have tumbling around in her head.
As some order reemerged, Saphira started lovingly fucking Lilian, while Emma and Misty teamed up sucking on Persephone.
Persephone ran her fingers through both girls' hair, gazing adoringly at them as they nibbled on her cock and balls. And nibble really was about all Emma could manage, given Persephone's size. There was no way that monster was ever getting down her throat.
In fact, if Emma hadn't seen Misty taking Ms. Kindle a few times, she wouldn't believe it was possible to take Persephone at all, even anally. And even then, Persephone was bigger than Ms. Kindle, leaving Emma with some serious doubts. Not enough to stop her, but definitely enough to make her tummy and butthole all nervously fluttery.
"Mmm, babies, that's nice," Persephone purred. "But Mommy needs to cum really badly. You've been teasing me all night."
Emma giggled at the sheer amount of precum that was leaking from Persephone's dick, and the swollen size of her balls. She scooted back and pushed Misty forward.
"Misty first."
Misty rolled her eyes at Emma's display of solidarity. "You're not still scared, are you?"
"A little."
Misty was about to reply, but instead shrieked in delight as her mother casually threw her around a bit, manhandling her into a prime face down, ass up position.
"Ah, already lubed up for me I see," Persephone said, testing out her daughter's bum with a finger. "Emma darling, would you be so kind to give me a hand here?"
Emma nodded eagerly and helped smear lube all over Persephone's cock while Misty wiggled her bum impatiently.
"She can really take you?" Emma asked.
Persephone nodded. "My daughters are very talented that way. As you are too, I suspect."
Emma blushed. "Maybe."
"I expect you have that tightness and elasticity of youth, much like my darling Artemis."
Persephone gave Misty a sharp slap on the ass as punctuation, which only made Misty coo and present herself all the more sluttily. Persephone spread her daughter's butt, then pressed herself to it hungrily.
"Slow, Mom," Misty reminded her. "Go slo- ow, Mom! Slow!"
Persephone wasn't listening. Misty whimpered softly, but kept pushing back against Persephone's huge intrusion.
"You ok?" Emma asked.
"Mmhm. Mom just... gets like this. She knows... she should... go slow."
"Sorry baby," Persephone said, sounding distracted even in those two words.
Misty panted, fingers clutching at the bedding. Emma took one of her hands and held it tight.
"Gonna... ache a bit... tomorrow," Misty said. "But I... would have anyway."
"Don't be too hard on our baby," Lilian chastised. She cradled Saphira's face to her boobies while Saphira tenderly fucked her pussy. "You can't wear her out too early."
"Ah, everyone thinks it's so easy, huh?" Persephone muttered. "Think I can just get teased and sucked all night then act all calm and rational when I need to cum so badly."
Saphira giggled softly. "Misty's bum's gonna get filled uuuppp."
Emma was a little jealous for a moment. She thought about how much cum Persephone was threatening to unleash, and that she could have experienced it inside her. But that was silly. She would get cummed in plenty, she was sure. And she still wasn't quite ready to take Persephone. Best to at least let her get the first cum out of her system and hopefully ready to be gentle afterward.
Emma slipped a hand under Misty and felt her tummy. She marveled at the massive bulge Persephone made in Misty, and how very deep it went.
Getting her bum stuffed and stretched like that, having her insides rearranged, it just kept amping up the thrill and the scariness all at the same time.
"Excuse me."
Emma blinked and startled out of her trance as Saphira scooted past her. Saphira gently levered Misty up to her hands and knees instead of having her head flat down on the bed. Saphira's cock glistened with pussy as she prodded it into her sister's mouth.
"Oh wow," Emma murmured.
She wrapped her fingers around her cock, overwhelmed by the sight of Misty getting filled up from both ends. Like truly overfilled in this case. It didn't seem like it should be physically possible for her to take both cocks right down to the balls, but Persephone and Saphira were persistent and dedicated and managed to both bury themselves in Misty's tight little teenage body.
A soft hand interrupted Emma's reverie. She turned and found Lilian, abandoned by her daughter, now beckoning.
Emma hesitated. Lilian looked very tempting, all nakedly lying out on the bed and urging her closer. Lilian was her girlfriend's mother, after all, which ordinarily would have made it quite a faux pas to fuck her. But this was Misty's family. Not quite the same.
"Is it ok?" Emma asked.
Lilian smiled crookedly. "Oh sweet little thing. Why do you think you're here?"
Emma glanced toward Misty, but she was far too busy being doubly fucked already and couldn't have dispensed advice even if she'd wanted to.
Emma turned back to Lilian, smiled cautiously, and crawled to her.
"You've made our Artemis such a happy girl," Lilian said. "I'm so glad she found you."
"Me too," Emma said. "I really feel like part of your family."
"Mmm, I'm glad. It's a very special kind of family day." Lilian reached out to gently caress Emma's cock. "Do you want to help mommy out?"
Emma sucked in a sharp breath. "Yes. I really think I do."
"Good girl."
Emma crawled into position atop her girlfriend's mom. Her mommy too this evening, it seemed. At least a temporary mommy, and maybe more. Wild.
Emma moaned loudly as she sank into Lilian's wet pussy. It felt so good, and deliciously forbidden, even though these sorts of things were encouraged in this house.
"So good," Emma breathed.
"Mmm. It is," Lilian purred. "You know what I want?"
Emma considered, then shook her head. "Not exactly."
"You see how hard my daughter is getting pounded?"
Misty was getting fucked hard from both ends. Neither Persephone nor Saphira seemed inclined to take it easy on the baby of the family.
"I do," Emma said.
"Well... she gets her love of that sort of thing from her mother."
Emma smiled wide. "Yes. I suppose she would."
Emma was still a little cautious at first, but it didn't take her long before she was slamming Lilian's pretty pussy just as hard and crazy as she wanted. Lilian only cooed happily and encouraged her more at every turn.
"Yesss," Lilian moaned. "That's it. I miss my darling being able to do this to me. She hasn't been able to fit in my pussy for some time."
"Aw, that's sad," Emma said. "But at least Persephone can still pound your booty, right?"
"Mmm. She can. Not quite as hard as she used to, though. Just too big."
"Well I'm here for you," Emma declared firmly.
"Thank you, little one. I may need you and Artemis. Even Saphira's getting too big to wreck her mommy's pussy."
"Oh whatever," Saphira said, having apparently heard at least some of the conversation over the sounds of Misty choking on her cock. "I can destroy your pussy like nobody's business, and that's not stopping any time soon."
Lilian laughed and winked at Emma as though that reaction from her daughter was exactly what she wanted.
Lilian was a lot of fun to have sex with, and was purely delighted when Emma came in her pussy, filling her up with a nice creampie.
However, Emma was distracted enough that she didn't notice Saphira sneaking up on her until Saphira spread her ass and started licking her bumhole.
Emma glanced over and found that Misty had a messy, cummy face, and was currently getting solo-pounded into the bed by Persephone. Apparently Emma was the new winner of Saphira's horniness.
Emma tried to pull out of Lilian, but was firmly held right where she was.
"I'm not done with you yet," Lilian purred.
"I think Saphy is gonna fuck my bum," Emma said.
"Yes. Most likely," Lilian agreed.
Emma's mouth went wide and her eyes rolled back as Saphira did, indeed, start pushing her cock rather aggressively up Emma's butthole.
"Ooh, that's gonna stretch me," Emma moaned.
Lilian held her close and stroked her hair, comforting her as only a mommy could. Emma didn't really need it, but it was quite lovely all the same.
Emma cooed and wiggled. "Unf. Saphy, you know you're gonna make me cum again if you pound me while I'm in your mommy."
Saphira hissed in pleasure as she buried herself up Emma's bum. She nipped at Emma's shoulder from behind. "Mmm, lucky she loves a filled up cummy pussy, don't you Mommy?"
"You don't have to be so blunt about it, baby," Lilian protested. "But... yes, that's true."
Emma giggled and hugged Lilian tighter, kissing her while Saphira started working her butthole. Lilian was surprised at first by the kisses, but happily returned them and continued to cradle Emma.
Lilian was so soft, warm, and snuggly to lie on while getting her bum wrecked. The perfect mommy-bed. Being buried in her pussy and knowing she was going to pump so much cum inside her was amazingly hot too.
Emma felt a hand reach for hers. She had to break away from making out with Lilian, and when she managed to she found that Misty had managed to crawl closer despite being fucked even harder and deeper up her butt than what Saphira was doing to Emma.
The girls just stared at each other for a moment, eyes full of love for each other even in the midst of the familial orgy. As one they moved together and kissed passionately, jarring somewhat out of rhythm due to being fucked at different speeds.
"We're gonna get wrecked, aren't we?" Emma whispered.
Misty grinned. "Yep."
"How do you get me into this stuff?"
"Don't know, really. I'm glad you came though."
"Even if I came in your mommy?"
"I didn't mean it like that. But... yeah, that too."
The girls kept making out. Emma licked traces of Saphira's cum off of Misty's face, and they shared it between them with some deep tongue kisses.
Eventually, Lilian put a hand on Emma's face and guided her back for more mommy kisses. Emma found herself in the dream-like position of swapping back and forth between making out with Misty and her mother, and it got even better when Misty and Lilian started getting their own kisses in too. A complicated little three way makeout session.
"Oh god," Misty hissed after some particularly sloppy kissing. "Mom's cumming in me."
And, indeed, Persephone had buried herself balls deep inside Misty's tight bottom, and was holding herself firmly while her balls pumped and spewed thick cum deep inside her daughter. Both Emma and Lilian attacked Misty as one, smothering her in kisses while she rode the high of being cummed in and filled up.
Persephone slowly pulled out once she was done. It made for quite a sloppy, suctioning sound as her massive cock exited Misty's little bum. Amazingly, she wasn't softening at all, and didn't appear to even need a small break.
"Let me have a turn," Persephone said, nudging Saphira.
"Jeez, Mom. You just came in Misty," Saphira said.
"I know. I want to try little Emma now. Her bum looks simply divine."
"Ha, well that's true."
"Yeah it is," Misty agreed, beaming proudly as she stroked Emma's hair.
"Well at least let me finish first," Saphira said.
Emma's eyes rolled back as Saphira started hammering her good. She hadn't been gentle before, but now she needed to cum fast before her mother stole her spot.
Both Misty and Lilian caressed and kissed Emma as her ass was drilled hard by Saphira. Their love gave her something to focus on other than her bum getting destroyed, and the balance made both feelings so much better and more decadent.
Having her butt skillfully pounded combined with still being inside Lilian's hot, messy mommy-pussy and getting loved on by Misty and Lilian both was way too much to handle. Emma's balls pulsed and gave her a temporary release by spewing more cum inside Misty's hot, loving mother.
"You just cum in Mommy again?" Misty asked curiously.
Emma just nodded. "Mmhm."
"She sure did," Lilian purred. "I really like your girlfriend, baby."
Misty laughed. "Well just remember she's mine, mmk?"
"I make no promises, darling."
Naturally, Emma got a nice buttful of cum before Saphira pulled out nearly as sloppily as Persephone had from Misty's ass. There was, however, very little time to savour the feeling of being all messy, empty, and gaping in the aftermath before Persephone was at her booty.
Though it was possibly a good thing that Persephone was impatient. Emma was currently as anally stretched out and relaxed as she'd ever been, and if she was going to take a cock so much bigger than any she'd had before, now was the time.
Misty crawled over to help Persephone re-lube herself, as well as making sure Emma's butthole was all slippy and ready to go. Emma was well cummed in to the point that more lube would have a lesser impact at this point, but it made sense to be at absolutely maximum lubrication for this.
The other upside was having Misty's delicate, loving fingers gently massaging her bumhole felt really nice after a good pounding, and helped Emma relax as much as possible too.
Saphira offered her cock to Emma while this was happening, letting her suck it clean after having been so deep in her bum and rather cummy now as well. Emma preformed this small cleanup rather distractedly due to everything else that was going on, but Saphira seemed satisfied.
Saphira then took a seat on the bed where she could watch everything. Once Misty was done playing with Emma's ass, she joined her sister, both sitting side by side and casually playing themselves.
"Think she can handle it?" Saphira asked.
Misty made a scornful noise. "Of course. Why would you even ask?"
"Just sayin'. Mom's biiiggg."



"I know. Em can handle it." Misty gave Emma a big smile. "You got this."
"Gee thanks," Emma said, still a little anxious despite all attempts at preparing her.
Lilian cradled and kissed Emma, nurturing her with motherly affection and reassurance. Emma started kissing back, trying to just enjoy herself and not be nervous about what was about to happen to her butthole. She was about to be in between the sexiest mommy sandwich of all time, even if it was a little scary.
Misty and Saphira cheered her on as Persephone pushed her cock in. Emma appreciated their support, but she still panicked at the feeling of just how wide she was being spread. And the tip wasn't even in yet.
"Misty...." Emma pleaded, reaching out a hand.
The sisters had settled in for a show and had, in fact, switched to slowly stroking each other rather than themselves. Despite that, Misty reacted instantly to Emma's plea, darting forward and seizing Emma's hand, squeezing it tight.
"I'm here," Misty assured her.
"It's too much," Emma whispered.
"We can stop if you need to. But I know you can do it."
Emma nodded. "I don't want to stop. Just... don't leave me."
Misty shook her head. "Never," she assured her.
Saphira joined in reassuring Emma too, taking her hand on the other side. Granted, she did so in hornier fashion. She held Emma's hand, sure, but also knelt so she could stick her cock in Lilian and Emma's faces, allowing them both to nibble on her shaft from either side, together if they wished.
Emma felt much better. She was surrounded by her girlfriend's family, getting love from each of them in their own way. In a way, Emma thought, they were becoming a second family for her. As though Persephone and Lilian were her mommies, and Misty and Saphira her sisters. It was a very nice feeling, even if Emma wasn't sure she should really think that way.
"Oh god," Emma whispered as Persephone pushed hard again.
It felt like she'd never, ever go in. But then Emma's asshole finally gave up, and Persephone popped in.
"Unnnggghhh," Emma moaned. "Fuuuccck that's big."
"Hehe, yeah," Misty giggled. "That's the hardest part though. Feels nice?"
"Mmm. Really nice. But also... super intense. I don't think I can take more."
"Nah, it's fine. You won't really stretch any more than that at your butthole. But just think of how full all your insides are gonna be. Mom can get sooo deep in you."
That was partly what Emma was scared of. But she was excited for it too, and horny enough to want to experience it. She retightened her grip on Misty's hand and tried to show some outward calm and patience that she didn't really feel.
Persephone knew what she was about. Emma could tell she wanted to fuck her hard, but she restrained herself for the moment, penetrating deeper and deeper at a manageable pace.
Persephone was properly fucking Emma by the time she was only about halfway in, each thrust getting her a little deeper. The depth she was in already was about what Emma was used to, nevermind any deeper than that. The amount she was stretched out wasn't anything Emma could even bring comparison too. It was a lot, but it was, indeed, very very good once she got used to it.
"Oh god," Emma whispered. "How is there even room inside me?"
"Still have room, huh?" Saphira asked, taking the question entirely the wrong way. Most likely deliberately. "Better fix that."
Emma could have demurred, she supposed. But she didn't really want to. As over-full as she definitely was, she still opened her mouth wide when Saphira poked her cock against it.
It wasn't like the two big cocks from either end were competing for space, at least. So that was something.
Saphira tasted like ass and cum. It was an incredibly sexy combination on Emma's tongue. Emma gagged and drooled some, and mostly just let Saphira slide in and out as she liked.
"Hehe, you know you're fucking my whole family right now," Misty said, laughing softly next to Emma's ear.
Emma couldn't respond. Not with her mouth full. She just squeezed Misty's hand tighter.
It was true, though. Somehow Emma was, in fact, fucking Misty's entire family all at once. Deep in her mom's pussy, already very cummed in. Misty's other mom just about balls deep in her ass. And Misty's big sis taking over her mouth and throat.
All the while Misty just laughed and held Emma's hand while giving her side kisses and nuzzling her. Weird family, this one. But Emma felt so lucky to be part of it. The sex was like nothing else she could imagine. And to feel so accepted and loved on top of it.
Saphira, being a nice sister, eventually shared with Misty, and the two of them took turns face-fucking Emma.
Emma came again inside Lilian. She couldn't believe how badly she was creampieing Misty's mom. And everyone just seemed to want her to keep doing it. Unf.
She wasn't the only one cumming either. Both Misty and Saphira came down her throat. Not that it stopped either of them continuing to take their turns.
Persephone also came in Emma's bum. Deep, deep inside. She paused for a minute or two afterward, but then fucked Emma's ass harder than before. It was a good thing she was well stretched out by now.
Emma was solidly gangbanged by her new family. They were all so insatiable. Not that she was shocked by that fact. Perhaps just surprised how long they all focused just on her. It was amazing and definitely the experience of a lifetime, but Emma's poor little body could only take so much.
Misty was her saviour eventually, not that she rushed or anything.
"You need a little break there, Em?" Misty asked, caressing Emma's cummy cheek.
Emma looked up at her, eyes glazed and not functioning overly well. "Buh?"
"Hehe, that's probably a yes, huh?" Misty had to start shooing Saphira and Persephone away, as they didn't seem nearly so inclined to ease up. "Give her a hot minute, why don't ya? Aw, poor thing, look how swollen your tummy is. They cummed in you way too much."
With Persephone and Saphira reluctantly pulled out of her sloppy holes, and somehow rolling out of Lilian's even sloppier pussy, Emma flopped onto her back. Her tummy was, indeed, somewhat rounded thanks to the various massive loads inside her. Emma opted not to point out that Misty had helped stuff her so full, not when Misty was mid-chastising her mom and sister about it, nor after when Misty cooed and doted over her.
"I'm a li'l full," Emma mumbled.
"I know, babe," Misty said. She rubbed Emma's tummy. "You'll adjust."
"Hope so."
Misty giggled. "Well, if you don't, it'll all leak out eventually."
"Tsk. Such a mess."
"Isn't it though?"
Speaking of messes, the rest of the family wasn't stopping yet. Lilian sat her pussy down on Saphira's cock, squelching Emma's cum everywhere in the process. Persephone was quick to take Lilian's ass, double-stuffing Misty's mommy between the two of them.
Lilian was an absolute pro by the look of it. Emma couldn't imagine ever fitting Saphira and Persephone both in her like that, even if she had a snug little pussy to take one of them in. Lilian looked like she'd done this lots before. Which... yeah, probably.
"You can go play too," Emma said.
Misty bit her lip. "I don't want to just abandon you."
Emma snorted. "I'll be right here. Not going anywhere."
"You'll be ok?"
"I think so. I'm sore and stretched everywhere already, but... in a good way."
"Ha, yeah. Know the feeling."
Misty kissed Emma deeply, complete with tasting her own cum in the process. She then crawled over to fuck her mommy's face, completing a new family gangbang with Lilian being in the middle this time.
Emma just watched at first, too tired to want to play. That didn't last. It was all too horny and exciting. Her cock got hard again, and at first she just lazily toyed with it, but eventually she knew she wasn't done yet. It didn't look like anyone else was either.
Emma crawled over to join Misty, and for a little while they shared Lilian's mouth, letting Misty's mommy suck them off, back and forth from one to the other.
There were other things on Emma's mind though, and boy was she letting her imagination wander. She kept drifting to Persephone's ass. She could still picture her very first time coming in the house and seeing it in all its glory. Being honest, Emma had to admit a low-key fascination with it, though it had never occurred to her before that she might be able to do something about it.
"Hey, Misty?" Emma whispered while in the midst of getting her cock slobbered on by Lilian.
"Hm?"
"Do you think your mom would let me in her butt?"
"Mommy P?"
"Yeah."
Misty grinned. "Hehe, you're being baaaddd."
"Maybe. Would she?"
"Well... she mostly likes being in our butts, and not the other way around. But... probably. She likes you."
Emma felt a thrill surge through her, though she tried to temper it a little while longer. "Does that mean she wouldn't let you?"
"Oh, no, she probably would if I asked. Just... I don't know. I usually don't. She's got a great ass, don't get me wrong, but it feels unnatural, I guess."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I'm just too used to her being deep inside me. That's what feels right, you know?"
"Oh. Ha, yeah. I thought you meant something else for a second. Confused me."
Misty gave Emma a questioning look, apparently not even cluing in that calling fucking one's mother 'unnatural' would typically mean something very different for most people.
Either way, Emma was feeling bold and horny enough to take her chance. She slipped over next to Persephone and gave her a cute and hopeful look.
Persephone, without even breaking her rhythm on her wife's ass, pulled Emma closer with an arm around her and kissed her deeply. Emma squealed, not expecting that reaction from her, but melted into the kiss anyway.
Kissing Persephone was very much like kissing Misty. So familiar. But distinct too. Persephone was more intense, perhaps, or more certain of herself. Plus she had larger mommy-boobies to squish against, which was super nice.
"Goddamn you're a sexy little thing," Persephone breathed.
Emma blushed at the compliment, then kissed Persephone again, moving at her fairly aggressively. Persephone easily accepted some quick, dirty makeouts.
"I was wondering," Emma murmured between kisses, heart hammering, "do think it'd be ok if... I tried your butt?"
Persephone growled and held Emma tighter. "You know that's not usually the right way around with me."
"I know. You can fuck me again after if you like. Just... you have such an amazing ass. I'd really like to play with it at least once. I have to try."
Emma batted her eyelashes and smiled winsomely. Persephone groaned and kissed her again.
"There are times," Persephone said quietly, "when it doesn't surprise me at all how you got my daughter wrapped around your little finger so quickly."
Emma wanted to protest that that wasn't the case at all, but she never got the chance. Upon reflection, she wasn't sure that it wasn't at least partly true, though. But only in the sense that both she and Misty were totally wrapped up in each other.
Persephone pulled sloppily out of Lilian, then presented herself for Emma, big mommy-butt all nicely up in the air for her. Her ass truly was a thing of beauty.
Emma fully dove in, mashing her face into Persephone's ass without hesitation or shame. She felt like she was being swallowed up by that sweet booty, and loved the feeling of it.
"Good girl," Persephone purred. "Mmm. Lick me right there."
Emma already had her tongue out. Persephone's bumhole was as yet untouched this evening, which would have seemed miraculous if not for her family's tendency not to go for it.
Licking, sucking, and slobbering all over Persephone's ass delighted Emma. She spent most of her time at first doing just that, mixed in with occasional trips down to suck on Persephone's big, cum-filed balls instead.
"How's she taste?" Misty asked.
Emma raised her head, feeling a bit dizzy already. She had to remember to breathe occasionally. That was key.
"So good," Emma said definitively.
"Mmm. Feel like sharing?"
Emma grinned. "With you, always. You know that."
Misty smiled back and finished up cumming down Lilian's throat before crawling over to join Emma. The girls shared Persephone, first one eating her ass while the other tongued her balls, then the reverse.
Persephone had to eventually growl at them. "I thought you were going to fuck me," she said.
"Oh. Right," Emma said, once again dazed and dizzy from too much time spent with her face buried in mommy-butt. "I forgot."
Misty thought that was hilarious, and kind of just cracked up while Emma repositioned herself. Misty got herself under control enough to watch wide-eyed as Emma sank deep into Persephone's waiting, slobbery bum.
"Unf," Emma moaned. "How are you so tight?"
"Told ya," Misty said, "no one really uses her bum."
"Fair."
Emma was amazed and delighted with Persephone's generous ass being so deceptively tight inside, while of course being big and soft on the outside. It made for a very fun and naughty fuck.
Once again, the girls took turns on Persephone, each fucking her butt for a while, then eventually cumming deep inside.
It seemed their actions mostly led to Persephone getting antsy and horny, and eventually turning on them, throwing them both around some and making them squeal. She fucked both happy girls hard and gaped their asses out once more, not to mention giving them an excess of creamy filling to leak back out.
Emma and Misty compared tummies, trying to determine who'd been cummed in more by the round, swollen state of them. It was a difficult determination to make, but fun to attempt all the same.
"Extra tricky when cum keeps leaking out of both of us," Emma pointed out.
Misty giggled. "Yeah, that's true."
"Guess we better refill," Emma said evilly.
Misty laughed and shrieked as Emma somehow convinced the rest of the family to all take a turn on Misty at the same time. Not that hard a sell, as it turned out.
Emma used Misty getting gangbanged as an excuse to slide into Persephone's heavenly ass again, completing the connection of all five of them connected together via hard cocks and sloppy, cummy holes.
Emma enjoyed the experience for all it was worth, knowing Persephone was indulging her desires, and that she'd probably get pounded lots more when her turn came around again. It was a sort of magical event where she could get away with most anything she wanted, and she'd get that much and more done to her in return, and it was all so very wonderful.
****
Emma woke up bleary and confused for a minute or two. She gradually pieced together why she was amidst so many other soft, warm, naked bodies. Misty's family. All passed out together in one bed. She smiled to herself and stayed put for the moment.
She recalled the night before once she put her mind to it. Her ass in particular testified to it not just being a dream. Emma tried to reach back and feel how tender, gaping, and messy she might be, but Saphira was spooned up behind her with her cock nestled in Emma's butt crack, preventing self-exploration.
Misty's eyes fluttered open across from Emma. The girls stared at each other for a moment, then they both smiled wide. They were cuddled up on each side of Lilian, using her boobies as pillows. Persephone was, in turn, spooning Misty as they slept, making the bed weirdly symmetrical.
"Morning," Emma said, her voice croaking.
"Mmm. Morning. How'd you sleep?"
"I'd say pretty damn well. Though I don't know if my body's ever gonna recover. I don't hardly even dare move."
"Hehe, yeah. Good night, wasn't it?"
Both girls took a moment to think of some of their favourite parts, and sighed nearly in unison.
"You know I fucked your whole family last night," Emma said.
"You sure did."
"It was so good."
"Mmhm," Misty purred. "Wasn't it though?"
"Does that... happen often?"
"Hell no. You think any of us would be functional if it did? Nah. I mean, lots of sex, of course. And you're more than welcome to basically anything most any time now. You're practically family, after all."
Emma sighed happily. "I mean, I don't think I'll be horny again for a while. But... I do think I'd probably want to try sex with your moms again sometime."
"Mmm. Don't blame you. We're gonna need some time just for us though. I can sense it."
"Definitely. This is nice and all, but I really just want to cuddle with you for a while and pretend the rest of the world doesn't exist. As nice as this was, I'm feeling a little overwhelmed."
"Aw, Em. If I could even move at all right now, you know I'd cuddle the shit out of you."
"I know. I'm trapped too. It's fine."
Misty reached a single hand across the gap between them and Emma clutched it tight. They held hands and just watched each other while still piled into the aftermath of an insane futa family orgy.
****
Emma woke up again, and this time it was just her and Misty left in bed. Somehow, in their sleep, they'd come together and were all cuddled up warm and snug.
Emma reached back and cautiously felt her messy, ruined bumhole. With Saphira out of the way, she was able to get a good sense of just how wrecked she was. She was all sore and tender back there, and had lots of gooey cum still leaking out. Such a disaster.
Misty's ass was much the same when Emma felt it up. They were two of a kind.
Misty yawned and stretched as Emma kissed and fingered her awake. She luxuriated in soft morning affections for a time before kissing and feeling Emma up right back.
"Is your ass as sore as mine?" Misty asked.
"Hehe, probably more, if anything."
"No way! I got pounded way harder than you did."
"Ah! No you didn't. And anyway, you've got more experience."
The girls looked fiercely at each other, then burst into mutual insane giggling.
"What a thing to argue over," Emma said.
"Isn't it though." Misty kissed her deeply. "I'm glad you celebrated with us last night."
"Mmm. Me too."
"Feel like a shower?"
"Oh god, I definitely need one."
"No kidding."
****
Emma and Misty luxuriated in a shower together, basically until they'd run out of hot water. Their poor, tired, achy bodies needed it.
Plus, of course, more nakey, slippery, sexy time was always good.
Emma helped Misty out with her sore bum by licking and kissing it very lovingly to soothe it. She incidentally licked up some cum that had been deep in Misty's ass all night.
Misty did the same for Emma when it was her turn.
If not for running out of hot water they might have stayed right where they were for longer still. As it was, they reluctantly had to get out and pat each other dry with towels.
They got casually dressed, just in shirts and skirts, though as it turned out they had put the most effort in of anyone when they got to the kitchen.
Persephone had nothing on but her apron, her big mommy-ass being showed off as well as her dangling cock. Saphira was totally naked, just sipping coffee and checking her phone. Lilian was a little better, technically covered up by her housecoat, but even in her case it was easy to tell she was naked beneath, and being somewhat modest in this case only made imaginations run a little wilder.
Misty breezed around the room, greeting her family each with a deep, loving kiss. Emma watched with mild amusement and more than a little arousal. She thought about doing the same, but got distracted by Persephone's ass. Instead of kissing anyone, she went straight for what she wanted, kneeling down and wrapping her arms around Persephone before stuffing her face fully into that magnificent booty.
Misty just giggled. "Em, you're being naughty."
"So?"
"Just saying. You gonna eat Mom instead of breakfast?"



"Most likely."
"Fair enough."
Persephone moaned in distinct approval of Emma's decision. She reached back and patted Emma's head in appreciation, and mostly just let her lick and kiss her bumhole to her heart's content.
The rest of the family just chilled and ate breakfast together, chatting away as though they were oblivious to Emma's sloppy ass eating. It might as well have been a perfectly normal morning for them the way they treated it. Like some familial bum eating was a totally valid option first thing in the morning.
Emma kind of loved it.
Persephone did eventually feel the need to sit down and interrupt Emma's heavenly tongue-bath of her butthole. That was ok too, because Emma simply crawled under the table and had her choice of hard cocks to play with, as well as one very wet mommy-pussy.
Emma treated herself to a fun little time under the table. It was much like night before at the restaurant, only it was all hers. Misty wasn't even sharing with her. Emma consequently got to spend plenty of time loving on her girlfriend's cock and balls while Misty casually had breakfast with her family.
Purely at her own whims, Emma rotated around and licked anything and everything she so chose. She nuzzled cocks, sucked on balls, and licked Lilian's tasty little pussy.
"Mmm, Em, you're gonna get yourself in trouble, you know," Misty said at one point, the first acknowledgement Emma had received other than being petted at times, and getting some sexual purrs of gratitude.
"How do you mean?" Emma asked.
"You're getting everyone horny."
"You're all always horny."
"... there are different levels."
Emma ignored her and kept teasing. Persephone in particular was leaking copious precum by this point.
Despite being warned, Emma still squealed in surprise when she was unceremoniously dragged out from under the table. Saphira took a good hold of her, lifted her up, and bent her over the top of the table, scattering dishes in the process.
"Oh now really, children," Lilian grumbled, rescuing her plate before it careened too far away.
Saphira ignored her mother, fully intent on pounding Emma's bumhole right then and there.
"You're gonna be so sore," Misty giggled.
"Already am," Emma said.
"I know! And yet you want more."
"Well it's-- ooh!"
Saphira apparently didn't feel the need to take it easy on Emma's poor, gaping bum. She buried herself deep, making Emma flinch and gasp, and involuntarily try to wiggle away. There was nowhere to go, and she didn't really want to anyway. Some more warmup would have been nice though.
Misty still just looked amused at Emma's plight. It was fair. Emma had brought this on herself.
Emma got her sloppy, gaping bum pounded hard right there at the table. It was all treated super casually, and once Saphira finished off deep inside her, Persephone stood up to take a turn too.
Persephone's cock stretched Emma out even harder, destroying what little progress she'd made at closing up again. Emma's eyes rolled back as she was fucked impossibly deep, and eventually cummed in even more.
The whole family calmly rotated through, all taking turns with the sexy little tease who had unwisely decided to get them all horny again first thing in the morning. Even Misty, who caressed Emma and tried to soothe her some, still pounded her girlfriend when it came her turn. Lilian too got in on it, fetching herself a strapon to violate Emma's bottom with.
"Is this what you wanted?" Misty asked softly at one point while cradling Emma's head.
Emma smiled goofily. "Must have been. I don't know though, really. It just seemed right. I really like your family."
"Uh huh. Well they all really like you too, so I guess this works out."
Emma tried to focus long enough to pout prettily at Misty. "Tag in for me though? My bum is gonna be really sore."
"Ha, yeah. You won't be able to walk at all, huh?"
"Not at the rate they're going. Mommy L is kinda vicious with that strapon once she gets going, huh?"
Misty laughed softly and gave Emma more pets. "Try calling her 'mommy' some more. See how she pounds you then."
Emma was rather grateful when Misty bent over and presented her ass too, to take some of the heat. Emma had gotten herself in a little too deep this morning, but she had her loving girlfriend to help her out, at least.
Emma sneaked her hand over and held Misty's while the two of them got even more stretched out and full of cum than they were before.
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Chapter Nine: Misty's Exhibitionist Side
****
Sure enough, Misty was barely able to move come Monday morning. She couldn't remember ever taking so much fun anal punishment all in one weekend before. Not even close. In theory, there would have been some time to rest and recover from her parents' anniversary night and all the poundings she'd taken then.
But Emma... formerly shy and innocent little Emma kept getting them into trouble. Misty smiled adoringly at Emma toddling painfully along beside her. If anything, she was in even rougher shape.
The girls walked hand in hand as best they could, at any rate. The two of them were dealing with incredibly achy bottoms, tummies bulging with enough internal cum to be noticeable, and as if that weren't enough, they had butt plugs in too, because otherwise they'd be leaking cum out their asses with every step.
It was a rather undignified way to try and get through a school day. Made worse because both of them kept popping boners at inconvenient times. Like they hadn't just had a year's worth of sex in one weekend.
"I'm not even really horny," Misty complained to Emma. "Just... my dick keeps popping up."
"I know," Emma sighed. "Me too."
"Like for some reason it's reacting to all the cum inside me. And when I think about the weekend."
"And the butt plug," Emma reminded her. "I think that's contributing."
"True. I don't much wear butt plugs to school. This would all be super hot, actually, except that I'm so tired and achy."
"I knooowww. I just wanna curl up and nap. Don't wanna really have sex for a month."
"A month?" Misty asked incredulously.
"Well... a week."
"A week?"
"... a day or two then."
"Ah." Misty giggled and squeezed Emma's hand. "Just wait until lunch. We'll nap in the club room."
"Someone'll probably try and fuck our butts while we're sleeping," Emma grumbled.
"Probably," Misty agreed cheerfully. "But at least we'll be sleeping through it."
****
Misty made it through her first classes somehow. She had to fight between falling asleep, and doing something overtly inappropriate.
When she wasn't tempted to lay her head down on her desk, she was often rocking around in her seat, feeling her butt plug moving inside her. She stopped when she caught herself doing it, but it was hard to cut out entirely.
She got hard a few more times without meaning too, and really tested the strength of her jeans to hide it. She was pretty sure her erections got noticed more than once. Her and Emma had certainly been noticed plenty while walking to class earlier.
Misty's second class was even worse, since she had to give a brief presentation, and hadn't prepared for it at all over the weekend, for obvious reasons. Her only saving grace was that everyone was so busy staring at the bulge in her pants that they didn't seem to mind the way she stumbled through her talking points. Even her teacher was sufficiently distracted.
Tired as she was, Misty filed away that information for future use. If she could just get an erection at the front of class to distract from a lack of preparation, that could be a very useful skill.
It didn't even occur to her until afterward to be embarrassed about it.
"Wait, so you did the whole thing up there in front of the class, pointing out straight at them?" Emma asked.
"Well... kinda, I guess, yeah. Obviously more just, like, trying to burst through my jeans. You think it would have helped if I dropped my pants first?"
"No, silly," Emma giggled. "Then you would have gotten kicked out of class."
"Oh right."
"I'm just impressed you didn't mind doing it. I'm way more confident than I used to be, but even so just standing in front of class all hard and stuff where everyone could see... it'd be way too much."
Misty flushed. "Well the more you remind me, the more I kinda see that, yeah. Oh god. They were all staring. I didn't even care. I was just glad they weren't listening."
"Getting embarrassed now?"
"Yeah."
"It turning you on?"
Misty sighed. "Yes, dammit."
"Well the bad news is we have gym next."
"I know," Misty groaned. "I've been trying to wish it away."
Emma squeezed her hand reassuringly. "Don't worry. We'll be together for this one at least."
"That's true. Have you been struggling as bad as I have?"
"Mostly, yeah. I mean I didn't have to get up in front of the whole class while I was hard and plugged and super full of cum."
"Keep reminding me why don't ya," Misty grumbled.
"But I couldn't concentrate on anything in class. I just kept... staring at classmates."
"Ooh, crushing on someone else now, are you?"
"No no. Only you." Emma squeezed Misty's hand reassuringly. "I used to stare and crush a lot. Used to be so horny all the time. Now I got you. And more sexual outlets."
"Didn't work today though, huh?"
Emma sighed. "No. And I feel like everyone just looked super cute today. With tight shirts and nice hair and stuff."
"Hehe. You're just horny."
"I know. I am. I shouldn't be. It's this stupid cum all up in me, and this stupid butt plug, and this stupid ache in my butt from your whole family pounding me all weekend. How am I supposed to function?"
"Probably should have just chilled some instead of getting fucked so much."
Emma rolled her eyes. "Not very helpful in hindsight."
"No. It's not, is it."
****
Gym class was the most brutal period yet. Right off the bat in the locker rooms even.
"I'm never gonna fit in my gym shorts," Misty complained.
"Tell me about it," Emma commiserated.
Jenna, standing nearby, just giggled at their predicament. "You two are so hard!"
"Yes. We know," Misty said.
"And you're wearing butt plugs? Why? Just take them out."
"We would, but then we'd be leaking cum everywhere," Emma pointed out very reasonably, as though it was a perfectly sensible state of affairs.
"Wait, how much did you cum in each other this time?" Sierra piped up from the far side of Jenna.
Neither of the other girls was helping matters by being half-naked this whole time. Ditto for most of the rest of their classmates.
"Wasn't just us," Misty said. "We're good at wrecking buttholes, but not nearly that good."
"We got absolutely destroyed," Emma added. "By Misty's family. All weekend, basically."
Jenna laughed harder. "Oh the scrapes you two get into."
"I don't know," Eve said quietly, now looking contemplative as she pulled her gym shorts up her legs. "Sounds kind of nice."
Jenna stared at her. "The hell you say? You're not nearly horny enough for that."
Eve blushed. "No, I mean not having your ass wrecked like that. Not specifically. Just, like, having someone to do crazy stuff with. Maybe really sexy stuff."
Eve blushed even more furiously as everyone stared at her, but then there were some nods.
"You're right," Sierra said. "Not to the level Emma and Misty do things, but just getting into some sexy mischief with someone does seem like it'd be nice."
"Well we can all do that together," Jenna said firmly. "Not in a lovers kind of way, but as friends."
"Not quite the same," Eve said.
Jenna sighed. "True. But it's something. Wanna catch Em and Misty after class and play with them some?"
"... kinda, yeah," Eve said, still blushing, but now looking quite thoughtful too. "They got me kinda horny now, I'll admit."
"Same," Sierra said with a wistful sigh.
"You know we're right here still," Misty said, struggling with increasing frustration to stuff her cock into her shorts.
"Sure do," Jenna said with an evil grin. "But friends gotta make plans sometimes. You saying you're not interested?"
Misty glanced at Emma, who only shrugged.
"We might be into it," Misty agreed. "If it's gentle. We're very tender today."
"Extremely tender," Emma confirmed, struggling just as hard as Misty with her clothes.
Jenna, Sierra, and Eve all huddled together and conferred for a moment and seemed to reach some kind of giggling consensus. They broke apart in a coordinated flurry, and Misty squealed as there were suddenly hands all over her. To be fair, they did help her get her cock in her shorts, but all the grabbing and fondling didn't help her erection any.
The girls did the same for Emma, then stood back with faint smirks.
"There, all set," Jenna said.
"Um... thanks?" Misty said.
"You still gotta get through class," Sierra said.
Misty sighed. "Yeah. We know."
****
Class itself was excruciating. Misty and Emma dragged themselves around quite piteously. While everyone else was running, the two of them managed an aching limp.
Their gym teacher was quite annoyed, but couldn't physically get them to go any faster, so had to put up with it.
There was also, of course, the very obvious erections the girls sported throughout the entire length of the class. Said hardons caused quite a lot of tittering and giggling at first until everyone got used to them. The girls in the class were used to Misty and Emma by this point. The boys needed a little longer to wrap their heads around what they were seeing, and the fact that neither horny girl showed any sign of softening at any point.
"Everyone's staring," Emma whispered.
"I know, babe," Misty hissed back.
"My cock's not gonna go down if they all keep looking."
"Well I don't think they're gonna stop looking, so...."
"Yeah, I know."
They kept limping around the floor, trying to maintain enough semblance of activity that they wouldn't get scolded by their teacher. Though on the other hand, their erections were probably causing enough embarrassment that they wouldn't be singled out in front of everyone. Not just now.
Their teacher had clearly noticed the same as everyone else had, but she was desperately trying to avoid looking, like maybe they'd settle down on their own eventually.
"You two doing ok?" Jenna asked, skipping by cheerfully.
"Ugh. Obviously not," Misty grumbled. "Why couldn't we have had a nice, relaxing gym class where we all lie down and have a lovely nap."
"I don't think that's really a thing. Buuuttt this might interest you."
"What might?" Misty asked suspiciously.
Grinning widely, Jenna glanced around, then quickly pulled her shirt up, flashing her tits. Misty and Emma both stopped and sighed wistfully for a second before Jenna put her shirt back in place, stuck her tongue out impishly, and scurried away again.
"Oh that's not fair," Misty whined. "We definitely aren't going to get rid of these erections if she's gonna do that."
"Weren't going to anyway," Emma said. "So many nice butts running around already."
"Mmm, yeah, true. Nice butts in tight little shorts...."
"Can you imagine if we could have a class where we could just pick any of them, bend them over, and take their cute little buttholes?"
"Unf. Stop, Em."
"Or like if we had a class where shorts weren't allowed. Everyone running around bottomless."
"Stop!"
"I mean, fucking is good exercise. Maybe we could have a little corner of the floor where--"
"Please don't tell me," Misty pleaded. "I don't want to be so horny right now."
"Yeah. I know. Sorry, babe. I'm just... well I'm horny too."
As if to compound their problems, Sierra sidled up, checked that no one was paying overly much attention, then pulled down her shorts in front of the girls, showing off her cute butt. She laughed at their pathetic expressions, pulled her shorts back up, and kept on going like nothing had happened.
"They're doing that on purpose," Misty complained.
"Obviously they are," Emma agreed.
"It's not nice."
"It's kind of nice."
"Well... yeah, I mean I enjoy it, sure. But we're trying to not be horny."
"I don't think that's our strong suit."
"No," Misty sighed. "It isn't."
It only got worse. At first it was just Jenna, Sierra, and Eve teasing them. Slowly, other classmates picked up on the game. Even some of the boys, who seemed curious and fascinated by the two girls wandering around with massive tents in their shorts. More than one boy was sporting a tent of their own, though they did their best to hide them.
"We gettin' gang-flashed by the whole class or what?" Emma asked.
"I believe we are, yes," Misty said absently. "So about that idea of just grabbing a couple and bending them over right here...."
Emma giggled. "Can't get away with it, I don't think."
"I know. But still."
"Plus we're not really in any shape for fucking. And as horny as our classmates are, I don't think getting their bums pounded in front of everyone else is really what their game is about."
"No. Probably not."
The girls paused as they got flashed again.
"Kinda enjoying the show, at least," Emma murmured.
"Yeah. Me too."
They made it through a fairly impressive percentage of their class, all things considered, before disaster struck. Misty, still attempting to participate to some degree, bent down to grab a ball that was passing. In doing so, her poor stressed shorts couldn't hang on any longer. They tore with quite a loud ripping sound, and when she stood up was utterly dismayed to see her cock had burst right through.
Misty looked immediately toward Emma, who was rather unhelpful actually. Emma only had a look of awe and lust on her face.
"Damn, babe," Emma said reverently. "Your cock just burst out."
"I am aware."
"That's... damn. I kinda want you right now."
"Focus, Em. What am I gonna--"
It was too late to do anything. Already Eve had skipped up next to her.
"Ooh, what ya got there?" Eve purred. "Cock out, huh?"
"Not on purpose. My shorts ripped," Misty said with a pout.
"Hehe. Yeah they did."
More classmates accumulated around them. Any boys who noticed were particularly fascinated, as they weren't used to Misty and Emma and their constant horniness. Misty found it all rather humiliating, but in that sort of way that made her all tingly and led to precum dripping from her erection.
Misty clung close to Emma, holding on to her hand as she got quite a lot of stares all at once. As usual, Emma was the only thing giving her enough confidence to be so exposed in a public location. Misty's exhibitionist streak rather depended on her girlfriend's emotional support and comforting presence. It was one thing to show off somewhere she felt in control, or at least when others were naked too. It was quite another to be the centre of attention in the middle of a class.
This was the sort of thing that had been happening a lot lately, deliberately or otherwise. As anxious as Misty got about it at times, she kind of loved it too, and she was generally bold enough that she could get past her fears. Especially if she had Emma beside her.
To her shock, Emma only let her take all the stares and attention for a moment before pulling her own shorts down and exposing herself too. Misty looked at her, and Emma only smiled back.
"In this together, babe," Emma whispered.
Misty smiled gratefully, already feeling more at ease, though no less embarrassed and horny at the situation.
The two erect girls attracted a larger and larger crowd until their teacher had no choice but to notice and do something about it. She pushed her way through the group standing around, then sighed and rubbed her face when she saw what was going on.
"Seriously?"
"Sorry, Miss," Misty said. "My shorts tore."
"And I didn't want her to be embarrassed all alone," Emma added.
"That's... you know this is inappropriate."
"Doesn't always stop them," Sierra called out, to the general snickering of a few other classmates.
Misty flushed at the giggles, but still felt ok holding on to Emma's hand for dear life.
She was entirely unsurprised when they got kicked out of class and back to the locker room. They still had to awkwardly walk their way there with everyone looking. Slowed down, in fact, by Emma's shorts around her knees. Emma eventually gave up and pulled them off all the way, walking fully bottomless to the locker room.
"How come you didn't even wear panties?" Eve asked, jogging slightly to catch up. "Could have helped."
"You saw how much trouble we had getting into shorts," Misty said. "How were we gonna do underwear too?"
"Well... everyone can see your butt plug now, Em," Eve said. "Just saying."
Emma flushed a darker red. "Oh. Oops. Forgot about that."
Misty shrugged. "They mostly all saw your plug while you were changing anyway."
"Not the boys though," Eve reminded them cheerfully before skipping away again.
"Well... everyone got a good look just now anyway," Emma mumbled, furiously red in the face by this point.
Misty, feeling the pressure off her somewhat, held Emma's hand tight and gave all the reassurance she possibly could through touch and proximity until they made it to the relative safety of the locker room again.
The two of them felt much more comfortable once they were alone. All eyes off them. Still quite horny though.
"You know the worst part of that?" Misty asked.
"What?"
"The embarrassing parts are still embarrassing, but the arousing parts are kind of a waste in our current state."
Emma giggled. "That's a good point. Woulda been nice to at least get a good, hard fuck after everyone seeing my butt plug like that in the middle of class."
"And your erection."
"That too."
"You didn't have to show them all like that, you know."
"I know. But I didn't want you to have to take all the heat like that."
Misty smiled adoringly. "Thanks, babe."
Emma smiled back and kissed her. The kiss turned into a long, deep one, with increasing fondling. The girls' cocks bumped repeatedly into each other, until they finally had to separate, giggling about their anatomy.
Emma stepped away and bent over a bit. Misty just admired the view.
"I think I gotta get this plug out," Emma said. "It's too much."
"But all the cum!"
"I know. But if I'm gonna leak cum everywhere, the showers are probably the place. My butt really just needs a rest."
"Yeah. Mine too."
Misty lovingly helped pull Emma's butt plug out, and indeed a spurt of cum followed, slowing down to a steady trickle running down Emma's thighs. Much the same happened to Misty as Emma pulled her plug out for her.
The girls shed the remainder of their clothing, laughing at the state of themselves as they skipped toward the showers. Or at least moved with as much speed and vim as they could manage. Which was, admittedly, a bit more than they'd managed with butt plugs stuffed in their sore, gaping bums.
They made out some more under the soothing hot spray of water, luxuriating in the privacy they finally had to just be together. They were all warm and slippery, hard or soft against each other in all the right places.
Emma eventually fell to her knees and buried her face in Misty's ass. Misty cooed happily and leaned against the wall while Emma kissed her tender bum all better.
"That's niiiccce," Misty purred.
"Feels a little better?" Emma asked.
"Mmhm. Keep going."
"Hehe, ok."
Emma kept kissing all around, trying to get every little bit that she could. Her efforts turned into french kissing of Misty's gaping butthole, probing inside with her tongue. She got quite a lot of leaking cum for her efforts.
"Your family makes some tasty cum," Emma murmured.
"Ha, even after it's been sitting in my ass so long?"
"Especially then."
Misty giggled. "I've absolutely corrupted you, haven't I?"
Emma dove deep with her tongue again, scooping out more cum. "It needed to happen. I'm glad it was you. I love you, Misty."
Misty blushed, then turned around and patted Emma's head. "Ok, my turn."
Misty did the same for Emma, kissing her sore, gaping bum and giving it some deep, loving licks. She wanted to soothe her girlfriend as much as possible, and also deal with enough cum that maybe she wouldn't need to put her plug back in. There was a lot, though, and no matter how much she ate there always seemed to be more.



The girls were still taking turns eating each other's butts when the rest of their classmates started filtering in. Jenna, Sierra, and Eve were quick to strip off and join them. Emma and Misty held hands and stood side by side while their butts were commandeered and thoroughly poked and examined, and eventually licked.
"Damn, your buttholes got super wrecked, huh?" Jenna said.
"Yeah," Misty said. "That's Mom for ya."
Eve giggled. "Your mom did this?"
"Mmhm. I mean, she had help."
"Fascinating," Sierra murmured.
"Look at all the cum," Eve said. "There's more coming out still."
Jenna leaned in and stuck her tongue up Misty's butt. "Hm, tastes pretty good."
Eve gasped in shock. "That was up her ass!"
"I am aware."
Sierra french kissed Emma's butthole in the meantime. "It does taste good," she agreed.
Eve bit her lip a second, then tried some cummy butthole herself.
Other naked girls trickled in. Some just went for showers, some just watched and sneakily rubbed themselves, but plenty crowded around, and took at least a small turn playing with Misty or Emma's sore, gaping bottoms.
"I don't know about you," Misty whispered, "but this is making my bum feel better."
Emma nodded. "Mine too. Plus... really horny."
Misty grinned. "Mmhm."
She looked down at Emma's twitching cock, wanting to kneel down and suck on it. They were both kind of trapped where they were, though.
Luckily it wasn't long before some of the girls surrounding them started playing with their very noticeable erections. Touching, stroking, kissing, and daring each other to be naughtier.
Misty groaned as she had a tongue deep in her ass at the same time as two other girls sucked on her cock from each side. Eventually, one of them took over fully and worked her whole shaft into her mouth.
"This is niiice," Misty purred.
Emma giggled. "What, you like this sort of thing? I never would have guessed."
"I'm just saying."
"Mmhm."
Misty leaned over and managed to kiss Emma without dislodging any of the mouths working on them.
"You two are such bad influences, you know," Jenna said. She leaned casually against the wall near them, playing with her pussy.
"So sorry," Misty said with an absolute lack of sincerity.
"I bet."
"We didn't make anyone do anything though," Emma pointed out.
"Sure, but you two just keep being horny and slutty all the time. It rubs off."
Misty moaned as another girl took a turn trying to deep throat her. "Yeah, I'll accept the blame."
A few shrieks and giggles sounded from outside the showers. Misty didn't pay much attention until she realized they were a result of a pair of cute boys sneaking in. Link and Ben from class. Total cuties, and apparently not afraid of getting naked around all the girls. Or, at least horny enough to get past their shyness.
The boys got some dirty looks for coming into the girls' shower like that, but there were plenty of curious and horny expressions too. And generally, once the boys knelt down and took their turns sucking on Misty and Emma, they were temporarily accepted. Even receiving some interested looks of their own from some of the girls.
"I feel so pampered," Emma moaned happily.
"It's quite luxurious," Misty agreed. "I could just stand here all d--"
The bell rang, cutting short the fun. Emma and Misty both sighed in resignation as most everyone rushed to get dressed. They were the last two to pad nakedly out of the showers, fully erect and horny in a sea of girls damply stuffing themselves into their clothes.
"Wish we'd at least cum once," Misty said.
"I know," Emma said. "It was nice, but there was no focus there."
Their disappointment was mollified pretty quickly once some of their classmates started asking about going to their club room with them. Quite a large group really.
Somehow, partly out of distraction and the thought of fucking around more with some new cuties, Misty and Emma ended up walking in the middle of a protective group, still without their clothes.
"Why didn't we get dressed first?" Emma whispered to Misty while clutching her hand tightly.
"I don't know," Misty said. "It's probably fine though."
"People can definitely see us."
"I know."
Though the tight group around them screened them from casual view, it wasn't perfect. Other students they passed stopped in shock from time to time as they glimpsed Emma or Misty without their clothes on.
Their group seemed to just enjoy the looks, even though they were doing their best to screen the two naked girls in their midst. They also got distracted sneaking feels of Misty or Emma though, so their minds weren't totally on their task.
Misty felt the embarrassment of being exposed, of being occasionally glimpsed as they walked. But she had Emma beside her. She could handle most things when they were together. And the two of them were just stupidly horny, hence not thinking through their predicament in the first place, as well as remaining totally hard and watching precum leak from their swaying cocks.
Once they actually arrived at futa club, Misty felt a lot more in control. She and Emma claimed the large bed in the room and were treated like queens all through lunch period. They got to lounge and relax, and had no shortage of classmates eager to play with them in a variety of fashions. Anywhere from shyly touching them to gratuitously riding their cocks.
The whole club was a bigger orgy of wanton horniness than ever before, due to the large number of guests included all at once. Misty couldn't look hardly anywhere without seeing schoolmates taking clothes off or playing with each other.
It was good to remember sometimes that futas weren't the only ones to get horny at school and need some release at times. Misty smiled to herself at the thought of various sex clubs popping up through school. What a sexy disaster that would be. It would only be a matter of time before parents were all up in arms over it.
God it would be fun though. And it would make so many fun little fantasies much closer to reality than ever before.
In the meantime, Misty and Emma luxuriated in their overabundance of attention. So many classmates playing with their tits, sucking their balls, sitting on their faces, or riding their cocks. Often multiple of those things at once.
All the while they held hands and shared deep looks when they could. Misty longed to get some alone time with Emma, just to cuddle and be together. It was hard to pass up all this sex, though. It just kept coming, in a lovely variety of different variations.
The only problem was that, being so exhausted still and all, Misty and Emma fell asleep together in the middle of it all, hand in hand.
****
Upon waking up, the club room was deserted. Misty yawned and stretched, the movement stirring Emma who had previously been asleep and drooling rather cutely on Misty's tit.
"Everyone left?" Emma mumbled sleepily.
"Seems that way."
"Oh. What time is it?"
Misty shrugged. "Don't know. Don't even have my phone on me."
"Me either." Emma frowned. "But classes can't be over yet. Someone would have found us."
"Probably true." Misty ruffled Emma's hair. "Think we should go retrieve our clothes and stuff?"
"We should, I suppose. Seems risky though. Someone could see us."
Misty grinned. "Wouldn't be the first time."
"Very true. When did you get to be such a daring little exhibitionist though?"
"You bring out the best in me, babe."
Misty leaned over for a kiss. Her lips met Emma's once, just soft and quick, then lingered longer and longer.
"You better stop," Emma sighed, "or we'll never get moving here."
Misty gave Emma a teasing smile. "You really want to walk naked to the locker room without any classmates protecting us?"
"It was your idea!"
"I know. I'm surprised you're going along with it, is all."
"I could go anywhere with you," Emma said quietly.
Misty bit her lip, melting a little inside at the way Emma looked at her. She had to kiss Emma again.
"Let's do it then," Misty said.
They hopped out of bed and pattered nakedly to the door. Misty peeked out cautiously, looking both ways, and determined the coast was clear. Nervously, giggling and feeding on each other's energy, the girls stepped out hand in hand and began their risky trip to retrieve their clothes.
"We seem to end up like this an awful lot," Emma said.
"We do, don't we?" Misty agreed.
"I can't help feeling like we do it to ourselves deliberately."
Misty's heart was beating fast, she was anxious and twitchy, and her cock was hard and throbbing from being so exposed in school. While classes were still on, no less. Emma was in the same predicament right next to her.
Misty squeezed Emma's hand, and Emma looked at her, sharing a knowing, rueful glance.
"We do kind of, don't we?" Misty said. "I think maybe I... I kind of like the thrill. The risk. The occasional embarrassment and humiliation. As long as I've got you to make me feel safe, of course."
"Hehe, yeah. I'll protect you," Emma said, amused at the sentiment.
"You laugh, but emotionally, I really think you do."
Emma stopped short. Misty turned, worried she'd said something wrong. But instead, she was pulled in for a long, deep, full body kiss. Emma pressed every warm, aroused part of herself to Misty, molding their bodies together. Their cocks poked into each other's tummies, slicking precum across one another.
"Love you, Misty," Emma said.
Misty found herself melting even further, her heart beating not just for the thrill and daring of their situation, but for her love of Emma as well.
"Love you, Em."
They made out in amazingly tender fashion, considering circumstances and horniness levels. Emma eventually pulled back while Misty was grabbing her butt and even trying to sneak a finger up her bumhole.
"None of that," Emma giggled.
"Why not?"
"Remember where we are."
Misty shrugged and looked around. "How much more trouble could we possibly get in just because I'm fingering you a little?"
"Not the point," Emma said, still panting and flushed from their makeouts. "We need to get our clothes."
"Orrr just stay naked?"
"Ha, you wouldn't dare."
"Wouldn't I?"
Misty stepped back and did a slow, naked twirl. She felt Emma's eyes pleasingly taking her in.
"You want to let the whole school walk out of class and catch us like this?" Emma asked, a low, husky growl to her voice.
"Maybe."
"Everyone to see us? To know what horny, foolish little things we are?"
"To see how much I love you, you mean."
Emma laughed. "I really don't think that's what anyone would see."
Misty grinned. "Ok, yeah, they'd probably see boobs first."
"Cocks."
"Mmhm. Boobies and hard cocks, just all waiting her for them. And booty." Misty turned around and swung her hips to the side, striking a pose for her girlfriend. "I have a magnificent booty, after all."
Emma nodded, eyes fixed on Misty's sweet ass. "That you do, babe. That you do."
"Maybe it should be our gift to the world to share it all."
Emma rolled her eyes. "You do what you like. I'm gonna get my clothes."
Misty gasped and played up the pitifulness of such betrayal. "Does my love mean nothing all of a sudden?"
"Your love means everything, darling, you know that. But I also know you're just teasing me now, and you're not any more ready to show yourself off like that than I am."
"Hehe, ok, you're right. Fun to think about though."
"It is," Emma agreed, slipping her hand back into Misty's. "Maybe we could... stay late after school? Run naked to Saphy's car when she comes to pick us up?"
Misty groaned and felt her cock twitch happily at the thought of it. "Deal! Saphy'll love it, I'm sure."
"She'll probably roll her eyes at you and deliver some punishment for being bad."
"Hopefully."
The girls started off again on their quest to not be naked in middle of the school day. Walking together, giggling over their plans for later and what Saphira might think of their streaking, they somehow managed to forget about their current danger. They remember all at once in one glorious moment of panic when the bell rang.
"Oh fuck," Emma said, stopping dead, freezing in sheer terror.
Misty didn't have a chance to offer any reassurance before doors were bursting open and classrooms erupting. They were stuck in the middle. That was all there was to it.
Misty stepped closer to Emma, held her hand tight, and let it happen. There was nothing else to be done. Particularly with Emma frozen as she was. Even running wouldn't have helped though. There were no safe zones anywhere in sight. Just students milling about, and the slow, steady ripple of gasps and wide eyes as more and more of them realized there were two naked futas in their midst.
"Are they all staring?" Emma whispered, eyes squeezed shut.
"Yeah, babe," Misty said, blushing furiously at the sheer amount of awed attention they were getting.
"What's happening?"
"Well... mostly staring."
"I meant other than that."
"I think... a few boners?"
Emma made a frustrated noise. "I meant... I meant what are they all doing? And don't say staring again."
"You could look for yourself."
"I don't think I can."
Misty could hardly blame Emma. She wasn't even sure how she managed to keep her own eyes open for it all.
It was bad enough all the passers by taking long, disbelieving looks. But so many weren't even passing. An increasingly dense crowd was stopped all around them, jaws firmly dropped.
Misty didn't know what to do. There really wasn't anything to be done. They were stuck. Caught. Seen by way more people all at once than either could handle.
Misty's cock throbbed and spurted precum, drawing eyes to the lewd display. She was so insanely turned on. She couldn't pretend she wasn't. The sheer embarrassment of it all was doing her in. The excess of attention. Too many classmates staring.
Goddamn she wanted to wrap herself around Emma right now. Just hold her and take comfort in her presence, her warmth, and her love. She couldn't move either, though. Stuck just as fully as Emma, all naked and exposed from every conceivable angle. It was too much. She might just faint and get it over with.
The crowd kept pressing in. The distance it had maintained from the naked girls diminishing as more and students gathered and tried to get a good look. Soon there'd be no room at all between them. What then?
"Oh what the hell?"
Misty turned her head at the one exclamation rising above the rest. A familiar voice. She smiled in relief to see Jasmine pushing through the crowd. A fellow futa club member.
"Hey," Misty greeted her.
"What are you two even doing?" Jasmine demanded.
"Well... we needed our clothes...."
"And this was your solution?"
"There was no one else around. What were we supposed to do?"
Jasmine rolled her eyes. "Wait until after school, duh. We would have rescued you. We just... you were both so tuckered out, we didn't want to disturb your nap."
"How thoughtful," Misty said, blushing as she looked away from Jasmine and caught the stares from other students again.
Jasmine felt like a beacon of security in a sea of horny faces. Not enough to quell all the emotions Misty felt, though, nor any of the horniness. As confused and uncertain as Misty was, she was as sexually charged as could be, experiencing a constant thrill as she and Emma continued to stand nakedly in the hallway.
Misty smiled briefly at the thought that maybe she should just start jerking off. Maybe cover some spectators in her cum and see if they kept staring then. Probably a terrible idea though.
Jasmine saved the day, more or less. She managed to attract the attention of Maddison and Jax who'd been passing by and didn't know what was with the crowds until they spotted Misty and Emma in the centre of it all.
The three of them managed to push their way through, carving a path for Misty and Emma to follow behind and make some progress. Lots of their admirers tagged along behind, so they really weren't escaping anything. Plus of course all the fresh eyes they had to walk by. But at least they were getting somewhere. Closer to their clothes again, ideally.
"How many people in the whole school you think won't have seen us naked after today?" Emma asked.
Misty shrugged. "No way to know. I don't think it's as bad as it seems, though. Probably only, like, ten percent of the school will have actually seen us, I think. Maybe not even."
"I guess there's lots of people in all the other hallways."
"Exactly! It only seems like so many because of how crowded it is."
Emma blushed looking around. "No, it's still many. Like... hundreds."
"Not hundreds." Misty looked around. "I don't think, anyway."
"Too many."
"Aw, it's ok, Em."
Emma nodded, closing her eyes again and trusting Misty to lead her.
"I'm so damn horny," Emma admitted in a bare whisper.
"Me too."
"But I don't know if I'll ever be able to show my face at school again."
"No one's looking at your faces anyway," Jax chirped cheerfully from just in front of them.
Misty snorted. "Just 'cause we're naked doesn't mean no one's gonna look at our faces."
"Oh god," Emma whined. "They'll all, like, be picturing us the rest of the day. All week. Rest of the year even!"
"Well at least we'll be popular," Misty said.
"That's not how it works," Emma said.
"It kind of is," Link said, sneaking up beside the girls and helping make a path.
Emma shrieked, then stifled herself in embarrassment at her own reaction.
"Yeah," Ben said from beside Link. "I mean, you two are kinda famous in gym class these days. Even from before you both just got your cocks out mid-class."
"I wanna say something rude," Emma said. "But... you both did suck me off some in the shower, so I suppose I shouldn't."
"That's the spirit!" Link said with a chipper grin.
Misty smiled at Emma's annoyance with the cute boys. At least it distracted her for a moment from their continued naked parade through school.
The halls finally started to empty as everyone filtered into class. There were still lots of onlookers, but it was getting better.
"Almost there," Misty assured Emma.
"But will I ever feel any sense of dignity again," Emma said with a world-weary sigh.
"Enh... hard to say."
"Let's hope not," Ben said happily, dropping behind to get a look at the girls' butts before skipping off.
Link and Jax abandoned them too as they got the girls' locker room. Jasmine and Maddison escorted them in, getting some questioning looks from the class currently changing in there, but at least Misty and Emma were able to retrieve their clothes and belongings without further incident.
"Thanks for your help," Misty said gratefully. "I know you're going to be late to class now."
Jasmine and Maddison shrugged.
"You'd do the same for us," Jasmine said.
"Club members got to have each other's back," Maddison added.
Misty nodded seriously. "Deal. Tomorrow, you two get naked and we'll escort you through school."
Jasmine and Maddison laughed.
"Fat chance," Jasmine said. "You do owe us one though."
"Maybe a nice ride in your butts," Maddison suggested.
Emma looked happier as she straightened out her clothes and examined herself in a mirror. "Still a deal," she said, ignoring Misty's attempted playfulness.
Jasmine and Maddison left, and Misty and Emma strolled their way to class. They were late enough now that a little haste wasn't going to help anything either way.
"At least we're not naked for class," Emma said. "But I'm gonna be hard all the way through."
"Ugh. Me too," Misty said. "I can't wait for after school."
Emma fluttered her eyelashes. "What ever could you have planned for after school?" she asked, dripping false innocence.



"Unspeakable things, I assure you."
"Ooh, can't wait!"
"You're not still feeling humiliated?" Misty asked.
"Oh, no, obviously I am. But...." Emma sighed. "Somehow I know you'll make it all better. Assuming I don't die of shame when I realize literally all my next class has seen me naked now."
"Probably only a small handful of them," Misty said. "Statistically speaking."
"Not as helpful as you might think, darling."
Misty grinned and kissed Emma. It didn't have the same horny impact of doing so naked, but it allowed the love to flow better, unimpeded by desire and thrill. Or at least not impeded as much.
They were still hard, straining their pants with their stuffed in erections, but otherwise feeling much more comfortable than wandering around fully nude. It was a nice little cool down just to be together for a bit before separating.
Misty dropped Emma off at her room with another quick kiss, then had to make her way alone to her class. She got a seriously annoyed vibe from her teacher for how casually she shuffled in despite being so late, but the clear bulge of her erection seemed to work somewhat in her favour. Her teacher seemed too embarrassed by it to keep her in front of the class for long, and just made her go sit down.
A few eyes followed Misty all the way to her seat, and then some. She was put in mind of Emma's question about how many classmates had seen them naked now. It was the kind of question that could drive a girl crazy, particularly when she was still horny and emotionally vulnerable.
Misty had to spend the whole class in a state of turmoil and torture. Wondering what was going on in everyone's heads, feeling horny and not being able to do anything about it, worrying if Emma was doing ok.
Somehow the class finally ended, though it seemed a small eternity. Misty dallied to let the class mostly empty before she tried to sneak out.
Marcia, one of the girls who Misty had caught staring a bit, sidled up to Misty as she was leaving.
"Hey," Marcia said shyly.
"Oh, hey," Misty said.
Marcia bit her lip. Misty kept walking, and Marcia followed.
"Can I help you?" Misty asked.
"Sorry, this is weird," Marcia said. "But... you were one of the girls earlier, right?"
"The girls?"
"You know. You and Emma. All the way through school."
"Oh. You saw that."
Marcia nodded quickly. "Yeah. That was pretty cool."
Misty untensed a little. "I mean, it wasn't on purpose."
"No? How do you naked walk through school not on purpose?"
"Well... doing it during period change wasn't on purpose."
Marcia smiled crookedly. "Ah."
"So you saw us naked?"
"I did. And... uh... I've been hearing about a club lately? Like... like for girls like us?"
Misty tilted her head curiously, then glanced down. Marcia was sporting a bulge in her jeans much like the one she herself was dealing with.
Misty smiled more confidently. "Would you like me to take you? We meet after school a lot. And at lunch. Before school. Whenever, really. We're very horny."
Marcia smiled back in relief. "Oh thank goodness. Me too. Do you know what it's like having boners all the time and no way to deal with them? Especially as a girl?"
"I do, actually," Misty assured her. "I really do."
Marcia fidgeted a bit as they walked, though she mostly looked excited. "I don't have to, like, run naked through the halls or anything to join, do I?"
"No. I wouldn't recommend it. It just kind of keeps happening to me, is all."
"Oh."
Misty frowned at the disappointed note in Marcia's voice. "Unless you want to."
"No. No no. That would... I mean...."
Misty let Marcia stumble over her words for a moment before interrupting. "Tell you what, once the school's cleared out, we can go for a brief streak if you want. Just a quick dash around."
"Naked?" Marcia squeaked.
"Not much of a streak otherwise."
Marcia blushed furiously, then eventually nodded. "Ok," she said faintly.
Misty patted her shoulder. "You're gonna fit right in."
****
Marcia did indeed settle in very nicely right off the bat. She was shy, but horny and eager for an excuse to feel like she had to show off some, it seemed. Misty could understand that.
Marcia got naked and mostly watched others in awe and played with herself, taking longer to work up the courage to play with others.
Misty kind of left Marcia to her own devices as she rejoined with Emma. Emma fell easily into Misty's arms, the two needing each other desperately even after only such a short absence.
"You want my butt?" Emma asked softly. "Or me in your butt?"
"I could go either way," Misty replied, just as tenderly.
"Mmm, me too."
The girls helped each other strip, never letting go of each other or pausing for long on their makeouts. Before they had to decide whose butt was going to get pounded first, a decision of sorts was made for them.
Jasmine and Maddison approached, both eyeing the girls hungrily.
"You remember you owing us, right?" Jasmine asked pleasantly.
Misty pouted. "Right now? I was gonna spend some time with my girlfriend."
Emma laughed. "We'll get some time back at your place, babe. We do owe them."
"True," Misty said. "Just don't want to neglect you."
"You never do."
Misty turned back to Jasmine. "So... my bum?"
Jasmine nodded. "Naturally."
Misty giggled as she was pushed onto her back, then had her legs pinned back in fairly short order. Emma 'helpfully' assisted in prepping her, licking her asshole and fingering some lube into her tight but often-abused hole, then also offering advice to Jasmine on how to pound Misty in such a way that her cock could be shoved in her face the whole time.
Jasmine was delighted to pound Misty while making her suck the tip of her own cock, and Misty was equally delighted when Emma ended up in exactly the same position she'd just suggested. Misty reached over for Emma's hand as they were fucked side by side, buttholes stuffed, leaking precum into their own mouths.
They got occasional moments when the pressure was lessened and their mouths were free, but mostly Jasmine and Maddison were pretty steady in their use of Misty and Emma's bums.
Jax settled in next to Maddison and played with himself while watching his sister fuck. Maddison pulled him over for a kiss before getting back to her rhythm.
"Don't worry, Jax, I'll finish up here and give you some loving."
Jax smiled easily. "Don't worry, I'm enjoying this. Almost wish Em's mouth was free though, we could do her together."
"I know," Maddison said. "But I really want to see if I can get Em to cum down her own throat."
"Totally understandable," Jax assured her.
Misty moaned, her mouth temporarily freed as Jasmine adjusted herself. She knew the feeling too. How good it was to either share Emma with someone, or share someone with her.
"You two are adventurous today," Misty said. "Usually only fuck each other."
"Not always," Maddison said with a pout. "Just... I love my brother. I want to spend lots of time with him."
Jax gave Maddison big, loving eyes. "Aw, Maddy...."
Misty grinned at how cute they were, then had her own cock shoved back in her mouth. It spoiled the mood a bit, but was wicked hot.
Misty and Emma could both only manage part of their own erections. They just weren't flexible enough for more. It was enough, though. When they came, they nearly drowned themselves in their own cum, and managed to get their faces as well, making quite a mess.
Jasmine and Maddison enjoyed their handiwork, slowing down a bit to really savour the sexiness of the girls cumming all over themselves, inside and out.
Emma only lay panting for a moment before Jax took the opportunity to slip his cock in her mouth. Misty grinned at the loving display of brother and sister double-teaming her girlfriend while staring adoringly into each other's eyes.
"You ok, Em?" Misty asked.
Emma gurgled something around Jax's cock that sounded like an affirmative. Misty took it as one, anyway.
There wasn't as much time to enjoy the siblings banging Emma as Misty would have liked, as a hard cock flopped on her face and demanded entrance to her throat. Misty giggled, but opened up and took two cocks too, same as Emma. The girls held hands while getting pounded from both ends.
The girls' sexy mess was added to as Emma and Misty got cummed in again, both mouth and ass. Emma beamed at Misty through the warm, gooey glaze.
"Brother and sister," she mouthed.
Misty grinned right back. "I know."
"At the same time!"
"Hehe, you're so horny, babe."
"Look who's talking."
Misty and Emma played around a lot more, getting some more of their own cum on themselves and each other, and getting cummed on more by clubmates too. Even Marcia, brand new to it all, was bold enough to cum on Misty and Emma's tits, all pressed together for her pleasure.
"Boy it's getting crowded in here," Emma murmured once they got a bit of a break.
"I know," Misty said. "Lots of fun to have."
"Right. But I mean the physical space is getting scarce. And when everyone decides to play with us... it's a lot."
"Not too much, is it?"
"No. I wouldn't say that. But it's tiring. Sometimes it'd be good to just relax with you, you know?"
"Mmm, I do," Misty said. "We'll have to work on that. Maybe move to a bigger room or something. Or two rooms. One for people who just want some calmer play time."
"That's a good idea," Emma murmured. "Think Ms. Kindle would help?"
"Hope so. She kinda likes us. When she's not annoyed by our antics."
"A common sentiment."
"Mmm."
****
Misty was worn out, well stretched, and tactically streaked with cum by the time she got a text from Saphira. She looked over at Emma next to her, who was in an identical state.
"Saphy's here," Misty said.
"Oh good." Emma groaned as she stood up. "I ache everywhere. So much for a relaxing day, huh?"
"Got that right." Misty caught Marcia's eye and nodded to her. "Hey, Marcia, my sister's here. Want to come with us? We can probably drop you off on the way home."
Marcia was still naked and masturbating, though Misty knew for sure she'd had at least an orgasm or two already. Marcia approached with shy, nervous excitement.
"Are you two gonna get dressed first?" she asked, obviously looking for a no.
Misty glanced at Emma, who smiled and took her hand.
"No," Misty said. "I don't think we will."
Marcia squeaked in anticipation. "Really?"
"Why start now?" Emma said. "Halls should be mostly empty anyway."
Misty and Emma strolled boldly out of the room, with Marcia ducking along behind them, red as could be. Marcia kept so close at first that Misty frequently got poked by her erection as Marcia used her and Emma for cover.
It took Marcia a minute to dare do anything other than cower nervously, but slowly she gained confidence and eventually walked side by side with Misty and Emma.
"You guys are so brave," Marcia said. "I could never have done this."
"You're doing it right now," Emma said. "Not that bad."
"And no one ever sees you this time of day, right?" Marcia asked.
A gasp sounded from behind the girls, and as one they broke into a run, scampering away without even looking back to see who'd caught them.
"Well... I didn't say that," Emma giggled.
A pair of girls was headed the other way as the three of them rounded a corner. Marcia shrieked and kept running, Misty and Emma laughed and followed. Misty even waved to the dumbfounded girls on the way by.
Marcia only slowed after another turn and the relative safety of a currently unoccupied stretch of hall.
"Oh my god, oh my god!"
"You're gonna be ok," Misty told her, patting her shoulder reassuringly. "It's scary, but really it's fine."
"They saw me!" Marcia said.
"Yeah," Emma said. "Always a risk with public nudity."
"You want to get dressed?" Misty asked.
Marcia hesitated, then shook her head. "Come this far."
"That's the spirit," Misty said. "Only a little bit more, then through the parking lot."
"Wait, the parking--"
Misty and Emma tore off, leaving Marcia to catch up. All three of them laughed and blushed furiously as they exited the school doors and had to navigate the parking lot. It wasn't overly busy, but there were still students and cars around, and parents waiting for their kids too. Other than ducking behind cars as they passed, there really wasn't any cover. The shrieking, giggling, very naked and aroused futas darting through the area attracted basically all possible attention.
Saphira rolled her eyes at their approach, leaning up against her car. Misty reached the car first, and gave a moan of dismay as the door completely failed to open for her.
"Let me in, Saphyyy," Misty whined.
"Who's your friend?" Saphira asked, smirking at her sister's predicament.
"This is Marcia. Can you drop her off please? And also open the damn door?"
Marcia had crouched down, covering behind Misty and Emma. Not that it did her much good. Misty had lost a lot of her confidence, being unsure now how long Saphira would make them stand out here so exposed, and Emma was right there with her.
Emma, however, wasn't Saphira's sister, and so wasn't subjected to quite the same level of sisterly trickery.
"Pweeeaaase let us in?" Emma said, batting her eyes at Saphira. "We're very naked."
"Unf. Misty's a bad influence on you, you know," Saphira said.
"Why's that?" Emma asked, clasping her hands behind her back and rocking gently back and forth to make her boobies and erection sway for Saphira's benefit.
"You're trying to seduce me in a public location like this."
"Oh. That. Well... we're naked anyway, and I don't see you letting us in the car until we're really squirming otherwise."
"But you don't intend on learning a lesson here, do you?" Saphira asked.
"Not particularly," Emma agreed. "I could suck you off on the way home, though."
Misty laughed. "Oh wow, I am a bad influence on you, huh?"
"Can we pleeeaaase just get in the car?" Marcia begged. "Everyone's staring."
"Yeah, alright," Saphira allowed, finally pressing the button to unlock the doors. "But I'm taking that blowjob, Em."
Emma nodded easily and got in the front with Saphira. Marcia and Misty dove in the back and hastily shut the door behind them.
Saphira took a moment to strip off her jeans and panties. She was already mostly hard underneath. From watching the naked, embarrassed girls no doubt.
Misty settled in the back and watched her horny, still-naked girlfriend nuzzle her sister's cock, even as Saphira slowly pulled out of her parking space.
"You guys are too wild for me, I think," Marcia whispered to Misty.
"Enh. Give it time. This was a particularly egregious day."
Marcia considered. "It was super hot, though. And really fun, except for how terrifying it was."
"That sounds about right."
"Maybe... maybe we could do this again. If your sister isn't going to lock us out next time."
Misty shrugged. "I make no promises. Saphy's unpredictable. Easily bribed, though."
Misty and Marcia giggled conspiratorially and started masturbating in the back seat while watching Emma give Saphira an increasingly erotic blowjob. It had started just with some light nuzzling and kisses, some tonguing of Saphira's balls, and was progressing to Emma trying to figure out how to fit her head in between Saphira and the steering wheel for some proper sucking.
"I'm gonna be thinking about today for a long time," Marcia admitted. "In my fantasies, even."
"I don't doubt it," Misty murmured. "I probably will too."
****
Emma worked on Saphira all the way home. Even after dropping Marcia off. Emma seemed disappointed not to have successfully made Saphira cum, though her skills had been limited by circumstance more than anything.
As such, Emma kept right on sucking Saphira after she'd parked. Misty happily watched from the back seat, stroking herself casually all the while.
Emma finally got Saphira off, and in the process made quite a mess as she swallowed some cum, but lots more got over her face and Saphira's chest, tummy, and lap.
"Mmm, thanks, Em," Saphira purred. "It's been a while since I've had someone sucking me off in the car."
Emma beamed through her cum-streaked face. "You're welcome."
Saphira shed her top as she got out of the car. "You made quite a mess, though," she said.
Saphira used her cummy shirt to wipe Emma's face off for her, as well as her own messy skin.
"Sorry," Emma giggled.
"You could always... make it up to me," Saphira suggested, making dangerous eyes at Emma.
"Hey now, she's my girlfriend," Misty said. "Don't be getting too into this."
"So sorry," Saphira said. "I could pound you instead, I suppose."
Misty considered the proposition, but Emma just laughed.
"I think you actually owe us," Emma said. "You locked us out of your car while we were naked."
"The naked part wasn't my fault," Saphira said.
"Oh you know very well it's about a fifty-fifty whether we're properly dressed or not. Don't play innocent."
Saphira tilted her head. "Well... I did lock you out," she admitted. "What do you have in mind for... restitution?"
"Easy," Emma said. "We're all basically naked now anyway. We should go for a walk."
"A walk?"
"Yeah. Down the street and back, or something."
"Seriously?" Saphira asked.
"Yep," Emma said impishly. "I dare you."
That did it. Saphira set her jaw. "And you're doing it too?"
"Sure."
"Well then I guess we're doing it."
Misty caught Emma's eye. "Uh, what are you doing?"
"Embarrassing your sister in public, durr."
"And us at the same time?"
"Already happened. More than once. What's one more? Besides, I don't have to sit in class with any of the people who might see us this time."
Misty shook her head. "Just when I think I've got you figured out."
Emma laughed and kissed Misty. "Ok, so, I have to kind of admit something," she whispered into Misty's ear. "I was absolutely humiliated today. More than once. But... you know how many times I thought I might just cum in the middle of the hall? Without even touching myself? It was intense."
"It was," Misty agreed, grinning wickedly.
"I was so nervous and anxious and embarrassed... but you were there and I knew I was safe, really. And everyone just kept staring." Emma kissed Misty again. "I might never dare do this again--"
"I don't think that's likely."
"--so I want an excuse to do it now. And... we get a little revenge on Saphy in the process."
"You're devious, Em," Misty said approvingly. "I'm not sure how solid the plan is, but... let's do it."
Saphira watched them suspiciously as they disengaged and walked over to her, then all three stepped toward the sidewalk.
"Jeez, I haven't done a naked walk in a while," Saphira said. "Let alone in broad daylight."
"You've done this before?" Misty asked, caught off-guard.
"Oh course," Saphira said. "At night. When it's dark. You don't think you're the only one with an exhibitionist streak in the family, do you?"
"Well... you never get naked in public," Misty said.
"That you know of," Saphira grinned evilly.
"True."
It was nice out. Misty felt the sun and soft breeze on her skin, mixing nicely with the thrill of danger and exposure. Even just a few steps from their driveway felt so deliciously risky.
They were in the wide open air. Three naked futas, all horny and erect, silently urging each other on. There were neighbours everywhere, and cars going by from time to time, as well as other pedestrians. It was such a stupid thing to do, but so intensely thrilling. Just the way Emma wanted, it seemed.
And Misty too. She couldn't deny to herself, her nude misadventures were some of her most embarrassing memories and her most nerve-wracking moments, but nothing made her horny and electric quite the same way.



Even know, her cock throbbed, her nipples tingled, and her tummy sent the mixed danger and arousal flutters through her that made her feel so alive.
And Emma and Saphira were right there with her. As they should be.
A few cars honked on the way by, making all three girls blush and falter a bit in their step. A few neighbours obviously saw them go by, and more probably looked that couldn't be easily seen.
The few pedestrians they passed could do little more than stop and stare dumbly.
"This may have been a mistake," Emma murmured.
"Not enjoying it?" Misty asked. "You're pretty hard."
"I am enjoying it," Emma said. "But like... there are so many people out! And they're all staring!"
Saphira snorted. "What did you possibly expect?"
"I don't know," Emma said. "A nice calm walk. Getting back horny."
"You were already horny," Misty giggled.
"Hornier, then. And... I wanted to see if Saphy would do it. And if she'd get all embarrassed. Which she kinda is."
"Am not," Saphira said.
Misty examined her sister. "Your face is pretty red. And you're dripping a lot of precum."
"I'm not embarrassed," Saphira insisted.
"Oh yeah?" Misty said, grinning wickedly. "Dare you to run to the middle of the road and do a dance for us then."
"... don't wanna."
"Uh huh. Embarrassed."
Saphira growled. "Oh you are so getting it when we get home."
Emma laughed happily. "I don't think so. I think Misty and I are gonna share you. You turned down a dare just now. Forfeit, you know."
"You two are little shits," Saphira said. "I don't know why I put up with you."
"'Cause you looovvve us," Misty said. "You wanna spend time with us."
"Don't tease her," Emma admonished. "She's feeling shy enough as it is."
Saphira growled louder, for all the good it did. "Definitely little shits."
A laugh caught Misty's ear that wasn't from either her or Emma. She peeked past Saphira and saw a woman just leaning on her fence and watching. Beatrice. Misty remembered her. A friend of her and Saphira's parents.
"Oh, hi, Bea," Misty said, once again blushing lightly.
"Hello, little one," Beatrice said easily. "Haven't seen you or your sister wandering around naked before."
"It's... a new thing," Misty said.
"At least during the day," Saphira added.
Beatrice grinned wider. "Oh my. So much like your mothers."
"... do they walk around the neighbourhood naked?" Misty asked.
"Used to," Beatrice said. "I remember when they first moved in. Such a wild couple. You should have seen the things they got up to."
"Hehe, that's great," Emma said. "Your moms used to wander around naked too. And other stuff. Ooh, kind of like at the restaurant. I wonder if they used to be like that all the time."
"Probably," Misty said. "I'm glad they calmed down a little. My body couldn't handle it, I don't think."
"Mine either," Emma acknowledged.
Beatrice smiled pleasantly at Emma before Misty could respond. "So sorry, I don't think I've met you."
Misty took Emma's hand affectionately. "This is Emma. She's my girlfriend."
Beatrice smiled even wider. "Well you two are very cute together. Do send your love to your mothers when you get back."
"Will do," Misty assured her.
They decided to turn around there, being as good a place as any. Misty glanced at Saphira as they walked. "You're embarrassed," she teased again softly.
"Shut up," Saphira mumbled. "Bea used to babysit us sometimes."
"I remember," Misty said.
"It's... weird."
"That's ok," Misty said. "Em and I can fuck you happy again."
"Yeah, well... maybe."
****
Misty and Emma did, in fact, end up double teaming Saphira. They shared Misty's big sister, fucking her face and bum to their hearts' content. Saphira was surprisingly docile about it, letting the younger girls make a mess of her.
Eventually, as predicted, Saphira grabbed Misty, pinned her, and pounded the shit out of her. Misty took the anal stretching and creampie with delight and practiced skill.
"That's my sister," Misty purred as Saphira pulled out and spread her ass to examine Misty's messy gape. "Thought you were gonna get all shy on us after today."
"Oh you did, did you?"
"Mmhm."
"Do I need to fuck you even harder?"
Misty smiled. "No. I think I just want some cuddle time with my girlfriend now."
"... I'll allow it."
"Thanks, Saphy."
Saphira gave Misty a kiss, then left her and Emma to snuggle tiredly together. They'd had an exhausting day. All safe and secure in each other's arms as they were, they fell asleep even before supper time.
****
Emma was in a particularly impish and horny mood the next morning. Misty took it all in with amusement as Emma teased her, touched her, and kissed her at every opportunity.
Emma didn't even dress for breakfast, and seemed to delight in teasing the rest of Misty's family all throughout.
"How do you even have the energy?" Misty asked on the way to school.
"I don't know. You just inspire me, babe."
"Hehe, alright. I'll take it."
"Plus I, uh, think we should get a little naughty again today."
Misty looked at Emma. "Do we ever not?"
"I mean like... what if I dared you to take your clothes off and run naked to your first class?"
"Oh god. You want to get me naked in school again."
"Mmhm!"
"Of course you do. Well... what if I dare you to do the same thing?"
Emma blushed, and as Misty studied her face, she suspected that maybe that was exactly what Emma had been angling for.
"Deal," Emma said.
Misty fought a mix of excited anticipation and embarrassed nerves. "What do I let myself get tricked into anyway?" she muttered, not entirely displeased with the situation.
They'd both been getting more and more into this showing off business. Misty had to admit that. Actually planning for it, knowing crowds in the halls would be pretty high, though not nearly at their peak, was a brand new level.
"How long have you been thinking about this?" Misty asked.
"I mean... we get naked a lot, it seems."
"We do."
"And... I don't know. Last night I kept thinking about it. Wondering when we'd streak again. And I was like, why don't we just do it?"
"I feel I've ruined you, Em."
Emma giggled and kissed Misty's cheek. "In all the best ways, babe."
****
Misty and Emma stood in front of the school, excited and nervous.
"We really doing this?" Misty asked.
"I mean... I could chicken out," Emma said. "That seems like a really good option right now."
"It does, doesn't it?"
"But, like, I just keep thinking about it."
"Mmm, my horny little girlfriend," Misty purred adoringly. She kissed Emma's cheek.
Emma flushed and took a deep breath. "Wanna just stop thinking about it and just do it?"
Misty's cock twitched, already begging to be freed. Her heart pounded, and her hands trembled. It was one thing to get caught naked in school accidentally. Quite another to strip down deliberately like this. Similar results, though. And to be real, those 'accidents' could generally have been pretty easily prevented if they'd wanted. This was only a small step further in being purposeful about it.
"Don't look around," Misty agreed. "Just clothes off, and in we go."
Emma nodded. "We should do it now before more students arrive."
"If we're gonna do it...."
Both girls looked at one another, hesitating another moment, then as one gave in and just did it. They fumbled with their clothing nervously, but managed a pretty efficient job of getting it off.
They didn't wait around once naked. They were already getting plenty of stares as it was, let alone the few whistles and cheers breaking out from passing classmates. Some of whom had probably seen Misty and/or Emma in such a state before. They really were making far too much a habit of this sort of thing.
Clothes in hand, Misty and Emma both broke off at a run into the school. They laughed nervously, just to relieve some tension, but were thoroughly embarrassed and aroused almost immediately, and there was no relieving that while still scampering nakedly about the halls of school as those halls slowly filled up.
They stopped at Emma's locked, panting from the run.
"Come on, quick," Misty urged. "People are staring."
"I know people are staring," Emma said. "I'm trying. It's hard opening a locker when you're so...."
"Trembly?"
"Yeah."
Emma managed what she needed, then they repeated the process at Misty's locker.
"We should get to class," Misty said, furiously red in the face and with a steely hard cock pointing the way.
"So early," Emma said. "But you're right." She grinned. "Only get dressed in class?"
"Unf. What if our teachers are there?"
"Then... right outside, I guess."
"Jeez, ok. Split up and see you later?"
"Mmhm. Unless one of us gets sent home."
"A definite possibility." Misty kissed Emma. "Good luck. I'm gonna need to fuck you so bad later."
"Hehe, same."
The girls tore off again, in separate directions this time. Misty dashed toward her first class, appreciating the severe thinning of students as she got out of the main halls. The last little stretch wasn't bad at all.
Or at least it wouldn't have been had Misty not rounded a corner and nearly tackled Ms. Kindle if she hadn't skidded to a stop.
Ms. Kindle cocked her head at Misty, who didn't quite dare take off running again.
"Well well, little Miss Artemis," Ms. Kindle said. "Lost your clothes so early in the day?"
"Um... well I was just gonna put them back on, actually."
"Yes, I'm sure you were."
Ms. Kindle casually reached out and snatched Misty's pants and panties from her. Misty could only blink in surprise for a moment.
"I, uh, need those, though," Misty said.
"That is a shame," Ms. Kindle said. "You probably should have kept them on, then."
"But... but...." Misty watched helplessly as the smiling teacher started walking away. "You like me being all naked and embarrassed though!"
"Yes. I do."
"And you're gonna punish me?"
"No, little one. I'm gonna to make you more embarrassed." Ms. Kindle paused. "Well, and maybe some punishment too. There are far too many students around for these kind of shenanigans right now. Don't think I didn't hear about some mystery nudists yesterday."
Misty flushed. "That one was an accident."
"Of course it was. You'd best come see me later to get your bottoms back."
"But... awww."
Misty dressed as best she could and found a seat dead in the back of her first class. It wasn't good enough. She was bottomless, and extremely erect. She couldn't see her arousal going anywhere at this rate.
Besides, her teacher was definitely going to spot her out pretty quickly, and then she'd probably get sent home or suspended or something. And she'd have to walk past a whole silent room of staring classmates, and down the halls, and....
No, stop getting turned on. That wasn't helping anything.
Classmates started filing in. Some of them didn't even hardly look at Misty, others clocked her almost immediately. Misty brushed her hair back awkwardly, trying to pretend like she didn't mind the dropped jaws and wide-eyed stares. Trying to act like it was just a normal day, and that she wasn't half-naked right before class started.
A few gawkers looked like they wanted to sit close, but didn't quite dare. Luckily for Misty, the first person to actually sit right next to her was a familiar and friendly face.
"You getting allergic to clothes or what?" Sierra asked.
Misty smiled gratefully at not being totally alone with her predicament. "I lost my pants."
"I see that."
"They got taken. Not that I just took them off."
"Ah." Sierra grinned. "I heard rumours of a couple girls with dicks just kinda taking their clothes off and scampering through the halls. That wasn't you?"
"... ok, so I did take them off. But I meant to put them back on."
"Uh huh."
Misty sighed. "Probably get kicked out of school now."
"Nah. Can't have that." Sierra took off her sweater and handed it over. "Here, you can at least cover yourself a bit."
Misty smiled thankfully and placed the sweater over her lap. The tent in it was quite prominent, but it was better than nothing. "Thanks."
"No worries. But you and Em definitely are gonna get yourselves in trouble the way you've been going."
"I know. Just... we get so horny and stupid sometimes."
"You don't say."
Misty went all dreamy as she thought of Emma. "And I don't know, Em just makes we want to be kind of stupid. It's kind of a problem."
"Mmhm. Well... you should let club members know what you guys are up to. If we're gonna have to keep bailing you guys out, it'd be nice to have some heads up."
"Officially part of the club, are you?"
Sierra tossed her hair. "I should say. What, I haven't paid enough membership dues?"
"Ha, no, you definitely belong. No worries there."
"Not my fault I don't have a penis, you know."
"No, it certainly isn't."
Class started while Misty was distracted. She was glad to note that their teacher hadn't picked up on her state of undress, and that all the students who had noticed were keeping quiet about it. Some due to fascination and horniness, most probably due to not really knowing what to do with a half-naked and fully erect girl in their classroom. It wasn't an everyday kind of thing.
Misty was able to keep her bottomless state somewhat hidden from the class at large. The more select group of classmates surrounding her was a different story. Some had seen her partial nudity, others could only see the tent she was making in the sweater over her lap. In either case, her arousal was embarrassingly evident.
Her horniness wasn't serving her well either. Misty kept catching classmates' eyes as they sneaked peeks at her. Sometimes they'd whip their heads away, blushing furiously. Other times they might just keep looking at her lap. It all kept Misty interested and turned on.
Sierra was most obvious about looking. She didn't even bother pretending like she wasn't. She went even further than that and, when she felt she could get away with it, scooted closer and slipped her hand to Misty's lap.
"Unf. Hey, not fair," Misty hissed.
Sierra grinned. "You don't need a hand?"
"Well... not now."
Sierra ignored Misty and kept softly rubbing her cock for a moment, then finally slid back to her seat and resumed pretending to pay attention to their teacher.
Misty tried to concentrate too, but didn't get much of anywhere. Sierra reached over to pet her cock again, and after the second time the girl on Misty's other side felt emboldened enough to try the same thing.
Misty whimpered and did her best to maintain some small composure. It was incredibly difficult when various classmates were spending their energy on sneakily feeling her erection.
"See what you did?" Misty whispered to Sierra.
Sierra had a hand down her own pants at this point, and was absolutely no help. "Oh I see," she confirmed.
Misty just had to put up with various hands on her cock throughout class. Not the worst thing, by any means, but it left her ever hornier, which wasn't ideal.
By the end of class, she was in an even worse predicament than at the start. Luckily, her horny classmates at least gave her some cover while she stood up and tried to wrap her borrowed hoodie around herself. The best she could do was tying it around her waist and covering herself nicely from the back, but leaving her cock sticking out the front. There just wasn't any way to cover her unruly erection.
Sierra and a few others giggled and walked with Misty, still screening her but also getting some more feels in of her throbbing cock.
"I need some pants," Misty hissed.
Sierra shrugged. "There's not really time."
"I'll just have to be late. Not like it'd be the first time."
"Sure, but where are you gonna get pants from?"
Misty thought about it, rather frustrated to not have an answer. Even her gym shorts were ruined from yesterday, leaving her without any obvious options.
"Well what am I supposed to do?" Misty asked. "Just go to class like this again?"
"Why not?" Sierra asked.
"I'll get in trouble! Everyone will see!"
"Pff, hasn't everyone in school seen you naked by now?"
"... not everyone."
Sierra giggled. "Don't worry, I'll find someone to escort and protect you. You'll be fine."
"Easy for you to say."
****
Misty wasn't sure how she let herself get talked into this. Or, rather, she grumbled about not knowing, but really it was hot and thrilling enough that she knew she'd allowed herself to be persuaded relatively easily.
It was such a stupid thing to keep doing, but that never really stopped her or Emma.
Jax shared a class with her next, and he and one of his cute friends sat on either side of her. Ostensibly they were there to guard her, but mostly they took any opportunity to sneakily get some feels of her cock in, and show her off to any other classmates who seemed interested.
To be fair, Misty also kept her borrowed hoodie off her lap most of the time, so she wasn't doing her best to be subtle either. And two cute boys playing with her cock and balls wasn't exactly torture.
Misty caught up to Emma after that class, who had already heard about what she'd been up to. Apparently the news was traveling between club members quite quickly.
"Can't believe you've just been going to class like that," Emma giggled. "No bottoms or anything."
"They got stolen!"
"I heard. Still, though. Kinda hot."
Misty pouted. "Jax and his friend teased me all last class. I'm so horny, babe."
"Hehe, yeah, I can see that. And I'm sure you tried so hard to fend them off too."
"Well...."
"Yeah, didn't think so." Emma kissed Misty, then leaned in to whisper. "Make it to lunch, and you can do anything you want to me."
Misty groaned and felt another surge of precum shoot out of her cock. "Isn't that always true anyway?"
"Mmhm! But I know you'll need it really badly today."
"You're not wrong."
****
Misty was in some actual pain by lunch time. Her balls ached way too much from all the excitement and thrill and danger. Plus the near-constant teasing from friends. For some reason they all thought it was quite funny that she was stuck with her dick out for several classes in a row.
Somehow she made it to the club room without getting in trouble, even though it felt like everyone in school must know about her lack of bottoms. Maybe it wasn't as bad as she thought.
Misty, being so horny, stripped off quickly and immediately went after some of her teasing friends to try and get some relief. Jax had his sister there being all possessive as usual, but Sierra was there and didn't seem at all surprised to be tapped for some help.
Jenna and Eve were right there with Sierra, and they all rather amusedly got on their knees in front of Misty. It was too much, all three of them staring lasciviously up at her, giggling to each other even as they all positioned themselves close. Their tongues flicked out in near-unison, all going for different areas of Misty's cock.
Misty groaned and had to restrain herself. She'd been so intent on face-fucking Sierra, or anything really to get herself off quickly. But no such luck. It was hard to complain about three girls all bathing her cock in attention at the same time, but it wasn't what she needed.
"I'ma suck her balls," Eve said.
"Ha, yeah, you do that," Sierra said before suckling on the tip of Misty's cock.
"She's so hard," Jenna said. "It looks actually painful."
"It is," Misty said. "Could you--"
"Don't worry, we'll be gentle," Sierra said with a wicked grin.
"No, I don't want it gentle!" Misty protested.
She was ignored. And she didn't have a chance to say much else, as Emma sneaked up behind her just then.
"Hey, babe. Havin' fun already, I see," Emma said, wrapping her arms around Misty and kissing her cheek.



"Unf. I'm so horny, Em."
"I see that."
"I was half-naked all morning!"
"Hehe, so I heard. Wish I could have been in class with you."
Misty pouted. "No sympathy at all, huh?"
"You could have just not gone to class if you didn't want to, you know."
"But--"
"I might have to see if I can get you fully naked for the afternoon."
Misty's cock twitched and her tummy tightened nervously. She couldn't possibly do that. Emma probably wasn't serious and was just teasing. But even so, Misty had had quite enough teasing.
The girls at her feet all sucking and licking her cock and balls were only teasing too. It felt really, really nice, but it wasn't going to get her off the way she needed.
"Em? Babe? I might need to pound your ass."
Emma kissed Misty's cheek again. "Any time. You know that."
"Mmhm."
"But you seem occupied at the moment. Three at once, even!"
"Yeah but... they aren't gonna make me cum at this rate."
"Awww, my poor baby," Emma cooed, giving Misty more kisses from behind.
Misty sensed she wasn't going to get the sympathy she deserved, even from Emma. In the absence of help, Misty decided to be more forceful.
The girls in front of her weren't in any greater hurry than they'd been before Emma's arrival. Misty chose to force the issue. She reached out, took Sierra's head in both hands, and pushed her cock in deeper.
Jenna and Eve giggled as Sierra gagged on Misty's cock. The two of them settled for sucking on Misty's balls for a while instead as Sierra got mildly throated, doing her best to accommodate Misty.
"Feel better?" Emma asked, nipping at Misty's ear.
"A little," Misty whispered back. "Ask me again in a minute?"
"Hehe, so soon?"
Indeed, it was so soon. With some proper stimulation, Misty came quick and hard. She pulled right back out of Sierra and sprayed cum all over her front, as well as catching plenty of Jenna and Eve too. She made messes of all three girls, and felt quite satisfied in doing so. Not to mention the sheer physical relief of it all.
"Oh wow," Sierra said, poking at the cum all over her shirt. "So much."
"We're gonna be such a mess," Eve said.
"Are we gonna have to go to class like this?" Jenna asked.
All three girls looked at each other, then burst out giggling.
"They're gonna be ok," Emma whispered to Misty.
"Um, yeah, I wasn't worried."
"Of course not. But, uh, how 'bout giving me some attention now?"
Misty turned and kissed Emma, wrapping her arms around her beloved. "Mmm, sorry babe. It's just been quite a day."
"I'm sure it has. You get so worked up from this stuff."
"You try being half naked all day. See how worked up you get."
"Hmmm, no thanks. Sounds like a lot."
Misty rolled her eyes. "Of course it does."
"... wanna fuck my butt some?" Emma asked cutely and very distractingly.
"Unf. You know I can't say no to that."
"I do. I really do."
Misty kept kissing Emma, while taking little moment here and there to remove any pesky clothes in the way. Misty then gently pushed her backward until they bumped up against a desk.
Emma grinned and broke away long enough to lie back on the desk and pull her legs up, presenting herself lewdly to Misty and giving a rather adorable and hopeful look.
Misty dove into her girlfriend's sweet booty, eating and slobbering over her cute little butthole. Emma cooed happily at getting licked out, then moaned louder when Misty pushed her cock inside.
"Mmm, fill me all up," Emma begged.
"You know I'm gonna," Misty said.
The girls looked deep in each other's eyes and shared a few kisses as Misty fucked, then pounded Emma just the way they both loved. Despite cumming all over Sierra, Jenna, and Eve shortly before, Misty had lots of pent up horniness left to get out, and plenty more cum to fill Emma's bum up with.
The after-sex cuddles were just as good, in very different ways. Misty and Emma were all sweaty and contented together, nuzzling and caressing each other, much to the amusement of onlookers. They didn't care. They were in their own loving world, just with each other no matter how many other classmates crowded around.
"Being embarrassed and naked makes you so horny," Emma whispered happily. "I'm starting to think maybe I really should keep you naked the rest of the day."
"I'm all worn out, Em."
"That never lasts long though. We both know that. All I'd have to do is ask pretty please for you to fuck me some more, and make some cute pouty eyes, and--"
"Yeah yeah, I get it. You'll get me kicked out of school as likely as anything. You know that, right? Bottomless was bad enough, and at least I got some help with that. A sweater to cover my lower half, even. Fully naked in class, Em... it wouldn't work."
Emma grinned impishly. "Then let's not go to class."
"What?"
"Yeah. Let's just... not go. Let's run around naked in the halls. Won't be anyone to see us. Mostly."
Misty groaned. "I remember when you were all shy and innocent."
"Ha, yeah. Only 'cause I hadn't met you yet."
"Are you serious about this?"
Emma grinned wider. "I will if you will."
****
Misty laced her fingers with Emma's, taking a solid grip on her hand. She glanced at Emma, who smiled back, looking as nervous and excited as Misty felt.
Their school nudity was nothing new by now, and didn't seem to particularly surprise anyone from the club. It was still overwhelming to step out into a hallway crowded with students whilst totally naked. Without their mutual support, neither girl could have easily done it. But together they were so much stronger.
A ripple of gasps and stares followed Misty and Emma as they strolled along, acting as casual as they could. Their stiff nipples, hard cocks, and dripping precum gave away that they weren't totally oblivious to their lack of clothing, but they kept up the charade as best they could.
"We really will show ourselves off to everyone in school at this rate," Misty commented quietly.
Emma adjusted her grip on Misty's hand, their palms sweating together and making their connection slippery.
"We must be approaching that point," Emma agreed.
"What do you think the ratio is for how many are enjoying it and how many aren't?"
"I have no idea whatsoever. We could start asking people and keeping a count, I suppose."
Misty giggled. "I'll pass, thanks."
"Yeah. Not worth it."
Even the most shocked and scandalized students eventually filtered out of the halls, leaving Misty and Emma alone and still very naked.
Once confident they had the place to themselves, the girls got a lot more playful. They ran around and laughed, peeking into classrooms and sometimes flashing a student inside if they were seen. Occasionally they had to scamper off quick if they heard someone coming, never being quite certain that they wouldn't be caught by a teacher at some point.
Misty and Emma explored the school while everyone else was in class. They visited the boys' change room while it was empty, the library, even darting through the cafeteria. They made out in as many risky places as they could think of, including outside and in main junctions of hallways.
Cumming was fun too. They dared each other to do it in increasingly ridiculous places; right outside classrooms, in the library or change room, and Emma even came on Misty's face right outside the principal's office.
They tuckered themselves out eventually, but had little interest in heading back to class and behaving themselves, so they decided just to leave. They got dressed as best they could, but Misty still had to walk home bottomless. Emma screened her as best she could when cars passed, and they sometimes had to duck and hide somewhere, but mostly they were left alone for their naughty walk.
"I wonder if Ms. Kindle was gonna give me my pants back," Misty mused.
"Saphy probably could have got them for you," Emma said.
"Probably. I wish they'd just get together already."
"You think they're gonna?"
"I dunno. Saphy wants to. I think Ms. K does too, she just won't admit it."
"We could help," Emma suggested.
"How?"
"Well... I've had an idea. I think it might be neat."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Like, Futa Club is getting quite crowded. I was thinking we could maybe move it out of school sometimes. Have some after school stuff."
"Where?"
"Your house. In the backyard. Your moms would love it, I think. All those naughty teenagers running around."
"Unf. They would too," Misty agreed. "And it would be nice to let everyone have some fun in a bigger space sometimes. But how does that help Saphy?"
"Well Ms. Kindle would have to come over, obviously. She's technically meant to be running the club, after all."
Misty grinned. "Ha, an excuse for her and Saphy to get together."
"Exactly."
"And we get lots of fun out of the whole event."
"Right."
"It's a good idea, Em."
"Yes, I thought so."
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Chapter 10: A Grand Finale
****
The day of the first after-school Futa Club event was quite exciting. Emma and Misty were busy all morning trying to make sure everything was going to be ready.
"I think this is gonna be fun," Emma said, "but jeez it's a lot of work."
"I know," Misty agreed. "I keep wanting to just give it up and take you back to bed, but we've got so many people coming over."
Emma grinned. "That's all you ever want to do is take me to bed."
"Nuh uh. Sometimes I want to do stuff other places too."
"True."
The girls laughed, but were genuinely struggling to keep their hands off each other. It wasn't often these days that they were together but unable to touch and play with each other whenever they wanted. Those times made them frustrated, but made their inevitable sex so much better too, just because they had to wait for it and temporarily deny themselves.
Luckily they didn't have much longer to go before their first clubmates started to arrive. It was a bit of a broad guest list, as was their club generally. Invitations were open for anyone who wanted to bring friends or anything. Obviously an open mind would be required, as always, as well as either being a futa or happy to help out in one way or another. There had never been any problems with the rules yet. Mostly no one would want to show up if they weren't already a horny little thing themselves.
Admittedly, a few of the futa members lately had been more reserved than the average, and seemed more interested in finding friends to relate to rather than just getting off as much as possible. Emma and Misty accepted them just as much as anyone else, though personally struggled with the idea of their peers not being nearly so horny as they were all the time.
"I mean to be fair, I think most people aren't as horny as we are," Emma had pointed out one time.
"True," Misty had agreed. "I just feel like if I was in a room full of people fucking around, I'd get pretty damn turned on no matter how I'd started out."
"How would you know? You're always one of the first ones fucking around."
"I don't know," Misty giggled. "Just trying to imagine."
Back in the present, Emma and Misty were doing their best to remain dignified while they greeted their friends. Maddison and Jax were some of the first to arrive, as well as Tori and Damian, actually rather cutely holding hands when they showed up. Tori's older sister Candace came along too, and Emma and Misty had a chance to finally meet her.
"Do you think Tori and Candace ever, like, share Damian together?" Emma hissed quietly to Misty.
Misty grinned. "Probably. I know I would."
"Mmm, you do like to share with family."
It was a lovely sunny day out, which was fortunate for their plans. Emma and Misty were expecting a lot of people at their house, and intended to stick mostly to the backyard if possible. They also weren't expecting many clothes to stay on over the course of the afternoon.
The girls themselves were only in bikinis, which had been part of their self-control problems all morning. The tiny little suits didn't cover them nearly enough, especially when they got hard. No one minded, of course, but it did make focusing nearly impossible.
"So we set up some chairs and stuff, and a bunch of towels, for people to just relax or... whatever," Emma said.
"And by 'whatever' she means 'fuck'," Misty explained helpfully.
"And we're gonna have, like, volleyball over there, and maybe some other games. And there's gonna be food and drinks and barbecue and stuff."
"Plus lots of lube and toys and condoms and stuff."
"Hehe, well we don't need condoms, do we, Damian?" Tori said, affectionately fondling his butt. "We're gonna get you all filled with cum today, I think."
Damian bit his lip shyly as Tori led him away, but beamed happily all the same. Maddison followed along with Jax, obviously with a similar thought for her brother, even if she almost certainly wouldn't share as much as Tori would.
Candace got distracted by Saphira's appearance, and the two of them smiled as they saw each other.
"Saphy!"
"Hey, Candace!"
"I haven't seen you in a while."
"I know, right."
"Damn, that's a sexy bikini."
Saphira smiled wider and did a slow twirl. "Thanks. It probably won't stay on long."
"Oh yeah? Someone in particular you're gonna be having sex with?"
"Ha, you know me. But actually, I'm hoping there is."
"Oooh, do tell!"
Emma and Misty exchanged knowing glances and left the older girls to their gossip.
"She means Ms. Kindle, right?" Emma asked. "Is she coming?"
"I'm sure she does," Misty said. "I... don't know for sure if she's coming. I hope she is. They're so good together, if Ms. K would just accept it. She wants Saphy as bad as Saphy wants her. You can tell."
"Professional standards getting in the way, huh?"
"Something like that. But I mean, the amount of times those standards have been ignored, you'd think she'd be over it by now."
****
Lilian and Persephone watched as more and more horny teenagers arrived, or horny early-twenty-year-olds, as the case may be.
"I'm gonna feel like an old perv all day, aren't I?" Persephone sighed.
Lilian laughed softly and wrapped her arms around her wife from behind. She tenderly kissed Persephone's neck and shoulder.
"Just a regular perv, perhaps. From what I understand, everyone showing up today will be. More or less."
"Yes, but they're young and full of hormones. That's different."
"Just show them your cock," Lilian advised. "They'll be fascinated."
"You think?"
"You've heard Artemis and Emma and all their stories. They're even more adventurous at school than Saphira was, from what I can tell. And you remember the trouble she used to get into."
"Oh that girl." Persephone sighed. "I used to despair of her making it through school without getting kicked out."
"But she made it."
"Yes. I suspect she fucked the right teachers."
"Well, one of them anyway."
"You're right, though. If anything, Artemis is even bolder than her sister. I wouldn't have expected it."
Lilian shrugged and rubbed up on her wife some more. "She's got Saphira nudging her. And that girlfriend of hers. I don't know that Emma's really as shy as she lets on."
"Ha, true. Well, we're about to have an orgy of scandalously young people going on in our back yard. Are we ready?"
"Pff, getting ahead of ourselves a little there, aren't we?" Lilian nibbled on Persephone's ear. "Or just being hopeful, perhaps?"
"... perhaps."
****
Emma and Misty kept greeting their guests like proper hosts. They were struggling more and more as their classmates arrived, as it was harder and harder not to get excited.
"These bikinis are hot," Emma said, "but like, they're not really made for getting erections in."
Misty giggled. "No, they aren't. You look good, all bulging out of your bottoms like that."
Emma blushed. "Yeah, but like, all these parents dropping off their kids are gonna see."
"So what, you worried you'll turn them on?"
"No, Misty. I'm worried they'll think twice about letting their kids come play. Or that they'll... well actually I guess it's not that big a deal of they march in and have words with your moms."
Misty laughed louder. "Now that would be fun to watch. When they realize what they're getting into and all. Plus, my moms would have our back." She shrugged. "Honestly, I can't imagine there are many parents we'd need to worry about. Most of them probably already know what to expect from their kid."
"Do they know that, like, there's probably gonna be all kinds of sex happening today?"
"That I don't know. But hey, not like we're forcing anything. Just having a party. And if some parts of people slip inside some other people, we can't be held responsible for that."
Emma frowned. "We literally are supplying condoms and lube."
"... oh yeah. So maybe a little bit responsible."
Another car pulled up and Emma and Misty tried to behave themselves for a moment. Marcia, one of their newest friends, stepped out and waved her dad goodbye. As soon as the car had driven off, Marcia looked around, then whipped her sundress off. She didn't have anything at all on underneath.
"Damn, Marcia," Misty said. "You couldn't wait for that, could you?"
Marcia blushed faintly, but smiled wide. She did a slow twirl, as if she needed to show off any more. "I've been excited for this since you guys started talking about it." She paused. "I mean, getting naked is ok, right? I assumed it was."
"Haha, of course," Emma said. "Just, you know, you may want to get out of the driveway? People can see."
"That's the point!" Marcia said, beaming happily. "Not like you two are beacons of modesty at the moment either."
"Only 'cause I keep getting hard," Emma complained. She tried to adjust her bottoms, and only made the problem worse with her cock trying to bust out.
"Here, Em, let me help with that," Misty offered.
Her help, though, was to yank Emma's bottoms down entirely, freeing her awkwardly hard cock. Emma folded her arms and glared at Misty.
"Really?" Emma said.
"Hehe, oops."
Emma reached out and yanked Misty's bottoms down too. "Yeah, oops, huh?"
Marcia just giggled at the both of them.
Another car pulled up while the girls were playfully arguing, and Emma and Misty blushed for real as they were caught with their pants down, so to speak.
The dad driving the car gaped widely at them, his eyes and mouth open to comical proportions. Jasmine sitting next to him rolled her eyes and briefly tried to reach over to block her dad's view before giving up. She hopped out the car and gave a rather annoyed look.
"Seriously? You couldn't behave yourselves for five minutes?"
Emma blushed and looked at the ground, chagrined. "We tried our best."
"We made it longer than five minutes," Misty added. "Just, like, you know how we are."
"Yeah, I do," Jasmine sighed. She turned back to her dad. "Ok, you can stop staring now. They're all too young for you, you know."
Her dad shook himself back to reality, blushing harder than any of the rest of them, and finally pulled his car back onto the road.
"Sorry about that," Emma said. "We didn't mean to flash parents, but--"
"I did," Marcia said happily. "I love you guys. You let me do all the things I never really was brave enough to do on my own."
"... like being naked in front of people?" Misty asked.
"Yep! Mostly that."
"Well I hope you can all continue to not be arrested or thrown out of school," Jasmine said.
"Thanks," Emma said, unsuccessfully trying to get her bottoms back in place. "Everyone else is in the backyard."
"Cool. I'll leave you pervs to it."
"Hey, I'm not a perv just 'cause I like being naked!" Marcia protested, flouncing off after Jasmine.
"Oh sure, you get off showing your naked body to strangers. Nothing pervy there."
"You make it sound worse than it is!"
Emma and Misty exchanged glances.
"It's gonna be a fun day," Misty said.
"Hehe, yeah. Help me get my bikini back in order for real?"
"Sure, babe."
****
Persephone and Lilian settled into loungers in the backyard. They were allegedly supervising proceedings, but instead mostly just guiltily enjoyed the sights.
"Oh god," Persephone sighed. "I'm going to be hard in no time."
Lilian, enjoying the rare sight of her wife totally red and flustered, just laughed. "So what's new?"
"I mean... just look at them."
Lilian was looking. And, indeed, she was enjoying. "Nice view, isn't it?"
"It's too much."
"Pff, you're loving it."
Persephone squirmed. "Just... it's gonna be weird if their friend's mom gets a boner over them, isn't it?"
Lilian glanced around the yard full of teenagers in various states of undress, the majority of which being futas with obvious erections. "You're actually worried about that? You know, I can't even remember the last time you were shy about getting hard over someone."
"It's been a long time since I've felt the need to be shy about it."
Fortunately for Persephone, her discomfort didn't have to last very long before a pair of curious teenage futas sidled over and rather cutely asked if they could play with her cock. They were really quite enthralled with how big she was compared to them, and were hopeful that they might get bigger like her someday.
"Don't hope to get this big," Persephone advised. "It gets kind of inconvenient for much of anything, really."
Lilian smiled. "But you do so love stuffing butts full with it," she said.
Lilian continued to grin unabashedly as Persephone attracted more wandering eyes and hands. Several club members were interested in a look or a feel, and some of the bravest seemed to consider trying to do more than that.
After a while, both moms had pretty well forgotten about any differences in age or maturity, and were having fun playing with the much younger club members, encouraging them to variously choke on Persephone's cock, nuzzle some soft boobies, or have a go on Lilian's pussy.
****
Emma and Misty surveyed the backyard as they finally couldn't help themselves any longer. They'd been good hosts as long as they could manage it, but their hormones wouldn't allow it any longer.
"Unf, I might just need a quick cum before I can focus on anything else," Emma said.
"Mmm, me too," Misty agreed. "What do you think, find someone to double team?"
"Hm, maybe." Emma's eyes alighted on Persephone and Lilian. "Your moms sure found some playmates, huh?"
Misty giggled. "I should get a few pictures. Whip 'em out next time they accuse of me of being too naughty and sex-focused."
"... are they likely to accuse you of that?"
"I dunno. Maybe. I gotta get a pic of Damian trying to ride Mom's cock, though. And... who's that tonguing Mommy's ass you think?"
Emma shrugged. "Can't tell from this angle. Wanna go see?"
"Nah, leave them their fun. They're having a good time."
Emma and Misty casually stripped off their bikinis, which hadn't been doing much for modesty anyway. Several of their friends were fully naked already, which gave the girls plenty of options for their current sex mission.
Given the atmosphere, recruiting some sex partners didn't take long, and Emma and Misty each buried a cock in Carla and Kayla's buttholes, side by side on the lawn. Carla and Kayla were happy to help out, as friends do. They got their bums pounded and cummed in all nicely, then played with each other some afterward.
"Where's Saphy at?" Emma asked, the thought having occurred to her once her brain was freed up a little from pure sexual thoughts.
Misty stretched out next to her in the sun while Ben and Link, two very cute and eager boys, licked their cocks clean for them.
"Waiting for her giiirrrlfriend," Misty said.
"Oh, you definitely think Ms. Kindle's coming? She hasn't shown up yet."
"Mmm, but she'll be here. They're way too in love for her to miss this."
"Hehe, you think? I mean they like boning each other for sure, but--"
"Definitely," Misty insisted. "I know my sister. They're both all, like, aloof and in control and shit. Makes it harder for them to just admit all those tender emotions. But they're there."
"Well I hope it works out."
"Yeah. Me too."
****
Saphira sauntered up to the car parked on the side of the road and gently tapped on the window. Ms. Kindle, sitting inside, started at the noise, then slowly rolled down the window.
"Gonna sit out here all day?" Saphira asked.
"I'm... thinking about it," Ms. Kindle said.
"You're not that scared of meeting my parents, are you?"
Ms. Kindle's eyes narrowed. "Not scared, no. Nervous maybe."
Saphira tilted her head. "Why? You aren't scared of anything."
"You can't possibly think that's true."
"Come on. My moms are lovely people. They'll be happy to meet you."
"Even in the context of me banging their daughter?" Ms. Kindle asked, one eyebrow perfectly raised.
Saphira laughed. "Why not? We're a very open family."
"I used to be your teacher."
"Well you're not anymore. As if that's a problem anyway."
"It's ethically very questionable, at best."
Saphira sighed and looked toward her house. She was getting a little antsy, and not just because passing cars kept slowing down as they passed, presumably taking in her bent over form while in her bikini top and short shorts.
"Christine, I want you to meet my parents sometime, ok? I mean, technically you've all met already. Just not as my girlfriend or anything. And--"
"Girlfriend?"
Saphira squirmed. "Well, just something I was thinking about. You want to maybe, like, go on some dates and stuff? Dinner on Friday maybe?"
Ms. Kindle slowly grinned. "You're asking me out?"
"I think that's what I just did, yeah."
"Well well, you do care."
"Of course I do. I really like you. Always have."
Ms. Kindle stepped out of her car. She wore a beach top and sarong, and looked quite elegant in the outfit. "Yes, but you mostly liked having sex with me. Like I was just a fantasy for you."
"You didn't enjoy that?"
"Oh I did. But I'm much happier to meet the parents of someone I'm dating than someone who I'm in a teacher and student fantasy thing with."
Saphira shrugged. "I shall have to remember that."
Ms. Kindle took her hand. "And I'd prefer if you'd call me Christine more, instead of Miss. It's more... girlfriendy."
"What about doing fun roleplays in the bedroom? Or other places?"
"Well that's different, obviously." They started walking. "I'll be taking you out on Friday."
"Nuh uh, I'm taking you out. I asked first."
"I'm--"
"And you don't get to play the teacher card. You said we weren't doing that for dating."
Ms. Kindle laughed. "Ok, fine. You take me out on Friday. I'll get next week."
Saphira nodded. "That's fair."
Upon arriving at the back yard, they both took in the sight of Persephone and Lilian.
"So... one of your moms has Damian impaled on her cock," Ms. Kindle said slowly.
"Correct," Saphira said.
"And the other is getting her ass thoroughly eaten by Jasmine."
"That does seem to be the case." Saphira squeezed Ms. Kindle's hand gently. "Still worried about what they think of you boning their daughter?"
"A bit less so now, I suppose."
Saphira led Ms. Kindle over to her parents and made some introductions, though in fact everyone knew everyone else already. Still, it was nice to formally introduce a girlfriend to one's parents.
Jasmine chose the introductions as a good time to slip her cock into Lilian's pussy, which took away even more gravitas from the situation, but that was alright. It was an excuse to slip away as soon as hands had been shaken and pleasantries exchanged.
"You don't mind your parents getting taken advantage of by your sister's schoolmates like that?" Ms. Kindle asked as they walked away.
Saphira snorted. "First of all, why should I? Second of all, that's not what's happening."
"I suppose it isn't. Your family... actually seems nice. Weird, but nice."
"Not like your family?"
"My family has never engaged in a full on orgy with a multitude of teenagers."
"It's not an orgy." Saphira paused and looked around. She spotted Misty and Emma double teaming one of their friends, her moms still at their fun, and lots of other horny teenagers doing whatever they felt like. "Ok, it's a bit of an orgy."
"And it doesn't even occur to you that it's a bit weird, does it?"
"Well... I mean technically it is, I suppose. But I also think it's weird the idea that everyone has urges and needs, and you're just supposed to hide them most of the time." Saphira shrugged. "I feel like if people were more open about sex stuff, we'd all be happier."
Ms. Kindle stared at her. "That's surprisingly deep."
"Pff, don't pretend you don't know how deep I can be."



"You mean physically or...."
"I meant intellectually. But yes, also my butthole. That too." Saphira smirked. "Kinda want to be inside it, don't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Well lucky we're at an orgy then, huh?"
Saphira started shedding clothes. She was getting to a point of needing to free her cock anyway. Being around Ms. Kindle had that effect on her even in less sexually charged situations than a backyard full of horny teenagers.
Ms. Kindle looked around once more, then shrugged and stripped her clothes off too. No one minded a teacher participating, least of all Saphira's parents, so what the hell.
Within moments, both of them were naked and had lubed Saphira up so Ms. Kindle could slide her cock in. She hissed in satisfaction and buried herself deeper in Saphira's ass.
Saphira purred. "I'd been hoping you'd pound me today."
"Mmm. I bet you were."
****
Emma and Misty both shared a giggle over Saphira and Ms. Kindle joining the party.
"Told you it wouldn't take long," Misty said.
"Hehe, yeah, you're right," Emma said. "You do know them better than I do. I really thought Ms. Kindle would try to remain aloof for a while."
"Nah. She's as horny as any of us. And more so when it comes to my sister."
"That's true."
Misty looked around. "So what should we do now?"
"Good question. We could just chill for a bit, I guess."
"What, you cum a couple times and you're done?"
"Haha, no. Just thought it might be fun to relax and watch everyone else for a bit. We don't relax together much, you ever notice that?"
Misty grinned. "That's 'cause we always wanna fuck around when we're together."
"Oh yeah," Emma said while smiling back. "That's true."
"I mean, we definitely could chill for a bit. Ooorrr we could go play some more while we got lots of friends around to play with."
"You have my attention. What kind of playing are we talking?"
Misty bit her lip. "What if we lube up our butts--"
"Good idea."
"--and then I'll be it and chase you, and if I catch you I get to fuck you some."
Emma giggled. "Sex tag. I like it."
"I thought you might."
"Then after you catch me, I get to be it, right?"
"Naturally."
"And maybe we'll get other people to play too?"
"Hopefully."
"We might need more than one person it at a time," Emma said thoughtfully. "So as not to slow the game down."
"I feel like that'll probably work itself out somehow."
Emma and Misty helped each other lube their buttholes up, ready for action. Then with a teasing grin, Emma took off running across the yard. Misty let her get a small head start, just sighing and watching her naked girlfriend flouncing away, tits and cock bouncing freely, then took off after her.
The girls laughed and tore around their classmates, just enjoying the thrill of the chase at first. Misty almost caught Emma a couple times, but Emma slipped away again. The third time Misty grabbed her she got a good hold and wrapped her arms around in a firm grip just to be sure.
Emma happily submitted and let Misty pound her butt. Not for long or anything, just thirty seconds or so, then they were back running with Emma chasing Misty this time.
It didn't take much of this before they had some more friends wanting to join. What had previously been a somewhat calm and organized affair, relatively speaking, was soon a chaotic yard full of naked eighteen year olds running around, shrieking, laughing, trying to tackle each other, and frequently engaging in short, energetic bursts of sex in one form or another.
"I knew it would work out," Emma said, panting on the sidelines briefly with Misty as they took a time out to catch their breath.
"Turns out the rules kind of work themselves out pretty well," Misty agreed.
"Yeah. Like it turns out if two people try and tag someone at the same time, they can just share. That one worked out nicely."
"A very friendly game that way. Back to it?"
Emma nodded and straightened up. "I got my breath back. Let's go."
The girls rejoined the fray, at first chasing their friends around with the intention of sharing if they could, but soon finding themselves being chased more than they were chasing. Freeform as the rules were, being it was more a matter of general belief than any actual evidence.
Not that Emma or Misty minded at all. They were hosting, after all, and in this case good hosting meant helping friends out with their boners. Emma and Misty had to run for a while to at least make people work for their fun, but that turned into more and more time spent on the ground with someone inside them.
"I guess this was halfway inevitable," Emma said with a faint giggle.
"What's that?" Misty asked. "Getting pounded by everyone?"
Emma held Misty's hand and looked back behind both of them. She had Jasmine up her ass currently, while Candace was using Misty's.
"Something like that," Emma agreed.
The two of them happily became the party sex toys. There was lots of other sex happening anyway, but they made themselves easy targets if someone just wanted to have a nice, quick cum and go about their business.
It got to run around playing tag at all. Between the increasing loads of cum all over them and up their bums, as well as the gradual stretching and gaping of their buttholes, Emma and Misty found it easier to stay put and let people come to them. There was, as it turned out, a certain practical limit to how many cocks one could take before suffering in athletic ability.
On one of their infrequent breaks between their friends cumming in or on them, Emma and Misty lay on their backs, holding hands, taking a breather and idly watching clouds pass overhead. They were quite content with a moment to themselves and a chance to catch their breath, so to speak.
That chance was short-lived, as was to be expected. Triplet shadows fell across the two cummy, lounging futas. Misty looked up and surveyed the amused faces of Jenna, Sierra, and Eve, all three of them naked as per the dress code of the day. Seeing them naked wasn't unusual, given all the showering together after gym they'd done together, but it was an especially pleasant sight in bright daylight, gentle breeze caressing their bare skin and rippling their hair.
"Hey guys," Misty said happily.
"You two sure seem to be having fun," Jenna said.
Emma smiled unashamedly, holding tight to Misty's hand, and rather overtly bouncing her gaze between the three girls' pretty pussies, so conveniently presented above her for her enjoyment. Whether that was deliberate or not was kind of irrelevant.
"It's a pretty good time," Emma said. "I'm gonna pay for it tomorrow though, I can sense it."
"Mmm, our butts might be out of commission for a week," Misty agreed, giggling together with Emma at the sexy absurdity of how much pounding their poor bums were taking all in one afternoon. Though to be fair, it still wasn't nearly so bad a stretch for their assholes as even getting fucked once by Misty's mom or Ms. Kindle.
"How 'bout your cocks though?" Eve asked pointedly.
"Oh they're fine," Misty said. "Why? Feel like playing with them some?"
"We're here to help," Emma added, laughing at the absurdity of her life that she and her girlfriend could casually just play the game of being living sex toys for their friends and classmates.
"Something like that," Sierra said, giving Jenna and Eve a special kind of sneaky look. "Just... you know, it's that kind of day...."
"Super horny kind of day," Eve agreed.
"We thought it might be a good day to try sex," Jenna finished.
"Good idea," Emma said cheerfully.
Misty, marginally more alert than Emma, considered the proposition. "Like... as in none of you have--"
"Not yet," Jenna said. "But you've both been fun to play with, and in the absence of any romantic prospects for any of us...."
"Seems like a good time," Sierra said.
"Since we're all horny and stuff," Eve said. "As is... literally everyone else here."
"Plus best friends should get to support each other with this kind of thing more often," Jenna said as she knelt down straddling Emma.
"Very supportive of you all," Emma said, happily reaching up to play with Jenna's boobies.
Misty studied Emma, unsure if she was grasping the situation or not. It wasn't super relevant, as neither of them were inclined to say no to sex, but Misty thought it was worth emphasizing. "Em, it's their first time with--"
"I know," Emma said, turning to smile at Misty, then reaching out to take her hand. "And we get to do it together. Just like they do. It's nice, isn't it?"
"Ha, ok, you are paying attention then."
"Somewhat, yes," Emma said.
Misty got distracted by Sierra straddling her and rubbing her pussy on her cock. Jenna was grinding on Emma's shaft, both girls preparing themselves mentally and physically to take cock in their pussy for the first time.
Eve knelt between Jenna and Sierra and held her besties' hands supportively. Jenna and Sierra continued to grind their hot little pussies along Emma and Misty's cocks, getting all wet before eventually taking them inside.
There were some moans and whimpers from the girls, while Emma and Misty both just kind of sighed happily at the feeling of it. Emma took Misty's hand again and smiled lazily at her.
"This is nice," Emma purred. "Why don't we have sex with pussies more often?"
"Because most of the people who want to have sex with us have cocks," Misty said.
"Oh right. Well I'm glad these girls are really horny today then."
Jenna blushed. "We're right here, you know."
Emma nodded. "I know. You're doing really good. Your pussy's so tight and silky around my cock."
Jenna blushed deeper. "Oh, I--"
"We should have sex more."
Sierra didn't blush nearly as hard as Jenna, and seemed mostly focused on riding Misty. She was already moving quite a bit faster than Jenna, taking Misty deep and bouncing up and down on her.
"This is just... to try sex," Sierra panted. "Not necessarily a regular thing."
Eve had wide eyes drinking everything in as she still clung to her friends' hands. "It could be a regular thing though."
"That's the spirit," Emma cheered. "I'ma have sex with you next."
Misty rolled her eyes, but also smiled at Emma's total lack of concern or anxiety in declaring what she wanted. She could still remember when Emma hadn't dared even show herself naked to anyone, and the change to her free and wanton behaviour these days was really quite impressive and heartwarming.
Jenna was grinding around on Emma's cock, really getting into it, and even lowered a hand to play with her clit. Sierra continued to be more athletic about riding Misty, really bouncing around on her.
Jenna managed to cum first, happily moaning and shivering. She still kept going until Emma came inside her. Sierra waited until Misty was filling her pussy up with cum before she rubbed her own clit too and had her orgasm while getting all messed inside.
The girls got off their respective cocks and sat down next to each other, both examining and whispering about their newly cummy pussies. Eve bit her lip and stared enviously at her friends and their creampies, then set her jaw in determined fashion.
"Alright, my turn," Eve said.
Misty was about to suggest a brief break first, but Emma was already reaching out to help Eve onto her cock, so she shrugged and let it go.
Eve was already quite wet, and didn't waste any time sliding on to Emma's dick. Rather surprising both Emma and Misty, though, Eve only barely got settled before crooking a finger at Misty, then spreading her butt cheeks.
"Come here," Eve said.
Misty raised an eyebrow. "Really?"
"Yeah. I want you both."
"For your first time though?"
Eve nodded seriously. "How many girls get to lose their virginities to a pair of sexy futas up their pussy and bum at the same time?"
"Well, when you put it that way," Misty said as she moved around behind Eve.
Emma grinned as she lightly fondled Eve. "It'll be a good story for sure," she agreed.
"Who's she gonna tell it to though?" Sierra asked, nevertheless already playing with her pussy as she watched her recently virgin best friend get double penetrated right in front of her.
"It'll be a story for her grandkids someday," Jenna laughed somewhat maniacally. "She'll sit them down and tell them--"
"Shush," Eve said. "Tease me about it later if you have to."
Misty discovered that Eve already had her butthole lubed up, apparently well prepared for this. She was quite tight, partly owing to Emma already stuffing her pussy full, but also quite willing and eager to get Misty inside her too.
Eve whimpered at the extra intrusion, especially as her ass got stretched out more, but refused to let Misty stop.
"Keep going," Eve insisted. "I can take it. I've tried it with fingers."
"Cocks tend to be a bit bigger," said Misty, who simultaneously really wanted to keep going. She didn't want to miss this, nor miss out on sharing it with her beloved Emma.
"You're such a secret perv," Sierra laughed.
Eve flushed. "Am not. Playing with myself isn't pervy. Everyone does it."
"Not in the bum necessarily," Sierra said.
Eve wriggled, then gasped and stiffened as Misty went deeper inside her.
"It's pretty hot though," Jenna said, staring wide-eyed at the action with her hand pressed to her messy pussy.
"Oh definitely it is," Sierra agreed. "Just wouldn't have expected it from Eve before today."
Eve moaned loudly and had to take a few deep breaths. "I told you guys I wanted to try this. You knew."
"Yeah," Jenna said. "But I want to have sex with Chris Hemsworth. Doesn't mean I expect to actually ever do it."
Misty sighed in contentment as she got herself balls deep up Eve's bum. It was so tight and warm in there, and she could feel Emma's cock rubbing against hers through the thin barrier between Eve's ass and pussy. It was really kind of romantic, in a certain light. Mostly sexy and dirty though. Either way was good.
Eve was clearly getting overwhelmed as both Emma and Misty started fucking her, getting them both at once, so deep inside her. She trembled despite her determination.
"We can stop if you want," Emma said.
Eve shook her head. "No!"
"No, don't stop," Jenna agreed. She crawled next to Eve and held her hand, just as Eve had done for her shortly before.
"We've got you," Sierra said, crawling to her other side and holding her hand too.
Misty shared a secret look with Emma, both finding the display of friendship quite cute and endearing. As one, they thrust harder and deeper into Eve, truly double stuffing her.
Eve's eyes rolled back in overwhelmed pleasure. Her mouth hung open, drooling slightly as she got railed. Her grip on her best friends' hands tightened as a necessary link to reality.
Eve went increasingly gooey and boneless as she got fucked, and had to be supported more and more just so she didn't fall over. She came with a loud series of moans and whimpers, squeezing tight on Emma and Misty's cocks in her pussy and ass.
Emma and Misty both came shortly after, filling Eve's tight, formerly-virgin holes up with cum for the first time. Eve mewled, whimpered, and drooled through getting twin creampied, and practically collapsed as soon as the futa cocks were withdrawn.
Jenna and Sierra laid Eve down gently, then spent some time examining her pussy and butthole, particularly the cummy messes inside.
Misty curled up next to Emma, and together they idly cuddled and watched the girls coo over each other's creamy fillings.
"That was fun," Emma said.
"Mmm, yeah," Misty said, kissing Emma's shoulder softly. "We should do more stuff like that."
"I don't know that there are a lot of people who want their cherry popped double-penetration style."
Misty laughed softly. "I mean, not specifically that necessarily. Just... just special things that we share together."
"Oh that. Yeah, we definitely should do as much of that as possible."
****
Lilian broke out the barbecue to start grilling up some food. There were snacks out as well, which would help keep the horde of hungry teens from getting cranky, and she and Persephone had intended to add to that with some burgers and hotdogs. As it turned out, Persephone had her hands full, so to speak, with the sheer number of their daughter's classmates who wanted a turn with her cock. Or several turns, in some cases.
Lilian's smiled as she watched another young futa try to impale herself on Persephone's shaft. She'd become the challenge of the day for those horny enough. Most simply couldn't handle having their asses stretched that much and gave up. Lots didn't even try, and only played with Persephone's cock in other ways, like sucking or rubbing on it. Some got it buried inside themselves though, and wore the subsequent gape of their bum like a badge of honour.
The various sights of her wife and kids so thoroughly enjoying themselves kept Lilian quite happy as she stood guard at the barbecue, feeling actually slightly overdressed wearing only an apron for protection while cooking. Her beloved wife was a decided centre of attention, Saphira had her new girlfriend to occupy her, and Misty had Emma--who was practically a bonus daughter these days--plus a train of her other friends that her and Emma seemed to be working their way through.
As it turned out, Lilian wasn't left wanting for attention either. Most everyone who came over to grab some food got at least a quick fondle on the way by. Lilian was quite encouraging of the naughty touches, or anything else too, really. It had been such a long time since she and Persephone had been in the world of horny teenagers to this extent, and she kind of loved it.
"Hey, Mommy. Having a good time?"
Lilian smiled as Saphira sneaked up on her from behind and kissed her cheek.
"I really am," Lilian said.
"I could tell. I saw all those teens coming by and grabbing your booty."
"Can I help it if they're horny little things?"
Saphira laughed. "No, not really, but you do encourage them so."
"... maybe."
"And I see you got cum all over your butt too."
"Yes, well one of those horny little things thought it was good place to grind on and make a mess."
Saphira moved closer and pressed her cock up her mother's butt crack. "They were quite correct."
Lilian sighed happily and pressed her bum back against her daughter's erection. "As nice as that is, darling, I'm pretty sure it's bad etiquette to leave your girlfriend alone at a party to go have sex with your mother."
Saphira smiled broadly, while grinding on Lilian's cummy ass. "I love the sound of that. My girlfriend." She sighed happily.
"Christine could be good for you," Lilian said. "I think she will be."
"Mmm, too bad she says I shouldn't really keep calling her Ms. Kindle if we're gonna be together."
"Again, I think it might be poor etiquette to keep fetishizing the teacher relationship if you're going to be a couple."
Saphira kissed Lilian's shoulder. "You're so wise in the ways of romantic etiquette, Mommy."
"I try my best."
"Anyway, I really just came over for some food. Can we get a couple burgers?"
Lilian prepared two plates for Saphira while her daughter insisted on continuing to grind on her booty. Saphira thanked her and flounced away with the food.
This unfortunately left Lilian pretty worked up and no one left grinding on her. But, as she probably should have expected, it wasn't the kind of day where she'd be left all on her own for long. A quite cute and shy futa pattered up and bit her lip while shifting her weight from foot to foot.
"You're Misty's mom, right?"
Lilian smiled. "One of them, yes."
"Cool. Is it... I mean...." The cutie blushed heavily.
"Do you want food?" Lilian coaxed. "Or me?"
She blushed harder. "You," she squeaked. "I don't have a lot of sex experience. I just got to be friends with your daughters recently."



"Marcia?" Lilian hazarded, based on tales she'd heard. She decided not explain that Emma wasn't technically her daughter. It wasn't overly relevant.
"That's me."
"I've heard you're an awful exhibitionist for supposedly being so shy."
Marcia met Lilian's eyes, cheeks still cherry red. "Maybe that's part of what makes it exciting."
"Ha, that could be. Do you... want some help with that erection?"
Marcia nodded eagerly. "I... I'm not sure if I should ask this. It seems rude. But Misty assured me it was ok."
"What?"
"If I could... try your pussy. I know you're not really supposed to ask your friends' mothers that kind of thing, but--"
"Most mothers you'd probably be right," Lilian said. Her pussy was already tingling at the thought of having this young cutie inside it. "But yes, you may."
Marcia beamed with delight as Lilian turned and leaned over the snack table. Marcia grabbed her hips, and without any preparation at all, simply shoved her cock into Lilian's waiting hole.
It was, technically, probably another breach of etiquette to not at least play with her pussy a little first, Lilian thought. But it was so hot to have a possibly virgin futa want to fuck her so bad and just kind of take her like that. Plus Lilian was plenty wet already, and had at least one load of cum in her pussy from previous fun.
Naturally, Misty and Emma chose right about then to saunter over, while Lilian was bent over and getting enthusiastically railed by their friend. Their friend who, as Lilian understood it, Misty had given permission to fuck her mother.
"Hey, Mommy," both girls said, smiling and holding hands.
"Hello, girls," Lilian said.
"I see you met Marcia," Misty said cheerfully.
"Don't be smug, dear."
"She can't help herself sometimes," Emma said.
"Hey!" Misty protested. "I'm never smug."
Lilian exchanged a glance with Emma.
"Sure, dear," Lilian said. "Try not to drip cum all over the food, by the way."
Both Misty and Emma were spattered in their friends' drying cum, basically all over their lithe, naked bodies.
"I could say the same to you, Mommy," Misty said while she and Emma loaded up a plate of food each. "Fucking by the food like that, health code violation."
Lilian rolled her eyes. "Good of you to be so conscientious, dear Artemis."
"Yes, I thought so."
"Ooh, your mom's pussy is so great," Marcia cooed.
Misty beamed. "Isn't it though? Glad you're enjoying it. You're welcome any time."
Lilian nearly chastised her daughter for talk like that, but honestly she was right. Lilian wouldn't mind Marcia coming over for sex basically whenever.
Misty and Emma both cheekily felt up Lilian's breasts before leaving Marcia and her to their fun. Lilian closed her eyes and enjoyed the thrill of having an energetic eighteen year old pumping away at her pussy with far more enthusiasm than experience. It was just like the old days, when she and Persephone had been the horny little things messing around with their various friends.
Marcia exploded inside Lilian, adding to the teenage mess inside her. Lilian was a bit regretful that it was over already, but that was teenagers for you. Rather happily for her, Marcia actually wasn't done. She reached around and played with Lilian's boobs under her apron, slowly working up the courage to speak.
"Was that ok?" Marcia asked.
"Yes, it--"
"Can I go again, you think? Only once isn't enough a lot of the time, and you just feel so good, like your pussy is so soft and wonderful, better than my hand. Way better. And I--"
"You can," Lilian croaked, trying not to show how embarrassingly excited she was at the prospect. "Just let me check the grill and make sure nothing's burning."
****
Persephone could only smile lovingly as she watched her wife from a distance. That cute futa seemed to be having a second go. Lilian would love that, no doubt.
Persephone herself was rather trapped, a constant stream of teenagers coming over to get a look and a feel of her cock, marveling that futas could get so big when they were older. Two of them, a boy and a futa, had managed to take her up their butts so far, though no one had taken her right to her balls yet. Not the way her more experienced family could.
Still, the attempts were fun, and the teens were all pretty good about getting her off when they'd teased her too much for comfort. Just recently a brother and sister, Maddy and Jax, had worked together to jerk and suck her off, receiving a shared creamy shower for their efforts. They'd run off giggling to lick each other clean after. They were quite delightful, Persephone thought.
The occasional orgasm was enough to get Persephone through the constant teasing from all these teens who didn't really know how to take a cock her size. It made her grateful for her rather skilled family. But, by the same note, it was a rather pleasant and unique experience to be practiced on by so many enthusiastic amateurs in a row. There were far worse ways to spend a sunny afternoon than having a series of cute, naked teens all sucking, rubbing, or sitting on her cock.
****
Emma and Misty got cummed on a few more times while they were trying to eat. Just sitting and minding their own business still seemed to result in some of their friends thinking it would be fun to wander over and cum on them. Neither girl minded, though. Being casual cum dumps was pretty hot and got them horny again for when they were done eating. Plus the occasional lick of cum off of each other's body between bites added to the flavour of their food.
"We're getting so messy," Misty said.
"Mmhm. Loving it, aren't you?" Emma said.
"Hehe, how can you tell? Just 'cause I'm super hard right now?"
"That's a clue. Plus I just know you pretty well."
"Mmm, that's true."
Misty leaned over to kiss Emma, and in the midst of it they shared another cumshot across both their faces at once. They finished their kiss that much cummier than when they'd started.
They were still just beaming at each other as Ben and Link walked up shyly, all cute and naked and holding hands.
"Oh hey, wanna cum on us too?" Emma asked. "We're getting quite a collection."
"Uh, no, we thought maybe we'd suck you both off though," Ben said, blushing rather adorably.
"That's a nice offer," Misty said as her cock twitched. "How 'bout you suck us a little now, and when we finish eating we'll fuck you both?"
The boys stared hungrily but nervously at Emma and Misty's cocks.
"I don't know," Link said. "We don't really do that."
Misty frowned. "So, what, you only want to suck cock?"
Ben shrugged, still blushing. "It's really hot."
"That's true," Emma agreed. "It's hotter getting fucked in the butt though."
The boys whispered together for a moment.
"We haven't, like, done that before though," Link said.
"Well it's a good thing you've got us then," Misty declared firmly. "We're good teachers."
"I don't know if teaching's exactly what I'd call it," Emma laughed.
"Practical teaching is still teaching."
Emma gently took a handful of Misty's hair and pulled her close for another messy, cum-dripped kiss. "You just want to pop some more cherries, don't you?"
"Maybe. I love doing it with you. Plus I mean two cute virgin boys at the same time? How often are we getting that?"
"Good point. And really, I kinda feel like they were hoping we'd have sex with them."
"Oh? Why do you think that?"
Emma glanced at Ben and Link, who were just getting down on their hands and knees to crawl between the girls' legs.
"Partly a feeling. Partly... do you remember that first time they wandered into the girls' shower at school just so they could suck our cocks?"
"Mmm, I sure do," Misty purred. Ben's tongue found her erection at the same time as the warm, horny memory hit.
"I mean... who does that and isn't interested in more than just sucking someone off?"
Misty considered, though her thought process was hampered slightly by warm, supple boy-lips around the head of her cock. "A very narrow range of people, I suppose."
"I suppose the same. I'm pretty sure they want it."
"You know we're right here," Link said, nuzzling Emma's cock. "We can hear you."
"I know," Emma said, ruffling his hair. "And you're still here. Kinda proves my point, doesn't it?"
Link stared up at Emma while kissing her cock. "I mean... admittedly you two are kind of our heroes. If we're going to have anybody up our butts...."
Emma's eyes widened. "We're what? Why?"
"You know," Ben said. "Like... who else ever just started a sex club in school? Or streaked naked through the halls? Repeatedly, even."
"All those years in school before and we never knew you were even a futa," Link said. "And then this year... it's like whoa. Just doing all the things you want to do, and... and all the things some of us only dream we could do."
Misty smiled proudly. "That's my Emma," she said, squeezing Emma's hand.
"Same for you though," Ben said. "Rumour has it you're the reason Emma went so wild all of a sudden."
"That's very true," Emma said. "Very, very true."
"And I mean, your whole family's kind of--"
"Slutty?" Misty guessed.
"--I was gonna say awesome," Ben said. "I'm super jealous."
"You don't have to be jealous," Misty said. "You can play with any of them any time you want too."
"They're very welcoming," Emma said. "I should know."
"You two are pretty brave too, you know," Misty said. "Walking naked into a girls' shower to suck some cock. That's not easy."
"We were so scared!" Ben said.
"But honestly, I miss that first thrill too," Link said. "Like I was gonna die of embarrassment while also cumming from excitement."
"That thrill is one of the sacrifices we make," Emma said sagely. "Like running naked through school. It's never quite the same as the first time."
Ben and Link exchanged a look.
"Speaking of first times..." Link said.
"We're doing this?" Misty asked eagerly.
"It should be with you two, if we're gonna do it," Ben said softly. "And... and might as well be now."
Emma looked around at the yard positively full of horny naked teens and the occasional adult. "It's a good vibe alright."
Ben and Link ducked back down to suck on Emma and Misty's cocks some more. The horny futas didn't bother with the rest of their food, and instead spent some time caressing and cooing encouragement to the boys.
The boys were hornier and readier by the time Emma and Misty pushed them away from their cocks and set about lubing them up, but still quite anxious about it. Being the professionals they were, the girls spent a good amount of time and care licking Ben and Link's buttholes and being very gentle about applying lube.
The boys got all squirmy and whimpery as their bums got played with more and more.
"I think you're really liking this, huh?" Emma said to Link as she fingered his ass.
"... maybe."
"They're so damn cute," Misty said in between attempts to stick her tongue up Ben's butthole.
"Mmm, definitely," Emma said. "Ready to do it?"
Misty nodded. "Yep."
Emma and Misty flipped the boys over on their backs and lifted their legs over their shoulders. Emma rubbed her cock back and forth over Link's booty while getting to watch his adorable little expressions. Misty took the time to lie her cock on Ben's and compare them while grinding on him a bit.
"You don't have to show off," Ben murmured.
"Sure I do," Misty said cheerfully. "This is going inside you, you know."
Ben flushed. "Yeah, I know. But is it gonna fit?"
"Absolutely it will," Misty said with reassuring confidence. "We're basically professionals. Trust us."
Emma nodded in agreement, and simultaneously started to push inside Link's tight booty. His eyes went wide and his mouth hung open. No sound came out for a moment, then he uttered a long, low moan as he was stretched out by futa-cock for the first time.
Misty hurried to catch up to Emma, though was careful to be gentle about it. Some butts could be pounded hard and fast, and that was always fun, but some needed tender love, and that was fun too in a different kind of way.
The boys were helpless, whimpering messes. Their bums were getting properly stretched out and stuffed for the first time, and their faces were so adorably horny and overwhelmed. Their cocks drooled precum onto their tummies as they got buttfucked for the first time, and they kept looking at each other for reassurance. Slowly, carefully, Link reached out and took Ben's hand, twining their fingers together for mutual support while they got fucked.
"Mmm, he's so snug and stretchy," Emma purred. "How's Ben?"
"The same," Misty answered. "So soft around me."
She looked over at Emma, tearing her eyes away from the horny boy currently impaled on her cock. The two futas smiled at each other, then shared a loving kiss while fucking their respective boys.
"Wanna do them a bit harder?" Emma murmured.
"Ha, of course I do," Misty said. "I think they can take it."
"I think they'll love it."
The girls refocused on their fucking, taking better grips on Ben and Link, and building their rhythm. The boys moaned and whimpered, and spurted precum like crazy. It actually wasn't long before Link came all over his own stomach while Emma was buried in his tight, formerly virgin, teenage butt. Ben was close behind, cumming all over himself as well.
Emma and Misty happily accepted a job well done, and took their reward, which was naturally to cum deep inside the two messy boys. They each buried themselves balls deep when the moment came to ensure their cum went securely up Ben and Link's bums just as deep as possible.
"Oh my god," Link whispered somewhat dazedly, "I can feel it in me. How can she even cum that far inside me?"
"I feel it too," Ben hissed back. "It feels so good."
"Awww, they're so cute," Emma said to Misty as the boys obliviously got filled up and whispered back and forth to each other. "Can we keep them?"
"We'll see them plenty," Misty assured her girlfriend. "And I can imagine they'll want to be fucked lots more, if that's what you're worried about."
Emma grinned impishly. "It'd be fun having them around all the time, is all."
"You're such a horny little thing right now."
"You're not wrong."
The girls pulled out and both offered their messy cocks to their boy. Ben and Link, both somewhat comatose, still automatically used their mouths and tongues to haphazardly clean Emma and Misty up until their cocks shiny with spit.
"Good boy," Emma said, patting Link on the head.
Link beamed, then curled up more with Ben, both boys naked, messy, and freshly fucked.
"It's enough to make you want to fuck them again, isn't it?" Misty said.
"It is," Emma agreed. "But maybe let's let them be and see who else needs some fun."
"You mean who else we can have sex with?"
"Well obviously."
****
The party gradually wound down as the sun sank in the sky. Several people drifted away as their parents arrived to pick them up. A few of said parents got quite a shock when they wandered around to the backyard and saw exactly what their kids were up to, but mostly it was just a calm trickle of Emma and Misty's classmates heading out.
Somehow, most of their friends decided to cum on the girls before leaving, and Emma and Misty got to play cum dump again for a while, basically just kneeling together on the lawn and getting doused in cum by anyone who wanted to do so. It naturally left them absolutely coated in a thick layer of white, gooey mess.
Some of their hornier friends took advantage of the situation to get some incredibly sexy selfies with the girls, posing naked between two cummy shapes that were only somewhat recognizable as Emma and Misty if one looked closely. After a few such photoshoots, the girls started trying to hug anyone who got close, and most chose to squeal and dodge away instead of getting all that mess over them too. Others accepted the even hornier selfie opportunities.
In the end, not everyone ended up leaving, and accommodations were graciously extended to anyone who wanted to sleep over for the night.
Emma and Misty had to hit the shower for a long while to get cleaned off, after of course making sure they got a few pictures of just the two of them smiling together like twin cum monsters.
Lilian came to check on them a while later, opening the bathroom door without even knocking. "Are you two done in here yet?"
"No, Mommy," Misty said. "We're trying, but it's a lot of cum."
"Well try not to plug the drain at least."
"Doing our best," Emma assured her.
"Ok, well I think we're off to bed," Lilian said. "Some of your friends are still hanging around."
"Yeah, we're gonna go hang out with them once we're clean," Misty said. She poked her head out of the shower curtain. "Awfully early for you and Mom to head to bed, isn't it?"
Lilian let a smile grace her lips. "I think she wants to, uh...."
"Pound your a butt a lot in private?"
"Something like that, yes." Lilian stepped forward, gently took Misty's chin, and kissed her deeply. "We'll see you in the morning."
"Hehe, ok, have fun, Mommy."
Lilian crooked a finger at Emma too, who swapped places with Misty and got a deep kiss as well.
"Don't let things get too rowdy tonight," Lilian said.
Emma nodded. "I'll try."
Misty pouted. "Em's not more responsible than me or anything. You could entrust me with overseeing things."
"I could," Lilian agreed, "but I know you too well."
Emma just laughed at Misty's continued pout and started kissing her into submission as Lilian left them to it.
"You're lucky you're so cute," Misty said.
"Why? You jealous that your parents like me better?" Emma teased.
"Mmm, you're like a brand new daughter for them, and the baby's always the special one for a while." Misty kissed Emma a few times. "Luckily I know how to get all of you to pay more attention to me when I want it."
"Does your secret involve sexy fun times?"
"Almost exclusively, yes."
The girls laughed and played with each other while getting clean, and eventually had to get out when the hot water ran out. They were mostly clean by then, and sufficiently presentable to join their friends who were still hanging out and watching a movie. It was porn rather than a more traditional sleepover movie, but still.
It was nice to calm down and mostly just get cuddly with friends and lovers. There were some gentle handjobs happening, or sitting on someone else's lap, but it was all very slow and soft. Most energy had been burned off that afternoon and it was relaxation time now.
"Excellent party," Marcia complimented, stretching out near Emma and Misty.
"Thanks," Misty said. "Even if you did fuck my mom repeatedly."
Marcia bit her lip. "Yeah, she was pretty great. Thanks for that too."
"Any time," Emma said with a giggle.
"Not your mother to offer," Misty chastised with a gentle boop on Emma's nose.
"Practically is, though," Emma said. "Not like you mind anyway."
"True," Misty said. "Really, I like Mommy being happy, and she maaayyy have a thing for teenage cock, so...."
"Mmm, she's such a mommy though," Marcia sighed wistfully.
"Family really is the best," Maddison agreed, currently sitting with Jax on her lap, impaled on her cock. The sibs had been cuddle-fucking for basically the whole evening so far.
"I mean I wouldn't fuck my own mom," Marcia said quickly.
"Misty would," Emma giggled.
"Pff, you guys all would if you had moms like I do," Misty said.
"That's... actually probably true," Kayla said. "Some of my favourite futa porn is when there's like a mommy and she...."
Emma and Misty smiled and cuddled closer together as some of their friends got into a discussion about the finer points of incest futa porn. Neither of them could relate a whole lot, since they spent way too much time fucking each other and anyone else around them to have time for porn these days.



"I think we've got some really good friends," Misty whispered.
"Yeah, me too," Emma whispered back. "Who do you think we're taking to bed with us?"
"Who says it's not just me and you tonight?"
"It'll just be us tomorrow. Tonight I don't think we're getting away with it. People are gonna need somewhere to sleep."
Misty snorted. "And you think it's gonna be up your ass?"
"Unless you get there first."
Misty kissed Emma. "Well, maybe let's just see who follows us when we get that far."
"Good idea."
****
Bedtime was a complicated dance that somehow went quite smoothly. Everyone was horny, as they tended to be anyway, but especially after watching porn and talking about sex for an hour or two.
A few more friends drifted away to their own homes, but several still remained and divided themselves up between makeshift beds, and actual beds. Emma and Misty ended up in a cuddle pile of half a dozen naked teenage bodies crammed into one bed not meant for even half that many.
Marcia and Kayla went to Persephone and Lilian's room, a little tentatively, but were welcomed to join the moms in bed. Persephone even stopped pounding Lilian's ass long enough for them to join in the fun too.
A couple daring and particularly horny futas sneaked into Saphira's room, and were summarily butt-fucked into unconsciousness by Saphira and Ms. Kindle.
"Extra-credit for your class must be really fun," Saphira teased.
Ms. Kindle frowned. "I don't fuck my students. I really try not to."
"Mmhm. Just the cute, horny ones who stick their bums out at you, I suppose."
"You're a bad influence, Saphy. I may regret dating you."
Saphira grinned. "I promise you won't regret it ever," she said with a lascivious purr.
Saphira kissed Ms. Kindle, then the two of them fucked each other more next to the now snoozing futas with butts full of cum next to them.
****
Emma and Misty struggled a bit with their increased fame over the next little while. They'd been making an awful lot of sex friends anyway, but their infamy and popularity hit new highs as tales of the parties at Misty's house spread around.
They still saw all their regular friends, and had sex with them as appropriate. Marcia was often hanging around naked as much as she could get away with, Maddy and Jax fucked around together constantly, and Jenna, Sierra, and Eve were always horny in the showers after gym class.
Link and Ben found more opportunities to have Emma and Misty fuck them again, and they weren't the only ones. The girls somehow developed a reputation as virgin killers, which they admittedly didn't fight too hard when it turned out to involve even more classmates propositioning them for sex, boys and girls both. Sometimes it happened at school, sometimes at Misty's house.
Privacy had vanished almost entirely for them as Misty's place became a popular spot for hanging out after school. A dozen students could very easily be there on any given day, which worked out quite well for the most part, even if Emma and Misty sometimes just wanted alone time and not more buttholes thrown in their faces.
"My moms are happy though," Misty said thoughtfully in regard to the situation.
"About having a constant stream of horny teens to fuck around with? Go figure," Emma said, cuddling Misty from behind.
"I just mean, you know, it's been so hard to get any time just with you lately. I'd been thinking about trying to keep people out a little more."
"Ha, good luck. Your moms and Saphy are both loving it. And you are too most of the time."
"Yeah, most of the time. I honestly would have thought it would drive Saphy crazy, since she'd trying to date Ms. Kindle and all."
"Yeah, babe, but they both just fuck lots anyway. I think Ms. K might have mostly given up on the whole 'not fucking students' thing."
Misty giggled. "I don't think she was ever that good at not fucking students."
Emma pressed her cock against Misty's ass, straight up between her butt cheeks, but not trying to penetrate her or anything, just resting it there. "I like having some time just with you. It feels like we don't get much of it anymore."
"I know. Too many people want sex with us."
Emma laughed softly. "Such a problem."
"Hehe, I know. But sometimes it actually is. Sometimes I just wanna hang and cuddle with you."
"We'll have to make time. Maybe go on more dates or something."
"Like out in public? And not doing sexy things?"
"Um... yes?"
"Nice."
Emma kissed Misty's shoulder. "And we'll still double-team lots of our friends when we're horny."
"Well of course. Goes without saying."
"Love you, babe."
"Mmm. Love you too, Em."
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It was already hot, and only first thing in the morning. It would only get worse. The recent heat wave had been absolutely stifling.
I pattered up to my brother's room, having been sent to wake him for breakfast. He wasn't usually one for sleeping in so much, but we'd all been stuck at the house for a while with lockdown and that had certainly messed with our rhythms some. That and how damn warm it was at night.
I had been struggling as well, for that matter. I'd taken to sleeping nude with a fan on me as the only way I could stay cool enough to sleep, and even then it was a miserable thing some nights. I wasn't sure of Dess's methods, but I felt bad that he seemed to be having an even worse time of it than me.
Some summer this was turning out to be.
I thought nothing of pushing open Dess's door, inhaling and ready to cheerfully awaken him. I stopped, my breath releasing out in a soft, steady, uncertain flow instead of the morning greetings I'd planned.
Dess slept naked too, it seemed. At least he had last night. And with no covers. And... and he had morning wood.
Slowly, painfully, my brain processed the new information while I stood just inside my brother's room. I felt like an intruder, which I was. I hadn't intended to see him like this, it hadn't occurred to me that he'd be fully naked in front of me, and I didn't know what to do now.
The obvious thing probably would have been to turn around and walk right back out. I didn't do that. I just kept staring.
I wasn't sure what made Dess so alluring to me in that moment. He was disheveled and sprawled haphazardly across his bed, one of his legs tangled in his sheets. I could see damp patches on his bedding where he'd been sweating in the night.
But he was naked. That was sort of a trump card in certain situations. There was a forbidden thrill to catching him like that. Seeing something I shouldn't. And... something I was enjoying seeing.
That was the truly weird part. I'd seen my brother in so many different ways over the years. Sometimes in compromising situations, sure, that just happened sometimes with siblings living together. But never like this. Not totally unclothed and unaware of my gaze.
Why did I find it so bizarrely hot? That was the question. I wasn't sure there were any answers to be found in continuing to stare, and yet that's all I could do.
I was saved from gaping too long by Dess finally stirring awake. It was too late to flee by the time his eyes fluttered open, so I stayed right where I was, as though it was where I intended to be.
"Put some damn pants on," I said.
Dess looked down at himself and grunted. "What are you even doing in here?"
"Getting you up for breakfast."
"Funny job you're doing of it."
"You're up, aren't you?"
Dess groaned. "I'm awake. That's not the same as up."
My eyes flicked to his erection for a second. "I don't know, you seem up."
He threw a pillow at me. I ducked but it still caught me almost full on the shoulder. I just grinned at him as he swung his legs out of bed, stood up, and rummaged for clothes.
"Turning into a bit of a perv, aren't you, Rhae?" he said.
"I'm not!"
"You are."
"You think I'd perv on you?"
"I think that's exactly what you're doing."
Dess pulled on a pair of pyjama bottoms. He still tented them out rather obviously, but they at least technically covered his cock. His bare chest, which ordinarily wouldn't have attracted my attention at all, now fully occupied me.
"Not my fault you were naked," I said.
"Your fault you looked," he said, pulling on a t-shirt.
I shrugged as nonchalantly as I could manage. "Well a girl's gonna look, isn't she? Doesn't mean you're anything much to behold."
Dess grinned back at me. "That the best excuse you got?"
"Whatever. I think you're perving if you think I'm here just to check you out."
"My wildest fantasy come true," Dess agreed easily. "My brat of a little sister invading my privacy."
"Pff, you love it. You think I didn't see your dick twitch?"
"Heh, I knew you were looking."
I could feel my cheeks going way too warm, but luckily Dess was moving past me by then, headed to the bathroom. Probably to jerk off as much as anything. I refrained from thinking about it too much, or taunting him further on the way. I was too liable to get flustered at this point.
Instead, I took a few moments to compose myself, then went to sit down at the breakfast table. Dess was the last to arrive, after myself and our parents. As far as Mom and Dad were concerned, it was just another morning. Even Dess was acting like that was all it was. Just another too-warm morning that promised to be another scorcher later on.
I felt weird about the morning, though, and kind of hoped Dess secretly did too so it wasn't just me. It was my fault though. I didn't know what had possessed me. My sleep hadn't been much better than Dess's lately. Maybe that was it. Maybe it was just a lack of thinking clearly.
My brother was ok to look at, I could admit that. He wasn't anything special though. Not nearly enough to make me forget we were siblings. And yet... there was something. Something had happened to me while staring at him. Maybe it was just lack of sleep and the surprise nudity. Maybe that was all it took.
****
I spent a large part of my day reading in the shade. I'd donned a bikini a few times in the past few days, taking advantage of the copious sun, but today didn't seem like the day for it.
Dess didn't have any such compunctions. He went around shirtless most of the day. Out tending his plants. He had some small patches of peppers, tomatoes, blueberries, and a few other things. Fancied himself a gardener lately. He wasn't bad at it. I kept telling him he might as well try growing some pot plants while he was at it, though he kept laughing it off. Mom wouldn't have any of it anyway, we both knew, even if it was perfectly legal these days.
I kept watching him as he moved past, sometimes over the top of my book, sometimes through lidded eyes as I pretended to snooze. It was the way I might behave with a brand new crush. I knew the feeling from other boys I'd taken a liking to in the past. Any excuse to sneak peeks.
But it was fucking Dess. I was pretty sure it was impossible to crush on your own brother. So what the fuck?
Mom and Dad were pretty much doing the same as Dess and shedding clothes. Dad was shirtless, and Mom was down to only a bra and a pair of scandalously short shorts. Neither of them had ever been super into conservative dress, which was probably where Dess and I had gotten our lax attitude toward clothes. It had just never come down to full nudity before.
And maybe that was all it was, I reflected. Maybe because the only other times I'd seen a boy fully naked was when we had a real thing going, and specifically when having sex or something. Maybe lack of clothes didn't mean much to me, but total nudity did.
"Not getting any sun today?" Mom asked, casually squeezing my knee on the way by.
"Nah, not today," I said. "Kind of sick of the heat."
"Mmm, I understand. Usually you're in your bikini by this time of day though."
I shrugged. "Don't feel like it today, I guess."
She nodded sympathetically. "One of those days, huh?"
"What?"
"Where you hate how you look in certain outfits, I mean."
"Oh. Yeah, maybe," I lied.
"Well for what it's worth, and I know you won't listen to your old mom, but you're just as beautiful as ever, sweetie."
She kissed the top of my head, then pattered on by. I appreciated the words, or the spirit of them anyway, but I absolutely wasn't going to own up to why I was staying a little more modest today.
It wasn't even like I was wearing much more than usual. A thin tank top and a pair of shorts that barely covered my butt cheeks when I stood. More coverage than a bikini, but not by much.
It was only because the rest of my family was wearing skimpier outfits than me today, I decided, smiling faintly as I watched Mom bend over in her booty shorts. Usually I was cutting edge in that department. I'd set the bar too high, so that even a relatively normal outfit in this weather seemed like me covering myself up.
I didn't really need my family thinking something was wrong, but I also wasn't going to go change over it.
Dess eventually walked by me too, all half-naked and sweaty from the heat. I tried not to look directly at him, as I really just wasn't enjoying what that did to me today.
"Hey, sorry about this morning," I said.
He tilted his head. "Oh, that," he said, as though it was nothing.
"Yeah, no, I was just feeling kind of weird, I guess," I said. "Not enough sleep maybe. I really didn't think you'd be naked."
Dess shrugged. "Don't worry about. I'll just walk in on you in the shower or something and we'll be even."
I smiled despite myself. "I knew you were the one perving."
"Couldn't have been."
"You're already thinking about how to get my clothes off."
"Wouldn't need to. Usually you haven't been wearing hardly anything lately."
"So everyone keeps reminding me," I grumbled.
Dess sat down beside me. I still had my book open, despite not having read a word in minutes.
"I think it's really just not a big deal," he said.
"Oh?"
"This sort of thing was bound to happen sooner or later. We've been stuck here together. Things happen."
"So you really don't care?" I asked.
"I don't know that I don't care. But I don't think it bothers me."
"What's the difference?"
"I don't know, exactly, but I think there is one. I think mostly... mostly, if anything, I feel awkward that I had an erection at the time."
My lips twitched in a tentative smile. "Yeah, you sure did."
"Pff, don't grin at me like that. It's another thing that just happens."
"That's a good excuse. I'd stick with that if I were you."
"Shut up."
Dess shoved me. Not expecting the maneuver, I flailed wildly for a second, then squealed in surprise and indignation as I toppled onto the lawn.
"Hey!"
"Oops," he said while implying the exact opposite with his tone.
"That's not nice. Just 'cause you're embarrassed you got hard in front of me is no excuse."
"I got hard then you barged in. There's a difference."
"Still your fault."
"How did this get to be my fault."
"You're older, and you're a boy. It's all your fault."
Dess rolled his eyes and made as if to shove me again. I was ready this time and launched myself at him instead. I caught him off-guard with the sudden move and pinned him to the ground momentarily.
Surprise was much needed for me to have any kind of advantage in a physical contest between us. Dess out-weighed and out-muscled me in typical unfair boy fashion. Despite getting on top immediately, I couldn't maintain a hold on him.
We rolled around a bit, quickly collecting bits of grass from where the area had been mown the day before. Dess was only play-fighting with me, which meant he let me feel like I had the upper hand at times, even though in my heart I knew I didn't. I took every chance he gave me anyway, at least partly because of the thrill I felt every time I got on top of him and tried to hold him down. It was... concerning.
Wrestling between us was usually just a result of me getting annoyed with my brother. He didn't need to start grappling at me like that when he wanted to physically chastise me, but because of my disadvantages against him, staying close was the only way to assert even a modicum of dominance.
In this case, I felt things that weren't strictly related to trying to subdue a sibling. Things that made me tingle, for lack of a better word.
Even worse, I worried I might actually feel a deeper thrill when Dess was on top. I kept thinking about him naked and hard and pinning me like that. I knew that if he wanted, naked or not, he could hold me down until I submitted. It was intoxicating and wrong and confusing all at once.
It was everything I could do just not to show Dess how tempted I was to stop fighting. I had to dive back into it more ferociously than ever, again catching him by surprise and managing to force my way on top.
I went for an unorthodox tactic and tried pinning Dess with my legs holding his shoulders, and my butt practically in his face. To my surprise, it seemed to work.
"Well now," Dess said.
"Give up?" I asked.
He was quiet a long moment. "Maybe."
"What do you mean maybe? Yes or no?"
Dess stayed oddly quiet. It occurred to me as he stopped fighting back just what kind of position we were both in. I knew I was nearly sitting on his face, but as long as we'd been wrestling that didn't seem like a big deal. Now however I felt fairly awkward about it.
Dad chose that moment to stroll on by, while I was still trying to decide how to gracefully exit the situation.
"Rhae, honey, why are you sitting on your brother?"
"I... he was being Dess," I said. "And doing Dess-type stuff."
"Oh. Well he probably deserved it then."
I nodded firmly. "He did."
"Didn't," Dess mumbled from beneath me.
"What are you going to do now?" Dad asked.
"I hadn't fully worked that part out," I admitted.
"Well you may want to figure it out before Dess decides he likes it down there."
"Daaaddd!" I complained, simultaneous to a similar groan from Dess.
I grumbled about it, but got off Dess. My brother had a bemused look on his face, and didn't actually pick himself off the ground right away.
"Part of my job to embarrass you both terribly from time to time," Dad said, grinning unrepentantly.
He of course didn't know that part of the reason it was so embarrassing was the incident this morning, and indeed the very reason for our sibling scuffle in the first place.
Dad wandered off again, still chuckling to himself. Dess and I exchanged tentative glances, neither of us particularly moving just yet.
"Awkward now for you too?" Dess asked.
"Of course it is," I said.
"Yeah. I mean to be fair, you did sit on my face."
"Not... I didn't... not like that!"
"Well--"
"No well. None of that."
"Your butt was in my face though."
I rolled my eyes. "And I suppose you enjoyed that."
"I mean... kind of?"
I folded my arms tightly. "I'm going inside," I mumbled.
"Why? It's disgusting in there. Stay."
"You just want to check out my butt more."
"Not deliberately. And you checked me out naked first."
"That was not what I did," I insisted, despite knowing better.
"Sure you didn't." Dess ran his hand through his hair. "Anyway, maybe it's the heat, maybe it's the lack of sleeping well lately, but I can't stop thinking about it."
"Oh." I shuffled my feet. "Me either actually."
He nodded. "And I was checking out your butt just now."
"Obviously."
"Again, you stuck it in my face."
"Not on purpose."
"Still, though."
I shifted my weight again, watching my brother from the corner of my eye. "So what do you want to do now?"
"I don't know. Sit. Talk. Not be weird with each other."
"Might be asking a lot."
"Yeah. It might be." Dess considered for a moment. "I could take my shorts off if that would help."
A smile tugged at my lips. "Why would that possibly help?"
"I dunno. If you wanted to perv on me some more, I guess."
I warred internally between smiling wider and punching him as hard as I could. It was a close-fought battle for a moment.
"Alright," I finally decided. "Come on."
I gave Dess a hand up, then kept hold of his hand and led him to a more private area of the yard, snatching up my book with my other hand on the way. There was a big old maple tree in one corner, fairly sheltered, not totally ideal for my plans, but the best I could come up with. I sat down on the side away from the house, where I knew from experience I was invisible unless someone specifically came looking.
"This is a nice spot," Dess said.
"Mmhm."
"Shade. Privacy."
"True."
He hesitated, still standing. I ignored him and opened my book, though I struggled to focus on any of the words.
"So... what?" he said.
"Whatever you want," I said.
"... do you want me to take my clothes off?"
I shrugged. "If you like."
"You're being impossible, you know."
"I'm being very open to the possibilities, I think."
Dess sighed and gave up. He yanked his shorts and boxers down before sitting next to me, fully naked once again. I smiled and turned to check him out rather blatantly before going back to my book and only eyeing him sidelong.
"You're a lot less hard than before," I said.
"That'll happen."
"Guess you didn't like my butt that much."
"No, I did. Part of why I stopped fighting was I didn't want to, you know, get hard again."
I snorted. "Ok."
"I could feel it happening."
I flicked my eyes toward Dess's cock. "Seems like it's happening again," I remarked softly.
"Yeah."
My attempts at pretending I was reading were increasingly futile. Really I was just watching the fascinating process of my big brother's cock swelling to full strength. I wasn't sure that I'd ever sat and watched it actually happen before. Usually a penis was either hard or soft. The transition intrigued me.
"That didn't take long," I said.
"No, it didn't," Dess agreed.
"Is that 'cause I'm watching?"
"Well... it's pretty quick sometimes. Like... like when I'm naked with someone."
"Even your sister?"
"Maybe especially my sister."
"Oh wow."
"Just 'cause, you know, I shouldn't be. We shouldn't be doing this at all."
I nodded. "Well obviously."
"But it makes it more fun, somehow."
I smiled and closed my book, setting it aside and giving up the pretense that I wasn't fully invested.
"No wonder you didn't cover up this morning. You like me seeing you."
Dess turned his head for a second. "I don't know if that's what happened."
"You took the very first flimsy excuse to get naked again. I think it's exactly what happened."
"Let's not forget you started it."
"Accidentally."
Dess wagged a finger. "Maybe at first. But you kept looking."
I shrugged. "And you kept showing."
"You sat on my face."
"I stuck my butt in your face," I corrected. "And again only accidentally."
We were stuck at a bit of an impasse. I didn't mind. Our argument about which of us was most at fault was kind of irrelevant by now, and I think we both realized it. It was kind of just something to cover up my nervousness anyway, and I suspected the same of Dess. He was the naked one, and by all rights should be the more nervous of the two of us.
"It's just looking," Dess finally said.
"I'm aware."
"Like just looking isn't that bad, really."
"It's not," I agreed.
"I think maybe I kind of liked the way you looked at me this morning. Maybe that's why I just let you do it."
I bit my lip, then nodded slowly. "It was exciting," I admitted. "It still is."
"Yeah."
"Just like, I don't know, seeing anyone naked, I guess. There's a thrill to it."
"Not anyone," Dess amended.
"No, but you know what I mean." I ran my fingers through my hair. "I think that's all it is. I hope that's all it is."
"Just another naked boy to perv on?" Dess asked, smirking crookedly.
"Well... I think maybe the point is there hasn't really been a boy to perv on in a while," I said. "Or anyone to be interested in. Or anything much to do while we've been stuck at home. Fuck, maybe I'm horny. Like existentially."
"Things you never expect to hear your little sister say," Dess muttered in a low voice.
"Yeah I know, right?" I shrugged and pulled my knees up, hugging them to me. I waited another moment, then, "Are you going to jerk off or what?"
"Is that what you're waiting for?"
"Well you're just sitting there so hard."
"It'll go down eventually."
"I guess."




"You really wanna see it?"
"I... don't not want to."
Dess still sat and thought about it a minute, then shrugged. "No taking this one back," he muttered.
He reached out and slipped his fingers around his cock. I curled up tighter, trying to contain my excitement somehow. I was partially successful.
I still felt wide-eyed and over-eager, even if I wasn't actually doing anything. My casual admission of being existentially horny might have been more correct than I'd believed when I'd said it. Or maybe I was just bored and this was something very, very interesting.
Whatever the case, it held me absolutely fascinated. My brother's hand moved up and down his hard shaft in a smooth, obviously well-practiced motion. Somehow the knowledge that he'd done this many, many times in his life made it even hotter, and I couldn't explain why. Just something about my big brother being horny that was getting me all worked up.
That was kind of a normal reaction, I supposed. Being around someone horny had a tendency to spread, if one was feeling the vibe. There were plenty of circumstances that would lead to disgust instead. The curious part was why this wasn't one of those.
"How often you do this?" I asked, eyes riveted to Dess stroking his fist up and down.
"You mean just in general?"
"Yeah."
"I mean... you know, a normal amount."
"Which is?"
He blushed rather cutely. "Like... a couple times a day."
I bit my lip, feeling another thrill run through me. "Really?"
"Why? Is that too much?"
"I don't know. I'm not an expert. It's... kind of hot, though."
"That I masturbate?"
I squirmed, feeling some disappointment now that I wasn't joining my brother in playing with myself.
"That you do it all the time in the same house as me," I said.
"You didn't suspect already?"
"Well... there's like the suspicion of it, I guess, if I thought about it. Like it was the most likely thing. But there's a difference between strongly suspecting and actually knowing."
"Oh." Dess turned thoughtful, but didn't stop stroking. "How often do you do it?"
"A lady doesn't tell."
"I'm not asking a lady. I'm asking you."
I snorted. "Nice. You really want to know?"
"It's only fair."
"That's true. Well... I guess it depends."
"On?"
"You know. Horniness. Sometimes I am, sometimes I'm not. Like I could easily be doing it a couple times a day like you. Or more, when I'm in the right mood. But like lately, for instance, not much at all. Haven't been feeling it, and everything's just been so hot and sticky." I paused. "And not in the fun way."
"I get that," Dess said. "I haven't been feeling it as much lately either. Probably partly why I was so hard this morning."
"Uh huh."
I tried to sit still as my brother kept jerking off right next to me. I wasn't doing very well. All that lack of masturbating lately was catching up with me. That and the first truly horny thing to happen to me in quite some time.
My pussy was getting all wet and tingly on me. My heart beat harder in my chest and I kept biting my lip while watching Dess.
It was even better that he was totally naked again, not just jerking off. Like my brother was putting on a show just for me, just to specifically make me horny. Which was partly true, I supposed.
"Dess?"
"Yeah?"
"What if I masturbated too?"
Dess half-closed his eyes and hissed happily. "Please," he said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
I nodded, nervous and eager. I lifted my butt and slid my shorts and panties down before I had time to chicken out. Briefly I considered just pushing them down far enough to give me access to my pussy, but feeling the thrill of dangerous nudity I doffed them entirely.
I still wasn't as naked as Dess, since I had my tank top on still, but I was excitingly exposed all the same. Bottomless in our yard, theoretically discoverable by either of our parents at any time. Probably we'd be safe. Probably. Only visible to each other.
The thrills and warmth that spread through me as Dess gaped at my half-naked body made it all totally worth it. I was in a state to crave blatant, horny appreciation of my body. To be stared at and desired. Not something I was always in the mood for, let alone with a member of my family, but in this case it turned me on to no end.
I spread my legs a little and held back from touching myself for a moment to give Dess a better look. My clit pulsed with every passing second of his staring, lustful eyes. I could only hold back so long before I reached down and touched myself with a needful sigh. Doing so blocked Dess's view more than I liked, especially since I could still see his cock so well while he pumped it.
"Fuck that's hot," Dess whispered.
"My pussy?" I asked innocently.
"Kinda," he said. "You playing with yourself more so, I think."
"Unf. That what you're into?"
He smirked crookedly. "Same as you're into me playing with myself."
"Fair." I sighed a little as I gave my clit some deliberate attention. "I am pretty into it."
We kept playing with ourselves, feeding off each other. I liked that Dess didn't seem to really need to see anything in particular, it turned him on immensely just that I was rubbing myself next to him. It meant I didn't feel the need to show off and could just focus on getting off, while still having all the naughty fun of teasing my brother and getting him off too.
Dess finally cumming was what I'd been waiting for. He grunted and tensed, then short arcs of silvery-white spurted out from his cock, landing on the grass between his legs. He stroked a few more times, launching more cum until it was just a dribble remaining.
I'd never been more turned on in my life. That was what did it for me, apparently. I whimpered and rubbed myself toward orgasm, biting my lip and curling my toes as I tried to focus and not give away how aroused I was from watching my brother cum.
Dess didn't even seem to clue in. He was lost in a world of post-orgasm relaxation, leaning back against our tree and staring off at nothing. He only belatedly seemed to realize I was still masturbating, and his curious look over at me helped set me off.
I came while fully grabbing Dess's attention, shivering and exploding through the wonderful, warm, cozy feeling of it all while being closely examined. It was so bad, so inappropriately intimate, and I loved every second of it. It amplified the good feelings and made me feel like such a bad girl.
"Wow," Dess said softly.
"Yeah," I agreed.
"We... we just did that."
"Uh huh."
"I should put my clothes back on."
"Probably."
I lazily stroked my pussy a little more. Not really for horny reasons, just as a casual, comforting touch. I noted Dess following the movement of my fingers with his eyes.
Neither of us moved very fast. We definitely should have proceeded to getting dressed again as quickly as possible, that would have been the smart move, but smart moves weren't what today was about.
Instead, we started chatting a bit while just chilling next to each other. We touched ourselves a bit as we felt like it, but nothing that came close to actual masturbating again.
In a while, in our own time, we got dressed and meandered off. I smiled foolishly all the rest of the day thinking about it, and about how good it felt. I wasn't ashamed of any of it, which was kind of a surprise. It was just a like a fun bonus brother interaction.
The biggest problem, if I wanted to call it that, was how I kept thinking about doing it again.
****
The next morning I was perhaps a little too eager to volunteer to go wake Dess up again. I didn't think Mom or Dad noticed anything, but I made a mental note to play it cool in the future.
Still, I raced as quickly to my brother's room as decorum and subtlety allowed. Biting my lip in anticipation I opened the door, moving just as silently as I could, and was rewarded with the sight of Dess sprawled sloppily across his bed, naked and with his covers half on the floor.
"Fuck yeah," I whispered to myself.
It was pervy as fuck of me, I couldn't very well deny it. I wanted to see my brother naked. It didn't get much pervier than that.
It just felt so good, so satisfying. It got me so low-key horny just standing inside his bedroom doorway and gazing at his nude form. He wasn't actually hard this time, which I would have thought would be a disappointment, but it wasn't. It worked for me anyway.
If anything, it just got my horny mind going thinking of how I could get him hard. Not that I'd actually do most of the options I considered, I hadn't totally lost touch with reality. I wasn't actually going to touch him or anything.
Dess stirred awake, blinking sleepily, but appearing totally unsurprised to see me.
"You're making a bad habit of this," he mumbled.
"Breakfast is ready," I said.
"I bet it is." Dess rubbed his eyes. "Any excuse to check me out, huh?"
I shrugged. "You chose to sleep naked again."
"It's frickin' hot."
"I'm aware."
"Rhae...." Dess stopped and shook his head. "I'm up. You did your job."
"Mmhm," I agreed with a faint smirk.
He shuffled out of bed. "You're gonna stand there until I put clothes on, aren't you?"
"Most likely."
"And I thought I got horny."
"Who says I'm horny?" I asked, fully checking out Dess's butt as he sought a pair of shorts.
"Literally everything about you right now," he answered without having to think about it.
I mock-gasped and tossed my hair as though offended, pattering off to meet our parents at the breakfast table. Ideas were already forming themselves in my head.
Dess joined us a few moments later, only in shorts, no shirt. No one particularly minded. Probably he and Dad would spend another mostly shirtless day again today.
"I think I might try going without a top today too," I remarked conversationally.
I'd timed it perfectly so that Dess choked a bit on his food as I said it. I pretended not to even notice.
"That so?" Dad asked.
I nodded. "You and Dess do. Seems only fair. Plus I'd even out my tan a little."
Mom seemed amused at the looks I was getting from Dad and Dess. "Up to you, honey. You're the one gonna have to deal with the boys."
"What do you mean?" I asked innocently.
"Breasts are breasts, Rhae. I think you know that."
I shrugged. "Gotta destigmatize them somehow. It's legal to go topless in public here and everything, you know."
"Oh I know," Mom said in a way that actually made me quite suspicious, though I wasn't sure I wanted to dig into her tone too hard, lest I not like what I found.
No one actually objected to my plan, though I could feel Dess's gaze boring in to me. I just ignored him. As his little sister, I had lots of experience with that over the years. It had just never been for horny reasons before.
I was kind of stuck after breakfast actually following through with taking my top off. It honestly would have been weirder not to do it, after I'd fully declared in front of everyone that I was going to. They'd have to question why I'd said anything in the first place.
Thus I found myself dallying a bit selecting an outfit, one that I thought would work for my purposes. I debated between shorts and cami top or straight up bikini, but I didn't feel totally comfortable spending the day in just bikini bottoms. Especially when I expected to get pretty wet at some point, and shorts and panties would cover that better.
I did kind of compromise by selecting booty shorts that didn't lend more than a token amount of modesty to my body. They looked really good on me with some of my smaller tops, and examining myself in mirror without any top at all yielded similar positive results.
Actually going for it required some bravery. I acted casual, padding about in my shorts and top, holding my book, grabbing a bottle of water, making way outside like everything was perfectly normal.
We had an outdoor swing chair that was ideal for lazily sitting outside on a summer's day. I made myself a cozy nest for comfortably reading for a while, making sure it was at a good angle to the sun, then finally discarded my top and folded it neatly beside me. I then curled up with my book and tried to act like reading was my only activity.
In truth, of course, I was fully alert for reactions from my family. Mom and Dad's looks were relevant to my comfort, and I was glad that they didn't make a big deal of it, but it was Dess's reaction that I truly cared about.
"This is how you're gonna play it, huh?" Dess said, stealing up behind me and resting his arms on the back of the swing.
"What do you possibly mean?" I said without looking up from my book, even though I desperately wanted to.
I was pretty sure Dess had deliberately approached in a way that made it difficult for me to watch him from my peripherals. I would have had to actively turn in my seat.
"You choose today to 'even out your tan'?"
"Toplessness should be a valid choice," I argued. "Shouldn't be so gendered."
"I agree generally," Dess said. "However I can't help feeling this is deliberately targeted at me."
"Ego much?"
"Tell me I'm wrong."
I just shrugged noncommittally.
"That's what I thought," Dess said.
"You're kind of blocking my light," I said instead of arguing further.
"Pff, first of all I am not. Second of all, you haven't turned a page in that book since I got here, so I don't think light's really an issue."
"You've been very distracting," I said.
"I could say the same to you."
"Staring at my tits, are we?"
"Can't really help it, can I?"
A thrill ran through me. I knew he was checking me out, but the confirmation was so delicious.
"They're pretty nice," Dess continued when I didn't respond. "For a sister."
I snorted. "Best tits of all your sisters, huh?"
"Technically true."
"Not just nice generally?"
"Well... that too. You really don't mind dressing like this around the whole family?"
I considered. "Mom and Dad you mean?"
"Mostly, yeah. I know how you feel about me seeing you like this."
"You think you do," I corrected. "But I don't know, like, it's never been much a house that we had to care about this stuff. I've seen everyone in their underwear many times. You included."
"And naked."
"Heh, yeah, but that's a very recent thing."
"As are these," Dess said.
He reached down so casually to fondle one of my tits that it took me a moment to process what was happening. I stifled an instinctive gasp and clenched my fingers tighter on my book. I hadn't read a word since Dess showed up, but I kept up the pretense that I care more about it than about what he was up to.
"They're not recent," I mumbled. "Been growing 'em a while."
"I've never seen them loose before."
"Oh. That."
He kept fondling my breast as though he was waiting for a rebuke. Eventually he switched to my other tit, and I continued pretending like it wasn't happening.
I honestly wasn't prepared for this situation. If anything, I was anticipating us masturbating together again. That was the plan. I didn't really have a middle step, I'd only gotten as far as getting topless and hoping it led to a repeat of yesterday. My error had been assuming Dess would have the same thoughts as I did.
He'd gone further, and it hadn't taken him very long at all to do it. What was going on in his head? What had he been thinking that he would be so quick to feel me up at the first opportunity?
The possibilities spinning inside me made all warm and cozy, and perhaps slightly dizzy. That and the touching, of course. That was having a definite effect too.
I was getting way too turned on. It took actual effort not to squirm in my seat, and I wanted pretty badly to play with myself. I probably could have done it too. Dess wasn't about to complain about me rubbing myself while he was busy fondling me.
I gave up pretending to read. I closed my book and relaxed into it, enjoying the sun on my skin and my brother's hands all over my tits.
"Why do I feel like you've just been waiting for an excuse to do this?" I murmured.
"Do what?"
"Heh, ok. Play it like that."
Dess had both hands on me now, and after his initial round of feeling me up fairly aggressively, was being softer and more methodical now. He stroked the sides of my breasts and gently toyed with my nipples. Sometimes he just cupped them and held them for a bit.
Then, all at once, he released me and ambled away as though nothing had even happened. I was disappointed at the sudden loss until I noticed Mom approaching. Dess must have seen her coming before I did.
Mom sat on the swing next to me. Her shorts were almost as short as mine, so we had matching amounts of leg on display, and the bikini top she wore wasn't all that much more modest than my lack of top. I found myself staring at her chest a moment before I caught myself.
"How's it going?" Mom asked.
I shrugged. "Fine."
"Still comfortable with your choice?"
I narrowed my eyes a little. "Why do you ask?"
"Curiousity. I didn't want to get too into it at the breakfast table, but I thought we might need a bit of a chat."
Mom didn't seem upset at all, but I wasn't overly confident about my situation now if she thought we needed to talk about it.
"You don't want me to have my top off?" I hazarded.
"That's entirely up to you, Rhae. Believe it or not I'm a big believer in women doing what they want with their breasts."
I flushed slightly. "Ah." Upon thinking it through a bit, and recalling some of the skimpy tops I was used to Mom wearing around the house and yard, I nodded. "That might be where I get it from."
"I know it is, sweetie. I used to enjoy going topless too, when I could get away with it."
"You still could. If you wanted."
Mom laughed softly. "I could, I suppose. But... there's the boys."
"... Dess and Dad?"
"Mmhm."
"What about them?"
"They're family, but they're still boys, Rhae. And I think you know that. Your father has been specifically trying not to be around you since you took your top off. And your brother... well, I think he's been trying to find excuses to sneak peeks."
I bit my lip and squirmed uncomfortably. Part of that discomfort was the wetness in my panties from Dess playing with my tits, now combined with Mom being way too close to the truth.
"You think Dad's ok?" I asked.
"He's fine. He'd just look, is all, and that's not an easy thing for a father to reconcile." Mom shrugged. "I told him not worry about it. People look at boobs. It's just a thing. It doesn't always mean anything."
I shivered a little despite the heat. "What about you?"
Mom smiled crookedly. "I looked, sweetie. Same as you look at my chest sometimes. It's a natural thing." She sighed. "But expose nipple, and all of a sudden everyone makes a big deal of it. Breasts are just nice to look at, and I wish people could understand that. Without being weird about it, of course."
"Of course," I echoed faintly.
"It's your brother I'm more worried about anyway," Mom said. "Your father will be fine. I'll let him play with my tits for a while if need be."
I snorted in surprise. "Mom!"
"Sorry, Rhae, but your parents are still human. Hate to be the bearer of bad news on that one."
"It's fine. Why are you worried about Dess though?"
"Because his sister's an attractive girl and he's probably having to really deal with that for the first time."
I pulled my knees up and hid my face between them, letting my hair spill over and help cover me too. "I don't think I like this conversation," I said.
Mom rubbed my back. "I know. I'm sorry. It's reality though."
"I've worn small tops lots of times."
"Yes, but again everything changes when you show nipple. That's just how it goes."
I groaned and lifted my head, resting my chin on my knees. I stayed leaning forward so Mom could keep rubbing my back. It was soothing.



"I kinda knew Dess would look," I finally admitted.
Mom nodded like it wasn't the biggest surprise in the world. "That's ok," she said. I waited for more, but that was it.
"It's ok?" I repeated cautiously.
"I probably shouldn't tell you the things I used to do to make sure boys would look," she said.
I didn't bother acting weirded out this time. Honestly it didn't seem like that big a deal in the moment. "Dess is my brother."
"Still a boy."
"I mean... technically."
"And it feels good to show off a bit for him."
"... maybe." I sighed, still relaxing into my mom's back rub. "But I get this all from you, right?"
Mom smiled and looked away for a moment. "This all stays just between us girls, yes?"
"Of course."
"Well... attention is nice. And I have to admit I sometimes sought it out in unhealthy ways. Or sometimes just... you know, any excuse to flash or take my top off. Any sort of drinking situations were good. I'd gravitate to them even if I wasn't a big drinker. Turns out if you have a beer in your hand, no one questions whether you're actually drunk when you start showing off your tits. They make assumptions."
I giggled nervously. "No way."
"Yes way."
"A real party girl, huh?"
"Something like that." Mom sighed wistfully. "It wasn't all that kind of thing. Sometimes it was, like, camping with friends and being perhaps a little too quick to suggest skinny dipping."
"And Dad knows all this?"
"How do you think we met?"
"You always said you were friends," I said slowly. "But... but actually you showed him your tits a bunch?"
"Two things can be true."
"Oh wow."
Mom pulled a leg up to her chest while leaving her other foot on the ground, gently pushing the swing back and forth. She clasped her hands on her raised knee. "I claim that we shouldn't be ashamed of our bodies, or wearing perhaps what some families would call 'scandalously little,' and I do believe that. But I also think a lot of it's been an excuse for me to feel some of those old thrills again."
"Hehe, you're bad."
"I am."
"So I should stare at your breasts every now and then?"
"Look," Mom clarified. "I didn't say stare. But... yes, if you like."
I considered my options briefly, then cautiously reached out to Mom's arm. She let me pull it away and free up the view of her chest again. In fact, she even smiled faintly and leaned back to really let me check her out.
"You must have had the boys all wrapped around your little finger, back when you were showing off all the time," I said, casually staring at my mom's breasts.
Mom ducked her head, but then smiled wider. "I did."
"You still could, you know."
She sighed. "Those days are behind me."
"Maybe they don't have to be."
"Ha, oh you little temptress. I had kids. That tends to calm wild sides a little."
"I guess. Doesn't mean you can't have any fun anymore."
Mom gently lifted my chin to direct my eyes away from her chest. "I have lots of fun. Just not in the same ways as I used to."
I smirked evilly. "Dare you to take your top off."
"Oh you're bad."
I batted my eyes. "I get it from my mom."
Mom laughed and stood up. "I can't even argue with that. I have to leave before you convince me to do some things I really shouldn't."
"Worth a try."
"Haha, ok." Mom took a few steps, then paused. "Would you actually want me to take my top off, or would that gross you out if your mom started stripping?"
I took a second to think, but the answer was surprisingly obvious to me. "You got a nice a rack, Mom."
"Oh god. What have a I created?"
Despite her words, I saw the smile on Mom's lips. She liked it.
I shrugged. "Plus, I don't know, I feel like in this house nudity and stuff doesn't really feel like a big deal. If you wanted to try taking your top off, I think you should. I'd support it."
"I bet."
Mom kept walking. I found myself watching her walk away far more intently than I ever would have before. Something had definitely been awakened in me, and apparently that included appreciating my mom's body in a whole new way. The way her hips moved in those little shorts had never felt nearly so enticing or alluring before.
Mom suddenly turned back to face me. I panicked for a second, thinking she was about to chastise me for staring at her booty. Instead, rather delightfully, she winked at me and lifted her bikini top, giving me a good, long look at her breasts.
I grinned and gave her my best wolf-whistle. She beamed and gave me another couple seconds before turning around and tugging her top back into place.
"Oh Mom," I whispered to myself.
I leaned back in the swing and pushed myself back and forth with one leg, relaxing and trying to sort out my thoughts. There really was no organizing them. Too much was happening. Too many new things awakening in me all at once.
Eventually I went back to reading, though I wasn't moving very fast or concentrating on it very hard. I often had to reread the same page a few times to absorb it.
The advantage was that I got to watch Dad sneakily when he went by a little later on. He walked by while staring straight ahead, being far too deliberate about not looking my way. Mom was right, a normal reaction would have at least included a glance in my direction.
I felt a little bit guilty about making my dad uncomfortable, but I also felt a mischievous glee. Having the attention of my whole family, one way or another, was heady and intoxicating.
****
I helped Mom get some lunch ready around noon. Though to be fair my help involved a lot of playfully trying to get her top off, either through asking, or through attempting to untie it while sneaking behind her.
"I'm going to start slapping your fingers," Mom threatened by the third time I'd nearly succeeded.
"You should just take it off, though," I said.
"So you've said. But the boys are scandalized enough without me being topless too."
I smirked. "Yeah, I don't know if scandalized is the word. Happy, maybe."
Mom snorted. "Confident all of a sudden, aren't we?"
"Well... you know. It's been a bit of an ego boost."
"Uh huh."
"Aaannnd maybe Dad would be more comfortable if he could look at your chest instead of mine."
Mom nodded. "Maybe. He gets lots of looks at it already though. Trust me."
"Mmhm. Well what if I want more looks then?"
Mom chuckled softly. "Oh my god, you're so horny today."
It was extremely weird to hear my mother use the word 'horny,' let alone using it to describe me. She was, however, exactly correct.
"Maybe I am," I said defiantly.
Mom smiled and leaned over, softly kissing my cheek. Her breast brushed my arm in the process, which ordinarily I wouldn't have cared about, but today sent some happy shivers through me.
"You're so my daughter it hurts a little," she whispered.
"Um... which part?"
"Too horny for your own good, mostly. Even I never tried to get my mom to strip for me."
I giggled nervously. "It sounds bad when you put it that way."
"Not bad, necessarily. And I do appreciate the attention. But--"
"You do, huh?"
"Yes, Rhae, I do. But let's not get carried away, hm?"
I nodded, slightly abashed, if only temporarily. After a moment I glanced sidelong at Mom with a sly smirk. "You flashed me though, remember?"
She groaned. "I do. Am I going to regret that?"
"I sure hope not."
****
Lunch itself was kind of fun. I had Dess and Dad both trying not to stare at my tits, each for their own reasons, while Mom and I both knew exactly what they were thinking and got to watch them squirm. This whole topless experiment was turning out quite entertaining.
I felt a little bad though that Dad went to hide again after lunch. Dess I didn't mind tormenting, since what were brothers for anyway? But I didn't want Dad to be truly uncomfortable around me.
He was out in the garage with the big door wide open to let the air flow. He was tinkering around with the engine of our old lawnmower that hadn't worked quite right in a few years. He liked to putter with stuff like that sometimes, but today it seemed like it was probably an excuse to give me space.
"Hey Dad," I called softly.
"Oh, hi Rhae."
"What ya doin'?"
Dad launched in to a brief explanation of the mechanical process he was trying to fix. I listened, but mostly watched him studiously not look at me.
"Dad?" I tried again once he'd finished. "Do you want me to put a shirt on?"
He sighed heavily. "I don't know, sweetie. This is... I wasn't expecting this."
"None of us have really been wearing much lately."
"I know. But there's a difference between not much and nothing."
"Not nothing," I corrected, flicking my eyes down to my own tiny shorts. "And you and Dess already go topless."
"I'm aware. I don't want you to feel like you can't. That's not fair. Just... you and your brother have... different...."
"I have breasts. I'm a girl. We all know that."
Dad blushed and nodded. "Yes."
"I don't mind if you look, you know."
"Rhae...."
"Everyone looks. Mom and I already had a talk about that. She thought somehow I might not know. But there's something about breasts that draw the eye." I shrugged. "I don't mind. Mom's looked. Dess's looked. It doesn't mean anything."
That last part was a lie, but there was no need to quibble semantics right now.
Dad considered for a long while, to the point I thought I might have broken him, then slowly turned to face me. His eyes dipped toward my chest almost immediately and he sighed softly. It was only a brief glance before meeting my eyes, though I caught his gaze flicking downward a few more time after that.
"You remind me too much of your mother," he said.
"Heh, yeah, she said something like that too," I said. "I come by it honestly, I guess."
"You do. I can't argue with that. This sort of thing is a big part of what made me fall for her in the first place."
"... her tits?"
Dad snorted. "On one level, yes, I suppose. But not what I meant. More like... like her whole demeanour. The way she used to show off and tease. Her confidence." He paused. "Don't tell her I said she was a show off and a tease."
"Haha, don't worry, I think she knows. But I won't say anything."
"Thanks."
"But you did like seeing her naked, mainly," I insisted.
He smiled fondly, reminiscing. "Hard not to fall for a beautiful, naked girl," he admitted softly.
"She got naked a lot, did she?"
"I... jeez, I really think I shouldn't tell you some of those stories."
I found a place to sit down, a little perch right in Dad's eyeline to make sure he could keep sneaking peeks when he wanted.
"Tell me a story you can share, then," I said. "Something a little naughty."
I didn't think Dad was going to bite. He stayed quiet for a while. Then, abruptly, he just started launching into telling me about a party they'd both been at.
It hadn't been an overly big party to start with, and at the end there were only about half a dozen people left, just kind of hanging out, buzzed, out by the pool on a warm summer night.
Mom had decided to go swimming, apparently, but claimed she didn't have a suit. As I listened to the details, I smiled wider and wider. If I recognized her thought process correctly, I was pretty sure this was her looking for an opportunity to show off. Maybe the first time she'd casually taken her clothes off in front of other people, for all I knew.
In any case, she'd apparently stripped down in front of everyone left, a handful of boys and girls, including Dad. He described it seeming to happen in slow motion, which honestly Mom might well have taken her sweet time about it depending on how horny and brave she was feeling.
She dove in and swam around by herself for a bit. Dad, the way he told it, getting increasingly smitten with this girl he'd only been casual friends with before. He'd thrown caution to the wind at some point and decided to join her. It was a bit awkward since he'd been hard by then, but he went for it anyway.
I giggled nervously at that point of the story, but found that the thought of my parents all naked and horny when they were younger wasn't bothering me. If anything, it was kind of working for me. Kind of like getting Mom to flash me had been a small, intriguing thrill.
"Keep going," I urged when I worried my reaction made Dad think I was getting uncomfortable.
I was certainly out of my comfort zone hearing this, but I desperately wanted more details. It wasn't a bad discomfort anyway, just some new feeling to process, was all.
"Nothing scandalous happened," Dad said. "If that's what you're hoping for."
"Hehe, no, not those kind of details," I said. "But like... I don't know, what did it all feel like?"
Dad had such a wistful look in his eye by then. "That's when I first fell for her. And I think... I think maybe she felt something for me then. It's hard to say. Everything was different with our clothes on the next day. We were all shy and awkward."
I clasped my hands in front of me. "Awww, that's super cute!"
"Yeah yeah."
"No it is, though. Did you ask her out?"
"Heck no. Not then. But... I may have spent the whole next week trying to orchestrate another similar encounter."
"Haha, nice."
"Very unsubtle, in hindsight, but your mother found it charming. And... and I think she was delighted for another chance to show off."
"Probably," I agreed. I stood up and stretched, happier than I expected when Dad stared for a full couple seconds at my chest in the process. "Well, I'll leave you to it. I guess I've got a party to go organize."
"Rhae...."
"Ha, don't worry, that was just to see your reaction. If I decide to get naked in front of a bunch of friends I won't tell you about it."
"I guess that's all I can hope for."
I smiled at his attempt at appearing to be a put-upon father. His mood was still too elevated from checking out my tits for it to really work. On a whim, I moved in to give him a kiss on the cheek, deliberately brushing my breasts against his arm in the process. I then skipped away without looking back.
****
Several days passed while I grew into my new sense of self. The initial rush of exploring some previously forbidden things faded a little, but I also gained more confidence in what I could get away with around the other members of my family. I teased Dad and got some more stories from him, kept egging Mom on to show off more, and continued whatever weird, sexy dance Dess and I were locked in.
It became something of a ritual to wake my brother up in the morning. I even began setting an alarm to make sure I was up before him. I might have thought I was intruding on his privacy, except that he was always naked in the mornings, and very rarely covered by his sheets.
I was pretty sure he liked being perved on a little. In theory he would have inherited some of the same things from Mom as I apparently had.
At first I'd only watched Dess slowly wake up every morning, checking out his nude body, and particularly admiring his morning wood. I did, however, get bolder than that.
I tried it out one morning, perching on Dess's bed and giving it a moment to make sure he was still asleep. With slow, careful motions I leaned in close and touched his cock.
I almost giggled out loud out of sheer nervous energy. Touching my brother's penis was a new level of naughtiness, and I found that I really enjoyed it.
My touches grew more daring until I had my fingers fully wrapped around his shaft. Only lightly, sure, but more than enough to feel his warmth and rigidity, and the sexy way that he pulsed in my hand.
I was fully absorbed in what I was doing, even if it was mostly just holding still right where I was. My clit throbbed in my panties, mimicking the pulsing cock in my hand. My every attention was on the connection between my big brother and me, and the way that it all made me feel.
It therefore took me longer than it might otherwise have to realize that Dess was awake. He was just lying there with his eyes closed pretending he was still asleep. Upon consideration, I let the charade continue for a bit. I was way too into the feel of his cock in my hand to stop now.
"So you just gonna hold it or what?" Dess mumbled.
I smiled to myself. His eyes were still closed. Or at least appeared to be. "Don't know what you're talking about," I said.
"My cock. You gonna move your hand a little or anything?"
"What, and like jerk my brother off or something? What kind of girl do you think I am anyway?"
Dess smirked and fully opened his eyes. He stretched while looking me up and down. I was in panties and a cami, and I was pretty sure he was questioning why I had a shirt on at all. Honestly, I wasn't totally sure myself, except I think just to annoy him slightly.
Dess's hand ran smoothly up my thigh, back and forth a few times over my bare leg, then under my cami. I scooched a bit closer to let him feel all the way up to my breasts, which I knew was what he wanted. My brother had a definite fascination with my tits.
I moved my hand slowly up and down his cock while he felt me up. Not quite jerking him off, not really, but so very close to it. It had been naughty, sneaky fun while I thought he was asleep. Now it was something different. Not necessarily better or worse, but definitely not the same. His eyes on me, for one. And the tiniest, sexiest little moans and breaths from him as I played with his erection.
"Take your shirt off," Dess said.
"Rather demanding of you," I said.
"... please?"
I bit my lip, secretly thrilled at how badly he clearly wanted my top off despite how much he'd already seen my boobies in the past few days. I tugged the cami slowly up my body, revealing my tummy, then my breasts, then doffed the garment entirely.
The big smile on Dess's face was more than adequate payment. He made me feel so damn desirable sometimes without even hardly trying.
His hand returned to my chest, and mine went back to his cock. I wished I had something to grind on, as I was getting all wet and squirmy from our play time.
Dess must have been feeling something very similar to me, as he wrapped his hand over mine and guided me to squeeze harder and stroke faster. I bit my lip, looking straight into his eyes as he demonstrated what he wanted. When he let go, I kept jerking him the way he'd shown me.
"We have to head down for breakfast soon," I said.
"Then you better get me off faster," Dess said.
The fire inside me wasn't going out any time soon. I knew I could have let go of Dess and skipped out of his room if I wanted. I could have left him to deal with his own erection, as normal. But it was too insanely hot to follow his instructions and feel like I had to make him cum before we went downstairs to eat with our parents.
I wanted to make him cum, that was the truth. Ever since I'd wrapped my fingers around his hot, hard cock it had been in the back of my head, the thought of whether or not I could do it. Whether I could get away with it. I could more than get away with it, it seemed. I could, in fact, practically have it demanded of me.
I started letting out some soft moans and sighs as Dess caressed my breasts and toyed with my nipples. The sounds were honest enough, but also calculated just to see if they'd encourage him any. He did seem to like them.
His cock was making a mess of precum all over my fingers by this point, and throbbing rather urgently. I wasn't quite familiar enough with cocks to know if he was about to cum or not, so I cheated a little.
"You really gotta cum now," I said.
"I--"
"You really gotta cum for your littlr sister. We got things to do."
"Unf."
I raised the pitch of my voice and went almost sing-songy. "Cum for me, bro-ther."
Dess gasped. "No fair."
His cum shot out, arcing beautifully in the air, then splattering all over his own tummy. I grinned and stroked him more, milking him for all he could give, and making such of a mess of him in the process.



"Good boy," I said.
Dess lay with his eyes half closed, panting on his sheets. "So not fair," he said.
"You wanted to cum, I made you cum." I shrugged. "Seems pretty fair."
I hopped out of bed and strutted toward the door.
"Rhae," Dess called after me.
I stopped. "Hm?"
"Don't put anything else on."
"What?"
"Just your panties."
I shivered, feeling more tingles in my pussy. "They're already wet, though."
"Yeah."
"Ah! No way."
He smirked. "I dare you."
I clenched my hands into fists, teetering on the edge of temptation. "If I do...."
"Yes?"
"You have to do something I say later."
"What do I have to do?"
"I'll tell you when I decide."
"That could be dangerous."
"So could wearing nothing but soaked panties to family breakfast," I pointed out.
"Hm, good point." Dess sat up and examined the cum all over himself. Eventually he shrugged. "Deal."
I nodded and left his room. As soon as I felt I was out of sight, my hand went to my mouth. My fingers were drizzled with my brother's cum where the last little bits had sort of spurted over my hand rather than over his body.
I sniffed Dess's cum, then tentatively licked it. It tasted basically like cum, all gooey and salty, and slightly bitter. I was a horny girl, however, and ended up cleaning my whole hand with my own tongue before washing up and making sure I didn't have any other lingering traces of my brother on me.
****
I was all too aware of my soggy panties as I slipped into my seat at the breakfast table. I hoped by moving fast and smooth I might avoid any notice of the fact.
I still had to sit there with my whole family and eat breakfast while wearing only that single article of clothing on, which was hugely arousing, and perhaps slightly embarrassing. Everyone, myself included, was getting used to my tits being out. I usually wore some skimpy shorts though, not just panties, and especially not ones that were so wet and clingy.
Dess grinned and spent most of breakfast checking out my boobies, which was only to be expected. Dad too had grown more comfortable with looking at me, and I fairly frequently caught his eyes on me. Mom seemed amused at it all, and she was the one I had the most difficulty figuring out if she was staring or not.
It didn't really matter how much any of them were watching me individually. Collectively I was getting so much attention from my family lately, for one reason or another, and as a result I spent my days a far hornier girl than usual.
I spent some time reading before lunch, sitting on the swing in the sun. I felt ridiculously exposed in it.
Dess came by and felt me up a bit. It was well-established between us at this point that his hands were going to be all over me at least few times a day. I kind of loved that he hardly ever asked or even mentioned it. He just felt me up as much as he wanted, then moved on to other things.
My panties had been drying up before Dess groped me. Afterward they were fully soaked again.
Mom came by too and sat down with me. She'd been getting more daring with her outfits lately, though I hadn't managed to convince her to go topless with me. I still got to admire the skimpy bikini top she was wearing and the bountiful cleavage on display.
"I hope my boobs look as good as yours some day," I said out loud.
Mom laughed softly. "Enjoy being young and perky while you can, sweetie."
"I do," I said. "But still."
I reached out and cupped one of Mom's breasts, feeling the weight and softness of it. I fully expected her to let me get a feel, then gently swat my hand away. She kind of just let me be.
"Enjoying that, are you?" Mom asked with a happy sigh.
I bit my lip, intrigued by her tone of voice. I didn't dare do much more than just get a feel in though.
"A little," I said.
"You've been kind of a horny little thing lately," Mom said.
Sexy shivers ran through me at being so accurately called out by my mother.
"Maybe," I said.
"What's with the panties today?" she asked.
I felt myself blushing. "Oh, you noticed, huh?"
"Hard not to. You're not wearing much, Rhae. It's noticeable. That and how wet you are."
I blushed harder and pulled back to my side of the swing, curling up a little. "Yeah, I... yeah."
"Do you want to talk about it?"
I shrugged. "I'm really horny, Mom."
"I knew that already."
"Dess kinda dared me not to wear anything else today."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "Oh did he?"
"Yeah."
"And you agreed?"
I looked down at myself, then back up. "I feel like you already know the answer."
"I do." Mom watched me calmly, but I could sense that there was some calculation going on in her head. "I guess I've been trying to figure out what's going on with the two of you."
My heart hammered in my chest, but I didn't feel like I was in trouble. I hoped I wasn't. I wanted to be able to share stuff with Mom.
"How much do you want to know?" I asked softly.
"Whatever's not going to give me a heart attack."
I smiled, though I was a little nervous still. Dad had been telling me a few more stories of when they were younger, leaving out all the juiciest details I assumed, but I could read between the lines. My parents had always been pretty cool and understanding, wanting to both protect Dess and I, and let us explore the world in our own way. Given that and the new things I'd learned about how Mom used to be, I was reasonably confident I'd be ok to tell her some stuff.
"I saw Dess naked one morning," I said.
"Oh?"
"Not on purpose. Not at all. But I did, and it was kind of nice."
"I see."
"And then maybe I wanted some attention back, or whatever. It's, uh, kind of spiraled a bit from there, as you know."
Mom nodded. "You've been letting him feel you up?"
I bit my lip. "You saw that?"
"Some of it."
"Do you want us to stop?"
She shrugged. "I have conflicting thoughts about it."
"It... it feels really nice," I said.
"I'm sure it does. And you like the attention. And when you get all horny it's hard not to keep being bad."
I grinned shyly. "It's like you know me or something."
"I know what it's like," Mom said wistfully. "I think I'd prefer he wasn't your brother, but...."
"But?"
"Can I scandalize you a little?"
"Seems only fair."
Mom looked around, establishing we were still alone. "I'm hornier than I've been in... well, in many, many years, Rhae. And your father is too. It's been quite lovely, really."
I giggled as much to release some tension as anything. "Oh really?"
"Yes, really. It's definitely kind of selfish of me, but... I find myself wanting to see what you do, just because... well, it's working for me."
I felt light-headed and nervous and tingly all at once. "Wow," I said.
"I know. It's a lot."
"Mmhm. I... I like it though."
"Really?"
I nodded. "Yeah. It's really nice that you and Dad are so in love and everything. And I'm glad you aren't the type to get mad that Dess and I kinda want to see each other naked and stuff."
"I can't be mad," Mom assured me. "You're both... well, you've got things to discover. I can be a little scared for you, though. I love you both so much."
"I know."
"Is it... is it just what you told me?"
"Hm?"
"Between you and your brother, I mean."
It took me a moment to clue in. "Are you asking if we're having sex?"
Mom's face was kind of red. "I think so, yes."
"Well we're not, if that helps."
"It does," she said, sighing in relief.
"But--"
Mom put a quick finger to my lips. "No, please, let's just leave it there."
I nodded, feeling an odd tingle at Mom's finger on my mouth like that. It really shouldn't have affected me at all, but it did. I really felt like I would have been happy to suck on it a bit.
"Ok," I said.
She nodded. "Good."
"But Mom...."
"Yes?"
"I really think you should take your top off."
She pursed her lips. "Oh do you?"
"Dad'll like it."
"That's... true."
"And Dess'll like it."
Mom frowned. "That's what I'm worried about."
I batted my eyes. "And I'll like it."
"You think that's gonna work on me, do you?"
I beamed innocently. "Mmhm!"
She was right on the edge, and I honestly didn't know which way she'd go. Finally, though, she sighed and reached down behind her, undoing her bikini top.
"You're so much my daughter," she muttered.
"Why do you say that like it's a bad thing?"
Mom just shook her head and slowly removed her top. The time she'd flashed me had prepared me for what I'd see, but it was so much better this time. We were closer together, and I had way more time to enjoy.
"Damn, Mom," I said, giving her a low whistle.
"Oh stop."
"You're gonna insist on telling me you don't have an awesome rack, aren't you?"
"You just told your mother she has an awesome rack," Mom said. "Is that what you want to go with?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I think so."
I flipped myself into Mom's lap and watched her hold her breath for a moment. I grinned and cupped her breasts with both hands, really feeling and massaging them.
Mom couldn't decide at first between chastising me or just leaning back and enjoying it. She eventually went with the latter.
"I think I knew you were going to do that," she said.
"You wanted me to," I teased.
"I didn't! I... maybe. Maybe." She shook her head. "You're such a bad influence."
"I'm only the way you made me."
Mom had to concede the point. She did, however, lift her hands up to my chest and feel me up in return.
"Now who's bad?" I moaned.
"Me," Mom whispered. "Definitely me. I need to go find your dad."
"Five more minutes."
"No."
"... one more minute?"
"...."
"Twenty more seconds?"
"Fine."
We definitely spent most of a minute sitting there, me in Mom's lap, the both of us feeling each other's boobs like we weren't a mother and daughter. I could tell Mom was stupidly horny by the time she got up in search of Dad. I was too, for that matter.
I waited until I'd seen Mom dragging Dad into the house--and indeed the big smile on Dad's face--before locating my brother.
"Hey, remember that thing you owe me?" I said.
Dess looked down at my panties that were so soaked and clingy at this point that I might as well not have been wearing anything. "I recall something like that," he said vaguely.
I nodded. "Well it's time to pay up."
"By doing what exactly? You never said."
I peeled off my sodden panties, delighting in the look of pure, overjoyed horniness on my brother's face. "You're gonna eat my pussy and make me cum," I said.
Dess couldn't possibly have grinned any wider. "Ok!"
I returned to my seat on the outdoor swing, now fully naked in the hot sun. Dess knelt down in front of me after being assured there would be no parents around to catch us.
"You didn't have to use the thing I owed you for this, you know," he said. "You could have just asked."
I shrugged lazily. "It's what I wanted."
Dess spread my legs and dove in to my wet little pussy. His first little kisses and licks were absolutely heavenly. I knew I was horny, but I didn't think I'd realized just how insanely needy I was until then. It had been building in me all day so far, and with some very intense sexual moments mixed in that I wasn't used to.
"Good boy," I murmured as Dess licked at my pussy.
His cheeks went a little red and he lapped at me harder, before then covering my clit with his lips and gently sucking on it.
I cooed happily and caressed his hair. I gave him plenty of encouragement, and some guidance at times, and otherwise just fully enjoyed myself. If I didn't know we were alone, I would have been way too scared of my moaning giving us away.
Dess licked me out to a much-needed, explosive orgasm. I wasn't expecting to squirt all over his face, but was rather pleased with myself to see him swiping my juices off his chin afterward.
"Where do you think you're going?" I asked.
Dess raised an eyebrow. "What?"
"Get back there."
He looked at my pussy. "Again?"
"Mmhm!"
Dess didn't hesitate to get back at it. He was more tender and loving about it this time, perhaps sensing less urgency on my part. That first cum had really taken the edge off, but I needed more.
I felt like such a princess, drinking in the sun, sprawling out nakedly as though I owned the place, and ordering a cute boy to tend to me and my needs. That wasn't quite what was happening, but it was a fun little fantasy.
After Dess made me cum again, I gave him a well-deserved break and went inside to grab us some lemonade. Between the heat and our activities, I was thirsty and didn't want us to dehydrate.
I felt so sneaky and bad creeping into the house fully nude. It wasn't a huge change from just wearing panties all morning, but having my pussy out while pattering around was kind of new for me.
Dess was lying on his back on the grass when I returned, resting and stretching out in the sun. I felt a fresh twinge of desire as I approached, partly because of the tent in his shorts. It was far more obvious now than when he'd been eating me out.
"Here, drink up," I said.
Dess nodded and sat up to gulp down the lemonade. I drank mine a bit slower, but not by much.
"You look good naked," Dess said. "You should do it more."
"You charmer, you." I set my glass down. "But you know... so do you."
Dess was quick to take the hint. Probably he'd just been waiting for an excuse, really. He tugged his shorts and underwear off, leaving him gloriously naked for me.
I just admired my brother for a moment and reveled in being naked together, knowing it could only lead to sexiness at this point. I then pushed him back down on the ground and squatted on his face.
Dess managed a very muffled protest at being sat on, but calmed down when I grabbed his cock. He needed taken care of too, I was aware of that. His cock was all hard and red and leaking precum. It felt good in my hand, though not as good as Dess's tongue on my pussy.
"Almost sounded for a second like you didn't want your little sister sitting on your face," I said while slowly stroking my brother.
"Unnn mmm nphh uh."
"Oh," I said, as though I had any idea what he'd replied.
"Mph uh nnee uhn."
"Good point," I agreed.
I heard a sigh from him, then he held up three fingers where I could see them.
"Oh," I said. "Yes, I do want to cum a third time. Why else would I be perched on your tongue?"
Dess picked me up enough to free his mouth so he could talk. "Just saying, my jaw's getting tired."
"I see."
"And you could, you know...."
"Hm?"
"You could suck me a little, or something."
I shivered and contemplated Dess's cock. I'd been looking forward to playing with it again, but somehow hadn't seriously considered blowing him. I wasn't sure why not. It seemed like a great idea now that he'd said it.
I repositioned a little, leaning down over Dess to get my head in place. He made some very appreciative noises as I essayed a few licks and kisses.
My brother's hard cock just felt right in my mouth. I soon was taking him inside, sinking my lips down more and more of his shaft.
It took a little wiggling on his face before he remembered to keep eating me out. The two of us locked ourselves into a lovely, summery, sibling sixty-nine while we had the yard to ourselves. The first time I'd ever been in such a position, in fact. It had some benefits as far as being sexily efficient and concentrated, though I perhaps still preferred lounging like a princess while my brother licked my pussy for me. It was hard to beat something like that.
Dess felt incredible in my mouth though. His clear need for an orgasm really did it for me. I think I really enjoyed that part of it, of feeling his cock all hard and twitching, whether it was in my hand or my mouth.
I lavished attention on him, tasting an increasing amount of precum over my tongue. I made him burst in my mouth, which was probably about the hottest thing I'd ever done.
Having my big brother's cum pumping into me and absolutely coating my mouth was the sort of horny thing I'd never before thought myself capable of. For some reason in my head it went well beyond having him lick me out like my own personal sibling sex pet. That had just seemed like a natural thing to do. Swallowing his cum felt more like a deliberately slutty and incestuous activity.
I liked both things, was I guess the point. I very deliberately stayed on top of Dess's mouth while finishing the his cum. I sat up, feeling his tongue on me, and let the last of his orgasm slip down my throat.
Dess kept licking and sucking my pussy until I came too. My third time in relatively short order, and it kind of did me in. I rolled off of my brother onto the grass, panting softly and feeling at one with the world.
He lay next to me for a while, the two of us just existing next to each other, both satisfied of our needs. Eventually Dess sat up and watched me affectionately while I was stretched out naked and post-cummy. I let him perv on me all he wanted. He'd earned it.
I was also very ok with Dess running his fingers over me. His touch was light, and not enough to work me up again. I wasn't ready for more activities just yet. Some loving caresses in the afterglow were more than acceptable.
"I like your pussy," Dess said.
I snickered at the obvious statement. "No kidding."
"I think you shouldn't bother wearing bottoms anymore either."
"Pff, yeah, I bet."
Then he hit me with an offer I actually couldn't refuse. "It's easier to lick your pussy when there's nothing in the way," he suggested.
I tingled pleasantly inside. "That's a good point," I murmured. "A very, very good point."
****
Eventually I had to give in to my body and hit the bathroom. I padded inside, still happily naked, once again enjoying the low-key naughtiness of wandering about the house with no clothes on.
I wasn't paying quite enough attention, and as I approached the bathroom I was slightly startled to have the door open as I got near. Dad walked out, and clearly wasn't expecting to see me either. He was just as naked as I was. Probably fresh from sex with Mom, my brain helpfully supplied.
My gaze drifted down to Dad's cock, currently soft, but giving those little twitches like Dess's did when he was getting aroused. As my eyes flicked back up, I caught him looking down at me in return.
"I was, uh, just..." he said, fumbling the words a bit.
I smiled as his eyes very belatedly returned to meet mine. "Having sex with Mom?" I inquired sweetly.
"... yes."
"Gonna go do it again?"
Dad shook his head. "We, uh, just finished. Do you really want to know, though?"
"Weirdly I kind of do. I think it's probably really good for both of you."
I stepped in a little closer and brushed Dad's cock with my fingertips. He sighed, looking like he might bolt at first, but not actually moving.
"It is nice," he said. "I don't think we've done it like that in... a while."
"Had sex?"
"No. We do thats still. Not as often as we used to. I just mean... there was something different today."
I wrapped my hand around Dad's cock, feeling it swell in my grasp. It reminded me a lot of Dess getting an erection.
"That's good," I said. "You should go again. Mom would like that."
"She probably would," Dad said vaguely. "You... you shouldn't touch me like that, you know."
"I know."
"Oh. Good."
I still held him. He was in no particular hurry to actually stop me. I had such power in this family lately, and almost exclusively from making everyone horny. The realization of what I could get away with was almost as much a thrill as feeling Dad get hard in my hand.
"Do you want to feel my tits?" I asked.
"Do I--"
"Everyone else has."
Dad went through a visible moment of assessing what I'd just said, and what that actually meant. Just before he was done thinking I gently guided one of his hands up to my chest. Once it was there, he didn't try to yank it away again.



Dad sighed. "You're so like your mother."
"So I keep hearing. She used to get felt up a lot, did she?"
"... I'm not answering that."
I smirked. "That's ok. I can imagine. All these parties she got naked at--"
"It wasn't always parties."
"Sure, sure. But anyway I'm sure she let some boys feel her up a little."
"Or girls," Dad said absently.
I grinned wider. "Oh sure." I leaned in closer, lowering my voice to a breathy whisper. "You should go feel her up a bunch."
Dad nodded. "Ok."
"And... and other stuff."
"Uh huh."
I let go of his cock, which was fully hard by now anyway. He took a single step, then turned and got another, better feel of my breasts before leaving. They were getting so much love today.
After going to the bathroom, I did creep over to my parents' room for a moment, long enough to hear some moans and giggles coming from within. I did good work, I decided. And Mom definitely owed me one.
****
Something woke me up the next morning. My eyes flicked open just in time to catch Dess closing my bedroom door behind him. I opened my mouth, then quickly thought better of it and let my lips and eyelids relax back to sleeping position.
Trying to feign sleep was difficult, since I was already excited and anticipating something good. I did my best.
Dess padded over to my bed near-silently. I could only track him because he was the only thing making any noise at all, and I was hyper-aware of his presence.
He stopped by the edge of my bed and just stood there for a minute. I almost couldn't stand not knowing what he was up to, but luckily before I got too anxious he tugged at the sheet that was only covering me up to my waist. Slowly and very deliberately he pulled my sheet off of me entirely.
I took the opportunity to crack my eyes open while he wasn't looking. I only opened them enough to make him out a little, and hopefully not enough to give away that I was awake.
He just stood there again for a while. Admiring me, I realized. He'd been checking out my tits, and now could stare at my whole naked body. What a little perv.
I almost cracked a smile at that thought, since I had done exactly the same to him several times now, and that was in fact how we'd ended up here. It just felt pervier when he did it. Either way, it was turning me on.
To my delight, Dess eventually dared to sit down on the bed. It was a risk if he assumed me to still be asleep, since the shifting mattress might have given him away. As it was, I didn't move.
His hand went to my breast and just sat there for a while. He had such an obsession with my boobs. It would be really quite funny if it wasn't also such a turn on for me. I loved affecting my brother that way.
Dess grew slowly bolder, apparently surprised at how much he could away with while his sister slept. He caressed my breasts, then slipped his hand down to my pussy for a bit. I was plenty wet for him to play with me, though he didn't immediately dare to actually slip his fingers inside. He mostly just rubbed up and down my hot little slit.
Eventually he stood up. I had a momentary flash of disappointment until I realized he was only slipping out of his boxers. They'd been the only thing he was wearing, and he'd been tenting them pretty hard by then. It was, again, an effort to stay still, as I really wanted to show some appreciation for the sudden appearance of his hard cock.
Dess got back on the bed a lot less carefully, this time straddling my body with his knees on either side of me. He pressed his cock to my breasts and rubbed it back and forth. He mostly stayed in the cleavage between them, a sort of half-assed titfuck, but also very deliberately rubbed his penis across each of my breasts a few times, and I definitely heard a few small sighs of contentment as he did.
That was all he did for a while. Just grinding on my tits like a bad, bad booby-obsessed big brother. When he eventually brought his cock up to my lips, I decided I probably had to own up to being awake. I let him rub the head of his cock over my mouth several times first though. A girl's got to have her fun.
"Mmm, well hello," I said, fluttering my eyes open.
"Good morning," Dess said, cock still lying across my lips.
"This is... certainly the first time I've woken up to a cock literally in my face."
"And how's it working for you?"
"Pretty well, actually."
"Oh good."
Dess pressed forward some more, and I graciously allowed his cock in my mouth. I could see the delight in his eyes as he got to face-fuck his little sister first thing in the morning. I slipped a hand down to my pussy and rubbed myself while he used my mouth.
The angle he had wasn't the best, but neither of us cared much about that. It was too much fun. So naughty and sexy.
Dess's thrusts in my mouth got increasingly sloppy the longer he went. I had an excess of spit building up, and I kind of just let it happen. The sexy, slutty sounds turned me on, and I could tell they were driving my brother wild too.
"Can I... cum on your tits?" Dess asked.
"Mmhm!" I mumbled while nodding as best I could with his cock in my mouth.
I honestly didn't much mind where he came, just as long as he did. I didn't know why Dess cumming was so damn hot. It just really worked for me. Especially if I caused it.
Dess went a bit longer on my mouth, then grunted and backed up. He pointed his cock at my chest and frantically jerked himself off.
I rubbed myself just as hornily, delighting in what was about to happen, shivering in anticipation at the brother-cum that was about to land on me.
He groaned again, and hot, white, gooey streaks shot across my breasts. My eyes rolled back involuntarily at the intensity of it, and how close I was getting to cumming as well. It meant I missed watching some of Dess cumming on me, but I felt it all so very viscerally.
"Damn," Dess said quietly.
I bit my lip and looked up at him while finishing myself off. He wasn't even hardly paying attention to me other than his mess all over my tits. He liked that part. I couldn't blame him, really.
Dess did belatedly notice that I was cumming too. His look of curious fondness and encouragement helped a bit, but it was mostly his cum and the fact that he was still sitting naked on me.
My brother traced a finger around my breasts as I lay softly panting afterward. He seemed to be following patterns of cum, while carefully avoiding actually touching any of the mess.
"I think you should stay like this," he said.
I stretched, feeling too happy and relaxed to argue too much. "In bed?" I asked. "Or naked? Or... with your mess all over my tits?"
"The last two."
"Of course. What, do you want me to get disowned?"
"Disowned? You're practically ruling the family right now."
"Oh?"
"You've got Mom and Dad all horny and stuff. And... you've basically got me wrapped around your finger."
I grinned. "You'd do a lot of stuff for the chance to cum on me every day, wouldn't you?"
"Maybe."
"Well... if I stay naked and cummy, you're gonna have to do what I want later on."
Dess tilted his head. "Is it gonna be eating you out again?"
"Maybe."
"That's a good deal."
I nodded lazily. "It is."
Dess reluctantly got off me and started to pad away. He stopped, thought about it, then came back. I was curious right up until he bent down and gave me a soft kiss.
Before he could get away I nabbed him and tugged him back for another, longer kiss.
"You're gonna owe me lots more of those kisses," I said firmly.
"For... for you being naked today?"
"No. Just because you love me."
"Oh. That."
"Mmhm."
Dess nodded seriously, though a smile tugged at his lips. He gave me another, even deeper kiss with some tongue before leaving.
There was something about intimately kissing my brother that really worked for me. It wasn't as overly sexual as letting him cum on my tits, but it definitely hit harder emotionally. I wasn't quite sure what to make of it, but I knew I was right that I'd need more of those brother-kisses.
****
I felt some trepidation actually following through with Dess's request. Heading into the kitchen naked would have been fine, I think. It was still thrilling and slightly embarrassing and totally hot, but it wasn't nearly on the level of parading around with my brother's cum dripping off my boobies.
Mom was there already in her robe, just putting the coffee on. I sneaked up pretty close before she turned around to actually look at me. He face went through a minor roller coaster of emotions starting with casual appreciation, shock, lust, confusion, and finally what I decided to interpret as horny uncertainty.
"Rhae?" she greeted me.
"Good morning, Mom."
"You're...."
"Naked?"
"Well, yes. That too."
She reached out and ran her finger through the cum on my chest, as though needing confirmation that it was real.
"Oh that," I said, as though I'd forgotten.
"Is that... from your brother?"
"Yeah."
Mom looked at me, biting her lip, rubbing the cum on her fingers as though she'd never felt anything like it before.
"I thought you weren't going to have sex with him," she said.
"I still haven't. Cumming on me isn't sex."
"Hm. Technically true."
"Are you mad?"
Mom shook her head. "No. Whatever I am, I'm not mad."
"... horny?"
She frowned at me, but I just stared cheerfully back at her.
"Perhaps," she relented. "Or... jealous."
My eyes widened. "You want Dess to--"
"No no no, not that," Mom said. "I would never do that sort of thing with either of you. You're my babies."
"Oh."
Mom traced her finger through the cum again. "I miss being your age, I think. Being cheerfully wanton."
"You still could be. I keep trying to tell you."
"It's not the same. You've reawakened some things in me, darling, but I'm older and wiser now, and there's nothing for that."
"Hm, maybe." I reached for the sash of Mom's robe and gently tugged it open. She actually let me do it, which I hadn't fully expected. "You can have some fun though."
"That's true," she admitted as her robe opened.
I gave the robe another couple gentle nudges to make it slip past her breasts, then spent a moment just admiring her. She had only panties on underneath.
"I think you should lose the robe," I said.
"Of course you do," Mom said.
"Dad would like it."
"Yes, he would. And so would you and your brother."
I grinned. "So it's a win all round."
Mom was sorely tempted, I could tell. She wasn't quite giving in yet though.
"The latter is a bad thing," she explained patiently.
"That's very narrow-minded of you."
"You think it's ok that I turn my children on?"
I batted my eyes at her. "It's only fair. I turn you on, don't I?"
Mom whimpered softly. "God, was I like this at your age?"
"Hard to say. I wasn't around then."
Mom shook her head, then slipped her robe off. "The sad thing is, I think I was hoping you'd convince me to do this again."
"Hehe, is that so?"
"But!" Mom said, holding up a finger. "You need to clean up."
"Awww."
"Yes, you do. No walking around with that mess all over."
"What mess?" I asked innocently.
"I'm not saying it."
"My brother's--"
"You're not saying it either. Wash up. Now!"
Mom swatted my butt, which probably had the opposite of her intended effect. Still, I'd known I was pushing it pattering around with cummy tits like that. I cleaned up without further fuss, eager to keep Mom happy now that she was nearly naked.
Part of my interest was simple horniness, I supposed. I also liked that the more daring Mom was, the more I could get away with. There was, too, truth to the idea that everyone was winning. I was happy to show off, as was Mom, and the boys were definitely enjoying themselves out of it.
Mom was technically right that we probably shouldn't do this, but she also hadn't been terribly hard to convince.
I hung around in the kitchen to help make breakfast, once I was cleaned up sufficiently. We opted to make pancakes together, since it just felt like a family sort of breakfast, and perhaps we needed some wholesome to balance out the horny.
Dess and Dad both definitely enjoyed the view upon entering the kitchen. Mom and I feigned obliviousness to their stares, without even having to discuss it amongst ourselves. I couldn't totally hide my reaction to being checked out while being all nude and stuff, but I did a passing job at acting nonchalant.
Dad had Mom to occupy most of his attention, though I caught him looking my way several times. Dess bounced his gaze between Mom and me a fair amount too, though he seemed almost shy at moments. I wasn't sure why at first, but it was rather cute.
****
I spent a large part of the rest of my morning sitting outside reading. That part was typical. What was different was I had Dess curled up with me, resting his head in my lap.
We had picked out a cozy spot by the tree we'd first masturbated together at, though this time we didn't have to worry so much about being caught. Everyone had already seen me fully naked and was content to let me be. Having my brother napping with my lap as a pillow didn't seem much of a concern, relatively speaking.
I read my book mostly one-handed while Dess lazed in the sun and enjoyed some soft head-pats from me.
"This is really nice," Dess murmured softly as he rolled onto his back and stretched his tummy out in the sun's rays.
"Mmm," I hummed, in total agreement.
"I like you being naked like this."
I smiled. "I'm aware."
"No, not for the obvious reasons, I mean."
"Oh? What are the not obvious reasons?"
"Well... this, for one."
I tilted my head. "This?"
"Yeah. Just this. Just us being like this right now."
"We don't have to be naked for you to hang out with me."
"And get head pats."
"Right, or that."
Dess shrugged. "But we never did it before."
"True. But we could have."
"I don't know. Maybe we could, maybe we couldn't. I just feel like there's intimacy between us that there never was before."
I nodded. "I have to agree with that, I think."
Lazily cuddling out in the sun with hardly a stitch of clothing between us was most certainly something we never would have done before, for instance. And Dess was right, it was really nice to be able to do stuff like that.
Eventually I had to take a pee break. I wasn't happy about moving from my incredibly cozy, intimate cuddles with my brother. He pouted about it a little too, which I found cute.
"Don't worry, I'll be right back," I said.
Dess nodded. "Ok. I'll save your seat."
I giggled softly and patted his head again before heading inside.
I kind of halfway hoped to run into Mom or Dad while padding around nakedly in the house again. I was really enjoying being a little showoff lately. They weren't anywhere to be found at first, not until after I'd exited the bathroom and just happened to catch some soft moaning from my parents' room.
There was enough curiousity in me to investigate the noise. Especially when I recognized that Mom and Dad's bedroom door remained fully open, despite the private sounding nature of those moans.
As I crept up to the doorway, I was greeted by basically what I expected, which was Mom and Dad in the midst of some sexy times. The sort of thing I would have studiously avoided in the past, but now just intrigued me.
Mom was lying back on the bed while Dad lay between her legs, presumably eating out her pussy from what I could gather. Dad couldn't see me at first, facing away as he was, but Mom caught sight of me immediately. She just smiled at me, and I shyly smiled back.
She'd deliberately left the door open. It didn't take me long to determine that. Her easy acceptance of my presence confirmed it for me. What I strongly suspected was that she would never have invited me to come watch, but if I just so happened to catch them at it... well, that was a whole different story, wasn't it? Nothing she could help, if we strategically ignored the fact that she'd left the door open and moaned loud enough for me to hear.
Mom just bit her lip and watched me watching her for a bit, then eventually reached out and crooked a finger at me. I only hesitated a second before padding silently into the room. I moved to the emptier side of the bed and Mom patted the spot next to her. I took a seat next to her, hugging my knees to my chest and curling up small as I took in everything with due fascination.
Dad had realized at some point that I was there, though he didn't seem shocked by my presence. He did seem perhaps a little awkward at first, but I just stayed quiet and waited for him to get back to a good rhythm licking Mom's pussy out for her.
"Where's your brother?" Mom asked softly.
"Left him outside," I said. "Probably should head back out."
"Mmm. You two looked cozy out there."
"Hehe, what, were you spying on us?"
"Not spying. Just happened to see you."
"Uh huh. Then you guys went to bed right after, huh?"
"Don't be sassy, sweetie," Mom chided.
I rolled my eyes, then reached out and started playing with Mom's breast. Technically it wasn't being sassy, but it was being rather horny. Mom didn't object to that for some reason.
In fact, as I teased her a little, her moans and whimpering only increased in volume, frequency, and intensity. I was, I belatedly realized, about to watch my own mother cum right in front of me.
It was a trippy experience, and I wasn't totally sure I was ready for it, but it happened anyway. Mom had an orgasm from getting licked out, and from me helping a little too. She moaned louder and squeezed Dad's head between her thighs, while I basically just held her breast and watched wide-eyed.
I wasn't sure what was going to happen after that. I didn't think my parents knew either. After a long, silent moment, Dad did the only sane thing he probably could have done, and pushed his face right back into Mom's pussy to lick her some more.
Mom purred as Dad gently lapped at her pussy again. She also reached out to me and got me back for feeling her up by caressing my tits some.
"Rhae?" I heard Dess call from out in the hallway. "Rhae, where'd you go?"
Without thinking, partly since not thinking seemed like the only smart thing to do by this point, I called back. "In here!"
I heard Mom repress another horny whimper as Dess's footsteps neared. I just grinned as Dess took in what was happening in the room, then gave him a minute before I beckoned him over.
"... you were supposed to come back," he said.
"I know," I said. "Sorry. I got... distracted."
"Right." Dess shifted awkwardly. "Is this--"
"I think you should come eat my pussy," I interrupted before he could deliver some logical argument as to why this was all insane.
"But--"
"You have to do what I want," I reminded him. "I stayed naked today."
I unfolded my body, revealing it more to my whole family, though particularly my brother. He swallowed hard, and by the way he stared at me, I knew I had him.
"I didn't think you'd want to do it in here," he said faintly.
"Yeah, me either," I said. "But here we are anyway."
Dess couldn't resist long. I patted my pussy, inviting him to come eat. He moved jerkily, like a zombie, as he approached. He shed his shorts and boxers before lying down in the bed, getting just as naked as everyone else. I caught a flash of Mom's eyes fully appreciating the sight before Dess had fully laid down between my legs.
Mom and I each had our respective boy worshipping our pussies. It was nice and wholesome, if one ignored all the insane horniness and incest. Personally, I embraced it all. What else could a girl do under the circumstances?
I moaned encouragement to my brother while relaxing back and petting his head, running my fingers through his hair. Mom caught my free hand at some point and I smiled at her as we took comfort in each other's presence, side by side, getting our pussies licked and sucked.



Holding hands with Mom while getting eaten out. Again with that mix of wholesome and incest.
Dad was watching too, while his tongue was still buried in Mom. I wondered what he was thinking, other than the obvious horny thoughts. It turned out he was thinking of fucking Mom, as I determined when he crawled up her body, laying a few kisses on her in the process.
Mom seemed to know it was coming and moved to accept Dad's cock in her with smooth, practiced ease. They'd been doing this many years, after all. The way they knew each other so well and moved so elegantly together was bizarrely heartwarming.
Mom made eye contact with me again while sighing happily at having Dad slip inside her.
"Not bothered by your parents having sex?" Mom asked lightly.
"Apparently not," I answered. "You two really are doing it a lot more lately, huh?"
"Yes, Rhae. You've had quite an effect."
I had, really. Dess had had an effect on me, and then somehow I'd become a bit of a sexual focus in the family.
"It's all Dess's fault for sleeping naked, you know," I said.
Dess didn't even flinch at being blamed.
Mom chuckled softly. "Maybe." She moved her hand and caressed my cheek. "But you're my daughter through and through."
"Someday you're going to have to tell me all your stories," I said. "I want to hear more."
"A lot of them aren't fit to repeat."
I caught Dad smirking at that. Despite the stories he'd shared lately, I wondered what he'd held back. All the best ones, no doubt.
Mom and Dad both moaned louder as Dad thrust in and out of Mom's pussy. I bit my lip watching them, then looked down at my brother.
"Go ahead," Mom said.
I started and looked back at her. "What?"
"It's ok," she said.
"What is?"
"You and your brother."
I swallowed, trying to wet a suddenly dry mouth. "We're not having sex," I said. "I told you we weren't."
"I know. But do you want to?"
I looked at Dess. He looked at me.
"Kind of," I said.
Mom closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around Dad. "It's ok," she repeated.
I felt tingly all over. All nervous and excited inside.
"Do you..." I began, looking deep into Dess's eyes.
I couldn't form the sentence, but I didn't need to. Dess was already moving, already crawling up toward me. His cock was so hard beneath him, and I shivered as it bumped against my thigh.
I was so ready for this. I needed it more than anything else I could think of. It wasn't even just horniness, though there was an awful lot of that in the room. In a weird, weird way, I felt love and emotional connection in the room in a deep and needful way.
"I do," Dess whispered, answering the question I technically hadn't asked. "I really do. This... is not how I expected it though."
I grinned and brushed his hair back a little. "You were expecting it, were you?"
"I thought about it, at least. You sneaking in my room all the time... a boy gets ideas."
It turned me on to no end to hear that Dess had been thinking of having sex with me. It wasn't unexpected by any means, but the confirmation of it drove me crazy. Personally I'd sort of left it in the back of my mind, since I didn't think we'd actually get that far. I hadn't done a lot of actual fantasizing about it.
Now somehow I was here with full family approval, and my brother impatiently poking at me, ready to slip in at any moment.
"You should do what you've been thinking about, then," I said.
"Is that... what you want?"
I bit my lip and met Dess's eyes, nodding my head in a small but firm motion. "Yes," I breathed.
He smiled and kissed me, and while I was distracted by that kiss he slid inside my pussy.
I growled into my brother's mouth and grabbed his butt to urge him deeper. I wanted him fully in me. I needed it more desperately even than I had a moment ago. The more he buried himself inside me, the happier I felt. I was a bit of a wanton little thing, not that that was anything new by now.
It was so crazy that my first time with my brother was happening right next to our parents. There were benefits, though, such as making me extra horny for it, and knowing that we wouldn't have to sneak around and hide what we were doing anymore. That plus the physical comfort of Mom taking my hand again and squeezing it lovingly while Dess fucked me.
"Keep going," I whispered, urging Dess along. "Fuck your sister the way you want to."
Dess growled and kissed me more fiercely, doing his best to shove his tongue down my throat. I loved him going kind of feral on me, like he just couldn't control himself when we were so close.
At some point I noticed that Mom and Dad weren't even fucking anymore. Dad was just lying on top of Mom, his head cuddled to her bosom, both of them watching Dess and me. He must have cummed in her already. I couldn't see them stopping before that. Mom smiled and nodded minutely, as though confirming my unspoken suspicion.
I turned back to Dess and buried my face in the juncture of his neck and chest, hiding myself away as things got to be too much to handle. I kept purring and holding him, wanting more from him, but unable to process all of it at once.
I came on my brother's dick, feeling the magic of the moment hit an explosive climax deep within. He thrust away in me while I writhed and moaned and felt all the wonderful tingles and warmth inside me that I'd been craving.
I let Dess keep going as long as he needed. I was still enjoying our fun immensely, even after the immediate need for it had been sated. Plus it was sexy beyond belief to watch and feel him getting so close, holding him to me, hearing his panting in my ear.
It all built up to him cumming hot and deep in my pussy, something so incredible and forbidden that I knew just the memory of it would get me all worked up every time I thought about it. My brother came in me. He really did. Everyone knew it, and all I could do was hang on to him and smile.
****
"I have to say, I feel a little bit awkward about it," Dess said.
I shrugged and let him keep playing with my hair. We'd switched positions from earlier, sitting back outside with me lying my head on Dess's lap this time, instead of vice versa.
"You don't have to," I said.
"I know that. But it's how I feel."
"Understandable, I guess. Cumming in your sister in front of your Mom and Dad isn't something you'd necessarily be emotionally prepared for."
Dess snorted. "You really like saying that, don't you?"
I grinned. "What? That you came in my pussy? Like a very naughty brother?"
"Yeah, that."
I reached down and put a hand over my pussy. There was no outward mess there, but I was pretty sure there was still some inside. I'd deliberately held off properly cleaning myself just because it felt so sexy.
"Maybe I do like saying it," I agreed.
"I guess that's ok," Dess said. "Because I think maybe I really like hearing it."
"Hehe, yeah you do."
Dess moved his hand down to cup one of my breasts. There wasn't even anything particularly horny about his touch. It was just something I was used to him doing whenever he wanted to these days. It was comforting as much as anything, and could still be very sexy and thrilling depending on circumstances.
"I don't know if I really want to have sex in the same bed as our parents," Dess said. "It was kind of hot this time, but... weird too."
"Hm, yeah, kinda," I said. "I liked it, and I wouldn't mind doing it again, but it was definitely a weird thing to do."
"Exactly."
"But so is cumming in your little sister." I pouted up at Dess. "Does that mean you don't want to--"
"Don't be silly. I want to do that more."
I smiled, despite never doubting for a second. "Do what?"
He rolled his eyes. "I want to cum in my sister more."
"Yeah you do."
"You're so friggin' horny."
"I am? Who's feeling who's tits right now, hm?"
"Yeah yeah. Still though." Dess paused. "I think... I think I really like when I wake up to you being bad somehow. When it's just us."
"And here I thought you liked waking me up while you were being bad."
"I liked that too. But... if you want to wake me up some more...."
I shrugged as nonchalantly as I could. "We'll see."
****
I wasn't fooling either of us. I was creeping into Dess's room the next morning like the naked, horny little sister I was. There was never any question about it. Except maybe whether he'd be up first.
I just admired my nude brother for a moment. There was something special about him being naked just for me, and not for anyone else. When it was just our secret playtime.
His cock called to me. It wasn't erect yet. He'd had a lot less morning wood lately for 'some' reason. Some days I preferred him already hard, some days I wanted to get him that way myself. This morning I was really feeling the latter.
I crawled into bed, between Dess's legs. As a bit of an afterthought, I pulled his sheet over me, covering myself up entirely. It felt sneaky and hot, but in a way that obviously wouldn't conceal me past a single glance from anyone who saw the person-shaped lump under the covers.
Still, it was just me and Dess's cock in our own little pocket world. I rubbed and nuzzled it, feeling the delight of it swelling at my touch. For a moment there was nothing sexier in the world than experiencing my brother getting hard for me.
Then he was hard, and I remembered all the other sexy things there were. Most of which involving my brother being hard, as it happened.
I didn't get very long sucking on Dess before he stirred. He stayed pretty still for another minute or two, and I pretended not to notice that he was awake. Eventually he flipped back part of the sheet over me, revealing my sneaky morning blowjob.
"Oh hello," he said.
I smiled around his cock.
"This is the very best way to wake up, you know," he said.
I pulled off his cock and gave it a quick lick. "Glad to hear it. Now pull the covers back. We don't want Mom or Dad to catch us, do we?"
Dess rolled his eyes. He pulled the covers back in place somewhat, though left my face uncovered so he could watch me. If anything that might have been hotter. Still like I was being sneaky, but that we were sharing the secret. Even though it still very much wasn't sneaky at all.
Mom seemed to agree when she came to check on Dess. "Morning, kids," she said. "Breakfast is almost ready, so don't be too long."
Dess swallowed. "Uh, yeah, Mom. I'll, uh, let Rhae know when I see her."
I couldn't see Mom, but I could practically hear her eye-roll anyway. "Yeah, you do that."
I was too horny after that, and ended up rubbing my pussy while finishing Dess off into my mouth. I then rolled on my back and kept masturbating while tangled in his sheet, and with him staring curiously at me, and with his cum held tactically in my mouth until I finished as well.
"I could have done that for you," Dess said.
"Don't worry. You'll get me after breakfast."
"Ah. Of course I will."
I kissed him, straightened my hair a little, then marched straight down to breakfast without worrying about clothes. That had been a minor but welcome thing lately. Not having to worry about dressing at all most days. Saved a lot of effort on laundry too.
The rest of the family was all basically back to their usual clothes wearing. Which was to say they didn't wear much, but were technically decent. That was fine. I kind of enjoyed the spotlight as the only nudist among us. It got me all kinds of attention, and my parents and brother all took occasional opportunities to feel me up when they thought no one else was looking. It was a life I could get used to.
I left the breakfast table when I got too horny again, rather than when I was full. I whispered to Dess before I left, and before I very deliberately swayed my hips on the way out to catch everyone's eye.
"Meet me outside when you're ready," I told him. "Your turn to lick me."
He'd be out soon enough, I knew. For a moment, though, I spread my arms and walked out into the sunlight, just me and my nude, increasingly tanned body. Another wonderful day lay ahead, and I was so ready for it.
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Riker and Izzy arrived home in the late afternoon, having stayed after school for track practice. They entered their home with the intent of heading straight up to their room, but only made it halfway up the stairs before hearing the sounds of loud, aggressive sex.
The twins stopped and looked at each other, then as one sighed and turned back the way the had come.
"Dammit, Vi," Riker grumbled.
"You know she's loud on purpose," Izzy said, referring to their eldest sister.
"Yeah of course I know. And it's no good complaining because she just makes more noise."
Riker and Izzy retreated to the living room, which at least was out of earshot of the sex noises from upstairs. Riker sat on the couch, and Izzy did the same but swung her legs across her brother's lap.
"It's mostly her boys," Izzy said.
"Hm?"
"You know. You hear moaning and stuff, but it's not usually Vi. Usually whichever boy she's dating. That's who you hear, mostly."
"Yeah, and I don't know if that makes it better or worse," Riker sighed. He idly ran a hand up and down Izzy's leg. "Is she actually ever dating any of these guys though? Or just, you know, fucking?"
Izzy shrugged. "I asked once. She just smirked at me."
"No help there then."
"I do recognize some of them sometimes, though, so they can't all be one night stands."
"Especially since it's so often in the afternoon."
"Haha, yeah."
Zoe, the second eldest sister, arrived a while later. She was humming to herself, and like the twins headed for the stairs without thinking about it.
"I wouldn't do that," Riker called to her.
Zoe stopped, then slowly padded over to the living room. "Again?"
Riker and Izzy nodded.
"This one's a moaner," Izzy confirmed.
Zoe sighed. "The least Vi could do is keep it down if she's gonna always be boinking guys in her room."
"You'd think so, wouldn't you," Riker said.
"There's a chance they're done by now," Izzy said. "It has been, what, half an hour since we tried?"
"Something like that," Riker said.
"Oh the hell with it anyway," Zoe said. "I got a new game I want to break out anyway."
Riker and Izzy stayed right where they were while Zoe pulled out her playstation and popped in a new disc. Zoe settled herself on the floor, back against the couch, just in front of the twins.
"Elden Ring, huh?" Riker said. "I've been hearing good things."
"Same," Zoe said. "Here goes."
Izzy, less interested in watching than her brother, pulled out her phone to occupy her. Riker and Zoe chatted away while Zoe started her game.
Riker's hand brushed up and down Izzy's legs every now and then, just a casual caress. Izzy recognized that she and her brother had what was most certainly a more intimate relationship than a lot of siblings, it could even be considered weirdly close, but she wouldn't trade it for anything more 'normal'. Especially because she was proud of her legs, honed from years of running, and it was nice to have them appreciated sometimes.
Vi came downstairs a bit later, boytoy in tow. She saw him to the door, gave him a goodbye kiss, then returned and joined her siblings in the living room.
"Proud of ourselves, are we?" Izzy asked without looking up from her phone.
Vi sank into the comfy recliner that was, by right of age and fighting prowess, hers. Riker glanced at her and indeed saw the self-satisfied, cat-like grin on her face that he expected.
"Feeling pretty good, yes," Vi said. "Jealous?"
Izzy snorted. "Of what?"
"Derek. He's a cutie, isn't he?"
"He's alright," Izzy said, nonplussed. "You banged him before? He looked familiar."
"Nope. He lives down the street though."
"Oh. That's probably it."
Silence descended. Vi flicked her eyes around between her brother and sisters, seemingly waiting for some further comment.
"You guys waiting for me to finish, were you?" she asked when no one bit.
Riker sighed. "Yes, Vi, we heard you guys in your room. You're such a weird show off."
"Not showing off," Vi said.
"You're a huge show off," Zoe said without taking her eyes off her game.
"The worst," Izzy agreed, likewise not looking away from her phone.
Vi rolled her eyes and got back out of her seat. "Whatever. I refuse to be ashamed of it."
"That's fine," Riker said. "But you could do with being a little less proud of it."
Vi shook her head, her short, dyed hair tumbling over her eyes before she brushed it back. "Women have had to spend too long being--"
A chorus of groans drowned out Vi's point before she could finish it.
"We respect your choices to fuck every boy with a pulse," Zoe said. "We truly do. It's just we don't need to hear it."
"And you definitely make sure we hear it," Izzy added. "Like, every time."
"Can I help it if I know what I'm doing in bed?" Vi asked.
"At this point, probably not," Riker said.
Vi glared at her siblings, but gave it up. "Alright, whatever. I'ma get started on supper. Who's gonna peel vegetables for me?"
Izzy put her phone away and rolled to her feet while Riker and Zoe were busy bickering over whose turn it was. "I'm not doing anything anyway," she said.
"Neither are we," Riker said. "Peeling vegetables just isn't tha--"
"It's not appealing," Zoe said
"--t fun. Oh goddammit Zo," Riker said batting a pillow from the couch at Zoe's head, who only giggled, fully pleased with herself.
Vi and Izzy hit the kitchen, Izzy accepting her assignment of veggie prep in assistance of the evening meal.
"We really don't care who you fuck," Izzy said.
"Yeah, I know," Vi said.
"You just... you really do kind of show it off."
Vi smiled crookedly. "I know that too."
"Then why do--"
"Because it annoys the shit out of all of you."
Izzy made an offended noise and winged half a potato at Vi, who nearly caught the projectile, but instead it bounced off her wrist and into the sink.
"Don't throw food around," Vi chided.
"Don't be a little shit," Izzy countered.
"Can't be a little shit. I'm the oldest."
"And yet somehow you manage it anyway."
****
Supper was cooking by the time Helena got home from work. Vi was hanging out in the kitchen keeping an eye on things. Helena greeted her with a kiss on the cheek.
"Hey, Mom. How was work?"
Helena shrugged. "Oh, you know. The usual."
"Thought it might be."
"Supper smells good."
Vi nodded. "It's almost ready. You've got time to get changed."
"Then I'd probably better get on it."
Helena breezed through the living room too, greeting each of her children with the traditional kiss on the cheek or forehead, depending on their relative position, then went upstairs to shower and change.
"She's excited," Izzy commented. "Bet she's got a date tonight."
"You think?" Zoe asked. "I didn't notice anything."
"You never even looked up. You wouldn't have noticed."
"I'm at an important part."
"Uh huh."
"I hope it's not the same guy she brought back last time," Riker said. "I got a weird feeling from him."
Izzy shrugged. She was sitting next to Riker now, with his arm around her and his hand resting on her tummy. He'd deliberately pushed her shirt up a little to give them that extra little bit of physical connection. They both found it comforting.
"I think you just get weird about any of Mom's boyfriends," Izzy said.
"I don't," Riker protested.
"No, it's true, you do," Zoe said. "But I actually agree, that last guy had a weird vibe."
"I don't know whether to feel ganged up on or supported just now," Riker grumbled.
Izzy turned her head to beam cheerily at him. "That's family for you."
****
Helena turned up for supper wearing going-out clothes. Izzy smirked at Riker, who stuck his tongue out at her in return.
"Alright, children," Helena said calmly. "None of that."
"Who's the lucky guy?" Izzy asked.
"Hm?"
"You're going out," Zoe said. "You've got date clothes on. Izzy called it earlier."
Helena sighed. "Yes, I'm going out with someone. No, you don't know him. No, I'm probably not bringing him home tonight. Yes, I--"
"You do rather take the fun out of interrogating you," Izzy complained.
"Technically I should be grilling you lot about your dating choices," Helena said. "Not the other way around."
"Yes," Izzy agreed, "except for we're all responsible and competent individuals and can make our own choices."
Helena narrowed her eyes. "And what does that make me?"
Izzy fluttered her eyelashes. "Our beloved mother who we all want to see happy and never get hurt."
Vi snorted. "Who's a little shit now?" she asked Izzy before turning to Helena. "I'm happy for you, Mom. Have a nice time."
"Thank you, I will," Helena said. "Izzy, stop glaring at your sister."
Zoe chuckled. "They're just feuding because Vi was having loud sex again this afternoon and--"
"Oh here we go again," Vi complained.
"--and Vi said she does it specifically to annoy us."
"And because I can't help it if I'm just really good at it," Vi said. "If boys are gonna be loud, what am I supposed to do about it?"
Helena put her head in her hands. "You know, most families have the problem of their kids not sharing hardly anything. And then there's you all."
"I'm just becoming a sexually confident woman," Vi said. "It's a good thing."
"You were a sexually confident woman a while ago," Riker said. "Now you're sexually obnoxious."
"Rude!"
"Everyone, stop picking on your sister," Helena said firmly. "Vi... maybe try to be a little quieter during sex."
"Mom!" Vi complained.
"Well you are loud. I've heard it."
"Ah!" Vi looked offended, then set her jaw. "Well maybe I got it from you. Don't forget when you had... what was his name, Greg I think? You had Greg over that one night, don't think we didn't all hear that."
The rest of the siblings nodded around the table.
"That's true," Izzy. "That was a rough night."
Helena sighed. "Yes, true. Just... I don't know. Can we all just be happy and supportive of each other? I wanted you all to be confident adults when you grew up, and it seems like you're all doing ok. Maybe... maybe some boundaries have suffered for it."
"But really, who needs boundaries," Zoe said.
"Some boundaries are very healthy," Helena said. "If anyone ever wants you to do something you don't want to, remember--"
"Yeah yeah," Izzy said. "But what about, like, what if I just got naked right now, hm? That's not making any of you do anything, but it would be past some boundaries."
"Obviously I'd prefer if you didn't do that," Helena said. "But if you want to... I don't know, we're family here. It's probably fine."
Helena sat expectantly watching Izzy. The rest of her siblings did the same.
Izzy coloured slightly. "Well obviously I'm not actually going to do that. I was just making a point."
"I support you being naked if you want," Riker said helpfully.
"Don't perv on your sister, dear," Helena said calmly as she picked up her fork again.
"Wasn't," Riker said. "Just being supportive. Because you're right, we should be. Vi, I think you should be louder at sex next time, and we can all stand outside your room and cheer."
Vi's eyes got narrow. "Try it and see what happens. I dare you."
"Mooommm, Vi's gonna beat me up if I try to support her."
Helena hung her head. "You know, I hear other parents complain that they can't get two words out of their kids at the dinner table."
"Must be nice, huh," Zoe said sympathetically.
****
Izzy and Riker went to their shared bedroom that night. As twins, they'd shared a room since they were babies, and had abjectly refused to be separated when they got older. Neither Vi or Zoe particularly wanted to give up having a bedroom to themselves anyway, which made it easier just to keep all the kids happy and let the twins continue sharing a room.
"You notice Mom's not home yet?" Izzy asked as she pulled off her pants.
Riker nodded. "Of course I noticed. Vi sent her a text, and she said she's ok."
"Date must have gone well then."
"Most likely. Can't imagine why they went to his place instead of here."
Izzy chuckled and sat on her bed on her side of the room in a cami and panties, casually dangling her legs. Riker finished getting his clothes off and sat on his bed fully naked.
"Well I'm glad she's enjoying herself without all our judgement for one night," Izzy said. She reached back to undo her ponytail that she usually kept her shoulder-length hair in. For the purposes of running, she was most comfortable keeping it out of her way most of the time.
"Who's judging?" Riker asked. "She can make her own decisions."
Izzy shrugged. "You know. All of us. Kind of keeping an eye on what everyone else gets up to romantically."
Riker was quiet a moment. "You think it's weird that neither of us have dated?"
"We went on a double-date a couple times with--"
"That doesn't count. That was your friends trying to set us both up at the same time because they thought it was cute."
"They're not my friends. They're our friends. Celeste and Aurora like hanging with you as much as me. You know that."
Riker nodded. "That's true. I like them too. I think maybe sometimes it's just a little weird for me still that I'm the only boy at track practices."
Izzy shrugged. "It's nice, I think. You're like the team's little brother."
"I-- wait, why little brother? Why not, like, big brother?"
Izzy grinned impishly. "'Cause you're too cute and shy to be a big brother."
Riker rolled his eyes and ran a hand through his hair, the same shade of brown as Izzy's, tousling it gently.
"You instill me with such confidence," he said.
"It's a good thing! You could probably date most any of the girls on our team, if you wanted. I mean the ones who aren't seeing someone already. They all like and trust you already."
"I dunno. That'd kind of be like dating family."
"Ah ha!"
"What?"
"I told you you're like the little brother. And you think of all of them as sisters, huh?"
"That's not quite what I meant."
"It's what you said," Izzy pointed out.
"Yeah. It is."
Izzy and Riker both still sat on the edge of their beds, neither having made a move to get under the covers. Izzy had one leg pulled up to her chest and the other still dangling over the side. Riker had both feet on the floor, legs slightly spread.
"Who you thinkin' about?" Izzy asked softly.
"Hm?"
"Your penis keeps twitching a little."
"Why are you staring?"
Izzy's lips quirked. "I asked first."
"... you know at practice when we all stretch before running?"
"Sure."
"And... you know how the shorts we wear are... tight?"
"Ah. You like all the cute butts, huh?"
"You got me thinking about them."
Izzy waggled a finger. "Naughty, checking out all your sisters like that."
"You called them my sisters, not me. I feel like I definitely have enough sisters as it is."
"Three is a lot, huh?"
"It can be. Mostly it's nice though."
Izzy smiled and brushed her hair back in a habitual gesture. Riker's cock twitched again, slowly growing erect in the silence.
"So... wanna rub one out then?" Izzy finally asked.
Riker nodded and bounced to his feet. "I was hoping you'd ask."
Izzy rolled her eyes as she tugged her panties off. "You're allowed to ask too, you know."
"Yeah, but sometimes you don't want to, and I don't want to pressure you."
"It's no pressure, Ri. If I'm not in the mood you can just play by yourself. You honestly should just ask if you want to."
Riker grabbed their shared laptop, a box of tissues, and hit the lights before hopping into bed with Izzy. "I'll remember that."
"No you won't. You just always want me to suggest it."
"... I like it better that way."
Izzy and Riker got comfortable next to each other, backs leaning against the wall, laptop perched balanced on their stretched out legs.
Izzy put her hand softly on Riker's before opening the laptop. "Hey. It's me. We're twins."
"I'm aware."
"We can share anything, right?"
"Obviously."
"If you want to rub one out before bed, seriously just ask. Sometimes I'm just not quite as horny and don't think of it. But I don't want you to have to go to sleep frustrated."
Riker smiled and squeezed Izzy's hand gently. "I can always just jerk off by myself if it was that bad."
"Yeah, but you don't though."
"Not often, no."
"Not ever. I'd know if you were jerking off in bed across the room from me."
"... I might do it other places from time to time."
Izzy's eyebrows went up. "Oh really?"
"You didn't know? Do you not--"
"Sometimes," Izzy admitted evasively. "When do you--"
"Nuh uh. When do you do it?"
"Technically I asked first. But, like, I don't know. Sometimes the showerhead is just really nice, for instance."
"Oh." Riker considered this. "Like on your pussy?"
"On my clit, yeah. You?"
"Um, in the shower too, kinda. But like usually the one at school, after track."
"While all those tight butts dance in your head?"
Riker blushed faintly. "Something like that."
Izzy nodded. "Ok, well I feel better. Can't believe you didn't tell me you did that."
"You didn't tell me about Mr. Showerhead either."
"Fair. I didn't hold back on purpose, you know. We've got no secrets, right?"
"No secrets," Riker echoed. "Now are you gonna open up the laptop or what?"
Izzy smoothly flipped the laptop open and navigated to their favourite site for videos. She glanced at Riker's lap in the process and smiled to herself at seeing his cock mostly erect already.
"A girl in the shower video, huh?" Riker said. "To show me what it looks like when you do it?"
"Of course not," Izzy said. "She looks nothing like me."
Riker peered at the girl in the video who held a showerhead between her legs and gave little whimpers occasionally.
"You're right. Blonder, bigger tits, doesn't have any kind of athletic look to her."
"Pff, what, you dissing my tits now?" Izzy asked.
"And she's way less attractive than you in every way," Riker added. "You didn't let me finish."
"Haha, smooth."
Riker stroked his cock while watching the shower girl. Izzy rubbed her pussy too, but watched her brother way more than the screen.
"Bigger boobs doesn't always mean better, you know," Riker said. "Yours are perfect on you."
"I know. I wasn't sure if you remembered that."
"Of course I did."
Riker took his hand off his shaft and reached over to Izzy. He grabbed the bottom of her cami, and she lifted her arms for him to pull it over her head.
Both fully naked, the sibs went back to masturbating while also taking frequent glances at each other.
Riker took enough time from jerking off to find another video, one with two girls in a shower instead of just one. Izzy snorted at his choice, but watched curiously with him anyway. Again, her gaze drifted more to her brother than to the porn.
"Hey, Ri?"
"Yeah?"
"How close are you?"
Riker turned to Izzy, amusement on his lips. "Already asking? Impatient tonight or what?"
"Just curious."
"You can put on a different video if this one isn't doing it for you."
Izzy nodded. "Ok. Maybe I will."
Some quick typing, and Izzy brought up a favourite video for the two of them. One where a girl gently dommed a cute boy, making him kneel and jerk off while she almost let him lick her pussy, then moved it away, and eventually made him lie back so she could sit on his face while he finished masturbating all over his tummy.
"Mmm, that's better," Riker said, rubbing his cock faster.
"It is," Izzy agreed. "I was surprised when you liked it so much the first time, though."
"Why? It's hot."
"Didn't figure you for being so subby."
"Who says I am? It'd be so horny having a girl tease me like that. I can appreciate stuff like that without being subby."



"Arguably. And you'd want her to sit on your face while you finished?"
Riker gave a little whimper and felt his orgasm stirring deep within. "Kinda, yeah."
Izzy's fingers were a practiced blur on her clit as she shifted her gaze hungrily back and forth between the porn and her twin brother.
"You notice they look a bit like us?" she asked.
"Only a very little bit," Riker said. "They've got brownish hair, sure, and blue eyes."
"And the right noses. And he looks like he could be a runner."
"I don't know about that."
"He's not the exquisitely toned specimen you are, of course," Izzy said teasingly.
"Uh huh. Well she's kinda got your ass."
"You think?"
"Yours is better, obviously."
"Yes, obviously." Izzy waited as long as she could hold the question in. "What would you do if I sat on your face?"
Riker groaned, felt his orgasm kick into overdrive at the immediate flash of imagination his sister had forced upon him, then tingled and shivered as he came over himself. Izzy liked when he came on his tummy, much like the boy in the video, and Riker happily obliged her. It only really meant a bit of a messier clean up after, and it was worth it to help Izzy cum.
Izzy felt her trigger key off of Riker cumming on himself, as it so often did. Nothing in her life had ever made her cum so consistently as watching him finish. It was to a point she wasn't even sure she could cum if he didn't. Sometimes she worried about that, but mostly it was just kind of a normal state of affairs for her.
Riker's strokes slowed down to nearly nothing as the last of his cum dribbled out onto his fingers. Izzy was still jilling fast and furious, but it wasn't long before she too gasped and shuddered, then moaned soft and low as she came.
The sibs sat next to each other, feeling the reassurance of each other's intimate presence while they calmed down a bit. Izzy then turned to Riker and carefully kissed him on the cheek, just barely missing his lips. He did the same to her.
They then each grabbed a tissue to wipe cum off of Riker, and leave him an only marginally sticky mess before bedtime.
Izzy snuggled herself nakedly under covers while Riker padded back across the floor, dropping the laptop back on their desk, and slipped into his own bed.
"Good night, Izzy."
"Sweet dreams, Ri."
****
In the bedroom next door to the twins, Zoe lay in her bed playing with her pussy. She usually couldn't hear any distinct words through the wall, but certain sounds could carry through enough to be understood. Apparently neither Riker or Izzy had yet realized their sneaky fun times weren't quite as sneaky as they thought.
Zoe hadn't realized what was happening the first time she'd caught the twins masturbating together. Some moans and whines from her sibs' room, sure, they were getting off, that was all fine and good. And then at some point she'd realized no, they weren't just getting off, they were getting off together. It seemed so obvious in retrospect. That had turned a formerly amusing thing that she overheard every now and then into something more alluring.
Zoe had considered telling Riker and Izzy she could hear them, but decided not to. She could claim she didn't want to embarrass them, but that would be a lie. It had a lot more to do with her own horniness.
The sex noises Vi and her errant trysts made were far too much, too obvious, trying to get a reaction. The twins thought no one knew what they were up to, which was sexier right off the bat. Plus, of course, brothers and sisters masturbating together was, traditionally, somewhat frowned upon. Zoe considered that a bonus when it came to eavesdropping on intimate moments.
She was something of a connoisseur of her younger sibs' habits these days. The sounds of them cumming were well known to her, as was the tradition of Riker always cumming slightly before Izzy. Zoe wasn't quite sure why that was, but all the scenarios in her head were hot, or cute, or both.
Zoe sometimes came while thinking about Riker and Izzy doing more than just masturbating together, but she'd never believed they were doing anything to that extent. She wasn't sure why, exactly, other than her long-term chronicling of the naughty noises they made at night, which arguably made her a bit of an expert.
As was her routine on the nights when the twins got up to no good, Zoe rubbed her pussy while listening to them, then eventually got off to the sounds of them subsequently cumming together. She then curled up in her bed and enjoyed drifting pleasantly off to sleep.
****
Riker and Izzy went through their classes the next day as usual. They used to get some jokes about always being together, even sharing all the same classes, but since teasing didn't usually get much of a reaction most people who knew them just sort of took it for granted these days.
They ate lunch together in the cafeteria where they were joined by Celeste and Aurora, two of their friends from the track team. The girls made a distinctive pair as they were together nearly as often as Riker and Izzy were, and Celeste's naturally red hair with Aurora's dyed blue hair made them stand out in a crowd. Rumour had it Aurora's choice of colour was a deliberate choice to go with Celeste's, though the twins had never asked and didn't know exactly why.
"Coach is making us all run laps after school," Celeste said.
"We heard," Riker said. He sat next to Izzy, now across from their friends, and holding his sister's hand under the table.
"Heard she's pissed at someone," Izzy added. "Gonna really give it to us at practice."
Aurora nodded. "We think someone mouthed off to her again."
"Oh god, really?" Izzy said. "They gotta stop doing that. We always get laps until we puke if someone's a little shit."
Riker shrugged. "I mean, running's running. It's what we were gonna do anyway."
All three girls made a face at him. "Don't know why you're so calm about it," Celeste said. "Your endurance is one of the lowest on the team."
"Always room for improvement then," Riker said cheerfully.
Aurora groaned. "Please tell me he's joking, Izzy. He's not really such ridiculous optimist, surely."
Izzy gave Riker a look. "Yeah, he's just getting a rise out of you. And succeeding."
Riker just smiled to himself and squeezed Izzy's hand gently under the table.
"Anyway," Aurora said, "we actually really wanted to ask you two about the dance coming up."
"Yeah, you guys going?" Celeste asked.
Izzy and Riker exchanged glances.
"Most likely," Izzy said.
"We don't have dates though," Riker said.
Celeste and Aurora exchanged glances of their own.
"Well we could definitely set you both up," Aurora said.
"But you both just want to go together," Celeste said. "So it's kinda pointless."
"How would you know what we want?" Izzy asked.
"You're kidding, right?" Aurora said. "How long have we been friends?"
"A long time."
"Exactly."
The twins exchanged another glance.
"I mean, it's just easier going together," Riker said. "No worrying about dates and making good impressions and stuff."
"True," Izzy said. "Plus we're better dancers than most people, and they can't keep up."
"I'd say you two are cute," Celeste said, "but I'm worried that if you guys never date 'cause it's easier not to, you're never gonna find anyone but each other."
"This is our concern," Aurora agreed.
Izzy looked at her brother, then back to Celeste and Aurora. "Enh, we could do worse."
****
Riker regretted his optimism about track practice. Their coach was, indeed, on a tear, and intent on sweating punishment out of everyone. He still didn't even really know why.
Riker could do distance running, but was much better on short distances. After several laps, he was lagging, his lack of endurance catching up with him.
The plus side, one of the good things about being the only boy running with a dozen girls, was that he had a steady stream of tight butts passing him that he could happily stare at for a bit before they got too far ahead of him.
"You'd probably run faster if you'd stop checking everyone out as they go by," Izzy said, catching up to him again.
Riker tried to shrug, which was hard to do effectively while running. "Who needs faster? I'm struggling as is."
"No denial that you were watching everyone's butt?"
"Would denying it work?"
"No."
"Then I won't bother."
Izzy snorted, an effect also marred while running and softly panting. "Trying to decide who you want to ask to the dance?"
"Based on cuteness of butt? I guess there's worse criteria." Riker shook his head. "But no, we're going together, right?"
Izzy smiled, feeling that warmth that Riker created in her that she really didn't always understand, but enjoyed when she felt it. "Of course. Just checking. It'd be harsh getting stood up by my brother."
"Yeah, right."
Izzy sped up a little and stayed in front of Riker for a bit. She waited for the curve of the running track to let her look back at him without being too obvious about it. Riker was pretty zoned out and not paying attention, but his eyes were locked loosely on her backside. She smiled to herself and kept pace in front of him until their coach finally blew her whistle and called the team all in.
Riker flopped over on the grass, unashamedly sprawling out and pretending to die from exertion. The performance got a few giggles.
"Very funny, Mr. MacIsaac," Coach Watson said, rolling her eyes at the theatrics. "You know it just makes me think we need to work on your distance running more."
"I'm built for sprints!" Riker protested.
"You're built for whatever lets you sit your ass back down again the soonest."
"Same thing."
Coach Watson pursed her lips, but couldn't help a small smile at Riker's antics. "You're just lucky you're the entire boys' team by yourself. You'd be in trouble if I had options."
"Funny," Izzy said, "that's what I always tell him too."
Riker stuck his tongue out at his sister, still flat on his back on the ground.
Coach Watson shook her head, then looked down at her clipboard. "Anyway, I got word that recruiters will indeed be at the next meet, as we'd hoped. They--"
Izzy groaned. "Is that why you were punishing us today?"
"I wasn't--"
"Yeah, we thought you were pissed at someone," Aurora said.
"I'm really not so petty as that," Coach Watson said, eyes narrowed. "You lot do your best to shirk endurance training at every opportunity, but you need it sometime."
"Oh," Celeste said. "Well... I guess that's kinda true."
Riker raised his hand. "I don't."
"You especially do," Coach Watson said.
"No, see, I'm comfortable with my weaknesses and want to learn to love myself as I am. If I--"
"Two more laps, Mr. MacIsaac."
Riker got to his feet with a long, dramatic sigh. "This is sexist, you know."
"No, this is you being a show off and suffering the consequences."
"She's got you there, Ri," Izzy called cheerfully at her brother as he jogged back onto the running track.
Izzy noted, as she often did, how many eyes fixed to Riker as he retreated. She'd wondered if he ever noticed how many of the girls checked him out from time to time, or if he was too busy checking them out to notice. She felt a small surge of protective jealousy at all the attention on him, along with happiness for her twin brother that he could command such interest. It was a difficult pairing of emotions at times. Confusing, if nothing else.
****
Riker got a whole shower room to himself after practice. Sometimes there were other sports happening at a similar time so there'd be more boys around, or sometimes if it was in the middle of the school day there would be plenty of regular use. A fair amount of the time it was just him. One of the perks of being the only boy on the track team.
That and being surrounded by hot girls. That didn't hurt either. It made running difficult at times, sure, and was probably just as much to blame for his poor performances at times as were any of his actual faults. He couldn't really help his cock getting in the way.
It currently throbbed gently under the spray of water as Riker rinsed off the sweat of the practice. He really did enjoy running with so many hot girls, though he would have done it just because Izzy liked it. And not just because he preferred watching her butt the most out of all of them.
"I really thought you'd be jerking off," Izzy said.
Riker turned and saw his sister padding toward him. He tilted his head curiously.
"What, did you sneak in here just to catch me at it?" he asked.
Izzy had, in fact, done precisely that. She'd slipped away with her stuff to the boys' locker room, which she was delighted to find was empty other than her brother. She'd hesitated momentarily and just watched him wash himself off, then gone ahead and taken her running clothes off so she could shower too. Choosing the showerhead next to Riker, the twins each stood nude under the spray, eyeing each other and gauging the other's mood.
"It was too crowded in the other shower," Izzy lied smoothly.
"Sure it was," Riker said, not buying it for a second. "It so happened to be too crowded the very day after I told you that I sometimes jerk off in here by myself?"
"... yes."
"Quite a coincidence."
"Not enough of one. You aren't even jerking off."
Riker's eyes flicked down to his erection, currently pointed directly at Izzy, then back up to her. "You know, you could just ask."
Izzy rolled her eyes. "Oh I see. Turning my own words from last night back against me, huh?"
"It's only fair. We can both ask for stuff if we want it."
"Well what do you want right now? Maybe I don't want to force you into jerking off if you don't want to."
Riker considered the question. It was, admittedly, very difficult to think straight with Izzy so very naked and wet in front of him. He was used to being naked with her in the safety and comfort of their room, often in the dark. This was quite different.
"I think, maybe, that mostly I want to jerk off when you want me to," Riker said eventually.
Izzy had her turn to think seriously, which was just as tricky for her standing next to her wet, naked, very erect brother as it had been for him. "Because it's hotter that way?"
"Maybe. More because... it feels right. Like... like everything feels better if I know you're enjoying yourself too."
Izzy cocked her head. "I get that. You know I struggle to even cum if I don't see you cum first?"
"I'd kind of wondered about that. What about, like, when you have your dates with Mr. Showerhead?"
Izzy blushed faintly. "Well... it's nice, but it's harder to cum. And I usually have to think about you cumming. A lot of the time I just don't even get there."
"Oh."
"What about you?"
"Same, kinda."
"Like you stand in here and think about me?"
"... yeah."
"And here I thought it was all those butts you were checking out while we were running," Izzy teased.
"It is. That's what gets me going. And then... and then it's always just one after a while."
Izzy bit her lip and stared at her twin brother with big, hopeful eyes. "Mine?"
"Yours."
Slowly, carefully, Izzy turned around so her back was to Riker. "And like, what if I did this?"
Riker's eyes traveled down the smooth curve of his sister's back to her tight, wet ass. "That might get me," he admitted, his voice cracking a bit.
Izzy looked back over her shoulder. "Not enough, apparently."
"Maybe... maybe bend over some?"
Izzy's heart pounded. She tried to act casual as she kept her legs slightly spread, knees straight, and slowly leaned over until she was at nearly ninety degrees. It was by far the lewdest pose she'd ever struck for anyone, let alone her brother. She again looked over her shoulder while bracing her hands on her thighs.
Riker whimpered softly as Izzy bent over. He kind of couldn't believe that he'd gone ahead and asked her to do it. Seeing her in that kind of pose was a far cry from just masturbating together in their room like normal. He saw her head turn just as he was grabbing his cock, and watched the question she was about to ask die on her lips.
"So that's what it takes, huh?" Izzy said, watching Riker's hand move on his shaft with a fixed, unblinking gaze.
"Sometimes, I guess."
"What do you do when you don't have a sister around willing to pose like a porn star?"
"It's a struggle."
"Uh huh."
Riker stroked himself faster, so crazy turned on beyond what he usually felt while showering after a practice.
Izzy found it hard to keep still for him as she got all buzzed up too, her heart still hammering and her legs getting a bit wobbly.
"You aren't going to rub yourself too?" Riker asked.
Izzy started slightly at the question. "What, here? What kind of girl do think I am?"
"... is that a serious question right now?"
"Just... shush and just cum already."
"I'm going as fast as I can, jeez."
Riker reached out without thinking and put his free hand on Izzy's ass cheek, gently spreading her butt for an even more intimate view. She gasped but didn't protest. Riker was fixated on his twin sister's ass, and to a lesser extent her pussy, but the lewdness of it all still only worked for him so intensely because it was all part of Izzy, and he knew it.
Izzy trembled at feeling her brother's hand on her butt. She had a flash of disbelief at how readily she'd shown herself off to him like this, and how easily she accepted him spreading her booty even more. That was followed by the easy acceptance that yes of course she'd do this for him. She would have done it long ago if he'd ever asked. But then, neither of them would have asked for anything like this. They were twins first and foremost. Always would be.
And yet... here they were. Izzy had gone over and over the idea of sneaking in here with him, considered the dangers of getting caught at it, recognized how stupidly horny it was, and she'd still done it. After that, it had seemed way less crazy that it usually would have to just present herself like this and watch him jerk off to her.
"It's, shit, it's hard to finish," Riker said.
"Even grabbing my bum like that?"
Riker's hand jerked away, to Izzy's inner disappointment.
"Sorry."
"No, it's--"
"Usually when we do this, it's when you're gonna get off too."
Izzy trembled, feeling like she should probably stand up straight again, but refusing to do so. "So... so you cum when you think I'm going to, and I cum when you have?"
"It's kinda how it usually is, isn't it?"
"... did we get ourselves stuck in cumming paradox?"
"Not quite. But yeah, basically."
"Shit." Izzy took a deep breath. "Ok, don't think I'm gonna do this all the time, 'cause I'm not."
"What are--"
"You need to cum on my ass, Ri."
"Iz...."
"Like right now. Cum on it."
"Oh my god."
"Look, I know this is different from just masturbating together. Maybe I shouldn't have come in here like this. I was horny. It happens. Maybe we should just stick with getting off together before bed like normal. That works for us. It's just twin stuff."
"I don't know if that's normal twi--"
"But Ri, if you don't cum on my ass right this fucking minute, I'ma kick your ass."
Riker couldn't figure out exactly what was happening. It was something very close to dirty talk, but not quite. Whatever the hell it was, it worked.
He honestly didn't know if it was Izzy's demand that did it, as though his body would naturally just obey her, or if it was her constant reference to cumming on her ass. The latter seemed the more likely. Riker had been wondering before that what would happen if he came on her. One of those horny thoughts. He probably wouldn't have actually done it. Probably. But if she was insisting firmly that he had to, well that was a different story.



Riker exploded in the most magnificent whirl of pulsing balls, curling toes, and tingling nerves. It probably wasn't really a safe experience while in the slippery shower, honestly, but he couldn't give a shit about that. He felt his cum shoot out and watched it land gloriously in thick streaks all across Izzy's bum.
The hot lines of cum spattering Izzy's ass made her grip her thighs tight, close her eyes, and use all spare focus she had on merely staying on her feet. She hadn't wanted to rub herself before, and she regretted it now. With Riker's cum being painted across her butt, she wanted nothing so much as to put her hand between her legs and rub herself stupid.
"Oh my god," Izzy moaned.
The last of Riker's orgasm faded, and he was left staring at what he'd done. Rather oddly, to his mind, he almost didn't even feel the usual clarity and absence of horniness afterward. He just wanted to keep staring at Izzy's ass, maybe grab it again, maybe--
"Ri, help me up, would you?"
Riker blinked and belatedly took Izzy's arm. "What's wrong?"
"Nothin'. Just shaky."
"Oh. That's--"
"Keep holding me, would you?"
Riker put his hands on either side of Izzy, just about her waist, and kept a grip on her. It left them awfully close together with the heat of his cum still fresh on her skin. It was perfect.
Izzy put a hand to her pussy and rubbed herself. She worked her clit with single-minded intensity, being rougher and harder on it that she usually would. Riker's face was so close, his eyes so focused on her. His hands were warm and strong on her sides. Having him holding her might have been the best part. She would have asked him to wrap her up tight in his arms if it wouldn't have interrupted her frantic jilling.
Riker found the allure of his twin's face so close to his somewhat overwhelming, especially all heavy-lidded, panting, and lost in desperate pleasure. He couldn't help himself, couldn't even restrain his movement to her cheek like they normally did. He kissed Izzy full on the lips.
Izzy's eyes went wide for a second, then fully closed as she came. It was a damn good thing Riker was holding on to her as her orgasm surged through her and an electric connection jolted through her between lips and clit. She leaned closed into him, feeling his cock poke against her as she did, though it was only a side-note in the overall effect.
"What the hell was that?" Izzy asked breathlessly.
"Sorry," Riker said.
"No, it was good. Too good. Just, like, how am I supposed to settle for pecks on the cheek now?"
Riker smiled ruefully. "Yeah, that might have been a mistake."
The twins watched each other a moment longer, damp and glowing, water-darkened hair plastered to their heads, both looking more radiant to the other than ever despite being so disheveled.
The door at the end of the locker room banged open, interrupting the moment.
"Hey Riker, you done jerking off yet or what?!"
Izzy snorted in frustration. "Aurora!" she hissed in a low voice.
"How did she know I was--"
"She's giving you shit, dude, come on. You know better."
"Oh right. Sorry. My mind's on... other things."
Izzy smiled shyly. "Mine too."
They leaned in toward each other, but didn't have the peace they would have liked.
"Seriously, Riker," Celeste's voice called after Aurora's. "There's such a thing as too much."
Riker sighed, then raised his voice. "I'm almost done. You really don't need to check on me, you know."
There was some distant laughter.
"You were jerking off, weren't you?" Aurora called again.
"I was fucking your mom. She'd like you to give us some privacy."
An indignant noise came through, but Celeste's laughter only got louder.
"Alright, jeez," Aurora said. "We're just looking for Izzy. We didn't see her come through. Have you seen her?"
"How would I possibly have seen her?" Riker asked while currently holding Izzy naked and wet and so close his erection continued to jab softly at her.
"Yeah, that's what I said," Celeste said. "She probably just changed quick or something. Just text us if she's out waiting in your guys's car already or something, would you? It's weird for her to vanish like that."
"Will do," Riker promised. He sighed. "Guess we better get moving."
Izzy nodded. "Guess so. Are you still hard?"
"You, uh, got me going again there."
"Hm, ok."
"You're happy about that, aren't you?"
"Maybe. You know you're gonna have to let go of me so we can get out of here."
"Yeah, I'm aware."
Riker still held Izzy for a moment longer. She had absolutely no intention of slipping out her brother's hands until her let her go. Unfortunately, one of them had to break sooner or later.
Riker regretfully pulled away from Izzy and turned off their shower heads before padding back to his locker and towel. He stopped partway as he realized that despite not having said anything for a while, and thus giving the impression they'd left already, Aurora and Celeste were in fact still standing at the open door to the locker room. They smirked at him for just a second or two before letting the door swing closed.
Izzy pattered up behind Riker. "What's up?"
"They were still watching."
"Celeste and Aurora?"
"Yeah."
"Ha, pervs."
"I maybe should have anticipated that."
Izzy wrapped her arms around Riker from behind and kissed his shoulder. "You had more important things on your mind."
"I really did. And, uh, still do. You feel really nice like that, just by the way."
"'Cause my boobies are squished against you?"
"... not just that."
"Ha, ok."
Izzy pulled away and grabbed her towel to start drying off. Riker belatedly followed suit. They watched each other dry off, and Riker was very aware of Izzy deliberately not cleaning up the mess on her ass, nor how delicately she pulled her panties up over all the cum still on her skin.
"You don't think they noticed your stuff sitting there, do you?" Riker asked.
Izzy shrugged. "How should I know? If I had to guess, though, I'd suspect they were probably too busy sneaking a peek to even consider that I was in here with you."
"Yeah, what was that about anyway?"
Izzy frowned. "Seriously?"
"What?"
"Like, you know how you perv on literally every girl on the track team?"
"I do not!"
"You checked out every single butt today."
"Well if they happen to be in front of me...."
Izzy snorted. "Uh huh. Anyway, point is it's not like that only goes one way."
"Who's checking out my butt?"
"Not just your butt."
"No?"
"Ri, did you forget like twenty seconds ago when Aurora and Cel--"
"Ok, ok, yeah," Riker said. "They did kinda deliberately spy on me just then, huh?"
"It could not possibly have been more blatant."
"... so do they like--"
"Ri!"
"Hm?"
"Put your clothes on, would you?"
"Oh, right."
They finished getting dressed and headed out to their car. Izzy drove them home while they were both quiet and contemplative, though frequently would steal glances at each other and smile.
The house was quiet when they got home, only Zoe was there ahead of them and she was in the living room glued to her video game. Riker and Izzy stowed their stuff in their room, then filtered back down to hang out with Zoe.
Izzy sat down on the couch and got comfortable just before Riker reappeared. Without any prompting between the two of them, Izzy made a comfy pillow of her lap just as Riker curled up on his side and lay his head on her legs. Izzy played with his hair as one might idly pet a cat who'd deigned to accept some lap time.
"Elden Ring still good?" Riker asked, rather unnecessarily given Zoe's intent focus.
Zoe nodded. "It's hard. But yeah, I think I'm really liking it."
"Good."
There was a long moment of comfortable silence before Zoe had a break in action. "How was practice today? You guys had practice, right?"
The twins both smiled despite themselves. They shared a mixture of happiness, bonding, and perhaps a little guilt, but not the kind they'd lose any sleep over.
"Coach had us run a lot," Riker said. "I'm worn out."
"Isn't... isn't running a lot literally all you do?" Zoe asked.
"That's... it's more tactical than that," Riker protested.
"Riker prefers sprinting," Zoe said fondly.
"Or a lovely jog. Distances are fine at lower speeds."
"Mmhm. You've got the legs of an athlete, dear brother," Izzy said, "but not the heart of one, I fear."
Riker shrugged and leaned his head into Izzy's casual scritches, too contented with his life at the moment to worry about athletic prowess.
"You were always more the competitor anyway, Iz" Zoe said. "I was honestly surprised Riker went along with it."
"Why?" Riker murmured. "Twins do stuff together. It's how it is."
Riker and Izzy both felt the warmth of that statement deep inside them. Izzy still had the sticky mess of that statement all over her ass, for that matter, though it was no longer warm.
What they didn't see was the look on Zoe's face, since she was turned directly away from them. She had to bite her lip and try not to let the faint burning of her cheeks show. She knew more than they thought she did about what twins might do together. It was, unfortunately for her gameplay, kind of a distracting thought at the moment.
The twins, luckily, were wrapped up in cuddling each other and didn't notice her skills slip for no apparent reason. Then a little while later they wandered out to the kitchen to make supper together. By then Zoe mostly had her train of thought back in line. Mostly.
****
Vi was still at her bouncing gig at a strip club while her other sibs were home already. She worked weird hours sometimes, though going into the evening and late at night were fairly common things, given the nature of the work and all.
She preferred daytime shifts though, when possible. Technically they paid less, daylight hours being less lucrative in the industry and all, but it was also a more normal schedule relative to the rest of the world, and it tended to be a chiller environment. Sure there were always sketchy dudes, and the occasional sketchy lady, but they mostly behaved themselves more earlier in the day.
Then again, Vi thought while smirking to herself, she might have an impact on that too just with her presence. She could bounce as well as anyone she'd met, and had the advantage that fewer dudes wanted to start shit with a woman, nor did they want to have their ass kicked by one if necessary. It was enough of a bonus to earn her considerable favour with her boss and a lot of the dancers. Some of the latter also liked having a woman watching their backs sometimes, though many still preferred the more imposing bulk of some of their male bouncers. It was a personal preference thing.
Vi's daydreaming, something she had an awful lot of time for in between rare occasions of needing to handle a situation, was interrupted by one of said situations. One of the dancers, Cait, hurried over to Vi.
"Hey, Cherry needs you."
Vi was already moving, but frowned as she scanned the room again. "Where--"
"In the back."
"Oh for shit's sake. She knows better. It's just me on right now, she's supposed to let me know if she leaves the main room with someone."
"Yeah, well... you know Cherry."
Once closer, Vi easily located the disturbance due to the sound of yelling and things being thrown. The yelling was being done by both Cherry and her current client, but the throwing was all her.
The guy was swearing up a storm and calling Cherry every name under the sun, but was mostly held at bay by a constant stream of projectiles being launched at him.
"Stop!" Vi yelled over the noise.
Cherry paused in mid-throw, her fierce demeanor shifting easily back into sultry and frightened. "This guy--"
"She's crazy!" the guy shouted. "She threw stuff at me!"
"I see that," Vi said calmly. "Are you going to leave quietly, or do we get to do it the fun way."
"But she--"
"Sir, you get one chance to choose wisely here."
The guy was fuming, but turned away from Cherry. "Fine, but know this, I--"
He stuck his finger out, too close to Vi's face for her liking. He probably thought he could get away with it if he didn't actually touch anyone. He was incorrect.
A piercing shriek rang out as Vi seized his finger and bent it harshly, not quite to the point where it would break. The guy twisted helplessly trying to relieve the sudden pain.
"I do believe I specified quiet," Vi said, still as calm and implacable as ever.
"Ok, ok."
Vi let go and watched the guy leave, nursing his poor finger. She followed behind and made sure he actually left the building.
"Thanks, Vi," Cherry purred, coming up behind her.
Vi sighed. "Cherry, I swear to god, you know the rules. When it's only one of us out here watching, we need to know you're leaving the main room."
"Don't worry, I'll tip you out real good later," Cherry said, still using her seductive voice. She winked. "Or you can have a freebie if you want. You know I'm good."
Vi maintained a steady, level glare. Cherry didn't let it faze her. She never really did. She was used to other people's horniness getting her what she wanted, and unfortunately for everyone else, it usually worked.
Cait padded softly up next to Vi after Cherry left to redo her makeup. "She's, uh, still just pure trouble, huh?" Cait said.
"She is," Vi said, letting her stance unfold a little, though her gaze once again swept the room in a regular pattern. "But she does tip me out well. Especially when I have to rescue her. Again."
"She's not stupid," Cait agreed. "Just... trouble."
"Kind of part of the business though."
"That's true." Cait looked around the room too. "You know we girls appreciate you."
Vi smiled crookedly. "I should hope so."
"Do you ever...."
Vi waited for an end to the question, but none was forthcoming. Cait actually seemed slightly nervous, which if there was one thing common between Vi and Cait's jobs here, it was you never showed nervousness, no matter how much you might feel it.
"Ever what?" Vi prompted.
"You know, you're the only girl bouncer I've ever known. Do you, like, enjoy watching the dances sometimes?"
Vi snorted. "That's an odd question."
"Is it?"
"Well... not always, I suppose. But coming out of nowhere it is."
Cait blushed, though it was mostly hidden by the very deliberate poor lighting in the building. "Ok, fine. You know how you brag with the other bouncers about how many boys you bang?"
"I'm aware. It's mostly to make them squirm a little since they're always bragging about conquests. So, you know, I started doing the same. They've toned it down since then."
"Haha, yeah."
"All true stories though."
"I assumed. I didn't think you'd have to make them up."
"That almost sounded like a compliment."
Cait shrugged. "I think you probably know how to get what you want. And for all I know, an endless string of boytoys might be what you want."
Vi snorted. "I like sex. That's all. And... ok and I like the power of taking control of these guys for a little while. And we all enjoy ourselves, so it's not like I'm taking advantage." Vi couldn't help a smirk. "Not too much."
"Mmhm. And do you ever, like, date girls?"
"First of all, who said anything about dating anyone? Second of all, no, I like boys. We just established that."
Cait gave her a sidelong glance. "A person can like both."
"I mean, sure, but--"
Cait pressed herself to Vi and brushed her lips on her cheek, just for a quick second. Vi found herself staring back in surprise and her cheeks warming slightly.
"You kind of make me curious what it would be like, being into girls," Cait said, just a hint shyly. "That's all."
Vi was pretty inoculated against the outfits the dancers wore at the strip club. One could only be inundated with them for so long before they hardly noticed the skimpiness anymore, never mind the total nudity that was also a big part of the club aesthetic.
However, in one brief moment, Vi began to register Cait and her long, platinum blonde hair, and certainly her outfit carefully designed to be an exercise in how little material one could use to cover oneself. It was a sudden, disorienting shift in perspective.
"... what?" Vi asked, uttering the most intelligent question she could manage in the moment.
Cait shrugged. "Just saying. Anyway, I better get back to work."
"Oh. Right. Uh...."
Vi trailed off helplessly as she watched Cait walk away. Given her skills and what she did for a living, watching Cait retreat was a show all unto itself, one Vi had never particularly noticed before. Now she found herself sighing pathetically and staring after Cait until she was out of sight.
"What the fuck just happened?" Vi muttered to herself.
****
Riker and Izzy both stripped off immediately upon going to their room that night. Riker always slept naked anyway, Izzy was more mood dependent. In this case they were both just hornier than usual, and weren't shy about it.
Riker grabbed their laptop and bounced onto his bed, then patted the spot beside him for Izzy to sit.
"Being more forward tonight, are we?" Izzy asked and she crawled into bed with Riker and settled herself next to him.
"It seemed appropriate."
"What if I didn't need to masturbate? You didn't even ask."
"Did you ever wash my cum off your butt?"
"... no."
"Then who are you kidding with a question like that?"
Izzy squirmed a little closer to her brother until their arms were pressed together. "Honestly, it might have been kind of a mistake. My panties were pretty crusty when I took them off just now."
"Heh, yeah. That's dried cum for you."
"Right. I prefer it fresh."
Riker gave her an incredulous look. Izzy blushed.
"In comparison, I mean," Izzy added hastily. "Not like... not like I having cum all over me or anything."
"Uh huh."
"I mean jeez, today was the first time I ever did. You know that."
"If you say so."
Izzy nudged Riker. "Don't be like that. I'm far from any kind of cum slut."
Riker grinned to himself and immediately opened up a bukkake video. Izzy rolled her eyes and took control of the laptop away from him. She opted for a guy showering alone and playing with his cock.
Riker frowned slightly. "Well at least get a boy and girl showering if that's what we're watching."
Izzy nodded at the compromise. She did find a video that looked promising, then belatedly realized it was also a supposed brother and sister in a shower, not just a regular boy and girl.
"Well that's a little on the nose," Riker said.
"It was an accident."
"Uh huh."
"It was! They just looked cute in the thumbnail. I didn't know they were playing brother and sister."
"It's right there in the title."
"Well I see that now."
Neither twin closed the video, and Riker even started absently stroking himself. Izzy caught the movement from him, and since he was playing with himself she slipped a hand between her legs too.
"I see they just want to conserve water," Riker said, after getting some of the initial 'plot' of the video.
"Yes," Izzy said, "it seems like such a good idea in that sense."
"Perfectly normal thing to do, really. Very environmentally conscious."
"I might go so far as to say it's noble of them."
Izzy and Riker kept rubbing themselves.
"He looks a bit like me, if his face isn't on camera," Riker commented. "But she doesn't look much like you."
Izzy gave him an odd look. "Would you prefer if she did?"
"Um... no, I didn't mean that."
"I think you did."
"I've got you on my mind. From earlier. That's all."
"Do you really?"
"Well, yeah. Are you not thinking about what we did?"
Izzy bit her lip. "That's about all I've been thinking about."
"Same. We, uh, didn't really conserve water though did we?"



"We used more of it, if anything."
"Right."
"But maybe we just need to try again. Get more practice."
"Yeah. That's a good idea."
Izzy reached for the laptop. "Here, take over for me for a second, would you?"
Riker followed her instruction without thinking about it. He switched hands on his cock so that he could move his free hand to Izzy's pussy and rub it for her. She gave a quiet little sigh and kind of froze in place for a moment before shaking herself out of it and trying to find a different video. Her typing was atrocious and she had to try a few times to spell anything coherent in the search bar.
"I've never actually touched your pussy before," Riker said.
"I'm aware."
"So why did--"
"It just seemed natural in the moment."
"It did, didn't it?"
Riker was still rubbing her. His touch was not that of an expert by any means, but he was gentle and interested in doing a good job, and of course he was her twin brother, which gave his touch a certain extra intimacy in any context.
"I mean, we're basically the same person anyway," Riker said thoughtfully. "It's really not that much different from you touching yourself."
Izzy nodded firmly. "Right. But... if it was me, I'd know my clit's a little higher than that."
"Oh. Like... this?"
"Closer. Just a bit more."
"Um... oh, I think I feel it?"
Izzy mewled softly. "Yeah, that's it."
"Does it feel ok?"
"It's... good."
Izzy found a video, one in which she'd attempted to locate two actors who looked kind of like her and Riker. About the best she could do was find a boy and girl with dark brown hair kind of like theirs, and she'd also deliberately sought out another pretend brother and sister.
"Not much for twins," she'd said, slightly disappointed. "Other than sisters. Mostly sisters."
"And I think some of those are real twins," Riker said.
"... is it just me or is that way hotter?"
"I mean, if you're gonna watch that kind of stuff, real is hotter, I think."
"Yeah. Same."
Izzy belatedly realized she should take back over rubbing her own pussy. She immediately regretted losing Riker's touch, though.
Riker too felt the disappointment of not rubbing Izzy's pussy. He'd been far more into that than the video she'd started for them. There was something hypnotic and addictive about touching his sister so inappropriately, playing with her soft, wet little pussy, and hearing the occasional little mewl or moan.
Riker tried to keep stroking himself as normal, but just wasn't feeling it all of a sudden. He gave up and leaned toward the laptop, as though perhaps a different video would be the solution.
Unprompted, but quickly seizing her opportunity, Izzy's hand darted to Riker's lap and she took over stroking his cock for him. Riker couldn't even focus for a moment as her fingers wrapped around him and rubbed him with such a different, more feminine touch than his own.
"Sorry, did you want me to--"
"Yes," Riker croaked.
"Just while you're busy, obviously."
"Yeah, obviously."
Izzy smiled to herself, not even noticing that Riker's attempts at locating a new video were even more fumbling than hers had been. She was solely, helplessly concentrated on his hard, pulsing erection in her hand. Her very first time deliberately touching a penis, and it was this weird, probably fleeting masturbatory session with her brother. It honestly couldn't have been more thrilling.
Riker put on another video and sat back. Izzy kept stroking him before eventually realizing she should let go. Her hand didn't get far, as Riker grabbed her wrist and pulled her right back to where she'd been.
"Keep going," he said, all deep and growly.
Izzy shivered and felt happy, warm tingles inside. Her brother's tone of voice did something to her all on its own. She hadn't heard anything quite like it from him before; horny and animalistic, as well as perhaps a bit bossy. It worked for her.
More than that, she'd wanted to keep playing with him anyway, and him making it very clear that she should do exactly that was validating and exciting.
Riker closed his eyes, not even watching the porn in front of them. He didn't need it now, not with Izzy jerking him off. The feeling of it was so much better than anything a video of naked sexy people could simulate.
"Hey," Izzy said.
"Hm?"
"Hey!"
Riker cracked his eyes open and found Izzy staring straight at him. "What?"
"Don't make me do everything by myself." Izzy gave her brother a pitiful, pouting look.
Riker flicked his gaze down to Izzy's pussy, currently hidden by her hand. "Right, I guess that's only fair, huh?"
"Yeah. Fair."
Izzy got back to her rhythm of stroking Riker as he replaced her hand on her pussy. With only a little fumbling he found her clit again, the spot she really wanted to be rubbed, and tried to make her feel as good as she was making him feel.
The twins were being such horny little things and they knew it. There wasn't any way around the fact that they were now masturbating each other rather than themselves, and that was a whole different level to what they'd been getting away with previously. It just felt too good, was the problem. Physically as well as emotionally.
"Oh my god, Iz," Riker moaned.
"Mmhm!"
"How does your hand even feel so good on me?"
"I don't know, but same though."
Riker whimpered. "Make me cum, Iz."
Izzy hissed in pleasure. "Yesss, are you close?"
"Getting there. Rub more toward the tip a little. Yeah, like that. And you can hold it tighter. You won't break it."
Izzy was getting so squirmy. Her brother cumming had always been her trigger, the thing that made her the absolute hottest of anything she'd yet discovered. To actually get to make him cum would only ramp up the intensity and fuel her incestuous addiction. Somehow, she didn't mind the implications of that at all.
Riker was in a temporary heaven. He'd always wondered what it was like to touch a girl in intimate ways, and what she'd feel like on him. Previously his closest experiences had been with Izzy, mostly cuddling and physical intimacy of that kind. This was different. Still the same in some ways, of course, but oozing pure sexuality in a way they hadn't ever matched before. Her soft hand on him, her warmth against him as they leaned closed against each other, and perhaps even the imagined pleasures that could come later.
"Izzyyy...."
"Shhh, I got you," Izzy said, though she wasn't much more coherent than Riker. "I'll make you cum."
"Pleeeaaase."
Izzy whimpered and stroked her brother harder. She'd watched him cum enough times she had a sense of where he was, though actually doing it for him and feeling the process was so very different. She was pretty sure she could finish him off, though, and hopefully he was close.
Riker groaned low in his throat, and all at once was spurting cum everywhere, or at least so it seemed to a surprised and delighted Izzy. She hadn't really planned where his mess was going to land, and as it turned out it landed on both of them, more or less equally, all over their fronts. Without thinking about it, Izzy tilted his cock a little more and claimed most of the end of his orgasm for herself, getting the last of it on her hip and over her hand that still clutched around his shaft.
"Fuuuccck," Izzy whispered. "You came a lot."
Riker grunted affirmatively. "You did that to me."
Izzy couldn't handle it. She needed to cum, and it only got worse with those few simple words. She'd made Riker cum. That was absolutely true. And it was the best thing she'd ever felt, possibly soon to be second if he kept rubbing her just... like... that!
Riker absolutely marveled at his twin sister's orgasm. He'd been hoping he was doing it right, and it turned out he was. Izzy still tightly gripped him, probably not consciously, and he felt the intensity of her experience through that connection. Her body shook and she pressed closer to him, then without warning liquid squirted from just beneath his fingers where he still rubbed her clit.
Riker blinked. "Are you... did you just squirt?"
Izzy made a few incomprehensible sounds, lost in her pleasure. Riker waited for her to remember how to talk, idly playing with her pussy all the while. Eventually she pushed his hand away and collapsed even further against him.
Her body was hot and panting. Her breast pressed against his chest where she was leaning on him. Somehow her hand hadn't left his cock the whole time.
"I think maybe I did," Izzy said eventually. "I caught the laptop pretty good."
"You really did," Riker said, admiring the splash of sexy spray across the laptop screen. "I didn't know you could do that."
"Me either. Never happened before."
"... I really did that to you, huh?"
"Obviously you did," Izzy said firmly.
"So it's not because you got to make me cum or anything?"
"Well... that would still make my squirt because of you."
"Perhaps."
"Definitely." Izzy snuggled her head on Riker's shoulder. "I loved making you cum, though. That was even better than just watching it."
"It definitely was."
"You know I'm going to need to do it again."
Riker smiled. "I was very much hoping you would."
****
Zoe couldn't put her finger on it, so to speak, but there was something different in the way her sibs had masturbated tonight. She lay in her bed finishing herself off after hearing them both cum. In some ways it was the same as ever, including Riker cumming just before Izzy. There was a different vibe to it somehow, though. A different intensity.
Zoe basically forgot about the discrepancy as got herself off. Cumming had a tendency to erase minor concerns, which was so often such a useful thing. Afterward, as she drifted off to sleep, it didn't even occur to her to consider what might have been new tonight between the twins.
****
Izzy put the laptop away and considered wiping the cum off her body before bed. She decided against it. Riker had swiped himself more or less clean with a tissue by the time she'd made her messier decision and padded back to his bed.
There wasn't even a conversation about sleeping arrangements for the night. There didn't need to be. Izzy crawled into bed with Riker, and that was the choice made right there.
"How long has it been since we slept together?" Riker asked.
Izzy shrugged. "Don't know. A while, I think."
"Why'd we stop?"
"I think when we started masturbating together, we--"
"Oh, right. That."
Izzy lay in silence a moment. "It was a bad decision, I think. I forgot how much more comforting it is being next to you."
"It made sense at the time. We had boundaries. Sort of."
"Ha, yeah. Sort of. Roll over, would you?"
Riker turned away from Izzy. "Like this?"
"Yeah." She rolled up against him and spooned right up. "That's better."
"... you still have my cum all over you, don't you?"
"Maybe."
"You got me all sticky again. I just cleaned up."
"Oh well. At least you get my boobies against you. That must make up for it."
Riker considered. "You know, it really does."
Together, naked and sated, the twins cuddled each other off to sleep.
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Riker carefully climbed over Izzy to get out of bed. Not that he wanted to leave her, but he had to get up sooner or later. Especially since he kind of needed to pee.
They'd been sleeping in the same bed again the past few nights, just like they used to. Totally naked these days, though, and usually after getting each other off. Those were the main differences.
Izzy's eyes had actually flicked open as soon as Riker had moved, but she otherwise lay still and he didn't notice that she was awake. She got to enjoy watching her twin brother pad around their room naked, then get dressed. Her eyes ran up and down his athletically toned body, taking in his hint of muscle definition and tousled brown hair, and of course his currently soft penis that she'd been getting more familiar with lately.
Riker was fully dressed before he realized Izzy was just lying there, shining blue eyes peering intently at him in the morning light.
"Were you awake the whole time?" he asked.
"Mmhm."
"Why didn't you say?"
"Why would I?" Izzy asked, stretching out languidly and artfully allowing the covers to fall away from her body, baring her down to the waist.
Riker's eyes went to her breasts for a moment, then back to her face. He leaned down to her, tilted her chin, and kissed her softly.
"I wouldn't have bothered trying to be quiet," he said.
"Hm, yeah, I guess. But I think I really like watching you when you don't know anyone's looking."
Riker narrowed his eyes. "How often is that, exactly?"
"Hehe, wouldn't you like to know."
"Hmph, alright, have it your way. You need to get out of bed too though. We have early practice before school, you know."
Izzy groaned as she rolled out of bed. "Yeah, I know. Why do we do this to ourselves again?"
"In order to run incrementally faster than before, I think."
"Your enthusiasm is ever so infectious."
It was Riker's turn to watch Izzy patter about nakedly and get dressed, though this time she was acutely aware of having an audience.
"Ri?" she asked as she slipped her panties on. "Do you only do track because I do it?"
"I mean... I guess mostly, yeah."
"Really?"
"Yeah. If I'm gonna do any kind of sport, I want to do it with you, and that really doesn't leave many options."
Izzy smiled. "Well that's not a bad reason. You don't actually have to do any sport if you don't want to, though."
"What, and give up on this body?"
"Good point. Early practice it is."
****
Zoe didn't need to wake up quite as early as the twins, but she actually wasn't much later getting up than them. She woke up with some ideas in her head and yawned her way over to her computer.
Probably she shouldn't write dirty stories fueled by her siblings' activities. That seemed like the right answer. And yet she kept dabbling at it anyway.
Much like her nighttime masturbation, it was largely Izzy and Riker's fault. They kept stoking her imagination. Vi wasn't any help either. Zoe was much less inclined to listen with interest to her big sister's loud sexual exploits than she was to her younger sibs' sneaky, sexy fun, but in both cases her siblings stirred thoughts in her head, and it turned out Zoe needed somewhere to put those thoughts.
Hence tapping out some rough stories on her keyboard. Zoe did her best not to actually base anything on her family, and had initially tried to avoid incest altogether, but she kept getting drawn back to the general notion of it. Brothers and sisters, sometimes parents, or even the less common brother on brother or sister on sister type tales. They were just hotter than other fantasies.
"It's probably a problem," Zoe muttered to herself. "But I'm not the one broadcasting my every sexual exploit to the whole house, or masturbating with my sibling, so the hell with it."
"You trying to justify yourself?" Zoe asked as though she wasn't just talking to herself.
"Oh who asked you?"
"I mean you could try harder to find a less taboo kink."
"Shush. You know you're talking to yourself."
"Yeah, well so are you."
"... I'm gonna go get some breakfast."
"Good idea."
Zoe stumbled downstairs in a shirt and panties, finding her younger sibs already breakfasting and fully dressed. "Why are you both always up so early?"
"The life of an athlete," Riker said.
"Practice before school," Izzy added.
"Hmph. I remember now why I never did high school sports."
"You couldn't anyway," Riker said. "You were firmly in nerd land. It would have been dangerous to mix with sports kids."
"I... ugh, lemme get some coffee and I'll think up something witty to retort with," Zoe said.
"You've only got like ten minutes before we're out of here," Izzy said cheerfully. "Better make it fast."
Helena came down before anyone could be incited to early morning violence. She greeted each of her children with a kiss on the forehead and grabbed some coffee too after Zoe had poured hers.
It basically counted as the whole family gathering for breakfast since Vi was hardly ever up at this time of day. Vi didn't always work super late shifts, but her sleep schedule had developed to accommodate them if necessary.
"You two off early today?" Helena asked.
Riker and Izzy nodded.
"About to head out," Izzy said.
"Well have fun," Helena said.
"I'm sure we will," Riker said, totally deadpan.
A recent benefit to track practice was Izzy sneaking into the shower afterward with him, if in fact that was her intent again. He couldn't imagine it wasn't.
****
Helena got to work and settled at her desk before she pulled out her phone. She gave it a small snort of disappointment before putting it away again.
"Who's not texting you back now?"
Helena looked up and gave a rueful smile. Athena, a woman Helena's age and basically her best friend these days, stood leaning in the doorway with a knowing smirk on her lips.
"Oh, just this guy I spent the night with," Helena said.
Athena made a disgusted noise. "Oh, one of those 'hit it and quit it' types, huh?"
"Well... to be fair we both went in under the agreement that it was a one time thing."
"Oh, Hel...."
"I know, I know. I really don't want to date him long term or anything. Just... I hoped maybe he'd say, like, 'hey, wanna hook up again?' Or something."
"Good in bed then?" Athena asked, closing the office door and slipping into a chair across from Helena.
"Pretty good. Good enough that I'm kind of regretting only doing him once."
"Haha, I swear you're your own worst enemy when it comes to love."
Helena rolled her eyes. "Pff, who's got time for love? I just want a good fuckbuddy I can rely on."
Athena pouted. "So what, I'm not a good fuckbuddy?"
Helena gave her a look while idly rolling a dildo back and forth on her desk. The sex toy would have been a terribly inappropriate desk ornament if the two of them didn't work in the company's sex toy division. It had a less obvious official name within the company structure, but in practice it was almost entirely creating and producing variants of most any adult toy one could think of. Helena's office was, in fact, lined with shelves containing various examples of their products.
None of which made Athena's question any more appropriate here than at any other office building around, but neither woman gave much of a shit about that.
"Just because we have sex doesn't make us fuckbuddies," Helena said. "I think of you more as, like, a best friend with benefits."
"The best kind of friend," Athena agreed.
"And besides you don't have--"
"I know, I don't have a penis," Athena said. "And trust me, I get it. I haven't been properly railed in... god, how long now? Too long."
Helena nodded sympathetically. "You could just start dating again. I know it's not really fun most of the time, but--"
Athena waved her off. "I could, but like you say, who's got the time. Especially since technically I'm still married, even if it's to a man who turns out to be gay. Life's complicated enough as it is without trying to find someone."
"True enough. I love my kids, and I'm happy that they all seem like they're doing ok in their own ways, but they are such a handful. And I kind of still worry about Zoe being too much of an introvert, and Vi... Vi kinda the opposite. And the twins... can twins be codependent? I feel like they might be."
"I wouldn't worry about them," Athena said. "That's just motherly fears talking. I've met your kids and they're all just fine."
"I want them to be independent and strong and doing what they want with their lives--"
"Which they are, aren't they?"
Helena sighed. "It's one thing to think that in theory, and another to watch it in practice. I miss when they were all little and needed their mommy."
"Ah, that's what it is."
"Yes, ok, they are all doing fine and I just miss being needed more." Helena swung the dildo around in her hand before realizing she was still holding it and setting it back carefully on her desk. "And maybe honestly it just bothers me a little that some day soon they're all going to go off and leave me, and I don't know if I have what it takes to find love to replace that."
"... is it too early in the day to start drinking?"
"It most certainly is."
"Alas." Athena tilted her head. "And you still don't want to take me home after work for some wild sex to get your mind off of this stuff?"
"First of all, we don't do wild sex."
"We could if we had some privacy."
"Which brings me to point two, the lack of privacy at my house."
Athena sighed. "And you don't want to let them know what we get up to. I know."
"I just think it might be weird. They know you as my friend already, and something of an unofficial aunt. Never mind that you're technically my subordinate here, and that's a whole power dynamic thing which is--"
"Hel, you don't need to make excuses. I get it. We do the whole sneaky, on-the-side kind of thing. And it's great. I don't think it hurts to consider other options sometimes, is all."
"You're right, you know."
"I know." Athena stood up. "Anyway, I better actually get to work before the boss finds out I'm slacking."
Helena rolled her eyes. She was, after all, the boss in question. "You want to, maybe, meet at lunch?"
Athena smiled. "I was hoping you'd want to. Maybe take our minds off our worries for a little bit. Even if we can't go wild here."
Helena's heart beat a little harder as she watched Athena walk out. She'd have to clear her mind and focus on some work for a while, but it wasn't going to be easy.
Maybe Athena was right and she should just take her home. Go a little crazy. Healthy boundaries were good, but sometimes a pain in the ass as much as anything.
****
Riker showered by himself before classes started, following a track session of mainly sprint training. He liked those better than endurance running, but they got him just as sweaty.
Izzy slipped in to the lonely boys' shower shortly after, much to Riker's expectation and delight. They smiled at each other and weren't shy about running their eyes over each other's wet, naked bodies.
"You gonna be able to keep getting away with this?" Riker asked.
Izzy shrugged. "Who knows. I'm gonna try. Someone'll probably notice I keep sneaking away sooner or later."
"Probably."
At first, Izzy mostly just rinsed herself off. She was fully aware of her brother checking her out, and the rather prominent erection he sported. She wanted to get cleaned off before they got too carried away.
Riker started stroking his cock while watching Izzy wash herself next to him. She noticed almost immediately and smiled at him while continuing about her business. Slowly, very deliberately, Izzy turned away from him and bent over at the waist. She made a show of washing her legs, but she was sticking her ass out at her brother way too hard for it to be an innocent pose.
Riker sighed happily and stroked himself harder. Izzy's butt was already pretty exposed to him, but he reached out to one of her ass cheeks and spread it wider anyway.
"You really like seeing me like this, huh?" Izzy said.
"It's... it's pretty hot."
"Do you prefer me casually naked, or being deliberately lewd?"
"They both have their charms."
"Way to be decisive."
Riker snorted and kept rubbing himself. "Honestly... it depends on context. Like for instance, when we were running this morning, I kept watching your butt."
"I'm aware. Mine and everyone else's."
"Well... yes. But mostly yours. Way more than normal."
Izzy felt a warmth inside her, and a corresponding additional heat in her pussy. "So you were horny before I even got here? What am I saying, of course you were. You told me you always jack off in here by yourself after practices."
"I said I sometimes did. I mean, it'll probably be all the time now, but it didn't used to be."
"Would it still be all the time if I didn't join you?"
"Um... not sure. Maybe just most of the time."
Izzy bit her lip. Riker was still grabbing her butt, and she liked that almost as much as watching him jerk off to her.
"Hey, Ri? Would you... would you press it against me? Just for a second?"
Riker's eyes widened. "My penis?"
"Yeah. Just quick. I just want to feel it."
"Ok," Riker said, somewhat breathlessly.
It wasn't a request that he'd expected, but it certainly didn't shock him either. They'd been touching each other an awful lot lately, usually in either the normal, semi-platonic ways, or specifically rubbing each other's genitals. Pressing his cock to his sister's ass sounded like a fun twist.
Both siblings let out small moans as Riker's hard, throbbing cock pressed against Izzy's soft, slippery bum. It took the barest flick of effort for Riker to slide his erection and trap it briefly between Izzy's butt cheeks where he held it just as long as he dared, which wasn't more than a second or two.
"Oh goddamn, Iz."
"Yeah, that's dangerous, huh."
Riker groaned and stroked himself hard. "It really is. Why is your ass so amazing?"
"Unf, careful, compliments like that could get you too far."
"I'm not... worried about... that... right now."
Izzy licked her lips. "You're gonna cum, right?"
"Almost."
"Cum on my ass."
"Iz...."
"Do it. Cum on my ass."
Izzy was way too into this and she knew it. There was something so viscerally dirty about urging her brother to mess her ass with his cum. Something addictive and primal. That was on top of her usual boundary-crossing feelings for her twin.
Riker came on Izzy's bum, initially sending a few stray streaks of cum haphazardly across her backside, then pressing the tip of his cock just below her butthole and concentrating most of the rest over it.
"I didn't say on my bumhole," Izzy said a little dizzily as she stood up.
"Sorry."
Izzy shook her head and tried to crane her neck to check her backside out, though of course she couldn't see much. "It's not bad, just... wow, that's an extremely naughty mess to make of your sister, you know."
Riker caught Izzy's chin while she was experimentally poking a finger at her own butthole and the cum covering it. He kissed her fiercely enough to make her forget about his cum for a moment.
"I got caught up in the moment," he said.
"Mmm, I think I kind of like you getting caught up in the moment."
Riker caressed Izzy's cheek, mesmerized by her eyes. Then, abruptly, he frowned slightly. "Do you hear giggling?"
"Um... yeah, actually. Who is that?"
"I don't know."
Riker and Izzy pattered nakedly over toward the lockers, Izzy lagging behind so as not to be seen. Riker just caught the door to the locker room slamming shut.
"I think someone was in here," Riker said.
Izzy's heart beat harder in her chest. "Spying on us?"
"Maybe."
"Did they see...."
"I don't know."
Izzy again felt a little dizzy. Not like she was going to faint, but just being overwhelmed with emotion. She should be scared of someone catching her and her brother, and instead she just felt an insane thrill that someone might have witnessed what they were up to. That probably wasn't the correct reaction.
But as she gazed at Riker from behind, naked and dripping as he was, Izzy felt safe with him, whatever scandal might arise. And, just perhaps, she wanted someone to know about them. Multiple someones even. Hopefully not the whole school, that was excessive, but a few people wouldn't be so bad.
Izzy slipped her hand into Riker's and kissed his shoulder. "It's fine. Whoever saw might not even know who we are. They might just think some random people in school were doing stuff in the shower."
"Maybe," Riker said. "But they were girls' voices. And the only girls who I can think would even be in here were...."
"Oh, right. Our teammates."
"Right."
"Do you think it was Celeste and Aurora?"
"Very likely."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. My clothes all seem to be gone."
Izzy looked at where Riker's stuff had been, and indeed it was gone. His locker stood open and hurriedly emptied of clothing as well.
"It was them alright. Guess one peek wasn't enough."
"Guess not," Riker sighed.
"Still, can't totally blame them for that."
Riker gave Izzy a crooked smile. "You're not going to encourage our friends to peek at me while I'm naked, are you?"
"Not encourage, no. But I get it." Izzy kissed Riker on the cheek, just next to his lips. "Do you want me to go after them?"
"You can't."
"Why not?"
"If they don't know you're in here with me... that would kind of give it away."
"Oh, right. And presumably they don't know, since we only heard giggles and no, like, gasps of shock or anything."
"Right."
Izzy bit her lip, then nodded. "Ok, I'll dress quick then run around from the other way. You--"
"I'm just gonna have to go out like this."
Izzy eyed her brother up and down. "I don't hate it."
"Heh, yeah, I know."
Riker gave Izzy a head start, then took a breath before pushing open the door to the rest of the school. He'd drip-dried off a bit, but was still very damp, and very, very naked.
Celeste and Aurora, unsurprisingly, were hanging out outside the locker rooms waiting for him. Four other girls from the track team were with them. All six sets of eyes widened and lit up as Riker revealed himself.
"Well well," Celeste said, tossing her flame-red hair casually. "Didn't you forget something?"
"Someone took my clothes," Riker said. His face warmed and he felt his cock twitch as he stood nude in front of half a dozen girls.
"You don't say," Aurora murmured huskily.
There were whispers of appreciation from the other girls too.
Izzy burst out of the girls' locker room, clearly trying not to look like she was rushing. Hopefully her acting wasn't as obvious to anyone who didn't know where she'd been.
"Hey guys, what-- Ri, where are your clothes?"
"That's what I'm trying to find out," Riker said.
"He thinks someone took them," Aurora drawled, curling her blue hair around one finger.
"Someone did take them," Riker said firmly. "The question is whether you're going to give them back."
"Well it wasn't us," Celeste said. "We just got here in time to watch you flounce out all naked and... and stuff. We haven't got your clothes."
She actually seemed the slightest bit flustered at Riker's hardening erection pointed at her. He didn't mind sharing some of the embarrassment around, though he was still saddled with the bulk of it.
Izzy put her hands on her hips and peered suspiciously at Celeste and Aurora, but neither was cracking. "This is really how you're gonna play this, huh?"
"Din't take nuffin'," Aurora mumbled, staring even more transfixed at Riker than before.
"Sure you didn't," Izzy said, not the least bit convinced. "Ri told me you two peeked at him the other day."
"Accident," Celeste said.
"Total mishap," Aurora agreed, tilting her head slightly as though to get a different view.



Riker snagged a towel from one of the girls and dried himself off better while waiting for some kind of resolution. The embarrassment of being watched hadn't really gone away, but there was a slowly growing sense of pride and preening in the attention. He was definitely the centre of attention, and is audience hung on his every move. There was a fun sort of power in that.
Izzy absently combed his hair a bit with her fingers once he'd handed the even damper towel back to its owner. Izzy was doing a very good job pretending like she didn't care that he was naked, all things considered. Especially since she was certainly the one most interested in him like this, even if they couldn't admit to it.
"Right, you're halfway presentable," Izzy said. "Let's just go."
"Um... I don't know about halfway," Riker said, glancing down at his erection which was twitching and leaking precum.
Izzy just took his hand and led him away. All eyes were still on Riker from behind as they left.
"Are they following?" Izzy murmured.
"No, I don't think so," Riker said.
"Good." Izzy dropped some of her poise. "Oh my god, this is so insane."
"Yeah, it kinda is. What are we doing?"
"What else can we do? We're going to class."
"But... I'm naked."
"So I noticed," Izzy said, squeezing his hand. "We can go hide out somewhere if you want. But, like, don't you want to just kind of stay like this?"
Riker eyed his sister sidelong. "You mean you want me to stay like this."
"Um...."
"Because you're enjoying it? Or because you kind of like showing me off?"
"... can't it be both?"
The halls were crowding up before the start of classes. Already plenty of random students were catching sight of Riker as he and Izzy continued to move toward their lockers, which were of course next to each other. There was quite a spectrum of reactions from disbelief and shock, to wide-eyed appreciation or disgust.
Riker tried not to look at any specific face and just keep moving. Drawing comfort from Izzy was the only thing that kept him calm enough to function.
"You know we'll get in trouble for this?" Riker said.
"Yeah, but... kind of worth it, isn't it?"
Riker squeezed her hand back. "How horny are you right now?"
"Um... on a scale of one to ten... about thirty."
"Thought it might be something like that."
"We can still get out of here," Izzy conceded. "Make a dash to the car. Go home, I guess."
"We could," Riker agreed. "But... what would you give me if we stay and see what happens?"
Izzy brightened up and considered the offer. She was, indeed, so stupidly horny. She hadn't had a chance to cum after Riker made a mess all over her ass like that, and it only got worse once she got to parade him nakedly through the school. It was, quite honestly, affecting her judgement something fierce.
"Anything," she decided.
"Anything as in--"
"As in anything you want. I am in full bribe mode here."
Riker considered. "And you definitely didn't have anything to do with my clothes disappearing?"
"Of course not. I'm just taking advantage is all."
Riker was no less horny than Izzy, even if he'd had a fairly recent orgasm. There was something about being naked in school and having half the student populace get an eyeful of him that really turned him on.
The twins kept moving, kept flowing through the crowds. Walking with purpose was the key. They got plenty of looks, and some comments, and the occasional smart-ass comment or catcall, but no one had yet had a chance to do anything more than that.
"Deal," Riker said eventually. "Obviously if we get in real trouble we bail."
"Yeah, of course." Izzy kissed Riker on the cheek. "I got your back, don't worry."
The twins arrived at their lockers and gathered up the books they needed for morning classes. Staying still even for a few minutes was already harder as they didn't get to keep breezing past anyone staring at them.
"Morning... Riker! Oh my god, what are... you're...."
Riker slung his backpack over his shoulder and turned toward the voice. Diana, a friend and classmate, was staring so wide-eyed at him as to be comical. She clutched a textbook tight to her chest while her mouth gaped open and her cheeks went bright red.
"Hi, Diana," Riker said. "It's... it's a weird morning."
Diana mumbled something incoherent. She took her glasses off and cleaned them, as though somehow what she was seeing was a result of dirty lenses.
"We're headed to class in a moment," Izzy said conversationally. "You were coming to walk with us, I take it?"
"You can't go to class like that," Diana said, clutching her textbook even harder, like a lifeline.
"Well, I ordinarily would agree with you," Riker said. "But, uh, my clothes got stolen."
"Oh," Diana said shyly. "And you're still going to class?"
"What else am I gonna do?" Riker asked.
Diana shook her head, her usual braided pigtails bouncing with the movement. "I could never do that! I mean, even just standing here with everyone looking at you...."
Riker winced. "Yeah, I was trying to ignore quite how much attention I was getting."
"Pff, you love it," Izzy said.
"Just 'cause I'm hard--"
"And dripping."
"--and dripping precum, yes. Just because of that, and my heart pounding, and my legs getting kind of shaky, and... what was my point again?"
"I think you were done."
"Oh."
Diana was still staring so hard at Riker that Izzy felt just the smallest twinge of jealousy, foolish though it was. Izzy took her brother's hand possessively anyway.
"Come on, we should get to class before we're mobbed," Izzy said.
Both Riker and Diana jerked to attention and followed along with her.
"Oh right," Riker said. "Class."
Diana's face was absolutely burning. Izzy smiled at noting that she tagged along just behind the twins, which she had to in order to maneuver through the crowded halls, but also left her able to check Riker out from behind the whole way to their classroom.
Izzy could hardly blame Diana. She herself had been appreciating her twin brother's ass more and more during track practice and such. Izzy still didn't think Riker was properly aware of how many of the girls stared just as hard at his ass given the chance as he did at theirs. It was, by any measure, a very mutually beneficial arrangement for all involved.
The twins derived sufficient comfort from holding hands to get them through. Riker would have struggled with the sheer amount of attention he was getting, and Izzy probably would have let jealousy hit her some more, but their connection let Riker know that everything would be ok, and let Izzy feel secure in knowing Riker was her brother, her twin, and no one else's.
The three of them arrived at class while the room was mostly empty, which was a blessing. Everyone already there got a good eyeful, but once Riker sat down at the back of the class with Izzy on one side and Diana on the other they had some amount of shelter.
A surprising number of their classmates were sufficiently self-absorbed that they came in without even noticing the naked boy at the back of class. Plenty did notice, too, including everyone who'd been there when Riker walked in. Some of them deliberately moved to sit close to Riker, and plenty of the rest kept stealing glances from wherever they happened to be in the room.
"I don't know if I can get through a whole class like this," Riker said, already squirming in his seat.
"Still excited?" Izzy asked.
"Of course! I'm gonna leave a puddle of precum in my seat at this rate."
Diana whimpered softly.
Izzy smirked both at the sound, and at her brother's wiggliness. "Just sit still, pretend like everything's normal."
"I don't usually have half the eyes in the room staring straight at me," Riker grumbled.
"Yeah, you're gonna be some fantasy material for our classmates tonight, huh?" Izzy said, looking around the room.
"Mmhm," Diana said without thinking, then blushed again as Izzy turned her smirk her way for a moment.
Disproportionately more girls were staring than boys, which made sense, but it wasn't as one-sided as it might have been. Izzy liked the notion that her brother was hot enough to bring out some feelings even in boys who ordinarily wouldn't check out other guys.
Riker was struggling. He wanted to just jerk off and calm down a little, but obviously couldn't at the moment. Even stronger than that, he wanted Izzy to jerk him off. Or maybe... maybe bend over her desk so he could grind on her ass. That brief taste of his cock on her bum had been dangerously enticing.
The things he'd do in front of their whole class if only he was brave and stupid enough. He was, indeed, brave and stupid to be in the situation he was, just not enough so to do anything further about it.
Diana kept thinking she must be in a dream. A wonderful, sexy dream. She didn't have a crush on Riker in particular, but she'd thought about him sometimes. Even sometimes alone in her bed. She'd never actually thought that she'd see him naked for real like this, let alone for an extended period of time, let alone casually parading around the school. It was... it was a lot, and was doing things to her even beyond just providing extensive material for fantasizing about with her hand between her legs.
"Good morning," Ms. Penny greeted the class as she walked in. Several heads whipped back around toward the front of class as she entered. "Glad to see we're having a relatively calm morning today."
Ms. Penny got herself settled at her desk, unaware of why exactly so many of her students were sitting down quietly already. A few more students trickled in just before the bell, also unaware of the naked boy at the back of the class.
Riker's heart hammered, waiting for Ms. Penny to notice him and... and....
Well what was she going to do anyway? Drag him to the front of class? Scold him? Spank hi--
No, probably not that. Riker whimpered softly as his overactive imagination started picturing some very bad things like being made to jerk off in front of the class, or Ms. Penny sinking to her knees and sucking him off. Too much porn talking there.
"I'm really horny," Riker hissed to Izzy.
Izzy was just sitting happily watching him with dreamy eyes. "I know," she said. "Just wait until you can cum. It'll be really good."
Diana, just barely overhearing about Riker cumming, squeaked and pretended like she'd been fussing with her pencil and some papers.
Ms. Penny started the class as usual, still oblivious to the naked boy at the back of the room. Her lack of awareness only lasted so long when half her students kept craning their necks around to check Riker out.
"Riker!"
Riker slouched down more. "Yes, Miss?"
"Where's your shirt?"
"Um...."
There were a few titters through the class, some red faces, and multiple students trying to look around at Riker, whom they previously hadn't noticed.
"Put your shirt back on," Ms. Penny said. "I mean honestly."
"That's kind of a problem," Riker said.
"Why?"
"I haven't got one at the moment. My clothes got stolen."
Ms. Penny sighed. "Well go get one then."
"But--"
"Now!"
Riker took a deep breath and stood up. Every single eye in the classroom was already on him, and he got to watch almost every one of them go wide as they got a full view of his naked body. Many of those eyes flicked immediately down to his achingly hard, precum drooling cock.
Ms. Penny wasn't able to deal with this. She went as bright red as anyone, didn't know where to put her eyes, and was clearly at a bit of a loss as to what to do.
"Um... maybe... maybe sit back down," she said.
Riker nodded wearily and sank back into his seat. He glared at Izzy who was just about pissing herself laughing.
"So your clothes... all your clothes...." Ms. Penny stammered.
"All stolen, yes," Riker said.
"You... why...."
"Didn't know what else to do, Miss," Riker said. "No better off hanging out in the halls, really."
Ms. Penny tried to steady herself. She was, in fact, one of the twins' favourite teachers, and reasonably young and attractive as far as faculty went. Hence Riker's flitting fantasies about her now that he was in a stupid and horny predicament. Unfortunately for his horny side, she didn't seem particularly inclined at the moment to jump him like the hot teacher in a porn video no doubt would have by now.
"I'll be honest, I'm not equipped to deal with this right now," Ms. Penny said. "It's... it's just way too early in the day for this. Maybe just sit there, everyone stop staring... I said stop staring!"
The class collectively risked whiplash as so many heads swiveled back around to face front all at once.
"And maybe we all just pretend this never happened," Ms. Penny finished. "Ok?"
There was a general mumbling chorus of assent. Many students didn't have any better idea what to do with the situation than their teacher. Several others kept sneaking peeks at Riker and didn't seem to mind that he'd stay naked in class with them.
It was overall not a terribly productive class. More fun and distracting that usual, but not a whole lot of actual learning going on. Other than about a boy's anatomy, perhaps.
Izzy and Diana had the best views the whole time, of course, and happily took full advantage. Luckily for Izzy, everyone was so focused on her brother that they didn't seem to pick up on how much she was staring at him too.
The bell brought a sigh of relief from Riker, though it didn't actually help him out that much. A fairly large portion of his classmates fucked about with their stuff, clearly delaying leaving the room to the point where Riker knew he'd have to walk past them.
"Come on," Izzy chirped gleefully. "Time to head out."
She took Riker's hand and dragged him away after her. She reveled in whisking her brother past so many wide eyes and flushing cheeks, not to mention the occasional boner. If girls got boners too, Izzy could only imagine how many would be present right now.
Riker tried not to look at anyone as they walked. His sense of embarrassment had kind of just given up and was stuck on high, but faded to sort of a background noise. His arousal, however, was a constant, nagging annoyance.
Fantasies had plagued him all class. Fantasies of their teacher, sure, and of Izzy. But also with Diana, or Diana and Izzy, or both girls and Ms. Penny. And, indeed, half the other girls in class featuring at some point or other. Brushing past their classmates and revealing how painfully horny he was up close only made all of that so much more intense.
"I need to cum," Riker hissed to Izzy.
"I know, but we don't have time," she hissed back.
"But... but...."
"What do you want to do?" Izzy asked. "If you want to skip class, I got your back. I'll got wherever you want to. And you did one class so... so I owe you anything you want already."
Riker groaned. "Don't tell me that right now."
"Why not?"
"Because my thoughts are bad enough already, and there are way too many people around."
Izzy's heart pounded and she licked her dry lips. "What would you do to me right now if there weren't?"
"Unf, don't even do that to me. Come on, let's go."
Riker found himself leading Izzy and Diana to their next class. Diana somehow remained oblivious to what the twins intended to do with each other later on, mostly due to her tunnel vision of Riker from whichever side she happened to be facing him. Riker and Izzy whispering to each other wasn't necessarily a sign that they intended sibling naughtiness, though the actual content of their discussions would have been a dead giveaway if Diana had been paying close enough attention.
Unlike last time, they weren't able to just sneak in and sit down. Ms. Lynn was already at her desk, casually watching her students trickle in, and a naked boy with a hardon stood out from the normal crowd.
"Whoa there, what's going on here?" Ms. Lynn demanded, holding up a hand to stop Riker in his tracks.
Riker blushed anew. It was so much easier walking by crowds in the hall than dealing with a smaller, more focused audience that he couldn't swiftly run away from. Not that the crowds were easy, exactly, but they weren't so difficult as standing before a teacher as she glared at him, knowing that he was committed at this point.
"My clothes got stolen," Riker said.
"So you came to class without them?" Ms. Lynn asked.
"Um... yes?"
"He's a very dedicated student, Miss," Izzy said.
Ms. Lynn looked past Riker as though only just recognizing that Izzy and Diana were even present. "I have to say I'm a little surprised at the both of you."
"Why me?" Izzy asked. "I still have my clothes."
"And you didn't think to help your brother get dressed too instead of going to class?"
"Well... his clothes were stolen."
Ms. Lynn rolled her eyes. "So I heard."
"Ms. Penny just let him stay," Diana piped up, only a slight quaver in her voice.
Ms. Lynn's eyes moved up and down Riker's body. "Oh did she? Well... I can see why."
Izzy grinned at Riker's discomfort, and the extra little spurt of precum that she only noticed because she was watching for something like it. "Interested all of a sudden, Miss?"
"Don't push it," Ms. Lynn said absently. "You three just sit right here in the front row, I'm going to give Ms. Penny a quick call."
"We'd be less distraction at the back of class," Riker said.
"Ha, don't think you're getting away with that. I need to keep an eye on you."
Izzy grinned. "You need to--"
"You finish that smart-ass comment, Izzy, and it's detention for a week."
Izzy's mouth snapped shut. "Yes Miss," she said meekly.
Riker sat front and centre while again flanked by Izzy and Diana. He could hear the whispers, and indeed the louder comments, from the rest of the class behind them. It was significantly more awkward and embarrassing to know they could all see him, and he couldn't easily keep an eye on any of them.
Ms. Lynn was on the phone with Ms. Penny for longer than he felt necessary, especially the way she kept looking over at him and smirking as though the two teachers were scheming about him.
"Maybe we pushed our luck a bit," Izzy said.
"You think?"
"Sorry, Ri."
Riker softened. He wasn't mad at Izzy. Just... just overwhelmed, really. "It's ok. I mean... it is pretty hot."
"Yeah it is," Diana agreed. She was getting used to Riker's nudity somewhat by now. Still absolutely fascinated by it, but not tongue-tied and uncertain to the same degree.
"Worst case, we get some detention, or sent to the principal, or something," Riker said.
"Yeah," Izzy said. "Plus, you know, all our classmates and random students who have seen you naked and horny now, which--"
"Not helping!" Riker hissed.
Ms. Lynn eventually hung up and returned to stand in front of Riker, her lips quirked in a faint smirk, her eyes not quite lewdly fixed on him, but very damn close.
"I suppose you'd better just sit this class and hope you find your clothes again eventually," she said.
"Um," Riker said intelligently.
Ms. Lynn spun away and around her desk, taking a seat with deliberate poise and control. "Now then, we started looking at some derivative equations last time. I suppose everyone did their homework?"
The sounds of shifting papers filled the room, along with a few sounds easily identifiable to the trained ear as students who did not, in fact, do all their homework.
Ms. Lynn reclined in her chair, letting a moment pass for everyone to get organized, not seeming at all bothered to actually verify whether all homeworks were complete.
"Perhaps for this class we'll go over some of the problems, and demonstrate some new techniques," Ms. Lynn said, practically purring.
Riker swallowed, though he didn't know exactly why he got a sense of foreboding. The tingle of dread inside him didn't go unexplained for long.



"Riker, since you're feeling so bold today, perhaps you'd stand at the whiteboard and write things out for the class?"
And there it was. Riker closed his eyes. "I don't know if that's a good idea, Miss," he said.
"Probably should have thought of that beforehand," Ms. Lynn suggested languidly. "There's nothing inherently wrong with nudity, as I'm sure your classmates would agree--"
Riker peeked around behind him and quickly turned his eyes back front. There were so many stares directed straight at him. Not unexpected, but harder to handle when he couldn't keep track of who was checking him out at any given moment.
"--but there's a time and a place, and this isn't it," Ms. Lynn continued. "And sure, I could just send you to the principal and be done with it, but what fun would that be?"
A few murmurs of agreement drifted up from other students.
"This might be considered an abuse of power, Miss," Izzy suggested.
Ms. Lynn raised an eyebrow. "And as your brother's attorney, what are you proposing?"
"Um... no principal, no detention, and extra credit?"
Ms. Lynn snorted. "Ambitious, but I don't mind ambition. If I agree, we won't have a repeat of this little incident, will we?"
Izzy turned to her brother for a second, then back to their teacher. Riker was painfully turned on, and also wanted to curl up in a ball and hide. She could see that just by looking at him. She herself was, thereby, ridiculously turned on also, and probably not thinking totally straight. However they'd dug themselves this deep already with no easy way out. Might as well get something for it.
"Agreed," Izzy said. "Ri, you, uh, gotta go to the board."
Riker slowly stood. "I'd like a moment of silence for the death of my dignity, please."
Ms. Lynn had her feet casually up on her desk now, still relaxing like this was an every day kind of thing. The glint in her eyes was all that betrayed her interest.
"And he's still got jokes," Ms. Lynn complimented. "I'd almost think you'd done this sort of thing before."
Riker moved unsteadily to the very front of class, right in front of the whiteboard. He selected a marker, then turned and dealt with all eyes being on him. It was more intense, in a way, but also allowed his imagination to turn off and stop running wild on him.
His cock twitched, which sent titters through the room.
"Settle, class," Ms. Lynn said. "It's just a penis. Some of you may be getting a little extra education this period, which isn't necessarily a bad thing."
She gave the class a moment to calm down, and in the process gave Riker longer to awkwardly stand by himself, very, very nakedly in front of everyone. He was grateful to Izzy who sent him support just with her eyes and presence. This would have been so much worse without her. Though, arguably, he wouldn't be in the situation without her. He'd be... well, probably home by now, honestly. Left to his own devices he wouldn't have faced to classes like this.
But holy shit was he turned on. As embarrassed, humiliated, and helpless as he was, he had such a strong impulse to just start jerking off and cum in front of everyone. He didn't dare, of course, but he'd dream of doing so for days and months to come. And Izzy had promised him she'd do anything he wanted, which was more of a reward than any exhibitionist joy he was feeling.
"Alright, who's got an equation they'd like to see on the board?" Ms. Lynn asked the class.
A boy hesitantly stuck his hand up, then rattled off an equation when called upon. Riker had to copy it down on the whiteboard, which meant turning away from everyone again and just letting them all look as much as they wanted. Not that there was any stopping then anyway.
Izzy was staring just as hard as anyone, and was in fact getting rather lost in her daydreams. She could practically feel all the emotions Riker was experiencing. They'd always shared a twin connection that went far beyond anything they had with other friends or family.
Now, in such a charged situation, Izzy felt that connection stronger than ever. It might as well have been her up in front of everyone with no clothes on. She could see herself there, feel the heat and arousal of it. It was altogether too tempting to strip and join her brother, just to be physically next to him as well as emotionally.
"Doing ok there, Riker?" Ms. Lynn asked while twirling a pen between her fingers. "You don't want to 'find' your clothes yet, do you?"
"Um... I told you--"
"Yes, alright, carry on then. Just checking."
Izzy sighed and put her chin down on her folded arms. Ms. Lynn was absolutely not helping her keep her thoughts clear. To actually have a teacher punish her brother like that, like whatever this was. It was so unorthodox, and so incredibly sexy. That casual disdain and the way she added to Riker's humiliating situation, it was a professional job the likes of which Izzy just wasn't used to.
And she'd really only wanted to have a little fun when she'd persuaded Riker. He was holding out ok for now, and she hoped that lasted. She'd have to do something drastic if Riker needed to bail at some point, though it was probably too late for abandoning ship to do any good.
Riker looked over at Izzy during a brief pause in having to write things on the board. His cheeks warmed, and not from embarrassment this time. He could sense the sort of things going on in her head, how much she was getting off on this, and that she was still there for him. He couldn't wait for a chance to be alone with her after all of this.
****
Helena leaned back in her chair, eyes half-closed, legs spread wide. She had Athena between her legs and licking her pussy, as promised for lunchtime fun.
"Oh god, you're getting so good at that," Helena murmured appreciatively.
Athena beamed up at her. "It's all that practice lately."
"Mmm, we're either a good influence on each other, or a bad one, and I honestly don't know which."
Athena kept licking Helena's pussy, making her friend moan and quiver. She wanted Helena to cum, it got her all hot and bothered in a way that kind of scared her to examine too closely. After all, they were just best friends who happened to have sex sometimes. No big deal.
Helena came all over Athena's face, squirting enough to make a mess and holding Athena's head tight to her pussy the whole time. Athena kept licking Helena's clit until she was done and gently pushed her away.
Athena sat back on her heels, hands in her lap, licking pussy off her lips. "You know, I'm getting to like pussy more than cock some days."
Helena groaned. "That's fine, but don't say it while looking at me like that."
"Why not?"
"I'll start to think that we need to be more careful, emotionally speaking."
Athena shook her head. "Of course we don't. We're just friends doing friend type stuff for each other."
"Right. So... should I lick your pussy?"
Athena flushed slightly. "You know what I want."
Helena felt a little thrill inside her too, despite having just cummed. "Again?"
"Well you do it really good."
"I feel like you've got some kinks you just don't want to admit to yourself."
"No, I just like some stuff when you do it. That's all."
Helena frowned, struggling a bit with some feelings for Athena that weren't strictly 'just friends' kind of feelings. But then the two of them straddled that line all the time. They were both in complicated situations at home, as far as love went, and this substitute for it they had together was a little on the messy side at the best of times.
"Alright, grab the stuff," Helena said.
Athena nodded and bounced happily toward the shelves along the sides of Helena's office that held a variety of prototype sex toys. They really weren't meant to be used, let alone at the office during work hours, but that informal rule hadn't stopped the two women when they were horny.
Helena idly rubbed her pussy for a moment before Athena came back with some rope and a magic wand. The rope was a design they'd been trying for the perfect bondage rope; soft, secure, and easy to untie, all without sacrificing strength or safety. It wasn't exactly up to the lofty design specs, but it was good enough for a lot of stuff. The magic wand was basically just a riff on the design of the traditional heavy-duty vibrator, but with easier gripping and more adjustable settings, as well as a sufficiently unique style so as not to be a total knock-off.
Helena sorted out the rope while Athena shed her clothes. The women were very comfortable naked around each other these days. It had been awkward the first few times they'd messed around, but they were experienced enough now--both with each other and just generally in life--that a little nudity didn't bother either of them.
The tying up, however, was still a thrill. It had started as a joke more than anything, but it turned out Athena got off on being tied up--under the right circumstances and with a safe person--and Helena kind of liked the power play of it too.
"Speaking of getting good at this stuff..." Athena said, smirking a little as Helena wrapped her rope intricately around her.
"What, you saying I'm turning into a secret bondage domme or something?"
"You could be." Athena tested her bonds.
"Don't squirm until I'm finished," Helena chastised.
She finished the last few knots and stood up. Athena had her arms bound behind her back, and ropes cunningly wrapped to frame her breasts and rub across her pussy, all while leaving her legs full mobility.
Athena perched her butt right on the edge of Helena's desk and spread her legs enough to allow access to her pussy. She held her breath and waited.
Helena smirked, flicked the magic wand on, and teased it around Athena's pussy. It was a game for her as much as anything, seeing what she could do to Athena, what sort of things she could make her feel. It was, she acknowledged, not unlike a sub/domme thing, but that wasn't their vibe. They were just best friends messing around sometimes. Even if it got more intense than messing around typically did.
"Mmm, that's good," Athena said, biting her lip as Helena moved over her clit.
"I don't know why you don't just get yourself one of these," Helena said as she buzzed the head of the magic wand around Athena's pussy, then back to her clit.
"I have one," Athena purred. "But it's not the same doing it myself."
"And not tied up?"
"Well... that too." Athena shivered. "I don't know, something about the way you control me just works."
Helena arched an eyebrow and Athena blushed. Helena kept vibing her friend, though, and put solid pressure right on her clit until she came.
"You like me controlling you?" Helena asked, sitting back in her chair while Athena still perched on the edge of her desk.
"Not like in a weird way or anything."
"No," Helena murmured, raking her gaze up and down the naked, bound, panting woman in front of her. "Of course not in a weird way."
A knock on Helena's door interrupted them. Helena sighed and started putting her skirt back on, subtly kicking her panties behind her desk. Athena meeped and panicked a little in her naked and tied up predicament, until Helena pushed her down behind her desk as well.
Helena smoothed out her hair and took a breath before opening the door. Josh, the new guy at the office, stood a little awkwardly outside holding some papers.
"Yes?" Helena asked calmly, as though she hadn't just been having sex with a coworker.
"Um... I have these files for you, they--"
"Thank you, Josh. You know it's lunch time?"
"Oh, right, well--"
"I do like to meditate sometimes when I have a break."
Josh blushed. "Sorry."
"And you shouldn't be working through lunch either."
"No, ma'am. Sorry."
Helena resisted the urge to pat his head like a puppy. "Thank you anyway, unless there's anything else?"
"Um... no, ma'am. I'll, uh, go have lunch."
"Good boy."
Josh's eyes widened and he seemed to question what he'd just heard, then turned and hurried away while trying not to appear to rush. It was all Helena could do not to smirk widely at him before she closed and locked the door again.
"Oh he's too cute," Helena mused.
"Who's that?" Athena called from behind the desk. "Josh?"
"Yeah."
"Mmm, he is a cutie."
"Too bad he's too young for us," Helena said as she rescued Athena and helped her stand.
"Is he though?"
"He's young enough to be one of my kids."
"And that's... a bad thing?"
Helena frowned. "That he's young? Or being one of my kids?"
"... either?"
"Athena, what do my children have to do with anything?"
"Nothing. Just, like, you know, a little 'mommy' thing with Josh wouldn't be so bad."
Helena's expression was dangerous, and Athena blithely ignored it. "And what about a 'mommy' thing with one of my kids?"
"Well...." Athena glanced at one of the photos on Helena's desk, one of the whole family. "I mean if Riker wanted to call me mommy, it wouldn't be the worst thing in the world. And he and Izzy never do anything separately, so...."
Helena shook her head. "That's a very bad girl."
"What are--"
Helena bent Athena over her desk and calmly spread her legs to tie them to the legs of the desk, leaving Athena totally exposed and helpless. Helena then took her time untying the ropes over Athena's pussy, putting on a strapon, then inserting it and giving Athena a good pounding.
"You know fantasizing about my kids is poor behaviour," Helena said.
"And yet it gets you all horny too," Athena said, moaning in between thrusts.
"I see, so that was just to trick me into pegging you?"
"... not just that."
"Oh, doubling down, are we?"
Helena pulled out, getting protests from Athena that she'd stopped fucking her. She ignored Athena for a moment, selected a mid-size butt plug from her wall of toys and some lube from her bottom desk drawer, and proceeded to stuff Athena's bum as well as her pussy.
"Unf, so full..." Athena moaned.
"Yes you are," Helena said, admiring the look of the plug between Athena's butt cheeks. "And you're going to keep that in until the end of the day."
Athena gasped. "I am?"
"Punishment for a lack of boundaries."
"But... I won't be able to focus on work or anything."
"Sure hope you have an understanding boss then."
Helena mercilessly kept fucking Athena until she came again, then left her tied right where she was until nearly the end of the lunch hour. Helena spent the time just relaxing with an amazing view and, just to torture Athena a little more, took a few pictures of her all naked and tied and bent over while freshly fucked and plugged.
"What are you going to do with those pictures?" Athena asked without any real concern.
"Send them to you at inappropriate moments."
"Oh. Ok."
Helena eventually untied her, and Athena stood naked, flushed, dripping, and plugged, before slowly moving to put her clothes back on.
"I really have to keep this butt plug in all day?" Athena asked. "It's kinda big for wearing at work."
"As opposed to...."
"Well you know the cute little ones are kind of fun sometimes."
Helena snorted. "How did I not know you did that? And... why am I not surprised?"
Athena just smiled and slipped her panties on over her butt plug. The base of it was very noticeable through the material.
"You know you don't actually have to listen to me though, right?" Helena said, eyes still on Athena's plugged ass. "I was only just--"
"I know what you were doing," Athena assured her. "But the boss said to wear the plug."
Helena shook her head. "I'm not the boss during these things. We're just... being best friends."
"Pff, ok. Well if you're not the boss--and let's be real, best friends don't order one another to wear butt plugs at work--then I don't know what just happened, so I guess that's just gonna have to be a mystery."
Athena got the last of her clothes straightened out. Before she could leave, Helena stepped close, tilted her chin, and kissed her ever so softly on the lips.
"I want a picture at the end of the day of you still wearing that plug," Helena said in a low, firm tone.
Athena shivered. "Yes ma'am," she said meekly.
Athena sauntered out looking pleased with herself, confused, horny, and embarrassed all at the same time, which was quite a feat.
Helena sat back in her chair, rubbed her face, and groaned softly as she tried to figure out what the hell just happened.
****
Riker's clothes were piled neatly in front of his locker at lunchtime. The twins stared at the folded garments for a moment before Riker reached for them.
"Well... there they are, I guess."
"Yeah, there they are," Izzy said. "I guess you should put some clothes on then."
Riker was already working on his boxers and jeans. "I think so. I mean, it's a bit disappointing to get dressed now--"
"Yeah it is," Diana agreed quietly, still hanging close to the twins.
"Best not to get in more trouble than we already are," Izzy said, feeling the same sense of regret as Diana as the two of them watched Riker.
They weren't even the only crowd around, as plenty of other students and classmates had strayed close by. Most of them dispersed once Riker was decent again.
"We can still see your boner," Izzy said.
Riker looked down at the tent in his pants. "Yeah, I can't do much about that."
"I wouldn't worry about it," Diana said faintly.
Izzy smirked at their friend, the looked past her as she saw a couple familiar figures approaching.
Celeste and Aurora approached, respective red and blue hair blazing particularly visible trails through the halls.
"Well well, look who came to visit," Izzy said. "You're too late if you want to steal Riker's clothes again."
"You're welcome to try though," Riker offered.
Izzy snorted. "I know you're horny, but down boy."
"We really didn't steal anything," Aurora said. "Buuuttt...."
"We may have moved your clothes," Celeste said. "Just, like, to another row of lockers. We thought you'd find them eventually."
"Rather than, you know, running around naked all morning," Aurora said.
Riker flushed, feeling extra embarrassed now. His cock still throbbed from the excitement, and the way all the girls around him kept checking out the bulge in his pants wasn't helping.
"You could have said," Izzy pointed out. "Instead of letting him think you'd taken his stuff away."
"We could have," Celeste said. "But once he was just walking away like that, all confident and naked and shit, like how's a girl supposed to think anything through rationally at that point?"
Izzy glanced at Riker and moved protectively closer to him. "Yeah, that's fair I guess."
"Anyway, we're sorry," Aurora said. "A little sorry, at least."
"Would you say you owe me?" Riker asked.
All eyes turned to him curiously.
"Owe you?" Aurora asked. "How?"
Izzy knew exactly what her brother meant, and after only a brief consideration decided it was a hot idea. "Like at the very least, you should do something about that," she said, pointing at Riker's boner.
"Oh wow," Celeste said. "Really?"
"It'd be only fair," Izzy said. "Unless you don't think you can handle it."
"Oh we can handle it," Aurora said. "Just, you know, it sounds weird coming from you."
"'Cause she's my sister?" Riker asked.
"Well, yeah, that and how possessive she is of you," Aurora confirmed.
"I'm not!" Izzy said. "I'm normal protective. Gotta have my bro's back is all."
"So you're not going as each other's date to the dance then?" Celeste asked.
"... what's that got to do with anything?" Izzy grumbled.
Riker slipped his hand into hers and squeezed gently. "We doing this thing or what?" he asked without looking at Izzy. "Either that or I need to go rub one out before lunch is over."
"No, we're gonna do this," Aurora assured him. "We'll see if you can even handle us."



"Challenge accepted," Riker said happily.
****
Riker, Izzy, Celeste, Aurora, and Diana all locked themselves in one of the least traveled bathrooms in school. Every single one of them was both nervous and excited for similar but slightly different reasons.
Diana stayed out of the way perched on the counter by the sinks. Izzy wanted to stay with her brother, but recognized that it might be best to give them a little space at the moment, and so joined Diana on the sidelines.
Riker got his cock out, still painfully hard, then due to popular request kept taking the rest of his clothes off too.
"You guys gotta take your clothes off, you know," Izzy said.
"Is that necessary?" Aurora asked.
"It's only in front of us," Riker said. "Could be worse, could be the whole school."
"Yeah yeah," Celeste said dismissively, though she didn't seem particularly upset at having to strip down.
Diana scooted a little closer to Izzy as Celeste and Aurora took their clothes off. "Is it just me, or is this turning into the best day of school ever?"
Izzy grinned. "Not just you. It's pretty great."
"Too bad for you Riker's your brother, huh? It'd be more fun if he wasn't."
"Oh, I don't know about that."
"What?"
Luckily for Izzy she got a good distraction before she had to try explaining why she preferred Riker being naked to literally any other boy in school. It was just twin stuff, and she wasn't sure everyone would understand that.
But with Celeste and Aurora naked and proceeding to kneel in front of Riker, explanations became unnecessary anyway.
"Well, I didn't think we'd end up here," Celeste said.
"Yeah, me either," Aurora said.
"Still... not a boring day."
"No, indeed not."
Both girls reached out at almost the same time and brushed Riker's cock with their fingertips, all along either side of his shaft. Riker made a small, strangled noise, then moaned deeply.
Izzy bit her lip, leaning forward from her seat by the sinks, eyes wide and intent. Her head was filled with the scene in front of her, as well as vicarious sensations of what her brother was experiencing.
Riker was kind of overwhelmed at first, in a good way. He would generally prefer just being alone with Izzy for this kind of thing, but he was also really horny and having two hot, naked girls in front of him playing with his cock was amazing. Plus he could see Izzy getting into it too, and that made him way happier and more comfortable with it all.
Celeste and Aurora were doing their best to work together. They fumbled around a little bit as they figured it out. Four hands were probably too many all at once, but it meant they could each stroke Riker at the same time, and also tease him and play with his balls too.
Aurora laughed softly. "This is so weird doing this with you," she said.
"I know," Celeste said. "But... kinda fun too."
"Well yeah, it is pretty fun." Aurora glanced at their audience, the two of whom were watching intently and perhaps a little jealously. "It's a bit much, but it's also really working for me."
"Maybe 'cause it's Riker?"
"Yeah, that could be. Our team's sexy boi."
Both girls looked up at Riker while still stroking him, which was far too cute and sexual for him to handle easily. He groaned and put a hand on each of their heads, gently tangling his fingers in their hair.
"I think he likes it," Celeste giggled.
"You think?" Aurora said as though it were obvious. "I mean, look at the precum leaking out."
"I knooowww."
Riker made an unintelligible noise in his throat that was intended to be an agreement, he just couldn't make the words come out right at the moment. He was having an extremely shameless and horny day compared to what he was used to, and was a little on the overwhelmed side just generally, let alone while getting a double-handjob.
"I think you should kiss it," Diana said.
All eyes turned to her for a moment and she flushed and shrank back a little. Her hand was firmly between her legs, just kind of held there squeezed between her thighs.
"Just an idea," she added meekly.
"What do you think, Cel?" Aurora asked.
"I think that's baaaddd," Celeste purred.
"So that's a no then?"
"Pff, that's not what I said."
Celeste leaned in a pressed her lips just to the tip of Riker's pulsing cock. He gasped delightfully at the contact. Aurora, not to be outdone, gave him a follow-up kiss. The girls traded back and forth, giggling at the reactions they got from it.
It was total heaven for Riker, getting to enjoy every single touch of soft, sensuous lips to his cock. They kissed him all up and down his shaft, though mainly focusing on the head, and even started sucking a bit as they grew bolder.
Izzy was first to give in and undo her jeans so she could shove her hand down her panties. Basically as soon as she did Diana moaned and did the same thing, the two of them rubbing their pussies while they watched.
Riker didn't know where to look, what to focus on, and he didn't bother really trying to decide. He just let his eyes go where they wanted, raking up and down Celeste and Aurora, or gazing fondly at his masturbating sister, or appreciating Diana's similar horniness.
"Do you want to suck me more?" Riker heard himself asking, then after seeing Celeste and Aurora's faces added, "please?"
"Bad boy!" Celeste said, which might have sounded like chastisement if she hadn't immediately taken half his cock in her mouth and worked her lips back and forth on his shaft.
"Very bad," Aurora added, before in turn taking over for Celeste and giving Riker a blowjob.
The girls swapped back and forth, practicing sucking him off and getting noticeably better at it. Neither was able to take him all the way in their mouths without gagging, but they kept trying their best.
Riker's eyes rolled back, his breathing came heavier, and he felt an orgasm nearing. He honestly didn't know which mouth he was going to cum into.
Izzy sensed where her brother was at. He eyes shone as she watched him, her fingers busy in her panties jilling herself off.
"Cum on their faces," she said as though it was up to her.
Riker managed to focus on her for a moment. "Yeah?"
"Yeah."
He nodded. "Ok."
Aurora, currently awaiting her turn again, tilted her head. "Don't we get a say in that?"
"No," Izzy said firmly.
"Ha, ok," Aurora said, not arguing about it even a little.
Only a little bit longer of the double blowjob before Riker was cumming. Celeste and Aurora, well-warned it was coming, pressed their faces together and accepted getting plastered with hot, thick cum, a well-needed release after the morning Riker had been through.
Izzy watched her friends getting her brother's load. She was something of a jealous little thing about it, but it was also pretty crazy hot, both the sight of it and feeling the pleasure Riker got out of it. As usual, once he came she was able to as well, and soon moaned and whimpered right there next to Diana.
There was a slightly awkward moment after where no one quite knew what to do. Riker kind of just stood nakedly where he was, Celeste and Aurora examined the cum all over each other's faces, and Diana was still masturbating.
Izzy was first to move, padding over next to Riker, pants still pushed down slightly where she'd been fingering herself. She pulled out her phone and took a picture of Celeste and Aurora while they weren't paying attention.
"Hey! Rude," Aurora said.
Izzy shrugged. "I just want to save the moment. I'm not gonna share it."
"Can you... share it with me?" Celeste asked hesitantly.
"Sure."
Aurora chewed her lip for a second, then swiped her tongue across and cleaned up a bit of cum that had landed there. "Yeah, me too," she decided. "And get Riker in the picture."
Izzy nodded happily, since she really wanted her brother in the photo anyway, but hadn't quite dared ask. Celeste and Aurora stood on either side of Riker, all three pressed close together, naked, and with cum-messed faces in the case of the girls. Izzy took a few more pictures, then set about sending them off to everyone's phones as mementos of a stupidly hot event that might never happen quite the same ever again.
Celeste and Aurora examined themselves in the mirror before cleaning the cum off their faces.
"Can't believe I just did that," Celeste said.
"Yeah, me either. I liked it though," Aurora said. "I mean, the cum's kind of a mess, but like oh my god I felt so slutty and hot while it was hitting me."
"Right? Did... did you ever make a guy cum on your face before?"
"No. Not, like, I mean... I haven't really made anyone cum at all."
"Yeah, same. And we did it like this."
"I know!"
Izzy slipped up beside Riker. "Guess you were their first, sort of," she whispered.
"So I hear."
"I didn't expect that."
"Me either. I felt like they knew what they were doing, but then again it's not like I have a lot of experience or anything."
"Plus you just really like having girls touch your penis."
Riker snickered. "Yeah, that too." He whispered even lower. "Was it ok that this just happened?"
"I think so. I'ma need you to pay lots of attention to me after this though."
Riker kissed her cheek. "Can do."
"And I guess you should get dressed now."
"Yeah, probably I should."
The bell rang and everyone had to scramble to make themselves presentable again for afternoon classes, not that any one of them had their studies on their mind. There was going to be an awful lot of daydreaming going on that afternoon.
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Vi was struggling a bit at work. Most of her job as a bouncer was just paying attention to everything so that she could intervene in the relatively rare cases of trouble. She wasn't unaware of the dancers and their routines, and did enjoy watching them a bit in the course of her duty, but they weren't typically a major distraction.
Then Cait had flirted with her, just a little bit, and all of a sudden Vi found herself incredibly distractable. She didn't like it. Cait would come on stage, do her pole routine, take her clothes off, and Vi would find herself sucked in for far too long just watching. It hadn't resulted in anything bad yet, but it was kind of cutting into her sense of professionalism.
It was really annoying that it was all Vi's own fault too. It wasn't like anyone was forcing her to watch any of the girls strip, and she'd never had a problem with focus before. It wasn't even the first time she'd been hit on at work--typically by a too-drunk patron, sometimes one of the strippers--but it was the first time her composure had suffered for it.
"You broke me, you know," Vi said as Cait passed by after her turn on the pole, now clothed again, for certain values of clothed.
Cait stopped and gave her a bemused smile. "Hello to you too. That's an odd way to greet someone."
"I'm supposed to be impartial and all-seeing, and you've kinda fucked with that."
"Who, me?" Cait asked, batting her eyes.
"Yeah you."
"Maybe you liiike me."
"I like boys."
"So you've said." Cait brushed her platinum-blonde hair back over her shoulder. "Honestly Vi, you make me a little curious, and kind of interested in trying new things, but if you go to pieces over a single kiss on the cheek, you might have deeper problems."
"... are you just messing with me?"
"Absolutely not. Only people I string along are the ones paying me to feign interest for a while. Which is to say, while I'm doing my job."
"That's awfully cynical."
Cait shook her head. "No, it's just what it is. And I don't mind it. The job's pretty fun most of the time, and it keeps me fit. You get the occasional painful customer, but honestly I've worked retail and it's got nothing on that hell."
"Oh sure." Vi sighed. "I might have issues, huh?"
"You might. Hard to say. Diagnosing that stuff is not really my field, but... I could always take your mind off your troubles for a bit. Either professionally or otherwise."
"See, you gotta stop saying things like that and winking at me."
Cait laughed and turned away. "Oh, Vi. I wish I knew you were this easy to fluster, I would have been doing it for months."
Vi folded her arms and refreshed her professional scowl as she turned back to her job. She couldn't fluster easy. That definitely wasn't going to help her performance.
And now her damn mind was full of Cait giving her a lap dance. Like for fuck's sake. She'd never had this before, and she'd worked around strippers for a while now. What was going on with her?
****
Zoe got home from university, relieved to have made it to the weekend. Not that she had big plans, but just for the break for a few days. She put away her stuff and changed into more casual clothes before joining the twins in the living room.
She'd noted Riker and Izzy in passing on her way through, and had been well aware that they were cuddling together on the couch while Riker read and Izzy leaned back against him sideways on the couch, controller in her hand playing a video game. What Zoe hadn't realized in that first pass was that Riker's arm was around Izzy, and his hand fairly blatantly cupping her breast.
Noting the casually inappropriate display of affection gave Zoe a bit of a pause. As far as either twin seemed concerned, it wasn't a big deal. Neither seemed to even register it. However, as Zoe stood their staring, Izzy's eyes flicked over to her.
Without looking away from Zoe, Izzy reached up to Riker's hand and slid it down away from her chest. She then turned back to the tv as though nothing had happened. Riker didn't so much as look up from his book.
"Elden Ring is really fricken' hard," Izzy said.
Zoe startled back to life and slipped onto the floor in front of Izzy. "Yeah, that's a big part of the fun."
"Well it's too much for me. Here, you play, it's more fun watching you than just dying all the time."
Zoe accepted the controller and loaded up her own save file. She glanced back at the twins a few times when she had the chance, but didn't catch Riker feeling Izzy up again. The only thing she saw of any interest was Izzy idly toying with Riker's hand, running her fingertips up and down the back of his fingers, just some casual touching that probably didn't mean anything. Or it probably wouldn't mean anything if not for the previous boob-cupping going on.
Helena got home for work a while after that. She came in to sit with her kids, lifting Izzy's legs and slipping underneath them on the couch, then letting Izzy set her legs back across her lap, all very snug and cozy.
"How was work, Mom?" Izzy asked, still playing with her brother's hand on her tummy.
"Oh... confusing," Helena said.
"Confusing?"
"Yeah. I'm dealing with something a bit different, and I'm not quite sure how to handle it."
"Oh," Izzy said. "Yeah, I guess school was kind of like that too."
Helena turned to Izzy. "Everything ok?"
Izzy took Riker's hand that was still on her tummy and squeezed it for her own reassurance. "Yeah," she said with a crooked smile. "Everything's really good."
****
Izzy couldn't wait for bedtime that night. Cuddling with Riker all afternoon had been amazing and had definitely assuaged a lot of the jealousy lingering in her.
"Zoe absolutely caught you grabbing my boob," Izzy commented as she and Riker took their clothes off in their room.
Riker nodded. "I know."
"Did you want her to see that?"
"It wasn't on purpose."
"But you don't mind that she saw, do you?"
Riker shook his head. "Not so much. You?"
"Yeah, same."
Riker stood naked, and already almost fully hard. Izzy quickly shed her panties to be naked too. They both took a moment to just appreciate each other.
"You know the problem with that blowjob I got from Celesta and Aurora?" Riker asked.
"There was a problem with it?"
"Yeah. It wasn't you."
Izzy flushed a very soft and adorable pink. "Oh really?"
"Mmhm."
"You think your sister should have had her lips around your cock?"
Riker tilted his head. "I think we're twins, and it's better if we try things together first."
Izzy stepped close, letting her fingers wrap lightly around Riker's cock. "You know that's different from just helping each other out with cumming."
"I'm aware."
"And you still think it's a good idea?"
Riker snorted. "I didn't say it was anything like a good idea. I just think it's better that way." He gently tilted Izzy's chin and kissed her with all due brotherly affection. "Twin stuff and morality don't always go hand in hand."
Izzy stroked him a little while he still held her close. "Is it just twin stuff?" she asked. "If I... put my mouth on you like that?"
"What else would you call it?"
"I don't know. Super hot, I guess."
"Ha, yeah. It really would be." Riker kissed Izzy again. "You're a part of me, Iz. You know that. I want to share everything with you. Maybe not just you, but you're the one that's most important."
Izzy stroked him harder, fingers curling into a proper fist on his shaft. "I maybe was a little jealous that Celeste and Aurora got to make you feel good in a way I didn't get to yet."
"I know. I'm sorry."
"It's ok. Now we know."
"Know what?"
"That you gotta do stuff with me before them."
"They might not even want to do more stuff."
Izzy shrugged. "Them or someone else. Whoever. Sisters come first."
"Sisters often cum second in my experience."
"That's... grrr, you know that's not what I meant."
While Riker was giggling to himself, Izzy pushed him back onto his bed. She crawled up with him and waited for him to swing his legs up so she could lie between them.
"I wanna make you cum first one of these days though," Riker said.
"I don't think I work that way," Izzy said. "I only really can cum when you do."
"Maybe we just haven't tried the right thing."
"Maybe. What exactly do you want to try?"
"Don't know. But you owe me anything I ask, remember?"
Izzy shivered in delight, more pleased than she would have expected that Riker would bring that promise up again. She'd half expected him just to drop it. It was way better if she didn't have to remind him.
"I remember," she assured him. "You can... I'll do whatever you want."
"I want you to cum."
Izzy shook her head. "Not now. I get to do what I want right now."
"Absolutely. But I'll get you at some point."
Mostly just as a way to avoid looking at Riker for a moment, Izzy took his cock gently in her fingers again and pressed her lips right to the tip of it. She didn't want to exactly copy their friends in how she went about blowing her brother, but those tentative first kisses seemed like an amazing start to her.
Izzy had to kiss him again a few more times. She loved the way it felt, both physically and emotionally. She got little tingles every time her lips brushed her twin brother's cock.
"Iz...."
"Hm?"
"That feels good."
Izzy smooched his cock again. "Guess you'll have to thank Celeste and Aurora for getting me all competitive about it."
"I mean, they also made me be naked for the whole morning at school, so...."
"So I should thank them then," Izzy said.
"Yeah, you were really enjoying that, huh?"
"I wasn't the only one. But yes, I was very much enjoying it."
Riker moaned as Izzy kissed a whole line down the length of his shaft, right to his balls.
"What if... what if we stole their clothes?" Riker asked.
"They'd probably be expecting it now. They might actually make use of the locks on their lockers."
"It's never been necessary before," Riker mumbled, a little embarrassed.
"But we could certainly try anyway," Izzy said, nuzzling at his cock. "'Cause it would be funny, and kind of poetic and all."
"Mmhm."
"You still wanna talk about schemes, or--"
"You're being kind of a distraction right now, as far as thinking goes."
"I was really hoping I was," Izzy said. "Or I'd have to start feeling bad about myself."
She kissed Riker's cock one more time before taking it in her mouth. It was the first time trying to suck a cock, and she was very happy it was Riker's. There was no one else she ever would have felt so safe with to try something like this, nor anyone she'd want to please to nearly the same degree.
Izzy could derive pleasure from her twin enjoying himself in a way that just didn't happen with any other family or friends. Although to be fair, she didn't masturbate or do anything sexual with any of them either, excluding earlier today in the bathroom.
Riker brushed his fingers through Izzy's hair, making her flick her gaze up to him. Having her eyes focused on him like that while her lips were halfway down his cock was such a mix of emotion, cuteness, and sexuality for him.
"I think maybe I do want my sister's lips around my cock," Riker said softly.
Izzy blushed and pulled off of his cock, wiping a bit of drool off her chin with her finger. "Don't say things like that. I'm trying to concentrate."
"How much concentration does it take to suck your bro-ther?"
"Riii! Stop being so horny!"
"How can I possibly help it?"
"Just... just shush and let me suck on your penis, ok? No being horny."
"Iz, you know that doesn't make se--"
"Shhh," Izzy said, putting her finger to Riker's lips.
"But it--"
"Shhh!"
Riker went quiet, and Izzy took him in her mouth again. She felt his need as he pulsed against her tongue, and his taste was soft, sensual, and addictive. She tried not to look up at him, knowing his eyes would be on her, knowing her cheeks would go red every time they made eye contact.
She felt a bit slutty sucking off her twin brother like this. It was well past sibling boundaries, and was a lot even for them in particular. But Izzy loved it so damn much. Feeling him in her mouth, giving him pleasure, feeling how happy she made him.
"You're so adorable," Riker said.
Izzy looked up at him, she couldn't help herself. His cock was stuffing her mouth, cutting off any potential responses she could make, she didn't want to take it out again. She wanted to be deeper, to take him entirely, and to make him cum. Yes, perhaps partly to prove that she could do this better than their friends, but also because she was Riker's twin and should be able to take all of him, and to make him cum when she felt like it.
They were part of each other. Always would be. It was Izzy's birthright to do things to her brother that no one else could. It also, admittedly, meant that he could make her blush easier than anyone else in the world when he wanted to.
"You're going to make me cum if you keep sucking me like that," Riker said, stroking Izzy's hair some more.
"Mmm hmm uhh hmph."
Riker was just as affected by Izzy's blowjob as she'd hoped he would be. He knew she wanted to be the best thing that happened to him all day, and she definitely was. There just wasn't anyone who could compare to her.
He felt her pleasure through their bond, their shared twin connection. He sensed how badly she wanted him to cum just as hard as he ever had, all just for her. She was going to get exactly her wish.
Riker's cum exploded in Izzy's mouth. She'd been waiting for it, sensing its arrival, and was ready for everything except how intense it was, how sexy she felt, how much cum flooded her mouth all at once with its unique taste and texture, and how alive it made her feel.
Izzy jammed a hand between her legs as Riker came. She found it so hard to cum without him, but when he came it was a struggle not to cum too. It had always been that way for her. She just wasn't ready for what happened when he came in her mouth and she got a super double whammy of the feelings she was used to, as well as some brand new ones.
Izzy remembered to swallow, though only just barely. She'd take her brother's cum in her tummy. It was practically part of her already anyway. Facials were hot, but she needed to swallow, at least this first time for sure.
For Riker, it could easily have been the blissful end of the night. Cumming in Izzy's mouth, feeling all his stresses and cares drain away in one glorious moment of pure sibling connection. But she needed to cum too. Worse than he'd ever seen her. She rolled on her side, helplessly rubbing her pussy, not taking the care and precision he was used to when she got herself off.
He did it for her. Riker moved her hand, spread her legs, and rubbed her clit the way she liked. Some of it was instinctual, feeling when it was just right the way they always could with each other, and part was having done it before. Practice was so helpful here, distracting as Izzy's cute, horny face and helpless little mewls were.
"Cum now, Iz," Riker said, surprisingly calm and in control all things considered. Probably only because he had to take care of his sister now, and he could push his own excitement back for a moment to deal with that responsibility. "Cum for me."
Izzy's eyes rolled back, her mouth hung wide open, and her toes curled. Riker kept rubbing her just right, and she did indeed cum for him. She came for her twin brother while the taste of his cum was so very fresh all over her tongue.
She squirted rather amazingly a lot, catching Riker off guard and splattering a mess all over the bed. She was too lost in pleasure to really care beyond noticing what she'd done, but Riker was entranced by it, and by just how wrapped up in her orgasm Izzy was. She was all tense and whimpering, feeling warmth and tingles, and the continued loving touch of her twin, most important of all.
Riker kissed Izzy, and she melted to his lips, absolutely smitten with him in the moment and needing that additional connection between them.
"You taste like cum," Riker murmured.
"I know. Yours."
"And you made a mess."
"I squirted everywhere."
"You really did."
"Kiss me again?"
Riker nodded and gave Izzy more smooches while she tried her best to be calm and composed. It didn't work, and instead she wrapped her arms around her brother and held him close to her while they kept making out needfully.
"We should switch beds," Riker murmured.
"Why? You don't like the cuddle puddle?"
"The what?"
"You know, like after sexy times when there's wetness and stuff and--"
Riker laughed. "Oh that. Might be more comfortable without it, I think."
"Mmm, probably. Carry me?"
"I can't carry you."
"Well not with that attitude certainly."
Riker and Izzy dragged each other across the room in a stumbling, giggling embrace and fell together in Izzy's bed, which was currently significantly drier than Riker's.
"Hell of a day," Riker whispered.
"It was," Izzy agreed, nuzzling her brother fondly. "I liked it."
"Yeah. Me too."
****
Zoe heard different sounds through the wall she shared with the twins tonight. Similar enough that she recognized them getting off together, but their rhythm lead her to believe they were up to sexier things than just masturbating.
More curious than cautious, she waited a while then tiptoed over to their room and opened up the door.
"You guys asleep?" she called.
No answer.
Zoe slipped into the room, padding forward on bare feet and scanning the dark room. Riker's bed was empty, she determined, and Izzy's contained two sleeping forms; her brother and sister snuggled together.
"Well that's cute, I guess," Zoe murmured to herself.
They were definitely being weirdly snuggly for siblings, but just about expected for Izzy and Riker. They'd always been weirdly close like that.
Zoe didn't actually investigate close enough to realize her sibs were both naked under the covers, but she had enough going on in her mind as it was. She sneaked back out, horny thoughts already turning in her head.
She spent a while at her computer typing out more of the story she'd been working on, the one that involved characters who kept turning into her siblings, and that now included a scene of them sleeping rather cutely together, the way she'd just caught the twins doing.
"I probably should just say something one of these days," Zoe mumbled, leaning back in her chair. "Probably shouldn't just keep listening to them cumming together."
Even as she said it, her hand was between her legs, gently rubbing her pussy. One of the big problems for her was that very little else turned her on quite as much as Riker and Izzy. It was kind of an issue. They came together, she came listening to and thinking about them. It was a messy situation.
And that wasn't even counting the disaster that might arise if their mom or Vi found out what was going on. Not that Zoe suspected either was entirely innocent as to the twins' relationship, but sometimes suspicions could just stay suspicions as long as everyone kept things quiet.
Zoe came with a happy sigh, fingers dancing on her clit, sibs cuddling in her head. She didn't really want to ruin any of this anyway. It was just so nice.
****
Riker woke up in the morning with Izzy all tucked up against him, just as they'd fallen asleep together. He kissed her softly on the forehead and just held her, waiting for her to wake up too.
He smiled to himself when Izzy woke up, but pretended she was still asleep. He let her pretend for a while, still just holding her, giving her the occasional little kiss, enjoying the morning comfort of a warm bed and a soft sister.
"You'd just let me lie in your arms all day, wouldn't you?" Izzy asked.



"Probably, yeah."
She sighed and stretched, dislodging Riker's grip on her somewhat. "You knew as soon as I woke up," she accused softly.
"I know you pretty well."
Izzy nodded seriously. "I can feel stuff like that with you too. Like when you cum."
"I think you could probably tell that pretty easily."
"Yeah but like, I can feel it before you cum. It does something inside me, and it switches something in me to make me cum too."
"I think that's just called being turned on, Iz."
Izzy pouted. "You don't believe me? You've got the same twin senses I do. You know what I mean."
Riker ran his hand over Izzy's breast, lightly circling her nipple with his thumb. She maintained eye contact, waiting for his response.
"I know when you're going to cum too," he admitted. "And I know other stuff. Just... how much is because we're twins, and how much is because we know each other as well as we know ourselves?"
"I think it's both," Izzy said.
"Could be." Riker kissed Izzy softly. "What do you want to do now? Get some food?"
Izzy closed her eyes. "You know what I want. You're just asking so you can pretend like you don't know what I'm feeling."
Riker gave a crooked smile. "Testing me?"
"Kinda."
Riker thought about feigning ignorance, but Izzy would know if he did. Besides, even with her eyes closed, he still felt he could read her thoughts easily enough.
"You want me to decide," he said.
"Maybe."
"You want me to tell you what I want. What you owe me from yesterday."
Izzy opened her eyes, lips curled in a smirk. "See, twin senses."
"I just know you're horny, is all. And you think I'm going to decide something horny you have to do."
"Are you suggesting something else?"
"No. I'm horny too. Something about waking up in bed with my naked sister, I think."
Izzy's eyes shone. "So what do you want?"
"I want... to cuddle you some more."
"That doesn't count!" Izzy protested, even as she melted closer in her brother's arms.
"It's what I want right now."
"Even though you know I can feel you poking me?"
"I admitted I was horny already."
"You could... get me to do something about it."
Riker let his hand slide down Izzy's body to casually grab her ass. "Like what?" he asked with a knowing little smile.
"Like... like anything. I have to do whatever you want."
"Just one thing?"
"Or more than one. Until we're even."
Riker nodded. "Good. Then one of the things is I want to cuddle longer."
"Grrr!"
Riker thoroughly enjoyed Izzy getting impatient and wiggly. Every movement rubbed their naked bodies together in subtly different and interesting ways.
Izzy finally had to struggle free of her brother's grasp and push herself up on her elbows. She held Riker down when he tried to grab her again. She glared at him, hair disheveled and all, while he grinned at her with mischievous eyes.
"Alright," Izzy said. "I'm hungry, I need to pee, and I'm horny. We're dealing with one of those things now, and I don't care what you say."
Riker nodded. "Ok."
They rolled out of bed and Izzy made a token effort to straighten her hair, feeling a small envy that Riker could keep his hair shorter, and thus didn't have nearly so many problems with it. She'd thought about cutting hers to match his, so they'd look even more like twins, but had never actually done it.
Riker moved to Izzy's dresser and began searching through it.
"Whatcha doin' with my undies?" Izzy asked, not particularly minding her twin pawing through her panties.
"Picking a pair for you," Riker answered. He padded over to Izzy with a pair of her panties in hand. "I like these ones."
Izzy tilted her head. "I know. You deciding what underwear I'm gonna wear today?"
"I get to today, don't I?"
"Ha, yeah, I guess."
"And maybe... maybe one of my shirts."
Izzy bit her lip. "Claiming me, are you?"
"I wasn't thinking of it like that," Riker said, considering the idea. "But... it's what I'd like to see you wear."
Izzy complied with his request of outfit, and really kind of liked how it felt to wear one of her twin brother's shirts. It felt very girlfriendy to wear panties and his shirt and nothing else, especially after rolling out of bed together.
"People are gonna talk," she said.
Riker blushed faintly. "You mean our family?"
"Yeah. Obviously."
"Maybe we shouldn't--"
"No, too late. I'm wearing this."
Riker smiled. "Ok."
"Aaannnddd you get to wear these!"
Izzy held out another pair of her panties, smirking at Riker as she offered them. She fully expected him to decline, but he just took her underwear and looked at it thoughtfully.
"I don't know if they work with a boner," he said.
"They sure don't," she agreed. "Would you, like, actually wear them?"
"Do you want me to?"
"I feel like matching this morning."
"And you like me cute and embarrassed," Riker said perceptively.
"You know me so well. Yeah, I think we'd be cute together, and yeah maybe I think it'd be fun, kinda like you being naked in school."
"I've still got a boner though."
Izzy made full eye contact with Riker as she sank to her knees in front of him. "Don't worry. I can fix that."
Riker moaned as his cock disappeared inside his sister's mouth. She made it seem so easy and natural, despite them only having done this once together the night before.
He looked at their reflection in the full-length mirror on one side of the room. He was naked and hard, Izzy was clothed and intently focused on sucking his cock. Riker watched as Izzy sneaked a hand into her panties while working on making him cum.
Izzy felt so sexy and slutty. She'd just casually started blowing Riker like it was a thing they always did, and it very much wasn't. In retrospect, she was surprised at herself for how smoothly she'd started doing it. A lot of that was how super turned on she got at sucking her brother's cock.
She caught him checking the two of them out in the mirror, and she did the same a couple times, feeling somewhat like a porn star. But then she'd look up and meet Riker's eyes, and she'd feel like his sister again. His twin sister who loved him.
"I can't handle it when you look at me like that, you know," Riker said, tenderly brushing some of Izzy's hair back behind her ear.
Izzy raised an eyebrow.
"My penis in your mouth, you staring at me all cute like that with your mouth full," Riker continued. "And rubbing yourself too."
Izzy blushed and kept sucking him off. She had to look away a few times just to keep some composure, but she kept making eye contact just as much as she could manage.
Riker came in Izzy's wet little mouth, groaning and watching her swallow it all down. He felt her orgasm hit her too, shortly after his, while she was still dealing with his gooey load in her mouth. That was quicker than it usually hit her, which might have something to do with his cum all over her tongue instead of over his tummy or something.
"Mmm, cum for me, Iz," he whispered.
Izzy moaned and rolled her eyes back, lips still wrapped around Riker's cock as she came, burning off that morning horniness in one massive burst of pleasure. It was always so much easier and more intense with her brother, and that had only magnified with the addition of blowjobs to the mix. It was such a better connection between them, not to mention how much sexier and sluttier it was.
She sat back on her heels, licking her bottom lip, then just taking a few normal breaths. "There, all better," she said, watching Riker's cock soften. "You still gonna wear my panties?"
"It would be rude not to after that," Riker said.
"True."
Riker dressed nearly identically to Izzy, in her panties and one of his own shirts. They hit the bathroom and took turns peeing, then headed to the kitchen together.
Helena and Zoe were in the kitchen already, neither immediately aware of how the twins were dressed. Zoe noticed first and almost spit out the mouthful of cereal she was chewing. Helena turned to greet her children and stopped with her mouth open.
"Morning," Izzy said, opening the fridge for some milk.
"Morning," Riker echoed, reaching into the cupboard for some cereal.
The twins poured themselves cereal, seemingly oblivious to the stares of their mother and sister. They chatted quietly between themselves, then headed to the living room to put on cartoons while they ate.
Helena and Zoe looked at each other once the twins had left.
"Is it just me, or do they get weirder every day?" Zoe asked.
"That's not a nice thing to say," Helena said. "But... it's not just you."
"Ri was definitely wearing Izzy's panti--"
"Yes, he definitely was."
Zoe tapped her spoon against her bowl, no longer particularly concerned with eating. "And he actually looked really cute in them."
Helena sighed. "Yeah, he did. The two of them could be such heartbreakers if they ever spent enough time apart to date a little."
Zoe snorted. "Fat chance of that. I really only see them dating each other."
"Well let's hope it doesn't come to that."
Zoe narrowed her eyes and managed to refrain from suggesting that maybe it already had.
Helena was too busy with her own concerns to follow that train of thought anywhere. She was mainly thinking of what Athena's reaction would be if she was here to see Riker dressed like that. Hell, him and Izzy both, for that matter. She almost certainly shouldn't mention it.
"You could really see his penis in those panties, huh?" Zoe said aloud.
"You really could," Helena agreed absently. "Is it too early for drinking?"
"Probably."
"Shoot."
****
Vi woke up relatively early. Early for her, anyway. She still had some inner turmoil regarding Cait at work, and felt like it was even impacting her sleep now.
Just for the sake of distraction, she headed out of her room and joined the twins in the living room. They had cartoons on, but it seemed like just something for them to have in the background, because as usual they were mostly just wrapped up in each other.
Sleepy and self-absorbed as she was, it took Vi a while to realize something was different with the twins.
"Are you... are you both wearing the same thing?" Vi asked.
"Kinda, I guess," Izzy said as though she hadn't thought about it until she then.
"I didn't know you were into wearing panties, Ri," Vi said.
"Everyone else in the house does," Riker said. "I'm just trying it out."
Vi shrugged. "I actually kind of prefer boxers a lot of the time." She stood and lightly punched his shoulder. "You do you, bro. Just, you know, though, those undies kinda show off your package."
Riker blushed. "Oh."
"Not that that's necessarily a bad thing."
Vi winked, then laughed at how red Riker went. She sauntered off, already feeling cheerier and more awake.
Riker turned to Izzy. "This might have been a bad idea."
"Why, 'cause we can see your penis shape?"
"Yeah."
"Didn't you realize that?"
"Well kinda. But not that it was so obvious."
Izzy grinned and patted Riker's crotch. "Well I like it."
"I know you do."
"But I'm not sure about me wearing your shirt."
Riker pouted. "Why not?"
"'Cause it's not tight enough and it hides my boobs too well."
"Oh. That's ok, it being looser isn't a bad thing."
So saying, Riker slipped a hand around Izzy and up her shirt. There was more room than usual for him to feel her up, which they both appreciated.
"Ok, that is a good upside," Izzy admitted
"Yeah it is."
Riker cupped Izzy's breast, then carefully rebalanced his cereal on his lap so he could eat one-handed. It had the side-effect of covering his cock better.
Izzy snuggled closer against her brother while she finished eating too, very happy to have his hand on her. They'd been caught by Zoe yesterday with him feeling her up, but at least this time it was under her shirt, so would be a little less obvious to casual observation.
****
Vi went out to the garage which had been converted partially into a workout area for her, and partially into a miscellaneous space for other stuff. There was only occasionally anything automotive actually happening in the building.
Vi stripped down to her undershirt and boxers, wrapped her wrists, then started attacking her punching bag like it owed her money. She worked up a quick sweat and fell into the rhythm of it. Once she got into the flow, it freed up her mind and just let her be in the moment. It was part of what was so addictive about working out for her. It just made everything smooth and easy for a while, even if overdoing it could mean being sore for a while after.
Zoe cautiously entered a bit later and took a seat just watching Vi.
"Don't tell me you want to lift weights or something," Vi said without breaking stride.
"No," Zoe said. "Just... kind of didn't know where I wanted to go. The twins are being weird this morning."
Vi snorted. "So what's new?"
"You saw the panties?"
"Yeah, I saw them. Honestly, it kinda works for me. I should see if I can get one of my boys to wear a pair like that."
Zoe chuckled. "Ok, fair enough. I mean Ri kinda pulls it off. Even if...." She sighed. "Vi, can I ask you something really weird that you definitely can't tell anyone else about?"
"What are big sisters for?"
"I'm serious."
"Me too. I can't imagine what you think is gonna shock me here."
"Ok, well... what do you think of, like, siblings doing, you know, stuff."
Vi hesitated and stopped punching. "Stuff?"
"Yeah. Stuff."
"... are you hitting on me?"
"Vi! Be serious! Please!"
"You mean the twins, then. You think they...." Vi made a circle with her fingers and poked it with a finger from her other hand.
"No! Well maybe. I think they do stuff, maybe, but not like sex or anything."
Vi shrugged. "I've always assumed so. They share a room, they're gonna have to masturbate together, practically. And they're basically the same person, so it's not that weird."
"Oh. Really?"
"I guess. I try not to think about it. They can make their own weird decisions."
Vi started punching the bag again.
Zoe squirmed a bit, partly feeling better, but partly also still needing to ask more questions. Vi just seemed to have the answers, or at least a sense of reassurance that Zoe wanted to feed off of some more.
"What if I think the idea's kind of hot?" Zoe asked quietly.
Vi lost her rhythm again. "What?"
"You know, 'cause--"
"You want to have sex with them?"
"No! No no no. No. I just... not them specifically, ok? But I maybe... you can't tell anyone, right?"
Vi tilted her head and gave Zoe a crooked smirk. "Promise."
"Ok, I maybe kind of write dirty stories sometimes. And maybe they sometimes involve characters who are not totally dissimilar to our brother and sister."
Vi stayed perfectly still for a moment, then laughed. "Ha, oh god, Zo. Really?"
"You can't laugh!"
"No, I can't tell anyone. I can certainly laugh."
Zoe pouted. "Well... I wish you wouldn't."
"Honestly, sis, no biggie. We're all adults here, more or less. Whatever gets you off, you go for it. Mom didn't raise us to be repressed."
"No, she didn't. Maybe she should have a little bit."
"'Cause you don't want to have an incest kink?"
"Partly, I guess. Just...." Zoe took a deep breath. "Ok, so like, you're always banging boys."
"Correct."
"And Mom's got her dates sometimes. And the twins are... well I don't know what they're doing, but they've got each other."
Vi watched Zoe thoughtfully. "What's your point?"
"My point is why don't I know what I want?! And why... why do I have to sit in the middle of all this and listen to everyone else getting what they want?"
Vi sighed and sat down next to Zoe. "Is that what it is?"
"Part of it, yeah."
"Oh. Well... shit, Zo, I didn't use to mean to be so loud with sex all the time. It just kind of happened, and I really got off on making boys lose their mind."
"Sure."
"I can try and be subtler, I guess."
Zoe shook her head. "No, don't worry about it. I want everyone to be happy. I just also want to know what's going on with me."
"Well all do, sis, we all do."
"Pff, whatever, you've got it all figured out."
Vi tapped Zoe's head. "You think I'm up at this ungodly hour working out all my frustrations because I've got it all figured out?"
"... do you not?"
"No."
"But... you're Vi! You always have everything under control."
Vi snorted. "A carefully crafted illusion. Necessary for my job, and for being a big sister."
"Oh. So... what are you worrying about?"
Vi was silent a long moment. "You can't tell anyone either."
"Of course. This is all just between us."
"Ok. So... I like boys."
"Well aware."
"And I've never had any interest in the girls at work, which is handy given my professional responsibilities."
"Makes sense," Zoe agreed.
"So my question now is, how does Cait flirt with me a tiny little bit, and I absolutely lose my mind over it?"
"Cait being one of the dancers?"
"Yeah."
"Oh. Maybe you just like her."
"I like boys!"
"Yeah, Vi, I know. But like... sometimes someone can be mostly straight, but not fully? Maybe she's just the exception?"
"Why would that be?" Vi growled in frustration. "Why would there be any exception? And even if she was... I don't want to have sex with her!"
"... what? Then what's the problem?"
"The problem is I keep thinking about asking her out. I keep thinking about, like, just hanging out."
"Like a friend?" Zoe asked cautiously. "Because--"
"I know what friends are, smartass. No, not like friends."
Zoe chewed her lip, deep in thought. Vi went back to taking out her frustrations on her punching bag. The two of them were silent for a while, except for the occasional grunt from Vi.
"Vi?"
"Yeah?"
"What if, and this is just a guess, but what if you sexually like boys, and maybe romantically like girls?"
Vi missed a punch entirely, then whirled toward Zoe. "What?"
"Yeah, like, have you ever dated a boy?"
"Why bother? I can get sex when I want."
"Right, kind of my point. Maybe you have different sexual and romantic preferences."
"... is that a thing?"
"I think so? I'd have to look into it, but like people can definitely be into sex but not romance, or romance but not sex, or neither of the above. Why not, like, different romantic and sexual preferences?"
Vi stared hard at Zoe. "You... you might be on to something. Maybe. I don't know that that's really me. I've never been into girls."
"Not that you've known about," Zoe said cautiously. "But if you're only ever interested in sex, and you don't find girls attractive that way, it might seem like you aren't into them at all."
"Shit, maybe. This is... this is kind of a disaster for my whole identity, you know. You might force me to reinvent myself entirely."
"I wouldn't worry about that," Zoe said with a cheeky grin. "You've already got, like, spiky dark-pink hair with an undercut, boys' or androgynous clothes, a--"
"If you're trying to say that I'm basically the most stereotypical, punk-ass lesbian one could dream up... it's been pointed out before."
Zoe grinned even wider. "So no worries about reinventing yourself then."
"You're feeling awfully brave this morning."
"Luckily your sense of honour precludes you from hitting an unarmed bystander."
"You're my sister. All bets are off."
"Are they? Damn."
Vi took a few more half-hearted swipes at the punching bag. "And you know I meant, like, my inner sense of self. Not my appearance."
"I do. But, like, you know we all support you whatever you do, right? Or whoever you do, I should say," Zoe added with a giggle.
"Don't you have somewhere else to be?"
"Actually no. I left my sketching stuff out here, and I thought I might do some drawing for a while."
"To avoid being in the house?"



"Mostly, yeah."
Zoe fetched her sketchbook and supplies, then sat and started drawing. She didn't usually draw her siblings, but Vi was right there, and she was feeling particularly emotionally close this morning, so she drew Vi lifting weights.
"You could just tell the twins they turn you on, and ask them to cut it out," Vi suggested.
"Ew, no. First of all, that's not what it is. Second of all, can you imagine me actually walking up and being like 'hey, you two are sexy together, cut it out please?'"
"Well maybe don't phrase it like that."
"And what if it's just masturbating together and wearing each other's clothes? There's nothing wrong with that. Well not much wrong."
"So ask if you can masturbate with them," Vi said. "Or something. I don't know."
Zoe flushed. "I don't... I don't masturbate with other people. That's a private thing."
"Would you want to though? If someone asked?"
"Oh god. Maybe? Are you asking?"
"Not really. But hey, if I'm into girls, maybe we should give it a try sometime."
"You're just messing with me now," Zoe said, frowning.
"Yep. But you're drawing me, so fair's fair."
Zoe looked down at her sketch. "You wouldn't mind staying a little more still, would you?"
"Sorry, Zo. You get what you pay for with models."
"Yeah," Zoey grumbled thoughtfully. "I guess you do."
****
Helena cautiously wandered in to the living room. The twins were snuggled so close on the couch, which wasn't unusual for them, but did make Helena rather wistful about how long it had been since she'd had anyone she wanted to cuddle so tight. Riker and Izzy never even had to think about it. They were just who they were, and always had each other to be with.
Helena cleared her throat, which got her the attention of both her youngest children. "So, Riker, I didn't know you wore that kind of underwear."
"No no no, not usually," Riker said. "Just--"
"We decided to match today," Izzy said. "That's all."
"Yes, well, I just wanted to point out that while my company doesn't actually make undergarments, we do have close connections to some who do, and it wouldn't be any trouble to get some panties that are cut to be more... accommodating to those with a penis."
Riker blushed and looked away shyly. Izzy just giggled.
"Sure, Mom, that'd be neat," Izzy said.
"I don't need them," Riker said. "This isn't... I don't...."
"I don't mind what you wear, sweetie," Helena said as calmly as she could manage. She could swear she could see his dick twitching in those panties. It was distracting. "Just, you know, maybe something slightly more suitable."
"We're all just family, Mom, remember?" Izzy said. "I don't mind the way he looks."
Helena folded her arms. "Yes, dear, but I suspect you and your brother are much more comfortable around each other than the rest of us are. Which isn't a bad thing, but it's worth remembering."
Izzy folded her arms in response. "So what's the problem exactly?"
"It's very sweet, is what it is, that you two insist on sharing a room, and are closer than any other siblings I've ever known," Helena said. "That's a good feeling. But family needs a few boundaries too. For us, and for Riker."
Helena and Izzy both turned to Riker, who was bright red by now.
"Cover up penis better," Riker mumbled. "Got it."
"Riker's fine," Izzy said. "He's just being shy."
"That's true," Riker said.
Helena shook her head. "Iz, your brother does anything you ask him to. You know that. And if you two want to match, that's fine. But you've got different body parts. You should take that into account. You're not showing off your pussy nearly as much as--"
"Did you just say pussy?" Izzy asked, grinning wide.
"Yes, dear. I know words too. I'd call it your vagina, but that gets into technical details about how really the outer part is--"
"Hehe," Izzy giggled. "Ok, Mom, maybe we should have some more appropriate panties for Riker."
"Won't need 'em," Riker said. "This isn't a regular--"
"It might happen more," Izzy said.
"It won't."
"It might."
"It won't!"
"It might!"
"It--"
"Well maybe I'll leave you two to your very fascinating and insightful discussion," Helena said.
"Ok Mom," the twins chorused together.
"Love you both."
"Love you too!"
Helena barely had her back turned before they started up again.
"It won't!"
"It might!"
"It won't!"
"It might!"
Helena went straight to her room, being the safest place she could think of for the moment, and just lay on her bed for a while, deep in thought. Eventually, inevitably, she let her hands drift down, push her pants and underwear down, and caress her pussy.
She could blame Athena for this, for putting certain thoughts in her head about younger guys, and even her own son. Truth was, she probably would have been somewhat turned on either way.
"Such a bad Mom," she whispered to herself.
Helena rubbed her pussy while thinking about her kids. Mostly about Riker and his cock that had practically been trying to break free of Izzy's panties, but also just the two of them together. Riker and Izzy.
She shouldn't even think about it, but it was pretty obvious the twins must change around each other all the time. They were probably comfortable with being naked together and everything.
Oh god, what if they helped each other dress. Like what if they'd slipped panties on each other that morning and--
Too much. Way too much. She shouldn't even be thinking some of the things she was. Like Riker and Izzy kneeling at the foot of her bed and just watching their mother rub herself to them. So bad.
"Fuck it," Helena muttered.
She got up, shedding clothes across her floor, and grabbed a vibrator from the collection in her closet. She had an awful lot of samples from work that she'd brought home, and really hadn't even used half of them, but it was nice to have them close at hand when needed.
"It's only my imagination," she said to assuage her conscience.
She vibed herself while in her mind her kids showed off for her; doing stripteases, rubbing up on each other, even making out and feeling each other up.
It was so bad. They'd never do things like that in reality, and she shouldn't want them to at all. And yet... it wasn't hard to imagine them being that close. They were closer than any two people Helena knew, couples included. The fantasies came all too easily.
Helena felt guilty after cumming, after getting off to thoughts of the sexy little things that she'd birthed eighteen years ago. She wasn't being at all motherly. And all just because the twins had worn matching outfits today, and she'd happened to see the bulge of her son's cock in his sister's panties. Apparently it didn't take much to ruin her.
Still, it had been a nice orgasm, and it had made her so hot thinking about them. Helena lay there for a long time with her vibrator in hand, then slowly moved it back to her pussy for round two.
****
Riker and Izzy found themselves alone for a while and took full advantage of the relative privacy to cuddle in their favourite, very inappropriate way. They sat close, hands sneaking under each other's clothes, at first just relaxing in each other's company.
They slowly got bolder as they realized they were alone, with Riker feeling Izzy's boobs up, and her rubbing his crotch with gleeful intent.
"Ok, jeez, I'm gonna burst out of these panties," Riker said.
"Yeah well you made mine all wet, so fair's fair."
"I know." Riker stood, putting the tent in his panties right at Izzy's eye level before he hauled her to her feet too. "Come on, we better not get caught like this."
"Mmm, I suppose not," Izzy said. "What do you plan to do to me?"
"Do to you?"
"Yeah, you're taking me to your bedroom, aren't you?"
"Our bedroom."
"Sounded dirtier my way."
Riker snorted and kept dragging Izzy along by the hand.
"Anyway, what do you want me to do?" Izzy asked again. "I can suck you off. I think I really like doing that. Ooh, or what if you, like, grind on my ass for a while?"
"Tempting," Riker said. "Maybe I'll do that later. Right now I'm going to lick your pussy until you cum."
Izzy's heart beat faster just at the words coming from her brother's mouth. "Really?" she squeaked.
"Yeah."
"But... but I won't cum from that. Just have me suck your penis. We both like that."
Riker shook his head. "No, I can do whatever I want with you, right?"
"Yeah," Izzy said faintly.
"So I want to lick your pussy and make you cum."
"That's not how I work. You know that."
"How would I? I've never licked you before."
Izzy wanted to protest more. She came so good when Riker did, especially if she got his cum all in her mouth in the process. And sucking his cock turned her on like nothing else. She was afraid of not being able to cum if it was the other way.
She couldn't say no, though. Not when Riker closed the door, practically threw her into her bed, and dragged her panties off her. Not with that look in his eye that said more clearly than words that she was his, he loved her, and she was damn well going to cum for him whether she liked it or not.
"You're so hot when you're like this," Izzy whispered.
Riker yanked his panties off too and freed his cock, which bounced enticingly as it popped out.
"I am?" he asked. "When I'm like what?"
"I don't know. Horny? Possessive?"
"I'm often horny, and... I mean I don't know about possessive, but you're my sister, Iz. And you're the one who told me I got to do anything I wanted to you."
"You were supposed to choose something more selfish," Izzy said. "Cumming on my face or something. I don't know."
"I want to lick your pussy," Riker said stubbornly.
"I know. And it's maybe kind of super fucking hot that you're going to try and make me cum like that instead of the easy way."
"I'm not just going to try," Riker said firmly. "You're going to cum."
"Ri...."
Izzy huddled under Riker's shirt that she still wore, taking comfort in it and the faint scent of him. She was so stupidly turned on, wanting him to do exactly what he said he would, but also scared that it wouldn't work.
Riker had no such doubts, and no reservations at all. He had eyes only for Izzy's pretty little pussy peeking out from beneath his shirt that she still wore. He crawled into bed, spread her legs, and lay down with his face in the best possible position.
While Izzy watched him anxiously, Riker smiled soft and reassuring, then kissed her pussy.
"Rikerrr!"
"It was just a little kiss," he said.
"I know! Do it again?"
Riker smiled wider at Izzy's needful request. It didn't take much to unwind her from her worries and get her in the spirit of the thing.
He kissed her pussy some more, looking up to his sister's shining eyes as he gave her all kinds of naughty smooches. He loved the feeling of her getting horny and wiggly from it, sensing her need both physically and through their twin connection.
Riker's first little licks brought a whimper from Izzy, then he gradually felt her relax and press her pussy to his mouth, wanting more from him.
"Ok, maybe this is ok too," Izzy admitted.
Riker licked her some more, deliberately delaying finding her clit, but feeling so good about the noises she made when he did.
"Riii..." Izzy purred. She stroked his hair. "Oh Ri, keep licking me."
Izzy was entirely smitten. Just when she'd thought sucking her beloved brother off was the best thing ever, she learned something new and wonderful, and was so very glad that he'd insisted on trying this.
Her twin's tongue on her pussy and clit was the stuff of fairy tales. A magical moment in time for Izzy as her whole body melted into it and happy tingles ran outward from her clit.
She really only needed to guide Riker a tiny little bit. She knew from experience how easily she could feel when she was touching him just right, and he could do the same with her. Just a little nudge here and there to keep him right where she wanted him was all it took. A hint that he should speed up or slow down, perhaps.
Riker fed on his sister's joy and the way she slowly became a wet, helpless, mewling little thing. A puddle formed under her butt, and he made a note that they should start remembering a towel or something for stuff like this.
The more worked up Izzy got, the more Riker felt the same. He'd understood the appeal of getting off together, but only now realized exactly why Izzy had taken such a deep liking to blowjobs. There was something special and intimate in orally pleasuring his twin and getting his arousal vicariously through her.
However, no matter how long the horny sibs remained locked in sneaky oral fun times, Izzy couldn't quite get there. She couldn't cum. She wanted to. She wanted to make Riker happy and reward how wonderfully he'd treated her pussy, but she couldn't make it happen.
"I can't do it," Izzy whispered, disappointed in herself. "Let me just make you cum."
Riker shook his head, lifting his mouth from his sister's disastrously wet pussy for the first time in the better part of an hour.
"Not yet," he said.
"But Riii...."
"I know. But let's try something else first. I have an idea."
Izzy's widened. "Sex?"
Riker's eyes widened the same as hers. "What? No. But... wait, do you--"
"No! I mean... maybe. But oh god, Ri, no." Izzy hid her face in her hands. "I just thought that's what you meant."
"I didn't. I mean, that'd probably be inappropriate."
"Super inappropriate! I'm your sis-ter."
Riker kissed Izzy's inner thigh. "Yes. Yes you are. And I'm going to make my damn sis-ter cum. Just stay there."
Izzy peeked through her fingers as Riker scampered out of the room. She wondered idly if he remembered that he had no bottoms on. She didn't want him caught flouncing out of their room half-naked, hard, and dripping precum with every bounce of his cock.
But also... that brief time of him being naked in school had awakened some deep arousal in her for showing her brother off. There was a new, unique thrill involved in it, and at least part of that thrill was in seeing other's people's reactions to him, and knowing that the way she felt was so very justified. Most importantly, of course, no matter how much other people might desire Riker, he was first and foremost her twin and no one else's.
Riker was, in fact, very aware that he probably should have thrown some pants on before leaving their room. He only intended a quick jaunt, though, and was pretty sure it would be ok.
He almost burst straight into Helena's room in search of a vibrator, but luckily heard sounds from inside before he opened the door, and was able to quickly retreat before intruding on his mother's masturbation session while fully and obviously erect. Not that he realized that was what she was doing in there, nor that she was thinking about him and Izzy.
Instead, Riker tried Vi's room, more cautiously this time, and found it unoccupied. Even luckier, there was a vibrator just sitting on his big sister's dresser, and he grabbed it and ran quickly back to Izzy.
"Oh my god," Izzy said. "Did you just take that from Mom's room?"
"No," Riker said. "I was going to, but she was in her room. It's Vi's."
Izzy giggled maniacally. "This is so stupid. What were you going to say if you got caught mid-theft?"
"Didn't think it through."
"Of course not."
Izzy had curled up a bit and Riker had to spread her legs again. She was so desperately wet and in need of a cum now. Riker really hoped this was going to work after all.
The vibrator started buzzing, and Riker carefully placed it on Izzy's pussy. She made an appreciative noise, and he ran it up and down her wet lips before focusing on her clit.
"Oh wow," Izzy breathed.
"Ok?"
"Good. It's good."
Riker nodded and leaned back in to lick his sister's pussy while vibing her clit.
For Izzy, it was about the first time in this attempt that she felt like Riker actually might succeed. It had all been so wonderful, but wasn't going to make her cum. The steady vibrations on her clit both felt good, and were a sufficiently constant stimulation that they might get her there.
"Hey, Ri?"
"Hm?"
"What about... what about if you put a finger in me?"
Riker stopped licking, looked at Izzy for a moment, then nodded. He was far more delicate than he needed to be as he slowly inserted a finger inside his twin sister.
It was good, but it wasn't what she wanted. Izzy realized that really what she wanted was his cock. Her previous shock at the idea of sex between them had been part horror and part hopefulness, and in hindsight probably more the latter than the former.
"More," Izzy said.
Riker frowned, then inserted a second finger. It helped. His gentle finger thrusts while vibing Izzy's clit were hitting the right sort of buttons for her.
"Is that kind of working?" Riker asked.
Izzy squirmed. "Yeah. Kind of. I need... I need something. Something else. Give me more."
Riker thought for just a second, then gave his sister a small kiss on her pussy while trying to disrupt the vibrator and his fingers as little as possible.
"Unf, yesss," Izzy moaned. "More!"
Riker kissed her again, and again. Just the cutest little kisses for her cute little pussy.
"You can cum now," he said softly but with firm intent.
"Rikerrr!"
Kiss kiss. "Cum, Iz." Kiss kiss.
Izzy moaned, her back arched, and to her great but very welcome surprise, felt her body give in and explode for her brother. It was, in its own way, so unique from her usual orgasms. All the pleasure and tingles and thrills came from her pussy and clit, rather than from her tummy and chest where she usually felt it strongest. It was a far more physical than mental cum, and it made her absolutely wild and confused at first.
Riker kept vibing her clit, but pulled his fingers out and gave Izzy's pussy some long, deep kisses while she was cumming. She writhed in ecstasy, whimpering and calling his name in broken whispers. She was, quite possibly, the most beautiful sight he'd ever seen in that moment, and he simultaneously wanted to be standing over her and watching everything, but also closer than he was now where he could feel it all as it washed over her.
What struck him as Izzy's orgasm faded was how badly he needed to cum. He was used to release in their regular fashion, but now he felt what Izzy usually did, the aftereffect of his twin cumming. It was a need so strong he didn't think he could resist even if he wanted to. Like he was going to cum because Izzy had, and the only choice he had was where he wanted it to be.
Izzy looked at Riker with dreamy eyes. She smiled lazily and pulled her shirt up past her tits. She didn't have to ask. She knew what he was feeling.
"Anywhere you want," she said.
Riker got up on his knees, panting with need. His cock quivered without him even touching it, leaking precum in a thick, steady string. He only barely had to wrap his hand around his cock before he was cumming.
Hot cum streaked across Izzy's warm, bare skin. Some reached as far as her breasts, but far more of it pooled on her tummy. Some landed right on her pussy which would have been the finishing touch for her if she hadn't been the one to cum first this time. As it was, it was still so insanely hot she thought about masturbating and rubbing that cum all over her pussy despite not having the need to get off again so soon.
Izzy played with herself a little anyway, just gentle, just to make more of a cummy mess of her body.
Riker helped a bit, playing in the cum splattered all over her.
"What ya writing?" Izzy asked as her brother traced deliberate lines in his cum.
"Riker loves Izzy," he said.
She snorted and giggled. "So sweet. I should let you cum on me more often."
"I don't know why you say that like a joke."



"Me either, actually." Izzy gave Riker her full, wide-eyed, serious stare. "You can cum on me any time you want to," she said.
"Iz...."
"I mean it. Any time."
"I know you mean it. I just think you haven't thought through how often that might be."
Izzy smiled and kissed her brother on the cheek. "No, I know what I'm getting in to. But really, we're twins, your cum's practically mine anyway, except I can't produce it myself."
"Would you cum over yourself if you could?"
"Probably not. It'd just be a mess in that case. But I like when you cum, wherever you do it."
"I've noticed."
Riker finished drawing a heart around Izzy's bellybutton in his cum. He took her hand, brought it to his mouth to kiss it, then just lay with her a while as they recovered, and while the cummy message on Izzy's tummy dried and the magic of those sexy runes sealed them together.
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The twins were absolutely insufferable for most of the day. They were always close, always together, but there was something different about it this particular Saturday. Neither Riker or Izzy had any intent of telling their family it was because they'd spent most of an hour with Riker dedicatedly making Izzy cum, followed immediately by him coating her in a cummy mess from pussy to breasts and everywhere in between.
Not that anyone would have asked, of course.
Helena struggled a bit watching the twins go around all day hand in hand, nuzzling each other at times, sitting close on the couch, going for a run in their tight running shorts that really weren't quite as modest as they could have been. She abjectly refused to masturbate to them again, though. Once had been sufficiently unmotherly as it was.
Vi was probably the least bothered, as she had her own concerns, and besides unlike everyone else was working that evening, so she got to take off and leave the weird mood in the house.
Zoe was somewhere between her mom and sister. She had strong suspicions the twins had done something quite naughty, though she had no idea exactly what. She didn't feel nearly so guilty as their mom about being aroused by her younger brother and sister's shenanigans, though she was still conflicted about what exactly to do about it.
According to her chat with Vi and her own ruminations afterward, maybe just nothing. Or maybe ask to masturbate with them, or to watch whatever it was they got up to.
What she actually ended up doing was shutting herself in her room most of the afternoon, alternately writing more of her dirty story she'd been working on, and playing with herself. Sometimes both at the same time.
"You feel like the family's avoiding us today?" Izzy asked Riker as they each drained a glass of water after their run.
"I guess somewhat," Riker said. "I don't know that any of it's on purpose."
"Maybe. Vi has work, and Zoe sometimes just chills alone in her room a lot."
"And Mom's always saying she wanted to do more gardening," Riker said thoughtfully. "Though she usually doesn't actually follow through."
The twins padded to a window and looked out at their mother viciously attacking weeds in her flower bed.
"Maybe she's got some frustrations as work," Izzy said after a moment.
"Maybe."
"You don't think it's us, do you?"
Riker sighed. "I hope not. That would kind of imply that we're not very subtle sometimes."
Izzy gave him a look. "You know we aren't."
"Well... yeah, ok, fair. You think we're bothering our fam?"
"If Vi's allowed to fill the whole house with her sex noises, I don't see why us quietly cumming on each other in our room is a problem."
"One might argue she wasn't making those sex noises with a sibling," Riker said.
Izzy waved her fingers airily. "Details."
"Right." Riker glanced at Helena again, then shrugged. "Well, nothing we can do about it now. Wanna go shower together?"
Izzy cracked a smile. "Absolutely I do."
****
Vi still found herself distracted at work by Cait, but at least she wasn't as confused by it all as she had been. She was able to watch Cait do some of her routines on the pole and just enjoy them for what they were; feats of erotic athleticism.
Vi almost went to find Cait after she was done taking her clothes off on stage, but she had a post to stay at, and besides she had the very correct feeling that Cait would find her sooner or later anyway.
"Any notes on my performance?" Cait asked, sneaking up behind Vi. "Caught you staring pretty hard," she teased.
"I wasn't the only one," Vi said.
"No, you weren't. But everyone else is paying to see my boobs. You're just lucky I guess."
"Seems that way," Vi agreed.
"So no--"
"Do you want to go out?" Vi interrupted calmly. "Maybe like lunch before work some day or something?"
Cait was quiet for a moment, and Vi smiled to herself at finally flustering her in return. Vi kept her eyes moving, automatically scanning for problems in the strip club, while still keeping some of her attention on Cait.
"For real?" Cait asked.
"Yeah. I mean don't get excited though, I kind of just want to talk about some stuff."
"So like... you asking me on a date or what?"
"Honestly don't know. Maybe like a potential prelude to a date?"
"Oh." Cait chewed her lip, somehow making the innocent, thoughtful gesture something sultry and alluring. Part of the job for her, Vi supposed. "I can work with that," Cait decided.
"Cool. Tomorrow work?"
"Sure. Or want to just grab a drink after work tonight?"
Vi nodded. "Ok."
****
It made for a late drink by the time Vi and Cait finished their shifts, but they were both used to being up late fairly regularly. They met at a bar that was only a few buildings down from the strip club. Cait showed up with shoulder-length, dark black hair, done in one of those styles that seemed like elegant magic to Vi--pulled back from the face with a few artful strands still hanging loose--but she knew for a fact was fairly quick and easy to do for someone with practice. Vi didn't even recognize her at first.
"Oh shit, Cait?"
Cait smirked. "Expecting the platinum-blonde goddess, weren't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"Did you really not know that was a wig?"
"Not so much, no."
Cait laughed. "Well sorry to disappoint."
Vi shifted awkwardly, already kind of out of her element on this pre-date. "I mean it... you know, like, you look good. The hair isn't... it's...."
"Thank you," Cait said. "I think I got the gist of that."
"I'm usually semi-eloquent, I promise."
"I'm aware. All this time taking my clothes off and it turns out a change of hair is all it took to fluster you."
Luckily they got to put in drink orders then, which gave Vi more of a chance to compose herself. She got a beer, and Cait got a mixed drink of the sort Vi had never had much had a taste for.
Vi took a long drink of her beer, feeling like maybe she should have started with a shot or two. But they weren't meant to get drunk, really, it was just an excuse to talk outside of work.
"How do you keep a wig on though?" Vi asked. "All that dancing you do and everything. I swear I've seen you upside down on the pole."
"Haha, yeah. There's ways to make sure it doesn't go anywhere," Cait said. "I could show you sometime, if you want. But, uh...."
"Right, we have other things to talk about," Vi said. She tapped her beer with her fingertips. "So here's the thing."
"Hit me."
"I like boys."
"So I've heard."
"Right. But, like, my sister actually weirdly made me think about that in a different way."
Cait lifted an eyebrow. "Oh?"
"Yeah. She said... how did she put it? She said something like maybe I sexually prefer boys, but... but maybe my romantic preferences aren't the same as my sexual preferences." Vi felt herself blushing and took another drink. This sort of thing was so much easier when she just wanted to bed cute guys.
"Interesting," Cait said. "Does that mean you're romantically interested in girls?"
"I honestly don't know. I think maybe I've never been romantically interested in someone. I think I thought I was with these guys I've dated, or more accurately just fucked. But like... in hindsight, if I never had any interest in anything beyond sex, there probably wasn't any romance at all there."
Cait toyed with a bit of condensation on the table. "You know, it's rare that someone can keep going on about all the guys they've fucked without losing my interest in our date."
"Sorry."
"No, it's ok. Just... I don't know, I'm out of my depth here a bit."
"Same."
"Honestly I'm probably in a bit of a weird place too, preferences-wise," Cait admitted. "I've really only dated guys, but I know that I like girls sometimes. Working at a strip club kinda forces you to notice these things if you haven't already." She shrugged. "And yet weirdly I keep thinking about the one girl who I haven't seen naked yet."
"Yet?"
"Sorry, I meant... you know what I meant."
Vi laughed softly and raised her beer. "This date is going super well," she declared.
Cait clinked her glass against Vi's mug. "Cheers."
Vi contemplated her next words. "It's actually nice to hear it's not just me being kind of confused here."
"It definitely isn't. I feel like people are confused a lot more of the time then they will ever admit. Especially in relationships. It's why so many of them have far less communication than necessary."
"Is it?"
"Mmhm. I'm a stripper. You know how many married or otherwise non-single dudes come through? And you know how many life stories I get while just trying to make bank?"
Vi thought for a moment. "A lot?"
"Correct. And a very, very common theme is how many of them aren't happy with something in their life or relationship, and I just want to scream at them to go talk about it or figure it out, or whatever. They have the power to be happy, but they literally won't venture out of their comfort zone to chase said happiness."
"That's--"
"Don't even get me started on how many people come through who are clearly bi but won't ever admit it," Cait grumbled. "Dudes who come to the strip club to reassure themselves they're a hundo percent straight. It's like who gives a fuck? Be who you are. And you know when we get those flocks of girls in, enjoying strippers 'ironically' or whatever?"
"Oh sure. I kind of hate those groups. Somehow they're worse behaved than guys a lot of the time. And I get to deal with them more often than not just 'cause I'm a girl too."
"Right. You get it," Cait said. "They're all like, 'oh look at me, getting a lap dance, so ironic, woooooo!' But really they actually do want to try stuff with other girls and just won't admit it to themselves."
"You're cynical," Vi said. "I like it."
"It's a cynical job, regardless of how you feel about it," Cait said. "And you get it. You're one of the few people who understands what I do without fetishizing it. I honestly don't know what's worse, the people who want to save me from stripping, or the people who think it's super hot and sexy. Partly maybe I just want someone who gets that it's a job that I kind of like, and that's it."
"Cheers," Vi said, clinking glasses with Cait again.
"Anyway, I think I had a point somewhere. The point is, you know what, maybe you don't know exactly what you want. That's fine. Neither do I. But if you're at least aware of that, I feel like you're already ahead of everyone else I've gone out with."
"Plus you're insanely attracted to me," Vi said.
Cait smirked crookedly. "I'm... sanely attracted to you. I like you. You're my favourite person at work. I was mostly worried about flirting with you in case it made things awkward."
"Luckily it didn't. At least not yet. Should we... get another drink?"
"Yes, I think we should."
****
Zoe was struggling with sleep that night. She'd tried just lying in bed, she'd tried masturbating, she'd tried staying up and tapping away on her keyboard writing more of her story. It was just one of those nights, though. She had them sometimes, where sleep wouldn't come to her.
It was the twins' fault this time. They were all she could think about. And, rather irritatingly, they were probably all snugly asleep in their room while she was still awake and frustrated.
Zoe gave up after a while, pattered over to the twins' room, and knocked softly. As expected, there was no answer. She held her hand on the doorknob for a long moment, then shrugged and opened the door.
She slipped inside the bedroom, near-silent on her bare feet, wearing only panties and a light camisole. She bemusedly considered that she should have gone with darker colours for her stealth mission, but it was hopefully irrelevant.
Riker and Izzy were in the same bed. That was the first thing Zoe noticed. They were also sleeping extremely close together. Not just sharing a bed, but full on spooning. Zoe stared at them a long while, then eventually got bold enough to flick on the small bedside light next to them.
Luckily neither of her younger siblings stirred as they were illuminated. Zoe herself, however, gasped and stepped back.
"Goddamn they're adorable," she whispered to herself.
And they very much were. They were all cute and cuddled together, Riker's face nestled against Izzy's shoulder, his arm wrapped around her.
Zoe quietly pulled the chair at their desk to a better position to sit and observe them. She should just get out of there, she knew, but she also shouldn't have intruded in the first place, and that hadn't stopped her.
Her sibs' sleeping faces were all innocence and cuteness. Normally they had more mischief to them, and a sense of secrets that were just between the two of them. Sleep erased that and would have given Zoe the sense of them being wholesome and perfect, except that she knew better, and the fact that they were sleeping together.
On a hunch, and decidedly pushing her luck, Zoe carefully pulled back the covers. In her mind, she'd been warring over whether they could possibly be naked in bed together. Their arms and shoulders were bare, and she wouldn't put it past them. But she told herself that was only her pervy imagination. Her little brother and sister surely wouldn't sleep so tight together in the nude.
"Yes they would," she murmured as the covers were dragged further and further back. "Of course they would."
Riker and Izzy were both naked. Riker was fully pressed against Izzy from behind. His cock was just barely visible wedged between her butt cheeks, and his hand cupped one of her breasts, even while unconscious.
"Fuck's sake," Zoe grumbled.
She stared a moment longer, then left the room. She returned a moment later with a sketchpad and some pencils.
For the next little while, Zoe sat cross legged in front of her naked, inappropriately close siblings and drew them as they were. They weren't necessarily horny sketches, one could make the argument that it was just life drawing practice. Zoe had very limited experience with nudes, and this actually was quite helpful. She couldn't very well deny that her panties kept getting wetter the longer she sat there, though.
"Zo?"
Zoe stopped and slowly looked up from her current sketch. Izzy's eyes were open.
"Iz."
"What are you doing?"
"... drawing you two."
"Oh. That's what it looked like."
"Mmhm."
Izzy considered. "Isn't it awfully late for that?"
"Yes."
"And shouldn't you probably have asked first?"
"Also yes."
"Oh. Ok."
Zoe went back to sketching. It was about all she could think to do. "Don't move too much, you'll wake Riker."
"He's awake already."
"No I'm not," Riker mumbled.
"Oh, sorry, no he's not," Izzy corrected herself.
Zoe shook her head. "I wish you two wouldn't be so cute together."
"No you don't," Izzy said, closing her eyes again. She put her hand over Riker's, holding it place on her breast. "Who would you sketch in the middle of the night if we weren't so adorable?"
"Ideally I'd be sleeping."
"Mmm, nighttime is good for that."
Zoe tilted her head slightly, working on Izzy's lower area. "Do you both always shave like that?"
Izzy smiled faintly. "Yeah, of course. Smooth parts are nice."
"I wanted some practice with pubic hair."
"Then you came to the wrong bedroom, sis."
"So it seems."
"I think Iz's pussy would be very nice to draw," Riker murmured.
Izzy giggled softly. "Thanks, Ri."
"It's very aesthetically pleasing, don't get me wrong," Zoe said. "I certainly see the appeal. Just... I struggle a bit with hair generally. I never make it look quite right."
"You're too critical," Izzy said. "I've seen your work. It's pretty good."
"It could be better," Zoe insisted.
"Well, yes, but it's a hard life always thinking of what could be better."
Zoe glared. "Don't you be wise at me, young lady. Not at this hour."
"Sorry."
Zoe kept sketching, and eventually she heard soft snores from the twins' both sleeping again. She shook her head, and a while later packed up her stuff to leave them in peace. She tucked her sibs back in before leaving, and was tempted to kiss them each on the forehead, but settled for a small, affectionate head pat instead.
Neither Riker or Izzy had much minded the intrusion, nor her seeing them so very intimate together. Maybe they just thought they were dreaming. But no, actually, Zoe was quite certain they'd been alert enough that they should have taken offense, and they just didn't. So annoying.
Vi was home. Zoe hadn't heard her return, but she was definitely making some noise in her room, which was weird for that hour of night.
Zoe cautiously opened Vi's door and peeked in. "Ok in there?"
"Oh, hey Zo, did I wake you?"
"No, I was up."
"That's awfully late for you."
"Mmhm. Having trouble sleeping."
Vi sighed. "I feel like I will too. I can't figure out where my vibrator went."
"... up your butt?"
"Ho ho, very amusing. No, I'm sure it was right here."
Zoe shrugged. "Well I don't know. Unless the twins' borrowed it."
"What?"
"Yeah, there was a vibrator sitting in their room there, I didn't think about it at the time."
"Oh those little shits!" Vi marched out, into the twins' room, then returned with her vibrator. "You were right, they did steal it."
"Ah."
Zoe waited to see if Vi would comment on Riker and Izzy's sleeping arrangement, but she didn't. "Well, night, Vi. Have fun."
"Night, Zo."
Vi was already kicking off her pants before Zoe could get the door closed. Must have been an interesting night at the strip club, Zoe thought. Or maybe Vi was always really horny after getting home. Zoe honestly wasn't sure either way.
Zoe had enough horniness of her own that she didn't dwell on her sister's state of arousal. She fell into bed, kicked her clothes off, and rubbed her pussy while fully thinking about her brother and sister all naked and cuddled together. Maybe fucking. Oh god, it would so easy, Riker just slipping in to Izzy's smooth little pussy.
They wouldn't actually go that far, right? They wouldn't. But oh wow, if they did though....
Not for the first time, Zoe came while thinking about her brother and sister. It was getting to be a bad habit, and one she didn't think she could easily break.
"It's just hot," she murmured to herself in bed. "They're too much." She sighed. "And I love them."
****
Izzy was sitting at the foot of Zoe's bed the next morning, leafing through her sketchbook. Zoe took a moment to process this face before sitting up.
"What ya doin'?" Zoe asked sleepily.
"Looking at me and Ri," Izzy said. "You're right, we are super cute together. At least the way you draw us."
"It's not just me. I was only trying to capture what's already there."
Izzy nodded sagely, as though she understood art. "I see."
"Sorry about, you know, intruding last night and all that."
"It happens."
"... does it?"
"Well, no."
"You're not, like, mad about it or anything?"
Izzy shook her head. "Don't be silly, you're our sister. Though if you wanted to see us naked, you could have just asked. It would have been more polite."
Zoe considered the offer. "I didn't know you'd be naked, actually."
"Hm, no, I suppose maybe you wouldn't. You were awfully quick to take advantage of it, though. For the sake of your art."
Zoe sat up more. Her covers fell away from her chest. She belatedly remembered that she was naked, but couldn't be bothered to cover up again. It was kind of a reversal of the night before.
"I think it needed to happen," Zoe said. "You and Ri... you know I can hear you through the wall sometimes, yeah?"
Izzy flushed. "No, I hadn't realized that actually."
"Well, yeah, I can. And... it kinda gets in my head sometimes."
"Sorry. You could have asked us to keep it down."



"I could have, but that would have meant acknowledging that I knew."
"Right. Awkward, I suppose."
"Well obviously it is."
Riker slipped into the room, casual as could be, and sat down next to Izzy. He glanced over at Zoe. "Nice tits."
Zoe felt her face get warmer. "Thanks?"
"He's right, they are," Izzy said. She started flipping through Zoe's sketches again to show them off to Riker. "Not as nice as mine, of course."
"Lies," Zoe said. "Are you two just gonna, like, sit there?"
"Where would you like us to sit?" Riker asked. "Ooh, that's a good one," he said, poking a finger at one of Zoe's drawings.
"Keep it," Zoe said.
"Really? Thanks. Can we hang it up, you think, or would that be too narcissistic?"
"I think Mom might ask why we have a naked drawing of ourselves on our wall," Izzy said.
"Oh, shit, right. That would be awkward."
"Yeah," Zoe said, feeling trapped under her covers with no clothes while her siblings pored though her artwork. "That's the awkward part of all this."
Zoe gave up and tried to ignore the intruders in her room while she slipped out of bed, grabbed her panties and a shirt, and clothed herself somewhat modestly. She knew for a fact both twins checked her out in the process, but she kept telling herself they would respect her modesty and definitely wouldn't look at her while she was dressing. She was going to need a few self-delusions to get through the morning at this rate.
Just for something to say, to ease her own tension, Zoe launched into a half-assed idea she'd been mulling over. "You know, if you're both so into being drawn naked, I do have that art class at university. It's, uh, always a bit of a struggle finding nude models."
She risked a peek at Izzy and Riker, who were in the midst of staring at each other and doing that silent communication thing they did sometimes.
"Sit naked in front of a bunch of strangers?" Riker asked.
"That's the gist of it, yeah," Zoe said.
"He'd definitely get a boner," Izzy said. "I'm pretty sure that'd frowned upon."
"I definitely would," Riker agreed without a trace of shame. "I'm a teenage boy, what can ya do?"
"I think that might be ok," Zoe said. "Like I said, models are hard to come by."
The twins smiled at each other like they were sharing a secret.
"I think we'd do it," Izzy said. "Could be fun."
"There's money involved too," Zoe said. "Not a lot, but--"
"Well that'll be a new one," Riker said. "Getting money and everything."
Zoe very much didn't want to ask why that specifically was the new part of the proposal. She also really, really felt like she had to. She was, however, interrupted with the words on the tip of her tongue.
"Do you want to masturbate with us some night?" Izzy asked.
"What?"
"Yeah, what?" Riker asked, also caught off-guard.
"She heard us, through the wall," Izzy said. "We've been bothering her."
"Oh."
"Maybe if we did it together--"
"That's... god, Iz, that's so bad," Zoe said. "You can't solve sibling masturbation with more masturbation."
"... but maybe you can," Riker said. "Do you want to try?"
"You two are messed up," Zoe said, marching for her door to escape the conversation. "But... yes, I do want to try it."
She closed the door before she had to think about it any more. Her heart hammered. What the hell was she getting herself into?
****
"Think that was too much?" Riker asked.
Izzy shrugged. "Maybe. She did sneak into our room and draw us while we were sleeping though." She continued to leaf back and forth through Zoe's drawings. "But damn these are really friggin' good."
"She got talent," Riker agreed. "I don't want to freak her out though, you know?"
"Ri, she found us naked in bed together. Which was a sneaky and tricksy thing for her to do, but that's not the point. The point is she didn't freak out. She sat down and sketched us."
"Mmhm. So you're saying she's got boundary issues too?"
"Not exactly. But, yeah, kinda, I guess. Just... maybe some things we thought were twin stuff are just, like, sibling stuff generally."
Riker considered the proposition. "No," he decided. "I think masturbating together is twin stuff. We're basically the same person anyway. Doing it with another sister is probably incest."
Izzy tilted her head. "Oh. So we shouldn't do it?"
"I didn't say that. I think I really want to see Zoe naked again."
"Mmm, me too."
The twins looked at each other, thinking secret twin things.
"Wanna, like, masturbate in her bed?" Riker asked.
Izzy nodded, already getting her panties off. "Yes."
They rubbed themselves off while lying in Zoe's bed, smelling her lingering scent, and definitely thinking about watching her getting dressed not so long ago. It was also exciting to think they might get to masturbate with her in very near future.
Izzy yanked her shirt up when Riker was close so that her could cum on her tits, and she hissed happily and came while his hot cum was splattering all over her chest.
"Thaaattt's it," Izzy purred. "That's the way."
"You just really like my cum, huh?" Riker said.
"Hm, kinda. It feels so good when you cum. I don't know if it's really about the physical substance of it so much."
"Even though you just ordered me to cum on your boobs?"
"It was... a suggestion, not an order."
"Uh huh."
Izzy bit her lip. "It's maybe kind of hot too." She wiggled a little while pouting at her brother. "Do you want to write something in your cum again?"
Riker snorted, but did reach over with a finger to start tracing letters in the mess on Izzy's chest.
Izzy waited as patiently as she could, which lasted about twelve seconds. "What ya writing?"
"Riker loves Izzy."
"That's the same as last time."
"Yeah, well, they say to write what you know."
Izzy thrilled inside and barely contained herself long enough for Riker to finish the last letter. She pulled him to her for a long, deep kiss.
"I'll allow it," she decided magnanimously.
"You have to," Riker said deadpan. "You're branded with it now. Twice."
Izzy's eyes shone as she looked at her beloved brother. "You probably better do it more. Just to make sure it sticks."
Riker nodded seriously. "Every time I cum on you."
"Promise?"
"Unless I have a sexier idea."
"Fair."
****
Zoe, unaware of the liberties being taken in her bed, went straight to Vi. Vi was still asleep, having had a late night, but Zoe just perched on the foot of her bed and waited for her to stir, much the same as Izzy had done to her that morning.
She was vibrating with the effort of being so patient by the time Vi finally cracked an eye open.
"Zo?"
"Hey. Um...."
"Dammit, Zo, it's really early, isn't it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Vi sighed. "So what's up?"
"Um, like, Izzy and Riker invited me to masturbate with them."
"And are you gonna?"
"I think so. I want to."
Vi shrugged and closed her eyes again. "Ok."
"Should I though?"
"What are you asking me for?"
"I don't know. You're more experienced at this stuff. I want advice and stuff."
"Any good advice I have would largely pertain to how best to bed cute boys. Masturbating with your siblings... not so much experience with that."
Zo squirmed anxiously at the foot of Vi's bed. "Well, like, is it ok if I do it?"
Vi opened her eyes again and stretched. "What, are you asking for permission?"
"No. Yes? Maybe."
"From what you tell me, the twins get off together all the time. They never asked permission as far as I know."
"That's true," Zoe said. "But they're also, you know, twins. It's different."
"Only 'cause their boundaries are weird, and we've all just kind of accepted it."
"Maybe."
Vi sighed, then abruptly sat up, incidentally revealing her breasts in the process, and grabbed Zoe. She pulled Zoe into an embrace and laid back down with her. Zoe squealed and kicked, then allowed herself to be tackled and hugged into submission.
"What are you doing?" Zoe asked.
"I don't know. Hugging you, I think."
"With your boobs out?"
"Not my fault you didn't give me a chance to get dressed."
Zoe wanted to squirm some more, but also kind of wanted to just lie there with her big sister and accept the physical comfort of the situation. Vi was way stronger than her, and could physically keep her there for a while if she wanted. Somehow that made Zoe feel a lot safer and more secure in the moment.
"This is actually kind of nice," Zoe admitted.
"Mmhm. Enjoy it. I don't cuddle a lot, just generally."
"... what about with your new lady friend?"
"That's not what she is," Vi said. "But... I don't know. Maybe we will. We had a really good talk last night. Maybe it was a date even. I don't know."
"Ooh, really?"
"Mmhm. I think I'd like to cuddle her."
"You should!"
"Baby steps, sis. We're both figuring some stuff out."
"Fair." Zoe closed her eyes. "You can just cuddle me more, if you want, while you figure that stuff out."
"Don't expect this to be a regular thing, Zo. And I do expect you to tell me how it goes with the twins."
Zoe smiled crookedly. "I'll have no choice. I'm gonna have to share with someone."
****
Helena was having a rough go of it. For some reason her kids were driving her crazy lately. She gave in and gathered them together to have a talk, which really didn't help her out as much as she would have liked at first. Something about it being a lazy Sunday, and absolutely none of them having taken it upon themselves to dress respectably.
Zoe was in her panties and cami top, Vi in a sports bra and pyjama pants, and the twins dressing the same as each other again, only this time in some of Izzy's shirts and Riker's boxers. It was better than them both wearing Izzy's panties, but not as much as Helena would have liked. The two of them looking so cute and identical only made her think harder about unwrapping them and finding the differences under their clothes.
"I think we should all maybe have a discussion about appropriate attire around the house," Helena said.
Her kids' expression ranged from confused to unhappy.
"Why?" Vi asked.
"Yeah, I thought we decided it was fine," Izzy said. "What are we gonna do, dress like nuns?"
"I just mean, maybe all this sitting around in our underwear--" Helena tried before getting interrupted.
"Undies always been fine before," Riker said. "Is it me? 'Cause I think it's really unfair that I wear panties one time and all of a sudden it's a problem. I mean I won't do it again if--"
"Yeah you will," Izzy said. "We're gonna switch off between panties and boxers. We'll match better that way."
"We did not agree to that."
"I did. Maybe you didn't."
"We both have to agree or it's not an agreement."
Helena sighed and rubbed her head. "You're right, Riker, it's not fair. But maybe part of this is because you're a boy."
"Boo, sexist," Riker frowned.
"It actually kind of is, Mom," Vi said. "I mean, like, he's our brother. You think all of a sudden we're all gonna want to boink him 'cause we saw his dick outline yesterday?"
Riker blushed, but Helena blushed even harder.
"I see him naked all the time," Izzy carried on blithely. "I haven't had sex with him. Don't see the problem."
There was quite a bit wrong with the way Izzy had worded her statement. Her various family members all picking up parts of what she'd said, and what she'd carefully not said. Such as she hadn't said she didn't want to have sex with Riker, only that they hadn't done so. Not to mention being so open about seeing him naked all the time, which was kind of obvious, but was better left quiet where no one had to acknowledge it.
"I'd really hope no one here wants to have sex with each other," Helena said as calmly as she could manage, still bright red. "However... and I hope we can all be mature about this and understand that I'm a person too... I have had quite a few thoughts lately that I'd rather not have."
There was abject silence for a moment.
"You want to have sex with Riker?!" Zoe asked.
"No! But... but I have had thoughts. I know you all know what I mean. Whoever it is you're attracted to in life, even people you'd never date or want to be with, you have thoughts sometimes."
Eyes flicked back and forth between everyone in the room.
"Well I mean that's fine," Riker said, still embarrassed. "Everyone's allowed to have thoughts."
"Not a mother about her children," Helena said. "That's... that's not ok. That's way past family boundaries."
Izzy shrugged. "I think about Ri like that sometimes. No biggie."
"Same," Zoe said.
"But--"
"I've had thoughts about everyone at times," Riker said. "Teenage boy, you know?"
"Wait, even Mom?" Izzy asked. "You never told me."
"Well it's not often. Just, you know, sometimes. Not hardly at all lately."
"I'd hope not," Izzy said, thinking that she'd definitely have to pout if her brother had been thinking of their mom while they'd been doing stuff together.
"I think you might all be missing the point," Helena said desperately.
"I saw Vi working out naked a few times," Zoe volunteered. "I thought about--"
"Wait, you did?" Vi asked. "When?"
"Yeah, I did too, actually," Izzy said. "It's kinda hot, you lifting weights with no clothes on."
"Oh my god, that was like twice I did that," Vi complained. "And no one was around."
Helena coughed. "More than twice, dear. You know there are windows in the garage, don't you?"
Vi moaned and sank deeper into her seat. "Well that's embarrassing."
"I never saw," Riker complained.
"Just pop by every now and then while she's working out," Izzy said, patting his knee sympathetically. "You'll catch her sooner or later."
"I mean even in the workout clothes, you got a really nice butt, Vi," Zoe said.
"Thanks, I think. Is that why you sketch me sometimes?"
"Partly, yeah."
Helena shook her head, totally ignored by her kids all comparing times they'd checked each other out. This was going exactly the opposite of how she'd hoped. If anything, she was getting more turned on, and not just by the twins. All she'd done is made them, and herself, think of the very sexiest moments between them all. She really needed to go masturbate again, and she'd already done that once that morning before getting out of bed.
"Can we all agree that maybe we should stop being naked around each other?" Helena tried in a last ditch effort to salvage something from the conversation.
"I think if anything we should be more ok with it," Vi said. "Apparently everyone's seen me naked already."
"I haven't," Riker reminded her. "But if you could maybe--"
"Riker, stop asking to see your sister naked," Helena said.
"S'not fair is all," Riker pouted.
Izzy patted his knee again. "There there. You'll get to see me again later."
"It is actually maybe a little weird that you two are so casual together," Vi said. "Do you masturbate together and everything?" She had a crooked smirk on her lips, and mainly just wanted to see them squirm a little since she already knew the answer to her question.
"Pff, wouldn't you like to know," Izzy said.
"We're twins," Riker added. "It's different. It's not weird being naked by yourself, right?"
"I'm only one person," Vi said.
"Yeah," Zoe said. "But when you watch yourself in the mirror while squatting naked with your weights, it's kind of like there's two of--"
"Oh my god! I was just checking my form. I wasn't, like--"
"Do you get off watching yourself?" Izzy asked, bright-eyed and grinning. "That's so--"
Helena was driven to desperation. She was fully ignored at first as she stood up and started taking her clothes off. Slowly, one by one, her kids shut up and stared at her. She had perfect silence and four sets of wide eyes and gaping mouths pointed in her direction by the time she was fully nude.
"Is this what you all want?" Helena asked, spreading her arms and letting them all look. "Just no clothes at all?"
It took a long moment before anyone could form a response.
"Damn, Mom," Riker said with a low whistle.
Izzy cocked her head. "Guess I'll still be hot when I get older. That's good to know."
"You wouldn't be interested in posing some for me, would you?" Zoe asked. "You'd make a good model."
"I can't help feeling like you're not making the point you wanted to," Vi said.
"There's a point?" Riker asked absently, staring pretty hard at Helena's breasts, which were significantly fuller than any he'd seen recently.
"Maybe not," Helena said. "I just... I don't... I don't know what to do. I'm supposed to, I'm your mother. And here I am naked and... and what am I even doing?"
About to have a breakdown, as if taking her clothes off in front of her kids wasn't enough of one already, Helena was saved by all four of her children suddenly glomming on to her in one big family group hug. It was weird and a little uncomfortable, being nude and all, but also so loving and comforting that Helena was able to relax into it and feel herself calming down.
"You know we love you, Mom," Vi said. "Even if Riker's a perv."
"Don't put it on me," Riker said. "Besides, I love Mom more than you."
"You wish."
"Mmm ummm mmpphh mm uuummm," Zoe said, face buried in Helena's boobs.
"Good point," Izzy said. "I love you too, Mom."
Helena hugged them all back. "Thanks, all of you. I love you so much. I'm sorry... I'm sorry I have bad thoughts. I guess I really just kind of reacted badly this morning. But seriously, whoever keeps grabbing my ass, cut it out."
"Sorry," Riker and Vi said at the same time.
"Vi's only doing it for science," Zoe said. "She might like girls now, you know."
"Oh thanks, Zo," Vi said. "Like I need more pressure on it."
Helena kissed Vi's forehead. "You just do what feels right to you, sweetheart. I'm sure you'll figure it out."
The familial tangle slowly dissolved and Helena put her clothes back on. She actually felt better afterward. Absolutely everything had gone disastrously, except for at the very end, and yet she felt so much better.
****
"Calling me so soon after our date," Cait said teasingly. "Woulda thought you'd play it cooler than that."
Vi smiled and lay back on her bed, phone to her ear. "Yeah, well, you know. You made an impression."
"Apparently so."
"Also... just had kind of a weird thing with my family, wanted someone to talk to. Someone less weird."
"Such a flatterer you are," Cait said.
"I know."
"What kind of weird thing?"
"Enh... I don't know if I can properly explain it. I guess in a basic sense it's kind of like we don't really worry about how we're dressed around the house."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. And Mom wanted to talk to us about it, and somehow... I really don't know, but she took her clothes off."
"... what?"
"Yup. I think to make some kind of point?"
"Your mom got naked?"
"Right."
"Ok, that is kind of weird."
Vi shrugged. "Yeah, but it was good, I think. There's been a little tension lately. Nothing bad, but it's there. And we all had a big group hug, and I think it's better."
"... a naked group hug?"
"Ha, no. The rest of us had clothes on."
"Ah."
"You sound disappointed."
"Well it makes for a better story if you all just like threw your clothes off and piled together and--"
"Oh my god!" Vi laughed. "You're fucking with me, right?"
"Partly. I don't know, I guess... you've seen me naked."
"All the damn time."
"Maybe I just want to see you sometime. I maybe kind of imagined it a little while you were telling your naked mom story."
Vi smiled. "Ok, I can accept that." She bit her lip. "If you like hearing stuff like that, you might be interested to know that apparently, unbeknownst to me, my whole family has caught me working out naked at some point, except my brother."
"Oh really?"
"Mmhm."




"You work out naked?"
"Sometimes."
"I actually am interested."
"Thought so. You imagining it?"
Cait hesitated. "Maybe. How do you feel about that?"
"I don't know. I mean I don't mind, I wouldn't have said anything if I did." Vi chewed her lip again and brushed her hair back with her free hand. It was getting just long enough to get in her face too much sometimes. "I think maybe I like the idea of you thinking about me."
"That's a good sign."
"Mmhm."
"And are you thinking about me?"
"Mostly my mom still."
Cait laughed uproariously on the other end of the phone. "Just what a girl loves to hear, you romantic you."
Vi smiled. "Honestly, like, I've seen you naked plenty. And I want to see more, but that's not what I think about mostly. It's more like I just want to talk to you and be around you more."
"Alright, well played, that is actually kind of romantic."
"But feel free to keep imagining me with no clothes if you like."
"Maybe I will."
"Good."
"Good."
Vi toyed with her hair some more. "Cait?"
"Hm?"
"How soon do you think I could ask you out again without seeming desperate?"
"Ooh, tough one. In my experience guys usually try and wait a few days or a week or something."
"A week seems like a long time."
"I know, right? Tell you what, I'm busy today, but we could grab food or something before work tomorrow."
Vi felt an excited flutter in her tummy, more of a reaction than she'd expected for setting a perfectly normal second date. "Sounds good."
****
Zoe found Vi in the garage a little later on. She hadn't expected Vi to be working out naked so soon after they'd discussed it, and yet that's exactly what she was doing.
Zoe just watched through the window at first, working up the nerve to actually intrude. She could only resist so long.
"Hey," Zoe said, entering the homemade gym.
"Oh, hey," Vi said. "I knew someone was gonna come perv on me."
"You didn't have to take your clothes off, you know. That's kind of on you."
"Yeah, well, everyone's seen me already anyway, apparently. Except Ri. And... I got another date tomorrow. I want to make sure I look good."
"Nice! You're... you're gonna get nakey with each other on the second date?"
"Probably not."
Zoe tilted her head. "So why do you need to look good naked?"
"I just do."
"Oh." Zoe pattered around and collected some of her art stuff, then sat in a comfortable pose and started sketching Vi in the nude. "You look really good doing those squats."
Vi snorted as she straightened up, weights across her shoulders, then went back down again. "You saying you like my ass?"
"It's a nice one. Looks very firm."
"It better be, the work I put into it."
Zoe finished her first sketch, then pulled out her paints and a canvas.
"Aw jeez, painting me now too?" Vi said.
"Yeah. I need way more practice on nude models. I might get the twins to model for me, actually. But you're kind of inspiring me right now."
Vi actually blushed a little. "Thanks? I think?"
"Even though getting just the right shade for your hair is gonna be a pain in the ass. I'm definitely gonna have to mix something together."
"I'm sure you'll manage."
Zoe nodded. "I will. Can you, like, hold that squat for longer?"
Vi laughed and took a pause from her weights while she was chuckling. "You know, Zo, I could just kick you out of here while I work out."
"Fair enough. I'll make it work somehow."
"I better come out looking like a shining goddess."
Zoe shook her head, tongue poking out from the corner of her mouth as she took a cautious first few brush strokes. "You'll be lucky if this even looks like you at all, honestly."
****
Helena found she had the house to herself for a little while. The twins were out for a run, which was pretty usual for them on the weekends. She'd watched them head out, trying not to sigh out loud at their cute butts in form-fitting shorts.
Vi and Zoe had disappeared somewhere too, though Helena wasn't totally sure where. Maybe the garage.
She had the totally wicked thought that she should get naked again, just while she was alone. She kept going over and over the memory of it, of her whole family staring at her, then hugging her. It made her warm all over, both in some embarrassment and shame, sure, but also with some much nicer feelings. She felt loved and comforted, and kind of sexy too. Particularly getting felt up a little during the group hug.
Helena did give in to her naughty impulse and took her clothes off again, but then scampered off to her room after hanging out nude for only a few moments. She flopped on her bed and called Athena, hoping to get her head straightened out.
"What's up?" Athena asked chipperly.
"Are you alone?" Helena asked.
"Um... I could be, why?"
"I did something kinda dumb."
"Ooh, something, or someone?"
"Something. But it's maybe kind of sexy."
"Alright, give me a second. Hmmm... ok, I'm alone in my bedroom, what's up?"
Helena took a breath. "I kind of got naked in front of my whole family."
"What?!"
Helena tried to explain the circumstances as best she could. It all sounded so much worse as she tried to form it into coherent words, but Athena listened with rapt attention the whole time.
"And now I'm horny and lying naked in bed," Helena finished.
"You really did that?"
"Yes. In an attempt to, I don't know, fix something. It definitely didn't work out the way I thought."
"And Riker grabbed your butt?"
"A little," Helena said, biting her lip. "So did Vi. I didn't really expect it from either of them, honestly. Maybe Izzy."
"Heh, yeah. Do you think if I came over and--"
"I don't think I want you to finish that thought, Athena."
"Yeah, fair. How horny are you right now?"
"Like an eight, basically."
"Nice. You playing with yourself?"
"Thinking about it."
"I think you should do it."
Helena slipped her hand down to her pussy. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. It's what you called me for, wasn't it?"
"I needed someone to talk to."
"Mmhm. And someone to tell you it was ok to play with yourself?"
Helena closed her eyes. "Maybe. And maybe I could think about you instead of my kids."
"How's that working?"
"Not as well as I'd hoped. Is your husband home?"
"Nah. Out with his boyfriend, I think."
"Can you send me some dirty pics?"
"Hehe, only if you send me some too."
Helena nodded and took some time to snap a few selfies of herself lying stretched out naked, even one while she was rubbing her clit. In return, Athena sent her some flirty pictures of her slowly removing her clothes, then some naughtier ones while she was fully naked too.
"That helping any?" Athena asked.
"Some," Helena said, panting a little as she rubbed her pussy.
"Still thinking about the kids?"
"Yeah."
"Dang. Me too."
"Athena!"
"What? You can't get mad at me if you're doing it too. You got hot kids, what can I say?"
"You can pretend you aren't masturbating while thinking about them."
"Yeah, I could," Athena said. "How 'bout we just try and distract ourselves some more?"
"How?"
A moment later, a new picture came through of Athena presenting her ass with a butt plug prominently stuffed inside it.
"Oh," Helena said. "Like that."
"Yeah. You got any toys handy?"
Helena glanced at her closet, half filled with sex toys both used and unopened. "A few."
"So crack something out. Maybe something you haven't used before."
"Ok."
Helena got out a brand new vibrator, the sort that both went in her pussy and had a prong on the outside for vibing her clit. It was actually pretty well designed, and hit all the right places to really get her going.
"Alright, this was a good idea," Helena purred.
"Mmhm."
"You still playing with your butt?"
"Maybe."
"Well don't go easy on yourself. I want you to still feel it tomorrow," Helena said, closing her eyes and imagining the sort of things Athena might do to herself.
"Damn, Hel, why you have to say things like that? I'm wet enough already."
The women kept goading each other on until they made themselves cum a few times each, really working out the stress and arousal. Helena felt a lot better for it afterward, and particularly close to Athena. She stayed on the line with her a while, just lying there naked and sweaty, just enjoying the pillow talk, such as it was.
"My kids are gonna be getting hungry," Athena said eventually. "See you at work tomorrow?"
"Ok, sounds good. Thanks, Athena."
"Of course. Any time, boo."
****
"That's actually a pretty good likeness," Vi said.
Zoe shrugged noncommittally. "You think?"
"Yeah. Looks just like me. And I look hot."
"Pff, ok, sure."
"You don't think so?"
"I mean, you do." Zoe waved her hand at the painting. "I didn't get the lines right. And your booty... I couldn't translate it properly. It's way better in real life."
"Heh, thanks."
"I need more practice. Think I can use you as a model some more?"
Vi smiled. "Don't see why not. I need the practice myself."
"Um, for what?" Zoe asked.
"Being naked in front of a girl."
"What?!"
"Yeah. I need to figure out how I feel about it."
"Is that why you were naked this time?"
"Mostly, yeah."
"That's... oh my god, Vi, for a big sister, you're such a little weirdo sometimes. Now put your damn clothes back on."
"Haha, ok."
"That's not how you get used to being naked for someone you like. And you've had loads of sex anyway."
"Not with a girl," Vi said, putting her sports bra back on.
"Why's it different?"
"It just is. You know."
Zoe fidgeted. "I actually don't really."
"Oh, right."
"I'm not even sure how to know who I want to be naked around. Or like kiss and stuff."
"Or have sex with?"
"Or that."
"Really wish I could help with that," Vi said. "Maybe if I figure it all out I'll let you know."
Zoe sighed. "I don't think it would help. I think you have different attractions than I do."
"Possibly."
"Like... I kinda think boys and girls can both be hot."
"That's true."
"But also, like, do I want to have sex with any of them? Not really."
"It's not like you have to, you know. Sex is fun, but, like, lots of things are fun, but they're not for everyone. Sports, rollercoasters, bungee jumping, video games, etc. Not like anyone does all of those, right?"
Zoe chewed on her thumbnail. "You might be wise sometimes, you know."
"I have my moments."
"I think maybe I want to try sex though."
"Makes sense."
"Just... I have no idea who with."
"Maybe if this Cait thing doesn't work out for me I'll share a boy with you sometime."
Zoe screwed up her face. "Ewww, Viii! That's weird!"
"Hehe, I know."
Zoe punched Vi's arm. "Don't be gross."
"I won't."
"But... would you really?"
"I think I probably would, actually. You know, take turns though. Not, like, all three of us."
"Well yeah, obviously take turns."
"Obviously."
"Right."
The sisters stared at each other.
"So, uh, I think I'm gonna go shower and rub one out," Vi said, jerking her head toward the door. "Turns out I get kinda turned on being naked in front of a girl for a while too, not just boys."
"Probably more like watching yourself in the mirror, friggin' perv."
"Yeah, maybe that too. See ya."
"'K."
Zoe waited until she was sure Vi was gone, then swore under her breath and yanked her pants down. She rubbed her pussy to a quick, dirty cum, embarrassed at herself the whole time. It was just her sister for fuck's sake. Life drawing was supposed to be artistic and platonic, nevermind the whole sibling thing.
She sighed. Who was she kidding about the sibling thing anyway? Her whole life, her sibs were the closest she'd ever come to really desiring anyone. That was messed up. She was messed up.
And she was contending with fresh new thoughts of their mom now too, thanks to that brief mental breakdown Helena had.
"Izzy's right though," Zoe grumbled. "At least we probably turn out hot at that age."
****
Riker and Izzy were mostly spared the angst and anxieties of the rest of their family. They had a lovely run out through the neighbourhood, during which Riker kept getting half a boner while watching his sister's tight ass. It made him run slower, which was a vicious cycle because he was therefore almost always behind Izzy, and nearly constantly staring at her butt.
"I'm gonna make you run in front next time," Izzy said.
"Because I keep getting hard?"
"Well I wouldn't mind that, except then you run so slow. Honestly, I don't want to be out here jogging just so I don't lose you."
"Sorry," Riker said. "Maybe I need to cum before we head out next time."
"Now there's an idea."
They returned home and found their mom and sisters once again all hiding in their various corners, leaving the main part of the house to them. The twins took advantage of that by hanging out in the living room, Izzy leaning back against Riker.
Riker felt Izzy up a bunch, slipping his hand under her shirt or down her pants, only really stopping when they heard someone nearby. A lot of the time he was just letting his hand rest somewhere on her bare skin, not specifically diddling her or anything, but there was a bit of that too.
Riker got some reading done in the process. He was getting quite good at reading one-handed. Izzy alternated texting friends and other members of the track team, and sometimes lazily watching tv, though it rarely interested her for long.
They left themselves quite horny by that night, and there was no question in their minds that they were definitely going to mess around some more. The main argument was, in fact, who got to do the playing.
"I want to lick your pussy," Riker said.
Izzy shrugged, already on her knees and giving his cock little licks. "Too bad. I'm sucking you off."
"You don't always have to suck me off."
"But I like it!"
"Yeah, but then you'll cum right after and I won't get to play with you."
"Well if you lick me first, you'll cum too fast too."
They were stuck in a bit of a stand off, though Izzy was winning on the basis of already having Riker's cock halfway in her mouth. Riker could easily surrender and just enjoy himself, but he so wanted to taste his sister's sweet little pussy again.
"Iz?"
"Hm?" she said with her mouth full.
"This might be a dumb idea...."
"Hmmm?"
"What if... what if we did that thing, you know? Where like you get on top of me and sit on my face, then suck on my cock at the same time."
Izzy slowly pulled her mouth off of his cock, a small trail of spit connecting them for a second. "Ri?"
"Yeah?"
"Did you know you might be a genius?"
"I've not really been accused of that much, no."
Izzy shed her panties and pushed him on his back. "Well you are."
Riker shuffled around to lie lengthwise on the bed, and Izzy swung her leg across his face. He got an amazing view of her bare pussy just before she sat on him. He grabbed her ass and repositioned her until she was right on top of his tongue, primed for licking.
Izzy stuffed her brother's cock back in her mouth. She hadn't truly believed in her heart that anything could feel as good as making him cum. It turned out there was such a thing, and it was getting her pussy licked while making him cum. It brought the whole experience to a whole new level.
The twins slurped away greedily on each other, sucking and kissing and licking each other with love, arousal, and fervent dedication. It was, in almost every way, a significant improvement for both of them. Giving each other pleasure while receiving it at the same time was so, so good. The best of both worlds, all at once.
Riker had his tongue buried in Izzy, licking up her sweet taste while she sucked on his cock. Her lips wrapped around his shaft, always moving, while her tongue slid up and down him. He kept lapping at her, before eventually switching to her clit, licking at it and then sucking gently.
Izzy was going crazy on top of him. Her focus was suffering as she tried to make her brother cum. He was just making her feel too good for her to concentrate properly. The best kind of problem to have, really. She worked his cock with all the love and horniness a twin sister could feel while he lavished attention on her pussy.
It honestly wasn't clear to either of them who was going to cum first. A unique situation for both of them.
The door cracked open. Zoe peeked her head in, mouth open to say something. She froze where she was, halfway in the room. Izzy froze too, suddenly facing her sister, mouth still very full of brother-cock. Riker kept sucking on Izzy's clit, which eventually made her too wiggly and horny to stay still, and she resumed bobbing her head up and down.
Zoe bit her lip and clenched her fingers hard on the door. She'd given in and decided she had to try masturbating with her siblings, just to see how it felt. But to walk in on them like this was more than she could easily handle.
Still, it wasn't like she was backing out now. It wasn't going to get less awkward if she ran away.
Zoe closed the door and slipped over to the twins' computer chair by their desk. She positioned it by the bed, switched on a lamp, and sat herself in the chair all folded up and intent. Protecting herself, but wide-eyed and fascinated at the same time.
Izzy pulled herself off of Riker's cock, excess spit drooling around his shaft for a second. She looked at Zoe.
"You have to play with yourself too," Izzy said.
"I was gonna," Zoe said. "I couldn't make the decision, then I'm finally like, ok, I just need to go in there, and maybe we'll all masturbate together, and then you two are just doing... this. Sixty-nining siblings. I wasn't ready for it."
"I just kind of happened," Izzy said. "Riker had a good idea."
"Huhh mmpphh," Riker said, face still firmly sat on by Izzy.
"Uh huh," Zoe said. "It's... it's something. Jesus you two are horny little things. And I thought I was bad."
"You can be too," Izzy said.
"Not like you," Zoe murmured.
She slipped her panties off and spread her legs anyway, since she really did want to masturbate while watching her sibs. It was so much hotter than anything she could write or imagine, the two of them right there in front of her, orally pleasuring each other the way brothers and sisters absolutely shouldn't.
Izzy watched Zoe's fingers tentatively dance on her pussy for a moment, then turned back to Riker's cock, feeling much more satisfied with the situation.
Zoe had an amazing seat for watching her younger brother and sister sixty-nine. She could reach over and touch them if she wanted. It was hard to see exactly what Riker was doing, since Izzy's leg was in the way, but she could imagine it well enough based on the sounds he made and the way he gripped her ass to hold her on his face.
Watching Izzy was work was a much clearer view. Zoe could watch every single motion her little sister made as their brother's cock appeared and disappeared into Izzy's mouth.
Zoe rubbed her pussy, absolutely enraptured by it all. Her horny siblings shamelessly pleasuring each other. She couldn't look away even if she wanted to.
Her mind whirled with possibilities. She could imagine herself mixed into this in some way, getting into bed with them, though she wouldn't dare do that in reality. It also fed her fantasies, and sexy scenes she could write in the story she was working on. She already knew she had to have her twins in that story sixty-nine with each other. And oh god she'd get off so much while writing it out.
Izzy and Riker's pleasure was only heightened by having their sister as an audience. They were already so perfectly connected, feeding off each other, licking and sucking toward orgasmic bliss. Being observed and masturbated to was another sexy layer on top.



The weird thing for Izzy was not knowing if she was going to cum first or not. Riker always used to cum first, and that was comforting and familiar for her. He'd made her cum first once, which had been nice in a way, but was weird and different too. Right now, mouth locked on his cock, feeling his tongue on her clit, she was in uncertain territory.
She could feel him about to cum. Could sense it as easily as her own impending orgasm. They were both so close, so similar, and it wasn't something she could process properly.
Riker felt basically the same things, but was working hard to try and get Izzy to cum first. He wanted to be able to get her off sometimes without cumming before her. That was the easy way, sure, but it felt selfish to him, even if Izzy didn't feel that way at all.
They came together, at the same time. Locked together, trying to get the other off first, their twin connection really hit them hard. They were as one, more so even than usual, and their orgasms reflected that.
"Oh my god," Zoe whispered reverently as she watched it.
It was so hot. Izzy choking on Riker's cum while she shook and whimpered on top of him. He kept arching his back and thrusting a little, like he was trying to fuck Izzy's mouth while shooting cum down her throat. Zoe's hand moved frantically now, lost to her own need to get off as well.
The twins were in a mutual bubble of cumming. They each understood the pleasure of getting the other off and how good it felt, but now how overwhelming it could be to feel that while also cumming at the same time. Izzy really was choking on Riker's cum as she lost control of her basic motor functions, and Riker was getting mildly suffocated by Izzy sitting on his face. Neither had enough self-preservation instinct for a few moments to do anything about it.
Zoe came to the rescue, like the caring big sister she sometimes was. She planted a foot in Izzy's side and rolled her off of Riker. The twins lay there on their backs, faces sexily messy, panting heavily, eyes focused on nothing at all.
"You sexy idiots," Zoe said affectionately.
She vanished for a moment and came back with her phone, using it to snap a couple dirty pics of the twins while they were helpless and recovering from their twin orgasm.
Neither Riker or Izzy much cared if Zoe wanted some pictures. Even if they had minded, they wouldn't have just then. They'd experienced something beyond the usual pleasure of cumming, beyond even the pleasure of making each other cum. It was a new level, something greater and more magnificent than they'd known existed.
They each felt around for the other's hand, then clasped them awkwardly together, lying in opposite directions as they were.
Zoe moaned and sat back, rubbing herself frantically again. She'd interrupted her own cum to take care of her sibs, and now she needed to finish. She was so close anyway, and still had her naked and messy brother and sister to look at to get her there.
All her best orgasms lately had been the twins' fault, and this one was another in the series. Zoe came hard, whimpering and curling up as she tingled and spasmed and let her release flow through her.
"Nice," Riker said absently.
"Hm?" Izzy said.
"I think Zo just came."
"Oh, cool."
Zoe remained in a tight, post-cumming ball for a few moments after. She had a lot going on in her head. The thought that slowly won out was that she'd just gotten off with her siblings, and it may have been the hottest thing in her whole life so far.
"You two are crazy," Zoe said.
"We're not," Izzy said.
"Totally sane," Riker concurred.
"Are you though?" Zoe asked.
"I mean... probably," Izzy said. "Who's to say?"
"You masturbated to us," Riker said. "Careful who you're judging."
"I think I might be crazy too," Zoe said. She stood, grabbed her panties, and padded back to her own room with her underwear in her hand. She lay back in her bed, a wide, goofy smile overtaking her face. She was most definitely going to have to do that again.
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Riker was struggling at his and Izzy's next track practice. He'd always had a tendency to check out butts as he and the girls on the team did their running drills, but it was so much worse now. Izzy was definitely very deliberately staying in front of him as often as possible, just so he'd get a boner watching her ass. It worked as well as she ever could have hoped for.
There was that, on top of the usual mild perving Riker did on the other members of the team, and specifically Celeste and Aurora, who he'd now seen naked, and who had in fact teamed up to blow him once. That one time was apparently all it took to make them both more fascinating to him.
"MacIsaac!"
Riker was startled out of his ass-based hypnotic trance by Coach Watson. He and Izzy, both hearing their last name, jogged off the track over to her.
"Which one?" Izzy asked.
"Both of you, as it happens," Coach Watson said, glancing up from her clipboard. "Izzy, you're running slow today, don't think I haven't noticed."
"Sorry, Coach."
"Give me a couple good laps before you hit the showers."
Izzy nodded. "Ok."
"Riker... you're running slow too, and I'm sure everyone has figured out why by now."
Riker shuffled his feet. "Sorry, Coach."
"I don't need that sort of problem here. The girls like having you around, and I don't mind them all trying to impress you. It brings out better performances. I don't even care which one of them you have a thing for. Surely you know how to deal with those... feelings."
"You mean his boner?" Izzy asked innocently.
"Make that three good laps," Coach Watson said.
"I just said--"
"I'll make it four, don't think I won't."
"What's going on?" Celeste asked. She and Aurora has wandered over, both clearly smirking at Riker standing there embarrassed with his tented shorts.
"None of your business," Coach Watson said.
"If Riker needs a hand, we're available," Aurora said.
"Team spirit and all," Celeste agreed.
"I'm sure he can manage," Coach Watson said.
"Manage what?" Izzy asked, still all innocence. "His bo--"
"Four laps, all of you. Now!"
Riker, Izzy, Celeste, and Aurora all set off, and were the last ones out there by the time they did another four circuits. Even their coach hadn't waited around for them, but no one had suggested skipping out on their assigned laps.
All three girls, without apparently having to discuss it, made sure to run just in front of Riker the whole time, giving him a triple whammy of booty to stare at, and adding to his discomforting erection. It was really quite painful by now, since Riker's running shorts weren't made for it in the first place, and his cock had been restrained for an unpleasantly long time by that point.
The follow up was quite good though. Riker hit the boys' locker room, and all three girls followed, after first grabbing their stuff from their lockers.
Riker was just sighing in relief as he peeled off his shorts when his sister and the two other girls barged in. He wasn't even overly surprised, nor did he mind being caught with his pants down. Once a girl had sucked his cock, he felt there wasn't much point in shame. Unbeknownst to Celeste and Aurora, but knownst to the twins, all three girls present had in fact blown him at this point.
"Dang, you really have it bad," Celeste said with a low whistle as she eyed Riker's cock.
"Too much perving out there will do it," Aurora said.
"Lucky you've got good friends to help you out."
"Mmhm. And lucky your sister doesn't mind."
Izzy was efficiently taking off her clothes, and pretending not to pay any attention to the girls teasing Riker. "Why would I mind?"
"Oh, you know," Aurora said. "You might question our intentions with your brother."
"What's to question? You're all horny little things. You're perfect for each other."
Celeste snorted. "Yeah. Just us three. I'm sure you're not horny at all."
Izzy dropped her panties and stood rather calm and stoic for being totally nude. "What's that supposed to mean?"
"Are you implying you're not going to rub yourself silly if we play with Riker a little?" Celeste asked.
"I might," Izzy admitted.
"Sounds like you're a horny little thing too then."
"Fine. Maybe."
"Too bad he's your brother," Aurora said. "Or we could all share."
Izzy made a strangled noise that luckily only Riker recognized for what it was. "Yeah, too bad."
Riker and Izzy started showering together, having taken their clothes off fastest. They only managed to share a long, knowing look before Celeste and Aurora joined them.
The girls moved seductively toward Riker, in the sense that any naked girl headed straight for him was seductive. Particularly when he was so horny already.
"Want some help with that boner?" Celeste asked.
"Looks like you do," Aurora said.
Riker's eyes only barely flickered over toward Izzy who was watching the brazen display with a crooked smirk.
"That would be nice of you," he managed with only a slight squeak to his voice.
"It would, wouldn't it?" Aurora said, brushing her fingers over the head of his cock and making him gasp at the initial intimate touch.
"We're very nice people," Celeste said, caressing Riker's cock with her full palm.
Riker leaned back against the wall, water cascading down his body. Celeste and Aurora knelt in front of him, their respective red and blue hair getting wet as they shared some of the spray, and more importantly shared his cock.
The girls kissed Riker up and down his shaft, flicking their gazes upward often to see what effect it was having. Riker moaned and involuntarily thrust his hips a few times. His cock twitched when they found a few particularly sensitive spots, and they kissed him some more just to see it happen again.
Izzy rubbed her pussy, already feeding off her brother's pleasure. She would have much preferred being the one to suck him off, but this was good too. Especially now that she could feel comfortable knowing Riker's cock was hers to suck any time she wanted it.
Aurora took Riker in her mouth while Celeste sucked on his balls. They switched off every now and then, always sharing and taking turns.
Riker groaned and closed his eyes. Silently, he reached out one hand toward his sister. Izzy bit her lip, looked at Celeste and Aurora who weren't paying her the slightest attention, then moved closer so she could hold her twin's hand while he got his double blowjob.
Riker opened his eyes again and smiled at Izzy. Celeste, currently sucking on his balls and looking upward, did notice them holding hands, but didn't say anything about it. She had a thoughtful look about her, though.
After taking another turn sucking Riker's cock, when Celeste swapped off again she shifted her position slightly, facing Izzy more. She ran a hand up Izzy's inner thigh and gently pushed Izzy's hand away from rubbing her wet pussy. Making full eye contact, Celeste moved her face closer. Izzy just nodded and leaned back to let Celeste kiss her pussy.
Riker squeezed Izzy's hand tighter, reassuringly, as Izzy got her pussy kissed and licked by their friend.
Aurora's blue hair bobbed back and forth while she did her best to deep-throat Riker, and Celeste's red hair got mussed as Izzy patted it and tangled her fingers in it, moaning and encouraging more licking of her clit. None of them had particularly expected this development, but were all quite happy to roll with it.
Aurora slipped her hand into Celeste's as they worked on the twins together. It was quite a cute gesture amidst the rest of the very horny activity.
"You two aren't a couple, are you?" Izzy asked.
"Don't be silly," Celeste said.
"Just best friends," Aurora agreed, shoving her mouth back onto Riker's shaft after speaking.
"Best friends who eat each other's pussies?" Riker asked.
Both kneeling girls went crimson.
"How do you possibly know that?" Celeste demanded.
"Just guessing," Riker said. "I know what hand holding means."
"That's not... it doesn't...." Celeste's eyes flashed to Riker and Izzy holding hands. "Wait, does that mean--"
Izzy shoved Celeste back into her snatch before she could ask too many awkward questions. There was also the matter that she was getting quite close to cumming, and needed attention.
Very similar to sixty-nining, having someone else tend to them both at the same time was so much better than just one of them. Riker and Izzy both got to be pleasured and feel good, pushed toward orgasm, and got to feel their twin experience all the same things at the same time.
Riker came in Aurora's mouth, and Izzy came in Celeste's. It was as simultaneous as these things can get, as only twins could be.
Aurora choked a little as her mouth got filled up with cum, but she held it together for the most part. Some of it dribbled down her front, most stayed behind her lips.
Celeste turned to Aurora, and without apparently having to discuss it, just simply kissed her and shared the cum load. They swapped it back and forth, getting increasingly sloppy until a fair amount of cum and spit covered both girls' fronts. They swallowed the rest, panting and looking deep into each other's eyes.
"Damn," Riker said after a moment of no one moving. "That was pretty hot."
Izzy pressed herself closer to Riker. "Mmm, I really liked it."
"Well I hope so," Celeste said, still gazing at Aurora with something not quite adoration, but not quite platonic either. "I don't just lick anyone's pussy for them."
"It was very nice of you," Izzy said, patting Celeste's head, which just made Celeste give her a Look.
"Why do I feel like you two do this sort of thing more than anyone realizes?" Aurora asked, looking up at Riker, streaks of his cum haphazardly dribbled down her chest.
"Um... this particular thing, it's the first--"
"Do you lick your sister out?" Aurora asked more directly.
Riker blushed and squeezed Izzy's hand. "Sometimes."
"Ah. Well then."
"And you lick Cel?"
"Sometimes."
Riker and Aurora stared at each other a moment.
"We won't tell if you won't," Riker offered.
Aurora nodded. "Deal. I want to see that sometime though."
Izzy bit her lip. "Do you?"
"Yeah, are you kidding me? Brother licking sister's pussy? When am I ever gonna see that anywhere else?"
"The inter--"
"Other than the internet."
"Oh. Probably nowhere."
Everyone took time to shower off for real, then all pattered nakedly over to their towels and clothes.
"Are you two, like, a couple?" Celeste asked Izzy. "You and Ri?"
Izzy shrugged. "Kind of, maybe. Not really though. We're twins. It's different."
"I know that. I just mean... what's it like doing stuff with your brother, though."
Izzy considered. "What's it like doing stuff with your best friend? Would you say you're a couple?"
"Um...."
"Yeah. It's probably like that."
"I see."
Izzy toweled her hair off while Celeste lapsed into thoughtful silence. "I'm glad it worked out this way today. I actually had half a mind to try stealing your clothes and make you two go naked to classes."
Aurora made a shocked noise. "Rude!"
"Well I wouldn't have really. I'd have given them back before you actually had to go around in public. It just would have been a bit of fun."
"And after we were so nice to you two just now."
"Let's be real," Izzy said. "You were as horny as we were. Not like you were doing anything you didn't want to. And I just said I'm not going to do that now."
"Better not."
"So... you wouldn't enjoy it all?"
Aurora tilted her head. "I mean, there's some thrill to the idea. It was fucking hot when Riker did it last week. But I don't think I actually could go through with it."
"Me either," Celeste agreed.
"I think I only could if Ri was beside me the whole time," Izzy said.
"Like you were for me?" Riker asked.
"Yeah. Like that."
Celeste and Aurora exchanged glances.
"Well... what if we just took your clothes for an hour or two, then gave them back?" Aurora asked. "You could see if you like it."
Izzy blushed and shook her head. "No way! I can't... it's not...."
"You just said you wanted to try it."
"Yeah, but it's different having the choice. It'd mean it's my decision basically. That's a whole different thing from being forced into being naked at school."
"So we tell everyone we forced you," Celeste said. "Easy."
Izzy chewed her lip. "Just like that?"
"Why not? We just say you tried to take our clothes as revenge for Riker, then we took yours instead."
Izzy looked at her brother. "What do you think?"
Riker shrugged. "You wanna do it, you should go for it. I'll be beside you the whole time either way."
"Good enough for me."
****
The four of them made their appearance out in the hallway a short while later, making sure to tactically conceal that they'd all been in the same shower. Riker, Celeste, and Aurora were fully dressed, while Izzy was left without a single bit of clothing other than her shoes. Their teammates hanging around waiting for them registered mild surprise, but nothing like shock.
"What is this, family tradition all of a sudden?" Belle, one of their fellow runners, asked.
Izzy moved to her brother and clung to his hand like a lifeline. "Aur and Cel are just being mean, is all."
"Is that what it is?"
"Mmhm."
"So why do you look so happy then?"
Izzy blushed. "I'm just nervous."
"I don't know," Celeste said lazily. "You didn't protest all that hard when we took your clothes. After you tried to steal ours first, may I remind you."
Izzy blushed harder and hid her face in Riker's shoulder for a moment. She got teased a little more, and definitely checked out some more by some wandering eyes, but topics drifted to other things, and slowly the track team dispersed as the start of classes neared.
"I'm so wet already," Izzy whispered to Riker as they meandered toward their lockers.
"I suspected you might be."
"Are you hard?"
"Yeah."
"Just 'cause you like seeing me naked and embarrassed, huh?"
Riker shrugged. "You say that like you didn't get off on me being in your position."
"Didn't say I minded. Just checking."
Diana met the twins by their lockers as they were grabbing their books and things. She meeped a little as Izzy turned around, then gave Riker a wistful look.
"Wishing it was him naked, huh?" Izzy said.
Diana looked away hurriedly and fussed with her glasses. "No!"
"No?"
"... maybe." Diana risked looking back at Izzy and was unable to maintain eye contact. "This is... you're... why are you naked though?"
Izzy grinned. "Do you really care?"
"... no."
Riker laughed and kissed Izzy on the cheek. "Don't tease her, Iz."
"Why not? At least I won't be the only one embarrassed then."
Diana bit her lip, still red in her cheeks but slowly daring to study more of Izzy's body. "You're both so brave."
"I don't know if that's the word for it," Riker said.
"Shush, yes it is," Izzy said. "I'm being brave even after my clothes got stolen."
"Sure, Iz."
"Someone's really got it out for you two," Diana said. "No one's ever stolen my clothes or anything. That just seems excessive."
Izzy waved her hand airily. "Ah, well, what can you do. Let's get to class."
****
Izzy felt far more trepidation about her decision than she let on. It was, on the face of it, really quite stupid to willingly wander about the school with no clothes on. However, it also made her stupidly horny and excited, so there was some upside.
She knew Riker knew how she felt, both because he'd done it already, and because he'd be able to sense her nerves. Her hand was all sweaty in his, her heart wouldn't slow down, and she felt like she might never stop blushing ever again.
She did it though. She walked into Ms. Penny's class, clinging tight to her brother and trying to hide behind Diana. A few students already there noticed her right away anyway, even as the three of them made for the back corner of the class.
They wouldn't be all that shocked, Izzy reminded herself. Riker had been naked once last week. That would take the edge off the novelty. She told herself that, but nearly had a heart attack when she sat down and risked a glance around the room. A few sets of eyes and a few open mouths pointed straight at her.
In hindsight, it made a lot of sense that some of the boys would be far more enamoured with her nudity than her brother's.
"You've got some fans," Riker remarked mildly.
"Oh shush," Izzy hissed.
"You are quite fetching in that outfit."
"I'm not... that's not funny."
"You are pretty hot like that, though," Diana said. "God, I wonder if I could ever do that. Probably not. I wouldn't be able to face all my classmates in the nude."
"You two are both seriously not helping," Izzy muttered, trying to busy herself with getting her stuff out of her bag and ignore the attention she was getting. It didn't work.
Ms. Penny didn't seem to notice Izzy at first. All the craned necks in the room should have given her away, but it wasn't until everyone had to bring their assignments from last week up that Izzy got properly caught. Of course neither Riker or Diana would just take hers up for her. Riker in particular was having altogether too much fun with this.
Izzy couldn't really blame her brother. She'd enjoyed him being naked in class, and now it was his turn. Plus... plus she'd wanted to try this, and he was forcing her to get more out of the experience. She couldn't decide if it was nice of him, or completely horrible. Probably both.
Anyone who hadn't already noticed that Izzy was naked did so as she slowly walked up and deposited her assignment rather nervously on Ms. Penny's desk. If she'd wanted attention, now she had it.
Somewhat comically, Ms. Penny was the last person to notice Izzy. The teacher was busy scrawling in her notebook, and only happened to glance up as Izzy dropped off her papers.
The range of emotions that rapidly flickered across Ms. Penny's face would have been rather amusing in other circumstances.
"Ms. MacIsaac, do I dare ask what this is about?"
Izzy shuffled her feet awkwardly. "Um... got my clothes stolen, Miss."
Ms. Penny was struggling her hardest to appear firm and in control. Izzy wasn't sure whether acting cute and shy would help herself out any, but it was how she felt regardless.
"Of course you did. You and your brother need to keep a better control of your outfits."
"Yes, Miss."
"Don't 'yes Miss' me!"
"Ye-- no, Miss."
The titters and whispers behind Izzy were worse than facing her teacher. She didn't dare look around. She wasn't even sure how she'd get back to her seat. Maybe with her eyes closed, though that could lead to her tripping over a desk and making things worse.
"I... I don't want to see this happening again," Ms. Penny said with as much gravitas as she could manage under the circumstances.
"No, Miss."
"...."
"...."
"Well back to your seat."
"Oh, right."
Izzy turned, feeling that her face might melt from humiliation as her whole damn class was staring at her. Some were entranced and/or aroused, some were amused, and some clearly didn't know what to think, other than if there was a naked girl around, the proper thing to do was to stare blankly and wait to see what happened.
Izzy shuffled back to her seat and sat down as low and slumped as possible. Eyes slowly turned away from her, mostly.
"Ready to melt into a puddle and disappear?" Riker asked.
"Yes."
"Turned on as fuck?"
"Also yes. Do you think everyone could see my pussy dripping down my thighs?"
Riker considered the question. "I mean, I could."
"Me too," Diana offered softly.
Izzy put her face flat on her desk. "Oh god."
She was stuck there. That was a factor she hadn't considered in her imagination, or when Riker had been doing the nude challenge. Whatever she felt about it, however turned on or embarrassed she got, she couldn't wuss out now. She couldn't put on clothes halfway through since she didn't even have them with her.



There was always someone looking at her, whether it was the teacher, another student, or her brother. She felt so exposed, with no sense of privacy. It was what she'd wanted to experience, and she'd gotten her wish.
****
"Oh god, I can't do another class of that," Izzy said, pulling both Riker and Diana close for shelter.
"You did fine," Riker assured her.
"I left a puddle in my seat!"
"Well yes, you did do that."
"People were staring at me the whole time!"
"Also true."
"I'm so damn horny and confused, and I can't tell if I want to masturbate in front of the school, or hide in my room and never come out ever again."
"The classic dilemma."
Izzy pouted. "Would you take this seriously, please."
"I am taking it seriously," Riker said.
"You don't seem very sympathetic."
"I already did this once, as you might recall."
"Well yeah, but--"
"I recall," Diana said dreamily.
"I can't do more," Izzy said firmly, trying not to let images of her naked, embarrassed brother affect her judgement.
Riker smirked. "Even if I said I'll do anything you want?"
"That's... that's not fair."
"It's what you did to me."
"... anything?"
Riker nodded, then turned to Izzy and brushed his fingers up her cheek. "Anything," he said, looking deep into her eyes.
"Er... when you guys say 'anything,' what exactly are you talking about?" Diana asked.
"I mean anything," Riker said softly but with absolute conviction.
"Yeah, I know, but--"
Riker kissed Izzy softly on the lips, hardly even to an inappropriate level, but more than enough to make Diana gasp and stare with wide, shocked eyes.
"Cheater," Izzy said, though she knew she was in it now. She couldn't say no to her brother sometimes, and this was one of them.
"You kissed her!" Diana hissed, fidgeting with one of her braided pigtails.
"Only a little," Riker said. He took Izzy's hand again and they resumed walking.
"What are you two up to?" Diana demanded. "Did Izzy's clothes even get stolen?"
"No, she wanted to try being naked," Riker said.
"Ri! Don't tell!" Izzy said.
"I won't tell anyone else. Diana would have figured it out anyway."
"But... but you...." Diana stumbled over her thoughts, and by that time they'd reached Ms. Lynn's class anyway.
Izzy had been distracted from their walk through the halls, probably her brother's intention, though she belatedly cringed as she realized how many staring eyes had been pointed at her the whole way. The whole damn school was going to see her naked at this rate. It had been far funnier when it had been Riker in that predicament.
She could tell he was just as amused at the reversal as she was worried by it. That might have been annoying except... except he still held her hand, and she knew he wouldn't leave her side. Her brother would protect her if need be, emotionally or otherwise. Izzy clung to him and to the feeling of security he provided, as well as his promise to fulfill anything she asked of him.
Her brief feeling of confidence was shattered almost immediately upon entry to the classroom itself. Ms. Lynn took one look at Izzy, rolled her eyes, and indicated seats at the front of the class.
"Well well, the MacIsaacs are at it again," Ms. Lynn said.
"My clothes got sto--"
"Yes I'm sure they did."
Izzy flushed crimson and shuffled toward the chair at the very front and centre of the room. "Is it still super obvious how wet my pussy is?" she whispered.
Riker nodded. "Yep."
"Uh huh," Diana added.
"You think Ms. Lynn noti--"
"Yep."
"Uh huh."
"Oh."
Izzy just had to sit there and endure. She felt herself pooling in her seat again, and the casually scornful looks her teacher kept sending her way weren't helping anything.
"Izzy, why don't you hand out these sheets for me," Ms. Lynn said, slapping a pile of papers on her desk.
Izzy looked up, startled. "Me?" she squeaked.
"You."
"But... I'm not dressed."
"Yes, so I noticed. In normal circumstances, one simply wouldn't wander into class like that. I'd feel bad if I really thought you were being bullied or something, but I don't."
"I kind of am now," Izzy mumbled.
"Do feel free to tell on me," Ms. Lynn said, leaning back in her chair. "I'd love to hear your explanation for both you and your brother attending my class in the nude."
Izzy trembled as she moved around the room and dropped papers on everyone's desks. The task forced her away from the safety of her brother, and gave every single student in the room a close up look at her--showing off her breasts, pussy, and ass to every single classmate--as if she needed that right now.
She wondered if she'd get in any more trouble than she already was if she just dragged Riker out of class right now. What if they just left and went somewhere that he could lick her pussy? Or what if they just did that here, right on Ms. Lynn's desk? There was no way, right?
"Where do you think you're going?" Ms. Lynn's voice called, cutting through Izzy's anxious considerations.
"Um... my seat?"
"Don't think so. You've volunteered to do demonstrations on the white board."
"I have?"
"You have."
"That doesn't sound like me."
"And yet, here we are."
Izzy tried to bear in mind that everyone in class had already seen her, that the overabundant wetness of her pussy was already known by everyone present. It didn't help that much. There were so many stares, and she could still feel them when she had to turn away and face the board. The whole class had plenty of time to check her out from every angle.
Riker was enjoying it. He had that same easy smile every time she got a chance to look his way. Of course he was enjoying it, he got all the vicarious thrill and excitement of it without any of the anxiety and humiliation.
Then again, he'd been here already, and she'd enjoyed it from a position of safety too. The whole point was she'd wanted all of it, the whole experience, and boy was she getting it.
Izzy firmly told herself she was never to get herself into this kind of predicament again, and even as she thought it, she knew it wasn't a resolution that would hold up. Not at all.
Her hand trembled all the more and she could swear her pussy was a waterfall all the way down to the floor. She kept thinking about what all her classmates had going on in their heads right now. Maybe it was presumptuous to suppose that they were all solely focused on her, since some teaching did seem to be going on in the room. Izzy rather perversely decided that if she was naked and the centre of attention, she better damn well be the only thing everyone was focused on.
Not that there was anything she could do about. Either she had all the attention or she didn't. It wasn't like she was going to stick the marker she was holding up her pussy just to make sure. Or was she? Izzy hesitated a moment, then firmly decided no she wasn't.
She was too horny to think straight, that was the problem. Too horny, too anxious, too giddy, just too much generally.
The eventual ringing of the bell came as a shock and made Izzy drop her marker. She bent down to pick it up without thinking, and some gasps behind her made her belatedly realize she'd just flashed the class even worse than she already had been. She didn't dare turn around for a moment, and took her sweet time putting the cap back on the marker and setting it down.
"MacIsaacs," Ms. Lynn called from her seat where she'd been lounging basically all class, "as entertaining as this has been, let's try not to have any more incidents, shall we?"
"Try our best, Miss," Riker said smoothly.
Izzy nodded and mumbled something as she slipped back to her seat to grab her things.
"I won't be so nice next time," Ms. Lynn said.
"That was you being nice?" Izzy asked without thinking.
Ms. Lynn's smile was just short of evil. "You're only lucky I'm a teacher and have professional responsibilities. Otherwise...."
Izzy stood there, unsure whether she was appalled, or more turned on than ever. Riker took her hand and gently pulled her toward the door.
"Leave it alone, Iz."
Diana gave Izzy a push on her shoulder, helping maneuver her. "Best get moving."
"Otherwise what though?" Izzy asked, not loud enough for their teacher to hear.
"Use your imagination," Riker suggested.
"I am. That's the problem."
A small crowd of their classmates still waited outside the classroom for a closer look at Izzy. A few boys were casually holding some books in front of them as though no one would know they had erections hidden behind them. A few of the girls actually had eyes for Riker rather than Izzy.
"Hey, Ri, you gonna be naked again next?" one girl asked.
Riker shook his head. "We've been threatened. Better not."
"How about a private lesson then?"
Riker blushed and kept dragging Izzy away. "Tell you what, you take your clothes off next time, then we'll talk."
The girl blushed too. "Maybe I will!"
"Ok."
"Someone likes you," Izzy said, finally starting to walk normally as they moved further through the halls.
There were still plenty of students around them and moving past them, but as long as Izzy, Riker, and Diana kept going, Izzy didn't have to stop and let any one person get too long a look at her. It was easier, sort of.
"So it seems," Riker said. "You had a few fans too."
"Hehe, they had boners."
"Heh, yeah, some of them did."
"You've got a boner toooo," Izzy giggled.
"Oh my god," Diana hissed. "You two are bad. Where are we headed?"
"We need to meet Celeste and Aurora to get Izzy's clothes back," Riker said. "Lemme text 'em real quick."
They ended up in an empty classroom at the corner of the building. Luckily none of the gawpers followed them there.
Izzy made it all of twenty seconds before she hopped onto the teacher's desk at the front of the room and started rubbing her pussy.
"Oh my goddd," Izzy moaned. "I needed to do that so bad. I don't know how I made it through."
"It was turning you on too much to stop," Riker said, pulling a chair around to sit and watch his sister masturbate.
"Way too much! I almost... the things I could have done, the things I wanted to do...."
"Well good thing you didn't go that far, I guess," Riker said, thoughtfully watching Izzy's pussy.
"That was insane enough as it was," Diana said. She seemed unsure where to stand, and was fidgeting a lot. She was also rather fixated on Izzy's masturbation, the same as Riker.
"Hehe, it'll be your turn next, Di," Riker said.
"No way! I'm not doing it."
"Aw c'mon."
Izzy snorted. "He just wants to see you naked is all."
"I'm a horny boy, what can I say?" Riker said with no trace of shame.
"Yeah, we can see that."
Izzy and Diana both looked at Riker's lap and the tent in his pants. Smiling, still unashamed, Riker shrugged and unzipped. Diana flushed but didn't look away as he took his pants off and got his cock out. Izzy just looked hungry.
"Sit closer," Izzy urged.
Riker nodded, stood, and walked over to sit on the desk next to Izzy. Diana looked back and forth between the two of them, chewing on her lip, uncertain but enraptured.
Izzy, too horny not to, even with Diana watching, put a hand in Riker's lap and started playing with his cock. As she'd fully expected, Diana gasped and her eyes went wide as could be.
"Oh my god!"
"Yeah yeah, I know," Izzy said, rubbing herself and her brother at the same time. "But I need to do it."
"You're masturbating your brother!"
"I said I know."
"But... that's illegal! Or something."
Riker sighed happily as Izzy stroked him. "It's fine. We're twins, it's basically just like masturbating herself."
"I don't think that's how it works," Diana said. She stepped closer, padding softly as though sudden movements would startle the twins. "Is it?"
"Yes," Izzy said. "It is."
"Oh." Diana stepped even closer. "Can I...."
She didn't finish the question, but both Izzy and Riker nodded anyway, both curious as to what their friend wanted to do. Diana didn't seem any more certain than they were, but eventually did reach out with trembling hands.
One of Diana's hands went to Izzy's pussy, and the other to Riker's cock. She interrupted Izzy's flow, but her soft, warm fingers felt really nice pressed against her pussy, and Riker enjoyed having two hands on his cock instead of one.
"So wet," Diana whispered. "So... hard."
"Mmm, can you feel him throbbing?" Izzy purred. "I love it when I can."
"You do this a lot, don't you?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Diana bit her lip, slowly stroking Izzy's pussy and Riker's cock. "I think I might be jealous."
"Haha, well go ahead and play now, Di."
"Mmm, what she said," Riker concurred.
Izzy guided Diana to put a pair of fingers inside her while she rubbed her own clit. The girls shared Riker's cock, either together or taking turns.
Riker came from the double handjob, most of his cum landing on Diana who couldn't seem to decide between being shocked or turned on by it. Izzy came almost immediately after, as per her usual, and also squirted a bit of a mess over Diana.
The door to the classroom opened just about at the same time as the cumshots, and Celeste and Aurora walked in just in time to catch most of the mess. Diana didn't seem to even notice the extra audience at first, and was too distracted by sex juices all over her afterward to mind too much.
"Guess we missed all the fun," Celeste said.
"Mmhm, they've corrupted another," Aurora said. "Here's your clothes back, by the way."
"Oh, thanks," Izzy said, patting her pussy gently, then getting up to grab her clothing.
"How did it go?" Celeste asked.
"Um... it was intense," Izzy said. "I don't think I could do it again."
"But you will though," Riker predicted.
"Hush, no I won't."
"Bet you will," Riker teased.
Izzy frowned at him, but he mollified her with a quick kiss.
"I've got so much cum on me," Diana said, oblivious to the rest of the conversation.
"Yeah, girl, you sure do," Aurora said. "Come with us, we'll get you cleaned up."
"Oh, thanks."
"You gotta watch out for those two," Celeste said. "They drag you in to their weird sex stuff."
"Oh whatever," Izzy said. "We don't do weird sex stuff, and we don't drag anyone into it."
"Sure you don't," Celeste said with a smirk.
"We don't though. Right?"
Riker nodded and kissed her again. "That's right."
"Good. Vicious rumours, that's all it is."
"Mmhm. Ready to get back out there?"
Izzy looked at the door where their friends had already left to get Diana cleaned up. "Maybe... maybe let's make out a little first?"
"Good idea."
****
"It's weird actually feeling relief coming to work," Helena said.
"Haha, rough weekend, huh?" Athena said, sitting across the desk from her.
"You know it was."
Athena shrugged. "I think you just need to accept it, Hel. I mean, it's not like you're gonna fuck any of your kids or anything. But you can think about it, not harming anything."
"Easy for you to say, they aren't yours."
"Hm, that's true." Athena tapped her fingers thoughtfully on Helena's desk. "Want me to eat your pussy or something?"
"Thanks, but not right now, actually."
"Fair enough."
"I just... I'll just think about them more. Especially grabbing my butt like that. I still can't believe it."
Athena grinned. "But it's all you can think about?"
Helena nodded. "Yeah, unfortunately."
"Ah, well, I've had relationships like that. Way back when, of course. But all I could think about was the way someone touched me, and how I wanted them to do it again."
"This'd be a little different."
"Well sure. But also... is it that different? A little consensual groping never hurt anyone."
"You really want me to give in to this, don't you?"
"Little bit, yeah."
"You're supposed to be my best friend," Helena pouted.
"Exactly what I'm being. With maybe a little self-interest thrown in too."
"Goddamn, you horny bitch."
"That's me!"
Helena giggled, releasing some of her tension and cares. "Ok, fuck it, we've still got time before our lunch break is over. You should eat something."
"You mean your pussy?"
Helena tugged her skirt up and her panties down. "Precisely."
Athena smiled and crawled around in front of Helena. "Ok."
She buried her face in Helena's pussy. Helena moaned appreciatively as Athena licked, sucked, and nibbled in all the very best ways. The two of them had done this sort of thing so much they knew exactly what got the other off.
"I still say we could seduce Josh in here some time," Athena mumbled. "He could be a son you don't have to feel guilty about fucking."
"Answer is still no, seduce him on your own time if you really want to. And keep that tongue busy with what it's supposed to be doing, or I'll have to make you."
Athena grinned up at her. "How you gonna do that?"
Helena grabbed two fistfuls of Athena's hair and shoved her back between her thighs. "Like this."
Athena happily got back to licking. Helena enjoyed the oral attention and tried not to think about Riker or Izzy tongue-deep in her pussy. Or Vi, for that matter. Ever since Vi had sneaked a feel of her ass right alongside Riker, Helena couldn't quite get it out of her head. As if she needed another fantasy involving her children in some way.
Helena would have always said Vi was painfully straight until just recently, but now she couldn't help wondering about that, and perhaps what Vi could do if she was sufficiently interested in a woman.
"It's not working," Helena grumbled. "I'm still thinking about them."
Athena mumbled something and licked with even more enthusiasm.
Helena sighed. "You're not gonna be any help at all, are you? I'm not having sex with any of them and that's that."
"Hmm uhh mmm."
"But maybe if they want to grab my ass again some time...."
"Hmmm ummm uhh!"
"Yeah, I thought you'd like that."
****
"Hey, cutie."
Vi smiled as she felt Cait brush up against her. "You gonna start doing that every time you walk past me?"
"Maybe."
Cait's fingers danced over Vi's shoulder. Vi grabbed Cait's hand and held it down by her waist, where it would be subtle. "You're gonna make everyone jealous around here you keep that up."
"Why? I'll still take my clothes off if they pay me."
"Never mind you, they're gonna want me and realize I'm spoken for."
Cait laughed. "Haha, you goof."
"You know the problem with going on a date before work?"
"No?"
"Now I can't look forward to seeing you after work."
"Oh my god." Cait looked around. Vi had been keeping on eye on everything anyway, doing it naturally with her bouncer's instincts. Luckily in the midst of a strip club, no one was really paying any attention to a quiet conversation off to one side. "If I didn't know any better, I'd swear you were trying to get me into bed already. It's only been two dates, you know. Or one and a half."
"Two," Vi said firmly. "But I know what you're saying. I guess maybe I'm used to moving fast. Usually if I want to fuck a boy, and he wants to fuck me, why wait, right?"
"I guess."
"So that's kinda what I learned about flirting. But, uh, I don't know. What do you do if you just want to hang out with someone a lot more and maybe stare at them in hopefully not creepy ways?"
Cait held Vi's hand between both of hers and ran her fingers over Vi's knuckles. "It's probably a good thing you don't know if you want to bed me, because you probably almost certainly could."
"What?"
"Just sayin'. Something about the way you look at me while you say stuff that just... I don't know, no one talks to me like that."
"Like what?"
"Like you do. I don't know how to describe it."
"Surely you've been flirted with before."
Cait nodded. "Many, many times. It's not that. Not exactly." She sighed. "I kinda wish you'd just kiss me."



Vi tilted her head. "Oh really?"
"Yeah. But I should get back to work. Cherry's already giving me dirty looks."
"So? She ain't your boss."
"Still, though."
"Hm." Vi tilted Cait's chin up a little and looked into her eyes, moving fractionally closer. "Maybe... maybe see what happens after the third date."
"Oh you ass!"
"What?"
"I thought you were gonna kiss me just then."
Vi smirked. "I know."
"Grrr. Want to come to my place and watch a movie or something after work?"
"In the hopes that I might kiss you then?"
"Yes."
"Even though it's moving really fast?"
"Yes!"
"Ok. See you then, Cupcake."
Vi grinned wider at the blush Cait tried to hide. She watched Cait walk away before turning back to scanning the room for potential problems. She honestly had no idea if she was ready to try kissing a girl, even Cait, but she definitely loved seeing her go red and flustered. She'd just have to see what happened.
****
"God, can you believe that guys that asked me out this afternoon?" Izzy complained on the drive home.
Riker chuckled. "Well I can't blame 'em. I almost asked you out too."
"That's silly. You can't ask me out. We already live together."
"Yeah, but if I didn't."
"Uh huh."
"You've gotta expect it after being naked at school. It's gonna make you popular. Not necessarily for good reasons, but you know."
Izzy rolled her eyes. "Well it's unnecessary is all. What part of me being naked makes anyone think I want to date them?"
"I think they're just hoping to see you without your clothes on again, is all."
"I guess."
"I've been getting asked out too, if it helps."
"It doesn't. I don't want you going out with anyone."
"Don't worry, I don't want to either."
Izzy smiled. "Good."
"I do like messing around with our friends though, that's been fun."
"Unf, yeah, I like that too. Do you think Diana would lick my pussy? Or was she just trying stuff out today?"
"Could be both, I really don't know. She's got soft fingers though, huh?"
"Sure does."
Riker considered for a moment. "I mean, I think Celeste and Aurora would definitely eat you out if you asked nicely. Cel seemed to like your pussy this morning."
"I think so too. It's just... I don't know, there's something more innocently horny about Diana."
"Ha, you want to corrupt someone else, huh?"
"Who have I ever corrupted?"
"Me."
Izzy glared for a second, though she needed to watch the road as she was driving and couldn't maintain a proper disapproving look. "That is not what happened."
"It kind of is. I used to be sweet and innocent, you know. I didn't used to want to bury my face in my sister's snatch at every opportunity."
Izzy moaned softly. "Well I didn't used to want to suck my brother's cock either, did I? So who's to blame, you think?"
"... society?"
"Yeah, good enough. Fuckin' society."
"Right."
"Right."
Riker looked hopefully at Izzy. "You wanna maybe suck on me a little when we get home?"
"Obviously. But...."
"But?"
"Well... you do owe me. You need to do anything I ask, remember?"
Riker nodded. He'd been wondering what his sister would collect from him. It was a mystery to him, but he was so excited to find out what it would be. "I remember. What do you want?"
"Not gonna tell you yet. Just want to make sure we still have a deal."
"You think I'd wuss out of something like that? My word is good, you know that."
"Especially because you think it'll be something good."
"Well that doesn't hurt." Riker frowned. "Is it not something good?"
"It's good, what I want," Izzy said, her heart speeding up some to match Riker's. "But it's a lot. I'm not sure if you'd agree to it otherwise."
"Really?"
"I mean I'm pretty sure you would. Probably."
"Iz, what is it?"
"Not telling."
"Ah!"
"You'll find out."
"Just tell me. I want to know now."
Izzy grinned smugly. "When the time is right. I need... I need to work up to it."
"Oh god. You know I'm really curious now."
"Curious and horny, I know. Don't worry, I'll still suck you off, take the edge off."
Riker nodded and adjusted his pants to account for his erection. "Acceptable."
Izzy already had naughty thoughts filling her head, but her pussy definitely flooded at the specific promise of blowing her brother as soon as they got home. Something about it was just so visceral for her, even before she was actually on her knees sucking on his cock.
Riker sat on his bed and gazed down adoringly at Izzy with her lips wrapped around him. He brushed her hair out of her face for her and gave her occasional little pets, but mostly just let her do her thing.
Izzy rubbed her wet pussy--her panties had indeed been quite soaked before she'd removed them--and sucked on her brother without any real hurry to her movements. She savoured the moment, stretching it out without making it too slow or painful, letting them both enjoy it to full effect.
She came with the taste of her brother's cum all over her tongue and kept gently sucking Riker's cock until her orgasm was spent.
The door opened while Izzy still had Riker in her mouth. She slowly pulled off him as both twins turned to find Zoe staring at them.
"Damn, seems like I just missed something, huh," Zoe said.
"Guess you don't knock anymore," Riker commented.
"Why, what's the point? Would you two have covered up before I came in?"
"... probably not."
Izzy wiped her fingers on her thigh, cleaning off some of the pussy juices from them, and stood up. Riker gave her a playful smack on the booty before she could speak, then hauled her down to sit next to him.
"What's up, Zo?" Riker asked.
"Or are you just here to check us out some?" Izzy teased, spreading her legs a little.
Zoe shivered as she looked at her younger brother and sister. Bottomless and fresh from a blowjob, checking them out was indeed pretty interesting.
"I talked to my professor," Zoe said, trying to stay on task. "She's been looking for nude models for practice. I said I could get you two to do it."
"For appropriate bribes, sure," Izzy said.
"I also told you'll both probably get horny while doing it. She said she understood, you being teenagers and all. Though now that I think about it, she was a lot more interested after I showed her a picture of you two."
"... with or without our clothes on?" Riker asked.
"With, in this case. No reason I'd have naked pics of my sibs on my phone, is there?"
"It's sweet that you have pics of us at all," Izzy said.
"So... your professor, supposedly trying to be a professional artist here, wants to see Iz and I naked now, is what you're saying," Riker said.
"That's about the sum of it, yeah," Zoe said. "Maybe some of the other students too. It's complicated."
Riker turned to Izzy. "What do you think?"
Izzy chewed her lip a little. "Hm... I kinda just had a lot of public nudity today already, so--"
"Wait what?" Zoe asked.
"Oh, right. You weren't there. Well... see we thought Riker had his clothes stolen one day, which they kind of were, so he had to go to some classes naked, and--"
"What?"
"--and then I thought maybe I should try it too, so--"
"What?!"
"This'll get explained faster if you don't keep interrupting," Riker advised.
Izzy nodded. "So I pretended like my clothes got stolen and went to a couple classes nude. It was... a lot."
"In a good way," Riker said. "Mostly."
"Yeah, mostly."
Zoe stared hard at the twins, waiting for the punch line, but they seemed altogether too earnest about their story. Honestly, Zoe could believe it was true.
"You both really did that?"
"Yeah, we did," Izzy said. "We might come to regret it."
"Too many classmates wanna ask us out and stuff now," Riker said. "And at least one of our teachers might do something evil to us. Hard to say."
"Anyway, the point is I'm not sure if I'm ready to do it again just yet," Izzy said.
"I am though," Riker said. "In exchange for bribes."
Zoe tried to focus rather than just picturing the twins strolling through school naked. She so wished she could have seen it. But she had other opportunities right in front of her.
"Like... like what?" Zoe asked.
"I dunno," Riker said. "Me and Iz have been offering each other a free anything lately, and that's been fun."
"A free anything?" Zoe said.
"Yeah, like you get to ask for anything," Izzy said. "Ri owes me one still."
"I do," Riker nodded.
"Well I'm not doing that," Zoe said.
"Aw, spoil sport," Riker said.
"What about you just have to make us cum after we model for you," Izzy said.
Zoe bit her lip, heart beating faster. "Really?"
"Yeah, really. We're gonna be horny. You know, assuming I do it."
"You'll do it," Riker said.
"Shush. Assuming I do it," Izzy continued. "We'll need to cum after, probably. You get to choose how."
Zoe felt a little shaky. Perving on her sibs, drawing them naked, writing stories loosely based on them, those were all one thing. But this suggestion?
"I don't know if I can," she said anxiously.
"Why not?" Riker asked.
"I... you're my brother and sister."
"Yeah, we know that."
Izzy tilted her head. "You only wanna look and not touch, or what?"
Zoe clenched her hands. "Something like that."
She didn't want to have to admit that she really didn't know what she was doing. She'd never had sexual interest in anyone nearly so much as in her sibs right now, and while that should have made her jump at the chance to play with them, it was also rather intense and nerve-wracking. Plus just the intimidation factor of feeling like she should be more experienced than them, not less.
"Well we'll work it out," Riker said. "I'll do it."
Izzy snorted. "Of course you will. You wanna show off for the hot college girls, huh?"
Riker grinned. "Maybe. Don't you wanna show off for the hot college boys?"
Izzy squirmed. "Maybe a little. Maybe I'll do it. You gotta let me suck you off after either way."
"Well of course." Riker tilted Izzy's chin and kissed her. "What kind of brother do you think I am?"
Zoe squeezed her thighs together just watching her baby sibs. Why did they turn her on so much? Especially when no one else ever had to nearly such a degree? There was something wrong with her.
"So, uh, not to interrupt the making out, but I was thinking of doing a little painting," Zoe said. "If you want to get some practice with modeling."
Riker nodded easily. He stood and pulled his shirt off, getting fully naked. "Here?"
"Well... out in the garage. My painting stuff's there."
"Ok."
Izzy giggled and put on a fresh pair of panties to go out with them, going for the technically modest option rather than full, unabashed nudity.
Riker was already hard again, a fact that was painfully obvious to his sisters as they let him lead the way to the garage.
"Just gonna paint him, huh?" Izzy whispered to Zoe.
"Well... I'll paint you too if you're up for it."
"We'll see. Not what I meant though. You sure you don't want to play with him a little? It's kinda the best."
Zoe blushed. "You'd really just offer like that?"
"Of course. You're my sister. I want good things for you. It's been a while since you had a boyfriend or anything, right?"
Zoe blushed deeper and declined to point out that it had been never since she'd had a boyfriend or anything.
Riker was, indeed, quite a show off once they got started. He really didn't get the point of holding a pose too long--long enough for Zoe to work with, say. He also rather obviously enjoyed posing in such a way as to get his sisters all hot and bothered.
"Ri, you gotta stay still," Zoe said.
Izzy squirmed next to her, already well on her way to ruining another pair of panties. "I don't know, I'm kinda into this."
"Well it's not helping me paint, is it?"
"Probably not, no. But it's entertaining."
"Not the point. Riker, sit back down and hold still!"
Riker grinned and sat obediently for his sister. He made sure his cock was fully displayed though, and deliberately made it twitch every now and then.
Izzy was rubbing herself through her panties and thoroughly enjoying herself. Zoe couldn't properly decide between focusing on her work or just appreciating her naked brother. She was as wet as Izzy, but wasn't actively playing with herself.
Zoe somehow managed to get a full painting done, something that she wasn't even too unhappy with. She definitely still felt like she needed more practice, but that would have to be for another time.
"That's pretty good," Izzy said. "Not as sexy as Riker in real life, but still."
"It's not meant to be sexy," Zoe said. "It's art."
"Art can be sexy, I think."
"Well not this one, I guess. I also really shouldn't be trying to make sexy portraits of my brother even if erotic art was my thing."
"Says who?" Riker asked, coming over to take a look as well. "I think you definitely could have made me a little sexier."
Zoe was trapped between the twins, and was feeling acutely conscious of the fact. Especially Riker so close and naked to her, his hard cock within easy reach if she but dared to touch it.
Izzy made it even worse by leaning close enough that her boobs pressed against Zoe's shoulder. All Zoe could think to do was hold perfectly still and let it happen. It felt so nice in a way that she wasn't used to with physical touch, and she was horny in that special way that only her siblings seemed to stir in her for some reason.
They both leaned close, rubbing right up on her, and she just had to try not to moan out loud or something.
It wasn't like she actually wanted to fuck either of them, right? She masturbated to them, wrote dirty stories based on them, drew nude art now, but anything actually physical was probably not a good idea. Though they did it with each other....
"I think maybe I want to. Maybe," Izzy said.
Zoe startled a little. "What?"
"I was saying maybe nude modeling for your art class," Izzy said. "Maybe I'd try it. I'll have to see how I feel when the time comes."
Zoe swallowed hard. "Oh, good."
Izzy and Riker both hugged her in rapid succession, then gave her some breathing room again.
"Come on, Zo, you're looking a little tense there all of a sudden," Riker said.
"Well you're... still looking very naked."
"Ha, that bother you, does it?"
"Not bother exactly. I just don't know what to do with it."
Izzy shrugged. "You wanna play with him a little? That's what I usually do these days."
Zoe felt herself going crimson. "He's my brother!"
"Yeah. Same."
"Just like... the two of you shouldn't get me so hot and bothered is all."
Both twins laughed at her statement.
"Yeah, more fun this way though," Riker said.
He took Izzy's hand and the two of them lead the way back to the main house. Zoe followed along, at first trying not to stare at her sibs' butts, then giving up and staring as hard as she could. She wanted to masturbate, and she had fresh new ideas for the dirty story she was working on, and she couldn't help dreaming of their art session scheduled with her whole class. The latter of which could end up being hot or humiliating, depending on how things went. What was she thinking bringing in her brother and sister as models?
She was thinking she just wanted them naked. That was what she was thinking. She kind of wished she could have just crushed on a boy in her class or something, it would have been much easier on her, much more normal and everything.
Rather awkwardly, Helena was home by the time the siblings all reentered the house. She didn't seem surprised at Izzy's immodest attire or Riker's total lack of clothing, but she did seem mildly peeved about it.
"Dare I even ask what this is about?" Helena said.
"Hi, Mom," Riker said shyly. "We, uh--"
"Ri was helping Zoe with her art," Izzy supplied. "Nude models and all, you know."
"I need some practice on them," Zoe mumbled.
"So you got your brother?" Helena asked.
"He was available."
"And you're...." Helena trailed off for a second as she glanced at Riker's prominent erection. "You're very... aroused."
"Oh, that," Riker said. "Well you know. Eighteen year old boy and all. I kind of get hard at anything at all. Turns out being naked while girls stare at me is--"
"Just put some clothes on, would you?" Helena sighed.
"Yes, Mom. Sorry, Mom."
Riker gave Helena a big hug. His erection poked her quite firmly in the process.
Helena was blushing as red as Zoe afterward. "That's... I'm serious about the clothes."
Riker smiled and turned toward his room. "I know, I'm going."
"And don't think I didn't feel you grabbing my butt during that hug!"
"It's a nice butt, Mom."
"Is it?" Izzy asked curiously, stepping closer.
"Don't you start," Helena said severely, holding up a hand to block Izzy getting too near.
"Just a quick feel?" Izzy asked.
Helena gave her a shove on her shoulder. "Go... help your brother get dressed or something."
Izzy nodded and skipped away. "Ok!"
Helena and Zoe were left standing awkwardly together, blushing and not sure where to look.
"Boys," Zoe said, as though it was some profound statement.
Helena sighed loudly. "Yeah. Boys. You really wanted to draw Riker of all people?"
"Paint. But yeah, I don't... I don't actually know a lot of people who would sit for nude modeling for me. Or who that I'd dare ask, more to the point."
"I suppose that makes sense." Helena shook her head. "Is it just me, or have the both of them gotten awfully cocky lately?"
"Um...."
"Sorry, bad choice of words. You know what I mean."
Zoe nodded. "I know what you mean. And yes they have. But... I think maybe it makes sense."
"Hm?"
"I just mean, you know, you and Vi are both fairly sexually confident in your owns ways. Maybe they're getting there too."
"Well I wish they wouldn't do it while sharing a room," Helena muttered.
Zoe blushed again and decided not to get into how much the twins were doing with each other. She suspected Helena would probably figure it out sooner or later anyway. For now if she was only worried about them sharing a room, that was perhaps for the best.
"What about you?" Helena asked, turning back to Zoe.
"Me?"
"Yes. You kind of said that thing about sexual confidence as though you weren't included in it."
"Oh, well... I am feeling a little bit lost and confused, actually," Zoe admitted. "Like... like shouldn't I be bringing home boys to have sex with by now or something?"
"Oh, sweetie, that--"
"No, I know, you're my mom and you're probably just as happy if I don't."
"I mean if you want to...."
Zoe shrugged. "I don't particularly. I think I'd just like to feel like I wanted to, if that makes sense."
"Or... girls?" Helena suggested.
"Or them. Either way, really." Zoe sighed. "You know Riker's the only boy I've seen with his clothes off in real life?"
"Well... if you only get to see one person, there are worse choices."
"Mom!"
"Sorry, sorry."
Zoe shook her head, then giggled. "No, it's true though. He's... nice to look at."
Helena giggled too, very conspiratorially. "I absolutely shouldn't look at him the way I do," she said. "But if he's gonna wander around naked anyway...."
"Right?" Zoe said. "He was too eager to get his clothes off, if you ask me. But I could maybe go for it again sometime."
They giggled together some more, like girls at a sleepover rather than a mother and daughter talking about a member of their family.
"Honestly, I'll probably keep letting him grab my butt if he keeps trying it," Helena admitted.
"... can I try?"
Helena thought for a second, then gave in a half-turned to present her ass better. Zoe gave it a quick feel.
"It's... yeah, it's nice to grab," Zoe said. "I get it."
"Don't tell the twins I let you do that," Helena said.



"No, of course. I wonder what their butts feel like...."
"Riker's or Izzy's?"
"Both."
Helena sighed. "Me too. But we probably better give this conversation up before it gets any worse."
"Probably, yeah."
Zoe moved in for a hug, feeling the softness of her mom's breasts while also getting another cheeky squeeze of her ass in the process. Helena, rather to Zoe's surprise, grabbed her butt right back.
They broke apart while trying not to laugh and failing almost entirely.
****
Zoe spent a while working on her erotica. She had so many new ideas and focused on prominently adding a sister and mom to the story she'd been working on. Characters who were herself and Helena, essentially.
It was probably a bad sign that she was writing fan-fic of her own family at this point. She kind of already had been, but it was easier to ignore when it was mostly just about the twins doing horny stuff.
Zoe had the distinct impression her character was going to end up getting gangbanged by the other characters at some point, or some equivalent thereof. Not because it made sense for the plot, but just because she was stupidly horny and the story was devolving into a more pure sex fantasy than she usually got into.
Her progress was hampered by frequent breaks just to stop and rub herself silly. She really had kind of a problem.
A question she had to keep asking herself was why did her family do this to her? Of all the people out there who could turn her on, why was it her brother and sister, and possibly even her mom, who were the ones? And, related, did she kind of want Vi as well?
"It's probably a good thing the twins are so out of control," Zoe murmured to herself. "Or I'd feel like more of a freak about this. At least I'm not, like, orally pleasuring any of my siblings."
The word that hung in the air, that Zoe did her level best not to acknowledge, was "yet".
****
Vi and Cait spent their evening watching movies at Cait's place. It was a new and interesting experience for Vi. Instinctively she felt like it should have been an excuse for getting close and physical, but with Cait she wasn't sure she wanted that.
It was kind of really nice to just sit together, sharing a blanket, getting increasingly cozy with each other, but not trying to make moves or anything.
Partly maybe it was a confidence thing. Vi felt secure in knowing what to do with a cute boy she liked if they were already alone and snuggly. A cute girl was somehow different in confusing and exciting ways.
After the first movie Cait turned and looked at Vi. "So, you gonna try and kiss me or what?"
Vi's lips twitched into a small smile. "Certainly thought about it."
"Well?"
"Well why don't you kiss me?"
"'Cause I'm nervous."
"Ha, really?"
"Don't laugh. I've never tried to have a girlfriend before." Cait pouted a little, which just made her more enticing.
There was something about sitting so close, so warmly together, looking into her eyes in the dim light. Vi felt stirrings inside her that were similar but also very different to what she was used to. Romance rather than sexuality, perhaps. She'd never had to separate and figure them out like this before.
"Me either," Vi said. "What if we just, like, did it together?"
Cait snorted. "What, like on three? I feel like that's--"
Vi darted in and kissed her while she wasn't ready. Vi only held the kiss for a few seconds, but it seemed longer and more important than the relatively quick smooch it was.
"Cheater," Cait said, a faint flush appearing on her cheeks.
"Well someone had to do it."
"That's true." Cait brushed her hair back. "You could do it again, if you wanted."
"Hm, maybe I will." Vi teased some of Cait's hair with her fingertips. "I like your natural hair, by the way. I was used to that wig you were at work, but dark hair suits you better."
"You think so, do you?"
"Yeah."
"What about you? Have you ever had not-dyed hair recently?"
Vi laughed. "Not for a long-ass time."
"Gotta be bold, huh?" Cait said.
"You could put it that way."
"You always stand out. But then... maybe that's just 'cause I'm always looking for you."
"No it's the hair."
Cait snickered. "Ok." She ran her fingers through Vi's hair. "Go through a lot of gel too, huh?"
"Unfortunately not even I look this good naturally."
"Is that--"
Vi kissed Cait again. This time it lasted quite a bit longer. Vi just couldn't help herself. A lot of things she wasn't sure about, but she was already confident that kissing Cait was fun, easy, and made her feel all warm and tingly inside. Kind of like good sex, but also very different, and for once in her life she didn't know for sure that the one was going to lead to the other.
They watched another movie, sitting even closer than before. Cait started sneaking a few kisses of her own through the course of it, though Vi got more in than she did. At least until Cait got firmly aggressive about it and sat herself right down in Vi's lap for some proper make outs.
They calmed down a little before the end of the film, though Vi had her arm around Cait and was seriously contemplating trying to feel her boobs a little.
"You know I didn't catch much of the plot of that one," Cait said.
"Hm, funny about that."
"Vi?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you... want to stay over?"
Vi had to seriously think about the question. "I don't know if I'm ready for that."
"Fair. What about a little more making out?"
"That I could be into. How do you feel about me awkwardly trying to decide if I want to take your shirt off and probably chickening out halfway, leaving it all weirdly bunched up over your breasts?"
Cait tilted her head, smiling crookedly. "I could work with that. Do you want me to take my bra off first? Make it more interesting?"
"No, better leave it on. I seriously haven't made my mind up yet about whether I'm into your naughty bits or not."
Cait laughed. "Oh my god, Vi."
"What?"
"I don't know. I've just... this is all so different from how this stuff normally goes."
"Yeah, tell me about it."
"You're suppose to get all bug-eyed and happy at the idea of seeing my tits. That's how it works."
"... should we switch? I don't mind if you wanna see my tits."
"Let's see how horny I get. I might take you up on that."
"Cool."
"Making out is still good, right?"
"For sure. I don't know about your body, but I really like you lips."
"Ha, ok. And my tongue?"
"It's good too."
Cait resettled herself in Vi's lap for more kissing, and somewhat more feeling each other up that before. Still not a lot, not like Vi was used to with boys, but more than she was used to with girls.
At a certain point, either when she got comfortable enough, or maybe just turned on enough, Vi noticed that Cait really started to be the more aggressive of the two of them. Cait took Vi's shirt off, even, which Vi was somehow more easily ok with than the reverse.
Vi definitely had a few things to figure out. She knew that. But for the moment she kind of just wanted to go with the flow and keep making out with her new girlfriend.
****
Izzy lay on her bed, half curled up, watching Riker putter about the room getting ready for bed. Her heart beat faster for him, and her tummy was all aflutter. She wanted him so badly.
Her need and nervousness only got worse as he took his clothes off and was eventually padding around naked. She wanted him on top of her, to feel his weight and warmth, and to feel his cock pressed against her.
"Ri?"
"Yeah?"
"You remember I get to ask you for anything?"
Riker turned toward her, his cock pointed straight at her. "Of course I remember. I wasn't sure what you were waiting for."
"I was waiting for it to be just us, and for it to be the right time."
"The right time being bedtime?"
Izzy nodded. "Yes."
Riker stepped closer. He bent down and gave her a soft kiss. "So what's your request?"
"Well... the problem is I don't know if I should say. I don't want to make you do it. But... I also do want you to definitely say yes."
"So say it. It's yes no matter what."
Izzy squirmed. "But it's not fair to force you."
"Who's forcing? I want to say yes."
Izzy bit her lip. "So you'll definitely for sure say yes?"
"Yes."
Riker kissed her again. It wasn't fair. It made her too nervous, too excited, too happy. But maybe that was good, because she needed to say it.
"I want... I want to have sex. We should. We need to."
Riker just stared at her, then a big, goofy smile spread across his face. "Really?"
"Yes."
"Why didn't you just say that then?"
"'Cause it's a big deal! I didn't want you to have to say yes. But I also really needed you to definitely say yes. I can't ask something like that and have you say no."
Riker shook his head. "I would never say no."
"You might."
"I wouldn't." His hand went to her tummy, under her shirt, so warm on her skin. "Why aren't you naked already?"
"In case you said no."
"Ha, oh Iz, you're being silly tonight, huh?"
Izzy pouted. "I'm not. I'm being vulnerable and sexy."
"You want to have sex."
"Ok, and horny. But we need to, Ri. I can't... I can't deal with it if you had sex with someone else before me."
Riker turned serious, took her chin in his fingers, and kissed her longer and deeper than before. "I would never do that. I don't even need to have sex with anyone else, Iz. It can just be you."
Izzy shook her head firmly at that. "It wouldn't just be me. Not always. Nothing like that. I don't think monogamy is for us. But... I need to be first. I need to always have that."
"Oh Iz...."
Riker gave his sister more kisses. Not just on the lips, but across her cheek and neck, and down her chest. He had to take her shirt off, which was probably why she still had it on in the first place, he guessed, just so he could remove it for her.
"I mean it, you know," Riker said. "It could just be us, always."
"It could," Izzy purred. "But who are we kidding? I want to play with our friends still. Or whoever."
"And by whoever do you mean, like, family?"
"Unf. Maybe."
Riker pouted. "And here I thought I was enough for you."
Izzy flat out laughed. "You goof. You could be. You could always be enough. But you don't really want to just be with me any more than I just want to be with you. We're twins, not married."
"That's true. Twins don't need to be fully committed to each other. No rules about that."
"Exactly."
"We're still gonna mostly do stuff together, right? Even when it's with other people?"
"Especially when it's with other people!"
Riker frowned. "I don't think that actually makes sen--"
Izzy laughed again and pulled him in close for a long, deep kiss. "You need to be in me now," she said.
"Working on it."
"Uh huh."
Riker moved down Izzy's body to slip her panties off. Her already very wet panties. Her little pussy was so puffy and aroused while waiting for his cock. He had to kiss it. He had to.
"Noooo!" Izzy said as Riker smooched between her legs.
"Yes," he said simply.
"No kisses there," she said. "It's sex time."
"I want to kiss you."
"Grrr."
Izzy balled up her fists. She could very easily just let him. It felt so good, and she was in a mood to stare down at her brother between her legs like that. She might even just cum from it without making him cum first. It was one of those nights. But she was so anxious about this. She needed it to happen.
It just wasn't right to let anything stand in the way of what she wanted, even brotherly pussy eating. If they didn't do it now, when would she have the nerve to ask for this again?
"You think we're not gonna do this?" Riker asked softly.
"Well you're stalling!"
"Is that what you think?"
"Kinda."
"Oh."
Riker shrugged, then dipped his head back down and kissed Izzy's pussy some more, along with some little licks in between.
Izzy let him do it for a moment, just because it actually felt amazing, then forced herself to move. She tried to grab and manhandle Riker, but mostly just ended up wrestling him a bit. He pushed her right back. They rolled around a bit on the bed until Izzy managed to pin him down underneath her.
His cock had bumped her pussy a few times in the process, and Izzy's eyes were wild with desire and need. Riker felt it too, looking up at his sister, feeling the call to be inside her.
"Sex now!" Izzy declared.
Riker nodded. "Ok."
"Um... ok?"
"Yeah. Ok. You doing it, or should I?"
Izzy hesitated and looked down. She swallowed. "It's, uh, kind of a big deal, huh?" she said quietly.
"Kind of is, yeah."
"But we can do it, right? It's ok?"
"I sure hope so."
"Will you... hold my hand?"
Riker smiled. "Yeah, Iz. Of course."
Izzy slipped her hand into Riker's, intertwining their fingers then gripping tightly. She held herself above his cock, steadying it with her other hand. Riker smiled encouragingly as she held her breath and lowered herself until he pressed against her.
It would be so easy to slip him inside her, yet at the same time it wasn't. Izzy's heart beat harder than ever.
"Iz, hey, it's just us," Riker said softly. "We're practically one person anyway. This is just the physical version of that."
Izzy smiled as she looked at her brother's eyes instead of his erection. "That's true, huh?"
"It's gonna be good."
"I know. Aren't you nervous though?"
Riker nodded. He pulled Izzy's hand to his chest so she could feel his heartbeat. It was going as fast as Izzy's, and she let him feel hers as well.
Riker took Izzy's hand again and watched her adoringly as she slowly sank onto him, taking him in her pussy. It was wonderful, hot, tight, wet, and totally new for both of them. Stronger than that, Riker really just felt like they were rejoining at last, as though they'd only been apart temporarily. Not a feeling that totally made sense, but it's what it seemed like to him.
Izzy's eyes rolled back as her brother's cock filled her up. It was amazing, but so overwhelming she might have lost it if she hadn't been clinging tight to Riker's hand the whole time.
"You're in me," she breathed, awe-struck.
"I am," Riker agreed.
"It... it feels right, doesn't it?"
"Absolutely it does."
"But is it... is it too much?"
Riker smiled and rolled them over so Izzy was underneath him. "You could never be too much."
"It might be. I might start crying here."
Riker stopped dead. "Am I hurting y--"
"No! No, don't stop, Ri. Just... you know when something's so beautiful it makes you cry?"
"Iz, we only just started."
"I know. I think maybe it's not about the sex. It's just, you know, being together. Being one."
"Not about making sure we're each other's firsts anymore?"
"Maybe some of that too. But I think maybe that was silly. We've always been each other's everything. This is... this is just more of that. And it makes me feel so complete."
"I'm always with you, Iz," Riker assured her, kissing her cheek, then her lips. "Whether it's this physical or not."
"I know. But just be with me physically right now, ok? I want to remember it forever."
Riker lay on top of Izzy, inside her, but not moving. They kissed and held each other, stared into each other's eyes, stretched a wondrous moment out longer than it had any right to exist. They were horny, yes, but this was more important than that. Just being together, being themselves as they were meant to be.
The door cracked open behind them, bringing the twins back to reality just a little bit.
"Hey, Zo," Riker said without looking.
"Are you two gonna fuck or what?"
Izzy meeped and clung to Riker tighter. "How did you know?! We were being quiet."
"You're never as quiet as you think you are, I can tell you that."
"Well... well close the door at least."
Zoe slipped in, shut the door, and padded near-silently over to sit on the edge of the bed next to the twins. She gently swiped her thumb across Izzy's cheek near her eye.
"You're crying," Zoe said.
"I know," Izzy said. "It just... it's so much to handle."
"He's not that big."
"I mean emotionally."
"Right." Zoe took Izzy's hand and held it for her, freeing Riker to have both his hands available. "You should move a little now."
"I don't know if she's ready," Riker said.
"She is," Zoe said.
Izzy stared wide-eyed at Riker and Zoe, back and forth between them, then nodded. Riker started moving, so slowly and carefully at first, thrusting his cock in and out of his twin sister's pussy.
"Oh jeez, are you crying too?" Zoe asked.
"It's just... so beautiful, so perfect," Riker said. "Iz...."
Izzy beamed at her brother. "It's meant to be," she whispered.
She put her free hand behind Riker's head, just gently, and pulled him in for kisses. He kept thrusting, getting more urgent with his movements all the time.
Zoe was their emotional support sister for this event, something they hadn't known they needed. Just her moral support, holding Izzy's hand and patting Riker's hair or back, helped keep the twins grounded.
"This is actually kind of sickeningly adorable," Zoe murmured.
"You can close your eyes if you need to," Izzy suggested.
"Like hell. What am I even doing sitting her while my brother and sister lose their virginity to each other if I'm not going to watch?"
"An excellent question," Riker said. "You could always play with yourself a little."
"... you want me to, don't you?"
"Maybe a little."
Izzy nodded too, biting her lip as she stared at Zoe. "You should!"
"Oh god, what happened to you too being so overwhelmed you couldn't even move?" Zoe demanded.
"Well we've got you now," Izzy said, squeezing Zoe's hand.
Zoe took her time deciding, but eventually started working her panties down one-handed. Riker kept thrusting in Izzy, smoothing out his strokes, getting a feel for what felt really good. He and Izzy still got overwhelmed if they stared into each other's eyes too long while having sex, but turning some attention to Zoe every now and then helped keep their hearts from figuratively bursting.
"Oh Ri," Izzy purred.
"That good there?" he asked.
"It's all good. Just... unf, I want you to cum in me."
"I want you to cum first though."
Izzy shook her head. "Don't fight me on this one. Cum in me, I'll cum with you. You know I will."
Zoe growled low in her throat. "You two are just the worst."
"You mean the best," Izzy said quietly. "Ri's the best brother."
"You're the best sister," Riker said right back.
"Ok, ignoring that I'm right here too," Zoe said. She had her panties out of the way and was fully rubbing herself. "But just, like, how do you both just keep getting me like this? Turning me on and making me feel stuff?"
The twins looked at each other and shrugged.
"Just lucky, I guess," Riker said. He kissed Izzy some more, feeling his orgasm close in. He'd thought he'd last a while yet, since they hadn't been moving all that fast. Izzy telling him to cum kind of sped things up though. He always just wanted to please her, to give her what she wanted or needed.
"You cum too," Izzy said, giving Zoe big, soft eyes. "When Ri cums in me, cum with us. It'll be good."
Izzy felt so close to her sibs. Obviously close with Riker, since they were closer to being one person even than usual. Holding Zoe's hand and feeling her need brought them closer than ever too. Sharing the love, the horniness, the need all at once in a new way.
"That's not how it works," Zoe said, panting slightly as she frantically rubbed herself. "I can't just cum when you want me to."
Her protest was ignored. The twins were kissing again, deep and sloppy. Izzy whimpered happily, a few stray tears of joy leaking down her cheeks again as Riker's cum spurted into her.
Zoe felt it then, as Riker and Izzy came. She understood why she had to cum with them, why Izzy was so insistent. In fact she didn't have much of a choice.



"Oh god," Zoe whined at she rubbed her clit, then came too.
Izzy smiled at her, eyes still damp with tears. "See, it's better that way."
Zoe lay back, pushing in close to Izzy as she finished cumming. "Yeah, ok, you were right," she admitted. She stared up at the ceiling, letting her breathing and heartbeat slow back down. She didn't even bother trying to process what had just happened, there was no way she was going to figure it out right now.
Riker, still lying on top of Izzy, moved in and gently kissed Zoe on the lips.
"Hey!" Zoe protested.
Riker just grinned and lay his head on Izzy's shoulder.
"Nice, isn't it?" Izzy whispered.
"Just 'cause I'm here and we did what we did, that doesn't mean I want to kiss my siblings or anything," Zoe said.
Izzy raised an eyebrow. "No?"
"No," Zoe said more weakly. "That's... I mean I can't...."
Izzy and Riker both just stared at her with knowing smirks on their lips. Zoe sighed and gave in, then kissed Izzy, despite knowing the twins would only smirk harder because of it.
"I should go to bed probably," Zoe murmured.
Riker shrugged. "Why?"
Izzy nodded. "We've got room."
"Not much," Zoe said.
"Still though," Riker said. He rolled to the opposite side of Izzy from Zoe and held out his hand.
Zoe hesitated, then squeezed Riker's hand and rolled up against Izzy too. Izzy delighted in being sandwiched between her sibs.
"Just this once," Zoe whispered.
"Yeah, sure, Zo," Riker said. "Just this once."
He didn't believe her. That was fine, Zoe didn't even believe herself. She just closed her eyes and tried not to think too hard about anything.
Izzy sighed and sneaked her hand under the covers to gently grip Riker's cock. This elicited another soft kiss from him as he snuggled up with her.
"Everything you hoped for?" he asked.
"Mmhm! Problem is now I want to do it again."
"Ha, as if there was ever any doubt." Riker nuzzled Izzy's cheek. "Let's get some sleep now though."
Izzy nodded. "Ok."
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Zoe woke up in a naked tangle with Izzy and Riker. Technically she still had a shirt on and wasn't actually naked, but she wasn't sure that counted for much.
The twins were still sleeping, with innocent, cherubic expressions belying their horny and seductive ways. Zoe just lay there for a bit, just watching them, just being with them. She'd probably start freaking out later, she thought, but right now it just felt good being with them.
Eventually Izzy stirred a bit in her sleep, and Zoe decided to leave before she woke up. Zoe wasn't convinced she was up to a morning chat just at the moment. Not with the twins. Maybe with Vi....
Except Vi wasn't home, her bedroom was empty. Zoe sighed and pattered off down to her mom's room instead. She probably should have grabbed some panties on the way, but she didn't bother. Nudity wasn't really a big deal these days anyway.
Zoe cracked the door to Helena's room open and peered in. Since her mom was still snoozing, Zoe padded in and slipped under the covers with her, then just waited. It gave her time to think without having to feel like she was alone.
"Zoe?"
"Morning, Mom," Zoe said softly.
"What's going on? Something the matter?"
"Kind of. Not really. I don't know."
"Ah." Helena stretched, then rolled on her side facing Zoe. "I can't remember the last time one of you crawled into bed with me. You've all been way too old for that for a while now."
"Well... yeah. I mean I don't know. I'm confused."
"Do you want to tell me about it? Or do you just want to hang out for a bit?"
"I think... I think maybe I want to say."
"Ok, well I'm here."
Zoe half-smiled. "You look like you're going to fall back asleep."
"I'm awake," Helena mumbled. "I promise."
"Ha, ok." Zoe twiddled with her fingers a bit, then gave in. "Mom? Is it... is there a thing where, like, you maybe are kind of interested in family members? Like... like sexually?"
"That's called incest, dear."
"No! Well, yes. But I mean, you know, other than that."
"How bad is this story going to get? Are my motherly sensibilities about to be offended?"
"I hope not. But maybe." Zoe sighed. "I don't know, Mom. I've been trying to figure out who I like. It comes so easy for you and Vi, sort of. Even the twins in their own way. I just felt like I was missing something, or I was broken. And now I'm like... I mean I might still be broken, but at least I know I can be interested in people."
Helena's eyes were wide open now. "Oh?"
"Yeah."
"Who?"
"Don't make me actually say it."
Helena nodded. "The twins?"
"Yeah."
Helena groaned and propped her head up a little. "Zo, I'll deny the hell out of this later if I have to, but I get it. I've been struggling with that too lately."
"With them?"
"Yeah."
Zoe let out a breath, feeling weirdly better already that she wasn't the only one. "What is it with them anyway?"
"I wish I knew. I think maybe I never should have let them share a room."
"I don't think you could have stopped them."
"No, I probably couldn't have. But I could have made a token effort."
"So you, like, think about them?" Zoe asked.
"Yes, unfortunately."
"Like what about?"
Helena rolled on her back, staring up at the ceiling. "I think about having sex with them, Zo. Again, I will deny that I ever said any of this if I need to."
"Fair. I mean, I kinda think I want to have sex with them too."
"Sure."
"Um... can you promise not to get upset if I admit something?"
Helena groaned. "The way you ask that suggests I really don't want to hear it."
"Probably. Promise anyway?"
"Do my best."
"I... the twins had sex with each other last night. And I kind of watched."
Helena was silent for a long moment. "Fuck, really?"
"Yeah."
"Was it as hot as I imagine?"
Zoe grinned shyly. "It was," she admitted softly. "I'm pretty sure it was their first time. I mean they kind of said so and everything. They were all, like, loving and tender, and they cried a bit. And they do this thing where, like, they kind of cum together, and I might have cummed too, and--"
"I wish you wouldn't tell me all these details," Helena said.
"... I've got more."
Both women were quiet a moment.
"Ok, go on," Helena said.
Zoe nodded and started filling in as many details as she could recall. Her hand gravitated to between her legs and she subtly rubbed herself as she talked. At some point, she wasn't sure exactly when, she became aware that her mom was doing the same.
Mother and daughter masturbated to the telling of Riker and Izzy having sex together. It was fairly shameful, as these things go, but somehow it didn't feel that bad. It felt more like a sharing of some deep, horrible secret that didn't have to be carried alone anymore. Plus of course the general hotness of the situation.
"Oh god, he came inside her?" Helena moaned.
"Yeah."
"You don't think... she's not going to get pregnant, is she?"
"I don't think so. I'm pretty sure that's not the intent. They're not stupid. Mostly."
"Mostly?"
"Well, definitely stupid for each other."
"Very much so."
Helena's hand was very obviously moving under the covers at this point, no attempt at subtlety. Zoe was hypnotized by the movement under the blankets, rubbing herself faster as she watched her mother masturbate next to her.
Eventually, unable to help herself, Zoe yanked the covers down. Helena didn't seem surprised or bothered by the reveal. She kept rubbing her pussy, and also very blatantly looked at Zoe rubbing hers.
"No panties either, huh?" Zoe asked.
"Didn't think I needed them," Helena murmured. "Being as I was alone. You, however, came in here without any on."
"... oops?"
"Uh huh."
They kept playing with themselves until they came, and afterward just kind of lay softly panting and looking each other up and down.
"So that just happened," Zoe murmured.
Helena nodded. "It did. Sorry baby."
"It's fine. It's good, actually. I feel... weirdly I feel more ok with things now."
"Really?"
"I don't know. I feel less alone anyway."
Helena reached over and gently stroked Zoe's hair. "You never have to be alone, Zo. You have a family that loves you."
Zoe nodded. "I know."
****
Izzy woke up with Riker cradling her. She put a hand to her pussy, smiling as she recalled what they'd done, then kissed her brother's chest.
"Good morning," she said.
"Hey there," Riker said. "Zoe's gone."
"Hm, yeah. We should check on her probably."
"Probably."
"Not just yet."
"No."
Izzy kissed Riker's chest some more, working up to his neck. Riker held her, caressed her, and nuzzled at her hair.
Their lips eventually met and stayed locked together for a while as their bodies writhed together, seeking further closeness and gratification.
"You're hard again," Zoe whispered.
"I am," Riker agreed.
"You're not thinking of putting it in me again, are you?"
"I might be."
"So presumptuous!"
Riker smiled and rolled on top of his sister. She beamed right back at him.
Riker was so full of love for Izzy. Lust too, sure, as he really wanted to have sex with her again, but also just feeling their twin connection stronger than ever.
"I love you, Iz," he said. "I think... I think I'm going to want a lot of sex with you."
Izzy kissed him firmly and needily. "That sounds good," she breathed.
"Not too presumptuous?"
"Maybe just the right amount. You can, you know, cum in me again before school. If you want."
Riker tickled Izzy's side. "You don't care either way? Is that what you're saying?"
"No, that's not what I'm saying." Izzy put her hand on Riker's cheek. "If you make me say everything I'm thinking and feeling, I'm gonna cry again."
"Oh."
"I want you to cum in me though."
"Yeah?"
"I might need it."
Riker kissed Izzy again, so soft and tender. "Ok."
****
Zoe had been on her way to the bathroom, but stopped outside the twins' room as she heard familiar sounds from within. She didn't know that she necessarily wanted to go in, but she couldn't quite seem to move away either.
Helena pattered down the hall a few minutes later while Zoe was still rooted in place. She sighed at seeing Zoe standing there, still bottomless, still rather more enticing than Helena was comfortable with. She'd thought way too much about the twins before now, and all of a sudden she was seeing another daughter in a whole new light. Something about masturbating together, she supposed.
"What are..." Helena started, but as she got closer, she realized exactly why Zoe wasn't moving. "Oh god, are they--"
"Yeah," Zoe said.
"Oh."
Helena stopped next to Zoe and the two of them listened to Riker and Izzy having sex on the other side of the door.
"I shouldn't listen to this," Helena said.
"Yeah," Zoe said. "Same."
Neither of them moved.
"They're really... having sex?"
"Yeah, Mom. You can hear them same as I can."
"And you watched them last night?"
"Yep."
"... how was it?"
Zoe shifted awkwardly. "It was the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Helena groaned. "Damn."
"Yeah. You wanna go in?"
"Absolutely not!"
"Really?"
"I can't, Zo. Good lord I can't."
"I know what you mean."
They were still just standing there when footsteps came up the stairs behind them. Vi was returning early in the morning, headed to her room. She wasn't sure what to do with the sight of her mom and sister hanging out outside the twins' room, nor the fact that Zoe was naked from the waist down, but she also didn't particularly care enough to make an issue of it.
"Well good morning, young lady," Helena said. "Been out late, have we?"
"Yeah, Mom," Vi said happily. "I just--" She stopped and listened to the sounds from Riker and Izzy's room. "Are they--"
"They are," Zoe confirmed.
"Oh. Oh wow."
"You were just?" Helena prompted.
"Well never mind me," Vi said. "The twins are fucking, huh?"
Helena rolled her eyes. "So it seems."
"And we're just kind of standing here listening?"
"Well what else are we gonna do?" Zoe asked.
"Um... I feel like I should have lots of good answers for that question, but somehow I don't."
****
Quite oblivious to their audience outside, Riker and Izzy clung to each other, kissed each other, and rode their deepening connection in a state of total bliss.
Izzy couldn't get over how perfect and complete she felt with her brother inside her. Like it was what they were both made for. Despite her best efforts, she had a few tears well up and trickle down her cheeks while she and Riker were joined. He kissed them away for her.
Riker felt the same things, in his own way. The physical sensations of having his cock inside her were different from what she felt, but emotionally they were as one. Nothing had ever made so much sense and brought so much joy as having sex with Izzy, of being together even more than usual.
"I'm gonna cum in you," Riker whispered.
"Yesss," Izzy hissed.
"You ready?"
"Is that a serious question?"
"Not really, no."
Izzy squealed happily and came as Riker's cum flooded her willing little pussy. She wrapped herself around him so he couldn't get away as he filled her up, then still refused to let him go for a long while afterward.
Riker had to bribe Izzy with copious kisses before she'd release him.
"We gotta get moving sooner or later," Riker reminded Izzy.
"Hmph, like you don't wanna stay in bed with me all day."
"I really do, actually."
"So let's do it then."
"Haha, for real?"
"Why not?"
Riker nuzzled Izzy. "Because it'll probably be really obvious we're up to no good in here."
"So?"
"Good point."
They might well have stayed there and skipped school entirely, except that Helena banged on their door and interrupted their day of doing nothing.
"Don't make me come in there and drag you both out of bed, because I will!"
Riker and Izzy sighed.
"Ok, Mom," Riker called back.
"Knew it wouldn't last," Izzy grumbled, rolling out from under Riker and collecting some clothes for the day.
"Nothing so perfect ever can."
"Pff, ok then."
"What, you didn't think so?"
"I kinda do. Just... just get dressed."
Riker grinned and took his time, deliberately teasing Izzy by staying naked as long as he dared.
****
"I fully think they were just gonna skip school to fuck all day," Zoe said.
Vi nodded, throwing another combination of punches at her punching bag. "I wouldn't put it past them. You really watched them do it?"
"Last night, yeah."
Vi gave a low whistle. "Damn. How hot are we talking?"
"Um, like, all the hot? On a scale of one to ten, like a twenty. The hottest thing ever, basically."
"Ha, ok."
"I'm serious."
"First time sex was that hot?"
Zoe squirmed. "Well, like, I mean it's the twins. It's not the same as a regular first time. I assume."
Vi smirked. "Not all awkward fumbling and crying, huh?"
"I mean... there was crying. But the beautiful kind. Did you cry your first time?"
"Not me, no."
"... I don't think I want to ask for clarification on that."
"Probably for the best." Vi moved away from her punching bag and contemplated herself in the mirror.
"You sure you don't want to take your clothes off?" Zoe asked.
"I don't always work out naked, you little perv."
"But you could though."
"You're really leaning into this incest kink, huh?"
Zoe bit her lip. "Vi, I know I'm a weirdo--"
"I didn't say that."
"--but it makes sense to me. Or at least it's starting to. I didn't know who I was attracted to. I thought there was something really wrong with me. Nothing made sense. But now... now it kind of does. It's messed up, but it's something I can work with."
"... getting hot over your family?"
"Yeah. Kind of. But basically yeah." Zoe blushed. "I want to watch the twins do stuff. I want to draw them, maybe write more about them. I want to, like, see you naked more."
Vi snorted and picked up some weights.
"I want to masturbate with Mom again," Zoe continued.
Vi nearly dropped her weights on her foot. "Sorry, again?"
"Yeah. We, uh, kind of did that this morning. After I told her about Ri and Iz. She might kind of have a thing for them too."
"Jesus. Are there no boundaries left in this family at all?"
"... that might depend partly on you, actually."
Vi gave up on her workout and sat next to Zoe. She was quiet a while.
"I stayed the night at Cait's," she finally said.
"So I assumed. How was it?"
"We didn't fuck or anything."
"Really? That's not like you."
"I know. But I'm still not sure if I actually want to, like, do that kind of stuff with another girl."
"But you stayed the night."
"Well, yeah, but like on the couch. We, uh, made out a bunch. That part was nice. And we almost fell asleep while cuddling."
"Sounds nice."
"It was. I'm kind of struggling with, like, the eating pussy part of it. I honestly don't know how to feel about it."
Zoe tilted her head. "Did she want you to eat her pussy?"
"No. I mean she didn't ask or anything. We didn't get that far."
"Well I mean that's fine. Maybe you just want to take things slow."
Vi shook her head. "Maybe. I never have before."
"Yeah, but maybe you actually like her though."
"I... you think?"
"I don't know. Maybe. Have you ever really liked anyone you've been with?"
"Not overly. But the sex was good. Well, sometimes it was good. Sometimes it was just adequate." Vi sighed. "Or I might just not want to have sex with a girl. I honestly don't know."
"... do you want me try licking your pussy and see how it feels?"
"Ha, oh my god, Zo. You're horny today."
"Worth a shot."
"Do you actually want to lick me?"
Zoe shrugged. "I'd like to try it some time. And I wouldn't mind it being with you. I feel like it'd be low pressure."
"Despite me being your sister?"
"Maybe because of that. And 'cause you're chill. The twins are hot, but not chill exactly. And I'm not sure I'd be ready to try it with Mom."
Vi laughed. "Oh god, Zo. You're really thinking about it."
"I am. I watched Riker cum in Izzy last night. I feel like I don't have to worry about things so much anymore. Things I feel aren't as bad as that."
"What about Riker cumming in you, though?"
Zoe went red immediately. "He wouldn't want to."
"But you want him to, don't you?"
"Shut up. No. Maybe. Iz wouldn't like it."
"Are you su--"
"Ok she probably would actually. Still shut up. I'm... I need to go do... stuff."
"Masturbate in your room?"
"While writing dirty stories, yes."
"Alright, sis. Have fun."
****
"Coach was pissed you two just skipped practice this morning," Celeste said.
Riker and Izzy both shrugged. They'd been holding hands pretty well constantly all day, except when circumstances prevented it.
"We'll get the next one," Riker said.
"I don't really think that's how it works," Aurora said.
"Well not with that attitude, certainly," Izzy said.
Celeste nudged Riker. "So, what, you just too busy licking your sister's pussy or what?"
"Actually... kinda."
Diana, who'd been hanging out fairly quietly with them, went bright red. "What, no, not really though, right? You're joking, right?"
Celeste started laughing. "You don't think Riker would lick his sister out?"
"Well... they wouldn't actually take it that far. There's no way!"
"Wanna bet?"
"What?"
"Yeah. We'll bet on it, then we'll see if Ri actually does it."
Riker and Izzy exchanged a glance.
"We're getting bet on," Riker said.
"I heard," Izzy said.
"Let it play out?"
Izzy nodded firmly. "Let it play out."
Diana hugged herself tightly and stared hard at the twins for a moment. "What do we bet?" she asked quietly.
"He does it, you have to... let's see... you have to lick me out," Celeste decided.
Diana's eyes went wide behind her glasses. "Lick you?"
"Mmhm."
Aurora frowned. "Hey, that's--"
"And Aurora," Celeste amended. "And if he doesn't do it, we have to lick you."
Aurora seemed to accept the amendment and stepped next to Celeste to hold her hand. Diana wrestled with the decision for a moment, but every time she glanced at the twins it was pretty clear which choice she wanted to make.
"I've never licked anyone's pussy," Diana said shyly.
"It'd be a good opportunity to learn then, wouldn't it?" Celeste purred.
"You are being so horny right now," Aurora said.
"Hehe, I definitely am."
Diana bit her lip. "You two are a thing too, huh?"
Celeste shrugged. "I mean... we're best friends who mess around some, if that counts as a thing."
Aurora was more definitive. "We're a thing," she stated firmly, squeezing Celeste's hand.
Celeste actually blushed a little, her cheeks briefly matching her red hair.
"Yeah, ok, we are," she admitted. "We're not super public about it, I guess."
"We might have to change that," Aurora said, kissing her cheek.
"Yeah, we might."
****
The whole group ended up at Riker and Izzy's house, in their bedroom.
Izzy shamelessly removed her pants and panties without even being prompted. She lay back on her bed and gazed at Riker with sisterly affection, waiting for him to start licking her.
The other three girls watched in awkward, anxious, and excited anticipation. None of them were quite sure where to stand or sit. Once Riker lay down with his head between Izzy's thighs, it became a little more clear to them that they needed to be close. Diana knelt down on the floor right next to the twins on Izzy's bed, and Celeste and Aurora followed her.
Riker was unselfconscious about kissing up Izzy's inner thighs and nuzzling at her pussy. An audience didn't affect how he felt, or how much he loved making his sister feel good, except possibly to make it more thrilling.
"They're really just gonna do this, huh?" Diana whispered.



"Really seems like it," Celeste murmured.
Riker kissed all over Izzy's pussy, interspersing the kisses with increasingly frequent licks.
Izzy watched her brother fondly, ruffling his hair at times, gasping when appropriate, and pressing her hips up to meet his mouth. He was eating her out right in front of their friends, and it was quite an amazing, intense, dirty feeling, while at the same time tempered by their twin connection and the love they had for each other.
The girls watching them all eventually slipped a hand down between their legs as the twins engaged in some pussy licking. Diana just kind of clamped her hand between her thighs over her pants, just holding it there. Celeste slipped her hand into her panties, while Aurora was first to give in and take her bottoms off entirely so she could rub herself more easily.
The girls' excitement fed the twins in a loop of horniness, back and forth. Izzy just kept getting wetter and wigglier under Riker's tongue.
"I need to suck you too," Izzy whispered.
"No you don't," Riker said.
"Yes I do! I need to cum!"
"So cum."
"Grrr, you know I need you to cum first."
"That's not true. You can cum without me cumming first. You just like it better, is all."
Izzy squirmed. "Maybe."
"You should let her suck you," Diana interjected, gazing with rapt attention and gently humping her own palm. She blushed as the twins both looked at her.
"See, she's on my side," Izzy said.
Celeste and Aurora, both just as horny as Diana, were quick to agree as well.
Riker smiled crookedly and shrugged. "Well, if I'm out-voted...."
"You definitely are," Izzy said firmly.
Riker let himself be wrestled onto his back and his clothes to be stripped from him. Izzy moved fast getting him naked, then dove hungrily on his cock. It took some urging to get her to turn around so he could carry on licking her while she sucked him off.
The twins kind of lost themselves in their sixty-nining, becoming more and more oblivious to their audience. The girls watching them were utterly focused, however, and had eventually all taken off their pants so they could freely masturbate. Diana alone had retained her panties for some pretense of modesty, but she rubbed her pussy just as needily as Aurora or Celeste.
Riker eventually came in Izzy's mouth, and she immediately came on his tongue in response. They milked and nuzzled each other to full satisfaction, giving each other plenty of cool down attention before Izzy turned herself back around to share some post-cummy kisses with her brother.
"Oh my goddd," Aurora moaned, still rubbing herself.
"I know," Celeste hissed.
Diana just stared wide-eyed at the twins, mouth agape, heart hammering.
"Hey, Di, you wanna, like, lick our pussies now?" Aurora asked softly.
Diana blushed intensely. "Kinda. But... but I don't know how."
"We'll show you."
Riker and Izzy cuddled together while their friends moved to the other bed.
"This could be fun to watch," Riker murmured.
"Definitely," Izzy said. She lay her head on her brother's chest as they became the spectators.
Aurora sat on the edge of Riker's bed and spread her legs. Diana nervously knelt in front of her while Celeste stayed close to offer support and guidance.
Diana didn't want to admit just how excited she was to try licking a pussy, and her embarrassment was very real too. Aurora was crazy wet already, so the smell and taste of her were heady and addictive right off the bat. Diana started off tentative and unsure, and very quickly got more enthusiastic about her licking while Celeste tried to guide her toward pleasuring Aurora more effectively.
"We kinda did this, huh?" Izzy whispered.
"Yeah, we kinda did," Riker said. "I think I like it."
"Me too. Wanna grab my butt a little or something?"
Riker moved his hand to his sister's ass. "Of course."
Diana learned some more about eating pussy as she had to lick both Aurora and Celeste for a while. She didn't manage to make either of them cum, but they enjoyed the process anyway.
Afterward, rather nicely, they teamed up on her pussy for a while. Diana came fairly readily from their combined attentions and evident skills.
****
Vi needed to pop into her room and pick something up while she was hanging out with Cait. Cait had insisted on joining her.
"You really can just wait in the car. I'll only be a minute," Vi said.
Cait smirked faintly. "I'd almost think you don't want your family to meet me."
"Well... they are a bunch of little weirdos."
"That's family, babe. Besides, we'll be quick. In and out. I just want to see your room."
"I've used that line before, you know. You're not fooling me."
"No, really. I'm not trying to, like, get you in bed. Well, probably not trying to."
Vi blushed lightly and lead Cait into the house. She could sense Cait's teasing eyes behind her. Once again she just wasn't used to this dynamic that they had, nor did she know how she'd feel about properly being taken to bed by another woman. Making out, sure, she was good with that. Other stuff remained uncertain in her head.
Possibly due to being so distracted, Vi wasn't ready for Riker exiting the upstairs bathroom just as she and Cait were approaching, nor was she prepared for him to be fully naked. She stopped and just stared at him, while Cait bumped into her, then stared also.
"Oh wow," Cait murmured in a low tone. "You weren't kidding."
"Total weirdos, I told you," Vi responded absently.
"Hey, Vi," Riker said, shifting awkwardly. "So, uh, who's your friend?"
Cait hid behind Vi, but still fully stared with big saucer eyes over Vi's shoulder. "I'm Cait. You must be Riker?"
"Uh, yeah."
"Cool. You know you're getting hard?"
Riker blushed. "I'm aware."
"I told you that you could have waited in the car," Vi said.
"Pff, what, and miss this?" Cait said.
"That's my brother you're perving on."
"So what? Do you mind?"
"I mean... not really. Just mentioning."
Riker coughed awkwardly and shuffled off back to his room. "Well... nice to meet you," he said.
"Same," Cait said, still staring after him.
She and Vi followed Riker and got a good look into his and Izzy's room before he shut the door behind him.
"Was that... a bunch of naked girls in there?" Cait asked.
"Bottomless at least, sure," Vi said.
"Damn. That's impressive, actually."
"You think?"
"Sure. I mean I heard about all your conquests, but they were all one at a time, weren't they?"
Vi tilted her head. "What, you gonna say my baby brother is showing me up now?"
"Well...."
"What if I told you one of those girls is our sister?"
"... for real?"
"Yeah. Izzy looked to be tongue deep in another girl's pussy just then."
"Oh. Oh wow."
"Still think he--"
"That's insane," Cait said.
"Told you. Weirdos."
Cait shrugged. "Not in a bad way though. Not necessarily."
Vi shook her head and flopped onto her bed as soon as they reached her room.
"You know, for someone who claimed she didn't want to get taken to bed, that was awfully quick," Cait said, sitting down gently next to Vi.
"I'm just waiting for you to freak out about this," Vi said.
"Babe, I'm a stripper. There is literally nothing weird enough about your family that I haven't seen or heard worse a hundred times before. You should hear all the fantasies guys get off on, and the stuff they tip me big just to listen to."
"Like orgies involving twins?"
"Ha, I don't think that qualified as a proper orgy. But also... yes, incest was one of those things."
"They fuck, you know," Vi said. "Riker and Izzy. We all heard them at it."
"Hot."
"Are you messing with me? Or do you actually think it's hot?"
"A little of both, and maybe neither." Cait ruffled Vi's hair. "Tell you what, though, I'm kinda horny now."
"Of course you are."
"Just 'cause of seeing your brother. Not 'cause of any incest stuff."
"Pretty sure relationship etiquette is not to mention wanting to fuck your partner's siblings."
Cait shrugged. "Tell me you wouldn't ride him 'til he passed out if he wasn't your brother."
"... I might."
"I know you would. You'd seduce him so hard."
"Do you want to fuck him?"
Cait shook her head. "Nah, babe. I think he's surprisingly enticing, though maybe I should have expected that since he's your brother and all. But I'm not really interested in anyone else right now."
"What if we weren't dating?"
"Then I'd probably have to have a serious think about this break from boys I'm taking."
Vi ran her fingers up Cait's arm. "So under the right circumstances... we'd both seriously consider my brother?"
"Kinda sounds that way."
"... wanna make out?"
"Yes please."
Vi yanked Cait into bed with her. Cait laughed and let Vi kiss her some before kissing back. She lay on top of Vi while they made out, letting their bodies get close and warm together.
Vi felt some inner turmoil rising. She was horny, she liked being in bed with Cait, she absolutely loved kissing her, but she didn't know what to do beyond that.
With boys it was easy. Roll them over, climb on their cock, ride to mutual satisfaction. But with Cait... with her it wasn't so straightforward.
"I might actually be getting too horny here," Vi said.
"Same. Want me to eat your pussy?"
Vi sucked in a sharp breath. "You... no, I don't think so."
"No?"
"I just, like, I don't know if I'm ready to, like, do stuff like that. Lick your pussy and stuff."
Cait gave a crooked smile. "I didn't ask you to lick me."
"Well it'd be rude not to do it back, wouldn't it?"
"Depends on circumstances. In this case I'd just like you to say yes."
Vi swallowed, struggling to find some brain function with Cait so close and giving her such a sultry look.
"Ok," she said faintly.
"That a girl."
Vi remained excited but slightly uncomfortable as Cait removed her pants and boxers. She wasn't at all worried about being seen naked--it didn't even much occur to her as a cause for concern--but having her pussy eaten wasn't something she was used to. It was, more to the point, entirely unique to be getting intimate in bed with a girl, who also happened to be someone Vi actually liked.
A lot of doubts faded away as soon as Cait started kissing her pussy. That sweet mouth touching Vi's naughty bits was an utterly amazing experience all on its own. It kind of blew her mind at first and left her uncharacteristically dumbfounded.
"Oh wow," Vi breathed.
"Shhh, I just started."
"Well keep going then."
"Ha, ok, demanding all of a sudden."
"Please?"
Cait's cheeks flushed softly. "Well obviously I'm gonna keep going."
"Cool."
Cait licked and sucked some more on Vi's pussy. Vi felt herself falling more and more for her new girlfriend. Not because of how good it felt necessarily, but more because of the tenderness and affection.
Vi was so used to sex being wild, fast, and hormone-fueled. This was something different entirely, and she kind of loved it, even if it wouldn't make her cum as fast. Or maybe partly because it wasn't as fast. There was something beautiful and sensual about being licked to a slow, deep orgasm.
It crept up on her. She felt good, felt some tingles in places she wasn't used to, then almost at the last minute realized what was happening just before she came.
Despite being so sneaky and subtle in its approach, Vi's orgasm hit her hard. Her toes curled, her back arched, and she was pretty sure she made some embarrassingly cute noises in the process.
All Vi could do was lie there afterward, feeling the post-orgasm glow. Her eyes had been fully opened to the possibilities in bed with Cait, and she didn't quite know what to do with this new revelation.
Cait stretched out next to her, looking justifiably pleased with herself.
"I must have done ok, huh?" she said.
Vi nodded absently. "That was amazing."
"Well it wasn't that good."
"Yes it was."
Cait's smile faded a little, replaced with a hint of a blush. "Are you teasing me? I don't actually think I was amazing at--"
"You were, though." Vi reached over and took Cait's hand. "Like partly it was just different from anything I've done before. But also... also it was so much better too."
"Oh my god, no. No, Vi. You're making me sound like some kind of sexual goddess."
"Ha, no, not that. That wasn't the intent. I just think maybe you're right for me in a way I never knew I needed."
"'Cause I licked your pussy?"
"Partly that, yes."
"Vi... has no one ever licked you out before?"
Vi shrugged. "Never bothered with it, I guess."
"Wow."
"But also, I don't know, I really like that it was you."
Cait looked down at their joined hands for a moment, her thumb idly brushing back and forth over Vi's knuckles. "I don't think I ever actually came just from riding dick," she finally said. "It was always nice when someone would take the time and eat me out nicely."
"I... I mean I get it, I just--"
"Sorry, no, still not trying to pressure you. Just musing out loud." Cait smiled at Vi. "I'm glad someone finally licked you out. It's something you deserve in your life sometimes."
"Well... if you're offering...."
"Hehe, you really liked it, huh?"
Vi squeezed Cait's hand and looked deep in her eyes. "More than I thought possible."
Cait blushed faintly. She slipped her hand out of Vi's and trailed it down her body. "Don't look at me like that."
Vi maintained eye contact and smirked a little. "Like what?"
"That," Cait said, averting her eyes slightly. "You're making me feel things."
"Good things?"
"Yeah. But... things I don't know that I'm ready for."
"So sorry," Vi murmured as she moved in and kissed Cait.
Cait moaned into Vi's mouth and kissed her back. Her fingers kept dancing down Vi's body, across her bared midriff, locating her pussy by touch alone.
The two girls made out with each other while Cait fingered Vi, paying special attention to her again.
Vi was discovering some real benefits to this new relationship. Not only did she have a serious infatuation with Cait already, but her pussy was getting some excellent attention too.
Vi wasn't used to someone wanting to make her feel good without wanting anything in return. Then again, she hadn't ever really given anyone the chance. She'd always been in control and taken what she wanted. She didn't feel able to do that with Cait, and somehow... somehow it was working out super well.
"You're distracted," Cait mumbled around Vi's lips.
"Sorry," Vi said. "Just... thinking."
"About me?"
"Yeah."
"I'm right here. You don't have to get lost in thought."
Vi tilted Cait's chin and kissed her again. She left her hand on her cheek, gently holding her face. "You make me feel things too," Vi said. "Things I don't know if I'm ready for either. But... I think maybe I really want to be ready for them."
Cait pulled back a little, biting her lip and searching in Vi's eyes. Her fingers stayed busy on Vi's pussy, running up and down her slit, then slowly pushing inside Vi's warm, wet little hole.
"Well let's see if we can't get you there," Cait said in a near-whisper.
Vi whimpered as Cait's cunning fingers found her sensitive spots. Slowly, deliberately, Vi lay back and just let Cait do her thing. She'd have to learn to relinquish control if she wanted more of this, and it was really starting to feel like she needed that in her life.
****
Riker lay back on his bed, temporarily spent. Celeste and Aurora were busy licking his cum off of each other, while on Izzy's bed across the room, Diana had her face buried in Izzy's snatch.
Riker appreciated watching his sister cooing and squirming on their friend's tongue, even if he wasn't currently horny over it. Diana had made Izzy cum once already while Celeste and Aurora were in the midst of taking his load on their bodies. Mostly on their tits, for that matter. Diana was still going though, and no one seemed inclined to stop her.
"Vi's girlfriend is pretty hot," Riker mused aloud.
"You sure she was her girlfriend?" Izzy asked while petting Diana.
"Pretty sure. They didn't actually say so, I guess."
"We could go spy on them and find out," Izzy suggested.
"We could," Riker agreed. "But we'll find out sooner or later anyway."
"That's probably true. Not as fun though."
Celeste finished licking the last of Riker's cum off of Aurora's tits, and the two of them stood and stretched.
Riker lazily watched the fascinating process of two naked, athletic, recently cum-covered girls stretching out the kinks in their bodies. His cock twitched a little, but he still wasn't ready to get properly horny again just yet.
"Well, we should probably get moving," Aurora said.
"Yeah, probably," Celeste agreed. "This has been... really quite fun. Among other things."
"Come back and visit any time," Riker offered.
"Pff, yeah. We might actually," Aurora said. She glanced about. "Has anyone seen my bra?"
"Um... well here's mine," Celeste said. "Is that... no, I think that's Izzy's."
Izzy giggled and shifted her weight a bit. "Oops, I think I might have been sitting on it."
Izzy offered Aurora's bra to her. Aurora rolled her eyes.
"Oh great, covered in pussy now," Aurora said.
Celeste giggled. "I'd think you'd enjoy that."
"I might if I didn't have to go home smelling like sex."
"Some grab a shower at my place then. Pretty sure my parents are out this evening."
Aurora appeared mollified. "Yeah, ok. Still weird putting on a damp bra because someone got horny all over it."
"Sorry," Izzy purred, not appearing the least bit contrite.
"Ugh, now I can't find my panties," Celeste complained. "Why are there clothes everywhere?"
Riker held back from pointing out that there hadn't been clothes everywhere until this afternoon, and the combined efforts of five horny teenagers were to blame for the current disaster area. He spotted Celeste's panties and scooped them up.
"Here," he said, smiling impishly. "Let me help you."
Celeste rolled her eyes, but let Riker hold her panties while she stepped into them. The process put her pussy directly in his face for a moment, and he took advantage to kiss her quickly, just above her slit. Celeste gasped and waggled a finger at him as though he was being bad. However, Aurora handed him her panties and allowed him to do the same for her.
"You want us to drop you off on the way?" Celeste asked Diana as she scrounged up the rest of her clothes.
Diana lifted her head from Izzy's pussy, looking a little dizzy and disoriented. "Oh, yeah. Home. Right. I probably should get back."
Izzy laughed and wiped some pussy juices off Diana's chin for her. "Probably for the best. You're gonna drown yourself on me at this rate."
"What a way to go," Riker said, sighing wistfully.
The twins helped their friends find the rest of their clothes and get fully dressed, then escorted them to the door. Some farewell hugs and kisses were exchanged, and a few cheeky gropes, then Riker and Izzy headed back into the house.
"Guess we should get dressed too," Riker said.
Izzy shrugged. "Yeah, maybe. I don't really want to though."
"Me either."
"And I mean... someone should probably start supper soon anyway."
Riker arched an eyebrow. "With no clothes on?"
"Dare you."
"Pff, ok."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
Izzy grinned. "Aprons for safety though, ok?"
"Well sure. Safety first."
"Exactly."
Izzy grabbed a pair of aprons and tossed one to Riker. She started putting hers on, and Riker made a small but deep growl of approval in his throat.
"Hehe, down boy," Izzy said. "You just came a bunch already."
"I'm aware. You just look hot like that, is all."
"Mmm, good. Didn't know you liked your girls so domestic."
"More like... I like my sister with as little on as possible," Riker clarified.



"Uh huh." Izzy did a quick twirl for her brother, showing off tantalizing glimpses of cleavage and sideboob, and an entirely bare ass. "Like this?"
"Yeah, that's pretty good."
Izzy made Riker do a couple spins for her as well before they settled in to do some cooking and mostly behaving themselves.
****
Vi was a squirming, sweaty, whimpering mess. The sort of thing she usually liked to do to boys, she was now experiencing from totally the other side now.
She was naked underneath Cait, and being fingered so damn good. Cait had found her weak points and was hitting them over and over, while mixing in some kisses, sucking on her tits, and even just some long, intense soul-gazes.
It took longer for Cait to make her cum from fingering than from oral, but if anything Vi appreciated it even more. She'd already gotten off once to take the edge off, and she was able to enjoy the experience all the more.
Eventually Vi did have her buttons pressed enough times to cum again, this time in a long, deep building tidal wave that crashed deliciously through her whole body and left her even more helpless afterward than the previous one.
"You're gonna break me if you keep that up," Vi mumbled.
Cait smiled down at her, holding herself up on one arm to get a good vantage point. "Thanks, but I know I'm not as amazing as you keep claiming."
"Says who?"
"I'm most just learning. Figuring out what you like. Just wait 'til I get some practice."
"I'm looking forward to it," Vi said. She traced her fingers delicately up Cait's side, over her warm, flushed skin. "But I liked this. I liked... I liked you wanting to make me feel good. I liked getting to figure stuff out together." Vi looked at Cait as seriously as she could manage. "And I for real haven't cummed that good in... maybe ever."
"Stop," Cait whispered, blushing furiously.
"I'm serious."
"I believe you might be. That's part of what's getting to me."
"Getting to you, huh?"
Cait bit her lip. "I'm... I'm not used to not being in control."
"Mmm, same. But it's nice, as it happens."
"I could lose control around you so easily."
"I'll have to see what I can do about that."
Cait snorted. "Sure you will. You're so boneless right now I don't think I have to worry about that."
"Mmm, maybe. Just wait until I remember how my legs work, then you're in trouble."
****
Riker and Izzy messed around a bit while making supper, but overall were kind of worn out from their day already. As much as Riker appreciated Izzy's exposed cleavage, bare butt, and all her smooth, perfect skin on display, and as much as she likewise appreciated his ass and the peeks of his chest she got, they got dressed again as they were finishing up cooking.
They were, in fact, dressed as modestly as could be expected of them by the time Helena and Zoe got home.
"Mmm, smells good," Helena complimented, whisking through the kitchen and kissing her youngest children each on the cheek.
"Thanks Mom," Izzy said. "It's almost ready."
"Ok, just let me go change first," Helena said. "And Riker, I swear I asked you to stop grabbing my butt."
"Sorry, Mom," Riker apologized. "It was just, you know, right there."
Zoe giggled and headed to her room.
"See if Vi's in her room, would you?" Helena called after Zoe.
"Yeah, Mom. On it."
Riker and Izzy had the kitchen to themselves for another few minutes. Unprompted, Riker moved close to Izzy and dropped his hand to squeeze her butt a little.
Izzy sighed happily. "I swear, you hardly even felt me up that much while I was mostly naked just now, and instead you grab Mom's butt?"
Riker shrugged. "I still like yours best, you know."
"Uh huh."
"I'm just not that horny after getting sucked off repeatedly."
"Again, you grabbed Mom though."
"You jealous?"
"Maybe."
"It's just 'cause it makes her happy."
"It doesn't," Izzy snorted. "She keeps telling you not to. Plus she's our Mom."
"Yeah, I know. But, like, she gets that look on her face, same as you do when you like something."
"What? No she doesn't."
"Sure she does. I know you both pretty well," Riker said. "Like how I knew you wanted to be groped a little too just now."
Izzy rolled her eyes. "You just want to be able to grab all the butts."
"Partly true, I guess. I do have urges like that. I don't know, though. I think I might have been getting too horny lately."
"Oh?"
"You don't feel like maybe... I mean, playing with Celeste and Aurora and Diana was fun and all. But I don't know, I feel kind of confused after."
Izzy wrapped her arms around Riker. "Poor boy. Too many blowjobs."
"I'm being serious."
"Mmhm."
"I want you, Iz. That's what I really want."
Izzy smiled crookedly, not totally sure what to make of Riker's confession, but she felt like maybe she understood the gist of what he was saying. "I think I get you. I... I want to be with you, Ri. And I think we definitely let ourselves get too horny just because we were together."
"We got naked in class."
"Hehe, yeah, we totally did."
"Which was fun."
"Mmhm."
"But... I don't know, I think I want to think about stuff some more."
Izzy pulled her brother closer and kissed him firmly. He held her hips and kissed her back just as fiercely.
"Ahem!"
Riker and Izzy stopped, then slowly turned at the same time toward the intruding cough. A faint trail of spit connected their lip for a split second after their deep, slightly sloppy kissing.
"You two finished or what?" Zoe asked, grinning mischievously.
"Might be," Riker said. "What's it to ya?"
"I'm hungry, that's what it is to me," Zoe said. "And I just wanna say, you two better not have gotten spit all over supper."
"We probably didn't," Izzy said. "Here, grab some plates for the table."
****
"You sure you want to do this?" Vi asked.
Cait gave her an easy smile. "If you don't want to introduce me to your whole family yet, you can just say so. No pressure on it."
Vi shrugged and eased her sleeveless top back on. "I'm fine with it. I just want to make sure you understand my family's a bunch of weirdos."
"Horny weirdos," Cait agreed. "Judging by what I've seen."
"Yeah, that too."
"I did mention that you can't scare me off that easily, didn't I?"
"You may have mentioned."
Cait extended her hand, and Vi helped her to her feet.
"Shall we?" Cait asked, one eyebrow perfectly raised.
"Heh, alright. Let's see how this goes."
Vi and Cait were the last ones to the dinner table. Riker and Izzy had already anticipated Cait being around, and had in fact set a place for her. Helena and Zoe were caught a little more off-guard, though not totally surprised.
"Cait, this is my Mom, Helena," Vi said, casually pulling Cait's chair out for her. "And Zoe, and Izzy. You already met Riker briefly."
Cait's eyes flicked across Riker, who blushed a bit. "Yes, I remember."
"Nice to meet you," Helena said graciously. "I'd like to say I've heard all about you, but...."
"It's ok," Cait said with a smile. "I know Vi's a little... stoic."
Vi rolled her eyes. "Don't you start too." She started lifting Cait some food. "Here, eat. Less talking."
"You said you were gonna be ok," Cait said.
"I am. I can just sense you and Mom ganging up on me here."
"Be polite, dear," Helena said. "So, Cait, you met Vi at... work?"
"You don't have to say it like that," Vi said.
"Like what?"
"It's fine," Cait said smoothly. "I'm a dancer, yes. It's just what I'm choosing to do for a while. I've been thinking about other options for when I'm ready to move on, but for now I like it."
"Doesn't it get embarrassing though?" Zoe asked. "Or am I the only one here who isn't comfortable taking my clothes off?"
"You get used to it," Riker said casually, not even looking up from his food.
"Actually, it helped me get over some of my fears," Cait said. "I was crazy nervous when I first started, but after a while you realize it's not as big a deal as people make it out to be."
Zoe fidgeted a little in her seat. "And how did you know you liked Vi?"
Vi glared at her sister. "Ok, let's not have the Spanish Inquisition here, shall we?"
"Just asking."
"Some things are private."
Helena caught Vi from the other side just as she was cowing Zoe back a little.
"Cait doesn't have to answer if she doesn't want to, but we are all kind of curious, Vi, since you haven't told us much. Or indeed anything."
Cait laughed at Vi's expression and patted her hand. "It's ok, you really don't have to protect me from your family."
"I kind of do," Vi said.
"Mmm. Well, actually Vi being protective is a big part of what I liked," Cait said. "It's nice to feel safe with someone, I guess. Plus, you know, she's like the one super hot girl I know that I hadn't seen naked yet, so that was enticing."
Vi, in the midst of a drink, choked a bit and ended up coughing while Cait snickered to herself.
"I like her already," Izzy declared, having been fairly silent up until then.
"She's got good taste," Riker agreed.
"She seems like she's been good for Vi."
"Mmhm. And she's--"
"Enough," Vi said warningly.
"I think you're cute together," Riker said. "That's all."
"I concur," Helena said. "Though I would like to know more. Cait, how do you--"
Vi--normally calm and collected, but already severely regretting letting her family get so many of their questions and comments in all at once--decided to deflect attention before it got any worse.
"Who were all those naked girls you guys had in your room today anyway?" Vi asked.
Zoe whipped her head around from Cait to the twins. Helena also cocked her head and gave a curious stare.
"Betrayal!" Riker accused.
"Only curious," Vi said. "I thought you were all so cute together though," she added with an angelic smile.
"Just some friends," Izzy said. "We were--"
"Having an orgy or what?"
"Oh, now, you're just trying to get us in trouble. That's not nice. We--"
"Oh thank god," Helena said, sagging back in her seat.
Everyone turned toward her.
"Um... what?" Riker asked.
"I was beginning to think you two would never be interested in anyone except each other," Helena said. "What a goddamn relief. Who wants wine? Just me?"
"I'll have a glass, if you're pouring," Cait said.
"Are... are orgies in our room ok?" Riker asked rather uncertainly.
"Not that we were having one," Izzy added quickly.
"No, but... we're not in trouble?"
"Trouble? Oh my darling babies, sex is a wonderful thing," Helena said. "And may I just say, so much more wonderful when not done with a sibling."
"Beg to differ," Riker said. "Also ew. Also please stop."
"We surrender," Izzy said. "I don't like whatever's happening right now."
"You sure you both don't want some wine too?" Helena asked, after serving Cait and herself.
The twins looked at Vi for help, but she just smiled and chewed another bite of food. She had no more idea than they did what was happening, but the heat was off her for a while, and that was what counted.
"Can you... can you please stop rewarding us for being promiscuous?" Izzy asked hesitantly.
"Nope," Helena said, giving Izzy a kiss on the forehead, then giving Riker one of the same. "Any chance of some new girlfriends coming out of this? You can invite them over for dinner too some time, if you want."
"Mooommm, we're not having orgies," Riker complained. "It was just... it was a blowjob that got out of hand."
"So much the better," Helena said. "Less chance of pregnancy."
"That's true," Cait said. "But honestly, how do you need four girls for a single blowjob?"
Zoe cracked up at that point, laughing hysterically despite Izzy and Riker both glaring at her.
"Listen," Riker said, "we tried some things lately, but Izzy and I have been talking, and... and it's probably all just a bit too much."
"Yeah," Izzy said. "We're gonna make some cutbacks."
"Well maybe sleep on it before kicking anyone out of bed," Helena advised. "And let me know if you need me to cover for you to get some of your 'friends' over for 'sleepovers' or anything."
"Mooommm," Riker and Izzy chorused together.
"What if I ended up getting a bunch of girls pregnant, huh?" Riker grumbled. "Wouldn't be so funny then."
"At least they wouldn't be your sister," Helena said calmly.
"Oh I'm on birth control and you know it," Izzy said. "We're not totally stupid."
Vi snorted from across the table. Izzy narrowed her eyes, then perked up again.
"So, Vi, what were you and Cait getting up to in your room all afternoon?" Izzy asked sweetly.
Vi clenched a fist and leveled a glare back across at Izzy, but Cait actually stepped in first.
"We're thinking of starting a prayer group," Cait said.
"A... what?" Izzy asked, taken totally off-guard.
"Yeah, you know. Getting some people together, all us unholy sinners and whatnot, and standing in circles, maybe with some, uh, what are those bead things? Maybe with some of those."
"... prayers," Izzy said flatly. "Vi? Who exactly do you think you're kidding here?"
"Jesus had a real soft spot for sex workers," Cait said. "Judge not, lest ye be smited with a thunderbolt. Or something like that."
"I like you," Zoe decided. "Can you teach me?"
"Um... teach you what?"
"I don't know. Everything?"
"I think it's lest ye be judged," Riker said.
"What is?" Zoe asked.
"What you... why you shouldn't judge," Riker said. "Lest ye also be judged."
"Being smited with a thunderbolt is worse," Cait argued.
"Well... is it though?" Riker said. "'Cause like... what's a thunderbolt? A bolt of lightning, sure. But thunder doesn't come in bolts."
"Cloth comes in bolts," Izzy said.
"Yeah. But wait, no, that doesn't help anything," Riker said.
"Could be thunderbolt is a spell," Zoe suggested. "Sometimes spell names aren't strictly what the spell actually does. Sometimes they're misleading."
"Probably a spell," Cait concurred.
"Hey, do you... do you play any video games or anything?" Zoe asked a little shyly.
"I've been known to. Haven't really had the time and energy for it lately," Cait said.
"Have you played Elden Ring?"
"Ooh, no, but I've heard good things."
Vi stayed happily quiet and methodically finished her dinner. Somehow, collectively, they'd maneuvered away from all the dangerous conversation to some mild bonding over nerdy hobbies. She could most definitely live with that.
****
Zoe wasn't quite sure how she ended up teaching Cait to play Elden Ring after supper, but the two of them had the living room to themselves for a while. Zoe was actually finding herself quite liking Cait, and could understand Vi's interest in her.
There were clearly some hidden depths to Cait. Most obviously at the moment was how intent Cait got as she played. Zoe had kind of assumed she'd be like Izzy and give up after a bit. Cait didn't seemed fazed by difficulty and dying repeatedly though.
"Can I ask you something?" Zoe eventually said.
Cait started a bit. "Oh, sorry, did you want your game back? I've been playing a while, huh?"
"No, no. Not about that. Um... but like about you and my sister...."
"Oh, that. You wanted to ask me something at the table too."
"Yeah. I don't think Vi likes me prying."
Cait snorted. "She's so cute when she gets like that. All tough on the outside, but soft and delicate on the inside."
"...."
"I mean emotionally. Not... not her sexy bits."
"Ok, good. Also... are we talking about the same Vi?"
Cait laughed softly. "What, you think your sister doesn't have feelings?"
"No, I know she does," Zoe said. "But she's not, like, delicate or anything."
"Perhaps we see her differently."
Zoe set her jaw. "She's the toughest person I know."
"Same."
"She... oh."
"But... the strongest of us need love."
Zoe squirmed. "Well... I mean... yes, that's true."
"I've cultivated an impervious exterior for when I need it," Cait said. "It's necessary in my line of work. But that's not who I am."
"... is that what you saw in Vi?"
"Partly, yes." Cait sighed. "And partly she's just got this quality. Like... I don't know, who's your biggest crush?"
"...."
"You don't have to answer. The point is, there's something you feel, you know? And I started feeling it with her. The more time we spend, the more I feel it. And the more I see what's inside her."
Zoe hugged her knees tight to her chest. "So... I mean that's kind of beautiful. But also, like, I guess that's what I was gonna ask about. That feeling you're talking about. How did that happen?"
Cait shrugged. "I couldn't really say for sure. It just happened."
"Oh."
"I wouldn't worry about it. If you feel it for someone, great. And if not, that's ok too."
"Mmhm."
"You can talk to Vi about it, you know. She's--"
"No, I do," Zoe said. "Just... gathering different information, I guess."
"Cool. Well I don't mind talking about that stuff more if you want. In the meantime... how the hell do I beat this guy?"
Zoe smiled crookedly and focused on the game while Cait wiped her palms and picked up the controller again.
"Ok, so this one got me too. But like, there's a few tricks."
****
Vi leaned in the doorway to the living room, smiling as she watched Zoe and Cait bonding. She thought about joining them, but decided to hold off for a bit and let the two of them get to know each other. One on one was better than a whole family interrogation.
She went for a short workout in the garage, enough to work up a bit of a sweat. She definitely didn't dare do this workout nude, not while Cait was over. Instead she stuck with a tank top and sweatpants.
Vi felt pretty good upon returning to the house, but was slightly disappointed to find Cait heading for the door.
"Sorry for abandoning you there," Vi said.
"Not at all. I enjoyed myself," Cait said.
"All of it?"
"Ha, yeah, all of it. Your family's good. Weird, but good."
"If you say so," Vi said.
"I mean it. I never had what you have here. Cherish it."
"Um... ok." Vi shuffled her feet a little awkwardly. "You could... stay. If you want. I need to grab a shower, but--"
"Sorry, not tonight. I'm actually going to be late for work as it is."
"Oh, right."
Cait leaned in close and kissed her. "You're super cute when you're all sweaty like that," she whispered.
Vi blushed and just kind of watched Cait leave. When she finally started moving again, she found Helena smiling at her.
"Don't say it," Vi said, heading toward the shower.
"Say what?" Helena asked innocently.
"Whatever you were thinking."
"Wasn't thinking anything."
"I don't believe that for a second."
"I'm your mother. I'm allowed to be happy for you." Helena turned and headed in the other direction. "And I am, you know."
"Yeah, well... yeah. Good."
Vi gave up on the shower idea for the moment. She joined Zoe in the living room, slumping into her comfy chair while Zoe was absorbed in her game.
"You two got along well," Vi said.
"Yeah. She's cool," Zoe said.
"She is."
"Hey, Vi? What does it feel like? When you're with her, I mean."
Vi took a minute to think. "I don't know. Good, I guess?"
"Just good?"
"Well, like... it's confusing. She's so different from anyone else I've been with. She's so fucking hot, and she does things to me that... well they're good things."
"Sexy things?" Zoe asked.
"Yeah, sexy things." Vi smiled goofily, despite her best efforts. "She licked me out, Zo. No one's done that before. And then this thing with her fingers that--"
"No one?"
"Hm?"
"All those boys, and none of them ever licked you out?"
"I never asked them to. Seemed like a hassle."
"Huh."
Vi peered suspiciously at her sister. "'Huh'? What does 'huh' mean?"
"In this case it means Cait might really know what she's talking about."



"Meaning what, exactly?"
"Meaning... meaning that maybe you don't feel like you have to always be tough and in charge with her. I guess."
"You're inferring an awful lot here," Vi said.
"Maybe," Zoe said. "Or maybe I spent so long seeing you as my invulnerable big sister, I missed some stuff underneath."
"... is that what she said?"
"No, Vi. But she really likes you."
"Well... yeah. Shut up. I know that. I'm gonna have a shower."
"'K."
****
Helena walked around to do a quick check on her kids before bed that night. She started just with the twins, cracking the door to their room and finding them already nestled together in bed asleep. It was heartwarming in its own way.
They were so painfully cute together, and it continued to be a battle in Helena's soul as to how she should feel about it. She kind of hoped this alleged teenage orgy meant something, as the twins finding new playmates could save her having to figure out how to handle it. Masturbating to her children wasn't a good long term solution, she felt.
Zoe was still up at her computer when Helena opened the door. She was all scrunched up in her chair in a way that didn't look at all comfortable.
"Night, Zo," Helena said. "Don't be up to late."
"Yeah, Mom. Just... working on some stuff."
"Writing something? Can I read it when you're done?"
"... probably not."
"Ok then, sweetie. Good night."
"Night."
Vi's door was still open, and she was prowling about her room.
"Everything ok?" Helena asked.
"Maybe. I don't know. I felt my vibrator right here, I swear. And it's just gone now."
"Oh. Well... do you want a new one?"
Vi ran her hand through her hair. "Probably, yeah."
Zoe, having padded out of her room, sneaked up beside Helena. "You're still horny after having your girlfriend over all day?"
Vi threw a pillow at Zoe without even pausing to think about it. "I just need a wind down before bed."
Zoe tossed the pillow back to Vi's bed. "So horny."
Helena patted Zoe's head. "Be nice. We've all got needs. That's just part of being human."
"I think maybe the twins might have stolen your vibrator, if I heard you right just now," Zoe said.
Vi growled. "Those little shits."
"Yes, yes. They certainly are," Helena agreed. "But they're sleeping peacefully right now, so no being a big sister until the morning." She nodded to her room. "Come on, I'll get you something newer and better."
Vi sighed, then nodded. "Acceptable."
Helena swooped away to her room, and her closet half-filled with unopened sex toys. Vi stalked along just behind her, and interestingly enough Zoe trailed behind them as well.
"Alright, what are you looking for?" Helena asked as she had a bit of a rummage to remind herself what was available. "Something inner? Something outer? Both? Or... oh, a magic wand maybe? They've got excellent power to them, if that's your thing."
Vi peered at the closet. "You know, sometimes I forget what you do for a living. And then... and then I'm reminded."
"Jeez, Mom. How many vibrators do you go through anyway?" Zoe asked with a faint giggle.
"It's free samples," Helena said. "What am I going to do, not take them?"
"Yeah, fair enough," Vi said. She took the proffered box containing the magic wand Helena's company produced. She examined it a moment, then reached past Helena to take a second vibrator as well.
Zoe giggled harder. "Haha, you too now?"
"Yeah, why not?" Vi said. "Might as well see which one I like better."
"I guess."
Zoe craned her neck trying to get a better peek in the closet. Helena smiled and let her look a moment before speaking.
"Do you want one too?" Helena asked.
"Um... maybe," Zoe said. "Do you just have some... safe ones?"
"They're all safe."
"I know. But like... for beginners then."
Vi was already pulling one of her new vibrators out of the box to examine it more closely. "You've never used one at all?"
"... no."
"Well tonight will be educational then," Helena said, rather enjoying the chance give her daughters something they'd enjoy, and the opportunity to slightly increase sex-positivity in the world.
Zoe took her vibrator, bounced onto Helena's bed, and opened it up. "Does it come with batteries already?"
"Well, no," Helena said. "But I've got some in my dresser." She walked over and grabbed some batteries for the girls. "That wand will probably need to be charged before use," she added.
Helena smiled at Zoe's delighted squeal as her vibrator started humming in her hands.
"Thanks, Mom," Zoe said. "This is going to be fun."
Helena felt all warm and fuzzy about the wholesome moment, such as it was, right up until Zoe started pulling her pants down.
"Zo... here?"
Zoe paused. "Is that not ok?"
Helena glanced at Vi, but she didn't seem bothered. "I mean... I guess it's ok."
"Cool. I think it's more fun this way."
Zoe finished shedding her bottoms, and Helena had to do her level best to repress a horny sigh. Zoe had such a cute little pussy, and apparently very few qualms about showing it off in this particulat instance. Helena had always kind of thought of Zoe as the shyest of her children. Perhaps it was all relative.
"Yeah, fuck it, let's do this," Vi said.
She too shed her pants and underwear like it was no big thing. Helena watched Vi's sweatpants and boxers hit the floor, then swallowed as her gaze rose back to Vi's pussy.
Two of her daughters' perfect little snatches all at once. And her trying to be so good about not getting horny over her children. So much for that.
Zoe made a very cute noise as she touched her vibrator to her pussy, then let out a soft moan as she got used to the feeling.
Vi clearly knew more what she was doing right off the bat. She lay back on the bed, spread her legs, and ran her vibrator up and down her slit. She groaned a few times in pleasure, and sighed happily as she slowly slipped the vibe inside herself.
Helena whimpered softly as she watched her girls pleasure themselves with vibrators she'd just provided. This hadn't been her intention, but it was too late to worry about that now.
She gave into temptation. How could she not? With slightly trembly fingers, Helena undid her shirt and let it fall to the floor. Her bra followed closely behind. She had Zoe's attention by then, and once she was down to sock and panties, Vi was fully checking her out as well.
"Unf, damn, Mom," Zoe mumbled while holding her vibrator to her clit.
Helena felt happy butterflies in her tummy, but tried not to show how much she enjoyed the attention. She deliberately didn't finish stripping while she moved to select her vibrator for the evening, then tried to casually remove her socks while facing away from her daughters. She followed up by bending over at the waist, arching her back and sticking her ass out as lewdly as she ever could, then peeling her panties all the way down her legs.
"God, that was practically a stripper move, Mom," Vi said.
Helena flushed. "Vi!"
"In a good way, I mean."
Zoe just bit her lip and stared with her big saucer eyes.
Helena was so wet as she crawled into bed with her girls and claimed her own corner to stretch out in. She's opted for a magic wand this evening, since it didn't seem like a time for fucking around with subtlety.
She moaned out loud as she started vibing her pussy, getting herself warmed up. Three distinct sets of whirring noises filled the room, along with soft moans, pants, and occasional whimpers.
Helena tried to keep her eyes closed at first and only focus on her own pleasure. She pretty quickly had to give that up. She looked back and forth between her girls bottomlessly playing with themselves, while also noting the way their eyes also moved back and forth between her and each other.
"Are you sure this is ok?" Zoe asked.
Helena snorted. "Now you worry?"
"No, I mean for Vi. And Cait."
"You worried about me?" Vi asked.
"I dunno. Maybe."
"Pretty sure if I get in trouble, it'll be because I didn't share," Vi said, seemingly unconcerned.
"Share what, exactly?" Helena asked.
"You know. Stuff."
"It's best to be open about these things," Helena said. "You can't always just assume. It--"
"Oh my god, fine," Vi said, rolling her eyes. She scooted over the end of the bed, grabbed her pants and slipped her phone from the pocket. She put her vibrator back in while making a call.
"Hey, babe," Vi said. "Sorry, I know you're working. Yeah. Mmhm. No, ok, so like... yeah no I know, just hang on a sec though. My fam thinks I'm being all sneaky on you. You ok if I masturbate with my mom and sis real quick?"
Zoe was hanging on every word, Helena noticed. She wasn't sure quite what that was about.
"Haha, yes I am. I am! I wouldn't make that up just for... oh my god, no. You're not getting horny just from that. No. This is not me just teasing you before you go on stage! I... well... I mean ok, hang on a sec."
Vi pulled her phone from her ear, pointed it at Zoe, and snapped a pic.
"Hey!" Zoe squealed.
"Don't worry, your face isn't in it," Vi mumbled while lining up a shot of Helena.
As horny as Helena was, and as much as she was getting off on Vi snapping a pic of her pussy while she was vibing it, she really felt like she had to say something.
"You can't just send nude pics of people without their permission, dear," Helena said, even as her eyes were rolling back and she mashed her wand against her clit.
"... you can send mine," Zoe murmured, blushing furiously. "Just to Cait though."
"Unf, yeah, fine. Mine too," Helena said.
Zoe had really taken a liking to Cait quickly. That was so unlike her. But then again, Helena was all too aware her kids had hidden depths that a mother wasn't always aware of.
"Cool," Vi said. She put her phone back to her ear. "Alright, you get those, babe? Mmhm. Yeah. Well just wait for them to... oh you got them. What do--"
Vi had to pull her phone away for a second. Even Helena could hear the excited squeal from the other end.
"Indoor voice, babe," Vi said. "Yes, I was serious. I told you. I... no. Yeah, but no. Ok. Yeah I'll catch you later. Have a good time taking your clothes off for strangers. Mmhm. No I'm not gonna send more pics later. I... oh, of me? Well... maybe. Ok, they're looking at me weird now. Gotta go. Ok. Bye."
"What... what did she think?" Zoe asked as Vi hung up.
"What do you think?" Vi said. "I swear she actually has a thing for weird family stuff."
"Who doesn't?" Zoe mumbled.
"Hm?" Helena said, swiveling her head back to Zoe.
"Nothing."
"I thought you said--"
"Nope."
Zoe whined and stretched her legs out, toes curled up in ecstasy. She came in a shivering, shaking mess, going a little crazy in the process.
Helena and Vi were both enraptured by the erotic spectacle of it. First Vi then Helena followed Zoe in cumming as well, feeding off each other's pleasure.
Helena exploded in an all-too-intense wave of horniness and need. She felt almost dizzy as she came, all tingly and hot inside. Her daughters did this to her. She even squirted hard with some serious distance, which ordinarily would have taken some serious buildup. In this case... just her girls playing with their pussies and cumming next to her, and generally being hot and horny little things.
"Haha, damn, you got me in the face with some of that," Vi laughed.
"Sorry, Vi," Helena said absently, only barely clinging to reality as it was.
"It's cool," Vi said, frowning slightly as she wiped her mom's squirt off her face. "I think... I think I might have just gotten my first facial from my mother. Is that weird."
Zoe devolved into hysterical, tired, post-orgasm giggles. "I think it might be weird."
"Yeah, I was afraid it was." Vi shrugged and stretched out where she was. "Oh well."
Zoe, still giggling, crawled over to Vi and licked at some of the mess on her face.
Vi swatted at her. "Hey, what?"
"Just wanted to see," Zoe said, getting another couple licks in.
"Stop licking my face. Mom, make her stop licking my face."
Helena shook her head. "Don't drag me into this."
"It tastes nice," Zoe said. "Interesting."
"You done yet, weirdo?" Vi asked.
Zoe nodded. "Yeah, you're clean."
"I got your spit all over my cheek now."
"Clean-ish, then."
Vi rolled out of bed, grabbed her stuff, and headed out. She paused at the doorway. "Thanks, Mom."
"Sure thing, sweetie," Helena said, trying not to get caught staring at Vi's muscular ass.
Both she and Zoe sighed as Vi padded away.
"Her butt's so good," Zoe said dreamily.
"Don't get too excited. She's got a girlfriend now," Helena said.
"Hehe, gross, Mom. She's my sister."
"I saw the way you were staring just now."
"Mmhm. Well you were too."
"... yeah. Shit."
Zoe bit her lip and hesitantly looked at Helena. "Mom? How bad is it that we get horny over our own family members?"
"Less bad for you than for me, I think," Helena said. "I'm not being a particularly good role model lately, I feel like."
"Pff, no way. You're a great mom."
"That's debatable currently."
"No it isn't. Mom, I don't know who I like. Just generally. I've been having a bit of a crisis with that for a while. Like not a big deal, in some ways, but it makes me feel kind of alone and stuff." Zoe shrugged. "But I feel supported and like I can try stuff, and I've got a Mom who casually will give me a vibrator if I want one, and--"
"Sex toys should be available without judgement," Helena said. "I firmly believe that. Us all masturbating together... that's more questionable."
"Why, though? Who's it hurting? I... I feel more loved and included, Mom. I'm not gonna fall in love with any of you. I don't know that I could. And I definitely don't want to date Vi or anything. But... I like looking at her. And you. And the twins. You all make me feel things. And maybe that's ok."
"Aw, Zo, you're gonna make me cry." Helena stood up and walked over to Zoe. As her daughter stood too, Helena enfolded her in a big hug. She kind of wished she wasn't naked, but part of her was very ok with it. "You're a wonderful daughter, and you're perfect the way you are, no matter who you do or don't like."
"Including family?"
"Including us, yes."
Zoe clung to Helena in a far longer hug than she'd intended for. Helena felt bad for enjoying the close contact for reasons other than familial comfort, but suspected Zoe didn't really mind that. Especially since Zoe was nuzzling against her boobs and letting her hands drift down toward her bum.
"Don't use hugs to take advantage, dear," Helena murmured.
"You're naked, Mom. I'm only human."
"I'll have to stop doing this then."
Zoe quickly jumped back. "No, no need to get drastic about it."
"Mmhm."
Zoe scampered about, collecting her clothes and vibrator, then kisses Helena on the cheek before darting away to her room. Helena watched it all while trying not to show how turned on she was again. Despite having just gotten off, she lay back in bed with her magic wand again, guiltily thinking about her daughters and how good they looked with no bottoms on. Not to mention the feel of Zoe pressed against her still lingering.
****
Zoe hurried to her computer. She had so many ideas bursting in her head and she had to expel them somehow. Most of the things whirling through her mind were crazy horny, some were emotional, and some she wasn't sure what they were.
She sat down and started typing away frantically. After realizing that she was grinding away uselessly in her seat, making a bit of a mess with her bare and rather soaked pussy, Zoe contemplated her new vibrator.
With a little experimentation, Zoe found that she could kind of sit on it in a way that allowed her to get some satisfaction while leaving her hands free to type. She wrote out a flurry of words, some of which she knew she'd have to rework later, until her vibrator got the better of her and she had to stop and cum instead.
Afterward, all sleepy and ready for bed, Zoe put her panties back on, went to the bathroom, then pattered into Helena's room and slipped into bed with her.
"This is getting to be a bad habit," Helena said.
"You could always kick me out," Zoe mumbled, half-asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.
"I could," Helena conceded.
Zoe scooted closer and curled up with her mom before falling asleep.
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"You know, that dance is coming up on Friday," Celeste said.
"You guys decide who you're going with yet?" Aurora asked.
Riker and Izzy looked at each other while water cascaded around them. The four of them were in the showers after track practice, as had become something of a ritual.
"That's a joke, right?" Riker asked.
"Pretty sure it's a joke," Izzy agreed.
"So you're going together then?" Celeste asked, currently in the midst of washing Aurora's back for her.
"Like together together, or as siblings?" Aurora added.
Riker grinned at his twin sister. "Why not both?"
She smiled back and pulled him in for a wet, soapy kiss. "Who else would I possibly ever go with?" Izzy murmured happily.
"Yeah, that's kind of what we thought," Celeste said. "Me and Aurora are probably gonna go together too."
"If you two are being weird, that takes the pressure off of us," Aurora said, turning around to wash Celeste's back in return.
"Who's being weird?" Riker asked. "Just going to a high school dance. Pretty normal stuff."
"You're literally washing your sister's boobs while you say that," Aurora said.
"Cleanliness is important," Izzy said with a contented sigh.
"Nothing weird about hygiene," Riker concurred.
"If you say so," Aurora said. One of her hands slipped around to Celeste's belly button, then slowly trailed downward. "But since we're clearly all a little horny anyway...."
"Yeah, you guys go ahead," Izzy said.
Celeste and Aurora both stopped and frowned.
"What?" Celeste asked, pushing her wet, red hair back from her eyes.
"Go nuts," Riker said.
"No, but like, you're not gonna do anything?" Celeste persisted.
"Almost done here. Probably just get dressed," Izzy said.
"... why?" Aurora asked.
"Well, you know. We've been thinking of maybe cooling it a bit at school and stuff," Riker said. "Just seems like maybe we should focus on more important things."
"Like schoolwork?"
"Pff, no," Izzy said. "Like what I'm gonna wear to the dance. I think I probably need a new dress."
"And our relationship," Riker reminded her.
"Well yeah, Ri, obviously that." Izzy kissed her brother. "You're the most important thing to me. You know that."
"That's cute and all," Aurora said. "But I guess no shower orgy fun time, huh?"
"Maybe we can still play a little though," Celeste suggested shyly. "You're rubbing my pussy kind of nicely, babe."
"That's--"
"Oh my god you guys take so long in here!"
Four sets of eyes turned toward Diana, who'd barged in and was standing at the boundary of the shower area, out of danger for getting sprayed.
"I've been waiting forever," Diana continued, trying to sound annoyed even while her gaze flicked over the four naked, wet, athletic bodies in front of her.
"Sorry," Izzy said. "But waiting for what?"
Diana squirmed, cheeks flushing slightly. "Brian asked me to the dance. I... I think I'm gonna go with him."
"Nice," Izzy said. "But what was the urgency?"
"Well... what do I wear? I don't go to many dances. And I've never been so... you know...." Diana averted her eyes and tried to concentrate on her words. "I've never been that excited about boys. Not until I messed around with you all. I've been so damn horny lately. And Brian's kinda cute and stuff, so...."
"Oh, you've got a crush," Celeste offered. "That's cool. Let him feel your tits. It'll--"
"What kind of advice is that?" Aurora asked. "I don't think that's the main priority here."
"It worked on you, didn't it?"
"... technically, yes. But I already kind of liked you, I just didn't know you liked me."
"Well it'll be a good test of whether he likes her then."
"Or maybe just whether he likes tits."
"True."
"Ignore them," Riker suggested. "They're just horny."
"Uh huh. And what are you, then?" Diana asked.
"... getting clean?" Izzy said.
"I'd believe that more if you weren't jerking off your brother."
"Cleaning. I'm helping clean him."
"The twins are a little off today," Aurora said, sinking to her knees to lick Celeste's pussy.
"Mmm, that's nice, babe," Celeste cooed.
Diana shook her head. "Doesn't matter. The point I was trying to make was I need something to wear to the dance. Something sexy, but not too sexy. Maybe a little elegant, but not too elegant. Something--"
"Hey, yeah. Me too," Izzy said. She stepped out of the shower spray and swiped some water out of her hair. "We need to go shopping. All there is to it."
Diana flushed as Izzy and Riker casually padded nakedly past her to dry off and get dressed. The twins were very wet, and Riker in particular was very obviously aroused and erect.
"That'd be good," Diana said, swallowing at the sight of both sibs presenting their toned butts to her. "I... yeah. Let's do that."
While the twins dried themselves off, Diana sneaked up behind them and grabbed their butts, sighing happily as she did.
"Haha, naughty," Izzy giggled.
"We're trying to be good," Riker added.
Diana frowned. "You two? Why?"
"Well... we've been a little too crazy lately," Izzy said.
"Especially at school," Riker said.
"And we want to focus more on us," Izzy finished.
Diana nodded. "Ok, but... if I end up getting a boyfriend, I won't be able to play around anymore. So...." She sank to her knees and looked up expectantly at the twins.
Riker looked at Izzy. "Well, we tried."
Izzy nodded. "We can't be expected to resist all temptation."
Riker took a step closer to Diana and hissed in pleasure as her hand wrapped around his cock. "Nobody's perfect."
Izzy moved right next to him, mirroring his noise of pleasure as Diana put a hand over her pussy. "We're close though."
"You definitely are," Riker purred, pulling Izzy a little closer and squeezing her butt.
"Mmm, flatterer."
Izzy kissed Riker while they both enjoyed getting rubbed by their horny friend.
"Oh sure, won't play with us," Celeste said. "I see how it is."
"We got out-maneuvered," Riker said.
"Not our fault," Izzy said, going for another brother-kiss.
"Out-maneuvered how?" Aurora asked.
"... she knelt in front of us and looked cute," Riker said.
"Gee, so tactically masterful," Celeste said, rolling her eyes.
"A seductive coup de grace," Aurora concurred.
"Oh don't pout," Izzy said. She gently moved Diana's hand away, then patted her pussy in invitation. "We're trying to behave. I didn't say we were any good at it."
Celeste and Aurora knelt in front of Izzy, after a little more grumbling of course. Izzy had to admit pretty girls kneeling in front of her with sexual intent was near-impossible to resist, no matter how little Celeste and Aurora thought of it as a method of seduction. It was even better when the girls in question were naked and still dripping wet.
Izzy put a hand each on the brilliant red and blue haired heads in front of her, taking some small control as Celeste and Aurora shared her pussy.
Riker was quite enjoying the attention he was receiving too. Diana, focused only on him now, started sucking on his cock instead of just stroking it. Her technique was only shy and tentative at first, like she was just trying out what his cock felt like in her mouth. It might actually be the first time she'd sucked a cock, for that matter. Riker knew she'd licked pussy, but at their house had been her first time for that too.
"You sure you want to do this right here?" Riker whispered softly to her.
Diana blushed and pulled back a little. "I'm bad at it, aren't I?"
"No, that's not what I meant. It's just... not a very romantic spot."
"Well I don't want to be romantic with you, so that's fine."
"Haha, better not," Izzy teased. "Ri's spoken for."
"Mmm, I am," Riker said, squeezing Izzy's perfect butt again and giving her a quick kiss. "I just meant, you know, for learning purposes...."
"Oh, that," Izzy said, making the same connection Riker had. "Well... then don't do it romantically. Di, how horny are you prepared to be?"
Diana's eyes went big behind her glasses. "Why?"
"'Cause what if Ri grabs your braids and gives you some rougher practice?"
"Iz!," Riker chided. "That's being really horny. Diana doesn't want to--"
"Yes I do," Diana said.
"See, she doesn't... wait what?"
Diana took Riker's wrist and moved it to one of her pigtails. "That actually sounds easier to learn if you show me what you want."
Riker took a gentle hold of Diana's braids, feeling weirdly turned on by it as she looked up at him all cute and ready to let him use her hair as reins. Not that she was necessarily thinking of the same way. Riker could definitely remember a few videos he and Izzy had watched where girls got face fucked while their pigtails used to hold on to them.
Riker gave Diana a small tug back toward him. She opened her mouth and let him move her head. She'd been horny anyway, given her actions, but it was clearly visible in her expression now. The way she looked at him and opened her mouth wider as it approached his cock was enough to make him shiver.
"Remind me to wear my hair in pigtails sometimes," Izzy whispered in his ear.
Riker groaned, now picturing Izzy in Diana's place. He yanked Diana a little harder than he meant to, pulling her mouth onto his cock. She accepted the direction without complaint.
"Fuck, that does look hot, actually," Aurora murmured.
"Braid your hair," Celeste suggested. "I'll face fuck you."
"Haha, thanks babe."
Izzy gently but firmly pressed both girls back toward her pussy where they were meant to be licking. She was, however, getting off as much on watching her brother and Diana as she was from getting eaten out. Two hotties sharing her snatch should have been the highlight for her, in a practical sense. But she couldn't help feeling Riker's pleasure, and a small but intense desire to be in Diana's place.
Diana kept her hands on her knees, Riker noticed. Even when he went deep enough in her mouth to make her gag a little, she didn't move her hands or try to push herself back. She just kind of accepted it. He was trying to be gentle with her, sure, but it was kind of weird to him how much happier Diana was to let him control her face like this. It wasn't all just shyness about trying to learn either. She was, he deduced, enjoying it on another level.
Experimentally, Riker got a little rougher, making Diana gag more often as he tried to fit as much of his cock as he could in her mouth. He didn't try to choke her or anything, but pursued his own pleasure some more instead of worrying solely about her.
Diana coughed and drooled on herself, and her fingers definitely clenched hard on her thighs to avoid involuntarily moving her hands, but she was absolutely determined to let him show her what he wanted.
Riker was not at all convinced it was a good way to learn blowjobs, but maybe it would take the edge off of practicing next time.
"That's it, Ri," Izzy purred as she listened to the lewd sounds Diana's sloppy mouth and throat were making. "Fuck her mouth. Make yourself cum."
Diana moaned around Riker's cock and her eyes rolled back. She wasn't even touching herself. In her position, Riker would have been jerking himself off frantically. She was just letting her mouth be used. For educational purposes, allegedly.
Grunting, feeling his end approaching, Riker used her pigtails to give a few particularly deep, hard thrusts, then came in her mouth. Perhaps unsurprisingly, Diana choked and gagged, and did in fact pull off his cock as more of his cum landed on her face and coated her glasses.
Izzy came just after her brother, gracing Celeste and Aurora's tongues with her orgasm. She couldn't stop staring at the facial Riker had just given Diana.
Diana, somehow able to see through her glasses streaked with cum, fumbled her phone out and examined herself with her camera. To the twins' surprise and amusement, she even snapped a pic of herself with Riker's cum dripping down her face, and some still held in her open mouth. She appeared embarrassed once she realized everyone was watching her do it.
"I... just wanted to see what I look like," Diana explained, having swallowed the bit of cum on her tongue.
"Uh huh," Izzy said. "You look like a slutty mess."
Diana blushed crimson under the streaks of silvery-white. "Really?"
"Mmhm." Izzy knelt down with Diana and started licking her twin brother's cum off her friend's face. "It's kinda hot." She smirked as she heard Diana's camera go off again, and just kept licking.
Celeste and Aurora set about getting changed, chatting away about ordinary things as though nothing that had occurred was worth dwelling on for any length of time. Even while Izzy was still in the midst of cleaning Diana.
Riker gently snagged Diana's phone from her hand, then stood back and played photographer while Izzy tongue-bathed Diana's face. Izzy played up the hotness for her bro while he snapped pics, and that somehow transitioned into Izzy and Riker making out afterward.
Diana grabbed her phone back and studiously went through all the new, sexy photos.
"Alright, we're gonna get going," Celeste said, holding Aurora's hand as they walked.
"See ya," Aurora said.
"Bye," Izzy said, turning toward them while still clinging to Riker. "We're all gonna shop for the dance together, yeah?"
"Sure thing," Aurora said. "We'll text you."
Izzy nodded and went back to naked makeouts with her brother. She and Riker both smiled when they heard a few clicks from Diana's phone before she vanished as well.
"She's such a horny little thing," Izzy murmured.
"Who's fault is that?"
"You're not blaming me, are you?"
Riker kissed her again. "Of course not."
"Good."
"Should we... get dressed?"
Izzy sighed and wrapped her arms around the back of Riker's neck. "Five more minutes."
"Ok. I'm... gonna have to get something for the dance too, aren't I?"
"Wouldn't hurt. First time going to one as a couple and all."
"Yeah. I'll have to work on that."
****
Vi was enjoying showing off for Cait. Technically what had happened was that they were hanging out and Vi had wanted to get a workout in, whereupon Cait had said she'd like to watch for 'educational' purposes. Cait got the odd session of weight lifting in, but had never really taken to it wholeheartedly.
"It could be very good for my pole routines," Cait had suggested.
Vi had just smirked and not commented. Partly she was becoming more and more interested in watching Cait's dances, partly she was confident her girlfriend just wanted to perv on her while she worked out.
Hence Vi showing off. She was, admittedly, actually demonstrating lifting techniques for Cait, but she'd also put on her tightest pair of shorts and a sport's bra, since for once she was aware of an audience, and actively wanted its attention.
"I think I really need to up my squatting game," Cait declared after watching for a while.
Vi snorted. "That so?"
"Yeah. I mean look at your butt. Unf. I mean mine's ok, but--"
"It's really good," Vi said. "Trust me."
"Ok, it's really good," Cait agreed easily. "But check this out."
Cait slipped her jeans off and walked over to Vi's full length mirror. She got the both of them to face away from it and look over their shoulders at their asses side by side.
"That's a good image," Vi growled, reaching down to squeeze Cait's bum. "If you think there's something wrong with your booty--"
"I don't. I just think it could be fuller. Your butt's got that muscle to it."
Cait grabbed Vi's ass in return.
Perhaps inevitably--Vi should have known they were tempting fate posing like that--the garage door opened and Riker walked in. He stopped in mild surprise at the way Vi and Cait were posing.
"Bad time?" Riker asked.
Vi rolled her eyes and took a step away from her girlfriend. "No more than usual. What's up? Other than being horny, I mean."
"To be fair, you're not the sister I would come to if I was horny," Riker said.
"Hehe, gross," Cait snickered, but with no real indication in her demeanour that she was bothered by the statement.
"Plus if that's what it was about, I would have tried to catch you working out in the nude," Riker added.
Cait giggled harder.
Vi glared at her brother. "I know you can see Cait's here, so if you're trying to embarrass me it's a bad time."
"Well actually no. I, uh, wanted to ask a favour."
"You pick your moments ever so well, baby brother."
"Yeah, well, see...." Riker shuffled awkwardly. "There's a dance coming up."
"Oh sure," Vi said. "Who's the lucky girl you're gonna ask?"
"Um, obviously Iz--"
"I know. It was a joke. Continue."
"Well... she's gonna go get a new dress and stuff, so I think maybe I should dress up a little too? Except I don't really know what to wear. And you're the closest I have to a big brother, so...."
Cait picked up laughing right where she'd left off.
"You know, Ri, tact isn't always your strong suit," Vi said.
Cait wrapped her arms around Vi from behind. "Oh come on, Vi. It's a compliment."
"He called me a boy."
"No, he called you the closest he has to a big bro, which is true. Of all the girls I know, you're the big brotheriest." Cait put her mouth right next to Vi's ear. "In a really hot way," she added at a whisper.
"You're so weird," Vi said.
"You love it."
"Ugh, I do. Fuck me."
"O--"
"Not literally. Obviously." Vi felt herself starting to blush and focused on that core of annoyance inside herself to try and stem any sign of weakness in front of Riker. "So what do you want from me, exactly?"
"Um... some help picking an outfit, I guess?" Riker said. "You don't really do dresses, but you always look good, so I thought... maybe...."
"Ooh, that was definitely a compliment," Cait said. "And he's right, you know."
"Stop grabbing my butt," Vi said. "But yeah, ok, I'll give you a hand. It might be tricky though, we have very different builds."
"We'll figure something out," Cait said while continuing to fondle Vi's booty.
"We?"
"Yeah. I'm coming too. It'll be fun!"
Vi wasn't convinced about her girlfriend's motives, but it was actually a good excuse to hang out, and she could use back up as far as helping Riker.
"Sure, ok," Vi said.
"Thanks," Riker said. "I'll, uh, let you get back to it, then."
His eyes flicked down to where Cait was groping Vi's ass before he left.
"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" Vi asked.
"Your butt's kinda been doing things to me here," Cait said.
"In front of my brother though?"
"Well... that was kinda fun too. I think he liked it."
"He's a horny teen boy. Doesn't take much," Vi said.
"True. I did really enjoy what he suggested about your... nude workouts."
"Oh god."
"You wanna take your clothes off for me?" Cait asked, batting her eyes ridiculously.
"And what do I get out of it?" Vi asked.
"You'd get me all worked up."
"That feels like a benefit for you more so than me."
Cait laid a kiss on Vi's neck then nibbled her earlobe. "Nah, I think it'll work out pretty well for you."
"You don't play fair, you know."
"I'm aware. I make a living out of it."
Vi started pulling off her workout clothes. She tried not to show any reaction to Cait's clear enjoyment of the show, but it felt really nice having that horny look directed her way.
"Is it weird that you got me wrapped around your little finger so easily?" Vi asked. "Considering I still don't even know if I like girls that way."
"You like me. That's what's important."
Vi paused just a second before slipping her boxers off and getting totally naked. "You know there's a chance my sexual attraction just doesn't swing that way, and I might only like you in other ways."
Cait shrugged. "You like me eating your pussy well enough."
"I--"
"And we're still figuring things out. I wouldn't worry too much about it."



Vi had to admit she felt more nervous and excited tingles while being naked for Cait than she ever did for anyone else. She felt lots of good things around Cait, really, but she still wasn't happy not knowing what it all meant.
"Sometimes it's annoying how you seem to have life so calmly figured out," Vi said. "I just want you to know that."
Cait took a comfortable seat to perv on Vi from. "Darling, I'm a stripper, and currently dating one of my bouncers. Not to denigrate my profession or my choices, but let's pump the brakes a little on assuming I know what I'm doing with my life."
Vi grabbed some weights and did a few sets with them, delaying moving into doing more squats as she knew that's what Cait was waiting for. Might as well make her squirm a little first.
"I've been thinking about that some too," Vi said. "I feel like I probably want to do something else at some point, but I've never been too interested in any particular line of work."
"It's a problem," Cait agreed. "You think about going respectable, and it's just like, what, working in a boring-ass office all day for a pay cut? Yeah right."
Vi, using her mirror's reflection, watched Cait staring at her ass. She mostly stuck with exercises that displayed her backside to maximum effect for a while, while trying not to appear too much like she was specifically seeking more of Cait's attention.
"I could maybe see you with a respectable career," Vi said. "But I feel like you'd need a seriously rebellious streak somewhere in your life."
"You think I'm rebellious?"
"Not exactly. But I think you enjoy giving society the finger, metaphorically speaking."
"Something we have in common then," Cait said.
"What's that mean?"
"Really? My sexy punk-ass badass?" Cait bit her lip while staring hard at Vi's backside. "If we're talking about, as you put it, giving society the finger...."
"I am who I am."
"I know. And trust me, I enjoy it." Cait slipped from her perch and padded slowly toward Vi. "You ever think about, like, doing personal training or something?"
"For a career? Or for you so you can perv on me some more?"
"Both. Either." Cait knelt down behind Vi. "I'm probably not the only one who would pay good money for you to... teach me."
Cait started kissing Vi's butt before a response could be mustered. Just on Vi's cheeks at first, but Cait gradually spread her and zeroed in on her asshole.
"What... what are you doing now?" Vi asked, despite being pretty sure she knew the answer.
"Thought I might eat your ass," Cait said. She landed a kiss dead centre on Vi's butthole. "If I had to guess, probably no one's done this for you before."
"Well...."
"For boinking so many dudes, you're an awfully vanilla girl, Vi."
"Hey!"
"Not a bad thing. Just saying. I don't mind opening your mind to some new possibilities."
"... my mind's not what you're opening right now."
"Hehe, yeah."
Vi leaned over her weight bench and spread her legs wider. It stung a little to be called vanilla, but honestly Cait might have a point. No one else had ever eaten her pussy or ass before Cait, and Vi was enjoying having her horizons broadened in this instance.
"Have you done a lot of this?" Vi asked.
"Not really, no," Cait said, her voice somewhat muffled by Vi's ass. "Seemed like a good time to learn."
"Fuck... you're kinda good with your tongue."
"Fank 'oo."
Vi flicked her gaze to her mirror. She mostly could only see her own naked body, bent over and slightly flushed and sweaty. Cait was partly visible, enough to know what she was up to. That image alone didn't nearly do justice to the way her tongue was dancing over Vi's bum.
Vi relaxed into her first ever rimjob, leaning more and more on her bench as Cait ate her ass out. Her legs weren't exactly going weak, but she was definitely thinking about the possibility of stretching out somewhere, like her bed, for instance.
"Hey, do you--"
The door opened, unceremoniously interrupting proceedings. Riker stood there, eyes wide.
"Do you not knock?!" Vi demanded.
"Not at the garage, no," Riker answered absently. He tilted his head as though trying to better peer at what Cait was up to with her face buried in Vi's ass.
"Get out," Vi said, really feeling like it shouldn't have to be specified.
"Uh huh," Riker said. "Um... Mom wants to know if Cait's staying for supper. She says it's not gonna be long and--"
"Ri, if I have to get up and kick your ass, neither of us is going to enjoy it."
"Is that a yes or--"
All it took was a quick lunge from Vi and Riker was gone, slamming the door quickly as a defensive measure.
"For someone who wants my help..." Vi grumbled.
"Hehe, he didn't mean to interrupt, you know," Cait said.
"It's not funny."
"It's a little funny."
"I... really didn't want to be interrupted just then," Vi said.
"Yeah, babe, I know. We'll pick up again later, ok? Anything you want."
"... anything?"
"There's my hornygirl," Cait said, ruffling Vi's hair affectionately. "And speaking of your brother though...."
"Absolutely not."
"You don't know what I was going to say!"
"I can guess," Vi said. "You're way more of a hornygirl than I am."
"Well I mean... he was into it. You saw him staring."
"I'd rather we not fuck my brother, Cait."
"I guess that's fair," Cait said, wrapping her arms around Vi from behind. "I do kinda think sometimes, and this might be totally wrong and a terrible idea, that like a threeway might be helpful for us."
"Why?"
"'Cause you know, you like dick more than pussy."
"Shit, yeah. Sorry about--"
"No no," Cait said firmly. "You don't have anything to be sorry about. I know what I'm involved in, here. Just... thoughts, you know?"
"Uh huh." Vi contemplated for a moment. "I should probably shower and get dressed."
"Don't worry about it on my account."
"For family dinner. Not for you."
"Oh sure."
****
Zoe felt a bit alone during dinner and afterward. Izzy and Riker were, as usual, all wrapped up in each other. Vi wasn't far behind them, being all obsessed with her girlfriend lately as she was.
The twins hung out with her a bit while she played Elden Ring, but shut themselves in their room for most of the evening. Vi and Cait similarly occupied themselves in a way that involved the occasional giggle or moan slipping past Vi's bedroom door.
Even Helena had been having an awful lot of phone time with Athena of late. Phone sex, more specifically. Zoe had noted that, though she wasn't sure any of her siblings had yet. Then again, she was probably the only one spending time listening at doors.
She probably shouldn't creep about like that, she knew. Sometimes she was bored, lonely, and curious. It happened.
Since everyone else was in their various bedrooms, Zoe took over the living room all to herself. She watched some tv, and idly masturbated for a while even if her heart wasn't really in it.
She pulled her hand back out of her panties when she heard movement. Cait and Vi headed to the door, as it happened. Vi seeing Cait off to work, apparently. Zoe never understood how her sister and her coworkers could stand working hours like that. It felt like it should drive a person crazy.
"Watching anything good, Zo?" Vi asked, joining her afterward.
"Enh."
"Good enough."
Zoe eyed Vi for a moment. "Cait not sleeping over, huh?"
"She's got work."
"Uh huh. Kinda sucks, doesn't it?"
"I guess." Vi shrugged. "Just seems normal to me."
"You want her to stay?"
"You're being kinda nosy, you know."
"Just asking," Zoe said.
Vi left it in silence a minute or two before actually answering. "We're still working on stuff. I guess I still don't know exactly what I'm looking for from her. What I want, what I don't want."
"Oh, right."
"Maybe... maybe it would be nice to spend the night together."
"I think it would be," Zoe said softly. "The twins seem to like it."
Vi snorted. "Yeah, ok, but you can't base anything on what the twins do. They aren't a model for healthy relationships."
"Why not? Other than being siblings, obviously."
"... well that's the main reason, actually."
"Other than that, though?"
Vi frowned. "Ok, I don't have a good reason other than that."
"And do you even think that's a good reason to disapprove?"
"I'm not disapproving. People can do what they want. Just... you know, I wouldn't look to them as an example necessarily."
Zoe let it drop there. She didn't think Vi really had a good argument to make, and in the absence of a reason to think otherwise, Zoe still kind of felt like Izzy and Riker might be the most ideal relationship she knew.
Vi and Cait were cute, but kind of a mess still. Helena and Athena were... well Zoe wasn't even sure what they were. Maybe secret fuckbuddies? And none of Zoe's friends really kept boyfriends, or indeed girlfriends, for very long. Never mind the messy breakups she'd witnessed.
Zoe spent a while wondering if she should have been born a twin too. Maybe that would have been nice.
When the two of them went to bed, Zoe picked away at her story for a bit, stripped down to just panties and a loose t-shirt, then spent a while contemplating her empty bed without actually climbing in. She shook her head and padded over to Vi's room instead.
"'M tryin' to sleep," Vi mumbled as Zoe sneaked in.
"I know," Zoe said. She slipped under the covers next to her big sis.
"I'm naked," Vi warned.
"That's cool."
"... fine."
Vi went quiet, presumably letting Zoe stay. Zoe smiled and lay as still as she could, enjoying the warmth of a shared bed. A few moments later, unexpectedly, Vi rolled over and threw an arm across Zoe, cuddling up to her. Zoe squealed just a little in surprise, then once again went quiet and still lest her sister still change her mind and kick her out of bed instead.
****
Izzy felt a little weird going shopping without her brother. It was the sensible option if she wanted to surprise him with the dress she was going to wear, but she wasn't used to doing much of anything without him. It felt vaguely like a part of her was missing.
Still, with Celeste, Aurora, and Diana along in the car, she wasn't exactly lonely. There were plenty of distractions to keep her mind off of Riker. Mostly.
At the store they'd chosen, all four girls kind of immediately scattered for a first look around before slowly clumping back up. Izzy took her time, really perusing the options and spending quite a lot of time in front of a few dresses imagining how they'd look on her, and more importantly how Riker would react.
"You're looking a little dazed," Celeste said.
"Hm?" Izzy said. "No. Just thinking."
"Awfully serious thinking," Aurora said. "You got anything picked out you want to try yet?"
"Maybe. I just, you know, want something a little elegant, but also that'll maybe look a little sexy. Something Ri'll like."
"Girl, he'll like you in anything," Celeste said. "You don't have to wear anything at all and he'll--"
"He'd really like that," Aurora giggled.
"Not what I meant. But... yeah."
Izzy nodded absently, examining another option. "I know. He'll like me in anything. But it'd be nice to wear something that really makes him stare. More than usual, I mean."
"Well don't worry, we've got a few hours and lots of options," Celeste said.
"I know," Izzy said. "I should probably just start trying some on."
"Yeah, are you guys ready yet?" Diana asked, walking up with a few selections on one arm.
"Not quite, Izzy's being particular," Aurora said.
"Nothing wrong with that," Izzy said.
"Usually no," Diana agreed. "But I want to start trying these on. Just pick a few you like to get started. You don't have to buy any of them."
Izzy let herself get pressured into grabbing a few dresses she'd been eyeing and making for the dressing rooms. They took four rooms next to each other and started off each changing into a dress and showing them off at the same time. Coordination broke down pretty quickly and they got more and more staggered, but that was fine. They needed to start helping each other with zippers and adjustments anyway.
Celeste and Aurora mostly helped each other at first, since it was an excuse to get their hands on each other, but eventually split more when they realized they wanted to surprise each other a little with their final selections.
Izzy spent some time in her bra and panties in Diana's dressing room when one of her zippers got stuck. Having been in several similarly intimate situations together of late, Izzy was slow to remember they were technically in a fairly non-private environment. Not that it mattered, as their minds were firmly on outfits for the moment.
"I don't want to look slutty or anything," Diana said, holding the last of her current selection of dresses up in the mirror. "But I do want to look good. It's kind of like a first date and everything."
"Can't really get away with slutty anyway," Izzy said. "School function and all."
"Pff, right, 'cause full nudity is definitely in the dress code."
"That was one time! Jeez. Anyway, you'll probably need to ditch the bra for this dress. Little bit backless there."
"If you want my underwear off, you can just say so," Diana said with a faint teasing grin.
"Be good. We're here for a purpose. And there's people around."
"Again, you went to class nak--"
"One time!"
Izzy unhooked Diana's bra before she could retort again. Being topless quieted her a little, at least long enough to try on her last dress. It wasn't the right one, though, and the girls had to put some clothes back on to gather more options. Diana didn't put her bra back on though.
Izzy helped Celeste for a bit and Diana paired up with Aurora. All four of the girls eventually ditched their underwear at times for the purposes of trying certain dresses. More so their bras rather than panties, though Izzy gave up and just went naked for a while in her dressing room while she slipped in and out of different options.
"Ok, you're definitely being too picky," Celeste said. "We've all got our dresses picked. You're still making excuses why every single one in the whole store isn't right."
"Well they aren't right," Izzy said, examining herself critically in the mirror yet again before letting another dress slink back to the floor.
"As much as I enjoy watching you with no clothes on, I'm starting to get kind of bored," Celeste said.
"Yeah, same," Aurora said, poking her head in. "Still nothing?"
"Don't rush me," Izzy said.
"Honestly just go naked," Diana said, squeezing in to the increasingly crowded changing space. "Ri'll love that more than anything."
"You guys think I'm a wanton, horny little thing just constantly, don't you?" Izzy accused.
"Uh huh."
"Yeah."
"Pretty much."
"... that was one of those times where you're supposed to disagree with me," Izzy said.
"Well don't ask such leading questions then," Aurora said.
"Tell you what, though, if you're gonna just stand there with no clothes on..." Diana said, biting her lip and sinking to her knees.
"Hey, none of that. We've got a mission here," Izzy said.
Diana ignored her and started kissing her pussy. Celeste and Aurora were no help, as they just seemed amused by it.
"It's not even gonna do any good," Izzy said. "Riker's not here. I can't cum without him."
"That's not true," Diana murmured.
"It is!"
"Even if it is, who says this is for your benefit."
Izzy leaned back against the wall as Diana licked at her pussy. "What about that date with Brian coming up?"
"S'why I want to get some of this in before then. If we start dating... well, it's more complicated then."
Celeste giggled. "You sure you don't want to date a girl? You really seem to enjoy pussy."
Diana shrugged. "Maybe? I might have to try both."
Izzy moaned softly. Diana's tongue did feel good. She was exceptionally eager, if nothing else.
"Are you doing ok in there?" a voice called from outside the flimsy protection of the dressing room.
Everyone froze for a second, except Diana who kept licking.
"Yes, thanks," Celeste called back, taking just a little too long to sound normal.
"You sure? Can I help you find a different size or anything?"
Izzy almost answered before shutting her mouth again. It really wouldn't do to have multiple voices answering from inside. If someone was paying enough attention, they'd be aware there were four girls crammed in there already. As it was, suspecting two of them in one room wasn't too bad, as they'd been helping each other so much already.
Celeste stuck her arm out of the room holding a dress. "Actually yes, do you have this one size up?"
"I'll have a look."
Izzy breathed a sigh of relief. "Ok, see, we almost got caught just then."
"Again I have to wonder why you care," Diana mumbled from between her legs.
"I'm not actually obligated to be stupid and horny all the time," Izzy said.
"That's technically true," Aurora said. "Come on, Di. We'll go to the next room and you can lick me. Let Iz actually pick a damn dress already."
"Babe!" Celeste said.
"Oh shh, we'll switch in a few minutes."
Celeste took a second, then nodded. "Yeah, ok." She gave Aurora a quick kiss. "Don't have too much fun."
Izzy smiled her thanks once she and Celeste were alone again. "Alright, let me see that black one that leaves one shoulder bare again."
"A sexy choice. Your ass looks great in it too."
"You think?"
"Mmhm." Celeste leaned back and watched Izzy get into the dress, deftly catching the sales associate coming back with their decoy dress as well. "I get it, you know. If you and your brother don't want to mess around all the time."
Izzy nodded. "Yeah, I mean I don't know, I think everything was just crazy for a bit. We're kinda new at some of this stuff. Any excuse to see each other naked and all that." She turned to examine her butt in the mirror as best she could. "But it's also like... like it's Ri, and part of me just wants to do the same stuff we've always done. Just casual hanging out and whatever. Another part of me wants to jump him and make out every time I lay eyes on him. And then there's some parts I don't think I fully understand yet."
"Like maybe wanting the perfect dress to go to the dance with? So that he gets even more smitten with you?"
"Yeah. Yeah like that. You worded it better than I could."
Celeste patted her shoulder. "I wouldn't worry about it. I don't think you two could be any more into each other."
Izzy bit her lip and took a last look at herself. "Well a girl can try, can't she?"
****
Riker, meanwhile, was shopping with Vi and Cait. He appreciated the help, even if he kind of felt like Vi was more interested in distracting Cait and teasing him than in providing assistance.
"Don't know why you don't just buy an identical dress to whatever Izzy wears," Vi said. "You two like to match."
Counter to Riker's hopes when he'd asked Vi in the first place, Cait was actually the far more helpful of the two.
"Shush, babe," Cait said. "We're gonna make your brother the handsomest guy at the dance, and it's gonna be super cute and romantic. None of your poo-pooing."
"It might be cute, if you're into that sort of thing," Vi said. "Do I even bother reminding you he's taking our sister?"
"That's why it's extra cute already," Cait insisted.
"There's something wrong with you, cupcake."
"And yet you desperately want to be with me anyway. So what's wrong with you, hm?"
Riker rolled his eyes at the playful bickering and kept looking around. He wasn't used to really dressing up much, and was a bit lost. At least Vi and Cait did offer some suggestions every now and then, when they weren't too busy with each other.
If he didn't need their help, Riker would have been tempted to point out that the two of them were acting even more like siblings than he and Izzy often did, and they weren't actually related.



He accumulated as much of an armful of clothes as he could reasonably carry before seeking a dressing room. Vi happily claimed a seat in the 'bored boyfriends' section, as she called it while he went in to change.
"You have to wait for me to be shopping before you can be the bored boyfriend," Cait said from outside.
"Just getting my practice in, babe," Vi said.
"Uh huh. Well maybe I won't take you when I go shopping for sexy underwear. How 'bout that?"
"Ah! Well now that's just cruel." Vi paused. "Wanna pick some up today?"
"Maybe if you're a good girl."
Riker did his best to ignore the two of them. A few of the options he'd brought didn't look good at all, and he easily discarded them. Others he decided might be ok, and eventually he had to step out and get opinions.
Vi was very much thumbs up or thumbs down, as far as critique. Cait was more thorough in her assessments, and was quick to bustle off and return with different sizes or variations as need be.
"You better marry her or some shit," Riker said. "I think I might need her as a sister-in-law."
Vi snorted. "I'll tell her you said that."
"Go ahead. I stand by it."
Vi's teasing smirk faded a little as she realized he wasn't going to be baited. "Ri, honestly... I mean fuck off with marriage, I'm not thinking about anything that deep right now. But Cait's special. Don't think I don't know it."
"I know you do. You don't give up cock for just anyone."
"Ha, good one." Vi eyed Riker in an odd way that made him uncomfortable for reasons he couldn't put his finger on. "She's had ideas about getting some cock, though."
"I... what does that mean?"
"Nothing important. Not like it would happen anyway. It'd be weird."
"Oh sure."
Vi sighed and leaned back, hands firmly stuck in the pockets of her light jacket. "You know what bugs me is as much as I like her, I still feel weird about a lot of sex stuff with her. I know I don't feel the same about girls as guys, but I really like her. And... and I shouldn't be so scared of pussy."
Riker blinked. "You're scared of pussy?"
"Not in the way you're implying. It's like if someone asked you right now to suck a cock. It'd feel weird, right?"
Riker looked around at the other patrons he could see, hopefully none of whom could overhear this conversation. "I mean of the options here currently, yeah, it'd be pretty weird."
"Also generally, I mean," Vi said. "Unless you've got a side of you I'm not aware of. Which is cool if you do, I guess, but in that case my example falls apart."
Riker gave it some serious consideration. "I guess if Izzy had a cock one day, I wouldn't mind sucking it for her," he said.
"Of course you wouldn't."
"I don't know who else I'd want to bother with."
Vi raised an eyebrow. "None of those girls you've been banging, perhaps?"
"I don't bang anyone," Riker said. "I have sex with Izzy. Other stuff is, you know, just mouths and things. Just messing around."
"Oh sure."
Cait swooped back in with another armful and shooed Riker back into the dressing room. She settled down practically in Vi's lap to wait, and Riker was able to listen to them while he changed.
"You two talking about me while I'm gone?" Cait teased.
"Some," Vi said. "And about whether Riker wants to suck cock or not."
"... you know, I kind of believe you might have been."
"Why do you say that so weird?"
"It's an odd topic of conversation under the circumstances," Cait explained. "But... given your family...."
"What's wrong with my family?"
"Nothing," Cait said, followed by the unmistakable sounds of kisses. "I'm quite a fan. But they are different."
"I'll ask them to try and be the same," Vi said.
"Nooo, I like the way the are."
"Even if they're different?"
"Especially if they are! They're so--"
"Yeah, I know what you think they are," Vi said. "Don't get all worked up in the middle of the store."
"Ah! I'm not that bad and you know it."
"You think the twins are cute together."
"They are!"
Riker had to walk out of the dressing room blushing as he and Izzy were discussed. It was nice, in a way, but also he didn't really know what to do with the odd compliment.
"Oh, that looks nice," Cait said. She walked around Riker to examine him from different angles. "That jacket'll do nicely. We may need to swap... hm, yeah, I think I know. Back in the dressing room, mister."
Riker hesitated as Cait dragged him back in to change, mostly because she came with him this time. He looked back at Vi who just kind of shrugged bemusedly from her seat.
****
Vi was kind of enjoying playing the role of exasperated boyfriend. She clung to that outward appearance, even whipping out her phone while Cait was helping her brother with his outfit. Mostly, though, scrolling on her phone was a cover for her inner indecision.
Cait had shown pretty consistently that she wasn't going to be weirded out by Vi's family, which was good because if the little pervos scared her off, Vi was not going to be a happy big sister. Vi unquestionably had a good thing here, even if she wasn't totally sure what it was.
Part of the problem was that Vi had become comfortably used to her previous method of handling relationships, which was to say she didn't bother with them and considered them a minor nuisance. Cait had kind of upended that on her--in a good way--but it left her reeling a bit.
For instance, the continued confusing issue of whether Vi was prepared to be with another girl. Cait made her all warm and fluttery in ways that no boy ever had. But, then, sex with girls just didn't make the same innate sense to Vi that fucking boys always had.
Sexually straight, romantically gay. Zoe had suggested that possibility, and Vi had been chewing on it ever since. It just sounded so goddamn unfair and complicated. Like how hard would it have been to be built normal anyway? Or at least normal-ish. Or... something. Admittedly, Vi had never cared much for other people's definition of normal. She was, at the very least, an unapologetic tomboy and had no interest in that ever changing.
"Ooh, Vi, your bother's wearing panties under his clothes!" Cait called from inside the dressing room. "You think they're his sister's?"
Vi looked up from her phone. "A little louder, babe. I don't think the whole store heard."
Cait peeked her head out. "It's pretty hot," she said in a more hushed tone.
"You've got weird kinks, Cait."
"Lucky you," Cait shot back with a wink.
"We just like to match sometimes," Riker grumbled from within the dressing room. "It's not anything weird."
"Never said it was weird," Cait assured him. "And they make your butt look super good anyway."
"Don't molest my brother too much, babe," Vi said casually while looking down at her phone again.
Riker's squeak of indignation melded rather amusingly with Cait's firm protests that she was only helping.
Vi sighed, staring right through her phone screen. The teasing and flirting were so good. And she really quite enjoyed Cait doing things to her. She felt bad that she was so indecisive about taking things further.
Probably she should be truly annoyed that Cait seemed interested in her siblings. That felt like poor relationship etiquette. However, despite her outward feelings on the matter, Vi was more and more considering whether there was any help to be had there. Riker was, for all his little-brother-ness, still a boy. His and Izzy's athleticism lent itself well to the both of them being hot little things.
It felt like the most backward-ass plan in the world to even consider using her brother to help get over some sexual hangups. There was a glimmer of potential there, sure, but it really shouldn't have been any more than a passing thought, discarded as quickly as it arrived.
Cait sauntered back out to sit next to Vi, looking quite pleased with herself. She insinuated an arm around one of Vi's and leaned in close with a beaming smile until Vi finally put her phone away.
"What are you so happy about?" Vi asked.
"Got your brother the perfect outfit," Cait said. "No sister could resist him."
"I don't like the way you look at me when you say things like that."
"Sure you do. Come on out, Ri!"
Riker somewhat awkwardly emerged. Vi eyed him up and down, grudgingly admitting to herself that sure, he looked pretty good.
"Am I crazy," Vi asked slowly, "or is he dressed kind of like me?"
"Looks good on him too, doesn't it?" Cait said.
"I mean...."
Cait bounced to her feet and ran her fingers through Riker's hair. "If we just get his hair style a little, put lots of product in it--"
"Are you trying to turn him into a boy version of me?" Vi asked.
"Well...."
Riker coughed. "Is it... is it actually good? Or am I in the middle of something here?"
"Both," Vi said. "You're a handsome boi." She stood up. "Now let's buy your clothes and get you a haircut so Cait stops thinking about cloning me."
Cait pouted. "It'd make a good pic, at least. We could just temporarily dye his hair so--"
"Damn you're horny today," Vi said. "Ri's already got a twin. He doesn't need to be mine too."
"But think of the potential," Cait protested. "At least for the artistic merit, if we're ignoring the aesthetic beauty."
"Um... ok, but the outfit..." Riker tried again.
"Yes, Ri. Izzy'll cream herself, ok?" Vi said. "Now change back and let's get moving."
"Roll the sleeves up at a tactical moment," Cait advised. "Actually let me show you with the sleeves rolled," she said to Vi. "You'll appreciate this."
"I'm changing, I'm changing," Riker said, frantically retreating.
"Awfully excitable, isn't he?" Cait remarked.
"You have that effect sometimes, babe" Vi said.
"Oh do I?"
"Yes, and you very well know it."
"I'll try not to."
Vi frowned. "Well let's not be hasty."
Cait climbed into Vi's lap, and Vi immediately put her hands around Cait, just at her waist where there were hints of bare skin between her shirt and tight jeans. Vi's hands slipped once or twice down to Cait's firm ass while they made out a little.
"Maybe don't get us kicked out until I've bought what I need," Riker said awkwardly from behind Cait.
Both girls looked up from each other and remembered that there was a bit of an audience, some of which either didn't notice or didn't mind, but other parts of which were becoming disgruntled with the display.
"Yeah. Yeah ok," Vi said.
She stood up while picking Cait up at the same time, fully grabbing her butt to keep a grip on her. Cait shrieked in surprise, then delight, both emotions attracting more attention.
"I can't take you guys anywhere," Riker grumbled.
"That's rich coming from you," Vi snorted.
"From me?!"
"You gonna pretend you and Izzy don't--"
Riker flushed crimson and marched ahead faster. "We're subtle and dignified in public, thank you very much!"
Vi slipped her hand into Cait's and meandered after her brother. "Ten bucks says they definitely aren't."
"No fair trying to spring a sucker bet on me," Cait argued.
"Sorry, Cupcake."
"Mmm, that's ok. All forgiven. But we might need to stop at another place so I can get over the trauma with some retail therapy."
Vi narrowed her eyes. "What kind of place?"
"Don't worry. You'll like it."
****
Vi did indeed like the store they went to next. She and Cait dropped Riker off to get a haircut first, then Cait took her to a shop that specialized in ladies' wear. A lot of the store was perfectly respectable outfits, dresses, sleepwear, etc. Toward the back there was an awful lot of lingerie and generally naughtier options.
Vi wasn't fully convinced that just shopping for that stuff was going to be any fun, but she underestimated Cait. And, admittedly, probably hadn't stopped to consider that her girlfriend made underwear exciting for a living.
Cait had a way of holding bras up to her chest or panties down at her crotch that could make one forget that she was still fully clothed behind the articles. And that was before Cait started actually trying things on.
Vi found herself sitting outside some dressing rooms again, but this time eagerly awaiting every new appearance of the current model.
Riker caught up eventually, after a brief flurry of texts between he and Vi.
"Abandoned me to go shopping again, huh?" Riker asked, settling in next to Vi and dropping his bag of purchases next to him.
"Shh," Vi said absently while staring at the room Cait was currently in.
"Don't shh me. I'm kind of surprised you'd be so into this. I thought you were getting bored."
"I was."
"So what--"
As if knowing how to make an entrance--which again was what she did for a living--Cait appeared in a dramatic flourish to interrupt Riker. She'd already demonstrated a few sets of underwear, and if anything she seemed to be getting progressively more scandalous.
This time she had a bra with cups so low that just a hint of nipple was visible over the top, along with some very lacy panties that suggested one could see through them, even if one actually couldn't. She wore a garter and stocking set too, as though extra emphasis were needed that she was in a very 'bedroom' set of underthings.
"Oh," Riker said.
"You get it now, huh?" Vi said, her eyes raking firmly over Cait's body.
"Yeah. Yeah I get it."
Riker lifted a fist toward Vi, and without even glancing at him she met it with hers.
Cait was entirely unselfconscious about Riker being present, or indeed anyone else in the store. To Vi's eyes, she and Cait might as well have been alone in her room.
Cait shimmied and slowly twirled, showing off every angle of the underwear. The process included a few moves that Vi knew for sure were lifted from her routine at work. In this case, anything that involved Cait leaning over also meant tantalizingly increasing the amount of nipple shown off, if only by the smallest margins. Vi had seen Cait's breasts more times than she could count, and yet she found herself hooked on the possibility of that bra slipping just a tiny bit further.
"What do you think?" Cait murmured.
"Fuck, babe, you know this isn't fair," Vi said. "You make all this stuff look good."
"Well... just try and keep in mind which items you most want to get me out of," Cait said with a cat-like grin and a wink before she vanished back into the dressing room.
Vi sat back and closed her eyes for a moment.
"So, uh, out of curiousity, how many more of those is she showing off?" Riker croaked.
"I have no idea, bro."
Riker fidgeted next to Vi. "We should probably... support her anyway. She helped me and all."
Vi smirked at Riker until he looked away and pretended to be studying a nearby display of socks.
Cait sauntered out again, this time getting even more sensual with her modeling. She got closer to Vi, swaying her tits and her hips at strategic moments, then scooted over to Riker and stuck her boobs in his face a little too. Riker's uncertain whimpers would have been amusing if Vi hadn't been feeling much the same mix of arousal and confusion as he was.
"Is she... allowed to do this?" Riker whispered when Cait disappeared again.
"I don't tell my girlfriend what she's allowed to do," Vi said.
"Oh, sure. But I meant, like, in this store specifically. Like with the underwear and nearly stripping and--"
"Oh that." Vi scratched her head. "Well... I think maybe she's not supposed to be actually trying on panties the way she has been. Or modeling quite so vigourously. But... well you see that guy working the cash?"
"Um... yeah?"
"He's been trying to pretend like he's not staring, and doesn't have a boner behind the counter. That girl behind us, the one who presumably works here, she's been adjusting that same rack of clothes for twenty minutes now, and I'd have to seriously worry for her if her face is always that red."
Riker considered what Vi was saying, while also surreptitiously gauging the other occupants of the store. Luckily there weren't many of the latter, and some of them probably just hadn't noticed the illicit goings on, while the few others seemed to be trying to pretend like they were oblivious. Riker was a little surprised given the largely female clientele of the shop at the amount of interest in getting some sidelong glances at Cait's appearances.
"So she's getting away with everything... because people are horny," Riker said.
"Far as I can tell."
Riker nodded. "That actually kind of makes sense to me."
Something in his tone made Vi eyes her brother suspiciously. "What does that mean?"
"Hm?"
"You heard me."
"No, nothing. It's nothing."
"It's not nothing," Vi insisted.
Riker shrugged. "Only that, like, Iz and I get away with stuff sometimes because of horniness. That's all."
Cait appeared again, this time in some sleek thigh high stockings, and a matching bra and panty set that was just transparent enough to make things very interesting. Along with making sure Vi and Riker both got very good looks at her from every angle, she swayed even closer until she was practically giving Vi a lap dance.
"Unf. Babe, seriously, dial it back a little," Vi murmured.
"Don't like it?" Cait asked.
"I like it too much."
Cait giggled and slipped away just before Vi's arms wrapped around her. "Ah ah, no touching, you know the rules."
"We're not in the strip club at the moment."
"Oh right. I forgot."
"Uh huh. Sure you did."
Riker made a strangled noise in his throat as Cait climbed into his lap, not quite grinding on him or rubbing her boobs in his face, but so damn close that the difference was only academic.
"Help," Riker squeaked.
Cait laughed, clearly enjoying herself way too much. She spun away from Riker and casually slipped out of her bra in a single smooth, well-rehearsed movement. She turned her back to her audience, snapped over at ninety degrees to ensure her bum was pointed directly at Vi, then wiggled her booty while shimmying her panties down her legs.
Vi was fully enraptured. She couldn't recall any reason at all why she wasn't already in the process of taking Cait to bed. She was, as far as she could tell, so wet she'd probably leave a puddle behind when she stood up. And somehow, Cait wasn't even done yet.
With a casual flick of her wrist, Cait tossed her panties over Vi's head, straight at the girl pretending to work. The girl caught the garment with one hand, rather undercutting her pretense of not paying attention. Cait winked, blew a kiss, then sauntered back to her dressing room.
"Vi. Vi!" Riker said urgently.
"I know," Vi said. "We're in trouble."
"Yeah I guess that's basically what I wanted to say." Riker swallowed. "Is there more?"
"There's more!" Cait called from her dressing room.
"I think there's more," Vi said.
Riker nodded, his eyes fixed in space like he was hypnotized. "Oh."
"Hey, Ri?" Vi asked, lowering her voice so hopefully only he could hear.
"Yeah?"
"This is gonna sound pretty fucked up probably...."
"That's ok. Sneak it by me while my brain's melting. I won't even notice."
Vi nodded. "Ok. I'm wondering... oh god... I'm wondering, like, if you'd maybe help out with some stuff."
"That couldn't possibly have been a more vague request."
"I know." Vi rubbed her face. "Listen, we're both horny and not thinking right now, so don't answer or criticize until later, ok? But... but what we were all three in bed together at some point. Just... just consider it."
"Four," Riker said automatically.
"Huh?"
"Izzy. That'd make four."
Vi blinked. "So I ask about potentially a threeway with me and Cait, and your first response is to make sure our sister is included too?"
Riker frowned. "Well yeah. If I was going to do something like that, it wouldn't be without her."
Vi rubbed his shoulder. "That's sweet, bro. Messed up beyond all rational understanding, but sweet."



"That's our family motto, isn't it?"
Vi half laughed and half choked. "Probably should be. God our boundaries are so freaking bad. Maybe non-existent."
"Maybe." Riker chewed on his bottom lip. "I'm liable to say yes right now, just because... well, you know what Cait's doing to us."
"I am very aware. S'the only reason I think I could even ask. And I want to be clear here, it's mostly because you're a boy and Cait seems to have taken a fancy to you. And you're so infatuated with Izzy that I don't have to worry about you getting weird and clingy."
"Thin excuses, sis," Riker said.
"I'm aware."
"I.. I might have to back out, though. If Izzy isn't on board."
"No, yeah, obviously." Vi eyed her brother sidelong and decided not to question how quickly he'd come around to the idea of having sex with another one of his sisters. It was probably best not to dwell on that too hard. Plus if she did think about it, she'd probably have to acknowledge how easily she'd come around to seducing her brother. Best to let some things be.
Cait's final show took longer than Vi was expecting, but it made sense once she strutted out. She'd opted for something like a complicated corset that also covered her tits, but that left flashes of skin visible in between a frankly ridiculous number of straps and buckles. Like a garment that couldn't decide if it was lingerie or tactical gear.
Somehow, though, the complication added to the allure, as it gave the whole thing an ever-shifting feeling that one could either slip it right off her, or that it was so confusing that it was never coming off again. This combined with a very calculated covering of Cait's breasts that once again hinted strongly at nipple and cleavage without actually displaying a bounty of either.
Her panties seemed ordinary in comparison until Cait turned around and revealed the back to be little more than a single string snugged between her butt cheeks, cut rather high up her waist. Both Vi and Riker made twin guttural sounds of helpless lust as Cait flicked her booty in their direction the first time.
"You're killing us," Vi said. "You know that right?"
Cait smiled but otherwise ignored her. She swayed to the soft music playing in the store, not really a proper dancing song, but she made it work just as well as if it was a beat blaring in the strip club. She took her time, teasing Vi and Riker both, including getting up in both their laps again.
She was even less subtle this time, fully grinding in Vi's lap, and apparently doing exactly the same to her brother. Every time Vi reached for her, Cait directed her hand to a different part of her corset, slowly getting her to unhook her. Riker, by contrast, appeared mostly paralyzed and unsure what, if anything, to do with his hands.
The corset came off eventually, leaving Cait dancing in nothing but her scanty excuse for panties. She swung her butt some more, making sure it was the focus of every eye pointed in her direction, then backed it up so she was fully grinding on Vi's lap.
Vi groaned and put her hands on Cait, running up her warm tummy to her breasts, and down to her pussy which was soaking through the panties she was modeling. Cait let herself be touched this time, let Vi feel her up, and only eventually struggled free.
Cait danced into Riker's lap, facing him, grinding her crotch on the tent in his pants. She was noticeably flushed and panting, just as turned on as Vi and Riker.
Vi watched Riker's hands tentatively land on Cait's ass while she continued to bury his face in her cleavage. It was so very clear to Vi that this threeway was happening. Or fourway, as the case may be. She was going to involve her siblings in her sex life, and all it did was turn her on.
Luckily, before Vi could get too existential about her lack of proper familial boundaries, Cait was moving again. She did some kind of wiggly maneuver to slip out of her panties, and with a casual ease popped them into Riker's mouth. She then slid herself back into Vi's lap while Riker tried to process what had just happened, and how he'd come to be sucking on panties coated in Cait's pussy.
"Vi," Cait breathed.
"Yeah?"
"Make me cum. Please?"
"Unf. I should be asking you the same thing."
Vi pushed a hand between her thigh and Cait's pussy. Cait happily kept grinding away, using Vi's fingers as a sex toy of sorts.
"I mighta got carried away," Cait admitted.
"You don't say."
"I liked the way you were looking at me."
"I liked the way you danced for me."
"You've seen that lots."
"Not when it's for me."
Vi kissed Cait's neck, and nuzzled down to her breasts. Cait whimpered, using Vi's fingers, and made herself cum in a much needed release. She clung to Vi all through it, and perhaps even tighter in the afterglow.
"Vi?"
"Hm?"
"How many people are looking right now?"
"I think it's probably best if we pretend no one is. I personally am not about to look around guiltily just at the moment."
"That's probably smart."
Vi stood up, holding Cait fully aloft for a moment before setting her on her own feet. Vi whipped off the light jacket she'd been wearing and wrapped it around Cait's shoulders, providing some small shelter from prying eyes. Vi had a sleeveless shirt on underneath, and Cait's eyes landed on her bare arms for a moment.
"Let's get you out to the car," Vi said.
"My clothes--"
"Ri'll get 'em." Vi tossed Riker her wallet. "Bro, do me a favour and collect Cait's things, and buy... well, just buy whatever you can find that she was showing off in."
Riker looked around, then down at the panties that had been shoved in his mouth. "Probably better include these," he said.
"Especially those."
"And the thing with all the straps?"
"Mmhm."
"And--"
"Riker, my brother, on this day my bank account is a worthy sacrifice to the cause. Do what you need to do."
"O-ok."
Riker looked around trying to figure out where to start. Cait meanwhile clung closer to Vi.
"I can't walk out to the car like this," Cait hissed.
"Why not? You didn't care who saw you a few moments ago."
"There's a big difference between that and walking naked through a mall and parking lot."
Vi shook her head. "Only half naked."
Cait pouted. "You gonna make me do this?"
"No. But if you do... I'll do anything you want in the bedroom."
Cait's eyes lit back up like she'd immediately forgotten the meanings of shy and embarrassed. "Anything?"
"Mmhm."
"Like--"
"As in I think I might have talked Riker into joining us. Which probably means Izzy too."
Cait pressed herself right up in front of Vi, seeking a deep kiss. "You don't have to do that, you know. They're your siblings, and that's more important that any sexual urges either of us have."
"I know. But I think it'll be fine. And I really kind of want to get over some hangups I have. I kind of hate that involving my brother is the best way I can think of, but also...." Vi glanced over her shoulder to make sure Riker wasn't anywhere nearby. "Maybe I'm just too horny, but I keep getting all tingly thinking about sharing him with you."
"Babe...." Cait wrapped her arms around the back of Vi's neck and kissed her some more. "This is gonna be so hot. I promise. I'll make you cum so many times."
"'K. But just so you know, everyone walking by can see you ass right now."
Cait meeped and crouched down some, tugging Vi's jacket as low over her bum as she could. "I think I'm done with public nudity for today."
"We have work tonight, still."
"Well I'm done with it in unsanctioned locations then." Cait batted her eyes at Vi. "Rescue me?"
"Sure thing."
Vi scooped Cait up in a princess carry and marched out to the car. They got plenty of stares on the way still, but all curled up in her arms, Cait wasn't actually terribly exposed. Vi smiled at the way Cait kept her eyes screwed up tight until they were in the relative safety of the car.
"I shoulda just taken the time to get dressed again," Cait murmured.
"Sure. But what fun would that have been?" Vi asked.
"You're really gonna do anything I want?"
"Probably."
"Probably?"
"Well I'm gonna do incest for you. Anything much worse than that and I may have to back out."
"Fair." Cait pulled Vi's jacket tighter over herself. "I'm keeping this jacket, by the way."
"That's fine. I am willing to sacrifice so many things today." Vi sighed dramatically. "Must be love."
Cait stared at her. Vi flushed.
"That was an off-hand, sarcastic comment," Vi said. "Don't look at me like that."
"You said--"
"I know what I said."
"You love--"
"Don't read too much into it."
Cait's face was a mixture of things, but mostly she was beaming, her nearly nude state forgotten.
"I'll kick you back out of the car if you keep looking at me like that," Vi growled.
"No you won't."
"Try me."
"You wanna love and protect me!"
"Oh god."
"All I needed to do was give you a lap dance this whole time, huh?"
"I take it back, ok!"
Cait giggled. "No takesie backsies!"
"... oh thank fuck, there's Riker finally."
Riker dumped a few bags into the back of the car, then took a seat. He seemed confused as he looked up front, Vi's eyes firmly ahead as she raced out of the parking lot, Cait staring affectionately at her with a whole new intensity.
"Did I miss something?" he asked.
"Nope," Vi said. "We're just... horny. Gotta get home and have an incestuous orgy. Normal stuff."
"Yeah, babe. Just normal stuff," Cait agreed.
"Um... ok then," Riker said. "Back there, at the store, that was pretty cool, you know."
Cait took her eyes off Vi to give Riker a closer inspection. "Cool?"
"Yeah."
"That's a weird way of saying you got turned on."
"Oh. I mean that too, obviously. You... you do that stuff really well." Riker brushed his hand through his hair, feeling the slight oddity of it being a different length than he was used to. "I actually did mean more, like, it's cool that you can just do stuff like that in front of strangers or... or not strangers, in my case. You can just...."
"Strip?"
"Well yeah, I guess. I don't know. Sorry."
"Thanks," Cait said, reaching a hand back to Riker's knee for a second. "I mean it is what I do for a living. And I did kind of leave myself unprepared for afterward. Usually I can disappear after a set for a few minutes. Or, you know, I know what everyone is there for, so it's a not a big deal." She sighed. "Middle of the mall was kind of a poor choice in some respects. So many unknowns. So many unsuspecting eyes."
"Yeah," Riker said. "Kind of like at school."
Cait and Vi both stared at him, Vi's eyes meeting his in the rearview mirror.
"I mean, you know. Hypothetically," Riker mumbled.
"No you didn't," Cait said. "Frig, Vi. I like your family."
"I know, babe. Hopefully you're gonna like them even more soon, or things might get awkward."
At the next stoplight, Cait unbuckled herself and slipped into the backseat with Riker. Graceful and flexible as she was, it was still an awkward maneuver, and Vi didn't help when she took the opportunity of Cait's bare ass in her face to give her a few spanks on the way.
"What did you do?" Cait asked, not even bothering with Vi's jacket anymore and sitting very nakedly in the back of the car.
"Nothin' really," Riker said, trying and failing not to perv on his sister's girlfriend. In a sense, though, why even bother stopping now?
"After that lap dance I gave you," Cait said, leaning in slightly, "you should be more open with me. Only fair, really."
Riker swallowed, feeling a suddenly dry mouth. "Vi? Help?"
"Don't look at me. I wanna know too."
Cait's fingers teased up Riker's neck to his cheek. "We're about to get even more intimate, you know. You should share. I think you want to share."
"Oh god. Ok. It's... it's just kind of like, you getting naked in the store like that... it makes me feel better about when Izzy and I got naked at school. Like we're not the only weird--"
"You did what?!"
"Yeah. Um... just for a couple classes though. And it wasn't even on purpose. Except it was when Izzy did it, I guess."
Cait sat with full, rapt attention as Riker told the story, awkward and fragmented as his delivery was. He had Vi's attention too, though she had to pay attention to the road.
"So my clothes got stolen after track practice one day. Only they weren't really stolen. We thought they were. And it's this whole... I don't know you'd have to understand the dynamics. But I ended up going without any clothes, and somehow didn't get sent to the principal's office or anything."
"Oh there's no way," Cait breathed, but she stayed focused and got increasingly wiggly in her seat as Riker kept going. She bit her lip and her eyes got a little wider with every added detail.
"And so, you know, Izzy finished her turn doing it," Riker said. "And we kind of decided that we probably shouldn't be that crazy, generally speaking."
"Wow, such wisdom," Vi said.
"Maybe a little crazy sometimes though?" Cait suggested.
"Yeah, we're not actually very good at sticking to it or anything," Riker said with a shrug. "But, you know, it's important Iz and I focus on each other more than wild escapades. That's the main thing."
"That's pretty cute," Cait said, casually winking at Riker. "Sibling love is so precious."
"... the usual kind? Or mine and Izzy's?"
"All of it."
Vi gratefully pulled into their driveway and hopped out of the car. "Alright you horny little succubus. We're here."
Cait climbed out too, then had a quick, intense discussion with Vi about whether or not she could sneak naked through the house without getting caught by Helena, Zoe, or to a lesser extent Izzy.
Riker ignored most of that and went inside to find Izzy. They had some things to discuss.
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Zoe was sitting at her computer, idly chewing her thumbnail. She was mildly stuck on the story she'd been writing, unsure quite where it was headed next. That was part of the problem with unintentionally basing more and more of it on her family; there were certainly moments of intense inspiration, but she didn't feel like she could invent anything too out of character when she had less material to work with.
Zoe studied her previous few paragraphs she'd written, as though somehow that might help. Sometimes her own writing could turn her on like crazy, nearly as much as sexy moments with her family. Probably largely because of the naughty memories being invoked.
In this case, despite being kind of in the mood to masturbate to her own smut, she wasn't really at a hot point in the story. It was a bit frustrating.
Zoe caught the sounds of a car parking in the driveway. One or more of her siblings returning home, most likely. Zoe swiveled back and forth in her computer chair a bit more, trying to jog her creativity a bit, then gave up and pattered out of her room to see about maybe hanging with one of her sibs for a bit.
She was, as it happened, just in time to catch Cait nakedly darting toward Vi's room and into safety. Cait had been running fast enough that Zoe didn't believe her eyes at first, and wasn't sure that Cait had noticed her presence. Vi followed behind at a more leisurely pace and just grinned at Zoe in a way that seemed to confirm the evidence her eyes had given her.
Slowly, dazedly, Zoe turned back to her computer and sat down. After a moment's thought, she started typing.
"Don't have to wait long sometimes," she murmured to herself.
Already her mind was running wild with new ideas, mainly in regard to what possible reason Cait would have to be without her clothes, and what she and Vi were going to get up to.
Zoe had to kind of shoe horn in a new character to her story, but what the hell, not everything had to technically be about her family. She was aware the thread of the whole thing was getting a little thin and tangled as she kept adding new themes, characters, and sexy times as inspiration struck, but that was fine. It wasn't like anyone else was going to read it anyway. It was all just for her, for writing practice, and for masturbation purposes. Plot and consistency were more malleable and forgiving than they might be under different circumstances.
Zoe's hand sneaked down to her pussy more and more as she turned herself on. After a while she had to give in and grab her vibrator to shove down her panties so she could leave her hands free. She typed away while grinding on her toy and letting its vibrations do their thing.
****
Riker was slowest into the house, somehow still saddled with carrying all of the shopping. He dropped off Vi's bags in front of her door, then took his purchases into his room. Izzy was there already, holding a dress up to herself in the mirror. She quickly put it away before Riker could get much of a look at it.
"Oh hey, you're back," Izzy said. She moved in for kisses. "Get anything good?"
"Sure hope so," Riker said, slipping his hands around Izzy's waist. "You look like you found a dress."
"Mmhm. No peeking yet though."
"Haha, ok."
Izzy gently tousled Riker's hair. "Got a haircut and everything, huh?"
"Yeah. It was that or Cait trying to style it like Vi's. I guess it was getting a touch long."
"Maybe. I liked the way it was. I mean, I like it more now, though. So clean and handsome."
"Aww, thanks, Iz."
Riker fully groped his sister's ass as they made out some more. Her hands running through his hair were driving him kind of crazy. Or, rather, crazier than he already was.
"Listen, hold up a sec," Riker finally gasped as he unlatched from Izzy's mouth.
"Why?" Izzy purred.
"'Cause we actually gotta do something."
Izzy pouted. "Do we though?"
"It's a horny thing," Riker said, smiling as Izzy perked up instantly.
"Oh. Well that's good then, 'cause I'm kinda ready for something like that."
"Mmhm. Me too."
Izzy nodded and put a hand on Riker's heart as though she could sense his arousal just from the way it was beating. "I can tell. You just... feel horny. The way you usually feel when we've been doing something naughty."
"That obvious, huh?" Riker asked.
"To me it is," Izzy said. "I really assumed you just wanted to take me to bed."
"Unf. Well I kinda do." Riker put his hand over Izzy's heart. "You're... not quite that turned on yet, huh?"
"Well give me a minute. Some more makeouts like that and I'll get there."
Riker was tempted, but shook his head. "We have a task."
"Which is what exactly."
"We... and hear me out here... we need to kind of go, like, have sex with Vi and Cait."
Izzy nodded. "Ok."
"Before you say anything... oh, really? Just like that?"
Izzy shrugged. "I mean I wasn't expecting that, but if you think it's important, then it is."
"I was trying to prepare how to explain it to you. Like there's this whole sequence of events, and some of it doesn't actually make any sense even to me when I try and say it out loud, and--"
Izzy silenced him with a kiss. "But it's important?"
"Yeah, I think so."
"And it's gonna be hot as hell?"
"Most likely."
"And we'll be together?"
"I insisted."
Izzy smiled. "So let's do it. You can explain why later, when you're not buzzing so hard with anticipation."
"Maybe more nerves than anticipation."
"And you're super duper horny from something. So much that you're probably not thinking straight."
Riker nodded bashfully. "Kinda, yeah."
"We'll sort it all out when our heads are clear then."
"This is why you're the smart one," Riker said, kissing Izzy's neck.
"Nothing to do with being smart," Izzy protested as she held Riker's head where it was and exposing more of her neck for him. "You know I trust you with anything, right? It's more about that."
"Especially if it involves doing something you're kind of interested in anyway?"
"Maybe especially in those cases, yes." Izzy bit her lip. "Vi really wants us involved? I kind of thought she was the least interested in incest of any of us."
Riker scratched his head. "I think it's kind of complicated. But mostly... mostly I think she wants a cock to help bridge the gap between sex she knows and sex she wants. Not so much 'cause she wants to fuck her brother."
"But she asked her brother, didn't she?" Izzy pointed out. "Lots of other guys out there. I think under that facade of hers, she's not all that different from us."
"Well we are family, after all."
"Mmhm. So let's go help--"
"Actually, hang on," Riker said. "Before we go, I did kinda pick up some new underwear. Maybe... maybe we could wear it?"
"Hehe, oh you are being bad. It's something you think Vi and Cait are gonna like, isn't it?"
"Maybe Cait more so, but yeah." Riker's cheeks were red. "We don't have to, but--"
"No no, let me see what you got."
"Ok."
****
Cait was as horny as Vi had ever known her. Hornier even than back at the lingerie store. For once in her life, Vi actually felt overmatched in bed. Not through physical strength, as Vi was still more than capable of pinning Cait down if she wanted to. But just through sheer exuberance Cait was maintaining control and keeping Vi off-balance.
"Settle down a little, would you?" Vi grunted.
"Don't think so, babe," Cait said, currently tearing off the last of Vi's clothing.
"Didn't I get you off once already? Back at the store?"
"It didn't last." Cait bit her lip while sitting astride a nearly naked Vi. "You really think Riker'll join us?"
"I think so. Like eighty percent chance of it, I'd say."
"Unf. And do you believe that story about him and Izzy being naked in school?"
"Honestly... yeah, about the same eighty percent chance I'd say. Maybe higher, just the way he was telling it. Not something he'd probably make up either."
"And they definitely have sex with each other, huh?"
Vi flipped Cait on her back. "That part I can guarantee, yes."
"Fuck that's hot."
"You're a little fucked yourself," Vi said, tapping Cait's forehead.
"You wanna have sex with them too."
"Don't."
"You're sending some mixed messages then."
Vi growled, firmly pinning Cait's arms down. "I mean yes, ok, I kind of do. But not in a way I can explain very well. And not like you seem to. I'd almost think you want them more than me."
Cait shook her head and wrapped her legs around Vi's midsection with an impressive display of flexibility. She rolled Vi onto her back, taking a seat on her tummy.
"I want you," Cait said firmly. "I'll tell the twins to get lost if you want. I'd be a bit sad about it, but I'd do it. I'm here for you."
Vi ran her hand along Cait's thigh and up her bare side. It wasn't fair just how smooth, soft, and fascinating her body could be. "Thanks. But they can stay. If they show up."
"Eighty percent chance, I hear."
"Uh huh."
Cait kissed Vi, the two of them running hands over each other's bare flesh.
"It's ok to be into it, you know," Cait said in a softer voice. "You know I'm not going to judge."
"I know," Vi said. "Honestly, in some ways I don't even think I know what I really want. But I feel like somehow this is going to work. It's dumb, right? Making things so complicated that any number of things could go wrong, short or long term. That's not any kind of solution."
"Maybe," Cait said. "But it's gonna be with people who care about you. Sometimes that's the most important thing."
"Yeah, maybe."
Cait was busy sucking on Vi's tits when there was finally a soft knock at the door. The door creaked open, and the twins made their entrance. Both Vi and Cait muffled moans in their throats at the sight.
Riker and Izzy were wearing matching shirts and panties, and apparently nothing else. Really playing up the twin vibe.
"Oh god," Cait breathed. "Oh wow."
Vi wanted to tease Cait for her reaction, but she understood all too well. There was something magnetically sexual about Riker and Izzy sometimes, and this was certainly one of those times.
Skimpy, matching outfits. The forbidden allure of twins. The way those panties didn't really hide Riker's cock properly.
Vi frowned. "Wait, those panties, they look familiar."
Cait nodded eagerly. "Yeah, they do." She twirled her finger. "Turn."
Riker and Izzy looked at each other, then did a half-turn to face away from Cait and Vi.
Cait whimpered. "Oh fuck. They are. They're just like those panties I had earlier."
Vi nodded, hypnotized by the twins' asses. That part of them was near-identical too, apparently. The panties in question didn't do anything to hide that, since they were the ones with little more than a string defining the butt crack in the back.
"You just buy those?" Vi asked.
Riker nodded. "Yeah."
"With my money?"
"Maybe. You, uh, said to do--"
"I know what I said," Vi sighed. "I meant for buying Cait new things. But... I think I have to let this one slide."
Cait nodded emphatically. "Worth it. So worth it." She gave Vi big, pouty eyes. "Can we keep them? Pweeeaaase?"
"... the underwear, or the twins?"
"Both. Mostly the twins."
"I'm stuck with them," Vi said. "You know that."
"Lucky you," Cait said. She beckoned to Riker and Izzy with a crooked finger.
The twins again glanced at each other, then slowly approached the bed.
Izzy was all aflutter and generally trying not to think too hard about what she and Riker were doing. Not that she thought she didn't want to participate, or that she'd regret it, but it was an awfully big step that had been sprung rather suddenly on her.
She meant what she'd told Riker, though. She trusted him with anything, and where he went, she went. If that meant their sister's pussy, then so be it.
She was certain Riker wasn't much more prepared for this than she was, and that he was just as nervous and excited. They shared emotions with their little glances at each other, and their minds were as one.
Something had happened very recently for Riker to feel this strongly about what they needed to do. Izzy would find out the story at some point, but she fully recognized the need to go with the flow for now, to be patient and wait for private time with her brother later.
"My poor heart can't handle this," Cait whined as Izzy and Riker got up on the bed.
"You mean your pussy can't," Vi said.
"Either way," Cait said. "All the same in this case."
Izzy and Riker got felt up as soon as they were in range. Cait wasn't holding back much. Vi was just chilling for now, and Izzy felt a momentary uncertainty as to how one started getting involved with one's sister in such a scenario. It all of a sudden felt weird to try and grab Vi a little or something, even if she was already naked. It just wasn't how their relationship went.
Izzy almost immediately forgot her concerns when Riker started making out with her. She gratefully accepted his affections and the comfort they provided. Even with Vi watching, even with Cait impishly grabbing their butts, nothing much could bother her while she had her brother in her arms, giving each other kisses.
It was a new angle to making out when a third person took care of the actual removal of clothing. Aside from liberally fondling their bums and appreciating how identical they were, Cait also sneaked her way into taking off the twins' shirts.
"You're way too into this, babe," Vi said, still lying back and just watching.
"Twins, Vi," Cait said. "Twiiinnns."
"You're not wrong."
"This might sound dumb," Riker said. "But, uh, what actually happens now?"
"Glad you asked," Izzy murmured. "I forgot there was supposed to be anything else."
"You just wanna kiss more in Vi's bed?"
"Mmhm!"
Vi had been kind of wondering the same thing. She was a bit out of her depth here, same as everyone else, but she didn't want to show that in front of her siblings. Luckily she had a default option to go with, and she decided to make good use of it.
Bullying some space clear in the middle of the bed, Vi tossed Riker down on his back, the same as she'd done for lots of boys before. She'd never had to tug panties off of any of them, that part was new, but the way his cock sprang toward her was much more familiar.
Vi straddled Riker, grabbed his erection, and rather unceremoniously mounted him. She was very, very aware it was her brother's cock she was taking in her pussy, but he was fundamentally just a boy, and physically speaking she could continue to handle him like one.
"Well that was... efficient," Cait said, eyes focused tightly on Vi and Riker's joining.
Vi shrugged. "S'the way to do it." She rocked her hips, feeling the sweet, familiar sensation of cock moving inside her. She hadn't had any since getting with Cait, and it was nice to get back to comfortable territory. "I like how straightforward boys are."
"Well sure, I guess that's one way of looking at it," Cait said. "You really just never bother with foreplay much, did you?"
"Some making out sometimes."
"Sure." Cait shook her head. "You shoulda been making them lick you out at least."
"Too much hassle."
"Oh baby girl."
"Don't look at me like that! I know what I like, and I get what I want."
"That would imply you really want your brother's cock," Cait suggested.
"That... no. Just... stop logicking me!"
While Vi and Cait argued, and Vi rode Riker, Izzy lay down with her face next to her brother's. The twins stared at each other for a moment.
"You're in her," Izzy finally said.
Riker nodded. "Yeah. Are you ok with that?"
"I think so." She traced her fingers across Riker's chest. "It's kinda hot. And she is our sister, after all."
"She really... unf... takes over a cock when she wants, huh?"
"Feels nice does it?"
"Yeah. Also I kind of feel like a sex toy?"
Izzy grinned. "That's kind of hot too."
"You would think that."
"Sure. My brother is the finest sex toy the world has to offer."
Riker blushed. "I don't think that's coming off as romantic as you think it is."
Izzy giggled and sneaked in a few kisses before she was summarily shoved out of the way so Cait could sit on Riker's face.
Izzy glared up at Cait. "Hey! I was using that!"
Cait's eyes were slightly unfocused, her expression unaffected by Izzy's words. She reached down and gently guided Izzy up where she could kiss her. It was hard to maintain an argument under those circumstances.
"You know what, Ri's probably fine down there," Izzy murmured.
Riker was more than fine. He had Vi riding his cock, Cait riding his face, and Izzy soon had her panties off and straddled his tummy. Three naked girls were atop him all at once, all grinding wet little pussies on him in their own ways.
Having Izzy sitting on him actually helped quite a lot, emotionally speaking. It might have been an overwhelming experience if not for her comforting presence.
Vi was enjoying herself, but was also a bit confused. Fucking her brother was going quite smoothly, and felt far more natural than she would have expected, but having Izzy in between herself and Cait seemed like it was counter-productive somehow. The whole point was to bridge the gap to having sex just with Cait, and instead she and Cait were sharing Izzy between them.
"Vi? Hey, babe?" Cait said.
"Hm?"
"Look. Look at this."
"Yeah, Cait. My sister's sucking on your tits. I can see."
Cait had such a wide grin it was almost cartoonish. "Yeah. And your brother's sucking on my pussy."
"I can see that too. Aren't we supposed to be doing more together here? Or something?"
"Probably. Just give me another minute here and maybe I can... hm, no."
"Y'know, I don't wanna claim that I'm any good at plans," Izzy said. "But I can't help feeling like maybe there should have been more of one here."
"It just kind of happened," Vi said.
"I know the feeling," Izzy said. "I think sometimes it's good just to go with things and see what happens. But--"
"We'll work it out," Cait said. "Maybe if we just switch and--"
"Oh goddammit Ri," Vi said.
"What?" Izzy asked. "Ooh, wait, nevermind, I know."
"He's cumming in me." Vi sighed. "I was really enjoying that too."
Izzy grunted and managed to drag Cait's fingers down to her clit, helping her to follow her brother in orgasm shortly after.
"Not my fault, you know," Riker's muffled voice came from underneath Cait. "Riding me like that while your girlfriend suffocates me with that ass. I mean what do you expect? You should have gone slower if you didn't want me to finish."
"Yeah yeah," Vi said.
She hauled herself off of Riker's cock. Cait tilted her head and stared down at Vi's pussy. Izzy flopped onto her side next to her brother and eyed Vi's pussy as well.
"He can go again if you give him a minute," Izzy suggested.
"Probably true," Riker agreed.
"Or, hear me out here," Cait said, "I could lick all that cum back out of you."
"Ooh, that. That one," Izzy said. "That's fucked up. I like it."
"It'd be more fucked up if you licked your brother's cum back out of your sister's twat," Cait pointed out.
Izzy's face was a picture of awe and horniness. "Oh my god," she breathed. "That would be fucked up." She looked at Vi, then quickly back to Cait. "You think she'd let me?"
Vi rolled her eyes. "I'm right here. I can hear everything you're saying."
"Good point, babe," Cait said. "Good point."
Cait pushed Vi onto her back and wiggled her way between her legs, lapping at her pussy. Vi sighed again, but in pleasure this time.
"You're just lucky it feels so good when you do that," Vi said, stroking Cait's hair.
"Yeah, lucky," Izzy said, crawling over next to Cait and watching closely. She pouted a little when Cait didn't seem inclined to share after all.



Riker scooted around a little to watch from the other side. "Don't worry, Iz, if they get too carried away, we could just have sex together instead. You know, once I get a minute here."
Izzy nodded. "We could just do it anyway." She bit her lip and wiggled her butt. "I'm ready when you are."
"Just chill a little," Vi said. "We might need Ri's cock ready to go again."
"Harrumph," Izzy said. "Fine. Woulda been better if we had two-- oh hang on, what if I just got a strapon or something? That's almost as good as another cock."
Vi frowned. "I mean...."
"Yeah, I'll only be a minute. Might as well have one if we need it."
Izzy flounced off the bed and out the door before anyone could form a cogent argument to keep her where she was.
"That really doesn't solve the problem though," Vi said, not that Izzy could hear her anyway. "Me and Cait could have used a strapon if we wanted."
Cait eyed her. "I mean... we still could."
"True, I guess."
Riker laid back lazily, feeling his cock slowly stiffening back to full erection. "Almost would have thought you two would have tried that already."
"Yeah well... I don't know that it'll actually help anything," Vi said.
"It's not a pussy," Riker said.
"I'm aware," Vi said. "And I mean I guess I could probably ride one. Just seems... weird. I dunno."
Cait paused her pussy licking. "Who says I wouldn't bend you over and pound you a little, hm?"
"Oh. Yeah. I guess maybe...."
"Vi... do you ever do anything that's not just you riding some dude's cock?"
Vi's face scrunched up a little, and she pushed Riker's head away so he wouldn't stare at her so intently. "Not really. Not until recently."
Cait propped herself up on her elbows. Riker, despite Vi's best efforts, also continued to watch the proceedings closely.
"So you only do sex that's straight to the point, where you're in control the whole time," Cait said.
"I don't think I like when you put it that way," Vi muttered.
"So, what, like it's got nothing to do with cocks and pussies?" Riker asked.
Cait shrugged. "I don't know for sure. Might be we've been focused on the wrong thing." She traced her finger up and down the inside of Vi's thigh. "Could be you're just not used to intimacy."
"Ooh, yeah," Riker said. "Like me and Iz, there's a big difference us being together alone, and doing sexy stuff with other people or whatever. They're both good, but just the two of us is best. It's... I dunno, warm and comfortable and special."
Vi turned her head away. "I don't know if sex has to be special. It's just something that feels good. People make it too weird."
Cait crawled up Vi's body. "Maybe. I think it can be one of the most special things, with the right person. Or people, as the case may be." She brushed Vi's hair back softly. "Like in some ways, I don't even care what we do or don't do. It just feels right being with you."
"Dammit, Cait," Vi whispered. "No fair."
"Which part?" Cait asked.
"I dunno. Making me feel things."
"Ooh, no, that's good, Vi," Riker said. "Feel all the things. You're safe here. With people who love you. You can-- aah!"
Riker landed on the floor with a thump as Vi's precisely judged kick sent him over the side.
"Hehe, gonna kick me out of bed too?" Cait asked teasingly.
Vi slowly shook her head. "No. No I don't think so." Her hands landed lightly on Cait's sides. "But I'm not totally sure I actually know what to do with you."
****
Izzy dashed down the hall to Helena's room. She didn't stop to consider that she was naked and aroused, nor that her mom might be currently occupying her own bedroom. As such, she burst into the room and was halfway to the closet where Helena kept sex toy samples from her work before realizing that she'd interrupted something.
Helena was naked in bed with a vibrator at her pussy, while her other hand held her phone in front of her, seemingly on a video call with someone.
"Don't mind me," Izzy said. "I'll just be a second."
Helena quickly shushed whoever she was talking to and set her phone down. "Izzy, sweetie, you could at least knock. And wear clothes. And... you're not listening, are you?"
Izzy was scanning boxes. "Sorry, Mom. Just in a hurry. Do you have any strapons in here?"
Helena hesitated. "Yes, actually. Check down on your right."
"Oh, there they are. Thanks."
"Um... if you're going to peg your brother, you probably want some lube."
"Ew! Mom!"
"And make sure to warm up first with--"
"Mom! No!" Izzy said. "Don't be weird. I'm not gonna peg Riker. Jeez."
Helena appeared totally unconvinced. "Uh huh."
"Anyway... have fun, I guess," Izzy said, darting back out the door.
Helena sighed. She was just about to pick her phone back up when Izzy reappeared.
"Who you talking to anyway while you're playing with yourself?" Izzy asked. "I didn't know you--"
"Izzy, if you don't ask any more questions, I won't give you more sex advice."
Izzy hurriedly nodded. "Yeah, sure. A fair bargain. Night Mom. Have fun."
****
Riker popped his head back up beside the bed. He stayed on the floor for the moment, unwilling to immediately risk another bout of getting kicked out of bed.
Cait was on top of Vi, grinding on her while Vi grabbed her ass.
"I really think you should just give it a try," Riker said. "I know emotions aren't your strong point, but they can be fun sometimes."
Vi growled. "Why did I think this was a good idea again?"
"'Cause you secretly kinda wanted to fuck your siblings?" Cait hazarded.
"No, I don't think that was it." Vi rolled over on top of Cait. "I think it's you. You get me all confused about things."
"In a good way?"
"Mostly, yes."
Riker leaned forward, arms on the bed, chin resting on the back of his arms. "Awww."
"Shush," Vi said.
Vi had Cait pinned down and was grinding on her with more focus. Their pussies rubbed against each other as they found a good mutual rhythm to fall into.
Izzy dashed back in a box in her hands. She skidded to a halt, surveyed the scene, then knelt down next to her brother.
"What's going on?" she hissed. "I got the strapon. Do they... want it at all?"
Riker shrugged. "No idea. Just kinda waiting to see how this plays out."
"Don't really need your commentary right now," Vi said.
"Sorry," Riker and Izzy chorused together.
The twins watched another moment in silence.
"Mom thought I wanted to peg you, you know," Izzy said to her brother.
"What? Really?"
"Yeah."
"Haha, that's so weird."
"I know, right?"
Cait moaned. "Unf. I mean you guys could do that, if you wanted."
"Why do you have to keep encouraging them?" Vi asked.
"'Cause it's hot?"
"I see."
"And because when you get annoyed with them, you get more aggressive with me," Cait said.
Vi paused, then sat up, pushed one of Cait's flexible legs back, and started grinding pussies together even more directly. "I hate that you might be right."
"Being annoyed is kind of an emotion, I guess," Izzy said.
Riker nodded sagely. "One of her favourites."
"Maybe we shoulda been tapping into that more."
"Hindsight. What can ya do?"
Vi gritted her teeth. "I'm either gonna cum, or gonna have to chase them out of the room. Not sure which yet."
Cait grabbed Vi's butt and encouraged her to keep moving her hips. "Keep going. This is actually really working for me."
"I--"
"Pleeeaaase?" Cait said, batting her eyes ridiculously as she whined.
Vi, even through her horniness and exasperation with her siblings, also felt a solid core inside herself of wanting to make Cait feel good. She'd felt somewhat guilty and selfish for holding back in previous encounters. She had a feeling this time that she could handle it.
"Alright, cupcake. I got you."
The twins made cooing noises, but Vi ignored them. Her attention was only for Cait; her horny eyes, that soft smile, and the way she frantically rocked herself back against Vi with ever increasing urgency.
Riker and Izzy eventually dared to get back on the bed too, this time so Riker could sink deep inside Izzy and they could have sex together next to Cait and Vi. Somehow, Cait didn't even hardly glance at them. Her gaze was locked on Vi until they both came.
It was intense and so very different for Vi. Cumming tended to be different between riding a cock or getting herself off, and Cait had recently taught her some other sensations. This was new again. Not just the physical sensations, but emotionally Vi actually felt herself allowing some feelings that she didn't want to think about too hard just yet.
Cait wrapped her arms around Vi and held her close, guiding her head to rest on her boobs.
"That was nice," Cait whispered.
"Yeah. It was," Vi agreed.
"You ok?"
"I think so."
"What ya thinking about?"
Vi shrugged. "That it's kind of annoying the twins are still fucking right next to us."
"Pff, babe! You're s'posed to say something about how in love with me you are right now."
"You shoulda given me a hint then."
Cait giggled. "Hehe, yeah, probably." She patted Vi's head. "Anyway, just enjoy it. You can't get a twins show like this easily. Trust me, people have asked."
"You're such a perv, you know that?"
"I'm a connoisseur of the erotic arts, thank you very much."
Vi snorted. "Sure, cupcake. Whatever you say." She wiggled to get comfier against Cait's naked body. "You can play with my hair more if you want."
Cait smiled and twirled her fingers in Vi's hair, her eyes and Vi's both now casually on the twins. "We must do this more often," she murmured.
****
Izzy and Riker fell into bed together after finishing up with Vi and Cait. They'd cummed together, as was their wont, and Izzy had a pussy full of her brother's cum now.
"Kinda too bad they have to work tonight," Riker said. "I feel like Vi was kind of getting into the whole cuddling thing."
Izzy squealed softly. "Oh my god, can you imagine if she falls in love for real? That might be the cutest thing in the world." She sighed. "It is too bad they couldn't just spend the night together. In bed, I mean. I guess they'll still kinda be together."
"Yeah, not sure a strip club is the most romantic place for the afterglow. But then again, it is where they met, so...."
"Hehe, that's true."
"Maybe it's for the best not to push too hard all at once anyway. It was a pretty intense evening as it was."
"It was. Still would have liked to lick your cum out of someone, though," Izzy said. "Kind of rude of Cait to hog it all."
"Jeez, are you still horny?" Riker asked.
"Not especially," Izzy said, idly fingering her messy slit. "Just thinking out loud."
Riker fondled Izzy's tits a little, with the same casualness and lack of sexual intent as Izzy showed while playing with herself.
"It would be pretty hot, actually," he admitted.
"That's what I'm saying."
"We can try again next time."
Izzy gave Riker a slow, sly smile. "Next time, huh?"
"Assuming there is one."
"Hehe, you wanna fuck our sister again."
Riker blushed softly. "Maybe."
"You do! Sisterfucker!"
"You're my sister too, you know."
Izzy shook her head. "I don't count. That's just twin stuff. Vi's a proper sister and you wanna cum in her again."
"You wanna lick my cum out of her," Riker countered.
"... only if it comes up organically."
Riker sighed dreamily and moved his head to rest it by Izzy's boobs. She cradled him gently against her chest.
"There was something different about sex with Vi," he admitted.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. I don't know, like something dominant and slightly selfish, but also she really knows what she's doing with her pussy. Physically speaking, it was pretty neat."
"Better than me?" Izzy asked.
"No one's better than you," Riker said, giving her a few kisses around her collarbone. "We belong together."
"Mmhm!"
"But it was pretty good. Again, in a physical sense. Maybe partly 'cause it was just, you know, different. I've only ever been in your pussy before, you know."
"I think I like when you say that," Izzy said.
Riker grinned. "I love being in you," he said in a low, husky voice.
Izzy squealed softly. "Nice. But also Vi's pussy, huh?"
"Well yeah. Her pussy is nice, and the way she rode me. But there really wasn't much emotion there the way there is with us. Other than the sibling things Vi and I already feel."
"Oh sure," Izzy said. "It'd be hard for anyone to compete with us love-wise." She shrugged. "You're my twin," she said, as though it explained everything.
"Always," Riker agreed fervently.
"I think Vi might be working on that emotion stuff though. She and Cait were getting pretty cute and cozy there for a bit."
"Yeah. That would be nice," Riker agreed. He gave Izzy a few kisses around her neck and breasts, and moved his hand down to rest flat on her tummy.
"So... what actually happened today?" Izzy asked after a moment of letting her brother kiss her. "I can only hold my curiousity so long, you know."
"Oh right. Sorry. We, uh, went shopping together."
"I know that."
"Right. And, well, Cait kinda helped me in the dressing room a bit."
"Hehe, what, with like a handjob or something?"
Riker shook his head. "No, nothing like that. But she was kinda, like, flirting a bit? Or perving? Or... both maybe? It's just so weird to me for a girl like that to show such interest. I mean, mostly only 'cause she's got a kink for it, I think. 'Cause we're twins. But still."
Izzy stroked Riker's hair while pondering. "That girl does enjoy her incest, doesn't she?"
"Sure seems to."
"And I do get why that kind of attention from her is... enticing." Izzy smiled in reminiscence. "Making out with her was pretty nice."
"Right? But anyway the better part of the story is when I went to get a haircut, and Cait and Vi went underwear shopping. When I found them again Cait was, uh, modeling."
"Modeling?"
"Like as in showing off how she looked in various lingerie."
Izzy raised an eyebrow. "As in...."
"As in the way she would while stripping. I assume." Riker swallowed just at the memory. "Including maybe kind of giving us both lap dances. In the middle of the store."
"Unf. Well that's not fair. I want a lap dance now."
"She'd probably give you one if you asked."
"Probably, actually."
"It was... jeez, it was good," Riker said. "I think maybe I understand the appeal of strip clubs now."
"Hehe, the idea of girls taking clothes off wasn't doing it for you?"
"Well... I mean yes, when you put it that way."
Izzy giggled softly to herself. "So you got super horny over Cait and needed to--"
"Oh, no, sorry. The point was Vi was super horny over her, and she needed help."
"What? Vi doesn't hardly ever need help."
"Not usually. But, you know, emotions are kind of her Achilles' heel. I think having her sibs present turned it into more of a hedonistic indulgence than an emotion laden trap."
Izzy was quiet for a moment. "If it were anyone else, I don't think I'd buy a word of that. But... yeah. So we helped Vi get what she needs."
"Mmhm."
"And got some good sexy times in the process."
"Mmhm!"
"And maybe hopefully Vi made some progress today."
"Here's hoping."
Izzy clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "So we did a good deed today."
"You could probably count it that way, yes," Riker said. "And, uh, I had a thought about that. Hear me out, because I haven't really thought it through too much yet."
"Hit me."
"What if... what if that's something we're good at? Like helping other people find love, I mean."
"... because we had a fourway with our sister and her girlfriend and it might have unloaded a little bit of said sister's emotional baggage somehow?"
"Not that specifically," Riker said. "I mean... look, we're helping them be together. Sort of. And Aurora and Celeste have gotten way more open about being together."
"Didn't even used to know they were a thing," Izzy murmured.
"Exactly. And Diana has a date now. Which maybe that'll be something, who knows."
"She's gotten more confidence lately," Izzy agreed.
"Even if it's mostly a result of horniness," Riker giggled.
"Ha, yeah. Still, you might be on to something. We could... help people. People we want to see happy."
"I had a bit of a notion about something like that," Riker said. "Like maybe Zoe could use some help."
"Mmhm. Or Mom. She was having phone sex with someone this evening, you know. And I don't think it's someone she's been openly dating."
"Oh! Really?"
"I think so. I've got suspicions."
"Then I guess we should help them both then, right?"
Izzy rolled on top of Riker and pinned him down. She smiled impishly at him. "And have sex with them if we need to?"
"Well...."
"For the cause, of course."
"Yeah. For the cause," Riker said.
"Zo did help us have sex that first time," Izzy said. "And I think she likes that kind of thing."
"What, just because she masturbates to us, draws us naked, and generally likes to perv on us given half a chance?"
"Those were the subtle clues I was drawing on, yes."
"You might be on to something."
"Mmhm."
Izzy slid herself on to Riker's cock while still atop him. Both of them were ready to go again, and he went inside her all nice and snug, their perfect twin fit.
Watching Riker with a somewhat evil smile, Izzy started riding him the way she'd watched Vi do earlier. Riker recognized what she was doing and slowly smiled back at her.
"Sisterly competition now?" he asked.
"Nah. But I might learn a couple things from her."
Riker tried to reach for his sister, and got his arms pinned down again for his troubles. Izzy used her athletic body to full effect as she rode him with a good, steady rhythm while taking full control of him at the same time.
"... I must write Vi a thank you card," Riker said, lying back under his sister and watching her lithe, nude form rock back and forth on his cock.
"You do that," Izzy said breathily.
"Can I at least grab your ass a little?"
She considered. "That's acceptable, I guess."
Riker fondled Izzy's bum while she sat up straighter and fucked him lovingly. He cheated a little and ran his hands over her thighs too. He wanted to do more, to feel her, to kiss her, to love her back as hard as he could. That wasn't what this was about, though. This was for Izzy to do what she wanted.
Izzy held out as long as she could, trying to ride her twin brother from an aloof position, taking what she wanted the way she'd watched Vi do. She wasn't Vi, though, and she couldn't resist Riker forever. Eventually, helplessly, she leaned back over him so they could kiss and she could feel him pulling her close, expressing their twin need for each other.
They came for each other in a loving mix of sex and emotion, then just cuddled tight for a while.
"I'll get better at domming you, you know," Izzy said.
"No you won't," Riker said. "That's not you."
"I could if I wanted."
"Maybe."
Izzy sighed. "Maybe Vi'll teach me to do sex her way if I teach her to do it our way."
"Yeah, sure. Let's go with that."
****
Helena sat back in her chair at work the next day, running a dildo back and forth in her hands.
"You going to approve that model, or ask it on a date?" Athena asked.
"Very funny," Helena said. "I just got lost in thought a minute."
"I could tell. What is it this time?"
"I don't know. I guess just the twins are going to a dance together tonight."
"As each other's dates, you mean?" Athena asked.
"Yeah."
"Well that's kinda cute."
"Under some circumstances it would be. Maybe it still is." Helena sighed. "Maybe it actually is. Is that horrible of me?"
"Why would it be?" Athena asked with genuine confusion.
"Just... you remember last night when Izzy interrupted?"
Athena grinned. "Yeah. You went so red before you dropped your phone."



"Amused, are you?"
"Kinda. Why didn't you lock the door?"
Helena sighed. "I didn't used to have to worry about it. The kids wouldn't be caught dead coming running to mommy at night. Not for... too many years for me to want to count."
"Hehe."
"Yeah, laugh it up. Your turn's coming." Helena leaned back in her chair. "Zoe's just been wandering in whenever she wants. Now Izzy runs in. To grab a strapon, no less. Pegging her brother now, I mean really."
"Hot."
"Shush. And she was naked."
"So were you."
"Yes, thank you," Helena said. "I don't need your help. The point is everything's falling apart. There aren't any boundaries left in the family. Nudity just kind of happens sometimes. Masturbation is turning into a free for all. And... and my son and daughter are openly dating each other."
Athena leaned forward. "And?"
"What do you mean 'and'?"
"And... you kind of like it?"
"Wow, ok."
"You do," Athena insisted. "You think I haven't noticed? You were so horny after Izzy came in last night."
"I was horny before that. Hence the phone sex."
"Yeah, but not like after. You like this breakdown of discipline with your kids."
Helena frowned. "Perving on my kids is more your thing."
"We can both do it. There's lots to go around."
Helena fiddled with the dildo some more before realizing that her mind was sneakily steering her toward wanting to use it. "I think I might feel better if you'd judge me a little and want to help me stop thinking this way. Instead of, you know, encouraging it."
"Maybe I should sleep over sometimes. To help protect your privacy, I mean."
"Yes, I'm so sure that's what you mean." Helena chewed her lip. "Although honestly... seeing Izzy with that strapon got me thinking...."
"See, there you go. You and her can take turns pegging Riker."
"That's... that's not what I meant," Helena sputtered. "And you very well know it. Just... stop smiling. You're not that funny."
"All depends on your perspective, I suppose," Athena said. "Anyway, I should get back to work. Unless the boss wants to do something kinky?"
"Not right now, I think. I haven't gotten any real work done yet. Probably should get on that."
"No fun."
"I'm aware."
****
Riker was oddly nervous getting ready for the dance. He didn't feel like there was any particular reason he needed to be anxious about it, but he kind of was anyway.
It might have had something to do with the evening feeling more momentous by far than his usual. He and Izzy actually getting ready in separate rooms, which hadn't happened in... ever?
Then, too, there was the fact that Cait was once again helping him dress himself. He'd only asked to use Vi's room to change, and hadn't realized it was going to include Vi sprawled on her bed and Cait actively assisting. In fact, he'd specifically asked to not include those options, but his wishes weren't granted.
"I actually can put clothes on myself," Riker insisted. "I'm quite good at it."
"Sure you are," Cait said soothingly. "Just hold still. Unf, damn your butt looks good in those panties. Good idea picking them up yesterday."
"You really think I need to wear them tonight?" Riker asked. "No one's gonna see them."
"Not until after the dance," Cait said. "They're for Izzy tonight. She'll appreciate it."
"She...." Riker paused. "Actually you're right, she will."
"Make sure to offer your arm when you're walking," Cait said. "That'll be romantic. And hold doors for her. And--"
"They're siblings, babe," Vi said. "This isn't exactly a first date."
"But it's so romantic!"
"It's not."
"It is," Cait insisted. "They're gonna be the cutest couple at the dance, and they're gonna slow dance all close, and sneak kisses, and... and...."
Vi waited until Riker was fully dressed, then tackled Cait onto the bed when she wasn't looking. "Just go have fun," Vi told her brother.
Riker smiled gratefully. "Thanks, Vi."
He walked out to the hallway, fussing slightly with the way his jacket was sitting. He stopped dead when Izzy came out from their room in a dress, with her hair done up, and just a touch of makeup. All three were kind of rare for her, let alone all at once.
"Iz...."
"You like it?" she asked, reaching for her hair, then stopping just before she messed with it. "Mom helped. And Zoe, I guess, but mostly Mom. It's... different for me."
"You look good."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah. Really good."
"Thanks," Izzy said with a very genuine smile. "You too."
"I had some help. Cait might have insisted I wear those panties I got."
"Hehe, good, 'cause I'm wearing them too under here."
The twins moved together, reaching for each other just a little awkwardly in their unaccustomed outfits. They took each other's hands and just stood there for a moment, gazing at one another.
The sound of a phone's camera going off interrupted the moment. The twins turned at the same time toward Helena who was already snapping more pics.
"Mooommm!"
"I'm not apologizing," Helena said firmly. "You know how rare it is for any of you kids to go to proms and stuff?"
"This isn't even prom, Mom," Riker protested.
"But you're all dressed up nice," Helena said. "I have to take what I can get." She made a motion with her hand. "Scooch in a bit. Ooh, and look at each other the way you were just doing. Maybe kiss a little if--"
"Ok, now it's weird," Izzy said, turning away.
"You two love kissing!"
"Yeah, but not when you're all weirdly into it," Izzy said.
"I'm supporting your love!" Helena said, still taking pictures at irregular intervals.
"Sorry, guys," Zoe said, stepping out behind Helena. "I should have warned you. I sensed her going into 'mom' mode."
"What does that mean?" Helena demanded.
"This," Zoe said. "Exactly what you're doing. Getting too intense and taking way too many pictures just 'cause it's a big day for one of your kids. Or... or two of your kids, in this case."
"You are a little, Mom," Riker said.
Helena set her jaw with determination. "I still maintain I need to take what I can get. If any of you would dress up fancy sometimes and do special things--"
Zoe put a hand to her heart. "Ouch, wounded by my own mother. Not special enough on my own merits to--"
"Give it a rest, Zo. You actively avoid the camera. You know how difficult it is representing you in family albums?"
Zoe grinned. "The way it should be."
Riker and Izzy moved in while Helena was distracted, each kissing her on opposite cheeks, then moving quickly toward the front door.
"Night, Mom. See ya later. Bye, Zo."
"Alright, alright, good night, kids. Riker, don't think I didn't feel your hand on my butt again!"
Helena and Zoe watched the twins leave. Zoe moved close and slipped her hand to Helena's bum while the car was pulling away.
"You too?" Helena asked.
Zoe shrugged. "Everyone else was trying it." She patted Helena's ass. "It's a nice butt. I think. I don't have a lot to compare it to."
"Yes, well... fine. You can stop now."
"Ok."
"Do you want to, maybe, get some popcorn and wine and watch something romantic?" Helena asked hopefully.
"Hm, maybe. Can it be a bit dirty?"
"I...." Helena sighed. "I'll see what I can find."
"Cool. I'll grab my vibrator."
"Not what I intended, but I probably should have seen that coming."
Zoe started bouncing away. "Should I invite Vi and Cait? They're--"
"Not if it's going to be that kind of evening. That--"
"We'll see how it goes, maybe."
"I... yeah, why not," Helena grumbled. "Better make sure there's lots of wine. I'm going to need it."
"Sounds good, Mom."
"Uh huh."
****
Izzy felt like her heart would never stop pounding in her chest, and she couldn't help shy little smiles breaking out randomly on her face.
There were, arguably, many possible reasons why she and Riker might be going to the dance together that were perfectly acceptable to society at large. They had in fact done so on previous occasions, simply going as two people hanging out at a school function.
This time was different. They were a couple, and they were going to a dance together. Not everyone would know that. Lots of people probably wouldn't want to know. But that didn't change the emotional impact. It might even make it more powerful, as Izzy felt like she and Riker were getting away with something.
Riker started the evening being all oddly gentlemanly. Holding doors and offering his arm and such. Izzy couldn't decide to enjoy the gesture, or to find it amusing. Torn between the two, she started acting just as gallant back toward her brother, to the point where they playfully got into a war of who could out-polite the other. They got some weird looks from fellow students in the process.
"Does this feel weird at all?" Riker asked.
"No. It feels wonderful," Izzy said. "You worried about what people think?"
"What? Oh, no, not that. I just meant, like, does it feel like there's pressure all of a sudden? I'm so used to being around you all the time, and now it's... different."
Izzy squeezed Riker's hand. "Don't worry. I mean I get it, I think I feel it too, but it doesn't need to be a big deal. I just want to go dance with you, ok?"
"Uh huh. In your... sexy dress," Riker said, casually bumping against her bare shoulder.
"You really like it?"
"Of course."
"Good, 'cause you're all hot and dressed up too, so I didn't want to be the only one having naughty thoughts."
"So soon?" Riker asked, feigning shock.
"Yeah, funny about that."
The twins got to the actual dance floor, and quickly staked out a spot for themselves. They hung out with various friends a bit, some who knew and accepted that they were there in a romantic sense, and some who didn't. There were some funny reactions every now and then, but neither Izzy or Riker was paying overly much attention to them.
Slow dances became their vice. The feel of holding each other close and swaying on the floor amidst so many other students was intoxicating.
"You guys should be careful," Celeste said.
Izzy looked up from where she and Riker had been resting their heads on each other's shoulders. "Hm?"
"You're getting some really annoyed faces from the teachers chaperoning the dance," Aurora said.
Izzy looked over in the direction they nodded. "Oh, that's ok. I don't think Ms. Lynn would bother us."
"You don't?" Celeste said. "Even with that dress you're wearing, risque as it is, and how close you're dancing, and the way you're kind of obviously grabbing each other's butt occasionally?"
"Wouldn't do that with my sister," Riker murmured. "All perfectly legit, I assure you."
"Yeah I'm sure it is," Celeste said sarcastically. "We're just worried if you two get hit, we'll go down in the crossfire."
"Well... combined, you and Aurora are showing a decent amount of cleavage," Izzy said thoughtfully. "So maybe. But I really think we'll be fine."
"Why?" Aurora asked.
"'Cause Ms. Lynn knows there's a chance we'd take our clothes off if she complained about them."
"Hehe, would you really?" Aurora laughed.
"Probably not," Izzy said. "But there's that chance. And it's harder for her to keep it quiet here than in her classroom."
"That wasn't exactly quiet," Celeste said. "You guys were out in the halls and stuff too."
"That wasn't her problem," Riker said, still dreamily holding on to his sister.
"Plus I think maybe she secretly likes us," Izzy said, leaning her head back down on Riker and closing her eyes.
"Deep down somewhere," Riker said.
"Alright then," Aurora said. "Do you at least want some cover? I can get a few friends around so other students and teachers don't have such a good view."
"Are people looking?" Izzy asked.
"Kind of a lot, yeah. You not paying attention?"
"Not really. Tonight's just for me and Ri."
"Aw jeez. You two are hopeless," Celeste said.
"But cute," Diana said, coming up beside them.
"Oh hey, Di," Izzy said. "Where's, uh...."
"Brian," Riker supplied.
"Right. Thought I saw you with him earlier."
Diana nodded shyly. "Yeah, he went to the bathroom. It's... I think it's going well. We're super awkward together, and I didn't really want to hang around you guys too much in case I had to explain your whole thing. Hope you don't mind."
"Sensible," Riker murmured.
"And intelligent," Izzy agreed. "Let us know if you need anything. We'll be here."
"Uh huh." Diana bit her lip watching the twins, then faded away again.
Celeste and Aurora stayed nearby, but not in easy speaking distance. They were dancing only mildly less intimately than Riker and Izzy, and perhaps hoped to avoid attention by proximity to bigger rule breaking. Izzy noted some more of their track team getting slowly pulled into orbit, as a makeshift social barrier of sorts. Mostly she and Riker didn't care what happened, as long as they took every little bit of the night they could for themselves.
****
The twins danced themselves to near exhaustion before everyone was kicked out. They made it back to their car, giggling, stumbling a bit, and holding on to each other as much for stability as anything.
"We shoulda got someone to drive us," Riker said.
"Why? Legs too tired?" Izzy asked.
"Partly. Also 'cause now we can't mess around in the backseat on the way home."
"Aw, that's true, huh?" Izzy pressed Riker against the car to give him some smooches. "Woulda been cozy."
"Yeah. Though to be fair, I might have fallen asleep on the way. I'm kinda beat."
"Mmm, same. Maybe I better drive though."
"Probably."
"Hehe, it's gonna be hard to go anywhere if you keep trying to sneak your hands under my dress like that."
"Sorry."
"... I didn't say stop."
Izzy kept Riker against the car while they made out some more. She encouraged his continued attempts at getting under her dress, no matter how rumpled and disheveled she increasingly became.
Both of their outfits, and Izzy's hair that their mother had done up for her, became something of a mess. Riker's shirt buttons were open, leaving his chest bare. Izzy's dress at various times was pulled up over her bum, only going back down because they weren't alone in the parking lot, and made token attempts to behave themselves if it looked like they might be seen.
"You trying to show off my ass on purpose or what?" Izzy asked.
"Never," Riker replied cheekily. "You have underwear on anyway, right?"
"Doesn't mean I want to show my panties to everyone. Let alone that I'm wearing those ones you bought me, and they... well they don't cover much in the rear."
"Yeah," Riker agreed happily.
"You're so goofy right now. I can't tell if you're horny or tired."
"Little of both."
"'K. I'm gonna drive us home before we lose our clothes and/or pass out."
"Probably smart."
****
Zoe was sitting on the floor in her t-shirt and panties, eyes glued to the tv while she played Elden Ring. Helena was passed out snoring on the couch behind her. They'd had a fun evening watching movies, drinking, snacking, and sometimes masturbating. Helena had gone much harder on the wine than Zoe, and her current sleeping state was the result.
Zoe had draped a blanket over her half-naked mom and let her be. It was still kind of like hanging out. Sometimes Zoe preferred quality time in the same room where everyone involved was just kind of doing their own thing anyway. Easier on the head.
Left to her own devices, more or less, Zoe still sipped occasionally from her remaining half-glass of wine, and left her vibrator buzzing away in her panties. It was kind of fun, albeit distracting, to have that constant stimulation on her pussy. She sometimes ignored it, sometimes rocked back and forth a little to get more enjoyment, and sometimes swore at the way it messed with her reflexes in her game.
The twins barged in at some point while Zoe was focused, and she only partly paid any attention to them until she realized they were joining her in the living room.
"Hey, Zo," Riker said.
"Oh hey," Zoe said. "Back already?"
"Already? It's been hours," Izzy said.
"Oh. Right."
"Looks like you two had fun," Riker said, eyeing Helena as she softly snored.
Zoe nodded. "Yeah, it was a good evening. Then Mom fell asleep."
"Aw, don't worry, we're here now," Izzy said, plonking herself down next to Zoe.
"If I was going to worry about anything, that'd probably be it," Zoe countered.
"Oof, harsh, sis," Riker said, settling himself in Izzy's lap.
Zoe was slow to realize just how disheveled her siblings were. Riker was just barely even wearing a shirt, and Izzy's dress kept threatening to slide the rest of the way down her shoulders. Izzy's hair was falling out of its pins, and was kind of weirdly attractive in its messy state.
Naturally, the twins started fondling and making out with each other. They really couldn't seem to sit still together without getting handsy these days. Sitting next to them, Zoe was even more torn between playing her game or playing with herself.
"So how was the dance?" Zoe asked.
"Good," Riker said.
"So good," Izzy echoed dreamily.
"Get in trouble?" Zoe asked.
"Surprisingly no," Riker said. "Probably should have though. Iz was being rather inappropriate out there."
"Me?" Izzy said. "Says you. I'm surprised my panties are still on."
"Bet they're soaked though," Riker teased.
"I... maybe. Shut up. You'll never know."
"Sure I will."
"Hey! Hands to yourself mister."
"Since when?"
Zoe bit her lip and tried to concentrate on her game. It wasn't going well at the moment. Her siblings were being really quite rambunctious, considering they hadn't appeared to have much energy left when they'd first come in.
"Hey, what's that sound?" Riker asked.
Izzy cocked her head and pushed Riker's hand away from her pussy. "What sound?"
"That faint buzzing sound."
"Oh yeah. Kinda like... hehe, like a vibrator."
"Ha, yeah, that is what it sounds like." Riker looked over at the end table by the couch. "Oh, there is actually a vibrator there."
"Ooh, a really fun night after all," Izzy said. "That yours or Mom's, Zo?"
Zoe hunched a little tighter into herself. "That one's Mom's."
She could practically feel the pause in the air before Riker spoke again. "And yours is...."
Zoe sighed. "Down my panties."
"Damn, alright," Riker said.
"Hot," Izzy added. "You're full of surprises sometimes, sis."
"Thanks," Zoe said. "I think."
She tried to pretend like she didn't notice Izzy taking Riker's pants off, but it was impossible to ignore. He had panties on underneath that prominently showed off his erection, and did next to nothing as far as covering his ass.
Goddamn he had a nice ass.
Alongside that, Zoe's vibrator buzzing away was becoming something more than a distraction. She wondered briefly what her sibs would think if she started openly masturbating in front of them, then very quickly realized they'd probably just encourage her.
Zoe made a surprised little noise as Riker partly fell across her lap. He laughed and struggled to sit back up again, then gave up and lay where he was.
"Hehe, too rough, Iz," Riker said.
"You love it," Izzy said.
"True."
His shirt was open and displaying most of his chest. His panties were, as Zoe discovered when she took another glance, in the process of being removed by Izzy.
Her little brother was very nearly naked and halfway in her lap. Zoe had no idea what to do with this, so she fell back on her usual strategy of just ignoring it.
For a time Riker made himself comfortable across his sisters' laps while Izzy idly stroked his cock for him. Zoe, increasingly wet and fluttery, held onto her controller for dear life, still unsure what to do.
Riker kind of made a decision for Zoe when he started touching her. It wasn't much at first, just some brushes of his fingertips over relatively safe areas of her body. He was very clearly aiming for her tits though, and she couldn't really ignore him when he started grabbing her boobs.



"You know I'm not Izzy, right?" Zoe mumbled.
"I'm aware," Riker said cheerfully. "You know I can kinda feel your vibrator going?"
Zoe squirmed, feeling a desperate need to press her vibrator more directly to her clit instead of just feeling it teasing her pussy as it currently was doing.
Riker kept feeling her up while she sat there making her mind up, his hand slipping under her shit and directly onto her breasts. It was a little scary how good it felt.
Izzy kept jerking Riker's cock while watching Zoe. She smiled when Zoe looked over at her.
"What do you want to do?" Izzy asked gently.
Zoe shook her head. "I don't know."
"That's ok. We can leave, if you want."
Zoe thought about it for a moment, even though she knew immediately what her answer would be.
"You don't have to leave," she said.
Riker grinned at her from her lap and pushed her shirt up over her breasts. Zoe gave in and removed it entirely. The way her siblings both looked at her was surprisingly intoxicating.
Zoe gasped when Riker pushed himself up to nuzzle her boobs, then suck on them gently. She jumped a little when Izzy was suddenly closer and whispering in her ear.
"Hehe, kinda twitchy, huh?" Izzy teased.
"Maybe a little," Zoe said. "Does he do this a lot?"
Izzy shrugged. "Kind of. He does like boobies. Can't blame him."
Izzy cupped Zoe's breast that wasn't currently being suckled at and played with it a bit.
"Something you have in common?" Zoe asked, watching with a sort of detached fascination as the twins shared her breasts.
"Depends on my mood, I guess," Izzy said. "And... who happens to be present."
Zoe swallowed, feeling the butterflies in her tummy accelerating their imaginary little wing beats. "Mom's right here, you know."
Izzy shrugged. "She's sleeping. We can go to our room, if you want. Or--"
Zoe gave up. She didn't know why she'd been bothering to hold back at all, other than nerves, and uncertainty, and excitement, and not really knowing what to do in a situation like this, and....
Ok, so she pretty much knew what had been holding her back. Despite all that, when she leaned over to kiss Izzy, it all just kind of worked. Izzy accepted the kiss with an easy grace that told of far more experience kissing people than Zoe had, which wasn't a hard milestone to reach, in some respects.
Surrendering to her siblings was surprisingly easy once she did it. Zoe just had to let them do what they wanted, maybe encourage a tiny little bit here and there, and they made her feel so damn good in return.
Zoe squeaked as the twins' combined pressure knocked her over on the floor with a soft thump. Riker and Izzy followed her, seemingly unbothered by ending up in an awkward pile. She supposed they probably enjoyed any excuse to be close and tangled up together.
"How do you feel about us licking your pussy?" Riker asked, dropping sporadic kisses on Zoe's tummy.
"Um... good?" Zoe answered. In her mind she was unsure, but her body screamed for a yes out of her.
"Cool," Izzy said. "You want Ri to do it? Or... me?"
"All good either way," Riker assured Zoe.
Zoe closed her eyes for a moment. If this was some awkward way of asking if she had any better idea where her sexual preferences lay than she ever had before, then she didn't have any answer for that yet. However, if it was purely which of them she wanted latched to her pussy right now....
"Do I have to decide?" Zoe asked tentatively.
"Shouldn't think so," Izzy said.
"We're good at sharing," Riker agreed.
Zoe bit her lip as the twins simultaneously crawled backward and tugged at her panties. Her vibrator had been knocked out of position and hadn't really been helping, other than to make her feel embarrassed as it was calmly turned off and set aside.
She knew she didn't have to feel shy or awkward around the twins. They were non-judgmental about these things, and far hornier than anyone else she knew, it seemed. Still, she wasn't used to her sexy secrets being discovered. More used to discovering them in other members of the family, if anything.
Both. She was going to have them both licking her. She'd never had anyone do it before, and now two people at the same time. Twins. Her brother and sister. Speaking objectively, the fantasy of it was fucking hot, and she probably needed to write a scene like this in her story.
However, while that detached core of her mused about the fascinating experience in front of her, her more primal self was flushed, excited, and unable to think of anything at all other than watching her horny siblings making themselves comfortable between her legs. One part of her analyzing the situation for future use, the other silently praying that nothing would interrupt, and that it would feel as good as she hoped.
The primal half of Zoe won out just as soon as she started feeling twin licks around her pussy. Riker and Izzy using those ambitious little tongues of theirs to treat her so good.
Their bright, mischievous eyes peeking up at her from time to time were perfectly identical. Zoe let herself enjoy the fantasy that she was getting attention from two copies of the exact same person. Which, in some ways, wasn't far from the truth. Riker and Izzy were so much the same person, even beyond being twins. That really appealed to Zoe right now for some reason. Like it had all the physical benefits of two mouths on her, but only the emotional impact of a single sexual partner.
The twins took good care of their big sister. Their tongues were all over her pussy, occasionally mixed with a few kisses or sucking at her clit. They seemed to be able to dance around each other without having to discuss it, except when they very deliberately met and let their tongues meet for a moment or two.
"Unf... mmm... yesss," Zoe moaned, wiggling involuntarily under her siblings' affections.
"You like that?" Izzy asked, gleaming eyes and seductive smile making it very clear she was only confirming what she already knew.
"You're gonna make me cum," Zoe breathed.
"Sure hope so," Riker murmured.
Zoe spread her legs even wider and tried not to interrupt any more. Riker had a slightly more practiced touch with his lips and tongue, his experience eating Izzy's pussy most likely showing through there. But it was together, when they were both on her at the same time, that she really felt the magic of their twin skills.
They were getting her close to cumming. It was new and kind of tricky in the sense that Zoe was used to controlling that part herself. She knew her body and how to get off. Having someone else do it really messed with her, as she felt kind of helpless and at their mercy as far as getting her there. It was, too, a brand new thrill to anticipate her orgasm, but not quite be sure when or if it was coming.
Zoe whimpered as they licked at her clit, back and forth switching up, then together. They built her up, right to the edge. Zoe panicked for a second that she would be stuck there, then all at once she was cumming. Cumming for her brother and sister, cumming for their tongues and their love.
"God, you two," Zoe said softly.
"Want another?" Izzy asked, still kissing around her pussy.
"Another?" Riker asked. "Weren't you tired?"
"Weren't you?" Izzy asked right back.
"... I got better," Riker said.
"Yeah. Same."
"So... you're not done yet?" Zoe asked while trying to sit up. "Is that what I'm hearing?"
"Might not be," Riker said.
"I... I don't know if I'm ready for more yet," Zoe said hesitantly. "But maybe soon?"
Izzy grinned and bounced to her feet. She helped haul Zoe and Riker upright as well. The three of them made a rather sexy, disheveled kind of picture. They were, collectively, mostly naked, and at least two of them were still very horny. Zoe thought she was too, but she definitely needed a minute.
"I'll meet you guys in a second," Zoe said as the twins headed toward their room.
"Ok," Riker called back over his shoulder. "We'll start without you though."
"I know," Zoe said. She took a deep breath, watching Riker and Izzy's asses as they walked away. "Oh how I know.
She waited until she was sure she was alone with their mom, then turned toward her. Helena, despite ostensibly having been asleep while Zoe was getting eaten out, now had her eyes wide open, silently examining her daughter.
"I knew we were making too much noise," Zoe mumbled.
Helena slowly sat upright. "The twins... aren't always subtle."
"That's a polite way of putting it."
"You ok, sweetie?"
Zoe shrugged. "I think so."
"How was it?"
Zoe smiled shyly. "You were watching, weren't you?"
"I was," Helena admitted. "It looked nice."
"It was." Zoe sighed. "They're so good together. Just having their tongues on me like that...."
Helena groaned. "Don't. You'll get me horny again."
"Surprised you're not already."
"Me too. Think I need some water or something."
Zoe nodded. "I'll grab a glass for you."
Helena shook her head. "No, I can get it. You go have fun."
"But--"
"Go, I said," Helena said, catching Zoe's butt with a quick, gentle smack. "It's a big evening for you. Don't worry about me."
"I mean... I guess it kinda is," Zoe admitted. Her first time getting her pussy eaten. And in such dramatic fashion, with quite frankly a scary amount of familial participation. But then, how else would she ever have wanted it? "Alright. Night, Mom."
Helena threatened another spank, and Zoe danced away, suddenly conscious again of her own nudity. As she darted away, she decided she probably was already getting horny enough for a little more fun.
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Zoe woke up in a full bed. That was rather unusual for her, as she invariably slept alone in her own room. It took a moment for her to process waking up in bed with her younger brother and sister.
The twins were still asnooze beside her. Izzy was spooned up behind Riker, who was lying face to face with Zoe so close she could feel his cock rub against her when she shifted.
Biting her lip, Zoe gently pulled back the covers and sighed at the cute sight of her sibs all cuddled together so close and loving. And very naked, of course.
Zoe pulled the covers off entirely and sat on the edge of the bed for a long while just staring. It was a crowded bed with three, and Zoe wasn't really sure how she'd slept like that. She was used to more space and a lack of intimacy.
Except... she'd been satisfied and tuckered out last night. She very vividly recalled meeting the twins in their room while they were already emphatically making out. She'd just watched at first until she had to admit she was too horny just for that.
Zoe felt a small pang inside as she recalled it. Izzy getting railed by Riker, experiencing pure bliss, yet still ready and eager to lick Zoe's pussy again as soon as it was presented to her.
A threeway. That had technically been a proper threeway. Tingles ran through Zoe as she mouthed the words. And the prospect that Riker's cock might be in her next time too....
Was that what she wanted? Maybe. It was a horny thought. Certainly a step beyond having sibling mouths all over her.
Zoe frowned at the sleeping twins, suddenly doubtful of several things all at once. They were, more than anyone or anything else, the catalysts in her life for pushing sexual boundaries, but she wasn't sure just how pushed she wanted said boundaries.
"Fuck it, it's too early for sexistential crises," Zoe murmured to herself.
She padded nakedly out of the room, fetched herself a long t-shirt and her sketchbook, then wandered back to Riker and Izzy. She arranged herself comfortably in a seat next to their slumbering forms, shirt providing a modicum of comfort and modestly, and settled into drawing them.
The calm, familiar act of practicing her art soothed all inner turmoil in Zoe. The scene was the same as before, but her mindset was different. People were so much easier to deal with as the subjects of art rather than as attractive and confusing bundles of fears, desires, and needs. And you never had to worry about attraction to models. It was, in point of fact, generally quite frowned upon for their to be any sexual tension there at all, in most cases.
During one peek up at her sleeping sibs, Zoe noted that Riker's eyes had flicked open. She ignored him for a while, as he didn't seem inclined to move or speak. However, when he moved Izzy's hand down to his erection, Zoe sighed.
"Rather you didn't move for another few minutes, if that's alright," Zoe said.
"Sorry," Riker said. "You didn't say."
"Didn't want to spoil the moment.
Izzy's hand stroked back and forth slowly on Riker's penis. It looked for all the world as though she was doing it in her sleep, but she was most likely awake and just hadn't opened her eyes yet.
"Guess I can try again with a more... provocative pose," Zoe said, flipping to the next blank page in her sketchpad.
"Gonna capture this, huh?" Riker asked.
"Working on it."
Riker closed his eyes again. He and Izzy both looked like they were asleep again, except for her continued soft stroking of his cock. The small motion was hard to capture in a still drawing, but Zoe found that she was able to convey the essence of it. A hand wrapped around a cock did somewhat speak for itself, she supposed.
After a bit Riker reached back with his hand in between Izzy's legs. She mumbled something into his ear and rocked her hips. Zoe finished up her sketch, then gave in and just watched. Izzy made Riker cum, making a bit of a mess of the sheets, then he made her cum just after that. The two of them snuggled tight afterward and shared a few kisses.
"Must be fascinating to be you two," Zoe commented.
"We think so," Riker said happily.
"Wanna join?" Izzy offered.
Zoe hesitantly shook her head. "I think I might just, uh, go write for a bit or something. I'm kinda horny, but I don't know if I want... you know... right now."
"Can just be cuddles," Riker suggested. "Nakey cuddles are as good as sex a lot of the time. Or better."
"Depends on the mood," Izzy said.
Zoe nodded. "Yeah, I bet. I'm just... yeah. Gonna go."
Zoe made it to her room and started straight into her story. So many new ideas recently, and not enough time or focus to get them all down. She got so intently in to it that she didn't notice Izzy sneaking up on her until Izzy was leaning right up behind her chair.
"So what is it you're working on?" Izzy asked. "Something about us?" she teased.
"Thought you were still in bed," Zoe said.
"I was. Then my bladder had other ideas. Then I thought maybe I'd just pop in for a minute and check on you."
"I'm ok."
"Not overwhelmed?"
"... I mean a little, obviously. I want... I want things. Or I think I want things. But they're things that I don't normally want. Or at least, not that I usually want quite that way." Zoe paused. "Does this make any sense?"
"Only if you mean you're thinking about sex and stuff, and you're hornier than usual. Because if so--"
"Almost," Zoe conceded. "Almost that. Except I'm horny a lot. It just doesn't... it doesn't translate into wanting to do anything about it. Other than masturbate. I masturbate a lot."
"Oh sure."
"So it's like... what does it mean when I start thinking about having my pussy licked? Or... or my brother's cock in me, maybe?" Zoe added hesitantly.
Izzy patted Zoe's head. "Oh, sis. I don't mind if you want to fuck Riker. I get it. I mean, for that matter I could grab that strapon I almost used the other night and we could--"
Zoe's eyes went wide and she didn't dare turn around to face her sister. "Oh wow, I mean, like, maybe? Definitely maybe. There are times... like last night, Iz, I think I was in the right mood to do something crazy. And we did. And it was fun."
"Mmhm!"
"But... maybe I don't always want that? And not with many people. But you and Ri... fuck, I don't know why, you've always kind of done things to me. I masturbated a lot listening to you two through the wall."
Izzy meeped and stepped back from Zoe's chair. Zoe spun around to face her.
"Sorry, maybe shouldn't have said that," Zoe said.
"Nah, it's fine," Izzy laughed. "Um... how much have you heard through the wall?"
"A lot. Maybe most stuff."
"Aw jeez."
"Sorry."
"Nah, it's fine. Probably should have guessed." Izzy grinned. "Besides, not like we have many secrets left these days."
"Uh, no, huh," Zoe said.
"Speaking of not having secrets, this story of yours..." Izzy said, leaning back in.
Zoe fought down a momentary panic at the thought of someone, anyone else at all, reading her work. Let alone someone who was kind of starring in it.
"Do you want to read it?" Zoe asked hesitantly. "It might be weird."
"It is about us, isn't it? I kept seeing words like brother and sister in there in that little bit I peeked at."
"Yeah, it is. I've been, uh, taking inspiration from my life. There's been a looot of inspiration."
Izzy started bouncing on the balls of her feet. "Well let me see."
"And it probably needs a bunch of editing. It's kind of rough and--"
"Let me see!"
"No one else has read it or anything. Or even knows about it. And--"
Izzy rolled her eyes and yanked Zoe out of her chair. Zoe stumbled a bit, and by the time she caught her balance, Izzy was already pulling herself up in front of the computer and scrolling back to the start of the story.
"Just let me read some, you goof," Izzy said.
"Ok," Zoe said faintly.
She watched Izzy at first, then deliberately looked away, then paced a bit. She lay on her bed for a few minutes, then realized the shirt she was wearing didn't offer much modesty in that position and bounced back to her feet. Not that modesty was much an issue, given Izzy's nudity and the way she was playing with herself.
Zoe blinked and allowed herself a tentative smile. Izzy was, indeed, touching her pussy while reading. That was probably a good sign. Even if the story wasn't good, it was at least working on some level.
"What do you think?" Zoe asked.
"I'm still reading," Izzy murmured, engrossed in the words before her.
"I know, but early impressions?"
"Jeez, Zo, I don't have a review yet. Calm down. But... I think I might masturbate a little while I'm reading?"
"You already are."
"I know. I was just mentioning." Izzy folded her legs up in the chair, scooted closer to the computer, and kept her hand firmly between her thighs. "It does definitely need a little editing."
"I suspected as much," Zoe said.
"But... I don't know, it's weirdly hot to see me and Riker like this. The way someone else sees us."
Zoe blushed. "Well I took some liberties too."
"Uh huh. So far I'm gonna say they are appreciated."
"Oh good."
Riker wandered in, yawning and stretching. He actually had boxers and a shirt on, which made him the most dressed of the three of them.
"What you guys doing in here?" Riker asked.
"Readin' a story Zo wrote," Izzy said distractedly.
"Ooh. Dirty story?"
"Yep."
"Neat."
Zoe squirmed, expecting Riker to go read it too. Instead, he moved closer to her and gave her a quick hug, followed by sneaking his hands under her shirt a little. She gasped and thought about stopping him, then decided maybe not just yet.
"What's it about?" Riker asked.
Zoe struggled to focus with his fingers grazing along her tummy. "Um... it's kinda like... like mostly stuff that's been happening here recently. But different and exaggerated, and tried to convey via text."
"It's a lot of us fucking," Izzy chimed in. "Or I mean... actually we haven't fucked yet in the story, but it's coming. I can feel it."
"Not technically you," Zoe said. "Just kind of based on you."
"No, it's us," Izzy said. "Definitely us."
"Neat," Riker said.
He was apparently getting hard again, which Zoe could tell as he was close enough that she could feel his cock expanding against the side of her butt.
"Ok maybe it is," Zoe mumbled. "I don't know why I keep thinking you guys are gonna be bothered by something. Does anything even faze you at all?"
The twins looked at each other briefly.
"I mean sure, some stuff," Riker said as Izzy turned back to reading her story. "But I don't think much with you would."
"If anything, we're happy you're exploring so many sexual things," Izzy said.
"Yeah, we think maybe we want to help you and Vi and Mom with relationships and stuff," Riker said, running his hand up just under Zoe's breasts.
Zoe shook her head. "I don't think you can actually help me with that."
"Why not?" Riker asked.
"'Cause I don't know who or what I'm even interested in," Zoe said. "Other than you guys, and maybe masturbating with family members. Which is weird, I know."
"That's alright," Riker said. "If that's what you want, then that's what we'll help you with."
Zoe sighed. "Is this altruism, or wanting to feel me up more?"
"Can't it be both?"
Izzy spun her chair around, clearly noting Riker with his hands under Zoe's shirt, but not mentioning it at all. "I think what Ri means is that we're taking up the cause of helping friends and family be who they want to be, relationship-wise. If that doesn't mean being in a relationship, then that's ok."
"I do kind of like feeling her up, though," Riker added.
"You sure do, bro."
Izzy turned back around and resumed rubbing herself. Zoe pulled away from Riker and flopped onto her bed. She recognized pretty quickly that she was flashing her pussy at Riker, but she didn't bother trying to tug her shirt down.
"I appreciate that," Zoe said. "And it is nice to have you both to, uh, figure stuff out with."
"You're welcome," Riker said, lying down such that he had an excellent view of her bare pussy.
"I do sometimes need to just be by myself though," Zoe said. "That hasn't changed."
"Oh sure," Izzy said. "That's fine. Vi's got her lady friend now--"
"Super cute couple," Riker said.
"Right. But we still have Mom to assist," Izzy said. "So that might take some heat off you, Zo."
"Just need to figure out how to help her," Riker said. "I mean she dates ok."
"Seems to," Izzy said. "And she was talking to someone while playing with herself the other night, so that might be promising."
"You think we should directly involve ourselves?" Riker asked. "Or just do what we normally do, and accidentally cause relationships to blossom in the world through very little merit of our own?"
"She was probably talking to Aunt Athena, if that's any help," Zoe said.
The twins both turned toward her, silent for a moment.
"She told you that?" Riker asked.
"No. But I overheard some stuff," Zoe said. "They have a thing going. Not sure what exactly. Athena's--"
"Not technically actually our aunt," Izzy pointed out. "Not that that would stop this family."
"Yeah, no, I was gonna say she is actually married though," Zoe said. "Not that it seems to be a big problem either."
"Hm," Riker said. "Well... that's maybe something to work with. I could go, like, tell Mom she should just hook up with her secret lady love already."
"If that's what's happening," Izzy said. "Which maybe it's just a casual friends with benefits thing. They've been besties for a long, long time."
Riker shrugged. "Maybe our glorious purpose in life is over already then. Maybe everyone already has everything they want."
"Sheesh, so defeatist," Izzy said. "I'm sure we can still find ways to meddle."
"Oh sure," Riker said. "And probably have more sex with our family somehow."
"Quite probably," Izzy agreed.
"Not right now, though," Zoe said, curling up a little.
Riker patted her leg. "That's ok, I was just having fun looking. And touching a little. I'm gonna go see Mom, I think. Tell me about the dirty story later, 'k Iz?"
"Yep yep," Izzy said.
Riker kissed Izzy on the side of her head, then disappeared.
Zoe sat quietly on her bed for a bit, just thinking. It struck her as kind of funny that she was just hanging out with her naked sister while she herself was bottomless, and that their particular clothing situation barely even registered to her. She did have other things on her mind though.
"You guys really mean all this stuff you say, don't you?" Zoe said aloud.
"Sure we do," Izzy said. "Why wouldn't we?"
"I don't know. You're quite the pair of goofs sometimes."
"True."
"But, I don't know, there's a core of something really genuine to you. Maybe that's part of the attraction."
"Attraction to us?" Izzy asked, her voice perking up a little.
"Well... yeah, I guess. There's something there," Zoe said. "I really don't know what, but something."
"Sure." Izzy still sounded happy, but also far too casual as she continued. "You know, for real, if you ever want to have sex some time... you can basically just ask. You definitely don't have to. But you can. Riker and I love you, you know."
Zoe blushed fiercely, and was glad Izzy didn't look at her. "I'll take that under advisement."
"Just saying."
"Yeah, I know. You and Ri are, uh, still good to model for my class later on, right?"
Izzy nodded absently. "Mmhm. Riker for sure. I might chicken out if it seems too intense."
"That's ok if you have to. I know I couldn't do it." Zoe sighed and headed toward the doorway. "Anyway, for now maybe I better go get dressed for real. Start the day and all."
"Yeah, maybe. But Zo?"
"Hm?"
"Where are you going? We're in your room already."
"Oh. Right."
****
Riker found Helena in the kitchen. She was just getting ready for the day.
"Hey, Mom," Riker said.
"Morning, sweetie. You and Izzy almost ready for school?"
Riker considered his sister still nakedly masturbating up in Zoe's room while reading some homebrewed smut. "Uh... sure. Let's go with that."
"What?"
"Nothing."
Riker moved past Helena and gave her ass a bit of a feel on the way by.
"You know, one of these days you're really going to have to stop doing that," Helena said.
"Disagree," Riker said.
"It's inappropriate."
"But fun."
Helena sighed. "You're impossible sometimes, you know that?"
Riker grinned. "I suspected as much."
"Don't you get enough from your sister?"
"Hehe, yeah." Riker leaned back dreamily against the counter, lost in thought for a moment. "Speaking of which...."
"Speaking of you and Izzy?"
"No. Speaking of love and whatnot."
Helena snickered. "Yeah, ok. That's one possible segue I guess."
"We do love each other," Riker insisted.
"I am all too aware," Helena said. "Just... I don't know, something struck me as funny about the way you said that. That's all." She sighed. "And the ease with which I've been accepting these sorts of things lately. I either have to laugh or cry, I think."
"Oh. I--"
"Sorry, baby, that's not to make you feel bad about it. I'm glad you and Izzy are... happy. It's just a confusing time for me."
Riker nodded. "Ah, yes, good."
"Good?"
"I mean in the sense that Iz and I are ready to help with some of that," Riker said.
Helena peered suspiciously at her son. "In what way, exactly?"
"Well... mostly we believe you might be having some difficulties in your love life, and maybe we can help?"
Helena's eyes narrowed further. "First off, none of your business, actually. Secondly, why do you think that? Thirdly, how would you possibly help?"
"Yes it is, we have our sources, and I have no idea yet. In that order."
"I see."
Riker fidgeted with his shirt. "Might not have thought this all the way through."
"You don't say."
"But I guess just, like, if you for some reason had someone you wanted to be with, and were just reluctant to be open about it for some reason, I think you should go for it. I think maybe that's the point."
Helena stepped closer, folding her arms and continuing to glare at Riker. "You know something, don't you? Something you don't want to come right out and say?"
"Maybe."
"Well say it."
Riker shook his head. "I think I better not."
Helena kept staring at him, weighing options in her mind. Riker squirmed under her gaze and plotted an exit strategy, just in case.
"There might be someone I'm involved with," Helena finally said.
"Uh huh."
"And somehow you know about him."
Riker tilted his head. "Him? I thought Zoe said it was--"
"Aha! So that's where you got this from."
"Ok, yes, maybe. But that's not the point."
"I don't need you kids snooping and meddling, you know," Helena said.
"I know," Riker said. "But also maybe you kind of do? I think maybe you need a bit of a push."
"Maybe I do, maybe I don't. That's for me to worry about."
"Ok. But, uh, is it Athena you're in love with? That's right, isn't it?"
"I wouldn't necessarily put it exactly like that," Helena said, finally backing off a little. "But yes. We've had kind of a thing for a while. On and off. It's complicated, you know. She's technically married, I was trying to date. Complicated."
"So you wanted to hide that from us?" Riker asked.
"Kind of. I guess at this point everyone's enough of an adult to understand. I just... I just didn't want her to be anything other than a sort of aunt to you kids. Not someone I was in a weird relationship with. Let alone...."
Riker arched his eyebrows. "Hm?"
"What?"
"You trailed off there at the end."
"Never mind about that."
"No there was definitely something else you wanted to say."
Helena shook her head, moving rapidly toward the front door. "Don't think so. Off to work now, have fun, byyyeee."



Riker frowned in thought as he was left alone in the kitchen. There was definitely something his mom was hiding about Athena, but he didn't know what would have made her react like that. He'd have to discuss it with Izzy, and maybe Zoe too. Zoe had some more insight into this stuff than Riker would have credited her with. Apparently he didn't know as much about what went on in his older sister's head as he'd assumed.
****
Vi and Cait woke up later than everyone else, as was usual for their working hours. They spent some time just cuddling in bed, Cait sitting up against some pillows and the headboard, while Vi reclined against her. Cait alternated holding Vi from behind, and slipping her hands around for some sneaky feels.
"I might be getting kind of used to this," Vi said.
"Which part?" Cait asked.
"All of it? Mostly just, like, this being so close thing. It's... nice."
Cait laughed softly. "It is, isn't it?" She kissed Vi's shoulder. "I like that you're opening up to me."
"I feel like I was pretty open already."
"Mmm, in some ways. Not all the ways."
"Like what ways? I only just... I just had trouble with some of the sex stuff. Only a little trouble with that. It was confusing."
"Sure, babe," Cait said. "That's all."
"You say that like I'm totally incorrect," Vi grumbled.
"Well... I wouldn't say incorrect. I think maybe you just didn't realize how walled off you were."
"I was not. I'd never been with a girl. That's all it was. And maybe I like being with you, and it's all good now."
"Basically, yeah," Cait agreed. "If you leave out all the details."
"Alright, you. You're starting to be as much of a pest as my siblings."
"I like your siblings!"
"I'm aware."
"And you still seem a little bit scared of pussy. Just saying."
Vi turned around and glared at a innocently beaming Cait.
"Is this you asking for me to lick your pussy? Because you're being awfully roundabout, if that's the case."
"Maaayyybe."
Vi sighed. "Well I'm gonna do it. Because I like you. Not because I have to prove anything about how comfortable I can be with our relationship."
"Sure, babe."
"I mean it. It's not--"
"Mmhm."
"--not anything to do with--"
"Yep."
"--being uncomfortable--"
"Use your tongue for something other than talking, babe," Cait said, guiding Vi between her legs. "There you go. Shhh now. That's it."
"You're not gonna get away with using psychology on me all the time," Vi said. "I just want you to know that."
Cait leaned back and patted Vi's head as she finally got some tongue action on her clit. "Understood."
"I'm my own person," Vi said, interrupting her cunnilinguing to make the point.
"I fully understand," Cait said. "More lickies!"
Cait trapped Vi against her pussy, holding her down with hands and thighs when Vi threatened to stop eating her out to make another point. She was really quite forceful, making it clear just how badly she wanted it this morning.
If she was going to do it, Vi was happy to know her efforts were appreciated. It was a learning process for her, and she found it quite a rewarding one. Everything she learned brought Cait pleasure, which in turn made Vi enjoy herself more too. Not in the same way that sex was usually immediately gratifying, but vicarious pleasure was nice in its own way.
Cait remained firm with keeping Vi trapped--not that she actually needed to--until she got a cum out of the deal, then allowed Vi to cuddle up with her again. Vi was a little dizzy, and a bit messy with pussy juices by then.
"I will admit," Vi said, not having given up the previous thread of conversation just yet, "that maybe I had some things to learn about myself and intimacy."
Cait nodded absently. "Mmhm."
"And that maybe I kept other people at a distance, emotionally speaking. And maybe it was scary not doing that in your case." Vi shifted to get more comfortable. "You just, you know, you were always very different from the boys I was with."
Cait started snickering, unable to hold it in, then progressed to fully laughing. "Oh my god, that might actually be the worst pillow talk I've ever heard."
"Hey, what? I was being very genuine here."
"I know, and you were doing so well. And then you told me, very matter of factly, that I was different from boys." Cait giggled some more. "Like how am I supposed to react to that?"
Vi started smiling too. "Ok, you know I meant that... I meant that about not the obvious stuff. It made sense in my head."
"I know it did. And I maybe think I know what you meant. Hehe, but yes, I am different from boys."
"Shut up. I love you, but shut up."
"Or what?"
"Or I'm gonna sit on your face and make you shut up."
"Don't make threats you can't keep."
"Oh I'll do it."
"Uh huh."
"I'm gonna do it!"
"Yeah?"
Vi slipped out of Cait's grasp, and in a couple simple motions had Cait's face squarely under her butt. In a sense using her athletic prowess to assert sexual dominance felt comfortable to her, but in another sense she was quite certain Cait had been looking for an excuse to lick her back anyway.
Having Cait underneath her, other than the obvious benefits, also gave Vi the opportunity to relax and let herself express the goofy smile she really wanted plastered on her face, but obviously wasn't about to show anyone. The truth, the real truth of it all, was that Cait made her happy like no one else ever had, and whatever that meant for her and who she was inside, she wanted more.
****
Zoe wasn't totally sure what she expected from having Riker and Izzy model for her art class. She'd run through a few likely scenarios, and based on her imagination she was mostly just hopeful that the three of them wouldn't end up in too much trouble.
Surprisingly, it started off much more calmly than Zoe expected. Riker, sitting naked in front of about fifteen other people, displayed a rather prominent erection right off the bat. His face was red, and he dripped precum for a bit, but other than a few whispers back and forth the class reacted fairly professionally to it. It was, Zoe admitted, just a part of life, after all, which was what they were trying to learn to capture. And everyone had known going in that he was a teenage boy, so really couldn't be blamed under the circumstances.
Izzy was much the same as her brother, excepting for she didn't have as obvious a state of arousal to show off. She did blush harder and longer than he had though before settling in and realizing that she didn't need to be embarrassed about sitting nude in front of a bunch of strangers.
The true revelation came for Zoe toward the end of the session when the twins were actually convinced to pose together for the roomful of art students. Zoe worried at first that it would lead to disaster, that her sibs wouldn't be able to behave themselves.
What happened instead was that Riker and Izzy sat together, probably too close given their mutual nudity and arousal, but they didn't start making out and feeling each other up. They only looked into each other's eyes.
Their intimate pose combined with the soulful looks they gave each other started to affect Zoe in a way she didn't recognize at first, and couldn't explain even after she'd identified it. She slowed way down on her work, spending more and more time watching her brother and sister watch each other than she did in trying to capture their likenesses.
It was their love that was hitting her so hard. Just the pure expression of it, despite the circumstances around them and how many people were looking. They didn't care about that, they just cared about each other. It was too beautiful for Zoe to handle.
"That was kinda fun," Riker said as the three siblings headed out afterward.
"It wasn't bad," Izzy agreed, sticking close to her brother and, of course, holding his hand tight as they walked.
"Easier than being naked at our school," Riker said. "Everyone just kind of calmly accepting us."
"Still kind of freaky at first," Izzy said. "But yeah, the anxiety kind of just went away after a while. It was nice."
"Your friends are pretty cool, Zo," Riker said.
"Not my friends," Zoe said absently. "My classmates. Or I mean a couple are kinda my friends. But most of them aren't."
"Oh sure," Izzy said. "You doing ok?"
"Me?" Zoe said. "I wasn't the one with my clothes off. Why wouldn't I be fine?"
"Don't know," Riker said. "But you seem a little out of it."
"Just thinking," Zoe said. "Just... yeah, just thinking."
Alex, a girl from Zoe's class caught up to them, panting slightly from dashing to make up the distance. "Hey!"
"Oh, hey," Zoe said.
"Almost missed you," Alex said. "I was trying to finish up my painting, and you guys were already gone, and... well anyway. You two were great models," she said to Riker and Izzy.
"Thanks," Riker said.
"So powerful when you were sitting together," Alex said. "You could really see the love there. So good for improving my work."
Izzy somehow got even closer to Riker. "We do our best."
"You're really siblings?" Alex asked. "I mean... not that I don't believe it, I just got some different vibes there." She shrugged. "Sorry, that's probably weird to say."
"Nah, it's cool," Riker said.
"Do you two think you'll come pose for us again?" Alex asked. "You'd be so much better than what we usually get. When we can get anyone at all."
"Dunno," Riker said. "Maybe."
"Haven't had a chance to talk about it," Izzy said.
"If they don't, you could probably come over to our place sometimes," Zoe said. "It's not that hard to convince them to take their clothes off."
Alex laughed like it was a joke. "Haha, yeah, alright. Maybe I will. I know a couple others would be into that too. Could probably pay for the time if some of us pool some money together."
"Um..." Izzy said hesitantly.
"Anyway, we'll see how it goes," Alex said. "I gotta run. Thanks again!"
Izzy waited a moment after Alex took off in another direction. "Well she was friendly."
"She likes seeing me naked," Riker said.
"Is that what you took from that?" Izzy asked, rolling her eyes. "God, it's like you enjoy random cute girls appreciating you with your clothes off."
"I mean...."
"You guys don't have to do anything else if you don't want to," Zoe said. "I didn't mean to volunteer you there for something you didn't want."
"Enh, we'll think about it though," Riker said. "It is kinda fun. And I get to sit with Izzy all cuddly in front of people and call it art."
"That's a bonus," Izzy said, kissing Riker's cheek.
"Surprised no one else caught just how loving you two were being up there," Zoe said. "Or... I don't know, maybe they did."
"Alex might be into it, actually," Izzy said. "She seemed eager."
"Yeah, but maybe just because of how hot I am with no clothes on," Riker said.
"Oh stop," Izzy said, giving him a poke. "You're trying to get me jealous, aren't you?"
"Will you kiss me a bunch in the car if I do?"
"... no?"
"Liar."
Zoe shook her head and picked up her pace a little. She really needed a moment to think away from the twins. They just had a way of making everything easy and complicated all at the same time.
****
Zoe opted to seek some big-sisterly advice when she got home. Vi was in the garage anyway, which meant as much privacy as anyone could expect at their house. Vi was puttering around without a shirt on, which Zoe decided to ignore for the moment.
"Things must be going well with Cait," Zoe said as she found a spot to perch near to where Vi was busy.
"Why's that?" Vi asked.
"'Cause you seem happy."
Vi gave her an odd look. "I'm happy plenty."
"Enh. Not so obviously most of the time. You usually don't hum cheerfully to yourself or do those sneaky little smiles for no reason."
Vi frowned at Zoe.
"Yeah, that," Zoe said. "That's more your usual."
"I'm not letting you ruin my good mood on me," Vi said.
"Don't want to. Just want to point out that I'm happy for you."
"Uh huh. I'm sure."
Zoe shrugged. "What ya doin' anyway?"
"Trying to figure some stuff out here."
"Like what?"
"Like... if I can install a stripper pole."
Zoe tilted her head. "Really?"
"Yeah."
"Because Cait wants one?"
"Well... she has some stuff she'd like to practice away from audiences. And she's over here a lot lately anyway," Vi said.
"And you'd get to watch her practices," Zoe pointed out.
"I... yes, that might be part of it."
Zoe grinned. "You're so into her."
Vi sighed. "You know, I can't ever argue that. But for real, watch her do her thing one of these times, you'll understand. Riker understands now. Cait did this strip tease performance right in the middle of a store...." Vi sighed again, but in happy remembrance this time.
"So... she makes you horny?" Zoe asked. "Is that all it is?"
"Of course that's not all it is. But it's part of it, and it's kind of a big deal because other girls never used to do anything for me in that respect."
"Yeah, I remember. You used to be into dudes."
Vi took a seat herself, throwing on a button up shirt but leaving it open at the front, and consequently not particularly hiding her breasts.
"I had fun with dudes," Vi said. "In hindsight... have I actually been into them?"
"Doesn't having sex with someone kind of imply being into them?"
Vi shook her head ruefully. "I used to think so. But I've started feeling all these things for Cait that I never, ever felt for any guy I screwed. Now I have to wonder if I actually did feel anything for them, or if it was just cooperative masturbating."
Zoe chewed her lip. "Cooperative masturbating sounds fun, actually."
"It is. But it's not love, and I don't think it's even in the same ballpark anymore."
"So you love Cait?"
Vi shrugged. "I think so. I maybe hope so. I'm still kind of working on it."
"Yeah, I get that."
"What I know for sure is that she makes me feel things that no one else ever has, and I don't want that to stop."
"That's... that's really sweet actually."
"Yeah, well, don't spread it around."
Vi went back to her puttering. Now that Zoe knew what she was up to, she could kind of understand the process, though any of the details were well beyond her. Thinking about it even briefly made Zoe realize that she had no idea where to even start with something like installing a pole that someone could swing around on with their whole body weight.
"So I've had a couple thoughts about that kind of thing," Zoe said eventually.
"Stripper poles?" Vi asked.
"Love."
"Ah. Yes."
"I still don't think I really experience it correctly."
"I wouldn't worry about it too much," Vi said. "And who's to say that any of us get it right?"
"Yeah, no, like I'm not worrying about it. Not currently. I just kind of wonder if maybe I enjoy love and sex a little more indirectly than most."
Vi looked confused. "What does that mean?"
"Well like I sometimes get horny from things other people do," Zoe said.
"That sounds like a normal thing."
"Right, but like, I don't usually want to actually do any of these things. Like the things I see, or hear about, or experience, or whatever. I like to think about them, or see them, or maaayyybe sometimes participate. But it's not really about wanting them to happen to me. Does that make any sense?"
Vi slowly shook her head. "Not really. Sorry."
"That's ok," Zoe said. "It's confusing to me too. I just know that I've been fantasizing a lot lately, and it's usually about... well it's about family members, mostly. And Cait, kinda."
"Lot of that going around," Vi said.
"Yeah. Yeah there is. Except, like, you ever see the twins look at each other?"
"That's about all they do."
"I watched them today," Zoe said. "They were posing for my art class. And the way they looked adoringly into each other's souls just made me all warm and happy. I... I think I got horny for them being in love?"
Vi thought about it for a moment, then nodded. "Indirect."
"Yeah."
"Is it an incest thing, you think? Cait seems to have a bit of a kink for that stuff."
"Maybe," Zoe said. "I don't know if it's that, or if it's to do with who I'm already close to, which just happens to mostly be family members. Like you, me, and Mom all masturbating together, I wouldn't do that with hardly anyone, but it felt good with both of you."
"You're deep into it," Vi said, fiddling with a drill.
"I really am," Zoe said. "Do you think it's too super weird or what?"
"For this family? Not really."
"That's kinda what I thought too."
"I mean... jeez, I don't even know if I should admit this," Vi said, "but honestly it's probably not even a secret anyway. I kinda had sex with Cait and the twins all at once. It... it happened."
Zoe bit her lip hard. "How was it?"
Vi snorted. "Of course that's the question you ask."
"Well?"
"It was... pretty good. I don't think I'm into Riker and Izzy that way. Not like maybe the way you are, and definitely not the way they are with each other. But it's pretty hot in its own way, and I kind of understand being comfortable with them because we're already close in other ways." Vi shrugged. "It's complicated."
"Yeah," Zoe said. "Yeah it is. Do you think maybe it's ok if I want to have sex with them?"
"What are you asking me for?"
"I don't know. Advice from my big sister I guess."
"In that case... do what makes you happy."
Zoe cocked her head. "Really? That's what you got?"
"That's what I got."
"Huh. Not what I was expecting. But... probably what I was going to do anyway."
"There you go then. It all worked out." Vi hefted her drill. "Want to help me for a second?"
"I'm not mechanically inclined."
"That's fine. I just want you to hold something for a minute."
"Ok. I can probably manage that."
****
"I can't stop thinking about modeling today," Izzy said as she climbed into bed that night.
"In a good way or a bad way?" Riker asked as he finished stripping the rest of his clothes and joined her.
"Good. Definitely good."
"Is this your way of telling me you're horny?" Riker asked, snuggling in naked next to his sister.
"Haha, no. That wasn't where I was going with it," Izzy laughed. "And before you say it, I can tell you're horny."
Riker sighed. "It's not fair, you know. Me being aroused is so much more obvious."
"I'm kind of a fan," Izzy teased, gently wrapping her fingers around Riker's hardon.
"I've noticed."
Izzy held Riker's cock in her hand, not really moving or anything, just maintaining that intimate contact. "I was horny today," Izzy admitted. "I couldn't be naked in front of all those people and not be. And I was kind of embarrassed at first, but then it was... different."
"A certain level of detached professionalism from the audience," Riker agreed. "It really changes the dynamic."
"Yeah. And then... then we got to sit together all romantically in front of them all, and still no one seemed bothered or overly curious."
"I remember," Riker said. "That part was nice."
"Right? That's what I've been thinking about more than anything. I mean I don't know if romantic is really the right word."
"It's... unconventionally romantic, I'd say," Riker said. "Not what you get in movies for the most part."
"Maybe in Love Actually," Izzy giggled. "That one couple working in pornos."
"Haha, yeah. Maybe like that."
"Would you maybe want to do it again?" Izzy asked.
Riker grinned. "I think I would very much like that."
"Good. Because I really want to too."
"We'll have to talk to Zoe. I don't know if her class is gonna need us again, or if maybe other classes would."
"Hehe, what if this could just be our job."
"Dunno, Iz, the money's ok, but I don't know that we're getting a lot of hours."
"Pff, so? I don't really want a whole lot of sessions anyway. Maybe once or twice a week would be nice."



"That's not really, like, a job in the sense I thought you meant it."
"Close enough."
Izzy's hand started moving. She'd just been holding Riker's penis, now she gently slid it back and forth along his shaft. Just tender and delicate so far, just a tease, but enough to get that dangerous, sexy look in her brother's eye that she was ever so fond of.
Riker sneaked his hand in between Izzy's thighs while she stroked him. She bit her lip, looked deep into him with big, shining eyes, and jerked him off faster as his fingers reciprocated on her wet little pussy.
Their mutual masturbation escalated with kisses, and eventually Izzy rolling on top of her brother, straddling him with his cock still firmly in her grasp. She scooted forward, positioning carefully so that her pussy pressed against him and she could replace their hands with her grinding on his cock.
The twins were in that very compromising position when their door opened near-soundlessly. Izzy, without looking around, smiled crookedly.
"Hey, Zo."
"Hey," Zoe said, padding over and pulling a seat over next to the bed. "I just, uh, came to sketch some more."
"You didn't get enough earlier?" Izzy asked, somewhat amused. Her hips kept rocking back and forth, sliding along Riker's penis.
"Um...."
"You also didn't actually bring anything with you," Riker pointed out.
"Oh yeah."
Zoe just sat there, leaning forward intently, too distracted to come up with any explanation for her odd behaviour. It was irrelevant anyway. Izzy and Riker silently communicated through their eyes, agreeing fully that Zoe was welcome even with a flimsy excuse like the one she'd given.
Zoe watched intently, hugging herself in her shirt and panties while her younger sibs nakedly rubbed off on each other in front of her. She might have stayed there indefinitely, except that when she leaned in too close, Riker and Izzy ganged up on her and yanked her into bed with them.
There was a bit of a wrestle and squealed protests as Zoe was dragged into the mix and subsequently stripped of her bedtime outfit.
"That's not fair," Zoe protested. "I wasn't ready."
"Oh, sorry," Riker said with her shirt pulled halfway off. "We can start again if you want."
Izzy pulled Zoe's panties all the way down her smooth legs and tossed them aside. "I mean technically we could. It'd be an awful inconvenience though."
Zoe went a bit red, lying mostly naked in bed with her brother and sister. "We could probably just keep going," she mumbled.
"That's the spirit," Riker chirped as he finished dealing with her shirt.
Zoe allowed herself to be trapped between the twins with their wandering hands and warm, naked bodies. Increasingly, their mouths explored her as well as they kissed her in various intriguing places.
"Just to be clear," Zoe said while she squirmed under siblings affections, "I don't intend to fall in love with you or anything."
"Just as well," Riker said.
"We're already committed," Izzy said.
"Yes, well, good." Zoe gasped as Izzy sucked on her breasts. "And... and I just want to try this. I might not even like it."
"Oh sure," Riker said agreeably.
"Love's complicated," Zoe said, struggling to maintain coherent thoughts.
"Good point," Riker said, nuzzling at her neck, just below her ear.
"And I don't think I really feel the normal things people are supposed to about, like, love and sex and stuff."
"Who's to say what's normal?" Izzy murmured happily, still buried face-first in Zoe's boobs.
"So just... just to be clear," Zoe said. "That's all. This is experimental, and I don't want any expectations otherwise."
"We have an accord then," Riker declared. "Do you want Izzy to lick your pussy?"
Zoe still got disoriented sometimes at the way the twins could so casually broach subjects like that as though it was no bigger deal than discussing the weather.
"Um... maybe," she said. "But what about that thing you were doing when I came in. It looked...."
"Fun?" Izzy supplied. "It is. Here, let me show you."
Zoe felt a confusing mixture of excitement, nerves, tingles, warmth, and a little bit like she wanted to throw up. Mostly it was good though, she thought. Her pussy specifically was on fire in an absolutely desperate kind of way.
Izzy got Riker on his back again and she and Zoe both straddled him while facing each other. Izzy got them in position so they were both pressing their pussies to his cock, trapping it between them.
"Just relax into it," Izzy said. "There's no pressure. It's just fun."
Zoe nodded, but couldn't make herself untense the way the twins could. They made it look so easy.
"We just... rub on it?" she asked.
"Yep," Izzy said. "Just rub on it. Or when you're ready...."
Izzy grinned and grabbed Riker's cock, sinking onto it for a minute. She looked all happy and blissful before getting off again and sharing with Zoe some more.
"Oh god," Zoe said. "See, I like imagining this stuff, or watching it, but when I think about actually doing it... sometimes it's too much."
"Don't worry about it," Riker said. "Do what you want to. I'll suffer through it somehow."
Zoe was reminded that, because of her position, her brother could basically check out and fondle her ass all he wanted, while at the same time he had two of his sisters grinding on his cock at the same time. No doubt he absolutely would put up with just about anything right now.
Izzy pulled her in for a kiss, making it even harder to think straight. Zoe's head spun and her pussy kept demanding more. It would be so easy to get more. Riker and Izzy were offering her all the things she'd fantasized about, and some she hadn't even considered.
It was still a scary proposition to let herself surrender to it. But on the other hand, the twins were as safe as anyone could be. People she could feel absolutely comfortable and secure with, if she just let herself accept it.
Zoe waited for a break in Izzy making out with her. A little excess spit slipped down her chin as the sloppy kiss was broken, and Zoe found herself not minding the small mess.
"Help me?" Zoe whispered to her sister.
"With...." Izzy's eyes flicked down to where their pussies sandwiched Riker's cock.
Zoe nodded. "Yeah. That."
"Ok. Just relax."
Zoe continued to struggle with untensing. She was far too alert for every small change and sensation. Riker's hands on her butt were distracting as hell, and Izzy guiding her onto his cock even more so.
The physical sensation of a cock sliding into her was kind of what she expected, but also quite intense. Zoe knew deep in her heart that as wonderful as it felt, it wouldn't have been half so good if not for the emotional support and intimacy of her siblings. The love they showed her and the vicarious love they felt for each other were better and more fulfilling to her than anything else.
"This isn't so bad," Zoe said.
"Hehe, I heard that little moan," Izzy said. "It's ok to just enjoy it, you know."
"It's preferable," Riker added.
Zoe nodded, bit her lip, and rode her brother for a bit until she felt like she needed a break. That probably wasn't right. She was probably supposed to want to cum, but she was more interested in watching Izzy climb on again and fuck Riker some more. For some reason it was more of a thrill that way.
Sharing was so nice, and after a few times switching back and forth, taking turns with Riker's cock and rubbing pussies against each other, Zoe kind of lost herself in the flow. Her body definitely took over a bit as her need for release grew. She was still so horny from experiencing the twins having sex with each other, and in a subtly different way their touching and filling of her multiplied everything she was feeling to a ridiculous degree.
It was like being drunk. Lost in the moment, happy and carefree, a little unsure what was going on around her, but in a soft and fuzzy kind of way.
"Hey. Hey Zo," Riker said.
"Hm?" Zoe said.
"I'm gonna cum soon. Is it ok to do it in you or...."
"I just assumed you'd do it in Izzy," Zoe said.
"So did I," Izzy said, stroking Zoe's hair. "But you haven't let me back on."
"Oh, sorry," Zoe said, coming back to reality a little. "I can--"
"No, no. Shh. Let him cum in you. I'll lick it back out."
Zoe's eyes went wide. "No!"
"No?"
"I mean... I mean can I though? Isn't that...." Zoe shivered, unsure how to finish her thought. Riker cumming inside her? She'd known that was a possibility, didn't she? And yet it was coming as such a shock.
"Better hurry up and figure it out though," Izzy cautioned. "He's gonna be close. It'd be hot if you did, though. I'll lick it back out so good."
"Oh my god, Iz. You can't just say that," Zoe complained.
"Sure I can. I'll do it."
"She will," Riker said.
Zoe closed her eyes, shook her head, and kept grinding on Riker. His hands were on her hips, assisting her movements. He wanted to cum in her, and she... she wasn't totally sure, but she was so horny and crazy, and it felt impossible to actually get off of him even if she wanted to.
She should just try it. At least just this once. Just so she'd know. For science, or something. Or maybe because she was super turned on, and the promise of Izzy's nimble little tongue scooping their brother's cum back out of her was too decadent and depraved to pass up.
Izzy was rubbing herself silly as Riker got close. She was moaning with her eyes half closed, leaning on Zoe for support.
The twins came at nearly the same time, Izzy following Riker by a few seconds. Zoe felt cum filling up her pussy while Izzy was nearly collapsed on top of her, shaking and spasming in pleasure.
Zoe had no idea what to do for a moment as her siblings came to a bit of a halt. She was kind of stuck between them, physically speaking, as well as realizing that she really wanted more. Like maybe her sister's tongue, as promised.
"How you doin'?" Riker asked.
"Me?" Zoe relied. "Um... good? Good. But I think I kind of want... you know. The thing. With the licking and--"
"I'm getting there," Izzy said lazily. "Lie down, would you?"
"Oh. Ok."
Zoe extricated herself and secured a comfortable position on the bed. Izzy snuggled between her legs and grinned evilly at her while poking at the cum on her pussy.
"How was getting cummed in?" Izzy asked.
"Weird. Good?" Zoe hesitated. "And I think I really need to cum now? Like really badly?"
"Don't worry, sis. I got you."
Izzy buried her tongue inside Zoe, lapping at her like a puppy. It was exactly what Zoe needed, and she felt herself close in on a big, incestuous orgasm.
Riker, apparently still quite horny, got behind Izzy and slipped his cock in her. Izzy purred approval and kept eating Zoe out while getting pounded by their brother.
"You two," Zoe murmured. "You're so...."
"Sexy?" Riker asked.
"Not what I was gonna say," Zoe said. "But yeah. Jeez, Iz, keep licking like that. Unf."
Zoe came on Izzy's tongue, moaning happily and enjoying every little flick and lick Izzy gave her. It was, more than anything, a release of all the feelings and excitement inside her. A huge pleasurable wave that brought her back to reality a little while giving her a moment of pure bliss in the process.
Zoe curled up and watched her brother and sister. Riker and Izzy kept fucking in front of her, Izzy flat on her stomach with her ass angled up a little, and Riker railing her into the bed.
After a while, Zoe unfurled herself and presented her pussy to Izzy again. Izzy eagerly picked right back up licking her like she'd never stopped in the first place.
"You're pretty good at that," Zoe said.
"Thanks," Izzy said, rather pleased with herself.
Zoe really enjoyed being able to relax into it more than before. She'd been half-fighting against her orgasm while trying to decide how she felt about everything. Having had one already, it was less pressure on the whole affair. It could, if she let it, just be nice.
There was a knock at the door at some point while Zoe was dreamily floating in her new happy place. By mutual, unspoken agreement, none of the three siblings let it impact their fun. When the door opened and Helena peeked in, they were still as sexually involved with each other as if they hadn't been interrupted at all.
"Why did I know you were up to something tonight?" Helena asked aloud.
"Lucky guess?" Riker suggested.
"A good--" Izzy started.
"That was rhetorical and you all know it," Helena said.
She padded into the room. Zoe watched with idle curiousity as their mother said goodnight to her children while they were in the midst of a threeway. Her kiss on Riker's cheek turned into a mouth on mouth kiss somehow. Likewise when it came Zoe's turn, somehow her mouth met her mother's in a quick but intimate kiss.
Izzy had to pull back from Zoe's pussy long enough to get her turn, and Zoe felt a thrill inside at Helena tasting her on Izzy's lips. Maybe Riker's cum too.
"You all bring out the very worst in me," Helena said with a sigh as she turned away afterward.
"You can stay if you want," Zoe offered.
"No. No thanks, Zoe," Helena said. "Bad enough what I'm thinking right now, let alone if I actually do any of it. Don't stay up too late. You all have school tomorrow."
"Sure, Mom," Riker said. "Good night."
"Good night, my babies."
The door closed and the sibs were left on their own again.
"Did you really want Mom to join?" Riker asked. "Just out of curiousity."
"It would have been fine," Zoe said, feeling oddly confident in her assertion. "I think she'd probably enjoy herself. You two really opened my eyes to some stuff tonight. Probably could have for her too."
"Maybe," Riker said. "She's had lots of sex though. Probably doesn't need her eyes opened so much."
"You might be right," Zoe said. She twirled her fingers in Izzy's hair. "Would you want to have sex with her?"
Riker thought for a moment, still fucking Izzy as he pondered. "Probably, if everyone was into it. I've almost cummed in everyone in the family now."
Izzy lost it at that point, and laughed too hard to keep eating Zoe. She rolled over and flipped Riker on his back. "Oh my god, that is what you'd think of, isn't it?"
"Well it's true."
"It is," Izzy admitted, climbing onto his cock and getting into a good riding rhythm. "Maybe I should never have let you cum in other girls."
"Maybe," Riker agreed. "I really only need your pussy anyway."
"Good boy," she said, patting his head. "Now you gotta cum in me tonight too so it's fair."
"On it."
Zoe surprised herself at how quick she was to rejoin the fun. Not that it was an immediate thing, but pretty soon she was making out with Riker and getting fingered by Izzy, and generally just really enjoying herself. She was kind of impressed at how forward she could be in the right circumstances.
Despite their mom's advice, the three siblings were, in fact, pretty late actually going to sleep that night.
****
Helena didn't bother trying to hide her weird mood from Athena at work the next day. She was brooding about her kids, and there really wasn't any getting around that.
"So what happened, exactly?" Athena asked, safely locked in Helena's office with her during lunch.
"I told you," Helena said heavily. "They were... just having sex. So openly. Like it was nothing."
"... that wasn't already happening?"
"Maybe. I don't know. Not like this. Not exactly." Helena sighed. "Zoe was with the twins. That's new, I think. And it was so fucking hot! You don't even know."
"I like to imagine though," Athena said.
"I'm aware. I'm kind of right there with you, honestly." Helena gave Athena a look. "You know I used to get annoyed when you'd be pervy about my kids. Now I just appreciate having someone to commiserate with."
"Happy to help."
"Uh huh. I... I think they would have let me join them too. That's what's really messing with me."
Athena's eyes widened. "Really?"
"I think so."
"Damn. You should do it."
"No."
"Yes. Come on, Hel. You want it, I want it, they want it."
"You don't think the whole 'being a parent' thing is gonna get in the way at all?" Helena asked.
"I mean probably, if you let it," Athena said. "It's definitely not, like, a smart thing to do. But what if we ignored that, and we both just go to your place tonight, and if we happen to accidentally catch your kids all in a big fuck-pile, and our clothes fall off, and--"
Helena started chuckling despite her mood. "Yeah, I'm so sure."
"Well maybe not quite as bad as that. But something like it."
Helena bit her lip. "What if I brought you home? Never mind the rest of it, what about just that."
Athena tilted her head. "What, as a distraction from your inappropriate thoughts?"
"No. Because... because I'm tired of not being with you just because you're technically married, and the kids already know you, and I feel like I have to put their feelings first. Their feelings that probably never minded what we got up to in the first place." Helena looked straight at Athena. "I think maybe I haven't handled our thing the best I could have."
Athena gave a slow smile back. "Alright, I do like the sound of that. I mean, I get it, being a mom always seems to come first. And getting it right when it comes to kids is near impossible."
"It is," Helena said. "But I mean fuck, they're all fucking each other at this point, and somehow it seems to be working out for them. Maybe it's time to worry a little less about them."
"Maybe."
"I don't know, Athena, I just really like you, and I just don't want to worry about the reasons why we shouldn't be together anymore. I don't know exactly what's going to happen with my family, but I would really like you to be a part of it in any case."
Athena's grin widened and she moved around the desk to throw herself into Helena's chair with her. It was not a maneuver the desk chair was designed for, and the two of them came very close to tipping over onto the floor. As it was, Athena managed to cram herself into Helena's lap and make out with her happily.
"This all sounds really nice," Athena said.
"Glad you think so," Helena told her, still somewhat fighting for balance.
"I want to be sure you understand, I'm still low-key going to hope for something to happen with your kids. I'm... yeah, I'm horny and pervy like that. I'll admit it. You know what I'm about."
"I do," Helena agreed. "And honestly I think it's probably going to happen sooner or later. I might try and make it happen. At least this way I might have you there for moral support."
"Sounds like a plan. How long we got left on lunch?"
"Um... I don't know. Why?"
"'Cause I intend to sloppily make out with you some more."
"Guess you better hope the boss doesn't mind you being late back to work," Helena said.
"Yeah," Athena said, moving back in for more kisses. "I think I'll get away with it."
****
Izzy and Riker were in the kitchen preparing supper that evening. They were, naturally, spending as much time teasing and feeling each other up as they were actually cooking.
They happened to be in a very good position to catch their mother coming home with a friend in tow. Both twins gave slow smiles as they realized what was happening.
"Hey Mom. Hey Aunt Athena," the twins said by way of greeting.
"Hello. How was your day," Helena said, acting as nonchalantly as possible, giving each kid a kiss on the cheek as she breezed past, Athena trailing behind her.
"Good. Supper'll still be a bit," Izzy said. "We were a little slow for some reason."
"That's nice. We'll be busy for a bit anyway," Helena said.
Athena gave a small wave and a shy smile as Helena kept tugging her away.
The twins started giggling mischievously.
"Bet you will," Riker said.
"None of that," Helena said. "We have business things to discuss."



"Is that code for sex?" Izzy asked. "Because it sounds like code for sex."
"Maybe a little sex," Athena said.
"Don't encourage them," Helena said. "They already knew what we were doing." She turned to Riker and Izzy before leaving the room. "Yes, Athena and I are going to go fuck in my room. No I don't want any questions about it."
"Are you dating now?" Riker asked.
"What did I just say?" Helena demanded.
"I wasn't listening to it all," Riker said. "Just the interesting parts."
"Like how you're gonna go fuck," Izzy said. "That was an interesting part."
"Good niiight," Helena called over her shoulder, in the sort of tone that was both a bit playful, and demanded an end to the conversation.
"So what do we think?" Riker asked once he and Izzy were alone again.
"I think it's cute," Izzy said. "Or is that not what you meant?"
"No, I kind of meant, like, should we go 'help out'."
"Hm, tempting. But maybe we better play it cool? Mom's first time bringing Athena home for romantic stuff. Don't want to be too obnoxious."
"More like sexy stuff," Riker said. "Don't know how romantic it is."
"All depends on your perspective, I guess," Izzy said thoughtfully. "I still think it's cute."
"Things can be cute and sexy."
"Like me?" Izzy asked.
"I meant like me, but I guess technically you too."
"Mmhm, sure."
The twins got lost in each other for a while again, and only barely managed to scrape together an edible meal.
Zoe joined them for dinner, but she was the only one. Vi and Cait were at work by then, and Helena and Athena hadn't been seen since they'd shut themselves in Helena's room.
"I thought about knocking when I came down," Zoe said. "But there were... noises. It just seemed better not to interrupt."
"Makes sense," Izzy said. "They're busy. We thought about joining, but maybe not this time."
"Don't want to be too forward," Zoe agreed. "I wonder if they'd let me sketch them at some point? I could use some different models for practice. Just doing you two all the time is good, but variety would be nice too."
"Maybe ask Cait," Riker suggested. "She's already used to being naked for people. And I think she's gonna be practicing her dancing in the garage with Vi sometimes."
"Unf. I really need to get a lap dance from her at some point," Izzy said with a sigh. "They sound delightful."
"You could hit her club," Zoe said. "And pay money for a service."
"I mean we could," Izzy said. "But is that cute, or stalker-y?"
"... honestly not sure, actually."
****
The siblings finished up dinner, still with no sign of Helena or Athena. They cleaned up, making sure to leave food handy in the fridge to be reheated if someone wanted, then gathered in the living room for their tradition of Zoe playing Elden Ring while the twins cuddled on the couch and gradually saw how distracting they could be to their sister before she either got annoyed or horny at them.
The twins took a bathroom break at one point, and Izzy was faster so she grabbed the downstairs bathroom. Riker shrugged and headed to the upstairs one, not thinking anything of it until he arrived at the top of the staircase. He was just in time to catch Athena also headed for the bathroom, totally naked and apparently having forgotten there was anyone else in the house.
Athena's eyes went wide in shock and she stepped back a little from embarrassment as their eyes landed on each other. Her gaze very quickly found the tent in Riker's pants from where he'd been playing with Izzy. The sight of his erection gave her some confidence back and she stepped forward again.
"Coming to spy, huh?" Athena said.
"No. Just to the bathroom," Riker said. "This is just a happy coincidence."
He didn't bother trying to hide that he was checking Athena out. She was the one who'd decided to be naked, after all. It was her own fault.
Athena seemed to enjoy the attention, and lingered more than necessary before shutting herself in the bathroom. Riker briefly debated heading back to the downstairs one, but knew that wasn't really happening. He waited for Athena to come back out, taking the opportunity to perv on her some more while it was there.
"Your Mom might be kind of annoyed that you're spying on me like this?" Athena said with a teasing smile, sauntering past Riker again.
"What about you parading around naked?" Riker asked.
"That's her fault. She's the one that took my clothes off."
"Ah, well then I guess this situation is her fault."
Athena laughed softly. "That's a good point. You should, uh, come tell her about that."
"... you inviting me into her room?" Riker asked.
"Maybe. Just for conversational purposes, of course."
"Of course. It'd be weird otherwise."
Athena's eyes flicked down to his erection again. "Yeah. That's what it would be."
She was idly turning back and forth a little, as though trying to find the best angle to show off without looking like that's what she was doing. Riker timed it right and swung his hand at her butt, catching her with a satisfying spank as her ass came toward him.
Athena yelped and stepped away, but at the same time the horny fire in her eyes fanned higher.
"Better get moving before Mom gets impatient," Riker said.
"Ooh, you're just lucky you're right," Athena said.
"Why?"
"Because of the things I'd do to you otherwise."
"Promises, promises."
"Don't tempt me, Riker. I'm tempted enough already." Athena ruefully shook her head. "Just you wait. One of these days... Helena's gonna cave soon."
"Um... cave into what?"
"I think you know." Athena headed back toward Helena's room, ass swaying with full seductive intent. "She's as horny as I am, but with a little more restraint, is all."
Riker was very close to following her, but somehow managed to stay right where he was and just watch her go. It was an erotic and somehow educational experience all at the same time. Riker also kind of liked how similar her build was to Helena's. The two of them definitely weren't identical, but would make a nice pair together, he thought.
Izzy pattered up behind him while he was still wistfully staring at the space where Athena had been a moment ago.
"My twin senses were tingling," Izzy said. "What's going on?"
"Athena just left," Riker said. "Back to Mom's room, I mean. Not like from the house. She was... very naked."
"Ooh! Trying to seduce you?"
"No. Well, yes, kind of. Not on purpose at first, I don't think. But she was very obviously interested."
"Nice. Should we just, like, go for it?"
"You think Mom'll be ok with it?"
"No idea," Izzy said. "But I can't help noticing their door is still open."
Riker looked down the hall. "So it is. I didn't notice that."
"Busy looking at something else, huh?"
"Very much so."
"Hehe, you're so horny." Izzy moved behind Riker, wrapped her arms around him, and kissed his neck affectionately.
"That's true. You started it, though. This erection is from you, not Athena. Even if she helped a bit."
"I know. I think we should see if we can get it in her though. Her or Mom. Or both."
"Don't want to keep it for yourself tonight, I take it."
"No, not tonight," Izzy said thoughtfully. "Maybe this is just the horny talking--"
"Almost certainly, but go on."
"--but for some reason I think I could really go for someone licking your cum out of my pussy."
"Goddamn, Iz. That is horny."
"Maybe like Mom and Athena sharing it...."
"Uh huh."
"And it'd be helping Mom be with who she wants to be with, like our whole plan."
Riker snorted. "I don't think that's what it's about. She's doing fine on her own."
"You should let me pretend. It's getting us more sex."
"True. And I guess Athena would definitely have to fall for Mom if we're part of the deal."
"Oh she'd have to," Izzy agreed firmly. "If she hasn't already."
"Which she probably has," Riker said. "But why take the chance?"
"Exactly. No point risking it."
Having talked themselves into it, the twins held hands and sneaked up to their Mom's bedroom.
The two older women were in bed together, pretty much as expected. Less expected was Athena with her hands tied behind her back, face down on the bed, and their Mom pegging her from behind.
"Oh wow," Riker said.
"Damn. Mom's kinkier than I expected," Izzy said.
"Yeah. Is she... is she doing Athena in the butt?"
"Sure looks like she is."
Helena cocked her head at the sound of her kids whispering to each other, and turned to catch them openly staring.
"I was wondering when you two were going to show up," Helena said.
"Were we invited?" Riker asked. "I think we might have missed that."
"We would have been here sooner if we'd known," Izzy said.
"Not invited exactly," Helena said, slowing down her thrusts, but still moving smoothly in and out of Athena's bum. "But knowing you and knowing Athena, I suspected it was going to happen anyway."
"I might have kind of invited them," Athena admitted.
"What a surprise," Helena said, giving her a sharp spank for her admission.
Athena whimpered, then wiggled her butt for more.
"So should we stay or go?" Riker asked. "We can go either way here, I think."
"You might as well stay," Helena said. "Athena'll get all pouty otherwise."
"Plus you've been looking for an excuse," Izzy said, moving forward and pulling her shirt over her head.
"That's not what's happening," Helena insisted.
Riker took his shirt off too. "Are you sure about that?"
"I'm your mom! I don't... that's not...."
Riker and Izzy knelt together on the edge of the bed and gave Helena their best twin look of pouty innocence.
"Don't you want to have sex with us, Mommy?" Izzy whined, batting her eyes ridiculously.
"Pretty please?" Riker added, emulating Izzy's eye batting technique.
Helena groaned at the deliberately over the top display.
"Say yes," Athena whispered. "Say yes, say yes, say yes, say--"
"I heard you," Helena growled, spanking Athena again.
With a sudden quick movement she pulled Izzy and Riker to her, catching them both off-guard. She frantically kissed Izzy just long enough to stun her, then did the same to Riker. Both twins were left gasping and with a brand new horny look directed at their mother.
"Who am I kidding?" Helena said, panting slightly herself. "I've wanted this for too long."
"Yesss," Athena hissed.
"You were no help, you know," Helena said. "You're supposed to talk me out of doing something stupid, not into it."
"Oops?"
Helena rolled her eyes and kissed Izzy again, getting even sloppier this time. She made out with both her kids, back and forth, until Athena got particularly whiny about being left out.
"Not fair leaving me tied up, you know," Athena said.
"You're barely tied up," Helena said. "I could have done worse." Still, she turned to Riker and lowered her voice to a near-whisper. "She'd love it if you fucked her right now, though."
Riker grinned. "I am so on it."
Izzy smacked him on the butt as he shuffled toward Athena. "Go get 'er!"
Athena's eyes got wide and hopeful as Riker got behind her and squirmed out of his clothes. She lifted her booty and wiggled it at him enticingly.
"Just to confirm," Riker said, "because technically you are kind of tied up and stuff, but is it ok if I--"
"Oh my god please!" Athena said, blushing a little as she realized how desperate she sounded. "I mean... yeah, you should do it. I've had this fantasy banging around in my head so badly since your mom started wanting you two. You don't know how badly we've both needed this."
Helena flushed too. "We're not that bad."
"Yes we are."
"They're... no, they're still my children. I wouldn't do anything they don't want, and... and oh god, I shouldn't do this at all, should I? It's--"
"Fuck's sake, Mom," Izzy said, having slipped out of the rest of her clothes while Helena was ditching her strapon. "We're not babies anymore. We're here if you want us."
"That might be what worries me," Helena said, looking her daughter up and down with an increasingly horny glint in her eyes.
"Maybe stop worrying and make out with me some more," Izzy suggested. She wrapped her arms around the back of Helena's neck, kissed her, and dragged her down on top of her on the bed.
"Yeah," Helena said breathlessly. "Maybe I'll do that."
Riker turned back to Athena while his mom and sister got fully involved with each other. Athena's pussy was wet and ready for him, fully soaked before he ever even touched her.
"You don't have to be gentle," Athena said. "You really don't. I'm ready."
"Wow, you are kinda crazy horny, huh?" Riker said, still rubbing her pussy.
"Maybe."
"Even after all that sex with Mom."
"Well you catching me in the hall kinda helped with that. And... and I really want this. It was just one of those kind of messed up fantasies you can't get rid of, you know? Something I didn't actually think would happen, but it is happening." Athena moaned happily as Riker started rubbing his penis on her instead of his hand. "Honestly didn't ever picture having my hands tied up while it happened. I woulda had you in me by now, if I had more control."
"I like it this way though," Riker said. "Not the tied up part necessarily. But I like that your ass is sticking up at me. You have a really great ass."
"Thanks," Athena said, actually sounding somewhat shy after the compliment.
Her shyness turned right back to turned on as Riker stuck his cock in her. The way she moaned and cooed was extremely gratifying, and her pussy swallowed him up so nicely.
"That's it, give it to her," Izzy encouraged.
"Yes please," Athena hissed.
Riker smiled at his sister. She was still on her back, now with one leg pushed back and Helena grinding their pussies together. The two of them were spending a lot of time watching Riker fuck Athena beside them while rubbing off on each other.
Athena was quite vocal and energetic in her enjoyment. She reminded Riker of Izzy in some ways, even though it was all horniness and fantasy with her, and nothing to do with the love and bond that the twins shared. There was something fun about that though. An emotions-free fuck with a hot milf who just wanted to be pounded.
Riker found that he truly could be as rough as he wanted on Athena. She took his cock just as hard as he could give it, and kept acting like she wanted more. She got all worked up and came while moaning his name.
"Don't you get sore after a while?" Izzy asked, fascinated at watching Athena cum on her brother's cock.
Athena shook her head. "Not really. I mean... I guess if we went long enough."
"She's got, uh, some experience taking it hard," Helena said.
"Hehe, Mom, so bad," Izzy giggled. "What have you been doing to her and not sharing with us? Other than apparently railing her ass while she's all tied up?"
"None of your business young lady."
"Pff, ok."
Izzy rolled Helena on her back and took a moment just to appreciate her mother all naked and horny and spread out beneath her. Izzy moved between her mom's legs to kiss her pussy, incidentally presenting herself for her brother in the process.
"Ok, I wanna cum now," Izzy said. She wiggled her bum. "My turn, Ri."
Riker nodded and pulled somewhat sloppily out of Athena, shifting over to his sister.
"Hey, not fair," Athena pouted.
"It is fair," Izzy said. "He's my twin, I get first dibs on his cum."
"Oh. Actually yeah, I guess that is fair," Athena admitted.
Helena rolled her eyes. "In what universe does that actually make sense?"
"I wouldn't think too hard about it, Hel," Athena said, squirming closer to her. "But... I think it does make sense. You know, given their particular relationship. Besides, Riker's young, he'll cum more I'm sure. Maybe I can get the next one."
"You actually want my son to cum in your pussy?"
"... yes?"
"Bad girl."
Helena kissed Athena some, then untied her arms so she had full mobility again. Athena chose to sit on her face and get some quality tongue time, partly since Helena was kind of trapped currently while Izzy licked her out.
Riker and Izzy came near-synchronously, with Izzy making sure everyone knew her pussy was getting creamed with her brother's cum. There was actually a faint aura of jealousy coming from Helena and Athena, which Riker wasn't really used to but found he enjoyed.
Izzy was caught by surprise at how fast Helena and Athena were to claim her pussy once Riker pulled out. They fought for space a little, then shared Izzy, each licking at her to find tastes of cum, as well as her own flavours.
She looked up at Riker, who was being presented with two phenomenal asses pointed straight at him, either accidentally or on purpose. He actually seemed a bit lost for a moment, or possibly just happy. He took a moment fondling bums, totally enraptured, then more firmly grabbed Helena's ass and started rubbing his cock on her pussy.
"I feel like we made some really good decisions this evening," Izzy said.
Riker nodded. "Or some very bad ones."
"Possibly. Let's say very enjoyable then."
"Agreed."
Riker slid into Helena's pussy, and it was honestly a toss up whether he or their mom sounded happier about it.
Zoe padded in while Riker was still establishing a rhythm in their mom. She seemed entirely unsurprised to find the family orgy in progress, and just pulled up a seat where she curled up in her hoodie and watched.
"Used to be Vi was the one we always had to complain about for having loud sex," Zoe remarked.
"Were we bothering you?" Izzy asked.
"Not exactly. And I guess it's fine if I get to watch," Zoe said.
"You can join if you want," Riker offered.
Zoe snorted. "Not enough pussy in bed for you yet or what?"
"Um...."
"But nah, not up to... all this. Definitely not." Zoe bit her lip. "I might sketch it though. Multiple bodies, sexual energy, older and younger forms...."
Zoe was still mumbling to herself as she skipped out to grab her supplies.
"Who's she calling older?" Helena complained.
"I'm sure she meant it in a nice way, Mom," Izzy said while giving her head a pat. "Like in an artsy way and everything."
Zoe returned in her own time, making a quiet and calm counterpoint to the noisy, sloppy fucking on the bed. She got her things, got settled, and began sketching the scene.
Riker and Izzy were fully used to Zoe doing things like this. Helena and Athena were kind of unsure, but were also unwilling to stop their fun. Helena especially forgot all about the art taking place when Riker came in her.
"Oh my goddd," Helena moaned. "Guess it's official now."
"Yeah, you got cummed in," Izzy said cheerfully. "I'll probably try and lick it back out at some point."
Riker smirked and shifted back to Athena. He needed a minute, but was heavily invested in cumming her too when he could.
"Hey, stop moving so much," Zoe complained. "I was almost done with--"
"Zo, I love you," Riker said, "but I am not stopping for the sake of your sketching practice. I will pose for you all you want when I'm not so busy."
"Pff, how many times do you need to cum anyway?" Zoe asked. "Seems excessive."
"No, he's right," Athena said, rubbing her butt back against Riker. "At least once more is very necessary."
"Or twice," Izzy said. "I think I'm empty now, sooo...."
"Bunch of overly horny hooligans," Zoe accused.
"You know it," Izzy replied with a winsome grin.
Zoe grumbled some more, especially any time someone moved too much, but she just kept drawing with her usual intensity.
Riker came in Athena, completing the set. Though he did have to cum in Izzy again in a bit, once he'd recovered enough. He was really slowing down by then, but she was ok with taking it slow and really savouring it. Probably enjoying showing off in front of everyone, really.



The twins held each other for a while post-cumming and eventually decided they probably needed to go to bed. Helena and Athena were at that stage too, just kind of cuddling together by the end rather cutely. Zoe stayed behind and sketched the two older women and their display of affection, despite Helena's token protests.
****
Izzy woke up early in the morning needing to pee. She hated to slip free of Riker's grasp, even for something so necessary, but she forced herself to do it. She left her brother temporarily alone as she hit the bathroom.
After that, on her way back, she paused and decided to check their mom's room. Helena and Athena were still snoozing together, which warmed her heart. Their blanket was a little disheveled, and Izzy took a moment to tuck them in better before slipping out again.
On a whim she checked Vi's room, and found Vi and Cait in a very similar position to Helena and Athena. Izzy didn't dare try to straighten out their sleeping arrangement at all, and just gently shut the door again.
Zoe's room, contrary to expectations, was empty. Izzy frowned at the bed, which appeared slept in, but might have been from the night before for all she knew. Izzy was a little worried as she wasn't sure where her sister could have gotten to, and it was awfully early to be up and about.
She continued to puzzle about it as she returned to her brother, then screwed up her mouth in mild annoyance as she found that Zoe was, in fact, snuggling with Riker.
"I was gone for five minutes!" Izzy growled. "You come in and steal a girl's brother like this?"
Zoe shrugged without a trace of guilt. "My brother too."
"... only technically."
Riker sleepily reached out an arm. "Come 'ere, Iz. You can spoon me."
"Hmph. Maybe I don't want to be big spoon right now."
"Ok."
Izzy pattered forward and crawled delicately into bed. "You must have been waiting for me to leave, huh?" she asked Zoe.
"No. Just woke up when you scampering around out there," Zoe said. "Felt like this is where I wanted to be."
"I wasn't scampering," Izzy said. "I was being quiet."
"Sure."
Izzy rather petulantly forced herself between her sibs, facing Zoe and back to Riker. They grumbled a bit at having to move for her, but were quite happy to snuggle up close on either side of her. That was better. It was hard to stay annoyed when flanked so close and warm with sibling love.
"I was just checking and making sure everyone was ok," Izzy said. "You coulda told me you were sneaking off on me. I got worried for a minute."
"Sorry," Zoe said, nuzzling against the front of Izzy's shoulder. "I still don't really know what I want in some ways, but I think I probably want more of this sometimes."
"Guess I can't blame you for that," Izzy conceded.
"How was your patrol?" Riker asked with half a yawn.
"Good. Fine. Everyone is right where they should be. Almost."
"Excellent." Riker yawned fully this time. "Sad as it is, I kind of hope Mom doesn't need our help quite that much all the time. I'm exhausted."
"Pff, too much cumming in pussies for you, huh?" Izzy said. "Poor boy."
"I enjoy my work," Riker said. "But sometimes I just want to chill. You know how it is."
"Too bad Mom and Vi might want more sex from us then, I guess," Izzy said. "And this one," she added, patting Zoe.
Izzy grinned to herself as she felt Riker's cock harden against her.
"Not that I mind, actually," Riker said. "If it's, you know, helpful for them to find love."
"Yeah. Just helpful," Izzy said.
Despite his protests of being exhausted and sleepy and not interested in more sex at the moment, it wasn't long before Riker slipped his cock inside Izzy. They didn't fuck, not really, it was more just being connected and each of them shifting back and forth a little, just to feel each other.
"I think Zoe fell asleep again," Izzy murmured.
"Sure sounds like it," Riker agreed.
"It's kinda cute, actually."
"Kind of is. Should I stop?"
"No, I don't think so. I like having you inside me."
"Convenient, because I like being inside you."
Riker kissed Izzy's neck and slipped his arms more intimately around her. Izzy bit her lip and pushed her ass back against him more firmly.
Slowly, over the course of an hour, they woke up for real, getting increasingly horny the whole time until they were properly having sex while still cuddling with Zoe.
"Who am I kidding?" Riker whispered. "I can never get enough of you."
Izzy melted a little. "Same. You better cum in me again before school."
"Working on it."
"And you know... sometimes it's gonna be ok for us just to be with each other instead of friends or family, even when they ask."
"True. We'll have to try our best."
"Mmhm."
Zoe squirmed around as the bed started shaking more, but only clutched Izzy tighter and apparently didn't actually wake up. Izzy was pretty sure she was only pretending to be asleep, though. It was fine either way, and kind of hot to be having sex with her brother while Zoe was pressed against her like that.
The twins came together to start their day, and had to get out of bed while leaving Zoe as undisturbed as possible. There was something odd about leaving their sister snoozing happily in their bed, but when she did murmur something, it was to let them know that she didn't need to get up for a little bit yet.
"Let her sleep," Riker said.
"I know," Izzy said. "I am. I'm just jealous."
Riker stole a kiss from her while she wasn't paying attention. "Don't be."
"Oh. Ok."
"What do you think, panties or boxers today?'
Izzy grinned and turned away from Zoe. She had another day with brother ahead of her, that was what was mattered most.
And if their family had some needs or requests later on, maybe that was ok too.
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"I think I'm going to try out that game you're always talking about," Cassian said.
Scarlett, his best friend and roommate, looked up at him and grinned. "Magic Quest? That'd be awesome. My regular group has actually been down a person lately, so we could use someone new. Plus it'd be fun finally playing with you." She cocked her head. "I mentioned about the equipment you need, didn't I?"
Cassian nodded. "Yeah, I've been looking into it. It's kind of expensive, but I've got a bunch of time off work coming up, so I'll need something to do. And I can pretend I'm just, like, buying myself an early Christmas present or something."
"Hehe, alright. I dig it. You want any help buying stuff?"
"I could use a little, actually. It looks like there's a bunch of different options and stuff."
Scarlett eagerly scooted closer to Cassian and peered over his shoulder at the screen of his laptop. "There definitely are. You should definitely spend enough to get the true experience. It's been so worth it for me. Some of the new magitech they've come out with lately is so insane."
"That's part of what I'm looking forward to," Cassian admitted. "And, uh, I've kind of been reading that you can use the equipment for other purposes too. So like...."
"Haha, you mean porn and stuff?"
"... maybe."
"Well, you can. But you probably won't need that as much as you think."
Cassian frowned. "Why is that?"
Scarlett smiled enigmatically at her bestie. "You'll see."
****
"This is... this is all safe, right?" Cassian asked.
"Of course," Scarlett said, rolling her eyes. "You already paid for it. Don't wuss out now."
"Just saying, some of it looks... odd. And dangerous."
"It's perfectly ordinary magitech."
"Even the runes that glow with no apparent power source?"
"... ok, so some of it's not perfectly ordinary stuff. They've made improvements at incorporating magic into the hardware, I guess. Even my rig doesn't have that much glow."
"And you're sure it's ok?" Cassian repeated, poking at some of the scarier pieces of his new gaming setup.
"It'll be fine. Trust me. I'll be right here while you start it up in case you need anything."
Cassian took a deep breath, squared his shoulders, then started putting on the gloves, monitors, and headset required to play Magic Quest. At Scarlett's recommendation, he lay down safely in bed before activating the VR features. He experienced a moment of disorientation as his senses of the real world were replaced with input from a virtual world.
"Whoa," Cassian said, turning his head every which way. Or at least, he thought that's what he was doing. Supposedly he wouldn't actually move much in the real world, he'd just think that he was.
There wasn't a tremendous amount to look at just at the moment. He had entered in to the equivalent of a menu screen, with various options hovering in front of him. The view around him was unlike anything he'd seen before, though, and he took several minutes just to stare around him at the incredibly lifelike terrain and natural ambience.
Not totally realistic, though. In some ways... more vibrant than reality. More stylized. But still created such that he could believe he was standing in the real outdoors somewhere.
"Can you hear me?"
Cassian jerked around, but there was no one in sight.
"Cass?"
Cassian breathed a belated sigh of relief. "Scarlett?"
"Yeah, it's me. I'm connected too. I added you as a friend, just by the way."
"Oh, right. Um... where do I... hang on, I think I've got it."
Cassian took a moment to figure out the menu options he'd seen upon first booting up. They were fairly intuitive, as it seemed the intent to select one was registered by the game just as strongly as actually making physical contact. It'd be a bit of a learning curve, but he'd get there.
Cassian accepted Scarlett's friend request, and shortly after her face popped up in the corner of his field of view. Or rather... it was similar to her face, but like someone had morphed it for an art project.
"Scarlett?" Cassian asked, frowning slightly.
"Ah, there you are," Scarlett said. "Adapting ok so far? Don't feel motion sick or anything, do you?"
"No. No I'm good. You're green, though."
"Haha, right. That's my character showing up in your hud, not my real face. You still basically look like you, but you'll be able to change that when you make your character."
Cassian nodded understanding. "Ah. So you're... like an orc?"
"Yeah." Scarlett grinned, her teeth looking far more fearsome and tuskish than usual. "Just wait until we can meet in game."
"Cool. How do I do that?"
"Well you gotta, you know, build a character and go through a tutorial first. I can hang out in chat with you, but I can't actually be with you right now."
Cassian looked back at his menu options, feeling more excited to get going. "Ok, I'm getting a feel for this. Just like any other game, but with fancier graphics."
"I mean... in a simplified sense that's about right."
Getting into the character creator was easy enough once Cassian started looking for it. Rather cunningly, he thought, the game immediately presented him with several reflections of himself, which gave him feedback on what any given physical changes would look like.
"Oh this is cool," Cassian said. "I can see what I look like as a bunch of different races. Hm... elf, dwarf, halfling, all classics. Feline, avian, sure. Ooh, draconic, nice."
"Haha, yeah. There's a lot of options," Scarlett said.
"Hm, and... they all have different bonuses? Oh god, too many choices."
"Yeah, honestly I'd probably just pick something you like the look of. The bonuses are fine if you know exactly what you want, but they aren't necessary."
"That's... probably what I'm gonna have to do. I am not sitting and looking at all of these stats right now." Cassian hummed as he flipped through more choices. "Is it... is it too boring to just stick with human?"
"Go with what feels right."
"Sure. And... is the character always gonna look like me?"
"That's the default. You can change basically everything appearance-wise if you want. I left myself mostly intact."
"Ooh, haha, me as a girl," Cassian laughed. "That's weird. I'm kind of pretty, but it's also a little... uncanny valley, I guess. Oh, but I can... yeah, ok, more gender options. I can make myself still a boy, but cuter, I kind of like that."
Scarlett nodded in the upper left of his vision. "Cool. Hey, I'ma hit a quick quest while you're busy. Seems like you might be a while."
Cassian quickly shook his head and skipped over a few options. "Nah, I'm not gonna worry about it. Just got caught up in how neat this is. I assume this is a game that's easy enough to change stuff later if I need to."
"There are options. You headed to the tutorial?"
"Um... I think so. I didn't pick a class or anything though. Unless I accidentally skipped it."
"No, the game... well it's a little more organic about that," Scarlett said. "You can kind of commit to certain roles and classes as you play, but... I don't know, it's kind of free-form too. Play the tutorial, it'll explain some things."
Cassian nodded and squared his shoulders. He was already finding his movement to be a little... off. Like his body wasn't quite the right size and shape anymore. Which kind of made sense, since he'd modified it a bit.
There was a doorway in front of him, and he walked through it. Inside appeared to be a sort of medieval training room of sorts, complete with open fighting rings, weapon racks, climbing walls, and locked jail cells at one end, for some reason. There were more things scattered about, some of which weren't immediately obvious what they were for.
Cassian waited a moment to see if a tutorial would present itself, but nothing immediately happened. He shrugged and walked toward the weapons, since they seemed like something he wanted to play with.
"Welcome to Magic Quest!"
Cassian jumped back and dropped the sword he'd reached for. A smiling, friendly looking elf was suddenly far too close for comfort, and he had no idea where they'd come from. Then again, despite the realism so far, it was still a game and things could literally just appear from nothing.
"Uh... hi," Cassian tried.
"Would you like to start with combat training?"
"Sure. Yeah, yeah let's do weapons."
The elf continued smiling. It was a tiny little bit unnerving.
"Select any weapon you like," the elf said. "You may find many different kinds in Magic Quest, and are free to use any of them. You may find you have preferences, and that the more experience and skills you gain with different types, the better your character will perform."
A list flashed in the corner of Cassian's vision. A list of his skill with various weapons, Cassian gathered, which presumably he could pull up on his hud whenever he wanted. He'd have to figure out how to do that. Eventually.
"My weapons skills are all at zero," Cassian said out loud.
"Ah, you're at weapons training," Scarlett said.
She'd seemed a little preoccupied, though her image still showed in the corner of his vision.
"Yeah," Cassian said. "Does it matter what weapon I pick?"
"Not really. It's just to get a feel for them. You can run through all of them if you want."
"Enh, probably won't go that far. I want to get to the real game."
Cassian hefted a sword. It felt heavier than he'd expected it to, but maybe that was just because his character was new and not that strong yet. Experimentally, he tried to pull up his stats, and once he figured out how, he noted that his physical traits did all seem to be fairly low.
"Here is an opponent," the elf said, gesturing to a fighting ring. A stationary goblin appeared where they'd indicated. "You may select whether the opponent will fight back, as well as what level of violence you'd like to see."
Cassian wandered over. "Neat. And, uh, how do I attack and stuff?"
"You merely have to swing your weapon."
"Oh."
Cassian essayed a swing of his chosen sword. It thwacked against the goblin rather satisfactorily, and a red '-10' floated upward briefly before fading away.
"Alright, alright."
He swung a few more times, and more numbers floated away after each hit. Blows to the head and other vulnerable areas did seem to have more of an impact, as far as he could tell.
Experimentally, Cassian looked for the options, as the tutorial instructor had indicated. Upon turning the violence slider up, nasty slashes started appearing instead of just numbers, and in fact it seemed the numbers could be turned off entirely too.
"Ok, I like the customization so far," Cassian murmured. "If I keep doing this long enough, do I get to be a swords expert or something?"
"You will learn skills along your journey," the elf said. "Here is what it might feel like if you master your weapon."
Cassian's weapon skills appeared before him, this time with everything cranked all the way up. As he tried another swing, he found the sword moving effortlessly in his hands, and in fact cleaved the goblin in twain without the slightest real effort on his part.
"Oh my god! That was so cool! Can I do it again?"
Cassian slew some more goblins, and even moved on to bigger creatures, each time vanquishing them without any effort at all. He really only moved on because, again, he wasn't at the game proper yet, and he was starting to get antsy.
It was fun, though. And he got in some actual combat training after that, where his opponent fought back and everything. Apparently he could modify how much he felt any blow that landed on him, from nothing at all, up to realistic but dampened pain.
"Why would I want to get hurt every time though?" Cassian mused aloud.
"'Cause if you can't feel anything, it's harder to keep track of how much you're getting hit in fights," Scarlett answered, even though he hadn't meant to actually ask her. "I usually keep mine on just high enough that I'm aware, but not bad enough to really hurt that much."
"Oh, ok. I'll try that. It's really not overly painful at low settings or anything."
After a little more training, Cassian wandered over to some other tutorials. There were athletic options, where again character skills would do some things for him naturally that he wouldn't be able to on his own. For instance he could train to climb or jump over obstacles that in reality he would never make it over.
There were options for lockpicking, hence the locked cells in the room. Ranged combat training, potion crafting and usage, spells, riding mounts, diplomacy, buying and selling, and several more things.
A lot of it was just a different form of game mechanics Cassian was already familiar with. He started skipping over a lot of it, eager to get to the end.
"Do you wish to proceed?" the tutorial elf asked.
"Uh, yeah, sure, let's do this," Cassian said, halfway confident.
"Very well. Through that door will be a small test of your skills. Please return if you need any further help."
Cassian considered a moment, then shrugged, squared his shoulders, and headed through the doorway. On the other side, he found a dimly lit corridor, with guttering torches and everything. He walked forward. About halfway along, a message box popped up in front of him.
"Watch out for traps," Cassian read aloud. "Traps?"
Looking down, he realized there was, in fact, a very obvious rope stretched across the hallway. He hadn't even noticed it.
"Well alright," he said. "Let's, uh, step over it?"
Cautiously, he stepped past the obstacle, waited a moment, then determined he was fine to keep moving. A little further on, now that he was looking, he noted an axe set up to fall on his head if he wasn't cautious. He again evaded the trap.
After that was a sneaking section, with various guards wandering around a predictable route. Thanks to past experience, he conquered the section swiftly.
"This gameplay feels really good though," Cassian said. "So smooth."
"Good, isn't it?" Scarlett said. "Almost done?"
"I think so. I, uh, just have to steal a weapon from this one lone guard, and... rescue a princess I guess."
Scarlett grinned broadly. "Yeah, you do that."
"Why are you smiling like that?"
"No reason."
Cassian shrugged and crept forward, sliding the oblivious guard's sword from it's sheath, then running him through before he'd even noticed he was under attack.
"So far so good."
The next door was locked. Cassian tried picking the lock a few times, then realized the guard had keys on him. While he was at it, Cassian also pilfered a few coins he found too.
Upon opening the door, he rather bizarrely found a sumptuously decorated and really quite cozy bedroom. His eyes traveled all across the room before belatedly fixing on the bed and its occupant, who was just now stirring awake.
"Ah! My rescuer! My hero!"
Cassian tilted his head. "Me?"
"You're here to free me!"
The figure in the bed became a princess, complete with unrumpled dress and hair, despite having just ostensibly been asleep. She had a tiara and everything.
"Um... maybe," Cassian said. "I might have skipped some of the mission brief. Should we... escape or something? We'd need a different hallway from the one I just came in."
"Of course, my hero. But first... surely I must reward you."
"Oh, cool. Yeah. Like a magic sword or something?"
The princess giggled and took Cassian's hands, leading him back toward her bed. "No, silly. Where would I have hidden a magic sword?"
"Um...."
"Ooh, you at the princess?" Scarlett asked, deciding then to chime in.
"Yeah, at the princess," Cassian said. "Um... is she...."
"Mmhm. She gets enthusiastic about rewards. It's kind of an infamous moment for players."
"But, like...."
"I did mention about this game being... special." Scarlett laughed. "I may not have specifically mentioned a few things."
"But... sex?"
"Mmhm!"
"I must reward you," the princess purred. "For saving me."
She was shedding her outer layer now, though in strict accordance with fancy royal outfits, there seemed to be an awful lot of clothing underneath her dress.
Cassian considered it for a moment, then gave up. "Welp, seems weird, but if everyone else did it...." He started pulling off the outfit the game had given him. "And I mean, I did kind of wonder about the porn potential of this kind of magitech rig anyway."
"Should I leave you two alone?" Scarlett asked, still chuckling to herself.
"Probably best, yes," Cassian said. "Um... how do I close that little box thingy?"
Scarlett waved goodbye, then her portrait winked out. That took care of that.
"You're definitely just a bot, right?" Cassian asked as an afterthought. "Like not a real person or anything? Only if you are, I think I'd feel weird about this." He paused. "Maybe it's weird either way. Oh well. Thinking about it isn't going to help anything."
The princess also seemed to hesitate a moment, then beamed her princessy smile again. "Do you not want your rewa--"
"Yes, reward. Got it. Let's do it. Just checking."
The princess, down a few layers of clothing, and looking surprisingly hot in underwear that could only be described as 'full body coverage', moved toward Cassian and pressed herself up against him.
Cassian moaned quietly. She certainly felt real. She was warm and soft, and looking at him with such desire. Some team working on this had done stellar work, in his opinion.
"Can I... kiss you?" he mumbled.
"Of course," she breathed.
She closed her eyes and stuck her chin out a little. Cassian belatedly realized that she must have been taller than he thought, as she was at least his height. Princesses should traditionally be a little shorter than their rescuing hero, he thought, but honestly he didn't mind it this way.
Her lips were perfect. They even tasted good. Slightly of cherries, perhaps. And she was still pressed up against him, soft, supple, and willing.
"Fuck, I'm so hard," he whispered to himself.
Cassian was a little stuck on what to do next. He'd never had an encounter with a perfect stranger before. Or whatever the princess counted as. He kept kissing her, and found that she responded favourably to anything he did, including attempting some tongue. She seemed equally happy to have him grope her ass while they made out.
"Alright," he said out loud, getting more comfortable with the situation. "So... I can like, ask you for stuff, right?"
"Of course," the princess said in her seductive voice. "What would you like to do to me?"
"Unf. Goddamn that's kind of hot. I mean, fucked up, I know. Like this whole concept of a woman who only exists to please me. But also you aren't real, so it's not really....
Cassian trailed off. The princess was watching him with polite but confused eyes.
"Um... what I meant was... how do you feel about blowjobs?" Cassian asked.
The princess beamed. "I love them!"
"Of course you do. Let's try it out then."
Cassian dropped his pants, letting his cock free. It had been too constrained, though not actually in a painful way. More kind of like the mock-combat, where pain registered, but not nearly on a level that it would in reality.



"Ok, so--"
Cassian stopped. He's dropped his pants, but so too had the princess dropped what was left of her skirts. She stood with her hands behind her back, swaying gently from side to side. As she moved, the large, erect cock between her legs swayed along with her.
He followed the movement with his eyes for a moment, unable to think of what else to do. This... this was not what he'd expected.
"You... that... what?" he asked.
"Sorry, would you like to do it in bed instead?" the princess asked. "Or we can get right to sex if you'd prefer. I have--"
"Oh god, no, what? What's happening? Can I skip this? Skip! I say-- oh."
Cassian stumbled a little as the scene changed, though he hadn't actually moved. He found himself in a rather picturesque and traditional looking town square, complete with large fountain right in the middle. He looked around, decided there were no princesses in sight trying to stick their cocks in him, then sagged down to sit on the edge of the fountain.
"Well that was... fuck, Scarlett could have warned me about that," he grumbled. "I mean what was that out of nowhere?"
As an afterthought, he checked himself out. His clothes were intact, and he seemed to have a short sword and a small pouch of coins to his name.
"Scarlett, Scarlett. How do I call her again?"
Cassian fumbled about for a moment before bringing up Scarlett's picture. She appeared to be busy and focused on something, and she made a few grunting noises.
"Scar?" Cassian said hesitantly.
A spray of blood splashed against Scarlett's face and she absently swiped at it with the back of her arm. "Oh, hey Cass. Just beating up some baddies."
"Um...."
"Wait, are you done already?" Scarlett smirked. "That was pretty fast. Even--"
"What the hell, Scar. She had a cock."
"She... what?"
"You could have at least warned me."
Scarlett shook her head. "She didn't when I went through. I'm pretty sure I would have remembered that. Just... just hang on a sec."
Cassian grumpily folded his arms and waited. He was about to ask what he was waiting for when Scarlett abruptly appeared next to him. She was, in the game world, actually quite large. He stumbled back a little at the sudden intrusion.
"Oh hey," she said, grinning toothily. "You... damn you're short."
"What?"
"Anyway the princess never had a cock that I knew of. She just... I mean we had sex and everything at the time, so--"
"You did?"
"Yeah. Part of the tutorial. I mean you can skip it or whatever. Sex is always optional and consensual. But like... I wanted to try it, you know?"
"Yeah," Cassian said. "I did too."
"So why didn't you? Afraid of penises?"
"No! But... surprised, I guess. And I asked about blowjobs, and she thought I wanted to suck her. It... it was confusing."
Scarlett laughed. "So just ask again. She's an NPC. It's not like she cares."
"Well... yeah, ok. That makes sense. Where was that advice when I needed it?"
Scarlett shrugged. "Didn't think you wanted me around for that part."
"Yeah, fair. But--"
Cassian jumped back again as another person appeared next to them, this time someone he didn't recognize. The person in question was some sort of pink humanoid with horns, a tail, and flowing hair that shimmered different colours as he watched it. She wore a dress that clung artfully to her body while she moved, yet seemed cut to provide a good range of motion still, complete with side slits that went dangerously high up her thighs.
"Hey Scar!" the new arrival said cheerfully. "This your new guy?"
Scarlett nodded. "Yeah, this is Cass. Or... sorry, do you want to go by something else in game? I pretty much just go with Scar. It suits my character."
Cassian glanced back at Scar, noting that on top of being a hulking, green, muscled, orcish woman, she indeed had several visible scars.
"I didn't think about it," he admitted. "But I'm good with Cass for now."
The stranger nodded happily. "I like it. It suits your cute character. Hehe, you're so smol."
Cassian was forced to admit that he also seemed to be shorter than the new arrival. She wasn't nearly as tall as Scar, but clearly taller than he was.
"I didn't realize I'd be so short," Cassian said. "I'm really short, aren't I?'
Both girls nodded.
"Messing with sliders, were we?" Scar asked.
"No. I don't think so," Cass said. "But, uh, I did kind of just rush and go at one point. I thought I looked cute. I guess maybe too much."
"Not at all," Pink Girl said. "I really like the look. And we could use someone adorable and dainty. Help balance out Scar being all buff and scary, and Ash being all edgy and broody."
"Who's Ash?"
Scar jabbed her thumb at a figure sitting nonchalantly on the edge of the fountain. Cass could have sworn there wasn't anyone there a moment ago.
The person in question, from what Cass could tell, appeared elven and had that sort of casual grace one sort of expected from media portrayals. They also had long, silver hair with a few tactical braids running through it, and were wearing an awful lot of black with spikes artfully scattered about.
The elf, presumably Ash, made a gesture with one hand that probably technically counted as a wave.
"That's Ash," Scar confirmed. "They don't talk much."
"They?"
"They're nonbinary," Pink Girl supplied helpfully. "At least in game. And it's generally considered good etiquette to treat people how they want to portray themselves in this world."
Cass nodded. "That makes sense. I, you know, I'm pretty similar to this in the real world. But bigger, I guess."
"Still a femboy though?"
"I... what?"
Pink Girl covered her mouth. "Oh! Sorry. I know I shouldn't assume, but what you said, and your name...."
Scar abruptly started laughing. "Oh my god, Cass, I didn't even think to check. You totally chose 'femboy' for gender."
"I did what?"
"Yep, it's right there," Scar said, pointing at something above his head.
Cass maneuvered as quickly as he could to finding his profile, and sure enough it listed him as Cassian (femboy). He sighed, changed his in-game name to Cass while he was there, then closed the menu back out.
"Goddammit, I have clearly been rushing all this too much," he grumbled.
Scar was still chuckling. "It's always been a flaw of yours. I warned you it'd get you in trouble one day."
"Yeah, well... maybe I like it better this way," he said, attempting to save some face.
It mildly backfired when the rest of the group nodded easily as though they were perfectly willing to accept that explanation.
"That's cool," Pink Girl said. "Even if you're just trying it out now or whatever. You can see how you like it."
"Um... thanks," Cass mumbled. He didn't quite dare look at Scar for the moment. She knew it hadn't been at all on purpose. Well... maybe a little on purpose. He did like the way he looked. He just hadn't meant it to mean anything. "I, uh, don't think I caught your name yet."
"Oh! Sorry, yes." The pink, horned, bubbly girl did a slow twirl, then executed a sweeping bow. "Vanya. Pleasure to meet you, Cass."
"You too," Cass said.
Ash stood, moving with cat-like ease and fluidity, and whispered something in Scar's ear. Scar slowly smiled with impish amusement.
"Ah, Ash has a good point," Scar said. "Probably that's why the princess had a cock in your instance. Femboys default to a preference for cocks in your personal settings, if you didn't manually flip it again. Which--"
"Which I definitely didn't," Cass groaned. "I know. Pay more attention, Cass."
"Hehe, yeah."
"You can change it though," Vanya pointed out. "Easy peasy."
"Well that's a relief. So... so the princess was a girl with a cock because I'm a femboy? And it really isn't the norm, huh?"
The other three looked at each other.
"Might have been," Scar said. "Might have, uh, been another femboy, possibly."
"Femboy, drag queen, trans woman, futa." Vanya shrugged. "Possibilities."
Cass flushed. "Oh. Those are all options?"
"Gender is pretty free-form in this game," Scar said. "Including options that you can't really do in real life." She pulled Ash close in a one-armed hug. "Ash claims to not have selected any genitals at all, for instance. Or rather, purposefully deselected any."
"Oh, but how do they... how does... where...."
Cass blushed harder as he struggled to find a question that wasn't super inappropriate.
"We don't need bathrooms or anything in game," Vanya said, hopping up on the edge of the fountain and walking along it with her arms out for balance. She caught the spray from one of the jets of water and casually turned it into something akin to a rainbow. Probably not a big deal for anyone else who'd seen magic in the game, but Cass found it quite entrancing.
"And like I said, sex is always optional," Scar said. "Or... what form of sex you do."
"That's cool," Cass said, rubbing his arm awkwardly. "Um...."
"Feeling overwhelmed yet?" Scar asked sympathetically.
"A little."
"That's ok. We can get away from technicalities for a while. Want to go hit things on the head for a while?"
Cass nodded. "Yes please."
****
"You got this Cass!"
"All you!"
"...."
Cass grunted and kept his sword raised. Sure it was all imaginary, but he could feel his muscles protesting all the same. Raising his physical stats was going to be more important than he'd realized.
Still, he was doing ok in this beginner area. The rest of the group were basically hanging back instead of fighting as a team like he'd kind of expected. But then, he'd seen them tear through a few of these low level enemies, and it was impressive how casually they dealt with them. Not because of how much damage his team could do, but just the level of finesse.
Scar had deliberately waited until three bandits were practically right on top of her before whirling her massive axe in a very deliberate arc to pop all three heads off in a clean sweep, right at the neck.
Vanya had plopped herself right down in the middle of the field, basking in the imaginary sun, and only lifting a single finger to shoot a small bolt of fire at anyone who got near, the effect of which was to nearly melt heads off of shoulders with practically no effort expended.
Ash was a bit more of a mystery. Cass had noted them taking care of bandits, but never in a way that seemed to involve moving. Ash just lurked in the shadow of a large tree, and bandits fell around them with throats that had been sliced entirely open. Cass hadn't so much as seen them draw knife yet, but the evidence was there.
And he... he had to struggle for every kill. It wasn't a close contest, exactly. He never felt like he'd lose a one on one with these newb-fodder mooks. But he definitely had to trade blows back and forth a bit. He was getting good at blocking, he felt. Partly just because the bandits were predictable as shit once he'd fought a couple, but also his stats had gone up a tiny bit already, and even that small margin had increased the ease with which he deflected sword-strokes.
Cass dispatched another bandit, then felt a surge of elation that replaced his tiredness with excitement. In fact, it quite literally did. He'd leveled up, and he'd played enough games before to make the connection that it had restored his hit points and stamina, and he could physically feel his body refresh as it happened. The few minor wounds he'd taken didn't seem to even be present any longer either.
"Yeah! Fuck yeah!"
"Woo, Cass!"
"...."
Cass smiled at the applause from his team. He turned and gave as dramatic a bow as he could manage. He fought a few more bandits, just for the heck of it, then wandered back over to his group.
"I leveled up!"
"We saw," Scar said. "How's it feel?"
"Good," Cass said. "Really, really good. Um... what do I do with a level up though?"
"Lots of things," Vanya said. "Depending on what you want to focus on."
"You can boost stats," Scar said. "Though it's best to save that for stats you need but struggle to raise through gameplay."
"You can unlock abilities and stuff," Vanya said. "Or like pick up new classes."
"Level two typically you'll want to choose a class, at least for a while," Scar agreed. "They give you more immediate benefits than anything else you can do at this stage."
"I'm still a little confused on how class work," Cass said. "Like--"
"That's normal," Vanya said. "But kind of just think of them working like you'd expect them to, except you can change them out, or run multiple at once, or whatever. You could, technically, be every class at once if you worked at it."
"And that's not super powerful?" Cass asked.
"No," Scar said. "There's... there's a lot of theory and math behind it, how progression works, and how much power you get out of each class, and stuff like that. Ash understands it better than we do, and they assure us that for most purposes, one class at a time is your best bet, unless you really want to do something specific."
Cass looked at Ash, who silently nodded.
"I think I'll just take your words for it," Cass said.
"Probably easiest," Scar said.
"And really, I just want to make progress right now so we can go quest together or something."
"Careful about moving too quickly," Scar said with a smirk. "You end up missing some important stuff."
Cass blushed. "Yeah, yeah. But I've got you all now to guide me, so...."
"That's true," Vanya said, idly firebolting another bandit creeping up on her. "So what sort of character do you want to be?"
"Um... I don't know," Cass said. "I had a few thoughts, but what does the party need?"
"Heals, probably," Vanya said. "Scar's got all our brute strength, Ash got that sneakiness and damage, and I got magic and stuff."
"You can go for any of that too, if you want," Scar said. "You're not locked in to being our support, especially where you're just starting. But we could use it, if you wanted."
Cass nodded. "And support tends to be an easier role to learn a game with, if you've got a group with you."
"Very true," Scar grinned. "We can definitely protect you as need be."
"So... how do I actually choose a class?" Cass asked. "In my character options somewhere or...."
Ash stretched and languidly walked closer. They nodded at Cass in a 'this way' kind of motion.
"Oh, ok," Cass said. "Um...."
"Yeah, go with Ash. They know the city better than we do," Scar said. "Me and Vanya'll go shopping and delving into our stashes, see if we've got some helpful items to give you that you can use at low level."
"Ok," Cass said. "I'll see you soon."
****
Cass followed Ash back to the city that he assumed was the hub of the world, or at least the nearby area. Ash moved with casual grace and certainty through the streets, as though they indeed knew exactly where they were going.
"Um... where is it, exactly, you're taking me?" Cass asked.
Ash glanced sidelong at him, but didn't answer.
"I don't mean to be rude or anything, like I know you don't talk much. But you do talk some, don't you?"
Ash nodded, but just kept walking.
"You don't, like, mind me joining, do you?" Cass asked. "Scar said it was ok. Like that you could use another person. I hope that's fine, because--"
Ash flashed a crooked smile and a thumb's up.
"Oh," Cass said. "Good, then."
They stopped abruptly. Cass looked around, then up at what appeared to be a large, cathedral-like building.
"Ah, a religious building?" Cass hazarded. "Makes sense. Healing and support and stuff. It doesn't get all weird and spiritual, does it?"
Ash shook their head.
"Cool. Well... let's see how this goes."
Cass entered the building alone, as Ash stayed out in the street, somehow making lounging outside a church appear menacing.
The inside of the building was quiet, but not deserted. It seemed to be largely stonework inside, with large, impressive stained-glass windows that depicted cute women in various poses. Two of those women were even presented as statues up at the front of the main entry area. It was a far more interesting decor than any church Cass had previously been in.
From the amount of space he was seeing, Cass already suspected that the building might be far larger inside than it appeared from the outside. Game rules and all.
A few girls in robes whisked about on their own personal missions. A few other people were in the room who were clearly just visiting and weren't a part of the church itself. At least judging by their attire, and in many cases their weaponry.
Cass, not knowing what else to do, strode toward the front of the room where the most other people seemed to be gathered, whether they were players or npcs.
He was intercepted partway across the room.
"Hello," a cute girl greeted him. She wore the same robes as he'd seen a few times already, the church's uniform, probably. "How may I assist you today?"
"Hi," Cass said awkwardly. "I'd... like a class, I guess? A healer? I... I don't know if that's a cleric in this game, or...."
"Certainly," the girl said with a beaming smile. "We're always happy to have new members. Let me show you to the Arch Cleric."
"Oh. Ok. That sounds promising."
Cass was led down a hallway hung with tapestries to a new room. Another girl was already there and waiting with a beatific smile on her face. She presumably was a higher rank than any of the other clerics he'd yet seen, as she was dressed differently and her room was spacious and filled with sunlight from a window that encompassed practically one whole wall.
The odd thing, such as it was, was this girl seemed to actually be wearing less than the robed acolytes Cass had seen about the place. Her long flowing hair was unbound, except for a couple cute bows, and she wore a robe that was almost more of a dress. Her shoulders were bared as her robe was cut low enough to nearly expose cleavage. There was for some reason a diamond-shaped hole in the robe right at her navel, and a slit up the side nearly up to her hip, exposing sleek thigh-high stockings underneath.
"Greetings, traveler. I am Arch Cleric Adora."
Cass swallowed as Adora stepped closer. She had an angelic glow about her, and she was just too beautiful and cute for Cass to be totally comfortable. He kind of wish Scar was with him. She'd provide the emotional support he needed right now.
"Hi," Cass said. "I'm... Cass. I'd like to be a cleric? I think?"
Adora smiled. It felt like an actual physical caress every time she looked at him like that. Cass belatedly realized it might actually be a magical effect. He needed to remember this world wasn't running on real world logic.
"That's wonderful. We're always happy for new members of our church. Especially such cute ones as you."
Cass blushed. "Not that cute," he mumbled.
"Agree to disagree."
Adora clapped her hands, and almost immediately a pair of acolytes moved in to flank Cass from either side. He meeped in surprise as they gently but firmly started removing his armour and clothes.
"Um... whoa, hey. What?" Cass said.
Adora raised her hand, and all activity halted. "Sorry, I should have warned you. Your introduction traditionally involves some small... physical intimacy. Is that alright? We can do a less involved ceremony if you prefer."
Cass glanced at the two girls patiently waiting next to him, them back to Adora. "You know... some small physical intimacy might be ok," he said faintly.
Adora beamed at him. He was already getting addicted to making her smile.
"Just out of curiousity," Cass said as his clothes started coming off again, "are you an actual person?"
"Haha, yes I am," Adora said. "Most of our staff are NPCs, such as my lovely helpers here. Players tend to go adventuring with the blessings of our order. But I spend much of my time here these days. I started this church, actually."



"Oh! I didn't know that was a thing you could do. I'm quite new."
Adora nodded sagely. "You might be surprised at what's possible in this game. Many of us discover possibilites other than raiding dungeons and slaying monsters at some point. Something that suits us better."
"And, um, running a church is better than adventuring?" Cass asked hesitantly. "Not to be rude."
"No, I understand." Adora stepped closer until she was only an arm's length away. She reached out and brushed Cass's cheek with feather-light fingertips. "There are... many benefits to the position I've chosen. And I can still go out and cause havoc from time to time, if I so wish. I am the boss, after all."
"Oh sure," Cass said faintly.
He was rather awkwardly aware that he'd been left naked and in very close proximity to Adora, as well as her cute assistants. Adora was the more intimidating by far, since she wasn't just a program, and because she exuded a certain graceful seduction that he just wasn't used to.
The acolytes began to run damp cloths over his nude body, a cleansing ritual of sorts. Their touch made Cass more painfully aware that he was fully erect in front of the three girls. Not that they seemed inclined to mind, or even mention it.
"So... do I have to like, do a lot of praying to a god and stuff?" Cass asked, mostly as a way to distract from the excited tension he felt.
"No, no gods here," Adora said. "Just some of our patron saints, such as F1nn and Astolfo."
The names sounded vaguely familiar to Cass, but he couldn't immediately place them. "Oh. Like those statues I saw?"
"Yes, those would be them."
"Cool, cool. And, uh, I notice it's mostly girls here. It's not a problem for me to join or anything, is it?"
Adora tilted her head, appearing politely confused. "Cass, there are hardly any girls in our order."
"Oh good. Wait, no, what? All I've seen are... wait... hang on...."
Adora's lips flowed into a teasing smirk. "You thought I was a girl, didn't you?"
"Um...."
Adora tossed his hair. "Well I shall take that as a compliment. But no, most of us at the Church of Femboy are, in fact, femboys."
"Oh. Ooohhh."
Adora giggled. "Did you not realize?"
"I did mention I'm new."
"Sorry, I just assumed, you being a femboy, showing up the church ready to join...."
"Yeah, makes sense." Cass sighed. "My friends could have given me a heads up."
"Hehe, yeah. You still want in?"
Adora had his hands clasped behind his back, lightly moving back and forth, still as beautiful and sexy as when Cass had assumed he was a girl. For that matter, the NPC acolytes continued to run their cloths over him, and it felt really quite good. They too remained attractive in spite of his misgendering.
"I'm... I'm not gay," Cass said, as though for some reason he felt the need to clarify.
Adora shrugged. "Gayness is relative. If you're willing... I can show you some of the benefits of joining us. And of course you could still be a Cleric of Femboy without really having to do anything, ahem, 'gay.' Though it's more fun that way."
Cass shivered. He had butterflies in his stomach, his nerves were all on edge, and he was all too aware of how horny he was, despite being surrounded by boys.
"I could try it out," he said hoarsely. "Just to see."
"Of course," Adora said. "Just to see."
The acolytes finished cleansing Cass's body, including his intimate areas. It felt good to let them touch his butt, cock, and balls, even if he'd never before had a boy touching him that way. Their hands were so soft and feminine, and they were so careful and gentle with him.
It got more intense as the acolytes rubbed lotion into his skin. They were anointing him, or moisturizing, or possibly both at once. In any case, they used their bare, slippery hands on him, as though he wasn't aroused enough already. And this was just a standard initiation?
Adora, meanwhile, hummed to himself as he pulled his long hair back in a ponytail, then slowly and elegantly sank to his knees in front of Cass. Adora looked even more seductive from that angle, and it would be easy to forget he wasn't a girl.
Cass's cock was hard and throbbing, and precum dripped from the tip. Adora licked his lips, looked up at Cass, and winked.
"Blessings of Femboy be upon you," Adora said just before leaning in and kissing the tip of Cass's cock.
Cass made a strangled sound in his throat. Adora kissed his cock repeatedly, while also flicking a cute little tongue out every now and then.
This was so absolutely insane. Cass had never in his life had an interest in anyone other than girls. Not once that he could think of. But Adora, in a few short minutes, was making him reconsider everything he thought he knew about himself.
Adora was incredibly skilled with his mouth. Cass realized that almost immediately. The sheer excitement of Adora's teasing was overwhelming, his lips and tongue so soft and dextrous, running all over Cass's shaft and down to his balls.
Maybe more than that, more even than the physical sensations, Adora had this blissful and eager look, like all he wanted to be doing was playing with Cass's cock. No girl had ever looked half so happy at the prospect of giving head. Even though it surely wasn't personal, Cass felt weirdly warm and special, like he was worthy of this divine, sexual attention.
"Unf," Cass moaned, rocking unsteadily on his feet.
The two acolytes, still flanking Cass, helped to steady him. They pressed closer with their lithe, fluid bodies, surrounding Cass with cute boys in a sensual overload.
"This is a good blessing," Cass mumbled.
"I take pride in my work," Adora said smiling up at Cass with the fullest, most soul-stealing blowjob eyes he'd ever seen.
Adora kept kissing all along Cass's shaft until his cock was twitching and leaking precum with every sensuous touch. Just as Cass was beginning to whimper, Adora winked at him again, then casually swallowed his whole dick.
"Oh my goooddd," Cass hissed.
Adora slid his lips up and down Cass's cock, hardly even gagging as he took the whole thing over and over. His mouth was heavenly and perfect, and even all those kisses and licks hadn't prepared Cass for how soft, wet, sloppy, and skilled Adora's oral technique was.
"Unf, jeez. I'm gonna... you're gonna make me cum."
"Mmhm!" Adora hummed, sounding rather pleased with himself.
"How are you so good?!"
There was no answer coming. Adora was too busy, too focused. Cass was brought right to the edge with masterful mouth work, and again had to be steadied by the holy boys on either side of him.
Cass felt sweet joy and surrender as he exploded into Adora's happily waiting mouth. So much cum, such warm, intense tingles. Cass's eyes rolled back and he felt so peaceful, so at one with everything.
At least until it was over. There was, as he'd sort of known there would be, that moment of post-orgasm introspection.
Adora sat back on his heels, appearing cat-like in his self-satisfaction. Ever the tease, he opened his mouth and displayed a mouthful of cum he hadn't yet swallowed. Cass groaned at the sight, then just like that it went down Adora's throat with the rest.
"Welcome to the church," Adora purred.
"... thanks?"
Adora stood, stretched, and let his hair out to flow down his back in a smooth, luxurious waterfall. "How do you feel?"
"Good. Confused. Glowing?" Cass looked down at himself. "Yeah, like literally glowing."
"You've been given a blessing. It will give you some buffs for a few hours."
"Oh. Thank you."
"And here, looks like you had a small scrape earlier."
Cass looked to his shoulder where indeed there was a very minor wound, probably from one of those last bandits he'd been fighting. As he watched, Adora place a hand on his shoulder, and the wound healed itself. Simultaneously with the healing, Cass felt a small but distinct pleasurable sensation where Adora's hand lay.
"That's a very minor healing," Adora said. "You'll be able to do that now too. It's sort of the most basic cleric's tool."
"Oh."
"And... we must provide you some vestments."
"Vestments?"
"Clothes, but fancier."
Dazed and bemused, Cass let the acolytes dress him again. Not in any of his previous outfit, but in an entirely new wardrobe. He wasn't totally sure about the outfit. It started with panties and thigh high stockings, and didn't get any more masculine from there. But the material was so smooth and comfortable on his skin, and as far as he could tell the light armour that went with the rest of the vestments gave him better protection than his starting gear.
"This... this skirt's a little short, isn't it?" Cass asked hesitantly.
There was a solid skin gap between the top of the stockings and the very short skirt they'd given him.
"Perhaps a little," Adora said with a smile. "But it looks good on you."
"Does it? I don't--"
Cass stopped mid-sentence as Adora snapped his fingers, and Cass was presented with mirror images of himself. Gasping and marveling, Cass turned his head this way and that, catching sight of himself from all different angles.
"Oh. Oh wow."
"Very cute," Adora said.
"I... I am. I'm cute. I'm super cute! Holy crap."
Cass's colour palette was largely white with some blue and gold, the colour scheme for the church as best he'd seen. Above the thigh highs, a pair of cute shoes, and the already questioned short skirt, he'd been given a midriff-baring sleeveless top, covered by a light breastplate of sorts, as well as fingerless gloves that went up past his elbow.
It was the sort of outfit that wouldn't be worth crap in combat, if this wasn't a video game with all the armour logic that entailed. Unless of course all his opponents specifically targeted him between upper chest and navel.
"You like it?" Adora asked.
"I... really do. But I can't really get away with this in public, can I?"
"Why not?"
"... shyness?"
"Ah. Well we'll have to do something about that, won't we?"
Adora fussed with one of the bows in his hair, removed it, then stood behind Cass to attach it to his hair instead. Cass wasn't totally sure about it at first, but was caught off-guard when Adora stepped back, and Cass's hair started growing.
"A minor enchantment," Adora said. "There's a reason my hair always looks perfect."
Cass touched his hair. "So silky," he murmured.
"Mmhm. You can control the length, style, and colour to a degree. It's not the fanciest enchantment, but even for a cutie like you I'm not going to give out all the best things on a first date."
Cass blushed furiously, but also tried out the new toy. With a little figuring, he was able to put his hair in some cute braids, and turn it a princessy pink.
"This is... I feel like you've done too much for me," Cass said.
"Perhaps," Adora said. "But I am wealthy in game, and the church has it's own revenue sources, such as they are. Plus I've been where you were at one time, and I want to help out boys like us when I can."
"... like newbies to the game, or--"
"Baby femboys," Adora said.
"That's what I thought you meant." Cass swallowed. "I mean... I don't know that this is who I'm going to stay. It was partly kind of an accident when I made my character, and--"
Adora put a finger to Cass's lips. "Don't worry, no strings. If you don't want to be this version of you, then don't. But if you do... then I shall be happy for you, and hope to see you around."
Cass didn't quite dare ask if that was a further sexual proposition. He was sufficiently overwhelmed, and really felt like he needed to get back to Scar and the others.
"Thanks again," Cass said. "You really... give good blessing."
Adora giggled charmingly. "You're so welcome."
****
Cass hesitantly stepped out into the street again, moving awkwardly in his new outfit. It felt very different to anything else he'd ever worn, and he wasn't too sure about what people were going to think. The short skirt in particular required a whole new level of caution all its own. Maybe he could trade it for a longer one.
Cass looked around for Ash, but couldn't see them. He started to bring up his communication menu, then all of a sudden Ash was right there beside him, as though they'd been there the whole time.
"Ah! Jeez, don't scare me like that," Cass complained. "I've got enough to worry about as it is."
Ash shrugged and started leading the way back the way they'd come.
"You could have warned me what I was getting into, you know," Cass said, hurrying to keep up while holding his skirt down in front just in case.
"...."
"I mean, it worked out, I guess. But I wasn't ready to dress like this, or for--"
"You look really cute."
Cass stopped in the middle of the street. Ash didn't slow down.
"You can talk! I knew you could talk."
Cass had to hurry up again, though he was pleased to discover his skirt didn't flap up the way he'd feared it might.
"You talk to Scar and Vanya, don't you? You could have just said--"
"Don't talk much," Ash said.
"I know. I heard. But that was quite a surprise to me, and if-- oof!"
Cass ran straight into Ash, who'd stopped short. He would have fallen down if Ash hadn't grabbed him with quick, firm reflexes.
"You wouldn't have gone if I'd warned you," Ash said, before dragging Cass through a portal.
Cass stumbled a little as his senses went all askew. As his vision cleared, he found that they were... well it appeared to still be in the city, as near as he could tell. A different part of it, he supposed.
"There you are, Ash," Scar said, seated at a table outside a bar with a large tankard in front of her.
Vanya was seated next to her, and her eyes went wide as they landed on Cass.
"Where's Cass?" Scar asked. "You didn't lose him did you?"
Vanya nudged Scar.
"Hang on, I'll pull him up on comms and... would you stop poking me please!"
"But Scar, that's Cass."
Cass smiled shyly as Scar gave him another look. Her eyes widened comically large.
"Oh damn, it is Cass. Holy shit, you look--"
"So cute!" Vanya squealed bouncing out of her seat and rushing to Cass.
Cass had the breath slightly knocked out of him as he was enfolded in a tight hug by the bubbly demon girl. Vanya wasn't built very big, but she still outsized his petite character.
"I love your hair!" Vanya exclaimed. "Is that a magic bow? Ooh, that's a neat item to have. When you get some money we can maybe get you an enchantment like mine to give you more hair options. And... and...."
Cass had to admit to admiring the way Vanya's hair shimmered like a liquid rainbow, and given the way he was dressed, it might look pretty good on him too.
"Don't hug the boy to death," Scar chided.
"Sorry," Vanya chirped, stepping back an arm's length. She still held Cass's shoulders and looked him up and down. "Where'd you go shopping for this stuff? I might need to take a look some time. It's truly an adorable outfit."
"I, uh, got it at the church where they made me a cleric," Cass said.
"Damn, and here I never thought I needed religion. What church?"
"The, uh, Church of Femboy?"
Vanya and Scar both looked at Ash, who smirked a bit and just shrugged.
"You think you're funny, don't you?" Scar said.
Ash nodded.
"Well it all worked out," Vanya declared, dragging Cass over to their table. "You're our cute little femboy healer now."
Cass blushed, but felt kind of warm and fuzzy inside.
The group all sat together, and another round of drinks was ordered. Cass wasn't actually sure what the effects of alcohol were in this game, but he was in the mood to find out.
"We really should get a good fight in this session," Scar said.
"Absolutely," Vanya agreed. "We got our healy boi now, we can take on something tough."
"I'm not actually good at the game yet," Cass felt compelled to point out.
"That's ok. We do pretty well just us three," Vanya said. "If we get some support from you, we're already way more effective than before." She leaned in to whisper. "Just remember to keep Scar between you and anything trying to kill you. Plus you're glowing like you've got a nice buff running."
"Um... yeah, I guess I did get buffed by the Arch Cleric," Cass said. "Probably might as well use it for something. My heals and defense should be better than usual for a little while."
"Let's do it then," Scar said. "A good adventure'll be good for power leveling you too. We need to get your stats and skills up a little. And your levels for equipment purposes. It's no good us buying you crazy magic armour if you can't even wear it yet."
Vanya clapped her hands. "Ooh, but we did get you a couple goodies. Check this out. Bam. Ring that let's you resurrect someone."
"Once on a twenty-four hour timer though," Scar said. "Real time. There's limits on what you can wield at your level."
"And look, you're all holy and shit now, so we got you this mace," Vanya said. "It's super good against unholy stuff."
Cass was rather taken with the idea of procuring more jewelry. This femboy stuff was rubbing off on him a little, it seemed. The mace appeared serviceable too. It felt ok in his hand with a few practice swings.
"So what are we gonna fight?"
****
A lot of shit. That was the answer Cass belatedly got. Most of their fearsome opponents were now bloodily splattered or piled crispily on the floors of the spooky-ass castle the group was marauding its way through.
Cass was entirely out of his league in this adventure. He'd expected it, sure, but it was really driven home as the party moved from room to hallway to room with practiced, lethal efficiency.
Cass mostly took Vanya's advice and stayed behind Scar. It was the safest place in any given room, provided one managed to account for the swinging radius of her axe.
At the moment, Cass was watching a squad of four werewolves really come to regret pouncing on the intruders. One was becoming increasingly annoyed as Ash sliced at it over and over while it failed to land a significant blow. One was wrestling with Scar, who was actually scaring even Cass a little by how much she was enjoying herself. The other two were currently bouncing back and forth from floor to ceiling, slamming into each in turn at the wave of Vanya's extended finger.
The next room offered a respite of sorts, as their were no enemies, and it seemed to lead to a boss room, provided the group could unlock the large double doors at one end.
"Sorry you haven't been able to do much," Scar said apologetically.
Cass shrugged. "That's ok. I got a couple of those zombies when we were ambushed a few rooms back."
"Hehe, yeah, you bonked 'em good."
Scar sat on a chair that fairly wheezed under her frame while Ash and Vanya scoured the room for a key or clues to a puzzle. Cass took the opportunity to place a hand on a large claw wound on her shoulder that he couldn't reach while she was standing.
"Ahhh," Scar sighed. "That feels really good when you do that, you know."
Cass recalled the small injury Adora had healed for him, and the tingly pleasure he'd felt. "Does it feel good every time?"
"Mmhm."
"Is that just how healing is in this game?"
"Not usually. I mean, you feel better. But not, like, in that weirdly sensual way you do it."
Cass blushed bright red.
"Oh, sorry," Scar said. "I mean... I mean it's nice, is all."
Cass nodded. "Sure. You, uh, got a slash on your chest there."
"Go for it," she said with a small teasing grin.
Cass shyly put a hand on Scar, right where her armour revealed the top of her cleavage, and healed her again. She definitely tried to repress a small noise as he did.
"You're so... strong," Cass whispered.
"You got that from feeling my tits?"
He jerked his hand back, disappointed at not getting to feel a little longer. Which was weird. Scarlett was his best friend. Scar was... different. But still the same person, fundamentally.



"I just mean being next to you like this. I know I picked a small character, but you're... fearsome, I guess."
"Ha, yeah. That's what I was going for. I put a lot of time and level ups into physical features too."
Cass swallowed. "It's a good look."
Scar arched an eyebrow. "Is that your type?"
"No. Maybe. I've... had a confusing day. I'm not sure exactly what my type is at this point. I wasn't trying to come on to you or anything," he added hastily.
"No, I know." Scar nodded at the other two. "You should make sure they're all healed up too, if we've got a boss fight coming."
Cass nodded and stumbled off toward Vanya. He caught Scar watching him as he walked away, and wasn't sure what to make of that. He was beginning to forget what kind of outfit he was wearing, and every now and then he was forcefully reminded.
He had to resist the urge to try tugging his skirt down at the back. He was pretty sure he didn't actually flash his panties every time he moved, but he wasn't a hundred percent confident in his own modesty. Even the smooth midriff he showed off continued to cause him some insecurity.
"Ah, thanks, Cass," Vanya said as he healed a few of her scrapes. "That feels really nice."
"Yeah, Scar was saying that too," Cass mumbled.
"Must be the clerical order you're from. Some of them have unique features and bonuses."
Cass though back to Adora and all his acolytes. "Yeah, I suspect this one probably does."
Ash appeared next to Cass in that way that really beginning to get too familiar.
"You could just move like a normal person around friends, you know," Cass grumbled.
Ash smirked, then held out a key.
"Oh, cool. There's that solved," Vanya said. "Let's--"
Ash shook their head and held up three fingers.
Vanya looked at the boss doors. "Three keys? What's even the point of that?"
Ash shrugged and moved off about the room again. Cass thought about calling out that he still needed to heal them, but then decided he'd just catch up in a minute. There were still two more keys to find, after all.
"Hey, what about a buff?" Vanya asked.
"Hm?"
"You leveled up again already, right? Can you grab any buff spells or anything?"
"Oh. Maybe. I hadn't stopped to spend my level up yet."
"Well new spells are usually good choices for powering up," Vanya said. "Especially when you don't have many options yet. Some kind of ranged damage wouldn't hurt either since you're staying out the front line for the most part too."
Cass nodded. He had a free moment to look at his character screen, it seemed. He bit his lip at seeing an image of himself pop up in his vision again. His look was growing on him more and more as the shock and embarrassment had time to wear off.
"I think... I think I could boost everyone's damage for a bit," Cass said. "But... I remember when I got my buff, and...."
"And what?" Vanya asked.
Ash started laughing. When Vanya and Cass looked over, Ash started making a blowjob motion with their hand and mouth.
"Oh gross, Ash," Vanya said. "That's--"
"No no, they're right," Cass admitted. "It was... I got a blowjob."
Ash laughed harder while still searching the room.
Vanya narrowed her eyes. "You'd think Ash was familiar with the process, except they don't actually have genitals."
Cass blushed. "But so then how does... how do sexy things work?"
Vanya shrugged. "Same as normal, I guess, except for certain things are off the table."
"Oh."
"Like baby making stuff would be out." Vanya paused. "Except I did hear at one point that you can actually have a baby still if you want. It's this whole--"
"Focus, Vanya," Scar said, stepping over to join them. "Am I hearing all this correctly?"
"Probably," Cass said, more flustered again with Scar being close. "Um... I don't really know how it works though, like if there are no actual cocks to... bless."
"That can't really be necessary," Scar said. "It's probably just a touch thing, and you got... you know, special treatment."
Ash started laughing again at the far side of the room.
"No," Vanya said. "Ash wouldn't be laughing that hard if that was the case. And, you know, Church of Femboy and all. You hear rumours."
Vanya and Scar looked at each other while Cass hugged himself and wished he had a hoodie or something comforting to hide in, instead of the flimsiest, most revealing outfit he'd ever worn.
Vanya eventually shrugged and started lifting the hem of her dress. "Ah well, might as well figure this out."
"Wha..." Cass offered intelligently.
Vanya slid her panties down to her ankles and delicately stepped out of them. Cass's eyes bugged slightly at her revealed pussy, which was as pink as the rest of her skin, and bare except for a small tuft of hair that shimmered the same as the hair on her head.
"You know. Get a blessing," Vanya said, shifting a little awkwardly as Cass and Scar both stared at her. "Please?" she added.
"Ha, you hornygirl," Scar snorted.
"I mean, yes, maybe a little," Vanya said. "But like, we need to try it, don't we? We could use any advantage we can get for the boss fight."
Scar turned back to Cass. "She's kinda right."
Cass swallowed and nodded. He'd been trying to avoid making it obvious just how badly he wanted to dive into Vanya's pussy. He was a bundle of nerves for various different reasons, not least of which were the memories and sensations that came back every time he thought of Adora's 'blessing.'
The embarrassing part was that Cass could feel himself getting hard in his panties, which was new for him. It was equal parts uncomfortable and sensual as his erection fought for space in the cute, silky underwear. He really hoped his tiny skirt wasn't showing a bulge too blatantly.
Cass slowly sank to his knees. It wasn't exactly comfortable on the cold stone floor, but he wasn't worried about that just at the moment.
"Damn that's hot," Vanya whispered.
Scar murmured an agreement.
Cass tried to ignore them both and put his hands on Vanya's thighs for balance as he leaned in. Her skin was warm and smooth under his fingers, and her pussy seemed to draw him in.
He could do this. Despite the audience, he did at least have some experience with pussies. It would be worse trying to 'bless' a cock right off the bat, he thought.
Remembering Adora, Cass started with plenty of kisses and small licks. He wasn't sure if that actually helped, or if it was just Adora's particular technique. It got Vanya cooing and moaning, in any case.
Cass pretty quickly got into his task, forgetting all the reasons why it might be a bad idea. He loved the way Vanya reacted to his oral attention, and he was only getting hornier in the process. There was something else too, something tugging at him in a way that he couldn't quite understand. Something that drove him to really shove his face in and eat Vanya out.
Was the game doing something to him? He knew that the more he swung weapons around, the more the game would make it feel natural to him, and assist in his movements. There was, in a sense, no reason the game couldn't also guide him in this. Perhaps that was part of casting this blessing, or... or just from being a Cleric of Femboy generally.
Idly, Cass wondered if all blessings were going to be oral based, and whether he'd have to lick someone out every time he gave a new one.
"Mmph, yesss," Vanya hissed. "That's so goooddd."
"Damn, Cass," Scar said a low voice.
Even Ash had come over to watch.
Cass tried to ignored how everyone was staring just at him and his slutty little self as he licked Vanya. He gave her longer and deeper licks, and experimented with sucking on her clit some. It was hard to figure out what worked best for her as she seemed to enjoy it all.
Vanya moaned her way to an orgasm while riding Cass's tongue. She held him against her pussy while she came, and in the process squirted all over his face. She made enough of a mess that Cass halfway felt like he was getting a porno-style cumshot. It had to be some kind of game options making her squirt so hard, but it honestly felt just as sexy as if it was all real.
"Is it just me, or did you actually get your buff well before you came?" Scar asked Vanya.
"Shhh," Vanya said, putting a finger to Scar's lips. "Shush now, babes."
"Like I don't think the orgasm was actually nece--"
"Shhh!"
Cass looked up at them proudly from his kneeling position, Vanya's cum all over his mouth and chin. "I liked it," he said.
Scar snorted. "Uh huh."
"See, he liked it," Vanya said. "And I'm well on my way to being converted to spirituality and shit."
"Such a hornygirl," Scar said.
Vanya smirked. "You gonna tell me you're not going to get... blessed?"
"I... shut up."
Cass wasn't actually sure how that was going to go. He felt like it would be weird eating Scar out. They'd never done anything like that in real life, though he supposed they'd flirted with the idea of dating and stuff at times. It hadn't ever happened, and this really didn't seem like the place to open up that emotional trap.
Then again, if it was just for the purposes of an advantage in the game....
Oh who was he kidding. Cass was ready and eager to eat more pussy, and there was something deliciously naughty about it being Scar's. All the emotional stuff of the friendship and bond they shared, plus... plus her character was appealing to him on some level he didn't fully understand.
Scar was a big girl; tall, muscled, and curvy. That brief touch of her chest earlier had revealed that she definitely wasn't all hard edges. There were some soft and feminine parts of her underneath that armour she wore. That and the strength to casually break him two if she wanted. Was it fucked up that it turned him on to acknowledge that fact? Probably.
Ash moved close before anything could be resolved. Cass was fascinated to see they had stripped the lower part of their armour and clothes off, and indeed where there should have been a cock or pussy, there was... nothing. Just nothing.
"Can I... how do I... what?" Cass asked with great verbal dexterity.
"Yeah, is that even gonna work?" Vanya asked. She'd sat down on the floor with her back against a bookcase. She hadn't bothered to rearrange her dress for modesty, and was still showing off copious thigh, and a hint of her pussy if one looked hard enough. "Can Cass just, like, kiss your area there or what?"
Ash held up a single finger for patience, froze for a moment, then pulled an item from their inventory. Cass was still getting used to items and things casually appearing and disappearing from his perception. It made sense in game logic, but still kind of freaked him out a little as it messed with his brain.
In this case, the sudden materialization took a back seat to the nature of the object Ash produced.
"Is that... a strapon?" Cass asked.
"Sure looks like one," Vanya said. "Why do you have that?"
Ash rolled their eyes and stepped into the harness, then adjusted the straps to seat it snugly in place.
"I mean I get what you're going to use it for in this case," Vanya said. "But... do you always just have that with you?"
Ash grinned.
"... do you have other sex toys too?" Vanya demanded. "You do, don't you. What kind of friend are you that you never told me what a little deviant you are? Here I was, assuming no genitals, no sexy fun times, and you've had some kind of side thing going this whole time, haven't you?"
"Ash is allowed to have their fun," Scar said firmly.
"Well sure, but not nice keeping it secret like that," Vanya said.
"Just because you're an openly wanton little thing--"
"Judgy."
"I can still see your pussy."
Vanya shrugged and tugged her dress down her thighs a bit. "Just wait 'til it's your turn." She grinned impishly. "Cass doesn't know what he's getting yet, does he?"
Cass frowned. "What does that mean?"
He got a face full of Ash's strapon before he could get an answer though.
Cass looked up at Ash, who was peering back down with eyes that contained... amusement, sure, but maybe also lust and excitement? Cass honestly didn't know what Ash was feeling, or what they could feel as far as sexual emotions. Except... presumably in the real world Ash had genitals of some kind, one way or the other, and just because they'd opted out in game didn't mean they didn't get horny the same as the rest of the group.
For that matter, Cass had a suspicion that Ash was previously familiar with the Church of Femboy before introducing Cass to its fold. This might have been something Ash was hoping for, which was sneaky and tricky of them.
However... Cass wasn't all that bothered. He was enjoying himself. He didn't know why, and he didn't know what it meant, but he did know that someone was offering him a dildo to suck, and he kind of wanted to.
Part of it was Ash. Whatever gender they were or weren't, they had a mystery and a beauty, and indeed an attitude that was really working for Cass. Their sleek elven features ran feminine enough for Cass's tastes--whatever the hell those even were anymore--even if they weren't actually a girl. Adora hadn't been a girl either, and Cass had already enjoyed himself with that encounter.
Cass leaned forward and started with kisses, as seemed fitting. In theory, there really shouldn't be a pleasure transfer in the same way that there would have been with Vanya. However, Ash actually did moan a little as Cass pressed his lips to their pseudo-cock.
Hey, it was a magical kind of game. For all Cass knew, Ash could feel every little touch. The way Ash always seemed to know what they were about, and apparently was the group's expert on the game, Cass was fully willing to believe they could get a magic sex toy like that.
"Unf, that's kind of hot," Vanya said.
"You just came," Scar murmured, even if she was watching just as closely as Vanya.
"Only once," Vanya said. "Not like I lose all appreciation for sexy things just 'cause I cummed already."
Cass was getting seriously uncomfortable in his panties. He'd been primarily worried about accidentally showing his cock in the short skirt he was wearing, but it didn't seem like such a big deal anymore. In fact, he wasn't sure he could keep it hidden if he wanted to.
Cass wrapped a hand around the base of Ash's strapon and experimented with taking the tip in his mouth. Again he got more of a reaction from Ash that sucking on a sex toy should have provoked. Ash was definitely feeling the sensations of getting a blowjob, or some facsimile thereof.
That was secondary to Cass by then. With his free hand he wrestled with his panties and got his cock loose. He dragged the offending underwear as far down his legs as he could while kneeling on the floor, then moaned in needful satisfaction as he wrapped his hand around his pulsing erection.
Cass jerked himself off while learning to give a blowjob. He wasn't trying to cum, not really, but just to take the edge off his need and horniness while working on Ash.
There really wasn't much to giving a blowjob, and it wasn't nearly as scary or overwhelming as Cass might have assumed. He mostly bobbed his head back and forth on Ash's strapon and worked on taking it as deep as he could, while maybe getting his lips and tongue into it a little too.
Eventually, Ash grunted and gently pushed Cass away. Cass sat back on his heels, still playing with himself, a little disappointed that he was done. He could see a subtle glow around Ash that indicated they were buffed, but there hadn't been a satisfying climax as there had been with Vanya. Perhaps that was to be expected though.
"Your turn," Vanya told Scar.
Cass swallowed and turned toward his bestie. He took the opportunity to ditch his panties entirely, as they were just hampering movement by that point. His heart was beating altogether too hard, his tummy was all aflutter, and his cock throbbed and dripped precum onto his fingers. He didn't care how weird things might be after, he wanted to lick Scar out. Oh how he wanted it.
"Don't look so excited," Scar grunted. "I'm not what you're expecting."
Cass cocked his head in confusion. "Hm?"
Vanya seemed somewhat amused, but also excited. She had a hand under her dress, Cass noted, and it was moving at a slow rhythm. Kind of like his own hand, if less urgent. Ash, meanwhile, was sitting back and calmly relaxing, just watching events through heavy lids.
Scar dealt with the bottom half of her armour by unequipping from within her inventory. A large chunk of metal just simply vanished from her lower body. Her pants underneath she removed manually.
Cass inched forward, licking his lips despite his attempt at self-restraint. He was so horny. He vaguely wondered if there was any chance one of the others would help him out when he was done, assuming he hadn't already cum by then.
A moment later, Cass's jaw dropped. There was, in fact, no pussy hiding beneath Scar's clothes. She had a cock instead. Cass felt like he probably could have accepted that easily enough given how his day had been going, except....
"How the fuck big is that thing?" he asked, eyes going wide in a mix of awe and fear.
"Um..." Scar said.
"Hehe, it's a monster, isn't it?" Vanya giggled. "I didn't believe it either the first time I saw it. But, you know, it's not like proportions have to stay realistic."
Cass leaned to the side to try and get a better estimation of Scar's massive orc cock. "It's like... jesus, it's like the length of my whole torso."
"Probably about that," Vanya agreed. "But then again, you are smol."
"I'm not that small," Cass argued. "And... and you balls. Scar, you balls are half the size of my head. I mean... is this not excessive?"
Scar, for the first time since Cass had joined the game, seemed a little shy and tongue-tied.
"It's... yeah, like, I know I overdid it," Scar said. "But it seemed like fun at the time. And it's only a game, so like... why not?"
"That's fine," Cass said. "But I can't get that in my mouth. Not by a long shot."
The worrisome thing was as he said it, Cass was all too aware of how much he really wanted Scar's cock in his mouth. He hadn't minded Ash's dildo. Maybe he'd even been kind of turned on by it. But Scar... Scar was more exciting on a few different levels. And she had a real cock, and she physically dominated him by such a ridiculous margin....
Cass could so easily picture himself stuffing his mouth full of her, if only it didn't seem so physically impossible.
He was clearly way too horny. Scar's cock looked so appetizing, and somehow... somehow amazingly sexy on her body. Like as monstrously large as it was, it wasn't crazy out of place on her frame.
Was he falling for a video game version of his best friend? Or was he just stupidly horny and thinking he was into stuff that he wouldn't be once he came? Cass had to admit that the latter option did occur at times. Horny was a hell of a drug.
"You don't gotta deep throat her, ya know," Vanya said. "Just kiss her on the penis until she gets her buff."
"Oh," Cass said, practically salivating at the suggestion. "Yeah, that could work."
"You don't have to," Scar mumbled. "I can go without a buff. Not like we usually have them handy most of the time anyway."
"Oh shush," Vanya said, clearly playing with herself under her dress. "Let us have this."
Ash, sitting with rapt attention, nodded eager agreement.
"You can ignore them if you want, Cass," Scar said more softly. "I--"
Cass ignored her instead. He tried to wrap both hands around Scar's shaft and felt frissons of sexy fear at the realization that his fingers didn't even touch. He didn't stop to let his better judgement get a toehold, and pressed his face against the head of Scar's cock. She tasted strong and sexy, and like she'd been leaking quite a bit of precum already.



"It's not even about the buff, you know," Scar said weakly. "They're just horny."
Cass looked straight up to her eyes, which were a long way up from where he was. She was just so fucking tall.
"That's ok," Cass said. "So am I."
Ash leaned farther forward and Vanya cheered gleefully as Cass kissed Scar's cock over and over again. He layered kisses on top of each other, then spread them out all along her shaft. He had to actually crawl around on his knees to reach from one end to the other. Her cock was ridiculously big, and if it had been anyone else, Cass wasn't sure he would have bothered.
Scar was actually making some very cute noises as Cass paid loving attention to her erection. Noises one wouldn't expect from such a hulking battle-vixen. But she was, after all, very much still a woman underneath her armoured, war-ready exterior.
Cass, right in middle of falling in love with being Scar's good little cock-slut, wasn't sure what he was going to do when his blessing was finished. He was all hot and bothered, not ready to stop yet. Not by any means.
But did he have any excuse to keep going? Could he even make Scar cum, for that matter? Would she let him? Would it be too damn slutty of him to try?
Vanya saved him from his dilemma. Cass, not paying enough attention, was startled to suddenly find her kneeling on the other side of Scar's cock, rubbing and kissing as well. Gods bless that horny pink magic girl.
"Keep going," Vanya murmured. "Don't stop now."
"Din't want to," Cass mumbled.
"That a boy."
Ash joined soon after, and with them and Vanya working Scar's shaft, Cass focused more on the base and the balls.
All Cass could smell was sex and the scent of Scar's arousal. He buried his face in her, kissing and nibbling on her, getting ever more addicted to the whole experience. He couldn't help himself.
She was so warm. Her balls were heavy and hot to the touch as he caressed them, her cock hard and throbbing where he lay his lips and occasionally nuzzled his full face against her.
"Unf, what are you all doing to me?" Scar said.
Cass grinned, loving the way she quavered just a little as she spoke, the way she wasn't fully in control. Having three people all playing with her cock at once was a justifiable reason for giving in to the pleasure, but it was hot no matter what was causing it.
Cass had some small forewarning before Scar came. She was making little animalistic grunts and growls anyway, but more specifically her balls got all tight and twitchy, and her cock strained and pulsed right before she blew.
Cass, Vanya, and Ash all cooed in awe as Scar exploded beneath their combined hands. Her cock moved with every cumshot, launching silvery-white liquid in graceful arcs to splatter against the floor a good few feat away. Cass was enraptured with the process, and even though he was aware how large Scar's balls were, he was just baffled by how much cum she produced and delivered.
"Holy shit," Cass said.
Vanya gave a low whistle. Ash grinned wolf-like.
"That's so much," Cass said as the flow finally tapered off.
"Mmhm. I mean, I've seen her cum before," Vanya said. "But--"
"You have?" Cass interjected.
"Yeah. But, like, in someone. So I didn't actually the total amount."
"There's no way she could be in someone."
Vanya smiled and patted Cass's head. "First of all, have you not seen the internet? Second of all, the rules aren't the same here. People can definitely take her. Even you could, with a little training and magical assistance."
Cass swallowed and tried not to let the thrill of that option show on his face. "Oh," he said faintly.
Scar appeared relaxed and languid, but eventually straightened herself out and got back into her armour. Ash was somehow already prepared again before Cass even got off his knees, and Vanya and Cass basically just needed to straighten out their respective dress and skirt.
Cass also looked around for his panties, but wasn't sure where they'd gone to. He was, at this point, very obviously tenting his skirt out, and didn't much give a shit.
"Fuck that was good," Scar said. "I'm not sure it was actually a good idea right before a big fight, but hopefully I'll get my fighting energy back in a minute here."
"You'll be fine," Vanya said. "I've never seen you slack off in a good fight."
"You're probably right."
Scar gently kissed Vanya on the cheek, her larger head briefly blocking Vanya's from Cass's view. Cass felt a small surge of jealousy before he got a kiss on the cheek too, at which point he just felt stupidly horny again.
"Should I... just jerk off real quick?" Cass asked. "I feel like maybe I should."
"Sorry, Cass. Maybe after the boss fight," Vanya said. "We'll be quick. No time right now anyway."
"No time?" Cass asked.
"Nah. See, Ash just opened the door."
"Oh motherfu--"
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"--cker. I wasn't ready!" Cass complained.
"Haha, yeah. Ash gets impatient sometimes," Vanya said, already gathering fire in one hand as she rushed toward the boss room.
"Come on," Scar said, giving Cass a quick pat on the head. "A quick boss fight, then we're done."
Cass balled his fists and tried to ignore how horny he was, and the cool draft tickling him under his skirt since he'd misplaced his panties.
Scar was already gone anyway, rushing through the door after Ash and Vanya with a cheerful warrior's scream. Cass muttered to himself and followed at a more dignified pace, partly because he wasn't as excited, and partly because he still wasn't confident about moving quickly in his outfit, especially with no underwear.
Just before Cass reached the doorway, Scar came flying back through in the opposite direction, propelled by some kind of demonic creature tackling her. Cass got worried for a second until it became clear that Scar was laughing and enjoying herself. Cass shrugged and peered cautiously into the next room.
Ash was dancing between two of the creatures, slashing out with wicked daggers and avoiding most attacks coming their way. Vanya had already crisped a few enemies by the look of things, and was managing to keep some more at bay so far with her magic.
At the far end of the room stood an absolutely stunning demon-woman, most likely the succubus they were here to defeat. She was laughing much like Scar, but in a notably villainous kind of way.
"Fools, you've given me so much time to prepare!" the succubus gloated. "Did you think I wouldn't notice you in the next room, especially with so many... intoxicating smells?"
Cass frowned. A boss noticing a party approaching went counter to all video game logic he knew, but... this game was different in many respects. Nevermind that the smells of sex had apparently given them away too. He'd have to remember these details. Honestly, his group should have been aware that was a possibility. They were the experts.
With a roar, Scar blew past Cass into the room again, beheading a demon about to take a bite out of Vanya with one powerful swing of her axe.
Cass knew he should probably get in there, but it was hard to see a safe place to stand, let alone do anything useful. That and the succubus kept drawing his attention. She was hard to take her eyes off of. She was tall and curvy, not as big as Scar, but lithe and elegant, as well as showing off tits and ass in a shadowy outfit that was only just technically preserving modesty.
The succubus exuded sex appeal, which shouldn't have been overly surprising. Cass half wondered if there was more at play than he could see, as he found himself... enchanted. Perhaps literally. He didn't exactly lose control of himself, but he kept thinking how nice it would be to be in bed with her, or even just to bury his face in her bountiful cleavage for a while.
As Cass watched, the succubus laughed and raised her arms, drawing another demon from a brief portal in the ground to join the fight. A quick glance around confirmed that none of his companions were in a position to stop her.
Game tactics were pretty firm on stopping a summoner from continuing to summon willy-nilly. Unfortunately, Cass was very overmatched here. Maybe she'd be a total pushover when confronted in direct combat, but that seemed unlikely.
Cass hefted his mace. It was good against unholy creatures, they'd told him. This seemed like an ideal situation to test it out more. Maybe it'd be good enough to just distract the boss for a bit. Someone had to, or they'd get overwhelmed by attrition.
He'd probably be fine. Probably.
Cass looked around again, just to be sure, but his group was well and truly occupied, and the succubus was summoning again.
"Oh well, it's just a game," he muttered. "Maybe it won't hurt too bad when I'm viciously murdered."
Cass moved into the room with more determination than he really felt. He bounced from Scar to Vanya to Ash, taking cover with each of them for moment and healing them a little in the process. None of them seemed to recognize that he was making his way toward the summoner, which was just as well. He didn't want them watching in case this was super embarrassing.
Another demon popped out of a portal and joined the fray as Cass stepped on the succubus's dais at the back of the room. She languidly turned to face him as he approached, his attempts at moving quietly clearly insufficient. He might have to seriously consider training his stealth up.
"Hello, little one," the succubus purred. "Are you the champion here to defeat me?"
Cass gripped his mace in both hands, trying to ignore the sweat on his palms. "Something like that."
The succubus smirked. She drew herself up and stretched, cracking some of her joints in the process.
She was significantly bigger than Cass. Not as big as Scar by a long shot, but nearly as tall, and appeared just as dangerous in her own way. There was, too, a confidence to her that suggested Cass was correct in how overmatched he was.
"I'm going to, uh, defeat you?" Cass said hesitantly. "You... monster?"
"Are you sure you don't want to make a dark bargain or something?" the demon girl asked. "I could have fun with a cutie like you."
"That's--"
"You're just too precious." The succubus leaned in and took Cass's chin in her hand, turning his face back and forth to examine him. "Adorable face, pouty lips, luxurious hair, and that scandalous outfit, I--"
Cass swung his mace as hard as he could while his foe was bent closer to him.
Bonk.
The succubus blinked slowly. She hadn't actually moved other than that.
Bonk.
Bonk bonk bonk.
She was grinning. Cass didn't like that she was grinning.
Bonkbonkbonkbonkbo--
The mace was slapped out of his hand, and Cass found himself weaponless.
"That wasn't nice," the succubus said.
"Sorry. Had to try."
"Mmhm. You're a very rude girl."
"Boy," Cass corrected automatically.
"You...." The succubus stopped and blinked in actual surprise. "Oh my, you are, aren't you? You're Church of Femboy. No wonder the outfit. I was going to have to ask about that, you know. Most holy types don't dress quite so... provocatively." She licked her lips. "I appreciate it though, believe me."
"Yes, well, about that," Cass said. "It's kind of a funny story."
"And wouldn't I love to hear it some day. Maybe after you agree to be my pet?"
"Um... no thanks?"
"A pity." The succubus stroked Cass's cheek. "Well... we can either fight now, or... you can entertain me somehow."
Cass fidgeted with his skirt, despite knowing how precariously it covered him at the best of times. "You'd kick my ass super hard, wouldn't you?"
"I would. Seems like a shame, a pretty boy like you."
"If we do other things... am I gonna lose my soul at all?"
"Shouldn't think so. Maybe your dignity."
Cass sighed in relief. "Oh, that's alright then. I've got none of that left today."
The succubus pressed him up against the wall. Cass's heart beat harder. He'd been scared at first, too scared to be turned on. But now... well, she hadn't immediately disemboweled him, which had taken some of the fear away. Despite her aggressive posturing and the certain knowledge by now that she could kill him as easily as look at him, Cass didn't feel like he had to worry about anymore.
She wanted something sexual from him. He wasn't totally sure what just yet, but it was a far better prospect for him in any case. There was almost certainly a catch of some kind. Maybe he'd end up her pet accidentally, but that was fine. His group could save him. He just needed to keep up his work as a distraction.
And... oh fuck he liked it when she got all close to him like she was. He was a horny boy, and she was... well, she literally personified lust, as much as any video game character could. She was taller than him, putting her bountiful chest right about at face height for him. Her shadowy dress didn't provide much modesty there, and kept shifting to reveal more or less of her cleavage.
She had beautiful eyes, if dangerous. Her tongue, every time it flicked from her lips, suggested so many interesting possibilities. Her hips were the stuff wet dreams were made of, and Cass desperately wanted to see her from behind.
Mostly, though, it was the intense aura of sexy dominance she possessed. That he was at her mercy, and something incredibly horny was about to happen. The uncertainty of what it might be filled him with nervous energy and butterflies. His cock was drooling so much precum, and it was hard not to touch it.
"You're trembling," the succubus said.
"Sorry."
"Why so nervous?" That long, sensuous tongue flashed over her lips again. "Are you still frightened?"
"No!"
"No?"
"I'm fine. I will defeat you!"
"Hehe, yes, of course you will."
The succubus pinned Cass's wrists to the wall and pressed her body against him. It was one of the most wonderful feelings of his whole life. Everywhere their bodies touched tingled in delight. Her body was soft, voluptuous, and warm to a degree that was both scary and cozy.
Her breasts smothered Cass's face for a moment until she lowered herself to his level. He thought about begging her to stuff her tits back in his face, but her kiss interrupted him. She kissed forcefully, aggressively, and passionately. Her long, supple tongue invaded his mouth in a way normal tongues just couldn't. Cass idly wondered if he could literally deepthroat her tongue, and felt thrills run up his spine at the mere notion of it.
"Going to defeat me yet or what?" the succubus asked in a teasing voice.
"Maybe just one more kiss first," Cass mumbled dreamily.
"Mmhm."
She moved in again liked she was going to accede, then yanked on Cass's hair to expose his throat. She kissed his neck and left a few bite marks on him.
"Maybe I don't want more kisses," the succubus hissed. "Maybe I want to take my pleasure from you."
"Ok," Cass agreed easily.
"Hehe, classic hornyboi, huh?"
"No. Just... you know."
"I can feel your erection poking me, you know."
Cass blushed. "That's not for you," he felt compelled to point out. "That was from before when--"
"Of course it's not." The demoness rolled her eyes. "You're a pure and virtuous religious boy who only coincidentally popped a boner while face deep in my boobs, and... isn't wearing any underwear by the feel of it."
Cass squeaked as sneaky hands slipped under his skirt. "That's not my fault! I lost them."
"Uh huh." The succubus lowered her shadowy dress to expose her breasts. "So you don't want--"
Cass had his face buried between her boobs before she could finish speaking. He was in heaven, which held a certain irony under the circumstances.
"Never said I din't want," he mumbled from within her bosom.
The succubus yanked Cass by his hair again--something he wasn't sure if he loved or hated about having a long flowing mane--and moved her mouth to his ear. She licked her tongue across his ticklish skin before whispering to him.
"So do you agree to submit to my dark whims and forego all--"
"Yes."
"Yes?"
Cass happily snuggled up to her breasts again. "Yesssh."
The succubus ran her fingers through his long, pink hair, and gently tugged at one of his braids. "You better get some of these clothes off then."
"M'not wearing much anyway."
"No, you're quite a slutty little thing, aren't you?"
"Hey! No, just... it's the uniform."
"Sure it is. I need it off, in any case."
Cass nodded, his face still pressed to the succubus's tits. He didn't feel like he ever wanted to let go of her. And in fact he was able to unequip his light breastplate without hardly moving at all. His flimsy sleeveless top and short skirt only required a little more effort to drop to the floor.
"Leave the socks," the succubus purred. "They're cute on you."
Cass didn't question her. He was mostly naked, except for his thigh high socks and fingerless elbow gloves. He was even more able to rub his hard cock on the demonic summoner than before, and she let him kiss and suck on her breasts for a while as she ran her hands over his bare skin.
"I don't mess around with femboys that often," she said. "But I might have to do something about that." She grinned dangerously. "Then again, I'm slightly limited by who decides to come try and seduce me so wantonly."
"This is only plan B," Cass said.
"Mmhm. I'm sure hitting me over the head with that toy of yours was a very good plan A and you definitely weren't just trying to get close to me."
"Gotta adapt."
The succubus's boobs were getting all spitty from Cass's attention. He did feel a bit slutty as he licked his own saliva back off them and replaced it with new. Anything to keep his mouth on them as long as he could.
"Allow me to get out of these uncomfortable things as well," she said seductively.
Cass wasn't convinced her dress weighed anything at all, let alone that it was either comfortable or uncomfortable. He slowly felt more and more of her fever-hot skin directly against him, but didn't yet look at her. Not until he was absolutely forced to take his mouth from her wondrous chest.
A large, heavy weight pressed against Cass, finally giving him pause. He hesitantly took a step back and looked down. Beneath the voluptuous upper body of an infernal goddess, and jutting out from those hips that could make him drool with a few tactical wiggles, there was now a rather large erection poking him in the torso.
"Seriously?! How does this keep happening?" Cass demanded petulantly.
"Hehe, fool of a slut boi, you've already agreed to my dark bargain and--"
"Oh I'm gonna play with it, don't worry about that," Cass grumbled, getting to his knees. "I need the practice anyway. Just, you know, for a demon girl bent on evil plans and whatnot you could have at least let me fuck my brains out on you or something, make me a mindless sex slave of my own free will."
Cass took in the demon cock once he was level with it. It was comparable to Scar's, if perhaps not quite so mighty and impossible. Still pretty close though.
"I mean this just takes work. And I physically can't fit it inside me, so just think about that, huh? Bit of a flaw in your character design, there. Intimidating, sure, but it's gonna limit the pleasure you can take from me."
Despite his grumpiness--he was a little miffed he didn't get to try hot succubus pussy--Cass transferred his licks and kisses to her hard, throbbing shaft. He hoped he wouldn't accidentally bless her while making out with her cock, and was fairly confident intent mattered here.
"Mmm, you might have a point," she conceded. "I would love to try out your cute boy holes. But a slutty little cleric worshipping my body instead of his own gods is sufficiently delicious."
The joke was on her, Cass didn't technically have to worship any gods anyway. He was perfectly content to worship her beautiful, sexy body instead. Enormous cock nonwithstanding.
And honestly he wasn't even minding that so much. Maybe it was horniness talking, but their was something addictive about sucking on overly large dicks once he got used to the idea. Unwieldy as it was, a cock half as long as he was left Cass an awful lot of room to play. He could kiss it up and down many times before even covering the same territory twice. And the copious precum leaking from the tip was tasty enough to keep him coming back for more.
Cass's own cock seemed to pulse in time with the one he lavished attention on. He felt his own need, but only as a secondary level of urgency compared his current task. He was way too into this.
"For someone with such complaints, you're awfully eager down there," the succubus said, patting Cass's head almost affectionately.
She actually moaned softly when Cass looked up at her for a moment, and he had to wonder what he looked like down on his knees, dwarfed by a cock that he couldn't stop sucking on.
Cass put a hand to her demonic balls, again feeling an insane body heat off of them, but also a contracting feeling under his palm, and a churning feeling like cum was being readied. Cass spared a minute or two to lavish attention and his tongue across her balls as well before moving back to her cock.
As he felt the succubus was getting close, Cass focused more of his attention toward the head of her cock. Based on what he knew about his own body, there were areas toward the tip that were more sensitive. He sought them out with mouth and hands, finding what drew little moans and grunts from above him.
The succubus's cock twitched more and more in Cass's grip, spurting precum into his mouth and making a mess where it ran down his front. He was getting dizzy from anticipation, and from trying really hard to finish the summoner off, even sacrificing his oxygen intake a little in the process.
The massive cock pulsed one more time, then exploded. Cass thought to catch the cum in his mouth, latching on just as he felt her orgasm start, but the very first shot of cum disabused him of the notion that it was even possible. He was forced back, choking on an overflow of hot, salty liquid. Another burst caught him in the face, and there was lots more to follow.
Cass felt he probably should have recalled how hard Scar had cummed previously, and anticipated that he wasn't qualified to take a load of that magnitude. He'd really wanted to, though. His slutty, horny self was fully aware of how badly he'd wanted it. He could probably convince himself that it was because of how hot this demon girl was and how good she felt, rather than anything particularly to do with her cock. It was all kind of academic while he was getting showered in her gooey, sticky cum.
He managed to catch some more cum just by opening his mouth and sticking his tongue out. There was plenty to go around, as he was getting absolutely plastered. The amount he actually managed to taste was a lot for a normal cumshot, but only a small, small fraction of the overall load in this case.
Cass had his eyes forced closed by the facial he was taking. It made every cumshot that landed on him a surprise until it actually hit him, which somehow made it even sexier. He was forced onto his back by the weight of it all, and the succubus seemed to be doing her best to actually glue him to the floor.
It finally ended, leaving Cass a panting, cummy mess. He tried to crack an eye open, and found it more difficult than he would have expected. A surprisingly soft finger wiped away some of the cum for him and allowed him some visibility again.
"You might actually be even cuter like this," the succubus said.
Cass tried to speak, but just kind of gagged on some cum at the back of his throat.
"What do you say, wanna come be my adorable minion and sexy cock slut?"
"He's already got a group, thanks," Scar said.
Cass tilted his head and managed to get Scar into his range of vision. She was, for some reason, bottomless again, with her cock hard and pointed at the summoner. With fluid, economical motion, Scar walked forward and pinned the succubus against the wall.
"You had your fun," Scar said with a feral grin. "Now it's my turn."
"Thanks, but I'm more of a giver than a receiver," the demoness said, apparently with no trace of fear.
"You're a pain in the ass," Scar said. "Poor Vanya needs a res and everything 'cause of all those demonlings you summoned. So now...." Scar forcibly flipped the demoness around to expose her rear. "I'm gonna be a pain in your ass."
Cass didn't feel overly invested in the actual fight at this point. He was fairly detached from events, other than in what they provided for sexual interest. On that level, he was very intrigued about seeing Scar fuck the succubus up her butt. He was so very contented to note that the succubus's ass was as thick and juicy as he'd guessed, living up to the rest of her sinfully delicious body.



There was a grunt from Cass's other side. He moved his head, ruing the effort it took, and found Ash there, having dragged Vanya's unmoving body over. Cass blinked his one open eye in uncertainty as to what he was supposed to do, until Ash jabbed a finger at the ring on Cass's hand, just barely visible under the cum glaze.
"Oh, right," Cass said. "What do I do, just...."
He put his hand on Vanya, same as he did for his basic heals, and tried to will her back to life. His hand actually landed directly on one of her tits, transferring some cum to her dress in the process. Cass wasn't totally sure if it was an accident on his part, or very deliberate. He needed a good orgasm and a rest so that he could think straight again, he decided. But in the meantime, Vanya's breast was a quite enjoyable place to rest his palm.
With a sudden gasp, Vanya's eyes and mouth shot open. She blinked a few times, pushed herself up a little on her arms, and looked around. She started with Cass casually groping her, moved to his cum-drowned body, then to Scar grinding on the succubus's booty.
"Aw fuck, I missed all the good stuff!" Vanya complained.
"There might be more coming," Cass croaked.
"Alas, sorry to disappoint, my lovelies," the succubus said. "But I shan't be putting on an anal show for you all."
"Wanna bet?" Scar asked.
"You should be careful making bets with us evil types. But no, I shall simply take my leave, and congratulate you on a most enjoyable defeat."
The succubus twisted, blew a kiss to Cass, then melted into smoke and was gone.
"Ugh, rude," Scar said.
"Yeah!" Vanya said, struggling a little to sit up. "Her goons killed me. Could have at least given momma a show." Her gaze fell on Cass. "Although... this isn't a total loss, huh?"
"It's actually a complete victory," Ash said. "Not all encounters are won on pure combat, despite... you don't care, do you?"
Vanya, somewhat to Cass's surprise, had moved in and licked her tongue across his cheek, tasting the cum that covered him.
"No no, I'm listening," she murmured. "You were saying we won?"
She licked Cass again, gathering up cum on her oddly nimble tongue.
Ash rolled their eyes and folded their arms.
Scar knelt down next to the rest of the group, her cock still hard and ready for an anal fuck that wasn't to be. She watched Vanya tongue-bathe Cass with interest.
"You're being kinda horny, V," Scar said.
Vanya shrugged. "Dying does that to me sometimes."
"Snrrk, haha, that's fucked up, girl."
"I'm joking! Sheesh. Anyway, you should try this cum. It's really good."
"R'ly g'd," Cass agreed, feeling thrills inside as Vanya kept licking him.
She was being rather indiscriminate now. She'd started with his face, and he had two free eyelids now, which was nice. After that, she kind of just traveled as per her whims, anywhere from head to feet.
"Are we all really that horny today?" Scar asked.
"Yesssh," Cass said.
"Mmhm," Vanya agreed.
Even Ash nodded, eventually getting down to join in licking cum off of Cass's cute, petite body.
Scar held out a moment longer, but she gave in as well. Her tongue put Vanya and Ash's to shame for sheer breadth of contact. She could lick up whole swaths of cum while the other two were more tactically licking up the dripping mess.
Cass felt alternately like a princess or a porn star. He was lavished with cozy sensual attention, but was still very naked, hard, and bukkake'd.
"Can I... can you make me cum?" Cass begged. "Please?"
"Ooh, poor baby boi," Vanya said. "No one took care of you yet, did they?"
She slinked backward and put her head between his thighs. Her tongue flashed out to swipe cum off Cass's cock, and the contact was electric.
"More! Please more."
"Hehe, ok. You did res me after all," Vanya said, sucking cum off Cass's shaft and balls.
"You're enjoying it," Scar said. "Don't act like it's returning a favour."
"You're no fun," Vanya pouted.
"I'm lots of fun. Want me to show you?"
"Well not now. I'm busy."
The three bodies crowding Cass were kind of a lot, especially as he was by far the smallest of the group. He felt the warmth of his party pressed in from all sides, as well as the more sexual side of it as cum disappeared from his skin into their collective tummies.
Vanya took his cock in her mouth, which made Cass consider falling in love with her right then and there. Her lips and mouth were so warm and inviting, wet and messy already before he was even fully inside her. Along with everything else, it was a very short blowjob before Cass was exploding directly into the back of her throat.
"Unf, yesss," Cass hissed as his balls contracted repeatedly and filled Vanya's mouth with cum.
It was an intense and much needed orgasm. It felt like it drained his whole essence out in one long, pleasurable moment. He was so relaxed and happy afterward, feeling at peace with absolutely everything.
The rest of the group wasn't ready to take the hint. Tongues kept laving him, and Vanya kept toying with his cock. He didn't even really have a chance to go soft before she had him excited again.
"Um, that was super good," Cass said. "You don't have to--"
"Who said anything about having to?" Vanya asked. "Gods, I could become such a little cum slut."
"What do you mean become?" Scar teased.
"You're eating even more than I am. Don't--"
Scar perfunctorily shoved Vanya's face back down on Cass's cock, choking her on his dick. Cass was briefly concerned for her, but he realized he probably didn't need to be. Besides, he couldn't spend too much time focusing on the girl gagging on his cock when Scar was suddenly kissing him.
It came kind of out nowhere. Or perhaps more accurately, he just hadn't expected it. They were in quite a sexual tangle, so it wasn't weird in that sense. Just that it was Scar, and Cass had no idea what a kiss like that meant. It was heavy and firm, and tasted like sex. Her orcish mouth fully dominated his smaller, softer lips.
Scar moved on again without giving Cass a chance to even look in her eyes for clues as to what she was thinking. Ash replaced her, kissing Cass just as deeply, if perhaps with more finesse and less brute force. After a while, Vanya even switched out and shared some cummy kisses as well. Ash replaced her on Cass's cock, then they and Vanya shared for a while.
Cass ended up cumming again while his cock was between two eager sets of lips, and Scar was licking some lingering traces of cum off his cheek. Cass put a hand to her cheek and stole another long kiss from his best friend while he had the chance. He really felt like he needed that connection right now, no matter how awkward it might be later.
****
The group was incredibly lazy about getting their shit together afterward. There was a lot of lounging around in various states of undress, some chatting, and eventually some locating of discarded clothing.
Cass lay on the floor for a while, though using Scar's lap as a pillow for much of it. He remained on the floor while she, Vanya, and Ash all sorted out their outfits and armour. He only got up when Scar took his hand and hauled him to his feet whether he wanted to move or not.
"Damn you're kind of a sexy mess," Vanya said cheerfully.
Cass knew it was true. He hadn't dressed yet, so was just in his long socks and gloves, with nothing in between. He also had rogue streaks of cum remaining on his skin where his tongue bath hadn't quite finished the job.
"That was a hell of a boss fight," Cass murmured.
"I'll say," Vanya said. "I mean I missed some of the good bits, unfortunately. But you took on that succubus all by yourself and kicked her ass!"
"I mean... I don't think that's exactly what happened," Cass said, blushing a little. "I definitely couldn't actually fight her. But I guess I was able to distract her long enough."
"Same thing, basically," Vanya said with a wave of her hand.
"You did good," Scar agreed.
Ash nodded, then gestured toward a door at the back of the room.
"What's in there?" Cass asked. "Not another fight I hope."
"Nah, should be the booty," Vanya said. "The loot kind of booty, I mean," she clarified with a small laugh.
"I wouldn't mind the other kind," Cass said wistfully. "Did you see the booty on the succubus?"
"Unf, yeah," Vanya said.
"I almost got a piece of it," Scar sighed. "I mean even grinding on it a little was... fuck, it was good. So big and soft, and like...." She stopped. "Anyway, I wouldn't mind another crack at her some time."
Cass chuckled softly as they moved through to check out their prizes.
There were piles of coins and gems in the next room, which vanished somewhat disconcertingly easy as the money was divided into everyone's inventory. Cass was going to have to get used to seemingly real objects appearing and disappearing like that.
There were a few items too. As soon as Ash started examining what was there, they barked out a surprised laugh and held up one particular shiny object with a gift tag attached that just said, "For my cutie-pie," with a lipstick imprint of a kiss beneath it.
"Hehe, that must be you," Vanya said to Cass. "Cutie-pie."
"Oh," Cass said. "Um... what is it? Because it kind of looks like... well, like a butt plug, other than being made of gold and jewels or whatever. I don't know what--"
Ash laughed harder.
"Oh. It is a butt plug, isn't it?"
One by one, Vanya and Scar started laughing too.
Cass tried to glare, but all three of his companions were just so gleeful about it. It was actually kind of funny, he admitted to himself. And given his current state and the things he'd recently done, taking a prudish approach now probably wasn't going to get him very far.
Cass gingerly accepted the butt plug, turning it back and forth in his hands. "Well... at least it's not massive. Probably still too big for me to actually use, though. You know, if that was my kind of thing. And if the decoration wasn't clearly a problem." He shrugged. "Kind of a weird loot item though."
"Rare," Vanya said. "Not that weird though. It's... it's just that kind of game sometimes."
"Honestly for a succubus, fairly on brand," Scar said. "I found a magic dildo once. It... oh stop looking at me like that. I didn't use it. I just found it, I said."
"Sure you didn't use it," Vanya said. "... do you still have it though?"
"... maybe."
"Fascinating," Cass said. "But like I said, not my thing. Not judging what sex toys anyone else wants to use, but you know."
"You don't get it," Ash said, still chuckling softly. "Why it's funny."
"It goes up the bum," Vanya said. "Isn't that the funny part? 'Cause it suggests that demon lady thought Cass would want something like that."
"People liking butt stuff isn't funny," Scar said.
"It sometimes is," Vanya said. "Depending on context."
"She's right, actually," Ash said. "Sometimes it is. But no. The funny thing is... this is a pretty rare and expensive item. And I'm pretty sure she gave it to you just because she likes you."
Cass blushed. "She coulda just bought me flowers." He ran his fingers through his hair, and reminded himself how long it was now, and that there was still a fair amount of cum tangled in it. "Weird behaviour for an NPC though, isn't it? I mean, the more I think about it... it was almost like someone was actually playing her."
"Enh, could be, I guess," Scar said with a shrug. "Hard to say sometimes who's real or not. You should at least check out what that butt plug does before you sell it or anything."
"Um... ok," Cass said. He put the plug in his inventory, not prepared to deal with much more talk of it at the moment.
Cass tuned out a little as the rest of the items were gone over. Some of the minutiae were entirely over his head, given his current limited understanding of the game. He also was mostly just ready to head out. He was losing steam, and wouldn't mind a chance to log out of the game for a while.
Given his distracted state, it was only luck that he caught Vanya swapping her panties for a new magical pair the group had looted.
"Hey, you were wearing my underwear!" Cass accused. "I was wondering where that went."
"Hehe, busted," Vanya said. "I'll buy you new underwear when we're back in the city."
"But you could just give me those ba-- oh fine, ok."
Vanya had stashed his panties again before Cass could offer a serious protest. They were the least of his clothing problems anyway. His shirt and skirt were drenched in cum, and he didn't really want to put them back on in that condition. He technically could equip his breastplate by itself, if he wanted, but he wasn't sure that was an outfit with any more dignity than his current mostly naked state.
****
Cass ended up staying undressed most of the way back. The group didn't mind, and he enjoyed being the centre of attention, including some wandering hands not keeping to themselves.
Once they got back toward civilization, Scar actually handed him her shirt to wear. It wasn't clean exactly, and fit him more like a dress than a shirt, but it covered him and it smelled like Scar.
It reminded Cass of a romantic gesture, even if it truly was only practical, as the number of other people nearby craning their necks to get a look at him was getting to be embarrassing. Like a girl wearing her boyfriend's t-shirt. Except vice versa. And not like that at all.
He still felt cozy and protected as he hugged himself in the loose shirt, still warm from Scar's body heat.
"What do you guys think? Baths first?" Vanya asked. "I feel like I need a bath."
Scar snorted. "You can just clean us magically, can't you?"
"Well yeah, but it's not the same." Vanya tossed her hair. "Besides, we got a good haul just now. Not like we can't afford a little luxury."
"I think I could go for a bath," Cass offered.
"Hehe, ok," Scar said, giving him a pat on the head. "You too, Ash?"
Ash nodded.
"Right. Bath house it is then."
****
Cass hadn't been totally sure what to expect. In his head he'd kind of been envisioning individual tubs for everyone. It turned out to be more like various rooms that could be rented with large, hot baths sunk into the floor. Like hot tubs, sort of.
The group rented a room, and everyone very casually shed their clothes so they could hop in the water.
Cass was the slowest, despite arguably being the least dressed. It wasn't that he was shy about being seen naked. It was far too late to worry about that. He was just less certain about it than everyone else.
That and, to his mild embarrassment, he got caught up checking everyone else out as they nakedly slipped into the bath. It was the first time they'd all gotten fully naked together, which was hard for Cass to ignore in his curious, vulnerable, and horny state.
Scar caught his immediate attention, being by far the largest of the group. She was so much bigger than him, so strong and muscled, green and orcish while still being decidedly feminine. She had the kind of thick hips and ass that made him drool, and would have been disproportionately out of place on anyone with a smaller frame. On her, they fit beautifully while still driving Cass crazy as he watched her slip into the bath from behind.
Her breasts were large and soft, but again made sense on her frame, except for perhaps detracting slightly from her image as a fierce warrior when her shirt was off. Her cock was the part of her Cass was most intimately familiar with already, and appeared a bit less imposing while it wasn't hard. It was still too big, in Cass's opinion, and he found himself wishing she was a smaller size that he could actually get in his mouth. He didn't want to truly pursue that line of thought too far just at the moment.
Vanya had a smaller, softer, pinker body, though she was still larger than Cass in his current femboy form. She had lovely breasts, a cute ass, and a delicious little pussy, as again that was the part of her he most intimately knew. Her slightly demonic traits that came from being a tiefling didn't hurt her in sexual appeal, somehow. Her tail and horns, and teeth and nails that were a tad too sharp and pointed, all just worked for her.
Ash remained a bit more confusing. They had a lithe and sleek body that remained carefully crafted to be androgynous while naked. The lack of any genitals at all was slightly disconcerting to Cass, though he noted that Ash did appear to still have quite a nice ass. Their elven features and long, silvery hair were really quite striking, even if it was unclear how exactly they struck.
The downside to Cass taking his time and appreciating his friends was that he was still peeling off his thigh highs while they were already settled in the water. He blushed as he had to walk toward them alone, all naked and embarrassingly erect.
No one seemed to mind. They all glanced at him, but no one said anything, even if their gaze lingered perhaps a tad too long for propriety.
Once he sank into the water, Cass understood the lack of overt reaction. It was hot and soothing, and just felt good. It brought out a tired ache in him that he hadn't realized was even there until it began to dissipate in the water.
"Oh that's nice," Cass sighed.
"Isn't it?" Vanya said. "I like to come here after a long day. In game or out, I mean. If I'm tired in real life, this still just hits the spot beautifully."
"I... hadn't actually considered using the game like that," Cass said. "I suppose you could use it for relaxation and such, huh. Not just, like, fantasy and adventure and whatnot."
"You definitely can," Vanya said. She smiled toothily. "As well as some more intimate relaxations."
Cass sank a little deeper in the water to hide his red cheeks. "Yes, I'm becoming somewhat acquainted with those."
"Mmm, yes. But I mean more specifically for relaxation purposes, rather than horny purposes."
"Lots of those too, though," Scar chimed in.
"Well, yes," Vanya said. "There are... lots of sexual options in this game."
"I'd been noticing," Cass said.
He felt it would be bad form to masturbate in the shared bath. He kind of wanted to though, while the four of them were naked and relaxing together. Mostly their bodies stayed under the water, but every now and then something interesting would emerge long enough to keep Cass's interest.
The urge went away after a time, as the heat of the water and the soothing calm of it all made him go happy and limp. Being so much shorter than everyone else meant he had to worry slightly about accidentally drowning. He solved the problem by moving closer to Vanya and resting his head on her shoulder. She giggled softly and wrapped her arm around him, nestling him against her. He sort of incidentally felt his face press gently to her breast, and just enjoyed the contact in a somehow not totally horny way.
"You did good today, Cass," Vanya said.
"Very good," Scar agreed, her eyes half-closed in relaxation. "Distracting the boss like that... I didn't know you had it in you."
"Well he technically didn't have it in him," Vanya teased.
Cass closed his eyes comfortably. "She was too big for that. Kinda like you, Scar. A bit ridiculous, really."
"That the only thing stopping you?" Scar asked.
Cass didn't answer. It seemed safer not to.
"It's ok," Vanya said. "You just need some training."
Cass snorted and didn't reply to that either. As if there was enough training in the world to fit a cock like that in a body like his. Not that even necessarily wanted to, he hastily reminded himself. Just because he'd done some new stuff today didn't mean he was ready or interested in absolutely everything. He wasn't that kind of boy. Probably.
Though he probably at some point needed to determine what sort of boy he was now. He'd done an awful lot of things that forced him to question some previous assumption about himself.



"I leveled up again," Cass murmured as a distraction.
"Oh nice," Vanya said.
"Yeah. I might wait a bit until I decide what to do with it. Not sure what I want to focus on."
"That's probably a good idea," Scar said. "Think about it. Maybe wait until a situation comes up. It can be a good idea to have a trick or two waiting for the right moment."
"I can link you to some beginner builds, if you want," Ash said. "They might give you ideas."
Cass nodded, which rubbed his cheek against Vanya's soft breast. "That would be nice, thanks. If I get a chance I may have to delve into the mechanics of the game some. I feel like I keep getting caught by surprise at how this game works."
"Hehe, that's half the fun," Vanya said. "I think it's really neat discovering new things you can do and get away with."
"Speaking of which, I think it's time I exercised some of those options." Scar stood up and climbed out of the bath.
Cass opened his eyes wide, drinking in the view as she exited. Her large, naked body dripping with water running down her frame. Every part of her was wet and shiny, highlighting her nudity in an exciting and eye catching way.
Scar roughly wrung out her dark hair and tossed it over her shoulder. She grabbed a large, fluffy robe from a side of the room, covering herself with it. Except, as Cass noted, her cock dangled out from underneath it and she didn't belt it tight enough to cover her whole cleavage, so it wasn't overly modest. She seemed to be fine wandering out of the room like that.
"She probably means sex, in case that wasn't clear," Vanya said.
Cass blinked and returned to reality, having been briefly daydreaming about Scar and what lay under her robe.
"Oh? Oh. Right," he said.
"When she gets in the right kind of mood, she's probably the horniest person I know," Vanya added casually. "But, you know, depending on how she's feeling."
"She's... not excessively that way in real life," Cass said.
Vanya stretched out in the extra space that Scar had vacated in the bath, taking her somewhat away from Cass, to his disappointment. Watching her body move under the partial cover of the water kind of made up for it though.
"Well, you know, people aren't always the same in the game as they are in life," Vanya said. "That's the fun of it."
"Sure," Cass nodded. "I can see people wanting to, uh, be different."
"And how are you finding your experience?" Vanya asked. "Is it what you wanted from the game?"
"Well... I don't think I know how to answer that."
"Hehe, yeah. It's been a wild time for you, huh? I promise it's not always like that. Like with that demon chick and all. Unless... you want it to be."
Cass blushed. "It... I didn't hate it. I don't know that I want to be doing too much of that." He sighed. "She was fucking hot though."
Echoing sighs came back from both Vanya and Ash.
"Yeah she was," Vanya said wistfully. "Her cock was kinda too big for my tastes, and my body, but it kinda makes ya want to spend some points on stretchiness, huh? I mighta let her wreck me just for a chance to suffocate in her cleavage."
"Pff, now who's the horny one?" Cass asked. "But... her boobs were maybe worth risking death over."
"That's what I'm talking about. Maybe I should get some bigger tits." Vanya cupped her breasts and examined them thoughtfully, just above the water line.
"I like them the way they are," Cass said without thinking.
Vanya smiled impishly at him, and he sank his face lower to hide in the water. Ash rolled their eyes and climbed out. They dried off and robed much the same as Scar had.
"Don't look at us like that," Vanya called. "We're just talking."
Cass got another quick look at Ash's graceful elven body before it was swaddled in a fluffy robe. He couldn't tell if it looked more masculine or feminine, to him, which was the whole point, he supposed. Either way, that perfectly shaped and toned butt remained in Cass's head for a few minutes after it was out of sight again.
There was a moment of quiet, then Vanya began scooting back closer to Cass in the water. The closer she got, the more aware he became that they were alone and naked together, and that he at least was quite hard, though she hopefully couldn't tell.
"You like my boobies?" Vanya asked, slipping right up next to him again.
"Well... yeah."
"That's cool. I don't think I'd want to change them anyway. I like them too. Just feels hard to compete with some of these stacked bitches sometimes, you know?"
"Um...."
"But I'm super cute the way I am, so what am I worried about."
Cass nodded. "Mmhm."
"You know what I'm talking about. I'm glad you're super cute too. Makes things more fun."
"So you think I should stay like this?"
"Of course," Vanya said like it was obvious. "Don't you?"
"I hadn't stopped to think about it, really. Everything's been happening so fast. But like... I have to say I've gotten more attention in one afternoon being a femboy--"
"A super cute femboy."
"Right. Well more attention in a handful of hours than I usually do in, like, months in the real world. Maybe years. It's... nice?"
"Hehe, yeah it is. I know what you mean. Basically the same for me. I don't make boys blush nearly so much in real life." Her finger lightly traced Cass's red cheek.
"M'not blushing," Cass mumbled.
"Yeah you are. It's ok. I like it. I've noticed you get cuter and shyer in sexual situations."
"Is that what this is?"
Vanya shrugged. "Yes and no. I don't think we're gonna do anything. But we could if we wanted, is the point. Sometimes that's the exciting part."
"Oh."
"Anyway, it's one of the best things about this game, in my opinion. That you can be who you want to be, and in many cases be the total hottie you always dreamed of being. It's quite liberating. And, as you say, get way more attention than you ever could have hoped for." Vanya smiled. "I'm glad you went the cute boi route instead of like a big muscle boy. I feel like they're a little overdone in this game."
"I haven't seen many of them."
"You run with a good crowd."
"Sure." Cass bit his lip. "You know it was kind of an accident, right? That I chose to be a femboy, I mean."
"Uh huh. But you did pick it."
"Well... just 'cause I was rushed and I looked cute this way."
"Yeah, Cass," Vanya said. "So it is what you wanted."
"Um...."
"You just didn't have a chance to think about why you wanted it, and maybe talk yourself out of it."
"... you might have something there."
Vanya nodded firmly. "Give it some thought. In the meantime...."
She hauled herself out of the water, and Cass had another chance to perv on one of his new group mates while they were fresh out of the bath. Vanya was, if anything, the most like some of his traditional fantasies. Non-human status aside, she had a smooth, slender, nimble body, with breasts and ass that fit beautifully on her frame. Small by some standards, perhaps, but that was probably only because of the recent outliers Cass had seen.
Her inhuman features didn't mar the effect as far as Cass was concerned. Her pink skin, shimmering hair, tail, horns, and the rest gave her an exotic look, sure, but still incredibly sexy. If anything, they probably enhanced her appeal.
"You stare an awful lot when you think no one's looking," Vanya said.
Cass submerged himself up to his eyeballs, briefly debating the merits of strategically drowning himself.
"I mean I don't mind," she continued. "We've all had the chance to check you out quite a bit today too. Among other things."
Cass resurfaced. "Yes, I remember. I... enjoyed those things."
"I assumed as much." Vanya, wrapped in a fluffy robe, sat down facing Cass. She elegantly crossed her legs in a manner that very briefly flashed her pussy at him before covering it again. Presumably on purpose, given her smirk. "You staying in until you're a prune or what?"
"Can you... turn around?"
"Haha, oh you're funny."
Despite her teasing, Vanya did turn her back to him while he got out. She only waited until he was fully out of the water before turning back to face him though.
"I should have seen that coming," Cass said.
"Probably," Vanya agreed cheerfully, raking him up and down with her eyes.
He was kind of embarrassingly hard, which she seemed delighted with. He patted himself dry with a provided towel while trying to ignore getting stared at. It was only fair, really, but that didn't mean he knew how to emotionally handle it.
"Do you really like looking at me?" Cass asked.
"Um... yeah. Duh."
"Like, I know I'm way cuter than I usually am like this. But I'm not very... traditionally manly... or anything."
"Pff, so?"
"I don't know," Cass said. "I'm just... not used to any of this. I like it. But I'm not used to it."
"That'll come with time. Enjoy it while it's new. It's kind of a rush being suddenly hot as fuck, I think."
Cass glanced at Vanya. "I wouldn't say I'm 'hot as fuck'."
"That's ok. I'll say it for you."
He blushed fiercely as he turned fully toward her and just let her look. "You mean that?"
"Of course," Vanya said. "You're fucking adorable."
"Adorable and hot aren't the same thing."
"Technically true."
Vanya stood and approached him. Cass's breath caught in his throat as she took his hand. Slowly, gently, she guided him under her robe and place his fingers against her pussy. She was absolutely soaked.
"Oh," Cass said. "Oh wow."
"Believe me now?" Vanya asked.
"I think I probably have to."
She nodded. "Good boy. Now let's get out of here before this gets weird."
"Ok," Cass said absently, still touching her pussy. "Um... I don't see my clothes anywhere. What's left of them."
"They're being cleaned. Why do you think the rest of us are wearing robes?"
"Oh. I see."
Cass pulled away, well aware his fingers had lingered longer than appropriate on Vanya, and that she was smirking again as a result. He slipped into the one remaining robe, feeling more covered by it than in any other outfit he'd worn in game. His smaller stature meant that he wasn't left partly exposed like Scar had been.
"I think I'm gonna grab a massage," Vanya said, just as casually as if Cass hadn't been fondling her pussy a moment ago. "Want to join?"
"Like... like a massage? Or a 'massage'?"
"Hehe, you can have a happy ending if you want one. No problems there."
"I didn't mean that I wanted--"
"This way, Cassie," Vanya said, flouncing away.
"I... yeah, ok."
Cass followed Vanya to another area of the building they were in. He was a little overawed at suddenly being surrounded by a plethora of attractive people in skimpy outfits, of all various shapes and species. Even more so when Vanya indicated that he could pick whoever he wanted to be his masseuse.
Vanya selected a cute boy to take care of her. Cass went a little crazier and decided to pay for three of the hottest girls, since he was newly wealthy and just couldn't make up his mind. Vanya seemed amused, but that didn't stop him.
"Ok, this is nice," Cass moaned shortly after as he and Vanya lay face down on massage tables.
"Mmhm," Vanya said. "Sometimes I know what I'm talking about."
They were both naked as they got worked on, which Cass didn't even really care about one way or another at that point. He was more focused on three sets of sensuous but firm hands rubbing and kneading his muscles all over.
There was a certain eroticism to it, sure, but a lot more of it was just enjoying the massage for its own sake. Cass had never experienced anything like it, and not just because there were three barely clothed women tending to him, which was a delight unto itself.
"So... we could just be doing this full time in this game, huh?" Cass said.
"We could, provided we've got the funds. Some people do, basically. Use it to satisfy pleasures of the flesh rather than, you know, playing the game."
"Doesn't seem like a bad deal."
"Mmm, yeah. I had a spree for a while mostly doing that. You'd be surprised how you crave actual human interaction after a while. NPCs are fine and all, but they... how do I put this? They have limitations. They can't change or learn."
Cass sighed as skillful fingers cause muscles to untense, and skirted around some intimate areas. "It's kind of nice to not have to feel weird about this, though. Like being naked in front of strangers and... I don't know, using them, kinda. Even if we're paying for the privilege."
Vanya propped her head up on her hand. "I honestly can't tell sometimes whether you're shy or not."
"Honestly? Same."
Cass rolled onto his back. The hands on his body adjusted, including one of the smiling girls going for his cock. The things she could do to his shaft and balls made Cass severely question how much he cared if NPCs could learn new things. Maybe some of them knew enough already.
Lending weight to his suspicion, the girl jerking him off added her lips to his cock, giving him perfectly timed kisses. The two other women started kissing his body in a few different places as well. Cass closed his eyes and luxuriated in the sexual attention.
"I think I freaking love this game," he said.
"Such a hornyboi," Vanya teased.
However, when Cass sneaked a peak at her again, she had her boy between her legs nomming on her pussy, so it wasn't like he was alone in his desires.
Cass thoroughly enjoyed this part of the 'massage', and eventually came in the girl's mouth, leaving no mess afterward.
He waited for Vanya to have her cum too, then stood up and stretched. To his bemusement, his masseuse's were quick to bring his clothes over to him and start dressing him. Big, pouting eyes looking up at him as his thigh highs were rolled up his legs was a sight he hadn't known he'd needed in his life.
"I might just live here," Cass said.
"Mmhm. Well don't forget you have a real life to tend to," Vanya said as her boy helped her on with her underwear.
"I mean... technically."
Other than his panties, which remained in Vanya's pervy possession, Cass was soon outfitted again. He felt ready to head back into public, already sliding into the fallacy that his halter top and short skirt were modest apparel. They probably only seemed that way because of how often he'd somehow been wearing even less than that.
Plus... he just felt really cute in the femboy uniform.
Once Vanya was ready too, looking beautiful and elegant with a different dress on than before and her hair done up, they headed for the exit. Cass paused at one point, however, as he heard what sounded like a familiar voice. He moved toward a closed door.
"Not really supposed to interrupt anyone else," Vanya said, not sounding like she cared overly much.
"But that's... that's Scar's voice, isn't it?"
"Hm? Oh, maybe."
Cass cautiously pushed open the door enough to get a peek inside. He was right. It was Scar. What he very much hadn't expected was the level of depravity she was up to.
In the room, from what Cass could see, she had at least a half dozen cuties in there with her, most of whom didn't even have their skimpy outfits still on. One of the boys was currently on his knees with Scar's cock jammed down his throat as she face fucked him fairly roughly. The boy choked and gagged and had tears running down his face, but also had his hands gripping Scar's ass like he wanted to make sure she didn't pull away.
There were at least two boys and a girl panting in recovery on the floor as well, and appeared to be messy with spilled cum. Cass wasn't quite sure why all three of them had rounded tummies that didn't quite fit with the rest of their appearance, though he did note that the boy with Scar's cock down his throat was sporting a noticeable bulge all down his front.
"I did mention she could be really quite horny when she was in the mood," Vanya said.
"You did," Cass said. "How... how does she fit in them?"
"Magic?"
"I'm serious."
"Me too," Vanya assured him. "I literally throw fire from my hand on a whim. This is... I mean it just doesn't have to obey real world rules."
Cass put a hand to his throat. "Still, though."
He closed the door again softly. He needed to stop looking before he got too many ideas in his head. He was already starting to wonder what he'd look like switching places with the boy getting his throat destroyed.
"Hey Vanya?" he said as they resumed walking.
"Yeah?"
"Is there any chance I've been gay this whole time?"
She considered. "I can't say for sure, but I don't suspect so."
"Why do I keep thinking about sucking cock then?"
"'Cause you're a hornyboi and you've played with more cocks today than in your entire life before now?"
"Good point," Cass admitted.
"Also, just saying, liking cock doesn't have to change who you are, and it doesn't have to mean gay by any means."
"Ok."
"And I do seem to recall you enjoying eating my pussy."
Cass blushed faintly, but also smiled. "Think I'll get to do that again?"
Vanya waved her hand airily. "Well, you know, I may be in need of a blessing from time to time."
Cass felt happy butterflies in his tummy. "I think I picked a good profession."
"Hehe, hornyboi."
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Cassian lay on his bed, staring up at nothing. He had so much going on in his head that he didn't even know where to start.
A knock at his door startled him a bit, mostly just because he was so wrapped up in his own world. Scarlett peeked her head in a moment later when he didn't respond right away.
"Hey, you ok?" she asked.
"Unsure at the moment," Cassian said.
"Oh."
"I mean it's fine, you don't have to worry," he added hastily. "Just... just a lot to process."
"Oh sure." Scarlett padded closer and slipped onto the corner of his bed, crossing her legs and studying him. "We would have gone easier on you in there if I'd realized. You just seemed so into it."
Cassian grinned crookedly. "I was. That's part of what confuses me now. It may surprise you to learn I've never sucked cock before." He frowned slightly. "Technically I'm not sure if I did in the game or not, actually. Since for some reason everyone has absolutely massive penises."
Scarlett laughed. "Yeah, sorry about that. Not everyone does, if that helps."
"But you do."
"Well... yeah." Scarlett had the grace to appear somewhat abashed.
"Why?"
"It... jeez, it was just a joke, I guess. I was playing with the character editor and I realized you could give yourself a stupidly long penis. Even if you were a girl character. So I did." Scarlett shrugged. "I honestly just thought it was funny. And then... then I started to really like it. I know it's awfully pervy and masturbatory to have sex with essentially glorified computer programs, but Cass, it feels so good. Like really, really good. And there's such a power trip there already, even without stuffing an impossibly huge cock down some poor NPCs throat."
Scarlett brushed her hair back, deflecting her gaze for a moment. "Sorry, you probably don't need those details."
Cassian bit his lip. "I don't know. I mean I kind of played with that cock a fair bit today. I don't think your details are the biggest issue here."
"You really don't have to do stuff like that if it's not what you want. There are other ways to provide blessings and stuff. The game does tend to nudge players toward naughty behaviour. It's just the kind of game it is, and we all kind of know what we're in for. But you definitely don't have to do anything you don't want to."
Cassian nodded absently. "I think I liked it."
"Oh."
"I still can't figure out exactly why. I don't think I'm gay or anything."
Scarlett smirked tentatively. "Don't have to be gay to like cock."
"I know. Just... I'm having trouble expressing my thoughts. I don't have any particular interest in boys, generally speaking. And I didn't think I had any in penises, whoever they are attached to. But maybe that was all wrong." Cassian looked straight at Scarlett. "That was so hot, though. Like playing with you, and that demon girl. And getting sucked off by that boy at the church. To be fair I thought he was a girl at first, but I don't even think it changes anything for me." Cassian sighed. "I think I'm having a sexistential crisis of sorts."
"I kinda get it," Scarlett said. "I went through a period like that when I first started playing. There are so many options all at once that you don't normally get in real life. It's overwhelming."
"It is."
"But I think that's kind of a good thing, even if it seems like a lot at first. It's somewhere to actually explore almost anything you want without real world consequences."
"That's... true," Cassian said. "I think."
Scarlett smiled softly and stayed quiet a minute, just letting him think. "I was kind of surprised you decided to be a femboy in game," she eventually said. "I like it, but I wouldn't have guessed."
Cassian blushed lightly. "It wasn't on purpose. I got rushed and I picked an option that I thought looked kind of cute."
"Not handsome and sexy? Why cute?"
"'Cause... I mean honestly 'cause I've never had the chance to be like that."
"Oh Cass...."
"No no, seriously. Like I've always been a big guy. I was always the fat kid in school, at least until I got into football for a while. That helped with the weight, but I'm just stuck with being big. It's fine, it has advantages, but I used to get so envious sometimes of people who could be picked up, or didn't have to worry about accidentally hurting someone just by being who they were."
Scarlett tried another gentle smile. "If it helps, I can carry you around in game sometimes. Maybe on my shoulders or something."
"Hehe, I think I'd like that actually. You kind of went the opposite of me, huh?"
"Yeah, Scar's a unit, and I kind of love her that way." Scarlett fussed with her hair a bit as a distraction. "I get the desire to be smol, truly I do, but being so physically powerful and dominating...." She sighed. "It gives me a sense of control I don't always have in life. I think I'd take it over being a li'l cutie any day. Especially when I can manhandle li'l cuties like you so easily."
Cassian blushed deeper. "Oh."
"I mean, sorry. I think that came out more intensely than I mean it to."
"It's fine. It's... I mean I'm kind of into it. I got a little thrill just then. You don't think it's going to make things weird between us or anything, do you?"
"Sure hope not. But I know what you mean. If... jeez, if you don't feel comfortable with us doing stuff in game, I get it. If I think about it too hard, maybe having you playing with my cock does change our dynamic quite a bit. Maybe we shouldn't do that again?'
Cassian bit his lip. "Well I need to buff my team, don't I?"
"There are other ways."
"Are any of them as fun?"
Scarlett's eyes glinted and she gave a crooked smirk. "Not really. And I have to admit, I've already been thinking about what it would feel like if 'Cass' gets more involved with his buffing."
"You mean if I could blow you, don't you."
"Maybe."
"Pff, well joke's on you, no way I'm taking that monster in your pants."
"But--"
"Shouldn't have made it the size of my goddamn body if you wanted it inside me."
Scarlett tilted her head. "But what if it did fit? What then?"
"Um...." Cass knew he was blushing furiously.
Scarlett grinned and got to her feet. "I've got some plans to make."
"Scarlett? Hey, I don't like how evil that grin looked," Cassian said. "Scarlett?! Oh never mind."
Cassian settled back down, alone again, and despite being slightly worried about things still, and Scarlett's fascination in particular, he couldn't help being excited about next time they played together.
****
Cass stepped back into the game world, tentative with his first few steps until he remembered how this version of himself felt to move around in. He pulled up his menu and checked himself out in the character viewer, smiling at how damn cute he was. It was a little surreal experiencing himself as such a realistic but totally different person.
He bit his lip while touching his hair, so long and pink with braids strategically mixed in. A style he never in a million years would be brave enough to wear in reality, and honestly probably wouldn't have worn in game either if it hadn't been chosen for him. It wasn't exactly out of place in this game where people could be all different shapes, sizes, and colours, and where gender and sexual expression flowed free and wild.
Even more importantly, when Cass let himself really appreciate it, he was smol and cute in this body in a way he'd never been in reality. In a way he physically couldn't be, for that matter. It just wasn't how he was built.
With an actual, audible laugh, Cass darted forward through the virtual city street and just enjoyed being someone different. His hair streamed out behind him, floating more artfully than any real hair ever could, which added to the fun. At some point, though, he remembered that he was currently wearing a fairly short skirt with no panties, since they'd been stolen from him. The realization slowed him down, as he wasn't really ready to flash everyone around him quite so brazenly.
No one was actually paying him that much attention though. A few interested glances, sure, which was only fair. Objectively, Cass knew his slender, girlish frame, short skirt, exposed tummy, thigh highs, and elbow-length gloves made for a hot combination. He still didn't fully believe it in his heart, though, as changing his whole view on how he appeared to others was more difficult than that.
The scattered glances were the extent of the outside attention. Running around like a joyful child wasn't even super out of place. Other players were running, parkouring, flying, or riding mounts all over the place. One more giddy person in the midst of it didn't stand out too much.
Cass progressed at a more measured pace for a while, but couldn't help dashing ahead at times. He tried to be as mindful as he could of his skirt and not letting it flip up too badly in the not-quite-real physics of the game world.
He arrived at the Church of Femboy, and only paused for a moment before heading inside.
At his timid request, Cass was guided to a back room to see Adora, the arch-cleric who'd bestowed him his initial clerical powers, as well as apparently having taken an immediate shine to him. Cass hoped it would be ok to come back again for some assistance.
Somewhat awkwardly, as the acolyte showed him to Adora's current location, it turned out Adora was in the middle of... distributing blessings, as it were. Which was to say Adora was on his knees and rather enthusiastically sucking an elven warrior's cock.
As Cass shyly watched, Adora finished swallowing a load of cum, tenderly cleaned the elf's shaft, then finally got to his feet. The elf pulled his pants up and happily left the room, seemingly unconcerned with having an audience.
"Hey, cutie," Adora said, gracefully approaching Cass, while smoothing out his dress-like robes. "Didn't think I'd see you again so soon."
"Is that ok?" Cass asked. "I didn't mean to interrupt anything. I--"
"Psh, who's interrupting? If I didn't want to be disturbed, I wouldn't be. Trust me." Adora smiled so winsomely and with such feminine charm, it was easy to remember thinking that he was a girl when Cass had first met him. "What can I do for you. Another... blessing?"
"No. Well, maybe. I, uh, got a magic item, and I don't know what it does yet. It's supposed to be maybe something good?" Cass finished hopefully.
He pulled out the butt plug from his inventory and held it in front of Adora. Adora seemed amused at first, which was only fair considering he was being presented with a sex toy, but a look of interest quickly mixed in with the amusement.
"Well now that's interesting," Adora murmured. "I didn't think you'd be one to go so quickly for the anal option. I suppose I should learn not to judge things like that."
Cass blushed. "I don't know that I'm... doing that," he said. "It's just, you know, loot. Like in lots of video games. Except... yeah, it's a bejeweled butt plug. Very unlike any other game I've ever played."
"You have the luck of the Femboys then," Adora said cheerfully, "if that's a random drop, and not something someone gave you just because you're so adorable."
"... it might be both."
"Haha, ok."
"Can you tell me what it does? And... and if it's worth me considering using?" Cass paused. "I don't stick things up my bum, as a general rule."
"You may have to learn a new rule," Adora said. "This is potentially a very good item for you, if you're prepared to make use of it."
"Like if I'm prepared to... wear it?"
"That, yes." Adora was smirking entirely too happily for Cass's comfort. "And acquiring sufficient catalyst."
"Catalyst?"
"Cum, in this case. If you wear this item, you can first of all store quite a good amount of cum inside you."
"Um...."
"And once you've acquired cum, you can use it to power up your spells."
Cass chewed his lip. "So it's genuinely useful?"
"Very much so. Far more powerful than anyone as new as you would usually have access to." Adora moved dangerously close. "Question is, would you like to make use of it?"
Cass swallowed hard. "I... can I think about it?"
"Of course."
"Will it hurt?"
"Shouldn't think so. Magic items have a tendency to being very comfortable to wear. Magic plate armours and such would be such a drag otherwise, for people unused to their weight and stiffness."
"And the fact that it's made of gold and decorated profusely with gems?"
"Shouldn't be an issue. These aren't real world physics we're dealing with. If I had to guess, I'd say they are decorative but not functional. As in, you probably won't even feel them. Or if you do feel them, it will be in a pleasant manner."
"Oh." Cass rolled the butt plug back and forth in his hands. He wasn't usually the sort to even think about sticking something up his bum, but a powerful magic item was an interesting reason to try. Plus it wasn't like he had anything against the idea, exactly, just that he'd never considered himself the sort to be into that kind of thing. Now, however....
Cass looked up at Adora. "Would you, maybe, help me?"
Adora beamed the kind of smile that could melt hearts. "I'd be delighted."
Cass simultaneously felt nervous excitement that someone as angelically beautiful as Adora would so interested in him, and a creeping sense that he was getting in way over his head. Cass didn't have any idea at all what to do with the fact that Adora was unequivocally a boy underneath the flowing and feminine facade, another nail in Cass's formerly sturdy sense of self and sexuality.
Adora was undeniably hot and moved with seductive purpose strong enough to bend Cass around his little finger. Cass might be worried about how easily he was swayed if he wasn't so busy being horny.
Adora took Cass's hand with a gentle touch--padded further by the long gloves they each wore--and led him to an adjoining room. The new room possessed a ridiculously large and comfortable looking bed, which had Cass blushing immediately at the implications.
"Haha, don't worry, I'm not going to take advantage of you," Adora laughed.
"Oh, ok," Cass said, mixing relief and disappointment.
"This time," Adora added as an afterthought.
"What?"
"Hm?"
"Did you just say--"
"Didn't say anything. Let's get that skirt off, shall we?"
Adora pushed Cass over a padded contraption that didn't visually make any sense to him, but upon leaning on it Cass decided that was, in fact, its purpose. It was a device specifically designed for someone to bend over and lean on it in comfort.
"What have I got myself into?" Cass mused aloud.
"I assured you already I won't take advantage," Adora said. "Even if I might like to."
"But this is a room you have, you know, sex in and stuff?"
"Well yes, but the same could be said of all rooms of my church."
"Oh."
"Hehe, you frazzle easy, huh?" Adora teased.
Cass stayed quiet as he felt his skirt being gently removed. Adora was entirely correct, in fact, plus he felt even less able to verbally defend himself while being rather intimately divested of key parts of his outfit.
"Ooh, no underwear underneath," Adora cooed happily. "Someone is a naughty boi after all."
"That's not on purpose," Cass insisted quickly. "My panties got stolen."
"I believe that," Adora said. "But new ones aren't an overly expensive purchase, especially for someone who's clearly been adventuring beyond their level already."
Cass did, in fact, have more than enough of a bank now that he could have bought many a new outfit, if he so chose. "Haven't had a chance yet," he mumbled.
"Of course not."
Adora was kneeling behind him. Cass couldn't really see what he was up to, but knew he was there, and could feel his feather-light touch every now and then. Mostly just stroking up and down the back of Cass's thighs at the moment. Cass was painfully aware of his overly exposed backside, though, and wasn't entirely certain that the warm breath caressing his intimate skin was all in his imagination.
"I'm going to have to touch your bum," Adora said. "Quite a bit. Is that ok?"
Cass felt faint, but nodded. "Yeah. That's... it's what we need to do, right?"
"Yes," Adora said with a distinctly amused tone. "Need to. Exactly."
A kiss landed on one of Cass's but cheeks, then several more followed. His ass was spread rather lewdly, and the probing lips kissed their way directly to his fluttery little butthole.
Cass found something to grip and held on tight as he got his asshole kissed and licked. He was totally unfamiliar with this kind of play, but trusting his instinct actually seemed to be paying off. It was... nice. That was all he could think to describe it. Not wondrous, or horrible, or overwhelming, or going to make him cum, but it was nice and gave him some rather pleasant sensations.
Adora tongued him like a total pro. No hesitation, no reservations about eating the ass of someone he'd only very recently met, just straight in with focused enthusiasm.
Cass spread his legs wider and rested more of his weight on the support beneath him. He wanted to relax into it, but he wasn't sure he was capable of untensing all that much. He wanted to just enjoy having his ass licked, to fully embrace it without overthinking it, but it just wasn't happening.
"Do you do this a lot?" Cass asked, mostly just to fill the silence a little.
"Heh, what kind of boi do you think I am?" Adora said.
"That's not an answer."
"I'm aware."
Adora adjusted his grip on Cass's butt, then dove back in. He properly tongue-fucked Cass this time, pushing his tongue inside Cass's tight little hole. Not super deep, but enough to make Cass squirm.
"You're sure this is necessary?" Cass asked.
"You don't like it?" Adora replied, sounding amused.
"I do. Just... ah!"
Adora sneaked a finger inside Cass, completely interrupting his train of thought.
"Need to get that big ol' plug in here, don't we?" Adora said.
"Why do I feel like I'm being tricked somehow?"
"Can't see how that could be. You asked me for help, remember?"
"You sound far too amused and pleased with yourself though."
Adora slid his finger back and forth in Cass's bum. "I'll admit I'm rather enjoying myself. It's kind of the point of this whole game world. Find something that makes you happy and indulge yourself."
"And this is it for you? Licking bums and stuff?"
"Haha, no. Mostly the blowjobs. That's more my thing." Adora kissed Cass's butt. "But I like mixing it up sometimes."
Cass found it hard to concentrate as Adora added a second finger inside him. His ass felt a bit stretched, but not painfully so, and not in a way that felt bad. It was odd more than anything, though the attention was still weirdly nice.
"I'd have thought people would spend more time, like, getting blowjobs than giving them," Cass said. "Given the option."
"All in what you're after, I suppose," Adora said. "I certainly did a lot of that when I started playing. Indulging every hedonistic urge. Why not, right? But it all becomes empty after a while. A sense of purpose really does bring more to one's life than pursuit of purest pleasure."
"And your purpose is... cum?"
"Haha, not exactly." Adora withdrew from Cass and padded off to retrieve the magical butt plug. "I get to be someone different in this game. Someone who attracts a whole different kind of attention than in the real world."
"I get that," Cass said, hesitantly standing up and already missing having a tongue lapping at his booty. "I feel the same."
"Right. And I could simply trade on being a cute and slutty little thing, feed on the attention, and... well I'm not sure exactly what other than that." Adora sighed. "There is some merit in it, don't get me wrong. No reason someone can't indulge themselves."
Cass bit his lip, trying to pay attention but all too aware that he was hard and fairly horny. It would probably be uncouth to ask Adora for a blowjob--or 'blessing'--just at this particular moment.



"But building this," Adora said, lifting his arms to indicate the building around them. "The church. A place for other femboys, and a place of good reputation for our services. This is something more than that."
"Oh," Cass said.
"I know, it seems like I'm experiencing delusions of grandeur over a glorified brothel."
"No, it's not... well maybe a little."
Adora took a seat on his bed and patted the spot next to him. Cass awkwardly pattered over and sat down, uncomfortably aware of still being bottomless and no longer in an overly sexual situation.
"I get to help people, Cass," Adora said. "Sometimes just in carnal ways, but sometimes new players. Sometimes people experiencing a brand new gender identity, like yourself. And... yes, I do make a lot of people cum, and enjoy it. But that's not what's about. Not really."
Cass fidgeted awkwardly. "I do appreciate it. I don't want it to seem like I don't. I have been a bit lost, and seeing you and what you do... it makes me less weirded out by some of the things that have happened, things that I've done." He bit his lip. "I think I might like playing with cocks sometimes, for instance. Depending on who they're attached to though."
Adora smiled and patted Cass on the head, which was slightly patronizing, but came off more comforting and soothing than anything. "Even being a bit of a slut like me doesn't mean you can't be choosy. I usually don't personally serve anyone I don't have a bit of a feel for already."
"Um... but when I came in the first time--"
"Yes, that was quick, wasn't it? But I know Ash, and they're cool. And you were cute, and so obviously out of your depth."
"... thanks? I think?" Cass paused. "So Ash told you about me?"
"A little, yes. Though from the sound of it, they didn't know you very well yet either."
"No, we'd just met, really." Cass brushed his hair back, catching himself off-guard again at how long and flowing it was. "I was out of my depth, and I do appreciate help. Speaking of which...."
"Ready for your magic item to be equipped?"
"I think so. You promise it won't hurt?"
"Promise. It'll be cozy, you'll see. Plus my spit is excellent lube. It's part of my character build."
"Of course that's a thing," Cass said. He rolled over on the bed and presented himself rather embarrassingly lewdly to Adora. Though after having his ass licked out already, maybe shame should have been kind of irrelevant between them now anyway. There was an awful gap sometimes between what he ought to be feeling and what he was actually experiencing.
Adora licked Cass a little more, and now that he knew about it, Cass definitely could feel the extra slickness of Adora's saliva coating his bumhole.
The butt plug pressed against Cass's slippery ass, nudging at his entrance. He tensed involuntarily, knowing it was the wrong thing to do even before Adora chided him.
"Stay relaxed," Adora said soothingly. "Just relax."
"Easier said than done," Cass said.
"Fair. But relax anyway."
Adora's hand set down gently on the small of Cass's back. A sudden sense of calm and well-being flooded through Cass, emanating from that one simple touch.
"What... what was that?" Cass asked.
"Just a small blessing of tranquility."
"Is every damn thing in this game used for sex somehow?"
"Haha, no." Adora paused. "Well... maybe."
Cass stuck his ass out more and let Adora push the butt plug in. Without the core of trepidation to hold him back, he was able to just experience the moment as it was. Which was, admittedly, kind of weird. He could feel his ass stretch around the magic item, feel it dilate to what should have been dangerous levels, given his lack of experience. Yet Adora was right, it didn't hurt.
The widest part of it passed Cass's outer ring, and the rest of it snugged itself easily inside his ass. He could definitely feel it in him, but not in an overwhelming kind of way. It was maybe kind of fun, in a sense, and definitely a comfier fit than it had any right to be, but more than anything, Cass felt kind of slutty. An emotional horniness more than a physical one.
"See, not so bad," Adora said, patting Cass's butt for a job well done.
"It's really not," Cass said. "I guess I didn't need to be worried."
"You'll know for next time."
"I guess I will."
Cass stood up and took a few steps without thinking about it. All it took was that little bit of movement for him to realize that the butt plug wasn't just inside him, with that constant, cozy pressure. It was now making itself felt with every step he took.
"Oh. Oh wow. That's gonna take some getting used to," Cass said.
Adora laughed happily. "Yes, it makes things interesting, doesn't it?"
"That's one word you could use."
"You'll adapt. It'll still be fun, but it won't demand all your attention once you're used to it."
Cass narrowed his gaze slightly. "This from experience?"
Adora, still smiling, stood and turned around. He lifted the back of his robes, revealing some cute, frilly panties underneath. Pulled down a little, the sparkly base of a butt plug was revealed to be nestled up his bum too.
Cass's eyes returned to Adora's face, catching Adora playfully sticking his tongue out before rearranging his robes for a return to his facade of modesty.
"I see," Cass said. "Is that what the robes are for? To hide what you're wearing underneath?"
"Partly, I suppose," Adora said. "They also lend me a certain elegance, and I've found people appreciate a bit of class and poise in someone who's sucking them off."
"You're a weird boy, Adora."
"Hm? So you don't want me to suck you then?"
"Well I didn't say that."
Cass found himself getting another blowjob from Adora. It was such a silky smooth experience, which Cass now understood was at least partly because Adora's spit was enhanced specifically for this kind of thing, and for that matter his lips and tongue were probably subtly modified as well.
Adora kept his hands demurely in his lap while using his mouth and throat to full effect. His face was so cute, even cuter than usual somehow. And there was a definite bonus to Cass having his cock worshipped by someone truly invested in it, someone who literally dedicated a significant chunk of their free time to blowjobs.
The plug in Cass's ass was very much making itself known now too. Cass didn't fully understand what was happening, but everything was just so much more intense. Whether that was the physical result of having something relatively large up his bum, or some facet of the magic at work, he really didn't know.
Despite having a very full mouth, Adora was still clearly grinning up at Cass. Those big, adorable eyes looking up were unfair anyway, let alone when there was a teasing element added as well. It was like Adora could read his mind.
Cass gasped as Adora sneaked a hand up between his legs and pressed against the butt plug inside him. If he'd thought it was more intense already, it was ever more so while having his plug pressed and wiggled around inside him.
Cass's eyes rolled back, his legs got shaky, and he knew he wasn't going to last much longer. He would have liked to really bask in Adora's oral attention for longer, but he wasn't at all in control of that. Adora had him firmly in hand, so to speak, and could control him like a puppet at this point.
He came hard in Adora's mouth, turning to a spurting, spasming mess as his cum was dotingly drained from him. It was, admittedly, purest undiluted pleasure for a brief moment, and Cass sighed in contented fulfillment just before his legs threatened to give out on him. Something about the way Adora sucked him off left him happy and weak afterward.
"Hmm mmm," Adora said, guiding Cass to sit down on the bed.
"Thanks," Cass said.
"Umm hm mmph."
"What? Why are you mumbling like that? What--"
Adora rolled his eyes and pressed his lips to Cass's. Cass was rather taken aback by the forceful gesture of affection, but only for a second or two before his own cum was pressed into his mouth.
"Mmph!" Cass protested right back.
"Mmm unnm nhhu muh."
"Uh mmm!"
Cass gave in and swallowed, since it seemed the only way to clear his mouth. He had the incredibly strange sense almost immediately that could follow the cum headed down his throat and resting in his tummy. Like he knew it was there on some level other than recent memory.
"What was that for?" Cass asked. "Didn't think you'd have a problem swallowing."
"Oh I don't," Adora said. "But your magic item needs power. Cum, remember?"
"I... yes, I remember. Did it have to be my own?"
"No. But it was handy."
Cass frowned. "I maintain that you enjoy yourself far too much when you're being helpful."
"Probably true," Adora agreed cheerfully.
Cass fidgeted a bit. "I mean, I think I might have preferred swallowing yours instead, or something. Might have been a touch less weird."
"Perhaps. I don't know that we're well acquainted enough for that, though."
Cass blinked. "Not well acquainted enough? How acquainted do we need to be?"
Adora booped Cass on the nose. "My boundaries are my boundaries, even if they don't make sense to you."
"Um... fine then."
"I can arrange for more cum, though. I in fact have some supplicants waiting for me, if you'd like to be my lovely substitute instead, perhaps?"
"Like... like strangers?"
"Well not to me. But to you, yes."
Cass blushed a hot red. "I don't know if I can do that."
"Why don't you just come with me, and you can always decline after you've met, if you want."
"Uh...."
Cass barely had a chance to replace his skirt as Adora dragged him along. He didn't really want to meet anyone new without it. Having only one hand free and no chance to stop and slip it on, he did learn a neat new trick to get dressed, which was to pop his skirt in his inventory, then equip it directly from there.
His butt plug made itself very known as they walked. Every wiggle of his bum shifted it inside him, to larger or smaller degrees, and taking longer, quicker strides to keep up with Adora's pace only exacerbated that.
"Shit, I'm getting hard again," Cass said.
"Really enjoying having your butt stuffed, huh?" Adora said, clearly amused.
"No. Maybe." Cass sighed. "Alright, yes. You already knew the answer anyway, didn't you?"
"Strong suspicion, sure."
The bois met a woman waiting for them in the 'blessing room.' She cut a rather amazonian figure, fierce and beautiful at the same time. She wore a full suit of armour that clung to her curves more than real armour would have ever had a right to, but did provide full coverage unlike the traditional video game female armour cliches.
"Hey, Adora. You've got a friend today, huh?"
Adora greeted the woman with a smile and a kiss on the cheek, though the woman had to bend slightly so he could reach. "Hello, Ryla. Yes, this is Cass. He's learning some things. Would you mind terribly if he practiced his blessings on you?"
Ryla looked at Cass with clear approval. "Sounds good to me."
The bottom half of her armour and anything that might have been underneath disappeared all at once as she unequipped her bottoms. As should perhaps have been obvious if Cass had been thinking at all, she had a cock that was already rising to point at him.
"What do you think?" Adora asked.
"I could be ok with this," Cass answered faintly.
"Thought so. You're more into feminine types, huh?"
"Traditionally, yes. Then again, I used to be pretty sure I was into people who didn't have cocks, too."
"Well, we can see how that goes. We'll start out easy, hm?"
Easy, according to Adora, was apparently dropping to his knees and presenting his mouth for a total stranger to insert her cock. It slightly annoyed Cass that he did, in fact, find himself interested in doing so. He did want to try sucking this woman off, and even found himself rather wantonly eager for it.
After the ridiculously large cocks Cass had already encountered in this game, it was a pleasant change to find this futa had a much more regular sized erection for him to try. He could pretend it was only for the sake of experimentation that he wanted it in his mouth, but already Cass felt like he had to admit that hot women with cocks might be something he was interested in.
Ryla was gentle, despite giving the appearance that she could get very rough indeed if she wanted to. She slipped her erection between Cass's lips, basically just the tip, then let him take more as he felt comfortable.
"So cute," she said, giving Cass a few head pats as he experimented with sucking on her.
Cass blushed and took her shaft even deeper, really feeling like the praise and affection worked for him, though it could potentially have been taken as patronizing. It was still so new to him to be treated like a smol cutie, and there was a good chance he liked it even more than any sexual gratification from these encounters.
"He's a very promising new member of the church," Adora said conversationally.
"Unf, definitely," Ryla said.
"It's nice of you to help him out like this," Adora said.
"Of course," Ryla said, patting Cass's head again. "Any time."
Cass found himself really getting into this blowjob. The way Adora and Ryla talked could have made him feel bad, potentially, but it really only made him feel comfortable like this wasn't a big deal at all. It was, too, just a transaction where everyone was getting what they wanted.
He was getting so horny sucking on Ryla's dick. Despite her manageable size, he couldn't actually take her whole cock without gagging, but he tried his best and found a good rhythm with what he could handle. She seemed to really enjoy herself, which encouraged him so much more than he expected. Like he was getting off on getting her off.
She groaned and flooded his mouth with cum. Cass was prepared for it rushing over his tongue this time, and greedily swallowed it down. Partly because he needed it for other purposes, but also just falling into the hotness of making a girl cum in his mouth like that.
Cass missed a little, dribbling some cum down his chin, but got most of it. He sat back on his heels, panting softly, mouth open, looking up at Ryla for approval without really being consciously aware of it. She patted his head again, gave him a smile, then was getting dressed. She promised to leave the usual donation to the church on the way out, then was gone.
Adora knelt down and licked up the little bits of spilled cum from Cass's chin, transferring them to his mouth via casual kisses.
"I like this better than my own cum," Cass murmured.
"Noted," Adora said. "It's fair. Other's people's cum is more fun. You have to earn it."
"Is that what I did?"
"I think so."
"And... did Ryla just pay for this?"
"Hehe, no. People may leave donations if they wish, and many do, but it's not for our services. This isn't prostitution. It's just, you know, fun and mutually beneficial."
"Oh."
Cass, having been made somewhat presentable again, was offered to another futa seeking blessings. He was even more eager and less cautious this time, happily sucking her off and preening in the attention she afforded him. He honestly wasn't sure which part of the experience he liked most. It was all still quite a novelty to him.
He felt cuter and sluttier with every new encounter, and every new load of cum he greedily swallowed down. He wasn't sure he liked his own, but stealing the cum off these girls after pleasuring them was a very different beast. There was also the odd sensation of their cum pulsing with warm, comforting energy in his tummy afterward, which he was pretty sure was only an in-game thing.
Cass passed on offering a blessing to the next supplicant, who was definitely a man, and too masculine for Cass's taste. Adora had absolutely no problem taking over, and this time Cass just got to watch.
Adora had such a way about him, managing to look cute, smol, helpless, sexy, predatory, and in control all at the same time. It was really quite fascinating, and Cass wondered what exactly he looked like while sucking cock on his knees.
Adora apparently saved the load at the end in his mouth, and turned to Cass with bulging cheeks and a raised eyebrow. Cass hesitated, but found himself yearning for another long, sloppy kiss with Adora, regardless of the source of the cum.
They met on their knees, two boys looking very much like cute girls making out and swapping cum between their tongues. It was very surreal for Cass, and perhaps part of why he could get into it so much was it didn't feel like he was himself. Like he could enjoy someone else's life for a time, doing something he would never experience in real life and not have to worry about what it meant. Another part of him reveled in being able to be so cute and slutty all at once, and the delicate body of his new friend pressed warmly up against him as they kissed.
"I can feel you poking me," Adora murmured teasingly.
"Yeah," Cass said. "Sorry."
Adora slipped a hand under Cass's short skirt, giving his cock a brief caress. "Maybe we should deal with that when we're done our holy work here."
"Unf. Ok," Cass said faintly.
More cocks started to pass in a bit of a blur, as Cass's mind was more and more on the promise of Adora helping him out later. It turned out the hornier Cass got, the more he focused on his own needs instead of the cocks in his mouth, which he thought was only fair really.
Cass and Adora swapped off, sharing the blessing duties between them. Cass was kind of astounded that there would regularly be so many blessings to deliver, and that Adora would usually deal with them all alone.
"When I feel like it, sure," Adora said in response. "I will admit, most days I delegate more, either to my minions or occasionally to another member of the church here to help out."
"Oh, that makes sense," Cass said. "This... this just seems like a lot every day."
"Hehe, well you've done well for your first time at it."
"Thanks." Cass got to his feet a bit shakily. "Surprised my knees aren't killing me. I'm not used to kneeling so long."
"Femboys get naturally good knees in this game," Adora said. "Plus the church is built with subtle enchantments to help out too."
"Ah. Of course."
"Anyway, how much cum do you have stored up there?"
Cass looked down at himself and patted his exposed tummy, which unless he was imagining things was bulging out some from being so full.
It was still odd to him to wear an outfit that bared as much skin as his clothes currently did, but he really liked the feeling of it. Especially in a body that could pull it off so cutely. The fact that it showed off how much cum he'd swallowed was either a blessing or a curse, and he wasn't totally sure which.
"I mean, it feels like a lot," Cass said. "But I don't have much basis for comparison."
"Shall we go take a test run?" Adora suggested.
Cass's eyes lit up. He was temporarily more excited about this than about cumming again, even though he was still tenting his skirt somewhat obviously. At least the pleating helped hide his erection a bit.
"Test how?" Cass asked eagerly.
"Come with me."
Adora took Cass to an outdoor area, a garden of sorts with plentiful trees and shrubbery, and an abundance of prettily blooming flowers. A few areas seemed to be private areas for sitting or meeting, with comfortable looking benches half-hidden by foliage, and other areas were cleared enough for some use. Adora took him to one of the latter that had some targets set up at one end. Fairly standard bullseyes, as though it was an archery range of sorts.
"So... what do I do?" Cass asked.
"Do you have any attacks spells or anything?" Adora asked.
"Um... not really."
"Oh. Can you buy some?"
Cass took a moment to remember how to navigate his character menu, feeling slightly embarrassed that he must just be standing there like a lump in front of Adora while he did so. It was just part of the game though, so he shouldn't worry about it.



"Oh, ok," Cass said. "I think I've got lots of points to spend, actually. And... let's see, there's Holy Bolt here. Seems like a basic cleric damage spell?"
"It's a good go-to," Adora confirmed. "Might as well pick it up. And it should be good for our testing purposes."
Cass nodded, acquired the spell, then spent a moment considering his new power and the targets down-range. He lifted one hand and somewhat to his surprise, a bolt of silvery-white light shot out. It missed the targets entirely and fizzled against the wall, leaving only a small discolouration behind, but the casting itself had been easy enough. It seemed to just obey his intent, just as with his other abilities so far.
"Your aim needs a little work," Adora remarked.
"It was my first time," Cass said.
He adjusted his aim, and his second bolt glanced the side of the target he'd aimed at. He felt like he could do this with a little more practice.
"Not bad," Adora said. "Now try powering up the blast with some of that cum inside you."
"Um... ok, let me try," Cass said.
He raised his hand again, concentrated, and found his hand starting to glow as he charged up. It all worked so smoothly. He kind of lost track of his spell, though, and spent too long marveling at how his hand got brighter and almost started to hum with restrained power.
When Cass actually shot his Holy Bolt this time, it destroyed half of the target it hit, vaporizing part of it and leaving other parts smoking in the aftermath.
"Hm, may want to regulate that a little," Adora remarked, watching the smoldering remains of the affected target. "How much cum did you use?"
Cass probed his tummy with his senses. "A lot?" he hazarded. "Probably too much. Oops."
"Ah well. We can refill later if need be."
Cass nodded, perking up at the idea of acquiring more of the slutty spell catalyst. He probably just needed to fully embrace this new side of himself at the rate he was going.
Cass practiced some more with his new spell, getting a feel for controlling how much cum he used on each bolt. He pretty soon ran out of power though, and found that his tummy grumbled enough to be distracting.
Adora was smiling a little when Cass turned back to him, like he already knew what was going to be asked.
"I don't suppose more people might want some blessings?" Cass asked, trying to be casual.
"Not at the moment," Adora said. "But don't worry. There's always cum in the femboy stand."
That meant, as it turned out, that Cass and Adora were going to mess around with some of the NPC acolytes who worked for Adora. It was a little weird for Cass knowing there wasn't actually a person behind their cute faces. It should maybe have been just as easy, but it was less satisfying somehow. Certainly less slutty, which might be a big part of the fun.
Cass was kind of smitten with how adorable the acolytes were while getting sucked off though. They blushed and whimpered while holding their robes up out of the way, acting shy and embarrassed, but fully obedient.
The amount of cum they produced caught Cass off-guard given their smol bodies, but in the digital landscape especially it didn't always follow from one to the other. Adora 'helped' by giving more cummy kisses and sharing the bounty with Cass, doubling his efficiency. Cass was quite certain by now that Adora just liked doing that kind of thing, whether in general, or specifically with him.
A futa came in for a blessing at some point, and the two femboys shared her without having to even discuss it. She was happy to have the two of them servicing her, side by side on their knees, mouths working in tandem. Her cock was long enough that Cass could only take about half of it in his mouth at once, but Adora could skillfully deepthroat the whole thing at will, which made Cass a tad jealous.
The futa produced a frankly absurd amount of cum when she exploded, reminiscent of the load Scar had produced, though from a more manageable package. Cass found himself swallowing frantically, trying to take it all, but choking and drooling quite a bit down his front.
"Thanks, cutie," the futa said, patting Cass's head and gracefully strutting off.
Cass stayed panting on his knees, feeling dazed and slutty, and now kind of happy after the head pats and being called a cutie. He was such a sucker for that kind of thing.
Adora, naturally, licked up most of the excess cum and deposited it back in Cass's mouth for him.
"Waste not," Adora murmured.
"I'd almost think sometimes you enjoy taking advantage of me," Cass said.
"Can't imagine why you'd think that," Adora said, just before using entirely too much tongue next time he cummily kissed Cass.
Cass gave in and wrapped his arms around Adora, kissing him back. It just felt nice, and it wasn't so bad kissing a boy when he also happened to be one of the hottest girls Cass had ever known, let alone who'd paid such intimate attention to him.
Gods but he was becoming such an attention whore. Anyone treating him nicely or complimenting him was ending up getting oral from him in return, or something very much along those lines. Partly it made pragmatic sense, given how his abilities worked in this game, but Cass wondered if he would have been this way in real life too, given the chance.
"What ya thinking about?" Adora asked.
"Oh, sorry," Cass said, returning from his daydreaming. "Just... why I let myself do this stuff so easily."
"Because it's fun and feels good?"
"Well yeah, but I meant other than that."
Adora grinned. "Don't overthink it. Just enjoy."
"I don't tend to like boys this way, you know."
"You just never met one cute enough."
Adora made out with him some more, holding Cass tight and rubbing their lithe bodies together.
As flippant as Adora's comment may have been, Cass actually thought he probably was right. Cass truly hadn't ever met a boy as cute as Adora, and maybe that was the only difference, or at least the most important one.
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Cass finally left the church full of cum, and slightly dizzy. Adora had cleaned him up properly before sending him off, so anyone at a glance wouldn't see what he'd just been up to. His clothes were all free of cum-stains, most importantly.
His tummy however, should anyone be able to see inside it, was cozily full of cum again, and Cass imagined just the slightest outward bulge in it, as though he'd eaten an overly large meal. His femboy body was, it had to be said, quite a bit slimmer than Cass was used to being, so in some ways it was hard to say what his capacity was.
He made his way through the streets of the city, constantly reminded how smol he was as he passed other people, the vast majority of whom were larger than him, sometimes by a ridiculous margin.
Quite a few passers by spared him a glance, often with a bit of a smile to go along with it, or an interested look in their eye. Cass wasn't used to attention like that out in public, and was torn halfway between reveling in it, or shyly trying to cover up. His outfit was quite exposing, after all, with his short skirt and crop top style breastplate. That plus his thigh highs and elbow gloves suggested more confidence in his body than he really had.
It was like he was getting away with something. Like maybe most people around him mistook him for a cute girl rather than a cute boy. And in any case, he was being allowed to appear in public in a much sexier outfit than he could have gotten away with in reality.
Judging by what some of his fellow players were wearing, he actually wasn't alone in that, though. A majority were wearing perfectly serviceable suits of armour, or robes, or sometimes what appeared to be just functional clothing. However there was a noticeable contingent who, like Cass, were wearing skimpier outfits than really seemed appropriate for adventuring purposes. Gauzy dresses, loincloths, partial nudity, and even some actual instances of chainmail bikinis, or the rough equivalent thereof.
The latter outfits, along with the sheer variety in races, colours, hairstyles, and gaudy clothing, made Cass feel a bit more comfortable about how he was presenting to the game world at large. He might be getting more attention than he was used to, but he didn't actually stick out like a sore thumb by any means.
He also appreciated some of the slutty outfits around, and people seemingly entirely happy to show off for those around them. He had to be careful though because he was already pretty horny again, and only the pleats of his skirt stood between him and a very obvious display of his erection. A lack of panties and a fairly large butt plug that made itself known with every step he took really weren't helping anything.
"Cass!"
Cass jumped and nearly lost his balance, only staying upright as a pair of hands steadied him. He continued to panic until realizing the voice and hands both belonged to Vanya.
"Jeez, don't scare me like that," Cass complained.
"Hehe, sorry," Vanya said, without sounding like she meant it even slightly.
She reached down and helped tug Cass's skirt back into place. He probably had briefly been flashing everyone around them, but he didn't want to think about that too hard.
Vanya was wearing a new dress from when Cass had last seen her. It was elegantly sexy on her pink tiefling body, showing off the curves of her form and a good hint of cleavage. It appeared less ready for action than her previous choice, but it might not be meant for that. There was no particular reason one had to only have a single, all-purpose outfit, Cass supposed, despite that being a usual trope of video games.
"Just came to see if you were ready to go shopping," Vanya said. "Since I saw you were online and all, and the group's got nothing planned at the moment."
"Shopping?"
"For new panties."
Cass blushed. "Oh right. You're really not gonna give that pair back that you stole, huh?"
"Nope," Vanya said cheerily.
"Do I want to know what you do with them?"
"Probably not." Vanya took Cass's arm and led him down the street. "Don't worry. I'll buy you lots more to make up for it."
"... are you going to steal them as well?"
"Not all of them, certainly."
"Oh. Good." Cass gave Vanya a curious, sidelong glance. "Are you a total perv or what?"
"Bit of an impolite question," Vanya chided without actually seeming the least bit put off by it. "But to be fair, I do think everyone's a little bit of a perv in here," she said, tapping her chest.
"In your booby?"
"Hehe, see? It's fun."
"I know you meant your heart."
"But it's more fun to say booby. I get it. Or titties. I'm fond of titties."
"Who isn't?" Cass asked absently.
They arrived at a storefront. Cass hesitated a moment, but Vanya kept pulling him onward and into the shop.
There were a few people inside the spacious store--a larger area inside than it had appeared from outside, as per game logic--some of whom appeared to be browsing clothing in a normal manner, and some who were standing totally unmoving, and presumably were simply browsing menus judging by how one customer in particular kept switching outfits every few seconds.
"The tailor here is really good," Vanya said. "They're an NPC, so there's a limit to customization, but still."
"A tailor?" Cass asked. "Don't clothes just fit?"
"Technically yes. But they can fit better than default settings, trust me."
"Um... ok."
Cass stood nervously near to the back counter of the shop while Vanya summoned the tailor. A kindly looking older man stepped out, looking like the stereotypical classic tailor, complete with measuring tape around his shoulders and pins sticking out of his mouth.
"Underwear, eh?" the man said. "Well, let's see what we're working with then."
Vanya turned expectantly toward Cass. "He means the skirt needs to go."
Cass nodded. "I thought he might. But, uh...."
"Hehe, of course, not your type, huh?"
Vanya turned back to the tailor, moved her hand around, then nodded in satisfaction as the older man turned into a woman. The tailor now had a sexy librarian vibe to her, with glasses and her hair pinned back, as well as just the slightest hint of no-nonsense severity about her.
"There you go," Vanya said, still smirking a bit.
"That's great," Cass said. "But isn't there like a back room or something?"
"Why?"
Cass looked around at the other shoppers. "You know, because of privacy and such?"
"Oh. Well--"
The tailor made Vanya's answer moot when she simply knelt down in front of Cass and yanked down his skirt. She started taking measurements while Cass was frozen and uncertain what to do next. Showing off his penis, ass, and butt plug to every other person in the store was exactly what Cass had been trying to avoid.
"Oh god, is everyone staring?" he hissed to Vanya, desperately trying not to look around the room.
"No," Vanya said.
"Really?"
"Yeah." Vanya pointed her finger. "That guy hasn't noticed yet."
"Goddammit, Vanya."
Vanya beamed, showing off the pointed teeth in her mouth which could have been considered threatening, but on her just made her seem happy and a bit goofy. "Don't be shy. You look good."
"Not the point." Cass hesitated. "But I do, though, don't I?"
"Mmhm!"
"That's still so weird to me."
"Well get used to it baby boi."
The tailor was impassively carrying on her task of taking measurements, which involved quite a bit of touching. Some of it made Cass twitch or jump a little, and the woman kneeling before him kept gently but firmly yanking him back into place and making tsking noises.
"I shall need sir to stay still, please," the tailor said.
"I'm trying," Cass said, blushing as his balls were handled in the most coldly calculating way they ever had been.
"And if sir could not have an erection for a few moments, I could take the measurements for when sir is soft as well."
"That's a good idea," Vanya said. "Want to know what the capacity of the panties either way is going to be. They'll need to, aheh, stretch a bit sometimes."
"Very funny," Cass said. "Vanya, you know I can't just stop being hard on a whim."
"Well not with that attitude, certainly."
A redheaded and freckled girl slipped up next to Vanya and gave her a gentle nudge.
"Hey, Vanya."
"Oh, hey, Molly. I didn't see you there. You shopping too?"
"I was, yes. Who's your, uh, friend?" Molly asked.
"Cute, isn't he?" Vanya said gleefully. "This is Cass, he's new to the game. I'm helping him buy new undies, since he lost his."
"You literally stole them from me," Cass grumbled, unsure what to do about the new girl standing so close and clearly checking him out.
Vanya waved her hand airily. "Details."
Molly bit her lip and hugged her arms around herself a bit shyly. "So you probably need to be soft for measuring though, huh?"
Cass blushed. "I believe so."
"... want some help with that?"
Cass looked from Molly to Vanya, who just smiled and nodded encouragement.
"Really?" Cass asked. "I'm... I'm a total stranger."
"You know Vanya," Molly said, blushing too and turned her head away slightly. "And she's cool."
"I am," Vanya agreed seriously. "Also Molly kinda likes blowjobs, but she's kinda shy usually and--"
"Vanya!" Molly said. "Shush!"
"But you do like to give blowjobs," Vanya said.
"You don't need to tell people that!"
"You literally just came over and asked Cass if you could help with his erection," Vanya said. "Why is this my fault now?"
"It's... you're not...."
The tailor knelt on the floor adjusted her glasses while Vanya and Molly bickered. "If sir could accept a blowjob, it would make the measuring easier," she said.
"Yeah, that... I know that," Cass said. "I'm not totally sure what's happening though."
"There's nothing wrong with practicing the occasional blowjob," Molly said, clearly quite flustered by now. "It's pretty consequence free in game."
"And you liiike doing it," Vanya teased.
"Shush I said!"
"And you think Cass is super cuuute."
"Oh my god, Vanya," Cass said, putting a hand over his face.
"He... he kind of is," Molly said. "And I just mean 'cause, like, cute boys are less intimidating sometimes."
"Mmhm. I'm sure that's all it is," Vanya said. She tapped Cass on the head. "What about it, Cassie, want a nice li'l blowjob?"
Cass shyly glanced at Vanya, at Molly, at the tailor, then at the room at large. He would have preferred privacy, but there was a certain excitement and pleasant feeling about a cute girl he didn't even know being interested in him this way, even if her motives were not the clearest at the moment.
"I could probably go for one," Cass mumbled. "If it's being offered anyway."
He was already bottomless, erect, and plugged. It wasn't like things were going to get more embarrassing for him.
The sight of a cute girl--a perfect stranger no less--sinking to her knees in front of him was really, really nice, Cass had to admit. The way she looked up at him with her shy, nervous enthusiasm provided a feedback loop with his own very similar emotions.
Molly was so tentative about touching his cock with her fingers, and let out a soft giggle as it twitched in her hand. She seemed genuinely entranced by Cass's erection, and just kind of played with it for a bit before apparently remembering what she was supposed to be doing.
For some reason, Molly got a lot more confident as soon as she got Cass's cock in her mouth. There was no playing around anymore, and she took him fully inside, savouring the process just for a second or two before bobbing back and forth on him. She made some small moaning noises that soon became mixed with sloppy blowjob sounds as an accumulation of spit and precum built up.
Cass rocked a little unsteadily at the eager assault on his cock, finding that he could have used something to brace himself on. Unlike Adora's calm, professional, and effective technique, Molly was far more forceful and undisciplined about sucking him off.
Vanya hummed to herself while hopping on a nearby counter, then carefully flipped back the skirt of her dress and started playing with herself while watching.
"Seriously?" Cass asked.
"What? It's hot," Vanya said. "Very public, you know."
"I-- what? Of course I know. I was the one who wanted privacy."
Vanya shrugged. "Well that didn't really work out for you, huh?"
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?"
Vanya stuck her tongue out playfully and rubbed her pussy a little faster. "What gave it away?"
Cass shook his head at Vanya's wantonness, but also secretly enjoyed being able to watch her masturbate. She was fun and hot, and maybe just a bit slutty, and she seemed to like him. Cass wasn't used to girls like that hanging around him, let alone openly masturbating as well.
Molly was still slurping away on him too, and when Cass looked down at her he realized she was occasionally staring up at him with big puppy eyes like she was waiting for something from him. His cum, presumably.
Cass assayed a couple headpats, in case Molly was seeking some encouraging feedback in the meantime. She responded well to them, moaning happily and choking herself harder on Cass's cock.
He groaned and came in her mouth, spurting hot cum all over her tongue. She whimpered and swallowed quickly, still losing some in the process and making a small mess down her chin.
Molly seemed quite pleased with herself as she sat back on her heels, still looking up at Cass. She swiped at her chin with the back of her arm to wipe away the traces of cum she'd missed. Cass thought she looked even cuter now, despite panting and being somewhat flushed in the cheeks, though fresh off getting a blowjob from her he was probably biased.
"Much better, sir," the tailor said. "I shall be able to proceed now."
The efficient woman carried on taking measurements around Cass's now flaccid penis as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. It was a slight emotional whiplash for Cass transitioning back to her professional, uninvolved touch, though there was still something alluring about being handled so intimately by someone who didn't seem the least bit interested in him beyond his physical dimensions.
Perhaps it was the fact that he was still half-naked in a fairly public area. That might well have leant some interesting lack of professionalism to the affair. Vanya was still rubbing herself, and a quick look about confirmed that Cass himself still had a bit of an audience, even if he wasn't the centre of a room full of staring faces, as he'd somewhat feared.
"That was kind of fun," Molly said, rising to her feet.
"Hehe, yeah," Vanya said. "Cass is a fun boi."
"You just gonna keep masturbating or what?"
"Planning on it. We're gonna get to see Cass in panties now."
Molly only hesitated for a second before hopping up on the counter to take a seat with Vanya. "Sold!"
Cass rolled his eyes, but didn't have time to get particularly exasperated with the girls before the tailor was slipping a pair of underwear up his legs. She was scarily good at maneuvering him just so without him really being aware how she was pulling it off.
"These are just a very basic model," the tailor said. "You--"
"Boo, no," Vanya said. "Something sexy, por favor."
"Very good, ma'am."
Cass found himself modeling a variety of cute and sexy panties for Vanya and Molly, who unabashedly played with themselves the whole time. Once again in this game, he found himself in a weird position of being quite embarrassed, but excited enough to counteract the feelings of shame and inappropriateness. The sense of pleasure that came from being physically desirable in a way that he hadn't really experienced in real life was nice too. Like being one of those hot girls who could command a room just by existing, only doing it as a boy. Mostly.
"Unf, those shape your butt so good," Vanya said.
"Definitely. Get those," Molly agreed.
"Um... ok, but the last pair were super comfy," Cass said. "And I think--"
"So get both," Vanya said. "I'm paying. We'll get as many pairs as you need. I owe you."
"Oh, so nothing to do with wanting to keep watching me try panties on?" Cass asked.
"Maybe a smidgeon," Vanya admitted cheekily. "How about something really high cut next?"
Molly nodded her agreement while continuing to finger herself.
Cass acted mildly annoyed with their insistence, but was getting more and more into this. He kept surprising himself at how every sexy move he tried while showing off the underwear kept getting pleased reactions from the girls. How showing off his ass in scanty panties really seemed to turn them on. He could seriously get addicted to being a cute femboy at this rate, and having a butt that could hypnotize a room with a calculated pose.
Another interesting thing was how well the panties fit when Cass started getting hard again. Showing off so lewdly, butt plug still included, made an erection basically inevitable. Those previous measurements appeared to be paying off, as every pair of panties seemed perfectly designed to sit flatteringly on his body, whether he was hard or soft.
Vanya and Molly smiled wider every time he modeled a new pair with a prominent tent sticking out at them. Sometimes his cock was basically unrestrained and stretched the material straight out from his body, sometimes the panties snuggled his penis more tactically while still very clearly leaving a bulge visible. Cass suspected he'd want something more the latter when trying to be discreet, particularly when his skirt left him somewhat exposed even at the best of times.
"Ooh, hell with it," Vanya moaned. "We'll buy every pair. Might as well have options."
"Good choice," Molly panted.
Both girls were getting very close, Cass could tell. They were frantically rubbing their pussies and whimpering with need. Rather boldly, he turned away and slowly, sexily pulled down the panties he was wearing, making a show of gradually exposing his ass and butt plug to them. He bent over at the waist, keeping his legs straight as he took the underwear all the way down to his ankles and daintily stepped out of them.
As he'd hoped, and as was bizarrely satisfying to him, he made both girls cum just by being naughty and provocative. When he turned around, it was just in time to catch Vanya squirting wantonly onto the floor. Without thinking about it, Cass dived between her legs and latched his mouth to her pussy. If his spells were all powered by cum now, maybe hers would count the same as cum from cocks.
"Ooh, good boy," Vanya cooed, patting Cass's head.
He blushed and kept sucking the last of her juices, enjoying his lips on her soft, very warm skin, as well as the taste of her. He had to quickly move to Molly though as she started squirting too, and he caught even more of her cum in his mouth. He didn't dare look up at her, as technically sucking on a near-stranger's pussy without asking was probably a bit of a consent faux pas. The cute redhead didn't seem to mind one bit, luckily enough.
The girls' cum did seem to add to the liquid supply of power in Cass's tummy, as far as he was able to sense that kind of thing.
He got more headpats from the girls, and really leaned into them. It was like getting double or triple rewarded for every sexual act, between the horniness, power ups, and physical affection.
Vanya and Molly got themselves sorted out and presentable again. Cass tried to do the same, but was denied as he tried to slip on one of the more comfy pairs of panties Vanya was buying for him.
"No no no, not that pair," Vanya said. "These ones."
"But those ones are way too skimpy for adventuring and are gonna show off too much if my skirt flips up in any...." Cass paused. "That's exactly the point, isn't it?"
"Maaayyybe."
"I second that pair," Molly added unhelpfully.



"I did pay for them all, you know," Vanya said, batting her eyes winsomely.
"I'm going to regret getting a sugar mommy, aren't I?" Cass grumbled.
"Unf, sugar mommy," Vanya said. "I could go for that. Never been one before."
Cass gave the girls what they wanted, largely because he was still enjoying all the positive attention. He put his skirt back on too, smoothing it out and once again trying to ignore how scandalously short it was on him.
"So, what are you guys up to now?" Molly asked.
Vanya shrugged. "Don't know. Probably can't trick Cass into any more clothes shopping right now."
"No, probably not, huh."
Cass rolled his eyes, but let it pass. "I was thinking of going to find something to fight. I've got this new magic item charged and ready to go."
"Ooh, what new magic item?" Molly asked.
"The, uh, you know. The butt plug," Cass said awkwardly.
"Ohhh, I was wondering about that," Molly said. "I just thought you were a hornyboy."
"It can be two things," Vanya teased.
"I... well yes, I can be horny," Cass admitted. "But I assure you I wouldn't be wearing butt plugs around like this if it wasn't benefiting me."
Vanya grinned like she didn't believe his excuse. Molly continued just to appear interested.
"So what does it do?" Molly asked.
"It, uh, mostly lets me use cum to charge up my powers," Cass said. "I didn't pick it out, just so we're clear. And it feels like I can use boy or girl cum, so--"
"So you've got lots of options," Vanya finished cheerfully. "Good thinking."
"Again, nothing to do with my thinking," Cass said.
"Sure it isn't," Vanya agreed while sounding like she didn't believe a word of it. She took Cass's arm and led him from the store. "Shall we go find something to demolish with our combined powers?"
Molly agreed and happily flanked Cass on his other side, also slipping her arm through his.
Cass didn't mind being escorted by two cute girls off to wherever it was they were going. "Guess every now and then it'd be nice to actually play the game," he mused aloud.
"Oh sweet baby boi, this is all the game," Vanya said.
"Even the excessive underwear shopping?"
"Well... maybe a little bit less so in that particular instance."
"And the masturbating?"
"Oh that part definitely. It's a very horny game."
"Mmm, yeah," Molly agreed dreamily. "I like that you can basically just do all the stuff you can't do in real life."
"You find it difficult giving blowjobs in the real world?" Vanya asked.
"In a physically and emotionally safe way, yes," Molly confirmed.
"Ooh, yeah, that's a good point. Lotta weirdos and creeps out there."
"Um... but couldn't there be a lot in game too?" Cass asked.
"Sure," Vanya said. "But not as many, it seems like. Mostly people start off as horny nerds to one degree or other. And if you run into assholes anyway, because shockingly horny nerds are sometimes assholes too, you can always like kill them, or log out, or block them." She shrugged. "Lotsa easy options."
"Oh."
****
Cass, Vanya, and Molly headed out adventuring in the wilderness. They took a quest to deal with some mutated plants that were terrorizing part of the countryside, and though they were a bit awkward together at first, their group worked decently well together.
Cass focused on his buffs at first, happy to have another go at kissing both girls' pussies until they received his damage boost. They enjoyed the process too, and Molly even came again, which added a bit to the reservoir of cum in Cass's tummy.
After that, Vanya and Molly did most of the work for a while. Vanya launched fire spells at anything that appeared threatening, and Molly backed her up with fire arrows. A lack of coordination was apparent when the two of them repeatedly overkilled the same target, or entirely missed one thinking the other would handle it. They mostly just laughed about the misunderstandings and playfully bickered about who was the one getting it wrong.
Cass luckily had enough power of his own to take care of anything getting near, since they didn't have anyone remotely capable of sustained tanking with them. He did his best to cast Holy Bolts while moderating the power boosts he gave them, but still ran dry all too quickly. It was, at least, enough to keep them all safe quite a bit longer than they otherwise would have been.
"So that's your new magic item, huh?" Vanya said, casually setting another mass of writhing vines ablaze at a distance.
"That's it," Cass confirmed. "Almost out of juice, by the way."
"And by juice you mean..." Molly started.
"Cum, yes," Cass said. "I believe I was pretty clear about that."
"You were," Vanya giggled. "Molly just thinks it's pretty horny."
"Well it is though," Molly protested, getting a bit red. "I wouldn't mind a magic item that powered me up with cum. It'd be a good excuse, at least."
"Who needs an excuse? If you want to suck cock, just like make a sign and sit in the middle of the city somewhere or something," Vanya said.
"Well I'm not that kind of girl," Molly said definitively while placing an arrow dead-centre of what appeared to be a sentient tree headed their way. It burst into flame rather satisfyingly.
"Um... so the church I go to might be an option," Cass suggested hesitantly. "It's mostly for femboys, but an awful lot of blowjobs and stuff seem to happen there. I could talk to the arch-cleric maybe. Never know, maybe they could use a girl there sometimes."
Molly thought about it and brightened a little. "See, a blowjob church, that's more what I'm talking about. That'd be all holy and righteous, not desperate and trashy."
"Don't sell yourself short," Vanya said. "You can be both. I believe in you."
Cass rolled his eyes and used the last of his cum reserve to bowl over a charging rose bush so Vanya could tag it with a bolt of fire from her fingertip. Lacking his supporting fire--as his unpowered Holy Bolt really wasn't high enough damage against these enemies--the group got a bit overwhelmed after that, and everyone suffered some scrapes and bruises as the speedy vegetation assailed them from various angles.
Cass was easily able to heal them back up again, since the damage tended to be relatively minor, but that didn't stop all the complaining.
"Ugh, look at this," Vanya said, fingering a large rip in her dress. "This is one of my favourites too."
"Well why wear it in fights then?" Molly asked.
"I have to wear something for a battle-dress," Vanya said as though it were obvious. "What, like I'm gonna parade around naked every time we fight?"
Both Molly and Cass paused and considered the image.
"Oh shush, I don't even want to hear how much you'd both enjoy that," Vanya said in a grumpy tone, albeit with enough of a smile fighting through to give away that she wasn't actually annoyed.
"Maybe just, like, put some armour over the dress?" Cass suggested. "Or, and I know this sounds crazy, maybe an outfit meant for fighting in? Rather than, you know, dresses."
Vanya flipped her shimmery hair. "Pff, yeah right. I wouldn't look half so good in something practical and unflattering."
"Plus I think she just really likes sexy dresses," Molly added.
"I was getting that impression," Cass agreed.
"Well they're fun. You should try them," Vanya said.
Cass looked down at his crop top breastplate and short skirt. "I think I'm as close to wearing a dress as I want to be. I honestly don't think one would give me enough range of movement and stuff, at least not without flashing everyone every time I moved."
The girls exchanged a glance.
"Do you... do you think you're not flashing everyone all the time now?" Molly asked hesitantly.
Cass blushed furiously. "I... you know what, let's just drop that line of questioning, shall we? I won't be able to function if we explore that any further." He tugged his skirt down a bit lower, but there wasn't much material to work with, and if he tugged it down any more it'd start exposing him from the top. "You know actually, a dress might be more modest than what I'm currently wearing. Even with those scandalously high thigh slits."
Vanya beamed and ran her hands up the sides of her legs where her dress was cut almost to the top of her hips. "They are crucial," she nodded sagely. "Both for movement and for looking hot."
Molly smirked and shook her head slightly. She prodded a fresh wound just below her neck and winced. Cass took it upon himself to approach and heal her again. He didn't think about it before putting his hand on her, but he was basically cupping the very top of her breast. By the increased smirk on her face and the glint in her eye, she realized it at the same time he did.
"So forward," Molly said.
"Sorry," Cass said. "Just, you know, healing."
"And I appreciate it," Molly said. "So... tingly. Very pleasant."
"So I've heard," Cass said awkwardly.
"Better hit me again, just to be sure," Molly said teasingly while pulling her top down a bit and exposing more cleavage.
Cass swallowed and raised his hand without even thinking about it, despite not being sure what the effect would be of trying to heal someone who didn't need it.
"Enough flirting, you two," Vanya called. "I think I found something. This glade looks important."
Cass yanked his hand back and turned to jog after Vanya. Molly moved much faster and smoother over the rough terrain, and caught up to Vanya well ahead of Cass despite his head start. Maybe she was a ranger or something the way she moved so easily in the wilderness, as well as her focus on archery.
"Ooh, yeah. This must be like a summoning circle or something," Molly agreed.
Vanya and Molly entered the circle of trees that had grown cunningly together for near-total privacy from the outside, excepting for the front entrance that had been obscured by willowy, leafy branches functioning as a curtain.
Cass entered behind them and looked around. It certainly looked like an important area, and was where their quest had guided them, but he couldn't see anything that looked much like an obvious artifact to steal or villain to fight, or even a ritual circle on the ground they could just kind of scuff out with their feet. Nothing but trees in a near-perfect circle around them, and a few blooms on the ground in the middle.
Vanya was already poking at the few sprouting flowers. "Hey, do you think we just need to burn these down or something?"
"Why not just burn the whole thing?" Molly said. "I honestly don't know what we're actually looking for here."
"You're all nature-y and stuff," Vanya said. "This should be your thing."
"I fight a lot of stuff in nature," Molly said. "I'm not, like, a herbalist or anything."
Cass, mostly because he was looking for a distraction from the bickering girls, wandered his eyes around again and got very creeped out by one of the trees eyeing him right back. He squinted a little and started walking closer, only becoming more and more certain that it wasn't just his imagination, there really were eyes staring back at him.
"Guys?" he said.
But it was too late. A feral smile appeared beneath the eyes and part of the tree detached itself as Cass watched. A part of the tree shaped like a woman. Or... a woman that looked kind of like a tree?
The tree woman shook her head as she prowled forward, shaking loose a flowing mane of chestnut hair. Her body was the colour of dark wood, to the point that she'd blended in quite successfully with the tree trunk behind her. She appeared to be fully naked, but somehow not in an immediately lewd kind of way. She appeared a part of nature more so than an unclothed woman.
Without speaking, the tree lady raised her arms outward and a mass of vines shot out from every direction.
"Hey, where'd she come fr-- oh shit!"
Vanya was hanging upside down before she could finish her question. Strong, viney tendrils wrapped themselves around her, particularly securing her wrists and ankles.
"I think we've been ambushed," Molly said more calmly, though in a very similar predicament of hanging a few feet off the ground without any free movement available to her.
"Well I can see that now," Vanya said. "Hey, tree lady, can you turn me over? This dress isn't made for being upside down."
She was, indeed, quite exposed in her current position. Her dress had fallen down her body, totally uncovering her pussy, and was threatening to fall across her face and totally block her view.
"Remind me why you aren't wearing underwear again?" Molly asked.
"Totally ruins the look," Vanya said. "Normally it doesn't matter so much, since I'm sufficiently covered when I want to be."
"Only just barely," Molly said.
"Well yeah, but barely is sufficient."
The tree lady glanced at Cass. "Are they always like this?"
"Er... I haven't known them that long, but... yes, I think so."
"Ah."
Almost as an afterthought, Cass found his limbs entangled as well and his body hoisted off the ground. He was still getting used to being smol and easy to throw around, and the ease with which he was manhandled in this case was particularly daunting.
If it wasn't for the incipient danger, Cass might have fully enjoyed the experience. It was kind of a thrill to be lifted off the ground, totally bound and helpless, fully experiencing his new petite status. Plus it really kind of made him want to fly, and he wondered how easy it would be to do that in this game.
"So, uh, now what?" Cass asked. "Hold us for ransom or something? Or like do we have to start the quest over?"
"Yeah come on, tree lady," Vanya said. "Fair's fair, you got us. Let us go? Pretty please?"
"Hehe, I just realized I said 'ambushed'," Molly said. "Like bushes, because--"
The tree lady smiled, again in an awfully predatory way for someone so botanically focused, and shook her head. "My name is Ivy, and I guard these helpless plants against trespassers like you."
"Well to be fair, we would have left them alone," Molly said while slowly spinning in the air. "Except some of the helpless plants were slaughtering NPC villages. We could split the reward with you if you surrender though. Some kind of a deal, maybe?"
"My babies play kind of rough, perhaps," Ivy said. "But they'll grow out of that. Or they would have, had you not burned so many of them."
"Aw crap," Vanya said. "This is gonna be a whole thing, isn't it?"
Ivy flicked her wrist, and a vine shot down the length of Vanya's dress, then tore it open. The shreds of remaining material tumbled to the ground.
"Hey! Rude! That was one of my favourites you jerk!"
Cass swallowed and tried to ignore how hot it was watching Vanya's lithe form get stripped and toyed with like this. She was suspended still upside down, shimmery hair extended nearly to the ground, her pink tiefling body spread lewdly in some kind of weird vine-tentacle bondage. It was a scene straight out of a bad hentai, except incredibly detailed and realistic, and without a clear sense of where things were headed. Judging by how things were going and the way people played this game, Cass assumed they'd continue the same sort of direction he was kind of expecting.
It was all too tempting to just sit back and let things happen. Mostly because he had very little choice, sure, but also neither of his friends seemed overly concerned yet, other than over the mourning of Vanya's dress.
"You owe me a new dress!" Vanya insisted while struggling against the vines holding her. "Now let me down before I have to--"
"You talk too much," Ivy said dismissively. She flicked her wrist and a thick vine slipped in Vanya's mouth and down her throat.
Cass nodded absently. This was exactly what he'd expected. Vanya was about to get tentacle fucked while constrained and helpless.
As he watched, further vines moved into position and entered Vanya's pussy and butthole. She got triple-penetrated by the botanical tentacles, and they seemed to be going incredibly deep judging by how her throat and tummy bulged.
Vanya moaned and continued struggling a bit, but soon settled down to mostly just choking on the vine in her mouth and drooling over herself.
Cass felt kind of bad about how hot it was to watch and how hard he was, but only kind of. Especially since Vanya seemed to more and more be moaning in pleasure and relaxing into her lewd bondage rather than fighting it.
Molly was an even hornier case, as it happened. Her clothes started disappearing entirely from her body, which confused Cass until he realized she was manually unequipping everything she wore until she was naked too. She gazed at Ivy with big, meaningful eyes while opening her mouth and sticking her tongue out a bit to cover her lower lip.
Ivy cocked her head at Molly, then shrugged and shoved her full of tentacle-vines as well. Molly's eyes rolled back and she happily gagged on plant cock.
"Frig she's horny," Cass muttered to himself.
Again he was enjoying himself way too much. Molly was super cute anyway, and much hotter with no clothes on and while fully sexually stuffed. She may have been outwardly slightly shy--at least compared to Vanya--but she was absolutely terrible at hiding her craving for cock so far. Or... whatever these vines counted as. Cass really kind of appreciated that side of her.
He got away with just watching for another couple minutes before Ivy turned back to him. She was smirking as she raked her gaze up and down his little femboy body.
Cass's eyes widened as he realized what was coming. "Wait wait wait, no no, you don't have to--"
Vines flashed out and tore through his flimsy outfit. His breastplate was removed rather than being ripped through, as it probably wasn't as easy to tear as the rest of his clothing, but otherwise his outfit was shredded with great efficiency, excepting his thigh high socks and elbow gloves. The remains of his outfit really only served to highlight his nudity, providing greater emphasis for the parts of him that were left uncovered.
"Ok now wait a minute," Cass said. "We don't need to be hasty about this."
"Who's being hasty?" Ivy asked pleasantly. "I"m really enjoying myself."
She stared at Cass a bit longer in silent appreciation of his mostly-nude body and embarrassingly hard cock. He blushed at the attention, but to be fair kind of enjoyed it and found himself checking her out right back. The more he examined her form, the more he could pick out the details of her body; her breasts and pussy right at the moment. She was definitely naked, it was just some trick of her texture and maybe some shadow that made it difficult to clock her blatant nudity at first. Cass wondered if it was a deliberate choice on her part to avoid wearing clothes, or perhaps some feature of her race.
Vines came for his holes. Cass knew it was coming, and was kind of anxious about it. The vine slipping into his mouth and down his throat was, as he was pleased to discover, smooth and slightly warm to the touch, and actually had a very mild, pleasant flavour to it.
His ass was temporarily protected by his butt plug. Ivy's vines couldn't easily slip past it, it seemed. She pouted at the discovery before turning him around, effortlessly manipulating his smol body through the air until his bum was directly in her face.
"And here I thought your redheaded friend was the horniest of the three of you," Ivy purred. "But wandering around with a butt plug like that? Even on adventures? Naughty naughty."
"Unff mmh nnmm," Cass said, unable to form anything much like words with his mouth so full. He was surprised he was even able to get that much out as his throat was thoroughly invaded with plant cock.
"It's kind of hot," Ivy admitted. "But I don't feel like passing up on your cute ass for one little setback. And I do have kind of a fun notion anyway."



Cass was pretty sure he didn't want to know what he notion was, but that he would find out regardless. It took a moment to clue in what was happening as the vine in his mouth kept fucking its way deeper and deeper into him. It seemed to be going impossibly far down his throat, literally to his stomach, and then somehow even beyond.
Cass's eyes widened despite already leaking sloppy tears every now and then. The vine inside him was definitely just carrying on through him. Like straight through his body. He could feel his insides filling up and some very odd yet strangely sexual feelings happen within him as the intruder found a path.
Ivy, in her glorious madness, popped his butt plug out from the inside. Her vine traveled all the way from mouth to ass, and pushed the magic item out. For a moment, he was fully impaled on one long, thick plant cock. It was unquestionably one of the weirdest physical and emotional sensations of his life.
The vine retreated back inside him only for another to swoop right back into his butt from the other direction. Penetrated from both sides, getting fucked in both his mouth and ass to an impossibly deep extent. The vines spitroasting him literally met and passed each other inside him, stuffing his insides brutally full.
Experimentally, while still getting tentacle-fucked, Cass entered his character menu and browsed through some of the stats he could potentially increase. He'd just leveled up during this current adventure, and wasn't great about spending all his points anyway since the whole system remained overwhelming to him. Since he had plenty of points left to spend, he put a few into his stretchiness stat just to test it out.
It was, he discovered, points well spent. Right off the bat his insides felt more accommodating of the intruders being where they shouldn't be, and his jaw felt a lot less like it was going to ache terribly afterward. He still gagged and drooled on the plant cock in his mouth and throat, but in a more pleasant way. His ass had already been acclimating to having a butt plug stuffed in it, though it was kind of tender and already stretched, so some extra give there definitely helped too.
Cass found that he could mostly just enjoy himself after that. He'd already been having fun anyway, rather perversely, but an easing of his discomforts made it better. He didn't want to think too hard about what it meant that he enjoyed having his helpless body violated like this, particularly his little bum which had never had much of anything in it before. The vines were soft, warm, and supple though, and did some very interesting things to some very sensitive parts of his body.
Ivy, having set things up how she wanted, retired to the middle of her glade, in a nice grassy, sunny patch. She stretched out on the ground, baring her tummy to the sunlight, and making it far more obvious how nude she was as the illumination made her body parts more visible.
"Are we enjoying ourselves now, ladies and gentlemen?" Ivy asked, idly twirling her finger and bringing her three captives over to dangle above her where she could easily watch them.
Vanya was still trying to curse out Ivy, though having her mouth constantly gagged was making that impossible.
Molly by contrast was fully surrendered to the event, and was happily drooling all over herself and making wet, squishy noises as she was incessantly fucked. It took her a while to even realize Cass was watching her, lost as she was in her own world. When she made eye contact, they both blushed ferociously, but kept enjoying themselves.
For Cass, it just made it so much hotter to know that they both were enjoying this, and were both kind of embarrassed of the fact.
"Mmm, such slutty little things to play with," Ivy moaned.
She writhed around on the ground as though being sensually involved, despite not having any physical contact with anyone. It took Cass way too long to realize she was probably getting all the sexual feedback from her tentacle-vines, as though they were somehow a part of her. Which given their responsiveness to her will kind of made sense.
Ivy moaned louder, really enjoying something all of a sudden. Cass wasn't sure what until he felt a hot liquid spurting inside him. His eyes widened as he realized Ivy was cumming in him, and probably the girls too.
Already he missed his brand new ability to truly sense the amount of cum in his body that his magic butt plug gave him. He was fully willing to bet that this cum would count the same as any other for the purposes of powering him up, excepting for the fact that his butt plug wasn't currently nestled snugly in its home.
Ivy was in a fully orgasmic state on the ground. She was, apparently, oblivious to everything but her own pleasure. That might have been a help if any of her prisoners hadn't still been totally restrained.
The vines inside Cass lost their rhythm for a moment while they pumped plant-cum into him, but after that they slowly built back to their former speed and coordination. He was quite a slutty mess with the amount of drool and precum he was leaking, and was glad Ivy wasn't done with him yet. He really wanted a nice cum too, and she was feeling really good up his butt.
The bound fuckings continued, and Vanya, Molly, and Cass all got deeper into it. Vanya in particular had ceased her muffled protests and appeared to be enjoying having her holes drilled as much as anyone. For having their sexy parts wrecked by an antagonistic woman they'd only just met, it was a pretty good time.
Ivy came in them multiple times, to the point Cass knew for sure he was getting stuffed full as his tummy started bulging out. He wasn't the only one, as the girls also started to look increasingly pregnant the longer it went on.
Ivy didn't seem to have a limit on how much she was going to get off on this. Cass supposed being able to fuck eight sexy, tight holes all at once was probably too enjoyable to easily quit.
He managed to cum too at one point, even without having his cock touched at all. The sweet pounding of his ass did it for him, and a heavy cumshot landed mostly on Ivy, since he was held above her. If she noticed, her reaction was only to moan louder and fuck him even deeper for his transgression, to the point both vines in him were trying to exit out the opposite side, and his mouth and ass got heavily stretched before she went back to 'normal' double fucking him.
Even after having made himself stretchier, Cass began to worry as his body was inflated like a beach ball with all Ivy's plant-cum. The girls were looking nearly as bad, though their bodies were bigger than his and they weren't rounding out quite as badly in the midsection. Cass really hoped he couldn't burst from being cummed in too much.
Thankfully, Ivy did eventually tucker herself out. She still lay sprawled lazily on the turf, but stopped fucking her captives and even released their collective mouths. Cass was grateful Vanya didn't immediately launch into a tirade, for fear that they would immediately lose their mouth privileges again.
"And let that be a lesson to you," Ivy murmured without particular conviction.
"Er... sure," Cass said. "May we go now?"
"I haven't decided. I suspect you'll all just be a nuisance if I let you go."
"What if we promise not to be?"
"Haha, right." Ivy closed her eyes, still basking in the sun. "Don't worry, we'll work something out. Maybe after a nap."
"Well could I at least have my bum free then?" Cass asked. "This is nice, but I'm a bit sore at this point."
"Nah."
"Nah?"
"I like the look of you all stuffed with cum," Ivy said. "Be a shame for it to all leak back out already."
Cass shrugged, or tried to with his arms bound. He kept his voice as level and neutral as he could as the opportunity presented itself for an escape. "I've got a butt plug. That'd keep me full."
"Hehe, oh yeah. I forgot what a bad boi you are." One of Ivy's tendrils plucked the magic item off the ground. "This does look quite cute on you, and it's ever so sparkly. I do appreciate that."
Cass blushed. "It was... a gift of sorts."
"Mmm, I bet it was."
Ivy yanked her vine out of Cass's ass fast enough to be a shock, then jammed his plug in just as quickly. It was anal whiplash for poor Cass, but that was surpassed by the feel of his magical abilities returning. It felt like a power up scene where an energy bar went from zero to a hundred with a satisfying hum. On a subtle note, Cass also found that having his plug back in was just nice and cozy as a contrast to the over the top hotness of Ivy fucking him.
Carefully schooling his emotions, to the best of his limited ability, Cass disappeared into his character menu. He tried to both hurry and take his time, which was a bit of a mess. He had a lot of options to check through, and perhaps not all that much time to do so.
He found a spell that looked ideal for his circumstances, and with a deep breath purchased it with most of his remaining skill points, then returned to the game world.
Ivy was in discussion with Vanya and Molly, somewhat ignoring Cass. The girls, fortunately, were distracting their captor. Judging by the flicks of their gazes in his direction, Cass suspected that they were expecting something from him. He was glad they were on the same page here. The fact that their entrapment involved a stupid amount of cum probably did make him the obvious choice to everyone to make the first move.
Another deep breath, then Cass tried casting Holy Aura. It worked as instinctively as he'd hoped, and his body became wreathed in silvery, semi-translucent flames. He didn't feel anything other than a pleasant, soothing warmth around him, but the vines holding him started burning immediately.
The effect ratcheted up as soon as he dumped cum-power into his spell. The vines withered and retreated quickly at that point, and Cass dropped to the ground. He landed quite unbalanced, given the cum in him throwing his physics so out of whack, but he was free.
"Hey! Ow!" Ivy protested. "That's--"
Cass launched a powered Holy Bolt at her, knocking her on the ground. He ran, waddling a bit, to the girls and started burning away the vines, using more bolts to tag the ones he couldn't easily reach.
Ivy launched a more determined attack, and again Cass had to knock her on her ass. He was burning through cum at a tremendous rate, probably faster then he needed to, but he felt incredibly powerful.
He'd also managed to loosen Vanya and Molly up enough that they could free themselves the rest of the way. Facing the three of them readying spells or weapons, with no surprise on her side or any easy way of grabbing Cass again while his aura was active, Ivy offered a contrite smile and raised her hands.
"Parley?"



        Gaming vs. Femboy Ch. 05

        Extreme cum sharing and experiencing orc and demon dick.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gaming-vs-femboy-ch-05

Title: Gaming vs. Femboy Ch. 05

Author: Xarth

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Extreme cum sharing and experiencing orc and demon dick.

Tags: excessive cum, fantasy world, butt plug, cum kiss, succubus, snap my choker, huge cock, tiefling, orc, blowjob

Series: Gaming vs. Femboy


Ivy pouted as she was tied up, but seemed to have accepted that she had lost. Cass and Vanya watched in silent fascination as Molly looped ropes around Ivy with a steady professionalism that belied her shy facade.
"So you do a lot of this, huh?" Vanya asked.
Molly looked up, her intent focus faltering as she realized how intrigued Vanya and Cass were.
"Just, you know, my class abilities," Molly said. "Rangers gotta know about ropes and things."
"Uh huh. So how many points did you spend on being able to tie people up?"
Molly blushed and looked back down at her work. "Shut up. It's not what you're implying."
"No?" Vanya asked. "'Cause this doesn't look like tying up a prisoner so much as tying up a lover for some bondage play."
Ivy squirmed a bit. "The ropes on my pussy are a nice touch. They kinda feel good."
"Oh my god!" Molly squeaked. "It's not... it's just... it works, doesn't it? She can't move now."
"Her hips can a bit," Cass supplied helpfully. "When she's grinding on that rope across her clit."
"Blurgh, someone else can tie up the next naked lady then," Molly grumbled. "See how easy it is to make it not dirty."
"I have no problem with it being dirty," Vanya said, patting Molly's red hair affectionately. "I just think it's funny what a hornygirl you are."
"Everyone gets horny sometimes," Molly protested. "You're hornier than me by a lot."
"You know, I would have thought so until today. Never seen you quite like this before."
"Oh shush. What are we doing with this lady anyway?" Molly asked, finishing her last knot.
"Take her back for the reward, I guess," Vanya said.
"Makes sense. I think I might have something in my inventory to make travel easier."
"Thank goodness," Vanya said. "I don't think I brought anything, and there is still way too much cum in me for a long walk."
"Yeah, same," Molly said.
Cass decided not to comment. His body was back to mostly normal, after he'd burned up most of the cum inside him. Vanya and Molly, despite constant cum leaking from their pussies and bums, were still quite a bit rounder than usual. It was kind of hot, in a fucked up sort of way. That this was a world where one could literally be cumflated like some of the more esoteric porn Cass had occasionally witnessed.
Even more fucked up was he was pretty sure he wouldn't mind doing it again, and was maybe slightly jealous that the girls had way more cum inside them now than he did.
Molly produced a toy cart and placed it on the ground. It very quickly stopped looking like a toy as it expanded to a proper, full size cart. After gathering everyone within, the cart started trundling off under its own power.
Cass took a seat, finding some surprisingly comfortable cushions to settle on as the cart picked up speed. Vanya and Molly settled themselves too. Ivy was left in a heap in the middle of the cart, bound and helpless, and apparently continuining not to mind her capture overly much.
Cass spread his attention between the three girls sharing the transport. It was kind of crazy how casually all four of them were still mostly naked, and just chilling together regardless. Vanya smirked when she caught him looking, but only leaned back in a more reclined pose, not bothering to try and cover herself at all.
Vanya patted her swollen tummy. "I won't mind when the rest of this cum leaks back out of me. My midriff is just simply not as sexy as usual."
"Is that your biggest complaint?" Molly asked. "Not how awkward it is to move when you've got half your own body weight of cum stuffed inside you?"
"Maybe that too," Vanya conceded. "Though it's kind of weirdly hot too. So lewd and slutty."
"Yeah," Cass agreed. "I think I might have kind of liked it."
"Hehe, really?" Vanya chuckled. "Well, if you want some more...."
She spread her legs and patted her pink pussy. There was some very obvious cum down there, as she was very sloppily creampied at the moment.
Cass considered the offer thoughtfully, as he wasn't entirely certain if Vanya was serious or just teasing. Either way, he decided he knew what he wanted.
Vanya cooed in mild suprise as Cass dove into her sweet, messy little snatch. She was quick to cradle his head to her pussy, stroking his long, pink hair as he licked cum out of her.
It was an immediate sexual buffet for Cass. Getting to lick Vanya's smooth, beautiful pussy and discovering a seemingly unlimited supply of cum within that he could greedily swallow down to replenish his supply.
It was a very enjoyable way to spend travel time, face deep in his friend's pussy. Vanya was very much enjoying herself too. Cass kept licking and sucking on her until she came on his face, which meant he got to drink some of her girl-cum along with all the mess he'd already been siphoning from her.
Cass finally sat back for a bit of a breather, panting softly and only then looking around. Ivy was fully wide-eyed and humping the rope across her pussy. Molly shyly bit her lip when he looked at her, but was very clearly masturbating as well. With a blush on her cheeks to match her hair, Molly tentatively spread her legs and patted her pussy in invitation.
Cass looked at Vanya as though needing permission, and she smiled and nodded, giving Cass a final head pat.
"Go get her, hornyboi," Vanya said approvingly.
Molly squealed happily as Cass swapped pussies. Molly had a different taste and different reactions, but was just as pleasurable to eat out. The variety was nice, as was the lack of pressure or consequences. It was purely just a fun time among friends.
Cass ate Molly's pussy until she came too. She lavished him with squeals and head pats, much to his delight, but then rolled over and presented her bum. Cass stared hungrily at her little asshole for a moment until she pushed and a small flood of cum spurted out.
Cass latched his mouth onto Molly's ass to avoid more cum being wasted. He was insanely turned on at this cute girl casually offering her butt to him, and throughly enjoyed eating her out. Especially when she was so full of creamy treats.
"Damn, that's a good idea," Vanya murmured jealously. "Wish I'd thought of it first."
Molly whimpered softly as Cass's tongue explored her bum. "We can trade off again in a minute."
"Unf. Yes please," Vanya said.
By the time Cass came up for air, Vanya was right next to Molly, also presenting her backside. Vanya's tail was up, out of the way, swishing back and forth in eager anticipation. With only enough hesitation to restore his breathing a little first, Cass switched over to smooshing his face into Vanya's pink bottom instead.
This truly was what Cass had been missing in life without ever knowing it, he decided. Two perfect, juicy asses side by side, both girls not only allowing but also encouraging him to play to his heart's content.
The amount of cum he was swallowing back out of each ass would have given him severe pause until very recently. It didn't seem like something he ever would have been into, and yet he loved it. Partly, of course, because of the practical application for him and his power level, but even more because it just felt good. His butt plug let him sense exactly how much cum he was greedily sucking down, and seemed to hum happily in his bum as he kept filling up.
It all felt so cozy in a way that this level of sexual shenanigans shouldn't. This should have been intense and crazy and something that only ever happened once in his life as an insane memory that he was never quite sure whether to regret or not. It wasn't that at all. It was calm and happy time, fully enjoyable and supportive. It might as well have been a fun hangout between new friends, except for the sheer level of lewdness and depravity involved.
After switching back and forth on Vanya and Molly many, many times, Cass finally got pushed away. He sat back, panting and exhausted. His belly was overly full again, and the girls were noticeably slimmer, if not quite back to their usual selves yet.
"Good boi," Vanya said. "You'd do that all day, huh?"
Cass shrugged, genuinely unsure of the answer. "Maybe. Are we done? Because--"
"We're here," Molly said.
Cass blinked in surprise and popped his head over the side of the wagon. They were indeed square in the middle of the city, with pedestrians all around them. He'd apparently eaten ass straight through the whole high-population area without realizing it. That was a bit embarrassing, even if the sides of their cart probably blocked the view to most other people.
Cass started to stand up, then quickly crouched back down. "Oh shit, we're naked. Where are we going to get clothes and-- oh goddammit!"
Vanya and Molly both stared at him in mild confusion. Molly was back in her previous outfit, and Vanya was smoothing out a different dress on her body, not the same one that had been shredded before.
"Oh yeah, we should probably get you more outfits, huh?" Vanya said. "Not just panties."
"Yeah. Probably," Cass agreed. "You just happened to have a spare dress on you, I see."
"Gotta have backups," Vanya said. "What if I go to a fancy dinner? Or out shopping? Or through an acrobatic dungeon crawl?"
"Or confront a crazy dryad who shreds your clothes before tentacle-fucking you half to death," Molly added helpfully.
"All of the above," Vanya said.
"So... just me being naked then," Cass said with a heavy sigh.
"Cheer up," Vanya said. "You've got your gloves and thigh highs, and copious pairs of panties."
"Well huzzah for me," Cass grumbled. "If anything, that might make me look more like a perv than just being naked."
"I think you look cute," Molly said.
"Yes, but you're incredibly horny," Cass said. "So I'm not sure how to take that."
Molly blushed adorably and shook her head. "Nuh uh. Just... just maybe a little horny. Sometimes."
Cass and Vanya exchanged a glance, but mutually decided not to argue with Molly about it.
Cass did put on a new pair of panties, since it technically was better than the alternative, if not by much. He was fairly pleased at how they snugged his boner into place. It was still obvious through the sleek material, but nestled somehow elegantly rather than just sticking lewdly out.
The girls only ogled Cass for a minute before Vanya lifted Ivy with a flick of magic, still bound in her ropes of course. The party of three escorted their prisoner in to the quest office to submit her for the reward, and walked out all the wealthier for it.
"Well I gotta get going," Molly said. "But it was really nice playing with you today." Her eyes flicked to Cass's panties again. "Maybe we can, uh, go questing again soon."
Vanya snickered. "Is that what the kids are calling it these days?"
Cass blushed but nodded to Molly. "I'd like that."
Molly smiled and vanished. Cass turned to Vanya.
"So I'm probably gonna need to go shopping again."
"I'd say," Vanya said. "New wardrobe time!"
"Yeah." Cass perked up. "Oh, maybe I can get a skirt that isn't scandalously short this time."
"Whoa, let's not be hasty now."
"I'm just saying maybe something that actually covers me and doesn't flash everyone around me every time I move."
"I understand what you're saying," Vanya said. "And I said let's not be hasty about this."
Cass laughed. "You're such a damn perv."
Vanya grinned, unabashed. "Probably. But I'm not the one wandering through busy streets with an erection and a butt plug."
"That's... hey! Unfair!"
"Totally fair."
"Nuh uh."
"Yuh huh."
The intellectual debate might have proceeded indefinitely if not for some familiar figures popping up next to Cass and Vanya. Cass was startled by the sudden appearances, but was reassured as soon as he realized they were Scar and Ash.
"Oh, hey," Cass said.
"Hey," Scar grunted. She looked down at Cass, which given how much larger she was involved quite a lot of downward looking indeed. "This is certainly a choice."
Vanya cracked up immediately. Cass felt the urge to cover himself, but was still at a bit of a loss in that regard.
"This is not on purpose," Cass assured her. "I kind of badly need to go shopping. Again."
Scar turned her gaze to the laughing tiefling. "What did you do to our boi today? I thought you were just getting him new undies."
"We did that," Vanya assured her, wiping away a tear. "And then we went out on a bit of a jaunt. It was... well it was fun, but complicated." Vanya turned serious. "One of my favourite dresses got destroyed too, so don't act like this is my doing."
"So what exactly did happen?" Scar asked.
"Well...."
Vanya launched into an explanation of their excursion. Cass stepped in to add detail or correction at times, but mostly just blushed and felt his cock twitch as his experience was relived. His swollen tummy full of cum added to the physical remembrance of it, and got some looks from both Scar and Ash when Vanya relayed the cumflation part of the story.
"Can't leave you two alone for an hour, can we?" Scar snorted afterward.
"It was, uh, kind of fun actually," Cass said, looking down at his feet. "I mean, I would have liked my outfit to not get destroyed, but you know."
"It was kinda hot though, getting our clothes torn off like that," Vanya said.
"Well yeah, I guess there's that," Cass agreed.
"Oh you two friggin' pervs," Scar said, rolling her eyes. "Oh well, better come with me, Cass. We'll get you some new clothes. Maybe something that leaves your belly some room, if you're going to be using that new magic item of yours consistently."
"He will be," Vanya said confidently.
Cass bit his lip shyly, but nodded. "Yeah, I will be."
"Should we all go do another shopping trip?" Vanya asked. "I could go for watching you try on outfits."
Ash shook their head. "Come with me, V. I've got a an idea of something else we can use. I need to get it out of my storage."
"Ooh, intriguing," Vanya said. "Sure you don't want to watch Cass first though? He's really cute when mostly naked and-- ah! Fine, ok!"
Vanya was interrupted as Ash grabbed her arm and yanked her away. She waved at Cass before hurrying to walk under her own power and not get dragged bodily through the city.
Scar grunted and started heading out in a different direction. Cass tagged along with her, and felt the absurd urge to hold her hand while they walked. Something about their relative size differences or Cass's state of vulnerability was turning Scar into something of a dommy mommy figure in his head. Which honestly, of all the people had ever know she was one of the likeliest candidates, even just as an in-game avatar.
They entered a clothing shop much like the one Vanya had taken Cass to earlier. There appeared to be a very similar mix of a small assortment of other patrons trying on various outfits and things, so again not a tremendous amount of privacy.
Scar immediately gravitated over to a display of skirts, thumbed through some of them, and turned back to Cass. "Some of these would look really good on you."
"I thought I might try something other than very short skirts, actually," Cass said.
"Hmph, disappointing."
"Why is everyone such a perv around me?" Cass asked.
"Because we're huge pervs to start with, generally," Scar said casually while still flipping through skirts. "And more specifically because of how super cute you are, especially when you're just a tad shy and embarrassed."
Cass had to turn away and pretend to examine another clothing display so as not to show how hot he was blushing, and how goofily wide he was smiling. A few words from Scar, and he was basically already ready to dress up however she wanted him.
"This is so weird to me, you know," Cass said.
"I know," Scar said. "You get to be someone different in this game. Like someone truly different. It's not easy to process sometimes." She hesitated. "You don't have to wear skimpy outfits if they're not your thing. I don't mean to pressure you into it. Well I mean I guess I kind of do, actually, but I can stop."
Cass fidgeted for a moment. "You don't have to stop entirely," he finally said.
"Oh?"
"And, like, if you have a fun skirt there or something, I could at least try it on."
Cass turned to find Scar grinning ferally at him, and he wasn't sure whether to run in fear, or bask in the excited thrills running through him.
He ended up modeling several skirts for Scar, showing the garments off on his smol body. He was a bit disappointed at having to burn off some more of the cum inside his tummy beforehand, for the purposes of having his very sleekest form for trying on clothes with.
Cass quite appreciated the hungry eyes Scar turned on him as he spun around in some of the bouncier skirts. Sure he was more likely than ever to flash anyone around him, but the way the pleats on some of the skirts flared out was making him such a happy boi it wasn't even fit.
"Get that one for sure," Scar said in a slightly strained voice.
"You like the pleats too, huh?" Cass asked, joyfully spinning again.
"Sure. That's what it is."
"I really liked the other one with--"
"Get it too. Get what you want, I'll buy it. But definitely the one you're wearing right now."
Cass grinned. "Two sugar mommies in one day. Such a lucky boy I am."
"Heh, alright. You wanna be a sugar baby, huh?" Scar teased.
"If it gets me cute outfits, it's probably a good deal."
"And what do I get out of it?"
"You get to watch me try on clothes," Cass said. "I thought that was clear already."
"That's it?"
Cass laughed and took a bit of a running start, jumping up high enough to briefly wrap his arms around Scar's neck and plant a big kiss on her cheek. "Thank you, mommy," he said in a low husky voice, straight into her ear.
Cass dropped back to the floor and resumed browsing. When he dared to glance back at Scar she was still frozen in place, absolutely dumbstruck and apparently blushing furiously, even if on her orcish skin it was more of a darker green than anything.
It took a while for Cass to realize just how wrapped around his little finger she was after that, once again something he was entirely unused to. He became less and less self-conscious as he showed off for Scar and potentially any other customers watching.
Not everything he tried on was skimpy and sexy, but the more he detected Scar checking him out in some of the sluttier options, the flirtier he got with her. He was truly reveling in this power he'd developed over a ferocious mass of muscle and danger, simply by being smol and cute.
Cass preened as they walked out of the store afterward, thrilled at how many new outfits Scar had bought for him. In consideration of her spending, he was wearing the skirt she'd really liked on him, and which he really liked too for the fun bouncing pleats, even if wearing it in public was dicey at best. He'd compromised with himself by also wearing what was essentially an over-large hoodie that was super cozy and came down past his hands, and covered half his skirt at the bottom. He also wore a new pair of thigh highs--because he was really starting to enjoy thigh highs--and some cute but practical boots.
"Well that was fun," Cass said. "Thank you for all the clothes, mommy."
Scar growled a bit. "Don't keep saying that."
"Hehe, don't you like it though?"
Cass slipped his little hand into Scar's much bigger hand as he skipped along beside her. He could feel the strength in her grip, but she was so delicate with him it was kind of cute.
Scar was quiet for a moment as they walked, then finally answered. "I think I really do like it, is the problem."
Cass giggled insanely, giddy on his new sense of power. "Good. I want you to like it."
"Do you?"
"Mmhm!"
"And what if I want to do something about it?" Scar asked.
"Like what?"
"Like if you're gonna make me horny, maybe I want to do some things to you."



Cass bit his lip and clung tight to Scar's hand to keep himself steady. He felt all fluttery at Scar's admission, and was so very tempted to simply give himself to her for whatever she wanted. He was held back by the fact that Scarlett was his best friend in real life and they didn't really do that kind of stuff together, as well as the more immediate and practical consideration that her character's cock was way, way too big for him.
"You think we should?" Cass asked breathlessly.
"Absolutely not," Scar said immediately.
"But you want to anyway?"
"Very much so."
"You don't think it'd make things weird?"
Scar thought about it for a moment. "You played with my cock once already."
"I remember."
"That didn't make things weird."
"Technically true."
"And this is all just a game. It's not like it's a real world commitment."
Cass looked up at Scar, feeling both emotionally and physically vulnerable next to her. "We could also just save the rationalizing for later, if that helps."
"It does, actually."
Scar picked Cass up and tossed him over her shoulder like he weighed nothing at all. It was kind of stupid how hot he found that simple maneuver, and the subsequent journey from his new perch. He was most likely flashing under his skirt quite badly as Scar picked up to a rapid pace through the streets, but his thoughts were much more so on the fact that she was carrying him off to do naughty things to him, and that physically speaking he could do less than nothing to stop her desires.
There was such a thrill to being a cute, helpless li'l boi. He had the advantage of this all being a game and never being in actual true danger, but he kind of wondered if he'd be even more stupidly horny if he didn't have easy ways out if needed. There was some kind of fucked up reverse survival instinct going on with him lately. It was fun though.
Scar took him to a street that looked the same as lots of others to Cass's eye, then to a decent sized house on said street.
"Welcome home, Lady Scar," a voice said.
Cass craned his neck around, but only caught sight of the speaker once Scar had moved past him. It appeared to be a fancily dressed man even shorter than Cass, with features that suggested perhaps a gnome or something similar.
"Thanks, Casby," Scar said. "We're going to my room."
"Can I bring you anything?"
Scar snorted. "Not unless you just want an excuse to peep on us. We're going to be busy."
"Very good, madam."
Cass waited until they were climbing stairs and hopefully out of earshot. "You have servants?"
"Sort of. Casby takes care of the place, and I think hires others on a case by case basis. He's a good butler."
"Um, sure. And... an NPC? Surely?"
"Haha, yeah. We can't afford paying a player to stand around here all day, that's for sure. I mean the truly wealthy can, but the cost is pretty absurd for most of us."
"I see."
Scar bodily pushed through a doorway like she owned it, which she most likely did. Cass got tossed onto the bed inside the room with a casual flick of her wrist. The bed was firm but very comfortable. Ideal, Cass supposed, for having a friend over.
When he looked up again, Scar was already disrobing. Her armour was off, and she was just pulling down her pants, giving him such a tantalizing view as her oversized cock was revealed. It remained way, way too big for him, and he wished she'd gone for something more reasonable, but it was still a fucking hot thing to witness, and added to the feeling that he was in an exciting kind of sexual danger.
"How do you manage to look so cute and innocent and so horny all at the same time?" Scar asked.
Cass shrugged. "Beats me. Too bad you won't fit inside me though, huh?"
Scar smirked, and a hard frisson of anxious tension ran up Cass's spine.
"You won't though," he said.
She just kept staring at him, telling him with eyes rather than words that something was about to happen to him, and he very genuinely had no idea what. It didn't help that he cock was swelling before his eyes, rising to full, ridiculous erection with all the promise and threat that entailed.
"Don't look at me like that!" Cass said.
"Like what?"
"Like you're going to shove that monster inside me. It won't fit!"
"What if it could?" Scar asked, her tone a soft breath and ferocious growl all mixed together.
Cass swallowed. "Without serious internal injury?" he asked hopefully.
"This is for fun, not torture," Scar assured him.
"Mmhm. I note that wasn't strictly a yes or a no, though."
Scar stepped toward him, her increasingly engorged cock bouncing lightly with each movement, and her hips swaying in what would have been a seductive manner even without her huge erection pointed right at him.
"Cass?"
"Yes?" he answered in a small voice.
"Do you want me inside you?" Scar asked.
"... I don't want to answer that."
"Why?"
"Because it's embarrassing how badly I want you inside me."
Scar smiled and stroked Cass's hair in a way that made him all warm and fuzzy inside, and she hadn't even hardly done anything yet.
"Let's try something then," Scar said. She produced something akin to a collar and dangled it before Cass.
"Um... what's that?" Cass asked with some mild trepidation. "Like a collar or something?"
"Have you seen that 'snap my choker' meme on the horny parts of the internet?"
"Sure."
"This is that."
"What?"
"A choker that gets snapped. Assuming conditions are met."
Cass looked from choker to Scar and back again. "Dare I ask what conditions?"
"Basically what you'd expect. Choker goes on, overly large cock goes down throat, choker snaps at opportune moment for maximum sexual effect. If you're into that sort of thing, of course."
"But, like, none of that makes sense or explains anything," Cass protested. "Putting more restriction on my neck isn't going to help me take your cock any easier."
Scar moved close enough that her cock pressed warmly against Cass, and it was only pure will that kept him from touching and playing with it.
"Don't think about it too hard," Scar said. "Rules are different here. You know that. You can't cast spells in real life, for instance."
"True," Cass said. "But--"
"Do you want this?" Scar asked simply.
Cass hesitated only a second. "Yes."
"Good. Turn around."
Cass felt tingles all over as he turned his back to Scar, knelt submissively on her bed, and held his hair out of the way. She attached his choker with surprisingly dextrous fingers given their size, then patted his head and motioned for him to turn back around.
"Well it feels weirdly nice," Cass admitted. "Kind of like a collar still."
"You'd enjoy being collared, would you?"
"I didn't say that!"
"Not in so many words, no." Scar poked her cock, fully hard and throbbing, into Cass's face. "Now be a good boy, would you?"
"You can't just expect me to do whatever you want because you pet me and call me a good boy, you know," Cass mumbled around her massive cock.
"Of course not," Scar agreed easily. "But I can fully expect you to do what you want."
Cass, finding that he couldn't really hold back forever from Scar's cock with its smell of sex and tantalizing precum already leaking from the slit, just sighed. "Goddammit."
"Hehe, I'm right, aren't I?"
"Oh shush."
Cass started kissing Scar's tip and licking up some of her precum. It tasted amazing and salty, and like he wanted the real thing. Letting go of his inhibitions, he was soon kissing and sucking ferociously on Scar's cock, rather enjoying how it throbbed under his touch. Some of its twitches were actually powerful enough to knock him loose for a second, but the involuntary reactions were kind of fun to tease out of her.
Scar let him play for a bit before gently pressing him toward her. "Do it for real, baby boy," she urged tenderly. "Don't just tease me."
"It still won't fit," Cass said. "No matter how much we want it to."
"What you want to bet?"
"Um... loser has to suck the other one off?"
"Pff, that's already the stakes," Scar said dismissively. "But that is kind what I'm after anyway, so I'll take it." Her large hands took hold of Cass's head on either side, gentle but firm. "Open wide."
Cass found the action of opening his mouth to be partly involuntary as his body cooperated without full need of his brain. Scar's fingers wrapped themselves in his hair guiding him with makeshift reins. He loved his long, pink, partly braided hair just because it looked cute. But the ease with which someone could use it for sexual domination was either a downside, or a huge upside. In his heart of hearts, Cass knew it to be the latter.
The head of Scar's cock spread Cass's lips wide as it pushed into his mouth. It was pretty hot at first, even though it definitely couldn't get any further than that. Then it was scary as it just kept going, Cass's jaw somehow stretching to fit around it. Then it was scarier still as Scar didn't stop and invaded his throat next.
Cass panicked a little and tried to pull back, but it was a less than useless attempt. Scar had him physically dominated to such an extreme extent that she might as well have been a force of nature.
It went back to being pretty hot when Cass realized his throat would stretch around Scar's monster cock just as smoothly as his mouth had. That plus his lack of particularly needing to breathe.
His eyes rolled back as Scar just kept going deeper and deeper. Much like how Ivy's vines had penetrated him to an anatomically impossible degree, Scar was now stuffing him full in a very similar manner. Her cock didn't stop at 'merely' plugging his throat. She still had way, way more length to give him.
Scar slightly adjusted Cass's position so that he was more in a straight line, then shifted her grip on his hair and just kept going. She gave little hip thrusts to keep forcing her cock further into him. He found her movements hot as fuck, and really kind of wanted her to go harder despite how he still wasn't totally convinced he wasn't about to be murdered by dick.
"You're such a good boy," Scar murmured. "You're going to take it all, aren't you?"
Cass gurgled back around her shaft, totally unable to communicate at the moment.
"That's it," Scar cooed. "Let mommy fill you up."
Cass groaned and closed his eyes entirely while his smol body got fucked toward complete fullness. He was pretty sure Scar was very deliberately turning him on, rather than saying things solely for her own benefit. It was working, though. He did kind of want to be a good boy for mommy in this instance.
Scar fucked harder and harder the closer she got to fitting herself all inside Cass. Her thrusts were enough to shove her cock a little deeper every time.
Cass was fully drooling, unable to even swallow. He put his hands on his tummy over his hoodie, feeling the girth of her cock making obscene bulges in his little body.
There was a sense of triumph when Cass made it to Scar's balls. They bounced gently on his chin while his forehead bumped against the bottom of her firm tummy.
Scar sighed in contentment, fully buried inside Cass like he was a living cock sheathe. She just help him there for a moment while he choked and drooled on her cock. Cass ran his hands down his belly, trying to figure out just how much of his body was currently taken up by her erection. He was quite obscenely stuffed, was the short answer.
"You're so fucking tight," Scar hissed in pleasure. "How does that feel for you?" She hesitated a bit, then laughed at herself. "Oh right, can't really answer that, huh?"
Cass made a noise as close to, "duhhh," as he could.
"Hehe, well I know what sounds you can make."
She pulled back a bit, then thrust in again. Bodily sliding him up and down her thick shaft. She wasn't so much fucking his face as moving him back and forth along her cock like a pocket pussy boi toy. She could even do it with only one large hand wrapped around his midsection, just to make him feel extra smol and helpless.
He fucking loved it. He wouldn't have admitted to anyone just hot he found it. Not necessarily directly sexually pleasurable, but stupidly fucking horny that he one hundred percent knew he'd be jerking off to this very memory many times in the future. He was, too, very much ruining his current pair of panties as his hard cock leaked a serious mess of precum.
Scar got a pretty good rhythm going, slamming into Cass's petite li'l body over and over, but seemed to run into some problems with how far she could pull back each time, and how fast she could repeat the cycle. With a soft grunt, she pulled all the way back out of Cass, his mouth making suction sounds as her cock escaped and a small flood of mixed precum and drool flowing out his gaping mouth and down his chin.
Cass looked up at her with big eyes while panting heavily and patting his tummy to make sure his body was still intact. "You didn't have to stop."
Scar tilted her head. "Who's stopping?"
She casually yanked Cass's hoodie off, which was probably just as well to avoid it getting messier. She did the same to his skirt and panties, only just barely carefully enough not to rip anything.
Once again, Cass was crazy turned on by how sexually dominated he was. He knew he was safe, that he was with his best friend, and that it was only a game anyway. But the feel of it was this huge, beautiful orc lady with a massive cock could do whatever she wanted to him, and was fully intent on using him for her pleasure.
Cass was flipped onto his back and presented with Scar's cock again. She somehow managed to looked even more intimidating from this new angle, but Cass dutifully opened his mouth anyway. Scar easily buried herself back down his throat again, this time at a nearly perfect paralel line to his body, decreasing the resistance she met.
Cass appreciated the efficiency and hotness of this new position, but he also couldn't see much other than Scar's shaft disappearing into his mouth, followed by her huge balls slowly approaching and eventually coming to rest on his face. The latter of which totally blinded him, but left his whole world narrowing down to Scar fucking his mouth, which if he was going to do this, he might as well fully commit.
"Fuccck yeah," Scar moaned. "You're so cozy and tight."
Cass wasn't actually sure if it counted as being tight when his whole body was basically being stuffed full. He kind of wanted to just let her have it though. Whatever was getting her off. It was kind of insane how badly he wanted her to cum. Way more than he cared about himself cumming.
He started moaning back, mostly just a muffled hum around her cock. He wiggled around a bit, which didn't get him very far given how impaled he was, but did kind of massage Scar's cock a bit.
"Unf, good boy," Scar said as she fucked his mouth harder.
Cass could one hundred percent listen to her calling him a good boy all day long. He was way too horny for his own good.
It wasn't long before Scar had abandoned all pretense of restraint. She pounded Cass's mouth, and by extension most of the rest of his body, to her heart's content. Her cock throbbed inside him so hard that he could actually feel her getting close to cumming in him.
The first pulse of her cum was so intense that it actually snapped Cass's choker as it shot down her cock and into his tummy. It was probably meant to do that for sexy effect, and it at least maintained its enchantment on Cass's body even after breaking, which was very lucky for his physical wellbeing.
Scar sighed in pure bliss, burying her cock deep in Cass and emptying her load in him. Her large balls rested on his face, regularly contracting and expanding while he blindly drank down her massive orc cumshot, or whatever the equivalent of drinking was in this particular instance. He could feel it filling him up, both from regular senses and his new mystical connection to cum, but couldn't really taste any of it.
His poor tummy got all stretched out as it overfilled, getting him as pregnant as a femboy could be. It was a little scary how much he seemed to enjoy that kind of thing.
Scar eventually pulled out of Cass, her muscled body now glistening with sweat as she panted softly. Her cock was only just slowly retreating back to softness, and Cass's cunning eyes noted some of her cum left on it, and a few little dribbles still leaking out.
Despite all the extra weight inside him, Cass was quick and nimble to move to the floor and suckle at Scar's cock, cleaning her up after a sloppy face fuck.
Scar groaned. "Damn, dude. You were never this slutty in real life, were you?"
Cass bit his lip and looked up at her with what he hoped were big, innocent, winsome eyes. He shook his head.
"Thought not," Scar said. "But enh, why am I worrying about that. It's working out really nicely for me at the moment. Back to it, you missed a few spots."
Cass happily resumed licking cum off of Scar's cock. It was a new and slightly worrisome addiction, and he just couldn't get enough.
He still had his mouth on her when the door opened and Vanya and Ash strolled in. Ash waited by the doorway, whereas Vanya flopped down on Scar's bed, idly watching Cass finish up.
Cass stood up a moment later, cheeks bright crimson despite the fact that they'd seen him like this before. Just something about being unexpectedly caught being a horny little cock slut, he supposed.
"You guys all done?" Vanya asked.
Scar sighed. "Yes, Vanya. Thanks so much for interrupting by the way."
"You're welcome!" Vanya bounced to her knees on the bed. "Anyway, we got something pretty cool for Cass. Something to complement his butt plug."
Cass regarded Vanya curiously. "Something else that goes inside me?"
"Sort of the opposite, actually."
"The opposite? What?"
Ash produced a flask and extended it toward Cass. It looked to be fairly ordinary at first glance, albeit shiny and with exquisitely etched patterns across its surface. Just holding it, Cass could feel that it was magical somehow.
"It's for storing cum!" Vanya explained excitedly. "So you don't run out so easy."
Cass looked dubiously at the vessel in his hand. "Um... it's not very big."
"It's bigger on the inside," Vanya said with a dismissive wave of her hand.
"Kind of like you," Scar whispered, nudging Cass gently.
Cass blushed and busied himself removing the cap of the flask, taking a sniff, then shrugging and trying a small drink. Indeed sweet, thick cum poured over his tongue and down his throat.
"Good, right?" Vanya said. "That's the last of what was in me." She patted her tummy. "All emptied out again."
Cass frowned. "When you say emptied out...."
"Here, let me show you."
Cass found himself on his hands and knees in front of his friends. Vanya casually popped his butt plug out, prodded his slightly gaping butthole with interest, then popped the magical flask against his hole instead. Cass immediately felt cum leaving his body, and presumably being sucked into the flask.
"That's a neat trick," Scar said, marveling as Cass's tummy shrank back down. "So I could fill him up and empty him out as many times as--"
"Hehe, down girl," Vanya said. "I mean technically yes, but there are only so many hours in the day."
Cass tried not to show how interested he was in Scar's proposal, but the possibility of something like that already took the sting away from feeling his precious cum hoard disappear from within his body.
He did manage to stop Vanya before she emptied him entirely, and felt much safer and more secure when she pushed his butt plug back in. She was definitely grinning too hard as she handed him the flask, though.
"So... this is filled with cum tapped from my ass," Cass said slowly.
"Yep!" Vanya said.
"And also cum from your ass," Cass continued.



"You got it!"
"... you want to see me drink some, don't you?"
"Yes please!" Vanya said cheerfully.
Scar grinned, and even Ash nodded silently in encouragement. Cass shrugged and took a shot of cum. It was, as he was pleased to discover, still as delicious and cummy as he could have hoped, with perhaps some subtle added flavours picked up along the way.
"Ok, I can live with that," Cass admitted.
"That a boi!" Vanya cheered. "Now, I know this will be controversial, but should we go play the game?"
"Sure, why not," Cass said.
He took another shot before stashing his cum flask, then started dressing himself. He stuck with the skirt, but swapped his hoodie for a sexier option, more of a thin, sleeveless top that showed off some sexy midriff. He honestly wasn't sure if it was just for him, or if he was specifically seeking attention from his group. He got it either way.
****
"You know," Scar said, "I was really hoping for some actual gameplay."
Vanya rolled her eyes. "This is gameplay. Puzzles are part of the game. And before you complain further, this isn't my fault, I didn't know it wasn't going to be all murders and blood, such as what you enjoy."
"Puzzles are what you get in between the actual bits of the game," Scar said. "Those two guards out front were kind of fun, at least. Briefly."
Cass shook his head and kept trying to investigate the room the party currently occupied. It made it difficult that he still hadn't really learned how puzzles worked in this game, although so far as he could tell a puzzle really could kind of be anything at all, and in this case appeared to be a light sort of escape room scenario as they collected more clues.
Ash was most involved of the group, partly because they'd crawl around and look in crannies that Cass and Vanya would have difficulty with managing without flashing up their respective skirt or dress. Scar just couldn't be bothered with the minutae, so she claimed. More to the point, it seemed to Cass, she was spending all her time looking for excuses to rub up against him.
"We'd be done faster if you'd help," Vanya said. "Instead of trying to get in Cass's skirt again. I know you're good at puzzles when you want to be. Or when you're not horny, at least."
Ash snorted in amusement and kept examining the underneath of a table. Cass couldn't help noting how good their ass looked in tight leather, sticking out at the angle it was. It was probably a sign that Scar was getting him horny again too, even though he should have been sated enough to focus on other things.
"Pff, fine," Scar said.
She meandered about the room, mostly knocking things over or banging on walls. She appeared to be making the most token of efforts to help, but actually ended up smashing through a false section of wall and discovering something behind it.
"Ah, damn, you really are good at puzzles," Vanya said. "I was just lying to get you to help."
"I'm aware," Scar said, ripping off some more of the wall. "I was trying to sarcastically help, and it backfired. Sort of."
Ash rushed over and pushed between them, clearly more excited than either of them to see what was there.
"Ooh, ok, sliding pieces puzzle, I think," Ash said. "We were probably supposed to open it up some other way, but this'll do well enough. Now I think judging by what I see already, we're going to need some information on star constellations and dates of great rulers in the lore. Cass there's some books on a shelf over there, can you grab anything that looks like star charts or royal lineages? Scar, keep ripping the wall out, we need more room to work. Vanya, some light if you'd be so good. I think part of this might be light sensitive actually, and...."
Cass wandered off before he could get overwhelmed by the sudden torrent from Ash. After hardly hearing them talk most of the time, the occasional bout of loquacious excitement was near to verbal whiplash.
Cass pattered over to check out the books while the rest of his party gathered around the puzzle wall. He was only able to reach the bottom couple shelves without standing on tiptoe, and the higest shelves required piling some thick volumes on the floor and standing on them.
With all the reaching and stretching, Cass was definitely flashing his panties a lot. He was a little disappointed that everyone else was too busy to notice. It felt like kind of a waste, though that was probably just him being horny.
He found one book that looked promising and turned toward his group to let them know, but paused when he found that he was already standing with them. Cass blinked, distrusting his eyes, but he definitely was both here and there at the same time. There was no mistaking his own pink hair and excessively short skirt.
Scar seemed to agree that he was next to her, as she casually had her hand under his top, cupping his tummy possessively. Vanya likewise moved close and playfully grabbed his butt every now and then.
"Well this is odd," Cass murmured to himself.
"Isn't it just?" a voice whispered in his ear.
"Um...."
A soft hand slipped over his mouth, muffling further attempts at speaking. A second arm pinned his arms to his sides, and at the same time he felt large, soft breasts squished up against his back. The latter made him feel a lot better about the former.
"Your friends seem to really like being close, huh?" the voice continued. "Pity they're so distracted they haven't realized that's not actually you."
Scar already had her pants off and was rubbing her thick cock against the pretend Cass. She started mostly soft, but Cass watched jealously as she got hard against someone else.
"Yeah, that'd be fun to watch," said the voice, "but I think we should sneak away before someone notices you over here. What do you say?"
"Hmm umm un ghh."
"I'll take that as a yes."
Everything went hazy for a moment, then Cass appeared in another room. He blinked as he was released, and he slowly, hesitantly turned around to get a look at his captor.
His mouth opened in a wide smile as soon as he saw the demonic figure cloaked in shadow standing behind him.
"Big tiddy demon mommy!"
Cass launched himself at the succubus for a big hug, which given how short he was meant that his face went straight into her boobs. A happy side-effect, in his opinion. It also turned out her shadow outfit really was insubstantial to the touch, so physically his body pressed right up against hers, mainly adding to the enjoyment of drowning himself in her tits.
"Ah, you do remember me," she said. She was slightly taken aback at first by the exuberant response, but then fondly patted Cass's head.
"Of course!" Cass said. "The number of bosses we've faced who have tried to drown me in cum and subsequently gave me a powerful artifact to compensate is not as high as you might think."
"So nothing to do with my charm and personality?"
"That too," Cass murmured, nuzzling her boobs. "Your personalities are so soft and lovely."
"Not what I meant, but ok."
"So soft," he whispered happily.
"You, uh, sure you don't want to cower in fear a little or anything?" the succubus asked.
"Why? You're not gonna eat me or anything."
"I might try to destroy you with my cock."
Cass could indeed start to feel her massive cock poke against him as it hardened.
"That might be a little too literal for my tastes," Cass said.
"How do you mean?"
"I mean you could actually destroy me with it. It's very big, and I'm very smol."
"Hehe, yeah. You're stretchy though, aren't you?"
"Not that much."
The succubus pushed Cass back at arm's length and studied him. "Well you're going to have to work on that, cutie."
"I am?"
"You are."
Cass felt shivers run through him. "'Cause you want to, uh, do things to me?"
"To put it lightly, yes." She smiled a demonic smile. "Mommy Lily is gonna do some very inappropriate things to your little body."
"Lily," Cass echoed faintly. "I'm Cass, by the way. I don't remember if we were introduced."
"Not the part of you I wanted to meet, actually," Lily said. "Now then, if you're gonna be such a little tease, you should really multiclass into fuckslut or something, or at least max out your stretchiness stat."
"Oh sure," Cass said, too hypnotized by Lily's fantastic cleavage to really pay attention. "Couldn't you just give me a magic item or something? Everyone's been doing that lately. It's been nice. Scar gave me a choker that let me suck her off, but it has to recharge between snaps."
"Would that I could, little one. I haven't got such a thing on me. And I feel like your friends are probably gonna bust through here soon. I can give you a couple items to look for though. Let's see...."
Lily ignored Cass for a moment and snapped her fingers. A floating scroll and quill poofed into existence next to her and started scribbling under its own power as she murmured instructions.
While she was distracted, Cass tentatively reached toward her chest, hoping to feel her boobs a little more. She swatted his hand away without even looking at him.
Cass pouted cutely, then when that didn't work either he sank to his knees. He reached forward, sneakily slipping his hand through Lily's shadow-dress and quickly locating her cock by touch. Lily gave a small, surprised gasp at the contact, and looked down suspiciously at Cass, who did his best to smile back winsomely at her.
"You are quite the hornyboi, aren't you?" Lily said.
"Kinda, I guess," Cass said.
"You're gonna get yourself in trouble acting like that, you know."
"Sure hope so."
Lily rolled her eyes and went back to jotting down notes. Cass kept stroking her, watching in fascination as her cock grew and slowly parted her dress to stand straight out and exposed in front of his face.
He started mixing in some little kisses along with just rubbing her. Her cock kept growing, and sometimes would twitch as he pressed his lips to it. Lily hissed with increasing distraction as Cass teased her, then finally gave in and rolled up the scroll she'd been working on.
"That'll just have to do," she said, passing the scroll to him.
"Thanks," Cass said, putting the scroll in his inventory.
"Good. Now open up, you cute little cocktease."
"Can't."
"Can't open up?"
"I mean I can do that, but my choker isn't ready again yet. I can't take you right now."
Lily snorted in frustration. "Well that's awfully annoying. Why would you start arousing me like that if you weren't going to finish the job?"
Cass beamed innocence and shrugged happily while Lily's massive erect cock pulsed in his face. "Seemed like fun?"
Lily frowned, then reached down and grabbed Cass. He squealed at being roughly thrown around, but was inwardly thrilled at it and played up the act of fighting against it without actually doing anything that might see him accidentally slip free.
He ended up efficiently and ruthlessly stripped down to nothing, fully naked and helpless in Lily's grasp. She pushed him face down on the floor, a bit roughly perhaps, but it was all pretty hot and fun still.
Lily's shadowy dress vanished and Cass sighed contentedly as he looked over his shoulder, taking in her voluptuous demonic form.
"Big tiddy demon mommy," he murmured to himself.
"Yeah yeah, I sure am, huh," Lily said.
She pressed her cock to his ass, all warm and hard and throbbing, and started grinding against him. Her cock reached from Cass's ass crack nearly all the way to his neck as she used most of his body as a toy to rub off on.
Cass found himself pressed quite firmly to the floor as Lily leaned her weight into him. She humped his ass and lower back with lots of pressure and enthusiasm while Cass's eyes rolled back and he drooled on himself a bit.
It wasn't any more physically possible than before for her to fit inside him, but it was so easy in his mind to imagine it happening anyway. Her stupidly large cock sliding inside and gliding through him just as smoothly as it slid along his body.
Cass lost himself in the sensations and imaginations for a time, happily ignoring how he was getting shoved into the floor over and over. He squealed in surprise at one point as Lily lifted off of him, grabbed his waist, and flipped him over. She kept right on grinding on him though, so it was all good.
It was even hotter in some ways when he got to face toward Lily. Her boobs were visible bouncing over him, for one. And her cock rubbed back and forth over his own, over and over, threatening to make him cum if she kept it up. The tip of her cock also came up very near to his mouth while she was grinding, teasing him with the notion that he would be able to taste her. He couldn't quite reach, even sticking his tongue out as hard as he could, and he had to keep feeling precum drip along his chest and neck instead of his lips.
"Ooh, fuck, this is kind of working," Lily grunted.
Cass nodded eagerly. "Mmhm!"
"What are you smiling for?"
"No reason."
"I'm seriously considering plastering you in cum right now, you know."
Cass beamed a wider smile.
Lily rolled her eyes. "Oh. That's what you're waiting for."
"No!"
"No?"
"Well... maybe."
Lily's cock kept grinding against Cass, and in particular rubbing against his own erection. He was getting so close to cumming too, and he kind of really hoped that they'd do it at about the same time. Without really thinking about it, Cass opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, awaiting and encouraging his demon mommy.
Lily laughed at his wanton sluttiness, but then bit her lip and put more force into her hips. She'd be absolutely breaking Cass in two if she was inside him. He was somewhat disappointed that he wasn't being murdered by cock, actually.
All his thoughts and the promise of their mutual cummies got thrown out the window in a sudden flurry of rock and dust. Lily swore and jumped back, well out of reach of Cass's grasp before he could react.
"No no no!" Cass complained. "Not yet! Hey!"
Scar came barreling through the brand new hole in the wall like it was made of cardboard rather than solid stone. She was, however, intercepted by a pair of demons before she could reach Lily, and the three of them fell into a rough tussle.
Vanya and Ash stepped more daintily through behind Scar and took in their surroundings, even as more demons stepped into view, ready to fight.
"Hey, Cassie," Vanya said cheerfully. "We're here to rescue you."
"Awww, you couldn't have waited like five minutes?" Cass grumbled. "Even two minutes?"
"Hmph. No way to treat your knight in shining armour, is it?" Vanya said, sticking her tongue out.
"I was gonna get cummed on," Cass said. "Like a lot."
Vanya casually tossed a stream of flame at a pair of charging demons. "Didn't you and Scar just do that?"
"Technically she came in me. That's... that's different."
Vanya rolled her eyes and teleported a short distance away to avoid an attack. "You are so slutty."
"Rude!"
"I mean I love it, don't get me wrong. But for real, my dude, this cum obsession is a little worrisome."
"And that's coming from Vanya," Ash said. "So it's saying something."
"Hey! I think that was intended to be a pointed comment," Vanya said with a pout.
Ash finished stabbing a demon who had never seen them coming, and just smirked at Vanya before slipping back into the shadows so gracefully Cass lost track of them almost immediately.
"It sounded a little pointed," Cass agreed. "Do you--"
"I'm a perfect lady," Vanya said primly. "No matter what some jealous degenerates may claim."
A snickering laugh from an undetectible source was the only response.
"Jealous!" Vanya shot out again, whipping her head around to try and catch sight of Ash.
Scar stood up over the still corpses of the demons she'd been wrestling with. She was spattered in blood now, which really only added to her fierce warrior-woman look. "Is it too much to ask for you all to concentrate a little?"
"Yep!" Vanya replied cheerfully.
"Mmhm!" Ash added.
"Probably," Cass decided after a couple seconds of thought on the subject.
"That was rhetorical and you all know it," Scar said, swinging her greataxe around and decapitating another foe. "Cass... I'd say put some pants on, but honestly if you could just start fighting back too...."
Cass looked down at himself and his full nudity, prominent erection included. A demon flew over his head as he did, and he wasn't totally sure which of his companions had launched it.
"I'm not really dressed for it," he said.
"Well aware," Scar said. "And very distracted by it."
"You know," Vanya said in a parroting voice, "if you could just concentrate a little...."
Scar very deliberately killed her next demon such that it sprayed Vanya and mucked up her dress with demon-blood.
Cass stepped back out of the main killzone and took his cum-flask out of his inventory. He paused for a moment, marvelling at the surrealness of casually carrying cum around with him to chug at strategic moments, then shrugged and started drinking. Energy immediately coursed within him and he began blasting holy power at various demons, providing cover for his still bickering team.
"Do you even know how hard it is keeping these dresses looking nice?" Vanya was still shouting as a demon sent her flying across the room.
"Not very," Scar said. "I've seen you. You just cast a spell and poof, just like new."
"Well yeah, ok, but it's still disrespectful to my time and my dedication to the arcane arts."
"Pff, what time and dedication? It's not like you study hard. You do the same as everyone else and just know how to do new things when you spend the points for them."
Vanya roasted another demon, then turned a fierce glare on Scar.
Cass sighed, and despite the chaos all around stepped between Vanya and Scar, still very conscious of not being dressed. By the way their eyes swiveled to him and their expressions turned from antagonism to appreciation, they were very aware too.
"We should, uh, you know, work as a team right now, probably," Cass said, mumbling slightly in embarrassement at the sudden attention.
"Of course," Vanya said. "That's what we're doing."
"Right, but like, the arguing and stuff...."
"That's called teamwork," Scar said as she kicked two more baddies in range of Vanya's next blast of fire.
"I mean, I don't think it is, actually," Cass said. "But we do appear to have almost won, so...."
A demon toppled over, seemingly at random until Ash was revealed having been standing behind it.
"No, you're right, Cass," Ash said. "I've told them before, our efficiency goes way up when we stay focused. Basically every metric, especially dps, suffers when they start bickering. I think--"
"Booo," Vanya said with a pout. "Boo on statistics."
Scar lopped off another head and casually chucked it at Ash, who easily dodged the macabre projectile. "What she said."
Ash rolled their eyes. "Welp, this is what I deal with."
Cass giggled. "You can't win 'em all, I guess."
"We're very much winning, thank you," Scar said. "If we were in trouble I'd be taking this more seriously."
"Good to hear," Cass said. He bathed one of the remaining demons in holy radiance, and watched in satisfaction as it tumbled to the floor, smoldering slightly from the attack.
The party wiped up the rest of their foes without too much difficulty, even without any particular teamwork involved. Cass surveyed the carnage afterward, gazing about the room unselfconsciously until he remembered that he was still naked, and that his friends had very much not forgotten the fact.
"Um... has anyone seen where my clothes got to?" Cass asked, blushing slightly at the way Scar leered at him. "I mean technically I have more, but I kind of liked... hey, why is your cock out?"



Scar grinned. "No reason."
Cass folded his arms and pouted. "You're thinking of doing lewd things again, aren't you?"
"Of course."
Cass turned away and rescued some of his outfit from under a deceased demon. Turning his back was mostly an excuse to hide the glee on his face, though he realized in hindsight that went he bent over, he was giving everyone a very good look at his bum and the butt plug snugged up inside it.
Cass gathered up the rest of his things, as many as he could find, while trying to ignore his audience. "Has anyone seen my panties? Don't tell me I lost anothed pair. This is getting silly."
"Lost?" Vanya asked casually. "Or did someone take them?"
"Did you--"
"Someone other than me. It wasn't me this time. Really. I promise."
Cass glared suspiciously at her, but had a sneaking suspicion it might have been Lily this time. He didn't technically have any proof of that, but it was just about as on brand for her as for Vanya.
By the time he looked at Scar again, she was very, very erect. He narrowed his eyes, trying not to get hypnotized by the way her cock throbbed or the traces of precum leaking from it.
"Well I don't know what you plan on doing with that," Cass said. "My choker isn't ready to go again yet."
"That's ok," Scar said. "I have more." She held up another choker and beckoned him closer.
"You do?" Cass asked. "Why the heck do you have more? And more importantly why were you holding out on me?"
"I mean, I think the reason for having more is pretty obvious," Scar said patiently. "I thought I might want you to suck me off again."
"Well... yeah, I guess that is obvious when you put it that way," Cass said. "But what makes you think I'm interested again already?"
"Is that a serious question?"
"Um...."
"When we got in here, you had somehow already found someone else to have sex with. Or tried to, anyway. And you'd only been gone for, what, like five minutes?"
Cass tossed his hair flippantly, or tried to anyway. He still wasn't quite used to how long and beautiful it was. "I got abducted. Not my fault. You guys didn't even realize for a while, did you?"
Vanya started giggling. "Hehe, Scar's jealous someone else with a big dick got Cassie's attention."
"Shush," Scar said.
"Jeal-ous," Vanya said in a sing-song voice.
Scar frowned, then lunged toward Vanya. Vanya tried to dart out of reach, but Scar hoisted her by the scruff of her neck and held her off the floor for a moment until she stopped flailing wildly.
"Congratulations," Scar said. "You get a choker too. Aren't you lucky?"
Vanya scoffed but held still when Scar set her down and delicately secured a choker around her neck, even holding her hair out of the way in the process.
"Don't know what you think that's going to accomplish," Vanya said.
"Yes you do."
It really only took a bit of a nudge from Scar before Vanya was kneeling on the floor. Vanya was still pretty bedraggled from the fight, but managed to look seductive anyway.
Cass found it was his turn to get a bit jealous at Vanya getting the choker meant for him, and the spot in front of Scar's cock. He hurriedly knelt next to Vanya while doing his best not to look like he was in any rush.
Despite pretending she wasn't interested, though not very well, Vanya was staring fixedly at Scar's massive, throbbing erection. Cass forced himself to hold back, feeling like it'd be an intrusion to just jump right in, even if he had no intention of sitting out entirely.
"Have you done this before?" Cass asked quietly.
"Yeah, we all played with her together that time, remember?" Vanya said.
"Right. Other than that, though."
"Um... messing around a few times I guess." Vanya bit her lip. "Never actually fit her inside me at all. That's gonna be a new one."
Cass nodded, but was interrupted by Scar fitting a choker around his neck as well. She had to bend down and practically shove her tits in his face in the process. He did his best to stay still and be a good boi, holding his hair out of the way instead of diving in to her spectacular cleavage. He also now had to contend with the mental image of Scar and Lily suffocating him together by trapping his head between their two sets of amazing, overly large breasts.
"It's pretty fun," Cass said. He wiggled his butt in involuntary eagerness. "Definitely very hot."
Vanya glanced sidelong at him. "You want to do it, don't you?"
"Well--"
Scar, having grown impatient, jerked her hips such that the tip of her cock slapped across Vanya's face.
"Hey!" Vanya saidd. "Rude!"
Cass's eyes went a little wider. "Do it again," he said while Vanya was still complaining.
Vanya got cock-slapped again and couldn't decide to glare at Scar or Cass for it.
"Ok, listen, if that happens like eight or nine more times, I am out of here," Vanya declared firmly.
"It's good to have boundaries," Scar said, restraining herself from slapping Vanya's pouty face another time for comedic effect. She smacked Cass's face with her cock instead, though since he was sticking his tongue out and practically begging for it, it achieved a different effect.
"Mmm, thank you mommy," Cass purred.
Scar actually blushed and looked away. "Oh my god, dude."
Vanya giggled uncontrollably for a moment at Scar's discomfort. Cass just shrugged and leaned in to give Scar's massive cock some kisses. Out of the corner of his eye he noted Vanya's clothes disappear before she moved in to share Scar with him. They smothered the head of her erection in kissy, spitty love.
It didn't take long for Scar to regain enough of her composure to participate again. After letting her two slutty party members french kiss her cock for a few moments, she put a hand on Vanya's head and gently but firmly guided her to start swallowing her big orc shaft.
Cass kept kissing, then sat back on his heels and just watched in fascination as Scar's cock disappeared in someone other than himself. He had technically witnessed Scar fucking NPCs at that spa they'd gone to, but that wasn't the same as experiencing it up close, and between two of his friends.
Vanya was pretty hot all on her own, particularly with no clothes on, but choking on dick gave her a significantly lewd and slutty aura as well. The way her eyes watered and her throat bulged made Cass bite his lip and wonder if that was how he looked to other people when it was his turn.
He took a few quick breaks from staring to suck on the base of Scar's shaft or her unattended balls. He always returned to watching her get deeper and deeper in Vanya. Scar was using little thrusts now, really forcing herself inside. It was just as well it was all a game and none of them needed to breathe, because it was very clear that Vanya couldn't at the moment.
Pretty soon Scar was entirely ensheathed in Vanya's throat, which also included stuffing a fair section of her torso. The bulge was quite prominent, and Cass traced it with his fingers before Scar began thrusting back and forth to get some proper throat-fucking in. As proper as it could be under the circumstances anyway.
Vanya made some extremely lewd and sloppy noises as fully half her body was violated for the sake of pleasuring Scar's cock. Cass kept a hand on her tummy, feeling as it bulged out and in repeatedly. He got a few cheeky feels of Vanya's tits too while he was at it.
"Taking advantage, are we?" Scar asked.
Cass looked up innocently. "Who, me?"
"Why are you constantly so horny?"
"Um, I think you'll find I'm not the one using a fellow party member as a cock toy, thank you very much."
"Uh huh. And I guess you're totally indifferent to getting a turn too?"
Scar pulled out of Vanya with a long, slick, sucking sound and turned slightly to face Cass. Cass didn't bother trying to pretend like he wasn't excited for it, simply laying his hands demurely on his knees, sticking out his tongue, and opening his mouth wide like a good boy.
Despite the fact that he'd done it before, swallowing Scar's cock felt like it should be impossible right up until he'd actually done it. His cute, smol body getting stuffed super full by her big orc cock was a ridiculous experience that told physics to go get fucked, and he really kind of loved it.
Vanya rubbed up on him and felt him up, just as he'd done to her while she was being impaled. Cass took the soft cuddles while getting destroyed by Scar's cock. Scar thrust in and out of his throat repeatedly before pulling out entirely, leaving him a fairly sloppy mess as well.
Scar swapped between Cass and Vanya's mouths a few times, stretching them both out and making sure they were both leaking spit and tears from the physical exertion of it.
Cass was enjoying sharing, right up until Scar buried her whole shaft balls deep in Vanya's throat and started cumming.
"Hey! That's my cum," he pouted.
"Guess you'll have to work for it then," Scar said lightly.
Cass sighed. "Well I mean I can get it back out again."
"Exactly."
"You enjoy that, don't you?"
"Maybe a little," Scar grinned.
Admittedly, Cass kind of enjoyed watching Vanya get filled up with cum too. It was pretty hot and depraved the way her throat bulged with every shot of cum, and her tummy slowly swelled up with way too much sexy liquid.
Scar pulled out and wandered off, bored now that her lust was sated. Cass stayed right next to Vanya and kissed and licked a bunch of messy cum and spit from from her face. Vanya had a stunned look at first and barely responded, but gradually reciprocated more and more until she and Cass were very sloppily making out.
"That's a lot of fucking cum," Vanya murmured.
"Hehe, isn't it though?" Cass said. "Want me to take care of that for you?"
"Maybe I want it all inside me."
"Maybe. But how are you going to fit in your dresses like that?"
"... damn, that's a good point."
"Are you two almost done yet?" Ash asked, sauntering over.
"Almost," Cass said, fishing out his cum flask.
"I got all the loot," Ash said. "We're ready to bounce."
Cass nodded and bent Vanya over to anally drain all the cum out of her. "Give us a minute."
Vanya gave a loud gasp at the flask being inserted, then squirmed as cum flowed out of her body to be stored for later. She didn't particularly protest about it though.
Cass got dressed in the meantime, which he could have just done from his inventory, but he enjoyed the attention he got from deliberately choosing a new pair of panties and slipping them on. He had never had such an easy time feeling desirable in real life, and was definitely liking this part of the game way too much.
Other articles of clothing followed slowly, again seeking the attention of his friends while he clothed himself in a provocative manner and ending up in a skimpy and tantalizing outfit that bared midriff and sneaky sections of thigh above his thigh highs, but below his short skirt.
"Alright," he said cheerfully, as though he was oblivious to having been stared at. "Let's get moving, shall we?"
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Angel and Ivy arrived at their parents' house almost at the same time. Angel stepped out of his car and grinned at his sister, who was just behind him.
"I win!"
Ivy rolled her eyes. "That wasn't a race."
"You're only saying that because you lost," Angel pointed out.
"Quite frankly, the odds of us arriving so close together is absurdly low," Ivy said.
"Mmhm."
"The fact that you'd declare victory in a fictitious race rather than marvel at such a stroke of happenstance is really rather childish," Ivy said.
"That sounds like loser talk to me."
Ivy growled and launched herself at her brother. "Oh you fuck! Two seconds in and you're already being insufferable! This might be the shortest family visit of all time, you know."
"At least it'd be a record."
By the time their parents and sister arrived on the back deck to greet them, Angel and Ivy were rolling around on the lawn in a sibling scuffle fit for people a quarter their age.
"Well that's a friggin' record," Quinn grumbled.
"See, breaking records everywhere today!" Angel crowed, pointing at his and Ivy's little sister as though she were the authority on the subject.
"She wasn't happy for you," Ivy said. "The sarcasm was so thick there it practically stands up on its own."
Their mom, Rose, sighed at the display. "Oh dear. And here I keep thinking my children have all grown up. It never seems to take, does it?"
Their dad, Ian, took a more pragmatic approach. Whistling cheerfully, he walked over to the garden hose, pointed it at his wrestling children, and turned it on.
Shrieks emanated from Angel and Ivy and they quickly separated and scampered out of range of the water. Ian, still just as cheerful, recoiled the hose and put it away again.
"Well that was unnecessary!" Angel protested.
"But fun," Ian said.
"Ah, see, this is where we get it from," Ivy said. "Dad's a bad influence."
"I know it darling," Rose said. "Which is why you need to rise above it. Now get your things inside and get changed. I want hugs, but not while you're both dripping wet."
Angel and Ivy grabbed bags out of their respective cars, getting some more token grumbles in while they were at it. They both stopped at nearly the same time as they realized their was a fourth member to their audience that they hadn't noticed before. Another girl standing close to Quinn and watching the proceedings with interest.
"Who's this then?" Ivy asked.
"I'm Zara," the girl said. "Nice to meet you."
"She's--" Quinn started.
"She's Quinn's girlfriend," Rose said proudly.
"Mooommm!" Quinn protested loudly. "I told you, we're not doing labels or anything."
"And I told you I don't know what that means, sweetie," Rose said, adding a kiss to Quinn's forehead. "Now Ivy, you'll have to share your brother's room, since Quinn and her not girlfriend have already settled in the room you two used to share."
"What, hey!" Ivy said. "That's not fair."
"Yeah, she could sleep on the couch," Angel suggested.
"More like you could," Ivy said. "You're the boy. What happened to chivalry."
"Well known fact it doesn't apply to sisters," Angel said.
Quinn rolled her eyes and dragged Zara inside. "So embarrassing," she muttered.
****
Angel and Ivy stood in Angel's old room, staring at the only bed.
"Well it's my bed, so--" Angel started.
"It was your bed," Ivy corrected. "Again, the chivalrous move would be to give it to me."
"Hell no. I'm not sleeping on the floor. I'm getting too old for that."
"Well so am I."
"So what, we sleep in shifts?" Angel asked.
"That sounds like a lot of work," Ivy said.
"Yeah, I thought so too." He shrugged. "Flip a coin?"
"One of us is going to lose though."
"Yeah. Fuck."
They stared at the bed some more.
"We could... share it," Ivy said tentatively.
"Weird," Angel said.
"I know. But hear me out, we share the bed and... well actually that's the whole idea."
"You'd have to stay on your side."
"Well duh. I wouldn't want to be on your side."
"And we'll need an extra set of blankets."
Ivy tilted her head curiously. "Why?"
"'Cause you'll probably steal all the covers," Angel said.
"Why would you even assume that?"
"Well I know you pretty well, don't I?"
"You don't know how I am in bed," Ivy said defiantly.
Angel actually paused and blushed a little. "I mean... that's true but--"
"Wait wait wait, not like that. I obviously didn't mean it like that."
"But you said--"
"I know what I said. Just... shush. Shhh."
"But--"
"Shhh!" Ivy said, placing her finger across Angel's lips. "You say one more word about it and I'm kicking you out of bed, I don't care how much you argue."
The brother and sister got locked in a standstill, and were fortunately rescued by Quinn showing up.
"How's it going in here?" she asked. "I thought you guys would be downstairs already."
"We're having trouble deciding on sleeping arrangements," Ivy said.
"Ah, that," Quinn said. "Well good luck."
"You know, you've got two beds now," Angel said. "What if we switched rooms?"
"No," Quinn said.
"Well why not?" Ivy asked, joining her brother's side. "You and Zara will be sharing, obviously."
"It's my room--"
"Our room," Ivy corrected instantly.
"--I got here first--"
"Got you there," Angel said.
"--and who says Zara and I are sharing anyway?"
Angel and Ivy paused.
"She's basically your girlfriend though, right?" Angel said.
"We're not--"
"Not doing labels, yes, we heard," Ivy said. "So are you boinking or what?"
Quinn rolled her eyes and whirled around. "Not having this conversation. Enjoy sharing a bed. Byyyeee."
Ivy looked at Angel. "Wanna go torment her about Zara instead of dealing with this mess, and kind of just hope it solves itself?"
"You had me at 'solves itself.'"
"That's the last thing I said."
"Then it's a good thing you said it."
****
Quinn ignored most of what her siblings said during family dinner and afterward. She was well aware they were mostly just probing attacks to see how sensitive she was. Besides, she had enough to contend with when it came to her parents being supportive. The problem was that her mom especially overdid it and just kept being embarrassing.
Zara found it all funny rather than mortifying, thank god, and spent a lot of time squeezing Quinn's hand under the table.
Angel and Ivy got bored of trying to tease her, and only about half an hour after supper they were already sniping at each other again instead. Quinn happily snuggled on the couch with Zara and watched her supposedly older and more mature siblings devolve into rolling around tussling on the floor like puppies.
"Does this happen a lot?" Zara asked.
"More than you'd probably think," Quinn said. "I think they just miss each other and can't ever admit it to anyone."
"Like hell," Ivy grumbled, currently trying to put their brother in a head lock. "Being an only child sounds pretty good right about now."
"You'd be so bored," Angel laughed, wriggling out of her grip.
"I would not," Ivy said. "And just think, I'd have a room all to myself when I came to visit. I mean honestly, having to share with you, what did I do to deserve that?"
"Well how do you think I feel?" Angel said. "Having my bed invaded and everything. Not enough room for your stupid butt in it."
"My stupid butt's gonna tie you up and leave you downstairs all night, how do you like that!"
Quinn rolled her eyes as the two of them got ferociously wrestling again, as though some kind of physical contest was going to solve anything.
Rose came in with a couple plates of cheesecake. She noted her older children misbehaving and just shook her head, "I shouldn't have to say this, because you both very well know, but just grab the air mattress and one of you can have that. You don't have to share, honestly."
"Yeah, Angel, you can have the air mattress," Ivy said.
"My bed, I get it. You take the air mattress!"
Rose carefully ignored the further bickering and offered the plates of cheesecake to Quinn and Zara.
"Thank you," Zara said. "This looks delicious."
"It is," Quinn said. "Mom makes good deserts."
"Thanks, sweetie," Rose said, giving Quinn a kiss on the top of her head. "Do you think your brother and sister are going to stop long enough to want any?"
"It's about a fifty-fifty," Quinn said. "Although sooner or later they'll tucker themselves out, I suppose."
"Yeah, Angel's about to give up," Ivy said.
"Oh like hell!"
"I'll bring in two more plates and they can have some when they're ready," Rose said.
"Bring a spray bottle or something too, please," Quinn said.
"They aren't cats," Rose said. "A little water isn't going to stop them."
"Well I'll get in trouble if I bring the hose inside," Quinn said. "Though maybe Dad would do it...."
"I'm just ignoring this until they wear themselves out," Ian said, ambling past.
"Very wise, dear," Rose said. "Perhaps under the circumstances we could, uh, go to bed early?"
This last comment finally united all three children in a chorus of booing.
"Gross, Mom," Quinn said.
"Oh for heaven's sake," Rose said, rolling her eyes. "That wasn't worth getting upset about. I didn't even say the word 'sex.'"
Angel covered his ears theatrically. "Ah, she said it! She said the word!"
Ivy briefly thought about taking advantage of her brother's vulnerable state, then instead joined him lying on her back, feigning distress. "It burns! It burnsss!"
Rose frowned for a moment, then narrowed her eyes evilly. "Sex! Sex sex sex. Your parents are going to have sex. Sexy sexy sex!"
Ian laughed and scooped his wife away before she could further traumatize their kids.
Zara alone was absolutely cracking up, and Quinn despite her best efforts soon was smiling and nestling against her for comfort.
Angel and Ivy remained laying calmly on the floor, no longer attempting to pin each other down.
"Well that was weird," Ivy said. "I don't think I much cared for it."
"Nor I," Angel said. "And she didn't even bring us cheesecake before they left."
"Alas."
"And probably alack."
"You two are funny," Zara said whilst savouring a bite of cheesecake on her fork. "I like you."
"That makes one of us," Quinn mumbled.
"Pff, you looove us," Ivy said.
"Hehe, gross, Quinn loves her faaammmily," Angel taunted.
"You're just lucky I'm not willing to waste this," Quinn said, taking another bite of cheesecake. "Or I'd be flinging it at you so hard."
"Throw a pillow, babe," Zara offered, extending a cushion to Quinn.
"Ooh, she called you babe," Angel said. "It is serious, isn't it?"
"Very," Zara confirmed, burying her face in Quinn's neck and giving her several kisses.
"Hey! Don't encourage them," Quinn said, squirming a bit but unwilling to break free of Zara's grip.
"Do encourage us," Ivy said. "Do it! How'd you meet? How long have you been together? Tell us all the stuff Quinn doesn't want us to know!"
Quinn biffed a pillow at Ivy, who protested that kind of treatment but didn't seem chagrined to have brought it upon herself.
"We're not getting into any of that," Quinn said firmly. "You two are just going to be embarrassing."
Ivy pulled her shirt back down some where it had ridden up from her and Angel's wrestling match. "In what way?"
"Every conceivable way," Quinn said. "It's like this whole family delights in being humiliating and mortifying."
"Yes, but luckily it's only between us," Angel pointed out. "So really no harm done."
"Only further emotional scarring, you mean," Quinn said.
"Oh, that. That's just family for you."
Quinn pouted and concentrated on her desert while Zara traitorously continued to giggle at her siblings' antics.
****
"So... we still didn't really sort this out, huh?" Angel said, staring at the one lonely bed.
Ivy folded her arms. "Not so much."
"I don't want to get the air mattress."
"Me either."
The siblings kept staring at the bed.
"I mean... if we just stay on our own sides...."
Ivy slowly nodded. "We'll manage, right? We're grown-ass adults. This is nothing."
"Right. Exactly."
Thus agreed, Ivy dropped her pants and stepped out of them.
Angel was slightly taken aback. "Well what the hell are you doing now?"
"Getting ready for bed. Duh."
"By stripping?"
"Oh good lord, what, like I was gonna sleep in my jeans?"
"Well... no, I guess not," Angel said. "But, uh... oh stop that!"
Ivy had her hand under her shirt, and came out holding her bra. "I assure you, I'm not sleeping in this either."
"I don't like where this is headed."
Ivy threw her hands up. "Why? This is how I always used to sleep. You've seen me in a shirt and underwear many times."
"Not recently."
"So?"
"And not... not like taking stuff off in front of me," Angel mumbled.
"Are you uncomfortable because you're finding it hot? Is that what this is?"
"Pff, no. Obviously not that. You're my sister. Jeez. Might as well think that door's hot."
Ivy glared and threw her bra at her brother. Her frown turned to an evil smile as he rapidly swatted it away. "I should just take the whole bed for a comment like that."
"Like hell."
"It was very rude, you know."
"No it wasn't," Angel said. "You know what I mean. Sisters are just sisters. Not like women. Not really."
"You're digging this hole awfully deep, brother dearest."
"You know what I mean!"
"You keep saying that," Ivy said. "It doesn't make it true." She folded her arms and cocked her hips. "I'm every bit a woman."
Angel swallowed and looked away. "I mean I know that. But like... like I can't look at you like that. It'd be weird."
"'Cause what, if you recognized that I was a woman you'd want to have sex with me?"
"Gross, Ivy."
"But you would though, wouldn't you?" Ivy smirked. "You think I'm hot."
"Oh fuck off. It's not a matter of thinking anything. I mean look at you right now. You're half naked in my bedroom and we're about to sleep together. That's... I mean that's quite hot. But it's got nothing to do with... the thing of it is...."
"Yes?"
"Shut up. That's what."
Ivy giggled insanely and fell onto the bed. "You're such a mess right now, Angel. I've never seen you like this. Even the most embarrassing crushes you had back in school weren't this bad."
"I'd never crush on you, just so we're clear," Angel said while giving in and pulling his pants off.
"Well duh." Ivy rolled on her side, propped her head up on her hand, and grinned mischievously. "But you would if you could. That's what's funny."
"I would never."
"If I wasn't your sis-ter I mean."
"Oh. Well that's different."
"Perv."
Angel rolled his eyes, doffed his shirt, and threw it in a ball at his sister's head.
"Hey!" Ivy threw it right back. "Put that back on!"
"No."
"Well you can't get in bed with me like that."
Angel looked down at himself. "Why not?"
"You're practically naked now."
"I am not. Still got my boxers on."
"And nothing else!" Ivy said. "I left my shirt on, at least."
"Well yeah, but you're a girl," Angel said. "You got tits. That's different."
"That's friggin' sexist."
"It's not. You have tits. I've seen 'em."
Ivy's eyes narrowed. "Say what now?"
"I mean through your shirts and stuff. Not just like while you were topless or anything. I know you have them, is the point."
"So what?"
"So... you shouldn't take your shirt off."
"I don't want to," Ivy said. "I just want you to put yours back on."
"Why do you care? Are you worried about how good I look like this?" Angel asked as he struck a bit of a pose.
"I just don't want you naked. That seems reasonable."
"I'm not--"
"I don't want you mostly naked either."
"Too bad for you, I guess," Angel said, climbing into bed.
"Ugh, whatever."
Ivy tossed her shirt off as well, then lay back in the bed. A long moment of silence passed.
"Did you just take your shirt off?" Angel asked.
"Yep."
"But... why?"
"'Cause you're being an ass."
Angel struggled with his next words. "But... but I can see your tits now."
"Only if you look."
"Well it's really hard not to! I'm staring so hard at the ceiling right now!"
"Hehe, knew you wanted to see me."
"I don't. It's just... it's hard not to look. I don't want to, but I know I could."
Ivy shrugged. "Yeah, well, same with you and no shirt."
"It's not the same. We've been over this."
"No, it's not exactly the same. But it's similar."
"It's very different."
"You only say that because you're losing."
"What am I possibly losing?" Angel asked.
"Right now?" Ivy said. "Possibly your sanity."
"I... I can't actually argue with that."
Angel got up to shut off the lights. His gaze flicked to Ivy's bare chest a couple times, making them both blush. She compensated by squirming herself under the covers and pretending like she hadn't noticed.
"Just get in bed, would you?" Ivy said.
"Yeah yeah."
Angel got into bed next to her. They both just lay on their backs in silence for a while until Ivy finally rolled away from her brother, onto her side.
"Well, good night," she said.
"Yeah, sure, right."
Angel rolled opposite her, so their backs were facing. He only lasted a minute before rolling the other way, then shifted again after that.
"Settle down," Ivy grumbled.
"I'm trying."
"Not very hard."
"Well this is awkward," Angel complained.
"I know it."
"It's not an overly large bed."
"I know that too."
"So like trying to find a comfortable position without touching you is not easy."
Ivy sighed. "What if we put our backs together?"
"What?"
"Like scooch back against me, get some extra room, but without it being weird."
"Huh. Maybe."
Angel shifted his back against Ivy's. He settled in even more awkwardly than before, but stayed still for longer this time.
"At least you're warm, I guess," Ivy said.
Angel snorted. "Thanks."
"It's an upside, at least."
"Uh huh."
"We have to do something different tomorrow night."
"Agreed."
There was silence again for a while.
"I don't think it's gonna work though," Angel finally said.
"Aw jeez," Ivy said. "Not fallin' asleep, huh? Me either."
"I think it might be worse touching like this."
"I don't know. You've stayed still, at least."
"Yeah," Angel said. "But like, I don't know, there's just something throwing me off about that kind of contact, but not cuddling or something."
"We're not cuddling with our shirts off," Ivy said.
"Of course not. But I think we need to do something diff--"
"Ok fine!" Ivy rolled over and snuggled up against her brother, wrapping an arm overtop of him. "That better?"
"Um... I don't know how to answer that."
"Just go to sleep."
"You're not sleeping either. Don't put this all on me. Also, it's very distracting having your boobs against me."
"Shhh, sleep now."
"But--"
"Shhh."
****
Angel surprisingly found that he did fall asleep at some point. He woke up confused about that and a few other things, slowly reconciling himself to how he and Ivy had gone to bed, and how she was still pressed right up against him. His sister was insanely warm and snuggly first thing in the morning, and her breasts squished against his back were....
Well, he didn't want to think about that too hard, actually.
God she felt nice though. She felt absolutely amazing, to the point he didn't want to move an inch lest she awaken. He'd have to at some point if he didn't want her to wake up while they were still entangled. That would just be weird, wouldn't it?
At any rate, Angel didn't budge. He felt his erection throbbing slowly in his boxers, though it was hard to say how much was from Ivy and how much was just morning wood. He kind of wanted to play with it, but that obviously would have been too much movement.



And weird. Don't forget the weird part.
Ivy made an oddly cute little noise and shifted a bit. Angel tensed, but she didn't move other than that. Just starting to wake up, then. So he should probably get up now before she was really aware of her surroundings. Just get out of bed and get dressed, and see what happened from there.
"Guess my tits are magic, huh?" Ivy murmured.
"What?" Angel asked, startled by her question and having to rapidly try to switch gears.
"They made you fall asleep."
"I don't know if that's exactly what happened."
"No? Then what did happen, smart guy?"
Angel thought about it. "I don't really know."
Ivy sat up and stretched. It took everything Angel had not to immediately whip his head around to watch.
"So we're going with my hypothesis then," Ivy said. "Magic tits."
Angel slowly rolled over, trying to pretend it had nothing to do with checking out his topless sister. She gave him a crooked smile, fully aware what he was up to despite his best efforts.
"You liiike them," Ivy teased.
"They're alright," Angel said. "I might like them on someone else."
Ivy flounced out of bed to get a shirt. "Nah. If they were on someone else, you'd admit to liking them. That's the difference."
Angel tried not to blush. "Put a damn shirt on already."
"I'm working on it, jeez."
Ivy slipped into a shirt that, given Angel's current interest, he noted flattered her figure rather nicely. It also very much didn't come down far enough to cover her panties, even leaving a strip of exposed skin between shirt and underwear.
Ivy started brushing her hair out after that, ridding herself of the worst of her bed head. She paused at one point and looked at Angel.
"You getting up or what?" she asked.
"Eventually, sure."
"Just gonna weirdly stare at me, huh?" Ivy said. "Taking this a little far, aren't we?"
"That's not what I'm doing," Angel insisted.
"Then what are you doing?"
"Nothing."
"Nothing?"
"Right. Nothing."
Ivy rolled her eyes. "Get out of bed or I'll kick you out."
"No."
"Why not?"
"Because... because I want you out of the room first."
Ivy took a moment with that. "You've got a b--"
"I've got a boner, yes."
"Hehe, really?" Ivy cracked up. "That's hilarious!"
"It's a perfectly normal thing," Angel insisted.
"Not with your sis-ter, dummy."
"It's morning wood. It happens. Especially when I didn't jerk off or anything yesterday."
Ivy snorted. "Sure, that's all it is."
"It is!"
"Uh huh."
"You're just trying to rile me up," Angel said. "I know what you're doing, and yet--"
"Seems like you're pretty riled up already," Ivy said, still giggling.
Angel glared and waited until Ivy's attention turned away from him for a moment. He launched himself at her while she was distracted, but despite the advantage of surprise he wasn't fast enough to catch her totally off-guard.
Ivy dodged and tried to trip her brother, but was caught by him in the process and they both thudded heavily on the floor together.
"Hey, leggo. Get off," Ivy growled, trying to weasel her way from under Angel.
"No."
"It's too early for this."
"Shoulda thought of that sooner then, huh?"
Ivy pushed Angel's face away, smooshing it awkwardly with her hand. Angel responded by trying to put her in a headlock.
"This is very undignified," Ivy said.
"Again, your fault," Angel said.
"I can feel your boner rubbing on me, you know."
Angel froze for a second, just long enough for Ivy to flip him on his back and sit on him. Her face went from triumphant to mildly horrified in a split second, as she immediately realized she'd landed directly on his dick. Not what she'd intended.
The door swung open while the siblings were staring silent and confused at each other. Quinn sighed in exasperation at the both of them.
"It's awfully early for this, isn't it?" Quinn asked.
"She started it," Angel said promptly.
"Oh like hell," Ivy said.
Ivy tried to smack her brother, but he caught her arms and they ended up in a flurry of activity that was mostly just a fancy stalemate.
"You guys are so weird," Quinn grumbled. "At least put some clothes on."
"I was trying!" Ivy complained. "Angel interrupted."
"You deserved it!"
"Did not!"
"Did too!"
Ian casually walked by and stuck his head in the door for a second. He shrugged and kept going. "I'll grab the hose."
Quinn nodded satisfactorily. "Thanks, Dad."
"Not in the house, dear!" Rose's voice called from down the hall.
"Spoilsport!" Ian called back.
Quinn sighed. "Damn, that would have been funny."
"Not that funny," Ivy said.
"Pretty funny. Anyway, we're gonna make breakfast soon, if you two want to stop being weird and join us."
"Who's being weird?" Angel asked, as though being mostly naked and pinned under his sister was a totally normal thing.
"I really feel like I shouldn't have to answer that," Quinn said.
"Hm, what's goin' on babe?" Zara asked, coming up next to Quinn. "Am I missing something fun or...." She trailed off as she saw Ivy and Angel together on the floor. "Oh my, I guess I am missing something fun."
"Don't you be weird too, please," Quinn said, blushing faintly.
"Not doin' a dang thing," Zara said, kissing Quinn's cheek.
"You're encouraging them, at the very least."
"I should say in a case like this they can't need all that much encouragement."
"Oh gross." Quinn slipped away from Zara and retreated down the hall. "I don't like what you're implying."
Zara tagged along after her. "And what is that, pray tell?"
"Never you mind!"
Ivy and Angel kept watching the doorway as Quinn and Zara left, then eventually turned back to each other.
"Well that was kind of embarrassing," Angel said.
"A little," Ivy said. "I couldn't even stand up at any point there because you're all hard and junk."
Angel looked away. "Yeah. That would have been awkward."
"Uh huh. Would have been."
Angel's cock twitched a little, as though reacting to their words. It enough of a movement that Ivy could feel it too. The two of them stayed frozen another moment.
"You're still really hard," Ivy remarked.
"Ok, that's enough. Off please," Angel said.
"You sure? Almost seems like you're enjoying--"
"Please don't finish that sentence."
"It's kind of funny if you think abou--"
"Nope."
"I mean a little."
Angel frowned, then grabbed his sister's hips and pressed her down harder against his erection. Her eyes widened and she failed to stifle a small gasp.
"Sorry, what were you saying?" Angel asked.
"Hey! Don't do that," Ivy said.
"What? This?"
Angel pulled Ivy tight against his cock again. She whimpered and tried to push his hands away.
"Yes, that," she said. "Don't do that."
"Why not? It's kinda funny if you thi--"
"It's not funny," Ivy said firmly.
"Well it was funny to you a moment ago," Angel said. "What changed?"
Ivy looked seriously at her brother. She'd been feeling some interesting things already, it was hard to sit on a hard dick and not feel something. But him forcing her to grind on him, even just a little, he was playing with fire.
"You don't understand," she said softly. "It's not... funny."
Angel narrowed his eyes. "What does that mean? Like it's something else?"
"Yeah."
Angel contemplated further, noting the slightly glazed look in his sister's eyes, the way she bit her lip, and the faint tremble in her hands.
"Like a horny something else?" he asked quietly.
Ivy's response was even quieter. "Yeah."
Angel took a deep breath. "Well that's not good."
"No."
"It does kinda work though, doesn't it?"
Ivy sighed. "It really kinda does." She rocked back and forth, just in a small motion. "Why are you so hard?"
"Biology?"
"Correct but unhelpful."
"Story of my life."
Ivy snickered and tried rocking again. It felt kind of stupidly good grinding on her brother. It was quite annoying, really.
"Can you stop?" Ivy asked.
"Me?" Angel said. "I'm not moving."
"No, stop being hard."
"That is so not how it works. You need to stop moving."
"I'm only barely moving," Ivy said.
Angel looked down at the way her hips were awkwardly shifting, rubbing her panties repeatedly over the tent in his boxers. He could just push her off of him. He knew he could. But he didn't overly want to. He liked the feeling of it all, even if he hated the implications of it.
"You're moving enough," Angel said.
"Enough for what?"
"You know."
She didn't stop. Neither of them stopped. They just kept staring at each other, daring the other to do something, anything at all. They were trapped in a moment of ill-advised horniness, experiencing it as no siblings ever should.
The noise of footsteps down the hall finally jolted them back to reality and Ivy bounced to her feet like she was spring-loaded. As an afterthought she grabbed Angel's hand and helped him stand up too, then they quickly separated and started throwing on clothes in a maelstrom of activity.
The siblings hardly looked at each other, each ducking out of the room as quickly as they could manage and eventually recongregating for breakfast. The first time they accidentally locked eyes across the table, they both blushed and immediately looked away again.
Conversation happened around them with no one taking particular notice at first, until Quinn started frowning at her sister.
"Why do you keep doing that?" Quinn asked.
Ivy startled to a semblance of attention. "What?"
"You keep acting weird every time you look at Angel."
"Pff, no I don't. What does that even mean?"
"You do though," Quinn insisted. "Is no one else seeing this?"
"Yep, she's being a total weirdo," Angel said, taking another mouthful of food.
Ivy glared at Angel, but he was keeping his eyes down and largely avoiding her attempt at cowing him.
"I'm just annoyed with him," Ivy lied. "You wouldn't believe how badly he snores."
"Oh I do not!" Angel protested.
"You so do. You know you do."
"Is that what the morning wrassle was about?" Quinn asked.
"Kind of, I guess," Ivy said, trying not to sound as eager as she was about having an excuse for sitting on her brother's dick, as fallacious as it was.
"You guys need to start using your words one of these days," Quinn said. "Honestly, how are you still such children?"
"I see you smirking, Dad," Angel said. "Don't even."
Ian slipped a poker face over his expression, but it was the kind only a dad could pull off that still very clearly showed he was amused. Humouring his kid while still frustrating any attempt at being taken seriously.
"I would never take any implication seriously that you aren't all grown up and capable of mature decisions," Ian assured his son without the slightest hint of truth to his statement.
"Gee, thanks," Angel said.
"I think it's cute," Zara said, taking her turn at unhelpfully butting in. "They just really like to be together."
"Tolerate it at best," Ivy said. "I can still take my room back. Your guest privileges only go so far."
"Be nice," Rose said.
"She started it," Ivy said. "She said I like my brother. I mean, gross!"
"Them is fightin' words, Mom," Angel added seriously.
"Well you do like your brother," Rose said patiently.
"Hey!" Ivy said. "Rude."
"No need for that kind of talk," Angel agreed.
Zara giggled. "They are very cute though, aren't they?"
Ivy and Angel blushed and looked back to their food, giving up the fight. They were outnumbered and outgunned, and there was too much truth to the accusations for them to easily handle this morning.
The memory of Ivy sitting on Angel, even grinding on him, was too recent and visceral to allow for dispassionate argument.
****
"Fam's being a bunch of weirdos, huh?" Angel said.
Ivy, idly pushing herself back and forth on the porch swing, lazing in the sun, nodded. "Yep. Zara too."
Angel picked Ivy up enough to slide under her, taking up half the swing and letting her settle back partly on top of him. "Which seriously kind of bugs me because what is even her deal?"
"How do you mean?"
"Exactly what I said."
"No but like do you mean what is her deal with Quinn? Or what is her deal with apparently finding us fascinating?"
"Yeah, both of those things," Angel said.
Ivy shifted to get more comfortable. "Wish I knew. Honestly, I can't tell if I love Zara or hate her."
"Practically family already then, huh?"
"Practically."
Angel moved his hand to Ivy's head and casually played with her hair. "Like what we needed was yet another sister."
"Pff, ok then. Coulda been worse, we could have got another brother."
"You'd be lucky to have another brother like me."
Ivy snickered even as she leaned in to Angel's fingers running through her hair. "It would be absolutely intolerable."
"Hey now."
"Well I mean seriously though."
"How do you think I feel?" Angel protested. "Increasingly outnumbered and everything."
"Well it meant you always had your own room."
"True. But not anymore, apparently."
Ivy nodded, pausing as she flashed back to sharing her brother's bed, and the consequences thereof. She bit her lip and enjoyed his fingers massaging her scalp. "No, not anymore," she echoed faintly.
Angel lost concentration a bit as he got thinking back too. Ivy's warmth in his bed, the feeling of her sitting on his erection, however accidental it may initially have been.
Angel's hand dropped from Ivy's head to her side as he got caught up daydreaming. Ivy pouted a bit at losing his attention, but wasn't exactly sure what to do with the fact that his hand was now awfully close to her breast. It wasn't like he was trying to feel her up. Nothing like that. But close enough to it that her mind kind of ran with it a bit, despite nothing actually inappropriate occurring.
After a while Angel's hand returned to Ivy's head, absently petting her as he would a dog who'd curled up on the couch with him. Ivy could tell his mind wasn't really focused on it, but it was soothing and nice to have her hair played with so she didn't much feel like arguing the point.
"It's kind of nice that Quinn has someone though," Ivy said hesitantly. "And that they can have some space to themselves."
"Hm, yeah," Angel said. "I guess that's kind of true."
"And we're only making a sacrifice for a few days."
"Just a few days," Angel echoed absently.
"Not the end of the world."
"No. It's really not." Angel bit his lip and let his hand fall back to Ivy's side. "It's... you know, it's really not so bad sharing a room with you."
Ivy tried not to let her heart beat faster while her brother's hand was close enough to possibly detect it. It wasn't like she had much control over that, though. "Yeah, not so bad, is it?"
"Kinda weird."
"Well sure."
"There was that whole thing this morning...."
Ivy nodded. "Should we... talk about it?"
Angel sighed and looked away for a moment. "I mean, it would be the responsible, adult thing to do."
"Is that a yes or a no?"
"Honestly don't know."
Ivy shrugged. "Yeah, me either."
Angel sat for a moment just thinking, and slowly becoming more aware of how nice Ivy felt against him. She was dangerously warm and soft, and his traitorous imagination could conjure some tantalizing reasons to slip his hand under her shirt instead of on top of it.
"Have you been horny ever since this morning?" Angel finally asked.
Ivy froze. "Why?"
"Because I have."
"Oh thank god. Me too."
"It's not great, right?"
"Less than ideal, I should say."
Angel nodded thoughtfully. "So the sane and rational option would be to, like, talk about what happened in a calm and supportive way, try to ensure it never happens again, and probably go to therapy for it. Something like that?"
Ivy considered for a moment. "Yes, I think that all sounds reasonable."
"Cool."
"Yeah."
A couple increasingly tense minutes passed in silence.
"Do you... do you actually want to do any of that?" Angel asked hesitantly.
"Nope," Ivy said instantly. "And just so you know, it's incredibly frustrating that you've got your hand so close to my tits and aren't actually taking advantage of the situation."
Angel turned to stare intently at his sister. She met his eyes with an outwardly serene expression, but there was just enough tremble in her attempted stoicism to make it clear she was anything but calm.
"I would never take advantage of such a situation," Angel said firmly.
"You wouldn't?"
"I would not."
"Well it's good to be clear," Ivy said. She was mildly confused and disappointed for about another five seconds before Angel's hand moved to her breast, just as casually as could be.
"Best not to have any misunderstandings," Angel said conversationally.
"Yes, good point," Ivy agreed, feeling absurd thrills at just the slightest of inappropriate feels from her brother. He wasn't even really feeling her up, he just kind of had his hand on her tit. It ordinarily wouldn't have made much of an impression, such small contact, but from Angel it was different. Partly just because neither of them really knew what any of it meant. The excitement was largely in the unknown, currently.
Angel couldn't quite believe Ivy was letting him feel her breast. She'd suggested she would, sure, but that was very different from accepting the reality of it.
He didn't really know what to do after that. He'd basically anticipated Ivy slowly pushing his hand away, just kind of a teasing mutually inappropriate maneuver between them. She seemed happy enough with where he was, though.
"That doing it for you?" Angel asked.
"Mmhm," Ivy said.
"Really? Easy as that, huh?"
"Hey, I'm not easy. It's just if you're gonna feel me up, you might as well commit."
"That is not what I was doing," Angel protested.
"Sure felt like it to me," Ivy said.
"Something wrong with you then."
"Says the guy feeling up his sister."
"That's not what... I'm not...."
"You have no counter-argument, do you?" Ivy said just a tad smugly.
Angel frowned at Ivy, but she only beamed beatifically back at him. He considered his options for a moment, then slipped his hand under her shirt. Ivy gasped and her smile turned to shock for a solid few seconds.
Angel was less concerned with her expression than how good she felt, though. He got fairly lost in how wonderfully warm and soft her skin was, something that he was becoming increasingly aware of in life generally. It probably wasn't smart to keep feeding his interest like this, but then something about the two of them being together had always made them kind of dumb. Just not quite in this way, usually.
"You're right," Angel said. "Might as well commit."
"Not what I meant," Ivy said.
"Yes it is."
"Well... it kind of is. But... but...."
"What, no counter-argument?" Angel asked.
"Oh shut up."
"Hehe."
Ivy, working on instinct rather than any kind of common sense, dropped her hand to her brother's lap and grabbed his crotch. He gasped in turn as she massaged his cock through his clothes.
"Oops," she said, totally deadpan.
It took Angel a few moments to respond, partly because he didn't truly want to interrupt whatever was happening currently. "If you think that's gonna stop me, you're sorely mistaken."
"Who even said I want you to stop?"
"You were implying it."
"Nope. I just said I didn't tell you to fondle my boobies under my shirt like that. Big difference from telling you not to do it."
"Oh. I see."
Angel removed his hand from Ivy's breasts, much to her immediate disappointment. It didn't stop her from groping him, but she was preparing to chastise him for abandoning his task.
It turned out he was just going for her bra clasp. It was an extremely bad angle for him, one handed and blind no less, so she didn't comment on the awkward fumbling even if it would have been so easy to tease him about it.



Ivy's bra came loose and she wiggled to let it fall down and out of the way. Angel's hand returned to its comfy spot on her tits while she, even as she recognized the absurdity of it, snuggled happy and cozy against her brother. She felt so peaceful and relaxed, just enjoying the sun and the gentle rocking motion of the swing, and some inappropriate sibling cuddle time.
Angel, similar to his sister, couldn't have been happier. He didn't want to think about the implications of it, but Ivy curled up against him, playing with his cock through his shorts, practically purring as he caressed her tits, it was somehow the perfect way to enjoy a morning.
Angel got fully hard under Ivy's attentions. It was a tad uncomfortable, but she also seemed more eager to play with him the harder he got, so he just kind of let it be. A little shifting about every now and then kind of helped too.
"What if you got your dick out?" Ivy mused softly.
"Wha--"
"Hypothetically of course. Don't actually do it."
"What does that even mean?"
"Just like--"
"Why would you say 'get your dick out' but then 'don't actually get your dick out'?"
"Just saying, like, just imagine though."
Angel groaned. "Stop."
"Why?"
"Would you... keep doing what you're doing? If I did?"
"Maybe."
"Only maybe?"
Ivy shrugged. "Well it'd be very weird having my brother get his dick out. I might not like it."
"Jesus Christ. You're just trying to confuse and befuddle me, aren't you?"
"I would never!"
Angel turned his head to fully look at Ivy, who gave him that small, not-quite-hidden smirk that they both knew in each other so well. The one that meant they thought they were winning.
Angel caught Ivy's chin, tilting her face just the way he wanted, then dropped a kiss on her lips. Just the barest touch of their mouths, really, hardly even enough to qualify. It shut Ivy up pretty hard though.
Ivy felt the flush burn all the way through her; the slowest, hottest most uncomfortable feeling. Just from one stupid kiss from her equally stupid brother.
Escalation had been inevitable. Ivy recognized that. She just wished he'd done something she could handle. Even if it was something even stupider somehow, as long as it wasn't something that affected her so viscerally. Her whole body was warm and tingly now, and she was left in a state where she just couldn't fight back. Or perhaps more accurately, had lost the drive to fight back.
Ivy let go of Angel's cock and curled herself up tighter into herself, and against her brother. After a moment he dropped his hand from her breasts and let it come to rest on her bare skin just at the edge of her shirt, somewhere that was right on the borderline of appropriate touching.
They stayed like that in silence, just gently rocking back and forth in the porch swing together, propelled by the idle back and forth of Angel's legs.
"There you are!"
Angel and Ivy both raised their gazes a bit as Quinn came marching toward them, Zara in tow.
"Hey, sis," Ivy lazily greeted her, really emphasizing a casual attitude to cover how badly she really wasn't prepared to act normally just at the moment.
"That's awfully snug of you for people who can't be in the same room for more than five minutes without fighting," Quinn said, eyes narrowed.
"It's pretty sweet," Zara said. "Very cute."
"That's us," Angel agreed evenly. "Sweet and cute." He tried to discreetly drop his hand away from Ivy's bare skin, but wasn't sure he was successfully undetected.
"I can't even with you all sometimes," Quinn said, exasperated.
"Hey, at least one of us is your own damn fault," Angel said.
Quinn glanced side-eyed at Zara, who endeavoured to appear innocent. "Yes, I'm aware." She sighed. "Anyway, Ivy, Zara was wondering if you'd have, like, a swimsuit or something she could borrow."
Ivy quirked her head. "Really?"
"Yes. It's not that surprising, is it?"
"Well... I didn't know anyone was going swimming."
"I'm not," Zara said. "Just thought it's such a nice day, might try sunbathing for a while. Didn't pack for it though."
"And what makes you think I did?" Ivy asked.
"Nothing in particular," Quinn said. "But she wanted to check. You're a more similar build for her than I am."
"So you brought a swimsuit but she didn't?" Ivy deduced.
"I might have," Quinn said. "Might even use it. However you're deliberately dodging the question now because you know it'll annoy me, and--"
"Perish the thought, sister dearest," Ivy said, leaping to her feet. "I'd be glad to outfit your girlfriend most skimpily. Come, Zara, let me show you my finest of scandalous bikinis."
Zara grinned widely and accepted Ivy's proffered arm.
Quinn appeared a mix of frustrated and helpless as the two of them wandered back toward the house. It was, Angel thought a tad sympathetically, a look she'd perfected over the years, being the baby sister and all.
"She's not my girlfriend," Quinn called as an afterthought before giving up and plunking herself down next to Angel.
"Yeah, about that," Angel tried.
"Don't even... hey, what's this?" Quinn picked up Ivy's bra and flushed slightly as she realized what she was holding. Her eyes turned accusingly toward her older brother. "Is this Ivy's?"
"Well it's not mine. I've got a smaller cup size."
"Don't be an ass. What's it doing here?"
"You'd have to ask your sister. Now about Zara not being your girlfriend...."
Quinn groaned and put her head back, closing her eyes in disgust. "None of you are gonna give up on that, are you?"
"Just... does she know she's not your girlfriend?"
"Yes. Obviously. We're not labeling it. Very deliberately not labeling it."
"I see."
"No you don't. And you can't stand that you don't, just like everyone else."
Angel nodded slowly. "Do you by chance want to talk about it?"
"It's none of your business."
"That's true. Do you want to talk about it anyway?"
Quinn glared at him.
"I intend to be discreet and supportive, if that helps," Angel said.
"Since when?" Quinn demanded.
"Since I think she makes you happy, but you don't quite know what to do with that feeling."
"I-- oh goddammit. How are you such an idiot, and then sometimes like the smartest guy I know."
"Just lucky I guess."
Quinn slumped in their shared seat, idly kicking a leg back and forth to make the swing rock. "You and Ivy both. You're such idiots most of the time, and you don't need to be."
"Thanks?" Angel said. "I think?"
"It makes it so hard to talk to either of you, because your moments of intelligence are so outweighed by, you know, everything else you do."
Angel nodded sagely. "That's family for you."
"You're doing it again."
"Sorry." He paused. "I mean actually sorry. I'll be good. Please continue."
Quinn snorted. "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"
"I would."
"Just... oh dammit, like, you won't tell anyone if I start talking, right? I genuinely need to vent to someone, but I don't need all my personal business in everyone else's head."
"I'll probably tell Ivy, if it's something too interesting to keep her in the dark."
Quinn wrestled with that for a moment. "That probably goes without saying. You two almost shoulda been born a couple instead of siblings."
"Oh wow, you think your brother and sister should bang? Kinda weird, sis."
"I'm surprised you don't already, is what I'm saying. You flirt harder than anyone I've ever known."
Angel felt a hot, tingly mix of excitement and shame at the accusation. "That's not true at all!"
"Yes it is."
"She annoys me more than anyone. I mean I love her, and enjoy having her around most of the time, but she's the most infuriating person in the world." Angel paused. "You're a close second, if it helps. Don't mean to exclude you."
Quinn rolled her eyes. "Thanks so much."
"You're welcome."
"But you know... there are some who might think that rolling around together all the time trying to get close and get each other's clothes off... that might not be dislike."
Angel went a deep red, embarrassed as much by how easily Quinn was getting him to react as by the her claims. "Well when you describe it like that it sounds positively lewd."
"Isn't it?"
"No! Of course not. Jeez."
Quinn stared evenly at her brother, then slowly held up Ivy's bra again.
"That's just... the clasp broke. Or something," Angel said. "It's not whatever your sinister little mind is accusing me of."
"Uh huh," Quinn said, with all the conviction of someone who didn't believe a word she was hearing.
"Totally unrelated, in fact," Angel continued.
"Sure."
"At no point have I ever wanted to do any of the things you think that I have."
"You," Quinn said decisively, "are full of shit."
Angel frowned. "I want to go back to talking about you."
"I'm sure you do."
"Can you put that bra down?"
"Ivy's bra, you mean? That you removed for nefarious purposes?"
"Platonic purposes!"
"So you did remove it," Quinn said, smiling in a way that infuriated Angel almost as much as Ivy sometimes did.
"No fair using trickery and cunning!" Angel said. "Also I plead the fourth."
"You mean the fifth."
"It doesn't matter. We're in the wrong country either way."
"True."
"So how come you don't wanna be Zara's girlfriend?"
Quinn snorted. "Very subtle change of subject, bro."
"It's the subject we're meant to be on, before you distracted me."
"That's not what happened. But... it's not exactly that I don't want to be her girlfriend," Quinn admitted.
"Oh? She doesn't want to be yours?" Angel hazarded.
"She very much wants to be mine."
"Then I'm afraid I don't follow."
"You and the rest of the world," Quinn grumbled.
"So enlighten me."
"I don't... I don't know if I can be. Like properly, I mean."
"The hell does that mean?" Angel said.
"Like... like girlfriends do certain things," Quinn said. "And I might kinda struggle with them."
"Oh. Cooking for her."
"What? No!"
"Wearing complimentary outfits?"
"You're being an ass, Angel."
Angel grinned and leaned in secretively. "Holding hands?"
"I can hold her hand, you dick."
Angel gasped. "My own baby sister, so corrupted by the world. To think she'd do something so lewd as to hold hands. Not in public I trust."
Quinn punched Angel's shoulder. "Be serious."
"Sorry."
"It's... oh fuck you, it's sex, ok?"
"I was starting to suspect it might be."
"Uh huh." Quinn folded her arms, withdrawing into herself a bit. "Well that's what it is. I'm just this weirdo that no matter how much I like Zara, I can't... I can't be what I should be for her."
"Oh." Angel considered for a moment. "But you do in fact like girls I assume? Or this wouldn't be a thing in the first place."
"I dunno. I like Zara." Quinn shrugged helplessly. "Relationship stuff has always been confusing. Not many people make sense to me at all, in that kind of way. She does though. Mostly."
"That's kind of cute," Angel said with a smile.
"Shut up."
"I'm not teasing. It does. But... you don't want to have sex with her."
"Right."
"So, like, are you asexual? 'Cause that--"
"I don't even know! Maybe, I guess. But sometimes... rarely... it sometimes works. Sometimes I do want it. And like I guess that's something that can happen, but then it's like I feel like if I can want sex with her sometimes, why can't I do it all the time? Or at least more consistently. And like she's definitely gonna get impatient with me at some point, and--"
"Ohhh," Angel said, nodding now that he was on more familiar ground. "Self-sabotage. Classic."
"What?"
"Yeah, I've done that a bunch too. You slowly get better at not doing it."
"That is not what I'm doing!" Quinn protested.
"Sure it is."
"I can't make myself want sex more. I just can't. Believe me I've tried."
"Not that, Quinn," Angel said. "You just be you when it comes to that stuff. I'm talking about spending all your time keeping Zara slightly at a distance because you're sure she's not going to like who you really are and it's only a matter of time before she realizes it."
Quinn blinked slowly. "Is that what you think?"
"Based on what I know, absolutely."
"Well maybe it is only a matter of time though."
"Sure, maybe. But what are you going to do, live in fear and be miserable until then?"
"No! I mean, probably not."
Angel shrugged. "She knows how you feel, presumably?"
"Yeah. We've talked about it lots."
"And has it ever been a problem for her yet?"
Quinn shook her head. "Not really. That's part of what worries me."
Angel rolled his eyes. "Self-sabotage."
"Fuck you. No one just accepts a lack of sex so much. It isn't how people operate."
"It's how you operate."
"People other than me. People like Zara. She could...." Quinn broke off a moment, lip quivering slightly. "She could be with lots of other people," she continued softly. "There's no real reason she needs to stay with me."
Angel frowned and flicked the side of Quinn's head.
"Ow! Hey!" Quinn protested.
"You're being a doofus," Angel said.
"I am not!"
"You are. I've only known her for a very short time, and yeah she's a bit of a weirdo, but she likes you so much, Quinn. That part is very obvious. And you are not to throw that away because you're scared."
"Well what if I can't give her what she needs though?" Quinn asked defiantly.
"Well what if what she needs is you and she doesn't care about sex nearly as much as you seem to?" Angel shot back.
"I... I don't care about sex. That's what--"
"You do though," Angel said. "You're clearly obsessing about it."
"I don't. I don't want it most of the time. I--"
"I get that. And because of that, it's all you focus on. Shit, Quinn, focus on sometimes else for a while."
Quinn went silent for a long while. "Ok, I maybe obsess a little," she finally admitted.
"Uh huh."
"It's not easy not to."
"I get that. But, like, do you like cuddling and stuff? Or anything like--"
"I do," Quinn said, blushing faintly. "I kinda love it with Zara."
"Well good. Smother her in cuddles for a while. She deserves it for putting up with your insecure ass."
"Hey! But also... fair."
****
Ivy watched Zara examining herself in the mirror, endlessly fussing with the bikini she'd lent her.
"Well you were right," Zara said. "This is indeed scandalous."
"I know, right?" Ivy grinned. "It's almost a pity I'm not into girls more, or I'd be really enjoying myself right now."
"You should give it a shot," Zara said. "Girls are more fun."
"That would be your own biased opinion," Ivy said, though her gaze admittedly lingered on Zara's butt in her rather immodest bikini. It was an eye-catching view, even if one wasn't strictly into that sort of thing.
"That's true," Zara said. She smiled a little shyly. "This'll be fun to wear around your sister, anyway. Maybe not your parents so much."
"Angel'll probably enjoy it too," Ivy said. "Just fair warning, he is a boy."
"Hehe, you gonna get jealous if he looks?"
Ivy frowned. "What's your fascination with us anyway?"
Zara shrugged. "What's your fascination with Quinn and me?"
"I asked you first."
"Alright, well I just think it's cute."
"So you've said," Ivy grumbled. "I don't know that I believe it."
"Why not?" Zara asked, adjusting her bikini top for the dozenth time.
"'Cause you're way too obsessed. And because we're not that cute."
"Yes you are."
"No we're not. We're just siblings. Just doing normal sibling stuff."
Zara shook her head. "I have never in my life seen siblings flirt so hard with each other."
"We do not flirt! We fight, mostly."
"That's part of it, sure," Zara said. "But you one hundred percent spend most of your time together flirting with each other. Which as I said, is cute. Now if it was more than that, it'd be a different story. But it obviously isn't, right?"
Ivy looked away, uncomfortable under that curious gaze Zara gave her, one that suggested she already knew more than she was letting on. Or maybe just suspected more.
"Obviously," Ivy said, unconvincingly.
"Uh huh. So your interest in Quinn and me?" Zara prompted.
"Pff, you know it's everyone, right? Like Mom and Dad too? It's mostly just like a familial lack of boundaries, and the fact that Quinn's gone red easier lately than I've ever seen which makes her very fun to tease."
"Well I can't argue with that," Zara said.
"And I guess, you know, she seems really happy with you," Ivy said. "So I kind of wish she wouldn't be so defensive about it."
"Aww, that's sweet."
"I'm a sweet kind of girl."
Zara fussed with her suit yet again, continuing to make Ivy question her sexuality. She looked damn good in the skimpy bikini, it had to be said.
"You really wear this in public?" Zara asked.
"Who said anything about public?" Ivy said.
"Oh. Just to make Angel feel awkward. I get it."
"That's not... shut up. Why aren't you Quinn's girlfriend?"
It was gratifying to watch Zara get momentarily flustered. "No fair asking me that while I'm so vulnerable," she said.
"You're gonna say uncomfortable things, then so am I."
Zara sighed. "We're just figuring some things out. Some of it's not my place to get into. But I really like Quinn, and I'm still working on her. It's complicated."
"Ah, so it is her that's the holdout. I thought so. Well maybe Angel and I can annoy her into your arms."
"... I'm not sure to be grateful for assistance, or incredibly leery of that offer."
"That's probably the right mix of feelings for the situation. Shall we join the others?"
Zara took a last look at herself in the mirror. "You're sure I can get away with wearing this bikini?"
"I'm sure you look good in it. I'd personally never wear it around the family of someone I was dating, or not dating, whatever it is you and Quinn are doing."
"Well then why am I--"
"But you're a braver soul than I and this shall be a fun time!" Ivy declared, dragging Zara out of the room.
"Fun for whom, exactly?" Zara grumbled.
"That's what we'll have to find out."
****
Both Angel and Quinn made an involuntary noise in their throat as Ivy and Zara came back out of the house.
"Oh my god," Quinn whispered.
"Damn," Angel agreed, taking advantage of the brief moment they had before Ivy and Zara got within earshot. "Good call on that bikini thing."
"This wasn't exactly the intention," Quinn hissed.
"She looks super hot though."
"I'm aware!"
"Ok, just making sure, 'cause you--"
"I'm confused about sex, not blind," Quinn grumbled, getting to her feet just ahead of Zara's arrival.
"Hey," Zara said a little shyly. "So I, uh...."
Quinn, wordless, took Zara's hand and started leading her away.
"Where we going?" Zara asked.
"To find a spot on the other side of the yard," Quinn said.
"Why?"
"'Cause you look stupidly hot and we don't need Angel perving on you."
"Hey!" Angel protested. "I'm a total gentleman, thank you."
"And I can perv too," Ivy said. "Don't be sexist."
Zara threw a last, blushing smile at the sibs as Quinn dragged her away even faster.
"Fuuuccck she's hot though," Angel said once he and Ivy were alone again.
"I know, right?" Ivy said.
"You were gonna wear that bikini around us?" Angel asked.
"Maybe. Definitely not now, though."
"Well don't be hasty."
"Pff, I let you feel me up one time and you get all--"
"I just think you'd look good in it," Angel said. "Nothing more."
"Uh huh. So nothing inappropriate at all?" Ivy asked.
"I would never, ever be inappropriate with you," Angel assured her while simultaneously slipping a hand back under her shirt.
"You're a real paragon of brotherhood alright," Ivy said sarcastically, but was unable to totally keep the satisfied tone out of her voice as she got felt up again.



"Damn right I am."
"What do you think Quinn and Zara are gonna get up to?"
Angel snorted. "Hard to say. Probably not as much as you're imagining."
"I'm not imagining anything, thank you very much," Ivy said. "I can actually display some self-control around a woman in a bikini, unlike some people."
"So you don't kind of want to go find somewhere to sneak peeks at Zara from?" Angel asked lightly. "Even a little bit?"
"No!"
"Oh."
"I... got plenty of peeks already. Unf, you should have seen her adjusting that top over and over."
"Hehe, that's more like it," Angel said.
"Not being a perv, just happened to be present is all," Ivy said.
"Sure, sure. I mean, you got eyes."
"I got eyes! Exactly."
"You're gonna look."
"I'm gonna look!"
"You can't help that you're horny now," Angel continued casually.
"Was that you trying to trick me just now?" Ivy accused. "Because there is no way I'd go that far."
"You're not horny?"
"Perish the thought."
"Oh. Just seemed like you might be."
Ivy shook her head, but was careful not to move around too much and accidentally dislodge Angel's hand on her tit. "What kind of girl do you think I am?"
"Is that a serious question?"
"Besides, we're talking about Quinn," Ivy said, carefully ignoring the question and sidestepping back to their other conversation, thereby avoiding having to confess to her brother just how wet and worked up she was.
"Yeah, that's true." Angel sighed. "I hope things work out for her."
"Why wouldn't they? Zara likes her a lot."
"Mmhm. And vice versa, too. Just, you know, sex is confusing sometimes."
Ivy nodded. "That's a good point. Is that what you two were talking about?"
"Kinda, yeah. She's... she's maybe asexual? Somewhere on that spectrum?"
"Oh." Ivy considered deeply for a moment. "Oh, yeah, ok. That actually makes a lot of sense."
"That's what I thought."
"You're not supposed to tell me that for her though."
Angel shrugged. "I know, but she probably wasn't going to. And I did give her fair warning. She, uh, she thinks that anything one of us knows, the other's gonna find out soon enough anyway. Like we're one person or something."
"Patently ridiculous!" Ivy declared. "We're our own people."
"Yeah," Angel said. "But also I don't really keep a lot of secrets from you, I guess."
"Well sure, but you've gotta tell someone," Ivy said, floundering a bit. "Not healthy to bottle everything up."
"Right, sure."
"We can have perfectly healthy boundaries when we want to."
Angel silently let his gaze fall to Ivy's chest, and the lump his hand made in her shirt where he continued to gently play with her breast.
"I said when we want to!" Ivy protested, her face going warm.
"You did say that," Angel said. "But, uh, she might have a point though. I think I might believe Quinn more than you in this instance."
"Fine, take her side."
Ivy tried to sulk, which didn't work very well when she couldn't even fold her arms without dislodging her brother's hand from her chest, and she was too horny to make a proper go of it anyway.
Angel studied her for a moment, then leaned in and gently kissed her cheek. The small gesture shocked her out of her attempt at pouting before she even really got settled into it.
"Don't just kiss me like that!" Ivy said.
"Why not?"
"Because, you know, we have boundaries and stuff."
Angel gave a lopsided smile. "I don't really want to have them right now."
"Oh goddammit. What am I supposed to do with that?"
"I dunno. Kiss me back maybe?"
Ivy's heart pounded, which was just embarrassing since her brother could probably feel it under his hand. "Is that what you want?"
"Maybe?"
Ivy bit her lip, moved her head slightly toward Angel, then hesitated. He leaned in toward her just a little, leaving their faces dangerously close together. Ivy moved as if to kiss him properly, and veered off at the last second to just kiss his cheek.
"Oh wow, wussed out there, sis," Angel said, both amused and disappointed.
"Someone's gotta be an adult here," Ivy countered.
"What does that even mean?"
"It means... look at that over there!"
Ivy pointed behind Angel, who bemusedly turned his head to see if there was actually anything behind him. He'd only just started to scan the area when Ivy gently took his chin and turned his face back toward her. Her lips met his in a perfectly timed attack that didn't leave him any reaction time at all.
Angel felt himself melt into the kiss, almost pathetically eager for it. It was what he'd wanted anyway, but the way Ivy had guided him into it, catching him off-guard despite fully expecting something to happen, added another layer to how it all felt. Her hand remained on his cheek through the kiss as well, and that soft touch was somehow more meaningful and emotionally powerful than all this time of feeling her breast.
"Gotcha," Ivy whispered, pulling back slightly.
"That... that doesn't count," Angel mumbled, feeling himself blush at the way Ivy was staring at him from so close. "That was trickery."
"Yes, that's why I said 'gotcha,'" Ivy explained patiently. "Because I gotcha."
"Well that's--"
Ivy caught Angel's eyes flicking away from her as he started to speak, and she darted in lightning quick to kiss him again. She let her hand encompass more of his cheek, as she felt him respond really nicely to her caress. It gave her such an intoxicating, powerful feeling.
"Gotcha again," she teased, but then squeaked as Angel lunged forward and closed the small gap so that their kiss could continue.
Angel let go of Ivy's breast, ignoring that part of her now that he had something more needful to focus on. He shifted his position, turned more fully toward her, and used one of his hands against her back and the other tenderly at her neck. He wanted to hold her close. Needed to, his brain insisted.
Ivy felt the situation turn on her, going from the one controlling her brother, to the one desperately needing more from him. She fumbled, trying to regain the upper hand, but her uncoordinated movements just led to an unbalancing and the two of them tumbled from their seat onto the grass.
They both giggled at their own lack of poise, feeling more like their usual selves, like it was just a casual tussle between them. The laughter faded out as Ivy felt the difference now in having her brother lying fully on top of her. It wasn't just a competitive desire to flip him off her this time. It was more like an intense, cozy enjoyment of the situation. Not at all what she was used to feeling. Or at least not that she ever would have admitted to herself before.
"We should get up," Ivy reluctantly said.
"No," Angel said.
"Yes! What do you mean no? Someone could see us?"
"So?"
"What do you--"
Angel kissed her. He had to. She felt so good underneath him, and her eyes were shining so bright at him, and her lips looked altogether too tempting.
Ivy reciprocated, needing the kiss as badly as he did, but was the first to pull away. "I'm serious. We need to be smarter than this."
"Since when?" Angel asked.
"You're... this... I... how is this a good idea?"
Angel smiled, shrugged, and dipped his head down to kiss Ivy's neck.
Ivy, to her mixed horror and delight, felt her toes curl even at the very first brushes of her brother's lips to her sensitive, undefended skin below her cheek. She tangled her fingers in his hair, clinging to him and holding him to her neck even as she told herself it was only to pull him away when she needed to.
"This is too much," she whispered.
"Mmhm."
"We can't let someone see this."
"Mmm."
"Only... only like five more seconds of this, ok? Or ten."
"Mmhm."
"Then that's it."
"Hmm."
"Only another minute."
"Mmm."
"'Cause you can't just keep kissing your sister's neck like this. It could be misinterpreted."
"Mmhm."
"Are you even listening at all?"
"No."
Ivy gave up. She wasn't fooling anyone, least of all Angel. He just kept kissing her, over and over, finding spots she didn't know she even liked so much, and absolutely destroying her with his tender but determined mouth.
He was hard, she could feel it against her, had felt it ever since they'd fallen down together. That was nice, somehow, but wasn't as important as his lips right now. Not even close.
Angel was obsessed with his sister's neck. A part of her he'd never particularly considered before. It had never seemed worth thinking about to any particular degree. But he couldn't stop himself now. Didn't even want to try. It was driving him crazy, kissing and nuzzling at her, and maybe especially the way she only clung harder and tighter to him, her body molded to him, and he could swear he felt her heart beating ever harder and louder.
"I'm starting to think you might like this," Angel murmured.
"I would never," Ivy hissed.
"No?"
"That just isn't the done thing."
"Oh, I see." Angel kissed her neck some more until she was purring. "But I mean, when have we ever cared about stuff like that?"
"Maybe we should start caring."
"Ok. Well you're gonna have to start pretty quick, because I don't think grinding on me is 'the done thing' either."
Ivy gripped Angel tighter, wanting to protest that she wasn't grinding on him, but her body was making a liar out of that sentiment. Besides, his hand was creeping up inside her shirt again, and she didn't want to discourage that adventurous side of him.
"I don't think you're taking me seriously," Ivy said even while she wiggled to loosen her shirt around her brother's fingers, allowing him better access.
"Can't imagine why that would be," he said.
"You think I'm easy?" Ivy asked breathlessly.
"I don't think there's anything easy about you," Angel said. "That's part of what I love about you."
Ivy panicked for a second and resorted to old habits, promptly wrestling Angel over on his back and taking the top position.
"Slow your roll there," she said with as much grace as she could muster, resisting the urge to smooth down her hair which she could sense was all mussed now from rolling on the ground.
"I didn't mean like... like it was just a normal sibling love I meant," Angel said, going slightly red in the face.
"Not what your boner says."
"Yeah well he's got a mind of his own."
Ivy tapped Angel on the forehead. "Just... just don't make this weird."
Angel looked down at where she was sitting on his cock, trapped as it was between their bodies. "Um...."
"I said don't make it weird!"
Angel and Ivy stared at each other, practically daring the other to do or say anything at all. Angel's erection throbbed between them, something they could both feel every time it twitched or pulsed. He was getting the more intense end of the experience, but Ivy was really kind of enjoying the feeling of it against her pussy.
"It's always something, isn't it?"
Ivy nearly jumped off her brother at the sound of their dad's approach, though actually doing so would have been worse than just staying where she was. It would have revealed Angel's tent, and more damningly would have shown an unusual amount of guilt.
"It's just... you know how Angel is," Ivy said desperately, trying to act annoyed but not really succeeding.
Ian didn't pay much attention to the bad acting, having already fully bought that they were just wrestling around over some petty spat, as per their typical wont. "Have you seen your sister? Or Zara?"
"Um... around somewhere, I think," Angel said.
"Very helpful, thank you," Ian said dryly.
"Maybe out back?"
Ian rolled his eyes and carried on his search.
Ivy waited until their dad was gone, then slumped in relief. She let her body come down until she could rest her head on Angel's chest. "That was way too close."
"Sheesh, yeah. You think Dad'll catch Quinn and Zara up to anything?"
"Maybe. Even if he does, better them than us."
"True," Angel said. "They're supposed to be up to stuff. Very unlike us."
"Yeah. Very." Ivy considered her options, fully enjoying the feel of her brother beneath her, though kind of wishing he was on top of her again. She slowly, so slowly, pushed herself back to an upright sitting position. "Do you...."
"Yes?"
"Should we...."
"Uh huh?"
"Would it be terrible if..." Ivy tried a third time, still faltering before she got anywhere useful with the sentence.
"Use your words," Angel suggested helpfully.
Ivy batted him lightly on the shoulder. "Shush. I'm trying. I just think maybe we should, like, you know...."
Angel took a deep breath, watching his sister carefully. "We should maybe go have sex?"
Ivy sucked in a tight breath. "You think we should?" she squeaked.
"Isn't that what you were going to say?" Angel asked, feeling his face warm.
"Yes."
"Then why do you look so shocked?"
"'Cause my brother wants to have sex with me."
"But you were gonna... you said...."
"It's a very shocking thing," Ivy insisted, letting her hips rock back and forth just a little.
Angel groaned. "You're messing with me."
"Only a little. Mostly... mostly it is quite a trip to hear you ask it though."
"Even if you were gonna say it?"
"Especially if I was gonna say it."
"That doesn't make any sense."
"Neither does wanting to have sex with your sibling."
Angel paused. "You make a solid argument. Do you want to do it anyway?"
"Do what?"
Angel tilted his head, suspecting that Ivy just wanted to hear him say it again, rather than that she was just being deliberately difficult.
"Ives, let's go have sex."
Ivy whimpered softly. "So forward of you."
"Oh god." Angel rolled Ivy off of him, tumbling her to the ground. She lay there helplessly until he helped her to her feet. "I'd carry you to bed, except it would draw attention. You'll have to walk."
Ivy shook her head, pussy even hotter at the idea of being physically taken to their room. "No no, carry me."
"I just said--"
"I know what you said, but seriously, do it."
"Oh my god, Ive."
She leaned in, practically purring. "I'll have sex with you if you do it."
"You're going to anyway."
"Fine." Ivy batted her eyes and pouted. "Pweeeaaase?"
Angel frowned. "It's kind of annoying how much that actually kind of works for me."
Ivy repeated her tactic. "Pwease big brother? You are so strong and I am so smol, surely you can-- ah!"
Angel hefted Ivy over his shoulder. "I'm only doing this so you'll stop being ridiculous."
"Shut up. You love it. Hehe, you always did love throwing me around. Never knew this is why."
"When the hell have I ever been able to throw you around? You fight back too well."
"I notice you aren't denying that you enjoy it though."
Angel had to force himself to silence as they entered the house. Ivy also recognized that their mom was still inside somewhere, as far as they knew, and discretion was of utmost importance here.
Angel padded as quietly as he could through the house, struggling a little up the stairs with the weight of his sister unbalancing him.
"This is how we break our necks," Angel hissed.
"Break our necks, or have the best sex of our lives," Ivy whispered back. "You gotta live on the edge."
"What makes you think I haven't had better?"
"Have you ever physically carried a girl to your bed before?"
"... no."
"So I'd say we're off to a great start then."
Angel made it to the top of the stairs, bedroom almost in sight, when the sibs heard their mom.
"That you, Angel?"
"Um... yes?" Angel called back.
"Do you have a minute to--"
"Sorry, Mom, no. I have to... get some socks."
Angel dashed the rest of the way, shut the door and tossed Ivy to the bed only a second before falling into bed with her.
"Get some socks?" Ivy demanded, giggling uproariously and trying her best to stifle it.
"Shut up. I panicked."
"You don't say."
Angel moved in to sneak a kiss, but they both froze as soft footsteps approached the doorway.
"See, I know you're going to hate me saying this," Rose called from outside the room, "but you can just say you have to masturbate."
"Mom!"
"Get some socks, I mean honestly. I saw the bikini Zara was wearing, dear. Even I get it."
"Ok, thank you," Angel called back. "You can go now."
Ivy was giggling like mad. Angel calmly put a pillow over her face and held it tight.
"You always were easy to read with these things," Rose continued. "We're adults now, aren't we?"
"I think so," Angel said. "But I still hate what's happening right now."
"I know you really should have had your own rooms for more private time. Maybe we'll figure something out for--"
"Mom, please!"
"Ok. Have fun."
Rose finally left, and Ivy flipped the pillow off her face, still tittering helplessly at her brother's predicament. Angel, for his part, curled up and mostly just covered his face with his hands.
"She's gone now," Ivy said.
"I know, but the emotional damage is done."
"She was just being supportive."
"She thinks I'm in here masturbating to my sister's girlfriend!"
"Yeah, but you're actually in here to have sex with your other sister. So I'd call that a win."
Angel risked a peek at Ivy. "Has she ever talked about masturbation with you?"
"No. But I'm a girl. We don't do that."
"Liar!"
"Hehe, yeah," Ivy said with a toothy grin. "But no, she hasn't. Well, not since a few awkward attempts when I was younger, anyway. Then again, I'm usually subtle enough not dash to my room, slam the door, and claim I 'need to get socks' either."
"I panicked!"
"So you said."
"And I had to cover for the fact that you needed me to drag you in here like a caveman," Angel added.
"True." Ivy bit her lip. "That was pretty hot, you know."
"Shut up."
"I'm serious."
"You couldn't stop laughing," Angel said.
Ivy shrugged. "I can laugh and be horny at the same time."
Angel paused, searching Ivy's face. It was true, upon closer examination she did have that look of lust to her. A horny expression trained firmly on him and inching its way nearer.
They met in an awkward kiss, uncoordinated but emotionally electric. It wasn't enough on its own, and both sibs moved to try and get a better position, which remained awkward as their lack of coordination was only exasperated.
Angel solved the problem by shoving Ivy on her back and pinning her there until he could slide on top of her. Ivy's sibling instincts were to wrestle him right off again, but her needs were telling a very different story. It was weird to submit to her brother being on top like that, but it was so cozy and comforting and kind of made her wonder if she shouldn't have been deliberately losing to him more often over the years.
"Can I take your pants off?" Angel asked breathlessly between kisses.
"Well duh," Ivy said. "But we're supposed to start with our tops."
"It's faster if we just do bottoms."
"Unf, I like the way you think. But... I mean it's our first time. Let's do it right maybe?"
Angel pulled back a little, looking down at Ivy with an intense and fascinated desire. "First time as in there's going to be more than one?"
Ivy blushed in a way that Angel found entirely endearing.
"Probably," she mumbled.
"I do want to see you naked," he admitted.
"Yeah. Same."
Angel nodded, satisfied with the arrangement. "Ok."
They tried to efficiently and sexily strip each other, taking off clothes and sneaking feels and kisses in the process. They got in each other's way as much as anything and kept devolving into fits of giggles instead of being able to take the moment seriously.
"How is your arm always in the way?" Angel laughed.
"'Cause you're doing something wrong," Ivy snickered. "You should have my panties off by now."
"I'm trying! Your legs are all weird."
"They are not! They're perfect!"



"Perfect and weird."
"That's not a thing."
"Yes it is."
Angel punctuated his statement by kissed Ivy's thigh a few times. Mostly he just wanted to do it, but it had the effect of calming her movements down so he could kiss her more, and eventually let him get her panties out of the way.
Angel just held the underwear in his hand for a moment, staring at them while deep in thought. Ivy had to poke him a few times with her toe to get him moving again.
"What, don't tell me my panties were your goal this whole time," she said.
"No, not at all," Angel said.
"So why are you staring at them instead of me?"
"I was just thinking... you know when someone, like, takes panties as a memento? I always thought it was weird and creepy, but I think I understand it now. You know, under the right circumstances."
"Don't steal my panties, bro!"
"Not saying I'm gonna," Angel said. "Just that, you know, it makes sense to me."
"Oh god why?" Ivy said. "They're just underwear. What if I stole yours?"
Angel smiled. "That'd be kinda sweet actually."
"No it wouldn't! It'd be weird."
"It can be both. A lot of sex and romance is, when you think about it."
"That's not what this is!" Ivy said firmly.
"... I'm pretty sure it's gonna be sex, at least."
"You know what I mean."
"And probably a little bit of romance."
"But not... not like in the usual kind of... like in a normal... shut up!"
Angel only grinned. "You're being really cute right now."
"I am not. That's probably just what you say to all the naked girls in your bed."
"All of 'em currently, sure."
"You're just trying to trick me into forgetting about the panty thing."
Angel tilted his head. "Is it working?"
"Not well enough, no."
"Oh. Lemme try something else real quick then."
Angel kissed Ivy's neck, and her shoulder, then down her chest. Ivy sighed happily and stretched out, making sure she was as open as possible for wherever her brother's lips chose to land.
"That's kind of working," she purred.
"Thought it might," Angel mumbled, working his way to Ivy's breasts.
Having free rein on her tits was something very special, and he spent a lot of time kissing and nuzzling them all over, occasionally sucking on them or just burying his face in them.
Ivy was torn between fully enjoying and luxuriating in the attention, and giggling at how focused Angel was on that particular area of her.
"Ok, I get it," she laughed. "You like my boobies."
"Oh good. I was afraid I was being too subtle about it."
"Not hardly. You're doing your best to suffocate in them."
"What a way to go," Angel murmured dreamily.
Ivy shrugged and wrapped her arms around his head, pinning him to her breasts. He happily accepted it until he needed to breathe again, at which point he had to wrench himself free, laughing and trying to catch his breath at the same time.
"Not committed enough there, bro," Ivy said.
"I maintain it'd be a hell of a way to go," Angel said. "I'm just not ready to go yet, is all. I've got more to do."
"Like what?"
"Liiike... this."
As Ivy had hoped, Angel kissed her tummy below her breasts, dappling her skin with soft presses of his lips, getting nearer and nearer to her pussy. Personally, from her point of view, if her brother wanted to suffocate anywhere on her body, it was far more preferable for it to be between her legs.
Her body arched involuntarily as Angel reached the top of her slit. His lips were so soft on her pussy at first, his kisses only gradually getting sloppier and hungrier as she kept thrusting her hips toward him in small but noticeable motions.
"You can... you can lick it, maybe," Ivy said, halfway between a command and a plea.
"I can, can't I?" Angel said absently.
He was feeling just as dazed as he sounded. There was something slightly overwhelming about eating his sister's pussy, as it turned out. Maybe just because it was his first time doing it, sure, but it was getting to him either way. He felt an insane need to keep going, to kiss and lick her more, to feel her hips move under his mouth, and to taste her on his tongue.
The more he licked her, the wetter she got, the more she moaned and whimpered. It was an increasing feedback loop of sexiness, and he wanted to indulge himself more and more and more, driving Ivy crazy and hopefully getting her off at some point, although to be perfectly honest that was only kind of a secondary consideration for him.
"You're licking so much!" Ivy said. "Unf, why did you never do this before? I mean don't answer, that's rhetorical, but-- ooh, fuck, that's nice."
Angel tried not to smile too hard and disrupt his rhythm as he found a spot Ivy really liked.
"Yesss, keep going right there," Ivy murmured, eyelids drooping in an excess of pleasure. "Fuccck your tongue is nice on my clit. Holy shit."
Angel groaned and tried to keep his focus.
"Something terribly regal about all this," Ivy continued. "I just feel... good. So good. Your tongue on my clit. It's weird to think it's my brother's tongue, but that's part of what makes it so decadent too, I think."
There was a sense of satisfaction for Angel as Ivy's babbling devolved into less coherent structure. She may have only been trying to organize her thoughts out loud and maintain a sense of control, but he much preferred to hear her lose that control, to lose her mind briefly as he made her feel too good to help herself, and soon enough made her cum under the sinuous attentions of his tongue.
It was a stupidly gratifying release for Ivy. Maybe not the hardest orgasm of all time, but very tingly and warm, and most likely the coziest one she'd ever had. Everything about it was comfortable and happy, and left her feeling excited to still have her brother in bed with her. The edge had been taken off her horniness, but if anything she was craving closeness and intimacy with Angel even more than before.
"Come here," she whispered, holding her arms outstretched.
Angel ignored her, tenderly kissing around her pussy.
"Come here!" she insisted more firmly.
He looked up at her, grinning with his lips wet from her juices. Slowly, cat-like, he crawled back up her body until she could wrap him in her arms and pull him in for a kiss. He tasted like her pussy, but he felt like her brother.
"I coulda kept going," Angel said.
"Mmm, yeah. You could have."
"Sure you don't want more?"
Ivy shook her head minutely. "I want more, but not like that."
"Like what then?"
"I just want to hold you. I feel so nice right now. I just want you close."
Angel frowned slightly. "Just... just holding?"
Ivy smirked. "Yes, I know. I can feel how hard you are."
"So...."
"So you know, there probably is something you could do from this position."
Angel's smile creeped broadly across his face. He shifted around on top of his sister, finding the perfect place to lie on top of her while letting his cock nestle against her pussy.
It was urgent to him, and yet paradoxically he was in no rush. It was like how he genuinely could have kept eating her out despite his own needs being left unattended. It was the intimacy and closeness he wanted more than anything, despite the protests from the hornier parts of himself.
They moved in slow, uncertain motions at first. In no hurry, knowing where they wanted to go, but not at first coordinating well enough to get there. They spent more time kissing and feeling each other than trying to actually get Angel inside of Ivy.
It was ok, it happened eventually. Without really being sure when or how, Angel felt himself finding the right angle, the right little thrusts, the perfect acceptance of his sister. He gasped out loud, unable to properly kiss Ivy back for a moment as he felt her take him fully inside.
Ivy made up for her brother's sudden inattentiveness. She kissed him all over his lips, cheeks, and down his neck. He finally reciprocated again when he was able, and as he did their hips moved in near-perfect harmony, his cock sliding in and out of her happy little pussy.
"Oh my god," Angel breathed.
"Good, huh?" Ivy murmured.
"Why do you feel so amazing?"
"Just special that way I guess."
Angel helplessly kept thrusting inside Ivy. His cock was lost the heavenly embrace of her wet pussy, and the rest of him fared no better in a constant exchange of kisses and wandering hands.
"You gotta... stop doing that... so much," Angel gasped.
"Which part?" Ivy purred while pushing her hips up against him with particular vigour.
"All of it."
"You don't like?"
"I like it way too much."
"Mmhm."
Ivy ran a fingernail lightly up Angel's back, then tangled her fingers in his hair and guided his head to the side so she could nibble his neck.
"I think I'm just gonna do what I want, actually," Ivy said. "Seems only fair."
"You're gonna make me cum," Angel warned.
"Not making you do a damn thing," Ivy said between attacks on his neck. "Strongly encouraging, perhaps."
"Ivyyy...."
Angel lost himself to his sister as he tensed, then released. A magically orgasmic pleasure swept through him as he came deep inside her.
Ivy gasped. "Angel!"
"I warned you."
"You did. You still could have waited until I came first."
"You already did though."
"Yeah, but I could go for another."
Angel shook his head, then rested it on Ivy's shoulder.
"Don't fall asleep on me," Ivy said, idly patting his hair. "I wasn't joking about cumming again."
"So needy."
"Not needy, just horny."
"There's a difference?"
"You were horny too, a moment ago," Ivy pointed out.
Angel shrugged. "I got better."
"Ok, be that way."
Ivy, with her years of practice wrestling her brother, rolled him over and claimed the top spot. It wasn't easy, as he was mostly just dead weight this time rather than an active participant, but he didn't fight her attempt either.
The look on his face as she straddled him was actually quite gratifying. Admittedly, it was probably quite a nice view, having her naked and upright while nearly sitting right on his crotch.
"You suuure you don't wanna be horny with me?" Ivy asked.
"Less and less sure by the second," Angel said.
He reached up to casually play with her boobs, enjoying the convenience and ease of access.
Ivy bit her lip and leaned down even more, partly to let Angel fondle her, but mostly to brace herself better so she could rub her pussy back and forth across his cock. It was soft and slick at first in the aftermath of their previous attempt, but didn't take much encouragement to start getting hard again. Ivy kind of loved feeling it pulse back to life, stiffening against her hungry pussy until she was able to slip it back inside her.
It was a slower, easier ride this time. Less urgent. Ivy very much wanted to cum again, but they'd both had a first cum at least, so there wasn't the same rush about it.
Time sort of ignored the siblings for a while, letting them just kind of exist together in their own sexual bubble. Being together, feeling and experiencing each other in a new way, on a new level.
They would have been happy for it to last forever, or at least a very long time. However, their wondrous alone time was not allowed to continue uninterrupted. A knock at the door had both sibs whirling their heads toward it, and Ivy just barely had the chance to start speaking before it opened.
"Don't come-- oh goddammit!"
"I was just wondering if--" Rose started before freezing at the sight in front of her.
Angel and Ivy were just as unmoving as their mother, not a one of them able to process a way out of the situation with even a shred of dignity or decorum.
"Did you find them?" Quinn asked from outside the room. "They should be--" She stopped as she came into view, and almost immediately clapped her hands over her eyes. "Dammit. Didn't need to see that. Didn't want to see that!"
"You can close the door now!" Ivy yelled.
"Any time would be nice," Angel agreed.
"Why, what's going-- oh my god!"
The sibs groaned as Zara appeared next to Quinn, and unlike their mom or sister, Zara had no apparent qualms at all about accidentally stumbling into the situation. In fact, she was grinning like a manic goblin girl, making for an even bigger contrast between Quinn hiding her face and Rose stuck like a deer in the headlights.
"And here I thought you two never actually did that kind of thing," Zara said. "It was a fun thought, but totally unrealistic, I assumed." She craned her neck for a better view. "Very nice."
Quinn only whimpered and tried to edge away without looking.
"We don't do this," Angel clarified, to no great success.
"Um... beg to differ," Zara said, cocking her head in amusement.
Rose unfroze a little. "Honey, we can all see what you're up to. It... right, the door."
"Well don't shut it yet," Zara argued.
"Everyone please leave," Ivy pleaded. "We don't normally do this. It's... jeez, this is a coincidence is all."
"It's not!" Quinn shouted from just out of sight, now visibly trying to yank Zara away too.
"It is!" Angel called back. "Usually this doesn't happen!"
"What doesn't happen?" Ian asked. "What's everyone doing over here?"
Angel and Ivy groaned. Ivy lay herself fully down on her brother, burying her face in him to avoid further humiliation. It was only partly successful.
"This might be the worst thing that's happened to anyone ever," Ivy whispered.
"There's an argument for that, sure," Angel said. "But hey, at least we don't have to sneak around now."
"That's your takeaway from this?!"
"Not really. I think I might be disassociating a little."
"Oh sure."
"I think it's time to get the hose," Rose said, trying to force the door closed again.
"Right, I'm on it," Ian said, suspiciously cheerfully all things considered.
"Don't get the hose!" Ivy protested. "We'll... jeez, we'll be out in a minute if you give us a chance to get dressed. Honestly!"
"Don't dress up on our account!" Zara called in a sing-song voice.
"Oh my god you're more embarrassing than they are," Quinn grumbled, finally dragging her girlfriend away. "And they're very fucking embarrassing."
The door finally closed and Ivy rolled off her brother with a groan, lying flat on her back and staring blankly up at the ceiling. "So... suicide pact?"
Angel snorted. "So dramatic."
"Feels like the moment to be dramatic, if ever there was one."
"Sure. But let me ask you this, other than that nightmare just now, how are you feeling about everything?"
Ivy frowned. "That's all I can think about."
"Oh. 'Cause I can think about you an awful lot still." Angel rolled on his side, getting close and snuggly with Ivy. He kissed her cheek. "It makes the embarrassment fade out pretty hard."
"That's not fair."
"What?"
"Making me feel nice right now. Can't you give me a few hours of angst and dread first?"
"Not really." Angel kissed her lips, just softly. "You make me feel too good."
Ivy sighed and kissed him back. "Yeah, same. Problem is if we stay here too long, they might actually get the hose."
"Wouldn't be the first time."
"Yeah, but I need to sleep in this bed tonight still."
"Think they'll still let us sleep together?"
"Pff, what choice do they have?" Ivy asked. "This situation is as much their fault as ours, really."
Angel nodded sagely. "Lead with that, I think. Project the blame."
"Oh shush. Maybe just kiss me some more if you aren't going to take this seriously."
"Ok."
Angel kissed Ivy again, and she really leaned into it, losing herself in his lips, and the warmth of his naked body pressing against hers. It could almost allow the both of them to forget their recent uncovering, except for some odd sounds emanating from the stairwell outside. It took a moment for them to properly register, but as the noises got louder both Angel and Ivy groaned out loud and fell apart again.
"He's dragging the hose up here, isn't he?" Angel said.
"Fuck's sake."
Ivy, more proactive at this point just because she'd given up on being left in peace for a few minutes, jumped out of bed and stuffed herself into a shirt and panties. It was technically her brother's shirt, but that was the least of their problems currently.
Ivy flung open the bedroom door. "Don't you dare, Dad! Don't you dare!"
Ian beamed with false innocence at her. "Don't know what you're talking about."
"You're in the midst of dragging the garden hose up the stairs. What story are you going with exactly?"
"Oh that." Ian looked down at the hose in his hands. "Well you know, your mother usually doesn't let me spray you two indoors, and it seemed like a fun--"
"Oh for fuck's sake," Ivy moaned, slumping to the floor. "You'd really do it, wouldn't you?"
"Probably. Hadn't decided yet. But after all the effort of dragging this up there, it would be a waste not to."
Angel, having dressed a bit less hastily than Ivy, appeared in the hallway as well.
"Then again," Ian said mournfully, "it seems I'm too late."
"Better luck next time," Angel said.
"Don't encourage him," Ivy said absently.
Ian finally dropped the end of the hose, wincing as it accidentally slid back down a few stairs once released. He took a serious look at Ivy's state afterward, and at Angel who was doing better, but still in a somewhat troubled frame of mind.
"You going to be ok, kiddos?" Ian asked.
"Oh who's to say," Ivy said. "Everyone saw... well they saw us."
"I didn't, if that's any consolation," Ian said.
"Not as much as you might think," Angel said. "But thanks."
"We've known about it for years, though," Ian said. "So yes this was a bit of a shock, but--"
Ivy and Angel's heads snapped up almost as one.
"We haven't done this for years!" Ivy said.
"First time," Angel agreed, nodding. "Almost a second time too. That didn't go so well though."
Ian rolled his eyes. "That's the story you're going with?"
"It's true!" Ivy said, leaping to her feet with a surge of righteous indignation. "Does everyone think that?" She stomped down the stairs, seeking the rest of her frustrating family. "Angel and I do not typically have sex with each other! I just want that to be clear! This was an atypical event!"
Ian and Angel watched Ivy go in near-silence.
"It's true, you know," Angel said eventually. "We don't normally... have sex. We're not like that, whatever everyone thinks."
"Oh," said Ian. "Well... I mean it was always just speculation. You too have always been... close."
"Shouldn't speculate about things like that."
Ian shrugged. "Shouldn't do things like that, technically speaking."
"Damn, you got me there." Angel sighed. "We always just fought for the most part. I don't know how--"
"You fought in a way that always ended with you two rolling around together. Quite intimately at times. And when you weren't fighting, you just always were close some other way."
"That wasn't the intent."
"Uh huh."
"It wasn't! And anyway, whose genius idea was it to make us share a room anyway?"
Ian nodded. "In hindsight, and with new information, maybe not the brightest move."
Angel smiled in a way that started slow, but eventually stretched across his whole face. "Then again, it's been... nice."
"Please, tell me exactly zero details."
"Deal."
Ian looked at the hose he'd dragged halfway up the stairs. "Want to put that away for me?"
"Only if you promise not to spray Ivy and me while we're in bed," Angel said.
"Only then?"
"I mean... don't spray us at all, actually. That would be preferable."
"Let's see how it goes."
****
Supper was a bit of an awkward affair that evening. Quinn was quiet and mostly stared down at her plate, while contrarily Zara seemed altogether too chipper and alternated between grinning at Ivy and Angel, or playing with Quinn's hair.



Rose tried to make conversation at times, though it only came in spurts and was mostly nervous babbling. Ian appeared probably the most unperturbed of anyone, though he was quieter than usual too.
"I can't take this," Ivy hissed at Angel.
"I know. It's weird," he whispered back.
"Should we just make a break for it?"
"But I'm hungry though. Someone wore me out this--"
"Oh shush," Ivy said, blushing faintly. "Don't start on about that right now."
"No, go ahead," Zara said, evidently eavesdropping. "I'd like to-- mmph!"
Quinn slapped her hand across Zara's mouth. "I said don't encourage them. Didn't I say that?"
Zara was still grinning when Quinn removed her hand, and took the opportunity to steal a kiss off of her. "Sorry babe."
"You're not," Quinn grumbled, turning back to her food but failing to successfully hide the shy little smile on her lips after the kiss.
Angel tilted his head toward Ivy, eyeing her speculatively. She gave him a questioning glance back, then froze as he sneaked a kiss off her too. She jabbed him in retaliation.
"Don't do that here," Ivy said.
"Why not. Things aren't going to get any weirder."
"That's true," Quinn said. "God, I have to live with having seen you two all... doing stuff together... with no clothes on." She shivered at the memory. "Stuff a sister shouldn't have to deal with."
"Depends on the sister, I guess," Angel said.
Ivy almost giggled, and slapped her brother's shoulder to cover it up. "Stop!"
"Well I mean, to be fair we were behind a closed door. It wasn't our intent for anyone to see."
Ivy shrugged. "That's kind of true. Kind of your fault being nosy, Quinn."
Quinn's eyes went wide and disbelieving. "It was open!"
"Yeah, but not on purpose," Angel said.
Rose sighed. "That is my fault. I wouldn't have... I didn't expect that. Not during the day."
"Ok just to be clear," Ivy said firmly, "ordinarily it wouldn't happen at any time of day. And if everyone was so sure it was happening at night, then why this sudden confusion?"
"There's a difference between knowing and Knowing," Ian said absently. "Or suspecting and Knowing, I guess."
"Suspicions! Just suspicions!" Ivy declared. "And I don't think too highly of them from out own family."
"Yeah, but we did do it," Angel said. "Just not when they thought."
"They thought and didn't tell us!"
"Well, I mean, yeah. But that'd be an awkward conversation to have. Especially because we weren't at the time."
Zara continued to grin. "I can barely follow any of this at all, but I want to say I'm having a great time."
"Only because it's not your family being a chaotic mess at the moment," Quinn said.
"True," Zara said. "But still."
"We aren't a mess," Rose said a little defensively, though the looks around the table suggested she was in the minority for thinking that. "No really. This is... this is just one awkward moment, and it'll pass like so many have before." She reached for Ivy's hand and squeezed it. "I know I'm being weird, but I do love you both. You know that."
"Thanks Mom," Ivy said with a mix of relief and continued discomfort.
"Love you too," Angel said. He took Ivy's other hand under the table, interlacing their fingers for mutual support. "And you," he added to Ivy.
"Shut up," Ivy said, blushing again. She leaned against her brother, pressing their shoulders together. "But yeah, same," she added more quietly.
****
It was an awkward evening all round, despite everyone's best efforts to make it otherwise. Ivy was much relieved to be able to shut herself and Angel into their room for the night. She curled up thankfully on their bed, enjoying the protection of the door between them and the rest of the household, even if it was demonstrably not protection enough at times.
She didn't realize at first what Angel was up to as he pattered about the room instead of joining her. As soon as she realized he was getting ready for bed, and consequently removing his clothes, Ivy's focus fixed firmly on him.
Angel was aware of his sister's eyes on him. It was still fresh and bizarre to have her interest in that way, but in some ways it was like letting an old, comfortable groove deepen just a little more. They'd always had a unique connection for siblings, this was just a culmination of sorts.
"I guess things are gonna be ok," Angel said.
"Yeah, seems so," Ivy said. "Still can't believe the whole family thought we were fucking."
"But we did though."
"You know what I mean. That was only once."
"So far."
Ivy grinned, enjoying her half-naked brother meandering about the room. "Rather presumptive of you."
"It is, isn't it," Angel said. "But I mean if everyone thinks we're gonna do it anyway...."
"Never mind everyone else. You just want in bed with me again," Ivy accused.
Angel easily hopped into bed, wearing only his boxers. "I can't argue with that."
"Shouldn't we, like, have a serious discussion about this? Make sure we're not just acting out to spite our parents? That we still want the same--"
Angel stole a kiss from Ivy while she was a busy rambling. "No."
"Oh. Well when you put it that way...." Ivy reached up and tugged Angel gently back toward her for a follow up kiss. "Why does this feel so easy when it's just us?"
"I dunno. It always kind of has. Things have always been easy with you."
"Always?" Ivy asked, arching an eyebrow disbelievingly.
"Yeah."
"Even all that fighting we did?"
"Especially that," Angel said. "In hindsight I mean." He sneaked his hand under Ivy's top, appreciating how easily she allowed it. "Fight it out and its done. None of this dragging baggage around for months or years." He sighed happily. "Plus... it was always so nice wrestling around with you, even if I didn't let myself think about it like that too hard. Would have probably messed with me to realize it."
"Are we slow for not realizing though?" Ivy asked.
"Maybe. Or victims of sensibility."
"We're not overly sensible though."
"Not always."
Ivy's shirt needed to come off. It was agreed emphatically by both sibs without having to discuss it. And as long as they were at it, the rest of her clothes might as well get out of the way too. For convenience's sake.
"Shoulda wrestled naked more often," Angel mused. "That would have been fun."
"And traumatizing."
"Such a pessimist."
"Watch the name calling," Ivy chided gently. "You still want to have sex with me again."
"Tell me you don't. I dare you."
"You still owe me a cum. Settle up and we'll see."
Angel rolled his eyes. "Your accounting skills remain suspect."
Ivy, growing tired of playing coy and feeling the heat of her newly-understood need for her brother, flipped herself on top of him and forcibly removed his underwear.
"I'll put it another way then," Ivy said. "I want to cum with you again. Want to help me with that?"
"See that I can work with."
Angel grabbed Ivy's butt and pulled her hard against his cock. He was hard enough to be interesting already as her pussy rubbed against his shaft. She moved back and forth a little, grinding on him while held down on his lap.
"I want you inside me," Ivy said, stating the fact they both already knew. She could hear a slight pant to her own voice already, despite only just getting started.
"Convenient," Angel said, gratifyingly sounding just as horny as she did. "Because I want to be inside you."
"This is working out well for us then," Ivy said.
Angel let her lift herself up a bit, then guided his cock to meet her pussy as she came back down. It was pure, sweet sibling bliss as she consumed him, efficiently engulfing his cock within herself.
"Unf, you feel so good," Angel breathed.
"Mmm, same," Ivy purred.
Ivy gave herself only bare seconds to adjust to being filled before she was moving again, fucking her brother from atop him. It was too good to wait or hold back. She just wanted more of her brother, more sex with him, more of those sweet, sweet good feels inside. So warm and seductive and cozy.
And yes, she wanted to cum with him again. The opportunity had been snatched away earlier, but it was back again, and she was going to seize it fully.
"You're going so hard," Angel said.
"Uh huh. You don't like it?"
"I really like it. We're not in a rush though, is all I'm saying."
"I want to cum!" Ivy said. "It's been a weird afternoon. I just want something definitively good right now."
Angel's hands ran up Ivy's sides, brushing the edges of her breasts as they moved up then came back down. "This is something good," he said. "This right here."
"You don't want to cum?"
"I do, just not right away. I want more of you first."
"You have, you know, basically all of me right now," Ivy said.
"I know," Angel said. He ran his hands up her body again, going fully for her boobs this time. "And I'm really enjoying it."
Ivy slowed down a little, trying to just savour the moment, but she found that she wanted to be greedy. She couldn't help herself.
"How about... what if you rubbed me a little?" she asked.
"I think that's what I'm doing," Angel said.
"I mean, like, my clit. Rub my clit for me."
"Ohhh." Angel grinned. "Sure, I can do that."
Ivy had to slow down even more and guide her brother to exactly where she wanted to be touched, but was able to go a bit harder again once he was securely settled on her clit. She felt even better that way, more connected to him and definitely getting her needs more fulfilled.
Angel sighed in utter adoration as he got to stare up at his sister riding him, watching the big, goofy smile on her face, and listening to the little moans she made as he played with her clit.
She rode him harder and faster as she got all worked up, so hot and bothered and needing to cum. Her brother's cock and fingers giving her the good, tingly shivers all the way up her body.
Ivy lost herself to the pleasure of Angel and his attention. She bathed in it, basked in it, and let her eventual orgasm take her to a place of wonder and magic.
Angel smiled at Ivy's obvious bliss and let her enjoy it thoroughly, though as she came back down he took over and flipped her on her back. She was oddly accepting of being pinned beneath him, happily wrapping herself around him even. It was different from one of their wrestling scuffles, after all, a totally different balance of desire for dominance.
"You can cum now," Ivy graciously murmured.
"Oh thanks so much, your majesty," Angel said.
"You're welcome."
Angel regarded Ivy thoughtfully, even as most of his attention went toward pounding her wet little pussy. "You're weird right after you cum," he finally decided.
Ivy patted Angel's cheek. "I'm happy is all."
"Maybe that's what's weird." He kissed her fingertips. "I'm used to you always being just a little wound up."
"Hm, maybe. Same with you though. You'll be all relaxed when you cum."
"True."
"It's more fun together too, isn't it?"
"Definitely."
Ivy hummed happily and ran her fingernails up and down Angel's spine. "You should cum now."
"Fuuuccck."
There was something stupidly hot to Angel about hearing his sister say those words to him, especially in that calm, matter-of-fact kind of way. Like it was just a bedtime ritual and they'd get to cuddle each other to sleep afterward. Which was more or less the case, as it happened.
There was certainly a part of Angel that wanted to make it all last as long as possible, but it was a part of him that was rapidly losing the battle. His body wanted him to cum and his sister wanted him to cum. He couldn't fight that combination.
Angel kissed Ivy deeply while continuing to thrust deep inside her. She cradled him, kissed him back, and encouraged him. Faced with that level of affection, he let himself go and came inside Ivy for the second time that day, and indeed ever.
"Thattt'sss it," Ivy hissed happily. "Good boy."
"Arguably, very bad boy," Angel countered with a sigh, feeling the last of his pleasure-spasm fade away, his cum having disappeared inside his sister.
"Yes, arguably." Ivy kissed his cheek. "But it's what I wanted, so it's good."
Angel rolled slightly off her, but only partway. He nestled against he as close as could be, eyes already sleepily struggling to stay open. "Luckily we agree on what we want sometimes, huh?"
"Yeah. Lucky."
Angel traced the side of Ivy's face with a delicate touch of his fingertips. "You were who I wanted this whole time. Are we dumb for not realizing? Are we... are we not smart?"
"That's getting too deep into things for right now, brother mine."
"Fair."
"Plus it's like... like how do you make that jump? T'was only happenstance even this time."
"Hehe, happenstance. You're using fancy words now."
Ivy snorted. "Shut up. Go to sleep."
Angel nodded and clutched her a little tighter, like she was a childhood teddy bear. "Great idea. Good night."
"Sleep tight. Not that tight though. I need to breathe."
"Wuss."
"Jerk."
They fell into soft giggles together before composing themselves and finding an actual comfortable position to drift off together.
****
Morning came too quickly, though did present the opportunity for slowly, lazily waking up together. The sibs gradually progressed to the loveliest, most languid makeout session of their lives, and probably would have gone further still if not for a banging on their door.
"Stop doing whatever weird thing you're doing and get up!" Quinn called through the door. "Breakfast is ready and I'm hungry!"
Angel groaned. "Eat without us."
"I tried! But I gotta get you two up, Mom said. I'll grab the hose if I have to though. See if I don't!"
Ivy shrugged. "She does get punchy when she's hungry sometimes."
"Yeah."
Ivy slipped free of Angel's grasp and sought out a shirt and panties with more energy than he expected of her. He did enjoy watching her get partly dressed though, and eventually forced himself out of bed too, if only because it wasn't as much fun without Ivy sharing it with him.
The reason for Ivy's energy became more apparent as she sneaked quietly over to the door, waited for Quinn to start banging again, then suddenly yanked the door open and lunged for her sister.
Quinn shrieked and batted Ivy's hand away before taking off down the hall, older sister close on her heels. Angel chuckled and followed more sedately, eventually finding his sisters in a standoff at the dining table, on opposite sides with Ivy unable to easily reach Quinn.
"Angel, flank her," Ivy called.
"Mooommm!" Quinn protested.
"No viciously attacking each other until after breakfast," Rose adjudicated firmly.
"She woke us up!" Ivy said.
"Yeah, 'cause I'm hungry!" Quinn said.
"Sit!" Rose said.
Zara slunk in to sit beside Quinn while Ivy sat next to Angel. The sisters still glared at each other until Quinn stuck her tongue out at Ivy who promptly returned the gesture. Their facade cracked after that as they couldn't help smiling at the ridiculousness of it all.
Conversation slowly started up around the table, broken up by periods of silence as everyone was busy eating. Quinn and Zara had little moments of acting cute together across the table, causing Angel and Ivy to eye each other sidelong from time to time as they both caught the interactions.
Toward the end of the meal, Angel surreptitiously slipped his hand to Ivy's, the two of them squeezing each other some reassurance where no one could see. Some things had changed, probably for the better on average, but lots of the important things were still the same.
The rest of the day was like that; the same but different. Quinn and Zara doing their thing, Angel and Ivy doing theirs, some teasing back and forth, but overall the knowledge that everything was ok, and that they were loved. Those were the main things.
"It is confusing though," Ivy murmured lazily as she and Angel basked in the afternoon sun.
"What's that?" he asked.
"Where all that urge to wipe the smug look off your face went," Ivy said. "You've been infuriating for as long as I can remember, and now I just want to cuddle all day." She shrugged. "It's confusing."
"Huh. Yeah, same now that you say it. Maybe romantic love and being a sibling are close to each other than anyone wants to admit."
"Yeah, maybe. Siblings don't typically fondle each other's tits as much as you insist on."
Angel, hand up Ivy's shirt once again, just smiled. "Just cuddling. Like you wanted."
"Uh huh."
A spray of the hose caught them both unawares, then Quinn was racing off across the yard while they were still climbing to their feet and spluttering water.
"You're dead!" Ivy yelled tearing off after Quinn.
"I had to do it once!" Quinn shrieked back. "I had to! It's the law!"
Angel took off on a slightly different angle, trying to trap Quinn. Zara jumped in and ran interference, correctly assuming that she wasn't the same kind of valid target that Quinn was, and at least managed to cut down Quinn's disadvantage of being outnumbered two to one.
"What are we doing with her if we catch her?" Angel called out of curiousity.
"Um... I guess hosing her back," Ivy said, trying to dodge around Zara and just barely missing Quinn going the other way. "Or like... grab some ice cubes and we'll stick them down her back."
"Nooo!" Quinn yelled. "Zara protect me!"
"Trying, babe, but you shouldn't have picked a fight with both them at once."
"They aren't gross when they're apart."
"You mean hot."
"So weird!"
It was an afternoon of about as much maturity as a childhood game of tag where the rules kept changing, but it was, too, a release of some pent up energy and another solid reassurance that the important things still remained. Altered, maybe, but fundamentally unchanged.
One by one the four of them ran out of energy and lay on the grass panting. Quinn had to survive longest, being the target, but eventually she got to collapse in a sweaty mess too.
"I owe you still," Ivy said. "But... not today."
"How... generous... of you," Quinn said, decidedly out of breath.
"What if we just keep, you know, 'being gross'," Angel suggested. "That'll show her."
"You're just horny again," Ivy said.
"Maybe."
"Fantastic. So am I."
Quinn let out an exasperated whine. "Seriously? Still with you two?"
"Sorry, sis, you might just have to live with it from now on," Angel said.
"Hehe, yeah," Ivy agreed. "I think you just might."
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Ella was, to all outward appearances, a perfectly ordinary girl from a village not far from the castle. It was an image she was happy to cultivate when possible, as inwardly she was a very different story.
Ella had a peculiarity all her own, not shared with anyone else in her village so far as she'd ever been able to tell. Something unique and secretive, something that she could never tell anyone about. Ella, outwardly sweet and innocent that she was, had an absolutely insatiable anal fixation.
It wasn't something she meant to develop. Certainly, she suspected, her life would be much simpler without it. It was, according to popular sentiment, absolutely disgraceful and downright sinful to have anything to do with that part of the body, other than necessary functions.
Yet it was in all the world the thing that made Ella happiest and brought her the most pleasure. Anything from hours of reading in her favourite chair while idly fingering her bottom to taking a walk while sneakily wearing a butt plug just gave her a joy and comfort that nothing else could.
It was something Ella sometimes worried about. What it said about her that she was so deviant in this way, and so determined to flout societal convention. But as she'd grown older, more mature, and more accustomed to keeping her own company and being happy on her own, she'd stopped worrying quite so much about it. Even the most severe character flaw could do little harm when there was no one else about to be affected by it.
So it was that Ella embarked on another afternoon excursion down a sunny trail in the woods near her home, headed out where no one would bother her. She wore a simple, comfortable dress, practical shoes, and her current favourite butt plug. She carried with her only a small basket with a book and some wine in case she decided to stop a while at some likely looking resting spot.
Her walk went just as expected for a time. Ella sang to herself or enjoyed the wild bird songs, and let the feel of her plug shifting in her ass with every step get her all worked up and horny. It was a most delightful way to spend an afternoon.
She didn't, however, remain as alone as she ordinarily did. A sudden sound of a horn in the distance startled her, though it didn't immediately signal another human presence. A crashing of the underbrush did resolve itself into the emergence of a great stag, however. A mighty beast with prodigious antlers and a sheen of sweat over its glistening flanks.
Ella and the stag stared at each other for a moment, neither quite sure what to do with the other.
"Are you being chased, then?" Ella finally spoke.
The stag twitched an ear, then bounded off again into the woods. The sound of its leaving was echoed from the opposite direction as a laughing rider and a thundering horse burst into view.
Ella, still somewhat frozen, was in the path of the horse much to her own distress and that of the rider who belatedly realized he didn't have the trail to himself.
Ella desperately threw herself one way while the rider veered the other, and they both tumbled awkwardly into the fallen branches and debris that littered the area to the side of the cleared path. Ella rather embarrassingly got by far the worse of the deal, even if she didn't fall from a horse, as she found herself stuck nearly upside down over a log, her legs kicking madly in an attempt to find purchase.
"Are you alright there?" called a voice.
"Do I look alright?" Ella called back, feeling really quite silly about how stuck she was.
"Well, er, not particularly. Shall I... that is, could I perhaps render assistance?"
"I'm afraid it might be rather necessary at this stage," Ella admitted.
It was a terribly awkward affair all round getting her back on her feet, not helped at all by the way her dress had ridden up in a most undignified and immodest way. Ella took some small comfort in the revelation, once they were both upright, that the rider of the horse turned out to be a boy who appeared her own age, and who looked just as embarrassed and discomfited as she felt.
"Thank you," Ella mumbled belatedly, sketching the briefest of curtsies while she did her very best to smooth out her dress.
"Think nothing of it," the boy said, not quite daring to look straight at her. "It was the least I could. I'm afraid... um, I may have been a tad overeager in my pursuit of the quarry. I, uh, should certainly never have intended to endanger a fair maiden such as yourself."
Ella, still awkward and unsure under the circumstances, was nevertheless fairly pleased to hear herself described as such.
"Fair maiden?" she repeated. "I do not know that I deserve such praise."
"Ah, well...."
"But it is most gallant of you, mister...."
The boy looked at Ella very oddly for a moment. "I suppose you do not know me then."
Ella's lips quirked. "I suppose the same of you. I do not believe that I've met you before."
"No indeed. Of course. I am... you may call me Kit, if you like."
"Mister Kit, who--"
"Just Kit is fine. Um, if it please you."
Ella laughed aloud, feeling bolder the more she realized how nervous and flustered the poor boy was. She wasn't used to anyone much acting that way around her. "Kit, then. So, Kit, who are you to be charging about the forest at such speed? And were you the one harassing that poor stag just now?"
"I have never heard it put that way, but I suppose I am, yes. Or I should say, I am part of the hunt from the castle. I... I got carried away."
Ella's brief confidence faded again. "The castle? Oh. Oh dear. You must be very important then. I am sorry to have kept you."
Kit urgently waved away her concern. "No no, please. It is my fault entirely. And I should say that I am not all that important at the moment, though admittedly that may change in the future."
"What is it you do?" Ella asked curiously. "What in fact is your position at the castle?"
"Do you think perhaps we might talk of something else?"
"Alright then. But I should like to know about it some time, as I have never met anyone from the palace before."
"Yes, perhaps sometime," Kit agreed noncommittally.
He swept off his jacket and laid it on a large stump nearby, gesturing for Ella to sit. She did so with only a small hesitation, feeling rather pleased with the gesture, and not minding at all when he sat next to her, with a space left between them of course. They had only just met, after all.
"What were you going to do with the stag if you caught up to it?" Ella asked.
"Why... why kill it, I suppose," Kit answered in surprise. "That is what is done in a hunt."
"That doesn't seem very pleasant."
"Well it... I... that is...." Kit paused for a moment. "I suppose you're right, it isn't." He sighed. "I must give it more thought."
"Mmm."
"Might I instead, if it is not presumptuous, inquire as to what you are about on this fine day?"
Ella looked Kit up and down, once again enjoying the faint blush on his cheeks and the shy way he wouldn't quite meet her gaze. "I was out for a walk," she finally said. "That's all."
"Ah."
"Not on any hunt."
"No, of course." Kit scratched the back of his neck. "And... oh dear, but this will seem impertinent. The, uh, you wear something under your dress, and I confess to some curiousity about it."
Ella's eyes widened in shock, though she found herself not as upset or worried as perhaps she ought to have been. Something about this boy's demeanour made it difficult to be scared of him or what he thought of her. Perhaps even, dare she to imagine it, he seemed to find something of interest in her.
"You aren't meant to peek up girls' dresses," Ella said.
Kit's face went a deeper red. "No... I... it was... when you were... I didn't mean to!"
It was almost worth laughing about, though Ella was scared such a reaction might have him run off. She felt a fool for having let her dress uncover her so, and indeed it was her own fault for wearing nothing in way of underwear. Usually it wasn't a problem of any kind, and saved her having to wash a soaked pair of panties afterward. It didn't usually lead to boys getting a look at her butt plug.
"Suppose I tell you," Ella said slowly.
Kit's head jerked up and he appeared quite interested. "Yes?"
"It... it's something I would prefer you not share with anyone. It's not strictly the sort of thing one does, if you take my meaning."
Kit nodded quickly. "I suspected as much. I... I learn bits and pieces of such things from time to time, but in my position...." He hesitated. "That is, where I spend my time at the castle, there isn't much opportunity for me to learn of certain subjects."
"This is the sort of subject most shun very deliberately," Ella said sadly. "The subject of... of one's bottom."
"Oh?"
"I've been informed rather thoroughly that one isn't meant to touch it. Or to do anything else with it."
"People have told you that?" Kit asked.
"Many times," Ella confirmed. "It must be quite important not to touch it, given how often my step-mother advises against it, or the priest declares it a sin, or any number of people in my village warn against it. So much time is spent declaring that one mustn't even think of it that I can only believe it must be rather dangerous indeed."
Kit appeared rather strained, which Ella wasn't quite sure what to make of. He didn't yell at her for mentioning the inappropriate touching of her backside, though, or lecture, or get upset in any way. If anything, he appeared out of his depth and perhaps interested in learning more.
"Your... your bottom," Kit squeaked out. "You mustn't touch it?"
"That's right."
"And people often tell you that you mustn't even think of it?"
"Exactly so."
Kit hesitated again. "It isn't my area of expertise, but that seems somewhat peculiar that they'd have to bother so much about it."
"I've thought so too at times," Ella agreed.
"But you do anyway? The thing you aren't supposed to?"
Ella sighed. "Yes. I find I enjoy it too much not to."
"I see," Kit said faintly.
"Are you feeling ill at all?" Ella asked. "You don't look quite well."
"Sorry, sorry. I find myself... distracted." Kit cleared his throat. "And so the device...."
"My butt plug," Ella supplied for him rather than making him finish the question. "It's... well it's a toy, of sorts."
"A plaything?"
"Yes."
"And it goes... in your bum."
"Exactly."
Kit paused for a very long time, to the point Ella began to squirm a bit.
"And you enjoy having it... in your bum?"
"Very much." Ella bit her lip. "If you want to call it a disgusting habit, you may. I suspect you might be trying to spare my feelings now, but I--"
"I don't think that at all," Kit blurted.
"You don't?"
"I find it fascinating. It's so unlike anything I've seen before. A toy for the bum. And it looked so exciting, the glimpse of yours that I saw. It...." He stopped short. "That is to say, it is a grave overstep for me to comment on your figure beneath your dress, I do apologize for it."
Ella, finding herself all aflutter and disappointed when he didn't go on, hastily shook her head. "Please, this is just between us. I don't condone peeking beneath my dress, you understand, but perhaps just this once decorum might be dispensed with?"
"Just as you say," Kit said, offering a shy smile. "I confess I don't get to speak alone to pretty girls very often. I may stumble a bit here and there."
"You're a flatterer," Ella said, finding warmth in a secret shared smile back to him, and the compliment not going amiss. "And I don't spend much time alone with cute boys either."
"... I don't suppose you could say handsome instead?"
Ella giggled, somewhat embarrassed at the girlish sound escaping her lips, but feeling too confident and carefree now to let it stop her. She wasn't sure what the total mix of her feelings was at the moment, but she was enjoying this meeting tremendously.
"Maybe in a year or two," she teased. "When you grow out of that charming boyish countenance a little."
Kit laughed aloud, which Ella found she quite enjoyed too.
"I think I might grow to like you," Kit said.
"I'm glad, because I might feel the same," Ella replied.
There was a shared moment between them where for a brief, wonderful time all they did was stare into one another's eyes, unspeaking, unmoving.
Then, as was perhaps bound to happen sooner or later, a horn sounded in the distance, though far nearer than the last one Ella had heard. Kit sighed most unhappily as he heard it.
"I have been gone far too long. I must get back," he said mournfully.
"Oh, yes, of course. You must have duties in the hunt," Ella said, trying to hide her own disappointment.
"It was lovely to have met you," Kit said.
"You as well."
"Perhaps... perhaps if we should meet again...."
Ella smiled cautiously. "Yes?"
"You might tell me more about butt plugs and other such things?"
"Will you be able to free yourself from your important duties?" Ella asked, half teasing, and half concerned that the answer would be no.
"Not easily, and not often. But I should like to try."
Ella cocked her head. "Not to just for the chance to peek up my dress again, I trust?"
Kits blushed in a most gratifying manner. "You tease me so."
"I do. I'm sorry." Ella stood, smoothed her dress, then offered her hand, which Kit took most gently, just for a brief second, as if scared she'd disappear if he gripped too tight. "I can't come to the castle, but if you could meet me near my house some day...."
"In the village?" Kit asked. "I am hardly ever allowed there, least of all on my own."
Ella's heart felt suddenly too heavy. "Perhaps it is not meant to be, then."
"We have the woods."
"Yes, but they are a large area to try and meet in at no fixed time."
Kit appeared downcast for a moment, but then brightened. "Then we leave it to fate," he declared so forcefully that Ella couldn't help but be encouraged by his optimism.
"To fate then," she agreed.
Then he was gone. Ella sat alone on the stump they'd shared for a long time, long enough to find herself in danger of losing the light before she made her way home. She wasn't sure whether to be joyous or broken-hearted in the aftermath of meeting Kit, and no amount of sulking about in the woods seemed to help her make up her mind. Overall, though, she found herself helplessly smiling an awful lot, so she might as well take it as a good sign.
****
"So you're back," Francesca said with a severe frown. "I thought you might have run away."
Nothing could ruin the bubbly cheer in Ella's chest this evening, but she was wise and experienced enough with her stepmother not to show that. Almost instinctively, Ella turned her facade to demur, embarrassed, and slightly pathetic.
"I'm so sorry, stepmother. I'd afraid I got lost out there. I mean to be back much sooner."
"Yes, well, you've never had the best head for direction," Francesca said in that patient, patronizing way she did so often. She liked to demean Ella in subtle ways at times, and Ella had learned long ago that it was best to let her do it. It made things easier in the long run. "But you let your chores go unattended."
Ella had, in fact, finished her chores that morning before heading out for her walk. But again, she was clever enough not to ever let on about that.
"I'll get them done, don't worry," Ella said, inserting a quaver into her voice. "I shall stay up late and make sure I finish them."
Francesca, without any other easy ammunition at hand, let it go at that. "Well come on then, we were just sitting down. I'm sure you're probably hungry again, constant empty mouth that you are."
Ella smiled a little to herself as Francesca swept away to the dining room and she followed meekly along behind. Accusing Ella of being a glutton was tactic of last resort when there was nothing else handy she could be accused of. Granted, it could have been devastating under the right circumstances, but food was very much a secondary concern for Ella most of the time, and if anything she missed meals on her own some days when she got too busy playing with her bum.
"Look who finally showed up!" one of Ella's stepsisters shrieked.
Ella repressed a sigh as she sat down with Francesca, Anastasia, and Drusilla. Anne and Dru, as her stepsisters usually went by these days.
"What were you doing all day, lazy bones?" Anne asked.
"I know what she was doing," Dru said gleefully. "We all know what Analella likes to do."
The sisters cackled together as though it was some new and witty joke. It very much wasn't. Ella had made the mistake once of asking aloud about why anal play was so frowned upon, and had suffered for it ever since. Including the oh-so-clever nickname of Analella. Now granted her proclivity was real, but they didn't know that. They only said it to be mean.
"She likes to stick things in her b--"
"Girls!" Francesca said sharply. "There is to be none of that disgusting talk while we are eating."
Anne and Dru bowed their heads. "Sorry, mother."
Ella too kept her head down and methodically ate her dinner. She found that was hungry after a long and exciting afternoon, and sometimes if she made too much noise she got sent away from the table early. Though it wasn't all that effective a punishment because she often had to clean up afterward anyway, so she could sneak some more food if it came to that.
"Talk of... of anal delinquency is not to be tolerated," Francesca said. "We all know there are deviants about who wouldn't hesitate to stick things up their bums. To even derive sexual pleasure from it. It is a topic best left alone, for everyone's moral well-being."
Ella, still feeling her ass filled with her butt plug, experienced her usual mixture of feelings as her stepmother railed against anal play. She'd long since become numb to the insulting way she spoke of it, and given up on feeling bad about it, other than to feel the utmost need not to let anyone else catch her. But she couldn't help feeling sometimes like the way Francesca went on tirades only led to her wanting to try new variations, and new and fancier toys.
"We only meant that Analella has the sort of poor moral character that leads to her yearning for such depravity, mother," Anne said in that sickly sweet, falsely demur way the sycophantic stepsisters were so good at.
"We would never talk of how she no doubt loves to stick vegetables and broom handles up her backside," Dru added.
The girls cackled again and even Francesca failed to hide a smile. They did so love to torment.
Ella kept quiet. A factual discussion about how wooden objects were a very risky choice for anal play would be a terrible idea, and the less said about vegetables the better. Though in that case it was for much the opposite reason.
Ella did enjoy certain vegetables from time to time, when they had the size and an interesting shape about them. Carrots and cucumbers especially made for fun playthings, as well as other variations as inspiration struck. There had been many, many occasions in the past when Ella had returned from the garden or the market with a harvest that was altogether dangerously phallic.
What would be worse, and must never, never be revealed, was how often Ella would stick a carrot, for instance, up her bottom while preparing a meal, then add the very same vegetable to that meal later on. It had started on a particularly spiteful day when Ella had needed some manner of revenge to get by, and had become something of a soothing ritual ever since. Her step-family might be wicked and cruel to her if they wished, but only she knew how many meals they'd eaten that had been up her butt before being served.



****
After dinner Ella was left alone to clean and tidy. She didn't mind much, and actually appreciated the time to herself in this case. She was in such a state, what with her constant thoughts of Kit and how she'd shared knowledge of her butt plug with him, even if it had been an accident, as well of course as the fact that she was still wearing said butt plug. Her pussy was fairly running down her thighs as she worked.
In her horny state, and with vegetables on her mind, Ella perused her options and settled on some cherry tomatoes that would most likely be used for lunch the next day.
She lifted her dress and eased her plug out of its snug home in her butt, panting slightly after stretching her ass around it on the way out. One by one she popped a couple handfuls of the cherry tomatoes up her bum, without their leafy tops, of course, then reinserted her plug after them.
The effect was to leave her extra full, and with a whole new set of asymmetrical sensations inside her with every step she took. Particularly if she exaggerated her stride and swung her hips more with every step. The tomatoes shifted and stimulated her, and her plug did its usual thing the whole while.
Ella finished her chores that way, driving herself to extra arousal by the end, to the point she was anxious and vibrating to get back to her room. She took the time to remove the tomatoes again, and to wash and dry them before leaving them for tomorrow.
Her bedroom was in the attic. It hadn't always been, but since her stepsisters 'needed more space' Ella had been relegated there long ago. It had been smaller initially than her old room, but actually significantly larger once she'd cleaned it out enough, and was more private since no one else ever ventured up there.
Just in case, Ella had hidden how much room she had by cunningly leaving a screen of boxes and old clothes to hide half the attic, implying that it was still full on that side, though in fact over the years Ella had made herself a very cozy bed and play area.
She kept a small, uncomfortable bed for show, in case any of her step-family checked on her, but her true bed was large and soft, and filled with pillows assembled over the years to the point she had practically built herself a nest.
Next to Ella's nest was her shelf of toys. Her illicit collection. She went straight for it, pulling herself out of her dress on the way. It was her one place she could truly be comfortable and do what she wanted, and she started by getting naked and cozy, as well as picking out her toy for the evening.
"I met a boy today," she said aloud while removing her butt plug. It popped out with a little effort, making her coo as it passed her anal ring. She set it aside for cleaning later.
"I'm still not sure exactly what to make of him," Ella continued. "But he was nice, and rather cute. And it even seemed like he liked me too."
There was a soft squeaking, then a small nose poked out from a book shelf.
Ella smiled. "There you are, Gus Gus. I'm sorry I was gone so long today. It was an eventful afternoon."
The mouse looked down at her. "Squeak?"
"I didn't bring you anything this evening, but I will tomorrow morning. I know you had lots to eat today, greedy thing."
Gus squeaked one last time, then scampered over to his favourite cushion to curl up for a nap.
Ella got comfortable on her bed too, the fingers of one hand drifting down to her bottom.
"I suppose you'd still prefer a snack to my story, wouldn't you?" Ella said. "Well I'm going to tell you anyway."
Ella proceeded to relay her tale to her mouse friend, whether or not he was listening. His ears twitched every now and then, so perhaps he was paying attention in his own way.
Ella used a bottle of lubricant she kept handy to refresh her butthole, gently rubbing one of her fingers over it in small circles. Her ass was fairly relaxed already from being filled most of the day, and perhaps a little tender from having the same plug in so long. Her finger felt nice though and made her want more.
"It kind of makes me wonder," Ella said. "If we had more time, what Kit might have wanted to do. Or what I'd want to do. What is a girl supposed to do in a situation like that anyway?"
Her finger slipped inside her slippery little hole and she moaned softly while she fingered herself. Her mind inserted images of Kit fingering her instead, though she felt rather foolish for thinking of such a thing. They hardly knew each other at all, for one thing. And even if he wasn't repulsed by her desire to play with her own bum, there wasn't much hope he'd want to do the same, was there?
"Never hurts to dream," she mumbled to herself. "Probably I shan't even see him again anyway." She sighed. "But I think I should like to. Perhaps fate will help, as he said." She brightened at the thought. "That's right, he did ask for fate's help. Surely that's a good sign, if nothing else."
Ella reached for her toy she'd selected, a long dildo with interesting bumps along its length. With a little lube, it fit smoothly into her and replaced her little finger with something that helped her along quite a bit better.
Having waited so long that day for a cum, Ella found it came easily for her once she seriously sought it. It was a hard and intense orgasm as well. She soaked her sheets as her pussy squirted everywhere, something that tended only to happen with a particularly fine anal session. In this case, a certain charming boy in her mind helped some too.
Ella kept toying her ass a few more times, bringing herself a few more orgasms until she was quite spent and exhausted. She forced herself to change her sheets and drink some water before collapsing sleepily, knowing she'd just made more laundry for herself the next day, but also knowing that it was fully worth it.
"Let's see how fate does," she murmured to herself before drifting off.
****
Ella woke blearily the next morning, but forced herself out of bed anyway. If she wasn't up before her step-family, it would be worse than a little grogginess.
She donned a simple working dress that she didn't mind getting dirty and slipped Gus in her pocket. The house was still quiet as she got to her first chores of the day, and made sure that breakfast would be ready in a timely manner.
Gus got the first breakfast though, as he was her favourite and so easy to please besides. A lump of cheese was as good as the fanciest dish to him.
Ella idly popped grapes and strawberries up her bum while she got lost in daydreaming, losing quite a lot of her early-morning efficiency that usually left her plenty of free time in the afternoon. So long as her stepmother never caught on to how much more work she could technically be doing, at any rate.
Ella sometimes made a game of counting how many individual pieces of fruit she could fit in her bottom at once. This morning she was far too distracted and whimsical, not to mention properly horny. Her previous night's session would ordinarily have tided her over for a while. Not this morning, so much.
She'd moved on to sliding a banana in and out of her ass by the time the breakfast bell tinkled on the wall. Ella jolted back to reality, forced down her own desires and needs, and quickly finished assembling the plates of food, complete with a well-apportioned and presented fruit plate.
"I'm starving," Anne announced as soon as Ella appeared. "You're so very slow, Analella."
"Should we have her examined, mother?" Dru added. "Perhaps she is becoming even more of a dullard than before."
"Perhaps I am," Ella said agreeably, forgetting for a moment not to be too sarcastic in her replies. Fortunately no one seemed to note her response at all.
"I'm sure she'll be quicker tomorrow," Francesca said sternly.
"Of course," Ella said, sketching a curtsy before bustling back for the rest of the food.
It took her very best poker face not to give anything away as she returned to find her stepsisters stuffing their mouths with fruit and gushing over how delicious it was this morning. Francesca helped herself more daintily as well, though made sure to give credit to the climate and the weather. It wouldn't do to accidentally praise Ella's skills at the market or in the garden.
Still, Ella decided privately that she preferred her secret, petty revenge to a little incidental compliment anyway. She partook of the fruit as well, having no qualms about tasting something that had been inside her, and knowing that refusing it would raise suspicion sooner or later. There was a certain scandalous delight to sucking on something fresh from her bum, and all the more so while doing it in front of others and watching them unknowingly do the same.
"You won't neglect your chores today, will you Ella?" Francesca said, making it a command as much as a question.
"I shall be ever so busy today," Ella said, acting shy and embarrassed. "I promise I shall make up for yesterday and my incompetence."
Demeaning herself was always a safe crowd favourite. When in doubt, she couldn't go far wrong verbally flagellating herself.
"No time for Analella's favourite thing today," Dru giggled.
"Haha, her butt," Anne added as though it was some highly comedic punchline.
Francesca rolled her eyes. "Girls! At the table!"
"Sorry mother," they chorused.
Ella disappeared into the kitchen, just as happy to be on her own again. She was in a vindictive mood though, so it wasn't long before her mind turned back to exactly the activity her stepsisters loved to accuse her of.
"What do you think, Gus Gus? How much of lunch do you think I could sneak up my bum between now and then?"
"Squeak."
"You're quite right. Only one way to find out."
****
Despite being in a somewhat precarious position as far as her stepmother keeping an eye on her, Ella slipped out to the woods again that afternoon. Most days she had time to herself when everyone else was out, or indeed when she needed to go out to run errands anyway and simply took a 'detour'.
Disappointingly, there was no sign of Kit today. Which was only to be expected, Ella told herself. He'd said himself he didn't get away from the castle much. And it had only been a day anyway. Surely she should wait a week or more for a proper opportunity.
Yet Ella found herself unusually impatient. She'd learned well the virtue of timing and not rushing herself into trouble, but she couldn't manage to stay away over the next week anyway. She found herself ever so hopeful that she'd run into Kit again.
But her lack of patience only led to despondency as she was disappointed over and over. Always before a leisurely walk in the forest had been one of her pleasures and something to savour. Now she felt cheated to be all on her own out there.
"It might have been better if I hadn't met him after all," Ella said one evening in her room. She was gently petting Gus while he lay docilely on her shoulder. "I feel such a flighty teenager, so moody and needy. But I am, after all, a woman in my twenties. I needn't be so dramatic."
"Squeak."
"Yes, early twenties, I know. It still counts. Not a helpless teenager anymore, is the point."
"Squeak."
"Be serious, Gus Gus. I can't go to the palace. They wouldn't let a girl of no consequence in there, I'm sure."
Ella pondered a while longer. "But... perhaps fate, after all. What if I were to pick a day at random and let fate help me out? It would be as good as anything else, surely."
"Squeak."
****
So Ella was patient. It wasn't easy on her, but she did technically have lots of experience biding her time to fall back on.
Within a week she had her chance, as Francesca was out for the day on 'business,' which she never ever clarified as to what kind of business it was. Ella had speculated some sordid details every now and then when she was feeling uncharitable, but had no concrete evidence one way or another.
At the same time, Anne and Dru were scheduled to visit another town just outside the palace--a much larger and more commercial area--for some spa treatments. Francesca loathed to leave Ella on her own for so long, but Ella appeared sufficiently meek and cringing, worried about being all by herself, that it was seen as a punishment, and therefore acceptable.
It really was too easy sometimes.
Once she had the place to herself, Ella very quickly dispensed with the chores that were necessary, not having to hide how quickly she could manage her essential tasks on this occasion.
Afterward, Ella carefully did her hair and a touch of makeup using her stepsisters' copious supplies, as well as taking the opportunity to steal a few key items they wouldn't miss and stash them in her attic abode. As long as she wasn't greedy, Anne and Dru were fairly careless with their clothes and makeup, and on the rare occasion they noticed something was gone they either accused each other or laughed at the other for being so clumsy with their things. Little Analella surely wouldn't have any cause for using makeup, look how ugly and plain she is, etc. etc.
Ella paused on the way out of their rooms, then turned around and indulged herself in a quick round of sticking their possessions up her bum. Some small jewelry, hairbrush handles, toothbrushes, that sort of thing. She only let herself have a few minutes, as she really was quite excited to see if fate had provided for her today.
Picking out her nicest dress wasn't difficult as she didn't have much to choose from. She'd been working on restoring one of her mother's dresses for some time, one of the few Francesca hadn't located and thrown out. It was really rather fetching on her, Ella thought, and though she wasn't a professional seamstress, she had put a lot of time into it, and it would hopefully pass inspection even from someone used to fancy palace clothing.
Ella also opted for a pair of silk stockings that went all the way up her thighs--also preciously saved from her mother's things--and a choker about her neck. It was an outfit that she judged still looked casual enough, while at the same time hopefully giving her a more alluring presence.
After doing her hair, that only left her choice of butt plug, which was where Ella's plan feel apart a little. She'd always chosen toys that seemed interesting and pleasurable for her own use. It felt like a totally different decision when it came to trying to impress a boy. If, of course, he wanted to see, and if she decided to let him.
The more she studied her small collection, the more Ella was convinced she simply didn't have anything suitable for her purposes. It was a frustrating realization, but it was undeniable that none of her options would allow her to show off the way she wanted. They all felt marvelous when worn, but she needed something with a more visual appeal.
There was nothing for it. Though time was ticking away, and Ella was anxious to be moving, she had to stop in the village first. It wouldn't be a long detour, she assured herself, just a quick jaunt to her favourite shoppe, and she'd be all set.
****
The sign above the storefront read Kismet. Ella wasn't quite sure what that meant in this context. What she did know was that the interior of the shoppe was the most wonderful place in the world, filled wall to wall with objects that were meant to be inserted about one's person, or vice versa as the case may be, or indeed that were meant to aid one of the former options. A true heaven on earth.
Wanda, the proprietrix, had appeared slightly daunting to Ella at first, and always seemed to be dressed in a severely professional yet sexually suggestive way. She was, the vast majority of the time, busy reading one of the dirty novels she kept for sale along one wall, or indulging in either wine or an odd sort of cigarette that didn't smell like any tobacco or pipe Ella had ever smelled. Wanda had only smiled enigmatically the one time Ella had asked about it.
Contrary to initial expectations, Wanda had been very kind and helpful to Ella over the years, and was probably the person in town Ella most considered a friend.
"Aren't we looking nice today," Wanda said, casually flipping to the next page of a book that seemed to be entitled, "Help, I've Ripped My Bodice!"
Ella smiled and felt a small blush creep to her cheeks. Unlike the comments from her step-family, she'd come to realize that Wanda actually gave compliments sometimes, and not even in a sarcastic way. It was nice, though took some adjusting to.
"Thank you. I... sorry, this is going to sound rude, but I'm in a bit of a hurry."
Wanda nodded sagely and carefully bookmarked her book, setting it aside. "Off on a hot date, no doubt."
Ella flushed warmer. "Er, well... maybe. It's... you'd think I was silly if I told you the whole story."
"Quite possibly. So what, condoms? Lube? That special potion to ensure no 'accidents' afterward?"
Ella felt like she would go bright red, and started to worry it wouldn't fade away even by the time she got to the woods. "I--"
Wanda waved away her explanation. "I'm only teasing, sorry. I know what you're after, my little Analella."
Unlike everyone else who used that taunting nickname, Wanda made it seem affectionate. And after all, if anyone else in the world could use it accurately, it was the person who kept selling Ella toys for her bum.
"So what kind of plug are we talking?" Wanda asked. "Something fancy and date-worthy, I take it?"
"Yes please! Um... I... if in theory it needed to be presentable to someone from the palace, would you have something like that?"
Wanda grinned. "That a girl. Go big or go home. But yes, I think we can manage something, ahem, 'regal'."
Wanda gently led Ella over to a display that she really hadn't much looked at before. A series of plugs done in precious metals, and decorated at the base with expensive stones. It had always been a section Ella had avoided, feeling she wasn't worthy of such toys, but under the circumstances....
"Now I've a feeling you don't want to go too gaudy here," Wanda said matter-of-factly. "Probably not gold dusted with diamonds. But maybe... perhaps a simple silver with a ruby heart on the base."
Ella was taken aback. "That's a simple one?"
"Well, no. But I was trying to ease you into it. Or the other way around, as it were."
Ella bit her lip, considering the plug Wanda was proffering. It was a simple, classic shape of a pointed bulge that tapered back then flared out at the base. It was mid-sized, big enough to be fun, but without requiring a lot of work to get it settled. The sleek metal and shining, decorative jewel at the base did look lovely and fancy, just as she was looking for, but surely it would be too much for a simple girl like herself.
"Maybe something less--"
"Never mind the 'poor pitiful me, I'm not worthy' routine," Wanda said. "Let's skip past that, yes? You're in a hurry."
"Well, that's true, but--"
"Take the plug. It's perfect. Have I ever steered you wrong?"
Ella shook her head. "No, you're right."
Wanda was by far the most reliable source of good advice in Ella's life. It really only made sense to trust her on this occasion too. Despite still believing the plug to be too gaudy for her, Ella was prepared to wear it anyway.
"So you'll take it then?" Wanda asked, already moving toward the lube she kept at the counter like it was a foregone conclusion.
"If you think it's right, then it must be," Ella said. "You know so much more about these things than I do."
"Very wise," Wanda said, casually lubing the expensive plug. "Trust me, your mysterious playmate, whoever he or she may be, will be entranced by it. Or by something in the general area, anyway. One way or another."
Ella accepted the bejeweled butt plug gratefully, very much liking the sound of being entrancing. She lifted the skirt of her dress enough to get her hand underneath, then awkwardly guided the toy to her bum one-handed.



Wanda was already back in her seat at the counter and getting comfortable again while Ella felt the plug stretch her rear hole out, then eventually give that satisfying pop as it passed its widest part and snugged itself into her bottom where it was meant to rest.
"Thank you ever so much for your help again," Ella said, smoothing her dress back down.
"You're very welcome, dear one," Wanda said. She gave a wistful sigh. "I still remember the first time you came in here, so shy and awkward, and barely able to imagine putting even the smallest of toys in your butt. Now look at you, such a little anal champ."
Ella blushed with pride. "I promise I'll be back soon. I really must go now."
"Yes yes, I know. Best of luck to you. But don't rush too much, it wouldn't do to arrive out of breath."
Ella took Wanda's parting words under advisement as best she could. It was so difficult not to want to run, to skip right to the part where she knew whether it would be a happy meeting or another disappointment. She couldn't help feeling in her heart that today would be a good day, though it might only be a foolish girl's fancy overwhelming her.
On a more practical note, the fancy butt plug she wore actively prevented her from hurrying too much at any rate. It wasn't the biggest or most internally interesting she'd ever used, but those tended to be strictly for the bedroom anyway. For purposes of being out and about, it was plenty big, and made itself very known if she tried to hurry her stride too much.
Ella had previously figured out the perfect stride and swing of her hips to make plug walks the most pleasurable. She took some guidance from that past experience, and the lovely feelings from her bum helped guide her step at a more proper pace.
Her anticipation grew as she walked the familiar path through the woods toward the place where she'd met Kit. It varied heavily between eagerness and anxiety, and in a sense was really quite stressful. Still, nothing for it but to see what happened.
The utter, beautiful sense of relief Ella felt when she turned a last gentle bend and spied Kit waiting for her was one of the most wonderful feelings of her whole life. He had his horse tied nearby this time, instead of having run off on its own, and Kit himself seemed to be anxiously pacing back and forth, muttering to no one in particular.
Ella did her level best to calm herself and appear totally serene as she approached, though when he finally noticed her and broke into a wide grin, she couldn't help smiling also.
"You did come back," Kit said.
"I could say the same of you. I wasn't sure you'd have time for little me again in your busy schedule," Ella replied airily.
"I did try my best. This... actually this is mildly embarrassing, but this is the third time I've sneaked away hoping you might be here too. I'm starting to get in a bit of trouble for my absences, actually."
It was extremely pleasing to Ella to hear that Kit had tried multiple times just to meet her again, though she elected not to mention just how many more times than that she'd made the attempt.
"I may have tried a few times as well," Ella said instead of being specific. "Then I decided to let fate help out, and... well it seems to have worked."
"We may need a better system in future," Kit suggested.
"Ah, so you want to meet me again already? So very forward of you."
"I... well I was only meaning that--"
"Fortunately I think I shall want that as well," Ella continued. "So it is a grand idea."
Kit studied her for a moment. "You tease me again."
"I do, I'm sorry, but it is ever so much fun."
And besides he was so cute when he was all embarrassed and flustered. Probably best not to tell him that just at the moment though.
"Perhaps, then, I could entice you not to," Kit suggested.
Ella's pulse went up a little. "Oh?"
"Come with me."
He offered his arm, which no one had ever done for her before. She took it a little uncertainly and allowed him to lead her deeper into the woods off the path. Ella wasn't sure what exactly his intentions were, and he wasn't saying, but they didn't go far at all before there was a small, open glade where the sun fell quite romantically, and the ground was covered in soft grass, moss, and even wildflowers.
"Oh Kit, it's beautiful."
"I was hoping you'd think so. I stumbled upon it last time," he said. "I thought I heard someone calling me, though I must have imagined it. But in any case, it was a happy accident."
"Perhaps fate truly does favour us," Ella said. "Look, even butterflies!"
Kit grinned and stepped to the side where he'd apparently stashed a few things, first among which was a blanket that he spread out for them.
"I did bring a few things for us, if you're hungry at all. Or thirsty."
Ella beamed so hard her cheeks ached a little from it. "A picnic just for me? I should almost feel bad for teasing you if you're going to spoil me so."
"Then it has been a worthy investment already," Kit said.
They sat together on the blanket, somewhat shyly at first. Kit poured them some wine, which helped them grow comfortable, as well as just letting time and conversation help them let their guards down. Ella, once she grew confident enough, used any small opportunity to scooch herself closer to him on the blanket until they were dangerously near to each other, practically shoulder to shoulder.
"You keep staring at me," Ella said.
She sipped more of her wine, though had to be very conscious of not drinking too much. It was by far the most excellent she'd ever tasted, and she didn't mind how much easier it made getting comfortable. She didn't want to get drunk, however.
"You are the only one here," Kit said. "Who else should I look at?"
"There are flowers and butterflies to watch. And squirrels sometimes."
"They aren't quite as intriguing as you are."
Ella forced herself to put her wine down, else she might have taken a very unladylike swallow. "Intriguing?"
"I only mean... well, that dress suits you so well. And the sun catches so nicely on your golden hair."
Ella had to look away. "You flatter me too much."
"My apologies."
"Besides, I'm sure there are many prettier girls up at the palace."
Kit shook his head. "Many pretty girls, yes, but prettier I am not so sure. And anyway, none of them will talk with me the way you do."
Ella turned back to him and patted his cheek. "Perhaps you haven't given them a chance. Have you brought any of them out to the woods for a picnic?"
"I haven't, as it happens."
"Well there you are then."
"I'm confused, would you like me to bring another girl here instead?" Kit asked.
"Certainly not. You're stuck with me now."
Kit laughed and took Ella's hand. "Well then, that's settled. I am glad to hear there is a small jealousy in your my attention already."
"My time with you has been enjoyable," Ella admitted. "Though you remain mysterious to me."
"And you to me," Kit said. "Which is rather fun, I think. Though I shouldn't mind learning more about you."
"Very well, that seems only fair. Ask me a question then."
He nodded seriously. "I have a very important question for you."
"You'll make me tremble, being so direct as that."
"There's no help for that. I simply must ask... what is your name?"
Ella blinked. "What?"
"I'm afraid I never got it last time, and felt quite the fool afterward."
"I'm sure I told you. Did I not? Oh, well I've been a fool as well, then. I am Ella."
"Ella," Kit repeated. "It suits you very well."
"I should hope so, I'm rather stuck with it. And I think it is lovely as well, even if it is associated with a nickname that I am of two minds about."
"A nickname? What is it?"
Ella blushed. "Oh that was silly, of course you'd want to know it. I'm not sure I should say, it's rather indecent."
Kit squeezed her hand, reminding Ella that she'd been allowing their hands to clasp this whole time and it had felt so natural and calming. There was a small urge to yank her hand away, out of pure fear of the unknown, but she was enjoying it so.
"I confess I remain curious," Kit said.
Ella wondered if she dared tell him, even as she knew that indeed she wanted to share. Her guard was down as low as it had been in quite a long time and she found she craved more of this kind of emotional intimacy and closeness. It was so freeing not to have to censor her every sentence, to constantly shield herself from criticism and abuse.
"I am sometimes called Analella," she confessed.
"Analella?"
"Yes."
"Because of--"
"My proclivities, yes. Though it's more of a story than I'd like to get into just now."
Kit nodded thoughtfully. "Analella. I think I might like it."
"Then I'm glad I shared it."
Ella leaned herself closer to Kit, taking care not to dislodge his hand from hers. She could get used to his presence in her life, infrequent and inconsistent as it might be thus far.
"Ella," Kit said softly.
"Yes?"
"I hesitate to spoil the moment, but there is something else on my mind. It has been on my mind since we first met, in fact."
Ella bit her lip. "It wouldn't be something related to my nickname, would it?"
"It might be."
"Something indecent that you witnessed?"
"The very same."
"I suppose you'd like to get a second look," Ella said, fairly calmly considering how her heart pounded and her tummy fluttered.
"Would that be totally ungentlemanly of me?" Kit asked shyly.
"Most certainly. And yet I suspect if you pour me some more of that lovely wine, I might become just unladylike enough to indulge you."
Kit fumbled for the bottle so quickly that he almost dropped it entirely. Ella held her glass for him while he refilled it. She missed his hand in hers, but was warmed by the way he slipped an arm loosely about her afterward. His hand landed on her side just above her hips, warm and comforting, and mostly chaste enough not to be considered too forward.
Ella stalled as long as she dared while sipping her wine and being held by Kit. It wasn't that she was nervous to show off so much as that she was loathe to leave his side. Shyness did factor, still, though tipsiness and horniness helped tremendously to abate that problem.
Eventually, by no physical metric Ella could determine, the moment arrived. She set her glass aside again, slipped free of Kit's hazy embrace, and crawled forward a few paces. She moved more sinuously and lasciviously than she even knew she could, especially while being watched so intently.
Watched intently she was, though. A look over her shoulder confirmed that Kit had eyes for nothing else in the world other than her. Specifically her ass, even covered as it was by her dress.
Slowly, teasingly, Ella lifted her dress up her thighs, then up to her hips, then up past her bottom entirely. Kit watched the progression hungrily, his mouth falling open in purest awe and adoration as the reveal was completed.
"You are surely an angel," Kit breathed.
Ella looked away. "You exaggerate most flatteringly."
"I am not certain that I do," Kit insisted.
Hearing his movement, Ella flicked her gaze back toward him, noting how he'd risen to his knees and settled closer behind her.
"A rather lewd angel I should be, under the circumstances," Ella said, well aware of the spectacle she made at the moment.
"The most beautiful of god's creatures I have ever had the pleasure to witness," Kit countered.
"Oh now really!"
"It is true."
"You're staring at my ass!"
"Yes well...." Kit's fingers brushed Ella's soft flesh, up the backs of her thighs and over the artful curves of her bum. "It is a part of a work of art. That's what my eyes tell me. You have entranced me, my Analella. You and this shining jewel you show to me."
Ella had never blushed so ridiculously red in all her days. The part of her accustomed to taunts and jeers didn't want to believe him, and the rational side of her still knew that he exaggerated, though with complimentary intent. Such a large part of her simply wanted to melt into happy acceptance of any further pretty words he might deign to use.
"Would it be cynical of me to think some part of what you say is due to less than noble intent on your part?" Ella asked.
"I think you might be entirely correct," Kit admitted. His fingers continued to wander, including passing across Ella's butt plug. She shivered every time he pressed against it. "I apologize that I cannot seem to be the gentleman just now that I know I should be."
Ella whimpered and wiggled her hips. "Then there is little point in me trying to be a lady at the moment."
Kit smiled and tugged at her plug. "May I then?"
"You may," Ella answered, her voice hoarse and raspy in aroused anticipation.
The pressure on her asshole increased as Kit pulled harder. His eyes widened as Ella's butt spread open a little more, but not enough to release the toy.
"How large is it?" he asked in shock.
"You'll see."
"I'm afraid of hurting you. I thought it would come out easier."
"It went in, it will come out."
"How...."
"Just pull," Ella urged. "Please."
Kit acquiesced, and with a little more effort on his part the plug popped free. Ella's eyes rolled back at the sudden, intense feeling of it, and the pleasure of having a toy of hers pulled out by hands other than her own.
"By the heaven that bends above us," Kit said. "Surely you are truly an angel, or a princess perhaps? The size of this, that it was inside you like that...." He rolled the plug around in his hands. "And the craftsmanship of it...."
Ella let herself fall to her side, letting her muscles relax from trying to hold a sexy pose and watch Kit all at once. She made no effort to cover herself again, however, letting her dress stay up about her waist, and her bottom fully exposed. She loved the way his eyes lingered on her naughty, uncovered areas.
"Have you not considered I might be something more nefarious than these absurd and lovely things you make me out to be? Perhaps, my Kit, I am a devil temptress."
Kit laughed aloud. "If you are, then you have already won."
"So easily as that?"
"Yes, Analella. So easily as that."
He moved forward, a bit awkwardly, but knowing what he was after. He leaned in to kiss her, and Ella found herself meeting him eagerly, their lips connecting with an urgency and passion formerly unknown to her.
It felt so perfect and right that Ella nearly forgot that it was the first kiss of her life, the first she'd ever even considered with a boy. She was so very glad it was here and now, and with Kit. If fate had indeed brought them together again in these woods, then Ella owed fate a great deal.
"Was that proper of me, do you think?" Kit asked, his face mere inches from Ella's.
"I'm not sure," Ella whispered. "Try it again so we can judge more accurately."
He did kiss her again, and the kiss became one long kiss that might actually be called an extended series of kisses as their lips technically parted again and again, for a breath of air where it might be snatched.
They lay on theirs sides together, making out ferociously, needfully. Kit's hand found Ella's butt, caressing it lovingly. Ella encouraged him, and eventually even guided him between her cheeks instead of just fondling her.
There was plenty of lube left for his finger to slip inside her. Being quite evidently more then expert on these things, Ella continued to assure him that he wasn't about to hurt her, and indeed that his finger probing in and out of her was highly pleasurable in a way she couldn't adequately describe to him.
"I think I enjoy this," Kit said.
"Which part?" Ella asked, kissing him again.
"All of it. But I meant the, well, what my finger is doing."
"Mmm, I think you'd better keep doing it then."
"It truly feels good for you?"
"Sooo goooddd," Ella purred.
Kit's trousers were a bit over-complicated as far as Ella was concerned, probably the sort of thing that fancy folk at the castle liked. Just impractical enough to demonstrate superiority over the common citizens. But he was so clearly hard and as horny as she was, and that gave her cause to keep trying.
She eventually got his cock out, the first time ever holding one in her hands. She didn't quite know what she was doing, other than to emulate to the best of her ability what girls tended to do in those smutty stories that Wanda sold. It turned out it wasn't complicated. Any general sort of rubbing seemed to make Kit moan for more, and as a bonus made him less hesitant about fingering her booty.
It was a very beneficial arrangement for both of them, each getting a delicious stimulation from the other's hands. Despite how much she was loving getting anally fingered, Kit apparently enjoyed his handjob more. He came in Ella's hands, his cock pulsing warmly in her grip and shooting a sticky mess over her fingers, her dress, and her thighs. A few errant streaks landed on her pussy, which Ella hadn't expected, but found incredibly sexy.
Then again, in the state she was in, most things seemed ridiculously hot to her.
"You came," she whispered.
Kit nodded jerkily. "Uh huh. Are you going to?"
"I think so, if you keep going."
"Can you cum just from what I'm doing?"
"From playing with my bum, sure. I might need a little more though."
Kit nodded and sat up. Ella rolled on her front, then got her knees under her to lift her butt up in air for him.
"I had heard that girls enjoy their clit being touched," he said.
"That's true," Ella said. "But it's hotter if you just do my bum. Maybe next time we'll try my clit."
"Next time," Kit echoed with a smile.
Ella hadn't meant to imply that they'd do this again, but she definitely intended to, and was glad he seemed excited for the prospect also.
Kit started fingering her ass with real vigour. Without prompting, he inserted a second finger and started to stretch her out nicely, along with the constant stimulation of the finger-fucking.
It was rather embarrassing to Ella how badly she drooled over herself, from both her mouth and from her pussy. Her body went weak and quivering, and she felt so damn good, though orgasm itself remained elusive.
At least it did until Kit, that sweet darling boy, grabbed her plug, pulled his fingers out of her bum, and replaced them with the tip of her fancy butt toy.
"Yesss, push it in," Ella hissed.
"Tell me if I'm doing something wrong," Kit said, voice husky as he was already pushing the plug into her.
He'd clearly gotten over some of his earlier trepidation about hurting her, now that he had a better sense what her booty could take. Ella moaned and her eyes rolled back as the plug popped in really quite quickly. To her delight, as rapidly as it was in Kit was already pulling it out again. Fucking her ass with the toy rather than his fingers, and the jump in size was considerable.
It was also just what Ella needed to finish off. A few rounds of her anal ring being used most harshly and lasciviously--for which she'd happily pay the price later--led to Ella having the best and hardest cum she could ever wish for. More intense even than that evening after their first meeting, alone in her room. Having Kit with her and helping her out was so much hornier and more visceral than having him only in her imagination.
Ella's body shook and her pussy squirted a silly amount of liquid all over the blanket beneath them. She shivered and tingled, all the way up from her bum to her head and back down again until her toes were curled up tight. A pleasure beyond pleasures that left Ella a helpless, melted, and drooly mess.
"Oh wow," Kit said, letting Ella's butt plug settle back inside her as she collapsed. "Was that suppose to happen?"
"Which part?" Ella asked creakily. "Never mind, yes it was, whatever it is you're asking about. And it was wonderful."



"I meant all the, um, pee? But that's good to hear."
"That was my cum, Kit," Ella said languidly. "You made me cum."
"Oh. Ohhh. That's what it looks like."
"Under the right circumstances. You won't always get something so dramatic."
"I see."
Ella forced herself to move, crawling in a small circle until she could rest her head on Kit's lap. She tried to ignore being so close to his cock, since all she really wanted was comfort. He was a good boy and gave her head pats too, and idly played with her hair.
"I hate to do it, El, but I can't stay too much longer. I might already be in trouble as it is."
Ella shrugged. "Stay as long as you can?"
"Of course. This was... well it was more than I expected or dreamed, and it was quite wonderful."
"Good, I think so too. And I will see you again, yes?"
Kit nodded seriously. "I would be distraught otherwise. I was thinking, perhaps when we're having difficulty arranging a time together, we could perhaps leave notes here for each other? To aid in scheduling, or... or whatever else."
Ella smiled. "Kit, that is genius. Of course we should leave notes, it's next to impossible to predict what you are up to with your fancy business at the castle."
He laughed. "Yes, that's largely true, I suppose. Even for me. To warn you as fairly as I can, it will probably be a week at least before I can sneak myself out again without arousing suspicion."
Ella nodded. "Then I shall be here again in a week's time, and if it doesn't work somehow then I'll leave a letter for you." She looked around, though kept her head where it was, unwilling to give up on his fingers just yet. "We'll pick a spot, in the shelter of a tree or something."
"Yes, we will," Kit said. "Just lie still a bit longer, El. I find myself unready to move just yet."
"Convenient," Ella purred as she closed her eyes and let him continue to toy with her hair. "I didn't want to go anywhere yet either."
****
Practicalities eventually forced Ella and Kit to get up, sort out their clothes, and pack up their things. Ella really only had her plug to worry about, and it was already packed, as it were. But she helped Kit stow his picnic things again and saw him off on his horse before turning back toward her village.
"Next time we might even eat some of this food I pack with me," Kit said ruefully.
"Perhaps," Ella said. "We may eat something at any rate."
"Ha, I do believe that was innuendo."
"Most improper of me, I know," Ella said, flouncing her hair. "Do you still believe you are not consorting with a devil temptress?"
Kit leaned down, tilted Ella's chin up, and kissed her a final time. "If I am, then I am already lost. Fare thee well, my sweet Analella."
The walk back was light and magical. Ella found herself practically skipping for no greater reason than simply that she was happy. Her butthole was on the tender side now, and she did have to contend with still wearing her plug in spite of that. But even without being horny, and even with that discomfort, the constant reminder of a fantasy afternoon was something Ella wouldn't trade for all the pleasant comfort in the world.
She was in trouble when she arrived home. On some level she knew she would be. She'd stayed out far too late Much later than she meant to. But how could she possibly have helped herself?
"Well well, Analella, late again," Anne said by way of greeting as soon as Ella breezed in.
"Good day, sister Anne," Ella greeted her back, adding a kiss on the cheek before moving on again.
The gesture stopped Anne dead in her tracks, babbling incoherently.
"What's the matter with you?" Dru asked. "You're so--"
"And good day to you, sister Dru," Ella said, smoothly moving to kiss her on the cheek as well. "A lovely day today, wasn't it?"
Dru hesitated, then threw her head back. "Mooommm, Ella's being weeeiiird!"
Francesca appeared and opened her mouth just in time for Ella to give her a familial peck on the cheek too.
"Hello, stepmother. Beautiful day, don't you think? I shall be working on dinner if you need me."
Francesca had no more idea what to do with Ella than her daughters did, and stood in confused shock as Ella whisked away.
"You're late!" was all she could come up with.
"I know," Ella said, smiling over her shoulder. "Wonderful, isn't it?"
"It's... you're... dinner better be ready soon! And delicious! Don't muck it up!"
"Of course, stepmother."
Ella took a few dancing steps and disappeared into the kitchen, leaving her step-family agog and uncertain how to proceed. It was a tactic she'd never thought to try before, but since it was so terribly successful she decided she must remember it for emergencies.
That was all secondary though. She really didn't care what they thought, or whether she'd won, or anything at all in the moment. Just Kit. Just being with him that afternoon, and how wonderful he had been. It had never before been more clear how badly Ella had wanted and needed a friend like him.
Or, and her cheeks burned to even think it, someone more than a friend. They hadn't really discussed it, but Ella was about eighty percent sure friends didn't typically do the things she and Kit had done. Maybe she could find some educational literature on the subject at Kismet next time she had a chance to visit. Or just ask Wanda. That was probably the more sensible option.
Ella breezed through preparing dinner and cleaning up on auto-pilot, hardly even aware of what she'd done until everyone was sitting at the table.
Her stepsisters gallantly tried to taunt her and rile her somehow, but she was barely listening and apparently smiling politely and nodding absently wasn't quite the effect they were hoping for.
Ella was still humming to herself and dancing to an inaudible melody as she cleaned up much later on. Francesca had assigned some unnecessary cleaning that evening as retribution for Ella not being fazed by much of anything, and it was chance as much as anything that the chores had registered in Ella's mind.
She didn't mind particularly. It was something to keep her busy while her mind whirled, and it helped tire all the frenetic energy out of her by the time she retired to her attic abode.
"Squeak."
"Hm? Yes, Gus Gus. It was a very fine day indeed. And it will be for you too, look."
Ella deposited a lump of cheese nearly as large as the chubby mouse himself, and smiled at the evident delight displayed by the adorable rodent.
"Oh you'll never believe how well it went," Ella continued, flopping onto her bed and clutching a pillow to her chest. "I think I must have found the most amazing boy in the world. Fate must truly love me after all. I admit I had rather despaired after all these years here."
"Squeak."
"I don't mean you, obviously. You're my precious little Gus."
"Squeak."
"Details? You naughty boy. Well alright, since you insist."
Ella launched into great detail, recounting every facet of her encounter that she could recall. It helped clear her head some to spill the tale back out like that, as well as got her horny again.
Her clothes came off as she spoke aloud. She noted in passing that she had some cleaning to do, as even with a blanket between her and the ground, she hadn't really been dressed for rolling about in the forest. She really ought to be more careful with her mother's dress in particular, though she could imagine no better use than the one she'd put it to this afternoon.
Once naked, and still telling Gus about her sensual encounter, Ella started playing with her butt plug, ignoring the protests of her achy bottom. She took some pity on herself eventually, swapping to only fingering herself for a while, but switched right back again and finished off by fucking her butt with a dildo until she came.
She lay panting happily afterward, bared under the trickle of moonlight through her small window.
"Squeak?"
"Yes, I think we might just do it again," Ella said, still smiling wide as she fell asleep.
****
Ella was as patient as she could possibly manage, tiding herself over with copious butt play, anally messing with her step-family's food, and pampering herself with another visit to Kismet.
It was only barely enough to keep her distracted for a few days, and even then she was a highly-wound mess.
"Didn't you just get a new plug?" Wanda asked as Ella did a patrol of the shoppe, poking at practically everything on the shelves.
"Hm? Oh yes, the fancy one," Ella said. "It worked marvelously, thank you." She patted her bum, over her dress. "I'm wearing it now, actually. It makes me feel such an elegant lady. As well as... well it reminds me of other things."
"Your highly successful date?" Wanda suggested.
"I'm still not quite sure that it was a date," Ella said. "We should have discussed that, I think."
"Remind me what happened again?"
"Um... there was a picnic, sort of. And we sat very close and held hands. And there were some parts a lady really shouldn't share."
"But you want to anyway, don't you," Wanda said with a sly smile.
Ella bounced excitedly, clasping her hands to her chest. "Maybe! Ok so yes, we kissed! And he might have fingered my bum a little. And I showed him my plug, of course, since that was the whole point. No wait, the fingering was after that. Hang on, let me start again."
Wanda patiently waited for Ella to expel some semi-coherent version of events. It had been much easier and smoother telling Gus. Not that Wanda wasn't a good listener too, but there was more pressure with her. She always seemed so cool and controlled, and like she'd have full command of any sexual situation she was in. But even leaving that aside, the way she carried herself and exuded confidence was something Ella aspired to some day.
"It certainly sounds like a date," Wanda said when Ella took a break in her rambling. "A good one, at that."
"Oh it was ever so good, whatever it was," Ella said. "He said he couldn't meet me again for at least a week. Would it be too desperate to go check just in case anyway?"
"A little. But you do you, babygirl."
Ella bit her lip. "Hm, well I also had wondered if you perhaps had a book on the sort of things to do with dating. Perhaps the fundamental differences between friendships and relationships a bit more than that. How one should act if she does officially get a boyfriend. That sort of thing."
"Oh Analella, I just want to pat you on the head sometimes and feed you treats," Wanda said.
"I don't--"
"Never mind, I'm not your type anyway." Wanda gestured to her bookshelves. "Ignoring that fact that such a book would be more unhelpful and confusing than anything, you know precisely what kind of books I sell, and they aren't that."
"... perhaps something to do with a first romance then?" Ella asked, still hopeful.
"That's an awful lot of them, and hardly any will provide useful lessons. Still, try this one," Wanda said, handing over a book with a scandalous image on the front. "It'll keep you busy a little while at the very least."
"'Millicent and the Ring of Pleasure'?"
"I'll spoil it a little and give away that it's the fun kind of ring. You'd approve."
Ella tilted her head. "What does that mean?"
"It means.. oh for goodness sake, you'll figure it out."
"Ohhh. Like a butthole."
"Yes, Ella, like a butthole."
Ella grinned and clutched the book with impish delight. "That's kind of funny, because the way Kit had his finger in me would almost be like he was wearing me as a ring."
"You've been fucking all your brain cells comatose lately, huh?"
"What?"
"Never mind. Scoot now. Mommy's got things to do."
"Ok. Thank you, Wanda. I'll see you in a few days and tell you how the book was."
"Scoot I said," Wanda repeated, smacking Ella on the butt with the flat of another book.
Ella yelped and scampered out, already planning how her walk home might just have to detour through the forest.
****
The clearing that Ella already thought of as belonging to her and Kit was empty. She'd known it would be, but knowing didn't always win over hope.
Ella settled down for a time to read her new book, just in case. It was rather engrossing, even if not as well written as most of the titles Wanda suggested. Ella had the feeling this one was more for the purposes of sating some of her arousal than it was for edifying purposes.
Or perhaps the point was for Ella to identify with Millicent, the main heroine of the tale. Certainly Millicent was adept at solving problems in her life with her ass, one way or another. Once a chapter at least, it seemed.
Though despite the silliness of the premise, Ella found it worked at getting her horny and distracting her mind for a while. It was a double-edged sword though, since it left her vibrating with unfocused arousal when she put the book down.
Ella had prepared herself with a pen and paper, and was able to leave a note for Kit should he be by before she was next. She left it in the hollow of a tree nearby, along with her book. Safest to leave it here since she didn't have a clear path today for bringing contraband home. That plus it was another excuse to visit the woods, as if she needed one.
****
It was a few days before Ella received a response from Kit, though she cherished his letter and its splendid, flowing lettering as soon as she spied it. She read the letter a few times, smiling wider every time. He didn't outright say anything untoward in it, but she knew what he meant all the same.
It was another couple days after that before they could meet again, but the air was electric when the fateful time arrived.
Their greetings were a jumbled mess of syllables broken up by sloppy and fumbling kisses. Both Ella and Kit had their hands all over each other before either could manage a proper sentence of any kind.
Their exuberance took a long time to fade, though did eventually lead them wearing out some and falling to the ground together in a comfortable heap.
"'Tis a softer blanket this time," Ella murmured approvingly.
"It seemed for the best," Kit said. "That lewd book in the tree, did you leave that for me along with your letter?"
"No, that was for me to read," Ella said. "You do keep a girl waiting, you know."
"My deepest apologies," Kit said, kissing the back of her hand. "I did read some though."
Ella laughed and covered her face. "You must think I fill my head with smut, in that case."
"On the contrary. It seemed perfectly wholesome and--"
"Wholesome, or hole-some?"
The two devolved to giggling like silly teenagers.
"Read me some more, won't you?" Kit asked.
"All this time and that's what you want to do?"
"I'll make it worth your wait. I promise."
Ella found her trust in Kit well justified. As she read aloud for the both of them, flushing at some of the innuendo she was forced to speak from the pages, Kit probed her backside with a roaming hand.
Ella leaned against Kit, snuggling up and only 'coincidentally' resting her weight on one hip so that the majority of her booty was more available to him. He took his time tugging her dress up and getting his fingers underneath it, but the build up was half the fun.
The two of them were just as bad as each other. Once they truly settled in, Ella held and read the book with one hand while her other massaged the bulge in Kit's trousers. He happily played with her butt plug while simultaneously holding her close and occasionally kissing the side of her head, or on the lips when they were ready for a break from the reading.
They eventually worked their way toward Ella jerking Kit off rather than just massaging his cock, while he removed her plug and fingered her at a steady, regular rhythm. Ella kept reading as best she could, though Kit delighted in making her falter and stumble over her words, while she in turn enjoyed letting him do it to her.
Once they'd both had a cum and were temporarily sated, they were able to just sit together cuddling and talking. It wasn't totally innocent by any means, as Ella was still licking Kit's cum off her fingers, and she refused to let him take his fingers out of her booty, though he didn't need to move them much to keep her happy, and in fact sometimes just left them totally still inside her for long periods of time. It was about having him there more than it was about any specific pleasure seeking.
"You don't need to lick that up, you know," Kit said.
Ella shrugged and swiped some more cum off his softened cock, flicking her tongue out to taste it off her finger. "I've never had opportunity to try it before. It's... interesting."
"Is that good or bad?"
"Neither in particular. But it is a new experience, I'd only read about this sort of thing in books before, and it is a fun kind of naughty. Plus I have the sense you enjoy me doing this, even if you wouldn't admit to it."
Kit laughed softly. "You may be right. Millicent and her 'magic ring' may have sparked an interest, though you are the more interesting by far." He moved his fingers a little, just enough to remind them both that they were still up Ella's bottom. "I find that you are a creature of certain proclivities, and I confess I think I like them all so far."
Ella smiled and rested her head against shoulder. "I did warn you I might be a devil temptress."
"You did. But I don't think that you are any such thing."
"What do you think I am, then?"
"A girl. A wonderful girl that fate brought to me when I needed her."
"You'll make me squirm talking like that," Ella said. "And besides, it is the other way around. You are the boy that fate brought to me."
"Can it not be both?"
"Perhaps. But what possible need could a boy from the palace have for someone like me?"
Kit was quiet long enough that Ella feared she'd said the wrong thing. His fingers flexed inside her butthole every so often, though, so she left him just think for a moment.
"It's not as easy there as you may think," he finally said. "I know what that must sound like, with all the wealth and privilege one sees there. Certainly no one I know worries about going hungry or unclothed, or indeed unsheltered. But there are many, many expectations. So many."
"I didn't mean to imply that you need justify yourself," Ella said softly. "I very much enjoy my time with you no matter which of us is fate's plaything."
"It may be that we both are," Kit said. "I think might like it most that way, actually."
"Me too." Ella patted his leg. "Would you tell me more?"
"I can't tell you everything."
"I know. You still don't want me to know exactly what your position is at the castle, am I right?"
"You are quite right. I'm sorry, but--"
"It's alright. I know there must be a reason. Though I will only warn you, I may make up a story on my own. Perhaps that you are the head of security for the king himself, ruthlessly efficient because no one knows who you truly are."
Kit chuckled, and Ella snickered at her own story.
"There are reasons," Kit admitted. "But I can't say more than that."
"Some day, perhaps?"
"I certainly hope so."
Ella clasped his free hand, the one that wasn't half up her bum, in both of hers. "I'd still like to hear what you do want to tell me."
"Even if it mostly the whining of someone who truly doesn't have such a bad life at all?"
"Even then," Ella said with a firm nod.
Kit sighed and stretched his fingers inside Ella. "Very well. It's just... my position is rather inflexible. I have duties, and things to learn, and it is all so very important. I know it is important. But there are times, even whole days, when it is too much for me. When I just wish I could have a break for a while. Kind of like when I am with you."
Ella smiled, still exploring Kit's hand with her fingers. "I am glad to be your break from responsibility, then."



"I wish you were not so temporary. That I could perhaps bring you to the castle."
"Oh they should never allow me in, I'm sure."
"Unfortunately you're most likely correct. There are, ugh, proprieties. Everything's about proprieties, and decorum, and excessive fanciness. And discipline. God how I hate discipline some days."
"Then be undisciplined with me," Ella said. "I suspect we mean different things by it, but I am no fan of discipline either."
"Tell me about you, then," Kit said.
"I don't want to interrupt."
"I am on break, and being undisciplined," Kit teased. "And I should like to hear about you now."
"Oh fine, but I am sure with your exciting and stressful life, mine will just seem a bore."
"Tell me," Kit urged.
Ella gave in and launched into detail about her home life. In truth, she did want to share it, both for the sake of having a confidant for some of her woes, and because she knew she'd tell him sooner or later. It might as well be sooner so she could stop worrying about what he'd think.
"So... no mother or father?" Kit asked gently after listening for a while.
"They are both long gone," Ella said wistfully. "They loved me, I remember. Now I have only my stepmother and stepsisters, and I'm afraid they do not."
"I am sorry. It is a hard thing. I lost my mother a time ago, and my father... well he loves me, I know he does, but it has been strained between us, I feel."
"I am sorry also. But I also feel, once again, fate has done us a service bringing us together."
"Agreed," Kit said. "Most fervently agreed. Though I wish I could do something to make your home more--"
Ella waved him off. "Think nothing of it. I am used to it, and the most important thing is to be able to share it with you. I am glad you do not find it tedious and of no consequence."
"A simple life might have suited me, actually," Kit said. "If I'd been given the chance. Not such miserable creatures to live with, though, and I may have to be irate on your behalf over their mistreatment of you."
"I appreciate the sentiment," Ella said. "But it may console you, as it does me, to hear of what I do with their food when the mood strikes me."
"Oh?"
Ella glad of someone to finally share her campaign of trickery with, launched into great detail of the many, many meals over the years that had been served after being partly or fully stuck up her bum.
"You've truly done that to them so many times?" Kit asked, eyes wide.
"It was an accident the first time, I'll admit," Ella said. "I'd been bored in the kitchen, and been playing with a particularly interesting carrot."
"Up your bum?"
"Of course, dear Kit. What else should I do with it? But at any rate, I forgot what I'd been doing, and put it in our dinner with the other vegetables. I was rather scared when I realized what I'd done, but then all my stepsister could do was rave over the flavour of the local produce that day."
Kit snickered along with Ella. "And they've never realized?"
"How could they? They've teased me incessantly over one little question I asked about anal play, but I don't believe either they or my stepmother could truly conceive of me actually doing any of the things they accuse me of. It is all to be hurtful, and totally unimaginative at the same time."
"But I love the things you do with your bottom," Kit said sincerely, thrusting his fingers in and out of Ella's booty with increasing energy the more he heard of her pranks.
"I know, Kit, and I love that you love it as much as I do."
"I don't understand the problem that people have with it."
Ella sighed. "Me either. It seems to just be you and me and one lovely shopkeeper who understand the beauty of it."
"A shopkeeper?"
"I get my toys from someone, you know."
"Oh yes. That does make sense." Kit kissed her again while continuing to finger-fuck her ass. "Even if it is only us few, I am glad the two of us met and I am excited to keep trying these new things with you."
Ella purred at the way he touched her and kissed him back with true heartfelt sentiment.
"I think perhaps we both needed to meet more badly then we ever could have known," Ella said. "As though we were fated to do so. Of all the people who could have run into me that day, it was you. There were many others on that hunt with you, were there not?"
"There were," Kit said. "And it is so unlikely of me to rush off on my own as I did. I felt at the time I just needed a small burst of freedom, but some force must have called me to you."
Ella crawled right into his lap, straddling him and settling into a position to make out more directly. His fingers never left her ass, and now he was free to spread her cheeks with his other hand, gaining a better access.
Their clothes had already been in a disheveled state, improperly worn at this point or indeed discarded entirely. Ella helped finish the job with Kit's jacket having already been tossed aside, and now his shirts joining suit.
She'd never held overly much fascination with the idea of boys taking their tops off, but then she'd never been as enamoured with someone as she was with Kit. She found that her instincts were good, and that Kit with no top on was significantly more fun to press up against and run her hands over.
Of course she paid for her indulgence by having her dress removed in turn. It had been bunched up about her waist for quite some time anyway, so it wasn't as though modesty was much of a concern, but there was something far more exciting and anxious about having nothing on at all to hide behind.
Technically it did leave her thigh high stockings and shoes still on, but they didn't do much for her nudity, really. Ella briefly considered the merits of wearing underwear more often, but didn't truly give it much thought.
Instead, Ella squealed and feigned trying to cover her breasts from Kit's hungry eyes. He laughed and pulled her in for a kiss, which did keep him from staring for a moment.
"You aren't embarrassed, are you?" he asked.
"I'm not used to having my dress off in front of strange boys," Ella said.
"You wound me. I'm still a strange boy to you?"
"Hehe, no, I suppose not. It must be alright then."
She managed to get Kit's trousers off while he was busy trying to get a good look at her. At least they were mostly even then, and she could drink in the view of his body while he stared at hers.
Ella found herself grinding on Kit's thigh without really meaning to. She was so horny and he just kept pulling her close, fingering her ass, staring hungrily at her, and kissing her lips, cheek, neck, and all the way down to her tits.
Before she knew it she scooted herself even closer and started grinding on his cock instead. He moaned rather cutely and used his grip on her butt to hold her tighter against his erection.
"Oh Ella, how do you always make me feel so good?" Kit asked.
"I hesitate to even suggest it," Ella panted, "but I think perhaps you are not all that complicated in what makes you feel good."
"Is that so?"
"It certainly seems like something rubbing your cock while you get to play with my bum is all it really takes."
Kit smiled broadly. "You know, you may be right about that."
They moved in for more sloppy makeouts while Kit exercised his access to Ella's ass to slip two fingers from his other hand into her slippery butt. He briefly had four fingers inside her, really giving her a stretch, before pulling out the pair that had been in her for quite some time now, swapping out hands essentially.
Kit got a mischievous look in his eye as they broke apart for a breath. He lifted his fingers that had been in Ella's booty to her mouth, offering them to her.
Ella immediately, helplessly, opened her lips and stuck her tongue out just a little. She accepted Kit's fingers with a moan while her eyes rolled back as she tasted herself on him.
"I think perhaps you are as uncomplicated as I am, under the circumstances," Kit said.
Ella moaned again, but gave a small nod of acknowledgement at his words. He wasn't far wrong, really.
"I know what you want, my Analella," Kit said.
His words this time made Ella groan loudly, spit out his fingers, and lock her lips to his. Often times that nickname was used rudely toward her, but it was so very the opposite with Kit. It made her feel warm and special in a way that she couldn't properly understand. And to be 'his' Analella was another step or two toward her being absolutely smitten beyond all rational thought.
They made each other cum in a tender but messy affair, various juices being smeared between their naked bodies. Their 'uncomplicated' desires were used to best effect, each giving the other the pleasure they sought until they could both be tired and sated together, spreading out languidly on the soft blanket under the warm sunlight.
"You do seem to enjoy making a mess on me," Ella noted as she toyed with a puddle of cum on her tummy.
"It is only a side-effect," Kit said. "But yes, I think I might enjoy it."
"I suppose now that you have made me a sullied woman you shall have to leave me again," Ella said.
"You think me the sort of cad who only seeks my own gratification then?" Kit asked teasingly, arching an eyebrow.
"Not so strongly as that. But perhaps I would like you to stay a while, and I know you must go soon."
"I have some time yet, El."
"Oh good."
"You truly are that worried that I would leave so soon after what we did?"
Ella pouted. "It was foolish of me, wasn't it?"
"Not so foolish," Kit said with a sigh. "It is true I never have as much time with you as I should like."
"I do understand," Ella said. "I just wish it were otherwise."
"Let me work on it," Kit said, reaching to her hand and bringing it to his lips. "I have had some thoughts, though any move I make will most likely be slow in producing good results."
"Very well," Ella said, enchanted by the way he kissed her fingers and down to her palm when she turned her hand just so. "I shall be patient as I can. It is something I should in theory be well versed in, with all the patience I have needed to cultivate at home."
"I am sorry to make you so impatient."
"Well I am not sorry that you do." Ella bit her lip. "I think something to look anxiously forward to is better than a surfeit of patience."
"I think you may be right." Kit smiled while running his thumb back and forth over Ella's knuckles. "But then, perhaps we grow melancholy too soon. I don't have to leave just yet, after all."
Ella gave him a look. "You mean to tell me you need to cum again already?"
"Ha, no, my Analella. I think I am quite done for now. But perhaps there is something else I can show you, while we yet have this time together."
"Oh? What is it?"
"Would you like to meet Charger? My horse, I mean?"
Ella considered it. "I think I might. But he does seem rather large and intimidating."
"He's meant to," Kit said. "But truly he is gentle and sweet. You'll like him."
Kit stood up and then leaned down with a hand extended to Ella. She was slow to take his hand only because she rather liked the sight of him over top her like that, still unclothed and looking very pleasant to her eye even when she wasn't horny. The way he hauled her easily upright was quite enjoyable too, and she had a small urge to fall right back down to the blanket with him, even though she knew that wasn't the goal just now.
She was ready to walk out of the glade with him, toward Charger, though Kit made them stop for a moment first.
"Almost forgot your plug," he said with a small smirk.
Ella rolled her eyes. "I thought we were done being horny."
"There's horny and then there's horny."
"Those were the same words."
Kit, picking up her butt plug, wiggled it back and forth in front of her. "Do you want me to put it in for you or not?"
"Well yes, I do," Ella said. "But no funny business."
"Perish the thought!"
Ella bent over and let Kit gently push her plug back snugly inside her, including a tender butt pat at the end. Thus equipped, she took his arm and they walked together back to the path through the woods where Charger was patiently waiting.
He was more intimidating the closer they got, given how large he was up close, but Kit was right that he was gentle. Particularly when Ella held up some bits of carrot for Charger and he took them so nicely from her, then let her pet him very docilely.
"Want to go for a ride?" Kit asked.
"We said no funny business, didn't we?" Ella said, still entranced with Charger for the moment.
"Ha ha," Kit said sarcastically. "I meant on the horse."
"Nooo, he's nice, but he's way too big for me. Don't you have a pony or something for--"
Ella shrieked as Kit lifted her by the waist and hefted her up into the saddle. It was so high up and she felt very unsafe until Kit swung himself up behind her and she could lean against him for comfort.
"Don't do that!" she said firmly, despite retroactively feeling turned on by how easily he'd thrown her on top of Charger, and continuing to feel turned on by them both being naked and riding a horse together. There was something quite special about the feeling, actually.
"You wouldn't have done it otherwise," Kit said, urging Charger gently forward.
"That's true. But... ok, maybe this was worth it." Ella leaned back even more against Kit. She nestled into his arms that were wrapped around her for the purposes of holding the reins. "But don't think you can get me to do whatever you want just because you can physically put me anywhere you like."
"I won't ever do it again. I promise."
"Well now, I wouldn't say never."
Kit kissed her shoulder, and she could practically see the grin on him without having to look. "Want to go faster?"
"No! Maybe." Ella bit her lip. "Make sure I don't fall off, at least."
"Of course."
Ella shrieked again, with wild abandon and the thrill of a sudden and very new experience. Charger could run fast. She'd known that from the time she was almost run over by him. But it was different being atop him while he ran. Very, very different.
Even setting aside the feel of Kit holding her secure, and the way her butt plug added to the sensation of bouncing up and down, it was a wondrous and intense thing to be flying along at the speed they were, carried by the strong and steady beast beneath them.
Ella gave in to the experience, letting her fears slip away and laughing out loud as she decided she probably wasn't going to be horribly injured somehow. She spread her arms and tilted her head back, trusting Kit to have her. She felt like a princess, noble and powerful, and like she was being shown a magical world that was secret to everyone else, even though logically she obviously wasn't the first person to ride a horse.
Kit galloped them up and down trails through the woods until Charger started to tire, when he led them back to their spot and let the mighty steed take a break. Ella found herself wobbly when she got off, and had to lean on Charger for a moment while her legs recovered.
"I'm glad you've bonded," Kit said.
"He's a wonderful horse," Ella breathed, patting Charger one last time before standing upright under her own power. "Perhaps... perhaps we might do that again, in future."
"I think probably we shall."
Ella favoured Kit with a kiss. "I shall look forward to that. Among other things. But I suppose truly we must part now, even I shall be in trouble if I do not start for home, and it's probably all the worse for you."
"I think you are right, alas."
They kissed again, only reluctantly separating to retrieve their clothes. They were both headed toward horny again, though knew that they didn't have time for anything really. Besides, it was a lovely, low-key arousal that made their parting sweeter somehow, and kept Ella happy and singing all the way back to the village, breaking into small dancing steps at times.
She had a lot to tell Gus again that night, and fell asleep still helplessly grinning.
****
Ella's life became almost entirely focused on those beautiful, wondrous days when she got to meet up with Kit. It sounded a little pathetic even to herself when she thought of it that way, but she decided that was ok because her life had been fairly pathetic before him anyway. At least now there was a constant bright spot in the sea of tedium and mistreatment.
Her step-family was working harder to lower her spirits these days, being even pettier and coming up with more difficult chores. Ella had to remember to look downtrodden more often to avoid the worst of it, though she couldn't help being painfully cheerful at times. Being blissfully unaffected by taunts and tasks did kind of work, as she'd already seen, but she did tend to pay for it later on. It was still best to keep her head down when possible.
So continued the game of Ella sticking food up her booty as often as possible before serving it, as well as practically always wearing a butt plug while doing chores about the house. That plus a great deal of fingering and toying her ass when on her own helped to keep her sane in between dates with Kit.
The dates themselves were absolute delights. Ella and Kit were increasingly comfortable to be naked around each other, and were getting more adventurous about the kind of activities they got up to. There were more rides on Charger, of course, which Ella liked to start with to get the blood pumping before she and Kit got up to naughtiness. And there were more sharing of thoughts and memories, really sharing the parts of themselves that they usually couldn't.
Mostly there was more playing with Ella's bum. Not that there had ever been a shortage of that between them, but they'd discovered things like Kit grinding on her ass, or Ella's particular favourite of him eating her butt. She could happily lie in the sun with his tongue up her ass for hours, though as much as he loved doing it too, he just couldn't last as long since he was the one contorting his jaw and tongue, which was fair.
Ella also loved experimenting with what she could do with his cock. Rubbing most any part of herself against him seemed to please him, but in particular jerking him off or sucking on his cock seemed to be most fun for them both. Boobjobs or grinding were nice, but had some issues. Grinding, as it happened, had the biggest issue which was as fun as it was, Ella couldn't help thinking of something more.
"What if you put it inside me?" she asked one day after they'd both cummed already, and Kit was lazily rubbing himself on her while they got ready for a second round.
Kit paused, not moving for a moment, though his cock still pulsed against Ella's butthole.
"Inside you like sex?" he finally asked.
"I think technically anal sex," Ella said. "If you put it in my bum. Which obviously you would."
"That's, uh...."
He pulled back a little, rather disappointingly.
"You don't have to," Ella said, looking back at him. "I just thought it might be nice."
Kit swallowed. "It would be," he said faintly. "I do believe it really would be."
"So is that a yes?"
"El, this is somewhat embarrassing, but I haven't done something like that before."
Ella gave up and rolled on her back so she could face Kit and more easily hold a conversation with him. "You haven't had sex?"
"Right. Anal or otherwise."
"That's fine," Ella said with a smile. "I haven't done any of the stuff we did before I met you. It's all new to me too. That's part of why I like the idea of trying as much as I can together."
"It's the same for me," Kit said softly. "To everything you said. Except... would it be foolish of me to say I'm not quite ready for that yet? For sex?"
"I don't think it would be foolish," Ella said, pulling him down with her so she could snuggle him and offer physical comfort. "I don't know much of this world of sex, but I think it would be more foolish to expect everyone to always want the same things."



Kit gave her a quick, meaningful kiss. "You say you don't know much, but you are by far the most knowledgeable and confident girl in these matters that I have ever met."
Ella blushed. "Only when it comes to my bum, perhaps, which I know to be considered sinful by most. And besides, I don't think I can believe that you've talked to that many girls about such things."
Kit laughed softly. "You have me there." He kissed her again. "If anything, the foolish ones must be those who think there is anything wrong with your type of fun. It is a true joy, and I have failed to find anything whatsoever to be sinful about it."
"And it has made me the happiest I have been in a long time that I know you feel that way, and that I can share these experiences with you," Ella said. She pulled his hand to her lips, idly kissing his fingers a few times, here and there. "If you aren't ready for something, that isn't a problem. I don't think I was ready to try sex until very recently either, and as you know I love things in my bum."
"I had indeed noticed," Kit said wryly. "And so that my intentions are clear, I do want to try it with you. I have learned so much already with you, and I feel safe to try new things. It is only that sex feels momentous in ways other things don't quite match. I can't explain it, but I want very much for it to feel right when we do it. Even though I'm not entirely sure what I mean by that."
"It's ok not to know," Ella said, intertwining her fingers with Kit's. "Things should feel right. That's enough."
"I'm glad you understand."
"Of course." Ella smiled mischievously, giving Kit her horniest eyes. "So that my intentions are clear, the way you treat me like a princess with your soft blankets, horse rides, and these amazing bottles of wine you keep finding are all things that help to make me ready for the things we do together. And most importantly, the way you are so kind and gentle with me, and--"
"Except when you don't want me to be gentle," Kit said.
"Yes, other than those times," Ella nodded. "They are important too. Only to say that I love our time together the way it has been, and continuing to seduce me in such ways will most likely do well for you whenever you are ready."
Kit moved in, kissing Ella deeply and firmly. "I think... I hope it might be soon. Perhaps after...."
"After what? You trailed off there."
"I did. I'm a bit nervous, actually."
"Why?" Ella giggled. "You can ask me anything."
Kit took her hand, running his thumb over her fingers. "There is a grand ball at the palace soon."
"Oh, yes, I think I'd heard about that. I think perhaps my stepmother has another one of her schemes to marry off my stepsisters there. They keep taunting me about how I am not fit to go with them, and no one should want to marry me." Ella shrugged. "The usual, really."
"They simply sound all the more horrid every time you speak of them."
"Then I have depicted them accurately." Ella sneaked a kiss from Kit. "The way they talk, it's like they expect that I would flash my bottom to any gentleman I see in hope that they would do things to my bum right there in front of everyone at the ball."
"Preposterous!"
"It is, isn't it?" Ella grinned. "I should only do such things with you, and only while we are alone."
"Do you ever suppose they say such lascivious things about you because it is what they secretly wish for themselves?" Kit asked, holding Ella close and comforting.
"Hehe, I have sometimes considered that possibility. My stepsisters do tend to focus on discussions about bums far too often considering their supposed disgust. Especially considering I only ever brought up the subject once, out of ignorant curiousity."
"So it is perhaps an excuse for them more than any real judgement or desire to persecute?"
"Mmm, perhaps." Ella nibbled on Kit's ear. "What do you say we stop talking of them and do something more enjoyable?"
"Like what?" Kit teased.
Slowly, silently, Ella rolled out of his arms on to her tummy. She lifted her bottom gracefully in the air, arching her back seductively. Still without a word, she flashed Kit her horniest eyes again, daring him to do practically anything he wanted.
"Ah, I see," Kit said with a smile. "Only what I should have expected from my Analella."
Ella gasped and cooed, then eventually giggled as Kit smacked her booty a few times. She wiggled her hips enticingly, and was gratified to feel him spread her cheeks and dive in tongue-first to her little butthole.
Ella loved Kit playing with her ass in any form, but getting eaten out was a particularly special treat and made her feel like such an elegant and doted upon lady. That probably wasn't quite right, since so far as she knew elegant ladies weren't meant to have their bumholes tongued, but that was how it made her feel regardless of whether there was logical sense there or not.
She got to be pampered that way for quite some time, until Kit's jaw got tired basically. He was always just as enthused as her when it came to butt play, and probably wouldn't stop without physical constraints getting in the way.
Kit moved on to slapping his cock on Ella's booty and rubbing it back and forth. It was a pretty nice feeling too, especially as his shaft slipped between her butt cheeks and she got to feel him thrusting back and forth across her bumhole. She would have loved to get him actually inside her bottom, but this was a lovely way to spend an afternoon too.
Ella settled out on their shared blanket, fully stretching out and not bothering to lift her hips anymore. She was simply prone and relaxed, letting Kit use her booty to get himself off and enjoying every moment of it in the process.
His cum splashed all over her back, making sudden hot streaks that gave her a shock at first. It was painfully sexy, especially when Ella was already so horny. Happily, with hardly a break to even recover, Kit smacked her booty a few times until she lifted it up again. He then used a couple fingers to slip inside and finger-fuck her ass, while using his other hand to rub her clit for her.
"I actually had something to ask you," Kit said. "When I mentioned the ball that is to happen."
"The problem is," Ella purred, "right now you have me right where you want me, and I'll likely say yes to anything."
"Then it seems an ideal time."
Ella bit her lip, letting her eyes fall blissfully closed. "That is taking advantage, you know."
"You don't even know what I want to ask yet."
"That's true."
His fingers were so good. Ella wasn't kidding when she said she'd agree to most anything right now. She just wanted more of him playing with her bum and probably making her cum soon the way he danced around her clit. He really was getting very good at this sort of thing.
"I was wondering, my lovely Analella, if you'd perchance accompany me at the grand ball?" Kit asked, clearly a tad nervous to ask her to the dance despite how intimately they knew each other.
Ella stiffened a little, though found it difficult to maintain any kind of tension in her body when Kit was massaging it all out of her.
"At the palace?" Ella squeaked. "Me?"
"Hopefully, yes."
"But... but...."
"It is an open attendance," Kit said. "I... ahem, the prince has requested it. You'd be very welcome. It would be a good opportunity for us."
"All those fancy people though," Ella said. "I shouldn't really fit in with them. And the royalty!"
"Minor quibbles," Kit said, really focusing on Ella's clit in a way that made her slowly melt under his touch. "If it is dresses and jewelry and things that are the issue, I've arranged to outfit you if you simply come to the castle early. I may not be able to meet you myself, but I will send someone I trust to bring you if I cannot."
Ella squirmed. "You've thought quite a bit about this."
"I have."
"And I really have no reason to decline."
"That was my hope."
Ella considered her options. Her fears of being out place and mocked the way her step-family so delighted in were gradually won over by the firm belief that Kit would take care of her and wouldn't allow such things to happen to her, as well as the happy feeling that spread through her at the idea of being publicly seen with him, getting to dance together, to be something more than secret friends and lovers. Not that she minded what they were, but an opportunity for more shouldn't be dismissed without good reason.
"Everyone will see us together," Ella murmured.
"They will," Kit agreed.
"You'll have to protect me from societal dangers, my Kit. And teach me how to dance. And... and...."
Kit laughed. "If I say yes to it all, will you come?"
Ella smiled, letting everything burst forth all at once. "I'll come! I'll come, I'll come!"
Her words arrived just barely ahead of her orgasm. She squirted hard on Kit's fingers and over his lovely blanket. Not the first time she'd made a mess of either.
Ella shivered and tingled all through her glorious, wonderful cum. She only let Kit pull his fingers free from her bum once she was well and truly spent, and laughed as he massaged life back into them afterward.
"You grip me too tight sometimes," he complained teasingly.
"I'm not that strong back there," Ella said. "Not to hurt a big, strong man like you."
"Ah, so I'm a big strong man now," Kit said. "And handsome, perhaps?"
"Mmm, perhaps," Ella said mischievously. "Maybe I'd better wait until I see you dressed for the ball to make a final judgement."
Kit clasped a hand to his heart as though wounded, then fell to the blanket. Ella giggled and curled up with him.
"You are very handsome," Ella assured him after a moment. "And cute, and nice, and tender, and--"
"Maybe a few more manly adjectives in there?" Kit suggested hopefully.
"I think they are excellent qualities for a man," Ella said. "But alright. I'm sure you are a mighty hunter and warrior too, and probably seduce all the girls just by walking by them, peerlessly masculine boy that you are."
Kit snorted. "Ok, I changed my mind. That's not better."
"Mmm, because isn't genuine. I meant the things I said before." Ella danced her fingers up and down Kit's bare chest. "You are very fine to look at, in the sun after we've both cummed."
"I feel the same of you," Kit said. He brushed Ella's hair affectionately. "You meant it though? You will come to the ball with me?"
"Of course I shall, my cute-- sorry, my handsome Kit," Ella said, giving another small giggle. "But I meant my conditions about protecting me and teaching me how to behave at such an event."
"Ah, well then just give me another few moments here."
Ella was reluctant to let Kit stand up, even as unhurried as he was about it. She did enjoy him offering her his hand and casually hauling her to her feet. He was stronger than he looked, and she kind of loved when he showed it off.
"When in doubt, best to be smile and be demure," Kit said. "And you can't go far wrong tossing curtsies about."
"The fancier the person, the more curtsies to be tossed?" Ella hazarded.
Kit's lips and eyes were teasing. "Fairly correct, yes." He took her hand and started moving, just a few light steps back and forth. "Dancing won't be as bad as you probably fear. As the lady, you really only have to follow my lead anyway."
"What does following your lead mean?"
He grinned wider and moved in closer. One hand stayed on hers, his other went to the small of her back. Ella stifled a gasp at how intimate the pose was, though admittedly neither of them were wearing clothes which rather added to the eroticism.
Pausing only to guide Ella's hand to his shoulder, Kit started moving in slow, rhythmic motions that described something of a tangled circle about the glade. Ella mostly just followed along with him, occasionally getting dragged slightly when she misstepped. It didn't take her long before she felt she had the hang of it.
"Very good," Kit said. "You see? Nothing to fear."
"This is truly it?" Ella asked. "I should have thought fancy dancing was more--"
"Ah, you mean things like this," Kit said.
All of a sudden, Ella felt herself being dipped backward. Really quite alarmingly far, no less. However Kit had her firmly grasped, and she knew he wouldn't drop her. He did however rather cheekily steal a kiss while she was vulnerable.
Upon being pulled back up, Ella found herself getting rather tingly again. Not horny exactly, but dancing with Kit was certainly doing things to her that she hadn't expected. And she couldn't even blame everything on their mutual nudity, no matter how good it felt to press up against him as they moved.
"I think I might like dancing," Ella admitted. "With you, at least."
"Hehe, you'll have to do it with a dress on at the ball," Kit said.
"Are you quite sure?" Ella teased, batting her eyes.
"Not up to me, I'm afraid," Kit sighed. "There are those who would take offence to your current state, much as I adore it."
"Ah well," Ella said, pressing up even closer to him. "Then I shall just enjoy this while it lasts." She nuzzled his chest. "Dip me again?"
"Of course."
For an activity that didn't involve playing with her bum, Ella found that nude ballroom dancing was somehow a good competition for her favourite activity. Kind of like riding horseback with Kit, it was fun and intimate, and decidedly erotic when done with no clothes on.
Ella learned to move with Kit, to not appear totally awkward while he guided her, and how to flow into those moments when he spun or dipped her, or otherwise maneuvered her body in some fashion. She also learned how to indicate that she wanted him to do one of those moves, finding such delicious thrill in being swung about while his eyes locked onto her with smoldering intensity.
The time of their parting was even more difficult than usual. They'd both had their sexual satisfaction, technically, but had become very obviously aroused as a result of the nude dance lessons.
"Are you quite sure you have to leave?" Ella asked, watching Kit put his clothes back on with a fair amount of disappointment.
"I am sorry, but yes, I must." Kit sighed. "I feel terrible for leaving you like this."
"As well you might," Ella said, clasping her hands behind her back and wiggling her hips hopefully. "We could be quick. Only just--"
Kit tilted her chin and kissed her lovingly. "I am truly sorry, my darling Analella. I shall make it up to you. I promise I will. Hopefully at the ball."
"Then I shall look forward to it as much as I have ever looked forward to anything," Ella averred.
"And I the same," Kit assured her. "I shall see you then. Be here a few hours before the start, if you can, and someone will be waiting to guide you. Everything will be taken care of at the palace."
Ella nodded. "I am nervous about all that, but... I trust you and will do my very best."
With a final kiss, Kit was off, hopping easily up on to Charger in that sexy way that he always managed with the large horse. He made it look so easy. Ella sighed, rather pitifully aware that she'd still be pining after Kit for days to come.
Still, despite being so worked up after their parting, it had been a wonderful time once again, full of brand new things to reminisce and fantasize about while she awaited their next meeting.
"I wonder if we could dance naked at the ball," Ella giggled to herself. "Probably not. We'd be thrown out, most assuredly."
Still, as she made her way home, she left her dress bundled in her arms as long as she could, enjoying the fresh air and sunlight on her skin, and the sense memories of her afternoon with Kit. She even practiced a few dance steps from time to time on her walk, knowing she would look ever so foolish to anyone who saw her, but unable to help being happy and free all the same.
She also knew her bum was getting absolutely destroyed by a variety of her toys that night once she was alone in her bedroom. It would be painful to wait until then, but the agony of waiting would make her eventual cums all the more glorious when she finally got to soothe her needs.
****
Ella spent her time very hornily leading up to the grand ball. She was obsessed like never before with filling her booty with butt plugs, dildos, and various foods on the way to being served to her step-family.
The weird thing was how difficult she found it to scratch that particular itch. Usually she was so good at getting herself off in a satisfactory manner.
Even when she did cum, which was still fairly frequently despite her troubles, it was a much rarer thing to achieve an orgasm that quelled her needs for a while, that left her happy and relaxed the way she craved.
"Kit's ruined me," Ella confided in Gus one evening. "It's just not the same anymore without him playing with me, or holding me, or... or dancing with me." She sighed in happy reminiscence. "And the thought of him maybe wanting to have sex with my bum someday soon, it's so hard to compare to that."
The little mouse gave it some thought. "Squeak?"
"Yes, maybe you're right. Maybe it is my nerves getting in the way. I've never been to any event half so fancy as the ball will surely be. I trust Kit, but still... still I'm nervous."
"Squeak."
"Yes, I hope so too," Ella said wistfully. "I hope he and I will have some time alone. Or if not, at least the relief afterward might allow me to enjoy my own play time again. With some new memories of dancing with Kit at a proper ball, no less."
Ella tried to imagine what it would be like, but kept falling back on her time dancing naked with Kit in the woods, which she was sure wouldn't happen at the palace. Still, those thoughts helped tremendously with getting some nice anal cums in, while she fucked her own bottom with her favourite toys. They still weren't enough to truly sate her, but they were the best she could manage.
The day of the ball arriving was all the more tense and anxious, especially when Ella realized she was expected to aid her stepsisters get ready for the ball all day. It left her in something of a panic as she considered how she was actually going to get to the woods to meet Kit's friend, and be led to the castle.
"You're so very distracted today, Analella," Francesca chided.
"Sorry, stepmother," Ella said, doing her best to focus while tying Anne and Dru into corsets that didn't fit them particularly well at the best of times. "Only, I was wondering when I might have some time free."
"Free time?" Francesca demanded, lifting and eyebrow most condescendingly. "What could you possibly need that for?"
Ella swallowed uncomfortably, knowing she was in real trouble here, but also needing some manner of escape lest she be late. "I thought perhaps I might get ready as well?"
"Ready for what?" Francesca asked, sounding genuinely baffled.
"For... well, the ball is open to all, and--"
The combined laughter her step-family was harsh on her ears, and truly the greatest blow to Ella's confidence and morale that they'd managed in years.
"Analella thinks she's going to the castle!" Anne shrieked.
"She think she's people," Dru cackled back.
"No one of any consequence is going to fuck your butt for you there," Anne said.
"Maybe one of the servants," Dru said, fully undoing all the work Ella had put into tightening her corset as she fell about in laughter.
Ella went hot and red, retreating into herself. She'd known better than to say any such thing, but the panic had got the best of her. Her best odds had been with secrecy, and now that was blown.
"That's quite enough of all that nonsense," Francesca said, calmly enough rather than mocking, though the glint in her eye gave away that it was only because Ella was quite humiliated enough already. "Help your step-sisters get ready. They may yet catch a suitably wealthy suitor this evening. Perhaps even the prince himself."



Those last words shut Anne and Dru up, at thoughts of marrying the prince, who it was a well-known secret in the land hadn't been married off yet. The sisters immediately jostled back into position, demanding Ella's help making their waists slim as could be, and padding out their bosoms to an ostentatious degree.
The ridiculous cage-like bustles they put on afterward to accentuate the hips and butt area were rather obscene, Ella thought, since such a beautiful and special part of the body shouldn't be falsified nearly so badly, in her opinion.
However, the ways her stepsisters marred their own figures really didn't warrant much of Ella's thought. She was far too busy falling into numb depression as her lovely dreams all slowly dashed themselves in her head. The thing she'd most looked forward to in... well, possibly forever, really, was being snatched away from her.
Just to make extra certain, as her stepmother and stepsisters were dragged away by a fancy carriage later that evening, Francesca made sure to first lock Ella up in her attic abode. It was too late by then, which Ella was already in tears over, and the lock keeping her in her room was more a formality than anything.
Ella sobbed into her pillow for a while, unable to help the sheer disappointment flooding out of her. She tuckered herself out eventually, and Gus even helped a little by pattering over next her and curling himself up next her forehead.
"There's nothing for it, Gus Gus," Ella finally said. "I can't stay here any longer. I wonder... I wonder if Kit could find me somewhere to stay. I'm sure he'll understand that I didn't miss the ball on purpose. I could be a maid or a cook at the palace, maybe. I have a lot of experience, and I wouldn't have to be seen by anyone, mostly."
Ella sighed. "Or if not that, then something else. But I just simply can't stand this anymore. The one truly great thing in my life being taken away from me so casually."
"Squeak."
"Sorry," Ella said with a wan smile. "You're right. I still have you. And Wanda, she's always been good to me."
Ella wiped her tears and sat up in her bed. "I mean, I have nothing else to do at the moment, and my stepmother won't be back for quite some time. Maybe... maybe Wanda might still be about, do you think?"
"Squeak."
Ella considered her predicament for a moment. It had been a while since she'd been locked in her room, but when she'd been younger it hadn't been that much of a problem for her.
"I used to fit out that tiny window, is the thing," Ella muttered to herself. "I don't think I can anymore." She tilted her head. "But maybe...."
Ella doffed her dress, then in only her underthings tried to squeeze out. It was a very tight fit, and awkward on the other side to not fall and break her leg, but it could actually be done.
She paused to think for a moment, then carefully bundled up her dress and scooped up Gus in one hand. Having one arm full made her escape even more difficult, and she stumbled and fell on her ass as she landed, but she made it.
After getting dressed again and safely depositing Gus in a chest pocket of her dress that Ella had sewn in specifically for carrying him around when need be, Ella set off for Kismet.
"It's quiet out tonight," Ella remarked. "I mean I mostly don't get to be outside at this time anyway, but the village is practically dead."
"Squeak."
"Yes, except for a few carriages still making their way to the castle." Ella sighed. "It would have been nice to be in one of them, dressed all fancy. Though I suppose even our best plan didn't involve me getting to ride a carriage at all."
"Squeak."
Ella feigned a smile. "It's ok, Gus Gus. I'll be alright. Probably."
Much to her relief, Kismet was still open, and Wanda was sitting in her usual spot watching the door.
"Hello, Wanda. I--"
"About time you showed up," Wanda said, standing up and stretching.
"What?"
"The later you leave it, the less time we have to get ready, you know."
Ella blinked, feeling foolish. "Ready for what?"
"For the ball, of course."
"But... but I'm not going. I had a plan, but it's too late for that now."
"Yes, yes," Wanda said, waving away Ella's objections. "But the plan wasn't likely to work, was it? Your stepmother giving you the afternoon off on such a momentous day? Not hardly likely at all."
"Well, no, maybe not. But what else could I do?" Ella folded her arms and looked down. "Kit will be disappointed. That's the worst part."
"Oh pish, he'd get over that next time you two hooked up. So would you for that matter. The more important things to consider is... Narrative!" Wanda declared, throwing her arm in an arc above her head and releasing a sheen of glitter in the air as she spoke.
Ella felt even more out of her depth. "What?"
Wanda sighed. "Never mind. Dramatic flourishes are going to be wasted on you right now, I can tell." She put a finger under Ella's chin and tilted her face upward, examining her closely. "You've been crying, and your head space needs time to recover."
"Well, yes, but...." Ella swallowed. "You're being all so very intense right now."
"It's in my nature," Wanda said. "Also just the sheer amount of tedium I put up with in this town for the sake of one big night is, quite frankly, ludicrous. Now, your face will be fine. I can cover the puffiness with makeup, no problems there, and your complexion will see to itself somewhat anyway as the night goes on. You'll obviously need suitable clothes and jewelry, and I've got a rented carriage coming around in... oh jeez, less than an hour. We need to get a move on."
Ella stood frozen as Wanda dashed about, preparing makeups and clothing, and bringing out just the absolute most gorgeous dress she'd even seen. The lighting in the shop was somehow dazzling, making everything shine and glow in a beautiful but slightly unnatural way.
"Who... who are you?" Ella finally asked.
Wanda smiled. "Ah, now there's the question I've been waiting for. I'm your fairy domme-mother, Ella."
"Did you say godmother?"
"Did it sound like that's what I said?"
"No. But I've never heard of a fairy, um, domme-mother before."
"We don't get the same clout in mainstream media," Wanda said with a slight frown. "Despite being just as important. And we definitely work harder. I mean, ooh, I could wave a wand around and fix everything too."
"You could?" Ella asked, brightening. She'd read enough stories that the idea of a magic wand solving all her problems had a fixed place somewhere deep in a corner of her mind, and the thought of it was very pleasant.
"Stay with me, Ella. We're not doing the wand thing. We're doing something even better. We're using skill and determination, and the power of Narrative."
"You said that thing about narrative before. I don't know what you mean."
"You've read books," Wanda said, a statement rather than a question.
"Of course," Ella said.
"So you know that stories have power to them."
"Um...."
"For instance, you've laughed, or cried, or felt deep emotion in some capacity while reading them." Wanda's smile grew sly. "And I know for a fact they've made you horny many a time."
"Well, yes," Ella admitted. "All of those things."
"So we use that. Narrative is creating the effect we want in the world, through careful nudging of a story to where it needs to go." Wanda looked at Ella. "Which in your case means we really ought to get a move on. You need to be at the ball sooner than later at this point."
"I'm already late!"
"Yes, but there's late, and then there's Late. You're only the fashionable kind so far. Trust me, the Narrative will actually benefit from our timeline if we play this right."
"How could you possibly know that?" Ella finally demanded. "How could you know I would even show up here tonight? And how did you have that dress and everything just ready to go?"
"Fairy domme-mother, see?" Wanda said. "But yes, I can see you need more than that. Well... let's start with getting to know you for some years, yes? Knowing what you like, what your life is like, what sort of things you enjoy. And let's say that I know about how you like to walk in the woods, and I perhaps know a certain young gentleman who goes riding or hunting through there on occasion." Wanda shrugged. "A little nudge gets them to meet, and they handle the rest themselves, for the most part."
Ella's eyes widened. "What? No. But... you?"
"And it would have been obvious to anyone who knew where to look that with a ball happening at the palace, with an unprecedentedly open guest list mind you, that your young man would invite you, yes?"
"Well, yes."
"And that your stepmother would absolutely not allow you the chance to go."
"Um...."
"And of course that it is absolutely essential that you do go," Wanda finished. "Narratively speaking, we won't ever have a better opportunity to show you off the public at large, and especially some of the people who matter most."
Ella's mind was still all awhirl with new information, much of which she didn't understand, but just enough was creeping into place for a few things to suddenly make sense.
"Kismet," Ella finally said. "I never understood why your shop was called that, but it's another word for fate, basically, yes?"
"Now you get it," Wanda beamed.
"Kit and I, we trusted in fate at times. But that was you."
"Mostly, yes," Wanda said. "Little nudges, that's all. And sometimes not even that. Sometimes it was just the two of you, and a little hope and cleverness. Which is important. Magic wands do so frequently take away from earning your own successes."
"I still don't know that I understand a lot of what you're saying," Ella said.
"But you understand I'm here to help?" Wanda asked.
"Yes, I believe I understand that."
"And do you trust me to keep helping?"
Ella found herself nodding, optimistic eagerness sprouting from the ruins of her earlier happiness. "I think I do."
Wanda rubbed her hands together. "Excellent. We'll begin. Take your clothes off."
Ella, preparing herself for whatever Wanda was about to do, faltered at the first instruction. "I'm sorry what?"
"Clothes. Off. You're not going to ball looking like that, are you?"
"I--"
"Don't answer that. It was rhetorical. You're not going like that, is what I mean."
Ella blushed. "I'm not used to taking my clothes off in front of anyone."
"Except your boy toy."
"Except for Kit, obviously, yes."
Wanda sighed. "Ella, my darling girl, don't worry about me. I mean I'll enjoy it to a certain degree, sure, but I've seen many things in my time, and you're not someone I'm interested in for anything more than professional services at the moment, and--"
"Oh I'm not so worried about you," Ella said. "I mean, yes, somewhat embarrassed at the idea." She glanced at the front door. "But what if someone else should walk in while I'm undressed?"
"Oh, that. Don't worry about that."
"Why ever not?"
"Ella, have you ever once seen any other customers in here?"
"Well, no. But surely you must have some, to operate a shop and all."
"Ordinarily, yes. However this has all mostly been for you."
Ella was taken aback. "What, all of it?"
"Yes. You didn't think it odd at all that there would be a sex toy shoppe in the middle of a town where everyone is a stuck up prude?"
"Well now that you mention it...."
"Or that you'd stumble upon it one day just as you were particularly horny and still without any true sense of how to take care of your own needs?" Wanda continued.
"Fate... you... I don't know!"
Wanda tilted her head and gave a crooked smirk. "Or the fact that you've never once paid me for all the merchandise you've taken home?"
Ella meeped rather embarrassingly. "I didn't, did I?" she squeaked.
"You really haven't. Not to fear, of course, I have plans for that, and if all goes well a tidy fortune is coming my way very soon." Wanda winked. "Fairy domme-mothers know how to play the system, after all. We have to. The basic compensation rates are, quite frankly, appalling."
"I'm afraid you've lost me again," Ella said.
"Quite alright. Some of it will make sense later, and some of it isn't that important." Wanda snapped her fingers. "Now dress off, seriously. Or I shall be forced to start cutting it off you."
Ella, shocked back into the reality of their limited time and truly not wanting to have one of her few dresses torn off her, set to work. She carefully set Gus on the counter, then slipped herself free of her dress. She was still conscious of the fact that she was in the middle of a shop, which felt rather risky even if it actually wasn't, and that Wanda would get to see quite a lot of her very shortly.
Ella had put a toy in her butt in front of Wanda more than once, which limited how new and scary this felt, as well as just the fact that Wanda was by far the most sexually knowledgeable and confident person Ella knew. It gave a feeling of ease, comfort, and professionalism, which was nice. She still felt a bit anxious and excited to strip down even so.
Wanda gathered supplies as Ella removed her underthings as well, and her shoes and all. Wanda glanced at her appraisingly afterward, looking her up and down in a very different way from how Kit liked to look at her, but still with an undercurrent of sensuality and enjoyment.
"And the panties, darling," Wanda said lazily.
Ella bit her lip, nodded, and slipped her last piece of clothing off her body, leaving herself fully nude.
Wanda was almost immediately a blur of activity, hitting Ella with makeup and holding up various pieces of jewelry, muttering to herself as she selected pieces that would suit the effect she was going for.
Ella clenched her hands rhythmically, trying her best not to shift back and forth as she got chastised every time she moved. It was a bit surreal being a model like this, and just letting Wanda gradually put together her look.
She did get to see herself in a mirror once the first pass was done, and Ella gasped at her own reflection. Her makeup hadn't been caked on nearly as thick as some she'd seen, or indeed the way her stepsisters had favoured tonight. The tactical application served to accentuate her features for best effect, and somehow made her look striking in a way she simply wasn't used to.
The jewelry was too fancy, Ella thought, but knew better than to dare say anything about it. A glittery necklace seemed ostentatious on her nude body, though it did highlight her neckline nicely, which in her current state just made her feel all the more naked. Somehow it didn't make her vulnerable though, but rather transformed her nudity into something deliberate and beautiful.
Ella got even more opportunity to study herself while Wanda did her hair. It got styled in a dauntingly elegant manner, helping the transformation of the girl Ella was watching in her own reflection. A tiara was added at the end of the styling, adding to the dazzle from necklace, earrings, rings, and even a belly-button gem that seemed odd to Ella, but that Wanda insisted upon.
"It will look exotic if anyone sees it," Wanda said. "And besides I hardly ever get to talk someone into tummy jewelry."
"No one will see it," Ella said. "I'll be wearing that dress." She hesitated, suddenly fearful. "I will be wearing a dress over all this, yes?"
"Yes yes, don't panic now, my little Analella. You're doing so well."
Stockings, garter, long gloves, and something very like a corset were next, somehow paradoxically making her feel more naked than before.
"Are you... oof... sure about the corset?" Ella asked as some of the wind got knocked out of her.
"Quite sure darling, thank you," Wanda said. "Don't worry, your belly button is still visible."
"Well, yes, that's part of what I wasn't sure about," Ella said, examining her exposed midriff and the way the corset cupped her tits but didn't actually cover them. "It doesn't quite seem to be working the same way I've seen with others."
"Ah, that. Yes, more of a bustier, really, than a proper corset. We aren't trying to rearrange your organs for the sake of appearing a teensy bit skinnier. We're going for more of an enhancing of certain aspects."
Ella cocked her head while looking at her reflection. "My tits?"
"Specifically your cleavage, but yes."
"Ah."
Wanda finished tying Ella into her bustier, then patted her shoulder. "Right, what do you think?"
"I think that I'm hoping there's more underwear coming," Ella said. "You seem to have left my very uncovered still."
"That's by design," Wanda said.
"I was afraid it might be."
Ella was fully ready to admit she looked striking, perhaps even downright sexy, but she had a niggling feeling like having her nipples and pussy fully uncovered wasn't quite as decorous as a grand ball deserved. Never mind her bum being just as exposed, but at least she couldn't see that while only staring at her front side.
"You'll have a dress on over all this, before you start panicking too hard," Wanda said.
"I should hope so," Ella said. "But then... could I not wear some panties underneath it?"
"You could," Wanda said. "But it wouldn't be as hot when you get back out of your dress again."
"I shouldn't think I need to worry about that."
"In which case it won't matter," Wanda said in a tone of voice that suggested she had firmly out-logicked Ella, despite Ella still having her doubts.
Still, her reflected self was growing on her more and more the longer she looked. She appeared to be a cross between a truly elegant and fancy lady, and a seductive harlot. It kind of worked for her.
"Now, we need to deal with your plug for the dance," Wanda said conversationally.
Ella giggled. "I shouldn't really need one in this case. There will be so much going on that...." She trailed off as she caught sight in the mirror of the size of the butt plug Wanda was bringing toward her. "Well certainly not anything that size!"
"Why not?" Wanda asked. "You've done large before. I know exactly what you've bought from me before, you know. For a loose definition of bought, anyway."
Ella flushed. "Well yes, but this is not an occasion for that sort of thing."
"Beg to differ."
"It will barely even fit!"
"That's the idea. We need something that only you could wear."
Ella frowned. "Why? No one will see it anyway."
"I mean... never mind about that for just now." Wanda set the plug on the counter for a moment. "Look, Narrative-wise, it's this or some glass shoes, alright?"
"Glass shoes?! For dancing?! Are you trying to injure me?"
"That's what I thought. Just take the plug, it'll be fun." Wanda looked seriously at Ella. "Trust me on this, yes?"
Ella glanced at the plug again. It was smooth and transparent, made of glass by the look of it. Ella had absolutely no idea why glass was important all of a sudden, but that wasn't really the issue. It was comparable in size to the largest toys she had played with at times, and set in three sections of increasing width before finally settling to a flared base. It would be a lovely challenge for some alone time play, but for trying to blend in with high society it really didn't seem the correct choice.
Still, her fairy domme-mother was insisting on it, and Ella decided she just needed to believe in this instance.
"Very well," Ella said. "If it's important."
"It is." Wanda patted her butt. "And it'll be fun too. Bend over, please."
Ella felt very exposed and vulnerable, bent over with her bum sticking out. Not in a bad way necessarily. She kind of wished Kit were there instead to help her out, as she most certainly would have enjoyed his attentions just then.
Wanda was delicate and professional though, and helped ease Ella into wearing her new plug. She massaged lube into her ass first, really making use of some cunning and dextrous fingers. Then she took her time on the toy, allowing Ella's bottom to slowly swallow it at a pace that didn't require any sudden stretching or undue pain.



The first bulge of the butt plug was fairly usual for Ella, and was quite quick to settle. The next was a bit of a stretch, and felt very nice when it popped in. The last was a test of Ella's ability and determination, and made her feel enormously full once it finally won out past her booty hole. That final stretch plus the total length left her properly stuffed, and very much wanting just to lie down and enjoy it for a while.
"There, not so bad, was it?" Wanda purred, patting Ella's butt cheeks and spreading them a little.
She held a mirror up in one hand so Ella could peek back and get a look at herself. It was too horny and lewd a sight for her to stare at for long, and she had to just close her eyes for a moment.
"Doing ok there?" Wanda asked.
"I think so. Is there more?"
"Just shoes and your dress. We're almost done."
The rest of the fitting was a blur. The heels were straightforward as far as the outfit went. High enough to give her a bit of a lift and enhance her hips and butt, but not so much that they impeded her ability to walk too terribly much, despite not usually even being allowed to wear heels at all. Ella's plug was more of a hindrance there, when it came to moving naturally.
The dress had to be stepped into, followed by allowing Wanda to tug it up her body and secure it in place. It was very much the part of the ensemble that Ella felt the most innocent delight over.
Once it was in place, Ella spun back and forth in the mirror, laughing joyfully at the way the skirts floofed out and made every movement an elegant dance step.
"I love this dress!" Ella said, fully twirling around, ignoring the protests from her booty and the way her ankles were still adjusting to her new shoes.
"I thought you might," Wanda said, smiling as she watched Ella play with her dress. "Alright, just another minute or two, then you're all set and really need to be on your way."
Ella nodded, then darted at Wanda for a firm hug. "Thank you ever so much," she said earnestly. "I can't... I can't even think how much I owe you for everything you've done."
Wanda gently pushed her back after a moment, and Ella gleefully took note of the way Wanda blushed in the aftermath.
"Don't smudge your makeup," Wanda chided, though still looking too pleased and embarrassed for her admonishment to really hit home. "And... you're welcome. Have fun tonight."
"I truly hope I shall," Ella said, allowing herself another spin. "At the very least, I have had the chance to feel like a princess."
"Let's hope there's more of that to come," Wanda murmured.
"What?"
"Nothing. Out we go, your carriage is here."
Wanda led Ella outside. There was indeed a carriage waiting, and the two young men standing at attention both fairly gaped at the sight of Ella emerging. It was gratifying and confidence-boosting in ways that she didn't ordinarily feel, other than with her Kit, of course.
Actually getting sat down inside with anything like a sense of dignity intact was a challenge Ella hadn't prepared for, but with some rearranging and some final aid from Wanda, she managed it.
"Look after Gus Gus for me, won't you?" Ella said, poking her head back out the window once the door was closed. "I'm afraid I left him in your shop."
"Of course I will. He seems a well-behaved little fellow."
"He is. Especially if you feed him. He'll love you forever." Ella bit her lip. "Thank you again for everything. You've been so wonderful."
"You're welcome. Best of luck, my dear girl," Wanda called, waving her off as the horses started moving. "Oh, and this is important, I almost forgot. You must leave at midnight!"
"At midnight?"
"Yes. On the very stroke of it, is possible. It's more dramatic that way."
"I don't understand, but I shall do my best!"
Ella gave a last wave back, then tried to settle herself and remain calm. A practical impossibility, as it happened. There was too much to think about, even without the last cryptic instruction from Wanda. She was going to the palace, with all the societal pitfalls that entailed. With time alone, no longer being dressed and made presentable, being tugged this way and that, Ella had such a backlog of worries to creep on her. She spent the first part of her trip sinking into slow, existential despair after the high of being dressed like a princess.
The jostling of the carriage was a blessing in disguise, as it kept shifting Ella and her butt plug around, and slowly brought all her attention to that area of her body. It meant that she was distracted, and the woe that threatened to consume her was held off in favour of something more physical. She didn't even realize they were approaching the end of the journey until they'd fully come to a stop.
She had to quickly paint a face of pristine calm over her expression, hiding the way her eyes had been slightly rolling back and her lips hanging open. This was no time to succumb to anal fun, she had more urgent matters, such as for instance doing her level best not to immediately embarrass herself.
The panic she'd inadvertently suppressed returned in a slow creep and a tightening of her chest. The more she looked around at the surroundings, the attendants, and especially the other guests, the more out of place she felt.
Her saving grace was that no one treated her as not belonging. So used was she to being sneered at by anyone with any social status at all that it was a surreal experience for Ella to be grandly guided inside the palace just like any of the other fancy guests.
Her bravery ended at a point where she found a loud but dignified man announcing the arrivals just at the entrance to ballroom itself. Ella could not, and indeed would not, subject herself to being the centre of attention to anywhere near that extent. Unsure what else to do, she moved nearer one of the omnipresent attendants in immaculate suits.
"Would it be entirely improper to enter more discreetly?" Ella asked in a low voice. "Does one need to be announced or is there perhaps a more subtle way in?"
The attendant studied Ella intently, and she feared she'd made a terrible blunder in trying to avoid attention. She was just about to apologize and rush off when the man gave her a small smile and gestured to a slightly different path from where most guests were headed.
"You must be she," he said as he led Ella to a side door.
"Um... I suppose perhaps?" Ella said, floundering at the statement. "I am a she, certainly."
Fortunately, she didn't have to try any more uncertain conversation, as she made it inside the ballroom, safely on the outskirts of the whole affair, and no more needed to be said.
"Thank you," she said, just before the attendant closed the door behind her.
He gave a simple nod, then was gone.
Ella took a deep breath, then started moving. The large crowd in front of her was daunting, but at least had the happy side effect that there were so many people in one place that she really couldn't be the object of much attention at all.
A few murmurs seemed to follow her all the same as she drifted through the room, making her way toward the centre, but carefully staying out of any actual focal points. Somewhere about midway into the press of people suited her. Somewhere she could look for Kit without accidentally stumbling into any place of importance.
Somewhat worrying was how difficult he was going to be to locate, Ella realized. There were too many people, and too much space to cover. If only she'd arrived when she was meant to, they could have been together right from the start and there'd be no need of bumbling about like this.
"Where is that boy?" she muttered to herself. "He's got to be here somewhere, even if he thought I wasn't coming. And surely he'd believe in me to show up. Fate is on our side, after all."
Her self-encouragement was only somewhat successful, but still she pressed on. The reality was that Ella had to keep moving. It would only be worse to be standing still alone, and perhaps worse still if anyone tried to converse with her. They'd probably realize straight away she didn't belong.
"This butt plug isn't helping anything either," she continued under her breath, though the askance way one lady glanced at her made Ella wonder if it had been as quiet as she'd meant. "Well come on, Wanda. Where's the Narrative now, huh? Where is he?"
Trumpets sounding startled Ella. Luckily everyone turned to look toward the far end of the room, so her fright wasn't particularly noted. She vaguely made note that someone of great import had arrived, and the general murmuring around her seemed to confirm it. The prince, she thought, though she really couldn't be bothered one way or another.
It was getting harder to keep circling the room, as most everyone was else was busy standing still and staring, with the occasional whispers to nearby companions. It was frustrating, and Ella wished everyone would just get on with whatever it is people were meant to be doing. Dancing, probably, if her understanding of grand balls was anything to go by.
Rather frightening was when Ella happened to glance toward the centre of the room again, and found that the crowd was parting. And not just parting, but actively opening up in her direction. It was most likely a coincidence of some sort, but it wasn't helping matters. If anything the press of people directly around her was only increasing as everyone tried to get out of the way.
"This is not going well," she whispered to herself.
In fact, it was going very badly. At the rate the crowd was moving, space was going to be opening up directly upon her. Which would be helpful for movement, but clearly something was catching people's attention too, and she didn't want to be caught up in whatever it was.
Unfortunately, there was nowhere to go. Ella was stuck, and had to just give in and stand where she was. She pasted a smile on her face, and hoped that whatever was happening would pass her by quickly.
Then, in a moment that absolutely dumbfounded Ella, the last of the crowd in front of her parted, and there was Kit. Her Kit, looking cute and regal and... well, downright handsome, in fact. The most dashingly presentable she'd ever seen him, and far fancier than she was used to.
"There you are," he said, beaming a smile. "Thank goodness. You didn't show up earlier, but I hoped you still would, and then finally one of my men said you were here, and...." He hesitated as his eyes moved down her dress and widened as he took in the sight of her. "Ella...."
"Kit?"
"I thought you assured me you were only a poor village girl." Kit's eyes returned to hers, and a small, sly smile graced his lips. "You've always got new secrets, haven't you?"
He extended his hand, and Ella took it automatically. Everyone was staring, and she truly hoped that Kit would drag her away.
"I've got secrets?" she hissed. "What about you? Why is everyone staring at you? And me now, thanks so much."
"Ah, well, you know how it is with royal entrances."
"I really don't. What's a royal entrance?"
"You know. When--"
There was a loud tapping across the room, then a voice ringing out.
"The prince and his chosen partner will now open the dance!"
Kit shrugged, smiling a little guiltily, and led Ella toward the cleared middle of the floor.
"Kit?"
"I am sorry about this part," he whispered. "But it won't be so bad. You'll see."
"Kit?! That man said the prince!"
"I heard."
"You aren't the prince!"
"I'm afraid I am."
"We can't...." Ella stopped short. "You are?"
"I am. Keep moving, that's the only way to get through these things. Trust me."
"You've been a prince this whole time?" Ella squeaked.
"I'm afraid so," Kit said. "Ever since I was born, I believe."
"You might have warned me."
"I might have, sure, but then you wouldn't have come."
"That's... possibly true. But all those times in the woods you never told me either!"
Kit turned back to face Ella, placing his hand on hers, and his other on her lower back. Dancing posture, as he'd taught her. "We have to start dancing now," he said. "Or we'll really draw attention."
"Every single person in here is staring at us," Ella pointed out, feeling her cheeks warm as her words forced her to acknowledge the fact as well. "We couldn't possibly draw more attention."
"Yes, but it would be different attention. Right now we're just the prince and a girl he's chosen to dance with. Lots of jealous ladies out there at the moment, but no one's really looking at you."
"Yes they are!"
"They're looking in your direction. Seeing the dress and the jewels and all. But they aren't looking at you the way you think. Now come on, follow me."
Ella put her other hand on Kit's shoulder just before he set off on a curved path around the dance floor. She could only be thankful for his lessons, or she would have been totally lost. It was very, very different dancing nakedly together while alone to what they were doing now. Much more formal in many respects, but the basic process of just trying to follow him as gracefully as possible remained the same.
The interesting and fortunate thing was that the dancing actually helped. It gave Ella something to think about other than how self-conscious she was, and the more they danced the more Kit led her in ways that made her dress flare out most exquisitely, and reminded her of how elegant and special she appeared, even if it was but a pretense for the night.
Still, he was a prince, as it turned out, and she felt like she could be a princess in a certain light. And oh how she loved this dress though.
"Better?" Kit asked after a time.
"I am, actually," Ella said. "Just keep me moving, it's helping."
"It does rather, doesn't it. Here, I'm going to try some fancier moves. Just go with me."
"Don't get fancier!"
"Even if it would mean spinning more?"
Ella bit her lip. "I do like spinning in this dress."
"I was getting that sense."
Ella had to restrain herself from laughing out loud as Kit spun and twirled her, sometimes lifting her right off the ground and whirling her about. She felt magical and light as a feather. Her cares washed off her, and she fell into the moment in ways she wouldn't have dreamed possible under the circumstances.
It helped too that other people had finally joined in the dancing, and it wasn't just the two of them sharing a lone spotlight in a massive, crowded room.
It made Kit happy to make Ella happy. She watched the smile stretched across his face, and the way he beamed at every joyous reaction from her. She let go of a little more restraint and just enjoyed herself, allowing them both to seize the beauty of their time together and not worry so much about the practicalities of it.
"You know I must ask," Kit said. "But I had a dress and everything ready for you, and yet you show up in an even more magnificent outfit, sparkling with gemstones. Are you secretly a princess of a nearby land?"
"Haha, no, silly."
"Only it would rather help matters if you were."
"I am still not, I'm afraid. I just have a wonderful fairy domme-mother."
Kit tilted his head. "Did you say godmother?"
"I really didn't."
"Ah."
"But you may thank her for the scandalous amount of cleavage I have at the moment, if you meet some day."
"I'm rather enjoying it," Kit confessed.
"Yes, I can tell."
He grinned impishly. "My apologies. Most ungentlemanly of me to keep peeking."
"That's alright," Ella said. "I would seem most unladylike as well if you knew the size of the butt plug I was wearing tonight."
Kit groaned. "Don't tell me that just now. I still need to keep my dignity a while longer. Though I admit it explains the way you are moving a bit oddly."
"Perhaps you'll see it later," Ella teased.
He groaned again, then started twirling her even more vigorously than before. It was a clear attempt to stop her saying things that would arouse him, but she was happy to be bribed in such fashion.
It might have just been a trick of some kind, a trick that Ella couldn't explain, but the longer she and Kit danced together, the more she felt she belonged. She'd come to the ball knowing she was sneaking in and that she wasn't the right sort of person to be attending, and now that was all thrown into question.
Her outward passing as a lady of means and dignity was helping, but more so the cozy feeling of being with Kit, being socially protected by him, and the fact that no one had challenged her right to be so close with the prince himself of all people. She could belong somewhere so fancy, and she could even enjoy herself.
Temporarily, of course, she had to remind herself. This was all a magical, fairy tale night. It was no guarantee of tomorrow, or any day after. But for now it was marvelous.
They danced together long enough that time blurred for Ella. Everything blurred a little, in fact. She knew there was still a large, crowded room around them, but her whole world narrowed in on just her and Kit. That was how he made her feel, like she was safe, and that they were the only two that mattered.
"I still prefer dancing alone with you," she said, as the tempo of music slowed enough to allow closer conversation. "But this is still quite lovely, isn't it?"
"I very much think so," Kit agreed. "I'm sorry for tricking you here, but it has made me ever so happy to have you to dance with tonight. I should have been forced to spend this time with other women otherwise."
"Well I shouldn't care for that," Ella said.
Kit grinned. "Yes, precisely."
Ella flicked her head in apparent nonchalance. "And I suppose it is acceptable that you are a prince and all."
He grinned wider. "I'm so glad it meets your approval."
"Don't get too happy. I still liked you better as just Kit, the boy in the woods."
"I understand entirely. I prefer me that way too." He sneaked a caress of her cheek, though they'd both been doing their very best to keep their hands and faces at proper positions while their were so many observers about. "And dare I say, as beautiful as you look tonight in all your finery, I'm not yet sure that you compare to Ella, the girl in the woods."
Ella smirked. "That's only because of how much easier it was to get my clothes off out there."
"Ah, you wound me." Kit clasped a hand to his chest. "It is only partly because of that, I assure you."
"Hehe, stop, you'll make me laugh acting like that. I'm pretty sure we're not meant to be so frivolous at this ball."
"That's another thing," Kit said. "I prefer being able to make you laugh, and to enjoy ourselves as we wish." He sighed. "You don't know how happy I have been to have someone to do those things with."
"I think I do, actually. You have made me so happy this last while."
"Then I am glad of it." Kit bit his lip. "Are you truly wearing a large butt plug even to an event such as this?"
"Of course," Ella said, fluttering her eyelashes. "Would you like to see it?"
"I would, but obviously not just here, as you're implying. I was only thinking that perhaps you might like to take a walk with me? Somewhere more private?"
Ella's heart skipped a beat. "I should very much like that. Somewhere private enough you can verify what I'm wearing tonight, other than this dress, I assume."
"Something like that." Kit had a horny look in his eyes. "I confess dancing with you has me in the mood for some different kinds of fun."
"Unf, good, because it has done the same to me," Ella confessed. "I thought it was being naked with you that got me going, but we have never been so clothed, and still I find myself far too horny."
"And you don't think that's the toy in your bum?"
"That helps, certainly, but it is mainly you," Ella said, staring deep into Kit's eyes as she spoke.
As she hoped, it made him blush slightly and even look away for a moment.



"You must be more careful with your words," he mumbled.
"Why?"
"Because it really wouldn't do to kiss you right now, and you make it so very difficult not to."
Ella found herself blushing as well, and now desperately wanted to be kissed.
"Perhaps we had better see about this private walk sooner than later, then," she said, low and husky.
"As soon as possible, I assure you," Kit said, his voice as aroused as hers. "When we get a break, head out those large doors at the back of the room. There's a hedge maze nearby, I'll meet you there."
"You truly can't come with me?"
"I must attend to some diplomacy. There are people I must speak with, at least enough to remain polite. I won't be long, though. It is enough of an effort already not to whisk you away."
Ella pouted. "But I am only small, and so easily lost. Surely the big strong prince could escort me out."
"Does that often work for you?"
"I don't know. I've never particularly tried it before."
"It doesn't suit who I know you to be," Kit said. "Though you are terribly cute when you pout at me."
"It was worth a try." Ella gently pushed herself away. "I should probably go now, before I try anything sillier. You promise you'll be quick?"
"As quick as ever I can."
"Then I shall see you again shortly, my prince."
Kit groaned. "Just Kit, with you."
Ella's eyes twinkled with mischief. "That depends on how long you keep me waiting."
She forced herself to turn and glide away. She didn't want to leave him, but she very much wanted their encounter outside to arrive as swiftly as possible. She also truly wasn't sure she could keep her hands to herself any much longer if they kept up as they were.
Something about Kit just did that to her, even if he had turned out to be a prince. She didn't hold that against him too much, she decided. Neither of them could help their circumstances. And clearly whatever princely dance lessons he'd learned had paid off for her, so there were some definite advantages.
Ella was focused enough on her thoughts and on her goal of getting out the open doors leading the gardens that she didn't notice a pair of men flanking her until they were nearly right up against her.
"Come with me please, miss," one of them said in a very precise and polite manner.
"I'm sorry, I don't know you," Ella said. "I was just headed out for some... for some air. Outside."
"That's alright, we won't take much of your time. This way, please."
Ella glanced at the silent partner, who despite being as immaculately dressed and coiffed as anyone else in the room, gave an impression of being at home in the midst of the sort of tavern brawl Ella had only rarely glimpsed from the outskirts. She didn't have much hope in a physical contest with the two of them, let alone in her current outfit.
She glanced behind her desperately, but Kit was already out of sight. Calling most likely wouldn't help, and throwing a fuss didn't seem like it held high hopes for her. Attention wasn't necessarily her friend here.
At the very least, she thought, if they tried something untoward, Kit would eventually figure out something was wrong. For now, all she could do was go along and hope for the best.
The gentlemen, such as they were, led her out of the room and down a hallway, then up a long flight of stairs. It was brightly lit, at least, but as the sounds of the ball faded, she became more conscious of how alone and vulnerable she was, as if she needed more reason to panic.
Thankfully, as they arrived at an outdoor balcony, the talkative man gestured for her to proceed while he and his partner closed the door behind her and stayed inside.
There was a lone figure on the balcony, Ella noted with a quick scan of her surroundings. Whoever it was stood partly shadowed and apparently facing out into the castle grounds. Not knowing what else to do, she took some tentative steps closer.
"My son seems rather taken with you," the figure said.
Ella stopped short, her mind fumbling in what felt like slow motion. The figure took a step closer to her, leaning on cane as it moved. Her eyes flicked to the sudden light reflected off a crown on the stranger's forehead.
"Your son...." Ella's eyes widened. Advice echoed in the back of her head, something about curtsying being a useful tool in these dangerous social situations, so she went with it. "Your... majesty?" she said hesitantly while dropping as low as her heels, outfit, and butt plug allowed.
The king waved away the gesture. "Never mind that right now. It's just the two of us here."
Ella slowly rose. "I'm afraid I don't meet many kings. I'm at a bit of a loss."
"Well usually curtsying and being as obsequious as possible get you through any such encounters you run into," the king said, a trace of a chuckle gracing his words. "But it's going to be a long night, and I'm afraid I'm already exhausted by the theatrics. I just don't have the time and patience I did in my youth."
Ella nodded mutely.
The king stepped closer still, becoming mostly visible now in the torchlight. He was on the older side, it was true, but very dignified, Ella thought. There was also a certain intimidation factor involved just in who he was that made her nearly flinch under his gaze.
"I thought perhaps I'd better meet you, since the chance presented itself," the king said thoughtfully.
Ella nodded again. It seemed a safe response thus far.
"It was a bit of a worry when we realized my boy was meeting with a strange girl out in the woods," he carried on. "We thought it might be a political ploy, or just simply positioning a daughter of some noble house to ascend the throne when my son does. But you aren't anything of the sort, are you?"
Ella shook her head. "I'm no one special."
"That," said the king slowly, "is precisely what we concluded at first. A dalliance of little consequence, that perhaps might be entertained a while to let the young prince experience some of the world, and relieve some stresses of the royal life."
"I'm sorry, your majesty, but who are the 'we' you refer to?" Ella bobbed a small curtsy after speaking, realizing her question was impertinent. "If I may ask."
"A small council, is all," the king said. "Myself, a few close advisors, and the men assigned to protect the prince." He tilted his head and smiled wryly. "You, I believe, are the first cause of the prince deliberately slipping his guard detail, as far as I am aware. A rather irritating circumstance for them, I believe, though once his motivations became clear, tracking his movements became smoother again."
Ella blushed furiously. "Does that mean there were men watching in the woods?"
"Ah, that. Well mostly no. Best attempts were made to protect without interfering when it comes to... intimate endeavours. I personally have little desire to uncover those particular details, so long as my son is safe." The king shrugged. "It is what it is, to be young. I had my scampish ways at that age too, not that I am allowed to admit it. It does no lasting harm, if it does not become a scandal."
Ella fidgeted with her dress. "I have no desire to be a scandal, sire."
"I'd rather guessed that. Anyone who knew how to look could see that you were not at all comfortable at the ball tonight, save for when you were in my son's arms. Your desire is for him."
"It is."
"And his is for you. That too is clear."
Ella hesitated, hardly daring to ask for fear of the answer, but needing to know all the same. "Am I to stop seeing him then?" she blurted out.
"I certainly hope not."
"I... oh." The relief coursing through Ella was nearly as heady an intoxicant as being with Kit in the first place. "I am pleased to hear that."
"But wary?" the king asked knowingly.
"Yes, wary still. I believe there is more to come. Perhaps a warning about how I am only a youthful dalliance?"
The king chuckled and walked back to the rail of the balcony. Ella felt bold enough to join him in overlooking the gardens, but still kept a respectful distance. She could see what appeared to be the hedge maze from where they were, and it was some small reassurance in her mind.
"That brings us to the interesting question," the king said after some further reflection. "Ordinarily, yes, I think that would be the appropriate conversation. Be a companion for my boy, allow him some fun and experience, and perhaps be quietly bought a small estate when the time comes for a political marriage."
"I'm not sure you should be telling me these things," Ella said. "Sire. Only, am I meant to know that these things are done?"
The king shrugged. "That is not the greatest of our worries. And I think perhaps it either helps, or at least does not hurt, for you to have some more insight into royal life. If you are to continue spending time with the prince, that is."
"I would like to."
The king nodded like it was only what he'd expected. "The thing of it is, you see, he's been different since he met you."
"Has he?"
"Yes. That was part of our initial confusion, as to what he was about. And part of why I have given it more thought than I ordinarily would have for a, ahem, youthful dalliance." The king paused. "He's been happy and confident, you see."
"He certainly has seemed happy, in the time I've known him," Ella ventured.
"Precisely. He's always done well enough in his studies, and in royal bearing, and fulfilling diplomatic duties. That sort of thing. But that spark of leadership I'd hoped to see just wasn't there."
"Oh."
"I can go over it in my head all I want," the king said, waving his hand airily. "Whether I raised him right, whether I should have been more a father and less a king." He sighed. "We try our best, is all. I tried to give my son the best upbringing I could, but I fear in hindsight it was stifling. That perhaps he needed a wild and free facet to his education. Something he could blossom into on his own."
Ella blushed and looked away. "I'm not sure that I've done that. We... we just enjoyed each other's company, is all. We talked, we spent time, we... we dallied. Youthfully. But I'm afraid I don't know about blossoming and wild education."
"Fortunately you don't need to. Whatever it is you two do together, and please I don't need the actual details beyond what I know already, it's been good for him. What I saw tonight, with the two you dancing together, that's all I want. That smile, the confidence with which he leads you about the dance floor, the intimate discussions whatever they may be. They tell me that all these years I've tried to mold him into behaving with such grace and distinction have paled in comparison to the achievements of one unknown girl in the woods."
Ella thought about it. "I think perhaps you did teach him well, if I may be so bold. Perhaps it is only that since I am of no royal consequence, that his confidence is able to come out in a situation where there are no pressures on him?"
"Possibly, yes. Very possibly. There is also, most assuredly, the fact that he wishes to impress you when he can. Of that I have no doubt. And probably there are factors I cannot yet fathom."
Ella rather appreciated the notion of someone wanting very much to impress her. It hadn't occurred to her that Kit might deliberately try to do so, though in hindsight she thought it probably was the case. She'd certainly vied for his attention in her own ways, after all.
"I've never seen him deliberately trying to learn so much either," the king mused aloud. "He's been caught reading in his free time, did you know? Often somewhat smutty books, but even still, it's only ever been a chore for him before."
"That... that was probably my doing," Ella admitted. "I hadn't thought of that being a positive influence."
"It all depends on how one looks at it, I suppose." The king tapped his cane idly against the railing. "At any rate, I must get back. I shall be missed if I stay out here too long."
"Oh, yes, I should be getting back too," Ella said. "If... if that is alright, of course."
"Yes, I think perhaps just carry on as you are," the king said. "I wanted to meet you, to confirm what my people have told me, and I believe I'm satisfied for now."
"Thank you, your majesty."
"It may come to pass that we shall meet again, and we may need to have further discussions. After all, I am a father, but I am also a king, and royal successions... well, they are unfortunately a matter of great import." He looked at Ella directly. "I suppose perhaps I shall leave you with that warning, you deserve to at least be aware. There will always be political considerations to the prince's life. There is simply no getting around it. Being with him means being one of those considerations, one way or another."
"... I'm not sure I know how to feel about that," Ella said.
"Then I suspect you are wise enough to give it serious consideration. And now, I must leave you. My men will show you the way back."
****
Ella barely registered her walk to the hedge maze. She vaguely recalled the same two men taking her back to the ballroom, then making her way outdoors. She wandered with no direction at first, simply continuing to move lest she stop entirely. Eventually her senses returned enough to guide her in the direction she thought the maze to be in.
She realized, as she approached, that she'd removed her shoes at some point, and held them dangling in one hand. She was more comfortable that way, out of the heels, but was rather ruining her silken stockings on outdoor terrain.
Ella brushed her hand along the edge of a hedge, wondering if she should go in, if Kit would be waiting for her already. The gesture made her look at the glove she was still wearing, and then think about the rest of her outfit. She still liked the facade it gave her, and still wanted to wear dresses so elegant and floofy in the future, but at the moment she kind of just wanted to ditch it all. Being naked and free in the woods was so much simpler than the complexities of fancy dress and royal concerns.
"Ah, good, you made it," Kit said.
Ella turned and smiled gratefully as he approached. As soon as he was close enough, she pressed against him and kissed him urgently, feeling some of her tension melt away with the very first touch of their lips together.
"Mmm, that's nice," he said, then frowned slightly after getting a chance to examine Ella's expression. "What's wrong?"
"I don't know that I'm totally sure," Ella admitted.
"Oh? Did something happen before I got here?"
"I might have kind of met your father."
Kit nodded slowly. "Ah. I didn't think of that. Was he harsh with you? Because I can--"
"He wasn't, actually," Ella said. "He was... supportive? But also he wanted me to know the pressures inherent in being with you, what with you being a prince, as you are." She poked Kit in the shoulder. "Which is still not the sort of surprise you ought to spring on me like that."
"Sorry." Kit looked thoughtful for a moment. "He knew about you already," he finally said.
"He did."
"I should have guessed. My escapes from the palace were too smooth, considering how many times I got away with it."
"I think he likes me?" Ella said. "Or at least he likes me enough I haven't been banished from your life, and possibly the kingdom to boot."
"That complicates things," Kit said. "But, as you say, it is far better to have his support than the alternative." He nodded toward the hedge maze. "Should we go in? We would have better privacy in the centre of the maze, and I've prepared a picnic and blanket in case that would come in use."
"I do enjoy your picnics," Ella said, smiling softly. "Hold on a moment and let me put my shoes back on. I'm afraid I shall destroy these stockings otherwise. But oh my feet are ready for an end to the night."
Kit grinned and moved swiftly to pick Ella up before she could do more than shriek in surprise. "Never mind the shoes then. Give your feet a break. You saved me from dancing with terrible bores this evening, and I am most grateful for that."
Ella wrapped her arms behind her neck and leaned her face in close. "And besides which, you want to see how quickly you can get me out of my dress, don't you?"
Kit, already gracefully loping through the maze with her in his arms, gasped in mock horror. "You think that of me? That I might use such and excuse to declothe and defile you?"
"Yes."
"Ah, well, you're probably right, then."
Ella giggled and nuzzled his neck. Being carried, being held, and being so close with her Kit was all she really needed. It was all so simple when they got to be alone with each other. Simple and beautiful.
"You can do whatever you like with me," Ella whispered.
"Unf, don't talk that way for a moment, if you would. I still need to get you there without dropping you."
"You are so big and strong though, and I am only little and delicate. Surely you would never drop me."
"You're being very silly about some things tonight, you know," Kit said.
"Mmm, maybe. But I very much enjoy being carried by you. That part isn't silly."
"That is convenient, because I think I quite enjoy carrying you."
"A fine deal for us both, then," Ella purred. "And if perhaps you wish to take my dress off for me...."
"Which I do."
"Then I think that might be a fine deal as well."
They arrived at a protected sanctuary in the midst of the hedging, a blanket already spread on the ground. Kit very gently set Ella down on top of it, then fell to his side next to her.
"Would it be terribly unmanly of me to need a short break now?" Kit asked.
Ella sneaked her hand over to his and twined their fingers together. "Luckily for you, it is a beautiful, star-filled night," she said, gazing up at the heavens and feeling the calm warmth of lying next to Kit.
"Fortunate indeed," he said. "It is... quite a view tonight."
Ella nodded absently, but when she idly looked over at him, found that he was fully admiring her rather than the sky. "You're meant to be watching the stars," she chided.
"But then I would miss the dance of the moonlight in your eyes."
Ella bit her lip. "That is such a terrible line! And yet... it is very nice too. Tell me another."
Kit grinned. "The stars themselves are pale reflections of your beauty."
Ella laughed and covered her face with her free hand. "So terrible!"
"But nice?"
"Very. I find myself conflicted, in that regard."
Kit appeared even more mischievous as he whispered to her again. "The kiss of your lips is worth a thousand kisses of the soft evening breeze."
Ella giggled and felt rosy warm things in her chest. "Stop! Stop, I beg."
"I've taken up poetry of late, did you know?"
"Suspicions were arising, I will admit."
"I never saw the point before," Kit said. "Tutors had tried to instill a sense of written and spoken word in me. Somehow they never inspire like you do."
"I suppose if you use it sparingly, it might be a useful skill to have," Ella said. "I should perhaps enjoy hearing you read some to me, when it is not so transparent an attempt at wooing me."
Kit brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. "Do you still require wooing?"
"Not a great deal at the moment, I confess."
He rolled closer, right up next to her, and nuzzled her neck, kissing her shoulder where her dress left it bared. Ella tilted her head away, exposing as much of her neck as she could to his attentions.
"And that is certainly helping," Ella added softly as Kit nibbled on her tender skin.
He worked his way up, kissing her neck right up to her ear, gently nipping at her earlobe. Ella eventually giggled and turned her head to catch him in a proper kiss when the sensations became too intense for her.
Their lips meeting was what she wanted anyway. She just wanted to make out with him, to lose herself in him for a time, to use their mouths and tongues to connect on a non-verbal level.



"The problem with this," Ella said, slightly breathless in between bouts of kisses, "is that I was already horny, and I fear it's only getting worse."
Kit's hand crept up her tummy, losing contact as it passed over the armoured section of her midriff protected by her bustier, and landed on her breasts. "I fail to see how that's a problem," he murmured.
"It's a problem," Ella said, pausing to make out with Kit some more while he fondled her tits, "because as much as I love this dress, it is rather a bother to still have it on."
"I'm sure we could fix that problem."
"Yes, I'm sure we could too."
It still took them quite a while to get to that point. The problem was that once they started making out and feeling each other, it was a far more difficult thing to separate again.
However practicalities eventually had to be faced, and the two of them finally stood up to try and get Ella's dress off.
"This may sound silly of me," Kit said, standing behind Ella, "but what is it I do now?"
"I don't quite know. I think there are laces to be undone? Or something? I ought to have paid more attention when Wanda was dressing me, it seems."
"It might have been a help," Kit agreed.
They both started helplessly laughing at their own inept efforts, both fumbling with Ella's dress like they'd never dressed themselves before. Between the two of them they did eventually succeed, and when Ella felt that it was about to come loose, had enough presence of mind to turn toward Kit, fix him with a sultry look, and let her dress slowly, seductively slide down her body.
As she daintily stepped out of the crumpled garment, she watched Kit's face for clues to what he was thinking. His expression was not at all subtle, as it happened. He was a personified mix of awe, adoration, and lust. Which was excellent news for Ella, who otherwise would have felt ridiculous standing before him in her incredibly scandalous underthings, all of which tactically failed to cover anything important.
"You... you are a vision," Kit said.
Ella shyly brushed her hair back, only to recall midway through the gesture that her hair was done up in a style far fancier than she was used to. "That is a good thing, yes?"
"Very much so. I feel as though you only grow lovelier every time we meet."
"I had some help this time."
"Even still."
Ella, mixing bashfulness and delight, stepped back and did a slow spin in the moonlight, allowing Kit to get a full view. "What do you think? More beautiful in my dress, or out of it?"
"That is not a fair question, El," Kit said, groaning faintly as he watched her twirl. "I think perhaps you know which I prefer at the moment."
"Ah, but that is mere horniness speaking."
"I fully admit to that."
"As a prince and a connoisseur of artistic value, then," Ella teased, "which would you pick?"
Kit stepped forward, taking a pair of smooth strides to reach her. "I'm afraid I might still submit to baser instincts and choose you out of your dress."
His mouth pressed urgently to hers, and Ella found herself unwilling to argue the point. How could she, in good conscience, when she felt the same for him?
He was so handsome and regal in his fine suit, with just enough of his cute boyishness still showing through all the finery and styling. Ella couldn't possibly imagine anyone finer to be escorted by in public settings, whether he was the prince or not, and in the back of her mind she knew there must be plenty of girls jealous that he'd danced with her tonight and not them.
Yet for all that, as they kissed hungrily and pressed close together with unsuppressed need, Ella knew the animal desire to see him out of all those fine clothes.
"I think," she said slowly, putting voice to thoughts, "that perhaps when we are together, and it is only us, I think that clothes might only be a nuisance, no matter how fine they may look on us."
"You may have something there," Kit said. "Though I rather enjoyed your dress for a time. I wouldn't be so quick to dismiss the finery entirely."
"Not entirely, no," Ella agreed. "But perhaps just now, despite how dashing you look, maybe we could do something about your outfit?"
Ella gave Kit a look that she hoped was properly a mix of cute and pouty. Her hands worked at his jacket, not waiting for an answer, and within a moment his fingers had joined hers.
"Dashing, you say?"
"Terribly dashing," Ella assured him. "It is a wonder I haven't swooned."
"You tease, but it is nice to hear you think so. I feel too stiff and boring in formal outfits."
"Then it is another good reason to get you out of this one," Ella declared, using the excuse to keep going at his shirts. "And if I tease, it is only with the truth."
Kit, his copious upper layers coming off him in disheveled manner, took a moment to tilt Ella's face back toward his with a gentle finger under her chin, and kissed her again, soft and tender.
"We must dress up for each other more often in future," he said. "I think that is decided."
"And find opportunities to do the opposite as well?"
"Of course."
"Speaking of which, how many layers do you have on?" Ella asked as she struggled with Kit's pants. "I see what you mean about the stiffness of your outfit."
"Part of being a prince," Kit lamented. "Do you know I have a whole team assist me for formal wear such as this? It is rather embarrassing."
"I don't suppose we could borrow your team for getting you back out again?"
"I think perhaps we'd better not. Especially with you already out of your dress."
Ella giggled as she and Kit slowly undressed him, getting him down to bare skin. The moonlight gave him a gorgeous aura, and the warmth of his flesh on hers was welcome and necessary.
She found herself kissing down his neck and across his chest. She could feel his breath and his heartbeat when she pressed her lips to him.
He was poking her down below, hard and ready. She only let her hands drift down for brief touches, knowing that if she went down there too early she would lose this glorious opportunity to feel his heartbeat against her face, to feel his pulse quicken as she teased him with kisses and brushing her fingers delicately along his erect cock.
Despite her current obsession, Ella was not at all averse to trading with him when he made her straighten up so he could take a turn and kiss his way down her neck and collarbone. Ella hissed in pleasure and stuck out her chest as Kit's face landed in her cleavage. She was grateful then for her bustier, which really emphasized her tits and let him smother them in kisses and suck on her nipples.
She somewhat missed the possibility of attention to the underside of her breasts, where the garment had a firm lock on her, but by the time she considered removing the bustier, Kit was already below it. He knelt down before her, lips finding exposed midriff around her bejeweled belly button and tracing loving lines across her sensitive skin, getting ever nearer her fully wet and aroused pussy.
"Please," Ella whispered. "Oh please."
Kit flashed her a look, only for a second, like he was amused that she'd even consider that he might not take care of her. Like there was any chance at all that he wasn't going exactly where she wanted him to.
It seemed to take him forever, the way he circled and teased and kissed everywhere but Ella's pussy. He went all the way down to her inner thighs, right to the top of her stockings, and it was embarrassing to realize how wet they were from her own arousal, but they were sensitive enough areas to make her tremble as he kissed them too. She also found it stupidly hot the way he licked her arousal back off of her thighs, tasting her without tasting her.
Ella was so turned on that her knees grew weak and she fell backward onto the blanket. Kit helped guide her down without injury, and as soon as he made sure she was ok, he laid his first kiss on her pathetically needy little pussy.
The stars above, bright and clear as they were, grew faint to Ella as her eyes rolled back and unfocused. The way Kit licked and kissed her pussy made her back arch and her toes curl, and generally left her with little control of her own body.
Ella mewled and moaned as Kit ate her out. Her clit in particular was highly aroused and sensitive under the circumstances, and felt connected to the large plug up her bum as every touch brought her anal toy to the forefront of her experience. His tongue sometimes found her clit, and sometimes not, and that uncertainty for each lick made it all the more intense.
She found she was drooling on herself, in rather undignified fashion, but couldn't seem to help it. She was melting into a puddle of horniness and need. Usually when Kit licked her bum, she could enjoy it for hours at a time, if his tongue would ever hold up that long, but this was different. Whether it was the level of arousal she'd achieved, or how long she'd waited for it that evening with a slow build the whole time, Ella needed badly to cum or she'd simply stop functioning.
"Kit," she whispered desperately. "Kiiittt."
He looked up at her, eyes full and searching, without taking his tongue off her even for a second.
"My bum," she whimpered.
Understanding graced those deep, beautiful eyes of his, and without a word his hand snaked around her leg and past her hip. Ella lifted her bottom a little, just a little, but enough for his hand to reach the base of her butt plug.
Kit first pushed on Ella's plug, making her eyes and mouth go wide as her booty was penetrated just a little bit further, then pulled. Ella cooed happily at the latter, even as her pussy flooded over some more. Having her ass played with and stretched was exactly what she needed.
Ella soared to levels of heavenly bliss. Her pussy and bum were as one, constantly giving her new thrills and delights as both were stimulated, by toy or by tongue. The actual delineation of when she started cumming was unclear and largely academic, as the important part was the sheer levels of pleasure, and the fact that at some point she was floating on the purest, most decadent orgasm, seemingly becoming one of the stars in the sky as she lost all sense of time and space.
"Ella? Ella!"
With great difficulty, Ella refocused her eyes and found Kit above her. He was looking at her with some slight concern, but smiled as she met his eyes.
"Where did you go?" he asked.
"I'm not entirely sure," Ella said. "I've never had a cum quite like that before." She reached up to his face. "Why are you all wet?"
"Your fault, I'm afraid."
"It isn't!"
"It is. You squirted like I've never seen before. I enjoy seeing you have your pleasure, but it was a worrisome amount."
Ella ran her fingers through the mess she'd made on Kit's face, then gently brought her fingers to his mouth for him to suck clean.
"You do these things to me, you know," Ella said. "You make me feel far more pleasure than I can on my own."
"You are most gratifying to bring pleasure to," Kit said, giving her fingers a final kiss before returning them.
"Well don't give me anymore just yet," Ella said, stretching out on her back. "I shall need some time to recover."
"I suspected as much."
Kit wiped himself off with the blanket they lay on, then gathered a bottle of wine and a pair of stemmed glasses from the supplies he'd prepared ahead of time.
They sat together sipping at their drinks, Ella gratefully leaning against him while her strength returned. It was these moments that she always treasured the most, when they were doing little more than simply being together. They made her feel so peaceful and cared for.
Kit eventually moved his hand down to her butt. She knew what he was up to as soon as he started moving, but kept still and pretended she didn't know he was going for her booty. As if he could ever stay away for long.
Ella carried on just sipping her wine while Kit fondled her ass and gently toyed with her butt plug. She read it as him gently testing to see when she was ready for more, and amusing himself in the mean time.
She reciprocated when she was ready by dropping a hand to his cock and playing with it in return. He was very hard in her warm little fingers. She wasn't sure he'd softened at all since earlier. There was the slickness of his arousal along part of the shaft as well.
"I ought to make you cum now," Ella said conversationally. "You've been waiting a while."
"But enjoying that time ever so much," Kit said.
"You don't want to cum?" she teased, stroking his erection.
"I do, as it happens."
"Ah."
"But I thought, perhaps, what you wanted to do the other day... tonight might be the time."
Ella bit her lip. "Do you mean what I think that you mean?"
"That depends. What do you think I mean?"
Ella tilted her head so that her lips were right next to Kit's ear. "Do you mean, dear Kit, to cum in my bum?"
She felt him actually shiver at her words.
"Yes," he said, voice suddenly hoarse. "I confess I have thought about it too many times since then. I... I did not feel quite right about it, knowing that I still held the secret of my true identity from you. But perhaps now...."
"I've never had a royal cock in my ass before," Ella mused. "It might be a pleasant diversion."
"El," Kit said, giving her a look.
She giggled helplessly. "I know, I know, I am a frightful tease sometimes." She kissed him by way of apology. "I should love to do it with you tonight, my sweet prince. And I still haven't sorted it all out in my head, but I think it was right of you to tell me everything first. At least, it is better than not telling me."
"I had hoped as much."
Ella, grinning madly, slowly rolled away from Kit and got on her hands and knees. Feeling rather lewd about it, particularly in her lascivious lingerie, she stuck out her bottom to very deliberately present herself to him.
"Of course, my plug is rather in the way at the moment," she said.
"Let me see if I can't do something about that," Kit said, appearing rather hypnotized at the sight of her, just as she'd anticipated. He moved behind her, moving his fingers to the base of her plug. "Is that glass?"
"It is."
"And... is it as large as it looks?"
"Rather awkwardly large, I'm afraid," Ella said. "Which is fun, I admit, but it does rather leave me aching by now."
"Will I hurt you if I remove it?"
"Not much, I think," Ella said, letting her eyes fall half closed. "And not unpleasantly."
"You are truly a princess of anal if ever I've met one," Kit said, awestruck as he started tugging on the plug and noted how wide Ella's butthole needed to stretch.
"A princess already and you aren't even inside me yet," Ella said. "You move quickly, dear Kit."
Kit, rather than retorting, pulled a little harder and the first, largest section of the plug popped out. Ella gasped and felt her eyes roll back and her toes curl. She whimpered happily as the rest popped out much more easily, but left her stunned for a moment all the same.
"You were wearing this all evening?" Kit asked, sounding amazed.
"I was," Ella said.
"I knew it was going to be big, but even still...."
"Terrible of me, isn't it?"
"It's perhaps the most you thing I've seen all evening," Kit said, patting Ella's bottom affectionately. "And I've seen quite a lot of you, inside and out."
Ella moved a hand back to cover her asshole. "Surely it is not so bad as that, that you can see inside me."
Kit laughed and swatted her hand away. "I mean... I meant in your mind, and your heart. Not your bum. Although your plug has left you gaping open somewhat, I admit. The sheer size of it is astounding."
"You're going to embarrass me if you keep raving about it so," Ella said. "I feel rather vulnerable enough in this position as it is."
It was not that she minded being vulnerable with Kit, showing her intimate areas to him in wanton fashion. It was something she rather enjoyed the two of them being so free about together. But her exposure left her more sensitive to further embarrassment, it had to be said.
"Then let us adjust that," Kit said reasonably.
He rolled Ella over onto her back, which certainly helped as she was able to look at him more easily, and he wasn't staring directly up her bum. It also wasn't quite as fun and horny a position, however.
"What are you going to do now?" Ella asked, genuinely curious. "My booty just isn't as accessible this way."
Kit tilted his head, examining the situation, then experimentally lifted one of Ella's legs. Nodding thoughtfully, he lifted her other leg, then began pressing them back toward her chest.
Ella gasped, feeling vulnerable once again as she was pinned down, her knees held against Kit's shoulders with her feet dangling out behind him. However, it was a very different emotional sensation. It was quite intimate as Kit settled on top of her, their faces close together and the warmth of their bodies making things cozy.
She also found that she rather enjoyed being pinned and somewhat helpless beneath Kit. She wouldn't have cared at all for such a compromising position with anyone else. It would most likely have been a fearful predicament. But with Kit she only felt comforted and safe, as well as the fun tingling sensations of knowing he was planning to do some very sexual things.
"You make a good point," Ella said softly.
"Is that alright?" Kit asked. "It doesn't hurt at all?"
Ella smiled. "You can put more weight on me, if you like. It is nice, actually."
Kit nodded and leaned down more. His cock brushed against Ella's pussy and his shoulders pressed her legs back until she felt nearly folded in half. Most importantly, he was able to move in for a kiss, which turned into a long, hungry affair as Ella felt the need for that kind of loving connection between them.
He rocked back and forth against her, testing his movements. His cock didn't quite want to find her asshole on its own. It bumped against her several times, but kept wanting to slide toward her pussy instead.
A small guiding from Ella's hand helped it along. She blindly groped for Kit's erection, then held it where it belonged instead of letting it escape again. As he groaned and kept making little thrusts, Ella bit her lip, hissed in pleasure, and felt him open up her bum again. There was plenty of lubrication left from her plug for him to slide right in once he got started.
"Oh El," Kit breathed.
"Don't stop there," Ella encouraged, petting his hair and nodding in anticipation. "You can go much deeper than that."
"You feel so wonderful."
"It will only get better, I hope."
Ella purred happily as Kit sank deep inside her ass. He felt so good filling her like that, being so close, connecting them together physically and emotionally.
"I'm inside you," Kit said, sounding quite pleased with himself.
"I know," Ella said. "I can feel you. And I should like to feel more."
"More?"
"Movement, Kit. I want to feel you moving inside me."
"Oh, I see. You're sure I won't hurt you?"
Ella tilted her head. "You always think I am so much more delicate than I am."
"It is only that I still marvel at what you can do with your bum," Kit said.
"You don't have to just marvel," Ella said. "Find out for yourself. I promise I will let you know if it is too much."
Once she got him going, Kit soon forgot his concerns. He grew more confident as he thrust in and out of her. Ella was absolutely smitten with the sensation of it all, of having her butt properly fucked. It was intense at times, and she knew she'd ache afterward, but it was all in the most delicious and decadent way possible.
"Mmm, so hard," she said. "So fast."
Kit smiled as he panted above her. "There is nothing that would be too much for you, is there?"
"I haven't found such a thing yet," Ella assured him.



He somehow pounded her even harder for a time while keeping her pinned. Ella savoured every moment of it while it lasted.
"Yesss," she hissed.
"Ha, I knew you'd still like that," Kit said, breathing even heavier.
"I love it," Ella moaned.
Kit hesitated only briefly. "I love you."
Ella's eyes widened. "Say that again?"
"I... love you?"
She giggled maniacally, pressing her hand to his cheek and holding his face steady so she could look straight into his eyes. "I love you too, my silly boy." She gave him a gentle pat. "Now I want you to cum in me, ok?"
"Oh El...."
Kit closed his eyes and whimpered desperately while continuing to fuck her butt as hard as ever he could. It ended sooner than later, as she kind of expected it would. He grunted in that cute, helpless way of his that she sometimes got to witness, and came deep in her ass.
His face was a picture of sexual bliss and satisfaction. Ella smiled to see it, and at the feeling of hot cum spurting inside her. Kit's cum rather naughtily filling her backside for the first time, though not, she promised herself, the last.
He rolled off her, sheened in sweat and still recovering his breath. Ella felt the pang of separation and immediately rolled over to cuddle up partly on top of him, needing the security of his physical contact.
They were quiet for a time, just being together under the stars, basking in the glow of their recent intimacy. Ella ran her fingers up and down Kit's chest and shoulders, just toying as she enjoyed the moment. His hand inevitably slipped down her back, his hand groping her booty, and his fingers eventually finding their way to nestle up her bum. A fairly ordinary gesture of affection between them, but Ella particularly appreciated it just then.
"It has been such a wonderful night," Ella said.
"A perfect night," Kit said.
"Hehe, you think so?"
"You don't?"
Ella let a slow, lazy smile take over her face. "No, you're right. I don't see how it could have been better." She kissed Kit's cheek. "It was my first time having sex, and... and being in love. I don't think I could be happier with either."
"I'm glad," Kit said. "Though I suppose there may be some details we should discuss, now that you know the complications that come with loving me."
"You're probably right," Ella said, resting her head back on his shoulder. "But maybe not just at the moment?"
"No, of course. Perhaps tomorrow?" Kit paused a moment. "Would you, possibly, care to stay the night? I'd have to make some arrangements, but--"
"Sorry, my darling," Ella said wistfully. "I have to get home tonight. It's important, I think. At the very least I have to return a carriage, and there's something about leaving by midnight at the latest." She sighed. "What time is it anyhow?"
"Um... I've slightly lost track. It must be getting close to midnight now, though. Is it truly that important? I can arrange for your carriage one way or another."
"I'm afraid it might be," Ella said, sitting up with a groan of regret. "Wanda said so, and she's the only reason I could come tonight at all."
"Well--"
"Come, not cum, silly boy. Now help me back into my dress."
Kit pouted. "Not what I wanted to be doing tonight."
"I know, it feels foolish after everything else. But I must leave soon, probably, and it would be better to be wearing it than not."
"If that is how it must be." Kit took her hand and rubbed his thumb over her knuckles, back and forth. "Can I send someone to bring you back tomorrow? We could have... not breakfast, too early, lunch maybe? Or an afternoon something or other?"
Ella grinned shyly. "I think that would be fine. I will ask Wanda tonight if there's any reason I can't stay at the palace with you sometimes. It was all such a blur earlier I didn't ask half the things I should have, and have probably forgotten most of the rest."
"Or stay all the time," Kit suggested softly.
Ella could barely restrain the fast, excited beating of her heart and the way she only wanted to launch herself at him and stay cuddled up to him all night. "We shall see what we shall see. Now--"
Ella froze as the booming chimes of the clock tower began to ring out through the still night. "Midnight? Already? Shit. Shit shit shit shit shit!"
"El?"
"Sorry for the swears. Shit."
"El, don't panic. We can--"
She was already up and running. She vaguely remembered the way back through the maze, it wasn't overly complicated when one had a sense of it, and the notion she had was enough to lead her back to open terrain. A moment to regain her bearings as to the front of the castle, then she was sprinting off again, glad not to have to worry about her heels as she ran.
There was something very freeing about tearing off at full speed across a grassy lawn. She'd used to love things like that, tearing on her own paths through the woods when she was younger. She didn't often have cause for acting so recklessly these days.
Ella spotted her carriage making ready in front of the palace as she approached. The two hired boys were watching the front steps, as though expecting her to appear from an ordinary direction.
Ella, vaguely realizing that taking off as she had without most of her clothes had perhaps been too hasty, seized the opportunity for what it was. Without many people in the area to spot her, and with her driver and footman looking the other way, Ella raced for the far side of the carriage, opened it, and dove in.
"Eh?"
Ella grabbed the open door on the other side, closing it too, then pulling down both blinds on the small windows.
"Is that you, miss?"
"It's me," Ella called back, stifling her giggles of relief. Her mind was only just catching up to the foolish thing she'd just done. "Can we return, please."
"Certainly miss. Sorry about that, only we expected you to come back down the steps. Miss Wanda said you'd want to leave at midnight and--"
"It's all for the best, thank you," Ella said. "Plans got a bit muddled, you know how it is. But please, we must leave now. I'm late already, I think, though I'm not sure for what."
The carriage started up, and Ella breathed a sigh of relief that her half-naked stunt hadn't landed her in any difficulty. It was so fresh on her mind, the exhilaration of it all, but along with that came the increasing awareness of how silly she'd been. This was a royal function and royal grounds. She was getting away with something just by being here, let alone running about like a madwoman with her various parts uncovered.
Still shaking from the excitement, Ella risked a peek out the window. She wasn't sure quite what she was hoping for, but was ever so pleased to see a figure out on the darkened lawn. Kit, only half-dressed himself, come to see her off.
Rather daringly, Ella opened the side door and blew him a kiss as her carriage passed. Kit caught sight of her, smiled, and shook his head in mock despair at the state of her and the way she'd run off. Still communicating silently, Ella gave a broad shrug, something he'd be able to see at that distance, then put a hand to her heart.
Kit laughed, all by himself in the large yard, and gave her a deep, grand bow just before her carriage turned and he was out of sight again.
Ella closed the door and settled back down for the trip, sighing happily at the thought of how much joy Kit brought her, and how much she longed to see him again already. It would only be a separation until the next day, not long at all really. She could manage until then.
There were, happily enough, a few blankets stowed in the carriage with Ella. She made use of them, one for sitting on to make her ride more comfortable, and one to wrap around herself to hide her relative nudity.
"He shall most likely tease me about that," Ella murmured to herself. "Though I suspect he might also have enjoyed it, horny boy that he is." She leaned back and closed her eyes. "Ah, no matter either way. I only want to be with him again, is all."
The ride went by with Ella hardly taking note of it, lost as her mind was. Only the final stop in front of Kismet and her footman opening the door startled her back to reality.
"Here we are, miss. Um...."
"You don't mind if I keep this blanket, do you?" Ella asked, bashful of the way he looked at her so curiously. He had seen her in her fine dress earlier, and most likely suspected that she didn't have it on anymore. It would have been obvious, even with a blanket around her. "If you need it back, I'll only be a moment."
"Quite alright, miss. That is... yes, you keep it. Miss Wanda will sort it out, I'm sure."
Ella nodded gratefully, accepted a hand down while clutching her blanket tight about her with her other hand, then thankfully made it back inside Wanda's shop.
"The returning hero!" Wanda cheered rather loudly as Ella entered.
Gus, sitting cozily on the counter, squeaked a greeting as well.
Ella closed the door and waited to hear the clip clop of horses starting off again. She padded closer to Wanda and Gus, giving the latter some affectionate pets. "Are you drunk?" she asked Wanda suspiciously.
"What else was I meant to do, waiting for you all night?"
"Yes, that is a fair point."
Wanda grinned at Ella in a slightly unfocused way. "How did it go?"
Ella beamed and blushed in equal measure. "So well. Perfect as could be." She clutched a hand to her chest, overwhelmed. "I love him, Wanda, and he loves me."
"Excellent! Come, have some wine to celebrate."
"Perhaps just a glass."
Wanda poured a pair of glasses half-full. "Incidentally, why are you wearing that blanket? Am I to understand you haven't brought back my dress?"
Ella bit her lip. "Alright, so it went not quite perfect."
"And your shoes? Your butt plug?"
Her ears burned. "Very nearly perfect, ok? But do not fear, I shall be able to gather that all up and return it tomorrow."
Wanda giggled. "Quite alright. You needed to leave something behind. It was meant to be the glass plug only, but I suppose a whole outfit doesn't hurt."
"Why should I need to leave anything behind?"
"To add mystery, to make it a story for all in the land to engage in, and so the dashing prince can find you again."
Ella opened her mouth, closed it again, then frowned. "Bugger. I never told him where I live."
"These things happen."
"Ah well, I'll try the woods tomorrow. He won't need my clothes to find me. Or my plug. How would those help anyway?"
"Yooouuu'll seeee," Wanda teased in a sing-song voice.
"Ah, right." Ella sipped her wine. It was nice, but made her wistful of sharing wine with Kit instead. "You have reasons for all these things you say and do. It is difficult to remember sometimes. But you are my fairy godmother, after all. No, sorry, domme-mother."
"Exactly so. And speaking as such, what is it in fact you wore back from the ball?"
Ella held her blanket tighter. "I'd rather not say."
"Haha, is it anything at all? How on earth did you manage that? Or are you a little streaker at heart on top of everything else?"
Ella sighed and let her blanket fall partly open. "Nothing like that. It was a foolish thing I did, though I seem to have got away with it. My mind was altogether occupied with other things, and then midnight came before I was ready." She shrugged. "I did not mean to flash myself to anyone, though I admit there was a certain silly thrill to my departure."
Wanda clinked her glass against Ella's. "Ah, for my youth. I miss doing fun, foolish things. That's the problem they never tell you about growing older and wiser. Wisdom tends to be safer and less exciting."
"How old exactly are you?" Ella asked.
"None of your business," Wanda said promptly. "Besides which, you'd never believe me."
"You never looked all that much older than me, though the way you comport yourself certainly suggests confidence and wisdom."
"I shall take that as a compliment, but I still won't tell you. More wine?"
Ella regretfully shook her head. "I suppose I must return home before my stepmother does, or it will be worse for me. I think, I hope, it may be my last night I have to suffer through at that dreadful place." She scooped Gus gently up in her hand and pattered toward the door.
"I hope so for you as well," Wanda said, though a little sadly as though she didn't believe it.
Ella paused partway to the door, once again using her commandeered blanket as a makeshift robe. "Do you really believe all that about the story of my leaving my clothes behind? That it will be mysterious and astounding?"
"It's the fact that no one knew who you were, dear Ella," Wanda said. "And that you vanished again after claiming the prince's attentions all evening. That's really the important part." She idly twirled her mostly empty wine glass. "If you had stayed all night, there would have been nothing but jealousy. But you'd gone, so now it's a thing of fantasy and intrigue. Who are you, after all? Where did you go? Is the prince truly smitten? Is it love at first sight? All that nonsense."
Wanda set down her glass. "Leaving behind a single item probably would have been best, as far as the romance of the tale. But it doesn't hurt to be leave some redundancy. So long as everyone knows the prince is searching far and wide for the owner of the glass butt plug who so stole his heart last night."
"We met many times before that."
"Best that people don't know that. Then it's not a thrilling romance, it's an intrigue by a foreign agent to install some nobody in the palace."
Ella slowly shook her head. "I haven't drunk that much tonight, yet I fear it was too much to make sense of half the things you're telling me."
Wanda waved her away. "Never mind that. The point is you're gaining support from the public, and not their loathing. That's the objective."
"You are a terribly complicated thinker, Wanda," Ella said. "I would say too cynical by far, but you've always treated me so well in the ways of love, self or otherwise, so I think you cannot be as cynical as you sometimes would appear."
Wanda leaned her chin on one hand and grinned sloppily at Ella. "I can see your boob."
Ella laughed, letting some her tension ebb away, and turned to leave the shop without adjusting her blanket. "Good night, Wanda. Try not to be too hungover tomorrow. And thank you for everything."
"Good night, little Analella. May your prince come soon." She snickered helplessly. "But not cum too soon, if you know what I mean."
****
Getting back into her room was a struggle. It was significantly more difficult climbing up and through the small window than down, let alone how late it was, how tired Ella felt, and how she really didn't want to be locked away in her room again.
She managed the feat somehow, tossing Gus and her blanket through the window first, gently as she could, then hauling herself in after. It left her exhausted and ready for slumber, but she only really had time to get herself and Gus settled, and get snuggly under her covers, eyes gratefully closed.
Ella was snapped back to alertness what felt like a moment later, though she might have dozed off briefly and truly had little sense of what time it actually was. The front door crashed open and Ella groaned as she heard loud footsteps and drunken laughter.
"Oh, Gus Gus," she sighed. "I don't know that I'm able to handle this right now."
"Squeak," Gus said sympathetically.
"Ella! Elllaaa!"
Ella groaned again and got out of bed. She calmly got herself somewhat presentably dressed while her stepsisters yelled for her. Someone would remember she was locked in her room sooner or later, she thought, and if they didn't there wasn't particularly anything she could do about it.
She was waiting by the door when Francesca finally unlocked it, but as she suspected it wasn't enough to save her.
"We've been calling," Francesca said snidely.
"I couldn't very well do anything about it, I'm afraid," Ella said.
"Don't take that tone with me. We're hungry, make us something quick, would you?"
"Right."
"And I don't see why you're so tired," Francesca said, still snappy. "You've had nothing to do all evening. We've been doing the hard work of trying to catch the prince."
"And how did that go?" Ella asked without really thinking her question through.
Fortunately, Francesca's ire was directed at someone else in this instance, even though by circuitous route it would have led straight back to Ella again, if only anyone had known.
"My girls were the most beautiful in the land," Francesca said fondly.
It was a hard statement to take seriously given the state of them now, Ella observed. They'd clearly found the champagne at the ball, at the very least. Anne and Dru were ever so disheveled at the moment. Sloppy, even.
"That harlot!" Anastasia complained. "It was... she was... she's ugly!"
"And stupid," Drusilla agreed, currently sat at the table with her head fully resting on it, softly drooling over herself. "Ugly and stupid. I don't see why the prince would want something like that when he could have had us."
"Both of us, if he wanted," Anne said. "I wouldn't mind, if we got a palace out of the deal."
"His loss!" Dru mumbled loudly.
Francesca sighed. "No accounting for taste. Why the prince would have ever wanted a plain strumpet like that, I shall never know. Be quick about that food, Ella. My girls need cheering up."
"I see that," Ella said.
She scampered off quickly as Francesca turned a glare on her. She took some consolation in how much angrier her stepmother would be if she knew Ella was the diabolical seductress in question, who had apparently robbed her stepsisters of their chance at happiness, or at least wealth.
Ella couldn't decide whether to laugh or fume about it all as she prepared a midnight snack. She was exhausted enough not to really get anywhere with the decision, and besides her thoughts kept circling back to her time with Kit, and how happy she was in spite of her step-family.
She prepared a charcuterie board and fruit, not missing the chance to stick a wide variety of the items up her bum before serving. Despite her lack of energy and motivation, the petty revenge helped see her through the way it so often did. She suspected in this case there would be traces of Kit's cum mixed in as well, which surely her stepsisters would enjoy, given how badly they wanted him, or indeed just his money.
Anne and Dru dug into the food with wild abandon, simply disposing with any sort of manners or etiquette. Ella made sure not to stay too long so as not to give away her feelings on their appearance. She pattered back and forth from the kitchen, staying nearby since she knew it would be trouble for her if she went back to bed so soon.
It was all she wanted though, was just to be comfy and warm and allowed to drift off to sleep. In an ideal world, having Kit next to her as well would be simple perfection. She wondered idly if it might have been ok to ignore Wanda's advice entirely and spend the night with him. It probably would be worse in the long term, but for the sake of tonight perhaps it would have been worth it.
Ella had to help her stepsisters out of their ludicrous outfits afterward, though at least it was easier than getting them into all the bustles and corsets in the first place.
She'd never been so grateful for bedtime when she finally got to sink under the covers and drift off for real.
****
The next morning came too soon. It wasn't nearly as early as Ella was used to having to wake, since the rest of the household was sleeping in too, but given her exertions and how late she'd been up, even sleeping late wasn't enough.
Her stepsisters were particularly whiny and demanding, on top of everything else, both suffering hangovers at the very least. Francesca wasn't in bad shape, relatively speaking, but she was still obviously annoyed at her girls' lack of success catching a rich husband the night before, and was determined to be persnickety about anything she could.



Ella painfully worked her way through the first hours of her morning, increasingly ready to make an escape of some kind. She didn't have a way ready to get to the castle, unfortunately, but she was sure she could figure out something if she just got out of the house. She could walk, if nothing else presented itself, though it would be a long journey.
"I shall have to pop out to the market for some items for lunch," Ella said when she judged it as safe as it was going to get. "I won't be long."
"No, no," Francesca said, waving her hand in irritated fashion. "You've got too much to do. The girls will go."
"Us?" Anne asked, surprised at having been drawn into any conversation that involved work.
"Yes," Francesca said. "You still haven't got a husband, have you? Probably best you learn how to take care of yourself at this rate."
"But Mother," Dru simpered, "Ella is far more used to carrying things and--"
"Oh for heaven's sake," Francesca said. "There's an art to carrying only a few things and looking elegant about it. And should there be a likely man around, act weak and pathetic and he'll probably carry everything for you. Honestly, do I have to explain everything? It will be good practice for the both of you, who are so much worse at attracting male attention that you should be."
Ella was as stunned as her stepsisters by the treatment. Usually they were so very favourited they could act however they wanted and still be praised. She almost felt sorry for them, the way they'd been chastised and clearly didn't know how to emotionally handle it. But then it was someone else being abused for once, and she couldn't bring herself to be too upset by it.
Francesca waited until her daughters, whining and all, had left the premises. She then turned a glare on Ella.
"You're up to something."
Ella paused mid-task. "I don't think so."
"You are. You were up to something last night, and you're up to something now. I won't have it."
"I was locked in my room last night, and you haven't let me out of your sight today."
Francesca turned her glare into a sneer. "Don't talk back to me. You've had it too easy. I want this whole house cleaned and shining like new. You'd better get started."
It was all Ella could do to hold her tongue. So maybe it had been obvious she was up to something, but logically speaking there was no reason to accuse her of it. Still, logic wasn't a governing force at the house. Besides, it was simply all the more reason to find an escape route sooner than later.
****
Rather tragically, an opportunity to escape did not present itself. Ella fretted about it the whole day, right up until she was locked in her room for the night.
"This is quite a frustrating situation, Gus Gus," Ella said, lying on her bed and feeling even more tired than the day before. "I think I shouldn't have come back at all."
"Squeak."
"Well, it will be ok, I suppose. I'll leave tomorrow, or the next day. Stepmother won't want to keep an eye on me all the time."
"Squeak."
"That's true, she seems particularly vindictive in this instance. I may need more of a plan than that. Only I haven't got one." Ella groaned and rolled on her side. "I haven't worked so hard in years. And that's saying something, since I've always done all the work around the house."
"Squeak?"
"I haven't got the energy to run away right now, let alone trying to get to the palace at night, in the dark." Ella sighed thoughtfully. "We'll leave that as our backup plan, shall we? If need be, I'll slip out the window in the night, and... and...."
"Squeak."
"No, I'm not sure what to do after that. That's part of the problem. Probably have to go see Wanda. She'll know what to do." Ella closed her tired eyes. "Tomorrow, though," she mumbled. "Or the next day."
****
Tomorrow and the next day were not, in fact, any better. Francesca continued to be irritable and petty, and Ella was given many, many tasks to complete, most of which were pointless other than to tire and frustrate her.
Her one saving grace, and the only thing that kept Ella from climbing out her window in the middle of the night, was some news inadvertently shared by her stepsisters.
"You're sure he's out looking for a wife?" Anne asked.
"He's out looking for that slutty girl from the ball," Dru said. "I don't know anything about a wife."
Ella, busy scrubbing the floor, did her best to move closer to the conversation without being obvious about it. She'd been ignoring her stepsisters' typically inane gossip until she realized there might be something relevant to her interests in this case.
"Everyone knows princes need to marry," Anne said. "And it only stands to reason that if he's looking for her, she doesn't want to marry him. She'd be all over him already otherwise. That would be only sensible."
"You might be right," Dru agreed. "I wouldn't make him come looking for me. I'd be ready for the wedding as soon as he asked me."
"Well he'd ask me first, but--"
"He would not!"
"He would. I'm prettier, you know."
"How very dare you!"
Ella rolled her eyes and tuned them out for a few minutes while they bickered, swearing under her breath at them to just carry on and give her more information.
"Anyway, yes, he's asked for information about this girl," Dru said. "I can't imagine what happened. I mean how could he have misplaced her?"
"It doesn't make any sense at all," Anne agreed. "What's even the point of seducing him like that if she was just going to run off again?"
"It's all been handled rather horribly," Dru said sagely. "I shall certainly run a tighter ship when I am queen."
This set off another round of bickering between the sisters, though they compromised on deciding maybe they'd share the prince after all and both be queens.
"He's in need of a wife at any rate," Anne said. "So we've got a chance."
"And two of us working together give us such a tremendous advantage," Dru said. "Should we go make ourselves beautiful and wait for him to come by?"
"It seems like a good idea to me. Maybe in the village square. He's sure to be by there at some point."
Ella was left one her own again, but with new thoughts and ideas running through her head. Kit was looking for her, bless him, though he was probably terribly confused as to why she hadn't returned on her own. She could explain that away if she could get to him. He knew about her situation, after all.
The question was how to reach him. Even if he was out looking, he couldn't very well be checking every house. That would take far too long. Surprisingly Ella's stepsisters might have the right idea about waiting at the village square. He probably would go through there sooner or later.
Her best chance might be to make a break for it at the right time. As soon as she reached Kit, she wouldn't have to worry about any consequences from her stepmother. Francesca was scary, but had no power when it came to the prince of the kingdom. The problem was a plan like that was risky. It either worked, or she'd get herself in big trouble. Possibly leading to even more restrictions of her movements than she was dealing with already.
Unfortunately her plans didn't come to much for a few more days. Opportunities were few and far between, and even if she managed to get out of the house, Ella felt like everyone was watching her and would tell Francesca if she made a break for it. Some of that was paranoia most likely, but it was founded in some truth. Certain neighbours were terrible gossips, at the very least.
In the end the best compromise Ella could manage was to sneak out one day once her stepmother's vigilance had waned. She wore a cloak that was as concealing as she could manage without looking altogether suspicious, and did her best to avoid large crowds of people. She headed straight for Kismet, feeling that speaking to Wanda was by far her best bet with the limited freedom she had.
Curiously, and somewhat frustratingly, Kismet had customers. Not just customers, but a crowd. It was the exact opposite of what Ella hoped for and expected, and she had a moment of sheer panic wherein she wondered if Wanda had abandoned the shop and someone else had moved in already. It didn't seem likely, but nor did a torrent of people suddenly deciding sex toys were both proper and needed.
Despite her reservations, Ella wasn't prepared to turn around and go home. She needed help and advice, and this might be her only chance to get any of either for a while. She couldn't quite make herself brave the crowd at the front of the store, but she could at least circle around and see if there might be a secondary entrance.
"Oh there you are."
Ella started, being so lost in her own thoughts that she jumped back and nearly fell on her ass. Wanda, standing out behind her shoppe and smoking something that continued to not smell like tobacco, smirked gently and waved Ella closer.
"I kind of expected to see you again before now," Wanda said.
"Stepmother has been absolutely horrid," Ella said, smoothing out her skirts. "And keeping an eye on me practically all the time. I haven't been able to get out of the house the way I usually could."
Wanda nodded sagely. "Bit of an old bitch, isn't she?"
Ella tittered at the rude language, but couldn't help herself nodding in agreement. "She is, rather."
"No matter. We'll sort you out somehow. The prince is still making the rounds, after all."
"Well thank goodness for that," Ella said. "But how am I to get out and find him? Or get found by him? Either way."
"I'd say your best bet is to sneak out while your step-family is trying to get the prince's attention. They will be trying, I assume?"
"Constantly," Ella said. "Any time he might be nearby. But they have better information than I do and even they don't particularly know what the schedule is. The more times I sneak out, the more chance I get caught."
"Fortunately, we only need one to stick," Wanda said. "If nothing crops up naturally, I'll make something happen, don't worry about that."
Some of the tension left Ella's shoulders at the reassurance. "Thank you."
Wanda grinned. "That's what I'm here for, my sweet Analella. We'll get you your loverboy, or your money back."
"... I rather infamously have never given you any money."
Wanda's grin only widened.
"Well I'm glad you can still find this amusing," Ella said with a sigh.
"In fact I can," Wanda said. "Business is finally booming. The long con is paying off at last."
"What?"
"Oh, right, so you might not have heard, but the prince has taken--out of desperation, presumably--to trying to return an item left by his mysterious dance partner at the ball."
Ella cocked her head. "So?"
"So you left your glass butt plug, my dear. And since he hasn't been able to find you, he's gadding about the land testing every young woman to see who fits the toy. Or vice versa."
"That... what? That's silly. He knows what I look like."
"But he hasn't found you, has he?" Wanda said. "I think it was really just an attempt at being thorough. And perhaps he thought rumours of your butt plug would drag you out of hiding. In any case, it's all working out wonderfully."
"Is it?" Ella asked a little faintly.
Wanda nodded happily and cracked open the back door to her shop. Ella peered in and, though the activity was somewhat obscured from this angle, she was easily able to discern a bustling crowd of activity inside.
"I got those two lovely young men to help out again," Wanda said. "From your carriage that night. Fine lads. Easy on the eyes too."
"Are people... buying your products?" Ella asked.
"By the cartload! Well, I mean mostly they're only buying a handful of things each, but there are an awful lot of them."
"Why?"
"Because everyone's heard that the young lady who can fit a large glass plug up her lovely bum gets the hand of the prince. And there are a lot of young ladies with parents who wouldn't mind seeing such a match." Wanda shrugged. "And the occasional young lady or mother who, just perhaps, is intrigued by the experience whether it leads to matrimony or not. It's become a suddenly acceptable thing in society, you see."
"... butt plugs?"
"And such like, yes."
Ella shook her head wearily. "You're always two steps ahead of everyone, aren't you Wanda?"
"I do my level best, my dear, that's all."
"You're the only shoppe anywhere around that sells this stuff."
"The only one in the kingdom," Wanda added happily. "That's so." She grinned at Ella. "Cheer up. Your proclivities are all the fashion now."
"It's an odd thought," Ella said. "And I'm afraid it doesn't immediately help me."
"Not immediately, perhaps, but in the long term it's fantastic news. Just think, instead of the shunned anal princess, you might be celebrated and usher in new trends for young ladies far and wide. You could be a role model without changing anything about what you enjoy doing with your body."
"I have to become a princess first, don't forget." Ella felt herself tense again. "Oh, and not only do I have to get back to Kit, but there is all that marriage complexity to figure out. Is it terrible that I didn't want to talk about those details with him the other night? Now I'm afraid I don't know if things could even work out in that regard. In terms of... of marriage and the like."
"You're panicking for nothing, dear Ella," Wanda said. "Just you worry about getting back to Kit. The rest can wait, and probably will sort itself out, for that matter."
"You may be right. Though I still am not confident about even that."
"Wait for him to be nearby. He's stopping all over the place for the test of the plug. No one can manage it, of course, that was the brilliance of the extra large plug in the first place. But lots of girls are trying."
"It feels like that may backfire," Ella said. "If so many of them are practicing with toys they're purchasing from you, maybe someone will--"
"Ella, darling, when you first started, let's say after a few days or a week, could you have taken that glass monster?"
Ella blushed. "Well no. That was after years of... oh, I see."
"Too right. You've got such a head start on anal training over every single person in the kingdom. No one can touch your skill."
"That actually does offer some relief, I admit," Ella said.
"Good. Now get home before you are caught, and wait until the time is right."
Wanda punctuated her words by physically turning Ella about and smacking her bottom to get her moving.
"What if I don't--"
"Don't think too much! And I'm always here if you need me, Ella. I'm still watching out for you, even if just at the moment I'm watching out for my suddenly overflowing back account."
Ella laughed softly and watched over her shoulder as Wanda headed back into the store to help her two hirelings sell sex toys. Anal sex toys, mostly, it seemed. It was surreal to think about, after so long feeling alone with that kind of desire.
She was lost in thought as she headed home, feeling more confident at least, but still unsure of herself. It was peculiar to think that Kit would have started an anal contest of sorts to find her, but she did begrudgingly have to admit that she hadn't made herself easy to locate, as yet. It would probably all work out for the best, somehow.
What very much didn't work out for the best was arriving home and finding that she wasn't the first to return. The glare of her stepmother and the smirks of her stepsisters were an incredibly poor welcoming home, in many respects.
"It seems I truly can't trust you to behave," Francesca snapped before Ella could get a word in. "Here I thought you had plenty to keep you busy, and still you have time to gallivant about the town."
"I only wanted to go to the market," Ella mumbled, knowing it was a lost cause.
"You didn't return with anything though, did you? Liar!"
"Liar!" Anne and Dru echoed, chortling nastily.
"Go to your room!" Francesca said firmly.
"Yeah, your room!" Anne said.
"Yeah-- wait no, what about dinner?" Dru said. "We need--"
"To your room this instant!" Francesca insisted.
Ella shrugged and went to her attic room, unsurprised to hear the door lock behind her. She didn't mind not having to cook for everyone that evening, but she had her suspicions she wouldn't be getting any food either.
****
If Ella had been mistreated before, it got even worse over the following days. Locked in her room any moment that she wasn't under close supervision, and berated if even the smallest chore wasn't completed, regardless of whether she'd been told to do it or not, or indeed whether she'd had the freedom to accomplish it.
All of that combined with less time to sleep or eat as Ella's stepmother in particular gave even less consideration to her than before, seemingly perfectly happy to run her ragged even if it meant her work suffered for it. Just more excuse to berate her, Ella felt.
For the first time Ella could remember, Anne and Dru actually started to fall on her side a little. Not to the point of true consideration and empathy, but something far closer than she was used to. They at least suggested easing up on Ella some when Francesca was being particularly harsh.
Partly Ella knew her stepsisters were only looking out for themselves. They complained about the quality of meals and snacks, and how they just weren't as tasty as usual. They didn't know that was largely because Ella hadn't had the energy or inclination to stick nearly so much food up her bum lately, which they always seemed to enjoy without realizing what was sneakily happening. Though admittedly Ella's cooking was significantly worse in more traditional ways too, again related to lack of energy and motivation.
All that aside, Ella did note how her stepsisters gave up on gloating or taunting her, perhaps just feeling the game was too easy these days. Or, perhaps, those occasional sympathetic looks she caught from them were real, and there were indeed limits to the cruelty their mother had taught them.
In any case, small mercies weren't enough to keep Ella's hopes up. She'd grown especially despondent one day when she'd realized her window, her one potential avenue of escape, had been nailed shut. Ella didn't know if Francesca had deliberately closed off her escape, or if she only wanted to add to her unnecessarily harsh punishment by closing off fresh air on top of everything else. Either way, it piled hopelessness on top of hopelessness.
"It's a sorry state of affairs, Gus Gus," Ella said, lying in bed one afternoon while she'd been left alone in the house again.
"Squeak?"
"At this rate I'll have to get better at napping when I have the chance. Stepmother hasn't let me have a solid night's sleep in a few days."
"Squeak."
"I just want to get back to Kit. I wish I'd never left him. It feels so silly now. Who cares how much more difficult it would have been? Better any number of trials than being cut off from him entirely."
"Squeeeak."
Ella sighed. "I know, I'm feeling too sorry for myself when I should be thinking of a cunning stratagem. I'm not beat yet. I could... I could break the window? I should probably injure myself climbing out, though. Perhaps...."
Something clattered against the window. Ella stopped short and stared at it, briefly convinced she'd affected it with her mind until she heard the noise again, and caught the smallest flash of movement.
"Was that... did someone just throw something?"
It happened again, and this time Ella was certain.
"Someone threw a rock!"
"Squeak?"
"Well a small one, anyway. Just a pebble really."
Ella moved to the window, peered out, and was quite relieved to see Wanda standing outside looking up.
"Wanda!"
Wanda tilted her head and motioned for Ella to lift the window.



"Wanda, I can't get out!"
Wanda rolled her eyes and repeated the motion.
"No, the window's been nailed shut," Ella explain, well aware it wasn't doing any good if she couldn't be heard. "Can you help?"
Wanda repeated the motion to open the window, and was increasingly insistent about it.
"Oh for--"
Ella hauled on the window, knowing it wouldn't do any good, and was therefore caught entirely off-guard when she was able to fling it fully open in one motion.
"At last," Wanda said. "What sort of silly buggers were you playing at?"
Ella eyed the window frame suspiciously. "This was nailed shut. I swear it was."
"It didn't look it."
"Well it was! Ah, see, there's holes here where the nails were."
Wanda shrugged. "Seems unlikely."
Ella narrowed her eyes. "You did something, didn't you?"
"Certainly not. I only just got here."
"You've got magic or something, I know you have. You took those nails out when I wasn't looking."
Wanda tossed her hair flippantly. "Wouldn't stoop to such trickery. Anyway, do you want to go see your boyfriend, or do you want to keep hurling spurious accusations?"
"Kit?! He's here?"
"He's here. Not far from my shop, as it happens. It should be a quick run, even with the crowd."
Ella nodded, and without thinking about immediately stripped out of her dress so she could slither out the window. She landed awkwardly, falling on her butt before she could catch her balance.
Wanda just stared curiously at her. "My but your are forward with him, aren't you?"
"Shush, I can't fit out the window with a dress on. I've tried."
"So toss it out to me then climb down."
"I-- shit, that would have been smarter." Ella rubbed her forehead. "I'm tired and hungry and miserable. I just need to get to Kit. No time to climb back up now."
"Well don't let me stop you. Besides, if anything he'll be happy to see you in your underwear."
"He always is."
Ella started a brisk walk toward Kismet, expecting she'd find Kit somewhere on the way, or at least enough sign of the crowd Wanda mentioned that she could track him down.
Wanda ambled along with her at first. "Of course if I'd thought everything through, I might have brought something a little sexier for you."
"No need," Ella said. "I'm sexy enough."
"Well that's true. You're a delight to watch in lingerie, did you know?"
"Now now, Wanda. I'm spoken for."
Wanda just laughed. Ella was fairly certain she was just teasing, but then again she did seem to be deliberately lagging back just a step or two as though she was indeed taking a peek.
Ah well. Ella had put herself in the undressed situation, she was just going to have to live with the consequences. She didn't mind with Wanda so much, but the rest of the population might be a bit much.
The crowd was just as easy to locate as Ella had hoped and expected. The best approach wasn't at all clear, however, and she spent an agonizing minute or two feeling all the more exposed and vulnerable when she wasn't moving with clear purpose.
"Now what?" Wanda asked, clearly not as anxious about the situation as Ella.
"I'm not sure," Ella said. "I'm particularly regretting my lack of clothes now."
"Mmhm. Do you want to stop by the shop? I can grab something workable."
"That might be best. Maybe-- no wait, there he is!"
Ella felt a surge of elation as she caught a glimpse of Kit. He was up higher than the crowd, just enough to be visible, enough to know he was there. He wasn't looking her way, and seemed to be rather bemusedly fixated on something else happening, but he was still a beacon for Ella to follow.
Her concerns about clothing and propriety fell back to a distant second, and she pushed her way nimbly through the crowd, dodging and darting like never before. She needed to get to him and nothing was going to stop her.
She was distantly aware of an increasing muttering from behind her, as larger and larger swaths of the crowd took note of the half-naked girl pushing through the press of people. There were no actual objections though.
As she got closer, Ella realized that there might not even be an outcry at all, or anything more than vague mumblings as she passed. In point of fact, it turned out she wasn't even alone in being badly under-dressed. Plenty of other young ladies were about and missing most or all of their outfits, especially toward the middle of the crowded area where a circle had been left mostly clear. The empty space was mostly ringed by girls without any bottoms on. Several of them appeared very disappointed, and most of the rest looked a frantic mix of excited and nervous.
It was nice not to feel totally out of place among so many people, but it was also fairly disorienting at first. Ella only slowly put together the pieces as she recalled that Kit was supposedly scouring the land looking for the woman who belonged to the glass butt plug she'd left behind at the ball.
"Oh Kit, you silly boy," Ella murmured to herself. "This is what it's come to, is it?"
It got even more surreal as she got right to the edge of the circle and confirmed that indeed, most attention from the prince and the crowd at large was on the girl currently trying and failing to prove that she was the mysterious stranger whose bum could contain the large glass toy. It would have been a strange enough sight on its own, never mind that the current girl in question was Dru, with Anne next to her trying to help force the plug into her ass.
Ella could only stare in total amazement for a moment. Her stepsisters, always so mocking of anything anal, appeared fully dedicated to getting the glass plug up Dru's bum. The both of them were bottomless, as was the current fashion in this particular location, with Dru sticking her booty as high up as she could and Anne really leaning into her attempt at stuffing her sister's bottom.
"It's almost in!" Anne insisted. "Almost!"
Dru whined and mewled, and seemed unable to properly form words. She was, so far as Ella could observe, rather enjoying herself.
She was not, however, anywhere near successful, despite Anne's claims. She'd managed the first and smallest of the three progressively thicker bulges on the plug, and it was very possible that with enough time and effort she'd get the second inside her too. The third just wasn't happening, never mind that Ella's stepsisters seemed to have been at this a while and were starting to get some dark looks from other girls--and indeed their parents with visions of social climbing--who were still waiting their turns to make the attempt.
Ella tore her gaze away and shook her head, trying to clear it. She had a goal here, and needed to focus. Recentering herself on Kit, Ella pushed forward through the waiting crowd.
This time she did attract some negative attention and protests. Not from her outfit, as she'd previously been worried about, but simply because the girls she was pushing past assumed she was trying to cut in line when they'd already been waiting. After all these years having to hide her anal fixation, Ella found it totally bizarre to be in a situation where there was a lineup--and a long one at that--to publicly try stuffing a large butt plug up one's booty.
She ignored the protests and the plug, heading for her prince instead. His guards, however, were significantly harder to ignore. One of them planted himself directly in front of her, and attempts at dodging around him both didn't work, and seemed to irritate him.
"None of that, miss," he rumbled. "You wait your turn like everyone else."
"Oh for heaven's sake," Ella growled in frustration. So close, yet not quite close enough. "I'm not here to take that silly challenge. Kit! Kit let me through, you silly boy!"
Ella dodged back and forth again, without any real expectation of getting by. She only wanted to make herself visible past the hulking but deceptively nimble guard in front of her.
"Ella?" Kit said with cautious optimism.
"Kit! What is this tomfoolery?"
"Captain, let her through, please."
The guard hesitated. "My prince?"
"She's the one, captain," Kit said, standing up from his temporary throne. "I've been waiting for her to show up."
"So... we're almost done with this foolishness?" the captain asked.
"Very nearly," Kit said.
"Oh thank goodness."
The captain stood aside and gestured for Ella to pass. She gave him a nod of approval as she slipped by.
"It is foolishness, isn't it?" she whispered.
The captain grinned briefly, but returned to stony silence. It was just as well. A few other girls thought to try Ella's method of getting to the prince, and had to be corralled back to the circle.
Ella ignored the sudden kerfuffle and went straight to Kit. She managed a calm and collected approach for about two steps, then dashed forward and launched herself at him, knocking him right back in his seat and nearly sending the whole thing tipping over backward.
"Whoa, El."
"Oh Kit, it's been absolutely horrid," Ella said, feeling a tear or two escape her despite her best efforts. "I should have stayed that night. I shouldn't have gone home."
"Why do you say that?" Kit asked. "I know I've had difficulty finding you again, but this has worked out so well for us. I was expecting so much work to get the people to accept me marrying someone not of noble birth, but what with that search through the kingdom and, somewhat cynically, the chance that they feel they might get themselves or a relative on the throne, the people have really gone for the idea in large part."
"That's lovely, Kit, but I was worried I wouldn't be able to get back to you at all," Ella said, still hugging him tight and refusing to let go. "My stepmother has been worse even than usual, keeping me locked up when I'm not working, and keeping me working so much that I've been exhausted."
Kit rubbed her back and held her close. "I'm sorry to hear it's been so terrible. You will come back to the palace with me though, won't you? We can keep you from that vile woman."
"Please, Kit. Please take me away from her." Ella sighed. "The thought of being in bed next to you instead of locked away alone in the attic...."
"We can make it happen," Kit said, sneaking a quick kiss on her cheek. "But El, look, you're going to have to prove to everyone that you're the girl I'm looking for. You're getting some murderous looks from the crowd."
Ella finally pushed back just a little so she could see Kit. "About that. How is this meant to be helpful? You know who I am already. How is fitting a butt plug inside me meant to prove anything?"
"Well... since I did kind of organize this whole expedition as looking for a mysterious girl and identifying her based on her being able to wear the plug, it's fairly relevant now. Relevant to the people, I should say. Obviously I know you're you, but they don't."
Ella frowned. "But who decided to search for me on that basis in the first place, dear Kit?"
"Yes, it was me. But I looked and sent around messengers the normal way first. It just didn't work. I wasn't about to give up just because common sense had failed."
Ella glanced behind her. Her stepsisters were still at it, taking advantage of the crowd's distraction to keep trying the plug. They'd swapped places, Dru trying to shove it into Anne now, and weren't having any more luck than before.
"It seems to me," Ella said, "that you've taken the excuse to watch loads of young women try to stick a large object up their bottoms."
"Not the intent! I assure you." Kit patted the small of Ella's back, just above her butt. "I rather assumed you'd be the only one with any interest at all in the challenge, such as it was. There's been rather a taboo against anal in the kingdom, you know."
"I'm aware," Ella said. "And I admit, this contest of yours breaking that whole thing open is a welcome side effect. It is such a fun and harmless activity that it's rather nice not to have to be ashamed of it all the time." Ella smirked. "And I'm sure you didn't enjoy this at all, but rather suffered through watching a parade of lovely bums pass in front of you while--"
"Yes, yes, I admit it wasn't terrible," Kit said. "It wasn't the intent, but I did rather enjoy myself. I'll make it up to you somehow, perhaps?"
Ella grinned and booped his nose softly. "You certainly will. Now, I'd better show everyone how it's done, yes?"
She found it hard to leave Kit's lap and the safety and comfort it represented. Still, some things just had to be done.
Ella padded down toward the centre of the ring, doing her best not to think about just how many eyes were on her. Especially when it came to removing her panties and using some of the provided lube to get her little bumhole ready. It was, she thought, a bit too much of an audience. On the other hand, perhaps a full crowd was better than only a handful, as there were simply too many people to worry about them as individuals.
She was only dimly aware of her stepsisters being dragged out of the way by guards. Anne and Dru refused to leave of their own accord, and protested while being physically moved. Ella couldn't particularly blame them in that moment, as success from them would have meant getting out of their mother's shadow, something Ella herself was quite looking forward to.
"In a different life we might have been friends," she muttered to herself, then dismissed the line of thinking as she had something more important to consider.
Ella, mostly naked in front of a mass of people, calmly positioned the glass plug beneath her, knelt down over it, and lowered her bum onto it. She let her years of practice take care of her, as her mind was increasingly dissociating from the situation just so she didn't have to think about how intense it was.
The actual sensation of the glass butt plug sliding into her was lovely, and helped her enjoy the experience. What was even better was turning around to face Kit and keep her eyes solely on him while she sank down on the plug, letting its increasingly large width stretch her out nicely. The rest of the world didn't really matter as long as she had his eyes to lose herself in and something to fill her bum. If that something could be him in future, so much the better.
Ella moaned softly at the final bulge as her ass took the last bit, popping around and closing partly up again just above the flared base. She was stuffed full, and was rather proud of how easily she'd done it. She knew she could do it, of course, but the pressure of performing and the possibility of tensing up were real factors to consider.
There was a moment of near silence from the crowd, to the point where Ella nearly forgot they were there, then all at once a cheer erupted that nearly frightened the wits out of her. She couldn't even shrink back from it, as it was all around her.
Kit was walking toward her, beaming proudly, and she focused on his approach to try and distract from the noise.
"What are they cheering for?" Ella asked.
"You, El. They're cheering for you," Kit said.
"But... but they all wanted to win you. Or to get their daughter to win, or something."
"They had hopes, many of them," Kit agreed. "But they all knew they weren't the mysterious stranger from the ball. No one knew who you were, but they had to know you weren't them."
"But they tried anyway. What were you going to do if someone else fit the plug before I did?"
Kit laughed. "El, no one else could do that. Not in land full of anal prudes." He paused. "Former anal prudes, I should say."
"Well, perhaps that is so."
"Don't fret about it, my darling," Kit urged. "You're the mysterious stranger. The way you leapt into my lap, and certainly the masterful way you mounted the challenging glass butt plug just now, you've sold the crowd. You're the one."
Ella glanced about, shyly taking in the way the crowd almost universally was applauding, cheering, and generally celebrating her. Her!
Tentatively she waved back, and giggled nervously as the crowd reacted. They truly were celebrating her, or at least the idea of who she was, which weren't necessarily the same things, but were perhaps close enough in this case.
Ella bravely stepped away from Kit's sheltering presence, just a little, and did a slow circle waving back to the various people standing about. Even most of the other scantily clad young women who'd been vying for her spot next to the prince were cheering, some going so far as to blush or swoon as she turned her attention toward them. It was a power unlike Ella had ever known, and she ever so slightly wished she could have been dressed while it happened. Not that anyone seemed to be minding such things today.
The whole idea of propriety and modesty was an afterthought at best, on this occasion. Ella's newfound, incredibly sudden onset of celebrity overrode the usual rules. Showing off the glass plug shining from betwixt her bum cheeks got just as much applause as a smile and a wave from her less lewd side. She even found herself being carried along by the wave of emotion, and slowly believing that she was a princess already by virtue of popular acclaim, anal capacity, and a story that had taken root amongst the people as deep as if it were well-established lore.
Excepting perhaps for one very nasty individual, whom Ella had blissfully forgotten altogether, if only temporarily.
"That's quite enough of that!" Francesca shouted, stomping her way toward Ella. "Are you proud of yourself? Using your slutty anal ways to trick the prince?"
Ella blinked. "Isn't that what everyone else was doing?"
"Certainly not!"
A certain dull hush had descended. Not silence exactly, but an air of people being curious as to what was happening and wanting to listen in.
"This was a test," Francesca declared. "For the real, true princesses to make themselves known. It should have been your sisters--"
"Stepsisters," Ella idly corrected.
"--who were revealed as the glorious beauties they are, and you've ruined it! You've ruined everything!"
Ella felt Kit's hand on the small of her back, just resting there, making his presence felt as he stepped up beside her. Somehow, with his reassurance, it was hard to be scared of her stepmother. She just didn't seem to matter anymore.
"They can't do half the things with their bums as I can," Ella said, fully aware it was an odd brag even as she said it. "In fact, they can't do hardly anything that I can. You've raised them to be useless."
"That's--"
"The owner of the royal butt plug has been found!" Kit declared, cutting Francesca off. "There is no dispute from anyone who has witnessed it. Ella is the mysterious anal princess!"
A cheer washed over them again, drowning out Francesca's sputtering attempts at arguing while simultaneously trying to simper and ingratiate herself with the prince. Ella was just as glad she couldn't hear it.
"You rather enjoy making everyone cheer for my butt, don't you?" she whispered in Kit's ear.
He grinned unashamedly. "I think I really do. I might do it daily, actually."
"You will not!"
"I'm the prince, you can't stop me."
Ella frowned. "I shall be princess, and then we'll see."
"That's right, you shall. Speaking of which."
Ella gasped as Kit casually dropped to one knee. He reached out his hand, and one of his attendants dropped a ring into it without him even having to look.
"Ella, my sweet Analella, will you--"
"Here?" Ella squeaked. "Now?"
"I'd like to make it official, before you have the chance to disappear on me again," Kit said.
"I wouldn't! It wasn't on purpose!"
"Then I think you should say yes," he continued calmly.
Ella felt herself blushing furiously. She felt shyer and more exposed by far than her near-nudity and anal display had done to her. That he would proceed under these circumstances, like that was what was important just at this moment.



It was awfully sweet of him, though. She understood him not wanting to lose her so easily again. She didn't want to be lost like that either.
"El, will you marry me?"
Ella knew the question was coming, and still it caused such fluttering inside, such a feeling of excitement and light-headedness.
"Oh Kit, I--"
"You will not!" Francesca frantically screeched. "This can't happen! I'm still your guardian!"
"And Ella's an adult," Kit said, halfway between amused and annoyed. "More importantly, I'm the prince." He turned back to give Ella a wink. "Would you like to know one of the best parts of being the prince?"
"The money?" Ella guessed.
"No. Well, yes."
"The palace? The servants? The--"
"My fault for asking," Kit sighed. "But in this specific case, no, none of those. Captain?"
"Yes, my prince?" said the man who had earlier briefly stopped Ella.
"What's the punishment for interrupting a royal proposal?"
"Not sure off the top of my head, sir, but I expect light treason at the very least." The captain moved forward as Francesca got a rather horrified look on her face. "Something will stick, I can promise you that."
"Very good, captain."
Ella was quite overcome by the sheer satisfaction of watching her stepmother get dragged off by the guards. It was so nice to watch that it somewhat overwhelmed the lovely, warm emotion of Kit proposing again, despite how handsome and dignified he was about it.
"Oh Kit," Ella said, wrapping her arms about his neck and burying her face against him to try and hide the tears of joy.
"You still have to say yes," he said. "Ideally loud enough for people to hear."
"Yes! Yes, you silly boy. Of course I'll marry you."
The cheers erupting were louder by far than any before, and Ella was glad to be whisked away by Kit and his escort. She really only wanted to be alone with him. Somewhere together where she could regain her emotional footing.
"It won't be right away, will it?" Ella asked. "I want to marry you. I said I would. But--"
Kit laughed. "Not for some time yet, I should think. I'm not quite ready for it either. But it's official, is the main thing, which rather frees me up from entertaining other offers, and gets you to the castle with me."
"That I can live with," Ella readily agreed. "Can we go now?"
"Well, yes, but I'm afraid you won't like the journey."
"Why ever not?"
Kit shrugged helplessly as they arrived at an open-topped carriage, and attendants suddenly bustled around her, fitting her into a dress that was the second finest she'd ever worn. They were efficient and matter-of-fact about it, as though it were a common occurrence to have to dress a naked princess in the middle of the street.
It turned out the return to the palace was by a terribly circuitous route, meandering through several towns and villages, all so Ella could be shown off next to the prince.
"You owe me for this," Ella told Kit fiercely, all the while keeping a smile plastered on her face as they waved to townsfolk on the roadside.
"I believe I do, at that," Kit said.
"How are all these people lined up everywhere? There must be thousands."
"The heralds are very good at their jobs, I understand."
"You only found me again this afternoon!" Ella protested.
Kit nodded. "And they've been racing ahead of us ever since."
Ella sighed. "Is it all going to be like this."
"All of it? No," Kit assured her. "But some of it, yes."
"I oughtn't to complain, I suppose," Ella said. "It's only waving, after all. It isn't the worst of jobs."
Kit took her hand with one of his and squeezed it gently while continuing to wave with the other. "It is already better with you beside me, as well."
"You and your sweet flattery."
"You enjoy it."
"I do," Ella admitted. "It is lovely to think that I shall have so many more chances to enjoy it in future as well."
"Isn't it though?" Kit agreed.
"It is possible I am simply tired and hungry at the moment. It's been quite a day. Quite a long several days, actually."
"Ah, well I can't do anything about it just now, but as soon as we arrive home I can arrange rest and snacks. You must let me know these things."
"I appreciate it, sweet Kit," Ella said, batting her eyes at him. "There hadn't been much of a chance before now, as it happens."
He laughed softly. "True, true."
****
The parading about felt interminable, though judging by Kit's demeanour it was nothing overly out of the ordinary. There was a certain relief to arriving at the palace at last, though even that wasn't the immediate rest and respite that Ella was hoping for.
It turned out that the palace during regular function--which was to say not hosting a grand ball--seemed much more imposing and intimidating. Especially when it felt as though the whole staff of the castle must have turned out just to watch her arrival.
"I think I preferred showing up anonymously," Ella murmured.
"They shall get used to you shortly," Kit said. "But yes, let's get away from all this. And get some refreshment sorted while we're at it."
Ella clung tight to Kit's side as he ambled casually up the front stairway and through the halls like he owned the place. Which was mostly correct, actually. He had such an ease of passing along instruction to a man in fancy outfit who discreetly shadowed them, and who in turn passed said instructions along to other staff. Ella could have sworn half the communication happening around her was purely psychic in nature.
But the important thing to think of was getting to hold Kit's hand all the while, and no one said anything at all about it. She still wasn't convinced she belonged, but that was largely in her head. She was getting away with it, at least, and was greatly comforted by the easy way Kit walked next to her, fingers twined together, as though it was something they'd been doing for years.
Kit's bedroom was a whole different experience entirely. They got to be alone there, mostly, and the sheer scope of it was fairly dazzling. Enough so that Ella forgot her continued hunger and desire to hide away from any people other than just the two of them.
"This isn't a bedroom!" Ella said.
"Yes it is," Kit said. "There's the bed right there. Although technically we might have to move a second one in, there's etiquette for these sorts of things."
"Never mind that. I mean that it's at least three rooms. That's not a bedroom, it's a house!"
"Oh, I see. Well my clothes need somewhere to be safely stored, and it's nice to have somewhere to relax unobserved."
"I understand," Ella said. "Yet despite knowing how fantastically big this place was, the castle I mean, I don't think it sunk in quite how spoiled you were." Ella padded past comfortable chairs, a large fireplace, and some nicely stocked bookshelves. "Though I suppose I could learn to enjoy being somewhat spoiled too, in this case."
"When you're royalty, it's not called being spoiled," Kit said.
"That's a lucky break for you then."
Kit laughed. "Alright, have it your way. Come out on the balcony, at least. Food has arrived."
Ella was happy to be distracted by food and drink. She felt ungainly about it, as though she lacked regal patience and poise, but it only really bothered here when servants kept darting in and out bringing things and taking them away. The in between times were nice, and helped her mentally adjust to where she was.
As she settled in, and as the palace staff began to let them be, Ella found Kit becoming interested in getting closer. It only made sense after their separation, and she longed to be close to him too, but the circumstances weren't nearly as private as she would have liked.
Still, he was only teasing at first. Footsie under the table and gently brushing behind her to toy with her hair. Nothing that couldn't be hidden or ignored if someone else walked in.
He of course went further, eventually trying to get her right out of her dress, even though he knew very well she had only a bra and butt plug underneath.
"Out here?" Ella asked, not fighting him but not yet helping either.
"It's a lovely view," Kit said.
"Me or the garden?"
"Yes."
"You wouldn't perhaps care to go to the bed and lock the door, by chance?" Ella tried.
"On such a lovely afternoon?"
"I'm perfectly ready to enjoy the sunshine and view," Ella said. "You seemed determined to let everyone else enjoy me."
"No one else is about at the moment," Kit said.
"At the moment, certainly."
"If I bar the front door, would that help?"
"Yes, of course it would."
Kit kissed her forehead and darted away. "I shall do it then. But just so you know, locking the staff out will cause more problems than being caught in compromising situations. The latter is practically expected, actually."
"Easy for you to be so casual about it," Ella said. "I'm starting to think I've been tricked into feelings for a man with no shame."
Kit considered the matter as he rejoined her. "In certain areas, that might be correct, I suppose. I'm used to a lack of privacy, though I do enjoy it when I have the chance. When I've been with you, for instance."
"Then you'd best find more ways of getting it in future," Ella said lightly. "We shan't be doing some of our most fun activities with spectators, I assure you."
"No spectators now," Kit said.
Ella grinned, saying nothing, but allowed him to work his way toward disrobing her entirely, including pulling her plug out and setting it aside for cleaning.
It left her all abuzz to be naked on Kit's balcony. The sun was warm, the wine in her hand was cold and sweet, and she couldn't decide between relaxing into it or waiting nervously for someone to catch her at it. It was probably alright for Kit to be naked and lewd in his rooms. He was the prince. She wasn't fully confident she'd get away with it so easily.
But it was so hard to resist the temptation the hornier he got her. The wine didn't help either. She knew it, but kept taking sips anyway.
She knew she'd given in to trusting him and the situation when she found herself leaving against the balcony railing, admiring the landscape, while Kit knelt half-dressed behind her and ate her ass.
There was still plenty of risk for her to be seen in their compromising position. It wasn't like that had vanished. There was just something about Kit playing with her bum that she'd always loved, and had come to make her feel cozy and safe.
The longer and deeper Kit's tongue teased her bumhole, the more Ella relaxed and felt her tensions flow from her like water. How could anyone stay anxious or on edge when they were getting treated so wonderfully and lovingly?
"I most likely shouldn't admit it," Ella purred softly, "but this does make up for ever so much of that parading about the countryside."
"If it helps at all, I was already fairly certain of your weaknesses," Kit said, patting and spreading her booty as though trying to feel out new places to taste her. "It's not exactly new information to me. Though it is nice to have it confirmed all the same."
Ella moaned and leaned further over the railing, careless of how her tits definitely dangled visibly to anyone directly below should they happen to pass by and look up. She just wanted to make herself as accessible as possible to Kit and let him lick her bum so good.
Kit's interest transitioned naturally and happily toward wanting to put his cock in. His desire was made very clear as the rest of his clothes came off and he started rubbing himself up against her, leaning over to kiss and nibble at her neck. Ella was well ready for such a move even before she felt his hardness against her bottom.
Feeling him sink inside her was a slow burn of delicious stretching and cozy emotions. After having only done it once before, it was amazing how easy and comfortable it felt, and how ready she was to do it several times daily, now that they were living together. If he wanted to, of course, but she didn't see any reason he'd object.
Ella had one of the best cums of her life while getting her bum pounded by her beloved Kit out on his balcony, mind all awhirl at possibilities for their future, heart overwhelmed with feelings for him. It was all so much, perhaps even too much, and she only barely managed to hold it together until he came inside her, filling her ass with princely cum, as was his wont.
They retreated to his sitting room and library afterward, allowing her to recover. They curled up together in one large, sumptuous chair that wasn't really made for two, but was very cozy for sharing intimately. Ella heard servants moving about in the other areas while she and Kit were safely shut in by themselves, but she was all calm from her cum and current relaxation, so the sounds of other people didn't bother her so much.
It also helped the way he held her close, occasionally kissed her, and kept a warm pair of fingers up her bum in their casual cuddle.
"It's so nice to have you here," Kit said quietly, kissing the side of her forehead.
"Mmm, it is," Ella said.
"You aren't planning on running off again, are you? Just for some advance warning?"
"One time I did that," Ella pouted. "One time!"
"Is that a no?"
"It is," Ella said. "Although--"
"Although?"
"Shh, let me finish. I was just saying we do need to go gather my things. Probably tomorrow. Gus Gus will be worried."
"Ah yes, your mouse."
"Don't say it like I'm crazy," Ella said, pouting even deeper.
"Wouldn't dream of it," Kit said. "At any rate, we can certainly arrange it. Though fair warning, we shall have to get into more of a royal routine before too long. With pomp and circumstance and everything."
"Will it all be dreadfully tedious, do you think?" Ella asked.
"Much of it, yes. Much of it is fun too, though. And much of the tedium can be made more exciting."
"Oh?"
Kit nodded seriously. "If we consider that no one need know precisely what the princess is wearing under her fancy outfits."
Ella slowly narrowed her eyes. "You're imagining the sorts of things you can trick me into wearing in my bum during official functions, aren't you?"
"Wouldn't dream of tricking you," he said with a straight face. "But otherwise... yes."
Ella giggled and started maneuvering herself more properly into his lap for riding purposes. His fingers needed to be dislodged so she could replace them with his cock up her booty. Somehow he seemed amenable to the switch.
"Luckily, I suppose, I know someone who does a brisk trade in fun, anal objects," Ella said. "We could visit her tomorrow too."
"That is fortunate," Kit said deadpan. "Quite a coincidence that you of all people would have such a connection."
"Oh shush, you silly boy. You're just as obsessed as I am, and don't pretend otherwise."
"That's true," he grinned. "So what about--"
Ella put a finger to his lips. "I think," she said slowly and decisively, "that perhaps if it isn't urgent, I'd like to just enjoy my happily ever after for a little while."
"Is that what this is?" Kit asked, gently nipping at Ella's finger.
"I should like to hope so. Do I need to pout again? Because I shall if need be."
"I suppose you don't need to, strictly speaking," Kit said thoughtfully. "But you do look cute when you do, so... yes, yes you should pout again."
Ella rolled her eyes. "This is how it's going to be, is it?"
"Maybe."
Ella pouted as prettily as ever she could, going out of her way to be ridiculous about how far she stuck out her lip, and how outrageously she batted her lashes. Kit laughed and cut her off by kissing her deeply, holding her close so long that they both ran short of breath.
"I love you, my sweet Analella," he whispered.
Ella smiled and kissed him again, just soft and quick this time. "I love you too, my handsome Kit."
She sank her ass fully onto his cock, taking him deep as could be inside.
"Happily ever after," he purred contentedly while wrapping her up in his arms again.
"Exactly so," Ella said, getting all snug and rocking around in his lap, squeezing his cock with her bum while wiggling to her heart's content. "Our own happily ever after."
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I took a deep breath before stepping back into the home I'd grown up in. There was such a mix of memories and feelings associated with it that it remained somewhat daunting every time I returned. Mostly the associations were good. It was where all my childhood memories were, and remained my family home. It was just always a hard thing to remember that our parents were gone.
Still, I was excited to see my siblings again. I knew my sister would be here, since she was the one who'd come home to help mom and dad, and still lived here now. The other car in the driveway wasn't familiar to me, but I assumed it meant my brother was home as well.
My assumptions were correct, and I found Ahri and Shen already sitting together in the living room. They both smiled at seeing me, and I couldn't help smiling right back. So much of the weight on my heart lightened just at that first moment of reunion.
"Gwen!" they chorused together.
"Hey guys," I said, rushing over to join them.
I collected my hug tax from my sibs, then found a space to claim to sprawl out with them. We were all in our late twenties or early thirties, but you really wouldn't have known it from the haphazard way we lounged across the furniture and floor, just like when we were teenagers and 'too cool for sitting properly.'
We just caught up at first, with all the usual questions about how our various lives were going. We soon enough fell into old patterns of goofing around and just being silly, as though we'd never been apart at all. That was one of the things I loved most about my big brother and sister; they were part of my life that never changed too much for comfort, which was sometimes needed amid a life subject to the whims of the world.
On some level I probably realized Ahri and Shen were drinking already, but I didn't consciously make note of it until they went for refills and offered me something at the same time.
"It's a little early for that, isn't it?" I asked.
"It's Christmas," Shen said. "Never too early for drinking at Christmas."
"That's the law," Ahri added seriously.
"Ok, but it's not Christmas," I said.
"Close enough," Shen said, waving his hand dismissively. "You want a beer or not?"
"I think probably not," I said. "It's too early in the day for me for beer, whatever the law allegedly says."
Ahri grinned. "Ok, but what about some spiked hot chocolate? That's festive enough for you, isn't it?"
I frowned, but nodded. "Damn you, it probably is."
Ahri laughed and moved to the kitchen. She'd always held a certain glee for figuring out what people wanted, and was eerily good at it at times. She'd become a therapist--to the surprise of no one--and as far as I knew was really good at it. She'd always been able to analyze me better than I could, at least.
The three of us moved to the kitchen while Ahri boiled water. I perched up on the corner of the counter, getting nestled in snugly, while Shen took a more simple approach of sitting right on the floor with his back to the fridge. It was, in many respects, a worse room for sitting around comfortably in, but we stayed there even once Ahri had finished making our 'festive' drinks.
I enjoyed mine perhaps a little too much. The alcohol mixed with hot, creamy, chocolaty goodness was far too delicious, and warmed me both physically and emotionally. I didn't stop at one drink either, once I'd started.
I was in a mood to get drunk, even if I hadn't wanted to admit it. The deeper in I got, the more I found myself gushing to my sibs about my current woes and the state of my life.
"So your boyfriend's just..." Shen said.
"Gone," I confirmed sadly. "I still don't understand why. Not really."
"Some people are just shit," Shen said as though he was imparting great wisdom.
He was ahead of me on drinking, and despite still putting up a good front, it was starting to show. Then again, I could feel it hitting me too. I was alternating giggly and sorrowful, with not really as much runway between them as there should be.
"Probably more complicated than that," Ahri said, maintaining the most collected appearance of the three of us thus far. "For instance, we know he wasn't always shit. Gwen loved him for a while. Her judgment is pretty good usually. And--"
"You're going into therapy mode, aren't you," Shen said. "You're doing it wrong. That might help later, right now we're getting drunk and shit talking her ex."
"I do actually kind of just want to talk smack right now," I said. "What you say is probably true, Ahri, but I just... I just think it sucks so much that he'd leave me. He kind of is shit."
Ahri slowly nodded. "I hate how reasonable you get when you're drunk, Shen," she said. "I've studied the effects of alcohol a fair amount. It's not a common response, you know."
Shen grinned madly. "You just hate that you can't therapize me."
Ahri's cool but ever so slightly unfocused return stare held a dangerous glint to it. "Just you try me. I'll do it for real one day."
"Uh huh. Sure."
I tried to take another sip of my hot chocolate while watching my sibs bicker. I was incredibly sad to find that I'd finished it already.
"You want another round?" Ahri asked.
"Would I be total degenerate if I drank three boozy cocoas in a row?" I asked, feeling the question was far more important that it actually was.
"Just a regular degenerate," Shen assured me.
"Oh good," I said. "Refill, please."
I hugged myself on my perch on the counter while awaiting hot nectar of the gods to be returned to my greedy little hands. There was a lull in conversation, if only briefly, and in my state I felt the need to fill it. Or, perhaps, I had further troubles and a need to release them.
"So the even worse part," I began.
"It gets worse?" Shen asked.
"It does," I confirmed. "We were sharing an apartment. Obviously. Living together and all. And so, like, it wasn't going to work. Keeping it. Not together, for sure, and I couldn't afford it alone."
Shen, to my dismay, started snickering. "So you're homeless."
"Well yes, technically, but no need to be rude about it."
Ahri turned toward me, only increasing my frustration as she was on the verge of laughter as well. "He's not laughing at you, dear Gwen."
"Yes he is!" I said, confident in my tipsy assessment of the situation. "I said a woe, and he started giggling."
"That's so," Ahri agreed. "But only because before you got here, Shen was telling me about his situation. He's between homes as well."
"He what?" I asked.
"Landlord wanted too much," Shen said. "Got greedy. Raised the rent. Again. I said the hell with it. I'm single anyway, and was only at a shit job until I could get back to some serious photography work. So I said the hell with it and left. I'm gonna stay here for a while."
My hackles settled back down as I absorbed the information. "So... so we're in the same boat."
"Precisely," my brother nodded.
"Oh. Well that is funny then."
"Exactly."
"You're single?" I asked.
"For about... two months now? Three?" Shen answered. "All blurs together after a while."
I turned to my sister. "You?"
Ahri shrugged. "It was mutual in our case. Her lifestyle and mine didn't align. But yes, single as well."
"You didn't seriously therapize your own breakup, did you?" Shen said.
"Not everything I do is therapizing," Ahri said. "All we did was calmly discuss what was and wasn't working, have several productive conversations about it, and--"
"Hehe, you did therapize your breakup," I giggled.
Ahri gave me such a look of betrayal. "I don't have to make you another drink, you know. I can cut you off any time."
I pouted, made my eyes big, and reached out helplessly with both hands. "Nooo. Choco booze!"
"You're not drunk already, are you?" Ahri asked suspiciously.
"Only a li'l," I promised.
She kept staring at me a moment longer, but did in fact make me another hot chocolate.
"So... is it ok if I stay here a while?" I asked tentatively. "I was off work for the winter anyway, and may not really want to go back in the spring. And I got no apartment or boyfriend keeping me anywhere in particular right now."
"Gwen, it's your house too," Ahri said softly but with no room for argument. "I just happen to be the one who's been living here."
Shen grinned. "It'll be nice, all three of us fuckups together again for a while."
Ahri snorted. "Speak for yourself. I have a thriving career and a lovely home, thank you very much."
Shen wagged a finger. "Ah ah, you have one third of a home, by your own admission."
"It still counts. You can mock me more when you get back on your feet. Otherwise I'll have to mock back, and I have more ammo to use."
Shen considered the point, then nodded. "You're right. Time to get serious about that OnlyFans thing."
I choked my on my cocoa. "What? What?!"
"He's joking," Ahri said. "Obviously." She paused. "You're joking right?"
Shen shrugged while giving a lopsided smirk. "I'm an occasional semi-professional model, you know. There's opportunity there."
Ahri nodded, satisfied. "He's joking."
"You think I couldn't?" Shen asked.
"I think you wouldn't," Ahri corrected. "I've seen those topless photos you've done. Not bad, but a far cry still from porn."
Shen abandoned his protests entirely. "So those are the ones you've looked at, huh?"
Ahri flushed. "I only mean in context of... you said you were going to do OnlyFans. They're the closest... you're not... oh shut up!"
Shen laughed maniacally. I grinned to myself too. It was all so ridiculous and I didn't even really know what the end of result of any of the arguing had been, but it was nice to be back. I'd missed them more than I'd realized.
There were further highs and lows to the conversation. We laughed uproariously, and we came close to tears more than once. It was all very cathartic in its own way.
"I just feel so insecure lately," I found myself blurting. "I don't even know why. It just feels like nothing and no one is safe anymore."
"Because of the breakup?" Shen asked.
"I guess," I said. "I don't know."
Ahri was thoughtful for a time. "I mean, it's a big life upheaval. It makes sense that you'd be feeling insecure. You're changing living situation, job, and most definitely your relationship. It's a lot all at once."
I nodded miserably. "That makes sense. Am I making a mistake?"
"Not what I said at all," Ahri said firmly. "Change is scary. Always is. But sometimes it's by far the best thing you could have done." She looked back and forth between Shen and me. "Good news is you have sources of comfort available. It would be better not to fall too hard on old patterns, but taking solace in the love and trust available to you is a good idea, I think."
"Yeah, fair," I said. "Maybe I do need, like, a metaphorical security blanket for a bit. Or like a real one? Just, like, something to make me feel safe, and like everything's not changing disastrously around me."
Shen looked down at his drink. "Is that not what booze is?"
"The booze is nice," I assured him. "Very nice. But, like, did you ever just want to be wrapped up tight and feel like nothing could hurt you anymore?"
Shen cocked his head curiously. "No," he said slowly. "I don't think I ever felt that particular thing."
"It's weird, isn't it?" I said, blushing and looking down at my hands cradling the last half of my current drink.
"I don't know about that," Shen said. "I think maybe I just feel adrift more so than I feel like I need to be protected. Something like that."
"... well that's annoying," I said.
"It wasn't meant to be," Shen said. "I was being vulnerable. I think."
"Not that. Just, like, now I think maybe I feel adrift too, now that you've put a name to it."
"Oh."
Ahri, temporarily lost in thought, though I hadn't initially noticed, stirred again. "I think," she declared solemnly, "that I might have a very bad idea."
I blinked at her. "Congratulations?" I hazarded.
"It might be helpful," she said.
"That sounds like a good idea then," I said.
"Is it therapizing?" Shen asked.
"It in fact very much isn't," Ahri said. "Although I am using some elements of psychology in my assessment of the situation in order to tailor a solution to--"
"Boooo!" Shen and I hissed together.
"No overexplaining," I decreed. "What's the idea?"
"You sure you want to hear it?" Ahri asked.
"More sure every time you stall," I said. "And I think you darn well know it."
"I think," Ahri said slowly, drawing out the reveal, "that I should tie you up."
For a long moment I couldn't think of a response to the suggestion. "What?" I finally replied as intelligently as I could.
"Tie you up," Ahri repeated. "Kind of like a bondage thing, but hopefully without some of the usual connotations."
"... like with rope?" I asked.
"That's the idea." Ahri shifted her weight. "See, there's this thing of taking comfort in an embrace. Even an inanimate one. Such as swaddling babies, or sleeping with a weighted blanket. My last girlfriend, as we discovered, felt being tied up was surprisingly peaceful, and--"
She was interrupted by Shen bursting out laughing. Not just a short laugh of derision, but fully belly laughing, uncontrollably, tears eventually rolling down his cheeks.
Ahri let him go on a moment, then rolled her eyes. "Are you quite finished?"
But Shen was not, in fact finished. He was laughing hard enough that I joined him involuntarily. There was, perhaps, some genuine humour in Ahri's suggestion, but it was more so the pure joy and comedy he found in the situation that was insidiously taking me over as well.
Even Ahri eventually giggled along with us, though in that kind of annoyed way where she didn't want to laugh and was yelling at us to stop, but we couldn't take her seriously because she was laughing right along with us.
"You guys are assholes," Ahri said, still snickering uncontrollably.
"Well it's funny," Shen said as he stretched himself out across the floor. "I truly didn't expect something like that from you. I thought it was gonna be some super secret therapist technique. Then it was just bondage."
"Not in a weird way!" Ahri insisted.
"How could it not be in a weird way?" Shen asked.
"Because it's just for a comfort thing," Ahri said. "Like I already explained, except you weren't listening."
"Right. Just a comfort thing," Shen said. "So you and your ex never did anything sexual when you tied her up, I take it. It was all just happy platonic fun."
Ahri was blushing. "Well yes when I tied her up it was sexual. Sometimes. Actually sometimes it really was just so she could feel more peaceful. That's all I'm talking about here. Obviously."
I fell inward to my thoughts as my siblings bickered. I didn't know what to make of the offer exactly, and I wasn't in a state to intelligently process my options or my emotions regarding them.
The thing was, weirdly enough, that I kind of wanted to try it. I'd never been tied up before, neither for sex or just for fun. I didn't like a lot of the associations bondage tended to gather in porn. I definitely didn't want that kind of experience, but something safe between me and my brother and sister was a whole different thing. Like Ahri said, it was only just for the comfort of it.
"I want to try it," I said.
Ahri and Shen stopped mid-argument and both turned toward me at the same time.
"What?" Shen said.
"I want to try it," I repeated, trying and failing to sound confident.
Ahri cocked her head. "Really?"
"I think so," I said. "I don't know why, but I think it might be comforting right now. Like you say."
Ahri nodded slowly. "Alright." She hopped to her feet, a little unsteady from her drinking. "Alright! Let me get my ropes."
I had a few moments alone with Shen while Ahri padded off to gather her equipment.
"You sure?" he asked.
"No," I said. "But what's the harm in trying? If I don't like it, we stop, right?"
"That's true," he said. "I don't think I get the comfort thing though. I've always seen it in, you know, horny contexts."
I giggled with mild embarrassment. "Same, I guess. But it doesn't have to be, I don't think. I know we're all not gonna be horny about it."
Shen was quiet just a little too long. "Yeah. Yeah right."
I frowned at him. "We're not, are we?"
"No, of course not."
"You had to think about it."
"I did not," he said, somewhat flustered now.
"You did," I said. "You thought about it."
"It was only from other things I've seen," he said. "I just had to process the discrepancy."
I drained the last of my cocoa as Ahri flounced back, ropes in hand. "Uh huh," I said.
We returned to the living room, the three of us collectively a tipsy, giggly mess. Ahri had to keep growling at me to hold still as she started looping her ropes around my body and tugging just the right amount of snug. I was doing my best, but my arms were pretty quickly pinned down helplessly, which made my tenuous sense of balance all the more fragile.
As much as I was struggling with simply trying to hold still and be good while Ahri tied me up, I was already feeling the effects of it. It was strange at first, being restricted this way, but it also warmed me and made my troubles feel less pressing or real. I thought at first it might be a danger response, and that I might panic soon due to being as helpless as I was, but that didn't manifest.
Ahri just kept wrapping ropes round and round me, and somehow it made me feel safe. I was surrendering myself to my sister's expertise, and perhaps that was all it took to make me stop worrying about the rest of my life. It was an immediate, visceral kind of experience that pushed everything else to the background.
"Do you have to frame her tits quite so much?" Shen asked, startling me slightly back to reality.
I blushed as I realized just how prominent Ahri's rope manipulation was making my chest. She was indeed going over, under, and betwixt my breasts. I'd been focused on my arms, not so much on that part of me.
"I do, you perv," Ahri said. "I could full wrap them, but that's trickier to get right. This gets the job done, and under usual circumstances would conveniently leave them available for play."
"I knew this was a horny thing," Shen said.
"Usually, I said," Ahri argued. "This is different. Gwen's fully clothed. It's not a big deal."
I was fully clothed still, it was true. I hadn't, however, ever been in quite such a position of feeling more exposed than if I were topless. Now that Shen had brought my attention to my chest, I couldn't stop thinking about how my boobs were being presented to him and Ahri, should they choose to look.
But it was fine, or so I told myself. It was a practical necessity of the situation. Ropes had to go around me, and I didn't want them digging into my breasts. I wanted the comfort of the situation, not a constant, irritating pain.
It was, however, making me blush the way Shen wouldn't stop flicking his gaze to my chest, and even Ahri seemed to spend more time studying that area of me than the rest of my body.
That difficulty aside, I was eventually fully tied up from shoulders to ankles. I had some range of motion remaining, but it was extremely limited, and in fact any attempts at shifting myself mostly resulted in me nearly toppling to the ground. Ahri had to save me couple times just from me trying to maneuver myself toward a place to sit down.
"How's that?" she asked.
"Um... good?" I said hesitantly. "I'd definitely tied up."
"You definitely are," Shen agreed.
"Stop looking at me like that," I said.
"Like what?" he asked, blushing slightly and turning his attention away from me.



Ahri laughed. "It'll be ok. It's just a bit awkward at first, probably. Shen, help me get Gwen to the couch would you?"
Shen nodded and moved next to me. I knew it was coming, and yet still the feeling his hands landing on me and my whole body getting shifted over to the couch was a wild rush like nothing I'd known before.
Obviously he was stronger than me. There'd never been any question of that. But the sheer ease with which my brother threw me to the couch was a whole new level of awareness for me. I couldn't fight back or cling to him or anything. I was practically just an object to be moved about at other people's whims.
And I loved it. It was kind of scary actually. My pussy actually woke up at the feeling of hands on my bound body, moving me and placing me like it was nothing. I went all warm, tingly, and gushy inside. I was simply not prepared for that flood of sensations all at once.
"You ok?" Ahri asked, suddenly concerned. "You went quiet there."
I nodded, struggling to breathe normally. "Yeah, all good," I croaked. "Just, you know, getting used to this."
"Nothing digging into you?" Ahri continued. "Nothing shifted weird when Shen moved you?"
When he moved me. Damn, even just when she said it aloud that did things to me. How was this a part of who I was? Had I always wanted this? I couldn't possibly have. It was probably the booze and my emotional state, needing to be taken care of, if only for a little while. That was probably all.
"No, nothing digging in to me," I said. "It's... it's really comfy. Like surprisingly comfy."
Ahri nodded with self-satisfaction. "I've had some practice. Part of going around so many times is it spreads out the pressure."
"And makes it even less possible for me to escape," I said faintly.
"Well, yeah, I guess," Ahri said. "Do you want to escape?"
I shook my head faster than dignity technically allowed. "No no, I'm good."
"Good."
Ahri settled next to me on the couch on one side, and Shen on the other. It took way too much discipline not to lean against one of them and seek that extra comfort of physical intimacy. I tried my best just to stay still and collected, and let my mind process all the things I was feeling.
Shen put on The Grinch for us to watch together, which did distract me somewhat. It also led, over the course of its duration, to my sibs getting cozier with me even though I hadn't hardly moved.
Shen eventually laid down across my lap, his head on Ahri's thighs where she could idly tease his hair with her fingers. Ahri leaned against me, giving me the experience of being warmed by both my siblings at once, like a pair of heated blankets.
I sank into the familial love, letting it carry me to calm waters. It got to a point where I'd every now and then forget I was tied up, and when I'd try to move an arm or shift my legs I'd get a sudden reminder and a whole new set of thrills all over again.
Later in the evening, Ahri made sure we all drank some water to counter the earlier alcohol. She went to the trouble of getting a glass with a straw for me, and holding it up so I could take sips. It felt a little embarrassing to have to be fed that way, but also made me kind of shiver at the way I was helpless and being taken care of.
It was a little frightening how easily I was taking to some parts of this whole endeavour.
****
Bed time came sooner than expected. At some point I simply found myself dozing off whether I meant to or not.
I also had to pee pretty badly. I'd been fighting the urge for a while since it would mean being untied and I just wasn't ready for that. It was so weirdly cozy just being bound the way I was.
Luckily, Ahri was a step ahead of me.
"This is part of why I used multiple ropes," she explained in the bathroom while undoing my legs. "I can free you up enough to pee without untying everything." She looked up at me from where she knelt in front of me. "Unless you'd like to be freed?"
I quickly shook my head. Probably too quickly, really. "No, I'm ok."
Ahri smiled like she knew I was more than just ok, which was fair enough. She finished undoing my legs, then I had to deal with the minor embarrassment of her taking my pants off for me.
No one had undressed me in as long as I could remember. Or, more accurately, no one had taken my clothes off in a long-ass time who wasn't incidentally trying to get me ready for sexy times. This was a very different vibe. Very pragmatic and done in a not at all sexy way.
That being said, even while I was conscious of how not sexy it was, it was somehow stupidly intimate. A gesture of a close emotional bond, with elements of Ahri nurturing me. My poor sleepy brain didn't have a clue how to deal with it.
It got even worse when she slipped my panties off. It remained a very practical move on her part, nothing more than necessary under the circumstances, yet my heart beat louder and my insides went tingly on me. It was all very confusing.
Ahri waited while I peed. I didn't mind her presence, as it turned out. It wasn't a positive or a negative. It just was.
Once I was done, she wiped me, not giving me a chance to even think about whether I wanted her to or not. That was the thing that really did me in, I felt. It was demeaning on some level, and made me flush in embarrassment, but it was also very loving and tender, and on a purely physical level it was someone other than me touching my pussy. The latter of which felt weird to acknowledge under the circumstances, but it was true.
Ahri pulled my panties back up and made sure they were snug. Her fingers probably lingered a tiny bit longer than necessary, but the difference was so imperceptible I would have assumed I imagined it if not for the look on her face. Her expression was nigh-unreadable, though that in itself was a clue in this case.
"Do you want untied before bed?" Ahri asked.
I shook my head. "Already said no, didn't I?"
"Just making sure," she said with a faint quirk of her lips.
She made her way to her room, formerly our parents' bedroom. I hesitated at my room, then pattered along after her. She stopped at her bed and gave me a questioning look.
"Never got my stuff sorted out," I said by way of explanation. "My bed or anything."
"I put new bedding on for you earlier," Ahri said.
I bit my lip, staring into my sister's eyes. "Fine," I said. "Is it ok if I stay with you, then?"
Ahri nodded. "Sure." She started undressing as though that was all there was to it.
"I might need you to untie me," I said. "I might not be able to get comfortable."
"Uh huh."
"It's probably safer than--"
"I already said yes," Ahri said, smiling crookedly at me.
"Right."
I wiggled into her bed while she changed. I caught a few glimpses of her while she was half-naked, but I really wasn't looking at her so much as figuring out how to rest easily with my arms pinned uselessly as they were.
Ahri clambered in with me after a few moments, clad in loose shirt and pyjama bottoms. She essentially tucked me in, which I once again wasn't sure whether to love or feel embarrassed by. There was something soothing about being taken care of, I decided. Especially by my siblings.
Speaking of the both of them, Ahri and I had only just achieved some semblance of being settled down when Shen came padding in, gently pushing the door open and looking in.
"You afraid of the dark too?" Ahri asked.
"I'm not afraid of the dark!" I protested, realizing too late that she was just teasing, and I'd reacted way too easily.
"Just checked in on Gwen and she wasn't there," Shen said. "Just making sure...." He trailed off, not clarifying what he was making sure of.
I squirmed a little despite having just gotten comfortable. "Do you want to come to the sleepover too?"
Shen cocked his head thoughtfully, and perhaps somewhat confusedly. Ahri, more decisive, poked me on the forehead. Instinctively I tried to swat at her finger, and was reminded that I couldn't.
"Not supposed to invite boys to a sleepover," Ahri chided.
"Why not?" I asked. "Makes them more fun, doesn't it?"
"Depending on circumstances, I suppose," Ahri said.
I chewed on my lip for a moment, working out a reason why it was a good idea. It probably wasn't, was the thing. "It'd be nice to be together for one night, wouldn't it?"
Ahri snorted but didn't argue. "If everyone behaves themselves."
"We're siblings," I said. "What are you expecting?"
It was a questionable point, given how Ahri had trussed me up like a bondage pro. I wasn't sure it convinced Shen either, as he dawdled in the doorway uncertainly. He eventually slipped into the room with us and crawled in next to me, only in boxers and shirt. His bare leg brushed mine as we tried to make room for each other without touching. It was a very different feeling from Ahri's flannel bottoms on the other side.
It was, to put it charitably, very cozy with all three of us. To put it another way, it was cramped. I wouldn't ordinarily have cared for the circumstances. In this case, it was a comfort. Everything from being tied up, to being flanked on each side by people I loved, and even the small points of contact that we really couldn't help despite our best efforts.
I was still amped up at first, still horny, still craving something nebulous that I really didn't want to think about too hard. But I was also ready to crash. It had been a big day in some ways, and my body and mind were tired even if they didn't want to admit it. The warmth and proximity of my brother and sister lulled me deeper toward slumber, and at some point I fell asleep between them.
****
Morning was weird for me. There was a slow, sleepy mix of emotions and thoughts to deal with. I had to remember who I was in bed with, and why, and indeed that I was still tied up. All that time with my ex, waking up with him every day, brought back some memories I didn't want to think about right now. Fortunately, waking up between my big bro and sis was a very different experience.
Not totally different, though. To my amusement, and then slowly to some other, less wholesome emotions, I noted that Shen was poking me. Morning wood. He was still asleep, and presumably would be horrified when he woke up, but for right now it was all on me to react.
I did the only thing I could think of that was neither sensible nor insensible; I did nothing. Nothing at all. I just stayed where I was, feeling Shen's arm draped loosely on me, and his cock poking my hip. I had a good excuse for not moving, in that I was trapped between sleeping sibs and was still tied up besides. It probably wasn't a good enough excuse though.
Ahri, rather amusingly, was curled up even tighter to me, and seemed to have drooled lightly on my shoulder. Her boobs pressed to my arm, which was a feeling just as distracting in some ways, though registered as something less inappropriate to put up with in my brain. I continued to not move a muscle either way.
It wasn't an indefinite state of affairs. My sibs were going to wake up too, sooner or later. I decided, since it meant not really having to make a choice, to feign sleep.
My ploy worked well enough on Shen. I could tell when he woke up, because it resulted in him quickly rolling away from me, though he tried to play it casual.
Shen's movement cause Ahri to stir. She was less concerned about being cuddled up with me, though to be fair she didn't have any erections to worry about.
Ahri booped my nose and I flicked my eyes open. She smiled at me, then rolled over and stretched.
"How are you feeling this morning?" Ahri asked.
"Good," I said. "Stiff."
As was Shen, though I omitted that knowledge from my report.
"Makes sense. Probably better untie you now," Ahri said.
I nodded. I was ready for it. My arms in particular were ready for freedom. I had a sense of calm and belonging to start the day with anyway, which was sort of the goal of the whole endeavour, at least ostensibly. Being stupid and horny really wasn't a desirable outcome, one would think, but then the two so often went hand in hand. This probably wasn't even nearly the stupidest thing that had ever turned me on, for that matter.
I'd need to think that part through a little at some point. It was probably best not to seek out things like my sister's bondage skills and feeling my siblings get horny next to me.
Even while thinking that, I had to deal with standing still and patient while Ahri slowly unbound me. Her touch was feather-light, and quite professional in most respects. Somehow those things translated to an even more sensuous experience for me, and I was starting to tremble by the time I could dart out of the room and be alone for a time.
After hitting the bathroom and gulping some water, I shut myself in my room for a while, ignoring my small pangs of hunger reminding me it had been a while since I'd eaten. Breakfast could wait. My emotional state was a more immediate concern than my physical needs.
Shen came and knocked at my door, startling me despite knowing I wasn't alone in the house. He pushed the door open partway, enough to stick his head in.
"Sorry about this morning," he said.
I pretended not to know what he meant. "What do you mean?"
"It was morning wood. It just happens sometimes. You know how it is."
"I was asleep anyway," I said, realizing immediately after I'd spoken that my excuse made no sense. Claiming to be asleep while he'd been poking me made it all too obvious that I knew it had been happening.
Shen knew it too, but only gave a small, crooked smile. "Well either way, I didn't want to make you uncomfortable like that."
"You didn't. It was nice sleeping with you and Ahri. I don't want to do it all the time, but I think I needed it." I shrugged. "I'm calmer than I've been in days."
Shen was quiet a moment. "You ran out of the room pretty quick," he finally said. Not an accusation exactly, but it let me know he knew something was up.
I belatedly remembered that I was still only half-dressed, that I in particular hadn't put anything on over my panties. It hadn't been a bother until the sudden feeling of vulnerability that crept through me.
"Ok," I admitted. "I feel good, calm, safe. All that. But there might be some stuff going on other than that too."
"Do you want to talk about it?" Shen asked.
"Not totally sure yet," I said. "It's very complicated."
He nodded. "Ahri stuff?"
"Maybe. She's the professional." I took a breath, feeling just brave enough. "Some of it may not be for her though."
"Oh?"
"I did feel you this morning. When you were hard."
"Ah."
"I didn't mind it," I said carefully. "But it's, you know...."
"Complicated," Shen supplied.
"Exactly."
He snorted softly. "As long as you're ok, I guess. I don't want it to be weird. It was nice sleeping together last night."
"It was," I said, smiling cautiously. "Maybe we do it again sometime?"
"Maybe."
"I wouldn't worry about it being weird though," I said. "Ahri wanted to tie me up, and I let her. Aaannnd I liked it."
"That's true," Shen said. "You guys are weirdos."
I made a face while he tried to hold back his cheeky grin. "That is so not what I meant."
"Uh huh."
"We're just... we're trying some stuff. All of us. It's all different, you know? Especially if we all move in together again for a while."
"It is different," Shen said. "It's nice. At least until we drive each other crazy."
"Ha, yeah."
"Anyway, we're making breakfast," Shen said. "Don't sulk by yourself too long."
"I'm not sulking!"
"Whatever you saaayyy," Shen called over his shoulder.
"I'm not sulking," I said poutily, well aware I was only talking to myself. "Even if I am, it's worth having a bit of a think after feeling your brother's erection. That's only reasonable."
I sighed, and I wasn't sure if it was a good or bad sigh, really. It was just complicated was all.
****
I was still somewhat lost in thought as I set about my day. Once showered and fully dressed, I ate breakfast with Ahri and Shen, then got the rest of my things out of my car and puttered about getting organized and setting up my room.
It was weird to be arranging my childhood room while knowing I'd be living there for a while. Usually it was a quick visit here and there, and I could just leave stuff as it was. This time it felt right to put away some old stuff and make room for new, and to cram things in my closet and under the bed for temporary space until I got a better system.
Ahri and Shen were both gone for a while in the midday, which gave me lots of time to think. The problem was it might have been too much time. I didn't really have myself sorted out for things to occupy my time, which meant despite my best efforts to keep busy, I still had time to overthink basically everything by the time Ahri returned.
"How was your day?" she asked.
"Fine," I said. "I at least have a livable room."
"That's a good start."
"What were you up to?" I asked.
"You know, had a couple appointments to see to," Ahri said.
"You were working?"
"Well yeah."
"It's almost Christmas," I protested.
"It may shock you to learn that's a particularly rough time for some people," Ahri said.
"Oh. Well... that makes sense."
"Sure does, doesn't it." Ahri studied me for a moment. "You doing ok though? Really?"
I shrugged. "I'm fine. Mostly. I could probably have done with one of those appointments of yours, but it's really just--"
"Let's do it then," Ahri said.
"What?"
"I'm still in work mode anyway, somewhat. We really should get you someone else if you're going to do regular sessions, but we can do some preliminary work."
I protested as Ahri dragged me to the living room. "I wasn't ready! I was only joking anyway. I'm fine!"
"Are you though?" Ahri asked lightly.
"Well no, not as such. But who is?"
"Hardly anyone." She sat down in a comfy chair and watched me curiously. "We could just do sister talk if you're don't want therapy talk. Or we don't have to do anything at all if you really don't want to."
I sighed, shook my head, the sprawled myself out dramatically across the couch. "This is all confidential?"
"As much as it can be," Ahri said. "Given my mild conflict in the matter, being family and all."
"Right."
"You don't have to lie down," she said. "That's really not usually a thing."
"Can I though?" I asked.
"Well sure, if you want."
"I do."
Ahri settled herself primly, crossing one leg over the other just so, clasping her fingers, and giving me a look that I could only describe as analytical. "How are you doing, Gwen?"
"You already asked me that," I pointed out.
"That was a different me."
"... is this going to be confusing the whole time?"
"Hopefully not," Ahri said, then sat waiting for a response.
"Fine," I said, taking a breath. "I don't know how I am."
"I see."
"I mean, my whole breakup is still messing with me, of course," I said.
Ahri nodded, just waiting.
I started talking about my ex, and once I got going I found that I kept going way longer than I meant to. It felt good to get it all out, in an organized form and with someone listening and caring to it all. Even when I faltered or ran out of things I wanted to say, Ahri gave me little nudges that launched me right back in.
I actually needed to quickly grab a drink of water by the time I was done rambling semi-coherently. I felt lightened at getting so much off my chest at once, but also emotionally vulnerable, as it was a lot of personal details to share in one go, even to Ahri.
"So what I mostly heard from that," Ahri said calmly as I sat and sipped my water, "is that it sounds like you knew it wasn't going to last."
"... that's what you got from that?" I asked.
"Not exclusively, but yes."




"But, like, we never talked about it ending. Until, you know, the end."
"That's pretty common," Ahri said. "It's hard to bring up ending a relationship without ending it right there, or using it as a manipulation tactic."
"I guess." I sighed. "So it was obvious it was coming, huh?"
"I didn't say that. I said I think you knew. Whether you wanted to admit it to yourself is another thing."
I hugged a pillow to my chest, seriously considering lying back down again, if only because it made it easier not to look straight at Ahri. "So, what, I should have broken up first? Or I should have fixed things before it got so bad?"
Ahri just looked at me. "What do you think you should have done?"
"That's not fair! Obviously I don't know or I would have done something smarter."
"You aren't dumb because a relationship didn't work, Gwen. You aren't made less by it."
I squirmed. "Well yeah, sure. But...." I trailed off, not really having another point to make.
"Is there anything you would like to have done differently?" Ahri asked.
"I don't know," I said heavily. "Maybe. Maybe I should have dumped him. Or maybe... maybe therapy for both us? Or counseling or something?"
"So you would have liked more control over the result," Ahri said.
"Yeah. Doesn't everyone?"
"Mostly, yes."
I shrugged and toyed with my hair, just fidgeting a bit. "You might be right," I said eventually. "I definitely didn't feel in control of my life when I came home, knowing I needed to stay here a while and regroup. It didn't feel great."
"You think it's a failure?" Ahri asked softly.
"No fair asking hard questions," I pouted. "I mean, it is a little bit, right?"
"Only if you think life is like capitalism, and everything needs to be more and bigger every year."
I opened my mouth, then shut it again just as quickly. I did that a couple more times, trying and failing to respond to Ahri's statement. "I wouldn't put it that way," I finally said.
"But you think you should always be moving forward," she said. "Never what you perceive as backward."
"... yes?"
"And you should be achieving new goals, not feeling like you've lost some that you had already succeeded it."
I narrowed my eyes. "Yeeesss. But it's not the same as... as just wanting to make lots of money."
"It's not," Ahri said. "But it's still the mindset of infinite growth, year after year."
"So this is, what, a bad year for the Gwen stock market?"
"If you want to think of it that way," Ahri said. "What I'm suggesting is our lives don't have to be anything like it if we don't want them to."
"I lost my boyfriend, my apartment, and my job all in a short time span," I said. "I'm worse off than I was before. I don't think you can say otherwise."
"I know the breakup wasn't your choice, but some of the rest of it was," Ahri said.
"Ok, fair, yes." I let out a breath, trying to release some tension with it. "Do you think I shouldn't have abandoned the rest of my life too? That was kind of dumb, wasn't it?"
"I wouldn't say anything of the kind," Ahri said. "I'm saying you made decisions, and some things happened that weren't your decision, and even if it's painful it doesn't make you a lesser person because of it, or a failure."
"Easier said than believed," I grumbled.
"Do you think you're a failure?"
"You asked me that already! No fair repeating."
Ahri tilted her head slightly. "That wasn't an answer."
"Well... well I do a little bit, ok? Yeah."
"I see."
"Like I get what you mean, not everything is going to go ideally all the time," I said. "And it's not, like, a bad thing necessarily. Or maybe it is bad, but it's ok because that's life." I curled myself up tighter around the pillow at my chest. "It's not so bad wanting some control in life, is it?"
Ahri nodded. "That I think is more the issue than success or failure. It's control of our own lives. Agency. We all crave it to greater or lesser degrees. In my experience, it's one of the biggest defining factors in how someone sees and interacts with the world, is whether they felt they had agency growing up, and whether they feel in control of their lives now."
"So... I need more self-control?" I asked slowly.
"Not at all. Control of your life and self-control are not the same thing, though they can be related."
"What does it mean for control of my life if I, just for instance, enjoy being tied up?" I asked, feeling a twisted bit of humour regarding the question.
Ahri looked a touch rueful. "I will admit, I might have jumped too quickly into that," she said.
"I don't think so," I said. "It was what I needed. I don't know how you knew, because I sure didn't."
She coughed in mild embarrassment. "I mean I did suspect, but also I might have been biased. Looking for an excuse to tie someone up."
"Hehe, perv."
"That might be fair," Ahri said. "It's... it's just a bit of a fun hobby sometimes. It's just like an artistic pursuit in its own right."
"Someone's trying to justify themselves," I teased.
"Argh, see, I shouldn't therapize family." She took a deep breath. "Have to keep the lives separate."
I watched her fade back into her calm, stoic therapist role.
"You liked tying me up though," I said.
"I did," Ahri said. "And you liked being tied up. It's a good match."
"Kinda messed up though, isn't it?" I said.
"Well--"
"And it doesn't do a hell of a lot for me controlling my life."
Ahri shrugged. "That I can dispute with conviction. Part of the reason I ever suggested it in the first place, is to help with your sense of agency. You just had a look of someone whose life was a bit too chaotic at the moment, and needed some order established."
"Your control though, not mine," I said.
"In a physical sense, sure. But is was your decision to do it, and your decision when it ended."
"That's... I mean, only if you untied me when I asked," I said.
"Did you ever feel like I wouldn't?" Ahri asked.
"No. But it was a possibility."
"Then why say yes in the first place?"
I thought about it. "I think... I think maybe a feeling of not being in control felt nice at the time. Of being helpless but by...." I stopped, the carried on slower as the realization dawned on me. "Helpless in a way I chose," I finished.
Ahri gave a small smirk. "Precisely. A small decision that you controlled, even if it had a paradoxical feel to it."
"And maybe, also, surrendering myself to someone I knew I could trust," I added quietly.
She nodded, smiling wider. "That too."
"Was that to prove something to myself, you think?" I asked. "I know it wasn't just because I was horny."
Ahri's eyes flashed wider for a second. "Because you were--"
"No! No making fun of that. You're therapist Ahri now, not sister Ahri."
"Right, right." She controlled her expression again. "But you were horny though."
"I was all tied up. How else was I supposed to feel?"
"You tell me."
I rolled my eyes, but then realized I genuinely wanted to tell her. "I felt safe," I admitted. "Protected? Secure, anyway. Like you and Shen would take care of me. And maybe like I was happy not to have to run my life for a little bit. Like it wasn't my responsibility. It hadn't not been my responsibility in a while."
"Such is life," Ahri said. "But again, that is the paradox of it sometimes. Regaining control by surrendering control. Choosing, that's the important thing. Making decisions to attain things you want or need."
"Even if it's choosing not to choose for a while," I said.
"Sometimes especially then."
I threw my head back. "I can't tell if you're wise or full of shit."
"As your therapist, I'm going for wise." Ahri grinned. "As your sister, it could go either way."
"So, ok then, what about...." I paused. "This is only for therapist Ahri, by the way, but what about the horny thing? What does that mean?"
"The horny thing as in...."
"As in you tied me up and it kind of worked for me. That and, you know, some other stuff. Touching and being picked up like an inanimate object. That kind of thing."
Ahri chewed her bottom lip. "Yeah, ok, so as your sister--"
"I said therapy Ahri! I said it!"
"You did," she agreed. "Problem is, therapy Ahri's got nothing. Sister Ahri realizes she made a slight mistake somewhere along the way."
"You didn't think I'd like it in that way?" I asked.
"More like I didn't realize I would," she said. "I mean I thought it'd be fun, and it was, but damn, Gwen, tying you up isn't as far off from tying up someone I'm involved with. Not as different as it should be."
"Why do you like it anyway?" I asked. "I mean I understand being tied up, but what do you get out of tying someone?"
Ahri snickered. "There are those who would understand the exact opposite."
"Really?"
"Yeah. You're a subby little thing, huh?"
I felt my face heat. "Not usually. I don't think so, anyway." I shrugged. "So what, you're gonna tell me you're all domme-y and shit?"
"Kind of. I do like the control aspect from the other side. Because yes, you're right, physically speaking the one tying does ostensibly have control of the situation. There's a fantasy of control, if not actual control when proper consent is observed."
"And you like that part?" I asked, still trying to mine more details from my sister.
"I do. Plus there's something really sexy about a cute girl all tied up. I don't know if I can explain that one any better than it's hot."
"What about tying me up?" I asked softly.
Ahri made direct eye contact, making me shiver with the intensity of it. "I just explained that," she said.
I was sure I was fully blushing by then. "I'm your sister, not a cute girl."
"You can be both."
"That's... that's really what you think?"
"How would you feel about that?" Ahri asked, voice just as soft as mine had been a moment ago.
"Very confused," I said. "No more than I already am, mind you?"
"Not upset though?" Ahri clarified.
"Be kind of hypocritical of me to be upset," I said.
She kept staring at me, searching my eyes. "Well good," she finally said. "At least we're together on it, whatever that means."
I squirmed in my seat. "Wanna talk about Shen a bit now?"
"Absolutely," Ahri said, eyes gleaming. "Less awkward and potentially just as interesting? Don't mind if I do."
"This is for therapist Ahri," I said. "For all the good that will do me. You're not allowed to tease him, anyway."
Her eyes shone brighter and wider. "Juicy is it?"
"No. Not much. I mean maybe? Like, ok, so he was hard this morning. When we were all waking up."
"Mmhm," Ahri said slowly. "And?"
"And he was very close to me," I said.
Her lips scrunched up a bit. "You felt his cock?"
"It poked me," I clarified. "Unintentionally by anyone involved. Probably."
"Damn, not as exciting as I hoped."
I frowned. "What the hell were you hoping for?"
"Good question. Don't have an answer." Ahri shifted her legs, crossing them the opposite way. "There's more to this story somewhere, I take it?"
"Brother cock isn't interesting enough on its own, huh?"
"Not if it's just, you know, a little contact. Like boobs are great, but a little brush of them isn't enough to make a big deal of. Even if it does feel nice."
"Yeah, no, I get that," I said. "I think I'm trying to vaguely lead into how maybe I'm also feeling kind of horny for Shen too, is the point."
"Ohhh," Ahri said. "Because of... reasons?"
"Yes," I said. "But also kind of the same reasons as with you. Just the control game, kind of, and how touch seems to affect me more when I'm tied up." I leaned forward. "And don't you dare tell him, but the way he can throw me around so easily when I can't move on my own is stupidly hot."
She nodded slowly, grinning slyly. "I get ya. I don't know that it would do it for me, but I understand what you're saying."
"How bad is it all put together?" I asked. "One to ten?"
"I dunno. Like a seven?"
"Oof, that seems high," I said with a wince.
"Well it's getting pretty incestuous," Ahri said. "That brings the score up."
"Well you guys are horny and dumb too," I said. "Not just me. That much count for something."
"It does. That made it worse."
"Oh. Right. Still, only a seven. Maybe that's not so bad."
Ahri laughed softly. "I mean, it's not, really. Family stuff is very rarely any less weird than a three or four regularly."
"Oh good," I said. "So not hardly bad at all."
"That's probably the lesson," she agreed absently.
I bit my lip, trying to resist asking the question I wanted to ask, but unable to hold out for long. "Want to tie me up again tonight?" I said, trying to make it casual.
Ahri didn't answer, but the way she smiled at me made me all fluttery inside.
****
I spent the whole rest of my day anticipating what was to come. I felt better after my talk, or session, with Ahri. Like I didn't actually have to hide my full range of emotions regarding being tied up. But mostly I was just looking forward to it happening again.
I didn't really think I was a 'subby little thing' as she'd called me, though admittedly the way I bounced around with nervous energy all afternoon while waiting to be tied up with ropes made it hard to justify my stance even to myself. People who weren't subby probably didn't look forward to such things as the highlight of their day.
Still, I didn't think it actually meant much in that sense. It was just something new and novel to try out. It didn't mean anything as far as my life generally. Not necessarily. An occasional surrendering of control wasn't the same thing as wanting to always be submissive in life or the bedroom. I was quite thankful for Ahri framing our little bondage play that way for me.
Rational or not, I was quite ready for that evening. Ahri made me prepare a little more this time before she tied me up. I got ready for bed, including changing into pyjama bottoms and a loose shirt, before she started her work in the living room.
It was just as much a thrill this time as it had been the day before. Some of the surprise factor was gone, but the excitement of what I knew was coming made up for that.
I found myself holding my breath at times as Ahri's deft hands encircled me over and over, ropes binding me tight to myself, arms pinned behind me and legs held together so that walking was nigh impossible.
Shen watched it unfold at first, and his eyes on me were nearly as much fun as Ahri's light fingertips. They each held a sensuous joy in their own right.
At one point, Shen silently got up and left, and I was really disappointed that he didn't want to stay, even if I was still quite enjoying the process. It cheered me right back up when I heard him returning, though I wasn't sure what to think when I realized he'd come back with a camera.
"What's this about?" I asked, watching sidelong as my brother lined up his camera and snapped a picture of me.
"You know, just been thinking about getting the photography going again," Shen said.
"And you choose now?" I said.
Ahri found it all very amusing, kneeling beside me as she did my hips region.
"Seemed like a good time," Shen said. "I could do some artistic things with this."
I narrowed my eyes in the beginnings of a glare. "You're not putting me on any pervy websites," I said.
Shen scoffed as he snapped another picture. "Well obviously. These are just practice. They aren't for anything."
"Personal use," Ahri chuckled, her words pitched just high enough to make sure we both heard.
"Oh now really," Shen said. "I don't like the implication of that."
"What implication?" Ahri asked sweetly.
"That I'd take pictures of Gwen for the express purpose of masturbating to them," he said, not nearly as fazed by having to say it loud as I felt like he should have been.
Ahri snickered and finished up with my ankles. I stood there blushing, without any idea where to look. It was even more difficult when Shen's camera went off again a couple times.
"I know you won't appreciate this," Shen said, gracefully, circling me to catch me at different angles and in different lights. "But there is something beautiful at times in the erotic, beyond just the obvious and horny parts."
Ahri stood up, giving our brother a quizzical look. "Well sure. But you did just call Gwen erotic. Just so you're aware."
Shen sighed. "You have no appreciation for art."
My blush wouldn't go anywhere at this rate. My tummy was all fluttery, and I was getting a touch concerned about my legs' going weak on me, especially when I had no way to catch myself if I started to fall. I couldn't fully explain my reactions, only that I found I could in fact appreciate Shen's artistic sensibilities. Which is to say I could very much appreciate him appreciating me.
I wasn't sure that I should enjoy my brother thinking of me as an erotic sight of some kind. Well obviously I shouldn't. But it was more complex than the obvious in this case. Mostly, in my mind, the way it made me feel to bask in my siblings' attention, physical or otherwise. Not socially acceptable in any respect, but doing things to me that I wasn't used to feeling, and that I craved more of.
It was worrisome how badly I wanted Ahri's hands back on me, for instance. I already missed her touch while she'd been tying me up. That mixed with Shen's artistic insistence led me to curious musings about what exactly the three of us could get away with in the name of art. Nudes, the tasteful ones, were considered very artful. I didn't think we'd ever want to take it that far, but it did stretch out the bounds of my imagination to consider the possibility.
I shrieked, coming back out of my daydreaming with a sudden jolt as Ahri and Shen worked together to drag me to the couch and toss me onto it like the dead weight I mostly was. They kept bickering lightly back and forth the whole while, Shen occasionally taking the opportunity to snap some more pics of me, even in my lounging and disheveled current pose.
"I gotta get my lights dug back out," Shen mumbled to himself. "With some real lighting...."
He trailed off, clearly getting lost in thought as he contemplated... something. I couldn't be sure what, though it seemed clear that I was continuing to inspire without really doing much of anything.
"You could get photography going as a side hustle," Ahri said supportively.
She was sprawled in a recliner to the side where she could easily watch both Shen and me. She had an odd, lazy smile every time her eyes traveled across my body, despite the fact that there was nothing actually indecent about how I was dressed.
"I'd need a main hustle for it to be a side hustle," Shen said.
"Enh, start small," Ahri advised.
"Right."
"You can add Gwen to your portfolio," Ahri teased. "That might drum up business."
I squirmed and rolled a bit so I didn't have to meet my sister's gaze. I wasn't even sure if she was trying to get a rise out of me or Shen with that one. Maybe it was a two for one special.
Shen, however, actually stopped to think about it. "If we went artsy enough," he mused aloud. "Better lighting. Maybe something less erotically focused."
"This isn't sexual," Ahri said lightly. "You keep trying to--"
"Trying nothing," Shen said. "You framed her tits the exact same way both times you've done this now."
"Not on purpose!" Ahri said. "That's just the way I learned to do it."
"With your ex," Shen said. "While you were doing sexy foreplay and whatnot."
"... do you know it's annoying when you occasionally make a good point?" Ahri grumbled.
Shen flashed a winsome smile. "I'd suspected as much."
He and Ahri kept considering options for a bit, off and on. They even left me mostly out of it, despite the fact that I was still very much in the midst of the conversation, and relevant to some of the details.



I kind of liked how normal it felt to be tied up on the couch after a while. Like it was a big deal when I was the focus of attention, but when I wasn't it faded into the background, both for my siblings and even myself. It was all too easy to get lulled into complacency, and startle myself back to the reality of the situation when I tried to move.
It was a cozy situation. Just me and my sibs hanging out and talking. Me being bound at the same time was at times thrilling or embarrassing, but more than anything it still just felt secure and safe. The physical comfort of the ropes--which I still recognized as being a bit weird to feel--combined with the psychological snugness of being looked after by my brother and sister. It was just really nice.
****
I must have been more comfortable than I thought. The next thing I knew I was waking up in the dark. I panicked for a second or two and nearly started thrashing around as a response to being confused and uncertain, and of course unable to move properly. I calmed down pretty quickly though as my brain began to function again.
I was in Ahri's bed. It was dark in the room, but not the pitch-black I'd initially assumed. There was enough ambient light to recognize where I was. What's more, I wasn't alone. That made sense, since Ahri would be sleeping in her own bed. There was breathing on both sides of me, however, indicating that once again we were all together for the night.
The thought of it pleased me for some reason, and I smiled to myself as I settled back down and tried to get back into a sleeping position.
"Stop squirming," Shen whispered.
He hadn't moved other than to speak. I couldn't be sure if he'd been awake the whole time, or had actually been disturbed by my--in my opinion--very small movements.
"I'm not," I whispered back.
"You were."
"Barely."
"Still though."
I shifted again, just to be a bit of an ass. "How'd I get here?"
"You fell asleep," Shen said. "I don't know how you can do that all tied up."
"I don't know," I said. "It's easy. Kind of like being held, sort of. It feels safe."
He snorted gently. "I don't get that either."
"That's fine, neither do I. Didn't even know I'd like it 'til yesterday."
"Well you're making Ahri happy, I guess."
"Not my primary motivator," I said. I shifted again. "Could you get a little closer?" I asked, feeling my heart speed up just a little as I asked the question. I really didn't want to get myself excited when it was the middle of the night and I mostly just wanted to get back to sleep.
"Closer?" Shen asked, disbelievingly. "We're already three to a bed only made for two."
"I'm a bit cold," I said.
"Ha. Liar."
He scooted closer anyway, wrapping an arm around me, as I'd hoped for. I happily snuggled against my brother and let my thoughts drift free again. There was a sound from Ahri as I got settled that was either a soft chuckle, or just a simple random sleeping noise. I really couldn't tell which.
****
I woke up again to Ahri slipping out of bed. It was properly morning this time, and I was taken aback at how good she looked in the soft morning glow, even disheveled from last night's sleep. Perhaps especially because of that, actually.
She caught me watching as she put on a robe and gave me a little smile.
"Morning," Ahri said. "Someone's cozy."
I grinned sheepishly, but I was indeed quite cozy with Shen spooned up against me. The way I was tied didn't let him get quite as molded to me as I might have liked, but it was still so very good. He incidentally had an erection pressed against my butt, which I had no intention of pointing out to my sister at the moment.
"It's pretty nice," was all I said.
"Do you need to be untied?" Ahri asked.
I shook my head quickly, not ready to leave my snuggly morning yet. I desperately wanted to stretch after so long, but even more than that I wanted to enjoy the experience a while longer first.
Ahri just nodded and padded out of the room. I embarrassed myself at the longing little sigh I gave as she vanished from my sight. It was the sigh of someone in the early days of being smitten, and whatever the hell was happening it wasn't like I was crushing on either of my sibs. Hopefully I wasn't.
For a time it was just me awake in the room, listening to Shen softly snore, and feeling the warm rise and fall of his chest. When he started to wake up, it was over the course of a few minutes while he slowly mumbled and squirmed, and even involuntarily rubbed his cock on my butt. Probably not on purpose, at any rate. I couldn't be totally sure.
"Morning, sleepy," I said.
"Morning," he said.
"You're hard again," I said.
Shen shrugged. "It happens."
I bit my lip, rather happily noting that he made no attempt to actually move his cock away from my butt. I recognized that I was getting excited about the wrong things lately, but the knowledge alone didn't seem to stop me from carrying on anyway.
We cuddled together longer. I assumed Shen would give in first, he was the one with an erection pressed against me that he couldn't even grind on my booty to get some satisfaction. It would have made sense for that to be an issue in his world. Instead he seemed perfectly alright with a very slow burn, and I ended up needing to pee pretty badly.
"Hey," I said.
"Hm?"
"I need to pee."
Shen groaned. "Right now?"
"Well I've been lying here a while actually," I said.
"You could have told me you wanted to get up."
"I don't want to," I said. "But I kind of need to now."
That set Shen to a bemused place in his head, but he got up and dragged me out of bed--quite literally, given my inability to do anything for myself. He was, if anything, even more rumpled looking than Ahri had been. I was finding that look super hot this morning, for some reason. It didn't usually do anything in particular for me. Maybe it was the extra emphasis it put on how we'd just been in bed together.
Even hotter, and not leaving any doubt in my mind as to why, was Shen casually slinging me over his shoulder and carrying me to the bathroom. It turned out I really enjoyed that sort of thing, with the right person of course. Obviously being tied up and moved around without my permission would have been scary under different circumstances. Shen, though, could do it as much as he liked, as far as I was concerned.
The untying went less smoothly. Shen didn't have the expertise that Ahri did, and he wasn't fully awake yet. He grumbled as he picked at the initial knot, then tried to unwind the rope through its intricate set of bindings.
"I really need to go," I warned, dancing a bit despite my best efforts, since it would still be easy enough to lose my balance.
"I know, I know," Shen said. "Blame your sister. She could have made this easier to undo."
"Well it's gonna be our problem pretty soon," I said.
Shen sighed and kept doing his best.
My wiggling about wasn't helping, I knew that but couldn't stop myself. I also began to whimper pathetically, again knowing that it wasn't actually helpful.
He got my legs free, and that was just going to have to be enough. I couldn't wait for my upper body at this rate.
"Ok, that'll do," I said.
Shen frowned. "Well--"
"Pull my bottoms down, would you?" I said.
"... what?"
"Please?" I added, in case that was the issue. It wasn't, of course.
"I'm not... that seems like...."
I groaned. "Shennn, I don't have time for moral quandaries right nooowww. Pull my bottoms down."
"I don't think I--"
"Pull my bottoms down!"
Shen yanked my pyjama pants down, and I sat down so fast I near fell off again on the far side. My bladder let go not a moment too soon, and an intense wave of relief washed through me that I had managed not to piss myself. It was the small victories sometimes.
I entirely forgot my brother was still there, if only for a few seconds. As my stream turned to dribble, I brought him back into focus, and the way he was still just kneeling where I'd left him, where he'd been untying me.
"You don't actually have to watch," I said quietly.
"Yeah, no, I don't," he agreed. "Just... it's too early for this."
I snorted. "Is that the issue?"
"It's what I'm going with." Shen slowly pushed himself back to his feet. "I know we've been messing around, but there are times I truly don't know how to feel about it."
"You're more conflicted about watching me pee than about rubbing your dick on my butt?" I asked.
"Sort of," he said. "I meant more so how I got a face full of your pussy just now."
"Pff, yeah right. When you get a face full of my pussy, you'll know it."
We were both silent a moment.
"Ok, I admit that came out stronger than I meant," I said.
"You don't say," Shen said.
"I just meant, like, don't worry about it," I said, looking away and fidgeting in my seat. "Nothing else."
"You've got to work on your phrasing then," Shen said.
"I'm aware."
"Would you really want my face in your--"
"Oh god, no, stop," I said. "It was a slip of the tongue. That's all. And stop grinning because I said 'slip of the tongue'!"
Shen didn't look like he was about to stop grinning about it any time soon. "You're cute when you're flustered," he said instead.
"I could say the same to you," I countered.
"You could, but I'm not the one flustered at the moment," he said.
"Yeah, well... could you just help me back up here?" I asked, trying to ignore the heat in my face. "I might need your help standing. And wiping. And putting my pants back on. All of the things basically."
Shen nodded slowly. "Probably a bad idea, but sure. I gotta pee too though."
"That's fine. I'd happily get out of your way, except that I can't."
He stepped closer, a strange, dangerous glint in his eye. "That's fine. Just scoot back."
"What?"
"Scoot back," he repeated.
I gasped as his cock came out and got aimed at the toilet. I pressed myself backward with my feet as hard as I could, but still his stream splashed against me on the way down. Mostly around my pussy, or just about it where it ran down my skin briefly before falling to the water below.
"Shen!" I hissed.
"Had to go," he said.
"Not that badly," I protested.
"Maybe," he said.
He couldn't possibly know how turned on I was right now. There was no way. If I'd been observing as an outsider, I wouldn't have guessed either, for that matter.
It was such a dumb thing to get horny over. That was the story of my life lately, though, so maybe it wasn't totally out of nowhere. All I knew was my brother very mildly peeing on me was doing it for me, and I found myself trying to contort my body just a little bit more to get more and better contact with my pussy.
He was done by the time I'd come anywhere near to reconciling any of my various thoughts and emotions. I was disappointed. I wanted more. Or, as I looked back up at Shen, maybe I wanted something else.
"What did you do that for?" I asked, my voice husky and aroused.
Shen shrugged. "Wanted to see what it would be like?"
"Really?"
"I guess. I didn't plan on it," he said. "Just seemed like a good idea."
"Did it really?" I asked.
"No. It seemed like a horny idea," he admitted.
"It was," I agreed breathily. He was still just holding his cock in front of me. "Have any other horny ideas?"
"One or two, perhaps."
"Any that don't involve untying me any further?" I hazarded.
His crooked smirk made me melt. "Never actually crossed my mind to finish untying you."
I didn't need to ask him what did cross his mind, he was ready to show me. He pulled me forward and helped me down to my knees, keeping me balanced mostly. I was more than ready to kneel in front of him.
I was already horny, we both were, but leaning into the situation was driving me even crazier. Just about everything this morning was adding to the thrill for me. I couldn't explain why the fantasy of my brother doing what he wanted with me--even though it was very much consensual--was so hot to me. Why being tied up allowed me to pretend I wasn't making a very emotionally dangerous decision. I'd very deliberately asked not to be untied. It was my choice. And yet, because I was bound, I could pretend like it wasn't.
My thoughts weren't processing correctly. I could follow ideas for a moment, but not to any conclusion. Maybe I was surrendering to the moment, or maybe this was just what happened when I got too horny. Either way it was something that never happened to me, not to this extent.
Shen had a gentle hand on my head as he slowly moved his cock toward me. I opened my mouth without prompting, needing it inside me. Arguably taking it in my pussy would have made more sense, since I would have received some physical satisfaction too that way.
On the other hand, not only would that have been a step or two too far, but I craved the psychological impact of what we were doing more than the physical. This was stupid and horny in all the best ways, and I'd never before felt myself riding that particular emotional wave with nearly so much excitement. I had an almost overwhelming need for more. It was similar to, but separate from, the need for an orgasm when I was highly aroused in a more usual fashion.
It seemed likely that Shen wasn't quite as deep into everything I was. Sticking his cock in my mouth felt like a more typical version of being horny, even if the fact that it was his sister's mouth made it more complicated.
He moaned softly as I took his cock between my lips, letting my tongue run along it and trying to make a soft and wet experience for him. I was, if only briefly, a pleasure vampire. What made him feel good would in turn make me feel good. It was just that kind of reciprocal energy happening, which was brand new and exciting for me.
It was so easy-going at first, just me gently sucking on my brother, unable to use my hands or even move my mouth too fast without risking unbalancing myself. Shen supported me a little with that hand of his on my head, but I found myself trying to nuzzle against his palm more than anything.
It was weird to think that this might have been the most tender and emotion-laden blowjob I'd ever given. By all rights it shouldn't have been anything more than the kinkiest and worst-advised blowjob, not the hottest and safest.
Shen made it even better when his other hand took a gentle hold of my head as well, gripping me lightly from both sides. He thrust his hips, still trying not to be too aggressive about it, but technically face-fucking me. I wouldn't have been sure about something like that most of the time, especially without my hands free. With Shen it wasn't close to the most questionable part of the whole activity. And in fact I didn't mind if he wanted to be a bit more active; the better he felt, the more I got out of it.
"No fair looking at me like that," Shen said huskily.
I hadn't been aware I was looking at him like anything in particular, other than just trying to look up at him at all while my mouth was full. That was probably what he meant, actually. I must have been quite a sight, especially from his perspective.
Counter-intuitively, the way he looked into my eyes suggested a more tender affection that I would expect from a boy getting sucked off, or from my brother. Like he wasn't seeing me as either his sister or a temporary sexual partner. Or was it rather that it was both at once, and that's what I couldn't quite reconcile?
I got lost in his eyes in return, at any rate. There was something hypnotic about such an intimate gaze during such a naughty time. And once again, I was feeding off of Shen's emotions as much as anything. The eye contact only helped with that.
"You're gonna make me cum," Shen whispered.
My eyes flared and I put a little more enthusiasm on my cock-sucking.
"Unf, well especially if you do that," he said. "You sure you want it?"
I rolled my eyes. It was a bit late for that, wasn't it?
"Yeah yeah, I know," he said. "But just...."
His eyes rolled back, breaking the delicious contact we'd held. His cum hit the back of my throat only a second later, and it was my turn to lose focus as I suddenly had a mouth increasingly full of my brother's cum.
Always before, cum had just been something that happened, not something I desired. This time I craved it. It meant something far deeper than usual to me. It turned me on like crazy that I was letting Shen cum in my mouth, and also just the whole slutty vibe of everything I was doing.
I pulled back to let some of Shen's cum hit my face, adding to the erotic ecstasy. I didn't care that it made a mess. If anything, I wanted the mess. I wanted to be marked, to be dirty. It didn't make any rational sense, but I was long past that mattering.
Shen sighed contentedly, stroking my cheek and looking at me with a blissful smile. "Oh Gwen."
I gave him a curious look without speaking. I still had his cum on my tongue, just kind of collected there, and I hadn't decided what to do with it yet.
"That was such a bad idea," he said, "but I really don't feel bad about any of it. Especially when you keep looking at me like that."
I swallowed his cum, knowing full well he could see me doing it, and that it was super obvious I'd delayed the action deliberately.
"I really don't know what you think I'm looking at you like," I said.
"You should see yourself then," came another voice.
I turned toward Ahri, feeling paradoxically both calm and nervous at realizing she was present. I decided that I wasn't surprised at being caught, Shen and I hadn't been overly sneaky or subtle, hence my calm acceptance of it. I was, however, anxious about what our sister was thinking, and perhaps more importantly what she might do. It wasn't necessarily a bad anticipation, and the small shivers I felt weren't so much dread as ever-accruing horniness making itself known.
"What do you mean?" I asked in a small voice.
Ahri, leaning up against the doorway with a cup of coffee, looking all casual and in control, gave me a crooked smile. "Gwen, darling, I've never seen anyone look quite so horny, slutty, and adoring all at once."
I gasped. "No! I am maybe one of those things, tops."
"You've got Shen's cum on your face," Ahri said.
Shen nodded. "That's true. And you swallowed the rest."
My cheeks burned. Fuck. "Ok, maybe two of those things," I admitted. "I'm not adoring though. Whatever that means in this context."
"If you say so," Shen said in that particular sort of way that made it hard to keep arguing, but you knew you weren't being believed even a little bit.
Ahri padded in and tapped Shen's shoulder. "Alright, out," she said gently. "Girl time."
Shen nodded, putting his cock away finally. I supposed now that he'd cummed in me there wasn't much reason to fight about who got to play with me.
I shivered again at the thought of it. Was I only a plaything now? Was that what I wanted? Not usually, no. Not with anyone. But right here, right now, horny as I was....
Shen patted my head affectionately just before leaving. I was sufficiently lost in thought that I happily accepted the headpats and would have leaned in for more if he wasn't already gone. I caught the way Ahri was looking at me and blushed again.
"Adoring," was all she said.
"Oh fuck off, I am not. Not for either of you," I said. "I have some standards."
Ahri set her coffee by the sink and turned the shower on. I wasn't sure if it was for her or me, though I supposed I could probably use a wash at this point.
"I'm not judging, you know," Ahri said. "Not like I'd have any room to judge. Though I didn't expect to find you with our brother's cock in your mouth. That was a surprise."
"It just kind of happened," I said. "Can't explain it."
"No, I get it."
"You do?"



Ahri paused. "Well, no, not really. Not the specifics. The general vibe, though, that I get."
"Oh."
She started untying me, picking up where Shen had left off. "I feel kind of bad," she said. "I started this, with the ropes and everything. More and more I feel like I took advantage of the situation."
"Why would you feel like that?" I said. "I made the decision still."
"You're my baby sister," Ahri said. "Always will be. I'm gonna feel protective."
"Protective of what?"
"Me, I guess," she said. "And maybe Shen."
I sighed. "Dammit, Ahri, you really pulling that right now?"
"It's a valid concern."
"It's not," I said. "If I don't want something, I'll say so. I love being tied up by you."
"I've noticed," she said.
"Not just for horny reasons," I added. "You were right from the start about how it makes me feel. It just happens to also sometimes turn me on like crazy."
"We've only done it twice. What does sometimes mean in this case?"
"None of your business."
Ahri chuckled from behind me as she knelt down precisely where I couldn't see her. I could feel her though. She must have been doing it deliberately, leaning in close so she could unwind the rope around my front, then back, then in close around the front again. Her hair brushed against me and I could feel her breath on my neck. It wasn't fair, not with me being in the state I already was.
"I probably shouldn't leave you tied up all night," she said. "You're getting a bit chafed. And probably sore, I would assume."
I shrugged, reluctant to give up my newfound fun. She was right, but I didn't want to admit to it. "I wouldn't worry about it," I said.
"Hm? Well we need to be responsible."
I snorted. "Little late for that, isn't it?"
"I mean safety-wise," Ahri said. "Not emotionally. Having you tied up all night really isn't very clever on my part."
I was torn between enjoying the continuing intimacy of Ahri unbinding me while so close behind me, and rejecting the very sensible words she was saying.
A noise from the doorway distracted me. I looked over to find Shen with his camera, having just captured a picture of me before I'd been aware. A picture of me still partly tied up, with cum on my face, and without any bottoms on. Granted I didn't think he could see much from how I was knelt down on the floor, but still.
"Is this artistic again?" I asked.
Shen nodded seriously. "You better believe it."
"I don't think I do though," I said.
Ahri giggled. "Personal use."
"Art!" Shen insisted.
"You'd have more credibility if you hadn't just personally used me a couple minutes ago," I said.
Shen stared at me a long moment, camera not quite lifting back for another shot. "That wasn't the artist," he finally said.
I rolled my eyes. "Great, now I gotta deal with two sibs with split personalities."
"Who's the other?" Ahri asked sweetly, as if she didn't know.
"Therapist sister and bondage sister," I replied immediately.
Shen laughed and Ahri was just a touch rougher with the last of the untying.
Shen snapped a few more pics as I stood up, a little shaky from kneeling so long, and indeed fairly achy in the shoulders. I wondered if he was capturing my pussy, the cum on my face, or a combination of the two. Maybe some other effect entirely, if he truly was going for art.
Ahri didn't help my modesty any when she presumptively peeled my shirt off for the sake of getting me in the shower. It left me naked for Shen's 'art' and she damn well knew it.
Somewhat satisfyingly, he kept snapping as she pulled her clothes off, catching her actually rather artfully I had to admit just as her top came off and her hair was just on the verge of floofing back down. He showed me a couple of the pictures--both of Ahri and me, together or separate--in between taking more pictures of her.
I really liked what he did with Ahri, and myself as well, though it was too embarrassing for me to look at my own pictures for very long. My face did hold a certain radiance in at least one of the photos that I really liked, and I had to grudgingly admit there might be more art than erotica in at least some of my brother's work.
Ahri was surprisingly patient with Shen's photography, though she drew the line at getting nude for him. Rather unfair, I though, after I'd already done it.
"Alright, out now," Ahri said. "Shoo. Girl time. No boys allowed."
"You sure?" Shen asked. "I could keep documenting and--"
"You most certainly may not," Ahri said, hands on her hips. "Out. Now."
Arguably her authority should have diminished given that her tits were out, but somehow it felt like the opposite. Shen obeyed with minimal arguing, and I found myself kind of wanting to be ordered about--just a little bit--by Ahri in her fierce, topless state.
I kind of got my wish once Shen was gone. Ahri took her panties off, which was an intriguing event in its own right, then rounded on me and tried to chivvy me into the shower.
"Alright, in you get," Ahri said, smacking my butt lightly.
I took a step toward the shower, but then stopped and just looked at her over my shoulder. She gave me a look, then smacked my ass way harder, making me yelp and jump under the hot water, followed closely behind by my sister.
"Subby little thing," she said.
"Not even!" I protested.
"If you're not, then why do you keep acting like one?" Ahri asked.
"I dunno," I said. "Maybe just all this dommy mommy energy you're giving off."
"I am not," she said firmly, "anyone's mommy."
"A dommy mommy doesn't have to be a mommy. Just, you know, a 'mommy'."
"I'm still not that," Ahri said.
"You don't think you're dommy?" I asked. "Like, at all?"
"... maybe a little. Just a little though."
I nodded sagely. "Mmhm. I guess I'm just a little subby then. It all works out."
Ahri frowned at me, but I could tell the shower was having the same effect on her that it was on me. Which was to say that we were standing naked and fairly close together, with hot, soothing water running down our bodies. It was a sexy and distracting scenario, and didn't lend itself well to petty arguments.
Ahri gently washed my face clear of the lingering traces of Shen's cum, then turned me around to do my back for me. If I'd thought her untying me was deliberately and unfairly sensual, this was a new level even on top of that.
It was heavenly. Her hands all over me, her breath on my neck, her breasts brushing my back. She teased me at times, I knew she did. Just the way she nuzzled my shoulder or came ever so close to nipping at my ear. I was pretty sure even pressing up against me was a deliberate tactic on her part.
She was driving me crazy. If she was going to rub up on me, I wished she'd just do it, not this constant on and off. Or she could just kiss my neck instead of threatening to, or drop her hands lower down my body where they'd do some real good.
"Ahriii," I whined.
"What?"
"I'm hornyyy."
"Ha, yeah, that wasn't in any doubt," she said.
"You're making it worse!" I said, as if I needed to explain that part.
"I'm only washing you," she said.
"Liar! You know exactly what you're doing," I said.
"Hm, maybe. Are you going to tell me that you don't know you're making me horny too?"
I slowly turned around, reluctant to give up Ahri's attention on my back side, even if it wasn't what I truly craved. We were face to face again, even more intimately close than before, somehow.
"I guess I am kind of doing that," I said. "With Shen too."
"You're having that effect," Ahri said huskily. She brushed my wet hair back. "I might have caused all this, but--"
"Stop blaming yourself," I insisted. "I'm an adult. I know what I'm doing."
"Do you?" she asked with some amusement.
"Well no. But I'm allowed to make decisions even when I don't."
"Like what?" Ahri asked lightly, though just the way she spoke those two words sent happy tingles through me.
I knew as soon as she asked that I was going to do something crazy. I wasn't sure what, but I found myself falling to my knees again, which kind of limited my options nicely.
It wasn't totally absurd, arguably, as I'd already given one sibling head that morning. On the other hand, I'd never actually licked a pussy before, let alone one belonging to my one and only big sister.
Ahri didn't seem the least bit inclined to let my hesitations win. The horny look in her eyes as she gazed down at me confirmed that I'd made a good decision in her mind. The way her hands gently took my head and pulled me in was a physical manifestation of that same approval, and was probably necessary to keep me from just staring all morning.
There was something daunting about just starting to eat Ahri's pussy. I didn't have the experience to just dive right in and trust my past knowledge to carry me. Even trying to replicate my experiences receiving wasn't immediately helpful.
Ahri took care of it. I'd joked about her being dommy--only fair considering how she'd called me subby at least twice now--but she genuinely did have a gently domming way about her at times. Such as when she brought my face to her pussy and, when I didn't immediately do anything about it, began giving polite but firm instruction.
It was what I needed, really. Just that nudge into what I should be doing. I started with some kisses, then fairly quickly moved into licking. At Ahri's deliberate and vocal guidance, I narrowed down where she wanted me to lick her, mixing in some gentle sucking on her clit as she asked for it. Mostly it was all about the right tempo and pressure on her clit, and I was happy to have her tell me exactly what it was she wanted so I wasn't having to guess.
I was proud of myself when I made my sister cum on my tongue. It was very much a team effort, but it was still largely my work, and it was the first time I'd done such a thing.
"Oh Gwen," Ahri purred, appearing halfway lost in her orgasm still.
I bit my lip, looking up at her. It was a very nice angle in many respects. "That was good?"
"Very. I didn't know you had it in you."
I beamed, ever so pleased with myself. "Me either. I had a good teacher."
Ahri chuckled lazily and caressed the side of my face, still gazing adoringly down at me. "Here I was worried about corrupting my little sister. Suddenly I don't know who's taking advantage of whom."
I looked at her pussy, then back up at her. "You think this is me taking advantage?"
"I think you could do most anything to me right now," Ahri said softly. "I don't know how that happened. Probably I shouldn't admit to it, but it's hard not to you with you looking at me like that, after you licked me so good."
I pouted. "Ok, again with this. What is it I look like? You and Shen both, it's like you've never seen me before."
"Not like this, certainly," Ahri said.
I had to give her that one. Whatever it was she was referring to specifically, it was a reasonable thing to say that having me naked on my knees was a new look for either of my sibs. Let alone warm and wet from the shower at the same time. On the other hand, I still didn't think that was exactly what either of them was referring to.
"Well, in any case, I don't really want to do anything to you at the moment," I said.
"Oh?" Ahri said, sounding just a little hurt.
"I'd kind of rather get you to do something. For me."
Her eyebrow went up lazily. "Like what?"
I wiggled impatiently, though was still enjoying the way she was casually petting me. "Like lick my pussy?"
"Hehe, really?" Ahri asked.
"Yeah. I mean, only fair, right?" I said, feeling entirely justified.
"In that sense, sure."
I pouted again. "You gonna tell me you won't do it?"
"I'm kind of enjoying you being on your knees," Ahri teased.
I gave her my biggest puppy eyes. "Please? I'm gonna get blue balls here at this rate."
Ahri giggled. "You can't get those, Gwen."
"Azure ovaries then," I said.
She giggled louder. "Oh Gwenny."
"Come on, violet vulva is no joke!"
She was losing it. Despite how my need actually was real and pressing, it was kind of fun making her crack up like this.
"Teal twat is a serious problem!" I insisted while struggling to maintain a straight face. "Cobalt cooch affects millions of--"
"Oh my god, if I eat you out will you stop?" Ahri asked, wiping away tears despite the running water of the shower.
"Of course!" I said instantly, jumping to my feet faster than was safe under the slippery circumstances.
I expected Ahri to trade places with me. Instead, she caught me off-guard by pulling me close for a kiss. I wasn't able to kiss back at first, as unexpected as it was, and my mind racing through the whole scenario, particularly what the etiquette was for making out with a sibling. By the time I'd convinced myself that after eating her out, typical conventions were pretty much irrelevant, it was already too late, and she was sinking to her knees.
"That wasn't fair," I murmured. "I wasn't ready."
"Had to get you under control somehow," Ahri winked.
I very, very much doubted that was all it was. No one kissed like that just for the sake of regaining the upper hand, did they? If they did, I'd been dating the wrong people. I'd happily lose whole arguments if it meant getting those kinds of kisses. Probably best not to let Ahri know. She'd only use it to her advantage. Admittedly, I was struggling to see the downside at the moment.
I leaned back against the shower wall, bracing myself on somewhat wobbly legs. Ahri was below me, looking up with the sort of seduction level that would have felled me at the best of times, let alone when I desperately needed someone's damn tongue on my clit.
She very much knew what she was doing. The way she touched me and moved her hands over my thighs, hips, and pussy region was altogether beautiful and sensual, and had me dancing to her fingers in no time. It was all a tease at first, however, and no matter how good it felt, I wanted to cum more than anything.
All I could do was whimper and whine. Any attempt at guiding her got my hands gently put firmly pushed away, and any attempt at vocalizing my needs got a finger pressed to my lips, which meant a hand taken away from where I wanted it. I was a quick learn in this case.
It didn't actually take Ahri that long before she was kissing my pussy, then delicately exploring me with her tongue. It felt like an interminable wait right up until she started giving me what I needed, at which point I could have happily melted away and let her do her thing without any need for my intervention.
"Ahriii," I moaned as her tongue penetrated my labia, swiping along like she owned the place.
She didn't respond, of course, and nothing about the way she licked me altered even a little. Her eyes were the only sign she heard me at all. They flashed up at me full of mischief and power. If she wanted me under control, she sure had it now.
Her mouth was sweet heaven to me. I liked pleasuring my siblings, as I'd only very recently discovered, and I'd be hard pressed to say overall that I preferred getting eaten out to vice versa, but in the moment there was nothing at all that came anywhere close to riding my sister's tongue, nothing I would have traded it for in all the world.
Ahri's oral expertise worked its magic, bringing me to heights I could usually only dream of, and bringing me that delicious, decadent release I so needed. I went all gooey and boneless as I came, not caring at all for whether I stood or fell. Ahri propped me up while licking me through the last of my cum, but eventually gave in and just helped me collapse in a controlled manner.
We ended up awkwardly lying on the bottom of the shower, squished together with water continuing to tumble down upon us. Ahri was a mix of horniness and giggles at my helpless display. I was purely sated and lost in a dream-state. I was technically aware of everything around me, especially my sister, but I just couldn't be bothered doing much of anything about any of it.
"You didn't cum that hard, silly girl," Ahri teased, still kind of playing with me in our wet, tangled state.
"You don't know," I said dazedly.
"I do. I give good cums, but I'm not that good," Ahri said.
"If you're fishing for compliments, you can have them," I said. "That was amazing. You're so good with your tongue."
She fought a blush of pleasure. "I wasn't fishing. But... I'll take it. You're a fun oral partner, did you know?"
I shrugged, nestling against her. "No one's mentioned it before."
"Well they should have."
"Your boobies are soft."
Ahri laughed. "Oh no, am I losing you?"
"If this is lost, I think I like it," I murmured, doing my best to envelop myself in my big sister's warm, luscious embrace.
Ahri, being the responsible older sibling she was, only let me cuddle her for a bare few minutes. Hardly enough at all really. Though she had a point that the hot water would only last so long. I still had to be prodded repeatedly to actually get up so we could finish our actual showering, and eventually get out and dry off.
I was in my own world for the whole process. Still aware and capable of reacting to outside forces, but without hardly any intellectual or emotional categorization of events. I washed Ahri's hair and whatever parts of her body she allowed me, she finished me up, and we toweled off next to each other. I watched her openly for most of the time, not consciously exactly, but just because she was the nicest thing to look at and it made sense that looking anywhere else would only be a waste.
Ahri actually seemed embarrassed by the sheer quantity of my attention. She tried to direct me elsewhere a few times, but eventually gave in and just let me look, while she instead turned away and pretended she didn't notice.
"You're not going to be like this all day, are you?" Ahri asked.
"Like what?" I asked absently. Her butt was so nice. I'd never noticed before how hypnotizing it could be.
"Nevermind. I'm going to get dressed. You should put some clothes on too."
I nodded. "Very sensible."
Ahri pattered off to her room, towel wrapped modestly about her. She was fully in her room and had just pulled the towel off when she realized I'd followed her instead of going to my room, as would have been sensible. A few flicks of her wet towel sent me scurrying, though I drank in those last few moments with her so naked, clean, and slightly damp.
Some time alone in my room, even just the time it took me to slowly dress myself, cleared my head a little. I was belatedly aware of being too dazed for comfort, but couldn't do anything about it now. Besides, Ahri could hardly mind me enjoying the sight of her. We'd just finished doing worse than that.
I grinned to myself at the thought of just what I'd been up to already since returning home, and in particular my activities this morning. I curled up with a pillow at my chest for a time just thinking about it all. It was a lot to process, but so much of it caused happy, fluttery feelings in my chest that I wanted to dwell in those memories as long as possible.
****
I had the house to myself for a time. Ahri had to work, and Shen was fully committed to puttering about in the basement. I didn't ask what he was up to, as I figured I'd find out sooner or later. It was possible he just wanted space for something. It was a partly finished basement, so somewhat useable depending on one wanted to do.
I lounged about on my own. In some ways it was nice to relax and not have to worry about anyone else for a while. In other ways I would have liked my sibs around to make sure everything was still good with us. The flipside, I supposed, was that if something wasn't good, I didn't actually want to know about it right away.
The thing was, I didn't really feel worried about it. Logically, there should be some concern that my relationships with my siblings would be somehow broken by what had happened. Not entirely, no, but some damage could well have been done. I just didn't feel like it was true.



My unwarranted confidence eventually proved correct, at least at a surface level. Shen came up for food, and I made us both lunch to eat together. He seemed perfectly normal around me as far as I could tell, other than his gaze lingering on me just a little more than usual. I didn't mind that.
Ahri came home from work, and you wouldn't even have known of our incestuous shower by the way she dramatically made everything about her day and how stressful it had been. It was fair enough, I could only imagine how much weird shit she had to listen to from her patients.
Supper was a somewhat collaborative affair, though I did the bulk of the work and Ahri mostly lounged and ranted. Her tales of woe were timed fairly well comedically speaking, so at least she was good entertainment.
Somewhat perversely, I actually felt a twinge of annoyance as the evening wore on that neither Ahri or Shen was acting weird at all. It was what I wanted, but I began to feel like me giving them both head that morning should have elicited more of a response. A little something to reassure me they'd enjoyed it and wanted more, regardless of whether we were going to repeat any of it.
It wasn't fair of me, and besides was pretty well outgunned by the cozy feeling of being around both of them in a more wholesome way. I didn't actually need sex with my brother or sister, it just would have been nice to be wanted that way, was all. I was a little bundle of minor hypocrisy, and I was well aware of it.
Come bedtime, I actually just went to my own room and crawled into bed. I didn't feel the need for being tied up, and my body could use a looser slumber anyway.
I would have been perfectly happy on my own, probably, but I couldn't say I minded when my door cracked open while I was still awake. I lay still and just waited to see what would happen. I tensed a little despite my best efforts as Shen slipped into bed with me, then slowly relaxed as nothing else happened.
I didn't even really know if I wanted anything to happen, but I was certainly confused as to why he was here if he didn't want anything.
Curiousity won out. "Did you get lost on your way to your room or what?" I mumbled.
"Nah," Shen said. "Tried it. Didn't like it."
"Didn't like your room?" I asked.
"Didn't like sleeping alone," he said. "It's been nice the past couple nights."
"What if I kicked you out of bed?"
He shrugged. "Didn't seem likely."
I snorted and squirmed into a more comfortable position. I might have incidentally wiggled closer to my brother in the process, but not on purpose. Maybe a little bit on purpose.
****
My slumber was deep and restful, even without the comfort of bondage. I did still have a sibling in bed with me, though, so it wasn't back to normal by any means.
I was somewhat disappointed that Shen hadn't moved hardly at all in the night. We were touching, but only barely, and no more than when I'd settled in for the night. I'd kind of hoped for 'accidental' spooning or something. Not that I'd admit as much out loud.
Shen was still snoozing. I sat up in bed and just watched him for a few moments. Eventually I threw back the covers, as though I was just going to hop out of bed, but really my goal was to get a better look. I bit my lip as I achieved success, and got an eyeful of the tent in Shen's boxers. Not as visceral as getting poked with his boner first thing in the morning, but still interesting enough.
If he'd been on his side, I probably could have scooted right up to him so he was rubbing on me. As he was, on his back, it was far easier to pull his cock out and just kind of play with it a bit.
It had been in my mouth yesterday. That was a weird thought. It had cummed in my mouth, in fact. And here it was, hard again, ready for some kind of fun, if one were so inclined.
I wasn't sure what I was inclined toward, exactly. It just felt good to play with Shen's cock. Rubbing him a little, poking him, prodding the drips of precum that came out. I wasn't about to suck on him or anything. That seemed like a lot, even though yes I had done it before.
"What are you doing?" he asked sleepily.
I bit my lip, but wasn't particularly surprised at being caught. If anything, it would have been more surprising if he hadn't caught me at some point.
"Nothin'," I said.
"Nothin'?"
"Yeah."
Shen very deliberately glanced at my hand, then shrugged. "Ok."
I liked that he had no interest in stopping me. I didn't want to stop, after all. Not yet. I wasn't sure what my goal was, or even if I had one, but sometimes just enjoying a moment and what it offered was enough.
Long moments passed like that. Just me and Shen, and his morning wood. I wasn't even properly giving him a handjob, but he was still patiently letting me do as I wished. I suspected sooner or later he'd need more, if I went long enough. If only for science, I kind of wondered whether he'd let me go long enough to give him the blue balls I'd joked about having yesterday.
Ahri was up and about. I wasn't sure exactly when I became aware of the sounds of her elsewhere in the house, but some part of me was idly keeping track of her. It felt naughtier being in my room with Shen like this when there was someone else unaware of what we were up to. Like we could get caught doing something we weren't supposed to. It wasn't a true worry considering what we'd been caught at yesterday.
"We should probably get up," I said.
"Right now?" Shen asked.
"Why not?"
He looked down at my hand again, still toying with his cock. "I kind want to cum first," he said.
"Oh?" I said in the sort of tone that suggested I'd never considered the possibility.
Shen sighed at my false innocence. "Gwen, would you mind terribly finishing me before you go?"
I grinned with pure mischief. "Please?"
"Please," he affirmed.
I nodded, still smiling as I jerked my brother off. It was terribly good service, I thought. Wake up, get someone to give you a nice, soft cum, then off we go to start our day.
Shen agreed, I thought. He looked pretty contented with the arrangement. The cynical side of me questioned if this might have been his goal the whole time. The horny side of me, contrarily, wondered why he hadn't tried for something more.
His breathing grew uneven and slightly ragged as I stroked him. He even let out little breathy moans from time to time, which I found so very satisfying and rewarding.
Shen's eyes fell mostly closed and his back arched rather cutely just before he came. Like he wasn't fully in control of himself as he shot sticky, messy cum all over, including my hand still jerking him. Which was correct, I supposed. Orgasms tended to involve a lack of control to some degree.
Watching the full sight of my brother cumming, while not as immediately physical as getting his load in my mouth, was super sexy and a beautiful experience to take in visually. It was exciting to give him a handjob, but sort of just on a low, casual level. Making him cum got my pulse going and my mind whirling to a much higher degree.
"Thanks," Shen said as I let go of him and examined the cum on my fingers. "That was a nice way to wake up."
"I suspected as much," I said while alternating pressing my fingers together and spreading them just to watch the cum strands that formed.
"Just to be clear, you didn't have to do that," he said.
I gave him a curious look. "Obviously."
"I just mean I didn't come sleep here so something would happen."
I snorted. "But you didn't mind if it did though, am I right?"
"Well...."
"Silly brother," I said. "You can just say you like something."
"You're probably right," Shen said, watching me closely. "I think maybe I'm not fully ready for all the things I'm feeling about my little sister lately."
I wiped my hand off on my shirt. It needed washed anyway. "What sorts of things?"
"I don't want to say."
"Horniness?" I prompted.
"Ok, yes, that's kind of the main new one," Shen said.
"That didn't seem so hard to say," I said.
"I maybe also feel like I'm taking advantage slightly?" he said. "Not in a totally unwelcome way or anything. But still."
I sighed. "You and Ahri. Jeez. You know I'm an adult, right? Fully grown? Made way worse sexual decisions than either of you two?"
"You're still always gonna be our baby sis," Shen said softly.
He wasn't wrong, it just wasn't the fact that I wanted to focus on right now. Luckily I was horny enough after jerking him off that I was ready for something dumb and impetuous. Which in this case meant sliding my panties off, well aware that Shen would be wondering what the hell I was up to right up to the point where I sat on his face.
I could barely see Shen's eyes staring up at me, and if I scooted around a little bit I couldn't even make those out. It was an elegant solution, I thought. I kind of wanted a cum too now, and I didn't want to have to defend myself for being the youngest any more. Plus it was something far more productive for my brother to do with his mouth.
I wasn't actually sure he was going to give me what I wanted at first. It was very possibly he'd just pout instead. I couldn't actually force him to lick me. Though I supposed I could smother him with my ass until he gave in.
It was only a hesitation though, not a refusal. His tongue started going, and I sighed, tilted my head back, and enjoyed riding his face second thing in the morning.
The difference between Shen's tongue and Ahri's was immediately apparent. I never considered myself the sort of person who would notice differences like that, or indeed have the opportunity to do so. This was a special circumstance, given two people licking me out on back to back days, and with such stylistic differences.
It felt a little unfair to say that Shen didn't know what he was doing quite as well as Ahri, but that did seem to be the case. She'd honed her technique, and not only didn't need guidance, but would hardly accept it. The fun part about riding Shen's tongue was he was much more open to letting me maneuver him where I wanted, and generally letting me control the pace of cunnilingus.
To be fair, I was also sitting atop him and moving around as I pleased, using fistfuls of his hair to keep him where I wanted. It would have been hard for him to be in control from that position in any particular respect.
It was, unconsciously or not, probably the most aggressive and dominant I'd ever been about getting an orgasm. I hadn't intended it that way, but once I started I didn't much feel like stopping. I didn't want to stop mid pussy licking just generally, let alone when it was hot and fun and I was shoving Shen's face into my cooch, and he was gripping my ass with both hands, trying to hold me still enough to keep his tongue on my clit. We both wanted it so much, were fully committed to the moment, and weren't in any kind of mood for reason to rear its ugly head.
I came on Shen's face in a flood of pleasure, emotion, and quivering muscles. I held him so tight he probably actually couldn't breathe for a moment, but he didn't complain or pull away. He committed to my orgasm until I decided I was done and got off him again.
There was a fair amount of quiet panting and staring at one another afterward, as though neither of us knew what to do or say in the aftermath. Which seemed reasonable under the circumstances. There weren't a lot of etiquette tips floating around for our particular needs.
"Thanks," I eventually said.
Shen cracked a smile. "You're welcome," he replied quietly.
He brushed my thigh with his fingertips, just looking for some touch and contact, I thought. I let him caress me if he wanted. I wasn't opposed.
"Sorry for not letting you breathe," I said, again just trying to fill the silence a little.
"No worries," he said. "If it comes to it, just make sure my tombstone reads 'drowned in pussy'."
I giggled and forced myself out of bed. "It'll have to read 'drowned in his sister's pussy'. You sure you want that?"
"No need for specifics," Shen said. "Besides, they probably charge by the letter. Best to keep it brief."
"I'll find the extra money somewhere," I taunted as I pulled on some comfy pyjama bottoms and skipped out of the room.
I was all smiles as I started my day. Mostly because of a nice pussy licking before I even got out of bed--which I very much wanted to try more of--but also because I kept thinking of ever ruder things to write on my brother's grave, should the worst happen and I in fact drowned him in my pussy. The main downside was that in such a scenario he wouldn't be around to appreciate my wit.
Ahri was in the living room, curled up in her comfy chair with her laptop and cup of coffee. I gravitated toward her, not looking for sex or anything like that at the moment--and it was weird to have to specify that even just to myself--but wanting to talk, or maybe even just be around her. I wasn't quite sure, in some ways, but I had nothing better to do in any case.
Other than greeting me upon first arrival, it took Ahri a few minutes to finally, slowly look up from her laptop screen. She narrowed her eyes at the way I was just watching her and smiling.
"Do you need something?" Ahri asked.
"You free?" I asked.
Ahri, coffee cradled in her hands, laptop balanced on her knees, frowned at me. "I think you can see I'm busy."
"Ok," I nodded.
She looked back at her laptop, tapping a few keys before just staring intently at it again. I waited, knowing she was deliberately not looking at me, but also knowing she couldn't resist forever. I grinned even wider when her gaze flicked back to me again.
"What?" she asked.
"Nothin'," I said. "Just waiting."
"For what?"
"You."
Ahri sighed and put aside her computer. "You're not usually so needy."
"I'm still not," I said.
"You're gonna sit there and wait for me to pay attention to you," she said.
"Well yeah, but mostly because I knew it wouldn't take long," I said.
"I could have ignored you all morning," Ahri told me.
"Ha, no you couldn't," I said. "For a therapist, you don't know yourself very well."
Ahri sipped her coffee. "What do you want, Gwen?"
I shrugged. "Is therapist Ahri available, perchance?"
"This early in the morning? I was looking forward to my first appointment today only being at eleven, you know."
"I thought you wanted to therapize me," I pouted.
"When I thought you needed it," Ahri clarified. "You've bounced back pretty damn quick."
"Yeah, well, life's good right now," I said. "Can't help that, can I?"
"You're easily pleased, it seems," she said.
"Well you would know," I retorted, daring her to act like she hadn't stuck her tongue up my pussy and licked me like a pro.
"Are you suggesting that sexual satisfaction is all it takes to make your life complete?" Ahri asked.
She was clearly hinting that I was making bad assumptions. She was also, however, slipping into therapy mode, which was what I'd been after in the first place. I tried not to smile too smugly as I lay down on the couch, adopting my therapy position too. I caught her trying to hide her dismay as she realized she'd been played, but she wouldn't admit that any such thing had happened if she didn't have to.
"So I think that's a good question," I said, getting comfortable.
"That's what I'm here for," Ahri said. "Apparently."
"I think it's probably oversimplifying matters somewhat," I continued, ignoring her attempt at sounding put upon. "I don't think a good fuck solves more than one or two problems by itself."
"Very insightful of you," Ahri said.
I frowned. "You're being sardonic. Therapists oughtn't to do that."
"How would you know?"
"... damn, fair enough."
Ahri sipped her coffee again. "So a good fuck hasn't solved your problems?"
"Technically I haven't had one," I said. "That was stated for impact. Just, you know, some pretty good oral stuff." I breezed past the handjob I'd given Shen not an hour ago. It wasn't the most pressing thing at the moment.
Ahri smirked, as well she might for her part in the 'pretty good oral stuff.' "A sexual release doesn't have to conform to any particular standard. It's more important what works for the people involved."
"I was kind of thinking that too," I said. "I think some things the past couple days have really, really worked for me."
"Such as?" Ahri inquired, as though she wasn't perfectly aware already.
"Oh, you know," I said casually, as though it wasn't a big deal. "Sucking off my brother, getting licked out by my sister in the shower. Those sorts of things."
"As your therapist, I'd advise against both of those activities," Ahri said.
"What about as my sister?"
"She might disagree with my assessment."
I bit my lip, watching Ahri sidelong. Some of those feelings were back. I wasn't horny exactly, but being in the same room with her, being vocally intimate, it made me crave more closeness on some level. Like I could just curl up in her lap. Therapist Ahri would probably disapprove of that too.
"But as a therapist you say don't do it?" I asked, just confirm.
"Well duh," Ahri said. "Getting cunnilingus from a sibling is generally regarded as inappropriate, and I think you know that."
"... but what if it feels really good?"
"A mitigating factor at best," Ahri said. "Even then, I have to advise against it. Your best case scenario is that you endanger a long term sibling relationship for the sake of sexual gratification now."
I blinked and fully turned toward Ahri. She watched me impassively, really giving me a professional, analytical vibe.
"Is that really what you feel?" I asked.
"Which me?" Ahri replied.
"Sister Ahri, then," I said.
"I think we've been stupid," Ahri said softly. "But I'm struggling to not want to do the same things again." She chewed her lip. "Therapist Ahri is dead against it, if that wasn't clear."
"She seemed ok with tying me up," I said.
"Yeah, she might have been unprofessional about that one," Ahri admitted. "But there is a big difference between tying you up and licking you out."
"That's kind of true," I admitted. "I can see where the lines would be a little different for each of those. Unless you mix them, and tie me up and then lick me out, in which case--"
"Just remember you asked to talk to therapist Ahri," she said. "It's your own fault."
"I know," I sighed. "I think I was kind of hoping for some good reasons why actually it was a good thing that I'm sleeping with my siblings, and engaging in some light sexual activity with them. You did so good with the bondage thing. I hardly think I'm a freak at all for that anymore."
Ahri smiled crookedly. "I don't think you're a freak, Gwen."
"I know. But I might."
"Well, look at it this way. Sexual exploration between siblings is highly recommended against, and I think that's fair. But it does happen, and it's not necessarily a disaster, or even necessarily bad. Though it definitely can be either of those things." She tapped her coffee mug with her fingers, a nervous fidgeting. "A big problem with these kinds of things, familial I mean, is power imbalances and someone taking advantage of someone else."
"That's not what this is," I said quickly. "Not any of it."
"I like to think not too," Ahri said. "We're old enough and our own people enough it shouldn't be the same concern."
"So... it's fine?" I asked hopefully.
Ahri shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe not."
"Not helpful!"
"Do you think it's fine?"
I glared. "Also not helpful."
"That wasn't an answer," Ahri said calmly.
I growled and picked at the hem of my shirt. "Yes," I said. "Maybe. Probably. I don't know."
She nodded sagely. "That's about the right answer."
"It's not a real answer," I said.
"I don't know that there is one."
I pouted to myself for a moment. "I think I don't like therapy anymore."



"That's fine, seeing as you still haven't really been," Ahri said.
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" I grumped.
"Sister Ahri might be. Therapist Ahri is, of course, maintaining a professional decorum in all things."
"Well can therapist Ahri actually suggest something useful?" I asked.
"Sure. You've just gotten out of a long term relationship that was very meaningful to you for a long time. I would suggest not becoming emotionally entangled with anyone for a while. Just be by yourself and allow yourself to feel any feelings you have, explore them as dispassionately as you can, and do your best to determine what your current needs and wants are, and how best you can approach them."
I glared at Ahri for a long moment. She gazed back implacably.
"Something less impossible and complicated?" I finally tried.
"Don't fuck your siblings," Ahri said promptly.
"I hate therapy," I growled.
"That's how you know it's working."
I sighed heavily. "Sister Ahri back, please."
Ahri grinned and shifted in her seat. I couldn't explain how, but just her sloppier posture alone told me she was back out of therapist mode. It was kind of neat the change that happened just because of how she sat.
"Sorry, Gwenny," Ahri said, not looking overly apologetic. "You did ask for it."
"I thought you were gonna be supportive," I said.
"I always am," Ahri said.
"You told me explicitly not to fuck you!"
"That's good advice," she nodded.
"... don't you want to fuck me though?" I asked.
Ahri bit her lip. "I don't know how far I actually want to go," she said quietly. "But I do really kind of want to lick you out again. Maybe while you're tied up and helpless, and I can lick you over and over until you're a messy puddle of a sister begging me to stop."
My eyes widened. "Yeah, see, that stuff. You do want it!"
"Of course. We wouldn't have done it if I didn't."
"But you--"
"You asked for therapy advice. I'm sorry to say that professionally I'm never going to support this."
I cocked my head. "And you can just do that inside? Hold both extremely competing views?"
"Of course." Ahri tapped her mug with her fingernails. "I would suggest it's akin to a doctor smoking or drinking. They more than anyone know the hazards, but let's not pretend it doesn't happen."
"Oh."
"We can know things are dangerous and still decide they're worth it," Ahri added.
"So... therapy Ahri just thinks you and me are dangerous," I said slowly. "But not without merit?"
"Something like that," Ahri agreed.
"And me and Shen?" I pressed.
"Same thing."
"You and Shen?"
"Not happening," Ahri replied immediately. "That would be weird."
"Ah."
"I like girls."
I nodded. "I know. I'm glad you like me."
Ahri got a dangerous glint in her eye. "You do something for me, alright. It's very hard for me to resolve what happened, you know. I swear this isn't the sort of thing that should have had any chance."
"For your information I'm very desirable, actually," I teased.
"Desirable generally and desirable to your sister are very different things," Ahri said, as though she was some sort of expert on the subject. "I don't think you were before. And somehow now you are."
"Maybe you just didn't stop and appreciate what you had," I said.
"Maybe. Or maybe we all change a little with every passing day or month or year," Ahri said. "Maybe you really are just enough of a different person now."
I shrugged. "Not really any different."
"Yes you are," Ahri said slowly. "Older and wiser, though not necessarily by much. More open to things. Especially being tied up. You never would have accepted that before."
"It would have been a trick before," I said. "You and Shen would have tied me up and left me, then laughed about it for days."
"We still could," Ahri said quietly but with an intriguing growl to her voice. "And you'd just enjoy it."
The small flutter in my tummy stopped my argument before it happened. Damn her, she was probably right.
"You're just more trustworthy now," I said. "I know you'll let me out sooner or later."
Ahri actually nodded. "You're willing to trust us. That's true too."
"I said you're more trustworthy, not that I'm more trusting. It's different."
"They are simply two sides of the same coin," Ahri said. "I can't be trustworthy without you being willing to trust me."
I opened my mouth and closed it again. I couldn't tell if that was incredibly deep, or just her messing with me. The classic sibling dilemma.
"Is that true?" I finally asked.
"I think in context it is necessarily true," Ahri said.
"Does that mean anything?" I asked. "Like is that why I'm so interested in being tied up? Because I really want to trust someone with myself, after my recent crisis of trust and all, and feel comforted by being able to surrender to whatever you want to do with me?"
Ahri stared at me thoughtfully. "I'm tempted to say yes, mostly because you suggested it on your own."
"Well that's no good," I complained. "I could just be doing it for horny reasons. How would I know?"
"It could be horny reasons," Ahri agreed. "But trust is still an integral part of that. I'm inclined to think you can't escape the trust aspect of this no matter how you attempt to wiggle out of it."
"Much like when I'm tied up," I nodded, attempting an air of wisdom. "Only not the physical aspect."
"Something like that, yes," Ahri said.
"This is altogether too much wisdom for me, I think," I said.
"Well you asked for it."
"Mmhm. Just goes to show how unwise I was."
Ahri chuckled and pulled her laptop back to her knees. I curled up and let her be for a while. I had plenty to think about as it was without letting her dig any further into my psyche.
****
Ahri refused to tie me up before she left for work. That was fine, because I was only half-hearted about wanting it anyway. Being tied up during the day with no one to play with, or at least be in the same room with, just wasn't fun enough to make up for not being able to actually do anything for the whole time. That sort of thing was better when it was bedtime and I wasn't planning on doing anything anyway.
I wasn't overly horny or needy for any particular thing, so kept my own company for a while. By the afternoon I was bored and sought out Shen, mostly just to see what he was spending so much time on in the basement, and not really intending for anything lewd.
My intentions weren't all that relevant. Shen had been clearing a space to work in, as it happened. A home studio for photography. It needed work still, but at least it was an open, useable room, and he had portable lighting to make up for the inadequacy of the room's own lights.
He additionally, despite not having finished more pressing matters in my opinion, had installed a hook to the ceiling. Somehow, despite only displaying innocent curiousity, I ended up with my wrists tied up with rope, which was then casually hung from said ceiling hook, and the rest of my body had to go along for the ride.
Admittedly, I wasn't opposed to any of it. And oh how I loved the way he picked me up and hung me like a coat, like I was so much clutter to be organized. So much for not being horny.
"You need to make the hook a little lower," I said. "I can't get my feet flat on the floor."
Shen glanced at me trying to get comfortable on my toes, my heels an inch or two from meeting the ground. "Seems right to me."
"Oh you bastard," I said, feeling the elation of my predicament still building inside me. Why did I love this shit so much?
"Now now," Shen said calmly while deciding what would be the ideal framing and lens to take pictures of me with.
I squirmed on my hook, mostly just for the feel of it. I didn't expect I'd actually free myself. I didn't want to for that matter. Shen wasn't as good with ropes, and given time I suspected I could my worm my way out of them, but what fun was that?
"The room could really use a new paint job," I said. "And there's still clutter in the corner. And--"
"And I should adjust my green screen and replace the ceiling lights," Shen added to my list without having to think about it. "I'm aware. It's a work in progress."
"My point is," I said, "why on Earth did you take the time to install a hook here, which let's be honest is only going to be disconcerting if you have real clients over."
"I'm a ways out from real clients," Shen said. "Not gonna worry about that until the new year, I think. But I am seriously contemplating doing photography professionally. I think there's decent potential there."
"Nice," I said. "All bondage stuff?"
"Probably very little bondage stuff," he chuckled. "Other than you. The hook is specifically for you, and I think you know that."
I wiggled again, but only made myself dance awkwardly in the process. "You just decided to do this? On a whim? When you have better things to do?"
"Ahri and I might have discussed it."
"You tricksters!"
Shen gave me a look like he didn't believe for a second that I minded. Which was correct, incidentally, but I didn't want him to get smug about it.
"What if I tell you to let me go?" I demanded.
Shen shrugged and started lining up a shot with his camera. "Then I untie you. Duh."
I blushed and tried to decide where to look. As long as my picture was being taken, I felt like acknowledging the camera was embarrassing since it meant I was ok with being photographed, but it was so hard not to stare.
The greatest embarrassment, and I'd brought it upon myself by asking, was that of course Shen would untie me if I asked. Of course he would. I wasn't actually a captive of any kind. But I was enjoying myself, was the problem. I was struggling to reach the ground comfortably, I could tell my arms and shoulders would be killing me sooner or later, and I was allowing myself to be treated like an artistic prop. Yet the very idea of stopping it just yet was horrifying to me. I could never, ever admit to Ahri that there might be a glimmer of truth in me secretly being a subby little thing.
Besides, this didn't have to be a sex thing. We were once again in territory of me submitting myself to the care of others. Of surrendering to their care and protection, and feeling the warmth and joy in having my trust validated. I trusted my brother to have me this helpless, and it soothed some of the emotionally damaged parts of me to experience that kind of comfort.
It didn't at all have to be a sex thing. It was, of course, but it didn't have to be.
"Look at the camera," Shen prompted.
I found myself doing exactly as asked. "What if I don't want to?"
"It'll make a better shot. That really pitiful look you get sometimes works super well."
"Do I really look pitiful?"
He nodded. "Sometimes, yes. It's very cute. Maybe because we can tell you're getting horny too."
I gasped. "You can not!"
Shen smirked. "Wanna bet?"
"Well I mean you know I'm getting horny," I admitted. "But you can't see it. It's not like part of my expression."
Shen put down the camera, walked over to me, and whispered, "yes it is," in my ear.
I shivered, then whimpered as he pulled my pants down and kicked them aside. He carried on shooting me in only my panties and shirt. I hated to acknowledge that he was most likely right, and that a few minutes being photographed in that state probably did leave me visibly becoming aroused. I still questioned if he could have seen it before then, but my conviction otherwise was waning.
My panties unsurprisingly didn't last long after that. I got even hornier while being photographed bottomless, from every which direction no less. Shen was getting some fantastically sexy angles of me the way he was going.
"You sure you don't masturbate to these?" I asked.
He paused. "Haven't yet. I suppose it might happen."
I bit my lip. "It might, huh?"
"Well so far having access to the real thing is winning out," Shen said.
"So much for artistic integrity!" I said. "You said you were being artsy, but you're just getting off to this."
"I can do both."
He pushed my shirt up next. I thought he'd blocked his own ability to get me topless, what with my arms bound, but it turned out having my top bunched up over my breasts was just as good in many respects, and was probably actually a naughtier look when framed correctly.
Shen let me see some of the pictures occasionally, stopping and letting me take a look before getting right back to it. I did look pitiful and horny in a fair number of them, as he'd said. I wasn't sure how to feel about looking at myself in that state, but if nothing else it was another window into how my siblings saw me, which was turning me on even more. Probably the intent, really.
I was well and truly wet by the time Shen finished his photoshoot. I gazed at my brother like the horny little sister I was, dancing back and forth on my toes, waiting to see what he'd do.
It didn't take long to find out. Shen really only put the bare minimum of effort into tidying up before he was at me. He kissed and fondled me, and generally had absolute access to me, since I was nearly naked with my hands bound above my head. He could do anything he wanted, and I was so there for it.
"Kinda too bad your mouth is so high up," Shen whispered between kisses.
Kissing him back was about the only thing I could do. I still had a little neck movement available. He could easily pull out of reach when he wanted to though, or kiss my cheek or neck instead of my lips.
"Why's that?" I asked.
"Because you can't reach my cock," he said.
I snickered. "Too bad for you. If only there were some other way of getting what you wanted."
Even I didn't know what I meant by that, or what I wanted him to do. In my mind I was mostly interested in finding out what he thought of it. He didn't disappoint.
After his fill of my mouth, breasts, and even playing with my pussy a little, Shen moved behind me and I felt his cock rub up against my ass. I'd never in my life been so turned on by someone grinding on my butt. Usually it would be a brief prelude to a cock going inside me. In this case, I didn't suspect my brother would dare go quite that far, though he might if I suggested it.
I didn't say anything of the sort. I let him rub off on me, enjoying every sensuous, erotic moment of it. My gratification came from how wanton and lewd it all was rather than an eventual orgasm.
Shen was more direct about his pleasure, and kept grinding up and down my butt until he came all over my ass. I couldn't express how hot I got as he made a mess of my bum while clinging tight to me and kissing the back of my shoulder.
I felt myself fairly aglow by the time he let go and pattered back around in front of me. He smiled at me, looking sexy and half-naked, though also clearly spent.
"Thanks," he said.
I would have shrugged if I could. "I didn't really do anything."
"That's kind of true, I guess," he said. "You want me to lick you?"
"I appreciate the offer," I said. "But no, I think. I actually really need to be let down now, please."
"Oh, right," Shen said, apparently having forgotten that I was still stretched out at his mercy.
He put his hands on my hips and picked me up--I still loved every single time he did that--so that I could slip myself free of the ceiling hook. I gratefully lowered my arms, sighing in relief as they got to relax. Shen untied my wrists, then got dressed again.
I scooped up my clothes, but didn't get dressed just yet. I scampered off to my room with only my shirt on--there was no one else around to see me at the moment anyway--and flounced on my bed to just lie there for a while. I eventually pulled my panties back on without ever having bothered to clean off my brother's cum. It felt kind of low-key slutty that way, and I was into it.
I saved my hornies for Ahri that night, crawling into bed with her like it was just something we did these days, which wasn't far off. She had no complaints.
"Honestly just surprised you didn't ask to be tied up before bed," Ahri said.
"Shen got me earlier," I said. "My arms need rest."
Ahri giggled. "The hook thing?"
"That's the one."
"Wasn't sure he'd dare."
"Oh he dared," I assured her. "So now I'm gonna need you to take care of me."
"You're still horny from that?" Ahri asked. "Shen didn't get you?"
"He got me this morning," I said. "Kinda wanted to save this one for you."
Ahri gave me a look. "Well you can't blame me for your sapphire snatch if you're not gonna take cums in a timely fashion."
I snickered as I climbed on my sister's face. "Don't worry, I know lapis labia would be my own damn fault on this occasion. But you'll take care of me, won't you?"
Ahri stuck her tongue up my cooch by way of answer, which was all I really wanted. She really did have a magic mouth. Benefits of having an assiduous lesbian for a big sister, I supposed.
****
Life was good. I hadn't settled in fully just yet, but I was in the planning stages for January, after the holiday season was finished. I talked about it with my sibs and had tentative plans to get a temporary job somewhere, maybe some office work, then perhaps go back to school in the fall. Maybe something therapy related. Maybe something else entirely. It was only dreams at the moment.
I was sticking around the house, that was for certain. I'd had no intention of moving off anywhere else for a while anyway, let alone now that I was banging my brother and sister and semi-routinely being a little bondage slut for them. Not every day, but often enough.
Christmas morning itself was a big day for the three of us. Ahri let me wake up on my own terms, but before I had a chance to do anything much beyond that, she was tying me up naked with ribbons and dropping me off under the Christmas tree.
"This is a little silly, you know," I said.
Ahri smirked at me. "I'm enjoying it."
"I know you are," I said. "That really wasn't in any doubt."
"I'm enjoying it too," Shen said. "You look cute."
I flushed and bit my lip. "Well of course," I said. "But I mean I'm not even properly tied. I could slip out of this if I wanted. Usually you do a better job."
Ahri shrugged. "Shen wanted some festive pictures. I went for decorative more than functional in this case. Also I didn't want to tie the ribbon too tight. It's not bondage rope, it's not made for this. It's important not to accidentally cut off your circulation, you know. I take my job seriously."
"Well I appreciate that, I guess," I said.
I appreciated it a little less when Shen popped a bow on my head and started photographing me while Ahri grinned, sat back, and sipped some Christmassy hot chocolate. Which was to say hot chocolate that was at least twenty percent alcohol by volume. I found it unfair that if there was going to be delicious chocolaty and boozy drinks that I had to be left out.
"I'll make you one later," Ahri said, reading my thoughts.
"Better," I grumbled, turning away from Shen in a mild pout.
"Don't mess up your wrapping," Shen said, apparently only concerned with how present-like I looked.
"Gonna have to start an adult website for real if you keep building a portfolio like this," Ahri commented.
"Better not!" I said fiercely. "Unless the money's really good. Then we'll talk."
I caught both my sibs staring at me like they were pretty sure I was joking, but with that little edge of doubt that made it amusing for me. Of course I was joking. But then again, more and more it didn't seem totally off the table for me. Still highly unlikely, but not impossible. I had a backup if all my other plans fell through. That was all.
In the meantime I happened to know for sure that both Shen and Ahri were enjoying this little collection of me that was building up. I caught Ahri once swiping through some very naughty pics of me on her phone, and I was pretty sure she didn't yet know that I knew. Shen was a little more obvious, especially since I'd flat out walked in on my him masturbating to me once.



In any case, Shen took a series of photos, rolling me around at times to get different sides and angles of me. He got what he wanted, then started just playing with me like I was actually a present wrapped under the tree rather than his tied up sister.
Ahri joined us on the floor and cradled my head on her lap. She seemed to have just a nice little buzz on from her drink, enough to be fun. I was still kind of jealous I hadn't had a chance at any yet myself. Being the centre of attention in very sexy ways did make up for a lot though.
"So what do you want for Christmas, Gwen?" Ahri asked softly while caressing my hair..
"Little late to ask me that, isn't it?" I said.
"Why?" Ahri asked. "That would only be if you wanted something from a store."
I bit my lip. "What else would I want?"
"Lots of things," Shen said, demonstrating that he was paying attention to something other than my intriguingly disguised but mostly naked body.
I tingled at the way he was touching me. "Like a pussy licking?" I suggested. "I could go for one of those. Ooh, would you both do it at the same time?"
"Not a chance," Ahri said lightly. "At the same time, I mean."
Shen looked almost like he would have gone for it, but just went back to what he was doing.
"Fine," I magnanimously compromised. "One at a time then."
Ahri's fingers were doing wonderful things. She and Shen were deliberately getting me horny, yet the way she played with my hair and scalp was decadent in much more platonic and relaxing ways. I was very, very happy with that kind of intimacy as well, but it was a bit of a confusing mix with Shen rubbing the area around my pussy at the same time.
"You could have tongues in you," Ahri agreed. "Orrr... other things."
I got pretty warm and excited at the admittedly vague offer. "What kind of things?"
Ahri chewed her bottom lip in a way that mostly just made me want to kiss her. She watched Shen though, and I followed her gaze to catch my brother taking his pants off.
My eyes widened and my mouth fell open. "Like... like penis things?" I squeaked.
"If you want," Shen said, nearly pulling off an air of nonchalance.
"Can we do that?" I asked, my voice still rather embarrassingly uncontrolled.
Ahri shrugged. "It's Christmas."
As though that explained a damn thing.
Still, I wasn't about to say no was I? I hadn't anticipated this happening, hadn't prepared for it, but I was ready for it all the same. It was perfect, I realized, with both of them there, on a special, lazy morning. If I was going to have sex with my brother, this was the time.
I had to be as patient as I could while watching Shen bottomless and hard but not quite ready to fuck me yet. I had ribbons in the way, and even though he took a shortcut and just started cutting them, it was still a moment or two before he could spread my legs.
Ahri never stopped twirling her fingers in my hair, never stopped comforting me while we both waited to see what happened. Shen kissed my pussy several times, to the point where I thought he might stop and eat me out first, but then he lifted my hips up, settled himself on his knees, and slowly pulled me onto his cock.
We all three of us had to adjust to make the position work, though I mostly just passively got moved about. I wasn't paying attention to logistics anyway. I was all about the feel of my brother entering me, sliding inside my pussy for the first time.
I reflexively tried to move my arms more than once, instinctively reaching for Shen as he filled me up. I couldn't, of course. I could only gaze longingly at him and enjoy the sexual connection with my arms pinned. He went in and out of me, only gentle and tender at first, but making me gasp and pant and want more.
Ahri still petted me while it all happened. She held me and provided moral support throughout the whole thing. Probably the closest she'd ever been to straight sex in her life. She was doing it for me. Though not all for me, as it turned out.
Shen came in my pussy, as I fully wished him to. It would have been nice to cum too, but I wasn't really bothered. I didn't think I'd be left hanging too long one way or another, and I was in a mood for intimacy more than cums. I wanted to be close and held, and yes maybe fucked more, or anything else at all really.
While Shen was lying with me, kissing me, murmuring sweet things, Ahri slipped out from under me. I missed her immediately, and I couldn't fathom why she reached for a present from the tree when I was right here. She had a good reason, I discovered, and had clearly planned more than I realized. Her and Shen both.
Ahri calmly unwrapped a strapon still in the box. She didn't make any pretense at all of not knowing exactly what it was beforehand. It turned me on to no end how clinical and efficient she was about slipping it on and tightening it just so.
It was Shen's turn to hold me while Ahri slipped inside me. My pussy was messy with cum, and I assumed Ahri didn't mind because she didn't actually have to touch any of it herself. She was quite happy to shove a toy into me, no matter how sloppy I might be at the moment. She fucked me good, holding my thighs and taking full control of me.
I was an ecstatic, drooling mess when Ahri made me cum, helped along a little by Shen sucking on my tits and rubbing my clit for me. Ahri kept fucking me until she was done. Whatever signaled that for her was a mystery to me.
"Merry Christmas," Shen whispered to me.
"Hehe, you two are silly," I said. "But I kinda loved it."
"Continue to love it, Gwenny," Ahri said. "You're not hardly done yet."
I wasn't sure if she meant they wanted more with me, or if she knew I was happy to have more with them. Both could be true.
I got a break at least, getting untied and allowed to stretch my various limbs. Ahri even made me a cocoa when she got another for herself. I sipped chocolaty, boozy goodness, let it warm me and re-energize me, slowly getting ready for more.
The whole damn morning was a slow burn of sensuality and intimacy, interspersed with peaks of pure lewd fun. I climbed into laps, sucked and licked my sibs, and sometimes just curled up with one or the other, or sometimes both. Clothes and decency were afterthoughts at best all morning, and honestly if either Ahri or Shen made the slightest move toward getting dressed again, it just made me pounce on them instead.
I rode Ahri on the couch, grinning madly about being the one pinning her down for once, even if it was very much only because she allowed it. She ran her hands over me, stared deep in my eyes, and teased me with kisses everywhere she could reach.
I came again, temporarily sated, and stretched out nakedly across both of my siblings. As long as I was on top of them, they couldn't very well get up and pretend to be responsible adults.
Shen got the better of me all the same, toying with me and playing with my boobs until I was horny enough to go again. Trying to ride him only resulted in me on the floor, though, with him in my pussy and somehow coordinating with Ahri so that she fucked my mouth at the same time. I supposed that was different that sharing my pussy together, as she'd been so against.
****
The afternoon and evening were a much calmer affair. Much more traditional in many respects. Which was mainly to say very little nudity, bondage, or incest.
"That was a good Christmas," I decided aloud as the three of us exited the waking hours of the day.
"It was rather," Ahri agreed, smirking quietly at me.
"Top ten for sure," Shen said.
I stuck out my tongue at him. Top ten indeed. Best Christmas, hands down. He didn't get to cum in me so many times and only give me a top ten. He just grinned, though. He'd only been fishing for a reaction.
The following days were quieter, without the same spectacular sexual efforts. I talked with Ahri and Shen about it, individually as well as separately with Ahri as her sister and therapist personas. I didn't need that much effort all the time, though sometimes would still be nice.
I think I mostly just wanted the comfort of knowing it was available, or at least that comfort and love was.
We certainly couldn't be doing stuff together all the time or we'd drive each other crazy. It was better to do our own things, then either gather in the evenings, or sometimes in bed at night as the case may be. Other intimacies were nice. Brushes or kisses on the way by, or stopping for some quick grinding. Shen was usually the instigator there, though I had to admit to sticking out my butt all too often when I knew he was behind me, hoping to entice him.
Getting back to a more grounded default setting made it more special those times when we got crazy again. Being tied up and fucked every day would have been too much, I think. But the occasional night all tied up with rope and snuggled in between my brother and sister were just perfect, and I was so happy that Ahri had initially suggested something so crazy. It was just what I needed in my life.



        Gaming vs. Femboy Ch. 06

        A quest for power, a tentacle attack, and a new cute friend.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gaming-vs-femboy-ch-06

Title: Gaming vs. Femboy Ch. 06

Author: Xarth

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: A quest for power, a tentacle attack, and a new cute friend.

Tags: excessive cum, butt plug, tentacles, fantasy world, cumflation, bondage, cute boys, anal, queer, femboy

Series: Gaming vs. Femboy


Author's Note: All characters continue to be over eighteen.
****
Cass stood at the top of the mountain and posed dramatically, letting the wind ripple his clothes and long, pink hair. The surrounding view was really quite breathtaking, and it had been a long trek already. It was a good time for a dramatic pause if ever there was one.
Vanya came floating up behind him, having been using mostly magic instead of her legs to scale the mountain trails. Her shimmery rainbow hair took to the breeze just as poetically as Cass's as they stood together near the summit, though Cass noted that she stayed slightly behind him instead of right next to him.
"Hey Cass," she said.
Cass partly turned to face her. "Yeah?"
"You know why dresses are better than the mini-skirts you wear?"
Cass frowned. "I think I have to reject the premise of that question."
"That's fine," Vanya said airily. "I was only going to say that my dresses don't flash my booty to everyone when a little breeze comes along."
Cass blushed furiously and slapped his hands to the back of his skirt, holding it in place while the wind continued to tug at it here and there. "That's not funny."
"Disagree," Vanya said with a gleeful smirk.
"Anyway, I shouldn't be embarrassed. You've all seen me naked and everything," Cass said.
"But you are anyway, aren't you?"
"... yes."
"Cheer up. At least you've got panties on this time," Vanya said.
"Only 'cause you haven't found an excuse to steal them yet," Cass accused.
Vanya giggled. "You know I'm wearing one of your pairs right now?"
Cass sighed. "Doesn't surprise me even slightly."
He was still holding down his skirt as Scar and Ash caught up to them. Scar was breathing hard and immediately flopped to the ground when she got near enough. Ash, as was fairly typical for them, was practically unreadable except for the way their eyes lingered on Cass's skirt riffling in the wind and a small smirk graced their lips at the sight of him desperately trying not to flash everyone.
"This... is the worst... adventure... I've ever... been on," Scar panted. "Is it... seriously... just all... uphill walking?"
"For such a big strong girl, you're quite a wuss sometimes," Vanya said. "It's all a game. How are you actually dying from physical exertion?"
"Shut up," Scar said, doing something very akin to a pout, though it was an odd look on her orcish features. "You... cheated. I watched you... float up here... with magic... the whole damn way."
Vanya grinned widely. "Yeah, that's true." She tossed her hair flippantly, which given the length and shifting rainbow colouring of it was actually quite a lovely spectacle despite how casual the move was. "I am the greatest."
Ash rolled their eyes and made themselves comfortable on a nearby rock. They pulled out a dagger and began cleaning their nails--a totally unnecessary thing Cass assumed, done purely for show--while otherwise feigning ignorance of the argument. Their androgynous elven features were always a bit of a mystery, let alone when they deliberately cultivated a stony mystique.
"Well the good news is we reached the top of the mountain," Cass said, trying to sow some peace. "The bad news is I don't see anything here except a phenomenal view."
Scar's pout slowly turned into a cheeky grin. Cass curiously followed her gaze and realized that while he was holding down the back of his skirt, the front was still catching the wind some. It wasn't blowing up entirely, but from where Scar was lying on the ground she could most likely still see up it fairly well.
"Not that view!" he said, blushing once again. "Can everyone stop being a perv for like two minutes?"
"Everyone?" Vanya asked, batting her eyes winsomely. "Sure thing. Just as a reminder, all those who aren't wearing a butt plug right now raise your hands."
Everyone except Cass lifted a hand into the air.
"I hate you all so much," Cass growled.
"A true member of the group," Scar said sagely.
"We're the worst," Vanya agreed. "Except me, obviously. I'm a sexy princess and should be treated like one."
Scar threw a rock at Vanya's head, but it was only half-hearted and easily dodged.
Cass rolled his eyes and grumbled to himself as he pulled out his map and studied it intently. "Right here," he mumbled. "Mountain, treasure, caverns. No caverns! Would have seen caverns, surely."
Ash pattered over near-silently. Cass didn't pay any attention until a gentle finger slipped under his chin and gently tilted his gaze to the left. His eyes widened.
"There's another fucking mountain?!" Cass demanded incredulously.
Ash smirked and nodded, while Scar's trail of curses would have singed delicate ears clean off.
"Did you all seriously not notice a second, much bigger mountain right next door this whole time?" Vanya asked, casually floating upside down for no better reason than because she could. Her dress somehow remained in place regardless of her orientation or the wind, slightly irking Cass as it was probably meant to.
"You didn't either, smartass," Scar said.
"My perception is for shit, and you very well know it," Vanya said.
There was a beat, then everyone turned toward Ash. Ash, despite the glares, remained implacable.
"I found the mountain, thank you all very much," they said.
"Congrats to us all," Cass sighed, folding the map away, or at least attempting to do so before getting frustrated and popping it back to his inventory. "We found literally the biggest landmark for miles around after only an hour's uphill hike and several deadly encounters along the way."
"So pretty good for us," Vanya decided. "Shall we?"
"I'm not climbing down and back up again," Scar said. "Just isn't happening. Let's go rent some flying mounts or something and--"
"No look, there's a bridge," Cass pointed. "We are on the right path. I'm not a terrible navigator."
Scar squinted toward the distance. "Rickety rope bridge, looks like it hasn't been repaired in twenty years, over an effectively bottomless chasm?"
"That's the one," Cass said cheerfully. "Lucky I'm smol and light, huh?" He gave Scar and her heavily muscles frame a wink and sauntered off.
"Yeah, yeah. If I fall through and die, you'll be sorry then," Scar called after him, slow to catch up.
Cass carried on jauntily, and a few minutes later arrived at the bridge. He was significantly less enthused about it up close, and even though it was all a game and technically its state of decay was cosmetic as much as anything, it was still a scary prospect. Especially when he looked at the drop below.
"I've changed my mind," he said aloud. "This is a silly quest."
"Oh you big baby," Scar said, scooping him up and striding onto the bridge. "You were so cocky a moment ago."
"He's often cocky," Vanya laughed. "Because, you know, he's always getting cocks in him."
Cass flailed in Scar's arm as the bridge creaked beneath them. "Don't carry me! The whole point of me being lighter is I won't fall just because you do!"
Vanya, floating along next to them, grinned widely and exceedingly unhelpfully. "I can see up your ski-irt," she sang.
"Hate you all so much!"
****
The bridge didn't collapse, thankfully, and the path was easy enough to follow for the next little bit, minus an ambush that was delightfully thwarted by shoving their opponents off a cliff and gleefully letting gravity do its thing.
The caverns they were looking for loomed up soon enough, and Cass let a magical glowing ball of light twirl in front of him as they entered. Little tricks like that were very satisfying. Sometimes more satisfying than all the vast magical powers he could wield, which honestly still weren't much in the grand scheme of things.
"Alright," he said. "We just need to--"
"None may enter my cave!"
"Aw heck," Cass said.
"Language," Vanya chided.
A figure strode out of the darkness. It appeared to be a woman, or at least mostly woman-shaped, but in true creepy-monster fashion, was built just a little bit off from the real thing.
"None may enter my cave!" the figure repeated.
"Is this your cave?" Scar asked politely. "Or is this some metaphor where the cave is your vagina or something?"
By way of answer, the monster-lady let out a hissing, cackling laugh, and suddenly split into two identical figures.
"I knew it wasn't going to be so simple," Cass sighed, popping his flask of cum open and taking a long drink to top off his magical reserves. "Couldn't just be one scary lady who lives in the dark. Has to be two. Four. Eigh-- oh would you cut that out already!"
Vanya eagerly launched a fireball into the midst of the clones, obliterating several of them in one go. Scar was nearly as quick, diving headlong and swinging her greataxe with wanton abandon. Ash was nowhere to be seen, but several creepy-women were falling for no apparent reason, meaning Ash was most likely up to their usual sneaky-bitch bullshit.
Cass was familiar enough with the group by now to slip into his own typical role of picking off stragglers with his low-powered spells and being ready to dart in lay his hands on one of his party members for some quick heals. If his hands landed somewhere a bit cheeky, it was all in good fun.
He'd previously buffed them all with some sexy oral play, after all. Use of his mouth and tongue were essential to the whole procedure, according to the Arch-Cleric of his church, and strangely no one had yet complained if he had to lick or suck them for the purposes of giving out damage buffs.
Cass held back most of his cum for now, instead of using it to power his Holy Bolts to the massive damage dealers they could be. It was a precious resource at times, and this didn't seem the fight for it.
This monster lady's duplicates weren't tough, after all. They could land some decent hits, but individually didn't take much damage themselves before poofing away. The problem was more just kept popping out to take their places.
"I feel like this fight is a trap," Cass said. "Anyone else feeling like this is a trap?"
"It does have a certain trap-like quality to it," Vanya agreed. "Like I could keep burning spells, but I don't know that we're actually getting anywhere."
Scar just laughed. "I'm enjoying this so much!"
Cass rolled his eyes. "Because you can behead another enemy with every swing of your axe?"
"Mostly that, yes."
"Well some of us can't do this all day."
Ash slipped up next to Cass, making him jump at their sudden appearance. "Analysis suggests this isn't a fight we're meant to win through conventional means. Possibly we could retreat, then try sneaking through once aggro has dropped, or negotiate, or--"
"Oh hey, look, sex works!"
Cass and Ash looked over at Scar.
"Why are you fucking her?" Cass demanded. "Why would you even be... you know what, nevermind."
"Not fucking her," Scar said. "Yet."
It was true, she was so far only grinding her massive cock on the monster girl's ass. As she did, the creature's clones flowed back into one body, slowly at first but picking up speed as her tongue flopped and out and she looked nothing so much as a happy, sexually needy girl.
"It's hard to give Cass shit for being such a perv when you do stuff like this, you know," Vanya chastised. "At least when he fucks in the middle of a fight, he doesn't instigate it. Usually."
"It's working, isn't it?" Scar said petulantly. "Look, she's all one person-thing again. And her butt's real good. You should try it."
Cass gave her a crooked smile, then shook his head in mild exasperation. "It is working. I can't deny that." He gave Scar a kiss on the cheek, which given their size difference involved him literally having to climb up her body to reach. "But you are a very horny thing sometimes."
"You of all people gonna accuse me of that?" Scar asked.
"I am." Cass patted her butt then started moving off into the caves. "Listen, we'll go on ahead, you catch up whenever you... finish up."
"Might be a while," Scar said.
"I figured," Cass said. "If it's anything too tough, we'll scout it and come back. Otherwise, I'd rather make some progress than watch you fuck someone for way too long."
"You're just jealous it isn't you," Scar taunted.
"In your dreams," Cass shot back lightly, skipping away in the manly way his character did so well.
****
Cass, Vanya, and Ash glided generally upward in a series of intricately connected caverns. There were a few minor combats, but mostly exploration and puzzles.
The biggest and most elaborate puzzle room was a large, open cave that was actually quite well lit, all things considered. A huge swath of the floor was covered in hex-tiles, and as the somewhat diminished party approached, the whole thing flared into life with two opposing armies facing one another.
"What the heck?" Cass said, jumping back in surprise.
"Aw damn," Vanya sighed. "This is gonna be a tactical combat thing or something, isn't it?"
Ash, meanwhile, enthusiastically darted forward and up an observation boulder. "I love these!"
"Of course you do," Vanya said. "You're such a nerd."
Cass glanced sidelong at Vanya's tiefling character, thought about questioning in what ways she wasn't a nerd, then thought better of it.
"You have no appreciation for the finer things in life," Ash said. "Do you think this one will be a series of finely-crafted puzzle-states where we have to think carefully and win in three moves? Or more of a brawl? I could go for a full match."
"That would take hours," Vanya complained.
"No more than a single hour tops. And given the distribution of forces that I see so far...."
Cass tuned out a little as Ash rambled on with an absolute flood of information and statistics. More words all at once than Cass had ever heard from them in any given adventuring session. He gradually became forced to side with Vanya about the nerdiness, in this particular case.
"...so you two just go stand over there with our army and--"
Cass jolted back to alertness. "Wait, we do what?"
"Yeah, I'll issue commands and get you both through," Ash said excitedly.
"Is this gonna be like Har--" Vanya started.
"Yes, it's going to be similar to that one chess game," Ash said. "But totally different and way more fun. I'm pretty sure when you meet an enemy it's a one on one combat scenario, and--"
Cass sighed. "Famously not my strength. You know that right?"
"Drink your cum, baby boi," Ash said, already posing like a brilliant military commander. "Shit is going down."
"Well, that's not good," Cass grumbled as he and Vanya stomped toward their positions. "Ash has always been the most sane of all of us. What do we do when they go mad with power?"
Vanya patted Cass reassuringly. "They might be a li'l mad with power, sure, but they usually know what they're doing." She hesitated. "Usually."
Cass remained unconvinced as he and Vanya took position on the hex-grid of the cave floor. He wasn't sure when exactly it happened, but at some point all the armed figures standing about became more real looking, and seemed ready for bloodthirsty attacks.
It was a relief not to be in the opening waves, at least. The first skirmishes were all between NPC figures, and if anything it was quite boring at first just kind of sitting around and occasionally moving to a more tactical position. He and Vanya spent some of the time launching a magical orb back and forth, which was actually pretty helpful for practicing his fine magical control, on top of being a fun pass time. Especially when they started pinging the orb off of figures around them and seeing what kind of bank shots they could make.
"Cass. Cass!"
Cass looked over at Ash, and felt the magical orb bounce off his face as he got distracted. "What?"
"Combat!"
"Oh. Already?" Cass turned and scanned the figure in front of him, slowly craning his neck back. "How the fuck big is this guy? Was there seriously no one more my size?"
"Oh Cassie," Vanya said. "You're so smol, it's hard to find enemies your size at the best of times."
"Not helpful!"
As combat began properly, the armoured figure lumbered toward Cass and raised an axe that appeared larger than Cass's whole body. Overkill of the most gratuitous kind, was his evaluation.
"Oh fuck it," Cass mumbled. He focused his cum reserves inside, felt his magic butt plug convert that energy to magical power, and blasted the entirety of it at his foe in one large Holy Bolt.
It was enough to buy him some time and seriously melt part of the enemy facing him, but not enough to win outright. Cursing his fate as he ran about in circles, just trying to stay ahead of that stupidly large axe, Cass pulled out his limitless flask and gulped down as much of the stored cum within as he could without choking on it.
A couple more shots and the victory was secured, much to his relief and that of his poor lungs.
"That was horrible!" Cass complained. "What if that guy had hit me?"
Ash shrugged, already moving another unit. "Kill the next one faster."
"You got more cum, right?" Vanya asked.
"Well yeah," Cass said. "But I only had so much stored up. I can't do this all day." He shook his flask in a futile attempt at gauging how full it was. "I really need a way to tell how much is left in this thing."
"Just drink it all," Vanya encouraged. "Then you'll know exactly how much is left."
Cass pouted about it, but as pervy as her request was--and she definitely enjoyed watching him be a cum slut--it was actually his best bet at this point. He didn't want to have to recharge during fights. Not when he had no one to stand between sharp objects and his squishy little body.
Vanya watched with an attentive smile as he swallowed large mouthfuls from his flask. It really wasn't as much fun as getting it right from the source, but it was convenient as all heck, and when it came right down to it cum was cum.
While there was a mix of different cums in the container, mostly it was Scar's stored up for him, as she was the easiest and largest source he usually had handy. She did tend to make him work for it--grinding on her excessively large cock or swallowing it with the help of magical snapping chokers that gave his throat the extra space it needed--but he really enjoyed messing around like that, and making her cum was particularly satisfying in a horny kind of way.
Speaking of horny, Vanya was biting her lip as she watched Cass chug cum and was definitely giving him a sultry look all the while.
"I don't know why you're enjoying this so much," Cass said.
"Really?" Vanya asked. "You don't?"
"This is probably the least sexy way of swallowing cum," Cass said. "Assuming it's sexy at all."
"Oh it is," Vanya assured him, tail swishing happily back and forth. "I think the sexiness level is all in how you look at it. Like yes, this is a very practical thing and loses some erotic value because you're not getting your cummies straight from a cock. However, you're also swallowing more cum in the space of a few minutes than most people do their whole lives. It's dedicatedly slutty."
Cass felt his cheeks flush. "I don't think I like you putting it that way."
"And it makes me think of the times you've sucked cum back out of me after someone filled me up," Vanya added almost as an afterthought.
Cass, not expecting that particular comment, choked on a mouthful he was currently swallowing. He blushed harder, but found that he also looked back fondly on those sorts of moments, and felt the pleasant tingle of arousal as the memories danced through his mind.
"That's maybe a little more ok," he admitted.
"Besides, you like the attention," Vanya prodded.
"Sometimes, maybe."
"More like nearly always."
Cass tried not to blush as he downed the remainder of his cum supply. It helped that it was actually quite a large amount, and the feeling of his tummy getting all filled up so sexily did distract a bit from being embarrassed at the way Vanya continued to gaze at him with extreme interest.



Some more fighting carried on around them as Ash continued directing their other units. Cass appreciated that the rest of their army was being used as fodder so that he and Vanya could get by relatively unscathed. Even though the next couple fights he got in used up his cum reserves so that he could destroy opponents before they got to damage his squishy body, it was still going fairly well overall.
Cass almost started to feel good about their chances of winning soon, both armies were thinning out pretty nicely and he and Vanya remained in good shape, but some elite units were still in play. One of said units engaged Vanya, and while Cass was distracted, another sneaked up on him and started combat while he wasn't even ready.
"Aw heck no," Cass said, trying to back away but running into an invisible wall. "I do not have the capacity to deal with another fight right now. Ash? Ash, I cannot fight someone right now. I'm spent, and you know it. Vanya? Anyone?"
The woman approaching was only wearing partial armour, the sort that really wouldn't cover anyone in real combat--and incidentally regarded modesty as an afterthought at best--but in games indicated an elite status. She grinned as she approached, showing off razor sharp teeth and a decided proclivity toward the ferocious and vicious.
Cass in his flimsy armour, if one could even call it that, did not like his chances. He'd burnt up his power supply, had no more cum to drink, and was not built for a fair fight in any capacity.
"Ash?" Cass called, trying vainly to back away from the scary lady. "Assshhh?"
He bumped into an invisible wall that surrounded the individual conflict, preventing him from leaving until the battle had been sorted one way or another. It was very unhelpful at the moment.
"Ash you have a plan for this, yes?"
"Give me a minute," Vanya called from nearby, betwixt the sounds of clanging metal and zapping lightning bolts. "I can help once I take care of this guy. Who should be dead already, thank you very much!"
Cass suspected the latter part of her offer was meant for her opponent rather than him. Vanya did get a bit annoyed when her grand magical powers came off less effective than she felt they should. Which was fair enough really. Much like himself, when magic didn't work there wasn't much else to fall back on.
Something wrapped around Cass's wrist. He blinked slowly, unsure what was happening at first. Another tendril took hold of his opposite wrist. Cass visually followed them back to his opponent, just in time to watch more tentacles sprout from behind her and sinuously lunge for him.
"Ohhh," he said, giving a sigh of relief as he was wrapped from various angles, decreasing his mobility down to nearly nothing. "She's a tentacle monster. Phew."
"You ok?" Ash called. "Sorry, I was busy with something."
"No, all good," Cass called back. "I thought she was gonna fight me, but it's ok, she's just gonna fuck me."
"She can probably do both," Ash said. "I can send reinforcements in a moment if you just--"
"Don't worry about me," Cass said, even as his very short skirt got shredded in a casual move from a couple tentacles. "I thought I was about to get pummeled. This is much more manageable."
"You might still get pummeled," Ash advised.
"Well yeah, but in a sexy way though," Cass said as his panties suffered the same fate at his skirt. He probably should have undressed, but it was kind of hot getting his things torn off like that, and it wasn't like he was short on sugar mommies to buy him new and even more scandalous clothing if need be.
He did pop his breastplate back in his inventory, since he didn't really want to find out what happened when someone tried to forcibly remove it. He was soon left with nothing at all on other than his thigh highs, which felt very deliberate on his captor's part. It did make for a sexier look, after all, if that was part of the objective here.
"So hey, are you an NPC enemy?" Cass asked the tentacle woman. "Or are you actually another player? Because this feels like something a person would do to me."
There was no response from the woman, at least not vocally or regarding her facial expression. Her tentacles were doing all the work, dancing over Cass's nearly naked body, making sure he was pinned tight and just kind of playing with him.
He was surprised at how nice these touches were feeling. These tentacles were so much softer than the last time he'd been tentacle-fucked, and so much more tender in their caresses of his smol body. Which was kind of weird, considering this was supposed to be a combat scenario, but he wasn't about to complain if some tentacle-maiden wanted to treat him to satin-soft embraces.
Cass's tummy tingled as it experienced sensuous tentacle touches, followed by the sensation traveling to his nipples. He gasped lightly as he discovered a subtle suction action, essentially having his nipples sucked on by the ends of certain tendrils.
Cass bit his lip and tried not to be too obvious about making horny eyes at his captor. She was busy studying his body more so than his face at the moment, but that could change.
Some other tentacles were probing around his bum all the while. His butt plug protected his asshole for the moment, but they appeared to be working on that. Two or more tentacles felt like they were working together, playing with the plug in his bum which actually felt quite nice, before one of them managed to wrap itself around the flared base and give it an actual tug.
Cass purred as his plug was gently pulled out a little, then let back in. He was teased that way multiple times, stretching his booty a bit more each attempt until his plug popped free. He missed the feel of it in him almost immediately, but he had other distractions to occupy him. Lots of other distractions, in fact.
A tendril was writhing its way up Cass's shoulders and neck, and was soon twitching back and forth, just barely brushing his lips. He strongly suspected he knew where it was headed, and very nearly tried catching it in his mouth. His group did accuse him of being a slutty little thing sometimes. He wouldn't give in to the title easily, but there were times when he knew it to be absolutely true.
For instance, being restrained the way he was, totally and lewdly exposed, and rather than fighting it was instead seriously contemplating how to get a cock in his mouth. Or the tentacular equivalent thereof, at any rate.
The tentacle slipped in his mouth with surprising deftness once the woman decided to go for it. One second it was still teasing, the next it was halfway down his throat, seemingly ignoring all resistance on its way. Cass choked in surprise and tried to cough, but it didn't work very well. Mostly he just drooled over himself.
"You alright there Cassie?" Vanya called over to him.
Cass rolled his eyes. She would wait until his mouth was full.
Grumbling internally and trying to focus despite the invasion of his mouth and throat, and indeed the tendril now teasing his butthole, Cass worked his menus to bring up his communication HUD.
"Fine, thanks," Cass replied, feeling the odd disconnect of being able to speak while simultaneously still being orally stuff.
"What's going on?" Vanya asked, peering at him intently from a small box to the side of his vision. "Why did you pop comms? Oh. Ohhh. Got something in your mouth, huh?"
"Yeah, kinda do."
"Hehe, I can't take my eyes off you for a moment, can I?"
"Don't worry about me," Cass said. "I can--"
"Oh I wasn't worried," Vanya said airily. "Just think it's funny how quick a cock finds its way into you sometimes."
"Rude."
"True."
"Anyway, as I was saying. If I can get this woman to cum in me a bunch, that refuels me for the rest of the fight."
Vanya nodded seriously. "Good thinking. You think she will?"
"She's about stomach deep in my mouth currently and probably going to pop into my butt any second now," Cass said. "So looking good. And... oh. Oh wow. One of her tentacles is sucking on my cock somehow. That actually feels amazing."
"Pff, lucky," Vanya pouted. "All I got to do was fry a bitch. How come no one's tried to tentacle-fuck me?"
"Just not quite as cute as me, I guess," Cass teased.
"Now who's rude? Maybe I'll just leave you there to your fate, hm? How 'bout that?"
Any cunning retort Cass could have made was cut off by the feel of a large, soft, sinuous cock plunging up his butt, lubricating its own way as it went. It was a curious feeling, as the squirmy tentacle could produce sensations ordinary cocks couldn't, really quite nice ones, and did a lovely job filling his ass as it probed deeper.
"Cass? Cass, you listening?" Vanya sighed. "Oh heck, lost ya for a while, huh?"
"I'm here," Cass answered faintly. "She's up my butt now. It's... damn it's good, actually. I think she's about to meet the one coming down my throat the other way by the feel of it."
"Fuck. Hot."
"Are you... playing with yourself?" Cass asked.
"No."
"Why are you moving weird?"
"No reason."
Cass was able to move his head just enough to catch Vanya in his eyeline, getting a fuller view of her than he got from his communication HUD. She was sitting cross-legged and most definitely had a hand up under her dress.
"You're a liar," he said.
"Well if you'd stop getting fucked all the time I wouldn't have to masturbate to you so often," Vanya said. "So really this is your fault."
"Wait, you masturbate to me a lot?"
"... no."
Cass felt himself blushing, realizing even as it happened that it was weird to blush at the masturbation thing and not the very public tentacle-pounding currently being inflicted upon his delicate body.
The tentacles inside him had definitely passed each other inside him, though they were nimble enough to not get stuck on each other. They were going back and forth in a very erotic rhythm, fucking him from both ends while his cock got suctioned on and his nipples were toyed with. It was a lot all at once, but in the best possible way.
The woman fucking him had been staring curiously and intently right from the start. She seemed vaguely amused at how easily Cass had submitted to her, and the longer she stuffed his holes, the more she almost appeared to be gazing tenderly at him.
Certainly her touch was gentle as she stepped right up in front of him and caressed his cheek with her fingertips. It was a bizarrely intimate gesture under the circumstances.
"So cute," the woman murmured, just barely audible.
Cass forgot for a moment that he couldn't directly respond to her, and just kind of made some sloppy, drooly noises through the tentacle filling his mouth and throat.
"I think I might cum in you," the woman continued. "Would that be ok, do you think?"
Cass did his best to nod eagerly, but again didn't have much range of motion available. It seemed to be sufficient, however.
The woman didn't appear to move or do anything at all, but her tentacles inside Cass seemed to pulse with need while fucking him harder than they had been. The extra pressure, the additional sexual sensations, lasted only moments before she shivered, her tentacles strained, and hot cum blasted into Cass.
Cass's eyes rolled back and he moaned loudly. He couldn't sense the cum flowing into him the way he could with his magic butt plug in place, but he could still very much feel it hitting his insides and making an internal mess of him. His tummy felt like it was catching most of it, and gave him the odd sense of having consumed a meal without any food having passed his lips.
There was a brief stillness afterward, a soft breathing from the woman, a faint, shared tingling between them. Then slowly but inevitably, the tentacles started moving again.
It was expected. Hoped for, even. Tentacle sex wasn't meant to be a one-cum kind of affair. Let alone that Cass himself was all worked up and ready for some release of his own.
"She just cum in you?" Vanya asked. "Looked like a good one."
"It was," Cass confirmed. "Think she's gonna go again."
Vanya bit her lip. "You gonna cum? You have that look."
Cass sighed happily. "Soon, I think. She's fucking me again, and she's doing this neat thing to my cock. It feels quite nice."
Cass let himself go in the moment, just enjoying it. Cumming to a tentacle massaging him was unique from being jerked off in a more usual way, more sensuous and squirmy, while of course having the extra oomph of a stuffed butt at the same time too. These tentacles were a trip.
He got no reprieve, nor did he expect one. Instead he just got cummed in again, this time feeling a bit of that satisfying stretch that started to happen after taking a few excessively large loads.
"Alright," Vanya said. "I'm here to help."
It took Cass a second to realize that she was speaking to him in person, and from almost directly behind him. In fact she was close enough to pat his shoulder comfortingly.
He still had to answer through comms, not having a free vocal tract yet. "What are you doing?"
"Helping. Like I said. We're going to need to free you."
"... are you naked?"
Vanya nodded. "Yep. Part of the plan. My dress was nice, I didn't want it shredded like your outfit."
"Vanya, is your plan just to get tentacle-fucked too? Did you just get horny and jealous?"
"Pff, perish the thought. I'm starting to think you don't appreciate being rescued."
Cass rolled his eyes as Vanya was casually encircled with tendrils and lifted up off the ground. She grinned eagerly as she was restrained and bit her lip in anticipation.
"I really don't think this is a rescue," Cass said.
"Just wait," Vanya said. "She'll get busy enough fucking me that at some point she'll get bored of you. It's foolproof!"
"I don't think that word means what you think it means."
It was no good arguing, of course. Vanya was already trapped, and was clearly horny enough that even if she could have escaped, she most likely wouldn't.
"It is not a foolproof plan," the woman binding them both said simply, without arrogance or pretense. "Also when you speak out loud, I can hear everything you say."
Cass sighed and nodded.
Vanya laughed. "Oopsie."
A tentacle invaded her mouth, cutting off her ability to do any more speaking out loud, which was probably just as well. She cooed happily as another pair rubbed across her pussy and butthole, while still more caressed her pink skin.
For some reason the tentacle in Cass's mouth vacated the area at about the same time. He worked his jaw after having it stretched so much, though in reality his game-body could take loads more abuse than a real body ever could, and he really wasn't in bad shape after such a thorough face-fucking.
"What's the plan now, cutie?" the woman asked.
"Heck if I know," Cass admitted. "I really didn't have much of one to start with."
"So it wasn't, say, let me fill you up with cum, then trick me into putting your butt plug back in so you could overpower me with ease?"
Cass shivered with a mild case of dread. "Is that... likely? Do you think?"
"You've done it before."
With a sudden but well-timed movement, the woman shook her body and hair, and her appearance shifted. Not a total transition, but enough of one. Her hair in particular grew longer and became a bright red.
"Ivy?" Cass asked hesitantly.
"That's me!"
"But... we just arrested you," Cass protested. "I swear we did."
Ivy nodded. "Sure. But I've got more characters."
"Not fair! Totally unfair."
She shrugged. "What can I say, I like playing a baddie, and it would no fun always being murdered or rotting in jail or whatever."
"That's probably true," Cass admitted. "Sooo... fill me up a little more and we both go our merry ways?"
Ivy didn't answer, but her smirk didn't make him super hopeful of being accepted.
Vanya was fully enjoying herself, and by the sound of it had been cummed in at least once. She was brought over closer for reasons Cass didn't immediately recognize, though it was soon made clear to him. The tentacle down Vanya's throat was retracted, giving her breathing room just for a moment before she and Cass were shoved together, face to face, mouth to mouth.
"Well this is odd," Cass said through comms.
"It's nice," Vanya said. "Ivy's a fun girl, even if she's technically villainous and always trussing us up and doing what she wants with our bodies."
"You sure you didn't mean that she's fun 'because' she does that?" Cass asked.
"Maybe I did. Why you think she's trying to get us to make out? I mean I don't mind, but-- oh, I see."
Cass frowned. "What? What is it?"
Vanya only cooed happily, and a moment later Cass felt a tentacle coming from her mouth and into his. It caught him by surprise and took him a moment to realize that it must have gone up either Vanya's pussy or ass, straight through her, and was now squirming down to his tummy. Likewise, and truly stuffing his poor throat, the tentacle up his bum was entering Vanya going the other way.
"Now this is inventive," Vanya said in comms while her in person self just gagged and drooled over both of them. "I could be into this."
"Not sure you have much of a choice," Cass said.
"Yeah. Neat, isn't it?"
It was hot, at any rate. Cass wasn't optimistic about their chances of escape at this point, but the captivity itself was fairly exquisite.
It was more fun getting tentacle-fucked with a friend than alone, after all. And making out with Vanya while simultaneously being face-fucked was rather new and interesting.
When another load of cum was shared out between them, it had to flow all the way through one of them into the other. It was a rather tingly and intimate feeling, though under the circumstances it probably couldn't actually be considered wholesome as such.
Cass made out with Vanya with urgency and need, savouring that connection between them as they were pounded and cummed in. She kissed back just as eagerly, and as firmly as possible given that they couldn't actually lock lips properly.
Ivy pulled them apart again after a while, which was disappointing right up until Cass realized she was just rearranging them. His face was shoved into Vanya's butt, his mouth to her bumhole, and he got to sloppily rim her while a tentacle throbbed up his throat and into her ass.
"It's rather embarrassing that I ever got beat by you, you know," Ivy said conversationally. "Given how frankly easy it is capture you. This is twice now, you know. And you practically asked for it this time."
"Huh uhhmmm?" Cass said, doing well to be as intelligible as that under the circumstances.
"I mean yes, I know, I chose the path of villainy, so getting beat is part of the game," Ivy continued. "And I do so enjoy all the fun along the way." She patted one of her own tentacles that was casually swaying beside her. "Before this game I never knew how much fun tentacles could be. Did you ever think about it? Like having a dozen different cocks all at once, only a hundred times as versatile as the real thing."
"Hmmm uh uunh mmh."
Ivy came in Cass again before swapping him and Vanya so that she was face-first in his butt instead. Ivy actually left his mouth free this time.
"I almost feel a villain-like urge to leave you some hope of escape, just to see what happens," Ivy said. "Weird, isn't it?"
"That would be nice of you," Cass said. "I'm getting awfully full."
Ivy's eyes gleamed as she checked out his cum-swollen tummy. It was very obviously over-full now, bulging visibly. He could still take more, he knew, and it was super hot being cumflated like this, knowing he could go back to normal when given the chance. It would be a little scary if he couldn't, or if he were in danger of being impregnated by her. That would be a little much. Although....



A tentacle prodded and soothingly rubbed Cass's poor, stretched belly.
"You are quite full, 'tis true," Ivy agreed. "I think we can probably do better still."
Cass groaned. "I know I'm stretchy, but I genuinely still have limits."
"Exciting, isn't it? I kind of feel like cum will probably have to start leaking back out of you as fast as it goes in at some point."
Vanya, busily getting fucked and licking Cass's butthole to the best of her ability, nevertheless had the focus to agree excitedly in comms. "Yes yes yes! Tell her yes! That sounds amazing."
Cass sighed. "Heck with you both. What's the point getting cummed in so much it all gets wasted?"
Ivy cocked her head. "All in your definition of 'wasted' I suppose."
"... this is happening, isn't it?"
"Oh most definitely."
The next load of cum pumped inside Cass really made him start to feel overburdened. It was getting to the edge of making all his cum-stretched glory not feel quite so sexy or luxurious. Only being fucked by one tentacle up his butt at a time now, nothing down his throat, did moderate the incoming flow a bit, which was helpful. Even so, the next load after that broke his body's limits.
Cass coughed and choked as cum with nowhere to go came back up his throat, over his tongue from the wrong direction, and ended up spilling and drooling all over his chin, neck, and chest. More kept coming, sometimes launching unpredictably, sometimes spilling almost straight down over his increasingly messy body.
Even his ass wasn't managing to hold on. Cass could feel cum shooting back out around Ivy's tentacle, and he could watch Vanya's face on comms as spurt after spurt of ejected cum splashed on her cute face, turning her into the same sort of slutty mess he felt like.
"Fuck that's hot," Ivy whispered. "As good as I could have hoped."
"Hehe, bet she's screenshotting the heck out of this," Vanya giggled over comms. "Or recording the whole thing, maybe."
"You can do that?" Cass asked.
"Well... technically it takes a fair amount of space to record depending on how you do it. If you know how to use the system, you can pare it down to a regular two-dimension video file shot at a specific framing and angle. Or you can go big and save the whole scene to watch any way you want. Or you can do what I do and just snap some pics here and there. Much easier on storage space."
Cass frowned. "You're doing that now, aren't you?"
"When I have some extra mental ability free, sure. Want to see my pics after?" Vanya asked.
"I want to say no, but... yes, let me see them at some point."
Vanya beamed triumphantly and put some extra effort into tonguing his bum as a reward of sorts. Cass found it hard to believe that at this point people would still be putting effort into corrupting him, yet it certainly seemed to be the case. More worrisome was that it so often worked.
Another gusher of cum flowed into Cass and right back out his messy holes. He came again himself while being decadently overfilled, and the combination left him really quite sexily plastered.
"I just want you to know," Cass sputtered while trying to sound serious, "that another five or six of those and I'm going to be forced to escape your clutches and visit judgement upon you."
Ivy blinked. "You are?"
"Yes."
"How?"
"Haven't got that far yet," Cass admitted. "I'm hoping I'll come up with something."
Ivy examined him. He presumed there was very little bare skin showing at this point, most of it being cum-covered, and his midsection was all ballooned out from how stuffed his insides were. A body really shouldn't be able to take this much punishment, and he fully intended to do something about it if she insisted on cumming in him several more times in a row. He had to put his foot down on that.
"Five or six more times, huh?" Ivy asked.
"I have to set firm boundaries," Cass said. "Otherwise people will just do whatever they want to me."
"Ah, well, I have to respect standing up for yourself," Ivy said with more than a little amusement in her tone.
She stuffed Cass's mouth full with a tentacle again, delving deep down into him and into Vanya's mouth as well via his bum. She fucked him hard from both ends for a while before cumming again, and causing another messy explosion all over him and Vanya. The oral tentacle retracted afterward so he could talk again.
"Truth be told, I probably have to let you go sooner or later," Ivy said. "Eventually your commander is going to stop ignoring this and do something about me."
"Ash is deliberately letting this happen?!" Cass exclaimed. He paused for a moment and thought about it. "Oh right, it's this group. Of course they're letting this happen to me."
"To us," Vanya helpfully chimed in. "I'm here too. But also yeah, pretty great, isn't it? Ash got our back."
"That very much depends on what you think 'having our back' means in this scenario," Cass replied directly to her.
"I think--"
"I know what you think it means. Don't explain." Cass turned back to Ivy. "So we're agreed then? You'll let us be on our way?"
"I didn't say that," Ivy said. "But I'm willing to bargain."
"But... you just gave away all of your leverage by reminding us it's only a matter of time before we win and you have to let us go anyway," Cass said.
"I do have to let you go," Ivy agreed. "But I could, just for instance, let you go right in front of our giant who is still standing. The image of you getting stomped and squirting everywhere like a jelly donut is kind of funny, but would probably be a little more macabre in actuality than I really want to see happen to you."
"Ohhh, threats of violence," Cass said, nodding knowledgeably. "I forgot about those. Well played."
"Thank you. So I'm thinking perhaps a mutually beneficial exchange might be in order," Ivy suggested.
"I'm not sure I have much to exchange," Cass said.
"You have an artifact of great power and particular interest," Ivy said.
"I don't, do I? Wait, no, my butt plug? No, you can't have that."
"Why not."
"It's literally the source of all my power," Cass said. "I feel like I shouldn't have to explain that to you of all people."
Ivy prodded his swollen tummy. "Maybe the real power was inside you all along."
"Well yes, technically my powers have come from within, but only after someone put them there," Cass said. "And possession of my plug is still key to unlocking that power."
Ivy shrugged. "There's a greater power waiting for you ahead in these trials. That's something to consider."
"... is it friendship? Because I swear if it's friendship I shall be very cross."
"Pff, good lord no. I've seen your friends. That power is questionable at best."
"Agreed," Cass said. He mulled over his options. "So... either I give you my most powerful magic and get to go hopefully get something else to replace it but really can't fully trust that it'll be worth the exchange," he said. "Or else I get threatened with a cartoonish death and all this time and effort getting here was probably wasted."
"Not wasted," Vanya chastised. "I've thoroughly enjoyed myself."
"That's about the bargain alright," Ivy said. "Unless you have a better counter-offer?"
"Not really," Cass sighed. "Give me a minute." He switched back to comms. "What do you think, Vanya?"
"Stall as long as possible," Vanya advised.
"Because you think Ash will save us? Or because you just want to get fucked and cummed in more?"
"... I don't have to answer that."
"Right." Cass pulled up Ash on comms. "Hey, Ash. I've got a conundrum here and--"
"Take the deal," Ash said.
"What?"
"Vanya's been filling me in. This sounds like an opportunity for character growth which may well come with more power than ever before. And let's face it, your butt plug is a crutch that's going to hamper your ability to learn your own potential in the long run and...."
Cass let Ash patter on for another few minutes, marveling at how verbose they could be when it came to intricacies and minutiae of the game. He got cummed in again in the meantime, so was a little dazed as he butted back in.
"So it's a good idea?" Cass prompted. "I really just kind of need a simple answer. I still don't understand half this game and how it works."
"Your percentage of understaning is far worse than that," Ash said. "But yes, statistically it's the best option."
"But not definitely?"
"Heck no. Could be a trap."
"Great." Cass refocused on Ivy. "I've been advised to take the deal."
"Fantastic!"
"Am I allowed to put in a caveat that if this goes badly for me, I'm going to hunt you down and take my plug back while also meting out legally questionable but personally satisfying justice?"
"Goes without saying, really," Ivy said. One of her tentacles picked up Cass's plug off the floor. "Transfer the item, please."
Cass blinked. "You're literally holding it already."
"Yes, but it's still attuned to you. I need you to give it to me."
Cass shrugged, or tried to given that his arms were still restrained, and accepted his plug into his hand before symbolically passing it right back to Ivy. He felt a pang of loss seeing it go, but hoped that it was going to a good home.
Ivy then gently carried him over to the edge of the field and set him down safely. On the side he wanted to be on, even, which was promising.
Unfortunately for Cass, he was about twice his usual weight and size, considering all the cum in him, and his outer coating made him extremely slippery. He turtled on his back for a moment, flailing about uselessly until Ivy took pity and picked him up again, setting him on his feet this time and prodding him off with a quick smack on the butt from one of her tentacles.
"Good luck, cute boi," Ivy called.
"Yeah, good luck Cassie," Vanya called. Her mouth was briefly freed so she could speak aloud this time. "I've got her on the ropes. I'll be right behind you."
Ash grunted something vaguely supportive through comms, then went back to what they were doing. Ivy meanwhile gave Vanya a disbelieving look that she could be at all confident in her ability to come out victorious, and unceremoniously shoved her full of tentacles again. Vanya was already about as big around as Cass, having been filled a similar amount, and it looked like Ivy wanted to find out just how much more she could take. Presumably, Vanya was curious about the same thing.
Alone, feeling much more powerless than he was used to, and having to walk very carefully in his condition, Cass padded onward toward a path leading upward and to the next challenge.
****
"Before you are three doors!"
Cass sighed. His trudging had become a little easier as he'd been carefully siphoning cum back out of his structurally stressed body with his Flask of Much Liquid, but he still wasn't in prime shape for long walks.
"There are three guards!"
"Logic puzzles now?" Cass asked aloud. "Is that what we're doing?"
"One guard always tells the truth!"
"One guard always lies?" Cass guessed.
"One guard always lies!"
"Uh huh. What's the third one do?" Cass asked, well aware that there was no one particularly listening to him. He wasn't even totally sure the voice he was hearing was coming from anywhere, really. It just sort of was.
"One guard stabs people who ask tricky questions!"
"Ah. Cunning."
"One door leads to glory! The other two doors lead to doom and peril!"
"Like one leads to doom and one leads to peril? Or do they both lead to a combined doom and peril?" Cass put his flask back to his lips and experienced more of the odd sensation of cum flowing up his throat and alleviating pressure on his body. It still tasted like regular cum going this direction, and it was odd to think about how used to it he was these days. And how much he actually kind of liked it.
"Choose wisely!"
Cass stopped before reaching the three menacing looking guards. They were fully armoured, preventing any facial clues, and well armed as well. He, meanwhile, remained soaked and largely filled with cum, and was clad in only thigh highs and a new pair of panties he'd donned. He technically had more clean clothes available, but he remained messy enough that he wasn't convinced it was worth a full wardrobe revamp just yet.
Unfortunately, this looked like a situation where being smol and cute wouldn't avail him all that well. Nor, he suspected, would any amount of sluttiness. Given that brute force was also out at the moment, he didn't have much left to work with.
"So what if I just go through the middle door?" Cass asked aloud.
"You will find glory!" one guard said at the same time as another assured him, "You will find doom and peril!"
The third guard unsheathed a wicked looking blade, which at least gave away one identity quite neatly.
"That's not a tricky question," Cass insisted promptly. "You can't stab me yet."
The guard hesitated.
"It was a regular question, if anything," Cass continued. "If not a hypothetical musing out loud to myself, which I think should be fair enough under the parameters."
The guard sullenly sheathed his weapon again, but silently managed to give a very good impression of just waiting for Cass to slip up.
"Now then, I could probably ask a tricky and hopefully useful question and just do my best to escape before being murdered," Cass said. "Still not a question, don't glare at me like that."
"Or I could just pick a door," he continued, stepping past the guards who didn't actually seem to have any interest in preventing him from reaching the doors. "Actually, is there anything to prevent me from just peeking through the doors?" He looked over his shoulder at Stabby-Guard. "That's a clarification question, and not a tricksy one."
No one stopped him from putting a hand on one of the doors, but as he touched it the expositional voice rang out again.
"Be ye aware, as ye open a door, so shall ye enter it!"
"Very formal of you," Cass muttered. "Doesn't really let me get a good peek, does it? What if one just has fire and gnashing teeth behind it. That would give me a better shot of not selecting doom and peril."
Cass padded back and forth for a few moments, then gave up and contacted Ash.
"Hey Ash, need some help. You almost done back there?"
Ash's expression went mildly embarrassed. "Um... might have started another round."
"You what? Why?"
Ash shrugged. "Fun."
"Aw jeez. And Vanya?"
"Still with Ivy."
Cass shook his head. "How can she still take more? She was overflowing before I even left."
"They took a break to empty her out first," Ash said.
"Oh good. Well as long as they're being safe," Cass said, only a touch sarcastically.
Scar's face popped into comms. "Hey, Cass."
"Oh hey. Where are you?"
"With Ash and Vanya. Fucked my encounter into submission. It was a good time."
"Oh sure," Cass said. "Any chance you could come help? I'm at one of those three guard type puzzles, and I'm at a pretty good chance of being murdered, doomed, and imperiled as things stand."
"You want me to help with a puzzle?" Scar asked.
"Well, you know, worst case you could swiftly dispatch the guard who wants to stab me. Give us a better chance."
"Alright, let me mow through this chessboard thing and--"
"It's turn-based," Ash said.
"Oh you motherfucker!" Scar swore.
Cass giggled at Scar's sudden realization that she'd have to be patient, but as amusing as it was it didn't really help him at the moment. He left his friends to their activities, and turned back to his task. He really just wanted to pick a door and be done with it. He was a little antsy about surrendering what was by far his best equipment, and wanted to find out if it had been worthwhile. It didn't leave much room for potential satisfaction at being a smarty-pants.
"Hey Stabby," Cass said, switching off comms for now. "Would you mind helping me with this door? I think I'm just gonna pick one and see. I am so smol and helpless and probably a ditz too."
The guard gave the distinct impression of giving a suspicious frown, but after a moment did come over to open Cass's door for him. That gave Cass a hint that maybe it was the wrong door, since there was a chance Stabby-Guard was only helping him make a wrong choice. On the other hand, maybe Stabby was actually a really helpful NPC who just happened to be foisted onto the role of stabbing people. It was tough to say for sure.
"Thank you so mu--" Cass started to say.
As the guard swung the door open, a small inferno mixed with the screams of damned souls engulfed the guard right where he stood. As the door swung shut again, the now empty armour collapsed cartoon-style on the floor.
Cass stared at what could have been his poor little self if he hadn't been careful, the shrugged. "Guess it's not that door." He slowly turned toward another guard and batted his eyes winsomely. "Heyyy, could you please open that door over there for me? I am smol and pitiful and etcetera."
The two remaining guards looked at each other a moment, then one gave the distinct impression of sighing loudly without actually making any noise at all. This one moved to the door that was not the one Cass had indicated and opened it instead. Doom and peril graciously failed to make themselves known.
"Man, I'm bad at picking doors as it turns out," Cass said. He breezed past the guard holding the door for him, stopping to stand on tiptoe and place a kiss toward the cheek area of his armour, as high as he could manage to reach. "Thank yooouuu."
"You know, once you'd determined which guard wanted to stab you for being tricksy, you could have eliminated him then asked one of us what the other would say is the wrong door," the guard said, sounding just a touch hurt at the game not being played properly.
Cass blinked. "Oh? Well, very helpful, thanks. But I genuinely am quite smol and helpless at the moment, and pretty sure I couldn't take any of you in a fair fight."
"... then how did you possibly get this far?"
"My friends are very helpful that way. Sometimes they're even competent. If they come by later could you...." Cass paused. "Actually no, Ash can figure this out. They'll be fine. Thanks again!"
Cass waved cheerfully and carried on his merry way. He waited until the door closed behind him before somewhat awkwardly pulling his panties aside and sticking his flask up his bum, letting some cum drain out of him from that end and decreasing his internal surplus a little more. There might be more danger ahead, and it was probably his best bet to at least be mobile if and when he reached it.
****
Cass didn't empty himself out completely on his walk. He left his tummy rounded out a bit, enough to remain overfilled but still nimble. He was in the process of deciding how to handle the mess still all over his skin, which hadn't dried much or even particularly cooled in all this time. He kind of loved this game's sexy logic and physics at times.
The next room he entered gave him the sense of being near the top of the mountain, and hopefully close to his goal. There were some open air windows carved out of the rock here, giving a view of sunlight and drifting clouds. The room itself was large and decorative, but he couldn't immediately see what the obstacle was meant to be in this case.
Cass padded forward, idly dipping his finger in some of his cum coating from time to time and sucking it clean again. An inefficient cleaning technique, sure, but an entertaining one.
He got a little edgy as he proceeded and didn't take note of anything or anyone trying to stop him. He got even more skittish upon locating a boy near the far doorway who was just kind of sitting moodily against the wall. It could very easily be a trap. Most anything in this game could be if one wasn't careful.
Cass kept his eyes darting about as he carefully approached. He vaguely wished he was dressed a little more appropriately, as trying to sneak up to someone while mostly naked didn't quite give the right vibes.



"Hello," Cass said uncertainly. "Am I suppose to... are we supposed to do a thing now?"
The boy looked up, blinking slowly at Cass. He had the appearance of either having been crying, or trying very hard not to.
"No, we don't have to." The boy nodded toward a large set of double doors nearby. "You can head on through, if you want."
"Oh." Cass fought between the possibility of a freebie, and the sense that it didn't feel like quite the right way to win here. "Are you feeling ok?"
The boy gave a sad chuckle. "Not really. It's just not a great time lately."
"I see." Cass gave a longing look toward the exit, knowing that he was endangering his reward, but cautiously stepped closer to the morose soul sitting on the floor. "Do you... want to talk about it?"
The boy looked Cass up and down a moment. Cass did the same in return, noting that part of his outfit that had looked a bit odd at first now appeared to actually be a folded up set of wings. That was interesting.
"You've had an interesting time by the look of it," the boy said.
"Ha, yeah. This game kinda does that to me," Cass said. "It's pretty fun though. I, uh, feel like I can't ever tell anyone in real life how much I get cummed on and in while playing. It's a little embarrassing."
The boy tilted his head. "Why?"
"... I don't know. It just is. Society gets a little judgy about sluttiness at times."
"That's true, I suppose."
Cass sat down next to the winged boy. Not too close, just in case, but close enough to make conversation easy. "I'm Cass."
The boy gave a wan smile. "Azrael."
"Azrael," Cass repeated. "So, um, how come you're sitting here by yourself?"
Azrael shrugged. "Felt like something to do. I wasn't feeling up to doing much else."
"Having a bad time, huh?"
Azrael sighed. "Yeah. It's just... you ever have someone who was your best friend, and then at some point it's like they don't even care if they ever see you anymore?"
"Um... not that specific thing, no," Cass said. "Sorry."
"It's like how do you deal with that?"
Cass chewed his lip thoughtfully. "Probably... be sad about it, I think."
Azrael gave another small, sad smile. "Yeah. That's about where I got to."
"Have you, like, talked to this friend about it?"
"That's the problem. They don't respond anymore. I feel like they were drifting away from me anyway, and I tried to give them space but still reach out from time to time." Azrael sighed heavily. "Then I started realizing just how little they'd even respond back. Lately it's down to never."
"Ouch," Cass winced. "I'm sorry. That sucks." He hesitated. "They were important, huh?"
Azrael nodded. "There was a time when we were everything to each other. I don't know how I would have gotten through without them. And what's really shitty is now I'm even questioning how much I meant to them at the time. Like if they can just let me go so easily and completely... what did I even really mean to them?"
"Dude," Cass said. "That's... something."
"Pathetic?"
"No. No not that." He shifted closer to Azrael. Not quite side to side, but close. "That sounds miserable."
"It is," Azrael confirmed.
"If it helps at all, it's probably not about you. Why they aren't there anymore. And it's hard to imagine that your relationship was all in your head." Cass squirmed uncomfortably. "I don't know what's going on, obviously, or whether it's going to change again. But the pain now doesn't have to invalidate what you used to have."
"That's probably true," Azrael sighed, hugging his knees up to his chest. "I've told myself that same sort of thing. I think I'll probably get over it. Just, like, it hurts right now."
"Yeah. That makes sense."
"You really don't have to stay."
Cass shrugged. "I can stay for a bit. If you want."
Azrael examined Cass sidelong, and gave a small, cautious smile. "I think I'd like that."
"Good."
"Do you, um, want some clothes in the meantime?"
Cass blushed, remembering how he still appeared. "Ah, well, I thought I probably should clean up first. Didn't have a chance yet. But, you know, maybe clothes would be a good idea. Maybe something baggy if you have such a thing available. Everything I own currently has been curated by someone trying to make me look cute and/or slutty, and what with all the cum all over me currently is going to lean heavily slutty."
Azrael actually giggled. It was nice to see him a bit less sad. He was pretty cute himself, Cass noted, and it would be interesting to see him in a context other than 'sad boi on the floor'.
"Maybe I don't mind if you look a little slutty," Azrael said.
Cass blushed deeper, feeling all the more flustered suddenly. "Oh."
"Just saying, not judging, but thigh highs, panties, and cum is a bit of a slutty outfit already."
Cass still felt like he was bright red, but he found himself giggling right along with Azrael. "Ok, you might have a point," Cass laughed. "Maybe I could just put something on anyway. Give me a sec."
"Well hang on now," Azrael said. He bit his lip and tentatively reached over to take Cass's hand. "We could, you know, clean you up a bit first."
Cass felt his breath catch in his throat. "How do you mean?" he squeaked.
"You're very messy," Azrael said.
"I'm aware. Weren't you being sad though?"
"I can be two things," Azrael explained in a low, breathy, dangerous voice. "Maybe something to take my mind of my woes would be nice right now."
Cass swallowed hard, aware of a sudden intimacy between them. He felt nervous and shaky, but also very warm and tingly at the prospect of whatever it was specifically that Azrael was suggesting. He really was very cute, especially with that particular mix of shy, sad, and lewd that he was currently exhibiting.
"I suppose I am very messy," Cass whispered shyly.
"Mmhm."
Azrael leaned in close, so sexily close, then abruptly darted in and let his little pink tongue flash out. Cass stifled a small, involuntary moan as Azrael scooped cum off his bare shoulder.
"Is this... an efficient solution, do you think?" Cass asked as he received more lickies.
Azrael paused pulling back just a little and visibly swallowing a mouthful. "Who said anything about efficient?"
"No one. Technically."
Azrael was so very diligent about his cum-cleaning task once he got going. It was really quite impressive actually, beyond the simple pleasure it elicited. Cass found himself growing hard in his panties, something Azrael didn't even pretend not to notice. At some point his hand slipped down to rub on Cass's erection, just back and forth across the silky surface of his underwear.
Cass was panting, struggling to hold still under Azrael's attentions. The cute, delicate boy was making him feel so good, and somehow kept getting cuter every time he met Cass's eyes. Even Azrael's wings were slowly unfurling, spreading out behind him in a radiant display of pure white feathering.
Cass reached out to gently brush Azrael's wing, but startled back as Azrael let out a gasp.
"Sorry," Azrael said sheepishly. "They're kind of sensitive."
"Oh, sorry," Cass said. "I didn't mean to hurt you."
"Not that kind of sensitive," Azrael said, eyelids lowering seductively. "You can touch them more. I'm ready now."
Cass bit his lip and tried again. He almost immediately had the impression of scratching a dog's ears. That was what Azrael reminded him of as he played with his wings. So viscerally and innocently happy. Though arguably there was precious little innocent about the two of them.
Azrael had practically climbed into Cass's lap as he kept licking and stroking him. Azrael even went so far as to occasionally offer Cass cum-coated kisses to share, moaning into Cass's mouth as they messily made out and Cass kept playing with his wings.
"Does it really feel that good?" Cass asked between kisses.
Azrael nodded adorably. "It's very nice." He hesitated, blushing. "Would you like to find out for yourself?"
"How do you mean?"
Azrael sat back some, leaving Cass only half-cleaned and very hard. "You were very nice to me when you didn't have to be. You could have gone on to your reward."
Cass blushed right back. "It wasn't... I didn't do much, really."
Azrael reached out to brush some of Cass's flowing pink hair back over his shoulder. "It doesn't always take much."
Cass felt himself blushing even harder. "Well... ok."
"Would you like to be my angel?"
"What?"
"An angel like me?" Azrael prompted, letting his wings flutter a bit.
Cass blinked. "Is that what you are?"
"What did you think I was?"
"... a pretty boy with wings. It sounds obvious now that I think about it," Cass admitted.
Azrael laughed softly. "So?"
"Is this... are you what I was meant to find all along here?" Cass asked.
"Possibly. Very possibly."
Azrael stretched out his hand. Cass took a deep breath, tried to force his spinning mind into some semblance of order, then pretty quickly gave up. Trembling, he met Azrael's hand and let them gently clasp together.
"Close your eyes," Azrael murmured.
Cass nodded, closed his eyes, and held his breath. He felt Azrael lean in again, pressing up against him, his warm breath hot on Cass's cheek before suddenly they were kissing again. It was different this time, like no kiss Cass had felt before. It was, in a very literal sense, life-changing.
Cass felt his body morphing, physically and spiritually rearranging. Wings sprouting from his back was the biggest and most obvious adjustment. He felt tingly and fluid all over, though, especially inside.
His questions about what was happening to him were muffled by Azrael's soft lips and tongue, and all Cass could do was moan into his mouth. He kept feeling tinglier and more euphoric until he couldn't stand it anymore, then all at once it was done.
Cass blinked uncertainly. His vision was subtly different, as though he could see colours just that little bit brighter now. And Azrael... Azrael seemed to glow with a soft aura outlining his petite form. He looked even cuter and more beautiful than before, despite not having obviously changed in any physical way.
"Wow," Cass breathed.
"Good, isn't it?" Azrael said. "You look gorgeous as an angel, just so you know."
"Thanks," Cass said. He looked around the room, still getting used to his augmented senses, then settled his gaze back on Azrael. "Are angels still allowed to be horny?"
Azrael giggled. "Of course. Why?"
Azrael squealed as Cass pulled him close and kissed him firmly. There was only the briefest of surprise from him before he was melting into Cass's arms, fully embracing his sudden desire.
Cass gently pushed Azrael back on the floor, getting on top of him and sliding a hand under his top. He was so soft and warm under Cass's touch. Cass wanted more.
"How do I undress you?" Cass asked softly. "With your wings and all, I mean?"
"Don't you mean can you undress me?" Azrael asked coyly.
"Do I need to?" Cass asked.
"No. Not really."
Azrael took Cass's hand and guided it across the fabric of his top. Cass wasn't sure what was happening at first, but slowly he felt a sense of control that he only kind of understood. Without truly being sure how he was doing it, Cass tugged at Azrael's clothing and removed it in a way that physically should have had to pass straight through Azrael's body, but somehow worked anyway. It made the process so much simpler, and he quickly took advantage.
Cass kissed Azrael's skin as it became available, quickly baring the whole of his precious angel boi. Their cocks bumped together accidentally, making Cass shiver. He used his new clothing trick on his panties, tossing them aside with Azrael's stuff, then deliberately rubbed his erection on Azrael's some more.
They were evenly matched in size and arousal, both leaking precum on each other as they wiggled back and forth. It was such a different experience than what Cass was used to. The closest he could think was maybe Adora, but other than also being a femboy, nothing about Adora was similar to Azrael at the moment.
"I'm really horny," Cass whispered.
"Ha, I noticed," Azrael said. His eyes gleamed. "What are you going to do about it?"
Cass shivered and looked down. Rubbing their cocks together was fun, but not enough. He wanted something more than that.
Slowly, sensuously, Cass moved back and let his cock drag along Azrael's shaft, then his balls, then finally down the cleft of his bum. He made eye contact, silently asking. Azrael bit his lip, eyes wide and horny, and nodded eager assent.
It felt like a total reversal for Cass. He was so used to being penetrated these days that to be the one slowly easing into Azrael instead was almost disorienting for a moment. It wasn't an unknown feeling to him by any means, but it took a little adjustment. It was maybe the control aspect of the situation as much as anything. His character in this game simply wasn't a top in most scenarios.
Azrael whimpered so very cutely as Cass slid inside him. His ass was all tight and welcoming, and pre-lubed as Cass had expected and hoped. It was very convenient how little details of sex weren't usually issues in this game, and it was pretty fucking sexy to realize how often people around him were already wet and ready to go at any time.
"That's right," Azrael said softly. "You can cum in me. It'll feel good."
"Give me a minute," Cass said, giggling softly. "I just got in you. I don't want to do that right away."
"I know," Azrael smiled. "I'm just saying. But take your time. This is nice."
Azrael hugged Cass and kissed his neck while Cass thrust back and forth in his cute angel butt. He wondered if this was how he often felt to others having sex with him. Doing the whole 'submissive and breedable' thing as a smol and adorable femboy. No wonder certain individuals kept getting so horny for him.
"I am going to cum in you though," Cass said, solidifying the thought in his own head as much as communicating it to Azrael.
"Ok," Azrael purred.
Cass pounded him harder. It didn't seem like it was possible to overdo it, as the more Azrael got fucked, the more he whimpered and moaned, and the more frantically he clung to Cass and kissed his neck, shoulders, and cheeks.
Cass was caught off-guard by sudden hot splashes against his tummy. Azrael was cumming, he realized, and making things slippery between them where they rubbed together.
"You made that too easy for me," Cass whispered.
"Ah, well you feel too nice," Azrael said. "Not my fault."
Cass was feeling the same about Azrael. He felt too nice to keep this up for long. Cass wanted to enjoy it for longer, but he also didn't want to deny himself the extreme pleasure of the moment.
With a deep groan Cass sank into Azrael's cutie booty and let himself go. His first orgasm since his very recent transformation, and it was better than he could have hoped. Every burst of cum was all the more intense than ever before, and it went on for way longer than he was expecting. In hindsight, Azrael's cum had been a long one too. Perhaps an angelic thing.
Cass's toes curled and his wings shivered as he reached the end of his orgasm. The last little bits left him feeling near ready to keel over, but he kept control and pushed himself back on his knees, gazing down at Azrael.
A small rivulet of cum exited Azrael along with Cass's cock. He was just about as messy a boi now as Cass had been upon first entering the room, before being licked partially clean. And like Cass, Azrael's tummy had that little bit of cumflated roundness to it that hadn't been there prior.
"Did I do that?" Cass asked wondrously, reaching out to cautiously pat Azrael's cutely curved tummy.
Azrael stretched out erotically on the floor. "Surely you remember. It was like ten seconds ago."
"I know I came in you. I just don't usually cum that much."
"Ah. Well you did this time."
Cass nodded absently and kept playing with Azrael's tummy. The angel boi let him for a bit, then finally sat up and kissed Cass full on the mouth, melting into him for a moment before releasing.
"I might stick around with you a while," Azrael said. His fingers tangled in Cass's hair. "You're fun."
"Thanks," Cass said shyly. "Um... my friends should be here soon. I can introduce you."
Azrael shook his head. "I'm not ready for that just at the moment. But give me some time and summon me later. I'll be with you."
"Um... what does that mean? How do I contact you?"
Azrael ignored Cass and did his melting kiss again. This time more literally, as his body somehow faded away, and Cass got the impression of Azrael very genuinely, albeit abstractly, becoming a part of him, deep inside. Like his heart contained an extra passenger.
It was a disorienting feeling, and Cass was abruptly left all on his own again. He blinked, searching about the room as though it was just a trick, but he was indeed all by himself.
Somewhat oddly as well, he felt all cleaned up. The cum that had been all over him before was gone, as was the mess Azrael had made on him, and even the sloppiness of his cock after creampie-ing Azrael's tight bum was all taken care of. Maybe a parting gift, but Cass was used to sensing cum in himself these days, and even without his magic butt plug, he still imagined that all that cum had been absorbed within him somehow. He'd have to investigate that feeling more at some point.
Right on cue, not leaving him more chance for self-reflection, Cass turned toward approaching, laughing voices. His party appeared, just chatting and joking around. Scar was somewhat blood-spattered--usual for her--and Vanya was messy as all heck and might have passed for heavily pregnant given her cum-filled appearance, but otherwise all looked just the same as ever.
Cass on the other hand made them all stop and stare one by one as they noticed him standing up. He was mostly naked, save for his thigh highs, but for once they probably weren't admiring him in a lewd fashion so much as being stunned by the more prominent physical change in him. He unconsciously flexed his wings, still getting used to having them on his back.
"So... you guys missed a few things," he said.
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"So we really only came away with a paltry sum of gold, and some fairly mediocre magic items that will in turn probably be sold for yet another paltry sum of gold," Ash summarized.
"It's not about treasure," Vanya argued. "It's about the cums we had along the way."
Cass, leading the way down the winding mountain path, let his new wings stretch out to either side and flutter a bit in the soft breeze. They were another source of sensuality for him now, just the right level of sensitive to truly enjoy the wind's tender caress. Much like experiencing the perfect riffle of air through his hair on a hot summer's day.
"I'm happy with what I got," Cass said.
"Well of course you are, Cassie," Vanya laughed. "As if we needed you to be even cuter and sluttier."
She brushed her hands against Cass's wings, making him shiver in wonderful ways.
"What do you mean sluttier?" Cass demanded.
Vanya's hand moved to the bare skin at the small of Cass's back. "Well your current dress is preeettty open back here. Just saying."
"That's only so my wings fit," Cass insisted.
He rather liked how the dress looked on him, short and open-backed though it may be.
"It's open almost all the way to your butt," Vanya teased.
"My wings mostly cover that," Cass mumbled, folding his wings back up shyly.
"I think you look good," Scar said.
Cass tossed her an appreciative smile over his shoulder. "Thank you."
"Well so I," Vanya said. "Never said I didn't."
"Only because you like slutty boys though," Scar said.
"I like cute boys," Vanya pouted. "Slutty is only a nice perk on top. You're the one who really goes for sluttiness."
"You two are arguing like you're not both walking behind me on purpose," Cass said. "Pervs the lot of you."
There was silence for a moment, and Cass didn't quite dare look back at any of his party. He knew he was right though. At least going down the mountain they didn't all have the chance to peek up his dress from behind anymore.
"It's a hell of a view, is all," Scar finally said.
Cass nodded. Whether she referring to him or not was purposefully unclear. The stunning vista as they descended was well worth the hike all on its own. A broad, artistic landscape dotted with idealized clouds and birdsong, and even an improbable but beautiful rainbow off to one side.
Cass allowed said view to entice him as they came to a bend in the path that coincidentally--or rather by deliberate design, most like--featured a small, cozy resting place with grass and some shady trees. They'd earned a break, he felt, and it was such a lovely view after all.
"We should stop for a bit," Cass decided aloud.
"Tired already?" Scar asked.
Cass shrugged. "Well, you know, I am only a smol boi, and it is ever such a big mountain."
Vanya laughed and flopped down on the grass. "You get better and better at abusing your cuteness every day," she said. "Not that I'm complaining."
Cass glanced at her, and was pretty sure she had her eyes locked on the hem of his dress, particularly when the wind whipped it about from time to time. He let her have her fun. He had panties on, and he was pretty sure his dress wasn't blowing up all that much anyway. Not like his skirt earlier in the day. This was more of a tease than anything.
"He does at that," Scar agreed, sitting down against one of the handy trees.
Ash was already lounging in the shade, and Cass honestly had no idea when they'd done so. They just seemed to have gone from marching to skulking without any intervening motion.
Since he now had tacit unanimous agreement, Cass settled himself down as well. He opted to curl up next to Scar and let her pet him like a puppy, alternately stroking his hair and his wings. It was incredibly soothing and relaxing, and in the coziness of the area and company, he could have just fallen asleep right there.
"Cass," Vanya called after a while.
Cass murmured something and ignored her.
"Caaasss. Cass!"
Cass cracked an eye open. "What? I'm relaxing."
"I know," Vanya said. "I can see that. Only I saved a lot of cum for you, and it would be reeeaaally nice to get it emptied out before we carry on."
Pouting a bit at having to so much as raise his head from Scar's lap, Cass examined Vanya. She'd apparently opted to remove all her clothes entirely, and was currently stretched out on the soft grass, partly covered by shade so that sunlight only dappled across her smooth, pink skin. She would have made an artistic and erotic sight ordinarily, but she was currently stuffed with enough cum to appear heavily pregnant, and that detail left her appearing downright lewd in her current state.
"That is a lot of cum," Cass said thoughtfully.
He'd been just as stuffed already that day and wasn't ready for another dose of the same just yet. But helping clean Vanya out wasn't the same as getting pumped full of cum, and he was admittedly kind of horny again. Arousal tended to happen one way or another in this game, and with this group in particular. Having his wings petted turned out to be as good as foreplay to him, which only made things more interesting.
Cass lazily stretched and sat up in Scar's lap to kiss her. "Gonna go play," he said.
"Mmhm," Scar said, patting his bum fondly. "Probably just as well. Vanya's actually a bit off-putting, all bulging and sloshing like that."
"I am not!" Vanya said.
"You are," Scar said. "And if we're speaking about slutty again...."
Vanya frowned. "And what if it was your cum in me? Would that be gross too?"
Scar considered the proposition. "That'd be pretty hot in that case, I think. Yeah, definitely hot."
"Rather hypocritical of you then, isn't it?" Vanya said.
"I dunno," Scar argued airily. "I think it just makes sense to enjoy my cum filling someone up more than I enjoy someone else's cum doing the same."
"I kinda get it," Cass said. "I mean, I like it either way. But when I came in Azrael before and made his tummy stretch a little, it was pretty hot that I did that."
"You don't cum that much, sweet thing," Scar said. "And none of us have met this alleged angel boi you keep mentioning."
"I cum more now," Cass said a tad sulkily. "You just haven't had a chance to appreciate what my new powers do."
"You haven't told us what they do," Scar said.
"Well... I don't know how to find out what they are," Cass said. "But I have wings and I cum more than before. So there's that."
"A solid upgrade," Vanya said cheerfully. She stretched out her hands and made grasping motions. "Now come here, licky boi. Time for treats."
"Damn, I can't say no to treats," Cass said. "Alright then."
He wriggled out of Scar's lap and her embrace, and chose to leave his dress behind when she teasingly held on to it. He crawled across the grass in just his panties and thigh highs, well aware of what he must look like while doing so. That was the thing about being horny. The hornier he was, the less concern he had with looking slutty in front of other people, especially if they were already friends.
Sensing the attention on him, Cass gave his booty some extra wiggle during his brief crawl. He slipped himself between Vanya's legs, nestling mostly naked next to her pussy, and started kissing her sensitive areas. She squealed happily and tried to grab his hair, but her own cummy tummy got in the way.
"Damn it," Vanya whined. "I can't even see you down there."
"Perils of being a cum balloon," Scar laughed without a trace of sympathy.
"Don't worry," Cass said. "I'll take care of it."
He stuck his tongue up Vanya's snatch, finding and scooping out a tasty mouthful of cum. She purred in contentment and allowed the luxurious treatment, though continued to try reaching for him.
"Be hotter if I could see it, is all," Vanya said. "Might have get some screenshots, I guess."
"Never fear," Scar said. "Already on it."
Cass bit his lip at the reminder of proof of his sexy activities. Vanya had told him she had some from when they'd been tentacle-fucked together, and apparently there would be more from him cleaning her back out from that very same escapade.
Thinking about it didn't stop him for long. He'd already decided he was curious to see these kinds of pics afterward, and it wasn't exactly surprising that his friends would be saving memories this way. They were pervier than he was, if anything. Or so he told himself anyway.
Cass decided to ignore his few lingering doubts about whether he truly wanted to see himself from the outside while face-deep in cummy pussy, or stuffed full of tentacles. They were only small, self-conscious fears. Even if it was weird to watch himself, it was still kind of hot to think about, and he could always focus on Vanya if he wanted to. She was easy to appreciate, even when she wasn't naked and lewd.
There was a never-ending supply of cum meeting his tongue as he licked. Like he couldn't swallow it fast enough to meet demand, and despite his best efforts some of it spilled down his chin from time to time. It was addicting and fun, and he kept trying his very best. Slowly but inevitably he felt his own tummy fill up at nearly the same rate as he was emptying Vanya out.
Without giving it much thought, Cass pulled out his Flask of Much Liquid and tugged his panties aside so he could stick it up his bum. He let the cum inside him drain back to a manageable level while he kept greedily sucking down more.
"That's kind of cheating, you know," Vanya said.
"Thought you couldn't see me around your huge tummy," Cass teased.
"Still mostly can't. But you're bringing it down some."
Indeed, Vanya was already noticeably smaller than before.
"You think I should be the size you were for the rest of the walk?" Cass asked.
"Well...."
Cass shook his head. "Pff, no thanks. I'll save it for later, thank you very much."
"Save it for what?" Scar asked. "Seeing as how you gave away your magic butt plug that let you make use of excess cum."
Cass blushed, acknowledging that it was a very good point, as well as that he intended to hang on to all this wonderful cum even if he didn't technically have a good reason. He blushed even harder when he looked at Scar and noted that she had her pants off, and was lazily stroking her cock while she watched him and Vanya.
Scar's orc character was a dominating muscle-mommy anyway, let alone in comparison to his smol stature. Cass didn't usually see her playing with herself when she could be trying to shove her huge cock in someone else. It was kind of scary when he realized how big she looked in comparison to her own hand, never mind how her erection compared to his whole body. Still, he'd technically taken her before, if only down his throat with the aid of magical chokers. He could do it.
"Just... just saving it," Cass mumbled.
Scar grinned, noting his eyeline. "Getting horny over there, baby boi?"
Cass buried his face back in Vanya's messy snatch to avoid answering.
"Bet he is," Vanya cooed, managing to pat Cass's head affectionately as her tummy got just enough out of her way. "You should help him out."
"Was thinking the same thing," Scar said.
"No! No, you will not fit," Cass said firmly. "You all know this."
"Actually," Ash said.
Cass glared at them, feeling betrayed by the person he most regarded as being sensible and competent in the group. Ash had already left him to the mercies of a tentacle-woman today, and now refused to save him from Scar's femboy-destroying cock.
"Et tu, Ash?" Cass asked.
Ash smirked and continued to feign nonchalance, despite clearly watching the whole of the proceedings. "Actually, angelic as well as demonic prestige races are rather famed for having better sexual capacity by default. There's a pretty good chance Scar will fit now, even without magical help."
Cass processed the information, trying to decide if he still felt betrayed, or whether this news was interesting and worth investigating. It could be both, sure, but Cass was horny enough he couldn't do a very good job of pretending he wasn't intrigued by the possibilities. Slutty as it may be, he had rather enjoyed Scar stuffing his face full, and throat-fucking wasn't even nearly as pleasurable as anal play on a physical level.
Still, he couldn't help swallowing nervously at the thought of Scar's orc cock somehow entering his tight little bum. It just didn't seem physically possible. But at least physical impossibility wasn't really relevant to how this world worked.
Cass licked some more cum out of Vanya while he thought. He wasn't really getting anywhere with his internal decision making, but he really felt like he should be able to come with something other than the same few points over and over.
It was a slutty thing to do, which was fine because he was horny and feeling slutty. It might not work and might hurt, which were valid concerns. But also he did need to find out the limits of his new body. But what good was that if he died in the attempt? It probably wouldn't come to that. But what if it did? But....
"You ok there, Cassie?" Vanya asked, ruffling his hair. "You're feeling awfully mechanical all of a sudden."
"Sorry," Cass said, kissing her pussy by way of apology. "Just thinking."
Scar hadn't moved, hadn't done anything other than to regard him curiously and continue stroking herself.
"You wanna see if she can fit in you, huh?" Vanya said.
Cass lifted his head. He could meet Vanya's eyes fairly easily now. He'd eaten more cum from her than he'd realized.
"Maybe," he said.
"Well there's only one way to really know."
Cass stuck his lip out poutily. "You're biased. You want to see it too."
"True," Vanya said. "Doesn't mean I'm wrong."
Cass turned to Scar. "What about you? You have non-biased advice?"
Scar grinned. "Oh baby boi, I'm getting in that ass sooner or later, even if it's not today. But you already knew that, didn't you? You being an angel just makes it more tempting. Never pounded an angel before."
Cass shook his head but felt happy little butterflies inside. He remained nervous, but he couldn't deny it was an exciting prospect. Especially knowing that the others were eager for it as well. Scar wanting to be inside him was a very nice feeling, even if it was no surprise at all.
"Ash?" Cass asked, looking either for a way out, or perhaps unanimous approval.
Ash was gone. Cass frowned and wasn't sure what to make of that. His confusion only lasted a moment before he felt soft, sneaky hands on his booty.
"You'll need lubed up," Ash said from behind him.
Cass gasped. "Don't sneak up on me like that."
"Can't help it. I'm sneaky," Ash said, as though that explained anything.
"They're right," Vanya said. "You do need lubed up."
"I never said I was gonna do it yet," Cass said.
Vanya rolled her eyes. "Bruh."
"I'm capable of thinking horny thoughts but not doing anything about them, you know," Cass said.
"So that's what we're doing today?" Scar asked, standing and stretching, which was quite the sight. "We're just telling lies?"
Cass swallowed hard as his eyes traveled the length of Scar's body. Her remaining clothes disappeared even as he scanned her, making her even harder to look away from. Just the sheer expanse of toned, muscled, sexily scarred green flesh on display made her near-impossible to resist.
The complex feelings he had for her were a whole other thing. He'd done well so far separating her in game character from his best friend in real life, even though they were still kind of mostly the same person. He carried on in that tradition, enjoying the sexual nature of their game relationship and the possibilities she represented. He wanted her and she wanted him, and the fact that it was so mutual only made him want her more. Real life consequences be damned, this was fun.
At some point Cass realized that he was more concerned with how his and Scarlett's relationship might be affected in the real world than he was about whether he could actually handle Scar's cock right now. It was potentially a sign of oddly placed priorities, or it could be that his priorities were right where they should be, depending on how he looked at it.
In any case, his thoughts were interrupted by his panties being removed and Ash's highly distracting fingers wiggling up his bum. Ash was a lithe and nimble sort anyway, but Cass hadn't previously appreciated quite what that could mean when getting fingered by them. It was a sudden, sensuous experience that made Cass gasp and freeze up, though he soon arched his back and tacitly begged for more once he had a chance to process what he wanted.
"Naturally lubed, nice," Ash murmured, long elven fingers working in and out of Cass's bottom. "Still probably want some extra for Scar. She's massive, after all."
Cass moaned as he got fingered and more lube got added, slowly being worked all over his asshole and as deep inside as Ash could reach, which was surprisingly far. Cass slowly relaxed into it and let himself melt into a happy, horny boi.
He let his face sink down to the ground while leaving his butt up in the air, wiggling it occasionally to encourage more fingering. He would have kept sinking toward the ground as his body succumbed to total anal relaxation, except that Scar slowly approached and brought her massive erection with her. She quite literally blocked out the sun from where she stood, and her erection appeared even more intimidating that usual from Cass's current angle.
"So this is how I die," Cass gurgled, still enjoying being prepped.
"You big drama princess," Scar snorted. "I don't have to fuck you if it's too scary."
"It is scary!" Cass insisted. "But we should, you know, probably try it anyway. For science."
"Right, for science. Not at all because you're a horny, slutty little thing and desperately need mommy's dick."
Cass tried to act shocked at such an accusation, but the truth was just the words alone were enough to make him all warm and tingly, and even though he was still nervous he was getting to stupidly excited for this. He looked up at Scar from the ground with his biggest, most adorable puppy boi eyes.
"Pwease be gentle with me. I am smol and delicate."
Scar rolled her eyes and shook her head in disbelief at his acting, but he also noted how her cock twitched as he spoke.
Ash, rather obviously amused, nevertheless remained focused and business-like. They swapped over to lubing up Scar's cock, which took some time regardless of how efficiently she was handled.
Cass pushed himself back up on his hands and wiggled his booty some more, enticing Scar while she was prepared. He grinned as he watched precum slowly leak from her cock. Knowing she was as excited as he was and wanted it just as badly was almost as hot to him as the imagined physical sensations of what was to come. Combined, he was already struggling to remember why he'd had to think about it in the first place instead of just diving in.
Once Scar moved behind him and slapped the full weight of her cock down on his ass and lower back, following the line of his spine, Cass remembered why it was still kind of scary. She was so heavy, so long, so thick. Her cock was sexy and thrilling to conceivably have inside of him, but worrisome too.
"Don't tense up, Cass," Scar said.
"Wasn't on purpose," Cass said. "And you very well know it."
Scar dragged her cock slowly back along his butt, then slid forward. Her grinding on his ass was very nice, though didn't actually help his relaxing that much.
"Do you want this?" Scar asked.
Cass hesitated, then nodded. "Yes."
She smacked his booty. "That wasn't very convincing."
Cass gasped and rocked forward, then pressed back more eagerly against her cock. "Yes!"
Scar spanked him again, which for some reason was really working for him. He encouraged a few more smacks, pressing back more eagerly with every one and letting himself sink into the moment, totally glossing over his nerves.



"Pleeeaaase," Cass finally whimpered. "Please?"
"Unf, good boy," Scar said.
She slid her cock back so that the head was against his slippery little hole. He bit his lip and tried to just stay still and relax while she pushed into him.
Vanya was openly masturbating with her mouth hanging partly open. Ash was curled up, not moving, except for their eyes which also drank everything in, nearly unblinking.
"Hold still," Scar grunted.
"I'm trying," Cass gasped while trembling as she stretched him open, slowly but with steady pressure.
It was a testament to his new angelic powers that all the ridiculous stretching of his bum felt really nice instead of painful, even though it should rightfully have been the latter. Even so, Cass struggled to actually open up enough for Scar to fit inside.
They made a few good attempts at it, with Cass's eyes rolling back and his tongue hanging out in a horny pant. Despite the perceived impossibility, every try made him want her inside him even more. He wanted his smol body destroyed by Scar's orcish cock. It was going to be amazing.
It just wasn't working at first, was the problem. Cass kept getting his face shoved to the ground or otherwise knocked off-balance before they could cooperatively get him penetrated.
Their eventual success came from Scar lying on her back and lifting him on her cock instead. Making use of gravity instead of fighting it, she lowered him delicately on her slick erection and mostly let him slide downward on his own instead of trying to force the issue.
Cass felt his mind temporarily break as his ass stretched out wider and wider, seemingly to an impossible extent, then finally popped around the head of Scar's cock. He sank quickly for just a second or two, fast and deep enough to make him flail in panic before Scar's big, strong hand wrapped around his midsection and held him still.
"I got you," she said softly. "Just relax."
Cass nodded, still awash with too many horny and sexual feelings to form words just yet. She was in him, in his ass. It felt less real than her being in his throat, even though it was the same size cock in a too-small hole in both cases.
It didn't hurt. He didn't feel any pain at all, other than his own instincts telling him this shouldn't be working. He could even pat the bulge in his tummy where Scar's cock made itself known, which he felt was a definite sign of her being too big for him.
And yet, as she let him slide further down her shaft, just a little at a time, the bulge just kept creeping upward, not running into any true resistance.
"I guess it's nice not needing to have organs," Cass mused.
"Hehe, they'd be so squished if you did," Vanya giggled.
She was rubbing herself more intently as she watched Cass sink increasingly low.
"My body should not be able to take this," Cass said.
"We can stop if you need to," Scar said.
"Hey, I never said that," Cass blurted. "Just... damn I'm full."
He arrived at the base of Scar's cock, settling in just on top of her balls. Her big, thick, full balls. One could practically see the entirety of her cock as his body molded around it, right up even to where he would have had a ribcage, were this reality.
Scar carefully let go of him, allowing him to test how impaled he was. Pretty firmly stuck, was his immediate conclusion. He could wiggle around a bit, to whatever extent Scar's erection allowed, but even something as simple as trying to clamber off her cock on his own just wasn't going to happen. He could push himself up a little ways if he really tried, but with nothing to brace on kept falling right back to balls deep on her.
Cass whimpered helplessly at the feelings he provoked through his own exploration. He was stuck on the huge cock, and any attempt at movement just refreshed the feeling of being sexually stuffed. He grew to love the feeling more and more, and the sense that he couldn't free himself without assistance even if he wanted to.
Scar let him wriggle around for a bit before wrapping her hand around him again and maneuvering him instead. It was a little embarrassing how much easier she could move him with one hand than he could move himself, but also insanely hot that he might as well have been a weightless plaything to her, and she was taking advantage.
Cass's bum slid up and down as she moved him on her cock. It slowly dawned on him how much of a sex toy he was at the moment. Something for her to stroke her cock with and fill up to her heart's content.
"Turn me around?" Cass asked breathlessly.
Scar spun him, which was a new and interesting feeling all its own, and he was able to now look into her eyes while he rode up and down on her cock.
"You're right," she said gently. "It is more fun watching you from this side."
Cass blushed, wondering at exactly which part of him was most interesting to her right now. Probably either the shape of her cock appearing and disappearing in his tummy, or whatever cute expressions he was making all the while.
He continued to be slid up and down Scar's shaft like a living cock toy, giving little gasps and whimpers as his butt gripped her on the way up, or his insides got squished again as he took her balls deep over and over.
Cass's cock bounced freely as he was jostled about. He was so very hard, and little arcs of precum kept launching from the tip of his excited erection, glistening briefly in the sunlight before landing on Scar's tummy and tits. She was seemingly oblivious to the mess he was making of her, but he was very aware as she became increasingly shiny as a direct result of his arousal.
Truly he didn't think it could get any better than that, not easily at least. He was wrong.
The little gasps Cass was making became a loud gasp of surprise, then a long, pitiful moan as two sets of hands landed on his wings at the same time. He'd been only distantly aware that his wings were spread in the sun while he rode Scar, now all at once he was very aware.
Vanya and Ash had sneaked up on him, apparently working together to take the chance at playing with his soft, lusciously feathered wings. He very much wasn't yet used to how sensitive he was there, especially when fully aroused. It was such an exposed part of him, yet as delicate and thrilling to the touch as his most intimate areas. Maybe more so, in some ways.
"Hey," Cass breathed helplessly.
"Feels nice, huh?" Vanya said.
"Well... yeah," Cass said. "But it's a lot."
Ash ran the barest fingertip all along the length of one wing, sending shivers down Cass's spine. "We should stop?"
Cass bit his lip, feeling his body react and his cock twitch needily. "No, don't stop," he finally said.
In fact, once the possibility of them stopping was raised, Cass decided that he really didn't want that. It had been a lot of sensation all at once, too much to handle, but it was so good. As he adjusted to it he felt the sudden, abject certainty of a rising orgasm at the hands of his three friends working together, none of whom had so much as grazed his cock accidentally this whole time.
It was his wings that really did him in. They were ever-so-sensitive when handled sensually, akin to the sensation of a rather skilled hand stroking his cock in some ways, though unique in its own way. Delicate fingers running the length of his wings and down his shimmery feathers--combined of course with his massively stuffed and fucked booty--sent thrills through him that regular cock-play just couldn't compete with. It was so new and wonderful, and was probably going to ruin him for more typical sex at this rate.
Cass made even cuter femboy noises than before as thick, satisfying cum arced from his bouncing cock and splashed all over Scar's front. It might have been possible, barely, for his friends to miss how precummy he was making her. The cum itself wasn't missable.
Scar grunted in a sound that might have been amusement or excitement at the way he was messing her front side. It was a solid layer, and only kept getting added to. Scar was being turned white from chin to belly button as Cass's absurdly long and vigourous orgasm coated her.
"Oh my god," Vanya hissed. "You cum so much now!" She abruptly hugged Cass from behind, riding along as Scar kept her same pace lifting him up and down. "You're so good as a cute angel boi. So sexy."
Cass blushed, not convinced that Vanya's sudden gushing over him was the most embarrassing thing at the moment, yet feeling overwhelmed by it all the same.
Vanya then abandoned him to dive face-first into the cum puddle he'd sprayed over Scar. She purred as she licked up cummies and either swallowed them, or turned around and offered to share with Cass.
There was something decadently hedonistic about swapping cummy kisses with a hot, naked, still somewhat cumflated girl and knowing the mess had come from him in the first place. Whether it was more or less over the top than being a willing sheath for Scar's massive cock was an interesting but academic question. All taken together, Cass was in pure lewd-and-horny mode, perhaps more so than ever before in his life, and considering his recent experiences that was a statement with some weight behind it.
Cass happily kept up being a cock-toy, as well as any other kind of plaything any of them wanted him to be. He got touched and stroked all over, sucked on anything that came near his lips, and licked more cum out of Vanya any time she pressed her pussy or ass to his face. His whole life narrowed down to a rotating flurry of intimate and sexual pleasures.
Cass gasped and pouted as he was eventually pulled off Scar's cock with an audible pop, precum dripping back out of his gaping bum. The cum on Scar's front made new paths and trails down her balls and legs as she stood.
"What, done already?" Cass asked dazedly, having lost track of time somewhere along the way. "Thought you were gonna cum in me?"
"Oh I am," Scar said. "Don't worry about that."
Vanya giggled and lay down beneath Cass as Scar slid him back on her cock. They must have been thinking the same thing, or secretly talking on comms without him. Either way, Cass was the last to realize what was happening as he got fucked fully horizontally, limbs dangling in the air, nowhere near the ground. Even Ash surprised everyone and curled up under Cass, all snuggly with Vanya while precum intermittently rained down on them.
It was their turn to get cummed on, Cass belatedly figured out. And they were so very eager for it. It was never easy to tell with Ash in particular what they were into or how their horniness manifested. Apparently angelic femboy cummies all over their beautifully androgynous elven body was very much on the table today.
Cass marveled at the sight beneath him. Vanya naked, slutty, and feminine, Ash lithe, nude, and somehow still elegant despite technically being just as slutty at the moment. The two of them fondled each other a bit and shared any precum that landed on them.
They were waiting for the real thing, and Cass wanted to give it to them. Scar helped all three of them out when she folded Cass's wings back together and gripped them firmly in one hand while the other remained wrapped around his midsection. It was the equivalent to having his wrists pinned during sex, or his hair pulled with just the right amount of roughness, except with the additional sensitivity that his wings possessed it was an even stronger and more submissive feeling for him.
Cass cried out as he came a second time in relatively short order. He smiled happily and honestly probably drooled on them a little as he watched Vanya and Ash getting slowly, messily covered in his cum too. They were active participants in the process, unlike Scar who'd just kind of let it happen. Vanya and Ash wriggled around together, rubbing cum on each other's bodies and occasionally swapping sexy kisses.
He was only midway through his orgasm when Scar decided to cum as well. She grunted once--sexy but understated all things considered--then buried herself in Cass's ass and pumped him full of orc cum.
It was slutty messes all round as Cass felt himself fill up, each blast of cum hitting his insides like a hammer and his tummy quickly expanding outward to handle it. His own cock kept spraying as though sending Scar's cum straight through and back out his body. Though his orgasm ended while she still had lots of her load left to give him, so even given the game's dubious physics and biology at play he was pretty sure Scar's cum hadn't actually shot straight back out of him. Only pretty sure, though.
Scar held Cass where he was for another moment or two, dangling and stuffed, but really quite happy and satisfied. She eventually pulled him free of her softening cock with an incredibly sloppy sound, then deposited him gently back on the grass. He sloshed a bit as he settled and he played lazily with his own cum-infused tummy.
Slowly but magnetically, his three friends all glommed in around him, forming one big pile of happy cum-sluts. They shared each other's messes, swapped occasional kisses, and petted each other freely, taking their sweet time about it as well.
****
When the group finally resumed its travels down the mountain, Cass remained full of cum and wore only his thigh highs. He nestled in Scar's strong arms as she princess-carried him down the trail. Vanya had opted to stay fully nude and cummy as well, reveling in it as much as Cass did. Scar and Ash went for a more business-like approach and had both cleaned and donned their armour again, to Cass and Vanya's teasing boos.
"What are you going to do with all your cum now?" Scar asked, effortlessly walking with Cass's full body weight, as well as half-again that weight in internal cum. "No butt plug to convert it to magical power anymore."
Cass nodded. "That's true. But... I don't know, I feel like I'll come up with something. I can still sense it in me almost the same way I'm used to. It's different, but I still know it's there."
Vanya snickered. "Dude, everyone knows it's there. You look super pregnant from it."
Cass argued about the difference between knowing he was cum-stuffed based on regular senses and knowing it via his cum-senses. No one took him particularly seriously, and in fact generally seemed to enjoy teasing him about how he was claiming to have slut-powers, which was only partly true.
They were still laughing and joking as they came around a bend and straight into an ambush. Everyone halted and stared at the bandit group before them, carefully considering their readiness for a fight. Ash and Scar were ready to go immediately. Vanya and Cass were not at all dressed for it, and were far lewder than they were intimidating.
Cass was deposited on his feet. He instinctively fluttered his wings for balance, already becoming more used to their presence on his back. He got himself steadied while Scar and Ash moved in for battle, and Vanya launched powerful spells in support despite remaining nude and glistening in the sunlight.
Cass felt a little useless at first, largely because he didn't feel nimble enough to move in and provide heals where needed, or take some shots at weak opponents. The party would most likely be fine anyway. The bandits were numerous, but nothing challenging at first.
He only got a bit nervous when elite units showed themselves. A couple more burly enemies who didn't go down in one massive swing of Scar's axe, for instance, or some who could sling spells right back at Vanya, who in turn let out an impressive string of curses.
Cass bit his lip, trying vainly to figure out what use he could be, though gradually succumbed to something inside him. He didn't know what exactly, but he had a feeling like he could in fact be useful here, he could even make use of the ridiculous amount of cum inside him, like there was some ability he just hadn't grasped yet.
It took him a moment to figure it all out, and even then he wasn't sure if he really knew what he was doing or was just getting lucky this time. Either way, a blinding light emerged from the front of him, a large amount of his cum supply burned into magical power, and a shining figure appeared before him.
The figure was gleaming and armoured, with slowly flapping wings holding it aloft. Cass was taken aback to realize it was Azrael he'd summoned, though the boy looked nothing like his smol, pitiful self of their first meeting. He was still a very cute femboy angel, with flowing hair and an adorable face, but he also looked powerful and confident in a way that totally changed his vibe.
Azrael gave Cass a wink, drew a sword that appeared to be made of pure light, and darted toward the fray.
Cass stood back and blinked dazedly. He absently patted his tummy to confirm he'd just spent a great deal of cum on summoning someone to fight for him. It was a lot to process, but it was very useful knowledge and gave him a good sense of what kind of new powers he might now possess. It was also nice not to feel useless despite still staying back from the main fight.
Azrael gave a good accounting of himself in fairly short order. He moved quickly, especially when dashing at enemies, and his sword slashes left visual indicators hanging in the air for a second with every swing. Cannon fodder died quickly to him, and tougher enemies still took a chunk of damage and failed to retaliate as he'd already darted past them.
All in all, Azrael created some good breathing room for Cass's team in relatively short order. Though as it turned out, it wasn't overly long before the angelic femboy glided back to Cass, smiling radiantly at him.
"Are you... done?" Cass asked. "I mean thank you, I just don't know the rules. How this all works, you know? Other than I pay cum to summon you, seems like."
Azrael didn't respond. He just floated right up to Cass, gave him the quickest, softest peck on the lips, then merged back inside of him, vanishing into Cass's chest.
Cass stood uncertainly, wondering if that was really Azrael or just an automated aspect of him. In some respects, it wouldn't really make sense for a player to always be on call for a summoning, especially such a brief one. In that case, there must be a way to contact the real Azrael, even if not for combat purposes.
His thoughts didn't have a chance to get him anywhere. Distracted as he was, and lulled into a false sense of security from not having been targeted before, Cass was hit full blast by a retaliatory spell from one of the few remaining casters they fought. He had lots of health at the moment, so wasn't in immediate danger of dying, though a scarily large chunk of his health bar did vanish all at once. The more worrisome problem was that the blast literally blew him off his feet.
Cass had only a split second to panic and try to scrabble for something to stop his momentum, and it wasn't nearly enough. With an embarrassing squeak that turned into a long shriek, he felt himself tumble right off the edge of the cliff they'd been traveling on. It was a scary feeling to suddenly not having anything at all below him, or at least not for a long way down.
He wasn't totally without options. He had wings now, after all. Unfurling them came naturally, and they did control his helpless descent to some extent. Unfortunately, he hadn't actually had a chance to practice flying at all, nor was he totally certain that he could in fact fly.
He could definitely glide with some amount of success, which took care of the immediate problem of the ground rushing up toward him. It also, as it happened, took him rapidly away from his party, and hadn't entirely solved his general downward trajectory.
Cass had some time in the air to get used to the feel of it all, and became less scared through the course of it. It was actually quite exhilarating and made him want to learn flying for real. Maybe there was somewhere in his character menu he could buy the ability. He had some points saved up if it was an option.



All too soon, the ground reared its ugly head again. Cass's flapping to try and stave it off only left him less controlled again at the very end, and he landed in rough and ungainly fashion, rolling end over end a few times and depleting more of his now scarce hit points in the process. He did end up splatting onto something soft at the very tail end of it all, and just kind of lay there panting, glad to not be dead.
At least his crash site was scenic. A bit of a private glade with majestic trees dotted about and a lovely little pond nearby. The view was nice, but not his focus at the moment.
"Well that wasn't exactly ideal," Cass announced to the world at large. "And I dare say it wasn't even necessary."
"What's that?"
Cass, not as shocked as he felt he should be, slowly turned his head toward the curious voice's direction. There was--and he was pretty sure it hadn't been there a moment ago--the bemused face of a blue, transparent girl floating right next to him. Well not floating as such, but he was having trouble processing what exactly was going on.
"Hello," Cass tried, often a safe bet when intelligence failed him.
"Hi," the girl said chipperly. "Who are you?"
"Um... Cass."
"Neat! I'm Masala!"
Cass blinked. "Masala?"
"Yeah. 'Cause I'm spicy." Masala grinned. "Nice to meet you Umcass!"
"No no, just Cass," Cass said quickly.
"Justcass?"
Cass sighed. "You're mistaking me on purpose, aren't you?"
Masala giggled. "Yeah. But to be fair, you did kind of splat me without asking, so arguably you started it."
Cass, having tried to avoid it, followed Masala's neckline down toward the ground. It wasn't properly a neck, in some ways. It was supporting her head, but at the moment was thin and flexible, and didn't connect to any set of shoulders or indeed a torso. Cass noted as well that the soft landing he'd mildly appreciated a moment ago also appeared to match the colour and texture of his new acquaintance.
"Sorry," he said.
"That's ok. Looked like an accident," Masala said cheerfully. "And I guess I don't mind you sitting in me. You're cute. And... mostly nakey too."
Cass blushed. "It's a long story."
"That's alright. We all get to be who we want in this game. Don't gotta 'splain nothin' if you don't want to."
Masala collected herself somewhat, which in this case meant more of her gelatinous mass gathered under her head, and a rather shapely set of chest, shoulders, and arms formed as Cass watched. She still didn't have a lower half in the traditional sense, but he was beginning to suspect she could fix that at any point.
"You're a, what, shapeshifter of some kind?" Cass asked.
"Slimegirl," Masala said. "Started as a joke, my friend never thought I'd do it. Turns out to be really fun though."
She smirked as she caught Cass checking out her tits. He flushed bright red as they visibly increased in size before his very eyes and bounced with the added mass and volume.
"Looks fun," Cass said, trying vainly not to keep staring.
It wasn't even that she was naked, whatever that meant in her shifting body, though that didn't hurt. It was actually just fascinating the way she moved, the way her body kept readjusting in small or large ways, the way nothing stayed quite the same from minute to minute. And yes, it was particularly interesting around her breasts, but it mostly wasn't about being horny. Mostly.
"It is," Masala agreed seriously. "I mean, I had to get used to being naked a lot. Clothes don't work for me. Like at all."
"You could just pick a different shape," Cass suggested. "It would disguise the nudity thing if you didn't have your various parts showing."
Masala frowned down at herself. "I have done that at times, I suppose. Or I've dragged a loose robe around for when I want some modesty." She brightened again. "But it's kinda fun to be nude out in the world too. You must know what I'm talking about, mister only-wearing-stockings."
"That's... another long story," Cass sighed, trying not to let embarrassment win again. "But it, uh, definitely has its charms."
"Right? Is it a sexy thing for you, or just like a freedom thing?" Masala spread her arms and did a spin in the open air. "I like both, I think. Though streaking in cities and stuff is a li'l too much for me."
Cass thought back to the recent past and the small orgy he'd engaged in with his party. Then back to the slightly less recent past with other sexual partners, or indeed sexual adversaries as the case may be.
"I like the way people look at me like this," Cass said eventually. "I was never deliberately trying to be a showoff or a slut, but it seems to keep happening. Though I maaayyy encourage it a little here and there. Just a little," he repeated with a shy smile. "I've, uh, never been someone who attracts the same kind of attention in the real world."
"Fun, isn't it?" Masala grinned. "We can be whoever we want in this game. It's so exciting! And kind of weirdly comforting."
"You choose to be a nudist slimegirl," Cass gently teased.
"And you're a slutty winged boi," Masala replied easily without a hint of malice. She did another spin, this time rotating on multiples axes and making Cass's brain hurt to try and follow her motion with his eyes. "We're free here."
"That's a really nice way of looking at things," Cass admitted. "I am free here in a way I never was before. Makes me wonder sometimes if I'm not who I'm supposed to be in the real world."
Masala shrugged, a movement she made hypnotic and intoxicating without appearing to even think about it. Only her evil little smirk gave any indication she knew exactly what she was doing with her fluid body.
"I wouldn't worry about it," she said. "This is a fantasy. It doesn't have to define you out there any more than your real self defines you in here."
"Both of myselves are really enjoying your tits," Cass said.
Masala laughed and lay back on the grass. The rest of her mass slowly pooled away from Cass's bottom and flowed toward her. The hint of bare legs formed where Masala reclined, but in turn the rest of her body lost some definition as she relaxed far more literally than most people ever could. She apparently deliberately kept her breasts fully defined as the rest of her went a bit gooey.
"You've got a cute cock," Masala replied in turn. "And your bum is quite nice. I got a proper faceful when you landed, you know."
"Happy to please," Cass said, warming up to Masala enough by now that he only barely blushed at the notion of having dived ass-first onto--or into--a stranger.
The two of them eased into a casual conversation, each becoming more and more comfortable with the other the longer they hung out. It perhaps helped they had both started out naked from the get go, or near enough to it. From there it really wasn't difficult to be comfortable talking about lots of things. Nothing in particular really, just general life stuff and their mutual experiences with the game so far.
"You know I'm really shy in real life actually," Masala said.
Cass examined her sprawled out form. She was in a half-melted state, but continued to keep her tits evident for his benefit, and she often enough had the shape of a pussy formed as well.
"I don't think I believe that," Cass said.
"It's true," Masala insisted.
She shifted her whole body from lying on her back with her feet toward Cass, to lying on her tummy facing him. She did so via flowing into one messy pile, then reshaping herself in the position she wanted.
Cass swallowed hard at her new pose, complete with feet kicking softly in the air. Her breasts pressed against the ground with bountiful cleavage on display, and if anything were more enticing than sticking straight up. She also had the sort of booty that could happily describe as juicy in more ways than one. He was painfully curious what it was actually feel like to the touch. His experience of sitting in her gave him some idea, but not enough to mentally fill in the blanks.
Masala grinned, inflating her ass to ridiculous proportions while Cass was busy perving on her. A girl who could do that sort of thing on a whim couldn't help but inspire lewd thoughts to even the most strong-willed, and Cass didn't possess overly much will at the best of times.
"Prim and proper in real life?" he asked, trying to sound nonchalant. His voice cracked midway through, spoiling his attempt.
"Hardly," Masala snorted. "I'm a horny little thing there too. Just shy is all. I don't think I'd want to be as free as I am here or anything, but... maybe it would be nice to have a little more fun sometimes." She sighed. "Honestly, I probably just get in my head too much. In theory it shouldn't be so hard to get what I want. I just can't make myself be as brave as I am in game."
Cass nodded. "I get that. You think I wander around naked and full of cum in reality?"
"Probably not," Masala said with a teasing grin. "Be kind of hot if you did though."
"A common belief, as it happens," Cass said. "Good news for me, perhaps, no one in reality can cum as much as everyone seems to in game."
Masala gave his cock and balls some serious attention for a moment, enough to make Cass think about putting his legs together.
"How much do you cum?" she finally ask.
"Ha, a lot now that I got turned into an angel," Cass said. "It's been a fun change."
Masala bit her lip, or did something with the same sort of effect given that her slime body didn't properly have lips or teeth as such. "Wanna show me?"
Cass's cock twitched just at the question, making Masala giggle. He had technically had lots of sex already in the past little while, yet found himself intrigued and horny all over again. Not that it was any shock to him, or indeed his new friend.
"Say I do," he said. "How does... how do you...."
"Hehe, if you're asking if I'll help, and how that works," Masala said, "then it's a yes, and the answer is pretty much anything you want."
"In what sense?"
Masala shrugged. "Where do you want to stick your dick in me?"
"What?"
"I'm serious. It can be anywhere. I'm only partly solid at the best of times. Watch."
Cass gaped in amazement as Masala reached for him, trailing slimy fingers up his thigh, and caressed his cock. The sensation made him groan as she didn't just fondle him, she actually pressed her palm to him and let his whole cock sink into her hand.
"See?" Masala said proudly. "I redefine handjobs. Among other things."
"Oh fuck," Cass breathed. "Oh no. That feels really good."
He could see his cock inside her, through her hand and into her wrist. Her semi-transparency meant he could watch while she jerked him off in her own unique way and see the whole thing happening, every detail, all the while still not quite believing it.
"Of course it feels good," Masala bragged. "My whole body's like... like a slimy, gooey pussy. Kinda."
"... your whole body?"
Masala grinned at Cass. "What lewd thing are you thinking, hm?"
"I don't want to say."
"Bruh. You telling me we're just gonna be vanilla about this?" Masala demanded.
"What part exactly of me fucking your hand is vanilla?" Cass countered.
"Just saying... could be my tits. I know you like 'em."
Masala's body flowed, and without every leaving Cass's cock for a second, she maneuvered so he was titfucking her instead of handfucking him.
"Aw fuck," Cass groaned. "This is weird. But hot?"
"Hehe, yeah," Masala beamed, bouncing rhythmically back and forth to make her boobs jiggle along his shaft. "Come on. Be weird with me."
Cass gave in. She made some persuasive arguments.
Masala giggled happily as he tried to grab her and thrust into her boobs. She was slippery and fluid, impossible to get a firm grip on. His hands kept sliding inside her too, for extra challenge.
She toyed with him, as though he weren't already lost and helpless enough when it came to sex with her unique physical properties. She kept flowing her body around, making him fuck her face, her tits, her ass, her pussy, and occasionally just random parts of her body for the hell of it. It all felt the same, and it felt amazing for that matter, but it was a trip to try and process it all. He had to just give in and enjoy the ride.
Masala seemed to enjoy making Cass progressively lose his balance more and more, and gradually sink into her all the deeper as a consequence. It wasn't just his cock going deep in the sexy blue slimegirl, but his hands sank into her when he tried to use her for balance, and his whole front only stayed partly afloat atop her.
"This... this isn't like a trap... right?" Cass panted.
"Haha, no. Why, you scared you'll get stuck in me and have to feel good forever?" Masala asked amusedly.
"Not forever. But enough to maybe do some nefarious things."
Masala brought her face in front of his, giving him a picture perfect pout. "What nefarious things could you possibly suspect me of?"
"None at the moment."
"Oh good."
"It just occurs to me that I can't easily get free of you," Cass said.
Masala smiled dreamily. "Nice, isn't it?"
Cass made another attempt at freeing a hand, which succeeded, but only at the cost of his other arm sinking almost elbow deep into where Masala's tits currently were.
"Does this... feel good for you?" he asked. "Me floundering? Like are you sure I shouldn't have more of a stable position somewhere. I'm barely able to fuck at this rate."
Masala patted his cheek affectionately. "You know, once I get going," she said in horny whisper, "it's kind of like my whole body is one big pussy. Or maybe an erogenous zone, to be more technical. It's not exactly the same feel as a pussy being played with. But it's really nice, and all over me. So like... it all feels good to me."
Dawning understanding hit Cass. It made sense of course, that sex with her would be a very different proposition to... well anyone else that he could think of, as it happened. He'd been trying so hard to equate fucking Masala to sex with someone, anyone, with a fixed body shape. He needed to shake that out of his head.
Cass stopped even trying to gain purchase. It had been a fool's errand. Instead, he let their bodies merge as the flow of the moment dictated. He moved around on top of her and in her, stretching his limbs out, sometimes rocking his hips or just wiggling around.
"Ooh, that's nice," Masala purred affectionately. "That's right cute thing, go deeeep inside me."
She helped pull him in, one slippery hand wrapping around his head and in his hair, one comfortingly on his lower back, and one on....
She had three hands now. She probably thought that was funny. Mostly it was another thing that actually felt really good if Cass just didn't think about it too hard. Plus her third hand was on his butt and teasing its way toward his little bumhole, and he couldn't help but feel like he really, really wanted to know what getting fingered by her felt like.
Masala took care of him too, ebbing and flowing around his cock and balls in a way that wasn't quite fucking or a blowjob, or anything at all he could relate to past experiences. But it was getting him off nicely and he was starting to whimper in pleasure as he was treated to such luxurious, full-body attention.
Letting passion take him, Cass sought Masala's face and tried to kiss her. It took them both a couple attempts to really meet up properly, but he loved the feel of it when their mouths properly joined. As with the rest of her, her lips and tongue weren't as defined and solid as he expected, but kissing her was just as fun if he just let it happen and didn't sweat the mechanics of it all.
"You taste nice," Cass murmured. "Sweet. A little like fruit almost."
"Hehe, thanks," Masala said. "You taste nice too. But in a lewd way. Mind if I use more tongue?"
"How much more?"
"Lots."
Cass grinned, echoing the mischief in her eyes. "Go for it."
He dipped his face toward her again, locking lips and enjoying the way she filled his mouth. He suspected he knew what he was in for by now, and to be fair she wasn't quite as unique as she might think in the way she really started probing deep. Girls in this game had a real thing for penetrating him from either end, or indeed both. The scarier thing was how much he liked it.
Masala's 'tongue' slipped smooth and silky over Cass's and eased its way into his throat. At the same time, as a double distraction, her 'finger' that had been toying with his butthole pushed inside him and stretched him out a little before flowing inside him from that end too. He couldn't quite think of those parts of her as solidly tongue or finger for long, as they kind of just became whatever shape made best sense for sliding deeper inside him.
It felt like getting an internal massage more so than getting fucked. Masala didn't have the rigidity or the force behind her to pound him. She mostly just squeezed, teased, and explored him internally. Just like the feeling of being engulfed in her slimy and soft body on the outside, so his mouth, throat, and bum were treated to her on the inside as well.
"Oh, you're a good boy, huh," Masala cooed.
Cass didn't even bother questioning how she could speak to him while her lips were locked to his and her tongue was neck-deep down his throat. Probably she could just make as many mouths as she felt like. Which was an incredibly horny thought when he extrapolated to a girl who could kiss his mouth, neck, chest, cock, and ass all at the same time if she so chose.
"I've kind of wondered when I was going to freak you out too much," Masala said. "But I'm getting the feeling it isn't going to happen."
Cass shook his head minutely, unable to verbally answer.
"I think that's a big part of my problem dating in reality," she continued. "I'm into... weird things. But I'm super shy. It's not a useful combo." She laughed with self-deprecating energy. "Even too much of a freak for lots of people in game, which is an achievement. I like you though. And I like that you're letting me inside you. Seems like we're as alike as I could have hoped, in certain respects."
If anything, Cass was surprised that this sort of thing would freak people out. The sort of friends he made in game tended to not even blink at the various sexual deviancies that popped up daily.
Though he had to admit, to be fair, his experiences also included far more people eager to stuff cocks, tentacles, and miscellaneous extremities inside him than was probably average. He might be developing a very skewed impression of the denizens of this world.
He also was a very cute and slutty boi in game, and did rather tend to encourage the attention of those he found sexually interesting. The more Cass thought about it, the more he realized that Masala was probably right. They were both kind of sexual weirdos who wouldn't dream of attempting half the stuff in reality that they did here. But it was so fun and so easy not to let his usual standards interfere with opportunities as they presented themselves.
Cass moved his hand to Masala's cheek, or at least where it seemed to be based the fact that she hadn't stopped kissing him yet. Thank goodness for not technically needing to breathe.
It was a slow-moving process, as he essentially was trying to slip his whole arm through Masala's gelatinous body and place a comforting hand to her face via her own internal structure. She thankfully understood what he was going for and leaned into his touch.
"And you're sweet," she murmured. "A girl could get used to this."
Cass moaned as Masala's twin tendrils met each other inside him, joining his mouth and ass in one continuous loop of slimegirl all around and through him. It was amazing, intense, and super hot. His cock twitched inside Masala, leaking copious precum, wanting to explode. He wasn't quite there yet until she discovered his wings.



Masala hadn't really gotten as far as his feathers up to that point, but she'd been creeping gradually all over his body, and it had only been a matter of time. She made a delighted noise at discovering how her silky, slimy touch on his sensitive wings made him shiver and purr, and within moments she had at least half a dozen hands or tendrils running over them.
"So that's your weak spot," Masala teased. "Well, one of them anyway. Wouldn't have guess these though. Beautiful wings, by the way. And so soft."
Cass moaned louder, feeling so close to cumming and absolutely overwhelmed by the sheer number of his physical and emotional buttons Masala could press all at once.
"Are you gonna cum for me?" Masala cooed. "Don't answer, I know you are. I can feel... so much of you. You're twitching in at least three interesting places, you know."
Cass whimpered loudly, pleading without words.
"Don't worry, I'll take care of you," Masala told him. "I want you to cum in me. All up inside me. Whenever you want, cute boy. Cass. Sweet little Cassie."
He couldn't even protest the indulgent way she encouraged him at the end, as it kind of worked for him. Not that he would have held out much longer anyway. Masala filled him and caressed him in all the best places, his very favourites. And she did it with such tender care once she found what he liked.
Cass shuddered and tensed, his whole body contracting for one moment before a powerful orgasm erupted from deep within him. A huge amount of cum shot from his cock and balls, directly into the waiting embrace of Masala's body.
She gasped in surprise at how much he came inside her, and that was when he was only half done. It was gratifying to exceed her expectations, and insanely pleasurable to just keep pumping cum into her like she was a bottomless reservoir to be filled up. Kind of like him most of the time.
Disentangling themselves afterward was a slow, lazy affair. Partly because it was nice to cuddle together afterward, in whatever sense being partially merged could be considered cuddling. Partly just because they'd both worn themselves out a bit. It had been a full and intense experience, and recovery was needed.
Cass felt disappointingly empty again when Masala pulled herself free of his mouth and bum. She took her time disengaging from within and without, apparently to make sure she brought all of herself with her.
It was a slow process, but Cass was pleased to find that despite all the slime involved, his skin remained pristine as she peeled away. He'd been fearing how much he might have to clean up afterward and how difficult she might be to wash off. Fearing for nothing, as it turned out.
Once they were separated, Cass was able to marvel at the amount of cum inside Masala. Not in the usual way of guesstimating based on how much extra tummy someone now possessed, but given her transparency he could very literally watch all of his cum floating inside her. Sometimes trickling all the way through her body, sometimes gathered together in one big pool of cum as she formed it into a pregnant belly of sorts.
"That's kind of hot, you know," Cass said, gently prodding Masala's tummy.
"Hehe, yeah. I'm a fan." Masala gazed at herself and her cum storage. "Cum's so much fun in this body too. I, uh, might have gained a new kink thanks to it. It's just nice what I can do with it, and the fact that I don't have to worry about pregnancy or anything."
Cass nodded. "It is probably very lucky I'm not breedable," he agreed. "Given how much certain people would like to try anyway."
He patted his own tummy, thinking of the cum inside him as well, but found that it was flat under his hand. He frowned as he couldn't sense any cum inside him at all.
"Masala, what happened to my cum?" he asked.
"Inside me, silly," she said. "We were literally just talking about it."
"Not what I cummed in you. What I had inside me."
"Oh that." Masala contrived to look cutely innocent at him. "I didn't think you were using it."
"Dammit Masala, no sneaking my cummies," Cass said.
"Sor-ry," she said. "I guess I could share some back with you."
Cum visibly flowed from Masala's tummy up her throat and into her tongue as she stuck it out toward him. Cass was annoyed at the way he almost smooshed faces with her again by reflex. A cute girl offering him tonguey, cummy kisses and he was nearly helpless to resist. Then again, it was hard to see a downside when he thought about it. Something about dignity, he supposed. It might be nice to have some again someday.
A crashing from the nearby undergrowth interrupted the moment anyway, and soon after the unmistakable sound of playful bickering.
"Ah, good. My party was looking for me after all," Cass said. "I hadn't really gotten around to figuring out how to get out of here."
Masala, however, gave the distinct impression of blushing. Her cheeks when a much deeper blue than the rest of her, at least, which was probably her equivalent.
"Not right now," she hissed.
"Why not?" Cass asked, genuinely curious.
"I'm naked! And you clearly just came in me!"
"... so?"
"It would be embarrassing!"
Cass did recall she'd claimed to be shy, though he hadn't really believe it until she started panicking about the situation.
"Aren't you always naked?" he asked. "Isn't that a whole thing you told me?"
"Yeah, but... shut up. Stop logicking. I'm just not ready for people right now." Masala concentrated, and the cum inside her slowly disappeared. She must be able to absorb it somehow too, either to power abilities like Cass, or something else entirely. "Here, let me hide."
"Um... hide where?"
Masala moved swiftly and had a finger to his ass again before he could react. She started flowing up his butt and cozily inside him at a rapid pace, and any attempt at him grabbing her to stop her was futile. She could slip out of any grip.
It wasn't unpleasant to be rapidly filled up anally, quite the contrary, even if he wasn't horny enough to fully appreciate it at the moment. But he felt like it must be vaguely rude to fully climb up someone's bum without asking first. Even if it did feel really quite wonderful.
Cass fell forward on his hands and knees, involuntarily sticking his butt out for more. Masala felt kind of like a slippery cock that just kept thrusting in and didn't ever have to pull out again, and simultaneously felt like a massive cumshot filling him up and stretching his ass and tummy at the same time.
Masala disappeared inside Cass with a final slorp, leaving him panting and aroused all over again, just in time for his friends to crash through a nearby screen of trees and spot him.
"Oh Cassie," Vanya said with loving exasperation. "It's nice of you to greet us like that, but please don't tell me you've been waiting on your hands and knees for us. That's a little too horny and subby even for you."
Ash smirked at the implication that Cass was so horny and helpless that upon becoming lost he'd given up and just presented himself, waiting to be found by someone who wanted to fuck him. Scar meanwhile, despite having fucked him good not long ago, mostly looked at him with interest.
"That is not what I was doing," Cass said with whatever scraps of dignity he could muster. Barely being able to clamber to his feet didn't help his case. Thanks to Masala tucked away inside him, he once again appeared to be pregnant, and somewhat felt like it too. "There was a girl here. She's inside me."
"Got cummed in again, huh?" Scar snorted. "Alright, I'll give you a bit before I get you again."
"No, I mean inside me. Right now. Her whole body." Cass pouted prettily. "Take me seriously, dammit!"
Scar scooped him up and over her shoulder. "Of course, baby boi. Whatever you say." She turned to Vanya. "I think we may have been fucking him too hard."
"Speak for yourself!" Vanya said. "You're the one with the massive, femboy-dominating cock here."
"The probability that Cass has begun hallucinating based on sexual activities is pretty low," Ash chimed in. "Now there are always new conditions being discovered in the game, but it seems unlikely that...."
Cass sighed and tuned out the discussion around him. There was a girl in his butt, even if they didn't want to believe him. Probably if he wasn't a roundly cum-stuffed boy so often they'd be more likely to believe him. He had to admit, he looked mostly the same as ever after a particularly cummy session with someone. Evidence wasn't on his side at the moment.
He brightened as a new friend request popped up. From Masala, of course. She'd made him look a bit silly just now, but she was awfully fun and inventive, and maybe it was pretty hot that she was just chilling inside him with no one the wiser.
Cass accepted Masala's friend request while being carried along with his group, mostly ignored and bouncing on Scar's shoulder as he was. He wouldn't mind hanging out with her some more. And maybe he'd be able to trick her into revealing herself so he could regain some credibility.
In the meantime, Cass just kind of bit his lip and squirmed every time he felt Masala shift and wriggle inside him. Having a slimegirl fully, sneakily inside him was kind of unlocking a new kink for him, and since no one believed him for now anyway, he might as well settle in to enjoy her presence.
Cass joined in on the banter as he got used to his situation, joking along with his friends as they escorted him back toward civilization. One way or another, there was lots of fun and adventure ahead of them.
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Camila felt her usual excited, anxious tingles as her group got settled. Her living room contained several happily chatting women, all with a glass of wine in their hand or sat next to them. Most of the glasses had a sizeable dent put in them already, Camila's included. It was best to be a little warmed up for the conversation ahead.
Even as a professional therapist, Camila could never truly keep her emotions in check going into these group meetings. There was too much anticipation, too much nervous energy. It had gone very well so far for everyone involved, but they were all sharing very, very personal things.
And, of course, Camila really hadn't been professional in assembling the group in the first place. She was skirting lines as best as she very well could, only gathering women together with common interests and letting them divulge their secrets, but it was a flimsy ethical shield at best.
Still, it was too late to worry about that at this point. Much better to just enjoy the support and camaraderie of the group.
Camila cleared her throat, quickly gaining everyone's attention as they were all just as eager as she was to begin sharing.
"Thank you all for coming," Camila said. "And thank you for welcoming Lucy, our newest member."
Lucy blushed and waved shyly. She hadn't been to a meeting yet, and was clearly nervous and still a little disbelieving of it. The rest of the moms had been very open and friendly toward her. After all, she was one of them, and they were excited to find out about her experiences.
"I think we should begin, if no one has any objections?" Camila continued, pausing a moment and looking around.
A few faces nodded eagerly, others called eager assent.
Camila nodded and took a deep breath. "Good, well... let me start, shall I?"
****
Camila's Story
****
It had all started from my suspicions that my son and daughter were up to something. I believed they were sleeping together, to be blunt, though I rarely let myself actually think that of them. They'd always been such good kids, and what kind of mother was I anyway?
I was, however, entirely correct. I caught Jason and Maya in bed together one morning. I'd been looking for a chance to do so, if it presented itself. I needed to know for my own sanity, just to be sure. Though truly, if I was being honest, it had become a bit of an obsession by then. A fascination and a fantasy. I found myself shamefully masturbating just thinking about the two of them. Usually with each other, sometimes separately, sometimes... with me.
That was a hard thing for me to live with, as a mother. It made me feel horrible. But there was some vindication, and indeed some visceral pleasure in catching Jason and Maya that morning. They were both sleepy, rumpled, and very naked in his bed together. It made me confident I wasn't crazy, and it was fuel on an already dangerously active imagination.
Possibly my biggest surprise was how calm they were about the whole thing. Jason made a token protest about knocking first, which ordinarily I always would have, but neither really seemed to mind that much. They assumed they'd be found out sooner or later.
I really couldn't believe what was happening as they both got out of bed. I pictured something like the affairs in movies, where everyone tries to hide themselves and cover up, and there's a lot of shouting and tears. My kids, though, just stood up, still fully naked, and went about their morning, talking to me like nothing had happened.
I watched Jason get dressed, sorting himself out like he was in no hurry. Maya, the little scamp, gave me a big hug and batted her eyes at me.
"Sorry, we've been kind of naughty," she said.
Then she pranced away back to her room. She had my eyes on her backside the whole time, and I think she very well knew it.
It led to some serious soul searching afterward. No one prepares you for parenting anyway, but they definitely don't prepare you for what I was dealing with.
It got even more difficult as, on top of not being the slightest bit remorseful or apologetic, Jason and Maya became, dare I say it, somewhat flirty with me. They'd be openly intimate with each other now that I knew about them, but they included me as well. I really didn't know what to do with it. Other than, of course, having an even worse horniness problem to deal with, and spending even more time guiltily masturbating locked in my room.
I didn't always remember to actually lock the door, as I discovered. Maya waltzed in one day while I was half-naked, finger-deep in my pussy, and vibing my clit. She sat on the bed with me, chatted casually like it was any other mother and daughter time together, and kicked her bottoms off.
I didn't know what to do, I'd kind of frozen up really. Again, no one ever tries to prepare you for something like that happening.
Once Maya stated playing with herself next to me, all I could do was shrug and carry on doing the same. I masturbated with my daughter, and it was probably the hottest thing I'd ever done in my life. All my sexual encounters included in that list. And we hadn't even touched each other. It was... an intense revelation.
If my children weren't adults and capable of making their own decisions, that would have had to be the end of it. It should have ended before that, really. And it still should have. But it turned out I was not as firm in some of my convictions as I really should have been.
I caught the two of them at it shortly after that. They wanted me to catch them is my real suspicion. Maya's door was left peeking open, after all, and they're both more clever than to let that happen accidentally.
I watched them through the crack in the door for a moment, getting a sense of the situation, then decided the hell with it and pushed the door gently open.
Maya had her face and chest down on the bed with her perky little ass stuck up for her brother. He smiled at me while pounding her into the bed, that same roguishly charming, slightly evil grin that I used to get from their father when we were together. It was a smile that went straight to my clit.
Maya peered back at me as well, with her big, innocent eyes and cutely panting mouth. One could almost believe her to be a sweet and angelic little thing if not for how eagerly she presented herself to get railed by her brother.
I sat on the edge of the bed and watched. I couldn't believe I would do such a thing, but I did. Just sat and watched, and sometimes stroked Maya's hair. I was a tinge jealous of her, actually, as it had been quite some time since someone had fucked me like that. I was jealous of her getting fucked by her brother. It sounded horrible every time I thought of it, but no less true for all that. Fully admitting to it made me wickedly horny.
Jason came over Maya's ass, and for a brief time that became the new hottest thing I'd ever seen. The slut in me wanted to lick it back off while he fucked me. The mother in me wanted to leave and never think of any of it again. I did neither. I just sat there and let them pull me into bed.
Jason ate my pussy that time. He pulled my pants and panties off and licked me out. Maya snuggled with me and kissed me, trying to catch my lips but I wouldn't let her, not this time. I don't know why it even mattered. My son's tongue was all over my pussy, it wasn't like anything was going to make the situation worse.
"We were wondering how much you were snooping," Maya told me while watching her brother between my legs. "I'll admit, I didn't think you'd actually join us."
"I didn't," I said. "I shouldn't."
"Ha, yeah. Little late to protest now," Maya laughed.
She scooped some cum off her bum and offered it to me. Actually fed me my son's cum that he'd painted her ass with. And I sucked it off. I sucked my daughter's finger clean, and then some.
"Good Mom," she said. "Good mommies get treats."
"Oh my god, don't," I said, somehow more embarrassed now than I had been before.
"Treats are cums," Maya clarified, as though that helped. "Jason's gonna take care of that."
"That doesn't make it better," I protested weakly.
Maya shrugged. "You can leave."
"... no I can't."
"Well then you get treats, don't you?"
It was weird to feel like I could ever be helpless with my children, yet that was exactly what I was. I couldn't resist them at all. Or rather, I didn't want to. I made every excuse I could think of not to leave. I fretted myself silly over not wanting to interrupt Jason until he made me cum.
It was so worth it. Playing with myself just couldn't compete. I was pretty good at making myself cum, but even at best it was nothing like cumming on my son's tongue while my daughter hugged and caressed me, kissing my neck and cheek, and even sneaking a few on my lips while I couldn't help myself.
That was the end of my pretense, I think. That day, that orgasm. I still acted like a mom as best I could, but I wasn't getting away with it.
Which brings me to the big change that happened in our mutual family relationship. There'd been a lot more flirting, messing around, even a lot of cumming. I'd been trying to avoid taking it too far, if that even makes sense under the circumstances. I couldn't last forever at any rate.
My kids don't play fair. They're young and have all that energy, and besides there's two of them and only one me.
Maya's been so flirty and handsy, and never seems to wear enough clothes around the house anymore. She's always sneaking kisses and slipping her hands under my shirt. Making me horny all the time, is really what she's up to.
Jason's even worse somehow. His new favourite game has been, apparently, to see how often he can rub a boner up against me. Usually on my ass while I'm busy doing something. He loves that, especially if I'm doing dishes or something. Not moving for a while. He just wants to grind on me. And once again I've found that I don't really want to stop him.
That's how it happened, I think. Jason was rubbing up on my ass, through our clothes but still very obviously hard. Maya had perched next to us in only her shirt and panties, and the panties didn't last long.
I knew Maya was going to try something.
"Want treats, Mom?" she'd say. Or, "want to come to bed now?" or, "wanna watch me rub my pussy, Mommy?"
Probably something even more clever and impish than that. She has a way about her when she wants to.
I cut off whatever she was going to try anyway. I started licking her pussy before she could tempt me. A questionable strategy, I know, but my willpower only lasts so long at the best of times.
Maya was delighted, of course. She started petting me and cooing.
"Oh wow," she said. "That's nice. You're all worked up already today, huh? Must be all wet under there, aren't you?"
Jason found out for sure for her. He took break from grinding on me long enough to strip my bottoms off. The feel of him gently tugging my panties down was fiery and exquisite. They were soaked already, and my pussy was just as sopping wet and waiting for him. I couldn't even begin to describe the full thrill of it, of knowing what he wanted, and what I wanted, and being so very sure it was going to happen. All the while being fully aware of how it should never, ever even be considered.
"She's very wet," Jason confirmed.
Maya nodded with evident satisfaction. "I knew it. I know what gets me going, after all, and Mom couldn't possibly be that different."
I was blushing furiously, but couldn't deny her. We were altogether too much the same. The three of us, really.
Jason was just as excitingly hard as he pressed against me again. He'd taken off his pants too, so instead of us both having clothes protecting us, neither of us did anymore. Just his bare cock against my flushed skin.
He grinded on my ass for a while, smearing precum around, then on my pussy. My breath hitched a little every time I thought he might accidentally slide inside. I was so wet, so warm, so ready for him. The most horrible of a mother I've ever felt like, hoping my son would slip his cock in me. All the while eating my daughter out to her continued praise.
"I think Jason wants treats," Maya said. "He's like that a lot, you know."
"Must be awful for you," I mumbled around her snatch.
"Hehe, no, it's great," she said. "Luckily, I want treats pretty often too."
"You don't say," I said.
"Your pussy feels really nice," Jason told me. "It keeps trying to trick me inside."
"I'm trying to trick you?" I asked, fully incredulous.
"Your pussy is," Jason said.
"You won't stop rubbing on it," I protested.
"Can't help it," he said. "That's part of the trickiness."
He was full of shit. But he had me well and truly seduced. Him and his sister. Why oh why my own daughter had to have a pussy I couldn't stop licking, I still don't know. But between her and Jason, all I could really do was arch my back, present myself even more sluttily for my son, and let him fuck me.
Jason clearly had a lot of practice with his sister. He was very good. He sated a deep, longing ache in my pussy with his cock, and with surprisingly cunning fingers on my clit when appropriate. He gave me the long, hard, fulfilling cum I hadn't known I'd desperately needed.
Not that they stopped there. Not a chance. They took me to bed, both of them sharing me easily. I made out with Maya while Jason lovingly fucked her and cummed in her pussy. Then I sucked him clean and proceded to lick my daughter's pussy again, this time while she was full of my son's cum.
Jason fucked me again while Maya cuddled me. He made me cum a second time, and this time came in me as well. It had been a long time since I'd had a boy cum in me, and he was absolutely thrilled to get to creampie his mommy.
Our day got pretty lazy after that, but never innocent. My kids didn't let me get dressed. If I even tried, they'd find an excuse to strip me again and licked me out, or play with my tits, or bend me over and fuck me yet another time. I could have complained about the way they treated me, but neither would have believed me, and besides it was honestly the happiest I'd been in a long, long time.
I was happy and floating for days after. A little sore and exhausted too, but mostly ecstatic and helplessly giddy. I felt like a girl with my first crush again, like I'd just discovered my clit, like...
****
Camila cleared her throat, face bright red by now despite her best efforts and lots of practice handling sensitive subject matter. She hid partly behind her mostly empty glass of wine clutched in both hands in front of her mouth.
"I had to chastise Jason for cumming in me, of course," she said. "And his sister. He really shouldn't be doing that. But it gave me such joy and peace afterward, and I don't know that I can ever go back to looking at my children the same ever again."
Camila noted the flush on every other face in the room, and got plenty of accepting nods as she finished up. Lucy, being brand new, was absolutely wide-eyed and didn't seem to realize how tightly she was clutching her own, very empty wine glass. She'd been warned and knew what the group was about, but that wasn't the same as actually experiencing it.
Rachel, sitting next to Camila, bit her lip. "So you... you had sex with them both?"
Camila nodded. "Yes. Very much so. And you already knew that."
Rachel beamed wickedly. "I just like hearing you say it!"
Like a dam breaking, the whole group erupted into excited chatter. Lots of uncertainty and questions, but also a lot of eagerness and anticipation of others getting to share their recent experiences.
Camila let it go on for a few minutes, taking the opportunity to pass around more wine. She didn't intend to let anyone get sloppy drunk, but pleasantly tipsy was very much on the table. It was, at times, well needed.
Rachel kind of took over as Camila was settling herself back down, before she had to restore order herself.
"So, my son's been showing a lot of interest lately," Rachel said. "For the past several months really."
And just like that, a hush fell back onto the room to let her speak.
****
Rachel's Story
****
I suppose I found it cute and charming at first, when I realized Liam had a little crush on me. On his mommy. It's the sort of thing I usually wouldn't take seriously. Something of a phase, perhaps.
Honestly, it was kind of nice to feel closer to my son again. That comes and goes, as every parent probably knows.
It began to get a touch concerning at some point. He wanted to spend time with me rather than trying to date. I knew he'd had some trouble with girls. My heart ached for him during the worst of it, but it's just something teenagers have to go through sometimes.
It seemed harmless. Just something to cheer him up, to make him feel special, and perhaps to make me feel those things as well. It had been a long, long time since anyone had tried to date me or to make me feel like the most important woman in the room, let alone the world.
Maybe it was that flattery, that stroke to my ego that let me carry it too far. I'd been playfully thinking of our time out together as dates, and at some point I realized that was exactly what they were. I was, from a certain perspective, dating my son.
I felt awful about it for a while and stopped spending time with Liam so much, and definitely didn't go out with him on our own. I could tell it broke his heart though, the very thing I'd wanted to help him fix.
Camila helped me through part of this, helped me to realize I needed to communicate better. It was such a tough balance to try and tell her enough detail of what my conflict was without giving it all away. I didn't think she'd understand everything. I didn't know her well enough yet.
I waited until it was just Liam and I at home, after his university classes were done for the day. Made some time for us to just talk. It was important.
"Liam, sweetie, I think there are a few things I need to say, if now's a good time," I said, trying to hide my anxiety over the situation.
He looked at me, those precious eyes of his studying me, then nodded. "We should probably talk," he agreed.
We sat on the edge of his bed together. I'd left the door open to give us the air of not doing anything inappropriate, even though I's already made sure the rest of the house was empty.
"I've loved spending time with you lately," I told him. "Our little excursions together have been fun. And you know I love seeing you happy."
Liam smiled shyly. "I know. I had a good time too. You're gonna tell me we have to stop though, aren't you?"
"Maybe," I said. "Why do you say that?"
"I recognize the pattern," he said. "It's not the first time I was having a good time with someone, then they cooled off."
I felt a stab in my chest when he said that. He kept going before I could say anything though.
"I mean, it's different this time because, well, I think maybe it's the opposite of you losing interest."
He said it facing straight ahead, not even looking at me.
"You saw it too," I said, laying a hand on his knee. "I'm glad it wasn't just me."
"It wasn't just you," Liam said ruefully. "They felt like fun dates, but I guess I'm not s'posed to date my mom, huh?"
I smiled tentatively, feeling a little better that at least we were both kind of on the same page. "Not really," I said. "And I really should know better too. It's my fault way more than yours. You know that, don't you?"
"I do," he said. "I was just hoping you didn't."
I laughed. I actually did, in spite of all my nerves I'd gone into the conversation with. He made it so easy, and it was all too clear how I'd fallen into the trap in the first place. Liam was so fun and easy to be with, and to let myself fall for, at least a little.



"We can still do things together," I said. "I'd like to. Just... being more mindful, I guess."
Liam nodded. "I'd like that too. It's too bad though, because not being mindful was half the fun."
"Behave," I said.
"Of course. Just, you know, with girl you always have to be aware what you're saying and doing, and even then you never know if she's going to keep liking you or not. I never had to worry about that stuff with you."
"For good reason," I said. "Because we're never getting romantically entangled."
"Maybe romance is overrated," Liam said.
"It isn't," I said. "It's wonderful, when you find it."
He put a hand on my lower back then. It was cheeky of him. I did still have a hand on his knee, so I shouldn't complain, but to be fair he'd slipped his hand under my shirt. That was a step further at the very least.
"I believe that," he said. "I kind of did for a while there."
I frowned, not quite letting myself pull away from his touch. "Not with your mother," I chided gently.
"Yes with her, in fact," he said.
"That," I told him firmly, "is not appropriate."
"Oh I know," he assured me.
His hand slipped further up my back. I shivered at his touch.
"We should not be romantically involved," I said, as though the message wasn't already perfectly clear.
"That's true," he said. "But we could, you know, ignore that. Just a little."
"Just a little?"
"Yeah."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"You know. Like maybe still occasionally go on dates," he said. "Just casual. Maybe you wear that same dress from last time."
I bit my lip, unsure of what I was hearing, and more importantly what I wanted to do about it. "That dress was a little slutty," I said softly.
"Yeah. I liked it," he said.
"I can't wear a bra with it," I said.
He grinned and I felt his hand go to my bra strap. He fumbled a moment, then released the catch, undoing my bra under my shirt.
"I liked that part too," he said.
I gasped, feeling my heart pounding like it hadn't for years. Whatever it was he was doing to me, I didn't want him to stop.
"That's really what you want?" I asked.
"Among other things," he said.
"You have to behave," I told him. "Maybe we can date a little. Maybe. You can't tell anyone that's what we're doing."
"Of course not," he said. "How would I even tell anyone that without them thinking I'm deluded and a total perv?"
His hand was rubbing up and down my spine, just soft and tender, like I might have done for him when he was feeling bad. Only it wasn't a totally innocent touch. Not even close.
"We're just having fun," I insisted. "Just getting some things that we aren't getting elsewhere."
"Exactly," Liam said. "We both benefit."
"But we're not taking it too far," I said. "That's very important. And we'll stop when you find a girl to date. Someone more your age, and not your mother."
He smirked and gave me tummy butterflies with the way he looked at me. "Sure," he said. "But just to be clear, how far is too far? Because dating, you know, involves some stuff."
"I don't like that tone," I said. "You're trying to get something from me."
"Just a kiss?" he suggested, innocent as an angel.
I sighed and stood up. "I warned you to behave," I said as a fetched my loose bra from under my shirt and walked off with it.
It was one of the hardest things I've ever done to not kiss him when he asked for it. That was how bad it already was.
It got even worse when we got back to our little dates. We were both perfectly well behaved at first. Just a mom and son out for some quality time. Then I found myself dressing up for him again, just as I'd been falling into the habit of. Wearing the slutty dress that he liked, with no bra and even no panties, though I didn't tell him the latter part. That was just for me and my imagination later.
We went shopping together at one point. I helped him pick out some things to look more suave on dates--for me, in fact, though I pretended otherwise--and he helped me select some new things as well. He picked a new dress for me that really did make me look absolutely gorgeous and I probably wouldn't have dared even try if not for him.
He also, though, tricked me into trying on a dress that was even sluttier than his previous favourite. It was even shorter at the bottom, deeper cut down my cleavage, and was missing practically the whole back of it nearly down to my butt. I gave him such a look when I realized what he wanted me to try on, but I did it anyway, thinking it was kind of fun to tease him with something I'd never, ever wear again.
Little did I realize he went ahead and bought it himself when I wasn't looking. It was a few more dates before he cajoled me into wearing it out. I think I knew I would as soon as I knew he'd bought it, I just didn't want to admit it.
That was our most intimate date yet, by far. It was a lovely, upscale restaurant, with the perfect ambiance, and quiet enough I didn't have to worry about other diners constantly taking peeks at me. Just Liam, constantly letting his eyes roam, making me all hot and bothered without even really having to do anything. I wore no underwear again, though I didn't expect him to find that out.
He did find out. We kissed before driving home, right outside our car. He pressed me against it and let his hands wander, including up the skirt of my dress. My resolve hadn't lasted worth a damn, and I let him feel me up, let him find out that his own mom had gone out with him in the sluttiest thing she'd ever worn, without even any panties.
"You're not... behaving," I said, in between making out with him.
"I don't want to," he said, fully fingering my pussy. "I don't think I can."
"I knew this... was going to happen," I moaned. "You keep pushing a little more every date."
He grinned at me. "You keep letting me."
I growled and took him home. He was still all smiles, but thought it was an end to the evening. The joke was on him. As soon as I could manage it, I sneaked into his room, let that stupid, slutty dress fall off me and pool on the floor at my feet, and just stared at him. It took him all of about two seconds to tackle me into bed. I hadn't felt so desired in... decades, almost.
"Mom," he whispered.
"Don't say that," I said, tearing at his shirt. "Or... you know what, do."
He laughed, happy and free, helping me rip his clothes off too. Leaving us both naked in his bed. He wanted to kiss me all over. He had my naked body for the first time, all for him, all for whatever he wanted to do. I'd given up on trying to curtail either of us. At least for that night, there was no behaving.
We had sex, of course, once he was done playing around. He was on top of me, thrusting in and out of my pussy that was so damn wet I was surprised there was any other liquid left in me. I fucked my son. Blew both of our minds, I think.
It was the first time in a long time that sex had really meant anything to me. It had been rote and formulaic for a long time, and I hadn't felt truly desired and needed. Liam made me feel those things. Made me feel like I was wonderful and special to him, his every movement a dedication to me and how much he loved me.
I was absolutely enraptured with him, I wanted him so badly. I didn't even stop him when he came in me, I just waited for him to want to go again. He was delighted, and just kept going again and again until he couldn't.
Mechanically I don't know that any of it was the best sex I've had, but emotionally and passionately I don't think I could ever top it. I don't know that anything could ever top that night. That night with my son of all people.
****
Rachel smiled, her cheeks burning crimson, but her eyes wistful. "We've had more sex since then. Not quite as mad, frantic, and passionate, but still amazing." She looked at Camila. "I've tried telling my son too that he shouldn't cum in me. It hasn't really worked."
Camila gave a playful smile back. "Boys," she said with a shrug.
"Boys," Rachel agreed, briefly raising her wine glass in salute.
There was a wave of excited murmuring again, and another brief pause in sharing stories. Most of the women present were squirming, squeezing their thighs together, or otherwise having difficulty sitting still. Camila fully understood that everyone was getting all worked up. It was only expected, and much less awkward than their first group meeting where no one had known what to do with their feelings.
Judith was next to speak up. A little more timidly at first than either Camila or Rachel, but growing in confidence from there.
"I've been having difficulty with my daughters," Judith said. "For years really, but it got worse several months ago. There's, uh, been some developments."
Camila grinned, sipped her wine, and settled in to listen.
****
Judith's Story
****
I gained a new daughter, Lily, when I got remarried. Step-daughter, technically, but I already loved her even before her father and I took the marriage plunge.
Lily and Darla, my other daughter, were close to the same age, which I thought worked out well. They both loved having a sister, and I loved having two daughters. It was a fantastically lucky situation all round.
But teenagers have their problems, no matter how lucky I got. For some reason as they both pushed their twenties, they started feuding. Fighting and snapping like I'd never had to deal with before. I didn't know what to do with them.
Camila helped, as I started seeing her for these family problems. She gave me new ways to talk to them, and to try and discover what was the matter and whether we could fix it.
It kind of helped. I didn't manage to get much out of them, they both clammed up hard when I pressed, but at least we managed to get a basic level of respect back, and I hoped time would take care of the rest.
It wasn't as simple as all that, however. It could have been, until I came home early one day and found Darla busy eating Lily's pussy. They had the tv on and didn't hear me, didn't even notice me at first. I was standing there shocked and stunned when Lily finally looked in my direction.
It was a pretty awkward conversation when we even made it that far, and I was too distracted to really ask any of the questions I should have. It was mostly, "how?" and, "why?", and, "how long?" That kind of thing.
"I fell for Darla," Lily told me, speaking much more calmly than I'd managed. I think she was just grateful I wasn't yelling. "I didn't mean to. But she's been so awesome, and fun to have as a sister. And, you know, super hot too."
"I didn't like it at first," Darla said. "Hated it, even."
"My fault," Lily acknowledged. "I didn't mean to ever let it slip, and when I did it was... not handled well."
"You asked me to date you," Darla giggled. "When I was busy being furious at you."
"It worked," Lily pointed out. "If you count the long game."
"Yeah, I suppose."
Darla took Lily's hand and squeezed it. It would have been super cute and comforting to me under other circumstances. They were getting along again, just not in a way that I could wrap my head around.
"We had to still be kind of bitchy here and there," Darla said. "For appearances." She sighed. "I guess it was still only a matter of time."
"You, uh, aren't going to tell anyone are you?" Lily asked anxiously. "Or stop us? I really love her. Again, I didn't mean to, but she's kind of accidentally my soulmate."
Darla beamed back at her, and I was faced with my precious daughters being so, so happy together, and I still didn't know what to do.
I think I repressed it for a while. I knew it was happening, but pretended my very hardest that it wasn't. Eventually, perhaps inevitably, I got curious.
I started snooping. I told myself that wasn't what I was doing, but it definitely was. I wanted to catch my daughters at it again, and since they were at each other so often it didn't take long once I put my mind to it.
All it took was coming home early again. This time they were outside in the backyard, suntanning together. Or at least that's what it had started out as. Watching the scene, it seemed evident that what had begun as ordinary, sisterly time together basking in the sun had become even less clothed than the skimpy bikinis they'd started with, and had become much more physical as well.
I didn't want to feel aroused by them. Not by my daughters together. I couldn't help it though, they were so sexual and so pure. I couldn't be mad at them for what they had, not when it was so beautiful even just to me, an observer.
Darla caught me watching. I hadn't been careful about that. She didn't say anything to Lily, not right away, but she acknowledged me with her eyes at the time. She knew mommy had been spying.
The two of them must have discussed it, or any of the other times I peeked on them. It became a bit of a game, and I'm afraid I wasn't good at it. This was an occasion though where perhaps losing was actually winning.
They surprised me in bed, the tricksy little things. When it was just the three of us at home. I can't say I'd ever awakened to two gorgeous, naked, sexy, smiling girls pouncing into bed with me. It was something of a wonderful experience, even if it freaked me out too.
"Girls, please," I said. "What are--"
"We need to have a talk, Mom," Darla informed me.
"We simply must," Lily agreed.
"You keep trying to catch us together," Darla said.
"Which is kind of fun," Lily added. "Though some privacy would be nice sometimes."
Darla crawled closer to me, and I was very conscious of how little I had on under the covers, and how even less she had on above them.
"We might start to think you want something, Mommy," Darla purred.
"Darling, no," I protested. "Nothing like that."
"Nothing like that?" Lily inquired, crawling just as close on my other side. "So just to be clear, this right now is doing nothing for you?" Her eyes glinted wickedly. "Mommy," she added evilly.
I moaned and my attempted denials came out as a few faint croaks. Nothing much like proper words.
"We do love you, Mom," Darla assured me. Her deft little fingers worked my covers away from me, despite my best efforts. "We can play with you too sometimes, if that's what you're after."
"You're a very good mom," Lily echoed, teaming up on me from the other side very unfairly and depriving me of my blankets. "So supportive of us. We know that can't have been easy."
Darla looked at her sister, smiled, and leaned in to kiss her. My jaw absolutely dropped as I watched them directly above me, kissing with love and tenderness.
"That wouldn't be very motherly of me," I managed to say.
"That's ok," Darla said. "We don't do sisterly very well these days either."
Lily laughed and dove on me, pulling at my few, scant underthings I had on and trying to sneak kisses in very inappropriate places. Darla was only just behind her, having taken a moment to search in my eyes. As though there was any chance at all I could deny them. I'd fallen for significantly worse seductions in my time, and I was well primed already for this one, even if I hadn't known it until just then.
The girls must have had an awful lot of experience with each other, because as far as I knew neither had been with another girl before, and they were absolutely amazing at pleasuring me. Two horny, skilled little mouths and tongues running all over my body, four hands finding their ways to my most sensitive places, and two gleaming sets of eyes somehow always locked on either me or each other no matter what else they were up to at the time.
I came the first time with Lily latched firmly onto my pussy and Darla alternating sucking on my tits with giving me sloppy kisses. Every single time her lips pressed to mine I felt a swelling of love for her, as though sex with my daughter was what our relationship had been missing, and wasn't a terrible, terrible idea.
The girls switched out, and I made out with Lily just as passionately, now tasting myself on her tongue as a slutty bonus. I was absolutely lost and in their thrall, and they knew it too the little devils.
Lily decided to sit on my face for a while, making me lick her out. She was so wet, sweet, and tasty. I couldn't get enough of her, except for making sure she shared with her sister and let Darla have a turn too. They shared so good when they wanted to. They tired me out something fierce though, and left me a tuckered out mess even though it was first thing in the morning. I'm pretty sure they even pranced off to go have more sex together too.
****
Judith smiled wistfully. "They're good girls," she said. "I want to support them all I can, let them love who they want to love." She sighed. "And maybe join them now and then."
Camila forced herself to relax, realizing she'd been pressing her hand desperately to her pussy, her arousal becoming too much. Then again, she wasn't the only one touching herself. Some of the mothers had started playing with themselves, discreetly or otherwise, and Rachel had been bold enough to pull up her skirt, pull down her panties, and openly rub herself. Camila decided the heck with it and joined her in open pussy masturbation. It was going to happen sooner or later.
You could almost tell the newer members by how shy and embarrassed they got at this stage of the night. Masturbating together with a room full of other horny, tipsy moms just wasn't something one could have experience with in most cases. Not until this group, and that took a little adjusting to. Camila, however, had yet to invite anyone who didn't end up participating enthusiastically sooner or later. She had a very good sense about these things.
"My boy has been openly infatuated with me for a while," Shannon piped up, hand busy in her panties as she spoke.
Camila smiled and took another sip of wine before leaning back in her seat again.
****
Shannon's Story
****
I shouldn't have let it get as far as it did, I suppose. Rowan was never a particularly subtle boy, so it wasn't like I didn't know he was checking me out. I thought it was harmless at first, perhaps, and maybe I enjoyed the attention. A mother doesn't always get much of that after a certain point.
I may have encouraged Rowan a little, even. I sometimes dressed a little sexier around the house when I knew it was just me and him. Nothing inappropriate, not really. But deliberately showing more skin, or not tying my robe up quite as tightly as I usually would have. It gave me a nice thrill when I needed it sometimes, and I thought it was innocent, harmless fun. After all, at the very worst it was just a phase that he'd move on from pretty quickly.
I was wrong about that last thing. Very, very wrong.
It might have even largely been my fault. I really didn't mean it, but I needed something from the bathroom while Rowan was showering. I probably should have just waited, but he was taking his time that morning. I knocked and asked if it was ok to come in, just really quick. He said it was.
Now, I'd known in the back of my head that he went off to masturbate sometimes after watching me. As I said, not the most subtle boy. He'd consistently disappear with some lame excuse into his room or the bathroom for far too long to be up to anything else. Even more reliably if I'd been purposefully showing off a little. So really, I should have known what he was up to this morning.
He wasn't jerking off as I popped in and tried to quickly grab what I needed. I even tried very hard not to look. I really didn't mean to be a sneak about it. But I caught a glance despite my best efforts, and that glance even through the shower wall showed off his massive erection all too well.
The next part was entirely my fault. There's no other excuse for it. I dawdled.
That was all it was, really. Instead of hurrying to get back out again, I lingered, pretending like I couldn't find what I needed even though I had it in my hand.



Rowan knew that I could see him. He had to. He wasn't turning away from me or anything, and I just kept stealing peeks at him and his cock. It wasn't good of me in any respect, and I shouldn't have violated privacy like that, but I did. Even worse, I started talking to him as well, kind of staking my claim to just hang out for a bit.
"Any plans today?" I asked, as though that was the time for it.
"Just a shift at work later, mostly," Rowan said, perhaps a hint of amusement in his voice. "Might hang out with some friends after."
"Sounds nice," I said, closing the toilet lid and perching on it as a seat, as though I was just going to casually sit and chat with my son while he showered. "I've got a meeting for that charity event later. I've been thinking of what I should wear."
"Did you need a shower?" Rowan asked.
"No. Well yes, but not right away," I said.
"I can finish up," he said.
My eyes gleamed and I bit my lip, wondering if that included finishing himself up too. That was the moment I really knew I was in trouble, when I was kind of hoping my son would jerk off in the shower while I watched.
"If you like," I said, trying to sound casual.
Rowan snorted and kept chatting with me, then shortly thereafter stepped out of the shower stall. He was naked, dripping wet, and incredibly hard. I didn't know what I expected, but I was not mentally prepared for his cock pointed straight at me. I was flustered, embarrassed, excited, and turned on all at once.
"Towel please?" he asked wryly, as though he wasn't perfectly capable of reaching it himself.
I shakily stood up and passed him his towel, gasping quietly at the electric thrill just of our fingers touching.
He dried off, not making any attempt at covering himself while doing so. Still not a subtle boy. Then again, maybe he got it from me, because I was not a subtle woman in that moment either. I was burning his nude form into my head, knowing it was a bad idea to have that image, but unable to help myself.
"I was going to jerk off in there," he said, straight to my face.
"Oh?" I said, as though only mildly curious at the assertion, like I didn't already know it.
"Didn't want to do it in front of you," he said.
I nodded. "Sensible."
"But I still kind of need to," Rowan said.
I glanced at his twitching cock. "You don't say."
"Do you mind if I do?" he asked.
I groaned aloud at the question. I wanted to see it so badly, and it was kind of annoying that he wouldn't give me an easy out. In fact, he was flatly giving me what we both wanted. I both loved him for it, and felt really quite frustrated.
"You're not supposed to ask me things like that," I said.
"That's not an answer."
I glared at Rowan. "I love that you're so direct, but sometimes it's kind of a nightmare."
He grinned. "Yeah, I get that a lot."
"How often does it come up?" I asked, glancing at his cock again.
"Oh, never for this kind of thing. I haven't ever really jerked off in front of someone before. Or even really wanted to. Usually if it gets that far, there's more fun things to do."
"And yet you asked me," I said.
"Well... you were looking," he said.
I blushed furiously. "You're right. I was. I should probably go."
Rowan cocked his head. "I could be quick."
"That doesn't really make it better."
"Is that a no?"
He had me and he knew it. We both knew it.
"Fine," I said, trying to sound brusque about it. "Be quick."
He grinned and wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking himself as easily as if his own mother wasn't two feet away from him, eyes glued to the action.
I was so intensely horny. Just painfully turned on from watching something I really shouldn't and sharing the experience with my son. I kept my arms firmly folded in front of me, more to keep my hands from wandering on their own than from any sense of modesty.
"Don't make a mess of that towel," I found myself saying as he got close to the end.
Rowan looked at me, damp towel still clutched in his free hand. "Well I don't want to make a mess of myself either. I just finished showering."
"Where were you planning on finishing?" I asked.
"In the shower. Like usual." His eyes burned straight through to my horny little soul. "I guess I need somewhere else to cum this time."
I could still have stopped it then. The ball was firmly in my court. I could have left him to it, as improbable as that was at the time.
Instead, I got on my knees in front of him, opening my top and tugging it down to expose my cleavage. I didn't give him a full look at my breasts or anything, I kept an arm wrapped in front of them, holding my open shirt roughly in place the whole time.
"I need a shower anyway, I guess," I said.
"Good thinking," Rowan said, trying and failing to act like he wasn't absolutely thrilled at my offer.
I hadn't seen him so fully, joyously happy in quite some time. Just for the chance to cum on his mommy's tits. It made me kind of wonder if I shouldn't have been doing that sort of thing for him already. I loved to see him so happy, and I was getting off to it pretty hard too. It was win-win, from a certain perspective.
Rowan pumped his cock from right in front of my face. It didn't take him long once he had my breasts as a target, and I didn't need to stay kneeling for long before my chest was getting painted with my son's cum. I had to clutch my hand tight to my thigh to keep from trying to rub myself while getting splattered with hot cum, and the urge to clean the last of it off the tip of his cock with my tongue was dangerously strong.
"Thanks, Mom," was all he said afterward as he wrapped his towel around his waist with belated modesty.
"You're welcome, sweetie," I said dazedly. "Better get that shower now."
He nodded cheerfully, lingered a moment to see if I'd strip for him too, then vanished to get dressed.
Me and the shower head spent a lovely time together after that. I used up most of the hot water, and ended up having to wash my breasts off with increasingly cold water flow after I'd spent all my time making myself cum over and over with Rowan's mess still on my tits.
I toyed with the notion of standing firm after that, and not letting us get out on control. I suspect that's as laughable to everyone else as it was to me in hindsight. I lasted all of two days before I let him cum on my tits again.
It was a bad cycle for me as a mother, constantly letting him push me a little further, and in fact sometimes pushing him as well. Suggesting things like I was about to go shower in case he needed a cum. Somehow he always did when I mentioned it. Quite a coincidence.
As a practical matter, I found I started to have a problem with Rowan waiting until after I was all showered and clean to want to cum on me. Partly he wanted to stare at his naked, wet mommy, which I'd only refused him for a few days before giving into his desires. It gave me an excuse to watch him in the shower or fresh out of it too.
But getting my son's mess when I'd just showered wasn't working for me. It was an incredible turn on, don't get me wrong. There was something viscerally sexual about him deliberately cumming on me when I was otherwise pristinely clean. But I couldn't go about having two showers back to back all the time. And even making sure he cummed on me before my shower wasn't always enough. It made me realize how much I missed horny young boys and their ability to go again so soon.
"We really need to do something about this," I told Rowan firmly as I padded back to the shower again one day. He'd cummed on my ass this time. He'd been getting adventurous that way. "You can't keep making a mess on mommy like that. Not when I just got clean."
He gave a happy sigh as he watched my ass swing back away from him, cum dripping down my naughty curves. I thought he was ignoring me, and it gave me a nice tingle to think that my booty was enough to hypnotize him away from all rational thought.
"I'll try harder," he said just before I turned the water back on.
"Thank you," I said.
Little did I realize what I was inviting.
Rowan waited for me to shower again the next day. He very politely but deliberately passed on cumming on me before I washed up. I suspected he was planning on making even more of a mess of me afterward, which was both annoying and clit-tingling at the same time.
It was even more devious a scheme than that, as it turned out. I knew Rowan was sitting there watching me in the shower. I'd grown used to his presence--and vice versa--and sometimes even made a deliberate show of it for his benefit. I smiled as I noticed him taking his clothes off, though I pretended to be unaware. I'd be having a second shower for sure, I thought, and decided to save playing with my shower head until after I had my son's load. It was hotter that way.
Rowan was two steps ahead of my, however. He didn't have a simple flaunting of my rules in mind. He instead waited for me to be almost done in the shower, then joined me.
"Impatient are we?" I asked, smiling and feeling my heart pound to have my naked, horny son in the shower with me. All this time and the notion hadn't actually occurred to me.
"Something like that," he said. "I thought of a way to cut down on mess."
My eyes widened and my heart went even crazier. Something just in his tone and his impish eyes gave me a sense of what he was about to do, even if I couldn't have truly believed it until it happened.
I gasped as he pressed me back against the shower wall, his body crushing mine in the most delightful way. His lips were on me, kissing me needily, and his cock rubbed against my body, trapped between us. It was, in a word, inappropriate. Inappropriate as all hell, even considering our recent fun together.
Even more inappropriately, I kissed him back. I put my arms around his neck, jumped into his arms and wrapped my legs around him. He felt so good, so strong supporting me entirely, holding me against the wall. I felt safe in his grasp, and incredibly, stupidly horny.
I had sex with my son for the first time in that shower, the water still raining against us. His cock found my pussy and he rocked me into the wall again and again, thrusting with the horniness of a boy for his mother. It was insane, and I was foolish to allow it to ever come to pass, but I didn't regret it for a second. I needed him in me so badly once we started, needed him to fuck his mommy's pussy good.
He came in me, of course. That was his cunning plan to cut down on messes. I think he even thought I'd do my exasperated routine and insist he not be so naughty, only to later encourage him to be even worse. I cut out some of the pretense and just kept clinging to him.
"We better go again," I whispered. "I don't want any messes later either."
Rowan groaned. It was so satisfying to catch him by surprise and turn him on again so soon.
"Again?" he checked.
"If you think you can handle me," I teased.
He decided he could, and I squealed happily as he pounded my pussy some more.
"Rub my clit this time," I begged him. "Make mommy cum."
He grinned. "Of course."
****
Shannon was beaming and panting softly as she rubbed herself. "We go through a lot of hot water these days, I think it would be fair to say."
She got several cheers in response, and smiled wider. She glanced at Camila and Rachel. "I've kind of gone a different route when it comes to my boy cumming in me, huh? Guess it's my own fault he wants to cum in me so often."
Camila laughed and raised her wine glass in toast. "Boys," she said simply.
A few of the ladies present had made themselves cum by now, and were rubbing themselves with only idle intensity. Everyone else was either openly playing with themselves, or had only panties covering their activities. As Camila expected, no one was holding back any harder than that.
Shannon even took the opportunity of the break to fish out a vibrator from her purse, which Camila took as a good excuse to grab one herself as well, that she'd carefully hidden next to her chair for the appropriate moment. A couple distinct hums joined the horny chatter and faint schlicking of wet pussies.
A few more stories went before the newest two members were the only ones left. Camila wasn't entirely sure Lucy would take her turn, though she strongly suspected she would. Wendy, however, had spoken last time, and Camila was sure she would again, even if she was waiting until nearly last to go. Wendy was on the shy side outwardly, though just as horny and kinky as any of them as they'd found out.
"I'm not sure if I should tell all of this," Wendy started.
She got met with playful boos and encouragement for her disclaimer.
"Haha, ok, ok," Wendy laughed. "Well... as most of you know already, I've always been interested in some... different things."
"Like what?" Rachel asked cheekily, already knowing the answer.
Wendy rolled her eyes, but then smiled again. "I've always had a bit of an anal obsession."
A wide, drunken cheer went up and Wendy took a pause to let it wash over her before continuing.
****
Wendy's Story
****
Anal had always fascinated me. It started out as disbelief that anyone would ever want to stick things in their butt, but it was the sort of disbelief that grew into curiousity and eventually experimentation.
I started fingering my bum on my own and even buying some toys back before I was married. When I could work up the nerve, of course, since it wasn't easy for shy little me to just waltz into a shop and demand their finest selection of toys to put up my butt, and online shopping hadn't made it all so much easier yet.
I managed to amass a small collection anyhow, and kept it through the years even though my chances to use them were pretty slim for a while. My husband never wanted anything to do with anal. He was always one of those people who thought it was disgusting and couldn't understand it. I thought maybe he was like me and would come around to curiousity eventually. It never happened.
My sex life waned pretty hard as we got older. I actually wasn't too upset by that, since it meant more time getting back to playing with myself and doing exactly whatever I wanted, not having to worry about anyone else's preferences. My collection of anal toys was still there, but I mostly bought new things and started a new collection. It was kind of fun seeing what was out there, especially online, and knowing that I could get things easily shipped whenever I wanted.
I had a lot of fun on my own for a time. Even getting to be the kind of sneaky mom who wore butt plugs around the house with none of my children any the wiser. I was hornier and getting myself off more than I had in many years. It was a good time.
I made a mistake. That was what got me caught. It was a stupid mistake too. I decided to give some of my toys a wash. That in itself wasn't a problem, except I kind of forgot that I left them out to dry in the bathroom.
My oldest, Emmy, found them before I remembered to pack them away. I was mortified.
"Hey, Mom?" she called.
"Yes darling?" I called back, busy in the middle of something at the time and not thinking anything of it.
"Why do you own a small army of butt plugs?"
I froze for a second, then tore off to the bathroom. Emmy was absolutely cracking up, nearly pissing herself with laughter once she caught my expression. I wanted to gather up my toys, lock them away, and never speak of any of it again. It was hard to keep being horrified at my own sloppiness when my daughter was finding it so funny, though.
I sat down on the floor and waited for her to calm down, which she eventually did, wiping away tears from her eyes.
"Well that was funny," she said.
"Was it?" I asked.
"Yeah," Emmy said. "Of course." She grinned. "Most girls have to deal with the trauma of finding their mom's vibrator. Kind of boring if you ask me. A legion of butt plugs is way funnier. Kind of jumps right past traumatic into hilarious."
"Glad you find it so amusing," I sighed. "They aren't all butt plugs, just for your information."
"No, I know. But there are an awful lot of plugs there, proportionally speaking, and it was pithier to tease you that way."
"Ah, well, so long as you've thought it out."
Emmy glanced at my collection, starting to bounce a little. "So... they're all yours?"
"Yes, darling, who else would they belong to?"
"I don't know. Just... how do you possibly need so many?"
I blushed. "I don't need that many. I just... enjoy trying new things. And, you know, collecting them."
Emmy gave me the most approving look I'd received from her in a long, long while. "Nice, Mom, alright."
"Really?"
"Heck yeah. I always thought you were repressed. Little did I know."
"I might be that too," I said. "But, uh, it was always your father that didn't like butt stuff."
Emmy squealed in scandalized, horrified delight. "Mom! You're turning into my hero all of a sudden."
"I... truly don't know how to respond to that."
"That's fair." She brushed her hair back shyly. "Want some help putting these away?"
"Ha, sure. You've already seen them anyway."
"Cool. What's, uh, what's this one do by the way?"
It wasn't how I ever expected to reconnect with my daughter. Not that we were estranged or anything, but it got harder and harder sometimes to relate to my children as they get older. We didn't have anything to really bond over on a regular basis. And apparently the secret was my anal toys.
Emmy had a similar fascination to what I did at her age, once we unlocked it together. She'd never really played with her butt, but I could tell she was thinking about it more and more. After showing her my collection, and blowing her mind again that the display in the bathroom wasn't the extent of it, she still kept bringing it up along with other questions. Sometimes quite randomly.
"Can I watch you put a plug in some time?" she asked me one morning, making me spit out a sip of my coffee.
"Emmy...."
"What? I know you're always wearing them. You told me so."
I was, in fact, wearing one as we spoke. "That's not the point. That's... that's a little different from talking about this stuff. I'm happy to discuss anything you like with you, but--"
"It's not like it would be anything wrong," Emmy insisted, eyes big and pouty. "It'd be educational as much as anything. I'm thinking I might want to maybe try something like that. It'd just be nice to see what I'm dealing with, you know?"
I experienced a flurry of different feelings and emotions as I considered her request. Talking about sex toys wasn't something I would have done left to my own devices, but it had been wholesome and informative enough up until then. Maybe pushing some boundaries, but not outright breaking them. This was a whole new level.
"I probably have some toys you could borrow," I said. "If you wanted."
"Ah! Like ones you've used?"
Emmy's tone was a mix of confusion and enthusiasm, as though she couldn't quite believe I'd make the offer but was happy that I had.
"I've a few small ones that I never used," I clarified. "Or... some that I have, but not for quite some time, and I probably won't go back to. I, uh, don't get much out of the really small toys anymore."
I got an impressed look from my daughter, and I had to admit I kind of craved that kind of approval from her, even under the circumstances.
"Show me," she insisted.
So we examined my collection for a second time, hauling most of my things out from hiding places and scattering them across my bed. It made me warm and awkward to be in bed with my daughter, my sex toy collection surrounding us on all sides, but I loved how happy and interested she was.
Emmy did manage to cajole me into pulling my skirt up, my panties down, and demonstrating the removal of my current plug, followed by the insertion of another, more interestingly shaped one. She followed my motions, and the way I relubed myself, very closely. I realized to my dismay that I found it a huge turn on to have someone finally participating in my anal play. Even if she was just watching and suggesting, and even if she was my daughter.



She made it worse, oh so much worse for me, when she eagerly pulled her jeans down and her panties off as well, then asked for my help to put her first butt plug in. Staring at her sweet little ass, the first one ever presented to me to play with, I couldn't say no.
I was good, so far as I could be under the circumstances. I found that I wanted very much to lick that cute little bum, to finger it, to explore it in every which way. I wasn't only obsessed with my own ass. I'd kind of known that, but it had never been such an immediate concern before.
I restrained myself and only fingered my daughter as much as it took to lube up her bum. Then, lubing up the smallest plug I owned, I gently pushed it inside her. It was tiny and went in easily, even to her inexperienced booty.
"Oh wow," Emmy gasped. "Oh wow! Oh, that's kind of nice, isn't it? I mean your fingers felt good too." She jumped off the bed and wiggled around the room a bit, feeling the plug inside her. "Yeah, I think I like that." She gazed expectantly at me. "Can I try a bigger one?"
I gazed longingly at her, wanting to play with her bum some more. "Maybe get used to wearing that for a bit first," I said.
"Oh, yeah, good idea," Emmy said. "Thanks, by the way, Mom. I know this was kind of awkward for you."
"Not as much as I feared," I said. "We could maybe... do it again. If you want to."
She beamed so hard at me it melted my heart. "Yes please!"
She helped me put my toys away again, packing them up with the same care and attention I liked to show. Only when we were done did she put her clothes back on. It was too late by then. I wanted her too much. My own daughter. My first anal playmate.
Our games stayed simple for a while. Just mostly helping each other pick out and insert butt plugs. Once I gave in and let her play with my bum too, I was lost in the amazingness of it all. Playing with her was fun beyond my wildest dreams, but feeling her nimble fingers up my bum before she pushed a plug in was my new favourite thing. Better even than walking around stuff with my favourite toy inserted.
It was, perhaps, inevitable that I would say yes as soon as Emmy asked about trying one of the strapons I owned. I didn't even know why I'd ever bought them, since I never had anyone to use them on, or to use them on me. All I could do was offer profuse thanks to my past self for purchasing them anyway.
I had never in my life been hornier than when I was lying naked in bed watching my equally naked and horny daughter trying to tighten up the straps on her toy. I'd tried to help, but she'd slapped my fingers away and told me I was fussing.
"Just lube yourself up," Emmy insisted. "I'll get this in a second."
"I like it more when you do it," I found myself telling her.
She grinned, bit her lip, and made me suffer in silence a another few minutes until she was finally satisfied. She crawled into bed with me, fake cock wiggling invitingly from between her legs. I rolled over for her, presenting my ass, and waited in glorious anticipation.
It was even better than I hoped as Emmy licked my ass out first before lubing me. The first time she'd ever done it. I loved her fingers inside me, but it was hard, hard decision between them and her wet little tongue. Luckily I got to have both, one after the other. I was a happy mommy.
Emmy slid inside me with her strapon, filling my ass so good. It wasn't just the filling though, it was the fucking. I finally got to experience someone fucking my butt, and it was as good as I could have hoped. Better, maybe.
"That ok?" she asked me, totally unnecessarily in my opinion.
"So good, baby," I answered. "You can go as hard as you want."
"I'll make you walk funny after," she teased.
"Promise?" I asked.
Emmy laughed and pounded my bum, really getting into it and enjoying herself. I got to live my dream of having someone make me cum from anal, more than once even, and it was my daughter of all people. She had the energy and exuberance to keep fucking me long after I thought she would have given up and let me relax.
No way was I stopping her though. If this was my only opportunity to get my butt pounded until it ached for days after, I was seizing it and not letting go.
Emmy eventually had to give up and roll off of me, sweaty and tuckered out. I was sore in a few places, mostly my butt, and just as worn out as she was. I still didn't hesitate to curl up with her so we could recover together. I would have done anything I possibly could have for her as her mother, now I sought her affections as her butt slut. It was a very different and wonderful feeling.
"You know, Mom," Emmy said thoughtfully, "I think you can get dildos that let you squirt fake cum through them. If you had something like that, I'd be able to cum in your butt sometimes."
I laughed and kissed her, counting myself lucky to have such an amazing girl.
****
Wendy hesitated a moment as she reached the end of her tale. "Of course, I have two of those cum dildos on order now," she admitted. "Just in case, you know?"
Moans of appreciation and some horny giggles answered her. The whole room smelled of sex and pussy by this point, and you wouldn't have known every woman in there was a loving mother by the way every single one of them lewdly played with themselves.
Only Lucy had yet to share anything yet, and several expectant eyes landed in her direction after Wendy had finished.
"I really didn't think this was going to be real," Lucy admitted. "That everyone was really going to... tell me such things."
"How about you?" Camila prompted, eager to get her talking more.
Lucy took a deep breath. "So... I've got something kind of new to me, and pretty naughty...."
She giggled at the collective roar of approval from the other moms.
"It would actually be kind of nice to share it, outside of the people involved," Lucy said. "They're a little biased, I think."
****
Lucy's Story
****
My boys had always been close. Ewan and Henry had pleasantly surprised me that way, practically the whole time they were growing up. Despite that, it still shocked me to learn they were dating the same girl together.
Dating might not have been the right term for it exactly.
I only put all the pieces together one night when I was up late. I knew Danica was over and hanging out with the boys in their room. I still hadn't worked out which of them she was seeing, or if perhaps she was just a friend. Neither Ewan or Henry deigned to answer if I asked about her. They just rolled their eyes and said I wouldn't get it. They weren't wrong.
I was making myself some tea that night. I'd been having trouble falling asleep and decided to try some sleepy tea and a book for a while. The boys' bedroom door opened. I heard it, but thought nothing of it until Danica padded in.
I fully stared at her, not believing my eyes at first. She was naked, and very clearly had cum streaked across her face. Closer inspection revealed cum around her pussy as well. She wasn't expecting to run into me anymore than I'd been expecting her to walk in looking like that.
"So, uh, didn't know you were still up," Danica said, scratching her head awkwardly.
"Usually I wouldn't be," I said. "I'm boiling water. Tea?"
Danica smirked, and even I had to admit my apparent nonchalance was kind of funny under the circumstances. It wasn't that I could calmly accept her appearance so much as I just didn't know what to do with it, but on some level could rationalize that it wasn't actually a problem or a danger per se. Just odd and inappropriate.
"No thanks," she said. "I just came for some water. Uh, hydration, you know?"
I glanced again at the cum all over her and did the rough mental calculus on how much sweat and other liquids she may have expended in the process of getting messed on.
"That's smart," I said. "Take a seat, I'll get it. Ice?"
"Thanks. No ice, please. Just water."
That was how I ended up sitting across from Danica, each of us sipping our respective drink, me trying very hard not to stare at her tits or the cum dripping down her cheek. It didn't leave my eyes many safe havens.
"So," I said. "Which of them...."
Danica grinned. "Both."
"Of course." I sighed. "No wonder I couldn't figure out which of them you were seeing."
"Hehe, yeah. Kind of both of them. Depending on you define 'seeing'. We've got our own thing going anyway. It works for us."
"Purely sexual?" I hazarded.
"Actually no," Danica said. "I mean, that's a lot of the fun of it. But we do other stuff. Sometimes all together, sometimes not. They do like to fuck me together though."
I choked on my tea, making a bit of a mess on the table and quickly grabbed a cloth to both wipe up and cover my expression.
"Sorry, I knew that was going to happen," Danica said. "I shouldn't tease. You're, uh, super cool for a mom, you know."
"I got lucky with my boys," I said. "They've always been good sons. And good brothers. I don't understand whatever this is with you and them, but if you're all happy with it...."
"We are," Danica said firmly. "Speaking of which...."
I heard the steps behind me, and very deliberately didn't react other than to slightly turn as Danica got up and walked toward Henry. My angle incidentally gave me a stellar view of her from behind.
"Thought you got lost," Henry said, eyes fully on me as he spoke to Danica.
"Just chatting," Danica said airily. "Having some water. Might join your mom for tea next time. You guys ready for another round?"
"Whenever you are," Henry said, shrugging at me before turning away.
He at least had boxers on, but I still sighed in most unmotherly fashion once the two of them were out of earshot.
"Good night," I said, mostly to myself.
I spent a lot of imagination on Danica and my sons over the next few days. It wasn't about the arousal of it all, not mostly, though there was some of that. I had to try and piece together something in my head that allowed me to make sense of it.
Seeing Camila helped. I was already going to her for other things anyway. She was very calm about it all, and I think I see why now that I've heard her and everyone else speaking. My situation isn't as unique as I'd thought, though it is special in its own ways.
I wasn't sure what it said about me that I got excited about Danica staying over again. I was hoping to chat a little more maybe, but I didn't know why exactly. Nor why I specifically wanted to do it while she was in an immodest and lewd state.
I made tea at around the same time as before, and she showed up again with pretty much the same appearance; naked and drizzled in my sons' cum.
"Tea?" I asked as though this was all super normal.
"Please," she responded the same way.
"You want a, uh, face cloth or anything?" I asked.
Danica grinned wickedly as she sat and cradled a mug of tea in both hands. "Nah. The boys like me like this."
I rolled my eyes. "Of course they do. Horny little things."
"They really are," Danica said seriously. "They get that from their mother or what?"
"Ah, now that's inappropriate," I chided.
She shrugged. "Not gonna stop me wondering."
"... what exactly does that mean?"
"Dunno, really. But you intrigue me," she said. "Especially since I had this sense you were going to be up again tonight. And here you are."
"I have trouble sleeping sometimes," I said, not quite lying.
"I'm sure you do," Danica said.
"And maybe you intrigue me too."
"Ah, now that I can actually believe."
I smiled and sipped my tea. Danica was fascinatingly easy to talk to. Especially under the bizarre circumstances. "Why both Ewan and Henry?" I asked. "Why not just one of them?"
Danica shrugged. "I don't know, really. Not even quite sure how it happened. I do remember being with both of them one day and... and they kind of both made moves. Not at the same time even, but deliberately together. It worked for me. Still does. And, you know, boys can be difficult to convince to do fun things that aren't sex, so having two of them means I can usually persuade at least one."
"Ha, got it all figured out, huh?" I said.
"I got lucky, mostly," Danica said. "Not wise enough yet to have much figured out." She stood up. "Thanks for the tea. See you next time?"
Next time she was on a hydration break from fucking my sons, she meant. Which was crazy even just in the notion that they regularly went multiple rounds. Like consistently enough to plan for it. I was weirdly jealous of Danica, for that and perhaps other things.
"Maybe," I said.
She gave me a knowing look and sauntered off. I honestly wasn't sure whether she was sexier coming or going.
Despite my attempted indifference, I looked forward to our little ritual, and didn't miss a night even if I was exhausted. I wasn't sure what it made Danica and I. Not friends exactly, nor a mother and her sons' girlfriend, nor intimate conspirators of a sort. Something all of those and more, perhaps.
The fantasy of what Danica, Ewan, and Henry got up to together grew in my mind with every little detail gleaned. I was pretty sure Danica enjoyed building it up for me, and loved me asking about them, even indirectly. If I hadn't been sure, she confirmed it for me one night.
"I need to go away for a couple weeks," she said.
"Oh," I said, disappointed for me more than the boys.
"I'll be back," she said. "Don't worry about that. But... I was wondering if you might fill in for me."
I choked on my tea. Danica had a knack for making me do that. "Pardon?" I said.
"You know. The boys are really quite horny. Days and days without me... I don't know what they'll do."
"Jerk off a lot, I assume," I said. "They do enough of that already."
"Ha, see, this is why I like you," she said.
Her approval made me way too happy.
"Just come check it out at least," she said, taking my hand.
"That... no way," I said. "Are you serious?"
"Just watch. Watching can't hurt anything."
"Yes it can," I said.
However, it was a testament to how smitten I was with her that I followed along docilely anyway. Not smitten in any usual sense, not how I ever had been before. Not like I was romantically or sexually captivated by her, but captivated I was anyway, in some new and foreign way. She held power over me through simply being who she was, and I didn't care to fight it as much as I should have.
The boys didn't seem surprised to see me return with Danica. Apparently she'd been talking to them too. Which only made sense. It wasn't like I should have expected her to share more confidence with me than them, even though I realized that was exactly what I'd allowed myself to believe.
Still, we all got to enjoy ourselves. Danica got Ewan sucking on her tits and Henry fingering her pussy, and I got to watch wide-eyed as all the action took place. This... now this I was going to masturbate too later. I'd never quite gotten there even with Danica in those lewd states of hers and sharing details of her time with my boys, but watching it all close up was a different matter.
It was even more of a delight to watch the boys stick their cocks in her. Ewan fucked her mouth while Henry fucked her pussy. I supposed I could have guessed they'd do it together. The clues had all been there. I still hadn't managed to prepare myself for witnessing it in reality.
They made cummy messes again and curled up with Danica, apparently forgetting that I was even still there. They hadn't let my presence throw them off in any meaningful way while having sex. Why start now?
Danica kept her eyes open a while longer, stroking the boys' hair and watching me. I bit my lip and, when I was sure she and I were the only ones still awake, I opened my robe and rubbed my pussy while she watched me.
"They're all yours for two weeks," was all she said.
I told myself I wasn't actually going to do as she said in this case. I'd already done way too much as it was. Yet I barely made it through that first week before I gave in. I could sense my boys' needs, and not just because of how much more often they wandered about the house with obvious erections.
I gave them each a blowjob that Friday, the day Danica most likely would have been staying over, though it was multiple times most weeks with her lately. The blowjobs and cumming on my face seemed to improve their moods. I'd planned on swallowing, but they convinced me to go the facial route. I understood better why Danica was always such a mess when they got through with her. They just seemed to make it happen.
A single blowjob turned into daily blowjobs, and from there it really didn't take much work from them to get me in bed. I knew as soon as it happened that I'd be taking them both at the same time. It felt inevitable, and more importantly I wanted it really badly by then. I'd been blowing them, but still had only my own fingers and toys to satisfy myself with. It wasn't enough.
Once they had me for real, that all changed. They treated me as wonderfully as their girlfriend, with all the kisses, tender caresses, and licking of my pussy that entailed. The feeling of one of my sons licking my clit while the other sucked on my nipples was a new high for me, and possibly even beat out having their cocks in my pussy and throat at the same time, though that was stupidly hot too.
They always managed to make the maximum possible mess. Always. Even when I dared to give them my ass, thinking surely they'd cum deep inside it even if they wouldn't do so in my pussy. It didn't work. It just meant I ended up with a cummy face, pussy, and bum afterward. Sometimes tits too, depending on the mood they were in.
Danica found out about my experimentation almost immediately upon her return. She marched up to me at our usual teatime, cum dripping from her chin, and folded her arms.
"You know how hard I'd been working to keep them out of my ass?" she said. "Now they're gonna want that kind of thing all the time."
"Sorry," I said. "You can say no, though."
Her glare didn't last long, overcome by a wicked smile. "What fun would that be?"
I grinned back, smiling all the wider as she did a slow spin and let me see the cum on her ass. I knew what that meant.
We had our tea, though she didn't sit down for obvious reasons. When she moved to rejoin them she didn't get far before she stopped and looked over her shoulder. I'd been staring at her bum and it took me a moment to look up.
"You coming or what?" she asked.
I giggled and rushed over to her, holding her back for a moment as she tried to keep walking so that I could kiss her. I didn't know how she'd feel about it, but I got my answer when she wrapped her arms behind my neck and held me tight, pressing her lips firmly back against mine. I tasted cum on her, unsurprisingly.
"You can have a round with them next," she told me.
"Or," I said, "what if we made them do us both? There are two of them."
"Hehe, I don't know if they'll go for that," she said. "They really like sharing."
"This is just different sharing," I said.
Danica's eyes gleamed. "I like the way you think. Which holes shall we offer?"
I kissed her again. "Let them pick?"
"Yeah," she murmured. "I definitely like the way you think."
****
"So, you know, we've kind of got a thing going," Lucy finished shyly. "They, uh, picked our asses by the way. To start with, I mean."
Stunned silence erupted into a flurry of questions and yet more moans of self-pleasure. It had been a hell of an offering from a first-timer. Incredibly bold to give so much. Often the group members would hold back a little the first time. Lucy sure hadn't.
Camila, having only been aware of part of the story beforehand, brought herself off again and let herself be sated with that. It was time to wrap up the evening anyway.



The women all finished masturbating at their own paces, and the mood turned less lewd and more casual chatting as the evening wound down. Granted, it never got exactly innocent as most conversation got quite sexual at times, and most of the participants remained bottomless throughout. A lot of wet and satisfied pussies still on display.
Everyone got dressed eventually and left, thanking Camila on the way out for hosting the event. She smiled and assured them there would be another meeting next month, as was becoming custom for the group.
Afterward, she was left alone to tidy up. Not alone for long, however, but she knew that would happen.
Jason and Maya, her son and daughter, appeared as if from nowhere as she carried glasses and bottles to the kitchen. They just watched her at first. She'd kept herself half-naked on purpose, letting her kids enjoy her bottomless state. If she hadn't, she'd only have had to undress again anyway.
"This time was even hornier than the previous meetings, I think," Jason remarked.
"Eavesdropping, were we?" Camila asked.
"Only accidentally," Jason said. "I notice you didn't let the group know we were home too."
"Slipped my mind," Camila said.
"And some of the details of your story feel... like you stretched the truth, shall we say," Jason added.
"One might almost think Mom likes us getting our imaginations going, but doesn't want to admit all the things she does with us," Maya suggested innocently. "Can't imagine why."
"I'd almost think she's implying something of us," Jason said. "Which is shocking really."
Camila rolled her eyes. Not so shocking, considering on the next trip by her kids had both miraculously lost their clothes and stood naked together waiting for her. They only barely let her deposit her armload of glasses in the sink before they each took an arm and dragged her laughing away to her room and threw her into bed.
"Yeah, I think Mom likes us horny," Maya said decisively.
"Weird, that," Jason said.
"You two," Camila said, shaking her head. "You talk sometimes like the whole group wasn't your idea, and you aren't constantly trying to get me in trouble. The whole thing is very problematic given my therapy job, you know."
"We'd never suggest something so vulgar," Maya said. "Let alone how you think we could ever make a strong, independent mommy do anything she didn't really want to."
The way Maya dove in and kissed Camila's neck made her former statement a lie almost immediately. There were plenty of things her kids could do to her that would make Camila agree to most anything they wished, and they damn well knew it. It worked out far too well for her for her to ever want to try and stop it, though.
Two hungry mouths attacked her all over, finding her favourite spots and making her coo and squirm. She'd made herself cum a couple times already that evening, but it might as well have just been a warmup for the real event. For that matter, Jason and Maya might have been messing around the whole time too. She never could tell what her kids were up to, other than the obvious no good.
They were in fine form tonight, licking her ass, fingering her pussy, fucking her every which way. Maya even brought along a strapon--she'd stashed it under the bed apparently--so the two of them could double-team her in various ways.
"You were a good mom tonight. Good mommies get treats," Maya told Camila, one of her favourite things to say to her in bed.
Camila had learned to love those words, because they always meant cummies were on the way. She certainly was going to cum a lot tonight, the way Jason and Maya were treating her.
"We didn't even have sex yet today," Jason said. "We were waiting for you."
"How thoughtful," Camila purred. "I'm sure wanting to get all turned on listening to other moms had nothing to do with it."
"Well... maybe," Jason said. "But they were some very hot stories. We know you know that."
"And you're our favourite mommy by far anyway," Maya said, batting her eyes in that ridiculous way she was so good at it.
"Besides... they're very inspiring," Jason added.
The inspiration led to Camila's kids recreating some of the stories they'd listened in to from earlier, or at least their favourite parts. Jason fucked her various ways and couldn't decide between cumming in her or making a mess on her skin, so he did both. Maya fucked her ass with that strapon of hers and tenderly made out with her when they needed a break for Jason to go again. They went at her together, or one at a time depending on moods and whims, sometimes romantically, sometimes with pure horny lust. She didn't feel like she spent a moment without at least one tongue, finger, or cock inside her once they got going.
Jason and Maya wore Camila out, left her with her sexual energy all drained out, and let her lazily watch while they made love to each other next to her afterward. All that horniness, Camila thought, and still the two of them together could make sex look like a beautiful and loving thing when they wanted. There always had been and always would be something special and unique between her son and daughter, something that went beyond the purely sexual. It was kind of nice that they shared that with her too.
"So, Mom," Maya said as the three of them cuddled together afterward. "We really have to wait a month for your next group meeting?"
"Yeah, baby," Camila said. "I'm not doing it more often than that, so forget it."
"That's fine," Jason said. "We can use our imaginations in the meantime."
"Mmm, I'm sure you will."
Camila got kisses from both her children, one after the other.
"Night, Mom. We love you," they said.
"Oh you scamps," she said, smiling happily. "Love you too. Try and behave yourselves now, would you?"
Their raucous laughter suggested that just wasn't going to happen. That was fine. Camila didn't really want them to anyway. They were perfect just the way they were.
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I was exhausted, sweaty, hungry, and frustrated beyond all belief. The pile of scrap metal in front of me resisted my every effort. I could figure it out. I knew I could. I always managed it eventually. But I wasn't sure anything else I'd learned had resisted me quite so implacably before. It was like my mind couldn't find even the smallest grip or leverage.
"Hey."
I started, nearly tripping over my own damn feet. A girl was watching me bemusedly. One of my classmates. Serana, maybe?
"Uh, hey," I said, pushing my hair back and belatedly trying to make myself presentable without appearing to do so.
"Cafeteria's gonna close soon," Serana said. "I was working late too. But, you know, if you want to eat tonight...."
"Yeah. Yeah thanks," I said.
I gave my pile of scrap a look of disgust, then started packing up my things. Surprisingly, Serana waited for me until I was ready to go. We'd incidentally walked together before, usually as part of a group being let out of class at the same time, but never deliberately that I could recall.
"Rough one, huh?" Serana asked as we strode down the corridors together.
We were nearly alone. Traffic in this area was low this late in the day. Classes were long since over, as well as most students' coursework and practice. Just us slow-asses still working on lessons, or homework, or projects, or whatever we were behind on.
"It could have been better," I mumbled.
"I mean, we've all been there," Serana said, giving me a sidelong half-smile.
I shook my head, letting my hair fall back to partially cover my face. "Not as pathetic as me today," I said. "I couldn't make it work. Not even a little." I clenched my fingers and released them a few times, feeling the frustration well up again. "It should be so basic. I read the text over and over. It's not complicated flows at all. I should--"
Serana bumped me playfully as we walked, and distracted as I was I nearly crashed into the wall as a result.
"Lighten up, Mags," she said. "So you didn't get it the first day. So what?"
"It's a failure," I said. "It's shit."
Serana shrugged. "It's education. It's all shit."
****
For reasons unknown to me, Serana sat with me while we ate. Granted, it was slim pickings for companions at that time of the evening, and it was arguably better than sitting alone. I wasn't in an overly sociable mood though, and was surprised my grumbling hadn't chased her off already.
Serana left my failure alone for a time, chatting away intermittently about other subjects, most of which I only half heard or half cared about. I focused on mechanically eating my supper, knowing I'd regret it if I didn't get enough food in me. Magic took a toll at the best of times, let alone when one had spent hours pouring energy into accomplishing absolutely nothing. The fact that I owed my meal this evening to Serana giving at least a little bit of a shit about me was both a small comfort, and a further dose of salt in the wound of my unproductive day.
"So what were you working on anyway?" Serana asked me. "I never did ask. I mean metallurgy of some kind, I could see that. Alloying? I've been having trouble with that too."
I frowned and stayed silent, even glaring back down at my food instead of responding with the basics of human civility. Serana, though, didn't let it slide this time. I found myself utterly baffled as the better part of a full roll bounced off my face.
"You're supposed to answer when someone asks you a question," Serana informed me politely.
"You're not supposed to throw food," I replied.
"I would never," she said, batting her eyes winsomely.
I snorted in something like actual amusement. She could be charming enough, I supposed. In a better mood, I probably would even have enjoyed sitting and talking with her.
"It was just the basics," said, giving in. "Elementary manipulation of metallic elements. Magic for babies. No matter how long I tried, I couldn't even get it to budge."
Serana's face went through a small cascade of emotions, and I definitely caught her trying very hard not to laugh.
"Oh," she said.
"I know," I said. "Terrible."
"Well I mean it's not fun being there, but you know everyone has their weaknesses," Serana said. "I've struggled with basic stuff. Everyone else has at some point or other. Some of us struggle with everything."
I nodded, clenching and unclenching my hands under the table, trying to blink back frustration and the possibility of tears. "Yeah," I said. "Like me."
Serana gaped at me. "You do not!"
"Listen, Serana--"
"Sera."
I stopped short. "What?"
"My name's Sera." Her lips quirked in amusement. "Where did you get Serana from?"
"I... oh god, really? I'm sorry."
"It's fine," Sera chuckled softly. "I guess we haven't talked much before just the two of us. We've been in class together for years though. You realize that, yes?"
I covered my increasingly red face with my hands. At least the tears had been held back, but I wasn't sure that utter social mortification was an improvement.
"Sorry!" I repeated.
"It's fine. It's kind of funny," Sera said.
"So glad you think so." I forced my hands to drop and looked at the remains of my meal. I didn't much feel like finishing any more of it, though I wasn't really full either. "Are you done?"
Sera nodded. "Yep. Let's go."
We walked back to our rooms together, the halls even more deserted than before. It was nice to have company. The whole place got downright spooky in the late hours. I just wished I hadn't made a total fool of myself in front of said company.
"I do struggle with everything," I finally said, pulling us back to our conversation. "You can't say I don't."
"I've seen you practice," Sera said. "You're always practicing. And you've done stuff no one else in our classes can pull off. I've seen it."
"That's just it," I said. "I have to practice. All the time. I can't keep up otherwise. And this isn't like non-magic school used to be, where the teachers could give some guidance or assistance. This stupid school just pops out next weeks lessons whether I'm ready or not, and you know as well as I do it doesn't give credit for 'trying really hard'." I sighed. "I get so frustrated sometimes when I watch other people just glide through stuff that takes me weeks to master."
"Yeah," Sera said. "But you do master it."
"Well--"
"Do you know I can barely do fire?" she said. "Like just barely enough to not fail those lessons entirely. And I've watched you sometimes, like during your free time in the gym when--"
"You watch me during free time?"
"Incidentally. Not on purpose. I'm not stalking you." Sera took a breath. "Sorry, that sounded like what a stalker would say. I just meant that I noticed you and yes maybe once I noticed I couldn't stop watching. You were doing practice combat. Against illusory targets. You were absolutely destroying them."
I smiled despite myself and turned my head to hide it. "Fire's one I can do," I admitted. "It's always come easy. Just push it where you want it to go. Not like some other stupid magics."
"Easy for you," Sera corrected. "Not for everyone. Not for me."
"Oh. Right. Sorry, that was stupid."
Sera punched my arm, and for a moment I was too stunned to be sulky, mad, embarrassed, or anything in particular. "You don't gotta be sorry for everything, you know."
"Right. Sorry."
She glared at me, and I failed to hide a cheeky little smile. "Was that a joke just now?"
"Maybe."
Sera slowly smiled back. "Well well, there is a sense of humour in there somewhere."
"Thanks?"
"Look, Mags, all I was trying to get at is you can do things with fire I can only dream of. And make it look effortless, like choreographed dance even. The stuff you don't take to so quickly you still get eventually."
"So much practice," I sighed.
"Well so what?" Sera demanded. "Why is that a bad thing?"
"It means I'm barely adequate to the task," I said. "I thought that was obvious."
"No, you shit, it means you're going to be better than them all when you get out of here," Sera said. "You really think hard work is inferior to natural talent?"
I blinked. "I mean, not when you put it that way, I guess."
"Damn right. So how about, just as a proposal, think about it. What if we worked together, hm? I'll help you practice metallurgy, you bump up my pyro game?"
"I--"
"Think about it," Sera said. "This is your stop, yes?"
We were indeed standing next to my door. "You sure you're not stalking me?"
"Our names are written on our doors, Mags. If doesn't take a stalker to find your room."
"That wasn't a no," I called after her as she turned and headed back the way we'd come.
It occurred to me as I reached the safety of my bed that Sera had deliberately continued past her own room to walk me to mine. Maybe just because we hadn't finished our conversation yet. Maybe.
****
I spent the rest of my evening and the next morning distracted as all hell. My usual routine was to study up some more without any actual practice, really getting as much theory crammed into my brain as I could manage. Sometimes I was exhausted and just took all the sleep I could muster. This time was a bizarre instance of neither in particular.
How long had it been since I'd lain awake in bed just thinking and fretting? Part of the beauty of always wearing myself out was that sleep came easily when it was time. This was the first night in a while where my system failed me a little.
I was nervous about seeing Sera again the next day. Not for any specific reason I could articulate, but the feeling was there nonetheless.
Lessons were painful that morning. More so than usual. Partly because of more metallurgy time, which I was no closer to grasping than yesterday, but even stuff I could somewhat grasp was a struggle. I wasn't focused.
Lunch time was an opportunity to recharge some, and a guilt-free chance to zone out for a bit without consequences. Or at least it should have been. Sera slid into the seat across the table from me as casually as if we'd been eating together for years, rather than once.
"How's it going?" Sera asked.
I hesitated a moment before answering. "Fine," I said. "You?"
"Not so bad," Sera said. "Want to practice together this afternoon? I mean, I have some work I have to finish first, but after that I'm pretty open schedule-wise."
I looked down at my food. "I feel like that might just be embarrassing having you watch."
"Not watching," Sera corrected. "Helping."
"You have to watch to help."
"Technically true," she sighed. "Are you going to be deliberately difficult?"
I blinked in surprise. "No? No. That's not--"
"Good. You're gonna make me better at fire, by the way, in case that wasn't clear. We're not just working on you."
"That would be better," I said. "Maybe we should just do that, so I regain some self-esteem."
"Nope," Sera said simply, as though that was the end to it.
"Nope?"
"We're going to be a team. We're going to work on both."
"We are?"
"We are."
I sighed and toyed with my food some more. "Ok," I gave in. "But let's start with you."
"Are you only saying that in hopes that I'll forget about you afterward?" Sera asked.
"... no?"
"Liar."
****
I took Sera to the practice gym after lunch. Parts of it were actually like a regular gymnasium for exercise, but mostly it was a large area for practicing magic where the consequences of getting something disastrously wrong were lessened.
It was an impossibly large room that was cunningly set up to not feel so intimidatingly large when one was in there. I'd thought about the space it must actually occupy a few times and had become too anxious to keep pondering upon it. I knew the magic infusing the walls and roof was as secure as any physical engineering, yet the lack of any visible support for such a huge ceiling still made me nervous if I thought about it for too long.
The good news, and the thing I very much trusted the room for, was that it could absorb stray magic like no one's business. I'd tried it out once, throwing energy at one of the walls as hard as I could. Not so much as a scorch mark afterward. Classrooms and labs could be delicate at times, but this room could take anything anyone threw at it, deliberately or otherwise.
I led Sera to a corner dubbed the firing range. It was specifically laid out with individual sections to be used, and magic nullifying barriers between them. Much like somewhere that people could go shoot guns at paper targets for practice. Only in this case it was magical energies that could potentially hurt just as much if something went wrong.
"Going hard straight off, huh Mags?" Sera said. "You know, I really can't achieve enough strength to be dangerous."
I shrugged. "Best to be safe. Sometimes someone figures something out and there are... incidents, shall we say, before they get control."
"Ha, yeah. I remember our class getting frozen over that time last year when Jason suddenly figured out temperature manipulation."
"Exactly. Chilly as that was, it could have been an inferno instead."
Sera cocked her head at me thoughtfully. "The school has precautions against most potential cataclysms, you know."
"Yeah," I said. "Most. You want to work together or not?"
"I do. Sorry. You're right, this is smart." Sera took a breath. "I think I'm just nervous and stalling."
I blinked. "Why nervous?"
"Same reason you're nervous to try metallurgy again, I suspect. Being bad at something right next to someone who's pretty good at it."
I shrugged uncomfortably. "At least you're not totally hopeless. Might as well show me what you can do, anyway. It'd be a start."
Sera nodded and stretched out her palm. She concentrated for a moment, eyebrows furrowing ever so slightly, and a small ball of flame came into being. Once it was active in her hand, Sera released some of her tension and looked back to me.
"Ok," I said. "How big can you make it?"
Sera's eyes flicked from her hand back to me. "About that big."
"... what?"
"I told you I'm not very good at it. On a good day I can make it dance." She concentrated again, and the flame began a careful spin, then bobbed around a bit between her fingers.
I scratched my head. "So, like, some decent control, but not much power? That's not so bad."
Sera nodded and let the flam go back to a still ball in her palm. "That's me. Sheer power is not my strength at the best of times." She poked me with her free hand. "That's why I get so jealous of you sometimes."
I blushed and fiddled with my shirt. "Thanks?"
"So?" Sera prompted. "Teach me to do better."
"I don't really know how to teach," I said. "But what about... well, let's just try some things. Can you throw fire down to that target over there?"
"Nope," Sera replied cheerfully.
"Great."
****
Teaching Sera was as much a lesson for me as for her, though in very different ways. Her learning was in the more traditional sense, where we were trying to help her be better at something. In my case, I was having to learn how to approach someone's understanding and ability with a subject--which could diverge wildly from mine--and unpack it in a way we could both follow, and that would be helpful too. It almost made me regret not spending my afternoon staring uselessly at scraps of metal.
Sera, having started out far more optimistic than me, came down to my level after a while. Our lack of any progress at all was hard to ignore, emotionally speaking. However it didn't turn out to all be a waste of time. It was just that we had to slowly and inefficiently work our way toward something productive and useful.
I found I wasn't really understanding what was happening until I tried something new, standing behind her and placing my hands over hers while she manipulated magical forces. With some time and effort, I was able to sense the flows at play without actually affecting them directly.
Despite myself, I felt a certain sense of pride and relief as I was able to do something I hadn't before. Even if, in a sense, it wasn't really me doing anything. Being able to watch someone else's work still counted, I decided. It was similar to lessons where rough demonstrations of the flows were made into visual props, but sensing it actually happening was significantly more visceral and useful for our purposes.
"Ok, I see what you're doing," I murmured, eyes mostly closed as I concentrated on information coming from my other senses. "Seems like the easiest step is just make it bigger. Push more energy through the flow."
"Can't," Sera said, her breathing coming just a little stilted.
"What do you mean can't?" I asked. "Just... you know, the same as you're doing. But more. Bigger."
"I mean I can't," Sera said. "I've tried that. It was the most obvious option even before now. Didn't work."
Before I could utter any sort of confusion, she showed me what she meant. She increased energy and....
"Why's it all scattering?" I asked, dumbfounded.
"That's what happens," Sera said, a tad impatiently. "That's what always happens when you try to push more energy than you can handle in the flow. You seriously going to tell me you've never had it happen to you?"
"No, it has," I said. "But with, you know, bigger amounts."
Sera sighed and released her flame. "I struggle with fire. I told you. Like you with metal."
I bit my lip, chagrined. She was right. In theory I knew what to do in my own struggle, but my utter lack of success left my impatience with her as something hypocritical at best.
"You're right," I said. "Sorry. I'm new at this."
"That's ok," Sera said. "We can take a break and--"
"Not yet," I said. "I've got another idea. Maybe even a good one. Or maybe not."
"You have my interest."
"Let's switch," I said. "I'll do some exercises, you just watch the flow."
"You say that like it's easy," Sera grumbled.
"I mean, if you don't think--"
"No no," she said quickly. "Let's try it."
Sera glommed on to me from behind. Perhaps a little too tightly, if anything. I wasn't used to that level of contact, and at least when I'd been the big spoon, as it were, I had control of the situation. It was very different having to stand still and let her wrap her arms around me, delicately covering my hands with hers.
"Is that ok?" she asked softly.
"Yeah," I croaked.
"Good. Only you trembled a little just then."
"Did I?" I asked vaguely, trying to deflect from how I was definitely feeling a bit uncomfortable with the situation. I didn't want her to realize it. It wasn't even discomfort in a bad way, exactly. Just an awkwardness of not knowing what to do with someone pressed up against me so firmly.
I sparked life into the air in front of me as a further distraction. I deliberately went as slowly as I reasonably could, letting a ball of fire spin into being between my hands. It was genuinely difficult not to go bigger and faster, and not even just to show off. Fire was comfortable and it was nice to do something I was good at after so much frustration.
"You feel that?" I asked.
"Not... exactly," Sera said, sounding strained. "Keep going. I can't quite feel the flow yet like I can when I'm casting."
I nodded. I weaved patterns in the air in front of us, zipping fire around and leaving short-trails behind it. It was similar to a warm-up exercise I might do some days, just to get the mind focused. Maybe a tad showier than normal despite how I insisted to myself that I wasn't trying to brag. It was different with an audience at any rate, and maybe it felt nice to know that Sera appreciated my talents. Maybe I wanted a little more of that. So what?
My playfulness was probably for naught, as it happened. Sera felt increasingly tense, and I realized her efforts were going into sensing what I was doing rather than watching my easy acrobatics. Which was the right thing to do, sure, but still stung a little.



"I think," Sera said slowly, "that I might be getting it. I can kind of see what you're doing. Can you slow it down some?"
I thought I was doing it too slowly already, but I opted not to say so. Admittedly, I'd been flourishing my efforts, and brought my flow back down to a very basic loop, as slow as I could manage without dying of boredom.
It was worth it. Sera gradually relaxed, which felt nicer than I'd assumed it would.
"Ok," she said. "I'm getting it. That's... that's so much control."
"Um, yes?"
"Sorry, I just mean I can see what you're doing, and even while watching I don't think I could do it. Fire's a slippery bitch to corral like that."
I chuckled. "That's one way to think of it, I suppose. But nah, she just needs to be shown who's boss."
Sera giggled and it made me smile too. It was odd just how much I cared that she was able to relax and enjoy this process. Maybe just because it was a way nicer experience if were both having a good time, or at least not a bad time.
"Show me more," Sera urged, squeezing me gently but very noticeably with her arms.
Her grip on the backs of my hands shifted and firmed as I maneuvered back into fancier patterns. Slowly, almost imperceptibly at first, a growing awareness of Sera accompanied my manipulations of the flow. Like I could feel her tagging along for the ride. I leaned into that awareness as it made it so much easier to keep her with me and make sure I wasn't losing her anywhere.
"More," she said, squeezing me again. "More!"
I grinned, letting my restraint slip away. I needed this, I realized. I needed to just let loose and do my thing for a while. Metallurgy could fuck itself. I just wanted to throw magic around for a while. To feel powerful and in control. They were good feelings sometimes. A boost to my mood and confidence.
I let fire tear through the air around us, smiling as I heard Sera shriek then giggle madly a couple times. I shouldn't be a show off. I knew better. It was technically still a very dangerous proposition. But I loved it, and I knew I could handle it, and something about the way she clutched me tighter when fire danced close to us was making my heart pound and my head swim with happy feelings.
I knew I'd been starving myself of friendship since I'd been at the school. Partly deliberately, to avoid distractions, to better focus on learning. Partly incidental, a result of awkwardness and never truly feeling like I fit in anywhere.
Just at this particular moment, it didn't matter. None of it mattered. I didn't need to justify enjoying myself, especially for only a short while. It was something I needed. I could see that now.
The air grew warm around us, then downright hot. I let my fire grow and whirl, forming an intricate dome of criss-crossing flame. I was giddy and out of control, but fortunately still had presence of mind to recognize when I'd overdone it and Sera was beginning to grow fearful rather than impressed.
Reluctantly, but passing it off as my plan all along, I released all the power I held in one massive blast against an unsuspecting target dummy down-range. I felt empty as the magic left me, as well as tired and sweaty from the exertion.
Sera still clung to me afterward, which felt nice and was additional impetus not to move too quickly. Apparently I could use more hugs in my life. Who knew?
"Alright, showoff," Sera said, finally back away and lightly smacking my shoulder.
"Sorry," I grinned sheepishly.
"It was impressive," Sera admitted. "And I think I learned a bit. But also... you just keep forcing more power through when you want to, don't you?"
I shrugged. "Well yeah. That's how you get more fire. More power."
"I'm going to need to figure that out somehow," Sera sighed. "You've already seen me try it your way."
"Maybe with more practice?" I suggested.
"Maybe," Sera said. "It's not clear to me that it works that way. I've always been more about finesse than force."
"Ah," I said. "Well some finesse is needed, sure. Especially for more complicated flows."
"Once you have enough power to start with, you mean," Sera accused.
"Kinda, yeah."
Sera sighed and looped her arm through mine. "Let's take a break, then go pick apart your confidence for a while instead, shall we?"
"That doesn't sound amazing for me," I said.
"Tough."
****
Sera and I got some snacks at the cafeteria and just cooled down for a bit. I was happy for the rest, but became a tad self-conscious about being sweaty and disheveled, and kind of wished I could sneak off for a shower without it being weird. Not that it was unusual to become unkempt through the course of a day, but Sera was still looking far more put together than I felt. The downside to a new potential friendship, I supposed. Now I had to care about things that hadn't bothered me in a while, since they hadn't seemed important before.
After recuperating somewhat, we made our way to the same practice lab we'd been at yesterday. I tensed up as soon as I walked through the door, the frustration of my previous failure still fresh on my mind. Sera patted my shoulder and urged me on.
"We'll just start slow," she assured me. "Just do your thing. I'll watch.
Watching meant wrapping herself around me again, hands on mine so she could spectate my magical flow. I was even more conscious of how close she was, in the sense that while the room wasn't crowded, the few other students present in the much smaller space made me worry more that they were watching us. Probably some had in the gym too, but it had been easier to ignore everyone else in that cavernous space.
It wasn't like we were actually doing anything terribly weird. Students helped each other all the time. Not usually when it came to me, mind you. I was very much a brooding lone wolf type, or at least that's what I pictured myself as to try and put a nicer spin on being something of a loner.
I could say for sure that even when I had worked with someone, they'd never gotten nearly so close as Sera did. And if they had, I didn't think I would have been so ok with it. I was still embarrassed and awkward, sure, but not against the contact by any means.
My embarrassment grew as I once again made my best attempt making a few pieces of metal dance for me. Or even just budge a little. That would have been enough. Instead I got a big fat nothing for my efforts. Expected, but still frustrating.
"You're putting too much power into it," Sera said.
I released my efforts and did my best to control my breathing and the tension gripping my tummy. "What?"
"This isn't fire. Throwing more energy at it won't have the same effect."
"What else am I supposed to do?" I asked helplessly. "I know trying harder hasn't been working for me yet, but it usually does eventually." I shrugged. "Less effort isn't gonna help."
"Not less effort," Sera said gently. "Just more finesse and less brute strength."
"I don't think I know what you mean by that," I said.
"Sure you do," Sera said. "I just watched you show off with your fire spinning. You had so much control over it. It was a strong flow, sure, but you guided it flawlessly. That's what I'm talking about, see? The guiding, not how much strength you use."
I shook my head slowly. "Not how it works. I need to get a handle on it before I can do any kind of fine-tuning."
"Mags, you can't fight the metal," Sera said.
"What does that mean?"
"You're trying to bully it," she said. "And you can do that with a lot of elements. You were in the same class I was though. You know the same theory I do."
I stared down at my nemesis on the table, feeling like the scrap metal was laughing at me. "Metals shaped correctly can often be some of the most magic resistant objects in the world," I recalled. "Flows wash over and get diverted. You can't get an easy grip." I sighed. "But this isn't anything like that. There's no specific form or function here, and certainly no defensive runes. It's just junk."
Sera let me go and hopped up to take a seat on the table, dangling her legs carelessly back and forth. I brushed back my hair, taking the opportunity to avoid making eye contact.
"Metal can be shaped for resistance, yes," Sera agreed. "And runed. But part of why that works so well is because metal naturally resists attempts to meddle with it. Same way with non-magical manipulation, where it has to be, like, heated up and poured into molds and stuff."
I stared thoughtfully at the scrap on the table. "So if I heated this up first...."
"Not the point I was making!" Sera said. "I mean, that might work actually. If you liquefy it. But that isn't going to help your fundamentals."
"It might though," I said.
Stubbornly, ignoring Sera's protests, I got myself a shallow metal bowl. Just something to keep from making a mess everywhere if this didn't work out the way I wanted it to. I placed it on the table and dropped in a single bit of metal scrap.
"This is cheating at best," Sera informed me. "Or it could go so far as to delay your metallurgy even further if you get sent down a wrong track."
"Maybe," I said, studying what I was working with. "But, you know, approaching the problem from a different angle could be more effective than continuing to batter against it over and over."
"You... have a good point there actually," Sera said.
She stayed in her seat on the table, though she backed up as a concession to the fact that I didn't really know what I was doing and this might get dangerous. In some ways I didn't know how non-magical kids ever dealt with school and the total lack of life-threatening experimentation they had to put up with. The possibility that some of this metal I'd failed to do anything with up until now might melt through the table or explode gave me an excuse to drop my frustration and embrace the tingle of something new and exciting.
"Should I be scared?" Sera asked.
"Why would you think that?" I asked.
"That maniacal look in your eye," she said.
"Oh that." I grinned at her. "Just think, this is either something no one's tried before, or something way too advanced for us. Either way, fun."
"Or it's been tried and doesn't work," Sera pointed out.
"Pff, party pooper."
I stared at my setup a moment longer, mentally reviewing my plan, such as it was. There really wasn't much way of knowing whether it was actually a good idea or not before I tried it, so at some point I had to just go for it.
Taking a deep breath and trying to ignore Sera's mild cringing at my experiment, I brought forth flame and heat. I pumped power and focus into the energy, really narrowing the magic down to a finely controlled point. The metal responded, as I'd hoped it would, though it took some real playing around to figure out how best to achieve an overall melted effect without doing each piece individually, or contrarily melting something I didn't mean to.
"Toasty," Sera remarked, daring to peek in closer again once it was clear I wasn't immediately destroying anything.
I nodded agreement, considered what I was doing, then attempted to funnel excess heat away from the two of us and up toward the vents and magic-sinks in the ceiling. Once I got a handle on doing both producing heat and dispersing it at the same time, I was able to pour even more energy into my experiment without threatening to roast us.
I jumped as I felt hands on me and nearly lost control of the whole thing, but it was only Sera moving in to press against me and put her hands on mine, getting a sense of the flows I was using. I hadn't even noticed her hop down off the table until she was physically touching me.
As much as I didn't really, truly have the attention to spare, I appreciated the comfort of having her close anyway. She wasn't actually helping, but maybe it counted as moral support in some fashion.
"That's amazing the way you do that," she murmured softly.
"It's not," I said awkwardly. "It's just... it makes sense."
"Uh huh. Maybe to you."
I blushed and was glad for the fact that Sera was behind me and couldn't see my face. I needed to concentrate anyway, and couldn't really afford to worry about what she was thinking.
My metal scrap was melting. That was the good news. I was getting the red-hot melty product I needed for the experiment. I kept heating until I got as good as I felt I was going to without risking disaster, and slowly released my flows, making sure excess ambient heat wouldn't be a problem.
Taking a deep breath and trying to ignore Sera's body against me, I probed the metal with my senses. It still wasn't easy to grasp, but I felt a glimmer of delight at the realization that without thinking too hard about it, I was able push it around a little. Just stirring a molten soup, as much as anything. But I was technically manipulating it with magic.
"That's... kind of working," Sera said.
I nodded excitedly. "It is. It really is. I can't... I still can't grab it. But I can move it. It's so much easier in this state. I don't keep sliding right off."
Sera let me keep playing for a bit. "Mind if I try?" she eventually asked.
"Oh, yeah, sure."
I was relieved enough that I'd managed something, anything at all, that anything else I learned today was extra. I swapped places with Sera and tried not to think about how nice it was pressing up against her in turn, and how soft and easy to hold she was. It was about education right now. Nothing more than that.
It was a little annoying how quickly Sera was able to pick up liquid metal and play with it in the air, making spheres out of it at first to dance in front of us, then long, twisting, complicated shapes. But she was delighted with it, and so I found that I was too, once my initial envy wore off.
"This is so cool," Sera gushed. "I wish I could do that heating thing you did so easily. This is like... well I don't know what it's like. A toy of some kind, almost. Only one that is probably insanely dangerous. We could weaponize this, you know."
I snorted. "There are easier ways to be dangerous with magic."
"I know. But how many of those easy ways would look as cool?" Sera countered.
"... a few?"
"Well we should try it out anyway," Sera said firmly. "Surprise and novelty make things cooler and more effective than the purely logical assessment would indicate."
"That's probably true."
The metal was cooling down. I could see it almost as easily as I could feel it through Sera's flows. I found myself rather bizarrely not ready for the experiment to end, and I wasn't sure it had anything to do with our discovery itself, so much as being with Sera. Maybe I really did need to start making more of a social effort.
"Here," I said as a stalling tactic. "Let me heat it up again real quick."
It would buy me a little more time at least.
****
Sera and I hit the showers together that evening. It had been a productive afternoon, even if I was still pretty far from where I would have liked to be with my metallurgy. I was satisfied overall, and it didn't hurt having a shower buddy either.
Sera kept intermittently chatting from the stall next to me, and I did my best to keep my end of the conversation. I realized that I was used to doing my own thing in the shower, and was not at all used to feeling like I had company. It was nice, but left me feeling a little too vulnerable for true comfort.
I could catch glimpses of Sera from time to time, mostly her head over the top of the divider between us. I wasn't bothered seeing her so much as the reciprocal fact that she could see me as well. It shouldn't have been an issue at all. I didn't typically care that much. We'd probably shared the room many times before that I hadn't even noted. There was something different this time around, and it made me confused and anxious.
My growing discomfort, that I couldn't find an appropriate label for, led to me finishing up quicker than Sera, who was contentedly dawdling along. I shyly hurried through drying off and getting dressed in new, less sweaty and worked in clothes.
Sera only got out of the shower upon noticing that I was already changing.
"Aw, hurrying away?" Sera complained. "I wasn't gonna let any monsters get you."
She did her drying off where I could catch her in my eyeline if I wasn't careful. A couple flashes of far too much bare flesh kept me fumbling with my clothes as an excuse to look anywhere but at her. What was even going on with me?
"Just, you know, it's getting late," I said. "We're meant to be in our rooms soon."
"Yeah, I know," Sera said, drying her hair. "But we have half an hour at least." She sighed. "You know what I miss? Baths. Didn't think I ever would. But just being able to luxuriate in hot water as long as I want? Floating in it, or sinking in it, or whatever...."
She gave a wistful noise and finally started dressing too.
We were the last ones out of the shower room that evening, which only added to my twitchiness. Usually there was no real danger, but curfew was curfew for a reason. Creepy things happened at night. Even with some of the best warding in the world. High concentrations of magic over the course of centuries had that effect on a place.
"You ok?" Sera asked as we walked back to our rooms, me setting a slightly above casual pace.
"What? Me? Yeah, fine," I said, doing my best impression of someone who wasn't fine.
Sera was quiet for a moment. "Well, it's been a long day," she said. "It was... it was good though. Sorry if I was too much of a bother. I enjoyed it though. And learning from you."
I stopped short, and Sera moved on a couple steps before stopping too and giving me a curious look.
"You... you weren't a bother," I said, feeling the red creep into my cheeks. "Sorry, I'm being weird. I know it. It happens sometimes."
A small, cautious smile returned to Sera's lips. "Nah, Mags, all good. I don't think you're weird. Not any more than the rest of us, I mean." She shrugged, making the movement somehow artful. "We talented future mages can hardly stay away from some oddity."
"That's true, I guess," I said. I scratched an imaginary itch on my arm. "I'd... we could do this again, if you want. Practice and stuff. Just... really sorry, but I think I'm going weird. Weirder than normal, I mean. Probably just tired."
"That's cool." Sera nodded. "Let's do more stuff. We'll figure it out. See you tomorrow for breakfast, alright?"
"Oh. Yeah, alright."
We carried on again, and I walked Sera to her room this time without really thinking about it. I wanted to be alone, to stop worrying about how weird I was feeling or acting, but I also breezed right past my own door as though I wasn't ready to be separated just yet.
"Night, Mags," Sera said.
She enfolded me in a quick hug. I only barely had a chance to hug her back before she was disappearing into her room.
I remained standing stunned where I was for a moment, then managed to jolt myself back into motion. Only when I was safely flopped on my own bed with the door locked did I allow myself to breathe and relax, and try vainly to process a whole slew of emotions.
This was one of those things that came of focusing too hard on my studies. I'd known the risks. At least, as well as any teenager with a poorly thought out plan ever could, which was probably the same as saying that I really didn't know what I was getting myself in to. My fault or no, I was desperately out of my depth all of a sudden, socially speaking.
After years of not bothering to make any real, proper friends, of only going along with the bare minimum of interaction that I could safely get away with--making working acquaintances rather than frivolous friendships--I wondered if it had all gone wrong for me.
Sera wasn't a bother. It felt jarring to even recall her saying such a thing. I wanted her around more. I wanted to meet her for breakfast. But I wasn't convinced I was ready for a possibly meaningful relationship to blossom. Or worse, to find out that her interest was as ephemeral as so many other things in life were. I just wasn't ready.



And yet, I couldn't stop myself now. Unprepared or not, I was just going to have to make a damn effort.
****
My worst fears and insecurities were proved baseless over the following days. Anxieties had a tendency to always predict worse than reality proved, when given time.
I found myself spending time with Sera on a daily basis. Sometimes a lot, sometimes only a meal, but always something.
We ate with some of her other friends sometimes. I was already on decent terms with Derek, Jocelyn, and Trev, and they accepted me in their midst like it was no big thing. Naomi and Max I wouldn't have been able to name without reintroductions, but again they seemed nice enough about having me around. I supposed Sera wouldn't hang out with people who were obvious assholes.
It was an adjustment stepping up my regular social time. I'd perhaps become too used to being alone with my thoughts and spending my time planning my schedule in my head or working through some new magic theory in the abstract. I felt like my ability to keep up with conversations wasn't quite up to par, but that was only awkwardness and was something I could work on.
Sera increasingly delighted me with some of the magic she could do. Mostly it was metallurgy, and she was ever more of a show-off about that once I got over the fact that I just wasn't going to be as good at it and maybe that was ok. There were some other things too, sometimes stuff she was uniquely skilled at from what I'd experienced, or sometimes just things that weren't what I considered important to learn, or things that had never occurred to me in the first place.
"You really cut your hair like this?" I asked for probably the third time.
Sera patiently kept brushing out my tangled mess. "What, you still use scissors?"
"Well... yeah. That's what they're for."
"Allow me to open your eyes, then."
I sat patiently and let Sera finish brushing my hair. In truth, I didn't so much care about the haircut or how it was accomplished. I needed one, I didn't dispute that. It was so easy to neglect such things here. I could vaguely remember when my hair length and style were of critical importance to me.
What mattered to me in this case was Sera's attention. Her fingers in my hair, her careful touch. Even the occasional painful yank as her brush fought my scalp for control. It felt nice. Like belonging, somehow. She made it so easy to want to be around her, whether for a good reason or nothing in particular.
"You ready?" Sera asked.
I blinked my eyes open, hardly having realized that I'd closed them at some point. I hadn't been relaxing or drifting off exactly. She was gentle enough for it a lot of the time, but absolutely vicious at others. Still, I'd been lulled all the same.
"Sure," I said, trying to act like I was paying attention. "For what?"
"I'm going to start trimming," she said.
"Oh," I said. "That."
The barest whisper graced my ear, and a sheen of hair tumbled to the floor. I frowned down at it, wondering where it had come from, when another small flurry of my hair joined the first.
"Hold still," Sera admonished gently, using her fingers to reposition my head where she wanted it.
I kind of wished I had a mirror or something to watch what she was doing. I knew the theory of it. Precisely focused and guided blades of air, sharper than most scissors could ever dream of when used skillfully, and deadly efficient too.
An alarming amount of my hair tumbled past, accompanied always by a quiet whisk of wind. To be fair, I had quite an excess to start with. It might not hurt to try a less feral look. Especially if Sera liked it. That was becoming more important to me every day.
A breeze riffled through my hair every now and then, making it flutter and reset in a new, lighter position. The feeling was intimate in its own way, though I couldn't decide between that or Sera's physical touch as to which I preferred. They were both nice.
What felt like a long time later, and also somehow far too quickly, Sera gave me a last check, then released me.
"There," she said. "All done."
"How do I look?" I asked.
"Don't ask me. Look in the mirror, silly."
I nodded, reluctantly standing and padding over to Sera's lone, slightly beat up mirror. My eyes widened as I took in my reflection. It didn't look like me at first. I was so used to being slightly scraggly no matter what I did. But my first real, purposeful haircut in years had already made a difference.
"Wow," I said.
"Good wow, yes?" Sera asked.
"Yeah," I said, twisting my head this way and that. "I look good, almost."
Sera watched me lazily, curled up with her legs to her chest and her chin resting on her folded arms across her knees. "Give yourself more credit than that."
"Hm?"
"You look properly good," she said.
I shrugged uncomfortably. "You might be giving me too much credit," I mumbled.
I tried to see myself how she saw me. To take note of whatever combination of my features might qualify as looking good without a qualifier. I was struck my the sudden question of whether or not anyone could see themselves the way other people did, especially particular people who cared. It was too philosophical for me at the moment to delve into.
"Who said I'm giving you the credit?" Sera countered. "I just think I did a heckin' good job on your hair."
I giggled absently and reached up to play with my hair a little. It was shorter than I was used to lately, no surprise there, but also lighter and bouncier.
"Did you do something to it?" I asked suspiciously.
Sera smiled innocently. "Might have. There's things you can do with a subtle use of air, you know."
I gasped. "Is this magic? Is this not going to stay looking like this? I thought you were just, you know, brushing my hair more, essentially."
"Little of both," Sera said, entirely unapologetic. "It's only a small addition anyway. Like using conditioner while washing. It won't change too terribly much when that fades. And if you want me to redo it for you, I'm always around."
"Ah, trying to bribe me into hanging out more," I accused, my heartbeat giving away my sudden insane need for my declaration to be at least partly true.
I couldn't articulate my relief when Sera casually nodded and said, "So what if I am?"
****
The weeks kept turning. We learned new things--as was the purpose of schools generally--and Sera and I made a habit of practicing together as often as not. I left me lagging behind where I felt I should be on some things, but having her as a study partner also gave me a boost here and there, which made it all come out roughly even.
If, technically, I was still coming out a bit weaker in my learning on average, it was a sacrifice I consciously decided to make. It was like falling into an addiction, telling myself I could go back to how it was at any time if I had to, but knowing every time I had the thought that it was more of a lie than before.
I learned to use air like Sera had, as far as the gentle breeze through her hair. I didn't dare actually do any cutting. She didn't need a haircut like I had anyway.
But we could blow dry each other's hair after showers, if we wanted. It was a small, petty use of our magical abilities, but it was intimate and relaxing, and was an excuse to chill together at the end of a long day.
I turned out to be quite a sucker for the way Sera would close her eyes and lean back against me while I dried her hair. I'd sit there teasing her for far longer than strictly necessary, only to seek that elusive but validating purr she made when she was truly contented with the oh-so-gentle massage.
Along with my hair, I put more work into the rest of my appearance as well. Not that I had a tremendous amount of choice to work with, but I could take more care with my clothes and the smallest touches of makeup. I didn't have much of the latter in my possession, nor had I bothered with it in years now, but it finally felt like it had value again.
Lacking other, better options I put on my figurative big girl pants and tracked Naomi down one evening, feeling silly standing at her door and asking for help. Among Sera's friends she had struck me as the most consistently put together, and therefore my best option for guidance as far as I could ascertain.
"You... want help with makeup?" Naomi asked, tilting her head curiously.
I shifted my weight and rubbed my arm uncomfortably. "Er... yes? Please? I just... I haven't really used any in so long."
Naomi studied me for a moment. "To impress Sera?" she finally asked.
"I don't know about impress," I said. "But I could stand to look a little more presentable."
Naomi gave me a slow, enigmatic smile. "Well we better see what we can do then."
She pulled me into her room, the sudden excitement over my request making me question whether it had been wise in the first place. However she did give me a basic tutorial that I thought I could make use of, as well as lend me a few things I didn't have. It was awfully nice of her, I thought, considering I was a new intrusion in her circle.
"Thanks," I said awkwardly, still admiring how much difference a small, strategic amount of product on my face could make. "I can pay you back somehow. If you need anything or want to--"
"Don't worry about it," Naomi said. "It's all for Sera, right? It's worth it for me."
I didn't really understand what she meant, though I forced myself to acknowledge that friendships usually weren't meant to be transactional. It was my time in the school that had made me forget that. My time without friends. My time growing used to every dealing with another student being transactional on some level. I wanted something, they wanted something else, we both got what we wanted. It was jarring to run into a very different situation and I had to really shift my own thinking.
"Thank you," I repeated, shuffling in the direction of her door.
Naomi seemed amused as much as anything. "You're cute when you're all shy and weird like that. I know Sera saw it, but I never did before."
I blushed furiously, her comment catching me incredibly off-guard. "Is that... good?"
She laughed. "Yeah, it's good. It's really good. You two have fun, ok?"
"Um... ok."
****
I noted more slightly odd behaviour from Sera's friends after that. I was still have trouble thinking of them as our friends. They'd been hers first, and I wasn't sure if I'd won everyone fully over yet. They were nice, but I didn't have the bond and history with them that Sera did.
Still, it could have just been my imagination. Or the fact of my recent appearance changing. I was purposefully carrying myself differently these days from what they were used to seeing.
"I just feel like something weird's going on," I told Sera toward the end of practice one day.
"How do you mean?" she asked.
"Well... like they always just seem like they're in on some kind of joke that I haven't understood," I said. "Maybe that's my imagination. Could very well be. And I definitely am not implying that they haven't been welcoming, because they have."
Sera looked at me with that same kind of vaguely knowing, somewhat amused expression that I was getting lately from her friends. "I wouldn't worry about it."
"Ok see, that's not helpful. That is exactly the sort of thing to just make me more paranoid. Something is going on, isn't it?"
Sera looked upward innocently and hummed to herself. "I suppose there's probably something I should ask you at some point," she finally decided.
"Aha, so I'm not crazy," I said, feeling vindicated enough to set aside the fact that my paranoia was justified.
"Not crazy, no," Sera assured me. "It's nothing bad, though." She brushed back her hair with a shy sort of smile I wasn't used to from her. "At least, I hope you won't think so."
My anxiety returned. Not strongly, but just an extra little quickening of my pulse. "If you're trying deliberately to send me on an emotional roller coaster, you're off to a grand start."
"Ha, no, not trying to." Sera shrugged. "Shall we head for supper?"
"Sure."
We never made it to the cafeteria area. Midway through the walk there an alert sounded and the lighting went noticeably red.
Sera and I both only froze for a second before we changed course back to our rooms, moving nearly as one connected unit.
"Shit," I grumbled. "What do you think it is?"
"Don't know," Sera said, increasing her pace to a soft jog. "Been a while since we had an intruder."
"Has to be one though, right?" I said. "Have we had an alert for anything else since we've been here?"
"Not that I can recall," Sera said. "Though I heard rumours about--"
We turned a corner and Sera cut herself off mid-sentence. The figure in front of us, maybe halfway down the corridor from where we stood, sensed us as soon as we came into view. My eyes widened as I took it in.
It wasn't human. That was immediately apparent. I struggled to place it at all. It was like some cross between a spider and a mantis, but enlarged to the size of a lion. It was stupidly big and leggy, all angles end edges going every which way. Its head was something from a nightmare with mandibles that looked like they could take a head off in one swift bite.
All that would have been bad enough, but it was also fast. Like impossibly fast. As soon as it started scuttling, any hope of running from it fled my brain. I wasn't even sure what my reaction would have been otherwise, if it hadn't closed in so quickly. It didn't matter. I did all I could think to do, reaching for the flow, grabbing my favourite element like a security blanket.
Fire bloomed from my hands, both at once, and merged together straight into the face of the horror charging us. It screeched a sound that had me quaking and wanting so badly to flee despite knowing better, but that urge fortunately had to contend with my even stronger desire to kill this thing, to kill it dead, to erase from my reality. I was scared, but piling increasingly deep on top of that fear was a hot rage, an anger at this thing daring to make me feel this way.
I didn't want to be scared. I definitely didn't want to die. I also, rather selfishly, didn't want it to fuck with Sera. She was something good in my life, after far too long without someone like her around, and this fucking thing wanted to take her away, either by eating me, her, or the both of us for that matter.
None of it was rational. Coherent thought was a far distant concern at the moment. Only my anger mattered. Only pulling more and more energy into the flow, pouring pure heat and flame into this thing, and making it sorry for ever existing, let alone terrifying the shit out of me.
It all happened in a blink, my furious internal litany nonwithstanding. Time had felt slow to me for a precious second or two, but it really was an almost instantaneous affair from being charged and nearly eaten right up to a barrage of half-cooked insectoid legs tumbling to the floor about Sera and me.
The way the creature fell to pieces at the end would have been almost comical if the whole thing hadn't been so traumatizing. I let go of my flow unsteadily, not fully willing to believe that the central piece of it had been well and truly vaporized, and that the bits remaining lay dead without a trace of life-force left to them.
I was shaking so hard I could barely stand. Shivering like the air was freezing. Sera moved in to support me, and despite me being very aware of her presence only a moment ago, her touch made me jump and almost triggered another round of purifying fire.
"Hey, hey," she said soothingly. "You got it. It's dead. You got it."
I nodded. I knew that. But I couldn't stop shaking.
"Can you walk?" Sera asked.
My voice cracked as I tried to speak. "Don't know."
"Well let's try. We don't know if that was the only one."
My steps were faltering at best, and Sera held me even closer with an arm around my waist and my arm draped over her shoulders. That was what helped most, I thought, was the comfort of her presence in the moment. I needed something to latch on to, to make me and my trembling body realize that it was ok, everything was ok.
Sera didn't even try to leave me in my own room. She dragged me into hers and attempted to gently set me on her bed. I flopped down awkwardly despite her best efforts, but even lying in a messy sprawl was better than continuing to try and stand.
I closed my eyes and tried to take deep breaths. It didn't work very well, but it did help a little, just a little.
Sera picked something out of my hair, then off of my shoulder. I frowned in confusion, watching her hand, then realized to my disgust that she was cleaning bits of creature off me. My horror at how messy both of us were in the aftermath somehow resulted in me laughing. Long, painful, near-sobbing laughter. So inappropriate in the circumstances, but I couldn't seem to stop.
Fortunately, Sera didn't mind about my minor little breakdown. It wasn't the largest concern at the moment, I supposed. She only shifted about and plopped my head in her lap, stroking my hair and letting me tire myself out.
"Sorry," I said, still fighting the last vestiges of a giggle.
"That's ok," she said, smiling softly at me. "That was... fuck, that was something."
Sera lifted one of her hands above my face, and only then did I realize her fingers were trembling as bad as I was, that she was just as wound up and here I was making her deal with my breakdown instead.
"Sorry," I repeated, wiping my face and trying to sit up. "I'm a wreck."
Sera forced me back down. "Don't be sorry, you idiot," she said, a touch of firmness creeping into her tone. "You just saved us. That was fucking scary. Just lie down."
"You're shaking," I said.
"Yeah, so are you," she said.
"You shouldn't have to take care of me right now," I said. "I'll be fine. I can--"
Sera took my face in both her hands, her thumbs brushing my cheeks. "Mags, you probably just saved my life. I was too slow. I wasn't going to do anything in time. Please don't worry about me right now. Let me worry about you. You used a lot of power just then and we still haven't eaten. In fact, I think I have a few emergency snacks around, let me see."
She tried to move, but I didn't let her go anywhere. It wasn't a conscious decision, I just found myself bursting into tears was all. Not an insane laughter kind of tears, but a full, honest sobbing. A release of something inside me that needed to get out.
I felt so bad that she had to deal with this from me right now. She was being so nice, and I didn't even know what this crying was about, let alone that I couldn't catch a breath to explain it to her.
I rolled on my side, pressing my face against her, letting her cradle my head. I started in her lap, but she slowly maneuvered me until she was holding me to her chest and gently rocking back and forth. She was so tender toward me, and all I could do was blubber and make a mess of her shirt. Well, more of a mess anyway, mixing in with fried monster viscera.
A small sound penetrated the haze in my head. It took me a moment to place, but I realized Sera was humming to me. Something I didn't recognize, but gave me the feel of a lullaby of sorts. There were no words, none that she sang, she just kept humming.
Whether it was her humming or just me wearing out, I came down from my intense emotions somewhat, gradually and in fits. It was a while before I was able to stop the sobs entirely, and Sera didn't stop humming or rocking me the whole time. I didn't fight her this time. I didn't want to. When I let myself be held and comforted instead of resisting it, it turned out that I couldn't easily pull back away.
Sera didn't stop lulling me even when I felt calm again, or as calm as I was likely to be for a while. I wanted to say something, anything, but struggled to put thoughts or words together.



"I think I got snot on your tits," was the intelligent sentence I finally came up with.
Sera snickered, dropping her melody, then fully burst out laughing. Despite my recent flood of tears--and indeed snot, there was little dignity for me to find here--I was able to laugh along with her. It was, perhaps, a catharsis for the both of us.
I'd vented with both tears and laughter, and now shared a fit of the latter with Sera, the both of us dropping to her bed on our backs, spreading our mess over her sheets, but I couldn't imagine either of us cared about that right now.
"You did," she finally giggled. "You really did, you suave thing you."
Sera picked at her shirt. The front of it, especially where my face had nestled against her breasts, was wet with tears and other fluids, and that was all on top of whatever disgusting bits of monster had been there to begin with.
"I'll get you a new shirt," I joked. "Might have to be when we graduate."
Sera's smile was teasing in return. She moved in and kissed my cheek, then wrapped her arms around me and settled in beside me. "You owe me a shirt," she agreed. "But just wait until you find out what I owe you."
I bit my lip. "I mean, don't worry about it. I only--"
"Mags," Sera said, placing a finger to my lips. "I feel like you're gonna keep trying to insist that you didn't do anything for me today, and I really can't stand it. I'm not saying I owe something silly like a life debt, but you saved me and that very much isn't nothing."
Much like her lips on my cheek a moment ago, her finger pressed to my mouth was doing funny things to me. It should have been kind of gross, considering the state of us, but I kept feeling nice when we got close. Which honestly was maybe fine. It wasn't like either of us was getting dirtier in the process.
"I think," I said carefully, realizing I was about to reveal some things perhaps better left unsaid, "that I might have done that selfishly."
"What could that possibly mean?" Sera asked.
"I mean, like, I didn't want to die," I said.
"Perfectly healthy behaviour," Sera informed me.
"But, like, I also kind of feel like I couldn't bear losing you either," I said, not daring to look at her.
"... is that the selfish part?"
"I think so."
Sera sighed. "So you saved me, but you're worried it was for, what, the wrong reasons?"
I shrugged. "Maybe? Heroic deeds aren't meant to be for personal gain, I think."
Sera chuckled. "I'm going to let 'heroic deeds' slide because quite honestly I think you earned that one. But holy fuck Mags, can you please just let us both be proud of you? We had a total of like five seconds to do something there, and let me remind you I didn't manage to help hardly at all. You did it," she said, jabbing my chest with a finger.
"You saved us both," Sera continued. "And I couldn't begin to give a fuck what your motives were. I don't think anyone deserves to have their inner thoughts analyzed in a crisis, let alone be berated for doing something wonderful for the wrong-- oh hang on, don't cry, I'm sorry, that was a little too harsh, wasn't it?"
I shook my head, fighting tears again. My body didn't have another full-blown cry in it, which was all that probably saved me. I couldn't quite muster words yet.
Sera hugged me tight, and I was vaguely aware of her fighting not to cry right along with me. "Mags, you want to know selfish? I could have helped you. I mean, I froze more than anything, but even when I saw you had it, I could have added something, even a little. You didn't have to do it all yourself. I could have--"
"Shut up," I said weakly. "Please. I don't think that. You shouldn't think that." I found her hand and squeezed it. "It's... this... it's not what you think."
"Oh," she said. "Then what?"
I closed my eyes and again tried to control my breathing. It was easier this time. The strongest of my emotional responses had been dealt with. I was still a far cry from calm, but I was significantly calmer than in the immediate aftermath.
I was grateful to Sera for letting me process before I spoke, for not pushing me or needing to fill the silence. I needed the quiet contemplation, and took more solace in her full-body hug and our joined hands than any amount of words just then.
"I think," I said quietly, hardly daring to speak the thought aloud, "that it broke me a little when you told me we should be proud. That... that you implied you were."
I dared to meet Sera's eyes. She looked at me with concern and seriousness.
"That was the least of what I meant," she said. "I mean it's true, but... there's so many things I feel right now. If you don't care for that word choice, I mean."
"It might have been the needed word choice," I said with a sigh. "Are you comfortable? This might take a minute."
"I'm not going anywhere," Sera assured me.
I nodded, took another breath, then launched into my early family memories. I probably brought up too many details that weren't relevant, but Sera just listened and nodded and let me ramble.
"So it was just us for a while," I said, after giving enough of my early life for context, what I could remember of it. "Me and Mom and Dad. I think we were happy. I was. Maybe I was oblivious, but that's childhood for you."
I cleared my throat, already feeling myself well up again. "Apparently... apparently I wasn't enough. I didn't know it for the longest time, but they wanted more kids. I don't know what the problem was, why they didn't get more if they wanted them. Maybe medical stuff. Not really the point."
"I don't know if that's why they came to hate each other, or maybe they were never meant to be to begin with," I said, somewhere halfway between bawling and emotionless. It helped me stay calm that I really, really wanted to get this out, to let Sera know what was going on with me, and perhaps not to have to carry this alone for once. Unfair of me, perhaps, but that was just where I was. "Maybe my precious childhood memories are a lie. Maybe they never liked each other, I don't know."
"People change," Sera whispered. "Things change. Things happen for all kinds of reasons."
"I know," I said. "I hated the divorce. I know now it had to happen. It wouldn't have been better without the separation. Far from it. I think maybe I just wish...." I stopped and took a shaky breath. "I wish I felt like either of them ever wanted me afterward."
"Oh Mags," Sera said gently, holding me tighter again. "Maggie...."
"Maybe that sounds silly," I said.
"It doesn't," she assured me.
"I mean, they're parents. They loved me, right? They must have. Maybe it was only because it wasn't the same, because I didn't have all of their attention anymore. It was different, so different. Bounced between them, meeting new partners, watching my half-siblings arrive...."
I was lost in my own words, to the memories spilling out, and Sera's constant comfort the whole while. I wasn't sure if I would have made it through if not her being my emotional rock just then.
"I felt forgotten," I said. "I was forgotten," I added, feeling more confident in my assertion as I said it. "I was just the reminder, I think, of the other. They hated each other by then, and so I could never be the favourite child again. Not even close. Barely even tolerated sometimes," I finished at a whisper.
"Mags, that's horrible," Sera said.
"It was," I agreed. "My step-dad... is it weird to say that I think he might have cared the most out of any of them? Like I think maybe more than Mom or Dad did by then. Maybe way more. He... I think he was the only one who realized I was a kid and none of it was my fault." I balled up my fists. "It wasn't my damn fault. It wasn't. It wasn't fair. It wasn't--"
"Shhh, shhhh," Sera said. "It's ok. It's alright. You're right. They weren't fair. None of that is fair to you. None of it."
"It wasn't," I mumbled as though still trying to argue with someone.
Sera was being way too good about this all, which I couldn't decide if it helped to calm me or made me more anxious waiting for something horrible to happen. I found myself trembling again, with a different energy from before, but still decidedly shaky.
"Do you know how crazy it was to find out I had magical aptitude?" I said once I had enough control to construct sentences again. "That there was this whole school for me to go to, and learn all this stuff, and... and do magic! I mean fuck, it wasn't supposed to be real."
Sera smiled. "Not a magic family, huh?"
"Not so much, no." I swallowed back tears as another part of the memory reared its ugly head. "Again, I think my step-dad was the only one really excited for me. He's the one who helped me get organized and get me here. Mom and Dad... I think they were relieved to have me out of the picture for a while. I think it made things easier for them."
I sniffled in rather undignified fashion. Sera managed to make me laugh by pulling the hem of her shirt up and wiping my face a bit, even getting me to blow my nose.
"My shirt's already destroyed," she reasoned.
"Please don't tell anyone how much of that is my various fluids," I said, smiling weakly.
"The secret is safe with me," she assured me. "Your home life sounds rough."
I nodded unhappily. "I didn't mean to break down just then," I whispered. "But I think in the back of my head this whole time, I just kind of thought maybe this is what makes me special. Maybe I could be really good at this. Maybe I could be good enough that I could go home and they'd... they'd want me again. Be proud of me. Lov--"
I choked on my last words and couldn't say them. I didn't notice at first that Sera had tears in her eyes now until a few of them splashed on me, hot and wet. I blinked in surprise at her, trying to clear my own vision.
"They're idiots," she said. "They don't deserve you."
"Ha, I wish it was that easy."
"I know, they're your parents," Sera said. "But that doesn't give them the right to be monsters about it. In fact, the opposite of that. They're supposed to fucking love you even if and when they hate each other."
Something broke within me, in a good way. Just like a small dam holding back some feelings of mine that had been under way too much stress for too long. Tears welled up again. I was going to dehydrate myself to death at this rate, which was a pity after such a narrow escape from that monster.
"They should," I croaked. "They should!"
"It's so unfair and I hate that for you," Sera said.
"Thanks... thanks for saying that," I said. "It's nice to hear it from someone else."
Sera buried her face against me for a moment, apparently just as heedless of the mess on my shirt as I was of hers.
"You deserve better," she said, her voice muffled by my body.
I nodded and patted her head, kind of enjoying the reciprocal of her attentions toward me. "You can snot on my shirt if you need to," I said. "It would be only fair."
Sera giggled, then fully cracked up laughing. She eventually had to pull away and sprawl on her back while her laughter ran its course. I giggled along with her, perhaps welcoming the chance to not think about everything I'd just told her for a moment. At least it felt lighter having shared it rather than another weight around me.
Despite pulling away, her hand reached for mine and clasped it. I smiled and lay back, listening to her chuckles slowly subside, feeling our connection just though our palms and fingers.
We lay next to each other without speaking for a time. I didn't know if Sera was deep in thought or not. I certainly wasn't. I was still kind of anxious for how the fallout of revealing myself to her would go, despite all evidence pointing to her being super caring and sympathetic. But mental gymnastics aside, I felt the relief of having opened up to someone, even if it didn't end up working out for me somehow. I just enjoyed feeling not alone with it for once.
"The alert's over," Sera finally said.
I nodded, having registered the quiet from the hallway but not really processing what it meant until just then. "It is," I said. "I guess I should go."
Sera clung to my hand tight enough that I couldn't easily slip it free. Not that I wanted to.
"I really don't feel like going back out there," she said. "Not yet."
"Me either," I admitted. The threat of death or dismemberment wasn't far enough in the past yet. The idea of venturing back out of the safety of Sera's room made me nervous. I'd have to get over that, of course, but perhaps not right this second.
"Want to stay the night?" Sera asked while deliberately not looking at me.
"Would that be ok?" I asked in return, just as deliberately looking up at the ceiling.
All of a sudden Sera was grinning and bouncing to her knees. "Sleepover!" she declared. "Let me grab some pjs. You can borrow something for the night."
I looked down at myself. "I'm a mess."
"So am I. Who cares. Tomorrow is gonna be a stupid laundry day anyway. It's not gonna get any worse."
I let myself be carried along by Sera's enthusiasm. I remained a touch leery of intruding on someone else's space, even just for one night. Our rooms were firmly our own for the duration, but there was nothing stopping inviting friends over. I'd been vaguely aware of that, it just hadn't been relevant to my life until now.
I recalled sleepovers from before coming to this school. I experienced a wave of nostalgia thinking about them, and a sharp pang as I recalled the friends I hadn't seen in so long. That was something I'd tried to repress, the loneliness and missing people. I wasn't sure it had been worth abandoning the outside altogether anymore. Sure we really could only send and receive letters and small packages, and only rarely, but I still could have tried.
Sera looked at me in concern, the clothes she held in each hand drooping as she studied my face. I forestalled any question she might have asked by giving her a wan smile.
"Just... just remembering the last sleepover I had," I said. "Before."
She nodded. I didn't have to clarify as to before what. Even the students who loved this school the most had to sharply delineate our time here and the before time. It wasn't necessarily a bad thing, but it was a very different segment of our collective lives.
"Missing someone?" Sera asked instead.
"My friends," I said with a sigh. "I've tried not to think too much about the people I miss. I don't know if they think about me either. Sleepovers used to be pretty fun, didn't they?"
"Still can be," Sera said. "Bunnies or unicorns?"
Her question, nonsensical as it first appeared to me, was in relation to my two options of pyjama pants to select. She owned pjs with cute prints, as it turned out, though somewhat worn from use by now. I took bunnies and left her the unicorns, as well as accepting a loose sleep shirt.
We changed together a bit awkwardly. I wasn't exactly shy about nudity and changing around other people, especially if we were all girls. The communal shower rooms had knocked that out of me. It was different being just the two of us in a rather smaller, more intimate setting. Not a lot different, but enough.
I ended up turning my back and just trying to be efficient about it, and Sera did the same. The awkwardness of it at first was diffused with each disgusted noise one of us made as we found another bit of viscera left over, sometimes lodged somewhere it had no right to be.
"It's in my socks," Sera wailed. "In my socks! How?!"
I giggled, though I was in no better shape. I was half-tempted to burn my clothes from today, but I might still need them. There was no option for popping down the store and buying replacements, after all.
I felt better in jammies, though still a far cry from clean. Sera had some fresh water stashed--always a smart proposition for those occasions when venturing from our rooms was ill-advised--which we used sparingly to clean the worst off our faces and hands, then drank most of the rest as we discovered how thirsty we were.
We shared her stash of snacks after as well, and took turns brushing each other's hair, again squealing and laughing when we found something gross. We weren't able to get fully clean without a shower, but we did our best. The monster's parting gift had apparently been to stick its viscera to us like glue. Not very nice of it, really.
It was an incredibly weird slumber party, but in its own way I felt like it was probably one of my favourites ever. It gave me some much needed relaxation and bonding, and just let me feel normal for a while. As normal as a girl can feel while picking dead monster out of her friend's hair.
Sera earned even more of my eternal devotion when she revealed she even had a small stash of booze squirreled away. Snacks and water were provided by the school, if one was cunning enough to hoard the former a bit anyway. Water was bountiful. Alcohol and any sort of illicit substances were rare and tricky to acquire, let alone save up. Usually you needed someone on the outside to like you enough to send painfully small amounts via care-packages, allowing you to save up over time.
"Wasn't sure what I was saving this for," Sera admitted. "But this is as good a time as I'm ever gonna get, I think."
"Is it ok to ask who you got it from?" I asked.
"Ha, yeah. My brother, Lerrin. He went through before me. He knows what it's like." Sera shook her head. "I never asked if our parents know he's been supplying me. They went through too in their day, though, so it's not like they don't know what's important in here." She sighed. "But I wasn't of an age for drinking when I came in here, and I don't know if they've realized how old I am now. The way they write to me feels like I'm stuck in time in their heads."
"That's kind of nice though," I said. "In its own way."
"I guess."
Sera sighed, then looked at me and turned pink. I could tell she'd just remembered that my own parents didn't give a shit and felt bad for talking the way she did. I didn't mind it though, and didn't want her to stop.
"Do you want to read any of their letters?" I asked before she could say anything.
"You... you want to hear them?" she clarified.
"If it's ok," I said.
I took another sip of what I was pretty sure was some vanilla-laced alcohol. It wasn't pleasant, exactly, and I wasn't used to drinking much, but it warmed me in more ways than one as I let its effects take hold. I almost wished we had ample supply to get blackout drunk, though I knew that was a bad idea. Enough to just feel a little better about the world was sufficient.
Sera still blushed as she unfolded a letter from the pile she'd carefully stored away. She read aloud the most recent missive from her parents. Nothing exciting in it, just family things, mostly updates from their world. It was to hear it though.
She read a few more, including some from her siblings. They were less consistent than her parents, other than her bootlegger brother who always included a little note with his booze. I liked Lerrin's notes that Sera read me. It was just stupid things like a really bad joke, or picking on her for still being trapped at school, or even mildly salacious things about this new girl he was seeing.
"He seems like a good brother," I said.
Sera nodded. "Mostly," she said. "He can be an ass, but that's brothers for you. Is it weird that I think we've bonded stronger than ever now that I haven't seen him in years?"
"Haha, maybe."
We eventually went to bed together, doing our best not to be awkward about sharing a too-small mattress not made for two people. It was nigh-impossible to stick to our own sides and not bump elbows or knees.
"Your feet are cold," Sera informed me.
"Sorry," I said, though the booze in my system made me press one of my feet to hers and make her squeal indignantly.



She got me back the same way, her feet being not much warmer than mine.
We were quiet for a while afterward, though I couldn't quite find sleep just yet. I felt a weird mixture of comfort and discomfort sleeping next to Sera, and I couldn't untangle the one from the other.
Long after I assumed Sera had fallen asleep and it was just me awake, still a little too amped up to actually drift off, she shifted and mumbled.
"Maggie?" she said.
"Yeah?"
"Are you still awake?"
I rolled my eyes. "Sera, you're not that drunk or sleepy to be asking a silly question like that."
Sera giggled softly. "No, probably not. Maggie?"
"Yes?"
"I really like you. You know that, don't you?"
I was taken slightly aback by the outright admission, but it wasn't a total shock to me. She'd become very important to me lately, and it was gratifying and tingly to hear that it was reciprocated, even if a little too direct for me to handle gracefully.
"Ah, yes, I hoped so," I murmured awkwardly. "I, you know, I like you too. Really like you," I clarified.
Sera nodded, satisfied, and put her hand between us, palm flat toward me. Tentatively, biting my lip, I pressed my hand against hers. After a second or two, her fingers slipped between mine and our hands clasped together. It made me smile and was the last thing I remembered before I blissfully passed out.
****
The next day was a cleansing day, in pretty well every obvious sense.
Sera and I stripped her bed and bundled up all our tainted clothes, including our pjs from last night, and trundled them off the laundry room. It was a magically powered space, but in essence a glorified laundromat. We resolved to send our laundry through multiple times to make sure it was clean, though given that this was a magical system and not a mechanical one, it probably wasn't needed. Still, for peace of mind it was best to be thorough.
"The flaw in this is," I said as we made our way to breakfast, "that now the clothes we're wearing are also tainted."
Sera sighed. "I know. We need to be careful not to get stuck in a clothes-washing loop. A long shower will take care of it. I just need to eat right at the moment."
I concurred with her assessment. I was ravenous. Snacks and booze had held us over for the night, but we both badly needed a proper meal.
We attracted some immediate curiousity from fellow students as we grabbed food and filled our trays. We weren't half the mess we were yesterday, but weren't clean by any stretch. And apparently, as it happened, a rumour was already going around. I had no idea how. As far as I knew, Sera and I had been the only witnesses to my fortunate pyromania.
Her friends bombarded us as soon as we sat down with them, which at least clarified the situation a bit, if not enough for my taste.
"You really did it, didn't you?" Trev said, eyes wide.
"Is it true?" Max added. "For real?"
Sera blushed furiously, which I kind of agreed with, but I wasn't expecting such a strong reaction from her. "What are you talking about?" she asked.
"That bug thing," Naomi insisted. "Jamie said Lily said that Aaron saw Mags totally fry it. It's true, isn't it?"
"It has to be," Trev said. "There's still bits of it in their hair."
Sera visibly relaxed. "Oh, that. Yeah, she did." She gave me a sidelong smile and reached beside her for my hand under the table. "Maggie saved me."
"Seraaa," I complained as all eyes turned to me.
But my desire not to be the focus of attention was for naught. I was a mess and wished that if this had to happen that it could have been once I was presentable, but it happened anyway. Apparently no one else was all that bothered by the state of Sera and I, as we became increasingly crowded around by our usual friend group, and an ever larger swath of the tables about us.
I got plenty of pats on the back and congratulatory squeezes on the arm. I found myself droning back thanks as I was showered in compliments. Lots of other question hit me like machine gun fire, and I was forced to ignore most of them as they came and went too quickly. They were mostly variants on how I'd done it, what did it feel like, had we tracked it down on purpose, was I scared, how many students did it get first, and did I do it for revenge.
The latter sort of questions put a bit of a damper on things. Word came through that yes, at least two people seemed to be missing from last night, though that wasn't technically proof of anything yet. It unfortunately wasn't the first time there'd been lethal intrusions at the school, and wouldn't be the last.
Stopping the creature when I had was going to give me a temporary celebrity whether I wanted it or not, and I supposed it was fair enough really. It was a bother, was all.
I might have flown away in a panic attack if not for Sera's presence and her hand that never left mine. After a while I didn't think she could have pried it from my grip even if she'd tried.
We both ate one-handed, and she took pressure off me from time to time to repeat the story of my monster-slaying. It got slightly embellished with every recounting, which I did my best to ignore despite the urge to be factual about it. Someone else telling mild fibs was better than me detailing the truth, I reasoned.
Hitting the showers afterward was even more of a relief than it would have been before our social blitz. Getting clean vied with privacy and quiet for which I treasured more. It felt particularly nice that the whole rest of the school was off to class, only Sera and I had opted for delinquency instead, feeling we'd earned it.
I needed it badly. I couldn't handle a whole morning full of classmates 'sneakily' prodding me for more details on what I'd done. I needed to emotionally recover from what I'd already dealt with.
"Sorry about all that," Sera said from the stall next to me.
I shrugged, luxuriating in hot water cascading down my body. I didn't even try to clean myself at first, I just let the shower do its thing.
"Not your fault," I said. "Just gossip, I guess."
"True, in this case," Sera pointed out.
"Well, yes. But still."
"You really didn't like all that attention, huh?" Sera said. "It was good, you know. Monster slayers are rare. At least when it comes to anything really dangerous. You can parley that into all manner of perks if you want."
I felt anxious just at the thought of it. "I'd rather not, I think."
"Fair enough. But the option's there."
I squirmed, trying to stay in the comfort of the moment and the cleansing heat of the shower. "I don't think you're really that much happier about it than I am," I said.
"How do you mean?"
"I mean when we first started getting interrogated," I said. "You got just as flustered as me. I saw that, you know."
"That's not... it's... that was something different," Sera spluttered.
"What else was there?" I asked. "Any other social-life-changing moments recently that I missed?"
I was only teasing, just being a tad sarcastic, but Sera still went quiet as though stung. I felt bad, but without being able to see anything more than the top of her head I wasn't sure if something really was up or if my paranoia was acting up again. It was tempting to pop my head up over the divider between us--a feat that was doable if one were inclined to risky athletic maneuvers in the slippery shower--but that of course would be a breach of etiquette. I just had to suffer in silence until she spoke again.
As it happened, however, I could only restrain myself so long. My emotional state was fragile this morning. Not bad exactly, but certainly not resilient. That and I was starting to get really grossed out at how much monster gunk I continued to locate on my body, and especially tangled in my hair despite our best efforts last night.
"Hey Sera?" I said. "Do you think you could maybe give me a hand?"
"What?" she asked as though startled. "A hand with what?"
"I don't know about you, but I want to make sure I'm clean. And I'm finding that difficult by myself."
I swallowed anxiously, aware that I was technically, in a roundabout way, asking her to join me in the shower. Which was fine, I was pretty sure, as modesty had to take a back seat sometimes, and this felt like one of those times. She could always say no if she minded.
"You're probably right," Sera said, sounding slightly edgy. "You... want me to come in there with you?"
"Unless you've got much longer arms than I think you do," I said, trying to make a joke but feeling like I didn't really land it.
Sera went quiet again, but her shower turned off and I could just barely make out the soft patter of her feet as she made the short journey from her stall to mine. I had to open it up for her, just hitting the small lock on the door to let her in.
She appeared awfully red as the door swung open and I awkwardly stepped back under the spray. She followed me, closing the door again behind her. I deliberately turned my back, both for practical reasons and to try not obsessing over her facial expressions.
"Sorry," I mumbled. "This might have been weird."
"No," Sera said quickly. "It's a good idea. It's... needed."
I jumped as her fingers suddenly hit my back, then squirmed at the realization that she'd already found a bit of monster that I'd missed.
"How'd that even get there?" I complained.
"I don't know," Sera said. "Hold still though."
I shivered even in the heat of the shower as her light touch danced across my skin. It was a weird mix of intimate and clinical between us as she cleansed my backside for me. I kind of enjoyed her touch along my spine and shoulders, though I wasn't sure that I was meant to. I just felt embarrassed when moved to my butt.
"Is it, uh, ok to go lower?" Sera asked.
I nodded, screwing up my face at the thought of what still clung to me. "Do what you need to do," I said. "I just want it gone."
She was quite gentle, tentative even, about spreading my butt a little and making sure I was all good. I wanted to think there was no chance anything had gotten places like that, but we both just had to make peace with how badly the mess had spread. Like a dying curse from the spider-thing I'd vaporized.
"Remind me next time to kill monsters in cleaner ways," I grumbled.
"That would be good," Sera agreed. "Either blow the next one up less, or way more. Like instant incineration, ideally."
"Heh, yeah. You think their bits are always so... clingy?"
"Let's hope we don't have to find out."
I nodded firm agreement, then slowly melted as Sera washed my hair for me. It was still gross that she kept finding bits in their, but at least there really weren't that many left, and her fingers massaging shampoo into my scalp were nigh-on heavenly, both for physical reasons, and my mental well-being as it meant I was going to be clean, dammit.
It was a little disappointing when she finished me, as I enjoyed the attention, though I recognized that was probably weird. Besides which I was clean, which was the whole point of the affair.
It was Sera's turn next, with gave me some trepidation as it meant I had to go over her body instead of vice versa. It was easier being the passive participant in such awkwardness, I felt. Plus she just seemed so shy about it.
"It is ok for me to this, isn't it?" I asked, just barely holding my fingers away from her back.
Sera gave a jerky nod. She looked over her shoulder at me and blushed again. "Yeah. Of course. We... we need to get clean. And stuff."
"Ok. You just seem a little on edge," I said.
I ran my hand down her back, trying not to think too hard about what I was touching as I scrubbed a few traces of what I hoped was just blood from her skin.
"Well I probably am," Sera said.
I frowned. "You never struck me as overly shy," I said.
It was hard to read Sera with her back to me, but something about the way her shoulders and neck shifted indicated amusement.
"Maggie," Sera said softly. I was beginning to really like her calling me that. No one had called me Maggie in a while, aside from her.
"Yeah?"
"I've been trying to figure you out," she said. "The way you react to some things. I admit I maybe haven't been overly clear. I've been nervous to actually say it. But have you seriously not realized what a crush I have on you?"
I froze, my hands on her lower back, not quite at her butt. It was probably just as well I wasn't touching her somewhere overly sensitive at that moment.
My whole body seemed to heat up, which was weird given how hot the shower already was. I was probably blushing furiously, a match for Sera. Her apparent embarrassment and shyness made a lot more sense all of a sudden.
"You do?" I squeaked.
"Ha, ok, you really didn't know." Sera kept her back to me. "It was so hard to tell. Sometimes I could have sworn you felt something too, you were kind of flirting back or dressing up for me a bit, or getting Naomi to help with makeup."
"She wasn't s'posed to tell," I mumbled.
"And other times I thought you must just be trying to avoid saying you weren't interested," Sera continued. "Like maybe you just wanted to be friends, and didn't want to make it weird."
"That's... kind of accurate," I said. "But I really didn't know that...." I hesitated. "You seriously have a crush on me?"
"Yeah, Mags. I seriously do. The monster last night, that made it worse, you know. I mean I haven't processed it all fully, but either like something about you protecting me, or maybe it was just super hot the way you fucking destroyed it... I don't know. Maybe just sharing the trauma. Maybe... maybe sleeping together."
I couldn't process everything at once. What she was telling me, what I was feeling. I numbly noted that my hands remained on her back, right where they'd frozen in place. I'd been trying to avoid thinking too hard about the way she felt to me, how smooth and wet her whole body was to my touch, even if I'd only felt a relatively innocent part of her so far.
Even worse to suddenly be looking at her. My eyes had been on her, sure, it couldn't be avoided. But to really truly look at her, the shape of her without any clothes at all, hair and skin dripping with constant rivulets of water. To be so close as to actually be touching her, and to be just as naked together.
When I'd worried about awkwardness and modesty, it had been through a whole different lens. Just as people, as girls, as friends. Nothing more than that. Whether this made it better or worse, and I had no idea which, it was on a whole different level of emotional processing that I just wasn't prepared for.
"You have a crush on me," I said, my voice sounding distant even to my own ears. "And I invited you into my shower."
Sera started laughing, just small shakes of her body at first, but it graduated into full belly-laughing. She was overcome by it, laughing too hard to maintain solid footing on the slick floor.
I didn't know what to do other than to helplessly laugh with her. I didn't even know what was funny, but my mind could fill in that something was, and the infectiousness of Sera's laughter dragged me right along with her either way.
She sat down, her back against one wall, her nude front now facing me. She pulled one knee up to lean against, but otherwise didn't hide herself. I supposed it was probably well past the point where covering up was going to accomplish anything.
I sat down opposite Sera--my feet almost pressing the wall she leaned against, and hers doing the same toward my side--and waited for our mutual, manic laughter to subside. Our legs brushed together occasionally when one of us moved, but the touch was more incidental than anything.
Sera looked at me, even blatantly glancing down toward my chest or between my legs at times, but doing so only seemed make her all the more ruefully amused.
"I think," Sera finally declared, "that I might be really bad at relationships."
I was still very confused and unsure, but an odd sort of calm came over me as I realized just how much she must be feeling the same things, if approaching them from a very different angle.
"I don't know," I said blithely. "You got me in bed with you, and naked in the shower together. That feels pretty successful."
Sera snorted and wiped at her face. "Shut up. Don't make me laugh again. It's starting to hurt." She took a deep breath, only releasing a small giggle as she calmed herself. "I'm pretty sure that's not how you feel about the situation anyway."
"They are true facts," I said.
"Uh huh." Sera gave me a crooked look. "Are you just trying to make me feel better?"
"Maybe a little."
"That's nice of you."
Her eyes flicked down my body again. I was going to have to figure out how to feel about that at some point, but it didn't bother me at the moment. Perhaps because there were larger stakes than nudity.
Sera finally turned her head away, cheeks reddening again. "I should probably stop perving on you, huh?"
I shrugged. "I dunno. That ship might have sailed."
"Maybe, yeah." Sera took a deep breath. "Maggie, I like you. I do. I probably should have been more forthcoming about that. But... it's kind of driving me crazy wanting to know what you think about it. And... and would you want to go on a date or anything maybe?"
Her face got all closed up as she spoke, like she was trying to hide from me by closing her eyes and making herself small. It was kind of cute, and I appreciated that her vulnerability allowed me to not feel so self-conscious.
"Sera," I said, watching her closely, "I truly don't know what to think right now. It's kind of catching me off-guard."
"I know," she said. "Sorry. And it's ok if you don't want to. I knew it was a long-shot that you even liked girls. Nobody knew. Usually you can sneakily find these things out. Nobody has a read on you, did you know that? I mean... shit, that makes me sound like a stalker. I didn't mean to be, I swear."
"That's ok," I said. I bit my lip. "Is it weird if I don't actually know either?"
Sera cracked a tentative smile. "It's good," she said. "I means there's a chance."
"Ha, ok." I tried to keep a smile on my face, but I felt my heart sinking gradually down into very worried territory.
"Maggie? Are you ok?" Sera's brow furrowed with concern. "If this is uncomfortable we can stop. You don't have to pretend for my sake."
She moved to stand up, but I reached out and put my hand on her knee.
"Don't go," I said.
It was weird and I knew it. Sitting naked together in the shower was not really the place for deep and meaningful conversation. However, we were here already, and we had blessed privacy to boot.
"I'm gonna keep looking at you," Sera said. "You know that, right?"
"That's alright," I said, and truly meant it. I didn't know how to feel about her crush on me, but I didn't mind her taking peeks if she wanted. That really wasn't even approaching my biggest concern at the moment, and at least it meant one of us was enjoying ourselves.
She still was clearly doing her best not to stare, but her eyes kept flicking down my body, keeping me warm and fluttery.
"Sera, I don't know if I like girls," I said.
"That's really ok," she assured me. "I sprung this on you. I don't need an answer right away or anything. It would have been nice, but seriously don't stress about it."
"No," I said. "You don't get it. I really, really don't know."
Sera frowned. "I think I don't know what you mean. Like, lots of people don't figure out their sexuality for a while. You know that's nothing to worry about, right? I knew I liked girls since... well, I can't remember when. Since I ever liked anybody, I guess. I remember my first crush. She was cute. Had zero interest in me, but that's the way it goes." She laughed. "We were too young for it to mean much of anything anyway."



I chewed my lip. "I'm really having a sexistential crisis here," I said.
"Ha, sexistential. That's good."
"I'm serious!"
Sera set her face to a more neutral expression. "Ok, serious mode. Hit me."
"Don't tease!"
"Sorry, I just... I don't get the problem." Sera shrugged. "It would have been magical if I said 'hey I like you' and you went 'me too' and then we smooched. Especially in the shower. Shower smoochies, hehe."
I tried to ignore the wildly happy grin Sera got as she apparently went ahead and imagined the two of us making out together instead of sitting on the wet floor like weirdos.
"But it's really, like, it's enough if you're at least thinking about it," Sera continued, shaking away her reverie. "That's more of a chance than I worried I'd get."
"Not to be mean," I said. "But... for a moment this isn't about you."
"Ok?"
"I mean, like, I'm having this horrible dawning realization that I have no idea who I like," I said. "Like boys or girls or enbys or anyone at all."
"Ohhh."
I pushed my wet hair back and leaned my head against the wall behind me, staring up and blinking away water that landed around my eyes. "I didn't care about it before I came to this school," I said. "I had bigger problems, and it was one of those things where you kind of hear that people start catching feelings at different ages. My friends started getting crushes on classmates or celebrities, and occasionally I pretended to have a crush too or whatever, but it didn't really worry me. I just thought it would happen when it happened. Like a romantic movie where I'd see the right boy and we'd fall for each other and it would all work out."
I shook my head. "I guess I assumed it would be a boy. 'Cause you know, heteronormativity and all. It wasn't a conscious thing, I think."
"Sure," Sera said. "Makes sense."
"And I was dealing with, you know, my lack of parental love at the time too," I said. "It made dating seem not so important. Then... I came here. And I threw myself into learning and practicing, and I mean you already know how I neglected my social life generally. It just... it hasn't occurred to me to reexamine any romantic or sexual preferences." I stared at Sera, almost pleading. "Is there something wrong with me?"
She stared at me with concern, then made a decision and crawled over to me. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into an awkward hug. I thought about holding back, but that didn't last long. As she enfolded me--naked, wet, slippery, and clumsy as we were--I hugged her right back, pulling as tight to her as she did to me.
There was something fascinating to me about such an embrace. She was soft and wonderful to hold close, and the physical and emotional closeness warmed me in more ways than one. I felt even more fluttery than before. It was nice. It was scary too, in its own way, but I felt safe and cared for.
"You might have to let go," I whispered. "Because I don't want to."
"Ha, joke's on you if you think I'm letting go first," Sera whispered right back.
I smiled and clung to her even tighter. Again, I didn't mind her enjoying herself. I didn't know what she liked about hugging me like this, aside from the obvious answer which was everything, but she was welcome to it as long as I was deriving plenty of comfort from her in return.
In a detached sort of way I could appreciate the sexual side of it. Our breasts were squished against each other, for instance, and our cheeks pressed together as she rested her chin on my shoulder. She was very nearly sat right in my lap, and I could have easily grabbed her butt if I wanted to.
Sera behaved herself, mostly. Her hands didn't wander, other than to rub my back at times. She rocked me and hummed soothingly every so often, but remained more of a platonic comforting kind of thing rather than anything untoward.
"Enjoying yourself?" I asked after an amount of time that could well have been awkward, but just continued to be pleasant.
"Immensely," Sera said. "Feel free to have naked crises in the future any time you want, please."
"Ha, ok, now you're being pervy," I said.
Sera chuckled and tried to release me, but I didn't let her get away so easily. Not that she fought me when she realized I wasn't ready to let go yet.
The only concession we made to dignity was eventually shifting to a more comfortable and sustainable position, since Sera had been balancing a bit oddly that whole time, but clearly hadn't been about to complain even if she cramped up right where she was. I let her take a firm seat this time and curled up in her lap, letting her hold me in her arms and nuzzle the area where my neck and shoulder joined.
"Do you know how difficult it is to leave your tits alone when you're sitting on me like this?" she asked.
"Not gonna work," I murmured dreamily. "I'm not letting you perv your way out of this. When you've had enough, you can darn well say so with your big girl words."
The benefits of a magical shower room, I supposed. We really could sit there as long as we wanted and not run short of hot water. We were to a point where a bath would most likely have been more efficient for our purposes, especially since there wasn't an ideal way to really sit ourselves comfortably under the spray directly, but that was a secondary concern. Even the indirect hot water gave us plenty of heat to sit cozily for an indefinite period.
"So this is how I die," Sera sighed. "Starving to death pinned under a wet, naked girl."
"Am I to assume you don't mind all that much?" I asked.
"Conveniently, that's already what I had planned for my gravestone," Sera assured me. "So this has worked out nicely. My family will probably be annoyed, mind you. As personally fulfilling as this death will be to me, it lacks a certain dignity for those who have to explain it afterward."
I giggled while resting my head against hers. "I can't even with you sometimes," I said.
"That's too bad. You're stuck with me."
Sera made me so warm and tingly inside with those few words. I wasn't any closer to resolving the mystery of who the hell I was romantically interested in, but I didn't want to lose her. I really, really didn't.
"We can still be friends, right?" I said. "Even if... I can't like you back that way?"
"Must I repeat myself so soon?" she demanded lightly. "I said I'm happy just having a chance, and I meant it."
"Just checking."
"But yes, to be clear I'm not going to stop being friends if that's what it comes to."
I nodded. "Good."
I felt the warm glow of her love for me. Platonic love, perhaps. Or some mix of various kinds all smooshed together. I felt love right back to her. Again, not a fully clear mixture as to what kind of love, but it there all the same.
I idly played with her hair, since it was handy. Sera wasn't shy about pressing her head right back against my palm, encouraging my touch like a kitten saying yes to more scritchies. I graciously obliged.
"Sera," I said lazily.
"Maggie?"
"You know you've still got bits of monster in your hair?"
****
I was mildly annoyed at my new popularity. It made sense, and did actually come with benefits, but I mostly just wanted time to figure things out on my own. Instead, Sera and I had constant invitations from people to sit with them in class or at meals, or classmates crowding around wherever we chose to sit in any case.
I wasn't really able to deal with the surge in attention at first. I spent a lot of time zoned out and retreating to my own room when I had the chance. It meant leaving Sera to deal with more than her fair share of conversations and fame, but she was better with it than I was anyway, and I didn't know that I had any other easy options.
My concession to trying to support her, which admittedly was somewhat selfishly motivated as well, was on the third night after the incident I found myself standing in front of my door in my pjs, psyching myself up to head back out instead of falling gratefully into bed.
It was after curfew and there was no one in the hallways, though it was best to be vigilant about any creepy crawlies that might be lurking about. There shouldn't be any, but as I knew first hand now that didn't always mean anything.
I was worried as a padded my way softly down to Sera's door and knocked on it. Not for any danger to my life or the chance that some fanatic was waiting to ambush me with questions about killing the monster and whether I wanted to be best friends now because I was so cool, the latter of which being how I mentally paraphrased a lot of things people said to me these past couple days. I was nervous because I hadn't asked Sera ahead of time, and it pretty far out of my comfort zone to breach etiquette and ask to come in so late at night.
My fears were unfounded. Sera cautiously opened her door enough to peek out, looking confused and uncertain. She changed as soon as she saw who I was, and swung her door wide open, beaming at my presence.
"It's after curfew," Sera informed me.
"I know," I said, awkwardly shifting my weight. "You probably better let me in then."
She laughed and dragged me into the room, shutting the door tight again behind us.
"Didn't expect a booty call so soon," she said.
I blushed deep red. "That's not--"
"I'm teasing, Mags. Sit down."
She flung herself onto her bed and I sat down more gingerly next to her. We remained silent for a moment, one confusing moment, then she started telling me about her day. The bits I wasn't already there for. I sank gratefully into the mundanity of it, like this was all perfectly normal. I found myself wanting it to be normal. I wanted time just with her, and not having to fight with the whole rest of the school for that space.
We stayed up probably too late once we got going, to the point we were both yawning and fighting not to be the first to suggest sleep. We talked about how annoying some people could be now that they thought we could rub fame off on them, we rehashed the spider-creature, and gradually started sharing old memories from the before time. Before we got locked in the school for several years. Mostly insignificant things, but important to us and nice to think about.
We eventually gave in and crawled under Sera's blankets together, each primly on our own side, or as best we could do with a bed made for one.
****
I had to accept a sharp increase in our study group. I wanted it to just be Sera and me, but it was the best compromise I had available to get the majority of the crowds off our back a little. It meant picking out select classmates to join our practices, and thereby choosing an elite group of sorts. Not the sort of power I wanted, but the kind I'd found myself with anyway.
Most of Sera's friend group joined us, they had first dibs as far as I was concerned. A scattering of other students as well, primarily based my limited observations of who wouldn't be too annoying, who could benefit the group, or who might be able to specifically teach me things that I struggled with.
That last thing at least was a change in myself that I credited Sera for. The very notion of depending on someone else's expertise to help me, and admitting that I could use help at all in the first place.
My choices paid off pretty quickly as I discovered a whole new world of ways that my classmates interacted with magical flows. Most of which didn't help me very much, but some did. Even the ones that didn't do anything themselves got me thinking about elements and their manipulation in different ways, which was a bonus on its own.
"I feel like our lessons should be improved," I said. "There are all these things that I'd never known about. That's the whole point of teaching us, isn't it? To tell us these things."
Naomi, seemingly always giving me a small, satisfied smile when she saw Sera and I together, shook her head. She could be quite serious about her studies, as I'd discovered, and not just about looking fabulous while doing it, which had been my previous best assessment of her.
"It's all in how you look at it," Naomi said. "And about what you think the school is for. The common argument is that it isn't the be all, end all of magic. It's for drilling fundamentals into us and trying to make sure we have enough of a grasp on our flows that we aren't easy targets for magic-sucking nightmare creatures. Or other such threats out there, such as mages bent on evil and not good."
I blinked at her. "That is incredibly concisely thought out."
She shrugged. "I've had the thought myself before. That there's probably a better way. Much like the world of sciences, more education is becoming available out there. More schools of thought. It's just that this isn't really the place. This is our elementary school, in a sense. If you pardon the pun."
I groaned both at the idea that I'd gone through mundane elementary school only to be thrust back into another one, as well as the way Naomi had phrased her assertion. It wasn't a good pun by any means, but we'd recently had a group discussion about how the elemental theory of magic was increasingly becoming outdated and new ways of approaching the flows were cropping up, some with incredibly fascinating results.
Derek, for instance, turned out to have an impressively deft touch when it came to healing and sussing out otherwise imperceptible diseases and infections in the body. Manipulating blood itself wasn't that hard, as it was just complicated water. It was much trickier when still inside someone else, as well as a serious faux pas in most cases. But to actually go deeper than that and cleanse blood or surrounding tissues and organs was a whole other thing. Derek wasn't exactly doctor level, but he had me seriously jealous.
It was probably the biggest burst of my bubble, really, was to learn just how skilled everyone in our study group was, even if it was at very niche applications at times. All my time spent trying to master my lessons, and I'd totally ignored the side projects most students got up to as they grew intrigued with some discovery or found themselves excelling at a specific use of their magical flows.
"Don't have a breakdown on me," Sera said, stroking my hair that night.
We were in my room this time. I'd only barely started to fret about how often it was ok to sneak into her room at night with no intention of having sex, and whether I was becoming a source of frustration for her, before she showed up at my door instead, shyly asking if she could come in. I'd been so happy I hugged her tight and didn't let go until she managed to maneuver the both of us over to my bed and toppled us into it together.
We hadn't spent every night together since then, but the ones apart were becoming a rarity. Either one or the other of us almost always sneaked out after curfew, and occasionally we both did at the same time, giggling like we were getting away with something naughty as we met midway down the hall.
It wasn't like we were actually going to get in trouble, mind you. There were rules in place for safety rather than for punishment, and curfew was mostly an attempt at having everyone in their rooms for a consistent time every day, as being out alone left one rather vulnerable.
The school had been built on the understanding students could and would make their own decisions at times, and attempts were made to mitigate the risks while also acknowledging that shit was going to happen one way or another. Honestly, the consequences for being stupid here were so far beyond petty things like detention that it was best to respect the rules for their own sake.
Obviously none of that stopped Sera or I, and I even think we both enjoyed the idea of being slightly circumspect about our together time. Everyone around us knew we were... something. Which was about the same as what we knew. But no one really needed to know any more than that about our business as far as I was concerned.
I remained a bit worried about Sera, since I knew she wanted more from me if I ever felt like reciprocating, and I just didn't know what to do with that. It felt like I hadn't had enough time to myself to figure it out. We were always with groups now, or together, or when I was truly alone I was usually exhausted or winding down from too much social time.
But little things like air-drying each other's hair and light cuddles were things that we could both easily agree on, and so I grew hedonistic in my pursuit of intimate-but-not-sexy touches.
"M'not having a breakdown," I murmured, letting Sera's nimble fingers ease my worries away. She could practically make me purr like a cat getting scritchies when she wanted to.
"You're getting frustrated at how much you don't know," she said. "Don't think I don't see that."
"Well it's a lot!" I said. "And it's not hardly fair because most of it was never on the curriculum to start with."
"No one knows it all," Sera said. "Even the strongest mages out there can't do everything. It's just like anything in life. Everyone's good at different things."
I squirmed, shifting my head in her lap until she took a firm hold and settled me back down.
"Mags," she said gently. "This isn't about you feeling like you need to be the best in order to deserve attention again, is it?"
"... no?"
"That's a yes."
I pouted. "No fair. This is why I miss being all alone. No one to inconveniently read my mind."
"Can't read your mind, Maggie," Sera said, brushing my hair with soft fingertips. "But I know you well enough by now. Do you really miss being alone?"
I gazed up at her. We were at such weird angles to each other, her staring down at me in her lap and all, but even still I found the notion of not getting to look up at her like this anymore to be very distasteful.
I was pretty sure Sera wasn't asking a serious question. That she knew I didn't really want that. Yet the question still twisted a knot inside me so tight as to be physically painful.
Quickly, urgently, I sat up, nearly banging heads together with Sera if she hadn't jerked back quickly enough. I turned around to face her, noting her expression going from teasing to worried.
"I don't want to be alone," I said, fumbling for her hand and feeling tears well up in the corners of my eyes. "I don't miss it."
"Mags...."
"I love you," I said, blushing furiously and blinking back those tears that threatened to overwhelm me at the thought of not having her anymore. "I know it's not really quite in the way you want. Maybe just not yet. But oh my god, Sera, I don't know what I'd do without you."
Sera blushed back just as deeply as me. Her mouth opened as if to say something, but nothing came out right away. I was drawn to her lips all the same, pulled in by some force greater than my willpower or sense of self.
I moved in close and put my free hand to the back of Sera's neck, just gently. I told myself I didn't know what I was doing, even though I was dead centred on my target. It was all I could do to move slowly, to give her a chance to react if she didn't want this, but of course that didn't happen. If anything, her eyes lit up bright and wide as I leaned in for a kiss.
Our lips met in an awkward but wondrous caress. The first time I'd kissed someone. I knew what kissing looked like, but the actual feeling of it was so much softer, tinglier, and more electric than I was prepared for. I was hooked from the first touch.
I held Sera's head tight, as though afraid of her pulling away too quickly. It was not something I had to worry about. She wasn't going anywhere. If anything, she was more concerned with not being too eager. I could feel her tentatively kissing me back, working up slowly and seeing what I was ready for. Her tongue poking out and just barely flicking across my upper lip made me whimper with uncertainty and desire, but truly it was need for air that was the only thing that made me pull away again.



I felt embarrassed afterward, sitting back flushed and panting, noting a stray trail of spit down the corner of my mouth. I was still holding her neck and hand, and was unwilling to sacrifice either for the sake of wiping my chin.
"Sorry," I said.
Sera's face turned to maximum incredulity. "Sorry?" she demanded.
"That was selfish," I said.
She grinned. "You should be selfish more often."
"I'm serious!" I said. "I... I shouldn't lead you on. I don't know what I'm ready for. That just... I felt like I needed it just then."
"Oh Maggie," Sera said, freeing her hand so she could place both her palms gently on either of my cheeks. "You're being such a... well, such a you right now."
I found myself both frowning and giggling at the same time. "That is both factually correct and possibly the most insulting thing you've ever said to me."
Sera snickered but kept gazing meaningfully into my eyes. "It's always all or nothing with you, isn't it?" she asked, wiping the corner of my eye for me with her thumb. "You kissed me so you think now you have to do more."
I bit my lip. "It would be rude not to."
"No, Maggie, it wouldn't. That's not how sex works. At least, not how it should work," she clarified. "I'm going to ask a personal question here, though I'm confident I know the answer. You told me you don't know who you like, in a general sense, would it be fair to say you've also never been with anyone?"
I nodded. "That's... correct."
"So what are you basing your sexual knowledge on?"
I went hot red again. "My parents, I guess? Chatter I hear. And... well you know the porn and smut that circulates around here."
Sera sighed. "I was afraid of that. None of those sources are good or useful. You know that, don't you?"
I nodded yes, but meant no.
"Whatever images you have in your head of relationships, forget them for now, ok?" Sera pleaded.
"Um... I'll try," I said.
"Just tell me, not worrying about anything else, anything at all, what do you want right now? Right this minute?"
The answer welled up from me, bypassing any need for my brain to jump in. "I want to kiss you again."
Sera smiled, and it was such a special smile meant only for me that I melted a little and craved the notion that she'd give me more of those smiles in future.
"Then lets do that," she said, her otherwise confident voice cracking midway through.
So we did. I was still very worried about things I couldn't properly articulate, and nervous enough just about making out with Sera some more. She was so wonderful to kiss, maybe the best thing I'd ever experienced, but it took time for the anxious side of me to calm down and let me fully, completely immerse myself in her.
We fell over eventually, which helped save us from the awkward pose we'd been holding. Actually, I was pretty sure Sera had gently and deliberately nudged us off-balance, especially given how she ended up neatly on top of me, pinning me down and aggressively kissing me all the more.
Part of me kept waiting for her to want more, to try for more, and the longer we made out the less I expected myself to even protest. She felt so good against me, her lips and playful tongue in particular, that I didn't want to forgo them for anything. Even if the thought of sex still filled me with mild but deep sexistential dread.
Sera never pushed though. She wanted to, at least on some level. I could feel her hips rocking every so often, and it seemed to take effort on her part to quell that motion. I wondered if she was as wet as I was. I suspected she had to be, if not more so. Part of me almost hoped she'd press my boundaries for the sake of my pussy, even if the rest of me wasn't ready. Luckily I didn't encourage her despite my better instincts, nor did she take advantage of my feelings and current horniness.
Unfortunately, all things must end. I didn't know how either of us stopped, but it happened by mutual silent agreement, albeit with little flare ups again here and there before finally fading entirely.
We lay beside each other on my bed, the lights still on this whole time so that I could easily make out the continued arousal in Sera's eyes and cheeks, and the way her slightly parted lips still begged for my attention.
"I think I might like kissing you," I said.
Sera cracked up, fully wiping tears from her eyes as she laughed. "Oh Maggie. Yeah, I think you might. I like kissing you too."
"You want to do more, don't you?" I asked.
"I do," Sera said. "But, and this is important, I don't want to do anything you don't want to participate in."
I mulled it over. "That seems very sensible," I said. "Is that how all relationships are? Because what I've seen is--"
Sera put a finger to my lips, stopping me before I could embarrass myself. It had never occurred to me before how basing my idea of relationships on the extreme dysfunction of my parents, and to a slightly lesser extent my step-parents, wasn't really giving me a good and healthy outlook. Ditto for erotic materials of one kind or another.
Sera did her best over the next little while--time we should have been sleeping, really--to give me a rundown on the major sorts of things that I really shouldn't be taking as ideals, far too many of which I suspected I might have internalized without realizing.
"There really should be more education on this stuff in here," Sera said. "The ages we're all at are... vulnerable, to say the least. I'm lucky that my parents knew that going in, so me and my sibs got information not everyone does. But I guess going back to your complaints about the curriculum, this is maybe another one of those things."
I nodded, feeling my head full to bursting with new information. "Might have helped," I agreed. "There's just... there's so much to learn. So, so much. And this isn't even counting eventually working for a living, and my total lack of knowledge or experience with that kind of thing."
Sera cocked her head. "Well I mean... someone with your skill, you wouldn't have too much trouble finding work in the magical fields somewhere. If you aren't planning on going back to a mostly mundane life, that is."
I took her hand, playing my fingers over hers. Partly it had become a minor obsession of mine to hold her hand one way or another. Partly I just wanted an excuse to gather my thoughts.
"I don't know what I planned on doing after all this," I finally admitted. "I had the fairy tale ending in mind, I think. Returning home and finally being worth something."
"Maggie...."
"No, listen, I'm not being morose about it. I don't want that now. I don't really care if I never go back. I'm not gonna get what I need from my parents, and... and it's going to be hard, but I don't want to chase that anymore."
"That sounds promising," she said. "But I guess it kind of ruins the only vague plans you had."
"Exactly," I sighed. "I'm starting from scratch. I'll probably be fine, I guess, but it's scary."
"It is," Sera said seriously. "But, uh, you'll have me, you know. And you'll have contacts from our classmates and stuff. It won't be as lonely as all that."
"I hope not," I said. "I'll have to think about it more. I might really need you for a bit when we leave."
"Not just a bit, I hope," Sera said lightly.
"I don't want to leave you," I said. "I'm just saying... I might be a little needy for a while. But hopefully not needy for too long, you know?"
"My needy little girl," Sera cooed, nuzzling playfully at me.
"Stop," I giggled.
"I'll take care of yooouuu."
"Oh god, I can't tell sometimes if I can tell you anything, or if I can't tell you anything."
"I am a fortress for your secrets," Sera assured me.
"I believe that, fanciful as it may be," I said. "But like... you're infatuated with me."
"That's true," Sera said.
"We don't know how either of us are going to feel long-term."
She shrugged. "That's every relationship, Mags. Romantic, sexual, or otherwise."
"I guess."
She didn't mention my parents. I felt like maybe she wanted to, or maybe it was just that I wanted to bring them up and was projecting that on to her. In any case, I let it drop. I didn't want to think about them. I definitely didn't want to think about what I would do if Sera grew distant too, emotionally or physically.
I'd seen how a change in circumstances could change relationships. I'd been burned too hard by it. There was a chance us leaving school would be the end for whatever it was we had. Probably not right away, but it could be the catalyst for growing apart again. We really hadn't been close for all that long. Not long enough.
I didn't bring any of that up to her. I just wanted to sleep with her, to be close and try to feel the warmth of her affections. I didn't want to think about losing her, now or later or any time at all.
****
I threw myself back into learning. Mostly still my proper studies, but with deliberate attempts at taking in everything else around me.
There were so many potential ways of improving my own abilities if I could only find the ones that worked for me. I continued to use our study group to improve my own breadth of knowledge, which was arguably the whole point of it to start with.
My skills and my flows improved, and I got a handle on some more nuanced applications of magic. I still struggled with some elements and didn't even dare try some of the specialized techniques I saw as I was quite certain they weren't something I was ready for, and possibly wouldn't ever be something I could pull off.
I felt bad succumbing to limitations at times. I'd always struggled with that. In this case, though, there were so many new things to try that I didn't have to feel bad about not being good at everything. It was different from learning in classes and feeling like I had to perfect everything taught to me. I could pick and choose what I wanted.
One particular skill that was brand new to me, rather than simply a modification or enhancement of things I could already do, was learning to make words sing to me. It was something I picked up from Jocelyn when I realized one day that she could make a book read itself out to her while she tried to learn some tricky new flow. It made a lot of sense to me. Sometimes it was incredibly useful to get instruction while using your eyes for other things.
It was a totally dissimilar flow to handling any elements I knew of, but it still made sense to me, and was a bit of a calming and meditative experience. It was just words at first, spoken in a flat monotone, but it was neat enough for all that. When I tried to make books speak in Sera's voice I got very different results and the voice took on a lilting melody, some of which I was quite certain wasn't being heard by my ears, but registered with me all the same.
I couldn't explain the latter part of it to anyone, but Sera acted quite pleased about her voice having unlocked something for me. She didn't grasp the flow quite the same, but did tease me at times by learning to change the reading to my voice instead.
All of which somehow wasn't even the biggest change in how I tried to learn. I spent far, far more time observing other students around us, in study group, class, hallways, or dining hall. Anywhere at all, really, and often the less formal the setting, the better.
Sera had been absolutely right about not taking my relationship cues from bad sources. It was a mistake I needed to fix, if only slowly. There were new things to be learned pretty well everywhere once I started looking. Everyone, absolutely everyone, interacted with other people, and some of those interactions were close friendships, or indeed as romantic partners.
Once I was looking for it, I recognized how many classmates were hooking up with someone else. We were left to our devices without adult supervision at ages where that was a dangerous proposition. It was somewhat inevitable. Mostly people were circumspect, which was how I hadn't really noted it much before, and why it frustrated me now that I was trying to learn.
Books on courtship and romances, while plentiful either in the library or the rotating collections of smut to be found in student possession, tended to be either too old, formal, and not applicable, or too new, focused on specific emotions and scenarios, and full of assumptions about what the reader already understood. For some reason a useful step-by-step guide to romance didn't present itself.
So I watched the parts I could see. The handholding while walking to class, the flirty looks, the sneaking off to makeout in a corner somewhere. Things that I either could already handle on my own, mostly, or things I picked up pretty quick from Sera.
Nothing at all, I was afraid, as to how to determine firmly how I felt about her and what I wanted for the both of us in either the short or the long term.
However, other than not having a clue what I was doing and still being deeply worried about my capacity for long-term romantic stability, things were so very nice with Sera. I realized that somehow we were kind of like a lot of those couples I'd observed from afar. We held hands, we sneaked off to each other's rooms constantly, and we made out given the slightest opportunity.
The latter was about as far as I was comfortable going, but I was happy to do it quite a lot. It made me all warm and squishy, and I didn't dare admit to how many of my masturbation sessions now featured Sera and me kissing sloppily.
I had an increasingly small amount of my own time that wasn't spent in class, practicing, studying, hanging out with Sera's friends--arguably my friends too now--or spending time with Sera. The problem was that with that small amount of time, once a refuge for me, I now felt somewhat lost.
"Is it, perhaps, possible to become too needy in a relationship?" I finally mustered the courage to ask.
Naomi cocked her head, then shrugged and kept applying eyeliner to me. I hadn't actually dared to ask that same question to Sera. Naomi had become my closest friend otherwise, possibly flirting with best friend status, though I still worried sometimes that she mostly liked me because of Sera.
"Hold still," she said. "And yes, of course it is. But you shouldn't worry about that."
"Why not?"
"Because you aren't."
I frowned. "You don't know that."
"I said hold still. You want to look smokin' hot for Sera or what?"
"Sorry."
"Anyway, I do know that," Naomi said. "Sera's putting way too much effort into courting you for you to possibly be too needy."
I blushed. "She's courting me?"
"I don't know. That was the only word that kind of fits. She's not seducing you, exactly. Though she'd like to."
I bit my lip, blushing harder. "I know. I... I'm probably not the ideal match in that sense. Not ready to commit enough. You think that's a problem?"
"You can't be both too needy and not committal enough, Mags," Naomi said. "Pick a lane."
"Sometimes I think no one takes my worries seriously," I said.
"You just get too in your head, is all," Naomi said. "Makes sense. You used to be so quiet."
"I do," I admitted. "But knowing that doesn't actually help much. I'm just, like, feeling so many things lately. Kind of feeling lost in it all."
"Sounds like true love."
"I... what?"
"Here, you're all done," Naomi said, ignoring me and putting her eyeliner down. "You've been good practice for me lately, you know. And I'm glad Sera's appreciating my work."
"Can we go back to your previous comment?"
"I'm joking, Mags. You're overthinking things. Just have fun."
I sighed. "Yeah, you're probably right."
****
"Have you tried this darkness flow yet?" I asked Sera.
We were alone in the gym after our group studying. Alone in the sense that we had our own area of it to ourselves. The room itself was rarely if ever empty, outside of nighttime.
"I haven't," Sera said slowly. "But Maggie--"
"It's super cool," I said, weaving darkness through a projected beam of light and watching the interaction between them. "Classical darkness theory is all about manipulating light away from where you want it to be dark. But actually creating darkness...."
I twirled my flows again, smiling at the easy response I got from it. Some magics just made sense to me sometimes, and it had been a while since I'd learned one of those easy kind. "I mean it's hard to say whether it actually is darkness, or just something that mimics it, because non-magically speaking darkness truly is just light's absence, and isn't actually anything itself. But magically speaking... why couldn't it be?"
"Yes, Mags, it's very cool," Sera said.
I frowned and let my flow release. "You don't sound like you believe that."
"I might be distracted," Sera said. "You've, uh, been a little manic today."
"Have I?"
"Yes. You have. A little too obsessive."
"Oh. I just thought it was cool. That guy Alan has learned some weird but neat stuff. I--"
"The stuff is cool," Sera assured me. "And I'm glad you're really getting into the study group. I was afraid you wouldn't. But... are you sure you're not looking too hard for things to distract you? You've been different the past couple days."
I felt a pang in my chest. "I'm trying to figure some things out, yes."
"Well that's good. Can you talk to me about them?"
I sat down heavily. I didn't speak for a long moment, awkwardly long. Sera didn't pressure me any more than that, which somehow made me feel worse about taking so long to form a coherent thought.
"I think I'm feeling somewhat adrift," I finally said. "Other than, you know, all my classwork and learning, and friends, and... and you."
"That's a lot of things," Sera said. "You sure you aren't just overwhelmed?"
I chuckled harshly. "That too," I admitted. "That too." I ran a hand through my hair, and discovered that it was mussed and sweaty. I'd been working harder than I realized. "I think I just mean... I had a purpose. A bad, poorly thought out purpose. Now I don't know. Like yeah, I could still get really good at magic, maybe. But it's not gonna give me my family back."
"Maggie...."
"It's fine. But it won't. And... and I'm not even as good as I thought. Not with all my work, even. There's so much more out there. And it's cool! But I can't learn it all. I can't."
"You don't need to learn it all," Sera said. "No one could."
"I know that. Just... where does that leave me?"
"Literally just finishing school," Sera said with a tentative smile. "We're just getting through it. We don't need a bigger goal than that just now."
"You're right," I said. "I know you are. But you did ask why I'm kind of obsessive right now."
"I did," Sera said. "That's true." She was quiet a moment. "I'm worried about you."
"Oh. Sorry. You don't have to be though, right?" I said hopefully.
"Hard to say just yet."
I moved closer to Sera and took her hand. It was usually a good, safe, comforting gesture between us. It didn't work as well as I'd hoped this time. She was still clearly worried despite my best efforts at reassuring her. To be fair, I wasn't the best reassurer by a long shot. It wasn't my strong suit.
We talked a little more, but didn't really get anywhere. I wasn't used to this level of discussion, and wasn't really able to articulate some of the things I thought or felt. I really just wanted Sera to be ok. As long as she was, I was pretty sure I would be too, sooner or later. That was maybe some of that neediness of mine that I was worried about, but I couldn't really help it. It was what it was.
An alert going off was both a frustration, and a sort of guilty relief for me. It was a reprieve from complicated feelings, at least for a moment. I wanted to resolve things better, but I wasn't sure that I knew how.
Sera and I exchanged a silent glance then headed off toward our rooms. We weren't in a rush exactly, not like most students, or even ourselves of the past. We moved purposefully, but didn't hurry.



Sera brooded for about half the walk, which was fine because I needed some brooding time too. She did eventually speak up though.
"Not everyone makes it out of here," she said.
I gave her a shocked look, but she was only staring straight ahead. "I know that," I assured her. "I still have every intention of leaving."
"I know," Sera sighed. "I know. I'm worrying for the wrong reasons. I know that. But... I had a friend my first year. My first crush in here, actually, though I never told her."
I felt a pang of jealousy and forced it down. It was a stupid thing to feel under the circumstances. Especially given the heavy past tense in use.
"What happened?" I asked.
"She, uh, one of her flows went bad," Sera said. "Something she was practicing outside of class. Not a proper lesson. She was good. Better than me. Better than most. But it didn't end up mattering." She grimaced. "We hadn't learned enough yet. How to control elements when they tried to backfire, or how to get rid of flows that we aren't ready for. She... she didn't make it."
"Sera...."
She shrugged. "Still fucks me up sometimes. I mean, she's not the only one who hasn't made it. You kind of get used to it, somewhat. But... I almost wish it had been a monster or something. A regular fear."
As emotionally dense as I could be sometimes, Sera's anxiety made total sense to me. "That's what it is," I said with dawning understanding. "You think I'm getting careless."
Sera flinched. "I didn't say that."
"No, it's ok," I said. "You're probably right. I've been... looking for something, I think. It's all pretty confusing. But yeah, I've been adrift. I've been trying to learn new things, to keep up with everyone, to... to be good enough, I guess."
"Good enough for what?" Sera asked.
I laughed with hardly any trace of actual humour. "Great question. Good enough for you, maybe."
"Maggie!"
"Hey, I know how pathetic that sounds. Don't think I don't. But it is what it is."
Sera glared, but we were approaching our rooms now. "We'll talk more about that."
"I know."
"Do you... should we take some time, or do you want to come in?"
I paused to think about. I'd just assumed we'd wait out the latest attack together, but there might be some merit in some time to ourselves.
"Is it ok to come in?" I asked.
"Yeah, of course. Always," Sera said. "I, uh, might not be the greatest company this time, is all."
I managed a crooked but heartfelt smile. "That's where you're wrong."
"Heh, oh shut up with your flirting right now."
"There's words I'd never thought I'd hear from you."
There was still some tension to our grins, but they were genuine aside from that. I moved close to Sera as she reached for her door.
She quite literally had her hand on it when we heard the screams. We both froze.
"Oh fuck," I said. "Fuck fuck fuck."
"Mags?"
I stepped away, just a single step toward the sounds.
"Maggie?" Sera said more urgently.
"That's the direction of the first years," I said. "Sera...."
"Maggie...."
"I... I can help. Sera I can help!"
Sera took a deep breath. I thought she might be about to cry. She shook her head and stepped away from her door too.
"We," she said.
"Are you su--"
"Move if you're moving," she said, getting a head start on me.
I nodded and chased after her. I was not much of a runner. Never had been. But those fucking screams though.
We passed Naomi just arriving at her room. She stared wide-eyed as we tore off in the wrong direction.
"Where are you going?" she called.
"To help," I called back, already past her.
"Wha-- idiots! Why?!"
I laughed. I didn't have the breath to spare, and I laughed anyway. We were idiots. She wasn't wrong about that. No one clever ran toward an attack. Sure, with our skills we could handle most threats. But that was the thing with monsters. You never knew what you were getting until it was possibly too late.
It was fucked up little lizard-monkeys in this case. Lots of them, all jumping about in unnatural ways and shrieking with mouths too wide, and teeth too profligate.
They'd cornered a group of younger students and were, to all evidence, playing with their food. Playing in sort of way that lead to blood everywhere, at any rate.
Worse news, the fuckers were quicker than my fire. That was a disconcerting shock, and with time might even have led to a whole series of emotions from panic right down to full-blown regret. Luckily, or perhaps unluckily, we didn't have much of an excess of time to work with.
Sera and I were quickly the subject of attack ourselves, about half the little nightmares turning and springing at odd angles toward us, bouncing from floor, to wall, to ceiling as though they were much the same thing.
Sera bought us some early time with her handmade fragmentation grenades. Really just a loosely bound sphere of metal scraps that she could throw and then detonate in mid-air, throwing metallic shards in every direction at a really quite impressive speed. Which was good, because speed was our only friend here.
I still struggled to tag the fuckers without doing something stupid like filling the whole corridor with flame. I most likely couldn't manage such a feat, and it would be counter-productive besides.
Gritting my teeth I tried a few more ideas, having some success with a fierce burst of wind that at least knocked them back and bought us yet more precious seconds, but didn't actually take any out of the fight.
My success was eventually in darkness. It was kind of a dumb inspiration at first. The notion that darkness didn't really have a limit on its speed, since it didn't properly exist. It was able to easily snatch the lizard-monkeys no matter how erratically they wanted to fling themselves around. They trick was in absorbing them once I had them pinned in my orbs of darkness, sometimes only for a brief second.
I wasn't sure if I was altering them, melting them, transporting them dimensionally--highly theoretical at best--or something else entirely. Whatever it was I was doing, they were disappearing. That was good enough.
We had them then. We could win, and they all knew it as well as we did. We couldn't, however, take them all at once, even with their numbers thinned. The whole pack came at us at once, and Sera had already used her grenade supply. She tried to use air or other barriers as I had, buying me time, but all at once my heart fell as I realized it wasn't enough.
I had a split second to think things through, to figure out how I could get Sera back to safety and at least give her a chance though I suspected she might hate me forever if I did.
Then, in the blink of an eye, the two closest monsters dropped to the floor as their heads flattened in an instant, complete with viscera spattering everything nearby. I blinked and managed to keep my focus, dealing with a few more on my own as Sera blew half of them away again, and the rest got pelted with rock as one of the stones of the wall helpfully broke itself into little pieces and flew blindingly fast in a hailstorm of debris.
We had them by then, and I cleaned up what was left before my energy deserted me entirely. Then, staggering and sinking gratefully to the floor, sliding my back down the wall until my butt hit the ground, I turned to look behind us.
Naomi crouched there, panting nearly as badly as me and looking wild-eyed and stressed. She caught me looking.
"I need smarter friends," was all she said.
I giggled at the absurdity of it. She was right. We'd been idiots. But she'd followed us anyway. I declined to point that out to her under the circumstances.
Sera, leaning heavily against the far wall, pushed herself back to her feet, to something approaching a vertical stance. "I'm going to get Derek. You two help them."
I looked back the other way, toward the students we'd just saved. Saved was perhaps a generous term in some cases.
Luckily for everyone involved, one of the least injured girls still had something of a clear head and had already started to organize the small group to put pressure on wounds and bind up wounds where possible.
I crawled over to at least be a pair of hands. Medical aid wasn't particularly in my repertoire, and I'd exhausted myself, but at least I wasn't actively bleeding. Naomi did much the same, and we found ourselves kneeling uncomfortably close together waiting for Sera to come back.
"Thank you," I said softly but meaning it with every fibre of my being.
"... you're welcome." Naomi sighed. "I know why you did it, and I'm not gonna say you were wrong. Not under the circumstances. But goddamn, Mags."
"I know," I winced. "I know."
"You both almost just died."
"I said I know."
She took a breath. "I know you know. And I really do understand. But for some reason I like the both of you, so maybe be smarter next time, yeah?"
"I'll try," I promised. I looked over at the one mangled stone that she'd torn apart in the wall. It was impressive, actually, considering how magically defended the structure of the school was. "You know it's against the rules to deface the building like that."
Naomi snorted, then started giggling. "Shut up! You're so... I'm gonna let them eat you next time!"
I started giggling too, which meant that Sera and Derek returned to find Naomi and I both laughing like idiots while elbow deep in a scene of carnage. I couldn't even help myself, because it only got funnier the more I thought about it, and the more I recognized that it was not a laughing kind of moment.
Derek, fortunately, came to our rescue as well as the more immediate physical aid of the younger students. His healing abilities were king here, as well as his other related knowledge.
"Just a reaction to the stress and the excess adrenaline," he said calmly without looking at anything other than his current patient. "And the subsequent relief. Very common, from what I understand, for people to have inappropriate reactions to emotionally overwhelming situations."
"I'm glad to hear they aren't both sociopaths after all," Sera said. "That would have been quite the revelation, and I'm not equipped to deal with it right now."
****
Sera and I staggered back toward our rooms afterward. We were both wiped, and sort of supporting each other like two drunk people toddling along together.
"You kind of scared me, you know," Sera said, breaking our tired silence.
I nodded. "I know. Sorry. It, uh, wasn't very well thought out, in many respects. Naomi kind of chastised me already too."
Sera gave a wry smirk. "I bet she did."
"It's just... I wanted to help. I think maybe I needed to. Because I can, you know? And it means fewer of them are gonna--"
"Mags, I get it," Sera said. "I agreed with you when we went, and I still do." She bit her lip. "That doesn't mean I wasn't scared," she said more quietly. "For both of us."
"... you aren't telling me not to do it again?"
She shook her head. "No."
"Are you... can I do anything?" I asked, feeling emotionally out of my depth.
"Stay with me tonight?" Sera said.
"Of course."
I tried to squeeze some reassurance to her with my arm wrapped around her shoulders. Sera leaned into me more for a moment, then all of a sudden was actively pushing me against the wall. We had the corridor to ourselves, so I thought, but for a second I thought there was some creature lurking that I hadn't spotted and she was pushing me out of the way.
My initial panic was entirely incorrect. Sera pinned me firmly and started kissing me, catching me off-guard at first, but I welcomed the gesture eagerly once I caught up.
"What's... this for?" I asked between kisses.
"I'm so wound up," Sera mumbled. "I need... something. Fuck, I need you, Maggie."
"You have me," I said and pulled her back in for full, sloppy smooches. "But... I am pretty filthy at the moment."
Sera shrugged. "So am I." She grinned with a returning trace of humour. "You shouldn't tempt me to drag you into the shower with me, you know."
A whole flash of thought and emotion tore through me in an instant. "Do it," I said.
Her face changed. "I was joking. I meant like... like together. In the shower."
"I know," I said at a near whisper. "Do it."
"Like in the same shower," Sera said, narrowing her eyes at me. "And I know this time you'd know what that means."
I nodded, feeling light-headed and nervous. "I know," I said. I brought her hand to my chest, incidentally cupping my tit, but mostly trying to let her feel my heart. It was pounding, not unlike during our fight, but for very different reasons. "I know what it means."
Sera studied me seriously, though struggled to keep a hopeful smile off her face. "You... figured out about liking girls then?"
"Not at all," I said. "But I like you. And... and I was stupid, and we almost died again, and like why am I holding us both back? Worst case is I hate it. And even if I do, it'll be with you, so that's ok."
Sera giggled. "You are a weird and complicated girl at times, my Maggie." She kissed me again. "But I kind of love that about you."
She did drag me away after that, energy having returned to the both of us. I remained so excited and anxious that I thought I might burst. I knew part of why I accepting Sera's advances this time was because of the residual near-death emotions in me, but I also believed that didn't make me wrong to do so. In comparison, for instance, I was risking something far less than my life for the sake of being closer to someone I loved. And I did love her, even if I wasn't yet sure in exactly which sense.
Sera was more straight-forward than me about what she wanted in the moment. I just wanted to be with her, one way or another. She was firmly in a tearing my clothes off kind of mood.
I bemusedly let her strip me when we got to our shower. I'd been naked in there with her before anyway, even if it was different this time. Letting her peel my disgusting clothes off, knowing there as much erotic charge as there was practicality to the move, was a whole new thing for me.
She got me naked, very obviously ogling me at will, before starting on her own clothes. I could have taken over for her, I supposed, but I found myself more comfortable just watching. It was kind of passive on my behalf, but that was perhaps part of the charm, or at least part of the reality. Sera was taking me into the shower with her, rather than us mutually trying to seduce each other. It was a subtle but significant difference.
I admired her far more this time. I'd acknowledged her body last time I'd seen her nude, but I hadn't appreciated it. My brain hadn't been in sensual mode then. It kind of was now. I at least was prepared to try out the experience, and found that it really wasn't difficult to enjoy Sera as the chance presented itself.
I stepped under the hot spray of the shower just before Sera yanked her socks off and quickly jumped in after me. I giggled as she jostled against me, the two of us still a little shaky and unbalanced, especially when trying to share the small, intimate space.
"All it takes is risking life and limb, huh?" Sera murmured, wrapping herself around me from behind, very deliberately pressing herself up against me. "I'll have to remember that."
"I should probably find a safer key to my heart at some point," I admitted. "This isn't sustainable foreplay."
Sera snorted and kissed my neck. "The cleaning up afterward part is nice."
I was forced to agree with her. It really was.
I had to playfully fight Sera a little to actually allow time for washing. Left to her own devices she would have kissed, fondled, and rubbed herself on me until we were both prunes, with no consideration for actually cleansing ourselves of blood and viscera.
Then again, once she realized what kind of access she had to my body while she was soaping me down, I almost couldn't stop her from washing me. Her touch was intimate and needful, and I found myself encouraging her to roam as she willed. My hair and down my back, certainly. I loved her fingers in my hair, and my back was a practical matter. My butt and legs were more daring and made my breathing come quick and shallow, and the same for my front side, including a sizeable detour around and including my breasts.
It was between my legs that truly surprised me, mostly at how easy it was to let her touch me there, rather than any particular shock at her interest. Sera knew she had my attention and my pleasure in her hands, and made the very most of it. She didn't try to penetrate me or play with my clit, but she spent far longer rubbing me than could be explained by mere hygiene concerns.
"You have to let me wash you at some point," I said, feeling the warmth of arousal far beyond my usual. On par with or surpassing some of my finest 'alone times,' and that was before she was really trying.
"No I don't," she said, still rubbing my pussy.
"I'm not going to bed with you until you're clean," I threatened.
Sera stepped back, smiling and immediately obedient. "Well when you put it that way...."
I missed her fingers on me already, but it was my own fault. And we truly did need to leave the shower sooner or later.
Besides which, washing her body was just as intimate in its own way. Less immediately gratifying physically speaking, but just as emotionally and sexually charged.
I didn't find myself focusing on the obvious parts of her the way she had on me. I gave her a thorough head massage because I knew how amazing it felt to receive one, but I didn't play with her breasts or her pussy nearly so much. Just enough to tease, the way she put it. I did however find her bare, shower-wet skin endlessly fascinating. Not any part of it in particular, but the whole extent of her. I found that I could, circumstances being right for it, run my eyes and hands over her for a very, very long time without losing interest.
Her self-restraint held out for a while, but I could see it slowly crumbling. Her eyes gave her away more than anything, and the way she bit her lip so cutely. Eventually her hands landed back on me again despite my playful attempts to push them away.
"I'm pretty clean now," Sera said breathily.
"Pretty clean," I agreed, feigning obliviousness to her desires.
"How long are you going to keep cleaning me?"
I shrugged. "Best to be thorough."
Sera growled and took my wrists, pinning them both above my head as she pressed me to the wall. I was really starting to love that kind of move from her. Maybe just because I was well and truly horny, and it did pleasant, tingly things to me that were incredibly satisfying in my current state.
Sera kissed my lips, my neck, my shoulders, and as far down my chest as she could reach without letting my arms free. I knew she was horny, I knew she wanted me, but I was still a little surprised at how voracious she was about it. I wondered if I'd accidentally teased her and worked her up more than I meant to.
I felt my own sense of control melting as she kept kissing and nipping lightly at me. I was wet and horny, and found myself whimpering and whining as she kept at it, kept devouring me with her lips.
"Sera," I pleaded. "Sera!"
"Hmm?"
"I need... I need you."
She arched an eyebrow. "I'm right here."
"I need more," I said, falling into her eyes. "I need it. I need you."
Sera nodded seriously, and just as firmly as she'd dragged me to the showers earlier, she now dragged me back out again. I laughed nervously, excited but still unsure of myself in some fundamental ways. I was confused why Sera stopped short, but I used the opportunity to latch onto her, press up against her, and kiss the area just below her ear.
"What's the matter?" I whispered between kisses.
"Well... we didn't bring towels," Sera said. "Or clean clothes."



I frowned and considered the situation, still molding my damp and squeaky clean body to hers. There was a problem to be solved, alright, but I didn't find it as urgent as I ordinarily would have.
"Bummer," I said.
She snorted. "That's all you got?"
"Well no brilliant ideas spring to mind."
"... I don't suppose you'd go for a quick streak?" Sera tried.
I gasped. "Absolutely not!"
"The corridors are probably mostly empty."
"Mostly isn't entirely," I said firmly. "And... and I'm not showing myself off like that. Forget it."
"Thought as much," Sera sighed. "Ok, well I've got another idea, but it's maybe not a good one."
"Oh?"
"Give me a moment here."
I reluctantly pried myself off of her and took a step back. Sera concentrated, appearing to focus very hard on some kind of magic. I could perhaps have helped or at least tried to figure out what she was up to. Instead, I was mostly struck by how amazing she looked, and how much I wanted her.
The nudity helped, of course, and remained interesting, but it was more so the little things that I was seeing in a new light. The little frown of her eyebrows, the way she held her jaw, the precise posture. All things I'd already memorized about her without realizing, and now recognized as things I cherished about her. Some of that might have been the particular mood of the evening and all the things I had gone through and felt, but some I was certain had been building up slowly to my current level of attraction, and was now smacking me in the face.
Sera didn't even glance my way for a few moments. She was working on something. Something big, by the feel of it. Yet the final result of her working was only for a small burst of flame in front of her, then some tattered and burnt scraps fluttering to the floor.
"Shit!" she swore. "I liked that shirt!"
I blinked slowly. "What?"
"I was tryin' to bring a shirt here. Let me try again."
I glanced at the ruins on the floor, only slowly piecing together what she was up to. I'd thought at first she was showing off that she'd improved her fire flows, but it clearly hadn't been the intended effect.
A moment later, Sera's face beamed triumph as a shirt appeared from the air, and she was able to hand to hand me the single article of clothing.
"There, see!"
"I see," I agreed tentatively. "How did you--"
"Brought it from my room," Sera said proudly. "It's fucking tricky, let me tell you. Sometimes things, you know, combust slightly. From friction or magic resistance or something. But I'm getting better. Only about one in three chance of burning something now."
"I see," I said, though I didn't.
I put the shirt on anyway, smiling to myself that I was wearing Sera's top. It felt nice somehow. I hadn't dried off, but I was more damp than properly wet, so it wasn't totally uncomfortable either.
Sera brought herself a shirt as well, though I glared at her when I realized that hers was notably longer than the one she'd given me, and consequently managed to cover her pussy and most of her butt. I had been given no such favour.
She rolled her eyes. "I'll get you some undies, you big baby. Just give me a second."
"Are you sure you should... oh nevermind."
Sera presented me with a pair of her panties--once again sending a mild thrill through me as I accepted and stepped into them--but declined to summon anything else.
"I'm good like this," she said. "I really don't think anyone will see anyway."
I nodded absently, staring at the sexy hint of underbutt that she was displaying. "You're good like that," I echoed.
Sera laughed and slipped her hand in mine. "I like you when you're horny. I need to figure out how to get you there more often."
"More near-death experiences, I guess," I said.
"Well... I'll leave that as my backup plan."
Sera led me back to our hall, moving more confidently than me despite being slightly less modest. We abandoned our dirty clothes entirely for now. There'd be time later to deal with them. As Sera had assured me, the corridors were deserted, and indeed no one saw us before we were back to safety, snug in her room.
My nerves hadn't gotten the best of me during our walk, as I'd feared they might. More than anything, I still wanted Sera.
"So," I said as casually as I could while perching on the edge of her bed, "now what do you want to do?"
Sera grinned and tackled me, making me squeal at the suddenness of her move.
"Was that a serious question?" she asked.
"Not really," I said.
My eyes shone and my lips stayed open in a soft pant as Sera's hands slipped under my shirt. Despite only having two pieces of clothing on total, she somehow still made a production out of getting me naked again. Both my top and panties took her several minutes each to remove as she felt compelled to touch and kiss me over every inch of skin she could find in the process.
"Maggie," Sera said urgently, my underwear halfway down my legs. "Can I lick you? Please?"
"Where?" I asked, all dazed and aflutter.
"You know where."
I made a small, embarrassingly horny noise, then bit my lip and nodded assent. Sera's smile was so wide and pure that it lit up my heart. I wanted it. I was turned on as fuck. But all I could think about was how easy it could be to make her deliriously happy, and how much I wanted to do that for her.
She guided me further back on her bed, cramming me up where it met the wall. I shoved her pillow behind me and found a comfortable-ish position to spread my legs and let her in.
Unlike the slow unwrapping she'd done for me, her shirt was off with maximum efficiency, peeled professionally up her body and tossed aside. There was something stupidly hot about the way she did it, the way she got naked for me again then only let me enjoy it for a second or two before diving for my pussy.
I gasped as Sera squirmed into place, lying between my thighs, her feet up in the air and kicking happily. I felt her breath on me, magnified by how wet I was. Her kisses came soft but quick, on my upper thigh at first and only gradually moving in toward her goal. She didn't hold herself back long before her lips met my wet slit, and her nimble little tongue flicked out for a first taste.
"Seraaa," I moaned.
Her eyes flicked up to me, but only for a second. She had more important matters to attend to. Already she was lapping at me, exploring and pleasing me all at the same time.
I was familiar with pussy licking on a theoretical level. In the sense of having read about it or seen pictures. I'd also played with myself a fair bit, and so knew what my own fingers felt like. But to have Sera going down on me was brand new and amazing. Her tongue on my sensitive pussy lips was unreal, and it was even better to watch her the whole time and feel the connection between us.
She knew what she was doing. At first she was just an eager puppy with something new and fun to lick, but the change was unmistakable when she decided it was time for me to cum. She'd been ignoring my clit until then, maybe brushing it idly with her thumb from time to time, but certainly not licking it. It turned out she could rub, lick, and suck on it in all kinds of subtly different and very interesting ways.
It really got me when she latched onto my clit and peered up at me with the biggest, fullest bedroom eyes I'd ever seen in my life. I whimpered and stared right back at her, pleading wordlessly for her to make me cum. I was so close. I just needed a little more from her. A little more while staring into those big, hypnotizing eyes.
Sera gave me the smallest nod of her head, without releasing my clit for even a second. As though giving me permission for what I was already so close to. Her tongue flicked across my clit, using just enough pad and pressure on me, over and over as my orgasm welled. She found the licks I needed, and I squirmed and arched my back, letting my orgasm hit so good.
I was enraptured, riding my sexual high with Sera as the centre of my whole world, both physically and emotionally. She licked me all through the course of it, all through the waves of pleasure, and even the way I helplessly twisted and wiggled at times. Like I couldn't decide if I wanted to get away from her tongue, or get more of it. Either way, she rode me throughout and gave me the best cum of my life. My poor fingers just couldn't compete with her.
I finally pushed her face away from my snatch, needing the break. She grinned and preened at her own work, and I couldn't deny her right to be a little smug about it. Sera sensuously crawled up to lie on top of me and kiss me. Just gentle little kisses and the soft press of our bodies together. If I hadn't just had such an amazing orgasm, I could be tricked into thinking that all I needed from her was naked kisses and cuddles. As it was, I knew better now. I needed that magic tongue on my pussy again. Not now, but it would happen again. It had to.
"Thank you," Sera said.
I giggled. "Sera, I think I'm supposed to say that now."
"Too bad. I said it first," she teased.
"You made me cum," I said.
"I know."
"You... you're the first person... other than me...."
"I already said thank you," she said.
I made a noise somewhere between a laugh, a sigh, and a sob. I pulled her to me, burying my face in her chest. She was perfectly content to smother me with her tits and held me comfortingly, despite the clear fact of her being in the more awkward position of the two of us.
"You gonna be ok?" she asked.
"Why you gotta make me feel things?" I mumbled.
"I dunno. A happy side effect, I guess?" Sera mused. "I mostly just wanted that pussy."
I choked out another half-laugh. "Shut up! You want all of me."
"Yeah," she agreed easily. "I do. You got me."
Sera cradled me to her breasts, letting their soft warmth console me. She was absolutely unashamed and unapologetic about using her body to make me feel better. I loved that about her. About us. I wasn't run by horniness now that I'd cummed, but it felt right and cozy to still be naked and vulnerable with her. I had the sense that if I'd been in bed with anyone else, I probably would have tried to leave by now.
"Sorry I'm being weird," I said.
Sera shook her head. "You're not."
"I almost had to cry just now," I said. "And I don't know why. That's weird."
"I mean... I've never done it after cumming," Sera admitted. "But I've heard it's a thing sometimes."
"Have you? Or are you trying to make me feel better?"
"Both, I think."
I sighed and nuzzled her tits again. Perversely, that more than anything was really stabilizing my mood. "I think I just got overwhelmed for a minute there."
"Perfectly understandable," Sera nodded sagely. "I am amazing and overwhelming in bed. I'll try to be less good in future."
I smirked. "I've never used this word before, but I think you might genuinely be incorrigible."
Sera shrugged. "Only at times. Plus I mean I literally made you cum so hard you cried. So... pretty big day for me."
"I didn't cry!"
"I've got tears drying on my tits that beg to differ."
"That was only a little," I insisted. "I only almost cried."
"It was hot either way."
I growled and flipped Sera on her back, nearly accidentally throwing the both of us right to the floor, off the side of the narrow bed. She didn't fight back hardly at all as I pinned her. Just enough to pretend like she wasn't eager to have me on top and see what I'd do.
"See?" she said. "You're feeling better now, aren't you?"
"I just wanted to cuddle for a while," I pouted. "It was nice."
"We can still cuddle," Sera assured me. "It's, uh, pretty fun with no clothes on. I always assumed it would be. Now I know for sure."
"Can't yet," I said. "You got me functioning again, so now I have to make you cum too."
Sera's face went serious. "You don't have to, Mags. I wanted to lick you, and I will happily do it again any time you want. But you don't 'have to' do anything in return. It's not like that."
"And you'd be happy with that?" I asked.
She nodded, still painfully earnest. "I like you and want to be with you. I want to make you feel good, and yeah I want to sate some of my horny cravings. But none of that means you have to do anything you don't want to. I really, truly promise you that."
"... but what if I want to though?" I asked.
Sera's shy but beaming smile lit up my heart and made me fluttery all over again. "Then I'm all yours," she said softly but with iron firmness.
I kissed her, feeling my heart swell helplessly with every passing beat. I was so painfully smitten, and I couldn't even pretend otherwise.
"Can... can you show me?" I asked. "I've never... you know."
Sera stroked my cheek with her thumb. "Maggie... of course I will. And just so you know, you asking me to teach you to eat my pussy is probably the hottest thing of my life."
I blushed and looked away. "Shut up. I'm being vulnerable here."
"I know. I wasn't teasing. I mean it." Sera tugged my chin back to face her. "You truly don't have to do this. But... it means so much that you want to. Seriously."
I let her hold my chin a moment, feeling my face heat ever more embarrassingly red. "You got me to fall for you, Sera," I whispered. "I think it really happened."
"I know," she whispered back. "That's most of what's so hot about it."
I kissed her again, mostly to give myself something to do other than feel shy and awkward. She kissed me back, and if it hadn't been for my recent first pussy licking, I would have thought it the most magical experience in the world. Somehow greater than any of our other kisses.
Sera slowly took over, guiding me at my own pace to kiss my way down her neck and collarbone, though urged me to take my time with her breasts. She liked having her nipples kissed and sucked, which were the obvious targets for me from the little I knew. However, it was her inner cleavage that surprised me. She really liked me spending time there with my mouth, purring her appreciation while her fingers massaged my scalp and guided me like my hair was a bountiful set of reins.
I trailed down her tummy, giving it attention but mostly treating it as a path to Sera's pussy. I followed her example of earlier, not going straight for it, but teasing around it first. She happily encouraged me, moaning happily as I got closer.
There was a certain tension to approaching a pussy with my tongue for the first time ever. I felt like emotional stakes were involved, and I was nervous about doing something so new and unknown to me.
However, it was Sera's pussy. Another part of her, and I'd already firmly established that being close and intimate with her was what I wanted in my life. I wanted to pleasure her as well. I wanted to do this for her, and thinking of her pussy as just another part of her--a part that would feel very nice for her if I licked it--was way easier on me.
"Maggie," Sera breathed.
I glanced up at her, just for a second, firming my resolve as I darted my tongue out and across her soaking wet slit. She twitched and sighed, and I found that I wanted to lick her again. She tasted nice, and I could very much get used to the cute little sounds and movements she made.
Licking her wasn't scary at all, as it turned out. It was incredibly intimate as far as activities went, and I was glad I hadn't rushed into doing something like this before, but it was definitely something I could handle and could very much enjoy.
I kept licking, kept tasting her, and kept enjoying making her feel good. Her every little encouragement was sweet nectar to me, from her fingers in my hair, to her moans and happy whimpers, to the way her thighs sometimes squeezed gently on either side of my face.
"Oh Maggie," Sera breathed. "I knew I'd like this, but still...."
I smiled all the way down to my toes, nearly giggling deliriously. The idea that I could exceed her expectations, whatever they may have been, tickled me so nicely.
"Try... try putting a finger in?" Sera asked.
I kept licking, but flicked my gaze up toward her again. That alone made her give a horny sigh before I'd even moved my hand.
I somehow hadn't considered fingering her until she suggested it. She hadn't done it to me either for that matter. But it appealed to me conceptually, and so for the very first time I found myself tentatively slipping a finger in a pussy other than my own.
It was similar to playing with myself--though I stuck to rubbing my clit far more often than delving within--but also very different. The angle and the lack of sensory feedback were substantial differences, but there was enough similar for me to know what I was doing, more or less.
"Mmm," Sera purred. "How about, um, two fingers? Like this?" she added, making a beckoning motion.
I grinned, even my inexperienced ass knowing what she was after. I was even more hesitant about slipping a second finger in, not know how easy it might be to hurt her when I couldn't feel what she felt. I didn't need to worry. She knew what she was about.
Sera's happy little pussy accepted my fingers easily enough, and when I started curling and uncurling them inside her she made such a delighted cooing noise that I could barely contain myself.
I got perhaps over-eager at that point, trying to do too much at once and go for her clit with my tongue while fingering her. It left me uncoordinated, and when Sera pushed me gently back again I realized I'd gone too hard without her having to tell me.
"Gentle," she urged. "Just gentle. For now."
I nodded and more respectfully went for some softer licks, only building up pressure and enthusiasm as her reactions suggested to me. She could be very expressive in all the best ways when she wanted to be.
She didn't even really direct me much more other than the occasional urge for more or less of what I was doing. She just kind of rode my tongue and fingers, finding her bliss in my sensual attentions.
I was deliriously happy to be able to do that for her, and found myself really enjoying the puzzle of her pussy. As in what exact buttons I could press, and how often, and how firmly. It was like unraveling a new magic flow and how to use it to best effect, only it was so much better because it was my Sera and she was better than any magic I knew.
I recognized that was too sappy to ever admit out loud to anyone, even to her, but it made me feel cozy. It made me feel at home between her legs. Which was the sort of thing that should have been a terribly, awfully horny thought to have, but didn't feel that way to me.
"Suck on it a little," Sera panted. "On my clit."
I dutifully latched my lips to the top of her pussy and experimented with doing as she asked. I looked directly up at her, checking out her reactions, and had to force back a smile so as not to interrupt my own action. She was so desperately needy right now, so painfully aroused, and all by me.
She let me go a small while, becoming increasingly unruly the whole time. "Lick it again. Please? Harder."
I nodded but pressed down on her hip with my hand that wasn't currently occupied up her pussy. "Hold still," I said firmly.
Sera gave me the cutest little blush and smile at my command. "Sorry."
She didn't do a much better job at keeping still, but I still did my best to keep my finger rhythm and lick her as steadily as ever I could. I was so focused on that for a moment, and only that, that even though it was the whole point of the exercise she caught me off-guard when she came for me.
I didn't even notice at first, just felt exasperated that she was moving even more than before under my mouth and making my task more difficult. It was a loving exasperation though, the sort where I felt affection enough to override the inconvenience of it. Realizing that she was cumming, and indeed whispering my name while doing so, made me flush with a sudden and all-consuming pride and pleasure.



I kept licking and fingering Sera while she forced my face against her pussy, still murmuring my name and even squeezing my head tight between her thighs at times.
Instead of feeling caught and trapped by her as she squeezed me almost suffocatingly tight to her, I felt nestled and loved. I'd happily forgo freedom and breathing for a time, if only to be needed so deeply by her for a glorious moment.
The aftermath was, if anything, even better still. For me, at least. Sera smiled lazily, stretching out and appearing fully spent. I got to wiggle my way back up her body, kissing and adoring her all the while, then collapse onto her, snug in her waiting arms.
Sex with her was nice. Really nice. But cuddling naked with her afterward--warm, soft, and loved--was a whole other level. I belonged with her, emotionally and physically, in a way that I'd never felt before. Not even close.
"Thank you," Sera said, punctuating with a kiss on my nose.
I squirmed in delight, and incidentally to rub against her some more. "You can't thank me for everything," I said.
"Sure I can."
"What am I supposed to thank you for then if you called dibs already?"
Sera laughed with the bright trill of a happy, sexually satisfied girl. "This has been the perfect dream for me, Maggie."
"Even after the nearly dying thing?" I asked.
"Especially after that. I mean, we need to talk more about it probably. But I don't want to right now. I just want to lie here with you."
"Good," I said. "Me too." I snuggled against her again, not tiring even a little of shifting around and feeling new and wonderful parts of her against me. "Thanks for being so soft."
Sera snorted. "Cheater. That doesn't count. That's not anything I did."
"Yes it does," I insisted. "And I just ate you out like a proper goddess, so you have to accept it."
She laughed properly at that and held me tighter to her bosom. I smiled and closed my eyes, enjoying every second of it all, mild shake of her laugh and all.
Sera tucked us in, somehow pulling rumpled and tangled covers up over the both of us. As if I could handle being even warmer and cozier than I already was. She'd put me to sleep like that, and all I wanted to do was lie awake there with her forever.
"I love you," I found myself whispering.
Sera was still tucking sheets around us and I didn't think she'd heard at first. I didn't mind if she didn't, or if she had but didn't know how to respond. I somehow wasn't worried about it. I was perfectly happy, and even more perfectly in love. It simply was what it was.
"You really mean that, don't you?" she finally said, her voice choking slightly.
I opened my eyes again, looking at her confused. "What's wrong?"
She shook her head, but I caught a few tears escaping despite her best efforts. "Nothing's wrong. Nothing at all," she said.
I wiped her cheeks for her, still gazing deeply at her. "Well you're crying though."
"Yeah. I'm happy, you idiot," Sera said. "I love you too, you preciously foolish little thing."
The bright sun in my heart became almost painfully large and warm, filling me with the sweet nectar of emotion and adoration.
"That's about the most insulting way you could have said that," I said, unable to fight the massive grin on my face.
"It was either that or break down in tears," Sera whispered. "It's not fair, you know, so soon after you made me cum. I'm fragile right now."
"Damn," I said. "I really am good. I had no idea."
Sera giggled, and I hoped for another of her loving insults, but she just hugged me tight and this time buried her face against me, despite it being more difficult for her to adjust herself that way from beneath. I fell partly on my side, still mostly on top of her but supporting enough of my own weight to let her do what she wanted. I then held her just as close as she held me.
I spared a momentary burst of concentration to douse the lights in the room, then settled myself to enjoy every remaining second of our time together before sleep took us. The one time I would have been happy to get not a wink, and instead the night stole me all too soon.
****
My fame had only increased the next day. This made me very grumpy.
A few things worked in my favour, at least. I was smitten beyond belief with Sera by now, and the fawning of other students struggled to bring my mood down too low when I could look over at her, or squeeze her hand if I happened to be holding it.
There was also the shared burden. Sera and Naomi had thankfully shared in the glory this time, and I was happy to encourage their worship instead of my own. Derek was taking his fair share of attention from the younger students too. The ones he'd healed last night in particular.
I could only imagine what I'd have done if not for the adulation being spread out onto several pairs of shoulders.
The reverse of all that was that it was apparently painfully obvious that Sera and I had Slept Together. Those who knew us well enough to see it delighted in congratulating or teasing us about it, and it somehow kept being slyly alluded to in conversation. I'd thought we were being subtle about it. I was wrong, as the increasing mountain of evidence suggested.
"They're just happy for us," Sera assured me.
"Happy for you," I grumbled.
"For both of us," she insisted. "Maybe more me, because they've been invested in my romantic life for longer, but they're happy for you too."
I squirmed. "Well they could at least be happy in private."
"Not how friends work, my dear," Sera said lightly.
I sighed. "No one warns you about that."
"It's meant to be a good thing."
"No one warns you about that either!"
Sera laughed and let it drop.
We took a break from our study group for a couple days. A break from anything other than the basics, really. Classes, classwork, and meals, mostly. We deserved a little rest and recovery, and more to the point we needed the alone time with each other.
The emotional dam was well and truly broken. It wasn't so much that Sera and I were spending more time together than before, not by much anyway, but a significantly higher percentage of it was in highly intimate activities.
Largely, especially from Sera's side, that meant more pussy eating than I'd ever thought practical. To be fair, I hadn't thought about it hardly at all before her, but it was still a lot.
"Don't you ever get tired of that?" I asked her once while she buried between my thighs yet again.
She looked up at me with what would have been a perfectly innocent and angelic face, if not for my juices all over her chin. "Can't imagine that happening," she told me.
I also mentioned that I felt bad that she licked me out far more often than I did the same for her. She just laughed and refused to treat it like a serious problem.
"Maggie, I know what I want," she told me while cuddling me so good. "You don't have to lick me at all if you don't want to. It's not about that. I mean it's wonderful and please do, but it's really not about cumming. I can do that myself if I need to."
"But you want to lick me all the time," I said. "It's not fair."
"I don't like looking at it that way," Sera said, idly rubbing her thumb back and forth over my nipple. "It's not about cums. It's not about fair. It's about if we're both happy, isn't it? Both happy with what we have together. I like licking you and making you cum. I like being sexually intimate. You like the romantic intimacy more so."
I had to think about that one. "Do I?"
"I mean, I think so," Sera said. "I guess that's up to you. But if you think I haven't noticed that you're all about holding hands, sneaky smooches, and sexy cuddles, you are dead wrong."
I blushed warmly. "I do like those things," I admitted. "And... showering together."
"Ha, yeah. That's fair. That was kind of part of our first date. Arguably."
"Very arguably," I said. I bit my lip. "I still want to make you cum sometimes."
"I know. I appreciate that."
"You can tell me if you want more. You really can."
"Don't worry about it, Maggie," Sera whispered softly. "I've got what I want."
****
We gradually reemerged into regular schedules. Mostly that meant spending more afternoon and evening time with our study group. I struggled a little getting back into the social side of it, but I found myself happy to get back to learning new flows and techniques, stuff that classes wouldn't cover especially.
I drank a lot of it in. The methods that some of our group had found of accomplishing classic elemental manipulation in new and easier or more powerful ways were quite the boon to me at times. The ones that resonated with me and made my life easier. The flows that were brand new and totally different but still comprehensible to me intrigued and fascinated me on a whole other level, and I probably spent too much time and energy on some of them at times.
Plenty of flows eluded me entirely, and I was getting better at just being ok with that. I needed elemental knowledge to pass my classes, but things like healing and teleporting inanimate objects weren't necessary, even if they would have been super cool to know.
I unconsciously drifted toward picking up more combat skills. It just made sense to me given my recent dangers, plus that was where some of my greatest strengths lay. Fire remained my best, most powerful, and most versatile flow, especially with more practice and new understanding of my abilities. My new specialization in darkness--which was what I was still calling it despite it not being fully accurate--had only helped. It was less immediately satisfying than fire, but its lack of showiness could be an advantage too.
I was sort of vaguely aware of everyone else's various skills, some more than others. It still took me a while to really sit back and observe, and slowly put together an idea.
"We could protect this place," I said aloud.
Sera frowned at me. "What?"
"We could! Like a group of us. Not just the two of us running into danger," I said. "We could get numbers on our side."
Sera looked at our study group, scanning around, then back to me. "I mean... possibly, I suppose."
"You don't think it's a good idea?"
Sera sighed and took a seat beside me. "I don't know. I think I'm not quite ready to hunt monsters again."
"Oh. Oh, yeah, no, like...." I brushed back my hair awkwardly. "Are you ok?"
"I don't know," Sera replied softly, putting her hand atop mine and just kind of leaving it there. "But I get scared thinking about it again."
"Shit, Sera, sorry," I said, feeling myself start to tremble. "I know it's stupid. I didn't want you to feel that way."
"I know," she said. "It's not your fault. We did the right thing. Not gonna say we didn't. But it's scary to think of what could happen to me or... or you."
I nodded. "That's kind of why I thought more of us could be better," I said quietly. "Safer that way. More people to watch our backs."
"Because you plan on doing it again," Sera said, not making it a question.
"I think so," I said, my voice croaking slightly. "I... I could be good at it. And do something useful."
"Maggie...."
"Well I need to do something, don't I?" I said. "Sooner or later. I can't just be your tongue-warmer indefinitely."
Sera actually snickered at that, much to my relief. The tone of the conversation was twisting me up way too much inside.
"I know, Maggie. I really know," she said. "I don't expect you to stop what you're doing. We did the right thing. We might need to do it again. Just... that whole event was such a wild ride. And we had sex after, and that was amazing, and I want that feeling again. But I get scared though. It makes me all sick inside the more I think about you biting off too much one of these times. And... and I think you might, because you're you."
I didn't know how to respond to that. Instead, I just sat quietly next to Sera, her hand still on mine, but not clasped together the way I usually liked. I felt like a terrible girlfriend making her worry about me like that. I also, however, didn't like the idea of giving up the thing I was arguably best at for the sake of being a little safer.
These were the sorts of dilemmas I hadn't had to worry about when I'd been alone and in denial. I missed that time for an absurd second or two before realizing how dumb that was. I was way better off having things and people to properly care about, even if it was tricky sometimes.
I wanted to convey that feeling to Sera that night. To express how much she meant to me. I largely went with the strategy of slowly peeling her clothes off and kissing her all over, eventually getting between her legs and licking her pussy for her.
Sera put up the most token of objections, but mostly didn't want to stop me.
"You don't have to do that just because I've got some worries," Sera said. "You don't have to make up for anything."
I shrugged, getting comfortable between her thighs. "Of course I don't have to. But I want to." I looked at her seriously. "I want to do this sometimes. Just not maybe as often as you."
"I know, Maggie," Sera said. "I just don't want you to feel like you have to prove anything. Sorry about today. It was weird."
"I do have to prove something," I said. "Sometimes... sometimes it's nice to really know how someone feels, isn't it?"
"It is," Sera said. She stroked my hair. "You feel horny?"
I shook my head. "I care about you," I said. "I love you. I... I don't know necessarily what to do with you worrying about me, or about us. But I want you to know what I feel."
"I know that," she assured me.
I licked her anyway. I needed to, regardless of what she said. I wanted to do things just for her sometimes. We were different in how we expressed ourselves, and that was fine, but it didn't define everything.
She was mine to adore for the next while. I still wasn't nearly the pussy-eater she was, and perhaps never would be. She worked at it more, after all. But I poured my love into my efforts and into her. I could do that at least.
My tongue lapped adoringly at her, over and over. My fingers danced around her lips, over her clit, or eventually inside her, finding the places that made her squirm and whimper so good. I kissed her with affection and lust, I latched onto and sucked her clit, I let my tongue caress her with all the heartfelt emotion that my words were insufficient for.
Things were so simple when I had my mouth on her pussy. Actions and emotions were so much easier that way. I didn't think that was quite why Sera enjoyed it so much, but it could very well have been part of it.
I made her cum for me, feeling like a sexy little goddess as I made her explode on my tongue and fingers. I didn't even let up as I normally would. I gave her a break, sure, but didn't let it all stop there. I kept licking, kept feeding the flame. She was all mine for as long as I continued. She wasn't going anywhere.
"Maggiiieee," Sera whined.
I ignored her pitiful plea, other than the way it made my clit tingle just to hear her say my name that way. It was amazing the things she could do to me with very little effort, and without even meaning to.
She didn't want me to stop anyway. Not really. I knew her more than well enough for that. Even if I didn't, the way her fingers in my hair pressed almost painfully into the back of my head, keeping me right where I was would have been sufficient.
Sera hissed my name, moaned, and panted her way to a second cum, this one leaving us both pretty wiped. I gave her pussy some warm-down kisses, then lazily crawled back up to her and graciously allowed her to pet and cuddle me while we lay together and slowly fell asleep.
"I don't have to do it, you know," I murmured to her. "My idea from earlier. It is dangerous. I know that."
Sera was quiet a long time, but her fingers kept running comfortingly up and down my spine. "You should do it," she said. "You'd be good at it."
"Are you sure?"
She laughed, soft and humourless. "No."
"No?"
"I don't know that I'd ever be sure." Sera sighed. "My brother warned me not to fall in love in here. To get entangled. It's complicated."
I felt the wide smile on my face. "You love me," I said happily.
"Shut up," she snorted. "You knew that."
"Nice to hear it," I said.
"Just... just don't get eaten," she said.
"Um...."
"By monsters. I meant by monsters. Obviously."
"Hehe, right."
****
I broached my idea to the rest of the group the next day. I was timid about it, and probably didn't sell it very well, but it was kind of a big step for me just to do it at all.
I got uncertain reactions at first, though the conversation did pull in my direction as it went on.
"If we're gonna do stupid things, it might as well be as a team," Naomi said. "And be as safe as we can about it."
"We could, you know, prepare to fight if we need to," Celene, a newer member suggested. "It doesn't mean we have to do anything. But we can be ready. I mean... things happen whether we want them to or not."
I thought back to Sera and I being ambushed that first time, and only sheer panic and willpower seeing us through. "Things can happen," I agreed. "I think... I think we'd be better as a team. Even if just so, as Naomi says, when we do stupid things at least we take our best shot."
The noncommittal attitude toward purposefully engaging hellish creatures seemed to win out. It wasn't easy to want to put ourselves in danger over and over, but it was very comforting to think that we'd be ready if we ever had to. At least that's what I imagined.
For me, personally and disregarding the rest of the group, I still felt like I needed it. It gave me a purpose I was otherwise without. It had felt good to protect the younger, weaker students. And Sera, of course, ignoring the fact that I'd put her in danger again. Even my reputation, much as I was a grump about it, was sneakily presenting some upsides here and there. Such as people listening to me when I suggested something. Even what was on paper probably a terrible idea.
It was disconcerting to realize that I was, in my own way, leading others. Good, sure. It was what I wanted. But it wasn't the natural order of things.
But I was doing it anyway. I had everyone's attention as we attempted our first practice together. Not that we really got anywhere for a time. It was much more about discussing how the hell we were to proceed. Fortunately someone had done some research into fighting as groups--as a side-interest and a hobby, apparently--and all I had to do was support their suggestions to make it so.
"I don't like this," I whispered to Sera. "Everyone's listening to me."
"Yeah, babe," she said. "That's what you get for being all heroic and shit."
"I'm not! Not really. I mean kind of. You think?"
"Yeah. I do. It's part of what worries me. Heros meet tragic ends, you know."
"They don't have to," I mumbled. "They can live happily ever after."
Sera gave me a supportive smile, but not the sort that suggested she believed me. I didn't overly believe me either for that matter. Fighting manifested nightmares wasn't a happily ever after kind of gig. Yet it was apparently what I wanted, and what I was preparing for.
****
It was a bit of an emotional conundrum going forward. Nothing in my life wanted to be simple.
I could have given up this project of mine and devoted myself to my studies and to Sera. That probably would have been the sensible thing. We only had a few months left before graduation anyway, and as the date approached I felt paradoxically anxious about it.
I wanted to leave. Most everyone did. The school wasn't a place to be happy, it was a place to learn. Once we'd done enough of that, it was time to get back to our real lives. Already casual chatter amongst our classmates was turning more and more to what people missed from the real world.



That had been my goal for a long time too. To do well, to learn a lot, and to hopefully be impressive upon leaving. I had no desire or hope of impressing anyone anymore. Nothing really to go back to. Nothing that made me happy. And all I could really think was about the possibility of losing Sera in the process.
We talked vaguely about leaving. About what it would mean. I couldn't help a growing dread that our circumstances had brought us together, and that we wouldn't last once we got back out. At the very least, we lived pretty far apart in the real world. In the same country, so not an insurmountable distance, but enough that falling out of touch seemed way too likely for comfort.
We spent every night together, which might have been some comfort, and often was, but I also couldn't help wondering if we were both just trying to squeeze as much time in together as we could before it all went away.
Team practices went better than I could have hoped, at least. I wasn't used to being involved in team anything, let alone with serious stakes on the table. There was such a visceral satisfaction in watching it come together though. We bumbled a fair amount through the learning process. None of us had ever really trained to work together. That was rarely involved in any of our lessons or tests. But it wasn't so bad, especially once we were able to start specializing and simplifying.
I was good at that, I discovered. At seeing where parts of our team excelled, and how they could be used together. The key was in moving beyond the elements and flows that our team members were good at and generalizing mostly into categories of defense and offense, with a smaller focus on mobility, support, and reserves who could step in where needed.
It wasn't all my ideas. Not by a long shot. A couple of our members had extensive experience with video games, and hadn't been able to get their fix in quite a while. Some of the notions they brought over from that experience didn't help at all, but some were very useful, at least for standardizing our basic tactics.
I had the knack for refining those ideas, at least in the sense of knowing who would be our best choice for various roles. That came naturally to me after having observed everyone in action during study groups, and all the more once we'd been practicing for actual combat.
Sera was supportive, but was by far the least enthused about the project. Everyone else was there because they wanted to be. They had their own reasons, whether it be to feel safer or to want to defend others, or even selfishly wanting some of the acclaim that had been going around. Sera was only there for me, and I was well aware of that.
It was all fun and games for long enough that even she was kind of having fun with it for a time. All hypothetical. Like taking martial arts; it gave us defensive tools, but without the implication of actually having to use them.
That changed when another alert finally sounded. We were in classes, not assembled in any kind of group. Most students immediately rushed off for their rooms, either running or just at the brisk pace most of us restrained ourselves to these days. We'd had too many incidents to fully panic anymore, even if the danger wasn't really any less than it ever had been.
I and the few classmates currently present who were on the hunting team exchanged glances, then moved together with purpose.
"Alright," I said aloud. "Let's hit our meeting point. See who's there."
Because that was part of the problem. If we didn't happen to already be gathered, we needed to get enough of us together for the whole safety in numbers thing to work. And, as I was ever so anxious about, there was no guarantee anyone would actually show up when the real thing happened. It wasn't silly fun anymore.
"Shields ready up front," I said, falling into my central role easier than I expected. "Vic in the middle. See what you can find."
Vic nodded. He had a talent for sensing pretty far out. Not immediately all that useful on his own, other than for dodging potential dangers, but in groups it was immensely helpful for helping us find where we were needed and locating other members of the team.
We were all pretty tense at first, but nothing really happened as we made it to one of our meeting points, the closest one to us. I breathed a sigh of relief as a couple more team members were waiting there, and others trickled in behind them. It hadn't all fallen apart before it started, then.
We assembled an even ten of us, and I chose to move out with that. It was more power concentrated in one place than I'd had either other time I'd chosen to fight monsters, for certain values of 'chosen' anyway.
I was mostly a little antsy about the fact that Sera wasn't there, but her class at the time was pretty far away from where mine had been. It was always known that we might not all be able to link up easily.
I tried to squelch my worries as Vic caught some panic a few corridors down, and we moved toward it. My mind needed to be in the moment.
A few younger students dashed around a corner ahead, tearing away from something. The wrong way to get to their rooms, but sometimes that was all one could do. They were startled to see the group of us moving purposefully, but one of them latched on to me immediately with her eyes, and moved to hide behind our group instead of continuing on. The relief off of her was palpable, and I wondered if she was part of that last group I'd rescued, or just someone who happened to recognize safety when she saw it.
I didn't have long to think about it before creeping, smoking tendrils oozed around the same corner where the panicked few had appeared seconds before. The tentacles were moving slower than a run, but really quite quickly and disconcertingly considering there was no sign yet of what they were attached to.
"Shields up," I called semi-unnecessarily, as flows were already in place before I could say the words. "Hit 'em hard."
Flame, light, acid, spikes, and miscellaneous other magics hit the approaching tendrils fast and furious, giving them no chance to retreat or indeed to even reach our defenses. It was, after my last two desperate experiences, a bit of a let down for me. The tentacles went down and stopped moving, and after cautious exploration we found the rest of the body further on. It was a mess, hard to even look at other than to describe it as a mess of writhing parts. It was already slow after getting a big chunk of itself shredded, and finishing it off was easy work.
I was startled at the eruption of cheers afterward, and the celebration. It didn't seem worth it to me, but perhaps that was part of the joy of it. It had been easy. What more could one ask for, really? What else was the point of what we were doing, if not to make the process safe and efficient as we could.
I let myself get carried along in the excitement to some degree, even the pitifully thankful looks on the faces of the students who'd stumbled onto us. That one girl, though we didn't talk behind her burbling thanks at me, I was pretty sure had been one of the ones I'd saved before once I got another look at her. I wondered what that made me in her mind.
"I think I might be her hero," I told Sera once I found her in her room, and quickly vomited out a synopsis of events.
"Probably," Sera said. "And as well deserved as any hero ever gets."
"I don't... it wasn't what I expected," I said. "It felt too easy."
She sighed. "Dearest Maggie, that is exactly the sort of thing that worries me."
"But--"
"Easy is good, and I think you know that. It's the best possible result, really."
"Well yeah, I mean of course we wanted easy. But... now what?"
Sera sighed and dragged me into bed with her. She just held me, the two of us not even all that unclothed this time around.
"There doesn't have to be a 'now what,' she said. "Not yet."
"I know," I said. "But eventually."
"Eventually isn't now."
I squirmed, but Sera only held me tighter. "I don't know what happens when we graduate," I eventually said. "I know we talked about it a little, but I think I'm getting scared of it."
"More scared than of eldritch creatures tearing your limbs off?"
"... yeah, actually."
"Well I wish you wouldn't be," Sera said gently. "We'll figure it out."
"What if we don't?" I asked even more quietly. "What if we don't even stay together out there?"
"Is that what the fuck you're scared of?!"
"Maybe," I said a little sulkily.
"Well don't be. I said we'd figure stuff out and we will," Sera said.
"We'll be so far apart."
"So come stay with me then."
"Ha, right," I said.
"Why is that funny?"
"We can't just do that," I said.
"Why not?" Sera demanded. "You can face down death here, but moving in with me is where draw the line?"
"... is that what you're asking?" I asked.
"I think technically, yes," she said. "Not that I meant to exactly, but still yes." She took a deep breath. "I don't know exactly what's going to happen when we get out. Of course I don't. I haven't been worried about it until it happens. We've got bigger concerns until then."
"You're right," I said. "But that isn't helping as much as I'd like."
"I know, Maggie," Sera said. "I know."
****
I remained unconvinced about my future. Sera and I loved each other and had the best of intentions, so far as I could tell, but that was no guarantee. I knew that only too well. And there was still the issue of what I was going to do with myself beyond her, one way or another. 'Girlfriend' wasn't a career for most people.
I needed something more, something to be useful and productive beyond the ethereal boundaries of the school. And, if I was being honest, I needed something that could emotionally sustain me to some degree if Sera and I didn't work out. I hated to even think about it, and mostly only did so obliquely when I did at all, but it was always at the back of my mind. Love wasn't always enough.
Still, I made the most of what time I definitely had left. I did kind of throw myself into my schoolwork and Monster Hunting Club, as some had taken to calling it. I wore myself out practicing, as I used to do before Sera, striving to always be better at whatever it is I was working on. The lack of further alerts--only one more after the tentacle thing--led to the group largely becoming more of a social occasion than a true test of our skills. A few of us still took it seriously, but I had to accept that it just wasn't going to be the source of intense focus that I wanted it to be, other than what I made it for myself.
The rest of my time was spent obsessively with Sera. Part of my dedication to practicing was so that I didn't cling hard enough to break us up even before we graduated, as I feared I might. The closer the date came, the more I needed her, the clingier I got.
Which worked out fine, because she was right there with me. We were both anxious about our time potentially ending, I realized, or at least the certainty that things were about to change, and we might change along with them.
I initiated sex way more than usual toward the end. I wanted emotional and physical closeness more than anything, and licking each other out was a pretty good way to get that. It was also something I could do for Sera that I knew she loved and I hoped would help keep us bound in some intangible way. She protested when she first realized what I was doing, but not very hard. I knew well enough how hard it was to muster real enthusiasm for pushing a quick little tongue off of one's pussy.
Bedtimes became regular hedonistic affairs, often leading to us exhausting each other before we gave in and called it a night. Showers also weren't safe, as I'd started pouncing on Sera while she tried to simply get clean, and had been made to deal with the consequences as she now stole into my shower instead if I didn't move first. We'd actually become somewhat infamous for it, as we typically weren't alone in the shower room, and neither of us were as quiet as we should have been about it.
Something in me had definitely changed, given that I kept doing it anyway. It used to be I would have been mortified to know that other people knew I was having sex nearby. Now it hardly registered. Plus the showers were special to me as the place where I'd first learned of Sera's feelings. It felt slightly pervy to think of showering with her as a meaningful and romantic place for us, but that didn't change how I felt. Plus we were consistently naked together there, which was another big point in its favour.
"You know," Sera told me one night in bed together. "I have my suspicions that you're just trying way too hard to seduce me."
I wiggled and took a moment to spit out the pair of her panties that she'd used as a gag on me.
"I didn't think I needed to seduce you," I said.
"Me either," Sera said. "Which is part of why it's been so odd."
She'd just made me cum, so my spinning mind had to recalibrate itself a little for the conversation. "You're not enjoying it?" I asked.
"I'm enjoying it immensely," Sera assured me. "But I question whether you are. You're not that kinky, Mags. Yet you've been up for anything lately. Encouraging it even. Even wearing me out, which isn't easy."
I squirmed again, feeling my arms pinned behind my back. I was lying on my front, and she'd used a small, bespelled rope to bind my wrists. They had some wiggle room, but I couldn't use them for anything at the moment.
"Well, you know, we've only got so much time left," I said. "Could you, um...." I lifted my hips up and off of the vibrating object beneath me.
Sera had found someone to make what was essentially a handcrafted, magic-powered vibrator. The vibration enchantment itself was particularly cunning. Not something I understood the process of basically at all. I appreciated the effects though, and kind of wished I'd had one all those years I'd been on my own. It was better than my own fingers by a wide margin.
Sera stopped the toy from vibrating, but didn't actually pull it away from my pussy. Which was fine, I just needed a bit of a cool-down after cumming so good a moment ago.
"That's all fine," Sera said. "But I'm getting worried you think we're done when we leave here."
I tensed. I thought exactly that. Not right away, probably, but things would change almost immediately, and I still wasn't convinced it wouldn't be for the worse in the long run.
"I just don't know what's going to happen," I admitted. "And... and I want to be with you as much as possible until then."
"You've been spending more time training," she said, the accusation all the more searing for how gentle it was.
I winced. "Ok, well I didn't want you to get tired of me either. It... it's been a weird balance."
Sera sighed and kissed my butt cheek, dipping down for another few licks of my ass. She'd recently introduced me to analingus, which I'd always assumed was a joke. It turned out to be insanely pleasurable, especially when one's pussy and clit were being thoroughly vibrated at the same time.
"I hate myself for saying this," she said, "but you don't actually have to let me do all my naughtiest fantasies. Some of this stuff I really didn't think you'd ever go for."
"It's been fun though, hasn't it?" I asked.
"Very," Sera said. "I'm rather enjoying myself. I don't really want it to stop. But... I do kind of want you to stop doing things you don't want to just to make me happy."
I awkwardly rolled myself over, which involved nearly kicking Sera in the face. We tangled together and giggled as we sorted ourselves out. All these fancy, sexy things Sera liked doing, and it was still the silly, goofy moments that could make me smile the most. Just feeling close to her and safe for a time.
"I haven't done anything I don't want to do," I said firmly.
She narrowed her eyes. "Would you ever have asked me to tie you up and lick your ass until you came?"
"Of course I wouldn't have," I said. "That would never have occurred to me. But you have to remember, left to my own devices we'd probably just cuddle for hours each night and you'd be sexually frustrated as fuck. And before you take that the wrong way, I love the things you've shown me and wanted to do with me. Or to me. I mean they aren't all my jam exactly, but they're with you and you're having fun, so I'm having fun." I shrugged. "And you make me cum a lot. Like a lot. I do like that part."
"I should hope so," Sera smiled. She kissed my inner thigh. "I do feel better when you put it that way."
"All better?"
"Not all better. But better." She grinned impishly at me. "Want to cum some more?"
"You're insatiable!" I accused. "But also... yes. Please."
"Good. Roll back over. There's a good girl."
I shivered and bit my lip at the way she casually called me a good girl. She had such a hold on me that I really, truly meant it about loving everything she did. There were things that I most likely would have hated coming from anyone else, but made me absolutely smitten with her.
Sera licked my ass some more while slowly rubbing my pussy. I didn't believe for a second that was all she had planned, not with that evil little mind of hers and the essentially free reign I'd given her. I was right.
She eventually pushed my up to my knees, wrists still behind my back, face still firmly down on the bed. The vibrator she'd used before was apparently even more versatile than I'd imagined, as she slipped one end into her own pussy, then the other into mine.
"Oh wow," I moaned. "You're just gonna fuck me? Just like that?"
"That was the idea," Sera agreed. "Not into it?"
"Very into it. Just felt like it could have been more romantic than tying me up and shoving your dildo in me."
Sera snickered. "Right, so all the times I licked your pussy and you're still going to ascribe meaning to me penetrating you, aren't you?"
"... yes?"
"Which, let me remind you, is not even the first time I've done so."
"First time like this," I said defensively.
"Yeah, it is." Sera slid back and forth slowly inside me. Her hands grasped my hips firmly, giving her more force on her inward thrusts. "But it wasn't meant to be romantic. Just sexy."
She had me there. It was pretty hot. Especially when she turned the vibrations back on and we got to share that treat together while she pounded my pussy.
Sera fucked me for a bit, really pressing me against the bed and making me mewl. She spit on my butthole every now and then, rubbing it around with her thumb. I gasped when she finally pushed a finger inside me, unsure what to make of it, but I found my orgasm swelling fast afterward so I had to accept her judgment as once again being amazing.
I came for Sera again, as I always did when she really wanted me to. She could do things to me that I didn't believe possible sometimes, things that were brand new to me and my sheltered little mind.
She barely even let me rest after cumming before she had me rolled onto my back and sat her pussy on my face. I was more familiar with this sort of thing these days, and contentedly licked her out even while still slightly dazed from cumming.
Sera untied me after and hugged me close, letting us cool down together. We were naked, warm, and somewhat sweaty, and all I wanted by then was just to bury myself against her as tight as I possibly could.
"I love you," I told her.
"I know," she smiled. "I love you too."
She kissed my forehead and kept holding me, but I felt the little extra tension in her after our exchange. I just wasn't really in a place to examine why.
****
The fateful day arrived. No amount of magic or emotional clinginess could prevent it. It was a bit of a trip to realize just how badly I didn't want to graduate and leave the school. It had become a comforting presence in my life, somehow, as well as a place that definitely contained Sera. The outer world was much riskier in many respects.



I'd be leaving behind a slightly safer place than when I'd arrived. That was some small consolation. Monster Hunting Club would carry on, since there were several members who weren't graduating yet, and it had become somewhat prestigious in its own way, despite not quite living up to my grandiose designs. I kind of hoped it would perpetuate itself, helping students to protect themselves and share knowledge and skills in a way the curriculum didn't allow for on its own.
None of which was my problem anymore, really. I was leaving, as was Sera, and as were most of our friends or people I'd come to know in the last few months. That was all there was to it.
I'd managed some reasonably impressive final scores to take with me. Not mind-blowing, but enough to get my foot into magical jobs and social circles should I desire to do so. I honestly wasn't sure what I wanted to even try. I'd been too busy thinking about Sera.
Any attempt at not obsessing over her had disappeared in the last couple days. I was so anxious about it I couldn't even fake being interested in sex. She said she understood, and that it was fine, but I felt like I was blowing my last chance to really bind us together in some ethereal, emotional way that would last beyond our school days.
Part of the truth was I was just tired. I needed a rest. A proper rest. I hadn't had a vacation in years, let alone some way to emotionally cool down from fretting about me and Sera.
It all pretty much meant that I had to graduate with a melancholy attitude and no real plan for what to do out in the real world, about myself or about Sera. I'd just have to figure it out when I got there.
We held hands tightly as we walked toward the exit portal. We and everyone around us was excited, anxious, and a little scared to leave. There was that mix of emotions from pretty well the whole graduating class from what I could gather. It was by far the biggest day of our lives since we'd come to school, and possibly ever.
"Alright," I made myself say, "let's keep on our toes. We all know there's monsters that can ambush us on the way out."
The graduating portion of my group was loosely spread out around me. They all nodded. We were going in first, even though the transportation effects to come wouldn't necessarily keep us together in any meaningful way. We were the best prepared to deal with shit if it came down in some fashion. It had been known to happen, even during this last part of our schooling that should have been effectively as safe as riding the bus home. Things didn't always work out that way.
I squeezed Sera's hand as it came to our turn to step into the portal. She squeezed back and gave me a smile tinged with a hint of sadness. She'd had a wistful air more often lately than I'd ever seen, and I hadn't been able to do anything about it. Nothing I could particularly do about it now either.
We stepped through and then....
Nothing? Not nothing, but not really something either. A white plane, pretty near featureless. I looked around, looking for anyone else at all and coming up dry. I was pretty sure this wasn't supposed to happen.
"So this is it, huh?"
I turned around quickly, finding Sera sitting in the air, one leg dangling casually toward the ground. There was nothing beneath her supporting her that I could see. She was just kind of floating.
"What?" I said.
"This is where our relationship ends," she said.
"... again, what? What's going on Sera?"
"I don't know," she said, smiling a little too wide. "But I've had some clarity just now. Haven't you? We were never going to last. I think we both knew that."
I frowned. "Where is this coming from?"
She tapped her chest arrogantly. "Straight from the heart. We had fun, but neither of us had the balls to end it. We should have. It would have been cleaner."
"Sera what the hell?"
"We had a school fling. That was all. It wouldn't last out in the world." She sighed. "I don't know how I didn't see that. I mean, did you really think we'd be together forever or something?"
I felt tears start to well up. "No," I whispered. "But that's just 'cause I'm fucked. You know that. I have a hard time thinking anyone's gonna stay forever."
"You might even be right about that," she said, swinging her leg back and forth. "Who's to say? People are shit. We're both kind of shit too, it was just easier to pretend otherwise while we were together."
"You're talking like it's a done thing," I said, feeling that knot form inside me that Sera had always been able to undo just with her presence. "Can we just talk about it later? When we're out of here?"
"Nah. I don't know how long until we get to leave. Maybe this is a last challenge to leave behind useless things. I don't know. But we're not leaving together. It's best just to acknowledge it."
"Sera...."
"You could have been good enough for me, you know. A little more work on yourself maybe. Guess we'll never know. That's the funny thing about life."
I shook my head, feeling the tears roll down my cheeks now.
"You know what I actually feel kind of bad about?" she carried on. "Now you have to go back to that family of yours. Kind of shitty, huh? 'Cause most families would be ecstatic to have their daughter back, and they'd help you get over a breakup. Yours might show up, at best."
"Fuck you," I whispered.
"I think there's a chance you're just too broken," she said. "How's anyone going to be able to stick with you if they're always going to be responsible for putting you back together? What have you done to deserve that love?"
I was fully crying now, and she just kept going, just kept talking, tearing open all my fears and weaknesses, targeting them incessantly. I was so helpless in the face of it, unable to think, to process, to do much of anything.
It was all I could do to stagger toward her, blinking away enough tears to barely be able to see. I wrapped my arms around her, holding on desperately. She barely even paused in her mistreatment of me, really twisting the knife with every fibre of her being, until I managed to make myself speak.
"You know your mistake?" I choked out.
"What's that?" she asked, sounding amused.
"You hit all my fears dead on," I said. "The things I want to believe. But even if Sera believed them too, she would never have been this cruel about it."
I latched my hands together, holding tight as I could to whatever creature it was in front of me, and let the flame burn. I channeled as much energy as I could into the fire, letting it rage and consume. The thing with Sera's face and voice screamed and pleaded for a moment, but it didn't last long. I shakily stepped back, leaving a burnt pile of something on the ground.
It took me several more minutes to pull myself together even a little bit. It had been a horrible experience listening to all my rawest fears laid out, but once the spell was broken--perhaps literally for all I knew--it was cathartic more than anything. I could more easily see that I was doing a lot of worrying over nothing with everything verbalized like that, or at least worrying over stuff that wasn't helped by worrying.
I wiped my face over and over, making an absolute mess of my shirt that was already well singed thanks to my own efforts. I'd burned myself a little too, but didn't care about that so much at the moment.
I'd never been very good at location flows, but I muddled up enough of one to sense the other half of my heart, and to unsteadily head in the direction I knew Sera to be. The real one.
She was a ball on the ground when I found her. Somehow in even worse shape than I'd been. I knelt down next to her, and she flinched away from my touch at first, then looked at me through teary eyes.
"... Maggie?" she asked.
"It's me," I confirmed.
"There was another you," she said.
"Yeah. There was another you too," I said.
"She sucked."
I snorted weakly. "Yeah. That tracks."
"Then she burst into flames."
"Well thank fuck for that. Means there probably was really only one creature we're dealing with."
She gave me a small, cautious smile. "You got her?"
I nodded. "I got her. Or it. Or whatever."
Sera put her head in my lap and cried some more. We really should have been figuring out how to leave, but I just let Sera cry it out, stroking her hair, giving her all the love I could. I was dealing with emotional whiplash going from the fake her to the real her, but I was relieved as all hell to find that I didn't have any lingering resentment just because that thing had stolen her face.
"It tried to break up with me on your behalf," I finally said when it felt like Sera had cried herself out.
She nodded. "Same. I worried that you would. It knew that."
I froze. "You worried that I would break up with you?" I asked, incredulous.
"Yeah."
"The hell?! You were gonna break up with me, if anything."
"The fuck you been smoking and why you been holding out?" Sera demanded.
I laughed, but it turned into tears again. Apparently I hadn't been fully done with them yet.
Me cradling her turned into the two of us hugging and crying, and trying to babble coherent words at each other.
"You coulda found someone better out there," I said.
"Idiot! I love you," she said. "But you've got so much potential once we get out there. Way more than me, magically speaking. And I'm your first relationship when you've had limited options and--"
"Fucking idiot!" I shot back. "I love you way more!"
"Nuh uh!"
"Who even gives a fuck about my potential?" I demanded. "What does that have to do with anything?"
"You could... you could do lots of things in the real world."
"Maybe," I said. "Whatever I do, you think I'm so easily distracted I leave you behind just like that?"
"More in a like a slow, emotionally draining breakup that neither of us will acknowledge even though we're clearly drifting apart and becoming different people, the slow creep of time inexorably turning what was once beautiful into something tragic and hateful."
I blinked at Sera. "Just come up with that, did you?"
"Mighta thought about it once or twice," she said.
I stared at her. "So let's get married."
"Maggie!"
"I don't have a ring, obviously, but--"
"Let's not do that just yet," she giggled. "But I appreciate the gesture. Let's give it some time before that, yeah?"
The knot inside me was unraveling again, almost gone.
"That wasn't a hard no," I said.
"No, it wasn't. The softest of nos," Sera assured me. "Partly because I think we might be a little over-emotional at the moment."
I laughed at that. I had to. I wiped at my teary, snotty face, but my shirt was pretty well past its best cleaning abilities. Sera offered me a clean-ish spot on hers, getting the worst off my face.
I kissed her. Neither of us was presentable in the slightest, about as bedraggled as could be and in no fit state at all. I didn't care about any of that. She was more beautiful to me then than at her most put together.
"You could... come stay with me," she suggested. "With my family. I know you should really go home first, but--"
"For what?" I asked. "I don't even know why I thought I needed to. I want to go with you." I paused. "But your family--"
"Will be delighted to meet you," Sera told me without a trace of doubt.
"Are you su--"
"Yes. Don't worry about it. Besides, we need to actually get out of here for it to be a concern."
I looked around. She had a very good point. We were kind of stuck for the moment.
"You think this'll fade on its own?" I asked. "Whatever we're trapped in?"
"Wouldn't count on it," Sera said.
"Fair. Well... we can try finding more people. Assuming its not just us."
"Seems unlikely to just be us," Sera said. She sighed. "Neither of us is very good at location spells, huh?"
"Not overly."
"Want to try casting together? Maybe it'll help?"
"Worth a shot," I said.
In truth, I wanted to cast together just for the intimacy of it. I recognized that holding her hand previously hadn't actually stopped us getting separated, but it still felt reassuring to be in constant contact. I didn't want to lose the real her again.
"You know marriage technically doesn't stop any of my concerns from happening," Sera said as we wandered together. "It just makes them more painful, if anything."
"You're not wrong," I said, thinking of my own parents. "I recognize the absurdity of what I did now, just so you know. It just... it felt like I should do something." I glanced sidelong at her and squeezed her hand. "Maybe we can at least take some comfort in the fact that we were both terrified of losing the other once we leave?"
Sera smiled crookedly. "I do, actually. And I truly do appreciate the gesture for what it was. Poorly thought out, but... but you meant it."
"I did," I said. "It was a desperation play, I'll admit it. You just... you're the best thing in my life, Sera. It pains me that you don't see that."
"How do you think I feel?" she replied softly.
I winced. "Ouch. But fair. Damn. We're both kind of idiots, huh?"
"Hehe, yeah. I like that though. I could be ok with being idiots together."
"Yeah," I said, smiling warmly at the thought. "Me too."
We slowly, painfully tracked down some more classmates, most of whom appeared to have had a similar breakdown to Sera and I. The insidious hunting method of whatever creature I'd fried appeared to be exactly what the initial pattern had suggested; emotional rather than physical domination.
I was very much not equipped to help people that way. I did my awkward best, but found myself mostly just trying to support Sera, who was better at that sort of thing generally. She'd made something of my emotionally-stunted ass, after all, so she had to be at least kind of good at it.
It got easier as we pulled together a small group and we could share the emotional load of metaphorically bandaging up each new person we found.
Fortunately, it also meant that we got some more brainpower working on our overall predicament as well. We were all pretty fried, intelligence-wise, but collectively managed to come up with a hypothesis regarding our imprisonment, and how it might actually not be that hard to simply destabilize whatever magical area we were trapped in.
The theory was a useful one, as it meant we didn't need to figure out exactly what we were dealing with, as long as we were kind of in the right ballpark. Those of us most emotionally stable--once again scary that I was included in that group--channeled our various flows outward. All magics that either deliberately messed with reality, or that we were just pretty bad at holding on to. Anything to mess with our 'cage,' whatever it actually was.
It actually worked almost too well. I felt the metaphysical shaking and went frantic as I realized I'd be separated from Sera if it actually worked that well and that quickly. I darted for her, and she was only a second behind me, having come to the same conclusion. We clung to each other only seconds before the featureless plane vanished and....
I cracked open an eye. Sera was still in my arms. That was a good thing. That was, in fact, the best thing.
Our little escape-room group had disappeared. That was either very good or very bad. We appeared to be in reality. Outdoors, even. That was most likely excellent news.
"Well, holding on kept us together," I said.
"Thank goodness," Sera said. "We really should have worked a better plan. I had that awful thought just now that we might still have been ripped apart. Maybe landing missing an arm or something, and not even with each other."
"Good thing we're both idiots I guess," I said.
"You've got to stop saying that," Sera grinned. "I'll start taking it as a term of affection."
"Maybe it is," I teased gently.
We broke apart a little and looked around. A few other classmates had landed scattered about the area. Most of them still mid-emotional-breakdown. There were also some groups of adults hurrying toward their various charges. Families, most likely. It was actually kind of weird to see grown-ups again after all this time.
Sera broke into a wide grin and started dragging me away. "Mom! Dad!"
I got nervous as we approached a group who must have all been her family members. Sera's parents were out front, and I was pretty sure I could pick out Lerrin, her brother she'd mentioned so much. There were just too many of them in total though, and I kind of wished I at the very least was more presentable to meet them for the first time.
I tried to hang back so Sera could greet her family and not worry about me for a moment. She wasn't having any of it. She actually stopped short of where she would have met her family and yanked me forward a little more.
"Everyone," Sera said, gazing fondly at me, "this is Mags. My girlfriend."
She said it so easily. Leading with it, even, as though it was the most important thing to mention. I braced myself for their collective reaction, not having any particular idea what it might be. I was not prepared to be swarmed with hugs.
Sera laughed as she got crushed in various embraces, and I could see tears forming in her eyes again, when I had the chance to see her at all. I was buffeted about a bit, struggling to deal with total strangers hugging me warmly and welcoming me back to the real world. I found myself starting to cry a little too, and I couldn't figure out why. I didn't know these people and they didn't know me.
"Maggie's gonna stay with us," Sera declared as soon as she had half a chance to speak.
It floored me that she didn't even ask, just decided it. Even more so that her word was accepted as fact. I did catch Sera's Mom trying to tactfully ask if I didn't have any parents where she thought I couldn't hear. She would have been right except that I was doing everything I could to stay near Sera and not get swept away.
"She does," Sera answered. "But it's complicated. We'll probably want to get messages to them?" she added, arching an eyebrow at me.
I shrugged and nodded. Probably best to communicate at least that much, in case anyone cared.
Sera's family had brought a couple vehicles with them, so we all piled in to head back to her house. I held her hand tight the whole way, still kind of waiting for the rug to be pulled out from under me somehow.
I started letting my guard down as we got plied with the best food we'd had in year, and even booze that didn't have to be smuggled or home-brewed. I still didn't truly believe it was all real until Sera and I were in bed that night. Together, even, which I was kind of surprised her family was totally chill about.
"They're clever enough," Sera murmured against me. "They know we've been together with no parental supervision already."
"I mean, yeah, I guess," I said.
"You're thinking how your family would react, aren't you?" she said.
"Maybe."
"It really is all good," she said. "They like you."
"They don't know me," I said.
"They know I love you," Sera said.
"And that's enough?"
"That's enough."
I hugged her tighter, taking comfort in feeling her naked against me. "I don't get it," I said. "But... that sounds nice."
"Mmhm."
"Want me to lick your pussy before we go to sleep?" I asked.
"Actually, not really," Sera said, kissing my nose. "I kinda just want to rest."
"Cool. Me too."
I was happy just cuddling with her until we fell asleep. That was all I really wanted that night, and often in life generally.
Of course, I was also pretty happy to wake up the next morning to Sera being a little sneak and already licking my pussy. I giggled at her being bad and doing that sort of thing at her parents' house.
"I'm probably gonna do this every morning," she replied shamelessly and a tad smugly.
"Oh no," I said, teasing her hair. "Guess I'll have to put up with it somehow."



Sera grinned and licked me to a nice morning cum, my first of our new life together. I licked her out after that too. She told me I didn't have to, but didn't insist particularly hard about it. She was ever so loving about having me between her legs.
Her mom walked in on us like that, and I buried myself in the sheets trying to hide and disappear. Sera and her mom yelled at each other for a minute until her mom left us alone again. But even during the worst of the yelling, it still held a playful tone to it that I just couldn't really process in the moment.
Sera sighed and dug me back out of my makeshift shelter. "Just 'cause I've been gone a while is no reason for her to forget how to knock," she grumbled.
"I'm ready to die of mortification now please," I said.
"Oh hush, you big baby. You faced down death more than once, and you're gonna let this stop you?"
"She saw me licking you!"
"Yeah, Mags, she did. So what?"
I pouted at Sera. "It's embarrassing."
"Again, so what?"
"I... you know... with the... it is though!"
"Fine. Finish me up, would you?" Sera asked. "Then we'll go get breakfast."
"Your mom just said it was ready now!" I said.
"Yeah. It'll still be there in ten minutes."
My embarrassment couldn't last through Sera's teasing and the continued presence of her naked in bed with me. I let her slowly maneuver me back into position to lick her out, and allowed her to cover me with affection afterward.
We were very late by the time we made it to breakfast, and my face burned as I suspected her whole family knew why. Her mom very politely kept conversation on other, tamer subjects though. I let myself untense when it became clear no one was going to accuse me of having sex with Sera just now. Which would have been ridiculous thing to state aloud, I realized. I was her declared girlfriend. It was, if anything, expected.
It still took me several days to really start feeling at home there, and even longer to feel like I belonged. Everything was so easy that it kind of freaked me out, and that was probably the thing that I had to consciously work on the hardest.
Sera was amused when I told her, but very supportive.
"We've been living with tension for a while," she said. "It's different now. It's going to take adjusting."
"Your family's very different from mine too," I said quietly.
"Yeah, I suppose that's true too."
We still practiced our flows, usually in the mornings, and read up on the newest theories coming out in the real world, now that we had access to that kind of information again. It was fascinating, and had me thinking pretty hard about which way I wanted to go career-wise. Afternoons and evenings were often pretty lazy for us though.
We sat on a porch swing one afternoon just rocking gently and being together in the sunshine. No monsters lurking around corners, likewise no disappointed or indifferent family waiting to pounce, not even any particular responsibilities while we were still adjusting back to normal life.
"You think I'll ever really get used to it?" I asked.
"To what? Being happy?"
I snorted. "Don't be snarky about it. I'm going through some real existential changes right now."
"I'll be a little snarky, dearest," Sera said with a kiss on my cheek. "You're getting anxious about everything being good for once."
"You know I don't like it when you make me sound ridiculous by only stating facts about me."
"Mmm, sorry about that," she said.
Sera pulled me to lie down with my head in her lap. There wasn't really enough room for it, but I smiled and closed my eyes and let her hold and caress me, and just generally kind of love me. I could get used to this, I was pretty sure. And if not, I could at least enjoy the best parts of it.
"I'm still gonna marry you one day," I threatened.
"I know," she said. "I very much look forward to it. One day."
"This is good for now," I murmured sleepily, letting Sera and the sun tease a yawn out of me.
"So glad you approve," she said, grinning wide. "It is though, isn't it?"
I nodded. "I love you, you know."
"I know. Love you too." Sera rocked the swing back and forth, further lulling me to be at ease. "I'm glad we didn't die."
I giggled helplessly in her lap. "Yeah. That was a good decision on our part. Let's keep not dying together, shall we?"
"Oh you romantic you," she said. She stroked my hair some more. "I think that's exactly what we should do."
And so I had entered my new life with Sera, figuring things out together, finding ourselves jobs in magical fields, and indeed eventually getting married as we'd promised each other we would. It was, as I came to firmly believe, all I'd ever wanted.
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It was a beautiful evening. It was a clear night, the stars were out, and the temperature was just on the chilly side of comfortable, but our campfire made it nice and cozy.
A group of us had rented a few cabins for the weekend. Just an excuse to get away from real life for a time and indulge ourselves. A chance to relax. There were six of us around the fire at the moment, with plenty more hanging out back inside one of the cabins. Plenty of friends without quite spilling over into being too crowded.
Unlike most group activities I'd been involved in, I wasn't overly concerned with who all was there and what I wanted to spend my time doing. This time I had my chair by the fire, a half-finished beer in my right hand, and someone else's hand in my left.
I still couldn't quite believe it. I'd dabbled with having a crush on Kara over the years. She was exactly my type was the problem. She was also, so I'd always thought, painfully straight. Which to be fair, unattainable through no fault of my own did tend to be my type way, way too often.
I glanced sidelong at Kara. The perfect curve of her face was artistically lit by flickering firelight, making her even more mysterious and beautiful. And I got to sit here and play handsy with her while we both got lightly, deliciously drunk.
Kara caught me staring and smiled at me, rubbing her thumb over my knuckles. I blushed and turned away to take another drink. It was no fair the way she could make me feel. I was the experienced lesbian, damn it, I should have been able to make her melt with a well-placed smile, not vice versa. Not that that's how it ever worked, and I very well knew it.
I squeezed her hand back, delighting just in being able to do such small things. Just little touches. New relationships were often amazing that way, when the smallest things could still make me giddy and feel like I was getting away with something I shouldn't. Even more so in this case, since most of the dates and minor crushes I had never went anywhere, or never turned out to be as much fun as I'd hoped.
But Kara... Kara was something special. Honestly it was a good thing I had a buzz on, because I got too nervous for my own good sometimes worrying about messing it all up before we really had a chance.
"Whatcha thinkin', Casey?" Kara murmured to me.
I bit my lip and slowly dared to meet her eyes again. "I don't want to say."
"About me again, huh?" she teased.
"Maybe."
"You're very cute when you get all shy and blushy, you know," Kara said.
Her words of course made me even shyer and blushier, as she'd no doubt intended. But she called me cute, so it was well worth it.
I clung to her hand, wanting to scoot our camp chairs even closer and lean up against her, but not feeling near brave enough for such a move. As fresh and exciting as a new fling could be, it was also kind of agonizing to try and navigate all the things I wanted to do while keeping in mind what she would and wouldn't be ok with.
"Always used to love that when you'd start dating someone," Kara continued softly. "You'd get so smiley and secretive. Or at least you thought you were being secret about it. You never hid it well."
"Was never trying all that hard," I protested. "And you did not always notice."
"Sure I did." Her thumb rubbed my knuckles again. "I know you pretty well, Case."
"Not that well," I argued. "You never knew I had a crush on you for years."
Kara cocked her head, flame glinting in her eyes as she watched me. "No, I knew," was all she said.
I must have been stupidly cute after she said that, because I knew for sure I was blushing bright red. I consoled myself with the knowledge that in our current lighting, she couldn't really see my blushes as well she claimed. Even still, I made the excuse of standing up to feed more wood on the fire just to hide my expression and pull my telltale pounding heart further away for a moment. Not that anyone could hear it. Probably. Hopefully. Bodies could be so embarrassing sometimes.
When I sat back down, Kara casually put her hand on my leg, smooth as could be. I froze, midway through reaching to take her hand again. This was better though. Much better. Did she realize? She must. But she wasn't even looking at me. Just the fire.
I did what I always did when someone was touching me in a way that I liked but I wasn't sure if they realized; I did nothing. I moved as little as possible, did my level best not to draw attention, and just enjoyed what I could get.
Kara knew what she was about, as it turned out. This I realized when after a few minutes of neither of us moving, she started rubbing my thigh. It wasn't much, but it was decidedly intimate and really quite wonderful.
There was again the vague sense that as the more experienced of the two of us when it came to touching girls, I should be the one sneaking feels of her. And often I was, though only little things here and there. She was the one really going for it. It was confusing, but in a way that I was very happy to encourage more of.
"Did you really know I liked you all that time?" I asked quietly, trying to pretend like she wasn't getting me all hot and bothered with her wandering hand.
"Yes," Kara said.
"How come you never said anything?" I asked.
"Do you tell everyone who's got a crush on you that you know about it?" she asked pointedly.
"Well... no. I guess not," I admitted. "That's fair."
Kara nodded. "Besides, I liked you as a friend and didn't want to make it weird."
I glanced at her hand on my thigh. It kept creeping toward more intimate territory, slowly but inexorably.
"Is this what happens when it gets weird?" I asked. "Because in that case I'm ok with weird."
Kara gave me a mysterious smile, all the more alluring in the dance of the firelight. "This is what happens when I realize I might also like girls, actually," she said. "And that I get to try dating someone way cooler than any of my ex-boyfriends."
"Fuck you," I hissed. "Stop making me blush so much. Goddamn."
Kara laughed softly, but her hand stopped moving. I never wanted her to stop feeling me up, but couldn't think how to articulate that in a subtle way.
"I do feel bad sometimes," she said.
"For what?" I asked.
"Like... this is new for me, and I can't promise it's what I really want long term." Kara's thumb rubbed back and forth on me while the rest of her hand remained still. "I feel a bit like I'm using you to figure out what I want."
"Oh," I said. "That. Well that's ok."
"What?"
I grinned. "I'm so charming and sexy I'll have you convinced in no time."
Kara laughed far louder than before, and much to my delight resumed rubbing my thigh.
Her laugh did, however, attract more attention from our friends around the fire. I'd been mostly ignoring them in favour of Kara's attention, but it was kind of a good idea not to forget they were there entirely.
John and Erin, another couple, remained wrapped up in each other, even more so than Kara and I. I was actually fairly jealous of how much making out was going on between them.
Alex had been in his own little world watching the flames dance, and Viv had actively been playing with the fire, using a long stick to poke at it from time to time.
There was still the rest of our group as well, back in the cabins, but they were even less on my radar than those of us currently present. We were none of us sober, as far as I could tell, and it was an easy night to forget just how social we were technically meant to be.
"You two having fun over there, huh?" Viv said from across the campfire.
Her eyes flicked to Kara's hand in my lap, so I wasn't sure whether the comment was directed at Kara's laughing or her intimate touch.
"We are, thanks," Kara said cheerfully.
I nodded my agreement while trying not to be too terribly eager about it.
Viv gazed more purposefully at Kara's wandering hand. "You gonna keep rubbing her all night or what?"
I bit my lip before I could utter the word "hopefully" out loud. I very much wasn't expecting Kara to be even hornier about it than that.
"You should see what I'd get up to if I could get in her pants," Kara said.
Alex's eyes popped with sudden interest, and I imagined I probably looked just about as startled and interested, because I was. Kara and Viv started cracking up after a minute, making me think there was some joke I was missing. Even John and Erin tore their eyes away from each other for a moment, but decided nothing exciting was actually happening. Yet.
"What would you do?" I asked.
"I'm kidding, Case," Kara said, giving my thigh a comforting squeeze.
"I'm not," I responded without missing a beat.
It was a risky maneuver, fueled by booze and the arousal that had built up due to her touch. Not something I would have dared otherwise at this stage of our budding relationship, especially with Kara of all people. There was still that fear, valid or not, that I could scare her back to boys, and that we'd remain in the same general friend-group so I'd have to face my own stupidity ever after.
The risk was calculated, at least. She was rubbing my thigh quite intimately, taking a bigger step than we had before. I wasn't the only horny one here.
Kara appraised me for longer than was comfortable, making me squirm in my seat. With her hand on me, she could feel exactly how wiggly I was, which only made it worse. Her face was inscrutable in the flickering firelight, but not overtly turned off at least.
"Only one way to find out," Kara finally said, a faint smirk appearing on her lips.
A shiver ran through me. "What's that?"
"Let me in your pants."
I looked down at myself, at her hand, at my tight jeans. "Not so easy at the moment," I said regretfully. "We could, uh, go to our room, if you want."
I was aware other people were still listening, but I wasn't passing up a chance that might be there for the sake of propriety.
Kara laughed and sat back, removing her hand from my leg in the process, to my disappointment. "Damn, I almost thought you'd take your pants off right here," she teased.
I bit my lip, butterflies darting about in my tummy. "Is that what you wanted?"
She shrugged. "Dunno, really. I'm... not really thinking ahead this evening. Just seeing what happens."
I nearly groaned. That was the sort of line I could make use of. It indicated that she was nebulously ready for something, if only I could make that something happen, whatever it was.
"You're always taking your pants off," Kara continued airily. "Going swimming, or trying on clothes, or whatever."
"Those are different circumstances and you very well know it," I said, a touch breathlessly. "It's not like I look for excuses." Mostly, I added silently.
"That's too bad," Kara said. "You have such nice legs."
She was still teasing, I was under no illusions otherwise. But the idea that she liked my legs, that perhaps she'd taken notice on those occasions--which admittedly were bound to occur with me every now and then--when I'd taken my pants off for some reason, it drove me crazy.
I wanted so badly for her to want me. I'd sort of known that in the back of my head anyway. My low-key crush had graduated to something stronger ever since she'd caught me by surprise and asked me out. I'd never assumed I stood much of a chance before that, not with an assumed straight girl. Now that I did, I wanted to seize that chance. Not by rushing into it and doing something stupid, but if she was pushing for something, even subtly and confusingly...
I slowly stood up, legs wobbly for reasons that mostly weren't beer related. "Well," I said, attempting more confidence than I felt, "if no one else minds..."
"Hehe, do it," Viv giggled.
Alex remained wide-eyed and nodded. "Yeah, that's ok," he croaked, failing even harder than me to remain cool.
John and Erin were mid-makeout, and apparently unaware anything was happening.
I turned to look at Kara, fingers already toying with the top of my jeans. She was chewing on her lip in an uncertain but really rather seductive way. She met my eyes and time froze for a moment, feeling as though it were just the two of us, all alone.
"Dare you," Kara finally said.
"Ah!" I made a shocked face though it wasn't like I'd intended to back down even before that. "Oh it's on then."
Fully watching her, trying to ignore the rest of my audience for the moment, I committed myself and wiggled out of my pants. I didn't quite dare make a show of it, though it would have been nice to entice Kara even more through my performance. I mostly just focused on getting my jeans off and kicking them to the side, next to my chair. It meant awkwardly pulling my sneakers off in the process and jamming them back on, but other than that I was almost suave about it. Almost.
Kara grinned wide as she stared at me, and the calm reverie of the night was broken by Viv giving an enthusiastic cheer.
I turned a tad bashfully to Viv and Alex's full attention, and even John and Erin were watching me now rather than each other. Viv was making the most obvious appreciative noise, but I got few other laughs or nods of approval.
It was all flattering enough in its own way. I had their interest via standing before them rather artfully lit in my layered shirts, and panties that were just barely on the right side of modest. I wore sexy underwear around Kara these days, just in case it became relevant, but I hadn't gone full slutty with my choices. That turned out to be a good decision this evening.
On the other hand, and hopefully it wasn't noticeable, I was fairly horny and wet by this point. Theoretical modesty of panties went out the window if they were visibly soaked. I was pretty sure that was the rule. I really didn't think I was in danger of that at the moment, but I wasn't as far away as would have been safe either.
Leaning in to the various applause and interest, as seemed my only real option, I gave a flamboyant bow, then settled back in my seat. I knew better than to expect all attention to slip away from me just because I sat down. If anything, I realized belatedly, sitting down might make me appear more nude than before, as my panties wouldn't really be as apparent. I might just seem to be bottomless. I'd just have to live with it, I supposed.
"You really do always find a way to take your pants off, huh?" Kara said, setting her hand back on my thigh.
"You dared me!" I said firmly. "You can't act like you aren't just as much to blame."
"You'd have done it without the dare," Kara said.
"Maybe. Doesn't matter, 'cause you did dare me."
I tried to remain collected as she gave me a mysterious, teasing smile and rubbed my leg. She was touching bare skin now, and between the slight chill of the air, the answering warmth of the fire, and the softness of her touch, I was a horny little mess of sensory excitement.
God I wanted her to touch me. Anywhere at all that she wanted. I had a few specific ideas of where she could try, but I still didn't feel like I could get away with demanding pussy rubs, for instance. Her touch on my thigh was all I was getting for now, but it was just the perfect tease, getting me all hot and bothered without the promise of anything more.
It took a while for attention to fade. John and Erin were back to their own devices shortly enough, a girl without pants simply insufficient to keep them away from each other for long. Viv and Alex kept staring--while pretending they weren't, of course--for far longer.
Even worse when Simon came puttering out from inside. He was half-drunk, same as most of us, and it took him a while to realize anything was up. He was too busy trying to set up a camp chair on a flat enough piece of ground by the fire, chatting away, and it was almost comical to follow his eyes once he finally caught sight of my bare legs and followed them up to my body and the flickering shadows kept it ambiguous whether I had any underwear on at all.
Since he didn't ask why I had no pants on, no one explained. The mystery hanging in the air left me enjoyably embarrassed. Kara's touch on my leg sent more tingles through me than before as mental and physical arousal combined into something greater than either alone.
Still, it was all something that would fade in time. I wasn't actually showing anything inappropriate, and certainly wasn't behaving interestingly enough to keep people's attention.
"Hey Case?" Kara said.
"Yeah?" I said.
"Done my beer. You mind grabbing me another?"
I stared at her, and she in return batted her eyes winsomely.
"Without my pants on?" I asked. "You want me to just march over there and grab a beer?"
I heard a strangled choking sound from Simon, who'd just had his first verbal confirmation that I had no bottoms on. He could see that well enough, but it probably had been somewhat surreal for him that no one was acknowledging the fact.
"That's right," Kara said with a sigh. "I forgot you're probably too shy and modest for such a thing. That's too bad."
I set my jaw. I knew she was playing me. She wasn't even subtle about it. Annoyingly, it still worked. "This is trickery," I said.
"Perhaps," Kara agreed.
"Is this actually worth my embarrassment?" I asked.
"You'll have my gratitude," she said.
"How much?" I asked suspiciously.
"And I'll get to watch you walk away," she added, ignoring my question.
"That sounds like a benefit for everyone else, not me," I said.
"A benefit for me, certainly," Kara said, a hint of breathiness to her voice.
I groaned. She had me and she knew it. Any chance to try and get her horny over me or desiring me was a golden opportunity. I wanted her staring at my ass, if I could get it. I needing her to want me the way I wanted her. It was an unfair situation, she was taking advantage of it, and still as I looked into her fire-lit eyes and saw the impish crook of her lips, I was ready to fall head first into her playful manipulations.
"This is what I get for trying to date a straight girl," I said aloud, hopefully pitched so only Kara could hear me. "My own damn fault."
"Not as straight as I used to be," she said, pouting prettily at the implication.
"And thank fuck for that," I said.
I pushed myself to my feet before I could think myself out of it. I drew eyes again, as I'd known I would. I drained the last of my beer and accepted Kara's empty bottle, then turned and headed toward our cabin, the main one where the more boisterous party was proceeding.
It was an effort of sheer will not to look back to see who all was watching me. This was my chance to score some horny points on Kara in particular, though I had no illusions it would be her alone. It was painful not to check that I had her attention, but it was a more powerful move if I simply walked away--hips swinging for maximum effect, of course--and acted like I already knew where her eyes were.
My choice of panties once again worked out for me. They were cute and sexy enough that I could handle multiple sets of eyes on them if need be, without being slutty enough to really embarrass myself. Certain pairs in my wardrobe would have left me emotionally unable to shake my butt at several of my friends in this way, not if I wanted to ever look them in the eye again afterward. This pair gave a bit of a show without overdoing it, and I embraced that as best I could.
Then again, the potentially six sets of eyes on me wasn't half as bad as the interior of the party cabin. I grew nervous and shaky as I approached the door, and had to stop and take several deep, calming breaths. I would have been absolutely fine, I thought, if Kara had been right next to me. Alone was a whole other story.
I pushed inside, entering the roar of music and loud conversation, such a different vibe from the campfire. Most people would be anywhere from buzzed to drunk by now, or otherwise stoned in some fashion. That plus everyone already being focused on something else meant that I escaped mostly unscathed as I weaved past friends and acquaintances toward the kitchen area.



I'd almost made it before I heard a woman gasp, then a sudden lull in nearby conversation. My cheeks burned, but I very deliberately didn't turn my head. It was a similar nigh-impossibility to not look as it had been walking away from Kara, if for different reasons, but it remained my best chance.
We had a fridge and several coolers full of ice going, all stocked largely with beer or other booze, as well as some well thought out supplies of soft drinks and waters. I deposited the empty bottles in my hand in a large, almost full bag nearby and bent to one of the coolers to retrieve another pair of beers to replace the empties.
This maneuver of mine was poorly calculated if indeed I had an audience. I recognized that only as I was standing up. Tremulously I turned back around, finding myself faced with several wide-eyed stares.
"Casey, what the hell are you doing?" Alicia asked.
I flushed but tried to smile and act nonchalant. "Grabbing drinks," I said, fully aware that wasn't really the question.
"Haha, always a reason to take your pants off," Francis laughed.
"Why does everyone tonight keep acting like this is my thing," I grumbled.
A variety of answers to my ill thought out question came back at me, one smart-ass going so far as to list three or four other occasions they knew of where this sort of thing had happened. Rather unfair, I thought, since at least two of those times had been skinny dipping, and it hadn't just been me. I might have been the first to commit, was all, but that shouldn't be held against me.
"Yeah yeah," I muttered, pushing my way back through the now more compact and difficult to navigate crowd. "Everyone's a critic."
I expected to be watched as I left, it wouldn't be anything new or unsurprising. What I fully didn't expect was getting a couple smacks on my booty as I squeezed back past the small crowd around me. I gaped at Alicia as she took the opportunity of me inching past her to even grab a handful of my butt and give it a little jiggle.
"Almost jealous of Kara tonight," Alicia whispered to me.
My expression grew even more comically shocked, judging by her giggling.
"What?" I managed, stopping short still in arms reach of her.
"Oh my god, kidding, Case," Alicia said, laughing harder. She gave me a proper shove to get me moving again. "Get back out there to her, would you? I assume the bottomless thing is for her somehow."
"Kinda," I said. "It's a goof as much as anything. I don't know if it means anything."
Alicia gave me an incredulous look. "So make it mean something. Jeez, you're acting like you never seduced anyone before. You're not fooling anyone that you're all shy and innocent all of a sudden, you know."
I moved past her, her words jumbling in my head. I got a few more gasps before exiting back into the dark embrace of the outside, cutting myself off from any more peeping friends, at least temporarily.
Alicia's advice, and indeed the ephemeral imprint of her hand on my butt cheek, remained with me as I pattered back toward the fire, and toward Kara. I didn't even think she was the only one who'd given me a cheeky spank on the way by. Some friends they were, taking advantage like that, though I did grin and get a bit of a skip in my step as I tried to be indignant. I'd always been pretty ok with girls smacking my butt, whether or not we were involved at the time. Any excuse to get them touching me, some days.
Halfway back to the fire, not a long walk, I stopped short again. Not through embarrassment or uncertainty this time, but from horny thoughts. Ways to get Kara touching me more, wanting me more. And Alicia's admonition about me failing to seduce her properly thus far. Well, I could do something about that.
I set the beers down and peeled my panties down my legs, stepping carefully out of them and stuffing them in the breasts pocket of my outer button-up shirt, currently left open. My panties were painfully wet, and I did kind of risk dripping everywhere if this trend continued, now bereft of anything to catch my arousal, but sacrifices had to be made.
I carried on back to the glow of the fire fully without any bottoms on at all, naked between socks and midriff. My outer shirt would probably have covered me a little if buttoned, but it wasn't, and my undershirt only came down to about my belly-button.
Kara still took a second to notice as I presented her refreshed drink to her. The expression on her face as she saw my pussy bared and just about on eye level with her was well worth the dawning realization from everyone else too, other than Erin and John, who were busy making out again instead.
"Your drink, my lady," I said, sitting back down with casual ease as though I had no reason to hurry back to my seat.
"Oh Case," Kara said, giving a small moan and biting her lip. "It's gonna be that kind of night, is it?"
"What kind of night?" I asked sweetly.
"You've got no underwear on," Simon blurted from next to us. "Where... what..."
"Hehe, your cooch is out," Viv snickered helpfully. "That's kind of painfully desperate, isn't it?"
I flipped her off and grumbled again as I took a long swig of beer. This would be going better without interference.
"Thought it'd be funny," I mumbled.
"Just funny?" Kara asked, just starting to regain some composure.
"And sexy?" I added hopefully.
"It is that," Kara agreed absently. "Both, even."
"Oh good," I said.
"But you know even if I was a pussy-fiend, I'm not gonna jump you right here," she said. "If that was your plan."
"It wasn't," I said. "But it is part of my elaborate seduction."
Kara rolled her eyes. "Taking clothes off isn't an elaborate seduction," she said. "It is a regular seduction, albeit typically a little later in the order of operations. Usually in the bedroom, for instance."
"Ah," I said. "I shall note that for next time. No more taking clothes off outside the bedroom."
I got a small chorus of boos for my trouble, reminding me that nothing at the moment was overly private, including--very much through my own doing--my own private areas.
"Thank you peanut gallery," I said, trying to shush them down. "But Kara has spoken."
"Well now," Kara said. "You're kind of putting words in my mouth. I--"
"Doesn't have to be the only thing I'm putting in your mouth," I winked.
She gave me an even firmer eye roll. "I didn't say you couldn't take more clothes off. Just that it's not a typical seduction plan."
"... but would it be effective?"
Kara shrugged. "Kinda working, but hard to know for sure. You probably should have picked a gayer girl for a better test."
"Hey, you're plenty gay enough for me, babe," I assured her, smirking playfully.
"Aw thanks babe," she replied just as teasingly.
"No problem babe."
"Babe."
"Babe?"
"Babe!"
Somehow that sequence ended in Kara and I moving in for a quick kiss. It really wasn't much more than a peck on the lips, but it still counted. I longed for a proper makeout session with her, something to really make me melt, but it wasn't to be just yet.
"That," Viv declared, "was painful to watch. Kara, you at least are better than that."
Kara shared a small, secret smile with me before outwardly pouting at Viv. "Babe, you hear what she said?"
"I heard babe," I said.
"It's not right babe," she said.
"Don't worry babe, I'll--"
A small flurry of thrown objects headed our way, and Kara and I shrieked, covering our heads. We had to stop being stupidly cutesy for a bit before anyone resorted to something actually heavy. There were too many bottles and rocks around for comfort.
Still, I negotiated another, slightly longer kiss out of Kara, so it kind of worked out for me. And, silly as we were being, I didn't hate her calling me babe. I could go for a slightly possessive pet name from her, if she were so inclined.
Kara and I settled down to work on our new beers for a time. Her hand returned to my thigh, and her delicate stroking was all the more exciting for the fact that I had no bottoms on now at all. Granted, my lack of panties wasn't actually helping since she was going nowhere too near my pussy, but it was still sexier for knowing that easily could if she wanted to.
Arguably I should have had a care for whether or not I'd allow her to be quite so forward while having an audience of our friends about. That would have been a joke, though. Truth was, and I was unashamed to admit it to myself, that she could do whatever she wanted in front of them. I was here for it. Even if it was something embarrassing. Maybe especially if it was.
"Thinking some evil?" Kara asked.
I carefully blanked my face, trying to hide whatever it was she'd seen. "Nooo."
"Yeah you were," she snorted. "Something about me, wasn't it?"
"... maybe."
"So predictable."
"No fair getting me horny and then teasing me for being horny," I insisted. "That's mean."
Kara looked straight at me. "Tell me you don't like it. I dare you."
I blushed and took a deep pull of my beer. I couldn't say any such thing and she knew it.
Kara kept up her flirtatious touching but left me in peace other than that long enough for me to let my guard down. She even deliberately waited until I was mid-drink to sneak her next question in.
"What were you thinking of doing to me?" Kara asked lightly and so casually that you wouldn't even know she was deliberately pushing my buttons.
I choked and didn't manage much of a graceful recovery. "What makes you think it was me doing something to you?" I asked.
She grinned impishly like my answer gave her the information she was after. "Ah, so I was right."
"Yeah, Kara, I don't know if you've noticed, but I kind of have a thing for you."
Kara glanced down at her hand on my bare thigh. My thigh that led up to an equally bare and very wet pussy. "There were subtle signs," she said.
Viv, Alex, and Simon had been chatting amongst themselves a bit. I tried to ignore them as I realized I'd regained all of their attention. Trying to speak quietly just wasn't enough to hide that we were up to something.
"Any chance you want to, maybe, go for a walk or something?" I asked.
Kara tilted her head. "Whatever for? Regretting your lack of pants?"
"Not exactly," I said. To prove my point, I stood up and stretched, letting my shirts lift up and expose more of my midriff. The eyes on me I could handle. At the moment it was the ears that were bothering me more. "Just, you know, might be nice."
Kara was still all teasing, but she accepted a hand up. "Well, we were talking earlier about roasting marshmallows. We could go find some sticks."
"That's the spirit," I said, trying to ignore where everyone's gazes were landing on me while simultaneously enjoying the effect of knowing I was being checked out.
I took Kara's hand and led her confidently away from the firelight and toward the dark and spooky woods nearby. A perfect, private makeout location if ever I'd seen one. I didn't really expect I'd get so lucky, however.
I definitely had the group's attention as I walked away. This was no panty-walk this time. I fully had nothing covering my butt other than the edge of my shirt, and I expected that added to the tease of it all rather than giving me any kind of modesty to work with. A subtle glance over my shoulder confirmed I had everyone's eyes, even John and Erin briefly looking away from each other for a moment for the sake of my show.
Horny little thing that I was, not to mention proud and happy to show off my butt on this occasion, I swung my hips at a calculated motion designed to hypnotize the sneaky pervs further without being too awfully obvious that I was doing it.
Kara seemed to know immediately what I was doing, judging from her little laugh and the way she squeezed my hand supportively. We both waited until we were out of earshot to get back to conversing.
"This isn't just an excuse to back down, is it?" Kara asked. "Getting away from everyone staring?"
"Ah! You think I'm so easily cowed?" I asked.
"Not even a little. Just checking. I mean, I saw you prancing away just now. I was pretty sure you didn't go shy on me."
"You still think I'm a showoff," I pouted.
"Case, I know you're a showoff," Kara said. "That's part of what I like about you."
"What, just because I took my pants off--"
"And panties."
"Right, and panties off," I said. "And let everyone look at me, you think I'm a showoff?"
"Correct," Kara said.
"Well, Kara, all I can say is that seems like a reasonable assessment then."
I made her laugh. I loved making her laugh. The trouble was I wanted to make her horny too, and I hadn't yet cracked the secret to that particular trick.
"You know, Casey, the first time I got a little interested in you, you were naked," Kara said.
"What?"
"Yeah. One of these friend group things. Skinny dipping. None of us had swim suits. Can't remember where we were exactly, but you were by far first to say the hell with it and just take your clothes off. It was evening, still plenty light enough out. I remember that. Some of us wanted to wait until it was darker. Not you."
My eyes widened. "Did you..."
"After it was darker, yes," Kara said.
"Fuck! I don't even remember seeing you naked," I complained. "And we were in the water together?"
"For a bit, yes," Kara said. "You were after someone else at the time, if I recall. And I had a boyfriend. But he was looking, so I thought it was ok that I was too. I've never been totally sure if I was into girls or not. That time was another small check in the yes column."
I let a wide smile creep onto my lips. "So... I kind of turned you, you're saying?"
"Case, no."
"Seeing me naked made you realize you'd been--"
"Not at all."
"--silly not to--"
"You wish!"
"--try girls, and me in particular of course. And now-- eep!"
Kara let go of my hand and cracked her palm across my butt in one smooth motion. She spanked hard, as it turned out. It startled me into silence, but also made my pussy twitch and flow, and got me all tingly inside. I waited hopefully for another, but she just wanted to shut me up, it seemed. Still, useful information.
"I know you're teasing," Kara said. "But I want to be clear. Girls are... confusing to me. I don't want to ever lead you on, Case. I really like you, but I don't know how I'm going to feel long-term, you know?"
"That's ok," I nodded. "I know what I'm getting into."
"And you're not just with me because it's fun to seduce 'the straight girl'?"
I gasped. "Perish the thought! That's a happy side benefit and nothing more."
"Case..."
"Kidding. Hey, seriously Kara, I'm kidding."
"Are you though?" Kara asked. "Because I do kind of feel like you enjoy getting a chance at me."
"Well yeah, duh, of course I enjoy that," I shrugged. "I'm a simple girl. There's a fun, cool, pretty girl around, it's nice to have a shot with her. Provided I'm not currently spoken for of course." I sighed. "I do appreciate you hopefully not being totally straight. There are altogether too many women out there I don't have a chance with."
"So it's a practical thing?" Kara asked.
"Kinda, I guess."
"But not a fun challenge?"
There was a note of something in her voice, like she was worried that she was only a side fling to me or something. It was time to nip that in the bud. I was happy to pursue women, it was really quite enjoyable in its own way, but it wasn't like it was its own reward.
"Kara, I really like you," I said. "You're amazing and beautiful, and if I enjoy that you're not straight it's because I have a shot with you now when I used to think I didn't." I moved close to her in the dark, the light filtering through the trees only barely sufficient for us to meet each other's eyes and study one another, looking for clues in our expressions. "You aren't a fun bragging trophy to me. You're someone I really hope I end up with for a while."
Kara trembled softly under my touch as I let my hands go to her hips, then up her sides, just barely under her shirt. I pressed her against a tree, getting just a little aggressive as I moved in for the slowest prelude to a kiss I could manage, giving her plenty of time to reject it if she so chose.
"How long's a while?" she asked.
"Don't know. It's never happened to me before," I said.
"You've been with lots of girls," she said.
"Briefly, in most cases. Nothing's ever lasted that long for me." I narrowed my eyes. "Is that what you're worried about? That I hit it and quit it?"
"Maybe."
"Oh Kara, no, I'm just bad at making it stick, that's all."
She laughed and finally leaned in toward me for that kiss. I felt a surge of elation that she did want to make out with me after all. I hadn't been sure this conversation had been leading there.
"I can work with that," Kara said between kisses. "I've never been great at it either."
"Last guy was a year or two, wasn't it?" I murmured.
"Yeah, that went ok, I guess. I'd like to break that record though. And maybe with a less messy breakup if it comes to that."
I grinned evilly. "We just have to not breakup. Infinite relationship, babyyy."
I made her laugh again, and maybe took advantage by slipped my hands further up her shirt. She was encouraging my exploration, though interrupted it somewhat by ditching my button up shirt for me, leaving each of my arms briefly out of commission as she slid the shirt off.
"You got a bra on under there?" Kara asked.
"Ooh, forward," I grinned.
"It would be, if you weren't already bottomless."
"Ha, fair."
"Just wondering if this li'l shirt's all you got left on," she said, teasing my remaining skimpy outfit, which was indeed just one small, tight shirt. If one didn't count my shoes and socks, that is.
"You'll just have to find out," I said kissing my way down her cheek and neck.
Kara surprised me at how eager she was. She'd never been all that bold in feeling me up. Not as much as I would have liked. She went straight for my tits this time though, confirming that I was indeed braless.
"Not as gifted as you," I mumbled, happily letting her feel my breasts. "Don't really need a bra a lot of the time."
"Must be nice," she sighed.
"That's one way of looking at it. I might have better luck with relationships if I had a bigger chest though."
Kara shook her head. "Yours are nice. I've seen them, remember?"
"Just the once you mean? With the skinny dipping?"
"More than that, Case. Remember me teasing you about always taking your clothes off? That was based on you always taking your clothes off."
"Nuh uh," I said. "I don't."
"Last summer, skinny dipping. And streaking, if I recall. Some time before that, I want to say you tried to get strip poker happening? But everyone who went along with you got drunk and stupid before it got all that far. Except you took your shirt off anyway. More skinny dipping summer before, I'm pretty sure."
I bit my lip. "You remember all the times I took my clothes off?"
"I remember several," Kara said. "You're the reason I ever thought about girls at all, you know. And it's nothing to do with your tits."
"Hey!"
"It's not mostly because of them," she amended. "It's more, like, you just get so joyful and free sometimes. Which, yes, happens to coincide with stripping off in your case. But it makes you seem brave too. And like you don't care what people think if it makes you happy."
"That's... somewhat true, at times," I said. "I'm not like a constant nudist or anything. It's just fun sometimes."
"And you like the attention," Kara said. "Especially from whichever girl you have your eye on at the moment."
"... maybe."
"I think I'd like to try being that girl for a while," Kara told me seriously. "And I'd like to see you naked more."
"Ooh!"
"But not... not in the usual way. Not for horny reasons. I mean yes horny reasons, but not for... not like how..."



She stumbled over her words and thoughts, but I was pretty sure I knew what she meant.
"Doing horny and stupid stuff doesn't have to mean going to bed together," I assured her. "Honestly it's kind of just a win for me if I'm getting you horny at all. That I and I'm enjoying myself too."
"I could tell," she teased. "The light hasn't been great for it, but I'm pretty sure I could tell you're super wet."
"Only one way to find out," I teased right back, offering her my pussy if she wanted it."
"Hm, not yet," she said. "But what would it cost me to get your shirt off?"
And leave me naked entirely, was the unspoken addition to that question. For horny reasons, and perhaps a more pure and innocent enjoyment of the situation on some level, but I was focused on the horny stuff. Couldn't help myself.
"Doesn't cost you a thing," I said. "You can have me naked any time you want."
"Don't make promises you don't intend to keep," Kara said breathily, hungrily even.
"Ha, I don't," I said.
So saying, I stepped back, pulled my shirt off in one fluid, two-handed motion, and tossed it aside. My shoes and socks followed for good measure. Naked with shoes was a vibe, and wouldn't have been the first time for me, but not a stitch of clothing was the aesthetic called for in the moment.
I stuck my hands straight up and did a few spins for Kara. I enjoyed the feel of it generally, in the relative private but not too far from other people, but in particular I enjoyed her specific set of eyes on me.
Kara gave me horny eyes in response, drinking in my nude form. It was hard to pinpoint where she stared most, what part of me I could flaunt a little more to entice her. I wasn't above some tactical seduction to help my cause.
I didn't really need to do anything more at the moment anyway. After appreciatively checking me out, Kara pressed me up against a tree--making me gasp at the rough bark on my bare, tingly skin--and hungrily made out with me.
She was pretty free about running her hands over me and feeling me up while our tongues danced, including grabbing my ass and tits a few times. I was a little more hesitant to feel her up. She didn't seem quite ready to let me have the same access to her body yet, and given my current level of success with this evening I didn't want to push my luck too far and blow the whole thing.
I was getting so stupidly wet though, and probably soaking the leg of Kara's pants where I was rubbing my pussy on her hip every time I had the opportunity. So many things I wanted to do; making out, fondling her, grinding, taking her to bed, eating her out, making her cum, making myself cum...
My head was awash with all the possibilities, leaving me dizzy and unfocused. Thank goodness Kara was aggressively kissing me. It gave me something to ground me, something I could reliably work with.
It was over all too soon. Which was to say it had been several wonderful minutes of tonguey, spitty, sloppy kisses and getting felt up, but any amount of time would have been too short for me.
Kara stepped back and looked at me, both of us panting softly. There was lust in her eyes, and a small longing. Unless of course I was ascribing my emotions to her, because I was definitely horny and looking for more.
"Should probably find some sticks," she said.
"We could," I said, recalling the reason why we ostensibly were out here in the first place. "Or, hear me out, we could make out some more."
"If you stay naked when we go back, we can play more later," Kara teased. "You'd probably--"
"Done," I said.
"Case, I--"
"Bargain accepted."
Kara put her hands on her hips. "I'm kidding, you don't have to stay naked."
"I'm not kidding though," I said. "Unless you don't actually want me naked."
She gave a small, horny moan. "Oh Case, I don't know what to do with you."
"Anything you want," I assured her.
"You'd seriously do it, wouldn't you?" she said.
"Yep," I replied in a heartbeat.
"And leave your clothes and shoes here?"
"Sure. Makes it more fun finding them again tomorrow."
I actually got her whimpering thinking about me not having anything to wear in the morning and having to come scrounge my stuff back from the woods again. Technically I had more clothes packed, but I was already planning how to 'lose' those somehow.
"See, this sort of thing," Kara said. "I don't know what to call it. You don't make me horny exactly. I mean you do," she added quickly upon seeing my face. "But you make me want to, like, encourage you. Enjoy what you're doing vicariously."
"You want to domme me?" I asked, both hopeful and playful.
"Not exactly," Kara sighed. "But maybe."
A shiver ran up my spine, a really nice and tingly one. That was interesting. I wouldn't mind surrendering a little control to her. Or a lot. Arguably I already had been doing so, if entirely on my terms. I kind of wondered what she'd want me to do if she got brave enough to ask, and whether I'd do it for her. Or perhaps how quickly and easily I'd do it, was the real question. There was precious little chance of me refusing entirely.
"You can give me orders, if you want," I offered, heart beating harder in chest.
"Orders?" Kara asked dazedly.
"You know, like lick your pussy for you. Maybe back by the fire."
"Ha, no way. That's not an order, that's just you getting what you want."
I shrugged. "It can be both."
"Fine. Look for sticks," Kara told me.
"Ugh, you're playing wrong," I pouted. Though even still, I obediently turned around and started hunting.
It wasn't the kind of command I was after, obviously, if indeed we were playing this game. But it was technically a submission of sorts to do as she said against my own wishes. I had no intention anyway of ever getting into a full domme and sub relationship with anyone, Kara included, but messing about a bit was good for some fun. Especially if I could use it to steer her where I wanted somehow.
I didn't have to do any steering at first. Kara turned the flashlight on her phone and held it as a spotlight for me to search with. It pretty quickly became obvious that she was taking advantage of being behind me while I padded around the forest floor and sometimes bent over to check a likely branch.
"You know I can tell where you're shining that, right?" I asked, bending fully over anyway since it wasn't like I minded.
"Don't know what you mean," Kara said. "Just helping."
"Helping yourself locate my butthole?"
"Pff, perv. As if."
I let her have her fun. The more she wanted to check me out, the better. I almost wanted to encourage her to take pictures if she wanted, since nudes of me on her phone would save some time and effort later. I'd want some on there at some point, after all.
"I did have something I probably should mention," I said, in between artfully and nudely posing myself for Kara while pretending to look for marshmallow sticks.
"Oh?"
"I, uh, and it's nothing really, but I kinda got felt up a little in the cabin earlier. And spanked."
Kara chuckled. "Ha, ok. Good for you."
"No, I mean like, I didn't ask for it or anything," I said. "I'm trying to say this happened and I really am not intending to cheat on you at all. That kind of thing."
Kara was quiet a moment. "Something you didn't want?" she asked. "Because we can go sort this out."
"No no," I said quickly. "It... shit, I'm explaining this badly. I didn't mind. I've never minded cute girls having a feel. Just, you know, not while I'm with someone."
"Oh, I see. Who was it?"
"Alicia," I said. "And I think maybe someone else, but I didn't catch them."
"Hehe, what a little sneak," Kara said, amused.
"You're really not bothered at all?"
"Well... I mean we're kind of back to me being attracted to you because you're you. Like we've known each other a while."
"Sure."
"So I kind of know who you are," Kara said. "What you enjoy. At least the obvious things. And I'm kind of into it. I think I really don't mind if you get a few spanks here and there. I am glad you told me though."
I stared at Kara, trying to figure her out. "Is this, like, one of those things where you think it's hot seeing me with someone else?"
"... I don't think so. Not exactly. I don't want you going off to bed with anyone, for instance. But I knew you showing off wasn't likely to stop just because we're dating," she said.
"Oh come on, I am not that bad," I complained.
"You're naked, Case."
"That's... nearly impossible to argue with," I sighed. "Continue."
"I don't know. You enjoy attention. I don't want you to stop enjoying it for my sake. I kinda like seeing you be happy and horny." Kara shrugged. "This is all very new for me. I'm trying to just go with my own flow on this, as I really don't think I can explain or understand everything adequately."
I had to mull it over a bit, and didn't really think I understood any better than she did, but I felt like I could work with what she was telling me.
"Go with the flow," I repeated, using the part of what she'd said that I could most relate to.
"Exactly."
"Wanna take your clothes off?" I asked hopefully. "It's what the flow wants."
"Haha, no," Kara said. "Not like that."
"Aw."
"I could give you a spank though, if you like," she offered.
I immediately presented myself, bum toward her, slightly bent over to make a good target. Kara hesitated a moment, then swung her hand down harder than I expected, but not half as hard as I would have liked. It was a nice, satisfying crack against my exposed ass anyway.
"Mmm, yes please," I purred. "Another?"
"Maybe when you've earned it," Kara said.
I gasped and gave her hurt eyes. "Are you quite certain you aren't trying to sneakily domme me here?"
She smirked. "Not quite certain, no."
I laughed and we kept romping around the night woods a while longer. I 'earned' a few more spanks, and managed to finagle some more makeouts, but was never quite sure what triggered her desire for either. Mostly all I could control was how much she got to check me out, which I gave her plenty of incentive to do, contorting myself all kinds of ways to show myself off. It wasn't the same as being a showoff, I maintained internally, I was only doing it for her.
The flipside was that when we made our way back to the fire, my clothes were long abandoned somewhere we'd be unlikely to find again without daylight, so I probably could have been considered a bit of a showoff at that point. I was beginning to regret doffing my shoes by then too, as sharp little sticks were no friend to my bare tootsies.
The fireside gathering had grown since we'd left. Not by much, but Alicia was there, and another guy I didn't know very well. Alicia beamed when she saw Kara and I approaching, and the boys went wide-eyed with their mouths hanging open. Viv snorted in amusement, but I caught her checking me out too.
I did my best to act casual as Kara and I took our seats, like I wasn't naked in front of a half-dozen other people. It was hard to stay outwardly calm when I was buzzing inside and my pussy was wet and needy. All the extra attention made it worse.
"We've got the marshmallows," Viv said. "Where's the sticks?"
I blanked for a second and took a pull of my half-finished, now-warm beer. I had to recall that Kara and I had ostensibly been out looking for roasting sticks.
"Oh, right," I said smoothly. "Couldn't find any."
Viv paused for a beat. "Couldn't find any sticks?"
"Right."
"In the forest?"
I shrugged. "Must be out of season."
Kara was about pissing herself trying not to laugh as I straight-face lied my way through the exchange. It wasn't like I minded anyone knowing I'd been too busy seducing Kara to remember our mission, but I was committed to the bit now.
"And your clothes?" Viv asked.
"My what now?" I replied innocently.
"You went looking for sticks, still with some clothes on, and came back without either."
I looked down at myself. "Huh. Would you look at that. Moths must be bad this time of year."
Kara was snickering fiercely, trying and failing to take cover behind her own beer, and occasionally leaning over to hide her face behind my shoulder. She was making it rather difficult to keep a straight face.
Alicia was grinning wide as she watched the exchange. Mostly watched me, really. She was enjoying herself, seemed like. It confused me a little. We'd flirted a bit in the past, but it had never gone anywhere. She was another one, like Kara, who I had always assumed leaned more straight than anything, but she was kind of confirming suspicions of not being totally straight tonight.
"Did the moths leave the lipstick on your cheek too?" Viv asked.
I fell for it, reaching up to rub at incriminating evidence before recalling that Kara most definitely wasn't wearing lipstick.
"Har har," I said.
"You were out there being naughty," Viv teased. "I knew it."
I hardly dared look at anyone for a moment. There was possibly such a thing as too much attention.
"It's my fault," Kara said, unexpectedly coming to my rescue. She took my hand, interlacing our fingers. "I wanted some smoochies. I must have been a bit of a distraction."
That was underselling it. I could get lost in her so easily. Yet the idea that she was more of a distraction than me was ludicrous, given the clothing disparity.
"Careful," Viv teased. "Between the two of you, you're going to give the boys heart attacks."
I giggled helplessly and snuggled up as close to Kara as I could in our camp chairs that really weren't made for getting cozy next to each other. I curled up at first to protect some of my vulnerable areas, but kept finding my arm drifting away from my breasts, or my legs falling open again. In trying to protect some modesty--and I wasn't even sure why I bothered--I was really probably only making myself more of a tease.
I wasn't as intensely horny as during my naked posing and makeouts with Kara, but I still maintained a steady, baseline buzz. Being with her, being exposed, having so many other eyes that could be on me at any time, I never had any real chance at peace. I was excited, I was thrilled, and I was hopeful I might get some more out of my girlfriend tonight.
What I got next from her, however, was not what I expected.
"Hey Case," Kara said sweetly.
"Yeah?"
"Could you grab me another beer?" she asked, batting her eyes.
I gaped. "Seriously?" I squeaked.
"Pleeeaaase," she added, also intensifying the cute eyes she was making at me.
"No fair," I complained. "Can I borrow a shirt, at least?"
"Then I'd be cold," Kara said, as though it was only logical.
"Your pants are right there," Alex supplied helpfully before being booed and shushed by several other people at once.
"That would be cheating," Kara and I responded at nearly the same time.
I giggled and squeezed her hand. No, I wasn't about to put any of my clothes back on. Not tonight at all, I thought. If I could have wheedled a top off of her, only temporarily, that would be ok. But nothing of my own, certainly.
"I need to go pee anyway," Alicia said. "I'll go with you."
I gave her a look, then arched my eyebrow questioningly at Kara.
"There, you've got an escort," Kara said. "What do you have to be afraid of now?"
I shivered. I was afraid of Alicia taking advantage again. Though afraid wasn't the right word, since I was kind of hoping for another booty smack or two. I was still unsure of Kara's feelings on the matter. I knew what she'd told me, but that hadn't been the clearest boundary setting of all time by any means, and just because someone said they were cool with something didn't always mean they truly were.
Still, I got urged to my feet, drawing a few cheeky whistles as I blushed and awkwardly showed off a nearly three-sixty view of my body before heading toward the main cabin and leaving everyone to stare at my butt as much as they wanted.
I did get a quick spank on my way out. From Kara, even, which was my preferred choice. Alicia somewhat behaved herself at first, though maybe only because everyone was watching.
I couldn't quite help myself from swaying my hips again as I walked away. It was for Kara's benefit, but I was well aware she wouldn't be the only one watching.
"You're horny tonight," Alicia said as we walked.
"Says who?" I asked.
"You're stupidly wet," she said. "It glistens sometimes in the firelight, depending on how you were sitting."
I couldn't argue that. "I might be," I admitted.
"You like her, huh?" Alicia said.
"I do," I said. "You, uh, weren't making a play for me earlier, yeah? Nothing like that?"
Alicia snorted. "Nah, not my type, even if I was the sort to try something."
"You smacked my butt earlier."
"Sure I did. You were wandering by with no pants on. What's a girl supposed to do?"
"Ha, alright, fair enough."
Alicia slowed her steps before we reached the front door of the cabin. "I've never seen you be quite so bold before either," she said. "I mean, you've never been overly modest, but hanging out naked in front of everyone is new."
"Kara's a bad influence," I replied promptly.
"Sure she is." Alicia shrugged. "How, uh, how does it feel?"
I hesitated. "Embarrassing," I said. "Amazing. It's a turn on, of course. I don't think I'd dare do this without Kara."
"Trying to impress her?"
"Kind of, yeah. She, uh, seems to like me naked."
Alicia fully laughed as she opened the door for me. "You don't say."
The crowd had calmed down from earlier. Partly splitting up for one reason or another, or some people just calling it a night. It was getting to be that time, I supposed. I wasn't ready for bed yet, and lots of others would be up later than me, I assumed.
There were still plenty of people to gawk at me as I shyly padded toward the kitchen area. It was only a couple at first until someone loudly announced that I was back. "Holy shit she's naked!" were the exact words.
Alicia kept some space around us, which I was grateful for, though it had the incidental effect of making me appear to be more of a protected exhibit. All I was trying to do was grab fresh drinks, but it was a spectacle all the same.
Some drunk fool cheered when I bent over, which made my cheeks go fiercely red, but I understood and vaguely appreciated the sentiment. It also led to people starting to talk again, which was better than the reverent silence of before.
As I walked back through the crowd I witness a girl playfully pulling her boyfriend away from staring at me, a few disapproving frowns--though they were still looking at me, so whose fault was it really?--but mostly various levels of interest.
Alicia was already busy repeating and exaggerating stories from outside. She got some laughs as she explained about the giant, killer moths that had wrecked my wardrobe and left me stranded nude, lucky to be alive. I smiled and shook my head at her tales, but also got caught off-guard when she fell in beside me and gave me an encouraging pat on the bum to shoo me back outdoors.
"I knew you wanted to get another feel," I murmured.
"Accidental, I assure you," Alicia said.
We were about halfway back to the fire before I realized that I'd attracted a small following. Another handful of people paraded behind me and found seats by the fire as I handed Kara another beer and sat back down myself.
It was getting to be too much for me. I kind of wanted either privacy for just the two of us, or the freedom to play with myself. Or better yet, Kara playing with me. Some kind of fun, anyway. Having to sit there and be good while my pussy ran down my thighs and butt was becoming excruciating, and everywhere I looked other than straight into the fire, someone was watching right back. I had all the attention I could want.
"Doing ok?" Kara whispered to me.



"I'm so horny," I whined back.
"Hehe, yeah, I assumed. You really get off on this, huh?"
"Not usually! I mean a little. I've never been... this is new. This isn't skinny dipping or a quick flash or streak, you know. This is more intense."
Kara nodded. "But you are getting off on it?" she repeated, her hushed words coming from right next to my ear.
I was vibrating all over, aroused and needy. "Yeah," I said. "Of course I am. Apparently it's super obvious how turned on I am."
"It kind of is," Kara agreed. "I'm mostly wondering if you want to play with yourself here, or if we call it a night."
I stared at her, horny and hopeful, then slightly disappointed as I came back to reality.
"You're not talking about having sex, are you?" I asked.
"Not ready for that, no," Kara said. "Most likely I'd watch you masturbate either way. Most likely."
I let out a little whimper. It wasn't what I truly craved, but it was still so hot. I badly wanted her to watch me now that she'd said it. I wanted to rub my pussy for her. Maybe it would seduce her. Probably not, but it might at least get her all hot and bothered too. She had to be at least a little horny by now, I just couldn't tell how much.
I looked around the now somewhat crowded circle about the fire. Our friends had taken to murmuring amongst themselves, not all staring fully at me. I was still very obviously the centre of attention though. Which was fair enough, as I was still just hanging out naked. I would have been focused on me too, in their place.
I cleared my throat, wondering if I truly dared say what I wanted to say, then found myself speaking aloud before I was ready. Like someone had briefly taken control of me.
"Does anyone mind if I masturbate?"
My words hung in the air amid the crackling of the fire. I felt elated and mildly humiliated for a moment, worried about how I'd dared to say such a thing, and now I fully had everyone's silent attention again. Judging me, I feared for a short time.
Alex, one of the first to witness this game of ours from the start, just gave me an odd look. "You know we're all here for you at this point, don't you?"
Viv was a little slower, but nodded confidently. "We've been curious what you're gonna do next. Guess we know now."
No one disagreed. It was perhaps obvious when I thought about it that if anyone here wasn't interested in my shenanigans, they'd be elsewhere by now. It remained unclear how many of the circle were horny and wanting more from me, and how many were here from sheer helpless curiousity. Either way, I probably didn't need to worry what they thought. They'd made their choices.
I let my legs fall fully open and dropped a hand down between my thighs. I got a lot of interested stares for that move, and some downright gleeful looks too. It occurred to me that I was going to be the subject of multiple fantasies after this. People would be thinking of me while playing with themselves, or their partners as the case may be.
I clung tight to Kara's hand as I touched myself, sucking in a breath at my first self-caress. Oh it was bad. I was so wet and puffy, and sensitive as all hell.
"That's it babe," Kara said softly. "Take care of yourself."
I nodded and ran my fingertip up and down my horny little slit. I couldn't bear to tease myself long, but still had to decide between a couple fingers up inside me, or going straight for my clit. I opted for the latter. This was no time for subtlety.
There were a few hushed giggles and plenty of half-heard murmurings around me as I rubbed circles around my clit. They were watching. All of them. Watching and judging, even discussing. Like I was an art project rather than a horny, smitten girl.
Kara's hand was my lifeline amidst it all. She connected me to reality and comfort while the rest of me wandered an unreal path of showing off and giving in to my needs.
I couldn't even pretend anymore like I was just being cheeky, flirty, and free. As I'd told Kara, this wasn't the same as a streak or a skinny dip. This was me being fully lewd in front of people. Masturbating with an audience. Not a large audience, but large enough to be crazy.
I moaned as I got myself more and more worked up. My clit felt so good, and I couldn't get enough. I wanted Kara's fingers on me instead, or her tongue. Even in front of our friends. I closed my eyes and pictured the two of us lost in our own world, her mouth latched onto my pussy. It was an even less likely scenario than her eating me out at all, but it turned me on so good to imagine it.
It really wasn't a long masturbation session before I made myself cum. I made embarrassing, horny noises as I came, twisting my body helplessly as orgasm overtook me and I was lost to the pleasure. Kara kept holding my hand the whole way through, while I spasmed and moaned in front of everyone.
The intensity carried me through a while, and I forgot for a blissful moment that anyone at all was watching me. I just felt good, and wanted to hold onto that feeling. As I came down, slowly and cozily, reality set back in. I realized I'd just done probably the sluttiest thing of my life, and everyone was going to know about it, even if they hadn't actually been present.
I didn't mind for now. I just felt warm and nice, and let myself relax into the afterglow.
A few people drifted away once I'd finished. Some of the boys were clearly hard, even if they didn't want anyone to notice. It was the girls I was more interested in, but they were significantly harder to figure out as to whether they were wet or not, and if they were how much.
Kara specifically would have been nice to know about. She had to be horny to some degree. She had to be. But she remained an enigma at my side. Encouraging me at every step, enjoying the night, but giving me so little to work with when it came to knowing what was really going on in her head.
She let me chill for a few minutes, and incidentally let everyone else get their fill of staring at me. Small conversations picked back up sooner than I expected, as though the oddity of what I'd done had already faded. Like it wasn't even noteworthy anymore that I remained lewdly displayed for anyone interested. It made me less shy as I collected myself, but also a touch disappointed that I could be old news already.
"Time for bed?" Kara inquired gently.
I nodded and let her haul me to my feet. She supported me back inside, one of the smaller cabins in this case, where we were sharing a room. I barely managed to clean up and use the bathroom before flumping into our room and collapsing on the bed.
Kara, naturally, was more dignified about her bedtime routine. I didn't notice at first, too busy with my whirling mind, lost in my own thoughts, but I eventually started following her around the room with my eyes. Her clothes came off slowly and deliberately in what one might call a striptease, if one were easily aroused.
She only got down to a thin shirt and panties, enough to perhaps be titillating, but that wasn't really what I was watching her for. I was still horny, I wasn't sure I could easily stop being horny at this point, but my spectated orgasm had dulled it down and left me tired.
There was more romantic seduction in her bedtime ritual than sexual. She was getting ready to sleep with me. Not have sex, not that, but at least share the bed. That was enough for me right now.
It occurred to me that I felt closer to her than ever. I'd been focused on wanting her to want me, but some feelings seemed to have sneaked up on me in the process. Something about sharing my wild streaking tonight, sharing all of that in a weird sort of way. I felt more bonded to her as a result.
Kara bounced onto the bed next to me. "What ya thinkin' about?"
"You," I replied promptly.
"Of course you are," she said.
"What, you wanted it to be something else?" I asked.
"Not as such," Kara said. "I'm just worried because... I think I want to masturbate."
My eyes lit up. "Oh?"
"No, bad girl! No horny!"
"Oh like heck," I snorted. "I'm horny whether you masturbate or not."
Kara eyed me suspiciously. "Are you going to be ok if I do? Like... without your participation, I mean."
"I see. I promise not to touch your pussy," I swore. "Tonight," I added in a low breath.
Kara heard the latter, but chose to ignore it. I curled into a comfortable position for watching her, but she cheated by scooting herself under the covers. I tried to follow her, only to get a head shake.
"You stay where you are," she said.
"But then I can't see," I complained.
"Exactly. I'm shy."
"Since when?"
"Shyer than you, then," Kara amended.
"That's... fair," I admitted.
"Plus I want to be able to see you," she said in a quiet voice.
That did it for me. I might not get to watch her rub herself like I wanted, but if she wanted to masturbate to my gloriously nude form, that was something I'd very much like to support.
I struck a modeling pose rather than a comfortable one, showing myself off yet again. Just for Kara this time. No other wandering eyes. A crowd was fun, though maybe in smaller doses, but the intimacy of just my chosen partner was better in its own ways. Not as intense and exciting, but emotionally deeper by far and more romantically rewarding.
"You don't need to show off for me right now," Kara said.
"But you wanted to watch me," I said.
"Yeah. You. Like you are. It doesn't have to be anything more than that."
"You suuure you don't want me to turn around and spread my butt or anything?" I teased. "You seemed to enjoy it earlier."
Kara shook her head. "That's not what it's about."
"So you didn't enjoy it? And didn't take sneaky pictures?"
She growled. "Only a few," she admitted. "And not of your butthole."
"Why not?" I asked.
"'Cause it's you that's interesting, not your lewd bits. Not specifically them."
I grinned. "That's sweet. I think."
I was thrilled to hear her admission that she'd taken pictures. I was curious as to how and when she'd done so. She'd had chances, but I hadn't actually caught her. It saved me sending nudes later on either way. I still would, of course, but it was a nice head start.
Kara was rummaging under the covers. Trying to get herself set up for playing with herself comfortably, mostly likely.
"Take your panties off," I said.
She blushed. "What?"
"Yeah. Take 'em off." I bit my lip. "I can't see anything anyway, right?"
"So why do you care then," she mumbled.
"I just do," I said.
Kara paused in deep thought for a moment, then decisively squirmed her limbs beneath the blanket. She held out her undies from under the blanket, long enough to make sure I saw, then dropped them to the floor.
"Happy?" she asked.
"Very," I beamed.
I snagged her near hand while it was outside the covers and twined my fingers in hers. She continued to blush furiously, but didn't let it stop her from reaching back down with her other hand and finding her pussy.
I only got to imagine what she was actually doing to herself. I couldn't see much of anything. But I could hear her little noises, and watch her face, and feel the reassurance of her hand in mine. That same reassurance she'd given to me so many times tonight.
I played with myself too, somehow more confident above the covers and fully exposed than Kara was while all cocooned beneath the sheets. I was fine if she watched me, if she saw everything. She already had, really, and I enjoyed letting her drink me in as much as she wanted.
"Caseyyy," Kara moaned.
I smiled at her. "Rub yourself, babe," I said in a low, husky voice. "Get yourself off."
She nodded. "I am."
"Good girl."
"Dooonnn't," she whined. "You're supposed to follow my orders. Not the other way around."
I slipped a pair of fingers in my pussy, gently finding my own fun spots. "Is that what you think?"
"It's better that way," Kara insisted.
"So you don't want to... rub your clit for me? Get all hot and bothered for me?" I made dirty, lascivious eye contact with her. "Cum for me?"
Kara whimpered. "Damn it, Case."
"I could help any time you want," I offered. "I could suck on your clit so good. You just have to say."
She made even hornier noises, shaking her head at my suggestions for how I could insinuate myself into her masturbation more physically, but also giving me the sexiest, most pleading eyes I'd ever seen on her, and perhaps on anyone.
"Good girl," I repeated breathily as her arm and hand moved frantically under the covers. "Keep going. Make yourself cum for me. That's it."
I kept encouraging her, kept holding her hand, and kept rubbing myself along with her. I had my fingers pressing inside me, and my palm gently teasing my clit. It would have been better with two hands, or some help from her, but I wanted to focus on her right now anyway. I could get myself off whenever I wanted. Watching Kara cum was a special event.
I cooed and murmured praise as she came beside me. Lots of the fun remained hidden by our sheets, but her face and its cute expressions were all mine to enjoy, and her fingers biting almost painfully into my hand still in her grip. I fed on having my hand crushed by hers, as it was the closest contact I could get to her while she went through her well-earned orgasm.
"I hate that that kind of worked for me," Kara admitted, panting and slightly sweaty.
I grinned. "Good girl."
"Stop saying that!" she insisted, blushing sweetly. "You're a good girl. Not me."
"We both can be."
She growled and tried to slip her hand free, but I held it still. I hadn't cummed yet.
Kara sighed. "Alright, well you better do it too."
"That's not very domme-y of you," I chastised.
She shrugged. "I'm not typically much of a domme, so that's fine."
"You do a good impression of one sometimes," I said.
"I just get horny and know what I want sometimes," she said.
"So tonight was good?" I asked.
Kara smiled faintly and rubbed her thumb over my knuckles. "That was fun," she said. "I still can't believe you went through with it. In front of everyone."
"You kept telling me to," I said.
She snorted. "And like you're so obedient you had to?"
"When I want to be," I said softly. "For the right person."
Kara flushed crimson. "Stop... stop being horny."
"Can't. Mid-masturbation at the moment."
"Well then cum already, would you?"
I smirked. "Is that an order?"
Kara glared at me, but then rolled toward me. I was caught off-guard as she moved in for a kiss, and even went so far as run a hand up my warm tummy and cup my breast. She played with my tits a little and gave me more kisses, making my pussy-play all the more urgent for me.
"It's an order," she decided. "You're gonna be a good girl now. You're gonna cum for me, and maybe you'll be able to behave yourself afterward."
"Seems unlikely," I said. "But I like the first part of the plan."
Kara tweaked my nipple, just enough of a sharp little pain to go straight to my clit and make me gasp. She was making me tingle so good, with her words and touches, and her kisses. I knew I wouldn't get anywhere asking her to touch or lick my pussy, not yet, but the image of it in my head was so hot.
"That's a good girl," Kara told me as my words became sighs and moans. "Keep rubbing your clit. Have a nice cum so we can go to bed."
I whimpered as she encouraged me and kept playing with my tits. It all built up inside me, all the pleasure and intimacy, then released in a magical moment of shaky, trembling orgasm, all beneath Kara's watchful eye and wandering hand.
She kissed my forehead after and settled back in next to me, just calmly watching and smiling a secret little smile like she'd gotten what she wanted.
I lay right where I was for a time, then eventually slipped under the covers with her. I was kind of surprised she allowed it, or indeed me cuddling naked with her while she was nearly naked herself, but I loved that I had the chance and seized it firmly while it was there.
"This was a good evening," I said.
"Uh huh. See how you feel tomorrow," Kara mumbled sleepily.
"Worst case is I'm horribly embarrassed and you have to, uh, console me."
"I don't think me consoling you is as sexy as your tone is implying."
I shrugged. "We'll see."
****
I didn't feel horrible about anything the next morning. I was slightly hungover, only slightly, and my cheeks burned to think about what I'd gotten up to the night before. But gazing at Kara next to me, remembering the way she in particular had looked at me while I'd been flaunting myself, it made everything else fade into the background. I'd do it all again just to have her interested, appreciative gaze on me for a moment.
I let her wake up in her own time. I was in no hurry to leave our bed, and I could lie there watching her sleep for hours if given the chance.
Kara woke up and smiled shyly to find me already awake next to her. She didn't allow any messing around first thing other than a few light, almost chaste kisses, but I got to perv on her when she rolled out of bed and had to find some clothes. Her lack of bottoms was a particular treat for me, and I congratulated myself of last night on my stroke of genius.
"Yeah yeah," Kara mumbled. "I know you're staring." She awkwardly bent over to grab some new panties from her bag. "Hope you're enjoying yourself."
"I truly am," I said. "Never seen your butt before."
Kara pulled her panties up with a soft snap before turning around. She still blushed, but appeared more confident now that she was covered. "I'd almost ask what you think, but--"
"Fantastic," I said promptly. "Ten out of ten, would see again."
Kara sighed. "You know, I've had this image in my head that dating another girl would be an elegant and classy affair. You're just as horny as any boy I ever dated."
I grinned at her. "You bring out the best in me. And let's not pretend you had nothing to do with last night."
"That's... fair. I knew what I was getting into." She gave me an appreciative gaze. "And it worked out for me."
"Hehe, hornygirl."
"I'm not as bad as you," she protested.
"You might be worse, if anything," I teased.
"I'm not the one who got naked in front of everyone," she said. "And happens to still be naked."
I sat up and let the sheets fall away from my bare chest, smirking at how her eyes flicked to my chest. "Right, and of course you had nothing to do with that. You're perfectly innocent in what we got up to."
"... shut up."
I laughed and bounced out of bed. My staring at her butt, her gorgeous bare butt, was nothing compared to the way she drank me in. I had more to show off, what with not having any clothes on at all, and especially in the full morning light compared to the dusk of last evening. I took my time about wheedling a temporary outfit out of Kara, and took even more time about dressing up enough that her eyes weren't permanently affixed to me.
I only borrowed a button up shirt and underwear from her, and for that matter only buttoned a couple of the middle buttons on said shirt so that my panties and cleavage were both left loosely exposed. I had clothes of my own other than the ones I'd abandoned last night, but it felt nicer wearing Kara's stuff than digging out my own. I had to assume she knew that I could have dressed modestly in my own things, and like me was deliberately evading mentioning the possibility. It was more fun this way.
We got some smiles and wistful glances as we made our way out to the small kitchen area of the cabin. There was a significantly smaller crowd to deal with first thing, as only about half a dozen of us had slept in this cabin overnight. One girl rolled her eyes and scoffed at the sight of me, but didn't actually say anything. I half wondered if she minded herself, or was just annoyed at the way her boyfriend looked at me, and the way he'd seen me naked the night before.



Kara and I got some coffee to get us going, then went out on a walk for the purposes of finding my lost clothes. I at least needed my pants back, since my phone was in them.
It felt like a casual, morning-after-sex kind of walk to me. Like just a way to spend time and be close after sexual intimacy. It wasn't far removed from that, in a sense, even if we definitely hadn't actually had sex.
My pants and underwear were right by the fire pit, so were easy to find, if a little damp from the night. My phone luckily seemed to be fine, though in hindsight it hadn't been very clever leaving it out like that. The rest of my clothes involved a giggling, meandering waltz through the woods, and made me acutely aware of how difficult it was to retrace my steps without obvious landmarks to help.
I was at least able to entertain myself by unbuttoning my shirt and letting it hang artfully down my body, only barely covering my tits with any kind of modesty, and sometimes not even that. Kara gave a wistful sigh every now and then as she looked at me.
"You're such a tease," she said.
"Am I really a tease if you can have me any time you want?" I asked.
"You still can be, yes."
We did manage to stumble across the last cache of my things, mostly because we hadn't gotten that deep into the woods last night, and if we'd just patrolled back and forth in the shallow forest a few times we would have found them sooner.
I carried my stuff in a bundle, not bothering with actually getting dressed yet. We took a roundabout way back to our cabin, tacitly agreeing we weren't done just walking and chatting yet, and we weren't quite ready to have to be sociable with other people either.
Our path carried us past the edge of a small lake. Our cabins weren't right on the waterfront, but they were close enough to be just visible from where we stood.
"I've gone skinny dipping in here before," I said, smiling as the memory hit me.
"I know," Kara said. "I was there."
I grinned at her. "You've been trying to catch me naked any time you can, huh?"
"Not trying, no," she said. "It just seems to happen around you."
"It's not that often!" I insisted. "Why does everyone keep talking like it happens all the time."
Kara shrugged. "I guess you make an impression."
I nodded. "Acceptable answer." I glanced at the lake again. "Hey, we should go in now!"
"I haven't got a swimsuit."
"We don't need suits."
Kara rolled her eyes. "Remember five seconds ago when you were complaining about how everyone thinks you're getting naked all the time?"
"This is different," I said, already shedding my shirt and panties, piling my things all in one messy bunch on the ground. "This is just us. It's private."
"It isn't," Kara said.
"It's close. It's early enough no one else wants to be up and about."
"It's after ten."
"Is it?" I said. "Damn. Well anyway, I'm going in. You do you."
I splashed into the water. It was a perfect morning temperature, warm but with just enough of a chill to be invigorating.
Kara just watched me at first with the sort of look of the owner of an exasperated puppy who wouldn't do as it was told. She did, however, glance behind her a few times.
"You promise no one's gonna see?" she asked.
I shook my head. "Nope. You know I can't promise that."
"Caseyyy."
"What? Just do it. Faster you do it, less chance someone sees you acting weird out there."
Kara growled, took another moment to make up her mind, then started ditching her clothes. "Turn around," she ordered.
"Sure thing," I said as I proceeded to not move a muscle.
It was my turn to sigh wistfully as I got my first view of Kara fully naked. It wasn't seductively done, and she was quick to get to the safety of the water afterward, but I loved every second I got and tried to etch her in my brain. My pussy woke up properly as I checked her out, asking for attention now that we were both nude.
"You were supposed to turn around," Kara chastised me fiercely.
"Oops," I said. "I forgot."
"You're horrible."
"I'm charming and whimsical, actually," I countered.
Kara sighed and let herself float up on her back, just looking up at the clear morning sky. This had the effect of showing off her tits and tummy to me, and hinting at her pussy. After being annoyed that I'd watched her strip it seemed a bit of an oversight on her part, but I wasn't about to point it out to her.
"I'm naked," she finally said.
"You sure are," I confirmed.
"It's... kind of exciting," she said.
"Isn't it though."
She flipped back down to her feet and looked at me seriously. "I don't do this. You know I don't do this."
"You're doing it now," I said. "Neat, huh?"
"You're a bad influence," she accused.
"I'm a fun influence," I corrected.
"Why am I doing this though," Kara whined.
"'Cause you got jealous of how happy and free I am?" I tried.
"Hardly."
"Of the attention I got?"
"Don't think so."
I shrugged. "You want to try something wild and crazy while we're still out here, and feel safe doing it with me?"
"..."
"Ha, that's it, isn't it?"
"No," Kara said. "Shut up. I don't even like you."
I laughed aloud and kissed her firmly. "Liar."
"Fuck, yeah. Shit, I do like you." Kara ran her hands up my bare, slippery back. "And you do awaken some things in me. I shouldn't let you, but you do."
"So much for only living vicariously through me, huh?" I said.
"So much for it," she agreed.
"I like you a little wild and crazy though," I told her.
"You like me naked and in your reach," Kara argued.
"I can like two things." I put a hand to her chest, appreciatively feeling her breast mainly, but also getting a sense of how her heart was pounding. "You're really excited, huh?"
"I'm nervous!"
"We're in the water. Even if someone sees--"
"No one better see," Kara said, squirming anxiously. "Bad enough you seeing."
I bit my lip. "But you're so beautiful."
I got to see the perfect rosy blush on her cheeks, even as she tried to hide her face from me.
"Shut uuuppp," she whined.
"I won't," I said, stealing another kiss. "I want to see more of you. All of you. As often as I can, ideally."
"'Cause you're horny!"
"Largely, yes," I agreed. "But I'd enjoy you even if I wasn't. I like you, Kara."
She squirmed some more, but naked and submerged as we were our smooth, slippery bodies rubbing together was incredibly enjoyable to me.
"Couldn't you have enjoyed me in a private setting?" she mumbled shyly.
"Could, have, and will," I assured her. "But this was fun to try, wasn't it?"
She laughed ruefully and pushed away from me, swimming about a bit. I lazily chased her, making a game of trying to get hold of her again and usually settling for getting a cheeky feel in before she darted away in a different direction again.
"How do you do it?" Kara asked in between me groping her. "Being seen by people while you're naked. Lots of people, even."
"Oh that." I stopped chasing her and let my toes touch down. "I don't know. It's exhilarating. It's kind of embarrassing at times, but it's more about the thrill. It's like... like doing something scary. Bungie jumping, or roller coasters, or skydiving. The scare is part of the thrill, and why would I bother worrying about the fear afterward?"
Kara sighed, floating up beside me. "You've probably done all those things too, haven't you?"
"Never skydived actually," I said. "Just feels risky."
She snickered. "Yeah, and you're so risk-averse."
I pulled in her to me. She allowed herself to be caught and enfolded in my arms, nestling into my watery embrace.
"I'm risk-aware," I said. "I like to know what I'm getting into. And I like to make sure my risks are worthwhile."
"Like last night?"
I grinned. "Very worthwhile."
I kissed Kara, and she kissed me back just as eagerly. I escalated, trying not to move too quickly, but wanting to take my chance. She was excited and getting super horny, despite teasing me for being horny. Outdoor, semi-public nudity could do that, as I well knew.
I liked to think a lot of her arousal was specific to me. I knew I wanted her badly, and even being aware she was a little more cautious and exploratory about our relationship than I was, all my instincts were still telling me that I was making progress on her.
Certainly Kara responded well to my touches and kisses, giving me little moans and wiggles to encourage my advances. I thought back to last night, and how badly I'd wanted to please her then but had to restrain myself. Maybe she was like me and still feeling the effects of our arousal and restraint. I wanted more, wanted to make her feel good if I could, but I didn't know how much I could get away with.
"Can I touch you?" I whispered.
"I think you already are," Kara said breathily.
"No, like really touch you," I said.
She bit her lip, giving me the cutest eyes as she processed what I meant and how she wanted to react to it.
"We're already being crazy..." she finally said.
I grinned and kissed her again while letting my hand nimbly skim down her tummy and to the treasure below. Kara gasped and buried her face in my neck as I touched her wet little pussy, running my fingers delicately along her sensitive area.
Being underwater wasn't ideal as far as getting inside her, but I didn't need to. I could do plenty just with her clit.
As a consummate professional, I worked my way calmly and gradually toward properly masturbating her. I teased her lips, ran circles around her, and only brushed at her clit at first. I got her shivering and clutching tightly to me before I started rubbing her for real.
"Case..." Kara hissed.
"I got you," I whispered into her ear. "Let me take care of you."
"You're so horny!"
I snorted and declined to argue with her. She was, after all, naked in my arms--in the lake no less--and encouraging me to play with her clit. A horny contest was going to pretty much be a tie by any metric at the moment.
What Kara didn't see with her face nuzzled to my neck, and what I almost missed entirely despite having much less of an excuse, were Viv and Alicia strolling along the trail by the lake. They seemed to have spotted us before I had seen them, and had purposefully detoured toward us. I caught them giggling as they found the pile of clothes Kara and I had left on shore, and thereafter putting the pieces together of what we were up to.
I chewed my lip, knowing that really I should let Kara know we'd been spotted, but not at all wanting to listen to that rational part of myself. Instead I put a finger to my lips, urgently trying to make eye contact with either of our witnesses.
Viv caught the gesture and smirked, though at least nudged Alicia and got her to behave as well. The two of them, the little shits, didn't move on though. They happily sat down on the edge of the water and waited.
Kara was going to kill me for this. But perhaps if I made her cum hard enough I could get a stay of execution.
I kept her occupied at the very least. My fingers knew what they were doing, dancing on her pussy and clit. I enhanced the experience with some tactical ear nibbling and some light fingernails up and down her spine. I wanted her shaking and whimpering for me. I wanted her feeling so, so good.
"You're gonna cum for me," I told her.
Not a question, a statement. A command, even. It was telling that she was so smitten with me in the moment that she just nodded and kissed my neck, not questioning me at all. I could get used to this side of her, if only I could work out how to bring it out in her.
Kara's moans got louder and more frequent as she got close. She realized she was getting noisy and tried to muffle herself against me as much as possible, but I of course could still hear everything, and I was pretty sure she was still loud enough for Viv and Alicia to catch the occasional horny noise.
"Cum, baby girl," I whispered to her. "Cum for me. Cum on my fingers."
Kara shook her head, but very soon after bit lightly on my shoulder and held there while she mewled and shook in my arms. Cumming for me as I rubbed her clit. I stayed right with her through the whole thing, treating her so good and murmuring soothing things to her until she came back to reality.
"Damn," she finally said.
"Good?" I asked.
"Very," Kara confirmed. "I'm just worried now that you'll think you can do that any time you want."
"... you're worried by that?"
She slowly unfolded herself from me, which was expected but still disappointing. "We're still figuring things out, aren't we?"
"I guess kinda."
"I don't want to get your hopes up too high too fast."
I shrugged and tried a crooked smile. "Might be too late to worry about that."
Kara sighed, but then kissed me fondly. "I was afraid of that. Anyway, let's get back before anyone wonders where we are. I'm all done with excitement for the morning."
"Um... about that..."
I was too slow to warn Kara before she turned and found Viv and Alicia watching us. She shrieked, then sunk deeper into the water so only her eyes were above the surface. That only lasted a moment before she whirled back to me and popped her mouth back above water.
"What the hell!"
"Sorry. They just kind of showed up," I said. "I didn't want to interrupt."
"They saw me cum! From you!"
I nodded. "Well yes, technically."
Kara punched my arm. "You're such an ass."
I pouted. "It's not my fault."
"You didn't tell me. It is your fault."
"You were gonna be embarrassed either way."
"I could have been less embarrassed," Kara insisted.
"And had one less amazing cum though," I pointed out.
"It was a good cum, not amazing," she said.
I snorted. "Liar."
Kara started heading toward shore. "You're not getting yourself out of this one no matter how good it was. I'm going to be annoyed at you, dammit!"
"Oh come on. It's only Viv and Alicia. They're cool. And they both saw plenty of me last night."
"That's true," Alicia unhelpfully added. "We did. And we get more this morning." She beamed. "What a great weekend."
"Well you can see lots more of her," Kara grumbled. "'Cause she's not allowed to get dressed."
I grinned as a thrill ran through me, right down to my clit. I wasn't really ready for another bout of nudity in front of everyone. Not while everyone was sober and it was full daylight out. But I was so very ready to be naked for Kara, and to obey sexy commands should she give them. I was pretty sure she was just trying to get back at me a little--even though it still really wasn't my fault, mostly--but it was still kind of fun.
"I'm not?" I asked, trying to sound nervous about it.
Kara emerged from the water, dripping wet and gloriously naked. She could have told me to do damn near anything while looking like that and I would have happily complied. "Not until we get back to the cabin," she said, wringing out her hair a little and clearly trying to pretend like Viv and Alicia weren't there.
"That seems fair," I said, emerging behind her and happily taking some attention for myself. I also benefited from water cascading down my bare body, making me all wet and shiny as I stepped back onto dry land.
Alicia smacked my butt on the way by, while Viv only watched Kara and I with a small, secret smile. Both of them remained slight enigmas as to what they really thought about last night and this morning, but I enjoyed whatever was happening.
"Mind helping me carry my clothes?" I asked Alicia sweetly.
Her lips curled up. "Really not gonna dress, huh?"
"I've been commanded not to," I said.
"Ha, right. 'Cause you're so obedient," Viv laughed.
"I am when it suits me," I said.
Alicia and Viv helped gather my things, clearly interested enough in following the action that they didn't mind carrying my stuff for me. I loaded them up with my various clothes, and my phone, and sneaked a few of Kara's things in with mine.
I was smooth enough that no one seemed to notice what I was up to until I made my final move. Kara was just in the process of slipping on her panties, her cheeks crimson as she tried not to look at anyone else while getting herself covered again. I nimbly plucked her underwear from her hands before she could step into them, then grabbed her shirt and pants off the ground too.
I was already dashing away when Kara squawked indignantly and took off after me. I grinned and let her close the distance a little, then ran as fast as I could for the cabin.
"I'm going to kill you!" Kara shouted after me. "I'm going to actually murder you!"
"Only if you can caaatttch meee," I taunted her.
Viv and Alicia were already way behind us, though I could hear them laughing at our antics. I was thoroughly enjoying myself, even though I knew I might have just gotten myself in more trouble than was wise.
Unfortunately, it also turned out that Kara could in fact catch me. She might have secretly been a faster runner than me anyway, but it could also have been the fact that I had to contend with carrying her things in my arms while she was unencumbered. Or, indeed, that she had stronger motive to move quickly. We were already back in populated territory and had attracted some bemused stares.
I braced myself to be tackled or otherwise grabbed when I heard Kara come up beside me. She just kept going though, apparently having decided shelter was more important than revenge at the moment.
My eyes locked onto her ass as she zoomed past me, and I knew whatever punishment I got from this would be well worth the memory in my head of watching her streak ahead of me, embarrassed and naked with a scattering of onlookers about. She was so damn beautiful to me, and she was downright painfully hot with no clothes on, let alone while majestically running her little heart out.
Kara burst through the front door of our cabin, just ahead of a few whistles and shouts of either appreciation or exasperation. I turned and sketched a quick bow to our audience, then laughed and darted inside as well before I had to deal with any more follow up than that.
Kara was waiting for me halfway to our bedroom, hands on her hips, frown furrowing her brow. The joke was on her, though, because without any clothes I wasn't about to be cowed by her displeasure, I was only going to take the opportunity to drink her in.
"You think that was funny?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yes."
"You... you're impossible!"
I beamed. "Thank you."
Kara marched at me, swatted her clothes out of my hands, then pressed me up against the wall, pinning my wrists back over my head. Once again, this was hardly a punishment for me. I was so ready to submit to anything she wanted of me just then.
What she wanted, it turned out, was to kiss me deeply, long enough for all thoughts to leave my head aside from her and how she felt against me.
"I'm aware this is only encouraging you," she mumbled against my mouth.
"I mean... yeah," I said.
"Don't do that again," she said.
"I make no promises."
Kara growled and made out with me some more, then backed off a little, but still kept my arms pinned. The front door swung open while we were still standing like that, and Viv and Alicia popped in with our stuff.
"Aw jeez," Viv said. "Hornygirls."
Kara sighed. "This is my life now, isn't it?"
"Hopefully," I said.
Kara let my arms drop and we followed Viv and Alicia to our room where they dropped our things off and left us to our own devices again, though both of them got some cheeky feels in on the way out. Alicia once again went for my butt, though grabbed it this time instead of just spanking it. Viv opted to bite her lip and give one of my boobs a quick feel instead.
Kara seemed amused at their caresses of my body, though yelped and glared when Alicia swatted her bum too. Soon enough we were all on our own, and this time safely in our room where there shouldn't be any intruders.



"You're such a bad influence," Kara said.
"Again, not my fault," I said.
"So you keep saying. Stealing my clothes was, though."
"Well... yeah, that was all me," I admitted. "It was fun though, right?"
Kara sighed. "It was. I'm still going to get you back for it though. You understand that, don't you?"
I smiled and nodded. "I do."
Kara pushed me into bed and clambered on top of me. Whatever revenge she may or may not visit upon me, there were more fun things to take care of right now.
I let her be on top for a while, kissing and groping me, pushing me back any time I tried to regain some control. I was only play-fighting, making it interesting without any particular desire to actually win. Kara was horny and going crazy on me, which was all I could have asked for, really.
I didn't expect her to actually rub my pussy for me, but indeed she did. I really stopped fighting back at that point, since getting fingered by her was exactly what I wanted. Her technique wasn't anything special or refined--we could work on that--but just the fact that she was doing it at all was wonderful. I didn't expect my little prank to actually work out so well in my favour.
"I'm just encouraging bad behaviour again," Kara said. "I really shouldn't do that."
"I'll be good," I lied.
Kara snorted. "I don't actually know if you're capable."
I gave her big puppy eyes. "I can be a good girl," I said innocently.
She groaned and kept fingering my pussy, eventually switching her focus to my clit and making me cum. After our shenanigans of last night and this morning, a nice cum from my girlfriend was the perfect capstone to it all, and nicely brought me down from my insane horniness.
It was kind of unclear whether I was horny from all the streaking, or whether I kept streaking because I was horny. Either way, cumming on Kara's fingers was what I needed, and mellowed me back out nicely. I felt so close to her afterward, and not just because we were lying naked together with her still on top of me.
"Can we put clothes on now?" she asked me, eyebrow arched teasingly.
I smiled up at her, stealing a kiss while I had the chance. "Almost," I said.
"Caseeeyyy," she said warningly.
I fluttered my eyelashes winsomely. "What?"
"You said you'd be good."
"I did say that, didn't I?"
She squealed as I flipped her on her back, pinning her down. She acted like she wanted to throw me right back off again, but I recognized the exact same play-fighting as I'd been doing not long ago. I stayed on top of her, enjoying her naked body wiggling against mine, and took any chanced I got to kiss her neck or feel her up.
"Your turn," I said.
"Isn't!" Kara protested.
"You want fingers or tongue?" I asked.
"Neither!"
"Fingers or tongue?" I repeated patiently.
"... tongue please," Kara said shyly.
"Good girl," I said.
"Oh shut up. Use that mouth for something more productive why don't you?"
I grinned and sank down toward her waist. "Don't mind if I do!"
Kara sighed, knowing she'd given me exactly what I wanted, but I fully intended to leave her as happy with her decision as I was. I was going to treat her pussy so good.
She was incredibly wet for me already. I declined to comment on it, as I was already pushing my luck pretty hard. She knew how horny she was anyway, even if she pretended not to.
I tasted her, enjoying her particular flavour and lapping up her excess wetness. She was hesitant, but warmed up to getting her pussy licked pretty quickly.
"You're the first girl to do this to me," Kara said softly. "Hope you appreciate that."
"You think there's any chance I wouldn't appreciate it?" I asked.
"Not really, no."
I nuzzled at pussy, then stuck my tongue as deep into her as I could. "This is all mine now."
"Ha! Cheeky, aren't we," Kara said. "I'm letting you do this once. Once, you hear me?"
I ignored her. My intent was solidly to lick her out well enough that she'd forget all about these protests of hers. I firmly believed in my ability to eat her out like she never had been before.
I wasn't even unjustified in that belief, as her little moans and whimpers suggested. It really didn't take long for Kara to forget all about trying to act aloof and indifferent to my lickies, and instead eagerly rode my tongue with ever greater enthusiasm.
"Caseeeyyy," she whined, panting with need as I got her all worked up, just the way I wanted her.
I kept licking her, building her up, and deliberately kept her right on the edge until she was desperate and clutching at me, begging for a release. I made her cum when I judged the timing just right, and made her explode hard and deep.
Making Kara cum was almost as good as a cum of my own, in its own way. I loved making someone I cared about that happy, and in particular there was a definite satisfaction in the culmination of the seduction. Not that I believed I'd fully won her over just yet, but it was a big step.
I waited where I was, just nuzzling her thighs and offering kisses to a wide circle around her pussy, not actually touching it again. When eventually she reached for me and guided me back up to cuddle with her, I accepted quickly and easily.
"Ok," she admitted. "That was pretty nice."
"Good," I said. "Plenty more where that came from."
"Ha, we'll see."
"Mhm."
"No more tricking me into getting naked," Kara said.
"We'll see," I said, turning her own words back.
"Be good," she said. "Oh who am I kidding, you don't know how, do you?"
"Not with you, I don't think," I teased.
Kara sighed. "Can we put our clothes back on yet?"
"In a minute," I purred, still enjoying being all tangled up, warm, and sweaty with her while we were naked together. "Who needs clothes anyway?"
"You're bad," she said, running her fingers up and down my spine. "Luckily I kind of like that about you."
I grinned. "I kind of like that about me too."
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Kara and I were doing pretty well after our group camping trip. She still made me work a little harder than I was used to for sex, but when she was in the mood it was amazing. Fortunately, being a show off continued to work pretty well in that regard. Teasing her with my body, especially in risky or public locations, really got her going.
She'd started her own coffee shop before we actually got together. I enjoyed visiting her there when I wasn't working. She tended to put in way more hours a week than I did, so it was an excuse to spend more time together. She also had some pretty slow hours at times, which meant good opportunities for me. Wednesday mornings in particular were often dead, and coincided nicely with my free time.
"I don't know what it is about Wednesdays," Kara complained one morning. "Might as well probably just close for a few hours, really."
"But I like hanging out with you, babe," I said winsomely, perched on her counter while we chatted.
"We could hang out doing something actually fun," she said. "Catch a movie, go out for brunch, go shopping..."
"Sure, sure," I said. "But I wouldn't be able to do this."
So saying, I pulled my top up over my tits and let it stay there, fully flashing Kara.
Her eyes flicked toward the door, even though there was a little bell that would have let us know if anyone had come in. I loved that she still got more nervous than me sometimes about my nudity. Then again, it was her shop, not mine. I supposed propriety might be more of a concern for her in that sense.
"You simply cannot keep your clothes on, can you?" she teased.
I shrugged. "You have that effect on me."
"Uh huh," she said, flicking my nipple. "This is my fault somehow."
"Exactly! I'm glad you understand."
Kara rolled her eyes. "Do you ever even wear a bra anymore?"
I grinned impishly. "Just gets in the way when you're around."
"Uh huh." A mischievous grin appeared on her lips. "Well... if you're in that kind of mood anyway..."
I felt happy tingles inside as I recognized that we were about to get up to something naughty. "Yes?"
Kara nodded toward the door. "I forgot to put out the sidewalk sign this morning. Dare you to do it."
I frowned. "That's it?"
"With your shirt still pulled up, obviously," she said.
"Ah. I see." I hopped off the counter. "Easy peasy."
"Oh?" she said. "Well then, shirt off entirely."
I laughed and tossed my top at her. I found her outdoor sign and pattered over to the door. I wasn't brave enough to pop out without checking out the surroundings. Waiting for a couple walking a dog to pass, I skittered out, set up the sign, then darted back in within the span of a few seconds.
It was enough time for me to register that a couple passing cars or some guys on the other side of the street may have seen, but quick enough that I didn't get any obvious reactions. No one chased me down either, which I took as me getting away with it.
"Ha, easy," I said, strolling back to Kara.
"I don't know, Case," she said. "You did that pretty fast. I think you might have been shy."
"Nuh uh, none of that," I said. "I did the dare. Pay up."
"Dares don't have rewards," she told me. "That's not how--"
I ignored her and stole a kiss, one of my favoured rewards for such things. Granted, I kind of had to give myself my rewards a lot of the time, but Kara typically played along.
She didn't give my shirt back right away, and I didn't ask for it. Without discussing it, we kind of mutually accepted a morning of seeing what we could get away with. I stayed topless and hung out with Kara, occasionally wandering the store where anyone passing could see me through the large glass side of the shop.
She dared me to do some tasks about the place, wiping tables or cleaning the windows. I didn't care for the part where I was simply being tricked into doing chores, but I did rather enjoy the danger of it. Especially at the window where my tits were pretty much on display to anyone passing. It was both a thrill and annoyance how many people didn't even glance my way, and I started pressing my boobs right up against the glass at times when pedestrians went by without so much as turning theirs heads. Their loss.
Kara just watched me with amusement, occasionally doing some small chores of her own. I knew she was having fun with me being a show off. She always did.
I was, however, caught unawares by the bell tinkling as the door opened. I pulled back from the window, flushing at someone other than Kara seeing me being a perversely sexual little thing. I had an internal fight about whether I should immediately cover my breasts with my arms or not. The deciding factor was that the person wandering into the shop was a pretty cute girl. My one weakness, as it happened.
"Welcome," Kara said, fighting back obvious amusement at my reaction. "Can I get you anything?"
The girl flicked her eyes away from my chest for a moment. "Is this a coffee shop?"
Kara sighed. "Alright, apparently our branding needs work. But yes, it is."
"Your branding's fine," the girl said, slowly moving toward the counter while keeping half an eye on me. "It says 'coffee' in big letters on the window. Just... every time I walk by it feels like someone has their tits out in here."
I blushed furiously. "I'm not even here that often," I complained. "And I do not always have my tits out."
"You pretty often do," Kara said.
I folded my arms across my chest, way too late to do any good. "Whose fault is that? You're always daring me."
"Yeah, babe, but you always accept." Kara turned her customer service smile back on to the girl. "What can I get you."
The girl bemusedly gave her order and sat at the nearest table to the front counter. She and Kara chatted away, both of them being very obvious about mostly paying attention to me the whole time while Kara prepared the coffee.
"I'm Kara," Kara said. "The girl with the nice rack is Casey."
"Maya," the girl introduced herself. "I've, uh, been curious. I walk by here fairly often. Never come in before."
"Wednesday mornings are slow for some reason," Kara shrugged. "We... sometimes entertain ourselves."
Kara and Maya shared sly grins. I was still a little embarrassed, but also happy about being told I had a nice rack. I knew it already, sure, but it meant more coming from my girlfriend.
Maya looked thoughtful as she sipped her coffee. "I do tend to have free time Wednesday mornings," she said. "And I do need coffee..."
I felt a little thrill at the implication that she wanted to come back again just to see me again.
"Case usually finds ways to take her clothes off," Kara said. "You're welcome to come and enjoy it with me."
"Again," I protested, "not my fault."
Maya giggled and got to her feet. "You two are fun. I'm glad I finally stopped in. Wondering what was going on in here was driving me crazy."
She left, and Kara let me put my shirt back on. She felt up my tits a little first, but only a little.
"She was cute," Kara said.
"Very," I agreed.
"You're not supposed to agree with that," she said. "You're supposed to tell me I'm cuter, or something."
"You're hotter by far," I added smoothly. "But you can't ask me to pretend she wasn't stupidly cute."
Kara rolled her eyes but laughed. "You want her to come back, don't you?"
"Kinda, yeah. Don't you?"
"Well... she did buy a coffee. That already makes her my best customer of the morning."
I just smiled and let her pretend like that was all it was.
****
Maya returned every Wednesday like clockwork. She was a university student, and even though she never actually said so out loud, I was increasingly certain she was either new to liking girls, or hadn't even quite worked it out yet.
"My friends all think I'm seeing someone secretly," she told us one morning. "I get to classes on Wednesdays so much more chipper than usual. I haven't told them I'm essentially going to a titty bar first thing in the morning."
Kara laughed and I pretended to be flustered by the implication. The truth was I was getting very comfortable with Maya's presence. Especially when I'd noticed the uptick in attention I got from Kara on those days.
We'd started calling those mornings Topless Wednesdays, for the obvious reason that I pretty much was always topless. Maya appreciated it, bought her regular order of coffee, and usually hung out for a while chatting with us. She'd gotten bold enough--and though they both refused to admit it, I was dead certain Kara had encouraged her--that she often sneaked a feel of my tits on the way by. Sometimes more than once a morning.
I'd noted that Kara messed around with me more after Maya had left some days, or sometimes she waited until we were home in the evening, but it pretty consistently worked out for me either way.
Maya wasn't even our only customer necessarily. We got occasional people in just wanting a coffee--who provided a variety of reactions to finding me topless, usually but not always pleasant ones--and I did attract some business on the merit of being half-naked. Much like with Maya, the presence of a topless woman in the shop was enough to garner some curiousity from time to time.
Wednesdays remained slow mornings in spite of all that, but it did mean privacy was lacking and I was certain to be surprised a few times on any given shift by someone new checking me out. I kind of loved it, though I had to wrestle with the embarrassment as well. Even I couldn't just shrug off randomly and repeatedly getting caught with my tits out, despite it being entirely the plan.
"So can I ask," Maya said, sipping coffee one morning, "you like girls, right?"
I cocked my head. "Yeah," I said. "Thought that was obvious."
"It is," she said. "Just checking. You, uh, seem to like when girls come in way more than boys."
"She likes to show off for them," Kara teased. "Even though she's already got a perfect girlfriend."
"As though you aren't trying to show me off just as hard," I said, then shrugged. "But yeah, it's way more fun having girls look. And... definitely only girls get to touch."
Maya glanced at Kara. I wasn't sure why, they already definitely had some arrangement to let Maya cop feels of me every now and then, even if they protested otherwise.
"And that works for you two?" Maya asked. "I only ask because... I'm still figuring some things out. With myself, I mean."
She blushed furiously, only making her even cuter than usual.
"That's ok," I said. "Kara's straight, so she's just as confused as you."
"I don't think that's true," Maya giggled.
"It's not," Kara sighed. "Case just likes to pretend she's got the magic touch."
"I kinda do," I said. "You never liked girls before me."
"It's more complicated than that and you know it," she said. "Go wash the windows or something, would you?"
"Wash the windows again?" I asked in dismay. "I don't even work here!"
"It'll attract customers," Kara said vaguely.
"Well of course it will," I said. "That's not the point."
Still, I had my girlfriend and our new cutie firmly watching me, so I did as bidden anyway. I spent way more effort on making my boobs jiggle nicely than on actually cleaning anything, and I did rather delight in catching my small audience staring helplessly at me in the process.
A couple walked in, somehow catching me off-guard despite the fact that I'd literally been bouncing my tits around for the whole street to see. Both the man and woman--holding hands no less--appeared amused and interested at Topless Wednesday. Kara and Maya had just as much fun explaining it to them, though of course they did it in a way that made me seem like a shameless exhibitionist who had tricked them into staring at my boobies.
It was briefly kind of a busy morning for the shop as we had a few more customers come in, some of them even sitting for a while before leaving again. Kara was busy actually working, but Maya just kind of perched and sat, enjoying everything, my continued partial nudity in particular.
I could have put my shirt back on, I supposed. It just didn't seem right after we'd lured customers in on the promise of boobs with their coffee.
I puttered about, trying to act like I had some purpose in the shop other than eye candy. It didn't work all that well. I mostly was just there for people to look at. Though I did get a surprise when a pair of business women each paused to give my tits a bit of a feel on the way out. I stood shocked for a moment, then glared at Kara and Maya who were failing to keep straight faces.
"That's how it's gonna be, is it?" I asked when the small crowd had disappeared again.
"No idea what you mean, babe," Kara said. "I can't help what customers do."
Maya just sat there with cat-like smug satisfaction and cheekily pinched one of my nipples while I was trying to intimidate my girlfriend.
"See you next week," Maya said, laughing at my reaction as she sauntered away.
"You two are going to be dangerous together," I said. "I can sense it."
"But she's so cuuute," Kara said in a mocking tone. "And you looove me," she added, batting her eyes.
"Very true," I said. "That's part of the danger for me."
"Pff, you love it," she said.
"Didn't say I didn't," I said, sharing a sly smile with her. I looked around to make sure that we were indeed alone in the shop again, then stripped my bottoms off and pattered around behind the counter. "Look what you did to me," I said, hopping up on the bar and showing off my wet pussy.
"Dammit, Case," Kara groaned. "This is horny, even for you."
I played with my pussy and spread my labia. "I just finished explaining how you were dangerous for me, didn't I?"
"Yeah," she sighed while staring at my cooch. "Likewise, I think."
I grinned and kept my legs splayed. It took Kara longer than me to get comfortable enough to really go for it, but I was patient and eventually got her down between my thighs licking my pussy.
After plenty of people staring at my boobs already, and being incredibly vulnerable and visible still, I was insanely hot and aroused. Getting Kara to lick me out semi-publicly was such a nice bonus. I absolutely would have just masturbated for her if I didn't think I had a shot with her tongue, but she liked showing me off almost as much as I enjoyed showing off, so we had a good thing going.
I yelped as the bell on the front door chimed, shoving Kara out of the way so I could cower behind the counter. It was unfair, as I was only just settling into being eaten out. I wouldn't have taken long, really, and it wasn't nice to be interrupted just as it was getting good.
I had to listen to Kara laugh with her customers about my sudden scramble for cover, freely admitting that she and I had been up to no good while the shop was empty. My cheeks burned fiercely, and I half-wondered if I would have been better off staying right where I was. The fact that I'd hidden might have been more embarrassing than owning my compromising position. Especially given that the couple Kara was bantering with seemed to be amused at what they'd walked in on more than anything.
Either way, I stayed right where I was as another little trickle of customers came through, making hiding the better choice for sure now, as the alternative was to suddenly pop up naked from behind the counter. I stayed curled up where I was instead, gradually giving in and playing with myself while I hid nude, and eventually getting so bold as to play with Kara a little while she was trying to work.
Kara softly kicked me a few times while my fingers tried to creep under her barista apron. It deterred me for a bit, but not forever. She definitely served at least a couple people while I had a pair of fingers in her panties.
"You're such a little shit," she hissed at me once the coast was clear again.
I just beamed winsomely up at her. "How do you mean?"
"I'm trying to work here!"
"I know."
"And you're down there trying to finger me," Kara growled.
"Yeah. I'm horny," I explained unnecessarily.
"So play with yourself then," Kara said.
"I am!"
"Up here," she instructed. "Where I can see you."
I whimpered and clambered back up on the bar, fully rubbing my snatch now. We were alone again, but that wouldn't necessarily last for long.
Kara, seemingly indifferent, wandered about cleaning tables and scooting chairs back into place. She'd glance over at me and smile on a regular basis, but didn't give me any help getting off other than that. I was facing the front of the coffee shop while playing with myself, fully visible to anyone who walked in.
"You still owe me a cum," I said.
"Oh do I?" she asked.
"Yeah. You can't just start something and not finish it," I said.
"As I recall, you were the one who gave up," Kara said.
"Because people came in!"
"Since when has that bothered you?"
I pouted. "I'm not as slutty as all that. Only sometimes."
"Ha, right."
"Plus, you know, I'm thinking of the integrity of your business," I tried.
"Case, darling, you had your tits out all morning and it was the busiest Wednesday morning I've had in quite some time."
"... what's your point?"
Kara sauntered over to me, gave me a quick but meaningful kiss, then thankfully lowered herself back to my cooch. "I don't think the integrity of my business is foremost on either of our minds," she said.
"Aw, well," I said as her tongue flicked across my pussy. "You may be right there."
She licked me to completion this time, thankfully, and once I'd cummed and burnt off all that sexual energy I got dressed and headed out, leaving Kara to the increased rush of customers around lunchtime.
****
They got me bottomless next week, the little rascals. I protested that if they were trying to attract attention, being topless would remain the better option. Kara and Maya outvoted me, so I spent the morning red-faced and pattering around with my pussy out.
My ass got more attention, I supposed. It was easier for patrons to stare at my bum without me catching them, and besides that I knew how to move to really capture the interest of anyone who wasn't already staring hard at my booty. I swung my hips particularly lasciviously for Kara, and admittedly Maya too, but anyone present was reaping the benefits.
We had already started to acquire some regular Wednesday morning customers, early days as it was in our new weekday event. Some of the ladies already knew they could get away with some sly groping on the way past, and I still swore that Kara and Maya were encouraging anyone who didn't already know that particular secret. My butt received a lot of impromptu spanks and some slower caresses all that morning, often catching me by surprise since they were so irregular. I had to admit that yelping as my bottom got smacked, only to get a sexy wink from a departing woman late for work, it really kind of worked for me.
"You're driving me crazy, you know," I told Kara once we were alone again during a lull, and I had my pants back on. "And I still don't know why you think it's fun to get all kinds of women to put their hands all over me."
"Because if it was men, you'd hate it," she said primly.
"Completely true, but not at all the point," I said.
"Are you not enjoying the attention?" Kara asked.
"No, I like it," I said. "It's embarrassing though, everyone thinking they can feel me up if they want."
"Who's thinking?" Kara asked. "They know."
"Oh my god," I said. "And to think I once thought you were a good girl."
"Pff, you never thought that," she said. "You just thought I was straight."
"Same thing, basically," I teased.
Kara laughed. "You make it so easy to want to embarrass you more, you know."
"Is that what it's about?"
"Maybe."
"Or are you still just trying to come to terms with how horny I make you?" I whispered in her ear.



"Shut uppp, that's only barely even true," she giggled.
She kept laughing as I fingered her a little under her apron, behind the counter. She play-fought me about it, but did let me rub her pussy until the bell above the door tinkled and we both did our best to pretend I hadn't been up to anything untoward. Kara's face was very red as she served her customers, though, and I rather loved getting to turn the tables on her, even just a little.
She'd never go for taking her top off at work or anything, but I so wanted to try and entice her anyway. I had fun letting her play with me and my modesty, or lack thereof, and the idea of getting her unclothed and/or embarrassed was quite appealing. Fingering her and getting her all turned on was a decent start.
Kara was still horny that night, jumping me as soon as we were both home together. It was rare for her to forcefully pounce on me like that, and it made me feel incredibly special and desirable.
"Of course you know," I said while in bed with her, "this is only going to make me want to finger you more often while you're at work."
"Maybe you should," she panted softly.
My eyes widened in surprise. "Really? Didn't think you'd go for that."
"I definitely shouldn't," Kara agreed. "I don't know. You make me want to be a little riskier."
"Great," I said with a beaming smile. "You can take your shirt off next week instead of me."
"Ha, yeah right," Kara snickered. "No, you'll still be the one prancing around half-naked."
"Says who?"
"Me," Kara told me. "And Maya."
I groaned softly at just the name. "How much of what we get up to lately has been her doing anyway?"
"A lot," Kara said. "She just keeps suggesting things, and I find myself really thinking about them."
"I suggest all kinds of things too," I said. "You don't think about most of them."
"Your suggestions are always too lewd," she chastised.
"And Maya's aren't?"
"I censor her naughtiest ideas," Kara told me.
I whimpered a little hearing that. "She has naughtier ideas than convincing half your female customers to grope my butt on the way by?"
"Mmhm!"
"Not fair," I whined.
"I think she really kind of wants to lick your pussy," Kara said. "Judging by some of the things she said today."
I couldn't even deal with the image that conjured. Maya's cute, falsely innocent eyes looking up at me from between my legs with her tongue buried in my cooch.
"She knows you're my girlfriend, right?" I asked weakly.
"Yeah, babe," Kara teased. "But as your girlfriend, I kind of want to watch her do it."
"Unf. Karaaa..."
Kara grinned, rolled away long enough to grab a vibrator from beside the bed, then started vibing my pussy for me while I squirmed under the images she conjured. Some days I marveled at how well she'd settled in to sex with another girl, considering she alleged to never have done it at all before me.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" she asked softly while the vibrator did its thing to me. "She's very cute. I know you think so."
"This is where you're supposed to be jealous," I protested meekly, all the while arching my back and bucking my hips in search of more sweet, sweet vibrations.
"Yeah, I don't think so," Kara said. "I knew what I was getting into. Lots of people have seen you with your clothes off. I've told you that's part of what I like about you. You're free and brave. I'm actually kind of jealous of that part, maybe. Not so much how you like to show off and flirt. That part's just fun and I feel like I can fully enjoy it vicariously."
"Having Maya lick me wouldn't be showing off or flirting," I said. "It'd be, you know, kinda cheating."
"Babe, it's not cheating if it's not secret. I think you very well know that." Kara paused. "Now if you really don't want to, that's a whole other--"
"Didn't say I don't want to," I mumbled. "She's very cute."
"Hehe, right?"
"And, like, it is kind of a thrill to feel like she's so innocent and I could corrupt her, be the first pussy she's licked."
"I wouldn't lay money on her being that innocent," Kara said lightly.
"No I know. She's too pervy already for that," I said. "But it's hotter to think that she is."
Kara smiled and kissed me, and kept whispering sexy things to me while she made me cum.
"It's all just fun anyway," she murmured afterward while we cuddled. "She just enjoys the show, I think. Same as I do. We've been thinking maybe lingerie for you next week. Something sexy. Maybe a little slutty."
"I don't know about that," I said. "I don't want to come off as a stripper."
"You literally take your clothes off for attention and validation, Case," Kara said. "You're not far off as is."
"I mostly do it because you like it," I insisted.
"That's not true," she said.
"I did say mostly."
"Yeah. Maybe mostly. Maybe partly. Partly I could believe."
****
Next Wednesday was indeed a lingerie day for me. I wasn't typically a lingerie kind of person. I had my sexy underwear for when I needed it, usually reserved solely for Kara these days, but that was just regular, functional bras and panties that also happened to make me look smokin' hot.
The outfit I was coaxed into--by the combined wheedling of my girlfriend and her adorably horny college girl accomplice--was most definitely more than just sexy underwear. I was technically more decent than in previous weeks, since my various naughty bits were covered, yet I found myself more embarrassed than usual.
They had me in a corset that displayed cleavage and midriff, but not full breast. My panties were on the small and lacy side, still covering me but not leaving me feeling comfortable with them. The compliments from Kara and Maya made me feel better about them though.
The truly detestable part was the stocking and heels combo. I was pretty sure I'd never worn either in my life, let alone together, and forget about in front of a crowd.
"I hate you both so much," I informed Kara and Maya as I wobbled around the shop. "People really wear these voluntarily?"
"Yeah, they're a nightmare," Kara sympathized. "But damn if your ass doesn't look amazing."
Maya nodded, wide-eyed and smiling as she watched me too. She sipped at her coffee, perched as usual on the counter next to Kara, but not in the way of other customers coming through.
"It's doing something for me alright," Maya said.
"Oh goddammit," I muttered.
I was such a sucker for having my butt appreciated, and I was aware high heels could make it look even better than usual, even if I wasn't personally experienced. I'd just have to suffer for my art.
"I mean the outfit isn't you," Maya admitted. "But it's still pretty hot."
"Mmm, yeah," Kara said, sucking her teeth thoughtfully. "I get that. Still too many clothes on, isn't it?"
"I'd kind of like to see her totally naked one of these days," Maya remarked.
The latter of which made me blush furiously. In comparison to this travesty of a sexy outfit, I actually didn't even mind the idea of being naked in the shop. It wasn't that big a step from how unclothed I'd already been.
Some of the customers who I was starting to think of as regulars were quite appreciative as they came through. Jolene and Derry, a husband and wife as it happened, sat at their usual table just watching and enjoying me together. Barbara was a very fit woman who seemed to always come in fresh off of jogging. Certainly a bit sweaty in her tight, form-flattering outfit at least. She always sneaked a feel in as she went past me.
Strangely, perhaps, it was Diana who really made me quiver at times. She was a business woman from nearby who often came in on her morning break, especially for when I was putting on a show. She hardly even touched me, really, but the way she looked at me made me understand eye-fucking in a whole new light.
Diana had a particular glint in her eyes today, checking me out in my ridiculous outfit. "Almost a pity you're taken already," she whispered to me as she started to leave with her coffee in hand. "Then again, I don't usually do relationships anyway. Thanks for making Wednesdays fun."
I trembled as the whiff of her scent filled my nostrils from her being so close, and the faintest touch of her fingers grazed my hip before she was gone. I looked down and gaped at finding an actual bill hanging from the waist of my panties.
"Nice tip," Kara teased as I tottered back over to her. "No one ever sticks anything in my underwear."
"Did you tell her to do that?" I asked.
"Wouldn't have dreamt of it," she said. "Didn't think you'd like it. You know, the stripper tip and all."
I sighed. "From her though..."
Kara pouted. "Ok, maybe I'm a little jealous this time."
"Don't worry. She hardly even touched me," I said.
"Yeah. That's why I'm jealous," Kara said. "The things she does without even having to touch you."
Maya nodded. "Almost makes want to be a lesbian," she added emphatically. "Those eyes on her..."
I cocked my head. "You're not?"
"Ha, no. Maybe bi," Maya said. "Still figuring it out. You've been helping with that," she added with a cheeky smile. "I appreciate it, you know." She held up a five. "Want another tip?"
I rolled my eyes and stepped away from her. "This is not going to be a thing," I declared emphatically, amusing the girls.
"That's cool," Kara told Maya. "I'm still figuring it out too. It's not as simple as I'd like at times."
Maya sighed. "Too true. This has been kinda good though. Watching all the shenanigans. It's been giving me lots to think about without having to actually really do anything. Dating a girl just feels intimidating."
I blinked. "It does?"
"Yeah. It's like... how does it even work?"
"Same as dating boys," Kara said. "Except prettier and usually with less cock."
"That's not really true," Maya said, squirming awkwardly. "It's not that simple."
"Can be," Kara said. "Case has been pretty straight-forward, so to speak."
"That's true," Maya said, eyeing me thoughtfully. "Is she single, you think?"
Kara playfully smacked Maya on the arm and they both giggled. I meanwhile had to try and hide the happy thrills that went through me at the sudden intrusive thought of getting into bed with both of them at once, or indeed watching them both crawl between my legs together. The latter of which I pictured right here at the coffee shop and with a background audience, because apparently that was my life now.
****
We carried on a few more weeks, me consistently getting partially undressed and bringing in the Wednesday morning customers. I didn't let myself get pushed into anymore silly outfits, and I was for some reason resistant to the idea of going fully nude.
Topless or bottomless mornings were more my speed, even though some of the thrill wore off as I got more used to it. Knowing most people seeing me had been in before gave a comfort to the whole affair and lessened the embarrassment I felt, which paradoxically kind of made it less fun.
I did however continue to really enjoy building my regulars, getting to know them, joking and flirting a little more all the time. As well as being freely fondled as any of the ladies wished. Which oddly wasn't even all that much necessarily. I knew who was specifically coming in to enjoy or moon over me, and in a lot of cases all they did was look.
"We can change that, you know," Kara told me. "If you want to be felt up more."
"I don't want to," I said. I bit my lip. "I mean, not really. Maybe."
She smirked at me. "Listen, I've got a fun idea. It's probably crazy. But like, I do still really like the idea of Maya licking your pussy."
"Oh my god!"
"And I think it would be good for her," Kara continued. "She's never gone out with a girl before."
"I don't know what that has to do with eating me out," I said, cheeks flushing warm.
"It's just some experience," Kara said. "Like I got way more comfortable with you once I licked your pussy. Turned out not to be scary."
"Why would pussies ever be scary?" I asked, genuinely confused. "They're one of the most wonderful things on the planet."
"Yeah, Case, but you're the ultimate lesbian," Kara said.
"Aw thanks."
"Things are different for you."
I shrugged. "I guess."
"Anyway, you at least want to try my idea?" Kara asked. "Worst that happens is you get your pussy licked, and there's only so bad a time I feel like you can have with that."
"You do know me so well," I agreed. "You sure you're ok with it? It might be a bridge too far."
"Only one way to find out." Kara grinned. "Plus I do so love watching you be horny."
"Yeah, you're kind of weird that way," I said. "You're supposed to love making me horny."
"That too," Kara said. "My methods are different and indirect. That's all."
****
Kara's methods, as it happened, were downright ridiculous at times. I found myself next Wednesday morning wearing a cute tank top and skirt, and no underwear at all. I rolled my eyes when I was instructed to sit on the counter, right next to where customers could order, and pull my skirt up so my pussy was fully displayed to anyone approaching.
That in itself would have been fine. I had to roll my eyes though when Kara finished carefully writing a sign to go next to me that read, "Free Snack With Coffee (Ladies Only)."
"Really?" I asked.
"I know," she said. "Kind of unfair. But you don't like boys very much, and I'm kind of thinking of making Wednesday mornings into Ladies' Nights."
"That wasn't the part I was questioning," I said. "Also how are you going to have a Ladies' Night first thing in the morning?"
"It's an untapped market," Kara shrugged. "And I'm predicting you getting your pussy licked quite a bit here, which is right up your alley."
"Not like this," I said. "This isn't something I've done before at all."
"You chickening out?"
I glared at Kara. "No! But next time you're sitting here with your cooch out. How do you like that?"
"Not happening," she replied lightly with a big smile. "And I think you know that."
She was only saved from further argument as Maya walked in. She'd become our usual first customer of the morning, and today I was glad she was. I didn't have to feel quite so embarrassed about my situation with her.
At least that's what I initially thought. As she meandered her way up to the counter, taking her sweet time and curiously examining me as she approached, I found myself getting warm in the cheeks, and rather annoyingly wet in the pussy.
"Does that sign say what I think it says?" Maya asked.
Kara shrugged. "Take it slow. Sound it out."
"I know what the words say," Maya said, joining me in being mildly exasperated with Kara this morning. "I mean what's the snack?"
Kara's eyes flicked to me, specifically my crotch. "Pussy," she said.
"Ah. Ok," Maya said. She bit her lip and remained a step or two back from the counter, still able to really examine me.
"We're trying out a Ladies' Night special," Kara continued, annoyingly straight-faced.
"Awfully early for a Ladies' Night, isn't it?" Maya asked.
"That's what I said," I told her. "It didn't get me very far."
"You both just need to think outside the box more," Kara said.
I grinned. "Or inside the box, in thi--"
"Yes yes, very clever," Kara said. She very deliberately turned to Maya. "What can I get you?"
"Um... the usual," Maya said distractedly, staring fixedly at my pussy. She looked up at me. "Is this... are you serious though?"
"It might be a terrible idea," I said. "But... can't know until we try."
I found myself warming up to the idea a lot more now that Maya was definitely interested. Not necessarily interested enough. That wasn't clear yet. But she was thinking about it.
In hindsight, I kind of wondered how much of my hesitation had been nerves. Worrying about offering up my 'snack' to a bothersome lack of interest. I mean sure, the stability of Kara and me and our relationship was a valid concern, and there were probably health and safety considerations, but when I truly got down to it I had to admit I wasn't always sexually fearless the way I liked to present myself. Kara was definitely a little more free about showing me off and such than I would have been left to my own devices.
I'd entirely brought it upon myself, of course, and I didn't regret it. She was amazing, and we had very been having fun with our little games. Today was a whole new level of experimentation though. It was far more intense.
Maya balled her hands in her shirt, tugging uncertainly at it as she looked longingly at my pussy and fidgeted back and forth. She was even cuter when trying to decide whether to be horny or not.
Kara gently set Maya's drink on the counter. Even that small noise startled Maya back to alertness.
"It's really ok?" she asked me again.
I smiled and nodded, feeling my own confidence bloom again. Sometimes it just needed to wake up a little. An attractive girl asking if it was ok to eat my cooch somehow had a very positive effect on me.
"Please," I said, passing a hand in front of my pussy like I was displaying options on a menu.
Maya glanced at Kara, checking with her again as well. A smile blossomed on her face and she lit up like crazy as she made up her mind.
"Well... I did skip breakfast this morning," Maya said she stepped in front of me and bent down.
I nodded again, even more eagerly. "Have a nice snack," I encouraged, feeling painfully horny now that her face was so close.
I looked at Kara, prepared for her smug smirk. I wouldn't even have minded it. She was only staring intently at Maya though, watching with fascination as the younger girl prepared to taste me. Kara caught my eye and shared a quick, lascivious smile with me, then went right back to looking at Maya.
It was, perhaps, a good reminder that Kara didn't do the things she did with me solely to embarrass me and/or get me horny. She was achieving some high level hornies of her own too. This was somehow like a romantic date night for us, in our own extremely questionable way.
I'd been with girls before who were brand new to pussy, Kara originally being one of them as it happened. So Maya's first few extremely tentative licks were pretty standard in that sense. They were such a beautiful tease. They felt nice, and were a promise of things to come, but didn't do much on their own.
"Well... it's not scary, is it?" Maya said thoughtfully.
"I should very much hope not," I said.
"No, I just mean..." Maya paused. "I'm not sure what I mean."
She licked me again, getting over her trepidation a little more with every swipe of her tongue. It would have been an utter lie to say it wasn't super hot watching this very cute girl between my legs learning to lick me out.
There was something viscerally fascinating about the process, and not even just because my pussy was getting played with, nor indeed that we were not in a private location. It was far more about the exploration on her part, and the experimentation. Maya was trying out both the physical sensations of eating pussy, and the emotional and sexual feelings of it as well.
I tried to ignore the bell ringing at the front door, and I hoped Maya would too. I just wanted her to keep going. I was really starting to settle into it and enjoy myself physically, even to the point of looking forward to getting a cum out of it eventually. Maya's eyes flicked wildly around as she sensed the presence of someone new, but she didn't immediately stop what she was doing.
The newcomers were Jolene and Derry, the husband and wife duo who regularly came in to perv on me together. They both looked surprised and amused as they walked up to the counter, but not shocked by any means.
"We have a special on today, for Ladies' Night," Kara cheerfully informed them. "Free snack with your coffee. Ladies only, of course."



I flushed as the couple turned to look at me, nearly perfectly synchronized in their movements.
"Looks like a good snack," Derry said.
Jolene playfully batted him on the shoulder, but her eyes were just as wide and fixated as his.
The two of them got their usual orders, then sat down at a nearby table. They had quick-fire, hushed conversation that I strained to listen in on. I couldn't make out too many of the words unfortunately, but I knew it had to be about me somehow.
I absently patted Maya's head, encouraging and supporting her as she kept licking. She was getting pretty good, or at least comfortable and dedicated, which was nearly the same thing.
Jolene eventually stood up grinning, kissed Derry, then pattered over to Maya and me.
"Mind if I try?" Jolene asked, cheeks going red just at the asking.
Maya, looking mildly pussy-drunk, shakily stood up and nodded. "Of course. It's... it's a pretty good snack."
Maya moved out of the way and let Jolene take her spot. Jolene looked back at her husband, flashing a nervous but eager smile, then bent down in front of me. She didn't look up at me at all as she tasted my pussy, but I could see nothing but her and occasionally Derry.
It was a brand new experience for me to have a married woman licking me out while her husband watched. If I had guessed which customers would take Kara up on her silly offer this morning, Jolene wouldn't have made the list. She seemed like fun, sure, but this was pretty extra-marital of her, dressed up as an innocent 'snack' or not. There was nothing technically wrong with it though, since Derry was fully present, agreeable, and enjoying the show. For all I knew he might have encouraged her in the first place.
"Did you know I always wanted to try this?" Jolene murmured to me in between licks.
"I... really didn't," I said.
"This is seriously becoming our favourite coffee place," she added.
I nodded absently. Kara was leaning casually across the counter watching and taking it all in.
"Thanks so much," she said in a chipper tone. "Tell your friends."
Jolene snorted. "And have them ruin this? No thanks."
I snickered. "Ooh, backfired there huh?"
Kara shrugged. "Enh, it's a work in progress."
"Some of my friends would have conniptions if they saw this," Jolene said.
I gently tapped the back of her head to encourage her to keep licking instead of talking so much. She looked amused but did go back to tonguing me more aggressively, with only a quick glance back at Derry to check that he was still enjoying himself.
I still didn't really know what to do with having a husband watch his wife eat me out. It wasn't typically my thing. This couple was cool though, and I got a good vibe from Derry. Like we were bros now somehow. At the very least, we'd indirectly bonded through his wife's mouth.
A few more customers came through, and a wide range of emotions ensued. Mostly startled confusion ruled the day, but there was plenty of approval, interest, and arousal. At least one woman scoffed and dragged her probable boyfriend right back out, but several people either lingered wistfully, sat down to hang out for a bit, or indeed decided to take advantage of the snack deal.
Barbara, the sexy jogger, smirked as she was informed of what was going on, and very matter of factly took a turn on my snatch. Jolene gave up her spot with good grace and a similar slightly dazed look to the one Maya had sported. Barbara gave her ponytail a quick check, making sure her hair was firmly out of the way, then dove into my pussy with grace and skill. She'd eaten pussy before. There was no doubt in my mind.
I watched Jolene return to Derry, the two of them whisper and giggle together for a moment, then brazenly head off to the bathroom together. Not even slightly subtle about it. I glanced at Kara, but she just shrugged and raised an eyebrow, like what did I want her to do about it anyway?
Honestly I didn't mind the two of them sneaking off for a quickie. It was kind of hot, if anything. Besides which, Barbara had the vast majority of my attention.
She was so damn good and efficient at licking me. She had me panting and whimpering for her, and making a puddle underneath me on the counter which probably wasn't great for Kara's health-code compliance.
Kara only seemed amused and fascinated though. She drank in the sight of me getting masterfully pleasured, only barely fulfilling her job as a barista for several minutes, which was fine because everyone else present was just as focused on me and Barbara. It hadn't initially occurred to me just how much I was the centre of attention while being licked to orgasm. Somehow that was different than simply being 'snacked on' like I'd been doing before. I couldn't put cumming into the same playful category in my head.
I moaned and made full eye contact with Kara as I came. It was an intense moment, and potentially emotionally fraught. I reached out to her and she took my hand while I came on someone else's tongue.
Barbara stood up after, looking quite pleased with herself. She unnecessarily checked her ponytail again while smirking at me. I absently took a napkin and wiped her lips and chin for her, then kissed her softly on the cheek. I was happy to see that I managed to fluster her a little after she'd so calmly and easily licked me to orgasm.
"I'll be back again," she said, staring me dead in the eyes.
"Hope so," I nodded.
Kara handed Barbara her coffee, and off she went.
I took a moment to breathe and think, then hopped off the bar, took Kara's wrist, and led her into her small office at the back of the store.
"What's up?" Kara asked, amused. "Done already?"
I shut the door and turned to her. "I didn't mean to cum," I said.
She rolled her eyes. "Case, I know what happens when cute girls snack on your cooch."
"I know, but I wasn't expecting it. Which sounds like a bad excuse, but--"
"You don't need an excuse," she said firmly. "Unless you didn't like it, in which case we can talk about that."
"Oh I liked it," I said. "Duh. She was super good with her tongue."
"Looked like it," Kara agreed with a smile.
"But... you're my girlfriend."
"That's true," Kara said. "And I still think I fully expect your tongue to be only for me."
"Just my pussy's up for any takers?" I asked wryly.
"As long as you're ok with it," Kara said softly. "It kind of helps, 'cause I can't be as horny as you are most of the time."
"Kara, you don't need to--"
She put a finger to my lips. "And I still think one of the things I love about you is how wild you are. I could never just sit there and let strangers play with my pussy."
"Mostly they aren't exactly strangers anymore," I said.
"You know what I mean," she said.
"I do. But just so you know, I've never been one much for playing with strangers either."
"Just being a wild tease mostly, huh?" Kara said.
"I'm really not that bad!" I insisted. "I liked it more when you used to call me free and liberated. Not wild or a twat-tease."
She smirked. "You kind of like those too though, don't you?"
"I'm gonna go back to being a proper and virtuous woman if you keep this up. Just see how you like it."
"You couldn't do it," Kara said.
"Oh yeah?" I demanded. "Wanna bet?"
Kara gave me an exasperated look, then started undoing her pants. "How 'bout you lick my pussy instead?"
I maintained my stony resolve for all of about four seconds. "Dammit. That's a better deal."
"Thought it might be. Besides, I'm pretty wet and you make me cum so good."
"I'm already gonna do it," I said, sinking to my knees. "No need for flattery."
"Sure there is," Kara said tenderly. "You're my perfect little pussy pleaser."
I felt myself blushing hot, which felt a bit silly after the morning I'd already had. "Oh my god. Enough with your tomfoolery."
"Never!"
Kara laughed and teased my hair, then had to gasp and actually behave somewhat as I went for a long, flat swipe of my tongue along her whole, juicy slit. She was just as soaking wet as advertised, all thanks to the show this morning no doubt.
"That would be the downside to these mornings, huh?" I mused. "I have to go to work, and we don't get to make good use of being horny."
"So make up for it," Kara whispered, nudging me back to her pussy again.
I happily licked her, over and over again. I knew what she loved by now, and how to build her there fast or slow depending on circumstances. We had limited time this morning, and she was already way hornier than usual, so I opted for fast and dirty.
She gave me breathy little moans as I ate her out. That was what I wanted. That and her fingers alternately stroking and clenching in my hair. Kara was so irresistibly cute when she got turned on enough and had just the right buttons pushed. I treated it like an art with its own bountiful rewards.
"Caseeeyyy," Kara whined.
I sucked on her clit, gazing up adoringly at her.
"Make me cum," she pleaded. "Make me cummm, pleeeaaase."
A sexy thrill ran right through my body and I groaned low in my throat. Dispensing with subtlety entirely I shoved a pair of fingers in her, curling them to find her g-spot while continuing to aggress upon her clit. I fingered, licked, and sucked my girlfriend hard and made her cum on my face. I happily lapped up all the sexy juices that flowed from her while carrying her through a wicked orgasm.
I kept my mouth on her pussy as she came down. Not really licking or stimulating her, but just as a comforting influence. She finally smiled down at me, and tugged at my head to bring me upward for a deep, pussy-flavoured kiss.
"You're way too good at that," she told me.
"More where that came from," I said a tad smugly.
"Mmm, not now though," she said regretfully. "I do actually have work."
"You could close for the morning," I suggested. "There's this thing I've been meaning to try with my fingers where I--"
"Behave," Kara said. "Wednesdays have gone from dead mornings to some of our busiest times for the shop. I kind of need to serve customers."
"Spoilsport."
"I know. How dare I be slightly responsible."
"Exactly."
Kara scooched herself back into her pants and we both took a moment to clean up and smooth out our hair. I sneaked a few more kisses before we ventured back to the shop.
It was even busier than when we left, and Kara hurried back behind the bar. Luckily Maya had stepped in, and was somehow producing coffees for people and keeping the place from being totally backed up. My reappearance seemed to please the small crowd as well, as an excited murmur swept through even before I hopped back up on the counter next to the 'free snack' sign and lifted my skirt again.
A pair of shyly giggling girls stood nearby with their coffees and whispered excitedly to Maya. She rolled her eyes and urged them closer to me.
"These are some friends from school," she said by way of introduction. "Sofia and Sally. They didn't believe me about this place."
"How 'bout now?" I asked.
Sofia blushingly stepped forward. "We can really..."
I nodded, a tad light-headed from licking out Kara and now having another adorable university student making moves on my pussy. "Yep."
I spread my legs wide and let the two friends take turns tasting me. They continued to titter nervously even after they'd both licked me a few times, and something about their obvious inexperience and excitement over trying something new was pretty hot.
I just sighed contentedly and leaned back, letting them do their thing and wandering my eyes across the rest of the room. I recognized about half the people there at this point, most of whom were watching either me, the girls, or my pussy.
It was always kind of amusing to see the ones coming in who genuinely just wanted coffee, and the variety of reactions they gave as they had to order and then awkwardly slip out again past me and whomever was dining on me at the moment. Some of the boys looked wistful that they couldn't have a turn, and some of the girls likewise appeared like they wouldn't have minded being a little less straight, if only for five minutes. Sparking those kinds of emotions was really quite gratifying for me.
Sofia and Sally both stood up eventually, and Maya passed them some napkins to clean their chins.
"Damn, alright," Sofia said. "Well I guess I just did that. In public."
Sally giggled shyly. "Yeah, we both did, huh?"
"Feel free to come back," Maya said. "Something fun every Wednesday morning."
The girls both gave a last sigh as they looked at me.
"You're such a bad influence, Maya," Sally said.
"And here everyone thought you were such an innocent," Sofia added.
"Ha, me?" Maya laughed. "Nah. Just never found my thing before, maybe."
Sofia cocked her head. "And this is it?"
Maya gave a considering look to me and the coffee shop at large. "For now, yeah. We'll see what happens."
Sally shrugged. "Alright then. See you in class?"
"Sure thing!" Maya said. "Only I'll probably skip my first class today. Too much fun going on."
"Skipping class to eat pussy," Sofia laughed as she and Sally walked away, coffees in hand. "Bad influence!"
"You shouldn't skip classes for this," I told Maya gently once her friends were gone.
"Of course I shouldn't," she grinned. "Gonna anyway."
I felt like I should have been more responsible, but it was nigh impossible when she was rather sweetly bending over to lick my cooch again. I was so helpless around her sometimes, and Kara was no help at all. The rush had died down again somewhat, and she was just bemusedly watching the action.
"Your education is important," Kara said, at least agreeing with me on that.
"I know," Maya said. "This is educational too."
"Not the same thing," Kara said. "I appreciate you covering the bar for a little bit though."
"No problem!" Maya said. "Least I could do."
"You've done that kind of work before?" Kara asked.
"Briefly at another shop a little ways from here," Maya said. "Manager was a dick though."
"Well... you could probably pick up some hours here if you wanted," Kara suggested.
Maya, lips glistening with my pussy juices, beamed at Kara. "That's not a bad idea, actually. I could use some part time work. I assume licking Casey out is part of the job?"
"Absolutely not!" Kara said. "But it is part of the benefits package."
The two of them laughed about it as I just shook my head at their antics. Kara was such a weird girlfriend, but I kind of loved that about her.
I couldn't help but ignore them anyway shortly after that, despite Maya intermittently licking me mixed with her and Kara bantering. Diana, my sexy business woman pseudo-crush, walked in.
I felt immediately nervous. I wanted time to prep, to display myself better, to put on something sexier. It was ridiculous. I wasn't trying to seduce her or anything. But still the way her eyes tracked me as she glided up to the counter made me shiver and feel like I wanted to impress her better.
"Welcome," Kara said without skipping a beat. "Your usual?" She gestured to me. "We have a free snack available with every purchase today."
Diana's lips curled in an amused smirk. "Do you really?" she said.
Maya stood up grinning, and swiped the back of her hand across her mouth. "It's a really good snack," she added.
Diana just stared at me, silently appraising. I shifted awkwardly, kind of wishing I was just getting eaten out publicly by a succession of women I barely knew. It was emotionally easier to handle than this. Although, really, I was getting so stupidly wet as I was made to sit there and endure the moment.
"You've got quite the business model," Diana finally said.
Kara beamed. "Thanks!"
"I hope you aren't giving your customers too high expectations for the future," Diana said, gracefully stepping in front of me and crouching down.
"Shouldn't think so," Kara said airily. "If the snacks are popular, we can always bring them back again."
I shivered at the implication, but even more so at Diana making full eye contact with me as she firmly grabbed my thighs, spread them, and latched on to my pussy. She, far more than anyone else yet, ate me out with the express purpose of making me cum, and indeed making it hard and fast.
I moaned and lost my balance slightly as Diana tilted me back some more. Kara rushed to put a hand on my shoulder as I flailed and nearly went over the back of the counter, but Diana actually had a firm grip on me and I wasn't going anywhere.
Diana was aggressive and firm about sucking on my clit. Her lips locked around it, not directly touching but giving it a small berth, and her tongue flicked out with easy, practiced motions. It would have been way too intense to start off like that, but she either sensed how warmed up I was, or just didn't care. As fucked up as it was, I kind of liked the latter notion. That Diana was just going to do what she wanted to me, and my comfort as she made me cum was irrelevant.
Kara and Maya watched with entranced fascination, and they weren't the only ones. I was pretty sure every set of eyes in the shop was firmly on me, including a cutely blushing woman of about forty who was waiting to order but didn't seem at all inclined to interrupt for the sake of her coffee.
I actually screamed out loud as I came. I would have been embarrassed about it, but I was on too much of a high, feeling too good, cumming too hard. Diana got squirted on all over her face, and on her chest as well. My pussy was going crazy, out of control, and I was helpless to do anything about it even if I'd wanted to.
Diana quite calmly stood up and wiped herself off after while I was a quivering, sloppy mess. She tutted about the mess to her outfit, which to be fair there wasn't really much to be done about at this point. Otherwise she simply accepted her coffee and sipped it as she walked out in the midst of stunned silence.
"So," Kara finally said. "What can I get you?'
The lady waiting blinked and took a second to remember what she was doing. She placed an order, cheekily stole a few licks of my pussy, then rushed off giggling like a girl less than half her age.
I was pretty spent and slowly managed to crawl back behind the bar and curl up to recover for a while. We were almost through my 'shift' by then anyway, and I had to go to my real job soon.
"I might just call in sick," I said.
"One little cum is all it takes to knock you out, huh?" Kara said.
"Two cums. One one of which was rather large, thank you very much," I said.
"It was a pretty big one," Maya cheerfully agreed. "I'm off to class. I'll see you again next week. Or, you know, sooner if I really have that part-time job."
"You do," Kara said. "We'll work out a schedule. I've got some busy hours I could use you. Saturdays for instance."
"And Wednesdays," Maya said firmly.
"Well yes, obviously Wednesdays," Kara said. "But no cutting more classes, missy."
"We'll seeee," Maya called as she pranced away.
****
Kara was horny again when we both got home later, and we spent the vast majority of the evening messing around together.
"Still kind of can't believe you did that today," she told me after supper while we fingered each other in the kitchen.
"Which part?" I asked.
"What do you think?" Kara said. "Letting everyone lick your pussy."
"You told me to do that!" I protested, blushing faintly at the memory.
"Yeah I did," she grinned.
"Are you telling me you're just seeing what you can get away with at this point?" I asked.
"I mean kind of, yeah. What else did you think I was doing?" Kara said. "Are you going to try and tell me it isn't super hot?"
"Of course it's super hot," I growled, pushing Kara to her knees. "But I feel like I'm going to have to start taking more advantage of you to even this out."



Kara looked up at me rather adorably, giving me a few kisses on my inner thighs. "I'm not getting naked in public like you, if that's what you're implying."
"I know. You're shy, huh?" I teased.
"Not as shy as I used to be," she said. "You've done things to me, you know." Kara bit her lip and wiggled her hips a little. "Letting you lick me in my office today..."
"That hardly counts. No one could see."
"It counts for me," Kara said. "I'm not as brave as you." She flushed. "And I did streak once, properly and all. You know that."
I grinned, thinking of our time camping, getting naughty in the water and then racing away with her clothes while she tried to catch me.
"Yeah, that was a good one," I said dreamily. "I wonder if--"
"Whatever it is, don't do it!" Kara demanded.
"Hehe, maybe I won't. If you treat me good enough," I said.
"Treat you good enough how?" she asked suspiciously.
I nudged her face toward my pussy. "How do you think?"
I got Kara to bury her tongue in my snatch for a time. It was always hot when she was in a mood to lick me out for a while, and even better if we were horny enough to do it outside the bedroom. Having her naked on her knees in the kitchen was quite nice, and made it even more exciting when I dragged her to the bedroom later.
We spent a good chunk of the remaining evening with Kara playfully resisting my attempts at pinning her to the bed, to the point where I actually tied her down. She didn't usually go for stuff like that, but tonight she did. I tormented her with vibrators through several good cums, until she was worn out, then made her lick me to another cum after so we could both relax together afterward with some happy, sweaty cuddling.
"Is it weird that showing you off is what really gets me going these days?" Kara murmured.
"Pff, now you ask that?" I said. "Little late, don't you think?"
"You're probably right," she said. "But is it though? I worry sometimes that it's not how relationships are supposed to be."
I shrugged and smiled impishly. "Yeah, but a lot of relationships are boring and unhappy, so who's really got it figured it out?"
"Ha, true. I guess." Kara brushed my cheek, staring deep into my eyes. "I love you, Case. Even if I'm not a very good lesbian."
"I love you too," I said with a kiss. "And don't worry, you're a pretty good lesbian."
"Only pretty good?" she pouted.
I laughed and wrapped her in my arms. "Dare I say, perfectly adequate even."
She protested about that, but succumbed to my snuggles anyway.
"You think Maya's gonna want to eat you out again?" Kara asked sleepily.
"Hopefully," I sighed. "I kind of want to see if we can get her clothes off."
"Perv," Kara accused.
"You of all people shouldn't start throwing words like that around," I mumbled. "The things you do to your poor girlfriend..."
She snickered helplessly at my attempts at sounding helpless and woebegone. For some reason she wasn't buying it.
****
Next week Kara and Maya teamed up to get me into a 'uniform.' The uniform in this case being an apron branded with the name of Kara's coffee shop, and practically nothing else. They really, really tried to get me into high heels as well, claiming it was a good look for me. And admittedly I believed that the shoes made my ass pop, but it wasn't worth the pain of the demon-spawned footwear. I gave them about ten minutes worth before savagely kicking the heels off and just going barefoot.
"We'll have to keep working on her," Kara said.
"Yeah," Maya sighed wistfully. "God they make her butt look good."
The way the two of them mooned over me was actually far more of a temptation to give in than I wanted them to realize. The sheer hunger in Kara's eyes was hard to resist, and when she and Maya worked together, I was beginning to seriously realize how fucked I was.
Jolene, at her usual table with Derry, gave my butt a smack as I wandered by. "I sympathize, you know," she told me after grinning at my surprised yelp. "Can't stand heels either. Buuuttt, they are right. They really work for you."
Derry nodded eagerly. "You should try them again, just to be sure."
"Traitors the lot of you!" I protested. "You all watch yourselves. I'll put my clothes back on! See if I don't!"
A small chorus of boos echoed through the shop. We weren't overly busy just yet, not so early, but practically everyone present was a regular and apparently felt comfortable voicing their displeasure at the idea of not getting to perv on me first thing in the morning.
I rolled my eyes, but had to fight a flush of excitement at the reminder of how many people regularly came just to see me partly or fully naked these days. It was a far cry from my past days of being a naughty streaker at times. This was something on a whole new level. I had an audience. In real life, even. People who just wanted to see me naked. And sometimes do some other things, of course.
Granted, Kara's shop served good enough stuff to attract a customer base on its own merits. One really couldn't deny that Wednesday mornings had become her busiest times largely thanks to me though.
I played up my outfit, or lack thereof, as flagrantly as I could. I pattered about the shop, giving everyone a good look at my booty and receiving the occasional spank in return. I also leaned over the counter, or on someone's table to make small talk, lewdly giving some excellent peeks down the front of my apron and the cleavage that lay therein. I fussed with the straps of the apron, trying to get it at just the right looseness to display my tits without falling away from my chest entirely.
I collected a few tips as I moved around, though most were of course excuses to sneak a feel as a bill was carefully slipped between apron string and my skin. I didn't really want this to turn into more of a parallel to stripping than it already was, but some of the ladies were quite nimble with their tipping fingers, and I was rather partial to that.
It was all fun and games, getting a nice horny buzz but nothing more than that, until Diana showed up at her usual time. I felt my heart beat harder as soon as I caught sight of her and the way she was studying me in my skimpy uniform. I really did have a bit of a subby crush on her. Very different from how I loved Kara, or indeed from the things I felt for Maya which had gone far beyond platonic in their own right.
"No snack today?" was all Diana asked as she stood at the counter awaiting her coffee.
She asked Kara rather than me. I was busy trying to sidle up closer without being obvious about my approach.
"Our special promotional snack, you mean?" Kara asked cheerfully.
"Of course," Diana said. She looked straight at me, piercing me with her eyes. "I was hoping it would be available again."
"Ah, well, I suppose we could extend the promotion," Kara said as though she had to think hard about it. "Have a secret special menu, perhaps."
"It's not too much trouble then?" Diana asked, perfectly lifting a single eyebrow.
Kara grinned at me. "Anything for our valued customers."
I felt my breath catch in my throat for just a moment as both Kara and Diana eyed me appraisingly. Even Maya was smirking happily at me too. The moment only lasted until Diana stepped over to me and presumptively bent me over the counter.
It wasn't even that Diana was particularly strong, physically speaking. But there was a force to her movements and the way she moved me that I just couldn't resist. More accurately, I didn't want to.
I splayed out across the bar, my apron doing nothing at all to cover my rear from any of the various patrons in the shop. Diana let me be vulnerable and exposed for a few seconds, then slapped a hand on each of my butt cheeks, spreading my ass for her own pleasure. I bit my lip and tingled in anticipation as she lowered herself behind me.
I was her snack. That was the point to begin with, and I knew that, but still the thought of it was so damn hot. I hadn't even been on offer this time, and still she was going to eat me.
Diana wasn't coy about licking me either. Even in front of our rapt audience. She dove in tongue-first, hungrily lapping at my pussy and surprising me by including my bum in her oral assault. Her tongue seemingly made little distinction between my cooch and my butthole. It was insanely hot, even ignoring the sensations and just going on the pure, raw sexuality of it all.
She was firmly in control of me, at least physically. I had to wonder if I made her lose some of her own control though. She did what she wanted to me aggressively and on her own terms, but she also didn't strike me as the sort of woman who let horniness get the better of her in life. Maybe it was just for me and the chance to eat me out on a weekly basis. It was a very cozy thought.
I wiggled and cooed happily in encouragement. Diana growled and tightened her grip on my ass cheeks, trying to keep me pinned in place. The way she spread my butt would have been really quite a lewd display for the whole shop, if not for her head in the way. Then again, the way I was bent over and being ferociously licked wasn't really any less lewd. I was giving a fantastic show one way or the other.
It occurred to me how easily my audience could disappear in my mind at times. Like sure I had twenty-ish sets of eyes on me, but it was Diana's tongue that held my attention. It was kind of interesting to consider whether being licked out nicely made me unable to feel even the slightest shame, or whether I was becoming altogether too used to being in various states of nudity around a small crowd.
I gasped in shock as I felt a third hand on my ass. Just a quick little grope, but enough to give me a thrill and remind me that indeed I wasn't immune to my situation. Not at all. One of our semi-regulars had sneaked up to cop a few feels while Diana ate me. She giggled and slipped her hands under me to grab my tits some too before scampering away again.
I definitely wasn't fully used to the crowd, I decided. When facing away and focused on cunnilingus, I could kind of ignore them. But they were there, and that one little bit of liberty taken with me was a reminder of just how public we currently were. I still wasn't ashamed of it or overly embarrassed, but it brought an awareness back to me of just how wanton it all was and the sorts of things I found myself doing lately.
I locked eyes with Kara, who was leaning casually against the wall and just watching me like she had not a care in the world. I came with Diana's tongue mauling my pussy, and my girlfriend wryly smirking at me.
There was no aftercare. It was a wonderful, hard orgasm, but Diana just smacked on the butt when she was done, took an offered napkin to wipe her mouth and chin, then waltzed out with her coffee. I remained where I was, dripping and shaky, and tried not to think of just what kind of view I was providing now.
"You ok?" Kara asked, leaving Maya to handle customers for the moment.
I nodded and slunk around the bar, taking a seat out of sight of the rest of the room.
"She does things to me," I said softly.
"Yeah, we all saw that," Kara said.
"No, not just the obvious, I mean," I said. I looked at Kara who crouched down next to me. "You ever get treated like a sex toy in front of a whole room full of interested spectators?"
"Can't say I ever have," she said.
I sighed. "I've never felt so subby in my life."
"Should I be jealous?" Kara asked.
"Doubtful. I have a feeling she's not nearly so much fun most of the time," I said. "Might even be straight in her real life."
Kara arched an eyebrow. "I don't think so, hon."
"Well, you know, straight as you used to be anyway," I grinned.
"She loves the pussy from what I've seen," Kara said.
"Her chance to escape and experiment maybe," I said.
"My bet is she's married or at least engaged," Maya chimed in cheerfully. "And you're her break from work and a relationship she doesn't really want."
Kara and I both stared at her.
"You're too young to be so cynical," I chastised.
"And yet not too young to be lured into a life of sexual deviance," Maya replied. "Go figure."
Kara rolled her eyes and gave me an imploring look.
"Well don't look at me," I told her. "You hired her."
"And I fear I have to stand by it," Kara said. "The two of you bring in the money."
"Is that all I am to you?" I pouted.
Kara bit her lip, looked around, then pulled down her pants just a little beneath her apron. She guided my hand to her panties, letting me feel how wet she was. "Not hardly all you are," she said quietly.
I was still recovering from my orgasm, but I wasn't so exhausted that I wasn't going to finger my girlfriend in her coffee shop when she presented me with the opportunity.
I engaged in a brief scuffle with Kara over further yanking her pants down, and her underwear along with them. She fought me on it, but she didn't actually attempt to move away from me. Given that I was sitting on the floor and she could easily escape, I came to the conclusion that she was even hornier than I had already guessed from her sodden panties.
Kara stepped closer to me and the bar, protecting herself from view as I helped myself to her cooch. The combination of her apron and the physical structure of the counter gave her pretty good coverage, but Maya and I were both fully privy to her partly undressed state.
"I shouldn't let you do these things to me," Kara breathed.
"Why not?" I asked innocently.
I fingerbanged Kara and rubbed her clit with one hand, using my other hand to slowly work her bottoms down and entirely off. I really didn't think she'd let me get that far, but she was pretty damn turned on and most likely not thinking all that clearly. I understood. I'd been there.
Kara leaned forward, draping the bottom of her apron partly across my face. I took the opportunity to sneak my head right underneath so I could steal the occasional kiss or lick on her naughty parts.
I couldn't see Kara's expression anymore, but I could still see Maya to the side of us. She was watching us with every free moment she had, or playfully chatting with customers who were trying to get a look past the counter. I had the feeling that Kara thought she was being more subtle than she really was.
By sitting up on my knees, I was able to reach her pussy fairly comfortably with my tongue, even despite her best efforts to keep my head below the bar. I was pretty sure by then that everyone present knew what was up and her attempts at hiding it were futile. Maya's broad grin helped confirm that suspicion for me.
I licked Kara out, making her a dripping wet, softly moaning, and wiggly kind of girl. She actively humped my face toward the end, which didn't help her attempted subtlety, and better than that her whimpering groan as she came had to have been audible to absolutely everyone.
Kara sank down to the floor with me post-cum, wrapping herself up in my arms.
"You think anyone noticed that?" she whispered.
"Nah, babe. You're good," I said.
She snorted. "Liar."
"Hehe, maybe."
Kara sighed. "You're so bad."
"You can't blame this one on me," I protested.
"Sure I can," she said. "You took my pants off. In the shop."
"You started it," I said. "And encouraged it."
"I only get that horny because of you," she told me. "So really, that's your fault too."
A big, goofy smile ruined any sense of gravitas I might have had remaining. "You looovvve me," I taunted.
"Shut up. I mean I do, but shut up."
"Casey and Kara sitting in a tree," Maya sang. "F-u-c-k-i--"
"Enough, thank you," Kara sighed. "Honestly, the pair of you."
"I'm so proud," I said agreeably.
Maya flashed me that special smile of hers and I had to bite my lip for a moment.
"Is it bad that I have a bit of a crush on her though?" I whispered to Kara.
"Yeah, babe," Kara said just as quietly. "But I mean... I get it."
We both held each other and watched with helpless wistfulness as Maya continued to cover the actual running of the shop, complete with removing her shirt at some point and leaving only her apron and bra covering her chest. She got a lot of interest from both our patronage at large, and Kara and I in particular.
"I would never have guessed when we first met her," Kara murmured. "She never seemed nearly so brave at first. Or quite such a showoff. Probably your fault again."
"Maybe," I said, disinclined to argue about much of anything as I basked in the tease of sideboob Maya was providing. "But you know. A woman grows."
"That explains nothing, dear one," Kara said. "Anyway, I should get back to work."
"Ok," I said.
"And put my clothes back on."
"Never!"
Kara glared at me, but compromised on only slipping her panties back on. She blushed and swore quietly at me the rest of the morning, but I was too happy watching her to be affected by any of her mock-hostility. She was so cute when she got all shy and embarrassed. And it wasn't like she was even mostly naked like I still was, so she really didn't have anything to complain about.
****
Aprons and a decided lack of modesty beneath them continued as the uniform of the coffee shop. Kara, Maya, and I all started coordinating better, sometimes with what we wore, or sometimes with hair and makeup. Presenting more of a united front than before.
Kara was still reluctant to strip down any lower than tank top and booty shorts, though we sometimes convinced her down to underwear. I would pretty much go along with most anything these days. Maya was a bit of a surprise just how well she took to exchanging the uncovering of her body for purchases, attention, and tips.
It made me painfully horny some days watching Maya flirt outrageously with regulars. She had a knack for it. I got plenty of tips just from taking my clothes off mostly, but she specifically solicited them with a brazen approach that only seemed to lead to even more interest in her.
Honestly I got it. A cute barista flirting with me and taking off her shirt if I tipped her enough? I most likely would have found her irresistible too, and my bank account would have suffered for it. As it was, I was coming out ahead on practically everything. I got to perv on Maya, watch Kara get flustered and half-naked far more often, and continued to get my own thrills on a weekly basis, all the while picking up some sweet tips to supplement my bank account rather than drain it. It was an awesome deal.
Maya, sexy little genius that she was, came up with an even better idea for tips too. She tried it out one day, putting out three tip jars one morning, one with each of our names on it. She drew horizontal lines up the sides, with the idea being that customers could directly tip certain amounts to get another piece of clothing off their chosen individual.
I wasn't bothered by it one way or another. I tended to get naked sooner or later anyway. Kara scoffed a little and said we weren't tricking her that easily, however Maya and I teamed up on her and took her top off when the first goal was met.
Kara kind of sunk herself after that, since playing up her own shyness and reluctance to strip further--which wasn't even an act in her case--only made our clientele all the more invested in getting more off of her. I never minded stripping, and Maya's occasional bouts of feigned modesty were very clearly for show, but Kara's genuine embarrassment was adorable and irresistible in a way Maya and I just couldn't match.
"I'm not taking my underwear off," Kara hissed at me, already red-faced and cowering behind the bar a little, trying desperately not to show her backside.
"I dunno, babe," I said. "They're kinda tipping for it."
"I didn't think they'd be so aggressive about it!" Kara said. "I never used to get tips like this."



I gave her a look. "Kara, babes, people tip more for sexy. That's like an obvious rule of the world."
"But they're even mostly women! Not even just horny dudes," she protested.
"I know," I said, eyes narrowing. "I'm starting to think some of us in this shop might not be totally straight."
"Oh shush. I know, you've cultivated your collection of horny girls who want to see you naked."
"That's true," I grinned.
"But why do they want to see me now?" she complained.
"Is that a serious question?" I asked. "I think you know two sets of tits are better than one. Plus you haven't really shown yours properly, so there's the whole sexy mystery factor."
Kara sighed. "I could have just stayed straight, you know. Lived a happy, boring life. Not having to worry about being totally humiliated at my own coffee shop."
"You were never really straight, Kara," I said. "We've established that."
"Yeah, but it was simpler when I thought I was. See what you did to me?"
I beamed happily. "Yeeeaaah." I sighed contentedly. "Anyway, you can be a party pooper if you want and stay dressed. No one's making you do anything, really."
"Peer pressure is," she said.
"Well, yes, that's true."
"And besides, I'd look like a total coward in front of you and..."
"And?" I asked curiously.
"And in front of Maya," Kara admitted sheepishly.
I glanced at Maya, who was busy leaning apparently casually on the counter chatting away with a man and a woman, probably a couple. The reason I knew it wasn't actually casual was the way Maya was deliberately flashing a beautiful view down the front of her apron. I'd been getting big eyefuls of that same view lately, and I could say first-hand that it was a panty-ruiner.
Maya, naturally, picked up a generous tip from the couple. She let the guy slip a bill into the strap of her apron and incidentally get a quick feel in the process. Her lack of reserve toward boys generally--very unlike myself, who was gay as they came--helped her out tremendously with the tips. She could dip from any audience, and frequently did.
I turned back to Kara and caught her staring just as wistfully as I had been.
"You've got a crush," I teased.
"Shut up. But yes, kind of."
"Ooh, that's cute. Hope your girlfriend doesn't find out!"
"Again, shut up," she said, stepping close and pressing herself against me for a brief but pleasant kiss. "I'm being vulnerable."
"You're about to be more vulnerable," Maya said, padding up behind her, hopefully having only caught the last part of our conversation. "Time for your bra off!"
Kara squawked and tried to slip away from Maya and me. We had her outnumbered though, and what she got instead of a clean escape was more of a playful tussle that ended up giving our audience more of a show than if she'd just given in to start with. She still ended up losing her bra, and her apron came loose in the process so that she had to shyly readjust herself afterward, having already flashed her tits repeatedly.
"I'm gonna get you both for this," she hissed, red-faced and flustered.
I grinned, recognizing her threat as her not truly being upset, but definitely embarrassed.
"Why?" I asked innocently. "It's really helping the tips!"
Kara groaned as the cycle reinforced itself, and she came closer to 'having to' remove her panties as well. "Is it too late to fire you both and go back to being dead on Wednesday mornings?"
"Think of the business," I urged.
"All for the sake of capitalism," Maya nodded sagely.
"Hate you so much," Kara mumbled.
I tilted her chin toward me and kissed her. It mollified her somewhat, enough that she turned back toward the shop as someone loudly cleared their throat.
Kara went pale and froze in terror. I frowned, not recognizing the woman standing there waiting with a politely interested expression, nor why Kara would be upset to see her.
"Hi, Shannon," Kara said in a near-squeak.
"Kara," the woman acknowledged.
"We, uh..." Kara helplessly waved her hands, trying desperately to come up with some useful words.
"Casey," I said, extending a hand to Shannon. "Nice to meet you."
Shannon shook my hand, very openly checking me out. Which was fair enough, given my state of near-nudity, mostly protected by only my store-issued apron.
"Sorry, but I haven't decided if it's nice to meet you too yet," she said.
Kara recovered a little and started urging me back toward her small office. "Shall we, um, talk privately? Maya, can you--"
"I got this," Maya said sweetly, already preparing a pair of coffees, not the slightest hint of being shy about showing off her backside despite it only being covered by her tiny, sexy panties.
Shannon eyed Maya's booty. I got the sense that, much like when she'd examined me, it was only partially about enjoying the view and more about something else I couldn't quite put my finger on yet.
Kara ushered Shannon and me into her office, giving us some privacy, and scurrying to try and make the three of us comfortable in a fairly cramped space. She also darted back out to retrieve her clothes that had been discarded on the floor previously, and spent the first few minutes trying desperately to get dressed again without flashing us too badly.
I, contrarily, doffed my apron and got comfortable sitting nude and waiting for Kara to unfluster herself.
"Can I get you anything?" Kara asked. "Coffee? Snack?"
I watched in amusement as Kara tried to be a good hostess while yanking her top on over her head and temporarily getting her arm stuck. She glared ferociously at me when she saw that I was naked, though.
"Case, put some clothes on," Kara said.
"First time you've ever said that," I said.
"It isn't and you know it. But... this is kind of a situation."
I glanced at Shannon, who had yet to decide whether she was amused or not.
"Why?" I asked.
"This is... this is Shannon," Kara said timidly. "She, uh, invested in helping me open this place."
I blinked stupidly at our visitor. "Oh. Ohhh. So we're in trouble now," I said. "Got it."
"I wouldn't jump right to that," Shannon said. "I was very interested in the latest numbers and what exactly you'd done to Wednesday mornings in particular to go from your worst weekly period to your best, by far. I hoped it wasn't some very poorly executed money laundering, and at least I don't think I have to worry about that."
"Not so much," Kara agreed with only a mild wince.
"We've just had some very successful promotions," I said.
Much like Shannon couldn't decide whether to be amused or not, I was struggling to decide whether I should be embarrassed. I hadn't treated the situation all that seriously to start with, and now my little joke of sitting nude in an at least semi-important meeting was all the more questionable. For now, though, I crossed my legs in a poised manner and acted like I was dressed properly, though I very much wasn't.
Shannon eyed me up and down again. The flat, calculating look she gave me was kind of hot. Like she was seeing me naked, but only assessing and not actually visibly taking pleasure or disgust in the view.
"The lack of clothes is the promotion?" Shannon asked lightly. "Should I be grateful you haven't installed a stripper pole yet?"
Kara flushed. "It was just a goof at first. We were pretty dead these mornings. But Casey going topless or whatever kind of drew in some business."
I smiled and proudly stuck out my chest a little. "I'm a hit."
"It, uh, snowballed from there," Kara admitted.
"I see," Shannon said. "Well its technically probably not too much of an issue. We'll have to make sure you can meet health codes on food and drink preparation, and ensure an adults only crowd when you're doing... 'promotions'. But otherwise the nudity shouldn't be too big of a deal, and it is actually a good idea."
Kara and I looked at each other.
"So we're not in trouble?" I asked.
Shannon sighed. "I'm not anyone's boss. I can't get you in trouble. But I am a partner in proceedings and I will do my best to make sure you don't get shut down and lose all my money."
"That's fair," I said.
"And as long as there's been nothing any more egregious than a little eye candy, I think we're pretty much ok anyway," Shannon said.
Kara and I looked at each other again, this time worried.
Shannon sighed and put her face in her hands. "I didn't like that look."
"So, um..." Kara said.
"Yes?" Shannon said.
"We might have provided 'snacks' on occasion."
Shannon blinked. "Do I want to know?"
"Probably not," Kara said. "But you did kind of ask."
Shannon hesitated a moment. "Alright, I'll bite. What are the 'snacks'?"
Kara looked at me. I looked at her. She shrugged. I shrugged.
"Welp," I said, standing up, "guess this is happening."
I hopped easily onto Kara's desk and spread my legs. I was still wet, or perhaps wet again. I wasn't totally sure what Shannon's presence had done to me, but it certainly hadn't dimmed my arousal any, and might even have helped it.
Shannon stared at my pussy while Kara nervously fidgeted in her seat.
"That's the snack?" Shannon asked.
"That's it," I said.
"And you've been offering this to your customers?"
"Well... ladies only, really." I shrugged. "Just the way I roll. Now Kara and Maya... they lean a little more ambiguous. But the snacks have been mine so far."
"Ok, to be clear, you can't be charging money for sex," Shannon said. "Any kind of it."
"It's only a bonus," I protested. "A free snack, even. With only the purchase of a coffee or other beverage," I added, mumbling the latter part quickly and quietly.
"Ok, see, that. You can't do that," Shannon said. "Having people pay money for sexual favours."
"What about a free snack that only happens to coincide with someone purchasing a coffee?" I asked.
"That's--"
"Arguably it's not even sexual favours," Kara added. "It's just snacks. That's all."
"It's a pussy," Shannon said.
"Sometimes pussies are snacks," I argued.
Shannon wasn't having it, but her resistance to the whole notion of it was softening at the edges. Kara and I had to work on her a little more, including me keeping my legs spread and Kara gradually nudging her closer.
I was pretty sure we were ok once Shannon started licking my cooch. It was usually a good sign in a wide variety of situations.
"You two are both still on thin ice," Shannon mumbled from between my thighs.
"Joke's on you," I said. "I still don't actually work here."
"And you're still not actually my boss," Kara said. She meeped as Shannon took a moment to glare at her. "I mean... you're right, thin ice. I'll just go check on the... coffee... things."
Kara darted away leaving Shannon and I alone. She looked up at me for a second, then shrugged and buried her tongue in my snatch again.
"So... eat pussy often?" I asked.
Shannon rolled her eyes. "Not really, no."
"Oh," I said.
"But I have to try out the snacks here every now and then, don't I?"
I giggled. "That's a good point."
Shannon smirked too, then grew thoughtful. "Honestly... I don't think I'd want to date you. Girls generally, I mean, not you specifically. But there's something about a free pussy, isn't there?"
"Unf. Well there is when you put it like that," I said. "But then I'm biased. I very much enjoy dating girls."
"Not dating so much, is it?"
I pouted. "Listen... Kara and I are complicated, but we have a good thing going. Just because I get a dozen tongues a week other than hers... well actually I don't have a point there, I just wanted to brag."
Shannon snickered and kept licking me out. I seemed to be charming her to some adequate degree, which was beneficial to all involved. We took our time, casually chatting or in the throes of cunnilingus, alternating over time.
She was in quite high spirits by the time she smoothed herself out and prepared to leave again. I even got a kiss on the cheek as a parting gift.
"Just remember, please don't get in serious legal trouble," Shannon advised. "I shall be cross if you do."
Kara agreed, and I tried to nod seriously while standing naked in front of her and the rest of the shop at large. I was getting better at maintaining dignity while unclothed, at least, which was probably a useful skill.
We waved Shannon goodbye, then I tossed my hair with regal flair.
"I suppose my public awaits," I said grandly.
"Yeah, Case, they probably want to perv on you," Kara agreed. "That is kind of the whole focus of our morning."
"I've had to cover for you," Maya complained, not that I could take her seriously since I knew she was enjoying herself, and racking up serious tips besides. "You know how many of these ladies won't stop bugging me to flash my tits and stuff?"
I glanced around. "Most of them?" I hazarded. "It's a rather sapphic audience, generally speaking."
"Funny about that," Kara mused. She smacked my butt. "On you go. Customers are hungry."
I grinned and hopped onto my usual perch, displaying myself for our roomful of patrons and gasping slightly at the sudden, mostly polite rush to get a sexy snack. Shannon probably had a point that we shouldn't charge for the privilege, and honestly I was happy to do it for free. Up until very lately, I had never experienced actual lineups to eat me out. I very much enjoyed that part, and the generous tips were an added bonus on top.
"We can maybe restructure our promotions a little," Kara pondered aloud while Maya served coffees and I served pussy. "I mean, we have a good thing going here. Don't want to mess with it too much."
"No one else can compete with this," Maya said. "And I've never had so much fun at work, so staff morale is being positively affected as well, which is rare for customer focused incentives."
Kara gave her a suspicious look.
"What?" Maya said, mildly offended. "I know things. I'm not just a horny, gorgeous student, you know."
"Oh yeah?" Kara asked. "Then how do we maintain our promotions without risking legal trouble in future?"
"I didn't say I know everything," Maya protested. "This has all been morally and legally gray at best. That's part of why it's so fun."
Kara blinked. "Casey's corrupted you good, hasn't she?"
"Hey! What did I do?" I asked.
"Corrupted her," Kara said patiently. "I just explained that."
"How?"
Kara cocked her head and just waved a hand at me.
I looked down at myself, my flagrant nudity, and the woman currently between my legs with another waiting close by for her turn, watching with bated fascination.
"Other than by example, I mean," I said.
"No, that's the main one," Kara sighed. "And I think you know that."
Maya, either to prove Kara's point or to prove that she didn't need me to go wild--and I honestly wasn't sure which--laughed and clambered up on the counter. To the gathered appreciation of our customers, she did a soft dance, spinning around a few times to flash her butt, then peeled off her apron in a terribly seductive manner.
I moaned and felt my pussy gush as I watched Maya wiggle around nakedly, enjoying herself and the attention immensely. I finally got the impression of seeing what Kara always professed to enjoy about my wantonness, and I had to admit it was really quite good from this side as well.
"Ok, she's corrupted," I admitted. "But I still don't think it was all me."
"Well it wasn't me," Kara said.
"You did hire her," I pointed out.
"Yes, but she's spent more time getting my clothes off than vice versa."
I gave a crooked smile. "Smart girl. I appreciate her moxie."
Kara rolled her eyes. "Yes, I'm sure that's what you appreciate."
****
Maya and I continued our entertainment, growing ever wilier and more creative over time, frequently combining efforts. Kara was a side-participant at best most days, but she definitely enjoyed Maya and I, and I enjoyed showing off for her, so it all worked out.
I actually cut back on my hours at my real job to spend more time at the coffee shop. Ladies' nights and related events became more of a focus for the business, taking up more sets of hours through the week. They weren't all sex-centered, but a lot of them were to some degree, as it was admittedly a pretty big selling point for Kara's coffee shop these days.
My new favourites were 'clothing optional' hours. We actually discouraged 'snacks' and fondling and things, and it was just all for the nudity. I got to just hang out nude and not have to perform at all, which was nice as it turned out. It still got me horny pretty often, and the downside was that I didn't get my pussy licked by a parade of cute girls to take the edge off, but it was just really cozy. I did admittedly also get to perv out a little too as some of the customers engaged with the theme to varying levels of nude commitment.
Diana remained only in it for her weekly dose of my pussy, which was too bad because I was more and more interested in seeing her outside of her business suit. Barbara, our sexy jogger, was however a common participant in getting naked once we opened up the option. I actually got in trouble a little from Kara over her.
"You're staring too hard, babe," she told me.
"But her abs. Her abs Kara!" I argued. "Have you see them?"
"Yes, and so have you. They've been on display every time she came in wearing only a sports bra top."
"Well it's different without any clothes," I pouted. "Even if you can't see it."
Maya, meanwhile, was thriving and starting some of her own events. Most notably, lingerie poetry hour. It was pretty much what I expected when I first heard her pitch it, which was that she sat on stage in various sexy and skimpy outfits, reading poems she'd either written, or sometimes gathered from other sources.
"It's the only time I've ever had an interested audience," Maya admitted. "Poetry doesn't go over well most of the time. Turns out it does way better when my tits are out. Who knew?"
She also encouraged other artists so long as they were suitably underdressed, which had a sort of popularity all its own. Maya wasn't the only girl around wanting to share some spoken or sung art. And she wasn't the only one happy to show some eye candy if it meant ears came along for the ride.
We were building a little nudity haven, generally. Still sexual and flirtatious as often as not, and developing a reputation as the coffee equivalent of a lesbian bar, but it luckily all remained pretty chill. Partly because Maya and I wouldn't hesitate to put our shirts back on if someone caused a disturbance, which was mostly all the consequences needed to keep everyone in line.
"I never thought this would be the career I got into," Maya said after work one day, when it was just her, Kara, and me left in the shop. We were having a bit of a drink together, celebrating our effort and success.
"It shouldn't be your career," Kara said. "You'll do something more intelligent when you get done with uni."
Maya wiggled her hand. "Enh. Maybe. Never really knew what I wanted to do anyway. School's just delaying the inevitable move into the real world, more than anything."
"Very sensible," I said.
Kara smacked my shoulder. "No it isn't. Don't put bad ideas in her head."
"I don't need protected, you know," Maya said. "I'm an adult."
"Technically," Kara said.
"No technically," I said, giving Kara a smack back. "She is. Just, you know," I said, turning back to Maya, "you're kind of like... like a little sister we want to look out for."
"Oh," Maya said, gently spinning her drink back and forth in a thoughtful manner. "That's too bad."
"Too bad?" I asked. "Why?"
"Because I'd been working up to asking if you two wanted to take me home with you sometime," Maya said. "Doesn't work as well if I'm your 'little sister.'"
My eyes widened and I felt my insides twist up in that happy but anxious way that I hadn't experienced since... well since Kara and I started dating, I supposed. I hadn't had to worry about a new thing starting since then, and since we'd become fairly comfortable together.



I halfway expected Kara to gently but immediately shut Maya down. Instead, I caught her looking at me at the same time I looked to her. There was a long pause.
"Maybe... maybe more like a step-sister," I tried.
Maya giggled. "Gross."
"Or like a..." Kara paused. "Actually no, I got nothing that doesn't make it even worse. Were you serious?"
"Yeah," Maya said, resting her chin on her hand, eyes just the teensiest bit glazed as she assessed the two of us. "Feels like something I'd like to try. And if I'm gonna try it, I'd like it to be with both of you. You've been so good to me."
"We've been bad influences," Kara said.
Maya shrugged. "So what's one more bad influence then?"
Kara looked at me again, desperate for something from me, but I wasn't sure if she was looking for a reason to say yes, or to say no.
"Babe, if we take her home, I'm gonna eat her pussy," I said. "Just letting you know, because I know you didn't want me doing that."
"Generally that's true," Kara said slowly. "Your tongue is just for me. But... Maya's kind of an exception, isn't she?"
"In many ways," I agreed.
Maya thrummed with excitement. "I bet you're great at eating pussy."
"Just you wait," I told her, trying to maintain some semblance of cool despite my nerves and anticipation going crazy.
"She actually is," Kara said. "Despite all the bragging."
"I don't even brag!" I said. "Not much, anyway."
Maya eyed me over her glass, expression heavy with arousal and tipsiness. "No one's made me cum in a while. You can brag all you want if you do."
I stood up fast enough to send my chair tumbling. "Done! Let's go."
Kara giggled. "Sit down, you goof. We can finish our dri--"
"No time," I urged. "Better just swallow it fast. Which... is probably the first time I've ever said that."
"There's such a thing as being too eager to bed another woman while you're right next to your girlfriend," Kara advised me.
"I'll teach Maya to do that thing you like," I bargained.
Kara regarded me closely. "The one where you suck on my clit? Or the one where you curl your fingers just so?"
"Either. Both."
Kara nodded, slammed the rest of her drink, and together we hoisted Maya out of her seat.
"Right, let's go," Kara said.
"I wasn't done," Maya laughed.
"Gotta be quicker," Kara said.
"Damn, and I thought I was horny," Maya said. "Here I was like not even sure if I should have asked at all. You know how nervous I was about that? Like I don't think you're usually supposed to ask a couple if you can go home with them."
"Depends heavily on context," I said. "I feel like in this case it's acceptable."
"I want to tease you about that," Kara told me. "But I'm in complete agreement."
I nodded. "There, see? Officially a good idea."
"You two are silly," Maya laughed. "That's what I like about you."
"That's what you like about us?" I asked, arching a single, disbelieving eyebrow.
"Well," Maya said thoughtfully while contriving to briefly grope my tits despite her arm being occupied, "it's one of the things I like."
The three of us were lucky to make it back to the apartment Kara and I shared without someone losing their clothes, and it wasn't even that far a walk. Kara had deliberately rented somewhere near to her coffee shop when she'd been in the process of opening it, and I'd since firmly moved in with her. This would mark our first--and perhaps only--time bringing someone else home for the purposes of adding to our bedroom.
We barged into our apartment and dragged Maya shrieking and giggling to throw her into bed. She laughed and tried to sit up and pull her shirt off, but Kara and I were on her too fast, stripping her together without allowing her to help.
"I can take off my own stuff you know," Maya said.
"I know," I said. "We've seen you do so. It's our turn."
Maya appeared unconvinced at first, but pretty quickly got into it as she got two sets of hands all over her, and Kara and I kissing newly exposed skin from either side.
"Oh damn," Maya whispered. "Ok, I guess this is kinda what I asked for, huh? I could... I could be into this."
"I should hope so," I purred while nuzzling her tits, "because I sure am."
Kara snickered. "Hehe, hornygirls."
I watched sidelong as Kara moved downward, slipping Maya's panties down her smooth legs.
"Right," I murmured. "You're not horny, I suppose."
Kara paused midway through kissing her way up Maya's inner thigh. "I might be a little," she admitted.
Maya tried to sit up and participate more, but I pinned her down until she gave up that silly idea. She was for Kara and I to share first, that was all there was to it.
"It's not fair though that I'm the only one naked," Maya said, pretending to be shy and squeezing her legs together while placing her hands over her breasts. "I should be allowed to get you two undressed too."
"Patience," I said.
Maya wiggled beneath us. "Who can be patient at a time like this?" she whined.
I gently popped her legs back open, leaving her chest alone for the moment. "Don't you trust me?" I asked.
She bit her lip. "I probably should, shouldn't I? You know more about lesbianing than me. I've just, you know, never done stuff with more than one person before. Or girls. This is new."
"Well tell us if you want to stop," I said, gracing her with a soft kiss. "But otherwise... Kara and I are going to share. We're in this together. Just the way it is."
Kara giggled. "I got to kiss her pussy first though."
"Ah! Rude. Move over."
I felt like it eased some of Maya's apprehension to have Kara and I playfully squabbling over her. Certainly, at the very least, Maya started idly playing with her own boobs rather than shyly covering them, and she did spread her legs ever wider to make more room for us.
Kara had stolen the first couple licks as well as a kiss or two before I even got settled. While I was ever so slightly envious, it also made me feel happier and more secure with everything, knowing that Kara was as much into this as I was. I'd been pretty sure, since Kara had been good about knowing her own boundaries in the past. She had to be, given the things we got up to. But bringing another girl to bed was a whole new risk if something went badly. I'd be more comfortable not tasting Maya at all than chancing Kara getting upset about the threeway.
That said, I was happy to move in as Kara graciously moved aside and let me have a turn. Maya's sweet little pussy was all ours for now, to be savoured and shared to our hearts' content.
There wasn't really enough room to properly share at the same time. I knew that, yet we tried anyway, just getting silly with it as Kara and I tried to get licks in. We mostly had to swap out if we wanted to be efficient at all, though I kind of loved sneaking my tongue against hers while she was just trying to lick Maya's pussy.
It was a tease for all of us. The best kind of tease, but still a tease. After a quick but fierce makeout with Kara, I left her in charge of Maya's cooch and floated up to suck on Maya's nipples and kiss her as well.
Maya writhed beneath me, so warm and horny under my mouth and tongue and the hand I kept gently sliding up and down her tummy. I was so insanely turned on, so in love with this glorious event and the shared experience of it all. Maya was a hot and fun little thing, and she was enjoyable all on her own, but to be able to play with her together with Kara without feeling even a twinge of worry or jealousy was magical. I had such an amazing girlfriend, and I interrupted us both to pull her head up for another deep kiss.
"Babe," Kara chastised gently. "I'm trying to make her cum."
"So sorry," I grinned. "Back to work, then."
I sighed in horny appreciation as I just lay my head on Maya's tummy, watching Kara eat her out. I only got a few moments to myself before Maya insistently tugged me back up to make out with her. It was pretty amazing as I got to feel her orgasm through her mouth, kissing away all those cute little whimpers as she came.
I swapped out with Kara, who was looking slightly dazed and very pleased with herself. We kissed on the way by, but I was pretty quick to take my place between Maya's thighs. I'd low-key wanted a chance at Maya's pussy for a while now. Not urgently up until now. But as long as the chance was here, I was going to take it. All those times Maya had snacked on me, and finally it was my turn.
The sounds of Kara and Maya lazily playing together drifted down to me, but I was tunnel-visioned way too hard to even glance up at them. I could imagine just fine if I wanted. Mostly I just wanted my well-deserved alone time with Maya's cooch.
She was wet and juicy already, no work required on my part. She had also just cummed, so I was soft and gentle as I first tasted her. Just the most tender swipes of my tongue to gather her flavour. I enjoyed myself immensely while also dedicating myself fully to building Maya up again for more cummies.
I fully lost myself in the moment, riding the subtle cues Maya's body gave me as to how I wanted to lick and suck on her. I thought about fingering, but felt like it wasn't time for that just yet. Maybe another time. I used only my mouth, but it used it with all my skill and experience to bring slowly but intensely up into another arousal-filled high, working at her until the moment was right to crash her back down into blissful orgasm.
I felt so self-satisfied afterward, having achieved the goal that had been circling around my horny brain for quite some time. I got to make Maya cum on my tongue, and to briefly make her a helpless, mewling mess.
There was a bit of unhurried aftercare for a time after that. None of us in a particular rush. Kara and I were buzzed as heck, horny and wanting our turns, but still really enjoying Maya and the chance to play with her while she was stretched out lazily in our bed. I kissed my fill of her thighs and up to her tantalizing tummy. Kara teased her breasts and stole the occasional kiss.
I waited until I couldn't hold back, until I needed more. I crawled seductively up toward my girls, making sure I had their attention with the way I moved my body.
"Alright, babe," I said. "Your turn."
Kara bit her lip. "My turn?"
I nodded. "Mmhm. Let's get these clothes off, shall we?"
I stripped my girlfriend, taking full advantage of the process to run my hands over her warm skin, even groping her a little at times. Maya watched with patient fascination. She'd seen Kara in various stages of undress by now, but Kara's body remained far less often exposed than either Maya or me, and there was something deliciously naughty about peeling the coverings off of a beautiful girl, as I well knew.
"Lie down," I told Kara.
Kara blushed softly--rather cutely, in fact--as she peeked between Maya and me. She lay on her back, getting comfortable, while I dragged Maya from her comfortable post-cum respite.
It was really quite charming how I couldn't tell which of the two of them was more eager. Kara was the more horny of them at the moment, and her eyes lit up as I guided Maya between her legs. Maya was a little calmer, but was still clearly excited about being presented a brand new pretty pussy to play with.
I let Maya explore at first at her own pace, just cooing encouragements to her and petting her appreciatively for doing a good job. As promised, however, I transitioned into teaching Maya the ways Kara liked her clit sucked, and how to find her g-spot, complete with curling fingers massage technique.
Kara whimpered and reached out to hold my hand, biting her lip and making such horny eyes at me. I interlaced our fingers and squeezed her hand tight, giving her comfort while she was pleasured. I stroked Maya's hair at the same time, becoming an emotional connection between my girls while they maintained their own sexual link.
Kara came messily, complete with a small but notable squirt that caught Maya by surprise. It was probably one of the hottest single moments of my life to watch Maya pull back in shock, face suddenly soaked from Kara's pussy, then dive right back in to lick Kara's sloppy snatch.
Maya proceeded to eat Kara out to a second, slightly calmer orgasm, this time just doing her own thing in her own time. It was a thing of beauty to watch, and incidentally had my poor ignored pussy revved up like crazy.
I would have just dealt with being pathetically horny for as long as it took. No way in hell was I interrupting Kara and Maya doing what they liked to each other. Fortunately, they had their respective sexy and devious streaks to rival my own, and after a brief flurry of whispers between them at one point they both turned to me as one mind in two bodies.
I shivered in happy anticipation, staring into Kara's eyes, then Maya's. There was a moment of stillness to the world as they contemplated action before moving. All the possibilities opened up before me, their hot, naked bodies gleaming with both sexy promise and mundane sweat.
I shrieked and playfully squirmed under their grasps as they pounced on me together. I wanted to savour every second of them working together to strip me as nude as they were. Every chance to be felt up, every fleeting opportunity to rub my freshly bared skin against one or both of them was seized to the fullest.
"You're so horny, babe," Kara whispered while nibbling my ear.
"Truly can't imagine why," I murmured back.
"Want us to take care of that?" she asked.
I groaned softly. "Yes. Please. Obviously."
Kara and Maya had both had the pleasure of licking me out before, but had never played with me at the same time. Their attempts at sharing my pussy were as doomed to failure as the attempt Kara and I had made on Maya, but they had fun with it and I really intensely enjoyed looking down at the two of them trying to squeeze their tongues and fingers into too little real estate between my legs. The mere attempt by the two of them was worth more than any physical success anyway, nevermind the sheer beauty of two sets of mischievous eyes peering impishly up at me.
Even better, Kara and Maya started playing swapsies with my pussy. Kara licked me while Maya crawled up to suck on my tits, then Maya ate me out while Kara sat primly on my face. They changed it up a few times, helping themselves to me like I was a buffet for their horniest urges. I had no choice but to revel in it and simply enjoy myself, for doing anything else led to them pinning me down, and it was two against one after all.
I came a few times, losing track of fingers and tongues somewhere along the way, moaning wantonly at each fresh touch and happily kissing anything that happened to present itself to my mouth. I lost myself to glorious ecstasy until the three of us gradually slipped into an after party of gentle caresses and nude, sweaty cuddles.
"I think I might have enjoyed that," Maya mumbled thoughtfully.
She was cinched between Kara and I, head resting just below Kara's breasts, my hand idly petting her hair once again.
"I had a suspicion," I said.
Kara rested her head on my shoulder, looking even more dozy than I felt. "This is what you do," she said. "Corrupting poor women. Neither of us ever had sex with two other girls at once before you."
"Again with blaming me for things," I pouted. "It's my first threeway too, you know."
"Really?" Kara asked.
"Ah, as if I'm some sort of wicked harlot," I said. "The things you believe about me."
Maya slipped my hand from her hair down to her chest, letting it rest on her breast while she ran her fingers over mine. "If it helps any, this has been a lovely education for me rather than a corruption."
"There, see?" I said.
"You've always been very educational," Kara admitted, moving just enough to kiss me.
"I think I might have had another good idea for the shop," Maya said. "What if we--"
I groaned and placed a hand over her mouth. "No work talk right now. Work is work, bed is bed."
Maya, the little scamp, kissed my palm where it covered her mouth. "I'll tell you some other time then. Speaking of bed though..."
I giggled and buried my face against Kara. I had precious little rational thought left in me by now.
"You're welcome back if you want," Kara said, much to my silent delight. "Although technically this is something of a conflict with work, I think."
"That's ok," Maya said chipperly. "I'm sleeping with the boss now. I can get away with anything."
I giggled louder, not dissuaded by Kara's attempts at getting me to help her out.
"That was precisely the conflict I was referring to," Kara sighed. "Shannon's probably going to kill me if she finds out."
"As if," Maya said. "She loves me. I bring in the money."
"She's got you there," I said. "And she is indeed sleeping with the boss, so you better be careful."
"I am the b-- oh nevermind," Kara said. "You're both hopeless. Go to sleep now, would you?"
"Of course, my love," I said. "Anything for you."
Kara grumbled but smiled prettily as I gave her a big kiss on the cheek. I wasn't sure at the moment whether Maya or I had her more wrapped around our little finger, but either way she was in an easy mood to get a cute reaction from.
We fell asleep together, the first time with all three of us, but not the last. It would remain mine and Kara's bed, but as Kara herself had stated, Maya was a bit of an exception in more ways than one.
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I took my usual seat on the bleachers with Claire, Zelda, and Bridget. We were there, as we often were, to watch the rugby game. All four of us had brothers on the university team, and as the only one still in high school I was pretty sure it was the only reason the other girls had so easily and warmly welcomed me into their little group. I'd regularly walked over from my school and sat shyly on my own until they realized Jack was my brother.
As soon as I was included, invited in as another in a small clique of girls who came to support their brothers, I was firmly part of the group. After watching only a few practices and games with the girls, I felt as comfortable with them as with any of my oldest friends. Which was really saying something, given that I was emphatically the youngest and shyest of the four of us.
"I don't know what it is about rugby boys," Claire, our unofficial leader, was musing as I made myself comfortable.
Zelda snorted. "Yes you do. Bunch of athletic guys in shorts playing grabass out on the field? Don't know what's confusing you about that."
I giggled. "Jack would hate you describing it like that."
"Ha, yeah," Bridget said. "Brothers. What can ya do?"
Zelda smirked. "I know. Big manly men. Who incidentally do a lot of forceful cuddling for our pleasure."
I hugged myself and kept snickering at the way the girls talked. They got really quite pervy at times, which was a delight to me and my somewhat sheltered existence. Even with my best friends at school I didn't often feel comfortable being horny around them or getting quite as vocal about boys.
I'd had my fair share of crushes over the years, which I'd of course shared with my besties, but I'd never felt like it was such an easy thing to be obviously horny about them. My new friends either had the advantage of age and experience, or maybe they were just a different crowd from the type I would normally hang with.
It was certainly true that there was something new in the feelings I got watching my brother's practices and games. Not always straight up horny necessarily, but it was pretty fun to lean into that when it happened with friends that understood and felt the same.
Partly I just liked the excitement of it all. The actual sport spectating. I mostly understood the rules these days, though some details continued to elude me. I understood plenty to watch with mounting nerves and adrenaline as Jack's team came from behind in the last part of the game and scored enough to just eke out a victory.
The crowd near us erupted in a frenzy, and I found myself caught up in it as well. I leapt to my feet cheering and clapping, then darted down with Claire, Zelda, and Bridget, and indeed the various girlfriends hanging around, meeting the players as they headed for the locker room.
I found Jack, or rather he found me and made a little space for us as I hugged him. He laughed, high on his fresh win, and spun me around. I gave a ferociously giddy laugh, enjoying being held and swung around perhaps even more than the excitement of the celebration.
Rather oddly, I could have sworn as I was spinning about that I saw Claire and Malcolm, her brother, getting even more caught up in the thrill than Jack and I. Which was to say they were definitely hugging too, but I could have sworn they briefly kissed as well. Probably it was my imagination, and she'd kissed him on the cheek or something. It really didn't look that way to me though.
I forgot about it pretty quickly as Jack set me down again.
"That was a great game," I told him.
Jack smiled, beaming the way he sometimes did when really happy. I loved that cheeky grin on him.
"Almost a disaster," he said.
"That's why it was great," I said. "No fun if you crush 'em too easily."
"Ha, you might be right, Court. Gets the fans all worked up this way," he said, gesturing to the crowd.
I giggled. "The boys with girlfriends are gonna have fun, huh?"
Jack snickered. "Probably. You're too young to know about that though."
I made a face and punched his arm. I may as well have punched a tree, but at least he acted like he felt it.
"I'm barely two years younger than you, you ass," I said.
"I know," he teased, putting a hand to his heart. "I'm such an innocent I thought surely you must be even more so."
"Har har. Like you haven't hooked up with any babes who think you play really good."
Jack made hurt, soulful eyes. The kind that fooled mom, but hadn't worked on me in... well, probably ever. "I shudder at what you must think of me. That I would stoop so low as to consort with attractive girls who want to spend 'alone time' with me."
"This is why I like my new friends," I said. "They just admit to being horny sometimes and don't make such a production of it."
Jack's eyes widened for real, if only for a second. "I'm gonna have to keep you away from bad influences, you know. You have to watch out for rugby boys. And girls, for that matter," he added thoughtfully.
Zelda sneaked up and put an arm around me. "Don't worry," she grinned. "We'll keep an eye on Court for you. She's in good hands."
"Your hands are precisely what I'm afraid of," Jack said.
"Whatever. Go get showered, big sexy winner guy," Zelda said, slapping Jack on the butt.
He appeared unsure what to do with the gesture, but didn't seem to mind too much.
The rest of the guys had mostly meandered away as well. I glanced at Claire and Malcolm, narrowing my eyes as I watched him squeeze his sister's butt before heading to the locker room as well. Claire just smirked after him, tossed her hair, then wandered back over to us.
I just shook my head and told myself I was seeing things.
****
I arrived early for the next rugby practice. Mostly this meant bumming a ride from a friend rather than walking like I normally did.
I sat alone for a time, absently watching the very beginnings of warmups. Claire arrived next and settled in casually next to me, looking just as relaxed as I was tense.
"I thought a lot the past few days," I said.
"Sounds like probably too much thinking then," Claire said, eyes glued to one of the guys with particularly tight shorts.
"Maybe. But like last match, I'm pretty sure you kissed your brother."
Claire took a long time in answering. She never looked at me the whole time, but I could practically watch her mind whirring.
"So maybe I did," she finally said.
I edged closer. "Seriously?"
"You were there. You saw, I assume."
"I did. But like... how? Why?"
Claire shrugged. "If I don't, some other girl will."
I gaped at her. "What? That doesn't make any sense."
"I'm a jealous girl. What can I say?"
"Of your brother?"
Claire finally fixed me with eyes that were far more piercing than I'd ever noticed before. "He's my brother," she said softly, but with a hint of venom to her words. "Why would I let someone else have him?"
"That's insane," I whispered. "You're insane."
She laughed, which didn't help change my mind even slightly.
"Think what you want," she said. "But you're obsessed with your brother too."
"I am not!" I protested.
"So last match, when you leapt into his arms and let him twirl you and all, you'd have been fine if another girl got there first?"
My heart wrenched in a way I hadn't previously known it could. "He's not seeing anyone," I said.
"Sure. But what if he was?"
My insides tightened up even further. I didn't have an answer. I'd kind of always just assumed there wouldn't be anyone else competing for his attention. It was foolish in hindsight. Claire was right. Jack could start seeing someone at any time, really, and then where would I be? Not being swung around victoriously in his arms, that's where.
Bridget sneaked up and slid into her seat, making me blush and hope she hadn't overheard any of our conversation. Zelda wasn't that far behind.
I stayed locked up and silent as the other three carried on smalltalk and banter. My eyes tracked Jack out on the pitch and I tried to process some brand new feelings while hoping everyone would just forget I was there. Jealous? Was that really what I was? Because even though the concept wasn't entirely novel, I hadn't thought it all the way through before. I now felt a painfully stabbing pang at the idea that he'd find a girlfriend and she'd be the one watching him play instead, and celebrating with him, and going home to bed together, and--
A pair of snapping fingers in front of my face startled me back to reality.
"You ok there Court?" Bridget asked. "You're zoned out like crazy."
"Me?" I mumbled. "Yeah. Fine. Just... tired maybe."
"Are you?" Zelda asked. "You look deep in thought."
"I guess," I said.
I tried not to look at Claire. She had a faint little smirk going that was painfully obvious to me since I knew what I was looking for.
"That's kind of my fault," Claire said.
I screwed up my face, hoping she wasn't about to say what I was pretty sure she was going to.
"Why?" Bridget frowned. "What did you do?"
"You're supposed to be nice," Zelda reminded her.
"When am I ever not nice?" Claire protested, wincing as the other two immediately jumped in with examples. "I retract the question. I retract it ok?!"
I still felt tense, but I liked that attention was back off of me, and in a kind of amusing way.
"All I did," Claire said when she was given the chance again, "was warn Court that someone might try to date her brother at some point. These things happen."
I blushed and hung my head, hoping desperately that the conversation would stop there. To my surprise, instead of getting weird looks I just got sympathy. I cautiously raised my head again as Zelda patted my shoulder, and I found that she and Bridget were both giving me empathetic expressions.
"That can happen," Bridget agreed. "Ethan almost started dating someone last year. It was a close thing."
Zelda nodded. "You gotta watch them close sometimes. You know how boys are."
"Do I?" I asked.
"Maybe not," Zelda shrugged. "I assume you haven't dated any?"
"Why would you assume that?" I mumbled unhappily. "I mean you're right, but--"
"Sorry," Zelda said. "Just, you know. If you don't know how boys are, and you're here supporting your brother with us all the time...."
I blinked. "What about boys anyway? Why do you keep talking about them?"
"Well..." Bridget said, "they're kind of huge sluts for someone to cuddle and help them process their emotions. Generally speaking, I mean."
"Oh," I said. "I thought they wanted sex."
"That too," Claire said, smirking again. "Stuff that someone else is going to give them if you aren't careful."
I frowned, looking at my three friends in turn. "Well what am I supposed to do about that? I mean... I don't like that Jack's gonna date someone, now that you've made me think about it too hard, but I can't do anything about it really."
"Why don't you like it?" Bridget asked gently.
I balled up my hands, the tightness returning to my chest. "I don't know. I never thought about it much until today. Jack just never really dated anyone, and I think maybe I thought that's just how it was gonna be."
There were sympathetic noises all round.
"That's the thing about brothers," Claire said. "Can't keep them to yourself forever. Not unless you really put the effort in."
"What does that mean?" I asked. "Is this something to do with why you ki--"
I stopped myself short, realizing I shouldn't necessarily finish my sentence. Claire didn't hesitate though.
"Why I kissed Mal?" she asked lightly. "Yeah. He needs kisses sometimes."
Zelda and Bridget just nodded.
"You both knew about that?" I demanded.
All three girls stared at me.
"That's why we hang together," Bridget said. "Thought you knew that."
"I knew you didn't," Zelda said. "But... you know, you were pretty clearly one of us in spirit."
"One of what?" I mumbled.
"Girls who are... slightly more possessive of their brothers than usual," Zelda answered. "I know not every sibling relationship is close, but it still kind of baffles me how many girls just let their brothers date whoever they want."
"Downright irresponsible," Bridget confirmed. "They can be so vulnerable to manipulation and stuff."
"And like, they're our brothers to start with," Zelda said. "Other girls just think they can move in and do whatever they want."
I squirmed. "Well that's going to happen though, isn't it? Not much we can do. I... we shouldn't even be jealous, right?" I peered around worriedly. "Right?"
Claire, lounging calmly, shook her head. "Lots we can do," she said. "And I don't know about you, but I'm going to be jealous if I damn well please."
"Are you?" I asked in a small voice.
She smiled mysteriously at me. "I am."
I hugged myself tightly. "I don't know what to think about any of this."
I got some more sympathetic pats from the others.
"Join the club," Zelda said. "Brothers are... complicated."
"Simple, but complicated," Bridget nodded.
"Not so complicated," Claire said languidly. "Depending on what you're willing to do."
I let that thought simmer for a while as we all watched practice and engaged in some more usual and less emotionally intense conversation.
"What should I be willing to do?" I finally asked, minutes later. I immediately blushed as all three of my older friends turned to grin at me, almost as one.
"There you go," Claire said. "I knew you'd come around."
"Don't want him dating the wrong girl or anything," I mumbled, fully embarrassed at the attention all being on me, especially in context.
"Do you want him dating you?" Bridget asked, leaning close, eyes wide and intense.
"No!" I said. "That would be silly." I paused. "Right?"
"I kind of agree," Claire said. "Dating Mal would be weird. Mostly all he needs is some smooches and cuddles anyway. No need to bring dating into it."
I flushed again as she mentioned kissing her brother, this time for reasons other than embarrassment. It was intriguing, and perhaps exciting to think about something like that. Still ludicrous and insane of course. Except... I'd seen her do it. She'd done it. Probably way more times than that, too, and the propriety police had resolutely failed to show up and arrest her.
"Is it really, like, ok to do that?" I asked in a small, curious voice.
Claire shrugged. "Probably not. I do it anyway. What's stopping me, you know?"
Bridget cleared her throat. "I mostly don't kiss Ethan or anything. Head scritchies is enough most of the time."
Zelda nodded. "Boys like those. Head pats and scritchies. Or like scratching their back for them while watching a movie or something."
"Classic move," Bridget agreed.
I relaxed a little from the tension I hadn't even been totally aware I was carrying. "I could do that," I said. "Is that all? Then Jack wouldn't want a girlfriend or anything?"
"Depends on your brother," Claire said. "You know him best. I have to say, keeping it platonic is a risk-reward game the same as anything else. And let's be real, nothing is ever certain in life."
I bit my lip. "It feels so weird to even think of being non-platonic with Jack. Like that's crazy. It'd be crazy. I wouldn't do that."
"Don't underestimate a good kiss every now and then," Zelda said. "It's not a big deal, but it really helps."
I went blushy and quiet again as I contemplated that of the four of us, I appeared to be the only one who didn't occasionally kiss her brother. It was an odd feeling. Somewhat bad, but also somewhat exciting. One of those nervous flutters that I got when thinking about something I'd never possibly do, but would be so brave and thrilling if I did.
****
My friends were bad influences. All I could think about for about a whole week was kissing my brother. It was dismissive at first. Chewing amusedly at the possibility but not giving it serious consideration.
It turned into a prelude to playing with myself. Not that I'd actually masturbate while thinking of Jack. Not at all. But thinking about kissing him led up to me being horny all too frequently. It was a disturbing thing to realize.
After coming to terms somewhat with that development, I found myself spending way too much time on my own thinking about my brother. Not dismissing anything out of hand this time. Just staring at nothing, twisting my hair in my fingers, and contemplating what I was actually going to do. What I wanted to do and what I was capable of doing were two different things, and I wasn't sure exactly where I landed on either.
I was driving myself a bit crazy, spinning out without any kind of easy exit path from my thoughts. I didn't know what to do, and didn't even quite dare bring it up again while watching the next game. Claire, Zelda, and Bridget would have understood, it seemed, but I wasn't sure I wanted their advice at the moment. Talking to them was what had given me my current problems in the first place.
The decision was, in a sense, removed from my hands after the game. That wasn't totally accurate, since my actions were my own, but they didn't feel it in the moment. The game was another nailbiter, with Jack's team only barely staving off disaster at the end and clinching a win.
I leapt down to meet him, grinning at his wide, joyous smile. I loved the feel of his arms wrapping around me and the way he could hoist me in the air like I weighed nothing.
Some of his other teammates were kissing their girlfriends. I very deliberately didn't look at my friends to see what they were up to, but I also clearly wasn't thinking too straight. I held on to Jack, my arms locked behind his neck, and picked myself up on my tiptoes to kiss him.
It was so easy, it turned out. It felt like it shouldn't have been so quick and simple, especially after all the internal strife. But it was. I just kissed Jack, and that was all there was to it.
He laughed and dipped me lower, kissing me all the more firmly. Like it was all just celebration. And it was, really.
Except as he and the rest of his team trotted away and I stood there panting, sensing my friends padding up behind him, my heart ached for something more.
"That a girl," Claire said. "That looked like a fucking good kiss."
"It was," I said, breathless and anguished. "Best I've ever had. By far."
My twisted insides got even worse as Jack drove me home. I knew the magic wouldn't last, and I was right.
"Sorry about kissing you," he said.
I frowned and crossed my arms, looking out the window instead of at him. "I kissed you," I said.
"Well... we both got one," he said.
"Acceptable."
"But, uh, you know. It was the mood of the thing," Jack said. "Got out of hand. Hell of a game."
"It was," I agreed. "You played really well."
"Thanks."
I risked a glance at Jack just to see that crooked, charming little smile of his.
"You didn't like it though," I said.
"Nah, it was a great kiss," Jack said. "Just, you know, people'll get the wrong idea. You know how it is."
"Not really."
Jack chuckled and patted my shoulder. "Sorry, I know it's a bit weird now. But we'll be ok."
I nodded absently. "If you say so."
****
"I don't think he wants to kiss me again," I complained.
"Not what I fucking saw," Claire said.
"Yeah, I only wish Ethan kissed me like that," Bridget sighed.
"No, it was a great kiss," I said, blushing furiously at saying it out loud, and indeed at the memory of it that still haunted my fantasies ever since it had happened. "He just thinks we got caught up in the moment. Doesn't want people to get the wrong idea."
"Ah," Zelda said. "Well, you know, Jack might need another nudge or two to get the right idea himself."
"I'm not doing more than kissing him," I said firmly. "None of this corrupting me any more than you already did."



"Wouldn't dream of it," Zelda said. "But now Aaron and I... it took some coaxing to get him in line. He still doesn't like kissing so much. Hardly ever in public, either. But it turns out he's got a soft spot for blowjobs."
Claire laughed and Bridget squawked with wide eyes.
"You never told me you were blowing him!" Bridget protested.
"It was a secret," Zelda shrugged. "But Court needs some advice, so you know."
"I am not blowing my brother!" I stated loudly and firmly, trying to ignore the side-eye I got from a couple girls sitting halfway down the bleachers from us.
"You don't have to," Zelda said. "That wasn't the point. Just... you have to be firm sometimes. Subtle but firm. Lead Jack where you want him. It's gonna take some time and effort to get him to see you as anything other than a sister."
"But I am his sister," I argued.
"A different kind of sister, then," Zelda said. "One who kisses him sometimes, for instance."
I set my jaw, not yet convinced but also recognizing that I did indeed want to kiss my brother some more, even if he didn't want me to just yet.
"What if he doesn't want it at all?" I asked hesitantly.
All three girls gave me Looks.
"We saw the last kiss," Claire said. "Who are you kidding?"
It actually warmed my heart a little the way she said it. Like it was obvious he wanted more smooches, wanted more of me. It felt nice. Cozy. Still complicated though.
****
It turned out seducing a brother wasn't the easiest thing in the world. Even for me, who really wasn't asking that much. A few kisses here or there. That was all.
The funny and unhelpful part of it all was the more I tried, the more Jack said no, the more I wanted to kiss him again just for me. Like it wasn't even just about making sure he didn't date the wrong girl and forget about me. It was just because I wanted to feel his lips again. That was a bad sign, but I decided I could probably figure it out somehow once I solved my more immediate problem.
I marched into Jack's room one night and took up position on the edge of his bed. He was doing some coursework at his desk and barely even looked up from it.
"I'm not kissing you, Court," he said.
"Well why the hell not?" I demanded. "Not that I was even going to ask about that."
He snorted. "What were you going to ask then?"
"Nothin'. Maybe I just wanted to hang out."
"I'm busy though."
I flopped down on the bed, stretching out on the rumpled sheets and quietly enjoying the subtle smell of my brother in his bedding.
"You're a bit of a frustration sometimes," I growled.
"Then I'm doing my job correctly," he said.
"What's wrong with kissing me anyway?" I asked.
"Aside from the painfully obvious?"
"Yeah. Aside from that."
Jack sighed. "Ok, you got me. Nothing aside from you being my sister. You actually kiss really well."
"I... thank you."
"There's lots of other boys to kiss out there, you know," he suggested.
"What good would that possibly do me?" I said. "You'd just be more likely to kiss some other girl then."
Jack finally turned toward me. He gave me a long, appraising look. "Are you jealous?" he asked, incredulous.
"Of course not!" I said. "I just don't see the need for you kissing other girls."
"You're jealous," he said, sounding awed. "And I'm not even seeing anyone."
"Girls have to protect their brothers sometimes," I insisted. "It's nothing weird like jealousy. It isn't!"
"Those girls you hang out with are bad influences," Jack said. "I should have known. You know there's rumours that they--"
"Yeah, I know," I grumbled. "They have sensible brothers. Unlike me."
"Why do you even care if I see someone else," Jack said. "I don't even have anyone in mind at the moment."
"Good," I said, my heart feeling just a tad lighter. "You're too young and busy for that sort of thing right now."
Jack threw his hands in an exasperated motion. "I'm the older sibling here, lest we forget that."
"I know."
"I should be overprotective of your dating life, if anything."
I grinned and bounced back to a sitting position. "Ok!"
"No that's not... that's still not good. I'm just saying it's even less rational the other way around."
"Give it a chance," I said, wiggling my shoulders. "I can look out for you."
"You can look out for yourself, you mean," Jack accused. "This isn't to do with my wellbeing. This is your wants, and the things those girls put in your head."
"No! Mostly no. They did put some things in my head," I grudgingly admitted. "But only because they made sense."
"What part of any of it makes sense?" Jack asked.
I kicked my feet back and forth. "You know. Because boys like girls who kiss them. And stuff like that. So if some other girl starts kissing you, how am I supposed to compete?"
Jack just stared at me. "You really are jealous."
"Stop saying that!"
"Stop making it true!"
I pushed my hair back in frustration. "You just don't get it," I complained.
"I get it," Jack said. "I just don't think I can approve."
"Well not with that kind of attitude, certainly."
"Court, I really need to get this assignment done."
"I'm not stopping you," I said.
"If I give you one kiss, will you leave?"
I launched myself into my brother's lap with a speed and grace that impressed even me, and smothered Jack in a long, deep kiss. I had to make it count if I only got one.
It was phenomenal. As good as I'd hoped, and perhaps even better. It had felt good to kiss Jack after his game, but there was such an air of celebration at the time that it had kind of dampened the actual electric intensity of the kiss itself. This time that was all there was. That and the feel of pressing up against him, getting close as could be for a precious few seconds.
"I didn't say you could use tongue," Jack panted as he eventually pushed me away.
"I would never," I lied, accepting our separation again.
It was so much easier to leave him when I saw that look of longing in his eyes. I had my kiss, my fluttery tummy, my tingly pussy, and the knowledge that he wanted me to stay even as I left. I could work with that.
****
"He's stubborn though," I said.
"Not letting you give him what he needs?" Bridget inquired lazily.
"I mean the kisses are amazing," I said. "But he lets me give him like maybe two a week."
"Ooh, progress though!" Zelda cheered. "Naughty."
"It's not naughty," I said. "It's literally what you all encourage me to do."
"It can be both," Zelda grinned. "We're not exactly well-behaved."
"Speak for yourself," Bridget protested. "I'm a good girl."
"None of us believe that for a second," Claire said from her semi-reclined position.
"I am though," Bridget sniffed. "Like I only give handjobs with my left hand so it doesn't count."
Claire and Zelda cracked up, and Bridget wasn't far behind. I stared at them, feeling like I'd missed something somewhere.
"You didn't," Zelda assured me when I dared to ask about it. "It was a joke, you see? Like... like if I said I did anal with Aaron so it didn't count as sex."
That gave everyone a pause.
"I don't!" Zelda said, blushing furiously. "I'm just giving a hypothetical example."
"Doesn't it hurt in the butt though?" Bridget asked. "I always kind of imagined your brother with a thick dick."
"Stop imagining it at all," Zelda commanded. "And I just said I don't do it anyway!"
"Just takes practice," Claire drawled. "Thick or not. And warming up good."
She got a few narrowed eyes, but we were all slower to call her out on something like that. Claire was hard to scandalize at the best of times.
"Alright, I'll bite," Bridget finally said. "Do you let Mal fuck your butt?"
"Of course not," Claire said promptly. "I exclusively peg him."
They all cracked up again, and I joined in just because the image she presented was so wickedly lewd, and I was about ninety percent sure it was a total lie. Well... eighty percent sure. Seventy at least.
I realized that I couldn't truly know for sure what my friends did with their brothers behind closed doors. I had some impressions and suspicions, but nothing concrete. Definitely more naughtiness for all three of them than would be typical for sibling relationships, and that was a comfort unto itself considering where my mind was lately. But it also left me wondering, which was dangerous. I really didn't need guesses and daydreams regarding Claire, Zelda, and Bridget with their respective brothers on top of the thoughts I already had for my own.
I wanted more than kissing. It made me nervous to admit it to myself, but I really did. Jack still wasn't opening up even enough for proper makeouts, let alone anything more than that, but I wanted him to. I'd opened Pandora's Box and now I was stuck with my new desires.
All too many of my masturbation sessions, for instance, now included me lying bottomless or fully naked on my bed, my heart beating faster every time I heard footsteps outside my room, waiting breathlessly in hope that Jack would just walk in and catch me at it. It was a dumb thing to do, not least of which because Mom or Dad were far more likely to enter with only a cursory knock than Jack was, and I didn't really want them seeing me with my legs splayed and my vibrator occupying my pussy.
I'd become obsessed. There was nothing else for it. The occasional smooches just reinforced the feelings, both because of how good they felt and because having to wait so long in between kisses meant they were all I thought about. Even worse was the way Jack had started looking at me, particularly after we'd just parted and were both breathing heavily, sometimes with a shared little trail of spit connecting us just for a second. He wanted me so badly at times, so obviously, that it was all I could do to walk away in spite of our mutual desire.
The positive side was that I was pretty sure I was getting good at those parting moments. The magic was in my choice of clothes. Something that showed off my bum nicely, mainly, and a shirt that didn't block any of the view. I felt like a bit of a thot as my tactical use of leggings increased and I got pretty good at a casual, hip-swinging sashay. I had to remind myself sometimes it was all in service of something greater.
Jack's next game was a loss, which meant no chance of a celebration twirl, let alone a kiss. The mood was a little on the low side as he drove us home.
"Sucks about the game," I tried. "You guys should have won."
Jack shrugged. "Nah. It was a good one. They played a little better in the end."
"You're allowed to be a poor sport about it every now and then, you know," I said.
He gave me a crooked smile, flicking his eyes to me just quickly before they went back to the road.
"Sometimes I am," he said. "But no, this was a good match. All there is to it."
"Be that way then."
"I feel like you're taking the loss harder than I am," Jack said.
"Probably true," I said. "You only kiss me when you win."
"... that's not entirely true."
"Well no, but you're certainly not going to when you lose."
"I shouldn't do it when we win either," he pointed out.
"Sure you should. It's a celebration. Gotta kiss somebody."
"Careful. I might find someone more appropriate to celebrate with."
I gasped. "You wouldn't dare!"
"I should, though."
"What am I supposed to do then? Languish the rest of my life away?"
"No, Court, find a boyfriend. Someone who's not your brother."
I grimaced. "That's a terrible idea."
"It's normal."
"Ugh. I don't even know that I like any of your teammates that much."
Jack rolled his eyes. "I literally said nothing about it being someone else from the team. Ideally maybe a boy from your class?"
"None of them have muscles like you," I said.
A small war broke out on Jack's face between trying to frown, and being very pleased with my comment. It was amusing to watch, even while feeling emotionally fragile.
"Is that what does it for you?" he asked.
"Partly, I suppose. I'm a nuanced girl."
"That could be considered shallow."
I shrugged. "I maybe am a tad shallow at times. So what? I mostly like you for non-shallow things."
"Like what?" Jack asked suspiciously.
I blushed and leaned away. "I don't know. Stuff."
"If you're so infatuated, surely you have some reasons."
"Who says I even am?"
"You. All the time lately."
I shook my head. "I feel a duty to protect you from dangerous girls. That's all."
"It is not."
"And I kind of like kissing you," I amended. "None of which means anything silly like infatuation."
Jack parked the car in our driveway and we both just sat a moment staring at each other.
"I think perhaps you don't know what you want," he said.
"I'm working on it," I said. "And I at least know that I don't want to lose you."
Jack snorted. "You're not going to lose me. I'm going to get married someday, probably. Have some kids or whatever. Buy a house."
"In this market?"
"Hopefully not. But still. None of that means you lose me. It just means we move on with life."
My tummy felt all twisted up at the thought of Jack building a whole family of his own, the woman at his side not me. Not even a little bit me.
"I don't like that," I mumbled.
"It's well in the future. You don't have to worry for a while yet."
I looked at Jack seriously. "I can't give you kids or anything. But I can do lots of other stuff."
He groaned and got out of the car. "Don't even be talking about that."
"I can! I've never given handjobs before, but apparently if you give them with your left hand it doesn't count, so there's that." I paused. "I mean I think that's a joke, but we could still--"
"I'm gonna have a talk with those friends of yours," Jack sighed. "This is getting silly."
I hugged myself, feeling rather pathetic all of a sudden. "You're right. That was dumb. Why would you even want that from me?"
"Court...."
I shrugged and walked off as quickly as I dared, trying to hold back from crying. I felt like such an idiot.
****
"You're not an idiot," Claire told me.
"I feel like one," I moaned.
"Feelings don't make us idiots," she said.
"That's true," Bridget said as she took her seat with us on the bleachers. "What are we talking about?"
Claire waited for Zelda to settle herself as well a moment later. "Court's feeling poorly about her brother."
"I think... I think I offered him a handjob," I said tentatively. "It was a joke. Kind of. But it wasn't. I don't know why I said anything of the sort. It just felt like I needed to do something. He was talking about getting married and stuff. About the future."
I got some real sympathy at that one.
"That's harsh," Zelda sighed. "I think maybe we all know they're going to move on sooner or later. But hearing it doesn't make it better."
"Ugh, I hate even thinking about it," Bridget said. "It's just depressing."
"Isn't it though," Zelda said. She looked around at the rest of us. "Speaking of which... purely hypothetically of course... do you think Aaron would need a girlfriend if I did anal with him?"
My eyes widened, my concerns for my own brother forgotten. "Are you serious? You're not serious. Are you though?"
"Hypothetically is all!" Zelda said. "Not that I would."
Claire shrugged. "I thought you already were."
"Oh shut up! I would not," Zelda insisted. "Just... you know, it's not as bad as vaginal. Can't do that with my brother. No way."
"No, that's true," Bridget acknowledged. "Jerking Ethan off every now and then is one thing, but I don't think I could ever do sex."
"Really?" Claire asked.
Bridget blushed. "Ok, Ethan doesn't want to risk it. I... I probably would if he wanted to."
I folded my arms. "You're all messing with me again, aren't you?"
Silence greeted my accusation.
"Aren't you?" I repeated hesitantly.
"Court, honey, you're one of us," Claire said, patting my leg. "Yes we mess with each other sometimes, but... well, you know about brothers."
"I don't," I said.
"For realsies," Zelda said, making uncomfortable eye contact. "If you could jerk your brother off, knowing that it would keep him yours for a while longer and not someone else's... would you do it?"
I hesitated only for the shame of admitting it out loud. I didn't actually have to ponder the question hardly at all.
"I would," I said quietly.
I was pretty sure it wasn't all a trick to make me say something they could laugh at me about afterward. I was right. It was a relief to still feel my friends' acceptance after the fact. That my admission that I'd give Jack a handjob didn't change anything with them.
"I'm starting to worry there's nothing I wouldn't do," Zelda said pitifully. "It's just... how am I supposed to move on? Or date a different boy or something? It doesn't seem fun."
"You should see if he wants to do butt stuff," Bridget advised. "Just feel it out. I'm not brave enough, but surely that would be enough. I really don't think brothers are all that complicated when it comes down to it."
"They aren't," Claire said. "But they're defensive about it sometimes. Just gotta convince them once though. If you can give them everything they want, which often isn't that much, they aren't going to be so eager to wander off to try their luck elsewhere."
I waited a moment for more, then took a deep breath. "What do you do with Mal?" I asked with only a mild squeak to my voice.
Claire grinned. "I've told you before. He likes pegging. And he's not about to go asking for that elsewhere too easily, so I'm in pretty good shape."
"I thought you were joking!" I said.
"Yeah. You can admit most anything if people think you're joking," Claire said.
Zelda shifted back and forth. "So... never your butt though?"
"Not yet," Claire said. "We'll see how things go. Usually I just gotta pound him a while until he cums all over himself. Nice and easy. Though he's ridden me a few times, and it's been quite nice when he cums on me instead."
I joined the chorus of scandalized and delighted squeals. I still didn't fully believe what Claire was saying, but a big part of me wanted it to be true. If she actually pegged her brother--and how could she?--then anything I wanted to do with Jack seemed much more attainable in comparison.
"You can't do that though!" I hissed.
"Why not?" Claire asked. "Who's stopping me?"
"... society?" I guessed.
"Like heck," Claire said. "None of their damn business anyway."
"It would kind of hurt in the butt though wouldn't it?" Zelda mused, not quite following the rest of the conversation.
"You'd just have to try it out," Claire said. "Go slow. I can ask Mal to give you tips."
Zelda's eyes widened. "What?"
"I'm kidding. He'd be mortified if he knew I told you all," Claire said.
"But you did anyway," I said.
"Yeah," Claire sighed. "Probably shouldn't have. But, you know, it's hard to live with secrets all the time. Even the best ones." She looked wistful and sadly thoughtful for a moment, then perked back up. "Besides, we're trying to help you nab your brother, aren't we?"
I bit my lip. "Maybe."
"Only maybe?"
"Well... I don't know if I can get him. And... and what if it's not what I really want? It's kind of a big deal to do on a whim."
Bridget put her hand on my knee and looked at me seriously. "Court, we all know why we hang out together. It's because it's not a whim. Brothers are special, and it's not fair that some other girl is gonna get them."
I squirmed. "Jealousy isn't the best reason for any of this."
Zelda shrugged. "So figure out your own reasons. And if you don't want to do anything, then don't do it. We're just saying, like, we all get it though. If you do need to do 'things' to get what you need."
I nodded slowly. "That is kind of helpful actually."
"And besides," Zelda laughed even while dropping her voice to a hushed tone, "making your brother cum is so fucking hot. Highly recommend if you haven't done it before."



I covered my face and shrieked in glee and shattered innocence. I wanted more of that. More of the casual discussion of sexual relationships with brothers. I didn't know for sure what I wanted with Jack, but it was such a thrill to hear about that kind of stuff anyway.
As though sensing his own role in my thoughts and excitement, Jack came over before hitting the showers, shaking his head slightly at the giddy state of the four of us.
"We need to have a talk," he said.
I looked at him. "We do?"
"Me and your friends," he said.
"Oh nuts to that," Claire said. She put on a funny, mocking voice. "You're corrupting my sister, she's so sweet and innocent, what have you done to her?" Her voice went back to normal. "That about right?"
"Well... yeah," Jack said. "But saying it in a silly voice doesn't make it not a problem."
Claire patted my head. "Hey, we're just looking out for Court. We aren't the ones rejecting her out of petty morality."
"That's not...." Jack whipped his head around for a second, making sure no one else was close by. "I can't reject my sister. She's my sister! There's nothing else to it."
I felt a pounding in my chest, and my hands shook despite my best attempts at clenching them in my lap. "There could be," I said.
Jack blushed and retreated after that, while I got to feel the comradery of my friends pressing in and congratulating me on my boldness. I didn't know if it had actually been clever, but it felt nice to win approval for my desperate affection.
The drive home was awkward as hell at first. Jack would hardly look at me.
"I'm sorry," I finally said. "I don't want things to be weird."
"Might be well past that," Jack said.
"I know," I said. "But I think I had to try."
"Try what?"
I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. "You know when you like someone, you have to either try with them or just live with never having given it a shot."
Jack frowned. "I love you Court, but not that way. And neither do you. Those girls have you confused."
"They don't," I said. "They really don't. They've given me a chance. You know what I mean. You like kissing me."
"We shouldn't even do that," Jack said, sighing heavily. "I don't know why I let us do that."
"Do you not think there's even a chance you could ever pick me?" I asked, knowing I was setting myself up for complete emotional ruin.
"It's not about picking you, Court," he said. "You're not meant to be an option."
"And how unfair is that," I murmured.
He looked at me sidelong. "Is that really what you think?"
"What?"
"That being my sister just means you aren't a romantic option? Is that all it means to you?"
I shook my head. "Not all it means. I love having you as my big brother. You're the best! But... it is shitty knowing the best guy I know, maybe that I'll ever know, isn't allowed to truly love me."
"Court... that's such a negative way to look at it," Jack said. "It means I'll always love you. Other friends, other girlfriends even, they can come and go. We'll always have each other."
"Not the same way though. Not if you move in with someone else, start a life."
"You'll do the same though. Someday."
"And that doesn't fill you with dread?" I asked.
Jack was silent for the lest leg of the journey. As he parked the car, and I started to open my door, he stopped my grabbing my arm. I looked at him confused just for a second before he pulled me in for a kiss. I wasn't ready for it, but it was still probably our best kiss yet, going on seemingly forever, yet still being over far too quickly.
I wiped spit off my chin, trying not to pant too hard in the aftermath. "I thought you didn't want to do that," I said.
"I do," he said. "I don't. I don't know. But fuck, Court, you gotta ask me some question about dreading a life apart?"
I smiled, small and secret and just for him. "So it's not just me," I whispered.
"Who'd come to all my games, all my practices even, if not you?" Jack asked.
"Took you that long to figure that out?" I asked.
"No. Kinda. Just... I don't think I ever truly imagined a life where I don't see you every day. Or at least most days."
"Scary, isn't it?" I said.
"You know I don't really date," Jack said. "It wasn't like there was any immediate danger."
"I'm a forward thinker," I said.
"Is that what you are?"
"Mmhm."
"What are you forward thinking of right now?"
I leaned in and kissed him again. It wasn't quite as sloppy and surprising this time, but just as deep and meaningful.
"That," I said afterward.
"That's some good thinking," he admitted breathlessly.
"You can have that any time," I offered.
Jack groaned. "That's too tempting. You know it is."
I was on a roll, feeling electric and buzzed and like nothing could stop me now. I kissed him again, pulling myself against him as closely as the cramped seats of his car allowed.
"I want you in my life," I whispered. "Always. I can do anything you need."
"See, that, Court. I don't want you to do things you don't want to for my sake. That's what I'm worried your friends are corrupting you with."
"They opened my eyes, that's all," I said. "I never would have considered kissing you on my own. Or handjobs or anything. Or anal. Or pegging."
"Wait, pegging?"
"Nevermind that," I said quickly. "I'm just saying... I can do that stuff. We can. If you want. I can be as good as any girlfriend. No, better. Way better."
"I don't... that's still not...."
I had too much momentum to quit now. I was horny, and excited, and aware of possibilities available all of a sudden. Somehow, I had the idea that Jack needed to see that I wasn't just offering to do things that I would hate for him. Based on my recent masturbation sessions, fantasies, and the way Claire, Bridget, and Zelda made me feel when they talked about messing around with their brothers, I wouldn't hate these things at all.
My genius plan was to undo the front of my jeans, trying to ignore Jack's wide eyes, then take his hand and slip it down my panties.
Surprisingly, it might actually have been a clever idea, though it was hard to judge at first.
"You're so wet," Jack said.
"I know," I said.
"We barely even kissed."
I gave him an annoyed look. "We kissed a lot just now, and if you're going to tell me you didn't feel anything I may have to slap you."
He had the grace to blush. "It was pretty great, wasn't it?"
"That's better," I said, favouring him with another round of making out, this time with his fingers cautiously rubbing my pussy.
Just his little touches were pure fire. Granted, they were the first time my brother or indeed anyone else had rubbed my pussy for me, and I was elated that it was in fact Jack doing it. But I'd played with myself enough that I knew what felt good to me, and this was better.
Jack grunted, shifted in his seat, and pulled my face tight to his while also rubbing me with more purpose. I wished we weren't so starved for space at the moment, while at the same time the desperate and cramped seating did actually bring a huge thrill of its own. My first time making out in someone's car, hoping their parents wouldn't catch them at it. I tried to ignore for the purposes of the fantasy that in our case, we really, really didn't want our parents catching us.
"You really thought I didn't want this?" I asked between kisses.
"Not anymore," he said. "I thought...." He paused. "I don't know what I thought." He looked intently at me. "Can I... do more?"
I shivered happily. "Like what?" I squeaked.
"You know. With rubbing you."
I nodded eagerly. "Anything."
I giggled as Jack tried to stuff more of his hand down my underwear. We were making do with what we had, space-wise, and it was fucking hot. I did take the time to guide him to my clit though, since the extra pleasure was well worth the small moment of organization in our otherwise messy and frantic time together.
"Why do you feel so good?" he moaned.
"Unf. I don't know. But tell me that again. Please?"
He gave a small laugh. "You feel good, Court. So good. So...."
"Like the best sister ever?"
"Not how I would have put it. But yes."
"Mmm. Good boy."
Jack whimpered and I kissed his neck for a time, giving him a little freedom to focus on rubbing me. I rocked against his fingers with the limited space we had available. This wasn't what I'd meant for. I'd wanted to do something for my brother, to make him feel good, to keep him mine. I certainly hadn't planned for him to finger me instead, but it was so much better than I could have asked for.
"That's it," I breathed desperately. "Keep going. That's so good. You're gonna make me cum. Please make me cum."
Jack made a small, shocked noise. "I am?"
"Yesss."
"Oh wow. That's weird."
"It's not," I insisted.
"Of all the girls I could make cum...."
"I'm the best choice," I finished for him.
"You know it's not that simple," he said.
But he kissed me again and kept rubbing my clit just so. Or, rather, he kept rubbing it as best he could under the circumstances. It was enough anyway. More than enough. I whined and clutched at him as he got me off, making me cum on my own brother's fingers.
It was the first time for me. The first time anyone other than myself had helped me cum. It made me shake and tremble and want to curl up in a small ball to be held by Jack while he soothed me through my orgasm. I was all aflutter and helplessly needy for a moment.
"Good boy," I murmured.
"Don't start that again," Jack said. "I kind of like it."
I grinned. "What's wrong with that?"
"I think you know."
I finally pulled back, releasing my brother and letting his hand slip free of my panties. I could see his erection, even through his pants. Even if I couldn't, I still would have very aware of how horny he was. Not just because of what we'd done and how there'd have to be something wrong with him if he wasn't, but because I knew Jack better than anyone and his expression was unlike anything I'd ever seen on his face before. Deep and needful, the sort of look I could only have dreamed of him giving me before now.
"You are a good boy though," I whispered, reaching for the bulge in his pants.
"None of that now," Jack said, catching my wrist.
"Why not?" I pouted.
"Because we've been parked out here for way too long already and the windows are getting steamed up."
I blinked. "Oh yeah. Good point."
I staggered out of the car, feeling mussed and rumpled, doing my best to sort myself out at least enough to sneak up to my room without arousing suspicion or comment. Jack was in better shape, sort of, only flushed and obviously hard, but the latter he could cover for easily enough by strategically carrying his gear in front of him.
Somehow we came through ok, and I was able to shower and change before supper. It was disappointing that Jack's boner was gone before we even potentially had a chance to do something about it, but at least now I knew I could cause one, and that was half the battle.
I flopped on my bed with my phone once I had the opportunity, going straight to my group chat with Claire, Bridget, and Zelda. I thought for a moment, then decided the hell with it and just wrote what I wanted to.
"He fingered me!"
I grinned goofily and held my phone to my chest, not daring to look as the first few buzzes came back. I waited for the initial flurry of replies to die down before I dared to see what they said. They were a mix of questions and congratulations mostly, and I giggled to myself, feeling near-drunk at what I'd shared and the response to it.
"What do I do now?" I typed.
"What do you mean? Go jerk him off," Bridget wrote back.
"Where are you?" Zelda asked, being a little more pragmatic.
"Follow your heart," Claire responded poetically. "Or pussy. Follow your pussy."
I muffled my own desire to squeal in quite unbecoming fashion.
"We're home," I typed, struggling to spell even short sentences with any kind of clarity. "I'm in my room. I think Jack's in his."
"Go hang out," Zelda suggested. "See what he does."
"Take your pants off first," Claire wrote. "Socks optional."
"Boys love girls with no pants in their bed," Bridget agreed.
"Shut up, you all don't know that," I typed back. "But... panties still on if I do, right?"
"Yes."
"No."
"How wet are they?"
I kicked my feet, wanting to squeal again. My friends were so bad sometimes. But that's what I wanted from them on occasion. Now in particular. I'd changed underwear, but I kind of wondered what wearing my soaked pair to Jack's bed would have done for me. Could still do, for that matter, but putting them back on felt like a step too far here.
"I'm just going to go see what he's up to," I typed. "Pants on, thank you very much."
"Good start," Zelda said.
"Feel it out," Bridget advised.
"Try to surprise him," Claire said. "Boys alone in their room in the evening, there's a good chance he might be up to something fun. Especially if he's all hot and bothered already."
"Good point!" Bridget said, though I wasn't totally sure I agreed. "Catching Ethan masturbating one too many times was how he let me start helping."
"Plus you'd get to see his dick," Zelda said. "Have you seen it yet?"
"You're all terrible!" I wrote back quickly. "But that's why I love you. I'm going to see him now! No more updates for a bit. Hopefully."
I bit my lip watching final encouragements and comments hit me, then left my phone on my bed, took a deep breath, and padded down to Jack's room while trying not to be nervous about it. An impossible task, as it happened.
I hesitated embarrassingly long at his door. Not just because of nerves, but also because I had to decide between knocking or trying to see if I could catch him being naughty. I knew the latter was a long shot, but I went for it anyway, swinging his door open abruptly and waltzing in like I didn't have a care in the world.
Jack glanced up bemusedly at me, but he was only at his desk busy with coursework. Nothing fun.
I made myself comfortable on his bed anyway, where I could easily watch him and perhaps entice him away from his responsibilities.
"What's up?" he asked.
"Nothin'," I said.
"Oh really?"
"Yeah."
"Ok then."
Jack kept working, ignoring me. I knew he wasn't indifferent to my presence even if he pretended he was, but I still wanted his actual attention. Of course I did.
"I liked when you rubbed my pussy," I said.
Jack slowly turned his computer chair around to face me. "So there is something up."
"Nah. Just saying."
"I'm still not sure I should have done that," he said.
"Yeah you should have," I said. "It was very nice. Really, really nice."
"It was... enjoyable," Jack admitted.
I grinned. "I knew you'd come around."
"But should I, is the question," he said.
"Yes," I said firmly. "You should."
"It's so simple for you, isn't it?" Jack said.
"I don't know if I'd put it that way." I ran a finger over my brother's sheets. "But I do know what I want these days. I guess that brings clarity, if not simplicity."
Jack nodded slowly. "It really does help that I know you actually want it."
"What, like you thought I didn't?"
"I've told you I'm worried what those girls are putting in your head."
"This again?" I sighed. "Like I'm not capable of knowing what I want?"
"You're very capable," he said. "But they also have an influence on you. I think that's fair to say. And you never wanted to makeout before that. Which is a weird sentence to have to say."
I looked at my brother curiously. "Did you want to before I asked?"
"That's not what I'm saying," he said quickly.
"Do you want to now?"
Jack swallowed hard and looked slightly away from me. "I enjoy it."
"Good."
"I feel like I could really enjoy this stuff with you, Court."
"Great!"
"I'm just saying your motivations... maybe both of our motivations, actually, are quite important. If we're going to do this kind of thing. Which we shouldn't," Jack said.
I bit my lip, deliberately trying to make it a seductive move. "You're my brother. I love you."
"See, that should be a perfectly reasonable sentiment to express," Jack said. "Yet somehow it's not, the way you do it."
"My eyes have been opened," I said, feigning a careless wave of my hand. "I don't have to worry about losing you to someone else. Not if I play my cards right."
"Court...."
"What?" I said. "Tell me I'm wrong. That you would never start spending more time with another girl if you found the right one who did all kinds of sexy things with you."
"That doesn't sound healthy," Jack said.
I snorted. "Who said anything about healthy?"
Jack gave me a slow, crooked grin. I loved it the way he looked at me just then. It made me shiver in the best sort of way.
Even better, he made the small journey over to his bed and lay down with me.
"So you're aware we're not being clever," he said.
"Never said anything about clever either," I replied in a soft voice while making my eyes big and hopeful. "Love doesn't have to be healthy or clever, or well thought out, or any of it."
"It probably should be, though."
"Maybe. Who's to say?" I ran my finger along my brother's shoulder. "Besides, there's girls who'd take advantage of you, given the chance. I've seen them watching you sometimes. It would be better if I can keep protecting you."
"You think I need protected?"
"From girls, sure. Some of them are up to no good."
Jack stroked my cheek, making me melt to his touch. "I think maybe you're one of them."
"In that case you're in trouble," I informed him. "I've got you right where I want you now."
"Are you telling me you're up to no good? That you have nefarious intent?"
I moved in for a soft, slow kiss. "No, not that," I murmured. "I'm up to all sorts of good. I'll look after you."
"I'm the older sibling, you know. I look after you. That's how it works."
"Oh Jack," I said, rolling half on top of him, "you need looked after, not me. I'm only lucky someone didn't get to you first."
"Why do you keep thinking I can't look after myself?" he asked.
"You're too innocent. Too precious," I said. "And I think you'd let the wrong sort of girl take advantage as long as she played with your dick."
I ran my hand down the front of Jack's pants, emphasizing my point by caressing the bulge of his cock. He groaned rather gratifyingly.
"I feel like there's a certain irony to you saying that right now," he said.
"No no, I told you, I'm going to protect you," I said. "It's me. You know I care about you."
"I do know that," Jack said. "But you're also kind of trying to take advantage. In a sense."
"I would never," I said while rubbing his cock more firmly. "This is purely just me taking care of you."
He groaned as I fumbled at his pants, slowly undoing them enough that I could sneak directly to his cock. I didn't let myself realize how badly I wanted to touch it until I had it in my warm little hand. My brother was so fucking hard. So hard! And just for me.
At some point he slipped a hand under my shirt in return. He didn't even go straight for my boobs or anything, but he was definitely in dangerous territory.
"This is being taken care of?" Jack gasped as my fingers wrapped around his shaft and moved up and down just a little.
I nodded seriously. "So some other girl doesn't do it."
Jack's hand moved around to my back. He was so strong, much stronger than me, and somehow even his delicate touch made that so clear. Something to do with the very deliberate way he moved and held me. It made it even hotter that I had him on his back and his cock in my hand.
"Jealous little thing, aren't you?" he murmured, letting his thumb come down to just brush the side of my breast.
"No way!" I said.




"All this so another girl doesn't get to," he said.
My face warmed. "You're misinterpreting some things."
"I don't think I am."
I moved my hand faster, giving him a handjob. The first time I'd ever done so. It would have felt a little intimidating if I'd set out to do it. The way it had happened, it just felt right. Like it was meant to be.
"This is for you," I insisted.
"I believe that, Court," Jack said. "But I think it's also for you."
I flushed deeper and hotter. "You must think I'm a slut," I said in a low voice.
His free hand came to my cheek, holding me just in that deliberate and soft way that he could touch me when he wanted to.
"Why would I ever think that?" he replied just as softly.
"You know. Me here, stroking your dick. Getting fingered by you earlier."
"Do that a lot, do you?"
I shook my head. "First time for both, and I think you know that."
"Hard to be much of a slut that way, isn't it?" Jack asked gently.
"Even if it's with my brother?" I asked, my voice a croak this time.
He was fully feeling my tit now. I wanted it so badly. I wanted him to feel me anywhere he wanted. Anywhere at all. Even as my shame burned hot enough to rival the horniness in me, I just wanted Jack to touch me more.
"Court, to be clear, I don't want to do this unless you really, really want it," Jack said. "I'm not letting you jerk me off right now just so another girl doesn't get to. This is only if it's what you really, truly want."
It was what I wanted. It so badly was. It was scary to admit to it though, for fear that it made me a slut despite Jack saying otherwise, and indeed for fear that he'd reject me.
But those were just fears. I couldn't deny by now what I wanted and needed. It had been kind of a long time coming even for me to see it, but it felt like time to speak the words.
"I want you," I whispered. "I don't care what it makes me. I want you, Jack. I want you to be mine. You should be! No one else gets to steal you."
"Why do you keep thinking someone's gonna steal me?" he asked.
"Because they would if they realized what they'd be getting."
"That's... that's almost kind of sweet, I think."
Jack's cock leaked precum all over my fingers. I nuzzled the palm of his hand that was against my cheek, and let him keep feeling my tits to his heart's content.
"I think maybe my friends got me worried about it," I admitted.
He sighed. "Those girls. I knew it!"
"No, shush though. It's a good thing."
"Why?"
I looked straight into my brother's eyes. "I don't know if they're right or wrong. I think we're all just figuring things out. With... with our brothers in particular. But I love you, Jack. I think I was just sitting on bleachers watching you, hoping to be that girl that you always wanted to go home with after a big game. But I never did enough about it. I need you to know that it's what I want, and if you think that makes me a jealous little slut, that's ok." I shrugged hopefully. "As long as, you know, you don't kick me out of bed and stuff."
"I seriously don't think you can be a slut just from messing around with one person," Jack said. "I mean, I think that's just not how it works, by definition."
"And?" I prompted.
"And maybe I'm ok if you're a jealous little thing," he said. "As long as this isn't all because of that."
"It isn't," I said, shaking with excitement and tightening my grip on his cock to try and calm myself. It didn't really work, but I loved feeling him throb in my hand so much. "I want you. I love you."
Jack moaned, deep and rumbling. Such a sexy noise from my brother.
"I may have to admit something," he said.
"What?"
"I might be a jealous little thing too."
"Pff, no you're not," I said.
"I... might have told a couple teammates not to ask you out," Jack said.
My eyes widened. "What?"
"Yeah. I didn't want to tell you, but a couple of them at various times have asked about your dating status."
"They did?" I said, shocked at the revelation. Somehow the possibility hadn't even occurred to me.
"I didn't want them to," Jack said.
I whimpered softly. "You wanted me all this time too? Why didn't you say anything?"
"I didn't realize," he said. "And it kind of freaked me out when you started, you know, pushing for it. I just knew I didn't want another boy getting you."
I giggled madly and pressed my face to his chest until it subsided. "Are we both idiots?"
"I think maybe, yes," Jack smiled.
"Well at least we can be idiots together," I said, giving him a kiss.
"I could work with that," he agreed.
I felt so alive and free, and downright exuberant. My brother wanted me too. He wanted me! It didn't matter that it had taken us both so long to realize what we really wanted. None of that mattered now that I had him where I needed him.
I kept stroking his cock, and kept encouraging him to feel me up in any way he desired. I would most likely have done anything for him anyway. Anything he asked. But especially now, riding this brand new high.
Slowly, sexily, I lost my shirt. I tried to ignore any feelings of wanting to be shy about it. I wasn't used to being topless for anyone. Of course I'd do it for my brother. He could look at me and feel me all he wanted. But it was still something I needed to adjust to.
It was only fair anyway, as I stripped his bottoms off, pants and boxers both. I got Jack naked from the waist down and repositioned myself to lie between his legs, his outrageously hard, throbbing erection fully in my face. I experienced a feeling of true, pure worshipfulness as I ran light fingertips up and down his length, giggling at the slick precum that kept making him all slippery for me. I even dared little licks here and there, just testing him out.
In a sense it wasn't very nice of me going from an awkward but firm handjob to playful teasing. I did it anyway. This was as much for me as for Jack, and I just wanted to explore for a while at my own pace, now that I knew I didn't have to rush.
He groaned softly at the way I touched him. He seemed particularly entranced by my licks, so I gave him increasingly more of those. I kind of loved licking him, so it worked out nicely.
"Damn you're good at that," Jack moaned.
I nuzzled his cock, trying to hide the sudden flush in my cheeks. "Am I?"
"Amazing," he confirmed.
"I don't think... I can't be though, right?" I said. "This is, you know, kind of my first time doing this."
Jack stroked my hair with brotherly affection. "Well it's working all the same."
I licked him again, from base to tip. "You actually like this better than getting jerked off?"
"That was nice," he admitted. "But I can jerk myself off any time. This is new."
I licked him a few more times. It got even better knowing he was appreciating it so much.
"No other girl would do it for you?" I teased.
"Maybe," he said. "Never asked."
I bit my lip, heart pounding hopefully in my chest. "Has any girl touched your cock before?"
"Not before you, no," Jack said.
I beamed, thrilled with his answer. "Good. Then you're all mine."
"I thought you knew that already," he said. "What with how you so jealously keep an eye on me and all."
I shrugged. "You know I haven't been able to watch you all the time. You never know who's up to no good when I'm not around."
Jack patted my head affectionately. "Jealous little thing."
All smiles despite how he kept calling me jealous, I kept licking him over and over. I bathed his cock with my tongue and my spit, getting him all slick and wet.
I knew Jack hadn't had any girlfriends before. Nothing serious enough that he'd let the family know about it, anyway. But finding that I was the first and only girl to get him like this--playing with his cock in particular--made me deliriously happy. Not to mention there was a lot less pressure to compete with past experiences. By default, I had to be the best tongue ever to touch his penis.
Not that I let that stop me from giving it my all. I played just for me, sure, but it was for him too. Jack had rubbed my pussy and made me cum. At the very least I was going to do something similar for him. I would have wanted to do it regardless, but there was something special about the feeling of reciprocating an orgasm.
"Oh Court," Jack whispered.
He absolutely electrified my poor clit every time he moaned my name. He had to know what he was doing to me. Maybe just because I licked at him more aggressively every time. Up to the point where I gave in and fully attacked his cock with my mouth, taking it past my lips and inside me.
I was giving my brother a blowjob. Not the sort of thing a little sister should be doing. Now that I was horny enough, it all came together so smoothly. I didn't worry about it being my first time, and perhaps not being good enough. I didn't need to. Jack was easy to please, so long as I kept sucking on him, and my lack of technique didn't result in any embarrassment for me. Enthusiasm more than made up for not knowing what I was doing.
It was so easy. All of it. I'd never known what to expect if and when I got with a boy. Never known if I'd really be into it when the time came. It turned out that with the right guy, none of that was really a worry.
"Where do you want me to cum?" Jack asked.
My eyes widened and my head stuttered from its smooth bobbing rhythm. Of course he was going to cum. It was, arguably, the whole point of the exercise. Somehow it hadn't occurred to me to consider where and when he'd do it, though.
I tried to think it through quickly given what I knew of the subject, which was mostly from erotic sources online. In my mouth was the obvious choice, since he was already there. But then it was a matter of whether I was going to swallow it or not, and if I didn't where was it going to go? Or I could make my brother cum on my face. That had a certain naughty appeal to it. So deliciously slutty. Or I could--
The choice was taken from my hands, so to speak, as Jack groaned and his cum flooded my hot little mouth. I choked in surprise at the first of it, unprepared for the sudden sexy mouthful. I did better on the back half of his orgasm, swallowing enough to make room and holding the rest uncertainly on my tongue.
Once I was sure he was finished, and once I'd bobbed a few more times to do a poor job of cleaning his cock, I carefully sat back on my knees. I had some brotherly mess on my chin, mixed with some of my own drooled spit. The rest of what remained unswallowed I let pool out of my mouth into my cupped hands where I could examine it with intense fascination.
"Sorry," I said, playing with Jack's cum on my fingers. "I'll do better at that next time. I was doing so good up until the end there."
"The whole thing was good," Jack assured me, gazing lazily at me with a brand new level of affection and love.
"I made a mess," I explained. "I could have swallowed it. It tastes weird, but sexy. Maybe even good."
He grinned at me. "I kind of like the mess."
"Oh my god," I blushed. "You perv."
"I guess I probably am, at that," he said. He sat up and ran his thumb across my cheek. "But it's a very cute look for you."
"You think it's cute when your little sister has your cum making a mess of her face?"
Jack thought about it, then nodded seriously. "I think I do, actually."
I squealed softly and almost hid my face in my hands, though caught myself in time to remember there was more cum still waiting there. I hesitated a moment, then shrugged and tilted my head back and lifted my arms, letting whatever loose cum remained to drizzle from my hands onto my face.
Jack laughed softly and played with my boobs a little. "Very cute," he repeated.
I carefully blinked, making sure I hadn't just splashed any cum in my own eye, then tilted my head back down to let my brother see.
"Yeah," he said. "That's a good look."
"How have you been such a perv this whole time?" I asked, halfway between incredulous and shyly flattered.
"Court, you just got done sucking your brother's cock," Jack said. "Let's not get into who is and isn't a perv."
"That's not the same thing!" I protested.
"It's pretty close," Jack said. "And very related."
"M'not a perv," I mumbled defiantly, despite my continued cummy face and lack of shirt while in bed with my brother. He did have a point, I just didn't want to admit it. Besides, making him feel good couldn't possibly be as pervy as him enjoying seeing his cum all over me.
We snuggled together in Jack's bed for a while. I lay my head against his chest, enjoying the feeling of being nestled against him and wrapped in his strong arms. I did incidentally wipe some of my face clean on his shirt, though he didn't seem bothered by it. Possibly because I kept lazily teasing his cock with my fingers the whole time. I was just playing, just having fun for my own sake, but it was awfully satisfying to get him fully hard again through nothing more than the lightest of caresses via my fingertips.
"I really have some work I need to finish this evening," Jack said eventually.
"How important is it really though?" I asked, letting my hand wrap around his shaft and just holding it there, lightly gripping him and feeling the soft pulse of it in my palm.
"Kind of important," he groaned.
He tried to sit up, though I clung to him enough to delay him just a little. He was so much stronger than me, he could move me easily. It was pretty hot, actually. But my tits in his face or my fingers on his cock kind of evened it out a bit. Not enough for me to win, but enough to keep him with me an extra minute or two.
Jack laughed as I tried to follow him to his desk. He scooped me up and tossed me carelessly back to his bed before he sat down at his desk chair. I don't think he realized just how sexy that simple move from him was. I was already picturing him throwing me then pouncing atop me as an immediate follow up. I was pretty sure he could get away with most anything if he tried something like that.
I just watched him for a few minutes, chewing my lip and giving him horny eyes in case he looked back at me. He didn't, though, and I felt like I needed to do something about it. It was his fault I was stupidly wet again, after all. He'd made me cum with his fingers already, but that felt like so long ago now.
It took some time before I quite dared, but I eventually moved on him again. Jack gave me a crooked grin and tried to brush me off and get back to his work. I didn't let him get away with it.
"You got me horny again," I explained.
"So sorry," he said.
"You gotta either let me in your lap, or under your desk or something," I insisted.
Jack groaned. "And how exactly would I concentrate if I let you do anything like that?"
"That sounds like a you problem."
I still couldn't beat him physically, and he fended off my early attempts at climbing into his lap while he was trying to work, but I had persistence on my side, and increased horniness on both our parts the more we play-fought. It resulted in me managing to slip under his desk after all, where his cock was freely available to my hot little mouth.
"Goddamn, Court," Jack groaned before attempting to get back to his work.
It wasn't a comfortable position for me. Not at all. But kneeling under Jack's desk, cramming myself in there, meant that I could suck on his cock all I wanted, as fast or slow as I desired. I opted for painfully slow. Painful for him, anyway, I really quite enjoyed myself, rubbing my soaked pussy along with giving the world's least hurried blowjob.
It was a rather slutty position to put myself in, but I maintained internally that it was all my brother's fault anyway. We could have stayed in bed together all evening being romantic about this. That would have been my preference.
It was a significantly more difficult narrative to maintain when sucking on my brother's cock was keeping me so hot and bothered. Sure it would have been nicer to have his whole bed to play in rather than my current cramped space, but that was only a comfort thing. It didn't affect how stupidly horny I and the situation both were.
Everything could easily have ended in disaster. Mom decided she needed to pop her head in and check in with Jack about his next game. Luckily she didn't fully enter the room, because I was pretty sure it wouldn't have been all that difficult to notice he didn't have any pants on. I was pretty well hidden, and she probably wouldn't have caught me frozen with my mouth full of brother-dick, but my little heart pounded anyway, urging me to panic and run even though that was the worst thing I could have done.
"Yeah, should be a good match on Friday," Jack was saying, not that I was paying all that much attention to the conversation.
"Is Court gonna go?" Mom asked.
"Probably," Jack said with impressive nonchalance. "She usually does."
"Sure. Have you seen her, by the way? She's not in her room."
I blushed deep and warm, trying not to giggle out loud as Jack's cock twitched in my mouth.
"Haven't seen her," Jack replied smoothly, putting a slight emphasis on 'seen.'
"Ah well, she's around somewhere I'm sure," Mom said. "You want a snack or anything while you're studying?"
"I'm good, Mom, thanks," Jack said, his voice becoming more strained with every sentence.
Even his thus far unshakeable calm wasn't going to last forever. He'd done pretty well, but I probably wasn't helping matters as I started making small sucking motions on him without otherwise moving a muscle. Just my lips massaging his cock while he chatted with our mother.
Luckily she left before too long. Disappointingly, Jack leapt to his feet to lock the door behind her, leaving my mouth empty again. It was kind of a reprieve for my jaw, actually, but it was a disappointment all the same.
I crawled out to the middle of the floor while Jack leaned against his door, sighing in relief. Horny little thing that I was, I found it hard to look at his face when his hard, dripping cock was much closer to eye level for me.
"Don't know why you didn't just lock it on the first place," I said.
Jack glared at me. "As I recall, you were the last one to enter."
I bit my lip. "Oh yeah. Fair point."
"I just had to talk to Mom like nothing was up while you were sucking on me under the desk."
I nodded. "I know. I was there."
"That wasn't very helpful of you," he said.
I grinned innocently. "Not my fault you had your dick in my mouth."
Jack growled, stepped forward, picked me up like I was nothing, and tossed me onto his bed.
"Unf. You're gonna have to be careful," I said. "I might really enjoy that."
"I'm aware," Jack said. He pulled his shirt off in a smooth motion that had my clit throbbing as all his muscles were revealed. His whole nude body even, which was a thing of beauty. "You're not exactly subtle about what turns you on, you know."
"I'm not that obvious," I pouted.
"Yes you are," he said. "Take your pants off."
I whimpered and wiggled around, fumbling to get my pants down my legs. I caught the smiling gleam in his eyes as he advanced toward me.
"Ok, maybe I'm not subtle," I admitted. My panties were drenched. I hooked fingers in them and looked at my brother, silently asking if he wanted them off too.
Jack knelt down with me, swatted my hands away, and pulled my panties down himself. It was so much hotter that way, even through the embarrassment of him getting a good feel of my soaked undies.
"You get so damn wet," Jack whispered. "Are you always like that?"
"Not always," I blushed. "Is that not normal?"
"Literally no idea. Yours is the first pussy I've played with."
"Unf. That's so hot," I said. "Say it again."
Jack lifted my panties, taking a good look and feel of them. "You're so wet, Court. I want to lick you."



I whimpered helplessly. It wasn't quite what I'd asked him to say, but somehow he'd found something even better. "Ok," I said faintly, barely managing to form the two quick syllables.
He stared down at my pussy. "I really want to lick you," he repeated, and I wasn't sure if he was talking to me or himself.
"Ok!" I said insistently, spreading my legs and lifting my hips.
"Is that crazy?" Jack asked.
"Of course it is," I said. "But don't tease. Do it."
It was an evening of constantly discovering my new favourite thing. I'd thought it was kissing my brother, then it was getting my pussy awkwardly rubbed by him. Sucking on his cock had dethroned both of those things, but it now couldn't compete with the sheer sexy thrill of Jack and I totally naked together in his bed while his face disappeared between my thighs and his tongue experimentally swiped across my pussy.
My big brother learning to eat me out. Thrills wouldn't stop running up my spine and outward from my clit. It was so sexy and felt better than probably anything in my life. Emotionally speaking, I was ecstatic that he wanted to spend time naked in bed doing literally anything at all with me. Despite what he said, I still knew in the back of my mind it could have been so many other girls in bed with him right now, if he wanted. But it was me. He wanted to lick my pussy.
"Good brother," I purred absently while patting his head. "Good brotherrr."
Jack wiggled cutely between my legs, seeking my affection. Mostly he just kept licking me though, lapping up my wetness. There was always more for him. I'd never realized what my pussy could do. He brought that out in me, and got to enjoy it all he wanted.
I enjoyed it immensely too. In all my desires to keep my brother to myself, it had never occurred to me quite what all the possibilities were. Luxuriating in having my flooded little pussy tended to so lovingly was a wonderful surprise. And he wanted to do it! It was so much hotter and tinglier that he'd chosen to do it, and had immersed himself happily in the task.
Everything was just so easy with Jack when it came to this sexy stuff. It shouldn't have been, and I had expected kind of the opposite. Especially since he'd been so resistant at first.
Now his tongue danced on my pussy, not always smoothly or nimbly, but always eager and always seeking my pleasure. He made me feel like the most special girl in the world.
"How do I make you cum?" Jack asked.
I shivered, unaware that any simple question could make me feel even better than I already did.
"You're doing it," I said.
"More specifically," he said. "I could be at this all night at this rate."
I bit my lip, eyes shining, and nodded excitedly.
"My neck and tongue won't take that," Jack explained. "And I think you know that."
"That's too bad," I said. "Sounds like a dream." I took some pity on his physical limits and reached down to gently spread my labia, just a little. "More on my clit," I said. "Not hard, but consistent."
Jack blushed. "I thought I was."
I shrugged. "You've been exploring. It's nice, but if you want me to cum... I'll tell you when you're hitting just right, then you should keep doing that same thing."
He nodded slowly. "Ok."
Again it got impossibly hotter, and I got stupidly wetter. My big brother patiently learning exactly how to lick me to make me cum, because making me cum was his whole goal right now. It made me think I had no idea what I was doing given how many times in a row I had learned something new and amazing to feel with Jack.
It still took him a while to really get the right licks and make me a squirming, squirting mess. I enjoyed every moment of it and whined happily as I came on his face. That made twice Jack made me cum today, and while they both had their merits, this second time where it had been less frantic and dirty and much more sweet, tender, and deliberate definitely was the better of the two.
I seemed to surprise my brother yet again with how wet I got, how much I squirted on him. It was fair enough, because it was a surprise to me too. I still absolutely loved watching him pick his head up afterward and seeing his face literally dripping.
"Ok," I said lazily. "I get the mess thing now."
Jack snorted, then chuckled softly and slowly crawled his way up my body. He laid a few carefully chosen kisses on me in the process, culminating with a long, deep kiss right on my lips. He forced me to taste myself, sort of, though I would happily have lapped up so many of my own juices in exchange for a brief caress of his mouth just then. He gave me so much more than that and left me panting for air before he finally stopped.
"You kiss good," I said.
Jack grinned just a tad shyly, very cute considering he'd just licked me to a sloppy orgasm and still had so much of the proof coating his face.
"Thanks," he said.
"And you look good with my cum on your face," I said.
He reached over to gently run his fingers over the drying bits of cum still on mine. "You too."
I wasn't feeling at all horny just then, yet somehow I still felt like being naughty. It didn't really make sense, but Jack was having that effect on me. I could have probably told myself that I just wanted him to feel good. That it was all about his needs now. But that wasn't quite true. I wanted to play some more for my own benefit, despite not really having that physical need just now. It was, perhaps, all emotional need ruling me.
"Want to see how much more we could get on me?" I asked, trying to sound casual and flippant about it.
The light in Jack's eyes was enough to make me giddy.
"That would be nice," he said. "You kinda got me worked up again."
I pouted. "That's all the enthusiasm I get? Maybe I'll just swallow then."
Jack stopped me before I could move down to his cock, making me look deep in his eyes. "I want it on your face," he said in a soft tone that nevertheless had me shivering at the command he'd given. "Like a good sister," he added, as though I needed to feel my pussy gush yet again after it just settled down.
Still, I'd do just about anything to have Jack call me a good sister right about now, and playing with his cock some more was conveniently what I wanted to do anyway.
I didn't go straight to sucking on him, allowing myself the pleasure of running my hands and fingers along his hard, pulsing, precummy shaft. I started mixing in some kisses to get moaning reactions from my brother, then finally returned to properly blowing him for the third time in one evening. The thought gave me pleasant thrills, and the act of fitting his slick down in my hot little mouth added to my delight.
At this rate Jack and I were going to have to trade cums all night. I thought I could finish him off without getting too horny again, but I was dead wrong about it.
I halfway solved the problem by rubbing my pussy while sucking on him and getting myself off while his cum was splattering on my face. It meant we were both sated afterward and able to just cuddle together in his bed, letting horniness take a break for a while. Mostly.
"I was right," Jack murmured. "More cum on your face is even cuter."
"Do you think cute and slutty are the same thing?" I asked.
"Hm, sometimes maybe."
I rolled my eyes but still allowed myself a small, secret smile while I rested my head on his chest, incidentally spreading some of his mess back to him.
"You're definitely very cute though," he said softly but with full emphasis.
I wrapped my arm tighter around him, holding myself close. "Shut uppp. But also... keep going."
"Hehe, little weirdo."
"I really liked this," I said. "Everything we did."
"Yeah, Court, me too."
I nodded, satisfied. There wasn't really any part of me that had doubted it, but it was so wonderful to hear his confirmation. It was a perfect verbal capstone to the evening.
****
I was the centre of attention the next time I met my friends at rugby practice. I still hadn't really decided whether I was going to tell about what had happened, but apparently my face gave way too much away whether I wanted it to or not. Plus of course they all knew about Jack fingering me in the car from my own admission.
"Oh my god what happened though?" Bridget asked excitedly.
"Something good, wasn't it?" Zelda insisted. "It was something good. Was it? It was."
"Does he want to be your boyfriend?" Bridget asked, eyes wide and puppy-like.
"No, it was sexy stuff," Zelda said. "It was, wasn't it? Or was it romantic?"
"Did you go on a date?"
"It hasn't been long enough. But you could have. Did you?"
"Was it so awesome?"
"Did he try putting a finger in your bu--"
"Calm the fuck down, ladies," Claire drawled, thankfully coming to my rescue.
I was sitting huddled up blushing and smiling helplessly, hardly able to get a word in even if I knew what I wanted to say. Claire was leaning back and acting more aloof, even though I knew her well enough by now to know she was intrigued as well.
"If Court's gonna tell us what she and brother dearest got up to, you're gonna have to give her a minute," Claire added.
To their credit, Bridget and Zelda did simmer down some. The spotlight was still way too firmly upon me, and I was a little bundle of nerves already.
"I don't think I want to get into details," I said with some small trepidation.
"Boo," Bridget said.
"Hiss," Zelda added.
Even Claire wasn't all that much help. "You really can't just give us nothing here."
"No I know," I said. My cheeks were flushed, but to be fair I didn't think I'd truly stopped blushing since cuddling with my brother while my face was streaked his cum. "But it's kind of private."
"Really?" Zelda demanded. "You're gonna hold out on us?"
"Well you guys never really get into detail either," I said defensively. "And in some cases I still don't even know what was just a joke. Like whether Claire really pegs Mal on a regular basis."
Claire gave an enigmatic smile. "And you never will."
"So don't act like I'm the only one," I grumped.
"That's fair," Bridget said, the quickest among them to mull over her options as far as pressing me. "So what will you tell us?"
I bit my lip, failing to fight the big, goofy smile that took over my face. "We messed around a bit," I said. "No, a lot. We messed around a lot that evening."
I got some excited squeals in return and another flurry of pointed questions. I was vaguely aware of some dirty looks from a pair of girls sitting not quite in eavesdropping range, but it wouldn't be the first time. Our little group had a bit of a rep even without us getting all gossipy and silly.
Since I was always half watching for him anyway, I also caught Jack giving me a bemused look a few times when he had the chance to glance over at me. I just shrugged helplessly. He had to know I wasn't going to be able to hide everything even if I wanted to, and if I was being real I definitely wanted and needed to share some things.
"I maaayyy have given my first blowjob," I said once I felt like some order had been restored.
I was prepared for the shrieks and giggles this time, perhaps even hoping for them. It felt like the kind of monumental revelation that deserved a lack of decorum. I knew it was good too because even Claire was adamantly pressing for details after that, and it took something juicy to reliably make her drop her air of cool indifference.
"Three times," I added, just to brag a little. "Though only twice maybe really counted."
The nearby girls who'd been giving us dirty looks had enough by then and got up and walked off. Some of Jack's team were starting to pick up on the amused vibe, in particular our respective brothers, who were most likely to know exactly or approximately what kind of conversation was happening. And I felt like the queen of it all. Finally the source of scandal and envy rather than having to just watch and dream.
It wasn't a position I knew I wanted until I had it. I was still kind of embarrassed by the admission and attention, but I was also kind of thriving on it too. Really feeling like part of a secret, elite group. A full fledged member now. And all I had to do was suck my brother off a couple times and let him cum on my face. Not a bad deal at all.
I didn't directly admit to everything. I alluded to getting my pussy licked, and all the sweet, tender cuddling, but didn't outright say those things. Nor did I give details on the blowjobs other than what I felt was probably obvious anyway. Some things were just for me and Jack.
He wasn't really any more subtle than me when it came down to it, though. I pattered down to meet him as he came off the field, intercepting him before he hit the showers, as was my usual wont. He dipped me slightly for a more flamboyant kiss than previously, and certainly a more overt one.
"You sharing all our dirty secrets over there?" Jack whispered.
"Not all of them," I said. "Just some."
"Sounded like you were scandalizing the girls. And from what I understand, that's not easy."
I bit my lip. "Well we've been pretty scandalous. You can't say we haven't."
Jack surprised me by grinning and giving me about the sexiest wink I'd ever seen in my life, then kissing me again fully and deeply, right in front of everyone.
"Careful," he said. "I might be in a mood to scandalize them even more."
I was blushing and speechless when he released me, though I let out a small yelp when he squeezed my butt before jogging off to the locker room. I was only dimly aware of my friends moving to flank me, all of us staring off after Jack, or perhaps our respective brothers as the case may be.
"Alright, I'll say it," Claire finally said. "That was fucking hot, Court. How'd you get Jack wrapped around your finger like that so quickly?"
My eyes widened. "Me? I had nothing to do with that."
Zelda scoffed. "Yeah right. That was straight out of a movie. Your brother's got moves."
"Hey, hands off," I said firmly. "You already got your own."
"Yeah, but he doesn't kiss me like that," Zelda sighed. "Not in front of people, anyway. And that was half of why that was so sexy just now."
"You all think that was sexy?" I asked curiously.
"If only you could have seen yourself," Bridget said wistfully. "Getting swept off your feet. Almost literally."
I grinned shyly. "Jack's very strong," I said, mixing coyness and pride in my statement. "He could absolutely sweep me off my feet."
"Probably with one hand," Bridget said.
I glanced at her. "Ethan ever throw you around a little?"
She shook her head. "No."
I shrugged. "See if he will. It's kind of amazing."
****
I took my own advice and wheedled Jack into slinging me over his shoulder and carrying me to his room, tossing me easily onto his bed. I was trying to stifle my mad giggles until he had the door shut and locked, but I was so thrilled by it all, especially with the hint of friendly jealousy that now pervaded everything new I did with my brother. It enhanced everything just that little bit.
"You're such a little weirdo," Jack said, sitting on the bed with me.
"Why would you say such a thing?" I pouted.
"Because of how much you like being picked up."
"And thrown," I added. "What's weird about that?"
"Like... why though?" Jack asked.
"You never want someone to lift you like you weigh nothing?" I asked.
"Not really, no."
I shrugged. "Then I don't know if I can explain it."
"Is it a girl thing?" he asked.
"Maybe. It's definitely a me thing," I said. "Only with you, before you worry. I don't want any of your dumb friends doing it."
Jack laughed. "Ah, it's a horny thing."
"Well... kinda, yeah. Obviously."
"You know I'm still getting used to turning you on at all, let alone wanting to do it on purpose."
I looked at my brother seriously. "You did a pretty good job of it today."
"I did?"
"Yeah, silly. With the kisses in front of everyone. And... and the wink."
He smiled and ran a hand up my shirt. "You liked that, huh?"
I nodded eagerly.
"Doesn't hurt that you got to make your friends jealous?" he added curiously.
"Doesn't hurt," I agreed. "But how did you know that?"
"I think I'm starting to understand you. You and that little group of yours."
"Are you really?" I asked.
"Yeah. Somewhat."
"You know I'll just gossip more about us in that case," I said.
"I think I've decided," Jack said thoughtfully while cupping my breast, "that I'm ok with that part. As long as it leads to more of...."
"More of what?" I demanded, heart beating so hard under Jack's hand. Unspoken was the declaration that I'd do whatever it was he wanted.
"You know," he said softly. "Things that make them jealous."
I grinned evilly, even if he wasn't being explicit out loud. "Like maybe if I suck your cock," I said, enunciating precisely and letting my tongue linger on certain syllables. "And maybe you cum on my face again?"
"Maybe like that," Jack agreed breathlessly. "Or maybe you take your clothes off again."
"Maybe," I suggested in an even huskier tone, "you want to take them off for me."
"Maybe I do."
Jack's hand stayed right where it was for a moment, his eyes searching me, then with delicate precision my clothes started coming off, a piece at a time.
He let his hands linger on my skin at every step, and presented newly bared flesh with soft kisses. My big brother unwrapped me like I was his personal toy, and it was the hottest damn thing I could have ever asked for. It meant surrendering to him and his every whim--at least temporarily--and I was so here for it. On an even more enjoyable note, it meant him moving me around like a doll at any point he needed to, and I continued to absolutely love it.
"I love how wet you get," he said huskily, his fingers tickling my pussy.
"It really is only for you," I said.
Jack grinned at me, still rubbing my pussy, then slowly moved to position himself. I tried to interrupt and start taking his clothes off, but he easily pushed me back down every time, eventually pinning me easily to the bed.
"I want your clothes off," I complained.
"Later," Jack said. "Patience. Are you going to be a good girl?"
My eyes widened and my pulse quickened. Pinned down and called a good girl. Yeah, I could work with that. Just for him.
"Maybe," I said petulantly.
"What if I lick your pussy for you?" he asked.
I immediately relaxed, lay back, and spread my legs. "Deal."
Jack grinned that brotherly smirk of his and got comfortable between my thighs. "Good girl."
I grabbed his head and held him close as he licked my soaked little pussy.
"I don't know about this good girl thing," I told him conversationally. "Some might say it's a little patronizing."
"Some might have similar concerns about you enjoying being physically helpless with me," Jack murmured.
"That's different," I protested. "I just like how strong you are. And how you can pick me up or pin me down, or anything you want to do with me, really. It's not weird."
"If you say so."
"It's not!" I insisted.
Jack gently tapped my thigh. "Relax. Let me lick you."
I nodded and eased my legs open wider again. His tongue felt so lovely and soothing, and I really did want to make myself as available as possible for his licking pleasure.
Everything else fell away as my brother ate me out. Other things he did could be more searingly hot in the moment, but I was pretty sure nothing else came close to how strictly enjoyable it was having him tongue-deep in my pussy.
I luxuriated in being licked out, fully relaxing into it while whispering happy words and playing with Jack's hair. I came on his face, squirting all over him, even wrapping my ankles around behind him to keep him from escaping. He could have pulled free if he really wanted to, though I rather cheekily suspected that even with the strength difference between us it would have taken him a precious couple of seconds and he wouldn't have been able to entirely escape getting my cum all over.



Jack didn't even try to make me release him. He kept lapping up all the extra wetness until I had enough and pushed him away instead.
"Mmm," I purred, "see now I think you're even cuter than me with cum all over your face like that."
"Only 'cause you don't see yourself with a cummy face," Jack teased. "It's a way cuter look on you."
"Agree to disagree."
"We may have to," Jack concurred.
"But speaking of cute looks," I said, forcing myself to move even though I was feeling so nice and relaxed, "you look way better without all those clothes in the way."
"That so?" Jack asked.
"It is," I said. "I'm sort of an expert now."
"One time you've seen me naked. One time."
"Best day of my life," I said decisively.
That comment actually gave my brother pause. "Really?"
I frowned slightly. "Well yeah. Why?"
"I don't know," he said, blushing faintly. "I just don't think I've been someone's best day before."
"See," I said, gently nudging him over on his back. "You're very cute sometimes. Like right now."
Jack let me pin him down and start taking his clothes off. I was very aware that he was letting me do it, and I couldn't actually physically dominate him the way he could me, but that didn't stop it being hot. The fact that it was entirely up to him whether he submitted to me and that he did so without hesitation was as good or better than being able to physically restrain him.
I ran my fingertips over every part of him I could reach, tenderly exploring his increasingly nude form. By the time I slipped his boxers off he was rock hard and already slick with precum, though for all I knew he might have been that way since eating me out. I liked to think that nakedly stripping, teasing, and sitting on him helped though. It made me so happy to be able to turn him on like that, without even necessarily trying all that hard.
I sat on Jack's thigh, gently grinding my little pussy on his leg while I played with his cock. I used both hands, giving him constant albeit unfocused attention.
"That's a good boy," I cooed, deciding to pay back the good girl comments. "Let me take care of this for you."
Jack whimpered and shifted. "Just with your hands?"
I smirked. "Why? What else did you have in mind?"
"You know. Your mouth, maybe?"
I bit my lip and gazed at Jack's cock while running my hand up the shaft and over the tip, only to follow it with my other hand back and forth a few times.
"You want me to suck on it?" I asked aloud.
"Ideally, yes."
"I don't know," I teased in a thoughtful tone. "Are you a good enough boy?"
Jack sighed. "You're going to make me regret calling you a good girl, aren't you?"
"Perhaps."
"Well joke's on you, I really like it."
I grinned. "Yeah?"
"Feels nice actually. Like part of me kind of just wants to be called a good boy and get head pats."
I giggled happily. "You little weirdo. Let's start with sucking on you a little and see where we get."
Jack pouted. "Just a little?"
I shrugged. "To start."
I kept playing a little longer, just rubbing Jack's cock and enjoying the slippery precum I could milk from it. I went so far as shift up and rub it on my pussy, just pressing us together for a moment before I behaved myself and settled down to take him in my mouth. It was kind of bad how easily I could slip into being naughtier with my brother. Stuff that I wouldn't have even considered doing just became so desirable when we were naked in bed together.
Jack tasted so good, and was such a delight to have in my mouth. I enjoyed sucking on him and really took my time with it even before he started murmuring appreciation and playing with my hair.
I wasn't sure which of us really had control at that point. It was something of a sexy stalemate. He wasn't about to move while his cock was getting sucked, and I wasn't about to go anywhere while he was lavishing affection upon me for my efforts.
Everything just felt right to me. Which I recognized was an odd way to feel about giving my brother head, but under our particular circumstances it wasn't perhaps all that weird. We had our special feelings for one another, and it enhanced them so much being able to be close and intimate while making him feel as good as I possibly could.
I cherished what we had the whole time, always working Jack's cock, always sucking or licking him. Often making eye contact with him when I could, feeling that burning desire spark between us. I loved him with or without sexual gratification, but I would easily admit that the sexy times were amazing and I wouldn't truly want to give them up.
Jack's little moans and whimpers pushed me onward. He sounded so helpless and needy as he got close, and it was music to my ears. He wanted his little sister to make him cum. Only I could give him what he needed, and I absolutely would do it for him.
The first shot of my brother's thick cum coated my tongue. The rest went on my face, since I knew how much he enjoyed it.
"Mmm, you don't have to do that, you know," Jack said.
I gave him a few last licks, making sure his cum was all cleaned up. "What? Make you cum?"
"On your face," he clarified.
"Thought you loved it," I said.
"I do. It's crazy sexy and cute," Jack said. "Just... you don't have to if you don't like it. That's all."
I shrugged and crawled up beside him. "I think I like anything we do together. And I like when you like things."
Jack sighed and rubbed my hip. "See, that's pretty hot too."
I giggled and nibbled on his ear. "Tell me more."
Jack giggled right back and started off on a list of things he liked. It wasn't an overly coherent list, or organized, and he often repeated himself, but all of that was totally fine with me. Hearing how much he enjoyed my cummy face, or my mouth, or my eyes, or my warmth as we lay together were all things that made my heart swell, or my pussy gush, or sometimes both. Even more so when he relayed how cozy and comfortable he felt with me, and how easy it was to care for me and vice versa.
I ended up cradling his face against my breasts and petting his head, occasionally murmuring that he was a good boy. He sought that closeness and really let me protect him for a while, as ridiculous as the notion was given our relative size and strength to each other.
I whispered back things I loved about him too, really not any more organized about it than he was. It was mostly about the moment and the feelings anyway, not really about the specifics.
"You're so caring," he said.
"You're so strong, but so soft with me," I said.
"I don't know how you aren't bored to tears coming to every game and practice like that," he said. "But it makes me feel nice."
"I can always come to you when I need anything," I said. "Apparently including getting my pussy licked," I added teasingly.
He laughed and gave me a few kisses on my tits. I held him and kept stroking his hair. We intermittently shared more sweet nothings and heartfelt somethings, and I felt myself helplessly slipping beyond smitten straight into love. Maybe I'd been there anyway. Sex wasn't really needed for how I felt about Jack. It didn't hurt though.
It made me deliriously happy to be so close. Closer than we'd ever been in our lives. Just me and my brother, able to do and say anything together. A whole new level of our relationship.
"What ya thinkin' about?" Jack asked.
"Who says I'm thinking anything?" I said.
"I dunno. Just felt like you were," he said.
I contemplated for a moment, gently twirling my fingers in his hair. "I guess... thinking of what we could do together."
"Right now?"
"No. In general."
"Oh." Jack shifted, giving me pleasant tingles as our naked bodies rubbed together. "I mean... I have ideas."
"Me too," I said. "What are yours?"
He traced a light fingernail up and down my spine. "I don't know if I should say."
I felt flutters inside. "In that case you definitely need to tell me."
"What if it's too much?"
I shrugged. "Try me."
Jack cutely hesitated a moment longer and hid his face even more against my breasts when he finally spoke. "What if we had sex?"
I held him tighter and groaned softly. "You'd want to?"
"I think so."
"Good. Me too."
He looked up at me excitedly, like a puppy more than a brother for a second. "Really?"
"Yeah Jack, of course. I'm lying here naked with you, and all I can think is how I want more of this. As much as I can get. And I think if we did that in particular it would feel pretty great, right?"
"I really think it would," Jack agreed, kissing me with heartfelt intent. "It would, you know, be my first time and all. I'd love it to be with you."
"Same," I assured him. "I'd probably be really upset if it wasn't with you, at this point."
We kissed some more, getting lost in it for a while until Jack went back to nuzzling my tits. He made me giggle the way he happily burrowed himself against me like it was the best place on Earth to be.
"I think I'm really excited for it now," Jack told me.
"Mmm, me too," I said. "We should probably think of a good excuse to do it. Like... like next time you win a game, maybe. To celebrate."
"Unf, really? Ok, done."
I smiled at my brother's eagerness, and the sexy confidence he had that he'd just win his next game and get to properly take me to bed. I wanted him so badly too. I almost could have just suggested trying it now, but that felt wrong. We needed energy and a touch of ceremony to the event, not just horniness and desire.
"This doesn't even feel real sometimes," Jack said. "Like that we're really doing these things. That you want me like this."
"What, like you've been asleep and dreaming for weeks now or what?"
"Maybe. Something like that." His hand ran up my back, feeling my warm, flushed skin. "But then I get to remember it is real, and it makes me so happy again."
I sucked in a breath through my teeth, feeling flutters in my tummy. "You're going to make it hard to even wait a couple days, aren't you?"
"Am I?"
"At the rate you're going. You better lick me out again for now. Keep me under control."
Jack gave my tits a few more kisses then slipped downward. "Ok."
He made getting eaten out so smooth and easy, I almost felt like it might be excessive to actually have sex as well. But then it wasn't specifically about the physical sensations. I was sure I'd enjoy them too, but really I just wanted that extra connection with my brother. Solidifying this new facet of our relationship. Properly being his in every way I could, and vice versa. The actual act of taking him inside me was both entirely what it was about, and not at all what it was about.
Instead of getting myself too tied up in confusing thoughts, I just relaxed and enjoyed my brother's tongue while idly daydreaming about even hornier things. Soon they'd be real too. Soon.
****
An almost transcendent calm came over me come next game day. I think it bugged my friends as I sat there aloof and smiling, following Jack with my eyes.
After a while of getting the occasional prodding or attempt at engaging with me, I just gave away the explanation like it was no big thing. It gave me happy chills to say it aloud to someone other than Jack.
"I'm gonna have sex with him tonight," I said.
That shut all three of them up for a moment.
"Really?" Bridget asked tentatively.
"Yep," I said.
"Sex?" Zelda asked. "Like sex sex?"
"I don't know what that means," I said serenely. "But yes."
"How do you know?" Bridget asked.
"Yeah, and how'd you get him to do it?" Zelda asked. Her eyes widened. "Or did he ask? Did he?"
I had to think back to remember which of us had technically suggested it first. "Yeah, he asked," I said. I giggled softly. "It was nice. It was so sweet of him. We're gonna do it after the game."
I couldn't get a word in for the next few moments. Partly that was do to an increased crowd volume temporarily, but even beyond that my friends wouldn't stop commenting and questioning for several minutes straight. It was the sort of thing that would have made me shyly retreat into myself not that long ago, but now I could just let it wash over me, and even appreciate the sheer jealousy each of them was expressing.
"I do want to thank all of you," I said once I finally got the chance to speak again. "I never would have realized what I wanted my relationship with my brother to be without you. Or at least it would have taken a lot longer, and someone might have got to him first."
The girls were silent for a moment, then Claire put her hand in my lap, taking my hand in hers.
"He wouldn't have," she said. "He's only got eyes for you. You think no one can see that or what?"
"That's not... that's not really true," I said.
"Yeah it is," Zelda sighed. "It's almost annoying. Especially since Aaron won't just go ahead and ask for sex already, and here Jack is being the perfect brother."
I blinked. "Have you asked for sex?"
"Well... no." Zelda shifted uncomfortably. "We joke about doing anal sometimes, I guess. I keep thinking he wants sex. Any kind, really. But...."
"So tell him," I said like it was no big deal. "Jack's not the only brother who's got special eyes for his sister."
"That's actually true," Bridget said. "I've seen Aaron look at you sometimes. It's almost as sickeningly cute as Jack looking at Court."
"Oh, right, you want a competition of whether your brother or mine gives bigger puppy eyes?" Zelda shot back.
"You're both just being silly," I said. "Just talk to your brothers. Seriously."
I felt so in control. It was actually kind of scary, yet my sense of serenity didn't dissipate at any point. Somehow our small group was revolving more and more around me, and I was ok with that. I could handle it. I even kind of enjoyed it. For once I was an expert of sorts. Someone to be looked up to. Not how I would have envisioned it, but it worked all the same.
Even Claire, formerly our de facto leader, if indeed we'd ever really had one. She waited until after the game and Bridget and Zelda went bounding down to find their respective brothers, but she still looked to me with enough anxious hope that I worried for her momentarily.
"It's not as easy as you make it sound, you know," Claire said softly, barely loud enough to hear over the large-scale shuffling of bodies around us.
"What isn't?" I asked.
"Talking to them," Claire said. "To Mal. To Bridget and Zelda's brothers."
"Why not? Mal loves you."
"Sure he does. But it's not like that. I don't know how you and Jack got it so easy. With Mal... it's just messing around."
I clicked my tongue. "So make it not messing around. You really telling me talking to your brother scares you?"
"More than you know," Claire said.
"Oh come on now...."
"I mean it! It's not that easy," she insisted. "You don't know. You haven't had to try to go from just having whatever fun you want to... to something that actually means a damn."
"That's... technically true," I said.
"I made a mistake," Claire said, shifting uncomfortably. "I thought if we kept it light, just made it a bit of a goof that happened to feel really good... I thought that was enough. Now you have to come along and ruin that for me."
"Me?"
Claire looked pitifully at me. "I love him, Court."
"I know."
"But I spent too long acting like I didn't care that much. What do I do if I'm stuck there?"
I looked at her, studying her. "Claire, I don't know how much of the stories you've told have been true, but--"
"Most of them," she said with a weak, crooked smirk.
"Even the pegging?"
"Especially the pegging."
I paused. "And regular sex?"
She shrugged. "Sure. It was bound to happen, what with everything else we get up to. And of course I always told myself it was just so Mal never needed to find another girl for anything. I love him though. I really want to do all that stuff with him. Just with him. For, you know. Forever, basically."
I reached over and flicked her forehead, surprising even myself at my audacity.
"Tell him that," I said firmly.
"He doesn't want that," Claire said, slumping in her seat.
"Says who?"
"Why would he? I gave him everything he wants already. We both get our every wish pretty much granted together. Sexually, I mean." She shrugged. "I've got nothing left to offer. I did it to myself."
"That's some stupid fucking shit," I said.
"Harsh."
"Well it is. As if your only value to each other is whatever gratification you can get out of it. You're just being a scaredy-cat. That's all."
"You're mean sometimes," Claire said, but then gave me a wry smile. "I taught you too well."
"Yeah you did. Fucking go home with Mal and tell him you want to cuddle together and talk about your feelings. No appendages going in any orifices all night. See what happens."
"I ca--"
"And if you tell me you can't, I'm marching over to your parents' house and telling them what you and your brother get up to."
Claire's mouth snapped shut. "You wouldn't dare."
"Try me."
"You don't know where they live."
"So I find out. So what?"
"I could tell your parents," Claire said.
"You could. But wouldn't you rather just fucking telling your brother you love him and melt into his big strong arms?"
"... fuck you I really would."
"There, good. So do it, or so help me I will unleash hell on your family life."
Claire frowned, then abruptly threw her arms around me in a big hug. "I knew I let you hang out with us for a reason."
"More like I graced you with my presence," I said.
She laughed. "Yeah, maybe. I kinda miss shy Court. But badass Court is better anyway."
"Damn right she is. Now if you'll excuse me, I have a brother to have sex with."
Claire smacked my butt as I left. "Get 'em, girl."
She remained seated as I made my way to find Jack, but the thoughtful and bemused look on her face made me feel like she'd be alright.
I had to wait for Jack to shower and get dressed before I could catch up with him. I'd taken too long and didn't get to see him before he hit the locker room. It was probably for the best anyway. Once I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him and his embrace trapped me against him, I didn't want to let him go again.
I was full of excitement and joy. Visions of the best night ever already dancing through my head. Contrarily, Jack appeared just barely on the good side of morose.
"What's up with you?" I asked.
"We lost," Jack said.
"Oh." I shrugged. "There's always next time. Now come on, your bed awaits."
"I said we lost," Jack said. "I had to win remember. So we could... do the thing."
I frowned at him. "You serious?"
"It was your rule," Jack protested.
"Wasn't a rule," I said. "And anyway, how much patience do you think I have that I'm going to wait even another week?"
Jack smiled cautiously. "So... you want to do it anyway?"
"I'll be upset if we don't," I said.
"So what did the game have to do with anything?" Jack asked.
"Heck if I know. Just seemed auspicious. And I needed a couple days to psych myself up. Sex for the first time, you know." I bit my lip. "With my bro-ther," I added mischievously.
"Can't believe you," Jack laughed. "And here no one understood why I was so bummed losing this one."
"Disappointed were you?"
"So disappointed."
"And now?"
As if I needed any confirmation of my brother's current feelings, he proceeded to dip me into perhaps the hottest kiss we'd yet shared. I felt swept off my feat, almost literally, and his need for me was even more clear than any verbal professing of it could ever hope to be. It was probably just as well the crowd had thinned out quite a bit by then, because all I wanted was for us to be alone, for the kiss to go on forever. Except, of course, that if it went on forever we couldn't get home and do something even better.



"You kiss so good sometimes," I murmured, shy and horny.
"Is it the kissing?" Jack asked with that special grin of his. "Or is it something else?"
"Like what?"
Jack pulled me upright, then instead of answering he dipped me again, even deeper this time. I shrieked and laughed as I went so low and entirely dependent on his support not to fall straight on my ass. His kiss this time was briefer, but no less delectable.
"That," he said.
"Ok, that too," I agreed. "The way you hold me and the kissing together. It's very nice."
"You really like being tossed around, huh?" he said, letting my stand up again.
"Kinda, I guess," I said. "I think mostly I love that you can do anything you want to me, and I feel totally safe when you exercise that option."
"That's a little horny of you, Court," Jack teased.
"It's more romantic than horny," I said.
"Is it?"
"I mean... maybe. Does it matter?"
"Not really. Good point."
Jack scooped me up and tossed me over his shoulder. I gave a similar squealing, delighted laugh again as my brother carried me off about as caveman-like as possible. Only he could get away with something like that with me, but boy could he get away with it.
I caught Claire and Mal slowly walking to their car too as I was carted away. They'd seen me, of course. Given my lack of decorum, I was pretty sure everyone about had noticed me slung over my brother's shoulder. Some of them probably even knew we were siblings. Claire and Mal sure did. They appeared in the midst of deep discussion, but she took a moment to toss me an approving smirk when our eyes met. I grinned back and flashed a thumbs up at her. Mal appeared bemused, but Claire took his arm and led him firmly away.
I felt happy for her. She could have what she wanted to, if only she was brave enough for it. It was odd to think that anyone, especially Claire, could need my example for bravery, but apparently that was just life now.
Jack deposited me back on my feet at his car, and I primly kissed his cheek before sliding into the passenger seat. I let my hand rest on his thigh the whole way home. Nothing overly untoward, yet I could feel his desire rising all the same.
Our parents were an inconvenience for sure this evening. I'd never in my life been so anxious to get through family dinner. Then again, I'd also never so badly had my heart pounding wanting to jump across the table and tackle my brother so I could drag him off to bed, all the while being inflamed by his obvious desire to do the same. Probably more successfully on his part too, since he literally could drag me to bed if he wanted.
I made us both wait even longer after eating so that I could shower. It was a big moment for me, for us, and I wanted to be as squeaky clean, scrubbed, and shaved as I could. Perhaps that was insecurities about my body talking, as Jack had yet to express anything other than extreme interest. But sex was different. I wanted to be as beautiful and pristine as possible. This first time could only happen once, after all.
I even took the time for some light application of makeup. Just little touches. I wasn't sure why, since I knew Jack liked me whether I was made up or not, but again I found myself seeking perfection this evening to whatever extent I could.
I tiptoed out of the bathroom wrapped in my towel, hair smoothly brushed out but still damp. I intended to change into something a little sexy, as sexy as my wardrobe allowed for, and get myself psyched up properly. Jack short-circuited my plan by being out in the hall waiting for me.
My breath caught in my throat the way he was looking at me. I'd never understood what a smoldering gaze was before then. Now I did.
"You're just gonna make me wait like that?" Jack asked.
I bit my lip. "I was getting ready."
"What do you need to get ready for?" he asked.
"I... I want to be perfect. As much as I can."
He stepped toward me. "As if you aren't already."
I squeaked in embarrassment, even as the flame inside me grew stronger. "That's not true!"
He tilted my chin up just a little, just the ideal amount, and kissed me. "Yes it is."
My brain went on me entirely. Packed its bags and left.
"No fair," I mumbled.
"Neither are you," he said, gazing deeply at me. "Whatever you did to your eyes, I can't stop looking at them."
The smallest measure of control returned to me, and I seized it. "See, so it was worth a little extra time."
"You might be right," Jack said. "But that time's up now."
I muffled my own squeals as he scooped me up easily in his arms. The second time in relatively short order that he was carrying me around, and it was even better this time knowing where we were headed, even if holding my towel in some kind of modest placement was nigh-impossible.
My towel gave up entirely as I bounced onto my brother's bed. I let it fall open as it willed, letting it messily and artfully leave me a mix of covered and uncovered for Jack.
He gave me a longing look, made sure the door was locked behind us, then padded toward the bed, smoothly pulling his shirt off in the process. I'd had designs on us undressing each other, but as I lay mostly naked before him and got to watch him take his own clothes off, I decided this was pretty good too.
"I had a whole outfit picked out," I said, trying to control my breathing and feeling the need to fill the silence lest I burst before my brother finally got into bed with me.
"Yeah?" he said, sliding his jeans down his legs.
"Mmhm! You would have enjoyed removing it," I said. "I think."
"Most likely," he agreed. His eyes roamed the lines of my body, tracing the parts of me already uncovered and what he still wanted to see. "The way you are right now is kind of doing it for me, just saying."
"Practically naked, you mean?" I asked.
"Yeah," Jack nodded. "I think I like it when you're practically naked."
He ditched his boxers, and his cock bounced at the movement, hypnotizing me with its hardness and the little bit of precum swinging around at the tip.
"I guess I can't really argue with that," I said. "Since I might possibly feel the same."
"Oh might you?" Jack asked.
I nodded. "Mmhm!"
He started crawling softly into bed, then changed his mind and pounced on me. I shrieked and laughed, then accepted a few back to back kisses until we were both too breathless to say anything at all for a moment.
Jack opted to carefully pull back the few remaining modest scraps of towel that still covered my body, like trying to open a present without tearing the wrapping. He could have been as rough and quick as he wanted, really, but there was something stupidly hot about the reverence he showed in uncovering me.
The soft touch of his fingers on my skin made me shiver and want more, so much more. I reciprocated more firmly, letting my hands roam over his arms and chest, letting it sink in that he was all mine.
"I want you," Jack told me.
"You have me," I said, meaning it utterly and completely.
He kissed me, from my lips to my shoulders and back to my neck.
"How do you do this to me?" he asked.
My clever little fingers found his cock. "This?" I asked with a soft giggle. "I don't know. Just seems to happen, doesn't it?"
I stroked him, feeling his erection pulse in my hands. He groaned, submitting to the pleasure just of my touch. I lifted my head to kiss him, taking his lip gently between my teeth for a moment and trying to encourage him to keep going. I wanted something from him. Anything, really. Kisses or touches or deeply felt words.
I wanted him in me, of course, but I felt like neither of us was quite ready. Close, but not there yet.
But oh I was wet. I rubbed the tip of Jack's cock against my pussy, feeling the two of us get even more slippery with every pass. I could have asked the same of him, I supposed. How he got me so horny and wet so easily. It would have been just as rhetorical as him asking me.
We just got hotter and more intense all the time. Jack's mouth on me, his hands all over me, and me desperately clinging to his cock the whole while. I nearly lost it when he started humping me pretty energetically. I don't think he could help himself either, for that matter.
"I want you in me," I told him needily.
Jack groaned. "I want it too."
"I need it," I said, upping the ante.
He nodded, panting softly. He reached over, stretching his chest across my face. I kissed him a few times on his warm, bare skin as it was right in front of me.
Jack came back holding a condom. I bit my lip, feeling somehow like that in particular made this real.
He fumbled with the wrapper, trying to rest his weight on one elbow while still on top of me. His fingers shook, making his task more difficult than it needed to be.
"Are you nervous?" I asked.
Jack looked at me. "A little. Aren't you?"
I thought about it. I probably should have been, but I wasn't. "No," I said. "Not with you."
"Even now?"
"Especially now." I tapped his shoulder. "Roll over."
Jack rolled on his back and I plucked the condom from him. I was aroused and excited, but my fingers didn't let me down. They stayed calm and nimble, and despite being my first attempt at getting a condom on a boy, I did pretty well at it. It really was true that I didn't feel any anxiety or nerves since it was with him, the person I loved, my brother. I felt safe even now, even about to do something so crazy.
I straddled him, rubbing my pussy against his cock again, getting the condom slick from my wetness. If anything was going to make me shake, it was how badly I wanted that cock inside me. It was a little scary how bad the physical yearning was getting.
"And here I thought you wanted me on top," Jack said, soft and teasing.
"Mmm, maybe next time," I said. "That does sound nice." It really did. I wanted him to pin me down and cum in me. "But maybe we better start gentler."
"I can be gentle."
I kissed Jack's fingertips, then let him caress my cheek. "I know. But let me be gentle. Then maybe you can be... less gentle."
"Ok."
I smiled shyly. "But how about... you lift me onto you?"
Jack looked down at my pussy. I kept gliding my hips back and forth across his shaft. "That's what you want, huh?"
"Pretty badly right now, yeah," I said.
His hands closed on my hips. He didn't move me, not yet, but the anticipation was intense and electric. "You always did like me lifting you," he murmured.
"Funny about that," I said.
I looked deep into Jack's eyes, rubbing my pussy back and forth on him, letting our mutual need rise and consume us. Then, with a sudden but easy movement, he picked me up and brought me to a hover just over his cock.
I giggled happily, and though my legs weren't really off the bed, I held his cock steady against my entrance while processing a sudden nervousness about lowering down onto him too quickly.
"Let me down slow," I said, arousal buzzing through me with every word.
Jack nodded, mouth opened in faint disbelief as I came down just a little, just enough for him to part my pussy lips. It was agonizing and luxurious the way he let me sink down onto him ever so carefully. It was what I'd asked for, and still I was impatient for more with every single small movement. My brother filled me about as slowly as it was possible to, but then all at once I had him sheathed within me, totally consumed, my thighs and pussy coming to rest directly on top of him. I had him in me, and for a moment that was enough.
"Court..." Jack breathed.
I nodded. "I know."
I tried rocking on him, just to see. It immediately intensified the feeling of having him in me. His hands were still on my hips, but the control was all mine now. I sat on him and wiggled around, blowing my own mind at the sensations the two of us could produce in each other.
It was kind of funny how helpless Jack was beneath me. Physically speaking I'd never had a chance against him. Not until now. He was all mine, and we both knew it. I could keep him pinned as long as I pleased, just so long as I kept grinding and bouncing on his cock.
"You're amazing, you know that?" Jack asked softly, gazing at me with pure adoration.
I blushed furiously and leaned into his hands that were sliding up my body. "Don't say things like that right now," I said.
"Why not?"
"I don't know. Shouldn't you save them for trying to get me back into bed again at some point?"
Jack smiled, his hands cupping my breasts for a moment, then moving back downward. "I love you, Court. I just want you to know that."
"Oh my god stoooppp," I whined, feeling even redder somehow. "I'm already riding you. What more can I even do?"
"Nothing more," Jack assured me. "This is perfect."
It was so backwards. I had him physically dominated, but now he had me emotionally under his spell. It wasn't supposed to be that way around. I didn't know how to handle it, and especially how to handle the feelings he created in me.
I leaned down and kissed my brother some more, really leaning into him while my hips did their own thing. "I love you too," I whispered between smooches.
I kept kissing him, kept loving him, and it was the most natural thing in the world when he eventually rolled us over so he was on top. He did it like I weighed nothing and could be moved around in bed however he wanted, which was mostly true.
I waited for it to get harder and faster, expecting Jack to want to fuck me good. Not that I really knew what that felt like yet, but it was exciting to get to learn.
Jack, emotionally confusing as he was, just kept going soft and tender.
"You can go harder," I told him.
"I know," he said.
"... so?"
"I don't want to right now," Jack said, kissing my neck. "This is nice."
"It is," I purred. "But you don't have to hold back."
"I'm not. I think I do want to fuck you eventually. But not yet. I just want to love you for now."
"Come on," I moaned, holding his face to me with my fingers tangled in his hair. "Don't make me feel like this. It's too much."
"Like what?"
"I don't know. You care too much."
Jack laughed quietly. "So sorry."
"Every now and then it wouldn't hurt for you to be a big dumb boy, you know."
"Thought you loved me how I am," he said.
"I do," I sighed. "I really, really do."
So it was soft and slow, luxurious and magical. I felt like a princess being tended to, knowing I had the whole of my brother's affections. He eventually came and I shivered at the feel of it, even though most of that might have been my imagination. We weren't so far lost in each other that he'd actually cum in my pussy. Though if we got him snipped and could do it safely....
We cuddled cozily for a while afterward, and I was pretty sure Jack would have been happy to leave off there. I also knew, however, that a little strategic playing with his soft, messy cock would get it back into action. I got him hard again, then slipped another condom onto his returned erection.
"Harder this time, please," I said.
"You really want it, don't you?" he asked.
I nodded eagerly. "I just want to see what it's like."
"And see if it makes you cum?"
"Well, yeah, maybe that too." I patted my brother's cheek. "Don't worry about that, though. I cum or I don't. It's not about that right now."
"It can be about two things," Jack said.
He was right, as it happened. I thoroughly enjoyed lying back and getting fucked harder, though still not receiving what I would have considered a true pounding. Honestly I wasn't even sure that Jack was capable of being rough enough with me for that. The care he showed for me even when he didn't have to was sweet and so very like him.
I got right up to the edge just from that, just from being fucked by my brother while staring into his eyes and stealing occasional kisses. He finished me with some well-timed clit rubs, apparently putting his experience with my pussy to good use in this instance. I came sloppily, adding to the mess down there and making me wish for his cum added to the mix. One of us was definitely going to have to get fixed at this rate, because I could already tell that as sensible as condoms were, they weren't going to cut it long term.
"Some day," I panted, "some day you're going to cum in my pussy."
Jack growled a deep, low, horny noise. "Oh really?"
"Mmhm."
"That's what you want?"
"Some day," I repeated.
"The things you're going to make me do," Jack sighed ruefully.
I giggled and caressed his hair. "As if you don't want to do them just as badly."
He kissed me and pushed his cock deep inside me, just holding it there a moment. "You might have a point there."
"I love you though. I'm glad you're my brother. Even regardless of all this."
"Same," Jack said. "You're the best sister." He bit his lip. "Do you think... we could try from behind?"
My eyes widened. "Oh? Like...."
"Like you lie on your front," he said, blushing rather adorably.
I grinned. "Naughty." I kissed his cheek, then whispered in his ear. "Move me however you want to."
"I knew you were going to say something like that."
He pulled out, leaving me feeling empty, if only briefly. He rolled me over easily, while I only helped the movement as much as strictly necessary. After a moment's thought, he lifted my hips and added his pillow beneath them to lift my ass up.
"I'm going to make a mess of that, you know," I warned him.
"I'm aware," Jack said. "That sounds like a problem for future me."
I moaned and arched my back as he slid back into me. The new position and angle were indeed worth the experiment, especially when Jack lay down on top of me, moving mostly only his hips to grind his cock inside me.
I gradually encouraged him to rest more of his weight on me until I was fully trapped under him. He worried about squishing me too much, but I don't think he understood how nice and comforting it felt for me.
He was slower to cum this time, neither of us in any hurry. Despite how long it took, I was still a little disappointed when he filled a second condom and gently rolled off of me. He quickly made up for it, pulling me into his arms as though he could sense how much I needed as much contact as humanly possible.
"This has been... probably the greatest day of my life," Jack said.
"Only probably?" I teased.
"You know what I mean," he said.
"Only if you meant to say definitely," I said.
"That might have been what I meant."
"Good," I said, letting my eyes fall lazily closed. "Because that's how I feel too."
****
It was amazing what this new level of my sibling relationship did for my confidence in life generally. I felt calm and self-assured in a way I never had before, like a culmination of what I'd been working toward lately. It showed up at school and at home, and in particular at the rugby pitch.
I used to admire these traits in Claire, thinking she had it all figured out and that I could never match her firm grasp of the world. I knew these things to be gentle lies now. Neither of us had it truly figured out, not really, but we could have enough to enjoy ourselves and not worry too overly much.
The changes in the way Claire and her brother looked at each other and acted together were so very obvious to me, even if I doubted she wanted to share with anyone else what exactly they meant. She never told me and I never asked what the result of her heartfelt conversation with Mal was, but I didn't need to. As if there was any chance he wasn't as painfully in love with her as she was with him.
I weirdly became something of a mentor to Bridget and Zelda. I was more open about sharing my relationship with my brother than Claire was, happier to tell about the best thing in my life. Not all the details by any means. Lots of things were just for Jack and me. But my friends worked their ways toward openly wanting and seeking their brothers' love, and I was there to provide any advice I could. It was something I had more experience with on every passing day.



It was strange to think that I was the last of the four of us to even start my journey toward love, but since I'd embraced it faster and not hidden so long behind protective walls of just making it a game of some kind, I was now the one guiding them.
I absolutely loved being able to meet my brother after every game or practice, embrace him fully in whatever way we chose, then get to go home with him and do terribly lewd things to each other as much as we liked. It was even better to have my group, knowing we weren't alone, and we all shared a bond and our own sort of love. Not everyone accepted it of course, and we remained somewhat on our own among the team's fanbase, but that really didn't matter when I was able to leap into Jack's arms and feel him swing me around any time I wanted.
****
The school year passed, and after a summer spent in decadent pursuit of about as much sibling time as humanly possible a new semester started up.
It was a melancholy start in some ways. Claire's brother had graduated, and so she didn't join us for the new season. Zelda and her brother had transferred, which she'd been a bit tearful about, but at least they were going to still be together. Very together, in fact.
We all still group chatted pretty frequently, sharing feelings and details of our lives that I personally wouldn't have dared to even a year ago, but now felt comfortable. We were a group of friends united by a shared secret--not that it was a well kept secret--and it still felt good and needed to have people to talk to about it. Zelda in particular came out being pretty great at finding memes specific to brother fucking, which wouldn't have occurred to me as being a thing beforehand, but a lot of them were pretty funny or at least all too relatable.
Bridget and Ethan were still around, and she and I still sat together every practice, and then every game as the seasons started properly. I felt like the two of us still needed the company the most anyway, as we'd both come the furthest last year in our relationships. Me going from purely familial love to the most romantic and sexual love I could ever dream of, while Bridget had graduated from shy handjobs to being perhaps the horniest person I knew, at least the way she told it.
We'd spent a chunk of our summers getting birth-controlled as hard as we could. Neither of us could get a doctor to even consider anything permanent at our ages, but we had temporary options that we jumped on. The boys had an easier time, getting some pushback for wanting to get snipped at their age, but ultimately getting what they asked for. Fundamentally unfair, but the end result was me getting cozily cummed in by my brother every day now, often more than once, so I couldn't stay too annoyed about it.
It still felt pretty lonely just the two of us sitting together on the bleachers. Nothing we could do about that, really. At least not until a rather nervous girl came over to us one day. I'd vaguely clocked her sitting on her own a few times before, but I didn't know her other than that.
"Um, hi," she said shyly.
"Hi," I said, raising an eyebrow and not shifting from where I was already sitting comfortably.
"You're, uh, Jack and Ethan's sisters, right?" the girl asked.
I shrugged. It wasn't like it was a secret, and she'd probably seen us together somewhat already. "That's us," I said. "What about it?"
The girl looked away, toward the field for a moment. "Are the rumours true?" she finally asked.
I studied her, slowly smiling as I worked some things out. "What's your name?"
"Lucy."
"Well, Lucy, am I to guess that you have a brother on the team too?"
Lucy nodded, blushing helplessly.
I patted the seat next to me. "Have a seat," I said. "I think we may have a lot to talk about."
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We were having a party again. College boys with their own apartment, I guess it had to happen. It wasn't really my thing, but at least it wasn't that bad. Too many people in too small a space, and too much noise, but not at a totally uncontrolled level.
I nursed a beer and hung out for a bit, trying to be more of an extrovert than I really was. Mostly I was just glad when Vic found me again. I'd lost track of him, and he tended to be my security blanket in crowded situations.
Vic was almost a head taller than me and notably broader, so just physically he was a comforting presence for me in a crowd. I had always been a bit too small for my own liking, not that it was a big deal.
More importantly, Vic just had a way about him, the way he talked and moved with me that made me feel safe. Like when he pattered up next to me and casually put a hand on my back, letting me know he was there.
"Hey Link," he said.
"Hey Vic," I replied, already feeling better about everything with him next to me. Not that I was freaking out or anything like that, but everything was that much smoother now. "Lost track of you there."
"Yeah, sorry," Vic said. "Trying to flirt with cute girls and stuff. You know how it is."
I nodded. "Of course, bro. Gotta flirt with cute girls."
Vic's hand slipped around my side so he could tug me a little closer and kiss the side of my forehead. "Exactly. So hey, speaking of which, I might need a little help with something, if you're up for it."
I nodded even harder. "Of course! Anytime bro, you know that."
"Thanks bro," Vic said. He tilted my head for a quick kiss, then took my hand. "No homo," he added.
Jessie, a part of the current loose conversation and girlfriend of our roommate James, frowned for a second. "Hang on, are you two together? I didn't know that. Why were you just saying you were off flirting then?"
James looked askance at her. "Babe, they aren't together."
"He... he just kissed him though," Jessie said. "And they're holding hands."
"Oh that," James said. "Well Vic said no homo, so it's all good."
"Yeah," Derek, our other roommate, added, slurring in a slightly drunken fashion. "Just two best bros, straight and manly as they come. Does she not know about no homo?"
Jessie rolled her eyes. "Are you all serious right now? It's ok to be gay, you know. And saying no homo doesn't--"
She got interrupted by both James and Derek jumping in to explain the nuance of how big, strong, manly men sometimes did things that could be considered gay, but it was ok as long as their balls didn't touch, and crucially if they said no homo afterward. Scientifically proven.
Vic laughed and dragged me along behind him to his room.
"Who do you think's gonna win that argument?" I asked as Vic closed the door behind us.
"No idea," Vic said. "I think in general Jessie's probably right. But she just doesn't get all the nuance. Like of our situation in particular."
"Right, of course," I said. "Bros helping bros isn't gay or anything."
"Exactly." Vic dropped his pants.
I quickly fell to my knees so I could pull his boxers down and let his part-erection spring free right in my face. I kind of loved that first bounce of his partly-hard cock getting pulled out.
"Although I do kind of get why someone might enjoy being gay sometimes," Vic added in a softer, huskier tone while looking down at me. "If they have a cute boy in front of them, down on his knees like that. Not in our case, I mean. We're just taking care of business like straight bros do."
I blushed and wrapped my fingers around Vic's cock, feeling it pulse even further to life in my hand. Sometimes the way he spoke about me made me feel all nice and tingly inside. Part of why he was my best friend was how nice it felt to be appreciated even though I really wasn't overly big and strong and tough. I didn't want to be cute for most people. But for Vic....
"Helping bros out is practically as straight as it gets," I said right before sliding my lips over the tip of Vic's cock.
He groaned in that sexy voice of his. "Damn right it is. Fuck, you've always got the best mouth, Link. No homo."
I blushed deeper and started sucking him for real. I was pretty good at taking his cock these days, with all the practice I got. Vic needed a hand with his dick an awful lot. Always getting hard over pretty girls and all. Poor guy never got any dates out of it though. I couldn't understand it personally. I'd date him so hard if I was a girl.
Vic's hands patted my head and stroked my hair. He never tried to control how I sucked him, even though I wouldn't have minded if he wanted to face-fuck me a little. He just always seemed happy that I'd help him out, and seemed quite pleased generally with my level of service. It was almost too bad these skills I was developing with him weren't really transferable to anything or anyone else in my life.
I sucked him a bit sloppily, the way I knew he liked. I took his whole cock deep in my mouth, down my throat, even looking up at him sometimes with my mouth full. I knew all the little touches he liked and how to make him cum so good. The least I could do for my best bro.
"Ah, so good," Vic moaned.
I tingled and kept sucking him. I could feel the way he was twitching and leaking precum into my mouth. He was going to cum soon, and even though I kind of wanted to delay it, just a little, I decided to stick with nice, hard, efficient cummies.
My mouth flooded with hot cum, rewarding my efforts. I drank it down, not spilling any embarrassing drop, and made sure to clean up Vic's cock after with my tongue.
I sat back on my heels and gazed up at him. "No homo."
Vic nodded and pulled his pants back up. "Thanks bro. You're always the best." He lifted me back to my feet and kissed me softly. "No homo."
We padded back out to the party together, my hand firmly in Vic's. I was still a shy, blushy little thing in the aftermath, and even clingier than usual. Helping Vic out often did that to me. I didn't want to let go of him after.
He understood, and after grabbing us each a fresh beer he let me curl up in his lap on the couch. He held me against him with a hand on my side, under my shirt, just making sure I was ok.
I kind of drowned out everything else around us, just focused on Vic's warmth and the feel of him against me, the soft pound of his heartbeat in his chest, and the way he started to get hard all over again when I wiggled just right in his lap. Just bro things, essentially.
Jessie sat down on the couch too, right in my eyeline where I was sitting sideways. Vic was talking and laughing with another group, so Jessie and I just watched each other.
"You're really not together?" she asked.
"Ha, no. Just best bros," I said.
"Even with all the cuddling?" Jessie prodded.
I considered the question. "You think this is cuddling?"
"You're firmly in his lap, and his hand's up your shirt."
"Oh," I said. "That. That's only because I get shy and cold."
"You're cold?"
"And shy."
Jessie waved her hand around. "Shy I get. Cold? There are so many people in here you can't possibly be cold. Even I'm too warm, and that's rare."
"Well... his hand's warm, and it feels nice," I said.
"Yeah," Jessie said. "I'm sure it does. I mean, I'm happy for you, whatever it is that's going on. I just... this isn't any platonic that I've ever seen."
James sat on the arm of the couch next to his girlfriend. "That's why they're so lucky. You know how hard it is to find a best bro who helps you out but keeps it all platonic and stuff?"
"Super lucky," Derek said, even drunker than before. "I wish I had a bro like that. Guys who want to suck my dick always turn out gay though. It's so weird!"
Jessie hid her face in her hands. "I can't even with all of you. I can't even."
I just giggled and pressed my face against Vic's chest. Even through his shirt he was warm and cozy.
****
The party wound down eventually, as parties do. People were free to find somewhere in the apartment to crash if they so chose, and I knew we'd be waking up to a random assortment of bodies in weird places. That wasn't any real concern of mine at the moment though.
I even let a couple people I kind of liked use my room, since I wouldn't be needing it.
I sneaked into Vic's room before he did and took off my clothes, then lubed up my butthole with the bottle he always kept handy next to his bed. I let him find me like that, fingers casually going in and out of myself, getting all slick and slippery.
"How did you know I needed some more help?" Vic said, smiling broadly at seeing me in my slutty state.
I shrugged. "There were clues. Also the fact that you're always so horny before bed."
"Yeah, weird," he said, pulling off his clothes in no particular hurry.
I bit my lip and watched fixedly as he got naked, fingering myself all the while. "Besides, my room's occupied anyway," I said, as though I needed the extra excuse.
"Unlucky," Vic sympathized. "But lucky for me." He stepped closer, slipping out of his bottoms entirely and letting me watch his hard cock bounce nearer. "You're pretty sexy to walk in on like that, you know. No homo."
I went all blushy, even if Vic only meant it in a friendly and straight kind of way. It still felt very nice coming from him.
"Thanks," I said. "You want to, uh, breed me real quick or anything?"
"In a minute, maybe."
Vic hopped into bed with me and rolled me on my front like I weighed nothing to him. It helped, I suppose, that I was eager to lie any which way he wanted me.
I picked up my hips as he positioned himself behind me, lifting and presenting my ass in only the most hetero of ways. Vic spread my cheeks firmly and licked my little bumhole, eating me out without so much as a second's hesitation.
"Brooo," I moaned, clutching at a pillow and managing to pull it where I could hug it to my chest.
I could feel him grinning even without being able to see his face. He liked making me a whimpering mess. Just in a bro teasing a bro kind of way. Just tricks and pranks, basically.
"You get so cute when someone plays with your ass," Vic said. "Did you know that?"
I hugged the pillow tighter. "Nooo! That's silly."
"It's true."
"I don't let people play with my ass," I said. "That wouldn't be very straight of me."
Vic licked me some more. "What about me?"
"Well that's different, obviously," I mumbled. "You're my best bro. That's just bro stuff."
"Ok. Well you get super cute when we do bro stuff together."
I could have melted from a mixture of embarrassment and sheer glee. I felt like there was a chance sometimes that we weren't behaving in perfectly hetero kinds of ways, but it was hard to argue with things that felt so good.
Vic licked me out longer, until I was all squirmy and leaking precum all over his bed. He fingered me a little, adding some more lube, then knelt behind me and guided his cock to my warmed up, waiting ass.
He only rubbed his cock up and down over my butthole at first. Just teasing like it was going in. I held my breath every time he pressed against me, then let it out a little disappointed every time he slipped on past instead.
He waited just until I was about to say something, then popped it in. He had impeccable timing like that. My words caught in my throat and came out in an embarrassing squeal instead. He pushed in and filled up my butt in the delightful way that only my best bro could.
"Unf, you're so tight and warm every time," Vic praised me.
"Only because you fill me up so much," I said.
"I'm gonna fill you up even more," he promised.
I wasn't sure if he meant bottoming out in my eager booty, or if he meant breeding me with his hot cum. Maybe both. I was looking forward to both, at any rate.
I loved feeling Vic fully buried in me, cock stretching me out and penetrating as deep as possible. The only thing maybe better than that was him desperately pumping me full of cum afterward. It was a close run thing.
He held my hips and fucked me good. Not hard at first, but getting faster over time until I was biting his pillow to muffle my moans while I got pounded. I didn't want to be too loud and have other people around overhear and maybe get the wrong idea. Without proper context, it could probably sound a bit gay when I moaned like a slut while Vic fucked me hard and deep in his bed.
He railed me hard enough that my legs gave out and I sank down onto the mattress. He followed me down and slowly lay on top of me while continuing to work his cock in and out of my ass. His weight settled comfortingly on me while his hips kept moving. He'd worried about being too heavy on me at times, but I'd always assured him I could take it, and honestly that I loved it. I wanted to be squished a bit while I was getting pounded. As long as it was Vic warmly smothering me, anyway. He made me so happy and cozy.
Vic couldn't pound me quite so hard from our new position, but his strokes were long, smooth, and steady, and they hit so nice inside me. I felt myself getting ready to cum before it happened and whimpered as my cock twitched beneath us, then sprayed cum on the bed beneath me, spurting over and over in time with Vic continuing to hit my cum button internally.
"Did you just make a mess?" he asked, his voice soft and warm just next to my ear.
I nodded and whined an, "Mmhm."
"Well... I needed to wash these sheets anyway."
I was waiting for him to cum too now. That was really the whole goal of the exercise anyway, since Vic needed help with that so often. I enjoyed cumming while helping him out, but it was more of a happy side benefit than anything.
It was only a few more minutes before he was grunting sexily and cumming deep inside me. He really did bury himself and make sure to breed me as deep as possible, which I appreciated. It was the sexiest and coziest way to do it.
Vic lay atop me afterward. I didn't like to let him roll off me right away, even when he wanted to. He didn't seem to have any inclination of being hasty this time anyway, just kissing my neck and running his fingertips over me.
"Think I got you boypregnant this time?" he asked.
"Hehe, probably," I giggled. "You're always breeding me so good."
"I have to," he said. "Once I get inside you, I can't really help it now can I?"
"I really feel that good?"
"The very best," he assured me.
I bit my lip and let him keep comforting me. I needed it when he made me feel so adored and emotionally vulnerable.
The cuddling went on for a while. Vic kept kissing and nuzzling me, and he got even handsier somehow, even though he'd just had his cummies which usually calmed him down and tuckered him out.
Apparently it was insufficient tonight. Vic pulled sloppily out of my bum and rolled me over. I stared at his messy cock, wondering if he'd let me clean it for him. He had very different ideas though.
Vic pinned my legs up, throwing one over each shoulder before pressing his cock back to my bootyhole.
"Again?" I gasped.
"That ok?" he asked. "We could try for twins."
I squeaked and blushed. "Breeding me twice in one night?"
"Hopefully."
I covered my eyes with my arm. "Any time you need to," I whispered. "You know that. I'm always here for you."
"I know, bro. Love you for that."
I was never going to stop blushing at this rate. He said he loved me! Just platonically, of course. Just between bros. But it still made my heart pound like crazy and made me want to let him fuck me all night. I'd give him anything he wanted just to see him as happy as he made me.
Vic fucked me slow and smooth for a while, gazing down at me and treating me tenderly. I was hard again too and leaking from my cock despite having my cummies already too. He played with my cock at times, stroking it or just running his thumb up and down the underside, teasing my precummy erection.
He eventually got to pounding me properly again. I went along with him like the most enthusiastic fuckdoll I could possibly be. I was going to be so sore tomorrow, but that wasn't even close to stopping me from wanting more and more and more. Anything he wanted. Anything at all.
He made us both cum again. I spurted all over my own tummy, and Vic as promised bred me deep in my bum again. It was the sexiest of messes all round for me.
I would have been totally fine with that, but Vic rather cutely cleaned me up anyway. He licked my tummy all clean for me, lapping up all my cum. He'd never done that before. It tickled and gave me warm feelings inside.
He generously let me clean up his cock for him too. It would have been unfair otherwise. We tongue-bathed each other as much as necessary so that we could cuddle up together afterward and actually get some sleep.
****
I woke up in Vic's arms, half lying on his chest. He was already awake. His gentle fingertips stroking up and down my spine with just the barest hint of fingernail made my return to consciousness delicious and soft like a cloud.
I moaned happily, shifted my weight to get comfy, and hugged my arm around his side even tighter. He let me be for a while and just kept rubbing my back. I would have stayed naked and silent in bed with him all morning. All day, if it were practical, and it very much wasn't.
"Link?" Vic finally said.
"Mmm, morning, bro," I said.
"Yeah, good morning. Um... so last night...."
"Yeah?"
"...."
I started to worry a little and lifted my head. "What is it? Something wrong?"
"No. Well, maybe. I, uh, I might have forgotten something," Vic said.
My eyes widened. "You wanted to breed me three times?" I squeaked incredulously.
"Ha, no. Well yes. But that's a separate thing." Vic held my cheek gently and I rubbed against his palm a little. "I didn't say no homo last night."
I froze. "Yes you did. You did! I heard you."
"After I bred you though?"
I thought back, panicking a bit now. "Maybe... maybe not."
"Yeah, I didn't," Vic said.
"Well... well accidents happen. You can just say it now, right?"
"Link... I didn't forget."
"You were drunk!"
"I really wasn't," Vic said. "I had like a beer and a half all night."
"Ah, right."
"It wasn't an accident. It wasn't booze. I just didn't want to say it."
My mouth dropped open, then all at once I giggled in pure joy and relief. "Oh! Ok."
"You don't mind?"
"Hehe, no." I rolled even more on top of Vic and propped my chin up on my folded arms so I could easily look into his eyes. "I don't know how to tell you this, but sometimes when I said no homo... I had my fingers crossed."
Vic slowly grinned. "You little trickster!"
"I know."
"That was very sneaky of you."
"I know! I... I was worried you wouldn't want to do gay things with me. But sometimes I kind of really wanted to be gay with you. So...."
Vic pulled me in for a kiss. "I think I'm pretty gay for you these days. Straight bro things are good and all, but...."
"But it's not enough sometimes," I finished softly.
"Yeah. That." He sighed heavily. "I was so worried what you'd think."
"I was worried what you'd think!"
"Are we silly?" Vic asked.
"A little I think," I said. I bit my lip. "I... kinda love you."
"Unf. Me too! I kept trying to sneak that in sometimes in straight ways when I could, but... I love you in pretty gay ways actually."
"Hehe, so gay."
I kissed Vic some more, loving the way it felt now. Nothing had changed, and yet everything had changed. No more sneaking gay things in by sneakily crossing my fingers when he wasn't looking. I could do it openly now! We could do it together. It was all a blur in my head.
I pushed myself upright and slid back a little, meeting my cock against Vic's. We weren't hard, at least not at first, but that changed as I rubbed my cock and balls back and forth over his.



"What ya doing?" Vic asked.
"Well... you know how we couldn't let our balls touch before?" I said.
"Haha, oh. You're really silly sometimes, Link."
I grinned and kept grinding our shafts together, enjoying them getting hard. "You liiike my balls on yours."
"I... maybe."
"You wanna be gaaayyy with meee."
Vic laughed and flipped me on my back. I got excited. I didn't know if my bum could handle another pounding just yet, but I was ready for it anyway.
To my surprise, Vic went for my cock with his mouth instead. He'd never once sucked me off before. It would have been too gay. But I supposed that wasn't an issue anymore.
"Brooo!" I whined as his lips wrapped around me.
He couldn't answer. Didn't even bother trying. He just sucked on my cock for the first time, and it was admittedly wonderful. No wonder he'd wanted help so often with his hornies. Getting sucked off was pretty great as it turned out. Possibly, dare I think it, maybe even better than getting to suck him off. Possibly.
I didn't really know what to do with myself. Giving a blowjob was easy. Just keep loving on his cock until he came in my mouth. Getting one left me in the total unknown. I just kept feeling wonderful sensations and tingles, but didn't know what to do with my hip wiggles or my hands that kept reaching for something to hold on to.
I satisfied myself with holding Vic's head while he sucked me. It was nice once I realized he was ok with me clutching at him that way. If anything, my need for his mouth seemed to encourage him to work me even harder.
My cum exploded on Vic's tongue and into his throat. He choked a bit and dribbled some--not as professional and clean about taking a cum load as I was--but it was actually pretty hot watching him swallow it up as best he could while making a bit of a mess in the process.
"I'll have to work on that," he said, as though reading my thoughts.
"You could try that again if you wanted," I said, trying not to let my hand tremble as I dabbed away cum off his chin with his sheet. "It was good the way it was though."
"You never spill any," Vic said softly.
I blushed and slipped away out of bed. "Try not to."
"You're very good."
"You're trying to make me blush now!"
"You're cute when you blush," Vic said.
He was teasing me. I knew it, and kind of loved it. It backfired on him though when he tried to get dressed and ended up with me on my knees sucking his cock.
"I have class," he protested.
I shrugged.
"I'm late already!" Vic hissed.
I shrugged again and kept bobbing on his shaft. He tasted good and was already twitching sexily in my mouth.
"Fuck it," he sighed. "I'm so fucking gay for you. Goddamn."
I smiled, ruining my own rhythm a bit, but unable to help it. I realized I'd been craving every scrap of affection from him for so long, and now that he could be more free about it I was even more of a happy little slut for every piece of him, every word and emotion.
"You're the best," Vic said, quieter and backing his words up with tender head pats while I finished him off.
I of course made a perfectly clean job of swallowing every drop and opening up my empty mouth after to show off. He seemed to like me with my tongue out and my eyes focused directly upward at him.
"I already told you how good you are," he said. "May I get dressed now?"
"I guess that's ok," I said.
I slipped into some clothes as well, making sure to steal one of Vic's hoodies in the process and luxuriating in the way it smelled faintly of him, while being obviously too large for me.
Vic held my hand as we left his room, making me giddy all over again. It hit so different when I knew that it meant something.
There were a few zombie-like people up and about in our apartment. Our roommates and a couple hungover guests mostly.
I wondered if Vic and I were going to have to try and hide how gay we were now, but I needn't have even worried. James and Derek were both handy, and both looking worse for wear after last night. Vic stopped near them, still holding tight to my hand.
"Hey bros," Derek mumbled.
"Good morning," Vic said.
He sounded calm. Only I could feel the tremble in his hand. I leaned against him reassuringly.
"I, uh, guess I might as well say it," Vic said. "I... forgot to say no homo last night. Link and I are gay now. Together. Gay together. And everything."
James shrugged. "Bro. Unlucky."
"Yeah bro," Derek said. "You two were always so good about saying it. Booze, man."
"Yeah," Vic said vaguely. "Something like that."
"Still, at least you get to fuck a good bro all the time now," James said.
"Kind of jealous honestly," Derek agreed. "Sometimes I think when a bro sucks me off... it might be nice if I forgot to say no homo afterward."
"Just accidentally," James said.
"Oh, yeah, I mean not in a gay way or anything," Derek said.
"No I get you. Like gay in the straightest kind of way," James said.
"Exactly bro."
Jessie, puttering about in the kitchen, for some reasons started making an awful lot of noise just then, making the boys wince and call for her to keep it down.
"I cannot even with all of you!" Jessie said. "Happy for you two anyway, regardless of how dumb this conversation is getting."
"Thanks," I said, clutching tighter to Vic's hand with both of mine.
Vic tried to leave me to get to his first class. I didn't let him go, bribing him with kisses to keep holding me for a while longer.
"Link, I gotta go," he murmured. "Seriously!"
"No," I said.
"I'll see you later," he said.
"I know."
He sighed. "I'll take you on a date later?"
"Mmm, ok. Somewhere nice?"
I still didn't let go of him, even wrapping my arms around his neck and jumping into his arms to make him hold me.
"I can't just stay home all day," Vic said.
"Why not?"
He kissed me some more, then set his jaw. "Listen, if you don't let me go, I'll make you top tonight."
My mouth dropped open and I hastily slipped back out of his arms. "You wouldn't dare!"
"Try me."
"But... but... you're still gonna breed me, aren't you?"
I pouted as cutely as I could, and it seemed to have the desired effect as Vic tilted my chin up for a last, lingering smooch.
"Every day, hopefully," he said. "But you have to behave yourself at least a little."
"Well... maybe just a little. Ok, I'll see you later then. Love you."
"Love you too. Be good!"
Vic left, and I just stared after him with a long sigh. I eventually got myself moving, as technically I had classes today as well. I stayed long enough to munch on a bowl of cereal, chewing absently with my thoughts firmly on my brand new relationship. All these months and months--possibly years actually, depending on how I counted it--of just being best bros and now I finally got to actually be with Vic. It was unreal, and I still kind of felt like I was dreaming. My sore ass from the night before reminded me it wasn't all just dreams.
Jessie slipped into a seat next to me. "How is it that the only food in this place is cereal, half a jar of peanut butter, and a few moldy slices of bread?"
"Aw, the bread went bad?"
"Nevermind." She twirled her spoon in her own bowl of cereal. "You're all being goofs, right? You're not seriously telling me you both think you turned gay last night?"
"Haha, no," I said.
"Ok good. I really can't tell sometimes. It's almost like--"
"I used to cross my fingers sometimes when I said no homo. So technically we've been gay for a while now."
Jessie gave me such a look that I flinched back a little. I didn't know about girls sometimes. So complicated. It was way better just dating my bro.
I got lost in thought as I tried to work out whether we were in fact officially dating, but I was pretty sure it counted since Vic had asked me on a date before leaving. Well, he'd sort of asked. Kind of. It counted.
****
Vic did, in fact, breed me good that night. And every subsequent night. He didn't actually take me out until next weekend, but that was fine. I just wanted to be able to confirm in my head that we were properly dating. It made a difference to me now.
In many respects, very little else changed between us. Labels were new and improved, sure, but we still just hung out like we used to, and smooched and cuddled, and had plenty of sexy times. I still maintained that it felt better doing all of that now that we were gay together. I didn't know why, it just did.
Some of our friends continued to be jealous, and I fully understood that.
Having a best bro and someone to love was pretty envy-worthy, especially when they were the same person. Vic was the best of both worlds all in one.
"Yeah, I think that's pretty much how I feel too," he told me after I'd shared those feelings in post-coital cuddling in his bed.
I hadn't used my own bed in weeks now. No need.
"Just like... I spent so much time trying to figure out who I wanted to be with," Vic continued. "And... it was all so simple all along."
"Hehe, yeah, right?" I said. "I think about that a lot."
"I bet you do," Vic said, adding a kiss for emphasis. "Another round?"
"Hmm, maybe just a quick one. I have to get up for class tomorrow, you know."
Vic rolled his eyes and flipped me over. "You're always the one making me late," he whispered while nibbling at my ear.
It was hard to argue with him while he was filling me up again. He didn't play fair with stuff like that. But then it was kind of even, because he didn't think very clearly while breeding me either. We both could get kind of stupid for each other.
"Love you," I said instead.
"Ha, yeah, I know," he said. "Love you too. Now be good and let me finish up."
"Mmm, always," I purred.
I wanted him to cum in me every day. Every damn day. So far so good.
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I woke up with company in bed. I was confused for a moment as my sleep-addled brain processed Mom's smiling face right next to me. I started piecing things together pretty quickly as my eyes roamed downward and took in the sight of her nude body, totally unclothed other than a pretty pink collar that just said 'Mommy' on it in big, shiny letters.
I groaned softly. Just the sheer image of her in a naked state lighting a fire in me first thing in the morning.
"Happy birthday, baby," Mom said, just as I recalled that fact myself.
It was, in fact, my birthday. Which, if I could possibly dare to dream, meant that on my other side....
"Yeah, yeah. Happy birthday, Sieg," Elsie grumbled.
She wasn't truly annoyed, I had plenty of experience with that side of her, being her only brother and all, but she also wasn't about to be as openly cheerful about today as our mother.
"Thanks," I said, still rather bleary but waking up quickly as the potential of the morning started to hit me. My eyes tried to do a lovely peruse down my big sister's body the way they had with mom's a moment ago, but I had to frown instead. "What's with the clothes?"
Elsie rolled her eyes.
"We thought it would be nice for you to have something to unwrap," Mom said.
"Mom's idea," Elsie said. "I said there's no point, you just want to stare at tits anyway."
"Hey now!" I protested. "I like other parts too." I plucked gently at the shirt my sister wore, then turned the other way to tweak Mom's nipple. "Both approaches have merit," I said magnanimously.
I could practically hear Elsie's silent scoff, but I was more interested in the faint gasp from Mom. I teased her nipple a little more in response. Was she already horny? I was certainly well on my way.
It was so hard to know what either Mom or Elsie really thought or felt. I knew they liked some parts of this birthday surprise or they wouldn't have done it the first time, let alone sneaking it on me again this year. I still couldn't believe it had actually happened a year ago, and I was getting very smiley already that I had another chance to play now. A year was a long time to wait and wonder.
Mom's tits were an absolute magnet for me. No surprise there, really. She had fantastic breasts, made all the more obvious when they were right there practically in my face and everything.
One of the very few things that could distract me, as it happened, was Elsie slipping under the covers. I'd just been thinking my sheets were probably in the way at this point, separating me as they did from my mom and sister. There was something magical though about my big sis crawling under them with lewd intent.
"So eager," Mom teased Elsie.
"Not even!" Elsie protested. "But you said we have to give a morning, blowjob. So what, like I'm supposed to just wait around forever?"
Mom winked at me. "She's so broken up about it, isn't she?"
My response was an incoherent noise, as Elsie's tongue found my cock. I slept nude most nights, not for any particular reason. This morning it had the benefit of letting my sister have easy access.
"I'm just being efficient," Elsie said. "Now get down here already."
Mom grinned at Elsie's command and gave me an apologetic shrug. "As the lady orders."
Mom's boobs slipping away left me wistful, but two warm forms under the blankets with me and an equal pair of wet, eager little tongues made for a trade I'd take in a heartbeat.
I wasn't getting a blowjob exactly. At no point did Mom or Elsie take me in their mouths. It was all just tongue-play, or sucking on either side of my shaft, up and down, sharing me equally.
There was only so long I could go before needing to see them better. I threw back the covers--tossed them off the bed entirely, in fact--so I could gaze at my mom and sister sucking on me. Elsie flushed softly in a mix of embarrassment and annoyance, but didn't stop licking. Mom paused long enough to bite her lip and give me a horny look, then she was right back to it as well.
Mom drew the eye much harder at the moment, what with her outfit of a slutty collar and nothing else at all. Her ass was a thing of beauty, even if I could only see it at an oblique angle. Her cleavage was bountiful, and her tits pressed so softly on my thigh.
Elsie was still dressed, but I couldn't help watching her too. There was just something about the way she looked at me while nibbling on my cock. It was the kind of look I never got from my sister at any other time of the year, and for some reason I craved more of it.
I moaned louder and more often as they kept licking and sucking on me. My body tensed and my toes curled, and before I knew it I was cumming right between their faces.
Mom, in probably the sluttiest display I'd seen from her, immediately opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue, somehow clearly smiling despite the horny expression. Elsie flinched back a little as a shot of cum struck her cheek, but after her initial response did actually move back in to let more hit her.
"Well you sure made a mess now," Elsie said. "Hope you're proud of that."
I couldn't help smiling goofily. "I think I am, actually."
"Don't be petulant, sweetie," Mom said, giving the side of Elsie's face a few cute little licks. "You knew that was going to happen."
Elsie rolled her eyes, but allowed Mom to lick all the cum off of her. "So embarrassing, Mom," she grumbled.
"And I always will be," Mom assured her.
"I'm not licking the cum off of you," Elsie warned.
"That's ok," Mom purred. "I might leave it on."
"So embarrassing," Elsie repeated with a sigh.
Mom just giggled and finished a bit of cum by Elsie's lips, taking the opportunity for a soft, quick kiss too. It continued to surprise me what my sister would go along with, despite her complaining. She even seemed like she kind of enjoyed the kiss.
"Alright!" Mom said, with hardly a moment to rest. "Time to unwrap your present!"
I raised an eyebrow as Mom bounced from the bed and snagged her phone which she had left conveniently near to hand. It took me a moment, and Elsie begrudgingly crawling closer, to realize what she meant.
I grinned and cautiously put a hand on Elsie, making sure she was going to let me. Mom stood primly by waiting to take pictures of the moment.
"You two are so weird," Elsie said.
"What did I do?" I protested.
"You want to undress your sis-ter," she said, like I was an idiot for not understanding. "And Mom's there like this is an event for a family scrapbook."
"Memories are memories, darling," Mom chastised lightly.
I had my hand fully up Elsie's shirt, and she hadn't moved a muscle. "I do want to undress you," I admitted. It wasn't like that was any kind of secret. "Is that ok?"
She shrugged. "It's your birthday," she said, as though that was enough of an answer.
I lifted her shirt up, exposing her tummy. "Sooo... it's ok?"
"Yeah, Sieg. Jeez. So embarrassing, the both of you."
I really felt like that was unfair. It was Mom snapping pictures as I reverently took Elsie's clothes off. I didn't know what I was doing to be so embarrassing.
Besides, Elsie's skin was so warm and flushed as I slowly got her naked. She was enjoying it too, to some degree. Probably not as much as I was, but that would have been hard to beat anyway. Despite just cumming, I was fully hard and horny again by the time I had my big sister naked.
Mom giggled and kissed me full on the mouth. "Happy birthday," she said unnecessarily. "You two take your time. I'm going to get breakfast ready."
She padded off nakedly with the sort of hip-rolling stride that inexorably drew the gaze to her ass. I knew from past experience that Mom could do that when she wanted to, but mostly chose not to. I fully sighed and appreciated the sight while I had the chance, especially while her ass was fully out and exposed for my viewing pleasure.
Mom's full, juicy booty was a heavenly sight all on its own, in particular when she was making sure to walk sexily for me. My jaw dropped when I realized there was even more she wanted me to see. A glittering red gem buried right in the middle. I only barely had time to register that my own mother was wearing a butt plug, and had specifically wanted to show it off to me.
I knew that shouldn't have been all that much of a surprise under the circumstances, but somehow it was. Even on my last birthday Mom hadn't been interested in anything anal. I didn't know what this meant, but it had my mind whirring.
"Did... did you see that?" I asked.
Elsie snorted softly in amusement. "Yeah, I saw."
I was glad to note that when I glanced at her, she was staring just as fixedly at the doorway as I'd been, even though Mom was fully out of sight now.
"With the butt plug and everything?" I clarified.
"Everything," Elsie confirmed. "Mom can be a little embarrassing, but damn is she hot."
My eyes bugged out a little hearing her say that. "Oh really?"
"I have eyes, bro."
"Right, right," I said. "I thought she didn't like butt stuff though."
"Yeah, same," Elsie shrugged. "She spoils you though. You know that, don't you?"
"... generally? Or specifically for, uh, birthday stuff?"
"Both. Mostly sex, I meant." Elsie thought for a moment, then let out a small giggle. "Like, I know I'm going along with this again, but I still can't even believe she did all this for you last year too."
I turned my focus back to Elsie, and the way she was fully naked and practically in my lap. "You, uh, might kind of spoil me too," I said. "On occasion."
"Yeah, well, you know. Cheaper than trying to buy something nice for you, isn't it?" she said evasively. "And, like, I do want you to be happy. Even if you're a horny little freak sometimes."
I ran my hands up Elsie's body to her tits. She once again didn't move an inch while I felt her up.
"Very nice of you," I said.
"Uh huh."
"You're kind of like the best big sister ever, you know."
Her cheeks pinkened slightly. "Easy to say while you have my clothes off."
"It is, isn't it?" I said happily, taking the opportunity to fondle her ass some as well.
Elsie let me feel her up some more, taking it all in stride, before finally bouncing away from me.
"I need a shower," she decided.
"Why?"
"Because someone decided to cum all over me."
I scoffed. "Only on your face. And Mom cleaned you up anyway."
"A tongue-bath is not a real cleaning," Elsie declared.
I shivered pleasantly at the mental image of Mom tongue-bathing her properly. All over. Or bathing me that way for that matter....
I was disappointed for Elsie to leave, but still quite happy to watch her walk away. She had a similar effect to Mom in that regard. Her butt was smaller and tighter, and just as hypnotizing in a subtly different way.
Elsie paused in the doorway. "You can come too, if you want," she said. "If you need to clean up or whatever."
She was gone without waiting for an answer, but I smiled and darted after her eagerly. I wasn't going to push my luck with Elsie and risk her actual displeasure--not just her big sister aloofness, which was a purely normal thing--but if she was inviting me, then I was most certainly accepting.
Elsie only just had the water turned on when I showed up behind her. She smirked at my quick arrival, then a moment later stepped under the spray while watching me with an expression that matched Mom's horny eyes from earlier. A visual invitation even stronger than her verbal one.
I wouldn't have been able to enjoy myself half so much without little confirmations here and there that Elsie enjoyed this too, even if it wasn't as much as I did, and even if a lot of this was still just her grudgingly doting on her little brother. She really was quite good to me generally, all things considered. Most siblings I knew had way, way less patience for each other.
I hopped in with Elsie, and just enjoyed the experience. I honestly wasn't sure whether I liked washing her better, or her washing me. Both were sensual, calming, and arousing in their own ways.
I was so very hard, and particularly enjoyed getting to press up again my sister from behind, lodging my cock in her butt crack while washing her hair for her. She melted for me as I massaged her hair and scalp, seemingly oblivious to my erection against her bum. Granted, I was well-behaved to the extent that I could be. I didn't even feel the need to grind on her. I just liked holding my cock between her ass cheeks.
We were both as clean as we'd ever been in our lives by the time we finished. I'd run my hands over every inch of my sister, naturally, but she was just as thorough for me in return. Of course I loved her washing my cock and balls for me, but even my back, shoulders, thighs, and especially my hair were all soothing and sensual experiences too.
I felt so fresh and clean, and still very horny by the time we stepped out to dry off. I was much faster at toweling off, and instead of letting me mess around some more, Elsie shooed me off to go bug Mom while she finished up.
I was reluctant to leave my sister, but eager to go see my mother, and the two forces roughly canceled out.
My breath actually caught in my throat as soon as I stepped into the kitchen. Mom had added an apron to her lack of outfit, and stood facing the stove. She looked absolutely sexy from that angle, and that was even before I got close enough to examine her butt plug.
Mom turned just enough to show off her Mommy collar to full effect, and favoured me with a beaming smile.
"Getting hungry, baby?" she asked. "I've got breakfast almost ready."
"Unf, yeah," I said, unable to hold back my reaction. "I could eat."
I pattered closer, approaching almost as I would a skittish cat, soft and careful. I didn't need to worry. Mom was smiling and even wiggled her bum a little, enticing me in. She wanted me getting up close just as badly as I wanted to be there.
It was crazy how hot Mom was. Like the sort of thing that could mess with a guy while going through vulnerable and hormonal times of life. I wasn't sure whether it messed with me more or less knowing that at least a few times in my life I got to do something about those feelings and urges I had toward her.
She even raised herself on tiptoe a bit as I approached from behind, lifting her big, beautiful bum for me. I groaned as I put both hands on it, getting to feel up my mom's booty and knowing she was encouraging every little touch.
It was an ass that dreams were made of. In my case, fairly literally. To caress and fondle it to my heart's content was an absolute treat and a delight. Soft and supple, yet pleasantly firm at the same time. The perfect balance of give and resistance, and oh so wondrous to lift and spread.
I allowed myself the luxury of trapping my cock between Mom's ass cheeks, finding significantly more room to lose my erection in her booty than in Elsie's. I loved my sister's butt just as much, but the two backsides were very different and I fully intended to appreciate the most out of what they each had to offer.
My cock bumped up against the plug in Mom's butt a few times, which finally guided me back toward exploration rather than just grinding on her. I knelt down behind Mom, face to face with her big booty, and the shiny butt plug nestled within. She bounced up on the balls of her feet a couple times in what appeared to be unconscious excitement, though could very easily have been deliberately for my benefit again.
"Wearing a butt plug, huh?" I said, poking the toy with interest and fascination.
I watched and felt the way the plug could wiggle inside her, and could be pressed a little deeper or pulled slightly outward without actually being dislodged at all.
"Thought it might be a good idea," Mom said, sucking in a tight breath as I pulled her plug harder and watched her little hole stretch out around it. "I know you wanted anal last year and my bum just wasn't prepared for that."
"I mean... it's impossible not to want your butt once I've seen it," I said.
"Baby...."
"But I know you're not really into that stuff, and you really don't have to just for me."
Mom hesitated, moaning softly as I played some more with her butt plug. "It's true that I've never been into it. Historically, I mean. I think it's possible though that it was important to me to feel safe and loved and be able to trust someone entirely if I was going to let that person mess around with my bum."
I looked up at her. She looked right back at me over her shoulder, biting her lip rather cutely.
"You're saying...."
"You know how much I love you, Sieg," Mom said. "I've been... training, I suppose you'd call it. Just in case."
I planted a big kiss on Mom's butt cheek. "Mom... that's like... like maybe the hottest thing anyone's ever said? And, like, kind of beautiful too. You really mean it?"
"Every word," Mom said firmly. "I feel like I can try new things with you. Even if just this one day. And I mean after all, it is your birthday. If there happens to be, perhaps, any special things you'd like to do."
"Unf." I buried my face in Mom's thick booty for a moment. "I might be able to think of one or two things," I admitted.
She reached down to pat my head. "Good boy," she whispered.
I shivered and hid my face in her ass-cleavage even longer. I'd assumed I couldn't desire my mommy any harder. I'd been wrong.
I stayed right where I was for just as long as my lungs could hold out. Drowning in my mom's comforting booty was a dangerous game. I could probably suffocate there and not be too bothered about it.
Horniness came to the rescue somehow as I made a few attempts at pulling Mom's butt plug free with my teeth. I wasn't successful, but at least I could breathe while trying. She whimpered cutely as her bumhole flared out around the width of the plug, but I couldn't quite get enough purchase to pop it free. It was fun to try though.
My fingers did the trick easily enough, once I gave up on my mouth. My eyes widened as Mom's butt just kept opening more and more, before finally releasing the toy to my possession. I'd initially expected something fairly small, then perhaps something medium sized when I couldn't free it with my teeth alone. This, however, was downright large. Not a ridiculous size or anything, but bigger than I ever would have expected from my mom.
"Mommy," I breathed, cradling the plug in both my hands and staring at it with awe. "It's so big."
"Mmm, I know, baby. I wasn't going to ever wear anything that large, but I kind of got too used to the smaller one I had. And your sister did kind of insist."
"Elsie did?" I asked. "She wouldn't. Would she?"
"She did," Mom confirmed. "When we were planning your birthday. She gets opinions about these sorts of things, you know."
My heart felt oddly warmed to realize how much Elsie cared for me. I knew she did, but she often only ever showed it in roundabout ways. Taking care of me on my birthday was about as direct as she got, and even then she probably would never admit to something like helping Mom anal train for my benefit.
"I've got the best sister," I said. I planted a kiss right on Mom's butthole, which remained gaped open a little from her plug. "And the best mommy, of course."
"Ooh, baby...."
I kissed her cute asshole a few more times, then dove straight in with my tongue. If I had the chance to eat my mommy's butt, I absolutely was going to take it. I slurped away happily on her while listening to her soft moans and feeling her tremble a little more with every lick.
The soft pattering of Elsie's feet reached my ears even with my hearing somewhat muffled by Mom's ass. I wasn't about to pull back even long enough to acknowledge my sister, but I knew she was there. I just kept nomming on mommy-booty.



"See, when you said you were making breakfast, this isn't what I thought you meant," Elsie said.
"Sweetie..." Mom said, almost at a whine.
"Like it's probably quite tasty for Sieg," Elsie said. "But not very filling in the long run, is it?"
"Sweetie I know you can see I'm making pancakes," Mom tried again. "Your brother's just, uh, getting an appetizer first."
Elsie giggled. "Yeah he is. You want me to take over there before you burn those or what?"
Mom shifted to the side, just a little, and I followed right along with her, not releasing my precious snack for even a second. Elsie took over cooking breakfast, humming idly to herself as though there was nothing at all odd or incestuous happening right beside her.
I did eventually take a quick peek at Elsie, leaving Mom's ass alone just for a second or two. Long enough to sigh in perfect contentment at being face level with both Mom and Elsie's bums, side by side, right in front of me. Elsie was even dancing a little to her own hummed melody, making her booty jiggle. It wasn't enough to get me off of Mom's butthole, but it somehow added to my arousal that I thought must surely have to peak at some point.
I slobbered on Mom's asshole some more, really getting it slick and messy with my spit. She fully leaned over the counter, supporting herself and presenting her bottom ever more openly to me. I was a horny little thing, but so was she.
"Rub my clit, baby," she begged. "Please?"
"Hm?" I said, having to break free of my ass-hungry trance for a moment. "Oh, right. Sure."
Mom was so wet. I was completely taken aback as soon as I touched her pussy. I knew she was horny, but she was absolutely dripping. Way more turned on than I anticipated. It felt really nice, and made it even better when I located her clit by touch and by the increased sounds of her moans.
My tongue assault continued on Mom's sweet bumhole to ever rising whining and whimpering. Her arousal dripped down my hand and wrist, finally gushing properly down my arm as she came for me.
I made my mommy cum while eating her ass. I wasn't sure I could possibly be more pleased with myself.
"If you two are quite finished, breakfast is ready," Elsie said.
I grinned at my sister, finding it amusing how she could be standing right next to us and still talk as though it was a normal morning. Elsie couldn't hide the wetness on her thighs, though. No amount of calm, matter-of-fact taking could disguise that from me. Not when I was right at eye level with her pussy.
"Proper breakfast, I mean," Elsie clarified. "If you're still hungry."
"I could eat," I admitted.
I kissed Mom's butt cheek tenderly, then stood up and slipped over to my seat at the table. Mom took a little longer to recover, and slumped much more heavily into her seat once she joined me.
"Wearing her out already," Elsie laughed. "Not pacing yourself there, bro bro."
"I'll be ok," Mom insisted. "It turns out that was... quite nice."
"Hehe, you like butt stuff," Elsie teased. "After all that time acting like you didn't."
Mom gazed fondly at me. "Just needed the right person," she said in a soft voice.
Elsie pouted. "Hey, no fair being weird and sweet when I'm trying to pick on you."
I smiled at the interaction while stuffing my face with pancakes. I was quite hungry by now, as it happened, and very happy with my life this morning in general.
"It was a very nice birthday present," I said. "Thanks, Mommy."
Mom smiled back and flashed her horny eyes at me. "Anything for you, baby."
We kept eating while Elsie rolled her eyes at the two of us. I noticed that Mom kept a hand down between her legs most of the time, either just holding her pussy, or occasionally rubbing it a bit. Very lewd of her, even considering the morning so far, and the continued naked state of the whole family.
Elsie, seemingly the most in control of any of us, took care of washing up after breakfast. I helped out clearing up and passing dishes to her, though I would fully admit to mostly looking for excuses to rub up against her. I'd been hard and precummy for a while now, and any chance to press my cock against my naked sister was a welcome opportunity.
Mom disappeared to go relax for a bit, so it was just Elsie and I together. She had an increasingly difficult time pretending not to notice me grinding on her butt or feeling her tits on the way by.
"You're being very distracting, you know," Elsie complained.
"How so?" I asked brightly.
"One might argue you don't actually need to poke me with your dick every twenty seconds."
I grabbed my sister's hips and pressed my cock right up her butt crack. "One would be wrong," I said.
Elsie sighed. "If you just have a quick cum, will you be less of a nuisance?"
"Oh probably," I said, rocking back and forth a little. "I'm very horny."
"Gee, really?" Elsie grumbled. "You hide it so well."
I moved a hand to her pussy, feeling how wet she was. "You're hor-ny too-oo," I teased in a sing-song voice.
"Shut up! Maybe!"
"You are though."
"Like ok, maybe I am," Elsie said. "Don't be weird about it."
"I would never!"
Precum was making Elsie's butt crack slicker the longer I kept up grinding on it. She was even rocking back against me a little now too.
"Promise you'll be cool?" Elsie said.
"I mean... as much as I can be," I said. I ran my hands up to her tits. "You know what you do to me when you're naked. You're so fucking hot, you know. And like the best fucking sister of all time."
"Shut uppp!"
"I love you."
"Oh my god! You said you weren't going to be weird," Elsie said vehemently. She was blushing kind of cutely though. "Do you just want to have sex already and get this out of your system?"
"Unf, yes please!"
My cock throbbed and my heart skipped a beat just hearing Elsie make the offer. I wanted to have sex with her so badly. Love and horniness were doing things to me, as well as the knowledge that I only had today for all this fun stuff before I'd have to wait another year.
Elsie shifted down to bend over a free section of counter. She presented her booty toward me and gazed at me from the side with an impossible to read expression. Her speciality, when she wanted to be inscrutable. She had to know that a poker face only went so far when she was sticking her pretty pussy out for me, and was visibly wet enough that it was running down her thighs.
"Not in my ass," she clarified unnecessarily. "Mom might want to be your butt slut today, but that's just her."
"Of course," I said, stepping behind her again. "Not like I can resist your pussy anyway."
"You're such a horny little thing!"
"That's... kind of true." I gazed adoringly at my big sis in all her nude glory. The way she was bent over and fully exposed made for an exquisite and arousing view. "You know it's your own fault though."
"I can't help how horny you are," Elsie said. "Nothing to do with me."
"Everything to do with you," I argued.
I pushed my cock between her thighs and rubbed it against her soaked little snatch. My big sister's magical, wonderful pussy.
It threw her off, I could tell. She wanted to tell me I was wrong, but she was making cute, involuntary noises instead as the head of my cock slid against her sensitive areas.
"You... you get this way... just from your sis-ter?" Elsie managed.
"Oh hell yeah," I said. "You kidding me? You're like the best birthday present ever!"
"I'm not a present."
"Then how come I unwrapped you this morning?"
Elsie shook her head, but didn't have a good answer. "Maybe I am. For today, anyway."
"Sure."
"You really think I'm the best present though?"
I nodded firmly, daring to press my cock harder at her entrance. "The very best."
Elsie gave a little wiggle, making me groan as my erection was softly jiggled back and forth while half-lodged against her pussy.
"I guess that's something," she said. "You probably better, like, put it in already."
"Yeah?" I asked, grinning widely.
"Yeah," she confirmed breathily.
I adjusted my grip on her hips, then pushed into her, blowing my own mind as I sank deep inside my sister at just how warm, wet, and wonderful she felt. Possibly the best feeling in all the world.
"Oh fuck," Elsie panted. "You actually did it."
"You told me to," I said.
"I know. I wasn't complaining. Just... you know. Having your brother inside you is, like, a whole thing."
"I'll, uh, take your word for it," I said.
I thrust experimentally back and forth in Elsie's pussy, mixing my soft moans with hers. I did understand what she meant, in a roundabout way. Being inside my sister was a pretty big deal.
"You can... go harder. If you want," Elsie said.
"I might," I said.
Any speed at all was feeling good to me. I didn't feel a need to fuck at any particular rate or force, but I did like making Elsie moan and push back against me. I tried out some different rhythms to find out what she liked best.
By being open and attentive, I found just what my big sister needed and got to make her cum right there in the kitchen, bent over the countertop. It was so hot getting to do that to her. Making her orgasm, all slick and nude and incestuously horny.
On some level, it was clever to make sure Elsie got to cum, as it made it more likely for sex to happen again in the future. The truth of it was purely just that it was super fucking sexy and I'd make her cum way more often if given the chance.
My thrusting got more desperate after getting her off as I got close too. I wanted to last longer, to savour it all as long as I could, but I also needed to cum so badly. I was way too turned on, way too needy for release, and Elsie just kept rocking back on me and physically encouraging the explosion.
I came in my sister, pushing deep and filling her up with toe-curling spurts, over and over until I was sure I couldn't have any little bit left inside me. Her greedy pussy took it all, and still clung to me after as though begging for more.
Elsie's outward reaction was harder to read, not that I expected any different.
"Well," she said. "You sure made a mess inside me."
"Yeah," I said, tired and happy both.
"Proud of yourself?"
"Very, thanks."
Elsie snorted and gently tapped at me until I took a step back, unplugged her pussy, and allowed her to stand up. She was a little shaky, but otherwise firmly in control of herself again. She reached down to her pussy and swiped a finger across, finding a trickled bit of cum and examining it critically.
"Very messy," she said absently.
"Mmhm!"
"You like that, don't you?" she said.
"It's, you know, pretty hot," I said.
"You like filling me all up like that?" Elsie asked.
"I mean, I think you know I do," I said.
She tilted her head. "You trying to breed your sis-ter?"
I shivered and felt my cock twitch, despite it being mostly spent for the moment. "I wouldn't put it that way," I said faintly.
Elsie grinned evilly. "You like the thought though, don't you?"
"On some level, maybe," I said helplessly. "Not that I'd actually want that to happen."
"Just as long as you get to fill my pussy up with cum," Elsie said.
I groaned. "What do you want from me?"
"Nothing," she giggled softly. She placed a soft kiss on my cheek, just shy of my lips. "Just torturing you a little. I think I've earned that."
"That's... fair," I admitted.
"Now scoot," Elsie said. "Go bug Mom for a bit or something."
"Are you sure? Because--"
"I'm sure. One creampie is plenty for now."
I groaned and felt my cock twitch again. She was being very deliberate in trying to get me horny again already. Possibly because she knew I needed a few minutes at least.
I still stole a proper kiss before I left her to her own devices. Her eyes widened in shock as I kissed her, but she did reciprocate it before pushing me away.
"Go," she urged.
I obeyed this time, but mostly only because I did in fact have a mommy to go spend time with.
Mom was sitting peacefully in the living room on the couch. She was a sight to make me sigh and feel my cock twitch, despite being so well and recently sated. She remained fully nude other than her slutty collar, and something about the casualness of the way she sat there without any clothes on was hotter than if she'd been in full seduction mode.
Then again, the way she looked at me when she was trying to arouse me was incredibly hot too. It was probably overthinking it a little trying to decide which version of my naked mom was the hottest.
Mom was staring intently at her e-reader, though she smiled at me as I padded into the room. She was presumably reading something dirty, as one of her hands kept drifting between her legs, either just settling calmly on her pussy, or actively rubbing it from time to time.
"Everything good, baby?" Mom asked.
"Very," I said. "Just got to cum in Elsie."
"Mmm, lucky boy," Mom purred.
Her fingers started moving a little more purposefully, and I couldn't help wondering if she perhaps was reading something 'family' related too. Something that matched the tone of the day. I'd absolutely believe it, given the way Mom committed so fully to my birthday.
I turned on the tv and grabbed a controller to play video games. I snuggled up cozily to Mom so we could spend time together while still doing our own things. Cuddling up to her warm, soft body was about the comfiest thing I could dream of, and would most certainly get me crazy horny again in time. Especially getting to use Mom's bare breast as a pillow to rest my head against.
Mom held me close and played with my hair occasionally. She had to neglect her pussy, and I could tell that was getting her a little antsy, but prioritized paying attention to me over masturbating.
We just kind of chilled together for a while. It was intimate and horny, but still very relaxed.
Elsie joined us eventually, sauntering in with her phone and taking a seat on the opposite side of me, so that I was flanked by her and Mom. Elsie kind of stayed in her own corner and just played with her phone, though she did flick a teasing glance at Mom and me every now and then.
"Alright," Mom said, slithering out from our embrace and standing up. "I need to pee. Take over for me, Elsie?"
Elsie shrugged and moved in closer to me, cuddling up and keeping me warm on my opposite side. I still watched Mom walk away, because of course I was going to when she looked so good doing it, but then my attention was back to my sister.
She was ignoring me, by all appearances, but she was so physically close that she had to be as aware of me as I was of her. It was lovely and cozy together in any case.
It did catch me somewhat by surprise when she dropped a hand down to my lap. Elsie still had all her obvious attention glued to her phone, but the way she started teasing my cock made that at least partly an act.
I moaned softly and murmured appreciation as my big sis stroked my cock. She didn't pay any attention to that either, nor did she make any move to jerk me off properly. Just a slow, languid tease, up and down, over and over.
Mom returned in due course and settled back in on her side of me. She cuddled up to me this time rather than vice versa, and once she was settled with her e-reader back in hand, she joined Elsie in playing with my cock.
I groaned aloud, not that either of them so much as acknowledged the sound of luxurious torment. They just kept stroking. Either one at a time, taking turns, or both at once, finding different spots to caress. Everywhere from balls to tip got a thorough rubbing at various points, and precum got smeared everywhere.
They might not have let any of it distract them, but I for one had to give up entirely on my video game, letting the controller down gently while I leaned back and let the double handjob happen. Sandwiched as I was between my naked mom and sister, I wasn't really going anywhere until they allowed it. I did start playing with their boobs in return, getting some back at them in theory, but in practice just turning myself on more.
"You're going to make me need to cum again," I finally said, after not getting a reaction any other way.
"You just came already," Elsie said. "Remember? When you were trying to breed your sis-ter?"
I groaned. "Yes, I remember."
"It's still in there," she added, patting her pussy. "Still messy with your cum." Elsie clicked her tongue. "Even that's not enough for you, huh?"
"Not when you keep getting me horny again," I said.
"You are very hard, baby," Mom cooed.
"He really is," Elsie agreed. She rolled her eyes. "Boys."
"Again, your fault," I said. "I was only minding my business."
Elsie rolled her thumb around the head of my cock. "You're saying I'm responsible for this?"
"You and Mom, yeah," I said.
Mom just giggled while gently massaging my balls. "We might be partly to blame."
"Maybe partly," Elsie begrudgingly admitted. "You'd think cumming in his sis-ter would have been enough for him though."
Mom giggled louder. "You sure do like bringing that up, sweetie."
Elsie blushed furiously and pulled away from me. "I don't!"
"I think you do," Mom said.
Elsie's hand cupped even more protectively over her cummy pussy. "It's Sieg's birthday is all. I can't help where he cums."
I thought about pointing out that she very much did have control over that kind of thing, but decided it was safer not to.
"You shouldn't need to worry about that right now," Mom said. "It's my turn anyway. Right, baby?"
I gazed at Mom, biting my lip as I looked into her eyes. There was a depth and warmth to her gaze that just made me melt. Like she wanted and needed me just then, and was really hoping I'd say yes.
"Well... yeah," I said faintly. "That seems fair."
"Very fair," Elsie smirked. "Especially 'cause Mom owes you a special something."
"She does?" I asked. "What's that?"
"Ha, you forgot already?" Elsie laughed. "And here I thought you were so in love with her ass."
"Oh," I said. "Ohhh. Oh yeah."
I looked at Mom, whose eyes were somehow even needier than a moment ago.
"We do probably need to do it before I lose my nerve," Mom said in a low, husky tone. "If you want to."
"Of course I want to!" I said.
"I can still feel your tongue on me," Mom said, leaning in to whisper to me. "I... I kind of want to feel what it's like with you in me. It'll be something brand new."
"Yeah," I croaked, unable to maintain composure with Mom speaking so seductively to me. "Same."
Elsie was still giggling. "You wanna fuck Mom in the butt," she teased.
It wasn't terribly effective as far as teasing went. She was fully correct, after all.
"I do," I murmured. "I really do." I kissed Mom deeply. "You're the best Mommy ever."
Mom blushed, but nibbled at my bottom lip some in between proper kisses. "Don't speak too soon. We don't know how it's going to go yet. I might not be able to do it."
"Just trying it is amazing," I said. "Even if it's not your thing."
"Hasn't been," Mom said. "But sometimes these things depend on finding the right person."
I blushed, remembering what she'd said about the way she felt, and the way she trusted me. I felt the same of her and Elsie. There wasn't anything I wouldn't feel safe trying with them. I felt so close to both of them today, and not just because of how extra physically squished together we were, though that helped.
"Should we... find out then?" I asked, trying to sound casual about it.
Mom grinned and dragged me to my feet. Before I knew it, we were both racing off to her bedroom in excited and undignified fashion. The dynamic was so different than ever before. Even when we were doing 'birthday stuff.' Mom acting less than half her age, at least temporarily, and me not far behind.
We tussled a bit on her bed, too eager and anxious to proceed in a calm and thoughtful way. Even with Mom at her most indulgent, I'd never seen her be so giddy about it.



"You actually want to try this, don't you?" I said.
Mom nodded. "I told you I did."
"No but I mean... not just as a present for me."
"Well... it would be something new." Mom bit her lip while letting me pin her down. "And I did seriously enjoy the way you licked my bum. I wasn't sure whether to be excited or scared. I think maybe right now I'm excited."
I couldn't possibly have been any harder. Naked tumbling about with Mom after her and Elsie playing with my cock, and now getting her full horny attention while she told me how much she wanted me in her ass. It was way too much for me to resist even if I'd had the slightest interest in holding back to start with.
"Can I flip you over?" I asked.
Mom nodded quickly and giggled in delight as I rolled her onto her tummy. Her juicy booty was back in front of me, daring me to do so many naughty things. I started with only just rubbing my cock against her, letting her ass cheeks trap me between them, sighing at how wonderful that felt. I got a touch apprehensive that actually being inside her might be too amazing.
"There's lube just there," Mom murmured, reaching out an arm to point.
There was in fact a bottle just beside the bed, prominently left out as though Mom had known it would be needed. Or maybe she'd just been using it herself lately, what with her anal training for today. It was still ridiculous to me that my own mother of all people would have reason to put things in her bum, let alone do it specifically for me.
I experimented with the lube, pouring some on my fingers and smearing it around. By the time I turned back to Mom, she had pushed herself up on her knees and stuck her ass up toward me while her chest and shoulders remained firmly on the bed. It was an awfully slutty pose. I loved it.
I rubbed my slippery fingers on her butthole, really enjoying the feel of it. I poured on more lube, rubbing firmer and firmer until I dared actually pop inside her tight little bumhole.
Mom gasped, but pressed back against my intrusion. She wanted more, wanted deeper. I happily obliged.
Her ass clung to my fingers. First just one digit, then two. She was warm and taut, but definitely practiced at stretching herself out a bit. She adjusted pretty easily to my dual finger-fucking of her sweet booty, and cooed in encouragement for more.
Elsie padded in casually while I was still awestruck about the way Mom's bum wanted to swallow my fingers right up. I spared a glance or two for my big sister while she made herself comfortable on the top corner of the bed, out of the immediate way but still in easy reach. She remained nude and still carried her phone with her, though her attention was fully on Mom and me at the moment.
"Really going for it, huh?" Elsie remarked.
I whimpered softly. I should have been used to my naked sister's presence by now, but somehow her sitting there spectating like that just added to the intensity of the moment.
"This is gonna feel so good," I said.
"Mmm, it probably is too," Elsie agreed.
To my mild surprise, she shifted over and poked a finger at Mom's butthole. I let her have a turn fingering Mom's backside, though couldn't hold myself back for long and soon we were playfully fighting over the right to finger our mommy's ass.
Elsie and I giggled as we each ended up with a finger inside at the same time. It felt weirdly wholesome sharing like that, as well as feeling like we were both more on the same level for a bit. It was almost like my sister was still loosening up and letting her guard down, even though one would kind of think that having sex and getting cummed in would be the culmination of her vulnerability for the day.
Mom got pretty wiggly having both her kids fingering her ass at the same time. "You're teasing me too much!" she protested breathlessly.
"Hehe, getting impatient are we?" Elsie asked.
"Kind of," Mom said.
"You want your baby boy inside you pretty bad, huh?" Elsie said, still pushing her finger in and out.
"Elsiiieee!"
"Gettin' embarrassed now," Elsie laughed. "But you do want Sieg in your butt. The first guy ever, hm?"
"Yeah," Mom admitted, not that we hadn't all known that already. "Please, baby?" she added.
Both Elsie and I groaned at the way Mom looked back pleadingly over her shoulder. It was way too cute and slutty a look to be coming from our mother. I couldn't resist it, and apparently Elsie couldn't either. Didn't even try. She sat back where she'd started, but closer now so that she was right next to Mom's head.
Elsie forgot her phone at this point. Forgot to pretend to be aloof toward the whole thing. She played with her pussy with one hand, and offered her other to Mom. It shouldn't have surprised me when Elsie got Mom to suck on the finger that had just been inside her, but pleasant shivers ran through me all the same. Arguably all three of us were getting too horny and slutty for words at this point. There might not even be enough cummies in the world to take care of that, the rate we were going.
Elsie alternated making Mom suck on her fingers with petting her gently for being a good girl. I had to only half pay attention to her or I'd get lost in just watching.
I had bigger goals to meet. At least one right in front of me. Mom's decadent booty was mine for the taking. All shiny and lubed up now, and practically begging for me to get one with it already. Mom had to know she was wiggling her hips hornily at me, but I wasn't sure if she was aware about the little flexing of her butthole as she waited for me to penetrate it again.
I pressed my cock to Mom's asshole, unsure of how much effort it would take to get inside her. I didn't want to hurt her or anything. Mom whimpered and pushed back against me, stretching her own bootyhole around the head of my cock, but not quite popping it in.
She was significantly tighter around my cock than my finger. Even though her ass kept accepting, I continued to worry it wouldn't right up until I sank halfway inside her and found that I could just keep going.
"Babyyy," Mom whined.
Elsie held Mom's hand tight while rubbing her own pussy with her other hand. Mom needed the emotional support, and apparently my sister needed to masturbate.
I, however, just needed Mom's ass.
"Tell me if you need me to stop," I said.
Mom shook her head, and again pressed her hips back toward me. I was afraid of it being too much for her, but I was more and more getting the sense that she had trained sufficiently for this, and in fact wanted it even more than she let on. Perhaps far more than just for the sake of giving me a treat.
It was kind of an exciting thought to consider that maybe Mom had been interested in anal for a while--maybe even a long while--and had waited all this time to try it with me now. That was only horny speculation though.
In any case, her bum swallowed up my cock and my hips pressed against her soft ass cheeks. I buried myself in my loving mommy, luxuriating in the feeling just for a moment before I started fucking her.
I seriously couldn't help it. Mom and Elsie had me turned on way too hard before we even started, and being snug in Mom's butt hadn't cooled me off any.
Mom cooed happily and burbled incoherently as my hips slapped lightly against her ass. I was holding back as best I could, fearing the moment she'd have to tell me to stop, that it was too much. She didn't say any such thing, however.
The slapping increased, and I drilled a little harder with every anal thrust. I pounded my mommy harder than I thought she could take, and still she only wanted more.
I wanted more too, but couldn't withstand the pleasure and the pressures of my own body. I gave a last hard thrust, then came deep in Mom's butt. It was an absolutely phenomenal feeling, tempered by the mild disappointment that I hadn't lasted longer.
"Mmm, baby," Mom purred. "You just made a mess in me, huh?"
"He's been known to do that," Elsie said blithely. She was still rubbing her pussy, somehow emphasizing its cum-filled state just by the way she masturbated.
"I did," I said. I spread Mom's ass as I slowly pulled back, popping free of her little hole. "That was amazing, thank you. I couldn't even last as long as I wanted."
Mom rolled on her side, curling in a very cute pose while flashing curious and interested eyes at me. "Do you want to go again?"
I gasped. "Can I?"
"Of course, baby. I was just getting into it."
Elsie giggled. "Hehe, Mom's a butt slut now. Once isn't even enough."
Mom ignored her and just stared at me, biting her lip sexily.
"I could probably go again," I croaked, my softening cock already giving a few twitches back to life.
Mom smiled and rolled on her back, spreading her legs lewdly. She lifted her hips and stuck a pillow underneath, lifting her butt up some more.
"How do I, uh, do it from this angle?" I asked.
Elsie interrupted before Mom could say anything. "Legs over your shoulders, bro. Press her legs back, hold her where you want her, stick it in."
My sister was rubbing herself faster, eyes intent on my cock and Mom's horny pose.
"Oh, ok," I said. "Give me a second."
Mom turned to Elsie. "Sweetie, give your brother a hand, would you?"
Elsie cocked her head. "That was just in your ass, Mom!"
"Well you can wash your hands after," Mom said. "Just... oh."
Elsie had darted forward with a sudden burst of speed, crawling the short distance to me and swiping her tongue over my cock. My sister was full of surprises sometimes. Just when I thought I understood her limits, I was proved wrong. That applied generally, but stood out with sex in particular.
I groaned as Elsie licked my cock and even deigned to suck on it. She looked up thoughtfully at me in between bouts of returning me to full erection.
"We're all getting to try new things today, aren't we?" she murmured thoughtfully.
I just managed a somewhat undignified squeak and a nod as my sister bathed my cock and got me ready for Mom's ass again. She even helped get me positioned with Mom's legs over my shoulders, and assisted my cock sliding in.
Mom's butt was just as heavenly the second time around, and having Elsie's help to butt-fuck our mother was super hot too.
I filled Mom's ass and fucked her enthusiastically. It took some experimentation to find my rhythm from this new position, but it felt so good railing her bum once I got going.
"Oohhh, babyyy," Mom moaned. "That feels nice. Oh that's really nice from that angle."
"Hehe, you got it bad," Elsie laughed. She settled back into her comfy spot to rub her pussy some more and casually spectate the incestuous anal happening in front of her. "You sure you never did this before?"
"Mmm, never," Mom purred. "I assure you."
She was really enjoying herself. Like Elsie, I could still find a touch of skepticism about it being her first time, even given that we'd seen the evidence of Mom's anal training. She just took it so professionally. But the joy and discovery she expressed went very much the other way. Her expression looked the way I felt; happy and alive, and enjoying the moment for all it was worth.
Mom went so far as to burst out squirting. She caught me completely off-guard, though I was delighted when I realized what was happening. I'd heard her cute, horny little noises getting higher pitched, but it hadn't occurred to me that she'd actually cum just from getting her butt drilled, even if it was her son doing it.
"Oh my god," Elsie hissed, wide-eyed. "You just came from that?"
Mom nodded nonverbally.
"Damn," Elsie said, shaking her head slightly. "Our mom's a butt slut. Crazy." She absently fumbled for her phone and snapped a picture of Mom post-anal-orgasm, still impaled on my dick.
"It's... it's just nice," Mom panted. "I can't help it. And I think I needed this after all that preparation. And that spot he's hitting from this angle...." Mom gave a cute little whimper and shiver as she trailed off.
"I like you being a butt slut, Mommy," I assured her.
Mom grinned at me past heavy-lidded eyes. "You don't say." She grinned wider, and a tad evilly. "You going to cum in Mommy again? In my ass?"
I groaned. "Mooommm!"
"Ooh, he's gonna," Elsie said. "He's gonna do it!"
"You're both not helping," I protested.
"Depends on what the goal is," Elsie said. "I think it's to make you nut in Mom's ass."
"I wanted to last longer," I said.
"Oh. Then yeah, not helping," Elsie agreed. She leaned over Mom, grabbing one of her boobs in the process, and got her face way closer to the action. "You should cum deeeep in her."
"Stooop!"
I pounded Mom even harder though. I couldn't help myself. Elsie seemed to effortlessly know how to push my sexual buttons. Though to be fair, I don't suspect I was all that complicated to figure out.
"Cum, little brother," Elsie said, fingering Mom's nipple as she taunted me. "Cum now. In Mommy."
I got some revenge as Mom came again and caught Elsie in the face with her squirt. It was satisfying to watch, and pretty sexy too.
I probably wouldn't have lasted much longer anyway, even without Elsie's encouragement. I exploded inside Mom's ass for the second time in quick succession, this time feeling myself properly drained and very pleased with myself.
"You got me in the face," Elsie complained.
Mom, looking as happy and lazy as I felt, patted Elsie's cheek. "I sure did."
"Coulda warned me," Elsie said. "That's polite."
"I'll clean you, if you want," Mom offered.
"With your tongue?"
"Maybe."
"No thanks," Elsie said. "But we should get your plug back in. Keep all that mess inside."
Mom shook her head. "A smaller one, I think. Grab me one, would you please?"
"Um...."
"In my closet, sweetie."
Elsie nodded and hopped off the bed. Of the three of us, she still had energy. Though admittedly, just watching my naked sister prance about made me feel like I could go again. In an hour or so, perhaps. Or two. I'd cummed a lot already today.
"Haha, oh wow," Elsie laughed. "You have lots of toys in here."
"Just the butt plug, please," Mom said. "A small one, remember."
Elsie still giggled and came back with a plug about half the size of Mom's bigger training toy. She also held a much larger toy in her other hand.
"You got a magic wand even, hm?" Elsie teased.
"I get horny sometimes," Mom said defensively. "You're not using that on me, I'll tell you that right now. I need a break."
Elsie cheerfully popped the new plug in Mom's sloppy bumhole, then laid back down herself. She located the nearest outlet and plugged the large vibrator in.
"Don't worry, Mom. This is for me."
Mom bit her lip. "That's... that's mine though. We shouldn't share."
Elsie made a face. "Really? That's where you draw the line? After Sieg just came in your butt twice and everything?"
Mom squirmed. "This is different."
"Too weird to share sex toys with your daughter?" Elsie questioned.
"Um... more like it's kind of exciting actually," Mom said.
Elsie looked from Mom to the toy, back and forth a few times. "I don't know why this is different from sharing Sieg today, but no matter. I'm not letting you embarrass me out of this." She flicked the vibrator on, and the hum was instantly louder than I was expecting. Not that I supposed I knew what to expect, exactly. "I always wanted to try one of these."
"And you're particularly horny right now," Mom added.
"Mom! I said you're not going to embarrass me out of this," Elsie said. Her face was slightly pink and blushy though.
Mom shrugged and curled up on her side, right next to Elsie while watching her. Elsie wouldn't look straight at Mom or I, but I could tell she was determined now and wasn't going to let any awkwardness stop her.
"Oh my fuck," Elsie moaned as soon as she pressed the vibrating head to her pussy. "Oh wow! That's intense."
"It's pretty strong," Mom agreed, slightly amused. "I wouldn't go straight for your clit. At least not right away."
"No, I can feel that," Elsie said. "That would probably be too much. Unf. It's nice though. I might need one of these."
"You can borrow this one when you want to," Mom offered.
"You'd probably just enjoy that," Elsie said.
"Well it is rather naughty that it's been on both our pussies now," Mom said. "And I did warn you."
"Yeah yeah," Elsie grumbled.
She couldn't maintain even a frown for very long though. Her lips kept falling open in a soft pant as she vibed her wet little pussy, carefully edging up to her clit but not hitting it straight on.
"Hey Sieg?" Elsie said, voice a tad strained.
"Yeah?" I said, blinking back to reality somewhat, having been hypnotized by my sister's masturbating.
"Would you want to... maybe... try sticking a couple fingers in my butt?"
I wasn't expecting that, but it didn't take me long to get past the shock and straight to being fully interested.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah. Don't be weird. Just... Mom seemed to like it in the ass. I feel like it might give me an extra kick right now."
Mom gently played with Elsie's hair. "I think you'll enjoy it, sweetie."
"Yeah, maybe. Probably." Elsie blushed deeper. "I may have tried my own finger a couple times. It's... different."
I lay down below my sister while she spread and pulled her legs back. She didn't leave me a lot of room to get at her booty, but it was enough. I lubed up my fingers and rubbed them over Elsie's butthole, back and forth, getting her slippery and ready. I was slow and cautious about actually dipping inside her, and had to hide my amusement when she actually got impatient with how long it was taking me to finger her ass.
"I'm not fragile, you know," Elsie said.
"I don't want to hurt you," I said.
"Thanks. But... do it, please."
I pushed one finger inside my sister's ass. She gasped, but it did indeed go in fairly easily and painlessly. The second finger was a bit more of a stretch, and even made Elsie whimper cutely despite her best efforts.
"Ooh, ok, that's the stuff," Elsie moaned, continuing to vibe herself all the while.
Mom was cuddling up even closer to her now, and Elsie was in no state to protest the intimacy this time.
"Feels good, doesn't it babygirl?" Mom breathed.
Elsie bit her lip and nodded. "Mmhm! I'm not gonna be a butt slut like you though."
"Oh, I don't know. You're kind of just like your mommy in so many ways," Mom teased gently.
Elsie shook her head, but I could feel the reaction to the way I moved my fingers inside her. She liked when I pressed toward her pussy from the inside. Kind of mimicking the way my cock would feel inside Mom the way that had made her cum so hard.
"You're my precious, sexy babygirl," Mom insisted.
"Unf. And you like me getting fingered by your perfect, darling babyboy?"
"Maaayyybe," Mom purred. "It's... very hot."
Mom kissed Elsie, and Elsie as it turned out was too worked up to even pretend not to want it. She kissed Mom back just as deeply and fiercely as if they were in love, and not just working together to give me an awesome birthday.
I watched the sloppy, horny makeout, of course. But my main focus remained on how it felt to have my fingers buried and wiggling in my big sister's bum. Her tight hole clung to me so sweetly, and made me imagine what it would be like to have my cock inside Elsie's ass. I didn't even have to imagine that hard, since I was fresh from fucking Mom's butt, and I was pretty sure they weren't all that different.
Elsie lost all control for a while after that, as she came in large, squirting waves. She partly caught me in the face with her cum, and partly made a mess of herself and the bed. It was incredible to watch and experience from up close like that.
"Unf, don't stop," Elsie moaned.
I'd contemplated pulling my fingers free when she stopped cumming, but she wasn't even done. She went for a second round, still vibing close to but not directly on her own clit. I kept fingering her bum for her, while Mom lay there in awe, just watching and slowly running her hand over Elsie's tummy and tits.



My sister came again, not quite as dramatically as the first time, but still messy. Apparently it was enough to sate her this time as she flicked the magic wand off afterward and tossed it gently aside. Elsie lay spread-eagled, flushed, and happily panting afterward.
I deemed it safe by then to extract my fingers and sit back to just admire the beautiful view. My mom and sister made a gorgeous tableau, though neither was particularly doing so on purpose at the moment. That might have been part of what was so attractive to me.
"Ok," Elsie eventually said contemplatively. "I think I might see the appeal."
Mom smiled and kissed her cheek. "Good girl."
"Mooommm! Why are you always so embarrassing?" Elsie complained.
"I'm your mother. It's my prerogative."
"It's unfair is what it is," Elsie grumbled. "My friends' moms aren't so weird."
Mom shrugged. "I don't think that's true. And anyway, they aren't half so much fun."
"That's a good point," I agreed.
Elsie frowned, but then sighed and nodded. "It is," she admitted. "I'm worn out now though. Can we just be chill for a while? Maybe with snacks?"
"Ooh, snacks sound good," I chimed in.
"Regular snacks," Elsie said. "Not pussy."
"I know what you meant," I said. "I'm not eternally horny or anything."
"So you say."
****
We just hung out as a family for a while, and it was really nice. It was similar to our time cuddling on the couch that morning, but even more relaxed since all three of us were well and truly done with sex for a while, and it took time to build back up to being horny.
Which was weird, because none of us got dressed at all. Even while it was happening I had moments of being unable to fathom nakedly sharing space with two hot women and not being aroused to the point of uselessness. Yet I remained mostly functional and able to enjoy our time together on some very different levels.
Making snacks together, watching movies, chatting about random topics, it all just felt nice and familial. Yes there was some snuggling involved, and sure we did occasionally fondle one another in some decidedly incestuous ways, but it felt like just a small addition to regular family life. Particularly close, happy, and bonding family life, actually, since it was kind of rare for us to spend that much time together all at once.
I was free to touch my mom and sister anywhere I wanted. They ignored it, or encouraged it, or favoured me with indulgent smiles and went back to whatever they were doing. I didn't take too much advantage for a while. It was nice to just be together. But it was also nice to occasionally brush my cock against Elsie's ass or suck on Mom's tits, just as a passing fancy.
I ended up taking a bath with Mom later in the day. Just a long hot soak to relax. I sat in her lap for a while, resting against her slippery boobs while she idly ran hands and fingers over me, arguably helping wash me, but mostly just being quietly sensual.
We swapped places eventually, which was so much worse for trying to stay calm and relaxed. My cock trapped under Mom's delectable ass was a recipe for horniness, and my roaming hands kept ending up gravitating to her chest and feeling up her breasts.
We only exited the bath when it finally got too cool to be comfortable. We toweled off, each eyeing the other sidelong, thinking and preparing while trying not to be obvious about it. I wasn't even sure what we were trying to dance around. There was nothing subtle about the way we held hands once we were dry and tried to drag each other off to bed.
It was a bit of a laughing free-for-all down the hallway and falling haphazardly into Mom's bed. We were feeling silly and horny, but we'd also messed around enough all day that the pressure was off. It was like we could truly just have fun with it now.
I playfully wrestled with Mom, smooching and fondling her and letting her do as she wished with me in return. She did kind of crank the moment back up a little though when she looked at me with her most seductive eyes.
"Do you think you'd want to cum in my pussy this time?" she asked.
"Unf. Well yeah, I could go for that," I said.
"That would be nice. It's been missing out a little all day," Mom said, patting her cooch.
"You really only had to ask," I said.
"Hehe, yeah. Well... I'm asking now."
I couldn't resist Mom when she was like this. Not even a little bit. I held her and kissed her, and we moaned into each other's mouths as I sank into her warm, wet, loving pussy.
There was nothing hurried between us. We were slow and sensual, enjoying our time entwined and the comfort of being together. Mom made me feel warm and cozy all over, outside and in.
Elsie, seemingly having a sense about these things today, padded into the room shortly after we'd started. She slinked into bed with us, getting cozy but not immediately involved.
Elsie's fingers ran silkily along Mom's bare neck. "Where'd your collar go?"
Mom shrugged. "We just had a bath, sweetie. I took it off."
"Pity," Elsie said. "I like it on you."
"Oh do you?" Mom asked.
"Yeah. Makes it clear when you're being a horny mommy."
My hip movements had slowed, though I was still gently fucking Mom. I looked down at where my cock disappeared in her pussy, over and over.
"I feel like it's pretty clear right now either way," I said.
"Hehe, good point," Elsie said. "I guess fucking your son is obvious enough." She paused, then swung her leg over Mom's head. "We can be more obvious though."
I moved back and made room for my sister to sit on Mom's face. Mom made an exasperated noise, but was pretty quick to start eating Elsie out. I lifted Mom's legs up to get a better angle, and resumed having sex with her while Elsie got her snatch licked.
Elsie grinned at me. "No reason you should have all the fun."
"Very sensible," I agreed.
I pulled her in for a kiss. Elsie was bemused about it at first, but gradually got into it and kissed me back even more firmly and sloppily than I'd kissed her. I made out happily with my big sis while we shared our mom between us. All three of us getting what we wanted at the same time. Very loving and familial.
Elsie helped me make Mom cum by rubbing her clit while I sensually fucked her pussy. My sister then stared intently at me and encouraged me to cum too.
"I know you want to," Elsie said, making intense eye contact. "You bred your sis-ter, now you want to breed our mom-my."
"Unf, why does it feel so good when you say things like that," I groaned.
"'Cause that's what you liiike," Elsie grinned.
"It's what you like," I countered.
"I would never," Elsie said primly. "This is only because it's your birthday and all."
"A pretend good girl act doesn't work so well when you're currently sitting on Mom's face," I pointed out.
Elsie shrugged. "Not a good girl. Just... not as bad as you."
"Beg to differ," I said.
Mom was clearly trying to tell us to cut it out with the petty arguing, but Elsie kept 'accidentally' muffling Mom's efforts with her ass. I then further distracted Mom by cumming as deep as I could in her pussy, and incidentally adding another instance to Elsie's incestuous breeding kink. Admittedly, it was pretty hot to me too, though I very much didn't want to do it for real and impregnate either of them.
Elsie whined and writhed around on Mom's face as she watched me pump cum into Mom's pussy. She got off of Mom, eyes shining and pussy glistening, and looked at me while rubbing herself.
"Don't suppose you want to do me again too?" Elsie asked prettily. "Mom licked all the cummies out of me, after all."
"Did not," Mom protested weakly.
"You probably want to fill me up again," Elsie said.
I groaned softly, already interested in her ploy despite just cumming. "I think you want to be filled up again," I said. "You want to be bred again by your bro-ther."
Elsie's cheeks flushed. "No! You want it!"
"I don't know," I said, shifting over and letting my cock bounce a little. I watched Elsie's eyes follow the little trail of cum that still clung to the end of my cock. "If you don't want it...."
"I didn't say that," Elsie said.
"Sure sounded like it," I teased.
My sister pouted at me. "Are you going to make me say it?"
"Maybe." I thought about it, then nodded. "Probably," I amended.
She sighed. "You're just lucky it's your birthday." Elsie squirmed a bit, but looked straight into my eyes. "Please breed me again," she said, her voice soft but firm.
I groaned and felt myself get back to full hardness almost immediately upon hearing those words. Things like that were way too slutty coming from my sister, in a very good way. I knew she didn't actually want to get pregnant, but just being able to share the fantasy with her, the sheer naughtiness of it, was intense and tingly. It was hot that, if anything, she was even more into it than I was, even if only for this one day.
"Good girl," Mom said, patting Elsie's head.
"Mooommm! So embarrassing," Elsie complained, not for the first time today.
"I thought you might go for anal," Mom said. "But you do like your brother in your pussy, huh?"
"I'm not a butt slut like you," Elsie said. "Maybe a finger or something in there every now and then would be nice. But that's it!"
Mom nodded. "Of course," she said guilelessly. "How silly of me to think something like that when you're such a prim and proper young lady."
Elsie rolled her eyes and looked hard at me again. "Please just do it. Just so she'll stop already."
"Moms," I said. "What can you do?"
"Nothing really," Elsie sighed. She spread her legs lewdly and encouraged me in.
I sank into my sister, feeling the magic of her wet, welcoming pussy. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and pulled me tight to her as we had sex together again. Much more intimate and romantic than last time. It had a very different feel to it, and in many ways I liked it better than purely being horny and fucking.
Elsie made an odd little whimpering noise at one point while her face was hidden against me.
"What?" I asked gently.
"Nothing. Mom just decided to put a finger in my bum," Elsie said.
"Oh."
"It... it is nice," Elsie admitted.
"Isn't it?" Mom said cheerfully.
"She's so weird," Elsie said.
"Ha, isn't she," I said.
Mom apparently was committing to fingering Elsie's ass and rubbing my back while we had sex. It brought me out of solely letting myself be consumed by my sister for the duration, and was quite lovely and reassuring somehow.
"Cum, my babies," Mom crooned, almost in a lullaby tone. "Cum for each other."
Elsie made sounds like she was going to protest again, but instead she came on my cock and Mom's finger. She clung even tighter, including digging her nails in my back a little, then started nipping and licking at my ear, whispering for me to cum in her. I was pretty sure she was trying not to let Mom hear her and make it just for me.
It worked. Mom and Elsie both urging me to cum in my sister's pussy had the intended effect. It wasn't the sort of thing I had any interest in fighting.
The last of my horniness and energy for the day flooded into my big sister, filling her pussy with cum again.
"There," I said. "All bred."
"Hehe, silly," Elsie said.
She kissed me though and looked very pleased with herself.
I fell asleep not long after, all tuckered out from my day. Mom and Elsie slept beside me. Elsie was close enough for some small contact and pretty much stayed that way, but Mom firmly curled herself up with me and pressed the whole length of her body against mine, including her breasts pillowed against my chest and her head nuzzling mine.
****
I woke up to find Mom already out of bed. Elsie was still softly snoring next to me.
I sat up, and in doing so disturbed the covers enough to reveal my sister's breasts. I sighed and stared at them a moment, already missing the freedom of my birthday. It seemed wrong to try feeling her up, even though I very much wanted a few last caresses. It was going to be a difficult readjustment even after just one day of sexual bliss.
I dressed loosely in boxers and t-shirt, then padded off to breakfast. I gave Elsie a last, lingering look, but had to tear myself away. No sex for me with my family today, or indeed for quite a while. Alas.
"Morning, Mom," I said, finding her in the kitchen just as I had supposed.
"Morning, babyboy," she said. "How'd you sleep?"
"Pretty good," I said. "It was rough waking up though. Elsie was still in bed, and it was hard to just leave her there. She...." I stopped short. Mom wore her usual morning robe, but rather unusually also had her Mommy collar on. "Mom? What's with the collar?"
Mom bit her lip. "Well... you seem to like it."
"I really like it," I said. "But it's confusing since it's not my birthday anymore."
"About that." Mom took a deep breath. "It's such a long time to wait a whole year again, don't you think?"
My heart pounded excitedly, though I remained cautious since I didn't know for sure what she was getting at. "I fully concur."
"And... well, I have to be honest, baby. I don't think I have it in me to wait that long again."
"Mom!"
She wiggled shyly. "I know it doesn't make me a very good mommy, but--"
I stepped forward, gently looping a single finger through the ring on Mom's collar, tugging her in for a kiss. My instinct paid off immediately. She kissed me back firmly and needily without the slightest hesitation.
"You're a very good mommy," I insisted.
"Even if... I kind of want to have a lot more sex with my baby boy?"
"Especially then."
"And you're not just saying that because you're horny?" Mom teased.
"Well... it isn't not because of that," I said.
I slipped Mom's robe open and found her fully nude underneath. She smiled hopefully at me and shrugged her shoulders back to let the garment slink to the floor. She was so gorgeous, and the collar leant her that decadently slutty air that I'd been afraid I would miss out on for a while. No missing out for me, it seemed.
I reverently cupped one of Mom's breasts, sighing happily to have it in my palm.
"The best mommy," I said, mildly correcting my previous statement.
"So... you'd maybe want to have more sex?" Mom asked, trembling faintly under my touch.
"Unf. Every day, ideally," I said. "More than once, if possible."
"Mmm, I was hoping so."
"Was it not obvious?"
"It was, I suppose," Mom said, letting her lids fall half-closed as I tenderly brushed her cheek with my fingers. "But then again, assuming and knowing are two different things."
I kissed my mother again, engaging a nimble, adoring dance between our tongues. "Consider it known," I breathed.
"Ok," Mom said.
I pressed her back against the wall, kissing and feeling her up. She made out with me in return, urging me to her and clinging to me with unrestrained desire. She tore off my few clothes, nearly ripping them in her haste. She wanted me naked and excited and pinning her to the wall.
I only took a small, panting moment to pause when I needed to catch my breath. Mom could out-kiss me pretty comfortably, as it turned out. She gave me my break, but watched me with lustful, aroused eyes as she waited for more.
"Elsie's gonna be annoyed," I laughed softly.
"Why would you think that?" Mom asked, moving in to nip at my ear.
"Because... because we're not stopping from yesterday."
"And?"
"And... she won't like that."
Mom regarded me thoughtfully. "Are you not going to have sex with her anymore then?"
"Mom! She doesn't want that," I said.
"Baby...."
"She doesn't! That was just for my birthday. That was all."
Mom sighed. "You can be a little painfully slow on the uptake at times, did you know?"
"But she... she doesn't," I said. "If I asked for more today she'd...."
"She'd what?" Mom asked lightly.
"I don't know. Say no, I suppose. And probably mock me."
"Well... she might do the latter. Just a bit. But I can't imagine her saying no, babyboy. A girl like that doesn't let her little brother cum in her pussy repeatedly for no reason."
"It was my birthday," I protested weakly.
"Uh huh. You know your sister as well as I do. You really think there's any power on Earth that would make her do all that stuff yesterday if she didn't want to? Birthday or not?"
"Well... not when you put it that way," I said. "You're sure?"
"Very," Mom said. She kissed me again. "You should... go wake her up, I think."
I whimpered, torn between the naked sister back in bed, and the seductively horny mommy right in front of me.
"You think?" I asked.
Mom nodded. "You should make sure she knows how you feel." She glanced down at my cock insistently poking her tummy. "I feel pretty confident that I already know."
"I love you," I said.
"I know, baby. Go make sure your sister knows it too."
"You wouldn't rather have sex first?" I asked curiously.
"Unf, don't tempt me. But I really don't have time for that before work. I even knew this whole ploy was pushing it and now I'm going to be horny all day." Mom sighed. "But it was better than having my thoughts going in circles all day wondering how you felt."
I gasped. "You thought I wouldn't want this every chance I got?"
"Well I had to find out, didn't I?"
Mom gave me a final kiss, really lingering on it and sucking on my tongue, then pushed me away and smacked my butt. "Seriously, Elsie needs to get up anyway. Go wake your sister up."
I gave Mom another appreciative once over with my eyes, then darted away. I was excited all over again at another new prospect. I wondered if I should have just played with Elsie until she woke up before, but I still kind of felt like it was better knowing what I knew now.
Elsie lay exactly where I'd left her. I tried to sneak back into bed with her, but bounced around in my excitement while crawling back in. Her breathing didn't change.
I kissed Elsie, just softly, assuming that might wake her up. It didn't. So I kissed her again and brushed my hand over her boobs. I loved the chance to feel her again like this, earlier restraint be damned.
She still didn't stir, so I let my hand explore downward, even making it to her pussy before one of her eyelids finally cracked open.
"Are you really just going to keep doing whatever you want to me?" Elsie asked, no trace of venom in her tone.
"I thought I might," I said. "You weren't waking up very easily."
I ran my finger up and down her slit. She was getting wet to my touch.
"As is my prerogative," she said.
"Sure."
"It doesn't mean I want your hands all over me," Elsie said.
"Oh. I guess kind of true. But, uh, do you though? Want my hands all over you, I mean?"
Elsie hesitated. "Maybe a little."
"Oh good."
"It's not your birthday anymore. You know that, don't you?"
I nodded. "I was worried about that at first. I thought there was no way you'd still want to have sex again today. Or other stuff."
"And yet here you are rubbing my pussy," Elsie said.
"Yeah!" I said brightly. "Neat, huh?"
Elsie narrowed her eyes. "Least you could do is lick it, if you're going to be so incorrigible about it anyway."
I grinned, kissed her cheek, and slipped under the covers. "Done and done!"
Elsie moaned as I kissed her cooch, then started licking her. Her legs spread of their own accord as I ate her out, and her hand found my head, gently petting me as I worked.
"I could... perhaps... be convinced to keep messing around," Elsie admitted. "It has its upsides."
"Mmhm!"
"This... this is nice," she said.
"Mmm."
"Might even be worth having my brother pestering me first thing in the morning," she mused.
I smiled to myself under the covers while flicking my tongue around her clit. Elsie wanted this. For her, this was about as direct an admission as I was likely to get. It warmed me inside to know she didn't want to stop having sex any more than I did.



"Make me cum, yeah?" Elsie asked, her breathing coming more raggedly now, and her headpats becoming more insistent.
I focused more on her clit. I wanted to make her cum. Partly it was just hot to get to do that to my sister, but more pragmatically if I kept her happy she was way more likely to keep doing the same for me. I had the chance at unlimited sex with my big sis, and I didn't want to fuck it up now.
I probably got too in my head about it for a bit and lost my rhythm, but Elsie had no compunctions about forcing me back to taking my time and letting it happen the way it needed to.
"There it is," she murmured breathily just before cumming on my tongue.
I kept licking her through her orgasm until she pushed my face away. Again she was unreserved about moving me where she wanted me. She did allow me to crawl up and kiss her while she was coming back down from her high, which was nice.
"Don't get too comfy there," she said. "We can't lay around all morning."
"I guess," I said. "We could try though."
"We could," Elsie said. "But you've got class, and I've got work."
"True."
"And wouldn't you rather go fuck Mom in the butt anyway?"
My cock twitched happily. "Well when you put it that way...."
It was a convincing argument, and it got Elsie and I bouncing out of bed, pausing just long enough for Elsie to grab lube, then darting back to the kitchen giggling and horny. Mom gave us a suspicious gaze as we entered.
"What are you two up to?" Mom asked.
Elsie grinned. "Look at you standing there naked and collared like you don't know exactly what we're up to."
I was even more direct. "Gonna cum in your butt."
"Unf, you two are bad," Mom said.
She however was exquisitely compliant as I bent her over the table and Elsie lubed up her bumhole for her.
"You'll have to be quick," Mom said, arching her back to stick her butt up in air a little more. "I need to get dressed soon."
"Do my best," I solemnly promised.
Elsie seemed very pleased with herself as she sat back and lightly masturbated to me pounding Mom's ass. She couldn't possibly be as happy as I was at the moment though. I loved being deep in our mom's booty, especially when Mom was making such cute, horny noises as a result of getting anally railed.
I tried reaching around to rub Mom's clit while pounding her, but she just smacked my hand away.
"None of that now," Mom panted. "Just cum in me."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
Elsie gave a slight frown. "Yeah, Mom. You need cummies or you're going to be flustered all day."
Mom shook her head. "I need to not be a mess for work. I don't have time to clean up after. I just need a nice, tidy load up my butt where it can not cause any trouble. No time for squirting all over myself."
"Pity," Elsie sighed. "And I still disagree, but who am I to say."
I didn't see any of it as being particularly tidy, but I couldn't argue with cumming in Mom's butt where it could stay snug and secure. That's what I wanted to do anyway.
Mom mewled and bounced back against me, urging me on. Elsie too was staring and giving me little nods like she wanted me to do it. Like she needed me to.
I grunted and came, releasing it all inside Mom's tight, warm bum. Her ass swallowed it all, and could have greedily taken even more. I felt quite satisfied as I carefully pulled my cock free, trying not to drag any cum out in the process.
"There you go," Elsie purred. "Breeding Mommy's butt. Always the way with you, isn't it."
"You can't breed a butt," I said.
"Not with that attitude."
"You're the one obsessed," I said.
"Nuh uh," Elsie teased. "Remember which one of us keeps shooting loads in family members, hm?"
Mom stood up, a little shaky and flushed, but otherwise no worse for wear.
"No bickering, please," she said. "Too early for that." She kissed me tenderly. "Thank you, baby. That's lovely for now. I'll need you again this evening, ok?"
I nodded, feeling slightly awed that my hot mom was already making plans for having sex with me again. It was a very nice and tingly feeling.
It was also nice watching Mom patter away to get dressed. Her ass, always a masterpiece to admire, was even more interesting when I knew it was filled with my cum. I could have watched it for hours, yet she was out of sight in mere seconds.
Somewhat amusingly, I caught Elsie staring wistfully after Mom as well, though she pretended she wasn't when she noticed me looking.
"Welp, probably shower time," Elsie said, immediately distracting me before I could tease her about checking Mom out.
She padded out of the room, leaving me staring at her just as hard as I had at Mom a moment ago. My sister cut a very different figure, but just as hypnotizing and arousing. It turned out I really enjoyed my mom and sister being naked, even when not directly having sex.
I stood there smiling goofily, and was slightly surprised when Elsie's soft footsteps backed up and she peeked her head back around the corner at me.
"What, you're just going to stand there?" she asked, giving me a look.
"What?" I asked, feeling like I'd missed something.
"I said it was shower time," Elsie said, exasperated.
"For... for both of us?"
She rolled her eyes. "Little brothers, honestly. Yes for both of us. Your cock needs cleaned, doesn't it?"
I stepped toward her, slowly grasping her meaning. "For going inside you, you mean."
"Or whatever," Elsie shrugged like it was no big deal. "But yeah, if you're expecting that kind of thing."
I got close enough to put a hand on her waist. Her soft, warm, supple waist. "I am if you are," I said, though in fact I hadn't been thinking that until just now. I'd been distracted.
Elsie danced back out of my reach. "I just know how you have such an obsession with breeding your sis-ter. You little weirdo."
"I enjoy the attempt," I admitted easily. "But I think you enjoy it as much as I do. Maybe more."
"Ha! As if!"
I reached for her again, but she scampered away. I chased after her, the two of us giggling at our impromptu game of naked tag.
I caught up to Elsie in the bathroom, though I let her turn the water on before catching her up in my arms and holding her against me. She squealed and flailed, but rather tellingly didn't make any actually move to break free.
"I think," I whispered in her ear, "that you want your bro-ther to cum in you."
"Gross!" she laughed.
I nipped at her ear, then murmured into it again. "I also think that if you don't tell me you want it, I may just not breed you this morning."
Elsie gasped, then tried to play it off. "Whatever. I can feel you getting hard on my butt already."
"Yeah. You're very sexy and nice to hold," I said. "I'm not going to pretend I don't want to."
She wiggled her bum against me, making my hard cock move back and forth against her and just generally feeling amazing. "You want to cum in me!" she insisted.
"I do." I tickled her breast. "Tell me you want it too."
Elsie groaned. "You're no fun!"
"Oh?"
"You have to know that having sex with my little brother is kind of embarrassing."
"Disagree."
Elsie was still grinding backwards on my cock. "What kind of sister does it make me anyway?"
"I dunno. Horny? Sexy? Awesome? The best ever?"
"You're biased."
"Very true," I said.
Elsie sighed. "If I say it... are you going to cum in me every day?"
"At least every day, if I have anything to say about it. Hopefully more than once."
She squirmed around to face me, our eyes very close together. I forgot sometimes how soulful she could look when she wasn't busy being aloof and untouchable.
"I want you to breed me, ok?" she said. "I want you to cum in my pussy."
"Every day?"
"I mean... yeah. Basically."
I kissed her. "See, not so difficult."
"Yeah, yeah. Can we fuck now?"
"Any time you want," I said.
"Great. Get in the shower then."
She urged me in with a smack on the butt, and hopped right in after me. Our hands were, if anything, all over each other even more once we got under the hot spray. I couldn't stop touching her, wanting her, needing to be close to her. She reciprocated, though with a serious focus on my cock. Her excuse was that it needed cleaning.
Elsie bit her lip and watched my expression as she guided me to her pussy. I wanted inside her so badly by then, and it was even hotter now that I'd gotten her admission as to how much she wanted it too.
"You're the best," I said, my eyes rolling back slightly as I parted her pussy lips and felt the very outer edge of her warmth.
"Shut up. Don't be weird."
"You're right," I said. "I shouldn't make breeding my sister weird."
Elsie's cheeks reddened. "I said shush!"
"Hehe, you really, really like that stuff, huh?"
"Grr, why are you like this?" she demanded.
"I dunno. 'Cause you're lucky?"
Elsie's nails dug somewhat painfully into my shoulder as she urged me deeper inside her. "I already admitted I want this, ok?"
"Yeah, you did," I agreed happily.
Elsie's eyes narrowed, then she smirked thoughtfully. Changing tactics, she kissed my cheek, then murmured breathily in my ear. "Please get inside me, bro-ther. Please fuck me and cum in my little pussy, ok?"
I groaned and thrust into her, nearly all the way. I couldn't look at her immediately and hid my eyes against her shoulder. My hips moved of their own accord, pumping me into her wet, welcoming pussy.
"Ah, so that's how to shut you up," Elsie purred. "Good to know."
"Well it's kind of intense when you talk like that," I said.
"You can't handle your sis begging for your cummies can you?" Elsie teased. "If I ask you to please, please--"
I put a finger to her lips to stop her, though she just nipped playfully at me anyway. I realized I may have pushed to far. I thought it was cute when my sister got flustered about wanting sex, but I'd given her a new weapon now that she realized how much it turned me on when she leaned into it. It wasn't bad by any means, but it did mean that I'd squandered the little bit of power I had.
Then again, if it meant hot shower sex with Elsie eagerly wiggling back against me, holding me tight, enticing me to cum inside her, maybe I'd unexpectedly hit the best payoff I could have ever hoped for.
"Are you both in the shower?" Mom called, cracking the bathroom door open.
"Yeah, Mom," Elsie laughed. "Sieg's trying to breed me again. Horny little thing."
I could only grunt incoherently while clinging to her. She really, really could push my buttons.
"You probably should stop saying it like that," Mom sighed. "Last thing I need is you pregnant. What a mess that would be." She flicked the shower curtain and peeked in at her son and daughter busily fucking. "Give me a goodbye kiss, would you? I need to be out of here."
Elsie and I had to pause and shuffle over to each kiss Mom on the lips. I was pretty sure Mom wished she could just hop in with us. Oh well. There were other opportunities coming, I was sure.
"Better go before you get wet," Elsie taunted, deliberately leaving it unclear whether she meant from the shower or from horniness.
"Might be too late," Mom sighed. "Having my baby boy's cum in my butt all day may have been a mistake already."
Elsie giggled insanely. "You got a butt plug too or what?"
"Naturally."
"Hehe, naturally. Good luck getting through the day," Elsie said.
"Thanks ever so much," Mom said. "Don't stay in there all day."
"No promises," Elsie said.
We got back to it immediately, fucking ever harder than before. Elsie encouraged me to pound her up against the wall, taking ridiculous pleasure in whispering things to make me blushy and shy even while having sibling shower sex together, which should have made me impervious to her lewd suggestions. It didn't.
Whether Elsie knew it or not, she had me firmly under her spell. She liked to act aloof, but it was really her horny and interested side that had me beat. I couldn't resist it. I wanted to give her everything she wanted, as long as she made it clear that she did in fact want it.
I was lost in her right now. The way she clung to me and moved with me and told me exactly what she wanted drove me crazy. It was incredibly sexual to cum in my sister, of course, but somehow even hotter to keep hearing how she wanted it, to know she was as needful as I was.
She kept whispering to me in my ear. Kept telling me what we were doing, what she wanted, what she presumed I wanted. She was quite correct. She knew exactly what I wanted.
I wanted to be able to do this every day. To have my sister, to know we both wanted each other this way. It wasn't like I was making any attempt at hiding my desire.
"You should cum in me now," she murmured. "You should do it. Cum in your sis-ter. Cum in meee."
She kept going on, which was actually working, but also making me wonder about how insistent she was, right up until she came. I realized she was working herself up as much as me, and was cumming on my cock while digging her nails into my shoulders.
I groaned, feeling the call of her orgasm, and kept rocking my hips in hard thrusts, fucking my cumming sister until I burst inside her. I flooded Elsie's pussy just like she wanted. Like we both wanted.
Elsie gasped and purred and ran her fingernails up and down my spine. Her pussy milked me so good, taking all my cum cozily inside.
I kissed her and kept pressed right up against her. She let me, even kissed me back for a while, before eventually nudging me away so we could finish up our shower properly.
"That was nice," Elsie said.
"It was," I agreed. "And, um, I do kind of like knowing you want to have sex. It's more fun that way."
She cocked her head and gave a teasing little smirk. "You like knowing your sis-ter wants to have sex with you, huh?"
"Well... yeah."
"Hm. I guess I can work on that. But don't think I'm gonna make it all easy for you or anything."
"Wouldn't dream of it," I promised.
Elsie gave me a last kiss that somehow made my knees weak. She laughed at my expression after and busied herself with cleaning up.
I bemusedly dried off next to Elsie, then tried to follow her right to her room afterward without even really thinking about it. She laughed and pushed me back out, closing the door to keep me out. Fair enough really. We'd already had sex, and really did need to get moving. I was finding it somewhat difficult to remember reality after yesterday and this morning. My mom and sister were having that effect on me.
****
Elsie and I beat Mom home that evening, yet Elsie insisted we wait. Not even in a teasing and pretending she didn't want sex kind of way.
She was right, as it turned out. Mom was kind of pathetically horny and needed attention first thing upon her return.
"I told you," Elsie tsked while fastening Mom's collar. "You needed cummies this morning."
"Yes yes, you were right babygirl," Mom said, giving me desperate, sexy eyes while her Mommy collar got snugged. "I probably made more mess being wet all day than I would have cumming over my thighs."
I stepped in and kissed Mom, sandwiching her between Elsie and I for a moment. Mom whined with need, then slipped from between the trap and took my hand, leading me to her bedroom in a very hot mix of dominance and submission all in one. Probably more the latter, in many respects. Or perhaps she was just willing to go with anything that led to sex right at the moment.
Certainly Mom was eager and willing to have her clothes stripped off and get tossed into bed. She could barely restrain herself from hopping back out to yank me in with her, but I was getting naked as fast as I could and she only really had to wait a matter of seconds before I joined her.
"And I thought you were horny yesterday," I said, laughing as Mom latched herself to me and smothered me with kisses.
"I was," Mom growled. "Turns out I'm worse today."
Elsie had followed us rather sedately, taking some space on the edge of the bed. I thought she only meant to casually watch, but she did actually wiggle out of her bottoms right off the bat. I was kind of into her masturbating while observing actually. It was pretty hot.
Mom dragged me down on top of her, leaving off the kisses in favour of urging me inside her. She really was wet already. Like scarily wet for how brief a time we'd been seducing each other thus far. She really had been waiting for this all day. Or at the very least letting her imagination take hold on her way home.
"Fuck me, ok baby?" Mom whispered to me, stroking her fingernails up my spine, along my neck, and back down again. "Fuck Mommy please. Pleeease."
"Unf, I know," I said. "Damn, give me a second."
Elsie just giggled to herself.
I sank inside Mom's pussy, feeling the utter perfection of that first moment and letting myself succumb to her desire for me. I fucked her hard, pounding her wet pussy, but couldn't even seem to do it hard and fast enough to satisfy her.
I was dimly aware of Elsie padding around the room bottomlessly, then returning with Mom's magic wand. She really wanted to masturbate. Just as horny as Mom. Or so I thought.
"Make some room, Sieg," Elsie said, patting my shoulder.
I blinked at her, trying to shift from pounding Mom to a coherent conversation. "What?"
"Mom's gonna need this. Make some room," she repeated.
I got up on my knees, pulling Mom's butt up to keep me angled into her pussy. Elsie casually flicked the vibrator on and started buzzing Mom's clit while I thrust into her a little less desperately than before.
It was a pretty intelligent team effort actually. Mom moaned her way through a quick, hard orgasm with her son inside her and her daughter vibing her clit. Taking the edge off, so Elsie put it.
I fucked Mom for a bit with no vibrator, letting her recover, then Elsie turned it back on again. We made Mom cum again, leaving her helplessly mewling and clutching at Elsie's shirt this time.
My sister had a devilish smile to her, enjoying this play time immensely. She took the opportunity of the next break while she wasn't vibing Mom to actually vibe her own pussy instead. It was quite a horny move, and really quite sexy.
"I seriously need one of these," Elsie sighed.
"Just use that one," I said, watching her press the wand tightly between her legs.
"Mom's weird about sharing," Elsie said.
I looked at Mom with her mouth panting open and her eyes rolled back, drooling slightly on herself and making cute little noises with every thrust.
"I don't know if that's true," I said. "I think she might be really good about sharing."
"I meant her sex toys," Elsie said. She cocked her head. "Although...." Elsie swung her leg across Mom's face and casually sat herself down. "I suppose there are other forms of sharing available."
I really didn't think Mom would mind any kind at all at the moment. She was pretty firmly engaged. It took her a moment to start licking Elsie, and her attention clearly wasn't fully on it, but she was into it. She'd happily and enthusiastically take sex with both her children right now. Especially when Elsie flicked that vibrator back on for her once again.
Mom got all the cums she needed and then some. She was a hot, sweaty, drooly, cummy mess by the time I shot my load inside her and pulled out. I didn't know my mother could look so exhausted and satisfied all at the same time.
Elsie calmly settled herself in to play with the wand by herself for a bit while Mom and I cuddled. I needed a break too. At least a short one. Probably not nearly as long a one as Mom did, judging by how wiped out she acted.
I didn't hide that I was watching Elsie, and she didn't seem to mind that I had eyes on her while she was playing with herself. She clearly wasn't going for efficiency though. Just kind of teasing. I thought she'd had a cum on Mom's face already, but wasn't a hundred percent sure about that.



"I think," I said slowly, "it might be time to breed my sister again."
"Oh really?" Elsie asked. She sounded amused, but there was that excited flush in her cheeks that gave her away.
"Yeah," I said. "It feels important."
"You two should really stop saying it like that," Mom murmured without any true force behind her words. "It's sexy, but it's beginning to worry me."
"Elsie thinks it's hot," I said.
"Oh whatever," Elsie said. "Like you don't."
"Not as much as you do," I teased.
My sister took that as a challenge apparently. I knew she was only doing a bit to prove a point, but still having her climb on top of me, rubbing her pussy on me, twisting her shirt to expose more midriff almost up to her underboob, and giving me a very sultry, pouty look all had the exact effect she no doubt wanted.
"You don't want to breed your sis-ter?" she asked while making intense eye contact. "You don't enjoy cumming in my little pussy?"
"I didn't say I didn't like those things," I groaned, flinching and breaking eye contact first. She was too good at it when she wanted to be. "You know I do."
Elsie nodded. "Mmhm!"
"Are you gonna make me say it?"
"Probably."
"Just because I made you say it earlier?"
Elsie grinned. "Yeah."
There was part of me that wanted to resist just because she wanted to make me say it. On the other hand, the way she looked at me and the way she felt against me made it so, so easy to get over that. I could say nothing but the pure truth and it would be exactly what she wanted.
"I want to cum in you so bad," I said. I ran my hands over her thighs. "I want to breed my sister."
"Mmm, yeah you do."
"I really do," I said. "Every day."
Elsie leaned down and kissed me. "Good," she said.
She slipped me inside her pussy and rode me, rewarding me immediately for saying what she wanted. She wasn't urgent about it, even taking the time to turn the wand back on her clit while grinding around on me.
I was in no hurry anyway. I'd had a cum already, and was very happy to take our time and build a nice big load up again for Elsie. That's what she wanted. My cum in her pussy. It was kind of getting to be our thing.
She cummed a few times ahead of me, buzzing her clit to her heart's content. Only after that getting serious about milking me, urging me to finish too, bouncing on me with wild abandon.
I couldn't last against my big sister's best attempts at getting me to cum. I didn't have a hope. She got what she wanted and her hot pussy got all filled up, taking her brother's cum up inside.
"There it isss," Elsie purred.
She didn't even pretend this time that it wasn't exactly what she wanted, and that she wasn't perfectly contented now after a few incestuous orgasms and a messy, cummy pussy.
Elsie even rolled on her side and curled up with me, somewhat to my surprise. I found I really liked her freely-given affection when it was on offer. It wasn't as immediately amazing as having sex with her, but it was warm and comforting and made everything even better.
Mom was right there on the other side too, cuddling up just as tight. I hadn't planned on a nap just then, but I was firmly trapped between my naked mom and sister after I'd finished having sex with both of them, so it seemed like I probably wasn't going anywhere any time soon.
"You going to take cum to work in your pussy or bum tomorrow?" Elsie asked Mom, like it was a foregone conclusion that it would be one or the other.
"Hm... maybe pussy tomorrow," Mom murmured back thoughtfully. "I'm definitely going to make sure I have a cum before I go to work too."
"Now you're learning," Elsie grinned.
"Do I not get a say at all?" I asked out of curiousity.
Elsie eyed me curiously. "Do you want one?"
I thought about it a moment. "I guess not really. Carry on."
"That's what I thought. Good boy." Elsie favoured me with a kiss on the cheek, then went still again.
I smiled to myself. Elsie and I would probably continue to have amusing disagreements about sexual matters going forward, but we both essentially wanted the same thing. It sometimes didn't matter which of us got our way. And Mom... Mom was way too good to me just generally. I was satisfied and happy.
Best birthday ever.
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I was a painfully shy girl growing up. Still was, for that matter, even if it wasn't quite as bad anymore.
Leaving school well behind me had helped to an extent, as it was an escape from a lot of the worst parts of socializing: the cliques, the weird power dynamics, and indeed the bullying. University hadn't been so bad. Everyone had grown up at least a little, it seemed. Still, I was happier once I got free of the education system entirely, even though arguably it made it way easier for me to enable my own worst tendencies toward avoiding human contact, which probably wasn't great.
The other big thing about me, which worked in an unfortunately unsynergistic way, was that I was horribly, obsessively horny. It had taken me a while to realize there was anything special about the way I felt, given how teenagers tended to talk and act. Now in my mid-twenties and interacting with more actual adults, it was easier to recognize that there was something kind of wrong with me.
It wasn't necessarily a bad thing. I did enjoy it, after all. And all the masturbating in particular. But it wasn't so great that I could spend entire shifts at work refining particular fantasies or sneakily looking up porn on my phone during breaks. It was, as I said, an obsession.
Other than my degenerate tendencies, it also got rather emotionally painful for me at times when I developed a crush or just got in a mood to drool over every hottie I passed by on the street. In a sense, I felt as though I hadn't done the usual thing of being a messy ball of hormones as a teen and slowly growing out of that. I just kept getting worse.
My only outlet for it all was the time I spent locked in my room, either playing with myself or working on my side-hustle of drawing incredibly lewd pictures. My artistic talents had blossomed magnificently, at least, which was probably the main benefit that had come from my depravity.
I made enough off of commissions these days for it to count as a part-time job, and meant that I only had to work part-time hours out in the real world. If I hadn't been so aware that I needed to keep human contact and keep trying not to be a weird horny loner, I might have even tried to cut that job out entirely.
Life wasn't bad, but it wasn't exactly easy either. It was fine and I probably could have lived with it.
Everything changed when my older brother got a new girlfriend.
Bree wasn't Will's first girlfriend, but she was by far the most serious. Certainly the first that he brought around on a regular basis.
I was wary of Bree initially, since Will and I were pretty close and I didn't want to lose one of the few people in my life I felt comfortable around. She won me over though. She didn't seem interested in majorly changing anything, and didn't even seem to mind too much about hanging out at the house.
"The economy's in shambles," Bree told me when I asked about it, giving a languid shrug in the process. She had an easy way about her that left me envious at times. "Honestly, better living with your parents if you can stand it than living with five roommates who can barely coexist without a murder happening."
"That's fair," I said, hugging my knees to my chest and admiring the way Bree could relax in the sun and look damn good in the process. "Will keeps saying he wants to move out, but he never really does."
"He's gonna need to hang on to his money a little better if that's ever going to happen," Bree said. "Your brother's great, but uh... not financially minded, shall we say."
I shared a sneaky giggle with her, feeling mildly scandalized that she'd tell me such things. I mean, I already knew Will wasn't great with money--another big difference between the two of us, as I was very, very mindful of what I spent--but it was different sharing the knowledge with someone like it was a secret between us.
"Talking about me behind my back?" Will asked, striding up with a pair of beers.
"Always, my darling," Bree said, batting her eyes ridiculously. "You know I'm obsessed."
"Acceptable," Will decided, handing off a beer to her and taking a kiss in payment.
I squirmed a little in my seat, never quite sure how I felt about their displays of affection. They made me fluttery at times, in a nice way, but then again it was my brother we were talking about and it was a little weird seeing him do such things.
"You sure you don't want one?" Will asked.
I took a moment to realize the question was addressed to me, then quickly shook my head. "No thanks."
"Still don't drink, huh?" Bree said, cracking her beer open.
"Not really," I said, blushing faintly.
"Well good for you, probably," Bree said. "It's kinda fun though, just saying."
I hugged my knees tighter. It probably was fun. Especially with the right people. Will and Bree were probably the exact right people for it, even, yet still it made me uneasy for some reason. Perhaps just because of the sorts of classmates from school and uni I associated with overdoing it.
I hung out for a while longer, pretty much until I found the sun starting to bother me and decided it was probably best to return indoors. Bree had made a show earlier on of applying sunscreen in a vaguely sensual way for my brother's benefit, but I didn't feel comfortable even applying it even in a boring and regular way in front of the two of them. Besides, that was enough outside time for now one way or another.
I left Will and Bree to it, heading inside and deciding to get supper ready. There was time yet for it, but I got a start by tossing some potatoes in the oven and prepping some pork chops. It occurred to me at that point that I should check whether Bree was staying for the evening or not, and without thinking anything of it I padded back toward the deck, innocent question hot on my lips.
It was a darn close thing. I very nearly was oblivious enough to step right out the sliding glass door without looking. I caught myself just in time and froze where I was as I noted Bree clambering into Will's lap, a naughty glint in her eyes.
Will was laughing and eager, but perhaps slightly more reluctant than his girlfriend. "Kelsey's right inside," he said.
"She's not gonna be back," Bree said. "At least for a bit. We have time."
"That's so risky."
Bree pouted and made the sort of big, sexy eyes I only dreamed I could emulate. "Don't you want your dick sucked?" she asked.
My poor little body tensed and thrilled just hearing Bree say that. I nearly made a noise that would have gotten me caught, and instead I consciously took a couple soft steps to the side where I could see better, and hopefully be even less visible to the two of them outside.
It might have been a very good choice, as Will's head did whip around for a second, as though assuring himself that he and Bree were alone. He still would have seen me if he'd looked even a little bit harder, but luckily he wasn't really interested in stopping his girlfriend.
"You know I do," Will admitted.
Bree grinned. "Good boy."
My eyes went wide as Bree fished Will's cock out. I shouldn't still have been watching this. In hindsight, I had to question why I hadn't either asked my question and left, or backed off entirely in the first place. I'd chosen to stay and peek. It had been a decision. And now here I was.
My heart pounded as I locked eyes on my brother's dick. Not what I thought I'd be seeing today, let alone with Bree's fingers wrapped around it. I watched her play with him and get him hard in her hand. It didn't take long.
This was bad. This was very bad. I finally kicked my brain into gear and was just about to pull away when Bree slithered down to put her face against Will's cock. I froze again, unable to tear myself away from the sight of her kissing his erection, then dragging some long, lingering licks up his shaft.
I was pretty well helpless at that point. The problem was that even with all the porn, hentai, erotica, and everything else I'd indulged in over my horny recent years, this was the first blowjob I'd seen in the real world. I was transfixed. Helplessly hypnotized.
I remained aware that it was my brother I was watching. I still registered that, even if the part of me that cared was trying to shout from way in the back of my head. I was far more interested in watching what Bree was doing anyway, and managed to rationalize it to myself that I was interested in her rather than my brother. Truth was, it was the combination of them both. A blowjob required a cock and a mouth, after all.
Bree was having fun, that was the part that really drew me more than anything else. I'd always appreciated blowjobs and pussy licking, assuming they must feel pretty good to receive. There was such fascinating discovery to be had here, though. Bree had very definitely initiated, which was quite the difference between my mental picture which held that boys often had to beg and plead to get head, and vice versa even more so. But no, Bree had wanted it more than Will, if anything, or at least wanted it more right now.
And she was enjoying herself immensely, if I was any judge of people at all. She had a beaming, teasing grin any time her mouth wasn't currently full, and she flashed massive eye contact up at Will even when she was busy sucking on him. I experienced a flush of envy that even if I were in her position, I wouldn't look half as good as her with my mouth full of cock. Then I had to remind myself I shouldn't be worried about that when this was still my brother we were talking about.
I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together. I tried once again to just focus on Bree, and again was only partly successful.
Despite the flurry of thoughts in my head, and my increasing uncertainty as to what I should be looking at and thinking about, I was fucking horny. Possibly as horny as I"d ever been. This was real. Right in front of me. And the fact that I definitely shouldn't be enjoying it was probably making it significantly better, in a perverse sort of way. My pussy could be like that at times. Very happy about things it shouldn't like in the first place.
That was kind of letting my brain off too easy though, since it was in charge. Yes my pussy was tingling, soaking my panties, and developing an actually painful ache the longer I ignored it, but it was my brain was keeping me fixated on the action and kept adding to the scene in nebulous ways that made it even hotter.
To my extreme embarrassment, I even found myself drooling while thinking about sucking cock. Not my brother's, I maintained. Not his. And yet... with his cock right in front of me, it kind of was the one I kept picturing.
I could have stayed there for hours, just watching, knowing I'd get caught eventually. Bree finally saved me from myself by making Will cum. And oh god did he cum. The noise he made was about the sexiest thing I'd ever heard and had me biting my hand to keep myself silent in response. His hips bucked a little as he shot cum into Bree's mouth, and if only I could have seen his cum arcing through the air it would have been absolutely perfect.
Bree, however, took the full load in her mouth just as easily as if it were a drink of water. I knew she didn't even swallow from the way her cheeks bulged after, her lips kept tightly pressed together, and most importantly from the way she crawled up toward Will, dipping her head for a kiss and only getting rebuffed at the last second.
Will laughed and playfully fended off his girlfriend from offering his own cum back to him. From the way they tussled, I suspected it wasn't the first time she'd attempted such a thing.
Bree eventually sat back, visibly swallowed, then flashed a hot, teasing grin at my brother.
"You never want to kiss me," she complained.
"I want to all the time," Will said. "Not when your mouth is full though."
"Spoilsport."
Bree squealed as Will's hands went roaming under her shirt. They messed around very cutely together in the wake of their outdoor blowjob, but I didn't stick around to watch. The hypnotic effect was broken and I was able to slip my trembling body back out of view and return to my dinner preparations.
I couldn't focus. Could barely get the food in the oven with enough seasoning to be considered edible. My mind was anywhere but on what I was doing. I couldn't stop thinking about Will and Bree, and about sucking cock. My pussy was a mess, and I hardly dared check on what kind of disaster my panties must be.
Bree swanned through the area and nearly made me drop a knife on my foot at her appearance, even though rationally speaking there was no reason I needed to be nervous about her sneaking up on me. She didn't know what I'd seen.
"Smells good," she complimented cheerfully.
"Thanks," I mumbled. "Are you staying? I made some for you."
"Sounds great," she beamed. "Can I help with anything?"
"No... no thanks," I stuttered. "It's all just cooking now."
The idea of sharing a kitchen with her just then was too much to contemplate. Even just a brief interaction with her left me picturing her mouth on my brother's dick again, and made me feel all kinds of emotions that I really didn't need.
I barely managed to make it through supper in any kind of coherent way. Sitting together with my brother and parents, and of course Bree still present and acting like nothing was amiss. Which for her I supposed it wasn't. She and Will had probably done all manner of sexy things together. They had nothing to feel particularly weird about. Just me.
I'd never been so relieved to make it to the safety of my own bedroom for the night. It was very early, but that wasn't unusual for me. It was common enough for me to lock myself in there for odd or long hours, working on drawing naughty pictures, or gaming, or obsessing about some new interest, or indeed masturbating. I didn't share all of those things, naturally, but at least the pattern was there so that no one would suspect that I was actually desperate to play with myself after that afternoon.
I finally was able to ditch my jeans and confirm that my panties had been drenched from earlier. Bottomless, I laid a towel down on my computer chair and settled myself in with my large water bottle handy, as well as my favourite vibrator.
I started simple, looking up blowjob videos, finding something tolerable, and rubbing my pussy to a quick and needful cum. I could get myself off pretty fast when I was sufficiently horny, but this might even have been a new record.
As the edge wore off, just a little, I spent more time crafting my experience. I searched more videos, through my usual hentai sites, and scrolled through lists of dirty stories. All focused on blowjobs. I couldn't get them out of my head.
My vibrator flicked on smoothly and settled in my pussy with the little extension on the side taking care of my clit. I sighed in contentment and kept going, both hands available for searching out more and more porn like a true degenerate while I got my hands-free pussy pleasure.
I came so many times. Possibly a new personal best to go with my previous record of fastest cum. It was a whole new world this evening. I drenched the towel beneath me, emptied my water, and felt terribly ashamed when I finally came up for air and realized what time it was. There was obsessed, and then there was obsessed. This was pretty bad.
Yet still I rubbed myself off once more before finally hitting the bathroom and slinking into bed. Even that marathon session wasn't enough to totally erase the image of Bree sucking my brother, and all the thrills that spying on her had brought me.
****
I needed to do it for myself. That was my eventual conclusion. I needed to suck cock.
It was a weird feeling. I'd imagined doing all sorts of naughty things over the years, fantasized about them, but generally accepted that they weren't in the cards for me. At least not yet. One kind of needed a partner for most of these things, and I couldn't see that happening.
Anyone I'd been interested in, whether a lot or a little, had always been unavailable or uninterested. Even when I'd given up on waiting to hopefully, maybe, possible be asked out and had done it myself. The visceral knowledge that rejection stung was about the only thing I came out of my attempts with.
That had usually been fine. Painful, but fine. I wasn't as outgoing and fun as a lot of girls, and wasn't pretty enough to make up for that. It was just reality, and mostly I was ok on my own anyway. At the very least I was well-practiced.
But this need to suck a dick was something else entirely. It wasn't like my previous horny needs. I couldn't get it out of my head.
I mentally reviewed my options of guys I knew; friends, acquaintances, and coworkers. I already knew there weren't any good options there, but I made the effort anyway, as well as perving more than usual on people I passed by or handsome guys who stuck around in my eyeline for one reason or another.
Taking a little more control of the situation, I spent an evening very carefully selecting some dildos online that might help curb my hunger. It was a proven tactic. Like how vibrators had helped me over the hump of badly wanting someone to lick me out, or how butt plugs took care of my anal curiousity. Sex toys were very much my friends, and I was utterly unashamed of using them to their full potential.
I tried catching Will and Bree being bad again without admitting to myself that that's what I was attempting, but no luck in any case so it didn't matter.
Despite my lack of success, every time Bree came over was a refresher in my head of what she could do any time she wanted, and what I didn't get to experience. Maybe I was envious after all. At the very least I was horny enough to be slipping into foolish behaviour territory.
My toys helped quite a bit when they arrived. They weren't the real thing by any means, but being able to chill in my room sucking on a semi-realistic cock took the edge off a little. With my eyes closed and a good imagination, I could half-convince myself it was like giving a blowjob. And fuck, even that sad pretense did it for me somehow.
I tore through getting commissions out for a time, especially anything that involved drawing a blowjob of some kind. A lot of it was furry stuff, which was fine. Not my jam, but I could make it work for me, particularly when I could use my discretion and add the sorts of details I needed just then.
I often went back and forth drawing and sucking on my dildo, spending hours at a time until both my wrist and mouth needed a break. It was bad.
My couple of shifts at work every week made it even more clear, as if it wasn't obvious already, that I was going way too hard on this obsession. I spent hours and hours just watching people and imagining what kind of cock they might have, and what it would be like to suck them off. I thought it would just be guys, but it was even worse than that. It turned out imaging girls with dicks was just as hot in a lot of cases, especially if I pictured strapons since the fantasy dildos better matched what I had available at home.
For some reason that really helped my self-play sessions too, since it was easier to imagine a girl shoving a dildo down my throat than a boy. Boys probably just wanted their dicks given some attention, but girls... girls could want anything.
It was a helpless situation for me, and I knew that. I just kept escalating my own play, hoping to grow out of this infatuation I had, but knowing that it wasn't going to be that simple. It made me wet and horny and so very desperate for someone to share it all with. Worse than I'd ever felt that need before. No amount of shoving a dildo down my throat or browsing online for ever larger, more creative, or cum-dispensing options was going to truly solve anything for me. But for a futile effort, I was having a great fucking time with it.



I slowly zeroed in on talking to Bree. I'd known ever since I'd seen her sucking off Will that I needed to talk to her about it, but I'd resisted as hard as I could. I didn't want that conversation. I just didn't know what else I could possibly do. I didn't have anyone in my life I could talk to about blowjobs.
So my brother's girlfriend it was.
It had been weeks since the incident. One would think it would have let my emotions settle and allow me to behave in a somewhat normal fashion. One would be incorrect to think that.
"Hey, Bree?" I said, picking a time when it was just her and I at the house, Will having gone out to pick up food.
"Hey, Kelse," she said warmly, setting down her phone and flashing me a smile. "What's up?"
I carefully settled myself on the couch with her, but maintaining as much physical distance as I could.
"Can I ask you a weird question?" I said.
She cocked her head but kept smiling. "Intriguing. Sure."
"You can't, like, tell anyone. Even Will."
"Haha, ok." She turned to fully face me, criss-crossing her legs and leaning forward. "You have my attention. Hit me."
I blushed and looked away. "I... maybe I can't actually."
"Kelsey!"
"I can't! It's too much."
"Come on now. I'm listening."
"I know," I said. "That's what makes it too much."
Bree gave me a bemused look, then turned to face forward again, not looking at me. "How about now?"
"Um... better, actually."
"So?"
I squirmed, fidgeting in my seat, plucking at a slight rip in the knee of my jeans. "I...."
"Yes?"
"Is it...."
"Kelsey, seriously, you can ask the question. I promise whatever it is it's not going to get worse from you telling me."
I nodded, grateful to Bree. I could see why my brother liked her, even with sexy stuff aside.
"Ok, but you're probably going to think it's weird," I said. I took a deep breath. "Is it bad if I... really want to give a blowjob?"
Bree waited. "That's it?" she eventually asked, daring to turn toward me again.
"I mean I really, really want to," I said. "Like... like badly."
"Why would that be bad or weird?" she asked, genuinely confused.
I blushed furiously. "Because... it's not like I want to make a guy feel good or anything. I just... I just really want to do it. And... and I haven't done it. Not for real."
Bree shrugged and leaned back, adopting a comfortable pose. "Kelse, want what you want. If you want someone to make you feel bad about this, you came to the wrong girl. I think blowjobs are fun, personally."
"I know," I said without thinking.
"You know?" Bree asked.
"Just... just you know. I've heard you," I lied. Well, not technically a lie, but not the truth either. "You and Will."
"Haha, oh, right. Oops, sorry about that. I'm not always the subtlest," Bree laughed.
I squirmed some more. "But like, I shouldn't want specifically that, should I? Like... logically, wouldn't wanting someone to lick me make more sense?"
Bree threw her hands out. "Hey, if we had to do sex based on logic, very little of it would ever happen."
"Oh."
"And you want to know what? People out there have way weirder and less logical kinks than that. So I really wouldn't worry about it."
I stopped and thought for a moment, all the while realizing she was entirely right. I'd been focused on such a small part of sexuality this whole time. With my side-hustle drawing porn for people online, I understood the weird kinks out there more than most. Bree was absolutely right that blowjobs were tame and boring in comparison, if anything.
"So I guess I'm not all that weird actually, huh?" I said, feeling a little better.
"Not at all," Bree said. "I mean, realistically, if you're that into blowjobs, that's probably a great asset for snagging the boy you like." She grinned like she was imparting sage wisdom. "Boys like their dicks sucked."
I nodded and tried to smile back, but just felt a horrible pang inside instead.
"Kelsey?" Bree asked, worried. "Kelse? What's wrong?"
I shrugged miserably. "That's kind of back to my problem. I don't... I don't have a boy who wants that sort of thing from me."
"Oh now...."
"I've tried!" I insisted. "I mean, not recently, but I have. And... and I don't want someone who only wants me because I'll suck him off."
"No, that's very fair," Bree sighed. "It'd be a nice perk, but that's not the basis for a relationship on its own. I was just teasing, you know. I didn't want to upset you over this."
"I know," I said. "Just... there's something wrong with me."
"There isn't."
"There is! How does no one want me?"
"Oh baby girl," Bree said.
I was ready to argue this all night. I knew it wasn't healthy, but it was just what happened sometimes. My lack of romantic success was such a sore spot for me that it led to some pretty bad emotional responses at times. Even worse now, feeling as vulnerable as I did.
Bree short-circuited everything by just darting toward me and pulling me to her, my head nestling against her breasts. If it was meant to shut me up, boy did it work.
I was vaguely aware that I shouldn't have my cheek pressed against my brother's girlfriend's chest. But to be fair, she'd put my face there, so it was her fault. It felt nice, and I had to admit not even in a sexual way, though my deviant mind tried to make it so. It was just cozy and comforting, and made me feel safe once I let myself sink into the feeling. The latter of which took quite some time, but Bree hadn't let me go and continued to just hold me to her.
Granted, it was only with one loose arm, her other hand returning to her phone. Very casually healing me with her boobs. I could have pulled away at any time, really, but was forced to admit I didn't want to. I wanted to sit there forever.
I wondered what it would be like to suck on Bree's tits. It was only idle thinking, nothing at all like the insane need to suck on a cock that had been my whole driving force lately, but it did seem to me that it would be quite nice in a slightly different kind of way.
I bemusedly recognized at some point in our cuddle time that if Bree ever strapped on a dildo and told me to get on my knees, I would suck on her just as eagerly and obediently as I possibly could. It was a strange thought more so than a horny one. It probably told me something about myself, even if I had no idea what just at the moment. Nevermind that it was ridiculous because she would never do any such thing.
Will eventually arrived home with the takeout. He greeted us bemusedly when he saw how we were sitting together, but Bree wasn't having any teasing about it.
"Just some girl time," she said. "Never you mind."
"Wasn't gonna say a thing," Will insisted. "Anyway, I got the food."
"Good boy," Bree said. She patted my head. "Alright, Kelse, booby time is over."
"Aw," I said.
"Hehe, I know, but your bro'll get jealous."
I sat up, only feeling a tiny little blush in my cheeks, which wasn't bad under the circumstances. I embarrassed pretty easy.
I felt pretty good the rest of the evening, in any case, though I now had fantasies of sucking on titties competing in my head with all the blowjobs. Cocksucking still won overall, but it was a solid mix. I apparently just badly needed things in my mouth other than food and sex toys.
****
Bree came to me a few days after that, knocking on my door. I took a moment to hurriedly switch shirts since I'd drooled all over the one I'd been wearing. That happened a lot these days with my blowjob practicing.
"Yes?" I said, trying to sound casual as I opened up my bedroom.
"Hey, Kelse," Bree said cheerfully. "I had some free time while Will's out with his friends. I thought maybe... we could go shopping?"
"Shopping?" I asked, mildly confused. "For what?"
"Well, you were asking about blowjobs," she said.
I nodded shyly. "I don't think you can buy those."
"You can, actually," Bree giggled. "But I take your meaning. No, I meant it might be fun to acquire a toy or two for practice. I've, uh, done similar things in the past. Before I had a nice boy to take care of my needs, of course." She grinned and winked. "Though I still make use of them from time to time."
It took me a moment to catch up, despite how very unsubtle she was being.
"Oh, like a dildo to suck on?" I said. "Yeah, no, I got that covered already."
Bree cocked her head, then her eyes slid past me and she smirked. "Ah, yes, I see that now. Ha, silly me."
I followed her gaze and realized that despite changing my messy shirt, I hadn't actually hidden the dildo on my computer desk. It was, in fact, still suction cupped in place and standing proudly straight upward.
I meeped and darted over, trying to hide it, even though the damage had been done already. Unfortunately it was one of those panic things, helped along by just how spitty I'd left the toy. I fumbled the removal and just ended up making the dildo wobble a bit instead.
"Hey, it's cool," Bree said, stepping casually into my room and looking around. It was probably the first time she'd been in, come to think of it. "I've seen plenty of toys. Big fan. You're not exactly scandalizing me here."
I hugged my arms around myself. "No one else has seen them," I said quietly.
"I should think not," Bree agreed. "Family wouldn't be the best audience for your proclivities."
I shifted my weight back and forth from one leg to the other. "Are you going to tell Will about them?"
Bree chewed her lip. "That's an interesting question," she said. "Ordinarily I wouldn't bother mentioning anyone's sex toys, since they're no one's business anyway."
"What do you mean ordinarily?" I asked.
"Well... I'm kind of curious," she said. "And depending on you... I might have to share some things with him. Seeing as how we're together and all."
My eyes widened. "What?"
"Just like, you know, that's an awfully large dildo," Bree said. "And I feel like you can't actually make use of the whole thing. And yet... something tells me you absolutely can."
"Oh that," I blushed. Embarrassment and pride fought a brief scuffle. "I can take it all," I admitted, wanting to impress Bree more than I wanted to curl up and die.
"What is it? Must be eight or nine inches about?" Bree guessed.
"Um... nine and a half," I said.
She gave a low whistle and settled herself on the end of my bed. "Pretty good work there. I mean I know what I'm about too, don't get me wrong. Any way that you'd, like, show me though?"
I blinked. "Show you... on the dildo?"
"Yeah. Would you?"
I looked at the toy, then back to Bree. I still wanted to impress her, but this felt like a lot. Perhaps just because it was a brand new sexual thing for me, even if it arguably was just a physical demonstration.
It was hard to tell myself it wasn't sexual at all, though, what with the way my pussy burned and my heart yearned to acquiesce.
"Isn't that bad?" I squeaked. "Like... Will...."
"You think he might want to watch too?" Bree asked innocently.
I meeped even louder than before and covered my face with my hands. Bree just laughed.
"Sorry," she said. "I'm teasing. But no, I know. I would definitely have to tell your brother about this if you were to show me your skills. But... do you want to anyway? I think it might be fun."
I really badly did want to do it. That was the thing. The more she asked, the more I wanted to give in and do it.
"No making fun of me?" I asked, a last ditch effort to keep myself from doing what I really wanted to here.
"Absolutely not," Bree promised, eyes lighting up. "You... you're really gonna...."
"You wanted it, right?" I said.
"Yeah. Just didn't think you'd actually do it."
Bree sat straight up expectantly, her legs kicking slightly in excitement.
I trembled as I grabbed my dildo, not fumbling the pickup this time. I stood in front of Bree, took a deep breath, then started pushing the toy in my mouth before I could talk myself out of it.
My pussy was on fire, and I only had the tip in my mouth. It was the being watched aspect. That made it real in a way that playing by myself just wasn't. Someone else's presence made all the difference.
I was able to watch Bree's face as the first half of the dildo slid between my lips, though I started to lose visual focus on her as I entered my throat and had to tilt my head back more.
I choked a bit as I got deeper. That was pretty usual. The drool was coming, I knew that well enough. Probably some tears as well. This sort of thing got messy, especially over long sessions. I didn't want to make too much of a scene though, and opted to just show off my range of depth then pull out. I held the dildo all the way in my mouth and throat just for a second, long enough to prove I could, before sliding it back out.
Rather gratifyingly, Bree looked at me with awe and interest. Not even a hint of teasing on her.
"Nice," she finally said. "That was... pretty damn smooth."
"Oh," I said, trying to wipe my chin with some modicum of class and poise. "Thanks."
"Better than I thought, honestly," Bree said. "You really have practiced."
I looked away. "Maybe kind of a lot lately," I admitted. "Like maybe too much."
"It's paying off," Bree said. She glanced at my toy. "Is it... would it be too much if...."
"If what?" I asked, genuinely confused now.
Bree chewed her bottom lip again, a gesture I was starting to find oddly horny. "Mind if I have a go?" she finally asked.
"I... what? Really?"
"Yeah."
I wordlessly held the dildo toward her. Surely she didn't really mean it. Surely she wouldn't.
But she did. She tilted her head back and started swallowing my toy.
I sat down next to her, close to her, staring with utter fascination, trying to watch her hand, lips, and neck all at once. All the while finding it painfully sexy that she hadn't even given the toy a cursory wipedown. My spit was helping it slide down her throat.
The bulge my dildo made as she deepthroated it was so stupidly hot. It must be how I looked to an observer. That and the slutty gagging and drooling. Oh how she drooled, straight down her chin. I could so easily have leaned in and licked it up. Not that I would dare.
Bree somehow made eye contact with me while holding the toy inside her, palm of her hand keeping it in her mouth. She held up her other hand and started counting off seconds silently, just by lifting fingers. She reached an easy five and withdrew the dildo again, now even sloppier with both of us having slobbered all over it.
"Wow," I breathed. "That was... that was hot."
"You liked that, huh?" she said.
I nodded. "Is that what I look like too?"
"I don't know exactly," Bree said. "I can't see myself. But probably. You look very hot doing it too."
I couldn't help myself. I didn't know how long exactly I'd been waiting for someone to think I looked hot. Even in the context of doing something pretty slutty, as it turned out. But it had happened, and I wanted more. I craved more of Bree's approval, of her interest, maybe even of her desire in some strange way. Not that I'd forgotten she was my brother's girlfriend or anything, but still.
I snatched my dildo back from Bree's unprotesting grip and let it sink back down my throat. I mimicked her move of holding my hand across my mouth, forcing the toy as deep as I safely could while I counted off seconds with my other hand.
My gagging and choking were more pronounced this time as I held for a full count of ten. Drool escaped my lips and ran down my chin, and I was forced to blink at tears every now and then despite my best efforts to hold steady eye contact with Bree.
"So hot," Bree whispered.
I spat the dildo back out, coughing softly and swiping the back of my hand across my chin. I was such a mess, and in other circumstances would have been humiliated about that. But Bree liked it. She liked the way I looked right now, and I felt safe carrying on this game. Safe and horny. So very horny.
As I hoped, she took her turn again, holding for a twelve count. Then I went to thirteen.
We giggled like we were getting away with something naughty, which was at least partly true. I was so fucking buzzed and wet as we kept one-upping each other by one or two seconds. It was one of the best times of my life, and I didn't want it to ever end.
I didn't care how red-eyed, tear-streaked, and spit-flooded I became, because Bree was right there with me, getting just as messy. She looked radiant to my eyes, and I felt like maybe I appeared the same to her. I hoped so badly that I did. Even considering my lack of self-esteem in that area, she was so enthusiastic I found I couldn't help but take her praise at face value.
Eventually I held the dildo in my mouth and throat for a full thirty. I almost didn't make it, choking so bad I nearly coughed it back out. But I did it, and I felt pretty proud of myself about it.
"Ok," Bree laughed. "Ok, ok. You win. Damn, girl."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, you're wearing my throat out, and I have to save some energy for your brother, you know."
I giggled in scandalized fashion. "I guess. Um... thanks for doing this with me. It was fun."
"It was very fun," Bree agreed. "You're a girl of hidden talents and surprises, Kelse. I always kind of figured that, on some level."
"You did?"
"Yeah. Wouldn't have guessed this happening at all. But it feels very nice sharing it with someone."
I nodded, feeling the continued warmth of our mutual game still inside me. "It really does. But, uh, is it ok that we did though? Like Will--"
"I'll worry about Will," Bree said.
"Are you going to tell him?"
"Kinda have to. I think it would probably be cheating otherwise."
I shivered pleasantly at the notion that I'd just had a shared experience that could be considered cheating. Probably bad to feel that way about it, but I couldn't very much help that. I was more worried anyway about what my brother would think.
"It'll be ok though, right?" I asked hopefully.
Bree laughed softly. "Yeah, don't worry about that. This was fun. Don't ruin it for yourself. I'm certainly not going to."
"Ok," I said, finding that I trusted her.
Her eyes were so intense and captivating. She kept staring at me a moment longer than was comfortable, though somehow in a way that made me want to melt into her rather than shy away. I didn't resist when she leaned in. Her kiss was just a soft brush of her lips on my cheek, perfectly tame and chaste, but hit me like a proper, deep, heartfelt kiss instead.
"I better go clean up," Bree said. "You be good."
She winked as she said the last part, clearly meaning the opposite of her words. She sauntered out, leaving to my own devices.
My bottoms were off about three seconds after the door closed and I had a pair of fingers buried in my sloppy snatch shortly after that. I was so horny, so painfully, desperately out of control. It was insane that I'd held it together as long as I had. There was no way in hell I'd been about to lose any of that experience with Bree though. Not for all the horniness in the world.
I didn't even feel guilty about it. Sure that was partly just my state of arousal talking, but also I truly did trust and believe her when she told me it was all alright. I wanted to be able to trust someone like that. Someone of my own, perhaps, would be ideal. But for now, with my limited experience and options, this was pretty amazing.
I gave myself a much-needed cum just fingering myself and thinking about everything that had just happened.
Without even a pause, I started on orgasm two, this time while sucking on the dildo Bree and I had shared that was still coated with our combined spit. As was my face and my shirt. Considering my pussy as well, I was incredibly messy and sloppy all over.
I throat-fucked myself while rubbing my clit or fingering my g-spot. Whatever felt right in the moment. My second cum was even harder and wetter than the first.



By the time I was on my third, I'd broken out my vibrator and pressed it deep up my cooch so it hit all my favourite places all at once. The buzz on my clit was especially needful. I carried on choking myself on fake cock at the same time.
My imagination had flashed to Bree repeatedly, and with my fingers freed up to just hold a vibrator rather than rubbing myself, I found I had a little more attention to spare to the fantasies.
Somehow it didn't surprise me that the hottest thoughts weren't of Bree fingering me, or licking me, or pegging me. They were all of her kneeling next to me and forcing my dildo as deep as it could go in my mouth while I helplessly vibed myself. That was all she did, even in my own wildest fantasizing. Just choked me on dildo and let me do the rest.
I could halfway fake the feeling of it if I closed my eyes and stuffed my own throat full. It wasn't the same as the helpless trust of letting her do it, nor did I feel the burning of having her watch me, but it was still stupidly hot and left me an even sloppier and more pitiful mess than before.
I came probably too many times before I was done. My pussy was sore, my throat and jaw ached, and my eyes were so red it looked like I'd been in my room smoking for hours. Spit was everywhere too, but at least that could be cleaned up without any fuss. Not that I did right away. I let it abide for a while until I finally had to leave my room.
At no time in the past had I ever felt half so sexy about myself. If nothing else, Bree had already made me feel good in that respect. Even with the mess. Maybe especially with it.
****
I halfway came to my senses after the event with Bree. Over the next few days I felt quite a lot of stabbing anxiety any time I ran into her or Will, or even thought about them. Contrarily, I also put deliberate effort into trying to catch Bree blowing my brother again, to no success.
It was an emotionally fraught time for me. At least I had my horniness to see me through. I couldn't be nearly so anxious when I was super aroused and busy doing lewd things to myself.
My drawing commissions also benefited, and I received even more compliments than usual for my work. Apparently my new appreciation for girls, or indeed boys, choking themselves on cock was paying off in the effects I could achieve with my drawings. The more my horny imagination flowed, the better stuff I produced as a general rule, and this was no exception.
I was still an awkward little thing. Nothing really new there, but more pronounced than usual, perhaps.
Will picked up on it. I wasn't always sure how much attention he was paying to me. He had that way about him generally. Totally oblivious sometimes to things that should have been obvious, but then sharply insightful about other things out of nowhere. He was a hard one to figure out at times.
In this case, I supposed, it really wasn't much of an achievement to realize something was off with me. I probably might as well have been flashing a neon sign to that effect.
"Hey, so you haven't really been hanging out at all lately," Will said one day when we both happened to hit the kitchen at the same time.
"Oh, yeah, well... I've been busy," I lied.
"Really?"
"Kinda."
"Ah, good, well that's all cleared up then."
"Sorry," I said. "It's... just been kind of a weird time for me, I guess."
Will nodded slowly. "Weird because of Bree?"
I blushed. "No. Yeah. Maybe a little? Nothing's wrong or anything," I hastened to add.
"Ok, because she did kind of tell me about something that happened, and I'd convinced myself it was just something she was exaggerating to, uh, provoke a reaction from me," Will said.
It was my turn to be curious. "What kind of reaction? What did she say?"
"See, I don't want to say what she said if it didn't happen," Will said, blushing in turn.
I already felt way better about the situation if it wasn't just me being embarrassed. Plus it was so unusual for my brother to get shy about a topic, and I really kind of liked it.
"Well I can't tell you if it happened if you don't tell me what you think happened," I pointed out.
"We could go in circles with this for a while, huh?" Will sighed.
"Probably," I said.
"Do you want to just tell me what happened?" he tried.
"Not until I know what Bree already told you," I said.
"Damn. Ok, what if we both say what we think happened?" he said. "Like take turns."
I thought about it. I decided I could be ok with it, since it didn't put all the pressure on me. "Acceptable," I said.
"Cool. Um... you want to start?"
Will was still pretty red, which continued to make things easier for me, as I wasn't the only awkward one in the room.
"I asked Bree about... about some sex stuff," I said. "Just for advice. I, uh, don't have a lot of options to talk about certain things. She seemed safe."
"I get that," Will said. "She's pretty great and comfortable to talk to. Were your questions about, like, blowjobs?"
I bit my lip. "Might have been. And we might have discussed sex toys."
"And Bree offered to go shopping with you, but you, uh...."
"Already had been," I nodded. "Online, naturally."
"Naturally," Will echoed faintly. "So I guess the part that I really thought she was making up is...."
"Yes?" I prompted.
"Did you...."
"Go on," I said.
"Don't make me say it," Will pleaded.
"Hey, if you want to know," I said, "you gotta ask."
"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Will said.
"A little bit," I grinned. I still felt awkward, but he was so clearly even more uncomfortable. Not something I got to enjoy too often. "Go ahead."
Will took a deep breath. "Did you, like, share one of your toys a little?" he managed.
"You could put it that way," I said. "We, uh, I think were just showing off for each other. It might have got out of hand pretty quickly."
"Oh wow. Ok. So she was telling the truth," Will said.
"Sounds like," I said. "Why did you think otherwise?"
He squirmed under my intense gaze. "She likes to get me worked up sometimes. She just says things. Things she thinks might get me excited."
I found my breath catching in my chest. "And she says things about me?" I asked, disbelieving.
"No!" Will said far too quickly.
"You just said she did," I said. "You said she told you what happened, and you thought it was just another little fantasy to get you horny."
Will flinched at the word 'horny.' "That's not quite fair."
"Isn't it?"
"I thought there probably was some truth to it. Like I said, she exaggerates."
"Ever about me?" I pressed.
He remained silent.
"Will? Ever about me?"
"Maybe once or twice," he admitted reluctantly.
"Oh my god," I said. My heart beat with such confused excitement. I didn't know what to make of any of it, whether I should be happy, or disgusted, or ashamed, or what.
"It's really not as bad as it sounds," Will said. "Like... like she sometimes wants to mess around in risky places. Sometimes around the house. Sometimes while you're home." He shrugged. "Almost like she wants to get caught."
I stared at him, wondering frantically whether they knew they had, in fact, been caught that one time.
Will, misinterpreting my silence, kept babbling on. "This really was the first time it was anything more than just 'what if Kelse catches us being naughty.' Well, mostly. I mean, Bree did claim you were watching us one time. I think she was making it up to get a reaction out of me."
"And did she?"
"... I don't want to say."
"What were you doing?"
"Kelse... I don't know if I should keep talking about this with you."
"Little late for that," I said.
"Yeah, it probably is," Will sighed. "It was, like, maybe a month ago? Something like that? It was late, she wanted to give me a blowjob in the living room. You and Mom and Dad were all sleeping. Probably. She claims she heard someone padding around. That you were probably watching us."
I shivered. That was all kinds of wrong, both factually and probably ethically. And yet....
"That definitely wasn't me," I said.
"That's what I thought," Will said. "I never heard anything. She just likes to get me going."
"... why would that get you going?"
"It... that's not... it's not anything weird like what you're thinking. It's just, you know, the danger of it."
"Ah," I said, actually a little disappointed.
I was in a weird position of actually having caught them, but not at the time Will had suggested. I could reveal that or not, it was up to me. But I didn't want to say it if he wasn't accepting of the notion.
It was all kind of a mess right now, and while I suspected we were both hiding things, I couldn't be sure just what my brother was keeping from me.
"Bree gets really horny about stuff," Will shrugged, as though it was a useful excuse. "I never know what she's actually into when she gets started on some new fantasy of hers."
"Maybe she's into all of it?" I said.
"Maybe," Will said. "In which case I don't know that I can keep up with her long term."
"That's awfully pessimistic."
"Sure, but I mean, like, I think she's actually into the idea of being caught. Like... like having you see us doing stuff, you know? And you're my sister and all, and I can't want that kind of thing."
My heart beat harder again. The way he was talking, it was almost like he was dodging around the reality that he could be into me watching them. Kind of like me trying not to think too hard about how hot it was to catch Bree sucking his cock. It was a dangerous line to walk right now. Better probably just to nudge the subject along a different path.
"What about what Bree and I did?" I asked. "How you feeling about that?"
Will scratched his head. "Confused? Yeah, confused."
"Good confused?"
"Maybe a little."
I nodded. "Ok."
"You're, uh, ok with that?" he asked.
"She's your girlfriend. You're the one who has to be ok or not."
"Even if I might kinda think it's hot?" he asked.
My eyes widened and I let out a small, helpless gasp. "Do you?"
"Is it ok if I do?"
"I mean... probably? But how come you'd admit to that and not the watching thing?"
"Totally different," Will assured me.
"Not that different," I said.
"Well, you know, if Bree's just telling me about something... it's not like we really had anything to do with one another," he said.
"That's the rule, is it?" I asked.
"I think so."
I was so nervous, so excited, so desperately wet now. I didn't want to let my brother know how bad it was. Not at all. But....
"I'd do it again, with Bree," I said, more confidently than I felt. "And it's ok if she shares."
That said, I scampered away before I had to converse any longer. I left my brother on that note of all things, probably just as confused as when we'd started talking. I couldn't bear to be there any longer. It was all too much. But in a good way, I hoped.
I locked myself in my room for a long, frantic masturbation session. It was probably even obvious what I was doing and I didn't care. Will could know if he wanted to. It wasn't like it was worse than anything else we'd just talked about.
Besides, I was nearly certain my brother had been getting hard toward the end of our conversation. That had to have been a definite bulge in his pants that I'd seen. I hadn't looked right at it, not for more than a glance, but I was sure.
I giggled to myself before firing up my vibrator. My amusement turned to needy sighs, but my thoughts were still on Will. Will and Bree. Bree and me. All that.
It was insane. We were all insane. But it was about the hottest thing I could ever think of, and I really, truly did want to play with Bree again. It was even ok now, sort of. Actually that part was still unclear, but Will wasn't upset about it anyway. I wondered what he'd think if he saw us next time. If he caught us the way I'd caught Bree blowing him.
I made myself cum multiple times until I felt like a semi-normal person again. I lay in my bed and hugged a pillow to my chest while both smiling and feeling anxious at the realization that I definitely, absolutely hoped that Bree would want to do more fun things together, but I didn't know if she actually would or not.
****
Over the next several days I began to worry that Bree wasn't, in fact, going to want to mess around again. I had an obsession, that much was clear. I took time away from drawing paying commissions to draw out the two of us--or representations thereof--each sloppily sucking on dildos, side by side. It was the best I could do.
I couldn't just ask her for more. She was still my brother's girlfriend, after all. But that barrier wasn't going to stop me forever. I could already feel like maybe, just maybe, I could build the confidence to talk about it anyway. Even if I probably shouldn't. Even if she might not want to do naughty things with me again.
I definitely got way too in my head about it. Obsessively, even. I just couldn't help myself.
Luckily Bree was just as much a hornygirl as I was. Even with the outlet she already had in my brother. She knocked on my door one day, and I had to hurriedly save the drawing I'd been working on and get it out of sight. My shirt was damp and my dildo was prominently displayed, but those things were ok for her to see as far as I was concerned. It was possible I even wanted to naughtily show off a little, as though it might help get her in the right mindset.
"Hey Kelse," she said. "Busy?"
She deliberately held her eyes on my chest for long enough that she could hardly have failed to note the fresh drool over the top of my shirt. The teasing note in her voice was confirmation that she knew what I'd been up to.
"Not really," I lied anyway. "What's up?"
"Oh, you know," Bree said, breezing into my room, shopping bag loosely held in one hand. "Will's out with the boys. I got bored. You know how it is."
"I'm usually around," I said.
"I know," she smiled. "I'd been thinking how best to approach you again. You know, when the house is quiet like."
"Oh! Well, like, any time, really," I said, failing to sound as casual as I wanted to.
"Good to know," Bree said. "I suspected as much, but you never really know, do you?"
I fully understood what she meant, I was just surprised to hear that she would have any hesitation at all. She was so confident and self-assured compared to me, it was almost confusing to realize that she could feel any of the same kinds of doubts I did.
"Know about what?" I asked.
"Well... we had such fun the other day," Bree said. "And I'm here wondering, like, what else could we get up to?"
"You... you want to do it again?" I asked hopefully.
"Kinda yeah. You?"
I nodded eagerly. "Mmhm!"
"Great! Because I'm horny and I don't have your brother to mess around with at the moment."
I giggled. "You might even be hornier than me, you can't even wait a few hours."
Bree shrugged. "Can't wait, don't want to wait. Same difference."
"Will's gonna be sad he lost out," I said.
"Ha, don't worry. I take care of my boy," Bree said. "He's not missing out on cummies if I have anything to say about it."
"You're bad!" I said, enjoying every second of Bree scandalizing me.
"I know it," she said. "What's surprised me is how I think you're maybe just as bad. Never would have seen that coming. Though to be fair, I did always suspect you were wilder than you let on, even if I didn't go nearly far enough in my suspicions."
"I'm not that wild," I protested shyly.
"We'll see about that," Bree said lightly.
She finally revealed what she'd brought in with her, scooping a dildo from the bag in her hand. I felt a happy shiver for the promise of playing our same game from last time, though felt a little apprehensive about the sheer length of dildo that she produced.
"That... that might be too big for me," I stated, not wanting to come across as inexperienced in front of Bree, even though I very much was in many respects. I at least felt confident in my ability to deepthroat sex toys, but not confident enough for the monster she was wiggling around in the air at the moment.
"Haha, I should hope so," Bree laughed. "This isn't a one person toy. This one's for sharing."
My eyes flicked to the ends, noting the double-sided nature of the toy. My pussy got hotter just at the potential of 'sharing.' I wasn't even sure what that meant exactly, in this context, but I was already excited by it all the same.
"Sharing, huh?" I said.
"I was thinking about it," Bree said. "If, you know, that's possibly of any interest to you?"
She said it so coyly. As though there was any chance I'd be uninterested.
I snatched the dildo from her unresisting hand and started shoving one end of it down my throat. I'd practiced even more since last time we'd played, and even though the toy was a wild, untenable length for me by myself, I still gave what I thought was a pretty good accounting of my first try on it.
"Not bad, not bad," Bree said appreciatively as I pulled the dildo back out, now nearly half-covered in my spit.
Just to show off, she took the other end of the toy in her mouth and swallowed it slightly further than I had, pretty much right up to the halfway point. I watched closely as she did it, noting the flush of her cheeks, the slight welling of her eyes, and the large bulge in her throat. The trickle of drool as she retracted the dildo was a nice touch as well.
I took my turn again, resolving to get at least to halfway as well. I choked and slobbered, but I got there.
"Good girl," Bree said, casually lifting her shirt up and over her head before taking the dildo back from me. "Sorry, just don't want to mess my top up too much."
I tried not to stare too hard at her tits. Her bra left her technically modest, but still very, very intriguing. I didn't quite dare match her. My shirt was a mess already anyway, and I felt like both of us getting topless meant something more than I was quite prepared for.
Bree drooled on her bared cleavage when she took another try on her dildo. Her gagging sent excess salvia down her chin and dripping onto her boobs in a way that was impossible for my horny little eyes to ignore.
When it was my turn again I almost unconsciously swapped ends and stuck the side Bree had slobbered on down my throat. It gave me such a buzz swapping spit like that, even indirectly.
"Unf, you're gonna get me like that, huh?" Bree moaned. "To think anyone ever believes you're any kind of innocent."
That wasn't totally fair. I was horny and dirty, sure, but that didn't mean there wasn't still innocence in me. Granted, it was hard to see at the moment with my throat stuffed and my own gagged spit trickling down my chin.
I didn't even get the chance to free my mouth up and protest in my own defense. Bree had the other end of the toy between her lips and pressed herself forward on it, incidentally preventing me from removing the dildo from my mouth.
My eyes, teary as they were, still widened as Bree's face approached mine. Her lips slid inexorably closer along the shaft of the dildo, coming close to meeting mine, and only just missing out before we both had to cough the toy out, wipe our faces, and take a quick breather.
"Almost," she cheerfully said.
"That... is that ok?" I said, fully red. I could at least blame the blushing on physical exertion in this case.
"How do you mean?"
"... nothing. Nevermind."
I didn't want to say that it would be like kissing each other. It might risk her agreeing with my concern. I didn't want her to think about it, assuming she hadn't already.
I swapped ends of the dildo again, shoving my face back on it with no hesitation. Our fluids were pretty thoroughly mixed at this point no matter what we did. I wanted more. I craved more. I had a flash of an image, of Bree standing over me and spitting in my open mouth while Will bemusedly watched her do it. That simple fantasy made my pussy burn even hotter than it already was.



We made it to each other this time as Bree met me from the other direction. Her lips pressed mine, softly and barely making contact, but it counted. It was, arguably, my first kiss. And here I was happily letting it happen with my brother's girlfriend, with a ridiculous sex toy shared between us all the while.
A serious amount of drool escaped both of us when we released. My shirt was getting soaked, and Bree's tantalizing cleavage was becoming quite slick and shiny. She coughed and cleared her throat a few times. She was in quite a state--the same as I no doubt was--yet she looked ever more beautiful and radiant to me.
It was so unlike me, and way, way too bold, but I couldn't help myself. I moved in, sneaking up while she was distracted, and kissed her properly. I knew it was a risky move, but I did it anyway. I had to. I needed to know what it felt like.
It was so worth it. Even before I knew what the consequences would be, I knew I wouldn't take it back. She was so soft and wonderful. I wanted more and more of her lips, maybe of her tongue if I could get it. And I certainly wouldn't be opposed to making it sloppier....
For now I just took the fairly chaste but still marvelously sensual kiss that I could get. She let me take longer than I dared to dream, and in fact it ended up being me who finally pulled away.
Bree's face was hard to read after. Not for lack of expression, but quite the opposite if anything. There was so much going on I couldn't process it properly.
"Oh Kelsey..." she breathed.
"Was... was that ok?" I asked.
"I told myself I wasn't going to kiss you or anything," Bree said. "That might be too far, I thought."
"You kind of already did," I said. "Around the dildo."
"That's true."
"And anyway, I kissed you."
"Also true," Bree agreed, just before she leaned in, slipped a hand to the back of my neck, and pulled me for another kiss.
I whimpered and didn't know what to do with myself. Somehow, despite how wonderful the previous kiss had been, this one was better. Something about the dynamics of her kissing me instead of vice versa, as well as physical force used. It wasn't much, but I loved it. I would happily have been pinned down and kissed as much as she wanted.
"I suppose I'll probably have to tell Will about that," Bree murmured.
I gazed at her, panting and adoring, hoping for more. "Weren't you going to anyway?"
"Well yes, of course. Just... I hadn't planned on the kissing. It was just supposed to be good, wholesome, mutual deepthroating play time. You know, nothing naughty."
I giggled softly at the way Bree framed our time together. I knew she was just being silly, but she sold it in such a deadpan way.
I went ahead and impaled my mouth on her dildo again. It seemed easier than trying to logic my way through this. Better to just trick her into more fun. It worked quite well, as soon we were pushing our faces together again, lips meeting while we gagged and drooled on ourselves, or occasionally on each other.
We kept at it, getting better and holding our deepthroating longer the more we practiced. We moved to my bed, with a towel down to catch the worst of our mess, and continued egging each other on until we both had sore throats and had expended a huge percentage of our internal liquid as spit that now covered our fronts.
As if I wasn't running enough of a risk of dehydrating myself entirely, I became aware as we lay panting and recovering that I had managed to soak through my jeans as well. That was new for me. Typically my panties took care of most arousal, and if I was truly being horny I didn't often have pants on anyway.
Curious enough to overcome my shyness--not that I had much of the latter at the moment, something about choking on a fake dick together left me feeling pretty safe and bonded with Bree in the moment--I undid my jeans and reached in for a feel of my underwear.
"What ya doin' there?" Bree asked.
"I, uh, got pretty wet," I said.
"Mmm, me too. Show me."
"What? No. No no no," I protested.
"Come on," she said.
"You first," I demanded.
Bree cocked her head thoughtfully. "If I do," she said slowly, "then you do too, yeah?"
I hesitated, then nodded. I was starting to get the impression she could get me to do just about anything. Even stuff I'd be way too shy and embarrassed to do in front of anyone else at all. Again there was that bond we now shared after being so lewd together. It was perhaps a bigger deal than I realized, even considering how much value I already assigned it in my head.
Bree stripped her pants off in not an elegant way, perhaps, but certainly riveting in its own right.
"There," she said, patting her panties. "Pretty wet, hm?"
I nodded absently, staring at her until she waved a hand in front of my face and reminded me it was my turn.
Blushing furiously, I tried not to think about how intently she was staring at me while I wiggled out of my wet jeans. My panties were drenched. Absolutely ruined. And I was letting Bree see that as clearly as anything. Luckily, as I hoped and expected, she was interested and excited, and not the least bit judgy.
"Damn, girl," she breathed. "Are those... are they fully drenched?"
I nodded, biting my lip.
"Can I... feel?" she asked hesitantly.
I was drunk on arousal, too horny to think about what I was doing. I slipped my panties off too and handed them over.
"You didn't have to take them off," Bree said absently. "But I appreciate that."
"What else was I going to do?" I asked, genuinely curious. "Otherwise you'd have to touch me to feel them and...." I stopped myself as the realization hit. "Oh, I could have let you touch me. Shit."
"Better this way," Bree said, running her thumb over the sodden material of my underwear.
I, now sitting bottomless and trying to obscure my bare pussy without being obvious about it, wasn't fully convinced of that.
"What do you usually when do when you're this turned on?" Bree asked.
"Um... I think that's obvious," I said.
"It is. I just wanted to find out what you'd say."
"I don't want to say it," I said. "And you already know anyway, so...."
"I will if you will," Bree offered softly, gently, knowingly.
I made a small, desperate, horny noise in my throat. I didn't know how this was happening, how I was letting it, but I couldn't stop now.
I lay down on my bed, stretching out comfortably, trying to both ignore Bree's presence and watch her closely. It wasn't a successful or even possible pair of simultaneous goals, but I was too horny to think things through.
I rubbed my pussy and she rubbed hers. We masturbated together, next to each other, within reach even, but without touching. Just watching and listening.
It wasn't truly fair, as she still kept her panties on. But then again, she was down to a bra and I still technically had a shirt on, even if it was so wet that its contribution to preserving modesty was debatable at best.
I ended up squirting hard and wishing I'd repositioned the towel a little better beforehand, but I'd caught even myself by surprise at how fast and how messy it was. Usually I had a better sense of myself. I was all wound up and confused, though a nice cum helped somewhat.
Embarrassed as I was, I was still rather proud of the way Bree looked at me in awe and rubbed her pussy even faster. There were very few words between us at this point. Just the two of us doing our own thing, sharing it but not interfering any more than needed.
I got my vibrator out and used it while Bree kept fingering herself. I did catch her bringing my panties to her face a few times, both smelling and tasting them. I tried to pretend like I didn't notice, like I was too busy vibing myself, but truly it turned me on even more to have her appreciate me like that. It was pervy and wrong, but that hardly seemed like a line worth drawing at this point.
I cummed myself out, then just slumped down in my bed, totally spent. Bree had at least gotten herself off once, but had definitely slowed down faster than I had, only idly rubbing her clit for a while.
"Gotta save some for your brother," she cheerfully informed me.
"Makes sense," I said.
"Mind if I keep your panties for now?" she asked.
Still very pervy of her, but it made me feel really nice that she had the interest.
"Sure," I said.
"Nice," she said.
We lay there together a while longer, maybe casually touching ourselves some more, maybe doing nothing at all. I wanted so badly to roll over and cuddle with her, but I waited way too long to try it and she finally hopped off the bed before I could make my move.
I watched Bree dress, my sodden panties slipped into her pocket before she pranced out of the room.
"Thanks for another good time," she said with a wink.
"Um, yeah. Same," I said. "What about your dildo?"
"Keep hold of it for me, would you?" Bree said. "Honestly... if I use it anywhere, it's probably going to be with you anyway. I don't think I can get Will to choke himself on sex toys for my amusement no matter how cutely I beg."
"I... pretty much always will," I said, feeling a mixed burn from my words, both pleasant and shameful.
"I got that impression alright," Bree said. "It's very nice to know."
Then she was gone, and it was just me in my room with a damp bed and a well-sucked dildo. I slowly came around to realizing just how long I'd been hanging out with Bree with my cooch out. I'd been vaguely aware of it, though somehow with her things like that could just fade into the background. I couldn't imagine letting anyone else check out my pussy so freely. But Bree... Bree could do what she liked with me.
I giggled and hugged my pillow, letting happy tingles consume me for a time. I probably shouldn't be letting myself fall so hard for my brother's girlfriend. I really, probably shouldn't.
But the way she could gag on a dildo, stuffing her throat, drooling out spit....
And more importantly, the way we could do it together....
****
I didn't get my panties back, not that I expected to. I also didn't get anymore immediate play time with Bree. I had a feeling she wanted to see what I'd do when I got horny enough. If so, I supposed she was going to get what she wanted.
I felt safe with Bree in a way I never, ever had before in my life. Like I had a match. Like I belonged.
I trusted Will, and our parents, but only within limits. Never with sex things, for instance.
But thinking about Bree made me smile every time, and no ridiculous question or desire felt like it would be out of bounds. It was so freeing, and for the first time ever I felt like I could start to venture out of my self-constructed emotional cage. Like really, properly, bravely try to ask for some things I craved.
There was something viscerally amusing to me that I only wanted to use my new super-power for access to blowjobs.
"Can I watch you suck him sometime?" I asked one day, shivering slightly with newfound confidence.
Bree blinked, then smiled. "Really?"
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure you're doing it all the time anyway. And I think you want me to see it."
She grinned wider. "You think I'd want something like that?"
"Yes. So can I watch?" I repeated.
Bree bit her lip. "Ask your brother. I'm into it if he is."
"Me ask?" I said. "Can't you?"
"No way! It's better if you do?"
I sighed. "Are you just trying to embarrass me?"
"Haha, maybe."
I thought about it a moment, then shrugged. I was still feeling brave. Or at least horny. Maybe they were the same thing sometimes. "Will!"
Bree shrieked and tried to shush me, but I just called again.
Will bemusedly padded around the corner. "Yeah?"
"Nothing, nevermind!" Bree said quickly. "I'll talk to you later."
Will cocked his head and took a half-step to leave.
"Not nothing," I insisted, knowing I couldn't allow myself to drop this now. "I asked Bree if I could watch her suck you off. She said to ask you if it was ok."
Bree covered her face with her hands and made another embarrassed noise. "Oh my god, I was just teasing! I was gonna ask, ok?"
"Too late," I said.
"I've created a monster," Bree moaned. "And... it honestly didn't take a lot of effort."
She kind of had a point. It didn't seem at all strange to me, since I was well-versed in what I wanted. It was just that I hadn't had any human outlet for any of it until just recently. Getting that connection, even in this manner, was really helping me flourish, if that's what one could call it.
"Are you both serious right now?" Will asked cautiously.
"I am," I said promptly. "I just think it'd be neat."
I was glossing over the fact that I knew I'd enjoy it, since I'd already seen them once. As far as I was concerned, that might remain just my secret.
Will took a moment, then shrugged. "I mean, I think that's probably fine."
"Really?" I said, in the same moment as Bree's head jerked up and she echoed the same thing.
"I kinda don't see why not," Will said. "It's only watching, right?"
I nodded quickly, even though truly my brain had immediately jumped past that. If he was so quick to agree to this, what else could I get away with? Not that I wanted to. He was still my brother. But the possibilities....
Bree unfurled herself and moved over to Will. She wrapped herself around him in a seductive move that I could only envy. It was no surprise at all to me that she had my brother wrapped around her little finger. She treated him so good. What continued to surprise me, and I didn't want to think about it too hard, was that he had any interest at all in me. Even if it was just letting me watch, or going along with Bree's pretend stories about me catching them, or engaging even indirectly in the playtime Bree and I shared.
It was all a complicated mess, but I wasn't about to try and clean it up at this juncture.
"This family is crazy," Bree purred. "I love it."
"You bring out the best in me," Will said, stealing a kiss off her.
"You mean I make you hor-ny," Bree said.
"That too," Will agreed. "And... somehow you made you and Kelsey messing around kinda hot."
"She's fun to mess around with," Bree said. "You should try it."
Will laughed like it was a joke. I found myself heating up instead, in a very confused sort of way. I didn't want that. Not taking it so far. But why did it turn me on so much when she said things like that?
We all ended up in Will's bed, me curled up hugging my knees to my chest, Will laid out with Bree aggressively taking his pants off. My eyes were wide and focused on every detail, my bottom lip caught nigh-permanently between my teeth for something to worry on.
I was so into this. I wasn't a hundred percent sure beforehand that I'd be able to handle it actually happening, but I was sure now.
"I ever tell you you're the best boyfriend ever?" Bree asked, still yanking Will's pants down.
"Once or twice," Will said. His eyes flicked to me, but his gaze never lingered in my direction. Like he was afraid to look at me for too long.
"I'm having such a good time," Bree purred. She crawled back up between Will's bare legs and teased his underwear down.
My eyes were glued to the bulge in my brother's boxers. I needed to see his cock again. I wanted to witness him all hard and excited again. And I absolutely craved the opportunity to watch from closer up as Bree played with him.
"I really... really didn't expect all this," Will admitted.
"Ha, yeah, no shit," Bree giggled. She favoured me with a quick wink. "But you liiike it too, don't you?"
Will turned his face away from both me and Bree. "I don't want to answer that."
"That's ok," Bree said, revealing his erection and teasing it with her fingertips. "You don't really need to."
My heart was pounding so hard. My fingers kept clenching almost painfully on my own knees or wrists, or anywhere at all I could grasp to try and maintain composure. I didn't know what I wanted to do with my hands, only that I wanted so badly to do something. Whether it was to touch Will, or Bree, or possibly just myself.
But I couldn't. Not now. I just needed to watch. To experience. Anything more would be too much. At least for now.
Bree kept cooing over Will, stroking his cock, teasing precum from the tip, talking low and sexy to him. Or perhaps to both of us. She was so very obviously aware of my presence at all times. She was showing off for me at least as much as for my brother.
"You're being such a good boy," Bree was whispering. "You're going to be rewarded for that, I think."
"I don't know that good has anything to do with it," Will protested weakly.
Bree's hand was silky smooth in its movements, rotating softly as it stroked up and down. "Perhaps not," she said. "But everyone's having a good time. That might be more important anyway."
She sank down on his cock, her lips parting delicately around it. I sucked in a breath and held it, eyes wide and rapt.
Will moaned, still unsure where he should be looking. It probably felt amazing for him. Yet that wasn't where my mind was. I wanted to know how it felt for Bree. What she was experiencing. I wanted to be her.
Bree didn't take long getting sloppy. She was still smooth about it, but was definitely forcing Will's cock down her throat pretty hard and fast, making herself gag slightly and drool all over him. I didn't even know if that was usual for them, or if it was a treat for me. Will didn't specifically comment on it though, so it couldn't have been entirely out of character.
The only sounds in the whole room were just Bree's mouth and throat going up and down. Messy, sloppy, and just the hottest fucking thing of my life.
I was drenched. Soaking through yet another pair of panties. Need throbbed through me. I could barely sit still. Yet I was hyper-focused, and my body just had to deal with it.
"Cum for me, ok baby?" Bree panted softly, taking a rare moment off of Will's cock. "Cum in my mouth, ok?"
Will groaned and stroked Bree's hair, gasping in pleasure as she took him back in her mouth. She worked him hard and eagerly, sucking on him like she enjoyed it even more than he did.
Kindred spirits we were. I felt it then, like a revelation. Sure my all-consuming desire for weeks now had been to suck a cock, but somehow, on a different level, I saw that need even more clearly now. And, indeed, recognized Bree as my sister in that burning passion in a whole new light. This wasn't something fleeting that would go away on its own. And it wasn't something I could reason with. Nor, as it happened, did I have any desire to do so.
I let myself vicariously feel and taste Will's cock, as though it was my mouth around it instead of Bree's. I could very nearly manage it, too. I felt connected to Bree so intensely. I bit my lip, watching, waiting, feeling Will pulse inside her, knowing that she was going to get an explosion of cum inside her so very soon.
I wanted that. I knew I did. Even as Will whimpered and shot cum into Bree's pretty, waiting mouth, I ached for the experience of knowing what it was like to receive that hot, gooey mess.
I actually drooled as Bree took the whole sexy load. I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, hoping it had gone unnoticed. The two of them were so intent on each other that I was pretty sure I got away with it.
Fuck was I buzzed though. I needed to hop into my own bed and have some private time. I needed it.
But I still couldn't pull myself away as Bree carefully dislodged herself from Will, leaving his cock spent and slowly softening. She sat back on her heels, smiling cat-like, altogether pleased with herself.
"Ok," Will said, "that was... amazing. As usual, but more so, if anything."
Bree grinned wider, moving in silent and slinky for a quick, almost chaste kiss. She gave my brother a tender boop on the nose with one finger, then hopped out of bed and padded away.



Will and I looked at each other a moment, my eyes flicked to his cock again, then I blushed and scooted away feeling far less graceful about it than Bree.
"I, uh, I'm gonna just..." I mumbled, unable to form even a simple complete thought.
I scurried away, feeling shy and embarrassed, yet elated and alive and needful.
Bree wasn't moving fast, and I caught up to her quickly. She turned to me, still giving that enigmatic smile.
"That was fucking hot!" I gushed, keeping my words to a hiss, but not quite lowering my volume as much as I wanted. "Oh my god. Thank you!"
Bree beamed at me, but didn't say anything.
"You're just... I mean I want to...." I struggled to articulate my inner whirlings. "That was amazing anyway."
Bree winked and inclined her head.
I frowned slightly at how quiet she was being. If there was anything I'd become used to with her, a taciturn demeanour was not it.
I puzzled just for a second as my mind caught up to processing that she hadn't opened her mouth even a little this whole time.
"Bree! Is your mouth still full?!"
She grinned wide again and nodded.
"That's... oh fuck. Why? What are you gonna do?"
Bree shrugged and just looked at me.
I swallowed hard, considered my options, then gave in as I realized I didn't know who I thought I was kidding. This wasn't even a question. Not really.
I trembled as I took Bree's hand, but there was nothing uncertain about me as I led her to my room. Nervous, excited, anxious, insane. All that and more. But not a doubt to be found.
I closed the door, shutting us in my room together. I was shaking like a leaf, so wound up, in such unfamiliar territory.
Bree cocked her head, raising an eyebrow. Silently asking the question I didn't have an answer for.
"Tell me," I whispered. I pleaded. "Tell me what to do."
It was nonsensical. She wasn't speaking. Had her mouth full, in fact. But I needed direction.
Bree hesitated, then put her hands on my shoulders. The lightest of touches, just testing me. I complied with subby alacrity, dropping to my knees like I'd been knocked off my feet.
Once I was down there, looking up at Bree, I found I didn't need further guidance. That one nudge was enough. I opened my mouth wide and kept firm eye contact with her.
Bree raised an eyebrow again, asking if I was sure. I responded by sticking my tongue out as far as it would go. The simplest, sluttiest response I knew how to give.
She made a deep, guttural noise even through her closed mouth. She bent down, looming over me, lined up our mouths, and opened up.
It was a lightning shock all through me as a small, cascading flood of my brother's cum mixed copiously with Bree's own spit landed on my tongue. Sexy, forbidden, electric, and painfully sensual.
I let it sit in my mouth, coating my tongue, filling the top of my throat. The last trail of Bree's drool thickly ran between my lips, then she laughed and knelt down with me.
"Oh Kelse, you wonderful, horny girl."
She carefully kissed my cheek. I let my mouth close, but I didn't otherwise move. Just let the sexy mess sit where it was. Honestly I didn't quite know what to do.
Bree licked a stray rivulet of cum from the corner of my mouth, then held her hands loosely behind my neck and stared intently at me.
"There's no end to you, is there?" she said. "I thought no way, this is crazy, what am I even doing? And yet...."
I blushed, shuffled on my knees a little, but looked to her for more.
"How's it feel?" she asked softly. "Is it ok? You can spit it out any time you need to."
I shook my head in a short but sharp denial of that possibility.
"Didn't think so," she whispered. "What are you going to do then?" Her eyes flashed. "Swallow it all?"
I hesitated, then slowly shook my head again.
Bree gasped. "Not that either? What's in that devious mind of yours?"
I wasn't sure that I'd even know myself until I felt my lips parting again. I kept my head tilted back, not wanting to spill anything, but I opened my mouth and left a clear invitation. Bree didn't even hesitate this time.
"Oh you bad girl," she hissed, moving in even as she spoke those few happy words.
Our lips locked together in what was both a kiss, and not a kiss. It was deeply satisfying, and altogether too desperately sexy for me to fully process. The cum and spit flowed back into Bree's hungry mouth, where it remained for only a second or two.
Our kiss lasted both seconds and an eternity. The sexy mess was shared back and forth and our tongues danced together indiscriminately. The sloppiest of tongue kisses. My first time even trying such a thing, in fact, never mind having the experience bathed in my brother's cum.
Bree broke the kiss, sitting back and swallowing her half without pause. She watched me, panting and flushed while I did the same. Sharing. It hadn't really been a conscious decision, but in hindsight it really seemed like the only true option.
"This is insane," Bree murmured. "You're insane." She paused thoughtfully. "I'm insane," she added.
"Maybe don't tell Will that specific part," I said.
"Yeah. Yeah, maybe not that," she agreed. She moved in and kissed me some more. "Then again, he might enjoy it."
"Nooo! What, no."
"What are you worried about, horny girl?" Bree asked, resting her forehead against mine, leaving our mouths so close together but not actually touching.
"I can't... I can't do that," I said. "What I just did."
"Did you want to?" Bree asked.
My clit tingled hot inside my soaked panties. "So badly."
"Yeah, I thought so." Her breath was warm on my lips. "I mean, I hope so. It's a little late now to take it back."
"Kinda, huh?" I said.
I seized her bottom lip, holding it gently between my lips and teeth for a second. I felt her react, like she wanted to tackle me. She could, if she wanted.
"Kelse?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I lick your pussy?"
I gasped softly. "No, what, really?"
"Really," Bree confirmed. "Can I?"
I shivered, feeling my own burning need, the warmth of my lower areas, and a sudden, brutal shyness.
"I don't... I haven't...."
Bree caressed my cheek. "I know, Kelse," she said softly, tenderly. "I know. It's kind of scary, huh?"
I bit my lip and nodded.
"It's ok to say no," she added.
I squirmed awkwardly. "That feels stupid. I... I'm so horny. And it would feel nice. And... and...."
Bree smiled gently and kissed me again before pulling back. "It's ok. Really. I'm pushing you a lot. I just get caught up in things. I'm... wow, I'm getting too wild probably. I mean the cum thing...."
"Yeah," I agreed.
"But it's cool Kelse, really. I mean it." She looked deep in my eyes. "We'll play on our terms, yeah? Whatever feels good for both of us."
She was so cool about it that I perversely got even more upset with myself for declining in the first place. I had no idea why I couldn't just say yes, just go along with things. It had worked well for me so far, and I trusted Bree as much as I ever trusted anyone. Yet I wasn't prepared to let her lick me, and it was really annoying.
We still masturbated together, and it was hot and took care of my immediate needs, but it wasn't at all the same thing.
I hugged one of my pillows after, just lying by myself, alternately buzzed and happy and excited about how the day had gone, and mad at myself that I couldn't just be cool. I watched my brother get sucked off and swallowed his cum, and getting licked out is where I drew the line? What was even wrong with me?
****
The question of what was wrong with me didn't go away exactly. Honestly, it was the sort of existential worry that had been manifesting in me for as long as I could remember. Not in this particular way, but nearly always in some capacity or other as a general rule.
None of which stopped the horny. I wasn't sure anything really could at this point.
Me watching one blowjob turned into implicit permission for Bree and Will to be sexy with each other pretty much anywhere and any time they wanted, provided our parents were out of the house. It was quite convenient for me not having to try and sneak up on them anymore, and it did kind of let me explore my own comfort levels in low pressure kinds of ways.
It was one of the most amazing things in my life to come home from work or stumble out of my bedroom for a break, only to casually discover Bree sucking my brother off yet again. They didn't exclusively get up to blowjobs, but that did seem to be the main thing I caught them at. It might have been specifically what they wanted me to see, since even though Will's bedroom door got left open a crack a lot more often, it still remained closed often enough to leave them some secrets.
Which was all fine with me. I didn't really need to see them fucking or anything. It was blowjobs I was after anyway.
What kind of intrigued me was finding Will licking Bree out a few times. That tended to be in his actual room, with the door open enough for me to invite myself in as desired. Around the house messing around remained mostly blowjobs or perhaps making out and feeling each other up.
I found myself enjoying the pussy licking though. Sitting next to Bree on Will's bed while his head was buried between her thighs. It was pretty fun and hot.
However, me being me, I kept imagining myself in Will's place rather than Bree's. I still felt weird about the idea of someone licking me out, but being the one licking had a definite appeal.
There was something very seriously wrong with me.
"That offer's still open," Bree told me while I watched Will suck on her clit.
I didn't even need to clarify which one. "Thanks," I said, "but I still don't think I want that."
"That's cool," Bree said.
She extended her hand and I absently took it. Our fingers intertwined while she enjoyed getting eaten out, and I just watched.
"I think I might like to try the other part though," I said.
Will made a surprised and confused noise, though Bree gently pushed him back to work. She didn't seem shocked. Maybe just amused.
"You want to lick me?" she asked.
"Um... I don't know about you specifically," I blushed. "Though, you know, maybe. Well... probably, actually."
"Unf, damn girl," Bree moaned. Her hand squeezed tighter on mine, and the fingers of her other hand gripped my brother's hair. "Trying to get me excited, huh?"
"Not deliberately," I insisted. "Just something I was thinking about."
Bree bit her lip, looking straight into my eyes for a moment. She then cooed and refocused on Will. I could tell he was making her feel pretty good with his tongue-work.
I wanted to be able to do that. To utterly control someone's whole experience at least for a few minutes, just with lips and tongue. I could learn to do it, I was pretty sure. Cocks already seemed easy enough in theory. Pussy was a little more intimidating, but it was the sort of challenge I felt I could get behind.
I held Bree's hand all the way through her cumming on my brother's tongue. She squeezed me tight, holding onto me and probably quite enjoying that I was watching it happen, if I knew her at all by now.
"Mmm, babyyy," Bree purred, petting Will's head as he gave her a last few licks.
"Good girl," he praised, giving her a kiss just about her slit.
Bree giggled and squirmed, closing her eyes and stretching out where she was. She let go of my hand, releasing me to be free if I wanted to.
I seriously contemplated leaving. I kind of wanted to retreat and masturbate now, as was often my wont after witnessing oral naughtiness between these two. I wasn't quite ready to depart, though. Not just yet.
Maybe it was something about the way Will looked at me. Bree had her eyes closed while she relaxed, and my brother focused one me instead.
Will pushed himself up on his knees, sitting back on his heels. Slowly, thoughtfully, he extended a couple fingers and beckoned me over. I hesitated, but only a moment.
Bree cracked her eyes open as I crawled past her bottomless form toward my brother. I couldn't help the intrusive thought that her pussy looked tasty, all wet with her juices and Will's spit as it was.
"How you feeling?" Will asked, his voice just at a whisper. Secretly talking even with Bree right there on the bed with us.
"Good," I whispered back. "Horny."
Will snorted, and I did acknowledge that it was weird to be able to just say that to my brother, even if we were past that sort of thing even being a question.
"Makes sense," he said. "Do you... want to try licking her?"
My eyes shot wide open. "What? Oh... I...." I risked a glance at Bree. Her eyes were closed again, and she wasn't giving any sign of having heard our low whispering. I had the definite sense that if she'd caught that question she'd be staring at me fixedly right now. "You want me to?" I asked hesitantly.
"I think it'd be hot," Will said. "And... Bree would love it." He shrugged, all cute and awkward. "Plus, you know, I don't really get to see you two messing around. I just get to hear about it."
I bit my lip, feeling my horny and devilish side taking over a bit. "That's something you want to see?"
"Kinda, yeah. And I'm not going to feel bad about that, 'cause you've watched plenty by now."
"Reasonable."
I felt the thrill of it. Of being wanted in this sexual encounter. Of Will wanting to watch me be naughty. Of getting to play with Bree some more.
It was a weird feeling to be way more ok with the chance of licking her than vice versa, I hadn't figured that one out yet, but I didn't necessarily need to right now. I was horny and interested in getting my mouth on her. That was the important part in an immediate sense.
Bree opened her eyes again as I lay down between her legs. She was pleased to see me, perhaps a little surprised, but certainly not shocked by the sight.
She grinned and looked past me to Will. "Corrupting your sister there, babe?"
"Don't know that there's much of that left to do," Will said. "But yes, kind of."
Will crawled up to sit beside Bree, and casually started taking his pants off. He was nicely hard and dripping already as his cock came out. It was getting more and more difficult to remind myself that he was my brother and I was not to crave his cock in my mouth. Really quite tricky to remember that simple rule at times.
It helped to be able to stare at Bree's pussy close up. A fascinating and intriguing sight to me. Possibly mostly because I was very horny by now.
"Go for it," Bree whispered.
I flicked my gaze up to her just for a second. I'd known she'd be cool with anything I wanted to do. She didn't have to say it exactly. But the nudge was quite nice as far as letting me feel good about testing her out with my tongue.
Bree sighed contentedly and teased my hair while I got comfortable with licking her.
"I'm going to be honest," she said, "I don't know how much corrupting there ever was to be done."
"You say that," Will said, idly stroking his cock while watching me, "but I don't know that I believe it."
I met Bree's eyes while swiping my tongue up her slit. I could practically see her thinking the same thing I was. Recalling that first time we'd messed around when I'd already been impressively good at deepthroating dildo. She may not have corrupted me exactly, but she'd certainly helped support me in my own degenerate growth since then. Even ignoring that her wanton blowjobs were my inspiration right from the start.
"Kelsey's never been innocent," Bree said.
That was true.
"She just... lacked for outlets, I think," Bree added.
I blushed. Also true.
And now I had Bree's pussy. It was all mine. Not the cock I'd been craving, not something I could lewdly shove down my throat, but a sexy opportunity to explore even so.
I locked on hard to Bree as warm, horny tingles spread through me. Even with my tongue literally on her pussy, it had taken me a moment or two to really, truly realize that I got to give someone head. I got to do it!
I would have preferred a cock. I was better at those, I felt, and could look cooler and sexier sucking on someone. At least as long as they appreciated sloppy and depraved activities.
But there was a definite comfort to being nestled cozily between Bree's thighs. A freedom and security to do what I wanted. Having shared dildos with her, there was a bond there that made me feel safe to lick and suck on her, even though I didn't really know what I was doing. I didn't need to. I could test things out. Learn as I went.
She was very tasty. That was one of the first things I learned. And she was already wet from when Will had been licking her. Probably what I was licking up was some of his spit too. It didn't bother me even a little to be consecutively sharing with my brother. Nor had fluids yet been anything but a source of depraved joy for me, one way or another.
I really enjoyed lapping at Bree's pussy. I kind of lost myself in it. I was dimly aware that she'd started stroking Will's cock for him while he happily played with her tits in return. She'd ditched her shirt and bra at some point, and was fully naked in bed with us.
It was all very interesting, but not enough to really even count for much just at the moment. For me it was all pussy all the time. It hadn't taken long for me to change my mind on that. I didn't want cock at all right now--or not urgently, might have been more accurate--I just wanted to eat Bree out for as long as she'd let me. That was all I wanted or needed in my life right now.
It was the hottest sound ever to hear Bree panting and moaning for me. For me! It wasn't the sounds themselves so much as the knowledge that I got to cause them. I could make her feel good with my mouth, and I'd get audibly rewarded for my efforts.
I fucking loved it and didn't want it to ever end. I eventually made Bree cum for me--and it wasn't even really on purpose, as I'd been focused on the thrill of the experience and not so much about specifically getting her off--then just kept going. I was addicted, enthralled, happily entering the flow of the activity.
Bree eventually wrested me away from her pussy, forcibly yanking my head back since it was the only way to stop me. I was zoned out, pussy-drunk, and presumably quite sloppy. I'd made her cum at least twice, I was pretty sure, and apparently I'd worn her out long before my mouth gave out on me.
"Enough, babygirl," Bree whimpered. "You just weren't gonna stop, were you?"
I shook my head.
"Well my pussy needs a break, Kelse," she said, patting me affectionately. "And Will needs cummies now, right babe?"
Will wasn't in any more of a position for complex thought than I was. He blinked, tore his gaze away from Bree's pussy and my panting face, and nodded. "Oh, uh, yeah. That. Yes please."
Bree giggled and lazily squirmed her way around in bed so that she could get at Will's cock. It was visibly twitching and was slick with his own precum. My mouth watered at the thought of getting a chance at it, and no amount of telling myself that was a Bad Thing was going to stop my fantasizing just at the moment. I was too far gone. I probably badly needed a cum to sort myself out, at the very least.
Bree wasn't helping anything, being all naked, flushed, and generally sensual in her movements. The urge to tackle her and wrap myself up in her welcoming embrace was nigh overpowering. But then again, the desire to watch her slurp on Will's cock was pretty strong too.
I didn't let an ounce of shame touch me as I lay down next to Bree, face inches away from my brother's cock, savouring the view from closer up than ever. Her lips and tongue performed magic tricks over and over, and the sloppy, sexy sounds were coming at me in a steady, arousing barrage.
I needed to leave and masturbate. I knew I did. But it wasn't like there was any chance of me departing now. Not while I got to see things so up close. I even started to get excited that maybe Bree would share the cum load again. I had no idea if she'd actually do it right in front of Will, but I hoped she would. I craved it.



Much to everyone's annoyance, Bree's phone started ringing. She swore, lifting her mouth off Will and wiping some excess wetness from her chin.
"Fuck's sake," Bree complained. "I gotta get that though. Probably my mom."
Will looked so pitiful that I almost giggled at him, but then again I felt very nearly as cockblocked as he did, so wasn't actually all that amused either.
"You're in charge for a minute, Kelse," Bree added, tapping me on the shoulder before she rolled away and scrounged for her phone amongst her discarded clothing.
I stared after Bree for a moment, and not even particularly because her ass was sticking out toward me rather prettily and lewdly. I was in charge. I was in charge?
I slowly turned back to Will's cock. I was in charge. Just an off-hand joke probably. Not likely to actually mean anything, I assumed. And yet... I was in charge for a minute.
My few working brain cells got together, formed a consensus, and before I knew what I was doing my lips were parting over the head of my brother's slick, needy cock.
I had him to the back of my mouth almost immediately, then with only a few bobs back and forth, slid him right into my throat, only gagging a small, professional amount in the process. I was quite proud of myself, really.
Sucking on my brother didn't disappoint. I knew all those times practicing on dildos that what I really wanted was a real cock. I'd been entirely correct. The general shape and size was about the same, perhaps, but the feel and the taste and the sheer visceral sense of the action were all so much more satisfying. This was what I wanted in my mouth.
"Hi Mom," Bree was saying, of which I was only dimly aware. "Yep, at Will's. You knew that. Ha, of course behaving ourselves. You know me."
It was probably quite funny the way Bree lied through her teeth as casually as breathing. I was in no mood for humour at the moment. I had cock to suck.
Will had taken a shocked moment to even react to his little sister's mouth engulfing him. I felt his fingers lightly touching my hair now, but no more than that. He didn't know what to do, probably, but I hoped he didn't want me to stop. I was mostly certain he didn't, but I didn't quite dare look at him to make sure.
It really didn't take long for Bree to realize what was happening, even though it felt like a small eternity. I heard the exact second, in fact.
"Yeah, Mom, I told you I'd...." Bree went silent, the abruptly started up again. "I'll pick it up on the way home! I promise. Yeah. Ok, I have to go. I do! Alright."
She struggled to get her mom off the phone, but as soon as she did her phone was tossed aside again and she bounced back into bed with all that energy I'd licked out of her back in full force.
"Kelseeeyyy!" Bree shrieked gleefully. "I leave you alone for twenty seconds and you go balls deep as soon as my back's turned?"
I couldn't deny it. That was a fair assessment. I kept choking myself on my brother's cock instead of making any attempt at answering.
"You did leave her in charge," Will said, coming to my defense.
"Ha, right, and that means 'take over for me' does it?" Bree giggled. "Oh you two are baddd!" She nuzzled the side of her face against mine for a moment. "I love it."
"Yeah," Will said, his fingers finally slipping into my hair properly. "Me too."
Permission from both of them, more or less. I'd take it anyway. Probably not really the correct order of operations, but I couldn't stop to think about that right now. I had cock to suck.
Will filled my mouth so wonderfully. It was satisfying as all hell to work him back and forth, in and out of my throat, and slobber all over him. I made sloppy noises while throat-fucking myself, giving both Bree and Will something to enjoy.
"I really only was goofing," Bree murmured. "I just meant, you know, like keep an eye on you so you didn't get into trouble while I was distracted."
"Kinda asking the fox to guard the henhouse there babes," Will said.
"Hehe, well, yeah. When you put it that way," Bree laughed. "But maybe I thought you could be good and not get a blowjob off your sister as soon as the chance presented itself."
"... she made a very compelling argument in favour," Will protested weakly.
"Uh huh. Nothing to do with you being a pervy little thing I suppose," Bree teased.
My cheeks burned as I listened to them. I didn't let any of it distract me from my mission, but I definitely felt the added arousal of my incestuous blowjob being casually discussed while I was still in the midst of it.
It was so bad. I couldn't deny that. My brother's cock deep in my mouth, me desperately sucking on it like it was the only thing that mattered in my life at the moment. Morally it was indefensible. Sexually it was peak performance. I couldn't reconcile the two, and had no interest in even trying.
The taste of Will's precum was driving me crazy. Every new little spurt in my mouth urged me onward. Each small twitch of his cock as he throbbed inside me made me want to reduce him to a helpless, needy mess just with oral attention.
I could have lost myself in cock-sluttery for hours, but as it happened Will didn't last nearly that long. His first burst of cum in my mouth caught me by surprise--and fair enough, it was my first time getting rewarded with real cum--then I quite gleefully accepted the rest in my mouth, absolutely vibrating with excitement at having actually gotten a boy off in my mouth.
I did accidentally swallow some of the load before I could control myself, and was able to save the rest on my tongue as I gently pulled off of Will. He was looking at me with love and gratitude, but Bree was looking at me in an altogether different manner. I could tell she was wondering if I had saved the cum to share. I grinned at her with my lips pressed tightly closed.
Bree gave me such a horny look in response and curled a single finger in a gesture to come closer. I obeyed, of course. And she met me in the middle, the two of us melting into a messy kiss without the least hesitation.
Cum and spit flooded from my mouth to hers, then back again. We swapped back and forth, kissing hungrily. The cum slowly dissipated as small amounts got swallowed away, but the actual amount of liquid sloppiness didn't really diminish. We both added enough spit to the mix to keep things fun.
"How horny are you right now, Kelse?" Bree asked, finally swallowing what was left in her mouth.
I whimpered and swallowed as well. That wasn't a fair question. I didn't even have words to describe how bad it was.
"Pretty horny?" Bree ventured.
"Yeah," I said.
"Do you... want me to lick you?"
I bit my lip and gave her a pathetic look. I did, I really did want that. But....
"Do you... want me to lick you while you suck your brother off again?" Bree amended in a low, breathy voice.
"Yes!" I heard myself say automatically.
"Really?"
"Yes. Please."
She laughed gently at my eager, hopeful expression, then kissed me rather chastely and tenderly on the lips. She turned to Will.
"What do you think, babe?" Bree asked.
Will blinked, as though startled to be asked about anything at this juncture. "Is that a serious question?"
Bree grinned. "Yeah. Is it ok if I eat your sister out while she sucks your cock again?"
My brother whimpered almost as hornily and needily as I had. And he'd just had a cum, so he shouldn't have been in nearly as bad a shape. But I supposed it was a pretty intense proposition from any angle.
"Yeah," Will said faintly. "That would be acceptable, I think."
"Ha, ok. Acceptable, huh?" Bree teased.
She turned back to me and started lifting my shirt. I somehow wasn't surprised that she wanted me naked. I didn't even mind. My first time being naked in front of anyone, let alone two people at once, and it hardly even registered to me. I was all about getting my mouth back around my brother's dick.
"Did you know you soaked through your pants pretty badly?" Bree asked me.
"Hm? Oh, no. But that makes sense," I said.
Bree pushed me on my back while she yanked my bottoms off. I was trembling and nervous, and very, very wet. I wanted her mouth on me. Needed it. Yet I was still aware of the absurdity that I would only allow it because it meant getting to suck Will off some more.
"Oh babygirl," Bree cooed, running light fingers across my pussy. "It's ok, right? I can have this for a bit?"
"Yeah," I said.
She grinned. "You want to get back to that cock though, don't you?"
I bit my lip. "Mmhm!"
Bree gave me a few playful slaps, urging me to roll over. "Get at it, then," she giggled.
I repositioned myself between Will's legs. I didn't meet his eyes as I nuzzled and licked at his cock. I didn't know that I'd ever be able to again. This was way too slutty of me, and I didn't know if it was possible to come back from that.
Bree didn't have any such hesitations. At least not that she showed. She was perfectly comfortable pushing me into position--face down, ass up--for her to play with me as she wished. I wished I had her confidence when it came to sex stuff.
Then again, it occurred to me that being in a position to suck off my brother while getting my pussy licked was, in fact, exactly the sort of thing I'd want to be able to do if I had all the sexual confidence in the world. It was only that I felt like I didn't really deserve the path that had led me here. That I was dependent on Bree and Will coaxing me into things. Maybe it was just that I wanted to fully know that I was choosing to do things, and not just waiting and hoping someone did it for me.
Bree shoved her face in my cooch, startling me out of what little coherent thought I'd still possessed. She was fast and eager, moaning into my pussy while I was still coming to terms with the contact.
It was so good too. On some level I'd known it would be. I'd known that I'd love it. It was just the emotional stakes that I couldn't handle. That Bree wanted to aggressively lick my pussy, that she'd happily make me feel so good for no other reason than she wanted to do it.
I focused on sucking Will's cock because it felt like the only thing I could handle at the moment. Trying to think at all about the ramifications of what I was doing wasn't really an option.
I fucking loved the cock down my throat, and Bree's tongue was absolutely heavenly. I could handle that. I could lose myself in it.
I exploded in Bree's mouth way faster than I expected, cumming hard and releasing my need to her. I nearly choked on my brother in the process as my mind failed to register that my airway was blocked, but the excess gagging and spit was, as usual, stupidly hot to me.
"That's a good girl," Bree giggled. "You came so fast!"
I shrugged and kept sucking on Will. He was petting me with absent but genuine affection, and his face when I dared look anywhere near it appeared to be locked in a state of mild bliss.
"Want some more?" Bree asked, kissing my pussy tenderly.
"Mmhm," I moaned.
"Good. 'Cause you're tasty."
The compliment I didn't know I'd needed, but made me blush anyway. I was tasty. It made sense. That was how I felt about Bree and Will too. But I hadn't considered that it could apply to me.
But as Bree kept eating me, it felt more and more right. She wouldn't keep slurping at me so hungrily if she didn't want to, or if it wasn't enjoyable. I could let myself enjoy it. I didn't need to worry so hard about being worth the effort.
Bree was having a great time making me cum over and over. It was probably pretty easy while I was so horny and had my brother's dick in my mouth. It might have even been more fun because of how easy I made it for her. She sounded pretty gleeful about it in any case.
Will unfortunately was done after I made him cum again. It was too bad, because I could have kept going. But he needed a break, and so I had to make do with only the one more mouthful of cum.
It turned out Bree still wasn't done with me and stayed between my legs even when I rolled on my back. She was slower and gentler by now as the urgency had faded, but she still licked and nibbled me to another lovely orgasm.
I was spent after that. Crashing hard. I'd only been running on horniness and the thrill and excitement of the moment. The panic returned once that was gone. The fear and unworthiness.
I tried to hold it together long enough to escape. Tried to be nonchalant about crawling out of bed and retreating to my room. It didn't work.
"Where do you think you're going?" Bree asked.
She snaked her arms around me in a casually skillful way, wrestling me gently back to the mattress.
"I, uh, you know," I mumbled. "Just leaving."
Will enfolded me from the other side. "You ok though?"
"Am I ever?" I joked.
"It's... helpful not to leave right after something intense," Will murmured. "That's what I've found."
"I don't know if I can stay," I said, feeling my heartbeat rise and my reflexes turn toward anxious escape.
"You can leave if that's what you really want," Bree said soothingly. "But we'd like you to stay. At least for a bit."
There was a comfort in her voice, enough to make me hesitate. Then Will's arms found me too and pulled me softly in between the both of them.
It was warm and safe snuggled in between Will and Bree. They were so close and pressed up against me on either side. It was so nice, and I knew they were right that this was far better for me than running off to panic on my own, but I also struggled to actually relax into it and un-tense myself.
Even worse, as my body did slowly allow itself to feel secure right where it was, I found tears forming in my eyes, and despite my very best efforts they wouldn't stop. I had to quietly sob against Bree's chest while she cradled me against her boobs and didn't say a word or act the least bit uncomfortable about it.
It was incredibly embarrassing to have just had one of the most wonderful experiences of my life and to be an inconsolable wreck afterward. Not even a little bit smooth. I didn't even know why I felt the need to cry, only that I couldn't stop.
But Bree and Will kept holding me, and eventually I calmed down. I even realized that the tension had disappeared by then, and I was able to just enjoy being between them, even if I didn't dare try to look either in the eye. Admittedly, nuzzling Bree's tits may have been part of that. They truly were subtly magical in their own way.
"Sorry," I eventually croaked.
"For what?" Bree asked.
"Being a mess. This was all so fun, and I... and I'm just being me."
"Yeah, Kelse," Will said. "That's what we want. You to be able to be you."
"Crying afterward isn't very fun," I said.
"It's not all about fun," Will said. "I mean... a lot of it is. But like, feel what you need to feel. We know this was a lot for you."
"And you did so good," Bree added. "I didn't think you would have stuck around for all of that. It makes sense you'd be all wound up afterward."
"I... really wanted to suck cock," I admitted, blushing safely amidst Bree's boobs where my face couldn't be seen.
Bree and Will both giggled at that.
"Which I appreciate," Will said. "Didn't know I'd ever have cause to say that to my little sister, but here we are."
"She's a pretty good little cock slut, isn't she?" Bree teased while brushing my hair.
I actually grinned wide at that descriptor. It was such a bold thing for Bree to call me, but it felt warm and cozy somehow.
"And a pretty good pussy slut too, for that matter," Bree mused, making me giggle out loud this time.
"And... a wonderful little cum slut?" Will said, running light fingers up and down my bare side.
I squealed softly and nodded, burying my face tighter against Bree. Apparently this was the aftercare I needed. Being called slutty in a variety of ways while being lovingly tended to. Bree and Will kept at it a while, finding new and creative things to call me, and I felt more comfortable which each new title. It was odd, but it felt nice to me, and helped me feel like everything was ok.
****
Despite how comforting Will and Bree had been, it was still a few days before I was able to interact normally with them again. Even if normal meant something very different now from what it used to.
My move, such as it was, was to find Bree cozied up to Will while they watched a movie together in the living room, and immediately try giving my brother a blowjob. Not the healthiest of communication I had to admit, but it got my point across. Assuming my point was that I was a little cock slut and wanted to choke on some dick. Which was the basic of gist of my life lately, so pretty accurate actually.
"And here I thought you were avoiding us," Bree said, amusement evident in her tone.
"I mean... only a little," I said while trying to suavely fish my brother's cock out, and only somewhat succeeding.
"Honestly, I thought it was going be longer before you were talking to us again," Will said.
I flushed. "I'm not upset with you," I assured him.
"I know that," he said. "But you do get flustered pretty bad sometimes."
I thought about that as I stroked his cock, feeling it come to life in my hand. "Flustered," I agreed. "Scared. Embarrassed."
"Yeah, those," Will said.
"But you came back for the cock," Bree teased.
I looked at her, daring her to disapprove. She didn't, of course. She just gave me an anticipatory look and a small nod.
I wasn't about argue. I was, in fact, here for the cock. We all knew it.
The delightful part was that they were perfectly accommodating of my need. Even my own big brother was content to let me wander up, kneel in front of him, and take his dick out so I could shove it down my throat.
God I needed it. I'd known that ever since I first got my mouth on him. I'd tried to emotionally process my desire in any other way, but I couldn't. And sucking on dildos alone in my room didn't cut it anymore. I needed Bree helping me out, or for preference the actual real thing.
Sucking Will off made everything feel ok for a while. It made my anxieties take a firm back seat. I wanted this, it felt good, and I was good at it. It really simplified everything, from a certain perspective.
I shared with Bree when I made Will cum, paying the blowjob tax to her as per our unspoken agreement. Any excuse for cummy, spitty kisses was the truth of the matter.
"Wanna lick my pussy now?" Bree asked.
I nodded eagerly, even though I could have sat in her lap trading sloppy kisses a while longer. "Ok!"
I went down on my knees again, head buried between Bree's thighs for a while. She and Will kept cuddling together, watching their movie, and just chatting with each other. I got headpats sometimes to encourage me, but otherwise mostly just left alone to play.
It was all I really wanted. I traded orgasms back and forth, licking Bree, then sucking Will off again, then back to Bree's pussy. Just being the little oral slut that I needed to be sometimes.
I was able to get used to it over the next several days and weeks. Feeling the comfort of always being welcome and wanted, specifically in sexually gratifying ways. I'd never felt nearly so satisfied in my life, the way I was able to get myself off, or occasionally when I let Will or Bree get me off. I was getting to actually live my fantasies, and it was as amazing as I could have hoped.
It would have been nice for Will to come to me for blowjobs--or just to use my mouth, which in my head and my masturbatory daydreams were two different things--but as Bree laughingly put it, between her and me, he was getting drained about as often as possible already. My poor brother didn't have any excess horniness to spare most of the time.
Bree, contrarily, still quite enjoyed having the opportunity to try out new and fun things with me, or some of our favourites together. It was such a nice realization when I figured out that I could provide things that she really wanted in her life, and that I meant more than just a passing fancy. I'd never thought I was meaningless to her, but it was a significant jump from having fun to feeling like I mattered.



Granted, the mattering still involved an awful lot of me panting, gagging, and covered in spit while getting all wild-eyed and horny. What could I say, it was our thing.
She'd really taken to throat-fucking me with a strapon lately. Which was convenient because it got me stupidly wet and made rubbing myself off insanely hot.
"I like that you cuddle afterward now," Bree told me.
I nodded absently while curling up against her in my bed. "Me too."
"Aftercare's important," Bree said.
"For me or you?" I asked.
"Hehe, both, probably."
Her fingers teased my hair. I relaxed and nuzzled her boobs.
"I've found this all... tricky to adjust to," I admitted.
"You don't say," Bree said in a vaguely amused tone.
I wrestled with my next words, feeling the culmination of some deep thinking about to exit my mouth, and not being quite sure exactly what it was going to be until I said it.
"I think it's difficult to let myself be cared about," I said.
"Oh Kelse...."
"I know. But it is. I really liked being able to just be pure horny with you. That felt like a way in, I guess."
"That was very nice," Bree agreed with a happy sigh. "And I'm glad things worked out the way they did. I love your brother, but there's some stuff I can't really explore with him."
"What, he doesn't want to choke on dildos together?" I giggled.
"Strangely no. And... I mean the whole incest thing. That's been doing it for me lately."
"Bad girl!" I laughed.
"I am. Don't forget it," Bree said.
"I like sucking Will off," I said.
"I know."
"But, uh, I haven't told anyone else this," I said. "But I think I might have made an actual friend at work. Um... or whatever you call someone who's cool and I can hang out with, and maybe I'm gonna be able to give him blowjobs sometimes."
"A good friend," Bree decided.
"Yeah," I said. "I sucked him off once so far. He liked it."
"I bet."
"And it just kind of feels nice," I said. "Comfortable. And he was cool when I said I wasn't interested in really a relationship or anything."
"Nicely done," Bree praised. "We get to keep you a while longer."
"Yeah," I said, enjoying the way it sounded when she put it that way. Like I was a prize to be jealously guarded. "You don't think Will's gonna mind?"
"Ha, your brother's probably going to appreciate anything that gives him more of a break. You know the poor thing is actually starting to worry that we want to suck him dry too often between the both of us?"
I giggled insanely. "Poor boy," I agreed. "Might be smarter too. We've been getting pretty risky lately. Or, uh, I have."
"Hehe, I heard something about you almost getting caught by your mom the other day," Bree said.
"That's accurate," I said.
"In the kitchen?"
"Yeah," I said, feeling happy and tingly at remembering it. It had been scary, but fucking hot. "Parents had left, and Will was getting breakfast."
"Oh sure. So you decided to get 'breakfast' too?"
"Ha, silly. But I mean, yeah, kinda. I, you know, dropped to my knees and started sucking him right there," I said. "I enjoy just kind of going for it."
"Mmhm."
"But then Mom came back. Forgot something. And she's wandering about, Will's desperately trying to play it cool and urge her back out, and I'm kneeling there with his cock down my throat trying not to make any noise."
"Unf. Fuck, Kelse. I don't suppose you even tried just pulling off him and trying to look presentable?"
I frowned. "What fun would that have been?"
"Right, right. Of course," Bree smiled.
"But I mean seriously, it kind of happened pretty fast," I said. "It was a freeze up kind of situation. While gagging on my brother's dick."
"Silently."
"Silently as I could."
Bree kissed my cheek, and somehow it made for a warmer and cozier feeling than most of our proper kisses. Kisses could be weird like that sometimes.
"You're crazy," she said. "And amazing."
I squirmed. "Maybe a little."
"Maybe a lot," she countered.
"Well... ok. Maybe," I begrudgingly agreed.
"Hehe, that's the spirit."
We held each a little while longer. I was torn between pseudo-napping in the comfort of our embrace, or getting horny again. She'd fucked my throat good though, and I wasn't ready for more of that. Maybe licking her out though. Something like that.
Will discovered us still in bed together. I smiled as he padded in. I was beginning to recognize when he got horny and went looking for Bree or I. Or both of us, as the case may be. I loved that little flash of excitement in his eye when he first caught sight of us. I was pretty sure he didn't realize how obvious it was.
"Hey baby," Bree greeted him lazily.
"Hey yourself," Will said, stealing a kiss off of her. "I knew you had to be up to no good somewhere."
"All depends on how you define that, I suppose," Bree said. "It's been very good, actually."
"I bet," Will said, letting his eyes trace down to Bree's strapon and my bare pussy.
I hadn't bother putting any bottoms on since rubbing myself silly while getting face-fucked by Bree. I even spread my legs a little while Will was looking, though I tried to be subtle about the movement.
"What ya lookin' at, bad boy?" Bree purred.
"Just lookin'," Will replied casually.
"Picking out where you want to stick your cock?" Bree asked.
She actually made Will blush, while I just snickered at the lewd comment. I was a little disappointed though that I didn't even feel like giving a blowjob at the moment. Rather unusual for me these days.
"I wouldn't have put it that way," Will said, trying to maintain a little dignity. "But uh... kinda, yeah."
"Hmmm, well you might have to give us some more time," Bree said. "I'm not done cuddling yet."
"No reason we'd have to stop cuddling, is there?" I said.
"Probably not," Bree agreed, mildly amused with my suggestion. "But I'd have to get out of this strapon harness, and I don't feel like moving yet."
"Mmm, but it'd be hot for you to fuck while we're snuggling," I mused.
"Sure would," Bree concurred.
"Almost too bad Will can't just fuck me instead," I giggled.
It struck me as a very funny thought for some reason. I amused myself with it until I realized Bree and Will were giving me intrigued and horny looks rather than sharing the joke.
"Yeah," my brother said faintly while tracing his fingernails up my leg. "Too bad about that."
"Oh my god do you want to?" Bree asked Will breathily.
"Wait, do you want him to want to?" I demanded of Bree.
"Do you want me to?" Will asked me.
The circular questioning wasn't getting us anywhere, but the mounting tension in the room had a force of its own. We definitely still couldn't actually do that sort of thing. Daily blowjobs were one thing, but sex was... well it was different anyway. Not allowed. I was pretty sure of that.
Except there were two sets of eyes on me that told a very different story, and I was struggling to articulate who exactly was forbidding me from fucking my brother. Ordinarily it would have just been me. I would have been dead against it. It wouldn't have even been a question to consider.
Though there was the point that it really didn't actually have anything to do with my brother. It was more being scared of sex generally rather the incest component specifically. It felt weird to acknowledge it as being scared, but that was indeed the case. There were a lot of things I'd been scared to do, and as I'd grown comfortable with certain activities, more and more options opened up.
The fear of being unwanted and undesirable didn't have nearly the same hold on me anymore. Will and Bree made me feel so safe and comfortable these days, which was just as important as feeling overwhelmingly horny. Maybe more so, in some respects.
I let my legs spread a little wider again, and watched the flush of interest on my brother's face. Part of why I'd delved so deeply into blowjobs was that it felt less like I was putting my sense of self-worth on the line. Like I could participate in sexual gratification in an emotionally safer way, even if one might argue that deliberately being a messy little mouth slut indicated some questionable things about me and how I saw myself.
It was possible that was irrelevant now anyway, and that I'd moved on from that particular view of myself. I still loved oral fun. That wasn't changing. But did it have to be the only sexual activity I craved?
"You want to!" Bree gasped, looking straight at me.
"I... don't not want to," I said.
Will's eyes lit up, though I could see he was still struggling to maintain composure and read the room. "Is that so?"
"I think so," I said.
"Only think so?" Bree asked.
"Well... I can't really be sure without trying it," I said.
"That's a good point," Will said.
Bree laughed. "You wanna fuck your sister, don't you?"
"Maybe," Will said. He looked at me, then shook his head. "Yes," he amended. "I kinda do."
"Bad boy!" Bree exclaimed breathily. "Ooh, you two! Just when I think we're safe from the horny for a minute."
"I don't know when exactly you think that's going to be," Will said absently.
He was watching me. I was watching him. I bit my lip, communicating just with my eyes.
Now that it was on the table, it just kept hitting me harder and harder. Sex with my brother. Absolute insanity. But I knew it would feel good. Maybe even better than sucking him off. At the very least, something brand new for me.
"It would be my first time, you know," I said, still watching Will carefully.
He groaned in a cutely needy way.
"Oh Kelse," Bree said, nuzzling my cheek. "You really doing this?"
"I think so," I said. "Is that ok? Technically he's still your boyfriend."
"What do you mean 'technically'?" Bree giggled. "But yes, of course. Like I'm going to want to stop this. Unf. Hottest fucking thing." She teased my hair. "Do I, uh, get to lick his cum back out of your pussy after?"
"You have to ask?" I said, blinking in confusion. "I didn't even consider the possibility that you wouldn't."
"Heh, that's my girl," Bree grinned.
Will was yanking off his clothes. Bree kissed me, then helped me get my shirt off, followed by her strapon. We were all feeling a resurgence of energy now. No more time for lazing about. Will was going to fuck me. I was going to fuck my brother. This was important and urgent, and we worked as an oddly efficient team.
Both naked, Bree got comfortable lying back, propped up by strategically placed pillows, and had me sit in her lap and lie back against her breasts. The position allowed her to hold and comfort me, whispering encouragement straight in my ear.
I was sandwiched between my brother and his girlfriend. A fairly unique position to be in, I suspected, but if I was going to have sex I couldn't possibly imagine anywhere else I'd rather be, or anyone else I'd rather be there with.
Will was so tender with me. Delicate, even. Like he thought I would break. I knew he wasn't always that way. Not with Bree, and certainly not with my mouth. I let him start out that way anyway, just to see how it felt.
It was quite nice, I decided. Having a cock in my pussy. It made sense. It was a popular activity for a reason. I didn't think I would have liked it as much if it was someone else inside me. I could feel safe with Will in my pussy and Bree hugging me from behind. This was a happy place to be.
"You can go harder," I found myself saying. "If you want."
Will groaned.
"Yeah," Bree purred. "Your sister wants a good pounding."
"Ah! I didn't say that," I protested. I bit my lip and watched my brother through lidded eyes. "Although...."
Will shook his head. "The two of you together," he mumbled. "I don't even know sometimes."
"You love us," Bree taunted. "Also, seriously, fuck your little sister harder like she asked so prettily."
Bree got us both blushing harder this time, but Will did thrust deeper and faster in my pussy, and it was really nice. Bree was looking out for me. She was probably getting off on it too, not that I begrudged her that even slightly.
It was good for us all to be enjoying ourselves. This would be way too fucked up if we weren't. Probably even if we were, for that matter. Not like we were about to stop though. Good sense hadn't prevailed between us for a while now.
I tried some soft moaning, attempting to be sexier. I wasn't totally convinced that it worked.
Will's breathing was heavy and sexy while he fucked me though. I hadn't seen him quite like this before, at this kind of angle. It was pretty hot.
Bree pushed a finger between my lips and I sucked on it gratefully. Something to do with my mouth that I could excel at. Even when I moaned again it came out sounding more natural to me. Like I needed something in my mouth to properly feel free and sexy the way I wanted to.
I lost myself in it, enjoying the comfort and the pleasure, and allowing myself to sluttily drool even just on Bree's relatively small finger in my mouth.
"You're gonna cum in her, aren't you?" Bree asked, though I wasn't terribly focused on the conversation around me just then.
"Unf, yeah, gonna do it," Will said.
"That's a good boy," Bree praised. "Fill her up so I get to lick it back out."
"God you're crazy," Will panted.
"You love it," Bree snorted.
"Fuck. I love you," Will said.
It was probably very sweet the way he craned past me to kiss Bree. I didn't get any kind of view of it. Just trapped between them, pressed between their two naked bodies while they sloppily smooched and my brother kept thrusting into me.
I wasn't sure whether the tender gesture of affection or the depraved incest was winning, but either way Will came in me while making out with his girlfriend. I whimpered in cute and pathetic fashion, not knowing what to do with the situation at first, but I found that I really, really liked the feeling of it. Will's cum in my pussy. Just like that.
Will and Bree weren't in any particular hurry after that. They broke their kiss and just made deep eyes at each other for a moment. I had to get squirmy in Bree's arms before she finally snaked her way around me and started licking my cooch for me. Will lay next to us and just watched while he recovered.
"How was that, babygirl?" Bree asked me. "Getting all cummed in and everything?"
"It was nice," I said. "Almost as good as in my mouth, I think."
Bree snickered to herself. "You little mouth slut. I fucking love it." She licked some more cum out of me. "Has sex for the first time--with her brother!--and can't wait to suck on more dick anyway. Unreal."
I thought about arguing that Bree was just as bad as me, but decided not to. I really did like feeling her tongue swiping all around my pussy, seeking out traces of cum. I didn't want to interrupt.
Besides, it wasn't like she was judging me any. I knew her well enough to know that she was impressed and probably a little amused. Definitely turned on too. We ran very similar for that kind of thing.
Bree shared a few slightly cummy kisses with me, giving herself the occasional break from lapping at my messy pussy. She wasn't the only one who wanted my mouth though, and she lost out to Will--energy recovered--poking me in the face with his cock. Of course I sucked it greedily. Of course I did. My earlier throat-exhaustion wasn't about to stop me. Not while I had Bree trying to clean me up and now Will threatening to make another mess. In my mouth this time, where I wanted it.
I was indeed a mouth slut. No way around it.
Will was quite gentle with me and let me just suck on his cock for a bit, then eventually face-fucked me from my prone position, but only softly and slowly. No hard throat-fucking for me just now.
We weren't in any rush. Bree brought me to a couple lovely, soothing cums with her tongue. She was so fucking good at that. Then with barely a pause she crawled silkily up my body to tag-team Will's cock with me. Between our two eager little mouths, he couldn't help cumming all over my delighted face.
I left my tongue stuck out for my brother to cum on, and afterward for Bree to lick clean again. There was something fabulously naughty about her licking my actual tongue clean for me, and I giggled as she did the same for my face. We shared plenty of cummy kisses of course. We weren't about to miss out on those no matter how much we were both enjoying her swiping her broad tongue across every conceivable inch of my face.
"You're such a mess," Bree said.
I shyly grinned at her and my brother. "Yeaaahhh," I agreed. "Keep licking me?"
"Oh babygirl," Bree breathed. "Of course."
****
I crashed hard in the next few days. I was so happy and giddy at first, always smiling and blushing as I thought about me and Bree and Will all together, doing the impossibly naughty things we loved.
I didn't get to hang out with them again right away though. Hardly saw them for a couple days even. That turned out not to be good for me. I started fearing that was it. That was all I got. That they didn't even want me in bed with them again. Silly and out of nowhere, but still a problem for me, still bringing me down.
My friend I made at work was helpful. He enjoyed getting blowjobs and was really quite cute, innocent, and appreciative about it. A different vibe from Bree and Will's more corrupting influence.
He was also cool to just hang out with and talk to, which was nice. I felt like that was something I could probably use in my life, especially when things were complicated. I felt it only fair to tell him about Bree and Will, while neglecting to share their specific relation to me. He was chill about that too, which was nice.
All in all, I wasn't in the total emotional crisis I might otherwise have been, but I was still insanely thrilled when I came home one day and found Bree lying in my bed on her phone, pussy fully out.
I bounced into bed next to her, a smile creeping over my face. She made me wait just a moment before putting her phone down and acknowledging. Perhaps giving me a chance to perv on her a little first. Not that I really needed much of an excuse these days.
"Hey Kelse," Bree said cheerfully. "How ya doin'?"
"Better now," I said.
"Yeah, sorry. We got busy, I guess."
I shrugged. "That's ok."
"Is it though?"
I hesitated. "I probably could have used some more attention."
"Mmm, sorry about that," Bree said. "Tell us when you need something though, ok? You're pretty firmly part of the team now."
"We're a team?"
"I don't know. Just trying it out. Not sure what to call us honestly."
"Ha, yeah, fair," I said. "I also will probably just sulk and get in my head about things if that's ok. Easier than saying something."
"Kelse!"
"Kidding," I said.
"No you're not," Bree said.
"I'm not," I agreed. "But you're here now anyway."
"I am," Bree said. "Don't change the subject. But if you do change the subject... want to lick my pussy for me? Will's gonna be home soon with takeout, I was thinking you could maybe get me ready for a quick fuck when he gets here?"
I wiggled in shy and horny fashion. "Ummm... no chance of you fucking my throat or something then?"
"Hehe, one track mind over here. Tell you what, I've got an idea I think you'll like. Trust me?"
"Of course," I replied promptly, already moving between Bree's legs.
I did trust her, in fact. With anything sexual, at least. I didn't know how to feel or where I landed with anything beyond that, and possibly she and Will didn't really know either. That was ok. As long as I was wanted and cared about, we could figure the rest out.
I ended up being caught by Will while licking his girlfriend out. I'd made her cum once already by then, and put deliberate effort into making her wet and sloppy for him. The way my brother casually took his pants off and started fucking Bree like this was a perfectly normal thing to stumble upon was honestly pretty hot and fun.



Though even hotter and more fun was Bree's follow up suggestion, which was for us to share our double-ended dildo together while she got pounded. It turned out there actually could be something hotter than choking on dildo together while trying to make lip contact, and that was having Bree gagging and moaning from getting fucked at the same time. It made our attempts very, very inconsistent and prone to one or both of us starting to laugh and having to spit out the dildo, but we made extremely good progress getting drooly and spitty on each other.
Rather unfairly, but also very predictably, Bree ended up getting much messier than me, being on the bottom as she was. Gravity was implacable in that regard. I kind of leaned into it, just seeing how much spit she could take. It wasn't like she was going anywhere while I pinned her down and Will was fucking her pussy. Being on top like that wasn't my natural environment, but it was very enjoyable under the circumstances.
I was surprised when the motion from Will fucking Bree slowed down and stopped, and then surprised again when he started poking at my pussy instead. Bree, naturally, was quicker on the uptake than I was, and happy to roll with her boyfriend's whim.
"He gonna fuck you some too?" Bree asked.
I bit my lip and nodded, giving her puppy eyes. "Mmhm."
"Kind of a bad boy sometimes, isn't he?" Bree cooed.
"Mmhm!"
Will's cock slid inside me, and Bree pushed our dildo back in my mouth at the same time. It was that sort of attention that could really make my toes curl and my eyes roll back.
My brother had to be loving this opportunity to swap back and forth between two pretty, wet pussies right next to each other. I enjoyed the dick, but found it particularly hot to be swapping even more fluids with Bree. We were working hard to make a mess of each other, and it was turning me on so badly.
Bree got the cumshot this time, deep inside her. I got to watch her face while it happened, and just smiled knowing that she was about to make me lick it back out of her. My preference remained sucking on cock and earning cum that way, but sucking it from Bree's body in some fashion was a close second.
I was made to lie on my back while Bree sat primly on my face and let me stick my tongue up her cooch. I got a bonus of my brother playing with and licking my pussy for me too, which was nice because I kind of wanted a cum too at some point. Bree mostly amused herself with spitting on my tits and rubbing it around with her fingers, in between moaning and rocking around on my face.
She came for me and flooded my mouth with her juices mixed with leftover cum. I did the same to my brother, cumming on his tongue. It gave us all the opportunity for a brief break and cuddle session. I needed that comfort afterward. It allowed me to still feel ok when coming down from the insane horny highs that Bree and Will put me through.
I got held between both of them for a bit, though my brother apparently felt the need to slip away from the cuddle and try fucking me some more. He was slow and sensual about it, so it actually added to my feeling of comfort as Bree kept holding and stroking me.
"Horny little thing, isn't he?" Bree murmured.
"Yeah," I said, smiling.
"You feelin' ok, Kelse?"
I nodded. "Very ok. Really good. I, uh, might need more attention sometimes other than just being horny together though. I think I'm kind of finding that."
Bree kissed my cheek. "I was starting to realize that, I think. Ask for it, ok? If your brother and I are being oblivious sometimes. We love you, ok?"
"We really do," Will echoed. "Current horniness aside."
I grinned wider and held tight to Bree. "I know. I appreciate it." I flashed sultry eyes at my brother. "You can still cum in me pretty much whenever you want. Just saying."
Will groaned and started thrusting harder. I knew that would get him. Bree giggled and kissed me. She knew what I'd done.
It made sense though. Will enjoyed cumming in or on us, and we got off on the depravity of sharing it afterward, one way or another. I still remembered that first time Bree had shared cum with me in a wonderful, visceral, permanently-etched place in my brain.
With the heat and glow of that memory fueling me, I ended up urging Will to cum in my mouth instead of my pussy. It meant I got to pin Bree down again and slowly drool a mouthful of cum and spit down onto her waiting tongue. She had her tongue stuck out so prettily for me, and I for perhaps the first time understood how she felt so often when playing with me. I wanted more from this perspective, or from the bottom, or from wherever really.
I especially liked the way my brother stared at us in awe while I drooled in his girlfriend's mouth, then swapped messy kisses back and forth. This was just kind of a thing for Bree and me. It amused me to be able to share some new things with Will for a change.
We got some proper cuddling once Bree and I finished playing. It truly was necessary for me. I needed to get used to that. And I was pretty sure I would. This new part of my life wasn't going away any time soon as far as I was concerned, and I had lots more to learn. It was going to be a fun adventure.
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****
Kai
****
River was by far the wildest girlfriend I'd ever had. The sheer depth of her imagination when it came to sexual play was brand new for me. Nothing seemed to be off-limits, at least as far as talking and fantasizing about. Reality was more limited, but not by as much as I would have expected.
Therefore it was unexpected when she arranged a surprise on my birthday, but not a shock.
"I want to tie you up in bed," River whispered, having sidled up to me with a decidedly evil grin.
I looked around at the room full of people we'd been partying with. A combination of my closest people, and hers. Best friends since forever, former roommates, work friends, and siblings. It was a good bunch, carefully vetted to people who were fun and trusted.
"Right now?" I asked, despite knowing the answer.
"Yeah," River said, impish twinkle in her eye. "Wouldn't be as fun if everyone goes home first."
I groaned softly. "And you're not going to tell me why ahead of time, are you?"
"Shouldn't think so," she said cheerfully.
She took my hand and led me away. I followed eagerly.
It always made me nervous when River had a naughty plan for me that she didn't intend on sharing, but in a good way. I'd enjoy it, whatever it was.
I was very cognizant of the fact that Alyssa, one of River's best friends, was present. She'd given me a blowjob as part of one of River's previous surprise gifts. River was not shy or jealous about sharing. And the fact that whatever was happening needed to involve at least one person currently present....
"Get your clothes off," River told me in the bedroom.
"All of them?" I asked.
"Ideally. Won't be as much fun otherwise," she said.
She already had some ropes out and she carefully laid them on the bed while I undressed.
"I'm going to blindfold you," River told me matter-of-factly. "And your hands will have to be restrained. I'm going to stay in hearing distance at all times though if you need to safeword out."
I blinked. "Only in hearing distance?"
"Well... in the room usually, but at least in hearing distance," she said. "I'll be taking care of my baby boy one way or another, ok?"
I shivered and River grinned at the way my cock twitched.
"I can't tell sometimes if you're so good to me, or if this is all for your own amusement," I said.
"Why can't both be true," she purred.
I felt incredibly vulnerable as I lay naked in bed and let River tie my hands up and out of the way, then even more so as she tied a silk blindfold over my eyes.
"Can you see anything?" she asked.
"A little out of the bottom," I replied truthfully.
River adjusted. "How about now?"
"Nothing."
"Good." She kissed me softly, then padded away. "Stay," she said.
"Ha ha," I said.
I was even more vulnerable while alone, but that was the thing about River. I knew I was in good hands. I trusted her. Being able to be vulnerable with her was a big part of the thrill.
The vulnerability and thrill escalated together as I heard the sound of tipsy giggling coming back up the hallway. It was either River and another girl, or someone sneaking up to me on her own. I'd been very moderate in my drinking, and I was half-certain River had stayed dead sober all evening. A fair amount of our guests couldn't say the same.
"... in there..." was all I managed to hear River whisper.
More giggling ensued, including a gasp as the mystery woman entered the room.
"Remember, no talking," River admonished. "It's meant to be secret who's playing with my good boy."
I found it quite hot to have the reminder given that I had no idea what was going on. I felt slutty and doted upon at the same time.
Whichever girl River had selected sat down on the bed with me and continued to gasp and coo and giggle to herself as she ran her fingers over me. She didn't go straight for my cock, and even when she did she only danced over it, then away again. Tracing lines on my legs, my chest, and all around my erection.
I had no idea where my girlfriend currently was. She could be watching, or she could be down the hall, or even back with the party. She said she would be in hearing distance though, so presumably not too far away.
Whoever was playing with me seemed particular enthralled when precum started leaking from me. She spent a lot more time with my cock once I started lubing myself up, her delicate fingers and hands smearing the precum everywhere, all up and down my shaft.
I moaned and wiggled, finding it very difficult to stay still and behave myself. Having my hands tied was a good idea, because I never would have been able to hold myself back. The teasing was exquisite, but made me want more so badly.
It was a disappointment when my unknown playmate left the room, but only briefly. Someone new replaced her almost immediately, like she'd been waiting.
The new girl was firmer about wrapping a hand around my cock right from the get go, and hissing pleasure at the way I twitched and spurted precum in her grip. She stroked me efficiently for a few moments, then sucked the head of my cock in her mouth.
This was a whole new level of exquisite pleasure. I still had no idea who was playing with me, but they were going hard and making it very good for me.
Then all too soon switching out again. I whimpered helplessly. Nothing I could do.
A parade of women sauntered through the room for an indeterminate time. I had no concept of how long was passing.
Sometimes visitors were back to back, sometimes I was left alone for what seemed a torturously long time, but was probably only minutes. Sometimes a particular hand or mouth would linger quite a while, sometimes only a brief tease before vanishing again.
I never knew what I was getting, and it made me so pathetic and desperate. I knew River would be enjoying that.
I heard River's voice every now and then. The only one I heard, other than the occasional unidentifiable whisper. I knew for sure she was around, keeping an eye on me, seeing what a horny mess I was turning into. She'd be loving it.
It didn't occur to me at the time, but she must have specifically decided when I was allowed to cum too. I'd been left on the edge so many times, then all of a sudden a giggly, eager mouth sucked me so good until I came hard all over a mystery tongue and throat.
It was one of the best cums of my life, so hard and long and needed. Even River when she wanted to tease me usually took pity on me much sooner. I'd been built up this time to the point it was just verging on painful when I got my release.
The girl with the mouthful of cum made a triumphant cheer afterward, prancing from the room to share laughter with my girlfriend. I relaxed into the bliss of it, assuming we were done now. I would have been quite happy to be. It was a memory of a birthday that I'd treasure forever.
We were not done.
River gave me a long enough break to start getting antsy, then someone slipped back into bed with me. I was kind of surprised, but not about to object. She was delicate with my cock when I flinched away from too strong a touch at first, and honestly it wasn't long before I was excited to be played with some more.
Some of the rules were definitely relaxed now. I hadn't been aware that escalation was to be part of the night, but apparently kissing, more body contact, and even partial nudity from the girls was now allowed.
There was more distinction between visitors now, as more particular quirks were in play. I knew for sure I was getting repeats, though just mathematically that had already been the case. There were only so many women present after all, let alone unattached and....
I paused in my own thinking. I didn't strictly know that everyone who'd visited me was currently without a partner. Some of our friends certainly weren't the types to be bothered by jealousy for the sake of birthday naughtiness. But that was only speculation.
The point was that I was able to differentiate a few certain regular playmates. One of them was very, very into kissing me while teasing precum from my cock. Another giggled insanely as she rubbed her tits all over me. A more pragmatic soul decided to rub her bare pussy up and down my shaft in order to get herself off, leaving my own pleasure as a secondary concern.
Either actually fucking me was still off-limits, or everyone had individually decided not to take it that far. And honestly, that was fine. I got more than enough stimulation and variety as it was.
I came a few more times before we were done. Once on a pair of tits, once on a hand. The last cum of the night was a team effort of some kind. One girl riding my face, another licking my cock until I spurted. I was amazed I still had anything left in me to give by that point, but admittedly I'd been given lots of time and teasing in between each orgasm to get ready for the next.
River finally untied me and cuddled with me as I recovered. She made me drink some water, which was a really good idea by that point. Mostly she played with my hair and nestled me to her chest.
"You feeling ok still?" she asked.
I grinned wide. "You kidding? I'm amazing."
"That's good. I hoped so."
"You thought I might not be?"
River shrugged. "I threw a lot at you tonight. I was planning on starting smaller, and then everyone was just so into it that I said the hell with it, let's just go big, you know?"
"Hehe, well I enjoyed it," I said.
"Baby boy liked his cummies?" she purred, switching from caring back to her more usual mischievous and teasing.
"I did. Who, uh--"
"Uh uh, you don't get to know who your playmates were," River said.
"Really? Even after the fact?" I asked.
"Especially then," River said.
"How about how many?" I asked.
"Really? Couldn't tell them apart by feel or anything?"
"There was a lot going on!" I protested.
"Mmhm. Well I'm not telling you that either," River said. "Now get dressed and come back to the party. I want to embarrass you in front of a room full of people, some of whom have experienced you quite intimately."
"But I don't know which ones," I said.
"Exactly."
"What about the women with partners? Do their--"
River smiled broad and enigmatic.
"You're not gonna tell me how any of this worked, are you?" I sighed.
"Not even a little," River laughed in delight. "Other than everyone involved had a good time."
I pulled her in for a fierce kiss. "You're impossible," I declared. "And I love you."
"Yeah I bet you do. Clean up and get dressed, would you?"
I hung on to River and bit her lip just enough to make her yelp. "I said I love you."
"Hehe, fine. Love you too, silly boy. Seriously though, get dressed."
****
I was still riding pretty high as I returned to the party. I got quite a few cheers and whistles as I walked in, making me blush. There was no way of knowing who knew what, or who had played with me. For all I knew absolutely everyone there was in on the party game of the evening, even though I knew they hadn't all participated.
The guys, for instance, wouldn't have been part of anything. And Brooke, River's sister was probably out, though I couldn't say that for sure knowing my girlfriend.
My sister was present as well, and made me rethink the 'everyone being in on it' thing slightly. Though honestly, Luna might well just think it was all very amusing. Her and River got along too well for me to ever feel truly safe in knowing what either of them were up to, especially when they got together.
"Having a fun birthday, bro?" Luna asked, sneaking up next to me while I was lost in thought. Her tone rather suggested that she did indeed know about the evening's fun.
"It's a pretty good one," I admitted. "River does... very interesting presents."
"Ha, is that what you want to call it?" Luna laughed. "Ah well, you deserve it, I guess. For being not the worst brother ever."
"How very kind," I said. I turned toward my sister, further biting retort still forming on my lips. I froze dead as I saw her face.
Luna's smirk and glinting eyes weren't anything to throw me off. That was just my sister having a good time. The white streak down her chin however....
"That's me," Luna chirped happily. "The kindest ever." She kissed my cheek. "Happy birthday, Kai. I'm gonna get another drink."
"You've... got something on your chin," I pointed out dazedly.
Luna frowned and wiped her face with the back of her hand. She shrugged. "Weird. Wonder what kind of mess I made. Anyway."
And off she went, practically skipping. I stared after her. It probably hadn't been cum. And if it had been, it wouldn't have been mine. Couldn't have been. That was too far for either Luna or even River.
Probably. Probably too far.
But Luna had looked so self-satisfied about something, and that little streak of mess under her lip and looked so very much like cum....
****
River
****
I was delighted with how Kai's birthday present had gone, not to mention absolutely buzzing with horniness. It had been so difficult to watch so many of our friends playing with him while he was all naked and helpless like that without actually joining in myself.
I was going to jump him so hard after this, and the poor thing was probably only going to want to fall asleep after an exhausting evening.
I matched Luna's impish smirk as she sidled up to me. I was still surprised at how well Kai's sister and I got along, especially when it came to causing mischief, but I fully considered her one of my best friends these days.
"Yeah, he definitely thought it was cum," Luna said with a soft giggle.
"Amazing," I said, giggling right back.
"I still can't believe I went along with that," Luna said, shaking her head ruefully.
"Oh come on, it's funny," I said.
"Well yeah, of course it's funny," Luna agreed. "My brother wondering if I blew him during all the fun. It's a fantastic prank. But... we couldn't have done it to your brother or something?"
"Pff, no," I said. "Wouldn't be as funny."
"Yes it would."
"And besides, how would you even set that up?" I asked. "Nah, much easier with Kai."
"You're terrible," Luna said, giggling uncontrollably as she said it and taking any possible sting out of her chastisement.
"I'm the best girlfriend ever, thank you very much," I said. "Who happens to enjoy keeping her boyfriend on his toes. That's all."
Luna snorted and shook her head. "If you give Kai a new kink off of this, on your own head be it."
"Haha, yeah right," I laughed. "I know Kai's kinks, and incest isn't one of them."
I felt confident in my assertion at the time.
****
I claimed Kai all for myself once we finally had the place to ourselves again. He was pretty tired already, but I was fucking horny so I made him finger me and suck my clit to a few needed cums. Then, since he was horny again too, I used his cock for a while as well.
He took the incest bait as I'd hoped he would. I could tell he was trying not to ask or even care, but he couldn't help himself.
"Luna wasn't involved tonight, right?" Kai asked while I straddled him and rocked against his shaft, sliding my pussy back and forth along the length of him.
I grinned enigmatically. "I'm not telling you who played with you. I told you that."
"Yeah, but... my sister. You wouldn't...."
"You're probably right," I said.
"Am I definitely right though?" he insisted.
I leaned down over him, studying his eyes. "Why do you have it in your head that your sister sucked your cock?"
Kai's eyes narrowed suspiciously, but rather fascinatingly his dick also twitched noticeable.
"Why did you go right to her sucking me?" he asked, as though he'd found a vital clue in my response. "I didn't ask about that."
I shrugged and sat back up straighter, enjoying the feel of him and the illicit emotion I was building in him. "No reason."
"River...."
"I'm not telling you," I teased. "Though I guess technically you're free to ask your sis-ter if she blew you on your birthday."
Kai whimpered cutely, and I sank my pussy onto his cock instead of just grinding for my own amusement.
"You're torturing me on purpose," he complained. "I don't think she had anything to do with tonight."
"Probably not," I said. "But what if she did. What if... you came... in your sister's mouth... and you'll never know for sure?"
Kai made the cutest and most confused noises as he came deep in my pussy. It was so fucking hot, and I rubbed myself to another orgasm while keeping him in there, cummy mess and all.
I got my boyfriend off to just the fantasy notion that his sister might have given him a blowjob. It was amazing, and I was fully planning to keep this in my pocket for future use.
****
It didn't come as a particular shock when Kai got me back a few months later. I was impressed at the work I knew it took him, since I'd already gone through the trouble of organizing his birthday, and honestly I was quite excited for my turn to be tied up and helpless while I got played with by a variety of our friends and, possibly, family.
Brooke, my sister, had absolutely played with Kai, not that he'd ever been able to drop his fixation on deciding whether Luna had been involved long enough to focus on her.
I was, in my secret heart of hearts, kind of hoping that Kai and Luna had discussed our trick from his birthday, and that she was somehow involved in toying with me now. That would be more than hot enough to be worth the sacrifice of my continued sexual leverage with my boyfriend. It was never as much of a thrill as the first time anyway. Though maybe if incest had actually occurred....
"Not very chivalrous of you, this," I remarked casually while lying happy and naked in our bed, one hand already bound above my head.
"Is it not?" Kai asked. "Pity. I was really striving for gentlemanly behaviour."
I giggled as he tied my other hand. "Plus arguably you're just copying my game."
"I'm building and enhancing upon your game," Kai said. "Our friends rather enjoyed the last one."
"That's true," I grinned. I had been all anyone talked about for a while, and still got brought up fairly often.
"I thought it would be nice for the boys to get to play too," Kai said.
I bit my lip, already horny. That was also something that got hinted every now and then. A couple friends in particular were not shy about expressing that it would be nice to have me tied down next time instead of Kai. Or, as Alyssa had put it, she wouldn't mind seeing the both of us bound and helpless together. She was a very horny sort of best friend, at times. I loved that about her.
"You'd really let your poor, innocent girlfriend be molested by all those horny guys?" I purred.
"And probably a lot of the girls," Kai added easily, not even slightly taking the bait that I might not want this.
"Are you going to tell me who?" I asked, knowing the answer.
"Nope." Kai lovingly tied my blindfold in place, then gave me the softest of kisses. "You all good?"
"Yeah," I said.
"You can safeword out any time," he said.
"I probably won't," I said.
"Good girl."
It made me melt a little the way he said that, given the context of it. Kai was so, so gentle with me in many ways, but was also so very good about matching my wicked energy. It was one of the things I loved most about him.
The truth was that this was pretty intense and scary at first, in the best and most thrilling ways. I wondered if that was the same sorts of things he'd felt when I did it to him. Probably something similar.



I felt like I had to wait a long time, just me and my helpless, naked self. Truly it was probably only a minute or two.
I was all a-tingle as soon as I sensed another body in the room. Someone moving quietly, but not silently. Making sure I knew he was there, but very deliberately not talking.
Good.
As much as I was instantly curious about who would be playing with me, it was so delicious not to ever know.
I gasped as fingers landed on my tummy. They almost flinched away again at my reaction, but I was quick to arch and press against the touch, not away from it. I wanted hands on me. And probably other things, but hands were good for now.
It was electric experiencing this intimate touch without any other indication of what this person was thinking or feeling, or where he was looking, or what he'd touch next.
My tits were a prime target, naturally. He had to build up to daring to touch them, but when I made small, encouraging noises he pretty much helped himself to them.
The next guy was also pretty into my chest. It was nice for now, but my pussy was warming up and I was already considering how best to lead interest in that direction, even though the night was yet young.
I was a little surprised at feeling a softer, more feminine touch on me next. Not shocked by any means, but I thought the guys would be hornier about it. Then again, given what I knew about our friends, that wasn't remotely true as a general statement.
More accurate would probably be to say that I was far more confident in how attractive I was to boys than to girls.
This girl was quite fun, whoever she was. She touched me in so many unexpected areas, almost deliberately avoiding my tits and pussy. Somehow her caress of my neck and her lips on my thighs were more erotic than straightforward fondling. I was so very intrigued now who this was. Someone who'd been waiting for a chance at me, it felt like.
In general it was probably a two to one ratio of visits from masculine touches compared to feminine. Though at least one couple--I presumed a couple anyway--started visiting and playing with me together, which was a very nice twist.
It was a while--probably Kai's doing--before anyone even touched my pussy, and by then I was ready to explode. I was glad of the skilled fingers that gave me my first cum of the evening. It let me relax and enjoy the fun instead of hanging on the desperate need for orgasm, though indeed that feeling would happen again and again.
I got licked and sucked and fingered pretty wantonly. Even being made to suck my own juices off of fingers at times. That graduated to cocks and pussies being offered to my mouth, or rubbed against my soaking wet slit. I did what I could orally, enjoying the chance to try and make someone else cum, though no one allowed me the pleasure just yet.
I found myself starting to whine and beg for a cock inside me, for someone to fuck me. Ideally if someone could pound me while I got someone else off with my tongue would be ideal. Maybe take a load of cum in my throat. Something like that.
But still I had to wait for it. Wait, in fact, until I just couldn't handle it any longer, and was arching and moving my hips so crazed and wantonly that I actually captured a cock that had been only grinding on me. I trapped the tip inside me, more by luck than anything, and apparently at that point whoever was in me wasn't about to pull out again.
I got what I wanted, fucked hard at least for a short time. The poor boys playing with me were probably ready to blow as bad as I was. The first one didn't last long before cumming deep inside me, making me hiss happily at how hot and dirty it was.
That first one opened up play time all the way. No more holding back from anyone.
At first that meant an awful lot of cocks cumming pretty quickly in my pussy or mouth, or indeed on my tits or face. Getting those first pent up loads out. Once we got a good round of cums out of the way, there was a lot more room for slow fucking and more teasing.
I got all the cock I could ever dream of, and plenty of pussy. Tongues and fingers became less prominent, but at least one member of our group was a good little cum slut who kept me cleaned up enough with her tongue for everyone else to keep playing. She deserved a good cum if she would just sit on my face for long enough. Though for all I knew, she was already taking a turn at it every now and then.
Even trying to pay attention and guess who was who, there was too much, and it blurred together. I was in pure sex mode, getting hit over and over without much of a break at any point to process.
The only two friends I positively identified were both kind of cheating. Victoria was trans and kind of gave herself away with her long hair and exquisitely manicured nails brushing my sensitive skin, followed by her pounding me good and adding to my already substantially cummy pussy.
Alyssa was even more obvious when she made herself known. She wasn't the first woman to bring a strapon in--unless all those occasions were her having repeat visits--but she was the first person period to lift my legs and start rubbing cum on my butthole in a suggestive manner.
"Can I?" she asked softly.
"You're not supposed to talk," I said, biting my lip to try and hide a silly grin.
"I know. But it felt rude to try butt stuff without asking. Don't tell Kai?"
I giggled insanely. I didn't know Alyssa was into this, let alone with me, let alone under these circumstances. Then again, when I was already practically in a free use situation, when would there ever be a better opportunity?
"There's actual lube in the dresser," I said.
"Hehe, what, you don't want me to just use all this cum?" Alyssa teased. "Bit of a waste."
She lubed me up properly, as well as mixing more cum in. There really was a lot of it in and on me by now.
I wasn't really prepared for butt stuff. Hadn't expected it. But I let my bestie stretch me out and felt amazing and slutty the whole time.
I could only assume she let select people know that my ass was open for business now too, as every now and then someone else fucked my butt after that. Alyssa definitely took more than one turn on it herself, pounding me harder every time as I got looser and more cum-filled.
Eventually, to my own mild disappointment, I got worn out. There was, as it turned out, too much of a good thing. Kai must have been paying attention, because he recognized pretty quickly when I was ready for a break and let me out of my restraints.
"Get fucked enough for one night?" he asked.
"Hehe, yeah," I burbled happily. "I'm... sore now."
"I would imagine," he said, holding me tenderly despite all the cum he was rubbing against himself in the process. He even kissed me deeply, apparently not bothered with what my mouth had been up to all evening.
"That was very nice, thank you," I told him. "You're a pretty great boyfriend."
"Not the best boyfriend?"
I grinned and kissed him again. "Of course. The very bestest boyfriend. You knew what I meant."
I threw on some loose clothes, not even totally sure why I bothered since most everyone had known me quite intimately on this occasion. The 'most' part was important though. I was sure it hadn't been absolutely everyone, never mind that my siblings were present.
In my wicked and dazed state, I kind of thought it would be funny to show my naked, cummy self off to Brooke and Ford along with the rest of the group, but my horniness was sufficiently sated that I didn't feel the need to be so scandalous. I remained very obviously used and messy at any rate.
I intended to just mingle with our guests for a bit, both offering my thanks where appropriate, and trying to guess just who had been playing with me. The fact that I still had energy for being naughty and wandering about with cum streaked all over me was a bit of a miracle, or perhaps just spoke to my insatiability once I got going. I truly was lucky I'd found Kai who could keep up with my wanton desires. Many people couldn't.
My plans were disrupted as a heated argument broke out between my siblings, before I'd even really had much of a chance to mingle, let alone encounter either Brooke or Ford in my current messy state. I stopped, shocked to see the vehemence on my sister's face in particular. We weren't much for shouting matches usually.
"She's our sister!" I heard Brooke insist particularly loudly, before their arguing dropped back to indistinct levels.
As I tried to move toward them, Brooke was already storming off. Ford threw up his hands and marched off the other way, leaving me confused and uncertain how to proceed.
"Hey, babe. Everything alright?" Kai asked, bringing me some much needed water.
I drank some down thoughtfully. "Kai, did my brother fuck me tonight?"
"You know the rules," he said cheerfully. "I'm not telling you who did what."
"Yeah but--"
"I mean I still don't know if Luna sucked me off on my birthday," he said.
My lips curled up. "She hasn't told you?"
"No."
"Ha, I knew I liked her." I peered intently at my boyfriend. "But fucking is more than a blowjob. It's different, you know. You should tell me."
Kai shook his head. "Sworn to secrecy."
"By whom, exactly?"
"Well... by me, I guess. Still, though. Promises to oneself are just as important as--"
"Yeah, yeah. Don't hurt yourself getting all philosophical on me," I said.
So he wasn't going to tell me, huh? It was only fair, in some ways. After making him think his sister might have sucked him off on his birthday, I probably deserved this. I was playing with fire though, because if Kai legitimately thought that the incestuous act had occurred, it wasn't totally implausible that he might get actual revenge for it.
More alarmingly, that would kind of indicate that Ford had wanted to fuck me. Which was... interesting?
Fuck, that was weird. The thrills that went through me as I thought about that possibility. Sure I'd just been fucked hard by way too many people, but the idea of even my brother wanting me, making taking advantage more than once....
"Did my brother fuck me?" I asked aloud.
"I'm not--"
"Not telling, I know," I said. "Honestly... it might be hottest that way."
I could only laugh at the bewildered expression my boyfriend made. He slowly got himself under control and gave me an intent look.
"I should have known," he said.
"Yeah you should. After Ford came so much in me and all," I said, making hard eye contact right back, mostly looking for clues.
"Ah ah, still not telling," Kai said.
"That's fine." I wrapped my arms behind his neck, holding myself close. "Want to clean me up and take me to bed?"
"Are you... still horny?" Kai asked.
"Maybe horny again. I don't know. But yeah, a little."
He groaned. "There's no satisfying you."
"Hehe, no. But it's fun trying, isn't it?"
****
Luna
****
I sneaked outside to where Brooke was just chilling with her vape. I leaned up against the side of the house with her and took an offered hit as well.
"Did she buy it, you think?" Brooke asked.
I grinned. "I think so. You were... convincing."
"Why thank you," Brooke said. "Thought I might have overdone it. I don't yell a lot."
"Probably helped sell it," I said. "Plus River was a little out of it by then anyway."
"Hehe, yeah. Fuck," Brooke laughed. "My sister is... slutty."
"Certainly was tonight," I agreed.
"I mean seeing her afterward like that. The amount of cum still in her hair alone!" Brooke shook her head in awe and disbelief. "Is it bad that I might be a little jealous?"
My interest was piqued. "Oh really?"
"Not that I'd ever do that," Brooke said quickly. "I'm not... I couldn't. But she looked... satisfied."
"I assure you she was," I said.
"You assure me?" Brooke asked, eyebrow raised. "Did you...."
"Might have," I said. "Once or twice."
"You fucked my sister?!" Brooke exclaimed.
"Pff, almost everyone here did. Don't act so shocked about me."
"Hehe, yeah. True," Brooke said. "Just feels... wrong somehow. Like that's your brother's girlfriend."
"I know," I said, enjoying the mixed confusion and envy radiating off of Brooke. "When was I ever going to get another chance like that?"
Brooke snorted. "Your fuckin' family, huh?"
"Mine? River is way worse than me or Kai. She's the one who thought up that whole prank about making my brother think I sucked him off."
"But you went along with it," Brooke pointed out.
"Well--"
"And helped set up this evening, complete with insinuating that Ford fucked River while she was blindfolded."
I grinned just a touch sheepishly. "Ok, so Kai and me are bad too."
"Thank you."
"But you know, you and Ford--"
"Yes yes, I know. We completed the charade," Brooke said. "I have to say, I think it's the finest joke we ever played on our dear sister. Even if I now have to figure out how I'm going to keep up the pretense of being mad at Ford for fucking her without actually disrupting our relationship."
"Ah well, it's good to have hobbies," I said.
"Ha, right."
She passed me the vape again and we stood in silence, admiring the warm, clear night.
"You want to hear something fucked?" Brooke asked me.
"Of course!" I said.
"Don't be so eager, would you? But... yeah, I'm pretty fucking horny now. Probably the only one at this whole place at this point."
I laughed. "Really? From River?"
"From the fantasy of it. Not from her."
"Oh sure."
"I'm going to be thinking about that now, you know," Brooke said. "Imagining what she felt."
"Bad girl," I teased.
"Yeah yeah. Don't be a shit about it."
"I would never," I lied. "But if it helps any, I never got off all evening and I actually was playing with your sister. I'm... pretty horny too."
Brooke looked at me. I looked at her.
"Would it be stupid if...." she began.
"Oh most definitely," I said.
"Do you want to anyway?" she asked.
"Kinda, yeah."
I stepped closer, feeling us both tense even as we leaned in.
We got discovered at the least convenient moment, while we were still tentative and uncertain, and before we'd actually made the move. I was pretty sure we'd been about to kiss. Even just an experimental one. I felt the longing of the missed moment.
But Ford had walked out and found us. He seemed immediately discomforted by the energy between Brooke and me.
"Oh, uh... shit?" Ford said. "Did I just... interrupt?"
"Don't worry about it," Brooke said. "We're, uh, having a weird night, let's say."
"Well yeah," Ford said, chuckling softly. "That it is. I still can't believe we're pranking River like that."
I bit my lip, feeling my eyes gleam. "She thinks she's a brotherfucker now."
"Maybe," Brooke amended.
"Yeah, maybe," I conceded. "But still. We're a delightfully twisted group of people, huh?"
"That's true," Ford said. "Though as amusing as this night has been, and as odd as it has been adjusting to our sister being impressively slutty, it would have been nice to enjoy myself too."
Brooke and I exchanged a glance.
"Not with River!" Ford hastily added. "I don't want to fuck my sister!"
"Yell that a little louder why don't you," Brooke giggled.
While Brooke was teasing Ford, I was doing some rapid mental calculations. I was horny, Brooke was horny, so too was Ford as it now happened.
"What about fucking someone your sister is fucking?" I asked.
Ford was taken aback. "Kai?"
"Other sister," I corrected. "Brooke. And, by extension, me."
Brooke gasped and lightly slapped my shoulder. "I didn't say I was fucking you. We were barely feeling brave enough to make out a little."
I made my voice as low and seductive as I could. "Do you want to though?"
Brooke made an involuntary noise not far off from a whimper. "Are you... are you inviting me and my brother to bed at the same time?"
I nodded. "Yeah."
They exchanged glances.
"I'm not fucking my sister," Ford said, voice strained.
"Of course not," I said. "But you can share me if you want."
Brooke sighed. "Your fuckin' family. You and Kai are crazy, you know that?"
I shrugged and took each of their hands in one of mine. "We've never been in a threeway together, thank you very much. Your fam's still sluttier."
Neither sibling protested as I led them to my brother's spare room. There was no sign of Kai or River, and other guests were slowly departing. I hoped it wasn't too obvious what the three of us were up to, to anyone who noticed us. But then again, given the night's main attraction, was anyone really going to be bothered?
Brooke and Ford were typically attractive and confident people. It was ever so cute how shy and reserved they got when I corralled us all in the spare bedroom together.
I got to play as I wished at first, licking Brooke, sucking Ford. Slowly tricking them both out of more and more of their clothing.
They were both so embarrassed with each other present, but also increasingly aroused with my attentions. Horniness eventually won out, as I'd hoped, and they worked together to strip me as well and throw me to the bed. I fought back playfully, just a little, but was so fucking turned on and wet to have a brother and sister teaming up on me.
Brooke ate my pussy for a while as Ford sucked on my tits. I got my first cum of the night that way, a much needed one by that point.
I switched over to eating Brooke out while sticking my ass up and wiggling it in Ford's direction. He pounded me good while I licked his sister's pussy. I made him cum inside me, and her cum on my tongue, satisfying all three of our needs to some degree.
Ford took a short break, recovering, but I was nowhere near done. I crawled on top of Brooke and teased her with kisses and small lip bites until she was giggling and nipping right back at me.
I got a couple fingers inside Brooke and got her all worked up again. It wasn't long before Ford was back up and hard, and sticking his cock back in me.
A devious part of me liked to think that it wasn't just me that got him horny again, but watching me play with his sister. As scandalous as that line of thought was, I didn't even think it was totally wrong. I could tell Brooke was conflicted but ultimately enjoying Ford thrusting in and out of me while our pussies were nearly touching. I suspected a similar feeling on Ford's part.
"You know," I murmured to Brooke, "if Ford accidentally slipped out of me, no one would know."
I didn't actually say out loud the implication that if he slipped out of me, it would be to slip into her, but I didn't need to. She knew what I meant, and I could tell from Ford's sudden tension that he'd heard and understood too.
"You're bad," Brooke complained. "But... accidents happen."
"Yeah they do," I purred, rewarding her with some full tongue kisses.
Brooke whimpered into my mouth as her brother's cock slid gracefully from my pussy and down into hers. A small but very significant movement.
I couldn't actually decide if I liked it better with Ford in me or in Brooke. One was physically hotter, the other emotionally hotter. Either way, Brooke and I clung together, bodies molding to each other, sometimes kissing or fondling, sometimes just basking in the heavy intimacy of it.
Ford switched between Brooke and I few times, giving us both the good, hard pounding that we craved. I came again first, feeling the sweet release of it. Brooke moaned and came shortly after me while Ford finished deep inside her. Brooke and I both got our cummy, messy pussies from the same guy for that night, though I couldn't help the impish thought that hers was way sexier.
Brooke continued to nestle against me even afterward, not daring to face the world on her own outside of my arms. I couldn't totally blame her. I liked the cuddling anyway.
"Should I... go?" Ford asked awkwardly.



"Only if you want to," I said. "I'd like you to stay though."
"I kinda came in Brooke," Ford said, as though we weren't all very, very aware already.
"That's tomorrow's problem," Brooke said in a small but definite voice. "Stay."
Ford gratefully cuddled up with me as well, needing it as badly as his sister did. I got to enjoy being all snuggly between them all night.
****
River
****
Kai took such good care of me as he ran me a bath and cleaned me up. I felt so pampered as I soaked in the hot water and let my wonderful boyfriend do all the work of scrubbing me clean again.
"This is an actually astounding amount of cum," he remarked. "Like every time I think I have your hair taken care of, there's more."
"Hehe, I know, right?" I burbled happily. "All your fault, you know."
"I'm aware," Kai said with a quiet smile.
I bit my lip as I watched him. I loved him so much right now.
"You're so horny from tonight, aren't you?" I asked.
"You know I am," he said.
"And you're taking care of me while you need it so bad."
He kissed the back of my hand. "Of course I'm going to take care of you. But don't think I'm not going to pound you into a puddle right after this."
"Mmm, good boy."
"He is, isn't he?" Alyssa said, sneaking up on the intimate moment. "Actually made my heart melt a little just then."
"You still hanging around, huh?" I said. "You know my ass is closed for business the rest of the night?"
Kai sighed. "You both talked, didn't you? You're not supposed to."
Alyssa shrugged and padded over to give me a very non-platonic kiss. "Bestie privileges," she said, as though that was an excuse.
"Want to get in the bath with me?" I offered. "Kai gives good service."
"Tempting, but I thought I might help take care of your boy here," Alyssa said, turning her attention to Kai. "He looks... painfully horny."
"I... might be," Kai admitted.
"Poor boy," Alyssa cooed. "Let me help."
I smiled in amusement and just relaxed in my bath while Alyssa got Kai's pants off and sucked on his admittedly very needy looking cock. I even found my hand drifting between my legs while I idly watched my best friend blowing my boyfriend a few feet away.
"I think everyone's gone home now."
I flicked my eyes to the doorway, having been caught off-guard at yet another intrusion to the bathroom where I was naked and soaking. It was Ryan, Alyssa's boyfriend. He walked right past Alyssa on her knees in front of Kai and took a seat on the toilet with the cover down.
"Someone's fucking in your spare room," Ryan continued casually, "but I'm pretty sure everyone else has taken off."
I rubbed myself harder. Sure Ryan had almost certainly seen me naked already tonight, and most likely been inside me, but there was just something about the effortless way he made himself comfortable like I wasn't wet and naked right in front of him, and his girlfriend wasn't on her knees for someone else.
Then again, I'd been just as casual about Alyssa deciding my boyfriend needed a blowjob. We had a really cool group of friends, as it turned out.
Ryan played on his phone while I played with myself. He actually snapped a couple pics of Alyssa while she did her thing, though I couldn't tell if that was because he wanted photos, or because of the exasperated looks she gave him, as though there was some sort of in-joke between them that I wasn't aware of.
The problem for me was that I was somehow both in danger of falling asleep in my soothing, warm bath, and also getting revved up again and wasn't sure my fingers were going to cut it.
I kept rubbing myself until Kai blew his load in Alyssa's mouth and she sat back on her heels with a self-satisfied look on her face. I waited for just the right pause before standing up.
I got what I wanted, all eyes on me as water cascaded down my bare form. I smiled at my boyfriend.
"Towel please?"
Kai nodded absently and moved to wrap me in a fluffy towel as I stepped daintily out of the tub. I let him pat me more or less dry, then stepped free of the towel and pattered into the bedroom where I stretched out luxuriously on our bed. The same bed I'd been fucked in all night. The night wasn't even over yet.
Kai came in and started kissing all down my body, getting me moaning and spreading my legs for him before he slid his cock in me. Alyssa sucking him off just before was actually kind of nice, because it meant Kai wasn't in a hurry, and we could take our time fucking and basking in the intimacy together. I didn't need more crazy thrills tonight, I needed my boyfriend's love and comfort.
Alyssa and Ryan joined us in the bed, cuddling half-naked together and just watching, occasionally chatting and joking with each other. Like this was a normal friendly hangout.
I reached for Alyssa's hand, squeezing it gently in mine and smiling at the warmth I felt from having her with me. It had been an amazing night for me, but definitely emotionally draining, and I was really feeling the need for the love of my boyfriend and bestie right now.
Kai came deep in my pussy, finishing off the night perfectly as far as I was concerned.
Alyssa had different ideas, and took over Kai's cock as soon as she had the chance, licking him sluttily until he got hard again.
"Are you serious right now?" I asked in amused disbelief.
Alyssa grinned and shrugged. "I didn't get a chance to ride this yet."
She was utterly unrepentant about straddling Kai and riding his cock when all I wanted to do was snuggle my boyfriend and sleep for three days. I spooned backward into Ryan as some consolation, cuddling with him instead while Alyssa fucked Kai.
Perhaps unsurprisingly, I felt Ryan poking me before long, which even in my increasingly tired state still brought me a surge of pride and satisfaction.
"Wanna fuck me while we wait this out?" I asked.
"I already came in you twice tonight," Ryan said.
I shrugged. "Third time lucky?"
Ryan slipped inside me and fucked me leisurely while we lay on our sides still facing the action beside us of our respective significant others fucking far more energetically.
It was actually really nice watching Alyssa let loose like this. She'd been envious of my wild side in the past, and I personally felt like she'd come a long way in losing her inhibitions. Fucking my ass and my boyfriend in one night was quite the achievement, really. And she was so gleeful about it all.
I could tell she was pleased with herself when Kai came in her, and Kai had to be pretty happy too about now sharing a bed with two women who both had their pussies filled with his cum.
Kai snuggled me the way I wanted after, and Alyssa cuddled against him from the other side. I stayed between Kai and Ryan, and we all let Ryan take his time finishing inside me before we fell asleep together.
****
Brooke
****
So I fucked my brother.
I mean technically I allowed a situation to occur where his cock was in my pussy. And then he came in me. And then we slept together in the same bed.
So yeah, I fucked my brother.
I sighed to myself watching Luna and Ford still sleeping next to me. I had to have lost my senses last night. Like yes, my sister's boyfriend's sister was stupidly cute and I was ecstatic that I'd had the chance to go to bed with her. But the brother thing was... well it wasn't bothering me all that much, which in turn was bothering me a lot.
I could chalk it up to horniness and going ahead with an ill-advised threeway, and just letting it be a private memory just for me. No one outside this room ever had to know, and it wasn't like Ford was talking. Luna... Luna was probably cool. I kind of wondered if she'd want to go on a date sometime.
Right. A date with a brotherfucker. As if.
Except--and the thought brought both amusement and butterflies--if any girl would date a brotherfucker, it was probably Luna. Or River, but she didn't really count for these purposes.
I got dressed and left the other two to rest. We all needed it, but I was pretty sure more sleep wasn't in my cards this morning.
I intended to find myself some coffee, but I heard some conversation coming from the kitchen, and I wasn't quite ready for being social yet. On a whim I checked River and Kai's room, figuring if anyone would still be sleeping, it would be my sister. She'd had an even crazier night than me, and presumably wouldn't have much in her for energy today.
It was quite a relief for me to find River alone in her bed. Kai must have been up already. I padded over and lay next to her, feeling more comfortable here with her than in a bed next to reminders of my questionable choices.
The small movement disturbed River and she flicked an eye open, smiling sleepily at me.
"Oh hey," she said. "Stayed over, did you?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Where'd you sleep?"
"Guest room."
I watched the mental calculations happening in my sister's head before she slowly, evilly grinned.
"You hooked up last night," River declared.
"I did," I agreed.
Her smile faded a little. "Regrets?"
"Some."
"Aw, fuck. Sorry."
"That's ok," I said.
River lifted the covers in invitation. "Come snuggle."
"... are you naked under there?" I asked.
"Yeah."
"Haha, that's weird then," I said.
"No it isn't!" River said. "Well... maybe a little."
I giggled and ended up slipping under the blankets with her after some more prodding. I didn't actually mind, and even objectively it was far less of an issue than my decisions last night.
"Who'd you sleep with?" River asked.
"Not getting into that," I said. "At least for now."
"Fair. Are you still mad at Ford?"
It took me a second to recall that River both didn't know I'd slept with our brother, and that I'd pretended to be pissed at him last night for fucking River.
River took my hesitation as a reluctance to answer. "You don't think he'd actually do anything like that, do you?" She peered at me intently. "Or... do you know that he did? Kai's being a shit and won't tell me." She grinned. "It's kinda fun actually."
"That's... fun?" I asked.
"Yeah. You don't think? I mean remember when we made Kai think Luna might have blown him?" She giggled. "He still isn't a hundred percent sure one way or the other."
"What if Ford did fuck you though?" I pressed. "Like you knew for sure?"
River weighed this. "I think it's more fun not knowing. But if I knew for sure... oh I'd have to give him such shit for it, the little sisterfucker." She giggled again.
I sighed. "It's too early for you to be so... you."
"Oh like you're not used to it," she said, reaching for me and hugging me closer. It was a touch awkward with her being naked and all, but also nice. "You love me."
"Contractually," I agreed.
River went quiet for a while. Might have even drifted off a little. I enjoyed the warmth and the quiet for a time. It was cozy and nice.
"River?" I finally said.
Her eyes cracked open again. "Hm?"
"I slept with Luna last night."
She grinned wickedly. "Nice! I might actually be a bit jealous. Unf, can you imagine getting her and Kai both in bed together?"
"Well...."
River's eyebrows shot up for a second, then she recovered and shook her head. "No no, he was here with me the whole time. I know you didn't."
"I didn't," I confirmed. "Not with Luna's brother."
I let the sentence hang heavily in the air, watching it slowly make its way through River's brain and out through her gasping expression.
"You didn't!" she hissed.
"I did. Not on purpose. Mostly. But I did."
River sat bolt upright, blankets falling away from her chest. My sister had amazing tits. I focused on them for a moment, perhaps just because it was easier than looking her in the eye.
"Tell me everything," she ordered. "Immediately."
"No!"
"Yes!"
"Nooo!"
"Brooke!"
"Fine," I pouted, though secretly I was relieved to get it off my chest, and that River was not in fact condemning me for an immoral slut. Not that she could get away with any such thing without suffering from lethal irony poisoning in the process.
I told River the story, as best I could remember the details. It got easier the more I went on, and the deeper I hooked her fascinated interest. Something about the aggressive lack of judgement made everything feel ok.
"He came in you," River said, awestruck.
"Yeah," I said, blushing faintly.
She bit her lip. "Am I to take this that he definitely didn't fuck me last night?"
"Not that I know of," I said. "But please don't tell anyone I gave it away."
"No worries, sis." River lay back down with me. "Do you think he would fuck me though?"
I burst out laughing. "Oh my god! You fucking slut!"
"Brotherfucker!"
"Wannabe brotherfucker!"
River snickered. "Damn, that's a... surprisingly really good insult."
"Thank you," I said.
She looked at me seriously. "Is it bad that I'm a teensy bit jealous though? Like I don't think I'd actually fuck our brother. Probably. But... you did though."
I squirmed awkwardly, and perhaps just a little smugly. "I'm ok with that," I said. "I'm perhaps a teensy bit jealous of how you got fucked last night. Like... for hours. By everybody. Almost."
River traced a finger along my shoulder and collarbone. It wasn't inappropriate exactly, but had an oddly intimate feel.
"Would you want to do that sometime?" she asked softly. "You could, you know. It's getting to be our signature hosting move, Kai and me. Providing some... entertainment."
"You'd tie up your own sister like that?! For anyone who wanted me?"
"If you wanted."
"Oh my god." I covered my face with my hands. "Maybe. Ask me again some other time."
"Haha, ok."
****
Seven people had spent the night, I found out later in the morning. We all eventually congregated for an extremely late brunch.
I'd never seen so much blushing in one room of adults ever before. Every single one of us had something from the night before that we were both proud and ashamed of, it seemed. Or just something we felt shy about in the light of day.
There was an added layer to it all, which was that I realized no one quite knew what information everyone else possessed, and so we weren't quite sure how to feel or behave. I was half-tempted just to discuss everything in detail, but that seemed a daunting task. I left it alone and just tried to get comfortable with the notion that I was a brotherfucker now, and three other people knew all about it.
Luckily for me, most conversational interest stayed deflected off of me, and largely onto River. She was the official star of last night's performance, after all, and she was not shy at all about reminiscing about it.
I even had to smile to myself when River started taking clothes off again to better show off some accidental scratches and bruises she'd received. Like they were trophies.
"Babe, you're gonna get everyone horny again," Kai warned.
River, mid showing off a bruise on her thigh, shrugged and grinned. "You say that like it's a bad thing."
"Just warning you," Kai said. "You're the one who took all those dicks last night. I personally am feeling pretty good."
"Mmm," River purred, sliding into her boyfriend's lap, mostly naked already. "I'm sore. I'm tired. And I probably could go for some more fun today all the same. I keep thinking about last night and...."
"Slutty little thing," Kai said affectionately.
"Just because I want to be fucked stupid again while I'm supposed to be recovering from a lovely evening?" River pouted.
"Yeah, mostly that," Kai agreed.
"You regret dating a silly, horny girl yet or what?" River teased.
"Never in a million fucking years," Kai assured her.
I sighed. That was actually quite touching. They were so perfect for each other. There'd never been any doubt, really, but they just kept proving how well they matched.
I found myself wishing I could climb into Kai's lap instead as he and River teased each other with kissed and naughty touches. I did briefly glance at Ford, but shut down that line of thought. Once was bad enough. We could barely meet each other's eye this morning as it was.
Luna cleared her throat. "Any particular reason we can't, uh, mess around a little today? You know, before the rest of us have to go home?"
River grinned and whispered quietly and urgently to Kai for a moment, then she stood and took Luna's hand. "I think that's a great idea. Girls with me. Boys chill here for a bit. I'll let you know when to join us."
I shivered and followed bemusedly along behind my sister, who dragged Luna with her. Alyssa fell in beside me, exchanging amused and unsure glances with me.
"We sure about this?" Alyssa asked once we got out of earshot of the boys. "I mean, I don't strictly know what you've got in mind, River. But we're down to a pretty small group, and one third of the boys remaining is... well, he's your brother."
I felt a hot flush run through me. My brother too, as it happened.
"The risk gives it an extra thrill," River said casually. She did pause for a moment though. "Alright, so technically yes, what I have in mind does kind of run the risk of everyone other than Alyssa possibly like... sucking their brother's cock."
"I like how you drop that like it's a distant possibility," Alyssa giggled. "You're hoping for it, aren't you?"
River tried to act shocked at the implication, but couldn't manage a straight face. "You think such things of me?"
"Well... I know you," Alyssa said. "So... yeah."
"Bitch!" River laughed. "But also fair. So, uh, here's the thing. I'm pretty sure my brother never fucked me last night. But this prank that he did... that by the way everyone else went along with... it was pretty fucking hot actually. The not being totally sure that he didn't. It... does things to a girl."
I giggled nervously. Luna shrugged helplessly and with some small amusement in my direction. Alyssa laughed and hugged River.
"Ok, so we're going to help you fuck your brother," Alyssa said. "What do we do?"
"That's only a possibility!" River insisted.
"Slut, please," Alyssa said, with all due love and warmth to her harsh words. "You're all excited about it. Just commit."
River laughed and gave in, directing us to fulfill her vision.
My sister's grand plan was admittedly pretty visionary for being so sudden, and coming from her current state of clearly not being recovered from last night. Not that you'd easily tell that she was exhausted from the excited skip in her step and the extra twinkle in her eye.
River had us hang four old sheets from the ceiling, forming a square in the middle of the room. We then cut holes in the sheets at roughly cock height.
"Then we all sit in the middle and... well I think it's pretty self-explanatory at that point," River said.
I looked at Luna. "You going for this?" I asked. "You're running the same risk River and I are."
"Brother-wise?" Luna asked. "Yeah." She bit her lip. "I'm in if you are."
I nodded. "Same. Let's do it?"
"Yeah. Let's do it."
River was thrilled and stripped off what was left of her clothes, getting fully naked in between the sheets. The rest of us kept our clothes on for now.
I was excited too, but also thrumming with nerves. This wasn't as intimidating as being tied up and freely used by a whole party's worth of people, but it was still beyond my previous experiences, and that wasn't even counting that I'd probably have my brother's cock in my mouth sooner than later.
We collectively held our breath as the boys entered the room. They didn't speak. Kai must have let them in on the plan. I recalled him and River having their hasty, hushed discussion back in the kitchen.
Just as soon as I was getting anxious and wondering how long it was going to take for something to happen, a cock poked through the hole I was kneeling in front of. I blinked in surprise, then dove on it with my mouth, knowing that hesitation wasn't my friend in this situation.



I didn't know whose cock I had acquired, but I sucked it good. I enjoyed the helpless little moans and whimpers from my unknown boy.
I heard similar things from the others, as well as increasingly sloppy sounds as more and more spit got involved with the various blowjobs.
The boys rotated every so often. Anywhere from thirty seconds to a minute, it seemed. Logically, I knew by the third cock in my mouth that one of them had been Ford, and I had indeed had my brother in my pussy and mouth now. For the sake of the game, though, I told myself I didn't truly know who I was sucking on at any given moment.
I was so stupidly wet already. This mystery blowjob thing was working for me. And yes, part of that was the incestuous stakes involved, but just at a basic level it was hot and slutty not knowing whose cock was in my mouth at any point.
Luna was first to take the game further. I mostly noticed as quickly as I did because I currently had no cock in front of me and had cast my gaze around at the other girls. Luna was quick and quiet about slipping her legs under the sheet in front of her, and I was pretty sure neither River or Alyssa realized right away, but whichever guy was currently facing her certainly noticed.
I rubbed my pussy as Luna made a small whimper and her whole body got dragged a little farther away, then shook as she got thrust into. One of the boys was not wasting any time fucking her.
It could be my brother fucking Luna right in front of me. Could even be hers. I didn't know, and I kind of didn't want to know. It was hotter that way.
Luna caught me looking, and just gave me a shy but horny smile. She grinned even wider when I made up my mind and slipped my legs under the sheet too. As soon as the boys rotated again, I had that same cock that had just been in Luna now in my pussy.
Pretty soon Alyssa was copying Luna and I, and all three of us were getting fucked, never quite knowing who was in us. Well, Alyssa could probably recognize her boyfriend, and vice versa. But otherwise I didn't know who was in me, and the boys wouldn't know for sure which pussy they were currently inside either.
I came from getting fucked like that; semi-anonymously, on a rotating handful of cocks. I had my eyes closed, trying to restrain any noises I made, and was surprised to find River crawling up to me when I opened my eyes again.
She leaned down to whisper to me, keeping her words just for us.
"Enjoying yourself?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yeah. Didn't think you'd pass this up though."
River shrugged. "Still kind of sore from last night. And... I kind of want to make sure my sister's having a good time."
"How thoughtful of you," I whispered. "But why do I feel like you're up to something more?"
"Who me?" she asked almost innocently.
"Yeah you."
"Well... maybe you're right."
She waited until Ford was fucking me. Somehow I knew she would, whatever it was she was planning. Like I knew my sister's mind or something.
River threw back the sheet, revealing the familial indiscretion. Not that it stopped Ford or me from fucking. He felt way too good inside me, and fucking my brother was still one of the very hottest things I'd ever done. One of the few I could say I'd beaten River to as well.
"Anyone else want in on this?" River asked casually.
I shrieked in feigned shock and very real delight as Ryan walked over and Ford lay back so I had to ride him.
"This is not very sisterly of you," I told River as she helped Ryan lube and penetrate my ass.
"All depends on what you value, I suppose," River said. "I want the best for you."
Kai stuck his cock in my mouth, and I was fully stuffed in each hole. This was what River wanted for me. And honestly, it was pretty amazing of her. I would never have done it on my own, but with her by my side it felt very manageable. It was certainly a memory I'd treasure forever, whether I ever wanted to do anything like again or not.
The girls were very all very supportive of me. Alyssa held my hair back while Kai fucked my face, and Luna played with my tits, giggling as her brother used my mouth right next to her. River rubbed my back and murmured supportive words to me.
Luckily the boys didn't last too long before cumming in me. I wasn't used to getting fucked like this and wasn't sure how long it would really stay fun for. I did, however, fully enjoy feeling myself take loads of cum in each hole in fairly rapid succession.
I was knocked out of the fun for a bit, too happy and sedate to want to try jumping back onto anyone.
I got to watch Alyssa enthusiastically take both Kai and Ford at the same time though, and Luna makeout with River while getting pounded by Ryan. Luna eventually got her brother inside her and got creampied, as I knew she would sooner or later.
River mostly stayed out of getting actually fucked, and was more of an instigator than anything. It made a sort of sense. As much as she loved being the centre of attention, I also vividly recalled that first time she'd tied Kai up and let anyone who wanted play with him. She didn't need to be right in the middle of things to enjoy herself. Plus she kept saying she was too sore for the poundings she wanted, and I halfway believed that.
Luna eventually crawled over to me and cuddled up. She kissed me, and I found I liked it enough that I held her in for lots more kisses and sucking on her lip.
"Want to go out some time?" she asked me.
I giggled. "You're asking right now?"
"Yeah," she said. "I like you. Spending last night together was fun. This was fun. I'd like to see you more."
"I just finished swallowing your brother's cum," I pointed out.
She shrugged. "I've got some more you could lick out of me if you want."
I covered my face with my hands and tried to muffle my own little scandalized squeals of delight. "Ok, let's try a date."
"Really?"
"Yeah. I think we might work out pretty well, in our own special way."
****
Kai
****
River and I had the firm distinction these days of holding by far the most popular parties of anyone in our increasingly extended friend group. So many of my conversations now involved someone subtly asking when the next event would be.
Luckily for our friends, River and I loved hosting these things, so they rarely had to wait all too long.
"It doesn't strictly have to be one of us tied up every time," I pointed out to River while setting up for our current party.
River shrugged and made sure my arms were tied comfortably but securely above my head, attached to some hooks she'd had one of our friends place on the ceiling.
"But I do so love to watch you get played with," she said.
"Well yeah, same," I said. "Might be nice to be able to play together sometimes is all."
"What are you talking about?" River asked casually. "We had a threeway with your sister just last week. If that's not playing together, I don't know what is."
"Oh yeah," I said. "That's a good point."
"What about his sister?" Luna asked, strolling in with exquisite timing. She held hands with Brooke as they both entered, the two of them having become quite the couple lately.
"Just talking about fucking you last week," River said conversationally. "Kai was pouting that we never do things together."
"Not what I said," I protested.
"You fucked them without me, huh?" Brooke accused Luna.
Luna blushed. "You had that late meeting. I told you, didn't I?"
"You didn't," Brooke said, kissing her lightly. "But River kept me in the loop. Sent me update pics all evening, actually. It was rather frustrating when I was supposed to be focused on other things."
"Sorry," Luna said.
"That's ok," Brooke said. "I'm still going to have River tie you up for the night though."
Luna squeaked in surprise. "What? Me? No."
"Yes," Brooke said calmly.
Luna looked at me, then sheepishly back at her girlfriend. "You sure?"
"I am."
Luna kissed Brooke tenderly. "You're the best."
"I know."
I watched my sister get tied up to another hook. There was something pretty hot about her restraint, even though both of us remained fully clothed. For now.
"You're going to get fucked a lot," I warned Luna. "Like a lot."
She grinned at me. "I know."
River and Brooke happily chatted like they were having some regular sisterly quality time together, while they in fact were tying Luna and I up and blindfolding us, getting us ready to be used.
"They're kind of the best," Luna whispered to me, edging as close to me as she could with the little bit of slack in her bondage. "I get why you like River so much."
"Took you this long?" I asked, amused.
"Well, no. That time she had all her friends suck you off and made you think I might have participated," Luna said. "That's when I knew she was the one for you."
I couldn't help laughing. "That's when you knew?"
"Yeah," she said.
I stopped giggling and thought really hard about it. "Actually... you might be right. I should probably give serious thought to marrying her at some point."
"I can hear you two, you know," River taunted, though she sounded rather pleased.
I shrugged. It wasn't like I minded if she knew.
"So you never actually did anything that first party?" I asked Luna.
"Nah," she said. "Disappointed?"
"A little," I said. "It was fun when I wasn't quite sure."
"You've cummed in me plenty since then," Luna giggled.
"True."
"You're still disappointed?"
"Kinda, yeah."
Luna made an understanding noise. "Tell you what, I'll do something sneaky to you every now and then and refuse to admit to it later."
"I knew you were my favourite sister for a reason," I said.
She snorted and gave me a light kick. I grinned, then perked up as I heard some guests arriving.
Luna and I being as prominent as we were, it wasn't long before we were both getting felt up. The hands and fingers came as a surprise, touching over or under my shirt, across my neck or hair, down my pants.
Luna was getting it as bad or worse judging by the cute noises she made. There was something terribly hot about imagining what might be happening to her, only a foot or two away from me yet remaining unknown.
My pants were pulled down and removed, making my erection very obvious to the whole room. More and more people felt me up, and some clever soul started taking scissors to my shirt. Luna's gasps and the sounds of cutting suggested that she was getting divested of her clothing one way or another as well.
I sighed happily as my cock started getting played with and occasionally sucked a bit. People were starting off slowly, pretty much as expected. Everyone just getting some feels in, or some nibbles and licks here and there.
The only thing I wasn't expecting so much at first was how many fingers would be trying to slide up my butt. Someone--River, no doubt--supplied lube so it was fairly easy and fun, but it made me suspicious of intentions.
I had my suspicious confirmed while I had a wet, eager mouth working my cock. I felt something larger poke my butt, and then there was the tip of a strapon penetrating me, filling me up. Tits pressed to my back as an unknown woman gave a happy sigh and started rocking her hips, fucking me while I was helpless.
"Anyone fucking your ass yet?" I asked Luna.
She moaned. "Working on it. Mostly getting in my pussy so far. Are you...."
"Getting pegged," I confirmed. "River didn't warn me."
"Wouldn't have been much fun that way," River said languidly.
She was probably lounging and watching me get defiled every which way. Probably holding a half-empty wine glass and giving me that cat-like evil smile of hers. God I loved her.
I gasped as my ass was filled with liquid, and I realized that the sex toys involved tonight were going to include fake-cum being shot inside me. It made sense. River would enjoy seeing me get as sloppy as she had last time.
Mouths and hands kept swapping on my dick. Sometimes a girl would sneak her pussy onto me for a bit. From the sounds I heard, it often involved stepping onto something as a boost to make up the height difference, and quite honestly the angle wasn't amazing. But it was good, challenging fun anyway, and I got to eventually sample what I assumed were most of the pussies in the room.
Getting ass-fucked was less frequent, but still pretty regular. Mostly it was one or more strapons getting passed around and stuffed in me over and over, often with large fake cum-load added. Sometimes it was definitely real cocks taking my ass for a ride, and I was very curious who they belonged to, but it was more fun keeping the suspense of not knowing. Plus no one was likely to tell me anyway, lest they face my girlfriend's displeasure.
River was watching all of it, I was sure. Every little thing that our friends wanted to do to me. The thought made me burn even warmer than the bodies rubbing on or in me, or the increasing levels of various fluids accumulating about my person.
A sweaty, naked girl pressed against me from the front, and it took me a moment to realize it was my sister. She clung to me and mewled as she got pounded, then just panted softly as she presumably got finished in again.
"You doing ok?" I whispered.
"Haha, yeah," Luna said. "Of course. You worried about me, bro?"
"Not really. Just checking," I said. "How come you got untied?"
"I don't know. Just special I guess."
It wouldn't have surprised me if someone--most likely one or both of our girlfriends--decided that it was hot watching us get used while pressed needily up against each other. I blindly located my sister's mouth with mine and felt her moan into my kiss.
As if we hadn't already been naked, vulnerable, and helpless enough, we now had to contend with the heat between us, and the constant feel of her tits and my cock trapped against each other, rubbing and poking with every new movement.
I could tell when Luna was feeling particularly desperate and horny from the way she hungrily kissed me. Likewise when she had a cum, she was docile and clingy for a while after.
Someone eventually took pity on me too, and untied my aching arms. I was guided to lie down in the middle of the floor with Luna stretched out on top of me. Some sneaky, helpful hands slipped my cock inside my sister where it just kind of cozily remained.
I felt Luna get fucked some more and knew it had to be in her ass any time she rocked against me. She was so horny and kept grinding on me when she wasn't otherwise getting fucked.
Our free mouths got used plenty still. Dicks and pussies got offered to either or both of us, and occasionally someone would slide in between such that I could suck their clit while Luna ate their ass, or vice versa.
"Keep rocking on me," I begged Luna eventually. "Keep going. I need it."
"Hehe, really?" she giggled. "You need to cum that bad?"
"Yeah."
"In me?"
"Hopefully."
Luna delightedly kept moving her hips. It didn't take much. I was pretty far gone already. I came deep in my sister's wet, messy pussy, releasing so much need and buildup, and nearly knocking me out with pleasure and happy feelings.
Luna and I clung to each other tightly after that, and pretty much gave up on helping anyone else cum. Not that it stopped them. Luna's butt still got used a few more times, but mostly anyone who wanted still came over and came or squirted over the both of us, still using us the cum dumps we were for the evening.
I lost track of time and may have even drifted off a few times, just Luna and I cuddling on the floor in our own slutty way. My blindfold was eventually pulled off and I found River and Brooke the only ones left with us, trying unsuccessfully to pry Luna off of me.
"Let go," Brooke laughed.
"No!" Luna protested petulantly.
"I want a turn on your brother," Brooke insisted. "I haven't used him all night."
Luna slowly relented. "Yeah, ok. That seems fair."
"Good girl," Brooke said, petting Luna and getting her gently curled up next to me.
River watched in amusement and took over petting Luna while her sister climbed on my dick and rode me for a while. I hadn't been in Brooke yet tonight, at least I was pretty sure I hadn't. She seemed pretty pent up and eagerly made herself cum on my cock. She didn't stop riding me until she got me to cum up inside her too.
Brooke only took a moment to enjoy her success before switching over to sitting on Luna's face and making her lick my creampie back out. My sister squealed and play-fought about it, but ultimately wasn't shy about licking out my cum from her girlfriend.
"Such a good girl," Brooke praised adoringly.
River, amused and horny, moved between my legs and licked and sucked on my soft cock until it rose again. She cleaned me of any lingering traces of her sister before straddling me and sitting on my cock. She was in no particular hurry, and just kind of let her hips and pussy grind on me in a slow and luxurious manner.
It felt kind of ridiculous to experience a full body warmth just then as my love for River suffused me. In the aftermath of extreme sluttiness, still an absolute mess inside and out, watching our sisters do some very naughty cum-play right next to us, I felt the intensity of my connection to my girlfriend, and how much we cared for each other.
"I love you," I said.
River flicked her eyes back to me, having been checking out Luna trying to get her whole tongue inside Brooke.
"Of course you do, silly boy," River said. She ran her fingernails up my tummy and chest. "You're a good boy. I love you too. So much."
I smiled at her; soft, innocent, and guileless. "Want to get married?"
River froze. So did Brooke and Luna. I could sense all their attention swiveling rapidly toward me.
"Really?" River asked. "You want to propose now of all times?"
"Yeah," I said. "It feels right."
Luna started giggling uncontrollably, which set Brooke off, and the two of them collapsed together.
"You're not expecting us to be... shall we say... more properly monogamous, are you?" River asked carefully.
"Fuck no," I said. "You kidding?"
"Just checking," she said.
"Nah, I just... I don't want this to end. You and me and... whoever or whatever else. You know?"
River nodded and smiled, biting her lip rather fetchingly. "You don't have a ring, do you?"
"Not at the moment," I said.
"We better start looking then," she said.
"Yeah," I agreed, feeling the blooming coziness in my heart as River leaned down to kiss me. "That seems like a good idea."
****
It felt like no amount of showering, scrubbing, bathing, or any type of cleansing was ever going to get me properly clean again. I still did my best, as tired as I was. I had some intermittent assistance, but River's excitement had caught up with her, and she kept darting out of the room to loudly share more planning and scheming with Brooke. The two of them apparently moving straight to planning the wedding.
"Really did that one to yourself, huh bro?" Luna remarked as she daintily joined me in the bathtub. "Didn't figure River for being so excitable about marriage, quite honestly."
"Me either," I sighed, enjoying feeling Luna's slippery, naked body finding room with mine in the tub. I wasn't horny even a little, but the company still felt nice. River had been in the midst of helping me do a final sweep of my body with a wash cloth before she'd distracted herself again.
"Regret it?" Luna asked.
I smiled, fully content with my life. "Not even a shred. I'm gonna wife that girl."
"Hehe, yeah you are." Luna paused thoughtfully. "Is that gonna make it weird if Brooke and I are still seeing each other?"
I looked at my sister, nakedly sharing my bath with me after having been tied up and gangbanged together.
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Ha, you're right. Who am I kidding. I don't give a shit." Luna raised an imaginary glass. "To us."



I mimed clinking an invisible glass against hers. "Fuckin' crushing it."
"Hell yeah!"
****
River
****
I couldn't believe I was getting my dream wedding. It had never been the biggest concern of mine. Not the sort of thing I obsessed over. But it was amazing that it was happening, and that it got to be with Kai.
I loved that boy so very much.
We'd had to invent a totally different proposal story, of course. I wasn't about to tell my parents the real thing, even though the more times I thought about it, the more perfect it was to me. Kai and I just connected on some absolutely filthy levels that nevertheless were perfect and special for us.
Case in point, I had found the absolute dream wedding dress for me. Elegant and sexy, but nothing that would scandalize any of our more prudish guests. And when it came time to don said dress for the ceremony itself, I found Kai already relaxing in my dressing room in his suit, Luna and Alyssa on their knees in front of him with his pants pulled down.
I rolled my eyes playfully at my husband-to-be. "Don't think you're supposed to be in here."
"Why not?" Kai asked.
"Not supposed to see the dress before the wedding," I said.
"Why?"
"I don't know. Tradition?"
"Oh," he said. "Tradition."
Something about his casual dismissal of tradition while currently getting his cock nibbled on by two of my bridesmaids sent sexy thrills through me. I was going to marry this boy so hard!
Brooke, my escort up until now, swapped out with Luna and Alyssa sucking on Kai's cock, while the other two started helping me out of my clothes.
Kai had set something up here. All four people in the room other than myself were moving way too smoothly and in synch for this to be coincidence. My best friend, sister, and sister-in-law had happily gone behind my back in some sort of scheme, on my wedding day of all days. Fuck if I wasn't soaking wet already.
I stood naked and vulnerable when the door opened behind me. I panicked only for a second before seeing that it was Ford walking in. Of course it was my brother. I shouldn't have expected anything else.
"Congratulations on the marriage," Ford said.
"Hasn't actually happened yet," I pointed out.
"Oh right. Well early congrats then," he amended.
Rather unceremoniously, Ford proceeded to bend me over and rub his cock on my pussy a few times, then stick it in me. I gasped, then purred. I for some reason had expected the wedding itself to be a rather chaste and innocent affair. In hindsight that had been foolish of me.
I could watch my brother's eyes in the mirror in front of me, as well as my own slutty self. I watched Alyssa swap out with Brooke sucking on Kai's cock, and my three bridesmaids casually chatting and taking their own clothes off instead of defending my honour on my big day. It was about the hottest thing they all could have done for me.
Ford came hard in my wet little pussy, then graced me with a brotherly kiss on the cheek before departing again.
I stood up, a touch wobbly already, and let the girls start helping me into my underthings. No panties to be involved, I soon suspected.
I slowly assembled more pieces of my outfit, and the girls got themselves into their bridesmaids dresses, while we were interrupted with decided regularity by guests of the wedding with remarkably similar desires to bend me over and cum in me.
My ass was apparently just as fair game as my pussy, not that anyone asked me my opinion. And any of our friends who wanted to fuck me but didn't have a cock were perfectly happy and prepared with strapons, which they used to dump loads of fake cum in me.
There was something terribly surreal about Alyssa fussing over how I wouldn't stay still so she could fix my hair while I was getting ass-fucked with my wedding dress hiked up lewdly past my waist.
Kai was killing me with that calm, amused stare of his. Always watching me as I got increasingly defiled on our wedding day, consistently with one of my bridesmaids sucking on his cock.
Despite the constant barrage of sexual attention, I got the painful urge to have Kai fuck me before the ceremony. To have him take me and claim me and tell me I belonged to him.
He wouldn't. I knew that without asking. And fuck it was hot knowing I'd have to spend the day with dozens of loads inside me, none of them his.
Finally it was close enough to the ceremony that everything got real. I was allowed to stand up properly, though very shakily now. I got a pair of panties; white, silk, and immediately ruined. They were needed though if I had any chance at all of not leaving a messy trail all over the floor behind me.
Kai came in his sister's mouth, who proceeded to make sure she shared equally with Brooke and Alyssa via deep, sloppy kisses. My bridesmaids got my soon-to-be husband's cum, and I got nothing more than a chaste peck on the cheek from him.
"See you out there," Kai said.
"Can't believe you did this," I said.
He grinned. "Yeah you can."
I blushed happily. "Yeah I can. Love you."
"Love you too!"
The girls fussed more over me, and then each other. I mostly just stared after Kai and sighed. I wanted him now! All this meticulous planning of the wedding, and I just wanted it done with so I could have him to myself.
"It'll be fine," Brooke whispered in my ear. "Just get through it, then have fun tonight."
"I can't wait all the way until tonight," I whined.
"Did no one make you cum yet or what?" she asked. "I could arrange something real quick if you're desperate."
I shook my head. "I had a couple while I was getting railed in my wedding dress."
"That a girl!"
"But they weren't Kai."
The girls laughed and I felt a bit silly about it, but it was true. I wanted Kai so badly right now, and the fucker had gone out of his way to make sure that I couldn't have him for hours at least.
"Alright," Brooke told me seriously. "Time to get you married."
I wasn't sure I could pull it off in my state. The actual ceremony and everything. I was wrong.
As soon as it all started, the music and walking down the aisle and everything, it all flowed into the beautiful and magical day that I'd dreamed it would be. I felt like a princess walking on my daddy's arm with all our assembled friends and family watching me like I was a vision of radiant innocence. A slutty princess, sure, but not everyone had to know about that.
Every small movement made me feel the mess of cum in my panties. Sometimes even just standing still I'd feel it leaking from my pussy or ass, or down the inside of my thigh. My embarrassment and excitement hopefully masked as me being shyly happy about marrying Kai--which was so very true, just not the whole story.
Kai and I spent most of the ceremony making deep, deep eye contact. Eye-fucking, really. He had this small but very smug smirk on his lips the whole time that just made me want to ride his face and make him choke on the massive creampie he'd organized for me. I wanted to kiss him and never let go. I wanted to be naked and alone with him, feel him inside me, bask in his love.
I was kind of melting for all things he made me feel. An increasing percentage of the sloppy wetness in my panties was all my own. I wanted my husband so badly.
The thought made me smile as hard as I ever had when it finally came time to kiss. I was, in fact, kissing my husband. Always would be forever after.
We definitely held the kiss way too long. I only realized when my bridesmaids started laughing and cheering, and I didn't dare look at the rest of the assembled guests right away. Just clung to the comfort of Kai's protective arms.
"I think we have to start walking," Kai whispered to me.
"I can't look at anyone right now," I whimpered. "That kiss was too much. Is everyone staring?"
"River, love of my life, you're the bride. Of course everyone's staring. That's their job." Kai lifted my chin with his finger. "All the things I've known you to do and you're worried people saw us kissing too long?"
"I'm supposed to be a princess today," I said.
"And you so fucking are," he assured me.
"Are my parents upset?"
"Why would they be? They're amused and happy for you," Kai said. "But seriously, come on or this is going to start getting embarrassing."
I let Kai lead me away, risking glances from side to side and taking relief from the fact that there were no disapproving looks at all. Kai was right. Everyone was just happy for me. For us.
They didn't know all the things going on in my head, or my underwear. Well, most of them didn't.
****
I'd insisted on the girls cleaning me up as best they could in a commandeered bathroom before I tried to get through the reception, and especially any dancing. I most certainly was not about to start whirling around and leaving cum splattered everywhere behind me.
"Not like you to be shy," Alyssa teased me.
"I'm not," I said.
"Yes you are," Brooke said. "I saw it when you kissed Kai. I almost didn't recognize the expression on you."
I rolled my eyes, but then softened and smiled. "I love him, I guess."
"Haha, like that wasn't obvious?" Alyssa said.
"This is different," I said. "He's my husband now. And... I want to be in bed with him so bad. So bad!"
Luna had been wiping me down while Brooke and Alyssa held my dress hiked up for her. "You're gonna take good care of my brother," she said. "I mean I knew that, but they're right about the shy, happy girl we all saw today."
I must have really earned her approval, since she switched from cloth and fingers to using her tongue to clean me even deeper. Either a gesture of affection for the girl who'd married her brother, or she was just horny. Probably both.
"I love him so much," I said, meaning every word.
"We know," Brooke laughed. "Now go dance with him or something, would you?"
I found myself ushered into Kai's arms again, as we danced. It wasn't my most graceful of dances by any means, but it was an excuse to be close.
"You doing ok?" Kai asked me.
"I'm perfect," I said.
"Good. I've been starting to worry that having you gangbanged before the wedding might have been too much," Kai said. "You're so... demure."
"Ha, is that what you think?"
"A little, yeah."
I leaned in really close to whisper in his ear. "I just had your sister's tongue up my ass less than an hour after we got married."
Kai tried to repress his laughter and only ended up drawing more attention in the process.
"Good girl," he said.
"Hehe, are you gonna be a good boy and fuck me so good all night though?" I asked.
"You better fucking believe I am," Kai said. "Seriously though, all good?"
"All good," I confirmed. "Making me get married while absolutely stuffed full of cum that wasn't yours... fucking amazing. Truly delightfully evil of you."
"Thank you," he said.
I leaned in really close and nipped playfully at his ear. "And if you think I'm not gonna get you back for that...."
I left the vague threat hanging. I truly didn't have the slightest clue what I could do to rival my new husband's scheme from today, but I didn't need to. The promise of it was enough for now.
"What, uh, what are you planning?" Kai asked.
I smiled wickedly, feeling his bulge pressing very inappropriately against me, though probably no one else could see it.
"Oh my sweet baby boy," I whispered. "You don't think I'd tell, do you?"
****
I honestly couldn't tell which of us was hornier by the time we made it to our luxurious hotel suite for the night. Kai was painfully hard and dripping, I was fucking soaked and ready to jump him at the very first opportunity.
We rather indecorously got about as far as a handy couch and got his cock out and my panties off. I hiked my beautiful wedding dress up and sat in his lap like the very slutty bride that I most certainly was.
"Mmm, husband cock," I purred happily.
"You like that, huh?" Kai teased.
"Very much," I said. "It's hotter this way. Cozier."
"Because we're married?" he asked.
"Yesss," I hissed. "I wanted to have you all to myself ever since we were standing there in front of everyone. I kinda wanted to jump you right there."
"Probably best you held back," Kai grinned. "But about having me all to yourself...."
As if cosmically timed, the door to our hotel room burst open and Luna, Brooke, and Alyssa all stumbled in, laughing and holding one another upright. Very drunk, the lot of them. Having a good time. Ford and Ryan were right behind them, in only slightly better shape.
I mock-glared at Kai, who gave me the most falsely innocent smile in return.
"Did you invite guests?" I asked him.
"Might have," he said.
"On our wedding night?" I clarified.
"Quite possibly," he agreed.
"And what, pray tell, are they expecting?"
Kai didn't need to answer that. We'd only been intruded on for less than a minute before the girls had found a bottle of lube--strategically placed beforehand, no doubt--and worked together to hold my dress out of the way so that my ass could be lubed up.
"Congratulations on the wedding," Ford told me sincerely as he slipped his cock up my butt.
"Unf, thanks," I said, feeling the fullness of my husband and brother double-penetrating me.
So this was my night. Ford pumped a load of cum up my ass, as did Ryan. They and my bridesmaids all shed their clothes in messy swaths across the floor, taking very little time to locate champagne and the hot tub that I'd foolishly assumed would be just for Kai and me to lazily enjoy.
"I can still kick them out," Kai told me softly. "If this is too much."
I kissed him and nibbled on his lip. "What, you think I'm going soft now that I'm married?"
Kai kissed me back. "Never." He looked deep in my eyes. "Your pussy's only mine tonight, by the way. Husband's privilege and all."
"Ha, right. You just don't want me to be able to walk tomorrow, huh?" I said.
"Well... if we have to spend all day in bed while you recover...."
"All part of your master plan, no doubt," I said, biting my lip. "You only cum in me tonight, ok?"
Kai nodded easily. "Of course. Or... on you?"
"Or on me," I amended.
I rode him solo for a bit, earning a first load of cum for my pussy for the night. My husband's cum deep in me. It made me feel so warm and fuzzy and special.
The girls, already on the drunk side and only getting worse, were playing some sexy form of musical chairs in the hot tub with the boys' laps, as far as I could tell. Whoever didn't have somewhere to sit had to scamper over, naked and dripping, and lick my slutty booty. I didn't understand the rules other than that, really, but I got to cuddle cozily with Kai and enjoy the eager, wiggling tongues on my ass.
A team effort eventually got me out of my wedding dress. It had suffered some already from the fun, but was mostly intact and undamaged. I wanted to eventually get into the hot tub as well, after all, and open up some more of my body.
"Good idea to save the dress for another occasion," Kai mused.
I looked at him, half-naked and disheveled in my bridal underthings, complete with veil still tossed back over my hair.
"What occasion?" I dared to ask.
Kai just smirked and didn't answer. Whatever it was, I was sure it involved me all pretty and dressed up in it again while getting used in the sluttiest ways imaginable.
Kai and I joined the others in the hot tub, making it fairly crowded now, though the fact that the girls were all sharing seats with boys helped quite a lot.
"So just everyone remember," I said as I perched myself daintily on my brother's lap and felt his hard cock throbbing between my legs, "Kai's cock only goes in me tonight, and he has exclusive rights to my pussy."
Brooke, seated in Kai's lap, grinned evilly. "So only teasing the poor boy, got it."
Kai groaned as Brooke wrapped her arms behind his neck and rocked her hips beneath the water's surface. I could only imagine what my sister was doing to him without any intent of giving him actual satisfaction.
Luna, bereft of lap, grumbled about having to answer the door. She wasn't fooling anyone though, the way she oh-so-casually tossed her damp hair and swung her hips to make sure all eyes were on her dripping ass.
Extra guests started to trickle in, welcomed by Luna at first, or one of the other naked girls as they rotated positions.
I lost my spot in the hot tub. Not because I was pushed out to make room, but because some of the new boys coming to visit hadn't had a turn on my ass yet.
I got made a luxury spot next to the hot tub with all manner of cushions and pillows for me to recline on. I made eye contact with Kai as I got anally drilled and he got several wet lap-dances. He'd lean out to kiss me every now and then, and eventually couldn't take it any longer before he had to climb out and commandeer me to fuck my pussy and cum inside.
It felt totally amazing to be freely used like this. Both of us now, getting our asses or faces used for anyone's pleasure who so chose, but saving his cock and my pussy only for each other. The girls were very loose about that, grinding on Kai but never actually taking him inside or making him cum. As long as they got him all ready for me again, that was fine.
There was mischief afoot though. Even more than simply gangbanging the bride and groom on their wedding night, which should have been sufficient.
I watched Brooke, Luna, and Alyssa suspiciously as they conspired, clearly up to something that amused them and that they refused to share with me or Kai. The three naked scamps eventually crowded around a phone screen, eyes glued to it.
I chewed my lip watching them. It wasn't that they were sneakily taking pics or videos. That had already been happening plenty as it was. I was going to end up with two very, very different sets of wedding photos for my memories after this. No, they were up to something else, and I didn't get any hint at it until they started chanting in unison.
"Ten, nine, eight...."
I whirled my head to look at Kai. He shrugged.
"I don't know what they're doing," he said.
"You planned this evening," I accused.
"Well yeah, but you know how it is," Kai said. "We've been off book for a while now, quite honestly."
One of my best friends from uni was currently tongue-deep in his ass, while a guy I was pretty sure was her boyfriend was sliding his cock up my bum.
"Most of the invites weren't me," Kai added. "I was going for slutty but intimate."
I grinned at him. "My favourite kind. But...."
"... three, two, one!"
The girls let out a loud cheer. I tried to ignore them. Whatever they were going to do, trying to stop them wasn't going to help anything.
"... but slutty and totally out of control is kind of amazing," I told Kai. "Especially tonight of all nights."
He reached out to squeeze my hand, and we just smiled at each other for a moment, making deep eye contact in spite of all the distraction.
"That's very good to hear," Alyssa told me, kneeling down next to my head.
"You weren't meant to be eavesdropping," I chided her.
"Yeah, well, I was," she said.
I frowned as I watched Kai getting rolled over, and Brooke settling herself comfortably on his cock.
"Hey!" I protested, watching the blatant and cunning betrayal by my own sister. "That's mine!"
A cock slid in my pussy, making me moan and whimper, totally destroying any sense of authority I might have tried to project.
"About that," Luna said. "It's, uh, tomorrow now. Not your wedding day anymore."
"You don't get to make the rules!" Alyssa added gleefully.
I tried to glare at them, but Luna sat on my face and made me eat her pussy, while Alyssa did the same to Kai. My brand new sister-in-law had acquired a dripping creampie at some point, and was gracefully sharing it with me, it seemed.



"Again," Kai mumbled through Alyssa's pussy, "off book for a while."
I'd lost his hand, and fumbled around until I found it. "I love you," I said.
"Love you!" he said right back.
Our friends and family were horny idiots. That was the lesson here. But also... it was so perfect. Not even having any sense of control on my own wedding day. Always something new, being a toy for anyone who wanted to use me. Explicitly against my wishes too, at this point, even with an allegedly clever loophole. Somehow that just made it hotter.
I'd get them back someday. No question about it. But for now... for now it was perfect.
I lost all track of time. Not that I'd had much sense of it before.
It wasn't long before one of the girls organized three of the boys to coordinate in my pussy, ass, and mouth all at once. I heard my bridesmaids giggling to each other, probably filming me as I was fully stuffed with cock on my wedding night, none of said cocks belonging to my husband. He was otherwise occupied.
And it was, in fact, still my wedding night, no matter that it was after midnight now. I wasn't budging on that. This was all for me, for Kai, for us. Our day. Every cock, every pussy, every load of cum a wedding present.
Fuck I loved Brooke, Luna, and Alyssa so much. They got me. They were rascals who needed punishing now, naturally, but also the best friends and family a girl could hope for.
I lost myself in the senseless orgy of it all, though my actual physical energy had limits. I started to ache in all the most delicious ways, and I could only handle multiple cocks at once for so long.
I made myself some room to lie back on my pillows and just relax, leaving myself as a bridal free use pussy or a pair of tits to dump cum on, but not participating beyond that. I was exhausted.
Kai was in a similar situation. He had Brooke riding him, but wasn't taking anyone else at the moment. He held my hand while we let ourselves be used on our wedding night and we just smiled sleepily at each other.
"Maybe tomorrow will just be us," he said.
I giggled. "Why would you even say that out loud, silly?"
Brooke laughed as well, then gasped happily as Kai came inside her. I wasn't the slightest bit surprised when she moved straight from his cock to my face.
"I'm tired, Brooke," I pouted.
"It's your husband's cum," Brooke said. "Just giving it back."
"Some wedding when I have to lick it from my sister to even get a taste," I bemoaned.
"Tell me you don't want it," Brooke dared me.
I couldn't. She knew I couldn't. I stuck my tongue in her and sought out Kai's cum. It did, in fact, belong to me after all.
We were allowed some sleep after that. Finally.
Kai and I got cleaned off. Little more than hosed down in the shower, really, but with lots of playful, slippery nudity that I couldn't even properly appreciate.
My eyes fell closed as soon as I finally hit the bed, though I stayed awake long enough to feel several naked bodies all finding spots next to Kai and me. Not even giving us the privacy of sleeping alone together.
****
It was an obnoxiously large bed--by far the biggest I'd ever slept in--yet still it felt small and crowded when I cracked a bleary eye in the morning.
Kai and I were in the middle of an absolute cuddle pile. It was cozy, but slightly bothersome to my cranky self as I teetered with consciousness.
Kai's eyes were open and he smiled at me as I focused on him.
"Have you just been watching me?" I croaked.
"Only for a bit," he said. "You're cute when you're sleeping after being fucked silly all night."
I chuckled, then groaned as the movement made me ache. "I'm sore all over," I informed my new husband.
"I get it," he said. He handed me half a bottle of water. "Drink."
I downed the water greedily. It helped.
"Am I to take it we're not going anywhere for a while?" I asked.
Kai shrugged, and as if in answer I watched Luna's arms tighten around him, while someone held me in place too, and Brooke's head shifted to rest on my thighs like I was my sister's personal pillow.
"I'd say not," Kai said.
I squirmed closer to him, at least demanding cuddles with him if I was going to be pinned in like this. I ignored the grumbles as I disturbed multiple other dozers. Their own collective fault, really.
I got a cock poking me in the butt as other bodies rearranged. I didn't check, but was pretty sure it was my brother. This particular cuddle pile was indiscriminate, but heavily incestuous.
"How is it being married?" I whispered to Kai as we entwined each other in needy embraces.
"Exhausting so far," he told me seriously. "I don't know if I'll make it."
I giggled and kissed him. "Aside from that?"
He smiled the most perfect, beauteous smile as he stared in my eyes and stroked my hair. "Amazing," Kai said. "Eleven out of ten."
I nuzzled against his chest. "Good," I said. "I like it too."
"Only like?"
"Hehe, I love you, silly boy," I said. "I love being married to you. Don't act like you don't know it."
"I love you too," Kai purred happily. "You're my good girl."
I smiled, totally at peace in his warm, loving embrace. "Yeah I am."
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Proxy never intended to develop such a slutty reputation amongst her friend group. By all rights it should never have come to that. She'd been rather shy and reserved. Inexperienced when it came to sex, and not even overly comfortable with much of the erotic materials one could find online.
She'd been raised to be modest and demure, she supposed. It wasn't who she wanted to be. Not all the time. She got such a thrill hearing the way her friends talked sometimes. Not that they got overly explicit, but even hints of their sexual activities here and there got her imagination running wild. She was ever so curious, and not at all confident about being able to sate any of that curiousity.
Proxy blamed the wine for her first major indiscretion, though truthfully she never regretted a second of it.
"It's Noah's birthday coming up," her best friend Riley complained. "He's going to want a blowjob."
Proxy giggled nervously and sipped more wine, trying not to seem too interested in the subject. She eyed Riley sidelong as they sat next to each other on Riley's couch.
"That's... not a big deal, is it?" Proxy hazarded.
"Not really," Riley agreed. "Honestly he's easy enough to please. I know I shouldn't fuss. It's just... I'm not a fan, I suppose. It's a lot of work that I don't get any pleasure out of. Just sore knees and an aching jaw," she added with a rueful snicker.
"Oh," Proxy said.
"I don't know. It can be fun, I guess?" Riley said. "I used to enjoy that kind of thing. It just feels like a chore now, not something that's going to lead to some fun sex, or at least me getting licked out in return."
Proxy's eyes widened and she looked away. "Couldn't you just, um, ask for that too?"
Riley twirled her hair around her finger. "Yeah. Lots of things I could do. I know that. I know I don't really need to complain about anything. I have it good. But... I miss the excitement. When I wanted to do things, and so did Noah. And it wasn't just favours we do for the other, you know? Like we really wanted to do stuff. I don't know if I need a break or to do something crazy and shake things up, or what."
"That sounds complicated," Proxy said, staring disconsolately at her wine glass. "I thought you and Noah were doing so good."
"We are, we are," Riley rushed to assure her friend. "I love him so much. I feel so safe and secure with him. That's a big part of why the lack of excitement hits me so hard, I think. I want stuff to still feel special, and it just doesn't a lot of the time."
"That sucks," Proxy sighed. "You're right, if I was ever going to give someone a blowjob, I'd want it to feel special and exciting too."
Proxy, being fairly tipsy, didn't register exactly what she'd admitted to until she caught Riley looking at her thoughtfully.
"Have you never?" Riley asked.
"What?"
"Have you never given a blowjob?"
Proxy blushed. "I mean... that's not weird, is it?"
"Not super weird. But unexpected, I think. I realize I've never asked you too much about what you get up to, or who you get up to it with." Riley bit her lip. "I might be a bad friend."
"No no no." Proxy shook her head. "You're great. I, uh, don't like to talk about that stuff too much because I never have anything interesting to say. I like listening more. Learning."
"Mmhm. I never had a sense you were bothered by sexual talk," Riley mused. "But it's fascinating to me that I never noticed your lack of input."
"I don't know," Proxy squirmed. "It's just... it's uncomfortable for me. I think I don't know how to relate to things. It's easier when it's through other people. Vicarious, kinda."
Riley nodded slowly. "Ok, so purely hypothetically, would you want to try giving a blowjob? No responsibilities, one time thing, safe environment, and all that."
"Hypothetically?" Proxy giggled shyly. "Yeah, I think so. But I don't know--"
"What about not hypothetically?"
Proxy's eyes widened to saucers. "What? Me? For real?"
"Yeah," Riley said. "Would you want to?"
"Who are we talking about?"
Riley gave a lopsided grin. "Who do you think?"
****
Proxy couldn't believe she was going through with this. She'd had so many opportunities to back out, but she didn't want to. She was painfully curious, and this was finally a chance to try something in as safe a way as it could get. Minus the small risk to her and Riley's friendship, but she didn't feel like that was likely to be an issue. Worst case is some jealousy might flair up and they'd deal with it.
But sucking off Riley's boyfriend. That was an intense proposition, one that had Proxy all warm and squirmy and unsure of herself. But she needed to see if she could do it. Needed to know what it was like.
She had to suffer through a whole evening of celebration first. Just hanging out with friends and booze. Something that Proxy enjoyed most of the time. In this case, she had way too long to sit in proximity to Noah, stare at him surreptitiously, and wonder what it was going to feel like. Whether she could even go through with it.
Riley, the only other one present who knew what was on Proxy's mind, kept sharing these sneaky little smirks and winks with her. Alcohol only fueled her impishness, whereas it made Proxy even shyer and blushier. An awkward combo, in many respects.
Noah had no idea. Proxy could tell. He would have been flicking glances her way all night if he'd known. He wasn't a good enough actor to do otherwise.
"How you feeling?" Riley asked toward the end of the night, as guests were trickling out.
"I don't know," Proxy said. "Nervous?"
"Fair," Riley laughed. "I can still call it off if you want to."
Proxy bit her lip, hesitating.
"You still want to, don't you?" Riley grinned.
Proxy nodded.
"You're not too drunk, are you?" Riley asked. "I don't want to take advantage here."
"I... if anything, I'm not as drunk as I want to be," Proxy said.
"Haha, don't worry. It's not as scary as you're making it."
Easy for Riley to say, Proxy thought. But then she was probably right. This wasn't a scary thing. Not really. Probably.
Except that it was. As the house emptied, and it was just the three of them left, all in various states of intoxication, Proxy found she was terrified.
Terrified, yet anxious and thrilled. Was she actually getting wet? She hadn't done anything yet.
Noah, drunkest of the three of them, was cheerful after the evening of socializing, unaware that there was anything more devious afoot.
"Proxy staying the night?" he asked.
"Quite possibly," Riley said. "Actually, very probably, I suppose. But I asked her to hang around for something else before that."
"Oh?" Noah said, still blissfully oblivious.
"You know how you enjoy a birthday blowjob?" Riley asked, making Proxy blush furiously just by virtue of the question itself.
"Haha, yes, but don't worry if you're not feeling up to it," Noah said, kissing his wife on the cheek. "I know you haven't been fond of that kind of thing lately. And anyway, it was a lovely evening as it stands."
"Very thoughtful," Riley said. "But in this case... I've made other arrangements. It should be fun for everyone. Or at least interesting."
Proxy found it rather amusing the way she and Riley could watch the thought progression on Noah's face in real time. It was nearly amusing enough to make her forget about being embarrassed.
"Proxy? Are you... am I...."
Riley returned a kiss on her boyfriend's cheek. "Up to you, darling. The offer is there if you'd like to try it."
Proxy remained torn between finding Noah's reactions funny, and still being nervous about what he was going to say. He definitely was trying his best to figure out if this was a trick or a trap of some kind. And fair enough, really. But she hoped he'd say yes. She really, really--
"Yes," Noah said. "Please?"
Proxy swallowed hard. Well, there it was.
Riley had to take charge of Proxy and Noah both, at least for long enough to get them all to the bedroom.
Proxy was in a bit of a daze, letting herself move as needed, but not feeling fully in control of her own body. Almost like it was someone else setting her down on her knees in front of Noah. But it wasn't. It was just her. She was doing this.
Proxy clenched her hands into fists, restraining herself as best she could from vibrating nervously. She didn't know where to look while Noah was taking his pants off, though she knew where she wanted to look.
Even Riley seemed just a touch on edge at first. None of them really knew what to expect or feel here.
Everything got easier when Noah got his cock out. Or at least simpler. Proxy had something definite to focus on at that point.
She'd been worried it might be scary or intimidating right off the bat. He was only half-hard though, and appeared very approachable. She appreciated that.
"Get closer," Riley said.
Proxy nodded, startled into action. Right. She did, in fact, need to be close enough to touch him. And... and get her mouth in there.
Noah sat on the edge of the bed with no pants on. Proxy wiggled her way in between his legs.
Again feeling somehow separated from her own body, Proxy watched her hand reach out and delicately tap a finger against Noah's cock. It wasn't a scary thing, she decided. It was ok to touch him more than that. To even wrap her hand around him.
Proxy giggled nervously at the small moan Noah made. She held his penis in her fingers, feeling the softness and warmth of it. This wasn't scary at all. Just fun, if anything. Though he was getting bigger, and there was still a chance she'd hate the feeling of his full erection.
She didn't think she needed to worry about any of it. Not at this stage. This was so.. easy. Not the word she would have assumed in her previous inexperience. But there truly was so little to it. Just holding Noah's cock, feeling it grow, stroking it for him and making him whimper rather cutely. This she could do.
"You're supposed to use your mouth too, Prox," Riley said.
Proxy blushed and glanced at her best friend for a second. She'd almost forgotten Riley was watching too, never mind being called out for ignoring the most pertinent part of a blowjob, which was using her mouth.
Riley was actually the more difficult set of eyes on Proxy at the moment. Noah's essence at the moment was just his dick. That wasn't a big deal. But Riley was a wildcard in this experiment. Absolutely trusted, sure, yet still an unknown factor going forward. As though an objective observer was more troublesome than someone getting their cock played with.
Proxy found herself shyer about actually moving her face in toward Noah's lap. It was so much more intimate than just using her hand.
And yet....
Once she managed it, once she got in close, dared to try licking him, it became easy again. He enjoyed practically anything she did, any way she touched him, licked him, kissed him. Anything, really.
Actually sucking Noah was kind of weird at first. Proxy was sure she wasn't doing it right, though gradually was forced to admit she was better than she had assumed. He was continuing to enjoy himself way too much for her to be bad at it.
"M'gonna cum," Noah groaned softly.
Proxy's eyes shot wide open. Already? Even if she was doing ok, she didn't feel like it was that good. Not enough to make him cum already. She was really just starting to enjoy the feel of his cock in her mouth.
She didn't know what to do, but she didn't really have to make a decision either. Hot cum splattered all over the inside of her mouth, coating her tongue in the sudden, sexy sensation of it.
Proxy pulled back, her reaction delayed enough that Noah was almost done anyway, and only a little cum dribbled over her chin, the rest safely contained behind her lips. She sat back on her heels, stunned and confused, then experimentally cupped her hands and let her mouthful of cum and spit drool out over her fingers.
Slowly Proxy smiled at the mess in her hands. She'd done it. She really had. It was an odd thing to feel proud of, yet proud she was.
"Ok, that was actually really hot," Riley said, crawling in closer and exchanging a kiss with her boyfriend.
"Agreed," Noah grinned.
"I was worried I might get jealous from my own scheme," Riley purred, "but this has gone better than expected. I'm all horny now."
"Oh yeah?" Noah asked, eyes lighting up.
"Hehe, don't get too handsy. Gotta take care of Proxy first."
Proxy looked up from the hypnotizing cum she was swishing back and forth in her hands. "Hm? I'm fine," she said.
"Are you?" Riley asked. "I... genuinely didn't think far enough ahead to have planned what was going to happen now. I kinda want to fuck my boyfriend."
"Reasonable," Proxy agreed.
"But it feels bad kicking you out after what you did for us," Riley said. "This is on me. I should have thought more about... aftercare? I guess?" She laughed softly. "I think part of me never believed we were really doing this."
Proxy looked at the cum in her hands again and smiled. "Hehe, yeah." She looked back to Noah's cock, which had softened, but was twitching again at the promise of sex. "Is it... would it be crazy...."
"Hm?" Riley said.
"I know you just said you wanted sex," Proxy said, "but would it be ok if I tried again?"
It took both Riley and Noah a second to process.
"You want... to suck him off again?" Riley asked.
"Yeah," Proxy said. "Please?" she added hopefully.
Noah groaned and his cock pulsed even further back to life.
"Damn, alright," Riley grinned. "Not what I expected, but you know what... that's a birthday treat right there."
"Yeah it is," Noah enthused.
"But you, dear one, are going to need to take care of me somehow," Riley teased.
"Anything for you, my sweet angel," Noah agreed easily.
Proxy took the time to rush to the bathroom and wash up before starting on round two. That gave Riley and Noah a chance to get naked and repositioned, and Riley was already sitting on his face when Proxy returned.
Proxy shivered at witnessing the scene. Way hotter with him fully naked, and even Riley was kind of doing things to her, which was more confusing. But the wantonness of her sitting on his tongue and getting eaten out was pretty straightforwardly arousing.
It was all very real. Despite how crazy it was for Proxy to find herself in this situation, it was definitely happening. She was fully participating. She wanted to get in there again. Wanted it pretty badly, in fact.
Noah was lying out across the bed now, which forced Proxy to crawl up into bed with him and Riley. It felt like a bit of an intrusion, but also nicely cozy. She didn't want to think too hard about it right now one way or another. There was cock to suck as a pretty good distraction anyway.
Proxy already felt more confident doing it a second time. She felt like she mostly knew what to expect.
It was even nice that Noah tasted of cum already this time. Not the overwhelming flavour of it all in her mouth, but traces of it remaining on his cock. She got to savour the less intense version while sucking him off.
Riley was an interesting distraction, moaning and wiggling around the way she was. Proxy kept looking up at Riley with a mouthful of her boyfriend's dick, which for some reason seemed to get her even hornier every time.
It was easy to feel overwhelmed by everything, but Proxy always had the option of just focusing on her little part of things. Just sucking and licking on Noah's cock. Working him up to cumming in her mouth again.
Noah had his own mouth full this time, so couldn't utter a verbal warning the same way. But even so, Proxy had her previous experience with him cumming for her, and was able to prepare herself better. She knew roughly when he was close, even if the specific moment itself was a bit of a surprise.
Proxy swallowed it all this time. She let it linger on her tongue, experimented with how she felt about it, but slowly let it all slip down her throat, cleaning up the mess herself.
"I'm so fucking impressed with you," Riley praised, perched atop Noah's face.
Proxy blushed, warmth flooding to her face as she recognized how slutty she'd just been. It hadn't all hit her quite as hard until after she'd finished sucking Noah again and swallowed her first load of cum.
"Thanks?" she said.
"Had enough?" Riley inquired.
Proxy nodded. "Yeah. Yeah I think maybe I should go now."
Riley hopped out of bed and tugged Proxy after her. Proxy didn't need an escort to her room for the night, but she was grateful for it all the same.
"That was amazing," Riley told her, the two of them alone in the guest bedroom.
"I... feel like I did pretty good," Proxy shyly agreed.
"Very good," Riley said. "You looked like you were enjoying yourself. And my boyfriend sure was."
Proxy bit her lip. "That's ok, isn't it?"
Riley looked surprised. "Of course. That was the point."
"I don't want there to be any weird feelings after. I mean, I wasn't supposed to do it twice."
Riley put her hand on Proxy's shoulder and waited until Proxy met her eyes. "A lot of that wasn't the plan. And I'm glad for that."
"You are?"
"Prox, that was fucking hot. Like... like I got so turned on there. I feel shitty for getting you to do something I should have been doing. But like, I'm so glad it happened. I haven't been so turned on in a while."
Proxy became suddenly aware of just how naked her friend still was, and how wet she was down below where Noah had been eating her out.
"The way you'd look up at me while sucking Noah," Riley continued breathily, "that did things to me. I don't understand them. I want to figure more stuff out with you, I think. Not tonight. But I hope we can at least talk about this more at some point."
"Me too," Proxy said.
"But holy fuck having you sucking my boyfriend...." Riley lost herself in her own thoughts for a moment. "Not what I thought would do it for me."
"Glad to help?" Proxy said. "I really didn't mind."
"Hehe, I bet." Riley gave her an appraising look. "Are you... as horny as I am right now?"
Proxy hugged herself uncertainly. Somehow she hadn't really registered just how desperately horny she in fact was until just that question. Too many other considerations she supposed.
"I think so," Proxy said cautiously.
"Cool. I don't want to leave Noah alone too long. Kinda want to jump him, if he can still get it up after you sucked him dry." Riley grinned impishly. "But if you want to be a bad just a little more tonight...."
"I think I do," Proxy admitted faintly.
"Want to masturbate together?"
Proxy was going to play with herself one way or another. Doing it with her best friend was not a direction she'd anticipated them going together, but she understood the appeal under the circumstances. Understood it very well.
"Yes," Proxy said, not bothering to try describing all the various thoughts she had regarding the offer. Better just to go with it and sort it out after.
Riley was already very naked and ready to go, and was on the bed rubbing herself while Proxy still had to fumble free of her pants. Proxy hesitated over her soaked panties, ultimately leaving them on as she scooched into bed next to her friend. She could rub herself under them easily enough. Riley didn't comment one way or another.
"Is this going to be weird tomorrow?" Proxy asked, already feeling how badly she needed to cum.
"Weirder than you sucking my boyfriend while I ride his face?" Riley asked cheekily.
"... yeah, fair, I withdraw the question," Proxy said with a small laugh. "You, uh, looked pretty hot riding his face, by the way."
"That's good, because you looked pretty hot with a mouthful of cock, looking up at me all cute and slutty."
"Oh my goddd," Proxy laughed. "Now you're just trying to embarrass me."



"Maybe a little. It's true though."
Proxy bit her lip and kept rubbing her pussy. She didn't know that she fully believed her friend, but she wanted to. Cute and slutty. Words she didn't associate with herself, but that felt really nice, especially while she was so horny.
Proxy made herself cum, and it was by far one of the best and most meaningful orgasms of her life. It was so intense, and so very needed.
Riley smiled as she got to witness it, but didn't carry herself all the way to a cum.
"Feel better?" Riley asked.
Proxy nodded. "Pretty good."
"Cool. Ok if I go ride Noah?"
"Hehe. Don't know why you even needed me if you're so wild tonight."
Riley fixed Proxy with a serious gaze. "This is your doing. I haven't been this horny in a long time. I mean that." She squeezed Proxy's hand. "I know this was a weird and risky idea right from the start, but I'm so glad we did this. I'm... glad you sucked my boyfriend off for me."
Proxy giggled insanely. "Oh fuck, just get out of here and... and do naughty things already."
"I will. You good though? For real?"
Proxy nodded. "I am. Promise."
"Ok."
Riley pattered out of the room. Proxy watched her nude form from behind, appreciating it on some level even though she'd just gotten off, and she didn't think she was really attracted to her best friend in that kind of way. Still, naked and sexy was naked and sexy, friend or not.
Left to her own devices, Proxy turned the light off, stripped down naked, and casually rubbed herself off again while picturing and feeling everything she could remember about her first time blowjobs.
****
The memory of that night, of Noah's birthday, remained a constant presence in Proxy's mind after the fact.
She was very glad that nothing significant seemed to have changed between her and Riley. Proxy didn't think Riley would throw a jealous fit after she changed her mind or anything, but it was nice to know for sure.
If anything, they got closer than ever. They had a new shared secret joke between them now, usually delivered by Riley accusing Proxy of wanting to blow her boyfriend, to which Proxy of course couldn't muster any real defense. It was particularly bad when Riley whispered it while they were around other friends or acquaintances, and the two of them would crack each other up while getting side-eyed by others present.
"It's not even funny," Proxy insisted. "It's just true!"
"Yeah. That's why it's funny," Riley said.
"That doesn't make it funny!" Proxy hissed.
"Then why are you laughing?" Riley giggled.
"I don't knowww!"
Riley gave them both a moment to calm down. They were getting looks again. But she didn't behave herself at all.
"Ok for real though, want to come over this evening?" Riley whispered when they had a moment.
Proxy fought to keep her expression somewhat neutral. "For...."
"Yeah."
"You sure?" Proxy asked, suddenly more excited than amused.
"Prox, I've been waiting for a chance to do that again. I didn't realize at first but... I have." Riley glanced around, making sure no one had sneaked any closer to overhear the hushed whispers. "The sex was so hot after you sucked Noah that time. And for, like, a couple weeks after that."
"Are you... using me for better sex?" Proxy asked.
"Yeah, basically. You in?"
Proxy considered a moment, then shook her head. "Who am I kidding. Of course I am."
****
Noah was immediately on board as well. It turned out he'd been asking as subtly as he possibly could whether it might happen again. Riley had pretended not to catch his hints, amusing herself at how twisted he'd get in his own words trying to ask for another blowjob from her best friend while desperately trying not to ruin his relationship.
"It was pretty cute," Riley told him, giving him a soft kiss.
"I knew you knew what I was asking," Noah grumbled.
"Of course. But I don't want to make it too easy on you, do I?"
Noah glanced down at Proxy, who was busy licking his cock and preparing to take it in her mouth.
"No. Not too easy," he mumbled. "Just the right amount."
Riley kissed him again. "Just to be clear, you best not be asking about this from any of my other friends."
"Wouldn't dream of it," Noah assured her loyally.
Proxy snorted and amused herself by sucking on the length of his shaft, distracting him from further conversation.
It felt good to get his cock back in her mouth. Yes that was kind of a slutty feeling, but it also was purely sexual in a way that made sense to her. It was simple and gratifying in a way that very little else ever was.
Riley being her horny little self was divesting herself of her pants and flopping her boyfriend onto his back. It forced Proxy to shift a bit to keep in an optimal sucking position, but did kind of fuel her own horniness even more in the process.
Riley rode Noah's face for a while, including scandalizing Proxy when she demanded he lick out her ass. Shocked as she was, it didn't stop Proxy even slightly from working Noah's cock and getting the creamy reward at the end.
"Do you two do anal stuff?" Proxy asked curiously, once she'd swallowed Noah's cum and had a chance to recover her breath some.
"Haha, not really," Riley laughed. "Doing it in my butt is a reeeaaally special occasion thing, isn't it babe?"
"Well I mean if you wanted to--" Noah tried.
"Pfft, not likely," Riley snickered. "I do like a tongue or a finger from time to time. And I don't feel bad using Noah a little on this occasion, since he's getting such a treat already."
Proxy had the sense that Noah didn't mind any kind of playing with his girlfriend's ass. She giggled to herself at the way the two of them talked to each other, and without really realizing what she was doing, found herself a comfortable spot to curl up on the bed while Riley and Noah repositioned themselves and Riley climbed on top of him.
"You're going to give my pussy a treat now, aren't you," Riley teased, grinding against Noah and rubbing her wet pussy along his cock.
"Yeah," Noah croaked, seemingly slightly torn between pleasure and an excess of sensitivity after just cumming.
"Good boy," Riley cooed.
Neither of them seemed to have any problem with Proxy sitting there with them. Riley even chatted with her a bit while getting Noah ready, though the conversation dropped off a bit once she sank her pussy onto his cock.
Proxy was entranced as Riley rode Noah right next to her. It was so visceral and lewd, with no attempt at softening the act for their audience. They were straight up fucking in front of her.
Proxy waited as long as she could stand it before playing with herself. She attracted some attention getting her pussy out and rubbing it, but no adverse comments. If anything, it maybe just got Riley going even more, and riding her boyfriend all the more enthusiastically.
It was a bit awkward when they all finished up and had their cums. Proxy was very aware that she'd just witnessed Riley getting her pussy cummed in, even if she couldn't see the details of the act. Proper etiquette for the situation eluded her in any case.
Everyone getting their clothes back on helped, and the mood returned to a more even keel. The knowing and horny looks the three of them flashed each other afterward may as well have been the only outward signs anything untoward had even taken place.
****
Proxy's blowjobs became just a part of life between her, Riley, and Noah. Not an every day thing by any means, but probably once or twice a week on average. It was an arrangement that just worked for everyone involved, and was getting them all more sexual interest and activity than before.
It kind of had Proxy starting to wish she had someone to eat her out also, or maybe to try fucking, but she recognized that she was just as free to find that elsewhere as she ever had been, and now she had some skills and confidence to take with her on the search.
For now, Proxy enjoyed the beautiful mix of horniness, experimentation, freedom, and safety that she had found.
The interesting thing was how often Riley remained the one initiating things, despite being the least directly involved. It had turned into a definite foreplay for her, it seemed, and led to some fun situations.
Proxy thought it was kind of crazy of Riley to even send Noah and her off to play while she and Noah were hosting a small gathering of friends one evening. Proxy could see the glint in Riley's eye, that she was amused and turned on knowing what they'd be up to during an otherwise ordinary social event.
Riley was getting so bold about this kind of thing, but Proxy found that it excited her as well. There was perhaps some slightly demeaning element to being shooed about for sexual purposes, but in a fun and tingly way. And honestly, Proxy really didn't turn down any opportunity for giving a blowjob. The novelty and thrill of it was still very present and fresh to her.
"You ever wonder if Riley's a little too into this?" Proxy giggled once she and Noah had sneaked into the bedroom.
"Maybe just a bit," Noah admitted, casually dropping his pants. "I honestly don't want to think about it too hard."
"Hehe, things are working pretty great for you, huh?" Proxy teased, sliding elegantly to her knees and looking up at him in what she hoped was a seductive manner.
"Unf. You could say that," Noah groaned. He patted the side of Proxy's head gently. "Then again... same for you, is it not?"
Proxy blushed gently and stroked his cock, enjoying that stage of just getting it hard, getting to feel it swell at her touch. His penis had been a fascinating toy for her, even outside of the purely sexual context of sucking him off. It was just neat.
"This is what I want," Proxy admitted softly. "It... it is pretty great for me too."
"That wasn't meant to embarrass you," Noah said. "Just... it's pretty cool that you're into this. And that Riley likes blowjobs better when someone else gives them to me. I want to say that I've never known anyone else quite like the two of you."
Proxy grinned and teased his cock with a few flicks of her tongue. "Riley's pretty special," she agreed. "She's my best friend for a reason. Maybe... maybe more than one reason, really." Proxy licked his cock some more. "She has an awful lot of trust in the both of us sending us off like this."
Noah moaned and leaned his head back a little, appearing perfectly contented. "I don't know if it counts as trust in this case, since it's very specifically for, uh, non-monogamous sexual purposes."
A happy shiver ran through Proxy. "Sounds so dirty when you say it like that."
"Does it?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"... in a good way?"
Proxy beamed, nodded, then swallowed Noah's cock.
He was, as usual, so happy and compliant while she had his dick in her mouth. It was part of the fun for Proxy, this heady mixed feeling of submission, sluttiness, and control. Like yes she was the one on her knees, but he was pretty much hers to toy with as long as she made his cock feel good.
Then again, Proxy mused as she rubbed herself over her pants, if Noah were to try taking any kind of control here, she'd probably melt right into it. She could kind of go for him fucking her face or making her beg for his cock. At least in fantasy. The reality might hit her different, and besides felt a bit unethical to even suggest as long as Riley wasn't present to supervise.
Really, in an odd sort of way, Riley was still the one in charge here, despite not technically being present at the moment.
When the door cracked open, Proxy wasn't worried at first, assuming it must in fact be Riley coming to check on them. Proxy even put a little more flair in the way she bobbed her head for the sake of her presumed audience.
The gasp that echoed through the room gave Proxy pause, and she slowly pulled off of Noah's cock, registering as she did that his eyes had gone wide. Definitely not the expression of someone comfortable with the current situation.
Proxy slowly turned her head, feeling embarrassed as a small string of saliva connecting her lip to Noah's cock landed on her chin and made it look like she'd drooled on herself. That really wasn't the biggest concern at the moment, however.
Amanda, a member of the friend group downstairs, and in fact one of Proxy's better friends, stood frozen staring at her and Noah. This was kind of bad. There really wasn't any way to play this off as anything other than what it was. Something about getting caught with a mouthful of cock didn't lend itself well to subterfuge after the fact.
"Oh, hi," Proxy said. "So--"
"How could you?!" Amanda said, sounding on the verge of tears.
"Um," Noah said. "This--"
"It really--" Proxy babbled at the same time.
"Riley loves you!" Amanda said, half-sobbing. "Both of you! So much. I didn't want to believe... well anything, really. I thought I was being paranoid. That I was crazy."
Proxy sighed and sat back on her heels. "You're not crazy. But I promise this isn't--"
"Isn't what it looks like?" Amanda challenged fiercely, turning tears into a glare.
Proxy flinched. "I mean yes, it is what it looks like, but... can we just get Riley up here? Please? This is explainable. I hope."
Obvious confusion flashed across Amanda's face at the notion that Proxy in fact wanted Riley's presence. It truly was the best way Proxy could see out of the mess, however. Surely Amanda wasn't about to believe anything she or Noah said right now.
Amanda even appeared slightly calmer by the time she dragged Riley upstairs, though still thoroughly confused at her easy acceptance of the scene.
"Alright," Riley said, "I suppose this was bound to happen. And I really appreciate you looking out for me, Amanda."
"Um... you're welcome?" Amanda said uncertainly.
"But, uh, you know how I'm not a fan of giving blowjobs?" Riley asked.
Amanda nodded slowly. "Sure."
"Well... Proxy is, as it happens."
Proxy gave a small wave, now just sitting on the floor instead of kneeling.
Amanda wasn't all that slow putting things together from there. "You... this is what you wanted?" she asked, both aghast and intrigued at the possibility.
"Yeah. It's worked out well," Riley said. "I know it's odd, and I realize now the position I was putting people in. This was a silly night to mess around, with everyone over like this. That's my bad. I thought it would be fun, and get Noah and I in the mood for later on."
Amanda sat heavily on the bed, carefully about as far from Noah and Proxy as she could get. She just thought for a long moment.
"Someone else does your blowjobs for you," Amanda finally said. "And... and your foreplay?"
"Some of it, sure," Riley said, amused. "Noah still owes me lot of pussy licking and stuff. But... it does kind of get me in the mood ahead of time, and saves me a lot of bother."
"Babe!" Noah said.
"Oh what," Riley teased. "Would you rather my lackluster attempts at sucking you, or Proxy having fun?"
"Um... maybe I don't want to answer that actually," Noah said.
Riley raised an eyebrow.
"Proxy," Noah admitted, flushing. "And you're the best girlfriend ever, and I am so happy to lick you as much as you want in return."
"Good boy," Riley said, pleased with herself.
Proxy giggled to herself and hugged her knees to her chest. She was still a little uncomfortable, but when Riley and Noah started goofing around, she knew it was going to be ok. Not that she'd ever really doubted Riley could take care of situations like this.
Amanda seemed somewhat dazed trying to process all the information she was receiving. "That... that really works? You don't get super jealous or anything?"
Riley shrugged. "Can't say that I have. I mean yeah, we probably dove into this without enough prep, and that was risky. But... Proxy's a good friend and essentially doing me a huge favour on a somewhat regular basis. If I get jealous at some point we'd have to seriously talk about it I suppose." Riley winked at Proxy. "But for now... it's just been super hot. For everyone involved."
Amanda let out a strangled little noise. If Proxy didn't know any better, she'd almost think it was an indication of aroused interest.
"I might have had too much to drink," Amanda said, turning to Proxy, "but... is this an exclusive thing?"
Proxy cocked her head curiously. "Hm?"
"I mean is Noah the only one you... do that for?"
"Oh," Proxy said. "I mean... the only one so far." She bit her lip. "I never got much experience with this kind of thing. It always seemed so intimidating." She smiled shyly at Noah. "He's been so good about letting me learn."
Noah nodded absently. "That's me. Ever so selfless."
"What I mean is..." Amanda took a deep breath, "I don't really like blowjobs that much either. I'm wondering if you only do them for Noah."
Proxy froze, eyes wide, only slowly turning to catch Riley's reaction.
"Don't look at me," Riley said, amused.
"I need to look at someone," Proxy mumbled. "I... don't know how to answer."
"This is weird, isn't it?" Amanda laughed. "Sorry, it was only a thought anyway. Probably a bad one." She put a hand to her face and shook her head. "There's probably something wrong with me anyway. I thought of you sucking off Tom for me, and it just felt like kind of a relief, and... weirdly hot?"
Proxy whimpered softly and hoped no one heard. That did sound hot. She'd been caught sucking one of her friend's boyfriends, and now to be offered another one was doing such tingly things to her.
"I don't think that's weird," Riley said gently. "I'm kind of already doing it, and... it is in fact weirdly hot."
"I'd do it," Proxy said softly. All eyes turned to her in a sudden flash that left her feeling very vulnerable. "Just sayin'," she mumbled.
"You would too, wouldn't you?" Riley grinned.
Proxy squirmed, both embarrassed and turned on. "It'd be fun to try someone different," she said, as though that explained everything.
Tension mounted in the room as everyone considered their position without really committing to a decision. Unable to take it, Proxy eventually slid her mouth back on to Noah's cock. She much preferred the comfort of sucking him off to the uncertainty of everyone silently assessing how they felt. Blowjobs were nice and straightforward in that sense.
Proxy deliberately let the rest of the room fade away in her senses. She wasn't sure that she could have handled the full impact of awareness just then. Feeling all eyes on her while she was being just tremendously slutty. The addition of one extra spectator really changed the impact of it all, given that she was very used to Noah and Riley's attention by now.
It turned out that it was even more intense adding yet another person. Tom being led into the room while Proxy was still sucking Noah made her flush with heat and shame and arousal in a sinfully decadent mixture. Yet more evidence that feeling sexual and wanton were in themselves fun and dangerous toys.
"Oh wow," Tom gasped. "I didn't... I didn't expect this."
"No indeed," Riley said, fully amused with the situation by now and leaning casually against the wall, observing her boyfriend getting his blowjob. "Yet Amanda thought you might be interested, so here we are."
Proxy couldn't help trying to side-eye the interaction while doing her best to stay focused on the cock in her mouth. There was something terribly fascinating about thought process and communication Tom and Amanda were rapidly going through. Much of their actual words were too muffled for her to catch, but Proxy tingled at the very noticeable smile growing on Tom's face.
She was desired. That was a big part of the appeal already, with Noah. Now there was a second man looking at her the same way. With a hunger of sorts. An appreciation that she wasn't used to.



"This is for real?" Tom asked, audible this time.
"It is," Amanda said, nearly hypnotized in the way she focused on Proxy. "Just one time, to try it," she cautioned. "Maybe more if it works out well for everyone."
Proxy thrilled at only barely being considered in the exchange. Like yes she could easily say no at any point. But no one thought she would. She knew she wouldn't. This was so amazingly hot, and made her feel oddly important and wanted. She loved and craved this feeling. She wanted more.
Noah came in Proxy's mouth and she closed her eyes, swallowing it all down. She got to savour that pure, straightforward satisfaction at knowing it was a task well done, and the depraved horniness of drinking her friend's boyfriend's cum in front of her.
Noah gave her a small, awkward pat on the head before moving back and tucking his dick away.
Proxy, panting slightly as she caught her breath, turned her eyes to Tom. It was easier not to shyly and demurely turn away if she kept a laser focus on his crotch. She was pretty sure he was already getting hard in his pants.
"We doing this?" Proxy asked, attempting to sound more sure of herself than she really was. Like she was a consummate professional, and this was just another day for her.
"Um..." Tom said.
Amanda hesitated only a fraction of a second. "Yes," she decided.
Proxy nodded. Good enough for her.
She scooted closer to Tom and started undoing his pants for him. It was fun getting to do it for herself, and she was kind of surprised at how eager she was about it. Not hesitant to play with a brand new cock. Just excited and interested.
Tom was, indeed, partly hard already. Proxy still got most of the enjoyment of getting him fully hard in her hand and her mouth.
It was so easy, as long as she just focused on that part of him. She didn't really want the emotional consequence of her actions just at the moment, just the thrill of the blowjob. Tom felt different from Noah, she was experienced enough now to recognize that, but fundamentally it was much the same process.
Proxy tuned out the rest of the room, even though she was still very aware on some level of her audience and the murmured discussion around her. She let herself only acknowledge the cock in her mouth and nothing else. It was simpler that way.
Sooner than expected, she had a second mouthful of cum. Tom exploded all over her tongue, causing her to choke a bit before she got in control of herself.
Proxy felt slutty enough this time to save much of the load in her mouth and show it off to whoever was looking before she closed her lips again and swallowed.
The boys looked well satisfied after being taken care of. Amanda was hard to read from the mix of emotions on her face. Riley was more obviously cheerful and gave Proxy some support after two blowjobs in a row.
"Have fun with that?" Riley asked softly, pulling Proxy onto the bed and holding her close.
Proxy nodded. "Yeah."
"Good girl."
Proxy squirmed and blushed. "Really gonna call me that, huh?"
"You don't like it?" Riley asked.
"I didn't say that. Just... there's other people here."
"Hehe, I was quiet."
Riley shooed everyone else out of the room, leaving the two of them alone. Proxy smiled, enjoying the privacy and being held close to Riley, drawing comfort from her.
"That was a lot though," Proxy said. "Both the boys, back to back like that."
"Too much?" Riley asked.
"No. Just a lot," Proxy said. "There's something super hot about sucking them both off and then they just wander off back to do other things. But... I think I'd feel pretty alone right now if you weren't here."
"Mmm. We'll have to keep that in mind," Riley mused. "Moving forward, we'll have to make sure there's aftercare for you, I suppose. Hasn't been as much an issue before."
Proxy tingled uncertainly. "What do you mean about moving forward?"
"Well... that's Noah and Tom you've sucked off now. Are you going to tell me you're not interested in seeing who else you can get?"
Proxy shivered and clung tighter to Riley, pressing her face against her tits. "You're so bad," she giggled.
"That wasn't a no," Riley said.
"No," Proxy agreed. "It wasn't."
"Hehe, good girl."
"Dammit, I kind of like you calling me that," Proxy said.
"I know," Riley said. She ran her fingernails lightly up and down Proxy's spine. "I want to find out what else you like."
This was an intense moment, for all that it ostensibly was nothing at all compared to sucking off two friends' boyfriends one after the other. Proxy could feel the weight of it settle on her. It wasn't uncomfortable.
"You're gonna be there with me?" Proxy asked.
Riley tilted Proxy's chin up and gave her a soft kiss. "Right there with you," she assured her.
Proxy's eyes widened softly at the display of affection. "And Noah's ok with it?"
"Noah likes getting blowjobs, and isn't shy about fantasizing about a full threeway with the two of us," Riley said, amused. "Us getting into some mischief shouldn't be an issue. Especially since you're the one always putting cocks in your mouth."
Proxy buried her face against her best friend again. "I'm not against that," she decided.
"Which part?"
"Any of it. But... I need you."
"I know, Prox. I know. I got you."
****
Proxy surrendered herself to the excitement and the unknown of her 'secret' slowly getting out. She couldn't really handle it when she thought about it too hard, but if she just let things happen she found herself having way, way too much fun.
She kept blowing Noah on a regular basis, of course, and found the intimacy between her and Riley increasing somehow too. That remained very fun and slipped into an almost comfortable place in her life. At least as compared to the game of never knowing exactly who amongst their friend group knew what, and who might ask for a blowjob next.
Riley was super helpful when it came to logistics. Proxy had started to worry that some of the boys might try to sneak a blowjob without their partner being aware, which just felt unethical and quite uncomfortable. That wasn't what she was about. Riley, one way or another, helped keep things definitively above board. At least as much as could be expected under the circumstances.
"Noah's having a lot of fun with this," Riley remarked casually while watching Proxy do her thing one night.
Proxy rolled her eyes and kept sucking on Christian's cock. Like it was any surprise by this point that Noah was enjoying the regular blowjobs.
Proxy finished Christian off, held his cum in her mouth just to get a horny reaction out of him while he was putting his dick away, then swallowed once he'd been shooed out the door.
She crawled up onto the couch with Riley and nestled against her friend. They were attending an event at a brand new location this evening. Cheryl and Nate showing off their new house.
Ostensibly, Proxy and Riley were here just the same as everyone else, to get a tour and hang out. In reality, they were engaging in Proxy's new hobby. With full support of their hosts, of course. By their request, in fact. Proxy had given Nate the first blowjob of the night, even.
"Of course Noah's enjoying this," Proxy said, picking up on Riley's last comment. "He's getting more blowjobs than ever in his life, and more sex with you than usual too."
"A lot more," Riley agreed happily. "You get us so horny, you little imp. That wasn't what I meant though. He's enjoying this whole... hobby? Is that what you'd call it?" Riley shrugged. "Let's go with hobby for now. The way it adds spice to everything lately."
"Hm, really?" Proxy asked. "You sure it's not his cock in my mouth he enjoys?"
"That too," Riley said. "But no, I get it. It's a whole extra little fantasy land to play in. Like... how far will you go? How many cocks will you suck? What else are you going to do? It's pretty fun and interesting knowing you these days."
Proxy pouted. "You mean it wasn't before?"
"You know what I mean, silly," Riley said. She did offer a soft, sweet kiss as apology though.
Proxy wasn't sure what to make of the kisses they'd bee sharing lately. They weren't often, and were fairly innocent as kisses go, but definitely not something they used to do by any means. She didn't want to think about it too hard, or indeed ask too many questions. As with many things lately, she was just enjoying them whether or not they were a good idea.
Another guy came through to interrupt Proxy and Riley's moment. Proxy dove on the chance, both eager to suck another cock and to diffuse some of the confusing energy. It was odd to think that blowjobs could be a place of emotional comfort for her, but that seemed to be what was happening.
It was also quite rewarding to engage in a simple, fun task that she was getting quite good at, and to know when she'd delivered satisfaction. The flood of cum in her mouth made everything so very clear.
"You don't think there's a chance of me being too slutty, do you?" Proxy asked once she and Riley were alone again. She took a few drinks of water to rinse out her mouth.
"If it's stuff you're enjoying, I don't see how it could be a problem," Riley said. "That said, if you're ever feeling like you've gotten in over your head, you know I got your back. Say the word any time."
"Of course," Proxy said. "I appreciate that. But honestly... this feels right. I don't know what else to say about it."
"I get you," Riley said. "It's fucking hot too."
"Perv," Proxy teased, sticking out her tongue playfully.
"I suppose I am," Riley agreed easily. "You bring it out in me."
Cheryl, being a gracious host, swanned in bearing drinks. "How are you two doing in here?" she asked.
"Pretty good," Proxy said.
"You're both welcome and encouraged to hang out with everyone else, you know," Cheryl said. "It's nice to have the option available for calming the boys down when they get antsy, but you don't have to spend your whole evening on it."
"But poor Prox might miss a cock in that case," Riley deadpanned. "And she'd be so distraught."
"Oh my god, make me sound like a desperate slut why don't you," Proxy whined, torn between blushing and giggling. She gratefully took a drink of the cocktail Cheryl had brought her.
They were only joking, but something flickered across Cheryl's face even so.
"I meant to ask..." Cheryl began slowly.
Somehow, just with those words, Proxy's heart beat a little faster. Like she could feel the weight of the question before it was asked.
"Yes?" Riley asked, intrigued. Presumably also picking up on the potential of Cheryl's inquiry.
"Do you only do boys or what?" Cheryl asked, blushing softly and looking away from Proxy's eyes.
Proxy blinked. "As in...."
Riley grinned. "As in does she do pussy or just cock?"
Cheryl blushed harder and nodded.
Proxy swallowed too much of her drink in one gulp and had to put it aside. "Hadn't thought about that one," she admitted.
"Ah, no, that's cool," Cheryl said quickly. "Just, you know, all the boys are looking so happy, and I'm like... well, you know. Curious."
"But I don't... I'm not good at doing that," Proxy squirmed. "I haven't tried."
Riley was still very much enjoying herself and the situation. "Well do you want to learn? You weren't much for sucking cock until recently either."
"That's... true," Proxy admitted.
"You really don't have to," Cheryl said. "It wasn't meant to pressure or anything. Just, you know." She shrugged. "Seemed fun maybe."
"Ever had a girl between your legs?" Riley asked, making the question sound somehow seductive all on its own.
Cheryl shyly shook her head.
Proxy moaned softly. That did it for her. She wasn't sure why, but the idea of trying licking pussy for the first time on one of her friends who had never had it done by a girl, it appealed to her. Not that the thrill of it was a shock, as such. Just unexpected.
"I'll try it," Proxy declared.
Cheryl's face lit up. "Really? You're sure?"
"Absolutely sure," Proxy said. "But I reserve the right to decide I don't like it."
"That seems fair," Cheryl said.
Cheryl was a bit awkward about stripping her bottoms off and sitting half-naked on the couch, but luckily more eager than shy. Proxy wasn't sure if Riley's presence helped or hurt in that respect, but Proxy herself definitely still found her best friend's moral support very needed.
Proxy idly considered as she crawled between Cheryl's legs whether she should be encouraging the boys to take their pants off entirely too. It was pretty hot. There was something sexy enough already about them just pulling their dicks out. But getting them partly stripped might be more interesting.
"So pretty," Proxy praised softly as she ran her fingers lightly over Cheryl's pussy.
She meant it too. She wasn't sure how she was going to feel about getting close up with someone else's cooch, but it turned out to be intriguing and aesthetically pleasing.
Riley wasn't shy about peeking either. "Did you shave just for tonight?"
Proxy thought that was an absurd question. Cheryl wouldn't have planned for this. And yet....
"Might have," Cheryl admitted, blushing deeper. "Just in case."
Proxy felt thrills run through her and her pulse quicken. Shaved for her? Just in case? Cheryl was apparently even more interested in this than she let on. Or perhaps Proxy herself just wasn't used to the idea of being desired this way.
She was getting there with the boys, knowing that she very much had a service they wanted. Getting that same longing from girls--even just from one so far--that hit a little different. It made her feel wanted in a whole new and special way.
Proxy felt even more pressure to be good at licking pussy now. Like she owed it just as a thanks for Cheryl's interest. That wasn't true, she knew, and she didn't actually owe anything in particular. This was all just for fun. But she wanted to be good. She wanted so badly for Cheryl to walk away just as happy and satisfied as her boyfriend had earlier in the evening.
Cheryl made a cute little noise as Proxy's tongue first flicked out in a small, testing motion. It almost startled Proxy away until she realized it was a good noise.
Proxy tried out some more licks, finding Cheryl's pussy to be just as fun to play with as a cock, albeit slightly less viscerally satisfying without her mouth filled up. It was a new challenge, and got her some good reactions.
"Mmm, that's nice," Cheryl purred.
Proxy blushed happily and lapped at her pussy more aggressively, more confidently. She was such a sucker for being told she was doing a good job with this sort of thing.
She kept exploring with her tongue, and eventually discovered the simple joy of sucking gently on Cheryl's clit. It came more naturally to Proxy than licking, and she felt more directly in control of the cute little whimpers coming from Cheryl.
Riley was watching with rapt attention. Proxy almost couldn't even look at her friend, so intent was her gaze. It made Proxy blush. She could practically feel Riley's thoughts and interest, though it was possible that was just projecting her own desires onto her friend.
Proxy made Cheryl cum, a very different experience from getting boys off, and not as obviously rewarding as getting a big mouthful of cum afterward. There was a decided satisfaction and thrill to it though.
"Thanks," Cheryl said, panting softly as Proxy bemusedly wiped her chin. "That was... lovely."
Proxy looked at Riley as Cheryl took her leave.
"How was that?" Riley asked, feigning only casual interest.
"Interesting," Proxy said. "I think I prefer cock."
"I get it," Riley said. "But you looked like you were having fun."
"I was," Proxy said. "And... it's possible I just need more practice to feel comfortable with pussies."
Riley perked up immediately. "Oh? Well I mean--"
"You want me to lick you?" Proxy asked, forestalling her friend having to sidle up to the issue.
"I do," Riley said quickly. "I mean, just to try it out. For science, you know."
Proxy frowned at her. "Just admit you're horny. I know you are."
"Well... that too," Riley said. She bit her lip. "This isn't gonna make things weird for you, is it?"
"I suck off your boyfriend regularly. How much weirder do you think this can be?" Proxy asked.
"It's different," Riley said.
"It is. But...." Proxy shrugged. "Are we really going to pretend like we aren't both very curious right now?"
"Not convincingly," Riley said. She tugged at her pants. "Ok, just once, if we don't like it we never have to bring it up again."
Proxy had the sense already that there was no way this was only going to happen once. It seemed so very unlikely. But Riley was trying so hard to act like this was no big thing that it felt rude to suggest otherwise.
Licking out one's best friend meant something. Proxy was quite sure of that. She wasn't sure what exactly, and it probably depended pretty heavily on the people involved, but it was something all the same.
It was only as she crawled between Riley's legs and felt the slight tremble that Proxy realized how anxious her friend was. Proxy was used to messing around with people by now, and Riley had been there for it, but had only actually been with Noah for quite some time when it came to actual participation.
"Are you nervous?" Proxy asked, not quite believing it.
"No," Riley said. "Maybe."
"It's no biggie," Proxy assured her, running her hand up her friend's thigh. "Worst that happens is you don't like it."
"Worst that happens might be that I like it too much," Riley countered in a low growl.
Proxy gave a shocked look, then smiled in horny satisfaction. "That would be bad of you."
"I knooowww," Riley whined. "But then again, Noah likes this sort of thing way too much, and that's been working out nicely."
Proxy nodded and started licking Riley's pussy. That was so stupidly hot to her, the idea that she might have both Riley and Noah captivated by her oral skills. Being good with her mouth was really paying off in all the naughtiest ways.
"Oh shit," Riley whispered. "Oh fuck. Dammit. That does feel good. Fuck."
She sounded almost annoyed about it. For someone having their first sapphic experience, maybe something like that was to be expected.
Then again, Proxy was only barely more experienced, now licking her second pussy ever, and she felt no need to be bothered about enjoying herself. Pleasure was pleasure, that was all.
Riley enjoyed the eventual transition to having her clit sucked on, as Proxy had hoped. She didn't have a lot of other moves to fall back on.
It was surreal and hot, and just made Proxy feel so, so good to have her best friend cumming for her. The extra emotional stakes hit so good, and it meant something more than usual to make someone feel good with her mouth.
"Fuuuccck you," Riley sighed afterward, absently petting Proxy's hair. "Why'd you have to actually be good at that?"
"I barely know what I'm doing," Proxy protested, though she didn't shy away from more headpats.
"But you enjoy it," Riley said. "And you're focused on making sure I felt good."
"Well... yeah," Proxy shrugged. "It's fun that way."
"I love that you think so," Riley said. "I'm... going to want more lickies in future."
Proxy giggled and buried her face in Riley's tummy, allowing more pets to be bestowed upon her as she shyly hid herself.
"You and Noah are gonna keep me busy," Proxy laughed softly.
"Not just us," Riley remarked as someone new joined them.
Proxy pulled herself together, at least somewhat. There was a new cock to suck. Business was business.
She didn't know Ellis all that well, he was only a friend of a friend sort of thing. He was cute and kind of shy about getting a blowjob, which was just about the right energy for Proxy just then, since she was still feeling a bit embarrassed about her interaction with Riley. Mostly good feelings, really, but complicated.



Having a boy to suck off was nice and simple. Proxy knew she was good at it and didn't have to think about it too hard.
Riley put her pants back on while she watched, and generally stayed quiet. Proxy could still feel her gaze more strongly than usual, no matter how she tried to ignore it.
Proxy made Ellis cum and sent him on his way, blushing softly at the adorable way he thanked her and looked back over his shoulder as he left.
"I'm starting to think we might need to be more careful," Riley said.
"Why's that?" Proxy asked.
"The way that boy looked at you just now," Riley said. "The way I feel. I didn't realize, but it's only a matter of time before this fun little diversion gets some actual consequences."
Proxy shrugged awkwardly as she shoved her fingers down her panties to rub herself. She needed a cum of her own by now.
"I'm sure Noah will understand if you leave him for me," Proxy said.
Riley giggled and smacked Proxy's arm. "Not what I meant, silly. I just mean that it would be a little easier than I realized for someone to fall for you."
Proxy bit her lip. "You think so?"
"You're interested in the possibility, aren't you?" Riley sighed. "That also wasn't the point."
"Well it might be nice," Proxy said. "Maybe find someone to have sex with for real or something."
"Yeah I can see that it would," Riley agreed. "The methods are questionable, is all."
"Not like anything else is really working for me," Proxy said.
Noah entered before Riley could argue back again. Proxy contentedly interrupted her masturbation to suck him off. It was even more fun than usual as Riley told him about getting licked out, and Proxy got to feel his cock twitch in her mouth every time Riley released a sexy detail.
"You deserve to find someone really cool, is all I'm saying," Riley said. "Not just someone who thinks you'll be their personal blowjob machine."
Proxy nodded gently, her open mouth full of Noah's cum as she made sure he watched her swallow it. She understood Riley's point, but also suspected that blowjobs were her best shot. She didn't feel like arguing about it at the moment.
She and Riley finally rejoined the party proper after that. Proxy was having to get used to being around people whose cocks she'd recently sucked, which was emotionally daunting at times. Mostly those particular people tended to be very warmly disposed toward her, which helped.
Proxy eyed Cheryl, mentally revising her own image of herself to also include hanging out with people whose pussies she'd licked, which was a similar but subtly different thing.
Proxy had a nice, relaxing evening drinking some more, confident in Riley and Noah to get her home safely. She was pleasantly buzzed and smiled at Ellis shyly approaching toward the end of the night.
"Want another blowjob?" Proxy asked him, delighting in how cutely he blushed. She was kind of in the mood for it, just for her own fun.
"Um... no," Ellis said. "I mean, thank you. But I wanted to actually... see if you wanted to grab coffee next weekend maybe?"
Proxy was slow to shift gears. "You want... a date? Not a blowjob?"
"Possibly both," Ellis said. "But yeah, if you'd want to?"
Proxy grinned. "I'd like that. Give me your phone."
Riley was rolling her eyes about it, but Proxy stuck her tongue out and gave Ellis her number anyway. She didn't get many opportunities to be specifically sought after like this, let alone by someone she felt like she might enjoy spending time with.
"He might just be after more blowjobs," Riley warned as they drove home after.
"Is that so bad?" Proxy mused. "It's kind of win-win. And anyway, he asked me to coffee. No biggie."
"You're right," Riley said. "And there's only one way to find out how this is going to go."
"Exactly."
****
It took a few weeks and a handful of dates for Riley to really come around to Ellis instead of being over-protective. Proxy understood. She was arguably pretty vulnerable to being mistreated by someone.
"He's pretty nice to me though," Proxy said.
She sat curled up in bed next to Riley, who was currently getting happily railed by Noah. Proxy had helped out getting them warmed up before they fucked, and she kind of enjoyed getting to watch some other stuff sometimes.
On this occasion, Proxy was more glued to her phone than to her friends fucking next to her. She smiled every time one of Ellis's texts came through, and bit her lip as she typed back to him.
"I know he is, Prox," Riley said in between moaning for her boyfriend. "I just didn't know him very well and didn't want you getting taken advantage of."
Proxy nodded and sent off another text. She felt it was probably better not to mention that she wouldn't mind getting taken advantage of just a little, as a treat.
But it was definitely better to know that she got to spend time with someone who actually liked her, and wasn't just there for the blowjobs. It was cozier sucking someone off when there were some feelings behind it.
Noah finished inside Riley, and Proxy put her phone aside. She gave Noah a moment, then gently but firmly nudged him out of the way. She got between her best friend's legs and started licking Riley's cummy pussy, making sure to get her off as well.
"Damn I'm gonna be sad if you have to stop doing this," Riley sighed, stroking Proxy's hair.
"Why would I have to stop doing this?" Proxy asked, genuinely confused.
"You know. If you and Ellis get serious?" Riley said.
"... you think?" Proxy asked.
"Boys get jealous," Riley said. "Right babe?"
Noah chuckled softly. "Don't drag me into this. But... yeah, he might."
"Huh." Proxy mused over the issue, then gave up and crawled over to suck Noah off into her mouth too, cleaning Riley's pussy off of him in the process. There were lots of considerations to these things sometimes.
****
"You're not going to want me to stop giving other people blowjobs are you?" Proxy asked.
Ellis choked lightly on his sip of coffee. "I think you're supposed to gently lead into questions like that."
"Probably," Proxy said, taking a dainty sip of her own drink. She was enjoying these coffee dates. They were easy and fun, and she was getting to know Ellis better every time. "Just something that I needed to find out about though. I don't intend to stop any time soon."
Ellis nodded thoughtfully. "Yeah, I hadn't expected that you would."
"And that's ok?"
"I mean... it's how we met."
Proxy smiled. "That's true."
"I had kind of wanted to ask you about that," Ellis continued. "But it felt indecorous to bring up."
"It's something I enjoy. Something I do for fun." Proxy shrugged. "A hobby, you might call it. I don't think there's anything inappropriate about asking about it."
"Ah, cool. I wasn't sure. So... you want to keep doing that kind of thing?" Ellis asked. "Like at Nate and Cheryl's place?"
"Giving out blowjobs at parties?" Proxy clarified. "Probably, yeah. Or more intimate settings, as the case may be. I've got a regular thing with Riley and Noah going."
Ellis nodded. "Like a... throuple thing?"
Proxy giggled. "No. Well, maybe a little. Friends with benefits maybe you'd call it?"
"I see."
"Is that ok?" Proxy asked, peering at him.
Ellis drummed his fingers uncertainly. "I think so? This is all very new to me."
"Me too, if that's any help," Proxy said.
"I think maybe... maybe I'm worried I don't fit in with your life very well?" Ellis said uncertainly.
Proxy frowned. "Why not?"
"You know," he said shyly. "Because you're open and interesting, and like sexually I don't know if I can match your energy."
"Is that how you see me?" Proxy asked, both curious and pleased.
"Yeah."
"Hehe, well that's a new one for me," she said.
"That can't be true," Ellis argued.
Proxy debated laying out her actual inexperience, up until very recently, or the insecurities she used to have, and the ones that still plagued her. However, she kind of liked being a bit intimidating. Even if it really wasn't warranted.
"So... you're worried that we might not actually be a very good match?" Proxy asked.
"It's a consideration," Ellis said.
"I mean, it's possible," Proxy said. "But you like getting your cock sucked, right?"
"Um, yeah, very much so."
"Well I like sucking cock," Proxy said. "So we're off to a good start."
Ellis was so very cute when he got all blushy. Proxy really enjoyed being able to regularly have that effect on someone.
"Would you want to--" Ellis started.
"Yes," Proxy answered immediately. "My place or yours?"
****
Proxy found it very nice having a person all to herself. Sharing Noah's cock, or any of the other cocks in their various circles, was fun but ultimately limited.
Being able to cuddle with Ellis, play with him, and suck out a load any time she wanted was a new level of sexual coziness for Proxy, and she quite enjoyed it.
It got even better once she realized there were other benefits to seeing someone. Benefits that possibly should have been obvious to her, but weren't.
They were spending some time together in the evening, and Proxy had just finished sucking Ellis off. She of course opened her mouth, down on her knees in front of him, showing off the load she was about to swallow. Ellis particularly enjoyed things like that, and she was happy to press any buttons that kept him horny.
"So, uh, did you want me to do that for you?" Ellis asked.
Proxy swallowed his cum. "Suck someone off?"
"No. I mean... lick you, I guess."
Proxy tilted her head uncertainly. "Hadn't actually thought about it. Would you want to?"
"Seems only fair," Ellis said, a hint of that cute flush appearing in his cheeks.
Proxy considered how much Riley seemed to enjoy having her pussy licked, or Cheryl for that matter. She felt herself buzzing and getting even wetter at the thought of it. It just hadn't occurred to her that someone might genuinely want to get her off in return at some point. That had never been the deal before.
"It does seem nice," Proxy agreed, feeling herself blush a little too. "You'd really want to? Or you just think you need to?"
Ellis paused. "I want to," he decided. "But... I haven't done a lot of it. I might not be that good at it."
"That's fine," Proxy said, already feeling more at ease. "If you need practice, then we'll just do it more. No problem there."
Proxy took Ellis's hand and led him to the bedroom. She experienced some uncertainty there as it dawned on her that she needed to be the one getting half-naked this time. She was far more comfortable with the reverse.
"You change your mind?" Ellis asked as she hesitated, clearly doing his best not to sound disappointed.
"No," Proxy said. "Just... it's embarrassing."
"Why?"
"You know. Being partly naked and all."
Ellis looked down at him. His cock was still out, and in fact getting hard again.
"That bothers you?" he asked.
"I'm not used to it," Proxy said. "Maybe if you don't look?"
"Maybe. Or...."
Proxy giggled as Ellis took the rest of his clothes off. She blushed happily and felt delightful, warm tingles inside as he got naked in front of her.
She didn't protest when he reached for her as well and took her clothes off for her. She squealed and laughed and squirmed, but ultimately was thrilled by it and enjoyed getting stripped in a way that didn't have to leave her self-conscious in the process.
They fell to the bed together, Ellis on top. Proxy loved the feeling of being under him, especially while naked together, feeling his returning arousal, and the intense heightening of her own. She kissed him, let him feel her, and grew comfortable with the idea of not only being partly exposed to someone, but fully vulnerable.
"You can lick me now," Proxy said quietly.
Ellis kissed her again, then her neck, then down her chest. His hand moved to her pussy and Proxy tried not to be too obviously giddy and anxious about her first time having someone touch her like that, and especially having someone put their tongue on her most intimate parts.
Having his mouth on her was electric. Proxy gasped and moaned and clutched at his head. His technique wasn't all there. She'd learned enough recently about cocks and pussies that she could tell the difference. But even so, it felt wonderful and tender, and pressed her buttons so nicely.
It took time experimenting and building, but Proxy was in no hurry at all. She was having one of the best times of her life getting slowly licked and sucked to orgasm. The actual moment of Ellis finding just the right way to flick his tongue over her clit and make her cum was amazing and overwhelming.
They lay there together after that, just being giggly and silly. Proxy didn't want to think too hard about how she was still naked and vulnerable. It kind of felt alright as long as she didn't dwell on it. And Ellis was clearly enjoying himself with her anyway.
"So... that was ok?" Ellis asked.
"Haha, yes, very good," Proxy purred. "I'm going to be excited for when you want to do that again. I feel like some more practice will be really nice."
"I mean... I could do it again now," Ellis offered.
Proxy stared at him, then smiled. She hadn't considered the possibility, but there was no real reason not to. "Right now?"
"If you want."
"I do! I mean... yes please." She bit her lip. "I'll suck you off again after if you want."
"You don't have to owe me or anything," he said. "But yeah, that would be cool."
Proxy was already more comfortable with Ellis going down on her for the second time. The initial unknown of it had passed, and it just felt so good that it was hard to stay self-conscious. Having someone else to make her cum was wonderful, and of course getting to suck him off again afterward was just as fun as ever.
They spent the rest of the evening in bed together, with occasional logistical breaks, and at the end of it all fell asleep together. Not planned, just what felt right.
****
"It's actually a little worrisome how happy you are these days," Riley said.
"Why wouldn't I be?" Proxy laughed.
"No, I know," Riley said. "You're a happy, horny little thing, aren't you?"
"More than ever," Proxy agreed seriously. "Do you know how nice it is having someone lick your pussy regularly?"
"Yeah, I do," Riley said. "And you're sure he's ok with your... hobby?"
Proxy bit her lip, then shrugged. "I think so. But I guess we can find out for sure."
They returned to the boys, the four of them hanging out at Riley and Noah's house this evening. Noah and Ellis were still in a bit of an awkward stage of getting to know each other, but Proxy knew they were both cool and could at least get along on a surface level.
Proxy interrupted their conversation by crawling between Noah's legs and getting his cock out so she could suck it.
"Damn, Prox," Riley giggled.
"What? He was horny," Proxy said defensively.
"Funny how he's always horny once you get your mouth on him," Riley mused. "Quite the coincidence."
Proxy risked a few glances at Ellis as she sucked Noah off. He was watching with curiousity as much as anything, though Proxy knew it had to be a little awkward for him.
She fully intended to reward him for his patience, and as soon as she had Noah's cum all in her mouth and swallowed down her throat, she crawled over to Ellis. She even felt comfortable enough to try and approach a bit sexily in the way she wiggled her body over to him.
"You want one too?" Proxy asked, batting her eyes prettily at Ellis.
He smiled and stroked her hair. "Yes please. You really just do this for fun, huh?"
Proxy grinned. "I'm good at it. People seem to enjoy it."
"Very true," Noah agreed.
Riley had cuddled up with Noah as they both watched. Her hand idly stroked his cock back to life, and his hand was under her shirt.
Proxy couldn't focus too much on them, she had another cock to suck. And she really wanted to make it good, since Ellis continuing to be cool about her interests was paramount.
She kind of had the feeling Ellis would be cool with most anything when it involved her lips wrapped around him sooner or later. And he was sufficiently aware that every little skill or trick she learned was of direct benefit to him.
Proxy took her time and enjoyed sucking Ellis off, eventually reveling in her creamy reward. She showed it off like the little cum slut she was, waiting for him to gently remind her to swallow before she did so.
"So here's the thing," Riley said, jarring Proxy out of her trance-like focus and back to something closer to reality. "We kind of want to have sex now."
Proxy eyed Riley and Noah. They were disheveled and horny, and she could very much believe they wanted to fuck.
"You want us to leave?" Proxy asked.
Riley looked dead at her. "No."
Riley and Noah headed to the bedroom, while Riley gave a meaningful, lingering look to Proxy on the way by.
Proxy bit her lip anxiously and turned her eyes to Ellis.
"Is this about to get weird?" he asked, then paused. "Weirder, I mean?"
"Most likely," Proxy said. "Do you want to leave? We can leave."
"Do you want to go with them?" he asked.
"... yes."
Ellis shrugged. "Alright, let's at least see what happens."
"Really?" Proxy asked, grinning excitedly.
"I kind of knew what I was getting into with you," Ellis said. "And... I like it so far. I wasn't totally sure I could handle it, but so far so good."
"Because of all the cocksucking you mean?" Proxy asked.
"Mostly, yeah."
"That's just for fun."
He smiled and caressed her cheek. "I get it. Mostly, anyway. I was worried it might leave us pretty disconnected, but it's been kind of the opposite experience, if anything."
"Good," Proxy said, taking his hand and leading him gently away. "Let's keep trying stuff then."
Riley and Noah were naked in bed together already. He was on top of her, hand between her legs, the two of them sharing sexy kisses.
Proxy delighted in immediately having all attention back on her as she shed her clothes and crawled into bed as well. She giggled and nudged Noah's hand out of the way so she could lick Riley's pussy. Riley was already wet, but Proxy still gave her lots of oral attention to get ready for her boyfriend's cock.
Noah eventually started poking Proxy in the side of her face with his insistent erection until she finally gave in, teased him with a few quick sucks, then moved over so he could slide into Riley's cute little pussy.
Proxy lay back, right beside her best friend, and watched Riley enjoy herself. Ellis was just finishing a slow strip of his clothes, and was fully hard as he tentatively crawled onto the bed. Proxy stared into his eyes, bit her lip, and let her legs spread open as he approached.
"You want me to lick you?" Ellis asked.
Proxy hesitated, then shook her head. Ellis's eyebrows shot up.
"You want..." he trailed off.
Proxy nodded.
"You sure?"
Proxy slipped her hand into Riley's, feeling the immediate comfort as their fingers interlaced. "I'm sure."
The heat of Riley's gaze made Proxy turn her head. Riley gave her a small, questioning look, but when Proxy just smiled, Riley smiled back. Riley knew what this meant, and Proxy was glad to have her there for support during what was technically her first time having a cock in her pussy.
It felt somewhat surreal to think that way after all the cocks Proxy had taken in her mouth recently, but this was a different thing both physically and emotionally.
"I'm so proud of you," Riley whispered in Proxy's ear, nearly simultaneous with Ellis slipping into her pussy.
Proxy blushed happily and squeezed tighter on her best friend's hand while she and Riley got fucked right next to each other. Maybe not the most romantic way to try this for the first time, but perfect for her, she felt.



"That ok?" Ellis asked.
"It feel nice," Proxy confirmed.
"Let me know if--"
Proxy put a finger of her free hand to Ellis's lips. "Just do what feels good," she said. "I don't want to worry about it this time. We can always practice more whenever we want."
He liked that, Proxy could tell. The idea of 'practicing' more. It was partly a flimsy pretext to have more sex, but it was also something that Proxy believed in. Sexy stuff was a lot more fun when there was freedom to learn and improve instead of trying to be really good at things right from the start. That kind of attitude had helped her confidence tremendously.
It really did feel very nice though. Having Ellis's cock inside her, filling her pussy. She wanted more of this for sure. She could already feel that certain depths and certain strokes felt better to her, and probably there were specific ways that would make it easier to cum. It was intellectually fascinating, but Proxy just wanted to enjoy the moment.
"That's it boys," Riley cooed, giving Proxy's hand another comforting little squeeze. "Make sure to cum hard, ok? Cum in our pussies. Prox needs it, don't you?"
Proxy made a cute and embarrassed noise, but nodded firmly. "Yes," she said, gazing adoringly at Ellis. "Please."
Riley laughed and kissed Proxy's cheek. "You're doing so good."
"It just all feels really nice," Proxy insisted.
"It does, doesn't it?"
Riley took things further and kissed Proxy full on the lips. She was gentle but lingering.
"That was for the boys," Riley whispered.
Proxy did in fact note Ellis and Noah groaning at the sight and thrusting harder.
"Just for them?" she whispered back.
"Well, partly for them," Riley admitted easily.
Proxy leaned back in and kissed Riley this time. It just felt right. Cozy, even. Adding to the intimacy and excitement.
It drove the boys wild, and first Noah came in Riley, the Ellis came in Proxy. Both girls got cummy, messy pussies from their respective boyfriends while still experimenting with sensually kissing each other.
Proxy had to keep her face buried against Riley afterward, unable to fully process her first time getting cummed in like that. It was wonderful, but overwhelming.
Proxy stayed nestled against Riley, cuddling even tighter to her if anything. Riley felt so nice and comforting at that moment. Very needed.
"How you feeling?" Riley whispered to her.
"Really good," Proxy murmured.
"That's good. You did really well tonight."
Proxy squirmed happily. "You think that any time I do horny things."
"Kind of," Riley said. "But you know tonight was different."
Proxy nodded. "True. I'm glad you were here."
"Me too. Weird as that is."
They giggled together secretively. Proxy glanced at the boys once or twice, watching them bemusedly wonder what to do now. Seeing that they probably weren't done yet--Proxy and Riley's nude, intimate cuddles probably keeping them interested--she gently tapped on Riley's pussy until Noah crawled over and stuck his cock back in.
Riley sighed and nipped playfully at Proxy's lip. She pulled Proxy fully on top of her, getting scandalously close to the cock going in and out of Riley's pussy.
The boys switched, and Ellis fucked Proxy for a while, then alternated back.
"You boys better make us cum, if you're going to keep being so horny," Riley said.
Proxy laughed and wiggled her butt. "I kinda tempted them."
"I know, Prox," Riley said. "I know. But still, I need a cum. How 'bout you?"
Proxy nodded. "Actually yeah, I could really use one."
She could rock her pussy against Riley when neither of the boys was inside them, which kind of helped. She also cooed needily when Ellis managed to rub her clit while filling her up with his cock. It basically meant he was touching Riley a bit too in the process, but what the heck. They were sharing so much anyway.
Proxy and Riley both got their cums, making the night just about perfect. Proxy expected another load of cum in her pussy after that, and would have been very content with it, but Ellis and Noah conspired to instead jerk off on her and Riley's face, both covering them from opposite sides and making a mess on both happy little faces.
Riley giggled and helped lick Proxy clean. Proxy spent a moment wondering how she felt about licking Ellis's cum off of Riley, then realized it was just pretty fun and horny. She didn't want him fucking her any more than Riley wanted Noah fucking her. But some fun here and there was only a good thing.
"You just get jealous on me there?" Riley whispered to Proxy.
"Hehe, maybe a little," Proxy said. "That was my cum."
"Slut," Riley said affectionately. "Here, have it back."
Riley insisted on kissing any cum she licked back into Proxy's mouth, which weirdly did actually make Proxy feel better. She was used to being the one swallowing everything. Even if she really could share, she'd have to get used to doing so and didn't feel like it right now.
Proxy refused to leave Riley's bed after, once they were relatively cleaned up again. It was a bit awkward, and kind of cramped, but everyone was sleeping together, and that was that.
Proxy was wedged cozily between Riley and Ellis, making sure his cock was nestled against her butt. Riley did the same with Proxy and Noah.
"We were thinking of having another party soon," Riley murmured. "You still want to do entertainment, Prox?"
Proxy smiled. "Of course." She nudged Ellis. "You should make sure you cum in my pussy right before, ok? I think it'd be way more fun sucking cocks with your stuff all inside me the whole time."
Ellis groaned and his cock twitched against Proxy's ass, which just made her giggle in delight.
Proxy fell asleep to Ellis's vain attempts not to get horny again, and Riley stroking her hair and murmuring to her.
"So proud of you," Riley whispered. "You're doing so good."
"Gonna eat your pussy for you tomorrow," Proxy mumbled back. "Jus' need a li'l sleep first."
"I know, Prox," Riley soothed. "Get some sleep. You can be slutty again tomorrow."
"Yeah I can," Proxy agreed.
"You two need to stop," Ellis said. "I'm not going to sleep at this rate."
"Sorry," Proxy giggled, even as she pressed her booty back against him a little more firmly. "I'll suck you lots tomorrow too."
Ellis made a strangled noise, but he and his cock slowly settled back down.
Proxy drifted off, all warm and cozy and cared about, feeling far more sexy and in control than she ever had in her pre-blowjob life. She wanted more of this. So much more.
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I walked into my bedroom and found my sister sprawled out on my bed. Nova was lying on her stomach, legs idly kicking back and forth in the air, her phone and notebook in front of her.
"Hey bro," she greeted me.
"Hey yourself," I said, shrugging out of my hoodie.
Nova had gotten into the bad habit of wearing some very, very tight shorts lately. The way she lay in my bed showed off her cute butt way too nicely, though she kindly didn't turn to look at me and gave me the chance to stare a moment before sitting on the bed next to her.
"You know you have a room of your own, yeah?" I said.
Nova shrugged. "What fun's that?"
"I mean..."
"Besides, I wanted to ask you some things."
I rolled my eyes. "Of course you do. You've been asking such weird questions lately."
"Have not," Nova pouted, acting offended. "I'm doing research. Learning. Bettering myself. These are noble endeavours."
"Last week you asked me whether you should start wearing a padded bra," I said.
"To make my tits look bigger," Nova said, as though it was perfectly reasonable.
"The week before, about what kind of shorts to wear to make your butt look good," I continued.
Nova wiggled her booty. "How are these ones doing?"
"I mean... fantastic, and I think you know that," I said.
She grinned, fully pleased with herself. "Good. I thought so."
"Why are you asking me these things though?" I asked. "It's weird."
"It's not," Nova said. "You're a boy, Sol."
"Thanks for noticing."
"And you've got relevant opinions," she said. "Plus I know when you stare at my ass, you really mean it."
"... is there a way to stare at an ass and not mean it?" I asked.
"Well, you know," she said airily. "It means more coming from you."
"You shouldn't want your brother staring at your ass," I said. "Or helping you pick out bras to make your tits look bigger."
Nova chewed the end of her pen, somehow making it look cute and naughty while she pondered. "Do you like staring at my ass?" she finally asked.
"In those shorts? Yeah."
"So we're both winning then."
"One could so argue," I agreed evasively.
Nova took the time to jot down a note in her book. Something about me, no doubt. She was doing that a lot lately. It probably made me look like a perv, all full of remarks about how I liked her butt and which bras looked best on her. Not my fault. She asked.
"You don't show this stuff to anyone, do you?" I asked. "Whatever you're writing in there?"
"It's research for making myself attractive," Nova said. "I've told you that. I don't show anyone, but I do talk about it with my friends."
"Oh god."
"What? It's useful. They benefit too. You want me to hoard knowledge?"
"How much new and fresh knowledge are you really gaining here?" I asked.
"Plenty," Nova assured me. "Like the right amount of midriff to show off to get you to peek without making Mom and Dad mad. That's useful. And that these shorts work. I was worried too tight was going to be slutty or not really look good actually. But it seems to be working out."
I blushed as I realized she'd caught me staring again. I hadn't even meant to. It just happened, the way her butt cheeks were perfectly shown off in near-skintight shorts, and the way her kicking legs kept drawing my eye. That was probably part of her experimentation too, though she hadn't mentioned it specifically.
"The shorts might be pushing it if you're trying not to get a talking to about your outfits," I said, attempting to deflect from my indiscretion.
"I think so too," Nova said, wrinkling her brow in thought. "But I've been trying out cunningly not letting the wrong people see them from behind. They're modest enough from the front." She perked up. "Plus now that Mom and Dad have taken off traveling for the summer, it's kind of the best time to try some more risque stuff out."
"You're crazy," I said.
"I'm scientifically minded," she countered.
"The Venn diagram overlaps on occasion," I said.
"Hehe, good one," she said without a hint of taking it personally. "Ooh, by the way, check these out."
I looked warily at her phone as she scrolled through a few pictures for me.
"Are these... are these just all pictures of your friends' butts?" I asked.
"In tight shorts, yeah," Nova said. "Whose is the cutest, you think? I know who I'd pick, but I want an unbiased opinion."
"This is weird, Nov," I said. "But you really want to know?"
"Of course. That's why I asked."
"Your butt is the cutest," I said.
"That's cheating!" Nova protested. "I asked about the pics."
I ignored her. I could see how obviously pleased she was with my answer. The way she beamed, the happy blush on her cheeks. The way she immediately flipped to a different page in her notebook and gleefully wrote down something she wasn't about to share with me.
Unless it was my imagination, Nova even arched her back a little more, gracing me with an ever so slightly better view of her booty while she scribbled hasty notes to herself. She was killing me, but in such a fun and thoughtful way.
"You know the danger here is I'm going to start checking out your butt more often," I said. "You're training me to misbehave."
Again I was dead positive that Nova was thrilled to hear that.
"Not my fault," she said. "But if you could possibly keep track of how often you feel that way, what I'm wearing and doing at the time, how long your gaze lingers, what--"
"I'm not doing that," I said.
Nova expressed mild frustration with that response. "Kind of a waste if we're not collecting data, don't you think?"
I tilted my head and stared thoughtfully at my sister's cute little booty. "I don't think it's a waste."
She wiggled her hips in response. "You're enjoying looking?"
"Yeah."
Nova nodded like I'd just given her an opinion on something totally innocuous. "I can work with that, I think. I can still take notes, I'd just need to know when you're looking or interested. Some way of recording what's happening."
Her gaze fell to my crotch, which all of a sudden made me embarrassed. Yes, I was getting kind of hard. Not like fully erect over my little sister or anything, but certainly having a reaction to her perfect booty.
"Don't make a note of that please," I sighed.
Nova grinned and scribbled something down anyway.
"You're going to make this weird," I said.
"You got hard," she chirped. "Not me."
"Only a little," I protested weakly.
She tapped her pen on her chin. "Can I see?"
"No."
"Please?"
"Absolutely not."
Nova turned her big, pleading eyes on me. "Even just through your underwear? It's just hard to see what's going on while you're wearing pants."
"I think that's by design," I said.
"You're making this difficult," she grumbled.
"I'm really not," I said.
Nova retreated into her thoughts, with the occasional moment of jotting something else down in her notes. I was honestly curious just what exactly she was keeping track of in there, and how much help it was actually going to be to her. To me it only made sense that something looked good or it didn't. Trying to quantify arbitrary things felt like it would be very difficult or impossible.
I played on my phone, relaxing into just sharing a room with my sister while she did her own thing. It was nice just to hang out sometimes. I could almost forget what she--
"What if I touch it?" Nova asked.
And there it was again. "No," I said.
"Without looking I mean," she clarified, as though it made all the difference.
"Still no," I said.
"Over the pants?"
"Sure."
"Really?!"
"No."
"Mean!" Nova said.
I could see her pouty face from the corner of my eye, but stayed focused on my phone.
She tried a few more angles, and it actually got pretty amusing what she'd suggest, and how increasingly exasperated she got with my refusals. There was, too, something flattering about my dick being so desired, even given the current context.
I had to admit, she got me good in the end. She shifted around in my bed quite oddly, almost like she was throwing a quiet and delicate tantrum. It wasn't that, but I had no idea what she was actually doing until she took my hand and placed it on her butt. The way she'd maneuvered her body suddenly made sense, but very little else did.
I froze, hand firmly on my little sister's ass. Her tiny, skintight shorts weren't hiding much from my touch. I could feel her pretty well, and... it was nice. Really, really nice.
"Feel free to provide any thoughts or feelings you're experiencing right now," Nova said, almost casually, but with a faint hitch in her voice that I almost missed.
"There's something not normal about you," I said.
"I mean in regard to your hand on my butt," she clarified.
"My statement is quite related to that, actually."
But I wasn't pulling away. I didn't want to. I hadn't ever wanted to fight too hard about her wanting me to check out her butt, for instance. I was even less inclined to argue about feeling it up.
She was going to let me do it, too. I could shift my hand and fingers, squeeze her ass, explore the fascinating curves, and Nova would absolutely just lie there and take notes on the experience.
At first I told myself I was just going play chicken with her. See how long and how far she'd actually let me go before she realized this was crazy. But I knew right from the start that was a lie. I knew my sister way too well for that. Not that she'd ever encouraged me to feel her up before. But if she wanted it now, it wasn't likely at all that she'd change her mind.
"You've got a great butt," I finally told Nova.
I could practically see the beaming grin on her face even with her looking mostly away from me.
"Noted," she said, happily marking that down. "Anything more specific?"
"Not that I'd care to try and elaborate on," I said.
"Sometimes I worry you don't have the true soul of a scientist," Nova said.
"I'm excellent at physics and engineering, thank you very much," I said. "Your niche applications of biology and psychology are not my strength."
Nova snickered. "Fair. Ok, let me gather some more data then."
I knew she was going to try something outrageous. Once again, I knew my sister pretty well. She had a face like she knew she was about to get away with something that she knew she shouldn't.
She went for my pants. I wasn't as surprised as I probably should have been. More fucked up was I didn't feel like stopping her. If she'd asked I'd have told her no again. Since she didn't...
I didn't know what to make of the implications there. I shouldn't be more open to things she didn't ask for. Yet much like placing my hand on her ass, just doing the thing was getting easier acceptance from me.
"Ooh, very hard," Nova cooed excitedly. "Lift your butt for a sec, let me pull your pants out of the way."
"Terrible idea," I said, even as I complied.
I knew she was going to pull my cock out of my boxers too. I still could have stopped her. I didn't.
"Oh that's nice," Nova breathed as she got my full erection out. "Fully hard, yeah?"
I nodded. "Yeah," I said, sounding a bit strangled even to myself.
Her fingers felt so good on me. Her touch was not something I should have felt. Not like that. But she had me right where she wanted me, interested and compliant. I knew I was weak like that when I got horny, I just hadn't realized that it would even work for my baby sis.
"See this is what I'm talking about," she said, running her fingertips up and down my shaft. "This is valuable information. If I can do this to you, I'm onto something.
"If you can touch me inappropriately?"
"No, silly. If I can make you hard like this. And..." Nova's eyes widened and she rubbed her thumb over the head of my cock. "And if I can make you drip like that," she finished huskily.
"Yeah, I mean precum's gonna happen if you play with me like that," I said, failing to sound as casual as I would have liked.
Nova bit her lip and kept rubbing me, delighting in each fresh bead of precum she milked from me.
"Useful information," she muttered. She seemed to be trying to convince herself as much as me.
Nova dragged her notebook over to where she could jot notes with her right hand while her left settled into a slow stroking motion intermixed with teasing the tip of my cock and greedily swiping up precum.
It was a bizarre and confusing experience for me, but one that felt incredible.
"You know you're jerking your brother off," I said in a low voice.
Nova started and glanced at me as though she'd half-forgotten I was there. She slowly grinned. "Not yet I'm not." She hesitated. "I haven't really done that though. Is it ok to practice?"
"You're... you're seriously asking that while you've already got your hand wrapped around me?" I asked.
She cocked her head, and the impish sparkle I saw in my sister's eye was not at all one of scientific detachment. "Would you like me to jerk you off?"
"Nov..."
"Sol."
I wasn't going to win a battle of wills here. It wasn't fair at all when she was still running her hand slowly up and down my cock. I still waited and let the tension build, just to salvage some kind of pride.
"Please," I finally said. "Please jerk me off."
It might as well have been my sister's birthday for how gleeful she looked. It wasn't about the handjob itself, I was well aware of that. Probably some combination of the power she had over me right now, and the information she'd gleaned about how I operated.
"That's something to explore again," Nova mused, writing her notes before focusing on my cock again.
"What's that?" I asked, hardly daring to voice the question.
"How horny you have to be to ask me something like that," she said. "From your sister of all people."
My cock twitched and spurted extra precum in her hand. She gasped and giggled and wrote it all down of course.
"Oh my god," Nova squealed. "Really?"
"Shut up! It's not a fair test," I insisted.
"Uh huh," she said, stroking me with more purpose. She gazed at me intently, waiting patiently, her eyes piercing through me. "But this is rather fascinating all the same, don't you think? And it calls my data into question if you're going to respond so positively to your sis-ter playing with you like this."
My cock twitched again in her warm little hand. I couldn't do anything about it. I had no control. She was going to think I was some kind of total perv at this rate.
"I don't think about you that way," I mumbled, face flushing embarrassingly warm. "This is not normal."
"I could almost believe that," Nova said thoughtfully. "But I also believe now that more testing is in fact required here. Because you do react to the incestuous component, even if as you claim that's not usual. Kind of a bad bro-ther, aren't you?"
I moaned helplessly as Nova kept up her sensual torment. I wished it wasn't so hot when she reiterated our sibling status, but it actually fucking was. Her stupid games, her stupid tests, they were doing things to me. Of course they were. I'd have a reaction to any girl in bed making me check her out, grab her ass, and lie back while she played with my cock.
But yes, there was some specific thing about her being my sister. I'd only be lying to myself to keep pretending otherwise. I just didn't like it. It was embarrassing.
It wouldn't have even been so bad maybe if she'd been a hot older sister. Even a sexy mom. Those could have been excusable. Getting this way for a cute and mischievous little sis reflected poorly on me, I felt.
But I couldn't stop her stroking me. I didn't want it to end. She felt so good. So good. My baby sis's handjob...
"I don't want to spoil the result," Nova said softly, "but then again I didn't think to time it properly anyway this time. I think you should cum for me, Sol. Do you want to cum?"
I whimpered. "Yesss."
"Good. Then cum for me, ok?" Nova was feeling the horniness of it all too. I knew she was. But she was still very much in charge. She smiled wickedly at me. "Cum for your sis-ter?"
I did, I came for her. Exploded and made a mess all over myself and her hand. She kept stroking me, giggling madly at the hot cum getting on her, but not letting it stop her. I had to eventually nudge her hand away when my orgasm was well and truly done with.
Nova stared at the cum on her fingers, and only slowly and absently fumbled for her notebook. I had no idea what she still felt she needed to record from this event, but she was dedicated, I had to give her that.
"That was... useful," Nova said, hesitating like she'd temporarily forgotten how to speak.
"It felt really nice," I said.
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
"You think other boys would like it too?" Nova asked.
"Is that a serious question?" I asked.
"Yes, of course."
I laughed and shook my head. "I can't with you right now. But like, maybe if you jerk a boy off, don't follow up with asking about what other boys might enjoy."
Nova nodded seriously and started writing again.
"Don't write that down," I sighed. "Oh nevermind. You're not going to listen, are you?"
"I serve a higher calling," she informed me.
"I don't know that handjobs are a higher calling," I said. "Although I suppose that's a religion I could get behind."
"Not that kind of higher calling, silly," Nova said. "Now if you'll excuse me."
I watched my sister patter out, somehow still glued to her cute, tight little booty even after cumming.
"I wasn't keeping you here," I muttered after her. Though in fact some twinging part of me wanted her to stay. I was not about to admit to such things right now. She'd only write it down, probably.
****
Nova didn't do anything weird for the rest of the week. Instead of relief, or indeed indifference, I found myself fantasizing about her butt and thinking about the feel of her soft hands on me while I was jerking off. That wasn't good. She'd be so smug if she knew.
It was probably for the best if that event had been a one-time, crazy thing anyway. It wasn't like incestuous handjobs were encouraged in society. Even if they did feel really good.
I didn't think anything of Nova inviting Skye, one of her best friends, over. That was a perfectly normal thing. I liked Skye well enough, as far as my sister's friends went. She was relatively fun and polite.
She also had a cute butt, as I slowly realized. I may not have really looked before, and perhaps it was due to Nova putting my mind onto this sort of thing. After checking out my sister's butt, checking out her friend was a step more behaved if anything.
It took embarrassingly long for it to dawn on me that this was a deliberate thing. Skye was wearing small, tight shorts, very similar to the ones Nova wore so often these days. Very unlike her usual. And the way she kept blushing and smiling around me kind of confirmed that something was up.
It was all so obvious once it clicked. This was Nova experimenting on me again. She didn't actively write in her notebook where I could see, but I was sure she was doing so. I wondered belatedly if Skye had been in those butt photos my sister had tried to get me rate previously. Most likely she would have been.
I took an opportunity when Nova wasn't in earshot to question Skye about the situation.
"You know what Nova's up to, yeah?" I said.
Skye flushed and wouldn't quite meet my eye. "What do you mean?"
"With the shorts and all. In front of me."
Skye squirmed. "She said you'd like it," she finally said, blushing even more furiously red than before.
"She's not wrong," I said. "You've got a cute butt."
I thought Skye might just melt away right there. More than just her butt was cute, as it turned out. The freedom to notice these things was kind of fun.
"Really?" she squeaked.



"Yeah," I said. "So you want me to check it out, huh?"
"Um... well Nova wanted to experiment with that," Skye said evasively. "See what you'd do..."
"And what do you want?" I asked.
Skye looked away and wouldn't answer.
"Do you just want to see what I do?" I prodded gently.
She nodded. "Nova said it would probably be fun. And it wouldn't be a big deal, because you know, you're her brother. It's just... you know, learning. Science. Figuring stuff out."
"Yeah, right. Science," I said.
I shifted beside Skye and let my hand drop to her butt. She whimpered and didn't seem to know what to do. She very much didn't pull away though.
She slowly untensed, and perhaps even pushed back against my touch. She didn't seem to know what to do with herself, but she was here for the fondling.
I took Skye to the couch and sat down. I let her curl up with me in a way that left her butt sticking out where I could freely grope it some more.
Nova materialized almost immediately after Skye and I had settled in. She was so subtle I didn't even register her presence at first until I heard the scratching of her writing in her notebook.
"Don't let me distract you," Nova said as I turned my gaze toward her. "Just keep doing your thing."
"You're actually insane," I informed her, knowing I might as well hurl insults at the ocean for all the good it would do.
"Genius and insanity are often conflated," Nova responded primly. "How would you say Skye's butt feels compared to mine?"
So she'd shared that part with Skye already. Somehow I'd suspected she would have, even though anyone else probably would have been more secretive about getting felt up by her brother.
"I don't know how to answer that," I said. "Nor am I sure I want to."
Nova sighed. "You're exasperating sometimes, you know that? If you need to compare directly, you can just ask."
It wasn't what I was angling for, actually, but maybe I should have been. Nova curled up with me on my other side and made sure I was able to fully cup and squeeze her ass as well. Getting sandwiched between the two girls with freedom to feel up their butts all I wanted was cozy and delightful.
Nova jotted down notes intermittently--while making sure I couldn't see what she was writing of course--and seemed totally at ease with letting her brother grab her butt in front of her friend. Skye remained cute and shy about the whole thing, though admittedly didn't seem any more bothered about me groping my sister than Nova herself was.
"So which do you prefer?" Nova eventually asked. "And how significantly would you say the incestuousness impacts your decision?"
"Has she always been this way and I just haven't noticed?" I asked Skye, ignoring my sister.
Skye shrugged. "A little bit. She's been different lately with trying to figure out how to quantify and acquire hotness."
"It's a valuable commodity in today's market," Nova said. "And useful research in any case. My butt or Skye's?"
I sighed. "It's still hard to actually pick, you know. There is a thrill to you being my sister, but also a novelty to Skye since I haven't felt her before."
"Hm, equivocating still, but actually a good point," Nova said, wrinkling her nose cutely in thought. "Too many variables is part of the problem, I think."
"I also kind of don't want to say the wrong thing or possibly answer at all," I said, "lest I lose access."
Skye giggled and clung tighter to me. I wondered if she had some sort of crush on me that was having a chance to be explored now. Or maybe, like Nova, I just represented a relatively safe person to try some stuff out with and she was enjoying herself underneath her embarrassment.
Even Nova seemed to enjoy my admission, though it thwarted her research.
"Engaged in thoughts and actions to acquire more time with our booties," Nova said thoughtfully. "That's good actually. Maybe I need to start being less direct in my questions." She looked at Skye. "Looking at the things Sol desires or asks for might get us better data than asking him to rate experiences. He hasn't been great at that so far."
I frowned and pinched Nova's butt pretty hard. She yelped and pouted at me while Skye just giggled some more. Skye seemed to be just having a nice time without all the distraction that Nova was providing herself.
Nova retaliated by pressing her hand firmly against my crotch, catching me off-guard and making me gasp at the sudden pressure.
"And that," Nova said gleefully. "Can't equivocate out of these erections so much, huh?"
Skye's eyes went wide. "He's hard."
"Yeah," Nova said, rubbing my cock through my jeans. "Check this out."
My sister worked my pants open and pulled them down, apparently not feeling the need to ask me first. She and Skye both stared fixedly at my cock, and Nova was more delicate about tugging my boxers out of the way too, unveiling me properly.
"Oh, he's very hard," Skye said breathily.
"Yeah," Nova said, grazing my shaft with her fingers. "It's pretty fun when Sol's like this." She bit her lip. "At least, that's been my limited experience so far."
"You really... really did this before?" Skye asked.
Nova nodded. "I told you."
"Yeah but... your brother," Skye squeaked.
"I think he likes it," Nova said conversationally. "He likes his little sister touching him, don't you Sol?"
My cock betrayed me again with an obvious twitch as Nova teased me.
Nova laughed. "I get much more direct results from this," she said, lightly grabbing my cock. "Want to see how long it takes him to cum?"
Skye grinned shyly and nodded.
Nova gazed at me with false innocence. "Would you like that, big brother? You want to see if your sis-ter can make you cum again?"
I groaned and squeezed her ass hard. "Don't say it like that."
"But you're so twitchy and precummy," Nova taunted. "You liiike it."
She stroked me up and down, enough to feel good and keep me from protesting. She very obviously delighted in the reactions she got from me, and I could see her filing them away to be written down when she had her hands free again.
I kept feeling her and Skye's asses while she jerked me off. Nova was only teasing me yet, but still felt great and got plenty of reaction from my cock.
Skye was entranced, watching Nova play with me even more closely than I was. I didn't think she realized how interested and horny she appeared just then.
"How badly do you want me to take care of this?" Nova asked, and I could hear in her voice that it wasn't all just scientific interest.
I hesitated, not wanting to move, but feeling like we probably should.
"Let's... go to my room," I suggested.
Skye's eyes widened like the idea shocked her, but she didn't disagree.
Nova considered thoughtfully, then nodded.
We ended up in my bed, my pants totally off, the two girls lying down facing my cock. Nova had her notebook with her and scribbled in it before returning her hand to me.
Without making any kind of deal of it, Nova scooted herself around to make sure I could reach her butt while she stroked me. I accepted the offer.
"This is the experiment for today?" I asked.
"Yeah," Nova said.
"Two girls?"
"Changes things, doesn't it?"
I eyed Nova's butt, then Skye's. "It does," I agreed. "Shouldn't you give her a turn too though? You know, for science?"
Nova twitched back, hand leaving me. "Oh, right," she said. "That's true, you should try for a bit, Skye. I need to keep notes anyway."
Nova appeared slightly disappointed to release me, though that may have been wishful thinking. Skye looked excited but nervous.
"How do I..." Skye said.
"Just grab him and move your hand," Nova said. "I made him cum pretty easily last time."
Skye giggled with nerves and interest as she took hold of me. "Must be nice having a brother to let you try stuff on."
"This is a new thing," I said, feeling the need to make that known. "Usually this doesn't happen."
"Oh," Skye said, already enthralled by my cock again as she moved her hand up and down. "Too bad."
I looked at Nova, but she was no help. The two of them had such a warped view of things all of a sudden. Or maybe they had for a while, for all I knew.
And yet... here I was letting my sister and her friend play with me, experiment on me, and I was enjoying it. Enjoying it way too much. So what did that make of me in comparison?
"Don't you have a brother?" I asked Skye.
She blushed, but for some reason tightened her grip on my cock.
"Yeah," Skye said. "But not one who'd let me do this. Nova's lucky."
Nova got the faintest of self-satisfied smirks on her lips. I wouldn't have even noticed if I didn't know her so well.
"I might be kind of lucky too," I admitted.
Nova's smile grew more prominent. "You do enjoy this, don't you," she said.
"I think you know I do," I said.
"I do," my sister said. "It's nice to hear you say it. In detail, when possible."
"Right," I said. "The data."
"The data," Nova confirmed.
"But arguably," I said, "if you and Skye are going to be letting me feel you up and jerking me off until you have enough data, I might be better served by withholding."
Nova nodded seriously and noted something down. "Attempting to prolong the experiment. So you're quite into it now. Would you say it's more fun with more than one partner at once?"
I glanced at Skye. "I might say that," I said. "Probably... probably we need to try more times with just you, and with both of you. You know, to really compare."
They both seemed pleased with that idea. Which was crazy. The reality of being able to suggest something as ludicrous as that and get positive reception for it was brand new to me, and likely to go to my head at this rate.
I kept squeezing Nova's butt as Skye jerked me closer and closer to completion. All three of us were blushing and flustered, and all trying to hold it together as best we could. I even caught Nova forgetting her notes at times and just staring at my cock with a hungry expression, though she'd eventually remember she was meant to be researching.
"You're gonna make me..." I moaned.
Skye's eyes flashed. "Are you?" she asked breathily.
I nodded.
"Good, good," Nova said. "Keep stroking. Make the cum come out."
Skye nodded seriously, and her tongue poked out the corner of her lips rather cutely as she kept focus on getting me off.
She got even cuter when cum erupted around her fingers, making a mess everywhere. Skye squealed and giggled, but kept milking out more cum until I was spent.
Nova delightedly noted it all down, including sticking her fingers in some of the mess and rubbing my cum thoughtfully around like she could determine useful information from its consistency.
"Thanks Skye," I said. "That was nice."
Skye beamed shyly. "I did ok?"
"Yeah of course," I said. "I came, didn't I?"
"I don't really do a lot of this stuff," she said. "It was... easier than I thought. And kinda fun."
"It is, isn't it?" Nova said. "I was kind of worried too, but it's not such a big deal. At least with Sol. He makes things pretty easy once he stops being stubborn."
I pinched Nova's butt, making her yelp and glare.
"A certain hesitation toward being inappropriate with my little sister is not being stubborn," I insisted.
"It's not inappropriate if it's for science," Nova said. "It's not like it's actual incest."
Skye giggled at the word 'incest,' as though that was funnier and more scandalous than the actual sisterly seduction she'd already been witness to. I had to worry slightly about the two of them.
"I think it might still be, actually," I said.
Nova cocked her head. "Well in that case I think you're into it."
"I mean, I wouldn't say that," I protested.
My sweet, considerate sister stared at me a moment, almost issuing a challenge with her eyes, then reached out and grabbed my cock. It was soft and messy with cum, but she played with it and had it filling her hand back out in no time.
"You sure about that?" Nova asked. "You don't like when your baby sis-ter does this stuff to you?"
I whimpered rather embarrassingly. I wanted to be able to tell her to stop. To not fall for her tricks, but part of me was already noting how easy it was to get her to put her hand back on me. I didn't even need another cum right now, and yet I fully was on board within seconds.
"Maybe it's nice," I hedged.
Nova scooted around to lie between my legs and watch me while she played with my cock. "Maybe it's nice? You can do better than that."
She had me there. Now that she had me going again, I was hesitant to argue and make her change her mind. Not that I thought she would.
Skye had jerked me off, which in some undefinable way made me feel like Nova had something to prove now, I just wasn't sure to whom exactly. But she wanted to make me cum too. I was sure of that. I wanted it as well.
"Your hand feels really good," I said, giving Nova what she wanted, but not stopping there. "Your hand feels really good on your bro-ther's cock."
Nova made a small, helpless noise and ducked her face away from eye contact. She liked me saying that more than she wanted to admit. I knew the feeling.
"Such a good sister," I added.
Nova growled in her throat, either annoyed or horny, or most likely both. She kept stroking me, not faltering.
My second handjob of the session felt very good and not nearly as urgent since I'd cummed already. I wanted to enjoy this. I didn't have either girl's butt in easy grabbing range, but I was able to snake my hand around Skye's waist and pull her back toward me.
Skye was shy about being moved closer, but made herself comfortable against me while we both watched Nova. I let my hand wander up her shirt, waiting to see if she'd protest. She didn't. She even moaned softly as I got to her tits.
"You like having something to play with," Nova said, not making it a question.
"I could say the same of you," I said.
"This is not the same," Nova said. "This is research. For a purpose."
"Tell me you aren't enjoying it though," I challenged her.
"Oh whatever," Nova said. "Just shush. Let me focus."
I grinned at her even though she had her head down, staring at my cock as her hand moved up and down my shaft. She was enjoying herself. That made it better as far as I was concerned. It was more fun if everybody was having a good time.
Skye was getting very squirmy the more I played with her tits. She kept squeezing her thighs together, or reaching down with a stray hand before catching herself. It was exciting to think that she wanted to masturbate but didn't actually dare.
It was subtler, and I almost didn't catch it, but Nova's hips were going too. It was only a small motion, but she was definitely grinding against the bed as she stroked me. My sister getting horny from teasing me and playing with my cock. It was delightfully fucked up.
"Do you want to touch yourself?" I eventually asked Skye, once I'd built up the nerve to broach the subject.
She gasped and squirmed in my arm. "I don't know. Maybe."
Nova grinned and pretended to ignore the exchange.
"Do you want me to touch you?" I asked, pushing further.
Skye whimpered and looked to my sister for help.
Nova smirked at Skye. "Well, do you?"
"That... that wouldn't be ok, would it?" Skye asked.
"I'm into it," I said.
"Nov?" Skye asked. "He's your brother..."
Like Nova had exclusive claim to me because of our sibling status. Then again, that was weirdly fucking hot to think of actually.
Nova, running her thumb back and forth over the precum at the tip of my cock, gave it some thought.
"It wasn't the way I expected today's research to go," Nova said. "But that sounds like it could be quite interesting. Try to remember details for me later, ok? I don't feel like anyone's going to be taking useful notes for a bit."
Skye nodded, shy but eager. I let my hand drop experimentally from her tits to her tummy, then down across the front of her shorts. She pressed against my touch, sighing contentedly at the contact.
"Take your shorts off," I said.
Skye blushed, but wriggled out of her shorts for me, leaving her in some rather soaked panties.
Nova watched, curious and interested. The handjob she was giving me had truly become her just playing with me. No real attempt at getting me off. It was a pleasant feeling that would eventually be too much, but for now was enjoyable and keeping me horny enough to push my luck.
I rubbed Skye over her sodden panties, reveling in the small noises and involuntary movements I got from her. I didn't have a plan to start with other than that. Just rub her and see what happened.
We made a twisted and beautiful tableau, I thought. Trying things out, finding out what felt good, enjoying each other. Not exactly what my sister had intended, but all deriving from her inquiries in some fashion. If she'd wanted to experiment with sexual attraction and interest, this was certainly a good result for her.
I still thought things were simpler than she made them out to be, and sometimes things just happened the way they happened, without data and trial runs to back them up. Then again, maybe things happened because of her strategically getting me horny in the first place. Something to consider.
Skye moaned louder as I slipped my fingers under her panties. It seemed like she was happy for me to have free rein with her pussy right now, at least with my hand. More than that would probably be excessive, probably would mess with the casual sexual energy of the room. But fingering her was very on.
"Are you enjoying yourselves?" Nova asked in a mildly amused tone.
"Of course," I said, adding a little moan as my sister gave a flourish of her hand over the tip of my cock, then stroked back down again.
Skye whimpered cutely and nodded.
"That's good," Nova said. "Because I want you to cum, Sol. Cum for your sister." She bit her lip. "And Skye, if you cum, that's going to be interesting too."
Skye nodded even more eagerly. She wanted to. I wanted her to as well.
"What if you tried licking it?" I asked Nova.
She cocked her head. "Oh really?"
"Well... just to test it," I said.
"Uh huh. You want your sis-ter to put her mouth on your cock, huh?"
I groaned and twitched in Nova's hand. "You gotta stop saying things like that," I protested.
"You liiike it," Nova teased.
"I think you like that I like it," I countered.
She shrugged. "It's kinda fun."
Nova kept jerking me off, then eventually did lean down and swipe her tongue up my shaft. Perking up at the way I moaned for her, she did it again, and again. Giving me licks in between stroking me, or flicking her tongue across my precummy tip while jerking me firmly.
"Cum on her," Skye urged, whispering in my ear. "Do it."
I closed my eyes, nodding, then opened them again, watching my sister directly. I was close. So close. And Nova was absolutely intent on making me cum. There was something insanely hot about that, even outside of just the physical sensations.
My first spurt of cum caught Nova across her tongue and chin. She stayed frozen for long enough to get a second shot, then pulled back and let the rest of the mess fall on me and her fingers.
"You... came on me," Nova said, sounding somewhat dazed.
"That was bound to happen," I said.
Nova gave a small, secretive smile and reached for her notebook. I tried not to sigh out loud about it, but honestly she'd made me feel so good that whatever she felt she needed to do right now was probably well earned.
"Oh god," Skye whispered. "Oh wow, oh god."
My fingers had been probing inside her, as well as rubbing around her clit on the outside. Skye pushed my fingers a little deeper into her, held them there to make sure I wouldn't move, then started rubbing her clit for herself. I let her use me as a prop while she got herself off, apparently quite turned on by me cumming on my little sister's face.



Nova noted some things down and then, I could only assume, started taking some observations on Skye's journey toward orgasm. That went in a different section of the notebook. I had no idea what it was for, but then again this was all my sister's unique brand of research in the first place. It could be for anything.
Skye panted softly after getting herself off and curled up against me, nestling as cozily as if we'd cuddled many times before rather than being recent strangers to any sort of intimacy with each other.
"This," Nova said, flipping slowly through her notes, "has been a productive day."
I snorted. "That's one word for it."
"You disagree?"
"No. Just... what if you used words like fun or intense or horny?" I asked.
Nova nodded agreeably. "Those are pertinent choices also."
She looked down at her hand, seemingly recalling the cum on it for the first time since it had landed on her. She touched her face as well, then experimentally licked at the cum on her fingers. After a moment's hesitation, she tasted some more.
"Not bad," Nova decided, noting this down as well. "Not amazing, but not bad."
"Pretty hot though," I told her.
She paused. "You find that enticing?"
"Yes," I confirmed.
Nova grinned. "Thank you. All I'm asking for is some data to work with here and there."
Skye giggled softly. "What about you, Nov? Did any of that get you horny?"
Nova actually blushed this time and didn't answer straight away.
"It did, didn't it?" I teased.
"Maybe some," Nova said defensively. "Don't worry, I'm recording that as well."
She wouldn't quite look at me, and she was pretty fidgety.
"Should we, perhaps, make you cum now too?" I inquired, trying to sound casual about it.
As calmly as I spoke, it still flustered Nova. She didn't seem to know how to proceed, which was both fair and incredibly cute.
"That might be nice," Nova finally said. "You... you want to?"
I smiled. "Yeah."
"Get Sol to put his fingers in you," Skye advised, still clinging to me. "It feels really good." She started to reluctantly pull away from me, but I held her where she was, which she happily accepted.
Nova took her shorts off a bit shyly, revealing panties every bit as soaked as Skye's had been, if not more so. I marveled in awe at how they clung to my sister's pussy, showing off the shape of it even if I couldn't see it directly.
She crawled forward, finding an appropriate spot next to me, and guided my free hand into her panties. She was so wet and needy, and moaned as I rubbed her wet little cooch.
I kept rubbing Nova until she urged me to press my fingers inside her and she started rubbing her clit, much as Skye had shortly before. It was different, of course, having fingers inside my sister like that. Different and more intense.
"That's right," I urged gently. "Cum for me. Cum for your bro-ther."
Nova whined and shook her head, flustered. But she panted louder and her fingers blurred faster. I wasn't the only one who got a thrill out of the sibling aspect of this. She most likely didn't want to admit to it any more than I did, but when we got horny enough there really wasn't any hiding it. It was at least more balanced if it worked for both of us.
"You two are crazy," Skye whispered. She bit her lip. "But that's really hot too."
Nova whimpered and rubbed herself, and eventually came moments later. I watched all the tension and need drain out of her in a relaxing and satisfying way, and my sister nodded like she'd done a good job that needed doing.
She leaned back against me afterward. Unlike Skye, all curled up with me, Nova had her back to me, and had her legs up to rest her notebook on. She still let me hold her with my arm around her and my hand up her shirt on her tummy, but her focus was on taking notes again.
"Make sure you write down that you get turned on playing with your brother," I teased her.
Nova snorted in exasperation. "This isn't about me. And anyway, that was only because it caught me by surprise."
"Maybe it should be about you," I said. "Seems wasteful figuring out how to get someone interested and excited and ignore what you actually want, doesn't it?"
Nova hesitated. "I suppose that's true. No good doing all the work for someone who doesn't do it for me."
"It's a good point," Skye murmured, happy and sleepy on my shoulder. "Gotta find the right boy first, then worry about how to get him."
"Ugh, so complicated," Nova complained, starting a brand new section in her notes. "How does anyone ever figure everything out?"
"I think mostly they don't," I said.
"Well that seems chaotic and painful," Nova said.
"Yeah," I said. "That sounds about right." I shrugged. "My experience dating has been chaotic and painful, mostly."
"See? So acquiring knowledge and experience is needed first," Nova insisted. "So we can be more deliberate and resourceful."
I slid my hand up to grab my sister's tit. "Or just see what happens and slowly figure out what works and doesn't work," I suggested.
Nova blushed and moved her arm to trap my hand where it was on her chest. "Sloppy research, you mean. No thanks. I'll do it my way."
I ran the fingers of my other hand up and down Skye's spine. She purred softly, eyes even closed now as she cuddled against me.
"I suppose I can live with that," I offered magnanimously.
"Me too," Skye mumbled cozily.
"Good," Nova said seriously. "I have lots of pages to fill yet." She paused. "Might need a bigger book, even."
****
The next night, as I was getting ready for bed, Nova slipped into my room. She paused at seeing me with my shirt just pulled off, but then padded over to sit on the edge of my bed, ever-present notebook in hand. She wore a loose sleep shirt with bare legs underneath.
"Did you masturbate today?" Nova asked.
"Your small talk needs work," I told her.
She said nothing.
I sighed. "No. I was probably going to before bed. Helps me sleep, you know?"
Nova nodded. "Makes sense. I find that too. But I kind of realized I might get better data if you masturbate less. Or not at all. So we know when you get horny, and how much stimulation and release you're looking for, and how that impacts your interest in me. Stuff like that."
"My interest in you, huh?" I said.
"In girls I mean," Nova said, looking away quickly. "Just, you know, with me for now. While we're researching."
"You enjoy how turned on the 'sister' thing gets me though," I said.
"Yeah well... it's funny, isn't it?" Nova said. "And it's very possible that some other cute and interesting boy might like that kind of stuff too at some point, so it's not like it's without value."
"Ah, very sensible," I said, meaning nothing of the sort. "Do you have panties on under that shirt?"
Nova cocked her head curiously at the sudden shift in conversation. "None of your business actually," she grinned.
"Ha, fine. I think you like that your bro-ther is interested in messing around with you though," I said.
"Sol!" Nova protested. "Behave."
I shrugged. "Why?"
I sat next to my sister and let my hand slip under her shirt. She had panties on. It would have been quite a leap for to have gone without, but I admitted a small disappointment about it all the same. Nova was really throwing me for a loop lately. Going from purely platonic baby sister to someone I hoped would visit me without any panties on.
Nova was flushed though. Her cheeks red, and her skin warm under her shirt.
"Not all the data can be about sibling kinks," Nova said, almost sounding like she believed herself. "That's only going to get me so far with attracting a boyfriend."
"But you do have that kink," I pressed.
"You really want to get into which of us has it worse?" Nova asked. "It doesn't reflect well on either of us, in some ways."
I mulled that over. "Perhaps," I said. "But it doesn't mean anything, right? And not like anyone has to know."
"Skye knows," Nova said.
"Well yeah, but--"
"And Aurora."
"Aurora! How many of your friends are you--"
"Just them," Nova said placatingly. "We've been trying to figure stuff out together. Sharing information and stuff. No one teaches you how to attract the right sort of boys, you know. To find someone who likes you and will treat you well. We're just helping each other out."
"I mean right now you're just learning how to seduce your brother," I said. "Which I appreciate, but it feels like you're limiting yourself."
Nova shook her head. "No, see, this is perfect. You're not someone who's going to be a problem long term. Just someone to mess around with for a while. And I know you, and know that you will treat me well, and be kind to my friends for that matter. And if I can even get my brother to like me in a sexual way... that feels quite promising."
"Are you... using me?" I asked. "Am I being used?"
"Kinda, yeah. Do you mind?"
"Are you going to jerk me off before bed?"
"Hopefully," Nova said.
"Then I think maybe I don't mind," I said.
I got into bed with Nova, hesitating only a little about getting fully naked. It wasn't like having a shirt or not made a big difference, but the weight of full nudity with my sister still meant something. Once she got cozy next to me it all felt good anyway.
"There's an argument, I suppose," Nova mused as she played with my cock and got it hard, "that if you make this too easy for me I won't really learn as much."
"Maybe the lesson is things aren't as difficult and complicated as you think they are," I said.
"Actually possible," Nova conceded. "But the data doesn't back that up so far."
I moaned quietly as my little sister's soft, warm hand stroked softly up and down my cock.
"We better do more research then," I said.
"See? Now you're getting it."
Nova jerked me off while snuggled up against me. She seemed happy where she was, and I was happy to have her there. It got me thinking about removing her clothes though.
I settled for slowly working my hand under her shirt. The way she lay on my arm restricted my movement and options, but Nova just smiled as I put my hand on the small of her back or toyed with the edge of her panties.
"This is nice," she finally said.
"Agreed," I said.
"You know, I was worried sex stuff was going to be horrible and stressful," Nova said.
"Were you really?" I asked.
"Well... maybe not horrible. I knew it could feel nice. But stressful, sure." Nova lay her head more on my chest and watched her own hand moving on my cock. "But this is just... comfortable. Pleasant."
"It could be more exciting if you wanted," I said.
"Hehe, I'm sure it could. But no, not right now. I'm enjoying this." Nova looked at me. "It's kinda sexy you being naked though. I might want more of that."
I bit my lip, enjoying the way she gazed into my eyes just then. "You like that, huh?"
Nova shrugged and lay her head back down. "Well, you know, it's easier to try things out."
"You said it was sexy," I said.
She was quiet a moment before replying. "It is," she admitted. "I've never been in bed with a naked boy. I think I like it. You know, if it's the right boy."
"And your big bro happens to be, huh?" I said in a low, teasing voice.
Nova squirmed. "For some purposes, yes."
"You think your brother's sexy."
"Sol! Behave!"
I chuckled. "The sheer irony of you telling me to behave while you're jerking me off."
"Hypocrisy, actually," Nova said.
"Still," I grinned, "you think I'm sexy."
Nova gave me a light bite on my nipple. It was probably meant to chastise and silence me.
"Ah!" I gasped. Then, "do that again?"
Nova buried her face in my chest. "Solll! You're so horny!"
"That's what you wanted," I said.
"Yeah, but..."
Nova nipped at me again. I flinched, giggling at the sensation. I got her back by slipping my hand fully into her panties, grabbing a handful of my sister's ass, then giving her a sneaky pinch.
"Ow, hey!" Nova squealed. "You told me to!"
"I know," I said, daring her with my eyes to do it again.
Nova let go of my cock and pinched my side where I was more sensitive. I laughed and flinched away from her attack. I tried to retaliate, but my little sister was in full dodging mode now, wriggling around out of any attempt at getting hold of her.
We ended up wrestling around together, which held whole new dimensions for the two of us given how sexual things were. Nova was slippery, but not strong enough to really pin me and make it stick. She did, however, pretty quickly realize that she had a new and effective weapon against me, which was to press or rub part of herself against my cock. I couldn't fight against that.
"Are you going to be good?" Nova asked, finally sitting atop me, her cute butt pressed against my erection, slowly grinding back and forth in small but significant motions.
"Define good," I said.
"No pinching me," she replied promptly. "Unless I ask."
I nodded, grinning. "Deal."
Nova nodded back, then bit her lip and leaned down to me. She tugged the collar of her loose shirt away from her neck, baring one of her shoulders.
"Try... just try biting me too," she said. "Just a little."
I nodded and pressed my teeth to my sister's pristine shoulder, nipping at her hard enough to leave a small mark behind. She gasped, thought about it, then leaned closer.
"Again," she urged.
I bit Nova's shoulder again, in a different unblemished spot. She sighed this time and relaxed down on top of me.
"We might need to experiment with that more," she purred.
"I think so," I concurred.
Nova resumed stroking my cock, and I got her panties down to her thighs, taking her ass as my plaything. She bit me a few more times, giggling at my gasps and the way I twitched in her hand every time.
"Cum for your sis-ter," Nova urged me as I got close.
I groaned. She was practically training me to cum to reminders of our sibling bond. She was going to keep doing it too. I could tell.
"You could... just tell me... to cum," I panted.
"You like it more this way," Nova said. "Cumming for your little sis-ter is hotter. Try to tell me it isn't."
I whimpered and shook my head, and seconds later was cumming over my baby sis's hand, just like she wanted. Fuck, it was hotter cumming for her, just like she said. I couldn't pretend it wasn't.
I passed Nova some tissues so she could clean us both up, then she turned on my bedside light, curled up next to me, and thoughtfully jotted down important information in her notebook.
"You're writing down that you like being bit, right?" I said, kissing her shoulder where I'd left marks.
"Of course," Nova said. "You think I'd ignore something like that? I'm shy and inexperienced, not ignorant."
I laughed softly, knowing full well how much more of a sin the latter was to her than... well, most anything else, really.
I nibbled on her shoulder some more, seeing how distracting I could be. I worked my way to her neck, giving her a few calculated bites just to see.
Nova tried to ignore me, to focus on her notes. She got squirmy though, and she went long seconds without writing a thing.
"Play with me?" she finally asked.
"Your pussy?"
"Yeah. You got me all wet now," she said.
"You've been horny for a while," I said.
"Maybe. Just... if you're gonna turn me on like that..."
"Any time," I whispered, moving my hand between Nova's thighs. "You can just ask."
"It's better if I find what turns me on naturally," Nova said. "It's better research than just, you know, asking."
"Well we found that out tonight, didn't we?" I said.
Nova perked up. "Oh yeah, true. We did pretty good tonight, huh?"
"I'd say," I said.
I removed Nova's panties entirely. She didn't let me flip her shirt up, and I still didn't get a direct look at her pussy, but she let me play with her as much as I wanted. She was so wet. Just as horny and flooded as could be.
"Some might say asking for what you think you want is a pretty natural way of finding out what you like," I said thoughtfully as I fingered my baby sister's hot little pussy.
"I wouldn't have thought to ask you to bite me," Nova argued.
"Fair. But you could ask for other stuff," I said.
She shrugged. "We'll see."
I gave up for now. I kind of understood where Nova was coming from. It was hard to know what you liked until it happened.
At least some things were obvious. Like her playing with my cock, or me playing with her pussy.
I was really, really enjoying her pussy. It was fun getting to rub it, and slip fingers inside. Nova made such cute faces and noises as I made her feel good.
I waited until Nova was getting really close to cumming, then gave her an intent look. "Cum for me, Nov. Cum for your bro-ther."
She squirmed. "Solll!"
"Cum for your big brother, ok? Be a good little sister."
"Ah! Too much. Too muuuccch!"
She came on my fingers, making me feel like it wasn't too much at all. I wanted her to cum for me, and she did. It seemed appropriate to me.
"That's too much," Nova repeated, clutching at me afterward.
I rubbed her thigh. "I don't think it was. I think you liked it."
"I did like it," Nova said. "But you're going to think I enjoy the incest part way too much."
"You did kinda start it," I said.
"Well... maybe." Nova bit her lip. "And it is fun. Just don't overdo it."
I grinned at my sister. "Just a little incest as a treat?"
"Hehe, yeah. As a treat."
We rearranged ourselves, getting cozy again with Nova propping herself against me so she could make her notes. I held my arm around her and waited until she let me turn out the light again. She didn't leave for her own bed, and I wouldn't dream of suggesting it. I wasn't prepared to spoon her or anything, but having her next to me was nice.
****
Nova was extra chipper the next day. I thought sleeping in the same bed might be weird afterward, but it felt normal even though it really wasn't.
We didn't end up with much of a chance to hang out that day, and for all I knew my sister wanted a break before being naughty again anyway. I couldn't stop thinking about her though, and sneaked into her bedroom that night instead of just being patient.
"Hey! I was changing," Nova protested as I slipped into her room.
I'd caught her with her shirt off, but bra still on.
"That's ok. I'll wait," I said, hopping into her bed.
"I knew you were going to get to be a nuisance sooner or later," Nova sighed.
I grinned at her. "Your tits look nice in that bra."
Nova's hand flew up instinctively to cover herself more, but she caught herself and dropped it back down. "This isn't even a sexy bra."
"It's working for me," I said.
"You know, if you're going to be too horny all the time, it's going to affect my ability to get any meaningful data," Nova said.
"Maybe it just means you're better at attracting attention than you thought," I suggested.
"Or maybe I've trained you that if you compliment me, you get handjobs," Nova said.
"It can be both," I said. "Speaking of which..."
"You want me to jerk you off?" Nova asked.
"Yes please!"
She made an exasperated noise. "Ok, well I want to anyway. I think I'm getting pretty good at it."
"You are," I confirmed.
"But can we at least get some quick research in first?" she asked.
"Probably," I said. "It usually goes well for me."
Nova nodded. "That's true. I'm going to need you to try and be objective though. I really do have sexier underwear. I'm going to try some options on, ok? And I need some actual answers about what is more attractive and enticing."
"Deal," I said. "That's a sacrifice I'm willing to make."
Nova rolled her eyes and opened her underwear drawer. "Don't look until I say, ok? And... if you want to take your things off..."
I was already slipping out of my shirt and boxers, leaving myself naked in my sister's bed. That was a bit of a weird feeling, but I was far more interested in Nova than in my own slightly out of place feelings.



I watched Nova slip out of her jeans. Her cute little butt looked really good just in panties. She slipped out of those too, and into what was admittedly a noticeably sexier pair. She did the same with her bra before turning around.
"Ok, what do you think?" she asked.
"Hot," I said.
She glanced at my cock, which was halfway to life already. "I know that's not a lie," she said. "But also not very specific."
"I'd say really hot," I said. "But I feel like there's something better coming, and I want to save some options."
"You're so very hopeless as a research assistant sometimes," Nova grumbled, turning around and unhooking her bra.
I could tell she was pleased though. She craved attention and compliments, even if ostensibly it was more about the data for her.
It took Nova a couple changes before she realized I wasn't closing or averting my eyes as she swapped bras and panties.
"Sol!"
"What?"
"I said don't look while I'm changing," Nova said firmly.
"Yeah," I said.
"You've been looking the whole time, haven't you?"
I nodded. "Most definitely. I like your butt."
Nova blushed softly. "Of course you do. Not the point. I'm... not ready for you to see me naked."
"It was only from behind," I said.
"Still!"
"Sorry," I said, smirking away any gravitas my apology may have held. "Come here though," I beckoned.
Nova folded her arms across her breasts. "Don't know that I want to."
"I want to see you closer," I said. "I think this is the best bra and panties combo yet."
Nova relented a bit and took a couple steps closer. "I think so too. It's hard to find something that accents my chest without, you know, making it look like I'm trying too hard."
"Well it's working," I said. "All I want to do is get that bra off you."
"Behave," she urged, padding closer still. "What about the panties?"
"Very hot from the front," I said. "And barely there in the back, which is perfect. Spin for me?"
Nova did a slow twirl. "I can't actually dare wear them anywhere," she said softly. "They really are barely there."
"But for purposes of wanting to get them off again anyway..." I said.
"Yeah," she said, daring to crawl into bed with me. "For those kinds of purposes." She bit her lip. "You really think I look good? You're not just trying to trick me into getting naked?"
"It can be both," I murmured, pulling Nova close and nipping at her shoulder.
"Ah! No fair," she whined.
"None of it's fair," I whispered. "The things you've been doing to me lately, you think that's fair? You see me being too horny for my sis-ter and think you're getting worse research. Just consider perhaps that what you're doing is getting your brother this obsessed with you. Maybe that means it's all going better than you hoped."
Nova was quiet a worryingly long time, as I tried to distract both of us with kisses to her neck and shoulder, not quite daring for a real kiss, or to bite her any more until she said something.
"You're obsessed with me?" she finally asked.
I hesitated. That hadn't really been my point, but I had indeed said it. "Um..."
"Are you though?" Nova pressed.
"How bad is it gonna be if I say yes?" I asked.
"It would... change things," Nova said.
I sighed. "Yeah, it would, huh? I'm sorry."
I lay back. Nova followed slowly and deliberately. We lay there together, me naked, her in her underwear. Sexy underwear, even. I was still horny, but had more pressing concerns now. Such poor timing.
"I don't think you need to be sorry," Nova said.
I shrugged. "Maybe not. It's confusing."
"It is," she agreed. "But you're right. This might be counted as a pretty big success for me."
"It might well," I said.
"Are you obsessed with me, Sol?" Nova asked softly.
"I think so, yes," I said.
Nova teased fingers up and down my chest. "I might like that," she said.
"Oh?"
"I might feel kind of the same," she admitted.
"For real?" I asked, suddenly hopeful.
Nova shrugged. "It feels good making you horny. Or getting you off. Or when you really badly want to play with me."
"I really badly want to," I said, voice cracking midway through.
"I know," she said, hint of a smirk returning as she grazed my erection with her fingers. "You're pretty hor-ny, bro."
"That's what you do to me," I told her.
I tried out a quick nip of Nova's shoulder. She hissed in pleasure and curled her fingers around my cock.
"You... do things to me too," she said.
"I know. I like getting you horny," I said.
"Kinda pervy, Sol," Nova teased. "Wanting to turn your sister on like that."
I didn't bother arguing who was the more pervy, if that was the criteria we were going by. She knew very well it was essentially a tie game between us at this point.
Instead of debating, I moved in to bite her neck and shoulder, feeling the delight as she squealed and squirmed, but kept offering her tender skin up for more. My sister's body was endlessly fascinating to me as I explored her with teeth and lips, and roaming hands over her sides and tummy and thighs.
"Solll!" she whined. "That's not fair!"
"You liiike it," I teased.
"Yeah, I do. But I'm gonna need... more."
"So tell me what you want," I offered, running my fingers dangerously close to her pussy.
"I can't," she gasped. "I'd need to... take my panties off for that."
"Unf, I'm into it," I said.
"I know," she giggled. "You should have felt your cock pulse when I said that."
"So what's the problem?" I asked.
"You'd... see it," she said.
"Ideally, yeah," I said.
"That's embarrassing!" Nova said.
"It's sexy," I said. "I want to see it. I want to... do things to it."
"With your fingers?" she asked. "Maybe you could close your eyes?"
I felt the thrill run through me as my mind caught up to my own words, and I realized that no, it was not my fingers I was referring to.
"Nov," I said more calmly than I felt, "I'm not going to close my eyes. And I'm not going to finger you. Not just that, anyway. Can I take your panties off?"
Her eyes widened. "Bad!"
"I know. Can I? Please?"
Nova squirmed. "How am I supposed to say no to you right now when you ask me like that?"
"So don't say no," I suggested lightly.
She looked at me, pleading. "What if you get bored of me once you know all my secrets?"
"Are you serious right now?" I asked. "You've always been a little weirdo, but boring? Not since I've ever known you." I ran my fingers up her thigh, over her tummy. "You got your own brother looking at you this way, and you worry about being boring?"
"Well..."
"Are you bored of me now that you've seen me naked?"
Nova shook her head. "Hell no."
"So?"
"You really want to see my pussy?" she asked.
"Really, really badly right now, yeah," I said. "And... I want to try licking it."
"Unf, ok," Nova agreed. "That sounds... really nice. I haven't felt that before."
"I might not be any good at it," I cautioned.
"Oh who cares about that," Nova said. "If we're bad at it, we'll just practice more."
A weird mix of pragmatic and paranoid, my sister. But then, I understood, I thought. We were taking this experimenting pretty far at this point. Probably too far. But we didn't want to stop. If only she saw herself the way I saw her and felt what I felt, she'd know the last thing she needed to worry about was boring me.
I was more entranced and devoted with every new way that I saw her, the more exposed the better. The way she felt under my touch, the way she made me feel when she played with me. She had so much more of a hold than she apparently realized. It was more than just the physical gratification, so much more, and was leaving me so much more connected to my sister than was probably wise.
"Nov," I said softly. "Can I please take your panties off and lick your pussy?"
She whimpered and clutched part of her sheet up over her face, only leaving her shining little eyes peeking out at me. "Ok. It's still no fair asking like that though."
"How did you want me to ask?"
"I don't know. Less sexy and intense, I guess."
"But then you might have hesitated longer," I said, hooking my fingers in the sides of my little sister's panties.
"I could have thought it through better," she said. "Made a rational decision based on evidence and predicted outcomes."
I pretended to consider her point. "Nah," I decided. "Better my way."
I tugged at Nova's panties, pulling them down fast enough not to let her weasel out, but slow enough to savour the full breadth of the experience. She was still being cute and shy covering most of her face, but she was watching ever so intently too.
Her pussy drew me as soon as it was uncovered, and I barely managed to remove her panties entirely before I was lying between my sister's legs.
I was afraid of Nova getting too shy if I stared for long. I wanted to examine her more closely, but I also wanted to taste her. It was crazy how strong the urge was to lick my baby sister's pussy.
"Ah! Ooh..."
I grinned as I got immediate response from Nova. She tasted good, and I would have kept going anyway, but reactions from her made it so much hotter.
"Do you... like it?" Nova asked.
"Mmhm," I moaned in between licks.
"I wasn't sure... when I started keeping it shaved... I think boys like that?"
"Overthinking again, Nov," I said. "But... yes, it's pretty."
She made a very cute noise and shut up for a while as I ate her out.
I could tell I was only hitting a surface level of pleasure for Nova at first. It wasn't like either of us really knew what we were doing. But we both enjoyed it, and together we slowly homed in on what made my sister feel particularly good.
"Ah, yesss, suck there," she pleaded when my lips closed loosely on her clit. "Suck it. Gently!"
I happily obliged. Sucking on her felt sexy and natural to me, and the way it made her react was super fucking hot. I loved Nova's obvious moaning and squirming as she got off. I even made her cum, which I hadn't been totally sure about. I was pretty proud of myself for that one.
"Oh fuck, Sol," Nova whispered after.
"Fun, right?" I said, kissing her thigh. "See what good happens when you let your brother see your pussy?"
She giggled softly. "You're going to be unmanageable, aren't you?"
"Most likely, yes."
Nova nodded contentedly. "Good."
I crawled back up next to her. Nova appeared happy and lazy, not hardly moving even when I fiddled with her bra and took it off. She barely even put up a pretense of being shy when I finally got to check out her bare tits for the first time. Maybe I'd gotten through to her by now that I was enamoured with her, and there was no need for her to be shy about much of anything.
The biggest surprise for me was that Nova hadn't yet grabbed her notebook. It was within her reach, but instead she just kind of lay there, relaxing and luxuriating. She grinned as I played with her tits, and perhaps even arched her back a little for me, but didn't jot down any frantic notes.
"Good boy," Nova purred, patting my head as I sucked on her nipples. "Good brother."
"You'll make me hard saying stuff like that," I said.
"You're already hard," she giggled. "You think I can't feel that poking me?"
"Hehe, true."
I gently guided my sister's hand to my cock. She gripped it instinctively, and I didn't have to prod her into stroking me. She just did it like it was the only reasonable course of action once my erection was wrapped in her fingers.
There was no urgency to any of Nova's movements. She seemed quite happy to let me play with her while she jerked me off in no particular hurry. It was only when I got close to cumming that she even started encouraging me in her usual way.
"That's a good brother," she murmured. "Cum for me. Cum for your sis-ter while you suck on her tits, ok? Be a good boy."
I whimpered and came in her hand and all over her tummy while she kept stroking and milking every little bit out of me. She made it feel so good. I was helpless against her sometimes.
We snuggled together afterward. I wasn't sure which of us needed it more by then, but there was no question of me leaving for my own room.
Nova finally got around to taking her notes while leaning cozily up against me.
"Would you say you like 'good brother' or 'good boy' better?" she asked. "You reacted nicely to both of them, I thought."
"I... they're both good," I said, not bothering to obfuscate.
"Thought so," she said. "Which is good, I think, because we don't want to overdo the incest thing. Gives more options, you know?"
"Right," I agreed, somehow straight-faced while cuddling with my baby sister and lazily circling the nipple of one of her breasts with my fingers. "Wouldn't want too much incest."
"Exactly," Nova chirped, deliberately not interacting with my sarcasm. "Gotta save it for a treat."
"It always is," I admitted.
She smiled and nodded, then frowned. "You don't think you'll start losing interest now though, right? Now that I've been fully naked?"
"Again with that?" I sighed. "Nov, I don't know that I can be anything other than helplessly fascinated with you while you're naked. Especially when you're playing with me. Or vice versa."
The cheeky little smirk she gave me led me to believe she'd been fishing for something like that from me rather than being genuinely worried. This new, growing confidence in her had the potential to be dangerous going forward, but in all the best ways, hopefully.
****
I couldn't help myself but want to go to bed with my sister every subsequent night. An empty, lonely room just felt wrong in comparison.
Nova made some noises about how it was hard to keep gathering data if we didn't give any time and space for feelings to arise naturally. I'd almost think she was getting annoyed about that, except one night when I was up late watching a movie, she impatiently came to my room instead, sneaking in wearing one my shirts I must have left behind some other night. She had nothing else on, as it happened.
"You were really taking your sweet time tonight," Nova complained.
"Sorry," I said. "I was busy. Besides, didn't you want to take some nights off here and there?"
"I said no such thing," Nova said, tugging my borrowed shirt up and exposing her cute, secret little pussy.
"You did too," I said, getting naked and crawling into bed with her. "You said we're getting worse data doing this every night."
"That's true," Nova said, sighing happily as my mouth closed on her sweet little cooch. "But that's a very different statement, albeit strongly related." She bit her lip. "Yes it would be nice to see how we both felt taking a few days or weeks off, for the research of it. But I don't see how we could realistically do that now. Mmm, now that I know how good this feels." She patted my hair. "You make me feel so good."
I beamed warmly. "Excellent. I don't want to stop now, even for the sake of your notes. Maybe especially for that."
"That's ok," my sister purred enigmatically. "I have some ideas on gathering more experimental data."
I was slightly worried about what that meant, and with good reason as it turned out. It was mere days later before we had an absolutely gorgeous weekend day, no particular plans, when Nova decided to invite Skye and Aurora over to lounge in the sun.
It could have had nothing to do with me. Skye and Aurora were Nova's best friends, after all, and it would be perfectly normal for them to hang out together. Given the abnormally sexy bikinis they all wore, however, I knew what this had to be about. I didn't think any of the three of them would have dared wear anything so skimpy if there were parental figures about.
I puzzled on the matter before venturing out. Mainly as to whether I thought Aurora was in on the game. Skye had been involved already, and was no doubt still very aware of the experiments going on. Aurora most likely had been briefed to some degree, but there was no way of knowing for sure without involving myself.
There was no question of staying indoors during this. Nova had done a spectacular job ensuring my interest. All three girls wore bikini tops that showed off and flattered their chests, and left their midriffs entirely exposed. Their bottoms left them only technically modest in the front, and were nearly swallowed up from behind.
They wore outfits, I concluded, that I had never known any of the three of them to be comfortable with under any other circumstances, and were almost certainly meant get some interesting reactions out of me. I decided firmly that this must be the case, and even so it still worked like a charm. There were times when I had to admit just how uncomplicated and predictable I could be. Nova was really making it clear lately.
I debated how exactly I wanted to join the three of them outside, and ended up opting to ditch my shirt, wearing only my shorts as I ventured into the bright, sunshiny day.
Skye and Aurora were immediately shy about my presence. Not averse to it, but definitely blushy and trying to cover themselves a bit, preserve some modesty that just wasn't there. It was a mark of how familiar Nova and I were with each other now that she was perfectly at ease letting my gaze sweep over her barely covered body.
"Nice day, huh?" Nova remarked casually.
"I'd say," I answered just as calmly, not hiding the way my eyes roamed across the three girls.
"We just decided to get some sun," Nova continued airily.
As though that was all this was.
"Good thinking," I said. "Me too."
I stretched out on a lounger next to Nova, pretending to ignore her and her friends. It wasn't easy, since I really badly wanted to keep staring. I was absolutely correct that they wouldn't be content to leave things like that, though, and it wasn't long before I detected the girls up to something, even with my eyes closed and ostensibly not paying them the slightest attention.
"Hey Sol?" Nova said.
"Hm?"
"I think we perhaps forgot to put sunscreen on," my sister cheerfully informed me.
I groaned softly at the immediate implications. "Did you?"
"Yeah," Skye added softly. "We did."
I glanced over, finding Skye and Aurora both looking flustered but excited. Nova was smirking so hard I was afraid she'd injure herself due to excessive smugness.
"Your pretenses are getting awfully flimsy," I told my sister.
"Tell me you don't want to help out," Nova taunted me. "I dare you."
She twirled her pen in her fingers, notebook poised on her lap, because of course she brought it out with her. Just waiting to jot down how easily I could be made to react the way she wanted. Which, to be fair, was pretty damn easily at times.
"Not very scientific of you to always be running experiments you know the results of," I told Nova.
She frowned. "Well... damn, that's a good point actually." She sighed and looked at her notes. "My methods might be getting less scientific at that." She brightened back up pretty quickly. "On the other hand, one might think that thanks to my previous investigations and experience, I can now use my gained knowledge to achieve predictable results."
"That's a lot of words just to say you're horny and have abandoned scientific rigour, sis," I said.
Nova stuck her tongue out at me. I did the same back to her, then deliberately passed her by to go rub sunscreen on Skye first.
Skye, rolling to her front, giggled nervously as my hands touched her shoulders, then ran down her back. She relaxed into my touch pretty soon, getting used to the feel of it, and even enjoying me cautiously straddling her. I'd been half-hard already, and was quickly getting more erect as I felt up so much of her bare flesh, only lightly impeded by her scandalous bikini.
Skye gave little gasps and mewls every now and then. I felt her muscles alternately tense and relax. I let my cock grind against her butt through my shorts, and my fingers roam all over her back and down the sides of her tits. Figuring out how she reacted to every specific thing was pretty fun.



I eventually made sure to cover Skye's legs and her butt. She tensed again as I reached under her skimpy bikini bottoms, but didn't stop me from feeling her up at any point.
Aurora was next. She'd been watching me with Skye the whole time and knew exactly what to expect. She was even more shy and tense to start with, but once she relaxed she stayed that way.
It was like having her body melt under my fingers as I rubbed her all over, from neck to feet. I was more cautious initially about grinding on her ass, or sneaking feels of her tits and booty, but the more I got away with, the less restrained I felt the need to be. I could just play and we'd both enjoy ourselves.
My sister was last up. She'd been observing and noting, but she all too eager to put the research away and lie down when I approached her.
"You're getting your shorts all full of sunscreen at this rate," Nova told me.
"I suppose I am," I agreed.
"Bit of a shame," she said.
I glanced at Skye and Aurora, knowing I didn't have to worry about what my sister would think, even if she hadn't already thickly hinted at it. I shrugged and pulled my shorts and underwear off, getting naked for the three girls. There were gasps and murmurs from Skye and Aurora, and nothing more than a silent, pleased smile from Nova as she made herself comfortable.
I wasn't about to be the only one naked. I liked the attention, and it did feel incredible to let my free erection rub directly on my baby sister's hot skin, but I still intended to make things more even.
Nova pretended not to even notice when I untied her bikini top while I massaged sunscreen into her. She couldn't ignore the removal of her bottoms quite so easily, and she gave me some cute little noises and wiggles as she was stripped nude. She even arched her back and stuck her butt out, inviting me to rub there as well. As if there was any chance in hell I was skipping over my sister's tight little bum.
I rubbed Nova down for much longer than necessary. Well past the point any argument could be made that she needed more sunscreen coverage. Much of that time was incidentally spent grinding on her ass as well. I was horny and softly panting, and mixed plenty of precum in with the sunscreen on her butt and lower back.
Eventually I thought she must have had enough and I was pushing my luck to go any further. I stood up, and almost immediately Nova rolled over.
"You missed my front," she informed me. She tried to keep her expression neutral, but her eyes were so gleaming and excited for me to keep rubbing her all over, in front of her friends no less.
This led to me covering absolutely every inch of Nova from the neck down, as well as carefully doing her face. There was something oddly intimate in the latter, though her naked body was the more obviously horny part of the experience.
Nova was absolutely soaked by the time I graced her with some attention to her pussy. I'd worked over everywhere else thoroughly before finally touching her there.
"He's really gonna," Aurora whispered.
"Yeah, just watch," Skye hissed back.
"She's his sister though," Aurora said.
"You knew this was coming," Skye giggled.
Aurora made a strangled little noise, but her eyes never left Nova and me.
"You know we can hear you, right?" Nova said lazily. She grinned at me as she spoke. She wasn't bothered. If anything, she was loving showing off like this.
It was so hot rubbing my sister's pussy in front of her friends. I got that. The added thrill of it. But at a base level I just loved making Nova feel good. I was feeling more and more comfortable with that part of myself. Like it was just part of who I was now.
I rubbed Nova so good, getting her all built up, then smirked and looked deep in her eyes.
"Cum for me, ok?" I said.
Her eyes widened. "Don't!"
I smirked wider. "Cum for you brother. Be a good little sister. Cum for your big brother."
"Dooonnn't," Nova whined. "Not this time."
"Yes this time," I insisted. "Your brother wants your cum, ok? Do it for me."
I kept murmuring to her, but she came pretty quickly once I got into our usual incestuous finisher. It would have been more intense for her, knowing both her best friends were watching what got her off. She came so hard for me, like a good sister.
I told her so, too. "Good sister," I praised. "Good girl. Very good."
"Stop," she mumbled. "I already came."
"Yeah you did."
Skye awkwardly cleared her throat next to us. "Um... I could be a good sister too, I think."
I blinked at her, slowly smiling again as I saw the horniness and need in her.
Nova, still in post-orgasm relaxation and bliss, laughed and gave me a push. "You heard her."
I tweaked my sister's nipple fondly in parting, and moved straight on to her friend.
Skye stiffened as I removed her bikini top and tugged down her bottoms, but didn't protest and even helped me out getting her naked. She needed assistance relaxing and feeling comfortable was all. Once I started playing with her and all that built up arousal had somewhere to go, she relaxed pretty well.
Since I hadn't slathered her front all over in sunscreen beforehand, I experimented with sucking on Skye's tits while I rubbed her pussy. I wasn't sure she'd want me to, but she happily moaned in encouragement.
She liked it even more when I sucked on her pussy, as I'd hoped she would. I really found myself enjoying eating pussy, and apparently that wasn't limited to only my sister.
I looked up at Skye when she got close to cumming, rubbing her with my fingers while my tongue was otherwise occupied.
"Be a good sister and cum for me," I told her, feeling like it would work under the circumstances. "Cum for your big brother."
I heard Nova snickering about it, but Skye did in fact cum for me as I finished her off with some more clit-sucking. I was quite pleased with myself, and Skye had a happy, contented face when I looked up at her.
"So the incest thing is looking like a good angle," Nova mused over the sound of her pen rapidly scratching across her notebook. "Not even just for you and me, Sol, as I had previously assumed. This is why doing the research is important."
I declined to ask what exact difference that knowledge made for her. It didn't really matter. To me, it was just hot and fun that I got to eat out another 'sister' just now.
"You're so scientifically minded," I told Nova, voice laden with sarcasm.
"I'm glad you understand that now," she replied without a hint of irony. "I was afraid you wouldn't."
"Oh I understand all about you," I said.
Nova paused. "That sounded vaguely insulting, somehow."
I beamed innocently. "Who, me? Never, I assure you."
She narrowed her eyes. "If you don't believe in the research..."
"No no, happy to help with that," I said.
I rose from Skye and padded slowly over to my sister, dick hard and swaying. I enjoyed the way her eyes widened and fixated on my erection as I approached. For a moment, I just let my cock stick out practically in Nova's face, but not quite close enough to touch, then I bent down and gave her a quick bite on the shoulder.
Nova made a cute, surprised noise and almost immediately clapped a hand over her own mouth as though embarrassed by it.
"But I do think sometimes we're just being horny and slutty, and science has very little to do with it," I said in a low, deliberate voice.
I wasn't sure what I expected from Nova, but the way her eyes lit up was not it.
"You think I'm slutty?" she asked.
"I mean... I said we," I said, confused. "But yeah, kinda."
Nova grinned and flipped her book to a different page. I didn't even want to ask what kind of information I'd just helpfully bestowed upon her.
I turned toward Aurora instead. She'd been very quiet, and was curled up in a shy ball on her lounger. She blushed as I looked right at her, but she didn't outright avoid eye contact.
"Do I... have to do the incest thing?" Aurora asked tentatively.
I perked up at the implication that she wanted some sexy fun, just not the kink part of it.
"Aw come on," Skye giggled. "It's fun." She looked up at me with some very cute eyes. "You made me feel so good, big brother."
Skye laughed as I groaned and very obviously produced some more precum from my twitching cock. The liquid drooled off the tip, making my feelings and state of horniness way too clear.
"Sol does enjoy that kind of thing," Nova agreed.
"Not just me," I said.
"No," Nova purred. "Not just you. But right now... mostly you."
"Are you taking notes about how I react to girls calling me big brother?" I asked my sister.
"Hehe, what do you think?" Nova said. "I thought you just liked it when it was me. But you like Skye saying it too. And... probably Aurora?"
Aurora was still blushing furiously, and held her arms tighter around her knees, but she took a deep breath and gave in.
"Please... big brother?" she said.
Nova and Skye cheered. I wasn't sure how much was for Aurora participating, and how much was for the way my cock twitched as she spoke those words.
I focused on Aurora to avoid the overstimulation of Nova and Skye joking back and forth and teasing me. She similarly did her best to ignore her friends.
Aurora took some work to get her to open up. She was shy about revealing herself, but very horny too. It made for a delicate but fun dance teasing her arms away from their protective lock and slipping her top off. The more I played with her chest and down her sides and tummy, the more she let her legs fall away too and allow me access her warm, needy body.
"This is gonna feel good, right?" Aurora asked.
"I think so," I told her. "You'd have to ask Nova or Skye though, they're the ones who've been on your end."
"Not right now I think," Aurora said. "Let's just try it."
"That's the spirit!" Nova praised. "It will feel good though. Definitely."
Aurora bit her lip, still not looking at her friends, and opened up her legs to me. Her bikini bottoms were enticingly wet, and though she still acted shy about it there was an eagerness in her as I removed them.
I sucked on Aurora's tits while rubbing her pussy until I felt she had properly melted for me, and was fully relaxed to my touch. I then moved downward so I could lick her pussy. She really liked that part, and the remainder of her inhibitions seemed to leave her.
"Oh that's nice," she whispered.
I happily sucked on Aurora's clit, making her whimper in even more pleasure. I heard Nova and Skye murmuring and giggling to each other, but kept them tuned out until I made Aurora cum.
I was pretty proud of myself after her. Three girls in a row letting me play with their pussies and cumming for me.
"Good boy," Nova said, sneaking up behind me while I was watching Aurora recover her senses. "Really being a good brother today," she added, running her finger up my spine.
"You're obsessive," I said.
Nova leaned right in next to my ear. "Oh? So you don't want to keep playing with your little sis-ters?"
"Novvv," I whined.
"Yeah you do," she said. "I know you do."
"You're getting dangerous," I said.
"That's one word for it," Nova said flippantly. "Knowledge is power. For instance... I know what you need now. And if you're a good boy, you'll get it."
She had her tits pressed up against my back, whispering sweet promises in my ear. There was a cynicism to the way my sister cajoled me, but it was very much rooted in us having a fun time together.
Succumbing to Nova meant her and her friends nakedly crowding around me, playing with me, running hands and mouths over me. It was hard to hold her manipulations against her when they worked out so wonderfully for me.
"Feels so weird," Aurora said, her fingers loosely wrapped around my cock. "So hard and... pulsing."
"Unf, nice," Skye said. "Let me try."
Nova had her fingers in my hair and her tits in my face. There was a slight sunscreeny taste to her nipple at first, but that faded and I just enjoyed sucking on them.
"See, you're getting taken care of too," Nova told me softly.
"Never doubted it," I mumbled. "Does it all have to be so... experimental though?"
"But it is experimental," Nova said. "Whether I write it down or not. None of us really have that much experience. This is valuable whether you want to admit it or not."
I nodded, holding her close, enjoying how it felt to put my hand on her back and press her into my body. "You make a good point," I said. "I... I like learning with you."
"I knew you would," Nova said. "Science doesn't have to be boring."
I moaned softly as Skye and Aurora took turns flicking their tongues over my cock and giggling to each other.
"It's definitely not always boring," I agreed.
"Let me know if it ever is boring," Nova said seriously. "Because we can fix it if so."
I had to process that one for a moment. "The science? Or y--"
"Yeah, the science, obviously," Nova said a little too quickly.
I didn't want to push that one too hard. Not right now at least. It was hard to fathom that my sister would be worried about me getting bored. Of all the things she might be, boring was not one of them.
If she did have those kinds of fears, it explained her friends' presences some more. I did fully believe that all three girls were interested in the experience. It would be very like Nova to achieve multiple goals at once. She could very well be giving them chances to play with me and trying to keep things novel and exciting at the same time.
Admittedly, it was working. I'd never experienced anything close to three naked girls all over me at the same time, let alone two of them sharing my cock and either rubbing it or taking turns daring to lick it. It was intense and wonderful, and something I'd be fantasizing about for a long time to come.
I made sure to keep lavishing attention on Nova; holding her, rubbing her, sucking her tits, nipping at her shoulder and neck. I was increasingly distracted, however, and I could only last so long before Skye and Aurora made me cum hard. It was much needed, and kind of shut me down in ecstasy overload.
Cum got everywhere. The girls squealed and laughed as it caught them on the face or hands. A lot of it landed back on me as well. I moaned and shook through it, feeling my cock spurt over and over, making an absolute mess.
Nova was grinning to herself and stroking my hair soothingly. That was the first thing I noticed when I was able to notice anything at all again. Then it was Skye and Aurora sitting up and comparing the errant streaks of cum on their faces. Aurora seemingly won, having caught a shot right across one eye somehow.
"Good boy," Nova praised me softly. "Good boy. Good brother."
I whimpered and nuzzled against her tits. Not horny just now, but happy for any comfort she could provide. I felt oddly delicate and exposed all of a sudden, though that faded away pretty quickly and I just felt lovely and relaxed.
I felt quite pampered once Skye and Aurora finished comparing cumshots and cleaned themselves and me up, followed by proper application of sunscreen to all exposed areas. Nova didn't go anywhere the whole time, ostensibly for my sake, but she also seemed quite content where she was. Enjoying the closeness as much as I was, if not more so.
"Shouldn't you be writing some things down about now," I asked her as her friends returned to their own seats but she stayed where she was.
"I'll get to it," Nova said without any sense of urgency.
I smiled and nudged her to stretch out with me, crowding our lounger, but making it very cozy with the two of us naked and lying out in the sun together.
She had thoughts about Skye and Aurora's reactions to my cumming on them. I knew she did. And about the way they'd played with the cum on me before wiping it up. I was actually kind of curious what sorts of things she'd write in her notebook. I wondered if she'd let me read it at some point.
But for now, I rated higher than her research, and that felt really nice. Perhaps I should insist on more naked sibling cuddles without her notes in easy reach. She might even go for it.
Things were changing. She couldn't pretend this was all just for research anymore. Not the way she snuggled with me and caressed me and occasionally whispered in dulcet tones. I rather enjoyed whatever it was happening between us, though I was hesitant to take that line of thought too far just yet.
****
All three of us stayed naked outside for a while. It was a funny thought when it eventually occurred to me how I didn't even stay horny the whole time. It was just a normal thing after a while. Nice for sure, and I enjoyed the view any time I looked about me, but not bringing up any particular urge to act.
Eventually, reluctantly, I decided I'd had enough sun and had to part with the wonderfully naked sister-cuddles. Nova pouted about it too, though acknowledged that she also would do well to head back inside soon.
I intended on a quick shower to rinse off any sunscreen before getting dressed again, but wasn't overly surprised to receive a visitor.
"Hey," Skye said, slipping into the shower with me. "Best to save water, right?"
She was a touch shy about it, but mostly showed a decisive boldness in the move. I wasn't about to kick her out in any case. Especially once her wet butt grazed my cock and stirred it back to life.
We helped each other wash off, though it was all just excuses to feel each other up. In particular me washing Skye's hair for her while her wet little booty was firmly pressed against me, trapping my cock between us.
I let my fingers drift downward, all the way down between Skye's legs where I rubbed her pussy while she gasped and let her ass grind back on my cock.
Nova and Aurora came into the bathroom as well, just about perfectly timed for Skye to cum on my fingers. Skye did her best to not make it obvious she was cumming, and Nova and Aurora were chatting away sufficiently that they might not have heard Skye's cute little cumming noises.
"You two having fun in there or what?" Nova teased. "Better have saved some hot water."
I helped Skye out of the shower, now that she was a touch wobbly on her legs. Nova gave me a smirk, then stepped past me into the shower, tugging Aurora along with her. The two of them weren't quite as sexual about it as Skye and I, but even just nakedly and platonically helping each other out under the cascading water was quite sensual and fun to watch.
After drying off, I took a seat on the floor facing the shower just to keep watching. Skye joined me, curling up with me and idly running her hand up and down my cock. Just casually jerking me off while we took in the scene of my baby sister in the shower with her friend.
It was all at least partly for my benefit. It wasn't like Nova regularly showered with her friends, even platonically. If this was more of her research, I couldn't really understand how much she could get out of it. Surely the fact that I enjoyed watching naked, wet, slippery girls helping each other wash themselves couldn't be much of a revelation.
"You're super into your sister, huh?" Skye whispered to me, still stroking my cock.
I blushed, knowing I was being pretty obvious about it. But then, it wasn't coming as news by this point.
"Yeah," I said.
"Good," Skye said. "That's as it should be."
"For... siblings?" I asked, confused.
"Not generally. But you two, yes," Skye said. She shrugged. "I wasn't sure about it at first, but I've come around."
"Oh," I said. "Good?" Her hand still felt amazing on me. "You weren't sure, but you still participated?"
"Yeah, of course," Skye said, grinning enigmatically. "The general premise of being able to try some stuff out in a low-pressure environment was tempting. And, you know, I didn't mind playing with you some. It would have been weird to date or anything though."



"Right," I said. I felt like the way things were currently was far weirder than just dating, but I sort of took her point.
"I did worry for Nova a bit though," Skye said. "She can overthink things sometimes and get herself in trouble."
"I don't know that overthinking is anyone's worry just now," I said.
Skye giggled softly. "That's only because you don't think like your sister. But then, hardly anyone does. That's part of why I love her."
I had to agree with that. Even if I didn't understand exactly what Skye was referring to, she was absolutely right in a general sense. No one thought quite like my sister, and that was indeed part of what endeared her to me and others. When it wasn't the source of exasperated frustration at any rate. Though for siblings, perhaps that was part of the basis for connection and love by default.
"Me?" Skye continued. "I would have been too jealous for something like today. Probably for sharing at all, actually. It wouldn't have occurred to me to consider the risks and rewards in the same way Nov would. Or to be willing to experiment with my own feelings on the line like that."
"Wait, what are you saying exactly?" I asked her.
Skye gave me a small, mysterious smirk. "Not my place to tell if you still need to ask."
"That's a nonsense answer. And kinda mean."
"Hehe, isn't it though." Skye rubbed her thumb over the head of my cock, sending pleasant thrills down my spine. "I think you'll be fine though."
Nova and Aurora stepped out of the shower, rather freezing my brain activity in place. Skye was probably right. Things were working out amazingly well for me, even if there was something I was missing. I should be used to that though, since when it came to my sister I was almost always a few steps behind. Not because she was smarter necessarily, though arguably she was, but just because of how easily she went off on wild mental paths that more or less made sense, but were nigh impossible to follow without a helping hand.
Skye amusedly jerked me off while I stared fixedly at Nova and Aurora drying off. Then, almost as a tease, the girls wrapped themselves in their towels, achieving a certain modestly if that word had any meaning between us at this point. Skye joined them too, leaving my poor cock untouched now that I was extremely horny all over again.
"We're gonna get dressed for a comfy movie night," Nova told me. "And get some snacks. If you want to join."
"I might hang out a while," I decided.
Still naked and prominently erect, my attempt at sounding casual probably didn't get me very far. It was worth a try anyway.
****
My cock actually had a chance to settle back down before movie night got going. I wandered about in pyjama pants and no shirt--a deliberate choice on my part--growing slightly impatient with the girls as they took their sweet time. The sound of occasional laughter coming from my sister's room made me wary of intruding. I had enough sibling self-preservation instincts not to intrude just now. It wasn't my place.
They eventually came out again, though dressed so casually I had to wonder what had taken so long. Just in long shirts, all three of them, and I caught just a flash of some sexy panties on Aurora that didn't cover much of her butt.
"Our hair was all wet and kind of a mess," was all Nova offered by way of explanation for the wait. "Had to sort it out."
"So not making secret schemes without me?" I inquired.
"We can do two things at once," Nova said airily.
"Of course you can," I said. "And... is that my shirt?"
Nova grinned.
"Wait, are those all my shirts?" I demanded.
"Thought you might enjoy it," Nova said, batting her eyes.
"When did you even steal those?" I asked.
She just winked and breezed away.
All four of us hit the kitchen to assemble snacks. We probably overdid it a bit, but we'd had a busy afternoon too, and were collectively hungry.
I kept finding myself staring wistfully at one girl or another. All three of them in my shirts, teasing me with possessiveness of some kind. The effect was all the stronger for the fact that I had so recently become intimately familiar with their naked bodies, and could easily conjure those memories again.
Nova caught me and my longing gazes more than once, and kept jotting it down in her notebook. It occurred to me that part of what had taken so long in her room might have been writing things down comparing and comparing notes with her friends. She'd been awfully restrained about it otherwise this afternoon.
"Yes, I'm enjoying you all wearing my shirts," I finally gave in and told her in response to her continued studies.
"Yeah," Nova said. "I know. I have eyes."
"Is it supposed to mean you're all claiming me, or vice versa?" I asked.
My dear sister leaned in to whisper to me. "No idea," she said. "But you liiike it anyway."
"... it's annoying that you're correct," I said.
I tried to pinch Nova's butt, but she skipped out of reach again.
We all settled in the living room once we had our snacks gathered up. We left the lights off, leaving things dim and cozy, mainly only the light from the tv illuminating things.
Nova placed me in the middle of the couch with her on one side, Skye on the other. Aurora tried to sit on the far side of Nova, but was nudged over to sit on my lap instead.
Aurora seemed a bit shy about her seat, but didn't mind it, even when having her in my lap got me hard again. She kept wiggling and softly giggling to herself as my cock hardened beneath her, and I had to lift her a bit a couple times to reposition. I ended up nestled between her butt cheeks, both of us occasionally grinding in small movements on the other.
Nova and Skye cuddled in pretty close on either side of me, but otherwise acted like it was a perfectly normal movie night. They snacked and made occasional jokes, and seemingly ignored Aurora and I being naughty in between them.
They did actually make sure I got offered some snacks or sips of a drink here and there, since I was pretty blocked off otherwise. I couldn't even really see much of the movie most of the time with Aurora in my lap. Which was fine, since playing with her was far more interesting anyway.
I really had the time and freedom to feel Aurora up however I wanted. Mostly I had my hands up under her shirt, to a point where Nova and Skye just started offering me bites of snacks straight to my mouth since my hands were busy.
Aurora got so horny as I felt her tits, teased her nipples, caressed her tummy, and kissed the back of her neck and her shoulders. I could feel her grinding back against me more and more insistently, though she wouldn't actually come right out and ask for me to go lower with my fingers. Possibly because it would be embarrassing for her to ask that with her friends right next to us.
I eventually ventured down to Aurora's panties, and immediately got a small but very satisfied sigh from her. She was soaking wet, and happily let me slide right into her panties to play with her pussy.
Aurora's little whimpers and the way she squirmed had to have been noticeable. Nova and Skye still acted like I wasn't fully fingering their friend right between them. Still just watching the movie and trading pithy comments.
Aurora eventually came on my lap. I was quite pleased with myself for getting her off, and very, very horny. She stayed where she was a bit longer, letting me hold her and cuddle her through her come down, then slid off of me.
As though rehearsed, Skye traded out places with Aurora and took over my lap as her throne. She rather cheekily tugged my pyjama pants down and off, leaving me fully naked with a prominent boner. I was happy to oblige her, since it meant more direct contact with my erection and her panty-clad booty when she sat down.
"Settle down you two," Nova said, still acting oblivious to the reason we might be causing disturbance.
I leaned over and gave my sister a nip on the shoulder as chastisement. She made a happy little moan and snuggled closer.
Aurora too was cuddled up pretty close on my other side, leaving my arms slightly pinned in. Being smothered by cute, horny girls was a really nice feeling as it turned out.
Getting to play with Skye was pretty fun. She was even more actively encouraging of my caresses, going so far as to move my hands where she wanted them and grinding very deliberately against my cock as a reward for making her feel good.
As I got Skye more and more turned on, she eventually lifted her butt up and slid my cock under her so she could grind her pussy on it instead. It was through her panties--her increasingly wet panties--but was still so very close to her bare pussy, and it felt incredible.
"Don't make him cum yet," Nova said.
Skye whined. "I knooowww, but it's so hard!"
"Restraint? Or Sol's cock?" Nova asked.
"Both," Skye said.
"You can... make me cum," I said. "If you want."
Nova bit my shoulder sharply. "No cummies! Not yet. Be a good brother, ok?"
"That makes it challenging, you know," I growled at my sister. "Skye's... getting me pretty excited here."
"Unf, am I?" Skye asked while forcefully rocking back and forth along my cock.
"You know you are," I said.
Nova was insistent I not cum though, so I took some control back by getting a hand down Skye's panties. Once I was rubbing her clit, she was a lot less needy about sliding her pussy all around on my cock.
I managed to get Skye off while maintaining my own composure, earning Nova's favour. The two of them switched places, Skye moving somewhat slower as she clambered off of me.
My sister was downright enthusiastic about taking a seat on my lap. Pretty horny by now, I realized. She'd had to wait through her friends getting to cum first and really wanted her turn.
It was even more than that, though. It took me a few seconds for my brain to process it, but as my sister pressed her tight little booty to my cock, there was no material at all between us.
"Nov?" I said in a strangled voice.
"Yeah?" she said.
"Are you not wearing panties?"
Nova shrugged. "Maybe not. Why?"
My cock nestled snugly in my baby sister's butt crack. Nothing between us. Just firmly wedged between her butt cheeks.
I couldn't say anything. I had no words. I pressed my lips to the back of her shoulder, just about where it met her neck, and tenderly bit her.
Nova gasped and couldn't help herself rocking against me, really grinding on my erection.
I slid my hands under her shirt, then gave up on subtlety and pulled it off her entirely. We were left both naked and grinding together, flanked tightly on either side by her slightly less horny and still somewhat clothed friends.
I wanted to cum pretty badly, but I wanted Nova to feel good too. I mimicked what I'd been doing with Skye and lifted my sister so I could trap my cock under her pussy instead of against her ass.
Nova whimpered and really focused herself on rocking back and forth, sliding her soaking wet pussy across my length over and over. I knew it was bad, but I couldn't help myself trying to move such that the head of my cock caught against her pussy just a little every time she was in the right spot for it.
"Sol," she panted. "You're gonna do a bad thing if you keep that up."
"I know," I told her.
"Unf. But then you'd be inside me," Nova pressed.
"Yeah, I know. You probably better make me cum," I said, kissing the back of her shoulders. "I'm getting... needy."
She pushed a little extra, nearly popping me inside her. I groaned in disappointment at nearly feeling it. This really was bad. I wanted to be in my sister. The urge was becoming overpowering. I wasn't used to it. But if she was going to let me get so horny and rub her pussy all over my cock like this...
"Sol?" Nova asked quietly.
"Yeah?"
"What if you were inside me though?"
I moaned and nipped at her the way she liked. "Don't tease me."
"I'm not," she said. "What if you were?"
"That would be... a lot," I said. "And it would be really nice. Unf. Damn, Nov, that would be amazing actually."
Nova stopped moving, with great reluctance, and slowly spun herself around in my lap to face me. She looked straight into my soul, the colours of the tv behind her providing an eerie sort of illumination.
"It would be... my first time doing... that," she said hesitantly.
"Yeah," I said. "Mine too."
"Is that ok, you think?" Nova asked, clearly looking for one specific answer.
"I think I'd really like that," I said. "I think that might be wonderful."
Nova nodded, giving a shy little smile. "Me too." She bit her lip. "Take me to bed?"
"Yeah," I said, trying to sound casual. "That's a good idea."
I tried to ignore Skye and Aurora grinning at us while Nova and I stood up. I had eyes only for my sister right now anyway. She looked so pleased and hopeful, and sinfully horny too. I felt like I must have appeared much the same.
Nova's hand slipped into mine, and we moved toward our bedrooms. It was a slow, cautious walk at first that quickly became a mad dash. I wasn't even sure whether we were headed for my bed or hers, but knew that we'd end up in one or the other within mere seconds.
It was hers, as it turned out. And even though I only had a fraction of a second to appreciate the sight of my eager little sister naked and bouncing into bed, needing me there with her so badly, that particular image was forever seared into my brain.
I was on top of her before she had any chance at all to plead for me to join her. We were both painfully, stupidly horny and needful of each other right now. Two excited, inexperienced, downright virgin siblings wanting so badly to share our first time together.
"Not how I thought this was gonna be," I admitted in a low voice.
"Me either," Nova said. "It was only supposed to be learning with you."
"It... still could be," I said, vocalizing one of the most difficult sentences of my life. "We could still stop now. We don't have to do this."
Nova looked at me with an expression that both made me shiver with arousal, and broke my heart a little.
"Don't make me beg," she said.
I grinned in relief. "Wouldn't dream of it. Just checking. You're... most definitely who I want."
"Good," she said. "Me too."
Skye and Aurora strolled in while I was positioning my cock against Nova's pussy. My sister got to have her friends with her, one on each side, holding her hands for emotional support while I sank into her for the first time.
My sister's pussy was a heavenly treasure, making me feel perfectly complete as it enveloped me. We both made some embarrassingly cute little noises as I filled her up. She was so wet and ready for me, easy to enter, but so tight, warm, and welcoming too. Like I was existentially home for the first time ever.
"Oh fuck yesss," Nova hissed softly. "More, ok? Do it."
"Novaaa," I moaned. "Why do you feel so good?"
"It's amazing," she said. "Keep going."
"Of course," I said.
I buried my face against her neck, letting my hips do their thing. In and out of my sister's precious little pussy. The absolute most perfect feeling in the world.
"I... do need to cum pretty bad," I said.
"I know," Nova said tenderly. "I know, Sol. I wasn't sure if I wanted this to happen, and whether I wanted it to last a long time or a short time." She made a happy, purring noise. "I realize now how silly that was. Just... do what feels good, ok? Don't think about it too much."
"Ha, ridiculous advice coming from you of all people," I said.
"Isn't it?" Nova giggled. "But for real." She nipped at my ear. "Just enjoy it. I am."
"Mmm, me too," I assured her. "So fucking good."
"Mmhm. Keep fucking me, ok Sol? Like a good big bro-ther?"
I giggled as I kept thrusting into her. "Don't do that! I really will cum too fast."
"Cum when you want to," Nova teased. "Just as long as you do. Cum for your sis-ter."
"Stop!" I laughed.
I shut her up at least temporarily by biting at her shoulder and neck, making her gasp and writhe beneath me. Her cute mewling drove me even crazier though, and I lost myself to the moment.
I exploded inside Nova. Inside my recently virgin little sister. My cum seemed endless and brought new satisfaction and relief with every shot. I felt so utterly transcendent and at peace as I filled Nova's pussy with brotherly cum. Like it was the most perfect and natural thing in the world.
Nova retrieved her hands from her friends and rubbed my back, holding me close and teasing her nails up and down my spine.
"Good brother," she cooed. "Good boy. So good."
"I came in you," I told her.
"Hehe, I know," she said. "Trust me, I know."
"That was... that was so amazing," I said. "So perfect."
"It was," Nova agreed. "Better than anything I hoped for."
I felt two bodies leave the bed. Skye and Aurora giving us privacy, perhaps. Nova and I stayed right where we were, hardly moving other than to breathe, and the loving sensation of her fingers up and down my back.
It was a while before either of us spoke again. I didn't have anything to add to the moment. Nothing that could make it any more perfect than it already was.
"I really didn't intend this," Nova finally said.
"You don't regret it, do you?" I asked.
"Not on your life," she said firmly. "Just... I didn't set out to seduce you like this. I want you to know that."
"I'm glad it happened either way," I said.
"Same," Nova said. "I think it's better this way too."
"Better than what?"
She shrugged. "I wanted to learn. Maybe get some experience. So I wouldn't feel so lost finding a boyfriend or having sex and stuff. It's kinda scary in some ways."
"I get that," I said.
"You were great. Too great, actually," she laughed softly. "The perfect boy to try stuff out with. And then... it got to be more than just experimentation."
"Kinda did, huh?" I said bemusedly. "I'm glad though, because I think if you didn't want more than experimentation it would have been difficult for me."
"Oh?" Nova said.
"Yeah. I think I would have struggled," I said. "I don't exactly what I would have felt, but I think it wouldn't have been good sooner or later."
"Sorry," she said.
"Don't be," I said.
"No, I am though," Nova said. "I didn't think about that. That I could actually hurt you. I see it now. I just thought it would be fun and educational. I forgot brothers have real feelings too."
I knew she was half-teasing, but she was definitely sincere enough too. I nipped at her bottom lip, just testing.
"Hey, Nov? Would it be ok if..."
"Hm?"
"..if I kissed you?"
My sister's eyes widened. "Oh yeah! Oh, we haven't done that, huh?"
"Not so much," I said. "Funny how we skipped that one."
"Well, you know, it was just science, a lot of it. Kissing kind of makes it real."
"Nov, you've got a pussy full of my cum. If it's not real yet--"
"Hehe, no, it's real," she said. "You know what I mean though." Her fingers were tender on my cheek. "It wasn't something I was going to do before I realized that I want it to be real." She sighed. "Really putting a damper on me finding a boyfriend though."
"Maybe a brother is better?" I suggested.
"Yeah, maybe it is," Nova said. "You gonna kiss me or what?"
I grinned and went for it. As ridiculous as it was to be naked and post-coital and still feel such electric nerves about a simple kiss, that was exactly what I felt. Kissing my sister. Releasing emotion more subtly but just as impactfully as cumming in her not long before.
"Your lips are soft," I told her.
Nova had the grace to blush and turn her head slightly away. "Shut up."
"Let me try again," I said.
"Are you going to say another weird thing after?" she asked.
"Well, you know, you need some stuff for that notebook of yours, don't you?" I said.



"You think like I don't have hours of notes to try and remember as is?" Nova snorted.
"Well a few more won't hurt anything then," I said.
I tilted her unresisting head back to me so I could kiss her again. It was just as wonderful the second time, and significantly less intimidating, which was nice. By the third kiss everything about it felt smooth and natural.
"I love you, you know," I told Nova.
"Well that's really gonna throw off my data," she said.
"Shut uppp!" I said.
"Kidding! Kidding." Nova bit my lip affectionately. "I love you too. Of course I do. More than usual, even."
We were still exchanging kisses and soft murmurs when Skye and Aurora returned.
"Haven't moved, huh?" Skye said.
"Told ya," Aurora said. "This is just gonna be weird now, isn't it?"
"Weird? Nah," Skye said, hopping back onto her edge of the bed. "Well, kinda weird I guess. But fun."
She emphasized her point by slipping her panties off and masturbating next to Nova and me, still wearing my shirt as she did so.
Aurora was slower to join in, but essentially did the same thing, except for leaving her panties on.
"Well that's gonna make me horny again," I said.
Nova traced my neck with her fingers. "I never stopped being horny."
"Ah. Well then... wanna, like, do it again?"
"Sex?" she asked, eyes gleaming.
"Yeah, sex," I said, matching her mischievous glint.
"I could go for some more," Nova said.
We'd hardly moved, so slipping back inside her took a minimum of effort. Nova made a happy little sigh and clutched at my butt, even digging her fingernails in, urging me deep into her messy pussy.
"I'm gonna get an incest kink at this rate," Skye muttered. "All this time thinking all that step-sister porn online was just silly."
"There's something to it though, isn't there?" Aurora said, finally giving in and removing her panties as well.
"Hehe, we're way ahead of you both," Nova said. "It is pretty hot, actually. Right, big brother?"
I dipped my head and gently closed my teeth on my sister's nipple. She gasped loudly.
"I know you're just trying to distract me," Nova said. "But... do that again. A little harder."
"Fuck me that's hot," Skye hissed, eyes wide and intent on us.
Aurora, at a more basic and feral level of arousal, moaned and whimpered her way through what I was pretty sure was an orgasm, agreeing with Skye's assessment in her own way.
I made my sister cum too with loving thrusts inside her, some tactical nipple biting, and the occasional carefully selected words whispered sensually to her.
"I love you," I told her.
"Mmm, I know," she purred.
"I want you to cum for me," I said.
"Unf. Ok," Nova said.
"Cum for your brother, ok? Like a good little sister. Such a good sis-ter."
She was so close and whining, and nipping at her nipples again sent her over, cumming on my cock and mewling into my shoulder.
"Absolutely ridiculous, the both of you," Skye panted. Though she came pretty quickly after that too, so I wasn't sure it was actually a chastisement of any kind.
"I'm a good sister," Nova said. "I came for you."
"Yeah you did," I agreed.
"You know what I need now?" she asked.
"My cum?" I suggested.
"Yesss," Nova said. "My brother's cum in me. Again. Even more of it. You want your baby sis-ter to be happy, don't you? Like a good big bro-ther?"
I was done for when she started talking like that and she knew it. I couldn't resist her saying those things any more than she could resist them from me. I came in Nova's accommodating little pussy for the second time in a row, and indeed the second time ever. She cooed and petted me like I'd done a really great job, rather than merely surrendering to the sexy inevitable.
Nova and I cuddled for a while, then all four of us headed back out of the bedroom to rehydrate and laze around some more. Nova and I stayed naked, and Skye joined in at some point after some joking around about her 'modesty.' Aurora kept my shirt on, but didn't replace her underwear.
We put another movie on, not that anyone was particularly invested in it. I spent most of my time cuddled with one of the girls or another, sometimes more than one of them at once.
Nova would frequently break away with Skye or Aurora to have some sneaky chats. I didn't try to listen in mostly, though I did catch Skye sticking her fingers up Nova's vagina at one point at was particularly interested in what that was about.
"Just... seeing what it feels like," Nova told me when she caught me looking. She grinned at my expression.
"That's gotta feel weird," Skye said. "Feels like a lot in there."
"It's weird," Nova confirmed. "But nice. Really nice. And sexy. And a reminder of like... stuff."
"Sex with your brother?" Skye teased, finally sliding her fingers back out and examining the cum clinging to them.
"Yeah, that," Nova said.
To my mild surprise, Aurora slipped out of my loose embrace and padded over to have a feel up my sister as well. Skye traded with her and snuggled up nakedly with me, still toying with my cum on her fingers.
"Are you... gonna leave all that in there?" Aurora asked Nova, finger-deep in her cooch.
Nova looked straight at me, devilish gleam in her eye. "Of course I am."
"It's kind of risky, isn't it?" Aurora asked, finally pulling her fingers back out. "All that cum?"
"If Sol knocked me up, it's kinda late to worry about it now," Nova shrugged.
I rolled my eyes and off-handedly tossed a cushion at my sister. "You're too clever for that to have been a risk."
"Well yeah, duh," Nova giggled. "But you could have at least gotten panicked for a second there." She fluttered her eyelashes. "Or maybe enjoyed the idea of breeding your baby sis."
I shook my head, but Skye betrayed me.
"His cock twitched a little just then," Skye laughed.
"Goddammit," I growled.
Nova sweetly kissed my cheek. "Knew it," she gloated.
"You did not," I said.
"Well... I know it now," Nova said.
She retrieved her notebook and assumed her place of honour next to me, with my arm around her and my hand on her warm tummy. She spent a while jotting things down--longer even than usual for her, though I supposed there was a lot to cover in this instance.
"Do I get to read any notes this time?" I asked.
"Absolutely not," Nova replied promptly. "They aren't for you."
Rather unfairly, she did let her friends peek at her writing a few times, and she collaborated with them on a few occasions as far as matching or clarifying some of the experiences of the day. Nova was just a bit smug about being the only one to know what it felt like having me inside her and getting cummed in though.
"What do you even need to record at this point?" I asked Nova. "I feel like you've got me pretty well figured out already."
"Because we had sex?" Nova asked.
"Mostly, yeah," I said.
"Do you feel like you have me all figured out now?"
I hesitated. "Not really, no."
"There you go then."
Our eventual bedtime was, unsurprisingly, a cramped affair as all four of us crowded into Nova's bed. Nova cuddled tightly up to me, of course, and Skye and Aurora found room beside us. No one mentioned it being an odd way to sleep, though there was a fair amount of shifting and grumbling as we all tried to get comfortable.
I didn't think I'd be in the business of getting any sleep that night, and I didn't even mind that much. I was sensually cozy to a degree I hadn't ever known before very, very recently in my life. Too warm, perhaps, with four bodies sharing the bed, but also soft and comforting being enveloped by nude or mostly-naked girls from all sides.
I must have fallen asleep at some point, despite my skepticism. The next thing I knew, I was gently being disturbed awake again. I flickered my eyes open just in time to watch Nova sliding my cock into her pussy while she straddled me.
"Unf, Nov, goddamn," I whispered.
"Sorry," she said. "I woke up and... couldn't sleep."
"So nothing to do with you being curious what it was like riding me while I'm asleep?"
Nova shrugged. "Maybe a little bit about that."
She rocked her hips ever so gently, but still enough to coerce a soft moan from me. She felt absolutely wonderful around my cock once again.
Aurora, having joined the rest of us in pure nudity at some point, probably because of how warm it was, stirred slightly. She was rather cutely clutching one of my arms, and in fact had snugged between her tits.
"Don't you two ever stop?" she murmured. "I was sleeping."
"So was I," I said. "Nov can't resist me though. What can ya do?"
Aurora nodded gently. "She's very horny. And she likes you."
"Yes," I said, watching my sister undulating atop me. "I think I might like her too."
Nova remained unperturbed. "Say it right. Tell me you love me."
I thought about teasing her, but her pace subtly quickened and I found myself wanting to please her.
"I love you, Nov."
"Mmm, good," she hissed.
"You're an amazing sister," I said as she rode my cock in the middle of the night right beside her slumbering friends. "I love you so much."
Nova nodded, reaching down to rub her clit while rocking on my cock. "More. Please?"
"You're the best baby sis-ter I could have ever hoped for," I said. "Actually, more than I ever would have hoped. I would never have dreamed of this, but I love it, and I love you."
Nova whimpered adorably.
"We're going to have so much sex," I said. "I want to make you cum as often as you need. You want to cum all the time for your big bro-ther, right? Like a good little sister?"
She panted, rubbing herself frantically. "Yesss."
Nova made herself cum on my dick with my frequent and naughty assistance. She rather considerately made sure that I came inside her again too before lying down atop me and going back to sleep. Once again drained, I pretty quickly returned to sleep as well.
****
The next morning was an incredibly lazy affair. We were all slow to stir and rise. I rather helplessly was the last to ever get out of bed, since even though the girls sleepily padded off to the bathroom and back, or to grab some water bottles, or whatever else, there was always at least one of them clinging to me, or atop me, or otherwise preventing me from going anywhere.
It was the absolute cuddliest and most wonderful captivity of all time, but my poor body could only take so much.
"You have to let me up soon or I'm going to piss the bed," I finally warned.
Aurora, currently most in the danger zone for such a threat, made a cute, alarmed noise and darted back away from me. Nova treated the threat less seriously, but on her own could be easily wrestled onto her back so that I could hop away and make my escape to the bathroom.
My dash for freedom got everyone up and about at last. We were all hungry enough by then for it to win out over continued sloth. At least sort of.
Breakfast was mixed preferences for toast or cereal. The very easiest options.
The dress code remained incredibly lax throughout. I put my pyjama pants on again, certain they wouldn't last long and that there was no point at all in dressing up any more than that. Nova wore yet another of my shirts and very obviously no panties underneath. She played a game of flashing her pussy or bum at me at almost every chance she had, delighting in her own lack of subtlety.
Skye was a bit less provocative than my sister this morning, albeit not by much. She'd donned her own shirt and panties, which was a pretty cute and sexy look too, if not quite as slutty as Nova's.
Aurora opted for actual modesty, dressing herself properly again in her own shirt and shorts. It was a tight and revealing outfit, but one that was very presentable in public.
We all hung out for a while in our various states of dress or undress. It was nice just to chill and goof around without it being particularly sexual. Though I wasn't at all bothered or surprised when the girls huddled up to whisper and giggle to each other, followed by Skye dropping to her knees in front of me and pulling out my cock.
"Probably gotta get going soon," Skye said, already running her fingers over my soft but twitching penis. "But... one more before then?"
I nodded assent, and Skye engulfed me, getting me hard with her mouth. She seemed to enjoy toying with me like that and feeling me get bigger on her lips and tongue.
I had just settled in for a casual blowjob in front of two amused witnesses--the sort of thing my life now entailed--when Aurora approached as well.
"Big brother?" she said, making me groan softly. Aurora still seemed shyer than Nova and Skye, but I felt like the gap had closed at least in certain specific ways. "Would you maybe eat my pussy for me?"
"Yeah," I said. "I might do that."
"Thanks, bro," Aurora said, already pulling her shorts back off again.
I glanced at Nova. "You're a very bad influence, you know."
Nova batted her eyes at me. "But you like it though."
"I didn't say I didn't," I said.
"You'd be lying if you did," Skye grinned. "I can feel what your cock does every time Aurora calls you her brother and asks you for something naughty."
Aurora, now bottomless, nodded eagerly. "I've been a good sister. I need my pussy licked." She said the words fairly confidently, though also blushed profusely.
Skye laughed. "Yeah, lick your sis-ter out, would you? We have been good girls, you know."
"I don't see how you have so much time to talk when your mouth should be full," I told Skye.
Her eyes flashed in amusement and horniness, and she stuffed her mouth full of my cock again.
After some negotiating of logistics, I ended up lying on the floor with Skye between my legs still sucking on me, and Aurora sitting primly on my face so I could lick out her sweet little pussy. I caught Nova lightly playing with herself while watching, though once Aurora had settled on my tongue I couldn't see much else.
My focus was all over the place, between trying to lick Aurora nicely and Skye's constant distraction on my dick. All the while part of my brain wondering what Nova thought about the situation. I didn't actually think my sister had put them up to this. I was pretty sure Skye and Aurora really just wanted a last bit of fun before they left.
I made sure to give them what they wanted as best I could. I knew my tongue-work wasn't at its best, from the angle and constant distraction of Skye's mouth, but I still made Aurora cum. Me cumming for Skye was far more inevitable. Both girls had cheeky, self-satisfied smiles afterward.
After dressing, Skye and Aurora said their farewells, which included some big hugs for me, and even a kiss on the cheek from Aurora.
"Thanks for... all that," Aurora whispered. "I get why Nov likes having you as a big brother."
"Come on, Aurora," Skye said, tugging at her friend. "I'll drive you home." She winked at me. "We'll come back and play sometime though, yeah?"
I sighed happily. "Hope so. That was fun this weekend."
Skye glanced at my cock. "Yeah it was. I've got some other ideas for next time too."
Aurora laughed. "Stop being horny. You've got to drive me home, remember? My parents'll be annoyed if I miss church."
"Yeah yeah, we're going," Skye said.
I blinked as I watched them hit Skye's car and pull out of the driveway.
"There's something mildly incongruent about Aurora concerning herself with church after... you know, everything," I said.
"Bet you like that," Nova teased. "Corrupting the poor innocent church-girl."
"That's on you, not me," I said. "But also... yeah, a little."
"Hehe, predictable."
Nova maneuvered me to the back deck where we could sit on the patio swing together, cuddled up in almost cute and platonic sibling manner, if not for my nudity and her lewdly splayed legs showing off her lack of panties.
We just cuddled though. Nothing sexual for the time being. It was nice.
"It's actually really nice that Aurora had a chance to open up like that," Nova remarked, opening up her notebook and staring thoughtfully at it. "She hasn't had much chance to date or anything."
I gazed curiously at my sister. "I don't remember you dating much either."
"Well no, but for different reasons," Nova said. "Not overprotective parents in my case."
"Certainly not," I agreed. Our mom and dad were pretty good about letting us make our own decisions. Not that they'd necessarily be thrilled knowing about what we'd been up to recently. "So out of curiousity, Aurora's parents must have thought it was just the three of you having a sleepover?"
Nova smirked. "Actually... they were happy to know you'd be around. To keep any sneaky boys away."
I shook my head and slipped my hand under Nova's shirt, letting it rest on her tummy just under her breasts.
"You like that, don't you?" I said.
"What, that my friends' parents think you're a good and safe boy, when actually you've been devious and sinful?" Nova chirped. "Yeah, might be some fun in that."
"Were you going to tell me about that part?" I asked.
"If it seemed amusing, sure," Nova said.
"You're something else," I told her.
"Thanks, probably." Nova shifted a bit and rested her head against me, then jotted a few quick notes for herself.
"I'm glad all three of you had fun this weekend," I said. "That I can be someone both safe and devious enough."
"Hehe, yeah. And I bet that's so very altruistic of you, huh?" Nova teased.
"It's at least a little altruistic," I pouted. "And only mostly self-serving."
"'Cause you liiike having three horny girls all over you," Nova said.
"Well... yeah." I kissed the top of her head. "Don't tell them, but you're my favourite."
"Well yeah," Nova giggled. "I put out."
"Oh my god. I mean... yes. But not really because of that. Although... fuck, Nov. That was incredible, wasn't it?"
"Mmm," she purred. "I was very happy about having sex with you. And I'm glad I did it with Skye and Aurora around. It was... intimidating. I know it doesn't need to be, especially now that I've experienced exactly what it feels like, but it was."
"I get it," I said. "It held... emotional weight."
"Ooh, yeah, good point," Nova said, scribbling rapidly. "That's a very good way to put it. I'll have to remember that for..."
"For what?" I asked.
"Well... if Skye or Aurora decide maybe they want to try sex too," Nova said. "I think they might."
"Unf. You'd just let them?" I asked. "With me?"
"Well yeah, probably," Nova said. "I don't think you'd mind."
"That wasn't my concern," I said. "Because you're right, I wouldn't." I teased her breast a little with my fingers. "I just feel like at some point you'd have to get jealous. I just don't know where the line is. Or even if there is one."
"Jealous?" Nova asked.
"Yeah, you know. Like if you share me too much with your friends, that like what if I stopped wanting you as much. Or something like that."
Nova went still and quiet.
I panicked a little. "Um... not that you need to worry about--"
"Shh!" Nova said.
"But--"
"I need to think for a second!"
It would be rather embarrassing of me to fuck up like this, I reflected while staying silent. After everything, to get caught up on the threat that I'd leave Nova for one of her friends. Which I absolutely wouldn't. I hoped she knew that. I was only marveling at her lack of jealousy.
But I didn't really think that Nova was incapable of jealousy. Only that she might not have felt it needed until I brought it up.
Nova finally stirred, flipping calmly to a new page of her notebook and writing slowly and carefully.
"I didn't think of that," she said in a low voice.
"Well like I was trying to say, it's not something that would happen," I said, hoping to salvage this still.
"No, I know," Nova said. "Probably why it didn't occur to me. But like... it should have. I spent so much time obsessing over making sure you'd be interested and stay interested, I didn't consider that I might actually lose you to someone else."



"I--"
"It was negligent on my part," Nova said. "I see how some of these experiments have been dangerous for me." She perked up a little. "The good news being that disaster did not in fact strike. I've seen you with Skye and Aurora. Very intimately in fact. And I don't need to worry."
I breathed a sigh of relief. "You don't," I assured her. "They're fun and I'm glad we could all enjoy ourselves, but they're not you."
"Because you love me," Nova said, making it halfway between a firm statement and a leading question.
"I love you," I said with no hesitation. "And this thing you said about making sure I stayed interested? Nov, you don't have to do anything crazy. We don't need fourways with your friends."
"Although?" she prompted.
"Although I'd like to have them around again," I admitted. "And... you're very good to me and probably the best sister ever."
"Correct," she said, snuggling even more cozily up to me. "You're a good brother. I'll probably even let you have sex with me again."
"Let me?" I asked, pinching her nipple sharply.
Nova gasped, then laughed. "Ok, ok. I want it more. Lots more. Ok?'
"Yeah, Nov. Very ok. I'd have to be heartbroken otherwise."
She tried to give me a teasing smile, but it ended up coming out fully genuine. "Heartbroken, huh?"
"Sad and horny at the very least," I said.
Nova giggled. "You would be, too. I liked heartbroken better though. Stick with that."
"Not very scientific of you trying to force the results," I pointed out.
"Technically true," Nova said, closing her notebook and closing her eyes while she leaned on me. "But I think there's a chance--just a chance mind you--that I've become too personally invested for this to be any kind of objective experimentation anymore anyway."
"Ha, ya think?" I snorted. "You couldn't be any more personally invested."
Nova chuckled softly. "You're right. And yet... I still want to keep going. I still want to learn."
"Yeah, I do too," I said. "I think that's normal to want to learn what you like. Even beyond the alleged scientific research of it all."
"Alleged?" Nova demanded, sounding perturbed.
"You heard me," I grinned.
She bit me rather sharply on the shoulder, making me gasp.
"This is all valuable, thank you very much," Nova said, tapping her notebook.
"Uh huh."
"You're lucky I'm so dedicated, really," she insisted.
"I am lucky," I agreed, implicitly declining the latter half of her statement.
Nova tried to sulk a bit and focus on her notes, opening them up to some further additions while we cuddled in the sun. I was as much distraction as I could possibly be, roaming with my hand or occasionally my lips. Nova laughed despite herself, and kept squirming to try and prevent me from caressing a sensitive spot, but she had lots to choose from.
When I started nibbling at her neck, she was done for, and finally had to give up on pretending to take notes.
"You're so needy sometimes," Nova chided, climbing nimbly into my lap.
"Is that what I am?" I asked.
She wrapped her arms loosely behind my neck, gazing intently at me. "Yes. You can't leave me alone."
"Nov, you're sitting there mostly naked and pressed sluttily up against me. If you wanted any peace, that was not the way to get it."
"Sluttily? Me?" she said.
I ran my hands under her shirt, up her warm flanks to her breasts, and then down to her tantalizing bare ass.
"Just a touch, yeah," I said.
Nova wasn't shy about grabbing my cock and making sure it was hard and ready for her. "Guess if I'm slutty this morning... there's only one thing for it."
"A cold shower?" I hazarded.
"No."
"Asking Aurora about joining that church of hers?"
"No!"
"Trying to--"
Nova put a finger to my lips. "Think very carefully about this next oh-so-hilarious suggestion of yours."
"... sex?" I offered carefully. "Sex for you with your bro-ther?"
Nova sighed contentedly and lowered her pussy onto my hard cock. "Much better."
"You know that's all I'm going to want anymore," I told her.
"Yeah," she said, biting my lip and rocking her hips. "I figured. Lucky for you, I might want to experiment with trying to get you to cum in me every day now."
"Just the once?"
Nova made a horny noise in her throat and rode me harder. "At least once. Let's say that."
I nodded. "Agreed. I can make that sacrifice. For science."
"How noble."
"That's me."
I removed my sister's shirt, hardly slowing her rhythm at all. I enjoyed having full access to her nude body outside in the warm, sensuous sun. I felt her up and kissed her, everywhere from her lips down to her tits. When I wanted to get her hornier and riding me faster, I started sprinkling in little bites here and there, just to rev her up.
"Fuck, Sol, you know what that does to me," she panted.
"I do," I confirmed.
"You're gonna make me cummm!"
"That's what I want," I told my sweet, sexually charged baby sister while she rode my cock needily. "I want you to cum for me. Like a good girl. Like a very good little sis-ter."
"I want you to cum in me," she panted.
"Mmm, that too," I said. "You cum for me, then I'll cum in you and you'll have to walk around with your brother's cum in you all day, ok?"
Nova giggled softly and whimpered her assent. I rubbed her clit and bit her neck while she whined at an increasingly desperate pitch before cumming on my cock just the way I wanted her to.
Thus sated, at least in part, Nova took back some control. She got the motion of her hips under more control, looked at me with narrow, wickedly gleaming eyes, and gave me the kind of smirk that could make me melt into her.
"Your turn," she said huskily.
I nodded. "Yeah."
"'Cause I need you to cum in me," Nova continued conversationally. "You promised."
I groaned softly. "I will."
"I know. Because you're a good big brother, aren't you?" Nova purred. "You're going to be a good boy and cum in your sis-ter's pussy." She laughed gently. "Well, maybe that's kind of bad of you, actually. You're a bad boy sometimes. But... still a very good brother."
"Novvv..."
She stroked my hair and nibbled on my ear. "You like that, don't you? You want to cum in me. In your little sister's pussy that's just waiting for it."
"I dooo," I said.
"Do it," she urged. "Good boy. Like that. Yesss."
I held Nova tight, clutched at her really, and came so deep in her pussy, filling her the way she wanted. She mewled and nipped at my shoulder, then went back to purring and stroking my hair and calling me variations of a good boy.
We held each other after, naked and sweaty and so very satisfied out in the sunlight of the back yard.
"I love you," I said.
"Love you," Nova echoed easily.
She hummed happily to herself and didn't get off my lap until my softened cock finally slipped out of her. Even then, she took her sweet time about it.
"So... we both really like when you cum in me," Nova said, flipping her notebook open and nestling comfortably against me again.
"You really need to make note of that?" I laughed.
"It's relevant," she said.
"I think we'll remember," I said.
"Probably," Nova said. "But I'm going to write it down anyway."
"I know," I said.
"And I really liked doing it outside like this," she added.
"Mmm."
"There's lots of places we can try," she said. "You know, just to experiment."
"How very scientific of you," I said, mind already considering possibilities.
"Thank you," she said. "Now... how long before you think you can go again?"
I laughed and hugged Nova to me, tickling her a bit to distract her from her questions. I didn't really have an answer. It would happen when it happened.
That was about all we got done all day afterward, waiting for us both to be in the mood again and fucking somewhere new. Not making for a productive day exactly, but an extremely fun and memorable one for sure. Cementing our new connection beyond any kind of doubt.
****
Nova and I were already obsessed with each other. That hadn't diminished even a little since we started having sex. If anything, we became even more inseparable than before. Clingy, even.
It made sense. First person we each had sex with, first person we each fell for, and the omnipresent fact of our sibling relationship firmly in the mix.
"So here's the thing," Nova told me one day while she was stretched nakedly out on my bed.
"That sounded dangerous," I remarked, running my fingers up and down her back. Her smooth, bare back that I found myself entranced by once again. My little sister was endlessly fascinating, physically and otherwise.
"You remember how I mentioned about wanting to make sure I had new and sexy plans to make sure you stayed interested in me?" Nova asked.
"I recall something of the sort, yes," I said.
"I really do believe I was overthinking things," Nova said.
"You were," I said. "But I mean... make notes of those ideas anyway. Just in case."
Nova giggled. "You horny thing. You cummed in me three times already today."
"So what, you think I'm done with you?"
"Nah," she said, flipping through her notebook. "I haven't recalculated the stats, but I believe the average lately is slightly higher than four times a day."
"Damn, I'm impressive," I said.
"You're horny," Nova corrected. "And enamoured with me."
The latter was stated nearly as a question.
"I am," I confirmed, just in case she was fishing. I found it cute when Nova looked for reassurance. I would have thought she'd know my intentions well enough by now. "Absolutely smitten."
"Good boy," she said, making a tick in her book.
"Nov?" I asked.
"Hm?"
"You aren't counting how much praise you give me each day and determining the optimal outputs, are you?"
"... no?"
I smacked her butt, making her yelp and glare at me.
"Bad girl," I told her.
"Am not! I'm increasing efficiencies," she said.
"I don't need trained like a puppy," I said.
She chewed her lip.
"I don't!" I insisted.
"I mean... it kind of works though," Nova said. "Praise and treats go a long way with you."
I flipped her on her back, biting one of her nipples in rebuke. She only liked it though, and I alternated between nipping at each of her tits until we were both horny and ready to go again, and I slipped into my sister's welcoming little pussy.
"See how well that works?" Nova purred.
"That wasn't praise or treats," I said.
"You made the mistake of thinking those were the only tools I was using," Nova teased, eyes gleaming.
"I can't tell if I love how scientifically minded you are about all this," I said, "or if I hate it."
"Little of both works surprisingly well," Nova said. She nipped at my ear. "Fuck me good, big brother? I need it."
I did fuck her good. I was learning so much about exactly what she liked and what got us both off. I maintained that the way I learned was better and less clinical than her extensive note taking, but honestly both approaches seemed to work and led to us having an amazing time.
Nova held me close after we'd both finished. We were pretty cuddly anyway, but sometimes she needed more than usual.
"So like I was saying," she said after a time.
"Yes?"
"Originally it was intended as benefits all round. Getting Skye and Aurora involved." Nova shrugged. "I don't think I need their help with you necessarily. Not anymore."
"You don't," I said. "You've got it figured out."
"Mmhm. But the thing is... they keep bugging me about you. About sharing some more."
"Oh?" I said.
"Hehe, I felt you twitch," Nova said. "You're so predictable."
"Be nice," I said. "And... go on?"
"You like having them interested, don't you?" Nova teased.
"Well... yeah. It feels nice. Are they really bugging you about me though?"
Nova shrugged. "To be fair, I encourage it. I wanted to make sure they were interested for when I needed help. Which I don't anymore. But... we kind of had this plan to all be able to try some stuff out, and I think they're still hoping for that."
"You mean..."
"Sex," Nova said. "They've liked getting licked out. Or playing with your cock. But sex is kind of the scary step to take."
"It doesn't have to be," I said.
"No, exactly," Nova said with some amusement. "With the right person, the right circumstances..."
"It's very flattering to be the right person," I said.
"Mmm, I'm sure," Nova said. "Here's the question, are you going to get too smug and unmanageable if you help out Skye and Aurora like you did me?"
I was hardening again, and Nova could most definitely feel it. "Me?" I asked. "Smug? Unmanageable?"
"So yes, then," Nova giggled. "That's ok, I think. I like when you're more confident anyway. Makes you more fun in bed."
I slipped back inside my sister, fucking her so very slowly and gently. I didn't need anything more than that right now, but just being in her felt really nice.
"How are you going to feel if I'm your friends' first times too though?" I asked. "That's not going to bother you?"
"I... don't think so," Nova said. "I'm curious how I'll feel about it. I think it would have bothered me if it had been one of them before me. But I'll always know I had you first."
"It might still bother you anyway," I said. "I think I'd be bothered if you fucked any of my friends."
"Hehe, so territorial," Nova laughed. "I can see that. You're a jealous brother, huh?"
"And you're not jealous at all?"
"Hm, there's some there," she admitted. "If you went and started dating someone, there'd be hell to pay."
"Noted," I said.
"But... this isn't any of your idea," Nova said. "It's different. It was my plans, and I could cancel them if I wanted to. I'd like to share with my friends. Feels like the nice thing to do. Get them some experience too after they helped me out."
"Share me, huh?" I said.
"Yeah. At least once," Nova said. "Maybe more than that, depending on how it goes."
"And you really don't think you'll mind at all?" I asked.
Nova thought about it. "I might," she finally decided. "A bit. Which will be good information to have if that's the case. Might be a good thing to test under controlled circumstances actually."
"Nov, these are your feelings. Not just scientific curiousity."
"It can be both." She nipped at my shoulder. "Plus it could benefit me just being able to observe sometimes from the outside. I've already found that to be helpful even with just messing around."
"Is that so?" I asked. "Nothing to do with you enjoying it?"
"Ah! Well maybe," Nova admitted. "Maybe I like it some. Especially when I know that really you're all mine and I get you whenever I want."
"That's true," I said. "And... I'm not opposed to the idea of sharing."
Nova whispered in my ear. "Oh? You don't mind having three pussies to cum in instead of one? You don't mind being three girls' first times? You don't mind having three horny little sisters to play with? You--"
I groaned, shut her up with a deep kiss, and came inside her again.
"You don't... play fair..." I panted.
"And I will never claim to," she said happily. "So we'll give it a try?"
"Yeah, Nov, let's try it."
****
It didn't actually happen right away. Skye and Aurora came over a few times, and we got up to plenty of naughtiness, but it took some build up before we took it further than before.
I in fact had my face buried in Skye's cooch when she made the request. She only had a tank top on by that point, and looked at me with eyes that were a particular mix of adoring and calculating. Not unlike the way Nova often watched me.
"Hey, big brother?" Skye said softly.
I knew something was coming. The girls all rather enjoyed that they could get almost anything they wanted from me when they talked like that to me. Nova, the little imp, encouraged it. She found it funny, and possibly even hotter than I did.
"Would you want to... have sex with me?" Skye asked, just a touch tentatively.
I glanced at Nova for confirmation. She was mostly naked. The dress code when we all hung out was non-existent by this point, and full or partial nudity more common than modesty. Nova gave me nothing but a subtle, cheeky smile.
"Yes," I told Skye, looking straight back into her eyes.
She flushed and glanced slightly away. "Really?"
"Yeah. Of course," I said.
Skye teased my hair. "It would be my first time doing that."
"I--"
"Yeah, Sol likes taking sisters' virginities," Nova remarked casually. "Bit of a bad boy that way."
I rolled my eyes at Nova, who gave me a beaming smile in return.
Skye saved us from our stare-down. "I really like the idea of having someone safe to try it with," she said. "Obviously you're not really my brother, but... the way you were so good for Nova feels really nice. And I like that maybe you are kind of my brother, in a weird sort of way."
"Maybe like an informal step-brother," Aurora supplied helpfully.
"Yeah, like that maybe," Skye said.
I looked around between the three girls: Skye in her tank top, Nova only in some rather damp and sexy panties, and Aurora in one of my shirts and a skimpy pair of panties of her own. Nova had previously been wearing that shirt, and Aurora had taken ownership while I'd been sucking and nibbling on my sister's tits earlier. It was amazing I ever had any clean shirts available anymore between the three of them always stealing my stuff.
I did love it though. It really was like having three sister-fuckbuddy combos around.
Or... whatever Nova was. More than a fuckbuddy, that was for sure. Not a girlfriend exactly. Something.
"Chosen siblings," I decided. "At least for sexual purposes."
Skye laughed insanely. "That's the most ridiculous way to put that!"
"Am I wrong?" I teased.
She bit her lip. "No."
I picked her up off the couch and led her to my room, Nova and Aurora in tow. We got fully naked and tumbled into my bed together. Skye's eyes were shining, and she panted softly even before we'd really done anything. To be fair, we'd essentially been engaging in foreplay all afternoon already, and her pussy was freshly warm and dripping from my tongue-play.
"My brother," Skye tried out. "My big brother. For sexual purposes only." She giggled. "Is it bad that I like that?"
Nova bounced into bed next to us and already had her notebook flipping. "The incest angle's really been working for everyone, as far as turn-ons. It gets Sol going, and makes him cum faster and harder. I would say you're not alone."
"Are we just ignoring how much you love it?" I asked Nova lightly.
She had the grace to blush, if only softly. "You've got work to do, bro," Nova chided. "Don't be looking at me right now."
She was right. Skye was right there, naked and ready for me. Wanting me. While Nova, in surreal fashion, was perfectly content to share me that way.
I somewhat awkwardly positioned myself atop Skye. I had a better sense of what I was doing thanks to all the sex Nova and I had been having, but Skye was a different person, and I wasn't quite sure what emotional things would be going on for her, let alone whether she physically reacted exactly the same as Nova or not.
I was quick to realize I was overthinking things. Skye gasped contentedly as I sank into her and happily encouraged me to thrust into her wet little pussy over and over. She clutched at me, grabbed my hair, dug her nails into my back, and murmured occasional words to me, some of which I even understood.
Nova was observing closely, pen twirling idly in her fingers in between occasional notes. Aurora had slipped her panties off to play with herself.
At some point Skye let go of me and reached out to her friends. Nova set her notes aside to hold Skye's hand, while Aurora switched hands she was rubbing herself with so she could do the same. Sharing the moment and offering reassurance and comfort to each other.



"Not so bad, is it?" Nova said quietly.
"Not bad," Skye agreed. "Good. Nice." A wide grin overcame her lips. "Really nice."
"Wait for the cum," Nova advised.
"His or mine?" Skye asked.
"Either, honestly," Nova said. "Both."
Skye whimpered softly as I kept thrusting into her. We were both feeling good. So good. And Nova was right there watching and waiting for us to cum together, which was absolutely crazy, but that was my sister all over.
Aurora was actually first to cum, rubbing her cute little pussy next to us. I found that really hot, even while balls deep in Skye at the time. It got me fucking Skye harder, making her moan deeper and louder.
"You should cum now," Nova advised Skye. "Cum while your bro-ther is deep inside you. Be a good girl. A good little sister, ok? Cum for him. Cum for us. We want to see it."
Skye cumming on my dick was so satisfying, and felt incredible the way her pussy squeezed me tighter. I didn't last much longer before unleashing inside her as well, filling her with cum for the first time.
Nova was quick to get back to her notes as soon as Skye returned her hand to her.
"The incest kink is really, really working for us," Nova said out loud. "I'm curious now how prevalent that is."
I sighed theatrically. "How many people am I gonna have to fuck for you to get a good sample size?"
Nova glared at me. "Technically... a lot. In reality we're going to make do with the people in this room. And don't you--"
"Kidding, Nov. Kidding," I said. "I actually like that you can in fact get jealous though. Feels nice. Um... and I recognize the irony of saying that while I'm still buried inside your friend right next to you."
"I'm not jealous!" Nova said. "Not exactly. I mean... it's different." She nudged my shoulder. "Anyway, my turn!"
Skye shrugged and graciously allowed me to roll off of her. Nova was on top of me almost before I'd finished moving, already rubbing herself on my cock through her panties.
"You sure you're not jealous?" I asked. "You need to take those panties off by the way."
Nova proved me wrong, tugging her underwear aside instead so she could slip me into her pussy. It hadn't taken much for her to get me fully hard again, and I loved how quick and needy she was about taking me.
"I just... I need you to be mine again right now," Nova said. "It's not about jealousy. Just... I need you."
"It's ok to be jealous," I told her, grazing my fingers up her sides. "It's kinda cute actually."
"It is rather," Skye agreed, having turned to Aurora for post-sex cuddles. She lay back against Aurora and let her friend hold her for comfort. "I get it though. Makes things different knowing your brother cummed in my pussy now, huh?"
Nova let out a small gasp and rode me harder. "Maybe."
"But you think it's kinda hot too, don't you?" Skye teased.
Nova blushed and looked away from everyone else. "Maybe," she repeated.
"Hehe, get your brother cummies, Nov," Skye urged. "We can be slutty sisters together."
"Oh my goddd," Nova whined. "You're taking to this way too easily."
"You love it," Skye said.
It was true. My sister had multiple thoughts and emotions happening, that much was clear to me. But she did love the things Skye was saying, and she was at least a little jealous and possessive right now. These things all seemed true.
I actually really liked that Nova needed me to be hers right now. The feeling of being so needed at times was one of the things I loved most, and I felt it strongly in this moment.
I surprised Nova by flipping her over, nearly accidentally sending her tumbling off the bed, but mainly just getting her on her back long enough to yank her panties off. She looked at me with a mixture of stunned confusion and excited lust.
"On your knees," I said.
Nova's eyes flashed and she rolled over, getting to her hands and knees. I pushed her shoulders down so her face was on the bed and her ass sticking up. I slid back inside her, grabbing her hips to really make the thrust go deep.
"Oh fuck," Aurora whispered, watching with wide saucer eyes.
"I know, damn," Skye hissed back.
Nova whimpered and arched her back cutely, pushing back against my thrusts, wanting my attention and knowing I was all hers for now.
"I love you," I said. "So much. So very much."
Nova nodded and squirmed. "Cum deep in me, ok?"
"Fuccck, Nov," I panted. "Not yet, jeez."
"Unf. Well go harder anyway."
"Ah, goddamn..."
Nova was really laying claim to me. She slammed her ass back against me almost as hard as I was already fucking her. She'd never asked for it so rough before. I hadn't think she wanted or needed that until now. Maybe every now and then...
It was stupidly hot at any rate. Absolutely pounding the shit out of my sister in front of her friends. Nova panting and whimpering for more, murmuring filthy but loving things every now and then.
"You need... to cum first," I told her.
"Me?" Nova asked.
"Yeah. I don't want to cum until you do," I said.
"Unf. Not fair," she complained. "You're going to cum so soon!"
I grunted affirmatively. She was correct. "Better make it fast then, or I'll have to cum somewhere else."
"Mean," Nova complained. "So mean."
Her hand flew to her clit anyway. I couldn't see what she did to herself between her legs, but I watched her arm shaking and heard the distinct change in pitch of her cute little moans.
"Good girl," I said. "Cum for you brother. That's a good sister. You'll get my cum if you're really, really good for me."
Nova became an absolutely incoherent mess, somewhere between protesting her treatment and fairly melting to it. She loved it though, I knew that no matter what she said.
She did, in fact, cum for me. I wouldn't have been able to hold out much longer, and was glad that Nova came before then. I would have cummed in her anyway. I wasn't about to actually be so mean as to deprive her of what she needed. But I got to fill her pussy while telling her what a good sister she was, and we both collapsed together on the bed.
Nova happily let me squish her under me, holding my hand and grinning to herself.
"Good girl," I told her. "Good sister. So good."
"Mmhm," Nova mumbled. "That was... intense. I liked it." She wiggled beneath me. "Bite my neck a little? Make a mark?"
I snorted softly in amusement, but did as she asked. Nova gasped and purred as I bit her. She wanted a mark, to be claimed more than she already was. I could give that to her.
Nova was eventually sated. She was very contented with her brother-filled pussy and the bite-mark on her neck that she examined carefully in her phone camera to make sure it was obvious enough. She was fairly clingy for a while after, and made me hold her close, even while she was checking out her neck and pussy in the aftermath, and flipping her notebook open to continue her scientific explorations.
"All better now?" I teased.
"Yes, actually," Nova said. "I wasn't jealous, just for the record."
"Hehe, it's ok to be," I told her, playing with her hair.
"I might have been possessive, if anything," Nova said. "And horny."
"Definitely horny," Skye laughed. "Damn when you get horny, you really get horny."
"It was pretty hot," Aurora said. She and Skye had switched up positions a little to where Skye was sort of curled up against her, but leaving Aurora lots of room to play with herself.
"I think I like you being possessive," I told Nova, kissing gently where I'd left the mark on her neck.
"Only because the solution was more sex," Nova said.
"Well... yeah, that helped," I agreed. "You know I love you as much as ever, yeah?"
She squirmed happily in my arms. "Yeah, I know."
"You feeling ok with everything?" I insisted.
Nova took a moment to think about it. "Yeah," she finally said. "I am. I want to see you have sex again. See if I have the same feelings. I liked it, but it made me feel some complicated things inside. It was neat, actually. But I really needed to feel that you were mine afterward." She clicked her pen thoughtfully. "I want to experiment with that more."
"Ha, everything's an experiment, huh?" I teased.
"If one is brave enough, sure," Nova agreed seriously. "And... I do want everyone to be happy." She looked at Skye and Aurora.
Skye smiled back. "I'm pretty happy."
Aurora nodded more shyly. "I... want to try it still. It looks like it feels good."
"Of course," Nova said. "Any time. Would you... mind getting some waters for us though?"
Aurora blinked then hopped out of bed. "Oh right, hydration. Good idea."
I sighed to myself watching Aurora scamper away wearing only my shirt and nothing at all underneath. I honestly wasn't sure sometimes whether it was full nudity or the barest pretense of modesty that was hotter, but either way I was seeing plenty these days.
Aurora returned with an armful of bottled water, doling them out to the lot of us. She hopped back into bed while the rest of us drank thirstily. She pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her chin on them, apparently lost in thought. I decided not to point out that her pose left her pretty little pussy peeking out, giving just the smallest glimpse of it between her thighs, where her shirt didn't sit quite low enough in her current pose.
For that matter, I had Skye to check out too, all splayed out nakedly as she was. And Nova in my arms, warm against me, free for me to feel up. I cupped her tit in my hand and she carried on her deep note taking like I wasn't even there.
I'd finished inside Nova and Skye already, filled both pussies with cum, yet I could already tell I was going to get horny again. How could I not, really?
"I need to pee," Nova finally declared, setting her notes aside.
"Yeah, me too," Skye said. "I've been holding that in a while now."
"Well you shouldn't," Nova said. "Not after sex."
"I know," Skye said. "But I didn't want to miss anything. Not like you were going to record it for me."
"Ooh, that's a thought though," Nova mused as the two of them sauntered out of the room together. "That would be better for reviewing afterward. The problem with my notes is it's only what I observe and remember in the moment, and..."
Her voice trailed out of hearing distance, still excitedly yapping about possibilities. The sight of both cute asses swaying out of the doorway was seared into my short-term memory.
Aurora was staring at me all the more piercingly when I looked back her way. The intensity of her gaze actually made me blush a little, despite the fact that shyness and shame were becoming foreign concepts to me.
"Doing ok?" I asked her.
"Yeah," she said. "Do you want to have sex with me?"
I blinked at the sudden transition. "Um... now?"
"Yeah," she said. "I want to try it. Nova and Skye both loved it. I... don't want to do it with them staring though. Seems like too much."
I glanced at the doorway. "They're only going to be a few minutes probably."
"I know," Aurora said, crawling at me lightning-quick while my head was turned. Her hand contacted my cock, rubbing softly and with undisguised interest. "But I think... it's kind of just starting that makes me nervous. I think it would be fine after that." She looked at me with big eyes. "Do you want to try it with me, Sol? Please?"
"Unf, well yeah, I mean I--"
"You want to have sex with your little sis-ter?" Aurora added, batting her eyelashes.
"Fuck's sake," I groaned. "Why'd Nov have to teach you that?"
"You get so hard for things like that," Aurora breathed. "So hard in my hand."
I nodded. "I know. It... it works for me. I'm not saying it doesn't. Just... it's kind of excessive, isn't it?"
"Please big brother?" Aurora continued heedlessly.
I was helpless against her. As helpless as if she was my real sister as much as Nova was. Totally done for by only a few carefully selected words.
I tugged her shirt--my shirt, really--over her head. "On your back," I told her. "Like a good sister."
Aurora complied breathlessly, eyes shining, bottom lip held nervously between her teeth. "Please," she said. "Before they come back. I'm... I'm ready."
I nodded. I felt her need and urgency even beyond her words. It made sense to me, even if privacy wasn't something I particularly got in my sex life and I didn't find it to be so crucial for me. It was for Aurora, at least to start with so she claimed.
"You want your brother in you?" I asked, just to check, just to be sure.
Aurora smiled at the way I phrased the question. "Mmhm! I'll be good. I promise."
I groaned softly and pinned her legs back, hefting them up over my shoulders as I pressed my cock against her soaked pussy. Aurora gasped and squirmed, but did her best to hold still for me, making burning eye contact with me the whole time.
"Yes," she whispered. "Yes. Now. Please."
I sank into her, disappearing into her wet little slit. Aurora made an animalistic whimper, then let her mouth fall open in a happy, gentle pant.
"Oh wow."
"Good?" I asked.
"Mmhm," Aurora said. "It's a lot. But good, yeah. You can... move. Do the... you know."
I tried pulling out and back in a few times.
"Better?" I said.
"Yeah. Yeah good," Aurora murmured. "Thank you." She grinned wider at me. "Big bro-therrr."
I snorted amusement and thrust harder into her. I stayed relatively gentle, but found that she did seem to like it when I got into a quicker rhythm, in and out.
"You... feel good too," I told her.
"Good," Aurora said. "You can cum in me when you want to."
"What's this obsession with skipping right to that," I protested weakly, feeling the thrill of the way she said it with such casual conviction.
"I dunno. Everyone else is doing it," Aurora said.
"Doing what?" I heard Nova ask as she padded back into the room.
"I head something about cumming," Skye said. "Are you... ah! Aurora! Without us, even!"
"Bad friend!" Nova laughed, bouncing back into bed. "Bad girl!"
"I'm nottt," Aurora whined. "Just... it was too much to do it with you both watching. I needed a head start."
"I get it," Skye said. "Nova's so intense."
"Me?" Nova protested. "What about you?"
Despite their squabbling, Nova and Skye took up flanking positions on Aurora, going with tradition to hold her hands on each side. Aurora accepted the gesture, apparently fine now that we were mid-sex already.
"Better cum good in her, Sol," Nova told me. "Now that you've started and all."
"Do my best," I said. "Am I going to need to be ready for you again right after?"
"Hm, maybe I'll let you have a little break first this time," Nova said. "But just remember you're going to need to take care of me good if you want to go about fucking my friends whenever you want."
"Literally all your fault," I told her.
Nova tried an innocent look on for size. "Who, me?"
"Hehe, he's right though," Skye laughed. "You did this."
"I did, didn't I?" Nova admitted. She stared down at where my cock was thrusting in and out of Aurora over and over. "It's kinda sexy, isn't it?"
"Very," Skye said. "I am, in fact, going to take your brother for a lot more rides going forward. Just so you know."
"I know," Nova said. She clicked her tongue thoughtfully. "It really is hot thinking about it. And watching it." She gave me an adoring and needy look. "Tell me how much you love me again? I like when you do."
"I love you so fucking much," I told my sister, meaning it utterly.
She leaned in to make out with me, and I felt the absolute absurdity of expressing such love and desire while I was also balls deep in her friend. I knew Nova needed it right now though, and nothing about the circumstances changed how I felt.
"You mean so much to me," I told Nova. "Nothing's ever going to change that."
We sloppily made out some more.
"Good," she eventually whispered in my ear. "Now... be a good brother and cum in your sis-ter, ok? She's waiting for it. She's being so good. You need to cum in your sister's pussy. I know you like doing that."
"Every... time..." I panted while Nova nipped at my ear and neck.
It worked though. That was what made it hard to complain. Nova told me to cum in my sister's pussy--pretend or real apparently didn't matter that much--and that's all I wanted to do.
"Good boy," Nova urged. "Cum for me. And for her. All your little sisters want you to right now. Do it. Be a good boy."
I whimpered softly and buried myself in Aurora, cumming deep in her. Just like she wanted, just like Nova insisted. I finished the job of making sure all three girls in bed with me had filled up cummy pussies.
Aurora was pretty clingy afterward. All she wanted to do was curl up and cuddle with me, to the point that Nova didn't even bother trying to detach her for a while.
Nova and Skye snuggled up together instead while my sister pored over her notes, occasionally jotting some new piece of information down.
"So we're ahead of projected schedule now," Nova said. "With, I would say, better than expected results."
"I'm proud of Aurora getting in on this," Skye said. "I thought you'd take longer to work up to it."
Aurora shrugged, but didn't otherwise move. "It felt right."
It was just as well I'd finished three times already. Being so casually close and intimate with the three of them while they all remained naked would have had me too horny to function otherwise. As it was, I could just enjoy it. Though admittedly, they worried me the way they talked about some stuff.
"What exactly do you mean by schedule?" I asked.
"I wouldn't worry about it," Skye said with a teasing grin.
"Only a projected timeline," Nova said, fluttering her hand dismissively. "We'd scheduled Skye for losing her virginity today. Aurora was more of a wild card."
"Didn't know for sure ahead of time," Aurora mumbled, then hugged me a little tighter.
I shook my head. "You're all kind of fucked, huh?"
Skye grinned wider. "We are now."
"Not what I... nevermind," I sighed. "Why do I feel like I'm the least involved in any of the planning stages for these schemes of yours?"
"Probably because that's a fair assessment," Nova said seriously, though she crawled over to sneak a kiss with me, which did in fact mollify me a bit. "Would you like to know about our next steps?"
"... there's more?" I said.
"Hopefully lots more," Nova said.
"Hopefully," Aurora echoed sleepily from my chest.
"But problem is our parents are coming back in only two weeks now," Nova said, twirling her pen as she stared intently at her notes. "And that would really put a damper on our experimenting."
"You don't have to just call it that," I said.
"Experimenting?" Nova asked.
"Yeah," I said. "It's not all just experimenting."
"No, it's not," Nova said. "But I think we could probably still sneak in lots of sex and cuddles, if that's what you mean. It's the, you know, group fun, having us all hanging around naked together. That kind of stuff would get very, very limited."
I blinked as I thought about it. "Oh. Oh yeah." I looked down at Aurora in my arms, and at Nova and Skye stretched out nude and cat-like together. "I'd miss that, I think."
"Exactly so," Nova said. "So we started... scheming."
"Started?" I said, arching an eyebrow.
"Kept scheming then," Nova amended smoothly. "We're tentatively thinking about getting our own place." She tapped her notebook with the edge of her pen. "I've looked into pricing and the size of rentals available. It's doable."
"Oh really?" I said. "Should I be worried about waking up somewhere brand new one morning?"
"No, silly," Nova said. "We would all have serious talks about it before committing. There's so much to figure out first too. Like ideally we'd have a lot more time to see how we all feel before taking a big step, but as I say we're on a bit of a clock before a lot of the fun gets shut down."



I slowly rubbed Aurora's back, up and down. "How much of this was planned before you ever seduced me?" I asked.
Nova pouted at me. "I did not seduce you."
"You did."
"Didn't! That was never the plan. Well... until it was, I guess." Nova chewed her lip. "I don't know, things changed. A lot. I like how they went, though."
"Yeah, me too," I said, earning another kiss from my sister. "Love you."
"Love you too," she replied easily. "And... I don't want to have to be super subtle about it all the time. So new place, I think. Though there'd be a lot of logistics to work out. And it might be a disaster."
"When has that possibility ever stopped us?" I asked.
"Well exactly," Nova said. "You get it."
****
We hung out the rest of the day together after finally leaving the bedroom again. I was heavily discouraged from wearing clothes at any point, and the girls either stayed nude as well, or else wore one of my shirts and nothing else.
I had a constant reminder all day that all three of them were cum-filled. Even when they weren't deliberately mentioning it or flashing me directly, there was pretty consistently one or more pretty, bare pussies on display one way or another.
If I was sitting down at all, I nearly always had one of them in my lap. Aurora more often than not, in fact. She was still clingy, and didn't seem to mind making it obvious.
Nova and Skye distracted each other plenty with planning and scheming. There were many details to be worked out, but it became clearer and firmer that we were all at least going to try moving in together. Somewhere with a modicum of continued privacy from the outside world, even if it wouldn't be as nice as having the full run of our parents' place while they were on vacation.
I half-listened to the details while spending much of my time cuddling and feeling up whichever girl was currently in my lap. Nova mostly ignored me as long as I didn't interfere with her notes or try to peek at them. Skye actively encouraged me. Aurora played a more teasing game of making me work for it. She'd let me slip my hands up her shirt, but only if I moved slow, and sometimes she'd slap my wrist away for no reason at all that I could fathom. Then at other times, I could be fully cupping her tits or knuckle-deep in her messy pussy and she'd only moan in soft and contented fashion.
It all kept me amused anyway, and quite aroused despite all the previous cumming. Nova eventually climbed on my cock when she judged the time right and rode me to an unhurried orgasm for both of us. Doubling up on the cum inside her and making her feel better about sharing me.
"I still kind of like when you're a bit jealous," I said.
"Possessive," Nova corrected once again. "I'm a bit possessive sometimes. I think that will fade with time. We'll keep an eye on it."
Despite her claims, she monopolized my lap for a while after that, including lying her head on my shoulder and just happily relaxing against me for quite some time.
We all went to bed together that night. Pretty well what I expected by then. It was cozy, but harder to actually sleep with three other bodies around all shifting and making small noises.
I wasn't surprised about sleeping together, but I hadn't quite expected how much Skye and Aurora would stick around afterward. They didn't quite move in as such, but if they went home it was only temporary, and often just to pick up some more clothes or supplies.
It took me a few days to actually ask about Skye and Aurora staying over so much. I didn't want to jinx it at first, since I really liked having them around. It was a bit much always being outnumbered, but it almost universally worked out for me in all the best ways.
"It's important to make sure we can cohabitate nicely," Nova told me. "No point going through all the trouble of moving in somewhere and then finding out we can't stand living together."
"Always two steps ahead, aren't you?" I said.
Nova grinned enigmatically. "You know I like my research."
"Ha, yeah, I know."
"Speaking of which..." Her fingers tickled down my front, brushing tenderly along my cock.
"Is that what we're calling it now?" I teased. "Research?"
"It's always been research," Nova said as she wrapped her hand around me. "Just... it can be other things too."
My sister was, perhaps, the most insatiable of any of us. Always finding the slightest excuse to fuck some more, or otherwise try out various sexy activities. It was some combination of horniness, possessiveness, jealousy, love, and a genuine desire of hers to try new positions, techniques, or kinks.
It wasn't really a fair contest. I didn't have the same opportunity to truly develop urges. Having all three girls around saw to that. The huge upside was that I always had someone to have fun with when I wanted.
Interestingly, once the initial novelty wore off, Skye and Aurora didn't demand as much of my sexual energy as I expected. Skye still wanted to get off regularly, one way or another, but not with the same dedicated enthusiasm that Nova showed.
Aurora became more of a cuddle-slut than anything, monopolizing me far more often with her head nestled cozily against me rather than with my cock inside her. Her need for snuggles got even stronger after being intimate in some way, however.
The truly rare thing in my life right now was privacy. I'd only just barely gotten balls deep in my sister when Skye flounced in, sprawling out next to us with a dramatic sigh.
"Picking up these extra shifts at work is getting to be a drag," Skye complained. "I got next, by the way."
Nova giggled. "Fair. We only just started though."
Skye shrugged. "That's fine. Gives me time to unwind first anyway."
Skye lazily watched beside us as Nova and I fucked. She slowly unwrapped herself from her clothes, getting naked and wet in preparation.
I could have sworn sometimes that Nova actually preferred an audience. She got more into it, digging her nails in and biting at my shoulder, whispering filthy things to me, rocking her hips back more aggressively against me. It was either the thrill of being watched, or jealously making sure to leave her mark on me before her friend got a turn. Probably some of both, really.
"I suppose I'm just a performing sex toy for you all now, huh?" I said, making sure to bottom out a little harder inside Nova's sweet pussy.
"Unf, no of course not," Nova purred. "You're our big brother." Her fingers scratched lightly at the back of my neck. "You need to take care of your little sisters, that's all."
"Hehe, that's right," Skye said. "You got 'sponsibilities toward us. Brotherly duties and all."
"You two are fucked," I said.
"With any luck," Skye agreed.
Nova grinned and kept teasing and encouraging me until I came in her, pumping her pussy full of cum.
Aurora padded in just about in time to watch Nova get filled up. She was entirely nonchalant about witnessing the sibling creampie in progress. It had become a regular occurrence, along with the aforementioned lack of any kind of privacy between us. She was, too, wearing one of my shirts and little else, as was her wont these days.
"I already got next," Skye warned as Aurora made herself comfortable too.
"Of course you do," Aurora sighed.
"Aw, are you horny too?" Nova asked, sliding her hand over her pussy as I pulled out, leaving her messy with my cum.
"Nah," Aurora said. "But I was feeling lonely."
"Want to cuddle while Sol and Skye fuck?" Nova offered.
Aurora squirmed awkwardly and shook her head.
Nova poked her teasingly. "Want your big brother?"
Aurora shyly nodded.
"Don't worry," Skye said. "I'll be quick. Then you can have him."
"You'll make a boy feel cheap passing him around like that," I said.
Skye rolled her eyes and stuck my cock in her mouth, ignoring the mixed flavours of me and my sister and purposefully bringing me back to life.
"I don't think she's worried about that," Nova supplied helpfully.
She had cuddled up with Aurora anyway, and already had her notes back out. She was still obsessed with keeping records, but I was noticing that over time the actual quantity of writing was dropping pretty hard. I was tempted to suspect that my sister was settling in to having everything she wanted, and didn't have nearly so much need to experiment. At least day to day. I knew we'd keep finding new and interesting things to try out.
Skye rode me hard until we both came. Nova and Aurora cozily watching and chatting the whole time, both amused as Skye got off my dick and spilled some of the mess upon her dismount. She was very quick to lick up the stray cum off me though.
Nova and Skye both pattered off after, naked and satisfied, while Aurora happily glommed on to me for some cuddle time.
"I really like having you for a brother now," Aurora told me softly.
"I'd been getting that impression," I said.
"That's ok, isn't it?" she asked. "We could have sex more if you wanted..."
"Haha, no, I'm getting lots," I assured her. "And... I really like having you as a sister too."
Aurora smiled broadly and blushed profusely all at the same time. After a few minutes she started toying with my cock. Really just playing with it, not for any specific goal.
"It's just fun," she said in response to my questioning grunt. "I like when it's soft and then... gets hard. It's neat."
She wasn't wrong, exactly, but it was kind of fascinating to know her well enough to understand that she truly didn't have sexual goals in mind beyond just snuggling and playing with my cock for her own amusement.
Aurora was still messing around with me when my phone rang. The fact that it was my mom didn't slow Aurora down at all. She seemed even more amused to play with me while I picked up the call from my mother.
"Hi, baby boy," Mom said.
"Hey Mom," I said. "How's it going?"
"Good! Really good."
She launched into a spiel about what her and dad had been up to lately. I half-listened while glaring warningly at Aurora, who naturally ignored my cautions entirely and continued teasing me to her heart's content.
"Anyway," Mom said, "I did have a point in mind."
"Yes?" I said.
"You know how we're scheduled to be back home soon?"
I nodded and composed myself before answering affirmatively. I was really going to miss the freedom we'd had of the house lately. The girls were a handful, but I loved them and all the mischief we got up to. It was going to be a bummer having that disappear, even if we did have adequate plans coming together eventually.
"Well... would you and Nova be terribly upset if we didn't come back right away?" Mom asked.
I blinked in temporary confusion. "What?"
"It's only... your father and I have been having such a wonderful time, and his boss actually okayed him to work remotely, and I have a little more vacation I can burn, and then..."
I listened to Mom explaining herself while a slow, all-consuming grin spread across my face. She thought Nova and I would be upset? Yes, we'd miss our parents, but this was perfect actually.
"... and you and Nova can take care of yourselves, I know you can," Mom said. "I just don't know when we'd get another chance like this."
"Mom, Mom, it's good. It's really ok," I said. "I wasn't expecting it, but yeah, of course stay longer if you have the chance. We'll be fine."
"Thank you," Mom said. "I was sure you'd be ok with it, but I do worry sometimes. You and your sister are getting along ok? Keeping out of trouble? She's mentioned having friends over lately, they're not in your space too much are they?"
I looked down at Aurora, felt her warmth against me, her hand on me, observed that cute look of concentration on her face. I thought of how it felt to be deep inside my sister, cumming in her every day, often more than once. I thought of the rampant nudity, and the recently extinct concept of ever having to sleep alone.
"We're managing somehow," I assured our mother.
"I was sure you would be. You take care of each other, ok?"
"Yeah Mom. Nova and I'll take care of each other."
Aurora was shaking with laughter by the time I hung up the phone. "I only heard your half of that," she said. "You were being bad."
"Wasn't," I said.
"Taking care of your sis-ter?" Aurora challenged. "You didn't elaborate on that, I noticed."
"Yeah, well, I didn't mention I have multiple sisters to manage now either."
Aurora shrieked as I ran my fingernails up her side. We tickle fought for a few moments before she rolled away from me panting.
"So... we have more time now?" she asked.
"We do," I said. "Want to come tell Nov and Skye with me?"
Aurora nodded enthusiastically, making sure to hold my hand tight as we made our way to find the others.
We didn't quite get the chance to reveal our newest granted boon. Nova was already on the phone with our mother, and from what I overheard the surprise had already been revealed.
It was a bit of a naughty situation, the girls being naked while Nova casually talked with Mom and assured her that everything was fine at home. It got even lewder when I bent my sister over and stuck my dick in her while she was conversing.
Nova did her best to carry on as normal while getting fucked by her brother. Her friends were no help, as they spent all their energy repressing giggles at her predicament.
"No, Mom, Sol and I are really getting along," Nova said while I was balls deep in her. "You'd be surprised how well we're living together, I think."
Understatement, that.
"Skye and Aurora have been hanging around too," Nova said. "No, Sol's not bothered about all the feminine energy. Want him to tell you so? He's in the middle of something I think, but he could..."
Nova whimpered softly and had to hold the phone away from her mouth for a second as I rubbed her clit while thrusting into her wet pussy. She glared at me for a second before finishing up the call as quickly as she could.
"That was... so bad!" Nova said.
"Sorry," I said.
"You're not," she said. "But... that was hot. Unf. Someone remind me we need to try that again. I need to write that down." Nova stared intently at me over her shoulder. "Now make me cum. You owe me."
It was a fair point. I did owe her. And I wanted to anyway.
"Anything for my sis-ter," I told Nova seriously. "Be a good girl and cum for me, ok?"
It took a bit longer to get her off, but only a bit. She was pretty wound from the phone call already. I'd actually only meant to have some fun with the situation, on a whim as much as anything, but it had genuinely been pretty hot for both of us.
I came inside her again too, of course. I wasn't going to skip out on that.
We held each other afterward, aware of Skye and Aurora spectating, but not really minding at all.
Aurora, however, was visibly vibrating with excitement and could only restrain herself for so long. "So... we're staying here for a while, right?" she asked. "We don't have to find some stupid apartment for way too much rent?"
"Of course we are," Skye said, snaking her way in to the hug Nova and I had been sharing. "Big brother needs all his sis-ters around, and we need our space."
"Hehe, good," Aurora said, joining the mostly-nude group hug.
"Who says I even want you all sticking around?" I asked.
I grinned as I got booed loudly, then gasped as I got nipped at from various sides all at once. Usually only Nova bit me, but it seemed to be spreading in this case.
"Of course we're all staying here for a while," Nova said. "It solves all our problems, at least temporarily. It gives us more time to work out how we cohabitate together. It's cheap and gives us space as Skye said. And privacy from anyone overhearing the, uh, incestuous remarks flying around."
"I love that you think that's more worrisome than the actual incest," Skye teased. "Anyway, this is good, 'cause I didn't really want to go back to living full-time with my family until we had a place sorted out."
"Yeah, me either," Aurora said. She poked me urgently in the shoulder. "Anyway, it's still my cuddle time. We got interrupted."
Nova somewhat grudgingly allowed it. "We were working on food before we got distracted," she said. "I guess we should get back to that."
"I'm still hungry," Skye agreed.
I got to watch Nova and Skye figure out some snacks while Aurora and I cuddled some more. It turned into group cuddles a little later on, and even though it was quite disorganized, it was really quite affectionate and loving.
It was kind of amazing to think this had all come about from Nova's 'scientific endeavours,' but I loved that she was crazy enough to make stuff like this happen. She was probably the best little sister I could have ever had, and thanks to her I had a couple more pretty cool sisters too.
I kissed Nova's cheek, and she turned to look at me questioningly. I could tell she was confused about the gesture, but happy with it too.
"Love you," I told her quietly, just in her ear, just for her.
"Ha, silly," Nova said. She rested her head on my shoulder. "Love you too. You're the best brother." She laid her hand over her pussy. "You make me feel so good."
I held her close, feeling the subtle shifting as Skye and Aurora snuggled in tighter as well. I loved them too I realized. It was different, but it was there. My sisters. My precious little sisters.
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Violet was both the person I loved the most in the world, and hated the deepest. Sometimes in quick succession, or even at the same time. That was sisters for you.
When she was being a cool big sis, she was the absolute best, my idol, my guide in life. When she was being shitty, she had me physically dominated and knew all the right buttons to press to make me feel inferior, or weird, or absolutely enraged.
She'd probably say similar things about me, if she'd ever admit them out loud.
I didn't even know what had happened exactly. We'd been drinking together, having a good time. Our parents even smiling at our antics, knowing that the two of us getting along was worth the price of us getting rowdy.
Then we'd been fighting. It had been bad. I couldn't even remember where it came from, only that I'd called her a fucking selfish slut--not true at all, but I knew it would hurt her--and she'd called me a stupid, arrogant, stuck-up virgin who no one would ever want anyway.
You know, sister things.
We'd both stormed to our rooms, and I at least had passed out before I had a chance to get over it or scheme any revenge. The latter notion took care of itself when I woke up with an absolutely miserable bladder. I'd started toward the bathroom, but a more evil mood came across me.
Violet was sound asleep, sprawled out in her bed in what did not at all appear to be a comfortable position. Her sheets and blanket were only partly covering as it was, and I twitched them back even further before standing above her, feet planted on her mattress to either side of her slumbering form.
My big sister had stripped down to just her panties for bed. I was jealous of how she looked while sleeping almost naked. I always ended up feeling like the dorky little sister around her. I might have chickened out then, except my fury burned up again at how Violet could be passed out in the most ungraceful way and still look hotter and more put together than me. It was bullshit.
I stepped free of my panties and kicked them to the floor. Nervous, feeling excited thrills at what I was doing, I spread my legs and bent my knees just a little, then opened up.
The relief as piss flooded out of me was matched by the wicked satisfaction of soaking my asshole sister in her bed.
Violet's eyes flicked open. I supposed I knew that was an option. That she might wake up. It was probably hard to sleep when you were getting pissed on no matter how deeply you were out.
I kept peeing. I couldn't stop anyway, and it wasn't like things were going to get any worse for me at this point. I knew what I'd done. I was in for it, and might as well get any joy I could.
Shockingly, Violet did not in fact opt for murder. It was funny to watch her brain try to process what was happening, and at first I thought that was all that was buying me time. As my hot piss kept splattering all over her body, soaking her everywhere, making a disgusting mess of the bed she lay in, I came to realize something different was happening. It became even clearer when her hands went to my ankles and she started rubbing my lower calves up and down until my stream turned to a trickle, then stopped entirely.
I stayed right where I was, afraid to move. Violet was drenched. I'd very firmly pissed all over my big sister. And she just kept staring at me contemplatively. It was unnerving.
"Lie down," she finally said.
"What?"
"Iris, lie down," Violet repeated.
"I won't," I said. "Your bed's full of piss."
"I know," she said. "You'll get wet. But that's happening one way or another. Lie down."
I shivered at her words. It wasn't even the threat. I'd heard so much worse from her that this didn't worry me. There was something else there. Not a threat, but a promise. An offer. An offer I couldn't refuse, sure, but still....
I lay down. It was gross and wet, as expected. I'd really done a number on the bed. I couldn't believe my poor little body had contained such a torrent of liquid.
Violet stood up, kicking her panties off fully casually, my piss dripping down her nude form. She shone in the moonlight. An obscene nighttime goddess.
She pissed all over me in return. I'd expected nothing less by that point. My wet shirt--my only remaining clothing--went from damp to soggy within seconds. And she just kept going. Like me she'd had an alcohol-laden bladder that hadn't been taken care of previously. I got it all. All over me, and her bed, and soaking into me from head to toe. She made sure to aim directly at my face at one point. I thought that might be her revenge, that she was going to drown me in retribution, but she only made sure to soak my face and hair, then moved back downward again.
Violet emptied herself out on my poor, drenched little body. She stood a moment longer, then plopped herself down soggily on her bed again. We stared at each other, covered in each other's piss.
I waited impatiently for my sister to say something, anything at all. I found myself absolutely stuck for any comment to make. Nothing seemed adequate to the moment.
"How's your head?" she finally asked.
I shrugged. "Bit of a headache, I guess."
"Me too. Come on."
Violet got up and padded out to the hallway, fully nude. She left some wet footprints at first as she shed excess liquid.
I bounced up to follow her, so relieved that I hadn't been a victim of sororicide that I was eager to follow any direction Violet decided to give at the moment. Plus I personally didn't know how to move past what we'd just done and was grasping at any chance that maybe she did. Me starting it was entirely beside the point.
I hesitated with my shirt, and opted to ditch it on the floor of Violet's bedroom with a decided splat. Better than dripping all through the house, though being naked was a bit scary. Thrilling too. It was not a familiar state for me outside of my own bedroom. So far as I could tell, Violet wasn't even slightly bothered about her own lack of clothes.
We hit the kitchen. Every little sound and repressed giggle we made had my ears twitching. I didn't want Mom or Dad catching us like this. What the fuck would we even do then?
Violet, more pragmatically, thrust a glass of water at me and downed one of her own. She was working on a second glass while I was still halfway through my first.
"Careful. You'll need to pee again," I warned.
Violet smirked. "Yeah."
I blushed. "Oh. Well then."
I finished my water and refilled the glass. I could catch up to Violet, if that was the game we were playing.
I was honestly so far out of my depth I really didn't know what else to do.
Violet slowed down on her third glass and perched herself on the counter. Somehow it made her state of nudity more blatant than it had been before, and I had to force myself not to stare. My big sister looked good naked. Unfairly good, really.
"How horny are you?" she asked.
"Inappropriate," I said.
"Iris, the night you don't wake me up with a face full of your piss is the night you can chastise me about what is and isn't a sufficiently decorous question."
"Fair," I admitted. "Sorry about that. I mean, well, actually not that sorry. You were being a bitch."
Again with that smirk of hers. "May have been. So were you."
"Not as much."
She shrugged. "Maybe. So how horny are you?"
I hesitated, but I found I actually wanted to share. I was buzzing from it all, and sneaking around naked at night like this kept adding fuel.
"Like an eight?" I said. "Maybe a nine?"
Violet nodded. "Same. Or thereabouts. I... did not know that's how I was going to feel. Not that I had a chance to think about it beforehand."
I bit my lip. "So... now what?"
"Drink your water," Violet said.
"I did," I said. "Lots."
"Drink more."
I knew roughly where this was going. I was sloshing full of water by the time we pattered back to her bed, and she brought some filled water bottles with us as if it were needed.
We giggled together as we climbed back into the wet bed. It was weird and gross and uncomfortable, and we played at trying to push each other into the wettest part in the middle, but we both lay back down in it.
"This is gonna be a bitch to clean up tomorrow," Violet said. "You're just lucky it's one of the hottest things anyone's ever done to me."
"Really?" I asked.
"Might even be the hottest," Violet said. "But I'm not gonna get into trying to figure all that out."
"What... what are you going to do?" I asked.
My sister made direct eye contact as she reached down and started rubbing her pussy.
"Oh," I said. "Right."
I just watched her at first, feeling more of those internal tingles, feeling the urge build in my tummy. I was nervous about joining her. I'd never masturbated in front of anyone. Then again I'd never been naked in bed with someone while we soaked in our combined piss either.
Once I started playing with myself it all got easier. Some of the buzzing tension within me happily calmed down as I rubbed my pussy, while my horniness actually seemed to rise to meet the occasion. Masturbating with my sister. This really took our usual relationship in whole, wildly veering direction.
I didn't want to admit how badly I was waiting for Violet to pee on me again. I knew she would. The longer I watched her, the longer we engaged in our weird, horny standoff, the more inevitable I knew it was. My own urge to release again kept building, only gently at first, and only slowly over a long period of time, but it was definitively rising. I knew beyond a doubt I wasn't leaving the bed the rest of the night, which made those physical urges add exponentially to the excitement.
Violet finally--finally!--made the move I'd been secretly hoping for. Or maybe not that secretly. She pinned me back on the bed and straddled me, using enough force to make me submit even though I would have let myself be restrained by a gentle touch at that point.
Her new stream of piss started all over my chest and tits and neck. I rubbed myself furiously as I was bathed in it. Violet moved to my face, violently covering it, and I found myself actually opening my mouth instead of firmly closing it. I didn't try to swallow anything, but the sharp, mildly unpleasant taste rolling over my tongue before overflowing back across my lips did things to me.
My helpless moaning became gurgles as my mouth was filled and refilled. My eyes rolled back and blinked closed at regular intervals due to the unpredictable rivulets of pee.
My legs shook as I rubbed myself harder and faster and needier, then I tensed all over and experienced the warm, comforting glow of a frantic and extremely horny orgasm.
"Did you actually just fucking cum?" Violet asked as her cascade of pee trickled to an end.
I looked up at my sister, shivering at the knowledge of what I'd just done. What we'd just done, really. It wasn't a bad feeling exactly, but it was certainly weird and confusing.
"Might have," I admitted.
"From me pissing all over you?"
"... yeah."
Violet grinned wickedly. "You little piss slut."
Some part of me wanted to take offence at that, but it wasn't incorrect. And... of all the insults my big sister had ever slung at me, 'slut' had never been one of them. It felt weirdly warm and validating.
"You think?" I asked shyly.
"Duh," she said.
"Ok," I said agreeably. "Your turn?"
Violet snorted and pinched my nipple. "You want to piss all over me again?"
"You did make me drink all that water," I pointed out.
"Ha, yeah, I did. Ok, let's do it."
Violet rolled back onto the soggy bed, squirming in the wet mess to try and get comfortable. I straddled her in a mirror of our former positions, on my knees with my pussy hovering above her.
"Don't do it yet," she instructed. "Let me get going first."
Her hand was busy between her legs, rubbing herself. It was such an oddly intimate position for us. I would have felt more comfortable peeing, honestly. At least I knew what I was doing in that case.
Right now I was just waiting and watching. I was getting masturbated to from close up, in fact. Violet's eyes traveled all over my piss-soaked body, up and down, nothing hidden from her. I felt warm and flushed from her gaze, and also possibly from studying her and preparing to pee on her.
"I do actually have to go pretty bad," I said.
"I know," she said. "Wait."
I tried to wait. I really did. But I needed to go.
"How long until you're ready?" I finally asked.
"Oh I'm ready whenever," Violet said. "It's just fun watching you squirm."
I gasped in full indignation and immediately let my bladder release. "You bitch!"
Violet moaned and rubbed herself faster as my piss soaked her for the second time that night. I made sure to cover her face lots to wipe that smirk off of her lips, though I wasn't sure it really worked. She was just getting off on it. Which, to be fair, was something I understood very well. I'd just had probably my best cum ever while she was drenching me in an utterly degrading way. I kind of hoped she was experiencing the same.
She came, at least. I didn't want to be so desperate as to ask if I'd made her cum harder than anyone else by pissing on her face in her soaked and destroyed bed. I didn't really want the answer to that. But she did cum, and that felt so momentous to me.
My sister seemed lost in thought afterward. She still gently played with herself, but without any urgency. Her free hand ran up and down my thigh a few times, and feeling emboldened by not immediately getting kicked out of bed after she came, I lay down right beside her, daring to try and cuddle a little.
Violet wrapped an arm around me with only a momentary hesitation. She pulled me close to share warmth while we both felt our feelings and thought our thoughts.
"You doing ok?" she finally asked.
I was actually touched that she would care. It wasn't always a given between us.
"I am," I said. "Is that bad? I should be... not ok right now, I think."
"Why, just because you're cuddling naked with your sister after we both masturbated together in bed full of our combined piss?" she asked.
"Um... yeah. That, basically."
"Right. I was thinking about that too." Violet's finger traced up and down my shoulder. "It's pretty fucked."
"Yeah," I agreed, snuggling tighter to her and letting my face rest dangerously close to her tits. Her unfairly lovely and soft tits. I nuzzled at them a little, because when else would I ever have the chance?
"But... fucking hot," Violet continued.
"Ha, yeah," I said. "It was, wasn't it?" I hesitated, then pressed ahead. "I'm glad you think so too."
"Worried I'd think you're gross and weird?" she asked.
"... yeah."
"You should be. You are, in fact, gross and weird."
"Hey!"
"Well you are," Violet said. "But... somehow that makes you cooler and more interesting than you usually are."
"Oh. Ok. Acceptable then." I thought about it for a moment. "Are you ok?"
"I think so," Violet said. "It's a lot to process."
"Definitely," I said.
"It was fun though."
"Mmhm!"
"You're helping me clean up tomorrow," she warned.
"That's fair," I said. "Can... can I stay here for tonight though?"
"Iris, I drank a lot of water. I'm going to need you for a toilet again."
I blushed and kept my head down against my sister's chest. As degrading as the words themselves were, the intent behind them and what they made me feel was so very nice and comforting. Just what I needed.
I didn't think either of us got a good sleep all night. We drifted in and out and shifted around a lot. It was not a situation that lent itself to a peaceful rest.
I woke up being spooned at one point with Violet pissing hot against my ass. I whimpered softly and let myself go too, the both of us flooding the bed yet again. I was pretty sure she peed on me at least once more after that, but my memory of it was hazy.
****
I felt a burning shame in myself as I blearily opened my eyes in the fresh light of dawn. This was gross. We were gross. I was gross.
And yet....
Violet was only a moment slower to awaken. Probably my shifting about again did it. She looked at me, I looked at her.
"Your hair's a mess," she told me. "And you smell bad."
I grinned, feeling my self-disgust slip away. "Same to you."
Violet grinned back, then the two of us lay there a while longer, watching each other and pondering our next move.
"I... actually really need a shower, I think," I said.
"You don't say," Violet said.
"I mean, like, now," I said. "The novelty's worn off a bit."
"I dunno. There's something about lying naked in bed with you," Violet said.
My cheeks burned. "Don't tease. I know how gross I am right now. And I know I'm not much to look at even aside from that."
"Hey, I told you last night, this is the most interesting you've been in a while. Maybe ever. And you're more fun to look at than you give yourself credit for."
"You're the one always saying no one would want to look at me," I protested. "You said I'm too flat, too dorky, too--"
"Fuck's sake, Iris. 'Cause it shuts you up when you're being annoying. Duh."
"... just that?"
"Yeah."
"You think I'm cute?"
"You look enough like me you could probably be considered downright hot," Violet said.
"Pff, narcissist," I said.
"Healthy sense of self is all," Violet said. She brushed my cheek with the back of her fingers. "You're beautiful, Iris, genuinely. It's just that it doesn't show through so much when you're being an arrogant brat."
"I'm not that!"
"You pissed on me while I was sleeping."
"... you're gonna hold that over me now, aren't you?"
Violet smirked. "Most definitely."
"Fine! Well I'm getting the shower first anyway."
I sprang out of bed with more energy than I really felt. The problem with demonstrating such confidence was I couldn't really slow down once my brain caught up to my logistical problems. Namely that my clothes from last night were disgusting and damp, and I was otherwise nude.
"Nice ass," Violet called from the bed, adding an appreciative whistle.
I had to keep marching away. It was all I could do. But a big part of me absolutely cherished my sister's catcalling.
I'd always been down on myself about my looks. I couldn't even totally blame Violet for that, though she hadn't traditionally helped matters. Having her express interest now was a wild new world for me, and gave me some validation I badly craved. And all I'd had to do for it was piss all over her.
I darted nakedly down the hall, praying not to get caught by one or both of our parents. That would be humiliating enough to undo any of the hopeful or exciting things I was currently processing through. It would probably cause a mental breakdown right then and there, if anything.
The path to the bathroom was fortunately clear. I scampered in and breathed a sigh of relief that my nude dash had been unwitnessed.
The shower sang to me, and I luxuriated under its hot, cleansing spray. Last night's piss adventure had been amazing and unlocked so many things for me, but all I wanted now was to be clean. Perfectly, pristinely clean.
I didn't ordinarily pee in the shower. I didn't think of myself as that kind of person. Today, however, when I felt the urge I just let it happen. It felt liberating to be able to just let it out, let it flow down the drain with the rest of the water, and to know that as far as filthy acts it didn't even register now. I was a whole new girl in some very specific ways.



Another thing that wasn't typical of me, but in this case was something of a treat that I occasionally dabbled in, was using the showerhead to masturbate. In this case it had always been more the fear of getting caught rather than a moral quandary. When I masturbated it was usually in the safety of my own room.
Sometimes the showerhead called to me though. Today was one of those days.
I leaned back against the wall of the shower and let my eyes roll back. The drumming water on my clit was heavenly, and I had some serious horniness to burn through. Thinking about that insane, fucked up night with my sister was going to do things to me going forward. I could feel it.
My fears came true after cumming and slowly returning to reality afterward. Violet was standing outside the shower just watching me. We were blurry and indistinct to each other from the steam on the shower door, but it would have been clear enough what I was up to.
The good news was that unlike literally any other day before now, I was slightly embarrassed but didn't really mind getting caught masturbating.
I cracked the shower door. "Perv," I told Violet.
"Slut," she responded immediately.
The second time she'd used that word. It had always been something I'd thrown at her, and now she was using it on me. And... I really liked it. I'd hate it coming from anyone else, I was pretty sure, but from Violet....
There was something about the shift from her usual insults which painted me as undesirable to one that suggested the very opposite. It gave me weird but nice feelings inside.
Violet yanked the door the rest of the way open and turned the water off before stepping into the shower with me. She remained naked with no sign she'd donned any temporary clothing on the way over.
"Hey! I was in here," I protested.
"I'm aware," Violet said. "Really having fun too, weren't you?"
"I'm allowed," I said.
"Oh I don't have a problem with it," Violet assured me. "I came to help, actually."
She pushed on my shoulders, guiding me down to my knees.
"I don't need help. I'm getting cleaned up." My eyes widened as I came face to face with my sister's pussy. "Vi! I just got rinsed off, dammit!"
"You can clean up again," she said, and unleashed her piss straight into my face.
It was annoying because I'd just been feeling so cleansed a moment ago, and I here I was being made filthy again. It was also annoying because I'd just taken the edge off my horniness, and now Violet was cranking it right back up on me.
She so casually decided that she could just use my face as her toilet, even in the light of day again. And she wasn't even wrong.
I had to close my eyes even though I wanted to watch. Violet's piss kept getting all over my face and not leaving me the freedom to at least witness it happen. I opened my mouth though and once again let it flow over my tongue and back over my lips. It made me feel so wonderfully slutty.
I cautiously blinked my eyes open as Violet's last trickles ran down my neck and tits. She was staring down at contemplatively and noticeably aroused.
"Did you just... swallow some?" she asked.
I shook my head and let the last traces of her pee run back out of my mouth. "No. Didn't swallow."
"Ah, oh well. That would have been pretty hot," she said.
"It would be gross," I said.
"Yeah, it can be both." Violet's fingers were in my hair, holding me dangerously close to her pussy. "You're managing both pretty well already."
Oh fuck. She had to stop saying things like that. Coming from my sister, typically the person with the most savage and cutting words reserved for me, every little compliment or sign of interest had me burning. The indirect admission that she thought I could be hot had me melting for her.
It was kind of pathetic, honestly. I'd always imagined myself with someone who treated me really nicely someday. I really hadn't thought myself a sucker for someone degrading and praising me at the same time. But I so badly found myself caught in the web of it.
I stuck my tongue out and licked up some stray droplets of pee on Violet's pussy. She made a confused, horny noise and pushed me back from her.
"You can't do that," she said. "You're my sister."
"You picked up on that, huh?" I said sarcastically.
I moved back in and swiped my tongue across her slit a couple more times before pulling myself away. Violet's heavy-lidded expression suggested she could have gone for more, and once again I felt that fire inside. Licking my sister's pussy after she'd just pissed all over me was sluttier than I ever imagined of myself, but here I was having done it. I felt so proud of myself, and just wildly sexy too.
"Fuck," Violet said, shaking her head as she turned away from me.
She cranked the water back on and started washing herself while leaving her ass in my face. I, in my current state, admired it close up for a moment. I even felt the urge to lick it too, though that was way too far. She was, in fact, my sister. Licking her naughty bits was out of line in so many ways.
She did have an amazing ass though.
I struggled back to my feet and tried to shoulder-check Violet out of the way. "I was here first, by the way," I said. "I get to clean up first."
"You had your chance," she said, pushing me right back.
"Yeah, I did. And then you got me messy and gross again," I said, knocking her off-balance enough to temporarily claim the cleansing water from above.
"Only 'cause you're a little piss slut," she said, knocking me against the wall.
As much as I loved her saying that and wanted more, I was also annoyed at my shower being stolen. Besides which, I couldn't let her know just how much I loved it. She'd either be insufferable, or she'd withhold calling me such names. Maybe both.
I fought Violet as best I could, wrestling my way to attempted primacy. Despite standing nearly equal in actual height, I knew I didn't stand a chance against in her physical combat. Never had.
But oh it was glorious fighting her in the shower. My latent lesbian sluttiness was really blossoming now. Her warm, wet, slippery body constantly rubbing against me in new and interesting ways was worth the humiliation of feeling very much the little sister as every one of my attacks was repelled.
"Behave!" Violet panted.
"You behave!" I shot back.
"Just let me clean up!"
"After me!"
"Stupid slut!"
"Selfish bitch!"
The conflict only escalated, and my saving grace was that standing under the hot water neatly hid just how aroused I was getting. Any flush or wetness in my body was covered over. But I was so fucking turned on, and for once even losing decisively against Violet was making me pleasantly horny. She couldn't actually pin me and make me surrender, not without being able to get a good grip on me which she was finding a struggle. Every time I weaseled out of a firm hold it meant more slipping and sliding against her.
The bathroom door banged open.
"What are you two doing now?!" Mom demanded.
Violet and I froze. How oh how to explain this one?
As the silence stretched into awkwardness, but before our mother could start asking question neither of us could answer, I let out a whine.
"It was my turn in the shower!" I said.
"You were taking forever!" Violet shot back just as quick. "I have things to do!"
"You don't even," I said. "You're just mean."
"I'm mean? You're a spoiled little--"
"For heaven's sake, you're both adults!" Mom said. "This is far too childish."
"Yeah, you're being childish," I taunted my sister.
Violet glared at me, then struck with snake-like swiftness and bit me sharply on the shoulder. I had to muffle myself to keep from letting out a moan. That was embarrassing. It hurt! But... somehow the pain ran straight from my shoulder to my clit. I liked it.
"We'll work it out," Violet said, smugness evident on her face, but only to me.
I couldn't tell what Mom could make out of the interior of the shower. For all I knew she deliberately might not even be looking. But I was ever so thankful there was no way she could tell how turned on I was.
"Honestly, I'm going to have to kick you both outside to play in the yard if you're going to be like this," Mom growled. "I haven't had to do that in well over a decade now."
She left, thankfully. Violet and I were left staring at each other. I didn't think the shower was hiding my blush very well anymore. My cheeks were far hotter than the water running down my body.
"Are you going to behave?" Violet asked softly, our bodies still molded together, our tits and hips pressed up tight.
I delayed my answer purely to keep feeling her against me. "Yes," I finally begrudged her.
"Good girl."
I shivered despite the heat of the shower. How the fuck was my stupid sister making me feel all these things all of a sudden?
I did my best to behave myself. I found that I wanted to. Almost as though I cared about pleasing Violet, something that rarely crossed my mind. But she'd called me a good girl....
Violet cleansed herself while I was half in a confused daze. She pushed me back under the main spray once she was done, and even rinsed out my hair nicely for me.
I zoned back in as she stepped from the shower. I followed the curve of her breasts and hips, and the gentle sway in her stride. My big sister, someone I'd never had tender, intimate feelings for, was all of a sudden a magnetic draw to me.
I followed her out, the two of us drying ourselves off in near-silence. I wrapped myself modestly in my towel, hair still damp. Violet was more meticulous about drying herself off, and only casually wrapped herself in her towel as well, as though she didn't care how much I watched her.
"What the fuck was that about, calling me a good girl?" I finally demanded.
Violet smirked. "I don't know. It worked pretty well though, didn't it?"
"You've never called me any such thing before," I pressed.
She shrugged. "You've never been one."
"It's weird," I insisted.
"You liked it," Violet countered smoothly.
I blushed. She had me there.
"You liked being pissed all over," I growled in retort.
Violet inclined her head. "There is that."
"So don't be acting all superior," I said, feeling like maybe, just maybe, I could gain some dignity back here.
My sister, my completely uncowed big sis, stepped over to me and thrust her fingers into my wet hair, taking a firm handful. I whimpered embarrassingly as she tugged my head back, exposing my neck.
"We've both got some things to figure out," she purred. "That's true. The real question is whether you feel the need to be a mouthy brat in the process?"
I shivered again. Another one that ran through me and made me feel electric and alive. This was such a different side of my sister. Not the usual unstable dichotomy of friend and foe that we had become used to with each other. Was it my fault she was acting this way now? Or was this always a part of her that I just hadn't seen?
"I guess it depends on if you're going to be a controlling bitch about it," I said.
Violet laughed sharply. "Mouthy brat it is."
She whipped my towel off and strode out of the room. I froze for a few seconds before pursuing. Violet was too close to her room by the time I could have caught her, and I changed course to my own room. If I'd been thinking clearly I could have just grabbed another towel instead of streaking nude through the hallway. But I wasn't thinking clearly. There was nothing clear about me just now.
****
Violet and I engaged in a late breakfast, interacting with our parents to the extent we had to. I tried to behave myself, but the urge for us to snipe back and forth at each other was inexorable.
Dad hardly noticed and kissed us each on the forehead before departing. Mom, I assumed, was only exasperated because of us wrestling in the shower earlier. I wasn't sure she would have noticed anything amiss otherwise. It made me thoughtful.
Was that what people saw of my sister and me? Just a long series of spats punctuated by genuine but fleeting ceasefires?
I supposed that was how I was used to thinking of us. Yet now I saw the potential for something more than that. Not something acceptable necessarily. The events of last night and this morning were not sisterly behaviour. But if I had the choice between trading verbal barbs and sharing a shower with Violet....
"Alright, brat," Violet said, breaking through my reverie. "Mom's gone."
"She is?" I blinked.
"You really don't function on low sleep, do you?" she said.
It wasn't that, but she didn't need to know what was in my head.
"We've got a room to clean, remember?" Violet said. "Come on."
I wondered if I refused what she'd do. Whether she'd pull me along by the hair, or bite me again, or call me a brat or a slut. Or maybe she'd wrestle me down, piss on my face, then opt for one of the former options.
I did owe her though. And I wasn't quite ready to test her that hard just yet.
The soaked mess of our clothes from last night and all of Violet's bedding went straight in the wash. We struggled together to slide her mattress out to the backyard and I watched her hose it down thoroughly before leaving it propped up in the hot sun to dry. We mopped up anywhere along the floor that either probably or definitely had been pee-stained.
We convened out on the back steps afterward, guarding Violet's mattress. She brought beers.
"Kinda early for that," I said.
"Suit yourself," she shrugged.
I watched her take a big swallow of hers, then gave in and emulated her. I remembered what drinking had done to us last night. As fucked as it was, I wasn't opposed to risking similar results again.
"Now what?" I asked.
Violet hummed. "I don't know. What do you want?"
A good question. I had partial answers to it, but none that I dared speak aloud.
"I've never been in a spot like this," I said.
"You think I have?" Violet asked.
"I dunno. Something closer to it, probably," I said. "You have... more experience."
"That annoys you, doesn't it?" she said.
"Of course. You always... always know better. Or think you do. And you're so smug about it."
"Big sister, remember?" Violet laughed softly.
"I guess," I said.
She was quiet a moment. "Is that really how you see me?"
I blinked. "I mean... not always. But often, yeah."
"Huh." Violet clicked her tongue. "Would you say that's changed?"
"Well... some, I think. Since last night. Couldn't hardly help changing."
"Yeah, that's how I feel about you too."
Did I dare ask how she used to see me? Probably not. That was only opening the door for some pithy and devastating insult.
"Am I right in thinking you've never done anything with a girl before?" she asked.
I blushed furiously and tried to drown it out with more beer. "You know the answer to that," I said.
"I suspect the answer to that. Strongly suspect."
"Well... you suspect right."
"Does it help if I haven't either?" Violet asked.
"... some, actually," I said. "Boys though?"
"Oh yeah," she grinned. "Some fun ones. But... it's different with you. Very, very different."
There were so many possible reasons for that. It wasn't even necessarily a complimentary comparison at all. But I liked it. I liked the implication that I represented something new and exciting to her. And all because I'd wanted petty, messy revenge.
"Hot for you sister now, huh?" I said.
"I wouldn't go that far," Violet said. "But... kinda, yeah. Fucky, huh?"
"Slut," I said automatically.
She bit me hard on the shoulder, thankfully in a different spot from last time. My reaction was an embarrassing sound somewhere between a gasp and a moan.
"You were saying?" Violet prodded evilly.
"Stop doing that," I spluttered.
"Be a good girl," she said calmly.
"Stop saying that too!"
"Or what?"
My face must have been red, and I couldn't even tell if it was righteous sibling fury that coloured me, or desperate arousal.
"I know where you sleep," I warned her.
Violet looked straight into my eyes, into my very soul. "I dare you."
I blinked first. Of course I did. But she hadn't managed to cow me entirely. I was more resilient than that.
"What we did is more embarrassing for you than for me," I said.
"... you're not wrong," Violet grudgingly admitted. "You do have that card."
I fidgeted with the beer can in my hands. "I wouldn't tell anyone," I said.
Violet gave a crooked smile. "Even if you're pissed at me?"
"Well... how badly?"
"Ha, right."
"Sorry," I said. "But you do tend to piss me off pretty badly."
"Right back at ya, Iris."
"That's different," I said. "You're older and stronger and more experienced. Pissing you off is all I have."
Violet watched me thoughtfully. "I think you sell yourself short," she finally said.
"Pff, how? I can't take you in a fight," I said.
"No," she said, "you can't. I may regret saying this at all, but I feel I have to. It's weighing on me. You... you got me the most turned on I've ever been. By a wide margin."
I blinked. "No I didn't. Not that much."
"Yes. You did."
I drank more beer, starting to feel the effects of it. I needed that comfort.
Sure spending the night with my sister pissing all over each other was the horniest thing I'd ever done and would have me fantasizing about it for... well, indefinitely, I supposed. But Violet had done more than me. This wasn't as meaningful to her.
Or... was it?
"But you've had sex," I said. "Right?"
Violet shrugged. "I have."
"That's... that's supposed to be pretty fun," I said.
"It can be," Violet agreed. "It can also be disappointing."
I scratched at my knee. "What's it been for you?"
"A mix of both, generally," she said. "I keep hoping for better. I can feel it. It's out there." She turned her flashing eyes to me, filled with some complex set of emotions that I could hardly fathom. "Do you know how fucky it is that I know--I know!--this is what I'm going to be thinking about for weeks or months now. That you of all people did this to me."
I blushed warmly. I felt embarrassed, but also something else. Horny, maybe. Or proud. Excited?
"I can do more to you," I found myself saying.
"Ha, really?" Violet laughed. "That's what you're going with?"
I met my sister's eye, matching her gaze with more confidence and intensity than I thought I had in me. "If you're a good girl I'll pee on you again."
I was endlessly thrilled at the way Violet's cheeks reddened and she looked away first.
"Oh my god," she whispered. "You...."
"Ask for it nicely and I'll think about it," I said.
Violet's eyes were ablaze with possibility and arousal when she turned back to me. "This is the most presumptuous I think I've ever known you. It's rather annoying."
"Because it's working?" I suggested.
She sighed. "Yeah. That."
"Hehe, you want your little sister to piss on you," I gloated.
Violet bared her teeth and I flinched back before she could bite me again, though part of me regretted my own reflexes.
"You don't even know the mess I'm going to make of you," she told me.
I shivered happily and my clit throbbed in anticipation. "Oh yeah?"
Violet drained her beer and stood up. "Yeah."
She padded inside and returned shortly with another couple cans and some large glasses of water. I really liked where this was heading.
Violet and I soaked up liquid as much as we could, then just waited. Our conversation stayed pretty balanced between heartfelt, teasing, and jabbing, but with an ever increasing proportion of sexual promise.
"Ok," I finally said. "I'm gonna burst."
Violet nodded matter-of-factly and took her shorts off, then knelt down in front of me. She slowly rubbed up and down over her panties, staring straight at me.
I fumbled with removing my own bottoms. I'd been fully naked in bed with her and everything so it wasn't so bad exposing my pussy again. I still felt kind of shy about it. Especially since....



"Neighbours might see," I said.
Violet smirked. "Just thinking about that now?"
"It'd be embarrassing!"
"Yes," she said. "It would."
Violet rubbed herself a little faster. I fairly burned at the thought of what we were doing. Sure, a bit tipsy again. I could probably blame the booze if I tried really hard. But it wasn't that. It was us. This was what we wanted, what we were going to do, even in the cold light of day.
I got my pussy out in front of my sister, my insides protesting at how long it was taking me to release the hot liquid inside me. I scooted forward on the step, trying to put myself as close to my sister as possible. She actually leaned in and opened her mouth right up next to my cooch, but crucially not actually touching me.
It wasn't a matter of consciously starting to pee so much as giving up the fight. I needed to go so badly, and it came out in an absolute torrent.
Violet's face was soaked immediately, as well as all down the front of her shirt. She spluttered and giggled at how hard it hit her. She jammed her fingers down the front of her panties and rubbed herself frantically as my piss ran all over her, fully drenching her front.
"Oh my god," I breathed.
It was a whole new dimension to be able to fully see it happening in the sunlight. Every little detail of me pissing all over my sister was mine to enjoy. Last night, the first time, it had been about vengeance. This time it was one hundred percent horny.
Light flashed in the gushing stream as it arced fleetingly in the air, then splashed against Violet's skin and clothes. The shape of her breasts was fully visible as her shirt clung skin-tight to her, her hair became plastered to her face and scalp. Her exposed skin all glinted back at me.
"That's so hot," I sighed.
Violet grinned at my words. She tried to look at me, but had to mostly keep her eyes closed until my stream died down.
"That was... a lot," she purred.
"You made me drink a lot," I said.
"Didn't make you do anything," Violet said, eyes now open and burning as my pee became a mere trickle.
I gasped as she dove in and lapped at the last bits of pee emitting from me. Her tongue held a sudden and welcome intensity for my needy little pussy. She was actually licking me. Cleaning me up after I'd made such a mess of her. But mostly she was licking my cooch in an unambiguously sexual way.
I moaned and just started to really enjoy myself when she pulled back, making me whine instead.
"My turn now," she said.
"Vi!"
"What?"
"Lick me more?" I pleaded.
Violet's grin was teasing and downright evil. "That would be pretty bad of me, don't you think?"
"Well yeah, duh. But you can't just... can't just start and only give me such a little," I complained.
Violet stood up and peeled her drenched panties off. Admittedly, seeing her pussy in front of me did things to me. Things I didn't want to speak out loud.
"Maybe if you're good you'll get some more after," she said.
"Well that's not fair," I said, eyes locked between my big sister's legs.
"You want my piss all over you or what?" Violet taunted.
I blushed but slipped to my knees and let her straddle me, shoving her cooch right in my face. I was horny. Way too horny. Too needy.
I couldn't help myself but stick my tongue out and lick her. I seemed to catch Violet off-guard with it too, though she soon cooed approval and started pissing on me anyway even as I lapped hungrily at her wet pussy.
My sister's piss flooded my mouth and she did her best to drown me in it. The excess cascade of it soaked down my front and made me just as much a mess as she was. I did my best to keep licking her throughout, but for much of the time I was simply letting the hot liquid flow over my tongue and back out my overfilled mouth, over my lips, down my chin and neck, past my tits and tummy to my thighs.
As I kept licking Violet and tasting her piss, I dared to even try swallowing some. Not a lot, but some. There was so much I couldn't really help myself, and mostly it just made my pussy burn even hotter.
"Oh fuck," Violet breathed. "You good little piss slut. Holy shit."
I was worryingly pleased with myself. Making my big sis talk to me like that, continuing to lap at her pussy as her stream of piss ebbed and finally trickled down to nothing. I kept licking. She still tasted strongly of pee, though that faded as well as I cleaned her with my tongue. More and more her flavour was of arousal instead.
"Good girl," Violet cooed. "Keep licking. Fuck me. So good."
I lost myself in the moment, not thinking about what it meant that my sister was kind of bossing me around. Not worried about what she thought she could tell me to do. I wanted to do it. I wanted so badly to keep making her feel good. The two of us covered in each other's piss, and all I wanted was to shove my tongue up inside her.
And, admittedly, to hear her praise me and ask for more. It was kind of annoying how much I was enjoying that part.
"Fuck, Iris," Violet moaned, stroking my hair which had mostly but not entirely escaped getting pissed on. "Suck on my clit."
I ignored her and kept licking.
"Iris?"
Still licking. Still tasting her increasingly delicious pussy.
"Unf, fine. Please suck on my clit," Violet tried. "Please be a good girl for me. A good little pussy slut."
That was the shit. Again, embarrassing to want it so badly from my sister of all people, but it added flame to the fire within me. I was so desperately horny now, and I sent all that energy straight into my sister's clit.
Violet moaned loudly and gripped my hair tight. She didn't actually shove my face into her pussy, didn't try to physically control me, but that grip was firmly there anyway.
Sucking on her felt so natural to me. I didn't even need her little noises and twitches to feel good about it, but they helped a lot too. It just felt right, as well as gloriously sexy. There was no thinking involved. Not like trying to move my tongue just so. More like just latching on and letting my natural instincts do the work. Just sucking away on her.
I couldn't have been any prouder of myself making Violet cum. I sat back when she finally pushed me away. I lost my balance and tumbled backward onto the lawn behind me, happy to lie out in the sun and let it start to dry my soaking wet shirt.
Violet was a few moments recovering.
"Pleased with yourself?" she asked me.
"Yeah," I said happily.
"Fair. You earned it," she said. "Really your first time eating pussy?"
"You know it is," I said. "First time doing it while someone's trying to drown me in piss too."
"So all kinds of fun," Violet grinned, crawling down beside me.
We must have looked quite the pair. Two sisters with no bottoms on, lying out and letting each other's piss dry off of us in the sun. I didn't even care right now about anyone seeing. It wasn't a concern in my mind one way or another.
"I can't believe I let you eat my pussy," Violet said eventually.
"Let me?" I said. "You're welcome, more like."
"Ha, didn't mean it like that," she said. "Just, you know, you're not who I ever would have expected to have their mouth latched on to me like that."
"That's fair, I guess," I allowed. I rolled closer and put my arm around her. "I'd probably do it again if you're good."
"How generous," Violet teased.
"You'd be lucky if I did," I insisted.
"I... actually would be," she admitted. "I could go for a little sister mouth slut as it turns out. That's kind of embarrassing to realize."
I bit her tit through her shirt.
"Hey!" she yelped.
"Stop being embarrassed about me!" I said.
"This is fucking embarrassing no matter how you look at it," Violet countered. "Do you see the two of us right now? We're--"
I bit her again.
"Stop that!" she hissed.
"Or what?" I demanded, nipping at her some more.
Violet growled and shoved me on my back, pinning me down easily. I struggled, but I never stood a chance as soon as it became a purely athletic contest between us.
"No fair you're always stronger," I whined.
"You coulda done sports too instead of always nerd shit," she taunted.
"I wasn't strong enough for any of that," I said. "How would that help?"
"You would have been in better shape from doing sports, not doing sports because you were in better shape already. How do you really not grasp the causal relation in this case?"
I squirmed under Violet, but it was no good trying to escape until she let me. Not that I really wanted to. Ordinarily I would have felt helpless and annoyed. This time the helplessness just got me hot. I wanted her on top of me, if only to see what she'd do with it.
She pulled off my soggy t-shirt, leaving me naked and damp. I could have escaped probably while she was occupied peeling my shirt off of me, but I stayed docile. I gasped hard when she bit me right on the tit afterward.
"Hey!" I yelped, though I unconsciously arched my back and offered my chest up for more.
Violet obliged, biting straight on the nipple of my other breast. I felt a hot lightning connect directly from my nipple to my clit for the brief second her teeth were clamped on me.
"I want to lick you," she said, ignoring my feigned protests.
I paused only a heartbeat. "Ok."
"I... haven't really done it before," she said.
I shrugged. "So?"
"Yeah, fair."
Violet trailed down my body. Shy as I was about her being face to face with my cooch, I still spread my legs wide for her. There was something very different about exposing myself to pee on her, and leaving myself vulnerable so she could lick me out. Two very different things. But I wanted it so badly that my shyness and lack of experience didn't stand a chance against pure sisterly horniness.
Her tongue was magic. I didn't care--didn't know the difference really--that she was learning as she went. The feel of it added fire to my already blazing pussy. It was by far one of the nicest feelings of my life.
Violet's oral caresses were sensuous and decadent. Her mouth on me had me arching and panting, begging for more and more. I was her toy to lick and play with, and that was all I wanted in the moment.
I encouraged her to suck on my clit. She teased around it, giving me little tastes here and there, before finally latching on firmly. That was what I needed. I felt it build inside me as her lips did their natural work. The fire blazed up, consumed me, made me feel like I couldn't possibly stand it, then in the blink of an eye it all released in the most powerful cum of my life. Cumming hard and desperately into my sister's mouth while she sucked as much pleasure out of my poor little clit as she possibly could.
I was weak and helpless afterward. Violet cuddled me on the lawn, teasing and holding me. I was incoherent and needy of her affections.
"That's a good girl," she purred.
I only babbled something that wasn't quite words back at her.
"It was pretty fun making you cum," she said.
I smiled shyly and pressed my face to her, nestling against my big sister. I felt so safe with her in the moment and I needed that comfort.
****
I hoped so badly that Violet and I weren't finished being bad together. It was all I masturbated to afterward. Thoughts of us pissing on each other, feeling and licking each other, sleeping together. My imagination ran wild with things we'd done and things I dreamed of us still doing.
My poor horny little self couldn't resist testing the very first opening I got a few days later when I walked into the bathroom and found my sister on the toilet. She looked at me rather indifferently as I padded in, though to be fair it was first thing in the morning and we were both pretty bleary. Not bleary enough to stop me getting horny almost immediately though.
I kicked my panties off and stepped up to Violet just as her pee trickled to an end. I climbed into her lap, wrapped my arms loosely around the back of her neck, and started pissing. Sharing the toilet with her, and using our combined bodies as a funnel to get the hot liquid down to the bowl beneath us.
"Fuck's sake," Violet muttered, pinching my nipple through my shirt. "Guess I'm taking a shower after all."
"Sorry," I giggled with no trace of actual apology in my voice.
We got naked and squeezed in the shower together. I loved it so much, getting the chance to squish up close and wet to my sister again and fight over the shower spray.
Unsurprisingly, Violet got me out of the way by forcing me to my knees and making me lick her pussy. I was so eager to oblige her. It wasn't even that I wanted to make her feel good. It was just something that turned me on like crazy, and it made me so happy that she wanted me to do it again.
"You're gonna misbehave, this is what you get," she told me softly.
The sexiest threat I could have asked for. Piss on my sister and I get to shower with her and have full access to her pussy? Yes please. That was a dream come true.
My strong feelings on the matter made me wonder whether I'd always felt some kind of thing for Violet. Whether I would have burned the same for her using my mouth a month ago, say. Or whether we'd both flipped a naughty switch that night when I'd pissed on her in her bed. Whether that had fundamentally shifted everything about our relationship.
I made my big sister cum from me sucking on her clit, feeling wanton and wild and fairly pleased with myself.
Violet took a moment to herself to recover, and I took the opportunity to hog the water and try to clean myself up some. To my absolute delight, I'd only just started properly cleaning myself when Violet pressed me against the wall, pinned me there, and detached the showerhead so she could manually position it at my pussy.
I whimpered and squirmed as the water drummed against me in insanely pleasurable ways. I outright gasped and moaned when Violet stuck two fingers up inside me too. Just casually claimed my pussy for her own like that.
I gazed at Violet's eyes, but she was intent on my cooch. She could claim me in any way she wanted, I realized. Such an insane turnaround from always squabbling with each other. Now all I wanted was to be close in all the least appropriate ways.
My sister made me cum, pressed up against the wall of the shower, all wet and panting for her. She dropped the showerhead and helped hold me up as I recovered, which incidentally left us squished up even tighter against each other.
"Vi?" I asked in a small voice.
"Yeah?"
"Do you want to kiss me?"
She studied me, brushing back wet hair from my face.
"Weirdly... I kind of do," she decided. "Fucked up, huh?"
I shook my head. "I don't think so."
"You don't?" Violet teased. "Even if I want to kiss you in a very unsisterly way?"
My heartbeat felt too loud in my chest. "Is there a sisterly way to do it?"
Violet grinned and gave me the chastest of pecks on the cheek.
"Oh," I said. "Right. I want the other kind then."
"I don't know," Violet said, still taunting me. "I don't know if you deserve it. You're kind of an annoying, bratty, pain in the ass little sister."
I felt the odd emptiness in me as she spoke. Not in a bad way. Just that ordinarily I would have had my claws out immediately in response to a statement like that. I felt a certain amount of pride in being able to match or even best Violet when it came to insulting each other, but despite her best efforts the fire just wasn't there to be stoked. All the heat she caused in me had been channeled elsewhere, to happier and hornier places within me.
I hugged my sister. "I can be good," I said.
The full, physical surprise Violet reacted with was fairly amusing. Without even seeing her expression--my face firmly buried in her tits--I could viscerally imagine the range of feelings she would be going through. I understood. I was surprising myself almost as badly at the same time.
"Fuck," Violet sighed. "It's like that, is it?"
I shrugged.
"I like you better like this," she admitted.
"Same," I agreed.
"Takes a bit of the fun out things though," she said.
"You can always piss all over my face any time you need to get some aggression out," I offered.
Violet growled and tilted my head up to meet hers. Her lips were on me hard and insistent, demanding things of me I was only too happy to give.
It was an aggressive first kiss, and somehow perfect. I didn't want or expect my sister to take it easy on me, and indeed her lips and tongue took what they wanted from me, and she even left me with a small, sharp nip on my bottom lip with her teeth as she pulled back.
"Don't be too good," Violet said.
I nodded blankly as she turned away, replaced the showerhead in its holder, and finished with washing herself off. I just watched for a moment, stunned and smitten and overwhelmed. Then, little sister instincts taking over, I shouldered her out of the way so I could get some of the hot, luxurious water.
I grinned happily as Violet wrestled me back to the side. I could find the new balance. We both could, together. I didn't want to make things too easy for her, even though I meant it with every breath of my being that I could be good. Like she'd told me though, it wouldn't do to be too good. That would steal some of the fun out of it.
****
While it didn't become a daily occurrence exactly, Violet and I found frequent opportunities going forward to be bad together. One or both of us got pissed all over multiple times a week, and licking each other out began to replace masturbating entirely, at least for me. I couldn't swear to precisely what habits my sister enjoyed, other than I knew for sure she liked taking advantage of my eager little tongue when she was in a horny mood.
I found that sneaking into the bathroom with Violet first thing in the morning, or indeed just before bedtime, tended to get pretty consistent results. Catching her with a full bladder in the best location to not have to clean up a mess after meant that it didn't take much work on my part to get her pussy shoved at me and a hot, golden stream all over my face and down my front.
Violet let me pee on her a lot too. She enjoyed it the same as I did. She was, however, more prone to creativity or sometimes honestly just seeing what she could get me to do.
I was pretty much a sucker for doing naughty things on command as long as I knew it was going to be fun. So I found myself in compromising positions like contorted upside down in the shower where Violet could make me piss all over my own face while she watched and smirked.
I might have taken offence to that if not for her follow up of sitting on my face and drowning me in her piss as well, while she simultaneously licked my bum and shoved her fingers in my soaked pussy.
My degradation was always rewarded. That was the key, really. As hot as it was, I didn't know that I would have been so docile about keeping up with my sister's imagination otherwise.
She was really, really good at making me cum when she had her mind set on it. Even if a large part of it was in service of getting herself off.
I could only imagine what sort of things we might have gotten up to if not for having to keep our fun a secret. Our parents' presence was the biggest obstacle. Neither Violet or I had much interest in Mom and Dad knowing what incestuous piss sluts we actually were.
They did, however, catch on to the fact that Violet and I were getting along too well lately. Or at least Mom did. Dad, I suspected, wouldn't allow himself to verbalize such an observation lest he jinx it. Mom tended to be more direct when her spidey-senses tingled.
"You two have been awfully quiet lately," Mom said at dinner one evening.
Violet and I glanced at each other. She wasn't wrong, but neither of us wanted to explain that we'd found new outlets for our frustrations with each other, and they mostly involved making each other cum on a regular basis, or indeed basking in the satisfaction of drowning the other in piss. Often both sequentially.



"Sorry," Violet said. "Prude bitch," she added casually to me.
"Stupid whore," I replied just as amicably.
Mom sighed loudly. "None of that. I just meant... is there anything we should know? Any... trouble?"
"Vi's in a street gang," I supplied instantly.
"Iris has been too busy dealing meth to be a bother," Violet said just a touch slower.
Dad patted Mom's hand. "Perhaps just--"
"I'm dropping it," Mom said, narrowing her eyes. "Just know that if there's something going on...."
As far as her threats went, this one hardly registered. Then again I wasn't sure I'd ever witnessed our mother so utterly in the dark about what trouble Violet and I were up to. Because we very much were up to mischief. It just so happened that we were permanently on the same team for once.
I watched my sister sidelong after that particular thought. It actually felt rather warm and nice to consider us as a team. Not just a fleeting partnership of convenience, but actually bonded by something bigger than our individual concerns. Arguably being sisters should have had a similar effect all by itself, but traditionally that was a flimsy excuse for caring about each other.
I let my foot settle next to Violet's under the table. She didn't outwardly react, but she didn't pull away either.
I really liked being close to her, I realized. I enjoyed the kinky sex on its own merits, but I truly loved that it gave us an excuse to not hate each other. Or, perhaps, a less damaging way to take out our mutual aggression.
Had I actually hated my sister, or had I simply found her too arrogant and insufferable to enjoy her presence and our sisterly bond for more than a few hours at a time? That was an interesting question.
I posed it to Violet later on when we took an evening walk together. She took her time considering it.
"It depends on how one defines hate, I suppose," she said eventually. "But I might say that no, I don't think I hated you. I just couldn't stand you a lot of the time, is all."
I smiled and slipped my hand into hers. She once again didn't react, but also didn't pull away. She did, however, take another long drink from the water bottle she carried in her other hand. I was getting excited watching her hydrate and wonder what she had planned.
It turned out I made a cheap and easy date. All it took was heavily drinking water in front of me to get me turned on.
"You like me better when you can drown me in piss any time I get annoying, huh?" I said cheerfully.
"It helps," Violet agreed. She squeezed my hand. "You're a good little piss slut."
I blushed happily and walked along beside her, absolutely oblivious to anything other than having her next to me.
Violet eventually stopped in a semi-private spot when she'd finished her water. I was a little disappointed to watch her fill the bottle back up with her pee instead of making me a public toilet somehow, though I recognized that it was still pretty light out and there were far too many witnesses on the way home for me to make the trek dripping in her piss.
She made me carry her water bottle as we headed back home. It was then that I understood her understated but humiliating genius.
Being a clear bottle, the yellow colour of the liquid inside was all too obvious. The heat of it was noticeable in my hand as well, as though I needed that constant reminder.
There was no reason for anyone to look closely at my 'drink', but if they did I wasn't sure there was any way to hide what I was carrying.
Violet hadn't even touched me, other than holding hands, and still she had me making myself all wet and horny on our walk home.
I contemplated the piss bottle in my hand as we strolled back. I couldn't help myself but take the occasional sip from it, much to my sister's amusement.
"Think you could drink it all?" she asked.
"Nah," I said. "Unless you're interested in me throwing up all over your cooch later."
Violet snickered. "I'll pass, thanks. Why do you drink any at all though in that case?"
I shrugged and took another sip. "I dunno. Makes me feel nice and slutty, I guess."
"That's you," Violet purred. "A little piss slut."
My cheeks heated and I bit my lip shyly.
"You usually drink some when I piss on your face, don't you?" Violet asked.
I nodded. "Usually, yeah."
"Hehe, good girl. See how much you can finish before we get home, ok?"
I was so fucking turned on. I did my best to drink more from Violet's water bottle, but I didn't even quite make it to halfway through as we neared our house again.
"It's cooled down too much," I complained, making a face. "It's weird now."
"Pff, yeah, now it's weird," Violet laughed. "You've been drinking your sister's piss out in public, but the temperature is what's weird."
"Don't be mean," I whined, even though it only made me wetter.
Violet smiled and turned to me. She tilted my chin toward her and kissed me, right there on the sidewalk, not too far from where neighbours might recognize us. It honestly made me melt into her.
"You're such a good little piss slut," she praised me. "Such a good girl. Such a good, slutty sister."
I nodded, silent and wide-eyed, watching her hopefully.
"Dump the rest out," she said. "I'll take care of you when we get home."
She did too. Violet used a vibrator on me in her bed later on, and not only did she make me cum hard, but she kept making me cum, even past the point where I was pleading to have a break. It was like she was trying to break my mind from repeated orgasms. She grinned ferally when I thrashed beneath her and only pinned me down more firmly.
I was wiped out when she let me rest and recover, and she casually vibed herself for a while instead of asking anything of me. I had nothing to give just then.
"You made a bit of a mess there," she teased me.
"You made me squirt," I said. "And that is entirely on you."
"Sure you didn't pee yourself?"
"Coulda been either," I said. "Or both." I just shrugged. I didn't have it in me to think too hard or to debate for very long.
"Good thing I put that waterproof mattress cover on if you're gonna do things like that," Violet said.
"Oh," I said. "That's what feels different. So I can--"
"No you may not pee my bed," Violet said firmly. "Behave."
I grinned impishly, but did in fact behave myself. I mostly just wanted my sister to finish herself up so we could go to sleep.
I curled up naked with her once we'd both been satisfied and had a trip to the bathroom and back. That's where I most wanted to be, was close to Violet, in her arms, feeling her pure heat and softness against me. It was perfection.
****
It seemed fair to say Violet and I became obsessed with each other. I didn't know a better term for it. If she'd been anyone else I would have said I was falling for her, but even now that just seemed like too weird a thing to think about my sister.
I enjoyed spending time with her so much more though. Even without kink or sex involved. We could just hang out and talk or cuddle or whatever. It felt cozy.
The key seemed to be that we had outlets now that let us release all the pressure when one or both of us started getting agitated or annoyed. A healthy dose of sharing cums and soaking each other in piss really took the edge off our old relationship dynamics. We could coexist in peace so much more easily.
The odd thing was that I began to be a bit despondent about having to be a secret. I understood it. There wasn't really a way around it that I could see. It was just something that struck me sometimes when I was cozied up to Violet while we each played on our phones, or while we lay naked in bed falling asleep together.
I expressed those feelings to Violet and she seemed to understand, but I didn't think at the time that it was going to get us anywhere. That turned out not to be totally correct.
Violet invited me to come drinking with her friends a few weeks later. That was unusual in itself. That had been the sort of thing that maybe would have been tolerated if they were hanging at our place, but absolutely not if it was anywhere else. Despite that, it didn't feel out of place for me to go with her. Things had shifted enough between us.
Conveniently for us, we were headed to a friend's place that was in walking distance, and we could stroll along carrying our booze and occasionally holding hands even, though the latter was mostly through my efforts. I was clingier than she was, I could admit it.
It was just dusk when we really got started. Five of us sitting around a fire in Amanda's backyard. I knew Amanda, Melanie, and Lucy decently well. They'd all been my sister's friends for a while. I was a little worried about how they'd feel having me around, but none of them seemed bothered at all. I was just another part of the group getting slowly drunk and silly, albeit a shyer and quieter member of said group.
I didn't feel as comfortable and relaxed as if I was hanging out with my own friends, and that was ok. I felt like Violet was including me in her life a little more and that was about all I could ask anyway. She didn't even owe me that much, really.
I should have known it wasn't anything as simple as that.
"Well, I gotta piss," Violet announced to the group at large.
I ignored her statement at first, other than to vanish into my own daydreams and smile slightly to myself thinking about where I'd like her to piss. I was fairly drunk by this point, and apparently it didn't take much to get me horny too.
The tone of the talking and giggling around the fire changed though, and I slowly realized Violet was grinning at me and removing her pants.
"Come here, Iris," my sister urged.
I blinked and flicked my gaze around. "Um...."
"What, shy all of a sudden?" Violet asked.
She stripped her bottoms off and got her pussy out. I blushed at the implication, and then only got redder and warmer as I noted how many sets of eyes were firmly and curiously on me.
"Vi..." I breathed.
"Are you gonna come here or what?" she asked.
"In... in front of everyone?" I squeaked.
"If you want," she said.
I looked around again. It was so unfair setting me up like this. Setting me up to be her piss slut in front of her friends.
That didn't mean, however, that I was going to say no.
I trembled, I actually shook, as I crawled between my sister's legs. I didn't think she could actually get me hornier, do anything wilder and stupider. I supposed that was my fault for lacking imagination and underestimating Violet.
"You really want your friends to know?" I asked in a near-whisper.
Violet shrugged like it was no big thing. "Little late to be asking that now."
She unleashed her piss on me, and I sputtered in surprise before getting a hold of myself. I latched my mouth on Violet's pussy, swallowing some small amount of the torrent and letting so much more overflow down my chin and soak my shirt. I pulled back and let her douse my tits more directly, alternating with filling up my mouth again and again, sometimes drinking some down, sometimes just letting it be an overflowing piss-catcher.
I was burning hot. The difference it made being a piss slut in front of my sister's friends was overwhelming. I had no idea what reaction Amanda, Melanie, or Lucy might be having to any of this. I had no intention of looking at them right now, and maybe not the rest of the evening. This was excessively slutty for me, even given my recent behaviours.
But they must have been prepped at least a little for this happening. They must have been. I heard murmurs and shocked giggles break out, but no frantic disapproval or chastisements.
Violet's pee eventually trickled down to nothing. I stuck out my tongue for the last of it, then licked her pussy a few times when she was finished.
I looked up at my big sis, so desperately horny now after what she'd done to me in front of her friends. It was incredibly humiliating, but only in the very best ways.
"Good girl," Violet said languidly, patting the side of my head affectionately.
"That was crazy," Melanie laughed. "I can't believe you really did that."
"Vi's always up to something," Amanda snickered.
"Yeah... but her sister though," Lucy said. I couldn't tell if it was reproach or awe in her voice, and I still couldn't bring myself to look around and find out.
I couldn't help myself but try to climb into Violet's chair with her. It wasn't at all built for two, and she tried to playfully fend me off, but I was determined and managed to straddle across her lap and wrap my arms around her.
Violet sighed. "Guess I'm wet too now."
I had indeed made a pretty big mess of her in return just from pressing my piss-soaked body to hers.
"That's what you get," I purred.
"Oh is it?" she asked lightly.
I grinned and let my own bladder release. I somehow didn't think she'd been expecting that, at least not right away. Violet squawked at me and tried to push me away, but I had a tight enough grip that she couldn't get rid of me fast enough to avoid my piss soaking through my jeans and all over her lower body.
"Yeah," I said smugly.
Violet rolled her eyes, but made out with me a bit while I remained in her lap. I almost thought I was entirely forgiven until Melanie needed to pee and my sister unceremoniously dumped me on the ground.
I was close enough to the fire to get its warmth, and more importantly to be able to see Lucy clearly as she stood above me, pussy out and highlighted by the flickering flames. She definitely had been more interested than scandalized, it seemed.
I probably made for quite a slutty little sight myself, especially when I opened my mouth for Lucy. She squatted over me and pissed all over my face and neck and chest. I spluttered and laughed as I was drenched again. This marking the first time getting pissed on by someone other than my big sister. It didn't hold quite the same emotional intimacy, but it was just as slutty and horny.
"Good girl," Violet said, watching me lazily from her seat as Amanda also decided to use me as a toilet in front of the whole group.
I couldn't decide whether to be thrilled and happy with my lot, or embarrassed and ashamed ever after, or just tug my pants down and rub myself silly in front of everyone. There was so much going on in my head.
I reached for my sister, arms outstretched, even as I blinked away a few errant drops of piss from my face. Violet shook her head and didn't move, but I kept flexing my fingers in a grasping motion and pouted in increasingly pitiful ways until she relented and joined me on the ground, holding me tight while Melanie pissed all over me too. All over the both of us, really.
Lucy knelt down next to me afterward in all my piss-soaked glory. I bit my lip and drew comfort from Violet's embrace.
"You're... really into this?" Lucy asked softly.
I nodded shyly but without any hesitation at all. I had no questions about who I was. Not in this context.
Violet's friends took it in stride, more or less. They'd all peed on me now. I'd fully stared at three brand new pussies while they splashed piss all over me. The three of them sent the occasional follow-up question to Violet or me, but largely everyone just got back to drinking and laughing about all kinds of shit.
It was like I wasn't anything unusual to behold. Not for very long. I appreciated that. Feeling like I belonged, even after demonstrably being a bit of a freak.
But Violet was too and that counted for a lot, I thought. I clung to her in a way that would have annoyed her so very badly not long ago. Now, I supposed, any time I irked her she got to shove me down and piss in my mouth.
I remained everyone's toilet for the night in any case, saving all kinds of trips indoors to go to the bathroom. Why bother when I was already a mess and happy to take more and more. Sometimes I dragged Violet in with me, sometimes it was just me. I was happy and horny either way, even when my sister pretended not to want to cuddle me after I'd been freshly peed on. She didn't fight hard enough to keep me off. I didn't think she really wanted to.
As if to prove my point, Violet once again held my hand at the end of the night when we walked back home again. She even went further and wrapped an arm around my shoulder to hold me while we walked once I started getting cold and shivering a little.
"I miss the fire," I said.
"Shouldn't be walking around at night in wet clothes," Violet commented dryly.
"Ha freaking ha," I said.
She smirked at me. She was actually quite breathtaking in the moonlight, not that I'd tell her so. It would be too humiliating to compliment her like that. I was a serious piss slut for my sister, but even so I had to have standards.
"You were pretty sexy tonight," Violet said.
I ducked my head and blushed. It was kind of no fair she could say things like that and get me embarrassed instead of her.
"Thanks," I said.
"Makes me wonder what else you'd do," she said.
"With... other people around?" I asked.
"Maybe."
"You liked having your friends piss on me too, didn't you?" I accused.
"Well duh. Wouldn't have asked them to otherwise," she said. "Besides, you loved it."
I had to nod agreement. I did, in fact, love it.
"We were talking about a party in a couple weeks," Violet mused. "Maybe you could come too."
I wanted so badly to ask how many people she'd want to use me as a public toilet, but I didn't think she'd tell me. Besides, if I knew, I might not go. And I really, really wanted to go.
"That's all I am to you, huh?" I said. "A piss slut?"
"And a regular slut too," Violet assured me. "You think you're getting out of eating me out when we get home? Think again."
I grinned and felt a warmth spread inside me despite the chill night air. My big sister's arrogance--once my greatest source of vexation--had well and truly become a reliable source of arousal for me. She got me so fucking horny without even having to try sometimes.
Then again, she'd put the work in already tonight. It didn't mean I was easy just because a few horny words had my pussy dripping in anticipation.
Our parents were long since asleep which made our stealthy return to our house fairly easy. That was a good thing, because we were both tipsy enough not to actually be all that sneaky about it.
We both chugged some water before heading to the shower. Sure there was hydration to think of, but Violet and I had our more specific reasons too. She was not at all subtle about getting me naked and in the shower so she could unleash her piss all over me again while I giggled and let her drown me a little, as a treat.
"Lick me, Iris," Violet urged softly. "Lick me."
I nodded and attacked her pussy like a good little sister. I was so turned on and wanted to get her off almost as much as I was looking forward to my turn having her play with me.
I made Violet cum once for me, then another time as I latched on to her clit and sucked while staring up at her as cute and slutty as I could possibly manage.
"Good girl," she praised me after in that way she was training me to crave. "You're getting so good at that."
I beamed and nodded. "Now me?" I asked.
Violet gave me a teasing grin and turned on the water. She made sure to turn the spray away from us until it hit temperature, then let the beautifully warm cascade hit us both and start to cleanse our night's depravity. I'd warmed up naturally anyway, but the added heat still felt amazing on my previously shivering body.
"You think you need licked too?" she asked me.
"Of course!" I said immediately.
"I suppose you did behave pretty well tonight," Violet mused.
I frowned as I stood up. "You're acting like I need to earn it," I pouted.
"Nah," she said, brushing her hand on my cheek. "You're just really cute when you get worked up."



Violet kissed me tenderly, taking all the wind out of my indignation.
"You're really cute when you get embarrassed too," she added just before sinking to her knees.
I put a hand to my cheek where she'd been touching it a moment ago. Was I blushing? Probably, unfortunately. Although if Violet thought it was cute....
I gasped as her skilled tongue danced on my pussy. I needed it so badly. I needed to cum.
Still, even in the depths of my pleasure, I burned with the feeling of Violet telling me I was cute and a good girl. I craved these things more than any individual orgasm. This was most definitely not how sisters were meant to bond with each other, but for us maybe this was exactly what we'd always needed.
Violet made me cum once with her mouth, then once more with her fingers in me and the showerhead massaging my clit. I was all wobbly after my second cum and kind of just clung to her while we got finished cleaning off.
I wasn't quite sure how she managed to get me out of the shower, dried off, and guided to bed. I was lost and dreamy, and only wanted to hold on close to her. My wet, naked, wonderful big sister.
We settled together so very cozily in Violet's bed. We were clean and pristine, her bed was soft, and she was warm.
"You're such a good little slut," Violet purred to me. "I'm going to have so much fun with you."
"Mmm, you think so?" I asked dreamily.
"I can do anything I want to you," she said confidently, nails gliding down my bare spine.
"That's... kind of true," I said.
"I could have so many people piss all over you," she said. "Or... I could save you just for me. I can do anything I want."
I looked up at her and grinned.
"What's so funny about that?" she asked lightly.
"First of all," I said. "I think it's funny that you're still horny and trying to get me going again even when we should be getting some sleep."
"Wouldn't hurt to get my pussy licked once more before bed," Violet admitted, starting to match my grin.
"Second of all," I said, slowly pushing myself up on top of my sister, straddling her warm, naked, clean body in her bed. "You forgot something kind of important."
"Did I?" Violet asked with a small laugh. Her hands traveled up my sides to my tits. She pinched my nipples, then ran her hands back down my tummy. "I've got you naked in bed. I can pin you down easily. We both know it. And what's more, you'll love it. What did I forget, do you think?"
I flashed one of the most mischievous smiles of my life at her. "I haven't peed since we got home."
Violet's eyes widened just as my piss flooded out all over her front, across her body, and onto the bed beneath her.
"Iris no!"
I giggled. "Iris yes."
I felt Violet's hands tighten on my hips, prepared to lift me away or push me off. After a beat they loosened and my sister just kept feeling me up while I unloaded a painful amount of piss all over her, including scooting up to get her face good too.
"You saved that deliberately, didn't you?" she accused.
"Maybe," I said. "You got that mattress protector thing. Feels like a shame not to make use of it."
Violet sighed. "We were just so clean a moment ago."
"I know," I said, feeling the buzz of getting us both filthy again.
"You're doing my laundry tomorrow," she said.
"We'll see," I retorted.
Violet waited until every little bit had leaked out of me. She rubbed my wet pussy after, just a tease before flipping me over and shoving me face-first into the worst, wettest part of what I'd just done to her bed.
"I was starting to feel bad about some of the things I thought about doing with you," she growled, fingers sliding into my pussy from behind.
I arched my back and lifted my hips, giving her full access even while she kept my face pressed down into the pissy mess of the bed.
"I thought training you to drink a full load of piss was too much," she said. "Or tying you up at a party so you really could be used by anyone. Or pissing all over you in broad daylight somewhere and making you walk home. But you'd just want more, wouldn't you? You'd come home and pee on me and my bed again. Or something equally as bad."
I moaned as she finger-fucked me. "Well... it does kind of work out for me."
Violet really pounded my pussy with her fingers. She hadn't done anything quite like it before. Between that and holding me down in my own mess, it was certainly one of the hottest things she'd yet done to me, even if her tongue and lips on my clit were probably a better way to actually get me off.
She kept describing ideas she had of what to do to me. Going in to ever more lurid detail with the savage fantasies. I loved it.
I was pretty sure she wouldn't really do any of the things she threatened. At least not to the extremes she suggested. She'd make sure I didn't actually get put in a dangerous situation, after all. At least she probably would. Unless I provoked her well enough.
I kind of hoped she'd share me with her friends again though. That had made for a fun night.
Violet made me cum with her fingers and her dirty, dirty fantasies. A little dazed after, I still made sure to crawl between her legs and tenderly administer to her pussy. I could be a good girl when I wanted to.
We both mellowed back out as I licked and sucked my sister to a couple really nice orgasms. I would have kept going indefinitely if she hadn't stopped me and forced me back into a cuddle.
"Then again," she said. "Maybe I'll keep you all for myself. My own little piss slut."
"And your good girl," I said.
"Yeah, Iris. And my good girl."
I smiled and clung tight to my big sister. "Good night."
"Yeah, you too," she murmured. "Don't forget about doing my laundry tomorrow."
"We'll see," I teased sleepily.
Violet gave an impressive sort of long-suffering sigh, but then she kissed the side of my forehead and held me as we drifted off to sleep.
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Breakups were awful at the best of times. This time around I could only define it as soul-crushing.
Not only had this been the longest relationship I'd ever had, not only had I been planning a marriage and a life with my now ex, but I'd also had the misfortune to watch him fall out of love with me and all my hopes and dreams crumble around me. I still couldn't process it effectively.
At least I had the satisfaction of now of knowing all the debt he'd racked up, all that money he'd spent thinking I was going to subsidize him, all the arguing and bitter words had now come back firmly on him. Like hell I was taking any of his debt with me after the way he'd treated me toward the end. Honestly? I wasn't a hundred percent sure he hadn't cheated on me before we officially broke up.
I had nowhere to go after the breakup. I wasn't staying at my ex's house a day longer than I had to. And it did in fact bring grim satisfaction that it was his house and not ours. I hadn't worried about whose name was on it at first, not when we were going to be together forever anyway, then I'd realized my mistake when our troubles started and he got to hold over my head that it wasn't legally my house at all.
The joke was on him now. I knew how badly underwater he was on it.
Petty joys aside, I remained miserable and forced back to my parents' home. A failure in my own mind, even if everyone who cared about me was being just as nice and supportive as I could ask for. That almost made it worse sometimes. I wasn't sure I deserved it.
I moped around in my old bedroom, not even unpacking any of my things other than to pull out some clothes from my bags. I had so much stuff. Too much. It hadn't felt that way back when I had somewhere to keep it all.
My parents were as helpful as they could be, which meant more good intentions than good results. They spoiled and coddled me, and it helped, it made me feel like I was back somewhere safe after not truly feeling that in a long while. It wasn't enough. Not enough to keep me from dwelling in the past and feeling the misery of my circumstances. But it helped.
It was a couple weeks of that, of just kind of letting myself wallow, before Mom and Dad called in reinforcements. I'd been in loose contact with both my sisters anyway. They knew what was going on. But it was still a surprise when Lana showed up one day, casually barging into my room like it hadn't been the best part of a year since we'd seen each other, let alone longer still since we'd properly hung out.
"Hey, li'l sis," Lana said with teasing, irreverent energy, just the same as she would have ten or twenty years ago. "How you holdin' up?"
I sighed at her, not quite glaring as she made herself comfy next to me on my bed. "Oh I'm just peachy, thanks for asking," I said. "What are you doing here?"
"Nice to see you too, Claire," Lana said.
"Sorry, yeah, it is nice to see you," I said. "Just... I have to ask if you're here because Mom and Dad are getting sick of me."
"I wouldn't put it as dire as that," Lana said, pulling one knee up to her chest and watching me thoughtfully. "But... that's not entirely incorrect. I'd say more like they're worried about you."
I waved a hand dramatically. "What's to worry about? My whole life is upended. The man I thought I could love and trust with everything was not in fact who I thought he was at all." I stared fixedly at my sister. "I got it wrong, Lana. So badly, horribly wrong."
"That's overstating it a bit, don't you think?" Lana asked, mixing empathy and amusement as only a sister could.
"You disagree?" I asked.
"Well... no, I suppose not," she said. "He was a bit of a creep."
"Oh thanks," I grumbled.
"What? It's not like you don't know it at this point," Lana said.
"You're gonna act like you always knew it wasn't going to work?" I asked in a dangerous tone.
Lana was silent a long while. "I don't know exactly what I knew," she finally said. "But Claire? I knew you deserved better." She shrugged. "Hard to say what that means though. Maybe no matter who you were with I might think that."
"Thanks," I said. "I think."
She nudged my shoulder playfully. "You're welcome. You're worth more than some shitty, bare minimum relationship."
I flinched. "I didn't think that's what it was."
"I know, Claire. I know."
Lana went quiet, and so did I. We just existed together for a time. Slowly, cautiously, I rolled closer to her. Lana laid her lap flat for me, and I let my head rest on my big sister's thighs. She put a hand on my head and stroked my hair ever so gently.
"I thought it was real," I said at last.
"I know," Lana murmured again.
"I thought it was love. I thought it was my life. I thought... I thought I wanted it." I started to shake. "I thought I wanted it," I repeated. "And I look back... and I didn't want it. So much of it I didn't want."
"It's ok," she said.
"It's not," I said. "I was an idiot. So much time. So much letting myself be small and hurt and betrayed."
"Not anymore," Lana said softly.
"What does that even matter?" I asked. "After so many years, what could that possibly matter?"
She spoke in a slow, deliberate tone. "Arguably it's the only thing that matters."
****
Lana sneaked into my bedroom that night. Not that I'd left my bed much all day anyway, and she'd spent a large chunk of the afternoon and evening with me. Actually sleeping with me, holding me, cuddling together was something different entirely. It brought me back to how we'd been years ago.
Her arm was around me when I woke up. I played with it, running my fingers over knuckles, wrist, and forearm, toying with her soft skin while I felt her cuddle against me.
She woke up long before she admitted to being awake. I could feel the change, but said nothing. It wasn't like I had anywhere to be.
"How are you this morning?" Lana asked casually, like I wasn't still rubbing my thumb over the back of her fingers.
I took my time considering. "Better," I decided.
"Want to do something today?" Lana asked. "Go out?"
"No," I said.
"Tomorrow then," she said.
"Nah," I said.
"That one wasn't a question," Lana informed me. She kissed my shoulder. "Let me go, I need to get up."
"Who says you can go anywhere?" I asked her.
"It's either that or I piss your bed," she said.
"Ah, well when you put it that way."
My bed felt empty when Lana left it. It hadn't specifically registered to me how much I'd missed sleeping with someone. I'd pulled away from feeling like I needed it as my ex and I grew ever more distant with each other. But Lana... Lana was a different story.
I got up too. If nothing else, I had the exact same bodily needs that had roused my sister. Plus I was hungry. I'd had supper with the family last night, but I couldn't remember actually eating all that much. That had been an issue of late.
Getting out of my room was a good step for me, and once I was up and about Lana made sure I didn't go back to wallowing all day. She was probably the only person I knew who could have dragged me along on a walk that morning. I was incredibly pouty and begrudging of it, but I still went.
I found myself being pretty clingy toward my sister the rest of the day. She annoyed me a bit, but it was familiar. Like growing up together. Comforting in its own way. And a lot of what I felt wasn't annoyance or irritation, but just being glad to have her around.
We cuddled on the couch watching shows or movies or whatever we felt like. It was honestly a step up for me lately, even if it was really quite slothful.
Lana didn't seem to mind. She often just teased my hair or ran her fingers up and down my shoulders and back while maintaining a small, wistful smile on her lips.
I crawled into bed with her that night instead of vice versa. It was much the same effect either way.
"You're gonna get tired of me pretty fast at this rate," I murmured, hugging my sister.
"Hm, shouldn't think so," Lana disagreed.
"You don't think?" I asked.
"Nah. I've missed you, actually," she said.
"Hasn't been as long as all that," I said.
She was quiet a moment. "It's been a long time since we slept together," she finally said.
"Oh, that. Well yeah, I guess."
"A long time since we've been... close," she said.
That hit me kind of hard. "It has, hasn't it?"
"I missed you," she said, brushing my hair back tenderly.
I squirmed uncomfortably. "It's not like I've been gone," I said. "Not like entirely or anything."
"No," Lana agreed. "Not entirely. But..." she kissed me on the cheek, "I did kind of lose you for a while even so."
My face warmed. "What do you mean?"
She kissed my cheek again, nearer my lips this time. "What do you think I mean?"
I wriggled in her arms. "Lana...."
"Claire?"
"Are you talking about...."
"What else?" she asked.
I kissed her cheek in return, studied her eyes, found myself drawn deeper into her, then leaned in again. Our lips met this time. Just soft and fleeting. Nothing that might even be taken amiss necessarily.
But it warmed something inside me. Something long dormant.
"Lana, that was a long time ago," I said. "We know better now."
Her fingers were on my neck, my cheek, brushing up through my hair again.
"I don't think that's entirely true," she said.
I licked my lips nervously. "What are you saying?"
She shrugged. "We've both had some more experience. Been with some other people. And yet here we are in bed together."
"That's not quite what's happening," I said. "Not exactly."
"No, I know," she said. She kissed me again, no longer or harder than the first time, but it made me melt that little bit more into her embrace all the same. "Not yet, anyway."
I made a small noise of indignation for her presumption, but she wasn't wrong exactly. Every little kiss, every soft brush of her fingertips against me made me thrill inside, made me heat up, and made me wonder what we were about to do.
"You're taking advantage of me while I'm vulnerable," I accused weakly.
"Is that what you think?" Lana asked with a teasing smile.
"Maybe," I said.
She nodded and pulled back from me, not touching me, somehow smiling with even more mischief in her eyes than before.
I waited for something else, some other move from her. She just lay there and watched me like she had nothing better to do in the whole world.
I started fidgeting. "Well?"
"Well what?" she asked softly.
"Is that it?" I demanded, feeling the loss of her warmth and softness already.
"I wouldn't want to... take advantage," Lana purred, really adding seductive intent to those last two words.
I clenched my hands into fists. I wanted to reach out to her so badly.
"You're not playing nice," I said.
Lana looked deep into my soul. "I will play ever so nicely if you want me to."
I swallowed hard. Was that what I wanted? Was I really going to admit to it?
"What if... what if I said you could take advantage of me a little?" I asked.
Lana's fingers moved to my cheek with just the lightest of caresses. "Try and it and find out."
I shivered as I watched her, thought about it, and took all the emotional connection I could from her small touches. Gathering my courage I moved forward and buried myself against my big sister, letting her wrap me up in her arms. I nuzzled my face between her neck and chest, clinging tight to her.
"You can take advantage of me a little," I breathed.
"Hehe, ok," she said, running fingernails up and down my back. "But say it in a nicer way."
I blushed. "How?"
"Easy. Just tell me what you want right now?"
Like it was that simple. Like it was so easy to just admit that even though we were adults and most definitely knew better these days, all I wanted was to melt into my sister and let her kiss me, let her feel me, let her take away my pain and protect me.
"What do you want?" Lana repeated softly. "You have to say it."
"I can't," I said.
"Then maybe I better kick you out," she said.
"You're so mean!" I protested.
"Big sis, remember? That's my job."
She made to pull back, only a fakeout I assumed, yet even still I clutched tight to her shirt to prevent her going anywhere.
"I want to kiss you more," I admitted, blushing furiously.
"There see?" Lana said. "Was that so h--"
She was interrupted by my mouth on hers. Not one of the soft, chaste kisses we'd started with. This was something more. Not the sort of kiss sisters were meant to share. It was deep and longing and needful, and I was so relieved when she kissed me back with just as much ferocity.
One of her hands slipped under my shirt. Just on my back, not trying to feel anything really, but that intimate touch drove me even crazier.
"More," I murmured, panting softly.
Lana grinned and kissed me again, deep and increasingly sloppy, poking her tongue at me exploratorily. I took it all hungrily. It wasn't just the heat and touch of my sister, but the taste of her I craved too. I'd forgotten how much I loved it, how much I just wanted to devour her.
We'd tried to get away from these behaviours, done pretty well at it even, but here we were again and I just couldn't get enough.
"This is... really what you want?" I asked in a hushed but inquisitive tone.
"So badly," Lana assured me. "I missed the feel of you, the excitement of you." She paused. "The taste of you."
I blushed so deeply I feared she could even see it in the dark. "Don't say that."
"It's true." Lana teased her fingernails on my tender skin under my shirt. "Do you disagree?"
I hesitated, not because I didn't know but because I wasn't sure I wanted to admit it.
"No," I said.
"Good," she purred.
Her mouth was on mine again, then on my cheek, my neck, my earlobe. I squirmed as Lana kissed my sensitive places and let her tongue flick out just a little to taste me.
"You need a shower though," she whispered.
I tried to push my sister away. "Hey! Don't say that."
"Well you do," she countered, struggling a bit to hold me in place.
"Then why are you still trying to kiss me?" I demanded.
"I didn't say I minded," she said.
I giggled insanely and let her win the tussle. "You're crazy."
"Yeah, I mean that's fair," Lana said agreeably. "I'd probably have to be." She kissed me again and nipped delicately at my lip. "I shouldn't have missed you as badly as I did, I think."
"It's not like you never saw me," I said quietly.
"No," she said. "But I didn't get to... taste you."
I squealed as Lana fully licked her tongue up my neck and cheek.
"Stop that!" I demanded.
"Why?" she asked innocently.
"... because I'll like it," I said.
Lana grinned. She couldn't seem to decide between trying to nibble my whole face off and giving me an impromptu tongue-bath. I got the best of both worlds, or perhaps the worst depending on how one looked at it.
As I let her do it, as I relaxed, as my body reacted to her touch, her teasing, her care, I knew what I truly felt in my heart of hearts.
"Fuck you," I said softly. "I missed you so goddamn much."
"I know," Lana whispered, kissing me again.
"How long are you gonna keep kissing me anyway?" I asked.
"I dunno," she said. "'Til one of us falls asleep?"
"How am I going to fall asleep if you keep that up?" I demanded.
"Close your eyes," Lana instructed.
I refused for a moment until she moved her lips upward and nearly kissed me right on my eyes. I had to close them and give her only my eyelids instead. I giggled softly and left my eyes shut afterward.
Lana kept kissing me, often softly on my mouth or on the corner of my lips. Sometimes on the hollow of my neck. Sometimes just wherever her mouth happened to press against me as we relaxed into each other.
The comfort of her overwhelmed me in an unexpected way. I felt nurtured and cared for and safe, and my big sister did indeed kiss me to sleep.
****
"Shower," Lana told me the next morning. "For real."
"Mean," I said.
"I'm not gonna kiss you all over today if you don't," she threatened.
"Pff, like you can resist," I said.
"Try me," she said.
The problem was that even though I knew she wouldn't hold out forever, she might well hold out longer than me. She'd given me a taste last night, and I wanted more. I'd forgotten how she could make me feel, and now that I was reminded I was helpless against her.
I sullenly made my way to the bathroom and started the shower running. I stripped off casually, then blushed when I only belatedly realized Lana had followed me into the room and was watching me with a casual smirk. She didn't seem to have any intention of leaving again.
My body stayed heated up as I darted into the shower to get out of my sister's direct line of sight. She'd have only a blurry view of me while I washed myself, though the peek she'd already had plus her continued presence kept me hotter than even the shower spray could match.
"Are you just going to... watch me the whole time?" I asked.
"Are you inviting me to join you instead?" Lana teased back.
I shivered despite the warmth and my toes curled up involuntarily. "No," I squeaked. "Not what I meant."
"Ah, pity."
"You know we can't..." I started awkwardly, hesitating before I could finish the thought.
"Can't what?" Lana asked, feigning interest.
"Can't be like we used to," I said. "We know better now." I paused again. "Don't we?"
"Of course we know better," Lana said, though he tone suggested she meant the word very differently from how I did.
"So you're going to behave?" I asked.
"Me?" she said. "Yes of course. I can't believe you have to even ask."
I didn't believe her for a second, and instead of being annoyed about that I found myself smiling broadly while some happy little butterflies danced inside me.
Lana had a towel ready as I stepped out of the shower, all fresh and clean. The way she dried me off could arguably have been nothing more than sisterly affection--if one really, really stretched the bounds of propriety--but the way her eyes flashed at me was nothing short of purely sinful.
I wrapped myself in the towel afterward, trying to hide the fact that my pussy had been getting wetter at about the same rate as the rest of me had been getting drier, as well as making a show of preserving some long-irrelevant modesty.
Lana tilted my chin toward her and tried to kiss me. I dodged her first attempt and she only got my cheek. Her second attempt scored directly on my lips.
"Mmm, you taste clean now," she purred.
"You're not doing very well at behaving," I said, hoping for another kiss.
"How do you mean?" Lana asked innocently. "Here I am taking care of my baby sister, making sure you're all cleaned and dried off, and you level accusations at me?"
"Yes," I said. "Precisely."
Lana grinned. "Yeah, you're right. Behaving's never been my strong suit."
As if to punctuate her statement, she peeled off her clothes in manner equal parts seductive and flippant, and stepped into the shower I'd just vacated. The water remained hot as she turned it back on, and I only got to stare at her butt for a brief moment before she was hidden from me. Only the tantalizing blurred shape of her remained available to me.
I bit my lip, desperate for more. I knew that I'd only asked her to behave because I couldn't do it by myself, and I knew she knew that too, or at least strongly suspected. We'd never been good at behaving ourselves together, one way or another, and time apart and separate relationships apparently hadn't fixed any of that.
"Lana?" I asked.
"Claire," she replied.
"This isn't just a game to you, is it?" I asked. "To try and cheer me up?"
"You've never been just a game to me," she replied in a tone that brooked no argument. A casual statement of fact. "But... I do enjoy playing with you, and you do need cheering up."



I let my towel drop to the floor, standing naked outside her shower. She didn't notice right away.
"The problem is," I said, "if I let you seduce me like you're playing at... I can't just drop it again. Not without some serious heartbreak."
"No, of course, Claire," Lana said thoughtfully. "If... if I'm overdoing it, and I probably am, we can talk it out and maybe...."
I didn't know what she was about to say. I cut her off pretty firmly as I stepped into the shower with her. Her eyes widened comedically large for a second, then flashed at me with the horniest and most delighted look I'd ever seen in her.
"On the other hand," my sister said absently, staring me up and down, "I think I could be convinced to commit."
"I mean it," I said softly, staring at her just as hard as rivulets of water ran down her beautiful, wet body. "I'm fragile. I can't take much more if this isn't real to you."
Her fingers were so gentle, so tender, so loving on my cheek.
"What part of this do you think isn't real to me?" Lana asked. "I've never not loved you. I thought we had to be apart. For our own good." She shrugged. "I don't think that was right anymore."
"Me either," I breathed. "Just wanted to be clear about that."
The corner of her lips quirked up. "So what does--"
I kissed my sister, deep and passionate and needful. She accepted the interruption gracefully, melting into my embrace.
"You feel so good," she told me softly.
"You taste so good," I whispered back.
Her lips were driving me wild, and that was only made worse when she started teasing me with her tongue too. I was infatuated with trying to taste my sister more and deeper, and honestly getting overstimulated with the full, crushing feeling of our wet, naked bodies pressed together.
I was hungry for her, seeking more of her, needing to get as much as I possibly could. I was helpless against my own desire.
Lana growled into my mouth, her nails digging into my bare, exposed back. If I was hungry, she was ravenous. It made me weak to imagine what was going on in her head and how badly she'd been wanting this.
"How long have you known this is what you wanted?" I asked breathlessly.
"I... for a while, I think," Lana said. "Maybe since we decided we couldn't really do this. That we needed to grow up. Maybe I knew it was a lie the whole time. I don't know. Certainly since last night. That made everything... clear."
"So you didn't come home just to seduce me all over again?" I asked.
"Not just that," Lana said, emphasizing her words carefully. She bit her lip. "I didn't really, truly know my own mind until I saw you, held you... tasted you...."
"Mmm, I see," I said, stealing another long kiss. "You saw me helpless and vulnerable and said, 'that's just what I need'."
Lana laughed and tangled her fingers in my hair to pull my head back and expose my neck. "Not at all that and you know it," she said. She kissed my neck, using just a hint of teeth on my delicate skin. "Well... maybe a little that. You're cute when you're sad."
I giggled in response, flinching away from her nipping at my neck, but then pressing right back in for more. "That's the most fucked up thing I think you've ever said!"
"More fucked up than how badly I love the taste of my sister?" Lana purred.
"Maybe... maybe tie game there," I admitted.
Lana nibbled at me some more. "I can find something even worse," she decided. "Give me some time on it."
"That is truly not the goal here," I told her. "And I think you know that."
My sister grinned at me and kissed me, running her tongue lightly over my bottom lip. "You're right," she said in a voice equal parts dangerous and alluring, "we have... other goals now."
I didn't ask what those goals were. I didn't need to. She made it obvious enough, and I wasn't any better. The two of us were trying to devour each other's souls through the medium of deep, intense kisses.
Nothing was off limits, it seemed. I kissed and nipped and licked at my sister fairly unreservedly, but even so I couldn't seem to compete with her lips, tongue, or fingers finding somewhere new to play, or some more intense feeling to bestow upon me.
Just when I thought I was gaining the upper hand, getting my face buried in Lana's chest, for instance, she'd start pinching my nipples in a gasp-inducing, pussy-melting kind of way, or she'd let her hands squeeze my butt and her long, nimble finger dance in the cleft between my cheeks.
One of us most certainly would have ended up face-first between the other's legs sooner or later. It was inevitable, save for the fact that we'd abused our hot water supply, and it ran out on us most distressingly before either of us could make it to our knees.
I had no sense of how long we'd been in the shower together. I had other concerns on my mind. It had been long enough that I was a bit dizzy getting out, and acceded to Lana helping me dry off for the second time in quick succession. She was even more liberal with her touch this time, really making sure every little inch of me was dry.
Well, excepting one specific part of me, I supposed. There was no chance of drying that currently.
I wrapped myself primly in my towel afterward, covering up despite it being far too late to do any good. I watched Lana dry herself off until she caught me staring and smirked knowingly at me.
Deliberately, with forced effort, I turned around and looked to the mirror above the sink instead. We'd been in the shower so long it was hopelessly fogged, and I took the hairdryer to it to clear it up some. It wasn't like Lana couldn't guess I was watching her in the mirror instead of directly, but it reasserted a modicum of control for me, which felt needed.
I primped at my hair a bit, just enough to not look totally bedraggled. I had no intention of doing any serious work to it. It was only going to get messed up again.
Lana, nude, clean, fresh, and still a bit damp, sidled up behind me and wrapped her arms around me. She just held me for a moment, just an intimate hug, but then soon had her naughty hands roaming. She tried to sneak some feels here and there, and more urgently attempted to slip my towel right off again.
I fought my sister off a bit, just enough to not look too eager, but she would have had my towel off pretty quickly regardless. It was too hard to keep it in place when she wanted it puddled on the floor at my feet.
"Why aren't you headed to my bed already?" she asked.
"Can't you be patient at all?" I sighed.
"Nope." Lana tugged at me. "Let's go."
"Not yet," I said. "Go wait for me."
She snorted. "Like hell. Come on, Claire."
"Give me a minute!"
Lana pouted in the mirror, over my shoulder. "Why?"
I felt the minor embarrassment of it as I spoke. "I... haven't felt the need to shave in a bit."
Lana's grin was slow but consuming. "How... considerate of you. I suppose I can wait a little bit in that case."
"And give me some privacy?" I asked without any actual hope.
"Haha, no."
In fact, not only was my big sister not going to give me any privacy, she fully didn't let me shave my own pussy. I couldn't tell if I loved or hated having her do it for me. It was such an unusual mix of doting and humiliating to have her carefully prep my sensitive area and swipe a razor over it with such care and devotion.
I only heated up more at her touch, at her close examination, at her soft breath on my newly smoothed and shaven pussy. Lana ran her hand and fingers over it many, many times, and her touch was admittedly fairly professional, but she couldn't pretend she wasn't enjoying getting to feel me up while ostensibly just making sure to do a thorough and tender job of it.
I was weak in the knees after. So horny, so needy, so... targeted. I couldn't seem to hold a single thought that wasn't at least loosely related to what I was prepared to do to my sister. I craved having Lana in bed, at my mercy.
She, annoyingly but also considerately, decided she needed to shave herself too. Her pussy grooming hadn't been neglected the way mine had, and I honestly hadn't been bothered about it, but it was nice to have a perfectly bare pussy to freely dive into. Not to mention the painful eroticism of crouching down on my heels and watching Lana delicately shave herself.
"You about to collapse on me?" Lana asked, somehow making a show of every swipe of her razor.
"Legs don't want to work right," I muttered, not looking up at her. It was hard to tear my eyes away from being almost perfectly face to face with her cooch.
"That's certainly an issue," Lana agreed.
"You know... for someone allegedly so horny for me, you sure are taking your time," I accused.
"You want me to rush and injure myself and put myself out of commission?" Lana asked.
"No. Just... maybe hurry it up a little?"
She bit her lip, eyes gleaming. I knew she liked that. Liked having me desperate and eager and wanting her.
"Why?" Lana asked unnecessarily.
I slowly, shakily pushed myself back to my feet. I kissed my sister, deep and longing, then pulled back again. She made a small whimper.
"Well that's not nice," she said. "If you make me shaky now I'll never finish."
"Best be quick then I guess."
To her credit, she did finish up pretty quick after that, and I had to admit she looked very, very edible. I sneaked in a feel under the guise of checking her work, and she was noticeably wet and puffy, all perfectly ready for me.
"Go wait in your bed," I said.
"Claire...."
I smacked Lana's bottom, already turning away like I wasn't even more needy that she was. "I said go to your bed," I repeated.
Lana whimpered again, and I caught her smoldering, hungry look on her face in the mirror, but she did scamper off and leave me in peace for a moment. Naked, too. Not even wearing a towel.
I covered myself up, taking the moment to wrap my towel back around me, then studied myself in the mirror. I looked as blatantly horny and enticed as I felt.
"I'm gonna eat the fuck out of her," I mumbled to myself, stating the reality out loud.
I needed to hear it, I thought. It made some kind of intangible difference. Made the reality more real.
I smiled suddenly, bright and wide and pure. My sister was waiting for me, and I was so very ready for her. It had taken my poor little heart time to untangle itself, but there was no denying it. I didn't want to deny it. I wanted her. And I had her.
In rather undignified fashion, I darted out of the bathroom and to Lana's room, composing myself just before opening her door and feigning some kind of dignity in my entry.
Lana was naked and reclining in her bed, legs spread lewdly wide for me. Her eyes lit up at my arrival and she held her bottom lip between her teeth, silently watching me, hopeful and behaved.
I closed the door and made damn sure it was locked. This was no occasion to be inadvertently interrupted. I pattered over to Lana's bed, watching the perfect tracking of her eyes on my every move. Her whole face flared as I dropped my towel in a sultry, slinking motion.
I perhaps marred the effect of my approach by the indelicate way I bounced into bed with my sister, but I was beyond caring or subtlety by then. I could only manage so much when I had such a feast laid out before me.
"Claire!" Lana hissed, grabbing for me but moving too slow.
I was already out of arm's reach and squirming between her legs before she could get a hold on me. She seemed reluctant to disturb my progress at that point for some reason.
"You... don't have to do that first," Lana said shyly. "I could... I could do you, if you wanted."
I gave my sister an incredulous glare. "You seriously think you're taking this away from me now?" I asked, running a finger along her pussy, just barely edging around her wet slit. "You think there's any chance in hell?"
Lana smiled and flushed softly pink. "I guess not."
Her scent drew me in, and I planted a few loving kisses on her mound, zeroing in rapidly to my target. I felt my sister holding her breath until I bestowed my first lick upon her, whereupon the air rushed out of her in one long sigh.
"Claire..." she moaned.
I licked her again, and again, and over and over. I couldn't stop once I started. Someone would have had to physically drag me away. It had been years since I'd licked my sister's pussy, and I felt the deep, overwhelming, life-giving need to make up for that lost time.
"Oh my god yesss," Lana hissed, running fingers through my hair. "Mmm, fuck."
I wrapped my hands around her thighs, trying to keep them spread just a little wider, to open her up just a little more. She was mine, all mine. A feast and a delight for my tongue. I wanted more, deeper, broader, anything at all.
The feel of her was amazing, and the sounds she produced, but really, truly, it was the taste of her. The forbidden, delicious, sexy, loving flavour of my sister. Not just the little teases of kissing or nibbling at her, but the true connection of my tongue to her wet, welcoming pussy. The taste and the satisfied craving that no earthly foods could hope to match or even compete with.
I was lost to her. Face firmly buried in Lana's cooch, it was a win even just that I remembered to breathe. Even that was hit or miss at times. I just wanted to lick her. Lick her forever. Become one with my sister's pussy. Drown in her.
"Claire... Claire!"
Lana's moans and squeaks accelerated, she tensed, she gripped me, and she came for me. I felt the needed release from her, I felt her slowly, so slowly come back to me. I felt her feeble attempts at pushing me away. As though that was going to happen.
I kept licking her, lapping up the excess flood her orgasm had thoughtfully delivered me. I sucked on her clit for a while, enjoying variation it brought in her cute little whimpers.
I didn't want to ever stop. Lana's pussy was magnetic and addictive. She tried again to push me away after she came a second time, then more insistently after her third. I ignored her at first, then actively swatted her hands away.
"Don't make me tie you down," I threatened.
"Claire, I'm too sensitive," she whined.
I looked straight up at her for a moment. "So?"
My sister's little gasp of shock was amusing, but I was back tongue-deep in her before she could protest further. She squirmed a bit and I had to be firm about holding her in place until she got back into it, enjoying my ministrations.
I couldn't get enough. I didn't feel like I could be sated. It was like eating the most delicious meal anyone had ever prepared for me, except instead of getting full I just kept getting hungrier and hungrier. It was actually kind of a problem, but the sort of problem I happily welcomed.
"Oh my god, Claire, you're gonna make me cum again," Lana whispered.
"Mmhm," I moaned affirmatively.
"You gonna keep making me cum 'til I pass out or what?" she asked.
I giggled softly. That sounded pretty hot to me. I sucked on Lana's clit some more, hearing her words devolve into helpless whimpering, then felt the glee of making my sister cum for me yet again.
I took pity on her at last. My eternal hunger for her, my need to taste her, ebbing finally after seeming like it never would. I had worn out my oral energies and my jaw and tongue were tiring. Plus when Lana didn't fight to get me to stop this time it didn't seem as much fun to keep going anyway.
"What are you trying to do?" Lana croaked weakly. "Kill me?"
I crawled up my sister's body, appreciating the length of it and nuzzling at her a few times before I arrived at her mouth to kiss her. She gently sucked at her own flavours that lingered on me.
"You complaining?" I asked.
"Nah. It's how I'd want to go," Lana grinned.
I kissed her again. "You'd think you'd be more appreciative then."
"You were supposed to leave me with enough energy to lick you out. Not drain me like a succubus."
I smiled and cuddled up to Lana. "Don't worry about that. I got what I wanted."
She pouted. "I didn't."
"After all those cums?"
"I can want those and to be tongue-deep in your pussy. I can want two things."
I giggled and hugged her tight, only eventually relenting at her protests to go grab some water. I put on one of her shirts, feeling naughty about it even though it didn't really overtly mean much. It meant plenty to me, and that was what counted.
Lana was pathetically grateful to receive water and guzzled it greedily. I sipped at some too, not nearly as dehydrated as she was. Yet.
I could feel her energy and interest returning as she rested and replenished fluids, and I welcomed it. I'd had my need to eat her fully sated for now, the memory of her pussy remaining like a precious ghost on my tongue and lips. It became far more pressing to me that I was badly, painfully, needily horny for my sister.
Lana could tell. I was sure of that. As she came back to herself and watched me closely, the look in her went ever more dangerous and contemplative.
"My turn yet?" she teased.
I bit my lip. "Yeah."
"You gonna let me do what I want to you?" Lana pressed.
I looked straight at her. "Yes. I'll be good."
She made a noise deep in her throat, but made sure to finish her water before making any kind of move. She was so slow and deliberate I kind of wanted to scream. I wanted her between my legs now, not carefully peeling her shirt back off me, kissing my neck, caressing my tits, nibbling down my tummy and across my thighs.
Lana knew what she was doing. Making sure I was wrapped around her little finger. Her pet and her toy for the foreseeable future.
I'd missed her like this so fucking much.
"Please, Lana," I said.
"Hm?"
"Please, sis," I continued. "Pleeeaaase. I'm being really good."
"That's true," Lana said. "And you did a pretty good job licking me."
"I did a great job, thank you very much."
"Oh?" She raised an eyebrow.
"Tell me there's anyone else you would have preferred eating you out," I said. "I dare you."
Lana shook her head. "No one in the world, babygirl. I wanted you, and I got you. And you're right, you've been very, very good today."
Her kiss on my pussy was a step through heavenly gates for me. The way her tongue danced lightly and nimbly over me was toe-curling even before she really did anything to me.
I was in for it now. This time I was on the side of receiving massive, soul-wracking pleasure, but had to take it all on my sister's terms, same as she'd just had from me. I was so fucking ready for it. Ready to take whatever she gave. To gasp, to moan, to writhe, to buck, and to feel all the most wonderful things that a person could give to me.
Lana was absolutely delighted with having me, I could tell. She managed to smirk at me just with her eyes while her mouth remained fully occupied. Quite pleased with herself. Especially as I made helpless little noises and writhed under her attention.
I couldn't help wondering if part of me had known I needed to fully eat my fill of her before letting her have a turn. I'd just thought I was being naughty and greedy at the time, but once Lana got hold of me I knew she had me for good. I was hers.
Part of it was the pure, simple fact of not having received enough sexual attention for quite a long while now. Having someone want me, desire me, and express the burning desire to make sure I had my needs met.
On top of that was the love. Aside from how good my sister's tongue felt--which was insane and world-shattering--she fed on me in ways that only someone who knew me and cared about me could.
Plus there was just good old sisterly competition. I'd taken Lana right to the edge with concentrated, unrelenting pleasure, and so naturally there was no way in hell she was going to let me go until I couldn't stand after, at the very least.



"You taste... so good... Claire," Lana mumbled around my pussy.
I bit my lip. "You already knew that."
She nodded. "Nice to... be reminded."
I understood. I patted my sister's head as she feasted on me.
"There's no taste like home," I said absently.
Lana snickered and lost her stride for a moment. "Don't say stupid things right now," she said firmly. "I'm going to lick you until you cry, and you're not getting out of it."
"Perish the absolute thought," I said.
Her tongue was back on me in a flash, her concentration restored. She went deep in me, delving between my pussy lips, lapping as much of me as she could. She waited until I was in her thrall, squirming and shifting with need, before starting go after my clit. She'd licked it a few times already, but it made all the difference in the world when she actually wanted to make me cum.
Lana was so good at it. She'd had a lot more practice in her life than me, I supposed, but she'd always been good at it anyway. She could read me like a book. It wasn't even so much that she knew exactly what rhythm and pressure to use right off, but when she found the right touch she stayed on it relentlessly.
I came for her, to our mutual delight. My first time cumming for my sister in years. It was exquisite, and overwhelming, and it helped me shed so much doubt and stress all in one beautiful explosion of pleasure. It would have been more than enough by itself, but of course she wasn't anywhere near through with me.
Lana was tactical in her approach. She let me down easy and only toyed with my pussy for a time. Just easy, gentle licks. Not fighting with my pussy's sensitive post-orgasm state, but working with it. Just caressing me with her tongue. Then, inevitably, working back up to full pleasure mode again.
She was so fucking good at that. She had me dancing like her puppet, fully under her control. Only a couple times I tried to push her away and give me a moment. She eased up in those instances, but didn't actually release my pussy. The unspoken message that it was hers until she said otherwise was pretty damn clear.
"You're ruining me," I complained breathlessly in one of the lulls after cumming. "I'm not going to be able to go back to anyone else if you're going to do this to me."
Lana's eyes flashed. "Good."
I giggled softly. "You want to keep me, huh?"
"I don't ever want to lose you again, Claire. I know it was my own fault last time, but I'm not gonna be that dumb again."
"You never lost me," I said, low but confident. "You just misplaced me for a while."
Lana fully paused in thought for a moment. "I like that," she decided. She looked at me seriously. "I love you."
"Yeah, I know. Love you too," I said. I stroked her hair. "Does this mean... you're done with me for now?"
Lana snorted. "Can you still move?"
"I think so."
"Then I'm not done."
I laughed at that, but more because I knew she meant it than because I thought it a ridiculous statement.
Lana licked and sucked me to another orgasm, and another. I whimpered and cried out, and eventually begged for mercy as it felt like my whole soul was going to be drained out of me. Like my sister was a succubus in disguise and I'd been professionally tricked and seduced. She may as well have been, in some ways.
I very genuinely couldn't stand by the time Lana had her fill of licking me out. Could hardly move enough to grab my water and try to replenish at least some of the fluids she'd stolen from me.
Lana, looking more the self-satisfied cat than I'd ever seen her, did take care of me pretty nicely as I recovered. She grabbed more water for me, held me close and comforting, whispered assurances and praises to me.
"You did really, really well," she told me.
"I did very little during this part," I said.
"Yes, exactly," Lana grinned. "Sometimes that's what I'm going to want from you."
Her hand wandered down my tummy, and I swatted it away before she could reach my pussy.
"None of that now," I said fiercely.
"Too much?" she laughed.
"You know it is," I said.
"I do. I just wanted to hear it from you."
I rolled my eyes. "You have bestowed great love and skill upon my poor little pussy, and it felt incredible, amazing, just the best time of my life. But if you lay a single finger upon it in the next four hours, I will bite you. And not somewhere fun."
Lana laughed and hugged me, pressing her lips to my cheek. "See? That's all a girl wants to hear sometimes."
I had to totter to the bathroom as soon as my legs felt like they'd carry me that far. Aside from that, Lana and I didn't leave each other for hours.
I could watch her forever, I felt. Or hold her, or be held by her. Just as long as we were connected.
"You're not gonna leave again now that you got what you want, are you?" I asked.
Lana frowned slightly. "I want you," she said. "Leaving wouldn't get me anywhere."
"Not done with me yet, huh?" I teased.
"Claire, I haven't hardly started with you. All that was a small dose of making up for lost time."
"I'm not sure whether I should be happy or worried about that."
Lana played with my hand, our fingers intertwining and then slipping away, then together again.
"Both," she said. "I plan to ruin you."
"More? In fun ways?" I asked.
"The funnest."
I nodded seriously. "Accepted."
"Ha, ok." She kissed me lovingly. "I mean it, Claire. I'm not planning to go anywhere without you."
"You best not," I said. "I'll be grumpy."
"Can't have that," she smiled.
"And heartbroken," I added.
"Definitely can't have that," she whispered around my lips as she kissed me again. "I'm here for you now. I'm yours. And vice versa."
"Good," I said.
I settled my head against my sister and relaxed into her warm embrace. Everything was finally back to how it should be, and I'd make sure she stuck to it this time. I knew better than to let her go ever again.
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Chapter One
****
I lay in bed next to my husband and fought with my emotions. Hayden snored away obliviously beside me. Sleep came easier to him than me these days.
I didn't want to look at his phone again, but I also knew I'd never sleep if I didn't. I couldn't say why. I already knew what I'd find.
"Fuck's sake, Kora," I whispered to myself.
Sighing, I reached carefully across Hayden and plucked his phone from atop his side table. I tapped in his password, hesitated only a moment, then checked his recent messages.
Skye. With a heart next to her name and all. How cute.
The sick, roiling captivation seized me once again as I scrolled through their recent flirting. She'd sent him more nudes too. As if he didn't have enough of them already in an album dedicated just to her.
She couldn't be any older than our kids. That was what filled me with the greatest loathing for my dear, sweet husband. Somehow it wasn't the cheating itself. That left me numb. But the age he'd gone for....
I wanted to throw up. I almost considered it. Vomit all over the bed. Like it was some petty revenge. But no.
Shaking my head I set about my usual routine of screenshotting everything new, sending it and the pictures to myself, then deleting the evidence of my snooping.
I hadn't quite decided why I bothered. Was I going to actually leave him? One would think I'd have done it already if I was going to.
It might have been more for the sake of torturing myself. The days when I scrolled alone through the mountain of evidence, letting the horror, the disgust, the utter fascination rule me. I couldn't tell what it was all about. Why I kept doing it. Maybe I thought I deserved it.
I'd thought myself lucky once, to have someone like Hayden. I'd thought it was all I could ever wish for.
Maybe I'd done wrong. Maybe I'd only been a poor judge of character. Maybe this was my fate.
I set Hayden's phone back, pausing to watch him a moment. I hated that every time I forced myself to acknowledge that this was on him, these were his choices, that I further had to acknowledge that I'd done nothing about it and was a weak, cowardly woman for it. Somehow that was worse than believing I deserved it.
It didn't have to make sense.
I gave up on sleep and slipped out of bed. I put my robe on over my nightie and padded out of the room.
Awake alone in a dark and quiet house I made myself some tea, then pattered restlessly about. I checked on Meli, my daughter, sound asleep in her bed. I smiled at the sight of her. No matter what happened to me, what indignities I suffered, nothing could take away what she and Zagreus, her brother, meant to me.
Maybe I'd disturbed Meli. I sat at the kitchen island, staring at nothing, letting my tea go cold. She sneaked in and caught me there, her face a vision of perturbed disapproval.
"You gotta do something about this insomnia, Mom," Meli said.
"You need to wear a shirt around the house," I retorted absently.
"Pff, ok, that's what you're going with?" Meli scoffed.
Her footsteps were near inaudible as she glided across the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water. I watched my daughter bemusedly as she unselfconsciously leaned against the countertop sipping her water. She wore nothing at all other than a pair of black panties with a red heart on the front.
"It seems just a touch inappropriate," I said, unable to muster any proper outrage over her choice.
"Well firstly, I live here and it's what's comfy for me to sleep in. Secondly, it'd be annoying to have to dress up every time I need to get up in the middle of the night."
"Fair enough," I said.
"Thirdly," Meli continued as though she hadn't heard me, "no one's meant to be around to have an issue with how I dress at this time of night. Fourthly, Dad is asleep and isn't here to see anything, and if you're going to tell me you specifically have a problem with seeing your daughter's tits then...."
She trailed off as a pain shot through me and I buried my face in one hand, fighting sobs.
"Um... or I can put a shirt on?" Meli offered. "I thought we were play fighting. It's not a big deal, really. I truly didn't think anyone else was gonna be up and--"
"It's nothing to do with you," I managed weakly, even forcing something that halfway resembled a reassuring smile.
Nothing to do with her at all. Just the very oblique reference to Hayden and his interest in a girl Meli's age. I was pretty fragile right now, it seemed.
Meli sat next to me and rubbed my back. "Something really is wrong, isn't it?"
I thought about lying, but it seemed pointless when I could barely hold back from crying. "Yes."
"You want to talk about it?"
I shook my head. "I don't think I can. It's nothing you need to be worried about, and--"
"Is it Dad?" she asked.
I blinked, stunned into silence, suddenly more surprised than sad. "How do you...."
Meli shrugged. "You think I can't see the difference in you when he's home versus when he's away for work?" She sighed. "I knew something was up. Just didn't know...." She shook herself. "Divorce?"
Again my surprise temporarily held back any desire for tears. "No!" I said instinctively, feeling like I shouldn't worry my daughter like that. As soon as I said it though, I knew it wasn't outrageous under the circumstances. "I mean, I don't know. It's complicated."
"Mmhm."
"I haven't gotten that far with it," I admitted.
"But it's bad?" Meli asked.
"Yes," I said. "Sorry. That's not your burden. You don't need to know. Especially when I don't even know what I want to do. Or need to do, maybe."
Meli stepped back and put her hands on her hips, managing to look rather fierce and determined despite her near-nudity. "Firstly, it's too late to not tell me things now. Secondly, I'm an adult--"
"Technically," I murmured.
"--I can handle it. Thirdly, you're my mom. I don't want you to be sad. Especially not all on your own."
"We all need to be sad sometimes," I mused.
Meli sighed. "Oh Mom...."
"I'm ok, baby, really."
"No you're not."
I felt a pang in my chest. "No," I agreed. "I'm not."
Meli stepped close and hugged me tight. I needed it, and wasn't able to hold back tears entirely while she held me. I tried to ignore how mostly-naked she was. Given my emotional state, that wasn't my focus anyway.
Meli and I stayed up a while after that. Not that there was much more to say, but she was still right there with me, just being supportive.
It gave me hope, actually. My marriage was in shambles, but I'd raised a good kid. Two, in fact. My son was away at university, but he was as smart and kind as his sister. They, at least, were something amazingly wonderful to come out of all this.
"What you smiling for?" Meli asked suspiciously.
"I have the best daughter I could have ever asked for," I said.
I was pleased to see her blush deeply. "Mooommm!"
"What?"
"That's... that's weird to say."
"No it isn't," I said.
"I've got secrets, you know," Meli pouted.
"I would hope so," I said. "It would be weird if you didn't."
"I'm not always well-behaved when you're not looking," she insisted.
"You think I don't know that?"
Meli frowned and fidgeted. "You're making me feel really weird about having my tits out."
I gave a short laugh. "Now you feel weird?"
"Yeah. I'm gonna have to put a shirt on now."
"Probably for the best," I said. "Might be time to go back to bed anyway."
Meli nodded, then paused. "You don't want to sleep with Dad right now, do you?"
It was my turn to squirm uncertainly. "It's what I've done for all these years. I'll be fine."
"Stay with me the night," Meli said firmly.
I looked at her. "What?"
"I mean it. We'll have a little slumber party. We've already stayed up late and everything."
"Woke up in the middle of the night," I said. "It's different."
"Still counts," Meli said. "Come on."
I bemusedly followed my daughter to her room. I had to admit to mixed emotions trailing along behind her and being more aware of her lack of clothes than I had for the whole rest of our encounter. If I detached myself sufficiently from the context of it, there was a certain underlying thrill involved. I was not happy or proud of that, and my daughter was most definitely not a teasing girl inviting me to her room for 'fun.' It did put me in that mindset though, as uncomfortable as it was.
I sighed relief when Meli threw a shirt on, something that covered her down to her upper thighs. She smirked crookedly at my obvious reaction.
"Too grown up for you, huh?" she teased.
"Yes," I said before I could think better of the acknowledgement.
Meli blinked and blushed faintly again before shaking her head. "Check out my ass why don't you," she teased softly.
"Meli...."
"I'm fine," she said. "It's all good." She dared to peer at me. "I really made you a little uncomfortable though, huh?"
"Don't look so pleased about it," I said.
"Too late, already smug," she said. "If my own mom's checking me out then--"
"Meli!"
"Kidding! Kidding, jeez." She bounced into bed. "Now come to bed with me."
I folded my arms.
"I'll be good," she said. "It's a nice ego boost, but come on. I don't know what you're worried about."
I shook my head and slipped under the covers next to her. "You're too much like me at your age, I think."
Meli gasped in scandalized delight. "Ooh! Were you a bad girl back in the day?"
"Never you mind about that," I said.
"If you tell me some fun things, I'll let you be the little spoon," she offered.
"We are not spooning," I said.
"Fine, fine," she said. "You can be little spoon anyway. Fussy."
I fended off a few playful attempts at snuggling close, then gave in and let Meli cuddle up next to me. Not spooning. That felt like too much. But it was really, really nice to have her warmly next to me, holding me, one of my arms around her in return.
This is what it had come to. Getting comfort from my daughter, who shouldn't have to worry about me this way, instead of my husband. I was, I recognized, lucky to have such a wonderful daughter, but it still left me uneasy to put this kind of pressure on her, inadvertently or not.
"It's gonna be ok," Meli murmured.
"I know," I lied.
"Just wait for Zag to get home too. We'll take care of you."
I brightened at the thought. I knew my son was returning from school soon, but it had kind of slipped my mind recently. I'd been missing him terribly, even though I knew I had to let my adult children go their own ways in life. The thought that I'd have them both around for at least a little while was exciting. And not just because it was a welcome distraction from my nightmare of a marriage.
"Go to sleep now," Meli cooed soothingly, as though I was a child coming to mommy after a bad dream. "Sleep now. Tomorrow's another day."
I didn't think I would, in fact. But something about my daughter's comfort eventually put me under until morning.
****
It was a few days before Zagreus showed up at the front door. I knew he was coming, but I didn't know exactly when. It was sort of a perfect moment of surprise and delight when I heard someone enter the house, peeked around the corner out of idle curiousity, and saw Zag walking in.
I squealed in a way I thought I'd left behind decades ago, rushing to my boy and wrapping my arms around him.
"Hi, Mom," he said in mild amusement.
"You're home!" I exclaimed happily.
"I am," he agreed.
It felt so good to hold him. I'd missed him. Of course I'd missed my baby boy. But feeling him in my arms again brought all the visceral feelings back in a sudden, overwhelming rush, really hammering home how nice it was to see him again.
I had to let go of him eventually. I didn't make it easy though. I made Zag playfully extract himself from my grip on him, which he didn't seem to mind.
There was something about the way he carried himself. I slowly pieced it together as I helped him lug his stuff from his car to his room, idly chatting away about his drive, his last few weeks at university, what he'd missed while he was gone.
It was confidence, largely. That was what I decided. Zag had always been a little on the shy side. Reserved, perhaps. Of course I used to think so about Meli too. They were both growing into new people, sneaking it past me slowly but inevitably.
I liked it on both of them, I thought. Meli's topless midnight wanderings nonwithstanding. Zag moved with a quiet surety that would have seemed all out of place even a year ago. But between that and the way he seemed to have grown into his body, it was really, really working for him.
I lay on his bed with my head propped up on my arm, watching him as he put his stuff away. Between him and my own behaviour I was getting flashbacks to being his age. My feelings toward my son were very unlike crushes I used to get on cute boys, but at the same time I could appreciate what it would be like to be someone else in that moment. Some girl he'd met while living away.
I had to laugh at my own inner musings. What else could I do?
"Something amusing?" Zag asked.
"Just something I thought of," I said truthfully but vaguely.
"Uh huh," he said doubtfully, though he didn't pry.
He lay down next to me when he got tired of unpacking, and we just kept talking about things. Nothing of any real import, I supposed, but it felt nice and soothing.
That time with my son kept me in a different mood all through the afternoon and evening. Somehow both calm and distracted. Not that anyone seemed to notice.
Meli was delighted to have her brother back, though I wondered whether it would be days or mere hours before they were bickering at each other like they so enjoyed. Hayden similarly was fully engrossed all through dinner in quizzing Zag, about college sports mainly. Girls too. Man stuff, I supposed.
It somehow didn't bother me to hear my husband asking about college girls, despite his affair with one never straying far from my mind. Rather bizarrely, if anything, I felt little flairs of jealousy thinking of my Zagreus meeting someone special, and warm pleasure that there was no one serious in his life at the moment.
That was not good. Not at all supportive of me. Too possessive by far. But perhaps that was only because my boy was freshly back in the house, and maybe the jealousy was something that would flit away again once we all readjusted.
****
We had a family movie night later after supper. It was sort of an impromptu thing where we all trickled in at our own pace, gathering up naturally into the living room.
It was all four of us for a while, and I let myself just pretend it was normal, that everything was fun, that I was happy. It wasn't even a lie, not exactly.
It didn't surprise me when Hayden left after the start of the second movie. Perfect privacy for him to go off and text his girlfriend, I uncharitably thought. Once again though, not bothering me the way it sometimes did.
I had my kids. Both of them. That made a difference for sure. I hadn't intended to snuggle between them, but since we all gravitated to wherever the snacks were, it was sort of inevitable that we got close.
I loved it. I needed it, really. Technically I still had physical closeness with my husband, but it wasn't the safe intimacy that it used to be. Not now that I no longer trusted him.
But Zag and Meli? They were my perfect babies, my sweet angels. I loved them so much it ached a little inside. In a good way. The best way.
"Is he asleep?" Meli whispered in my ear at one point.
I blinked and looked over at Zag. He'd been leaning rather cutely against my shoulder for a while. I'd been gently stroking his hair. Still was. But indeed it seemed at some point his eyes had closed.
"I think so," I whispered back.
"Hehe, no stamina," Meli snickered.
"He had a long day," I said.
"Mmhm, I guess," Meli said. "Still gonna have to pick on him about it."
"Or you could be a mature adult," I suggested.
Meli sighed with unearned weariness. "You have such strange ideas sometimes."
I let the movie finish up with Zag still snuggled up against me. I couldn't bear to disturb him any sooner than I had to. If Meli hadn't been present, I might have pretended to fall asleep too just for the excuse of staying there with him. It felt so tender and innocent, but warm and comforting too.
Still, it would have been weird to let us both linger once Meli stood up and stretched. And she would have smirked teasingly at me, most likely. Or worse, been sympathetic and understanding. I was too confused already to deal with explaining myself to someone else.
I jostled Zag gently awake and guided him to his bedroom. He gave me a long, slow hug before shutting his door behind him, and I was in no more hurry than him to break it.
I got ready for bed myself after that. Hayden was on his phone, casually putting it away when I walked into our bedroom as though it wouldn't be obvious he'd been texting someone he shouldn't be before I showed up. Maybe it wouldn't be if I hadn't already known.
I'd thought about that sometimes. How long he'd been cheating before I knew about it, and how I hadn't suspected his behaviours then. But I hadn't realized I needed to suspect. That was the double-edged sword of trust.
I lay in bed next to my husband, staring silently into the dark until long after he'd fallen asleep. I checked his phone again, once more questioning why I needed to keep doing it to myself, why I kept visiting the pain of it over and over.
There were pictures again tonight. Sexting back and forth between him and his girlfriend. I felt a wave of disgust surge in me, but made myself go through the process of sending myself the evidence and covering my tracks afterward.
I got up and left the room after. I couldn't be next to him.
I wasn't sure what the worst part of it all was. In the larger scheme of things, the sheer betrayal of our life and everything I thought we'd built together seemed to probably be the answer.
In smaller terms though, I couldn't quite get my head around whether it was his need to target someone so much younger than us, whether it was obsessing over what her whole deal was, being annoyed at how cute she was--not even hot, sexy, or seductive, but downright cute--or whether it was the constant, stabbing ache of watching him blithely go about his business without any overt changes in behaviour. Like it didn't matter.
I found myself at Meli's door. I slipped in and padded over to her bed, sitting gently on the edge of it. This wasn't her problem, I shouldn't ever be her responsibility, not like this. But my husband was less than no help, my son was newly home and we were both still readjusting to that, and my daughter had already been shown a peek behind the curtain. Which didn't make burdening her any more ethical really, but I could only do so much with my decision making when I was in turmoil.
"It's a good thing you're my mom," Meli murmured sleepily. "Or this would come off a bit creepy."
"Sorry," I said.
She shrugged. "No worries. You need somewhere to sleep?"
She offered it so casually. It broke my heart a little, and I couldn't tell if that was in a good way or a bad way. Maybe it was something to do with how easy she made her offers of support. That meant so much to me in my fragile state.
"Yes please," I said.
Meli nodded and rolled over in her bed, leaving room for me next to her.
"Are you... do you have anything on under the covers?" I asked, noting her bare shoulders.
Meli turned her head to me and grinned. "Not much. You gonna be all weird about that again?"
"I'm not, in fact," I said, slipping under the covers next to her. "Just felt I should check."
"When we snuggle in your bed, you can set the dress code," Meli decreed, rolling warmly back next to me.


My daughter's breasts pressed against my arm. She wasn't bothered by it. I wasn't either, upon reflection, though that felt worrisome in its own right.
"I think," I said aloud, "that I probably shouldn't be seeking comfort from my children this way."
Meli made a dismissive noise. "Yeah, well, life's not perfect. If it was, I'd have a super cute boy next to me right now, not my mom."
I snorted softly in amusement.
Meli propped her head up on one hand. "Speaking of which, you really liked having Zaggy home to cuddle with too, huh?"
I blushed and was glad of the lack of light in the room. "Please don't say it like that," I said.
"Why not?"
"Because... I'm confused enough about it as is."
"Ooh, interesting," Meli said.
"Please don't sound so amused," I requested.
"Well it's a bit funny," Meli argued. "Moms and their boys, you know? I see it happen. Dads and daughters, moms and sons--"
"I'm sorry, what are you implying?" I asked.
"Nothing bad, Mom," Meli said. "Like people want to make it a whole thing. But there's bonds there, is all. And I'm not saying like moms and daughters or dads and sons don't have strong connections too. But like... you and Zag always had something different than you had with me. And Dad... well, that's changed some, huh?"
I rolled to fully face Meli, feeling another ache inside me, one projected out instead of in this time. "Baby...."
"I didn't want to say anything," Meli said quietly. "But I've felt Dad being different. Felt it for a while. Didn't know what it was. Didn't even know it was anything. But... when I realized how different you and him were with each other, I kind of saw that it wasn't just my imagination with how he is with me."
I reached my hand out to stroke he hair. "I'm sorry," I said. "You shouldn't have to feel that."
"Yeah, same for you," she said, shrugging again.
"Are you ok?" I asked.
"That's a big question," Meli laughed softly. "Broadly yes, I'll be fine. But also... no, not really. I think I may have been engaging in some attention seeking behaviours lately."
"Is that why we don't like shirts at night anymore?" I asked.
Meli giggled a little. "Maybe. Not that I wanted Dad to catch me or anything, but if he did...." She paused. "Is it fucked that, like, if he's seeing someone else... that I feel jealous too? Like that would you who's being hurt, but--"
"It could be both of us," I said as gently as I could. "All of us."
There was a moment of silence. "Is he?" Meli asked.
I sighed. "Please don't tell your brother? Or Dad? Not yet?"
"Yeah, Mom. I'm gonna need a while to process anyway. But he is cheating?"
"Yes."
"Anyone we know?"
"No."
"Age appropriate?"
"... no."
"Fuck. Girl or boy?"
"Girl."
"Long time?"
"A while."
"Serious?"
"I think so."
"Divorce?"
That heavy weight settled in my chest, making it hard to breathe.
"Don't ask me that yet," I pleaded.
"Ok. Sorry."
"You've nothing to be sorry for," I assured her. "You can ask anything, ok? Anything. I just... might not have answers for everything yet. And some of it--"
"It's painful. It's hard. I know it must be," Meli said. She wrapped her arms around me. "I am sorry though. That this is happening."
"Me too," I said. "Thank you for... just being wonderful."
"Hehe, I'm gonna remember you said that next time you're annoyed with me," she teased.
"Yeah, you've earned it," I said. "I'm sorry you have to carry all this with me now too."
"I had to anyway," she said. "At least now I know what it is. And we're not alone with it."
"That's... a really good point," I admitted.
"Thanks. I'm very intelligent. And wise."
I snickered despite myself. "Ok, no trying to make me laugh. Sleep time, ok?"
"Pretty mean acting like me being smart is a joke."
"You're very smart, my sweet angel," I told Meli. "Very clever. Very emotionally intelligent."
She squirmed under the praise. "Ok, you're right, let's sleep."
"Ok baby. Love you."
"Yeah, you too Mom."
****
The next few days were a little weird as the whole family adjusted to living together again. Not that it was logistically all that different with four people instead of three in the house, but the vibe had most definitely changed.
Hayden gave a lot more attention to Zag than Meli. Not deliberately, I didn't think. I'd never had the impression of him playing favourites on purpose. And there was something to be said for the fact that Zag was more of a novelty to have around currently.
If it hadn't been for Meli admitting her feelings about how her father had been distant for a while I might not have noticed anything amiss. She kept a bubbly face on things really quite convincingly. But I saw through it. Saw the pain, even if it was only little flashes here and there. It mirrored my own enough to be very visible once I knew to look for it.
I did my best to make up whatever affection I could. Making sure to spend some one on one time with Meli, outside of spending some nights together which was more for me than her.
The kind of nice part was that between my usual routines, spending individual time with both my kids--guiltily enjoying that they both responded well to me being a bit of a clingy mom--and time with all three of us together, my days stayed pretty full and I had less time than usual to wallow in my marriage situation.
Zag could sense that something was amiss. I knew he could. But he didn't pry into it other than lightly checking in a few times. He seemed to quietly accept whatever was happening wasn't something I was prepared to share just yet.
He accepted extra physical affection as easily as Meli did. I thought he was just patiently tolerating me in that respect, but I came to find out--much like his sister--there was more to it than that.
"I'm smothering you a bit, aren't I?" I asked one day as I slipped out of another hug I'd sneaked from him.
Zag snorted softly. "Nah. That's the thing, being away so long... this is nice. I know I needed my space pretty badly before, but I think I sort of learned there's things more important than space." He smiled crookedly. "Sometimes, anyway. I still need some space."
"Yeah of course," I said. "Please let me know if I'm being too much at any point though, truly. I'm... needy lately."
"That's ok. Me too," he said, pulling me in for another tight hug.
He was giving such good hugs. Like he just didn't have any of that low level aversion or disgust to getting too close to his mommy anymore, that phase both my kids had gone through and I suspected was very common. He felt so, so nice against me. His arms around me felt like pure comfort and safety.
I found out more from Meli later on.
"He had a couple kind of rough goes on relationships," she told me.
"Oh. Oh no," I said. "How bad."
She shrugged. "You think he's gonna get into that with me? But... he's in a weird, kind of lonely place."
"Like us," I said.
Meli laughed humourlessly. "Yeah. Like us. Hell of a thing, isn't it."
I slept with her again that night, as was becoming our habit. Our conversation made me wonder if that might be something Zag wanted or needed too, but I didn't really dare think about that too hard. It shouldn't really make a difference that Meli was a girl and Zag was a boy, but it did matter. Sharing a bed with him would be... different. Not necessarily wrong, I assured myself, but different. More complicated.
Not that Meli kept things entirely simple.
"Stop trying to sneak your hands under my shirt," I grumbled at her.
"Don't make me sound like a perv," Meli pouted back. "Not my fault you keep wearing a top to our topless sleepovers."
I giggled faintly. "Oh god. Don't call them that."
"I just want the warmth," she said, slipping her hands to my bare sides. "Not anything else."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"So if I were sleeping with Zag and he was doing that same thing, you'd feel that was innocent too?"
I knew I fucked up immediately. My daughter's whole demeanour shifted.
"Have you been thinking about it?" she asked with extreme interest.
"No, not that I would. It would be... even less appropriate than this, I think."
Meli made a curious little noise. "What part of this is inappropriate?"
"Well--"
"No, don't answer that," she amended quickly. Thankfully she kept her hands to herself now that her mind was on other things too. "Would you want to sleep with him sometimes?"
I hesitated. "He's my baby boy. I love him."
"Mmhm. And sleeping with a big, strong, safe baby boy has a lot of appeal to it," Meli reasoned.
"Is that weird?"
Meli giggled softly. "Not if you keep your hands to yourself."
So saying, she slipped her hands under my shirt yet again, holding me close to her as she nuzzled against me. I didn't have the heart to correct her this time, and it truly did feel nice.
****
Hayden went away on business for a bit. The first time in a while. I felt the relief immediately and viscerally. Like a weight got taken off of my entire life.
I knew Meli could tell. Zag seemed to have picked up on something being different, but I didn't think he knew exactly what it was in the same way his sister did.
Rather cutely, as though reacting to the exact things he couldn't possibly be fully aware of, Zag got even more affectionate. It was almost a game between us, and I couldn't figure out why he was playing it even if I knew precisely why I was.
On top of cuddling here and there, usually on the couch while watching something, Zag started hugging me from behind any time he caught me working at something. Usually in the kitchen while I was cooking. I didn't expect it the first few times, though I appreciated it. Once I caught on, I began deliberately positioning myself when I could. Nothing crazy, just making sure I was facing away from my boy when I heard him coming.
I didn't know why the hugging from behind in particular. I would have taken any and all hugs. But I did kind of see the appeal of feeling like it was a sneaky drive-by hugging. And, secretly, I felt the increased sensuality of allowing my son to press up on me from behind like that. Not that it was anything inappropriate, not quite, but I was really allowing myself to tap dance on the line lately, and almost certainly was crossing it from time to time.
But I was getting so much more affection from my children than usual, irresistible to mothers everywhere, and I most definitely was not forcing anything onto either of them. I was the one being engaged with. I was happily accepting, but mostly passive.
In any case, I was so used to this new state of things that I noticed straight away one morning when Zag went straight by me while I was making eggs and sat down without so much as a peck on the cheek on the way by.
I found myself pouting at him before my brain could catch up to what I was doing.
"No love this morning?" I asked.
Zag shrugged. "Sorry. Not just at the moment."
"Why not?"
He gave me a look. "It'd be more awkward than it's worth."
It took me a second, but then my eyes widened and I turned back to my eggs. After another second or two I couldn't help myself and started giggling.
"Oh," I said, trying and failing to hold back the little laughs shaking me.
"Funny is it?"
I gave him a sympathetic look. "It is. Sorry."
Zag grinned ruefully and pushed his hair back with his fingers. "Ok, maybe it is a little."
"You used to not come out of your room when you were having that problem," I said conversationally.
"... you knew about that?"
"Teenagers are not as subtle as they think they are," I said.
Zag gave a long-suffering sigh. "Well that's embarrassing."
"And yet you've grown enough not to be embarrassed anymore," I pointed out. "Progress."
"Ha, yeah. I guess. Doesn't seem as much a big deal anymore," he admitted. "I wasn't sure whether you'd see it that way or not."
"It's just something that happens," I said, then rather undermined my own point by giggling softly again.
Zag rolled his eyes at me, but also got a somewhat determined look on his face. I heard him get up when I turned away from him, and I stayed facing away even though I suspected I knew what was coming. Maybe because of that suspicion.
I probably shouldn't have let it happen, but in some ways it was still just harmless affection and silly fun. Sort of. Zag enfolded me in his arms from behind, I got my morning hug at last, and in the process I fully felt his morning wood against my bum.
The smallest of gasps escaped my lips and I felt my cheeks warm at the recognition of what was pressed against me. I stood frozen, unwilling to pull away or push back against my son's erection. Quite the predicament to be in.
He brushed my flushed cheek with his lips, lingered a second longer, then went back to his seat. When I finally dared look at him again he was unabashedly watching me with a small, pleased smirk on his face.
All I could really do at that point was carry on like nothing had happened. Which was kind of true. Sort of.
Meli, with impeccable timing, waltzed in just as breakfast was served. I half expected her to notice that something was up straight away, but she seemed lost in her own world this morning.
"I'm having a friend over later," she said conversationally.
"That's nice," I said absently.
"He's a little shy, so be good," Meli added.
"When are we ever anything other than well-behaved?" Zag asked.
Colour bloomed in my cheeks again, though honestly I couldn't tell if he was trying to get a reaction from me, or merely bantering with his sister. It could be both.
****
I had some time to myself after breakfast. A peaceful, solitary house. Usually not what I wanted these days, but in this rare instance it was needed.
I resisted my urges for a while, just enjoying the time to myself and getting some tasks taken care of. I couldn't hold out forever though. I needed to masturbate. Worse than I had needed to for a long, long time. My needs in that respect had felt shrived and forgotten, but not today.
I honestly scandalized myself with my own behaviour once I succumbed to my urges. At first it was just taking a break and sliding my hand down my pants to rub myself, then it was taking my pants off entirely for better access, then walking around the house in soggy panties to do chores in between mini-sessions of playing with my pussy.
The panties had to go too, of course, and I felt even naughtier pattering about the house fully bottomless. My pussy breaks got even longer and more frequent as my access was as free and easy as it could be, and my imagination and hormones received free rein.
I couldn't help wondering what my children would think of me now. The memory of Zagreus, my sweet baby boy, pressing his cock against my butt that morning kept coming back to me. It meant nothing. It was just a joke. It couldn't mean anything more than that. But the thought of it, the possibility....
Some of the guiltiest and most intense orgasms of my life happened in those hours I had alone. I couldn't stop thinking of being in bed with Meli while she let her hands wander, or being pinned against the counter by Zag with his cock rubbing against me.
In short, it was bad.
But only because my sexuality had been going through a very rough and confusing time, I told myself. I remembered being younger and being turned on by so many odd and inappropriate things. This was like that again. Repressed and then allowed to flourish again. If that's what one could call this.
****
I fortunately kept track of time well enough that I had a chance to shower--and play with the showerhead, of course--and get properly dressed before Meli got home. She brought a boy with her. He was pretty cute and shy, actually, which was kind of bad of me to notice so quickly, but was a pleasant step up from masturbating while thinking of my children, so I didn't mind so much.
Except possibly when it reminded me of my husband and his girlfriend around the age of Meli and her friend.
"Hey Mom, this is Alex," Meli said. "We'll be in my room!"
"Hi, sweetie. Nice to meet you Alex," I said, hardly getting to greet the two of them before Meli was whisking him on by. "Keep your door open," I called after her, mostly as a joke and because it seemed like my job as her mother to slightly embarrass her when she had a boy over.
"Ok!" Meli responded cheerfully. "But that's gonna make the sex more awkward."
I sighed and shook my head. That had backfired on me immediately.
Alex, wide-eyed, started to babble something about behaving themselves. The poor thing was going to struggle keeping up with Meli, it seemed.
I didn't think much more of the interaction while Alex was over. I didn't really know if he and Meli were just friends or something more than that, but it was fine either way. Even Meli, chaos goblin that she was, wasn't about to joke about having sex if she actually intended it. She was fully capable of being subtle when needed.
Rather intriguingly, when I went to check on them with some snacks--Meli had in fact left her door open as requested--my daughter was firmly engaged in adding some makeup to Alex's eyes. Eyeliner at the moment though I saw she had some other things out too.
"What are you two up to?" I asked, genuinely curious.
Alex once again was all cute and blushy about it. Meli remained unperturbed.
"Trying some things out," Meli said. "I've been telling Alex he can pull off some more feminine looks if he wanted to."
I looked at Alex. "I can see that. Are you... enjoying it, Alex?"
Alex went even redder, but nodded. "Uh... yeah. I think it does look pretty good. Is that... ok?"
I blinked. "Well yeah, of course it is. I just wanted to make sure Meli wasn't pushing you to do anything you don't want to."
"Mooommm," Meli complained.
"No, it's good," Alex said, untensing himself a little. "My parents... already don't like how, uh, non-traditional I am in some ways."
"Oh," I said. "That's a shame."
"Well, you know, parents have expectations," Alex said awkwardly.
I put my hand to my heart, feeling a sudden, small pang for this boy I hardly knew. "I'm sorry to hear that."
"Thanks," he said shyly.
"Well... from what little I know of you... you're welcome to hang out here when you need to," I offered.
Meli grimaced faintly. "When Dad's not home."
I looked at my daughter curiously. "Why do you say that?"
"Come on Mom. You know he has... opinions... on boys who are too pretty."
I had to actually stop and think about that for a moment. I knew what Meli meant when she said it. Hayden certainly had 'opinions' on various topics. On some level it seemed I hadn't paid enough attention to them or what they might mean to me or the kids. I'd been too focused on other issues.
"We should... talk about this when we have a chance," I said.
Meli gave me a look that was both curious, and worryingly grown-up. "Sure, Mom. Thanks for the snacks."
"Of course, baby. You two have fun."
I kicked myself a little as I walked away for saying that to my daughter while she had a boy in her room. Then again, Alex clearly seemed not to be someone I had to worry about toxic masculinity from, and if anything Meli seemed to be the one in charge in there. She could handle herself, and she was certainly old enough to be having some fun if she so chose.
I stayed buried in my thoughts until Zag returned. I brightened immediately upon seeing him, and he smiled back, albeit a touch ruefully.
"Sorry," was the first thing he said. "I thought about this morning, and I kinda thought it was funny then, but--"
"Do you seriously think you're getting out of morning hugs that easily?" I asked, fully aware of what I was implicitly allowing. It was worrying to me how quickly I rushed to head off my son from, quite frankly, being responsible and smart. More worrying was the idea that I wouldn't get that kind of a hug ever again.


"Wouldn't dream of suggesting such a thing," Zag said slowly and with a bemused smile.
"Good," I said.
I pulled him in for a hug, and he wrapped me tight in his strong arms. I let myself be crushed against him, feeling the comfort of it, the gentleness, the love.
It was bad of me to want to feel his arousal too. I knew that. It wasn't like it was in question. But it also wasn't like either of us was taking it any further than just being casual about a natural state of being, particularly in the morning.
"Zag?" I said in a small voice.
"Hm?"
"You'd tell me if... if I was making things weird? Being... too close?"
He released me enough to look down into my eyes. My sweet baby boy had been taller than me for quite some time now. I had never felt it quite so viscerally as just in that moment, however.
"It really feels good to have that closeness in my life right now," he said with the confidence of someone twice his age. His thumb brushed my cheek, grazing the corner of my lips on the way past. "Are you worried about me?"
"I'm your mother. I always worry about you."
Zag grinned in the sort of heart-melting way that left me surprised and grateful that he hadn't brought a girlfriend home with him.
"You should worry about you," he said, his voice soft and rough at the same time.
He kissed my cheek, so dangerously close to my mouth, and rocked his hips to grind against me for a brief second. He wasn't hard, but the implication was there.
I was left dazed afterward, hand gently touching where his lips had been long after he'd wandered off. Was he... flirting with me? Hard? And more importantly, was I desperately hoping he'd continue?
****
Chapter Two
****
Alex stayed over for dinner. Zag didn't bat an eye about Alex's presence or the makeup Meli had applied to him. It looked good, in my opinion, but after hearing her fears about what Hayden would have said, I knew she was right. I appreciated that my son was more open-minded than his father.
Zag went to work out for a bit after supper, something new in his routine as far as I was concerned. I could see where it had benefited him already. He finished that up right around the time Meli sent Alex off home for the night.
"He seems nice," I said.
Meli nodded. "He is. And pretty open to experimenting with gender and stuff, which is... kinda hot actually."
"Oh? Anything you want to tell me about?" I asked.
Meli grinned. "Like what, Mom?" she asked, putting an odd emphasis on her last word.
"Anything you want," I said. "That felt like the lead up to something, possibly."
"Hm, well, I suppose we've never really had a talk about anything like that," Meli mused. "If you're really interested...."
She let her sentence dangle invitingly.
"Are you enjoying this?" I asked her.
"A little, yeah," Meli said. "Nah, nothing that big though. I'm, you know, not exactly straight. I don't think that's coming as a massive shock to you."
"No, but I appreciate that you told me, and I love you the same of course."
"Of course," she echoed.
"Does that mean... boys? Girls? Both?"
"Hehe, great question. I'd tell you if I knew," Meli laughed. "Maybe both, I think. Especially... girls who kind of look like boys. Or--"
"Boys who kind of look like girls?" I guessed.
Meli bit her lip. "Yeah. Perhaps."
"So Alex is...."
"A friend," she replied promptly. "For now," she added slyly.
"You be nice to him," I said.
"Mom! Of course! When am I ever not nice?"
"You're devious," I said. "Always have been."
Meli made a shocked and hurt face. "How dare you."
I swatted her butt. "Don't even try to make me feel guilty. We both know who you are. You've been sleeping topless with your mother lately, for instance."
Meli grinned and stuck her bum out. "Do that again? It's kinda nice."
I rolled my eyes. "I'm going to go check on your brother."
Meli shrieked in delight. "In the shower? Mom!"
"I did laundry," I said defensively, neglecting to mention that I'd spent some of that time sitting atop the washing machine while it went through its vibrations. "He probably didn't grab any fresh towels."
"Uh huh. Dirty girl," Meli teased, smacking my butt right back as I left.
I couldn't turn around and chastise her. She'd see how red I was. Or how hard my nipples were. God this was a bad situation I let myself get into. And I just kept letting it happen and enjoying it.
****
The sound of the shower running came clearly through the bathroom door. I stood on the other side of that door, freshly folded towels clutched to my chest.
I felt like I was floating a bit. Like this wasn't quite real. My own actions a mystery of sorts.
Sure I wasn't technically breaking any rules. Not if I really, really argued the point. But my intentions weren't pure. Not at all.
I knocked on the door before I could chicken out, cracking it open but not looking inside.
"Zaggy? I brought some clean towels."
My son's voice was thick with surprise and amusement.
"Hell of a time for that, Mom," he called back. "I got a towel already, you know. I'm not helpless."
"No, I know." I stayed outside the bathroom. "So you don't want a fresh one?"
There was a brief pause.
"A fresh one would be nice, thanks."
I smiled, heart beating harder in my chest.
"Ok, I'll be quick," I said, stepping through the doorway. "Not looking, I promise."
"Uh huh."
I had good intentions. Well no actually that was a lie. I had bad intentions. But I really tried not to peek.
Like some helplessly horny teenager, that lasted about three seconds as I padded into the room. I couldn't help but look.
There wasn't much to see, admittedly. The shower was mostly obscured from the outside, as was in fact the point. I could tell Zag was in there, and I could tell he was naked, and--
I shook my head and kept moving. I did not need to see him. I really didn't. I shouldn't even have been thinking it. Fat lot of good shoulds were doing me these days.
I hung a towel for him, carefully replacing the one already there with hands that shook in rather undignified fashion. I could still turn and leave and only feel a little embarrassed about this whole thing. I could still do it. Just needed to stop fussing with the towels and--
"So was that Alex guy Meli's boyfriend or what?"
I jumped and knocked all the towels to the floor.
"Oh, right. Um... it's unclear right now, I think," I said, dropping to my knees to re-pile the towels. Dawdling again. "Knowing your sister, and from the way she was hinting, I think it's only a matter of time."
"Yeah, probably, huh?" Zag said. "Didn't think he was her type."
"Oh?" I said. I carried on pretending to be busy picking up towels, then gave up the charade as a bad job as long as he was carrying on a conversation anyway. "What did you think Meli's type was?"
"Guys like Dad at first," he said. "Then, honestly, I thought she might like girls." He paused in thought a moment. "Maybe femboys could be her thing. Alex had sort of that vibe about him."
"Femboys?" I asked, actually interested now and only idly wishing for clearer vision into my son's shower. "Like boys who are girlish?"
"Dress more like girls than boys, yeah. Or are more feminine in some ways, I guess," Zag said. "Which I get. Some of them are heckin' cute."
My eyes widened a little. "Are you...."
"Gonna keep you guessing? Absolutely," he said.
"It's fine whoever you're into," I said. "And now I feel like I'm having deja vu."
"How do you mean?"
"I mean you and your sister both like to keep me guessing."
As though waiting for the perfect timing, Zag shut the water off and poked his head out, making sure not to expose much of himself in the process.
"Towel?" he asked, reaching out a hand.
I did fairly well acting calm and poised as I handed him one of the towels I'd nervously refolded.
"... gonna turn around or anything?" he asked.
I shut my eyes. "Not looking."
"Uh huh." He stepped out of the shower, mid-drying off.
He was fully naked, wet, and exposed in front of me. I could look. I could crack an eyelid. But I was still his mother, even if I only acted like it some of the time lately.
"Lots of people are interesting," he said conversationally. "I think probably in some ways I don't have a quick answer to who I like."
"That's fair," I said. "Lots of people don't."
"Exactly. Don't tell Dad that though."
I frowned, eyes still locked closed. "Have I been missing some things about your father? I know the issues I have, but--"
"Which are?"
"None of your concern actually."
"Ha, that's ok," he said. "We'll work on that. Something's going on around here, I can feel that much."
"Perhaps." I shifted awkwardly, waiting to be able to open my eyes. "So your type might be something your dad doesn't approve of?"
"In some cases," Zag said softly. "In other cases I feel we might have exactly the same type."
My mouth opened but I had no immediate response to that. My cheeks burned.
"Can I open yet?" I asked.
"Sure," he said. "I just assumed you were peeking the whole time."
I opened my eyes and glared at my son, now at least somewhat decent in a pair of pyjama pants but no shirt. Chest fully bared in front of me.
"I'm your mother," I said. "You think I'd peek?"
He gave me a crooked smirk. "We'll have to try the other way some time. See if I've got the same willpower you do."
I stood up unsteadily. "Behave."
"You walked in on my shower, remember Mom?"
I sighed. "You're not wrong."
"You really didn't peek though? I would have."
"Go on," I said, smacking his butt. "Out. Enough of... whatever this is."
"Flirting, I think," he said. "Which is weird because of how you're my mo--"
"I'm regretting so many life decisions right now," I said. "Are you and Meli conspiring against me to give me a mental breakdown or what?"
"Of course not, Mommy," Zag said. He gave me a tight hug, and didn't try to hide that he was at least partly hard. "Wouldn't dream of it. We're little angels, you know. Well I am. She might be more the fallen kind. But I am pure as the driven snow I assure you."
"You're pure something," I grumbled, biting my lip as I felt his cock twitch against me.
"Thanks," he said as though it were a compliment.
****
Meli and I settled down for a movie together. I wasn't quite able to really settle into it, but having her cuddled close next to me did help to some extent.
"I think I might be making bad choices," I said absently.
"Fun!" Meli said.
"No, not-- well actually yes, kind of fun. In a worrisome way."
Her eyes glinted with mischief. "What did you do? Did you spy on Zag while he was in the shower?"
"Not... exactly. I didn't see anything I shouldn't," I said.
"Ha, such an evasive answer." Meli wrapped an arm around me, letting her hand slide under my shirt. "I like the side of you I've been seeing lately," she purred.
"You're just using it as an excuse to act out," I said.
"I can do both, actually."
Zag walked into the room and joined us on the couch. He still wasn't wearing a shirt.
"Ooh, topless movie night!" Meli said excitedly, reaching for the bottom of her shirt.
"None of that," I said, stopping her with her shirt only halfway pulled up. "No flashing your brother."
"I don't mind," Zag said.
I sighed. "No perving on your sister," I added.
"Oh so Zaggy's allowed to flash me," Meli protested. "I see the sexism inherent in the system now."
"And Meli's allowed to perv on me," Zag agreed. "Something unfair about it."
"You're right," I said. "Go put a shirt on."
This got protests from both my kids, like stereo in each ear.
"That or simmer down," I said, bringing my mom voice out.
Zag and Meli both quieted instantly. They grinned like they'd won, but actually I was glad they'd 'convinced' me to let my baby boy cozy up next to me with no shirt on. I was truly lost, it seemed.
My son and daughter each cuddled me from their respective sides. It took a while but was essentially inevitable that Meli sneaked her hand under my shirt again. I pretended not to notice.
Zag took a while to realize what his sister was up to, but once he did his hand was right there warm on my tummy along with hers. Thus began a silent cold war of each of them inching toward my breasts without any of us saying a word.
It was kind of a fascinating game of incest chicken, from a detached perspective. Of all the unjustifiable things I'd allowed or sought out lately, letting my kids feel me up was probably top of the list, if in fact I let it happen. But I so badly wanted to be touched, wanted to be felt and desired, needed and cared about. And it was kind of fantastically hot to be letting my children touch me like that.
Wrong, of course. Undoubtedly wrong. But that just made it more exciting in my current state of making bad decisions anyway.
I shivered as both Zag and Meli brushed the bottoms of my breasts, just the lightest of grazes, both of them at almost the same time.
"Is this... really what you both want to be doing?" I breathed.
"Kinda, yeah," Zag said. "You feel nice."
"I'm having fun," Meli agreed.
"Even though I'm your mother?" I asked, knowing the answer already.
"Especially because you're our mother," Zag said, kissing my neck and nipping at my ear.
Meli giggled and pulled away from me. Not to behave herself, but to make space to pull her shirt off.
"Topless movie night!" she declared.
I didn't stop her this time. Nor did I stop her and her brother tugging my shirt off as well. I play-fought it briefly, but ultimately let my top be removed.
I surrendered to the moment, thrilling at being topless with my children, laughing at Zag's inability to decide whether he was happier to have my tits out or his sister's, feeling the heat and fire of our bodies together with far less between us than usual.
That was about as far out of hand as I let things get. Or, more accurately, Meli and Zag didn't really push me any further, other than to both nestle against me with a hand cupping one of my tits. I played along, letting them feel me, and in fact settling with an arm around each of them and one my hands on Zag's chest, and one on Meli's.
****
I was horny again going to bed that night. All my masturbating earlier in the day hadn't held me over, I needed more before I could sleep.
Zag had been very obviously hard as he left the couch and padded off to his room. Meli's nipples could have cut glass, and I supposed mine were right there with hers.
More urgently, but less noticeable to anyone other than me, my poor clit throbbed for attention, and it was a relief to get to my own bed and lay back with a hand down my panties.
Usually I wore more than that to bed, but not tonight. Tonight I was barely a step away from naked, panties and nothing else.
It didn't matter, really. I was alone. I could wear what I liked.
I told myself that, yet it was not at all a surprise when Meli crept into my room, and right into bed with me.
"Is it going to disturb you if I need to take care of myself before sleeping?" I asked.
Meli looked at my arm that disappeared under the covers and the small movements I was making.
"Oh, oops! Ha, sorry Mom. Do you need a minute?"
"Whatever you're comfortable with," I said. "I'm going to masturbate. You can stay or leave."
"Hehe, that's kinda hot." Meli slipped under the covers with me, though left a gap between us. "I got myself off before I came over. Forgot that you... you know, that you do that stuff too."
"All that sexualizing your mommy and you forget I have needs too," I said.
"To be fair, most of us have that blind spot regarding our parents," she said. "Even given how things have been lately."
"How have things been lately, exactly?" I asked.
She laughed again and didn't answer.
I kept rubbing myself. Meli just watched me, only interfering enough to tug the covers down my chest just a little, just enough to expose my full breasts instead of just some cleavage.
"Guess we get our topless sleepover after all," she said.
Her breasts were fully visible to me too. I bit my lip, trying to hide that I rubbed myself a little faster as I looked at them. I didn't think I could really cover my interest though. Especially since Meli grinned and stuck out her chest toward me some more as I kept playing with my pussy.
"I guess I never asked you what your type is," Meli said, watching me intently.
"Weird time to do it," I said.
"Not when you're checking me out like that," she teased.
"You've got your tits in my face," I said. "It's not fair to judge my actions right now."
"Mom," Meli said severely. "This is not my tits in your face." She grinned and jumped on top of me, pressing her chest squarely to my face. "This is my tits in your face!"
I laughed and tried to push her off. I didn't try very hard though, and Meli rubbed her breasts back and forth over me pretty freely before lying back down next to me.
"See the difference?" she asked.
"You sure showed me," I replied.
I returned to rubbing myself. With my free hand I reached out and played with my daughter's tits. She just kind of let me do it, waiting with great anticipation until I made myself cum.
It was the release I needed after all that misbehaving. A hot buzz of pure sexual energy that could wash over me and allow me to calm down some.
"How was that?" Meli asked softly.
I blinked and refocused on her. "Good," I said, matching her tone. "Really good. Intense."
"'Cause of me?" she asked.
"Mmhm. A lot of it, yeah." I traced my fingers along her cheek and tucked her hair behind her ear. "I'm so lucky to have you. The way I just came...."
"Tell me," she said, still quiet but with an interest and urgency.
"You really want to know?" I asked.
"Yeah, Mom," she said. "Please?"
I bit my lip. "Do you know... the feeling of being painfully turned on... in a situation you shouldn't? With someone you shouldn't?"
"Kinda," Meli said. "I'm learning about it."
She reached for my breasts. I let her fondle them. It seemed only fair at this point.
"There's like a helplessness to it," I continued as though I wasn't in the midst of being felt up by my daughter. "Like I've lost control. And it overwhelms me, in a good way. And my brain and body and clit are all going electric on me, with just the most beautiful wave of relief at the end."
"Mmf," Meli whimpered.
I looked her in the eye, or tried to. She avoided it.
"Are you playing with yourself now?" I asked.
"Maybe," she said.
"That's... rather naughty of you," I said.
She grinned, eyes flicking back to meet mine again. "Well... I learned in from you."
I gasped, but had to laugh at myself. She had me dead to rights. I couldn't very well chastise any horny thing she decided to do at the moment, so long as it didn't escalate.
My hand returned to my pussy. I decided I could go for another cum, despite most likely having already broken my record that day.
Meli and I giggled and moaned together as we both rubbed ourselves off and felt each other up in the process. Mother and daughter bonding time, in a sense. The most intimate, inappropriate, and ultimately wonderful sort of bonding time imaginable. I knew for certain, regardless of what it said about me, that I'd never felt closer to my daughter.
We lay next to each other afterward, recovering, thinking, sharing embarrassed giggling fits.
"That... is not what I was expecting to happen," Meli said.
"What were you expecting?" I asked.
"Sexy cuddles," she replied promptly. "But this was really fun too. Better probably. As long as...." She looked at me with big eyes. "We can still cuddle, right?"
"You'll have to pry me off of you," I told her.
I wrapped my arms around Meli, holding her tight, feeling the warm connection as she laughed and squirmed to get comfortable.


"Thanks Mom," she purred.
"Don't thank me yet," I said. "I may be inflicting unforgivable family trauma on all of us."
"Pff. Every family's got trauma. I'll take this kind any day."
"You shouldn't joke like that," I said, caressing her bare tummy.
"You started it," she said.
"... fair." I yawned. "I got no more debating in me tonight. I need some sleep."
"Well you earned it. Night, Mom."
"Night baby."
****
Waking up beside my baby girl the next morning made me feel guilty. Safe and loving too, but certainly guilty. I felt none of the arousal that had kept my sense of motherhood at bay, even though nothing had really changed. We remained mostly naked together and Meli was, if anything, all the more beautiful in the soft morning light.
I smoothed her mussed hair with gentle mother's fingers, traced her cheek and collarbone, the swell of her breasts. Like she was a lover of mine from a different life and not my precious child. I wanted to kiss her, and couldn't tell where the urge came from, and how much it should worry me.
It was such a relief to see a pure, beaming smile on her face when she woke up. I knew Meli had only been doing things she wanted to, but a new day could bring regrets sometimes where there hadn't been even a hint of them the night before. I'd been there.
"I'm doing a really bad job as a mother," I whispered.
Meli scoffed, rolled over, shoved her butt into my crotch, and moved my hand onto her tit.
"You're giving the best cuddles of my life. Is that bad mothering?" she demanded.
"... yeah, I think so," I said.
"Agree to disagree."
What could I do? I was trapped. Not against my will exactly, but trapped all the same. My daughter turned out to be the most exquisite of cuddle-buddies.
A younger me would have feared that I'd turned lesbian as if by magic. My current self knew better, that gender wasn't the defining factor of anything that it was made out to be. I was glad for Meli that she seemed to have learned that lesson so much sooner than I had.
But blood was blood. That fact still sat fixed in my head. Family was family. And I'd masturbated with mine now. Groped her. Cuddled with her in the way romantic partners might. And I wanted it, craved more. My thoughts, if they drifted away from my baby girl at all, went to Zag and how it would feel to cuddle with him the same way. I had some good notions of that, some limited experience. Nothing concrete. Not yet.
"I need to get up and make breakfast at some point," I murmured.
"Why?" Meli asked.
It was a good question.
"Your brother will be up soon," I tried.
"So he can make his own breakfast," she said.
I held my daughter tighter to me and whispered in her ear. "He hugged me from behind yesterday. While fully hard."
Meli gasped and squirmed out of my tight grip to turn and face me. "Are you kidding?"
"No."
"Mom! That's crazy," she giggled.
"I kinda wanted to see if he'd do it again," I said.
"Well yeah, duh." She bit her lip. "You think he'd do it to me?"
"Only one way to find out," I told her. "Aren't you working on a boyfriend already though?"
"Oh what, so that stops me from playing with other boys but girls are still fair game?"
"Woman," I said. "Your mother."
"Still a girl."
"And you're avoiding the question," I said.
Meli chewed on that a moment. "I got things to figure out with Alex," she said eventually. "But that's my issue to deal with, ok?"
"Ok."
She grinned. "Plus I just suggested my brother grinding on my butt, and your only concern was for someone else's feelings. Not, you know, the incest thing. I think we're gonna have a lot of fun with this."
"Right," I said belatedly. "I guess that too. But... oh who am I kidding. I'm going to need to re-evaluate my life, but not right now." I kissed Meli on the cheek. "Shirts and panties?"
"Hehe, ok!"
****
Zag seemed surprised to find me in the kitchen shortly thereafter with my butt on prominent display. Far more daring than usual for me around the house. I'd selected my underwear--with Meli's help--to be technically modest, but to show off my booty in a sexy and enticing manner. We chose well.
My son's surprise didn't last long, and it certainly didn't stop him from giving me my morning hug complete with immediately pressing his morning wood against my ass. His hips rocked a little while he held me, slowly grinding on my butt crack and shoving my panties little by little between my bum cheeks.
He almost let go of me entirely when Meli swanned in. I had to grab his wrists long enough to hold him in place and prevent him fleeing. After a few seconds, realizing he wasn't in trouble from his sister catching us, Zag went right back to holding me and grinding on my ass.
"Morning, Zaggy," Meli said cheerfully. "Got a hug for me?"
Zag was slow to respond. "Why do I feel like I'm being set up for something?" he asked.
"A suspicious and paranoid mind, no doubt," Meli said seriously.
"Uh huh."
Zag slowly released me, which was disappointing, but watching the way he cautiously approached his sister made up for a lot. I didn't actually know which was morally worse; letting my son touch me inappropriately, or allowing and encouraging the same with his sister. Ditto for which was hotter, though in that case I was pretty sure touching me had the edge.
In any case, Zag pressed up behind Meli. I could see in his eyes he was waiting for her to laugh or push him away or chastise him. Anything at all. But by the time he had her in a proper hug, he seemed to have realized it was not, in fact, a trick.
"Mmm, good morning Zaggy," Meli purred. "You get like this for Mom every morning, huh?"
"Part of this is new," he said, daring to grind on his sister's butt a little. "I really didn't intend to... be hard. Not until yesterday."
Meli giggled and pushed her bum hard back against him, making him groan. "No self-control now that you've had a taste, huh?"
"You tease, but unless you've felt it...."
Meli's eyes flashed to me. I realized I was stuck frozen and staring. Not that I could move even once I recognized that.
"I don't know," Meli said. "It's pretty fun from this side too. Right Mom?"
"It's enticing me to misbehave," I admitted softly. "I couldn't believe what you did yesterday, but... well, obviously I'm not stopping anything."
Zag smiled shyly at me. "I appreciate that, Mom."
"Yeah well... no one else finds out about this, right?" I said.
"Alex might have to," Meli said, a dreamy look on her face as her brother rubbed his cock all over her butt.
"You think so?" I asked.
"It's only a maybe," Meli said. "But I'm just saying it's a possibility. Or one of my best friends."
"Well..." I said.
"Same," Zag said. "Depending on circumstances."
I sighed, but couldn't get too upset since Zag came back over to me and held me so warm and tight while his cock invaded my ass crack again. God he felt so good.
"Don't let your father know," I said, trying to set a firm boundary on that one.
"Well yeah, duh," Zag said. "Kinda figured he might object."
"We're dumb but we're not stupid," Meli agreed.
"You're not dumb either," I argued immediately.
"We're letting our mommy seduce us," Meli said, slipping over to me and running a hand up my shirt. "That's not exactly clever of us."
"Speak for yourself," Zag said. "This is working out really well, I think. I would allege that not allowing this might be the dumber move."
Meli, both hands up my shirt playing with my tits, considered the notion. "You may have a point. I'll have to ponder further on this one."
I was stuck between both of them, temporarily ignored conversationally but very much the centre of attention physically. I stayed quiet other than little gasps and moans that I couldn't help. I found myself not wanting to interrupt lest I ruin the moment.
Meli and Zag kept talking around me like I wasn't there, debating some of the finer points of incest while freely molesting their mommy. It was the absolute hottest moment of my life. I could never admit it to them, but I kept hoping one of them would reach for my pussy. I one hundred percent would have let either or both of them rub me down there if they'd wanted. But maybe that was too much, maybe that was the limit.
At least for now.
This was bad. Really bad. I was already scheming how I could get more.
I only got free because of something Meli said, I didn't even catch it lost as I was, but all of a sudden Zag released me and bent Meli giggling over the counter. He pressed his erection to her bum and rubbed it back and forth on her while she laughed and encouraged him.
I stared absently at the two of them at first, unconsciously licking my lips at the way my son's cock strained in his boxers, and how my daughter's panties were so far up her butt already that I nearly couldn't tell she had any on. And they were just grinding on each other, over and over, deeper and deeper....
Breakfast was toast that morning. It was as complicated as I was able to manage.
The three of us sat down to eat together, all of us horny as sin. It was probably just as well to have a chance to cool down some, but I kept squirming around wanting more.
Zag remained fully hard, and the precum all over the front of his underwear was impossible to miss. Meli's panties were wet in the front and nearly invisible up her buttcrack in the rear.
I'd almost adjusted my own panties, which were in an identical state to Meli's, except that I noticed how both my kids stared at my ass every chance they got, and I decided not to mess with a good thing. Even if it was slightly uncomfortable.
In the state I was in, I managed to make quite a mess of myself just eating toast and jam. It was kind of embarrassing really. But it did also give me some horny opportunities, and I decided to seize upon one since the chance was there anyway.
"Making such a mess," I muttered aloud. I stood and pulled my shirt off entirely. "Guess I need a shower now."
I had Meli and Zag's full, rapt attention, complete with little sighs of longing as I stood in front of them in nothing but a skimpy pair of panties.
I lingered a moment, long enough to bask in my children's horny gazes, then turned and headed for the stairs. I made sure to walk slow and swing my hips, being totally unsubtle in my movements.
Zag followed me right into the bathroom. I felt the thrills inside as I ran the water, let it get to temperature, then quickly dropped my panties and stepped in.
He couldn't see me clearly once I was in the shower, but I was naked and wet so close to my baby boy, and he'd definitely gotten a brief but full look at me entirely nude.
"You're really making things unfair for other girls, Mom," Zag said.
"How do you mean?" I asked, washing myself with a hammering heart.
"You're gonna go around being so gorgeous and seductive like that?" he said. "What am I supposed to do to find someone who can even compare?"
I whimpered softly. "That's not my intention, you know."
"What is your intention?" he asked.
"... truthfully I have no idea what I'm doing," I said. "As you may have guessed."
"Well you look good doing it," he said.
I blushed. "Behave."
"Firstly, no," Zag said. "Secondly, really? You're gonna tell me to behave? Thirdly... I don't think I can. Even if I wanted to."
I bit my lip and let my hand fall down to my pussy. Not really touching myself, just teasing a little.
"You don't think so, huh?" I said.
I felt his burning gaze on me, all over me, leaving me bared more than mere nudity could account for. He couldn't even see me. Not really. My form, my general outline, but nothing beyond that. And still I felt the enormity of being helplessly naked in front of my baby boy.
"No," he said simply. "I really don't think I could."
I had to stop touching myself. If I kept it up I wouldn't be able to help myself. I'd have to get off right there in the shower, right there in front of Zagreus, in front of my son.
After my time with Meli last night, it wasn't so preposterous as it would have been. But it was different this way. Unbalanced. Something like that anyway.
But I could fix that.
I felt a false calm as I finished up my shower. I took a towel, pulled it into the shower with me, and dried off haphazardly. I wrapped the towel around myself, not minding that I was still quite damp.
Zag's eyes were lightning piercing straight through me. Delicately stepping out toward him, even wrapped in my towel, I still felt naked before him.
It didn't help that he was obviously painfully hard still. That he was unquestionably hard for me.
"Would you like to come with me?" I asked softly, firmly, meaningfully.
"Where we going?" Zag asked, already moving without an answer.
I didn't respond anyway, just nodded my head toward the door.
I led him to my bedroom. The bedroom I still shared with my husband I supposed, though for right now it was mine alone. I took my son into that room and sat him down on the bed while I perched next to him. Somehow I kept my makeshift towel-robe in place and didn't flash anything overtly, though I showed off a lot of cleavage and a dangerous amount of inner thigh.
My finger ran up Zag's leg, drifting toward his erect cock.
"Would you like me to... do something about that?" I asked.
Zag swallowed hard. Nervously, I thought.
"Yes," he said. "Please."
That was too easy. Not hesitating, not teasing. Just asking. Politely, even.
My fingertip reached his cock, stroking along the length of it through his boxers.
"You made such a mess already," I said of the precum all over the front of his underwear.
"Couldn't help that," he moaned faintly.
My eyes flashed to his, then back to his crotch. "Are you suggesting... this is my fault?"
"... maybe?"
"That's quite an accusation," I said.
Zag whimpered softly as I kept teasing his cock. "Sorry Mom. But you got me like this."
"Did I?" I breathed.
"Yeah."
"Better see what we're dealing with then," I said.
I tugged at Zag's boxers. His eyes lit up and he lifted his butt so I could pull them down. His cock sprang out, making my heart stop for a moment.
"Oh my," I whispered.
Zag looked pitifully at me. "Please keep touching it?"
I nodded and wrapped my fingers lightly around him. He was hot in my hand, and pulsed in my loose grip. I thought he might blow without me doing any more than that.
He was so cute just then. Grown up and mature, but small and helpless and in my power even so. It was an intoxicating mix.
"You're a good boy, you know," I purred.
Zag moaned and twitched in my hand again. "Mom...."
"Now we both know I shouldn't be touching you like this," I said. "But I want to. And if you want me to... I intend to make you cum for me."
"Ah!"
"Only because you need it so badly," I said. "Not because we should be doing this or anything."
He whimpered again, thrusting in my hand with small, helpless hip movements.
"Would you like that?" I asked softly. "Would you like your mommy to--"
I didn't even get to finish. Zag exploded in my hand, hot cum shooting everywhere, all over him and me and my towel. An indiscriminate volcano of sexual release.
I stroked my boy through his orgasm, squeezing out every little drop of cum I could. Making it as good for him as I could. I meant to take longer with it, really enjoy the process since I had committed to it already. But I had to admit there was something amazingly electric and satisfying about making him cum so quickly.
It didn't really count. He'd been teased a lot already. Built up to the edge. It wasn't like he'd actually cummed so fast for me just because his mommy had his cock in her hand and was talking a bit naughty to him. Although... some of it was that. Maybe a lot of it.
Zag panted softly. "Sorry," he said.
"Why?" I asked.
"I... I couldn't help it," he said.
I laughed and wiped cum off my hand onto my towel. I lay down next to him on the bed, curling up a little but making sure my towel stayed on.
"I like that you couldn't," I told him. "I wanted to play a little more, but... I haven't felt desired in a while. I haven't felt wanted in a bedroom sort of way."
"I guess... it's kind of a compliment in that sense," Zag said, smiling hesitantly.
"I'm taking it as one," I said, smiling back with no hesitation at all. "You're a very good boy cumming for Mommy," I said in a gentle whisper.
"Mom!"
"Hehe, sorry."
"Ha, no, that's pretty hot. Like the things you were saying and all." He blushed. "I'm not used to that kind of thing."
"That's only reasonable," I said. "It's the first time we've done anything like that. And even then, we really shouldn't have." I squirmed a bit. "I'm going through some things. Misbehaving. Acting out for attention, I think was the way your sister put it. Or attention seeking. Something like that. Though she was talking about... someone else."
"Very self-aware of you considering you still didn't stop yourself," he said.
I shrugged. "I'll remember that for next time."
I couldn't help laughing at the panic in Zag's eyes as he realized he might be talking himself out of having me touch him again.
"Don't worry," I told him, kissing his cheek. "I'm not done misbehaving any time soon."
"That sounded like my cue," Meli said.
I lifted my head, gazing past my son as Meli flounced into the room. Either an impeccably timed arrival, or else she'd been spying on us. I couldn't muster any anger toward the latter possibility. It wasn't like I had any moral high ground to stand on. And I didn't exactly mind her peeking a bit if she wanted.
"What ya up to?" Meli asked, grinning at her brother's soft cock and cummy mess.
Zag belatedly yanked some covers over himself. I felt the mild annoyance of having to wash my sheets now that he'd just smeared cum all over them.
"None of your business," Zag said.
"Pff, whatever," Meli said. "I know what you were up to. You should appreciate that I didn't interrupt."
She teased the edge of my towel with a finger and I swatted her hand away.
"We were just taking care of something," I said. "A problem that you helped create, might I add."
Meli gasped. "That's super unfair, Mom. My brother grinds up on my ass and you're gonna blame me for his horniness." She clicked her tongue. "I thought I raised you better than that."
"We picked out sexy morning outfits together," I reminded her. "And you groped me right along with your brother."
"Oh yeah. I guess that's true," Meli admitted.
"And I felt how much you pushed your ass back against me," Zag added.
"Ok, ok," she laughingly surrendered. "I may have helped. Did you enjoy yourself?"
Zag grinned back at her. "Yeah."
"You know, the great thing about cumming too fast is if you get hard again you can just go again and get two cums," Meli said.
"Why are you saying that like you know what you're talking about?" I asked her.
"... no reason?" she said innocently.
"Meli?"
"What?" she demanded. "I was being supportive! Don't punish me for that." She paused. "Anyway, you like Alex, so don't give me that."
"You said he wasn't--"
"We're not! But you know, he gets hard when he's trying on outfits sometimes," she said.
"That's kinda weird, isn't it?" Zag asked.
Meli gave a coy look. "Well... maybe specifically when he's trying them on in front of me."
Zag cracked up and I snorted in amusement.
"Just friends, huh?" I said.
"I said for now," Meli said. "I really am helping him find his vibe. Maybe some lines get blurry when he's trying on my clothes. Maybe it's really hot when he puts on my panties and gets hard. So what?"
"Oh baby girl," I said, giggling softly. "As your mother, I'm a little worried about what you've been sneaking past me."


"But?" she prompted.
"But this sounds cute and fun and you should keep exploring what you're enjoying," I said.
"Thanks, Mom," Meli said, snuggling up and wrapping her arms around one of mine, clutching on to my arm in a truly adorable way.
The three of us lay together for a while. I was aware of my near-nudity while stuck between them, but neither made any real attempt at peeling my towel off of me. I might have even been a little disappointed about that.
"So... have you been meeting Alex somewhere?" I asked. "You said his parents are...."
"Not great, yeah," Meli said. "Mostly I've been having him over when I have the house to myself."
"Bad girl," I said in a teasing tone.
"I know. But it was easier that way." Meli shrugged. "Things have shifted a bit. I don't want to hide him or anything. But... I probably still wouldn't have him over when Dad's home."
I nodded. Zag propped his head up on one arm.
"So... what exactly is going on between you anyway?" he asked.
"You want to know right now?" I asked.
I'd just finished jerking off my son. He was half naked, Meli was still in a skimpy morning outfit, and I was in my damp towel that had some of Zag's cum on it. I was at an in between kind of stage of horniness where if I was alone I'd probably have been playing with myself, but with company I could restrain that urge.
My arousal was somewhat countered by my kids' presence too, in the sense that even though they were mutually the reason I was horny to begin with, I also felt safe and comfortable with them, and in fact prepared to have some difficult discussions if necessary.
"If you want to tell me," Zag said.
"Yeah, same," Meli said. "You know I get curious about secrets. And you've definitely got some."
"Yes I do," I admitted freely. "And while they aren't your problems... you probably deserve to know at least some of what's going on."
"All of it," Meli countered.
"See where we get," Zag suggested. "If it's good drama, just keep going."
"This is my life," I said. "Our lives, really."
"So... good drama though?" Zag asked.
"Asking the important questions," Meli said. "I knew I liked you for a reason."
"I'll make you like me for a better reason," Zag said. "I could get hard again now, I think."
"Was that... did you just imply you're going to do things to me?" Meli gasped. "Mom! Zaggy threatened to--"
"I'm right here," I sighed. "Zag... don't vaguely threaten your sister with a good time."
To stop any further bickering--which may have been their plan quite honestly, my children were sneaky like that--I launched into the story of what was going on in my marriage.
It felt good to let it out, and both members of my audience actually stayed quiet and behaved themselves while I was talking, minus the occasional outburst of indignation on my behalf, which was rather gratifying and so I allowed it.
"Mom that sucks!" Zag said forcefully.
"Yeah, that's so dumb," Meli agreed. "I knew Dad wasn't always the smartest or nicest, but giving up you for some girl half his age? Stupid, stupid trade."
"Thanks, babies," I said. "That--"
"I mean for real, you take such good care of us," Zag said. "And you're so beautiful."
"Hot," Meli amended. She twitched my towel open while I was unprepared for it. "Like smokin' hot. I'd marry you."
"There's... so much wrong with that statement," I protested weakly. I tried to pull my towel closed again, but between Zag and Meli I was outmatched.
They got me naked between them, fighting any little move I made toward closing my towel or shimmying under the covers.
"What's wrong with wanting to marry my mommy?" Meli asked, caressing my breast. "You know me, love me, and we're really starting to see how amazing the sexual side of you is."
"I'm older," Zag said. "I have dibs."
"Nuh uh," Meli said. "I called it first."
"You're both full of shit," I said. "Neither of you gets to marry me, and neither of you really wants to."
"... maybe," Zag said. "You might be right. You're already our mom. We don't need marriage or anything to do things with you."
His hand squeezed my tit, then trailed down my body. Worryingly far down my body, in fact.
"That statement had some issues too," I said.
"Come on, Mom," Meli said. "Let us take care of you a little bit. It's our turn."
"That's not ok," I said.
"You made Zaggy cum all over himself," Meli said. "You started it. And I haven't even told him about us masturbating together or anything."
"You did what?" Zag asked, a perfect mix of shocked and intrigued.
I sighed at my daughter. "You just gonna drop that secret like it's nothing, huh? Making it less likely we do that stuff again?"
"Who you kidding, Mom?" she asked. "We're not hardly stopping now and you know it."
She punctuated her absurd statement with a kiss. A proper kiss, even. Not on the cheek, not flirting with being inappropriate, but fully on the mouth. Deep, but no tongue. Yet.
I couldn't even deal with her before Zag had his fingers on my pussy, rubbing it gently but with curiousity and exploration. I froze at first, mind breaking slightly while trying to figure out which of my kids to stop first.
But then... I didn't want to stop them. Either of them. Especially not both of them.
I let Meli keep kissing me, and fondling my tits. I let Zag play with my pussy and get me all wet and horny again. Not that I'd really stopped at any point this morning.
Then Meli's lips were gone and I almost cried until she giggled and turned my head so that Zag could kiss me instead. Yeah, I was done for. They had me beat.
Meli sucked my tits for a while and eventually took over rubbing my pussy so her brother could focus on making out with me in increasingly sloppy fashion.
I had never in my life witnessed the two of them working together so well and seamlessly. Not a hint of bickering to be found from my babies as they moved between my mouth, breasts, and pussy. The perfect game of sharing. I might have been proud if it had been almost any other activity. As it was I had no idea what to feel, other than the obvious extreme horniness and wanton pleasure.
"That's it, Mom," Zag said huskily. "That's it. Let it happen."
"Mmm, yeah," Meli echoed. "Let it happen. Mmhm."
I clutched at Zag's arm, unable to decide between trying to stop him rubbing me, or begging him to keep going. They were urging me to cum. The little devils! Their mother of all people.
Yes I'd already made him cum but....
Well, I didn't really have a follow up to that. I'd made him cum, he and Meli were going to make me cum. It was only fair.
And... it was what I wanted. So badly. So very, very badly. My toes curled and my nails dug into my son's wrist. It had to hurt, yet all he did was smile at me, into my very soul.
Meli was no better, sucking on my nipples like she'd never given up breastfeeding. And the way their fingers swapped out on my pussy, taunting me, getting me so close.
I moaned embarrassingly loud and kissed Zag open-mouthed, drowning my cries into his lips and tongue. They really did it. They made their mommy cum. My sweet, precious, naughty little scamps.
And they weren't even done. I came for them once, hard and overwhelming, and it didn't even slow them down.
I knew I was in trouble by my second cum, which followed shortly after the first. They were still trading off, Zag sucking on my tits now while Meli swapped to trying to suck the tongue right out of my mouth.
It was only after the third orgasm that I managed to push them away. To be fair, it was only then that I really tried. I'd needed to cum, and I got what I needed. Selfish of me, sure, but necessary.
"Ok, ok," I panted. "Enough, thank you."
"You sure?" Meli asked.
"We can keep going," Zag said.
"I'm sure, babies," I said. "That was... too much. And it was perfect."
"Good," Zag smiled. "That's what I was going for."
"We," Meli said. "We were going for."
"Sure," he said. "That's what I meant."
I smiled lazily and let them be. I was so relaxed after the loveliest attention I'd had in bed in years. Maybe ever, if I was being uncharitable toward past experiences. My husband in particular. He used to be attentive, but I couldn't remember it anymore.
"Hey Zaggy," Meli said a little more cutely. "Are you... hard again?"
Zag shifted under the covers. "Maybe. Why?"
Meli bit her lip and slid her hand down her body and into her panties. Her wet, clingy panties.
Zag's eyes widened, then he grinned and put a hand under the covers.
I was stuck in between the two of them while they played with themselves, still hopelessly naked.
"Are you two for real right now?" I asked.
"I think so, yeah," Zag said.
"Honestly, this is way less inappropriate than what you just did, Mom," Meli said.
"I... you..." I spluttered. "You two did most of that!"
"Under parental supervision," Zag pointed out.
"Mmm, speaking of which," Meli purred, "how about you get your dick out?"
"Meli!" I said.
"Are you gonna take your panties off?" Zag asked.
"Ha, no," Meli said.
"Then why would I show you what you want?" he asked.
"'Cause I wanna see it," Meli said. "And Mom wants to watch."
My cheeks burned. Meli wasn't even wrong, I did want to watch. And not even because I still wanted to get off. It was a different kind of horniness, but it was most definitely there.
"Do you?" Zag asked, his tone softening immediately as he addressed me.
I hesitated. "Yeah," I said. "I do."
It was thrilling how excited my son got. He scrambled free of the covers and started stroking his cock while pointing it straight at me. Meli made a muffled little noise of approval next to me, and I grunted back an appreciative response.
I'd been denied my chance to properly play with my son's cock when he came so fast before. He'd last longer this time, I thought. Although he was probably pretty worked up already after playing with my nude, horny body and masturbating with his sister.
If I wanted another chance, I didn't have the luxury of waiting. That was the point.
I pushed Zag's hand out of the way and took over for him, stroking his pulsing cock. It felt so good in my hand, with my fingers wrapped securely around it. So satisfying, so naughty.
"Mmf, Mom..." he breathed.
"Shh, baby," I said. "Just let me do this. I need the chance. I'll behave myself after this, but I need it right now."
"We don't want you to behave," Meli said, kissing my bare shoulder.
"I should anyway," I said. I licked my lips, staring at the precum drooling from Zag's cock. "But not yet. Not quite yet."
Zag moaned and thrust into my hand as I stroked him. He wanted to cum. My precious baby angel wanted to cum in his mommy's hand. And I'd do it for him. I'd make him feel so good.
"Move closer," Meli urged, the evil little imp. "You could cum on her tits."
Of all the times for Zag to actually listen to his sister without a hint of argument....
Not that it stopped me even slightly as my son's cock got thrust even nearer to me, poised over my heaving chest, over my until now pristine breasts. Though I supposed I was sweaty enough that 'pristine' might already be overstating things slightly.
A drop of precum hit my flesh, standing out even against the sheen of sweat. I stroked harder, wondering how much precum I'd get on me, wondering especially why I was so enthralled by the idea all of a sudden.
"Mom..." Zag panted.
"Yesss," Meli hissed. "More. Harder."
"Not harder," Zag said. "Just... just like that."
Meli pressed right up against me, holding onto me while she got a view almost as good as mine. We both watched from far closer than a sister or mother ever should as Zag tensed, then shot hot cum all over my tits.
Meli giggled in delight and rubbed herself off, matching her brother's orgasmic energy. I kept stroking automatically, not wanting the cum to end, though of course it had to.
I was thoroughly messed by my boy, my breasts painted with lines and puddles of cum. I absently rubbed my thumb over the tip of his cock to collect a little remaining liquid, then dropped my hand to my tummy, just beneath a stray streak of cum below my chest.
"Fuccck," Meli whimpered, finishing herself off next to me.
"Fuck, yeah," Zag agreed, flopping down next to me.
I couldn't look at either of them. Couldn't look away from the mess all over me. The hot, sexy, incestuous mess.
"I need a shower," I said abruptly. "Another shower," I added sternly, as though I wasn't just as responsible for the cum all over my tits as my son was.
"No way, Mom," Meli said, breathing heavily but contentedly next to me. "You wanna wash that off already? Hardly worth doing it."
"Nah, it was worth it," Zag said from underneath one arm draped across his face as he recovered. "Totally worth it."
Meli propped herself up on her side. "Yeah, but... look at it," she said, poking a finger into the mess of cum. "I mean look though."
"Don't play with your brother's cum," I said.
"You don't get to lie there with it on your tits and tell me not to touch it," Meli said.
I sighed. "That's fair. Ok, five more minutes, but then I am washing up."
Between Meli's fascination with the cum on my chest, the gentle tingle of her fingertips on my breasts, and the way Zag cuddled up hot against me on the other side, it was much longer than five minutes before I managed to extract myself, let alone clean up.
All I could think about while showering for the second time was how badly I wanted to do that again, and more importantly how was I going to stop the madness now that I'd begun. My hand strayed to my pussy, as though I hadn't cummed enough already. I needed to stop, but I truly didn't know if I could.
****
Chapter Three
****
Trying to re-establish boundaries was one of the hardest things I'd ever had to do, but also one of the most necessary. I'd gone too far. I knew that while it was happening, but it was only with the benefit of some time and reflection afterward that I felt able to really move past that and calm down again.
Zag and Meli didn't believe I was serious, or perhaps just didn't want me to be. I couldn't even blame them. The things I wanted to do with my children....
But I had to be their mother still, as best as I could anyway. I didn't have the heart to eliminate our morning hugs, for instance. The ones where Zag continued to rub his boner on my ass for what was definitely way too long every morning, and where Meli had taken to hugging me from the front so she could bury her face in my cleavage for a while.
These things weren't so bad, I told myself. At least relatively speaking. Sort of a gentle easing back rather than trying to cut everything off all at once. That wouldn't go over well if I tried. Not for anyone.
I was as bad as either of them, that was a big part of the problem. I said we couldn't be so inappropriate going forward, and I meant it, but I also longed for every little second of Zag grinding on me with his hands slipped under my shirt and warm on my tummy, or Meli sneaking a kiss or popping one my nipples in her mouth when I 'wasn't paying attention.'
It was probably bad that I was turning incestuous misbehaviour into a game more than a hard boundary, but it was giving me life lately. A joie de vivre I desperately needed.
And again, not nearly so bad as jerking my son off and letting him cum on my tits. It was all about perspective. Probably.
Hayden's return from his business trip kind of helped things. Not in a fun way by any means, but it did put a bit of a limit on what the rest of us could get away with.
I worried at first that my husband would immediately sense that something was up. I needn't have worried. He was so self-absorbed that I started to wonder if I could be hosting gang-bangs while he was gone and not have to worry about him noticing anything when he returned.
He was on his phone even more than usual, which was kind of impressive given the frequency with which he'd previously been glued to it. I didn't have to imagine what was up with that. I still had every night in bed together after he was asleep to find out exactly what sort of messages were flying back and forth between him and Skye.
Just her name made me want to throw up a little every time I saw it on his phone.
She'd been sending him even more sexy pics lately, and the lewd messages had increased. I couldn't bear to scroll through absolutely everything, other than making sure to screenshot and save everything I could. Reading it all would have made me throw up for real, I was pretty sure.
But the best I could tell, she thought he was ready to get more serious with her. I had no idea what exactly either of them thought that meant. I toyed with the notion that he was planning to divorce me, but I saw no evidence of that from the texts. Then again there wouldn't be, if the narrative he was selling was that he was already divorced or otherwise unattached.
I didn't think he'd do it anyway. He was too comfortable the way things were. He had a house and family he needed to do practically nothing for other than finance them, and a young mistress to presumably take care of his sexual desires. Why would he blow that up?
It amused me to consider Skye blowing it up once she realized she didn't have as much of him as she thought, but genuinely I knew so little about her I didn't know if she cared. For all I knew she was using him as much as he was using her and everyone else in his life. That had a certain symbiotic poetry to it.
I tried not to head straight to my daughter's room every night once I'd done my usual digging into the obituary of my marriage. I really tried my best. It wasn't fair to her, or to me really for that matter. But I truly couldn't sleep next to my cheating husband. I couldn't do it.
I lasted a few nights before I gave in. An attempt was better than nothing, I supposed.
"Hey, Mom," Meli mumbled, yawning herself awake as I sat delicately on the edge of her bed. "Wondering when you'd be back."
"Sorry baby," I said, ruffling her hair affectionately. "I know I shouldn't be here, but--"
"Don't be silly. Topless sleepovers are on whenever you want."
I pursed my lips. "I'm not getting topless."
"Suit yourself," she said. "I'm already there. And I'm not putting a shirt on," she added defiantly. "It's my bed."
"That's fair, sweetie. Hands to ourselves though?"
Meli paused. "Does that mean no cuddling?"
"Of course not. Just... no fondling. No taking advantage."
She slowly nodded. "Acceptable. Groping?"
I rolled my eyes and scooted into bed next to her. "Obviously none of that either."
"Had to try," she said.
I felt better very quickly once I was settled under the covers and Meli and I had snuggled up with each other. It made me regret the necessity of not fucking my kids, as well as deeply, deeply regretting that my life had progressed such that I could even have such a thought.
"Why are you and your brother so obsessed with me?" I asked.
"Ha, why are you so obsessed with us?" she countered.
"... well played. I withdraw the question."
Meli nuzzled warmly against me. "We love you, Mom," she whispered. "We're here for you. And... we've got urges. You know about that. Probably we got them from you." She paused. "Well... Dad too in this case, I guess."
"You come by it honestly," I sighed. "I see that. I don't understand where my side of it came from though. I used to be a good girl, I swear."
"Did you?" Meli asked. "Or did you just never feel like you had the chance to be anything else?"
"... I don't like that deep a question this late at night," I said. "Go to sleep."
"Yes, Mommy," Meli said.
It annoyed me that the way she said that sent a pleasant little tingle through me. Probably what she wanted.


But she was warm, and comfortable, and safe. I needed that. I needed the sleep, especially after several restless nights.
I even let her feel me up a little in the morning while I pretended to still be asleep. She'd earned it, I felt.
It was probably still quite wrong of me to play a game--even secretly and internally--where my children could 'earn' sexual playtime with me. But at least it was still pretty limited. That was something, I hoped.
****
The kids started leaving their bedroom doors cracked on top of more blatant attempts to entice and seduce me. I didn't recognize it for the ploy it was at first. Not until the third or fourth time I caught Zag changing or masturbating as I innocently walked by his room.
It clicked for me when I found myself standing silently outside his bedroom one day, curiously watching him. I had just enough of an angle on him lying in his bed, phone in one hand, cock in the other. I found it odd at first when I was so used to him trying to be sneaky about stuff like that. It was something of a cute memory for me all those years of him thinking I didn't know when he was jerking off.
And now... now he wanted me to know. The realization, once it surfaced, became evidently true to me. Zag was too clever to start slipping up like this accidentally. This was deliberate. This was a mommy trap. Worse, it was working.
This was the big problem with having a taste of sexual satisfaction and then cutting myself off again. I was vulnerable, suggestible, and horny.
All I could think watching my son stroke his cock was how nice it would feel to have it my hand again. Or maybe... maybe in me.
I stifled a moan. As long as it was only dreaming, it didn't really make a difference where the cock went. But there was something so very depraved about allowing the lewder thoughts time in my brain.
I waited for Zag to finish himself off. I didn't really know how long he usually took on his own, nor how long he'd been at it already, but I assumed it wouldn't be long. It was several minutes before I realized that he was in no hurry at all. Enjoying himself, but not really trying to cum.
My choices were to stand there perving on him indefinitely, quietly leave, or....
"Hey Mom," Zag said as I pushed his door further open.
He didn't cover up, didn't seem the least bit embarrassed. He did stop stroking himself though.
"How long have you known I was there?" I asked.
"I didn't," he shrugged. "But, you know, sooner or later...."
"It's not nice to bait your mother like that," I said, stepping delicately into my son's room, arms folded loosely in front of me.
"Fun though," he said.
I sat next to him on the bed, eyeing his erection critically. "And what did you think would happen, in the case that you achieved what you wanted?"
Zag, my sweet boy, smiled so winsomely that I could almost forget our circumstances.
"Wellll..." he said, as though dragging out that single word long enough explained all.
"Forget it," I said, settling in with my arms folded again, not reaching toward him even a little.
"Worth a shot," Zag said with a shrug.
He turned back to his phone and his fapping. I just sat and watched like a responsible and self-controlled parent.
I was a work in progress.
Zag was swiping back and forth through lewd pictures on his phone. I didn't register what they were at first since I was focused on his cock and those cute little beads of precum springing out of it, but I slowly came to recognize what was going on. I'd been foolish to think there was only one layer to my son's scheme.
"Zagreus!" I exclaimed, snatching his phone from him. "Are these... me?"
"Hey, I was using that," he said.
I held the phone away from him. "These are me! How did... when did you even...."
Once I was sure he was done trying to grab it back, I scrolled more carefully through the pictures. There weren't many, but what was there was shocking. A couple of me with my tits glazed in my son's cum featured prominently. There were also a few with me fresh out of the shower, or in mild states of undress. One enterprising shot seemed to be up the back of my robe, though it was poorly framed and focused.
"When did you take these?" I repeated in a growl.
"When you weren't looking?" Zag said, trying to look charming.
"Clearly," I said. "Do you know how much trouble you're in now?"
"Um...."
"Because now," I said, enunciating clearly, "it seems I can't trust you not to take pictures of me when I'm misbehaving or exposed. And that means it's even less of a good idea for me to do those kinds of things."
Zag's eyes flicked back and forth as he did the mental calculus involved in parsing what I was saying.
"Because... someone else might see?" he asked.
"Because you shouldn't have them," I said. "Your mother with cum on her breasts? Really?"
"... you jerked me off onto your tits though," he said. "Not fair getting after me for that."
"That was a special, one-time thing," I said. "Not to be commemorated."
"It's the hottest thing that's ever happened to me though," he said quietly.
I hesitated. If ever he was going to push my buttons....
"Do you mean that?" I asked.
"Yeah."
"Even with the fun you had at college?" I pressed.
He shrugged awkwardly. "Not as much of that as you might think."
"Oh, baby," I said.
"It's fine. Nothing that was meant to be," he said. "But... it's hard going from you making me feel so good to, you know, nothing."
I sighed. "I'm sorry, my sweet baby boy. I've handled everything so poorly."
"N--"
"Shh, yes I did. I shouldn't have been jerking you off, or letting you rub up on my bum."
"I really appreciate it though," Zag said.
"I know. And... in light of circumstances, it wouldn't be nice of me to take it all away," I said.
His hopeful smile melted me. Fuck I was in trouble. And leading myself to said trouble by my own leash at this rate.
"I better... get some pictures of you," I said. "To make sure nothing of mine gets out."
Zag beamed at me. He had to know as well as I did that nothing about what I just said made sense. Mutual blackmail potential was not a scenario we needed to worry about. This was just for my own horny purposes. Though there was a certain fairness to it, I supposed.
Zag got naked on the bed for me, sitting back on his heels facing me and letting me watching him stroke his cock again. Very deliberately this time.
And I, like the mother of the year I was running for, held my phone out and snapped several pictures of him in the process. Pictures just for me.
"Can you cum on yourself?" I asked breathily, sensing him getting closer. "You got pics of me with your cum on me. It'd make it more even."
He shook his head. "Can I cum on you again?" he asked. "Please, Mom?"
"Fuck," I whispered.
"Please, Mommy? Anywhere you want."
I made an embarrassingly horny noise and gave in. I yanked my shirt up, bunching it up over my chest, and unhooked my bra. I bared my tits for my baby boy. For him to cum to, and as twin targets.
He snapped a couple pictures of my boobs. While he was distracted, I grabbed his dick and jerked it for him. Once again he was close already, but not so close that I didn't get to enjoy myself, feel him throb for me, watch his mouth open cutely, his eyes roll back, and his whole body tense.
His cum flew hot and true onto my waiting breasts. Cummed on by my son for the second time in what was threatening to make a bad habit. It was so fucking hot though. How was I supposed to be good when my boy was so stupidly eager to cum all over his mommy like this? It was unfair.
The buildup he'd worked on really showed in the amount of mess he made. More than last time. Plenty to leave me wet, sticky, and dripping. Painted in how white cum.
Then of course, as promised, I had to sit there with my tits out while he got his precious pictures. I even did one for him with my tongue stuck out sluttily. Just one though. It wouldn't do to spoil him.
"Thanks Mom," he said, kissing my cheek. "You're the best."
"Mmhm."
Zag settled next to me, leaning on me while happily scrolling through his new fap material. I sat there with him, not even putting my tits away, buzzing with energy and excitement and unsure what to do with any of it.
"Baby?" I said in a near-whisper.
"Yeah?"
"No more pictures right now, ok?"
"Um... ok?"
"But... would you be interested--"
"Yes," he said.
"I didn't finish," I said.
"Doesn't matter," Zag assured me. "Yes anyway."
I sighed. "Would you like to take my pants off and suck on Mommy's clit?"
Zag made a muffled little whimper of excitement and attacked me before I could even move. It was a bit awkward getting my bottoms off, but quite honestly that just made it more fun. I loved the pure, unquestioning eagerness he showed. It sang to me. Like any chance he had to play with me, or vice versa, was the best thing in the world. I needed that energy in my life.
I grabbed my tits, my messy breasts, and massaged them while Zag sucked on my pussy. I smeared the cum over myself even worse than it already was, coating my nipples, and occasionally sucking on of my fingers into my mouth.
I let my son suck me to an amazing orgasm, guiding him a bit to hit just the right spot with just the right pressure, but mostly it was all him. My sweet angel getting his mommy off so good. Such a good boy.
"Good boy," I said aloud, echoing my own thoughts. "Thank you."
"Want me to keep going?" he asked.
"No," I said. "Not now. Cutting everything off isn't fair, but giving into everything we want isn't either."
"Are you sure about the latter?" he asked. "Because we could try--"
"Enjoy your pictures," I said, cutting him off.
I stood up, hiding the shakiness in my legs, and walked out of the room without most of my clothes, naked from the chest down, cum drying on my breasts. I paused in the doorway long enough to hear the sound of my son sneaking another picture of me, then pattered away.
I'd retrieve my clothes at some later time. When I wasn't so in danger of breaking my own rules even further. It would be interesting to see if my panties were still there when I went back for them. Very interesting.
****
Meli wasn't being any better about keeping her door closed around me than her brother was. They'd probably planned it together to some degree.
Generally that wasn't as much of an issue with Meli though. It usually just meant she was behaving as normal, maybe in a partial lack of proper attire but often not any true nudity. Even when she was masturbating it was under the covers. Though the fact that she was allowing me to catch her at it at all was still worrisome.
More often than when she was alone, I caught some increasingly inappropriate shenanigans with Meli when she had Alex over. She mainly only invited him when her father wouldn't be around, which was probably just as well since she was getting better and better about dressing him up like a girl. He looked incredibly cute like that as far as I was concerned, but it wasn't a conversation I wanted to have with Hayden.
I caught Meli and Alex making out a couple times while walking by. I honestly couldn't be sure if that was deliberate, or if she'd forgotten it was a possibility.
I was a lot less uncertain about catching Alex eating Meli out on her bed. At that point it was most definitely deliberate.
"Meli?" I said, rapping sarcastically on her door with my knuckle before pushing it even further open. "Are you sure you don't want your door closed right now?"
Meli looked at me, her face a perfect mix of excitement at my presence and regret that she'd gone this route.
"You told me to keep it open while I had Alex over," she reminded me.
"I may have changed my mind," I said.
Alex, little cutie that he was, looked up at me too, lips shining from my daughter's wetness. "Uh... hey, Mrs--"
"Kora," I said. "Just Kora is fine, please." Not like I wanted to be called by my husband's last name right now.
"Um... is it ok that I'm here?" Alex asked, blushing fiercely. "I mean... Meli said it was ok to... to do things. I'm kind of confused to be honest."
"Absolutely none of my business what you two get up to," I assured him. "Within reason, of course. Are you ok with my daughter using you for other agendas?"
"Harsh," Meli said.
Alex shrugged. "Do you mean you seeing us and stuff? Yeah, that's cool. I want more chances for people to see me dressed... differently. It's hard to do it in public or anything."
"You can just hang around the house," I suggested. "Dressed however you feel like." I hesitated. "More so when my husband's away, admittedly."
"We may do that too," Meli said. "Once he gets comfortable."
"So, what, this is easing Alex in?" I asked.
"Weirdly, yeah," Alex said, going brighter red if that was possible. "It's actually easier not to worry about being too weird or not fitting in when...."
"When he's horny," Meli supplied. "And... when I'm horny. Or whoever else is around."
I gave my daughter a suspicious glare. "You're not just trying to get me interested in misbehaving, are you?"
"Not just that, no," Meli said. "I have other priorities too."
I shook my head, but still padded over to the bed to sit next to them. Not unlike joining Zag when he'd been jerking off. It was a calm approach, and let me pretend like I was still in control for a while longer.
"It's easier to dress like a girl if you play it as a kink?" I asked Alex. "Is that right?"
"Um... sort of," he said. "I think that's part of it. I thought maybe it was just me being pervy at first. But I do really like it for non-horny reasons too. Just... it's more difficult in front of other people in that sense."
"I'm being a very selfless and supportive friend in that sense," Meli said. "In case you were questioning it."
"Just a friend, huh?" I said, my tone making it clear I didn't believe any of it.
I had the satisfaction of watching both Meli and Alex blush and shyly glance at each other.
"Well..." Meli said.
"I..." Alex said at the same time.
"Nevermind," I said, waving my hand. "That's between you two. The selfless part though, that I take issue with."
My daughter pouted prettily at me. "You think my intentions less than noble?"
"I think you wanted to get licked out," I said.
"It can be two things," she said. She tapped her fingers together. "And anyway, it's valuable experience for me in a safe setting, which is important."
"Is that what it is?" I asked.
"Yeah," Meli said. "For both of us. We're, you know, learning a lot together."
The way her cheeks flushed again as she spoke suggested that she wasn't purely full of shit. And she clearly did like Alex, so I didn't want to be too hard on her.
"Have you learned a lot?" I asked.
Meli nodded. "I think so. We're already a lot better at kissing. And this is our second time trying pussy licking, and I think we... Alex I mean... has the hang of it better."
I studied my daughter. "Is he the first boy to lick you?"
"Mooommm!" Meli protested. "I mean... yes. But you don't have to say it."
"Sorry, baby," I said. "Do you want me to leave you both to it?"
She paused for a worryingly long moment, then shook her head. "Actually... you could maybe help."
"I'm not licking you," I said.
"I just meant, you know, guidance. Hints," Meli said quickly.
She looked fearfully at Alex, but if anything showed on his face it was fascination and arousal at the notion of me licking Meli, not horror or disgust.
"I could use a little guidance," Alex admitted. "And if you wanted to show me--"
I laughed aloud while Meli buried her face in her hands. I genuinely didn't know whether Alex was serious, or just amused at Meli's reaction. Possibly both. In any case I rather enjoyed one of my kids getting out-perved. I was too used to being on the receiving end of that sort of thing lately.
"Don't ask my mom to lick me!" Meli whined between the fingers still covering her face.
"Sorry," Alex said, halfway between contrition and mirth. "It was a joke."
She peeked at him cautiously. "Was it?"
"Well... mostly. Sort of."
Meli dropped her hands a little. "What if she did though?"
Alex made a little whimper. "It would be... pretty hot."
"Mmm, see I knew I liked you," Meli said. She was still red and unsure, but regaining some composure. "Not afraid to be weird."
"Same to you," he said, smiling back at her.
"Want to keep licking me out?" Meli asked. "Mom's probably gonna watch."
Alex made another cute noise of arousal before diving back between my daughter's legs. She had such a cute little pussy I couldn't blame him for his enthusiasm.
"You're gonna stay, right?" Meli asked me hopefully.
"For reasons other than tricking me somehow?" I asked.
"No tricks," Meli assured me. "Just, you know, support?"
She reached a hand out and I slipped mine into hers, squeezing gently. With some of her confidence and brashness faded, my baby girl brought me more to mind of the daughter I'd raised and would always care for with all of my heart, and who occasionally still sometimes needed her mommy.
"Just support," I agreed. "You're doing good, baby."
Meli wiggled in approval, then turned back to Alex and gasped at something he did with his tongue.
I took the opportunity to admire the two of them together. Such an adorable pair. Especially with Alex dressed in what I could only assume was an outfit entirely constructed of Meli's clothes. Certainly the top and skirt he had on were hers.
It really worked for him, and kind of got my head turned toward wondering if he'd go down on me afterward. Not appropriate of me, and it was too risky whether Meli would jump at the proposal or never forgive me for it. But it beat fantasizing about my kids, so perhaps a step in the right direction, if a very, very smell step.
I scooted a little closer and stroked Meli's hair, cooing soft encouragement to my daughter while she wriggled happily, gasping and panting so sexily.
She looked so kissable too. That wasn't my primary focus at first, I had lots to look at other than Meli's lips, but they drew me in until they were all I could see. Something about that little lip quiver. The way her mouth moved and flexed around the sounds she made.
I kissed my baby girl just as she was rising to orgasm, just as she was peaking. She didn't respond for an instant, as though forgetting how kissing worked, then met me hungrily, needily. It was a sloppy, uncoordinated kiss, but it energized me and gave me life.
I broke the kiss to let her breathe again and found Alex staring in awe at us. I supposed watching a mother and daughter make out was either going to provoke disgust or arousal, with very little room for a middle ground. Alex seemed to lean toward the latter. Not that it surprised me much with how well he and Meli seemed to connect.
"Thanks Mom," Meli said. She turned to Alex. "And... thank you."
He smiled shyly. "You know I enjoy it."
"Mmhm," she said. "You're a good boy that way." She patted him affectionately. "And good boys get treats. Right Mom?"
"You're asking me?" I said.
"I am," Meli said. "Do you think Alex gets a treat now?"
I closed my eyes for a second, avoiding looking at either of them. "Be very careful what you ask for," I warned.
"Why?" Meli asked.
"Because I'm horny and have been making poor decisions lately," I said.
Alex was watching me, still shyly but very intent and hopeful too. "I'd like a treat."
"Yeah Mom," Meli said. "He'd like one."
"In that case," I said slowly, "you'd better show me what you want."
I felt like I was floating, like reality wasn't quite synching up. It all seemed too unreal, too easy even.
Meli scooted over and Alex took her spot, lying back between me and her. He flipped his skirt up, exposing very tented panties with a prominent precummy damp spot at the tip of his erection.


"See, he needs it," Meli said.
"And you're sure you want me here?" I asked. "Just saying, it could really fuck with your dynamic going forward if you get your mom playing with your boyfriend."
"Mom!" Meli whined. "We're not... we didn't say that's what we were yet," she complained.
Alex reached for her hand. "It sounds nice when she says it though."
"Yeah?" Meli said cautiously.
"I think so," Alex said. "It seems appropriate. You've seen about every inch of me while helping me with outfits. I've... I've licked your pussy. I really like you," he added as though that was least relevant part. Perhaps just the least concrete.
"I really like you too," Meli said, a little more confident now but still shy about it.
She was so cute right now I almost wanted to wrap her in my arms and hold her tight no matter how embarrassed it made her. Maybe bonus points for embarrassment, actually.
Instead I ran my fingers up Alex's cock through his--Meli's, really--panties. He squirmed and gasped, distracting from the moment the two of them were sharing.
"Last chance," I said.
Meli snuggled up with Alex, intertwining her fingers with his. "Nah, Mom, I'm not changing my mind. My... my boyfriend deserves a treat," she said, blushing as she said 'boyfriend.' "Haven't changed my mind about that."
"Mmm, Meli," Alex whispered. "You're serious, aren't you?"
"You're into it, you little perv," Meli giggled. "Part of why I like you. You get me."
I kept rubbing Alex's cock, only gently, not wanting to make him cum too quickly. It felt sexy and validating to make a cute boy cum fast for me, but I wanted to enjoy it some first.
I tugged Alex's panties down, making his cock bounce free. He was so hard and messy with precum already. My hand was naturally slick against his sensitive flesh, making for a fun handjob.
"My mom's gonna make you cum," Meli said in a loud whisper.
Alex's cock twitched in my hand.
"Yeah?" he moaned.
"Yeah," Meli said. "I want to see how she does it." She giggled softly. "And how long you last. She can make Zaggy cum pretty fast."
Alex's cock twitched even harder in my grasp. It was so hot. He was pulsing with need even when Meli wasn't teasing him.
"You don't have to tell him about that," I said.
"Why not?" Meli asked. "You don't want it getting out about you and my brother?"
I held back a little moan of my own, even as I felt the small surge of heat in my pussy. She was teasing me now, and what's worse I knew it would work if I let her. Meli knew my weaknesses.
I forestalled her by putting my mouth on her boyfriend's penis and slowly taking it between my lips. He was such a nice size for it, perfect for fitting in my mouth and letting me play with him orally. So much more fun and sexy than with just my hand.
There was a horny whimper and I realized it was actually from my daughter, purely from her watching me. I smiled to myself, but didn't stop sucking on Alex. This was so amazing and efficient. It had him feeling good, me feeling slutty and sexy, and even Meli enthralled without anyone even touching her. I could do this for--
Hot cum erupted in my mouth. My eyes fluttered open and closed, and I swallowed away some of my initial surprise. I knew he'd been close, I'd just forgotten how close.
"Mmm," Alex moaned happily.
"Oh my god, did you just cum?" Meli asked excitedly. "Did you just cum in my mom?"
"In... in her mouth," Alex said.
"Well yeah, just in her mouth," Meli said. "For now."
I couldn't even chastise her for suggesting that this was building to anything even more inappropriate. Partly she was probably right, but mostly my mouth was full and I was so focused on the taste, texture, and sheer horniness involved in drinking down all this boy's cum.
Somehow it wasn't even any of that that was the best part. It was the way my daughter looked at me after, her big eyes locked on me in total awe, like I was her hero.
"You're amazing, Mom," Meli said.
"That... really wasn't that difficult," I said, blushing.
"Maybe," she said. "You were so smooth though. And, you know, a lot of moms probably wouldn't blow their daughter's boyfriend like that. It's pretty cool."
"Mmhm," Alex added.
"Ha, you're both cute," I said. "But don't act like this is anything noble."
"Didn't say noble," Meli pointed out. "More like... cool. This was cool."
"Oh?" I said.
"Yeah," she said. She ran her hand down toward Alex's spitty, softening cock. "It really made it look fun too. Not scary at all."
"Well sure," I said. "Why would it be sca--" I frowned. "Meli, why would it be scary?"
"I don't know," she said. "Just... it might be."
"Meliii... have you not tried it yet?" I asked.
Meli flinched her hand back. "Well... not as such. Why?"
I sighed. "This is bad behaviour, young lady. You have such a nice boy here licking your pussy for you, and you outsource sucking his penis?"
Meli couldn't seem to decide between hitting me with disarming eyes or smiling at the absurdity of the situation.
"It was scary," she repeated.
"How?" I asked. "In what way?"
"In, like, I haven't done it before. I might be bad at it."
"You might be bad...." I shook my head. "Well yeah, probably to start with. Was Alex good at licking you at first?"
"... I don't know," Meli said. "He got a lot better. But it felt good anyway." She bit her lip. "It was fun practicing."
"And you don't think it would be the same for him?" I asked.
She looked at Alex. "Maybe," she admitted. "I like when he looks at me like I know what I'm doing though."
Alex blushed softly and brushed Meli's cheek. "Actually... it's not really about you knowing what you're doing. It's more about, like, knowing what you want. That's what I like, I think. It's pretty hot."
Meli giggled. "Oh. I guess that's an important difference." Her soft, avoidant gaze flashed suddenly tight and intent on him. "I think I'd like to learn how to... suck you off... in that case."
"... I'd like that too," Alex said faintly.
Neither of them were watching to see his cock twitch, but I was. He was beginning to stir back to life before Meli even made a move on him.
"Get your butt down here," I said, crooking my finger at my daughter.
Meli gleefully bounced down next to me, the two of us making ourselves comfortable between and somewhat on top of Alex's legs. My tits were fully pressed up against his thigh, and he didn't seem to have any complaints.
"How long you think it'll take to get hard again?" Meli asked, wrapping her fingers around Alex's cock.
"I don't know," I said. "Put your mouth on it."
"But it's only soft still," Meli said. "And all wet from your mouth."
"It's fun when it's soft," I said. "And there's truly no pressure at that stage. Just waiting for it to get hard, mostly. And you get to feel it happen."
Meli nodded sagely and slipped the cock in her mouth. I got to experience the ignoble distinction of witnessing my baby girl put a penis in her mouth for the first time. It made for perhaps the weirdest moment of vicarious pride in my life.
"That's it," I said, warm and encouraging.
Not that Meli needed any help. It genuinely felt like all she'd needed was a nudge over that first hurdle. Once she got her mouth on Alex's cock, she didn't seem to want to let go.
"That a girl," I said anyway, just for something to fill the silence.
Meli was sucking slowly but with great interest. I kind of wished I could see how hard Alex was, but she kept that pretty well hidden. I could imagine it anyway, I supposed. Though I was a little bit envious of her since she was going to get more play time than me along with getting to feel Alex get hard.
Alex was kind of a perfect boyfriend for my daughter. Cute for sure, especially the way Meli had dressed him, but even more importantly he just seemed gentle, fun, and considerate. Not at all someone I'd need to worry about with my daughter, even if I hadn't already gone so far as to directly help and supervise.
I started rubbing myself while just watching the action. It was too hot for me to stay still, and I didn't want to interrupt Meli. This was a special moment for her, and she was doing so well with it.
"That's it," I said in a hushed, soothing tone. "Just like that. Keep going." I flashed my eyes to Alex. "How is it?"
"So good," Alex moaned.
"Mmhm. My daughter's doing a good job sucking your cock, isn't she?"
He whimpered. "Yeah."
"Tell her," I urged, rubbing myself a little faster.
Alex was shy about it, and started awkwardly, but did pretty good once he got going.
"That feels so good," he said, gaining confidence and stroking Meli's hair. "You feel so good. Your tongue's amazing. You're going to make me cum. I want to cum in your mouth."
It was working on Meli. I loved watching her go from playing and sucking to really meaning it, really wanting to get her boyfriend off.
"Good girl," I added to Alex's praise. "You're doing so good. Let him blow in your mouth baby."
Meli made some helplessly horny noises as she kept sucking, faster and faster.
I nearly came when Alex did. It was so hot watching him tense and buck his hips, needing the sweet release of my baby girl's mouth. Meli choked a little, but only a little. Mostly she just stayed on him and swallowed him all down.
At least that's what I thought she'd done. My daughter was a sneaky trickster sometimes, and I possibly should have known better.
I could maybe blame the fact that I was getting close to cumming too, and I was busy being focused on that. It didn't really matter. In any case I only noticed Meli turning carefully toward me with a wide grin on her face too late to do anything about it.
"Meli! Wait, you swallowed already, right?" I asked as she got suddenly way too near to me. "Right?"
She shook her head minutely, grin widening.
"Baby, don't do it!" I insisted.
She ignored me. Of course she did. Her lips pressed to mine, and all I tasted was cum.
"Just wanted to share," Meli murmured, having passed a mouthful of cum off to me. Her quick little tongue licked up a bit that spilled over my lip and down my chin.
I took hold of her hair before she could get away and forced the mess back into her mouth.
"Don't cum swap with your mommy," I told her.
She kissed the cum right back to me again. "Why not? You already swallowed the last load."
Our mix of cum and spit was intermixing and getting everywhere the more times we passed back and forth.
"So this one's yours," I said.
"I told you, I'm sharing," she said.
"That doesn't work if you make me swallow it all," I said.
"Splitsies?" she suggested.
I agreed to the bargain and shared a longer kiss with my daughter, very roughly evening out whatever mouthful of cum remained that wasn't all down our fronts already. We both swallowed at almost the same instant. I didn't want to admit to Meli that doing it that way was, in fact, one of the sexiest things I'd ever done and I'd most definitely be rubbing myself off to it some more later. It would only encourage her if she knew.
I gave myself a cum while lying there afterward, just playing with my pussy in the same bed with Meli and Alex. Meli helpfully cuddled with me and played with my tits, delighting in assisting with my orgasm.
"Ok, I really need to go now," I said reluctantly after cumming.
"Fine," Meli said, only pouting a little as she released me. "I guess you can leave."
I pinched her nipple sharply as I sat up, enough to make her gasp in shock, though she stuck out her chest toward me for more so maybe I hadn't pinched hard enough.
"I want to remind you that this," I said, gesturing to us all in the bed, "is not usual. Don't expect me to break the rules all the time."
"Wouldn't dream of it," Meli said insincerely. She paused and dropped her eyes shyly. "Um... thank you though, Mom. Really. I'm glad you were here for this. And to... teach us some things."
I felt some mild emotional whiplash going from the teasing to utter, heartfelt appreciation.
"You're welcome," I said softly. "I love you, Meli. I'm here for you."
She beamed at me. "Love you, Mommy. We'll play again soon."
"That's not...." I shook my head. "We'll see."
Truthfully my heart was pounding as I left, and I did in fact want an excuse to play with them again.
****
Chapter Four
****
The kids were getting to me. Not just the increasingly successful seductions, not just the corrupting of everything it meant to be a mother, but my very time and energy. It used to be that I was worried about taking care of them and wanting to keep them safe.
Now any thoughts I had needed to make space in amongst my horny musing. I wasn't so much trying to raise and look after my children as I was wondering how similar Zag's cock would feel in my mouth to Alex's, or contemplating how long before Meli would try and stick her tongue up my cooch.
Really deep, philosophical stuff.
I was so horny I couldn't stop playing with myself any chance I had, any moment alone. Sometimes not even alone. The frequency with which I'd be sitting out with the family in the living room, watching a movie or reading or anything else, and be using the blanket over my lap as cover for a hand down my panties was disturbingly high. Very un-motherly of me.
So much of my daily life was done on auto-pilot while various fantasies danced through my mind. Some were pretty basic, mere escalations of sexual tension with the kids. Some were elaborately constructed plots, filled with reasons why it wasn't my fault that I accidentally fell on my son's dick or had to help my daughter apply lotion to her pussy.
So it was that I ended up getting ready for bed with my husband one night, a routine affair I didn't even think about most of the time, and somehow gave off the signal that I wanted sexy time with him. In no way did I want anything to do with him other than for him to fall asleep so I could sneak out of the room, but I could conceivably see how my daydreamy demeanour could lead to incorrect assumptions.
It still took a wild lack of empathy or self-reflection on Hayden's part to try it on with me mind you, given his side piece I knew for a fact he was still sexting regularly.
"Wanna fuck?" he asked.
I stopped where I was and just stared uncomprehendingly at Hayden. I actually couldn't decide in that moment whether it was the audacity of the request that bothered me more, or the astounding lack of romance in it.
"No," I said.
He sighed. "Of course not."
"Yeah of course not," I said. "What did you think?"
"I think we haven't fucked in a long time now," he said.
"And?" I prompted.
"And we're married," he said.
I cocked my head. "Aaannnd?"
"We should have sex," he said. "That's what married people do. It's what keeps them married."
"... there's just so much to unpack there I wouldn't even know where to start," I said.
"So, what, we're just never going to do it ever again?" he asked.
"I didn't say that," I said. "But honestly the way things have been going...."
"Well that's great," Hayden said sarcastically. "So why are we even living together then?"
I took a moment on that one. "That's a really good question."
I had my pyjamas on. I grabbed my housecoat and slung it around me as I exited the bedroom, tying the belt as I padded down to the kitchen. I went through the ritual of making myself some sleepytime tea. I wasn't even sure if I wanted it, it was just something to do.
Hayden didn't follow me. When I passed back by our bedroom the door was closed. I ignored the room and kept going. It was a relief that he hadn't tried to follow me, to continue the argument. I didn't need that right now.
I decided to check on the kids. Meli was in bed reading. I said good night to her then headed to Zagreus's room.
Opening the door to my son's bedroom, I found him fully naked in his bed, phone in one hand, cock in the other.
"You're supposed to knock," he said.
"You're supposed to stop masturbating when your mother comes in," I said. "Call it a draw?"
"Acceptable," Zag said with a grin.
I shut the door behind me as I stepped into the room. I'd taken a few sips of my tea, but I left the bulk of it untouched as I set it on top of Zag's dresser. My housecoat got draped next to my tea, and I slipped into bed next to my boy.
"What are you jerking off to?" I asked, leaning my head on his shoulder.
He was a little shy to show me. I somehow wasn't surprised that it was the naughty pictures of me that he'd been building a collection of.
"Bad boy," I said. "Aren't you tired of those?"
"Impossible," he said. "That's the problem. You've been kind of making porn not enough for me anymore."
"Just what a mother wants to hear," I murmured.
I nudged his hand away from his cock and took over stroking him. He made a noise of happy contentment and shifted so his arm went around my shoulders and I could slip even closer to him.
"Come on," I urged, "look at something else. I don't want to stare at lewd pictures of myself."
"They're hot," he said.
"There must be other things," I said.
Zag hesitated, then opened up a porn site. I was amused when he went right for some fake mother and son videos.
"It's all step stuff now," he said. "Kind of annoying. But you can ignore that."
I didn't really care whether it was mom or step-mom or whatever else. The interest my baby boy had in me shone clear either way. He'd done nothing to hide it lately, and I felt like I needed it. I needed that bizarre, unhealthy validation. I kind of wanted my son to be a little obsessed with me right now. Maybe I could find an excuse to let him have some more dirty pictures of me....
"Is this what you think's going to happen?" I asked as we watched bits and pieces of a few mommy videos. "I notice... they end up fucking in all of these videos. Usually at the drop of the flimsiest excuse."
Zag's cock throbbed in my hand.
"Um... I don't know," he said. "This is what happens in mom porn. You said that's what you wanted."
"I didn't say any such thing," I said. "You picked the genre."
"Oh. Right."
"I guess it wouldn't be very good porn if they built tension, misbehaved a little, then decided to maintain healthy boundaries and dynamics, huh?" I said.
I took my hand away, drooled some spit into it, then kept rubbing Zag's cock.
"It, uh, wouldn't be very popular, I think," he said, clearly struggling to think or speak straight.
"Probably not," I agreed. "People really want their cummies when they watch porn, don't they?"
I punctuated my question by rubbing my thumb firmly around the tip of Zag's cock. I was really enjoying short-circuiting his brain with pretty minimal effort on my part.
"Do you have to say it like that?" he moaned.
"Like what?" I asked innocently. I moved my lips closer to his ear. "My baby boy is hoping for cummies, isn't he?"
"Mooommm, that's not playing fair," he complained. "You're... you're making me sound like a total perv."
"Yeah, baby, but you kind of are," I teased. "You kinda let your mommy hop into bed with you and just start playing with your penis. And you were already looking at naughty pictures of me, so...."
"Mom..." he whispered.
"Mmhm, I got you," I assured him. "Want to try another video?"
Zag nodded and started a new vid, letting the setup play then bouncing forward to a blowjob scene. Maybe that was hopefulness on his part. If so it was in vain. I wasn't planning on blowing him tonight. Just a motherly handjob.
There was a very fine and arbitrary line in what I considered acceptable lately. Soon enough....
Honestly, soon enough I didn't think any kind of line was going to matter or even exist for me. I was misbehaving as often as I was behaving. And my kids... they were only encouraging me to the dark side, the little scamps that they were.


Alex had made things harder for me and easier for them. He represented someone I didn't have to feel nearly so bad about playing with. Almost like a gateway sexual partner. I didn't think Meli was so cynical as to deliberately be using him that way, but I also didn't think she'd refuse to use that to her advantage if it came to it.
Zag skipped the video ahead again to where the mom was getting absolutely drilled by her son. Balls deep, hard and fast, sloppy as hell. Not the sort of thing I was really into as far as actually participating, but something about the fantasy of Zag thinking about doing that to me....
I tightened my grip on his cock and paid more attention to the head. I didn't know exactly how close he was, but he was definitely getting there.
I even caught him leaning his head back with his eyes closed. The video was still playing on his phone, but he wasn't watching it. He was feeling me jerking him off and, most likely, imagining doing things to me. Losing interest entirely in the porn in front of him.
"Good boy," I told him, gently reaching over my free hand and tapping the video to pause it. "You can cum now, ok? Whenever you're ready."
Zag nodded and set his phone aside. He accepted without question that I'd 'allowed' him to cum. I think he enjoyed it, even if it didn't really make sense. I kind of liked it too. It was hot feeling like I had control of my sweet boy's impending orgasm.
He was totally mine for another few minutes as I stroked him, building him closer and closer. So helpless next to me and in my hand, wanting nothing more then for me to keep going, to finish him off. Mommy's good horny boy.
"Mom," he moaned urgently. "Mommyyy."
"Yes baby," I whispered to him. "Good boy. There you go."
Zag shot cum in a surprisingly high arc from his dick, hitting himself right in the chest. Further spurts didn't get quite as far, and he made a hot mess all down his front and over my hand. I held my fingers around his cock even after he was done, not yet ready to release him. It was comforting holding him like that.
"Fuck, Mom," he breathed.
"Yeah?" I said, still staring at my son's slowly softening cock.
"Yeah. You're incredible."
I blushed softly. "Thank you." I uncurled my fingers and played with the cum stuck between them. "You should... clean up... I suppose."
"Ha, you made a mess," he agreed, seeming to take in the quantity of cum all over him for the first time. "I... might need help with that."
I fixed my son with a stern gaze. "You think I'm dealing with that?"
"Well... I'm going to spoon you, so I guess it's a matter of whether you want it over your pjs or not," Zag said.
"I could just leave," I said.
"Yeah, I guess that's an option," he said, sounding like he didn't buy it.
"I really shouldn't sleep in the same bed as my naked son," I said.
"I'll miss you if you go," Zag pouted.
I sighed, feeling tingles inside. "Why do I feel like even when I get exactly what I want that I got played anyway?"
"Um...."
"Don't answer that. Just... stop being so irresistible."
Zagreus, my sweet boy, gave me a look that was somehow coy and knowing, sweet and evil, innocent and victorious.
"If I didn't already want you so bad, Mom, the way you touch me and talk to me would get me there. You send very mixed signals," he said. "It's kinda fun, but confusing too sometimes."
My heart beat so hard in my chest. "You shouldn't want me bad," I said. "That could be a problem."
"Why?" he asked softly.
"You know why," I said.
"I love you," he said.
I closed my eyes. "Dammit Zag."
"It's ok Mom. We don't have to do anything about those feelings right now. We have time."
"Your feelings could change," I said quietly.
"Not in the way you're implying," he said. "And I don't think yours would either."
"What do you know about my feelings?" I asked.
"Do you want me to answer that?" Zag asked gently. "Or would you like to clean me up so we can go to sleep?"
My boy was too clever for his own good. For my own good, rather. In the choice between really, truly examining my own feelings or being just a little bit naughtier, I knew which way I leaned. It was too easy for him, since really in a lot of ways I was only ever looking for excuses to misbehave more these days.
I shifted to my knees and looked at Zag seriously. "Ok, fine. This is a one time thing. You're cleaning yourself next time."
I let the implication of 'next time' hang in the air. Zag smirked like he didn't even believe the 'one time' part of my statement.
"You can take one picture," I said, holding up a single finger.
I knew what I was doing, and knew I was doing it to myself. Zag hadn't even been thinking of pictures in the moment. No matter how firmly I said it like it was a line I was drawing, the truth was I was instigating him to take any record of what I was about to do. It made me so hot inside to watch him light up with desire for me, even when not strictly horny in the moment.
"I'll need at least five," Zag said, reaching for his phone.
I glared. "Five?"
He bit his lip. "Four?"
"Two," I said, holding up a second finger.
"Three?"
I nodded. "Three. No more."
Zag eagerly held the phone up. He took a pic of me next to the mess all over him and his half-hard, shining cock. Then another picture of me trailing my tongue through the puddles of his cum. He saved his third one for after I'd licked up and swallowed most of the cum on him, and was bathing his penis with my tongue.
I heard a fourth click as I sucked his whole, mostly-soft cock in my mouth, cleaning it as entirely as I could. I arched an eyebrow at him.
"Sorry," he said. "Just... I didn't know you were going to do that. I couldn't not."
He appeared genuinely sincere. Too genuine if anything.
I finished cleaning him up, the crawled back up next to him.
"Baby?"
"Yeah?"
"Was that your first time having someone's mouth on your penis?" I asked.
"... maybe."
I nodded. "Be honest and you can keep the picture."
Zag shrugged. "Yeah, it was. It... felt really nice."
I nuzzled his shoulder. "It'll feel even nicer when I give you a blowjob."
"Really?!"
"Not now," I said, laughing softly. "But yes." I kissed Zag's cheek. "Yes, I'll give you your first blowjob, ok?"
"Thanks Mom," he said eagerly. "Like tomorrow? Or--"
"I don't know," I said. "Obviously this is not something I planned out. Hardly anything in my life is going the way I thought it would."
"Oh."
"But some of it's kind of amazing," I said. "It's not all bad."
"Am I...."
"You're one of the amazing parts, yes," I said. "Of course you are. Now... can we sleep in the same bed or do I need to find somewhere else?"
"No no, this is fine. This is good," Zag assured me. "I'll behave." He paused. "Mostly."
"I'll take it," I said.
I rolled on my side and let my son spoon up behind me. His hand slipped up under my pyjama top, but only just a little. The contact was warm and soothing, and I had no intention of removing it.
Zag got hard a few times through the night, and I half-woke a couple times to him grinding on my butt. When I felt it happening, I just smiled and let myself fall back asleep.
****
I should probably have made sure to get up early the next morning. I was getting laxer with my morals and my precautions. Too lax it seemed.
It just felt so nice waking up with masculine arms around me and an erection deep in my butt crack. The latter of which wasn't my usual preference, but it was different with Zag. It made me feel both safe and desired, in a sneaky and illicit kind of way.
Also I hadn't gotten myself off last night and I was pretty horny still. Licking all that cum off my son's tummy? I couldn't quite believe I'd done that, but it made me really happy that I had.
I was a lot less happy about Hayden catching me in bed with our son. That was where, arguably, things really went wrong.
"Oh! Oh look at this! Well isn't this just something."
I startled awake and blinked in confusion. My husband was standing in the doorway with an expression on his face that couldn't quite decide where it wanted to land. Probably anger sooner or later.
"Now I see why you don't want anything to do with me," Hayden carried on. "No interest in fucking anymore. You've been a cheating whore this whole time, huh? I could almost have seen that coming. But with our son? Seriously? That's fucked up."
My adrenaline roared through me, sending me to full alert. This was a very compromising position to be caught in, but it was not at all what Hayden was making it out to be, let alone the sheer hypocrisy on display.
I jumped out of bed as quickly as I could, trying to cover how deliberate my movements were under the sheer flurry of activity. I was truly thankful to my past self that I'd stayed fully dressed overnight. There would have been no talking the situation down if I'd been naked in bed with Zag.
As it was, I had to maneuver myself out of bed and let the covers stay over top of our son's naked body. In particular hiding his erection that had been snugly nestled against my bottom.
"Are you fucking serious?!" I demanded, managing to make my husband take a physical step back with the sheer intensity of my fury. "Say that again! Say it, I dare you!" I waved a hand at Zag, who was trying to disappear under his blankets. "In front of our son, tell me again how I fucked him! I fucking dare you!"
Hayden's eyes were wild and I could watch the calculations happening in his head, even if I had no idea exactly what they were.
"You were in bed toge--"
"Yeah! Sleeping, you ass!" I said, once again allowing my intact pyjama set to do a lot of heavy lifting. "I had to sleep somewhere, and it wasn't going to be with you. Not after that entitlement to sex you showed following months of neglect. I mean, do you even think about how you choose to act?"
"We're married!" Hayden insisted. "This is, you know, a rough patch. It'll pass."
I folded my arms. "A rough patch," I echoed woodenly. "It'll pass. With your wife who you just accused of being a son-fucker."
"Tell me you wouldn't have thought the same if you walked in on me sleeping with Meli as closely as you two just were," Hayden said.
I met his eyes. "Hayden, despite everything I think about you, everything I know about you, I would never have jumped straight to accusing you of fucking our daughter just because I found you in bed together." I sighed. "I'd think it inappropriate, and you're right to think this is inappropriate because it is. I've been in a very weird place lately, not sure what I'm doing. And I shouldn't have let you drive me to it like this, but... I don't think there's any saving what we used to have."
The silence seemed to yawn on forever after I finished speaking.
"So that's it?" Hayden finally asked. "You're just done?"
"Don't put this on me," I said tiredly. "I know about Skye. Don't think you can weasel your way out of that being entirely your fault."
Hayden took another step back. "That's... that's...."
"That's what?" I asked. "Are you going to deny it? Tell me it was a mistake? Swear to me it's over and you'll be a good husband going forward?" I shrugged. "Why? Do you even like me anymore? You used to. I used to like you too. Maybe we still even love each other. But Hayden... we're done. I think we've both known that for far longer than we've been willing to admit."
He looked at me a moment longer, then turned and walked away. I let out a breath, let some of the tension ease out of me, and didn't turn around as I heard Zag cautiously roll out of bed.
"So that was... intense," he said.
"Yeah," I said.
"You ok?" he asked.
I shrugged. "No idea."
"Ah." Zag hugged me from behind. "Sorry."
"Are you somehow still hard?" I asked.
"... you're hot when you're assertive?" Zag tried.
I shook my head. "Put some pants on."
"Ok, Mommy," he said, kissing my shoulder.
"And behave," I added.
"No promises."
****
I sat sipping wine that evening, trying to make sense of a chaotic day. Not as much yelling as I would have imagined, so that was something. I felt numb more so than angry or scared. There was a dull ache underneath it all too, and possibly a touch of grief.
"How you doin', Mom?" Meli asked gently.
"Not sure yet," I said.
"That's fair. You think Dad left for good?"
I shrugged. "I don't know, sweetheart. But we're done living together. I... I'll have to see a lawyer. So much time thinking about it, and I just never did it."
Meli hugged me and sat down next to me. "Maybe things'll be better now?"
I forced a small smile. "I think so. I really do. I can't quite see it yet, but... it wasn't working. Staying together was only prolonging the pain."
"I can see that," Meli said. "Neither of you was happy."
"We weren't," I agreed. "And we were behaving in very bad, toxic ways to cope."
Meli frowned. "Mom!"
"What, darling? Your father accused me of fucking your brother. He was wrong, of course, but only in matters of technicality."
"That's... true," Meli said slowly. "I don't like you talking about it like that though."
I sipped more wine. "I'm sorry, Meli. I'm having a moment of deep, existential concern."
"Well... fair," she said. "Just don't do anything rash while you're like this."
I glanced sidelong at my daughter. "Like vow not to go to bed with you or your brother?"
"Um... yeah. Like that," she muttered. "Don't vow things like that." She lifted her head. "Zag!"
"Don't shout," I complained.
"What?" Zag yelled back from across the house.
"I need backup!" Meli hollered.
"Fine, fine. Give me a sec."
Zag joined us, giving me a kiss on the side of my forehead in passing.
"What's up?" he asked.
"Mom's in distress," Meli said.
"I know that," he said.
"Then why aren't you helping?" she asked.
"What do you want me to do about it?" he demanded.
"I dunno. You're older than me," Meli said. "You've got more wisdom to draw on, don't you?"
"Wisdom?" Zag said.
"You're right, I don't know what I was thinking," Meli said.
"Hey!"
"What?"
"Don't take your feelings out on me," he said.
"I am trying to sort things out and getting nothing from you," she said.
"Again, what exactly am I supposed to do?" he asked.
"Figure it out!" she said.
Zag took a deep breath. "Fine!"
"Fine!" she said.
"Good."
"Great!"
Zag stared at his sister. "Let's make out."
"Perf-- wait what?"
"Yeah. Come sit on my lap," he said.
"Right here?"
"Well yeah."
"Right now?"
Zag sighed. "I feel like you're not willing to commit."
"Commit to what?" she asked.
"You wanted help. This is help," he said.
"I wanted wisdom," Meli corrected. "Making out with your sister is not wisdom."
"You have a better idea?" he asked.
"You know I don't," she said. "That doesn't make this a good idea."
"Do you want to make out with me?" Zag asked.
Meli cocked her head thoughtfully. "I've considered it."
"And?"
"Kinda, yeah."
"So?"
"This hardly seems like the time," she said.
"Why? You don't think it would distract Mom?"
Meli looked at me. "Oh. Oh that's the plan."
"Yeah that's the plan," Zag said. "What did you think it was?"
"I thought it was you being horny," Meli said. "Which I don't disapprove of, by the way. It just didn't feel like the right moment."
"Please don't make out with each other," I said. "I'm ruing my choices enough as it is without that."
Both my children focused on me for the first time since they started bickering.
"You'd like it," Zag declared.
"You would," Meli said. "Alright, let's do it. But no tongue."
"No tongue?" Zag clarified.
"... minimal tongue," Meli relented. "To start. Let's see how it goes. We can adjust upward."
"Don't..." I said, trailing off as Meli clambered into her brother's lap.
Even in my whirlwind, even in my despair, it was a sigh to behold. My babies were so gorgeous, so precious. And together, intimately together, we were talking an exponential increase.
Zag's hands were on Meli's sides, above her hips, teasing bare skin where he pushed her top up. Her hands were on his shoulders, moving around the back of his neck.
Their lips moved sensuously together. There was the awkwardness involved in a first kiss between them, let alone a first kiss with a sibling, but it was all the more entrancing because of that. Their follow up kisses built on the first one, getting comfortable with each other, getting interested in how it felt and what they could do with each other.
God help me it worked too. They wanted to distract me, and distracted I was. Helpless riveted, in fact. I couldn't look away, couldn't string together a complete thought. They were so beautiful together. The stuff of forbidden fantasies.
"Dammit," Meli hissed. "This actually feels really good."
"Thanks," Zag said. "Same."
"Well obviously you're enjoying this," Meli said.
Zag snorted and slipped his hands further up her shirt. "Ha, ok. Whatever you say."
They made out some more.
"I mean... I can really feel how much you're enjoying this," Meli said, somewhere between taunting and purring.
"Lemme stick a hand down your pants and see how obvious you are," Zag said.
"Be nice to each other," I said absently. I found myself taking an appreciative sip of wine, like I was merely enjoying a show. Not at all like I was watching my children go full incest together right in front of me.
"I'm being very nice," Zag mumbled into his sister's mouth.
"Me too," she said.
It was hard to disagree. They both seemed insanely into what they were doing. And I... I just wanted to watch it happen. Abstain from any decisions--good or bad--and just watch my son and daughter make out with each other like the mother of the year I was.
I didn't even move when Meli finally broke away from her brother and turned to me. I knew it was wrong, I didn't want it, I had bigger issues, I was in no mood....
And all of that was just about exactly irrelevant. My daughter climbed into my lap, looked me deep in my eyes, and leaned in. I met her halfway, lips finding each other clumsily but then locking together solidly.
I tasted a mix of Meli and Zag's spit from her. I recognized that in some malfunctioning part of my brain. My kids had been sloppily making out, and now I was fully kissing my daughter. Getting an even messier kiss from her.
Then she switched out with Zag. Like this was no more than some foolish game of musical mouths. Like sloppy family makeouts were an entirely reasonably activity.
It felt so absurd, so utterly removed from reality, to be in a position to compare the difference in how my children kissed. Yet here I was, Zag's lips on mine straight after his sister's.
He was hungry for me in a way Meli couldn't quite match. Maybe no one could. No one ever kissed quite the same as anyone else, sure, but there was an urgency to the way Zag kissed me in particular that I didn't think even his father had ever matched, even back when we'd still been in love.
My kids took turns with me, swapping easily back and forth, only occasionally giving me a break while they made out with each other instead.
"Ok," I finally said aloud, watching hotly as Zag and Meli sloppily kissed. "You got your mom horny. Now what?"
They broke their kiss and panted softly.
"I didn't have a follow up," Zag admitted. "But you feel better?"
"Yes, baby, for now," I said. "I'm worried about what I'll feel later though."
"Never mind that," Meli said. "Later is later."
"Hard to argue with that," I murmured, reaching out to caress her, letting my hand rest on her breast.
"Hehe, bad Mom," Meli teased, leaning in to my inappropriate touch.
"Sweet baby girl, I might be a very bad mom," I breathed.


"I mean it in a good way," she purred wantonly.
"I'm aware," I said. "And you might get what you want."
"Oh?" Meli asked, blatantly intrigued.
I pulled my daughter in close, speaking softly yet loud enough still for Zag to hear just as well.
"I owe your brother a blowjob," I told Meli seductively.
She actually shivered and nearly fell on me.
"Oh my god," she hissed. "You two never tell me any of the good stuff."
"What's to tell?" Zag asked. "It was... I mean I wasn't sure it was going to actually happen."
"I keep my promises, baby boy," I said, rising regally if somewhat shakily. "Would you like to meet me in my bedroom in a few minutes?"
Zag bounced cutely from foot to foot. "Do I... need to wait that long?"
I kissed his cheek. "Give me a moment, you darling thing."
A moment to myself was needed, and perhaps the worst thing I could have asked for. I took in the sight of my room, the disarray of it and the incompleteness with Hayden now gone. Some of his things remained scattered about, his presence plucked so very clumsily and messily from my world.
I couldn't be in there. Not just now. Not with the combination of my emotions and intentions as they were.
I met Zag coming to find me as I exited the bedroom.
"Your room," I told him, skipping right past any explanation for my change of mind.
"Not--"
"Your room," I repeated.
"Yeah, Zaggy, your room," Meli said, prodding him from behind. "You heard Mom. Don't stand there like a lump. I wanna see this."
"You don't actually have to watch if you don't want to," I told Meli.
She gave me the sort of disgusted look I thought she'd perfected as a teenager, but it turned out she'd improved on since then.
"Don't shit me right now, Mom," she said. "There's no way in hell I'm not watching."
I smiled softly. "I know."
I had Zag sit on the edge of his bed, pants and underwear fully off. He was a touch shy about stripping down with his sister's eyes glued to him, but he was also clearly excited. Hard before I'd managed to even touch him.
I used a pillow on the floor to cushion my knees as I settled in front of him with his cock almost level to my face.
Meli lay on her front, head poking out nearly parallel to her brother's lap, arms folded under her chin, legs kicking happily back and forth in the air.
"This is pretty slutty of you, Mom," Meli said.
"Be nice," I told her, "or I won't let you watch."
She grinned. "I'll still know you're doing it."
I looked up at Zag. Far from the horny, teasing demeanour of his sister, he watched me with a mix of hope and awe.
Maybe this was very slutty of me. Perhaps Meli was right. But it didn't feel that way when I basked in my son's admiring gaze. He made me feel warm and loved and needed. Desired more than I had been for years.
I ran the tip of my fingernail up the underside of his shaft. He gasped and quivered for me. Such a good, sensitive boy. I loved him and I loved the feeling of power he so effortlessly granted me. A blowjob could feel demeaning and degrading and a chore, or it could feel fun and sexy and comfortable. I hadn't even put my mouth on Zag, and already I knew with him it was the latter.
"Oh my god," Meli whispered, biting the back of one of her fingers between her teeth.
I smiled to myself, pretending to ignore my daughter's reaction even though truly it helped me feel all the more inspired and appreciated.
I had Zag under my spell just from toying with his cock, and from the promise of what more I would do to him. That was fully understandable. To simultaneously hold his sister under the same magic was an added delight.
A bead of precum gathered at the tip of my son's cock. Gently, with motherly tenderness, I pressed my lips to him and kissed it away.
He moaned so cutely, so needily. I flashed my eyes up at Zag, my sweet boy, and kissed his cock again, then several more times in slow, deliberate succession.
"Fucking hell, Mom," Meli said, wide-eyed and edging even closer.
I reached a hand out to stroke my daughter's cheek, just a quick touch. A reminder that I loved her and welcomed her to the shared moment. She nudged her head toward the contact, biting her lip and still kicking her feet restlessly.
I sucked just the tip of Zag's cock in my mouth, toying with it, suckling at it, giving it little licks. He made some more horny noises for me, and I took some more of him into my mouth.
"That's... so nice," he said.
"Yeah it is," Meli said. "I'm kinda jealous."
I thrilled at that. That my daughter, of all possible reactions to watching me suck her brother's cock, would choose to express envy above all others.
My teasing diminished, as well as my finesse. More and more as Zag responded to me I let enthusiasm and vigour be my weapons. That was the way of it in any case. When a boy was horny you could only play with him so long before he got impatient.
Although... I'd enjoy seeing how patient my sweet boy could be when properly motivated.
"Do it Mom," Meli urged. "Make him cum."
Zag whimpered his agreement.
He was hard and pulsing in my mouth, leaking precum so the flavour covered my tongue. I stared straight into his eyes as I sucked him, and he couldn't look away. I wondered how he saw me. A loving mom, or a slutty doll? A caring partner or a sinful temptress?
"Mommm," he moaned. "I'm gonna...."
Meli gasped and held her breath. I almost felt bad for spoiling the sight of her brother erupting. Hidden as it was in my mouth, she might know it was happening, but the event itself was shared between Zag and me. The pleasure of the moment his, the cummy reward all mine.
Or perhaps not entirely mine. I didn't swallow the hot cum flooding my mouth. My mind raced back to Meli and I blowing Alex. She'd shared with me then, despite my insistence otherwise. And her mouth was so close to mine anyway.
I hooked a finger in the collar of my daughter's shirt and tugged her toward me. She moved closer, eyes on Zag's cock rather than on my face. I managed to catch her a touch off-guard when I kissed her.
Meli took only a beat to catch up. She made an excited little noise in her throat as our tongues passed her brother's cum back and forth, and there was no hesitation from her in sharing the load at any point.
"Oh my god," Zag groaned. "You can't do that to me right after I came."
I swallowed my half of his cum load and left Meli to play with hers.
"I couldn't leave your sister out," I said huskily.
Meli swallowed. "Mmm," she moaned devilishly, grinning at Zag's reaction.
Zag shook his head and flopped backward on his bed. "That was... wow. Blowjobs are nice, huh?"
I crawled up on the bed, finding space for the three of us to all lie in our own unique directions.
"I like to think mine might be extra nice," I purred.
"I'm inclined to agree," Zag allowed. "Biased though I may be."
Meli rested her chin on his hip and played with his softened cock. "Practice them often, do you?" she asked.
"It might be a hobby I'm getting back into," I said. "Arguably I'm rusty right now and it could get better."
Meli giggled. "Zaggy twitched when you said that."
"Don't pick on my penis," Zag complained.
"Wasn't," Meli said. "I'm taking good care of him, if anything."
I smiled watching her. She was just playing, just enjoying herself. The way sex should be, I thought. Not all full of pressure and demands and obligations. Just playing and having some fun, relaxing moments. It so often got built into being too much and too big a deal.
But Meli had a wonderful boy to learn with. Two, perhaps, if she and her brother were getting along so well. And Zag would have me and her to learn with in return.
I kept my reaction as neutral as I could, not that either of my children were looking just then. I'd silently, internally committed myself without meaning to. I wanted to suck my son off again. Probably lots of times. And sleep with him, and hold him, and kiss him. Him and Meli both. And quite honestly I didn't know how far or deep my intentions ran.
They weren't helping anything. Laughing and goofing around with each other, Meli getting Zag hard again and him playing under her shirt with her tacit approval.
It was unfair of me to hope that one of them might enforce some boundaries. That was firmly my job any which way one looked at it. But I wasn't fulfilling that job, and the kids were even less likely to do so than I was.
They were having too much fun. It warmed my heart to watch them play together, even though it was in an entirely inappropriate context. But it was beautiful and comforting in its own way.
Meli teased her brother's cock, and I joined her. The two of us swapped out with one another, or stroked him at the same time. The urge I'd felt to really take my time got some satiation now that he'd had a cum already. There was much less urgency following my baby boy filling my mouth with his cum already.
I rubbed my pussy, feeling the need in myself growing too great. Meli seemed to forget her own wants in that regard, and as her mother I had to look out for her.
"Take your pants off, baby girl," I said.
Meli blinked, then grinned shyly, worming out of her jeans and panties. She let me and Zag both play with her pussy if we wanted, though he was more interested in getting under her shirt, even with her being all bottomless and wet.
I fully enjoyed fingering Meli's pussy, rubbing my sweet girl's cute and wet little cooch. It was even better when one of them rubbed me as well, though they were both very distractable for some reason.
We were three wrestling, wiggling, horny bodies making a mess of one bed together. The lack of anyone focusing on making anyone else cum did kind of bring us collectively to a point of sexy desperation. It was very un-motherly of me, but I eventually took a handful of Meli's hair and shoved her face into my pussy, making her finish me off with her tongue.
Zagreus, bad little thing that he could be, finished off a second time by grinding on his sister's ass and cumming all over her booty and lower back. I took care of her with a pair of fingers inside her, and my tongue lovingly licking the mess back off of her flushed skin.
None of us really wanted to deal with the emotional aftermath of what we'd done, so instead we cuddled and made some jokes and talked of utterly irrelevant things. I got to fall asleep with both my babies curled up with me, all three of us scandalously bottomless.
****
Chapter Five
****
I woke up with Meli's head lying on my chest, and I was pretty sure she'd drooled on my tits in her sleep. Zag had my legs pinned under one of his, and one of my arms was trapped at an awkward angle beneath him.
It was a messy and uncomfortable way to wake up, and I couldn't have asked for anything more wonderful.
The kids took their time coming to. Zag sleepily nuzzled my shoulder and cheek, and Meli sucked at my nipple through my top. Clumsy seductions in both cases, but very adorable.
"Morning, Mom," Zag finally murmured.
"Morning baby," I said. "Do you think you could let me have some circulation back?"
"Um... maybe in a minute."
I stroked Meli's hair with my one free hand. "Baby girl, you know there's nothing there for you."
She shrugged and kept dry nursing on me.
It was very cute in its own way, the way my children were attached to me that morning. Limiting, mind you. But I cherished them, and we were closer than ever.
Zag finally struggled out of bed. I watched him with only my eyes, the rest of me remaining right where I was. Only my fingers dancing in Meli's hair gave any indication of motion.
My son threw on a pair of boxers and flashed me a shy grin when he noticed me looking. Then he left.
"I need to get up too," I told Meli.
"Uh uh," she said.
She pushed my shirt up so she could suck on my bare tit instead of through the cloth.
"I do need to get up, sweet thing," I said.
"I'm comfy," she said.
"I'll make you pancakes."
Her mouth stopped its rhythmic movements. "With chocolate chips?"
"Sure, baby. With chocolate chips."
She nodded and finally rolled off of me. "Ok."
I stayed where I was, massaging some life back into my abused limbs. Meli shucked her top and stole a pair of her brother's underwear and one of his shirts. She was so beautiful in the nude, and I enjoyed her in her brother's clothes as well. As though they were lovers and she was possessively wearing his things.
"Don't look at me like that," she said defensively. "My shirt's damp."
"I know the feeling," I said. "You look good. Even if it's your brother's stuff."
Meli smiled crookedly. "I kinda gotta steal his stuff. My boyfriend steals my clothes. It's all kinda backward, I guess."
I rose and offered her a chaste kiss. "It works for you, and that's what's special."
She hugged me tight, but didn't try to cling to me. "Love you."
"Love you too, darling. Help me make pancakes?"
"Hmm, maybe after a shower."
"Good idea. I might need one too."
Meli giggled when I joined her in the shower, even though I didn't think it was all that surprising a choice on my part. I got to wash her and pamper her a bit, and incidentally enjoy how naked, slippery, and wiggly she was.
"You're bad when you want to be," she accused me breathily.
"I thought that's what you wanted," I said, soaping her perfect little tits for about the third time.
"Well... yeah," she squeaked. "But you're not usually so... aggressive."
She wasn't wrong. I felt the difference in myself even before I pressed her back against the shower wall and held her in place with my body while rubbing her pretty pussy and staring intently at the cute expressions she made.
"I could leave you be, I suppose," I offered gently.
Meli, mouth open in a pant, eyes half-lidded, shook her head. "Don't stop. More, please."
"Ok baby."
I kept fingering my sweet angel, working her pussy and clit, making her moan and grind back against her wet, naked mommy. I made her cum for me, all slutty and wanton and dancing to my touch.
"Mommyyy," she whined after, holding tight to me.
"Enjoy that?" I asked.
"Mmhm."
Meli gave me a sultry smile, and sank down to her knees. I found myself in the luxurious position of having an eager little tongue tending to my pussy while I washed myself.
"Oh baby girl," I whispered.
"Is that ok, Mom?" she asked. "I... don't have experience really."
"I wouldn't worry about that," I told her seriously. "You get down there licking me like that...." I shivered despite the heat of the shower. "You make me feel very, very good sweetheart."
"Good," she mumbled, tongue diving right back to my waiting slit.
Meli kept licking me, exploring and playing really, having a good time. This apparently included her being brave enough to give my ass a few giggly licks when I turned around, though she didn't really go at it nearly the same as my pussy.
She didn't make me cum, but did have me all revved up and horny by the time we got out. Prepping me for more bad decisions. I didn't even think that part was on purpose. It seemed like she was just enjoying herself. And to be fair, this occasion was entirely my fault for climbing in the shower with her to begin with.
Meli kept giving me horny looks as we dried off together, and she refused to let me get dressed after. This despite her putting back on the clothes she'd stolen off her brother.
"You're so gorgeous like that, Mommy," she wheedled. "It would be a shame to get dressed, really."
"But you get to cover up?" I asked, tugging at her shirt.
"I have a sense of propriety, Mom," Meli laughed, dancing out of range.
"Oh? Since when?" I asked, feigning a grumble at her retreating backside.
****
Meli joined me in the kitchen to help me make breakfast. At least that was what she claimed. Her 'help' was more distraction and hindrance than actual assistance. Her hands were all over me at every opportunity, and she ignored instruction almost entirely. I did well just to get an apron on so I wasn't cooking entirely naked. It didn't do anything about her handsiness.
"Baby, can you stop grinding on me for a few minutes?" I asked.
"You like it," she teased. "You're so wet."
"That's your fault," I said.
"I know," she said. "Doesn't make me wrong."
I really didn't expect Zag's arrival to help my cause at all. But then again they couldn't both grope me from behind and grind on my ass at the same time. Perhaps that was the very thing that bought me any breathing room at all.
"Hey!" Meli squealed as Zag tugged her away from me and started feeling her up instead.
"What?" he asked.
"You're being presumptuous," Meli said.
"You're wearing my clothes," Zag replied casually.
"What of it?"
"Nothing, really. It's kinda hot though," he said.
Meli squirmed in his grasp, but without even really paying attention I could tell she wasn't actually trying to get away. They'd grown up together more than long enough that she knew how to play dirty when it came to an actual physical contest between the two of them.
"What about Mom?" Meli asked. "She's almost naked."
"Yeah," Zag sighed. "That's pretty hot too. Don't worry, I'm gonna say good morning to Mom too in a minute. I'm... enjoying the view right now."
I blushed and pretended like I wasn't hanging on every word and feeling my son's burning gaze on me from behind.
"Is that what this is?" Meli asked. "Saying good morning? I mean your boner's definitely saying something, I'll give you that."
"Mmhm. You got me there," Zag purred.
I kept trying to focus. It wasn't working well. Not least of which because my daughter was getting royally played with just behind me, and all I could think was how annoyed I was that it wasn't me getting sexually used instead.
Zagreus, my sweet, sweet boy, wasn't about to leave me out for too long. To my sinful motherly delight he grabbed me when I wasn't expecting it, nearly making me knock several ingredients straight to the floor.
Meli had been exactly correct about his boner. It was more insistent than usual against my ass. Then again I also had nothing covering my bum this morning.
"You're so beautiful, Mom," Zag whispered to me.
"Beautiful? Or naked?" I asked.
"You can be both," he said. "I like the apron, actually. The not-quite-naked thing. It works for you."
His hands went under the front of my apron, fully grabbing my breasts.
"Does it?" I asked.
"I mean he's right," Meli said. "But I also feel like almost any kind of feminine energy would do it for Zaggy this morning. He's... really horny."
"That's true," Zag admitted. "But I maintain not really my fault."
"I suppose I'm to blame," I moaned while he rolled my nipples in his fingers and kept grinding his cock up my ass crack.
"At least partly, I think," Zag said.
"You're lucky I'm very horny too," I said. "That's all I can say. Meli, you're in charge of breakfast for a minute."
"Me?" she said. "Just for a minute?"
"Or longer," I said. "We'll see."
I let Zag bend me over the counter rather lewdly, presenting my ass even more indecently than before. He pulled his cock out and kept rubbing on me, over and over, harder and harder.
Meli kept half an eye on what she was doing, frying up the pancakes, but she never let us totally out of her sight. She kept unconsciously licking her lip with just a little poke of her tongue.
"Do you know how close you are to fucking right now?" Meli asked.
Zag groaned and thrust particularly hard, rubbing his shaft firmly against my butthole. I could imagine him being inside me like that. Going deep in me. I wanted it. I wanted him to take me that way. Or any way he wanted really.
"Do you wanna fuck her, Zaggy?" Meli added.
"Fuck's sake, Meli," Zag breathed. "Don't do that to me."


"Why? 'Cause you really want to be inside your Mommy?"
He really did, it seemed. At his sister's words, he exploded all over my ass, coating it in his hot cum. Absolutely drenching my backside, messing it as sexily as possible.
I was marked by my son, as though I was his now.
"Fuck me," Zag sighed, finally stepping back and surveying his work.
He and Meli both took their time studying my messy bum. To the point that I had to take back over with cooking breakfast, despite how shaky I was, and how desperately horny I felt.
I didn't think either of them realized quite how badly they were at risk from my bad intentions at this point. And even if they did, I didn't think they'd take it seriously. My mom self was dangerously close to being subsumed by my horny self. They'd probably just enjoy it if they knew. And push for more, no doubt.
They cleaned my backside for me, at least. Even though doing so resulted in my daughter chasing her brother around the room trying to wipe his own cum on him. Fortunately when I called for them to settle down, the obeyed promptly.
In some small capacities they listened better than usual. When it suited them.
I had to eat naked, not even allowed my apron for the course of the meal. It might have been planned by the two of them, since they conspired to somehow drip syrup on my tits and take turns licking it off. Silly, horny little things they were.
I'd had enough of any sort of pretense of restraint. Once I'd eaten and that particular demand held no further sway, I made myself comfortable in the living room, put on a comfort show, and cradled a hot mug of coffee in my hands.
"Come here, baby boy," I beckoned to Zag.
"Yes?" he said, slightly uncertain but very eager.
I let my legs fall wantonly open. "Lick."
My son arched an eyebrow. "Really?"
"Yes. You got me horny. You take responsibility."
"It, uh, was Meli too, kinda," he said.
"Never fear, I'll get her too," I assured him.
Zagreus, my sweet prince, knelt down before me, right in front of his horny, naked mother, and put his hands on my thighs. I let him take his time, didn't force or urge him. Arousal and need burned through me like a fire, but I was the one who got to control how the flames danced. Right now, savouring my baby boy's first time licking my pussy was my goal. Not cumming as fast as possible, though that was tempting. I wanted to luxuriate in another first for us, for him especially.
"Don't overthink it," I murmured, eyes flicking between Zag and my tv show. "We've got all day. Nowhere to be. But you are going to take care of me."
He bit his lip and nodded. "I'll do my best."
"Just have fun," I said, adjusting the pillow behind me and settling in even more comfortably.
Zag's tongue was a delight. Just exactly what I needed to properly enjoy my morning. I could tell he was unsure of himself at first, but that didn't really matter. Having him lapping at my pussy while I sipped my coffee was so utterly pleasant, and as I'd hoped it only got better the more experience he gained with pleasing me.
Meli wandered in, feigning non-chalance, phone dangling in one hand. She plopped herself on the couch next to me, admiring the sight of her brother between my legs. She leaned her head on my shoulder and just watched for a few moments.
"Would it be ok if Alex came over?" Meli asked.
"Mmhm. Of course darling," I said. "He's a very sweet boy."
"Cool." She exchanged a flurry of texts, broken up at times by her continued interest in the familial cunnilingus beside her. "Um... is it still ok if he stays overnight?"
"Are you planning to be naughty?" I asked.
Meli blushed. "Well... yeah, kinda. But I really just meant... I don't know, he's having a harder time at home is all. I thought maybe like spending the weekend or something might be nice. If it's ok."
I put my arm around my daughter's shoulders and pulled her in to kiss her on the top of her head.
"I can't make long term plans right now, baby," I said. "But for the short term I don't see any reason he can't be here."
"Thanks Mom."
Meli turned and got cozy with her back to me and her knees up in front of her. A wholesome cuddling pose, if not for the scene of oral incest she was using as a back rest.
I enjoyed my time with my kids, feeling nurtured by them. Meli alternated between being busy with her phone and watching with interest as Zag ate me out.
My sweet boy meanwhile was all about my pussy. Once he got into it, he really got into it. I understood that entirely. There was a closeness that came from providing such pleasure, an intimacy, even a warm joy.
For my part I loved my son so much as he licked me out. Not more than I had previously, but in a somewhat different way, perhaps.
There was a sweetness to the way he played his tongue on my pussy. An innocence to start with, then slowly something ever less innocent, more controlled, more... sinful.
That was the word, I decided. Decadent and sinful. Having my own son giving me such sexual pleasure. Somehow in my head I could feel that me pleasing him was across all the boundaries but not truly succumbing to forbidden lusts and desires. This... with his mouth on my most intimate places... this left me a different person entire. Someone with a whole different set of choices and values.
"My sweet boy," I murmured affectionately, patting his hair. "That's so lovely. I think... I think I do need to cum now."
Zag looked at me, somewhat abashed. "I want you to. Just--"
"I know, sweet thing. Suck Mommy's clit, ok? It feels so nice everywhere you've been putting your tongue. But suck me now. Just be gentle to start."
He nodded minutely and put his mouth back on me.
"Thaaat's it," I hissed in pleasure. "A little higher. There you go. Good boy. Oh such a good boy. Suck Mommy's clit."
We had Meli's full attention again. I smiled and played with her hair, using my hands independently to caress and praise each of my children.
"That looks like it feels good," she said.
"Mmm, it does, baby. So good." I let my eyes fall halfway closed. "You should know. You've got Alex trained pretty well for that kind of stuff."
Meli squirmed. "I'd like to do more. We've... not had that many chances to mess around like that."
"Having him over should be fun then," I said.
She hid her face shyly. "Yeah. It will be."
I lost focus for a bit at that point, as I was desperate to cum and Zag was hitting my buttons so exquisitely. One button, really. Giving my clit such good attention, taking care of my little reactions or instructions, building me so wonderfully up to the point my body finally relented and released in a massive wave of carnal pleasure.
I tingled all over, thrills running through me, pulses rocking my body outward from my preciously cared for clit. It was everything I wanted and needed, and it consumed me. All my being was focused on my son sucking my clit, and all the feelings that spread through me from there, leaving me helpless to the joy of it.
I kept Zagreus's sweet head in my lap afterward, just petting him while I luxuriated in the afterglow. He was such a good boy.
"Alright, sweet girl," I eventually said to Meli. "Your turn."
Meli chuckled like I was joking, but I nudged Zag away from my pussy and tugged my daughter toward the floor in front of me.
"Mom, you just had your pussy licked," she laughed.
"I know," I said.
"Zaggy was already taking care of you," she said.
"He gets a break now," I said. "Your turn." I looked into my daughter's eyes. "Is this not what you wanted? You knew you were playing with fire getting your mommy this horny, didn't you?" I regally brushed back Meli's hair and gave her an encouraging smile.
"It's fun," Zag added, stealing his sister's spot next to me. "Do it."
Meli squirmed. "Alex is coming over...."
"You think he'll mind?" I inquired.
"Well... no," she admitted. "But--"
"Ha, you're scared," Zag taunted. "Scaredy-cat."
"Am not!" Meli said, flushing suddenly. "I just... wasn't expecting this. I wasn't ready." She set her jaw. "I can do it though."
"I know you can, baby girl," I cooed. "I want you to. You and your brother are mine now. You always were, of course. But... in a different way now."
My daughter's eyes shone, her expression altering. "You mean that?"
"Of course, baby. I'll give you anything you need. Or want. But right now... you know what I want."
Meli nodded, apprehension warring with excitement as she leaned in.
"That's it," I said. "Good girl."
Meli's tongue connected with my pussy, and she gave me little licks that matched what I'd felt from her tongue in the shower already that morning. She'd been less nervous then, not that her uncertainty lasted long once she tasted me again.
"Damn, you do taste good," she mumbled from between my thighs.
"Doesn't she?" Zag agreed, watching happily as his sister took her turn licking me.
Meli kept licking me, then pulled back just a little to look up at me, chin shining now from my wetness. "You're the best mom, you know that?"
"Even if I so cruelly made you lick my pussy?" I purred.
"Even then," she grinned. She shrugged. "I like deciding when things happen, I guess."
"Mmm, well this is what you get. You wanted Mommy to be bad, you don't always get that exactly the way you thought."
Meli squealed as I pushed her face back into my pussy, but her cute little tongue went right back to work.
"I, uh, really like this side of you," Zag admitted softly.
I favoured him with a soft, deep kiss. "I know, baby boy. You like being told what to do a little, don't you?"
"Maybe," he said, blushing faintly.
"I think your sister does too," I confided to him at a whisper. "But it conflicts with her wanting to always be in control."
"Mommm, I can still hear you," Meli complained.
"Am I wrong?" I asked her.
"I don't know. I... it's not that simple," Meli pouted.
"You know what is simple?" I asked.
"Um...."
"If you keep licking Mommy's pussy like a good girl," I said.
"Oh. Right."
Meli hesitated only for a second, then grinned shyly and dove back into my snatch. I moved one of my feet behind her back and rubbed my heel up and down her spine encouragingly. We probably had plenty more scuffles for control still to come, and I was kind of looking forward to them.
I meant what I said though. My kids had gotten me where they wanted me, and although that was going to work out for them for the most part, there definitely was an element of being careful what you wished for.
After a while of enjoying my daughter's tongue I let her swap back out with her brother. I rotated between the two of them, spending the morning with one of my children's mouths on my pussy near constantly.
I noticed neither of them wandered very far even when not strictly on duty. Zag was such a good boy doting on his mother, either orally or even just grabbing me drinks and snacks when he wasn't licking me out.
Meli took a slightly different approach, playing with herself while her brother was eating my cooch, or teasing me and feeling me up. I let her have her fun, but when it was her turn to be between my legs I made sure she knew I was in charge. On some level she seemed to enjoy being made to kneel for me, though she got me back by nipping at my ears or tits when her mouth was free again.
Zag casually got up to greet Alex when he arrived. Meli blushed furiously at being stuck eating her mother out when her boyfriend walked in, but she was a good girl and didn't stop licking Mommy.
"Oh wow," Alex said, taking in the sight.
"Hello, Alex," I said, conscious of both my nudity and the immediate effect it had on him.
"Hi Mrs... um, Kora," he said shyly.
"Meli's just finishing up," I said, curling some of my daughter's hair around my finger.
"No need to rush on my account," Alex said, clearly entranced with the scene before him.
"I like you a little more every time you come over," I told him.
"Oh, thank you," he said bashfully. "Um... same, actually."
I grinned. I believed him, of course. A girlfriend's mom who sucked him off and let him see her fully naked? There were some amazing benefits for him, and I loved how easily he enjoyed them. A very open minded young man. He fit right in with the family.
Alex sat down, very proper and well-behaved, and waited until Meli made me cum again. I released her to go play with boyfriend at that point, feeling she'd earned it and also not wanting to be a controlling parent when she had a boy over.
Meli gave me a tender but very pussy-flavoured kiss, then took Alex's hand and dragged him away. His gaze really lingered on me as they left, and I winked and blew him a kiss on the way out.
Zag handed me some water and I sipped gratefully at it while we cuddled together, now left to our own devices.
"You're taking such good care of me," I said, leaning on my son.
"I mean... you take good care of us," he said. "Seems only fair."
"Even when I make you service me?" I asked huskily. I grinned at his silent blush. "You like that even more, don't you?"
"... maybe."
"Does my baby boy like the idea of a dommy mommy?" I asked.
"... I don't want to answer that," he said.
"That's ok, I don't know if I could really go that far anyway," I said. "Maybe sometimes."
"Yeah?"
"And maybe sometimes... you'll have to take a turn telling Mommy what to do," I suggested, testing the idea out for myself as much as for Zag.
"We really opened Pandora's box up, huh?" he mused.
"You and your sister? Yeah, I told you. You got what you wanted. Let's see how you like it now."
He whimpered cutely as I kissed him and bit his lip between my teeth, gently marking him. I wanted to mark him other places, I realized. And there was no particular reason I couldn't do just that.
He was super horny already. My hand testing the waters along his thigh, rubbing up and down, pretty quickly discovered his erection. My baby was so hard and needy for me. Just the way I wanted him.
"Would you... maybe... give me a blowjob, Mom?" he asked. "Please?"
I was going to do that anyway, but it was even better that he asked nicely. It was sexier, and really tugged at our bond in a compelling manner.
"Of course, baby boy. Get your cock out for Mommy."
Meli and Alex returned to find me with a mouth full of her brother. I heard them coming, but didn't think to look their way. I was otherwise occupied. Sucking my son's cock really captured my attention in a naughty and all-consuming way. I loved the way he felt and tasted and sounded while I sucked him like a very slutty mommy.
I only turned my attention when I realized Zag was no longer fully enraptured by me, which I thought was unfair until I saw Meli and Alex.
They'd dressed near-identically. Twin-like. I was shocked in place for a moment as I parsed the two of them. Outfits, hairstyle, and makeup were enough to turn fairly different looking people into a couple that made me look twice. The differences between them were still readily apparent on closer look, but the initial impression was quite incredible.
Largely my daughter's handiwork, if I had to guess. Especially given her pleased little smile at the reactions she got from Zag and me.
All I could do was admire them, in their matching skirts and cute tops, and thigh high socks even. I would have sworn those in particular weren't anything my daughter had ever worn. But the effect in the moment was worth her branching out without a doubt.
Meli stepped forward. Alex, shyer, didn't follow until Meli slipped her hand into his and guided him closer alongside her.
"Well aren't you both delightful and pretty," I said.
"Thanks," Meli said. "Alex wasn't sure about it."
"It's... very feminine," Alex said, blushing hotly.
"That's what you like," Meli said, as though needing to remind him.
"I know," he said. "I just... it's different for me. Being in front of people."
"Just my family," Meli said. "And they're pervs. Watch."
She slinked her arms about Alex and pulled him close for a deep kiss.
I heard muffled whimpers in response, and in the moment I genuinely couldn't tell how much of that sound was Alex, how much was me, and how much was Zag.
I had my hand on my son's cock, and I felt him pulse in my fingers as he watched his sister making out with her femboy lookalike. I understood. The scene was making me quiver as well.
"See?" Meli said quietly, but still loud enough that everyone could hear. "Look at the way they're staring now."
"The staring's actually the difficult part," Alex mumbled back.
"No but like... good staring," Meli insisted. "Because they're horny."
My daughter was fumbling her reassurances a bit, but she was utterly correct. I dispensed with subtlety or manners and took the opportunity with her distracted and kissing her boyfriend to reach under her skirt and pull down her panties.
"Mom!" Meli gasped.
I ignored her and stuck my head under her skirt entirely, licking her pussy and ass from behind. She wiggled against my tongue, seemingly unable to decide whether to grind harder on my face or on Alex.
Meli danced aside after a moment, and I wasted no time getting beneath Alex's skirt as well. I went a little slower with him, watching for any sign he didn't want me to pull his panties down and play with his cock. I received no such indication.
Zag was right on the ball as soon as I started playing with Alex. My son got behind his sister, his hands all over her, and his cock rubbing up under her skirt.
"See?" Meli said breathlessly. "Pervs."
"Yeah, I see," Alex replied, moaning cutely as I stroked his cock.
I stuck my head under his skirt and sucked on him for a few moments. He had such a nice cock for sucking on.
I rotated from Alex to licking Meli's pussy, then sucking on Zag again. I felt spoiled for choice with such wonderful options in front of me like this.
Even hotter, they all played with each other when they weren't currently prisoners of my mouth. Meli made out with her boyfriend, or let her brother grind on her. Somewhat more surprising was the boys feeling each other up as well. Even kissing experimentally sometimes.
Alex was sort of a bisexual dream at the moment, so I got it. I decided it was still a little hotter when he and Meli were making out, since they looked kind of like twins. That was just where my mind went these days. Given that my mouth was bouncing from my son's cock to my daughter's pussy, that kind of thinking wasn't even as out of pocket as it ought to have been.
We eventually moved to the couch, Meli in Zag's lap, Alex in mine. With occasional switching of course. Meli and Alex let themselves be felt up for a while, then sank down to the floor to suck Zag off. I was horny again, but I'd had plenty of pussy licking for the day.
Besides which I really, really enjoyed just watching my son get blown by his sister and her pretty boyfriend. I went so far as to poor myself some wine and settle in comfortably to enjoy the show.
It was all very playful, neither Meli or Alex being terribly experienced but both eager to have fun with it. They seemed to egg each other on in a special kind of way. Like it was a fun couple's activity to participate in a sibling blowjob.
They were so freaking adorable together, all three of them. My babies. Even Alex. I could already feel it. He'd be sticking around, and I'd be having just as much fun with him as my actual offspring.
Meli and Alex laughed as they got caught off-guard by Zag cumming, and managed to make a mess together. Though they rather sweetly helped each other clean up, mainly using their cute little tongues.
Zagreus, my darling boy, was entranced with watching Meli and Alex lick his cum off of each other. I couldn't hardly blame him. It was fucking hot.


****
It was later in that same, very irresponsible day that Meli came to me with a secret. Admittedly not a secret I would have had difficulty guessing, but I appreciated the way she approached the matter very much, both from a parental standpoint and that of a sexual partner.
"I... I think I really want to have sex with Alex," Meli said, keeping her voice low.
"Mmm, makes sense," I said. "How are you feeling about that?"
She shifted her weight and brushed her hair back nervously. "Excited? But kind of anxious too."
"Understandable," I said, caressing my daughter's cheek. "It would be... your very first time going that far, wouldn't it?"
She nodded. "Yeah."
"You can wait, you know," I said. "As long as you need."
Meli thought about it, then shook her head. "No, I don't want to wait. Not long anyway. But I thought maybe... you could be there with me? For support?"
I smiled warmly at my baby girl and kissed her softly. "You couldn't keep me away," I said.
****
I had plenty to occupy me while I waited for my daughter to choose her moment. The thought of witnessing her having sex for the first time--being invited to it--lingered ever in the back of my mind since she'd planted the idea. The foreground of my life carried many other more immediate pleasures.
I fooled around plenty with Meli, and Alex as well. But they had their own blossoming relationship and didn't always want familial intrusion, no matter how fun and sexual.
But Zag, sweet Zagreus, had so much time for his mommy. I felt pampered and spoiled by him at times. And at other times I felt perhaps like his plaything, an object of affection and obsession. I loved it all the same, whether it was healthy or not. Truly, starting from a place of incestuously loving my son meant that none of it was healthy, and thus many questions I might otherwise have needed to ask became superfluous.
"Must you take quite so many pictures of your mother?" I asked my boy one day while posing lewdly in my bed for him.
"You're beautiful," Zag smiled. "I like having them."
"Mmm, but you don't think it's a little redundant having pictures of me to jerk off to when I've been right here to help you cum any time you like?" I purred.
He paused thoughtfully. "No," he decided. "I still like having the pics."
It gave me such a nice buzz knowing how shamelessly he was documenting my body, both pre and post sexual encounters. So naughty of him, and without even a veneer of propriety to be found. I'd never in my life allowed anyone to take pictures of the sort my son sometimes did, capturing areas of my body that previously had been for the bedroom only.
"To brag to your friends, I suppose?" I teased, slipping a finger along my own pussy for the sake of giving Zag yet another shot.
"Pff, Mom, you know I wouldn't do that." Zag sighed. "It's a pity, really. I have the best bragging material around, but if I showed anyone they'd think I was a freak."
"Aaand you're a good boy and wouldn't show anyone naked pictures of your mommy," I prompted.
"Right, yeah, that too," he said. He put his phone aside and crawled atop me. "Actually... that's true. But mostly because no one I could show deserves to see you that way. You're special. For me."
"Mmm, for you," I agreed. "And your sister, of course."
"Yeah yeah, her too," Zag said, kissing my nipple. "It's kind of nice that she's busy with Alex more often though. Gives us more time."
"Ah, greedy boy," I said, holding him gently at my chest. "You can still share, can't you? And play nice?"
"Oh sure," he said. "Just, you know." He shrugged. "I... I like time with you." He swallowed. "I love you, Mom."
I played with his hair, looking at him while we watched me with cautious eyes. I felt my own eyes welling up a little.
"Sweet boy," I said. "You mean that in a different... well, you mean that, don't you."
"In all the ways," he assured me softly.
"I love you too, baby boy," I said.
"Oh good, I was worried," he said.
"Don't joke," I said.
"Sorry." Zag shifted. "So it's ok?"
"Of course baby."
"Good."
He relaxed and lay his head on my breasts. I kept stroking his hair, cradling him to me. We stayed that way a while. I half thought he might fall asleep despite it being quite early for that yet.
"Hey Mom?" he asked.
"Hm?"
"I think I'd really like to have sex with you," Zag said. "Would... would that be ok?"
"I think that might be quite lovely," I said softly.
"Yeah?" he said, perking up instantly.
"I... have perhaps thought about what it might be like," I admitted.
"Hehe, really?"
"You haven't?"
"No, I definitely have," he said.
He was hard, and he'd started moving his hips, rocking his erection gently against me.
"Are you thinking... now?" I asked, tracing his ear with my finger.
"I mean...."
"It feels a little unceremonious is all," I said. "Almost feels like there should be a romantic evening first or something."
"With my mom?" Zag asked. "Be weird, wouldn't it?"
I laughed. "I see. Your mom's good enough to lose your virginity to, but not good enough for a candlelit dinner first."
Zag pouted, then nipped at my nipple. It made me hiss in a sweet mix of pain and arousal.
"We can do whatever you want first," he said. "Just... it's important to me. I don't want it to be weird. Weirder than it already is in conceit anyway."
"Understood," I said. "But baby...." I chewed my lip. "Would it... be ok to invite Meli?"
"To watch?" he asked, mildly confused.
"Watch, be here, be supportive... maybe something more," I said. "She asked for my support with something recently, and somehow I find that I'd like her here for this now too."
"What did she need?" Zag asked.
"... I suppose it's not really telling anything you couldn't guess to say that, well, your sister and her boyfriend... they want to do some more intimate sexual things as well," I said.
He smiled. "Good for them. Did they, uh, do it yet?"
"Nosy."
"Yep."
"No, not yet," I said.
Zag considered a moment. "I suppose it would be nice for us to support each other too. If she wants to."
"There's my good boy," I said, kissing his forehead. "Or my horny boy. I'm not always sure which these days."
"I can be both," he said.
"Mmm, you can alright." I tapped his shoulder. "Let me up. I'll see what Meli's up to."
Zag grinned and rolled off of me. He got to lay there and watch as I nakedly exited the room, knowing that I was headed over to ask his sister if she wanted to come be with us while we had sex for the first time. I felt light and giddy, and fantastically happy.
Meli and Alex were in her room. Meli was trying out some things with his hair, which wasn't quite long enough yet for some of the styles she wanted to attempt, but he was getting there. I had the full attention of both of them as soon as I stepped into the doorway. One of the perks of walking around naked so much lately. It was doing wonders for my self-esteem.
"Hey baby girl," I said.
"Hey Mom," Meli said, eyes barely flicking up away from my tits long enough to greet me. "What's up?"
"Well," I said. "If you're not too busy...."
She narrowed her eyes. "What?"
"I was just thinking... I might have sex with your brother. If you wanted to come join us. Both of you."
Alex's eyes went wide. Meli's expression was more of a slow, expansive smile as she considered the ramifications of what I'd offered.
"You're taking Zaggy's v-card?" Meli asked.
"Seems that way," I said.
"I woulda thought you'd build something like that up a little more," she said.
"Me too," I replied honestly. "But... baby, I really, really want to have sex with him."
"Mmm, I get it," Meli said. She leaned forward from behind Alex, sliding her hands down his chest. "Hey, babe?"
"Um, yeah?" Alex squeaked.
"Seeing as how Mom's jumping my brother... I kinda planned this differently, but how do you feel about joining them?"
Alex swallowed with nervous excitement. He was so cute. My daughter was really getting to have a way with casual seduction. Some of which she was picking up from me, I thought, but some of it was all her.
"Yes," Alex said. "Please."
"Good boy," Meli said, nipping at his ear and making him flinch and giggle.
Thus I returned to Zagreus with Meli and Alex in tow. Somehow the latter two had lost some of their clothing during the brief journey. No doubt there would be an inappropriate trail leading from my room back to Meli's. They still had a few articles to remove from each other once they'd hopped into bed with Zag and me.
"Moral support, huh?" Zag teased.
"Something sexier than that," I admitted. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Not even a little," Zag said. "It's... better this way."
"I think so too," I purred.
Meli and Alex were naked and making out with the nervous energy of lovers about to take a new step. In almost any other circumstance I wouldn't have been able to look away. But I had Zag there with me, and something very special of our own to get to.
I could tell my son felt it too, just as intensely as I did. Maybe more so, in some ways. He was just a little more awkward with his movements, his caresses, and his kisses than usual. But in the sort of way that added to the moment rather than taking away from it. Every little bit of him shaking or fumbling was directly derived from how excited he was to have sex with his loving mommy. As if I needed any more reasons to be absolutely smitten with him.
"You're going to be a good boy?" I asked.
"Of course," Zag said.
"You want to be inside Mommy now?"
He groaned. "Yes."
I teased his lip with my teeth. "Good," I hissed. "Because I want you inside me, ok? I want it so much."
Maneuvering in the bed with four of us sharing it was trickier than I was used to, but not so bad when we got settled, Zag on top of me and Alex on top of Meli. It was still snug, but in a cozy way.
My sweet Zagreus was rocking urgently, sliding his cock against me, bumping on my pussy. Not quite entering me, but so deliciously close. Next to me, Alex was in a similar excited state atop my daughter.
Meli caught my eye and smiled shyly. She reached out and I took her hand, sending a mother's love through that small connection as near-simultaneously the boys sank into us.
I was overcome with sensation. The feeling of my sweet boy filling up my pussy, Meli's hand squeezing mine tight, my other hand in Zagreus's hair and holding him close, and the sounds of four people making muffled exclamations of pleasure.
"Yesss baby," I hissed. "Good boy. Oh good boy."
Meli similarly encouraged Alex, though I couldn't truly make out what she whispered to him. Her grip on my hand never wavered.
"Oh my god, Mom," Zag said. "You feel...."
"Hm?"
"So good," Zag said. "You feel so good."
"Mmhm," I moaned. "You too. You're so good inside me."
It was all I ever wanted. Nothing overly skillful or demanding about any of it. Just pure expressions of desire and love, and admittedly lust. I felt so close to my son, so connected, so in love. I'd never had sex that so quickly transcended its own physicality, wonderful as that part was.
"I love you baby," I told Zag, then kissed him fiercely.
I was ravenous for more of him. My kissing was so sloppy and I didn't care. I just wanted to feel him, to merge with him. And he was right there for me, crushing me under him in the best possible way, fucking my soaked pussy urgently. Making his mommy take everything. I loved it so much.
Meli's grip slowly loosened on my hand. Not to release me, we remained connected, but more like she was losing herself to the moment, relaxing, untensing. I hoped she was having a wonderful time. All indicators said she was.
My first time, all those many years ago, had been adequate. Some people had downright bad experiences. My children, so far as I could tell, were having some of the best times of their lives. A mother could appreciate that deep in her heart. A slutty mother could appreciate that in a multitude of other ways as well.
"Mom," Meli said.
"Hm?" I replied.
"Mom!" she said more insistently.
"Yes baby girl?"
"He's gonna cum in me," she said.
"That's nice darling," I said. "Would you like me to do anything about it?"
"No," she said. "I just wanted you to know."
Oddly I really did enjoy her telling me. It meant I got to watch while my sweet girl got her pussy filled with cum for the first time. I was so proud of her.
"Mom," Zag panted.
"Yes baby?" I said.
"I'm gonna cum too," he said.
"Mmm."
"In you," he clarified.
"Yes you are," I purred. "That's a very good boy." I ran my nails up and down his spine. "Do it for Mommy."
I could feel Meli's eyes burning into me as her brother thrust hard in my pussy, then released his flood of cum into me. Watching me take it. Watching her sibling make a mess inside her mommy.
"Good boy," I repeated, murmurings the words. "Such a good boy."
He filled me up with his cum, his cock so deep in me like he wanted to bury it all as far as possible in his own mother. I wanted him to. I wanted him to never stop.
But he did, of course. Orgasms end, no matter how I might wish otherwise.
The cuddling after was amazing though. Maybe even better than the sex, in its own way. Post-sex cuddling just had a magic to it all its own. It was, arguably, the very closest two people could be to each other.
****
I took a bathroom break with Meli, with full intent to return to the boys for more snuggling. I couldn't seem to get enough of lying wrapped up with my baby boy.
Meli and I managed to get a little distracted though. I blamed her. She was the one standing naked in front of me rubbing a finger over her pussy while I was just trying to pee.
"I've got cum in me," she explained when she caught me staring.
"Yeah, baby, I know," I told her. "Me too."
"It's weird to know it's in there," Meli said. "But pretty hot too."
"Mmhm."
I finished up, made sure to thoroughly wash my hands, then pressed my daughter against the wall.
"Ah! Mom!"
I put my hand on her pussy, then slowly inserted a single finger, probing as deep as I could into her.
"Mom!" she repeated, rather flustered now.
"I just wanted to feel," I said.
"You've felt before," she said.
"Not like this," I said.
"True."
Meli bit her lip and extended her hand to my pussy. I made a small noise of approval as she slipped a finger inside me as well.
I fingered my daughter and she fingered me, and eventually we each pulled out and shared the taste of one another and the boys' cum of our naughty digits.
"Hey Mom?" she said.
"Yes sweetheart?"
"I think I want to have sex again," Meli said.
"Ok darling," I said. "Privately?"
"No."
"Oh." I tilted my head. "It sounded like you wanted something different from last time."
"I do," she said. "Um... could I steal Zaggy from you this time?"
My lips curled into a devious smile. "It's like that, is it?"
"I think so."
"Your brother?"
She blushed cutely. "Well... I think it'd be nice." She shrugged. "Let's face it, we're going to try it sooner or later."
"Mmm, true," I said. "Nice of you to let me be there."
"Mmhm. I thought you'd like that," she said.
"Can I... borrow Alex?" I asked.
My daughter grinned. "You want to fuck my boyfriend, huh?"
"Is that ok?"
"Of course, Mom," Meli said. "He'll be excited. He's got a thing for you."
"And you're ok with it?" I confirmed, tilting her chin up a little with my finger.
"Just needed to make sure I was first," she said softly. "I feel like we can share our toys now. Um... and it might be really hot to see you with him. Hehe, you'll probably blow his mind too."
"You think so after you?" I laughed.
"Oh I mean I'm amazing," Meli said. "But the mommy fantasy...."
"Yes. A lot of that going around," I murmured.
I kissed my beautiful, horny daughter, then we made sure to straighten ourselves up before heading back to the boys.
****
As I'd confidently hoped, Zag and Alex stopped chatting as soon as Meli and I returned, their focus snapping to us instantly. That kind of attention was wonderful for my ego.
There was a hungry look in my son's eyes. I almost laughed at the roller coaster that he went through as I approached the bed but went to Alex's side, followed closely by Meli taking Zag's side. Alex went through a similarly brief but emphatic emotional journey just before I straddled him and sat in his lap.
"Uh... hi," Alex said, swallowing hard.
"Hi," I breathed back. "Ok if I take a seat?"
It was a silly question after I'd already plopped myself down, and especially when I could feel Alex's erection returning to life against my butt.
Alex looked to Meli for guidance, and similarly I caught Zag looking to me as well.
"It's ok, babe," Meli said. "If you want," she added teasingly.
"Mmm, we thought we might switch," I said. "If everyone's into it. Of course... that would mean Zaggy would have to be interested in fucking his sister and you," I purred, raking my nails down Alex's chest, "would be interested in a turn with Mommy."
Zag was all over Meli without a word, the two of them groping and wrestling, and in fact nearly tumbling out of bed. Alex was shyer and more polite but just as excited.
"Yes please," he said.
"Good boy," I said. "Would you like me to take care of you?"
Alex nodded, and I smiled as I moved back and forth, hands braced on his chest, pussy dragging along his cock. The cock that had so recently been in my baby girl. The one that had taken her virginity. It was mine now, at least for the moment.
I held Alex's twitching erection and slid it inside me. He made such cute noises as I started riding him. I wanted him to enjoy it. Not that I was competing with my daughter for his affections or anything, but I wouldn't mind if he hesitated a little over which part of this event was his favourite.
We might all have that difficulty afterward, judging by the noises my offspring were making right next to me. A brother and sister were most definitely not meant to do those sorts of things to each other. It was so fucking hot. Every time I looked at them they were entangled in a slightly different way, the one constant being that once Zag was inside Meli neither of them wanted to stop.
"Kora..." Alex whimpered from under me.
I smiled sensually at him while rocking back and forth on his cock.
"Enjoying that, sweet boy?" I asked unnecessarily. The answer was clear.
"Yesss," he said. "You're amazing."
"Call her Mommy," Meli advised from next to us, all wrapped around her brother. "She'll probably love it."
"Don't help," I said. I looked at Alex, so cute and sexy and wanting me. "But... you can if you want."
He was shy and it took him a minute, but then, "You feel really good... Mommy."
I knew it was coming. It was my daughter's doing and all. And still hearing Alex talk to me that way made me hiss in pleasure and fuck him harder.
Stupid sexy good boys.
"Ok baby boy," I said breathily. "I guess if Mommy feels so good... you're going to have to cum in her."
Alex moaned helplessly.
"That's right," I said. "Cum in Mommy's pussy. Go for it. As deep and messy as you want."
His little noises were only getting cuter and sexier. I felt so powerful and in control, and oddly nurturing mixed into it all. God help me I loved being a mommy on a whole different level from being a mom. My kids did that to me. I blamed them.
I kept riding Alex and coaxed him into cumming in me, shooting his load into my pussy to mix with Zag's. Two boys' cum in me at the same time. So hot. My baby boys.
I cuddled with Alex and watched as Meli and Zag finished each other off, making just as much loving, incestuous mess as siblings could together. It was beautiful and sexual and made me feel so warm and connected.


By silent agreement, Meli and I switched cuddle partners after a time, she curling up with her boyfriend and me snuggling with my son.
It was a lazy rest of the day for all four of us. Lots of cuddling and snacking, and not much of anything that required emotional or physical labour.
Even when Zag found an opportunity to slip his cock in my pussy again later in the day, or when Meli and I found ourselves making out with each other for no reason in particular, it was all slow and soft and without urgency. Just familial love and affection.
****
The kids were a bit on the clingy side for a few days following. Luckily they clung as much to each other as to me. I wouldn't have been able to move with all three of them permanently latched on to me.
There was a certain calm after the storm for all of us. The tension broken in a way that lingered, but allowed us to process and function. Eventually this resulted in everyone pretty well back to their usual horny and scampish selves.
I was kind of glad that our sexual fun, though frequent, did not in fact grow out of control or all-consuming. I loved the sexy times when they happened, but much of the time I was very happy to be a mother just as I'd always been. A mother with benefits, perhaps.
Alex had essentially moved in with Meli. It was moving pretty fast in a lot of ways, but the two of them also acted as much like siblings and best friends as like romantic partners, so maybe there was some leeway there. If more friction developed at some point we could work something out. Alex was one of my kids now, as far as I was concerned. I'd look after him.
I had sex with him sometimes, and Meli of course. My daughter was living her best life in so many ways. Probably getting a little too spoiled with always having someone to give her whatever attention she was looking for, but not in a way that I thought would do any more harm than the familial co-mingling was already doing. That continued to put everything else in perspective.
Zag and I spent about half our nights together, either in my bed or his. Plenty of time cuddling through the night, as well as still making use of having our own separate rooms. He was also the most likely one to initiate spontaneous sex outside the bedroom. He seemed to really enjoy being able to bend his mommy over and fuck her more or less at will.
I might have been annoyed if I didn't love it so much. It helped keep that spark of excitement and thrill at a nice healthy glow.
"You don't think this is all holding you back from meeting other people, do you?" I asked Zag in bed one night.
"Probably a little," he said.
"That's not what I wanted to hear," I said.
"Pff, well what did you think?" Zag scoffed. "I've got all the sex and intimacy at home I could ever want, and you think that wouldn't impact me going out?"
I frowned. "Do I need to make you go on dates?"
"Nah, Mom," Zag said. "Not that interested anyway." He kissed me. "If it helps any, I could start hanging out with friends a little more. Now that things have settled here for the most part."
"It would help me, in fact," I said. "I want what's best for you, you know."
"I know," he said.
He started getting a little handsy, and I was very content to let him. He didn't get that far before Meli and Alex sneaked into the room and clambered into bed with us.
"We got lonely," Meli said.
"Sure you did, baby girl," I said, making some room. "Hey Meli... do you think all this is affecting--"
"Careful," Zag murmured. "Mom's being a mom tonight."
"I'm concerned!" I said. "That's all. I want to know my babies are ok."
"Very ok," Meli said, cupping my tit. "I can prove it if you like."
"Not just sexually," I said.
"Hm, yeah, boring but I'm ok there too," she said. "Just relax Mom. We're all gonna be ok."
"We are," Zag echoed. "You will be too."
I smiled to myself as four of us nestled together for the night. Somehow I believed them. I truly could believe that we all would, in fact, be ok. 
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Being the baby of the family came with advantages and disadvantages.
Physically I was forever losing to my siblings in any kind of physical contest growing up, though at least that evened out some as we got older and I did track in school. I still had no strength, but I got fast. That was something.
Using my charm and pouting at my dad usually got me what I wanted in ways my older siblings couldn't compete with. That worked in my favour. I was his baby girl, no matter how hard he tried not to play favourites.
I had to be cunning about using that particular strength, since it often led to later reprisals. Though again as we all got older that became less of an issue.
It was both odd and funny to me when I realized being cute in my brothers' direction started to get me what I wanted too. I couldn't tell if I was charming them or just making them uncomfortable. I didn't mind if it was the latter. All the awkward and often downright creepy attention I got as I grew up meant I wasn't going to feel bad turning it around sometimes.
One of the worst disadvantages of my position in the family, so I used to think, was that any time we had guests staying over, my room was the first to be sacrificed. It used to make me absolutely rage at the unfairness of it. That I had to bunk with my big sis just because I was the youngest.
Granted, it annoyed her as much or more than it did me. I came to understand that having me intruding on her space was worse than me being displaced. But then again, I got both displaced and intruded on so I still felt I had the upper hand when it came to self pity.
I wasn't quite sure when things changed for Tori and me. Certainly the way we felt about the situation slowly shifted through the years, and maybe it was little alterations over time rather than any one thing in particular. All I knew was I used to hate staying in her room for a single night or--heaven forfend--multiple nights in a row.
At some point I didn't hate it anymore. Not that I would admit to it. I'd roll my eyes and huff and crank my sarcasm dial up to eleven every time I got booted from my room. But I didn't actually mind.
Tori and I had developed a sisterly rapport. Despite the years separating us, it really wasn't so bad hanging out together. Probably growing up had helped that, since the difference in ages became less pronounced over time.
The biggest thing that really seemed to solidify Tori and me in enjoying our time together was finding a ritual that worked for us. It started small with her sneaking a bottle of wine up to her room for us to share one night. My first time getting drunk, in fact. Not more than nicely buzzed, really, but enough to be a treasured memory for me. For both of us, I hoped.
We'd kept it going over the years, absconding with various treats to make up for us having to share a room. Usually that meant way more snacks than we needed and a laptop to watch movies on together in Tori's bed. Sometimes booze was involved, though once we got old enough that sneaking it wasn't a thrill anymore it didn't happen very often.
Which didn't really make sense. None of what we were doing was really forbidden for the most part. We could have told everyone we were going to lock ourselves in Tori's bedroom eating junk, getting buzzed, watching movies. No one would have cared. But the point was that it was our secret. The joy of those nights was just for us.
"What do you want to watch?" Tori asked me, unloading a box of cookies from under her hoodie onto her bed.
Our aunt and uncle and cousins were visiting. Tori and I had to share a room for a few nights, and somewhat satisfyingly so did our brothers. It didn't really matter, but it felt like a little bit of extra justice in the world.
I shrugged, having pilfered Mom's laptop from our parents' bedroom.
"Dunno," I said. "I thought I might see if Mom's hidden any more dirty videos on her computer."
"Ew, gross," Tori laughed, wrinkling her nose in a manner I'd come to find cute rather than obnoxious. "I'm still traumatized from last time we stumbled on her... private folder."
"Prude," I teased, laughing right back.
Tori turned out the lights and hopped into bed with me. We hadn't changed out of our regular clothes from the day. It was relatively early yet. Either our family had never noticed that Tori and I no longer avoided hitting the bedroom for as long as possible so as to spend the minimum amount of time together, or they had noticed and specifically never mentioned it lest they get even more angst and grumbling in return.
"Weirdo," Tori said. "If you want porn, I got lots of stuff I could show you."
I was glad she'd turned off the lights already. My cheeks burned at the mere suggestion.
"Ew, no way," I said, trying to remain as cavalier in my tone as possible. "How is that any better than Mom's stuff?"
"I got good taste is what's up," Tori said.
I awkwardly scrolled through options of movies to stream. I tended to freeze up a little when more adult topics arose. Sometimes I could score a few points when it came to teasing or acting more worldly than I was, but it wasn't my strong suit. I wished I could be as brazen as my sister. My pitiful attempts never got me very far.
"What do you want, Min, cookies or ice cream first?" Tori asked.
"You got ice cream?" I giggled, feeling my tension ease away quickly with the change of subject.
Tori fished a small container from the voluminous front pouch on her hoodie, along with two spoons.
"Don't know who's it is," she said. "Someone's gonna be annoyed when it's not hidden in the corner of the freezer anymore is all I can say."
"Hehe, so unnecessary," I said appreciatively. "But... since it'll melt if we don't eat it now...."
"Right," Tori agreed. "Practically performing a service at this point."
We dug into the ice cream while the laptop flashed in front of us, movie playing on low volume so it wouldn't be heard outside the room. We sat close together, ostensibly to better share the screen and the snacks, but at least for my part it was also because I enjoyed the proximity.
I would have been mortified for anyone to ever know about that part. My sister included. I was barely able to accept it myself.
But it was true. Lying next to Tori--cuddling, if I dared describe it as such--made me feel warm and wanted and safe.
It was kind of pathetic. I knew that. In an ideal world I would have had a boyfriend to get my physical affection from. I wasn't so good at that kind of thing. I didn't know how other girls did it, really. I found it so difficult to find guys I might even like, let alone ones who might want to date me also.
It was just easy with Tori. Limited and specific, sure, but when we got snuggled together in her bed, and it got later and later, and we got silly and stripped down to our sleeping outfits and under the covers together, everything just felt right in the world.
It must have been the buzz of excitement that made me sloppy in my planning for the evening. The rush and the thrill of getting to curl up with my big sister. All I knew was that it startled me when I was shedding my clothes at one point when Tori let out a soft whistle.
"Nice panties, Min," she said.
I blushed ferociously as I looked down at myself. "I... I forgot I was wearing these," I said.
"Uh huh." Tori caught me with a smack on the butt before I could shyly retreat back under the covers with her. "They make your ass look good."
"Thanks?"
I couldn't look at her. She was right, they did make my ass look good. That was why they were one of my favourite pairs, but they weren't for showing off. Not until I had someone in life to show off to. They just helped me feel sexy and confident. Which was energy I wanted for this evening, and perhaps that's why I'd put them on earlier, but I definitely hadn't thought it all the way through.
"You really didn't mean to wear those tonight, huh? Tori said after a moment.
"Of course not," I mumbled. "Why would I want to show off my ass like that? But... I guess it's nice that you approve."
"Mmhm," Tori agreed. "Are they for a boy? You never talk about who you're seeing."
I shrugged. "No one." I paused. "Right now," I added, which was the truth, but hopefully also insinuated that said truth wasn't a perpetual state of being. It was embarrassing to admit things like that in front of my family, and Tori in particular. I really didn't want to be the dorky, hopeless baby sibling around her.
"Anyone you like?" Tori asked.
I squirmed uncomfortably. "Not really. What about you?"
"Nice deflection," my sister laughed.
"Only fair though," I said.
"Perhaps."
Tori was quiet a while. I assumed she wasn't going to answer me. Which was fine as long as she didn't interrogate me any further either.
We got cozier together again. I nestled against her with my eyes on our movie. She seemed distracted. Her finger kept curling around a lock of my hair, over and over again. It was nice.
"There is someone," she finally said.
It took me a moment to reset my brain. "That you like?"
"Yeah. But it's complicated," Tori sighed. "It wouldn't be appropriate."
I gasped, scandalized and intrigued. "Who? Someone way older? Or... married? Is he someone I know?"
"You'd know her," Tori answered softly.
I squeaked and hunkered down even lower so only my nose and above peeked out over the top of the blanket. Hiding away somewhat pointlessly, seeing as how I was buried against the very person I was shyly protecting myself from.
Tori laughed and prodded me sharply until I threatened to bite her finger.
"What, you have a problem with that?" she asked.
"No!" I said.
"So what then?"
"Stop poking me," I insisted.
"Fine, fine," she said.
"I just... it surprised me a little," I said.
"Ha, why?" Tori laughed. "I know for a fact you remember me dating Lana."
"I do," I said. "As I recall... it lasted just shy of two weeks before you two got in that blowup yelling match out on the street and you swore for days after about how much you regretted ever thinking dating girls was going to be fun."
"... that's an annoyingly sharp memory you have there, sis," Tori grumbled.
"Thanks."
Her finger started making loops in my hair again. "Lana was... well she was a bad idea. Honestly a big part of it was just being desperate at the time to prove I was bi."
"Desperate?" I asked. "Why?"
"Stupid teen stuff," she said. "It was a big deal to me at the time to prove it to some people. And... maybe to myself."
"You never told me that," I said softly. "I didn't know."
"Yeah, well... it took me a while to come back around on it," Tori said wistfully. "I got so embarrassed I went right back in the closet where it was safe." She snorted. "Mom tried to gently ask me about Lana like the next day or something and I threw such a fit."
"But you are now?" I asked.
"Yeah, Min. I'm bi. Sorry, I didn't tell you before."
I shrugged. "It's ok. It's probably nice though."
"Hm?"
"I mean... you ever notice how girls are so much prettier than boys? Just like... nicer to look at and stuff."
Tori went silent. Even her fingers were frozen, gently resting on the side of my head. "You trying to tell me something?"
"No," I said. "Like what?"
"Like... that you like girls," she said.
"What? No no no," I laughed. "Nothing like that. I'm straight. Just... it's a little hard for me to find boys I like. It's harder for some people. That's all."
"Min...."
"Don't use that tone," I sulked. "I'd know if I liked girls."
"Oh baby girl...."
"Stop it!" I insisted.
Tori pulled slightly away from me, which I supposed I deserved. It was fine. We could stay a little further apart if we had to. I'd be ok.
Except that wasn't what she was up to. Her finger, just a solitary finger, tapped under my chin and nudged my face up toward her. I resisted the pull for a second, but then submitted to it. I didn't know what was happening, except that I was directed to face my sister, and she was so close to me.
Her eyes drew me in at first, then slowly it became her lips. She was moving closer, I realized. So slowly that it was almost imperceptible. But she kept getting nearer. Her lips were slightly parted and seemed to shine for me in invitation. I swallowed hard and kept my own mouth slightly open, trying not to breathe too heavily.
"What are you feeling right now?" Tori murmured softly.
"Wha-- what?" I asked. Her face was still so close to mine. Her mouth whispering directly in front of my lips.
"Did your heart rate go up?" she asked.
It was pounding in my chest, in fact. "No," I lied.
Tori snorted gently and put a hand to my chest.
"Are you... grabbing my tit?" I asked, feeling slightly unreal.
"I'm feeling your heart," Tori said. "I can't help that your tits are blocking it." She grinned at me. "It's beating so hard."
"Shut up," I protested. "Only 'cause you're being weird."
"I'm just testing," she said.
"This proves nothing."
"True. But it suggests something about how you feel about girls."
"You're my sister," I said. "That doesn't even count."
"Oh," she said. "So then if I kissed you...."
She moved back in with such deliberate control that I felt certain she was actually going to do it this time. She didn't.
"Your heart's pounding," Tori whispered insistently.
"Shut up! Why are you even still grabbing my boob?"
"To make a point. Duh."
I slapped at her wrist, and she tried to grab my arm in return. I flailed at her, and she calmly fought to restrain me.
It was over in seconds, my sister atop me, pinning me to the bed with my wrists trapped above my head. I panted and squirmed, but Tori had me contained.
"Be good," she said.
I wriggled again trying to get free.
"Hey! Be good," Tori repeated.
I stopped struggling, lying still. "Why should I?"
She released my wrists and I kept them where they were, not moving an inch. My sister smiled at me, holding my gaze with her own. Her eyes were deep jewels reflecting in the flickering light of our ignored movie.
"Good girl," Tori said.
Then she stroked my hair back tenderly and kissed me on the forehead.
I was stunned. Like actually broken and unable to put a thought together.
Tori settled back down beside me. She cuddled up to me this time, since I was still as a statue. She held me close, and her hand slipped down to my waist, finding bare skin above the top of my panties and just sneaking underneath my shirt a little. She held me like that, and my brain continued to sizzle uselessly.
We only finally moved again when we got ready to properly go to sleep. Tori pattered about getting things off the bed and settling herself down. I watched her only with my eyes tracking her movement.
She changed her shirt for a light cami, keeping her back to me during those few seconds of being topless. I was so aware of her though. The knowledge of how nearly naked she was. And I found myself checking out her panties and butt, wondering how what she'd seen compared to my view.
We lay down in the even darker room after, only barely touching at first. I wanted to cuddle again, but couldn't bring myself to do it. Tori took care of it eventually, nudging me to roll away from her so she could spoon up to me.
Her hand was on my tummy after, but only above my shirt. Mustering all my bravery, I place my hand on hers and guided her under my shirt instead. Neither of us said a word.
I felt a hot blush at the way her hand felt against me so vulnerably like that. But it cooled into comfort and security, and I was able to sleep.
****
The next morning made it all feel like a dream to me. The light of day chased away whatever emotions had been going on the night before. At least it sort of did.
Tori and I changed in front of each other. Or rather we changed back to back, and I peeked at her a few times in the process. I caught her peeking back one of those instances and then couldn't stop blushing.
There was so much family around once we vacated the safety of my sister's bedroom. It made it impossible to think, my brain already such a jumble and all.
And Tori....
She kept finding excuses to brush by me. Teasing me. I'd be minding my own business and I'd feel her fingertips tracing the back of neck as she walked past, or a light touch on my shoulder, or a breath on my ear.
It was baffling and confusing and insane.
And it had me melting for her the whole damn day.
"What are you up to?" I asked her, cornering her in her room that afternoon.
"Nothing at all," Tori hummed. "Thought I might take a shower."
"Not that," I said, though I had to fight my mind blanking at the idea of my big sister all naked and wet and dripping. "You keep touching me."
"And do you like it?" she asked.
"Aha! So you admit it," I said.
"Yeah, Min," she said. "I touched you." She padded softly toward me and traveled her fingernail up my neck, up my cheek, and ever so gently adjusting a few strands of my hair. "What did you think about it?"
"It's weird," I said.
"Mmhm. And?"
"And... inappropriate," I stammered.
"Uh huh. Aaannnd?"
I shifted my weight, squirming at how close she was, how intimate her questioning felt, and how I wished she'd touch me more.
"And maybe it's nice," I mumbled helplessly.
"Good girl," Tori said.
"Stop saying things like that," I demanded, blushing furiously.
"Why?"
"It's... confusing."
Tori nodded. "You like girls, Min."
"That's not even... you can't just decide that," I said. "I get to decide that."
"And what have you decided then?" Tori asked me.
"... I don't know yet," I muttered. "You've confused me too much. I can't think. And you're still my sister!"
A touch of something ran across Tori's face. I would have sworn it was a blush, except I held a monopoly on being shy and awkward at the moment.
"That... could be confusing," she admitted. Her hand fell away and she stepped back. "Sorry."
I was disappointed. I wanted her back in front of me, right up against me, touching me in that overly possessive way some more.
"It's ok," I shrugged.
"Cool," she said. "I'm going to grab a shower then."
"Oh," I said.
"I'll see you in a bit," she said.
I didn't move.
"Unless you'd like to come watch?" Tori added mischievously.
I stuttered to life. "Weird!"
I scurried out of the room to the sound of my sister chuckling at my departure. The really annoying thing was now I was going to have to spend the whole rest of the day with the image of my sister in the shower dominating my thoughts.
****
The remainder of the afternoon saw me plowing through possibly the most embarrassing sequence of internet searches imaginable. Largely focused on things like, "How do I know if I like girls?" at first, and getting ever more esoteric from there.
I kept trying to obliquely find answers to things like, "What does it mean if my sister makes me feel really funny, fluttery things inside when we're goofing around?" but I was far too humiliated about it to actually type any such thing into the search. I wasn't sure what I was scared of. There were much worse things out there than my little confusing episode. I couldn't think of any just at the moment, but I was sure they existed.
"Do you... still want to do movie night with me tonight?" Tori asked a little hesitantly late in the afternoon.
Even in my confused state, I nodded without hesitation. "Of course."
"Ok, cool."
The warmth that flowed through me only added to my lack of emotional clarity. I sat hugging my knees for a while, mind alternately blank and full to bursting.
I didn't achieve any kind of inner peace by that night, but I at least had some plans of my own.



I showed up to Tori's room in baggy pants and an even baggier hoodie. The better to smuggle snacks with, or so I let the story present itself. It wasn't really about carrying capacity in actuality.
The first stage of my scheme was pretty successful. I kicked off my pants but left my hoodie on, deliberately obfuscating what I had on underneath, as well flaunting bare legs and cute socks.
I caught Tori staring as I climbed into bed with her, though she played it off smoothly enough that I might not have noticed if I hadn't been specifically looking for it. She picked a movie and we cuddled up.
Her hand was set loose right from the start to play with my hair, stroke my arm, or try to slip under my hoodie. I pretended to ignore all of it while secretly focused almost exclusively on my sister's wandering touch.
"So... what if I did like girls?" I finally asked.
I felt Tori shrug. "I don't know, Min. That would depend on what that meant to you I suppose."
"You seemed very insistent on it earlier," I said.
"Yeah, sorry about that," she said. "I shouldn't do things like that. I think maybe I just really hoped it was true."
"Why?" I asked.
"Um...."
"Because you'd have someone else to talk to about it?" I guessed.
Tori tensed and then relaxed again. "Something like that."
"I mean I still don't know," I said. "Like how do you know for sure?"
"Pff, I don't know, sis," Tori said. "I think usually you just know. Or you figure it out when being straight doesn't quite work out the way you think it should. Or you stop and realize how fucking hot girls are sometimes."
"Well... those ring kind of true," I mumbled. "Sort of. Can girls be hot?"
"Uh...."
"No, sorry, that question came out wrong." I laughed nervously. "I mean... like I think I know what hot guys are supposed to look like."
"You think you know what they're supposed to look like," Tori echoed tonelessly. "That's--"
"Shut up. I'm trying," I whined. "I just mean, like, I don't usually find anyone hot. Like for me. Like I'd want to have sex and stuff. But I've kind of been able to figure out boys from what my friends have told me. I... haven't had anyone teach me about girls like that."
"Oh my god, Min," Tori said. "Now I feel like I've failed you as a big sister. I just assumed that, like, you knew who you liked at least. In theory if not in practice."
"It's hard!"
"It shouldn't be that hard," she said. "Like... this movie." She waved her hand at the screen in front of us. "Who's the hottest in it? Or from last night? Or anything recently?"
I pulled the covers up over my face. "Don't wanna play this game."
"Give me something to work with, jeez."
I peeked my eyes back out. "Um... what if I have a really stupid bad dumb answer?"
"Say it."
"Even if--"
"Say it!"
"And you won't make fun?" I asked.
Tori hesitated. "Well...."
"Tori!"
"I won't," she relented. "You can say anything right now, ok? Anyone. But just this once. If it's really funny, I can't be held responsible indefinitely."
"I don't think it's funny," I said. "And... and it's probably not really anything. It's probably just like you said, 'cause you're a girl. Even if you're my sister too. It's probably me, like, realizing stuff in a sort of controlled environment."
"Wait, what are you saying?"
I dared to look at my sister. "I'm not saying anything. Not yet. But... would you, maybe, let me see more of you? Just... just to see. Like what it... what I feel about... you know... things."
As I languished in the aftermath of my dismal lack of eloquence, Tori slowly, almost mechanically separated herself from me, hit pause on our movie, and rolled out of bed.
"No wait!" I called. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean anything like that. I misspoke!"
"Stop talking," Tori said. "Jeez. This is what you asked for, isn't it?"
My jaw dropped as my big sister faced me and slowly pulled her sweater up over her head in a single fluid, two-handed movement. There was nothing I hadn't seen many times before. She wasn't even undressed in any meaningful sense. But she was doing it for me, deliberately, and that made it different. Special.
Her leggings came off next. Less smoothly, but perhaps more seductively. The way she watched me watching her created a weird feedback loop to the situation, really dialing up the tension.
Then it was her socks to come off, followed by her shirt. Still not revealing anything new. I knew what she looked like naked, there shouldn't have been anything fascinating about any of it. But Tori stood there in a cami and panties--a skimpy but not unusual or inappropriate outfit--and I just wanted to melt.
"Is this helping anything?" she asked softly.
"Uhm..." I croaked intelligently.
Tori's lips twitched. Her head cocked slightly to the side and she let one hip stick out in the opposite direction, striking a subtle but impactful pose.
"Is this your way of telling me you're horny as fuck for girls?" she asked. "Because if you're sticking with this reaction is you not being sure of anything...."
I blushed ferociously. "It's not that!"
"Oh?"
"Um... the test... what I wanted to see... it...."
"Breathe, li'l sis," she said. "Use your words."
I forced myself to actually pause and breathe. It wasn't easy.
"What's confusing," I said, attempting again to communicate comprehensibly, "is I've seen you dressed like this lots. All kinds of ways."
"Sure."
"But... but this time was different," I said clumsily.
Tori's nose crinkled cutely. "You mean like my panties are different? You've seen them before, I think. I mean they're pretty sexy. I mighta worn them on purpose tonight, but--"
"No, not the panties," I said. "But like...." I cast about for the words I needed. "If you took them off," I said. "It would feel like something. But if you already had them off, it would mean something else."
"That almost sounded like a bad attempt at a pickup line," Tori said, vaguely amused. "But I don't think that's what you were going for."
"It wasn't," I agreed. "It's, uh, like all day when you've been touching me. Sometimes a touch is just a touch. Sometimes it's affection. Sometimes it's to annoy me and get a reaction. Today... it was seductive. Intimate. And it felt intimate because it was meant that way. Do you see?"
Tori took a long time to nod, but when she did it was firm enough to make me breathe a sigh of relief.
"Bizarrely I think I do," she said. "A thing isn't just a thing, it's also the meaning behind it. Something like that?"
"Yeah," I said. "Close enough."
Tori smiled. "So when I told you I wore sexy panties because I knew you'd see them...."
My brain caught up to that part of the conversation. I'd glossed over it a bit previously. Now it threatened to overheat and melt me right from the centre of my core.
"Meep," I squeaked by way of response.
"I see," Tori said, lazily crawling back into bed, somehow making it a sensual dance.
It wasn't any better having her under the covers with me. I couldn't see as much of her, but I knew how scantily she was dressed and now she was right next to me again. Sharing the bed. It was the meaning, not the thing itself.
She didn't touch me, didn't get that close, aside from some accidental brushes against each other. The bed was only so big.
"It's confusing," I said.
"I bet," Tori said gently. She seemed lost in thought for a moment. "Somehow it often is," she added.
I thought maybe that was it. Maybe I'd admitted to some things--discovered some things really--and maybe we'd drop it now. It would be enough, I thought. I knew my sister would accept me if it turned out I really did like girls, and signs were pointing to it. I couldn't imagine getting nearly so hot and bothered over a boy taking off his clothes like Tori had. But then I couldn't really think of another girl who would have the same impact on me either.
"So what are you wearing under that hoodie?" Tori asked.
I gasped, my whole body burning and trembling with that simple question.
"You wanted me to be curious, didn't you?" she teased, nudging my arm inquisitively. "Taking off your pants like that, but hiding... so much else." She sucked on her lip for a second. "It made your legs look good."
"You think?" I said, trying desperately not to fold up into a ball of embarrassment.
"I do. And I think that's what you wanted."
"Maybe."
Tori nudged me again. "So?"
I looked at her. She met my gaze levelly, but with a sparkle of excitement and interest that I thrilled at.
I rolled out of bed, feeling so unsexy after the way she'd seduced me. I slipped my socks off just to buy time, but then I had to take hold of the edge of my hoodie and drag it up my body.
This was the whole point of my outfit. It was why I'd worn it. I'd imagined it differently though. Playing it off later in the night, stripping down and having my sister appreciate how I looked. But being so overt about it made thing very different.
I couldn't see her expression as my hoodie went up over my face. My whole front was exposed for a precious second or two while I couldn't see shit.
Then, wonderfully, I could see again, and my sexy big sister was staring at me with a hunger and appreciation I could only have dreamed of previously. The effect I evidently had on her was warming and electric.
I was mostly naked, aside from some panties that I personally judged to be the sexiest pair I owned, and a thin little crop top that bared my shoulders and showed off my belly.
Tori's eyes were locked on my tummy, right about on my belly button, and it was only with an effort that she dragged herself back up to my face.
"Well played," she murmured.
"Thanks," I said, somehow managing shy and smug in the same breath.
I stayed where I was to bask in Tori's approval for as long as I could without being too obvious about it, then sneaked my way back under the covers with her.
This time we snuggled back together without hesitation. Our bare legs brushed together with silky, forbidden contact. Our tops left plenty of leeway for touching of naked arms, or for hands to toy with even more dangerous territory between panties and shirts. Sometimes even higher.
I held my breath a few times as Tori's fingers strayed nearly all the way to the underside of my breasts, but she didn't actually wander so far as that. She threatened to though, and it had me so wet and panting at just the anticipation of it.
"I'm still your sister, you know," Tori said in a dulcet tone that was simply unheard of from her lips.
"That's ok, isn't it?" I asked hopefully. "To, you know, experiment and stuff? You already made me feel things I haven't before."
"Do you think it's ok?" she asked.
I nodded quickly, perhaps a touch desperately. "I think so. I feel safe trying things with you. And... you've been making me feel all new things." I gave her shy but smoldering eyes. "I'm really horny, Tor."
"Yeah, Min," she breathed. "Me too." Her hand slid up my top again, grazing the underside of my boobs. "I'm going to kiss you, ok?"
As if I'd ever say no. I was trembling at her touch and wanted to melt into her embrace. Her lips met mine, soft and tender, and I could have just exploded.
"Mmm, yeah, that's nice," Tori purred. "I knew it would be."
"Again?" I asked, small and enticing.
"You can kiss me if you want," she said.
Her hand was fully cupping my tits, moving from one to the other at her own leisure.
"Um... can't you kiss me though?" I asked.
"When I feel like it," Tori said.
So it was like that. There was nothing for it. I knew she'd kiss me again eventually, when she grew bored of teasing me, but I needed it now.
I screwed up my courage and pressed my lips to those of my sister. It was subtly different from accepting her kiss, but much the same and just as wonderful.
Tori laughed at my eagerness as I kissed her repeatedly, daring to hold the gesture longer and longer. I wanted to climb on top of her, hold her down, and take all the kisses I wanted. But her hand on my chest kept me pinned instead. Not from force, but because I was rather smitten with the way she was feeling me up.
"Is... is this what it's always like?" I asked.
"Like what's always like?" Tori replied.
"Um... kissing? Liking someone? Uh... being in bed with someone?"
She smiled. "Sort of. But no, not entirely. This is... unique. Special."
"Special," I echoed, enjoying the sound of it rolling off my tongue.
Tori nuzzled her forehead against mine. "It's not going to feel quite like this with other people."
"Disappointing," I said. "Maybe that'll be ok." I brightened. "But we can do this lots in the meantime right? You're not with anyone, I'm hopeless with finding love. We could, maybe, have lots of time. Couldn't we?"
Tori laughed softly. "A few kisses and you've already gone greedy."
"And some feeling up," I added a touch sulkily.
"And some feeling up," she amended graciously. She pinched my nipple lightly. I really liked it. "You sure this isn't just a one night thing?"
"How could it be?" I asked. "That... that would be so little. You'd threaten to deprive me like that? Your hopeless baby sister you love and adore ever so much?"
"Well... just because I love you so much then," Tori said.
I smiled happily as she kissed me again.
She turned our movie back on at some point. It was mere background noise for us. I didn't think I looked at the screen for more than a second or two at a time. I was far too riveted by my sister.
And her lips. God her lips. I couldn't stop myself wanting more kisses from her.
I lost my top at some point. The better for her to stake her claim to my chest. My tits were hers. That was permanent as far as I was concerned. For as long as she wanted them. Not that was I about to say any such thing out loud. I knew it would sound silly if I spoke such words, but I could feel them all I wanted.
It took a lot longer for me to get bold enough to feel up Tori's chest in return. Partly she monopolized all the best arm space, so I had to contort myself more, but also it was so hot when she was exploring me, seeking me, wanting me.
Her tits were well worth the effort on my part. There was a primal fascination in me, the enthusiasm of a baby lesbian and her first pair of someone else's boobs to grope as much as I wanted. Tori was benevolent and even gave up playing with my chest for a while to allow me more space. Only for a while though, then she was back to fondling and playing with me again.
It was a sheer wonder we ever got any sleep at all that night. We were so worked up and horny and all over each other.
But that energy also meant that we eventually wore ourselves out and were able to fall asleep together, messily cuddled under the rumpled covers of my sister's bed.
****
I got my room back again, the family visit at an end. I'd never felt so lonely in my own space before. It was pretty annoying. My bedroom felt hollow and empty.
It was just the flurry of activity and emotion, I thought. I'd felt such brand new kinds of excitement with my sister, and her room and her bed were the symbols of that. My room meant safety and solitude, and that wasn't currently what I craved down to my core.
Not that I had to stay in my room.
Tori was around in the house. I was able to glide past her, brush up against her, let my fingers linger on her in passing.
I caught her sly smile when no one was looking, and I shivered every time she played the same tricks on me in return.
She was better at it. She was so much smoother and more precise about landing her hand on my skin in a way that meant nothing but suggested everything, and always doing it in a way that wouldn't raise a single eyebrow if someone happened to be watching.
I was an absolute wreck by that night. My panties, when I removed them, were soaked to the point of destruction. I was quivering and buzzing. And that was even before Tori slipped into my room with me.
"Nice," she said, catching me quite literally with my pants down.
I faced her, minus even a fleeting urge to cover myself. Tori's teasing look became helpless interest and arousal when I refused to scramble for modesty.
"You got me so turned on," I said.
She nodded slowly, tilting her head as though trying to get an even better look at my pussy.
"Good," she said. "Same to you."
"Really?" I asked, perking up.
"Yeah," she said. "What did you think was going to happen when you kept touching me like that all day?"
"It was... hard to tell how much that was doing," I said. "And you were distracting me a lot the way you were touching me."
"Mmhm," Tori hummed. "Seems like this is kinda working for us then, huh?"
"I guess," I said.
"You guess?"
"Well... why?" I asked, throwing my arms up. "Why does this turn me? Why you? There's so many people out there and... and none of them have made me feel this way." I sighed disconsolately. "It kinda sucks."
A flash of hurt crossed my sister's expression. "Why does it suck? Isn't that kind of useful at least?"
"It is," I said. "But... I don't know. I really like the way you touch me. And it's only temporary. Just a fling. A little experimenting. Maybe it would be nice if I found someone who made me feel this way and I knew it could last."
"Who said it's temporary?" Tori asked softly.
"Well... isn't it?"
She stepped closer to me. "Doesn't have to be."
She kissed me. A rather unfair thing to do when I was trying to think.
Tori kissed me again, then pulled my shirt off and removed my bra. I was totally, fully naked for her, and she remained clothed.
I tried to take her clothes off too, but the best I could do was get my hands under her shirt or in her pants while she enthusiastically made out with me.
We fell to my bed and luxuriated in each other's touch and closeness and horny embraces. I couldn't get enough, and neither could my sister. Any time one of us paused or panted for breath, the other was there to ravenously continue the makeout melee.
As frustrated as I was not to be able to get Tori's clothes off, it was also one of the hottest fucking things to be absolutely, purely naked and vulnerable beneath her, freely available for her hands or lips to touch me anywhere she wanted. And the whole while she stayed dressed, protected, and in charge. Again pushing my buttons in ways I couldn't possibly have anticipated. It was uneven, unfair, and it made me so horny I could scream.
I was drenched from both arousal and sweat when my sister finally levered herself off of me. She looked as wild as I felt, and she had to wipe drool off her chin as she straightened.
"You are as fucking incredible as I could have hoped," she said. "I gotta go before I take this too far."
"No," I whispered.
"Sorry, Min," Tori said with a rueful shrug. "Has to be."
I bit my lip watching her go, then sprawled out naked and alone on my bed. Despite my disappointment, I smiled as I let everything sink in. I felt so alive and free and excited. If this was anything like what falling in love was, then no wonder people were so obsessed with it.
****
Days passed, then weeks. I worried that maybe I'd tire of messing around with my sister, but I needn't have.
It was a constant game between us. Sort of a reverse of being kids and constantly poking at one another to see who would break first. Prodding and teasing and pranking were all replaced with caresses and whispers and implied promises.
I found myself bumbling through life, stuck in my own head and my own feelings. I was turned on more often than not, and any time Tori and I weren't both home together--which was unfortunately frequent given the nature of adult life--I pined away for her like some pathetic, codependent romantic from the sappiest of love stories.


Time spent in one of our rooms together was largely comprised of heavy making out, and usually a prolonged scuffle to see who could get more clothes off the other. She won most of the time, partly because even though the difference in our ages didn't matter as much any more I still thought of her as my big sis who could pin me down effortlessly, and the thought made reality. Partly too, however, because I really liked having her do what she wanted with me.
I was only vaguely familiar with terms like dominant and submissive when it came to sex and kink. What I knew sounded like way too much to me and I didn't really care for it. Especially some of the stuff people apparently got up to, and some of the sketchy people they got up to it with.
But with Tori, with my sister, I knew I didn't need to worry about that. I was willing to admit that probably, technically, what I was doing was submitting to her more often than not, and with her it felt nice.
Besides which, words or feelings like that didn't have to have anything to do with frameworks other people had decided on. We had our own thing going. Sometimes, rarely, I got to be on top. Sometimes I got to do what I wanted. Most of the time it was Tori doing things like pinning my wrists and sucking on my neck until I was whimpering and begging, but at least I got to win every now and then.
The first time I managed to get my sister fully naked was etched into my brain. I'd been particularly horny and scrappy that day, and hadn't put up with any nonsense from Tori about trying to flip me on my back. I sat on her until she behaved herself and reverently peeled every single article of clothing off of her.
She'd been quiet and docile as I stared at her, just drinking her in. She was absolutely gorgeous, a heavenly body right there on the bed beneath me. My prize, my sanctuary, my sister.
The problem with it all was the arousal. I lived in a constant fog of it, mind blank, reactions clumsy, heart aching. Aching low down in my tummy too, in fact. Like an actual physical pain after a while that came and went, usually in response to our regular impassioned makeout sessions.
I couldn't take it. Tori and I hadn't discussed it, but we didn't have to for me to understand why our limits were where they were. We were siblings, sisters, family, and while grinding on each other in the heat of the moment felt like a barely acceptable gray area, doing more than that to each other's pussies had to be disallowed. It was too far.
Obsessing about my big sister, touching her, kissing her, losing myself in her, hating when she wasn't around, sleeping with her, needing her, basking in the glory of her, that was all fine and good, if somewhat inappropriate. But touching her pussy? That, I assumed, had to be incest. That would be wrong.
The thing of it was, despite my best efforts, I eventually found that such a firm and obvious barrier no longer bothered me. I either needed more from Tori, or I needed to throw myself off a bridge. Which felt like an overreaction, but did kind of help to put the dilemma in perspective for me.
"Tor?" I panted one night, sweaty, mussed, and painfully turned on beneath her.
"Hm?" she purred, brushing my hair back and kissing my nose.
"Tor, can I lick you?" I asked. Pleaded, really.
"Min...."
"Sorry. I know that's bad," I said. "I know we're just experimenting. Just having fun. And if I did that... it would be something more. I know that." I felt my eyes welling up. "But I need it, Tor. I can't... I can't stop like this every night. I need you."
Her eyes were tender and worried. "Do we need to stop?"
"No!"
"Ok. But... are you sure?" Tori asked. "It would... it would change things."
"I know," I said. "I'm sorry. I thought I could be good. But I love this so much. I love you. I need you." I whimpered. "I'm so horny, Tor. It's taking me over. And I just want you. I want you so badly. I know that's silly, but--"
"It's not," Tori breathed, something flashing in her eyes that I couldn't identify. "It's not silly. But...." She paused. "I need you to mean it. Not just because you're horny right now. Min, if we go further and you regret it--"
"I won't!"
"If you do--"
"I won't!" I whined. "I promise on anything. I'm sorry about the position it puts you in, but I would never in a million years regret it. If... if you don't want to, um, it's ok I think. But--"
"Oh baby sister of mine," Tori said, smiling at a joke I didn't see. "You have no idea how badly I want to."
I blinked. "Really?"
"Yes. Of course. Do you think I'm on top of you every night--"
"Sometimes I'm on top," I sulked quietly.
"Whatever. Do you think I'm doing my best to map out your mouth with my tongue every night because I'm indifferent to all of this?"
"Well not when you put it that way," I admitted.
"Min, I want your pussy so bad. All of you." She poked my chest. "Your heart, your mind. I'd begun to regret this, and you know why? Because I was afraid this was all it would be. I couldn't ask you for more. I wanted more, but... but I couldn't ask for it. I couldn't do that to you."
"I need it," I said.
"Yes," she agreed happily. "And thank fuck for that."
"Really?"
"Yeah. Really." Tori giggled. "I had a feeling masturbating wasn't taking care of it for you anymore, but I wasn't sure exactly how you felt."
"Oh, I don't really do that," I said shyly.
"Min!" my sister said, absolutely aghast.
"What?"
"You don't masturbate?"
"I mean... sometimes, I guess. But--"
"How have you not died from all this?" Tori demanded.
"It's been touch and go," I mumbled.
"Oh you sweet, stupid little thing," she growled. "Well that settles it. This isn't a decision at all any longer. This is practically first aid. I'm ethically obligated."
I started to ask what she meant, but by the time I could utter a syllable she was already down between my legs and staring face to face with my drenched and aching pussy.
"You need this," Tori said.
I nodded, but she wasn't even really talking to me. Psyching herself up, I supposed.
She looked at me, looked up over the gentle swells of my body from between my thighs. Just a brief eye contact, a confirmation of intent.
Then her tongue embraced my pussy.
I arched my back, eyes rolled back in my head. It was wonderful. Heavenly. The pure, sexual balm of the gods.
My sister. My beautiful, beautiful sister. She could do magic with her tongue. I wouldn't have believed it. Would have thought any description of it was exaggeration.
I loved it. I loved her.
I needed her licks. Her tongue probing my formerly private area. She felt so good, so caring, so attentive.
When she sucked on my clit I saw stars and came explosively. Like my soul was going to be ripped out through my pussy and into my big sister's hungry mouth.
I whined and thrashed, kicking at the sheets. Tori's nails dug into me, holding me down where she could feast on my pussy, heedless of how intense the feeling was, how overwhelming my orgasm, how confusingly desperate I was to both get away and get more more more.
Tori slowed her licking and I came back to reality, blinking softly as my eyes refocused. I was breathing hard and felt as though I'd broken a brand new layer of sweat.
"Better?" she asked tenderly.
I nodded, then smiled shyly. "Yes thanks."
She kissed my inner thigh possessively in a few different places. "That was easier than I expected. But... you were very needy, weren't you?"
"I was," I said. "I get it now, I think. Why people need to cum sometimes."
Tori snorted softly. "Only sometimes, huh? You sure you're my sister?"
"Why?" I pouted. "How often do you cum?"
"What, like how many times a day you mean?"
My eyes shot wide. "A day?"
"Oh Min."
Tori crawled up to cradle me.
"No seriously, multiple times a day?" I repeated despite her best efforts to smother me with her tits.
"Ha, ok, not that often," she said. "Maybe once a day usually. Sometimes I'm not in the mood for a while. Sometimes it's, uh, like five or six in a day if I'm really horny."
"You're making that up!"
"I'm not," she said. "How do you not get yourself off?"
I shrugged. "Doesn't make sense, I guess. It's a lot of work by myself. And it's not often I feel the need."
"Even lately?"
"Well... no, that was different," I said. "I did need it. But it felt... wrong."
"Because I'm your sister?" she asked softly.
"What? No. Because, uh, I don't know. Like if someone makes dinner, you don't eat without them."
Tori snickered, then broke into full belly laughing. "Oh my god. You're fucking ridiculous, sis."
"Is it that bad?" I asked, helplessly giggling along with her.
"Yeah, babes. That's fucking silly. Rub yourself off when you need to, jeez. Or... I guess ask me for help, since we kinda broke that rule already."
I pressed my face to her chest, rubbing just below her neck. "I might need lotsa help."
Her fingers tickled my back. "I hope you do."
****
Big sister pussy licking was my new favourite thing. In particular after being teased into a horny, gooey mess first. The buildup and release became a spiritual ritual for me. Something that guided and centered my life.
Somewhat fascinatingly, while the addition of orgasms to mine and Tori's dynamic brought us closer than ever and elevated my life to its highest peak yet, our time together actually calmed down again on average. Instead of daily frantic sessions of clawing at each other and sucking on various body parts until we dropped of exhaustion, Tori and I drifted into spending more of our time together with a rather cozy and platonic energy.
It kind of snuck up on me, really. Partly because it felt so much like our sleepovers used to be. Relaxed time together in close proximity. But it contrasted hugely with our desperate, sloppy makeout sessions.
Some nights we'd get each other all worked up, then Tori would lick me out and rub herself off. Other nights we'd watch movies together in a quiet, intimate tangle of limbs, or even just lie close and snuggle together while we played on our phones. The kind of things I used to imagine I'd ultimately want from a boyfriend, if that prospect hadn't turned out to be a total bust.
It felt a little incongruous to me that the wild, explosive thrill of my big sister getting me horny and then making me cum wasn't a clear winner to cozy cuddles and just spending long evenings together in pleasantly boring ways. But it was true. I found myself just as happy either way. With the caveat that if it was a few days between cums I started to get antsy.
"Hey Tor?" I said one night while softly panting and sheened in sweat from one of her pussy sessions.
"Yes, sweet angel?"
I blushed softly. She'd started using cute names for me sometimes. Just because she liked to watch me squirm, I thought. But I actually really did like it. It was another in a long mental list of "Things boyfriends did." I really needed to start amending that to boyfriends or girlfriends. Maybe just girlfriends. I didn't think of myself properly as a lesbian or anything, but I also couldn't imagine ever being with a boy when Tori was in my arms or between my legs.
Tori, resting comfortably between my thighs, decided to speckle my tender, sensitive skin with kisses while I hesitated over my next words. She made it so hard to think sometimes.
"Could I lick your pussy?" I asked. Sometimes cutting a path directly to the point was the best move.
Tori kept her eyes on me, resting her chin on my hip just next to my well-licked pussy. It was the silly little things sometimes that got me. Like how easy it was to cuddle in any kind of position that might seem too embarrassing most of the time, but post-orgasm felt natural and soothing.
I didn't like how long she hesitated even so.
"I don't know," she finally said.
"Oh," I said, disappointed.
"I don't mean that because I don't want it," she said.
"Oh?"
"But I don't know."
"Oh," I repeated, deflating a second time in quick succession.
She stayed where she was, nestled beside my pussy.
"Um... why not?" I eventually inquired.
"It's so complicated," Tori sighed.
"What and the rest of this isn't?"
She smiled wanly. "Fair. But Min... you're asking for more than you realize."
"I'm not," I said firmly. "You lick me lots, and it's really nice! I... I want to do it for you too. That's like the opposite of asking too much. That's making it more fair."
"That," Tori said while slowly dragging her nails up and down my soft thigh, "would only be true if they meant the same thing."
I frowned. "You're being tricksy about something."
"Not deliberately," Tori said quietly. "I'm scared of losing something."
"Ah! Like what? Nothing has to change," I protested. "Worst case is I might not like it. And I don't think that would even happen. I think I'd like it."
"Me too," Tori said, somehow sounding on the verge of tears despite her facade remaining fairly calm. "I think I'd love it."
"So?"
"So what?"
"I mean... so why can't I try?" I demanded.
Tori took a deep breath. "Because, sweet silly sister of mine, I truly all the way down in my heart don't think I would be able to help how I feel afterward. I think if I let you lick me it would be a trap."
I wrestled with this somewhat vague but deeply meaningful response.
"You don't mean you'd hate me after?" I clarified.
"No," she whispered.
"So then... the other thing?"
"The other thing," she confirmed softly.
"But that... that's not how it works, is it?" I asked confusedly. "Or is it? Wait... is it? Wait... do I love you now?" I felt like I was trying to wrap my head around a tricky riddle that seemed simple after you got it, but in the middle just appeared a jumble of nonsense.
"There's lots of ways it can go," Tori said. "But I know myself, and if I let myself really fall right now there'd be no getting back up." She flashed half a smile. "Honestly I may already be fooling myself. But I think I need that for when you're over this."
I gasped. "What does that mean? I'm no going to be over this. Whatever that's supposed to mean."
"We're experimenting, remember?" Tori said. She tickled her fingers across my belly button. "Just messing around. That's not enough for me. Not to commit to."
"Tor... I thought you didn't want more than that!"
"Wanting and feeling safe with are two different things."
"You didn't feel safe with me? Oh, of course you didn't feel safe with me. Because I was figuring things out." I nodded slowly. "But... but that kind of implies you knew what you wanted. Know what you want."
"It does, doesn't it?"
"But that's not me," I said, clinging to something concrete in the whirl of emotions. "That's why we're only messing around, right? Because you like someone."
"I do," she agreed.
"And, like, obviously you can't get too involved with me if you like someone else," I said.
"Technically true but misleading," Tori said.
I growled. "You're really making me work for this."
"I know. Sorry." Tori shrugged. "I can't say it."
I closed my eyes. I knew what I needed to guess next, but it was a scary thought.
"Tor, who is it that you secretly, complicatedly like?"
She was silent.
"Tor... it can't be me," I said. "I'm your little sister. Always have been. That can't be it. Why are you making me think that's it?"
"Sorry," she said in a roughly amused tone. "I didn't mean to."
"You didn't even like me for the longest time!"
"Same to you. That's changed, wouldn't you say?"
"Well... yeah." I covered my face with my hands. "You... might be my favourite person now."
I felt my sister move, slinking her way up to pry my hands off my face again so she could kiss me.
"Same," she murmured. "I don't know when or how it happened. But same."
"You're making it up!"
"It would be simpler if I was," Tori said plainly. "But I'm not. I haven't been. I love you, and it's been killing me a little." She sighed. "Usually with doomed romance you can at least whine about it with your friends. This has had to be my own little secret."
"That sounds hard," I said.
"It is."
"But you really mean it?"
"I do," Tori said. "And you haven't seemed to be grossed out by it yet, so things could be going worse."
I put my hand to her cheek, feeling the way she nuzzled against my touch. It felt like a reversal between us. Like for once she was the little sister in need of comfort and guidance and gentleness.
"It sounds insane, doesn't it?" she said. "Like not something that could ever be real."
"But it is," I said, voice soft as snow.
"Yeah," Tori said. "I don't remember how long ago. But I remember that night. We'd been watching movies. I think we tried scotch that night."
I smiled in sudden remembrance. "That's right. What was that, last year sometime?"
"I think so. You hated scotch."
"Still do."
"Right. But it did put you to sleep."
"Like a light."
Tori gave me a smile that was warm and loving and heartbreaking. "I wasn't paying attention. You were asleep. I wanted to finish the movie. Then it was over, and I looked down at you. You were... just so fucking adorable. Your arms wrapped around one of mine. Clinging to me. I could feel your breath. Your tits kept pressing on my arm as you breathed."
"Always about my tits sooner or later," I said.
"No," Tori said seriously. "It was your face. Your beautiful face. And that sleeping expression like you felt safe and loved and couldn't be disturbed by a single damn thing in the world. And I realized that my heart ached to be that person for you. The person who kept you safe and held and cared for."
I swallowed. "Sisters could do that for each other."
She gave the faintest semblance of a smirk. "Not the way I daydreamed it they couldn't."
"Ah! That's a bad big sister," I chastised.
"I know," she admitted easily. "It's funny how those warm and innocent thoughts turned into how nice it would be to kiss you. I felt bad about it of course. But it didn't stop me imagining it."
"Just kissing?"
"There's lots of places to kiss."
"You're bad!" I said, squirming in delight.
"I know," Tori said softly. "You're my sister. I shouldn't have thought these things. But I did." She rested her head near my shoulder, her body draped partly over mine, weighing me down in a very comforting way. "And then sometimes... when I'd see you changing... or when you'd wear something cute or sexy...."
"You really were checking out my butt last time we had to share your room!" I exclaimed.
"In those sexy panties you were wearing?" Tori said. "Yeah. It was kinda bad. It made me hope it was on purpose."
"Sorry. Just me being disorganized. At first, I mean."
"I know. But it was nice anyway."
I ran my fingers through Tori's hair, curling and smoothing it up and down.
"I've never really liked anyone," I admitted. "I didn't want people to know. I just felt like I didn't understand how to do it."
"Nothing to do," Tori murmured sleepily as I played with her hair. "Just kinda happens whether you want it or not."
"Mmm. I can kinda see that now," I said. "It's weird though because I've known you forever. I didn't know I liked you that way. Until I did."
"That can happen too," Tori said. "It can sneak up on you."
"It feels kind of random in that case," I said. "Unless... unless it has to do with how I feel about someone generally. What kind of bond is there."
"It does have to do with those things," Tori said. "To greater or lesser extents. Everyone's a little different, I think. Attraction comes from all kinds of places. Physical, emotional, mental, spiritual, trauma, interests, humour, time, safety--"
"Safety?"
"Sure. Why not."
I had to think about this. "I feel safe with you."
"Good."


"I feel really safe with you," I insisted.
"Uh huh? And?"
"I don't know. I just realized how different it feels with you than... anyone else. I... I wouldn't really want to have sleepovers with anyone else." I clicked my tongue thoughtfully. "But does it count if I didn't used to want to have them with you either?"
"I don't know," Tori said. "Things change."
"I guess. Does safety count as enough to like someone?"
"Probably not exclusively. But... there's a lot that goes into feeling safe with someone, so it's hard to know."
"Lotta vagueness happening here," I complained.
Tori shrugged. "I fell in love with my baby sister. I don't know why you're coming to me for great wisdom."
I let the quiet pause linger for a moment.
"You love me," I said quietly.
"Oh don't read into that. I've told you that already."
"Yeah, but... it hit differently this time," I said. "I know what you mean by it now."
"And you're gonna be cool about it?" Tori asked hopefully.
I grinned wide. "You love me!"
"You're not gonna be cool about it," she sighed.
"You looovvve meee," I teased in a sing-song voice.
"A little bit less with every repetition," she grumbled.
"Lies," I said cheerfully. "And slander probably."
"I regret so many things right now," Tori said.
"Why?"
"What do you mean why?"
"I mean seriously why?" I said. "You love me. That's great!"
"In so many ways it isn't. But it's really bad if it, you know, ruins this whole thing we've been doing. Which we shouldn't have been doing in the first place. And you get to taunt me with it forever. It leaves things very uneven."
"Only if I didn't love you too," I said.
"It's not the same," Tori said.
"How so?"
"You love me differently."
"Presumptuous of you," I said. "Tor... I love you. I don't feel any need to put qualifiers on it. I'd like to figure out where it came from and what exactly it means for me. But those are extras. I love you."
"Min...."
"I feel safe with you. I want you around. I want to be with you, to cuddle with you. I love every single way you touch me and make me feel good. And I want so badly to do that for you too. Even before this conversation. And you know that's true because that's why we had this conversation."
I was startled to feel wetness on my chest. Tears. My sister's tears.
"You really mean that," she said, halfway between a statement and a question.
"From the bottom of my heart," I said.
Tori's arms wrapped almost painfully tight around me and more tears ran to my chest. Again I got to play the big sister and hold her and comfort her and murmur that it was ok and I had her. Very different from sexual fun and gratification, but it filled my soul in a similar way and made me feel so close to her.
This was love. Not that I'd doubted my own words, but meaning them and feeling them were subtlety different things.
I rubbed my hand up and down Tori's back, consoling her as best I could.
"You're ok," I whispered. "We're ok. Everything's ok."
"I might almost be able to believe that," she whispered back.
Tori wiped wetness from her eyes, took a deep breath, and settled back against me with a little more dignity in tow.
"It's us," I said. "We'll figure it out."
"We will," Tori agreed. "I just... you don't know what it means to me that you feel the same as I do. Or near enough. There's regular risking rejection and heartbreak, and then...."
"Then there's risking that from your sister?" I hazarded.
"Yeah. It's... it's a different beast," she said. "Do you know how soul-crushing it would have been to receive disgust from you instead of love in return?"
"There'd be no emotionally recovering from that, would there?" I mused.
"None that I can see," Tori said. "Sorry I'm a wreck, but uh... I think that just needs to happen for a while now."
I nodded, feeling sage and wise beyond my years. "I'm here. Feel what you need to feel."
She nodded back, tucked herself tight against me, and splashed a few more intermittent tears on my hot, bare skin.
****
It was a weird few days after. Not in a bad way by any means, but definitely weird. I'd never known Tori to cling to anyone like a big, sooky puppy. She'd always been my invincible big sis.
I knew better than that now, of course. And I loved her all the more for it. I would be protective of her when she needed it. I enjoyed that I could be that for her. I didn't want to see her hurting or scared or sad.
There wasn't even any sex between us for those few days after our big talk. Not that I needed it, but somehow it had seemed like there would be some grand, romantic sexcapades to follow up. That felt like what people did.
Instead it was as though we were sisters once more. Overly clingy and needy sisters, sure, but nothing of lovers proper.
Climbing into bed together at night and watching something for a while--we'd started a couple shows together, since we were spending so much time as to run thin on options for movies--was not really any different on the surface than what we'd been doing forever.
Underneath the hood, and especially given that we did it every night now without fail, it was something new entirely. It was our ritual, our connection. Sometimes it was just cuddling, sometimes it was intimate snuggles with hands under shirts or sporadic stolen kisses.
It was the best part of a week before Tori stopped, looked piercingly into my soul, and asked, "Min, can I eat your pussy tonight?"
"Of course you can," I said, flushing pleasantly. "I'm yours any time you want."
"Mmm, that's a lovely thing to hear," she purred.
"The real question," I said, "is can I lick you?"
I got to experience the distinct and unique joy of watching my sister's face go shy, delighted, embarrassed, and smitten all at once.
"Yes," she said.
"Yes?" I questioned, beaming with a sudden exuberance.
"Yes," she confirmed, soft, husky, and horny.
I stayed dressed this time, more or less, and made Tori be naked beneath me instead of the other way around. I could tell it affected her the same way it had me. I knew just how wonderfully vulnerable it could feel.
She fought me a little. Maybe trying to be on top. Maybe trying to get me naked as well. I didn't allow it. It was my turn at long last. Ordinarily I was ferociously happy to do anything at all to please her. In this instance, and maybe only this one instance, she had to behave herself for me.
"You're teasing me," Tori accused after the third time I pinned her wrists down and made her lie still.
"I wouldn't have to so much if you'd let me work," I said.
"You haven't even licked anywhere near my pussy yet," she complained. "Maybe I need to lick you first."
"No," I said. "Maybe later. I'm doing it now."
"Well then do it!"
I kissed my sister's precious, delicate neck. "I'm going to take my time," I said. "I'm going to make you feel just as good as I possibly can. And I'm going to do it my way, and it's going to annoy you. But you're going to be good for me or no one's getting any pussies licked at all."
Tori gasped. "You monster!"
"I know."
"I liked you better when you were a pathetic, horny little puddle of a sister," she said.
"You'll get me that way too," I promised, trailing kisses down her hot, heaving chest. "Just not now. For now you have to be the pathetic, horny puddle."
She squirmed. "It's mean when you say it."
I slipped a finger to her pussy. "Apparently you like when I'm mean."
I made her taste her own wetness. It really was fun making my sister wriggle in mixed thrill and embarrassment and adoration. She'd done it to me plenty, and she'd do it lots more in the future.
Even when she did behave herself, sort of, I still made Tori wait for it. I kissed her and licked her, nibbled and stroked her, explored her as thoroughly as if there were treasure buried somewhere along the soft curves of her enticing, nude form.
"Please," she whined. "Pleeeaaase, sis. I need to cum."
"I know," I said.
I didn't change a single thing about my methodology. I wasn't about rush this, no matter how Tori begged me.
"You're so mean," she panted.
"So you've said," I allowed agreeably, brushing my thumb across her lips. "But that's only because I didn't let you cum yet."
"I really need to cum," Tori said, giving me big, sad eyes.
"Then you need to be good for a little bit longer," I said. "Just a little bit longer."
Tori was doing her best. I knew she was. She wasn't used to being in this position, and I knew what it was like being under someone else's control, unable to do anything but enjoy it and hope they'd give you what you craved.
I didn't have any particular amount of time I needed to make her wait. I just wanted to see how badly she'd squirm, and how far I could push her.
I tried my best to judge it just right, sliding fingers into her at last and massaging her pussy from the inside. She gasped and burbled needily and humped her clit against my hand while I fingered her.
It was such a rush for me to feel her that way, to be literally inside my beloved big sister, and to know that she needed me like that. That I could do things to her and for her that only brought us even closer than ever.
Tori nearly screamed as she came for me. I had to clamp a hand over her mouth and reduce her sexual cries to muffled whimpers instead. She was so cute cumming for me. I replaced my hand with my mouth, kissing away her sexy noises and replacing them with incredibly sloppy by much quieter makeout noises.
"I fucking love you," she told me as she came down again.
"Same," I said.
"You're devious though," she said.
I smirked. "I know."
Tori tried to protest as I crawled backward to lie my face in her lap. I gazed up at her, smiling sweet promises at my sister as she attempted vainly to pull me away from her pussy. There was no way though. She was still mine for a while yet.
I licked my sister's pussy, making exactly zero effort toward subtlety until she stopped trying to force me away. I licked and licked at her until she gave in, lay back, and moaned out loud as my tongue swiped over her pussy again and again.
"What are you doing to me?" she sighed.
"Anything I want," I said a touch smugly. "Lucky for you it's all good stuff."
Tori whimpered and arched her back when I found her clit. I alternated flicking my tongue on it with probing as deep as I could in her pussy. At least until she got too worked up and I focused only on her clit until she came for me.
It was the sweetest gift in the world to make my adored, beloved sister cum for me. Tied, perhaps, with her doing the same for me. There was something so purely joyous in it. The most beautiful expression of love and connection.
I licked Tori to one last cum after that before I had to give in and let her rest. I'd run out of energy myself and just needed a little cuddle for a while.
I was shocked when we snuggled together to find Tori crying against me, hiding her face against my tits. I felt the hot liquid of her tears on my skin, and held her through small but noticeable sobs.
"Is this... the good kind of crying?" I asked hopefully.
She nodded.
"Because you're just really happy?" I prodded.
"Sort of. It's not really happy," she mumbled. "It's... love, I think."
"Are they not the same?"
"Not exactly," she said. "Whatever I feel has weight to it that happiness doesn't really ever come with. Sadness, more like, but in a really nice and safe feeling way?"
"You're complicated sometimes, Tor."
"Fair," she said.
I held her a while longer, stroking her hair.
"I love you," I said.
She held me even tighter. "Love you," she echoed in a sweet whisper.
****
Tori got me back the next night. She'd recovered by then, and there was no escaping my fate. As soon as we made it to the bedroom I was summarily pinned down and thoroughly ravished.
Sure I wanted and encouraged it, but it turned me on to no end to recognize that there actually wasn't anything I could have done to truly affect the outcome. My sister was a wild thing, all over me, uncontrollable and uncontained.
"This is what you deserve," she told me, leaving little nibbles and bites all over my sensitive skin.
"As punishment or reward?" I asked out of pure curiousity.
"Either," she said.
She absolutely had her way with me, wrecking me over and over with bliss and orgasm. I was reduced to a quivering mess, just the way she liked me.
It was funny the way things worked. Once she turned tender again, looking after me in my post-sex vulnerability, I found that I understood why she hadn't been able to help crying the night before. I felt it myself now. The combination of allowing myself to be temporarily at my sister's total mercy and being richly rewarded for it, then safe and snug in her arms afterward just left me so raw and happy and secure.
I cried. Not hard, but certainly helpless. Tori didn't question it despite how many times she'd made me cum previously without such a reaction.
"Good girl," she said.
I sniffed. "It's gonna be your turn again tomorrow," I threatened.
"If you can take me," she said.
I let out a sound half sob and half laugh. "Why does it feel like this?"
"Hell if I know, Min," Tori sighed. Her fingers raked my back. "But you're stuck with me now."
"More like you're stuck with me," I said.
Instead of arguing, Tori just hummed happily while caressing me. "I'll take it."
"Ah."
"I love you, sis," she said. "I don't want to ever have to let you go."
"Good," I said. "That makes two of us."
"And... I guess you can be in charge tomorrow. If you want."
"... well it's no good if you just roll over like that," I complained.
Tori laughed softly. She tilted my chin up so she could kiss me. I felt my heart swell with the kiss, then I put my face back to her neck and let her gently rock me.
"Well... let's see what happens then," she murmured.
"Ok," I said.
As it happened, the next night was mainly cuddling with a movie, along with us each rubbing the other off under the covers before we went to sleep. Plenty of nights together were wild wrestling matches for control and cums, but even more were calm, tender, and with limited or no sex at all.
Both types of nights were good. I couldn't pick a clear favourite. Even whether Tori or I was in charge didn't matter. Not really. She got her way more often than me, sure, but honestly every night together was a massive win.
I loved her and she loved me. That was all that mattered.
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Movie nights with my sister were a tradition between us, going back well over a decade. The unspoken rule was that they were only for us. Even at times when we hardly spent any other time together, it maintained some kind of special bond between us.
The kind of funny thing was that Naomi used to always fall asleep later in the evening. She was apparently so cozy and safe next to me that she just couldn't help herself.
It had become a point of pride for Naomi at some point that she stayed up all the way through. Perhaps she was tired of the teasing about she couldn't last until the end.
She'd regressed since then, pride failing against the stresses of adult life. I had to admit it felt nice knowing I was her refuge from it all, and that snuggling with me had returned to being a near-foolproof way of putting my sister to sleep.
A little more confusingly, Naomi had also started sucking her thumb in her sleep. I couldn't remember how long ago it had been since she'd done anything like that. But like clockwork every week now she fell asleep and sucked her thumb while cuddled up warmly against me.
I tried one week, just to see what would happen, pulling her hand gently away from her mouth. Naomi's cute face took on a slight frown in her sleep and her lips kept looking for something. If I released her hand, it would slowly return and she'd comfortably return to sucking her thumb.
Because apparently I just couldn't let something like this go, I moved Naomi's hand again and this time left my hand next to her lips. It was an even slower thing, but my sister found one of my fingers and happily sucked it into her mouth.
It was an odd feeling having my little sister sucking on my finger. Intimate in a way I wasn't sure I was comfortable with. Not with her. But she did seem happy after all, and it wasn't unpleasant, just weird.
It became something of a game for me the rest of the night. Swapping out my fingers, or putting two in at once, or withholding them a while. Just to see what Naomi would do, or if she'd wake up.
I did feel kind of bad for messing with Naomi while she was sleeping like that, but that went away when she woke up.
"Welcome back," I said.
"What?" she asked blearily.
"You fell asleep again," I teased.
"Max! I did not!" Naomi said.
I frowned slightly. "You most certainly did."
"I think I'd know," she insisted, even as she wiped drool off her cheek.
"Oh yeah?" I said. "So what happened at the end of the movie then?"
"They kissed and lived happily ever after," Naomi said promptly.
I narrowed my eyes. "Lucky guess. More detail?"
"Nuh uh," she said. "I think you were asleep. You tell me more detail."
I most definitely hadn't been asleep. The annoying thing was I'd been so busy playing with my sister that I'd been ignoring most of what had been going on in the movie.
"Um... an argument," I mumbled. "And, like, a legal thing, and a misunderstanding...."
"Wow, so convincing," Naomi said, rolling her eyes hard. "Try and stay awake next time Sleeping Beauty."
****
The way Naomi had irritated me last time meant that I'd lost all reservations about messing with her again next movie night.
Granted my scheming only went as far as buying a pacifier in the interim, with the intention of having her wake up with it in her mouth and try to explain how she 'definitely didn't fall asleep.'
"Try not to drool on me when you fall asleep this time, Maxxy," Naomi told me as we started our movie.
"I'm sorry, do you think I drooled all over you?" I asked incredulously.
"Well yeah," she said. "Could at least drool on yourself instead."
I shook my head and didn't fight it. My plan was a go, and we'd see what she could possibly try and do to wriggle out of admitting that she fell asleep later.
It started out exactly according to how I'd imagined. Naomi fell asleep, tried to suck her thumb, and I replaced it with a pacifier. Easy peasy, bing bang boom.
My sister sucked on that thing a little too eagerly though, and in her contented, sleeping state she caught my arm that I'd wrapped around her shoulders before I could withdraw it. She hugged my arm rather cutely to herself as though it was a teddy bear or a pillow or something. Incidentally, a little distressingly, holding my arm such that my hand was right on her tit.
I couldn't tell if things were more cute or more weird at that point. Not that I didn't enjoy my sister's tit. It was lovely and soft under my hand. But she was my sister after all. It wasn't the sort of thing I was meant to enjoy.
But... she was sleeping. My sister was totally oblivious to it. She had, in fact, put me in that position to start with. I'd freed up both of our hands entirely by giving her something else to suck on, so arguably it was partly my fault, but she'd actually made the forbidden contact herself.
Granted she was asleep and I wasn't, so we were probably back to it being more my fault than hers.
I couldn't get away from her though. Not that I tried overly hard, I didn't want to wake her, but Naomi only clung tighter to my arm when I tried to move it.
Sighing, disbelieving of my own decision making, I rotated my arm a bit instead and fully cupped my little sister's breast. If I was stuck I might as well enjoy it, I supposed.
I could argue that maybe I was trying something silly to make her release my arm, but that wasn't true. I was actually just curious about my sister's tits now that I'd had this brush with them.
"Dammit," I whispered.
My cock had reacted. Like yes I was feeling tits, so technically it was appropriate to get hard, but this wasn't really the time for that.
But I had made the decision to feel Naomi up, so blaming my penis at this point probably wasn't going to be productive.
Naomi wasn't helping anything either. The more I fondled her, the tighter she hugged my arm, and even started making adorable little moaning noises while sucking on her pacifier.
"Going to hell?" I asked out loud.
I pinched Naomi's nipple very, very softly. She moaned even louder and her pacifier dropped out and tumbled to the floor.
"Yeah," I murmured. "Going to hell."
I tried to reach down to grab the pacifier again, but only knocked my sister's head to my lap, and still wasn't able to reach anything. She let go of my arm at least, giving me some freedom back. But I still wasn't going anywhere without waking her.
I really didn't have any excuse to feel my sister's tits anymore. I kind of wanted to anyway, but I had more restraint than that. At least sort of.
I tried to watch the movie that was still playing. Not that I was able to pay any real attention. Apparently I would still rather watch Naomi as she brought her hand to her mouth and resumed sucking her thumb.
It was a long, agonizing few minutes before I gave in and put a hand back on her tits. They were right there. I'd tasted the forbidden fruit and I couldn't leave it alone now.
It wasn't fair. Naomi had such perfect little tits to play with, and even though she was dead asleep she kept making horny little noises while I touched her too. I wanted to be a good big brother, but I didn't get a lot of opportunities to play with boobs and I was getting really turned on.
Not that any of that was a good excuse or anything.
Even less excusable was the next horny thought that came to my mind. Naomi wanted something to suck on, so....
I fought it as long as I could, but horniness and curiousity were a powerful combo that had led to many a bad decision for me personally, and I suspected society at large.
I unzipped the front of my jeans, moving as slowly and carefully as I could. If ever there was a time not to accidentally wake my baby sister up, it was while I was in the middle of sticking my penis right in her face.
Everything was ok. She barely stirred as I got my cock out. The transition as I nudged her hand away from her mouth and replaced her thumb with my cock was nerve wracking. Again, not a good time for her to wake up.
But I was ok. In fact I was great. Naomi was still asleep, and was sucking even more happily away than ever before, and it was with her lips wrapped innocently around my penis.
Holy fuck it felt good though. Like it wasn't exactly a proper blowjob or anything, but it was certainly a cute girl sucking on my dick, and that was pretty close. Even if she was sucking on it more like it was candy than a cock.
The best I'd previously done in my sex life was receiving a few mediocre handjobs. Like I could jerk myself off way better than the girl who'd attempted to do the same for me. I appreciated it at the time, and it felt good to have someone else touch me instead of doing it myself, but it paled in comparison to my sister right now.
I closed my eyes and leaned my head back, sighing quietly in sheer pleasure. My sister's mouth was one of the very best things I'd ever felt in my life. She just kept sucking on me. No hurry, no slowing down, just moving her lips in a constant, heavenly rhythm.
I watched most of the rest of the movie that way. Leaning back comfortably, getting my cock sucked by my little sister, freely feeling up her tits whenever I wanted. If I was going to hell anyway, I might as well get my money's worth.
Naomi did eventually make me cum. The constant movement of her lips on me was the slowest and most decadent of buildups in my entire life. Using my hand meant I could control when I came a lot better. With Naomi doing it, I didn't dare so much as move a muscle to urge her onward.
I'd thought there were bad times for her to wake up earlier, but I had to admit that if my sister woke up just as I was cumming into her mouth, that would be by far the worst of all possibilities.
I groaned out loud as my long-delayed orgasm finally erupted, and I had a moment of panic as Naomi choked on the cum that suddenly flooded her mouth. Luckily she was fine and swallowed in her sleep just the same as she'd kept right on sucking on me through it all.
Some cum did leak out from her lips, but mostly Naomi just accepted it unconsciously and drained me so nicely dry. Including continuing to suck every teeny little bit that stubbornly remained until the end.
I had to pull out of her mouth after that. I was sensitive anyway, but she was so gentle that it kind of felt nice even so. The problem would be if I let her get me hard again, I'd just have to let her keep going. I had already pushed my luck way beyond the breaking point.
It was a struggle to get my penis away, my pants done up again, and to find and kick the pacifier from earlier under the couch with my foot, all without waking my sister.
I breathed a sigh of relief when the end credits came up on our movie, and Naomi then rolled over a little and stretched as though it was a trained response for her to wake up to the credits rolling.
"Good movie," she said.
I snorted. "Did you see any of it?"
"Yeah! The whole thing!" Naomi said firmly. "Why?"
I thought about testing her again. She'd been deep asleep after all, and I knew it. But given that she'd just given me the best and indeed only head of my life, perhaps discretion was the valorous path in this case.
"Enjoy it then?" I asked instead, going along with her.
"Yeah," she said. "I don't know why exactly. I feel really content after watching it."
I bit my lip to avoid saying something stupid. I knew exactly why I felt good afterward. I couldn't speak for her feelings.
Naomi found some of the cum on her face that had escaped her filled mouth earlier. I experienced a half-second of existential terror before she sucked it right off her finger again. Her brows furrowed.
"What snacks were we eating earlier?" she asked.
"Um...."
"That's such a nice taste, but I don't remember eating anything like it," Naomi said, puzzled.
Feeling somewhat dazed I tapped my cheek, mirroring some more cum on her face. "There's a little more there."
Naomi wiped her cheek off and sucked her finger clean again. Totally surreal to watch my sister eat my cum right in front of me without being even slightly aware what she was actually tasting.
"Well whatever it is, maybe we'll have it again next week," Naomi said.
I nearly let out a big, involuntary groan. Again, I knew I was the one being bad, but she just made it unfair. Saying things like that of all possible combinations of words she could have chosen.
"Gee, bro, sure hope you cum in my mouth again next week."
For fuck's sake.
Naomi, oblivious to my lewd thoughts, stretched again and started padding away. "Anyway, off to bed. My turn to pick a movie next time, right?"
I thought about responding, but couldn't. What was there even left to say?
****
I spent most of my week daydreaming about my sister. That was worrisome. I just really, really wanted to put my penis in her mouth again. And I could not for the life of me find anything at all that distracted me enough from those thoughts.
Movie night came up again, finally. It was the most I'd ever looked forward to anything, I thought. Even beating out Christmas when I was younger.
Not even the movie itself, of course, it was taking advantage of my sister that had my highest, most desperate anticipation. I was a very bad brother.
But Naomi was so cute and tempting when she fell asleep against me yet again. Her little mouth begging to have something bigger than her thumb in it.
I'd prepared a bit better this time around, knowing what I inevitably was going to do. I wore boxers to watch the movie instead of pants. Naomi raised an eyebrow at that initially.
"Looks like you're ready for bed," she teased. "Awfully suspicious for someone who 'doesn't fall asleep'."
I stared at her in disbelief.
"I... I just wanted to be comfy," I said, covering for the fact that she'd short-circuited me by totally misinterpreting my reason for under-dressing.
"Relax, bro, I'm messing with you," Naomi said. "What's up with you tonight? You're all weird."
"Um...."
"I think you're right though," she said, and slipped her own pants off and only leaving her panties and a thin shirt on. "Maximum cozy for Max and Naomi," she said in a sing-song tone, making 'cozy' rhyme deliberately with her own name.
"Sure. Right," I said, trying desperately to look anywhere other than my sister's panties.
"Problem?" Naomi asked with the most wicked of grins on her face.
"No," I said.
"Oh good. Because I thought maybe you decided you could show up in your underwear but you were going to get all embarrassed if I did the same," she said.
"Perish the thought," I said, repressing a groan as my sister turned and bent over briefly, giving me a full view of her ass pointed right at me.
My plan was about to backfire hard if I got an erection right now. I didn't know what happened, how I got myself in this position. All I did was sneak one little blowjob off my sister. And made plans to do it again. And did so without nearly enough care in the making of said plans.
Ok, so once again it was largely my own fault. I needed to do better.
But Naomi didn't make it easy. Some of the way she acted suggested she knew exactly what her hanging out in her panties was doing to me, and then some of it was just like we were chilling as usual with no weirdness.
Some of my own discomfort was purely the fact of how we were both dressed, which I'd started. I hadn't expected it to mean I'd be seeing my sister with her long, smooth legs and her perfect little barely-covered butt flashed around. Every time she needed to get up and pee or grab a snack or drink, I couldn't help myself but follow her movements wistfully.
Sharing a blanket with Naomi was actually a stroke of genius on my part. It covered my lap better so I could stop worrying so much about getting hard, and it covered her scantily clad body better. Most importantly, it encouraged my sister to settle down and really get cozy.
Which, deny it all she wanted, led to Naomi falling asleep midway through the movie again.
I'd actually been so focused on trying not to stare this time that I didn't notice her being asleep until I caught a very soft sucking sound. Naomi was sucking her thumb again.
I breathed a sigh of relief and didn't move for a while yet, just to be sure. But as soon as I tried putting a finger in her mouth, she was as happy as ever to suck on that instead.
It would have been interesting to know if my sister was having naughty dreams when she was sucking in her sleep like this.
"Naomi?" I called very quietly. "Nae-nae?"
No response. As expected and hoped.
I gently kicked our blanket off and laid Naomi down in my lap again. I switched hands for putting my finger between her lips so that I could use my nearer hand to rub her breasts. I even went bolder this time and put my hand right under her shirt to caress her bare tits. They was amazing and wonderful, and so soft and perfect.
Really all of this was my sister's fault, because who the hell was supposed to have to handle finding out how cute and sexy and perfect their little sister was anyway?
I sighed. No, it was still my fault.
But I kept feeling her anyway.
At least now I didn't have to worry about getting hard right in front of her. Which was good because I got hard quick. Practically just from cupping my hand to her breast.
And I definitely couldn't get harder once I managed to tug Naomi's shirt up and get a good look at her naked tits. Just as perfect to the eye as to my hand. They weren't big, but they had such a beautiful shape. Such a perfectly artistic set of breasts on my little sis. As if I needed that temptation of top of everything.
There was no point holding back any longer. I carefully got my cock out and fed it to my sleeping sister, sighing as her lips locked on to me again. God that felt good.
That was all I wanted these days. That one previous chance had ruined me. I just wanted my penis in my sister's mouth again. Which was not a noble pursuit, but it was still quite possibly the best, most pleasurable feeling of my life.
I leaned back and played with Naomi's perfect little breasts while she sucked on me with her same quiet, sensuous rhythm. It was like they were made for my hands. Just the most ideal, sexy, forbidden playthings.
I though I would be happy just with that, entertaining myself while I waited for Naomi's exquisitely slow blowjob to bring me to orgasm. But she got so wiggly and squirmy in her sleep, her thighs flexing and squeezing together.
Maybe my sister was having a naughty dream. It kind of looked that way. Or maybe not even a dream. Admittedly, having my cock in her mouth and playing with her tits might have something to do with her sleeping reactions.
Carefully, unsure if this would be the thing that got me caught, I moved my hand down Naomi's cute body. I gently slipped my hand between her closed thighs and rubbed my fingers over the front of her panties, over my little sister's pussy.
She sighed in her sleep and paused her sucking for a moment as I rubbed her. Her thighs loosened, giving me more room, and she quieted down almost entirely. It took a few moments but she also started sucking on my penis again.
I was learning some things. Figuring my sister out. All in the most inappropriate ways, of course.
It seemed like as long as I kept rubbing Naomi's pussy, she was utterly docile and content and kept right on making my cock feel good.
I flew too close to the sun in my sudden hubris of feeling like I had everything worked out sufficiently for my purposes. I made Naomi cum. I didn't mean to, exactly. It seemed like a nice thing to make her cum in return as long as she was doing it for me, but I hadn't thought it all through and hadn't really thought about the consequences.


It was obvious when it happened. My sister moaned loud, eventually rolling her head away from my cock and arching in her sleep. My eyes went wide as I watched her cum right in front of me. It was hot, but it was also dangerous. Her eyes might flick open at any second.
But they didn't. Somehow I just kept rubbing my little sister's pussy, she had her cum, and then she settled down again to let me keep playing with her.
I sighed in relief, not daring to stop rubbing her now. For all I knew it was the only thing keeping her asleep in the wake of her orgasm.
It took a while and a lot of gentle coaxing to get her to roll back the way I needed so she could suck on my penis. As it turned out, pressing my cock to her face was what ended up working. She felt it, and her mouth sought it out, the rest of her body rolling back toward me a little to accommodate.
I carried on only edging her the same as she was edging me. Neither of us cumming for the longest time. Her body reacted to it, humping unconsciously against my hand for more. It was pretty hot how horny my sister could get even in her sleep.
By the time she actually got me off, it was the most wonderful flood of pleasure all through me, my body and soul aching for that release. I worried about drowning Naomi with the sudden surge of cum in her mouth, but despite it overflowing her lips again she mostly swallowed it all down without complaint.
Even though it was risky, I rubbed her clit until she came. I'd built her up enough that it was pretty quick getting her off too, and I had my little sister cumming on my fingers for the second time that night while she was cleaning up the last of my mess, other than what was drooled down her cheek.
Naomi curled into a happy ball in my lap. She tried to keep sucking on my penis, but I had to take it away from her. I wouldn't be able to stop myself if I let her go on.
Her brow furrowed in consternation as she found nothing to put back in her mouth, and I had to console her by providing my fingers. As a little treat I slowly scooped up all the cum I could find that she'd spilled and let her gradually clean herself up.
My sister was in such a deep, contented sleep by the time the movie finished that I had to gently shake her awake. Having done my best beforehand to make sure everything appeared as usual, of course.
"Wake up, sleepyhead," I said.
Naomi stretched and yawned. "Again with that nonsense?"
"What nonsense?" I asked. "You were deep asleep. You missed half the movie again. You literally drooled all over yourself. And me," I added, to cover for in case she noticed the wetness on my boxers.
Naomi wiped at her face with the back of her hand and frowned. "Circumstantial."
"Circumstantial?" I asked, disbelieving.
"Yeah. You heard me."
"I did, I just have no idea how you think that word is relevant here," I said.
Naomi knelt beside me on the couch, staring intently at me. It took a great effort of will not to let my eyes flick down to her panties. Or even to her tits, which also seemed to be drawing my gaze more than usual.
"Want to bet?" she demanded.
"Bet what?"
"That I fall asleep," she said.
"I mean... sure," I said. "But you just keep denying it, so...."
"We'll film it next time," she said. "And the watch it, and we'll see who's right. And if I win then you have to--"
"Um maybe not," I said, suddenly panicked.
Naomi frowned. "No?"
"No, I surrender."
"... weird. What got into you?" she asked curiously.
"Nothing. Just, you know, don't like to see myself on camera," I said, failing to sound nonchalant.
It wasn't quite a lie, it was just omitting details such as how much I would really, really hate to watch myself on camera while it was used as proof that I was taking advantage of my baby sister in her sleep.
I could have just not done that, I supposed, but I struggled to imagine any prize she might bestow that would be worth giving up my chance to have her asleep in my lap again so I could do what I wanted.
And that wasn't even taking into account if we proved that she did fall asleep every time, that she might take steps not to do so ever again. That would be an utter disaster, and all for the sake of winning a meaningless argument.
I'd claim I was starting to mature in my thinking, except I wasn't sure scheming to use my sister to make me cum really counted.
"You're up to something," Naomi said suspiciously.
"I'm not," I said.
"You think I don't know when you think you're being tricky?" she asked, arms folded.
"Um...."
"I'm going to figure it out," she said confidently.
I truly hoped she didn't.
****
I almost didn't do anything during our next movie night. I was paranoid that Naomi was on to me.
And she did seem to be acting like it at first, keeping her eye on me as much as the movie. But then she got comfortable next to me, and inevitably she fell asleep feeling cozy and cuddled and secure next to her big brother.
I let her just suck her thumb for a while, and then my finger. But it wasn't like I could let that go on and not desperately want her lips to be wrapped around my cock again.
So I succumbed to my desires again, despite the increased risk of doing so. She couldn't be vigilant while she was asleep, after all.
Naomi sucked me to completion in the adorable, sleepy way that she did, and I held off on making her cum until she did so, rewarding her unconscious self for the pleasure she gave me.
I did the same going forward, every chance I got. It felt less and less dangerous again as Naomi stopped thinking that I was up to something, and she kept waking up after our movie feeling amazing and relaxed. On some level we seemed to be conditioning each other.
I got stupid about it. Of course I did. I was horny and had an opportunity to push a little further, so of course I couldn't hold myself back forever.
It started out small. Slipping my fingers in my sister's panties instead of rubbing her over top of them. Her pussy was so fun to play with. So different feeling it directly, and with the added temptation of being able to put my fingers inside her.
Naomi kept reacting so well to everything. As far as I knew she didn't have any real sexual outlet other than me, so we were kind of together on getting our fun with each other one night a week. Even though she didn't strictly know that's what we were doing.
Then came an evening where she made me cum much faster than usual. I didn't know why, really. It didn't feel like anything was different. Maybe it was just the excitement in my own head because I'd been thinking of getting my little sister's panties off her entirely. Maybe just that thrill was all it took.
Since I then had time to spare, I used it.
I let Naomi keep sleeping, sucking her own thumb cozily on the couch, remnants of the taste of my cum on her tongue while she dozed obliviously. I managed to get out from under her without disturbing anything.
It was a stupid idea to actually take her panties off, since if she woke up it would be impossible to get them back on quickly and without notice. But I had to admit, all my dumbest ideas lately had also been the ones that had worked out best for me. I had no idea what lesson to take from that.
It actually wasn't that difficult getting Naomi's panties off, once I got her lying the way I wanted her anyway. I couldn't do anything with her all curled up. I needed her legs more or less straight out.
But then I had it. My sister's bare, exposed, very wet pussy.
I wasn't sure if I was surprised at how perfect and tempting it was. I was most definitely in awe though. For my sister of all people to have this effect of me, over and over in somewhat different ways. Every new discovery I made just drew me tighter in to this web of misbehaviour.
Naomi was smoothly shaved. I'd kind of known that from feeling her, but seeing it up close made it more real somehow. I couldn't really be sure why that would be the case, because if there was no boyfriend involved then it seemed like a lot of effort to maintain just for herself.
But then again I kept my pubic hair trimmed fairly close, and that was only for my own preferences. Or perhaps in case Naomi ended up waking at the wrong time one of these nights. People had their own reasons for things.
It was the cute and delicate appearance of Naomi's pussy that had me just staring in amazement and arousal for the longest time. Maybe it was just that it was my first pussy I"d seen in real life that made it so fascinating for me. It had a different impact that what I'd seen online. It was more real in significant but indescribable ways.
I ran my fingers so delicately over my sister's soft mound. I knew what she felt like, and I enjoyed it, but again it was different when I could see what I was doing. When I could freely see the soft indent my finger made as it pressed her skin, the way her pussy opened or closed just a little depending on how I touched her, the way her wetness made her glisten as I spread it over her intimate areas.
I put my tongue on her. Just the barest touch, the meagrest taste. It was only fair I do that for her. She'd been orally pleasuring me and tasting quite a bit of my flavour. I should do the same.
It was a pretense to think of it that way. Yes I could argue fairness, that I owed my sister some cums on my tongue. But the truth was I wanted to. I wanted to taste her, to lick her, to eat her. I didn't know why people made such a fuss about not wanting to do things like that. I fully had the option to do whatever I wanted, and I was excited to choose licking her out.
It was a treat for me. An extra bonus on top of what I was already getting away with. I could almost feel good about it, even if that was only in a relative sense. It was less ignoble of me to lick my sister's pussy than to have her suck my cock. At least that was what I decided in my own personal court of morality.
I was doing it anyway, justifications be damned.
Naomi whimpered and rocked her hips in small, sleeping motions as I licked her. I loved how horny she could get without even knowing it. Somehow that in itself turned me on. It made everything just that much more fun and exciting.
I had a sense by now of how she reacted and how she moved and sounded as she got closer to cumming. I'd learned that from rubbing her. I got to use that same experience as I licked her, so I had an idea how close she was.
Making Naomi cum this way was scary. Her cute, sexy noises sounded more intense than when I'd fingered her. There was more of a chance that I might wake her, I thought.
What was really bad was the idea of it was starting to turn me on more than it was scaring me. The fear of it made the thrill even higher. Some part of me wanted to see if I could make my sister cum and have her open her eyes and see me with my mouth on her pussy.
It was fucked. The consequences of doing something like that were just so not worth it. I'd lose all this fun for sure, and probably entirely ruin the relationship I had with my sister at the same time.
Yet I couldn't stop. I found myself sucking on Naomi's clit. I felt a bit like my sister in that moment with her sleeping oral fixation. I had her in my mouth, and just gently but persistently sucking on her felt right to me. It was soothing and nice along with being super hot and fun.
Naomi came for me, and I waited, heart pounding, for her to open her eyes. I felt as though she must. She made such noises and her body arched so dramatically. Even her pussy squirted me a little and made a mess, which made me perversely proud of myself.
It didn't exactly count as being good at sexy things. Naomi wasn't awake to give me that validation. But also... it had to kind of count, at least a little.
I even kind of wanted that acknowledgement from Naomi. Some stupid part of me wanted her to wake up and catch me sucking on her pussy, and even though she'd never want to be near me again to at least tell me I'd done a really good job eating her out though.
Just utter nonsense, essentially.
But I kept sucking on her anyway. Just tenderly. Enough to make my sister let out soft little coos from time to time.
I kept that up until she got too restless and the more pragmatic and intelligent part of my brain--a low bar these days to be sure--took over. I managed to get Naomi's panties back on and get us both settled again before she woke up.
"It's weird how relaxed I feel," she murmured.
"Oh?" I said.
"Yeah, do you ever feel that?" Naomi asked me. "Like... like as if just cuddling and being together kind of makes everything feel nice. Mellow. Like everything's ok."
"Sort of," I said.
I felt that way when she sucked me off, but that was hardly just cuddling. I wondered how much she'd hate it to realize that what was making her feel so good wasn't the cuddling either. Or at least that wasn't the main thing.
Naomi giggled.
"What?" I asked.
She poked her finger at my chest. "Looks like someone fell asleep and drooled all over himself," she teased.
I tugged at my shirt. It wasn't drool, it wetness from where she'd squirted on me. My baby sister was making fun of me for having her pussy all over the front of myself.
"Quite a mess," I mumbled. "Probably spilled a drink earlier or something."
Naomi laughed. "Sure, bro. I'm sure that's all it is."
I tried to shrug it off, and Naomi dropped it after teasing me a little more.
"Hey Nae, do you really feel that good from watching movies together?" I asked.
She nodded and hugged herself to me, glomming on tight. "Yeah, Max. Of course. I always did, although I'm really feeling it lately. I feel so safe and relaxed, and like it really resets all the stress I feel from other things in life."
"Ah," I said.
"Why?" she asked. "You seem weird about it."
"Well just... I don't know, what if I did something that made you feel a lot less safe?" I asked.
"Pff, silly brother," she said. "You couldn't do anything that would make me feel unsafe with you."
I groaned softly. "I think I probably could."
"Hehe, what, like you're such a bad boy all of a sudden? Mister drools all over himself while cuddling and watching movies with his sister?" Naomi gave me a terribly impish grin. "Nah, Maxxy. You could do pretty well anything. I trust you."
Her words cut me, somehow in two very different directions at once. I almost felt for a moment like maybe she'd understand if I explained what I'd been doing. If I edited myself carefully in the telling. But then again, it might crush her that much more to know the truth.
"You shouldn't say things like that to people," I said.
"Not to people. Just to my brother."
"That's...."
Naomi snuggled against me. "You get privileges other people don't."
"Um...."
"You know that, right?"
"What exactly does that mean?" I squeaked.
"Ha, damn bro, you went all red just then," Naomi laughed. "What's up with you anyway?"
"I wish I knew," I said honestly.
****
I wanted to not take advantage of my sister anymore. I really did.
But she made it so impossible for me. If she hadn't been sleeping, I would have sworn it was on purpose.
It was like I was training her unconscious self too well. If I didn't have my hand on her somewhere inappropriate, she'd slowly collapse on me more and more forcefully. Cling to me needily so that I could hardly move. Yet if I grabbed her tits, rubbed her pussy, or gave her something to suck on, she was content.
I felt like I was making that up to justify things to myself, but every bit of testing I did confirmed it. I was stuck in a position of having to grope my sister, stick my penis in her mouth, and make her cum while she slept.
An all too convenient excuse for my proclivities, really.
I did a couple more weeks that way, pretending like I was going to stop or at least slow down, letting myself be 'convinced.' The acts of a guilty person who wants to act as though they aren't as terrible as they really are.
It just felt so good with Naomi. Every single thing. And she kept coming back for more.
My sweet sister even showed up in increasingly skimpy tops and ever scantier panties. I couldn't quite work that one out, because those were decisions she made while she was quite awake. She never had any particular explanation for it either.
"It's just what's comfy," Naomi said. "Why?"
"They're just... small," I said, trying not to look at the cleavage bared by her cami or the way her panties invited one to imagine what lay just beneath.
Naomi snorted. "Are you getting uncomfortable with your sister now? I know boys get horny about anything, but I mean really."
"No no," I said unconvincingly. "Perish the thought. Just, you know, when you fall asleep against me--"
"I don't fall asleep," Naomi said.
"Sure, right, well when we sit close together anyway... there's a lot of bare skin."
Naomi clasped her hands behind her back, smirking cat-like at me. "You are uncomfortable! I knew it."
"I really wouldn't put it that way," I said desperately as I tried my best not to notice how cute and enticing she was very deliberately making herself look just then.
"I tell you what though," Naomi said. "I love you, and I want only the best for you."
"Uh huh," I croaked.
"So if you admit right now you're uncomfortable, I will go put on the baggiest pyjamas you've ever seen."
The silence hung thick for a moment. I could see the gleam in Naomi's eyes from her knowing that no matter what I said she was going to enjoy it.
"Awfully full of ourself, aren't we?" I ended up saying. "I'm amazed you think I care at all."
"No of course you don't," Naomi purred, swinging her shoulders back and forth. "Big strong brother would never be uncomfortable with his little sister. That would be silly."
"Right," I said. "Yeah. Mmhm."
Somehow we ended up on the couch with Naomi fully sitting in my lap. She was still reveling in the idea that she could make me feel inappropriate things and that I couldn't admit to any of them. Compounded of course by just how inappropriate my thoughts about her could be. Fortunately she didn't know how bad it was.
Though she might if she was going to keep sitting across my thighs like that. I could deflect a certain amount, but I was pretty sunk if she felt me get an erection beneath her. Hard to laugh that off as nothing.
I did my best to focus on the movie. It helped distract me from Naomi, at least a little. But every little shift made me aware of her all over again.
"I could see it, you know," she murmured, nuzzling against me. "When you say I fall asleep. Maybe I doze off for a moment here and there. You make it so easy to feel perfectly safe and relaxed."
"Maybe not perfectly those things," I said.
"Nah, it's true though," Naomi mumbled sleepily. "Wrap your arms around me more. I could just be...."
She may have been relaxed enough to not even finish her sentence, but I was the opposite. I was so tense. My cock was stirring, and nothing I did was stopping it. I poked her butt and winced my eyes closed, waiting for her to say something.
Then, after way too many minutes passing and me only doing my best not to move my hips or flex my cock even slightly, there came a soft snore from my sister.
Thank fuck, she'd fallen asleep before realizing her alleged safe person had gotten all horny for her. Granted knowing she was asleep only got me more turned on, since apparently I'd trained my own reactions just as much as I had hers. Sister asleep next to me--or on top of me--meant my favourite part of my week was here. My body knew that even better than my mind.
It was a struggle getting out from under Naomi. She was firmly planted on top of me, and her arms were locked in place around me.
I realized once I finally mastered the struggle of disentangling us that I was kind of disappointed I hadn't taken the opportunity to grind on my sister's ass while she was sitting on me. I had other priorities, sure, but it still felt like a missed chance.


Then again there was nothing stopping me now.
I rolled Naomi on her front and gazed at her booty, biting my lip at the sight of it. Her panties were downright scandalous in the back. A little tug, a little nudge, and they'd disappear entirely between her cheeks. Like she was bottomless already, almost, and I hadn't even taken anything off her.
I took my clothes off, getting hard and excited before I'd even done anything really. Just being naked and thinking about what I could do with my sleeping sister had me all worked up.
Naomi's ass was amazing. I pressed my cock to it, enjoying the sensation of her warm butt and the way my erection moved between her cheeks.
As I rubbed back and forth, my sister's panties did indeed disappear between her ass cheeks, as I'd imagined. I kept grinding, more and more, harder and harder. She made some cute little noises as I used her ass to rub off against.
Eventually I went further and pulled Naomi's panties off entirely, leaving her half-naked beneath me. I was being too risky, I knew I was, but there was no part of me that wanted to stop. My sister just felt so good to play with, every single time. And I kept getting stupider and stupider about it.
Like I wanted to get caught. Part of me definitely did. The guilt in me wanted to not keep getting away with this, and the horny part kept inventing reasons why maybe this was ok, how potentially Naomi might go along with it.
It was insane. How in the world would she ever be ok with her brother using her to cum every week?
But her ass felt so fucking good. And unlike with her mouth that was all on her own schedule, I had full control over how hard and fast I went. Granted I still wasn't going to cum very quickly, I couldn't get enough pressure for that and I didn't want to risk actually penetrating her ass or anything. That would be too stupid even for me.
Naomi's pussy was so wet though. I teased myself mercilessly by rubbing my cock over it, smearing some wetness around, and using that extra lubrication to glide more smoothly on her butt. Doing that was only going to get me in trouble though, because I couldn't stop. Rubbing the head of my cock on my little sister's pussy was even more of a treat than rubbing on her butt.
Perhaps it was inevitable from the very first touch. As soon as my cock made contact with Naomi's wet little pussy. Because I couldn't stop. That was already a pattern with me, sure, but this was worse.
I kept pressing just a little more, just a little deeper. I told myself it didn't count. It was just for the wetness. Just for Naomi's butt. But my head kept sinking just that little bit more inside her.
When I actually popped in, I had to give up the pretense that I didn't mean to do it. I wanted to be in her. Of course I did. I wanted to be fully, completely in my baby sister's sweet little pussy. I felt so bad for her that she'd ended up with a brother like me who would take advantage like this.
"Sorry Nae," I whispered. "Really, really sorry."
But I pushed deeper. I mumbled my apologies, and I sank into her all the same.
It was so easy. She was soaked and accommodating. My poor inexperienced self had expected it to be difficult somehow. I only knew rumours and stories of it being hard to get ready, tricky to get wet enough, of things being too tight, too closed, too inaccessible.
Truthfully I didn't know what I expected the reality to be, whether I thought it would be hard or whether competing rumours of easy seductions were more correct. All I knew was Naomi drew me deep inside her, offering me heavenly pleasure at only the cost of not waking her in the process.
Technically I supposed I was in the midst of losing my virginity to my sister at this point. I couldn't really spin it any other way. A story I'd have to take to my grave. Maybe I could make something else up when I needed to.
Then again, maybe this was perfect. Other than how morally wrong I was behaving, it was kind of ideal how I was able to slowly build up to this point, to feel comfortable and safe in trying out what I wanted to try. I'd even learned how to make her cum without any fear of judgement along the way.
"I love you, Nae-nae," I murmured. "I'm sorry it's like this. But... I can't help it."
There was a mumbled little nothing from her in return. Like she was sleep talking to me. She had to be feeling something too, in her dream perhaps. Her hips lifted under me, not a lot, but enough to change the angle of entry. My penis was almost fully inside her warm wetness.
Then, especially with Naomi's hips having adjusted, I was inside her. Buried deep, right up against her.
I couldn't believe she stayed asleep when I started fucking her, moving slowly at first but unable to help thrusting dangerously into her. Apparently when my sister was asleep, she was really asleep. Although she was oddly easy to wake up after a movie. I didn't understand the logic of it.
Naomi was making little moans, almost whimpering as she unknowingly had sex with her brother. If anything, she was getting wetter all the time. She was so hot, so sexy, and I just kept desiring her more. I couldn't help it. My own silly sister did things to me that I would never have dreamed, and somehow it kept escalating.
"Why do you feel so good?" I panted. "It's not fair, you know."
Naomi burbled something in her sleep in response.
"You'd be very cross with me right now," I said. "But somehow I think maybe part of you would think it's funny. The way you seduced me by doing absolutely nothing." I groaned. "That I'd feel like this for my sister. Probably if I hadn't acted on it you'd think it was the best joke."
Naomi's whines got higher and hornier, and I felt her cum on my cock. Cumming in her sleep for her big brother. Such a good girl that way. A good girl for a very bad boy.
"You probably better wake up," I told her. "Because I'm going to cum too. I'm going to, Nae. I can't stop now. I'm going to cum in you. Fuck."
She was fully moaning. Like she could hear me. I felt her tremble beneath me. Her hips rocked, and somehow her hand was under her pussy so she could grind on her own fingers.
"I'm going to cum inside you, sis," I said, fascinated at the way she reacted.
I wondered if there was some crazy chance that her dreams were mirroring reality. Maybe all the stimulus was creating a world in her head where she was having sex with me too. Wishful thinking. If anything, maybe it was some boy she had a crush on.
"Sorry Nae," I said. "But I'm going to. I'm going to cum. I'm... going... to... do it...."
I lost control, shaking all over as I came inside Naomi's pussy. Thrills ran through me, my whole body tensed and trembled, and every horny ounce of my poured into my sister, cumming deep in her, making a mess in the sexiest, most intimate way.
Somehow I even felt as though she was cumming with me. Like somehow we could share the moment together.
I fell on top of her after. Like a big weighted blanket across her whole length. She didn't make a peep about it, didn't seem to mind at all. Naomi even managed to hook her arms around one of mine to hold me in place, leaving me stuck in the very compromising position of being naked and still buried inside her.
But for a time I just didn't care. I lay on her and nuzzled the back of her neck and shoulders, bestowing little kisses to her warm, flushed skin.
It was different, of course, but cuddling with Naomi after sex was just as nice as the sex itself. Not for taking care of horniness, but just the comfort, the way it felt so cozy and intimate, and the soothing of all my uncomfortable feelings about myself. I could do with a lot more of it. Post-sex specifically. There was a magic to it that movie cuddling couldn't quite live up to, nice as it was as well.
"I gotta clean us up, Nae," I said.
She didn't react, not that I'd expected her to. She also didn't let go of my arm.
"You need to let me up," I tried again, tugging at my arm.
She grumbled a noise of dissent and refused to let go of me. I couldn't pry my arm free, and I didn't want to fight it too hard lest I pulled her right off the couch. There was no chance in hell she'd sleep through that.
Naomi was very, very cute wrapped around my arm like that though.
It took me quite some time to free myself. My time in captivity was lovely, but I really did need to clean up the scene a bit. It ended up being playing with Naomi's pussy some more was what made her release me. She really reacted to being played with while she slept. Every time.
I managed to roll Naomi over, with the intention of putting my fingers in her, slipping some cum out, and honestly probably feeding it to her to dispose of the evidence. Yes I could have probably done that another way, wiping my fingers on literally anything else in the room instead, but I knew she would suck my fingers clean if I offered them and it was too hot for me to dismiss as an option.
I got distracted though. I was awash with feelings for my sweet baby sis, and her lips were softly open and so very inviting.
I kissed Naomi. I needed to. And once I kissed her I just kept kissing her, losing myself in her lips and her mouth in ways I couldn't describe. I loved her. I'd done horrible things, taking advantage way too much, but I felt very genuine things for her. That was part of why it had been so hard to stop.
I did need to stop though. The truth of that sank through me in a way it just hadn't before.
Naomi's cheeks were wet. I didn't understand at first until I realized even now she was still slowly crying. I'd done that. I made my sister cry. I wasn't sure there was anything more heartbreaking. She was crying, and there was no need to guess what had caused that.
"Fuck, Nae," I said, wiping her cheek ineffectually with my thumb. "Sorry. Fuck, I shouldn't have done that. I'm sorry. I thought maybe you were... no, it doesn't matter whether you might have enjoyed any part of that. That wasn't ok. Shit. I don't even know what to do." I sighed. "I gotta stop doing movie nights with you. I guess that's bare minimum. I don't even know what I can do to make any of this better." I shook my head. "Fucking stupid."
"Don't you dare," Naomi mumbled at me.
"What?"
"You aren't quitting on movie nights," she insisted blearily.
I choked out a laugh. "Of course. That's the part you hear."
I slumped right to the floor, back against the couch. I was still naked, Naomi's panties were still off, my cum still filled her pussy. I didn't even feel panic about the situation. Just resignation. I sat and waited for her to wake up a little more and realize what had happened.
Instead I got my sister clambering her way from the couch straight to my lap without stepping on the floor. Using my body as a weird, silly climbing wall of sorts. It was such a goofy thing to do I actually smiled and even laughed at times as she moved. It was just such a nonsensical thing to do on her part.
Naomi sat right on my dick and still didn't comment on my nudity or anything. She had to feel me getting hard again. I couldn't have her naked ass in my lap and not get hard.
"You don't have to have sex with me again if that's your choice," she said. "But we're not stopping movie nights."
My brain felt short-circuited. Like every possible conversational path I might have been prepared for had to be thrown out, and there was a mad scramble in my brain to try and remember how to put words together coherently.
"That... what?" I managed.
Naomi kissed me. Why was it so much better when she kissed me rather than vice versa? It was better, anyway, and kissing her had already been top tier.
"Movie nights aren't stopping," she insisted.
"Right," I said. "But... Nae, I can't seem to help doing... not good things."
"Yeah, I know," she said. "It'd be annoying if you stopped now. Tonight was a good one." She shrugged. "But I'd understand."
My brain felt like a fire had broken out and all my little neurons were running around in a comedic panic.
"The fuck are you saying?" I asked.
"I'm saying it took a lot of time and effort to trick you into having sex," Naomi said. "And I'd rather not have it end now. But I'd get it. You probably felt really, really guilty after you came."
"Um... what tricking?" I said. "I took advantage of you. While you were sleeping." As odd as it was, I felt weirdly annoyed that my sister would argue anything different than that now.
"Bruh," Naomi said, running her fingers in my hair. "Are you serious? I mean, I know you are. But still. You really think you had sex with me just now and I would have slept through the whole thing?"
"... you did though."
"No," she said. "I told you. Many times, in fact. I don't fall asleep during our movie nights. Never have."
"But then--"
"Yeah."
"And you--"
"Mmhm."
"Every single time?" I squeaked.
"Maxxy, my silly brother, do you seriously think I still suck my thumb while I sleep?" Naomi asked, grinning lopsidedly at me. "Are you for real with that?"
I blushed softly as I thought it through. "Well not when you put it that way."
She laughed softly. "Nah, bro, but it's kinda fucked up that that's the thing that made you start... doing stuff to me. I mean don't get me wrong, it worked out. But still. Kinda pervy of you."
"I... no, I want to argue, but you're right," I said. "It really was. I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry, silly," Naomi insisted. "We both got what we wanted, didn't we?"
I brushed her still wet cheek. "Did we? I made you cry."
She let out an amused snort. "Yeah, Max. I was happy. It wasn't a sad cry."
"You never cried before."
"I never had sex for the first time before."
I froze. Naomi watched me searchingly. She bit her lip and shrugged.
"Sorry," she added.
"That was...."
"Yeah."
"We... we coulda been more romantic," I said, stumbling on my thoughts. "No wait, what am I saying, I wouldn't have done that if I'd known. Wait... would I have? Shit, I don't even know."
"I'm glad I tricked you then," she said, running fingernails across the bare skin of my shoulder. "That was kinda the whole point. I got tired of sex being scary and such a big deal. I just wanted... you know... someone I could feel safe with. I wanted to just do it with you. It seemed best that way."
"Nae-nae, I don't know that you should feel safe with me anymore," I said.
"Because you had sex with me when you thought I was asleep?" she asked.
"... yeah."
She sighed. "Max, sweet brother of mine, do you know how fucking long it took to trick you into that? If anything I'm annoyed at how much work you made it. It's not easy pretending to be asleep when someone is making you cum, you know."
"I... don't think that's the correct way to feel here," I said.
"Yeah, well you molested your helpless sister," Naomi shot back lightly. "So I think I'll decide how to feel."
"I think you need to pick a lane," I said. "Whether I did bad or good here."
"Nah," she said. "That's life, Max. This morally was not ok. You know, from either of us. But... we both got what we wanted." She prodded me. "I know you got what you wanted. The evidence is still pretty fresh inside me."
I blushed again and my dick twitched beneath my sister's ass. She gave me a horny look. She most definitely could feel how hard I was. And between us we were barely wearing any clothes still while she sat in my lap.
"I felt horrible about what I was doing," I said. "I made the choice. Every time. But... couldn't you have told me sooner?"
"Sorry about that," Naomi said, a touch bashful finally. "I thought you probably wouldn't have sex with me if it was out in the open."
"Maybe," I said. "I can't say for sure." I felt emboldened and started running my hands up and down my sister's back, even up her shirt. "You really, really wanted me to be the one?"
"Yeah Max," Naomi said with no hesitation, leaning happily in to me as I rubbed her back. "It needed to happen eventually. And... yeah, I couldn't think of anyone else that I'd never regret afterward."
"You might," I said. "What about when someone asks about your first time?"
"None of their business, really," she said. "Plus, you know, let me put it this way." She cleared her throat. "Like... who was your first time?"
I took a long moment to answer, distracting myself by running a hand up to Naomi's tits. She let me feel her, and seemed to understand that patience was needed in awaiting my response.
"Are you sure you want me to tell you that?" I asked.
"Yeah, of course," Naomi said. "I mean... you know literally every messy detail of mine. I'm only asking about who. Maybe when." She grinned. "Are you embarrassed?"
"A little," I said. "Not in the way you think."
Naomi kept smiling and encouraged me to grab her ass. It was so different feeling her up when she was fully invested as well. Awful as it was to think, I did kind of miss doing it when I thought she was sleeping. But I had to admit that there was plenty that was better about it this way too. The enthusiasm and mutuality definitely added to the experience for the better.
"You can't tease me like that," she said, clearly indicating the details and not the fondling. "Tell me who. Please?"
"You sure?"
"Yes!"
I swallowed. "So... remember like fifteen minutes ago when you were having sex for the first time?"
"Obviously."
"Yeah. Me too."
Naomi's expression was nearly funny enough to be a payoff in itself for the emotional dance of the evening.
"Bruh..." she said.
"Yeah."
"Max!"
"I know."
She punched me lightly on the arm. "We could have done it better if I'd known that. Like... like...."
"More romantic?" I suggested, echoing my earlier thought about her potential first experience.
"Well... yeah," she said.
"See, guess we both missed out," I teased.
Naomi slowly shook her head. "No, I regret nothing. Maaayyybe it would have been nice to be facing you. So I could see. But it also would have been near impossible for me to not give myself away if you could have seen me." She shrugged. "So yeah, no regrets."
I laughed softly. "You're crazy."
"You say that," she said, kissing my cheek and letting her pussy grind lightly on my cock, "but you haven't even seen what I'm about to do to you."
"Um... what's that?"
"I think," she said, grinding harder, "that we should really see," she added, mixing in a kiss right at the edge of my mouth, "what it's like face to face."
I groaned helplessly. "Nae...."
"Because I think you have to admit it would be different that way," she said.
"It would be different with us both awake," I said. "Or... acting awake, rather."
"That too," she agreed.
Her pussy teased me, taunted me, threatened to slip me right inside. Just pressing right at the tip of me over and over, then rubbing up and down my shaft some more.
"Nae," I said, my voice catching as my sister edged even closer to putting my cock back in her, "you promise you're definitely not mad or hurt or anything about what I did?"
She kissed me. "You promise you're not too?"
"You're very tricky," I said. "But what I did is still worse."
"True," she said.
"Hey!"
She kissed me again. "I promise, Maxxy. I really do. And I wish I'd been braver and just asked you to have sex with me." Naomi bit her lip and her eyes twinkled mischievously. "But also... it was pretty fun the way we did it, wasn't it?"
It wasn't fair. She asked me that at the same time as she sank down my cock, taking me inside her. Not me putting myself in my sister's pussy. Her taking me in her. There was no part of me that could resist her or anything she asked just then.
"It was the hottest fucking thing ever," I gasped. "Like not even close."
"Mmm, I know, right?" she purred. "Now all you get is having sex with me when I'm looking right at you. And when you touch me... I don't get the thrill of knowing it's because of how badly you want it."


"No," I insisted. "It's still because of how badly I want it."
"Yeah, but where's the turmoil?" Naomi said. "Where's the fighting yourself for every single second spent playing with your helpless little sister?"
She bounced slowly on my cock, making it hard to think.
"You're getting off thinking about that, aren't you?" I demanded. "You want me to want to have sex with you when you're asleep!"
Naomi kissed me, biting my lip, making me moan helplessly for her.
"So what if I do?" she whispered. "So what if I always do?"
"That's bad!"
"Yeah," she agreed gleefully. "But so is fucking your sister in any kind of way. And I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but...."
She slammed herself down forcefully in my lap, taking me hard and deep. Making a point in the most overtly sexual way she possibly could. It was, in many ways, a pretty good point.
"So we're doing this," I said.
"Seems like it," she said.
"That would mean... I might cum in you again," I said.
Naomi made an animalistic noise in her throat that was almost scary.
"Sure fucking hope so," she growled. "Imagine doing something this fucked and then wussing out."
She kept riding me, kept bouncing and grinding on my cock. Her movements weren't smooth or expert, but they didn't need to be. Naomi just needed to be who she was, and that was more than enough for me to be absolutely smitten and helpless to the pleasure of her body, her soul, and in particular her pussy.
"I can have sex with you," I said, allowing myself a slow, broad smile.
"Try to keep up," Naomi panted. "It's very late in the game to be picking up on that."
"No but I mean...."
I trailed off and busied myself tugging my sister's top off. I wanted her naked. Naked and in my lap, riding my dick.
I didn't know if she understood what I meant. Not truly. Maybe just because she'd gotten there way ahead of me. But... I could have sex with her. I could touch her, kiss her, feel every part of her. I could do all of it, and I didn't have to worry about getting caught or what it did to my sense of self because she wanted it. Perhaps even wanted it more than me, which didn't seem possible, but Naomi was making a good case for it.
Spending all that time feigning sleep just to trick me into doing things to her. How many weeks of waiting for it, longing for me to be bad, aching for the very forbidden acts I might choose?
It wasn't intelligent behaviour from either of us. But maybe, just maybe, the way we'd arrived here wasn't really the important thing.
"I think," I said carefully, "that I might be really happy."
Naomi appeared even more pleased with herself and started rolling her hips in a brand new kind of motion.
"Even though you gotta have sex with me while I'm awake?" she purred.
"There are... some advantages to that," I croaked helplessly.
She felt so good. It was making my brain melt. And I wasn't in control really at all, which was such a huge departure for me. I loved it. I loved feeling like my sister wanted this as much as I did. Maybe more.
"Hey Max?" Naomi said, and I could practically hear the glint off of her words.
"Hm?"
"What was your plan if you accidentally knocked me up while you thought I was sleeping?"
I groaned and hid my face against her, embarrassed at how turned on her question made me. "I didn't think that far ahead," I mumbled. "And I think you know it."
"That's what I would have guessed," she teased delightedly. "I just wanted to check."
"Nae, please tell me we're not in danger of that."
She giggled softly.
"Nae? Nae-nae?"
"How much would you panic if you did accidentally breed your sister though?" she laughed.
"Please tell me," I begged.
Her mouth went to my ear, whispering sweet, dulcet tones. "Do you think I can't feel how excited you get when you think about it?"
"Not on purpose!"
"I know," Naomi said. "But like... you're one hundred percent gonna cum in me again without ever knowing the answer. I don't think you could help yourself."
"Why are you getting off on that so much?" I asked.
"'Cause it's kinda hot," she said.
"That's it?"
"I dunno, bro, I'm having sex with my brother at the moment. You really want to dig too deep into what's doing it for either of us?"
I moaned at the feeling of my cock going in and out of her pussy over and over, really savouring it for a moment.
"No," I decided. "No I don't. I think maybe I just want to cum in you."
Naomi whimpered happily.
"I want to cum in you," I repeated. "Maybe get you pregnant. Who knows?"
She gasped. "Max!"
I grinned, starting to really enjoy this. "I mean if we've come this far, maybe you get bred, you know? Maybe that's just what happens."
"Maxxy! Bad brother!"
I ignored her and kept kissing and teasing my sister, enjoying it even more when she came for me. I loved making her cum so much. She'd apparently been aware of each previous time I'd made her cum. No wonder she'd been so insistent in her sleep of me making her feel good. She hadn't been sleeping at all.
I now kind of wished I'd teased her a little more with words at the time. Not that I could have known what effect that would have.
She got so cute and embarrassed though. So horny over some really questionable things.
Naomi was panting after her orgasm, but kept riding me. I was so close, and as she refocused a little I could sense that she knew it and wanted me to cum really badly too.
"Maybe you did breed me, bro," she whispered.
"Nae!"
"Maybe you did. What are you gonna do if you knocked up your sister? That's gonna be a hard one to explain." She nipped at my lip. "And you'll have to be all like, 'no you don't understand, it's ok that I got my sister pregnant because I thought she was asleep.'"
"Naomi," I moaned.
"You'd be all embarrassed about it," she giggled. "That you came in your little sister so much that she got pregnant. And it was an accident, but only because you loved having sex with her so much, and--"
I made a helplessly horny noise and Naomi responded with a horny delighted noise of her own as I came in her. Came in my little sister's pussy for the second time.
"Hehe, bad brother," she cooed, wrapping her arms tight around me and refusing to release me while I pumped cum in her, or even afterward.
"Not good brother?" I asked.
"Well you might have just knocked up your sister, so...."
I groaned. "We both came. Can you cut that out please?"
"Why? Gonna get you all horny again?"
"I'm a little worried that it's true is all," I said. I ran my fingertips up and down her spine. "We're ok, right?"
"Maaayyybe," Naomi said noncommittally.
"Nae! I can't have sex with you if you're going to get pregnant," I insisted.
"Spoilsport." She kissed me. "I'm on birth control, ya big baby."
"Thank you."
"At least I think I remembered to--"
Naomi shrieked as I pinched her, then wrestled her to the floor underneath me. If I hadn't already cummed in her twice I probably would have been fucking her again already.
"You're impossible," I growled.
She pulled at me, easing my weight off of my arms slowly until I was basically lying on her like a brother-sized weighted blanket.
"You love it," Naomi said. "You'd still have sex with me anyway."
"... I might not."
"Uh huh. Tell yourself that if it helps."
"Fine, I don't know if I could help it," I admitted. "Happy?"
"So happy," Naomi said.
"Do you... want me to get off of you?" I asked.
"Don't you dare," she said.
"This is comfortable for you?"
"Very cozy," Naomi assured me. "So safe."
"You really still feel safe with me?"
She nuzzled her face against me. "More than ever."
"I still don't get that," I said.
"Well," Naomi said thoughtfully, "you found out that I've been tricking you too. Do you feel safe with me?"
I had to think about it. Or rather, I thought I had to think about it. I thought it must be more complicated than I was making it out to be. But I didn't, and it wasn't.
"Entirely," I sighed. "Damn. You'd really think there'd be some questioning of all this from at least one of us."
"Nah," Naomi said. "I think we know what we want."
"I guess it'd be weird if we didn't at this point," I said.
"Right?" She put her hand gently on the side of my face. "Want to kiss me some more?"
I did want to. I lay on my sister and we exchanged a long, slow, sensuous array of smooches until we both finally had enough. It took a while for us to get tired of it. We couldn't get enough of each other.
The latter seemed even more proven when we finally headed to bed. I found myself taking Naomi's hand and we walked slowly side by side to our rooms. We didn't let go even there, though, and I let myself be led into her room and her bed.
There was some nightly hygiene to take care of. Some cleaning up, using the bathroom, brushing our teeth. But we did it all together, watching each other, nakedly brushing against one another over and over.
Somehow not leading to sex again, but just really settling into the sense of closeness and intimacy that we could now freely explore.
I loved the few moments I got of lying in Naomi's bed waiting for her to join me, watching her putter about her room, just getting to exist cozily close to her.
"Are you coming to bed or what?" I asked.
"Yeah, I am," Naomi said.
She hesitated though.
"What?" I asked.
She shrugged. "I don't know. I think I'm actually just a little nervous now."
"Now?" I asked. "Really?"
"Yeah, well... it's a lot, isn't it?"
I snorted. "You have no problem jumping right into pretending to get bred by your brother, but sleeping next to me is daunting?"
"That was just horny," Naomi said, padding over closer. "This is real."
"Silly girl," I said, taking her hand. She let me pull her into bed. "It's all real."
"Yeah but, like, some things are more real than others."
"I see," I said. "Well actually I don't. But what if we kind of cuddle together and talk, and if we fall asleep we fall asleep. That's not as real as sleeping together, maybe?"
Naomi smiled and nodded, slipping her arms around me. "That does help, actually. We're just cuddling. I love cuddling with you, you know."
"Yeah, me too," I said. "You still feeling good about everything?"
"Mmhm," she said. "You?"
"Yes," I said. "Very much so."
We murmured a little more conversation to each other, but it wasn't that long before we were both fast asleep.
****
I woke up with a mouth on my cock. I put the pieces together pretty quickly and kept my eyes closed, but it was tough not to want to look when I was waking up to a sisterly blowjob.
Naomi hummed happily to herself as she played with my cock in between sucking on it. She stroked it and just ran her fingers up and down it. She gave it little kisses and licks, and she made it all spitty by getting it as far into her mouth as she could.
"He's so cute when he's sleeping," she mumbled aloud. "No wonder he did stuff to me if I looked like that."
It was an effort not to grin and ruin the whole effect.
The bed shifted when Naomi eventually moved away from blowing me and knelt to straddle my hips. It was even trickier not to react as her pussy touched my hard cock and she rubbed herself on me.
"What you think, Maxxy?" Naomi asked softly. "Want to try knocking up your sister again? Can you imagine if you did it and didn't even know it was happening?"
She had to have felt my cock twitch. It was embarrassing that she'd gotten me like that. She had to know I was awake anyway. She must have been speaking for me as much as for herself.
But maybe she didn't. Maybe Naomi was only turning herself on and enjoying the idea that she might get me back. I wanted to give her that chance, at least partly because it was really fucking hot that she would try to fuck me while I was sleeping.
In that context, it also kind of made it feel better what I'd done while I thought she was sleeping. It was easier not to feel guilty when I viscerally understood the thrill of what my sister had enjoyed.
"Mmm, fuck," Naomi hissed as she sank onto my cock.
Her wet little pussy took me in, enveloping me so perfectly. My sister claimed me for her own use whether I wanted it or not. I was all hers to use and fill her and ride to her heart's content.
"Yeah that's the shit," she breathed. "You're gonna be sad you missed this, bro."
I believed that, had it been the case. That would be the downside to if my sister successfully managed to do things to me while I was unaware. I wouldn't get to feel them, to experience them right along with her.
And I didn't want to miss any of this. Not one second of Naomi riding me so lovingly. Her pussy was so perfectly heavenly around my cock. The knowledge of how much she wanted me, of how far she'd go to sneak my dick into her, made it all the more insanely sexy.
I focused on nothing other than enjoying myself and trying not to react or move too much. I had some leeway. She'd reacted in her sleep for me and I'd brushed it off. I'd even appreciated that I thought I was making her react that way while she was fully asleep. Maybe my cock twitching or my helpless smile and little moans would be taken the same way.
Naomi made the happiest, sexiest noises as she came on my dick. Sweet sister that she was, she kept rocking around on my cock until I came too, filling her little pussy with hot cum.
She made a pleased sound, kept squeezing me with her pussy until she was sure I was done, then gently lay out on top of me.
"Thanks Max," she murmured after a while. "That was fun. Thanks for pretending for me."
I gave up and wrapped my arms around her, daring to peek my eyes open at last.
"Too obvious I was awake?" I asked.
"Not too obvious," she said. "And I think with some practice it would be harder to tell." Naomi lifted her head to look at me. "Were you awake the whole time?"
"Ha, so you don't know for sure," I teased.
"Not when exactly," she admitted. "You got way too happy when I was riding you though."
"Maybe it was a very nice dream."
"Mmhm."
I ran my fingernails lightly up her spine. "It was when my cock was in your mouth," I said. "That's when I woke up."
Her eyes opened wide, beaming. "Really?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"'Cause if you're telling the truth... I got to play for a bit before you actually woke up."
"Oh yeah, what did you do to me?"
Naomi grinned. "Not telling."
"Nae!"
"Nope. You just have to imagine it," she persisted. "What I might have been doing." Her eyes gleamed so wickedly. "It's true, isn't it? You're trying to figure out what I did to you."
"It's very true," I said. "I'm glad I didn't miss the sex part."
"Hehe, I'll get you someday," Naomi giggled. "I'll keep trying."
"Mmm, yeah you will."
She kissed me, then whispered in my ear. "I really want to see if I could get you to breed me without even knowing it."
I groaned. "Please stop saying things like that."
"Why?"
"It's weird."
"Is it?" she asked. "Or are you just embarrassed at how much it turns you on." Naomi grinned. "I can still feel your cock you know."
She rubbed herself against me as if to prove the point. Her pussy teased my cock, which was getting hard all over again. My sister grinding on me did nothing to stop that.
"You could just ask if you wanted more sex," I said.
Naomi gave me a look. "Listen bro. I'll try lots of things. You know I will. But healthy communication about our needs is fucking pervy of you."
"Nae...."
"I'm starting to think I don't want to let you try cumming in my pussy every day and seeing if you can breed me every chance you get."
I growled and flipped her on her back, cock pressing needily against her.
"Maybe I will knock you up then," I threatened.
She bit her lip and nodded.
"I know you think it's as hot as I do," I continued. "And somehow you're a lot less embarrassed about it. It'd be a lot less hot if I actually did it though."
"Hotter," she whispered quietly.
"Dammit Nae...."
"Try," she said. "Now. Please."
I was already going to have sex with her again. The need was pretty urgent in both of us. One cum probably would have done us for the morning if she hadn't insisted on riling us both up again.
I did kind of love her for it. Finding out my sister was not only a match for my horniness and perviness but might actually have me beat was wild, crazy, and possibly the most amazing thing in my life.
Sure it was embarrassing to find out some of the things that turned me on, but they did in fact turn me on. I was excited to learn what else she could get me with, even if I'd have to pretend not to like. At least a little.
We fucked for a while, murmuring fucked up things to each other from time to time. I still wanted to know what exactly she'd done to me while sleeping. That wasn't just naughty fantasy, that was stuff that had actually happened. She had an edge on me there, and I'd have to try and close that gap. There would be lots of nights to make something happen.
Naomi and I lay together for a while after until we had to get up. In between us being stupidly horny for each other, we were actually very sweet together. Cuddling naked in bed with someone after sex was just as wonderful as I'd imagined, even if she was my little sister. Maybe partly because of that.
"Just remind me," I mumbled. "We're not actually going to get you pregnant doing this, are we?"
Naomi grinned mischievously. "Probably not."
"Nae!"
"Probably," she repeated.
"You're so bad."
"Do something about it," she dared.
"Just wait 'til tonight," I threatened. "I will."
My sister seemed to actually glow. "Can't wait."
****
The two of us were so bad, egging each other on all the time. We now shared a mutual hobby of trying to do or say fucked up things to each other, and just kept finding out that we liked it.
The idea of Naomi getting pregnant from having sex with me kept popping up as a favourite, and we never stopped trying to do things to each other while one of us was asleep. It regularly left us tired but very satisfied.
For a time I worried that it was all fleeting. That our time together was only temporary. Neither of us really planned for it, but Naomi and I sort of comfortably drifted into being each other's one and only relationship. It just kind of happened. We did discuss it vaguely from time to time, but mostly we just let things take their natural course.
We maintained separate rooms when we moved into an apartment together. It was better for hiding our sexual relationship, and that would have been a good enough reason for it. It was actually far more about leaving us room to do sneaky things to each other. There was nothing better than my sister pattering into my room in the middle of the night because she was horny, or indeed vice versa.
Then again, sometimes we had sex before bed and fell asleep curled up together like a more normal couple. Which was nice, because there was precious little normal about anything we did.
I loved everything we did, I loved Naomi, and I wouldn't have traded any of it for a more normal life. How could I need anything else when I had my wonderful, crazy sister.


        